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        A white housewive is seduced by her black female neighbor.
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Jessica had been fucked for three straight hours by over a dozen black men. Cum dripped out of her pussy and ass and her raven black hair was coated with love juice. As another cock penetrated her well fucked ass Jessica pondered her predicament. How she, a married women of 40, who was a virgin when she married, with two kids, and had never even considered cheating on her husband, could now be a dirty whore with a black mistress whose body was used daily for the pleasure of many. Here is her story:
1. INTRODUCTION
Looking back now there were so many hints of what was to come...so, so many. Yet I was oblivious to it all...until it was way too late...or maybe I never had a chance.
My name is Jessica Jamieson. I married my high school sweetheart at 18 and had my kids at 20 and 21. My two precious children are 19 year old Becky and 21 year old Mark.
In all honesty, I am, well was, a great mother, a passionate high school teacher and a faithful wife. I grew up in an old-fashioned home where my mother did it all while my dad worked and she did all of the housework, plus marking, plus raising the kids while her husband was often gone. I inherited my mom's old-fashioned values and act and dress the part. I do not own any jeans, wear only long skirts or dresses, nothing that would be considered slutty, but always looking professional and proper.
My daughter Becky is very pretty. She is in her first year of college, but still lives at home. She has blonde hair as well and the very same blue eyes I have. She is an amazing athlete on a volleyball scholarship and a straight A student. Being an athlete she always dresses in casual attire. She is a very determined woman who is always in control and takes no gruff from anybody. She is much more like her father who is an ex-NFL linebacker and now a speaker on the motivational speaker circuit.
My son Mark is a good looking guy who was a high school football star and currently is in the military.
My life would change forever, without me even knowing it, innocently enough on May 7th when new neighbors moved in. As I have always done, I baked my famous apple pie for my new neighbors and brought it over to welcome them to the neighborhood. I was surprised when I first met Amy and Derek, a black thirty year old married couple with no kids. Amy carried herself with a power that I was immediately jealous of. Derek was a muscular man who looked like he just left a GQ magazine. I remember I briefly considered how good looking their kids would be, although I would later learn that Amy could not have children. After a brief conversation, I left after giving Amy an open invitation for coffee.
A week later Amy came over for coffee and we became instant friends. Amy was different from me in every way. She dressed very provocatively and was outgoing and funny. Yet, we got along famously. Amy was a psychic that stayed at home. She also was a writer and had a love of making wine. Over the next month we hung out a few times and got to know each other better; plus Derek and Martin, my husband, both had a love for playing pool and drinking Amy's homemade wine.
As I got to know Amy better, I learned that Amy's dad was actually a pastor and Amy left home at 16 and never went back. She was a wild child then and had not really changed. Amy always dressed up because she loved people checking her out, wore nylons always because she loved the feel of them and they made her feel sexy (although she only wore stay-ups or garters and stocking as she wanted to always be ready for a good fucking, her words not mine); around Amy, I was more open and felt more free, and soon realized that maybe I was a bit of a prude. Martin and I had sex maybe once a month, I had given him oral sex maybe five times, never swallowed and had not even considered taking it up the butt. Amy, on the other hand, fucked Derek at least once a day, sucked his cock regularly, loved the taste of semen and enjoyed a good ass fucking as well. I was shocked by all of this, yet fascinated by every word that came from her. When she learned of my rather lame sex life, she brought me over a few special girl only toys. One in particular, which she called her eternity O toy, she insisted I put in me right then. I excused myself and, although somewhat embarrassed, I inserted the little toy and turned it on. The small vibrations kept me horny at all times, yet did not disrupt my day. It was the ultimate pleasure toy.
Although it never occurred to me at first, I was fascinated by the many attractive women, almost all college girls, who often paraded in and out of Amy's house. I assumed they were all clients, but I would later learn I was incredibly mistaken. The fact that they all dressed like they were heading on a date should have been a clue.
Then things began to get more interesting. Karen, my best friend and vice-principal, who lived across the street, went into Amy's house; she was dressed in a mini-skirt that was very unlike her. She left two hours later and I called her over. I asked, "Karen why are you dressed so provocative?"
"Oh this, nothing really," she said quite embarrassed, "Amy was showing me how to dress a bit sexier for my hubby." After a bit more random discussion, Karen went on home.
Again, a subtle clue of what was forthcoming, but still I was clueless.
2. THE NEXT NIGHT
About a month after Amy and Derek had moved in next store things began to change. We were over at Amy's; the boys playing pool, as usual, while we were watching sex and the city and drinking wine. Derek, who had kept the talk generic until now asked: "So I hear your wife doesn't blow you?'
Martin, looked up surprised as he was about to make a shot, and said, "How do you know that?"
"She told my wife."
"Well, she has a gag reflex and her jaw gets sore."
Derek laughed, "Do you know that Amy sucks my cock pretty much every day and she swallows my load every time. Well except when we make our porn vids, then she takes a load on her face."
"You make porn vids."
"Sure, it makes the sex hotter. Often we add a second chick or a second dick. Amy loves a couple cocks at once and also loves pussy."
"Fuck off."
"Come here," Martin followed Derek into the TV room in the basement; Derek grabbed a dvd, threw it in the player and pressed play. "This one," Derek said, "was with three cheerleaders from the college where we used to live." Mark was stunned to see three girls all in cheerleader outfits and Amy dressed as their coach.
Amy tells them to all bend over and they all reveal they are wearing hooters pantyhose with holes at cut for access to their pussy and ass. "You can't do the cheer properly, so you must be punished." She then revealed a 8 inch strap-on and took turns fucking all three girls calling them 'sluts, whores, dykes, etc.' She then had all three service her.
Derek said "There are also tapes of her being gang-banged by 7 basketball players, me fucking a variety of sorority chicks, Amy seducing a variety of women including a waitress, a couple secretaries, a politician, a few sales people, etc; of course, there are many of her and I fucking with other couples and complete orgies."
"Wow man," Martin said stunned.
"Do you want to fuck my wife?" Martin looked shocked. "Of course, I would have to be allowed to drill yours."
"She would never go for that."
Derek smirked, "If Amy convinces her it is ok, you are in?"
"She would never..."
Derek cut him off, "Dude, my wife has seduced many women, and almost none ever can resist her charms. Oh sure, some take a while, but Amy always, always get what she wants."
"Well I would love to get more pussy."
Derek laughed, "By the time Amy is done with your wife, she will be begging you to fuck her ass and then will suck your cock right from her ass. She will do everything you ever fantasized and some you never even considered."
"Well..."
"Dude, let's go play some pool."
Meanwhile upstairs, the girls are talking. Amy dressed in a red one piece dress and black stockings says, "Jess, it is time for a makeover."
"What do you mean?"
"Let's shock the shit out of your hubby."
"How so?"
"Come upstairs to my room."
Upstairs, Amy said, "Jess, we are going to make you look so fucking hot that your husband is going to take you home and pound you."
I blushed. Amy rather bluntly, "Get undressed. Take off all your clothes, lets take a look at you."
I hesitated, assuming she was not serious. Amy, clearly lacking patience repeated, "Get undressed, we don't have all day." Her frustration was clear.
Slowly, I unbuttoned my blouse, Amy realized my insecurity and awkwardness, stated, "Honey, you are a beautiful woman, you don't have to be shy." I took off my blouse and then slid off my long skirt. "Oh dear, pantyhose, we really do need a makeover. Like I have told you before, pantyhose are not sexy. Stay ups, garters and stockings now they are sexual." With that, Amy hiked up her much lower skirt showing me the top of her stay up beige stockings. She then pointed to my toes and said "and reinforced toe? Honey, men love to see each toe in sheer nylon. For now on you only buy sandlefoot stockings. Plus, you always have to have your nails painted. Mine are usually painted red, look." I look and have to say her toes in beige stockings and toenails painted red do standout. Amy walked over to her closet and said, "Get those grandma pantyhose off, I got just the thing for you." I took off my pantyhose and waited in my bra and panties. Amy came back to me and told me to sit on the end of her bed. "Now honey, you obviously spend money on your bra and undies they are sexy, now we just need to redo everything else." Amy knelt to her knees and I sat back and wondered what she was doing. Then she opened her hand and revealed red nail polish and said, "Honey, let the makeover begin." As Amy did each toenail with delicate precision, caressing my foot with sexual teasing, she continued to talk, "Jess, when I am done with you, your hubby is gonna come in his pants. He is gonna fuck you so hard I'll hear your moans. You'll orgasm so hard, you will quake with pleasure for hours." Amy heard my sigh and said, 'Honey, did you just sigh?"
"Um, yeah, it's just..."
"What sugar, you can tell me anything."
"It's just, I have never orgasmed from sex. I always have to silently masturbate after he falls asleep."
"Fuck off. You never get off."
"Never," I whispered.
"I orgasm over and over again when Derek's big thick black cock hammers me. How big is Martin?"
"Um, I don't know exactly, 5 inches."
"Fuck off, that wouldn't get me off either. Derek is 8 plus inches of hard steel. Martin doesn't at least get you off with his tongue?"
"Oh God no, that is grouse."
"Sugar, having your pussy licked is not disgusting, it is beautiful, amazing, fucking orgasmic. I am going down and telling your fucking husband right now he is not doing his job."
I panicked, "No, no, no, he offered lots, but eventually quit when I always said no."
Amy sighed, "Honey," as she sits up, her lips inches from mine, "You have to let him. You deserve the pleasure. Amy grabbed a package from her bed and opened it. She moved to my leg and surprised me when she grabbed my leg and slowly, with such tenderness, my panties went moist, slid a black stay up stocking onto my leg. She then did the other leg, even slower, and I, for the first time ever, was completely turned on by another women. She then came up to me as if she was going to kiss me and moved to my ear and whispered, "You look fucking gorgeous, good enough to eat." She breathed into my ear for a few more seconds, but what seemed like an eternity, and then stood up. She went back to the closet and returned with a black leather skirt, well skirt is a generous term, a piece of clothing that was the top ¼ of any skirt I had ever worn before. It made micro, seem long. She said "Put this on."
"Um, no, I couldn't, I."
"Now sugar, I want to see what you look like dressed to fuck."
"Um."
"Now," Amy stated with just a slight bit of force. Not wanting to annoy her I take the skimpy piece of leather and put it on. "Turn around and model for me." I finish off my glass of wine, my 4th, and then twirl like a little schoolgirl. "Nice," Amy said smiling.
"It doesn't even cover the top of my stockings, I could never go out anywhere like this."
"Of course not," Amy replied. Thank God I thought, and then Amy started, "You obviously need a blouse." Amy went back to the closet, pilfered through her closet and then came back with a blood red blouse. I put it on and it barely buttoned up over my firm breasts. "Fuck you look hot. Let's go downstairs and show the boys the new Jessica."
"God no," I stated in shock.
"Oh yes baby," Amy cooed. Amy poured the last of the wine into our glasses and I shot it. "Let's go," and Amy grabbed my hand and led me downstairs. As we reached the last stairway, I stopped; Amy looked me straight in the eye and said, "Honey, you need to do this. You have been sheltered from real pleasure for way too long."
"But what about Derek?"
"Oh he will behave, seeing you dressed like this will get him hot and then he will take me upstairs and fuck me with his massive cock until I pass out of delirious orgasmic joy. Now let's go." Before I could reply, continued, "Oh crap, you need hot red lipstick to finish the ensemble." Before I could even think, she leans in and kisses me on the lips. The originally shock of her lips touching mine, went instantly to pleasure and then quickly to disappointment as the she broke the kiss after only a few seconds. Amy smiled, "There baby, now you have some nice red lipstick to match your fuck me attire." She then handed me a lipstick stick and shrugged, "I guess I could have just gave you that." Without any time to process what just happened, she yanked me down the stairs. The boys were playing pool and stopped abruptly when we entered.
Martin's mouth dropped in shock and Derek just smiled and said, "Wow Martin your wife got one of my wife's famous do-me-now makeovers. Jess you look amazing."
"Thanks," I replied, and then showing a confidence that I did not know I had, "I walked over to my husband and said, "Well honey, what do you think, am I good enough to eat."
Martin began to respond, "Um, wow..."
Amy interrupted, "Derek, did you know that Martin never goes down on his wife?"
Derek in mocking shock, "No..."
Martin regained a bit of his composure stated, "Wait, I have offered, I, wait, what do you girls talk about when we are not around?"
Amy walked over to Martin and responded "Girl stuff, what do you boys talk about?"
Martin attempted to bumble his way through this when Amy broke the tension, "Martin take his hot piece of ass home and give her a fucking tongue orgasm. Do you know she never orgasms from you and then masturbates after you fall asleep? "
Martin clearly surprised by all of this said, "No, honey, why wouldn't you tell me?"
Just as I am about to respond Amy suggested, "Who cares about the past, let it go. Tonight is a new night. Martin make your wife happy, we will leave you down here to, well, you know, Derek and I will go upstairs and well, you know." With that Amy and Derek left.
Martin walked over to me and kissed me with a passion I had not felt since we were courting. He then lifted me up onto the pool table, pulled off my skirt and underwear and after sliding his hands up my stocking legs he went to my already drench pussy and started licking. Instantly I could not believe I had refused this all these years, the pleasure was amazing and so much different then when we made love. He licked and licked and after only a couple minutes he triggered an orgasm so intense I squeezed his head between my legs and quaked with joy. Martin then dropped his pants and flipped me onto all fours and did me doggie style, something that we had not done in years. The next few minutes were amazing and being fucked after an orgasm made the whole experience more surreal. I felt his hand tense around my ass and knew he was about to shoot his load in me. His cum filled my pussy as he kept pumping in and out. We then both collapsed on the table exhausted and in love. I looked at the clock, it had been only 12 minutes total from the time Amy left, but it was the best 12 minutes of pleasure ever and I knew my sex life had changed forever. After a few minutes of recovery, we get dressed and went home; me still dressed in Amy's clothes.
3. COFFEE OR PUSSY
A few days later I went over for our usual Friday 10AM coffee (I only worked four days a week); I walked into the livingroom and was completely caught off guard. Amy had her legs open and had our mailwomen in between her legs licking her pussy. Amy, acting as if nothing was different, said "Good morning Jessica. Your coffee is on the table here."
I could not move. Amy smiled and laughed, "Don't worry about her Jess, she is just being disciplined. She twice has overstuffed my mail and I had to teach her a lesson."
I paused and finally said, "Um, Sarah is eating you out?"
Amy responded, "Yeah and she is quite good at it. Sit down Jessica."
I paused for a minute, but did sit down. For the next couple minutes Amy talked to me about the weather and next weeks party she was hosting as if having a girl between her legs was the most natural thing in the world. Amy then stopped and said, "Just a sec honey, Hmmm,that's it bitch suck my juices, I'm cumming..." After about 30 seconds she demanded, "Slut, say hi to my friend."
Obviously humiliated, Sarah, my postmistress for the last 10 years, said "Hi Mrs. Jamieson." Her face was glistening from Amy's orgasm.
"Hi Sarah," I responded awkwardly.
Amy broke the awkwardness by making it even more awkward, "Jess would you like Sarah to eat our pussy?"
"Um, no thanks," I replied.
"Your loss," Amy shrugged pulling her skirt down and said, "OK Sarah, you may go."
"Thanks mistress," Sarah responded and exited quickly.
Amy explained, "Jessica, I am not a lesbian. I love cock way too much, but girls eat pussy way better then men do. I am sorry, I figured she would be done before you got here, but she took her time down there and I lost track of time. "
"Um, its ok I guess, I mean I knew you were a sexual being, but I just never thought that Sarah would be a-a..."
"Lesbian? She's married honey?"
"Really?"
"Well I never asked, but she was wearing a wedding ring."
"I could never do that."
"Oh honey, I know, but you don't know what you are missing."
"Doesn't Derek mind?"
"Hell no, Derek and I often have more than just the two of us in the bedroom. "
"Oh. I-I-I still can't believe I just saw Sarah on her knees eating your vagina."
"My pussy darling. You got to understand Jess, some women like to be dominated, to be used, to be treated like a slut. I could tell Karen was submissive the first time she fucked up. I also knew she would fuck up again."
"Really?"
"Honey, all women have a submissive or dominant streak in them. Mine is dominant, but most are submissive."
"I don't think I have either."
"Oh you do, you just have not found it yet."
"I don't."
"It's OK sugar, you can be yourself around me." Amy looks at her watch and says, "Oh shit, my next client is in 20 minutes and I need to shower so I don't smell like I just got fucked. Let yourself out sweetie."
I left and spent the rest of the day in a stunned haze. I masturbated twice that day and that night I threw Martin on the bed and sucked his cock and then rode him like a cowboy on a buckinghorse. After awhile, I jumped off and took it back in my mouth tasting my own juices for the first time ever. I sucked it with feverous abandon until he shot a hot load of semen down my throat. Not unpleasant at all, I continued to bob up and down until his cock became limp in my mouth. I then, in my first dominant moment in the bedroom ever, demanded he eat me out. After a great orgasm, I slipped into a blissful slumber.



4. NEIGHBOURLY CONVERSATION & THE PHILOSOPHY OF BLACK SENSUALITY AND WHITE SUBMISSIVENESS
A few days went by and I had avoided Amy as I sure did not know what to say to her after seeing what I saw. Although Amy and I had spent almost no time together since the makeover and the awkward last coffee date, her influence had been great I had bought a whole new wardrobe, much to my husband's delight. I had a garterbelt, I had stockings and stay ups in a variety of colours. I had a few new much shorter, although still classy, skirts; skirts that were long enough for school, but short enough to reveal I was wearing stockings if I sat a certain way. This new me was exciting. I was always horny and Martin and I were going at it almost every day he was home. As I was taking groceries out of my car, I saw Karen crossing the street, clearly leaving Amy's house, heading the other way was a young coed who couldn't be over 19. Karen was wearing a red one piece dress and stay up black stockings all clearly in view. I called her over.
"Hi Karen."
"Hi Jessica."
"What are you wearing?" I asked.
"A sexy outfit for Amy," she replied matter-of-factly.
"What?" I responded surprised.
"Oh come on," Karen stated, "You have seen me going over there a dozen times, you have seen many other hot sluts go over there, what do you think we are doing, having coffee?"
"Um, I."
"Get your head out of your ass Jess, Amy is my mistress. Did you see that hot brunette who just left Amys? 10 minutes ago, I was fucking her with a 8 inch strap-on while she ate about mistress Amy. "
"Karen you didn't?"
"Jessica, shut up. I know you saw Sarah eat out our mistress. Did you know that Sarah will eat your pussy anytime you ask? "
"Um, Amy did offer her..."
"Honey, you should take up the offer, she has an amazing tongue. Better than any pathetic man can do. Now sugar, I got to get ready for a PTA meeting and then after that I have to go back to Amy's so Derek can shoot his load in my ovulating pussy. "
"What?"
"Yes, Amy can't have a baby, so she wants me to carry Derek's child. And I would never say no to my mistress."
"Karen you can't, you have a reputation."
"Jessica, Amy has a power that is way more powerful than a reputation. Plus Jessica, it is not worth resisting. Someday soon, you will be at her house, on your knees, begging to eat her pussy. You will be hammered from behind my Derek's massive rod and you will be gangbanged by whole sororities," she paused to stare at my shocked face, "And you will come over to my house, knock on my door, look into my eyes with your condescending smile and beg me to fuck you in the ass." She then moved to me and shoved her tongue down my throat. She then broke away and said, "Three things Jess. One, this conversation never happened; two I can ruin your career if my secrets ever come out; and three, pay attention closely Jess, everything around you is changing." As fate would have it, Sarah happened to be delivering the mail as this conversation was coming to the end. "Sarah, would you be willing to eat out Jessica right now?"
"Oh yes, I would love to eat Jessica's pussy," Sarah eagerly stated, looking me straight in the eye.
"What would you do?"
"I would lick her pussy so slowly, so tenderly, that the orgasm would be just lingering there and after what seemed like an eternity, I would pick up the pace and bring her to an orgasm that would make her explode her pussy juice all over her face. I would then continue licking until she begged me to stop and would bring her to a second, even bigger, orgasm."
Jessica speechless, and rather wet, vaguely heard Karen demand, "Sarah, lets go to my house and you can do that to me."
"Oh yes mistress," said Sarah.
Karen looked me into the eye and said, "Penny for your thoughts Jess." She then moved to my ear and whispered, "Just submit Jessica, just submit. One more thing. Is Amy's special O toy in you right now?" I blushed, she laughed. "Oh Amy, you are even closer than I thought." She then walked away with Karen following her like a puppy dog.
I went inside, grabbed one of my new three toys Amy had given me, this one a black 8 inch vibe, and fucked myself hard and fast. After an orgasm, I laid there and started to consider all the hints that I should have seen before. There was, of course, Karen and Sarah and her parade of schoolgirls coming in and out, but there were many more. The way Amy talked, dressed, the way she made me do dress up that day. The way she touched me, kissed me. It did turn me on, but I was not a lesbian. I would not submit.
Another hint of what was to come should have been obvious when Becky started to dress differently the past few days. Gone where her sport shorts and sweats, replaced by short skirts, sundresses and pantyhose. This should have been an obvious sign, yet I just assumed it was her finally finding her sexuality (which ironically was exactly what it was but in a much, much different way than I could have ever imagined). She has also started hugging me more and giving me kisses on the cheek. Yet, it wasn't until I did her laundry that I noticed that they were not pantyhose, but rather they were stockings and they were all sandlefoot. Instantly, I wondered, 'No, she did not have my daughter.' The more I thought the more relived I was. Becky was at school all day, had practice after school and was always home for supper. She went out occasionally, but I would notice if she was going over there all the time. That day at supper, Becky came in right on time and I watched her closely. I wanted to know if anything was different. She came in, dressed in dark beige stockings, a pink skirt and white blouse. This was relatively new as usually she came home in her volleyball gear. She came in and gave me a hug and this time her hands ended up on my ass. They lingered there a longtime and as she kissed my cheek I could smell pussy.
That night though she did not leave the house, but I did. I headed over to Karen's. We were friends; she would tell me the truth. I knocked on the door and she answered it in a robe. When she saw it was me she smiled and said, "Are you here for that ass fucking?"
"God no," I stated, "I need your help."
Karen shrugged and said, "Come on in. " I followed her in and after she closed the door she dropped the robe to the floor. She was dressed in a white garter and stockings and was wearing a large strap-on cock. "OK honey, what can I do for you?"
Although I already knew Karen was very attractive, I never realized how perfect her body was. Large firm breasts, nice legs, green eyes and beautiful long flowing red hair. She was short, not even 5 feet, but she was a powerful package. Breaking away from staring at her body I said, "Why are you wearing a cock?"
"Because I was fucking someone when you knocked," Karen stated matter-of-factly.
"Oh, I can come back later Karen," I stated and started to leave.
"Don't be silly, he can wait."
"He?"
"Yes, Principal Walker."
"No?"
"Oh yes, that fucker tried to stop me from getting the vp job that male chauvinist pig. Now I am teaching him a lesson. Ellie and Heidi are here too." Ellie was our school secretary and although quite pretty, she was over 200 pounds and was walked over by Mr. Walker all the time. Heidi, was a first year teacher, who was almost fired last month by Walker for her progressive ways. Heidi was a black woman who was very blunt and quirky. For example, she always wore white, had red streaks in her hair and was very touchy feely with all the women. I assumed she was a lesbian, I was soon to find out I was right.
"Um, ok, I am going to leave," I said, starting to leave.
Karen blocked the door and said, "Oh no, first tell me what I can do for you."
"Fine," I stated, "Do you know if Amy has seduced my Becky?"
Karen smiled, an evil, Queen from Snow White smile, and said, "Not that I know of. That said, everyone who meets Amy succumbs to her powers if Amy wants them too. And your daughter is one hot little piece."
"You are sure Amy never said anything."
"I'm sure. She said, she would get you to be her willing fuck toy, but she never mentioned Becky to me. Now do you want to come see this?"
"No, I gotta get going."
Karen grabbed my hand and pulled me with her into her bedroom. I tired to resist, but truthfully, I was curious and Karen knew that. What I found when I got there though surprised me more than everything else I had seen in the past couple weeks. On his knees was Principle Walker, straddling his secretary and being fucked in the ass while the young black Heidi taped it. Walker looked at me, humiliated, but yet kept bouncing up and down on the thick plastic cock. Heidi smiled at me and said "Hey Jess grab a strap-on."
I just shock my head no as I watched the seen. Heidi gave Karen the camera, unbuckled the strap-on from Karen and hooked it up to herself. She demanded, "Karen bend over." Karen obeyed and without any lube or foreplay plunged the massive cock into her. Karen bounced back on the toy as she continued taping Walker taking it up the ass. Heidi looked directly at me and said, "Jess, I know what you are thinking...what the hell? It is actually all really quite simple. First off you must realize that most, if not all, white women are submissive and want to be controlled. History shows this. Women stayed home, while their men looked after them. Although times have changed, some things don't. Deep down white women need to be dominated and they gravitate to powerful people; now since black women are stronger it is not surprising that attractive powerful women like me get our pick of the white slut litter. I have had many white women eat from my pussy, beg and grovel just to be allowed to lick my delicious pussy. I knew Karen was submissive early and had her eating my box under my desk the first week of school. Now after Walker tried to scare me with his glorified power, we decided we had to get him back. Now as you know, Walker wanted a man for his vp and with the knowledge that he was moving up to director next year we had to make a play. So one day, Karen walked into Walker's room and demanded he recommend her for the principalship. Walker suggested he had other people in mind and Karen simply walked over dropped to her knees unzipped and began sucking his cock. Walker eventually held Karen's head and began fucking her mouth till he shot a load of cum down her throat. This became a daily routine for a while until one day Karen came in and blindfolded him and she then brought in a grade 12 student, Jill, in case you were curious Jess, she is just one of my 5 cheerleaders who regularly service me, who had just turned 18, and she sucked him off and just as he was cumming, I pulled the blindfold off revealing the whole thing had been filmed. His cum sprayed onto Jill's face and the floor. Karen then told Walker how things were going to be and demanded he lick the cum of the floor. When he did as he was told, we knew he would be easy to use. Because Walker is like many men of power, they thrive off this perceived power, thus hiding behind their insecurities. They try to bully people they think they can and since he treated Ellie so badly, we thought she should have the opportunity to get back at him. So Jessica are you like most white women? Do you want to be dominated? Now a girl like you Jessica, your mind says this is wrong, that you are not a lesbian, yet your body says different. I know for a fact if I came and touched your panties they would be drenched. If I walked over and started kissing you, you would quaver in pleasure and eagerly become my slave. That is what your body says; yet your mind keeps saying, 'No this is dirty, wrong. I am a proper women." She pulled her strap-on out of Karen and took it off. She then demanded Ellie, get over and eat her pussy, "Jessica do you want to fuck Walker?"
I am stunned by it all. The actions, the words, the theory. I am also scared she is right. I know it is wrong and yet my panties are drenched. Before I may break, I turn around and walk out. As I left, I heard Heidi call out "Jess, it's only a matter of time."
I got home and was exhausted. Martin was out of town and Becky was in the livingroom watching tv in pajamas now and yet her feet were in stockings. I wanted to ask, I needed to ask, yet I couldn't. I then sat down beside her and we watched tv for a while. We talked about school, sports, etc and then I went to bed. As you probably can expect, I fucked myself to sleep first.
5. THE FALL
It had been a week since I saw Sarah between Amy's legs, since I learned my good friend and neighbor was a lesbian slut, since I watched my principal take it up the ass and a couple days since I wondered if my daughter was being seduced. It was Friday again and that meant coffee with Amy. Now it was not unusual for Amy and I to not see each other throughout the week, but it was rare. Now I should note that even though I went over there to demand that Amy leave my daughter alone and that I was not veer going to submit to her, I spent a great deal of time getting ready. I wore the same black stay-ups she had given me earlier, a black skirt with a relatively revealing slit on the side, my only thong and a satin red blouse. Again, like Heidi said, my mind said no, but my body said hell yeah. Yet, I convinced myself I was going over there to clear everything up. I get to Amy's house and walk in. What I saw next should have surprised me, shocked me, angered me, yet it did none. Amy was on the couch her black legs, in white stockings, spread wide while a girl in a cheerleaders outfit and beige stockings lapped at her pussy and Derek fucked the girl from behind in the ass.
Amy looked at me and said "Wow sugar, you dressed rather hot for coffee." I shrugged and so she continued, "Jessica, I know you know about Karen and I know Heidi, my niece by the way, told you about her philosophy and now I will explain mine. " She grabbed the girls' head and pushed it into her pussy. Amy moaned and said, "Fuck Jessica, your daughter sure can eat pussy." I blinked and then looked closer and realized that I was watching my daughter eat my friend's pussy while she got ass fucked.
It was then that I knew as a mother I had to do something, to protect my baby. I began to move closer when Amy spoke, "Jessica, you are doing the mind over body thing right now. You are thinking, I have to protect my daughter. But from what honey? Your daughter loves to eat my pussy, loves to get fucked by Derek and is as submissive as they get. A few days ago I went over to see you in my next phase of your seduction and you were out. Your daughter answered dressed in shorts and a t-shirt. We chit chatted and as we talked she eventually told me she had a date tonight and did not know what to wear. I brought her back to my place and we tried on a few outfits and each time my hands would linger longer. I knew in minutes that she was mine. I simply said to her, 'Honey, have you ever been with a woman. She said she had played with some of her teammates in the past and then I simply kissed her. Over the next couple hours she ate my pussy; I ate hers, I fucked her pussy, she fucked mine; I demanded obedience, she obeyed. I gave her my credit card and she went out and bought a new wardrobe, one you knew had to come from me, but yet you did nothing. She has been over here every day this week as my personally slut and Derek has fucked her delicious white pussy every day and you just watched her ass be deflowered." I went to speak, but what was there to say. Amy who had clearly just orgasmed on my daughter's face smiled at me and said, "Whore, tell your mommy what you are."
My daughter looked at me in complete bliss, her face drenched with pussy juice, "Mommy, I am Amy's whore. I am a slut for black pussy. I am a fuckhole for black cock. My place is here on my knees. Please mommy don't be ashamed of me. Oh my god Derek, fuck my ass, come in my ass so mommy can see what kind of slut I am. Yes, yes, oh my god mommy, Derek's black cock is so big you got to try it mommy."
Amy then said, "Derek pull out of this white trash slut."
"No," Becky cried.
Amy slapped her in the face and said, "Whore, sit. Now your mommy has a decision to make. She can take you right now and leave and save you from this sexual debauchery. She can save you from being gangbanged by an all black football team, save you from being a cocksucker at my next orgy, save you from seducing your coach, save you from becoming my whore or she can submit to her rightful place on her knees as my servant."
Becky begged, "Mommy, mommy please, join me."
I looked at Becky, I looked at Derek and saw the biggest cock I had ever seen, I looked at Amy who said, "Jessica, you are the prettiest white woman I have ever seen. You are strong, but you know you want to eat my pussy. I could have had you last weekend, but I don't want to seduce you, I want you to want to be my slut. But understand, when you take off your skirt in a couple minutes, when you crawl over here on your hands and knees, when you lick my pussy in front of your daughter, when you allow your daughter to take a load of my husband's cum in her ass, I will own you. You will fuck my husband whenever he wants your white ass, you will eat my pussy every day, you will be fucked by many men, eat out many women, and do many, many other dirty things." She looked at Becky and said to Derek, "Give the slut 5 hard strokes in the ass, no more." Derek obliged and I did what my body had decided long before my mind had. I submitted. As my mind continued to argue with why this was wrong, my hands took off my skirt. As my mind logically explained my role as a mother, I crawled over to Amy. I looked at her shaved black pussy. I looked Amy straight in the eye. Amy smiled, "Jessica, are you ready to be my slut."
I nodded.
"Jess, I need to hear it. I need to know you want this."
I looked at Becky who said, "Mommy, I love you, please do as your told."
I whispered "Can I be your slut?"
Amy smirked, "We will have to work on your dirty talk." She then pulled me up and kissed me with such tenderness and passion that I instantly knew I had made the right decision. I completely understood why Karen had submitted. As I briefly reflected on the past couple months it all made sense. My submissiveness was always there. I eagerly listened to her stories, I obeyed almost all her suggestions, I took her clothes and wore them, I almost orgasmed as she dressed me, I kept a toy she gave me in my pussy for the past month. I knew, as our tongues danced around as we explored each other, that I was hers; that I would do anything to please her. She broke the kiss and I instantly slid down her body and began to lick her pussy. The first taste was all it took to know I was hooked; I licked, I sucked; as her body began to react to my work, I got more excited and began to feverously attempt to make her orgasm. When she did, it was like Niagara Falls, her juices were an oasis of joy on onto my tongue and face. I lapped up every drop I could, refusing to stop. Eventually, Amy pulled me up and kissed me.
I whispered to her, "I love you."
Amy smiled "I love your tongue in my pussy. For a girl who has never done that before, you are quite good."
"Thank you. I want to be your best pussy pleaser." I smiled back at my daughter, I surprised myself and her when I said, "Amy, I desperately want to be your whore. Before I change my mind, I need to get this on tape, Derek go get a camera."
Derek laughed and said, "There are 5 cameras in this room taping all this."
I shook my head, "Figures. OK here it goes. Mistress Amy, please allow me to be your whore. I want to do everything for you. I want to eat your pussy,please your man whenever he wishes, I want to give you my daughter as a gift. I want to eat your pussy and any pussy you want me to until I am the best cunt muncher you have ever had. I am a rich white whore whose only purpose in life for now on is to service black pussy and cock. I want to swallow black cum, I want to savoir black pussy, and I want to feel a cock in my ass and please allow me to eat out my daughter. I want to be more than just another slut for you. I want to be more than Karen is to you. I want to be your dirtiest slut, your kinkiest whore, your most obiedant slave."



Becky moaned as Derek clearly re-entered her tight white ass, "Thank you mommy, thank you for allowing me to take this massive black cock in my ass. Will you suck the cum out of my ass after he comes mommy. Will you eat my pussy till I spray my pussy juice all over your face?"
"If mistress Amy allows me to, I will suck out every drop of black cum from your whore ass and I will eat your pussy anytime you want. "
Amy, clearly impressed by the complete degradation of her new whore, said "Jessica you will be a good slave. Now go crawl under your daughter and eat her pussy as she gets her ass fucked. " I eagerly obeyed. I licked and sucked on her young ripe pussy, which was a challenge as her body shook with each stroke of Derek's hammering. Suddenly Becky quit moving and I quickly realized that Derek was spurting into my daughter's ass. As soon as he pulled out, I leaned up and started sucking the cum out of her ass. The act was so dirty and so wrong and yet I loved every second of it. I sucked hard, then I pushed my tongue as deep into her ass as I could. As soon as I could not find any more cum, I turned around and dove to Derek and shoved his still stiff cock into my mouth. I eagerly retrieved every last drop of cum I could find.
Derek moaned and said, "Holy shit bitch. You are one nasty whore."
Amy now wearing a strap-on, walked over to me and without any warning plugged my pussy. Unlike Martin's puny pecker, this cock was long and thick. I don't know if it was the length of the cock, the width of the cock or the complete submission, but I orgasmed after only a couple minutes and again and again. All the while, I kept sucking on Derek's cock, who unlike Martin was useless after one load, was ready for more. Derek pulled his cock out and replaced the plastic cock with his thick real one. At first he went in slow, when I tried to buck back on his cock, he pulled out. He then went back in and he fucked me in a way I have never even considered. He fuck me so slow that I desperately just wanted to buck back, he went deeper than I thought was possible and then would just sit there in me to the hilt. Then he would do a few fast powerful strokes and then pull almost completely out. Every once and a while I would try to speed up the fucking and he would pull out. Finally I succumbed to the teasing pleasure and enjoyed what I think was an hour long fuck. Slow, fast, deep in, almost out and finally when he went for broke he hammered his rod as fast as heavenly possible always thrusting in all 9 inches. For the first time ever I orgasmed on a real cock and I did so at the same instant his cum sprayed into me. I kept bucking back never wanting his cock to leave me. Finally, he pulled out his massive cock finally shrinking. My pussy was only empty for a couple seconds before my daughter returned the favor attempting to retrieve all Derek's cum from my pussy. Eventually I collapsed exhausted.
I looked at Amy who was in he same position as a couple hours ago, my daughter was also in the same position, back between her legs. Amy smiled at me and said, "Jessica, happy with your decision?"
For the first time in a long time I smiled too, "Oh yes, I have never felt so free in my life."
Amy laughed, "That is ironic, you give yourself to me and you feel free."
I shrugged, "I am free. I no longer have to pretend to be the perfect wife. I no longer have to fake orgasms for my small cock husband. I can now have orgasms. I have now felt pleasure I did not even know exist. And lastly, I know that you will make me a perfect whore. '
"Oh that I will. Now I must tell you I promised Karen she would be the first to fuck your ass. Thus, you are not allowed to taste my pussy or any other pussy, touch a cock, until you go over to her house and submit to her."
"Yes mistress. I will go over there tonight."
"I assumed you would. Now tomorrow I am having a party. It is a costume party. It will turn into an orgy. You and your daughter will be servants for the evening. That means you do whatever any of my guests request. Anything. At midnight you will put on a special incest show. Also, your husband must come over to me to discuss our new situation."
"What do you have planned mistress?"
"Well Derek and him get along really well so I want to allow him to be a part of this. I will explain the situation and if he is willing to submit to me as well, he can keep being married to you. He will then be allowed to fuck some of my whores, but never his wife as you are now only allowed to fuck who I want you to. That said, I would like to see him fuck his daughter or maybe have his daughter fuck him."
Becky lifted her head up, "Oh mistress, can I fuck daddy? Can I use the penetrator?"
Amy laughed, "Sure honey, now never again quit pleasing me without permission."
"Sorry mistress," Becky said and returned to Amy's pussy.
I began to get dressed when Amy said, "Tomorrow we will go and get costumes for the evening. Faster, faster, uhhhhh. Jess your daughter has an amazing tongue. Becky sometime soon I want your whole team over for a special party."
Becky smiled and said, "I have eaten and been eaten my half of them, the others are stuck up bitches."
Amy laughed, "Well that can be changed. Jessica lay on the ground."
I obeyed. Amy straddled my face and then without warning a hot liquid sprayed all over my face. I opened my mouth and drank as much of her piss as I could. Something that should have been complete humiliation just seemed like a logical transition in my new role as whore. After she finished, I leaned up and licked her piss from her pussy. I then said, "Thank you for the piss mistress."
Amy got up and said, "Oh Jessica, we are going to have an amazing time together."
Becky crawled over and began kissing me with such tenderness that my pussy began to get wet again. Amy laughed and said, "Ladies enough. Jessica has a job to do before anything else."
As we left, I turned around to see Derek hard again had slid his cock into his wife's ass.
6. ASS-TASTIC
I wondered what to wear for the evening event. I knew I was about to take a strap-on in the ass. But I wanted to let Karen know that I had the power. I wore red stockings with a matching garterbelt, the black leather skirt that revealed it all and a see through blouse with no bra. At 7PM I made the walk of shame and knocked on the door. To my surprise, although nothing should of surprised me any more the door was opened by Jill in her cheerleading outfit, she smiled at me and said "Come on in Mrs. Parker."
"Thanks Jill," I replied politely and entered. I should note that Jill, the girl who sucked off Principal Walker, in the blackmail plot earlier, was a rich bitch at school that dated the quarterback of the team, and bullied many of the other girls. She was one of the girls I disliked the most as I felt sorry for the girls who were not as pretty, rich, etc as her.
Jill led me downstairs and I was greeted by Karen with a video camera dressed in a full silk nylon body stocking with a convenient openings at her pussy and ass. On the couch was Heidi with her legs open dressed in white stay-ups her shaved pussy in clear view until Jill walked over there, dropped to her knees and began licking. Beside her was another black women, about 40ish, also wearing white stockings with a garterbelt and she had the biggest breasts I had ever seen on a woman. Between her legs was a redheaded cheerleader, which I assumed was Lauren Zinger, which it was. Lauren was a pretty girl, but more so she had it all. She came from a well-off family, but she did not flaunt it. She had the highest average of any student in the school. She was polite, friendly and respected by all. Besides being a cheerleader, she was school president and captain of the debate club. Yet, there she was, on her knees, eating black pussy, like a dirty slut. On a separate chair was another black woman, late 50s I guessed, who had large sagging breasts and she too had a cheerleader between her legs. The blonde hair did not give me a guarantee of who it was. The older, larger woman, was wearing red stockings and was telling the blonde that she was a shitty pussy eater and that she was white trash that needed to be trained to be a good whore. With that, Karen walked over, grabbed one of the three empty wine bottles from the table, and plunged it into her ass. A muffled scream erupted from the old ladies' pussy. Karen then said, "Jessica, get over here and fuck this slut with the bottle."
Clearly Karen was testing to see if I had submitted, although my outfit probably gave it away, I walked over to the blonde, took the bottle, and started to fuck her gently . I tried to figure out who the girl was, but her head was buried so deep in the large black woman's legs it was impossible to tell. The black woman, who I later learned was Heidi's grandmother Edna, demanded, "Fuck her fast in the ass, none of this gently shit. Or I will shove that bottle up your ass. "
I understood quickly my role and the blonde cheerleader in the ass fast with the bottle. Karen smiled and said, "So Jessica what can I do for you?"
I looked her in the eye and said, "I want you to be the first to fuck me in the ass."
Karen smirked and said, "But you were so offended by my behavior just a couple days ago."
"I know, my mind thought it was wrong, but my body overruled me. I now understand why you submitted to Mistress Amy, we had no choice."
At this moment Heidi screamed as an orgasm shook her body, this was followed by the other black woman's, Tamara I would later learn,(and Heidi's best friend) orgasm. Edna then pulled up the blonde by the hair and demanded "Jill get her expert tongue over here and do a better job then your useless friend. Heidi, I think the blonde bitch needs to be disciplined."
The blonde cheerleader was Brittany, the dumbest girl I had ever taught. She had a rep for being the school slut and one always assumed it was true. Heidi grabbed he by the hair and but her over her knee and spanked her bare ass, the bottle still in it.
Karen continued, "Surprised to see your students here?"
"Not Jill since I already knew her story and not Brittany because she is, well, Brittany. But Lauren, I am stunned to see Lauren here."
Heidi laughed "Did your fall from purity teach you nothing? All white bitches need to know their place. Some like Brittany here are too easy, she was already a whore and will never be a great pussy eater she is to fucking stupid. But she will be a good fuckstick for the boys. A pretty white girl whose only purpose is to suck and fuck cock. Jill also was rather easy. She wants to move up the ladder and figured out quickly where the power was. But Lauren she was different. She walked in on Jill fucking Brittany in the changeroom and actually apologized and left. I realized quickly that Lauren hated confrontation and she would also be easy prey. She can't say no. Her whole life has been about pleasing others in different ways, I knew she would be very good at pleasing me. Girls like Lauren have been trained to focus on only one thing: success and thus when they first feel the pleasure of their sexuality, something they have avoided their whole life, it overwhelms them. After their first fucking or their first pussy, they usually become addicted to such pleasure and become the best submissive slaves. Also, because they have spent their whole life at the top and trying to be the best, they use a similar work ethic in the bed. So I simply called her in my office one day and said, 'We need to talk about your role as a cheerleader. Come to my house tonight at 7.' Of course she did. When she arrived, similarly to you tonight, she walked in to see Jill on her knees eating me out. Carla, who is out of town tonight, had let her in and she returned to eating my mom's pussy. (Carla was Jill's twin sister) I said 'Lauren, you must understand as a cheerleader your role is to be more than just a supporter, you must do everything in your power to help the team win. To motivate them. ' She just starred at my naked body and said 'I don't understand.' I then clapped and our three football coaches walked in stark naked. 'Honey, our coaches need to be stress free to do their job. Take off your clothes Lauren.' She paused and I demanded, 'Now.' She quickly undressed. 'You want our team to win right?' She shook her head yes. 'Have you ever been fucked?' She shook her head no. 'Have you ever sucked cock?' Again no. 'Ate pussy?' No. 'Well, by the end of today you will have a new answer for all three questions. On all fours.' Lauren obeyed. (I should note that all three coaches are large black men. Our head coach Bill is a well built machine and quite hot; our other coaches who I have no idea what they do are both unattractive with Biff being at least three hundred pounds). Biff shoved his cock into her mouth, while coach plugged her pussy. Brittany took Warren's in her mouth. Long story short, Lauren took all three men's cum and finished by eating my pussy."
I looked at Lauren who looked humiliated by the whole ordeal. "Now, now Lauren, don't look ashamed. You're a slut. It is who you are. Tell your English teacher what else you have done."
Lauren clearly did not want to tell me, someone who taught her daily and respected her greatly, her dirty secrets, so I broke the ice, "Don't worry Lauren, I ate cum out of my daughter's ass earlier today and would love to eat your pussy right now in front of all these women."
This seemed to relax Lauren, "Well it all started two weeks ago. After being gangbanged, I went home ashamed, but I was so horny that I couldn't stop thinking about how good having sex made me feel. That night, I fucked myself with a brush, but it wasn't the same. The next night, after practice, I told Jill my feelings and she took me to a party at the college and I spent the night taking cock after cock after cock. I was ashamed, but I loved it and wanted more. Jill says I fucked over 30 guys, and I realized everything I had been missing."
Heidi laughed, "Don't forget your love of pussy."
Lauren let out a small chuckle, "I have also become addicted to eating pussy, and Jill, Carla and Brittany have been using me as their personal pussy pleaser every day since. "
"Well enough fucking storytime," Karen declared, "I have to fuck my friend's ass. Jessica bend over the stool there. " I obeyed. Karen continued, "I am going to love this. Is the tape ready Jill?" Jill replied of course and then Karen yanked off my skirt and after a little gentle insertion to get me lubed, she plunged her strap-on in my ass. Did I enjoy it at first, not really, but as the strokes continued the original pain subsided and a strange pleasure replaced it. I began to meet her strokes and the whole plastic cock disappeared in my ass. The show went on for 15 minutes or so and the next couple hours blurred in lesbian debauchery. I ate out Heidi, I fucked Jill, Lauren and I 69'd and Heidi's mom finished the night by fisting me until I passed out. I eventually staggered home tired and sore, knowing that tomorrow was even going to be crazier.
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PART ONE: CAUGHT IN THE ACT
Since turning 16 (I am 19 now), my relationship with my mother had strained to its breaking point. We argued about everything, including how much I was on the phone, my grade point average, and the clothes I wore. But as teenagers often do, I disobeyed my mother and bought many revealing outfits, like sundresses, short skirts, push-up bras, thongs, and stay-up stockings. I figured that since I had a job at a clothing store and I earned my own money, I should be able to buy my own clothes, especially since I got a sweet employee discount.
I should explain that I come from an upper class family. My mother was all about keeping up the image. To my mother, image is everything. She is head of the PTA, involved in the Neighbourhood Watch and any number of other volunteer groups. Of course, for her image to remain perfect, both of us (my 21 year old brother and I) had to be, in my mother's mind, the perfect children. This meant we had a very structured life. I was not allowed to date and my curfew was midnight on weekends (when I was not grounded). My Mom always wore conservative clothing, a mid-calf length skirt and pantyhose. I had never seen her wear jeans. She prohibited me from wearing jeans till high school and finally succumbed when my friend Carla convinced her.
Carla is another story, my best friend since grade one. She is very, very pretty, petite (only 4'10") with hypnotic green eyes and flaming red hair. In truth, she attracts more girls than guys. She has all the lezzies under her spell (and skirt) and they will do anything to have the privilege of eating from her box. She has over a dozen teen college lesbians to use and manipulate as she pleases including the SRC president, the school treasurer, three cheerleaders, a few jocks, a couple of nerds, a mary jane, and a canteen worker. The president is handy to use to get Carla's input imposed on all college school activities; the school treasurer always fudges the numbers when Carla needs some extra cash; the cheerleaders and jocks are handy to get invites to all the best parties, and are great sideshow entertainment. Carla and I have had the cheerleaders do dirty dance numbers, touch themselves in front of the fans and go panty-less wearing stay-up stockings instead of pantyhose. (That got them a week's suspension) We ordered the jocks not to wear bras during a couple of games, which led to numerous accidental flashes and great nipple shots. The nerds are handy, as they did all Carla's homework; in truth, she had not done a lick of homework all year (pardon the pun). Tammy, the mary jane, was used to get us invited to upper class functions with politicians and other useful people. The canteen worker, Mary, always gave us free food and drinks. Although no one really knew it, we controlled a large portion of the college.
On top of the teen lesbos, there were also adults begging to lick her cunt. Her soccer coach, a beautifully toned university student, got her and me fake id's in exchange for a taste of Carla's delicacy. Carla's next-door neighbor, a mother of four, craved Carla's juices so badly she would lend Carla her Porsche whenever she wanted it. Of course, because Carla wanted nice clothes, she used her talents to seduce an older sales-woman at one of the classiest clothing stores in town. The woman was in her mid-forties, and after one teasing taste she was hooked and offered Carla free clothes in return for the privilege of surrendering to Carla's delicious box. Most entertaining, though, was our mail carrier. She was a chubby woman in her 30s, but quite pretty. One day we invited her in during a rainstorm and before we knew it she was fucking herself with a cucumber in front of us. We then had her fuck her ass with it and then eat it. Because she was rather overweight she seemed to try even harder than most and ended up fucking her tight cunt with a wine bottle while I pounded her ass with a strap-on. Now once a month or so we invite her over for fun.
Lastly, Carla's math professor, Miss Walters, had given Carla an A in the class even though Carla had not handed in an assignment or written a test all semester, because all Carla had to do was spread her legs on her professor's desk and enjoy the young professor's tongue eagerly lapping her pussy.
Forgive the digressions, but simply put Carla has a gift, maybe it's her masculine personality that intimidates guys and attracts girls. Not that she is a lesbian either, its just that she says guys are generally bad fucks, while girls, young and old, are eager to please.
I guess I should note that the first time Carla offered her cunt to me, on my 18th birthday, I went down on her without hesitation and loved every second of it. I should note I am not gay either; I have screwed a few guys and I love cock way too much. I am also quite attractive, if I do say so myself. I have the girl-next-door look, you know the one, looks innocent as pie, but deep down isn't so innocent. I have black hair, hazel eyes, firm perky breasts, a tight ass and perfect toned legs. I am 5'5 and tower over Carla. While Carla exudes sexuality, mine is more hidden, but is raging to be let loose at full speed.
Carla had been trying to get my mother to succumb to her for the last six months. My mother is very pretty, I'd say actually gorgeous. She looks almost identical to 50s movie star Rita Hayworth, which I thought was such a waste since she acted more like June Cleaver. Now this had started as a dare, a joke, by me, as I figured it would be fun to watch Carla finally fail, but to my surprise her flirtatious side was slowly wooing my mother, or so it seemed. Nothing major, just simple changes. For example, my mother always complimented Carla's outfits, which were very slutty and revealing. Her latest outfit, which she wore yesterday, was an orange tank top, no bra, so you could see her nipples clearly through the thin fabric, a skimpy skirt that was four inches above the knee and white stay up stockings which were in clear view. My mother said she looked good in it and liked that she wore whatever she felt like it. I thought that was painfully ironic, given how I was treated. My Mom also seemed to stare at Carla's legs. Carla would occasionally flash her naked pussy to my mother, who would stare and then quickly turn her head away after realizing she was staring. Just before that, Carla had started giving my Mom kisses when she arrived and left our house. They began as pecks on the cheek, then on the lips. Then this past week, she began kissing her every time my Mom did something for her. Bring her lemonade-kiss; say she looked good-kiss; hold the door open-kiss. It also seemed my Mom liked these as she was doing more for her. Yesterday, Carla kissed my Mom 8 times and the last time, when she left, was a full 3 seconds long, her hand on my Mom's ass the whole time. I figured my Mom, just maybe, was not the prude she portrayed to the world.
Then today happened and the dam broke. I came home from school a couple hours early because I felt a bit tired. I heard moans of joy, of fucking, in the kitchen. I quietly moved to where the sounds were coming from and peeked into the kitchen. I saw a man's naked ass, and a pair of legs sticking high up in the air as the man fucked someone on our kitchen table. At first, I could not see their faces, but the man looked familiar. Then I heard a voice I knew was my mother's scream "That's it Danny, fuck my ass, don't stop baby." I couldn't believe it, my mother was fucking my uncle, her brother. Now I know incest was more common than advertised, as Carla told me of stories of people she had been with and their taboos. In case you're curious, she told me about a mother who seduced her daughter, two sisters who experimented on each other, a father who trained his daughter to be his own personal slut and a grandmother who had fucked both her sons, her daughter and all 4 grandchildren (3 boys and a girl). Anyhow, my mother was saying things I would never in a million years think I would ever hear her say "That's it, bang my shithole", "Oh yeah, fuck me with your massive cock" and "Harder, make me cum." Eventually, it was clear my mother came, soon after she dropped to her knees and quickly took his stiff rod in her mouth. She sucked with reckless abandonment, oblivious to the fact the fuck stick was just in her ass. Soon my uncle was cumming and moaned, "Take my cum slut." My mother, miss prim and proper, obeyed taking every last drop. I stood there, waiting for my mother to see me. My mother got up, after tenderly licking the shrinking cock, and went to kiss her brother when she saw me. Oh, if I had a tape for the look on her face it would have been worth a million bucks! She quickly tried to cover herself up saying "Mandi, I am so sorry. Please don't tell anyone."
My uncle stood there still completely naked, his generous seven inch cock sagging. He made no attempt to hide his impressive cock, but did not speak. I did notice it was rising again. When I did not respond to her first statement, she begged, "Please don't tell your father. I'm so sorry you had to see this." Instead of responding, I decided to be all dramatic, and walked out of the room.
A few minutes later, there was a knock on my door, I assumed it was my mother, but it was uncle, dressed now. He smiled and came in and sat on my bed. After a bit of a silence he handed me a 100 dollar bill. I took the bill. "Deal," he said.
I smiled and shrugged, "Sure."
He chuckled, "If you keep your silence, you could earn more money. We could use a lookout."
"Does Mom know about this...bribe?"
"No, but she's a practical woman who realizes the situation."
"She'll never go for it."
"Oh she will. Just be nice to her. Don't make her feel bad about it. Fucking is natural and we have been doing this for over 20 years. She won't stop fucking me for anything, she can't. She has tried to stop before, but she always comes begging back." He adjusted his cock as he said this.
"Begging?" I queried.
"You don't know your Mom."
Just as I was about to ask more and maybe tease his cock, Mom came in.
My uncle smiled at my mother and said, "Don't worry sis, your daughter and I made an arrangement."
My mother blushed a red I did not know existed and whispered "Thanks Mandi." Her brother grabbed her hand and left the room. Just as uncle left, he turned and winked to me. I winked back, pondering how I could profit from this situation. I called Carla and told her I had big news. She told me to come over to her house right now as she was busy and had a surprise for me too. As I hung up, I heard Carla say "Keep licking slut." I wondered who was lucky enough to be between her legs. I quickly changed, putting on silk beige crotchless pantyhose and a skimpy sundress. Carla had a nylon fetish and made every woman who wanted to taste her wear them. Her tastes ran to garters, nylon or silk stockings, stay ups (also known as thigh highs) and pantyhose, preferably crotchless. Since I often tasted my best friend's nectar, I had come accustomed to wearing the sexy silk and enjoyed wearing them.
I jumped in my car and cruised to Carla's house, both excited and horny about what had just transpired. I got to Carla's house and walked in as I usually did. It seemed her parents were never home. I went upstairs and into Carla's room. A woman, mid 30s, was handcuffed to Carla's bed, naked from the waist down, except for red thigh highs, but clearly wearing a police uniform. Carla was also naked except for black thigh highs and a lace bra. She smiled and said "Hi Mandi. This is Officer Martin, she pulled me over for speeding earlier today. Officer Martin, say hi to Mandi."
The woman, obviously humiliated, shyly said, "Hi Mandi."
Carla continued, "Instead of writing me a ticket, I offered her my pussy. Do you think she deserves it?"
I looked at the rather attractive brunette handcuffed to the bed and said, "Oh she can wait awhile, I need to tell you something." I grabbed a vibrator from the drawer and placed it at the entrance of her pussy and whispered, "Stay horny slut."
The cop moaned and Carla turned and said, "What's the news?"
As moaning echoed around the room, I told her the story, every little detail.
Of course, Carla was ecstatic. "I will have your mother eating my pussy by the end of the week." We spent the next few minutes planning the details of her plan. We envisioned how we would make her our pussy slave. How we would humiliate her. The discussion and the hot cop had me horny as hell and I needed to get off. Carla, noticing this, said, "You have to get off, don't you?" I moaned in reply. Carla went to her drawer and pulled out a thick black cock, which I soon realized was a strap-on. Now I had eaten Carla hundreds of times and she me several times, but she had never fucked me. Carla put it on her perfect body and demanded "Mandi, get naked."
I did not hesitate as I slid off my sundress and said, "Yes mistress."
"Get on top of Officer Martin you whore." As I straddled the older woman, I looked into the brunette's dark brown eyes and smiled as I felt the thick toy penetrate my craving drenched cunt. In one deep trust the plastic cock filled me deep and I moaned loud; I then lowered my mouth to the officer and stuck my tongue in her sweet lips. She returned the kiss and our tongues danced as my best friend rammed my cunt. I don't know if it was the fucking, the situation or the day, but I orgasmed the hardest I ever had in a couple of minutes. I collapsed on the 30 something tramp and tried to regain my senses. The cock still was inside me when I finally looked in the mirror and smiled at Carla. Carla returned the smile and slid the cock out of me. She took it off and kissed me, just inches away from her prisoner. I got up and realized I had to pee badly. After I said this, Carla got another devilish smile and said, "You don't need to go to the bathroom, Officer Martin will take your pee won't you slave?"
Officer Martin began to object but Carla interrupted. "After you take my friends' piss, you may have my pussy. Now beg for Mandi to piss in your mouth."
Officer Martin, handcuffed and obviously beaten, begged weakly, "Please Mandi, let me taste your piss."
I figured fuck it and straddled the woman. In seconds, a yellow stream shot out of me and on the officer's face. After a few splashes, she opened her mouth and took it in. It seemed after a brief reluctance she actually enjoyed the pee. She swallowed all she could and continued to keep her mouth open as wide as she could. After my piss slowed down to a trickle, the slut officer put her tongue out to catch the last few drops. I lowered my cunt onto her tongue and she eagerly lapped the remaining piss residue. Since she continued to lick, I figured I might as well orgasm again and said, 'That's it, lick my clit, suck it, make me cum." She continued to pleasure me, in truth she was very good and I came in a short amount of time. I go up, looked into her eyes and said, "Thanks, that was fun." I lowered my head, kissed her, tasting both my pussy juices and my piss.
I then got up and Carla said, "Fuck that was hot." She looked at the officer and said , 'OK, one last thing and you can lick my pussy."
The officer eager to taste more pussy, especially Carla's, said, 'Anything you please mistress."
Carla asked, "Tell us the dirtiest, sluttiest, thing you have done." I looked and saw the camera was on. Carla always taped her sessions. Great for blackmail, if need be, but I don't think she had ever used them for that.
The officer considered the question and said, "Well when I was a teenager I lost my virginity to my guidance councilor in his room at school; in university I got really drunk and ended up fucking my boyfriend and all four of his friends, including my first double penetration, triple if you include the cock in my mouth. The first woman I was with was a professor who seduced me in my last year of college and then got me into an elite group of kinky girl orgy parties. And I am still a part of that group. We have many rich and powerful women in our city and quite a few celebrities in the group. The parties include domination, 50 people orgies, humiliation and a lot of other crazy things. Since becoming a member of the group, I have fucked very few guys. I did bust a guy for robbery and since he was hot, actually the sexiest man I had ever seen, I fucked the shit out of him and then shoved my billy-stick up his ass. I then made him suck the stick clean and let him go. Besides that, not much kinky. I have screwed a few cocks when I needed a cock, but nothing special."
Both Carla and I were intrigued by the elite party. Carla asked, "Any college girls in this group?"
"Not many," she replied, "A couple of rich bitches. Usually the rules are at least 21, unless approved by the 5 member council."
Carla smiled and said, "Would I get accepted?"
The Officer replied, "I imagine so. I am very picky with who I am with, but you, you had me in your control in seconds and I believe you would have them too."
"Good, I want you to arrange that."
Carla says, "Well that was even more detail then I could have imagined." Carla then straddles the still handcuffed cop and lowers her cunt onto her face. I get up and dive into the cop's pussy and not surprisingly, she tastes amazing. I lick her pussy and finger her ass until she orgasms hard. Carla orgasms as well and gives the officer some going away instructions. "If you want to taste me again and I know you do, here are my expectations. I want you to get me invited to one of these parties. I want Mandi invited too. Also, you must always wear nylons for me...always,. By the way," she points to the red light, 'This whole thing has been taped. Tell the camera what a big whore you are."
The officer is shocked, but realizes after the past two hours, she has been much more humiliated than this and says, "I am a slutty cop, who loves to taste young pussy. I will do anything for Mistress Carla including taking a cock up the ass, seducing my female sergeant, forcing criminals to be filmed fucking and sucking. I am a whore for Carla, a tramp for Mandi and will do anything, I mean anything, to please them." It is clear she is getting turned on thinking of ways to please us. With that she turns to Carla and says, "I am yours, I will obey your every request."
Carla completely happy with the slut's complete submission says, "That is amazing slut, you may have me again when I am invited to your elite party. You may go."
"Yes mistress Carla," she said and bowed and then turned to me and said "Goodbye Mistress Mandi."
After watching that, I laughed and said, "Wow that was intense; today a cop, tomorrow my mother."
Carla smiled and said, "Today was nothing wait till you see me seduce your mother. Tomorrow your Mom will be begging to eat my pussy." After that, Carla gave me some instructions, demanded I lick her pussy on more time, which of course I did, and then I headed home.
As I went downstairs, I realized her Mom was home. I quickly said, "Hi Mrs. Mathews" and scurried out the door. As I headed home, I wondered how long she had been home and what she had heard.
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PART TWO: CARLA'S SEDUCTION
This morning I got up and decided to see how far I could push my Mom. I showered and put on a red sweater that was skin tight against my blossoming breasts, a black leather skirt that barely covered by ass and black pantyhose, crotchless of course. I was wearing a sexy lace bra, but no other underwear. Mom would have never let me wear all that before yesterday's events.
I went downstairs and Mom was making breakfast. I called out in the happiest sing-song voice I could, "Morning Mommy."
My Mom turned and saw my outfit. But instead of getting angry like she would have 24 hours ago, she simply said, "I see you have changed your fashion sense."
I shrugged, "Well you always compliment Carla's outfits, so she and I went shopping for me."
After a sigh, my mother said "Well it's tough to argue that, especially after what I did."
"Oh Mom, I think it is kind of cool. I always hoped there was more to you then the Leave it to Beaver Mom you have always acted like. I wondered if I was even yours...we seemed so opposite."
"Oh honey, I treated you this way so you did not become like me."
"What do you mean?"
"I used to be rather slutty and..." my Mom stopped as my brother Mark wandered into the kitchen.
The rest of breakfast was uneventful and I headed to school.
The school day itself was complete torture, as I could not wait till after school and Carla's plan to begin. At school, Carla and I planned some more, and were so horny we had to do something. To make it till the end of the day, we grabbed Edith and Chantelle, two nerds, and had them suck our cunts in the girl's locker room. A couple of girls came in during the cunt licking and stayed to watch. After Carla came, she told the two girls to spread their legs and let the nerds munch on their snatches. We left them at it and finished our dull school day.
At the end of the school day, my panties were drenched. We headed to the mall and bought Mom a sexy, super slutty outfit, something she would never wear in a million years. It was a red see-through blouse, a black-leather mini and black stay-ups that would be completely seen by anyone who looked at her. Carla tried it on and came out as a mother, in the store with her daughter, stared at her, drool practically dripping from her mouth. Carla smirked and said, "Do you like?" The woman blushed. Carla teased the mother more by lifting up the skirt even higher and said "Better?" The woman said nothing, but did not turn away. Just as Carla was going to lift again, the daughter came out wearing a rather tacky dress, obviously for her grad. The mother reluctantly looked away and looked at her daughter. After a brief conversation, the daughter grabbed another dress and returned to the changing room. The woman shyly looked back to Carla, now minus the skirt. During this time Carla bet me 20 bucks that she could get the mother to eat her pussy in the changing room and then pay for the outfit. I figured she was probably right, she almost always is, but it would be entertaining. And how the daughter responded would be fun to see.
Carla looked at the mother and without saying a word, gestured her into the room. The mother looked at me and then sheepishly followed Carla's naked ass, obviously forgetting her daughter. In seconds, we saw the woman drop to her knees, her red pumps clearly visible to us. After a couple minutes, the daughter came out in an only remotely better teal dress. I smiled as she looked for her mother. She looked at me and was about to ask where her mother was when she heard Carla's moaning and saying "Beg to have me cum on your face."
Although it was quiet, I did hear the words, "Please cum on my face."
The daughter, recognizing the voice and then seeing the shoes, was speechless, her face went completely white. A few seconds later, Carla gave her vivid orgasm moan and then the woman got up. A minute later, what seemed like forever, especially for the girl, the woman opened the door with her face shiny with cunt juice. She was clearly completely humiliated and did not even look at her daughter. Carla came out, naked from the waist down and said to the daughter, "Your Mom eats pussy great, can you do any better?"
The Mom began to protest, but Carla gave a look that said, "Look slave, if you ever want my pussy again, don't say a word."
The daughter looked at her mother, the mother slightly shook her head yes and the daughter followed Carla in as well. The scene replayed itself, this time the mother's shocked face watched the devious scene.
This time Carla took a lot longer to orgasm, she always does after the first orgasm, and I figured I might as well get an orgasm too. I grabbed the mother, led her to the room her daughter had just been changing in and pushed her to her knees. There was no reluctance as she dropped between my nylon covered legs and went to work. She was very good as she took her time and savored my pussy. Three times she had me on the brink and then left me there until finally I grabbed her head and pushed her in. She took the cue and worked me over, bringing me to an orgasm seconds later. She stood up, I kissed her hard and said, "Thanks for the orgasm whore."
She replied with the funniest response ever, "You're welcome." I laughed hard then and she left the changing room. I pulled down my skirt and saw that her daughter was still in the same dress, her face shiny with Carla's juice.
Carla still naked from the waist down, said, "Ladies, that was fun. Both of you have eaten pussy before, you should chitchat someday." She then went back to her room to change.
The mother looked at the saleswoman who had just watched the whole thing and said, "I will pay for Mistress Carla's outfit." She then took her daughter and went into the changing room. Carla walked out of the room, smiled at the cute saleswoman, put her finger to the saleswoman's mouth. She obediently opened it and sucked what was clearly Carla's pussy juice. Carla grinned to her and said, "You were very helpful. I told the Mommy and daughter to please you as my tip to you, if you want."
The saleswoman smiled, said thanks, and went to the room. As we left, Carla was laughing as she said that she demanded the mother seduce her daughter and her daughter seduce her mother. She added, "By the way, taking charge with the Mommy slut, very good, is that foreshadowing."
I laughed as we left the mall and headed home.
We got home in record speed. Mom was reading a book, dressed in her usual outfits. A long blue skirt, beige pantyhose and a hideous blouse. When Mom saw Carla and myself her face went red instantly.
Carla, shifting the power of the house, asked "Mommy, don't I get a kiss." In the past Carla had went to her, my mother's response would tell us if we were right; Carla was convinced my Mom was submissive.
My mother got up, set down her book, and shyly approached her. When she leaned in, Carla took my mother's face in her hands. She gave my Mom a passionate kiss, obviously using tongue. In preparation for the kiss, Carla had fingered her cunt in the driveway and smeared it all over her lips. The sheen on her face was impossible not to notice I thought.
My mother broke the kiss after a few seconds and looked at me, "Oh my God, I am so sorry Mandi, I....."
Carla interrupted my mother, "June, did you just break my kiss?" Carla moved her hand to her own pussy, slid a finger in and then brought it to my mother's face. "June, if you ever break a kiss again, you will never ever taste this again." She placed the finger to her mouth. My Mom hesitated, looked at me embarrassed, ashamed, and then took the finger in her mouth. She sucked it eagerly trying to get every drop of Carla's juices.
Carla said, "Much better." She then liberally coated all five fingers on her right hand and said, "You'll like this, now get on your knees and say please."
Mom did not even hesitate, clearly losing all inhibitions and whispered submissively "Please."
Carla fed my mother the fingers one at a time. Mom was hooked. After Mom retrieved all of Carla's juices, Carla lifted her skirt, showing my mother her shaved pussy. Mom seemed to be thinking what to do next, but Carla knew the art of seduction. Mom began to lean in, but Carla said, "No, no, no, just look."
Mom settled back, starring at the delicious spread, but obeying. "I just thought you may want to see the source. Like it?" Carla brushed my Mom's nose with her clit.
Mom whispered in hypnotic awe, "It is beautiful."
Carla dropped her skirt, laughed and said, "Don't worry June, play your cards right and you will get the privilege of eating my pussy, like your daughter often does, but you need to earn it." My mother coming back to her senses with the reference to her daughter, looked at me, again embarrassed. "Honey you?"
Carla interrupted, "Yes June, your daughter is a great pussy licker. She has been between my legs many, many times. Just yesterday I fucked her young tight pussy with a thick black strap-on."
My mother looked at me shocked; breaking the tension, I finally spoke, saying, "Mom, we bought you something. Actually it is an outfit; something a little more flattering than the grandma outfit you are currently wearing. Put it on, Mommy."
Mom grabbed the bag, pulled out the outfit and said, "Mandi, I can't. Not here, with the boys outside."
I repeated, "Put it on Mommy."
"My God Mandi, I can't wear this in public; I'll go change and you can check it out in the bathroom."
Carla stepped in, saying, "June now, right here."
Mom glanced to the pool. The boys were in the pool goofing off. She pleaded, "Please, anyone might see."
Carla sternly said, "Now June."
That did it; she would not disobey Carla. It was clear she was nervous, but she slowly got undressed. Both Carla and I watched intently. She looked sexy, vulnerable. Slowly she put on the outfit, she shook her head when she realized there was no underwear. When she was done she looked fucking hot. It made her look 20. Her nipples peeked through the thin fabric.
Mom studied herself, smiled, but still said, "Girls, can I take it off now?"
Carla responded, sliding her hand on her own nylon covered legs, "You look 20 years younger and good enough to eat."
"Carla please," my Mom begged.
Carla grinned and said, "I'm sure your guests could use some cold lemonade."
Mom turned to me and pleaded, "Mandi please stop this. You can't be serious."
"We are completely serious Mommy. Don't worry, the boys will love the drinks. Dad won't be home till 8 and," I paused, "you don't want to disobey Carla do you?"
Mom looked petrified, but she saw no mercy. She kept glancing to the pool. Carla smiled and said "Mandi, your Mommy clearly doesn't want my pussy, why don't you get over hear and suck my cunt."
I immediately went to Mandi and said, "Yes mistress" and dove between her legs.
Carla told me later that my Mom was stunned, but said nothing, as she watched her daughter eat pussy right in front of her. She resigned herself to her fate and filled up four glasses.
Carla then pulled me up and let me watch. All the action around the pool stopped as my mother delivered the lemonade. My Mom said, "You boys looked really hot, here are some refreshments."
As my Mom bent down to deliver the drinks, her naked cunt was in full view. Carla, continuing the humiliation, called "June, the boys can see your cunt."
Mom quickly stood up straight and walked back to the house." Carla kissed me hard and said, "Time to make her mine. Get the camera, time to make Mrs. Cleaver a porn star." I went to get the camera and returned just in time to see Carla gently comforting my mother on her bed. I pressed record and hid as best I could.
Carla said to my mother, "It is ok, June, you are a beautiful woman and deserve to be seen as one. Doesn't your hubby treat you right?"
My Mom crying, said, "No, he takes me for granted, he used to fuck me every night, now I only get it from my brother."
Carla replied, "Oh honey, you are perfect. Your tits are still firm, your legs delicious, your face gorgeous, and your eyes hypnotizing."
Mom, no longer crying, said, "Thanks Carla, I grew up with attention from every man, and I just no longer felt sexy, except when my brother...you know."
"When he fucked the shit out of you?"
Mom laughed, "Yes, when he fucked the shit out of me."
"So, you suck cock, take it in the ass and your hubby doesn't appreciate you?"
"Yep, I haven't blown him in a year at least. And he thinks anal sex is disgusting."
Carla smirked, I already knew what she was thinking, she was going to fuck his ass somehow, and she said, "June, you have a couple choices. We can talk some more or." She stood up, slid off her shoes and placed her stocking covered toes on my Mom's leg. My Mom looked and saw a clear view of my best friend's shaved pussy. Carla lifted her foot to my Mom's mouth and instinctively my Mom took the toes into her mouth. My mother sucked each toe through the nylon; she sucked with intense focus. Carla replaced the foot with the other and Mom continued to pleasure Carla's toes and then the sole of her feet. Carla then lifted up her skirt and said, "Do you like what you see?"
My Mom eagerly said, "Yes, yes I do."
"You know that your daughter had her head between my legs just 15 minutes ago right?"
"Yes, yes I do."
"Do you care?"
"No, I was envious, she is a lucky girl."
"Yes, she is. She eats pussy like a pro. I have eaten her pussy many times, fucked her pussy with a strap-on, and watched as she was triple fucked by 3 football players just last week. Your daughter is a slut and my slave."
"I know."
"Have you ever eaten pussy before?'
"Yes," my Mom replied matter of factly.
"When last?"
"Well," she paused, "It's pretty embarrassing."
Carla smiled sweetly and said, "I know you fuck your brother, so how can eating pussy be embarrassing? Plus you are now mine, do you understand that?"
"Yes."
"So you will always obey me, no matter what."
"Yes."
"Even if I make you wear this clothing in public?"
"Yes."
"Even if I make you watch your daughter being fucked by me."
"Yes."
"Even if I make you go to a bar and blow some random guy in the parking lot."
"Yes."
"Even if I bring over some of my football player friends and let them take turns gang-banging you."
"Yes."
"Even if I make you eat your daughter's pussy."
"Yes." Sweet I think.
"Then you know we have no secrets and that you will never lie to me."
"Yes."
"Ok, back to the question. Tell me your lesbian experiences?"
"I have ate lots of pussy ever since I was young. The first was my sister and then later my mother." I was shocked. My auntie? My stuck up grandmother? "My sister and I learned from each other, first we used brushes, then bottles, cucumbers, whatever. But it wasn't enough, so we began tasting each other. Then we were hooked. We did it two-three times daily. I later learned that my mother and sister had been eating each other out for a few months, so I went to bed one night, as you know my father died when we were young, and simply started eating her out in her sleep. She assumed it was Tamara, but did not care and was happy when she realized it was me. After that we sucked and fucked each other daily. Then my mother's mother came to visit, she simply took off her skirt and revealed a strap-on and fucked each of us. Not surprisingly, my brother got in on the action and fucked all four of us. That is why I am so strict with my children. I know how sick a pervert I am and I did not want to make them become the dirty, kinky perverts that my family was...is. But I could never resist any of my family and still fuck my brother and still get together with my sis and Mom. Other than my family, my friends and I ate each other constantly. The first guy I fucked other than my brother was my 40-year old boss at the bar where I worked. He fucked me every shift, using every hole. He brought out my submissive side and eventually I taught his daughter how to eat pussy, suck her daddy's cock and eventually take it up the backdoor. Then I met my husband, got knocked-up and rejected almost all my past perversions and became a respectable mother in this community. But I have a secret that will shock even you."
Carla was all ears, "Yes."
"I have one other woman who fucks me."
"Who?"
"Your mother."
Carla's face showed shock for the first time ever, "My mother?"
"Yes, she has been my mistress for a couple years now, not often because of her schedule, but at least once a month your mother fucks me with her 8 inch black strap on and has me eat her heavenly pussy, which is just like yours."
Carla smiled, "So my mother is a rug muncher too. I thought she might be, I am so fucking her when I get home."
My mother laughed and smiled, "Although she has never said it, I believe she has wanted to fuck you forever, but...."
"But what?"
"Well I don't know who would be the dominant, as both of you are the same. Seductive, beautiful, dominant."
Carla pondered his and said, "Oh we will see about that. You got me so horny. Here is your chance to earn your keep." Carla opened her legs and my Mom leaned between my best friend's legs and began to lick. My pussy was on fire watching the scene. I too wanted my mother between my legs, but according to Carla that had to wait till tomorrow. My mother was definitely good at what she was doing. Carla's facial expression said it all. It seemed my mother would bring her close with focused licking and then slow down. After over 20 minutes, Carla was over the edge with anticipation and shoved my mother's face against her shaved snatch. Carla's orgasm shook the bed. When she finally released my mother, the juices covered her whole face. I got a great close up of that. Carla then, out of character, threw my Mom on the bed, spread her stocking clad legs apart and dove into my Mom's pussy. I had never, ever, seen Carla not able to control her sexual desires. My mother moaned and said, "Oh yes Carla, I have wanted this for so long, I want to be your slave, your whore. I want to obey your every wish. Please, let me cum." She screamed, loud enough for anyone in the house to hear, as Carla's tongue got her off.
Carla got up and said, "June, from now on you are only to wear stay-ups, stockings or crotchless pantyhose; none of those old people hose. Dress like the slut you are. Do not tell my mother I know." Carla finished getting dressed and said, "Thanks for the orgasm you slut." She went to the door and turned back, "You should be ashamed of yourself, fucking your daughter's best friend." Then Carla walked out. My mother lay there for a while before composing herself. I thought she may change into something more conservative, but she didn't. She looked in the mirror and said to herself, "Fuck, I can't control myself. I am a slut." She shrugged and headed downstairs.
I went downstairs and was disappointed to see that Carla had left. But there was a note.
"I had to go home and plan fucking my mother. I also will make arrangements for tomorrow's plan. Love Carla. P.S.-Your mother is an amazing fuck."
I laughed, lay back on the bed and fucked myself with the biggest vibrator I had. I turned it on high and slid it into my moist cunt. I closed my eyes and fantasized about dominating my whore mother. Tomorrow...tomorrow...tomorrow...
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PART THREE: THE COMPLETE SEDUCTION
This morning I got up a little earlier than usual for a Saturday, and after getting dressed in a cute flower sundress that made me look 16, and pink stay-ups, I headed downstairs. No one was there. I knew that Mark would still be sleeping, no way would he get up in the morning on a weekend. Dad would be at work as usual, but where was Mom? I went upstairs and she was in her room. I knocked and she said come in.
She was on the internet shopping on Victoria's Secret. I smiled. She was dressed semi-slutty; obviously she had limited options in her closet. She was wearing the black stay-ups again, a cream skirt, I had never seen, that was a couple inches below the knee, and a tight blouse that showcased her breasts.
Mom got up and said, "Good morning honey."
I walked up to her and gave her a kiss on the cheek, something I never did. "Mandi, I guess I have been way too hard on you. I need to apologize for everything. I am a slut, not you."
"Yes you are, but I think it is great though. It makes you more real. Instead of the strict bitch Mom I hated, I have a dirty whore Mom. It is easier to deal with you now. Plus it kind of turned me on."
"My being a slut turned you on, did it?"
"Sure, plus watching you get fucked by uncle was kinky as hell. So when is your shithole going to be stuffed by uncle's massive cock?"
"Mandi!"
"Well?"
"I know but..."
"Well, since I am the lookout every time he rams your ass, I need to know."
"And I was afraid that you would be traumatized by what you saw. That's a laugh. OK Mandi, I will play along. Your uncle and auntie will be here tonight for a cards night. You can be the lookout while I get 'my ass reamed' by my brother. OK?"
I threw myself at my mother and whispered in her ear "You are going to be a good whore for me, right mummy?"
I slid my hand down and rested it on her ass cheeks, I cupped them firmly, waiting for a reply, my Mom weakly said "Yes."
I smiled and kissed her on the lips. I started soft and gentle. She stared into my eyes in a state of shock. Her subservience overwhelmed me. Finally, she broke the kiss and said, "Mandi, this is wrong."
"I know, Mommy."
"Good. I don't want you to turn out like me."
"Oh Mommy," I said, as I slid my fingers into my cunt right in front of her, "It's too late. You already saw me eating out Carla. I am a slut, just like my mother."
"Oh Mandi, I...."
She paused as I pulled out the fingers and brought them to her face. She began to open her mouth, but I pulled them away and took it in my own mouth. "Hmmm, very tasty. Too bad it is wrong, Mommy."
My mother did not say anything, as she fought between her mother role and her submissive role. I looked at my watch, shrugged and said, "I am going to Carla's now, I need my pussy sucked," and walked out.
I got to Carla's, and knocked this time as her rents could be home. The door was answered by her mother, who was wearing a dog collar and a white garter and matching stockings. I said, "Hello, Mrs. Hamilton."
"Hello, Mistress Mandi," she replied.
"Slut get back up here" Carla yelled from upstairs. Mrs. Hamilton blushed, but instantly closed the door, turned around and rushed upstairs. I leisurely followed, quietly chuckling the whole way. When I arrived upstairs, Carla said, "Hey sexy, do I have a story for you."
I smiled and said, "It seems you do. Do tell." Her mother was on all fours, waiting silently.
"Well I came home and took a nap, after the exhausting afternoon with your whore Mom. I woke up around 9 and went downstairs. Mom was watching TV and she was crying. She also had been drinking as I saw an empty bottle of wine on the table and a second half done beside it. She was still in her usual work outfit which included a blouse, a lengthy black business skirt and black pantyhose. Anyway, I sat down beside her and asked what was wrong. She said that she had just lost a big case she had been working on for months. One that she thought would finally teach those big corporations a lesson. But, as usual, big money talks, so big corporations walk. I asked if she would like a foot massage. She said that would be great and so I massaged her stocking-clad feet for about 15 minutes while we discussed why the world was so fucked up. I eventually asked if she would like a back massage and she said that would be great. So she took off her blouse and lay on the floor. I massaged her back for a bit and suggested that she take off her bra so I could hit all the right spots. She said sure and I unhooked her lace bra. I continued massaging my mother, who clearly seemed to be getting more relaxed. I finally suggested that I remove her skirt, so I could get to her lower back and she just made a soft moaning sound. I took that as a yes and slid off her skirt. On the ground before me lay my drunken mother in only your black silk pantyhose and matching thong. I massaged her back, slowly sliding lower until my hands were firmly on her ass. I continued to tenderly massage her ass and continued to listen for a sign of protest. Hearing none, I slyly ripped her pantyhose as I continued to massage her perfect ass. After creating an opening so I could get access, I moved back up and my mother gave a moan of disappointment. I moved up to my Mom's ear and whispered 'Mommy, you are so beautiful.'"
"My mother whispered back, 'Thanks honey I...'"
"I interrupted her and said, 'Mommy, your daughter is going to finger fuck you now.' My hand reached down and with a little bit of contortion as I said this I had a finger slowly insert into her pussy, just barely."
" 'Mommy, do you want me to finger fuck you?' I asked, my finger lingering just inside her cunt."
"She moaned quietly as her ass lifted up trying to get my finger in her more. In her drunken state I doubt she really processed the fact that it was her daughter fingering her."
"I moved down a bit and inserted two fingers in and fingered her fast. When I could tell she was near orgasm I stopped. She begged, 'Please don't stop, I need to cum so bad.'"
"I smiled and said, 'Mommy, I learned today that you are a bad, bad girl.' She looked at me confused. 'Mommy, before Mandi's mother ate your daughter's pussy, she admitted that she had been between your legs too.'"
"My mother blushed and started to realize the situation she was in. She attempted to cover herself up. I got up and demanded her to get on her knees. She did not quickly obey. I started fingering her again, her body betrayed her mind and she started moaning to my strokes. I stopped again and said, 'Now Mommy, things are going to be different from now on. You will submit to me. You will beg to eat my pussy.' I reinserted by fingers and fucked her until she quaked with joy.|
"I lifted up my skirt and said, 'Do you want to lick her daughter's pussy?'"
"She seemed embarrassed, but whispered, 'Yes.'"
"'You understand once your tongue touches your daughter's pussy, you are mine?'"
"'Yes,' she whispered."
"'Well I want to know all your dirty secrets then.'"
"My mother blushed and said, 'If tell you everything I have done, you will hate me for ever.'"
"I laughed and said, 'Mom, I have had over 200 women eat my pussy, took cocks in all three of my holes and just today seduced Mandi's mother, Mrs. Johnson. Can you top that?'"
"My Mom laughed and said, 'Well you are indeed just like your mother. Well, when I was a kid I started masturbating at a young age and fucked myself with anything I could find: bananas, hairbrushes, cucumbers, carrots, bottles. I eventually let my brother, your uncle, eat my pussy and in return I sucked him off. Soon I became addicted to his cum and sucked him off everyday. So it was inevitable that one day I let him fuck me. His thick cock filled me completely. I thought I was going to die of pleasure. In college, I ended up seducing every roommate I had, 5 in total, and began fucking pretty much any guy I met. In college, I fucked or/and sucked over 300 men and played with over a hundred girls. After school was done though, I realized I had to settle down and I trapped your father. I behaved for the next 15 years, only fucking him. But when I hit my mid-life crisis, my hormones took control again and I began to have relations with a few women. Mandi's mother, your ex-babysitter Kara, the post-woman among others. But Carla, I never slept with any other men.'"
"I shook my head at my mother and said, 'Mommy you really are a slut. Are you ready to fuck your daughter? To be your daughter's slave?'"
"Mom clearly past the point of no return replied 'Oh yes.' I leaned in and kissed my mother. Our tongues danced inside our mouths until I broke it. I then sat on the couch, opened my legs and said, 'Crawl over here whore.' I honestly briefly worried that calling my mother a whore was going too far, but she crawled over and buried her head between my legs. Her tongue was like a magic, she licked, she nibbled, she sucked on my clit; when I was close, she stopped and moved down my legs, her tongue siding down slowly. She looked up at me and said, 'I see you got your stocking fetish like I have.'"
"I smiled and said, 'Yes, all my sluts must always wear stockings, stay-ups or crotchless pantyhose.'"
"'I assume I must too.'"
"'Of course Mommy. You can get rid of all your pantyhose though, I need easy access to my property whenever I want it.'"
"'Of course,' my mother replied and spent the next few minutes, but what seemed like an eternity sucking each one of my toes through the sheer stockings."
"Finally I demanded, 'Slut, I need to come now.' She moved back up to my cunt and licked me to a volcanic orgasm when her finger slid into me and hit my g-spot."
"I then returned the favor licking the cunt I once came out of all. My mother was very vocal. As soon as my tongue touched her pussy she moaned and said, 'Oh yes honey, suck your Mommy's cunt.' As I teased her she begged, 'Oh please sweetie, just fuck me like the slut that I am.' After I slid a finger in her tight ass she screamed, 'Oh yes, finger my ass. Make Mommy cum.' When she came, she shoved my face deep into her wetness and held me there until she collapsed from pleasure. I left the room and came back wearing my favorite strap-on and, just as she seemed to be calming down, I shoved the cock into her pussy. She moaned, 'No, I can't take it any more, no, oh my, oh yes, fuck your Mommy, I have never come more than twice before. Oh yes, you know what Mommy needs. I am yours honey. Fuck me, harder, harder.' I leaned in and kissed her passionately as I pounded away at my mother's pussy. After yet another orgasm, I got her on her knees and plunged the cock into her ass. I then just sat there and told her to fuck me. She eagerly bounced back on my cock bellowing, 'Oh yes, your cock feels so good in my ass.' She never slowed down, engulfing the whole cock in her ass. Eventually she had a forth orgasm and I handed her the cock. She strapped it on and fucked my pussy until I came again and again. To finish my mother's obedience, I went to the fridge, grabbed a cucumber and slid it in her ass, making her sleep with it stuck in her rear."
"Of course, when I woke up this morning I was worried how she would react, but when I saw her in the kitchen wearing the outfit you see now minus the collar I knew she was mine."
"Yummy," I said, rubbing my pussy.
Carla then said, "Show Mandi the cucumber slut." With that, her mother pulled a lengthy, thick cucumber from her ass. "Suck it," Carla demanded.
Her mother obeyed and Carla demanded "Mandi, assume the position." I obeyed and soon was savoring my best friend's nectar. I then felt hands on my nylon legs and was penetrated by what was obviously the cucumber. Carla's mother showed no mercy as she rapidly plugged my pussy with the cucumber, but when I was close to orgasm, she stopped, the cucumber still deep in me. I continued licking Carla's cunt, briefly disappointed; I then had a toy slipped into my ass and turned on to vibrate at full blast. As the vibe sat in my ass shaking me apart, the cucumber began being pummeled into me with reckless abandon. I had an earth shaking orgasm shake me to the hilt and before I could even recover I was flipped over, landing on my ass, the vibrator going deeper than conceivably possible up my rectum as I opened my eyes and saw Carla's Mommy dive into my pussy. Carla came over to me and kissed me for an eternity and then whispered, "I love you, Mandi."
It was then, with an 8 inch toy shaking my ass apart and her mother licking my cunt, that I realized I was completely in love with Carla. When she broke the second kiss, I said, "I love you too. I want to spend eternity with you. I will always obey your every command. Do anything to me you please."
Carla placed a finger to my lips and said, "I know, Mandi. You will forever be my favorite. Together we are going to have many more adventures, many journeys and many, many orgasms, including making your Mommy your slave today." She then kissed me again and after breaking the kiss said, "Are you ready to be christened my eternal lover and slave?"
Although I had no idea what was to come next, I replied "Yes mistress."
With that, Carla straddled my face, lowered her cunt a few inches from my face and demanded, "Take your mistress' golden stream." Although this is one thing I had never considered doing, I automatically opened my mouth and took the hot liquid that sprayed my mouth, my lips and dripped down my chin. After she was done, she lowered her cunt onto my face so I could get every last drop and I did. As her legs straddled me, I came again from the licking of her mother and the complete submission I had just given in to. "Slave Mandi, go shower, we've got work to do for tonight. Mommy you hid the fact that you were a dirty whore all these years from me and must be punished. For the next week, you may not touch your pussy, your ass or allow anyone else to either."
"What about your father?"
"He can talk to me if he must."
"OK, mistress daughter."
"Oh, is daddy a good fuck?"
"Yes honey, his cock is thick and he knows how to use it."
"Do you blow him?"
"Well when he is here we usually fuck every night. I always get him hard with my mouth and then he usually fucks my pussy. Occasionally, he pounds my ass, but almost always he likes to finish in my mouth. He has a dominant personality and I always get off being fucked."
"Nice. You know Mommy, I am going to fuck him."
"I know. You will love your daddy's cock and I will help you seduce him."
"OK, get dressed and go make me breakfast."
"Yes mistress daughter." With that, she left and Carla came and joined me in the shower.
We then went shopping and got some sweet outfits for the night. The rest of the day was uneventful as we waited for the evening. At 4:30 I returned home and Mom and Dad were outside tanning. I called Mom inside and started to rub her pussy through her bikini. Mom said, "Mandi, please stop, your father is right outside."
Instead I shoved a finger inside her pussy and then whispered, as she moaned, "Carla told me you ate her pussy last night; you really are a fucking whore." I fingered her fast and furious as I continued "Uncle Danny and Auntie Connie are coming over for cocktails at 7. In your room is an outfit I bought for you to wear tonight. Wear it. Do not make any alterations and wear your hair in pigtails." I wiggled my finger inside her drenched cunt and said, "Dad's coming." Mom turned around and I slid my finger out just as he came in through the door.
"Hi Daddy," I said and gave him a hug, Mom's pussy juices just inches from his nose. I then headed upstairs to take a quick nap and get ready for the evening of my life.
I woke up at 6:30 with a head between my legs. It was Carla. I moaned and she quit, way before I had a chance to come and said, "Get up, the plan is in motion." Carla was wearing a black leather skirt, matching black pantyhose, with holes cut out for her pussy and ass and a see through white blouse. I dressed a little more conservatively for Dad's sake. I wore an almost knee length cream colored skirt, beige silk stockings held up by a garter and a green sweater that was tight against my firm breasts. Mother was to wear a plaid skirt, one that teens going to a private school would wear, a sleeveless white blouse, white stay ups that were clearly visible when she sat down, and, of course, no underwear. Carla and I waited till 7:30 to go downstairs.
I said hello to Auntie giving her a big hug and a kiss, I gave uncle a kiss on the cheek being sure to gently rub my hand on his cock. Much to my surprise Auntie Connie was dressed up. She was wearing an attractive red flower print that was generously short, black stockings and a peach blouse that was tight against her very large breasts. Carla said her hellos too, but made sure to give all four a kiss on the lips. First my Dad, a peck, then Danny also a peck, Connie a soft kiss and then my mother a two second kiss. She also made sure to let the men see as much of her pantyhose covered ass as possible. Dad finally asked, "Girls, where are you going tonight all dressed up?"
Carla said, "Oh nowhere, we just like to get all dolled up."
As Carla chatted it up with the others I told Uncle Danny "Bathroom five minutes." He shook his head ok.
"Mom, "I called, "I need your help for a few minutes." I looked at the others and joked, "Girl problems."
Mom followed me and said, "Could be a while."
In the kitchen, I went to the fridge and grabbed some carrots. I told Mom to sit down on the chair and spread her legs. Mom weakly obeyed saying, "Honey, your daddy could walk in at any time."
I laughed, "Mother, you are dressed like a16 year old. You think daddy hasn't figured out something is up?"
Mom sighed and said, "I told him I dressed like this as part of a fantasy and I couldn't wait for my brother to leave to fulfill it."
"I see," I replied, placing the carrots on the table. "Insert each one into your sloppy cunt and put them in the serving dish."
Mom began to protest, but I demanded, "Do as you are told." Reluctantly she began inserting carrots in her pussy and as the parade of carrots were inserted and replaced, my mother was getting hornier. After the bag was finished, I called Carla in and asked her to take the tray out to the living room.
My Mom looked horrified. Carla took a carrot, put it in her mouth and seductively said, "Hmmmm, yummy." Then left with the tray.
"Mother," I suggested, "Maybe you should go upstairs and freshen up, you look like you just got laid." Mom then got up and went upstairs, humiliated. Seconds later, just as I began going upstairs, Uncle Danny came right behind as instructed. "Ready to fuck your sister on film?"
"Sure, on film?"
"Of course."
"Whatever babe. What about your Dad?"
"He would never come into my room, besides as long as Carla is down there dressed like a slut, he isn't going anywhere. Only problem may be your wife."
"Oh you don't have to worry about that. She knows about me and your mother. She has been with your mother too."
"Fucking cool. Treat her like a fucking slut. Make her beg."
"No problem, give me five minutes and she will do anything I say."
"Sure, five minutes max." I ordered, rubbing his cock through his pants. "Hmmm, nice. I may have to inspect the merchandise someday."
Uncle chuckled and said, "Anytime, sweetheart."
With that, I winked to my brother, who pressed record on the camcorder. Carla had clued him in earlier today, and after a blow job, he was all in.
That done, I went downstairs to see how the carrots were doing. Carla was speaking, "So does oral sex count as sex?" I laughed as I peeked in and saw all the carrots were gone. After quickly downing a couple of beers, I went back upstairs and heard the sound of good hard fucking. I opened the door and walked in. Mom was on her back, legs up in the air, and her brother has pounding her hard. I called Mark, who revealed himself and the camcorder, and Mom tried to cover herself. "Oh Mommy, no reason to be modest now."



Danny continued to thrust in and out of my Mom's slut hole. I watched as Mom got back into it, heedless to that her two children were watching the incestuous coupling. Uncle then withdrew his cock and waited. Mom looked at him, then at me, then at Mark. She said in complete submission, "Oh please Danny, fuck me, show my kids what kind of whore I am. They deserve to know the truth. I am a brother fucking slut."
As Danny reentered her, she screamed with lust, looked me straight in the eye and confessed, "Mandi, darling, sweetheart, mistress, I love you. You saw through my false exterior. Thank you for allowing me to be a whore again. I love what you make me do. I'll do anything. Drag me deeper into your and Carla's perversion. My body is yours to do as you please. Humiliate me, degrade me; I deserve it, I crave it. Go get your Daddy honey."
Her submission pleased me and had me horny as hell. But even I was shocked by the last statement. "Really?" I asked.
"Yes, he needs to know that you are the boss now." Just as I was leaving, Mark, his rod almost bursting through his pants, slid his pants down and climbed onto the bed and placed his very nice 7 inch plus cock in his mother's face. Mom smiled and asked me, "Mistress, may I suck my son's cock, please?"
I smiled and said, 'Take it all slut" and left the room as my mother took on two cocks.
I was elated. I ran downstairs just as I head Carla say "So Connie, you would suck off your boss for 1000 bucks?"
"Um, hi, a 1000 bucks, Auntie," I said shocked. Not so surprisingly, Carla was massaging Connie's stocking-clad feet when I arrived. Connie blushed, but before she could respond, I said. "Daddy, Auntie, I think you need to come to my room. Uncle Danny is doing, nasty, nasty things to Mommy on my bed."
Dad looked confused, but got up; Connie smiled, knowing exactly what the nasty things were, as did Carla. As they went upstairs, Carla came over to me, "Damn you. Five more minutes and I would have had Connie eating my box in front of your father."
I laughed and said, "Don't worry, I am sure you will get your chance."
We ran upstairs just in time to hear Dad mutter "Holy shit."
Connie pushed past him and came beside her husband. She placed her hand on his shoulder and whispered something in his ear. Dad came closer and stared at his wife fucking her brother and sucking her son. Mom broke the awkward silence, while her brother did not miss a stroke. "Things have changed, honey. You wouldn't keep me fulfilled, wouldn't eat my pussy or ream my ass, so I found someone who would. I am a whore, Mandi's whore. From now on, I do whatever Mandi says. That means I only suck, fuck and lick people Mandi tells me to. So if you want to fuck me, you must ask your daughter."
Dad turned to me baffled. I took off my sweater, slid out of my skirt and mounted the bed. I knelt and straddled Mommy's head facing the audience and declared "Mommy is my whore."
Mom reached up, grabbed my hips and pulled her face to my crotch. Her tongue lapped at my bald pussy. Everyone watched the act. I wanted to make the obscene spectacle even more intense, so I leaned against the wall and spread my knees as wide as possible. Mom had to tilt her head way back to reach my pussy, but the view was one of complete submission.
Mom's hips gyrated, her hands frantically working on her clit. I looked at my father and said, "Why don't you fuck Mommy much?"
"I...I..." he stuttered.
"Strip now Daddy, if you ever want to fuck Mommy again." He did. "Good boy. Now Daddy tell me why you don't please Mommy every day." He said something so quiet I could not hear. "What Daddy?"
"I am gay?"
"You mean you fuck guys?"
"Well, actually..."
"Who?" my mother demanded.
"My boss, although he usually fucks me."
My Mom quickly reacted, "What-you don't fuck me, because you are too busy fucking your boss?"
"I um."
"So is that why you don't fuck Mommy...you're a faggot?"
"Well I..."
"Answer me!"
"Well although I love your mother, I'd rather swallow cum than pussy and I'd rather be fucked than fuck."
"You faggot whore. Do you ever fuck him?"
"No-he makes me suck his cock and swallow his cum or he just fucks me."
"So you are his sissy slave"
"Well, I...."
"And he pays you."
"Well yes, but I still do my job too."
"You're a fucking fag homo whore. Fuck Daddy you're pathetic." Mommy had me really close to orgasm and I screamed, "Yes Mommy, make me cum while Daddy watches."
Carla turned to Connie and said, "I know you want to eat my pussy, so I am giving you five seconds to get your pretty face in my pussy." Connie wasted no time and dove between my lover's stocking clad legs.
I looked around and realized poor Mark was still stiff as a rod. "Mark, you still a virgin?"
"No sis."
"Who'd you fuck?"
"Just Tabitha."
"Lots?"
"Well, every time we can, but finding a place to do it is tough."
"Well bro, you can fuck her at home anytime you want."
"Sweet."
"Do you want to fuck Mommy?"
"I sure do."
"OK, lay on the bed. Mommy, straddle your son."
"Yes mistress," Mom said eagerly.
As my Mom started riding her son's cock, I heard Carla scream "Keep licking bitch, I'm cumming, I'm cumming."
"Uncle, get behind Mommy and take her ass." Mom moved for uncle to have easy access and soon she was getting a sweet double penetration.
Mom was loving it as she kept saying every dirty thing she can think of: "Oh yes son fuck Mommy's pussy, cum inside Mommy; oh yes, fuck my shithole; oh yes Mandi thank you for letting me have this pleasure; oh yes, Mark, make me cum like your Daddy can't."
Then she screamed so loud I am sure the neighbors heard, "Oh yes, I'm cumming, spray your seeds in my holes. Fill me up you mother fuckers." Mom collapsed on top of her son, her heavy tits squishing his face. Clearly both guys obeyed, as the pumping slowed down and then stopped.
As everyone regained their breath, I looked at Connie and said, "You need to get fucked don't you?"
"Oh yes, please," Connie pleaded.
"You understand your husband is mine now, right?"
"Yes."
"Good, before I oblige you, what about your daughter Serena?"
"She is only 17, we were waiting till her 18th birthday next month."
"If you want to eat Carla's pussy ever again, to taste mine, to ever fuck your husband again, you must sacrifice your daughter to me on her 18th birthday."
Connie did not even hesitate as she said "She is yours. Please give me a cock."
"Mark, you ready for another round?"
"I'm 18 sis, I can go all night long."
"Go fuck your Aunt, stud."
Mark, showing his dominant side, said, "Auntie bend over."
Connie did and took Mark's cock in her pussy. Within seconds, she was fucking him, bouncing back on his rod while he stood here.
"Daddy."
"Yes."
"Would you like to fuck your daughter?"
"Yes."
"Even though I am a girl?"
"Oh yes honey."
"What about Mark, do you want to fuck him?"
"Yes, but I'd rather have him fuck me."
"Well, let's see how good a faggot you are. Carla go grab Mr.Perfect." Carla quickly returned with a 10 inch long, 2 1/2 inch wide black strap-on. "Daddy, bend over. Mommy put on the cock."
Mommy grabbed the massive toy and strapped it on. She moved behind daddy who looked incredibly tentative when he saw the size of the cock. "Mommy, he wouldn't fuck you in the ass, but he likes it up the ass. So let's oblige. Fuck the shit out of him."
Mom did not go all gentle, but pushed the cock hard and deep as she could. Daddy whimpered in pain as my Mom ripped her husband's ass.
Across the room, Mark had changed holes and was now rimming his auntie's ass. Connie was sucking on her husband's dick while taking the ass-pounding. I demanded, "Uncle, get that gorgeous cock over hear and fuck your niece."
"Sure thing hot stuff."
Uncle got on the bed and slid his stiff rod into my drenched pussy. I hadn't had a real cock for a while so the feeling was amazing. He knew how to fuck and hit my g-spot with every stroke. I lost control and begged "Oh uncle, fill me up with your hard cock, do not stop."
"Sure thing sweetie, I can go all night long."
"Oh Mommy, I know why you couldn't stop fucking him, he is amazing."
"I know honey, his cock makes me cum over and over again."
"Carla, you are going to have to fuck him, he puts all those pathetic college boys to shame."
Carla got onto the bed and climbed on top of me. Uncle now had two delicious pussies right in front of him and two teen asses. Uncle went back and forth between the two shaved pussies banging each teen a few strokes at a time. While he kept fucking us, Carla and I kissed as passionately as we ever had.
Finally, Uncle came all over me, and Carla surprisingly slid down my belly and licked the cum off of me. Mom crawled over to me and asked, "Can I clean your pussy mistress?"
"Oh Mommy. Do I have plans for you. To suck off all Mark's friends, to seduce strangers in public, to make porn movies, to have you eat pussies at a dyke club, to drink piss from my bladder, to get Grandma to be my slave too."
"Oh honey, Grandma would eat your pussy in a heartbeat."
"Mommy, what should we do with faggot over there?"
"He can still live here, but he can sleep in the spare bedroom. Mark can fuck him when he wants, but I want you to have the master bedroom."
"Good idea, Mommy, and when you are good, you may get to sleep in it with me."
"If you wish mistress."
"Clean me up slut." Mommy began to slowly lap at my well-fucked cunt.
I looked over at Mark who had just shot his load all over Connie's face. Connie took Mark's cock back into her mouth and sucked it like crazy, cum dripping down her chin. Watching Connie, I knew I wanted to have her between my legs.
"All right everyone, you guys can continue to do whatever you want."
By 2 a.m.I was exhausted. Connie had been between my legs for the last hour, licking my pussy slowly, gently, just keeping me awake. Carla was taking Danny's cock up her ass and I thought "We have finally found a cock that we can use." Although Carla was still in control, I could tell that she was at the mercy of his cock. Dad was sleeping on the floor and Mark and Mommy had left an hour ago to her room (well, mine, starting tomorrow).
I realized then that through this whole evening I never got to have Mark's cock in me. OK, that would have to be on my to-do list.
As I started falling asleep, I heard Carla give her trademark scream and she collapsed on the bed beside me. She smiled at me and said, "Fuck, his cock is amazing."
"I know, and his wife is a good cunt-licker too."
"True that." Carla leaned in and gave me a kiss.
I pulled Connie up and said "Thanks Auntie, that was amazing. But I am exhausted. Next month we will host Serena's 18th birthday party here."
"Anything you say."
"Good, now get out of here, I have to get some sleep."
Connie got up, grabbed her husband, whose cock was shockingly still erect and left my room. Carla cuddled into me and we drifted off to sleep, with sounds of Connie moaning just outside my room. She was clearly getting drilled by her husband.
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PART FOUR: THE PRIVATE DRESSING ROOM
One week later.
The next week was great. I fucked my brother and although he was no uncle Danny, he sure was getting better. The master bedroom was now mine and Mom often spent the night there. The sex was amazing, but we wanted to take my Mom to the next level. We did not want to humiliate Carla's Mom in public because she had a high profile job which we might be able to use to our advantage later. My Mom though was a stay-at-home, so had no significant connections. Here are the highlights from the past week:
The shopping trip: Next morning was entertaining. Mom was on her bed getting fucked by her son, while her brother hammered her ass; Daddy was tied to the chair watching, while Auntie Connie sucked his cock, clearly teasing him.
The hot scene had me primed for more and I told Connie to eat me while I watched my Mom get double-fucked. Unlike yesterday, when Connie was gentle, today she ate me with reckless passion. She nibbled, bit and licked, while her fingers penetrated both my pussy and ass. I looked at Dad whose cock was rock-hard and asked "Daddy, what is getting you so hard, there is no faggot action going on?"
He starred at me and whispered, "I need to cum so bad."
"How do you want to come Daddy? In my hot young pussy, my tight ass, my expert mouth, or your wife's neglected pussy and ass; or would you rather shoot your load in your son's virgin ass?"
"Wherever you allow me honey."
I didn't respond right away, as Connie had me cumming hard, while almost simultaneously Mommy came too. In the next minute or so, both the boys spent their load in my slutty mother. I then walked over to Daddy and said, "Do you want your daughter to suck your cock Daddy?"
"Oh yes honey. More than anything."
I bent down and licked his shaft. Surprising me Daddy started to shake and his cum spurted up hitting me in the hair and cheek. I laughed and said, "Daddy, I was just about to suck your cock, to give you pleasure you can not even imagine and you spray with one touch."
"Sorry honey, I just wanted it so bad, I...."
Mom interjected "He always was a shitty fuck, the only useful thing that cock ever did was get me pregnant with you two."
I shrugged and said "Untie Daddy. I am going to shower. Connie go wake up Carla. Mommy go make breakfast and then we are going shopping for a new wardrobe."
After breakfast, I went to Dad and rubbed his cock through his pants. I asked "Daddy, are you really a faggot; or do I turn you on?"
"Oh honey, you are very beautiful. I would love to," there was a long pause, before he finished as my hand rubbed his cock harder "fuck you."
"Really Daddy. But I thought you rather have a cock in your ass?"
"Well yes, but...."
"Daddy, since you like to be fucked like a girl, we are going to start treating you as one. For now on you are to dress in Mommy's old clothing; she is getting a whole new wardrobe anyways. That includes panties, pantyhose and dresses."
"Yes honey." A glimmer of excitement seemed to cross his face.
"Give me your credit card." He obliged. "Now, go get dolled up slut, I expect to see a very pretty slut when we return. And if you behave well, one day I may let you fuck me. Maybe." I then left.
Mom was ready to go, wearing all my clothes, which she fit well. Her body was as perfect nearing 40, almost as a teenager. She was wearing black stay-ups, completely seen, painted on jean shorts that glorified every curve, a tight red blouse, a black lace bra and 5 inch high heel shoes. Clearly, she had already accepted and taken a liking to her new role.
Carla and I were both wearing cheerleading outfits we had got from a lezzie cheerleader a few weeks ago, and Hooters pantyhose that we actually paid for on ebay. With some work, we had cut holes in the right spots for access if needed. We both had black cowboy boots to go our outfits. Fuck, we looked amazing in these outfits.
Just as we were about to leave, I handed Mommy a vibrating egg, turned it on low, and kissed my mother hard. As my tongue danced in her mouth, my hands slid down her tight shorts. I then rubbed her cunt for a few seconds and then slid the egg into her pussy, Mom moaned into my mouth. I then pulled the pants back up, buttoned them up all without ever breaking the kiss.
So we went to the strip where all the best stores were. Carla, wanting to really test her power, decided to hit stores we usually did not go to. The first store we went into was all class. Each saleslady was dressed in green skirt, black blouse and pantyhose. Carla smiled, liking the ensemble and the game began. The saleslady, who first helped us, gave a look of distaste as she saw the slutty outfit of my mother and us. She was in her early 20s, I would guess, and very pretty but with clearly fake breasts. Blonde, beautiful and fake. Anyways, we told her we were looking for a new outfit for my mother for her first orgy. The blonde, whose nametag said Nadine, almost choked on her gum. "An orgy?" she questioned.
Carla pulled Nadine to the side and said, "Yes, our slave here, Mandi's mother, is having her first gangbang tonight and she needs an outfit for the film we re going to make for the event. She is going to be a high school teacher who is seduced by her students. She needs an outfit that is provocative and makes her look as hot as possible. She will be wearing a garter-belt and stockings underneath the outfit, but that should not be clear with the outfit she wears. The outfit must say fuck me, yet also look proper. Are you capable of helping us?"
Nadine looked into Carla's eyes, being hypnotized like most people were, as she said, "I think we have a few things that may work. Why don't you come back to our private room."
We followed Nadine and entered a room the size of a living room. A drop-dead gorgeous redhead was dressed in a gold dress and beige stockings and immediately brought us over wine. I was in awe. So this is how the rich people shop. Nadine said, "I will be back in two minutes with a few outfits."
While Nadine was gone, we had Mommy get naked except the bra and stockings and had a glass of wine. Mom shot hers, as well as a second glass and then began sipping on a third.
Carla asked the redhead what her name was and she replied "Sarah ma'am."
Carla laughed at being called ma'am and called to me, "Mandi, please come and take off my boots." I started walking towards her, when she called, "Crawl." I dropped to my knees and crawled over to my mistress. Sarah's facial expression did not change at all as she did not seem surprised at all by this. I wondered what else she saw in here.
I slipped off the two boots and without being told, sucked on her delicious stocking-clad toes. I looked straight at Sarah who smiled at me and I knew this was going to be a fun time. Nadine walked in with a handful of clothes and hung them up. She then went to the wall and pressed a red button.
Carla asked "Why the button?" and Nadine said, "That is the in use, don't disturb sign. I assume you do not want to be interrupted."
Carla responded saying, "Good call. This could take a while. June, try on the first outfit." My Mom grabbed a dark green business suit and skirt. My Mom slid it on and it looked very good, although the black pantyhose did not work as well as a dark tan color would have.
During this time I remained on the floor at my mistresses' feet. Both Nadine and Sarah watched intently, as the sexual tension filled the room.
My mother tried on a few outfits and Carla made her pose seductively in each one. My Mom was getting a bit tipsy and the egg still stimulating her cunt was clearly getting horny and getting more sensual with each outfit.
Carla looked at Nadine and said "Nadine, I think that my slut should try on your outfit."
Nadine nodded her head and began undressing saying "Whatever you wish ma'am." Soon Nadine was down to a black bra, thong, garter and stockings, which surprised me, as I was expecting pantyhose, and 3-inch heels.
Mother put on the sexy saleswoman outfit. It looked good on her and definitely would do the trick for tonight, but we wanted something better.
Carla looked at Sarah, who didn't even need to be asked, or told, as she walked over to Carla and asked, "Unzip me please ma'am."
Carla breathed softly into the redhead's ear as she gently slid the zipper down. A perfect body emerged as the dress fell to the floor presenting a pink bra barely keeping in her voluptuous breasts, a matching pink garter that held up beige stockings and a bare shaved pussy.
Sarah walked over to my mother and handed her the dress and then disappointingly left the room out a side door. My mother tried it on and looked ravishing in it, but it was clearly way too elegant for a teacher scene.
Sarah returned with a tray that was full of sex toys. My mouth dropped in awe as she placed it on a table in the middle of the room. It was a lesbian orgy smorgasbord of toys. A couple strap-ons, a double ended dildo, a handful of vibrator in different colors and sizes, anal beads, lube, handcuffs, blindfolds, lotion, you name it, she had it. Sarah looked at Carla and said, "For our special clients, ma'am."
Carla looked at both servants and said, "Well, this is the full service treatment."
Sarah then went to the far wall and pushed a button. The wall turned around. The simple wall became a wall with a king sized bed and a Jacuzzi tub.
Carla laughed and said, "OK, well, this is really the full service treatment."
Nadine gestured to Sarah and they both came to her and dropped to their knees. Nadine looked up at her and said, "No, this is the full service treatment" and both girls bent down and started kissing her stocking feet.
Carla slipped out of her skirt and then said, "Nadine, I now you want to taste my pussy, but I have to know, who else gets this kind of treatment?"
Nadine looked up, "That is confidential ma'am."
Carla grabbed Nadine's head, shoved it into her pussy, rubbed Nadine's face all over it and pushed her away. "Again, I will ask the question, who else gets this treatment."
Nadine looked devastated but responded, "Again sorry maam, I can not give out those names."
Carla looked pissed, she almost never doesn't get what she wants. She told me to go and get the handcuffs. I obeyed and she then pulled Nadine up and led her to the bed and handcuffed her to it. Carla then grabbed the biggest two vibes and placed one at her pussy and the other at her ass. She then pushed each in just an inch and turned them on high. She then called over my mother and said, "Lick this sexy bitches' pussy. But do not let her cum." My Mom obeyed and soon Nadine was enjoying my Mom's expert tongue.
Carla then walked to Sarah. "I can tell you are a bit less independent than your co-worker over there. You want to please me don't you?"
"Yes ma'am."
"You want to taste my pussy."
"Yes ma'am."
"You want to become my slave like that slut on the bed eating your co-worker and the whore on the floor beside me, don't you?"
"Yes ma'am."
"All that can happen, Sarah. All you have to do is answer my question," Carla said seductively, her pussy just inches from the redhead's face.
"I would love to ma'am, I want to please you, but I will be fired," Sarah pleaded.
"Here take a sample," said Carla as she moved her pussy right into Sarah's face. Sarah licked at my best friend's cunt and after about a minute Carla pulled away and said, "Do you want more?"
"Yes ma'am."
"Where is your boss?"
"Upstairs, watching this, ma'am."
"Really, could you please go get her?"
"Yes ma'am," said Sarah and she got up and left through the same door she had retrieved the toys from.
Carla turned to me and said, "Having fun yet?"
"Of course," I replied taking off my boots. They were making me sweat.
"I am curious to meet the owner. I bet I get the names before we leave."
"I am sure you will."
"No bet?"
"Honey, I have learned to never bet against you."
"Good call, now suck my toes and then slowly move up my legs."
"Yes mistress. Please make sure I get a chance with Sarah."
"She is yours sweetie, I am going to get the head bitch." As I bent down to take my best friend's toes in my mouth, I heard the door open. Sarah came in first and returned to the feet of my mistress. Following her was a woman in her late 40s, dressed immaculately in a black business suit, black pantyhose and heels.
She looked over at Nadine on the bed, then at me and then to Carla and said, "I hope you are enjoying the special treatment."
Carla responded "Yes indeed, it has been very good. Your employees are very good at their jobs."
"We only hire the best."
"I don't doubt that."
"So ma'am, what can I do for you?"
Nadine's moans were getting louder and Carla turned and said, "Slut, do not let her cum."
"Yes mistress," my Mom mumbled without removing her head from the girl's pussy.
"Well, I am really enjoying the full package treatment, but I am really curious who else gets this type of treatment."
I was moving up my friends' thighs and I noticed the boss was watching.
"Well, as my employees told you, that is confidential. If we released their names and they were made public, it would be very bad for their images and my business."
"I suppose that is true. Are you enjoying watching my best friend, my slave, move towards my pussy?"
"Yes, very much so."
"Do you want to replace her?"
"Well usually, I do not get involved with my clients."
"Oh," Carla said, "Sarah, do you get paid by your boss to eat pussy?"
"Yes, ma'am."
"Would you please service my friend here, she needs to cum bad?"
"Yes ma'am," Sarah said and moved to me. I kissed her and then she helped me take off my shirt. She slowly then moved down and massaged with her tongue both my breasts, making sure not to miss a spot.
As she continued slowly moving lower, Carla moved towards the boss, her fingers coated with her pussy juice, and placed them on the boss' lips. The boss did not take them instantly like my mother did, but you could tell she was considering her options. Carla moved closer, her hand sliding down the woman's legs and said, "I am not one to take no for an answer. Drop to your knees now."
The older woman hesitated. Carla did not move and continued to stare into the boss' eyes. The women looked at Nadine, at Sarah between my legs and then back at Carla and then ever so slowly, lowered to her knees.
Carla smiled her victory smirk and said, "What is your name?"
"Karen."
"You do eat pussy, correct?"
"Yes."
"Often?"
"Yes."
"Do you fuck your employees?"
"Yes, I fuck all my employees. I teach them how to properly service a client."
"So you are the expert?"
"I suppose so."
"Do you still not want to eat my pussy?"
"Oh I do, but...."
"But what?"
"I shouldn't," but her response was muted as Carla grabbed her head and pushed it into her pussy.
The woman didn't fight it and began to lick her pussy. Carla standing up said to me, "Go put on the strap-on."
Fuck, I thought, Sarah was just about to get to my pussy and I was fucking horny as hell. But I grabbed the strap-on and called to Mom, "Mommy, why don't you straddle her face, the bitch doesn't deserve your tongue."
"Thanks honey, I need an orgasm," and she got up and straddled the handcuffed girl.
I put on a 7 inch strap-on and moved behind the boss who did not know I was there. Carla told Sarah to go suck her boss's breasts. As Sarah began unbuttoning her boss' blouse, I lifted up her skirt. She was wearing a garter as well but no underwear. Nice. She tried to move her head to see what was going on, but Carla held it in her pussy. I placed the toy at her pussy and plunged right in. I began fucking her slow and Carla then moved away and said, "Mandi stop, but keep it in her. Are you still not getting involved with your clients?"
"No, I, well, I..." she stuttered.
"If you want to taste my pussy again, to have my friend keep fucking your pussy, you will answer my question."
"Anything," she reluctantly moaned as I pushed in a bit deeper for effect.
"Who else gets this special treatment?"
The boss sighed and said, "A few women. Michelle Rowan the California senator, Debbie Connors the mayor's wife, Kim and Shelly Simpson the hotel heir twins, Cindy Atkins the big corporate lawyer, Destiny..."
"Wait, did you say "Cindy Atkins."
"Yes ma'am."
Carla looked at me and said, "That's the bitch who always beats my Mom."
"No way," I replied.
Carla looked back at the woman and said, "Sorry, continue."
The woman continued "Destiny McCain a major bank CEO, Becky Canders the pop singer, Sherry Colters a movie producer and Candace Cole a TV director, the wife of movie director Walt Cole."
"Very cool, so why us?"
"Nadine knows when to invite someone back here; and she clearly saw your power, although I have not talked to her about you yet."
"Interesting. Let's move to the bed."
We all headed over there, Mom was clearly cumming all over the girl's face. Both toys were still an inch or more, but she was desperately trying to get them in deeper.
Carla said to her, "If you just would have told me, you would have come by now. Instead your boss gets to eat my pussy." Carla uncuffed Nadine and told her to go sit on the floor and watch. She reluctantly did. Then Carla positioned us into a 5 person daisy chain.
The boss, Karen, was between Carla's legs, Carla was between Sarah's, Sarah was between my legs, I was in my Mom's pussy, and Mom was munching on Karen's cunt. This all girl lick fest went on for half an hour or so. We all came together and lay in the bed together recovering for a few minutes.
Carla then went to Nadine and said, "You still need to cum, honey?"
"Yes."
"You don't fuck boys, do you?"
"No."
"Mandi, get dressed and go find some hot black guy."
Nadine began to say no, but both Carla and Karen demanded, "Shut up slut."
I came back a few minutes later with a 6 foot 4 black stud. I pulled down his pants and began sucking his 8 inch cock. He was in shock as he looked round and saw Sarah on the ground getting fucked by a strap-on by my mother and Karen, the boss, had her head buried in Carla's ass, licking her anal entrance.
Carla said, "Today is your lucky day. This bitch is a dyke. She has never fucked a guy." Carla grabbed a strap-on and lay on the bed. "Nadine, climb onto my cock."
"Yes ma'am," she said, tears dripping down her face.
"Stud, get over here and fuck her ass." Next thing we know Nadine is getting double fucked by a toy and a real cock and soon she is bucking her ass back on the cock. "Do you like that black cock?"
"Oh yes, please don't stop."
"I thought you didn't like guys."
"I don't, I didn't, I...oh my god, fuck me harder, bang my ass."
The stud, fucked her for 15 minutes, never slowing down. He then pulled out, grabbed her by the hair and forced his cock into the lesbian's mouth. He held her head and fucked her face hard and fast. She gagged, but didn't puke, and in a couple of minutes her throat was coated with cum. Some dripped out of her mouth and onto the bed. He kept pumping into her mouth, for a couple of minutes more until he was completely limp.
"Thanks bitch, you were a good fuck. Give me your number."
"808-1888," the former lesbian eagerly said, "You will call me?"
"Oh yes, I will call you. I am going to fuck you lots. Next time your pussy is getting drilled. What's your name?"
"Nadine. Nadine Atkins."
"What?"
Nadine looked at me, "Yes, my mother is Catherine Atkins and I knew who you were as soon as you entered the store."



The stud got dressed, said thanks and left.
Carla said to Nadine, "Do you fuck your mother?"
"No, ma'am."
"You know what I am going to demand next?"
"Yes, ma'am. I will get my Mommy here one day soon and you can do as you please with her."
"Sweet."
Just then a dark haired beauty, we would later learn was Jill, came in a panic saying to Karen, "I know I am never suppose to interrupt, but Mrs. Rowan is here."
Karen quickly got up and said, "Ok Jill, tell her I will be with her in a couple of minutes. Nadine, get dressed, wash up and take over the store with Tamara. Sarah , get the dress back on and wash up. Then get the second set of toys ready." Looking at us, she said, "I have no choice, ladies, but follow me and you can come upstairs to watch."
I am sure Carla would have made the same suggestion, so up we went. We all washed up as well and sat down to watch the show. The Governor came in a couple of minutes later, immaculately dressed in a beige skirt, dark colored pantyhose, blue pumps and a matching blue blouse. A very attractive woman in her forties, she had the celebrity aura. She walked with power and control. Behind her came a young woman, probably 25, with long blonde hair, wearing a typical business outfit, off-white blouse, long black skirt, black pantyhose and black pumps.
Sarah returned and stood exactly as she had before. Governor Rowan walked over to Karen and had a brief conversation. Karen looked at Sarah and nodded her head slightly, while she then spoke to Jill, "Cocktail party."
Jill responded "Yes ma'am," and left.
By then Governor Rowan had moved to the mirror and Sarah had went to her. Sarah slowly undressed the Governor. She took off each shoe slowly, then massaged the Governor's feet. She then moved up and unbuttoned her blouse. Each button took an eternity to be opened. Sarah went to kiss the woman, but then stopped and instead opened the blouse. She then took off the blouse, kissing the Governor's arm slowly and seductively. She moved behind her back and unfastened her bra. The Governor sighed heavily as Sarah whispered something into her ear. I wanted to know what was said. The Governor's breasts were small, but surprisingly firm. Sarah cupped each in her hand while kissing the back of the Governor's neck and then her shoulders. Sarahwalked around to her front, and spent what seemed like an eternity, but was only a few minutes, kissing and nibbling every part of the Governor's small breasts. The Governor moaned many times and then whispered to Sarah to, "Move down."
Surprisingly, Sarah moved up instead and kissed the older woman. The Governor moved in for the kiss. Sarah moved behind her and unzipped her skirt. The Governor moved, allowing the skirt to drop to the floor. I was surprised to see the Governor wearing stay-ups and no underwear. Sarah began to kiss the woman's ass. Not surprising, that, many people would kiss the Governor's ass, actually and metaphorically. From our angle, it was hard to tell, but it seemed that Sarah had her tongue licking the Governor's anus. After a while, Sarah moved back to the front and knelt down at the Governor's feet. She kissed the woman's silk stocking covered foot and then slowly moved up her left leg. This continued for a while until she reached the woman's naked pussy. Sarah moved in and gave a couple of licks, then moved to her thigh. Sarah continued back down, again kissing every inch of both the governor's legs. After reaching the other foot, Sarah extended her tongue and moved up her leg, past her eager pussy, up along her belly, between the woman's breasts, up her neck and chin and stopped right at the Governor's mouth. The Governor moved to suck on Sarah's tongue. Sarah moved back a bit, but allowed the Governor to kiss her.
I looked at the clock: 25 minutes had gone by, and I had completely forgotten about everything else, I was so intrigued by the slow seduction. I looked and saw Jill had placed a few dresses on the hanger, the woman who had come with the Governor was simply watching, still completely dressed. I took a peek at Carla and Mom who were also watching the show. I looked back just as the kiss was broken and Sarah spoke for the first time, "Governor Rowan, which do you want today?"
The Governor, clearly a bitch in heat, moaned, "Eat me." She looked to Jill and said, "Get your cock on."
Sarah led her to the bed, leaned her back gently and crawled between the older lady's legs. Sarah took her time as she moved her head, up, down, up. Her fingers easily disappeared into the Governor's pussy and after a few minutes the Governor orgasmed. By then Jill had arrived with a 6-inch strap on, wearing only black stockings and garter. The Governor lay still for a few seconds, turned onto her knees as Sarah took off her dress and moved around to display her young fresh cunt to the Governor. The Governor showed no delicate restraint as she dove into Sarah's yummy pussy, while Jill went behind her and placed the strap-on at the Governor's pussy. Jill then rubbed it around the governor's cunt, clearly teasing her. She pushed it inside a bit and pulled completely out. It was hilarious to watch the leader of our state continually try to get the cock into her. Jill did this for a few minutes until in one hard thrust she drilled the older woman. Jill then just pounded the Governor with hard fast strokes. This continued until Sarah clearly came all over our leader's face. Jill, seeing that the Governor was for once close to the point, pulled out and, without any warning, drilled the cock to the hilt up the Governor's ass. "Oh my fucking god!" screamed the leader of our State, as Jill slid in and out of the Gubernatorial ass. Governor Rowan shook, and then came as she was ass-fucked to oblivion. Jill stopped, keeping the cock completely in Governor Rowan's ass, as our leader nosedived onto the bed. I wanted to cheer.
I looked at Carla and saw that Mommy was between her legs. I looked back to the bed as Sarah put on her dress. Next, as if nothing had happened during the preceding frantic minutes, the Governor tried on the outfits, finally picking a green evening dress. Sarah assisted getting her dressed. The Governor turned to Jill and gave her a kiss and some money; she did the same to Sarah. She left the room, her assistant following her as primly as if leaving the Cathedral after low Mass.
Carla came from my mother's tongue and then looked at me and said, "Well, that was hot."
"Indeed," I replied.
"We should go and buy the outfits, eh?"
"I suppose so."
My mother tried on a few more outfits, eventually finding one we thought was perfect. We bought all 15 that my mother tried on, and had her put on a more conservative outfit for the restaurant we were going to, an elite upper class place. We changed into more conservative outfits ourselves, although we all had no underwear and sexy stockings. We each had to-the-knee skirts, although all the slits came a few inches up the knee.
We thanked Karen, saying we would be in touch and left as Karen demanded her two employees get to work...on her pussy.
We left the room and paid Nadine with Daddy's credit card.
Carla said to Nadine, "We are going to humiliate your Mom."
Nadine smiled and said, "I can't wait, I hate the bitch."
"Good," Carla said, writing down her phone number on a card, "Call me soon."
"Yes ma'am."
"By the way, did you like the hard cock in your ass?"
"Yes ma'am."
Carla kissed her on the cheek and said, "I knew you would." We left the store and crossed the street to Mrs. Dens restaurant.
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THE SWEET SEDUCTION
Hi, I am Melanie. I am a 23 year old college student in her third year of her doctor's degree. I am 5'11, with perfect breasts and long luscious legs. My green eyes are considered my best feature. I have always been a sexual being. By the time Afaf became my roommate in my third year, I regularly had sex with 7-10 people a month. I fucked guys and girls and was both dominant and submissive. I was submissive to a couple black women, but dominated the Asian girls and some older ladies. I was always submissive for cock and because of this had become a great cock-sucker and had done everything you can do sexually with a guy including gangbangs, going to glory holes, and being the all-services stripper at a bachelor party. My new thing this year has been to fuck virgins. Now originally this was just to fuck boy virgins, but when Afaf became my roommate three weeks into the semester everything changed. I saw the ultimate challenge; get the Muslim girl to become my whore. I had done a Canadian, a Mexican, a Philippines, a Russian, and a few Asians, but never a Muslim. The game was on, but I knew this would be a crazy challenge.
When I found out I was going to have other roommate I was annoyed. My past roommate Kate was a decent pussy eater, but she quit school and I was assigned a new roommate. When Afaf entered, dressed in a blue business suit, 3 inch heels and beige pantyhose I was impressed. I was amazed by the clarity of her blue eyes, but surprised when she looked down as I introduced myself. I quickly learned she lacked confidence. I learned she was majoring in medicine as well and was a transfer student from England. I knew instantly, she would be my next prey, but that I was going to have fun seducing her.
Anyways, the next couple weeks I learned the following about her:
a. She was a virgin and was waiting for marriage.
b. She always wore full pantyhose, skirts, etc.
c. She never spoke first to anyone.
d. She had an IQ of over 180.
e. She was completely subservient. Not yet sexually, but that was to come.
f. She was shocked by my parade of men and women that came and went.
After a couple weeks, I decided to start the sweet seduction. She came home after a massive test, just upset. I asked her what was wrong and she said that she did not do well. For Afaf a 90 is not doing well, so put that in perspective. I walked over to her and gave her a hug. She instantly went stiff to my touch. I held her for a long time, until she relaxed a bit. I told her to take a seat on the couch and then I gave her a foot massage. The look on her face was one of horror. I comforted her for a few minutes and then told her I had a date and had to get ready. She was making herself supper when I came out in a micro miniskirt and a tight sweater. I asked her how I looked. She said she would never be able to wear anything like that in public. I shrugged and told her that if you have the body you should showcase it. She said nothing; because of her insecure nature she had no idea how beautiful she was. As I headed out I said, "You know Afaf, you are a very beautiful girl. You should let people she the real you," and walked out.
I came home with my date, a linebacker from our football team. She was studying at the kitchen table as always. I introduced her to him and then whispered to her, "I hear his cock is like 10 inches, I am going to investigate." I then left and went and got fucked. After he came on my face and hair, I sent him away, but told him to walk by Afaf without his shirt on. Of course, he did. I wiped the cum off my face, but made sure the cum in my hair was still there. I walked out in a robe and said to Afaf, "How disappointing, he was barely nine inches. Why is it so hard to find a nice thick ten inch cock?"
Afaf blushed and said, "Um you have something in your hair."
I looked in a nearby mirror, "Oh that fucker, he was suppose to just cum on my face. " I wiped the cum out of my hair all feigning frustration. "Afaf, it is just so tough to train a boy. " I gave her a kiss on the cheek and went to shower.
A couple days later I brought back my 40 plus something History professor Carol and fucked the shit out of her in my room. Afaf came home, like clockwork, at 8 and heard the majority of the fucking. Carol, a submissive white slut, who had been my slave since freshman year, was very animated during sex. She called out things like "Yes mistress, fuck me harder. Make me cum. Oh yes, I am your slave," etc, etc, etc. Anyways, after I was done with her, I told Carol to go get me a glass of wine from the fridge, naked. She looked at me concerned and I said, "Oh and be sure to say hi to Afaf."
She knew better then to disobey, so reluctantly, she left my room and Afaf was at the kitchen table eating. Of course I followed and was amazed to see the look of complete shock on Afaf's face. Carol said, "Hi Afaf," as if it was the most natural thing in the world and went and got two glasses of wine. Afaf just starred at the naked professor. Carol stopped by the table and looked at the History book on the table. She smiled and said, "Pay extra attention to pages 333-336 as they are the key to Friday's test," and she came back to my room. We drank our wine, I had Carol eat me out one last time and I told her to go shower. I came out, in my robe, and sat down with Afaf. She looked at me searching for answers. I smiled.
"I suppose you are wondering about all this."
She looked down and whispered, "No, it is none of my business."
I smiled and said, "No, no, it is ok. I will explain. Some women, like Professor Wilson are lonely and stressed out from their jobs. They need to release their stress and people do it different ways. Some work out at the gym, others play sports, some have meaningless sex and others, like Professor Wilson, want to be dominated. They are in control all day at work and want to just be free when the work day is done. Professor White is a submissive woman who will do anything I say."
"Anything?" Afaf questioned.
"Yes, watch. Slut get out here." Professor Wilson came out wet from her shower. "On your knees." She obeyed. I looked at Afaf "Do you want her to eat your pussy?"
Afaf looked shocked, "Oh no."
I laughed, "Your loss. Slave go get dressed, I will see you in class tomorrow." I then went and showered.
The next day Afaf saw Sadie, an Asian girl in all Afaf's classes, leave my room after taking a strap-on in her ass. Sadie who a few minutes earlier was screaming, "Yes, fuck my ass with your massive cock," walked over to Afaf and asked her how her essay was going. They talked like friends and then Sadie left. I came out in my robe but with my strap-on still attached.
Afaf looked at me and said, "Sadie too?"
I shrugged and said, "She is one of the craziest bitches I have ever had. She will go home now and study and ace whatever she is doing next. Her body is cleansed from stress." I took off my strap-on and washed it in the sink. "She a friend of yours," I asked.
Afaf responded still clearly stunned, "Yes, we just talked yesterday about arranged marriages and how our parents expect so much from us."
I smiled, "Sadie has never talked about that to me, but she comes over here almost every week to release her stress, every time she has a big test." I shrugged and went and had a shower.
The next part of my plan was the first risky one. I felt that I already had Afaf under my control, even though she did not know it, but still this was a risk. I assumed that she would stay true to her submissive personality and would not say no to me. I brought over Colin, a black friend of mine, who did indeed have a 10 inch cock. I had been sucking his cock slowly for about five minutes when Afaf walked in. This time, instead of the privacy of the bedroom, I sucked him in the livingroom while the basketball game was on TV. Afaf looked at me shocked and I said, "Sorry Afaf, but Colin is a big basketball fan and did not want to miss the game." I went back to bobbing up and down on his thick rod. Afaf went to the kitchen and made her supper. I could tell she kept trying to not look, but Colin's grunts distracted her. I then quit sucking and said, risking my seduction plan, "Afaf come over here, I want to teach you something." As I figured, Afaf came over. I said, "Sit down." She did. I continued, "Now I know you are going to have to marry some guy down the road and it is very important that you know how to please him. So just sit there and watch." I then put my mouth back onto Colin's stiff meat. I just took the head in, licked around the top, teasing him. I then said, "You see Afaf, you need to adore the penis, to treat it like a shrine." I then took the whole thing in my mouth and did a few slow seductive bobs. I then said, "Now don't worry Afaf, at first sucking that deeply will make you gag. But practice makes perfect. " I then licked his balls and sucked each one into my mouth. "True pleasure," I continued, "Pure pleasure, comes from teasing, the anticipation. Make him crave you; you have all the power when you have his cock in your hands or mouth." I then took it in my mouth and sucked hard and fast. I then pulled out again and said, "Now what you must decide is do you want to shallow his cum, or take it on your face. Men love both. The guys love it best when you shallow all their cum, but they also like to see their juice dripping down a girl's face." I then looked at Colin and said, "Shallow or facial."
He smirked, "Facial bitch." He then grabbed my head and started pumping his cock in my mouth. All the teasing had him revved to go and after a couple minutes the cum grunt came and he sprayed a massive amount of sperm all over my mouth, cheek and chin. I then took his cock back in my mouth until it shrunk. I then matter-of-factly said to Afaf as I grabbed the gobs of cum on my face and put them into my mouth, "You see we have all the power, do you want to try honey?" Afaf shook her head no, but kept starring at Colin's delicious cock, rising again from my hand. "Your loss sweetie, more for me. Ready for round two big boy? Sorry Afaf but I have to have his cock in me, you can watch if you want." I took off my skirt and straddled him. Afaf watched briefly, but then got up and went to her room. Colin fucked me for a good half hour before shooting a second load on me. We then watched the rest of the game. Afaf never did come back out. I wondered if my plan worked. I would have to wait till tomorrow.
The next couple days were midterms so I was too busy and other then a quickie with Sadie, I behaved myself. Afaf treated me the same so I figured so far, so good. The final aspect of my seduction would be on Friday after our last day of mid-terms. After her last test I could see the complete exhaustion she was feeling, I knew that today would be the perfect day for the final play. We had a couple glasses of wine and talked about which test was the worst and so forth. I gave her another foot massage, this one spending way more time on each toe, each muscle. After a third glass each, I asked her to give me one. She seemed uncomfortable, but she did it. I finally then said, "Afaf, not releasing your sexual tension is dangerous for you."
Afaf said nothing.
"Do you find me attractive?" I asked.
Afaf whispered in the quietest voice ever "Yes."
I said, "I think you are beautiful."
Afaf was embarrassed.
"It is time for you to realize how beautiful you really are." I leaned in and said "Kiss me." She was nervous, but she kissed me. Awkward at first, tentative, but she was clearly trying. I broke the kiss. "Afaf, you are a submissive woman. You have wanted to submit to me since you saw the parade of men and women come from my bedroom. It is time for you to submit to me completely." Afaf looked into my eyes. "Do you want to submit?"
She sheepishly said, "No, but I need too."
I moved back a bit, "You don't want to?"
She realized I was offended and said, "Sorry Melanie, it's just I come from a home where this is very taboo. Women do not have relations with anyone but their husbands. You have had me so excited, that I have had to masturbate myself to sleep every night for the past month. I feel so dirty."
I smiled, "Afaf, sex is natural. I will ask you again, are you ready to submit to me?"
This time Afaf replied, "Yes."
"Good,"I replied. "Now you understand that submitting to me now, means complete submission. Means allowing your body to become mine."
"Um, I am not sure I understand," Afaf responded.
"It means doing everything I ask, always."
Afaf smiled for the first time, "I already do that?"
I laughed "I suppose you have. But this is different. If you submit you will pleasure my pussy whenever I ask, you will be asked to participate sexually with girls I bring home and much,much more. "
"I understand," Afaf responded.
I then sat on the couch and spread my legs. "Now get on your knees and please me." Surprisingly, or not based on how Afaf is good at everything she does, she actually ate pussy quite well. She licked, probed, teased. After about fifteen minutes, I came hard all over her face. I then pulled her up and kissed her pussy juice covered lips.
I said, "Afaf that was very good. You will soon be an expert pussy eater. Now, I want you to realize what real pleasure feels like." I pulled off her skirt, pantyhose and panties and then her blouse and bra. I began kissing her everywhere. She was stiff at first, but slowly melted at my pristine touch. I teased her with gentle kisses all around her breasts, but never touched her breasts. I went to my knees and kissed and licked her upper thigh, but never her pussy. I moved back up and kissed her lips, my tongue sliding into her mouth. I broke the kiss and whispered in her ear, while nibbling on her lobe, "What do you want me to do?"
She moaned, but said nothing.
"I need to know what you want me to do for you."
She whispered, "Please give me an orgasm."
I smiled, "Oh honey, sure I can do that, but I need to know how you want me to do it. I can lick your pussy with my tongue, I can fuck you with a viborator, I can hammer you with the same strap-on I fucked Sadie with. What do you want?"
Afaf looked into my eyes, pleading with me to choose for her, "Um, can you lick my vagina?"
I smirked, "You mean your cunt?"
She sighed, "Yes, I mean my, um, c-c."
"Say it," I demanded.
"Cunt, please lick my cunt," she finally said embarrassed.
I pushed her to our carpeted floor and dove between her legs and began licking her virgin cunt. It took less than two minutes for her to have her first orgasm, but I kept going and triggered three more orgasms in only a few minutes.
When she regained her composure, she whispered, "Thank you."
I laughed, "Your welcome. But the evening is just starting." I grabbed my phone and texted a message, 'Get here now.' I went back to my room and grabbed my small box of toys. I grabbed a small vibe and put it in Afaf's cunt and turned it on low. I then said, "Are you ready for complete submission."
She moaned "yes."
At that moment there was a knock at the door and I said, "Slave, go get the door."
Afaf got up and went to get dressed.
"No, no, stay naked."
She looked at me and said, "I can't."
I stopped her in mid-sentence, "Afaf, you will be doing a lot worse than answering a door naked, now answer the door."
She reluctantly went to the door and opened it. Sadie walked in, she pulled Afaf close and said, "I have wanted to fuck you since I first met you." She then kissed Afaf hard. The kiss was broken when another person knocked on the door. Afaf opened it without being told and Professor Wilson arrived.
Sadie got undressed quickly, grabbed Afaf and led her to the couch. Sadie opened her thin legs and said, "Afaf, make me cum." Afaf looked at Sadie unsure.
She looked at me and I smiled, "Afaf. You will never. Ever say no to any man or woman's demand ever, understand?"
Afaf looked nervous but reluctantly replied, "Yes." She then went between her Asian friends legs and began pleasing her.
Professor Wilson got naked and began eating my pussy as I watched my new slave. When I was nice and primed, I grabbed my strap-on, hooked it on and went behind my virgin roommate. The head of the plastic cock teased her entrance. I said, "Slut. Are you ready to lose your virginity to your mistress?"
I rubbed the cock all over her wet pussy. She moaned, "Yes, please."
"Yes please what?" I teased.
"Please take my virginity?"
"You want me to fuck your virgin pussy with my plastic cock?"
"Yes, please fuck me," she begged attempting to lean back into the cock.
"Much better whore. Keep eating Mistress Sadie." Afaf went back to work as I slowly, ever so slowly, slid the cock into her eager pussy. Her muffled moans escaped as the full 6 inches deflowered her tight cunt. I held it in there deep and leaned into her. She attempted to move back to get it even deeper and after an eternity of teasing, I began to pump my cock in and out of her soaked vagina. Sadie came from Afaf's eager tongue and as I continued to pound my young petite slave, I saw Sadie grab another strap-on and begin fucking Professor Wilson with it. After a few minutes of this hard pounding, Afaf came with such animation that it was clear she had never truly orgasmed. I kept pounding her as she quaked from the fucking. I began to slide out and then drilled the cock back into her and began fucking her again. I then pulled out and told Sadie to lay on the ground. She did and I demanded, "Afaf straddle Sadie's cock."
"Yes mistress" she said and straddled the plastic cock. This one eight inches long. Surprisingly, she took it all inside her as if was something she did every day and began bouncing up and down on her friend.
Mrs. Wilson grabbed a camcorder and began recording. She then said, "Afaf, tell us what you are."
Afaf whimpered as the cock engulfed her now deflowered cunt, "I am a submissive slave. I will obey every command. Please use me."
I moved in front of my new servant and said, "Suck my cock slave." Afaf tentatively took my cock into her mouth as she continued to please herself on the hard strap-on. After she got it nice and lubricated, I smiled and said, "Bend over a bit sweetie, but keep that hard cock in your cunt. We have one more hole to deflower." Afaf's eyes went big, but she did not say a word as she bent forward. I got into position and placed the cock at her virgin ass. I slowly slid inside her butt and began to slowly move in and out. Afaf gave out a cry, but did not move as my plastic rod penetrated her ass deeper. Eventually four inches were inside of her tight ass and I demanded "Bounce back on me angel." Instantly Afaf obeyed and she bounced onto both cocks and soon all 6 inches filled her ass and all 8 inches engulfed her cunt. It was beautiful to watch. Soon Afaf was moving up and down in a perfect symmetry and moaning with pleasure.
After minutes of this double fucking Afaf screamed "Oh yes, yes, I'm cumming..." She then collapsed on top of Sadie. I pulled the cock out of her asd and shoved it into her mouth. Afaf sucked it slowly. I eventually pulled it out. Afaf looked into my eyes and said, "Thank you Melanie. Thank you for allowing me such pleasure."
I smiled, "You are welcome Afaf." I then kissed her passionately.
The night ended with Sadie taking Afaf home with her, where Afaf ate her pussy over and over again. Professor Wilson spent the night between my legs.



Since then Afaf has become a perfect slave. She never disobeys and will eat the pussy of any woman who asks. I have sent her on a girl's basketball road trip, where she serviced all members of the team on the bus, in the dressing room, in the hotel and on the ride home again. Ms. Wilson borrowed her to eat her pussy under her kitchen table for hours as she marked tests. Sadie has taken her with her to her Asian club meetings where Afaf is there to service all the high strung Asians needing sexual relief. Ironically, Afaf is still a virgin to real cock. Until this weekend that is.
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PART FIVE: THE RESTAURANT
We arrived at the restaurant and were greeted by a handsome man who informed us that no tables were currently available. Carla looked and saw a table at the far end and asked "What about that table?"
"That is reserved."
"Well," Carla said, whispering "Do you have a private room?"
"Yes," the man softly grunted.
"Well, my slut here," pointing to my Mom, "will suck your cock and swallow every drop, if you give us that table back there."
The guy wrote our name in his book, called over to another guy, who replaced him. Carla said simply "Cum on her face. Bitch do not wipe it off and then come and sit with us."
"Yes mistress," replied my Mom.
The guy led and my Mother to a back room.
The other gentleman led us to our seats, in a semi-private room, and as we sat down Carla's mouth dropped. I turned around and saw that the Governor was there with her assistant. Carla said to me, "This is just meant to be."
I laughed and waited for Carla's plan, whatever it was, to take effect. After a couple of minutes, our water had been poured and specials read by the handsome waiter. Then Mom walked into the room. The man clearly had a full load as my Mom had cum all over her cheek, nose, mouth and chin. The Governor saw my cum-covered Mother's face and watched her, intrigued, as she came into our room and sat down. The Governor could only see Carla, who starred at the Governor, refusing to break eye contact, and the back of my head. Carla then smiled, lifted up her glass as if giving a toast, never breaking eye contact, and then sipped her water. No one else could see our table, other than our Governor. The waiter returned, blocking Carla's view. She looked up at the waiter and ordered. After we all ordered Carla said to the waiter, "By the way, sexy, you have two choices for your tip. A generous cash tip or a blow job from my friend's Mom here."
The waiter looked at my mother, cum still all over her face, smiled and said, "I think I will probably take option two," and left us.
Carla returned her gaze to the Governor, who sheepishly looked away. Carla kept her gaze until the woman looked back and said to me, "Get under the table and lick my pussy, honey."
I quickly got down on my knees and crawled under the table and, with a bit of effort to get her skirt up, went between my best friend's legs. I licked for few minutes, hearing the food arrive. Carla smiled at the waiter and said, "My friend is having an appetizer."
A couple of minutes later, I heard a woman's voice say "Hi."
The next part of the story comes from what Carla told me as I was gobbling her wet snatch. Carla said "Hi, governor."
The Governor blushed and said, "I see you have a lot of power too."
"Well, I suppose," Carla replied never taking her eyes off the Governor.
The Governor handed Carla her card and said, "I would love to have you come over to my house for a little get-together."
"Really," Carla moaned, then lifted up the table cloth and said, "Slut, slow down." I knew that she did not really mean that, as she was clearly playing the seduction game with the Governor. Carla looked back to the older woman and said, "Well, I need to know how serious you are."
The Governor with a serious tone replied, "Oh I am deadly serious."
"Well then, I want your assistant to come and clean my slave's face here."
The governor looked back to the table and said, "Well I, she doesn't...."
Carla sighed and said "Well, I guess you are wasting my time here." Just then she moaned and came on my face. She then slid her hand under the table and fingered herself. She lifted the finger and lifted it up a few inches from the governor. "A sample, Governor."
The Governor looked at her, looked around and saw that no one could see her, and then leaned forward to take my best friend's love juice in her mouth. Carla pulled it out and said, "Now Governor, get your assistant over here to clean the cum of my slut's face or leave now."
The Governor left, and Carla did not know if she had won or lost. I crawled back from under the table and sat down on my chair. Carla watched as the Governor talked to the woman, gently at first, then firmly. The young lady looked over at us and then back to her boss. Eventually, the young girl got up and came over to the table with the Governor.
She did not say anything or look up as she walked over to my Mom and began licking the cum off Mommy's face. After about 30 seconds, the girl started to move away, but Carla said, "I think you missed a bit on her cheek."
The girl blushed as red as a juicy apple, but leaned in and licked the last cum off my Mom's cheek. My mother surprised us by grabbing the girl's face and leaning in for a kiss. The girl did not break the kiss that went on for a couple of minutes.
Carla questioned the Governor, "She has never done anything sexual for you before?"
"No," she explained "It is impossible to find a girl who is so good at her job. I have lots of women and men to please me, so I have never expected her to have that role."
"Well she is a very pretty girl," Carla stated.
"Yes she is."
When my Mom broke the kiss, the girl was completely embarrassed, but just stood up and waited. Carla said to her, "You are a very beautiful girl."
"Thank you ma'am," she quietly replied.
"You're welcome. What is your name?"
"Kirsten."
"A very nice name. Have you ever had sex with a girl?"
"No, ma'am."
"You are not a virgin are you?"
"Yes ma'am. I am a virgin."
"Why?"
"I am Catholic. I have a fiancé. We are getting married this summer."
"Oh. That is special. Do you want to kiss me?"
"Ummm."
"You don't have to," Carla replied.
"I, ummm," she paused for a long time, then whispered, "Yes ma'am."
"Well come here," Carla toyed.
The young girl walked over and moved to Carla, Carla stood up and kissed the girl hard.
Carla then asked, "Do you masturbate?"
"Yes."
"With what?"
"My hand."
"Have you ever used a toy?"
"No ma'am."
"Put your fingers inside you?"
"No, ma'am."
A devious smile crossed Carla's face. Carla moved her hand to the woman's private area, under the skirt and began rubbing the woman's pussy. She did not push away. Carla said, "I am about to do something I almost never do."
The girl moaned lightly, "What?"
"I am going to eat your pussy." The girl's face went even a darker shade of red. "Do you want me to eat your wet pussy?"
The girl looked around, clearly embarrassed, but also clearly as horny as she had ever been.
"Yes, ma'am."
"You understand after I do this you will become my slave like these other two sluts, and soon your boss."
"Yes, ma'am."
"I will have you eating my pussy, other women's pussies, getting fucked by strap-ons in your virgin pussy and ass, and having you suck and fuck men."
The pretty girl moaned, as Carla continued to rub her pussy through the pantyhose and underwear, "I understand ma'am."
At this time the waiter returned but was quickly sent away by the Governor with a clear "Don't come back here unless we call you."
Carla said, "Kirsten, pull down your skirt, pantyhose and underwear."
Kirsten did so without a word. Carla then, rather uncharacteristically, dove into the girl's pussy. Kirsten moaned instantly and I saw Carla slide a finger inside her. Kirsten quaked and orgasmed in just under a minute. Carla then moved up and kissed Kirsten shoving her tongue in the girl's mouth. Carla then said, "Was it worth it?"
"Hmmm yes, ma'am. I never knew I could feel like that."
"Governor, I will give you a call soon. For the record," looking at both of her new slaves, "all my slaves wear stockings, stay-ups or crotchless pantyhose."
The Governor responded, "That is all I wear now."
"Good. Now we all need to eat our meals. So, Kirsten I want you under our table and please eat my gorgeous friend's pussy here. You are going to need lots of practice."
"Yes, ma'am," Kirsten replied.
I lifted up my skirt for easier access and she simply crawled under the table and moved in-between my legs. Carla took a bite of her meal and said, "Governor, I will be in touch."
"I am looking forward to it," replied the Governor as she went back to her table.
I ate my meal and Carla and I chit-chatted about the potential of having the Governor of our State at our mercy. All the while, the rookie cunt licker lapped at my cunt. For a first timer, she was not bad, although she could not take the signs of when I was close. Finally, I had to push her head deep inside me until I came. I then pulled her up and kissed my juices off her lips. Carla told Kirsten to pull up her clothes and that we would see her soon. Carla whispered something into her ear I could not hear and she sheepishly went back to the Governor's table.
I asked Carla what she said and she replied, "I told her I was going to be the first to fuck her pussy and her ass and she could not let anyone else until I did."
"Cool," I replied.
We finished eating and the waiter asked if we wanted anything else. The Governor left with a nod and we ordered dessert. After dessert we asked the waiter what he wanted for a tip. He said confidently, "I want option number 2."
Carla looked to my mother and said, "Slut, follow the waiter."
"Yes mistress." My Mom replied.
I asked Carla just as they left, "Can I join her? I think that would be so hot."
Carla laughed and said, "Go ahead, you whore."
I quickly caught up and the guy just smirked. The room was small and my Mom quickly pulled the guys' pants down and went to work. After a couple of minutes I said, "Mommy, can I suck his cock too?" in a little girl's voice.
"Of course honey. Suck his cock just like your slutty Mommy did."
"Thank you Mommy," I replied and engulfed the guy's decently sized cock. I went fast and furious as my Mom went behind and began licking the guy's ass. As the guy gave the legs-tense-am-about-to-cum look, I quit sucking and waited for the cum. My Mom stroked his cock and soon cum sprayed all over my face. My Mom then began licking the cum off my face, kissing me hard and passionately. After a couple of minutes of this, I got up, tugged on the guy's shrinking cock and said, "Thanks."
He grunted in return and we left the room. Carla was waiting for us and smiled, "The Governor paid for our meals apparently."
"Sweet."
"Umm, you have some cum on your neck." I moved my hand to it and scooped it up. I sucked it into my mouth and said, "Not bad."
"Slut," Carla said and we left the restaurant.
We then stopped at an adult store to pick up a few new toys, and a lingerie store to pick up quite a few new pairs of hosiery and lingerie for Mommy dearest. We could have had some fun at either place I imagine, but we were both rather tired and decided to keep our strength for the movie tonight. We headed home to take a nap. When I arrived home, I found Dad completely dressed in mother's clothes. I laughed hard and told Mom, "Why don't you go get a strap-on from my room and fuck the shit out of your faggot husband?" I then watched as that happened, my mother calling him every humiliating name she could imagine. My Dad just took it all enjoying the fucking and humiliation. I left with my Mom still hammering away and took a nap.
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PART SIX: THE TEACHER GANG BANG
That evening we filmed a porno movie called "Teacher Teacher." It went something like this.
My Mom was dressed in a red sweater, black skirt almost long enough to cover the tops of her stay-ups when she was standing, but not enough to hide them if she sat down. She wore a black thong and 3-inch heels. Her hair was in a ponytail. She looked like a teacher.
Mom knew a movie was being filmed tonight, but I think even she was surprised by the participants and the location. We drove to my school and was let in by Mrs. Walters, a teacher that had been between Carla's legs many times. Carla and I both kissed her and followed her in. We went to a room. The cast was already all there. They included her son Mark, his best three friends Wally, Dave and Sam, and three girls' from our school, all cheerleaders, Beth, Kari and Star. We also planned a special ending with Mrs. Walters playing the principal.
Mom looked at them all and blushed. She knew all the boys, although the girls were unknown to her, for now. Mom went to the desk and sat down. I went behind the camera and pressed record, Carla called action and the movie was underway.
Mom sat at her desk as the bell rang. She stood up and walked around to the front of the class and began her sex ed lesson. She talked about precautions and how one time of intercourse can get you pregnant. Mark put up his hand and asked, "Well what if I shoot my load up the girl's bum?"
My mother blushed and said, "Well I suppose that is true, she will not become pregnant, but most girls don't take it up the bum."
Wally then blurted, "Or what if we shoot our load in a girl's throat?"
"Yes that is true, but I think you are missing the point."
Dave then said, "Mrs. Kendall, I think we need an example of safe sex, so we can all do it right."
"Yes ," chimed in the other boys.
Beth then jumped in saying, "Yes, I don't want to get pregnant, but if I don't please my boyfriend he will dump me."
"So is taking it up the bum safe ma'am?" asked Kari.
"So Mrs. Kendall, you are saying we should suck off our boyfriends and swallow their cum, rather than taking it in our vaginas?"
"Actually, I am saying you should not participate in sex at all."
"Do you have sex?" asked Mark.
"Well umm, yes I do, but that is not the point."
Beth asked, "Do you take it in the bum?"
"Do you swallow?" asked Kari.
Mark finally said, "Mrs. Kendall, the only way we will totally understand is a demonstration." Mark then walked over to his mother and pulled down his pants, "Show the girls how to perform safe sex."
Mrs. Kendall began to protest as the girls said in unison, "Yes Mrs. Kendall, teach us."
Each boy then stood up and pulled down their pants and walked over to one of the cheerleaders. My Mom then simply leaned down and took her son's cock into her mouth. The cheerleaders followed, and soon the four boys' were getting sucked off in unison. My Mom would stop on occasion and say, "Now remember to use variety, go all the way down to his base, go fast, slow, tease, make him so horny that he won't want to use your vagina. Make love to his penis with your mouth. If you are good, he will be willing to shoot his seed down your throat every time and you can stay a virgin till your wedding."
Mark then grabbed his mother and said, "Fuck that bitch, you are going to take my cock in your cunt." He then pushed his mother onto the desk, lifted up her skirt and slid his pecker inside her. My mother feigned protest, but the resistance stopped as soon as his strokes picked up the pace.
The cheerleaders kept sucking the boys and within a couple minutes all three were sprayed with the sticky juice. The boys then all came over to my mother and took turns shoving their cocks into my mother's mouth.
They all started shouting, "Get me hard again teach"; "Suck me slut"; "Show the girls how to really suck a dick".
Mark then pulled out and my Mom moaned, "Oh don't stop, keep fucking your teacher." Mark then had Wally lay on the floor and had his mother straddle the teen's cock. After Mom starting riding the cock, Mark went behind and rammed his rod into his Mom's ass.
The other two boys took turns in my Mom's mouth until Kari said "You two, that looks like fun, double fuck me." Dave and Sam were not going to argue and Sam lay down on the floor and Kari climbed on his dick saying, "Mrs. Kendall, is this how you ride a cock?"
Mrs. Kendall looked over and said, "Yes Kari, bounce up and down, take every inch of his cock inside you. Now lean forward so Dave can get his cock into her tight ass." Kari obeyed and soon the four cocks filled the two girls. It was fun to watch and hard to tape. Luckily, we had two cameras taping the action.
Beth and Star had stripped down and had their heads in-between each other's legs. Beth had three fingers plunging in and out of Star's gaping wet hole. Star was a screamer and demanded, "Shove in your whole hand, fist fuck me." Beth obeyed and soon her whole petite hand disappeared into the slut's cunt.
Mark grunted and said, 'I'm cumming Mrs. Kendall, I'm cumming in your tight ass."
My Mom moaned, "Oh yes, fill my ass with your cum." My Mom then got off of Wally's cock and somehow, I do not know how, straddled his cock again this time taking it in the ass. It was a sight to see. After a couple minutes of my mother riding Wally's cock, he grunted and shot another load in my Mom's ass.
My Mom then called, "Boys, get over here and cum in my ass, we don't want any pregnancies." Dave moved over and pounded Mom's ass and soon shot his load too, followed by Sam who moved into my Mom's well lubricated ass and began to slowly move in and out. He did this while the other boys shoved their cocks back into the cheerleaders' mouths. Just as Sam shot his load into Mom's ass, the other three's cocks were again ready for action. They each bent a cheerleader over a desk and plugged their asses. The sight was hot as hell and I desperately needed a cock in me, but had to keep filming.
The boys, although having shot a load, had more stamina and really banged these slutty cheerleaders for all they were worth. After about fifteen minutes, while my Mom slowly sucked off Sam, all three boys shot a load into the cheerleader's asses. My Mom then left Sam and retrieved as much cum out of each of the cheerleader's asses as she could.
As the boys rested, my Mom and the cheerleader's got into a circle and lazily lapped each other's cunts. This went one for quite a while, until all four boys were erect again. A minute later, Mrs. Walters walked in and demanded, "What is going on here?"
My Mom jolted up, "Principal Walters, I..."
Wally looked at the principal and said, "An orgy, now get your ass over here and suck my friend's cock."
Mrs. Walters acted shocked, but did as she was told, taking Mark's cock into her mouth. Dave lifted Mrs. Walter's skirt and pushed his cock into the principal's ass." Mrs. Walter's moaned and soon was bucking back on his rather small cock. The next half hour was spent the same way as all four boys ended up shooting a load into their principal's ass, while the girls continued to munch and orgasm on each other.
The film ended with the cheerleaders fisting each other and my mother sucking as much cum from her principal's ass as possible.
After Carla and I pressed stop, we each walked over to the group and said, "Fuck us now."
Mark and Dave double banged Carla, while Wally and Sam double-teamed me. All four boys had amazing stamina as they fucked us hard, fast and forever. Carla demanded all four cum on my face and thus eventually I was coated with cum. Carla then had Mrs. Walters eat her just drilled pussy as all three cheerleaders pleasured me. My pussy was eaten, my ass licked and fingered, my breast sucked on and the cum licked off my face. I orgasmed several times as the cheerleader's pleasured my whole body. Sucking my toes, my ears, my neck; licking my legs, my ass, my back. Finally I collapsed, exhausted.
Carla smiled and said, "That was amazing."
"Yes it was," I replied.
We looked and saw that Mrs. Walters and my Mom were together just making out like two horny teenagers.
My Mom would later tell us that she and Mrs. Walters would spend three more hours sucking each other's pussy and just making out. My Mom, realizing she had no ride home, got one with Mrs. Walters, and they ended up coming into the house and fucked each other for another hour, before they both fell asleep cuddled in each other's arms.
A week later, Mrs. Walters had left her husband and had moved into our house, sharing my old room. My Dad had moved to the basement, where he was permitted to stay. Occasionally Mark would go and fuck him, or my Mom, but otherwise he was the forgotten man.
Even so, the idea of fucking my own Dad still turned me on and I knew one day I would have to fulfill that fantasy.
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BEDDING THE BABYSITTER
My name is Megan. I am a 35-year-old single woman with a two-year-old son.
My neighbor Jenny had always been my perfect sitter. She attended a private school and almost always could be found wearing its uniform plaid skirt, crisp white blouse and knee-high nylons. (I found it interesting that she wore knee-high nylons and not white socks like most girls.) She always wore her dark brown hair in pigtails or a single braid, and her glasses made her look like a nerd or a geek, whichever term you prefer. Jenny was a senior in high school and had turned 18 a couple months ago, which is when I first began noticing she was frequently checking out my long legs and large breasts. Her constant glances had me wondering if she could be a lesbian, or at least curious, and I decided to find out.
Now I should note I am a computer technician by trade, so a seduction plan practically fell into my lap. Jenny had mentioned after babysitting one evening that her computer was running slow and asked if I could look at it for her; I told her I would, but she would need to do without it for a few days.
A couple days later after doing some routine computer maintenance, I had her computer zipping along as fast as when it was new. Curious about what she did online, I checked her search history and learned she loved a site called Literotica, an erotica story site. Drilling down into her history, I could tell that she read mostly lesbian porn, and her selections mostly followed the format of young being seduced by older, with young being submissive. My suspicions were right: she was at the very least curious about being with a woman but was probably way too shy ever to do anything about it. Since I am a dominant personality, dozens of naughty ideas began bouncing around my head. I installed a tracking app (which I fondly called my 'Snoop') that would send me reports on all her internet browsing to help me plan her seduction before returning the computer to her.
I called Jenny to tell her I had fixed her computer. Atypically she came over dressed in a cute flower sundress. I asked her a couple of questions, but first I complimented her.
"Jenny, you look absolutely adorable," I complimented, placing a hand on her bare shoulder.
"Thanks," she whispered timidly, not used to being admired. Although she was very pretty, she didn't seem to know it. Her fashion sense, or lack thereof, plus her self-confidence, or lack thereof, were hiding her true natural beauty.
"Do you have a boyfriend?" I asked, moving my hand away. A successful seduction requires reading the prey and deciding whether to go fast or slow, and I decided hers would definitely not be a wham-bam-thank-you-ma'am seduction.
"No," she said, unable to look me in the eye.
"Really!" I said, acting surprised. "You're such a beautiful young woman, Jenny. I can't believe the boys aren't lining up to date you."
"I've never even had a date," she admitted.
I can't believe that," I objected, "you're way too pretty not to have had three or four boyfriends already."
"Well, I'm not sure I even want to date."
"Well, they can be exhausting," I joked.
She giggled, "That's what I hear."
"So even though you're gorgeous, you've never had a boyfriend. How about a girlfriend?" I asked, opening the door for the plan already formulating in my head.
Jenny's face went flaming red: she was either not used to receiving such compliments or, as I was hoping, was embarrassed because of her secret attraction to women. She stammered, "W-w-what? N-n-no, I...."
"I was just kidding, Jenny," I reassured her, my hand again going to her arm fleetingly. "Although there's nothing wrong with liking girls." After a long pause I added, again building on the complex web of seduction I was creating, "I certainly do."
"You do what?" Jenny asked, her eyes suddenly big.
"I only date women now," I admitted, then adding, "after that asshole of an ex-husband left Max and me I decided to swing the other way, and it's been a very satisfying decision."
"Y-y-you are a lesbian?" Jenny stammered, clearly flummoxed by this startling piece of information.
"You didn't know?" I asked.
"N-n-no," she said, her face the darkest red possible.
"I'm sorry if that makes you uncomfortable," I said.
"No, no, it's fine," she replied, "I just found it surprising, is all."
"I find," I said, hoping to enhance her curiosity, "that only women can understand what women need." After another pause I joked, as I handed her computer to her, "Well, that's probably in the way-too-much-information-for-you category. Here's your computer; it's now working as well as the day you bought it."
"Thank you," she said, her mind clearly elsewhere. "What do I owe you?"
"How about free babysitting one day soon?" I asked.
"Sure, any time, Ms. Cameron," she said.
Once she was gone, I smiled at our conversation and at the potential.
*****
During the next three days my snoop app taught me a lot about her. She always went first to a music website and loaded some tunes to play in the background as she surfed. Next, she frequently checked her email and switched on her MSN chat program. She then would frequently go to a teen advice site, read all the new questions and often offer pertinent advice or just make sympathetic comments. After that it varied: looking up author sites, doing research for school, etc. But she always ended her evening by going to www.literotica.com and reading lesbian sex stories. She would begin with the newest stories and then search through the overall collection of lesbian stories. Sometimes she just clicked on titles that caught her eye, other times she would use the search engine, filtering by tags such as: submission, submissive, obey, schoolgirl, etc. Some of the titles she had read included: "Suburban Submission", "Cynthia's Submission", "The Professor's New Toy", "Bashful Betty" and most interesting, "Seducing the Babysitter". It became clear to me that whether she knew it or not, she was a submissive looking for someone to take charge of her. I decided to message her about some input she had given on the question of releasing stress. The question was, "How do you release stress?" She had responded, "All girls are different. And although I can comfortably advise on almost any academic topic, I have never been able to release my own stress."
I sent her an email that stated:
Hi, I beg your pardon for emailing you personally, behind the scenes as it were. But after reading your response about stress, I thought I could best respond to you in private. I have much experience in helping people to release/relieve their stress and perhaps I may be of service to you. I should advise you up front that my treatment methods are very unorthodox and you must be completely honest with me if you wish to obtain any lasting release. Love Megan.
15 minutes later, Jenny replied:
Thanks Megan, for the email, I really appreciate it. I am very curious to learn more about your methods. What do I do next? Love Jenny.
My next email tried to dig deeper and begin building her trust:
What kinds of things stress you out?
Her response didn't appear for almost an hour:
Lots of things. I guess the usual high school things: being popular, getting good grades, scholarship writing and relationships, I guess.
Trying to dig deeper, I asked a question while reassuring her she was not unlike most teenagers:
Those are very common teenage stresses. Does one of them cause you particular stress?
It was only seconds before she responded:
It is just hard to be yourself in high school, I guess.
Having begun an initial relationship with her, I tried to set her up for my plan:
"If you wish I can help you, but I need to know more about you. About what makes you tick."
Her response was immediate, and clearly she was waiting at her email:
"What do you need to know?"
I replied with a warning, setting up my web of seduction, hoping she would take the bait:
I will send you a questionnaire, but be warned that I ask some potentially uncomfortable questions. Only if you respond with complete honesty will I be able to assist you with more than superficial advice like you can find on that teen site.
As I expected, she replied almost immediately:
Please send me the survey and I promise to answer it honestly.
I told her I would send the questionnaire soon, and since I was winging it, I spent an hour composing the pertinent questions. A seduction is a temperamental thing, and I could either coax her in or scare her off. Finally happy with my questions, I wrote her:
"Dear sweet Jenny, if you are seriously interested, you must answer the following questions. You must be completely honest for my treatment to be effective. If I learn you have lied to me, I will halt your treatment instantly."
After double-checking my questions, I sent her the email. She responded in minutes.
Name: Jenny
Age: 18
Eye Color: Brown
Hair Color: Brown
Favorite Movie: A Walk to Remember
Favorite Band: Tegan & Sara
Three passions: Reading, writing, movies
Your biggest stress: Getting into Harvard.
How you deal with stress: Music, reading
How often you masturbate: At least once a day, it too releases stress
When you last masturbated: Last night.
What you masturbated about: This is embarrassing, but I was fantasizing about being told what to do by a cheerleader at my school. She doesn't even acknowledge I exist and she is a bitch to everyone beneath her, yet I can't help but fantasize about being dominated by her.
Your most constant fantasy: I also fantasize about being seduced by an older woman who teaches me how to please a woman completely.
Describe your sex life: My fingers, I am a virgin.
Describe your ideal boy and/or girl: A woman who is older, assertive, understanding.
What you are wearing right now: I am in a pair of pink pajamas.
Last item: One secret that no one knows about you: I like to masturbate while wearing pantyhose and no underwear as I love the silky feelings on my legs and vagina. I guess I have a nylon fetish.
Jenny's responses had answered all my questions and I knew she would be easy prey. My next email was as follows:
Dear Jenny:
Thank you for answering all my questions so frankly. Such honesty will lead to a complete cure to your stress problems. We will start the program immediately. My msn tag is DrMeg. Please message me as soon as you get this.
A few minutes later I got a beep.
Jen78ph: Hi. This is Jenny.
DrMeg: Hi Jenny. How are you?
Jenny78ph: Good.
DrMeg: What does 78ph mean?
Jenny78ph: 78 is a random number. Ph=pantyhose.
DrMeg: I see. Where do you live? I am an American living in Boston.
Jenny78ph: No way. I live in Boston too.
DrMeg: Very interesting. Maybe we will meet someday. Your answers to my questions make it clear you lack self-confidence. Would you agree that is true?
Jenny78ph: I suppose, I am average-looking and considered to be a nerd by most of my classmates. I'm also pretty much a loner.
DrMeg: I see. Confidence begins by loving yourself. Therefore I believe how you present yourself and what you wear (both of which greatly influence others' perception of your looks) can build your self-confidence.
Jeny78ph: Really???
DrMeg: Yes. For example, I am wearing a garter and stockings right now, under a skirt and a tight sweater. These build my confidence as I get many admiring looks from other men and women. What are you wearing?
Jenny78ph: Just jeans and a t-shirt.
DrMeg: Yet you like wearing nylons?
Jenny78ph: Yes.
DrMeg: Right now, I want you to change into nylons but not pantyhose. Do you have any stockings or thigh high nylons?
Jenny78ph: I only have pantyhose. What are thigh highs?
DrMeg: Stockings with an elastic top to hold them up by themselves around your thigh.
Jenny78ph: Oh, my mom has some.
DrMeg: Can you borrow a pair from her room?
Jenny78ph: Yes, she is not home and anyway she doesn't mind if I borrow her things.
DrMeg: Go put a pair on, my dear.
Jenny78ph: Um, ok. I will be back in a few.
About 4 minutes later:
Jenny78ph: I am back.
DrMeg: What are you wearing now?
Jenny78ph: Beige thigh highs, a long skirt and the same t-shirt.
DrMeg: Better. But now I want you to put on a skirt that is short enough for people to notice your nylons are thigh highs if you are sitting.
Jenny78ph: Now?
DrMeg: Yes, now, my dear.
Jenny78ph: Ok...BRB!
A couple minutes later:
Jenny78ph: I'm back and OMG you can indeed see the tops of these things with this skirt.
DrMeg: Good. This particular exercise is all about your own perceptions. You appear to others the way you see yourself.
Jenny78ph: I don't mean to be rude, but how will this help me relieve my stress?
DrMeg: All in good time, darling. Now I want you to look at yourself in the mirror. What do you see?
Jenny78ph: Um, still me, although I do look sexier.
DrMeg: Do you like the new look?
Jenny78ph: Yes.
DrMeg: If you like yourself, everything else follows.
Jenny78ph: Is it that simple?
DrMeg: Yes, confidence is built through loving yourself and being comfortable with who you are, both of which encourage you to understand that you deserve good things and are attractive.
Jenny78ph: I suppose, I have always been insecure about how others see me.
DrMeg: Let's test my theory.
Jenny78ph: How?
DrMeg: Do you trust me?
Jenny78ph: For some reason, yes.
DrMeg: Good. So dressed exactly as you are now, I want you to go to the mall and buy yourself your own collection of thigh highs. If possible, get the following colors: black, white, pink and mocha.
Jenny78ph: Um, ok, but everyone will see my entire stockings.
DrMeg: Yes, they will. They will see the new Jenny.
Jenny78ph: That they will! <giggles>
DrMeg: While you are out, pay attention to whether anyone notices the new you. Then message me when you get back.
Jenny78ph: Will you be online?
DrMeg: Maybe. But remain online while you are home and we are bound to hook up.
Jenny78ph: Ok.
I looked out the window and watched: a few minutes later she came out, dressed as instructed and hopped into her car. She was as obedient and submissive as I thought she'd be.
3 hours later.
Jenny78ph: Hi, I am back.
Jenny78ph: I got all the colors you requested and I also bought a red pair. They were on sale for buy six get one free. So I got an extra black pair and a beige pair too.
DrMeg: Great to hear you did so well. How did you feel going out dressed like that?
Jenny78ph: Great, actually. At first I was really self-conscious, but after getting over the original anxiety, I felt a rush. I felt sexy, something that usually doesn't correlate with my perception of myself. A few boys seemed to notice me, one even whistled, surprising me when I liked that, and the saleslady was super nice, complimenting me on my purchase.
DrMeg: I told you, how you dress is how you feel.
Jenny78ph: I did feel a little slutty though.
DrMeg: Dressing sexy does not make you slutty. Sleeping with a bunch of people makes you slutty. So I take it from your answers to the questionnaire you are a lesbian?
Jenny78ph: Um...I don't know...my fantasies are about girls, but I am not grossed out by boys.
DrMeg: Why older women?
Jenny78ph: I have no idea. I get more excited by them. They seem so sure of themselves. So powerful.
DrMeg: I see. Older women do have experience, unlike teenage boys.
Jenny78ph: I wouldn't know.
DrMeg: This cheerleader you fantasize about. Is she a lesbian?
Jenny78ph: No, she is dating a boy in college.
DrMeg: I see. I have a task for you tonight.
Jenny78ph: Ok.
DrMeg: Write a brief fantasy about yourself and the cheerleader and email it to me.
Jenny78ph: Um, I am not sure I can do that.
DrMeg: It doesn't have to be porn, just a detailed fantasy and go wherever your imagination takes you. It will help me to help you.
Jenny78ph: Ok, I will try.
DrMeg: I have to go meet another patient. I will talk to you tomorrow.
Jenny78ph: Ok. : )
DrMeg: Goodnight, my dear.
Jenny78ph: Goodnight.
I logged out and watched what she did online. She went immediately to Literotica and browsed through some stories, all about girls submitting to dominant women and getting off on the experience, before selecting one. After about 20 minutes she logged out. She had read a lengthy story called "The Complete Submission" which I read also, which was an amazing submission story.
Next morning I found an email from Jenny. She was WAY more creative than I'd thought:
Dear Dr. Meg,
You said I didn't have to write porn, but you also said I should go wherever my imagination went and it kinda came out like porn. I hope it won't shock you too badly, but I want to do what you say. If this is bad, please say and I'm sorry and I'll try to do better.
I was leaving school when I remembered I left a book I needed to finish reading in my gym locker. I walked into the gym and saw Karen naked just getting dressed. She smiled at me and said, "Hey Jenny, why don't you take a picture, it lasts longer?"
I was shocked she even knew my name. I apologized with a stammer, my cheeks instantly turning red, "S-s-sorry."
She asked, "Actually Jenny, you can do me a favor."
"Sure," I asked, just excited she was conversing with me.
"Come here," she said, waving me over with a smile that I couldn't read.



I walked over and was stunned when she said, "You have been checking my body out all semester, haven't you, Jenny?"
My face ruby red now, I again stammered, trying to hide my guilt, "N-n-no, I have not."
"Don't lie," she smiled, putting her hand on my shoulder. "You have been literally drooling over me and had to wipe your chin."
Her touch had me rattled and I couldn't even complete a rational sentence. "Um, I, I mean, I...."
She gently but firmly pushed down on my shoulders and my legs gave away as I was lowered onto my knees. "It was really hot today Jenny, and cheerleading practice was exhausting. I feel so diiiiirty," she said, stressing the word dirty.
My face was directly in front of her vagina and I was staring at it, lost in thought.
"What're you staring at, Jenny?" she asked, her tone saying she knew exactly what I was staring at.
I forced myself away from her vagina and looked up past her large breasts and into her eyes.
Smiling knowingly, she invited in a way where 'no' wasn't an option, "My vagina needs to be cleaned, why don't you clean it for me?"
I feigned reluctance, "Um, I-I-I am not a lesbian."
"Neither am I. I love fucking boys. But girls are way better at licking pussy," she smiled, reaching for my head and pulling me into her sweet sex.
I gave no resistance as I was 'invited' into my first act of lesbian activity. I extended my tongue and made contact with her vagina.

She moaned, "Does nerdy little Jenny like my pussy?"
I stammered, already addicted, "Y-y-yes."
I licked slowly up and down on her vagina pussy lips, trying to please her and savour her unique and addictive taste. After a couple of minutes, I concentrated on her clit which made her legs tremble as she let out a loud moan.
"That's it my pet, lick my cunt good," she ordered.
Being called a pet had my own vagina getting wet and I eagerly continued pleasing the most beautiful girl I knew in school. I swirled my tongue around her clit, I sucked it in my mouth. I was addicted to her unique taste and never wanted to have this moment end.
Suddenly her hand on my head, she demanded, "Fuck, you lezzie-slut, suck my cunt, make me orgasm." She roughly pulled my head deeper into her vagina and began moving her body on my face. Always being a people-pleaser, I became a pussy-pleaser too, eagerly licking and sucking as I penetrated her vagina with my tongue.
Her moans got louder and I was soon rewarded with the sweetest taste God had created as her juices flooded out of her onto my tongue, lips and face. I continued to quench my unquenchable thirst, wanting more and more as I drowned in my submission and in her perfection.
Once her orgasm had run its course, she looked down at me and ordered, "Get undressed."
I stood up and obeyed, hands trembling, and began to unbutton my blouse.
"Hurry up, slut," she snapped impatiently.
I again obeyed, a mixture of anticipation and trepidation colliding in my mind. Once naked, I never felt more vulnerable as she looked me over. She asked, "Why do you hide such a beautiful body with such unflattering clothes?"
My face flushed again at getting a compliment from the girl I had fantasized about forever, the girl that made me reconsider my sexuality. "I-I-I don't know."
"You don't know how sexy you are, do you?" she asked, moving towards me.
"Um, I," I babbled unable to complete a full thought, drowning in the compliments and in the desire to be touched.
Reaching for me, she asked, her finger slowly moving between my breasts, "Do you want me to eat your cunt?"
"Yes," I whispered, almost inaudible.
"Pardon?" she asked, her finger slowly gliding around my erect right nipple.
"Yes, please," I whimpered at her touch.
"Yes, please, what?" she kept asking, her fingers pinching my nipple.
"Aaaaah, please lick my vagina," I moaned, giving myself to her.
"Vagina!" she laughed softly, her fingers meandering to my other nipple. "What else can you call that sweet box of yours?"
I paused, I almost never swore, but her fingers pinching my nipple had me distracted and horny. "My pussy," I moaned again, feeling a mixture of pleasure and pain.
"What else?" she asked, her finger now travelling slowly south.
Wanting her to touch me down there, to lick me, I answered, "My cunt, please touch my cunt."
"Good girl," she moaned, leaning forward and taking my breast in her mouth as her finger traced my wet vagina lips.
I quivered and let out an uncontrolled moan.
She pushed me onto the bench and moved between my trembling legs. Looking up at me, she asked, "Tell me what you want, my pet."
"Eat my cunt," I demanded. "I need to come so baaaaaad."
"Tell me you are a lezzie-slut," she demanded back, flicking my clitoris with her tongue.
My whole body quaked with one touch and I declared my sexuality without hesitation. "I'm a lezzie-slut. I love licking your beautiful pussy and will be your lezzie-slave who drops to her knees anytime, anywhere, to get just a taste of your perfection."
"Fuck, that is hot," she purred, burying her face between my legs. As her tongue did slow paintbrush strokes all over my pussy, my breathing got heavy. Usually it takes a while to come, but in a couple of minutes I could feel the volcano eruption of lust bubbling inside.
"Oh god, fuck, my cunt is burning," I moaned, as she slid a finger inside me.
She hooked her finger inside my inferno and began tapping on my g-spot.
I had spasm after spasm like an epileptic person as the volcano, dormant since the beginning of time, bubbled over. I felt fireworks in my head, chills through my entire body and a euphoria I didn't know possible as my orgasm hit.
"Aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaah, fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck," I screamed, babbling incoherently as my brain went blank and sexual energy poured through me.
She pulled her fingers out of me as the never-ending orgasm continued through my body. She leaned in and kissed me. I could taste my own juices on her lips; it was so naughty, so sweet and so natural.
Sadly, all good things must come to an end and she broke the kiss. Looking into my eyes, she smiled and said, "You understand you are now my property. You will be our little cheerleader pussy pleaser. Do you agree and understand?"
I nodded yes, knowing I would do anything to taste her again, to feel that feeling of utopia I just experienced.
"Tomorrow you are going to become the cheerleading squad's personal pussy-pleaser," she promised.
"Yes, Mistress Karen," I replied.
I was impressed. She had written a fantasy that was Literotica-worthy and had given me a plethora of insight into her young, submissive mind.
That night we met on MSN, clearly stressed about what she had sent me.
Jenny78ph: Are you there?
Jenny78ph: That story was so embarrassing; I can't believe I sent it. I have been stressed about it all day thinking about what you must think of me. It was bad, wasn't it, and you were shocked?
I waited a few minutes before responding, not wanting to look too eager. I was portraying the voice of knowledgeable reason, dontcha know!
DrMeg: Hi, my dear. There is no reason to be ashamed and it certainly wasn't shocking or bad. Fantasy is natural and a great way to relieve stress.
Jenny78ph: Really? You're not mad?
DrMeg: Of course not. I fantasize too.
Jenny78ph: About?
DrMeg: Many things. Your fantasy turned me on a lot and told me so much about you. I enjoyed how real the fantasy was, you could probably write for Literotica with that nasty mind of yours.
Jenny78ph: Really? OMG, I am SO embarrassed. You think I have a nasty mind?
DrMeg: Yes, you really do. But do not be embarrassed, be proud. By writing down your fantasy and then sending it to someone who understands you, you have allowed your pent-up frustrations to be released and your true sexual desire to come alive. I assume you got off last night after writing it?
Jenny78ph: Yes...twice.
DrMeg: So I learned a lot from your fantasy, by the way.
Jenny78ph: Like what???
DrMeg: You are very smart, yet insecure.
Jenny78ph: True and true.
DrMeg: You stress easily and have no real outlet to release your stress, so I assume you either read or watch a lot of porn online.
Jenny78ph: OMG! <blushing>
DrMeg: Am I wrong?
Jenny78ph: No, I read a lot online.
DrMeg: A lot of what?
Jenny78ph: Porn, mostly lesbian porn.
DrMeg: And I am guessing it is lesbian porn where one experienced person seduces an inexperienced one.
Jenny78ph: Yes <blushing>
DrMeg: And I am also guessing it is one where one woman dominates and controls another.
Jenny78ph: Am I that transparent?
DrMeg: Not to everyone, but I can also tell you are the submissive one, because after being high-strung and stressed at school or work, you want to just let go and be told what to do.
Jenny78ph: OMG, yes! <mortified blushing>
DrMeg: I want you to finger yourself for me, my dear.
Jenny78ph: Yes, ma'am.
DrMeg: Good girl. It's now time for the next step in your treatment. Do you want an online Mistress to guide you as you learn your true sexuality?
Jenny78ph: Yes!!!!!!!!!
DrMeg: And you will obey my instructions without hesitation?
Jenny78ph: yes, ma'am.
DrMeg: Didn't you call that cheerleader Mistress? You may address me in that fashion if you wish.
Jenny78ph: Sorry, yes Mistress, I will obey ALL your instructions.
DrMeg: Now slide two fingers in that sweet cunt of yours and come for your Mistress Megan.
DrMeg: Come now, my pet.
DrMeg: Now!!!
Jenny78ph: Kkkkkkk, Comiiiiiiiiiiing!!!!
Choosing that exact moment, I picked up the phone and called her cell number. Surprisingly, she picked it up on the fourth ring. Her breathing was stilted and it was obvious she had obeyed my instruction.
"Hi, Ms. Cameron," she said, her voice raspy.
"You ok?" I asked, although I knew exactly why she was breathing like she was.
"Sorry, just finished working out," she covered impressively.
"I hate to ask last minute, but I desperately need a babysitter tonight," I said, adding, "any chance you can be a dear and come over?" I shook my head when I realized I had used the word 'dear'. Luckily she didn't make the correlation that her next door neighbor Megan and her online Mistress Megan were one and the same.
From her hesitation, I could tell she didn't want to come over, she wanted to keep chatting with the cyber me. So I sent her a quick message.
DrMeg: Sorry, but I have to get going. We will continue our conversation tomorrow, is that clear, my dear?
On the phone I pleaded, "Sorry Jenny, but I am so desperate, please, I'll pay you double."
"Sure, sure I'll do it," Jenny said, her usual can't-say-no, people-pleaser self, always sacrificing her own time to help others.
"You're a life-saver," I gushed thankfully. "Can you be here in an hour?"
"Sure, Ms. Cameron," she agreed.
"You can call me Megan," I said, dropping another hint of my double identity.
Jenny said, "OK, thanks, Megan, I'll be there at eight."
"Eight is great," I quipped, before adding, "See you then."
I hung up and saw Jenny had continued our cyber conversation.
Jenny78ph: That is ok, I have to go babysit for my neighbor in an hour.
DrMeg: Fun. I am going out right away. I have a date with my girlfriend.
Jenny78ph: Like a friend who is a girl or a 'girlfriend'?
DrMeg: Truthfully, she is a slave of mine. I have a few women who service me sexually.
Jenny78ph: ???
DrMeg: Just kidding.
Jenny78ph: Oh.
DrMeg: Actually, do you want to know a secret?
Jenny78ph: Yes.
DrMeg: I wasn't kidding. I have a woman coming over tonight I am going to use to release my stress. When you are more confident you will be able to release your stress through sex too.
Jenny78ph: Not sure I will ever be that confident.
DrMeg: I promise we will find your happy place. You have already begun the transition.
Jenny78ph: Ok.
DrMeg: I want you to do something for me.
Jenny78ph: Of course.
DrMeg: When you go to babysit, I want you to wear the shortest skirt you have, and thigh highs that match.
Jenny78ph: To babysit?
DrMeg: Yes. Are you going to do as I say?
Jenny78ph: Yes, sorry for questioning you.
DrMeg: It's ok. I have to go and shave for tonight. Do you shave your special place?
Jenny78ph: I trim it.
DrMeg: Be sure it is nice and trimmed before you go out tonight. You always want to look attractive down there, even if you're the only one who knows.
Jenny78ph: OK.
DrMeg: I must get going. I will talk to you later tomorrow.
Jenny78ph: Ok, thank you...Bye.
I got ready for my fake date. I would go out for an hour or so, giving Jenny enough time for my plan to kick into action. I was dressed in a black leather skirt, beige stockings and a red blouse. Jenny arrived dressed in one of her plaid school skirts that she must have first worn back when her legs were shorter, mocha thigh highs, and her white school blouse. You could clearly see her nylons were thigh highs.
"Wow, you look adorable, Jenny," I complimented her. "Do you have a late-night date?"
"Thanks Ms. Cameron. You look pretty too and no, I was just trying something new and didn't have time to change."
"Well it really works for you," I said, gently squeezing her shoulder. "I've got a hot date. Max is already asleep, so you can watch a DVD if you want. I think you'll like the one in the machine, it's a fun movie."
"Ok, have fun," she said, her usual bubbly self.
"Oh, I will," I said ever-so-coyly.
After I left, I drove to a nearby adult store and picked up a new smaller strap-on I hoped to use on my cute babysitter later tonight. After grabbing a quick bite to eat, I drove home and snuck in the back door, quiet as a mouse.
From the dark kitchen, I checked in on my babysitter.
She was on the couch, her legs open and her hand assumedly pleasuring herself as she watched a scene of me fucking the pussy of a pretty 21-year-old coed I had seduced a while ago. The girl, a sweet submissive volleyball player named Allison, was screaming "Yes Mistress, fuck me, bang my tight pussy!" I allowed the scene to go on for a couple of minutes, long enough to savour Jenny's soft moans, before I decided it was time for me to 'return home.' I snuck back out the back door and came in the front door. I closed it silently to avoid startling my in-the-throes-of- self-pleasure babysitter. The sounds of the DVD echoed through the house, "Yes Mistress, pound me, I'm coming!" When I entered, Jenny scrambled to cover herself, but couldn't do so in time.
I looked at the TV, a sly smile on my face and gasped, faking surprise, "Oops, that wasn't the movie you were supposed to see!"
She stammered, apologized and begged me "I-I-I am s-s-so sorry, Ms. Cameron. P-p-p-please don't tell my mother!"
Her red cheeks expressed both guilt from what she was doing and also the shame that came from being caught in such a compromising position. "It's ok, my dear, masturbation is natural."
"I-I-I am so, so, so sorry," Jenny continued; I found her embarrassment so cute!
"Actually, the fact that you were masturbating to a video of me and my submissive Allison is quite flattering," I mused. "What turned you on the most?"
"I-I-I don't know," she replied, clearly overwhelmed just that we were talking about such things.
"Did you find seeing me with a strap-on exciting?" I asked, moving closer. "Or was it Allison being fucked?" swearing in front of her for the first time. As I reached her, my hand grasped hers and I pulled her up and asked, "Or did you wish that you were the one on all fours getting fucked by my big strap-on cock?"
Her mouth dropped open and she froze in place, speechless. Her mouth opened and closed several times and faint sounds emerged, but no words came out. Adding to her confusion, I then leaned in and kissed her. At first it was gentle and sweet, but once she responded, tentatively at first, I used my tongue to part her lips. She responded more actively and our tongues danced inside each other's mouths. The urgency of the kiss increased as my hands slid down past her waist and beneath her skirt. The background noise of Allison coming on my strap-on enhanced the intensity of our kiss.
I finally broke away and asked, "What does my Jenny78ph want?"
"Pardon?" she asked, the significance of the words not immediately registering.
My hand traced her pussy lips through her wet panties. "Hmmmm, you are very wet, Jenny78 pantyhose."
She let out a soft moan from my touch. "H-h-how do you know my MSN name?"
"Oh, Jenny, Jenny, Jenny. Have you not figured it out?" I smiled, my finger tapping her protruding clit.
Her breathing increased, and my finger was causing her so much distraction she couldn't make the obvious correlation.
I asked, "What is my first name, Jenny?"
"M-M-Megan," she moaned. I watched her face and her lips as she moaned with desire. It was so adorably cute as the light bulb came on and her face brightened to astonishment. She asked, her words coming out stunted as my finger continued putting pressure on her clit, "Oh, um, wait, oh my God, are you Dr. Meg?"
"The one and only," I purred, as my finger slipped past her soiled panties.
"I-I can't believe it," she gasped, astonished by my revelation.
"Yes, my dear, and I am now about to relieve all your stress and satisfy all your curiosity," I promised, my finger now between but not inside her wet pussy lips.
"But how?" she asked, overwhelmed as she began seeing further implications that could stem from this sudden new level of our friendship. I had baked cookies for her when she was fifteen, and now I was touching her twat!
"I've always thought you were sexy... shy but sexy. When I overhauled your computer I searched for clues and found which sites you usually frequent," I explained, before adding with a playful smile, "By the way, for future reference you need to erase your daily history if you don't wish people like your Mom, or conniving neighbors like me, to learn all your secrets."
"Aaaaaaah," she gasped as my finger took the plunge and slowly penetrated her fevered pussy.
"Jenny, it's all right. You're a lesbian and submissive; I am a lesbian and dominant," I explained.
Jenny, still trying to get the whole picture straight in her mind with one less player now on the field, stood there in a sexual trance. Her mind was trying to process the bizarre reality currently happening around her while within, her body was begging for the attention it had long craved.



"Jenny, I know exactly what you need," I told her gently, "even if you don't. You are submissive and a people pleaser, as your naughty story clearly demonstrates. You want to explore your sexuality but don't even know where to start. I'm here to help and guide you, honey."
Jenny looked directly into my eyes. I smiled. She looked tentative, yet I knew she had already made up her mind.
"If you wish me to Jenny, I will teach you how to be a good submissive pet and thus how to pleasure a woman properly and in return be pleasured thoroughly yourself," I continued, my finger now deep inside her, just lingering in her warmth.
"Please," she whispered.
"Please what?" I asked, my mouth close to her ear.
"Please, don't stop," she again whispered, such words difficult for her to say.
"Please don't stop what?" I pressured, pushing her deeper into admitting her desires and needs. I encouraged further responses by moving my finger ever so slowly inside her.
"P-p-please, don't stop fingering me," she elaborated, her breathing getting heavier.
"Do you want to come?" I asked, nibbling on her earlobe.
"God, yes," she moaned.
"Then I need to make something very clear, my dear," I whispered, my tongue darting in and out of her ear.
"Whaaaat?" she asked, distracted by my finger in her pussy and my tongue in her ear.
"If you wish, we will make love today. I will take you to levels of euphoria you have so far only imagined. You will taste your first pussy and I will fuck you," I explained. Suddenly I wondered if she was a virgin. I asked her, "Jenny, are you a virgin?"
"Yes," she admitted, as if such a declaration was admitting something shameful.
"It's ok, Jenny," I soothed. "That's nothing to be ashamed of. You're uncertain about your sexuality, and tonight I will help you discover and confirm your true sexuality."
"Kkkkkk," she whimpered, my finger causing her great pleasure but also great need, a constant teasing distraction, but also a goad.
"But I need to warn you: if you submit to me tonight, I will expect you to become my permanent submissive. If you surrender to me, you must henceforward obey every order I give without hesitation, and I do not tolerate disobedience. I know what you need and how to provide what you crave, but in return I expect unconditional loyalty," I explained, my finger touching, ever so briefly, her g-spot. Her legs trembled and I added, knowing her true submissive nature was taking over, "If you do not wish to submit to me, if you are not ready to agree to my terms, you may leave. We will pretend this never happened, I will still pay you double for tonight as promised and you will be free to continue to babysit Max if you're comfortable doing so knowing what you now know."
Her mind was clearly processing all my terms and all the things I was doing to her body. If there was an internal struggle between good girl Jenny and sexually curious Jenny, it was a brief one.
Going for broke, confident I was reading her correctly, I released her and backed up a few feet to say, "My dear sweet Jenny, it is time for you to decide. If you wish for me to become your Mistress, you simply need to undress for me."
Jenny's eyes never left mine as she began to obey my order instantly by reaching for a button and slowly beginning to unbutton her blouse. Her hands were trembling slightly as she tossed the blouse on the floor. Her small, perky breasts peeked out from her white lace bra.
"You are very beautiful, Jenny," I encouraged. "Please remove the skirt."
Jenny obeyed, sliding the skirt down her stocking-clad legs. She was then standing in front of me in her bra, white panties and mocha thigh highs. I looked down and saw her toenails were painted purple while her lipstick was light pink... but never mind fashion nuances for now. Overall, she looked so adorable, and good enough to eat!
I stepped back to her and as my hands grasped her shoulders, she was shivering. She looked pleadingly into my eyes, silently begging for me to pleasure her. I moved in for a soft kiss, just brushing her tender lips. I then moved to an ear. I nibbled on her earlobe, my hot breath flowing into her ear. She quivered and let out a soft moan. I then whispered, "Jenny..."
She whispered back, almost inaudibly, "Yes?"
"...are you ready?"
"Yes."
I moved down her neck, trailing gentle soft kisses. When my kisses reached her breasts, I unhooked her bra, allowing it to fall to the carpet. I licked, nibbled and sucked on her perky, firm breasts. I teased her nipples; I splattered her with butterfly kisses. Her breathing again increased from her desire. My tongue slid down her belly. I reached her panties and slowly, seductively, drew them down until they fell around her ankles. Requiring no urging, she stepped out of them. The ripe young lesbian-to-be now stood before me naked except for a pair of thigh-high stockings. Kneeling, I gave her one gentle lick across her freshly trimmed pussy and allowed my tongue to roam down her left leg. I lifted her foot to my mouth and through the transparent silky fabric of her stocking, took each delicate toe into my mouth. Her breathing became heavier, more laboured. I moved back up to her delicious pussy and gave her one more long, wide lick, before gliding down her right leg and replicating my toe-sucking on that foot. I moved up, kissing behind her knee, her mid-thigh, around to her clit, up her belly and then to her lips. She eagerly kissed me back, moaning into my mouth with a new, determined hunger.
I broke the kiss, took her hand and without a word from either of us, led her to my bedroom as she followed pliantly. I lay her on my bed and kissed her again. Our tongues twisted and turned, danced and twirled. I moved back down to her special place and asked, "Does my dear pet want her pussy licked?"
"Yes please," she moaned.
"Tell me what you want, my pet," I purred, my breath hot on her pussy.
"I want you to lick me," she moaned.
"Where?" I asked, again pushing her to say the words.
"My pussy, please lick my pussy, Megan," she pleaded, an intense desperation in her voice, which was adorably sexy.
"Good girl," I purred and leaned forward to lick her virgin pussy. Her nectar was so sweet and she was already dripping wet. I knew her first orgasm would come quickly as her moans told me she was already close to a major stress release. I licked her with long, wide strokes and her moaning increased. I could tell her orgasm was imminent so I grasped her swollen clit between my lips and sucked it in.
She screamed, "Oooooooo myyyyyyyyyy gaawwd!"
Her orgasm quaked through her and the shy, reserved babysitter came sexually alive. As she writhed and screamed from her first intense orgasm, I continued pleasing her, already attempting to build a second orgasm in my new pet even as the first hadn't yet subsided. I continued licking, sucking and nibbling her clit, while I slid a finger inside her warm hole and pumped it in and out. Jenny was screaming, "Oh my god, don't stop, yes, yes, it feels so good!"
I continued to heat her up, getting her revved for more, stoking her need for another climax, but after a few more minutes of licking and fingering, I suddenly stood up, abandoning her to her unreleased urges.
She whimpered, "Noooooo!"
"Get on all fours," I ordered, adding, "and don't you dare touch your cunt, is that understood?"
"Kkkk," she moaned, obeying the order even though she was desperate to come again.
I went downstairs and pulled out the new strap-on I'd bought for this very occasion and returned to my hungry, newly insatiable teenager.
Once back in the bedroom, I slipped out of my clothing while my babysitter looked on impatiently, but without complaint. I was soon as naked as she was except for our stockings. I asked, "Does my pet babysitter want to get fucked?"
"So bad," she finally felt at liberty to say, staring at the cock in my hand.
I fastened the harness in place and sauntered up to her. "Has Pet Jenny ever sucked a cock?"
"No," she said, shaking her head.
"Does she want to suck mine?" I asked, my anatomically correct cock now directly in front of her.
"Yes, ma'am," she answered.
"When we are alone I am your Mistress, Jenny. Is that understood? You do want a Mistress, don't you?" I asked.
The hesitation was brief before she responded as expected, "Yes, I truly do, Mistress Megan."
"Good girl," I purred, knowing that a true submissive lives and breathes for approval. "Now suck my cock, my pet."
She leaned forward and took my plastic cock in her mouth. Watching my cute, shy, sweet teenaged babysitter slowly bobbing up and down on my cock was one of the hottest moments of my life. Anytime I turn a straight girl or pull a bi-curious girl into the world of lesbian submission, I experience a joy and a sense of accomplishment I cannot explain. I don't do it just for the personal pleasure (although that is certainly one reward), I do it primarily to liberate young women from the sexual stereotypes that hold them back. Jenny wanted to be a lesbian, Jenny was submissive, and I had just pushed her over the edge to discovering her true nature, to accepting her true sexuality. Jenny had begun slowly, but soon began moving faster and I briefly imagined she could become a great cock sucker if she were ever to try playing the straight card.
Finally I pulled my cock out of her perfect mouth and asked, "Jenny my pet, are you ready for your Mistress to fuck you?"
She looked me straight in the eye and surprised me for the first time. "Please fuck me, Mistress. I need your cock in me so fucking badly," she begged, the combination of her unexpected foul language coupled with her customary proper grammar absolutely delicious!
I moved her to all fours and joined her on the bed, placing myself behind her. I rubbed my cock up and down her pussy lips and was again surprised when she leaned back abruptly and forecefully, taking my cock inside her.
"You naughty little slut," I quipped playfully.
"Oh God, yes I am," she moaned, "Please fuck me, Mistress."
Never one to deny such a request, I put my hands on her hips and slowly began to slide my cock in and out of her sweet pussy.
She was so drenched my cock easily filled her completely, and as I started pumping in and out she began to get animated. The shy, reserved nerd begged, "Fuck me, harder, even harder! Fill my pussy completely! Make me your whore!"
Watching her complete transformation was so hot and I again obliged, my body thrusting into her. Her body also got involved and she began meeting my thrusts, attempting to get my cock deeper inside her.
As her moans increased I demanded, "Your pussy is called a cunt, my slut. Beg for me to fuck your tight cunt."
"Oh God, Mistress, please pound my dirty cunt with your cock, it feels sooooo good," she moaned.
We continued fucking for a few more minutes, sweat pouring off both of us as over and over our bodies crashed together and became one.
Finally, her breathing had become urgent panting and she screamed, "I'm coming again, Mistress, oh my God, oh my God, yes, yes, fuuuuuuuuck!"
She collapsed forward and I continued pumping her pussy from a new, deeper angle. Her orgasm was continuing through quiver after quiver of pleasure as I slowed my fucking and watched her, my cock still buried deep inside my no-longer-virgin babysitter.
Finally I pulled out of her beautiful cunt, removed my shiny-with-her-juices cock and went for a couple of glasses of water. I returned and she hadn't moved an inch. I handed my exhausted pet a glass of water and after sitting down on the edge of my bed, she downed the whole glass. She looked me straight in the eye and said, "Allow me to please you, Mistress; I want to pleasure your cunt."
Joining her on the bed and lying back, I smiled up at her and promised, "Jenny, you will be pleasuring my cunt many, many times. Now crawl between my legs and begin to please your Mistress."
Eagerly, Jenny crawled between my stocking-clad legs. She looked at my completely shaved pussy, my slightly wet pussy lips, and my swollen clit with the awe of an innocent virgin.
"Go ahead, my pet," I purred, "Lick your Mistress's cunt."
She smiled and again surprised me. "I've wanted to do this for a long time."
"Do what, lick someone's pussy?" I asked.
"No, lick your pussy, Mistress," she answered, admitting, "I've fantasized about you for like, forever."
It was my turn to be surprised. "Really?" I asked, suddenly not completely in control.
"Really, really," she smiled, leaning forward and extending her tongue. I moaned on contact, my pretty babysitter between my legs licking me so sexily. For a pussy-licking rookie, she was very good. She licked, she sucked, she probed me with her fingers. She was like an explorer breaking into new territory, wishing to taste, search and learn about every aspect of my special place.
After a few minutes of her eager tongue, I was close and moaned, "I'm close, my pet slut, sooooo close!"
She took my clit into her mouth and put intense pressure on it and began shaking her head from left to right. This was a technique I had never experienced and I began breathing heavily, my own orgasm now imminent. "Oh, yes, Jenny, fuck, that is so good, more, more!"
Out of the blue she surprised me yet again by sliding a finger in my ass! It triggered the explosion of my orgasm and I flooded my juices all over my adorably cute babysitter's face. "Oh fuck, you nasty sluuuuuuut, I'm comiiiiiing!"
She continued teasing my ass, sucking on my clit and fingering my pussy while my orgasm surged through me. The intensity of the orgasm was so much more powerful than usual that I finally had to push her away. "Fuck, that was amazing, my pet," I whimpered, as I drew my legs together and allowed the last of the orgasm to subside.
She moved up and lay beside me, smiling like a kid on Christmas morning. "I read about that last move in a story online."
I laughed. "Well, keep reading, that was amazing."
She asked, her smile fading to serious, "Does it always feel this amazing?"
"It can. Although you should understand that I was very gentle with you tonight. I won't always be," I warned.
"I understand. But please don't hold back from doing whatever you wish with me: I want you to dominate me. I need you to treat me like a filthy slut, I know that now," she answered, the unhesitant words flowing past her sweet lips sounding so sinfully delicious. "All my fantasies have always been of being treated like a slut, being forced to do kinky things I would never dare to do on my own."
"You're going to make a great slave," I promised her, kissing her again. But once the tender kiss was broken, I looked at the clock and realized it had been almost two hours. I kissed her again and told her, "You must also understand that I will share you with my friends. I will take you to places you have never even imagined, and this time I mean physical places and sometimes people you've never met."
Her eyes went big, but she pledged me like a good submissive. "I understand Mistress, and eagerly await whatever you have in store for me."
I faced away from her, got on all fours and suddenly ordered, deciding to test her utter obedience, "Then lick my asshole, my pet."
"Yes Mistress," she replied without hesitation, crawling up to my ass. She pulled my ass-cheeks apart, and after a brief pause to admire the view, she leaned forward and began licking my dark dime. Such an eager submissive, she worked hard to poke her rigid tongue deep inside. Her eagerness to please was so fucking adorable and sexy!
Her submission keeping me horny, I ordered, "On your back, my pussy pleaser."
She again obeyed and I straddled her face. Without requiring any instruction, she again licked my pussy and time stood still as my new pet pleasured me. Finally my second orgasm was building and I began rubbing my pussy all over her sweet face until I came, flooding her face once again with my cum.
Climbing off her, I smiled and said, "Your sweet face looks absolutely adorable, all shiny with my cunt cum."
"Thanks, Mistress," she chirped companionably, like a good girl. She was being appropriately deferential insofar as she was abiding by all the submissive forms, and she was eagerly obedient to whatever I might demand of her, but she wasn't remotely intimidated or fearful. It was as if I had just introduced her to a whole new world, but one where she felt immediately at home. Interesting!
"Wait here," I ordered and returned a minute later with my camera. "Let's take a picture to remember this special day."
I thought she might balk at this potentially risky suggestion, that she might still have an unrevealed trust issue, but instead, she sat up and happily posed for me. I snapped a few pictures of her cunt-cum-covered face, her make-up totally ruined.
Setting the camera down, I came over to the bed and mentioned, "It's getting late."
She looked at the clock and sighed. "I suppose it is."
"Are you free tomorrow?" I asked.
Excited, like a girl being asked out by a boy she was crushing on, she answered, "Yes, yes I am!"
"Then tomorrow I am taking you out for a makeover," I smiled.
"Where?" she asked.
I just shrugged and said, "You'll see, but wear the same outfit you wore today when you went shopping."
"Yes Mistress, "she said, standing up.
She got dressed, we kissed one last time and she went home.
My head spinning with naughty possibilities, I smiled to myself. Tomorrow was going to be fun...
THE END... of Chapter 1.... Jenny's journey to lesbian submission continues in Bedding the Babysitter Chapter 2.
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NOTE:
This story was written as a fantasy for a married couple expecting their first child. If you are offended by submissive, but consensual, sex with a pregnant woman please don't read on.
*
From: Beth Zanders
Sent: Saturday, September 25, 2010 6:11 PM
To: markzanders
Subject: Forgive me for I have sinned...
Dear Mark my loving husband,
First off I must tell you I love you with ever fiber of my being and what I am about to tell you does not change that.
I am sorry.
So, so sorry.
Please read the story and understand that I did not mean for this to happen. But it did and I can not take it back.
It started so simply, like everything does I suppose. It was day 3 of you being gone and I was horny as heck. As you know, 3 days is a long time for me not to feel your perfect cock inside me and being pregnant has made me even more horny than before, if that is even possible. Anyways, I was online reading up on some baby information on the baby forum when I decided to start a new thread. The thread was "Help: I can't stop thinking about sex. Is this normal? Beth in Brooklyn"
I check an hour later and it had already received a few responses. I bookmarked the thread for you to go and look at later if you want, but the one that started it all was:
"Hi, I have some suggestions on how to deal with this if you want. Msn me at maria69 if you want to chat sometime. Luv Maria in Brooklyn."
Completely oblivious to what was about to happen to me, I logged in to my seldom used msn account and after four tries at my password I logged in.
Bethbunny: Hi.
Maria69: Hello.
Bethbunny: So what do you do for a living?
Maria69: I am a college student. Yourself?
Bethbunny: A college professor. What are you taking?
Maria69: Majoring in Psychology.
Bethbunny: I teach English.
Maria69: Very nice. So tell me what your problem is.
Bethbunny: Well its kinda embarrassing.
Maria69: Don't worry, I am majoring in psych remember.
Bethbunny: Of course. Well its just that during my pregnancy I seem to be more excited than ever and my husband is reluctant to have sex with a pregnant woman.
Maria69: Well that is a shame. You tell him it is completely harmless to the baby.
Bethbunny: I would, again, but he is gone for a few days.
Maria69: I see. So I hate to be blunt, but I am a blunt person, are you horny right now?
Bethbunny: Yes. I am pretty much always horny the past month.
Maria69: How far along are you?
Bethbunny: Almost 6 months.
Maria69: Well that makes sense. Many, many women see a rush of sexual energy near the end of the second trimester and start of the third.
Bethbunny: Well that makes me feel better.
Maria69: That said, it is important that get what you need.
Bethbunny: Well hat seems impossible right now.
Maria69: Is it?
Bethbunny: Well my hubby is a thousand miles away.
Maria69: So true. Wait a second ok sugar.
Bethbunny: Sure.
I waited a minute until I received an attachment. I clicked on it and saw a picture of a nine inch stiff cock. I sat there stunned.
Maria69: U like?
Again I paused, now honey your cock is great, but this cock had me hypnotized. I wanted it right then and there. Of course, at that time I did not know that cock was a twenty minute drive away. After regaining my senses I responded.
Bethbunny: It is quite impressive.
Maria69: Yes it is and he really knows how to use it.
Bethbunny: Your boyfriend/husband?
Maria69: Fiancé actually.
Bethbunny: Lucky you.
Maria69: Do you want to be lucky too?
Bethbunny:???
Maria69: Send me a picture of you.
Bethbunny: Um...
Maria69: Now.
Being told what to do both offended me and turned me on. I eventually thought what the heck and sent her a picture of me in the red dress. Sexy, but not dirty.
Maria69: You are very pretty. Do you have a webcam?
Bethbunny: Yes.
Maria69:Me too. Set yours up and lets make this a bit more fun.
Bethbunny: Ok.
When her image came up I was surprised. This girl was about 23 and beautiful. She had blonde hair, blue eyes and was completely perfect.
I said, "Wow, you are very pretty."
Maria smiled "Thanks, you are quite attractive yourself. You are radiant."
I blushed, "Thanks."
Maria looked me straight in my eye, as if she was right there live and said coyly, "Now if you want, I can help you deal with your problem."
Slightly perplexed I queried, "How?"
Maria smiled and asked "Do you have any toys?"
"Don't we all?" I responded, trying to respond nonchalantly.
"Go get one," she demanded. As I attempted to process this turn of events, I paused. Maria slightly impatient demanded "Now." I stood up and went to my dresser and found my only toy, a slim silver vibrator.
Maris shrugged, "Not bad, but you may need some new toys."
I smiled agreeingly "Agreed."
Maria, her eyes never leaving mine asked, "Do you watch porn?"
I responded cavalierly "I have."
With a smirk on her face, Maria asked "Ever watched any live sex?"
"Um, no."
"Want to?" she asked innocently. I did not say anything, attempting to process this new development when she added "The redness in your cheeks says yes."
Maria then whistled and in the camera view was the same delicious cock from the picture. Without any warning, Maria simply took the stiff hard missile in her mouth. I was stunned, but my eyes did not avert the scene. Maria bobbed up and down fast and furious and then stopped and looked straight at me. She smiled a devilish seductive smile (if that makes any sense). "Cock got your tongue?"
I stuttered, "Um, I..."
Maria smiled and said, "Did watching me suck my man's cock get you hot?"
"Yes," I replied.
"Grab your toy," Maria instructed. I obeyed. "Now I want you to fuck yourself as you watch me take this cock in my pussy." She paused. "Do you want to watch me get fucked?"
"Yes."
"OK, back up a bit, I want to see you play with your pussy before you fuck yourself."
Here was the moment where I could have stopped it. I could have said no. I could have shut off the camera. I could have just walked away. Instead, I slid off my jeans, pulled off my panties and opened my legs. My hand began gently rubbing my clit as I watched Maria be penetrated from behind. The man, whose head I still could not see, thrusted his stiff rod into Maria's eager pussy. Maria bounced back on the cock, taking all nine inches. I began to rub faster as
Maria screamed, "Oh yeah, Dave, fuck me, pound my cunt." She looked at me again, "Hey Beth baby, if watching this is getting you wet, fuck yourself with that toy."
I did not even hesitate as I plunged the slim toy inside me. I wished, badly, that Dave's cock was the one thrusting in me instead of this puny toy. Maria moaned, "Oh yes Dave, harder, harder." I moved my toy in and out faster, trying to time my thrusts with theirs. I began moaning and Maria said, "That's it Beth, fuck yourself. Tell me Beth what are you fantasying about right now?"
"You sure you want to know?" I asked with a moan escaping my lips.
"Tell me," she demanded. When I didn't respond, she demanded "Stop fucking yourself." I obeyed without even realizing it. "Good girl," she continued, "Now tell me exactly what you are thinking about."
"Your fiancé's cock," I replied quietly.
"Doing what," she asked as she grunted from the
deep thrusts of her man.
"Fucking me," I reluctantly respond.
Maria smiled, "You are fantasizing about my fiancé's cock fucking your pregnant cunt, is that what you are telling me."
"Yes," I whispered, quite humiliated.
"Yes what, tell me exactly," she demanded.
"I want your fiancé's cock fucking my pregnant cunt, is that what you want to hear?" I said now more frustrated than embarrassed.
Maria smiled, her demeanor completely changing to cheery, "Well why didn't you just say so." She moaned and then said, "Give me a second honey." I then watched as she got fucked for a couple more minutes and after a clear orgasm, she dropped to her knees and engulfed his cock. After a minute of her sucking, I saw her man grab her head and start face fucking her. He grunted a few seconds later and shot his load down her throat. After his cock slid out she looked into the camera and said, "Do you still own your wedding dress?"
"Um yeah," I replied perplexed.
"Think you would still fit in it?"
"Maybe."
"So here is what is going to happen. Tonight at 7 o'clock Dave and I are going to give you pleasure like you have never experienced."
My stunned look must have been obvious as she continued, "If you agree to this, you will be our submissive slave for the night. You will obey every request. If you disobey once, we will leave immediately. Do you want us to come over?"
I shook my head yes. She smiled, a deliciously seductive smile, "I thought so. Have you ever eaten pussy?"
"Yes."
The smile got bigger, "Excellent. I bet you are a great pussy pleaser aren't you?"
"Yes," I whimpered.
Maria continued "So if you want to taste my man's long stiff cock, to taste my young delicious pussy, to be fucked by my fiancé and my strap-on and be our personal sex slave, shove that slick toy into your ass."
For the second time during this strange last hour, I could have walked away. I could have said no. Instead, I placed the silver toy and slowly slid it in my virgin ass. Maria said, "Excellent. Turn it on high." I did. The excessive sensation surprised me as I quivered with an intense mixture of pleasure and pain and exploded with the most intense orgasm I ever had. Maria finished by demanding "I want you dressed in your wedding dress, white stockings and garter and nothing else. Do you understand?"
"Yes," I barely got out as I attempted to recover from my orgasm.
"Sweet," Maria said. I gave her my address and after she blew me a kiss, she exited and I sat in my chair, exhausted, bewildered and after a brief reflection, petrified.
What had I just done? Did I really invite to complete strangers to come over and dominate me? I knew the answer, but now had no way to stop it from happening. I tried to get Maria back online to cancel, but she never came back online. As the clock ticked away, the fear slowly shifted to excitement as my pussy began to control my mind. I went and tried on my wedding dress, it fit, just barely with the zipper mostly unzipped. I knew I had no stockings, pantyhose sure, but no stockings, although I did have a garter from my wedding day. So I jumped in the car and drove to the nearby lingerie store and bought a pair of silk white stockings and a new toy, a much bigger toy. I returned home horny with my reluctance pretty much gone. At 6:00, I showered, shaved, perfumed up, did my hair, hooked on my garter, slid on each soft silk stocking and put on my wedding dress. I looked in the mirror, my belly only slightly noticeable, I looked fucking hot. I went downstairs and waited.
At 6:55 I started to get nervous again.
At 6:58 I decided I was not doing this.
At 6:59 I reconsidered.
At 7:00 I sat and waited.
At 7:03 I began wondering where they were.
At 7:05 I began to get disappointed realizing they were not coming.
At 7:07 the doorbell rang.
I walked to the door, took a deep breath, knowing
I was about to cheat on you, about to break my wedding vows, ironically while in my wedding dress. I could lie and say I briefly reconsidered, felt slightly guilty, but I didn't. All I wanted was to feel his massive prick in me; to taste her ripe juicy pussy. I opened the door.
I welcomed them; Dave had a bottle of wine in his hand, while Maria had a duffle bag which I assumed, correctly, had a variety of toys in it.
It seemed completely surreal. Me in my wedding dress; Maria in a red skirt, black stockings and a thin white blouse; Dave in jeans and a white t-shirt, very James Dean. I should note he also had blue eyes and short blonde hair. His muscles were clearly showcased by the tight shirt.
Maria asked, after some generically awkward chit chat, if I have ever been with a woman before.
I expected such a question and although my experiences are limited, they did foreshadow what was about to happen tonight. I told Maria and Dave "After I ended a long-term relationship in college my self-esteem was quite poor. I joined a women's group and made friends with a lovely woman named Gabrielle. She was about 10 years older than me and very sophisticated, she had her own flat with sauna in the bathroom, which impressed me no end. After a night out with the women's group, she invited a group of us back to her house and I ended up being the last one there. We had drunk a lot of wine, and she got me talking about how unhappy I was. She spent a long time telling me how great I was, eventually her hand fell on my lap. She leaned in close and whispered that she found me sexy. I don't know if it was the wine, my low self-esteem, how attractive Gabrielle was or all the above, but I allowed her to lead me to her bedroom, where she laid me gently on her big bed and slowly undressed me. Having only ever kissed and flirted with girlfriends before, I was pretty nervous but she brought me to my first real orgasm, I realized, when she pleasured my body with caressing, kissing, nibbling and finally pleasing my pussy in a way I did not know existed. I returned the favor awkwardly, although she said I did great. We got together a few times, but I eventually met Mark and ended my lesbian trysts. Since then I have had limited action with females, always with my husband around at a local swingers club. Here usually we watched others, I enjoyed the odd glory hole, and lots of fondling, kissing and teasing. I have eaten out a couple women at the club, but no serious swinging action of yet. Mark and I always talk about it, but always end up whimping out when the time to swing actually occurs."
Maria satisfied with my response, walked over to me and simply kissed me. It started gentle and tender. Our tongues twisted inside each other's mouth. When Maria broke the kiss, she looked in my eyes and said, "Beth," she said, "Take off my shoes for me."
Although this surprised me, I slid to the floor and unbuckled her three inch heels. I didn't move, just awaited instructions. She then lifted up her right foot and requested, "Beth, lick the soles of my feet through my stockings." I obeyed and licked the sweet sweat from her soles and then surprised her a bit my taking each toe into my mouth as best as I could through the sheer nylon. She then replaced her right foot with her left and I repeated the slow pleasing. She then pulled me up and kissed me passionately again. When she broke the kiss this time she asked, "Are you ready to please me?"
I looked straight into her eyes and whimpered, "Yes."
"Undress me," she commanded.
I slowly, slightly nervously, unbuttoned her blouse. My hands shook, barely noticeably, as each button was undone. After I took the blouse off her, I went behind and unzipped the back of her skirt and let it drop to the floor. I was then looking at this perfect body in her black lace bra, thong and stockings. I moved my hand to her bra and unclasped it. Her still firm and ripe breasts did not drop at all as her bra hit the floor. I then went and slipped her thong off as well. Just as I was about to get up, Maria demanded, "Honey, lick my ass."
This was a bit of a shock, but I was too far gone to even consider that this is something I never would ever do. I kissed her butt cheeks, avoiding her anal entrance, until she demanded "Slut, spread my cheeks and get your tongue in there. Fuck my ass with your tongue." Obeying, I pulled apart her perfect ass and begin the most sexually degrading act I had ever been involved in. Slightly sweaty, yet strangely sweet, I licked the entrance of her puckered asshole; finally, I pushed my tongue in her asshole and attempted to lick it. Maybe it was the hormones or maybe the submissiveness or maybe the humiliation of it all, but my pussy was drenched. This went on for a few minutes until Maria moved away and said, "Good job slut."
I didn't say a word until Maria asked, "How did my asshole taste?"
I had no idea how to describe it as I attempted to explain, "It was surprisingly good."
"Are you wet right now?" she asked.
"Very," I responded.
"So licking a stranger's asshole turned you on?"
"Yes," I replied suddenly embarrassed by the sudden stark reality of what just occurred and how it id indeed turn me on.
Maria continued, "So Beth, what do you want my fiancé to do to you?"
I stammered, "I-I-I-I want him to f-f-fuck me."
Maria smiled, "What are you willing to do to have his hard cock in you?"
"Anything," I responded, confident that I indeed would do anything.
"Go undress him. Take your time," she instructed.
This I eagerly did. I moved up to him and he kissed me. His kiss had my knees buckling as he kissed me with such tenderness that I never wanted it to end. When he broke the kiss, I slid my hand up and down his strong built arms and then pulled, with his help, the shirt off him. I then kissed his nipples, lightly biting, while my tongue teased him. He whimpered, clearly excited by my tongue. My tongue slid down his perfect abs as I reached his jeans. I undid his belt, popped open his button, slid down his zipper and slowly slid the jeans down his legs. As I went back up to get his underwear, I put my mouth on his already hard cock bulging through the underwear. I breathed hard through his underwear and then pulled off his underwear, releasing the snake that was going to cause me to sin. It was so appetizing, so delicious, that without instruction, I took it in my mouth. After a minute of slow sucking, Dave pulled his cock out of my mouth and teased me. He moved it around my eager lips. He tapped my nose with his massive erection. He slid it in my mouth and then back out. This teasing made me all the more eager to please him, to devour him whole. He allowed me to suck his penis for a few more minutes only giving the odd grunt and moan.
Maria finally broke the lengthy blow job scene by demanding me to crawl over to her. I looked at her on the couch, her legs spread wide open. I reluctantly, yet also excitingly, crawled over to her, which was awkward in a wedding dress. I got to her and kissed her thigh, as I went to move to the other thigh; she grabbed my head and pulled me into her wet pussy and said, "Eat my cunt bitch." Not needing any more instructions I began licking her clit, my finger probed her cunt and slowly slid my finger in and out. As I pleased this young beauty, I felt Dave from behind pulling my wedding dress apart, assumingly trying to get access to my desperate cunt. As I continued to lap on the delicious shaved vagina, the anticipation of feeling Dave's massive cock penetrate me had me nearly delirious. Eventually I felt his cock at the entrance of my pussy but he just sat there, his cockhead just lightly touching my pussy lips. Maria, lifted my head up, and said, "Beg to be fucked."
I begged "Oh Dave, please plug my drenched pussy with your massive cock. Fuck me hard and fast as I eat your fiancé's pussy." Dave thrust all the way in and I was full in a way I could not imagine possible. The sensation was overwhelming as he began to pump in and out of my drenched cunt. The thrusts were fast, furious and deep. My first orgasm came in the first minute and a second and third followed as his pace never slowed down. Maria pulled me back into her vagina and I attempted to lick her pussy as her man hammered me from behind. My face was drenched with her juices as I pretty much face-fucked her by the sheer force of Dave's fast paced drilling. After Maria orgasmed all over my face, I quivered through a fourth straight orgasm and collapsed onto the ground.
As I attempted to recover, Maria asked if I was hungry. I joked that I hadn't stopped eating all night as Maria ordered a couple pizzas. My dress was a mess, so I slid it off and went and grabbed a couple robes. Dave put his jeans back on and we just sat back and chit chatted about life. It seemed so surreal, I just got fucked by her fiancé and ate her out and now we were talking about shopping, music, work and what we may name the baby. Not surprisingly Maria suggested Maria as a girl's name. When the doorbell rang, I went and got the door.



Maria called, "Bring the pizza guy in here."
I brought him in, oblivious to her devious plan. Maria continued, "Wow, you are a pretty hot delivery boy."
Maria looked at me and demanded "Beth. Take off your robe."
I hesitated, Maria repeated, "Take off your robe now slut." Her tone was powerful and fearing disobeying her or her leaving, I dropped the robe to the ground. Now naked, except for my garter and stockings, for the college aged delivery boy.
She purred like a kitten, "Good slave." She then looked at the delivery boy who was starring at my naked pregnant body and asked, "For your tip you can have the traditional twenty percent or you can have a blow job from my pregnant little slave. Which do you want?"
The boy clearly trying to figure out if this was real said nothing. Maria snapped her fingers and said, "Beth, why don't you tell him how much you want to suck his cock."
I let out a small sigh, but said, "Pleas let me suck your cock, I want a load of your salty cum as an appetizer." I walked over to him, unbuckled his belt, slid down his pants, pulled out his already rock hard six inch cock and began sucking. As soon as I began it was important to me that I make this the best blow job of his life. I bobbed up and down, I pulled out and licked just around his thick head, I slid my tongue down his cock and took each ball into my mouth. I slid back up and looked straight into his bewildered yet excited eyes and said, "Do you want to shoot your load in my mouth?"
"Yes maam," he squeaked.
I grabbed his cock and engulfed it whole. Savagely taking it in and out; the accelerated speed of my cock-sucking was too much for him and he grunted "I'm cumming" as he sprayed an extensive amount of hot semen down my throat. Even as the last traces were released I kept sucking, slowing down, slower and slower, savoring every last drop of his seed. As I finally released his slightly limp cock from my mouth, he stuttered "T-t-thanks."
I smiled, "Anytime stud," and got up and grabbed my robe. Maria paid him for the pizza and kissed him hard on the mouth before sending him out.
We ate in silence, me assuming the night was coming to an end, and me again being incredibly, incredibly, did I mention, incredibly wrong.
Beth stood up, stretched and walked over to her duffle bag, and pulled out a strap-on cock. She walked over to me, took off my robe and hooked the 5 inch strap-on cock on me. She then led me to our master bedroom, the room only you had ever fucked me in, and laid on the bed. Dave followed, already naked again, and placed his cock at his fiancé's mouth. Beth looked at me and said, "Time for me to get fucked. Beth would you do the honors?"
"I would love to," I responded and I went between her luscious legs and slid the small strap-on into her pussy. I moved in and out slowly as I watched her suck Dave's cock. I just kept sliding my plastic cock into this perfect sexy domineering woman, knowing that I would do this again and again if asked. After a few minutes of steady slow fucking, Maria demanded I lay on my back and she straddled my fake cock. She leaned forward, our breasts pressed together, and kissed me so sweetly, so passionately. Her tongue explored my mouth; I kissed back like an eager school girl.
It was then I felt Dave get on the bed as well and wondered what he was about to do. Before I had time to figure it out, Maria moaned into my mouth and I quickly realized that his cock was sliding in her ass. Maria broke the kiss and smiled at me as she moaned, "Oh yeah, fuck my ass baby." She returned to kissing me as her fiancé and I double fucked her. It was so hot, I briefly fantasized about it being me who was being dp'd. Maria breaking the kiss whispered, "Ever had a cock in your ass slut?"
I shook my head no.
"Well I guess it is time to change that for you, isn't it?" Maria got off me and helped me take the strap-on off of me and she replaced it on her hips. She then instructed Dave to lie on the bed. I, without instructions, crawled on the bed and took his cock, just out of Maria's ass, into my mouth and sucked him deeply.
Maria demanded, "Ride him you sexy pregnant whore. I want to see your massive breasts bouncing up and down." Maria watched me fuck her fiance taking all nine inches deep in me. Maria went to the bag and grabbed what I quickly realized was lube and watched her coat her rubber cock. She then walked over and pushed me forward, Dave's cock still in my pussy. I expected to feel the tip of a plastic cock at my ass, but instead felt her hands. She gently pulled my ass cheeks apart and began licking my ass. Although surprised at first, I could not believe how nice it felt to have a tongue licking my puckered asshole. I just sat there enjoying a nine inch cock deep in me as my ass was rimmed by Maria's tongue. This went on for a couple minutes of sweet sensations, before she got on her knees and placed the lubed fake cock at my anal entrance. She slowly pushed forward, one inch and then out; a second inch and then out. She then started sliding in and out, each time going just a little further; I leaned forward and kissed Dave, leaning on his body as the cock slowly filled my ass. The pain, although a bit extreme at first, subsided to a slight stinging and eventually mixed with a new pleasure. Maria, now completely in my ass, said, "You are one hot little whore Beth." I whimpered in agreement as she then began fucking my ass, as she picked up the pace, I wanted more, so I began moving back and forth, allowing both cocks to really fuck me. This went one for only a couple minutes until Maria grabbed my waist, flipped me onto my back, and buried her face in my cunt. She slid a finger in and searched for my g-spot as she pushed her tongue hard onto my clit and nibbled while giving extreme pressure. As soon as she found my special spot it exploded an intense orgasm and I quaked and quaked, my legs squeezing her head deep into my pussy. In a perfect world I would never, ever of released her from between my legs, but as I collapsed from exhaustion, my legs opened and she moved up and leaned in for a kiss. The aroma was pure sex as I spelled and tasted my juices on her lips. This kiss was tender and ever lasting. I knew Maria was getting fucked again as her face and body began being pushed into me. The kissing never stopped until after Dave shot his load in her and all three of us collapsed on my bed. We laid there for awhile and eventually they got up to leave.
Maria and Dave left to get dressed and when she returned to say goodbye she said, "Mrs. Zanders, by the way, I meant to compliment you, on her lecture on Wednesday on Hamlet."
I sat upright, "Y-y-you are in my class?"
"Yeah in a class of 200, you would never notice me, would you? Kisses," she shrugged as she blew me a kiss and walked out.
I sat here stunned, worried, and exhausted...and slowly drifted off into slumber.
When I woke in the morning, it actually felt like a really good dream, until I went to the kitchen and saw a note on the table that said, "Thanks for the great time. If you are interested, and I know you will be, I am having a few people over tonight for my monthly swinger's party. After you go back and forth on whether you are coming and decide to come, be at my house at 7:00PM (see address on attached business card), and wear your wedding dress. Luv Maria. P.S.-You will be the showcase for the evening."
There you have it honey, please forgive me. Oh shoot, I gotta go, I only have 30 minutes to get over to Maria's. Anyways, I will bring my cell phone with me so you can call me tonight and at least listen to me eat pussy, fuck cocks and take my first ever REAL cock in my ass (not Dave he is too big, but hopefully someone will have a smaller pecker for me).
Luv your loving wife...
Beth
P.S.-I think we should name the baby Maria.
THE END
Feel free to send me your feedback, thoughts, ideas for other stories, etc.
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Bedding the Babysitter Ch 02:
Last night I had completed the seduction and domination of my eighteen-year-old babysitter. Today, a Saturday, I hoped to begin to make her greatest fantasies come true. So after my ex-husband (the less said about him, the better) came and picked up our son for his customary every-second-weekend custody time, I msn'd Jenny. It was just after lunchtime.
DrMeg: How is Jenny this fine afternoon?
Jenny78ph: Very well, Mistress.
DrMeg: That is good to hear. No regrets about last night's events?
Jenny78ph: None! :)
DrMeg: Ready for your training to continue?
Jenny78ph: Yes, Mistress.
DrMeg: Are you dressed already?
Jenny78ph: Of course.
DrMeg: Come on over, we will research Karen before we head out to begin your transformation.
Jenny78ph: Transformation?
DrMeg: Of course. Your new look. We are going to make you irresistible to Karen.
Jenny78ph: But what if she doesn't like girls?
DrMeg: Let's find out.
Jenny78ph: OK.
DrMeg: So get over here right away.
Jenny78ph: Yes, Mistress.
Jenny arrived wearing the exact same outfit as yesterday. An adorably hot plaid but scandalously short school skirt, a white school blouse that showcased her nice perky little breasts, dark mocha thigh high stockings and, sadly, runners. I led her upstairs and slid out of my black leather skirt to reveal my black silk panties and matching black thigh highs. I requested, "Jenny, will you please come sit under my desk and pleasure me while I research your little dream cheerleader for you?"
"Yes, Mistress," Jenny replied. She quickly crawled into place and went right to work with her eager little tongue as I began typing and clicking.
I gave out a soft moan and asked, "Jenny, what's Karen's last name?"
Jenny looked up at me from between my legs, so cute, and answered, "Pepper." She then went back to pleasing my already damp pussy. I requested, "Jenny dear, please go nice and slow; I don't want to climax anytime soon, I just want to feel stimulated and pleasant while I do this research for you; so try and emulate Sade songs being sung into my pussy."
I believe she said, "Yes Mistress, I can do that," as a response but it was incoherent, her suddenly singing tongue busy pouring a mix of misty melodies into my cute cunt.
As I researched, I learned that Karen came from a well-to-do family, lived in a massive upscale house and was an only child. On Facebook (on which, by the way, you should protect yourself much better than most people do) I learned she was a redhead with green eyes, she was short at 5'2", but from her photos her breasts appeared to be quite large. I then created a new Facebook account under the fake name of Sarah Conners and requested her to be her friend, with a note explaining that I was a girl researching 'Cheerleaders' Impact on the Student Experience' (again, you really should protect yourself from online predators such as myself). Not surprisingly, she accepted me five minutes later. I created a questionnaire for her and sent it to her, hoping she would respond. As I waited, I read her wall and learned some more about her. Her tone was often very sarcastic, she hated her mother, she loved getting compliments... revelled in them really... and could be quite spiteful. She frequently posted comments such as "Mrs. Wicks is a complete bitch" or "Did you see what Sara wore today, it made her look even fatter than she already is, if that is possible." After reading her wall I looked forward to attempting to seduce her. I also learned she had a part-time job working at Mill's Boutique (the best and most expensive women's clothing store in town) and based on her status, she was at work right now.
All this time Jenny was slowly licking my pussy, nibbling jazz ballads ever so gently on my pussy lips. I moaned and said, "Good girl, my little virtuoso pussy pleaser. Now please slide a finger in your mistress's pussy and finger fuck me as you lick me a bit more up tempo, perhaps like 'Smooth Operator'; I'd like to come soon." She obeyed, faster and with more syncopation, and I just leaned back and enjoyed her up-tempo stimulation. When I was close, I grabbed her head and pushed it into my pussy and just held her pretty face there as I semi-quavered through a small but intense orgasm. As I regained my equilibrium, Jenny still nestled between my legs, I noticed that Karen had already responded to my questions; she must be having a slow workday. I pulled Jenny up beside me to share my results inviting her, "Let's see how your little dream cheerleader responded to my questions."
This survey is completely confidential and will be tabulated for inclusion in an article I am preparing about 'Cheerleaders' Impact on the Student Experience' for a national magazine. (Please answer all questions frankly and honestly, as your responses are integral to the validity of this article and for my analysis of the vital role that cheerleaders play in our secondary schools):
Name: Karen Pepper
Grade: 12
Age: 18
Cheerleader Position: Captain
Years as Cheerleader: 4
Do you approve of hazing within cheerleader squads? Of course. Like our sports teams, you must earn your place among us. We have a hazing week that includes a variety of tasks like making out with one of the ugliest boys in our school, attending gym class without any bra or panties, a competition for who can flirt with the most teachers of either sex (each acceptable flirtation to be witnessed by at least one senior cheerleader), stealing an item at the mall, and we always finish the week by requiring the new cheerleaders to imbibe alcohol while making out with each other and being filmed.
What is your favourite perk from being a cheerleader? I can't choose only one, since there so many. I already have a scholarship lined up for next year's college, I can have any hot boy I want, I get to wear my outfit anywhere I want and I am treated like royalty by most of my peers and teachers.
Do you feel you receive special treatment from your teachers because you are a cheerleader? Sure. All I ever have to do for the male teachers is give them my puppy-dog look or showcase my legs a little extra and I usually get what I want... actually, make that 'always'. The female teachers are a bit tougher, but very few want to mess with us cheerleaders as we have a reputation for being quite influential and powerful.
How do you select your squad? It is based on looks, fitness and social status. This may sound conceited, but if you are not attractive, sexy-looking and well-connected, you probably should not aspire to becoming a cheerleader. On occasion we take on a girl without great social standing if we think we can train her, but usually this is not worth the effort as they never really fit in with our social circle. I know this is elitist, but when you're the best, elitism is an asset.
Some schools are cancelling cheerleading programs because of the rise of teenage pregnancies; is that a concern for your squad? God no. I am not saying we don't have sex, but we are all on the pill. As captain I insist on it, and our past captains have too.
Last question, is there any lesbian activity among your squad? Um...yes. Between cheerleading camp, nights in hotels during competitions and post-game celebrations there is often a fair amount of lezbo action. Plus, as girls dating incompetent teenage boys, although my boyfriend is in college, sometimes the only way to really get off is from a woman's touch.
Any other comments: Please send me a copy of your published article. Kisses.
Thanks for participating in this survey!!!
"Well Jenny, I think it's time to go shopping," I said as I got dressed. She followed me out the door and we headed to the mall. I could see Jenny getting nervous as we arrived at our first stop...a beauty salon. We went inside and I had them give Jenny the full treatment. She received a leg wax, a smooth pussy shave (a waxing wouldn't have allowed her much intimate fun for a few days), a manicure, a pedicure, a tanning session, a facial and finally she got a new hairdo, followed by having her make-up done.
When Jenny looked in the mirror, now dressed again in her modified schoolgirl outfit, she looked like a confident college girl on the prowl. She smiled, but asked guiltily, "How can I ever repay you for all this?"
"Don't worry, believe it or not you deserve it, and this won't cost either of us any money," I responded slyly.
"Really?" Jenny asked, confused, her pure innocence still so charmingly adorable.
"Really," I confirmed. "But I think it is time to pay for your makeover." I grabbed her hand and led her to the private area behind the public salon. As we reached the head office, I walked in and greeted the owner, who was my best friend since college Krystal, giving her a hug and a tender kiss.
Krystal at almost six feet, towered over Jenny as she walked up to her and said, "So this is your new recruit. She's very pretty."
Jenny stuttered, "T-t-thanks." Her hands trembled slightly as she fidgeted with her newly manicured hands.
Krystal put two fingers under Jenny's chin and lifted her face up so they were looking eye to eye, although Jenny was gazing up and Krystal down. "Jenny," she began, "Every girl who works here is a submissive slave of mine; does that surprise you?"
Jenny was attempting to process this information while Krystal returned behind her desk and continued, "For example, your manicure and pedicure were done by Carley and Jen. Those two were high school best friends I met at a club one night who both ended up pleasing me and another friend of mine in the ladies room. Your waxing was done by Kiako, who is a fourth-year med student originally from Japan and easily one of the prettiest girls in the entire world, although she doesn't think so. She is also the most obedient little slave I have ever had. I picked her up in a movie theatre during an arts film I attended one day. Halfway through the film I changed seats to sit beside her (there were perhaps six people in the entire theatre) and without a word I placed my hand on her leg. When she didn't react negatively to my initial advance, I simply whispered in her ear, 'Open your legs, honey.' She did so without hesitation and I fingered her to orgasm right there in the theatre. She came quickly and loudly, so loud the few other people in attendance were turning around to gawk at this cover-girl-appearing Japanese woman cumming on my fingers. I then sucked her juices off and whispered to her, 'You are the most beautiful girl I have ever seen and I want to see you again. If you want that too, here is my card; be at my salon tomorrow at 6:00 in the evening.' I kissed her, handed her my card and left. Of course she showed up the next evening, and has now become a great little cunt pleaser.
The others have stories too, my sweet, and you will learn them over time if you wish. I happen to have a part-time job opening here as salon facilitator; you would answer the phone, book appointments, work the till, do final clean-up and so forth. Are you interested?"
Jenny's face lit up like a flare as she replied, "That would be great!"
Krystal walked around to sit on the front of her desk, raised her skirt and said, "Excellent! Are you ready for your first session of on-the-job training?"
I laughed, Jenny blushed, but since I obviously approved, she walked up to Krystal and knelt in front of her before requesting timidly, "Ma'am, may I please be of service?" Receiving an affirmative nod from Krystal, Jenny leaned into Krystal's completely shaved pussy and began pleasing her new employer as I looked on. Partway through, I knelt behind my little vixen, gently squeezed her ass and slowly slid a finger inside her cunt, providing her with some encouragement but not getting her off. Jenny eventually brought Krystal to an orgasm and I pulled my finger out of her wet pussy.
"Well, I definitely think you are hired," Krystal beamed as she stood up. Can you be here for training next Friday evening?"
"Yes, ma'am," Jenny responded, her lips shiny with love juice before she licked them clean.
"Great," said Krystal. "Be here at 5:00. We will train you till 9:00 and then you can attend our weekly Friday night social, which usually goes quite late," she paused for emphasis, "if you get my drift."
"Oh, I think I do," replied Jenny, willing but still slightly nervous.
Krystal gave a little chuckle as she said, "Alright, go see Kirsten again and get your make-up touched up. You look like you just ate somebody's pussy."
I laughed and chit-chatted with Krystal as Jenny got a quick touch-up. As I returned to the front, Kirsten was just finishing and I heard the fortyish make-up artist telling Jenny, "I can't wait to eat that young pussy of yours, Jenny."
I chuckled as I escorted a newly drop-dead-gorgeous but completely red-faced Jenny back to the car. As I pulled away from the curb I teased, "Well Jenny, two pussies in two days, you're turning into quite the little lesbian slut aren't you?"
Jenny probably would have blushed even more if that were physically possible, as she responded, "I can't believe I just licked a complete stranger."
"Did you enjoy it?"
"Yes," Jenny responded dutifully. "I just wanted to make her happy; I always hate being a disappointment."
I sighed slightly. "Oh Jenny, we really need to work on your self-esteem. You are a beautiful girl, a smart girl and a very nice girl. Don't you know that? Krystal doesn't hire just anyone, she saw something special in you, just like I do."
"Thanks," Jenny responded, although her tone indicated she didn't completely believe me.
"We're here," I announced as we arrived at our next stop, Mill's Boutique. I assumed Jenny had no idea who worked here.
"Mill's Boutique?" Jenny queried as we arrived. "Isn't this that place where the rich and famous shop?"
"I suppose it is. Come on sweetie, I have a surprise for you."
We got out of the car and walked towards the front door. But I paused before we entered and cautioned Jenny, "Before we go in I should explain that once we go in there, there is probably no turning back."
"What do you mean?"
"Well, you can continue coming over to my place no matter what happens here, and you have a job with Krystal so you will still have lots of opportunities to be submissive, but if you walk through these doors and I proceed with my plan, you will almost certainly end up with a reputation in your school as a lesbian. Are you ok with that?"
Jenny tried to register what I was saying, "Um, probably, but I don't understand."
"Do you know who works here?"
"No."
"Karen."
Jenny's face went white.
"If you go in there, I shall treat you as my lesbian slave in front of her and you must obey me absolutely and without hesitation."
"Oh," Jenny whispered.
"Jenny, I don't want to do anything to you that you aren't ready for. So if you feel this will be too much for you, just tell me no; I'm not ordering you to do this and you won't hurt my feelings or disappoint me. But if you walk through this door and do everything I tell you, I am almost positive you'll be eating Karen's pussy very, very soon."
Jenny considered my speech at length, really thought through it, and finally replied, surprisingly upbeat and thoroughly, "I trust you, Mistress. I will never refuse anything you ask of me and if you think this is a good idea, then I do too. As you say, I'm not obeying you in doing this, I'm right with you. So let's go!"
"Great, Jenny!" I enthused, "Let's go have some fun!"
I took her hand and we walked into Mill's Boutique. Now I should say that my divorce as well as my job keeps me financially well off; I'm not a millionaire, but I do live a very comfortable life, so I could afford the absurd prices this boutique charged. The shop today wasn't that busy, with only a couple of people browsing through clothing. One was a slightly overweight girl with someone I assumed was her mother, looking at wedding dresses; the other was obviously a trophy wife looking at cocktail dresses and treating her saleswoman with unjustified distain. I didn't see Karen at first, which worried me a bit as we walked over to the cocktail dress section. As I was looking around, we were fortunate enough to have Karen come over to assist us.
"Good afternoon ma'am, "Karen greeted me politely, dressed in a classy black skirt, nude pantyhose, three-inch black boots and a white blouse. "May I help you with anything?"
I smiled and said, "Yes, you probably can. We're attending a special gala tonight for charity and I need an outfit for myself and for my friend here. The outfits must look sexy, but not slutty."
Karen asked for our sizes and left to select some outfits. I looked at Jenny and asked, "Are you ready to begin Operation Karen?"
Jenny laughed, as my question seemed to break the tension, although she fretted, slightly hurt, "Karen didn't even notice me."
"Well you do look very different from your usual appearance. Even though you're still dressed in kind of a school uniform, you've gone from your normal conservative unflattering look to much more of a revealing, sexy look. Plus with your fresh make-up and hair, you could easily pass for twenty-one, which we will attempt tonight," I said teasingly.
"What's tonight?"
"That's for me to know and you to find out later," I responded coyly. "I enjoy surprising you." At this moment I saw Karen returning with a few dresses and announced in a hushed voice, "Operation Karen is underway."
Karen arrived to find both of us laughing merrily and said, "I chose a few dresses I think you might like."
I tried on three different dresses that were all stylish and of good quality, but not what I wanted. So I said to Karen, "Honey, these are all ok, but I need something that will have every girl there checking me out."
Karen showed just the slightest bit of shock but regained her composure quickly before she offered, "I think I may have just the thing."
Karen left us again and I said to Jenny, "This is going to be easier than I thought."
"How so?" she asked.
"Just watch. But now I need to know whether you want her to be your little slave or would prefer to be hers."
"I want to be her slave," she replied shyly but without hesitation.
"I thought you might," I acknowledged just as Karen returned. She handed me a gold gown that was long enough to hide the tops of my thigh high stockings, but with a generous enough slit to display them occasionally for anyone paying attention. I gave her an inappropriate kiss on the cheek giving her a start, and said, "This looks excellent." I took it from her and went into the change room. After donning the dress, I came out and studied myself in the mirror. I spent a bit of time analyzing the outfit before appraising, "It's nice, but these black stockings don't match the dress. Jenny, may I try your dark-colored stockings?"



Jenny responded "Sure," and we both removed our stockings. As Jenny handed me her stockings, I sat down on a padded bench and requested, "Actually Jenny dear, please put the stockings on me."
I returned Jenny's stockings to her and raised my leg so she could clothe it in her thigh high mocha stocking, noting she was taking the opportunity to caress my upper thigh rather familiarly. Good girl! I thought. I glanced over at Karen and saw her watching us very intently. Jenny switched legs and dressed me in the second stocking in the same attentive fashion.
When she was finished, I stood up and looked at myself in the mirror. I said, "Yes, that is much better. " I then asked Karen, "Can you see the outline of my panties through this dress?"
Karen bent down to examine my hips closely and replied, "Well, if you look closely, I suppose the panties are slightly noticeable."
I then ordered Jenny, "Honey, come and remove my panties for me."
Jenny approached me so smoothly and casually as I lifted up my dress, that to an outsider her performing this intimate task might appear to be an everyday occurrence. She ever so slowly slid my panties down my legs, obviously doing so for our mutual pleasure. Karen's eyes were sparkling and she never glanced away from the operation.
"So Karen, what do you think? Do I look good enough to eat?"
Karen blushed as she responded, "Ummm... you look elegant and sexy?"
"Thanks, but you haven't really answered my question."
"Um," she paused.
"Do I..." I began in a sensuous, italicized voice as I slank vampily closer to her, "...look good enough..." I continued, now posing right in front of her, "...to eat?" I finished seductively. I stared intimidatingly into her green eyes, awaiting her answer.
"Um yes, ma'am, you look good enough to eat," she whimpered.
I leaned close to her ear and whispered, "Thanks." I then blew hot, moist air into her ear before returning to the mirror. "This is perfect," I said. "What do you have for my little Jenny?"
Karen, having somewhat regained her senses, responded, "Of course. I think that if you're wearing gold, your companion should probably wear something in red."
"Good call," I responded. "You know your fashion, sweetie."
Karen left and I grinned at Jenny bragging, "I have her horny as hell right now."
Jenny replied, "I know, my pussy is wet just from watching you tease her."
"Wait till you see what I'm going to make her do next!" I teased as Karen was returning with a gorgeous little red number. I accepted it from her and said, "Jenny dear, why don't you go and try on this one?"
Jenny took it and went into the change room. As if this were only small talk, I asked Karen, "So I hate to be blunt, but I must ask, are you a lesbian?"
Karen shook her head and replied, "No, no. I have a boyfriend in college."
"Oh," I lamented (only slightly), "That's too bad, you're a very pretty woman and my little Jenny would love the opportunity to please you."
Before Karen could respond, Jenny came out looking sexy and gorgeous in a sleeveless red cocktail dress that barely reached her knees. I looked it over and said, "Well, this dress clearly needs black stockings." I picked up my stockings that were neatly folded on a stool and handed them to Karen. "Will you please put these on her?"
Karen accepted the stockings from my hand without question and somewhat awkwardly slid them onto my young slave's legs. When she was done, Jenny, displaying some newfound confidence, posed seductively in the mirror. She was awkward, but still adorable. It was at this moment that Karen achieved a stunning revelation and she asked Jenny "Wait a minute, I know you. Don't you go to my school?"
Jenny, slightly nervous responded, "Yes Karen, we have English together."
Karen confessed, "I'm barely passing that class, writing flowery gibberish and I don't really go well together." She paused before continuing, "You look really different all dressed up, I kind of thought of you as more of a..."
Karen was searching for the right word when I stepped in, not exactly coming to her rescue and supplied, "Geek?"
Karen shrugged embarrassedly, "Yeah, I guess."
Jenny, surprising even me, responded brightly, "Well, my Mistress decided I needed a makeover."
"Your mistress?" Karen asked baffled.
"That's right," Jenny responded perkily.
I broke the awkward moment by saying, "Yes, Karen. Jenny is my little slave. And do I have a deal for you!"
Karen, still baffled, responded, "You do?"
"My little slave here has a crush on you. She would love to go into the change room and eat your pussy, wouldn't you Jenny?"
"Very much so," she responded a bit too eagerly.
I added, "And Karen, she is new to eating pussy, but she's a fast learner." I moved again to stand right in front of her and take her breath away with my own sex appeal, "Would you like my sex slave to please you?"
Karen, finally taking it all in and regaining her usual self-confidence, agreed, "Yes, I would love to have your sweet little geek please me."
I smirked, "I thought you might. Why don't you take her somewhere and help her out of that dress? You'll find her very obedient, and please take your time."
Karen took Jenny's hand and led her out of the public area, past some storage shelves and into a less elegant but spacious change room, obviously for the staff. After less than a minute I heard her soft, low moans beginning. I had tailed them, but I waited another minute before following them into the room itself. Once I did, I looked down at Karen, who was seated with Jenny between her legs, and asked her, "Karen, have you ever eaten pussy?"
"Yes, ma'am," she responded.
"Good. Would you care to taste my pussy?"
"Very much so," she responded.
I laid her on the carpet and with a bit of awkwardness, I straddled her face so she could begin licking my pussy as Jenny resumed eating hers. Karen had clearly done this many times before, as she got me hot quite quickly. She also kept moaning into my pussy as she was pleasured by my little minx. I could tell Jenny had just made her cum when a muffled scream vibrated through my pussy. She kept licking me until I demanded, "Finger fuck me too, slut." She obeyed, sliding two fingers into my wet hole. This was all it took to bring me to orgasm and I came all over her fingers and face. I pulled her up and kissed her hard. Then I broke away and said, "Jenny, tell Karen your fantasy."
Jenny blushed bright red and it obviously required some effort for her to look Karen in the eyes and she had immediately reverted to shy, but her voice was steady as she told Karen, "I masturbate every night fantasizing about you and your cheerleading friends making me your squad's lesbian slave."
Karen looked at me and then back to Jenny, before stepping up to her and giving her a warm, sexy hug (all three of us naked save for our stockings by this time) telling her, "Oh Jenny, I'm going to make that fantasy come true for you! You'll be a great little toy to play with at next weekend's cheerleading retreat." She paused before continuing, "We happen to need a trainer for our squad. Do you want to be our trainer?"
"Oh yes!" Jenny squealed.
Karen leaned into Jenny and kissed her passionately, her finger reaching down and sliding into Jenny's tight cunt. She pumped it in and out as she announced confidently, "Bonding time: cum for me, slut. " Jenny moaned as Karen rapidly finger-fucked her new slave. Jenny let out a soft scream as she came hard on her dream girl's finger.
I concluded the hot moment by saying, "All right. I think we now have everything we came for. Karen, if you could ring these two dresses up for me please, that would be great."
"Of course, ma'am," she said as she wiped her face, threw on her clothing and left.
I looked at Jenny and asked, "So, how was that?"
"Oh thank you, Mistress! That was so amazing!"
"You're welcome. Get dressed honey, we need to go find some shoes for these dresses. And something suitable for you for everyday: those runners are terrible!"
"How can I ever repay you for all this?"
"Oh honey, the pleasure is all mine. You're a great girl, and don't you ever forget it. Besides, if I get to make all the decisions about how my sweet darling slave is going to look, it's only fair that I pick up the tab."
We both got dressed back into our original clothes, although we both kept each other's stockings. I paid for our outfits, gave Karen my card telling her to give me a call sometime, and we headed back to the car.
The next couple of hours were uneventful as we bought the shoes we needed (including a pair of open-toed two-inch heels for Jenny for school), enjoyed a nice dinner and shared some great conversation. I learned that Jenny loved to read and wanted to be an English teacher. She liked 80s movies and 80s music (so my choice of Sade-style pussy-pleasing had been a welcome decision (and Sade if you're reading this, the author doesn't mean anything personal except that I love your music)) and wished she could be just like Molly Ringwald.
After dinner we went to my house, freshened up (having too little time for much fun in the shower), changed into our cocktail dresses and headed to our final destination of the night. This was the exclusive Le Chateau Club, a sprawling lesbians-only night club that specialized in discretion and an upscale clientele. We entered the walled-off ballroom section of the enormous club and found ourselves a table near the dance floor.
A few women, all immaculately dressed, were dancing to some Britney Spears song I couldn't remember the title for and thought pretty much sucked. Jenny began watching the dancers and after a couple minutes her light bulb flashed on. Jenny looked around at me like a little girl, not quite prefacing her question with 'Mommy' and asked, "Is this a gay club?"
I smiled indulgently and answered, "Yes it is, my dear."
"Oh," said Jenny as her gaze returned to the dance floor where a pretty young redhead was making out with a much older brunette. I allowed Jenny just to watch and become immersed in the sexual vibe of the club. As the next half hour went by, the club filled up and the dance floor became a stage for more soft porn. Women in various degrees of dress, or often undress, were dancing, kissing and caressing each other.
I finally asked my wide-eyed pet, "See anyone you like?"
Jenny scanned the room and responded, "Everyone here is so beautiful."
"This is where the rich and beautiful come to let loose," I explained. "See that blonde over there in the lavender dress?"
Jenny spotted the woman in her late forties and said, "Yes, she's very attractive."
"Do you recognize her?"
Jenny looked more closely and said, "There's something familiar about her, but I can't place where I've seen her before."
"Ever watch the evening news on CTBV?"
"Oh my God, is that Candace Carter?" Jenny asked, stunned.
"Wow, I can't believe it!"
"Oh, there's more. See that slender, long-haired brunette at the bar with all those people around her? She's the one wearing the dark green skirt, white blouse and green pantyhose."
Jenny looked over and acknowledged, "Yes."
"Does she look familiar?"
"Not really," Jenny responded, "maybe," trying to place her.
"That's the governor of our state, Daphne Greene."
"Oh, and she is wearing green; that's funny!"
"She always wears green. She is the total opposite of submissive and she loves young girls. It's only a matter of time before she'll come over and try to hit on you."
Jenny, amazed, asked, "Really?"
"Yep, now this club is very unique. In addition to this ballroom it has a restaurant, a cocktail lounges, many backrooms, a large fully-padded room they discretely call the Rumpus Room where anything goes, and various generous-sized ladies rooms. You can dine, dance, just watch, or you can participate in just about anything you can imagine; what are you comfortable with this evening?"
Jenny considered all this before answering, "I don't know. The entire place is really overwhelming."
I pointed to a table near the back and asked, "See that action over there?"
Jenny peered over and answered, "I don't see anything, just a woman sitting at a table by herself with her eyes closed."
"Look more closely, under the table."
"Oh my god, is that a girl down there eating her out?"
"Yes it is."
"Wow, and they're doing it in public!" Jenny exclaimed, avidly watching the scene from afar.
"Oh you'd be amazed at what goes on here. So my dear, I just need to know what you're comfortable with. I can protect you from the predators who will attempt to devour you, or if you prefer I can step aside and allow them to tuck right in."
Jenny looked around and finally decided, "Well, why don't we just see what happens?"
I laughed heartily, "Oh Jenny darling, I may have created a monster!"
After Jenny had spent some time gazing around the club and remarking on further points of interest, all of them scandalous, she finally said, "I have to pee."
I pointed to where the nearest bathrooms were and informed her "Anything goes in there too, so don't be surprised by what you see or by what you might be asked to do."
"Um, ok," she said.
Jenny got up, looked at me one last time, and headed to the washroom. I got up immediately after she left and approached three ladies sitting at a nearby table and spoke right up, "Hello, you three ladies are all quite attractive. I'm not one for small talk; I'm horny, my slave is in the bathroom with who knows what happening to her and I need an orgasm. If one of you would be willing to eat my delicious pussy, please come over to my table, tell me your name and then crawl under the table to please me."
Without pausing for a response, I then turned and walked back to my table. I watched as the three girls engaged in animated discussion and after a couple minutes a short, plump, dirty-blonde, mid-twenties girl in an ugly flower sundress approached me.
She greeted, "Hi, my name is Zelda."
I said, "Hi Zelda, you're here to eat my pussy." It wasn't a question, of course.
She blushed and replied, "Yes."
"Why did you choose to come over?"
"I find you very pretty and I was turned on by your aggressiveness."
"I see. Have you eaten a lot of pussy before?"
"No, I've only been into girls for the last couple of months."
"Have you eaten out your friends?"
"Debbie, the chubby girl in blue, is my girlfriend so yes many times, but only recently; Ophelia is just here to watch; she's actually straight, and engaged to be married to a man in a couple of months."
"I see; well, I think I like you, so why don't you get to work?"
"Yes ma'am," she responded and crawled under the table.
I asked her to remove my panties, which she did, and then I opened my legs so she could begin her meal. Her two friends were watching as their friend disappeared under my table. A couple minutes later Jenny returned to the table but hesitated when she noticed I had a guest.
I reassured her, "It's ok Jenny, take a seat. How was your bathroom break?"
"Educational," she responded.
I chuckled, "I thought it would be. What did you see? You weren't gone long enough to join in on any action, were you?"
"No," she responded, "I walked in and a couple of ladies were just fixing their make-up, so I went and found an empty stall. As I sat down I heard some moaning from the stall to my right and realized the club had provided a peephole, an elegant-looking one about an inch-and-a-half in diameter with a stainless steel rim, then decorated top and bottom with painted eyelashes, of all things! I decided not to look, but as I went tinkle, I became fascinated by the moans and the dirty talk. "
"What was said?" I asked.
"'Eat my cunt you whore, and make me cum you fucking dyke.' She didn't sound angry, but she didn't sound very nice, either. Or maybe she was just treating the other lady... her whore, I guess... the way she wanted to be treated.
"I finished going pee and decided I had to know what they looked like. So I did peek and saw a very large naked black woman with a clothed, skinny white girl between her legs. The black woman's breasts were larger than anything I could ever imagine and I was mesmerized by them. Her nipples were large and hard.
I jumped when she announced in a booming voice, "Whore, it looks like some other whore is watching us. Look over there and let her admire your face with my pussy juice all over it." The girl looked up and grinned at me right through the peephole with her face dripping with juice. She couldn't have been older than twenty, but the sight of her happy face drenched in pussy juice got me really hot. I finally panicked a bit so I jumped up and left. The black woman called out, "Oh honey, you'll be back, no one can resist my nectar, so when you do come back, knock twice and when I answer, cry out loud enough to fill the room, 'I am a white whore who needs black pussy!' I couldn't help calling back, "Maybe!" then quickly washed my hands as I heard her scream, 'I'm cumming, slut!' A couple girls at the next sink beside me smirked at the stunned look on my face, but they didn't say anything as I rushed out of there.
I moaned (because Zelda was doing excellent work down there) as I said, "That was Big Rosie; she pretty much lives in that stall. She can be very nice if you prove yourself, but she has an extremely high opinion of herself that everyone, including me, agrees with. I really like her. You want to go back and pleasure her, don't you?"
"I don't know."
"Well, the fact that you didn't say no when she spoke to you means that you do. And it will definitely be worth your while: Rosie has one of the most delicious pussies you'll ever taste! Usually when the place is really hopping, there's a long line of pussy eaters waiting to go into her stall."
"Really?"
"Yes."
"Have you ever...um..."
"Have I ever been between Rosie's black tree-trunk legs?"
"Yes?"
"Oh, a few times. Although like her, I enjoy being in charge. So I'm usually the one being eaten out. Never by Big Rosie, but there are always plenty of submissive sluts around, enough to satisfy not only us, but also many more dommes."
"Oh."
I looked over at Zelda's two friends and imperiously raised an arm over my head and snapped my fingers for both of them to come over. They talked to each other for a bit, debating whether they should. Zelda's girlfriend Debbie prevailed and they both walked over to my table.
Before they arrived, I said to Jenny, "The tall one isn't a lesbian; want to see if I can get her between my legs?"
"Sure, but why would she do that if she isn't a lesbian?"
"Oh, she's curious. I've kept my eye on her as she watched me and some other people."
The two arrived and I greeted, "Hi, I'm Megan and this is my slave Jenny."
Debbie replied, "Hi, I'm Debbie and this is my friend Ophelia."
Following my gestured invitation to sit down, they each took a seat at my table.
I smiled, "You're Ophelia the tragic Hamlet character?"
Ophelia sighed, having endured this constant question for many years, "The one and only."
I continued, "Of course Ophelia died because of a forbidden love that she couldn't fulfill."
Ophelia contemplated that summation and replied, "Well, the rejection of her love and her father's death did drive her crazy."
"Or," I toyed, "The fact that she couldn't have the forbidden joy she so desperately wanted and craved, led her to become so obsessed by its lack that she went insane."
"Well, that is a reach," Ophelia prevaricated.
"I don't think so," I said. "But just a minute please, your friend is getting me close." I pressed both my hands on the table and awaited my approaching orgasm. It took another minute, but a small but pleasant orgasm had me shaking the table slightly. I said, "Zelda thank you, you may come out now."



Zelda stood up, my juice all over her face. She was about to wipe it off but I said, "No, no don't waste that. I have a plan for it." Zelda paused and looked at me inquiringly so I raised, then lowered a palm to indicate she should wait, and also be seated.
I looked back to Ophelia and opened a new gambit by saying, "Zelda here tells me you're getting married in a couple months."
"Yes," Ophelia confirmed.
"Congratulations."
"Thanks," Ophelia said.
"You're welcome. Now do you want to know what I think?"
"OK," she said hesitantly.
"You're very like the famous, tragic Ophelia."
"How so?" she asked curiously.
"You too want some forbidden love."
"Excuse me?" she asked, startled.
"I've seen you watching the dance floor, I've seen you watching me, and I can tell that deep down you've been wishing you could replace Zelda. You desperately wanted to be under this table between my legs, but your conscience and your straight self-image are preventing you from behaving like the real you."
"I don't think so, I love my fiancé."
"I'm sure you do, but that doesn't mean you don't have strong lesbian tendencies," I retorted. "Look at your friend: my juices are covering her face. Are you not curious how that tastes and feels?"
"Well, I..."
I continued, "Don't you want to at least taste it?"
"Um, I..."
Knowing I had her in the palm of my hand, I slid a forefinger down into my wet pussy, then extended it just a few inches from her face. "Taste this," I demanded.
She looked at her friends and then back to me, shrugged, leaned forward and sucked in my finger. I immediately saw the look I was expecting so I demanded, "Now get under this table and eat my pussy."
She looked at her friends again, trying to figure out how she'd gotten into this predicament as I insisted, "Right now, straight girl; I don't have all night."
She paused again, looking around to see if anyone else was watching us, which nobody else really was, then she got down on her knees and crawled between my legs.
Zelda gasped, "No fucking way!"
Debbie cried out, "I can't believe it! We are so going to fuck the shit out of her after this!"
I smiled to them and said, "She is clearly submissive, ladies and..." as I paused for a preliminary moan, "...she is very gentle but effective."
I moaned again and said, "Debbie, I know you want to taste me too, but I think your straight friend here is going to be down there awhile, so why don't you clean up Zelda's face?"
Debbie smiled and agreed, "That is a great idea," as she embraced Zelda and kissed her passionately. Debbie broke the kiss and licked her girlfriend's chin, cheeks, all over her face, retrieving all the lingering pussy juice she could find before returning to kissing her friend.
They kissed like high school kids, furious, passionate, and intoxicated by each other.
After a while, Ophelia getting me close, I grabbed her head and started rubbing my pussy up and down all over her face. A second orgasm and a fair amount of juice exploded out of me and all over the so-called straight engaged girl. To my surprise, she kept licking me even after I came. I eventually pulled her up and said, "That was very good, Ophelia. I may have just saved your life."
She smiled but said, "I don't know what came over me; I was overwhelmed!"
"Oh honey," I smiled, "I totally understand, you've been repressing these desires for years, and when the dam breaks, it breaks big."
Zelda jumped in, "I can't believe you've been holding out on us! I'm going to fuck the shit out of you tonight."
Ophelia blushed and objected, "Deb, don't be silly, let's just pretend this didn't happen."
Zelda, with a seriously angry tone reprimanded her, "Don't you dare go there! I am going to fuck you; Deb is going to fuck you; you're going to love it and thank us from the top to the bottom of your heart! Understand?"
Ophelia tried to rationalize, "But we're best friends."
Zelda expanded the thought, "And soon we're going to be best lovers, too." She then marched over and kissed her. Ophelia was totally stiff at first, then slowly loosened up and began kissing her friend back. Zelda broke off the kiss and announced, "Debbie, we're going back to your place right now. We'll need all the toys."
"Sounds great!" agreed Debbie.
Ophelia, still trying to escape her fate, objected, "But I'm getting married!"
Zelda smiled, "No one said you weren't, but that doesn't mean we can't have a lot of fun. Plus, you don't want me telling your man that you ate out some random woman at a club, do you?"
"You wouldn't!" cried Ophelia, aghast.
"No, I wouldn't, unless..." she teased.
Ophelia, knowing she was defeated and realizing the idea of doing her friends was getting her impossibly horny said, "Fine, but this is a one-time thing."
"Oh Ophelia, we'll allow you to think that for now if you want. But after Deb and I have given you pleasure that you don't even know exists, you'll be begging us to fuck you over and over, just wait and see."
Debbie added, "After the first time you'll be hooked, honey."
Ophelia, finally compliant, said nothing as Zelda grabbed her hand and ordered, "Let's go, baby." She then turned to me and said with a little bow, "Thank you, Mistress."
I gave her a slight queenly nod before calling to Ophelia, "Ophelia, come here."
Ophelia returned to the table and I handed her my soiled panties, "Here's a souvenir to remember me by, dear."
Ophelia accepted them gratefully and followed her friends back to their table, where they grabbed their purses and hurriedly exited the club, assumedly for a night of newfound passion.
I paused for a beat or two to refocus, then I looked over to Jenny and prompted her, "You know what you want to do now, don't you?"
She stared down at the table unable to meet my eyes, but nodded her head.
"Go," I said.
She looked up at me, her eyes wide with trepidation.
"You want me to come with you?"
"Please, Mistress," she gasped, greatly relieved.
I stood up and gently took her hand. After all, she was still very new to all this. We went to the bathroom and as expected, there was a woman in Rosie's stall on her knees, the soles of her black boots clearly visible. Another girl, a pretty blonde probably twenty-one, was standing just outside the stall.
I told Jenny, "Go line up behind the blonde; Big Rosie likes to know girls are waiting for her, plus the line will definitely get longer."
"But people will know why I'm waiting in line."
"Yes, they will," I agreed matter-of-factly.
"Won't they know why I'm waiting in line and for whom?"
"Yes, anyone who's ever been here before will immediately know you're waiting in line to eat out Big Rosie." I wouldn't be doing her any favours if I tried to sugar-coat this next experience for her.
"But that's so embarrassing!"
"If you don't want to, then don't do it."
Jenny considered this for a long while, before she let go of my hand and quietly went to stand behind the blonde.
I walked up to the blonde and asked her, knowing of course that Jenny could hear every word we said, "Waiting in line for Rosie?"
"Yes, I am," she spoke right up, not remotely embarrassed.
"You've done Rosie before?"
"Yes, many times. Can't stay away!"
At that moment, Rosie screamed "That's it, Carter, I'm cumming!" We realized the television anchorwoman was in there so we awaited her 'exit of shame'. It was always adorable to see women exiting Big Rosie's stall, their faces dripping with pussy juice, and watch their wide range of reactions. The stall opened and out came Candace Carter, the TV celebrity who was recognized wherever she went, with her renowned face dripping wet from losing herself in a cunt explosion. She glanced around the room to see everyone staring, blushed furiously, hung her head down as far as it would go, and exited the bathroom in a hurry.
Unfazed, the blonde bounced eagerly into the stall and Jenny moved forward slightly.
A couple of older ladies, in their late forties, came in and saw my pretty young slave waiting in line. One of them came over and offered flirtatiously, "Hey little thing, you can come eat me out if you want."
Jenny blushed, continued staring straight ahead and didn't move a muscle.
The woman moved even closer and teased, "So you like eating pussy, do you?"
Jenny turned to look at her and answered respectfully but in a whisper, "Yes ma'am, I do."
The woman placed her hand on her shoulder and said, not in a whisper, but playing to the room, "Do you want to eat my pussy?"
Jenny answered, still almost inaudibly, "Maybe, but not just now."
That appeared to be that. The woman shrugged and snorted dismissively, "Your loss, slut."
Her friend laughed as they went over to check their make-up.
A small Asian girl entered the bathroom and stood right behind Jenny. She was tiny, not even five feet tall. Jenny looked back at her, and the Asian instantly looked down shyly at the tiled floor. A minute later Rosie screamed loudly enough to make everyone jump, "Yes! Finger fuck me, you blonde dyke!"
A pair of girls, drunk, probably in their thirties, swayed into the bathroom, holding each other up. With the other's assistance one climbed clumsily onto the sink counter and pulled up her skirt and surprisingly efficiently, considering how drunk she was, tugged off her panties and tossed them to her friend. The friend pulled a large toy from her purse and shoved it into her friend's cunt. As I was watching this, another youngish girl lined up behind Jenny and the Asian girl. I smiled. That Rosie had it made! The stall door opened and the blonde walked out, and in complete contrast to Ms. Carter, jubilantly! She bounced up to Jenny and gave her a hard, wet, fragrant kiss. Jenny was shocked but didn't back away. The blonde then broke the kiss, winked at me and skipped out of the bathroom, leaving everyone staring.
Taking a deep breath, Jenny looked at me tentatively and after I gave her a slight nod, she approached the stall. As she'd been instructed, she knocked twice on the stall door and when Rosie grunted a response, cried out in a loud but embarrassed voice, "I am a white whore who needs black pussy!"
Rosie replied, "Ahhh, I knew you'd be back! Come on in, my little peeping slut." Jenny hurried into the stall and slammed shut the door. Everyone in the room could hear
Rosie greet her, "I love fresh meat. What is your name, sweetheart?"
Jenny answered, gaining courage, or perhaps responding to Rosie's dominant lead, also raised her voice replying, "My name is Jenny, ma'am."
"Well, Jenny mam, why are you here?"
I entered the next stall and continued listening.
"I want to eat your pussy."
"Why?"
"I don't know. I saw that other girl eating you out earlier, and I found myself desperately wishing it could be me. I was really surprised to feel that so strongly."
I stood up on the toilet, looked over the wall and greeted, "Hi, Rosie."
Rosie looked up and greeted me back, "Well, hi there, Megan. Long time, no see!"
"Indeed."
"You wanna watch this little white slut eat me? She yours?"
"That I do. And yes, she's mine and she's just learning the ropes."
Rosie looked back to Jenny and said, "Well then, dive right in, new dyke. Your Mistress has brought you to the right place!"
Jenny leaned forward eagerly and disappeared between the large woman's legs. Rosie, who always knew how to put on a show, cried out to the room, "Oh yeah slut, lick my wet pussy!" She grabbed Jenny's head and pulled it into her soaked cunt. She pushed her back out and asked, "So tell me Jenny, how does my cunt taste?"
"Delicious, Mistress," Jenny responded sincerely.
"I'm your Mistress too?" Rosie chuckled, "I like that." Rosie shoved my young slave's pretty face back into her cunt, then moaned, "Oh yeah, lick me, please your black Mistress." Rosie moaned for a bit and then let out a surprised yelp before bellowing, "Oh, you are a dirty little white slut, aren't you? Yes, keep that finger in my ass and drill me! Faster, you little whore, faster!" I could tell Jenny was desperately trying to please Rosie as she licked her cunt and simultaneously fingered the black woman's large ass. Rosie screamed, "Aaaahhhhh, fuck, fuck, oh my God, I'm cumming so good!" Her orgasm was crazy intense as she squeezed her legs against my slave's wet little face.
I briefly worried that Jenny might suffocate between Rosie's legs, but Rosie opened her legs just at that moment. Jenny, her face drenched, I mean drenched with Rosie's cum, stood up and surprised Rosie by leaning over and taking Rosie's large left tit into her mouth. Rosie moaned, "You're such a good little lezzie, Jenny. Mmmm, yes, bite my nipples."
Rosie then pulled Jenny up and kissed her, which is something I know Rosie seldom does.
She then completely blew me away by saying, "Whore, you're about to get a special gift. Straddle my face." Jenny looked up at me, smiled shyly, and then awkwardly straddled the large woman, having no choice but to stand on the enormous woman's thighs, but that seemed fine with Rosie. She then grabbed Jenny's ass, drew it forward, and buried her face into Jenny's young slot.
Instantly Jenny began moaning and begging, "Yes Mistress, please eat me!" Rosie kept licking and after a couple minutes she slid a finger into Jenny's pussy and another into Jenny's ass and ravished both of her holes. Jenny screamed and begged loud enough for the whole world to hear, "Oh yes, fuck me faster, faster, oh my God, yes!!!" Jenny collapsed forward onto Rosie's face and then still standing on Rosie, hunkered down and kissed Rosie hard and gratefully.
Rosie, who seldomly smiled, did this time, saying warmly, "Little Jenny, I expect to see you here again."
Jenny nodded her head and pledged, "I promise that every time my Mistress brings me here, I will wait in line for you with great pride."
Rosie, still smiling, said, "Good. Now get out of here, my slutty sweetheart, I need to see what other little lesbos want a piece of Rosie." I left the stall just in time to see Jenny exit the 'Stall of Shame'. She walked right up to the Asian girl and chirped with a friendly smile, "Go in and please Big Rosie, you filthy whore."
The Asian girl was stunned, not sure whether she'd just been insulted or glad-handed, but she obediently stepped forward and sedately closed the door behind her. Rosie boomed out, "Leaping lizards! If it isn't Little Asian Annie, back for another taste of whore-made black pie!"
I immediately rushed over and gave my slave a big hug! "Sweetheart, do you know how special that was? Big Rosie just ate your cunt, and I've never heard of her doing that for anyone before! I'm so proud of you! I'm embarrassed to admit, but even I've never had Big Rosie eat me."
The moment past, I looked around and noticed there were over a dozen women in the bathroom staring at the star of the moment, my own little Jenny. One of them was even the governor, Daphne Greene. She whispered something to a petite purple-haired girl (yes, purple) and the girl nodded. I looked at the line that still contained the brunette who'd arrived just before Jenny had gone in, but now included three more people: a black woman in her thirties, another blonde in her fifties and a clearly pregnant girl in her late twenties. It amazed me, the power Rosie had. I also knew that the next time I was here, I would be getting in line too.
I looked back at Jenny, who was now speaking excitedly with the purple-haired girl. Jenny hurried over to me and burbled, "Mistress, Governor Greene wants to take me home. Is that ok?"
I smiled and asked, "Do you want to go?"
"Very much so!" she said eagerly.
"Well then, I'm fine with it. And that's yet another reason for me to be thrilled with my precocious little slave! I'll call your mom and say you're staying the night at my place to babysit, so you can spend the whole night with the governor if you wish."
Jenny hugged me and said, "Thank you so much for everything, Mistress Megan."
I smiled and hugged her back. I then met the governor's eyes before closing mine and kissing Jenny with tender passion. The kiss lasted several minutes and when I finally broke away, Jenny was looking up at me, deep in thought.
I smiled and offered, "Penny for your thoughts, honey."
She glowed as she said, "I just realized, I love you Megan."
I didn't mind a bit she had deliberately omitted the honorific: it felt appropriate to the occasion and to the welcome sentiment. I smiled and kissed her again, briefly this time, patted her butt affectionately and said, "I love you too, Jenny. Now go, have fun."
As Jenny approached the governor, Daphne's and my eyes met again. I winked saucily at the legendary woman and she mouthed, "Thank you, Megan," as she took my young slave's hand and led her away.
The purple-haired girl hadn't followed them out, but instead approached me and said, "Mistress, Governor Greene told me to remain behind and serve you."
I chuckled, "I should have known she would. Tell you what, go find another girl you'd like to bring home with us and we'll leave in a while. Meet me just outside this doorway in half an hour and bring your toothbrushes."
"Yes Mistress," she said and turned to leave.
"Wait," I called. She instantly halted and turned back around. "What's your name, sweetheart?"
"Brittany," she said with a saucy smile of her own, "Brittany Greene."
I coughed, shocked for the second time (I already said, Rosie was huge) during this long, eventful day. "Your last name is Greene?"
She shrugged and said, "Of course: Daphne is my mother," and then she turned again and left.
In stunned silence, I reflected on the day. Jenny would become a cheerleader slut very soon, she would have a great job and great opportunities to meet other lesbians, Big Rosie had just elevated her to a unique notoriety, and now she was going to serve the governor of our glorious state. And we loved each other. This had been quite a day!
Still very horny, my attention went to the line for Big Rosie. I shrugged and walked to the back of it and...yes, proudly... awaited my turn.
THE END...for now...
Jenny's story continues in the lengthy Bedding the Babysitter Ch. 03 where she gets to indeed become the cheerleader's pet for a weekend.
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PART SEVEN: TAKING MOM OUT; DOING DADDY
After a couple days of calm, it was time for me to really see what power I had over my Mother. I got home from school and decided it was time to have fun with her on my own. I got home and Mom was dressed in a very conservative outfit: a long black skirt, matching stockings and a white dress shirt. I said "I thought you got rid of all your conservative crap?"
"It is Wednesday. You know it is bridge night at Mrs. Blair's house."
"So?"
"So, I can't go over there dressed like a whore."
"Mom, I thought I made myself clear," I smiled, "Mom, you are mine. I thought that was understood when you ate my pussy in front of Dad."
Mom responded rationally, "That was wrong, honey. I can't take back the past and I enjoyed it a lot. But I need to live my life."
I walked over to her and whispered ever so softly, "Mommy. You are my possession. If I want to take you over to my college and have you suck the whole basketball team you will. If I want you to go up to a random girl and ask her to finger fuck your cunt you will." My hand went to her ass as I finished, "Now go get changed."
In almost an inaudible whisper she responded, "No."
"No," I said back. "Are you sure?"
"No, I mean yes. Honey I am your mother, we need to get back to that normal relationship." She tried to move away. But I held her tight.
My other hand slid under her skirt, I whispered again, calm as can be, "Mother dearest. That is one. One warning, there will not be a second." I then kissed her passionately. She whimpered softly into my mouth and her body broke away from her conscience and moral responsibility. My hand slid down and I slowly took off her skirt. She watched me subserviently. I moved up, my mouth pausing briefly at her panty covered pussy and then moved back up and kissed her. My hand slid underneath her panties and slowly fingered her as our tongues danced inside each other's mouths. Slight moans escaped as I slowly rubbed her g-spot. Her legs gave out as she came quickly on her daughter's fingers. I then put my finger in her mouth and she sucked her love juice off my finger.
I then said, "Mom, I love you. I want to take you with me on many sexual journeys. But I need to know that you understand that I am in charge."
My Mom slightly smiled and said, "I understand honey."
"Great," I said and continued, "Now we need to get ready for bridge night."
My Mom looked surprised as she asked, "You're coming?"
"Oh yes Mom, I have wanted to do Mrs. Blair forever. That British accent is a real turn on."
"What do you have in mind?"My mother nervously asked.
"Oh don't worry Mom. You will have a great evening. Now let's go upstairs and get you dressed." Mom followedme upstairs.
15 minutes later: I had Mom dressed in a school girl uniform, the plaid skirt, mocha colored thigh highs, and a white blouse. I wore a pink blouse, a jean skirt and pink stockings with a black garter belt, obvious if I was sitting the wrong way. My Mom had a vibrating egg in her pussy and a small butt plug up her ass. I had a strap-on in my bag, a double ended dildo, lube and a vibrator, all of which, I hoped to use. We arrived and were greeted with a strange look by Mrs. Blair, who was still in her business attire. Mrs. Blair was a British woman who had only been living in America for a couple of years, but she was a woman of power. She was head of the PTA, a soccer coach for her daughter's team (her daughter was a grade 12 girl named Hannah), and the head of the most powerful bank in the city. She was rather plump but with one of the prettiest faces I had ever seen. But she was quite pompous and clearly the leader of the group. She was dressed in a red blouse, black business skirt, matching pantyhose and 4 inch pumps. My Mom gave her a kiss on the cheek as I had instructed and I did the same. Mrs. Blair seemed surprised, but not shocked.
When we got in there, I saw my hot ex-math teacher Mrs. Winters, who was introduced as Jenna. She too was dressed rather nicely. She was in a pale blue dress that was just below the knee and nude pantyhose. I said, "Hi Mrs. Winters."
She said, "Hi Mandi, nice to see you again. But I no longer teach you, so you can call me Jenna. How is your first year in college?"
I shrugged and joked, "Well, there is way more work, but I get by. You look really pretty" I said to her.
She blushed just slightly and said, "We had parent-teachers today and I didn't have time to change. You and your Mom are dressed," she paused, "Interestingly."
My mother responded, "Well it is a long story, but my daughter and I made a bet and I lost and this was the wager."
Mrs. Blair said, "To dress like a school girl?"
My Mom explained, "Well, I pointed out how all the girls in their school outfits looked rather slutty in these outfits and it came back to bite me in the ass. Although I was right, I do look slutty in it."
Mrs. Blair said, "I don't know, you actually look pretty good. You pull it off well, June. It is also lucky you brought your daughter, as Carol just called and Gavin is ill and she had to ditch."
For the next hour or so, we played bridge. We took a break to refill our wine glasses and snack dishes. As we sat on the couch, I said, "Mom, can you please give me a foot massage."
"Sure honey," she said and started to massage my feet and the other two women got a good look at my garter and stockings.
I said, "Ladies, now bridge is an ok game, but I need something with a little more action. I say we play a little game called truth or dare."
Mrs. Blair cackled, "I have not done that since university."
Jenna laughed, "It would have been high school for me too."
"Are you in?" I asked.
Mrs. Blair shrugged, "Bloody hell, why the heck not?" Jenna echoed the same sediments.
My Mom now was massaging my ankle, her hand seductively inching forward. "Ok," I said, grabbing a bottle; I gave the bottle a spin and it stopped on Jenna. I asked, "Jenna, truth or dare?"
Jenna contemplated it and said, "Truth."
I asked, "When was the last time you masturbated?"
Jenna blushed and said, "Well I see where this is going. This morning, after Doug did his deed, but as usual he didn't get me off."
I sighed, "What a shame."
Jenna laughed and said, "Indeed it is." She then spun the bottle and it landed on Mrs. Blair. Mrs. Blair quickly called "Dare, definitely dare."
Jenny chuckled, "Alright. Let's see you give the bottle a nice little sexual stimulation."
Mrs. Blair gasped, "You must be joking."
I said, "Oh come on. You're English, don't tell me you haven't deep throated a ton of blokes back in your day."
Mrs. Blair all dignified responded, "I will not even dignify that with an answer." She then grabbed the bottle and said, "I can't believe I'm doing this." She then bobbed up and down on the bottle for a few seconds and then said, "All right, are you quite satisfied?"
I purred, "Not yet."
Mrs. Blair gave me a strange look but then spun the bottle. It landed on me. I said dare.
Mrs. Blair pondered for a while before saying "Show us your knickers."
I shrugged, stood up, lifted up my skirt and showed off my pink panties. I did a mock pose for a few seconds and then sat back down. Mother went back to massaging my feet and I spun the bottle. It landed back on Mrs. Blair and she said truth this time.
I asked "Mrs. Blair, have you ever been with a woman?"
Mrs. Blair blushed a ruby red. "Is that really your question?"
"Of course, it is truth or dare,' I teased. I looked at mother and asked her to rub the back of my leg. She instantly did.
Mrs. Blair sighed, "Yes."
"Yes what," I questioned.
"Yes I have been with a woman before," she responded with a ting of annoyance. She grabbed the bottle and spun it. This time it landed on my mother.
My mother contemplated for a while before saying truth. Mrs. Blair asked, "June, have you ever been with a woman?"
Incredibly unoriginal question, but Mom replied, "Yes, many times."
Mrs. Blair repeated, "Many times?"
My mother just smiled and said, "Many, many times." She shrugged and spun the bottle. It landed on Jenna. Jenna picked truth. My Mom smiled and said, "Well since a theme has been established, Jenna you ever been with a female?"
Jenna shook her head as she said, "No, although I did make out with a friend of mine back in the day."
I looked at Jenna and asked, "You never considered being with a woman? Any of your students?"
She smiled slightly seductively and said, "Hey. it is not your question." She then spun the bottle. It landed on Jenna. She spun it again and it landed on me. I said truth, knowing the question already; Jenna smiled and said, "Although it seems weird to ask an ex-student this, have you ever been with a girl?"
I responded, "Yes, many times, especially with Carla. I have eaten her pussy hundreds of times." Before they could respond, I spun the bottle and it landed on Mrs. Blair. Mrs. Blair chose dare and I said, "Come massage my stocking feet beside my mother."
Her reaction told me I was in control as she simply walked over and sat down beside me and took my left foot into her hand. "For how long?" she asked.
I shrugged and said with a rather casual attitude, "Till you want to quit, I guess." She then spun the bottle and it landed on my mother.
My mother picked dare. As Mrs. Blair gently massaged my feet, I opened my legs a bit so she could see my panties. She seemed distracted and finally said, "I can't even think of anything to dare her with."
I said, "Dare her to do a little dance for us."
Mrs. Blair said, "Great idea, Mandi. June do a little dance for us."
My Mom got up and did a little dance number. It was corny, but she did make sure to shake her butt, lift up her skirt to show her stocking tops. Mrs. Blair watched most of it, but I caught her a couple times checking out my undies.
I clapped when she was done and Mom did a little curtsey. She then spun the bottle and it landed on me. I choose truth and my Mom asked, "Did you ever fantasize about Mrs. Winters when you were still in high school?"
I smiled, good slave I thought, and said, "Yes, actually if we are being completely truthful, Carla and I role played on a few occasions where I was Mrs. Winters and she was, well, herself. Carla then would seduce me and slowly dominate me, making me her personal sex slave for the night." I opened my legs wider so it was clear I was showcasing my assets. I then spun the bottle and it landed back on Mrs. Blair.
She was still massaging my stocking feet when she said truth. I said, "Have you been checking out my panties Mrs. Blair?" Mrs. Blair was clearly embarrassed by the question. She did not answer right away. I said with a stern voice, "Mrs. Blair, please answer the question. Have you been taking quick glances at my panties?"
She whispered "Yes."
I opened my legs apart wider and said, "Here. take a good luck then." There was a long lingering before she stopped massaging my feet and spun the bottle. It landed on my Mom. Mom choose truth and Mrs. Blair asked "June, are you submissive?"
"Yes," Mom responded. She then spun the bottle and it landed on me. I choose dare and my submissive mother dared me "Sugar, I dare you to kiss Mrs. Winters like you have always wanted to."
I got up and went over to Mrs. Winters. I got close to her and moved in for a kiss. I think Mrs. Winters was expecting a peck, but I shoved my tongue into her mouth and kissed her passionately. Mrs. Winter's reluctance died rather quickly and her tongue slipped in my mouth as well. I finally broke the kiss after a good minute and went and spun the bottle. It landed back on my Mom. My Mom requested dare and I simply stood up slid off my undies and said, "Mom, I dare you to eat my pussy." My Mom slid down between my legs and buried her head in my pussy. The two women stared stunned at the incestuous sight, but said nothing.
I looked at the women and said, "Ladies, my Mom is my submissive slut. If you ladies want, she will be your slut tonight as well. Mrs. Blair, why don't you go in my bag and grab the strap-on I brought and fuck my mother."
Mrs. Blair considered it for a moment and then went and grabbed the strap-on. I told her to slide off her skirt and then watched as she put on the nice 7 inch cock. I was surprised that she was wearing a thong underneath her pantyhose. She went behind my mother, flipped up her skirt, pulled her undies to the side and slid the cock in my Mom. She started fucking her and slapping her ass. "Fuck June, I have wanted to bang your cunt since I first met you."
My Mom's expert tongue got me off and I looked over at Mrs. Winters who was in a complete state of shock.
I smiled and stood up. I went to my bag and grabbed a pair of black silk stocking stay-ups and I walked over to whispered into her ear "Mrs. Winters I have wanted you for so long. Do you want me to please you?"
Mrs. Winters remained silent as I nibbled gently on her ear. A soft moan slipped out of her and I took that as a yes. I moved in and kissed her. Soft; sweet; passionate. Her defenses weakened. She slid off her skirt and pantyhose. I moved back up and kissed her again. I moved back down and slid off her panties. I went back up and kissed her again. I then said, "Mrs.Winters I plan to give you pleasure you have never knew existed." My hand slid to her wet, wet pussy. I whispered, "Mrs. Winters your cunt is drenched. What made you so wet?"
Her cheeks were ruby red as she quietly responded, "You did."
I kissed her again and then bent down and started sliding a stocking onto my ex-teachers perfectly toned legs. She whimpered as my hand reached her mid-thigh and my mouth breathed softly on her naked pussy. As I did the same thing to her other leg I heard Mrs. Blair say, "June, are you ready for me to bang your arse?" My Mom whimpered as her good friend plugged her ass with the plastic dick.
I then simply pushed my ex-teacher to the ground and began to slowly, ever so slowly, lick her pussy. I savored her aroma as I tenderly pleasured her. It was slow and sensual, unlike Mrs. Blair, who was ass-fucking Mommy like John Bull's elephant just beside me. Her accent turned me on. And her confidence reminded me of Carla. I heard my mother beg "Faster Sharon, fuck me harder." I looked up and saw Mrs. Blair pull out of my mother and lay on the ground and demand "Straddle my cock, June. I want to see you take the whole cock up your innocent little arse." My Mom obeyed and slowly the plastic cock disappeared inside my mother. It was hot to see my Mom subservient to his sexy, chubby English bitch. I also knew the night was not ending without me reaming Mrs. Blair's ass. I went back to work and pleasured Ms. Winters. After only a minute or two, my ex-teacher's nylon covered legs squeezed my head and pulled me deep into her pussy. Her orgasm shook her body and covered my face with her juices. I climbed above her and simply straddled her head. She needed no instruction as her tongue went to work. She was tentative at first, but as I started grinding my pussy all over her pretty face she worked even harder. The thrill of having Mrs. Winters eating me out had me hot and I came all over her inexperienced mouth.
By this time, my Mom had also climaxed from her nasty ass-fucking and was now in-between her friend's legs. I grabbed the strap-on, hooked it on and walked over to Mrs. Blair. I smiled and said, "Mom, move over." She obeyed and I stood on the couch, straddling Mrs. Blair, and demanded, "Suck my cock, Mrs. Blair." She looked at me cautiously, tentatively, then leaned forward and took the plastic rod in her mouth. Aftertwo minutes of her submission, I told her get on all fours and bend over. She obeyed and I quickly slid my cock into her pussy. After a few quick pumps, I slid out and without any warning pushed the cock into the English MILF's ass. She grunted and actually pushed her ass back onto my cock. Soon the whole cock disappeared in her ass and she started bucking back onto my cock. My Mom moved in front of Mrs. Blair and presented her pussy to her friend. My Mom then got aggressive and grabbed Mrs. Blair and shoved her friend's face into her pussy. As I plowed Mrs. Blair's ass, I heard the door open and in walked Hannah. I kept hammering her ass as Hannah starred in shock. A few seconds later Mrs. Blair screamed, "Fuck my ass harder." I then pulled her back and in one swift motion I fell back on my ass and she fell back engulfing the cock as deep as humanly possible in her ass. As she screamed in pleasure and pain she looked straight at her daughter. She began to get off, but I demanded, "Keep riding me slut," as I began bucking into her already full ass.
She whimpered and said, "Sorry Hannah," and began bouncing up and down on my cock.
My Mom walked over to Hannah and kissed her. Hannah did not break away. Mrs. Winters walked over too and started undressing the 18 year old. Soon Hannah was on the ground with the two older women both sucking on a juicy firm breast. Hannah still had not said a word.
Mrs. Blair shook on my cock and collapsed onto the floor. I whispered into her ear, "Do you want to pleasure your daughter?"
Mrs. Blair whispered, "Yes."
I then led her to her daughter and watched as she crawled between her daughter's legs and began licking. Hannah moaned and looked up and realized who was between her legs. She finally spoke, "Mom, what are you doing?"
Her words were muffled by my lips as I kissed her. I then spoke into her ear. "Hannah. Your Mom is your slut for now on. You can fuck her pussy and ass; you can have her between your legs whenever you wish. She is your slave."
I don't know if it was my words, the scene or her Mom's tongue but Hannah moaned and said, "Oh yes, Mommy, suck my clit, make your baby cum." I shoved my cock back in Mrs. Blair's ass and started hammering her, each thrust forcing her face into her daughter's pussy. Hannah came pretty quickly from her mother's tongue and Mrs. Blair eventually completely collapsed, her face still buried in her teenage daughter's pussy, as she orgasmed from the harsh ass fucking.
I pulled out and watched my Mom and ex-teacher in a sweet 69. I then took off my cock and said sweetly "Mrs. Blair, do I have your permission to have your daughter eat my pussy?"
Mrs. Blair responded "Yes." Hannah got up, came over to me, dropped to her knees and began licking.
I looked at Mrs. Blair and said, "Mrs. Blair, she has done this before, haven't you."
Hannah looked up at me and smiled, "Many times Mandi."
"With who?" I asked.
"My best friend Zelda and I eat each other out all the time." Hannah went back to work on my pussy and I came all over her pretty little face. My Mom and Mrs. Winters had also both orgasmed and the night came to an end.
As I left I said, "Hannah enjoy your mother, she is your sex toy now."
Hannah purred, "Oh I will. Mommy, you are going to service me and Zelda and the whole fucking soccer team."
Mom and I left and returned home. We walked inside and were amused to see Dad dressed in a pink sundress getting his ass reamed by Mark. Watching my brother fuck my Dad was hot. Mark looked at me and said, "Well Mom wasn't home to fuck so I figured might as well use daddy's eager ass."
I shrugged and laughed "He's all yours, Mark." Watching Dad get fucked turned me on and I got undressed. Not surprisingly, Mom did too. We sat on the couch with our hands gently teasing each others' pussies as we watch her husband fuck her son and my dad get reamed by my brother. I could tell Mark was getting close so I said, "Dad suck your son's cock."



Dad instantly obeyed and took his son's cock that had just been reaming his ass and swallowed it whole. He pumped up and down deep-throating my brother's cock constantly. I had never seen such a ferocious blow job in my life. My Dad was an amazing cock-sucker. My brother eventually grabbed dad's head and started fucking father's face and in just a few pumps he shot his semen down our father's throat. My father swallowed it all and kept moving, slowly, up and down on his son's cock. Mark being a young pup, his cock stayed hard. I knew now was the time to fuck Daddy dearest.
I walked over to Daddy and said in a sweet innocent voice, "Daddy do you want to fuck your little baby?"
Daddy took his son's cock out of his mouth and responded, "Yes honey."
"But I thought you liked sucking cock?" I teased, my pussy just inches from his face.
Dad blushed, "I like both."
"I want to watch you suck and fuck your boss Daddy. Can you make that happen?"
"I imagine so, but he will probably want to fuck you too."
"That is fine. Would you like to see Mr. Williams fuck your sweet little daughter?"
"Yes," Dad responded.
"Make it happen." I sat back down on the couch and said, "Daddy come and fuck your daughter." Dad quickly got up and positioned himself between my legs. I smiled and said, "Daddy, I don't want you to make love to me, I want you to fuck the shit out of me, to pound me hard and fast. Think your sissy cock can do that?" Dad humiliated, responded, "Yes, honey."
I smiled, opened my legs further and said, "Fuck me daddy. Fuck your daughters' cunt." Dad's cock slid easily into me and he started to drill me as fast as he could. Beside me, Mom was sucking her son's cock. Soon Mom changed positions and Mark began fucking her from behind. She and I locked eyes as we both took family cock. I demanded Mom to lean forward and I began sucking her still nice breasts, just like I had so many years ago. I nibbled on her nipple and she moaned as I cupped and sucked her tits.
I couldn't tell if she was getting it in her pussy or ass until Mark said, "Ready for my cock in your ass, Mom?"
Mom moaned "Yes, fuck Mommy's ass. Your Dad couldn't please me there, but I know you can."
As Mark penetrated her ass, Dad grunted, "I'm cumming baby."
He began to pull out, but I said, "No Daddy cum in your daughter. Shoot your wad in me." Dad kept pumping and shot a full load of cum in me. As soon as he was finished, I demanded, "No suck out your cum out of my pussy, faggot." He fell to his knees and dove into my pussy to retrieve his cum.
Eventually, Mark was about to cum as well and I said, "Cum in Mom's ass bro, Daddy can retrieve your cum too."
Mark smiled and said, "Sure thing Sis," and deposited a load into his our Mom. Daddy needed no instructions as went and started to retrieve his son's cum from his wife's ass. I repositioned myself and had Mom eat my pussy until I had one more good orgasm.
I headed up to bed as Dad continued to retrieve cum from Mommy's bowels and grunted as his son's never ending erection plunged back into his ass.
I couldn't wait to tell Carla about tonight's events and make future plans.
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Summary:
A straight engaged college guy becomes a submissive cocksucker to a dominant black man.
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*
Life was pretty normal. I was in my fourth year of college, majoring in commerce; I was engaged to a cute, sweet girl named Tabitha and we had a plan. You know the deal: graduate, get good jobs, get married, have two kids, a white picket fence in the suburbs, and live the American dream. It was al laid out, we even knew the names of our future kids: Thomas and Leanne (named after my father and her mother). Everything was going as planned, everything made sense.
And then...
One normal night...
Changed everything...
Did I know it then? No.
Would I change it now? No way.
If this was a movie, we would have some sweet music now and it would flashback to the day it all began. So let's pretend that is the case.
FLASHBACK BEGIN
On that normal night, it was our usual Thursday night men's night. This night it included going to a strip club to celebrate the engagement of another buddy of mine Eddie. The evening included a lot of drinking, like it did, and spending a lot of money on sexy, but untouchable, women. By 1am, I was wasted and horny as hell, but knew I was getting none as Tabitha had early classes on Friday and I didn't. I would eventually end up back in my dorm room, wacking off as I usually did on Thursday nights, well, actually Friday mornings.
Having broke the seal hours ago, I had been doing a steady walk from our seats, to the bathroom. I was draining the lizard when a moment so peculiar began my new life.
A 6 foot 4 black man in his early twenties walked into the bathroom, right behind him was a skinny, nerd looking kid named Elmer (if you can believe it) who was in a couple of my classes. The black man dropped his pants, pulled out his dick, a mammoth cock that was easily over 8 inches, and said, "Ok cocksucker, get to work."
Elmer looked around and saw me starring right at him as I continued to take a piss. The look of complete recognition and fear spread all over his face.
The black man roared, "Faggot, get to work I don't have all day." Elmer then broke eye contact with me, dropped to his knees and took the cock in his mouth. He moaned, "That's it cocksucker, take my black cock."
I finished my piss and had no idea what to do. I had never even considered another man, nor had watching two guys ever been a remote turn on, yet I was transfixed watching this nerdy white kid who I assumed was still just a geeky virgin, taking a big, thick black cock in his mouth. Without my control, my cock stiffened in my hand. The black man looked over at me and said, "Enjoying the show are we?"
I stuttered awkwardly as I tried to put my 6 and a half inch erected cock back into my pants, "Um-no-sorry-I-I-I was just finishing up."
He laughed, "Yeah you were enjoying the show. Probably wishing you could be the one on his knees taking my black cock."
I chuckled awkwardly responding, "No, I am not gay."
His laugh echoed in the small bathroom as he said, "That's what all you white boys say before you beg to suck my cock."
I began to leave when he said, "Stop."
I don't know why, but I did. He grabbed Elmer's head and began to furiously face fuck his mouth.
I watched in stunned perverse silence, well aware that my dick was stiff as could be desperately trying to release itself from my tight jeans. The black dominant man smiled at me and said, "You are enjoying this aren't you?" He then grunted, pulled out his stiff long cock and sprayed his cum all over Elmer's face; he looked directly at me the whole time. He then rubbed his cock all over Elmer's face, while Elmer's tongue tried to retrieve the cum. He pointed to the floor and said, "Faggot, don't waste any of my cum." Elmer looked at me quickly, clearly humiliated, but then dropped to the floor and began licking the dirty floor. The black man pulled up his pants and said to me, "Do you want my faggot here to suck you off?"
I shook my head no.
"You sure, he is a great cocksucker. Aren't you faggot?"
Elmer looked up and shook his head yes. The black man roared, "Use words pussy."
Defeated he said, "Yes, I love sucking cock."
"Do you want to suck this guy here, what's your name?"
I don't know why I answered, but I did, "Carter."
"Carter who?" he queried.
"Carter Delorme," I responded for some reason.
"Do you want to suck Carter's cock here, you got him all horny."
"Yes," he said unashamedly.
"Go kneel in front of Carter slut." Elmer quickly obeyed.
I was drunk, horny and figured what the hell. I opened my jeans and let loose my desperate cock. Elmer did not even hesitate as he took my cock in his mouth. Now Tabitha sucked my cock on a somewhat regular basis and a couple others had before her, but none compared to what Elmer was doing with my cock. It was like a vacuum had been wrapped around my dick. He bobbed up and down with a consistent pace and I just closed my eyes and forgot it was a guy sucking my cock. His expert mouth had me delirious with pleasure and I moaned "I'm cumming," as I sprayed a load of cum into his mouth. Unlike the girls who had given me head, he kept bobbing up and down swallowing it all, not slowing down a single bit. After such an orgasm and his continual bobbing, I was overwhelmed. I looked up and saw that the black man had his cell phone open and was either taping or taking pictures. I quickly struggled to pull up my pants as a couple other guys came into the bathroom.
They smirked as they saw Elmer on his knees, cum still on his face. The black man smiled and said, "Give me your cell number."
Trying to get out of there as fast as I could, I blurted out my number and rushed out of there just as I heard him say "Thanks, I can always use another white cocksucker."
I returned to my friends beat red, but they were to busy watching a petite redhead shake her ass in front of them to even notice I was gone. I said I had to go, said my slurred byes and hightailed it out of there. I got home, crashed into my bed, as I slowly slipped into unconsciousness, I wondered does letting a guy suck me off and enjoying it make me gay? No, a blow job is a blow job.
THE NEXT DAY: FRIDAY
The next morning I woke up with a pounding headache and little memory. I got to my first class late, but as I sat down and saw Elmer a couple rows ahead of me it all came flashing back. Elmer had sucked my cock, like no other. The thought of it had my cock rising uncomfortably in my pants. I repositioned myself and attempted to pay attention to another dull lecture. A few minutes in, my cellphone rang, embarrassed it went off, I apologized and quickly put it on vibrate. Of course, like we all do, I quickly took a glimpse at the message when the professor went back on his yawn-a-thon. I looked at the text and it was simply a picture of a black cock. I quickly put it down so no one could see and then took a quick glimpse. As I starred at it, my phone vibrated again.
This time a text that said: "How is my future cocksucker doing?"
I put the phone in my pocket as I contemplated how I was going to deal with this. Class ended and I got out of there before I could face Elmer. Tabitha texted me saying she was free for lunch and to meet her at OJays. I texted her back ok and started walking there. My cell vibrated again and I took a look and it was from the same number.
I quickly clicked on it to read it. "Ready to submit?"
I sighed and kept walking.
Thirty seconds had not passed when another text came in. I quickly read it. Again the same number. "My stiff dick is waiting for your virgin mouth."
My face must have been red by now. I looked around, seeing nothing out of the ordinary, I continued walking.
Just as I was in view of our meting place another text came in. I looked at it and it said, "If your cock is hard right now, which I know it is, you are a faggot...my faggot." Of course, my dick was rock hard, but still I was no faggot. I put the phone in my pocket and entered the restaurant. Tabitha was already there and I sat down. Looking at her immediately all my anxiety fluttered away. I loved her. I was not gay. I was drunk, nothing more. I ignored the 7 vibrations throughout the next half hour. Yet when my beautiful fiancé went to the bathroom I quickly, and eagerly I must admit, checked the messages:
"Are you thinking of my cock right now?"
"Between your lip?"
"In your tight, white, bottom?"
"Did you see Elmer in class today?"
"He said, your cum tasted good and he would love to swallow your sweet load again."
"Does your pretty girl you are having lunch with suck cock like little Elmer did?"
I gasped as I looked around. He was nowhere to be seen. I didn't see Tabitha yet, so I clicked on the last message. "If you want, Elmer is in one of the bathroom stalls, waiting for your cock."
I know I should have ignored the opportunity, but I couldn't. My raging cock controlled my brain now. I waited for Tabitha to return to the table and excused myself. I entered the bathroom and whispered "Elmer?"
"In here," he responded.
I opened the stall and closed the door. He instantly began unbuckling my belt and slid down my pants.
My cock sprang free and he quickly took it in his mouth. I instantly moaned. This time he took his time, going slow and doing something I can't even explain with his saliva. His mouth actually felt like a wet pussy. He had me so close a couple times, but then would slow down; finally frantic to cum, I grabbed his head and, like I saw yesterday, I face fucked his mouth. I pounded his face, shoving most of my stiff rod in his mouth. He took it all and just sat there as I exploded a loud of juice down his throat. After I was done, I quickly pulled my pants up. Elmer smiled at me for the first time and said, "Thank you for your cum."
I laughed at the absurdity of the statement but responded, "Your welcome."
I began to turn around when the phone vibrated again. I looked at the message, "Is my faggot done sucking my new faggot?"
I looked at Elmer as he said, "Here is my number. Please text me anytime you have some cum for me."
Oddly I took his number and said, "This doesn't make me gay."
"I know," he smiled, clearly not believing me.
"No seriously, I am engaged."
"Ok," he said finally standing up. "I need to get to my next class, plus I am suppose to meet in Professor Adams' office at 3:30 for a little dictation."
"Professor Adams, our accounting teacher?"
"The one and only," he said matter-of-factly.
"But he is like 65 years old."
"68 actually, but his cum is delicious," he explained. "Well thanks again for your cum." He then left.
I washed up and returned to my table and almost shot myself. The black man was at the table with my fiance.I got to the table and he said, "Oh hey Carter, I was just talking with your fiancé here."
"Oh," I barely got out.
"You shouldn't leave a sexy girl like this alone for so long. What took you so long?" he asked coyly.
I lied, "Oh I bumped into a guy from my marketing class and we talked about next weeks test."
He laughed and said, "I'm sure you did bump into him." He stood up and said, "Well I gotta get to class, I will see you tonight Carter, 6 o'clock."
"We will?" I asked questioningly.
"Yeah, your sweetheart has to work on a project tonight she told me, so I asked her if you could come and play basketball with us, we are a man short."
"Oh, I..." I began.
Again the hidden innuendoes dripped as he said, "We will just be bouncing around some balls." He gave a wave and walked away.
I sat down and Tabitha said, "He is nice."
"Sure," I responded, "What did he tell you?"
"Nothing really. That he met you at the party last night and that you to shared a drink and had a lot in common. He said he was rather new here and was looking forward to getting to know some new people."
"Oh," I said. My phone vibrated. Then again. We finished lunch and she headed to class. I watched her leave and then checked my phone. I had to end this, before Tabitha found out. The first message was: "Your fiancé is very pretty. Do you think she knows that you will be sucking my cock in just a few hours?"
The second one was simply a picture of Elmer sucking my cock.
Was he blackmailing me? Fuck. How was I going to deal with this? I texted him back: "We need to talk."
A couple minutes later as I headed back to my room, he responded, "Sure thing cocksucker. I will text you my address later. Be there at 6 exactly."
I texted back, "No, I mean, please leave me alone."
Almost instantly he responded, "Come to my dorm at 6 and we will discuss it." I sighed and figured it was the only way to end it. He sent me the dorm number and I went home and took a nap. I woke up at 5 and there were no new texts. I was strangely disappointed. I watched some sports on TV and then headed over there, getting there a few minutes early.
I walked in the dorm and walked up the second floor. I walked past a few other guys all who seemed to be smirking at me; what did they know? Or was it just me.
I knocked on the door, the name Cavin was on a sign on the door, was that his name? I assumed so. He called "Come in". I walked in and he was on the couch playing X-Box, luckily, by himself. I closed the door and he said,"Right on time."
I began, "This needs to stop."
"What does?" he asked.
"Your texts, talking to my fiancé."
He stood up, dropped his pants and said, "Look faggot. You are here. You came here knowing what was going to happen. " He walked right to me. He put his strong hands on my head and pushed me to the floor. "Look at that delicious cock. Tell me right now you don't want it. Tell me your cock is not stiff in your pants right now."
His cock was an inch from my face. I was memorized by it. And like he knew all along, I wanted it. I needed to have it. I slowly began to lean forward when he said, "Are you sure?"
I nodded my head just slightly.
He chuckled, "No, no, no, I need to know for sure. You came here thinking I was going to blackmail you, but I don't do that. Anyone who sucks my cock must do so eagerly and on their own accord. But I warn you, once you do it I will own you."
I looked up at him and said, "I want to suck your cock."
"You understand after you suck my cock, I will eventually want to fuck your ass?"
"Yes," I responded.
"So you want to suck my black cock and then take my long stiff rod up your ass?"
As he asked it I knew that indeed I did. "Yes."
He then moved his cock towards my lips and I submissively opened my mouth. I don't know what I expected, but his prick had a sweetly salty sweat taste to it that was addictively tasty. I took his head into my mouth and sucked it slowly, bit by bit taking more into my mouth. I heard him say, "How does my cock taste cocksucker?"
"Good," I moaned without allowing his cock to leave my mouth. As I took more in he gave slight moans of pleasure and I instantly understood the power women have when they suck cock. The thrill of giving such pleasure was overwhelming. All I wanted to do was make him cum, to taste his nectar. I began to move up and down faster, taking half his mammoth cock in my mouth. As I picked up the pace there was a knock at the door.
Cavin called, "Come in." I froze and tried to move but he demanded, his hand on my head, "Keep sucking slut." What could I do? I kept sucking as the door opened.
I heard a chuckle, "Oh I see you have a new cocksucker."
Cavin responded, "Yes, apparently he is engaged."
"Really? Anyways, what is the plan tonight?"
Cavin held my head and started pumping into my mouth, "Poker night and then the club."
"Sounds good," the unseen guy said as he chuckled and closed the door. avin began pumping his cock going deeper into my mouth and then shot his loud down my throat. I tried to swallow it all like Elmer had, but it was too much and some dripped down my mouth and onto the floor. Calvin sighed as he said, "Are you wasting my cum motherfucker?"
"No," I quickly responded and without instruction dropped to the floor to get the cum I lost. I should have been humiliated, yet it somehow seemed natural.
After retrieving the cum, Cavin said, take off your clothes. I obeyed, knowing what was next.
Cavin smiled and said, "My cock isn't ready for round two yet is it?"
"No," I said, and got back on my knees and took his semi-hard penis back in my mouth. It took a couple minutes and he was hard again. He demanded, "Bend over the couch slut."
I obeyed.
"Tell me what you want me to do now."
I hesitated, but then said, "Please fuck my bum."
Cavin laughed hard and said, "Really, is that dirty talk? Convince me I should give you the privilege of my black cock in your white virgin rectum.
Knowing I was defeated and that I desperately did want his cock in my ass I pleaded, "Please fuck my virgin asshole with your massive block cock. Hammer my ass and fuck me like a bitch."
"Much better," Cavin said as another knock on the door interrupted the impending loss of my anal cherry. "Come in."
This time I was looking right at the door as the door opened. In walked another black guy. He smirked and said, "Hey Cavin, who is this?"
"Carter, this is his first time as a cum slut," Cavin responded as he lubed his hard cock.
"Nice," the guy replied. "I hear it is poker night."
Cavin moved his cock to my virgin ass and grunted as he pushed forward and casually said, "Yeah, in an hour." His cock slowly slid into my tight ass.
I whimpered in pain as his large cock went deeper into me. The guy said, "So what is your fiance's name?"
I grunted, "Tabitha," as the hard cock slid deeper into me. Then he stopped and just sat there his cock filling me as deep as I thought possible.
Then Cavin demanded, "Bounce back on my cock." I couldn't image it going any deeper, but as I slowly moved back it indeed went deeper. Cavin moaned, "You are a pretty little slut. You love my cock don't you."
As I moved back and forth the pain slowly went away and a unique pleasure replaced it and I moaned, "Yes, I love your cock."
"Who owns you?"
"You do," I responded moving faster on his cock.
"What are you?"
"A faggot," I responded.
"Whose faggot?"
"Your faggot," I moaned, loving his cock deep inside me. I looked up and saw a cock in my face and without instruction took it in my mouth.
Calvin then grabbed my hips and began to thrust in and out of me faster. "Oh yeah faggot, you are a good little faggot. Such a tight little faggot. Such an eager little faggot."
As I bobbed up and down on an unnamed cock, I heard him say, "He will make a good addition to your sluts. "
"That he will," Cavin responded as I felt a hot liquid fill my bowels. He kept pumping and I was disappointed when his cock slid out of my ass. I kept sucking the unnamed man's cock until he pulled out and sprayed a full loud of cum all over my face and hair.
Cavin was getting dressed and said, "Cocksucker, go clean yourself up."
Humiliated I stood up and began to look for my clothes and something to clean my face with. "No, no, no," he said, "Leave the cum on your face until you get to the bathroom."
"But," I began.
"And don't you ever question me fucktoy," he bellowed, throwing me a towel.
Humiliated, I wrapped the towel around my naked body. Cavin said, "The bathroom is four doors down to your right."
I left the room and came into a hallway with a couple guys lingering about. I kept my head down until I was stopped by a guy who said, "Um, you now you have cum all over your face and hair."



Saying nothing, I kept going, as their laughter filled the hallway. I got into the bathroom, washed my face and hair and looked in the mirror. How was I going to explain this to Tabitha? I walked back towards Cavin's room as fast as I could.
I got in there and Cavin was getting the table ready for poker. Cavin looked up and said, "You can leave. If you need to cum, you may go down to room 112 and say Cavin sent you. If you go though, understand you won't get a blow job, but you will get to fuck someone. Now get the fuck out of here, some real men are coming to play poker."
I got dressed and headed out the building, my mind saying don't go to room 112, but my cock saying, "um excuse me, actually yes you are going to room 112." I followed my cock and knocked on the door.
I heard a voice say "Who is it?" and I entered.
I responded, "Um Cavin sent me."
"Come in," the voice replied.
I walked in and saw Austin Miller. He was a 300 plus pound all-star white offensive lineman. I starred at him stunned as he got up and said, "So you are here to fuck me?"
"Um," I began.
He smiled, "Its ok. I am one of Cavin's sluts, just like you must be now. Each of us have different roles."
"Um," I tried.
Laughing he asked, "Don't worry what is your name?"
"Carter," I said.
"Get undressed," he said, as he pulled down his sweats. He handed me some lube and said, "Fuck me hard and come inside me. I love being fucked."
Desperately needing to cum, I lubed my cock and positioned myself behind the large man. I hesitated briefly but then slid rather easily into Austin's ass. I don't know what he did, but after my cock slid inside his ass, he tightened his ass cheeks around my cock. The feeling was amazing. He moaned, "Harder, fuck my ass harder."
Following his instructions, I began thrusting as fast as I could and going as deep as I could. He whimpered in pleasure huffing and puffing with each hard stroke. I held on to his hips and pounded him like I never had a woman. And just like Elmer was the best blow job I had ever received, this was quickly becoming the greatest fuck I had ever had. I knew I was close, but I didn't want this sensation to end. Yet, my cock had a mind of its own and realizing I was about to burst I grunted, "Here comes my cum faggot, take it all." Instantly my most powerful orgasm exploded out of me and into the massive offensive lineman.
He grunted as he begged like a little school girl, "Keep pounding me, don't stop, please, please keep fucking me." So I kept pumping and then realized he was stroking his cock as I drilled him. His moans got more animated and then he clearly came spraying his cum all over the back of his couch. I slid out of his cum filled ass and collapsed on a nearby chair.
He pulled up his pants and said, "Thanks, you have a great cock."
I laughed and said, "I don't know what you did with your ass, but it was so fucking tight I never wanted to leave it."
He responded, "Just something I have learned over the years. Most guys who fuck me, say I am much better than any pussy."
Realizing how awkward this was, I began getting dressed.
Austin noticing the tension said, "You seem ashamed."
"Well, I just fucked a guy and I just got my ass fucked for the first time," I said somewhat matter of factly.
No reason to be ashamed. Many guys like having sex with other men. Over half the football team has fucked my ass and over half the men in this dorm have too. It is natural. Shakespeare even fucked men."
"Its just, I am engaged to be married," I said frustratingly.
"I see; don't worry. Cavin will never stop that if you really love her and if that is what you want, although he will insist that you tell her the truth. He believes in honesty."
"Really?"
"Hey did he make you do anything without your consent?"
"No, but."
"Did you willingly take his cock in your mouth and ass?"
"I suppose."
"Exactly. Cavin just has a power over men who have gay tendencies. If you were not gay at all, you would not have allowed him to dominate you."
Accepting reality, I slumped on a chair and said, "I suppose."
Austin then said "Lets put it this way. Would you never suck his cock or be fucked by him again to be with your fiancé?"
I thought about this a long time. "No, I can't explain it, but I loved feeling his cock in my mouth and in my ass."
"I assumed so. So you need to be truthful to her. Either she will accept you as you are, or she won't . Either way, she will eventually find out."
"True. But how do I tell her?"
"Oh Cavin will make that happen."
"How?"
"Oh in some way to show he has power over you. He will humiliate you in front of her in some way."
"Oh. How did he do it to you?"
"He didn't. I have always been gay," Austin admitted.
I was ready to leave, but how does one leave after he just fucked a guy in the ass. If it was a girl, I would give her a kiss and babble some sort of sincere I had a good time crap. But what do I say now. Austin reading my mind said, "Well, I am going out in a bit, but if you ever need a place to shoot a load, come on over."
"Um, yeah thanks," I said and just left. Thankfully no one was in the hallway and I rushed back to my dorm. When I got there I had three texts. One from my girl asking what our plan was tomorrow and two from Cavin.
The first one said, "Did you enjoy Austin's bottom? It is ridiculously tight isn't it?"
The second one said, "I am having a party tomorrow night, I expect you there and bring your lady."
I sighed knowing I had to go to the party and that by the end of the night I may no longer be engaged. I knew I had to tell her before the party, but how?
I texted him back "I will try, what kind of party is it?"
He texted me back, "Well Thursday is Halloween, so can you guess? By the way, I expect you to dress like a girl."
"A girl?" I text back.
"Yes. I expect the full thing. Dress, stockings, (no pantyhose), bra, some sort of fake tits, lipstick, make-up, hair and heels."
I sighed. How was I going to explain this to Tabitha. I didn't text back as I considered this.
A few minutes later he texted back. "I expect a very pretty little cocksucker tomorrow, understand? I expect an answer in thirty seconds."
Immediately I texted back, "Yes I understand."
I went and had a shower. I actually did some school work and watched some TV. Around 1:30, just as I was getting ready to hit the hay, I got another text. It was from him again and it said, "Hey, my bros ditched with some ho's, I need a ride home. Come get me, NOW, at the Vixon Club."
I got dressed and texted him back, "Be there in 15 minutes."
"Good bitch, I will be inside, tell the bouncer you are Cavin's cunt," he responded.
Fuck, I thought to myself, this can't be good. Yet, my cock was already standing at attention.
I drove to the most popular club in the city for college students. I parked the car a few blocks away and walked to the club. There was a long line up. I walked past the line and went to the large, all muscle, 6'4 bouncer and whispered, "Hi, I am Cavin's cunt."
The man chuckled and said "Well head on in cocksucker." Two blonde girls at the front of the line mouths dropped as they heard his words and I was allowed inside.
Once inside, I found Cavin at a table with a few other people. Cavin stood up and walked over to me. "Right on time slut, let's go."
I followed him outside, past the girls who had just a minute earlier heard that I was a cocksucker. I kept my head down as we walked back to my car. About a block away, he pulled me into an open doorway of a shop and said, "Hungry?"
I was a bit confused until he unbuttoned his pants. I looked around, we were somewhat secluded, but people across the street could possibly see what was going on, as could anyone driving by. He saw my trepidation as he said, "Get on your knees faggot."
I obeyed and took his stiff missile in my mouth. I wanted to make him cum quick, so I sucked him as fast as I could. A minute or two in, I heard a car horn honk, then a second. Humiliation overwhelmed me, but I kept sucking, knowing as embarrassed as I was, I also was indeed hungry for his cum. "Hi maam," I heard Cavin say, as a pair of heels clicked on by. I tried to go deeper, make him cum faster, as I heard him say, "Hi ladies, enjoying the show?"
A girl's voice said, "Wow, that is hot."
Another slurred, "Your cock is huge."
"Thanks," he grunted, as he grabbed my head and began fucking my face.
A voice said, "Oh yeah, fuck your little cocksucker."
Another grunt and he pulled out and showered my face with his jizz. He then said, "Say hi to the girls."
I looked up and saw three, probably 19 year old girls, all dressed as whores on the prowl, watching the free show. Cum dripping down my cheek, I said, "Hi."
One pulled out her camera and took a picture of my cum soaked face and Cavin's cock. Then they went on their way. Cavin pulled his pants up and I stood up, still covered in cum. "You look good in my cum, keep it on. "
We went to my car and started driving back to the dorm. I asked him out of curiosity, "How many guys have you," I paused, unsure how to ask what I wanted to know.
He grinned, "How many little faggots do I have?"
I nodded.
"Well, I have add over a 100 in my life at least, and screwed a couple hundred woman as well. But right now I have a dozen or so faggots who are at my disposal and another dozen woman."
"Oh," I said, slightly disappointed that I was just another guy.
"Pull in here," he said, pointing to a 7-11. He then handed me 5 bucks, "Go get me a coke and some ketchup chips."
I took the money. I walked into the, thankfully empty, store, grabbed the pop and chips and headed to the till. The girl, who I instantly recognized as in my stats class, said, "Um, aren't you in my stats class?"
"Yes," I responded casually while ignoring the fact that I still had sticky goo all over my face and hair.
She rang the things in and I paid her. As I started to leave, she asked "Do you mind me asking, why you have cum all over your face?"
I just kept walking humiliated.
I returned to the car and Cavin was now standing up, leaning on the side of the car, the door still open. He said, "She is quite pretty."
"Yes," I responded, giving him the pop and chips. "She is in one of my classes."
"Really," he said, "Well we better give her a show then."
He unbuckled his pants and said, "Get to work bitch. But first turn around and make eye contact."
I did.
"Now suck me cocksucker."
I dropped to my knees and began sucking. The door, open, blocked the cars passing by from seeing anything, but I was in plain view for the 7-11 clerk. I sucked his cock for a couple minutes when he said, "That's enough". I stopped. He then said, "Look back at her and give her a smile."
I obeyed, her look stunned, yet with a smirk. I then returned to the car. On the last few minutes home, his cock stood erect, just sitting there. He said to me, "So what are you going to tell Tabitha?"
"I don't know," I honestly replied.
"You know I bet you I could have her sucking my cock and taking it in the ass by the end of the night."
"No way," I responded, "I am the only guy she has ever slept with."
"You weren't an eager cock sucking faggot yesterday either were you."
I said nothing.
"Were you?" he repeated.
"No I wasn't," I agreed.
"Tell you what, I take your challenge. By the end of tomorrow night, I will fuck your fiancé."
"I-I-I didn't challenge you," I panicked.
"I think you did. Either way, it is happening. I expect you at tomorrow's party with her, do you understand."
"Yes," I responded as we approached a red light.
He grabbed my head and shoved it down on his cock. I sucked a few seconds and then he said, "Red light." I came back up and saw a woman in her 50s starring at me.
I blushed and started driving and arrived at his dorm.
He looked at me and said "For now on you address me as master?"
"Yes master," I obediently said.
"Even in public."
"Yes master," I agreed.
"Good," he said and finished "Tomorrow I fuck your fiancé and tomorrow she finds out you like cock." He then walked away.
Sadly, I was still horny. I got out of the car, it was 2:30am, but I went and knocked on Austin's door. I heard grunting as he called, "Who is it?"
"Carter," I responded.
"Come on in," he said. I walked in and he was in the exit same position as when I was fucking him. But right now he was being fucked by a small blonde girl with a strap-on.
She smiled at me, "Oh look another faggot."
Through grunts he said, "Carter this is Bethany, Bethany Carter."
"Hi," I said.
Bethany smiled and said, "Do you have cum on your face?"
"Yes," I replied.
Austin laughed, "Another round with Cavin?"
"Yes," I replied.
"He loves to see how far he can humiliate his boys."
"I am beginning to see that," I said, "He plans to fuck my fiancé tomorrow."
"Ahh," he said, a strap-on still in his ass, "You know he probably will."
Brittany broke the conversation as she said, "Get naked faggot, I want to watch." She pulled her strap-on out of Austin's ass.
I got undressed as Austin casually said, "Wow Carter, when I said any time, I did not really mean any time."
"Sorry," I responded, "I just, I don't know, I just,".
Austin smiled and said, "Its ok, just get over here and fuck me."
I obliged, sliding my rod into his ass. I was fucking him for a couple minutes when I felt Bethany behind me. "Stand still for a minute," she demanded. And without lube, she began pushing her cock in my ass. It was awkward, but soon I was the middle piece of a fuck sandwich. We eventually began moving in a constant rhythm and the strap-on stayed deep in my arse as I went in and out of Austin. The cock in my ass had me extra hot and I shot a second loud of cum in Austin's sweet ass. Brittany then pulled out of my ass and pushed my head down. Soon I was sucking her plastic toy. This went on for a minute until Austin came over pulled me up and kissed me.
The kiss stunned me, it was soft and tender. It occurred to me I had done a lot of dirty things the last day, but never done anything so intimate. He then broke the kiss and asked shyly, "Will you please suck me."
I smiled for probably the first time in two days as I said, "Austin, I would love too." I looked at Bethany who had a camcorder in her hands. I shrugged, dropped to my knees and took Austin's much smaller 5 inch cock in my mouth. I sucked for only a couple minutes and he shot a loud of cum in my mouth.
As I got dressed, I was surprised to see Austin bent back over and again taking Bethany's strap-on in his ass. I said, "Thanks Austin."
As he grunted, "No problem, grab a card on my desk over there, its my cell."
I walked over and grabbed it. "If you want to fuck me this late next time, call me first."
"Sure thing," I said and left.
I returned home and went to bed.
NEXT DAY: SATURDAY
I told Tabitha my Halloween plan and she thought it was brilliant. She took me shopping and helped create my outfit. She stressed I could not look better than her, so she picked out an incredibly naughty French maid outfit.
I got a few texts from Cavin throughout the day:
"I am going to fuck your fiancé in front of you."
"Does she know you are a cocksucker?'
"Maybe I will let you both suck my cock and see who is better?"
"Does she take it in the ass, or does only my faggot like it in the ass?"
"The video of you with Austin is quite good."
"Did you know Bethany knows your fiancé?"
"Don't worry, she won't tell her you're a faggot, until you tell her."
By the time the party arrived I was a basketcase. Tabitha dressed me up, did my make-up and I have to admit I looked very good. Tabitha looked amazing as well. The plan was to go the 7:00 movie, our Saturday tradition, and then head to the party.
We both had a couple drinks at supper and then went to the movie. At the movie, I was shockingly surprised to bump into Cavin.
"Hi Carter, don't you look pretty; and Tabitha wow," he said as he sauntered over to us.
"Hi, Master," I responded.
"Thanks," Tabitha greeted, although she gave ne a strange look.
"What movie are you going to?" he asked.
"Saw 3D," I replied.
"Me too," he said, "But my buddy ditched me."
Tabitha, being Tabitha, said, "Well you could watch it with us if you want."
"Well thanks," he said, "I'll get the snacks, my treat."
He went and got the snacks as I got a text. "Here begins the seduction your girl."
We went in the theatre and sat down. I was in the middle. We then watched the movie in silence. I kept waiting for something to happen, but nothing did I was finally getting relaxed when with about 20 minutes left in the movie, Cavin 'accidently' spilled a pepsi all over my dress. "I'm so sorry Carter. Here is some money, go grab another one."
I got up and began to leave, noticing he was now sitting in my spot.
As I left the theatre and hit the bathroom I bumped into my Accounting professor Mr. Adams. He looked at me and said, "I am supposed to entertain you for 20 minutes."
"But I need to get back to my fiance."
He smiled and said, "No, you need to let your master seduce your fiancé while I please you."
"But you're my professor."
"And today you are about to get a lesson."
He led me into a bathroom stall, he hiked up my dress and took my cock in his mouth. I sat there and watched by 68 year old professor bob up and down slowly, so slowly, on my cock. He took my cock out of his mouth and said, "You have a great cock Carter." He then slid his tongue down my shaft began sucking my bag. He sucked each ball in his mouth individually, taking his time. He then moved back up to my cock. He looked up at me and said, "Tell me what you want Carter."
I looked at him and said, "Please suck my cock, Professor Adams."
He put is mouth back on my cock and continued the slow blow job. His mouth, full of saliva, coated my cock, making the sensation more thrilling. His tenderness was driving me nuts. I moaned, "Professor, please, faster."
He instantly moved faster, taking my whole cock into his mouth. I was getting close when he suddenly stopped. He looked at me and said, "How is your fiancé right now?"
I grabbed his head, shoved my cock back into his mouth and said, "Shut up professor and suck my cock." Frustrated and horny I began to really pound my geezer of a professor's mouth. I don't know why but I became verbal, "Suck it professor. Take my hard cock."
I heard a couple people in the bathroom, yet I kept saying, "Take my cum faggot, take it all." I sprayed my cum into his throat. I pulled down my dress and said, "Thanks professor, you are a very good cocksucker."
I walked out of the stall, my professor still on his knees, and saw three guys, all probably 18 or 19 standing there in awe. I smiled at them and said, "If you want a blow job, just enter the stall." I walked out as I heard the stall door close.
I returned to the movie and saw Cavin had his right arm around her and as I got closer I realized his left hand was under her skirt. I backed up a bit and watched. He was clearly fingering her, with others were in seats in front and behind her. This continued for a few minutes, until the credits went up. I went back outside and a couple minutes later Cavin and a red faced Tabitha exited the theatre. I walked up to them and said, "Sorry, getting pop out of a dress is a bitch."
Cavin laughed and said, "No problem. The movie sucked, so you missed fuck all." I noticed, but pretended not to, that Cavin had his hand on her ass. He continued, "Well I got to go and get ready for the party. See ya soon." He then gave me a high five and headed out.
I grabbed my fiancés' hand and we walked back to the car. I asked, "So how was the movie?"



"Oh it was ok," she lied, "Like Cavin said, it just pretty lame." After a pause she asked, "Why did you call Cavin master?"
"Oh, just an inside joke."
"I see," she said, clearly in her own dreamland.
We drove to the party in silence as we both considered our separate secret fate with Cavin. The party was rather dull when we got there, but was getting crowded fast. It was the usual, guys dressed in conveniently easy outfits, while woman were dressed as whores, it is the one day it seems your allowed to without judgment. We grabbed a couple drinks and I noticed Tabitha seemed very preoccupied. She drank three glasses of wine in the first hour, unusual for her, and had two jello shots.
It was then that Cavin arrived, dressed ironically enough as the devil. After some chit chat he said, "Tabitha, why don't I give you a tour. Carter why don't you go and find Elmer, he said he really needed something from you. He is probably still in room 213."
Tabitha gave me a kiss and I watched as she left to probably get fucked by my master. I headed up to the dorm. The party itself looked pretty normal. People drinking, dancing close, playing poker, etc. I left the main party floor and headed upstairs to room 213. As I entered, I saw Elmer on a bed naked with a vibrator in his ass, that was clearly on. He looked at me and said, "Cavin told me I was to stay in this position until you came and replaced the toy and fucked my ass."
Without a word, I walked over and shoved my cock into Elmer's eager mouth. He sucked my cock for a while and then begged, "Please, please fuck my ass. I need it so bad."
I went behind and pulled out the vibrating toy. I then plugged his ass. As I pounded him, I wondered what was happening to Tabitha. Was she being seduced by Cavin? Having came less than two hours ago, this turned into a marathon session. I was also slightly intoxicated and this led to me being more verbal. "How does my cock feel slut?" I asked.
"So good Carter, fuck me Carter, make me your whore," he moaned.
I stopped fucking him and said, "Bounce back on my cock whore."
He eagerly obeyed and my whole cock disappeared with each thrust back. He kept a constant rhythm, trying to get my cock deeper up his petite ass. Finally after over twenty minutes of steady butt-fucking, I shot my jizz up his ass.
As I pulled out, he looked at me and said, "That was amazing."
As I repositioned my dress I said, "You are a damn good fuck. I wish my fiancé was that eager."
He smiled and said, "Both my holes are yours anytime you want."
"Oh I will be in contact," I said as I left the room.
I headed back down to the party and things had got more crazy. The place was a mess and there were two girls making out on a couch, there was a guy on a chair, with a blanket over his lap, as a head bopped up and down. I kept walking, but could not find my fiancé. As I reached the back area, I saw a ton of people in a circle. I pushed my way to get a peak and saw a pretty blonde sucking a black guys' cock as she got fucked by another guy. I watched the scene distracted, but then kept looking for my girl. Eventually, I wondered if she was back in his room. I rushed upstairs and got to his door. I heard clear moaning and the sound was clearly my fiancé. I walked in and can barely explain what I saw.
Tabitha was straddling Cavin, her stockingfeet on each of his legs, as her ass, her virgin ass yesterday, bounced on his cock. She looked at me and stopped. Tears began to stream down her face as she said, "I am so sorry Carter, I don't know what came over me. "
"Keep riding slut," Cavin demanded and Tabitha obeyed, once again moving up and down on Cavin's thick rod, taking about 6 inches in her ass. "Good girl Tabitha, tell your boy how good my black cock feels in your ass."
Humiliated she moaned, "So good, so good, I'm sorry Carter, but I couldn't resist." Cavin then flipped her onto her knees and returned to fucking her ass. " So Carter, after you left to get another pepsi, I moved beside your girl and when a scary part happened, I slyly moved my arm around her. I then put my hand on her leg. She did no resist did you cunt?"
"Noooo," she moaned tears still falling, but clearly enjoying the cock inside her.
"Anyways, so I slid my hand up her leg and to her panties. When she didn't stop, I whispered into her ear, 'I am going to finger fuck your pussy now.' She whimpered and opened her legs more to give me easier access. I then slid one finger in, then two and finally three. Unfortunately, the credits rolled before I could give her an orgasm."
He pulled his cock out of her ass and said, "Now cocksucker, come and suck my cock."
Tabitha began to turn around to obey, when I walked over, dropped to my knees and took his cock in my mouth.
I am sure Tabitha's mouth dropped, but I just started sucking eagerly as my master explained, "Tabitha, your fiancé became my little faggot yesterday."
Tabitha, "Is that true Carter?"
Cavin took his cock out of my mouth and said, "Bend over faggot." I obeyed and I was looking her straight in the eye as his cock slid into my ass. Cavin then said, "Tabitha, shove your pussy, that still has my first load of cum in it, in your fiancé's face."
Tabitha looked at me with a look I could not read. She walked over to me and slapped me in the face. She began to leave when Cavin said, "If you leave now, you will never get my cock again."
Tabitha stopped.
"You gave me your pussy in less than 10 minutes after you left your man, so don't you get all dignified."
"But, at least I am not gay."
"Grab my cellphone from the table there Tabitha." She obeyed. "Sit down." She obeyed again.
He clicked a button and said, "Latasha, where are you? Really, perfect. Bring her too and get your ass to my room now." He hung up and continued, "So Carter, we did a quick tour, my hand on her ass the whole time and I asked her if she wanted to see my room. Now she had to know what was going to happen if she said yes, that she would cheat on you, but she said yes. We got to my room and I simply dropped my pants and said, 'Suck my cock'. She looked at my large cock and then leaned forward and took it in my mouth. I then said to her, 'Do you want me to fuck you?' And what did you say slut?"
"Yes," she responded.
"So I pounded your little innocent fiancé and shot a loud into her cunt. She then went back to sucking my cock and I told her it was time to lose her anal cherry. She was pretty scared at first, but with some lube and a few minutes of slow fucking, she was really enjoying it, weren't you whore?"
"Yes," she said, glaring at me, "It was great to have a real cock in me."
"Ouch," he laughed, "Carter actually has a decent sized cock. Anyways, then you walked in a couple minutes into her riding my cock. Tabitha is quite flexible." He grunted as he kept fucking me.
I looked at Tabitha and said, "I am sorry too Tabitha. I tried to resist, but I couldn't. I have no idea why. I'm so sorry."
Tabitha, tears streaming down her face again, said, "I'm sorry too."
"Ahhh, true love," Cavin said, just as the door opened and two girls, one black dressed as a slutty nurse, the other Asian, dressed as a nun, walked in. "Hey ladies."
The tall thin black one walked over and kissed Cavin, as if seeing him fuck a guy was normal. "Latasha this is Carter and his fiancé Tabitha."
Latasha said, "Hi and this is my new dyke Anna."
"Well Tabitha here says she is not gay and is quite upset her man likes playing with pipe, so I thought she should at least see what she is missing."
Latasha walked over to Tabitha, pulled her up, and kissed her. Tabitha did not pull away and then Latasha broke the kiss and demanded, "Tabitha get on the couch." Tabitha looked at me, then Cavin, but obeyed.
Latasha demanded, "Anna, get to work." Anna rushed over quickly and began licking Tabitha's pussy. Latasha then straddled my girl's face and demanded, "Lick my box cunt."
I had a great view of the lesbian action as my master hammered away at my ass. The two sex scenes continued for a while until I heard Tabitha's muffled screams as she clearly orgasmed, followed by feeling a load fill my bowels. The little Asian kept licking Tabitha's pussy and she had a second orgasm before her virgin lesbian tongue finally brought Latasha to an orgasm. Latasha stood up and said, "So still not gay?"
Tabitha stunned said, "I have never had an orgasm like that."
"Yes Anna is a very good pussy pleaser and I believe you will be too."
Tabitha blushed.
"Tabitha get dressed you are coming back to my sorority tonight for a long night of training."
"I-um," Tabitha began.
Latasha walked over to her and shoved two fingers up her cunt, "Look bitch. You are my dyke now. I am your mistress. Understood."
Terrified, my no longer pure, innocent fiancé said, "Yes."
"Yes what?" she asked her fingers pumping in and out of my fiancé.
"Yes mistress," she moaned.
"So what are you?"
"Your slave," she moaned obiedently.
"Good and for disobeying me, you will crawl all the way to my sorority, understood."
"Yes mistress," she responded, looking at me helplessly.
Latasha, pulled her fingers out of my girl and walked to a back drawer; she then returned with a collar and a leash. She hooked it around my fiancé's neck and got ready to leave. She looked at Cavin and said, "Anna here has never had a real cock before, why don't you break her in."
Anna's eyes went big with fear, but much to her obedient credit, she did not say a word.
Latasha asked Anna, "Do you want Cavin to fuck your virgin pussy?"
"If you want me too," she responded.
"I do," Lastasha said. "Let's go dyke," she demanded as my fiancé crawled out of the room like a puppy dog.
Cavin said, "Well that went even better than I could have imagined. Anna come over hear and suck my cock, I just might have enough for one more load."
"Yes sir," she said and began sucking her first cock.
"Carter, you may go."
I got dressed, and left. I walked down the hallway and realized I was still horny. I went back up to Austin's room, hoping for one more ass fucking, but no one answered. I cursed and started to leave when a guy turned the corner and said, "Looking for Austin?"
"Yes, I have something to give him."
He laughed, "I know what you want to give him."
"Um."
"You came here to fuck his ass, didn't you?"
I blushed and quickly turned and ran out of there as fast as I could. I then remembered I had his cell and gave him a call. On the third ring he answered.
"Hi Austin, its Carter."
"Hey man, where are you?"
"Just outside your dorm," I responded.
"Oh yeah, I am guessing you are calling for a late night booty call."
"Yes," I responded.
"If you want to join our party, come up to fourth floor commons area."
"I'll be right up" I said way too eagerly and hung up the phone.
I got to the fourth floor common's area and almost shit. A full scale orgy was ongoing. A hideous woman in her 60s was getting fucked by some skinny nerd; two chubby brunettes were in a 69; a skinny black guy was sucking off a large white man; two guys were in a 69 as well; a tiny redhead was being d'pd ; three guys were on a couch, each had a girl between their legs sucking on their cocks; an East Indian woman was being fisted by a large black woman who in turn had a beer bottle being fucked in her pussy by a much skinnier black woman; Austin was on the floor sucking a cock of some skinny Asian, while being fucked by a well built white dude. He winked at me as I walked up in front of the tiny redhead and placed my cock at her mouth. She looked at me, smiled and took it in her mouth. After she had me revving to go, I looked around. I wanted to dominate someone.
I walked up to the skinny black guy sucking cock and placed my cock at his ass. He looked up and then went back to sucking cock. I took that as permission and slid my cock in his ass. His ass was not as tigt as Austin, but it would do. I fucked him for a while until I heard Austin say, "Carter, get over here and fuck me."
I slid out if the bottom I had been using and moved to Austin. "You ready for my cock faggot?"
He whimpered, "Yes, fuck my ass."
I slid in his ass that was already filled with cum. The extra lubricant enhanced the pleasure as I began pounding him. He gave his now signature grunt as I began to hammer away at his ass. My mission was one last cum so I fucked him had and fast. As I was about to cum, I pulled out and sprayed my cum towards the two girls still in a 69. They both looked up and then returned to each other's cunts. Exhausted a sat down on a chair. I watched the orgy and decided to call it a night. I headed out as I saw the black guy I had briefly fucked slide his cock into Austin's well fucked ass.
I shook my head and headed home.
BACK TO THE PRESENT
Well that was many years ago. Tabitha and I broke up shortly after that night; last I heard she is married and teaching grade 2 at some small southern school, or so facebook says. She has two kids, and seems to be living the dream we once had together.
Me, well I continued being Cavin's little cocksucker as he called me until I graduated. I fucked Austin regularly and allowed Elmer to suck my cock almost every day. Man I miss his sweet mouth. I got involved in some all guy orgies, went to the odd gloryhole and even fucked the odd girl. But after I graduated, I got a job at a marketing firm in a different state, met a girl, got married and had two kids myself. My wife knows nothing of my past, but next weekend is our ten year reunion and I just got a facebook message from Cavin, first time I have heard from him in years, and the message said "Looking forward to seeing my little cocksucker."
As soon as I saw those words, all those feelings swarmed back inside me. And I know, next week I will be on my knees begging to have the privilege to suck his cock and take his rod in my ass. I'm also sure we will want to fuck my wife. I'm also sure I won't be able to stop it.
Fuck, ain't life a bitch.
The end
Please take the time to vote and/or comment. It is these comments and votes that keep me motivated to write.
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Craig was at home working on a budget proposal on his computer when it crashed. He cursed, but was happy that he had recently saved his work to his USB. As he wondered how he would finish this without going to work he saw his wife's laptop. He grabbed it and flipped it open. A website was already up called literotica and it was in a search engine under loving wives group sex. As he investigated further, he found his wives' computer had many stories all about wives being in gangbangs with a willing husband. Craig smiled. They had often talked about adding a guy or a girl or a couple guys to their sex games, but it had always been just that, talk. As Craig read the stories, many of them had the wife being forced to submit to the men, and he instantly knew what he was going to do.
That night, with his wife, Amanda, handcuffed to her bed, he fucked her hard and hinted subtly at his plan. As he thrust his cock in her wet pussy he whispered in her ear, "Wouldn't it be nice to have a second cock in your tight ass as I fucked you baby?"
She moaned, "Yes," as he hammered her harder.
"Would you have fun eating Lisa's pussy as you took two hard cocks in your pussy and ass."
She moaned, "Hmmmmmm," as he stopped, his cock completely inside her.
"Tell me baby, would you eat Lisa's pussy for me?"
She looked back at her husband and said, "Yes, I would do anything for you."
"Anything," he asked coyly.
"Yes, anything," she responded before pleading, "Now please fuck me."
Craig obliged fucking her fast as he contemplated his plan. Within minutes, he exploded with his cum filling his wife's eager pussy.
They well asleep, Amanda unaware of her fantasy coming true tomorrow.
NEXT DAY So Craig set a plan in motion by sending his lovely wife a text message:
My little toy, Do the following when you get home: -take a nice bubble bath -Shave your pussy -Have your hair in pigtails -Put on the outfit that is laid out for you on the bed: front lace low cup corset, matching side tie thong, and matching garter and stockings
At 7PM, I expect you on your knees at the front door waiting for me. Craig
Amanda was driving home from work when her phone vibrated. She checked the message and smiled. She loved role playing and could tell that today was going to be the school girl fantasy, one of her favorites. Amanda, when in pigtails, looked 19 and innocent. This was, of course, ironic considering she was far from innocent and her fantasies were even further from such purity. She often fantasized about being gangbanged by her husband's buddies and being seduced and dominated by her good friend Lisa. Amanda sped home and obeyed her husband's commands completely.
As she sat by the door, dressed as instructed, she pondered what her husband had in store for her. The last time such a plan was made she ended up taking his cum up her ass for the first time and loved it. As she was considering this, Craig opened the door, walked over to her, dropped his pants and shoved his cock in Amanda's mouth. Amanda instantly started pleasing her husband and was not surprised when he grabbed her pigtails and started to face fuck her. After only a few minutes of fast paced assault in her mouth, Craig sprayed his cum down her throat.
Craig then instructed his hot wife to kneel in the middle of the living room where he put on her ankle and writs cuffs then attached her wrists and ankles to the I-shaped double spreader bar. Now on all fours and unable to move, he kissed her passionately and told her how beautiful she was. He then asked her, "Are you ready to make one of your fantasies come true?"
Amanda smiled teasingly, "Yes," completely unaware of what her handsome husband had planned.
Craig then put the blindfold on her and kissed her passionately one more time before strapping the ball gag on her. Once in place he reached under her and untied her corset to remove it and then her thong, leaving her there completely vulnerable in only her garter and stockings.
Amanda sat there waiting for some sort of assault to begin. After a few minutes she began to wonder what exactly he had planned. What fantasy was he preparing to make come true? What was taking so long? She was horny as hell already. The seconds, became minutes and she began to wonder. She could here him in the kitchen apparently getting something ready; was he microwaving popcorn? Why would he be microwaving popcorn? As she reflected what the heck was going on the doorbell rang. Panic quickly overwhelmed her; was this just a coincidence or was this part of the plan? Was he serious last night?
She heard Craig say "Come on in."
She then heard a man she did not recognize say "So where is this hot piece of ass?" He walked over to the bound woman and said, "Nice, very, very nice."
Craig said, "Want a beer?"
"Sure," the 6 foot 4 stud said.
There was another knock on the door. Craig answered it as he said with a laugh, "Hey Ryan, ready to tune your instrument."
"Indeed, bro, you sure about this?" the long haired guitarist and best friend asked.
"Deadly," he said as they entered the living room to see Amanda bound, blindfolded and gagged.
Ryan said, "Hey Amanda, you look good."
Amanda was freaking out inside, yet her pussy was already wet; 'Is he setting up a gangbang?' she thought to herself. Immediately Amanda was excited and yet slightly scared.
Suddenly the door opened again as Amanda heard the voice of her good friend Lisa. "Knock, knock, anyone home."
Craig called, "Come on in Lisa."
Lisa entered the living room and smiled. She walked to Amanda and whispered in Amanda's ear, "I can't wait to have you taste my pussy Amanda. Are you ready to taste your first pussy?" She then slid a finger down her back and then headed to the kitchen.
In the kitchen, Craig, Ryan, Wally (Craig's new boss) and Lisa were getting ready to play poker.
Craig explained the rules: "The winner of each hand gets to draw from the prize bucket. Whatever they draw they get to do with my wife. As for the game, the small blind is five bucks, the large ten bucks."
The first hand was an interesting little piece of poker. Nobody folded early, as each person, hoped to get the first go at the bound woman. Wally ended up winning with kings over eights, just beating Ryan's jacks over tens. He pulled out a piece of paper and read: "ONE MINUTE OF FINGERING HER DELICIOUS PUSSY."
Wally looked at Craig, waiting for any last minute change of heart, and then went to claim his prize. He rubbed Amanda's pussy before inserting his thick finger inside her, pumping her wet pussy. He said "Wow, her cunt is soaked already." He fingered her hard. Amanda's moans were muffled by the ball gag in her mouth. She had no idea who was fingering her, but it felt amazing. Any fears of the situation quickly washed away as soon as the finger entered her pussy.
Then suddenly she heard her husband say, "Time's up. Next hand."
The finger left her pussy and she thought, 'Time's up, what the hell. What is going on...are they playing poker?' She sat there bound, helpless, horny, waiting to be used and pleased.
In the kitchen, the second hand was dealt and won again by Wally, this time with two pair. He went to the bucket and pulled out "TWO MINUTES WITH THE TOYS." Wally went to the living room and saw an array of toys. He grabbed the small butt plug and inserted it in Amanda's pussy to lubricate it and then slipped it into the wife's tight pale white ass. He then grabbed a 6 inch vibrator and turned it on high and slid it in her pussy, sliding it in and out slowly. Amanda started to move her ass back on the toy, attempting to get the toy in deeper. Wally smiled and said, "Aren't you a horny little thing. Don't worry, you will get my thick, long cock soon." He then slapped her ass, leaving both toys in her as he returned to the card table.
Amanda sat there alone again desperate to cum, but helpless to make it happen. The toy in her pussy gave her constant teasing sensations that had her willing to do anything to get off.
The third hand was entertaining as the drawn cards included a king, queen and ten of hearts. The potential for a big hand was huge. Wally folded, but the pot still was over 100 bucks. Ryan showed his two kings, followed by Craig showing his nine and eight of hearts, Lisa then flipped her cards and she had the ace and jack of hearts. She smiled and walked over to bucket marked Lisa. She pulled out the paper that read, "TWO MINUTES OF KISSING."
Lisa smiled and went to her friend. She whispered in her friend's ear in a sexy but stern tone, "Don't say a word." She then removed the ball and kissed her friend. The kiss started soft and sweet, but then got hot and passionate. Craig said "time's up", but the kiss was not immediately broken. Lisa eventually broke the kiss and said, "I will keep the gag off for now slave, but I don't want to hear a word from you unless spoken to, understood?"
The blindfolded slave shook her head yes. Amanda sat there bound, a vibration still thrilling her cunt, a plastic toy in her ass. Her best friend had just made out with her. Amanda wanted to cum so bad, but obviously had no control over the scenario.
Lisa returned to the table. The fourth hand was won by Wally with simply King high if you can believe it. The paper this time said, "A TWO MINUTE BLOW JOB."
"Nice," he said, as he walked over to the bound sexy slave. "He dropped his pants and placed his 9 inch thick cock at the lips of the bound woman. He said, "Suck my cock baby" as he pushed his cock in the pretty wife's eager lips.
Amanda was surprised, his cock was substantially thicker than her husband's; he was also longer she would soon realize. Amanda moved up and down on the cock as best she could considering her bound condition. The owner of the cock said, "That's it slave. Suck my cock. Later it is going in your other two holes." Amanda kept sucking, desperate to cum, she would have fucked a homeless guy right then. She then heard the words she was beginning to despise, "Time's up." The hard stiff pleasure stick left her mouth and again she was left alone, still with a toy teasing her pussy and another lodged in her ass.
In the kitchen, another hand was under way. Craig had two aces and probably could have won this hand, but he folded and watched as Ryan finally won a hand with a flush. He went to the basket and pulled out "ONE MINUTE OF PUSSY EATING." Ryan then went to his best friend's bound wife and pulled the toy out of her pussy and crawled underneath, awkwardly with bars in the way, and uncomfortably began licking her soaking wet cunt. She moaned and kept trying impossibly to lower her cunt on Ryan's face. Amanda desperately wanted to cum and a tongue was one way that could happen for her. But as was the case all evening so far, the pleasure was short lived as the mystery tongue left her. Thankfully for her, the toy was not put back in and she was able to calm herself down slightly while she waited the next tease. She wanted to speak, beg to be pleased, but she knew from her past with Craig that disobedience was unacceptable.
Back in the kitchen, Lisa and Wally were the last two remaining in an interesting hand. The cards on the table were a King of clubs, a five of diamonds, a two of spades, a two of hearts and an ace of clubs. Both kept raising their bet, confident they were going to win. Wally flipped his cards over, he had a full house kings over fives. Lisa smiled seemingly defeated before flipping over a pair of twos. She had four of a kind. Craig laughed and said, "Well for that you get two draws." Lisa did a little curtsy as she stood and pulled out a piece of paper. "HAVE YOUR PUSSY LICKED FOR TWO MINUTES."
Lisa walked over to her friend and said, "I have wanted you to do this to me for a long time. Amanda my dear, my best friend, now my little sex slave, lick my pussy." Lisa standing placed her pussy right in front of her friend's face and a still blindfolded Amanda began licking her friend's pussy. It was awkward; it was sexy. Amanda thought to herself, 'It's happening, I am pleasing Lisa.' She desperately wanted to make her feel good and lapped the best she could under her bound restraints.
Just as she began to get into a comfortable motion she heard her husband say "Lisa, come and draw your second slip."
Lisa's delicious pussy left Amanda's eager submissive tongue and Lisa pulled out a second piece of paper. Lisa read it out loud for her friend to hear, "FUCK HER ASS WITH A STRAP-ON FOR TWO MINUTES."
Amanda let out a shocked gasp, but did not speak. 'Was my best friend going to fuck my ass?', she thought. The contemplation did not last more than a minute, as she felt the butt plug escape her tight ass and felt soft, warm hands, on her hips.
Lisa said, "Tell me Amanda, do you want your friend to fuck your ass?"
"Yes, please, Lisa, please fuck my ass," she begged, desperately wanting her friend to do just that.
Craig lubed the toy for Lisa and then Lisa slowly pushed the thin strap-on in her friend's ass. Amanda let out a delicious moan as the plastic cock slowly filled her ass. It was thinner than her husband's that had become a regular in her ass the past couple months, so it did not hurt at all. Amanda, as horny as she had ever been before moved back on the cock taking the whole 6 inches in her ass. Lisa chuckled and said, "That's it slave, fuck my cock, fuck it hard."
Amanda quickly obeyed, bouncing back as hard as she could, desperate to obey.
Craig then said, "Sorry, girls, that was hot, but your time is up."
Lisa pulled out and Amanda let an accidental "Nooo," escape her lips. Immediately, the ball gag was back in her mouth.
Craig then said, "Well since our little toy disobeyed an order of silence, we should take a break. Let's go and check the hockey game."
Amanda heard the disappearing of steps as they all went downstairs, she was so close to cumming and now she had to sit bound and wait. Amanda sat alone; frustrated; desperate; humiliated; yet, most of all horny. She waited what seemed like hours, but was really only twenty minutes.
Amanda heard the footsteps of them returning and then they disappeared into the kitchen. The game resumed. The hand was won by Wally. He grabbed another slip. It read, 'TWO MINUTES IN HER PUSSY.'
Wally gave a smirk and then and without any warning at all, penetrated their bound slut. The whole nine inches were immediately engulfed by Amanda's pussy as a scream of surprise tried to escape her gagged mouth. She had never felt such a big cock in her and was immediately in love with it. The intruder did not make love to her, he fucked her. Pounding her hard, making each thrust go deeper than the one before. Amanda was again close when she felt him pull out. Her ass tried going back to retrieve the erect pleasure stick, but she was unsuccessful.
Alone and desperate once again, she waited as in the kitchen another hand was dealt. This time Lisa won again, and she walked over and drew a slip. As she read it, her eyes went wide. She looked a Craig and said, "Are you serious?"
"What does it say?" Craig asked innocently, knowing full well what it said. He was sure that although Lisa was a confident, outgoing, feminist on the outside, she was an eager, submissive, slut underneath, who desperately needed to be dominated. So he decided to test his theory.
"TWO MINUTES OF SUCKING THE COCK OF CRAIG'S CHOICE," Lisa said.
"So who do you choose?" Craig asked showing his dominant side to Lisa.
Lisa paused as she realized this turn of events, before she asked, showing her submissive side, "So who do you choose for me Craig?"
Craig smiled and said, "Ryan's."
Lisa smirked at Craig; she could play the game too, as she disobeyed the order and instead walked over to Wally's 9 inch rod. Lisa dropped to her knees and took it in her mouth in front of the other two men.
Craig smiled, Ryan looked on surprised. Craig said, "Oh Ryan, most girls will do anything you want, if you set the opportunity right; although Lisa is a bit of a tougher nut to crack."
Ryan chuckled, "So it seems."
Wally moaned, "Suck it baby. How does my meat taste?"
Lisa moaned as she tried to take as much of his thick rod as she could. Lisa's pussy was wet by being controlled in such a dirty way; when time was up, Lisa stood up and said, "I want that cock in me later."
"No problem baby," Wally said confidently.
Another hand was played and another win for Lisa. Lisa looked at Craig and said, "Any other surprises for me?"
Craig shook his head and said, "No, just the one." There was a pause before he said, "Unless you want more surprises."
Lisa, who could play the game too, walked over to Craig, put her hand on his cock, through his shorts, and said, "I like surprises." She rubbed his cock through the shorts and then walked back to the basket. She pulled out her last slip. It read, "FACE FUCK FOR YOU, TILL YOU CUM."
Lisa looked at Craig confused and he said, "Follow me."
Craig then took a strap-on cock, placed it on his wife's head, and strapped it on tight. He then removed the blindfold from his wife. He smiled at his wife and said, "Hope you are enjoying your surprise."
Her eyes tried to thank him as she saw her friends' ass and shaved pussy backing up on her. Soon the boys were getting an amazing show. The bound woman, dressed in a garter and stockings, was fucking her best friend with her face. She tried to move back and forth, trying to please her friend in a way she had never even imagined possible. The scene lasted over ten minutes until Lisa came from the strange fucking.
Lisa took a well earned rest as the boys went and played a hand without her. As Lisa recovered, Craig finally won a hand, and pulled out a slip that read '30 SECONDS IN EACH HOLE'.
Craig went to his wife and first slid his rock hard cock in her mouth; he then went behind her and slid his cock in her pussy, fucking her ever so slowly; finally, he filled her final hole, the pace still tender and slow. He then returned to the table and said, "Lisa, get over here and suck Ryan's cock.' This was a bit of a gamble for Craig, but as he expected, it paid off.
Lisa began to walk over to Ryan when Craig demanded in a stern voice said, "No. Crawl." She stopped, considered this, but dropped to her knees and crawled under the table. She got between Ryan's legs and took his cock in her mouth. The two guys gave Craig a look of 'wow that is impressive'. Craig said, "Last hand, winner gets first choice of which hole in our triple penetration gangbang."
Wally won the hand and immediately said, "Think your wife can take my cock up her shithole?"
Craig smiled and said, "You won the hand. It's your call." Craig pulled Lisa up and said, "I am calling a rain check for Ryan now. But you will be taking his load later, understood?"
"Yes," Lisa said submissively, again grabbing Ryan's cock, stroking it softly, "Are you sure you can handle me?"
Ryan smirked, "Is that a challenge?"
"I guess it is?" Lisa said as she gave his cock one more tug and walked to the other room.
Craig went to the living room and unhooked his wife from her bounds and said, "Are you ready for your first dp?"
Amanda, dying for an orgasm, begged, "Yes, please I need to cum so bad." In a heartbeat, Ryan was on the ground and Amanda's pussy engulfed his cock as he straddled him. She leaned forward and watched over her shoulder as Wally, a guy she had never met before, placed his thick cock at her ass. She moaned aloud as the thick cock slowly slid into her ass. Wally was tender as his cock slowly opened up her ass. Slowly, his cock was deep in her ass and soon Craig was watching his beautiful wife get dp'd. The look on her face was pure delight. He then moved his cock to his wife's lips and she eagerly took his cock in her mouth. Lisa came around and played with Amanda's breasts. The scene went on for a while. Amanda was in complete ecstasy as she was used as a complete fuck-toy by the men. She came over and over from the double penetration and the complete submission of her fantasy.



Wally grunted, "Take my cum up your ass slave," and began exploding a large wad of his seed up her rectum.
As he pulled out, Amanda began to really bounce up and down on her husband's best friend's stiff erection never once taking her husband's cock out of her mouth. With each bounce, Ryan's cock disappeared deep inside the horny slut. Her fourth and fifth orgasms shook her body before
Ryan came inside Amanda's willing pussy. Craig followed releasing a load of his own juice down his wife's throat.
As the boys collapsed on the chair and couch, Lisa grabbed her friend and demanded, "Get me off baby."
Amanda, who had very limited experience with women, eagerly went between her friend's legs and began licking. Lisa, horny from the debauchery of her friend, came within only a couple of minutes of her friend's tongue. She then pulled her up and they began a lengthy make out session.
When they were finally done, Amanda looked at her husband and said, "Thank you...I have never came so many times in my life." She then surprised everyone by walking over to Wally and taking his cock in her mouth again. After gobbling up as much as she could and getting the cock as stiff as she could, she straddled his cock, a foot on each strong leg and dropped her still soaking wet pussy on the erect missile. All nine inches disappeared inside her. She began bouncing on the cock moaning, "Oh my god, you are so big. Make me cum, please." Wally then flipped her on her back and slid back into her shaved cunt and fucked her deep and hard.
Ryan taking Craig's advice demanded, "Lisa, get over here slut."
Lisa look briefly startled but obeyed and took Ryan's cock back in her mouth. Amanda saw this and smiled as she was ravished by Wally's manhood. When Ryan was hard he bent Lisa over and said, "I'm going to fuck your ass baby."
Lisa's eyes went big as she pleaded, "No, fuck my pussy, I have never had a cock in my ass."
Ryan smiled and said, "Well let's make that statement a lie for the future," as he reached for the lube. He then placed his rod at her ass. Lisa did not move away and just waited nervously as Ryan slowly penetrated her no longer virgin ass. The pain was intense briefly, but slowly faded as Ryan tenderly pushed inside. "Should I pull out Lisa?" he asked when he was half in her ass.
"No," Lisa responded in a commanding tone, "Go deeper, start fucking me."
Ryan obeyed, moving in slow thrusts, each one going a bit deeper as he watched his best friend's wife get fucked hard. Craig moved over and shoved his semi-hard dick in Amanda's face. Amanda tried to suck his cock, but had difficulty as Wally's thrusts were shaking her whole body.
Ryan's cock now completely filled Lisa's ass and her animated moans echoed the room.
Wally pulled out and sprayed his cum all over Amanda's face. Amanda attempted to retrieve his cum, but instead found Craig's cock back in her mouth. Craig grabbed her head and fucked her lips rambunctiously. Nearby, Ryan watched Amanda's complete submission and smiled, Lisa's ass was the tightest he had ever fucked and he planned to fuck it again and again. Craig gave out a grunt and sprayed his load all over Amanda's face as well. Ryan turned on by the look of his best friend's wife's face full of cum, pulled out of Lisa's ass and moved to the cum covered girl. After a few strokes with his hand, he sprayed a third load of cum on this beautiful, obedient slave.
Craig grabbed a camera and took photos of his submissive slave and then more as Lisa cleaned all the cum off his wife's face. Wally got up and dressed and said, "That was fun. See you at work on Monday."
Amanda looked up and said, "He works with you?"
Craig laughed and said, "Honey, he is my new boss."
Lisa grabbed Amanda and they got into a sexy, sweet 69 and tenderly licked each other's pussies as Ryan headed out as well. After a couple more orgasms, the girl's finished and Lisa got dressed.
Craig walked over to her and said, "You were very good slut."
Lisa blushed and said, "Thanks Craig. It was a lot of fun, but outside of this house, we go back to things as they were before."
Craig gave a little smirk, still completely naked, as he bushed her head down and she fell to her knees. He said, "Beg to suck my cock Lisa."
Lisa looked up into Craig's eyes, his cock just inches from her mouth, and said, "Craig, can I please savior your hard cock." Her voice oozed with sensuality.
Craig tapped her lips with his cock and she obediently opened. Craig began to move his cock in her mouth before he pulled her back up, kissed her and said "Thank me for allowing you to be the whore you are."
Lisa defeated whispered, "Thank you for allowing me to break free of my shell." She paused before finishing, "Thank you are turning me into a slut."
Craig smiled and said, "Now never question me again; I do not tolerate any disobedience."
Lisa shook her head submissively whispering, "Understood."
"Now get out of here and go please Ryan, I am not done with my wife," Craig ordered as he then slapped her ass as she left.
Amanda was still on the floor still exhausted. Craig walked over to her and pulled her up beside her on the couch. "So honey, how was making your fantasy of being our little fuck-toy for you?"
Amanda smiled and said, "Amazing. Thanks for making it happen."
"You have no idea how happy I am to hear that, because this is only the beginning," he replied.
Amanda looked into her husband's eyes and said, "I wasn't lying, I will do anything you ever ask me too. Anything."
Craig smiled and said reflectively, "You know what?"
"What?" asked Amanda as she stroke Craig's slowly rising cock.
"This would make a great story for the literotica website you enjoy so much, don't you think?"
Amanda's eye went wide as she realized her husband knew her secret. She began to talk, but her mouth was silenced by her husband's growing cock.
As Amanda bobbed up and down on her husband's cock, Craig announced, "Did you know there is a gloryhole downtown at McPherson's adult shop. Would you like that sweetie?"
Amanda moaned a submissive yes as her husband pulled out and slid his cock into her well fucked ass. "I love you Amanda," Craig said sincerely.
"I love you too," Amanda moaned as her husband's cock filled her ass.
THE END ~ For now....
Please take the time to vote and/or comment. It is these comments and votes that keep me motivated to write.
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I am a MILF Hunter. Now although I do occasionally fuck some young college girls my age, I focus on women of experience.
Now I should note, not to brag or anything, I am very blessed. I am 6 foot 2, 220 pounds of pure muscle, black hair, brown eyes and a very respectable 8 and a half inch cock. I was an all star receiver in my high school career and was very popular. Now in my fourth year of college, I am a starter for my college football team and have dated many very hot women in my past, but they always seemed so artificial.
My first two years of college were really great. I got a football scholarship to a good school, was a starting receiver and got excellent grades. I also had great success with the ladies, having slept with over 30 coeds. But my personal view on sex changed dramatically during the summer between my second and third year. I had returned home for my summer job and was at a club hoping to get laid when a simple moment changed me forever.
It was late and I was just accepting I wasn't getting laid when I noticed Mrs. O'Conner, my grade 12 Math teacher with a couple other ladies. She gave me a smile when she noticed me and waved me over. I went over, bought the ladies a round of drinks, and just was my usual funny self-confident me. I jumped slightly when my sexy 40 something teacher but her hand on my leg. I was more surprised when it slid up further. My cock got hard in my pants, but I was sitting in an awkward spot and had to adjust. As I lifted my butt up to adjust she noticed and whispered in my ear, "Is that shuffle because of me?"
I blushed and said coyly, "Maybe."
Some slow song began in the background and she said, "Come dance with me Darian." She then grabbed my hand and led me to the dance floor. She was wearing a one piece red dress, black pantyhose and red high heels. She looked amazing. (I should also note I had or have a fetish for stockings and pantyhose and girls my age seldomly wear them) She pulled me close, her breasts crushed against my chest and breathed into my ear, "Darian, do you find me attractive?"
I grunted, "Yes," greatly distracted by her breath in my ear.
"Darian, I have wanted to fuck you ever since I saw you here tonight."
I coughed in surprise. She looked at me and said, "Do you want to get out of here?"
I nodded yes and she said, "Let's go."
I followed her out and she hailed a taxi. Dressed as she was, a cab pulled up in a heartbeat and we were in the backseat. She told the cab driver an address and then shoved her tongue down my throat. Her hand slid lower as she kissed me passionately. She began unbuckling my belt when the cab driver came to a stop. She paid the driver and we entered a nice house. As we entered, I saw a big picture of her with two girls about seven and nine years old. Nowhere was there evidence of a man. But before I could inquire she was already pulling down my pants. Before I had time to even think, her mouth was bobbing up and down on my cock. All the girls I dated it was a chore to get them to blow me, and here was my old teacher devouring my cock. She took almost all of it down her throat and was doing something I can not even begin to explain with her saliva.
In only a couple minutes I felt my orgasm coming and said, "Mrs. O'Conner, I am going to cum soon."
She kept sucking, faster now, and I shot a full load of cum in my ex-teacher's mouth. She kept bobbing, retrieving every last drop of my semen. I was 21, so not surprisingly, my cock stayed stiff in her mouth. Only two girls had swallowed my cum and both had complained, so this was a revelation. She finally quit and looked up at me and said, "Are you ready to fuck me?"
I pushed her on the ground and was greatly surprised to see she was wearing stockings and a garter. I pulled off her skirt and then slid her thong to the side and went down on her. She moaned the second my tongue touched her and I began to please her. I love eating pussy and considered myself to be pretty good at it. She seemed to agree as she began moving her ass up pushing my tongue deeper into her. In only a couple minutes she came and then begged, "Please fuck me Darian, fuck your teacher."
I moved up and simply slid my cock into her very wet pussy. She wrapped her stocking legs around me and pulled me in deeper. I kissed her hard as my cock penetrated her as deep as heavenly possible. Unlike many younger girls I had fucked who barely moved during sex, Mrs. O'Conner was verbal and active. She broke my kiss and said, "Harder Darian, fuck the shit out of me. Make me cum again."
Obeying, I flipped her onto her knees and penetrated her from behind. She toyed, "That's it stud, hammer your teacher." She bounced back on my cock, meeting each of my thrusts, taking my entire cock in her pussy.
Taking a risk, I pulled out and said, "Mrs. O'Conner, beg for my cock."
She whimpered and said, "Oh please Darian, fuck me like a whore. Make me cum baby. I need to cum so bad."
I slid back inside her drilling her as deep as I could. "Oh yes, oh yes, I'm cumming, "she screamed. I kept pumping until her orgasm subsided, and she turned around and took my cock back in her mouth. After a couple minutes of expert sucking she stopped and said, "Ready for more stud?
My cock answered with a solid salute as she had me sit on the couch and then straddled me slowly taking my cock deep in her pussy. I couldn't believe how amazingly tight her pussy was in this position. Her flexibility was also something to be memorized by. She moaned as she moved up and down on my cock. No coed had ever been so animated and so thrilling. I was hooked on my older teacher.
Her tight cunt, squeezing my cock, was too much as I warned, "I'm going to cum soon."
My ex-teacher quickly dropped to her knees and took my cock back in her mouth. She ravished my erection and swallowed my second load down her throat. She kept my cock in her mouth until it started to shrivel. She then got up and said, "That was amazing Damian. I so needed that."
"You were amazing too. I have never had anyone do what you did to me," I admitted.
She smiled and said, "Well Darian, my ex-husband has the kids every second weekend, so if you ever need to release some stress give me a call." She then stood up, went to a table and gave me her card.
Anyways, as mentioned, that was the turning point of my sex life. The rest of the summer, O'Conner, and I fucked many times. It was around then that a revelation occurred to me. That was by far the best sex I had ever had. I wondered if other older woman were as eager to please. My quest, ever since, is to seduce older women.
The following summer I fucked Candice O'Conner, or should I say, Candice Simmons, the morning before she got married. She insisted that would be the last time, but then during spring break and with much more experience with other MILFS (I will share another time) I decided to return to my first one more time.
I was at a pub with the boys catching up and after they headed out to their respective ladies at 10:30, I called my now married old teacher.
She answered her cell and whispered, "Darian, what do you want?"
I responded, "You," I responded matter-of factly.
Still whispering she said, "I told you the last time would be our last, I am married now."
I chuckled and said, "Tell you what Mrs. Simmons. If you really believe that fine, I will never call you again. But if you ever want to feel my cock in your pussy again, I expect you to be at McClaren's Pub in 30 minutes," I paused before finishing "and dress to please." Before she could respond, I hung up and waited.
Twenty minutes later, as expected, Candice arrived at the bar in a red cocktail dress, black stockings and clearly pregnant. I quickly pondered if it was mine, but I had not seen her in over 9 months so I was safe. She walked up to me and I said, "Well today is just full of surprises."
She sat down and said, "Darian, we can't do this anymore."
I smiled and said, "If that is true, why are you here dressed to please me?"
She looked at me and said, "I-I."
"I have never fucked a pregnant woman before," I said, my hand now on her leg. "Do you want me to fuck you?"
"No, yes, oh Darian," she broke down.
I decided then that I wanted to dominate her. I had learned many older women were submissive and I had a hunch she was too. I gave her a hug and said, "Candice, if you don't want me, that is ok, you can go; if you do, I am going to dominate you completely."
She looked at me slightly surprised, "What do you mean?"
"I will treat you like a complete whore. I will release all your stress by taking away all your inhibitions," I explained as my hand went under her dress.
"I," she began.
"You must commit to obey everything I say today. Without question," I stressed as my finger slid into her pussy. She opened her legs for me to have easier access as I continued, "Do you want to submit to me?"
"Yes," she said clearly.
"Completely," I asked sternly, my finger now slowly moving in and out of her pussy.
"Yes," she responded. "Dominate me."
Colin, a buddy of mine and a bartender here came over and asked if we needed a drink. I smiled and said, "No, I think it's time for me to go and fuck my pregnant little slut here." He smirked as Candice put her head down. I continued, "Candice, Mrs. Simmons, please tell by buddy Colin here what you want me to do to your pregnant married body."
Candice looked at me humiliated. "Answer now if you want my cock in you slut."
She whispered, "I want you to fuck me."
"But you are married?"
"I know," she almost inaudibly responded.
"And your pregnant?"
"I know," barely escaped her lips.
"How many months?" I asked.
"Seven."
"Where is my finger right now?"
"In my cunt," she replied.
I moved my finger inside, searching for her g-spot, after a few seconds, she yelped as I found it. "Cum for me baby," I said as I rubbed her clit as I put pressure on her g-spot.
Unable to control herself she had an orgasm from my finger letting out a clear orgasmic scream. The ten or twelve people still in the pub looked over and I said to my pregnant little slut, "Fuck you're a horny little slut."
Colin sauntered off shaking his head as I continued, "Did you see that blonde over there shaking her head at you."
"Yes," she replied trying to regain their composure.
"Walk over there and tell her that you are my whore and she should stop being a judgmental bitch."
"But," she began.
"No buts slut. I own you tonight. If I tell you to eat her pussy you will understood?"
She looked at me defeated but replied, "Yes."
"Good, now get your ass over there."
I watched her go over to the chubby, but pretty, 40 something lady. The discussion was short and my little slut returned. The woman watched my slave return, her face red with anger.
"What did you say to her?" I asked.
"I told her that you were my master and I was your slave and that she had no right to judge me as I was just obeying my master's commands. "
"I see," I replied, "Let's get going I still have a lot planned for you tonight."
"OK," she said and followed me as I went directly back to the blonde.
I smiled at the blonde and said, "You wish you were my slave don't you?"
"Excuse me?" she responded shocked.
"You want my cock, I can tell," I said, as I wrote my cell phone number on a napkin and handed it to her. "Here is my number, call me when you are ready to be pleased by me."
I then grabbed Mrs. Simmons by the hand and walked out of the pub.
We went back to my car and as soon as I started driving I demanded, "Teach, suck me while I drive."
Although she again gave a sceptical look, she leaned forward and pulled out my cock. She took it in my mouth as I drove. Deciding I was hungry and to humiliate my little milf again, I went into a drive through. As we idled, she attempted to look up and I said, "Keep eating my meat baby, I am just going to order myself some meat."
She paused on my cock as she processed this information, but then went back to savouring my stiff cock. I ordered my food and when I reached the pay window I was greeted by a guy who gasped as he saw a head bobbing up and down on my cock. I said, "Slave say hi to," I paused to read his nametag, "Mark."
She looked up and said, "Hi Mark," and then went back to sucking my stiff erection.
I paid Mark, got my food and drove a few blocks to Colin's condo. I parked the car and being close to an orgasm, I just leaned back and watched my little slut suck until I shot my cum in her mouth. We then went up to the condo and after a quick bite to eat, I laid her on the couch and went between her legs. I licked her pussy and she orgasmed in only a couple minutes, I looked up, her juice on my face, and asked, "Horny are we?"
Out of breathe she responded, "I can't help it, this pregnancy has made me even hornier. Plus I can't explain it but the way you treated me tonight is such a turn on."
The next hour was a sex marathon as I ate her out again, she sucked my cock again and I fucked her pussy forever. Watching her on all fours, her seven month pregnant belly in plain view was such a turn-on. I came a second time in her pussy eventually and then we headed back to the pub. I dropped her off at her car and said, "Are you happy you came to meet me?"
"Yes," she replied, "But I feel awful cheating on my husband."
I shrugged and said, "You were fucking me before you were fucking him sweetheart."
"I know," she said, her hand on her pregnant belly, "But I am about to have a child."
"Well Candice, if you need some loving, I am in town all summer." I gave her a passionate kiss and then headed to my car.
As she drove away, I smirked, thinking I would have her again and again and then a lightbulb went off; she is seven months pregnant not nine, that would mean the baby was conceived in the summer...it could be mine.
THE END
Future stories will include more MILF seductions or conquests...any suggestions?
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In Chapters 1-6, Jessica (a beautiful white wife) and her daughter Becky became submissive and willing slaves to their seductive black neighbor Amy. Although not necessary, reading Chapters 1-6 will make this story make a lot more sense and is highly recommended.
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CHAPTER SEVEN: THE ALMOST BETRAYAL
I woke up feeling really strange. It was only yesterday that I had willingly allowed myself to become a sex slave to my black neighbour. It was only yesterday that I ate cum out of my daughter's ass after she was ass-fucked by a massive black cock. It was only yesterday that I was fucked in the ass by my vice principal in front of three students from my school. It was all only yesterday. Thus today everything seemed so surreal. What do I say to my daughter? My husband? I fretted in bed late and when I finally got up my husband was gone and my daughter was in the kitchen dressed in a complete hooters outfit. My daughter walked over to me and gave me a big hug. She, reading my thoughts, said, "Mom, things are still the same. I still love you. I still will excel in school. I still will play all my sports. The only difference is now I, I mean we, have a mistress."
"Um, ok," I said.
"Oh, one more thing is different too."
"Only one," I joked.
"Well probably more than one," she laughed, "You can have me between your legs anytime you want. You can taste your daughter's delicious nectar anytime you want." She was now in front of me, her breath on my ear. "You can fuck me anytime you want or I can fuck you anytime you want." My legs bucked a bit as her hand caressed my ass and she nibbled my ear. She then gave me the most sexual lengthy kiss a daughter can give a mother. She then broke the kiss and said, "I could throw you on the floor right now, spread open your legs and eat your pussy till you quake with pleasure. I could grab the strap-on mistress gave me to fuck you with and make love to my mother in such slow motion you will beg for me to make you cum."
"Yes," I moaned, eagerly waiting for her words to become reality.
She then turned and went to grab the toast that had popped from the toaster, "But mommy, mistress said we can't do anything till the party tonight."
After I regained my composure I said, "Honey, you can't do that to me."
"What?" she asked innocently. "Did your daughter get you horny?"
"What do you think?" I asked still feverish.
"Don't worry mommy, everything I said I would do to you I will, over and over again. By the way, mistress sent over our outfits for tonight." She did a twirl in her perfect hooters outfit, her firm breasts barely held in against the tight shirt and her legs looked amazing covered in the dark brown trademark hooters pantyhose that make every woman's legs look perfect. "Your matching outfit is in the bathroom."
"Thanks honey," I said and had breakfast. Slowly my horniness withered away and we actually talked about school and normal stuff until she asked, "So is working at school with Karen going to be weird after she took your anal cherry?"
I spit milk out of my mouth when my daughter asked such a blunt question. "How do you know about that?"
"Amy and I watched it live on the cam feed with Derek, before Derek fucked the shit out of me."
"Oh why doesn't that surprise me? Did you enjoy watching it?"
"Of course, although I missed a bit as Amy had me munching on her box for a while during the show. But I could tell you really got into it with that Lauren girl. I was almost jealous."
I blushed. "Um it was nothing. It was just to see such a good girl turn into such a, well, subservient slut, got me hot and I just had to have her. I can't even explain it."
"Don't worry mom. Mistress Amy told me I could have her as my personal fuck toy if I wanted. So she will be coming over tomorrow afternoon for her first training."
"Training?"
"Yes, I am going to turn her into my personal slave. Teach her the exact way I like to be pleased. She is my toy."
"Nice," I said a little annoyed.
"Mommy, you are not jealous?"
"No honey, it's just I want her to still be the same determined dedicated girl she was before these events."
"Oh mom, she will still go to Harvard or wherever she plans to go, she will just also be a sexual being. Something she was gifted by that black teacher."
"Heidi?"
"Yes her. Mom we are all better off now. I never knew such pleasure could exist. My last two practices since I became a slave were my best. All my stress, all that pressure, just disappeared when perspective was given."
"Perspective?" I queried.
"Yes. There is much more to life then just sports; or for Lauren just school. We are sexual beings and when we maximize our sexuality and find our perfect sexual bliss we can maximize everything we do. Don't you feel more liberated mommy."
"I never thought liberated. But I suppose it is true. The pleasure I have experienced these last 24 hours is more then I had my whole life combined. But in some ways I feel constricted now. I know that I am bound to needing that pleasure now, that I am addicted to that intense joy. How will I focus on my job? My life?"
My daughter came and gave me a massive hug. "Oh mom, wait till you go back to school on Monday, I bet you will be a better teacher. You will be thinking clear for the first time ever."
"What if someone finds out about my..."
She cut me off. "Mom, none of the girls will ever tell. If they do, they would be punished in such a harsh way. It won't happen. The biggest worry for me is how do I not just grab my hot teammate and just fuck her. But I don't. Will I try to seduce her in time, I might. Mistress Amy said seducing you was the most fun she had in a long time and you know me, I love a challenge."
I laughed. "Oh that you do. What surprised me honey is how easy you submitted. You are so strong-willed."
"Mom, I am determined in sports, but I have always been insecure sexually. I don't know why, but I knew the minute Amy touched me that I wanted to be hers. I had never even considered another woman before, but I knew in seconds that all I wanted was to please her. And the moment I was first between her legs I realized what I had been missing out sexually my whole life."
My daughter then kissed me, her tongue danced inside my mouth and then she broke the kiss and said, "Mommy, don't worry I think tonight you will get more than you ever imagined."
She left and I went and had a shower. After the shower I put on the hooters outfit and did my usual things. I marked a few papers, did laundry, watched an old CSI and just watched the clock slowly move closer to 7PM.
LATER THAT NIGHT
Becky and I had supper together and did not once mention the night ahead. At ten to seven, Becky announced it was time to head over and that was then I started to have second thoughts. Was I really going to be a sexual servant at a party for my neighbour? Was I going to allow my daughter to be used by god knows who? The more I thought about it the more I thought no, this was wrong. I decided we were not going to do this.
I said, "Becky, this is wrong."
Becky looked at me startled and said, "What is?"
"This whole thing; the outfits; the expectations. I am nobody's slave," I said with determination.
Becky laughed out loud, "Nice one mom, you almost had me going there."
"I am serious Becky. We are not going over there. We need to be much more civilized than this. You and I are more than just sex toys. "
Becky finally realized I was serious she panicked. "Mom, you have to go. We have to go."
"No Becky, I had a temporary lack of judgment, but I am back and I forbid you to go."
Becky got upset. "Mom you can't do this. You can't disappoint our mistress."
"Becky you got to stand up for yourself. We have to hold on to our independence."
Becky laughed, "I agree. I independently have decided I am going to my mistress's house." She got up to leave and I got in front of her.
"No," I said with great force. She looked at me, turned and went to her room.
Ten minutes passed till I went up to her room. I knocked on the door, but she did not answer. I slowly opened it and quickly realized she was not in her room. I knew instantly, she had gone out the window and was at Amy's house. I was furious she had disobeyed me. I headed instantly to Amy's and walked right in.
I was greeted by three women all dressed in the same hooter outfits. One was Abby Walker the local news TV reporter, another was Ashley Prollen a girl who lived three doors down the street and was a track star training for the upcoming summer Olympics. The third was Zelda Palkin, a girl who graduated last year from my school, whose parents were the richest family in town. I walked past them looking for my daughter. In Amy's livingroom were a variety of black women, all dressed very professionally, having cocktails. One black woman was having her feet rubbed by a young brunette, but otherwise it looked like a friendly social gathering. Amy and my daughter were nowhere to be found. I stormed upstairs to Amy's room and found her on her bed, dressed in a one piece pink sundress and matching pink stockings, consoling a crying Becky. Amy looked at me and said, "Slave Becky here was telling me you have had a change of heart."
As soon as she said that, all my convictions withered away, "I---yes---well."
Amy looked at me and said, "You are a whore. God Jessica, just yesterday you sucked my husband's cum out of your daughter's ass and today you feign morals. Plus if you are so morally prudent, why are you wearing the outfit I sent over?"
I looked in mirror and saw my reflection, one that said, "I am a whore."
Amy stood up. "You have greatly upset your daughter. Now I normally don't do this, but since we are neighbours this one time I will. If you really wish, you can take your daughter with you and leave, we will stay friends, but you and your lovely daughter, will never, ever be allowed to eat from my pussy. You can go back to your boring suburban lives or..." she paused as she pulled off her dress and sat on her bed, "You can beg for forgiveness and crawl over here. Understand there will be a severe punishment for your disobedience."
"Mommy please," pleaded my hysterically daughter.
Amy said, "Now, now Becky, your mommy controls your fate. What will it be Jessica, complete submission, or your so-called freedom. I have a party to host."
Again my body began to take control. All those morals I pretended to have faded away and I got on my knees and crawled over to Amy. Both girls smiled on the bed. As I reached her stocking-clad legs, she pulled me up and moved in to kiss me. Suddenly she slapped my face. I pleaded, "Please forgive me. As a mother I felt guilt for allowing my daughter to be used, but I should be grateful for you opened us up to a world we never knew existed. You found the sexual beast that was stirring inside of us, one I did not know even existed. I promised yesterday I would be a perfect slave and I meant it. I had a lapse of judgment, but I know my place. Use me. Punish me. Humiliate me. My servitude is more important than my husband or my job. To make it up to you, please make me do something that you have never had anyone else do. Mistress Amy, I love you. I mean it with all my heart and only now realize my weak resistance earlier was an attempt to not accept my undying love to you. Not only do you own my body, you own my heart."
Amy then kissed me. "Jessica, don't you see. I love you too. I could have made you my slave long time ago. The seduction was because I love your purity, your sincere heart, your beauty. I want you to be a part of everything I do, but I must know you understand your place. I know you will never do that again, but trust me I am not forgiving a second time.
Amy kissed Becky and said, "Now get downstairs and serve wine to my guests." Becky obeyed and then Amy looked at me and then kissed me with such tenderness and passion that my knees went weak. She broke the kiss and said, "Unfortunately, I have to get to the party so I can't discipline you now. Go downstairs and serve with your daughter. Of course, understand you can not say no to anyone's commands."
I responded, "I understand mistress," and headed back downstairs.
CHAPTER EIGHT: THE PARTY
When I arrived downstairs I was a bit taken back. Things had changed a fair amount in ten minutes. Becky, Abby, Ashley and Zelda were all on their knees eating pussy while being timed. As I walked in a woman said to me, "Whore, get between my legs, you are already behind."
I looked up and saw it was school board chair Patricia Heet. She was the biggest bitch on the board.
I quickly went over, got between her chubby legs and started licking. I kept licking; her pussy already drenched, and got her off in only a few minutes. I learned that I had finished last.
Patricia said, "Well Mrs. Jamieson nice to see you. You were last. The person who finishes last in each event gets punished." She looked around and then went to the table that had a smorgasbord of toys. She grabbed a massive 8 inch strap-on and bent me over. She ripped by pantyhose to get access and without any lube started pushing it in my ass. I quivered in pain as she continued pushing, even though my rectum attempted to reject her. Slowly, but surely, all 8 inches filled me as I whimpered in pain. Then she slid back out and exploded back into me, plugging my ass deeper then I ever thought possible. This ravishing of my ass continued for a few minutes until I slowly began enjoying it. She then pulled out and had me suck the toy dry.
Another black woman I did not know then said, "Ok ladies after round one it is Becky 5, Ashley 4, Abby 3, Zelda 2 and Jessica 1. For round 2 we need the boys." She whistled and in came 15 large black men. Each naked, each with a massive already stiff cock. "Sluts," she continued, "Your job is to retrieve 3 loads of cum down your throat as quickly as possible. The last place whore will be punished. Betting may begin."
As all five of us got on our knees, I saw women betting on who would win this competition. Most bet on Abby, while only one woman bet on me. I looked around and still did not see Amy. Anyways, the woman said, "On your mark, get set, suck." I laughed, but was quickly muffled by a stiff 8 inch cock. I quickly went to work. I bobbed up and down on his cock desperate to get him to cum quick. After only a minute I heard the woman say that Abby is on cock two. I picked up the pace and was rewarded with a load of salty cum. I then went to cock two and began sucking. I heard Jessica is on cock two and a few seconds later Becky is on cock two. As I deep throated this thick, but small, black cock, I realized just how much I loved this submission. I wanted to win, I wanted to please, and I wanted to feel the hot seed spray down my throat. As I felt the seed of the second guy spray the back of my throat, I heard the woman say Zelda and Ashley are on cock two. I quickly got to my third cock and almost choked when I saw its 9 plus inch length. I took it in my mouth and started working, I heard the woman say Jessica is on her last cock. I kind of smiled, as much as one can smile with a big black cock deep in their throat. My happiness was short lived as I heard the women say and Abby is now also on her last cock, followed by Becky is also on her last cock. I bobbed up and down, my jaw already sore, but my determination to win so great. I never got the whole cock in, but I got a ton of it and as the stud grabbed my head and started face fucking me, I knew he was close. Soon I felt his seed slide down my throat and he kept on fucking my mouth until every last drop had been retrieved. As he slid out, I looked around and saw that Ashley had just began sucking her last cock and Zelda still was working on number two. As I took a brief rest, I watched my beautiful daughter suck the cock of some 60 something old man. She bobbed up and down eagerly, not remotely disgusted by the kinkiness of the situation. At about the same time both her and Abby finished off their men. Zelda finally started number three, just as Ashley swallowed her final load. At this time, the woman said, "This time Zelda is in last place. Now as you all know Zelda is from the richest family in town. It is time to pay back that family and all the condescending arrogance." She grabbed a camera and said, "Zelda tell your mommy who owns you now."
Zelda looked straight into the camera and said, "Hi mommy. I love you. I also love to eat black pussy. To take a big, thick long black cock and suck it, then take it in my young ripe pussy and then have him shoot his full load right up my tight rectum. Mommy, I am a submissive slut."
The women snapped her fingers and instantly three hard black cocks appeared. Zelda looked at the camera and said, "Mommy, watch me take a cock in all three of my holes. " She then straddled one cock, took another in her ass and a third in her mouth. As the young girl seemed in exotic bliss, I was jealous. Why couldn't that be me? I won.
As I thought this, I saw Mrs. Palkin walk in with Amy. I am sure it was all orchestrated, but the look on her face was pure shock. Amy said, "You got to watch your daughter's declaration of her servitude. Now it is time for you to join her." Mrs. Palkin said nothing her facial expression telling us little.
Zelda took a load of cum all over her face and said, "Mommy, you got to have some real cock, oh yes, fuck my ass. Yes." With that Zelda came from the double pounding.
Amy then said, "Mrs. Palkin, undress."
Mrs. Palkin shook her head no. Amy laughed and said, "That is one. Undress."
She again shook her head, but with less confidence.
Amy smiled and said, "That is two. You do not want to hit three slut. Three means this video of your daughter is online in the next hour. Now get undressed."
She looked around, realizing her predicament, and then slowly slipped off her skirt, her pantyhose, her blouse and bra. She had an amazing body still.
"Now since you disobeyed me twice, instead of getting a nice hard dick in you, you are going to retrieve the cum from your daughter's ass."
"No, I can't that is incest," she pleaded.
Amy smiled, "After you retrieve the cum from her ass, you will retrieve the cum from her pussy and keep licking until your whore daughter cums all over your face. If you do not the video goes online. You choose."
At that moment one guy shot his load into Zelda's ass and pulled out and then Zelda bucked up and down on the black cock until this seed sprayed inside her vagina walls.
Zelda slid off, got on all fours and said, "Mommy, please cum and clean my ass."
Tears filled her eyes as she walked over to her daughter and buried her tongue in her daughter's just fucked ass. The camcorder taped the incestual situation as Zelda then got onto her back, grabbed her mother and shoved her mother's face into her pussy. Zelda was a dirty little bitch who verbally abused her mother, "Oh yes mommy slut, suck my cunt. Mistress is taping this and you are now her slave too. You have eaten cunt before haven't you mommy, finger me mommy. I am going to be using you every night mommy. Oh mommy, you are making your baby so wet, my cunt is wet from your lesbo tongue mommy. Make me cum. Yes...."
Amy, now in charge, said, "Well welcome guests. Betting will begin on round 3 asap. Third round is who can resist an orgasm for the longest. After two rounds the score is Becky 9, Ashley 6, Abby 6, Jessica 6 and Zelda 3. Sluts lie down and spread em."



We all did. Then each of us was inserted with a thick vibrator turned on high. We then had a vibrating egg slid into our ass. Amy explained, "The first one to cum loses and so forth. Good luck whores." The double sensation was pretty intense, but I just tried to ignore the teasing tantalizations. It only took a couple minutes before Becky orgasmed screaming 'Fuck yes,' from the toy sensations. I instantly worried about her punishment, but stayed focused on winning. During the next couple minutes Ashley and Abby also climaxed and it was just Zelda and me. Just as I was close to cumming I heard Zelda scream and then seconds later I followed, winning my second straight round.
Amy announced, Jessica with back to back wins is now in the lead, but her daughter now needs to be punished for her quick pussy trigger. But first lets watch the trailer for my brand new movie I just finished editing late last night. Please watch the video called "The Seduction of a Surburban Housewife."
My mouth dropped as I began watching my downfall to whoredom. The video started when I came over the first day, it then replayed every sordid piece of my journey. It focused on my face blushing when she talked about her sex life; it caught me starring at her stocking covered legs on many occasions, it replayed the key moments of my drunken night where she dressed me, the video focusing on my facial expressions as she dressed me and when she later kissed me. Only a couple seconds of me fucking my husband were there. Then it went to me watching our mailman pleasure Amy, focusing on me licking my lips (which I did not even know I did). It then went to Becky being seduced and finally by me submitting completely to her and eating cum out of my daughter's ass. The video ended with me taking a strap-on in my ass and eating out an 18 year old teenager.
Amy then said, "I get horny every time I watch it. Anyways, Becky and Jessica come on up here and act out this script I wrote for tonight. But first, go to the washroom and put on your outfits."
Becky and I went to the washroom and saw that I was to put on a nun outfit and Becky a cheerleader outfit. Becky laughed and said, "Well this should be interesting."
I shrugged, "We are way past interesting don't ya think?"
"I suppose," she laughed as she finished putting on her outfit. I finished putting on mine and we returned to the show. Amy handed us scripts and said, "Don't disappoint ladies."
We sat down on two chairs and began our scripted dialogue.
Becky the Cheerleader: I need to confess.
Jessica the Nun: The pastor is not here right now, do you want to confess to me?
Becky: Um...ok.
Jessica: Of course, we can't do it in confession.
Becky: Ok. Well, um, I have done a lot of bad things lately.
Jessica: Go on my dear.
Becky: Well, I have become a slave to my black neighbours. I have eaten vagina, had sex in all three of my holes and my mother also became a part of the action retrieving the sperm from inside me.
Jessica: Oh dear. And you came here to be forgiven dear?
Becky: God no, I want to know how many Hail Mary's I have to do when I plan to keep doing it.
Jessica: Excuse me.
Becky: I know I am a whore now, I can't change that. The pleasure is heavenly.
Jessica: Ummm...
Becky: Also, can I Hail Mary in advance?
Jessica: No. Why?
Becky: Well, I planned to just suck off Pastor Trenton, but I guess I could do you.
Jessica: What?
Becky: (Moving right in front of me) I am going to make you scream to the Gods.
She then kissed me. Of course I feigned shock, but let Becky undress me. She then dove into her mommy's pussy. As she brought me to a desperately needed orgasm I screamed "Oh yes, you are forgiven. Keep submitting," and orgasmed on my daughter's face. I then pushed her to the floor and said, "I need to cleanse the sin out of you my dear." I then buried my face in my daughter's delicious pussy. I licked her pussy and slid a finger inside her to bring her to a second orgasm in a few minutes.
We then got up as Amy said, "Another great movie by the mother-daughter team. So to recap after three rounds it is the MILF Jessica with 11, her dyke daughter at 10, Ashley right behind them with 9, our local celebrity with a disappointing 8 and our rich bitch with a mere 7 with only two events left. The next event is extreme fucking musical chairs. As you can see there are five chairs. You will walk around until the music stops and then your job is to get the person off as fast as you can, any way you want. The last one to get their person off is out."
All five of us began are walk around the 5 well hung black studs. Each cock looked delicious as the first song, Britney Spears 'I am A Slave 4 U" played. The music played over almost the songs entirety before coming to a stop. I instantly dropped to my knees and took a nice stiff cock in my mouth. I bobbed up and down and was disappointed after a couple minutes to hear Amy say that Abby was finished. Just as I felt my man's legs begin to tighten I heard Amy announce that Becky had advanced as well and seconds later I advanced as a jet stream of salty goo slid down my throat. I got up and watched the two other young girls both desperately try to get their men off. The two sucked and as I watched I noticed neither had great technique. Zelda had no flow and Ashley did not go deep enough. Finally Ashley got her load of cum and Zelda was eliminated.
Amy said, "Zelda you will go to the bathroom for your punishment. The remaining four will continue the game." Four ladies, all somewhat overweight, sat on the chairs and opened their legs. The music began, this time it was Kiss's 'Lick it Up' and I had to laugh. The music played till the end of the first chorus and when it stopped I instantly dove into the wet and oddly smelling pussy of a large woman. Although somewhat awkward, I got to work. I decided to concentrate on her clit as I slid two fingers into her dripping cunt. This technique got her off relatively quick, just seconds after Abby had got her woman off. It was down to Becky and Ashley to advance and I watched with a rather perverse excitement. I silently cheered on my daughter to get off her chubby woman and although it was close, seconds really, Becky advanced to the third round.
Amy narrated, "And then there were three." Three elderly men, all over 70 at least, maybe 80, sat down on the three remaining chairs. Each black man had a limp cock sitting between their wrinkled legs. As I pondered which of the three would be easiest to get off Prince's 'Get Off' began to play. The song played for only a few seconds and I was back on my knees trying to get a limp cock awake. It took a while, but eventually the cock sprang to life and once it did it took only a couple minutes to retrieve his cum. I got up and watched my beautiful daughter lose as Abby wiped cum off her lips.
Amy announced, "And now for the final round of extreme musical fucking chairs. The winner will be the first ever champion of this probably annual new event. Jessica you sure seem to be doing well in these events after considering leaving me today."
I looked at her and said, "I will do anything to please you mistress."
Amy smiled and said, "I know you will. So in the final we are going to do something quite different. Jessica and Abby will get in a 69 and the first one to cum loses. Ladies get at it."
I pushed Abby to the ground and soon we were desperately licking each other's pussies. Both used are hands to probe each other's cunts and attempt to find the magical g-spot. Unfortunately for me, she found mine first as she slid one finger up my ass, had another in my cunt and I came hard all over her. As I began to get up Abby said, "Keep licking bitch," and shoved my head back between her legs. I got her off in only a couple more minutes and stood up pissed that I had lost.
Abby announced "There will be a 10 minute break before the final event of the night. The score with one event to go is Jessica 15, Becky 13, Abby 12, Ashley 11 and Zelda 8."
I went over to Becky and said, "How you holding up?"
"Fine," she responded and said, "You have been amazing today mom."
I shrugged and said, "I don't know what is in me, but as soon as the event starts all I want to do is win."
"Well that you have been doing."
"Except the last one," I said frustrated.
"You can't win them all mom."
"I suppose," I responded, "But I hated losing to that bitch."
"Mother," my daughter said in a faux shocked tone, "what has happened to my prim and proper mommy."
I smiled, leaned into her and whispered, "She died." I then kissed my daughter passionately.
Becky eventually broke the kiss and said, "Fuck you're a slut mommy, but I have to go pee before the last event."
"I should too," I said and we both went to the washroom.
When we got in there we both were shocked to see Zelda dripping in urine. Zelda looked at us and said, "Please straddle my face and pee on me."
Becky shrugged and said, "No problem bitch." She then did exactly that and sprayed her golden stream all over Zelda's face and hair. She then turned to me and said, "Your turn mommy."
I slowly moved to Zelda and straddled her, but couldn't pee. Zelda then moved forward and put her tongue directly on my pee hole. The pressure was all I needed and I peed all over the rich little girl. If she was humiliated she didn't show it as she opened her mouth and tried to drink as much of my urine as she could. When I was done she licked the last drops of piss from my cunt and said, "Thank you."
I looked down at her and said absurdly, "Your welcome." I then moved away from her trying to avoid any urine on the floor. I went to the sink and washed my hands, legs and feet and then returned for the final event.
Amy was on stage and waved us sluts over to her. The four of us, Zelda was still in the bathroom, stood side by side waiting our final task. Amy then announced, "And now for the final event...Fantasy. Each girl will have one minute to tell the audience their dirtiest fantasy. They then will be scored by the judges. Up first is Ashley."
Ashley came forward and began, "Well as many of you know I am training for the Olympics. In my fantasy I, of course, win gold and it is at the after party where things get crazy. At the party I am seduced and then dominated by the luscious black women from the South African countries. First I am pleased by many women as they sensually please my whole body. After I have orgasm after orgasm, I am forced to please all the women. I eat pussy after pussy after pussy as dark skinned African men fuck my pussy and ass filling both my holes with their cum. I want ever load to fill my pussy and ass until it is dripping out of me."
Amy clapped and said, "Very nice Ashley, now let's see if that is a gold medal performance. Judges."
The first judge gives her a 9, the second a 9 as well and the third an 8.
Amy said, "Wow those are very good numbers. The bar has been set high tonight. Up next is our little reporter slut Abby."
Abby grabbed the mic and began, "Well I would be at the Olympics as a reporter, just kidding. No in my fantasy I would become a famous reporter and get to interview all the celebrities. I would get a reputation as being a very thorough journalist who has an expert tongue. I would become a celebrity pussy pleaser, pleasing the pussies of all the top movie stars, divas and so forth. I would be invited to parties where I would just be placed in a bedroom to eat pussy after pussy."
Amy came forward and said, "Well there are some celebrities I would love to have and," she paused for effect, "some I already have. Judges the scores."
The judges were not overly impressed as she got two 7's and a 5.
Amy said, "That keeps Ashley in first with 26 and Abby a distant second with 19. Up next is Becky."
Becky paused for a second before she began, "Well I am on a girl's college volleyball team and most of my teammates are fucking hot. In my fantasy, which I plan to make a reality, I would seduce my team one by one. I would start with Karen, she is a freshman who is a virgin by choice. She is from Wisconsin and apparently they don't believe in sex before marriage. I would seduce her slowly and then turn her into my personal sex toy before offering her here to you all as a contestant at next year's party if that is allowed. I would then get her to help me seduce the other members. After they were all seduced, I would offer us to our black sexy coach and we would all serve her as obedient white sluts as God made us. Thank you."
Amy exclaimed, "Well that is the first time someone has offered us a virgin. Becky you make sure you keep us posted on this exciting conquest. Now judges if you would."
The judges, not surprisingly, liked Becky's fantasy as she received a nine and two eights.
Amy shrugged and said, "Well Becky that was a great fantasy but not enough to take the lead from slut Ashley. Now last, but certainly not least, Jessica."
I grabbed the microphone and began, "Before the last few days my greatest fantasy was two orgasms from my husband in the same week. Now today I have so many fantasies that I know can come true. I want to go to a board meeting as Mrs. Heet's white whore and be forced to please every board member; I want to go to a glory hole and suck cock after cock; I want to go to my daughter's college, walk into the boy's locker room and have them take turns fucking all three of my holes; I want to have my own 18 year old high school girl as my personal slave when I need to get off at school; I want to be a part of my daughter's exciting fantasy; I want to please every man and woman here; lastly, I want to be the best slave to Mistress Amy ever. My fantasy has become my reality." I then dropped to my knees in complete submissive compliance.
Amy in awe by my words said, "Well that was cheating a bit my slut, but I sure as hell enjoyed it. Judges what is the verdict?"
The judges were almost unanimous as I got two 10's and a 9.
Amy said, "Well that is official slut Jessica with 29 wins this round and the crown of complete whore for the night. Your reward is you get to use the other slaves as you see fit tonight. The final score in case anyone cares is Jessica with an impressive 20, Becky 16, Ashley 15, Abby14 and Zelda, who is still in the bathroom as our personal toilet, 8. Now as you ladies collect your wagers or count your losses, feel free to have another drink, use a slave or fuck each other, whatever. Jessica get over and eat my pussy."
I eagerly obliged savouring every lick of my mistress's perfect pussy. I lapped slowly, teasing her; I fingered her gently, probing her; eventually when she was close she pushed my face into her pussy and rubbed her pussy all over me until she came. I then got up and looked around. The event had turned into an orgy. Becky was being fucked from behind by a big black stud, I couldn't tell pussy or ass, as she sucked on another stiff rod. Abby was fucking an obese black woman with a strap-on; Ashley was in between some sexy black woman's legs as an older black man fucked her ass. Around the room other woman were eating each other; men were getting blow jobs; men were fucking women; a black elderly man was sucking a cock while another black man was being fucked by a strap-on. All perversities were in full scale. Suddenly I felt a hand on my waist and soon felt a cock in my ass. I obediently began bouncing back on it eager to feel it fill me completely. He eventually came in my ass and over the next hour I had two more loads of cum fill me, one in my mouth and the other in my cunt. I ate out a few more pussies and then as things calmed down I grabbed Abby Walker and said, "Lick my ass whore."
She began to say something but I slapped her in the face and then pulled her face into my ass cheeks. I looked and saw that Ashley and Becky were both pleasing a pretty 20 something woman while most of the others were leaving or already had left. After a few minutes of humiliating the reporter bitch, I had her eat my pussy to a breathtaking orgasm.
As I looked over Ashley and Becky were now in a 69 and both were fingering each other furiously as they lapped at each other's ripe pussies. As I watched intently, Mrs. Heet came over to me and said, "That was a very ambitious fantasy slut. But I would hate for you to lose your job or me to have certain secrets revealed. But I would like to have you as my personal hostess at my weekly card night with some of my closest friends."
I smiled and said, "Wouldn't miss it maam. When is it?"
"Thursday evening at 7. Of course I would like you there at 6 to get into the proper attire."
"Of course," I responded.
She leaned in and kissed me. When she broke the kiss she said, "I will e-mail you my address and bring your daughter."
"Yes maam," I responded and watched her go.
Amy called me over and said, "Did Mrs. Heet invite you over to your house?"
"Yes mistress," I answered.
"She loves to humiliate just so you know."
"That doesn't surprise me at all."
"Anyways, you still need to be punished, but I have not decided how yet, but leave next Saturday open as that is when it will take place."
"Yes mistress."
"OK, I am exhausted, I am going to bed; you can let yourself out whenever you wish."
"Thanks mistress," I answered.
She smiled and said, "You can call me Amy sweetheart."
"Goodnight Amy," I said as my heart warmed with her generosity.
My daughter was brought to one last glorious orgasm and the night came to an end. We both made it home exhausted and slept in the next day till after church.
I got dressed, hoping to look good for when Lauren arrived for her training with my daughter...hoping to be a part of the training,
The end for now...
Upcoming? What should Jessica's punishment be? Any suggestions please drop me a line.
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PROLOGUE: WHAT IS LOVE?
L-o-v-e. Just four tiny letters.
Love. Just one simple word.
Love. No two people would create the same definition.
Love. So many different kinds; so many different emotions. I love my mother; I love my decaf mochas; I love my teddy bear from when I was three; I love the Big Bang Theory; I love to read; I love teaching; I love wearing stockings; I love sex. Yet had I ever felt true love? I don't know. I definitely thought I was in love on a few occasions, but that faded away over time.
I love you. Three simple words. I have said them before; I have had them said to me; were they meant sincerely? I like to think so. Were they actually true deep down in their heart? Maybe.
This is a love story. This is my love story. Is it a traditional love story? No. It is a complex, layered and sexually filled story. Will you think it is a true love story? That is up to you, as each defines love as they see it. So don't judge my view of love. It is messy, complicated, addictive and, yet I think, pure.
It wasn't until I was 26 and my best friend for many years announced she was engaged and getting married that I realized I was in love; pure, unconditional love. A love that overwhelms you. It is intoxicating; bewildering; overwhelming; haunting. This is the story of how I found such a love.
For me, love equals Gwen.
CHAPTER 1: A REVELATION
Gwen and I were best friends since grade 10. We had almost every class together and graduated together. We both lost our virginity at our grade 12 prom, on a double dare that had become a tradition between us. We would both dare each other to do the same thing. In grade 10 it was to walk up and kiss a nerd; by grade 12 we were daring each other to flash old men, go without underwear during a cheerleading practice, and lastly daring each other to give up our cherries to our respective boyfriends at prom, both of us having turned 18 the month before.
In college the dares got crazier, each one created by me. Gwen was psychologically shy, yet when a dare was given the shy facade always seemed to fade away as she also hated to lose.
Anyway I digress; we both got our teaching degrees at the same college. Luckily for us, we also got jobs at the same school; me teaching kindergarten and Gwen teaching grade 3. Over the next few years I dated a couple men before strictly dating women. Unfortunately, I had been through a string of women. I broke up with women for many trivial reasons: she had an annoying laugh; she was too high maintenance; she was too low maintenance; her family was crazy; she wasn't intelligent enough for me; she was too intelligent for me; she wasn't good enough in bed; etc... What I realized after the fact is they actually all had the same problem...they were not Gwen. Gwen, on the other hand, dated a couple guys briefly before falling hard for a decent guy named Rob.
Anyways, life went on and had been very normal, until she announced she was getting married. It shouldn't have been a big deal as they had lived together for two years already and nothing had really changed in our relationship. We still had our weekly girls' night, our occasional dares, our daily phone calls and our constant text messages. Yet, when she gave me the news, something triggered deep inside me. I had this empty feeling and then it was replaced by this overwhelming fear and then it was replaced by something I can't explain. A light bulb went on. It didn't flicker, it shined bright. I was in love with Gwen. Not as a friend, not as a sibling; no, I loved her in an 'I want to spend the rest of my life with you' love.
That night I went to bed alone thinking of the few times we experimented with each other. It started with drunken kissing a few times to tease the boys at the pub, then one time for the boys when I fingered her, on a drunken dare of mine, for their entertainment; on a few occasions we masturbated side by side as we watched some porn and then eventually helped each other reach orgasmic bliss once...just once. I remember how gentle she was and how she found my g-spot, something very few had ever been able to do. In retrospect, that night was so tender, so gentle, and so perfect. Unfortunately, we never were intimate again, nor had we ever talked about that one special night.
Then I reflected on our friendship. I was the outgoing one, while she was more reserved. I was sarcastic funny, while she was quirky funny. I was always the one making the plans, while Gwen simply went along with it. I was confrontational, while she avoided it at all costs.
The more I considered Gwen and me, the more revelations exploded inside my head. She always let me decide what we did when we went out; she never disagreed with me, even when she clearly didn't agree with me; she always listened to my advice on fashion, make-up, etc.; she began wearing stockings after I suggested that they were sexy (now she always wears them).
As I considered our brief intimate encounters another eye-opener emerged. I was always the initiator, while she was always the follower. When we first masturbated each other it was me who suggested she let me help her out. It was all coming together. The puzzle pieces didn't all fit yet, but the picture was beginning to come into focus. Gwen was submissive. I had been with a few submissive women in my past and knew how to manipulate them. If Gwen was submissive, which I was pretty sure she was, I could seduce her.
I should note that I am a very attractive woman. I am 5 foot 6, hypnotic hazel eyes, long red flowing hair, small but firm breasts, a perfect tan, an intoxicating smile, a tight ass and luscious legs. I don't mean to sound arrogant, but men and women have been checking me out since I was a teenager.
Gwen is also pretty, but in a much more wholesome way. She is more the girl next door type. She is a brunette, with unique crystal blue eyes, large breasts which she often hides behind sweaters, a slightly chunky ass, lips to die for, cute dimples and a smile that sparkles.
Anyways, I fell asleep pondering...did she love me too? Would she have done more with me if I had made a move?
A few things became crystal clear:
1. I loved Gwen.
2. I had to stop the wedding.
3. I had to seduce Gwen.
I barely slept as I considered by seduction plan.
CHAPTER 2: BUYING A BRIDESMAID DRESS...THE SEDUCTION BEGINS
The next couple of weeks it was simple things. I started hugging her when we saw each other and complimented her every chance I got. The compliments during this time were simple, flattering compliments, things a man would never say. "Oh you painted your nails a new shade of red" or "Those shoes really help showcase your legs," or "Is that a new lipstick? It really makes your lips come to life." Each compliment seemed to perk up Gwen.
Then we went bridesmaid dress shopping.
"So what color are you thinking the bridesmaids should wear?" I asked as we arrived at the store.
"I don't know I was thinking green."
"I look amazing in green," I said flirtingly.
"I know it's your favourite color," she responded.
I coyly ask her, "But do I look hot in green?"
She blushed, ever so slightly, as she said with a slight laugh, "Yes, you look hot in green Julia."
I smiled and gave her a big hug. I then whispered in her ear, "You look hot in everything you wear." I then kissed her cheek, something I had started a couple of weeks ago, and we started looking at dresses.
I pointed out a couple nice ones and then headed to try on a nice dark green one that was sexy, yet still wedding appropriate. When I came out to show it off a pretty saleswoman, who looked to be in her early twenties, give or take, was there to assist us. Her name tag said Emma. I looked in the mirror and asked, "How do I look?"
Gwen said, "It looks really good on you."
"You think?" I asked. Taking a long look in the mirror I then said, "This would definitely need stockings."
Gwen agreed, "Yes, either black or dark beige."
I looked at Emma and said, "Do you sell stockings here?"
"Yes," Emma responded.
I smiled at her, my sexy flirting smile, "Not pantyhose, but thigh high stockings."
Emma smiled back at me with a similar flirting smile, "Yes ma'am. That is all I wear as well. I would recommend French Coffee."
It was my turn to be impressed. "I have never heard of French Coffee as a colour."
Emma smiled and said, "Do you like the colour I am wearing?"
"They are very fetching, but they are suntan are they not?" I said.
"Very good. Well French coffee is a darker shade, one that would be perfect with that shade of green. They are a 50s style vintage stocking."
"Can you get me a pair?" I asked.
"Yes ma'am," she responded.
"It's Julia," I said.
"I will get you a pair," she paused smiling coyly at me, "Julia."
As she walked away, I watched her waiting for the look back; as expected, it came with a sly smile. I looked at Gwen and said, "What do you think Gwen? Think I can seduce her?"
Gwen looked at me with a look I could not read. "Well few have ever been able to resist the Julia charm." It should be noted that Gwen has seen me seduce many men and women throughout the years.
"You did," I paused, "Well mostly."
Gwen blushed, but before I could continue cute little Emma returned. The brunette handed me a package. Instead of going back to change in the dressing room, I simply opened the package and decided to put them on in front of the two girls I was trying to seduce.
I slid off my three inch pumps and slowly slid a stocking on my tanned legs. I made sure to make eye contact with Emma as I put on the first stocking. As I put on my second stocking I looked eye to eye with Gwen who watched before looking away when she realized I saw her watching. I then looked in the mirror. Pretty Emma was right. The stockings really showcased both my legs and the dress. My long red hair also was showcased by the dress. I never looked better. I looked at Emma and said, "Good call, how do I look?"
"You look radiant ma'am, I mean Julia." She said overly friendly.
"Radiant. That is very flattering. Can you bring me a pair of matching heels for this dress?"
"Sure," she said, "A size 6 I assume."
"You are very good at your job Emma, a size six indeed."
Emma walked away, her ass swaying perfectly in her tight black skirt.
I winked at Gwen as I quickly pulled off my panties and tossed them to Gwen. She was startled, but only briefly, as she quickly put them in her purse.
Emma came back with two shoe boxes and knelt beside me. I lifted my foot up, legs open enough to showcase my shaved pussy, as Emma slid on the matching green pump, slowly caressing the back of my ankle and calf as she did so. She was a seductress too. Even so, her face gave a startled look as she saw my uncovered cunt. She lingered longer than propriety would allow, before reaching down for the second shoe. As she put the second heel on, she again took a lingering look at my delicious pussy. As she was hypnotically seduced by my appetizing delicacy, I said, "Like what you see?"
She broke her stare and stood up embarrassed and tried to change the topic. "Um, those shoes really work for this outfit ma'am."
I smiled at her and said, "It is Julia dear. Plus you didn't answer my question." I then moved close to her and whispered, "Did you like what you saw."
Her face was red, yet she caught on to the game quickly as she recovered, "Very much so."
"I thought you would," I said and turned to look in the mirror while I winked at Gwen who shook her head. "Emma these are good, but not amazing. What else do you have for me?"
She reached for the other box as I sat back down and lifted up my leg, angled so this time Gwen could take a peak as well. Emma slid off my shoe and replaced it with a sexier pump with a strap that wrapped around my ankle. Emma took her time putting my shoe on; her gaze rarely leaving mine. When both shoes were on, I checked the mirror and knew instantly this was perfect. I did a twirl and said, "So Emma, how do I look?"
Emma walked over to me and said, "Ravishing."
I smiled back, "Thanks Emma. Gwen I think this is the dress and these are definitely the shoes. You think?"
Gwen, who was gawking at me quite frankly, responded awkwardly, "Yes, yes, they are perfect."
I turned to Emma, "We will buy it all Emma. Can you help me get the dress off please," I asked as I went into the changing room.
Emma looked back to see if anyone was coming before following me into the room.
As soon as the door was closed, I pushed her against the wall and kissed her passionately. She kissed back with a similar intensity. I broke the kiss eventually and she helped me out of the dress. I kept on the nylons and fingered my pussy quickly before putting my finger at Emma's lips. She obediently opened her lips and savoured my love juice. I then got dressed and said, "Emma, I will be at Le Chateau Club next Saturday, I expect you will be there."
She looked embarrassed as she whispered, "I can't."
"Why?" I asked with a seductive pout, "You don't find me attractive?"
"No, I find you incredibly intoxicating. It is just," she paused for a long time, "I am only 20."
"Really? You look over 21," I said genuinely surprised.
Her face glowed with pride as she said, "Thanks, I turn 21 in a couple of months."
"Well," I said, "Do you want to see me again?"
"Desperately," she said eagerly.
"Well then meet at Le Chateau Club at 9:30 next Saturday. I know everyone there, if you come with me they will let you in."
"Really," she said like a little school girl, "I have wanted to go there forever."
"Well consider me your Fairy Godmother, but a lot younger, hotter and someone you want to fuck."
She laughed and said, "I will be there; what should I wear?"
"It is a high scale lesbian bar, so dress classy, yet sexy. Your outfit should showcase your assets and have the other woman drooling to please you, but should also be made so others can easily access your...," I paused for effect, "fun parts."
She said, "I have a few ideas."
"You understand," I cautioned, "That you are must obey all my commands when at the club."
She looked slightly surprised, but quickly regained her composure, "Well that goes without saying."
I smiled, "You are a little deviant, aren't you?"
She moved in, her hand on my ass, "In more ways than one." She moved to my ear and whispered, her hot breath on my neck, my weak spot by the way, "What about your friend?"
I responded, "She's straight, or at least she thinks she is."
As my hand slid under her skirt, just teasing her pussy through her panties, she moaned into my ear, "She's a dyke, even if she doesn't know it yet."
She nibbled my ear, my knees giving just a hair, giving away my weakness, as I responded, "That's my hope."
I kissed her again one more time and opened the door. I went to Gwen and said, "Can I have my panties back?"
Gwen sheepishly opened her purse and handed them to me.
I gave them to Emma and said, "A gift for my little slave."
She smirked, looked around, slid off her panties and tossed them to me, "I can't take a gift without giving one back."
I grabbed them, handed her my phone and said, "Type in your number in case something comes up."
She grabbed the phone, expertly typed in her pertinent information and handed me back the phone.
I took it back, paid for my outfit, using her generous 25% discount, and Gwen and I headed out. We headed over to Annie's house for our once a month Bridge night where I purposely avoided Gwen as much as possible, trying to play a little aloof. Although I did tell the girls about the new girl I met and how she would be a good little plaything for a while. The girls called me a lesbian slut and I shrugged my shoulders and agreed.
CHAPTER 3: BUYING SOME TOYS
The school week went on with little fanfare as it was report card week, so both Gwen and I were bombarded with work. Writing down comments for 60 kids in every category of learning is exhausting and brain-numbing. So on Friday, Gwen and I went out for drinks, to celebrate another ending of report card reporting; Rob was out of town as was often the case. After a couple drinks we left, Gwen saying she was exhausted and needed some sleep. I laughed and said it was only 7, but I too was pretty tired.
As we got in the car I said, "Can we make one more stop?"
Gwen responded, "Sure, where else do you need to go?"
"The adult shop on 8th. I need a new toy or two for tomorrow night," I said rather matter-of-factly.
"Oh," Gwen said surprised and seemingly a bit crestfallen.
"Plus, you being an old married hen pretty soon, we should get you some special toys for yourself. Rob is out of town a lot."
"I --I --I have a toy."
"I know, the same small, thin vibe you had in college isn't it?"
"Maybe," she said ever so slightly defiant.
"It is isn't it?" I said while laughing, "I was just kidding."
She responded all defensive, "I don't need it, Rob is all I need."
"Really, Rob is gone for weeks at a time, how do you survive? If I don't get off every day or two I am a complete mess."
"Every day or two?" Gwen asked astonished.
"Usually every day, sometimes more than once, if I am being honest," I said honestly.
"Huh," Gwen said contemplating, her mine seeming to go elsewhere.
"It's settled girlfriend, we are getting you some new play things." We drove in silence for the last couple minutes of the drive.
We entered the store and I went directly to the toys. Now I have a decent collection of adult accessories already, but I decided this was a great opportunity to up the ante on my seduction of my best friend.
The first thing I did was grab a pair of handcuffs. "Ever been handcuffed?"
Gwen shook her head no.
"Well you really should try it. It is exhilarating when you are totally at the whim of someone else. It is, even better, to be the one handcuffing someone else. Suddenly you have all the power. These ones even glow in the dark, that would be pretty handy don't you think?" She didn't answer as I tossed a pair into a basket and said, "One can never have too many pairs." I then walked over to the vibrators. I grabbed a 7 inch black one and tossed it to Gwen. "Is Rob this big?"
Gwen blushed and looked at the toy as if it was an alien object.
"Twice as big as the one you have now." I then grabbed a 5 inch pink one with five speeds and said, "This may be more to your liking." I then took the black one and tossed it in the basket.
Gwen looked at the toy as I moved to a double ended dildo, something I didn't actually have. I looked at them as a saleslady, a woman in her late 40s, black hair, clearly dyed, and hazel eyes, walked over. I asked her, "Any advice on what kind of double ended dildo one should buy?"
Gwen dropped the toy when she realized someone else saw her with it.
The woman, clearly not fazed by such a question, answered, in a clearly British accent, "Well it depends on what you want. Our most popular, for women of experience, is our 7 inch long and a solid one inch thick double dong." She reached up to an upper shelf, where I got a good look at her still firm ass. She handed it to me still in its packaging.
"Have you ever used one yourself?" I asked teasingly.
She smiled and said, "Long ago in my college days."
"Was it effective?"
"Oh it did the trick."
Gwen just watched the sexual verbal exchanges, not saying a word, yet seemingly hanging on every syllable.
I looked at it and burst out laughing. "Gwen it's called the Pretty in Pink Double Dong. That is hilarious. Seriously, it even has two different John Hughes references."
Gwen looked at me confused.
"Well the Pretty in Pink reference is obvious, but remember in 16 Candles that Chinese exchange student is named Dong," I explained. I then continued, "I have to get this." I placed it in the basket which was already half full.



The saleslady then handed me a much slimmer blue dildo called a Feeldoe Dildo. I looked at in awe. The saleslady explained, "This one is for a situation where one wants to be a little dominant and still get off at the same time."
"That sounds like me," I flirted.
"I thought it may," she said back.
"So how does it work?" I queried greatly intrigued.
"Well you see the one part goes inside you, while the other would go in your lover and you could actually use it as a penis to make love to her."
"Wow," I said, "Look Gwen isn't this cool?"
Gwen blushed again, but said, "It is creative."
"That it is," I said looking for a price. "Ouch," I said, "its 120 bucks."
The saleslady said, "It is expensive, but if you buy at least 5 toys, I will give you the special customer discount of 30 percent."
"Well in that case," I flirted, "How can I say no?" The saleslady put it in the basket for me.
"I also need a strap-on cock, preferably one that vibrates as well. Do they make such a thing?" I queried as Gwen gave an awkward cough slash choke sound.
I looked at her and winked.
The British woman completely unfazed answered, "Yes they do. What length were you considering?"
"What length do you like?" I teased.
She chuckled as she said, "It has been many years since I have had the need for such a toy, but the women who come in here tend to like a couple different ones." She grabbed a black one that was eight inches long and said, "This one is for deep penetration, but I am told, by some very reliable sources, that women love it, especially if it is turned on high."
I grabbed the straps and wrapped it around my skirt. I asked, "Can you buckle it up for me?"
"Sure thing sweetheart" she responded and buckled me up. I was slightly disappointed that there was no sexual tension or teasing by her. Usually my flirting works on almost everyone. I decided I would have to turn on my charm.
I turned to Gwen and said, "So how do I look?"
Gwen stuttered and stammered questioningly, "Well, um, good?"
"Really, just good?" I teased feigning hurt feelings.
Gwen quickly reiterated, "Well great for a girl with a strap-on, but isn't that way too big?"
"God no, I have had bigger cocks then this in me before. I won't even fuck anybody less than 7 inches now-a-days and that is only if I am desperate to get off." I paused, for dramatic effect, "Well that was the rule before I quit dating men and started fucking only women."
Gwen looked bewildered and overwhelmed. I couldn't tell if she was turned on by me or repulsed.
The British saleslady broke the tension by upping the erotic tension when she said, "On the other hand, if you are into butt play, a smaller, thinner strap-on is better." She then handed me a pink cock.
I looked and said, "Good call, that eight inch would be too big for my ass, but this would fit snugly."
Gwen stammered trying to get the words out, "You, you.."
I walked over to her and said astonished, "You have never had a cock in your ass? Ever?"
"God no," she said.
"Ever?" I said trying to press her buttons by acting like it was the most natural sexual act in the world.
"No, I would never do that," she said confidently.
I smiled and said, "Never say never, honey."
I dropped it in the basket and took off the one on my waist and dropped it in the basket also.
The saleswomen then said, "We do have a brand new product that I think you will really like."
"Do tell," I responded curiously.
She handed me a pink strap-on cock that had a second plug for the woman wearing the strap-on. I looked at it and said, "Does it vibrate?"
"Both do," she said and added, "The one could be in your vagina or butt while you pleasured your lover."
"Really," I said all excited.
"Yes, it is similar to the feeldoe, but this one vibrates and is cheaper."
I looked at the price; the vibrating duel harness, as it was called, was only 60 bucks. "Well, I think I will take this instead, um, what is your name?"
"Audrey," she said.
"Well Audrey, you have been amazingly helpful," I said as my hand gently caressed her arm.
"That is my job," she joked. "Now I get the feeling that you have a bit of a domination streak in you, am I correct?"
"Well," I shrugged nonchalantly.
"I have a very unique item if you are into extreme power trips in the bedroom."
"Do show?" I said.
She handed me a strange looking 6 inch long beige cock with a strap. I looked at her confused, "Another strap-on?"
She gave a soft sincere laugh as she said, "No, no, it's called the Accommodator. You wrap it around your lover's head and she can pleasure you with her face."
The light bulb went on as I said, "I can have my slut just fuck me with a cock on her face." Audrey shook her head yes and I said, "That is amazing." I looked at it closer and said, "I need to see it on someone."
I looked at Gwen and decided to test the water just a bit and asked, "Gwen will you audition it on for me."
"Um," she began awkwardly, but I just walked over and put it on her head.
"Wow, that is awesome," I said. "I'll take it." I quickly took it back off her so as to not humiliate her too long and tossed it into the full basket. I then noticed a hilarious named anal toy the Rump Shakers Vibrating Butt Plug which was 5 inches long, an inch wide and a crazy inch and a half at the base. I had never had anything that wide in my butt, but maybe someday. Plus it came with a remote control.
I asked, "How far can one control the butt plug?"
Audrey said, "I am not sure, let me check." She read the back of the box and after a minute or so said, "It doesn't say." With that, she opened the package and quickly inserted the batteries. She then handed me the plug. I turned it on. Audrey then used the remote to make it vibrate faster. With each speed she moved a few feet back.
"Wow", I said, "it works from at least 20 feet, that would be handy?"
Gwen looked at me and said, "How?"
"Well say you have it in a girl's butt and want to get her off, you can do it from across the room."
Gwen sarcastic, for the first time today, said, "Well obviously, who wouldn't need such a convenience." But I saw her head spinning as she contemplated all she saw today.
I tossed it in the basket, smiling right at Gwen, and said, "Never know when this will come in handy. Audrey, which toy would be best for a girl who is always alone because her husband to be is always on the road?"
"Is she into kink?"
I looked at Gwen, "Are you into kink?"
"God no," Gwen said astonished by the question.
"No," I said to Audrey, who chuckled.
"Well then the we-vibe-2 is an amazing little toy that can be used by yourself, with a man or with a woman. It goes inside your vagina and the inside part vibrates hopefully hitting your g-spot while the outside vibrates on your clitoris." She handed on to me.
"Wow it is small and light," I said amazed for once myself.
"Yes, it is and you can have it inside you when you are being pleasured by a man's penis or one of your," pausing for effect, "special toys."
"Nice," I said. "Gwen, your engagement present from me is this." I then tossed the small toy to her.
She caught it and looked at it closely. She turned it on and jumped a bit.
As she played with her toy, I whispered to Audrey, "I also need two jelly egg vibrators with remote."
She smiled, seemingly knowing my future purpose for them, as she said, "I will add them to your things."
"No, I am going to ask for one, but I need you to tell me that actually they are buy one, get one free. Of course, you can charge me for both."
"I understand," she said.
I leaned right into her ear, as I slipped her my card, "If you ever want to reminisce and relive your younger days with the toys give me a call."
She smiled, her face blushed, as she whispered back, "You never know sweetie, I just may take you up on that offer."
I nibbled on her ear briefly and said, "I would fuck you like no man ever has." I then moved away before she could respond and asked no longer whispering, "Audrey to you have any jelly eggs?"
"Yes actually, and they are on sale. Buy one, get one free and they come with a remote control similar to the one for your butt plug."
"Well Gwen today is your lucky day; besides your little vibe thing there, you get a free jelly egg."
"What is a jelly egg?"
"It is a tiny little vibrating toy, shaped like an egg, that goes inside you and can tease and please you all day long," I explained handing her an egg and taking the vibe from her.
"Oh," she said, looking at the small egg.
"Thanks Audrey, I think that is all I can afford today."
Audrey smiled and said, "Do you need any lube for the toys or anything?"
"No, no," I replied, "I've got lots of lube."
Audrey then took the basket and went to the till.
We followed and saw Audrey whisper something to her 18 year old employee. The young girl nodded her head in understanding.
I grabbed an anal starter's kit for 10 bucks on my way to the till; hopefully something I could use on Gwen someday as well.
The brunette scanned all the items and then Audrey scanned her card and typed in 50%. I looked at her as she said, "You are now a gold card client." She handed me a business card with her name on it, Audrey Murphy, and a cell phone number hand written, and continued, "You will always get 50% off anything you buy here. Call me anytime you need anything."
"Anything?" I asked, "That is a pretty broad word.
She flirted with me for the first time as she stressed, "Anything."
"Good to know and thank you very much, that is very sweet of you," I thankfully responded playing on the word sweetheart, she had earlier called me when she had no idea what was about to happen to her.
I grabbed the bag, pulled out Gwen's we-vibe, and the medium sized vibrator I had forgot to take out when we picked the other vibe. I kept the extra egg for a later seduction.
I handed them to Gwen, who sheepishly took them. Behind us we heard, "Gwen, Julia, how are you?"
I turned around to see our principal, Glenda White, with her husband. Gwen frantically pleaded to the teenager, "Please put these in a bag for me now."
The teenager obliged and handed Gwen the bag. Glenda looked at my large bag and gave a smirk, but said nothing. We talked about nothing for a couple of minutes and then Gwen and I headed out.
I burst out laughing as soon as we exited the building, "What do you think old bag Glenda would be doing in a sex shop?"
Gwen just shrugged, still embarrassed from being seen in a sex shop.
"Probably buying a strap-on to fuck her husband with. I bet she wears the pants at home," I vulgarly suggested.
Gwen just shook her head, used to my over-the-top commentary.
"Can you imagine, our principal wearing a strap-on...what a hoot," I exclaimed still laughing hard.
We got in the car and headed back home relatively in silence.
As I dropped Gwen off I said, "Tell me how it works, I may have to get one of those myself."
Gwen sighed slightly as she said, "I doubt I will try it tonight."
I said, with just a bit of a dominant tone, "Oh you are using it tonight. I want details. I didn't spend all that money for your new pleasure toy to sit in your nightstand."
"Um," she hesitated.
"No ums Gwen," I said confidently, "Promise me you will use it tonight."
"Fine," she said, giving in like I thought she would, "I'll use it on myself."
"Good," I said, "I want to know if I should get myself one, now that I have a fifty percent discount."
Gwen shook her head, "How do you always get so lucky?"
I smiled, "You can get lucky like that too. Gwen, you just have to know how to talk the talk, flirt the flirt and flaunt the flaunt."
Gwen began to get out of the car as I finished, "Tomorrow night, I am picking you up and we are going to Le Chateau Club."
Gwen looked startled as she said, "The lesbian club?"
"Yep," I said matter-of-factly.
"I can't go there," she began.
"I have gone with you on double dates with complete losers; the least you can do is go with me once to my favourite club."
"Fine," she said, which meant it wasn't fine, but she would do it.
"What should I wear?"
"That red dress you wore at the Christmas party would work," I answered as I blew her a kiss and got out of there before she had a chance to change her mind.
CHAPTER 4: AN INTERLUDE-SOME QUICK MILF DOMINATION
I got home and although I was slightly tired, my hormones controlled me. I grabbed the card of the sexy MILF saleslady Audrey and texted her.
January 31 7:03PM
From: Julia
Hi Audrey,
What time do you get off?
January 31 7:05PM
From: Audrey
9:30 give or take.
January 31 7:09PM
From: Julia
I expect you to be at my condo at 10:00.
January 31 7:11PM
From: Audrey
My husband expects me home.
January 31 7:19PM
From: Julia
This is a one time offer. If you are not interested I understand. If you are interested, I expect you here at exactly 10PM.
January 31 7:23PM
From: Audrey
I will be there. What is your address?
January 31 7:27PM
From: Julia
Good choice. I look forward to fucking you. Call me when you are leaving.
January 31 7:31PM
From: Audrey
OK.
I then went and took a nap. I was woken up at 9:27 as the phone rang. I grabbed it and answered, "Hello."
The British MILF Audrey was on the line. She said she was done a bit early. I gave her my address and she said she should be about 20 minutes.
I changed into something a little more domineering. Black stockings and a garter, 5 inch fuck me heels, a black thong, and a lace bra. All this deliciousness was wrapped inside my silk red robe.
Audrey arrived early and I let her in. She was in the same outfit she wore at work, but she brought a bag in with her.
She handed me the bag and said "A couple special gifts for you sweetheart."
I opened the bag and saw a we-vibe and the blue feeldoe slim dildo that I didn't get because it was so expensive. "Why thank you Audrey, that is very nice of you."
"You're welcome," she said, shyly.
"So what did you tell your husband?"
"I told him that our inventory was not adding up and I may be an hour or two late and not to wait up for me."
"I see. So are you ready to get fucked?"
"Yes," she whispered.
"Get undressed," I demanded. She slowly slid out of her skirt, tights, blouse and bra. "When was the last time you were with a woman?"
"In College, that would have been 1982."
"Your room mate?" I queried.
"No, my boyfriend's sister," she responded.
"Nice," I said, "Very nice. Come undress me," I commanded as I dropped my robe to the floor.
Her mouth dropped open a bit as she looked at my near perfect body. She walked over and took off my heels and my skirt. She then slowly pulled down my thong. I grabbed the bag and led her to the bedroom and laid down on my bed. I simply said, "Let's see if you remember how to please a woman."
She crawled onto the bed and between my legs. I opened a little wider as she began licking on my pussy lips. She was so tender and focused. She licked, nibbled, and teased. This luxuriously slow paced pleasing went on for minutes. When she had me near the brink she slid a finger inside my eager hole. A couple of minutes of slow fingering and concentrated licking and my legs stiffened, squeezing her head between them as an orgasm quaked my whole body. I collapsed on the bed, sweat pouring from my body.
I then went to the bag and grabbed the feeldoe toy. I placed the one piece inside my still very wet pussy and pushed her onto the bed. I said, "That was very good Audrey. You will make a good little pussy pleaser when I need to get off."
She looked at me, but said nothing other than giving a slight smile. I went between the older woman's legs and lapped at her soaking wet cunt. After a couple minutes of licking her moaning began.
I then moved up and kissed her hard as my plastic cock slid easily inside her.
Any restraint or shyness she had earlier faded as, without instruction, she started gyrating on my cock. Also, I learned surprisingly, she had a foul mouth. "Oh yes, fuck me hard, pound my cunt, harder, please don't stop."
"You like that slut, being fucked by someone half your age?"
"Yes, yes, I love it, fuck it feels so fucking good."
I kept pumping and her first orgasm scream filled the room as she moaned, "Oh fuck, I'm cumming, keep fucking me."
After her orgasm, I said, "Get on your knees."
I reached for some lube and lubed my cock. I asked, "Ever had a cock in your ass my little MILF?"
She moaned, as the toy teased her anal crown, "Yes, my husband regularly fucks my arse."
"Arse," I said with a chuckle, "I love that, it sounds so much dirtier than ass. How big is your hubby?"
"Five inches or so," she answered.
"How disappointing, think you can handle this?"
"I'm your whore tonight. Do with me as you please," she said.
I grabbed her hips and started pushing the toy into her ass. Her moans began instantly and she started pushing back onto the cock. Soon almost the whole cock was buried in her ass and she got really animated, "Oh yes, fuck my arse, hammer me. Make me your whore. Harder. Put it all the way in." I obliged, shoving the last inch inside her MILF ass. She screamed again, her left hand rubbing her clit, "Oh my God, yes, yes, fuck it feels so good, don't stop."
I kept pumping her arse, faster and faster, as she shook with a second orgasm. As she collapsed on the bed, I leaned forward and collapsed on top of her, the toy still completely inside her ass. I kissed her back, keeping full pressure on her ass. Then, without warning, I began thrusting again, the toy inside me keeping me near orgasm, but not getting me off.
"Oh my God," Audrey screamed as another orgasm overwhelmed her, "It feels so good, I have never been fucked so completely. Yes, yes, fuckkkkkk."
I then pulled out, pulled the toy out of me and said, "Grab a strap-on and fuck me now."
She expertly put on my brand new never used eight inch cock and said, "Put the we-vibe in you first."
I did and was surprised at the gentle, yet teasingly, hot tremors that began to pulse through my body.
She then said, "Straddle me sweetheart."
I did just that and quickly the long cock disappeared inside my tight body. I bounced up and down on the long cock as the we-vibe vibrated on my clit and g-spot. I orgasmed way quicker than I usually did as I moaned, "Fuck yes, I'm cumming." The vibrating sensation kept me horny and I continued to bounce on the cock. I was close again when my knee went numb. I lay on my back and said, "Fuck me MILF."
She leaned in and began kissing me hard as the long cock began fucking me. She pounded me hard, leaning forward so the cock continually put pressure on the we-vibe and my clit. A third and fourth orgasm thrilled my body as I was pleased better than I ever had been before.
Exhausted, I lay there and said, "You are a very good MILF lesbian."
She smiled, moved on her side facing me, and said, "Thank you."
"I plan to fuck you again," I said casually, looking her directly in the eye.
"I hope so," she purred.
"I plan to fuck you in the same bed your husband does," I exclaimed upping the stakes.
"I see," she said, "You like power don't you?"
I shrugged, "Not always. I am tri-polar sex wise."
"What does that mean?"
"Well," I began, "One the one hand I love to dominate a woman, particularly someone like you or someone who thinks they are dominant; on the other hand, I sometimes like to just be dominated; yet, other times, I want a long, slow, love session."
"Well I would be tri-polar sex wise too then. I love to be dominated by my husband; I love to be made love to by my husband; it really just depends on my mood; and apparently, I love to be fucked by you."



I kissed her gently and then said, "I have never came like that before. That we-vibe is fucking amazing."
She smiled, "I know, we sell a ton of them."
I kissed her and then said, "You know your British accent fucking turns me on."
"Your fucking body turns me on," she replied.
I looked at the clock, it was 11:15. "Shouldn't you be getting home?"
"Do you want to get rid of me already?"
"Well your husband must be wondering where you are."
"He might be," she said, "But I need one more taste before I go."
I smiled and we got into a comfortable 69 and lapped at each other's pussies for another half hour until we both had one more gentle orgasm.
As she dressed I said, "You will be on call for when I need a quick fuck?"
She smiled and said, "You got my number, but my fucks are never quick."
I chuckled, "I guess you proved that tonight didn't you." I kissed her one last time and she left.
After she left, I had a quick shower and decided to get a good sleep as tomorrow was going to be a real fun and full day.
CHAPTER 5: LE CHATEAU CLUB (A Lesbian Bar)
I slept in past lunch, before slowly getting up for the day. I read the newspaper, called my mom, and finished the new Steve Martin novel "An Object of Beauty", which by the way is a riveting novel about the art world in America in the 1990s.
Around three, I called Gwen. "Hi Darling," I cheerfully opened with.
"Hi," she responded, reluctance lingering in her tone.
"So, do you want to go out for supper and an early movie before heading to the club?"
"Sure," she said, after a slight pause, "Do we really have to go to Le Chateau though?"
"Yes," I said adamantly, "You have never been there and I think you should see and learn a bit of my lifestyle. I am a lesbian now and I don't see that changing."
"Sorry," she immediately said, "I didn't realize it was so important to you. Of course, we will go. But, I get to pick the movie."
"Fine," I said, feigning disappointment, "I was so hoping we would go and see Harry Potter part whatever it is."
"Funny,' she laughed and said, "I was thinking that action movie with Angelina Jolie."
"OK, she's hot, I'd do her," I said continually pushing the envelope just a tad.
"She is hot, I might too," she surprised me back.
I laughed and said, "I'll pick you up at five."
I then went and decided what to wear for tonight. It took forever as I wanted to look powerful, seductive and sexy. I finally decided on the stockings I had bought at the shop from Emma, a black dress that was sexy but classy, stopping just below the knee, but sexy enough to showcase my all my curves; matching black leather boots with a flashy three inch heel that went just below the knee. The dress, backless, did not allow for a bra, but I did have on a black thong.
I grabbed both the little eggs and a small vibe and dropped it in my purse, just in case. I did my make-up, and checked myself in the mirror; I looked pretty darn hot and headed over to pick up Gwen.
I arrived early and knocked on her door. Scruffy, her adorable little poodle, yapped at the door until Gwen opened it. She clearly did not want to look underdressed, as instead of the conservative, slightly sexy red dress I had suggested, she had on an amazing gold dress, a gown really, with matching four inch heels and beige pantyhose or stockings. Her hair was up and she had never looked this delicious. It really took all my will power not to just rape her right then. Instead I decided to flirt with her, "Wow, you look good enough to eat?"
"Julia," she said all giddy, she had been drinking already, I concluded.
"No seriously," I said, "If you were not getting married in a couple of months, I would be all over you."
She blushed and I waited for what seemed like an eternity for her to respond, when she didn't, I finished, "But you are, so I guess I will have to devour someone else tonight." I looked at my watch and declared, "We should get going, we don't want to be late at McGiny's or they just give away your table."
We headed out and as I drove I noticed that her nails were done, something she seldom did. The rose red shined in contrast to the gold. "I see you did your nails gorgeous, what is the occasion?"
She looked at me and said with a surprisingly confident tone, "I figured if I was going to an upscale club, regardless of its clientele, I had to look upscale." She paused before blurting out "Plus, I want to know if I am lesbian hot."
"Lesbian hot?" I asked stunned.
"Yes," I know I am relatively attractive for the boys, but I have no idea if I can make a woman all excited."
"Are you going dyke on me?" I asked.
"Oh no," she said, "I would never cheat on Rob, but flirting is still fair game."
I purred, "And don't you worry, you are definitely lesbian hot."
She blushed as we arrived at the five star restaurant and I said, "Indeed, flirting is allowed, but be careful; some of the women at this club are very aggressive."
As we got out of the car she said, "Oh, I can take care of myself."
I smiled to myself, thinking seducing her may be easier than I thought, but said, "Oh I know you can,' but thinking that I was not so sure she could.
We went in to the restaurant and had a great meal as we talked about the wedding, which of course I hoped never would occur, but I played along like a maid of honour should. I asked questions, we discussed who to invite, blah, blah, blah. The whole time I just kept thinking how badly I wanted to make love to her; to declare my love for her.
As we ate I said, finally changing the depressing topic, "So you know the waiter has been checking you out all night."
"I thought he was giving my chest area a little more attention," she responded somewhat confidently.
"Want to freak him out completely?" I asked.
"How?" she inquired.
"Pretend to be a lesbian," I devilishly put forward.
"How would I do that?" she asked considering the idea.
At that moment the waiter came to the table and asked, "So how is everything tonight?" His eyes, moved slightly lower to check out Gwen's cleavage.
"Oh good," I said, "The food is excellent."
Gwen, now suddenly shy, said, "Yes, it is very delicious."
I got up then and decided to take a small risk and moved to Gwen and leaned in and gave her a three second tender kiss. I then stood back up and said, "I am going to the ladies room lover, be right back."
The look on both Gwen's and the waiter's eyes was one of complete shock. Gwen's look was one of bewildered surprise, while the waiter's was more of a 'wow, did I just see what I thought I saw' look.
When I returned, Gwen was on a second glass of wine. I sat down and said, "Sorry if that was awkward, but the look on his face was way worth it, don't you think?"
Gwen responded too quickly, "Oh yeah, that was hilarious." I could tell that she was still trying to process what had occurred. But in my mind it was clear, she enjoyed it.
Our waiter checked back on us every couple of minutes, each time lingering a couple seconds longer than necessary.
When he gave us the bill I saw that his phone number was on it. I smirked. I looked at the waiter and said, "Neither of us swing that way, but do you like to watch?"
The guy, who probably seemed confident when he put his number down, now was way out of his league. He babbled, "Um, yeah, I."
Gwen, surprising me, stood up, moved towards him, and whispered just loud enough for him and me to hear, "Ever seen two women fuck?"
I coughed, almost choking on the mint I had just popped in my mouth; but I recovered quickly as I added, "Maybe we could add a real cock, honey?"
Gwen playing along said, "Yeah, think you could handle us both?"
The guy was as red as an apple and he barely was able to answer, "Yeah, I, could."
Finally I broke the awkward situation by saying, "Well, we got your number." I kissed his cheek and Gwen and I left laughing so hard tears came down her face.
As we drove to the movie I said, "You know, you played lesbian pretty well, girlfriend."
She retorted, "Well I have watched you seduce quite a few women the last couple years."
"Are you calling me a slut?" I asked acting all sarcastically insulted.
"No, no," she said all apologetic, not catching my sarcasm, "It's just watching your seductions has always been rather entertaining."
"Really?" I asked, "I thought that repulsed you. I have often been tamer than I usually am."
"I am not repulsed by it. I accept you for who you are and if you are interested in women, then so be it. Actually," she continued, "watching you play the seduction game with girls has been fun to watch and kind of hot."
I decided not to pursue this now as we didn't have enough time to discuss this the way I wanted to. So I said with a purr, as the movie theatre came into view, "Well, I will try to really entertain you tonight."
Gwen did not respond and I could not read her face. Either she was jealous of my relations with other women or she was just a supportive friend. Which was it? Or maybe it was both. I decided right then as I parked the car that tonight I would try to make her jealous. Try to get her to play all her cards. If I played mine correctly, I may be able to play her bluff. But first I had to raise the stakes.
At the movie we split up as I got the tickets and she got the popcorn. It was our usual routine, almost like an old married couple I reflected.
By the time we got to our seats the previews, all seven of them (why are there so many fucking previews), were under way. We watched the movie in silence, sharing popcorn and Swedish berries. I made sure to time my popcorn reaches for when she did, so we would often brush hands, both of us lingering in the popcorn container longer than we ever had as I pretended to reach for popcorn. I really felt like a teenager in high school when a boy would take me to a movie and he would make slight moves to see how far he could get. I wanted to push it further, but I didn't.
The movie ended, it was like all Angelina Jolie movies, not bad, but not as good as it could have been. The movie was longer than expected and we headed to the club at 9:35, already five minutes late. We drove talking about the movie and its relative lameness as we headed to the club and I embarked on the next step of the seduction plan.
By the time we arrived at the club I was worried about a couple of things and I never worried. I was usually confident and sure of myself, but this uncertainty of how Gwen felt for me was overwhelming me with self doubt, I certainly didn't want to harm our friendship. My first worry was how Gwen would react to the club and its surroundings, although I felt she would be fine; my second worry was would Emma still be there when I was already twenty-five minutes late? That said, I would eventually learn that both worries were nothing more than that.
As we got to the club entrance I saw Emma, waiting, in a classic red dress, with black nylons, and matching red three inch pumps. As soon as she saw me she smiled, but when she saw Gwen the smile disappeared. I said, "So sorry I'm late, the movie was longer than we thought it would be and traffic was brutal."
She put on her fake smile and said, "No worries. I was late myself."
I ignored that, I didn't like disobedience, (I told her 9:30) but she was in an awkward situation. She clearly usually was the seductress and not the prey. She was trying to play the game, but truthfully she did not know how to play it from this perspective.
As we entered, not carded of course, I asked the security guard, "What time did my young slut in the red arrive?"
He answered with a sly smile, "About 9:15."
"Thanks stud," I said and gave him a kiss on the cheek.
I smiled to myself, she had not disobeyed, and actually she was eagerly early.
We walked into the heart of the club and found the last unoccupied table. We sat down and ordered our drinks. It was still a bit early, the place usually didn't get crazy until11, but some action was already under way. I said nothing as both the young dyke and my hopefully future dyke became immersed in the sexuality of the scene. The dance floor was only about a third full, but entertainment was still available. While most of the women were dancing as though it was any other club, a couple of couples were not. Two women were kissing passionately, each with the other's ass in their hands, while in the corner, a woman, at least 40, had her dressed raised and a girl, probably in her mid-twenties, had her hand under the dress and was clearly fingering her.
When Gwen saw this she had a look of complete surprise, yet she did not look away. Emma was looking everywhere trying to take it all in.
I said to Gwen, "It is rude to stare."
Gwen looked away and to me and said, "I just can't believe anyone would do something so intimate in such a public place."
I smiled and said, "Oh that is nothing. In here everything goes. See over there, the woman in the gold cocktail dress. That is Megan, she is a friend of mine. Look closer, can you see the shoes from under the table?" (Author's note: If you want to learn more about Megan and her seduction of her 18 year old babysitter read my Bedding the Babysitter series...the last half of part 2 occurs at the exact same time as this chapter.)
Gwen did and it took her a while to process what was clearly occurring. "Is she?"
Emma answered for me as she said, "She is being serviced, isn't she?"
"Yes, she is. And you see that younger girl who just returned to the table?"
"Yes," Emma said.
"This is her first time here."
"How do you know," Emma inquired.
"Look at her. She is constantly looking around, but not making eye contact. She keeps fidgeting with her hands. Her face clearly displays both nervousness and insecurity. I bet she has only come out in the past month, maybe even the past week. Actually knowing Megan, that young ripe girl just lost her lesbian cherry last night."
"Wow," said Emma star struck.
All three of us watched as two other girls joined Megan at the table and then saw the girl crawl back up from underneath. After a minute or two, a second girl crawled under the table. Finally, Gwen shot her second drink since getting here as she said, "Really?"
I turned to her and said, "Everyone feels safe here. You can let out any sexual inhibitions and what happens at the club, stays at the club. For example, watching all this has made me pretty horny and I have a cute little dyke craving my pussy don't I?"
Gwen briefly thinking I was referring to her began to protest, weakly I may add, "I, um, am getting married."
But she caught on when I said, "Emma, on your knees."
Emma looked at Gwen, smiled and said, "If she won't please you, I will." She got on her knees and crawled under the table. I opened my legs, making sure my knee touched Gwen's. I felt my thong move slightly and then a tongue began lightly lapping my already very wet pussy.
As Emma tenderly licked my cunt, I explained to Gwen, who was well on her way to being drunk, "Gwen, I love the power of submission. For example, the little dyke under the table right now, is not someone I will love, but she is someone to have fun with. If I told her to, she would lick your cunt after she got me off. She will do everything I say tonight." I paused and moaned when Emma slid a finger inside me, before continuing, I looked Gwen right in the eye, hinting at my true feelings, and said, "That said, I want to fall in love. Unconditional, honest, heart-stopping love. I want to share everything I am with the one I love."
Gwen responded sincerely, "Oh honey, you will find that love." Her hand rested on my leg.
I looked her straight in the eye and responded, "I already found it; she just doesn't know it yet."
Gwen contemplated this, I think unaware at my implication, and said, "Well you have to tell her, show her, love is worth the risk."
I reflected on this said, "You think so?"
"I know so," she said, "No one would resist your charm."
"You did?" I teased, my moaning getting louder, "Hmmm, yes, I'm cumming, don't stop slut." I squeezed my legs around my little dyke's head as my orgasm sent shivers throughout my whole body.
As Emma returned to the table, I realized this was a perfect chance to seduce Gwen. I may never get a better chance, but she was drunk and I wanted our love, if it was to happen, to be built on a stronger platform. So I changed the subject as I said to Emma, "You are a damn fine pussy pleaser."
She blushed slightly and said, "I aim to please."
Showing my dominance to Gwen, who seemed annoyed that Emma now had my attention, I asked, "So Emma, if I asked you to crawl back under this table and please Gwen here, would you?"
"Of course," she said obviously, "I would turn this straight girl into a dyke overnight."
I laughed; Gwen blushed and looked around, avoiding eye contact of either of us.
I asked, "Gwen, do you need to get off?"
Gwen shook her head no, still not looking at us.
Emma shrugged, "Her loss."
I then said, "Indeed it is. So Emma, you are free to go mingle."
Gwen and I sat in silence as Emma disappeared into the growing crowd until Daphne Green, the governor of our state, and her daughter sat down with us.
The purple haired daughter said, "Hi coach."
I responded, "Hi Brittany. How are you doing?"
"Much better now that I know you are a dyke," she said aggressively.
I teased, "And why exactly does that make today so much better for you?"
"Because I have wanted to fuck you forever," she said.
"I see," I responded not really surprised, "Well we will see how tonight plays out. But first, introductions are in order." Gwen was speechless as she tried to comprehend seeing such a powerful person at such a club. I said, "Gwen, this is Daphne and her daughter Brittany. You probably know that Daphne here is our governor, while her rather blunt daughter is one of my volleyball players on the college team I coach."
The governor said, "Nice to meet you Gwen."
Gwen managed to respond barely, "Nice to meet you to governor."
The governor quickly corrected her, "Oh no, here I am not the governor, I am just another woman, just like you."
I corrected her, "Not like us Daphne, Gwen is not on our team."
"Oh, that is a shame. Gwen looks like she would make a very good little submissive." Gwen blushed as the governor put her hand on Gwen's leg and added, "Wouldn't you?"
"Um, I," Gwen stuttered.
The governor laughed and said, "I am just kidding. All kinds are welcome here." She then turned to me, her hand still on Gwen's leg, and asked, "So who is the fresh meat you brought?"
"Emma," I responded, "She is a tricky one. I think she is use to being the master, but has adapted pretty well to being the slave."
"I see," Daphne responded, reflecting on what I had just said.
Brittany had moved to right beside me, "So coach, I am not leaving here without fucking you."
"What do you propose," I asked coyly.
"We have a private room," she answered, "Bring your friend, she can watch."
Daphne said, "Brittany behave yourself, if Julia wants to go upstairs later she will; so back to Emma, do you own her or is she free to play?"
Gwen's eyes went big as Daphne asked the possession question.
I laughed, "Oh goodness no, she is just someone I thought I could toy with for a while; why, do you want her?"
"Well, I have my eye on her and that young girl Megan has tonight."
"Yes, she is a cutie. Way more innocent than Emma I am guessing."
"The two together would make a good threesome for me tonight," Daphne said rather casually, as if she did this every weekend, which she did.
Emma returned to the table at this moment and said slightly taken aback by seeing the governor, "Hi Mrs. Greene."



The governor smiled and said, "It is Daphne, hi Emma."
Emma looked surprised she knew her name and said to me, "This place is amazing. Over in the other corner is Mrs. Wilson, my old grade 12 teacher and someone said Candice Carter is here, although I can't find her."
I smiled and said, "She is probably with Big Rosie, she always sees Big Rosie when she is here."
Emma queried, "Who is Big Rosie?"
"She is a permanent staple to the club. She has her own stall in the bathroom. She is a very large black woman who has truthfully the best tasting pussy I have ever had. There is often a line in the bathroom of girls waiting to kneel down and please her."(Author's Note 2: If you want to read more about Big Rosie, read the last half of Bedding the Babysitter 2)
"Fuck no," Emma said not believing.
"Fuck yes," I sarcastically responded.
"This I got to see," she said and began to leave.
The governor said with some authority, "Emma, come back here."
Emma quickly spun around, realizing what the governor wanted, and said, "Yes. What can I do for you governor."
The governor looked her in the eye and said, "For the rest of the night you will call me mistress. You are coming home with me."
Emma looked at me and I gave her a nod of approval. Emma submissively responded, "Yes mistress."
The governor then said, "I will be leaving in half an hour. Be by the door at exactly 11:30. Until then go have fun. If you want to go and dominate your old teacher till then go do so. She is quite submissive. If she gives you any attitude or reluctance tell her the governor sent you. She will behave." The governor opened her purse and handed her a slim anal stick. "Here, she likes it in the ass."
Emma took the toy and said, "Thanks mistress, I am so going to dominate that slut." She then looked at me and said, "Thanks for bringing me here Julia."
I smiled and said, "No problem darling."
The governor stood up and said, "Brittany, come with me. You can continue your seduction of Julia later."
Brittany sighed, leaned into my ear and said, "Do not leave. You are mine." She then bit my ear slightly roughly before getting up to follow her mother.
Gwen, who had remained silent this whole time, said, "That was surreal."
"Wasn't it?" I agreed.
"That girl was so aggressive," Gwen commented.
"Yeah, it made me wet," I agreed. "I never knew she was a lesbian. The governor has never brought her here before."
"And is that Big Rosie thing true?"
"Very," I confirmed, "If we go in the bathroom right now, I bet there will be a line in there not to go pee, but to please."
"I just can't fathom, someone waiting in line to do that."
"I have," I said.
"Really?"
"Oh yeah, just talking about it makes me want to do again. Her pussy is so delicious, plus the dirty submission gets me off."
"I can't imagine."
"Really?" I ask, "I am guessing that when you and Rob are in bed, he is the one in control. Isn't he?"
Gwen looked down and after a long, long pause said, "I suppose."
"Girlfriend, you can tell me," I said supportively, "After all, you know everything about me now."
Gwen paused and then said, "Yes, Rob is the aggressor in the bedroom."
"Do you obey him?" I questioned.
"Yes, I suppose I do."
"And it gets you off being submissive to him?"
"Yes," she blushed.
"So you and I are not much different then. Only I like to be in charge usually. I like to make a woman go places she only dreamed about. I like to get them to take risks that are extreme. With such submission, comes complete pleasure."
Gwen was hypnotized by my words. I knew I could take her now, but I wanted to wait; they say all good things come to those who wait. Plus I didn't want to just fuck her, which would be easy; I wanted her to fall in love with me. I wanted her to completely submit to me as a lover. So I said, "Time for a dare."
Gwen looked at me questioningly as I opened my purse and pulled out the two eggs. I turned them on and inserted one in my pussy. I then handed the other to her and said, "I dare you to put this egg in you until we leave the club."
Gwen took the egg, looked at it, and without saying a word, without breaking eye contact, inserted the egg inside her pussy. I smiled and said, "Let's dance."
I grabbed her hand and led her to the dance floor. As we danced it was clear she was drunker than I thought. Twice she stumbled forward and I caught her from falling. I took the first opportunity to slide my hand up the back of her ass, my hand staying way longer than necessary. The second time I actually caught her by her breasts, and leaned her back up, my hands still cupping her large breasts.
When the song ended, she said she had to pee so I took her to the bathroom. As expected, there was a line for Rosie. The line was an eclectic assortment of woman. At the front was a pretty black woman in her thirties, behind her was a blonde in her fifties I would guess, and behind her was a clearly pregnant woman in her late 20s.
Also in the bathroom Megan was talking to Brittany. I watched as that conversation ended and Megan joined the line.
I walked to Megan and said, "Hi Megan."
Megan smiled as she said, "It's been a while."
"Indeed," I agreed, "Too long."
"So who is your friend?" she asked.
"Gwen, Megan, Megan, Gwen," I introduced.
They shook hands as Megan said, "Nice to meet you."
"You too," Gwen slurred, "You are very pretty."
Megan smiled, "Thank you, you are very pretty too."
I added, "Yes, we are all pretty. So Megan who was the new girl?"
"Jenny," Megan answered, "She is my babysitter."
"How long?" I asked.
"Last night," she answered.
"Ha," I celebrated, "I so called it."
Megan looked confused as she moved up the line as the black woman entered the stall. I said, "I haven't tasted Big Rosie forever."
"Me either," Megan said, "But I watched little Jenny please her and I decided I should get a taste as well."
I looked at Gwen and remembered she really had to tinkle so I helped Gwen to a stall; of course it was one that had a generous peep hole of Big Rosie. I closed the door for her and was confronted by Brittany again.
"Come with me now slut," she said.
Now usually I am the aggressor, but Brittany had me wet already and I was so horny from the teasing of the egg, so I followed. I looked back at the closed stall and stopped.
Brittany realizing my reluctance because of Gwen said, "Your friend will be fine." I wasn't sure that was true, but had little time to consider it as Brittany grabbed my hand and led me out of the bathroom as I gave Megan a desperate look to watch out for Gwen. Brittany took me up the stairs and into a private room. As soon as the door closed, she pushed me against a wall and kissed me hard. Her hand went under my dress and began rubbing my clit. I moaned loudly as she molested me. She broke the kiss and said, "Do you want me to fuck you?"
"Badly," I moaned as she lifted my dress off. She then went over to the table and put on a decent sized 7 inch strap-on.
She then said, "Crawl over here coach."
I dropped to my stocking covered knees and crawled over to my player.
"Suck my cock coach," she demanded.
I took the plastic stick in my hand and began sucking it. I bopped up and down like a whore would suck a real dick. She then had me lean against a wall and began to fuck me from behind standing up.
"Oh shit," I said as the cock banged against the egg vibrating inside me. "I have an egg in me."
"You really are a slut coach," she said, as she pulled out and pulled the egg out of my pussy. She then, without warning, pushed the egg in my ass. I let out a gasp and a second gasp as the cock filled me completely. Soon I was being pounded hard while the egg vibrated in my ass. Brittany fucked me like a man as she banged me hard and talked dirty to me. "How's my cock coach? I assumed you were a slut, I just didn't know you were a dyke slut." She then grabbed my hair and pulled it as she ravished my pussy.
The degrading treatment had me aroused greatly and I rubbed my clit as she drilled me. I screamed loud, "I'm cumming, fuck your coach, fuck her harder."
Brittany obliged, making each thrust fill me completely. As soon as I finished cumming, I dropped to my knees again and like a whore I took the cock back in my mouth sucking off my own juices. Brittany smiled as she said joyfully, "You really are a slut coach." She then took off the strap-on, got undressed, sat on the couch, spread her legs and demanded, "Come eat me coach."
I moved between her legs, the egg still in my ass, and began lapping her shaved pussy. As soon as my tongue touched her cunt she got vocal again. "That's it coach, how does my pussy taste?"
I moaned a muffled, "Good," as I kept licking. I focused on her clit, trying to tease her first.
After a few minutes of gentle licking, she grabbed my face and pushed it into her cunt. She then began rubbing her pussy up and down on my face. I attempted to lick, but struggled to as I focused on just trying to breathe. I felt her legs stiffen and she sprayed an incredible excessive amount of cum all over me. As she let go of me, I backed up a bit, my face I am sure glistening in her juices. Still breathing hard, she said, "Fuck coach, you have a great tongue."
I stood up and reached around to get the toy out of my ass. I then went to the sink and washed it off. I then popped it back in my pussy.
"You really are a slut, coach," Brittany said as she watched me put the toy back inside me.
I shrugged as I washed my face quickly. I then grabbed my dress and said, "Thanks for the fuck."
"No problem, coach," she said.
I walked over to her and kissed her. When I broke the kiss I said, "Next time, I am going to fuck the shit out of you Brittany. I am going to handcuff you and then ravish your pussy and ass." I kissed her again and walked out before she could respond.
I quickly walked back downstairs and looked to my table. Our drinks were still there, but Gwen wasn't. I scanned the dance floor but saw no sign of Gwen. I then went to the bathroom and saw that Megan was still in there. I walked up to her and said, "Have you seen Gwen?"
A late 40s white woman dressed to the nines said, "Back of the line."
I looked at her and glared, "I am not in line, I am just talking to a friend." I then turned back to Megan and asked again, "Have you seen Gwen?"
Megan pointed to Big Rosie's stall and as I looked down I saw Gwen's gold four inch pumps. I gasped, "No fucking way."
"Way," Megan joked.
"What the hell happened?"
"Well, it's actually a strange story. After you left, Gwen was in the stall for a long time, and eventually Rosie said, "Did you enjoy the show?" Gwen panicked and left the stall as Rosie called, "Slut, I expect you in that line and I expect you to beg to please me." Gwen came out a bit frantic and as she looked around a lesbian cougar I did not know, pounced on her. She was chubby, but well dressed, and she kissed Gwen. To my surprise, Gwen kissed back and before my eyes I watched as the cougar led Gwen into a corner stall. The next ten minutes had the cougar bring your friend to an orgasm. I couldn't hear much, but your friend is a screamer."
"I can't believe it!" I said shocked, as Megan then told the me the story as I eagerly listened:
The cougar left first and Gwen followed a bit later and went and freshened up in the mirror. Gwen saw me still in line and asked, "Have you seen Julia?"
I said, "Gwen, she went upstairs with Brittany, she will be awhile."
Gwen looked shocked as she said, "She abandoned me?"
I soothed her, "No, no, she had no choice. When you are summoned here, you must go or you may not be summoned again. If you want, you can stay with me."
"Ok," Gwen said clearly out of her comfort level.
I asked, "Did you watch?" Gwen was slightly embarrassed so I added, "Don't be ashamed, I am standing in line to please her. Rosie is mysteriously hypnotizing in a way no one can explain."
"She is isn't she?" Gwen agreed.
I decided to test the water by saying, "You saw yourself between her legs didn't you?"
Gwen shook her head yes as she whispered in the quietest voice ever, "Yes."
I encouraged her, "It is ok, it is natural."
"But I am not gay. I am getting married this summer."
I gave her a friendly supportive hug as I said, "It's ok. Finding a woman attractive, or being turned on by a woman, does not make you gay. But if you don't do it now, you will always wonder what if."
"You think so," she said falling in my web.
"I know so. I had to try cock to know I was a lesbian; you need to try pussy to know you love men."
My bizarre logic seemed to work for her as she said, "That makes sense." She then stood behind me in line.
Big Rosie's trademark orgasm exploded from the stall and a very cute pregnant woman exited the stall.
I said, "Gwen here is your chance. You can go before me."
Gwen looked at me with extreme trepidation as Rosie bellowed, "Get your ass in here dyke."
Gwen quickly turned and entered the stall. I then heard Rosie say, "You are new. What is your name?"
"Gwen."
"And why are you here now?"
Gwen paused and said, "To, um, eat your vagina."
Rosie's laugh bellowed as she said, "Eat my vagina? That's a new one." There was a pause, "Hey you are the one who was watching earlier weren't you?"
"Yes," Gwen answered embarrassed.
"You are quite shy; I don't get too many shy ones waiting to dive into my pussy. What is your story?"
"Um, I don't know. I have never done this before, but when I watched the black woman between your legs I was mesmerized and although my mind said to look away, my body had different ideas." Gwen tried to explain.
"So this is your first time eating pussy?"
"Yes," she answered.
"I love virgins," Big Rosie said.
Megan looked back to the stall and said "And it has been relatively quiet ever since."
As Megan finished the story I questioned "How long as she been in there?"
"About 10 minutes," I would guess.
"I just can't believe it," I said, shaking my head dumfounded. We sat there in silence until I heard Big Rosie, "That's it my straight little pussy eater. Keep licking right there." Rosie's moans got louder and then Gwen brought Rosie to an orgasm. I waited as Gwen stood up and I heard Rosie say, "Who brought you here?"
"My friend Julia," Gwen answered.
Rosie said very accurately, "You know she brought you here with an ulterior motive?"
"No," Gwen said, "we have been best friends since high school; she is my maid of honour."
"And she wants to have you between her legs, I guarantee it," Rosie assured her.
"I don't think so," Gwen said with less conviction.
"Trust me, I know Julia. You will be between her legs very soon. That I promise," Rosie confidently predicted.
I then said to Megan, "I don't want her to know I know what she has been doing, so tell her that I will be back at my table."
"Sure thing," Megan replied and I walked out of there and returned to my table. I looked at my watch; it was almost midnight. Emma would be gone by now. My pussy was so wet from seeing Gwen's submission. I knew now I could have her, but how would I know if she loved me. I wanted it all; her submission and her love. Could I have both?
I looked around hoping to see someone I could pull under the table to have a quick orgasm, but didn't see anyone I knew. I then saw Candace Carter, the TV celebrity, who never said no to a pussy and called her over. "Hi, Candace," I said,
"Hi, Julia," she responded, "You look amazing as usual."
"Thanks," I said and then asked, "Are you hungry?"
She smiled and said, "Famished," and crawled under the table. She began licking, using her lips as well, in a way few others did. I continued to scan the crowd looking for Gwen, who finally returned from her bathroom marathon. As she walked back to the table I noticed her face was shiny, clearly still covered from Rosie's cum, walking my way.
She sat down and said, "I thought you left without me."
"I would never do that," I said sincerely. "Sorry, Brittany would not take no for an answer."
Gwen looked at me and said, "It's ok. I found a way to make the time pass." She paused, trying to find the right way to tell me, "I never left the bathroom. Some older woman took me into a stall and ate my pussy and then I," she paused, trying to get the words out.
I helped break her awkward struggle by saying, "You ate out Rosie."
Her face red as can be said, "Yes."
"It's ok Gwen," I said, my hand on her leg, "She is almost irresistible. It doesn't make you a lesbian."
"But," she said, "I loved it."
"Oh," I said.
"I promised Big Rosie I would return in two weeks."
"Really?" I asked.
"Yes," she confirmed, she moved in toward me, I think to kiss me, until she noticed that someone was under the table. She suddenly went stiff and said icily, "Someone is under the table again, isn't there."
"Yes," I said, now frustrated that I had clearly disappointed her. I tried to explain, "I went looking for you and talked to Megan and anyways I can't explain it, I got all horny again and well," I paused, "Candace Carter is under the table."
Gwen's icy look broke a bit as she said, "Carter really?"
"In the flesh," I said as I tried not to let a moan escape. But Candace was an expert between a woman's legs; plus the egg vibrating inside me and Gwen's submission was too much and I screamed a variety of odd sounds as my body exploded with joy.
Gwen watched the whole time and I was surprised when she lifted the table skirt and demanded, "Slut, do me now."
My mouth dropped and Gwen smiled and said, "How often am I going to get a chance to have a celebrity get me off. Plus this fucking egg is driving me nuts."
We sat in silence as Candace pleased Gwen and triggered an orgasm in her in only a couple of minutes. Candace then crawled out from under the table, cum still on her lips, and said, "Let's see the face of the cunt I just ate." She smiled and said, "Hi, I'm Candace."
Gwen smiled and said, "I know who you are, I am Gwen."
"It is very, very nice to meet you," Candace said, "Your pussy was delicious."
Gwen smiled and said looking directly at me, "That is good to know."
I realized that I was no longer the seductress, but had become the prey. That said, Gwen was still drunk, not 'I am going to be sick' drunk, but rather, 'I only did what I did because I was drunk' drunk.
We talked about our jobs and politics for a bit until Candace said, "Well, I have my eye on one more tasty treat tonight." She stood up, "It was a pleasure."
"Yes it was," Gwen and I responded in unison; we then broke out laughing as Candace left.
"So," I said, "We should get you home, you are kind of drunk."
She shrugged and said, "I suppose." She then shot her last drink. I finished mine and we headed out.
We stopped to watch a woman in her 70s getting fisted by a girl who couldn't be more than 20. Gwen starred too. The grandma screamed as the hand disappeared inside her gaping hole as the younger girl called her grandma slut. We also saw the same pregnant woman fucking herself with the end of a beer bottle as she watched the fisting. I shook my head and grabbed Gwen's hand as we exited the club. I held her hand all the way to the car and helped her get in. The night clearly had overwhelmed Gwen and all her energy had been drained from her. We drove home in silence and I actually had to wake her up when we got her house. To both our surprise, her husband's car was in the driveway.
Gwen suddenly sobered up in a millisecond as she said, "Oh my God, I still have pussy all over my face." She looked in her purse frantically looking for something to wipe her face clean. She did the best she could, but then she realized what she was wearing. "How am I going to explain this outfit?' she fretted.



I said, "Calm down. Phantom of the Opera is in town. Tell him you and I got all dolled up for a nice supper and a show. Technically that is all true. We did go out for a supper and we definitely saw a show. He will assume it is the play you saw."
This seemed to relax her a bit. I then added, "You should probably take that toy out."
"Oh yeah," she said, "I was beginning to get use to its slight teasing." She awkwardly took out the toy and put it in her purse. She got ready to leave and said, "Well that was very educational."
"That it was," I agreed. I then said to ease her conscience, "Whatever happens at the club, stays at the club."
She shook her head in agreement and said, "Well thanks, that was fun."
"I am happy you enjoyed yourself," I said slyly back. I leaned in as if I was going to kiss her lips and watched as she closed her eyes waiting for the kiss. Instead my lips just brushed hers ever so lightly before I gave her a kiss on the cheek.
A sigh escaped her lips, but she smiled as if she wasn't disappointed, even though she was. "Good night," she finally said.
"Good night," I returned and watched her leave. I followed her with my eyes the whole way in as I anticipated the look back. It didn't come as early as I expected, but it came, as she reached the door. She looked back at me and smiled. I blew her a kiss and drove home.
The drive home was a blur as I reflected on the night. I now had confirmation she was submissive and I now knew she was willing. The only question left was did she love me. Would she cancel the wedding and declare her love for me? I still didn't know, but I was hopeful. I smiled as I thought that the final part of my plan would begin on Monday; a two week long onslaught of affection which would hopefully cumulate in a declaration of love to her and hopefully a similar declaration from her to me.
CHAPTER SIX: THE FINAL APPROACH
I purposely did not call her on Sunday. I wanted to let the night just linger inside as she sobered up and dealt with her fiancé. I spent the day doing laundry, planning lessons and watched a movie. I love how people think if you're a lesbian all you ever do is think sex. I was a complete person with a variety of passions and only Gwen really knew the complete me.
Monday Feb 3
On Monday we met at school and acted as if nothing had happened only two days earlier. I asked how Ron was and she said, "Same old, same old."
"Is that a good or bad thing?" I asked trying to delve deeper for a secret meaning.
"Not good," she said, "He was home for the first time in five days and all we wanted to do was watch hockey." She paused and then stressed "Hockey."
"Well you know men, they have very limited interests. Sex, food and sports."
"Well he only seems to have two," she said frustrated.
Later, at the end of day she came in to my room all flushed and said, "I got flowers sent to me." She looked at me all freaked out, "At work."
I had sent the flowers so playing dumb I said, "Well that is romantic. At least he is trying."
"They are not from him," she said perturbed and handed me a card.
Lovely Gwen,
You are a beautiful woman. You deserve only the best.
Lovingly,
A secret admirer...
P.S.-That gold dress looked amazing on you.
"Oh," I said, "Who could it be from?"
"I don't know," she said, "Could it be someone from the club?"
"Who?" I asked.
"I don't know," she said.
"I wouldn't worry about it. Just enjoy them," I recommended. "Actually, you should take them home and show them to Rob."
"I can't do that," she said.
"I suppose not," I said. I looked at the clock and said, "Got to go coach volleyball."
Gwen looked at me all concerned, "Are you going to be ok?"
"I'll be fine. Brittany knows the rules. What happens at the club..."
"Stays at the club," Gwen finished.
I kissed her on the cheek and headed out.
Tuesday February 4th
On Tuesday I didn't see Gwen till after school as it was a hectic day. I walked into her classroom and said, "Those really are nice flowers."
Gwen gave a slight grin and said, 'The nicest I have ever got."
"That is too bad," I said, "A girl needs simple symbols of love on a regular basis. We need to feel loved."
"I don't feel too loved right now," she said with a frown.
"What's wrong? What did he do?"
"He won't be home for Valentine's Day. He will be in Toronto. He won't even be in the same country. Some special conference."
"Fuck off," I said, "That bastard. He knows how much you love Valentine's Day."
"He said he had no control over it. He said, we can celebrate this weekend," she said with tears in her eyes.
I opened my purse, grabbed my phone and called Shelia. "Hi Shelia. Do you have any openings today? Five o'clock. Great. No, it's for my friend Gwen. Yes, give her the full treatment." I hung up and said "I got you an appointment for a full body massage."
She looked at me confused.
"You are all stressed. Go see Shelia. She gives the most amazing massages in the world," I advised.
She said, "Well I could certainly use one." I gave her a card with the address on it. She took it and said, "What would I do without you?"
I laughed and said, "Probably wither away and die."
Gwen laughed as I headed out.
Wednesday February 5th
I wish I could tell you some riveting story or some great seduction or even something remotely interesting, but I can't. I caught the flu and spent the whole time on the couch watching lame ass talk shows.
Thursday February 6th
I returned to work and it was like Groundhog Day, except in reverse. This time Gwen was out with the flu. I coached volleyball again and ended up going out for drinks with half the team. Again, no great story, other than I had a couple two many drinks and ended up sick for a second straight day, although this one was self-inflicted.
Friday February 7th
The final part of my plan fell into place on Friday. As the day ended, I went into Gwen's room and said, "I have a plan."
Gwen looked at me sceptical as she said, "You do, do you."
"Yes, is your man still gone on Valentine's Day?"
"Yes," she said, "Thanks for reminding me."
"Well, I decided we will make it a special girl's night in."
"Really," she said, "You have no plans?"
"Yes, I do," I said, "with my best friend."
Gwen lit up as she said, "That would be awesome."
"We'll make exact plans later, but let's plan to just leave from here and no matter what we do, we will end up at my place. Bring jammies, we are having a two person slumber party."
"Wow, that is so high school," she reflected, "I love it."
I then gave her my now traditional kiss on the cheek and headed out. I was going back home for the weekend to visit the parents. Gwen was supposed to be having her early Valentine's Day celebration with her man. I got in my car and headed the four hours it would take to get home, beginning my final countdown to the seduction of my best friend.
Monday February 10th
The weekend was fun, but not really relevant to this story so I won't bore you with the details.
On Monday to start the final stage of my lesbian seduction I had a courier drop off a box just as school ended. The box included a card and a gift. The card read:
Sexy Gwen,
Still thinking about you.
Your secret lesbian admirer.
P.S. The gown is for you for Saturday. I look forward to seeing you again at Le Chateau Club.
The gown was a slinky halter gown that was completely backless and had a front v-neck opening that went to the belly button. Obviously it could not be worn with a bra. The outfit would be perfect for the annual day after Valentine's party at Le Chateau Club. A legendary annual party that I hoped to take Gwen to as my date.
I walked into her room after school as she was looking at the gown. I said, "Wow, that is an amazing dress. Where did you get it?"
She handed me a card and I read it. "Oooh, the secret admirer strikes again."
Gwen looked at it more and said, "Well my secret admirer treats me way better then my fiancé."
"Are you still going on Saturday?"
"I don't know," she responded reflectively.
"The fact that you didn't say no, means you probably will."
She looked at me and said, "I can't explain it, but I feel like I have to go back. It is almost all I think about."
"Oh, I understand it," I said adding, "completely."
She smiled and said, "I suppose you do. Do you think the secret admirer is Rosie?"
"I doubt it, it is not her style," I said honestly.
"Then who?" she pondered.
"I have no idea," I lied.
I gave her a hug and kiss on the cheek and headed out to coach.
Tuesday February 11th
That morning, before school started, Gwen came in my room to borrow crayons and I said, "Hey I forgot all about it, but how was that we-vibe thing."
She responded, "Amazing actually. The way it hits and vibrates on both the g-spot and the clit is exhilarating."
"So I should get one," I said.
"Oh definitely, although with all your toys it may be just another one."
I responded, "Are you jealous of my toy collection?"
"No," she said, "I'm jealous of your sex life."
The first bell rang just as the conversation was getting interesting. Gwen went to class and I prepared for mine.
At lunch a box of chocolates was delivered to Gwen, by me secretly of course, with another note.
Elegant Gwen,
For your sweet-spot, until I can taste your sweet-spot.
Your secret and hopeful lover
Gwen came into my room at last break and said, "I got another gift."
I smiled and said, "She is really pulling out all the stops."
"It is driving me nuts not knowing," she said.
"You really like this attention, don't you?"
She shrugged, "It is nice to be noticed again."
"Slut," I said mockingly.
Gwen looked at me and said sarcastically, "Are we really going to play that game?"
I feign confusion, "What could you possibly mean?"
"You do a different girl every day," she accused.
I went for the kill when I said, "Actually you have more recently ate pussy than I have."
Gwen looked at me surprised and said, "Really?"
"Yep," I said, "I am in quite a drought. My cunt may shrivel up and die."
This made Gwen burst out laughing as she left to get back to her class before recess ended.
Wednesday February 12th
When I woke up and checked my phone I saw a distraught message from Gwen.
February 12th 12:17AM
From: Gwen
Julia,
I tried calling you, but you must be in bed already. I really need to talk to you, Rob and I had a huge fight.
Gwen
That morning I called her and didn't get an answer. So I got to school early and as expected she was already there. I walked into her room, with two coffees, and asked, "So what is the story?"
She broke down crying instantly and through sniffles and so forth I got out of it that she confronted him about his lack of attention of late and that led to a shouting match and he walked out.
I got her calmed down and asked, "Does he make you happy?"
"Two weeks ago I would have said yes, but now I don't know," she answered honestly.
"Well maybe you guys need a break. If you are meant to be, it will all work out."
"I suppose" she said.
The rest of the day was crazy and I sent more flowers to her. I got the message changed at the last minute.
Glorious Gwen
I can't stop thinking about you.
Your sexy smile;
Your luscious legs;
You are perfection to me.
Your secret admirer
P.S.-You deserve someone who will make you the only star in their universe.
After school Gwen was jubilant and there was little evidence of her earlier emotional breakdown. That night we went out to a high school play version of Shakespeare's Othello. It was a simple night of friendship.
Thursday February 13th
I barely got to see Gwen today as I took my students' on a field trip. I did make sure to send her another note and present. The note was only a few words:
Sweet Gwen,
I long to kiss you,
To touch you,
To make love to you.
Your secret admirer
The present was a bottle of perfume.
CHAPTER 7: CUPID'S QUEST-THE TRUTH REVEALED
Friday February 14th
That day, I sent no note.
When I saw her at school, I was happy to notice she was wearing the perfume I had bought her yesterday. I looked at her in her conservative black skirt and simple white blouse and my cunt got wet.
I said, "Happy Valentine's Day, gorgeous."
"You too," she replied.
I handed her a Mickey Mouse Valentine's Card that said, "I heart you." I signed it saying 'I hope all your romantic dreams come true.'
She read it and gave me a big hug.
We made final plans for our special girl's night and went about our day.
The day ended and Gwen said as we drove to her place to pick up her travel bag, "I got no letter today."
"Oh," I said, "That is strange."
"Yeah," she said, "I was getting used to it."
"I know," I said, "It seemed to really boost your spirits."
"It did," she agreed, "Now that Rob is gone, it was a great validation." She paused, "Plus, I really want to know who the hell it is."
"Gone to Toronto or gone, gone?" I asked.
"Oh, I think gone, gone; I do deserve someone better," she said confidently.
"Yes, you do," I agreed.
We arrived at her house and I waited in the car. She took longer than I expected, but when she did return she had changed. She was wearing a flattering blue mini dress with mocha pantyhose, the dress to short for stockings.
I said, "Holy shit, now we have to go to my place so I can change."
We drove to my place and I took in her bag. I looked in my closet and choose a white mini dress with a very flattering neckline. I put on a pair of white pantyhose as well. I headed back to the car.
Gwen said, "Wow, you look amazing in white."
"Thanks. I have never worn this before."
We drove to Rizzo's, a restaurant that was having a special four course meal for Valentine's Day. We went in and got strange looks as the only pair that were not man and woman.
We sat at a table, in a secluded corner, and were greeted by a very pretty blonde waitress. Her blue eyes just drew you in. She was dressed in the standard restaurant black skirt, black pantyhose and white blouse.
"Good evening, my name is Kate and I will be your server tonight."
Gwen, surprising me, flirted, in a seductive voice, "What will you be serving?"
A bit of water sprayed out of mouth as I heard Gwen ask such a double entendre. Kate blushed but continued, "What can I get you to drink?"
"Some of your special juice," Gwen asked.
Kate went even redder as I said, "Two glasses of red wine." As Kate went away to grab our drinks I asked, "What has gotten into you?"
She shrugged and said, "I don't know. Watching you flirt with other woman has always been a bit of a turn on; I thought I would do it myself."
"I usually know if she is a lesbian or bi-curious before I turn on the charm," I said.
"She's a dyke," Gwen said confidently.
"How do you know? I have not even figured it out yet," I asked.
"Well it could be the way she looked at us; the way she took a peak at your legs as she reached our table; or it could be the way her eyes took quick glances at my cleavage as she spoke," she said like an expert seductress.
I laughed, "Interesting. I thought maybe you were going all lesbian on me."
She looked me in the eye and said, "Maybe I am going all lesbian on you."
As I considered her statement, Kate returned with our wine. I watched and indeed she did check out Gwen's breasts. She then said, "Your first course will arrive shortly."
I watched her walk away and when I looked at Gwen she was smirking at me as she said, "Told you."
We talked about school for a couple minutes until our bruschetta arrived. I asked Kate, "Have I seen you somewhere before?"
Kate looked at me and said, "I don't think so?"
"You look really familiar," I said.
"I get that a lot," she responded and then left to go to another table.
Gwen said, "How dare you? She was my seduction."
I smiled and said, "Is it dare time?"
"Yes it is, but I suggest a double dare," she said deviously.
"Do tell," I asked intrigued.
"First," she began, "We both flirt with her and see who can get her number."
"OK," I said, "Easy enough."
"Second," she continued as she reached for her purse, "We both put these in our cunts for the rest of the night." She then handed me a jelly egg.
My face went red, which never happens, as I took the egg; plus Gwen is not one for using such a vulgar world as cunt. Gwen took a bite of her bruschetta as she smirked at me. I was completely out of my element; was she seducing me?
I get up to go to the washroom when Gwen stopped me and commanded, "No, no, no, put it inside you here."
I looked at her, smiled and said, "Really, what has gotten into you?"
"Nothing yet," she teased back.
I turned it on low, looked around and awkwardly inserted the egg into my pussy which was rather difficult because I was wearing pantyhose and not stockings like I usually did.
Gwen smiled as she took another bite of her bruschetta.
I asked, "Are you not putting yours in?"
"All in good time," she answered and ate more of her bruschcetta and put the egg on the table in the open for anyone to see.
Frustrated I began my appetizer. After we finished our bruschcetta in silence, Kate came back to grab the plates.
Kate saw the egg, looked slightly confused as Gwen looked at her and said, "It's a toy. Have you ever used one?"
Kate shook her head no as Gwen continued, "You should it feels amazing." Gwen then took the egg, turned it on so the soft vibration sound could be heard, while starring at Kate, and put it inside herself. She then gave a soft moan. "Kate you have got to try this."
Kate stood memorized in trance as I said, "Kate, could I get a second glass of wine?"
Kate looked at me and said, "Yes ma'am," and she walked away.
I said, "Gwen, this is a new you."
"You are to blame," she countered.
"How so?" I asked.
"I have been jealous of your lifestyle forever. You always are so happy."
"You seemed happy," I said concerned.
"I have not been for a long time," she said solemnly.
"You know, I am most happy when I am hanging out with you," I admitted.
"You are?"
"Of course. I love teaching, I love spending time with my family and I love hanging out with you. My sex life is just another part of who I am. I enjoy it, but it only brings temporary joy."
"Oh," she said reflectively.
Kate returned with our salads and we ate in them in silence. As we finished our salads, Gwen finally asked, "Can I ask you a question?"
"Anything?" I answered.
"Why have you never hit on me? Do you not find me attractive?" she asked insecurely.
I let out a gasp I was so surprised by the question. "Um, first off I find you the most beautiful person I know both inside and out. But I would never do anything that would ruin our friendship. You seemed so in love with Rob that I just never thought you would be into me in that way."
Gwen looked at me as she took in my response. A guy, probably 20, came and took our plates and Kate followed behind with our main course. Kate asked, "Is there anything else I can get you ladies?"
"Your phone number," I asked.
Kate blushed again as Gwen said, "Or you could just meet us at Le Chateau Club tomorrow night at 9:30."
I then said, "And please just bring us a bottle of whatever wine this is."
Kate said, "Yes ma'am" and left.
Gwen asked "Is our seduction working?"
"I think so, but it is hard to tell. She can't give away too much while working," I responded.
"I suppose so," she reflected, "So you do find me attractive?"
I smiled and said, "Gwen who do you think has sent you all those notes and cards the past two weeks?"



The lightbulb went on as she gasped, "It was you?"
"Yes Gwen. I love you. I love you as a friend. But I also love you completely."
She looked at me taking it all in, "You mean."
"Yes, I want to spend the rest of my life with you. I want to hold your hand in public. I want to go to bed every night with you. I want to make love to every part of you."
"I love you too," she responded. "I just never thought, I mean, I just."
I stood up, moved to her side of the table, sat down and then leaned in for a kiss. It was as gentle as a kiss can be. She kissed back and soon our tongues were exploring each other's mouths. I broke the kiss when I heard a sound. I turned around and said, "Oh, more wine." I stood up and returned to my side.
Kate looked at us in a stunned state. She slowly recovered and said, "Can I get you anything else?"
I smiled and said, "No, I think we are fine."
Gwen gave a soft smile and agreed, "Yes, everything is perfect."
Kate left and we ate our meals in silence, both of us coming to full terms with the revelations that had just been revealed. I knew now everything had changed. She loved me too. A serene feeling washed over me as I finally found peace with my inner turmoil over the seduction. She loved me. Gwen loved me. I smiled to myself. I looked at Gwen who had a radiant glow herself. I hoped she was having a similar joy inside herself.
We finished our meal, the wine bottle over half empty, and Kate came to take our plates. She asked, "How was your meal?"
"Delicious," I said.
Gwen teased, "But probably not as delicious as you."
I smirked as that is something I would have usually used to push the envelope.
Kate, for the first time, responded to our sexual wordplay, "I have never had any complaints."
"I imagine that is true." Gwen said, "I think it would be the perfect dessert."
Kate blushed, looked around and then said, "I would love to, but I can't, not here."
I could have taken control at this point, but I decided to watch and see how Gwen played this.
Gwen said, "Well the offer stands Kate. You are a very pretty woman, and you would make a great plaything for me and my girlfriend."
'Well played' I though thought to myself. It showed that she was in control and would be in this sexual relationship."
Kate smiled, leaned in and whispered, "How did you know I was gay?"
Gwen smiled, "You kept checking out my breasts and my lover's legs."
"Oh," Kate said, "I have not come out yet to anyone."
"Well," Gwen said teasingly, "Now you have."
Kate smiled and said, "I will be right back with your desserts."
She left and I said, "That was very well played Gwen. I could not have done it any better myself."
"Well I learned from the master," she complimented. So," she paused and nervously asked, "now what?"
"We have dessert, we get a taxi, I am way too drunk to drive home, and then we go back to my place and I make love to you in a way you can not even begin to imagine."
Gwen smiled seductively and said, "Trust me, I have imagined it in every way possible."
Kate returned with our chocolate cheese cake and gave Gwen a piece of paper. Gwen opened it up, smiled and said, "I will be in contact, sweetheart."
"I hope so," Kate responded.
Gwen then said, "Want to see something really cool?"
"Sure," Kate said with a bit of trepidation.
Gwen then pulled out something from her purse and said watch this. I recognized what it was just as she turned it on to full blast. Instantly, the vibrations sped up extremely and in only seconds my cunt exploded with an orgasm. I barely kept the sound to an escaped moan as the pleasure was amazing.
Gwen then said to me, "Slut, could you please give your toy to Kate here."
I was shocked by Gwen's name calling, but also incredibly turned on, as I ripped by slightly damp pantyhose open at the crotch and removed the very wet ball. I handed it obediently to Kate.
Kate quickly grabbed it and slid it in her pocket.
Gwen said, "I expect that inside you in the next few minutes. I will turn it on low for you. I will retrieve it tomorrow."
"Yes ma'am," Kate obeyed and left the table.
Gwen looked at me and said, "Sorry, I didn't mean to call you a slut."
I smiled, "You fucking bitch, I didn't know you had it in you."
Gwen laughed, "I think you are in for many surprises."
"It seems I am," I said as I took a bite out of the cheesecake.
We ate in silence as both of us reflected on what was going to happen next. Kate came back with the bill and a devious smile. Gwen asked, "I assume you have put my present in a safe place?"
"The safest there is," Kate flirted back.
Gwen looked at the bill and then asked, "Was that number you gave me your cell number?"
"Yes ma'am," she answered.
"Do you work tomorrow?"
"No."
"Good, I will text you an address and I expect you to meet me there at 2PM," Gwen instructed.
"Yes ma'am," Kate answered.
"And," Gwen stressed, "We will be going to Le Chateau later in the evening, so be sure to wear something sexy and classy."
"Understood," Kate responded.
"And be sure to wear stockings, not pantyhose, I want easy access of my new slut."
Kate blushed at being called a slut, but said, "Yes ma'am." Gwen then gave her a credit card. Kate left and we got ready to leave.
I said, "Gwen you are a master manipulator."
She smiled, shot the last glass of wine, and said, "Let's get going, I've got one more present for you."
Kate returned, Gwen signed the receipt, giving a very generous tip. She then stood up and whispered something into her ear.
Kate blushed again and said, "It was a pleasure serving you."
Gwen responded wittily, "Wait till tomorrow, and then you can really say it was a pleasure serving me."
Kate smiled and said, "Have a good night."
Gwen said and looked me directly in the eye, "Oh we will, won't we slut?"
Playing along, I answered, "Yes mistress."
Kate smiled, shook her head just slightly and left.
I grabbed Gwen's hand and led her out of the restaurant. We hailed a taxi very quickly, gave him the address and instantly we were making out like two teenagers on a first date. The hormones raged as we kissed with such passion. The fire inside burned with such intensity, that I wanted to make love to her right in the taxi. My hand went under her dress and I rubbed her pussy gently and in only a few seconds Gwen broke my kiss and had an intense orgasm. The taxi driver swerved the vehicle a bit, obviously surprised by the ecstatic sound of pleasure.
We went back to kissing until we arrived at my house. We got out of the cab, paid him and rushed into my house.
CHAPTER 8: THE PERFECT VALENTINE'S DAY PRESENT
As soon as the door was closed, I pushed her against the wall and kissed her with reckless abandon. It was Gwen who broke the kiss and said, "Wait, I need to give you your present."
"Can't it wait?" I said exasperated.
"No, I think it is crucial to give you know."
She then grabbed her bag and went to the bathroom. I nervously waited, eagerness overwhelming me. I had waited so long for this moment to happen and now that it was about too, my anxiety overwhelmed me. I paced the room as I waited for Gwen to return.
Gwen called, "Are you ready for your present?"
"Yes," I called frustrated, "Get out her now."
"Yes mistress," she responded to my surprise and opened the door. She walked out dressed in only tan thigh high stockings and two bows strategically placed on her two firm round voluptuous breasts. Her hair was in pigtails and she wore a collar around her neck with a leash she had in one hand. She walked over to me, handed me the leash and said, "I love you completely. I want to give you the best present I can think of, me. Not just for today, but for tomorrow and every other tomorrow. I am yours." She then dropped to her knees and waited my response.
In a million years, a trillion fantasies, I could not have imagined such a moment; such a sweet declaration; such a perfect submission. I looked down at my best friend, pulled her back up and kissed her. I then pushed her back down and led her by the leash to my bedroom. I laid her onto my bed and went to the closet and brought out my 'special' box. I took her left hand and handcuffed her to my bed; I then did the same to her right. She smiled as she watched me.
I then leaned down and kissed her neck. She gave a light moan the second my lips contacted her skin. I slowly, ever so slowly, moved my mouth down her body. I took off the bows that hid her stiff nipples and took each nipple into my mouth. I learned quickly her nipples were extremely sensitive as each nibble of her nipple had her breathing getting heavier. I slowly slid my tongue between her deliciously large breasts and then moved downwards, my tongue never leaving her body. My tongue reached her shaved treasure; I paused my lips a millimetre away from her ripe cunt, and then moved lower. She gave out a disappointed moan as my head left her eager pussy. My tongue then slid down her nylon clad left leg. I reached the sole of her foot and licked it. I then took each toe into my mouth and sucked it through the sheer nylon. Soft moans escaped my captive lover as I made love to her whole body. I then moved back up, again stopping at her already wet cunt and gave one quick lap of her clit. She gave a loud moan and begged, "Please more."
I looked up at her and said, "All in good time Gwen."
I then moved down her right leg, repeating the same lengthy process. I spent an eternity sucking on her tiny, perfectly manicured toes. I then moved back to her pussy and gave her three quick licks. She moaned loudly again and I moved and kissed her again. She kissed me back and then I asked, "What do you want me to do next?"
She moaned, "Please dominate me. Treat me like you would one of your one night stand sluts."
"You sure?" I asked.
"Yes," she moaned, "I wasn't kidding when I said, I want to give myself to you completely."
"OK Gwen," I said and reached into my collection and pulled out my we-vibe.
"You got one too?"
"Yep, Audrey brought it over the night we went to the toy store as a gift."
"You got that toy salesman to come over?"
"Yep," I said, "She was an easy seduction."
I turned on a vibrator and placed it at the entrance of her cunt, but not in. I then took off my dress and straddled my best friend's face. My pantyhose were still on, but I had ripped a hole big enough for her to access my pussy.
She began licking as best she could from her handcuffed position. Her moans from the pleasure of the teasing vibrator and the egg that was still inside her sent vibrations through her body. As she licked, I leaned forward and began sucking on her clit as she licked mine. In less than a minute of the triple pleasure, Gwen screamed into my pussy, "I'm cumming." I kept pressure on her clit until her orgasm subsided and then moved back up.
Her licking had me close, but in this position I could not come, so I got off her face and, after taking the egg out of her cunt, put the feeldoe toy in her pussy. I then straddled the other end of the cock and began bouncing up and down on it. I moaned, "Fuck me Gwen, fuck your best friend's cunt." Gwen moved her ass up and down as best she could and I orgasmed after only a couple minutes of pleasure. I collapsed on top of her and we went back to kissing, the two ended vibrating toy still inside both of us. I undid the handcuffs, took off the leash and cuddled with her.
Gwen said, "I love you so much."
I responded, "I love you more."
Gwen said, "Will you fuck me?"
"I'd love too," I said, and went over to the box and put on one of my strap-on cocks, a smaller six inch one. I strapped it on and said, "Get on all fours."
"Yes mistress," she cooed.
"I like that slut. Beg for your mistress's cock?"
"Oh please, fuck me like the new lesbian I am. Pound my tight cunt that you now own."
I moved my cock to the entrance of her vaginal canal; I rubbed the cock around her entrance, teasing her.
She begged, "Please shove it in. Fuck me like your other whores."
With that I slid the cock in and began fucking her. I started slow, my hands on her waist. I asked, "How does my cock feel in you dyke?"
"So goooood," she responded.
"Is it better than Rod's cock?" I asked.
"So much better," she replied, "Please, fuck me harder; fill my cunt with your cock."
I began pumping the 6 inch toy in and out faster and deeper, eventually allowing the whole cock to disappear into my beautiful friend's pussy.
"Don't stop, please, never stop fucking me," she screamed as she climaxed from the fast paced fucking. I kept fucking her not slightly slowing down as the orgasm shook her body. I finally stopped fucking her and slipped out of the strap-on.
I then put on the slim, anal ready, strap-on cock. I lubed it up and asked, "Are you ready for complete submission to me?"
"I will never disobey you," she said, still on my bed on all fours.
"I recall you said you would never take anything in your ass."
"I did say that," she said.
"What do you say now?" I questioned.
"I say that I was wrong and you were right; never say never. Please take my anal cherry," Gwen said.
I got behind her and slowly, gently, slid the toy into her ass. Gwen leaned forward and put her head on a pillow to deal with the slight discomfort. I let the slim cock sit in her half way and then said, "OK butt slut, I want you to slowly move your perfect little ass back on my cock."
Gwen moved back slowly, as I leaned back on my hind legs. I allowed Gwen to move back on the cock at her own pace. Slowly Gwen moved back, taking all five inches of the small vibe in her ass. She then began slowly moving back and forth on the cock. Her moaning began and she said, "Fuck, that feels good. I couldn't imagine this could feel like this." She began moving faster, her slightly chubby ass colliding with my body as she tried to get the cock deeper in her ass. Watching my once innocent friend turn into a complete ass slut was fucking hot. This scene kept on for a few minutes until my leg started going numb.
I pushed her forward and stood up. "Sorry Gwen, my leg was losing its feeling."
She looked at me and said, "That was amazing."
I reached into the box and grabbed the double ended dildo I had bought with her. I said to her, "I have never tried this before."
Gwen grabbed it, turned it on high, and slid it into her pussy, I then straddled the other end awkwardly and we pushed the cock inside me. We both moaned and moved forward until the long wide dildo disappeared inside our two pussies. Soon we were grinding our cunts together and feeling the vibrating dildo teasing our cunts. The sensations were thrilling as we both used each other to get off. The crazy intense pleasure continued for many minutes until we both orgasmed within seconds of each other. We collapsed on the bed, the dildo still deep inside both of us.
Finally I pulled the dildo out of both of us and lay down on the bed. I cuddled Gwen and said, "I love you, happy Valentine's Day."
She whispered back exhausted, "I love you too Julia."
I kissed her neck, pulled the blankets over both of us and fell asleep with the woman I love the most in my arms.
EPILOGUE
L-o-v-e. Just four tiny letters.
Love. Just one simple word.
Love. No two people would create the same definition.
This is my definition:
For me, love is the ultimate feeling of joy every time I look at Gwen. Every moment we spend together. It may be a romantic dinner; it may be simply watching TV with the fire place on; it may be a bubble bath and then a long night of gentle love making; it may be a long night of submission; it may just be laying in bed each of us reading a book; it may be us going on the prowl and adding a new girl to our sex games; it may be a night at Le Chateau (like the time we went and both pleasured Rosie together at the same time).
But no matter what adventure is in the future, it will be perfect, because it is with Gwen.
This is my love story...a love story of sorts.
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An incest love story entry for the Valentine's Day competition, if such a story can exist. Please read and vote.
Have you ever had dreams of fucking your mother?
Ever considered her on her knees sucking your cock?
Ever considered shooting a load of cum deep in her ass?
Ever considered watching her eat out another woman just to please you?
Of course you have...all men fantasize about their mother...it is natural...it is obsessive...it is taboo and...it is the greatest conquest of any man's life. And for me, this is the story of how I turned my mother into my personal sex toy. So if such a taboo offends you, please stop reading now; on the other hand, if your cock is erect or your pussy wet just thinking of your mother...well read on.
***
Now I should note, not to brag or anything, I am very blessed. I am 6 foot 1, 230 pounds of pure muscle, blonde hair, blue eyes and a very respectable 7 inch cock. I had just finished my third year of college, hoping to become a lawyer, and was coming home for the summer to work for my mother at the DA's office.
I arrived home, three days earlier than I told my mom I was going to be, planning on surprising her by having a nice supper made for her when she got home from work, my dad having passed away three years ago. But I was the one about to get a surprise. In the driveway was a red Porsche; now my mom makes a decent living as a public prosecutor, but not 'I own a Porshe' type of money.
As I entered the house quietly, I planned to scare the shit out of her, but she was not in the kitchen or the living room. I went upstairs to throw my stuff in my old room, which looks exactly the same as did in my high school days. As I reached the top of the stairs, I heard loud moaning coming from my mother's room. Her door was slightly ajar and although I shouldn't have, curiosity got the better of me, and I peaked into my mother's room.
What I saw shocked me to my core. My mother, my sweet innocent mother, was on all fours on her bed, being fucked doggie style, by a big, chubby, actually fat, bald guy in his 40s. What the fuck was my very attractive mom doing with such a fat loser?
Suddenly, I recognized him as the defendant in a big case my mom was prosecuting back in January. This made no sense, he was a big time contractor who was being charged for attempting to bribe some city officials to give him some big development contracts. My mom implied it was a slam dunk case, if I recalled correctly.
Instead I watched as my mom's moans echoed the room as he furiously fucked her from behind.
The guy, who I vaguely recalled was named Eddie, pulled out of my mom and said, "Bitch, beg for my cock."
My mom desperately pleaded, "Please put it back inside me, fuck your whore."
I gasped as I heard my mom talk like a slut.
He smiled and said, "Get my cock lubricated good for your ass slut." My mom quickly turned around and took the smallish five inch rod into her mouth. I could not believe such a fat pig could control my mom like that. She bobbed up and down easily deep-throating the tiny cock. "Oh yes slut. You are a good little cocksucker. Tell me how much you love my cock."
She took the stiff cock out of her mouth and said, "Oh yes, I love your cock. It fills my cunt so completely."
He chuckled as he said, "But won't your son be home soon? I still expect to be able to fuck my whore every week."
She sighed and said, "He will be working all day at my office. I can make sure I don't have court on Thursday's in the afternoon and we can meet here at our usual time."
He grabbed her head and shoved his cock back in her mouth and said as he face fucked her, "Good plan slut. " He turned her around and said, "Ready to take my cock in your ass my little sex slave?"
I saw her blush as she said, "Yes, please fuck my ass." She leaned her ass back onto the small cock. He knelt there as my mom bounced back taking most of his cock up her ass. My hand rubbed my cock as I watched the domination of my mother.
The scene went on for a while, my mom moving faster and faster on the cock, until he asked, "Slut, where do you want my cum?"
She moaned, "In my mouth baby, please allow me to savor your sweet cum."
He pulled out and my mom quickly engulfed the cock in her mouth and sucked him. It only took a couple of minutes before he grunted and I assumed sprayed his juice down my mother's throat.
I, not wanting to get caught, sneaked outside, went back to my car and drove to the pub. I called a couple of my buddies and we spent the night catching up, watching sports and checking out the ladies. I drove home and my mom was already in bed sleeping, so I quietly went to my room and jacked off with the image of my naked mother on her hands and knees...a complete submissive slut...for me.
THE NEXT WEEK
Now I didn't plan to seduce my mom originally, but as the week progressed, all I could think of was my mom being a slut. She on her knees sucking my cock; her begging me to drill her pussy and ass; she was a beautiful woman and I had wacked off many times fantasizing abut her, but never had really considered it a potential reality. Now I planned to seduce my mom.
On Wednesday, after my first three days of work at my mother's office, I decided to start my seduction. After dinner, we were on the couch watching the news, her stocking feet up and having some tea.
I started, "Mom, I can't believe how crazy the office is."
"I know. But Mike says you are doing a great job," she said.
"That is great to know, he is rather hard to read."
"He acts like a big growly bear, but deep down he is a great guy," she explained.
"Well that is good to hear, I couldn't really tell what he thought of me. Mom you look stressed."
"Oh no, it has been a long week with the Wilkins case, that is all. I hate when I know we should win, but am scared we may not."
"Mom let me give you a foot massage."
She smiled and said, "Thanks honey," and I lifted her legs onto my lap and slowly massaged her stocking feet. My cock quickly went erect as I massaged my mom's feet.
I asked, "So any new men in your life, mom?"
She looked at me surprised and then lied to me "No honey."
I responded, "Oh, Ken mentioned to me the other day that he has seen a Porsche in our driveway on a few occasions so I assumed you had a new man."
Her face went white as she struggled to make up a plausible excuse, "Oh no. no, that is just one of my clients; we often meet here because he doesn't trust most lawyers."
"I see," I said, "Ken joked you were getting an afternoon booty call."
Her face went even redder as she said, "Honey, you know me better than that."
My hand gently rubbed her foot and ankle as I said, "He was just kidding, but he has always had a crush on you."
"Oh Jeremy," she said mockingly.
"Mom, all my friends had or have crushes on you. They all think you are a MILF."
"A MILF?" she asked genuinely confused.
"Yes," I said, my hand sliding up the back of her calf, "A Mom I would Like to Fuck."
She coughed, "Jeremy, watch your language."
I shook my head and said, "Oh Mother, I am not a teenager anymore, plus it's not my fault my friends think you are hot."
We remained in silence as I massaged her feet for another five minutes and then the phone rang. It was grandma, so I went to my room, called the boys and we went out for wings.
Horny as hell, I ended up picking up a chubby, some would call fat, mid forties little MILF. I have learned chubby girls get less attention so they try way harder and often do anything you ask. Her name was Edna and I brought her back home; my mom was already asleep but I assumedly woke her up as I fucked this chubby little nympho. She was so tight and incredibly animated as she said things like: your cock is so big, please fuck me deeper, pound me harder, pull my hair, etc. Her high-pitched screams and begging echoed around the room. After I sprayed her mouth with my cum, after a 45 minute marathon sex session, I sent her on her way.
The next morning mom was having breakfast when I came downstairs; she gave me a look, but didn't say anything, so I figured bringing chicks home was ok. She had to leave for work early which was perfect. I set up a camera and timed it to tape her if she did indeed get dominated again. I figured this could come in handy at some point. Mom did indeed leave at lunch and I assumed I knew what she was doing.
When I got home I ran upstairs, grabbed the tape from my mom's room, and then had a shower. After supper I watched the results. Sure enough, mom came home. Mom was on the bed in white lingerie and lay there rubbing her pussy until Eddie walked into her room. He said, "Don't touch yourself slut." She quickly moved her hand away as he simply got undressed and shoved his cock in my mother's mouth. I fast forwarded it a bit and saw him fuck her roughly and cum all over her face. He then just left.
I wacked off, fantasizing about my mother, which had become a daily routine, and went downstairs for supper. A few days flew by before mom and I were home at the same time in the evening. I asked her how her day was and she said exhausting. I gave her a big hug and said "Mom, you work too hard. You need to relax more."
She sighed and said, "True, but I just have too many cases on the go."
Seeing the set up in front of me, I asked, "Hey whatever happened to that bribery case you were so obsessed with back in January?"
She dropped her glass on the table, spilling wine, as she responded awkwardly, "Oh, it got thrown out when a couple of witnesses recanted their original story."
"Oh," I said, "What was that guy's name again," I toyed.
"I don't recall," she lied, as she went to grab a cloth.
"Eddie something," I recalled and as she tried to change the subject I finished, "Eddie Canwood. I wonder whatever happened to him."
She shrugged and said, trying to deceive me, "Who cares, he was a scum bag. Now help me get supper ready."
I let it go for now, greatly wondering what she ever saw in him. I decided to test the waters even more by bringing home some chick again.
I went to the pub, flirted with a hot older woman, about my mom's age, "So what is such a pretty woman doing here by herself?"
She smiled and said, "What is a pretty boy like yourself doing all alone here?"
I laughed, "Touche. "
We talked for over an hour, excessive flirting really, power positioning; I concluded she was clearly into me, and had a few more cocktails before I said bluntly, "I want to fuck you."
She said, "Well, that is straight to the point. You are probably not even half my age."
I moved closer to her and whispered, "I like a woman with experience." My hand fell on her beige stocking covered leg. As expected, she did not move it away. I continued, "Ever been with a younger man?"
She shrugged, "No, now that you mention it."
My hand slid up her thigh and she gave a slight soft moan. I moved towards her ear and whispered, "Do you want to come back to my place?"
She looked at me, slightly surprised at my forwardness. "Um," she stuttered.
I smiled, grabbed her hand and said, "Yes you do, admit it."
"Well," she began.
I smiled, knowing she was putty in my hands. I slid my hand under her skirt and I said, "You are very wet." She moaned as my finger teased her pussy lips. "I am leaving now. If you want to get fucked, come with me."
She paused only briefly before following me out of the bar. I led her to my car and we drove back to my place.
At quarter to ten, I assumed my mom would still be up so she could see me bring home an older woman. We arrived at my house and she inquired, "You live here?"
"Yeah, I live with my mom during the summer."
Her face went white as she said defiantly "I am not going into your mother's house."
I smirked and slid a finger inside her pussy "Yes you are. You will come and meet my mother and then you will come into my room where I will fuck your wet, wet pussy." My fingers pumped in and out of her moist pussy quickly.
She moaned and said, "No, I can't."
My finger searched for her g-spot as I said, "Yes you can and you will."
She lifted her ass up to allow my finger to put pressure on her g-spot, as she was close I pulled out completely. She then wavered frustrated, "Oh my God, fine dammit, let's go, I need to cum so badly." She got out of the car and slammed the door.
We walked in the house and my mom was on the couch watching some movie on TV. I said, "Hi mom, this is, oh crap, what is your name?"
Humiliated, the blonde cougar said, "Sarah."
"Mom this is Sarah."
"Um hi Sarah," my mom said confused.
I then said, "Well see you in the morning mom," and grabbed the embarrassed MILF and headed up to my room.
As I closed the door she said, "I have never been so humiliated in my whole life."
I pulled off my pants and said, "Stop whining and get your ass over here."
Past caring and horny as hell, the blonde walked over and I kissed her hard. I then simply pushed her head down and she took my erect missile in her mouth. Not surprisingly, she had an expert mouth. She used her tongue extensively as she teased me. After a few minutes of this I simply pushed her onto the bed, pulled up her skirt and dove into her pussy. Her nectar was sweet and tangy as I licked, nibbled and probed her pussy with my tongue. She moaned and I slid a finger into her damp pussy. She let out a loud moan and began to quake. Her orgasm was not massive, but her scream was and I smiled knowing my mother would know exactly what we were doing. I then changed positions and slid my cock in her pussy. As I fucked her from behind, I reached around and rubbed her clit as best I could. This seemed to get her off as she begged, "Yes, harder, fuck me harder."
I obliged as I fucked her as hard as I could, each thrust getting her louder and more animated. "Oh yes, fuck me, pound me, don't stop."
I fucked her for a few minutes as she screamed and shook from more orgasms before I said, "I'm cumming slut, get ready for a facial."
I pulled out and stroked my cock until a stream of cum sprayed all over the blonde's face. She took some in her mouth like a good slut should, but I also got some on her nose, on her glasses and in her hair.
When I was done, I grabbed a robe for Sarah and gently put it on her. I then said, "Sarah, go get me a drink of water from downstairs."
"Excuse me," she asked surprised by the demand.
"You heard me," I said.
"No way," she responded defiantly.
I smiled and said, "Look, I am thirsty and need a drink before round 2. If you want my cock again, which I know you do, then you will do as you're told."
She sighed as she considered my proposal and then said, her tone shifting from defiant earlier to pleading, "Please don't make me do that, I will do anything for you." She moved towards me seductively.
"Oh I know you will," I responded, "Now go get me a drink of water and keep my cum on your face."
"I can't," she said desperately.
I moved to her and whispered, "If you want my cock, you will get your ass downstairs and get me a drink. Now."
She looked at me, sighed heavily, but went to the door.
"Make sure there is ice."
She looked back and gave a slight smirk.
I then added one last command, "Be sure to apologize to my mother for being so fucking loud."
She turned back to look at me, began to open her mouth, but just shook her head bewildered and closed the door.
I waited patiently until she returned a couple minutes later. She handed me the water and said, "That was completely humiliating."
"You did it?" I queried. She looked at me annoyed as I asked, "Did you apologize to my mother?"
"Yes," she said, "She gave me a look of bewilderment and disgust, but her words were polite."
"What did she say?" I asked curious.
She said, "Oh I didn't hear anything. But I could tell me she did indeed."
I took a long drink of water, pulled out an ice cube, and said, "Put this in your mouth." She looked at me curiously, but did. I then said, "Get back on your knees and suck me slut."
She looked at me perturbed by being called a slut, yet dropped to her knees and took my cock in her mouth. The incredible double feeling of her warm lips, mixed with the cold ice cube, got me stiff in a heartbeat. I let her suck me until the ice cube has melted and then demand, "Go to the wall and bend over."
She did with a curious look on her face. I went to my door and opened it a crack so we would be easily heard and went to my dresser, grabbed some lube, and walked over to her. I asked, "Ever had a cock in your ass?"
"Yes," she said.
"That is too bad; I like to be the first. But I guess a slut like you has probably done it all."
I slid my cock into her pussy and fucked her hard from the standing up position. After I had her nice and primed, I pulled out and lubed my cock and said, "Beg for my cock in your ass bitch."
She immediately said, loud enough for my mother to hear "Fuck my ass stud. Shove that hammer stick into my tight asshole. Fuck the shit out of me."
Turned on, I slid my lubed cock rather easily into her not so tight ass. That said, clearly she enjoyed a cock up her butt as she got incredibly animated, "Oh yes, fuck me, don't stop, fill me deeper."
I tried to oblige as my whole cock disappeared between her ass cheeks. My cock filled her completely and after a couple minutes of hardcore anal drilling she screamed, "I'm cummming, keep fucking my ass."
My cum rising inside me, I kept drilling and after a few more minutes of pounding I said, "Where do you want my cum slut, in your ass or mouth?"
She immediately spun around, dropped to her knees and devoured my cock. She bobbed up and down and just as I was getting close she shoved a finger up my ass, something no one had ever done before, and I immediately sprayed my cum down her throat. She kept on bobbing up and down retrieving every last drop of my semen. I finally pulled out and lay on my bed.
Sarah got up and got dressed. She gave me her card; she was vice-president of a bank. She said, "That was a lot of fun. We should do it again."
I agreed, "Yes we should."
"I got to ask though," she said, as she finished dressing, "What was with showing me off to your mother?"
I shrugged, "I thought it would be fun to see if you would do it?"
She looked at me and said, "No, there was something else." She paused, saw my odd look I must have gave and whispered, "Are you trying to seduce her?"
I shrugged again.
She smirked and said, "You are one sick fuck." She walked over and kissed me one last time and said, "If you ever get her in bed I would love to watch. I'll say goodbye to your mother."
I watched her leave and went to shower.
***
The next morning, I got up a bit early so I could catch a ride to work with mom. When I got downstairs, mom was putting away dishes. I walked up behind her and gave her a hug from behind. I made sure to stay longer than necessary, just barely breaking the line between a 'family member' hug and a 'I wouldn't mind fucking you from behind' hug.
She jumped a bit but waited till I let go to turn around. She gave me a look and said, "Good morning."
"Good morning mom," I returned and gave her a peck on the cheek. I grabbed a bowl and reached for some Corn Flakes. I sat down and she joined me.
She looked at me seriously and asked, "So what was last night about?"
I looked at her surprised and asked, "What do you mean?"
"Bringing home a woman like that to my house," she asked slightly sternly.
"Oh that," I responded nonchalantly, "She is just some woman I picked up at the pub last night."
"Exactly my point," she said.
I got little aggressive as I said, "Oh mom, sorry if I offended you. I just like older women. They are more experienced and try way harder to please than girls my age."



"Honey," she said surprised by my candidness.
"Mom, if I am being honest, if you were not my mother I would have tried seducing you long time ago. You are really hot."
"Jeremy," she said shocked.
"Sorry mom, I was just making a point. Plus mom, it was just sex," I said casually.
"It's never just sex," my mom returned.
I pondered what that implied based on her Thursday rendezvous. I decide to push the envelope by saying, "Then what about those Thursday afternoon sessions you are having?"
Her face went white. "H-h-how do you know about that?" she asked.
"Is that love, mommy?"
She stood up and said, "This conversation is done." She then walked out of the house before I had a chance to enquire any more.
***
The next day was Thursday and I decided I would follow her home and catch them in the act. By the time I arrived home the Porsche was in the driveway. I went around back and entered where I would least likely be heard. I climbed the stairs, ever so slowly, and peaked into my mom's room. She was straddling the loser's small cock and bouncing up and down on it. Her still nice breasts bounced sexily up and down on each stroke. My cock was stiff as I watched my hot mom.
After a couple minutes of this fucking, the dick said, "So you don't want to keep meeting anymore."
She moaned slightly as she said, "It's too risky."
He thrust his cock up her and said, "It's only too risky for you. I plan to keep fucking you. I own you."
I wondered what he meant by saying he owned her. He then pushed her off her and grabbed her by the hair. I had had enough and I walked into the room. "What the fuck is going on here?"
The chubby pig Eddie looked at me a bit startled and said, "Get the fuck out of here."
I walked up to him and punched him in the gut. He fell as my mom said, "Jeremy stop."
I looked at her and said, "I am not going to allow some fat fucking loser to treat my mother like a slut."
Eddie had stood up and said "Boy, you don't know who you are dealing with."
"Actually, you don't know who you are dealing with," I responded. I then added, "Aren't you married?
Actually I know you are I looked you up. Anyways, I taped last week's little fuck session and unless you leave now and never come back, I will send a copy of your infidelity to your wife."
Eddie looked surprised as he processed this new piece of information. He grabbed his clothes and said, "Fine, your mother is a shitty fuck anyways."
I walked up to him, threatening another punch, he cowered, as I said sarcastically, "Yes, I bet it will be really hard for her to find another guy who has a dick as small as yours, or a guy as fat as you. Now get the fuck out of here, you pathetic loser." I moved to punch him and he quickly left.
I looked at my mom, now covered in a blanket and said, "Get dressed mom; we need to have a talk."
I then walked out.
Mom came downstairs, dressed in the same work clothes she was wearing this morning, and said, "Honey, we need to have a talk about this, but I have to be in court in an hour and this conversation needs more time than that."
I shrugged and said, "Yeah, you are probably right. " I walked over to her and gave her a hug. I held her tight as she cried into my shoulder. I comforted her saying, "It's ok mom, I was just trying to protect you."
She whimpered into my shoulder and after a couple of minutes looked up at me and said, "Thank you, you have no idea how much I needed to be saved from him."
I kissed her on the cheek, and then whispered in her ear, my hot breath purposely hitting her neck, and said, "I will always protect you mom, always." I then gave her on more hug, my hand resting on her ass, and then let her go.
She smiled and said, "Take the rest of the day off. I should be home a little after 6."
I responded, "Sounds good to me." I slapped her ass gently and said, "Get to work."
She shook her head and headed out the door.
***
I looked at the clock it was 2:30. I watch some TV and at around 3:45 a thought popped into my head. I decided to speed up the process of seducing my mom by having her walk in on me fucking someone else. I called Hannah Olson, one of my mom's best friends, and the woman who took my virginity. When she answered, I said, "Long time, no fuck."
She laughed and said, "Hi Jeremy. I heard you were in town."
"You heard right. So what are you up to in half an hour or so?"
"Supposed to be making supper for my husband," she responded.
"Well you can do that or come over to my place and get yourself stuffed with a nice sausage."
"Oh you have such a romantic way with words," she teased.
"So is that a yes?"
"Of course it is yes, when have I ever said no to you? But where is your mother?"
"Out of town," I lied.
"Good, see you soon," she said.
I hung up and pulled out the wine. I needed to plan this well so mom walked in at the right time. I also put in some appetizers in the oven and waited.
Hannah showed up in a simple sundress and tan stockings, she knew of my weakness for stockings, just after 4:30. I greeted her with a kiss and she sat down on the couch. We had a glass of wine and some appetizers as we small talked. Her daughter was in grade 12 now, her son grade 10. She had a children's book about to be published. I told her about school, working with mom and so forth. Eventually I decided to get my first load released. I simple undid my belt, dropped my pants and dipped my cock in my just filled bottle of wine.
Hannah smirked and said, "Well isn't that creative," as she moved to me and took my cock in her mouth without any instructions. We had fucked many times and it always had a similar pattern. She sucked me off and swallowed my first load, I brought her to an orgasm with my tongue and then we finished off with a lengthy fuck session. This time followed a similar script.
She also loved to savor a cock, taking her time, making love to it with her mouth. She used her tongue generously and loved to tease by sliding her tongue down the base of my shaft and sucking on each ball. The lengthy blow job would last half an hour and almost always finish with me finally grabbing her head and fucking it like a cunt. She took my cock easily and swallowed my cum as she always did. I pulled out and she smiled, "Should we go to the bedroom?"
I shook my head no as I said, "I have never had a chance to fuck someone down here."
"So I will be your first here too?" she teased.
"I guess so," I said, as I pushed her onto he couch and spread her legs. Conveniently, she had on no underwear, although she was wearing stockings and a garter. I looked up at her, my mouth just inches from her fine pussy, and asked, "So what did you tell your husband?"
"That I was going out to see an old friend?"
"Well, that is not a lie," I said.
"I never lie to my husband, I exaggerate the truth, but I never lie," she smiled and added, "If I can help it."
I smiled back, and buried my head between her legs. Hannah was a woman who took a long time to bring to orgasm. You had to get her lubricated, tease her, probe her, etc. I learned to eat pussy the summer I graduated from school at 18; I learned that the way to a woman's heart is through her pussy. Not from fucking, but from being able to please her with my tongue. I licked her gently at first, focusing on her clit. I then slid my tongue on her pussy lips, concentrating on soft nibbles and the odd tongue. I then slid a finger inside her wet pussy, as I began licking with more speed. This continued for a few minutes, before I began moving my finger in and out as I put pressure on her clit with my tongue. The focused licking and fingering was enough to bring my MILF to her usual blood screeching orgasm. My face shined with her juice, she was a sprayer, and I sat up on the couch beside her. I looked at the clock it was 5:45. If my mom was right she would be home soon.
I grabbed each of us another glass of wine and after we each had a couple quick sips, she took my cock back in her mouth. The second time she took my cock in her mouth she focused on slow quick deep sucks, taking in as much of my rod as she could. After a couple minutes of sucking she smiled and said, "How do you want to do me?"
I looked around and considered what would be the most extreme way for my mom to walk in on us. I, then sitting on the couch, said, "Ride me baby."
She smiled and said, "OK, cowboy, get ready to have your world rocked." She straddled me, face to face, and slowly lowered her body onto mine. My cock disappeared and soon she was bouncing on my cock. She moved up and down slowly, milking my cock with each up and down. She loved having my cock in her and was never in a hurry. She kissed me passionately, her breasts squeezing between us. My cock deep inside her felt so amazing, as she slowly, moved up and down. I looked at the clock; it was a little after 6.
I broke the kiss and said, "I want to fuck your ass."
She gave a sly smile, "Well that is a new one."
"Is that a no?"
"Did I say that?"
I spun her around, spread her ass cheeks, and licked her ass. I then said, "You ever had it in the ass before?"
"A few times, baby," she cooed.
I requested, "Then I want you to straddle me again."
She looked at me and said, "You have turned into a dirty little pervert." She paused and added, "This will be difficult." She then smiled and said, "But you know I love a challenge."
She then slowly put each stocking foot on my legs and lowered her ass onto my cock as I held my stiff erection for her. As my cock slowly penetrated her ass, I moaned. I could not believe how tight she was. She moved up and down taking in only a couple inches and then every few strokes she took in a little more. She began moaning, "Oh Jeremy, this is fucking hot."
I agreed as I said, "Keep riding baby."
She obeyed, taking more of my hard missile in her ass. I was so into the pleasure that I did not hear the door open, but I did hear my mom's shocked voice, "Hannah? Jeremy?"
Hannah got off my cock and quickly looked for something to cover herself as she explained, "Elaine, I am so sorry; Jeremy said you were out of town."
"How long have you been fucking my son?" she asked in a rage.
I watched in silence, my cock still erect and uncovered, as Hannah answered, "Um, a while."
My mom slapped Hannah in the face and said, "Get out of my house, you slut."
Hannah looked devastated as she sheepishly grabbed her clothes and quickly got dressed.
My mom looked at me and yelled "And you cover yourself." I grabbed my underwear and began to get dressed.
I said, "Sorry, Mrs. Tallox, I didn't know she would be home tonight."
Hannah gave me a look that I could not read as she left our house. My mom looked at me and said, "What the hell was that about?"
"Sorry mom", I said still shirtless, "Seeing you have sex had me so horny that after you left, I called Hannah."
"How long have you and her been," she paused not sure how to phrase it.
"Fucking?" I asked.
"Yes fucking," she said frustrated.
"Since I turned 18; she was my first," I explained.
Mom shook her head and said, "You knew I would be home and would see this."
"No," I lied, "I thought we would be done and let's be honest, you seldom get home when you say you will."
"True," she said her tone softening.
I put on my shirt and said, "Mom, I am really sorry. But sometimes I think with the wrong head."
She laughed, "If that isn't the truth."
We ordered food in and then I asked, "So why were you doing that loser Edward. Were you not trying to put him in jail?"
Instantly her face went ruby apple red. She sighed and said, "It was a sure thing I thought. But then things got crazy."
"Crazy?" I queried.
"Yes. I saw one of the jurors talking with him at a restaurant so I confronted him. He told me to leave it alone or I would be next. Of course I did not leave it alone. I talked to the juror and she told me that he had promised to pay for her child's schooling if she got a hung jury. I went back to him and told him I was going to the judge and he laughed and said he knew my little secret."
"What secret?" I asked.
"I rather not say," she said.
I looked at her and said, "I think I need to know, since I pretty much threatened his life."
She sighed again and said, "Well when I was young and in college I posed for some bondage pictures for some nothing magazine for money and that led to me being involved in a couple of bondage films."
It was my turn to be stunned. My mom doing bondage films was unthinkable, although now it was all I could think of. I looked at her and said, "So you threw the case?"
"Yes," she said, not looking at me.
"You had no choice," I said sitting beside her to console her.
"There is always a choice," she said, "But then it got worse. He showed up at my house one day and threatened to reveal the videos and me throwing the case if I did not submit to him. I really never had a choice."
"But it looked like you enjoyed it," I said faking bewilderment.
She still refused to look at me as she explained, "It had been a while since I had had sex, not since before your father died; so although he was grotesque and just using me, it felt good to be," she paused for a long time, "pleasured."
I gave her a hug and said, "It's ok. He will not come after you anymore."
She gave a slight smile as she said, "Thanks, although who knows what he may try next. He hates to lose."
I kissed her cheek and said, "Trust me; I will never let him hurt you again." I got up and said, "I have an idea."
She looked at me curious and said, "What would that be?"
"I will take you on a date tomorrow," I suggested.
"Um, ok," she hesitated.
"No seriously. We will get dressed up, go out for supper, and then hit a movie or a play. What do you think?"
"Well, that would be fun. I have not been on a date or years. Or even out for a full evening," she reflected.
"It's done; during this date we are not mother and son; we are just two people on a date," I explained. I leaned in and kissed her cheek one more time and then went to my room.
***
I wore a suit and tie and mom dressed in a blue gown, three inch heels and tan pantyhose. She looked ravishing and I was determined to make great night of it.
I actually bought flowers and went outside and then knocked on the door. She opened it and I gave her the flowers and said, "Wow, you look beautiful."
She blushed and said, "Thank you, you look very handsome yourself." She took the flowers and put them in the kitchen. She then returned and I walked her to the car. I opened the door for her, checking out her great legs, and went to my side. I got in and drove her to our town's fancy restaurant. S I drove, I asked her about her day and other trivial chitchat.
We got to our destination and I opened the door for her and took her in, my arm hooked with hers. We were escorted our table and had a great talk about my future, her law firm, Carol, my sister who lives in Wisconsin, and so forth. Near the end of the meal, I said to mom, "See the two brunettes over there.
Mom glanced and said, "Yes, what about them?"
"Well, the slightly chubby one, has been checking me out all night, even though she assumes I am on a date with you," I explained.
"Really? She seems so innocent," my mom pondered.
"So did you?" I joked.
Mom blushed and said, "Stop it Jeremy."
"Sorry, Elaine," I responded, refusing to call her mom on our date. "But seriously, I guarantee you I can get her number in five minutes."
"No way," she said.
"Way," I replied, and adding to the stakes I added, pausing for dramatic effect, "You must do everything I ask of you tonight."
"What would that entail?" she asked.
I responded mysteriously, "You will have to take the bet to find out."
She shrugged and said in good clean fun, "You are on. But if I win, you owe me three hours of no complaining labor at home tomorrow."
"Ok, go to the washroom and take your time," I requested.
"Sure thing," she said, "I actually need to go and freshen up."
"Oh Elaine, you always look amazing," I complimented her.
She blushed, got up and went to the washroom.
I got up and walked over to the two brunettes. I wasted no time as I started, talking to the chubby, but very pretty, late 30s woman, "I saw you checking me out."
She didn't blush but actually was very forward as she said, "Yes, I was."
"Well, I am busy tonight, but give me your number and I will give you a call."
She smiled and said, "I'm not easy."
"I never said you were," I said casually and confidently, "But I am one to go after something I want."
She played the game well as she asked coyly, "And what do you want?"
I looked her directly in the eye and said, "Well, give me your number and you'll find out."
She looked at her friend and then back at me as she wrote her number on a napkin. She kissed the napkin and handed it to me. I looked at it and saw her name was Clarissa.
I smiled and said, "Oh, nice to meet you Clarissa and Clarissa's friend. My name is Jeremy."
Clarissa said, "Your date is on her way back."
I smiled, winked and said, "Thanks. I'll talk to you soon." I then returned to my table, just beating mom.
As she sat down, I smiled and said, "Sometimes it is just too easy."
My mom asked not believing, "You got it already?"
"Yep, mom you got to realize that many older woman, are just dying for a younger guy with stamina."
Mom looked at me, clearly contemplating what I had said.
Deciding this was a good time to stir the pot a little I added, "For example. A guy my age can keep going for hours and I am very eager to please. Plus, I have no idea why, but mature woman have always been more attractive to me than women my own age."
Mom complimented me, "Well, I have always thought you were a handsome man."
"You have to say that," I teased.
"No seriously, you have turned into a great looking man, just like your father."
It was my turn to blush. We finished our dinner and I said, "Are you ready to begin paying for the bet?"
"I suppose," she said reluctantly.
I reached into my pocket, turned it on, and handed her a small vibrating egg. She looked at it rather confused. I smiled and said, "It is a toy that goes," I pointed down, "inside you."
She looked at me confused and said, "You have got to be kidding."
"Elaine," I said, "You made a bet."
She looked at me to see if I was kidding and then said, "But I am your..."
I interrupted her and said, "Date, you are my date. And as my date, you will do anything I ask."
She looked at me trying to come to grips with this turning of the tide. She looked at the toy, still vibrating slowly, and said, "Are you sure?"
"Oh yes," I said, "Trust me, you will enjoy it."
She stood up, looked at me one more time with pleading eyes, before she headed to the washroom. I waited patiently for her return. When she returned she had an odd smirk on her face. She sat back down and looked at me.
I asked, "So are you enjoying your date, Elaine?"
She gave a very soft moan as she said, "Yes."
"Good," I said, "Because I have a very full night for you."
We then left to our second stop, an off-Broadway play that was a sexual farce. I surprised mom by grabbing her hand as we walked into the theatre. As I had hoped, she did not pull it away. I held it till I had to pull out the tickets and hand them to the attendant. After we got into the main theatre, I reached for my mom's hand and hooked my fingers with hers. We walked into the theatre looking like a couple in love.
We sat down and I offered my hand to my mother. She looked at me shyly and then put her hand in mine. The curtain opened and the play began. I attempted no move during the first act and at intermission we went and got a glass of wine. We returned to our seats for a sexually charged second act. As the play progressed, I did a variety of things. First I moved my leg so it was touching hers. I followed by putting my hand on her leg. I rubbed her leg gently, caressing with purpose. Small moans escaped mom as I teased her gently. When the play ended I squeezed her leg and then clapped with the audience. We left, hand in hand, and returned to the car.



In the car I said, "Elaine, do you need to get off?" Before she could respond, I reached for the egg remote and turned it up.
She instantly moaned and said, "Oh Jeremy, this is not right."
I smiled and said, "It's ok, Elaine, you need to have an orgasm and I am more than willing to assist you. Now sit back and let the good vibrations please you." Clearly needing an orgasm and now not thinking logically, she leaned back a bit and obeyed. I then added, "Rub yourself, Elaine, get yourself off."
She looked at me and feigned protest as she said, "Jeremy, I can't."
I demanded, "Now."
This startled her, but she moved her hand under her dress and began rubbing herself. I began to drive. I went only a couple blocks before she began to moan louder and more consistently and then she screamed "Ahhhhhh," as she came for me.
I smiled and said, "Good girl, Elaine." She said nothing as she recovered from having an orgasm in front of her son.
I drove home and then walked her to the house. Keeping up the façade of a date, I stopped her at the door and said, "Thanks for a great evening, Elaine."
She smiled and said, "Yes, it was a great date."
I then leaned in to kiss her cheek and then I said "Good night."
She smiled and said, "Well why don't you come in for a drink?"
"I'd love too," I said and followed her into the house.
Mom grabbed a bottle of wine and a couple of glasses and sat on the couch. She instantly took of her heels and said, "My feet are killing me. I am not used to such high heels."
I pulled her legs onto my lap and massaged her feet. She gave a slight gasp of joy as I began massaging her feet. I asked, "So did you enjoy yourself?"
"Yes, I did Jeremy; I really needed this," she said.
"You are welcome. You deserve only the best," I responded.
I kept massaging her feet, my free hand slowly moving up her stocking clad leg. "Ready for your next command?"
She sighed, "I hoped we would be done when we returned home Jeremy."
"No, never," I responded.
"OK, shoot," she said nervously.
"I am going to ask you questions and I want you to answer every question with 100% honesty."
She laughed and said, "That's all?"
"Yep," I said.
"OK," she said relieved.
"All right first question, Do you have a copy of your bondage films?"
She looked at me surprised by the question, but then answered, "No, but I do have a couple of the pictures locked in the safe."
I smiled and asked, "What is the combination of the safe?"
"Jeremy," she said realizing what I really wanted to do.
I reminded her, "The bet, Elaine."
She sighed and said, "12-44-17."
I walked upstairs to the safe and after a brief search I found a small folder. I glimpsed inside and saw a picture of my much younger mom handcuffed in leather. I took the folder downstairs and saw mom was on another glass of wine.
I put the pictures on the table and then sipped on my wine. I then said, "I see that one of the pictures has you with a woman. Have you ever been with a woman?"
"Yes," she responded. I looked at her for a more detailed explanation and she added, "College was a crazy time."
"Isn't that the truth," I added. "So not since college?"
"No," she responded, "I married your father right out of college."
I then asked, "What was dad's best feature?"
She reflected, "His eyes, just like you."
"Did he know about the bondage stuff?"
"Yes," she answered.
"What did he think about it?"
"It turned him on," she answered.
"Oh, was dad into bondage?"
Mom blushed and said, "Yes."
"Oh mom," I teased, 'Are you submissive?"
She went real red as she looked at me.
"Answer me, "I demanded.
"Yes," she squeaked out.
"Is that why you allowed that big Eddie to dominate you?"
"Yes," she responded, "I can't help it, when someone takes control I get really horny and can't think straight."
I paused, took a sip of wine and asked the ultimate question. "Do you find me sexually attractive?"
"You are my son," she said factually.
"Yes I am, but that was not the question," I reiterated.
"Yes," she said, "you are a dead ringer for the only man I ever loved."
I smiled and asked, "Did you get turned on at all when you saw me fucking Hannah?"
"Yes," she replied.
My hand slid up her stocking leg, going under her dress, and I asked, "Do you want me to fuck you?" She whimpered as my hand moved closer to her forbidden zone. "Do you want me to lick your pussy until you cum?" I asked. My hand reached the taboo spot as I asked, "Do you want to suck my cock?"
She moaned and I added, "Remember, tonight I am not you son, I am your date." I leaned forward to kiss her. My finger put pressure on her wet panties as our lips met.
The kiss lasted an eternity; she broke the kiss she said, "Just this one time."
I smiled and said, my hand still putting pressure on her cunt, "We will see."
I then pulled her up and carried her to the bedroom. I placed her on the bed, and helped her take off her gown and pantyhose. She shivered as she watched me undress. I moved to the bed, spread her legs apart and began licking. She moaned instantly as my tongue pleased her. I licked her teasingly, getting her wetter and she surprised me when she pushed my head deeper into her cunt. I took this not so subtle hint to pick up the pace and slid a finger in as I licked faster. This led to an orgasm as she screamed, "Yes Jeremy, don't stop." I licked until she collapsed on the bed. I moved up, my mother's juices all over my face, and kissed her. She kissed me back very unlike a mother. She broke the kiss and said, "Please use me like you do those other sluts you brought home."
I smiled, moved my knees and placed my cock in her face. She took it in her mouth and began sucking me. I was in awe as I watched my beautiful mother sucking my cock. She was also a great cock-sucker. Her mouth was like a vacuum as she moved up and down on my rod, but never let it leave her mouth. As I towered over my sexy mother I felt my load bubbling inside me. My legs stiffened and I shot a full load of cum into my mom's mouth. She didn't lose a beat as she swallowed my cum and kept sucking. My cock stayed stiff and eventually I pulled out, got comfortable on my bed, and said, "Straddle me slut.."
I got a thrill from calling my mom a slut and an even bigger one when she obediently did as I requested. She straddled my body and lowered herself on my erect missile. She took all seven inches inside her cunt and began moaning instantly as it filled her. I said, "Look at me slut. How does my cock feel inside you?"
She looked at me and said, "Amazing, it is so much bigger than anyone else I have ever had in me."
I smiled and said, "I have great DNA."
She laughed hard, but quickly composed herself and began moving up and down on my cock. I said, "Look at me whore. I want to watch every second of pleasure I give you."
She obeyed smiling and began to really ride my cock, while I held onto her sexy breasts. We starred at each other for a few minutes, her pace on my cock never slowing. Finally, I grabbed her, flipped her onto her back and slid my cock into her pussy. I fucked her as fast as I could, and she moaned and begged, "Harder, don't stop fucking me." Her hand rubbed her clit furiously and she came from my hard pounding. "Yessssss, Jeremy, your cock feels so good."
I was not even close to cumming, so I just kept pumping in and out of my beautiful mother. She pleaded, "Harder. Fuck me like the whore I am. Fuck your mommy."
I knew it was incest, I knew I was fucking my mother, but hearing the words from my mother, her acceptance, was thrilling. I instantly stopped, pulled my cock out of her, but touching her pussy lips.
"Noooooo," she cried, "Put it back in, please."
I rubbed my cock all around the outside of her pussy and said, "Mommy, do you really want your son to fuck you?"
"Yes," she moaned, "please fuck your mommy."
"On one condition," I said.
"Anything," she said as she tried to move her body back onto my cock.
"Anything," I repeated.
"Yes anything, just please put your cock back in me," she said desperately.
I slid my cock all the way in my mother and stopped again. She moaned loud and I laid my body on top of her and looked her in the eye. "Mommy, I love you, and I plan to fuck you anytime I want. Is that understood?"
She looked at me realizing the full implications of my request and said, "Yes, I understand son. I am your whore now. I will do anything you ask."
I began to move my cock in and out slowly, and asked, "You will let me fuck you in the ass?"
"Yes, but your cock may be too big."
"I'll be gentle. With some training you will be able to take my cock in your ass easily."
"Anything for my motherfucker," she said teasingly.
I laughed, "Mother, watch your language," playing on an earlier conversation.
"Just fuck me. I want to feel you're cum spray inside me."
I began moving in and out faster as I asked, "You would eat out another woman for me?"
"Yes," she moaned, distracted by my fucking.
"Would you eat out Hannah?"
"If you wanted me too," she said moaning, "But I rather just keep that perfect cock of yours to myself."
I leaned in and kissed my mother. Her mouth eagerly opened and we made out like first time lovers, which I guess we were. I resumed my fast paced fucking and my mom broke our kissing to scream, "Yes son, harder, fuck mommy, make mommy cum, yes, yes, mommy is cumming." She wrapped her legs around me, pulling me deeper into her. This got me off and I shot a second load into my mother, this time into my mother's pussy. I collapsed on top of her and we resumed kissing.
I rolled over to my side and cuddled my mom, my cock slowing shrinking. I whispered into her ear, "Of all the MILF's, you are the hottest MILF ever."
My mom then turned to me with a serious look on her face and said, "Jeremy, make sure that no matter how much I argue that this was a mistake, or we shouldn't do it again, to ignore it. Because I will say it and I will maybe even mean it in my mind, but what I will really want is you inside me again. I need someone dominant to take control of me, even when I don't think I do."
I smiled and said, "Mom, don't worry, I plan to use your body over and over and over again."
She said as she yawned, "I love you son."
"I love you too mom," I closed my eyes and then said, "Mom, you know what we really need to do?"
"What?" mom asked in an almost asleep daze.
"Go on a holiday. Somewhere tropic."
"That is a great idea master," she responded. My dick sprang to attention at being called master, resting right on the crack of her ass. I reached behind me and grabbed the lube from my drawer. My mom yelped a bit as she felt me rub the cold lube at her ass crack. She teased, rubbing her ass back on me, and said, "I got you hard calling you master didn't I?"
"Yes, you did," I said, "Are you ready for one more round?"
She teased, "You are not going to fuck your mommy in the ass, are you?"
Still spooning her, I slowly pushed my cock in her ass and said, "Does mommy want a cock in her ass?"
She pushed her ass back to take more of my rod in her butt as she moaned, "Yes son, I want all your cock in my ass."
I pushed in slowly, allowing her ass to open for my stiff missile. I desperately wanted to just fuck her ass, but I did not want to hurt her. I continued tenderly, moving in slowly, and then thrusting in and out very slowly. I was more than five inches in when my mom begged, "Son, don't be gentle master, fuck your mother's ass hard."
I grabbed her hips, held them tight, and began pumping in and out as fast as I could. I grunted, "Your ass is so fucking tight, mommy."
She moaned, "Your cock feels so good in my ass son, it fills me soooooo completely." She awkwardly tried to meet my pumps by bucking her ass back onto me. I couldn't believe how all seven inches of my stiff erection good disappear inside her round tight ass.
Sweat dripped down my face as I kept frantically drilling my mom's ass. I have no idea how long I lasted in this position; for half an hour at least I dominated her ass, before my cum began to boil. I then decided to fill my mom's ass with my cum, thus shooting a load in all three of my mother's fuck holes. I moaned, "I'm cumming in your slut ass mommy."
She instantly moaned, "Yes, fill your mommy slave with your cum." My cum filled her ass and I slowed my fucking to a gentle pace until my dick began to shrivel.
I kissed my mother's neck and whispered in her ear, "I expect you to dyke out with Hannah for me tomorrow."
Clearly exhausted, my mom said, "I will call her in the morning to invite her over for coffee and to apologize."
"Good slut," I purred as I kissed her cheek and lay back on the bed.
I fell asleep, cuddling my mother with a big smile on my face. I had finally done it, I was indeed a motherfucker.
*
The end
Any comments or suggestions are welcomed.
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My wife and I have talked about adding men to our love making for a couple 0f years; it is her greatest fantasy, a submissive gangbang. But her parameters have always been rather restrictive. It has to be at home, all men, her being taken and made to submit. It can't be close friends, but shouldn't be complete strangers.
Anyways, this summer we put up an 8' tall privacy fence and built a gazebo with sitting area and a fire pit, and put in a hot tub. This seems irrelevant, but it actually set up the perfect opportunity to make my wife's fantasy of come true. I was in a golf tournament with some guys for charity and this fit all the parameters my wife had. I told my wife Amanda that we would be back around 4 and she should have food ready for me to barbeque and that we would probably have a few cocktails and hit the hit tub.
I should note that my wife is quite submissive and more of a 50s wife. She is a great cook and a stay at home wife, even though we have no kids yet. She is also very submissive in the bedroom and loves to please and try new things. So although she acts like June Cleaver in public, she fuck's like a porn star.
Anyways, on that perfect Saturday, I had my best golf game ever, and we were in the clubhouse having a beer when I decided to attempt my plan. My boss Walter had left already but two new younger guys Aiden and Conner were all up for a party. So I said, "Guys, I have a proposition for you two."
Aiden looked at me and said, "And what would that be?"
"Well my wife desperately wants to be gangbanged, but is scared to let it happen." Both guys had the deer in the headlights look. "Anyways, my idea is to go back to my place, have a barbeque, end up in the hot tub and see what happens."
Conner finally broke the awkward silence, "You want us to fuck your wife?"
"Yep."
"You are serious?" Aiden asked.
"Deadly. The key is she has to be dominated and made to think she has no choice. So here is the plan: once we are in the hot tub, one of you will be beside her and I will be on the other side. Your job is to simply start fingering her and she will think it is me. She is very submissive and will not disobey me. I will eventually get up to go to the bathroom and she will realize it is you and then we will let the cards fall where they may. The key is to get her comfortable with you during the evening. Flirt with her, compliment her, and make sure to give the odd sensual yet seemingly accidental touch. So boys," I paused as I looked them eye to eye, "are you game?"
"Fuck yeah" Aiden said.
"Count me in too," said Conner.
We finished our beers quickly and headed to my place. We arrived home a little after 4:30. As expected, my wife had a salad made, cold beer ready, and the steaks marinated.
For the next couple of hours both guys flirted with my wife. My wife clearly enjoyed the attention; although I was pretty sure she had no idea of my scheme. A few beers, a great meal and a drunken game of horseshoes later, and I suggested we all go for a dip in the hot tub. The boys eagerly agreed and we changed into our suits and got in the tub.
My wife was reluctant at first, but I simply told her, "This isn't up for discussion. Get your two piece on."
She gave me the slightest look of disobedience, but it quickly faded and she went upstairs to change. I followed her into the bedroom and as she got undressed I went up behind her and slid my cock into her pussy. I fucked her cunt for a couple of minutes and then pulled out and grabbed my swim trunks. She sighed, clearly frustrated I had pulled out, but grabbed her sexy two piece pink suite that barely kept her firm breasts covered and put it on.
I went back outside and Aiden and Conner were already in the hot tub. I turned on the stereo and joined them in the hot tub. My wife followed a minute later and although nervous, I could ell she liked the clear stares she was getting from the two younger men. She got in the tub between me and Aiden.
For the next fifteen minutes we talked about the golf match, work and each other's plans for the rest of the summer. I then gave Aiden the nod. A few seconds later my wife looked at me with a subservient smirk on her face. I smiled back, letting her think it was me who currently had a finger inside her. It was fun to watch her try to act nonchalant. I asked her, "So honey, what did you do while we were out golfing?"
She gave me a slight glare as she said, trying to ignore the finger inside her, "Laundry, read for a while, talked to your mom, nothing really exciting."
"Anything exciting happening now?" I teased.
She blushed but didn't say anything as I stood up and got out of the tub. The look on her face as she realized it was not me who was fingering her was one of complete bewilderment. She looked at me and then at Aiden, finally coming to the realization it was the young blonde co-worker of mine who had his finger in her. I said, "You three get to know each other better, I have to go to the washroom."
Amanda clearly wanted to say something as she pleaded with her eyes for help, but I just gave her a wink and went into the house. I quickly went the washroom and returned as quickly as I could. I was impressed, the boys worked fast. My beautiful wife was sucking Conner's cock while Aiden was sucking on her now uncovered breasts.
I reached over and slowly turned the music down on the stereo which caused her to stop sucking on Conner's cock and look up at me startled. I smiled at her and said, "Keep sucking, honey." She gave a small smile and took Conner's cock back in her mouth.
I returned to the hot tub and watched as Aiden, slid off his trunks to reveal a impressive seven and a half inch cock. He then grabbed my wife and said, "Stand up and bend over."
My wife obeyed and Conner repositioned himself on the edge of the tub so Amanda would have an easy time sucking his cock as she got fucked by another. Aiden then went behind my wife and looked at me briefly. I nodded my approval, and he slid his cock inside my wife.
Amanda moaned as the cock filled her and began moaning as Aiden began to move in and out of her. Amanda, who had been somewhat nervous while sucking Conner earlier, lost all inhibitions and took Conner's rod back in her mouth and began a much more aggressive blow job. My dick was stiff as I watched my wife take on two cocks at once. Conner was now holding onto my wife's hips and fucking her faster, all seven and a half inches penetrating my now animated wife.
She took Conner's cock out of her mouth and said, "Fuck yes, harder, deeper, please fuck me deeper." Conner grabbed my wife's hair and pulled her back onto his cock as Aiden moved one leg of his onto the side of the tub and then pounded into her deeper and faster.
Aiden said, "That's a good littler fuck toy, take my all my cock."
Each stroke shook my wife, who had to take Conner's cock out of her mouth to deal with the extreme pounding. A couple of minutes of this hardcore fucking at this odd angle and my wife came with a scream that my neighbours definitely heard. Aiden followed as he pulled out, grabbed my wife and sprayed an excessive load of his cum on my wife's face. Amanda attempted to catch it all and grabbed the cum on her cheek and put it in her mouth, the whole time looking directly at me with a devious smile on her face.
The look was broken as Conner entered the tub, sat down, grabbed my wife and had her sit on his smaller six inch dick. "My turn to feel that pussy wrapped around my cock!" he said. It took some work, but soon my wife had his cock inside her and was slowly moving up and down. Her back was to Conner, so Aiden, who had sat beside me, could watch her every facial expression, and every bounce of her breasts. It was hot to watch her determination, as keeping his dick inside her is more difficult in the hot tub. Her eyes were closed almost the whole time, but her red cheeks, her never ending smile and her soft moans, gave away her joy. This went on for almost ten minutes, Amanda clearly close to another orgasm, but it was not coming, before Conner pushed her forward onto me and slid back into her from behind.
I kissed her quickly and asked, "So enjoying yourself?"
"Fuck yes," she moaned as Conner began to fuck her fast. I looked up and saw the facial expressions of a guy close and said, "Slut, swallow another load." She quickly turned around, her just fucked pussy in my face, as she engulfed Conner's rod and sucked it desperate to retrieve his cum. Not even a minute of this sucking was needed, before Conner shot his load down my wife's throat.
As she finished swallowing his cum and cleaning the rest of her pussy juice off his cock, I slid my cock into her well fucked pussy. Like the others, I fucked her hard and fast. Watching my wife's debauchery was too much though and I only lasted a couple minutes before spraying her pussy walls with my cum. I instructed, "Amanda, be a good slave and go make us some margaritas."
She got out of the hot tub, all three men watching closely as she wrapped herself in a towel and sauntered away.
I got out too and said, "Guys grab a towel, let's go and sit by the fire." The guys grabbed towels and we went by the fire. A few minute Amanda came out with our margaritas and sat down with us.
I instructed her to remove her towel and fold it up so she could kneel down next to me, to which she replied, "Yes sir."
I quickly texted my best friend Mike and told him to get his ass over here a.s.a.p.
One thing about Amanda is that she is like the energizer bunny. She can just keep going and going. Amanda shot down 4 margaritas in less than forty minutes, liquid courage, and was quickly buzzed and horny again. Showing an exhibitionist side she had not shown before, she reached under my towel and started stroking my cock.
Aiden said, "Hey, hey, that is not fair."
Amanda looked at him and asked, "Well what are you going to do about it?"
Aiden stood up, his towel dropping to the ground and said, "Suck my cock now."
After looking at me for approval, Amanda moved to him and took his entire half erect cock in her mouth. Conner got rid of his towel as well and moved to my wife.
I asked Amanda a rhetorical question, "Are you ready to be air tight baby?" She moaned in compliance as I lay on the ground and said, "Straddle me honey."
She took the cock out of her mouth and obeyed straddling my cock and easily taking all eight inches of it inside her. Aiden moved around and shoved his prick back into my wife's mouth. I then said, "Conner, there is one hole left."
Conner took my suggestion and went behind my wife. I held my wife up by her breasts to steady her as Conner slowly penetrated her ass. Now Amanda had had my cock in her ass rather regularly, but she had never had two cocks in her at once and instantly she got incredibly animated. She came within a minute of the ass fucking, as my cock just rested deep in her. My horny bride kept bouncing back to take each stroke of Conner's cock deeper in her, while furiously sucking on Aiden's seven inch plus rod. I marvelled at my sexy slutty wife as another orgasm shook her body. We would have had the police show up from her screams if they weren't muffled by the cock she was feverously sucking.
This sexy triple sandwich kept going on for a few minutes until Conner grunted and said, "I'm cumming." He pulled out and sprayed his cum all over my wife's ass.
My wife sighed as her ass was empty and said to Aiden, like a little school girl, "Please fuck my ass."
Aiden was more than happy to comply and went behind her and began to push his 7 plus inch cock in her ass. Instantly my wife moaned and pushed back trying to take more up her butt. Soon most of his cock filled her tight ass and she continued bucking back on it, moving up and down an inch or two on my cock in her cunt as well. It was then that my wife really began to get animated, "Oh yes, fuck my ass, shove it deep in me."
His went on for a minute or two and one more orgasm for my wife, until Mike's voice said, "Holy shit."
My wife looked up and surprised everyone when she said, "Mike get over here and let me taste that cock of yours."
Mike looked at me on the ground and I said, face fuck my little slut like she told you to."
Mike shrugged and slid off his shorts and underwear and walked over to my pretty wife. I got to see my wife's surprise look as she saw Mike's massive pecker. It was over nine inches long and stupidly thick
She smiled and said, "Fuck Mike, where have you been hiding that?"
Mike smiled back and said, "You sure you can handle this?"
as her mouth dropped in awe.
She purred back, "Can you handle me. Now give me that cock."
Mike walked in front of my wife and I got to watch from below as my wife attempted to suck off my best friend. She tried to take as much as she could. I marvelled at her eagerness as she was desperate to please him. Amanda got off just as much from the fucking as she did from the pleasing.
To make the gangbang more complete, I began to buck up from below which made her give a surprised pleasure scream and soon she was literally bucking up and down on two hard cocks as she sucked of another. I heard Aiden grunt and he pulled out spraying his cum onto her already cum stained ass.
As he moved away, my usually shy wife demanded "Mike, get that big hard cock and fuck my ass now."
Mike went behind my wife and began to push his thick cock into my wife's ass. My wife had a brief look of pain on her face as her ass was widened to take the biggest cock she had ever had up her ass. She leaned onto me, giving an odd whimper, as he slowly pushed deeper into her. Finally, the pain began to fade away I assumed, as she moved up again and said, "Don't just sit there, fuck my ass."
Mike looked surprised but did as requested and began to pump his massive python into my wife's well fucked ass. My wife came again and again from the double drilling and when Conner placed his cock back to her lips, she eagerly attempted to get him stiff again.
Mike grunted, "Fuck, your wife has a tight ass." He then pulled out, moved to my wife's face, as Conner backed away, and began jacking off. In a few seconds hot cum soaked my wife's face. Amanda tried to catch as much as she could with her tongue and pulled his cock to her and so she could take it back in her mouth. As she sucked the cock that just banged her ass, Conner re-entered her ass, fucking her there for a second time.
The next half hour included many orgasms for my wife and included Conner cumming all over my wife's hair, Aiden plugging her ass one more time before shooting a final load on her face and Mike hammering Amanda's ass for a crazy half hour until he shot his cum inside her ass. All the while my cock was lodged in the woman I love. As all three men sat down exhausted from the marathon gang bang, I gently laid my wife on the ground and fucked her pussy slow. The boys watched as I made love to my cum drenched wife.
Finally I filled my wife with my love seed and collapsed on her and asked her, "So how was your first gangbang."
"Amazing," she moaned and then said walking over to the boys, "It's not over yet is it?" She then looked at the boys, with my cum dripping down her leg, and asked, "Can anyone get it up one more time for me?"
She then knelt in front of Aiden and began sucking his cock again. She reached and began stroking Conner's cock at the same time. She quit sucking off Aiden and said, "Guys my pussy needs a good deep, hard fucking. I want four more loads of sperm all over body. I want to be covered in your cum. Can you boys do that for me?"
She then laid back on the grass, spread open her legs and began rubbing her clit. Aiden walked over and dove his head into my wife's pussy, licking up the remainder of my sperm. This surprised me but got my wife off as she moaned in ecstasy. After another orgasm from his tongue, he slid his cock into her and fucked her hard. Conner than straddled my wife's face and face fucked her with his cock. It was an incredibly hot scene. Watching my wife's face be used like a cunt was a great turn on and I was stiff again.
Aiden grunted, pulled out and sprayed his last remaining cum all over my wife's belly. Mike then replaced Aiden and shoved his massive rod into my wife. A shocked moan was muffled by Conner's cock as Mike hammered away at my wife, thrusting his full cock into my bride's eager cunt. My wife came again and again before Conner pulled out and shot his last load all over her face.
Mike then lifted my wife's legs up, pushed them towards her chest and penetrated her at an angle that filled her completely. She screamed as he filled her to the hilt and really banged the shit out of her. "Oh yes, keep fucking me, yessssss," she screamed as another orgasm exploded through her.
Mike pulled out and sprayed his last load all over my wife's firm breasts. I then slid into my wife and fucked her one more time. The others began getting dressed as I continued fucking her. I was still pounding my wife, under the stars, after all three men had left. Getting close I pounded faster and shot one final load inside my obedient bride.
After I recovered, I helped her up and we went to the shower.
Since then, gangbangs have become a somewhat regular occurrence at our house. I think I have created a monster.
The end



        Beth's Beautiful Blackmail

        Black female coach blackmails white athlete and her mother.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/beths-beautiful-blackmail

Title: Beth's Beautiful Blackmail

Author: silkstockingslover

Category: Interracial Love

Description: Black female coach blackmails white athlete and her mother.

Tags: blackmail, gangbang, black, white, anal, lesbian, submission, reluctant, mother




I am a track coach at a prestigious college. I should explain I am black, 5'10 and have an athlete's body. Small breasts, long firm legs and am perfectly fit. Ashley, my new and upcoming track star was as white as they come, with blonde hair, perky small breasts, long perfectly tanned legs and an ass so tight even straight people noticed it.
Anyhow, Ashley was a great runner, but had major problems taking orders from me. I quickly realized it was a race issue and decided to do something about it. Now I should say that I have almost always kept my work life and my sex life separate, but when Ashley gave me attitude day after day, I decided to do something about it. Then I met her mother at our first track meet and it all came together. Ashley finished 2nd, which is very good for a first year college student, but her mom implied to me that it was my coaching that prevented her from winning. Ashley had never lost a track meet in high school and thus was not used to defeat. Anyways, I told her mother, Mary, to meet me in my office on Monday after practice and we could discuss this situation. She left in a huff, but told me she would be there. I called Ashley into my office on Monday morning.
"Ashley came in, wearing her track suit and usual ponytail, and sat down when I pointed to the chair."
Ignoring any pleasantries I said in a rather aggressive tone, "Ashley it seems you have a problem with me."
Ashley gave an over-the-top sigh.
I stood up, walked over to her and said, "It is obvious it is because I am black."
Ashley, her face not even attempting to hide her distain for me, said, "Obviously."
"Why do you hate blacks?" I asked.
In a superior tone Ashley said, "Mommy and daddy taught me that the white race has always been superior and that the other minorities, you guys in particular, are trying to take away our power."
"And you believe it?" I asked in a questioning tone.
Ashley said, attitude dripping from every word, "Well look at you. 20 years ago, you would not be my coach."
"Well that is true. It is called civil rights." Ashley sighed. I lingered before I said, "Well I think you are scared of me because you fear the truth."
"What truth?" she asked curious but annoyed.
"That we are the better race and that you will submit to us," I said so matter-of-factly that it just seemed like common sense. Ashley began to get up but I said forcefully, "Sit down." Ashley obeyed, slightly frightened by my tone. "Now it is time to retrain you. To put you in my place."
"Excuse me," she said offended.
"You have made many enemies here in a short time," I explained.
"How so?" she said in a prima donna tone.
I went to the door and opened it, letting Mike in. Mike was a 6 foot 2 black man who was also on the track team. "You know Mike?"
"Unfortunately," she responded her face full of disdain.
"Well Mike is going to fuck you with his big black cock while you eat my pussy," I explained.
"What?" she asked shocked by my words.
"Are you deaf and dumb? I said Mike is going to fuck you with his big, hard, thick black cock while your white face is between my dark skinned legs."
Ashley stood up and said defiantly, "No fucking way."
"You got the fucking part right. You do as I say or your scholarship is gone," I said pushing her back down.
"You can not do that," she said.
"I can do anything I want. Did you know that Mike found cocaine in your locker today?"
" I don't do drugs," she said proudly.
"I know that and you know that, but who is the Dean going to believe, some 20 something track rookie or a tenured state champion coach?" I asked setting up the plan.
Ashley, just beginning to realize the problem she was in, "Um, you are blackmailing me."
"You could call it that. I call it pro-active training. Not to mention fucking Mike is a great workout for a white bitch like you."
Ashley finally coming to grip with her situation pleaded, "I'm sorry. I will be better."
"Oh I know. When I am done with you, you will be a changed woman," I said, as my hand trailed through her hair.
"Please," she begged.
"Good, I like begging. Now beg Mike to let him see his cock," I toyed.
"No, please, I can't," she said, tears beginning to stream down her face.
" Mike let her see what you have to offer," I said.
Ashley's eyes went big as Mike dropped his pants and presented a stiff nine inch cock.
"Impressive hey? Did you know that most black men have cocks at least an inch bigger than a white guy. Not to mention most black men are in better shape and thus have much greater stamina in bed," I explained.
Ashley sat in complete silence, although her eyes never left the big black hard cock.
"Mike, go offer your cock to Ashley," I instructed. Mike moved towards the white bitch.
"Please, I can't. My daddy would kill me," she explained worried and nervous.
"Don't worry girl, your mommy will be taking the same cock after school," I explained announcing my entire plan.
"She would never," Ashley said confidently.
"Ashley have you not figured it out. All white women will submit to a black cock or pussy if given the chance. You have already decided you are going to fuck his stiff rod, you can't wait. Thus this lame protesting is silly," I said confidently, as my hand felt her cunt in her track pants, giving her pubic hair a yank and said, "Shave it, bitch, cunt hair is disgusting."
Ashley gave a loud yelp as I added, "You're wet already Ashley? Why is that?"
Ashley's wet cunt, giving her pubic hair a yank as she does it, and snap "shave it, bitch, cunt hair is disgusting".
"Please stop," she weakly protested.
I leaned in and kissed her; as expected she didn't break away. I broke the kiss and said, "Ashley you are now mine. I own your pussy. Do you understand?" My hand pushed onto her pussy through her track pants as Ashley gave a slight moan, but didn't respond, her face red with embarrassment. I demanded in a dominant tone, "Take off your pants now."
Ashley looked at Mike and back to me then silently took off her track pants.
"Everything else as well ," I added. Ashley obeyed nervously.
"So you do understand," I said as my hand slowly moved to her breasts. "You are mine. Say it, say you are my slave."
Ashley, with a bit of her old attitude back, said, "Please lets just get this over with."
"Ok," I said, as I sat up on my desk and hike up my skirt showcasing my shaved pussy, "bend over." Ashley bent over and Mike positioned himself behind her. I repeated the question, "Ashley, are you ready to submit?"
Ashley answered stubbornly, "I am not submitting to you. I am just doing this so I won't lose my scholarship."
"I see," I said vaguely and then instructed, "Mike, fuck her." Mike slid his cock into her pussy. After a couple minutes of pounding, Ashley began moaning. I then said, "Mike pull out." Ashley looked up at me annoyed and I asked, "What?"
Ashley babbled, "Ummm...I..."
I teased, "Were you enjoying a black cock in your white pussy?"
Frustrated, Ashley admitted, "Yes dammit. Fine, does that make you happy?"
I sarcastically said, "Thrilled. Now beg for Mike to fuck you."
Ashley sighed and said, "Fine, Mike please fuck me with your massive fucking cock."
"Better, but if I recall you were not going to submit," I toyed.
"Fine what do you want from me? I love his cock in me. I don't care if he is black, white or fucking Asian, I just want it back in me," she said incredibly frustrated.
"So, you want his black cock back in you?" I asked looking foe confirmation.
"Yes dammit, I want his black thick cock in me. Now just let him fuck me," Ashley said way past frustrated.
"Do you submit?" I asked again.
Defeated and way past horny she said, "Yes, I submit."
"To my every command?" I went further.
"Yes, to your every command," Ashley said exhausted by the game.
"You understand that means crawling over here and eating my pussy until I cum.," I informed her, now sitting on my desk.
"Um..." Ashley began unsure.
"That means becoming my personal sex toy," I continued.
"I just..." Ashley tried to say.
"Mike, plug her cunt for a few more strokes," I instructed.
"No, I , oh yes, Mike, fuck me, fuck, you fill me up completely," Ashley moaned now focused on pleasure again.
"Pull out."
"Fuck, no, Mike, no coach, fine, I am yours, now let him fuck me," Ashley pleaded.
"I need convincing. Now crawl over here and eat my pussy," taking off my track pants.
Ashley sighed, but got on her knees and crawled over, " I have never done this before."
"Don't worry, practice makes perfect. By the time I am done with you, your will be a great pussy pleaser," I said, confidently.
"Done with me?" Ashley said scared.
"Yes. You will be eating pussy every day. Mine, my friends," I explained.
"I..." Ashley began.
"Don't you understand, there is no middle ground. Either you walk out of this office right now and lose your scholarship, or you submit to being my personal slave. The choice is entirely yours," I explained. Ashley looked at me confused and bewildered.
"Now, beg to eat my pussy," I said getting tired of the game.
"Coach, can I eat your pussy," Ashley said dryly.
"Really that is all you got? Convince me you really want to."
"Coach, please let me lick your shaved pussy, let me be your white bitch," Ashley said attempting to please.
I grabbed her head into my wet pussy. "Good girl." She licked my pussy and although she lacked any sort of technique she was getting me horny. I grabbed her hair and rubbed her face all over my black honey. This rough play had me hot and I came on the white track slave's face. As I recovered from a small, but decent orgasm, I said, "Slave, that was decent for a first time, but we have lots of work to do on that. Now do you want Mike's cock?"
"Yes," Ashley said excitedly.
"Yes what?"
"Yes please?" she said confused.
"No, try again," I said looking for a certain phrase.
"Um, I got nothing coach?"
"You are my slave, my fuck toy, my whore, and I am your..." I led.
"Master?" she said catching on.
"Master, mistress, either or," I said.
"Please master, let Mike fuck my white wet pussy," she begged,
"Oh, no, no. Beg him to fuck your white tight ass," I said catching her completely of guard.
"Oh no, I have never..." she protested.
I slapped her face as I said angrily, "I did not ask for a fucking commentary. Mike fuck her pussy, till she is close." Mike hammered her with powerful strokes and Ashley was getting incredibly animated.
"Oh fuck, don't stop. It feels so fucking good," she moaned.
"Pull out Mike."
Ashley, dejected, begged, "No Mike, put it back in. I will do anything."
"Suck his cock," I demanded.
Ashley quickly pounced on his cock and started sucking like the white trash whore I knew she was.
"You like sucking cock do you?" I said teasingly. Ashley gave a muffled response with Mike's black cock in her mouth. "You have had Mike's cock in two of your three holes now haven't you?"
Ashley, finally submitting completely, smiled for the first time as she said, "Fine mistress. I get it. I am your whore. Mike, please shove your black cock in my virgin ass."
"Good girl. You do understand don't you?"
"Yes mistress. I didn't know sex could feel so good," Ashley said as horny as she had ever been.
"No white cock ever made you feel this good?" I asked coyly.
"God no? No even close. If all black men have cocks like Mike and fuck like Mike that is all I ever want in me," Ashley declared now a new woman.
I pulled a strap-on from my dufflebag and put it on; I then laid on the floor. "Straddle my cock my white whore."
Ashley did not even hesitate and soon had taken all 7 inches of my plastic toy in her cunt.
"Mike now plug her ass," I demanded. Mike obeyed and Ashley gave a loud grunt as she took her first cock in her ass.
"It's ok slave. It will hurt for a while, but when the pleasure starts to surge through you, you will quake like you have never quaked before. Now kiss your mistress."
Ashley leaned in and kissed me. Mike was not gentle as he pushed his thick cock in the white girl's virgin ass. Ashley moaned into my mouth and next 10 minutes our lips never parted, as she had a couple orgasms. Finally Mike pulled out, grabbed Ashley by the hair and shoved his cock in her mouth. He then held her head and face fucked her until he sprayed a load down the slut's throat. He kept pumping until he began shrinking and then pulled out.
"So slave, in a few hours your mother becomes my slave as well," I explained.
Ashley shook her head and said, "She is way more racist than I am."
'Don't worry, before I am done she will take Mike's cock in her ass while you watch."
"Yes mistress."
"Now go to class, be back here by 3."
"Yes mistress."
The day flew by and soon enough it was 3 o'clock and Ashley returned.
"Ashley, we are going to use blackmail against her too. You can watch from the room next door. A camcorder will be taping everything so you can have a live feed of the action," I said.
"You taped my submission?" Ashley said embarrassed.
"Of course. Now sign this piece of paper and go," I said, handing her a paper admitting she cheated on an exam.
"Yes mistress," she said and signed the paper and left the room.
Her mother showed up dressed in a business suit, clearly coming straight from work. The outfit spoke volumes; it said, I am rich and powerful. It was ironically impressive.
"Hi, Mrs. Weber."
"Coach," she said with a slight drip of attitude in her tone.
"This is Mike. He is a teammate of your daughter," I introduced.
She said with a fake smile, "It is a pleasure."
"I have some disturbing news for you," I opened.
"What is it?" Mrs. Weber asked concerned.
"Your daughter was caught cheating on a test by Mike here," I explained.
"She would never," Mrs. Weber said defensively.
"Mike has a signed confession from your daughter," I said as I handed her the paper.
Mrs. Weber looked at it. "It is her signature. Umm, I am not saying she did this, but if she did what are the consequences?" Mrs. Weber clearly knew how the game worked.
"She did do it and the consequence if the Dean finds out is the loss of her scholarship, she would be off the team and she may be expelled," I answered the consequences.
"We can't let that happen," said aghast.
"Well what choice do we have?" I toyed.
"Can't we give her a second chance?"
"Well we could I suppose, but we must gain from the transaction," I said with a slight seductive tone.
"How so?" she asked curious.
"Well I know you hate me because I am black," I began.
"I never..." she began defensively.
"Your daughter told me. Said you and your husband hate all blacks," I explained.
"I-I-I-I..." she stuttered.
"Told me you said she did not win last week because she had a black coach."
"Yes well..." she attempted to explain.
"So I do have a proposition," I said walking from behind my desk.
"You do?"
"Yes, but you will not like it," I informed her.
"I will do anything," she explained.
"Get on your knees and suck Mike's cock here," I said abruptly.
"Excuse me," she said shocked.
"I hate white bitches like you who think you are better then me because of the color of your skin. I want to show you what makes being black great. Now get on your knees and suck his cock."
"Are you serious?" she asked her face clearly portraying her distain.
"Deadly," I replied.
Mrs. Weber, realized she had no other choice if she was going to protect her daughter, reluctantly got on her knees, and took out Mike's cock. The lok of surprise was priceless as she said, in a whisper, "Oh my."
"Oh my what?" I teased.
"It is really big."
"Bigger than your husband's?" I asked.
"Yes."
"Suck it," I demanded. She leaned in and took the black stiff rod in her mouth. I grabbed the camera and took a few pictures.
Hearing the camera Mrs. Weber looked up and said, "What the..."
But I roared, "Keep sucking slut."
She looked at me defiantly and said, "I am not a slut."
I laughed as I said, "You are sucking a black cock in my office to protect your daughter, you are a slut. Now keep sucking. "
Defeated, Mrs. Weber, took Mike's cock back in her mouth. She sucked his cock with relative expertise and Mike shot his load all over her face. Mrs. Weber stood up, "Fine can I go now?"
I laughed again, "Oh honey, we are just getting started."
"I thought if I sucked his cock, you would give Ashley a second chance," she said surprised.
"Oh I will give her a second chance, but not till I have really put you in your place." At that moment three of my good friends walked in and started undressing. "Mrs. Weber, meet Carl, Jim and Biff."
Mrs. Weber's mouth dropped open.
"It is time to understand your new role in life. My slave," I announced.
"Pardon," Mrs. Weber said stunned.
"Strip," I instructed.
"No," Mrs. Weber said with a new found confidence.
"I own you. I have pictures of you sucking black cock. Unless you do as you're told, I send them to your boss," I blackmailed.
"You wouldn't," she said.
I didn't even dignify such stupidity with an answer as I again demanded, "Strip."
Mrs. Weber obeys reluctantly, but tries to cover her body.
"Carl lay down. Mrs. Weber get on his cock," I said casually. Both obeyed and Mrs. Weber moaned loudly as soon as the cock engulfed her white prim pussy. "Ride him, slut."
Mrs. Weber started bouncing up and down. Jim shoved his cock in her mouth and Mrs. Weber began sucking with some difficulty. After a couple minutes, Biff positions himself behind Mrs. Weber and stopped Mrs. Weber from fucking Carl and slowly pushed his cock into the white wife's ass. Mrs. Weber moaned and tries to keep riding the cock, while another pumped her ass.
I was horny as hell and asked Mike to go and get Ashley. When she arrived I demanded she eat me. Mrs. Weber did not see her daughter's arrival. Carl lets out a grunt and shoots a load in the white woman's cunt. Biff pulls out of her ass, flips her over and fucks her pussy too. After he shoots a load in her, Jim replaces him and pumps his load in her. Mike then spews a fourth load in her pussy.
"Oh my god, I am not on the pill," Mrs. Weber says freaking out.
"Its ok, you will make a good black baby carrier," I said, her daughter between my legs.
"My husband is going to kill me," she said frantic, cum leaking from her well fucked pussy.
"Get over here and replace your daughter between my legs," I demanded, ignoring her worries.
"What?"
"Your daughter is also my whore. Now replace her between your mistress' legs," I said non-chalantly.
" I-ummm..." she babbled.
"Mom, just shut up and eat mistress' pussy," Ashley yelled at her mother and then grabbed her mother and shoved her between my legs. Mrs. Weber ate my pussy and I came on her face after only a couple minutes of such sweet submission.
"You have ate pussy before haven't you?" I asked.
"Yes."
"Who?"
"You would not know her," Mrs. Weber said.
"Who?" I repeated annoyed.
"Carol," she said ashamed.
"Grandma?" her daughter asked stunned.
"Your mother?" I repeated just as stunned.
"No, no, no. My husband's mother,' she said attempting to make it less dirty.
"And blacks are the bad race?" I said condescendingly.
"She is very powerful woman," Mrs. Weber said as if it was an explanation.
"I see. Hey look Mary, the boys are getting hard again," I said, making sure she noticed the name change.
"Please no more," she said looking beaten and tired.
"You can leave after all four have came in your slutty white pussy. Ashley keep the boys hard for your mommy," I instructed.
"Yes, mistress," my new obedient white slut obeyed .She started sucking Mike. The next half hour included 4 more loads of cum in Mary's white pussy.



As she laid there, on the floor, eight loads of cum in her cunt, I took more pictures. I then said, "I expect there will be no more problems from you will there?"
"No," she whimpered.
"Good and I think it will be good for us to have weekly parent/teacher meetings to make sure she your daughter stays the course, understood?"
"Yes," she said.
I helped her to her feet and said, with a devilish smile on my face, "Now go home and have your hubby eat you out."
"Yes, Mistress," she said.
I slapped her ass and went back to my desk. Mrs. Weber got dressed and left without a word with her daughter. I smiled thinking we had to get Carol here in the future.
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Part 1-Megan, a dominant but caring lesbian, seduces her cute and innocent babysitter Jenny.
Part 2-Megan takes her new submissive lesbian for a makeover and then shopping where she arranges for a fantasy to come true with a cheerleader that Jenny has dreamed about forever before escorting her pet to an upscale lesbians-only club for an adventurous evening.
Bedding the Babysitter: A Cheerleader's Recruit
What a weekend! Jenny had become a perfect little submissive! Seeing her glow brighter and brighter as she came to grips with who she really is was very rewarding. Many people have been asking, dying to know what happened after that first glorious weekend. Well, the best way to tell you about the next stage of her journey is to let my young babysitter slave tell you about it herself. So if you want to know about Jenny's journey to popularity, her submission at the hands of the head cheerleader Karen, her seduction of a teacher and how she fell in love, please read on.
**********
My name is Jenny. Mistress Megan has asked, well demanded actually, but that's ok, I like her telling me what to do, so she's demanded (in a nice way) that I tell you about my past week's occurrences, and of course I will obey. If you have read the first two parts of my Mistress' Bedding the Babysitter series (which I highly recommend reading if you have not) you already know how I came to be a (happy) submissive slave. If not, and you're silly enough not to go do that right now, let's just say before that eventful and life-altering weekend I was a closet lesbian who had no real experience to know for sure whether I was an actual lesbian or not.
But after just one weekend with my beautiful Mistress, I had a new job, I had my fantasy of being with Karen the head cheerleader come true, and I'd been to a lesbian club. There, with my Mistress' help and guidance, I had begun to really experiment with my sexuality and my obedience. (And to learn what really good orgasms feel like.)
The following story is the first week of the rest of my life, during which I had another adventure with my mistress, I attempted to seduce a teacher, I became an obedient cheerleaders' servant and, oddly enough, became a cheerleader myself...oh yes, and I fell passionately in love.
**********
SUNDAY FEBRUARY 2ND: A Reflection and Babysitting Again
As any calendar will tell you, next week actually began on Sunday. It was in the afternoon, the day after my brief submission to Karen at her workplace. I was exhausted from my long evening at the Le Chateau Club, a special club that caters to lesbian women, followed by a long night spent pleasing the governor of our state. I won't get into the details of that long night, as Mistress Megan has instructed me to focus on my cheerleader submission. Let's just say that our governor is one very demanding and kinky lady. And she's really hot, but even if most people don't know about the kinky part, everyone knows she's hot, don't you?
I got a call around 2:30 from Karen Pepper and here, as best as I can recall, is the conversation:
"Hello, is Jenny there?" a girl's voice asked.
"Speaking," I responded, unaware it was Karen.
"This is Karen," she informed me.
"Oh!" I said, slightly surprised and instantly out of my comfort zone. It was one thing to submit to her in front of Mistress Megan, as I was only obeying my Mistress and I always feel safe when I'm with her, but it's completely another thing to have to speak for myself. Instantly I reverted to the shy closet lesbian I had always been, the wallflower no one knew or noticed, insecure and unsure of myself. Now don't get me wrong; I had friends, but they were both (all right, I didn't say I had lots of friends) just shy geeks like I was. We lived in our little pond and cheerleaders lived in their much larger one. In reality they were royalty, we were the peasants.
"Just oh? Is that any way to greet someone who is going to make you popular?" Karen asked, slightly annoyed with me.
"Popular?" I repeated, in a haze.
"Yes, popular. You." she said, "I put a lot of thought into this last night as I reflected on how great it was to have you between my legs yesterday. So I came up with a great plan."
"You did?" I asked, unable to put a full, complete and intelligent sentence together. After all, this was Karen, the Head Cheerleader! You try and act intelligent around such a hot and popular girl!
"Yes, I've decided to make you a PomPom."
This shocked me. The PomPoms were always freshman or second year cheerleader wannabes who were pretty much servants for the actual cheerleaders. They carried the royalty's trays for them at lunch, did their homework for them, and so forth. No senior had ever been a PomPom. It would be too humiliating. A long pause followed as I reflected on this revelation.
Karen broke the silence by asking, "You don't want to be a PomPom?"
I collected myself so I wouldn't embarrass both of us by blurting out, "Hell no," before managing to actually respond with a stutter, "I-I-I thought only f-f-freshmen were PomPoms?"
Karen responded, "Well, that's usually the case, plus the odd second-year. But as Head Cheerleader, I really can do whatever I want and..." she paused, her tone changing ever so slightly to sound a bit more self-important, "...I want you to be a PomPom."
"But what will other people think?" I asked, worried for the first time in my life about my reputation.
"Well, the other PomPoms will be furious and will do whatever they can to crush you. My fellow cheerleaders will be slightly confused but they won't question me because they wouldn't dare, and the rest of the school will finally know you exist," she analyzed logically, before adding, "Although I imagine the gossip about you will range from mean to curious to sarcastic to who knows what else."
Again, I had nothing to say. I was unsure what Karen had in store for me. "I don't want the whole school to know I'm a..." I started.
"Lesbian?" she asked and then added, "Dyke?"
"Yes," I whispered, ashamed.
"Well, that secret can remain a secret for the most part. I won't announce it to the school if that's what you mean. But I will expect you to be a 'good little girl' whenever you're asked."
"What do you mean?" I asked, just beginning to understand the full reality of yesterday's submission. I had after all asked Mistress Megan to make me Karen's slave. "Be careful what you wish for."
"Well, I plan to use you over and over and over and over again, and my two co-captains will also be allowed to use your good little girl services sometimes too, understood?"
My face went white with fear as I realized what her plans were; although my pussy also went wet with excitement at the same time. Now, while Karen was a redhead with green eyes, large breasts and rather compact at 5'2", Ashley Swanson and Sabrina McCafferty were her perfect counterparts.
Sabrina was strangely chunky for a cheerleader, I thought, with breasts way too big for any human girl at all; she was about 5'4' and had a surprising amount of confidence in herself for a girl who wasn't particularly attractive. On the other hand, Ashley Swanson was almost 6 feet tall, a brunette, with long, long legs reaching all the way to the ground, brown eyes and very small breasts. She was pretty, but in a conservative way if that makes any sense.
I attempted to answer 'yes I understand,' but nothing came out of my mouth. Karen, clearly getting tired of waiting, said, "Jenny, I know you want this, so don't pretend you don't. I have one question to ask you; if you say yes, then I will expect you to do as you're told from henceforward. If you say no, then I'll understand and will not bother you ever again, not even tell anyone about yesterday's fun romp. Ready for the question?"
Feeling I was on a quiz show with everyone watching and hoping I got the answer wrong, anxiety filled me as I realized I didn't want to displease her. I responded nervously, "Yes, I am."
"Good girl," she said like a mother would say to her little daughter if she did as she was told. She paused, leaving me hanging (I think on purpose) over what seemed like an eternity, "Do you ever want to taste my pussy again?"
My spine had a chill go down it and my pussy got a little wetter just from the question. My answer was obvious: of course I wanted to taste her again! She was my fantasy girl! Yet, at what cost? If I said yes, everything in my life would change: the whole school would know who I was and keeping my secret a secret would get a lot harder. That said, if I said no, I would never be allowed to please Karen again and I would remain the unpopular nobody I currently was. As my hand decided all on its own to influence my decision by rubbing my clit, I answered, "Yes."
"Yes, what?" Karen asked leadingly.
Knowing that what she wanted was my formal submission, I said, "Yes, I want to eat your pussy again."
"You will obey?"
"Yes, Mistress Karen, I will obey," I responded like a good little slave. I then pleaded, "But please don't humiliate me in public."
"Mistress Karen, I like that. If you're a good lesbian pussy slave, I will make sure you're protected, my precious," Karen reassured.
"Thank you, Mistress Karen," I said sincerely.
"I will pick you up at 8 o'clock tomorrow morning. I will have your PomPom outfit ready for you," she informed me.
"Understood, Mistress Karen," I answered obediently.
"You're getting my pussy wet," she said surprisingly. She then continued, "Be sure to wear those sexy stockings you were wearing on Saturday."
"Yes, Mistress Karen," I said, but asked, "Won't they be totally visible below the PomPom skirt?"
"Yes, of course they will," Karen responded casually.
"Oh," I said, slightly worried.
"Do you have a problem with that?" Karen asked.
"No, Mistress Karen," I responded, "It's just... I don't want the whole school to think I'm a tramp."
Karen let out a soft laugh, getting more excited by her developing plans as she went, "I'll have all the other PomPom girls and even the cheerleaders wearing the same thing. I'll wear the same thing too! That way you won't stand out. Plus, when you and your other Mistress wore them yesterday I found them to be a turn on. So the entire cheerleader squad will be wearing them and we'll start a new fashion revolution. Out with the old boring knee-high socks and in with the sexy thigh highs. You should feel special my pet, you're about to start a fashion craze."
"I am?" I asked, confused.
"Yes," she answered, "When others see the cheerleaders and me, the queen of the school, wearing thigh highs, they'll copy us. You just watch!"
"OK," I said demurely, believing her, "I will be ready and dressed as you requested, Mistress Karen."
"Fuck, I love being called that," Karen said, giving a soft moan.
I asked daringly, "Mistress Karen, are you masturbating because of me?"
"Yes," she moaned, "Tell me a story, my hot little lez, get me off."
"I can do that!" I said, really liking the idea of getting my dream girl off. I considered briefly before beginning, "So you are at school, Mistress Karen, and your pussy is all fired up. You text me while I am in class, demanding I go to the bathroom. I ask to be excused from my class and quickly head towards the bathroom. I knock on the door and you say 'get in here, slut'. I walk in and close the door, being sure to lock it. You then demand, 'Eat my pussy, my lez whore' and I get on my knees and dive into your pussy. You call me all sorts of dirty names as I get you off like a good slave should."
"Aaaaaaaaaah," Karen screamed into the phone as she had an orgasm from my dirty little story. Inside I felt a great joy and a spreading of warmth in my pussy as I knew I had pleased my mistress.
"Did I make you cum, Mistress Karen?" I asked, knowing the answer.
"Yes, my pet," she panted into the phone, still breathing heavily.
"Thank you, Mistress Karen, for allowing me to help you cum. It is an honour to be responsible for your pleasure," I said sincerely, my hand still rubbing my own clit softly, but now I was more aware of it. "Mistress Karen?" I asked.
"Yes, my slave," she asked, almost recovered from her orgasm.
"May I have your permission to cum?" I requested. "My other Mistress says I can't cum without permission anymore."
"Yes, my little tramp, cum for your Mistress, and do it now," she demanded.
I quickly rubbed my clit, faster and faster as I fantasized about all the things Karen might make me do. It took less than a minute and I moaned, "I'm cumming!" and let out an orgasmic moan.
Karen asked, "Did you cum, my dyke?"
"Yes Mistress Karen, thank you for letting your lezzie slut have an orgasm," I responded blissfully.
"That wasn't much of a scream, a good lesbian should scream so the whole world knows she's having an orgasm."
"Sorry, Mistress Karen, but my mother is downstairs and I would hate for her to hear me in such a compromising position. She thinks I am her innocent, sweet, pure daughter and not a lesbian cunt slave," I explained.
"Fair enough," Karen said, "But when you cum for me when we're alone, I expect the walls to shake."
"Of course, Mistress Karen," I agreed, "I will do whatever you ask of me."
"You're such a good little lez. What about Megan?" she asked.
"Yes?" I asked.
"Is she still your Mistress as well?" she asked,
"Yes Mistress Karen, Mistress Megan wants me to consider her my Head Mistress and if I understand her completely, she is your Mistress as well," I explained.
"Oh," she said thoughtfully, "Do you think Megan would take me as a slave?"
"Oh yes," I said, sure I was right.
"Well, when do you plan to see Mistress Megan next?"
"She texted me this morning, asking me to come over at five to babysit. I don't know if she really means babysit or something else," I said, unsure of Mistress Megan's purpose and how to answer Mistress Karen's questioning correctly.
"I see," Karen said, "Please tell Mistress Megan I would love to see her again."
"Yes Mistress Karen," I said, "I am sure she will be glad to hear it."
"What is your cell number?" she asked. I gave to her and she gave me her own digits back. I put them in my cell phone under my favourite five.
"I will see you at eight tomorrow morning, my slut," Karen confirmed once again. I was surprised and flattered she didn't have to ask where I lived.
"Yes Mistress Karen, I will be ready," I responded.
"Goodbye Jenny," she said, using my name for the first time ever.
"Goodbye Mistress Karen," I responded, and she hung up the phone. I did the same and reflected about our conversation. Karen was submissive to Megan but dominant to me, which I thought was strange. I went to my desk and did some Calculus homework for a while and then began to write my Pride and Prejudice essay that was due in a couple of weeks.
At ten to five I put on white thigh high stockings, a red sweatshirt, and a long skirt, as mother was home and would think it odd for me to leave on a Sunday in my school outfit. I arrived at Megan's and saw her dressed casually in jeans, a blouse and open toe heels that showed she had tan stockings on underneath. She gave me a hug and said, "You didn't know whether this was actual babysitting, did you?"
"No," I said slightly disappointed.
"Sorry to disappoint. I'm going out for supper with a couple of friends and then to a movie. I should be home around 9:30 or so."
"OK," I said, trying to be my usual bubbly self, although inside I was devastated. Trying to get her interest back, I said, "Karen called me, she asked me if I wanted her to be my Mistress and I said yes. I hope that was ok."
"Yes, that's what we established on Saturday, so it's fine. She probably just wanted to formalize it by getting you to say so."
"Yes, it did sound like that, Mistress. She also said she was hoping to be able to see you again."
"Oh," Megan said, "Well that can be arranged. Do you have her number?"
"Yes, Mistress Megan," I said, grabbing my cell phone. I handed it to her and she hit dial.
"Hi Karen," Megan said, "It's Megan." There was a pause before she continued, "Yes, it's good to hear your voice again too. So Jenny here says you're interested in seeing me again." After a brief pause she said, "Good, well, I'm free on Tuesday evening, are you? Good. Now you must understand if you come over, you are mine for the night." After a brief pause, Megan gave me a wink as she said, "And I expect you to treat my little Jenny well. Learn to be a good Mistress to her. In return she will be a perfect slave." Megan laughed at something Karen said and she then added, "Yes, she is very obedient. I will see you on Tuesday at seven PM, do not be late."
Megan handed me back the phone and asked, "Are you free on Tuesday?"
"Oh yes, Mistress Megan!" I said a little too eagerly.
"Great! I am going to train Karen how to be a good Mistress to you," Megan explained.
"Thank you, Mistress Megan," I responded gratefully.
Megan came up to me and kissed my lips gently. She then broke the kiss and said, "I will always look after you, my sweet." She began to leave and then said, "Max is in the basement watching Toy Story 3 for the hundredth time in a row. Be sure to put him to bed at eight o'clock. After he goes to sleep, there is a reward for you in the envelope on the kitchen table."
I looked over to see a vanilla-coloured envelope on the table. She smiled and said sternly, "Do not open it until Max is asleep."
Max ran up the steps at that moment and so I responded with, "Yes, Ms. Cameron."
Max gave his mother a big hug goodbye and then ran to me and said, "Jen, play hide and seek with me."
I bent down and said, "Of course, Max."
Max announced, "I get to hide first!"
I smiled and started counting, "1-2..." Max immediately ran away to hide.
Megan smiled and said, "Jenny, you really are the perfect all-around babysitter."
"I aim to please," I said, awkwardly seductive.
"That you do, my precious," Megan said as she headed out her front door.
I spent the next couple of hours playing with Max, who is a funny, funny boy. We watched Toy Story again, played games, had a snack, cleaned up his snack mess and I read him three books. He eventually fell asleep, way later than he was supposed to, while I eagerly anticipated whatever was in the envelope. As soon as I was sure he was asleep, I hurried to the envelope and opened it.
It was a letter. It said, "Dear Jenny. Go to my computer and log in as DrMeg, password JennyBoss1. When you do, go to my files, find the bin called 'my stories' and click on Bedding the Babysitter. Read it."
I followed Mistress Megan's instructions and, after a few minutes, I was face to face with my own story! I went ruby red I imagine, as I realized she had documented my entire submission. I read the story, learning exactly how I was seduced, and all the thought my Mistress had put into planning it. I was in awe! I then relived my first time with her from the printed screen and began to rub myself. I took my time, just teasing myself. As I read about Saturday, a flood of memories washed over me. Each detail made me smile, made me cringe, made me want to relive it again and again. I finished the story and was surprised to learn that Mistress Megan had lined up to please Big Rosie.



I was still rubbing myself when Megan walked into her room. I was so immersed in her story that I hadn't heard her come home. She said, "I see you're enjoying your story."
"Very much so," I said.
"Guess what?" she asked as she pulled me up from the chair and into a hug looking into my eyes.
I looked back into her eyes and asked, "What, Mistress?"
"That story you read?" she began teasingly.
"Yes, Mistress Megan?" I queried.
She kissed me and then began, "I plan..."
Another kiss as she teased, "...to... "Her mouth moved to my right ear as she whispered, "...submit this story..." she continued as she moved to my other ear and finished the sentence, her hot breath on my ear, "...to Literotica!"
Her lips went to my neck as I gasped, "Oh my!"
"I think very soon..." she whispered, her hand sliding to my pussy, "...that the whole world will know your story." I moaned as she rubbed my clit. "Pervs, dykes, and young eighteen-year-old girls like yourself."
"Whatever you wish, Mistress Megan," I breathed heavily.
"Good," she said, "I plan to send it to my online friend Jasmine who will take the story and change our last names and make it all erotic and so forth. Have you read any of her stories on Literotica? She goes under the name silkstockingslover."
I recognized the name as I continued to moan, "The name does sound familiar. Yes, I know! She's the one with the nice legs."
Megan then abruptly quit touching my pussy and moved to the bed. "Yes, she is. You can read some of her stories tonight when you get home. She's one crazy bitch. She's not very politically correct, but she really knows how to write a hot story!"
I stood there, unsure what to do. I finally asked, "Can I please cum, Mistress Megan?"
"No," was all she said.
I waited for her to say more, but she just stared at me with an unreadable expression on her face. It then turned into a slight smirk. This frustrated me greatly until I finally asked, "Why not, Mistress Megan?"
"All good things come to those who wait," she said philosophically. Seeing my confused, frustrated and annoyed expression she added, "I'm assigning you an exercise in self-control: you aren't allowed to cum until Tuesday. If Karen tries to get you to have an orgasm, you must tell her it's forbidden." She paused for thought and then said, "Matter of fact, give me your phone again."
I handed it to her.
She hit the speed-dial and after a few seconds said, "Hi Karen, it's Mistress Megan again." After a couple of seconds she continued, "I have plans for you so I've decided to rush this ahead. From this moment forward I am your Mistress and you are my slave. Is that something you want and do you agree to it?"
Mistress Karen was going to be Mistress Megan's slave too? My mouth dropped open. It had been doing that a lot recently.
After another pause Mistress Megan continued. "Excellent, that's settled, then. Welcome aboard, Slut Karen." Another pause, then, "You're most welcome. Now here is my first requirement of you and the main reason I called: Neither you nor Jenny are permitted to have an orgasm until I see the two of you together Tuesday evening, is that understood?" A second later she said, "that would be okay if you think you can handle it, but if you yourself cum even a little, you will be punished. Goodbye slut," and handed me back the phone. She then finished, "Don't worry, my sweet, I won't touch myself until then either. We can all be horny together on Tuesday." She walked over to kiss me sweetly one last time and said, "You'd better get going home. You have school tomorrow."
"Yes, Mistress Megan," I said, and feeling disappointed and depressed because I was horny already, I left and returned home.
I didn't look up the stories Mistress had mentioned for fear of them getting me even hornier. Instead I did my homework, struggling to start that stupid Pride and Prejudice essay for English class. Unlike the movie, the book didn't have any zombies in it and I wondered why Ms. Austen had left them out. I didn't get too far on the essay before deciding just to go to bed. It took forever to nod off as I often masturbate myself to sleep and I kept wondering what Karen had in store for me tomorrow. I considered so many possibilities and I fantasized about so many more. Yet what did happen the next few days was so much sexier, so much dirtier and so much crazier than I could've even begun to imagine.
**********
MONDAY FEBRUARY 3RD: Getting Noticed
The day began early as I spent way more time than I usually do getting ready. I wanted to look presentable for Karen. I put on beige thigh highs, and with my short skirt anyone could see exactly what style of nylons I was wearing. I was surprised that my legs looked pretty sexy all sticking out like that, the first of many surprises that week, when Karen appeared in my doorway a few minutes before eight. She was wearing her usual cheerleading outfit, cheerleaders being the only girls who were allowed not to wear the school uniform, along with dark beige thigh highs with the lace tops in clear view. The red and white school colours were brought more to life contrasting like that with the dark beige stockings. She came in and without any sort of greeting said, "Take off the skirt and top, I have your new outfit." She handed me a bag.
I opened the bag and saw the cheerleading red skirt and the usual tight white t-shirt with short red sleeves, and the word 'Trainee' on the back. I started for the bathroom to change when Karen demanded, "No put it on right here."
"OK," I said and quickly switched skirts. I then took off my blouse and put on the new t-shirt, which was very tight and showcased every curve of my breasts, just like the skirt was doing to my hips and butt. I looked in the mirror and my mouth dropped open. "I can't wear this to school!" I gasped.
Karen said dismissively, "You look good, hot actually. Especially those legs." She then said, "But let's make this even hotter by putting your hair in pigtails. Enhance the innocent look even while everyone's admiring your hot little body."
"Pigtails?" I asked.
"Yep," she said, and in a flash my hair was in pigtails held by little red-and-white scrunchies. As she finished my make-over she breathed into my ear, "You're going to be one hot little lez trainee for me, aren't you?"
A light moan escaped my lips as I responded quietly, "Yes Mistress Karen."
Karen then grabbed my hand and led me to the kitchen where my mom saw my new look. She gave a long, puzzled look before she asked, "Sweetie, what are you wearing?"
Mistress Karen turned on the charm and explained, "Hi Mrs. Wyatt, I'm Karen; Jenny has decided to try out for the cheerleading squad and this is her trainee uniform."
"She has?" my mother questioned with a completely mystified look on her face. "My daughter wants to be a cheerleader?"
"Yes I do, Mom," I confirmed, "Isn't that ok?"
My Mom quickly recovered from this extreme fashion and social change in her daughter and she reassured me, "Oh no, no honey, it's fine. It's just a bit of a surprise."
Karen slyly added, "Oh, Jenny is full of surprises recently, aren't you, Jenny?"
My face went red as I feared that Karen might reveal my new submissive lifestyle to my prudish mother. Luckily Karen said only, "Nice meeting you Mrs. Wyatt, but if we don't leave now we'll be late for school."
Karen grabbed my hand and led me out the door as my Mom called out, "Have a great day, honey!"
As we reached the car, Karen confided, "Your Mom is pretty hot."
I blushed, never really thinking of her in any way other than just my mother. "You think so?"
"Yes,' Karen confirmed, "and you look just like her."
A chill went up my spine as I realized she had just given me a compliment on the sly. I got in Karen's car and sat there silently as she put the car in Drive. I waited patiently for her to speak, but she stayed silent as she drove. Oddly, I felt a tingle between my legs and the beginnings of dampness forming. I silently cursed to myself.
Karen finally broke the silence as she asked a bit pretentiously, "So my slave, are you ready for your ascent to popularity?"
I looked at her, stared actually, at her pure beauty, and answered her question with an immense amount of trepidation, "Yes, Mistress Karen."
"You don't sound too convincing, my little pussy pleaser," Karen observed with concern.
"Well, I really don't know what to expect," I began, "Last week, my life made sense. I went to school, sat with my couple of friends and lived a simple wallflower life."
"Did you like that life?"
"I don't know. It was ok, I guess. It was the life I knew. It was who I was. I accepted long ago I wouldn't ever be popular and would just live my high school life as a ghost. Seeing everything going on around me, but never being allowed to participate." I was surprised how much I'd just opened up to her, allowing my deepest insecurities to spill out like water when a dam bursts.
Karen gave me a sympathetic smile and said, "You know, being popular isn't all people think it is. It turns you into someone you aren't. For example, everyone looks up to me to lead, and somehow my persona has turned into one that's strong on bitchy and arrogant. But..."
I looked at her; she had a tear in her eye, "It's ok," I said, my hand setting down on her leg as we stopped at a red light.
She grabbed my hand, gave it a squeeze, and shared, "People only see what they want to see, and I think that's true for both of us, just in different ways."
I laughed and felt a really warm feeling for her as I agreed, "Isn't that the truth."
As the light went green, she let go of my hand and said with a smirk, "Okay, we're both human, even me. Don't think that means I won't use you as my little submissive."
"Not for a minute, Mistress Karen," I replied, but with a warm, supportive smile that was far from submissive.
Karen smiled, "I just want you between my legs, but we can't do that right now," she said, frustrated, knowing we weren't allowed to cum.
"I would love nothing more," I flirted back, with a slight tone of frustration of my own. I didn't even know I knew how to flirt.
Karen smiled as we pulled up to the school and into the grade twelve parking lot, "Well," she began, "Are you ready for who knows what?"
"As ready as I'll ever be," I said unsure where this would lead, but excited to begin my new life and obey my new mistress.
"OK," Karen said, "Let's go, my little dyke." She then opened the door and strode out, and I, after letting out one last sigh of trepidation, did the same.
Karen came around to my side of the car and offhandedly handed me her books, and I took them before meekly following her away, walking three feet behind her as all PomPoms did. I felt humiliation burning inside me as I got a plethora of odd looks from the other grade twelves also leaving the parking lot. I looked down, trying to avoid eye contact with anyone, as I heard the odd rumbling of speculation and probably rumours beginning.
Mike, a basketball player, asked Karen, "Who's the new 'cruit?"
Karen smiled up at the tall athlete, "Don't you recognize her? This is Jenny Wyatt. She's in our English class."
As Mike looked me up and down like a piece of meat, I looked way up at his face, trying to show confidence in my new look, and gave him a smile. "A grade twelve recruit, nice," he said.
Karen said with an innuendo hopefully only I understood, "Yes, Jenny is a real eager beaver." I'm sure my cheeks went a fire-engine red! Finally after chatting with Mike for another minute Karen said, "Let's go, PomPom." As we resumed walking, she looked back and must have seen my embarrassment, so she turned back to me and whispered, "Jenny, keep your head up and look proud; you're a PomPom now! Everybody wants to be a cheerleader! Today you've become the envy of most girls here, and what's more you'll be the focus of many boys' late night all-alone stroke sessions."
I looked blankly at her, confused, "Stroke sessions?"
"You really are that innocent, aren't you," she teased with a chuckle, "Stroke sessions, you know: whacking off, beating the stick, cranking the love pump, fist fucking."
Finally the light bulb went click and I said, shocked, "Boys will be masturbating about me?"
"Girls too, I imagine," she informed me and began walking again as if she hadn't just dumped a landslide on my head!
I followed behind her, working on getting the hang of walking proud. It was then I saw Sally, my best friend at school, although not someone I did much with outside of school. She had a perplexed look on her face as she saw me. I gave her an 'I know this is weird' look and then said, "Hi Sally," without daring to stop.
We entered the school building and I followed Karen to her locker. I continued to carry her books as she met Sabrina, who was wearing thigh highs as Karen had told me she would, and gave her a hug. Sabrina gave me a look, not overly impressed, and then asked, "So this is your new recruit?"
Karen smiled, but used a 'don't mess with me' tone when she answered, "Yes, this is Jenny; she's our newest PomPom."
I'd known Sabrina since the fifth grade and always thought she was intimidating and sometimes even a bit of a bully. So it didn't help when she shrugged indifferently like she did for almost everything and asked, "So why the thigh highs?"
Karen said, "It was time for a change. Plus, they're sexier than knee-high socks, don't you think?" Karen then did a diva pose which almost showed her panties and made my cunt seep a little, and a few boys stopped to stare. She then asked Sabrina, "So what do you think?"
"Well they are hotter and sluttier," Sabrina admitted. "Don't you think Principal Dictator will make us change?"
"No, he loves checking us out," Karen answered breezily.
"Ho!"
"Slut!"
Their 'riveting' banter was boring me but I pretended to care. The warning bell about class starting in five minutes then rang, and I walked Karen to her Biology class before rushing to my Chemistry class. I got a lot of odd looks, but I just sat down in my regular seat as if nothing was different.
The rest of the morning was a blur of the surreal. Teachers were giving me curious looks, girls giving me jealous glares and boys giving me horny stares. All this attention felt really strange after a lifetime of being some nobody that lurked on the fringes of the school hierarchy.
I liked it---it was exhilarating.
I hated it---it was awkward.
I loved it---it was addictive.
All these conflicting feelings overwhelmed me. It was great to be noticed, yet I soon began resenting being seen just as an object. In History class I noticed Wilson, who was a poster boy for nerds, gawking at my legs. I don't know why I did it, but I looked at him and winked seductively. He blushed and quickly looked away. I felt a perverse joy both from embarrassing him and from being stared at. Okay, I felt two ways about getting objectified.
Lunchtime finally arrived, so quickly and eagerly like a puppy looking for her mistress, I went to find Karen. She was chatting at her locker with Ashley, who towered over me. Unlike Sabrina who'd looked down on me, not quite sneering, Ashley looked down on me only because she was tall, but she couldn't help that and was very nice to me. She greeted, "Hi Jenny, welcome to cheerleading; you're in my History class, right?"
I smiled, happy she knew who I was, and responded, "Yes, Ashley."
"What's your essay topic?" she asked.
"The rights of women in third-world countries," I replied.
"Are you a feminist?" she asked.
Karen laughed and said, 'Trust me: Jenny is not a feminist, although she does have an appetite for women." I went red I'm sure, as Ashley gave her a confused look. Karen handed me her lunch to carry and we went into the cafeteria. I looked over at my usual outsider table and waved to Sally and my other friend Eleanor. They gave me awkward waves back as they tried to figure out why on earth I'd become a PomPom.
During lunch at the table reserved for the cheerleaders and their lackies, I was asked to fetch dessert for the three captains, then got lambasted by Sabrina when there was no strawberry jello so I got her cherry instead. She said, "PomPom, how useless are you? I asked for strawberry; does this look like strawberry?"
"I know," I responded explaining, "They were out of strawberry so I got you cherry."
She looked at Karen, greatly perturbed, and asked, "Really? Why her?"
Karen didn't defend me exactly, she just responded vaguely, "Oh, Jenny has some very special talents, trust me." I blushed; worried that she might describe or even make me show them my special talents. I knew it would have to happen sometime, these three were the head cheerleaders! But she didn't.
The table of cheerleaders was all talking about the upcoming Valentine's Dance: what they were wearing and who was taking them. The conversations were hard to follow as it seemed all ten girls were talking at once, while myself and the other four PomPoms, all freshman by the way, just listened intently. When the warning bell rang, I walked Karen to her class and then I headed to Advanced Calculus class, which I suppose really did showcase why I was a geek. I love numbers and following logic to those way out there places.
I arrived in class and took my usual seat at a table between Sally and Eleanor. I'd been dreading this encounter all through lunch hour, trying to think of what I could say to the two of them. I couldn't bring myself to tell them I was a lesbian and that Karen was my mistress, and I'd never once in my life given anyone the slightest hint I wanted to be a cheerleader, and of course no grade twelve just suddenly, partway through the school year, decides to become a cheerleader, and especially a lower class (what year you're in) PomPom. So I had to come up with a lie and I thought of one. I sat down and greeted, "Hi girls."
They both said hi back, and both seemed too nervous to ask the question about the elephant in the classroom. So I began by asking, "I guess you're probably wondering how I got to be a PomPom?"
Sally, the sarcastic one, offered, "You must've lost a bet."
I gave her an insincere chuckle and said, "Funny! No, on Saturday I went shopping at the store where Karen Pepper works, and before I knew it she asked if I wanted to be a PomPom. I was so flattered I said yes and then on Sunday I panicked. What if she was setting me up to embarrass me? I decided not to do it, but then she showed up at my house this morning with the outfit and ta-da here I am. It doesn't seem to be a trick, either: as you saw, I sat at the cheerleader table today and some of them were even nice to me, especially Karen and Ashley."
They both looked at me as if I was an alien speaking in some intergalactical language. Finally Eleanor asked shyly, "So you want to be a cheerleader?"
Thinking of Karen's advice I responded, "Yes, I do."
"Oh," Eleanor said, almost speechless.
Sally added, not even sarcastically, "Well it does make you look s...," she paused for a long moment before rewording and finishing with "prettier."
I think she'd wanted to say 'sexier', which made me wonder if she was a lesbian. But that thought quickly faded as Mr. Hermanson began class.
Once the class ended I surprised both Sally and myself by giving her a squeeze on the leg and saying, "Later, ladies." I then rushed out to find Karen and went with her to the one class I had with her, English.
On the walk there, Karen asked, "So, how has your day been, what with living in the spotlight and all?"
"Great," I responded, which was partly true and partly a lie. It was great as I was enjoying all the looks, mostly, but it wasn't all great as I balanced my newfound popularity against the fact that I was only popular because I was dressed differently, not because of who I was as a person.



"Good to hear," Karen said and then informed me, "By the way, the first rumour about you has already hit Gossip Alley."
"W-w-what? W-what are they saying?" I stuttered, fearing what she would tell me next.
"I hear that you slept with a couple of basketball players in return for the privilege of becoming a PomPom."
"No, that's terrible!" I bewailed, tears forming in my eyes.
Karen rubbed my back gently as she chided me sympathetically, "Oh Jenny, get used to it! How many rumours have you heard about me?"
I thought about that and realized I'd heard lots. From the one where she gave blow jobs to our quarterback Aiden Smith before every game, to her sleeping with the hot gym teacher Mr. Parker and his wife, to her spending all last summer in rehab for drug and alcohol abuse. "Lots," I admitted honestly.
"And trust me, almost none of them are true; we're the celebrities at the high school. And rumours are like the tabloids, they feed the masses stories, the juicier the better, regardless of whether they're true or not. People want to live vicariously through us."
I considered her explanation as I said, "But people will think I'm a slut."
"Well, you just so happen to be one and so am I; but if stories go around about it they won't have any evidence, so everyone will think it's just another stupid rumour. And at least people will know who you are," she said.
Right at that moment Troy Sparks, a 6'3" black basketball player, walked over to us and greeted, "Hi Karen, Hi Jenny."
I blushed; stunned that the Troy Sparks had any clue who I was. I didn't even hear the next part of the conversation, but suddenly they were both looking at me waiting for a response. "Sorry, what?" I asked like a confused idiot.
Troy asked me again, "Are you going to the Valentine's Dance?"
"Oh, no, I don't go to dances," I began, until I saw Karen nodding her head yes at me, so I quickly regrouped and said with a sly smile on my face, "but there's always a first time for everything."
Troy, all confident, informed me, "Great, so you'll be my date?"
A slight gasp escaped my lips as I realized that he was asking me to be his date at a major dance. I wanted to say no, but again Karen was nodding her head yes. So reluctantly, very reluctantly, I somehow conquered my shyness and told him, "Sounds great."
The warning bell rang and Troy said, "Great, I'll be in touch," and headed off to whatever class he had.
I stood there stunned as Karen grabbed my hand and teased, "Geez, you really are turning into a whore."
This brought me back to reality and we got to class just as the bell rang. Up till now all my teachers had noticed my new look, and they'd all given me a questioning glance or two, but none had said anything. But that changed as soon as I walked into Miss Morgan's English class. Miss Morgan gave me her usual bright smile, but this time she said, "Wow, Jenny you're a PomPom girl?"
"Yes ma'am," I responded politely.
"That's a real surprise," she said, then added, "But in a good way! And you look adorable in your new outfit!" I blushed and my pussy leaked just a smidge at getting such a compliment from a teacher I'd spent many late nights fantasizing about while I... you know. Miss Morgan is a brand new first-year teacher and easily one of the most beautiful women I've ever seen. She has these hypnotic ocean-blue eyes, long straight blonde hair, large breasts that she doesn't hide but even pretty much shows off with those tight sweaters she usually wears, and she has long, luscious legs that she always shows off in pantyhose (although deep down I hoped they were secret stockings or thigh highs). Her smile always made me melt and her voice, so sweet and innocent, was the icing on an already perfect cupcake. I guess I've just made it pretty clear I have a crush on her, just like the one I've always had on Karen.
I managed to force out a mutter, "Thank you, Miss," and sat down in my front-row seat. I didn't know at first if it was a coincidence or not, but it seemed to me that Miss Morgan would often take glimpses at my legs. By the end of the class I was convinced I was right, as the looks came often enough that they could no longer be just coincidence. As she talked about Langston Hughes and how he was the voice of a minority, I zoned out and wondered if Miss Morgan was a lesbian. I had to close my legs tight so as to not get too excited and desperately attempted to pay attention to her lecture.
Just before the bell was to ring Miss Morgan gave us all a brief assignment; She explained, "We all belong to minorities in some way. Some of you come from a minority racial background, some of you have unique family situations, and some of you may feel insecure about something else unusual about you." She paused before finishing, "So your assignment, due tomorrow, is to write a poem, in the style of Langston Hughes, in other words simplistic in word usage but deep in message, about being in a minority. Get personal, get passionate, dig deep to see how you are a minority in this class, this school, this city, this country or this world."
Someone asked how long and she said, "This is poetry so the length is irrelevant, so whether it's long or short, just write until the message shines through. You are dismissed." She sat on top of a desk near the door and watched as we got ready to leave. She then requested, "Jenny, can you please stay for a minute?"
"Sure, Miss Morgan," I responded, both eager to hear what she had to say and scared of what she might discover.
As the class dispersed, she told me, "I'd like you to write about this whole PomPom situation."
"Excuse me?" I asked confused.
"Well, as of today you're a minority of one. I don't think any grade twelve has ever been a PomPom before, have they?"
"I don't think so," I responded.
"Well then, that's your assignment. I look forward to seeing what you come up with," she concluded before standing up and striding away to her desk.
"Thanks, Miss Morgan," I said politely and began to leave. As I reached the door I looked back and saw her watching me. So unlike the old me, I gave her a wink and a smile and a wave; she instantly put her head down, but I was now pretty convinced Miss Morgan was a lesbian or at least girl-curious. Maybe she likes me! I thought.
After I left, I was instantly face to face with Karen so I screeched to a stop as she said, "Miss Morgan was so into you."
I blushed and agreed, "She did seem to be checking me out."
"Checking you out? She wanted to have you for supper," Karen amplified.
"Well that may be overboard," I said.
"We may just have to get you to seduce her," Karen speculated as we headed for the gym. Other cheerleaders quickly joined us, so this conversation would have to wait. The next two hours were insane. I'd never put a second of thought into what cheerleaders do. I had never considered them athletes or skilled, but after doing a single practice with them, my whole respect for them skyrocketed.
My whole body ached fifteen minutes in, and that was just from the stretching. Miss Hopkins the cheerleading coach, was a slave-driver and a complete bitch. She was a perfectly fit, black woman, in her early thirties I would guess, who was pretty much Sue from Glee if you've ever watched it. She yelled, she criticized, and she humiliated all of us. Sweat was pouring off my whole body by the time the workout was done. The last hour was cheer after cheer and dance move after dance move with hardly a chance to catch your breath between each one. I learned I had no memory for the cheers, but I caught on to the dances pretty quickly. When practice ended, I was pleasantly surprised to receive what I guess passes as a compliment in Miss Hopkins' world as she told me, "Hey Jenny, you don't suck as much as I'd assumed you would."
"Um thanks," I responded, but she'd already begun walking away, so I found myself talking to her back, which didn't look very approving, so oh well. I showered and changed and was then asked by Sabrina to give her a neck massage, which she criticized the whole time. I wasn't massaging hard enough, but then I was massaging too hard. I couldn't ever get it just right for her and I wondered if she was just making stuff up so I'd feel bad. She finally got up and said to me in a condescending tone, "Thanks, I guess, but you'll never be a real cheerleader." She then walked away.
On the drive home Karen reassured me, "Sabrina will come around. She isn't one to accept change or any threat to her power. And she sees you as a threat."
"Threat? Me? Why?" I asked, stunned.
"Can't you see? You're a diamond in the rough, honey."
"What?"
"You're smart, cute, sexy, sweet, and the head cheerleader captain (me) has taken an obvious liking to you," she said, her right hand dropping to my leg. "In other words, she feels like you could replace her." She then paused as she moved her hand up my leg and under my skirt. "And she should be worried, because she's right: I hate that bitch."
I gave a soft moan as her finger touched my pussy over my underwear as she drove. As she reached my house she said, "So I think we'll test a theory tomorrow."
"What theory?" I asked.
"That Miss Morgan is a dyke," she blurted out, her finger tracing my pussy lips through my underwear.
"How so?" I moaned.
"Wear a pair of heels tomorrow and throughout her class, dangle your shoe. Even let it fall to the floor once in a while. Don't look at her to see what she does, but I will. Then afterwards I'll tell you about her reactions," she said as she formulated the plan, her finger still teasing my now extremely damp pussy.
I finally said, "Mistress, please stop before I cum."
"So?" she teased.
"Mistress Megan said we can't."
"She'll never know," she whispered, her finger putting pressure on my clit.
"But I can't ever lie to her," I whimpered, "and I never will."
"Suit yourself," Karen said and withdrew her hand from under my skirt. I was both disappointed and relieved as I got ready to leave the car, and then she asked, "What are you going to write your poem about?"
"Miss Morgan asked me to write it about how I became a PomPom girl," I said.
"Fuck off!" Karen said, shocked, it appeared in a good way.
"Seriously, but I have no idea what to write."
"But this is perfect!" Karen exulted.
"How so?" I asked.
"Write a poem where you come out to her," Karen said confidently.
"What?" I said horrified.
" If she's a dyke, this will be a perfect ploy."
"For what?" I asked freaking out inside.
"Oh, just for you to fuck her," Karen said casually.
"You want me to fuck Miss Morgan?" I asked.
"Don't you want to?" she asked back.
I paused for a long time, knowing deep down I would love to pleasure Miss Morgan, so I answered shyly, "Well... yes."
Karen responded, "Jenny, you need to stop being so insecure and shy. You're a PomPom girl now! You're in! Be aggressive, be confident."
"OK," I said rather unconvincingly.
Karen's tone dripped with frustration as she wouldn't let go of this, "Now tell me what you want to do to Miss Morgan?"
I responded after a few seconds, "I want to eat her pussy."
"Well, that's a bit better, but be more aggressive," she said.
I contemplated this for a bit before finally releasing my real feelings as I said, "Mistress, I want to eat that hot bitch's pussy until she cums all over my slut face, and then I want her to fuck my pussy till I cum like the little dyke that I am. Then I want to hide under her desk licking her cunt while she has a parent interview with my Mom. I want her to share me with the entire female teaching staff in the school. I want to be her lez whore. So there!" I didn't stomp my foot, which would be awkward in the car.
Karen's mouth dropped a little as she said, "Well, that's way better! I knew you had it in you!"
A bit breathless after my outburst (which even I thought was sexy), I looked at my watch and said I should get inside.
"OK," Karen said.
I said, "Goodbye, Mistress Karen."
Karen leaned over and kissed me. The kiss sent electric shocks throughout my whole body as it was so unexpected and tender. She parted my lips with her tongue and we French kissed for a couple of minutes. She then broke the kiss and told me, "I'll pick you up tomorrow at the same time."
"Ok," I said.
The night was uneventful as I tried not to think of tomorrow; that said, writing my poem was difficult and frightening, yet when it was done I felt relieved; it seemed to wash away any insecurities or doubts I had. I was a lesbian and that wasn't going to change...although I was still not ready to give such news to my mother. In case you're curious, here's the poem...
ACCEPTANCE: FINDING MY WAY

Have you ever wondered
Who you are?
I have
Every single day
Felt
Shame
For
...
My sexuality
Hid it
Deep down inside for
I was a wallflower
Always on the outside
Looking in
...
But
...
That all changed when
She
Found me that day and
When
She
Kissed me gently and
When
I
Fell to my knees
Desperate
To please her
Between
Her
Stocking-covered legs and
I
Accepted who I was as
I
Extended my tongue and
I had a
Loving
Mistress and
I knew that
I
Would become the
Perfect
Submissive and
Obedient
Lesbian
Slave
...
And
...
...
...
Now I have something I can
...
Cheer!
**********
TUESDAY FEBRUARY 4th: A Power Shift
I woke up excited, knowing that tonight was a special night with Mistress Megan and that I probably would be allowed to cum... and if I didn't real soon, I might just explode. I wore my PomPom Outfit with red thigh thighs which I thought were really hot since red is a school colour, and hip as I would definitely stand out. As instructed by Mistress Karen I also wore heels, although the only pair I owned (except for those really dress-up ones Mistress Megan bought me on Saturday, and I couldn't wear those to school) were a lame pair with a stubby little one-inch heel. I was waiting by the door and as soon as Karen pulled up I rushed out of the house before Mom could object to today's outfit.
The look on Karen's face was indescribable as she saw me in the red stockings. She said these flattering words to me, "Wow, that is fucking hot! I've got to get some of those!" Her hand moved to my leg to feel the silk fabric.
"Thanks!" I responded, very happy to please her, "I thought you would like them."
"Your shoes on the other hand," she said with disapproval, "have got to go."
"I know, but they're all I have," I said with a sigh.
"What size are you?" Karen asked, "A six?"
"Yes," I said back.
"We have the same size then," she said, as she started driving with a U-turn. "We're going back to my place."
She started driving and asked how the poem went. I read it to her and she gasped as it got dirtier. "Wow," she said amazed, "That's so hot! You really are turning into a sex machine, aren't you?"
I shrugged and said, "It seems so."
We arrived at Karen's mansion, I had assumed she was rich and now that assumption became a fact. She said, "Wait here," and went inside. She came out a couple of minutes later with a pair of black three-inch pumps. She handed them to me and said, "Put these on."
I put them on as Karen drove us to school. As I got out of the car I realized I'd never had three-inch heels on before. I almost stumbled twice early on but then got the hang of it. As we entered the school I got even more looks than yesterday. The red stockings stood out so much that everyone who saw them did a doubletake! When we arrived at Karen's locker, bitch Sabrina (like I was calling her in my head) shook her head in disgust and said, "Jenny, could you look like a bigger slut if you tried?"
Karen quickly defended me by saying, "It's a brilliant idea, and tomorrow we'll all be wearing red. Secondly, calling Jenny a slut is a bit chancy, don't you think, Miss Free Spirit?" Karen glared at Sabrina, who was seething right back, but said nothing in response to being called a slut by the head cheerleader.
Ashley came up behind me and said, "Wow, Jenny, red stockings are a great idea! Why didn't any of us think of that?"
I turned around, looked up at her and said, "Thanks. It was just a spur of the moment thing. I had a pair and thought, what the heck."
"Well, good call," Ashley said as the bell rang. The rest of the morning went by as a blur. A quiz in History, a lot of strange looks, a few boys drooling; even a couple of girls seemed to be giving me special attention (the good kind, not jealousy like some of the rest). While yesterday I'd been conflicted about my new popularity, it was now becoming addictive. I was beginning to like the looks, even though I still knew they were nothing about the real me. Based on their expressions, Sally and Eleanor were even more baffled by my appearance today. They had no idea how to react to my new legs.
I met Karen at her locker to head into Miss Morgan's English class. As we walked, Karen instructed me, "Remember, be confident. In your mind, every boy here wants to fuck you and every girl wants to eat you." As we entered class, she added, "Including hot teachers."
Miss Morgan's expression changed the second she saw me. I walked up to her, confident on the outside, an insecure mess on the inside, as I handed her my poem and said seductively, or at least trying for seductive (remember Marilyn Monroe when she played a dimwit trying for vampy?), "Here is my poem, Miss Morgan. I think you will really enjoy it." I then turned around and sat down at my desk.
Miss Morgan sat down at her desk and began to read my poem, and her face went redder and redder as she read each well-chosen word. When she finished, she looked at me and saw I was staring at her, so she quickly looked away and placed my assignment upside down on her desk. As class began, I could tell she was trying not to look at me, but I was in the front row and dead center so I was hard to miss. As instructed by Mistress Karen, I dangled my shoe and when she avoided looking at my legs for too long, I dropped the shoe to the floor. As expected, she looked down. She lectured for a couple of minutes before she gave us time to take a quiz about the short story we'd just read. Miss Morgan went to her desk and began marking last night's assignments. I looked up on a few occasions to see if she was looking my way but didn't ever catch her glancing at me at all. Suddenly I realized how foolish I'd been. She wasn't interested in me, she was just surprised and perhaps concerned by my new appearance. The bell rang and I scuttled out of the room and went to cheerleading practice with Karen.
It was another exhausting practice, but everything seemed a bit easier this time. I'd completed the heavy lifting of memorizing the chants and cheers by the end of this second day, and the dance numbers were getting easier. Stamina-wise I was still weak, but I did seem to have a bit more energy than I'd had the day before.
On the drive home, Karen and I stopped at the mall and she bought twenty-five pairs of red thigh high stockings. She also bought twenty-five pairs of black ones, which matched the trim on our cheerleading outfits, plus twenty white pairs which was all they had, white being our other school colour. I couldn't imagine ever having so much money just to throw around on a whim! Just under 400 bucks and one incredibly curious saleslady later, we were driving back home. Karen said, "So what do you think, Miss Morgan is definitely a dyke?"



I shook my head as I said, "No, I don't think so. She didn't look at me the whole time she was at her desk."
"True, because by then she knew I was watching her," Karen explained.
"How do you figure?" I asked curiously.
"She caught me smirking at her the couple of times she'd clearly checked you out earlier in the class. After that I was smirking because of all her struggles not to check you out. "
"Really?" I said, unbelieving.
"Really," she replied, "It's only a matter of time before you get lucky."
We arrived at my place and as soon as she parked, she shut the car off and took her keys out. I looked at her with a confused look. She smiled, flipped open her phone and pressed a button. Her free hand moved to my leg as she waited a few seconds before saying, "Hi, Mom. I'm going to stay for supper at Jenny's house." A brief pause ensued before she said, "That's right, the new PomPom. I'm going to stay here tonight and help her work on the dance routines." After another brief quiet period Karen finished, "I will, but I won't be home until ten, we have a lot to practice. Bye Mom, love you." She flipped her phone closed and said, "Well, no point driving home if we're going to see Mistress Megan tonight."
"I suppose," I responded nervously.
"What's the matter?" Karen queried. "Afraid I'm going to dominate you right in front of your mother?"
I blushed. "Not until now," I said with a concerned look on my face.
She smiled with a soft laugh, "I'm kidding. We really will work on your dance routines, until seven at least." She then opened her door and got out. She went into her trunk and grabbed a package of stockings before following me into my house.
Mom wasn't home so we went upstairs to my room. The first thing Karen did was order, "Take my stockings off, my slave."
I was slightly surprised by this; two days of friendship and no real sexual demands had relaxed me a bit. So I went to Karen, who was sitting on the edge of my bed, and deciding to be a tease, I took off her heels, and then slid my hands all the way up her left leg, slowly, ever so slowly, as Karen uttered a soft moan. I reached the top of her beige thigh high stocking and began to slide it down her leg. But I went gently, with tender care, slowly sliding the stocking off. What could have easily been done in a second took me thirty. When I looked up, Karen had her eyes closed and a pleasant smile. I moved to her right leg and massaged her foot while it was still encased in its stocking. She moaned again, and I surprised her by taking her silk-stocking-covered foot in my mouth. I sucked each toe into my mouth, savouring the salty sweat of her foot. I then slid my tongue up the side of her calf and continued up the back of her leg. My tongue never lost contact with her leg as it slid upwards until I reached the elastic top of the thigh high.
Karen spoke for the first time in several minutes saying, "Fuck, Jenny, you have me soaking wet."
"Sorry," I said coyly and with total insincerity.
Karen looked at the clock, it was 5:15. "Fuck, it's at least a couple more hours until I can cum," she said, sexually frustrated, as was I. But my own fault, since I'd been the one doing the teasing!
I slid off the second stocking with as much deliberation and care as I had the first. I then grabbed the stocking package and opened it. I took one red thigh high stocking and slowly draped it onto my beautiful mistress. As the top of the stocking reached its destination near the top of her leg, I then moved my head to her white panty-covered pussy. I stopped just millimetres from her pussy, her sexual aroma escaping through the sheer underwear. I moved my mouth onto her panties for just a second before moving away to reach for the second stocking.
"You are such a tease, you heartless slut," Karen accused, her breathing a bit heavy.
I smiled but remained silent as I slid a red thigh high up her other leg. I finished and was just moving in for another tease when we heard the front door close downstairs. Startled, I jumped up with lightning speed. Karen just sat there smiling vaguely before eventually standing up. "Think I could seduce your mother?" she asked casually.
"What?" I asked incredibly surprised.
"You heard me," she said and then repeated, "Do you think I can get your mother between my legs?"
"No way," I said confidently.
"Want to bet?"
"No," I said; that would only encourage her to try.
Mom knocked on my door, she always respected my privacy, and I called, "Come in, Mom."
Mom entered, dressed in her usual business suit, jacket and all, and greeted, "Hi girls. Good to see you again, um..."
"Karen," Karen said, and walked over to my Mom and gave her a kiss on the cheek before hugging her. My Mom blushed but hugged her back awkwardly. Karen broke the hug and said, "I hope you don't mind Mrs. Wyatt, but I invited myself for supper so your daughter and I can work on our dance routines before we go to an extra practice at seven."
"No, not at all," my mother said and then added, "but I was only going to order pizza, if that's ok with you ladies."
Karen answered, the double entendre dripping between each word, "That sounds delicious."
Mom missed the flirtatious tone and asked, "What kind do you like, Karen?"
"Oh, I like all kinds," Karen said, still trying to flirt, but somewhat missing the mark.
"OK," my Mom said and added, "I'll get a Hawaiian and a double pepperoni."
"Sounds great," I said, trying to break the awkwardness of the situation.
My Mom left, and as soon as the door closed, Karen appraised, "She'll be easy to seduce."
"How do you figure?" I asked, not seeing it at all.
"Trust me, it will be easy," Karen said confidently. "Let's go practise in the living room."
"Why?" I asked.
"We need more space and I want to make sure your mom gets lots of chances to watch," Karen said.
"She isn't, she won't," I tried to articulate.
Karen smiled and said, "What? She isn't a dyke like her daughter? When was the last time she had a man in here?"
I contemplated this and admitted, "Not since Dad died."
Karen instantly changed her tone from aggressive to caring as she said, "Sorry, I didn't..."
"No, it's ok," I said, "It was five years ago. A car accident. We're fine now."
"Oh, sorry," Karen said, giving me a gentle friendly hug. She held me for what seemed like an eternity. I felt so safe and comfortable within her arms my heart began beating faster. Finally she let go and said, "I'm still going to try and seduce your Mom."
I don't know why, but I kinda gave her permission, though she didn't need it, "OK."
"I'm going to have her between my legs very soon," she said confidently.
I doubted she was right, but a part of me, the perverted me that I hadn't ever even met until last weekend, was curious. Besides, after everything that had begun happening last weekend, I was now happier than I'd ever been in my life, so where's the harm? "Go for it," I egged her on.
Karen grinned, grabbed my hand and led me downstairs. We practised a couple dance routines, my mom in and out of the room, until the pizza arrived. We ate as Mom asked Karen a bunch of typical mother questions: What do you want to do when you graduate? Do you have a job? What do you do for fun? Etc., etc... When dinner was finished, I grabbed the dishes as Mom and Karen went into the living room to watch the news. My Mom always watches the news. I put the few dishes in the dishwasher, grabbed a glass of water and returned to the living room. I suppressed a gasp, barely, as Karen was giving my Mom a foot massage.
Karen smiled up at me, still massaging my Mom's stocking foot and said, "Mrs. Mom had a long day, so I asked if she needed a foot massage."
My Mom gave me a slightly awkward smile as she said, "And Karen was so nice to offer!"
I sat down on a chair and watched the news, sometimes taking a glimpse at the couch. Karen switched feet and kept massaging. Finally after fifteen minutes, the time now 6:45, Karen said, "Sorry to stop, Mrs. Wyatt, but we've got to get going."
My Mom responded as she stood up, "No problem. I have to go shower anyway." She paused as she stretched, her large breasts clearly visible through her white blouse since she'd removed the jacket right after getting home, "and please call me Amy."
Karen smiled, "Ok Amy, thanks for supper." She then kissed my Mom on the cheek again and gave her another hug, her hand resting half on my Mom's butt. I shook my head in awe as Karen looked me in the eye and winked. Karen lingered longer than normal hug etiquette allowed, before giving my mother one last kiss on the cheek.
Mom's cheeks were red as I gave her my own kiss on the cheek and said, "I'll be home by curfew, Mom."
"No problem," My Mom said, "Just give me a call if you're running late."
"OK," I said and Karen and I headed out.
As soon as the door was closed Karen asked me, "So... still think your Mom can't be seduced?"
I no longer was sure of anything, but minimised, "That was all harmless."
Karen shook her head in disagreement as she said, "You'll see. I'll have her eating out of my pussy in a week; two, tops."
"I doubt it," I said, although I no longer really did doubt it.
We got in the car and drove around the block so my mother would think we'd left the neighborhood as we'd said and parked around the corner. We then walked up to Mistress Megan's. We knocked on the door at 6:55, five minutes early, dressed in our identical cheerleading outfits.
We waited until Mistress Megan opened the door. She appeared wearing a black leather skirt, black stockings, black 'fuck me' boots and a red blouse. She smiled and said, "Welcome ladies, come on in."
We obediently and rather eagerly walked in and followed Megan into her living room. She poured us each a glass of wine and asked, "So how are things going, Jenny?" she asked.
"Good," I said.
"Care to expand?" she asked, taking a sip from her wine.
"Well, I've become more popular, that's for sure," I explained and added, "and I'm beginning to get more comfortable with my new look."
"I see," Megan said before asking, "And Karen, Jenny has been a good girl?"
"Very," Karen answered, "she's been a perfect little slave."
"Neither of you has had an orgasm, have you?"
"No," we both said in unison.
Megan gave us an odd look before asking, "Karen, you're not lying to me, are you?"
"No," she replied, avoiding eye contact.
Megan walked over to her and said, "I think you are, and I don't appreciate being lied to. I will only ask you one you more time. Did you have a forbidden orgasm?"
"Yes," Karen whispered, "I'm so sorry Mistress, but Jenny's submission to me had me so hot that I masturbated myself to sleep last night."
"I see," Megan said and then just gazed at Karen for a long time. Think hypnotic cobra. Think terrified, paralyzed rat. Finally she said, in a subdued, deadly tone I'd never heard her use before, "Don't you ever lie to me again."
"No, Mistress Megan," Karen said, thoroughly cowed.
Our Mistress then ordered us both, "Follow me." We did and I found myself in the bedroom where I'd lost my virginity just last Friday. A warmth in my body and especially my privates filled me as I reminisced about what had happened in this room so recently. Had it really been less than a week ago? It seemed so long ago, like a distant memory, yet it was indeed only four nights ago.
Megan left the room briefly and then returned carrying a kitchen chair. She set it down, looked balefully at Karen and said with authority, "Sit."
Karen obeyed and Mistress Megan grabbed her arms and tied them together behind the chair. She then tied each leg to the chair. She then explained, "Karen, your punishment is to watch while I give our slave great pleasure, pleasure you would have experienced yourself if you hadn't disobeyed me; pleasure that is beyond what you can yet imagine, but you will see." Megan then grabbed a vibrator, turned it on low and wedged it under Karen's bum. She then ordered sternly, "Don't you dare cum."
"No, Mistress Megan," Karen replied fearfully.
Mistress Megan slid off her skirt and grabbed a strap-on. "Jenny..." she said sincerely, her sweet tender voice back, "...you are so beautiful."
"Thank you," I responded, flattered.
"Have you ever sucked a cock?"
"No, Mistress," I said.
Megan looked back at Karen and asked, "Have you?"
"Yes, Mistress Megan."
Now wearing the strap-on, Megan walked up to her and ordered, "Show our Jenny how to suck a cock." She stood there, her black cock directly in Karen's face. Karen opened her mouth and leaned forward to suck it. She rocked back and forth, taking in a couple of inches and then trying for more. This continued for a couple of minutes until Megan asked, "Jenny, do you think you can do that?"
"Yes, Mistress Megan," I said, eager to try.
She turned and walked over to where I was sitting on her bed so I, without instruction, dropped to my knees and took the cock in my hand. I kissed it before opening my mouth. I took the toy into my mouth and, like Karen, moved my head back and forth. With each stroke I attempted to take a little more in. I gagged a couple of times, but eventually got into a decent rhythm, sometimes even getting it into my throat.
Megan said, "Good girl," as she pulled me up and kissed me, the stiff cock poking my groin just above my damp vagina. The kiss was tender and passionate. Her tongue darting in and out of my mouth getting me more excited all the time until she finally asked, "Do you want me to fuck you?"
"Desperately," I responded.
She led me to the bed, assisted me out of my panties but still wearing my cheerleader's uniform. She then assisted me onto the bed and had me kneel on all fours, facing Karen. She knee-walked around behind me and said, "Watch closely, Karen. This could have been you getting fucked by your Mistress while your slave laid beneath you licking and sucking your clit. The double pleasure would have taken you to a level of pleasure that you've never experienced nor even imagined. Are you imagining that, Karen?"
"Yes, Mistress Megan, I am, and it's soooo frustrating!" Karen groaned.
"Good. Now keep watching."
I moaned as Mistress Megan's fake cock slid into my very ready pussy.
Megan placed her hands on my hips as she slowly started fucking me with the seven-inch cock. She asked, "Slave Jenny, how does it feel?"
"Soooo good, Mistress Megan," I moaned sincerely.
Megan began to move faster and I began to push back to meet her thrusts. "That's it my little lez, bounce back on my cock."
I eagerly obeyed, bouncing back harder and faster, taking all seven inches inside me. The pleasure felt so good and a couple days of going without orgasmic bliss had me near the brink in only a couple of minutes of fucking. I pleaded, "Mistress Megan, may I cum, I'm so close!"
Megan grabbed my hips, pulled me close and held me there, the cock going even deeper than I'd thought possible but not moving.
I whimpered ecstatically, the cock filling me so completely. She held me motionless for a long frustrating moment and then I felt a finger at my anal entrance. She whispered, "You may cum anytime you want, my pet, so long as you don't move."
I moaned, "Thank you, Mistress Megan," and held myself very still, which didn't help me cum but just increased my urgency as she slid a finger inside my anus. She kept pushing forward and soon she was finger-fucking my ass. The quick pace kept me excited and always near the brink of bliss, but never sending me over it. But suddenly just as my moaning was approaching a peak of urgency she backed off and gave me one brutal thrust with the cock, and I screamed in orgasmic surprise louder than I thought possible as I came instantly! My body trembled like I was having an epileptic seizure as the most intense orgasm I've ever experienced charged through my entire body! I kept repeating, "Yes-yes-yes-yes-yes," as the sexual explosion continued to pulse, engulfing me, drowning me!
Megan just held me tight, her finger still in my ass, the cock still buried to the hilt in my pussy, until my breathing slowed down and the last remnants of the orgasm had drained from my body. Finally she let go of me and I collapsed forward as her finger and the toy slid out of me.
She then surprised me again, flipping me over and kissing me hard. This time the kiss was heated and desperate like two lovers' last chance before the apocalypse. Her breasts and mine were squished together as we made out. Her tongue danced around inside my mouth, seeming to be searching for something as it explored every crevice. This hardcore kissing had chills rolling through my body like an electric current, and my pussy began to fire up again. She then broke the kiss and surprised me by burying her head between my legs. She did something to my clit I can't even explain as she sucked it into her mouth and rolled it around between her lips. A few seconds of this intense clitoral pleasure and I was writhing on the bed with a second intense orgasm quaking inside me. As my pussy juice flooded out of me, Mistress Megan kept my clit in her mouth, but also began pumping two fingers in and out of my pussy. This intense joy fulfilled me for minutes as my third, fourth and fifth orgasms exploded out of me in rapid machine guns, making me babble like a delirious person, which I'm not sure I wasn't! When I finally collapsed, perspiration dripping down my forehead, Megan raised herself from between my legs and looked down at me. Her face glistened, completely soaked with her slave's love cum.
She silently leaned down to my face one last time. There was a twinkle in her eyes and a sweet sexy smile on her face as her tongue entwined with mine, our lips barely touching. She teased me with her tongue and her lips until finally she pressed in and kissed me gently. This time our kissing was soft and gentle as if we had all night just to drown inside each other's mouths. When she finally broke away, I was disappointed that this eternity had ended.
Mistress Megan then stood up and unstrapped her cock before sliding off her panties and sitting on the edge of the bed. Megan stared directly at Karen, whom I had forgotten about completely, and spread her legs. I looked at the clock, it was 8:12, and I couldn't believe it. Over an hour had flown by already; it had felt like seconds. Megan began to rub her clit slowly and teasingly as she asked, "Did you find that hot, you disobedient slut?"
"Yes, Mistress Megan, so hot!" responded Karen, whose face was red and desperately horny from an hour of the toy buzzing underneath her while she witnessed my sexual bliss.
"Do you want to eat your Mistress' pussy?"
"Very badly, Mistress Megan," she answered.
"What will you do to make you worthy of such a treat?" Megan asked coyly.
"Anything," Karen said desperately.
"Anything?" Megan asked. "Such as...? Make me an offer."
Karen then offered, "I can offer you Jenny's Mom as a slave for you."
It was Megan's turn to be surprised as she doubted the possibility of that, "Excuse me?"
"I will seduce Mrs. Wyatt and bring her over to your house as a gift to you," Karen offered confidently.
Megan looked back at me and asked, "What do you think, Jenny? Is that even possible?"
I explained, "Karen keeps saying my Mom is a lez and she can seduce her. Mom really got into it while Karen was giving her a foot massage earlier. I'm not sure she can't do what she's saying."
Megan mulled this over for a while before she said, "An interesting proposal, Karen my little disobedient slut, a very interesting offer indeed."
Karen, getting some of her confidence back, added, "I will have that woman begging to eat me out within a week."



"Well, what can I say?" Megan mused, looking at me again, "Your mother is very hot and it would be handy not to have to play this babysitting charade every time I want to have you over here."
"Whatever you decide, Mistress," I deferred, like a good little submissive.
"Done," Megan decided, "When you bring Amy Wyatt over here, dressed in a cheerleader's outfit, wearing the same red thigh highs you two dykes are wearing, then and only then Karen, will you be allowed a taste of my nectar and the pleasures that only your Mistress can bring."
"Thank you, Mistress Megan," Karen replied and promised, "I will have that MILF over here submitting to you very soon."
"Good," Megan said, and then changed tack, "Jenny, come and eat your Mistress, I am fucking dying for an orgasm."
"Yes, Mistress Megan, happily!" I said and quickly jumped off the bed, fell to my knees and began pleasuring my mistress. Trying to replicate what Mistress Megan had done to me, I focused on her clit, taking it into my mouth. I put pressure on it as I slid a finger into her wet hole. I added a second finger and began pumping them in and out. As her moans got louder, I pushed my face hard against her clit and pubic bone and furiously finger-fucked her. I felt her hand quivering on the back of my head as she pulled me in deeper. Seconds later her legs tightened around my head and a flood of her cum sprayed onto my face! It was so intense I felt like I was drowning in her love juice! I drank down as much of her deliciousness as I could, not wanting to ever leave her pleasure shrine!
When her orgasm subsided, she lifted me up and kissed me once again. She broke the kiss and said, rather humorously, "Fuck, do I taste good."
I laughed as I agreed, "There's no better taste in the world!"
As Megan got up and grabbed a robe, she said jokingly, "I should bottle it."
"You'd make millions," I joked back.
We were both laughing as Karen sat there, still bound and frustrated. Megan asked, "So Jenny, do you think our Karen deserves an orgasm?"
"Yes," I said instantly.
Megan smiled, "You're too nice."
I shrugged. "Karen has been awfully nice to me for the past three days."
Megan moved to Karen and pulled the toy out from underneath her, cranked it up to top speed and, without warning, slid it inside Karen's pussy. Megan cried out loudly, "Cum, my slut," and Karen instantly screamed and in less than ten seconds released the mammoth orgasm that had been building up inside her all through the past hour and a half of live porn along with gentle but insistent buzzing.
Megan then invited me, leaving the busy toy inside her slave (although she had turned it back down to low), "Let's go downstairs and get a drink."
"But what about Karen?" I worried.
"We'll untie her in a bit. Let her stew up here for a while longer; I'm still not very happy with her disobedience and dishonesty," she said, taking my hand and escorting her 'good' slave graciously out of her bedroom.
We spent the next half hour downstairs talking about everything, including Miss Morgan. As I told her the story of the past two days in Miss Morgan's class, Megan listened intently. She then asked, "Do you want to seduce this woman?"
I thought about it for only a couple of seconds before realizing I had no doubt about it and answered, "Yes, Mistress, I do."
"Well, then do it," Megan said, "But remember that the seduction of someone in such a vulnerable occupation needs to be done extremely carefully and discretely at every stage. She is a teacher, you are a student. Even if she wants you, which she likely does, she has to worry about her job."
"I understand."
"So each day should build on the other; each tease going further than the other; each tease revealing more, yet never so obvious that anyone else can notice," Megan advised me, "except Karen, of course."
"OK," I said.
Megan then offered, walking over to her computer, "Let's do some research on her." I followed her over and waited as she logged on. I was in awe as within seconds Megan had found all her private information, even including her IP address. She then said, "She is online right now. Let's see what websites she's been on since Monday and which one she's on right now." A couple quick clicks of Megan's mouse and she said, "Well, well, well."
I leaned forward and asked, "What?"
"Do you really want to pry into what your teacher looks up in the privacy of her own home?"
I thought about it briefly; this was clearly a violation of Miss Morgan's privacy; so while the old me had morals and would have said no, the new me had far looser morals and clearly would say yes.
But I knew the best answer. "Mistress Megan, a few days ago someone I considered a trusted friend violated my privacy most egregiously, and I'm so very grateful that she did; so yes, let's do it!" I responded.
"You're a devious little dyke, aren't you," Megan teased.
I smiled devilishly, "Isn't that the way you like me, Mistress?"
Megan shook her head and said, "That I do, my egregious little slave. Now come take a look at this." I leaned forward and Megan shared, "Like you, Miss Morgan is a regular reader of Literotica. She reads mostly lesbian stories, although she also does searches using the words 'domination', 'submission', 'humiliation' and interestingly, '18-year-old'. But yesterday and today she's been hunting down stories to read using a new filter."
When she didn't continue, I asked, "And what filter is that?"
"Wait for it... Teacher submission," Megan responded, "Clearly you have been successfully turning on your teacher, my little dyke, and you definitely have her attention."
My pussy began to heat up again as I realized the influence I'd been having on my hot teacher.
"Look at the stories she's been reading today: "The Only True Teacher/Student Story" by Notabutch, "The Pet Teacher" -Couture, "Hot For Teacher" -watchdawg and "The Laura Effect" by krr1957. Fuck, my little dyke, she's been reading stories non-stop for a couple of hours now, and I'll bet you anything that she's been imagining you and herself as the stars of each one of them!"
"Cool," I said.
Megan looked at me and said, "Well, this seduction should be easy, my slut. But remember she has a reputation to protect, so do it with class."
"Yes, Mistress Megan," I said.
"Should we go and untie Karen?" Megan asked, standing up from the computer.
"Probably, she must be going fucking crazy by now," I said.
"Good, that should teach her a lesson."
"Agreed," I responded.
I followed Megan up the stairs and back to her bedroom. Karen was sweating, again near the brink of bliss, but hovering. The look on her face pleaded for help, for permission to cum so I asked, "Mistress Megan, may I get your slut off?"
"You think she deserves another orgasm?" she asked me.
"Yes. I think she's learned her lesson, haven't you, slut?" I asked, playing a far more dominant role than I'd ever played, although compared to these other two Mistresses here I was just dipping my toe.
Karen surprised both me and Megan as she replied desperately, "Yes, Mistress Jenny and Mistress Megan, this has been a harsh but fair lesson and I will never disobey again."
Juice began to trickle down my leg at being called "Mistress" as I waited almost half a minute for Megan's instructions.
She finally said, "Go fuck the bitch."
I quickly went between Karen's bound legs and began feverishly licking her clit, not touching the toy that was still buzzing away inside her. As soon as my mouth made contact, Karen let out a scream of pleasure and kept moaning as I sucked her clit into my mouth. In only a few short seconds, juice was spraying all over my face as she surged through a wickedly powerful orgasm. As she kept moaning, I kept my mouth on her clit until she got so sensitive she begged me to quit. I then stood up, my face soaked with her cum and kissed her. I broke the kiss and asked playfully, "How does your cum taste on your temp Mistress' lips, my temp slave?"
"Yummy," she was barely able to say, still recovering from her orgasm.
Megan untied her and said, "You ladies had better get home, you have school in the morning."
"Yes, Mistress," we chorused.
Megan kissed us both and sent us on our way. Before we separated, she for her car and I for my house, Karen, somewhat recovered from the evening's events said, "See you tomorrow, my sexy little slut."
"See you tomorrow, Mistress Karen," I responded.
She kissed me one last time, right out in the open, although it was dark and no one was around. She then instructed me, "Wear the white thigh highs tomorrow."
"Yes, Mistress Megan," I said, back in our traditional roles, as Karen turned towards her car. I watched her walk around the corner, then walked the few steps to my home.
Tired past exhaustion, I fell asleep the moment my head hit the pillow.
**********
WEDNESDAY FEBRUARY 5th: Almost Caught...Mom is a dyke?
By the third day of my new life, things began to settle into a bit of a routine, if such exciting new experiences can be considered routine. Boys stared at me as I sauntered by, girls gossiped horrible stories about me, and a power shift in Camelot... I mean the cheerleader squad... was clearly occurring. Sabrina continued to treat me like a peasant, but was less harsh in her criticisms of me; interestingly, she and the rest of the cheerleaders were wearing red stockings and heels today, while Karen and I were the only two wearing the white ones. Ashley, on the other hand, was always super nice to me and placed her gentle hand on my nylon-covered leg on a couple of occasions during lunch. She didn't caress me or anything, but she lingered there the first time for almost a minute, then the second time for probably five minutes. I liked it.
Near the end of lunch Troy came up to our table and asked me, "So Jenny, are you free this weekend to go out for supper and a flick?"
I was immediately petrified: I'd never had a date with a boy, nor did I really want one.
Karen saved me by explaining, "Sorry Troy, she'll be my date all weekend; we'll be at the cheerleader retreat."
"Oh, well I'd love to be a part of that," he flirted, his eyes locked on mine.
I looked away nervously as thankfully Karen continued carrying the ball, "I bet you would. You probably fantasize one big dyke orgy, don't ya?"
"Well," he said, slightly embarrassed.
Karen stood up and walked over to him and vamped, "Don't worry, we'll be sure to make your fantasy come true even if you aren't there to see it." She briefly rubbed his dick through his pants (as my eyes popped out of my head!) and then ordered me, "Let's go, Jenny."
I quickly got to my feet and followed obediently. Karen was laughing as we left the cafeteria, "The funny thing is, this weekend will be a lesbian orgy of sorts, and you'll be the center of it."
"I will?" I gasped.
"Oh yes," Karen said, "You're sharing a room with Sabrina, Ashley and me and your job title will be initiate pussy pleaser."
"Oh!" I squeaked, terrified.
The bell rang and I headed to class. Sally and Eleanor were also dressed differently today. Although not dressed as sluttily and as revealingly as I was, both had on long tight skirts and tights. I complimented them on their sexy look and they both blushed. Before class started we chatted as if nothing had changed since last week. We talked about Chuck, which is the best show on TV, complained about classes and discussed other generic nothingness. After class I gave both of them quick pecks on the cheek before leaving, something I'd never done before.
I then headed out to meet with Karen and we quickly made our way to English class. As Megan had instructed, I decided to take it slow. I sat at my desk and simply slid my feet in and out of my heels all class long. If she didn't look down for a period of time, I made sure to drop my shoe on the floor. Miss Morgan seemed distracted, but only Karen and I knew why. It made my pussy damp, knowing the power I had. As class ended, Miss Morgan handed back our graded poems. She handed me mine last and offered me a slight smile. I took the paper and looked at it. I got an A and the following comment: "A vivid poem that builds to a powerful climax." An unexpected laugh escaped my mouth as I read the last two words and Miss Morgan looked at me and began to say something but then didn't. I said, "Thanks! See you tomorrow, Miss Morgan," and left class.
My third cheerleader practice was another exhausting workout, but again I ended up less tired than I'd been the day before. Karen drove me home again, and again invited herself in. My Mom was in the kitchen making supper and Karen walked over and gave my Mom a kiss on both cheeks before saying, "Mrs. Wyatt, you look amazing today."
My Mom blushed and said, "Thank you Karen and again, please call me Amy."
Karen and I practiced cheers for an hour, with Mom coming in and out the whole time. After supper Karen and I went upstairs so I could help her with her English. As soon as I closed the door, Karen said, "You had to notice that your mother was checking me out down there, right?"
I had indeed noticed but for some reason I said, "Not really."
Karen walked up to my face and said, "You're a horrible liar. People who can't lie shouldn't make the attempt."
I blushed and then admitted, "Sorry, it seems she was indeed checking you out."
"I'll have her between my legs real soon," she purred. When I said nothing, she added, "Speaking of things between my legs..."
I blushed, knowing where this was going and objected nervously, "Karen, Mom is right downstairs."
"So?" she asked.
"So I don't have a lock on my door," I pleaded.
"So?" she asked again.
"So she could walk in at any moment," I said a little more frantically.
"So?" she repeated, lifting up her skirt to show me her naked beaver as she seated herself on the edge of my bed. She smiled at me and used a finger to beckon me in. I didn't move instantly so she ordered in a firm voice, "Now, slut."
Reluctantly, petrified that my Mom would walk in or hear Karen and then walk in once she began moaning, I stepped up to my Mistress and knelt before her. She smiled and said, "I've been looking looked forward to this all day, and now it's permitted; get me off, my little lez."
Still nervous, I leaned forward and began licking her. I slid my tongue up and down her cunt lips, and then every few seconds I'd put pressure on Karen's clit with my tongue. Each time I did, she shook just a bit. I continued this teasing pleasure for a while, trying to get her off gradually so when she climaxed it wouldn't be unexpected and she wouldn't scream and alarm my mother. I savoured my teen Mistress' delicious pussy, her wetness drenching my face, as I continued to lick away.
Karen, getting close, demanded, "Finger me, slut."
Obeying, I slid a finger inside her ocean of pleasure. It went in so easily that I added a second as well. I began moving them in and out, completely focused on giving pleasure, completely forgetting about my mother downstairs. Feeling her legs tense slightly, I hooked my two fingers inside her, putting as much pressure on her g-spot as I could. Karen instantly let out a scream loud enough to wake the dead as her juices gushed out of her pussy and sprayed all over my face! I had never had so much pussy juice on my face as she continued to quake through her orgasm.
I heard footsteps pounding up the stairs and quickly stood up and Karen, thankfully, quickly got up as well, just as my Mom barged through the door. She searched around the room frantically for intruders or monsters or something and worried, "Are you girls ok?"
Karen, her face ruby red and clearly recovering from orgasmic bliss, said unconvincingly, "Oh! Sorry Mrs. Wyatt, I just stubbed my toe and it really hurt."
My Mom somehow failed to notice my face was shining with Karen's cum. She prattled, "Oh thank God it was just that, I thought something dreadful had happened! Are you ok?"
Karen sat back down on the bed and fake whimpered, "Mrs. Wyatt... I mean Amy... could you come and look at my toe? It really hurts."
"Oh, sure honey," my mother rushed to kneel down by her feet as I watched, horrified.
Karen lifted up her foot so my mother could look at it, and I could see Karen's pouty and leaking cunt even from where I was standing! There was no way my mother could miss it.
My Mom grabbed the proffered foot and peered at the toe through the stocking. She began to diagnose, "Well it doesn't..." then stopped abruptly as she caught sight of Karen's shaved pussy. Her face went red, but she seemed to recover pretty quickly as she looked up to Karen's face as Karen beamed back like an innocent choir girl, "...it doesn't look like you did any serious damage."
Karen asked sweetly, "Could you please massage it, Amy? It really hurts."
"Sure, cherub," my Mom said, and began gently rubbing Karen's foot. Karen's glistening cunt remained completely uncovered and in plain sight for my mother at the angle she was sitting, and I was surprised at how many times my mother kept taking quick glimpses at my eighteen-year-old Mistress' pussy without asking her to cover up.
This went on for a couple of minutes until Karen said, "Thanks, Amy, you really know how to make someone feel better."
Mom let go of Karen's foot and took one last look at the delicious wet pussy before Karen's skirt covered the prize. The peepshow now over, my mother seemed to regain her composure and said, "Well, um, I will be downstairs if you ladies need anything."
Karen grabbed my mother's hand with both of hers as she was about to leave and said, "Thank you so much." Karen got up and kissed her on each cheek, lingering a couple of seconds before backing away.
My mother said, slightly flushed, "No problem." She then left the room.
Karen looked right at me and said, "Still think she isn't a dyke?"
"Well, she did take a few peeks, but who wouldn't?"
"A straight woman wouldn't; a prude wouldn't either," Karen answered.
"Haha," I laughed.
"Very soon, Jenny," Karen predicted, "Very soon your mother will be my MILF slut."
I didn't say anything.
Karen added, "Are you ok with that?"
I shrugged, really not sure how I felt about this odd plot twist, "I don't know. It turns me on, yet..."
"Yet what?" Karen asked.
"Yet, she's my mother," I said.
"I'm not asking you to fuck her," Karen said, her eyes going big as she said, "Unless you want to, of course."
"No," I said.
"You do, don't you; you want to fuck your own mother!"
"No, of course I don't," I said adamantly.
Karen smiled, "I think you do." She then kissed me (not on the cheek) and said, "Fuck do I taste good."
"That we can agree on. You're delicious," I teased back.
Karen then said, "No orgasms for you until the cheerleader getaway."
"Oh," I said, crestfallen.
"None at all," Karen reiterated with a more authoritarian tone.
"Understood, Mistress," I said disappointedly, not mentioning how unfair that sounded after what she'd done at home on Monday night.
"It's only two days," Karen said, "You're not such a big sex maniac you can't wait two days, are you?"
When she put it that way, I chuckled to myself, had I become such a sex maniac? The answer of course was yes, I had. "I will obey, Mistress Karen," I said.
"Good," Karen said, "I've got to get going, see you tomorrow, my dyke."
"Bye, Mistress Karen," I said and walked her out.
The rest of the evening I worked on my long Pride and Prejudice essay and did everything I could to avoid thinking about sex. Of course visions of my mother submissively pleasing Karen wouldn't leave my brain. I went to bed, my pussy begging to be pleased. Not surprisingly I endured a restless night.



**********
THURSDAY FEBRUARY 6th: An aggressive approach to Miss Morgan
Routine had settled into my exciting new life. I dressed in my usual outfit, today with black thigh highs, Karen picked me up, we got to school, people checked me out and my pussy was constantly on fire just like it always was these days. As Karen had predicted, thigh high stockings had become the new rave and at least fifty girls plus the cheerleaders were wearing them today. I smiled as I realized I was either to blame or to be given credit for such a sexy new trend.
The day was normal, well my new normal, until after lunch. Sally and Eleanor were in class and both girls were wearing minis with thigh high stockings. Seeing the two shyest girls in school (last week we had been the three shyest girls in school), seeing them dressed so provocatively was both baffling and a turn-on. I complimented them on their outfits and they both blushed like the schoolgirl virgins they were. Near the end of class I told her, "Sally, you're very pretty and you have that gorgeous long hair. Yet you wear it in a very unattractive bun every day. Tomorrow you should let it down."
Sally was surprised, "You think so?"
I purred, flirting with her just a tad, "I know so, gorgeous."
Sally blushed as I next looked over at Eleanor and said, "And you, Eleanor: you're pretty too. You need to wear some make-up, especially some bright lipstick to showcase your luscious lips."
She replied, embarrassed by the compliment, "My Mom won't let me wear any."
I wasn't fazed; "No problem. Be here by 8:30 tomorrow and I'll give you a makeover."
"OK, thanks," Eleanor said with a mix of excitement and nervousness.
The bell rang so I said, "See you tomorrow, hotties."
I left and headed to meet Karen. She grabbed my arm and told me, "Today I plan to have some fun."
I gave her a sceptical and nervous look as I asked, "How so?"
"When I leave for the bathroom," she explained, "You need to wait a minute and ask to go too."
My face went white as I realized what she had in mind.
Karen and I reached the classroom before I could really respond, but she added sternly, "Do not disobey me, slut."
Luckily for me at first, Miss Morgan started class by giving a fairly long lecture and Karen is way too nice to interrupt a teacher while she's teaching. I was just starting to relax when with twenty minutes left, Miss Morgan gave us some time to begin a reflection she was assigning. The topic was simplistic, 'What key moment in time has defined who you are?' I gave a slight smirk as I already knew what Karen was going to make me write, which was cool because it was what I wanted to write as well.
As soon as Miss Morgan sat down behind her desk, Karen raised her hand and asked permission to go the washroom.
Upon receiving approval, Karen left and I waited, my body churning with turmoil. I was both excited to please Karen but scared about being caught. I waited the full minute before asking to go as well. Miss Morgan gave me a brief, curious look, maybe tying the two together but I doubt it, before excusing me to go as well. As soon as I left the room I scurried to the nearby bathroom. A stall was open and I joined Karen in there. She didn't say a word, just lifted up her skirt and of course I took the hint. I licked her pussy in this awkward position for a couple of minutes, long enough to put a shine on my lips and mouth. Karen then surprised me by saying, "We'd better get back to class. And don't you dare wipe off your Mistress' juice."
"No, Mistress Karen," I acknowledged as Karen composed herself and left me behind in the washroom. I looked in the mirror, it wasn't too obvious I thought, and began to leave just as two other girls entered the bathroom so I averted my face.
I returned to class and set to work on my project. When I looked up a few minutes later, Miss Morgan was looking at me. I smiled at her and then resumed my work. As I continued, Karen crept up and whispered in my ear, "Make sure you get close enough for Miss Morgan to smell my juices."
I sighed as Karen returned to her desk. The bell was about to ring and I pondered how to satisfy this demand. I waited for the bell to ring and then put my hand up.
Miss Morgan asked, "What is it, Jenny?"
"Um, I just would like you to ask you about my essay."
"What about it?" Miss Morgan asked as she stood up to come to my desk.
I pointed at my essay's rough copy, the two paragraphs I had finished so far, and requested, "Can you please read this and give me your opinion?"
"Sure," she said, grabbing a chair and sitting down right beside me. She leaned over the paper (and close to my face) and read it silently for a minute. I waited patiently, the distinct smell of Karen's cunt wafting off my face. I don't know if she knew what the smell was, but she did notice something and gave me a peculiar look as she finished. She laid the paper on my desk, her nostrils just inches away from my skin. She began blushing when she realized where my essay was going, but otherwise kept her composure.
"So?" I asked innocently, making sure my knee was now 'just happening to be' resting against hers.
"Well, it's pretty good," she began, struggling to maintain her persona as disinterested mentor rather than the role I was thrusting on her of emotionally vulnerable confidant. "But you don't have a topic sentence in your second paragraph and you need some elaboration to illustrate your point."
"OK, thanks," I said, leaning in a bit closer, "That's really helpful." I didn't move, nor did she for a few seconds before she came to her senses and stood up abruptly.
"You should probably get to cheerleading practice," she said, "I hear Miss Hopkins is a bit of a Nazi when it comes to punctuality."
I grabbed my stuff and agreed, "That she is." I then surprised her by giving her a hug and adding, "Thanks for all your help this semester. If there's anything I can do to repay you, just ask." I didn't give her time to respond, just turned and hurried out of the classroom.
I got to practice just in time and again barely survived Miss Hopkins' marathon workout. When practice was done, Karen dropped me off and said, "I expect you to have a good story to share with Miss Morgan tomorrow."
"Should I use your name?" I asked cautiously.
Karen just shrugged, "You decide."
She then said goodbye and drove away to go to work. It was then that I realized I was supposed to begin a new job tomorrow. I panicked and went to Megan's house. She answered the door and welcomed me in.
I said worriedly, "I just realized I'm supposed to start work tomorrow with Krystal, but I have this cheerleader's retreat to go to."
Megan smiled and said, "No worries, I'll give her a call for you."
"Thank you so much," I said, a huge burden instantly lifted from my shoulders. Max ran up, hugged my leg and wheedled, "Auntie Jenny here to play!"
I shrugged, looked at Megan who shrugged back, and I agreed, "Sure, Maxie, I have a few minutes." A few minutes turned into an hour before I noticed the clock and realized I had to get home.
As I said goodbye, Megan handed me a slip of paper. I took it as she explained, "This is her code name on the lesbian chatroom she frequents."
I gave her a perplexed look.
"Miss Morgan," she clarified.
I looked at it and said, "Oh! Thanks," although I was unsure I would find the daring to use it without some Mistress egging me on every step of the way.
I got home and Mom was in the kitchen making supper and she asked, concerned, "Where's Karen tonight?"
I answered, "She had to go to work."
"Oh," my mother said, clearly disappointed, but quickly rebounded, trying to hide her disappointment from her 'innocent' (haha) daughter.
We had supper and Mom asked me questions about school, cheerleading and Karen. She made sure to ask vague questions, but it still felt more like when a friend is trying to find out if a certain boy likes her. It was adorable and yet a little creepy. There was no doubt about it: my mother had a crush on my teenage Mistress.
After supper we watched the Big Bang Theory together before I went upstairs and wrote my new assignment. Below is the brief essay I wrote for class.
THE LICK OF LUXURY
In everyone's life, there are key moments that define who you are. For some of them you may not even realize they are important at the time. For example the first time you meet the boy you will eventually marry he may strike you as rather unremarkable at the time, and it is only upon future reflection you will realize how important that day had been. Other times the moment is instantly recognizable, such as when you score the winning goal in a championship game, when you share your first kiss or when you graduate high school. For me though, my key moment was a mixture of both, for when I suddenly found myself, the real me, not the girl everyone had thought they'd known for the past 18 years, it was accomplished only through the agency of one woman. Like a fairy story in a thorny castle, I only found myself when my Mistress awakened me with a kiss.
Now I should note first that deep down I feel I am a good person. I am compassionate, I am academically strong and on occasion somewhat funny (although that last could be debatable). I love animals and I even hope to change the world someday. I am emotional as I cry easily when I for instance see commercials requesting aid for suffering children in third world countries, I cry at badly written dramas on television that tug melodrama on your heartstrings, and I even sometimes cry when I think about my long-deceased father.
I guess the point of all this is as follows: I had thought of myself as being an emotionally drained, psychologically stressed but reasonably normal teenager, and perhaps I still am. But a secret, the one I hid away closest to my heart, was that deep down I knew I was a lesbian. This secret shamed me so I held it inside, not allowing anyone, often (but not always) even myself, to suspect. At night I would sometimes fantasize about other classmates, about becoming their submissive pleasure toy, and paradoxically it was these crazy forbidden fantasies that kept me sane. I would read lesbian love stories online to deal with the obsession I perceived as unhealthy and the lust I considered so sinful.
But then I met my Mistress.
Now I should note I had already known my Mistress for awhile as I had long been a regular babysitter for her. She is a single mother and one of the most beautiful and gracious women I have ever met. She seduced me online (a long story and if you really want to know what happened you may read 'Bedding the Babysitter' parts one and two on www.literotica.com) but the short version is that during one perfect evening only last week, my shame was washed away as I eagerly and gratefully embraced my true self (and embraced my wonderful Mistress) as a submissive lesbian. In my life, everything can seem so stressful, but when I am pleasing my Mistresses (I now have two) all my stress is washed away. I still have insecurities, but they are diminishing as I learn to accept my sexuality and my need to please.
In conclusion, I have come to fully accept the fact that I am a lesbian through and through. I am submissive and my libido is stirred when I am called names or ordered to do naughty, kinky (if you will kindly forgive my using such a frank but accurate word) and clearly socially unacceptable things. I have also accepted that my emotional wellbeing requires me to submit to degrading sexual humiliation to achieve the pleasure I crave to release the stress that until recently dominated my life. Lastly, my Mistresses have made great strides towards transforming me into a confident sexual (and sometimes even social) being, and from this core of newfound strength, my true personality is now able to begin shining bright. I proudly wear eye-catching stockings every day, I proudly submit to every whim of my Mistresses and I proudly accept the long-suppressed secret that I am a submissive lesbian who is eager to please. I eagerly lick and lap in the luxury of others' pleasure.
Love, Jenny Wyatt
I completed my second draft (thank heavens for word processors or it would have looked extremely messy with the many times I rewrote a word or phrase) and worried that it might be way too direct. What would Miss Morgan think? What if she showed it to someone (although I knew she wouldn't)? Then I remembered I had Mistress Megan's note with Miss Morgan's secret code name. I went and found it: Wanda87. She was online and her profile, with no picture, was as follows:
I am a 23-year-old English teacher who is looking for someone special. I have only recently realized my sexuality and am looking to explore my new but totally unexplored lesbian lifestyle.
I am still in the closet to my old-fashioned family but would be willing to come out if I met the right (and very discrete) person. (I would come out to this person, not to my family.)
Other interests include reading, travel, movies and chatting.
I finished reading her profile and wondered what Wanda87 stood for. I created a new username "Subinstockings" and a reasonably accurate profile:
I had my first sexual experience with a woman recently and learned that I am very, very submissive. I love to serve and to please and I will never disobey. I also love to wear silky stockings at all times even when I am otherwise nude.
I clicked on Miss Morgan's code name and opened a chat session with her:
Subinstockings: Hi Wanda, I like your profile.
I waited a couple of minutes until she responded.
Wanda87: Hi there, Sub. Your profile is rather interesting as well.
Subinstockings: It is all true.
Wanda87: I am intrigued by your name.
Subinstockings: I am a girl who is very, VERY, submissive.
Wanda87: Oh.
Subinstockings: Sorry, does that disgust you?
Wanda87: Oh no. It's just...
Subinstockings: Just what?
Wanda87: I have been having fantasies about dominating one of my students.
Subinstockings: Oh...your profile says you are a teacher?
Wanda87: Yes, so such a fantasy is wrong.
Subinstockings: Not if she is eighteen.
Wanda87: She is, but she is my student.
Subinstockings: Do you think she is a lesbian?
Wanda87: Her recent writing implies as much.
Subinstockings: I see.
Wanda87: Plus how does one say to a student, 'I want to take you home and use you as my personal sex slave'?
Subinstockings: Well, saying it would be one way. 😊
Wanda87: I am way too shy and my job is too important to me. What if I am wrong about her?
Subinstockings: Understood. But as a student myself, I would love to submit to my teacher.
Wanda87: You would?
Subinstockings: Oh yes. If you were my teacher, Wanda, I would obey your every command no matter what it was.
Wanda87: Really?!?
Subinstockings: Really. If I were with you tonight I would lick your pussy until you came all over my pretty face. Will you be my Mistress Wanda? At least online?
Wanda87: Um...how would that work?
Subinstockings: Simple. You tell me to do something and I obey.
Wanda87: Ok...what are you wearing right now?
Subinstockings: Just thigh high stockings and my jammies.
Wanda87: I see. Tell me one of your fantasies.
Subinstockings: I fantasize about being spirited away by a group of cheerleaders and made to be their personal sex toy for an entire weekend.
Wanda87: Wow that is hot.
Subinstockings: Thank you Mistress Wanda.
Wanda87: *Mistress* Wanda? Wow I like that.
Subinstockings: Is there anything I can do for you dear Mistress?
Wanda87: Tell me what you would do if you were here at my house.
Subinstockings: Anything you required!
Wanda87: Anything?
Subinstockings: Yes anything.
Wanda87: I am so new at this. Can you give me an example?
Subinstockings: Yes, Mistress Wanda... Let me think...
Subinstockings: Got one! But this is just for instance. The real one will be when you decide what you want and I do that. But for now, here goes: Upon your request I would crawl to you. Then if you permitted, I would lay myself between your legs and lick your pussy until you sprayed your love juices all over me. I hope you would then put a strap-on around your sexy waist and fuck me like the lez slut I am while you call me dirty names. First you would pound me in my shaved ripe pussy then later you would get some butter or something (I've never done this yet so I don't know what they use) and hammer my tight firm ass. I would orgasm only when you gave me permission. When you were finished dominating me in that fashion I would then continue to please you as you saw fit.
Wanda87: OMG, you got me so wet.
Subinstockings: Will you please cum for me dear Mistress Wanda?
Wanda87: Yes.
Subinstockings: Rub yourself for me Mistress Wanda. Imagine me lying worshipfully between your legs with your clit in my mouth.
Wanda87: Hmmm...
Subinstockings: My finger is sliding inside you Mistress Wanda. Your student's and slave's finger is fucking you.
Wanda87: Hmmm, yes....I'm so close...
Subinstockings: My finger is sticking inside you and finding your g-spot and rubbing it as you explode all over your hot student's eager face.
Wanda87: I'm cumming...
Subinstockings: I'm so glad! Did I please you Mistress Wanda?
Wanda87: Yes, very much so.
Subinstockings: That makes me very happy Mistress Wanda.
Wanda87: That was amazing. I wish you were really here.
Subinstockings: Maybe someday Mistress Wanda.
Wanda87: What city are you in?
Subinstockings: Boston.
There is a long gap of time, I wonder if Miss Morgan has figured out this is me.
Wanda87: That is too strange. I live in Boston too.
Subinstockings: Really? Then maybe we can meet face to face and pussy to pussy sometime!
Wanda87: I would like that.
Subinstockings: BTW if you want to seduce that student of yours. Compliment her. Touch her gently but not inappropriately or someone may notice. If she is interested, she will respond to you. I know I would.
Wanda87: Good idea. I don't know if I can do it. But I will definitely think about it.
Subinstockings: Do. If she is anything like me, she will get wet from your advances like I am right now.
Wanda87: I don't know.
Subinstockings: Nothing ventured nothing gained.
Wanda87: True. Well, I should get to bed; that orgasm has me exhausted and I have to teach tomorrow.



Subinstockings: I should get to bed too. I also have school tomorrow.
Wanda87: How old are you?
Subinstockings: 18. You, Mistress Wanda?
Wanda87: 23
Subinstockings: Have a good night Mistress Wanda.
Wanda87: You too my slave.
Subinstockings: Slave? Thank you! Talk to you soon dear Mistress.
Wanda87: I hope so.
I logged out and went to bed with a big smile plastered on my face. Miss Morgan wanted me.
**********
FRIDAY FEBRUARY 7th: Cheerleader's Retreat and Love?

The final day of the week was the most eventful. I wore a pair of green thigh highs. They didn't remotely match my red and white outfit, but that was the point. Even Karen was surprised with my look. As we drove to school I told her about my night and read her my paper. Karen just shook her head (in a good way) and said, "You really are a complete lez slut."
"I know," I said, not the least bit ashamed.
Karen said, "Finger yourself, but don't cum."
I obeyed, lifting my skirt up so Karen could watch. I slid a finger in and out slowly as Karen said, "So next week we will both complete our seductions. You will be between Miss Morgan's legs and your mother will be between mine."
We arrived at school as my horniness simmered. Karen ordered me, "Now that you're nice and wet, rub your pussy juice all over your mouth."
"Yes, Mistress Karen," I said and coated my lips with my own love juice.
Karen and I then went into school. Both Ashley and Sabrina seemed to notice my unique lip sauce but none of us said anything. They also noticed my green stockings against my red skirt. I realised something for the first time and was glad nobody said anything about Christmas trees.
I met with Eleanor and Sally and helped each of them with their transformation. I don't know whether I did a really good job or my perceptions were changed because I was just so horny from my lack of an orgasm, but they each looked good enough to eat (yes, I do mean it that way). Both girls looked radiant in their new look and my pussy got a small tingle of pleasure from seeing their transformation. I complimented them both and learned that they both now had dates to next week's dance. I was so happy for them!
The day flew by uneventfully until I met Karen before English class and she demanded, "Go into the bathroom and finger yourself until you're soaking wet. Then take off your panties and generously coat your lips with your wetness."
I whispered, "Yes, Mistress Karen," and headed to the bathroom. I did as instructed, beginning by removing my panties and sticking them in my purse. I then fingered myself to a feverish tease and stopped. I took my finger and coated my red lips with lots of juice.
Really horny, I then made myself as presentable as possible and arrived in class a couple of minutes late. Miss Morgan gave me a look but didn't say anything as I walked up to her, my sweet scent no doubt wafting towards her as I handed her my paper. "Sorry Miss Morgan, I had to perform a task before getting to class."
Miss Morgan smiled, showing no visible reaction to my shiny lips or my ambient aroma as she said, "Oh no problem Jenny, I am sure it was important."
"Oh, it was, and I think you will really like my paper," I responded and sat down in my seat.
Miss Morgan then informed us that today was a work period for our P&P (without zombies) essays due next week. She then began walking up and down the rows and assisting her students as requested. I used the time to work on my paper while I waited for Miss Morgan to get around to me.
Eventually she arrived at my desk and asked, "How is your essay coming along, Jenny?"
I answered in a soft voice, so only she could hear, "I've barely gotten any further than where I was when we last talked. I've been too busy pleasing my Mistress, actually both of my Mistresses."
She stifled a gasp and asked in a whisper, "Jenny, what has gotten into you?"
I teased back, also whispering, "Toys, lots of toys."
She went red again as she struggled to remain focused, "Jenny, don't do this to me! Can I give you any assistance on your paper?"
I shrugged and said, "I think I'm ok." I then stretched my stocking-covered legs out, leaving my shoes behind on the floor, to give my sexy teacher a close-up and unobstructed view of my legs and my perfectly manicured and painted toes.
Miss Morgan glanced around and decided our encounter looked appropriate from the rest of the classroom, so she permitted herself a lengthy look at my legs, before briefly resting a hand on my shoulder (appropriately) and giving it a little surreptitious squeeze (inappropriately, to my delight) before moving on to the next student. With only a few minutes left, Miss Morgan returned to her desk. She began reading something and I immediately knew it was my own paper from last night as her face went red and she looked up at me. I, of course, was already gazing at her so I gave her a long smile and made sure it was she who broke eye contact. Another student asked for help and Miss Morgan went to assist her. A few minutes later the bell rang and I got up to leave. As I was leaving, I walked up to her and grasped her hand warmly (but again appearing to anyone watching like this was no more than a handshake) while I gave the back of her hand a subtle caress with my thumb while I said, "Have a very good weekend, Miss Morgan," before I turned and left the classroom.
I then met Karen and since today's cheerleader workout would be after we arrived, we headed to the bus that would take us to our retreat. It was only an hour away, at a rental cabins place near a lake that's closed this time of year. The bus ride turned out to be Gossip Central and I learned more fake news in that hour than I had during the past three years. The rumours about me were hilarious! Disturbing but hilarious. I learned that:
-I was being gangbanged regularly by the football team;
-I'd had an abortion last summer;
-I received such high marks because I was doing all the teachers, both men and women;
-I was a crystal meth addict (no, of course not a recovering one) and lastly;
-I had gotten onto the cheerleading squad by blackmailing Karen, although nobody appeared to know what kind of dirt about her I was threatening to expose.
Anyhow, we arrived at our destination and then were immediately subjected to a three-hour marathon workout. It was ridiculous! My whole body ached, even parts I hadn't known could ache. We were then sent to our cabins...each cabin housing four girls. Not surprisingly, I was assigned to be with Karen, Sabrina and Ashley. As I entered the cabin it felt like butterflies of nervousness were fluttering throughout my entire body because I knew that any minute now Karen would reveal our secret. I was excited because I couldn't wait to taste Ashley, but terrified of what Sabrina might do.
Ashley and Sabrina started to change into their nighties, while Karen came over for a surreptitious word. She spoke in a whisper as she handed me a shopping bag, "Here, go into the bathroom, remove all your clothes and put this outfit on instead; and only this outfit: no underwear at all."
"What is it?" I asked nervously, also whispering.
"You'll see," she said with a devious smirk.
"Ok," I said.
"And once you come out, and I mean that both ways, for the rest of the night you will address the rest of us as your Mistresses, with all that implies," she demanded with authority.
"Understood, Mistress Karen," I whispered. I then, both scared stiff and couldn't wait, went into the bathroom to discover what Mistress Karen had in store for me. I began opening the bag tentatively and finished quickly with dismay as I saw my outfit. It was a maid's outfit with black skirt, black thigh highs, four-inch heels, a transparent white blouse and a black patent leather collar with a leash. As instructed, I got completely undressed and put on the subservient (or sub-servant) outfit.
Just as I was finishing, Karen rapped loudly on the door, "Are you ready?"
"Almost," I replied.
"Tell me when you are, PomPom," she said in a command voice, clearly demonstrating her authority over me.
Sabrina also called out, "Yes, PomPom, get your ass out here; it's time for your initiation."
I put on the collar and slipped into the awkwardly high heels and called back, "I'm ready."
Karen then ordered me, "Come on out, PomPom."
I did, and involuntarily shrank back into the persona of the innocent shy girl I used to be last week. I was so nervous I couldn't even look any of the three girls in the eye.
Sabrina spoke up immediately and rudely, "Nice tits!" just to see me blush, which I did, as she added, "PomPom, get me a beer."
"Ok," I said.
I started toward the fridge, but she objected, "No, respond like a good PomPom."
I pondered this for a moment and then remembered what Karen had said, so I responded dutifully, "Yes, Mistress Sabrina."
Sabrina laughed raucously as she said, "Mistress? I love it! I was just expecting ma'am."
I blushed again, but went and grabbed her a beer, using the time to rally my courage. I handed it to Sabrina and said, now able to look her straight in the eye, "Here you are, Mistress Sabrina."
I then looked to Ashley and offered politely, "May I get you anything, Mistress Ashley?"
Ashley's face went red and she froze for a few moments in stunned silence before she regrouped and finally said, "Yes please, Jenny. I'll have a beer as well."
Karen then added, "Get me one too, PomPom slave."
"Yes, Mistress Karen," I said, and went and got two more beers.
I handed them both their beers and stood at attention like a maid would, already getting a bit turned on by my subservient role. I could do this. What's more, I was born to do this!
Karen demanded, "Get yourself a beer, slut, then come and join us."
"Yes, Mistress Karen," I obeyed, noticing Ashley's surprised face at my being called a slut.
I returned and then sat down on the one remaining empty chair. Karen then announced, "It's now Truth or Dare time for our little PomPom girl."
I knew immediately that soon all my secrets would be revealed; yet I wasn't worried, but rather relieved that the charade would come to an end. I would be outed to these two girls tonight just like I'd always known I would be, I would serve as their whore tonight, and that was the way it was. I realized I was looking forward to being their whore, especially Ashley's, yet even Sabrina's bossy demeanour had me going.
Karen took charge of course, saying, "Our PomPom can go first. As a matter of fact, slut Jenny, you may have all the turns. Truth or Dare?"
"Truth," I said.
"Have you ever fucked a boy?"
"No," I answered truthfully.
Sabrina then asked, "Truth or Dare?"
"Truth," I said again.
"Have you ever been with a girl?"
"Yes," I replied not at all ashamed, my gaze not leaving Sabrina's. I gained confidence. Since I knew we were all sexual girls, and sworn to silence, which these three obviously were even if it hadn't been done formally, I didn't have a single secret I'd be reluctant to share. Bring it on!
Sabrina added, "Good to know," and took a sip of her beer.
Ashley then looked at me and I said, "Truth" before she could even ask.
Ashley pondered for a short while and finally asked, "Why did you decide you wanted to become a cheerleader?"
An innocent question on the surface, but my answer turned out anything but as I explained, "Mistress Karen suggested it over the phone on Sunday." I then paused for dramatic effect before adding, "Which was the day after I ate her out while she was at work."
Ashley let out a stunned gasp, while Sabrina gave Karen an 'I knew it' smirk. I casually took a swallow of my beer. Tried to do it casually anyway in spite of my jangling nerves.
Karen then asked, "Truth or Dare?"
"Truth," I continued my comfortable pattern.
"How did you end up between my legs?" she asked, knowing perfectly well the answer.
I then explained, in lengthy detail for over ten minutes, between several more swallows of beer to help me give them more dramatic pauses, the whole sordid story from my masturbating fantasy, to Megan's seduction of me, to the encounter with Karen at her work which had led to such a delicious threesome.
Sabrina brayed, "I knew it! I knew there had to be a reason. It made no sense that you would suddenly become a PomPom."
Karen defended me by saying, "And she is making an excellent PomPom, aren't you my slut?"
"Yes, Mistress Karen," I responded obediently.
"Truth or dare?" Sabrina queried.
"Truth," I responded.
"Do you want to eat my pussy?" she asked, opening her legs slightly.
"Yes, Mistress Sabrina, I would love to eat your pussy," I said so courteously and matter-of-factly it was as if she'd offered me a coffee.
"Then come and do it," Sabrina demanded.
"All in good time," Karen countermanded.
"Fine," Sabrina huffed.
It was Ashley's turn, and I said, before she could ask me a question, "Dare." I thought it would be fun to see what the shy one of the group would request. She sat there for a long time, unsure what to ask.
Sabrina said, "Make her eat your pussy. I bet she wants to."
I gave Ashley a smile indicating that Sabrina was correct. But instead Ashley dared, "I dare you to dance for us."
This was actually worse than eating her pussy, as I was an awkward dancer unless I'd practiced a cheerleader routine. But Karen got up and plugged in her iPod and after a couple seconds of searching, a song began to play. It was Brittany Spears' 'I am a Slave for U.' I stood up and began dancing awkwardly to the song. All the more awkward since I was wearing four-inch heels. The song seemed to go on forever as I wiggled my butt, slid my hands up and down my breasts, and then assuming the persona of a stripper, I moved to Ashley and did a sexy lap dance for her. Ashley stared, obsessed with my seductive moves as I teased her, bringing my body so close to her tall body before moving away. I didn't have to bend down at all to get my mouth real close to her small breasts and reach out my lips as if I was about to kiss them. The song finally ended and I returned to my chair.
Karen then said, "Dare or dare?"
I smiled, realizing the game had changed.
"Um, that's a tough one! How about... dare?" I joked before adding, "And Mistress Karen, since it's your dare, how about something really daring? There isn't anything I won't do for you, so just go for it!"
Karen gave me a huge grin and paused to think of something before chugging the rest of her beer and saying, handing me the empty beer bottle, "You got it, slut! Fuck yourself to an orgasm."
"Yes, Mistress Karen, no problem," I agreed as I stood up to accept the bottle from her. I then removed my skirt and positioned my chair so everyone would have a good view before sitting back down and beginning to rub the bottle around my pussy lips. I slid the narrow top of the bottle inside my very wet pussy. I began to move the top half of the bottle in and out as I rubbed my swollen clit, soon becoming lost in the sensations and completely oblivious to the three sets of eyes watching me.
As I began moaning, Sabrina demanded, "Shove the bottle deeper, dyke."
"Yes, Mistress Sabrina," I moaned as I attempted to push the wider part of the bottle into my tight pussy. I let out a groan as the wider part of the bottle, wider than any toy that had ever been used to fuck me, slowly penetrated me. My groan became a whimper as a slight jolt of pain quivered throughout my body. I continued to push it gradually in deeper, until most of the bottle was filling my pussy.
I didn't notice Sabrina until her hand had slapped mine aside and began to pump the bottle vigorously in and out of me. "Take it all, you fucking slut," she barked as she fucked me ruthlessly. I whimpered, a mixture of pleasure and pain as I was assaulted by the bottle. But eventually my juices lubricated my entrance enough that the pain subsided and I began to thoroughly enjoy this bottle domination.
"I'm close to an orgasm," I gasped, "Please Mistress Karen, may I cum?"
"Do it, slut! Cum for us!"
"Thank you, Mistress! Sabrina, fuck me harder! Please get me off!"
Sabrina then jammed all but the last inch inside me and left it there while I screamed, "Yesssssssss!" and an intense orgasm hit me and my cum flooded out, strong enough to wash the the bottle completely out of me!
Sabrina was back in her chair, grinning ferally, "You really are a whore, aren't you?"
"Yes, Mistress Sabrina," I moaned, "you have that exactly right," the continuing orgasm still bringing great pleasure to my whole body.
Sabrina retrieved the bottle from the (thankfully clean) floor, handed it to me and ordered, "Clean off your juices, slut."
"Yes, Mistress Sabrina, gladly," I obeyed, taking the bottle and deep throating it like a cock. I then removed it and licked around the rest of the bottle, retrieving any last juice.
Sabrina then looked arrogantly to Karen, "So can I use this cunt yet?"
Karen said nothing, but suddenly her face looked very fierce and she started glaring at Sabrina before slowly rising to her feet, silently showing her power. It was obvious that she was our leader and had great power and dominion over us, and she hadn't even said a word!
Suddenly she barked like Sabrina had barked at me but in a much louder voice, "Slut Sabrina, you may NOT use that cunt yet! Not until you pay your own dues!"
"Excuse me?" Sabrina objected defiantly, cowed, but trying not to show it.
"You have been questioning my decisions all week. You must PAY for your lack of loyalty."
"How so?" Sabrina asked, a little less defiant and a little more visibly worried.
Karen went to a bag, pulled out a thick butt plug and ordered, "Fuck yourself to an orgasm with this."
Sabrina looked at it disgustedly and refused, "Fuck it yourself, bitch. I would never do that."
Karen held the plug inches from Sabrina's face, trembling with fury but keeping it under control. She asserted, "Not only will you do it, you mealy worm..." she began as she grabbed a camcorder from her bag, "...you will do it on camera."
"No way!" Sabrina cried out, shocked.
Karen continued, now in a reasonable, level voice, "Look, my toxic little bitch. You have two choices. You will either do as you're told or you won't, and either way I win.
"If you do, then going forward you will join Jenny in being my little lez slave as well, but you also may, I do mean may, subject to my whim at any time, get to use Jenny as your own little dyke slave."
"On the other foot, the one in your ass, if you don't submit to me immediately, I will officially and publicly kick you off the team and since I don't really like you that much, that won't be much of a loss."
Sabrina was seething as she retaliated, "Then I'll just go and tell Coach Hopkins you're threatening me."
Karen laughed as she replied, some pictures almost magically appearing in her hand, "You may certainly do that if you wish, for my rebuttal I'll show these pictures of you being fucked by Mr. Paulson."
I gasped! Mr. Paulson was a chubby math teacher that nobody considered attractive.
Sabrina went instantly white. "H-h-how did you get these?"
"Oh, my dear, the how doesn't matter. Don't you understand I run this school? And you don't? The key is that I have them and I have no problem about shattering your rep and getting an ugly teacher fired. Plus, a better question is why you would fuck Paulson in the first place, there are lots of hotter teachers available."



Sabrina, wavering a bit, lower lip beginning to tremble, quavered, "He threatened to fail me last year."
"And?" Karen asked.
"I said I would do anything to pass, so he took me up on my offer."
"And you call Jenny a slut," Karen scoffed with contempt.
Sabrina said nothing, realizing she was busted and Karen had her by the balls. So to speak.
Karen assumed a dramatic pose and suddenly began orating a la Shakespeare! "So, you fell hoor, I will ask you only one more time: what be your choice? To be my slut or not to be my slut: that is the question. Whether it is nobler in your mind to suffer the bonds and cuffs of outrageous servitude, or to take futile arms against your rightful ruler and be swept away into notorious ignominy by a sea of trouble and by opposing me, thus guarantee the demise of your rep."
Karen then moved to stand regally in front of Sabrina, placed her hand on her shoulder and not even needing to push, guided her down onto her knees.
Sabrina did not resist, defeated.
Karen slid out of her skirt, presenting a shaved pussy to her assistant captain.
Karen then continued her sexually slanted Hamlet parody as she seductively said, her pussy now inches from Sabrina's face, "To beg: to submit: all night, and through obedience cease forever thy holier than thou attitude."
Sabrina had tears in her eye as she said, "Please Karen, I..."
Karen interrupted her, no longer misquoting Hamlet but adlibbing a brand-new Shakespearean script of her own, quoting, or rather not quoting, "Nay! I say thee nay! Beg not for mercy which thou deservest not from thy rightful Queen, but beg instead for mercy from the fair maid thou hast wronged!"
Then breaking character, she clarified in a growl, "In other words ass bitch, you've gotta beg Slut Jenny to fuck your sorry ass with this butt plug."
Sabrina looked at her, pleading desperately with her eyes, before submitting and looking to the floor. Then, knowing it was required, she crawled over to where I was still sitting in my chair, having been watching this Elizabethan melodrama unfold with my mouth hanging open the entire time.
Remaining on her knees, Sabrina fearfully clasped her hands together, holding them just beneath her chin, looked respectfully... yes, I couldn't believe it either, respectfully!... up into my very wide eyes and asked, "Mistress Jenny, may your unworthy former foe please speak?"
Seeing this as an opportunity to win points with Karen and Ashley by taking the high road, I replied as graciously as I could manage while trying not to giggle, "Yes, former foe Sabrina, you may speak."
Demonstrating the capacity for a bit of Theatah of her own, she proceeded, "Mistress Jenny, may your asinine assailant beg?"
Thanking my lucky stars the hadn't asked me for a 'boon' or my inner giggles would have come tumbling out for sure, I still managed to retain my dignity and replied formally, "Yes, asinine assailant Sabrina, you may beg."
"Then..." she managed, followed by a long pause while within, her pride strove mightily against her survival instinct with the survival team squeaking out a win, she finally continued, "Then, Mistress Jenny, I beg you, I beseech thee..." and finally bolting for the finish line she concluded, "Jenny, please fuck my butt hole like the ass slut I am!"
Knowing I couldn't maintain my composure much longer, I hung on with my own last shred of dignity, "Yes, Sabrina, it shall be my pleasure to fuck your treacherous white bottom with the royal sceptre."
I stood up, walked over to Karen and curtseyed. "Your Majesty," I requested formally, "might I borrow the royal sceptre for a necessity?"
Karen finally lost it and burst out laughing, immediately followed by the rest of us... Sabrina included!
Eventually we all had more or less recovered, and Karen handed me the butt plug, intoning, but through many giggles, "Princess Jenny, we are pleased to issue you the royal sceptre for your ummm...necessity. Please use it wisely and well." She then also handed me some lube and concluded the impromptu ritual with, "Fuck her good, babe. Don't be gentle."
"Understood, Mistress Karen," I responded.
Sabrina looked at me, still slightly scared, as I generously lubed the toy. I then sauntered over and ordered her in a growl of my own, surprising everyone including myself, "Bend over, bitch."
Sabrina glared at me furiously and began to say something, but wisely stopped herself before any incriminating sound could escape her lips and slowly obeyed me, trundling onto all fours. I then considerately lubed her ass as well, but then without any warning I began to slide the toy into her ass, using an initial strong thrust to 'seat' the implement. Sabrina gave out a rather loud scream as it penetrated her. Obeying Karen's command, I showed her no gentleness as I continued pushing the thick plug inexorably into her ass until I was satisfied for now with its depth. I don't know what came over me; maybe it was all the years of being looked down upon by Sabrina and sometimes being bullied as we grew up attending all the same schools together, or just her belligerent treatment of me this week, but I took this opportunity to verbally abuse her. A rush of adrenaline with a power I never thought I would have over a cheerleader. "How does that feel, you fucking bitch?"
Sabrina moaned in what I think might have been pleasure but hard to tell, and she didn't say anything.
I then smacked the plug deeper into her ass with my palm and insisted in a loud, forceful tone I didn't know I had, "Answer me, cunt!"
"It hurts, but it feels good too," she whimpered, her eyes showing the fear she had for the newly dominant me.
I pushed the plug in even deeper although more gently, and soon all six inches were filing her ass. I then growled, "Fuck yourself back on your toy, you slut. Fuck yourself to an ass orgasm, you butt slut!"
"Yes, Mistress," she moaned and I got exceedingly wet at being called Mistress.
"Mistress who?" I barked as I slapped her chunky ass almost as hard as I could.
"Yes Mistress Jenny," she whined.
I held the plug steady and watched as this chunky bitch, the bully who had always been so much better than everyone else, obeyed my command and began to bounce back on the plug. Her moaning got louder and louder as she continued to allow the plug to fill her ass deeper and deeper. Then finally she screamed with the full lung capacity of the cheerleader she was, as she reached orgasmic bliss from this humiliating debauchery.
Feeling my power for the first time in my life, I looked over at Ashley, who had been quiet this entire time), and who was rubbing herself frantically.
I slapped Sabrina's ass once more, hard, and leaving the plug in her ass, I walked over to confront Ashley. Of course she had never done anything to deserve my ire, but she did deserve something else, and paying that debt began with my respect. "Mistress Ashley?"
I was addressing her with professional courtesy, not as a submissive, standing over her.
"Umm... Yes... Mistress Jenny?"
No frills, I just said it: "Dare me to eat your pussy."
Ashley, desperate for an orgasm after watching all this sexual depravity begged me through a moan, "Please."
"Close enough," I quipped.
I immediately muff-dived between this beautiful, sweet, girl's legs. I instantly began working on her clit, and as soon as my tongue touched down on it she began to quake and moan and quiver and spray juice all over my face! I kept licking her right through her orgasm as I attempted to get her off again. I nibbled on her clit and slid a finger inside her. I pumped the finger in and out of her surprisingly tight pussy. She continued to give me moans of pleasure as I continued pleasuring her cunt. Her first orgasm now completed, I then slowed down so I could savour her deliciousness. I licked slowly, my finger still lodged deep inside her, but remaining still. I lovingly slid my tongue up and down her pussy lips, continuing to tease her. I then slid down a bit more and surprised her a bit when my tongue flicked lightly across her anal pleasure spot. I stiffened my tongue and pushed it into her, just slightly breaking her anal taboo, and then returned to her pussy.
I heard her whisper, in a pleading and insecure tone, "Please, Jenny, I'm sorry, but I still need to cum again."
I looked up along her tall, slender body to her soulful brown eyes, smiled at her and experienced a surprisingly intense thrill of pleasure through my body as she smiled back. I then said, "Yes, Mistress Ashley, I would love to give you another cum."
I then dove back between her legs and attacked her pussy with an aggressive mixture of licking, nibbling and fingering. This focused assault on her pussy very soon had her moaning and moaning until her legs tightened around my head and a fresh gush of cum exploded all over my face. I had never seen someone gush so much cum from her vagina. I kept licking and licking, attempting to swallow as much of her delicious love juice as possible.
Finally she pushed me away saying, "Please Jenny, no more."
I looked up at her sorrowfully, thinking I had failed. She recognized what I was experiencing and apologized. "I'm sorry, Jenny, that wasn't what you think. You've just given me the most intense orgasm of my life, and I got so oversensitive I just needed to allow it to flow through me."
"Oh," I said with a relieved sigh, "I was afraid I had disappointed you, Mistress Ashley."
"God no," Ashley said, perspiration dripping down her face, "That was the most amazing high I've ever felt!"
"Then thank you for allowing me to pleasure you," I said sincerely. I looked around and saw that Sabrina was still on all fours, but now was between Karen's legs and licking her pussy. The butt plug was still lodged inside her ass.
Ashley then said, "Can I do you?"
"You don't have to do that," I refused shyly, "You are one of my Mistresses and I am here to please you."
"But I want to," Ashley said, and then realizing how serious and obedient I was, she assumed a loud, assertive voice and ordered me, "Pet Jenny, I demand that you lay back instantly, spread your legs for me and allow your Mistress to give you the best orgasm that I can!"
"YES, Mistress Ashley!" I obliged excitedly as I lay back on the floor and opened my legs. To my surprise, Ashley first threw away all the momentum we had generated as she slowly leaned into my face and kissed me gently. Her soft lips were bestowing within me a tenderness I had never felt from anyone before, and chills were racing up and down my spine. The kiss... no more than a kiss, although a French one, was accompanied by her loving embrace that lasted I don't know how many minutes as we explored each other's mouths. I could have remained like this with her all night, my pussy getting wetter and wetter, but sadly for me, she eventually broke the kiss.
However, all was well with us as she held my head in place and kissed her way around my face until she could begin nibbling my left ear, her hot breath illogically providing me with another chill to thrill my body. She then removed her hands from me and kissed her way lower, unbuttoned my sheer blouse, and took my left breast hungrily into her mouth. She spent minutes exploring every region of my breasts and belly. Still bestowing on me continuous soft kisses and gentle nibbles that now had love juice trickling from my desperate cunt, she continued her travels down my body, detoured cruelly around my soaked pussy and skated her wet tongue all the way down the inner surface of my right nylon-covered leg.
She then discovered my all-time weakness and I groaned helplessly, lost in delirium as one by one, she sucked each of my toes into her mouth through the sheer black nylon. I totally gave myself to her as I moaned like a girl getting fucked, but in reality only because of the focused pleasure she was providing not to my pussy, but even better it seemed, to my toes and my foot. She then took my other foot and did the same thing, staring up the length of my body into my eyes the whole time, but saying nothing. She massaged my left foot and toes just as sensuously and completely as she'd done the first, before gliding her hands back up my stocking-clad leg. She continued up my body, again bypassed my pussy (again with such casual cruelty) and in time returned back to my lips. I eagerly opened my mouth and we kissed again, this time her knee pressing and gently thrusting against my pussy, a treasure that I welcomed so eagerly! Her insistent pressure soon had me moaning into her mouth as she now moved her knee randomly around, teasing me mercilessly.
My moans got louder and ever more needy until finally Ashley asked me, "Jenny, do you want me to lick your vagina?"
I smiled at her use of the conservative word 'vagina', still speaking so properly considering the circumstances, and replied with no small amount of passion, "Yes, please, Mistress Ashley."
Her knee leaned into me harder as she qualified, "I will do so on one condition, dear Jenny."
"Anything," I quivered, my ability to speak crumbling because of the pressure down below.
"Jenny, you must not call me mistress," she said tenderly, "for that is not who I am. I am your equal and your lover because I like you, dear Jenny. You must call me Ashley, or any sweet endearment you choose, but never mistress."
I didn't know where to put myself! I discovered that I liked her as well (in a way much more than just sex), with a passion that surely matched the love she was claiming she held for me, but at this moment I needed to climax almost more than I needed to breathe! I responded desperately, "Oh Ashley, I love you too, and sometime soon I hope to find the words to tell you how much I do, but for now, dear, sweet, beautiful, wonderful Ashley I beg you... PLEASE eat me, PLEASE ravish me, I need to cum so badly!"
For the first time in I don't know how many minutes my head cleared sufficiently that I found myself looking across the room to see Karen seated on a chair and watching my lover and me intently as Sabrina sat on her haunches beside her on the floor exactly like an obedient puppy dog. To make the scene even more humiliating (for Sabrina, certainly not for anyone else), Karen was petting Sabrina's hair like she would a dog's. Karen smiled and winked at me.
I smiled back and mouthed a 'thank you' before closing my eyes again. I then just let myself go and surrendered as Ashley continued to pleasure me. As she had required of me, not as submissive to Mistress, but I surrendered as someone who had been enduring as half a person her entire life might surrender upon the joyous discovery of the other half of herself. This may sound crazy, but I was surrendering to myself, and in so doing I was becoming whole for the first time ever. Perhaps another way of describing this experience is that I had found my soul mate, and the newly discovered other half of my soul was making sweet love to me. Eventually I could feel my orgasm approaching, not like breakers crashing, but like the inexorable swelling of a calm ocean. I moaned, "I'm cumming sweet Ashley, please don't stop."
Ashley, hearing my request and knowing my need as if it were her own, slid three gentle fingers inside my ocean of juice and captured my whole clit ever so gently but insistently into her mouth. I instantly screamed from the new double pleasure, and within seconds my orgasm erupted out of me. Like I had done, Ashley continued licking and fingering me as the orgasm swelled through me and thrilled every part of my body. Eventually the pleasure became too intense, and just as Ashley had, I begged her, "Please stop."
Ashley did, smiled at me and said, "See?"
I smiled weakly, trying to catch my breath as I responded, "Yes."
Ashley moved back up and pressed her body against me as we kissed one more time. Like the previous kisses, our kiss was electric and passionate but most of all, tender. We kissed for countless minutes, with no other agenda other than to remain immersed in each other's passion.
It was finally Karen who broke up our make-out session by announcing, "Well, we should probably hit the hay, ladies; drill sergeant Hopkins will be working us like rented mules tomorrow.
Ashley broke our kiss and helped me to my feet.
Karen walked over to me, kissed me on the cheek, removed the collar I had long since forgotten I was even wearing, and fastened it on Sabrina. She then asked Sabrina, kind of intoned to Sabrina, "Do you have anything to say to Jenny?"
Sabrina looked at me, completely humiliated, and said, "I'm very sorry, Jenny. I'm sorry for everything. I promise to do much better for you."
I smiled at her and grasped her shoulder gently, saying simply, "It's ok."
Karen then said to Ashley and me rather jovially, "I thought you two would hit it off! Jenny, did you know that Ashley is a lesbian?"
"I do now," I laughed.
Karen then said seriously and sincerely, "You two make an adorable couple."
Ashley blushed, but reached for my hand. I looked up at Ashley and then a flood of realization hit me as I realized it wasn't Karen I was in love with, it was Ashley! Even after all I had felt and experienced just now while Ashley had been making love to me, the penny still hadn't dropped. The rest of me was completely onboard, but you know the old saying, "The head is the last to be told!" (Okay, maybe it's a new saying.)
Karen smiled, "Jenny, I have a new slave" as she patted Sabrina like a puppy again. "So if you two want to be an item, I will allow it."
I looked at Ashley, who looked at me and asked with noticeable insecurity, "Are we an us?"
I smiled back, nervous as well, but knowing that even if it took forever for it to sink in past her insecurities, I was hers for as long as she would have me. Meaning it with all my heart I told my lover, "I would love that."
Ashley kissed me again, so very gently as I reciprocated in kind.
But then Karen kinda broke the mood by adding, "But don't think it will be that easy, you two. Jenny still has a mistress in Megan, and I'll still expect to be able to use Jenny on occasion if I wish or if Sabrina isn't handy."
Ashley seemed a bit disappointed by this, but I was secretly thankful. I'm not sure I could commit to just one girl. I knew I could give Ashley my entire heart, but never exclusive use of my body, especially not all the best parts. I needed to be dominated sometimes, and Ashley was obviously way too sweet to dominate me.
"Understood," I said.
Karen then added, "Plus, both Mistress Megan and I still expect you to finish your seduction of Miss Morgan."
"Of course," I said, as Ashley gave me a look of surprise and I promised in a whisper, "I'll explain later, my love.
"And," Karen finished, "I still plan to seduce your mother."
"I figured you might," I said giving Ashley's hand a soft squeeze of support.
Karen then began walking to her bedroom, with Sabrina following on all fours led by the leash. Karen called back, "Get a room, you two dykes. One room, one bed! Just saying; you'll figure it out."
Ashley and I watched Karen and Sabrina leave and then wordlessly we went to Ashley's room, which was now our room. Both of us exhausted sexually, we climbed under the blankets and just cuddled. I fell asleep with Ashley's arms wrapped around me. I had never felt such warmth in my life. In her arms, life made sense.
**********

SATURDAY FEBRUARY 8th: The Last Card Played

I woke up in someone's arms, which I'd never done before, and then it all came flooding back to me: these were Ashley's arms! I rolled over and Ashley was awake, smiling at me. She leaned in and kissed me. She then bumped noses with me and said, "That was one crazy night."



I smiled back and said, "Yes, but believe it or not, there have been even crazier ones of late."
"I suppose," Ashley said; "what did Karen mean about Miss Morgan?"
"I've been working on seducing my English teacher Miss Morgan all week and making good progress, although we haven't rung the bell," I explained.
"She is gay?"
"I don't know if she's gay precisely, but she definitely likes women," I said, and then explained the whole week.
"Oh, wow," Ashley said, as the alarm went off. (No, nothing was wrong, just the alarm on the clock.) She then said reluctantly, "Well, we'd better get up. If we're late, Hopkins will crush us."
"Ok," I said and we got up. We got dressed and went into the living room.
Karen and Sabrina were not out yet, so we knocked on their door. Karen bellowed, "Come on in."
We did, and were sudden witnesses to Sabrina handcuffed to the bed, the butt plug still in her ass, with Karen sitting on her face. It was an obscene, yet hot scene. "I'm sitting on my slut, I'm almost there," she said, "so soon I'll get off, har de har."
We watched in silence until Ashley reminded us, "We're going to be late."
"Shit," Karen said, frustrated, and then began rubbing her ass all over her new slut. She then stood up and said, "You'll be punished later slut, for not getting me off in time." She then released Sabrina from her restraints and grabbed her clothes.
Sabrina looked at Ashley and me, humiliated but uncomplaining, before getting up off the bed, her face wet with Karen's juice.
I couldn't help but smile as we left and waited in the other room. A couple of minutes later, Karen and Sabrina both came out dressed and composed, and we all silently headed off to breakfast.
If I'd thought the prior week of practice was intense, or that Friday had been brutally painful, all that was nothing compared to what Coach Hopkins had in store for us that morning! The entire morning was dedicated to extreme conditioning, and she was particularly hard on the rather weary and out of it Sabrina. By lunchtime I thought I was going to die. After lunch though, we worked on our routine for States, and that was so much fun! I don't know if Karen had talked to Coach Hopkins or not, but I was surprised to learn I was fully involved in all the routines, while the younger PomPoms seethed on the sidelines.
I have never felt such a part of something in my life! It was so exciting to be a member of a team, to belong to the in crowd. We trained until 5:30 before we got on the bus and headed home, exhausted.
The bus ride back was anticlimactically tame as we were all too weary even to talk. Ashley and I held hands in the dark and I fell asleep on her shoulder and was surprised to see the lights of town already approaching when I awoke. When we arrived back at the school, the four of us all piled into Karen's car. Sabrina sat in the front while Ashley and I sat in the backseat.
As Karen drove she said, "Well ladies, that was fun, and you all know that what happens at Cheerleading Camp stays at Cheerleading Camp, understood?"
"Yes," we all replied in perfect unison.
The rest of the drive was silent, although I felt a sudden sweet warmth float through me when Ashley reached for my hand. I took it and gave it a squeeze to let her know I appreciated her.
Karen dropped me off first. I said, "Bye, thanks girls, it was fun." I blew them all a kiss and headed into my house. I was exhausted, but it was only eight o'clock. My Mom wasn't home, so I went upstairs and logged onto my computer. I checked my email and then decided to see if Miss Morgan was on.
When I logged in I was happy to see that she was. I decided to see if she would contact me first. As I expected, she did:
Wanda87: Hi...you there?
Subinstockings: Yes, Mistress Wanda; just got home.
Wanda87: I looked for you last night...
Subinstockings: Sorry, I was away with some friends.
Wanda87: I see.
Subinstockings: What are you wearing mistress?
Wanda87: just jeans and a t-shirt.
Subinstockings: I am in my cheerleading outfit.
Wanda87: You're a cheerleader?
Subinstockings: Yes.
Wanda87: I was one too. :)
Subinstockings: You were? Did you have any sexual experiences with your teammates?
Wanda87: In college, yes.
Subinstockings: Were you in charge? Or submissive?
Wanda87: Neither...it just happened. It didn't mean much, we just played around.
Subinstockings: I see. I am also wearing stockings. Black ones.
Wanda87: With your cheerleading outfit?
Subinstockings: Yes. I like to dress provocatively.
Wanda87: I see.
Subinstockings: Can I please u in real life?
Wanda87: Umm...I don't know.
Subinstockings: U don't want me? :(
Wanda87: It's not that. It's just I have never done this before.
Subinstockings: Me neither...not like this. But I want to.
Wanda87: I want you too.
Subinstockings: I am tired tonight and need to sleep. But tomorrow I will be at Starbucks on Winter Street at 11:30am. I will be wearing my cheerleader's outfit. You won't be able to miss me. If you are not there, I will understand; if you are, I will be your sub for the afternoon and do whatever you want. Goodnight.
I then logged out before she could respond. I smiled. All my cards had been played, and played well, I think. I would learn tomorrow if I had won the jackpot.
Oddly, I went to bed thinking about Ashley even as I was attempting to finish my seduction of Miss Morgan. I tried to forget about Ashley, about how good it felt to be in her arms, but the feeling of warmth still filled me with joy. The confusing emotions had my mind reeling and I was an emotional mess. I loved being Megan's slave, I enjoyed being Karen's slut, and I was enjoying and looking forward to finishing my seduction of Miss Morgan...yet, as I drifted to sleep, all I could think of was Ashley. Ashley's body, Ashley's smile and sex or not, how I felt when her arms were around me. As I faded into sleep I wondered, had this whole week of submission and seduction ended with me falling in love?
THE END... of Chapter 3... Continued in Chapter 4
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PET TEACHER: BECOMING A TEEN STUDENT'S SUBMISSIVE
I have taught for over 13 years. I have had many boys check me out; some flirt with me and some definitely get a wicked erection peering surreptitiously at my stocking-covered legs. Now don't think I am all self-centered and vain; I am not, I accept I am a solid seven. That said, my greatest sexual asset is my legs, which are a perfect 10.
I teach grade 12 English and started second semester with the class, if not from Hell, then from its suburbs. I had 30 students, most of whom were not what you would call English students, or indeed students at all. They had a surplus of attitude and a serious hate on for school. So after four days of getting nowhere, I decided to try a simple concept, let them help decide what we should learn. Curriculum is irrelevant with such a group, so I reckoned I would just try to improve some simple skills. But to do that, I would have to get them to think it was their idea. Therefore, at the beginning of class on Friday, the last class of the day, I asked them a simple question, "What would you like to do in this class?"
I waited for a few minutes and then took in the responses from the 19 of 28 physically present, who had decided to honour me with their presence on a Friday afternoon. I rewarded their presence by showing a Simpsons episode. As the episode played, I read the comments from the class. The first one said, 'Nothing,' as did the second. The third suggested 'watching movies' while the fourth actually suggested we read the whole Twilight series. The fifth said, 'nothing', while the sixth responded, "Isn't that yer job." I was getting frustrated, but not surprised, as I read through these negative responses. Finally, the seventh response approached decency: it said, 'Learn more about social issues', while the eighth suggested we 'Only read---don't answer no stupid questions,' which I thought was a good idea. I began to have a glimmer of hope as I read the last two and the following few. Suggestions included: 'Being allowed to write their own stories, instead of poetry reading rap lyrics, research interesting people like Justin Bieber, and more of thye same. And then it happened...
I read a sentence so absurd and obscene that gasped, loud enough to be heard.
I stared at the sentence for almost three minutes, oblivious to the Simpsonian buffoonery going on around me
I rubbed my eyes, but the words were still definitely there.
I looked up at my class, wondering who wrote such a sentence.
I instantly knew the answer.
Julie Wilkinson. She was looking right at me, the only one not watching the Simpsons episode. As we made eye contact, a devious smile, spread across her cute face. Julie was a rather quiet student, who clearly resented school and most teachers. She was polite to me, I think because I attempted to get to know her and the others, instead of judging based on past marks and reputation, which could hardly have been worse. Was she a genius, no; was she as stupid as other teachers told me she was, no. She was just a girl who had not had the caring support she needed. I thought she was one I could rely on to get this class going, one I could maybe save from living her life as a waitress at Denny's. Yet, that all changed with one sentence.
Her answer to my simple question what she wanted to do in this class: 'Have you between my legs begging to eat my pussy, my pet teacher.'
I looked away and back to the paper. I couldn't explain it, but my panties were getting wet. I would be lying if I said I never thought about a student. I often went to bed employing one of my toys, or just using my fingers, fantasizing about being seduced by a cute student. All these fantasies usually involved being blackmailed to submit or being forced to please. The real me would never do such a thing, but the fantasy me got dominated on a regular basis. Just the night before this incident, as my husband, a great man, who is an incredible lover, and a caring husband and father, fucked me; I came not thinking of him, but rather of being dominated by a group of cheerleaders. Although I knew what she did was incredibly wrong and inappropriate, a part of me also got damp as I momentarily dreamed that her forward suggestion had become a reality.
The bell saved me, or so I thought. As soon as the bell rang, the class emptied quicker than a keg at a college frat party, except Julie. She sat at her desk, her legs spread apart, her thigh high stockings, easily viewable; although the top of her desk prevented me from seeing her treasure. She then stood up and walked to my desk. I nervously watched her walk towards me. She looked at me and said, "Mrs. Walker, what is your Yahoo name?"
"Excuse me?" I asked.
"It is a simple question," she said with a tone that implied I was stupid. The same tone, I was sure, that many teachers had given her.
"It's private," I answered.
She smiled at me slightly as she said, again using a condescending tone, "I didn't ask for your opinion, I asked for you're Yahoo name."
I looked at her, stunned.
"Now, Mrs. Walker," she demanded.
I have no idea why, but I answered in a guarded whisper, "nylon_lover69."
"Are you serious?" she said with a smirk.
"Yes," I said, slightly embarrassed.
"This is going to be easier than I thought," she said, as she began to leave. "By the way, Mrs. Walker," her condescending tone back, "I expect you online tonight at 9 p.m."
I looked at her, bewildered, but said nothing as I watched my student leave. After she was gone, my pussy was on fire and I rubbed myself to an incredibly quick orgasm, right at my desk. As soon as my orgasm hit me, I immediately felt fine. I recovered my senses, and decided that I would ignore Julie's rather obnoxious command. I went from turned on to pissed off, in the matter of an orgasm. As soon as I started thinking clearly with my head and not my pussy, I was furious. How dare she challenge me like that?
Yet...
Five hours later, as I thought more about it, I realized she never forced me in any way and she sure as hell didn't make me masturbate after she left. As I considered this, I put my kids to bed and watched my husband leave to play his usual Friday late night hockey game. I looked at the clock...it was twenty to nine.
I'd like to think I went onto Yahoo to just check my e-mail and so forth, but as nine rolled around, I kept checking for requests for adds. At five after nine, I thought to myself, 'this is silly' and was about to log off. But I didn't. For the second time today, I was thinking with my hormones and not my mind. I waited and waited.
At ten after nine, as I was wavering for a second time to log off, when a new friend request popped up. The name was 'Teen Mistress', I obediently, and with an odd eagerness, added her at once.
I waited, desperately waiting for her to type something.
ANYTHING!!!
I had the anticipation of a teen girl waiting to be asked out.
Finally...
TeenMistress: Hi, teach.
Nylon_lover69: Hi Julie.
TeenMistress: How r u?
Nylon_lover69: Good, u?
TeenMistress: All right. Just getting ready to go out to a party.
Nylon_lover69: Ok.
TeenMistress: I just wanted to see if you would obey my command...and you did.
Nylon_lover69: No, I didn't.
TeenMistress: Why r u online?
Nylon_lover69: I am often online at night.
TeenMistress: If you say so, Mrs. Walker.
Nylon_lover69: Why did you write that?
TeenMistress: Write what?
Nylon_lover69: That you wanted me between your legs?
TeenMistress: Because I do.
Nylon_lover69: Seriously?
TeenMistress: I never lie. EVER.
Nylon_lover69: OK.
TeenMistress: So, be honest, did my answer turn u on?
Nylon_lover69: I can't answer that.
TeenMistress: Why not?
Nylon_lover69: I'm you're teacher.
TeenMistress: So?
Nylon_lover69: I have legal responsibilities.
TeenMistress: Ok, if u were not my teacher?
Nylon_lover69: I plead the 5th.
TeenMistress: I'll take that as a yes. Anyways, I got to go. See u on Monday my pet teacher.
Before I even had a chance to respond, she logged out. I sat back and attempted to process what had just occurred. I was flabbergasted; stunned; horny. I leaned back on my chair and masturbated myself to an orgasm as I fantasized about Julie dominating me. As soon as I came to another explosive orgasm, my senses returned again and I was ashamed. I had to find a way to control these desires, but I wasn't sure I could.
MONDAY After a routine weekend, Friday seemed a lifetime away, and I'd almost convinced myself that it had never happened. I continued to live in this state of denial throughout the day, until the last period of the day.
Perhaps I should also explain here that I have had relations with many women in my life. College was a very fun time and I had a couple of friends with whom I still played occasionally. I was quite submissive by nature, to both my husband and my female lovers. I had a hard time saying no to any command, However, I have always kept my personal life and my work life completely separate. With Julie, the temptation was there to combine the two.
I knew I was in trouble when she walked in my class dressed in a plaid skirt and knee high socks. The smile on her face spoke volumes. I had seen that smile before, on women who had used me as their personal plaything. My pussy began to get damp as my mind desperately tried to control the potentially dangerous situation.
She sat at the very front of class, as she had every day since the semester started, and continually stared at me as I attempted a lesson on lyrics as poetry. I played a few YouTube clips of music lyrics, followed by a rather productive conversation about how today's music speaks for the current youth generation. The whole time, I felt a pair of eyes watching my every move. Each time I glanced at Julie, I got the same response; the same smile that told me she had plans for me. My face was flushed, and when the bell rang I braced myself for the inevitable assault.
But much to my surprise, she got up and left class, without a word. As I sat down at my desk, I began to wonder what was going on. Was she simply playing mind games with me? As I got up to leave, I pondered which was greater: my relief or my disappointment?
That night, just before bed I logged on to my computer and saw two e-mails.
From: TeenMistress To: Jasmine Walker Read this
Read this story. http://www.literotica.com/s/student-tribbing-with-teacher Julie
I clicked on the link and read a sexually overpowering story about a student who dominated her teacher. I played with myself to an orgasm as I read about the complete submission of this teacher. I bookmarked it for future reading and clicked on the other e-mail.
From: TeenMistress To: Jasmine Walker My Pet Teacher
Consider the following questions... 1.Were you disappointed when I did not come onto you today? 2.Did you get wet when you first saw me? 3.Did you read the story I requested you to? 4.If you read the story I suggested, which I am assuming you did, did you cum thinking about the fantasy? 5.Are u wet reading this now?
If the answer is yes to these questions, then you must understand it is futile to resist me. You want me. You want to please me. You won't be complete until you do.
A simple task for tomorrow...wear stockings and not pantyhose.
Julie
I finished reading the second e-mail, my hand on my pussy, and rubbed myself to a second orgasm. I then logged out, cursed my weakness, and went and marked small assignments from one of my other classes, trying not to think about Julie.
TUESDAY I don't know why I obeyed. I always wear skirts or dresses to work. I usually wear pantyhose, although I own quite a few pairs of stockings, as my husband liked easy access to my pussy. I put on a black garter, the matching black stockings, a long black skirt, and a red blouse. The day flew by, as they always do, and soon it was the last class of the day.
Julie came dressed in a ridiculously short sundress that clearly displayed she was wearing thigh high stockings. Like yesterday, her eyes bore into me throughout the class, as I discussed what makes a poem. I read a few simplistic ones and finally had the class write their own poems. I walked around the room, trying to assist and keep them on task. When I finally got to Julie, she asked me to read her poem. I nervously took it and read her poem.
I ALWAYS get what I want And what I want is my own pet teacher A pretty pet to please me A sexy pet to please me Complete obedience A pet on all fours A pet ALWAYS willing to do more For her Master My pet teacher is ready to submit Even if she...hasn't accepted it yet...
I finished the last line and handed her back the paper. She smiled at me and asked, "Like the poem, Mrs. Walker?"
"It has a very clear message and tone," I answered, avoiding eye contact.
"Yes, that it does," she almost purred.
I walked away before anything else could happen. I helped a couple of other students, my even as my pussy juices tried to break through my thin panties. The bell rang, and this time Julie did not leave.
She waited until the whole class had dispersed. She walked up to me and said, "Mrs. Walker, that skirt is way too long for me to know that you obeyed my request." She was inches from me as she asked, "Did you?"
"Yes," I whispered.
"Why?" she asked.
"I don't know," I answered.
"I do," she said, knowingly, "You desperately want to be my pet teacher, don't you?"
"No," I said, unconvincingly.
"Really," she said, a tone of disbelief in her voice. Moving too fast for me to stop her, she lifted up my skirt and touched my extremely wet panties. Just as quickly, she removed her hand. "Why are your panties so wet, Mrs. Walker?"
I said nothing.
"I think," she teased, "they are wet from you thinking of being my pet teacher. Am I right?"
"No," I said, weakly.
"Really?" she asked. "You can honestly say you have not fantasized being between my legs, licking my young ripe pussy. Did you know I turned 18 just two weeks ago?"
I tried to keep control of the situation. I almost begged, "Please Julie, this has got to stop."
She shrugged and replied, "OK, whatever you say, Mrs. Walker." Abruptly, she then turned and walked out of my class.
I sat back on my chair, my pussy juices leaking out a bit. I again tried to figure out what the hell had just occurred.
I headed home, horny as hell. Before I realized what I was doing, I had grabbed my favourite vibrator and fucked myself silly. I was still cumming when I heard the kids get home.
Quickly composing myself, I switched to my role as the picture perfect mother I was. Soon supper was on the table, like it always was.
Tuesday is games night, so the four of us played wii for a couple hours. After reading the children their bedtime stories, I told my husband I had some school work needing attention and would be up for a couple of hours. He went up the bedroom to watch some TV. I went to my office and turned on my computer. As soon as I logged in, I noticed there were offline messages from Julie.
TeenMistress: U there, my pet teacher?
TeenMistress: No?
TeenMistress: U avoiding me my pet?
I looked at the time; the last one was twenty minutes ago. I hesitated, only briefly, before responding.
Nylon_lover69: Hi Julie.
As I waited for a response, hoping she was online but just invisible, I checked my e-mail. There was one from her. It had three pictures of older women on their knees pleasing younger girls. The message read: Don't you wish that was u???
A few minutes ticked by without any response. Just as I was about to log out, she finally responded.
TeenMistress: Sorry, my pet, was talking to another sub.
Nylon_lover69: Another sub???
TeenMistress: Yes, a girl at our school, that regularly eats from my cunt, who you teach in your advanced placement English class.
Nylon_lover69: It can't be.
I quickly tried to think who in my advanced class it could be. None of them seemed likely candidates. They are all hard working, seemingly innocent, sweet girls.
TeenMistress: Oh it can...and it does. Actually to be completely honest, she ate my pussy today after school. I was horny from u obeying my command and knowing I would have u soon. So I texted her and she quickly met me in the girls locker room.
Nylon_lover69: I can't believe it.
TeenMistress: Oh...believe it. Don't u wonder who it is? Why would I lie?
Nylon_lover69:I just can't fathom someone in my Advanced class being a lesbian.
TeenMistress: Oh, she is not. She likes cock too. But she is also a very good pussy eater.
My brain could not get my head wrapped around this new information.
TeenMistress: By the way, her average is above 90%. Anyways, I will tell her to wear no shoes in your class tomorrow. Of course, she, like all my sub sluts, will be wearing thigh high stockings.
I still didn't answer; I was frozen in a state of shock.
TeenMistress: U there. Answer me now.
Nylon_lover69: Yes.
TeenMistress: Tomorrow I expect a shorter skirt and thigh high stockings.
Nylon_lover69: But I can't dress like a slut at school.
TeenMistress: I didn't say u should. But I should be able to notice the tops of your stockins if u are at a certain angle. Plus I want easier access to my pet teacher. That skirt today was very inconvenient.
Nylon_lover69: Julie, this has to stop.
TeenMistress: What does?
Nylon_lover69: This.
TeenMistress: This what?
Nylon_lover69: This seduction of me. I am your teacher.
TeenMistress: Yes...my pet teacher.
TeenMistress: I will make this easy for u. I want u; I want u as my submissive teacher who ALWAYS obeys. U want it too...I know u do; but u will decide. If u are dressed as instructed, and no panties by the way, I will know u are ready to submit to me. If u r dressed in ur usual teacher attire I will know u are not interested. Now go fuck yourself with one of ur toys as u imagine submitting completely to me. NOW!!!
As soon as she sent the last message, she logged out, not giving me a chance to respond.
I sat there, still trying to process all that had just transpired. Who could possible be Julie's slave? Was I soon to join her?
My pussy was leaking juice, and I was desperate to cum, but I had no toy in reach, being in my office. I quickly went to the kitchen, grabbed a cucumber, and returned to my office. I instantly inserted the lengthy green vegetable inside my wet pussy. I pumped it in and out furiously, desperate to get off. The orgasm came quickly and shuddered through me like an earthquake; the trembles lasting long after the initial quake. After I recovered, I tossed the cucumber away and went to bed, determined that I would not submit...but...doubt lingered in my subconscious.
WEDNESDAY I was still determined to reject Julie's advances today, but I did obey her clothing request as I wore black thigh highs and a red skirt. It was not really short, but if I bent a certain way, one could see the top of my thigh high stockings.
My last class before lunch was my Advanced English class; I sat at my desk with trepidation as I looked obsessively down at the feet of my incoming students. Cassandra walked in wearing boots, while Mary and Tammy wore those hideous Uggs. Tamara, Candace and Erin came in wearing runners. Ashton was wearing a dress, but also heels. Now it was down to Karen, Beth and Heather.
My guess as to who would enter barefoot was Karen. She was an outgoing girl and oftentimes dressed rather sexy. I supposed it could also be Heather. Rumours ran rampant about her, though she seemed to me too outspoken to be the submissive type. No way would I guess Beth. Much too quiet, much too nerdy, always in pigtails. Trying to picture her and Julie together was almost laughable.



But just as I considered this, in came Beth, in a blue sundress and beige stockings. And... shoeless! I double and triple-checked, but it was Beth.
When I looked up at her, she quickly looked down as she sat down in her regular front row seat. Heather came in a few seconds later wearing cowboy boots and Karen quickly followed. She too was wearing boots. I sat at my desk and tried to make a connection between quiet, shy, reserved Beth and outspoken, trouble-making Julie. No matter how much I continued to try and make a connection, none came.
I taught my class, greatly distracted, as I kept looking down at Beth's stocking covered toes. Visions of her between my legs would not go away. When the bell rang, the class dispersed, including Beth. I went back to my desk, still stunned and horny.
Just as I was about to go for lunch, Julie came back in with Beth. Beth's head remained down as she followed Julie, who was dressed in a leopard skirt, with non-matching black stockings, a black t-shirt and, absurdly, running shoes. Julie asked me, "So did you guess Beth, Mrs. Walker?"
"No," I responded, honestly.
"Beth has been my personal sex toy for about two months now, haven't you Beth?"
"Yes," she responded in an almost inaudible whisper of shame.
Julie asked, her tone getting firmer, "Are you embarrassed because of me, my little pet?"
Beth looked up for the first time, with a clear look of fear on her face. She meekly replied, "No, no, no, it's just I didn't want Mrs. Walker to know."
"Oh," Julie said, surprisingly softly. She continued, "Beth, would you like to please Mrs. Walker?"
"Yes," she said, still not looking at me, her voice still barely audible.
"Mrs. Walker, would you like my pet here, to crawl under your desk and eat your pussy right here, right now?"
The question shocked me, my naked pussy damp and slightly leaking under my desk. I tried to sound confident and teacher-like as I said, "This is not the place."
But Julie interrupted, "That is not the question I asked. It is a rather simple yes or no answer, I don't need the commentary."
She paused, as my face went flush.
She spoke to me the way I might to a four year old, "So I will ask you again a very simple question and I want a very simple yes or no answer. Do you or don't you want pretty little Beth here, your straight A student, to crawl under your desk and eat your pussy? Your very wet pussy too, I am guessing."
The thought of both submitting to Julie, and of cute Beth pleasing me, overwhelmed any logical answer I should have given. I, just like Beth, meekly whispered, "Yes."
"I see," she said, "Well," she began, looking back at the open classroom door, "Beth, you better get under there quick."
Beth didn't hesitate a second as she moved around to my side and fell to her knees. Without even consciously doing it, I rolled my chair back a bit to allow Beth to be completely hiddenunder my wooden desk. I then rolled it forward again. I opened my legs as wide as possible and soon felt Beth's head between my legs. I gasped the second Beth's tongue touched my already desperate pussy.
Julie smiled a triumphant 'I knew it' smile as she said, "So Mrs. Walker, are you ready to be my pet?"
I gave another moan as Beth's tongue roamed up and down my pussy lips, teasing me. "I don't know," I said, weakly.
Julie said, "You know I should explain. I am not a dominant Mistress. I don't force girls to submit to me. I have a gift of being able to tell which women are in desperate need of my expertise."
"Your expertise?" I repeated mindlessly and moaned again.
"Yes, I take women who desperately need to be assisted in their search for sexual bliss and I get them there. Take our young Beth for instance. Her parents' extremely high expectations, have led her to have no real friends. It so stressed her that she became suicidal. While tutoring me one day of tutoring me so I could pass my Chemistry class, I knew she desperately needed my help. She is inherently submissive and with some guidance from me, found a perfect balance between her parent's expectations and her stress release."
I looked at Julie, stunned, as Beth's tongue began to concentrate on my swollen clit. Just then, Mrs. White, a good friend and colleague of mine, walked in the room. She asked, "What are you doing for lunch?"
I had to suppress a moan as I attempted to sound normal, "Oh, I have to stay for lunch and help Julie."
Mrs. White gave a peculiar look, before she said, "OK, well another time." She paused briefly, before she walked out.
As soon as she did, Julie said, "That was close. Do you think she knew you had a student under your desk munching on your snatch?"
My face, already red with a mixture of humiliation and pleasure, let out a louder than I meant to moan as I gasped, "God, I hope not."
Julie added, "Now cum for me, my pet teacher."
I closed my eyes and focused on Beth's tongue, a tongue so tender and gentle. Desperate to cum, I reached under the desk and pushed her face deeper into my ocean of juice. Beth, understanding my unspoken demand, changed her approach immediately. She began licking me faster. Then she slid a finger inside me. As soon as she did that, my orgasm began to build. In less than a minute of Beth's intense focus the combination of her clit-licking and finger-fucking caused an orgasm so intense that my juices flooded out, all over my young student's face. Not screaming as I usually do was incredibly difficult. Instead I let out a sound I could not even begin to describe.
It did make Julie laugh out loud as she chuckled, "My pet teacher, you are a screamer, I see."
"Yes," I panted softly.
Julie then looked back at the door and said, "Beth, come back to me, my sweet."
I instantly rolled back my chair and watched this cute, sweet, girl, her face glistening with my juice, crawl out from under my desk. The scene was so dirty, yet so hot, my just pleased pussy began to get excited again.
"Thank Mrs. Walker for lunch," Julie said to Beth, as casually as if I had actually taken her out for lunch.
Beth looked at me, my juice shining on her mouth and cheeks, and whispered, "Thank you, Mrs. Walker, for lunch. It was very delicious." She then gave me a smile I had never seen before from her, just slightly naughty, and added, much to my surprise, "I hope we can do lunch again."
Julie smiled and said, "Beth, how forward of you. You may go."
"Ok," she said, with a tone that seemed disappointed, and left without another word.
Julie watched Beth leave and said, "They grow up so fast, don't they?|
It seemed like a rhetorical question, so I did not respond.
Julie looked back at me and said, in an oddly cheery tone, "Well my pet teacher, see you in class." I watched her leave class as I sat in my chair, my legs still apart and my juices leaking down my leg. I sat there a minute to calm down and then composed myself and went to the bathroom to clean myself up.
Two hours later, I was trying to teach Julie's class again. I was paranoid through the whole period, afraid that Julie might do something during class. Luckily, she did not. When class ended, she waited till everyone had left. Still at her desk, she asked, "So my pet, are you ready to submit?"
Already knowing my desire to do just that, I tried to delay the inevitability of it. Hesitantly, I replied, "Julie, I am your teacher."
Gritting her teeth, she answered sarcastically and somewhat loudly, "I know that you're my teacher, I am here every day, for Christ's sake."More calmly, she went on," But the question is very simple. I don't want to force you, or blackmail you," she paused for a second, letting the words sink in, before she continued, "As I could, since you just allowed a student to eat your pussy in your classroom at lunch. But blackmail is not my style." Again she smiled, now standing up and walking to the door. She closed it and turned the lock. She then walked back over and explained, "But you must want to submit to me; you must need me to fulfill your longing to be controlled; you must submit willingly. That is how I want it and, if you think about it, how you want it too."
She was now at my desk, which thankfully, no one could see from the door's small window. She looked at me patiently, waiting for an affirmative answer she was clearly confident she was about to get.
I asked, nervously, "What does this submission entail?"
She gave just a small smile as she explained, "You will become my pet. You will dress as I tell you and you will obey every command of mine. Essentially, I own you, like I would a puppy dog." She then put her hand through my hair tenderly.
"But what about my husband, my kids and my job?" I asked worriedly.
"Oh, my pet," she said, as if the question was silly, "I would never do anything to harm your marriage or your job. I would just open you up sexually; make all your dark, dirty fantasies come true."
Hearing all the assurances she just gave me, my decision now came quickly and confidently. I looked into her eyes, sincerely committed, "Yes, I want to submit to you."
Julie smiled, leaned in, and kissed me gently. I kissed her back. Almost instantly all my stress washed away from me. When Julie broke the kiss, I was disappointed. She said, "On your knees, my pet."
I got off my chair and onto my knees.
"Good girl," she said, again like she was training a new puppy. "You will be a good pet, won't you?"
"Yes," I said, meaning it.
"Good girl," she said again, as she sat in my desk. She said, "Take off my shoes, my pet."
I obeyed, taking off her runners.
"Do you like my feet, my pet?" she asked.
"Yes, very much so," I said, her left foot in my hand.
"Lick my soles, my pet," she demanded softly.
I obeyed, licking her stocking feet, the taste an odd of mixture of sweat and nylon. It was not delicious, but also not disgusting. The simple submission had me wet and eager to please.
After about two minutes of this, Julie said, "Do you want to see my pussy?"
"Desperately," I responded.
"Desperately," she repeated, "That is an excellent answer, my pet." She patted me on the head; again like she would a puppy that had just done a trick. Julie commanded, "Beg to see my pussy, my pet."
I looked her straight in the eye and said, "Please, Julie, may I see your pussy?"
She kept her eyes on me, as she opened her legs and asked, "Do you like what you see?"
I looked down between her legs. I saw her invitingly ripe, shaven pussy; her hard clit saluting me, beckoning me. I answered, my pussy doing the talking, "Yes, it looks delicious."
"Good enough to eat?" she coyly asked.
"Oh, yes," I responded, still staring at the pussy just inches from me, my mouth watering with anticipation.
Much to my disappointment and shock, Julie stood up and said, "Good to know." She went to her desk, me still on my knees, and opened her purse. She wrote something down and then walked back over to me.
"My pet," she began, "This is not the place for you to officially submit to me. Here is my address." She handed me a pink piece of paper, and explained, "My Mom works till midnight, so I have the house to myself all night. I expect you there at seven sharp."
I looked at her a bit surprised by yet another turn of events. I said, tentatively, "I think I can be there. Just got to make sure my husband can watch the kids."
She pulled me up and whispered, "Make it happen, my pet. Tonight I will release you from your restrictive barriers."
"OK," I said, without even thinking.
She kissed me softly for only a couple of seconds. Then she simply turned and sauntered out. I stood there, paralyzed, before I could gather my things and start home.
At home, I made supper, helped my son with his homework, and dropped off my daughter at a birthday party. My husband had no problem with me going out, once I explained it was to help a friend who was going through a tough time. So at 6:40, I drove to Julie's house, still in the same outfit I had gone to work in.
I arrived a couple of minutes early. As I knocked on the door, I noticed her rather rough-looking neighbourhood. It wasn't the poorest in the city, but it sure was not the wealthiest either. I waited over a minute, long enough for me to have second and third doubts about this whole adventure. Finally Julie answered the door. She, too, was wearing the same outfit she had worn all day. She welcomed me in politely.
I was escorted to the living room area. And asked me to sit down. She then grabbed a clipboard and said, "I have a few questions for you to answer, so I can assist you in reaching pure sexual ecstasy. Please answer all questions honestly and remember there is no reason to be embarrassed in front of your Mistress. Understood, my pet?"
"Yes," I answered, now petrified of the questions she would ask.
"OK," she began, "Question One. What toys do you currently own?"
My face went flush as soon as I heard the question, but I answered, "I have one small butt plug, two vibrators, a vibrating egg, and a wi-vibe, which is my favourite toy."
"A decent selection," she said, approvingly. "I need to get a wi-vibe, I am told they are amazing."
"Oh yes," I said, explaining, "It pleases your clit and your g-spot. Plus, you can use it alone or while getting..."
"Getting what?" she asked, knowingly.
"Fucked," I said, embarrassed by saying the word to my 18 year old student.
"No reason to be embarrassed here, my pet," she said. "Ok, question two. How often do you masturbate?"
"Almost every day, sometimes twice," I answered.
"I see," she said as she wrote down my answer. "Question Three. How often do you and your husband have sex?"
I though about this a moment before I answered, "Well it depends. He is often gone for a week or two at a time, as he works in the oil fields. When he is home, we make love every couple of days, give or take."
"Hmmm," she said, in a curious tone that had me confused by her intent. "Question four. How often do you have sex with a woman?"
"I haven't had sex with a woman in years," I answered, my tone slightly regretful.
"Really?" she said with a mocked shock. "I assumed that. A better question is how many women have you been with in your life."
"Oh," I said, going even a darker shade of red, "Lots."
"Can you be more specific?" she probed.
"Well over 40," I said ashamedly, and then tried to lighten my answer by explanation, "College was a crazy time."
"You slut," she accused, mockingly. "Tell me the dirtiest thing you have ever done."
I paused as I reflected on that, before asking, "With a guy or girl?"
"You are a slut, aren't you?" she teased. "Guy first."
"Well my ex-fiancé desperately wanted a threesome, so I gave him one," I explained, pausing for dramatic effect "with his best friend. I ended up being DP'd for the first, and, so far, only time."
"Did you like it?" she queried.
"Yes," I answered, "the opportunity just has not presented itself."
"Well that can be arranged," she said, with a devious smirk on her face, "now how about your dirtiest thing with a girl?"
I sat there thinking for a while before saying, "Well today at lunch would have to be up there. But in college during sorority initiation, my final task was to please all six of the sorority leaders all night. I ate each of their pussies at least twice and was fucked in both my pussy and ass all night."
"Did you enjoy that?"
I paused, unsure how to answer, before honestly admitting, "It was the greatest sexual experience of my life."
"I see," she said, jotting down my words. She wrote for a while, before finally speaking, "You are even more complex than I thought." A long silence filled the room before she added with confidence, "You need me even more than I thought."
I finally gave in completely acknowledging she was right when I said, "Yes, yes I do."
This brought a genuine smile from Julie who said, "Just a few more questions. Well, this next one seems redundant, as you clearly have done anal and like it, correct?"
"Yes," I answered, not as ashamed as I should have been from such an admission.
"Do you like to be called names?"
"It doesn't bother me and when I am really horny it actually turns me on," I answered, before adding, "although, I have no idea why."
"Oh that is easy," she explained, "You have an extreme sub personality. Thus you don't feel worthy of the love and attention you get. Terms such as slut and whore justify that you are indeed just that and not worthy of the respect of other people."
I reflected on this quietly as she added, "But true sexual bliss is a give and take. It isn't really about names; it is about finding each person's sexual personality and enhancing it. I, for example, don't get off from being fucked. I get off from the pure and complete submission to me, freely given by beautiful women. I can't explain it, but it is who I am. Just as you can't explain why you are so wet right now and have juice dripping out your pussy and down your leg."
I looked down and indeed, a small, small stream of my juice was dribbling down my right leg.
"Last question," she announced amused, "What is your ultimate fantasy? What do you think about when you play with yourself?"
I paused for a long time, as Julie waited patiently for me to answer, until I said, "My fantasy isn't too far from what is actually happening right now, I suppose. I often think about being seduced by my female students. Of being blackmailed into becoming their submissive sex toy."
"Really," she said, overly dramatic, "any girls in particular?"
"Well, Ashton Kissenger, is my most constant fantasy Mistress," I answered, shamefully.
"The Reverend's daughter?" she asked, for the first time shocked by me.
I felt empowered being able to shock Julie as I added, "Yes, I imagine her dominating me and making me continually repent for my sins."
"Wow," Julie said, still surprised by my disturbing fantasy. "Well that was hot. Now take off your dress, my pet."
I stood up and with an attempt at sexy, slid my dress down my body.
Julie looked me up and down, admiring me. "Show me your breasts, my pet."
I unclasped my lace bra and allowed it to drop to the floor, my small, but still firm, 34B breasts, now free for her to see.
She looked at me. Her eyes lingered over my naked body for a long time. She did not speak. I felt more uncomfortable standing there naked than I did when Beth was between my legs in my classroom. Finally, the awkwardness of the situation was changed when Julie said, ever so gently, "Get on all fours, my pet."
I obeyed, instantly less self-conscious than while I was standing naked.
She complimented me in a delicious purr, "Good pet, you're such a good pet." She then slid off her skirt, sat at the end of her couch, opened her legs and added, "Crawl to me, my pet."
I instantly obeyed, slowly crawling on all fours to my 18-year-student. When I reached her legs, she said, "Ready to submit, my pet?"
"Yes," I instantly answered.
"As soon as you lick my pussy, I am your Mistress. You will obey every command I ever give you, understood?"
With only a slight moment of hesitation I answered, "Yes, I understand."
She asked, "Do you trust me?"
"Yes," I responded.
"Completely?"
"Yes."
"You understand I know exactly what you need to reach pure orgasmic bliss?"
"Yes."
"I plan to take you places you have never even imagined," she continued.
I looked up into her eyes, confused.
She smiled, "You fantasize about being taken by a group of boys, don't you?"
"Yes," I admitted, looking back down.
"Fantasize about sucking cock after cock?"
"Yes."
"Being a lesbian slave to me and all my friends?"
"Yes."
"Those and more will all come true, very, very soon, my pet," she announced to me.



"I can't wait," I said, my pussy leaking pussy juice.
"What do you want to do right now, my pet?" she asked, knowing the answer I was about to give.
"Eat your pussy," I answered, hypnotized by her shaved cunt.
"How bad?" she asked.
"I have never wanted to do anything more in my life," I answered.
"Well my pet, eat away," she offered.
I instantly buried my head between my student's legs. I had not eaten a pussy for a while, but it is not something you forget how to do. I was in no rush. I wanted to savour the moment. When I was in-between her legs, I was in charge. I chose when she came. I always loved that power, whether it was eating a pussy or sucking a cock; pleasure at the mercy of my mouth. I licked slowly, up and down her pink pussy lips. Her soft moans indicated she was enjoying my tender licks. I kept up this gentle teasing for a few minutes, before moving up and taking her swollen clit in my mouth. As I sucked on her clit, I used my tongue to put extra pressure on it. Her moans began to get louder as I concentrated on her clit. When I could tell she was getting close, I slid two fingers into her wet pussy. I began pumping her pussy with my fingers, never letting her clit out of my mouth. Soon her legs squeezed my head, at which time I hooked my two fingers inside her pussy until I found her g-spot and watched from extremely up close as I gave her a full-blown shake-and-bake orgasm.
I stayed in my obedient submissive position between her legs until she recovered from her orgasm. She then pulled me up and kissed me hard. When she broke the kiss she gave me a smile as she said, "Well, you are an incredibly good pussy pleaser, my pet."
"Thank you, Mistress," I responded declaring my complete submission.
She stood up and walked out of the room. I waited there on the couch wondering what I was supposed to do. I sat there impatiently, naked except my thigh high stockings, until she returned. I let out a small gasp as she came out wearing a massive strap-on cock. It was easily 8 inches long. In her hand was also what looked like a butt plug; a large butt plug. She walked over to me and said, "Bend over, my pet."
I instantly obeyed. She bent down, spread open my ass cheeks and licked my anal entrance. No one had ever done that to me before and I was amazed at how good it felt. I gave out a surprised moan of pleasure. She then slowly pushed the butt plug into my ass. She had clearly lubricated it before she came back into the room, as it slid rather easily into my ass. She purred "You have had some pretty big things in your ass before, I see, my pet."
"Yes, Mistress, my husband regularly fucks my ass," I responded, honestly.
"I see," she said as she positioned herself behind me, her plastic cock at the entrance of my gaping cunt. I, without even realizing I was doing it, leaned back and took the cock in my pussy. "You are an eager little pet slut, aren't you?" she asked.
"Mmmm," I moaned as all eight inches of the toy filled me. My ass now rested on Julie's legs; both toys filled me completely.
"Bounce back on me, my pet," she demanded, "Fuck yourself for your Mistress."
I quickly obeyed, each back thrust attempting to take the toy deeper than the stroke before. My moans quickly became screams as the double penetration filled me so completely I thought I might pass out. As I was getting closer to cummimg, Julie began spanking my ass. That immediately put me over the edge as, like a whore, I gave a scream that echoed throughout the room.
I quivered in continual orgasm as Julie pushed me onto my stomach, fucking me harder and faster. I screamed and begged her to stop, as my pussy lips suddenly became incredibly sensitive. But she didn't listen and only pounded me harder. The fucking had me going crazy with both pleasure and an odd tickle, if that makes any sense.
Soon I was moaning again and, for the first time ever, had two orgasms from fucking, the second one even more intense than the first. Sweat poured down my body as Julie lay on top of me, both toys still buried inside me. We remained in that position until my orgasm had completely faded. Julie then pulled her strap-on cock out of me.
"Did you like that, my pet teacher?" she asked, standing up.
I rolled onto my back and admitted, "I have never cum so hard in my life."
"Good," she said, "Now get over here and clean up your juices, my pet."
I struggled to get up, my legs still numb. After getting up my knees buckled a bit, and I almost fell face first into the cock.
This had Julie laughing so hard that the plastic cock bounced up and down, with my juice dripping from it. Finally, she calmed down and I took the plastic toy in my mouth. As I attempted to retrieve my juice from the cock I heard a door close.
I looked up and saw an older version of Julie in the doorway, dressed in a Hooters outfit, a smirk on her face. I looked at her speechless, unable to move, my hand holding her daughter's strap-on cock, a plug still in my ass. No one said a word for a long time, tension filling the room. Finally I said, "I m so sorry, Mrs. Wilkinson, I can explain."
"You can explain why you are naked, in my livingroom, holding onto my daughter's strap-on cock?" she asked curiously, as she took off her shoes and walked towards me. "Which, correct me if I am wrong, is coated with your cum?"
I let go of the cock, but Julie quickly scolded, "Did I give you permission to stop, my pet?"
I looked at her, surprised she would still be trying to control me in front of her mother, until her mother said, "So you got your teacher in less than a week, which is mighty impressive honey."
"Keep sucking, my pet," Julie demanded, as she continued to talk to her mother as if nothing out of the ordinary was currently happening. "Thanks Mom, she is going to be a great addition to our harem."
"I think you're right," her mother replied, "I will be in my room. Bring her in for her final training."
"Yes, Mistress," obeyed Julie.
I continued sucking the plastic cock, stunned to my core and wondering what her mother could possible mean by my final training....
But that is another story altogether.
THE END
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"Fucking oil spill," Victoria muttered, looking down from her office to the street below. "There must be 10,000 fucking protesters there. Sure, I gave the order. Sure, I fired the man who actually told me there was a problem. It's not like I expected the thing to blow and cause those deaths and this mess. Now to figure out how many more people I have to pay off."
Victoria was the CEO of Epic Oil and it was their oil spill in Florida that had caused this massive rally, aptly timed for today, Earth Day.
The oil spill had already cost the company billions of dollars and a variety of lawsuits were pending. But all those could be dealt with by bribery. All you needed was enough cash; as Victoria had learned early in life---everyone has a price.
Still engrossed in her thoughts, she did not hear the commotion coming from the reception area. She pondered all the work it had taken to get this position, this plush office on the top floor of this magnificent building. "Okay, lots of fucking too," she muttered again.
Her thoughts were immediately stopped by a sudden burst through her office door. Two strange women came rushing towards her and, before she could react, one of them sprayed her face with what she smelled as an odd-smelling perfume. "What the hell are you doing in my office?" she was able to blurt before gagging from the spray.
Feeling woozy, she tottered towards her desk. Though she heard one of the women order her to sit down, it was all she could do to manage it. Groggily, she watched as the two women, one a blonde, the other a redhead, quickly marched around the room. They appeared to be checking for security and exit locations. Many thoughts went through her mind as they did so.
Like why she had not resisted the woman's direct command. Sure, she had to sit because of the dizziness, but some sort of wanting to obey this woman, not just from fear or safety, but from the wish to obey, to submit. Normally, she would be in command, not some stranger invading her office. She had no fear, though.
She tried to tell herself it was not so much the woman's command that caused her to sit so quickly, but that sudden wooziness from the spray. What could that be? Trying to assess the situation, she eyed her intruders. The blonde looked to be in her early twenties, probably a college student; but her tone showed she was a strong-willed woman. The other, a short redhead, looked older, probably in her mid-twenties. For some reason, Victoria deemed this one to be the leader.
Victoria was an expert at crisis control and had to think quickly. She cursed herself not to have had the forethought to have considered a break-in. Actually she had, but had dismissed the possibility. Alarms would certainly be sounded long before any environmental terrorist group could reach her and Ashton in this, her personal top-floor office shrine. She wondered why no alarms. And what of Ashton, for that matter?
Glancing through the window into Ashton's separate reception area, she saw that another woman had over-powered her and was busy restraining her. Not wanting any harm to come to Ashton, or herself for that matter, she tried to remain calm.
Victoria took a deep breath to collect herself as the two women in her office, having finished surveying her office, sat before her. She tried to speak in a very business-like tone, as if in a business meeting, "Ladies, what can I do for you?"
The pretty redhead said with spite and controlled rage, "What can you do for us? How about treating our environment with respect?"
Victoria kept a poker face front, but inside she thought to herself, 'Oh great, environmentalist freaks. They are always the hardest to please. Many of them have morals and crap'. The words she spoke were the opposite of her thoughts as they were very politically correct. "I am so sorry about the Florida incident. We are doing our best to contain the damage and make sure nothing like this ever happens again."
"Right," the redhead sarcastically responded. She looked around the office before adding, sarcasm dripping with each word, "I see the oil spill has done a lot of damage to your life?"
Victoria knew she was in trouble. The oil spill and subsequent explosion probably damaged this girl's home. Still calm and cool, Victoria asked, "How can I help you, young ladies?"
The blonde said, in a disturbingly foreboding voice, "Oh, don't worry, you are going to help us. Before we're done with you, you're even going to be happy you did."
Victoria did not like that threatening tone. Nor did she like the implication that she would like whatever these freaks intended. She decided she would put a stop to this right now. She reached for her cell phone, but heard the redhead demand, "Put that phone down."
She instantly did so, not out of fear, but oddly, out of obedience. Victoria tried to come to grips with why she obeyed so quickly. The girls were far enough away for her to at least dial a number. She pondered this as the redhead called out, "Kerry, bring in her chubby secretary."
Ashton was indeed a chubby girl, though Victoria often thought she probably got enough dates with those huge tits she had, As Victoria watched Ashton brought in with her hands behind her back by a tall, thin, extremely pretty brunette, who looked to be nineteen or so.
Victoria knew the situation was quickly getting way too out of control, and for the first time in years, she felt a sense of vulnerability. Although nervous inside while also trying to fight off the drug she now concluded she had been given, she spoke with complete confidence, standing up to regain the power position, "Ladies, if this is about money, I am sure we can work this out. Right here, right now."
"Sit down," roared the redhead.
Victoria again instantly obeyed, although she was unsure why. She sat there speechless, pondering her next move, if, that is, she had the power or will to make a next move. The conversation between the redhead and Ashley took on grim proportions,
She listened as the redhead interrogated Ashton.
The redhead asked the secretary, "What is your name?"
"Ashton."
"Why do you work for this bitch?"
Victoria gave out a surprised gasp at being called a bitch, and watched as Ashton responded.
Ashton, tears running down her face, answered, "It pays really well."
The redhead asked, "Is the bitch good to work for?"
Ashton, looked at her boss before quickly looking away, and answered "She is tough to please."
"I bet," chuckled the redhead.
Victoria furious at the direction the conversation was taking, not to mention the betrayal of her secretary blurted, "Ashton, how dare you say that."
The redhead, fire and brimstone in her voice, turned to Victoria and exploded, "Shut up."
Victoria instantly quit speaking, her face a red flush of anger. Defiantly, she tried to speak again, but no words left her lips. She tried over and over again, but nothing. She was mystified as to why.
The redhead gave a devious smirk and said, "What, big boss bitch, cat got your tongue?"
All three of the girls burst out laughing as Victoria sat there, a frustrated, furious mute.
The redhead then asked Ashton, "So do you hate your boss?"
"No," Ashton answered, though somewhat unconvincingly.
The redhead smiled and said, "Be honest, Ashton. Believe me, your boss won't be your boss much longer, so please, answer all my questions honestly. So again, do you hate your boss?"
Ashton sighed and answered honestly, "With a passion."
Victoria glared at her secretary, who she was convinced she would be firing when this situation was resolved.
"I see," said the redhead, jubilantly. "Why do you hate her so much?"
Ashton, now with passion and a hateful spite in each word, answered, "She is cold, selfish and a bitch. She treats me like a servant and only cares about herself."
Victoria's rage desperately wanted to escape her lips, but no words would come. Desperate to show her anger, she slammed her fist on her desk, her eyes speaking daggers.
The redhead glared at Victoria and said, "Get on your knees, like a dog, bitch."
Victoria's glare shifted to the young redhead, but even as her mind resisted, her body dropped to the floor like a puppy. She could not explain why she obeyed such a command. Again, she wanted to speak, but couldn't.
The redhead smiled like a villain. "Crawl over to your secretary, bitch," she ordered casually.
Seemingly powerless to resist, Victoria's humiliation still burned inside her as she nevertheless immediately began to slowly crawl across her plush carpet floor to her plump secretary.
The redhead offered, "Do you want some revenge, Ashton?"
Ashton's face went from scared to devious as she answered slyly, "Hmmmm, yes. I'd like that very much."
The redhead leaned on Victoria's desk and said, "Mrs. Brace, you will obey every command that Ashton gives you. Do you understand?"
Victoria looked up from the floor and though still raging with anger inside, she nodded her head compliantly.
The redhead smiled, "You may talk now, bitch. But remember, there will be severe consequences to any disobedience."
Victoria's invisible muzzle disappeared. Still managing anger in her voice, she demanded "What have you done to me?"
The redhead smiled, walked over to Victoria, bent down and said, "Taken away your free will."
"Excuse me?" Victoria questioned, confused.
The redhead said, matter-of-factly, "You will obey every command from," and she paused before stressing, "anyone."
Victoria looked at her mystified as she stuttered, officially nervous, "W-w-why?"
"Are you kidding me?" the blonde interrupted. "Revenge, of course. Plus when today is over, we will have changed the world."
Victoria was still perplexed as she tried to process all of this.
The blonde continued, "Do you know the name Edna Parker?"
Victoria racked her brain trying to place the name with a face. No matter how much she tried, no remembrance came. Finally, she answered, "Sorry, no I don't."
The blonde's words spit out with deliberate disdain as she said, "I figured you wouldn't."
The redhead asked, "Did you know there is a 'I hate Victoria Brace' website?"
"No," Victoria said, unbelievingly.
"Oh yes," the blonde said, "It has hundreds of members. That is how we all met. On a chat at www.ihatevictoriabrace.com."
The redhead joked, "We are even thinking of getting t-shirts made."
Victoria stunned and frustrated said arrogantly, "Oh, who is on it? A bunch of environmentalists? Boo-fucking-hoo."
Kerry, the brunette, who had remained quiet throughout the ordeal so far, said, with a sense of sorrow, "It is just that lack of compassion that brought us here and made us go to these drastic measures." She went on to explain that, due to the firing of her father by this company, her family had lost everything. After asking for the name, Victoria realized that he was the one she had personally fired as a fall guy, someone fired randomly to try to appease the masses. Of course, he had no fault in the disaster. She also remembered having felt no remorse whatsoever. It had been merely a sound business decision.
Now the blond interrupted her thoughts with her story of hate towards Victoria. Not far into it, she remembered the name, Edna Parker. Indeed, she had tormented the meek girl for years, but Victoria had long forgotten about her. But that was way back in elementary and high school. She almost smiled about the devious ways she bullied the girl. E-mails, my-space, pushing her around in the hallways. She wondered if this daughter of hers knew about the time that she and her friends had grabbed her one day and pulled up her t-shirt and lowered her bra, showing all the boys her tits. She pondered this as she recalled the time they had also lured Edna into the girl's bathroom and had her service her and all her friends.
The blonde interrupted her reverie by walking up to her, bending down, and spitting in her face, "You...Killed...Her. With your constant bullying over years and years, she never had any self-worth, never any self-confidence. She was a basket case from the time she learned that you had become this big-time executive, while she was just a poor single woman trying to raise a girl, me. My mother's suicide is your responsibility and I can hardly wait for my turn for revenge."
The tidal wave of anger hit Victoria hard. "My friends and I may have been a little harsh to her, but that was years ago. How did I kill her?"
The blonde, now directly beside Victoria, her voice throwing venom, exploded, "YOUR WORDS, YOU FUCKING BITCH. YOU KILLED HER WITH YOUR WORDS."
At that moment, the blonde moved her hand to slap her, but the redhead, clearly the leader of this resentful group, said, "Elizabeth, don't. We need her looking pretty." She paused, the devious smile back, "At least, for now."
"Fine," the blonde, Elizabeth, said, obviously annoyed that she couldn't have the pleasure of exacting at least some revenge first.
Victoria breathed a sigh of relief, but it would not last for long.
The redhead explained, "So you are responsible for the firing of Kerry's father, the suicide of Elizabeth's mother and a trillion other things."
Victoria interrupted the redhead as she said, slightly pleading, no longer the strong confident woman she was when the ordeal started, "I can understand the anger at both, but I can't be solely to blame."
She was interrupted by the redhead who said, "Do not ever interrupt me again, bitch. We own you now."
Victoria's eyes went big, her fear beginning to really get the best of her. She had always been able to manoeuvre her way out of any awkward predicament, but here she felt helpless and vulnerable.
The redhead waited and when Victoria obeyed and did not speak she continued, "Now you have never done anything to my family. My mom and dad are happily married and blah, blah, blah. No, I just hate everything you stand for. You are a disgrace to women everywhere and your lack of compassion for people and the environment has to stop. So here we are."
There was a pause. Then the redhead continued, "I'm pretty sure my environmental stance is what caused this company to hire you instead of me, by the way, Victoria. Yes, I also was a candidate for CEO. And my plan on how to move this company forward was completely feasible, economically. You see, I presented a plan to expand the company's environmental department, making it more responsible rather than its main purpose to be paying off politicians and others, as they are doing now, as you are doing now. But, as I said, my vendetta is not so much against you, but the stupid board who overlooked a good plan. Of course, I have a plan to bring them down too."
"Yeah, yeah, yeah," the blonde, whose name Victoria now knew was Elizabeth, "that's all well and good, Shannon. But enough with words. I'm impatient for revenge."
Both Kerry and Ashton, whose feet Victoria was still crouched before, voiced their agreement with Elizabeth.
Victoria looked at her, desperate to say something, but remained mute.
"Okay, ladies. I'm sorry. I must admit I'm anxious for it too. I do so love to control and humiliate," Shannon concurred. "As agreed, Ashton gets first crack." The redhead then said, in a ridiculously polite voice, "Ashton, take off your shoes, please."
Ashton took off her shoes and stood still in her panty-hosed feet.
The redhead commanded, "Victoria, any time you see stocking-covered feet, your pussy will get horny, and you will ask them if you can suck their feet through the nylon."
Victoria looked at the redhead's absurd statement and began to laugh; at the same time, though her pussy began to tingle. She heard her voice ask, without her will, "Ashton, can I suck your toes, please?"
Ashton smiled as she realized the three girls were indeed serious and now for the first time ever she could get revenge on the boss that had been so miserable to her all these years. "You may, my cunt."
Victoria was stunned by her secretary's harsh words and even more so by the fact that her pussy got wetter as Ashton lifted her left foot up. Victoria could not believe how horny she was getting as she opened her mouth and took her secretary's toes into her mouth.
Ashton asked, "She will do anything?"
The redhead said, "Yes, the perfume spray has taken away her ability to say no. Any command given to her will be obeyed. For example, she will forever now, unless someone gives her a different command, get horny when seeing stocking covered feet."
"Amazing," Ashton moaned, as her boss sucked on her toes.
Victoria tried to focus on her predicament and the words being said around her, but her pussy was on fire.
Elizabeth asked impatiently, "Can we get on with this, Shannon?"
The redheaded Shannon smiled and said, "All in good time. I want to have some fun first."
Elizabeth sighed and said, "Can we at least announce the press conference?"
Shannon said, "That is a good idea. Ashton, if you do as you're told for us, we will not have to use the spray on you. We don't want to, but we will. Also, if you do as we ask, we will let you have the bitch here to be your personal slave."
Ashton submissively and eagerly responded, "I am at your command."
Shannon, like Victoria would usually do, said, "Please send out a press release that Victoria Brace will be downstairs at 2 p.m.to make a major announcement."
Victoria, her mouth still sucking her secretary's toes, froze. 'What announcement?' she thought to herself.
Ashton removed her foot from Victoria's mouth and Victoria was surprised when a wave of disappointment rippled through her body.
Shannon said, "Anyone horny?"
"Why?" asked both Kerry and Elizabeth in unison.
"Well we have a slave here who will do anything we ask," the sexy redhead said.
Both girls looked at her perplexed.
Shannon took off her jeans and panties, both the other girls and Victoria watched in
stunned silence, as the beautiful redhead opened her tanned legs, showing a perfectly trimmed pussy.
Shannon looked at each girl individually before making the command, "Victoria, crawl over here and eat my pussy."
Victoria, yet again, looked stunned, but began crawling like the obedient slave she now was.
As she crawled, Shannon gave a new command, "You will always be horny from now on; always on the brink of cumming. From now on, you will crave pussy. You can not get enough of it. Every time you make a girl cum, you cum. Actually," she paused, smiled deliciously and added, "you can only have an orgasm when you bring someone else to an orgasm."
Victoria was now between the girl's inviting legs. Her pussy tingled, against her will, as she looked at the young girl's pussy.
Shannon asked, "What are you waiting for? Get to work, slut."
Victoria, reluctantly, yet her pussy said otherwise, leaned forward and began licking the girl's pussy. Much to Victoria's surprise, the taste was not unpleasant, but rather appetizing. With each lick, her pussy got wetter herself, helpless against the young woman's sexual commands.
The redheaded moaned, "Keep licking, bitch. You will be doing this a lot from now on."
Victoria should have been appalled by such a statement and her current predicament, yet her pussy continued to think for her.
Shannon commanded, "Be honest, whore. Are you enjoying eating my cunt?"
The other two girls watched in awe as Victoria looked up, her face shiny with pussy juice. Victoria contemplated the question. She should have been disgusted. She was not. She should have been furious. She was no longer. She should have been humiliated? She wanted only to cum. All these mixed emotions confused her, as her desire to cum was all that was on her mind. She knew she would only be able to cum if she made the young woman cum. She said, her shame clear, "Yes, I am. I need to cum, sooooo bad."



Shannon pulled Victoria's face into her pussy and began to rub up and down on the powerful (though getting less so) CEO's face. Victoria tried to lick, but mostly tried to breathe, as her face was engulfed by the young girl's soaking wet pussy. After only a minute of this humiliation, Victoria felt the girl's legs tighten around her head. Suddenly Shannon gave a whoop of pleasure and an explosive amount of juice sprayed from her pussy. Simultaneously, an orgasm was triggered inside Victoria, a joy that she could not remember having ever felt before.
Shannon screamed an orgasm and as she let go of her captive's head, she announced, "Yeah, I'm kind of a gusher all right. And that was a good one."
Victoria collapsed on the floor, her own orgasm still pulsating through her.
Shannon said in a tone that was not a suggestion, "Elizabeth, your turn."
Elizabeth, horny from the show she had just observed, pulled down her skirt and thong, sat on the leather couch, and commanded, "Whore, get over here."
Victoria, at least for the moment no longer horny, was thinking clearly, and as her body involuntarily began crawling to the blonde, she begged, "Please, I will do anything."
Shannon chimed in, "Yes you will, slut. You can't even begin to imagine the anythings I have planned for you."
Victoria looked over at Shannon, as she reached Elizabeth, opened her mouth to speak, but felt her hair pulled and her face shoved into a hairy bush. Unlike Shannon's trimmed pussy, Elizabeth had a jungle of hair surrounding her pussy. Victoria`s pussy began to heat up again as she attempted to please the blonde. After minutes of licking and getting a few hairs stuck in her throat, she decided to focus on the girl`s clit, just like Victoria herself liked. She took the hard clit into her mouth and nibbled and sucked. This had the young blonde instantly moaning louder. When Victoria knew that girl was close, she slid a finger inside her excessively moist cunt. This triggered the young girl`s orgasm, thus triggering another one for Victoria. Victoria kept the clit in her mouth and was amazed at how she felt, as if someone had their mouth on her own clit. The orgasm had her shuddering in pleasure.
As soon as Victoria began to feel the orgasm subside, she heard her secretary, Ashton, demand with disdain, "Get over here, Mrs. Brace."
Victoria moved out from between the blonde's legs and turned to see her chubby secretary, now naked and wearing a large black strap-on cock. Victoria's eyes went big as she realized what was about to happen.
Victoria crawled over to her secretary and begged, "Please, Ashton, don't."
"Don't what?" the revenge-filled secretary queried.
"Please don't fuck me with that, that huge thing you're wearing."
Ashton laughed harshly as she said, "You have fucked me for years, Victoria. Now I'm just going to return the favour."
Victoria pleaded, one last time, "Ashton, I will make it up to you."
The naked secretary would not listen as she demanded, "Strip, cunt."
Victoria was briefly thankful to be off her aching knees, but humiliation burned in every pore of her body as she began to strip for three young girls and her secretary. She unbuttoned her blue blouse, revealing a silk white bra. She kept her head down as she unzipped her black skirt and let it fall to the ground, revealing that she was wearing a matching white garter, panties and black stockings.
Shannon said, "Wow, who knew a prude like you would dress like such a slut underneath her business attire."
Victoria said nothing, but reflected on how she always wore such things, for when she needed to use her body for her advantage. She had sucked and fucked many men through the years to get where she is today. In fact, that's the real reason the board had picked her over Shannon and others, if there had been others.
She then took off her stockings and stood in her bra and panties.
"Take it all off, Mrs. Brace," Ashton commanded.
Victoria reluctantly obeyed and took off her bra to reveal a firm pair of obviously fake breasts.
Shannon again taunted the rich CEO, "How much did those cost? Probably more than you paid Kerry's dad as a severance."
Victoria did not respond, but pulled down her panties to reveal a completely shaved pussy.
"Bend over your mahogany desk you love so much," the chubby secretary demanded.
Shannon, seeing what Ashton had in mind, decided to add to the humiliating show. So she commanded, "Kerry, get naked and get on the desk."
"No, thanks," she said, "I am not a lesbian."
"Neither am I," Shannon responded, "but this is your chance to humiliate her. Shannon paused a moment before adding, "Like she did so many times to your mother."
Kerry, now seeing the reasoning behind this, pictured the part she could play. So she quickly took off her jeans and panties and hiked herself up onto the desk. The mild-mannered young girl opened her legs and asked of Victoria, "How does it feel to be on the other end?"
Victoria looked at the young girl and responded, honestly, "I'm sorry. You're right, I was a bitch."
Kerry gave her a sad smile and said, "Yes you were a bitch. And still are, I'm afraid. But after today, you never will be. From now on, you will do only good for people."
Shannon then impatiently demanded, "Now do some good, bitch, and eat Kerry's pussy."
Victoria obeyed and leaned into her third pussy within half an hour. After a minute or two of focused licking, her pussy was already getting wet with pleasure. Now she felt the plastic toy at her pussy opening. Without any further warning, she felt the thick, long, cock, slammed in completely. The intense pleasure instantly made her knees give out. Soon each thrust was pushing her hard into her desk and into the young girl's heavenly pussy. Ashton's relentless fucking was accompanied by verbal abuse as well. "Take this, you bitch....slut...cunt...etc." All of which contributed to Victoria nearing orgasm, but because of the mind-control, she knew she would not cum until she made the girl cum.
So she desperately tried to make the brunette cum faster by sliding two fingers inside the girl's pussy. And indeed, she had the girl moaning louder and getting her so close, when suddenly the cock left Victoria's pussy. Victoria's heart and near orgasm dropped at the unexpected withdrawal.
Victoria's body was so disappointed that, without even being aware, began backing her ass up, searching and hoping for the cock's re-entry. She felt it again hit her ass and was relieved, but only briefly. The relief changed to fear as she felt her ass cheeks pulled apart. Victoria stopped licking the brunette's pussy and begged, "Oh my God, Ashton. Please don't. Not that."
"Don't what?" Ashton asked innocently.
"Please don't fuck my ass," Victoria pleaded. "I have never allowed a cock there."
Ashton, thinking quickly and delighted with this news, then added a new command to Victoria's growing list of sexual rules, "From now on, you will crave cocks in your ass, fake or otherwise. You will love a cock in your ass. In fact, you will cum twice as hard when you have a big hard cock fucking you in the ass."
Victoria could feel the change in her head as her will shifted from never having a cock in her ass, to craving having one fill it instead. Her frustration was clear as she tried to resist the mind control that was dominating her.
"Beg me to fuck your ass," the now powerful secretary screamed her demand. Ashton actually sounded delirious with this new power she had over Victoria.
"Beg me to fuck your ass, and don't make me say it again."
Victoria enraged, but helpless, and horny, begged, in a voice she could not believe was her own, "Please, fuck my ass, I need to cum so bad."
Pleased, Ashton, without any lubrication but Victoria's juices, pushed the long hard cock into Victoria's ass. Victoria whimpered in pain as her virgin ass was slowly penetrated. Her ass attempted to resist the violation, though her controlled mind told her it would cause such a wonderful orgasmic pleasure. Ashton kept pushing forward relentlessly.
Suddenly, in the midst of her pain and possible impending pleasure, Victoria heard Kerry, still horny as hell, demand, "Get back to my pussy, bitch."
Victoria immediately obeyed that order, burying her face back between the young girl's legs.
Victoria tried to focus on making Kerry cum, as then she would too, somehow rationalizing that maybe the intense pain that currently burned in her ass would go away as she experienced an orgasm.
Ashton, now having shoved the strap-on dildo half way into her boss's ass, began to slowly pump in and out. Victoria began to get used to the cock in her ass as she remained determined to make the young girl cum with her clit stimulation and finger-fucking, which she now decided to intensify.
Kerry's moans got louder, so Victoria tried to get the two fingers to search for the girl's g-spot. Kerry's moans picked up even more as she got closer to an orgasm, while Ashton began pumping faster into her new slave's ass.
Victoria was desperate to cum, the ass-fucking beginning to feel good. Finally, she found Kerry's g-spot, bringing the pretty girl to an astounding orgasm. Much to Victoria's relief, she too was allowed to cum and began shaking as Ashton began thrusting even deeper into Victoria's ass. Victoria screamed, "Oh my God, fuck me harder."
Ashton grabbed Victoria by the waist and pulled her back with such force that they both lost their balance. They fell to the floor as one, Ashton on her plump ass, and Victoria onto the toy still partially embedded in her butt. Victoria screamed in joy and pain as all 7 inches of the toy buried into her ass. Even as Victoria had an initial rush of pleasure, Ashton demanded, "Ride the cock, whore."
Not really needing Ashton's command at that point, Victoria shook in orgasm mode She slammed her ass furiously up and down on the cock. The orgasm had become so continual and intense that Ashton's demand, "Cum again, whore," almost caused her to pass out.
She collapsed forward, the toy sliding out of her ass.
Shannon looked at the clock and said, "Shit, her press conference is in five minutes."
Quickly the girls got dressed and, after allowing Victoria to regain her breath, Shannon commanded, "Get dressed, Mrs. Brace, you have a prepared speech to give."
Victoria struggled to get up, so exhausted was she from her multiple orgasms. She slowly
got dressed, disoriented from the whole ordeal. Finally she was dressed, but her hair and make-up was a mess.
Shannon chuckled as she said, "You look like you just got royally fucked, Victoria. Go fix your hair and make-up."
Victoria obeyed and pondered how she could break this spell. She looked in the mirror. She did indeed look like she had just been fucked. She cleaned herself up and, when she finally looked like her normal, confident, professional self, she returned to the room where only an hour and a half ago everything had changed.
Kerry handed her some cue cards and explained, "You will go downstairs, read this prepared speech, and then immediately return to this office."
Victoria took the cards and skimmed them. As expected, she was going to announce her company's indiscretions and promise billions of dollars to a variety of groups. She asked, "My board will never allow this to happen."
Shannon smiled, pulled out the spray and said, "Oh, that will not be a problem."
Victoria, officially defeated, began to leave.
Shannon added, "You are not allowed to tell anyone of this spray or of anything that happened today, understood?"
"Yes," Victoria said.
"Good, now go give that speech. So you can get back up here and have one last taste of my pussy."
Without her wiling itl, Victoria's pussy began tingling yet again. She sighed and said, "I will be up as soon as I can, Mistress." The words were out of her mouth, before she even realized what she had said.
Shannon was delighted as she said, "Mistress, I like that. Now get down there, you are already late."
Victoria went to the elevator and slowly made her descent to the lobby. She exited the elevator and went to the microphone. She then made the most shocking announcement in the business world, on this...Earth Day 2011.
6 WEEKS LATER
The headlines in the paper were fascinating reading. Epic Oil had a new CEO, a 26 year named Shannon Wallace. She was the youngest CEO in American history and had promised, in her opening speech, to completely change her company's image. They intended to become an environmentally friendly company from now on. In addition, they would reimburse all people remotely harmed by the company in the past.
Elizabeth read this news with fervour, pleased and excited for her successful friend. Of course, her fervour also had something to do with the fact that Kerry, her new submissive girlfriend, was now busy munching away on her pussy. "What a life," she thought as she lay there in her king-sized bed. Just as Kerry brought her to an orgasm, maid Victoria, dressed in a demeaning maid outfit, walked in with breakfast. Elizabeth sighed, "Thank you, slut."
"You're welcome, Mistress Elizabeth," Victoria obediently replied and then kneeled on the floor in her usual submissive position.
Kerry crawled out from under the covers and sat beside her sweet blonde girlfriend. She smiled and said, "Slut, you may come and have your breakfast now too."
Victoria eagerly crawled onto the bed and under the covers. She moved between her Mistress's legs and began her usual routine. This was always her first orgasm of the day, the first of many. Her pussy got wetter as she got the brunette closer and closer to orgasm. As she continued to lick, she wondered what her Mistresses had in store for her today.
Since Victoria's resignation from Epic Oil, her two Mistresses kept her very busy. She had gone to a college, where she had been used by a whole sorority. She had gone to an exclusive lesbian club, where she had been used as a sex-toy. She had gone to a homeless shelter and offered her services to a variety of women; and she had gone to an old folk's home, where she had eaten many elderly pussies that had long been dormant.
Victoria's pussy tingled as she fantasized about the possibilities of such further adventures, and the many orgasms that were sure to accompany them. As she brought Kerry to a good morning orgasm, her own orgasm warmed her body with pleasure. She then crawled from under the covers and returned to her floor position.
Elizabeth said, "Slut, your outfit for today is on your bed. Go get dressed; apparently, Ashton has quite the day ahead planned for you."
"Yes, Mistress," Victoria answered, as she always did, and walked out to her room. When she entered her room she saw a high school uniform and a dog collar on her bed. A tingle went up her spine as she wondered what sick, dirty game Mistress Ashton had in store for her this time. Last time Ashton took her to a toy party and demonstrated every toy in and on her.
Victoria began to change as instructed and eagerly looked forward to whatever devious adventure Mistress Ashton had in mind.
THE END
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Lesbian MILF Seductress: Neighbor
My name is Bree. I'm in my first year of college; I'm a Lesbian MILF Seductress. I've been one for a bit less than a year now. I don't know what it is about me, but girls and women will do almost anything for the privilege of eating from my sweet nectar. At first it was just classmates in my high school (and a clothing saleslady and a first-year teacher) who were desperate for a taste, but I soon realized I had that effect on many women of all ages. Now I still seduce girls my own age, especially girls I suspect are virgins, or bitches who need to be put in their place, but for the most part I focus on MILFs.
Over the next few years, when time allows, I'll share with you some of my many seductions. There's nothing better than turning a sweet, cute, innocent, MILF into an eager, submissive, pussy pleaser. Having a MILF on her knees begging for just one taste is the ultimate turn on. Just the thought of such submission gets my tight, shaved, ripe pussy raring to go. Of course after I've corrupted her, stained her forever, I get bored and move on to another future dyke. I know it sounds heartless and I suppose it is, but I can't help it. As Popeye says, "I yam what I yam," or whatever the fuck he says.
After discussing my initial MILF target with my mother (yes, really!), for my first MILF seduction I decided to start with my neighbour, because although she wasn't my first seduction (although 'seduction' may be a bit inaccurate... far more like blitzing the quarterback than like a sweet come-hither), she was my first MILF and my best friend's mom. I began writing the story myself, but then I decided fuck it, let's have the slut herself tell the story. So I called her over to my house and had her lick me to an orgasm as I told her I planned on posting her story online for the world to read. She gave me her usual weak-willed protest, but I slid a toy in her cunt and told her she couldn't cum until she'd finished writing it. She was shocked that I was making her write it herself, and even more surprised when I instructed her to go to my computer and write it this instant.
She reluctantly obeyed when I threatened her with a butt plug in the ass while she wrote. I have to admit I think she did a pretty damn good job. I should also note the ending includes a plot twist that even I didn`t expect until it happened.
Without further ado...my MILF slut will tell you her story...
BECOMING A PLAYTHING, By Bree`s lesbian plaything Nadine
My nineteen-year-old Mistress has demanded I write the story of my fall a year ago from perfect suburban wife to submissive whore. Although it was humiliating, the truth is, in retrospect I wouldn`t change a thing...
My life changed forever in the blink of an eye, on May 23rd of last year. That was the day I unknowingly began my descent to becoming a sex slave to my eighteen-year-old next-door neighbour. My name is Nadine Winston and I'm forty-two years old. I'm a librarian at the local high school, a member of the PTA, and the president of the writer's guild in our town.
I have a daughter Katherine in college now, although she was in grade twelve when this all occurred and a husband (Dave) who is the best lawyer in town.
I'm a natural blonde, with blue eyes, long legs and small but firm breasts. I work out three days a week and always dress fashionably.
We were having our annual summer-is-near barbeque with our neighbours when everything in my life changed. I was in the kitchen finishing the salad when Bree, my neighbour and best friend's daughter, came into the house. She was dressed in an incredibly revealing two-piece bathing suit that left very little to the imagination. She grabbed a glass of water and came and sat down. I was staring at her slutty outfit when she asked me, "Mrs. Winston, are you a dyke?"
Not only did the out-of-the-blueness of her question shock me, but also its bluntness. I sputtered, "Excuse me?"
"Are you a dyke? A rug-muncher? Do you like to eat pussy?" she asked matter-of-factly.
"I understand the question," I prevaricated, "But how could you ask me that?"
"You've been checking out my tits all day today."
"That's not true at all," I stated adamantly. "I'm just shocked at what your mother lets you wear."
"Oh really?" she smiled deviously. "So you haven't wondered what it would be like to suck on my nice... juicy... young... round... tits?" She stood up and posed with her chest out to flaunt them right in front of me.
"Bree, you need to stop talking like that immediately!"
She ignored my command. "Never considered being on your knees begging to please me?"
I tried again, with sharp emphasis in my voice and a pointed finger, "Now stop your trashy talk, young lady!"
She was undeterred. In fact she moved closer to me, "Never thought about being my personal fuck toy? My personal slut?"
I tried to speak, but this time no words came out.
She moved even closer, "Never fantasized about tasting my sweet nectar?"
"Bree, that is enough!" I demanded.
"Oh no Mrs. Winston, I'm just getting started." She then grabbed my ass, squeezing my butt cheeks firmly. I tried to move away, but her grip was too strong. She whispered into my ear, "Mrs. Winston, you have a nice firm ass. I can't wait to fuck it with my strap-on cock." She then raised the front of my skirt and slid a finger into my pussy before I had a chance to resist. "Fuck, Mrs. Winston, you're kinda wet. You're a little lezzie, just like your daughter." She fingered me for a few more seconds, pulled her finger out and made a show of sucking my juices from her finger. She smiled and said seductively, "Not bad for an old cunt." And with that, she calmly and unhurriedly strolled back outside.
Stunned, I plopped myself down in the nearest chair. Had that scene just occurred, or was I dreaming? Or fantasizing? No, it was real all right. My still wet and quivering pussy was proof enough of that. Now I should note that Bree is a very attractive girl. She is pretty, sarcastic and outgoing. This mixture of traits created a certain aura about her that I could never quite understand. Although I wasn't a lesbian and had never even remotely considered experimenting, there was something oddly intriguing about this girl.
Finally my daughter entered the kitchen and broke my reverie. "Do you need some help, Mom? Jeez, you look exhausted." I flailed for some decisiveness and handed her some of the finished garnishes to carry outside. She seemed satisfied and left. I sat stunned for a few minutes, until my daughter returned and asked if I needed any more help. This brought me back to my senses and I rushed to get the rest of the garnishes ready. I looked at my daughter, wondering about Bree's last words. Could they be true? Was my daughter a lesbian? No way, I answered myself. She was dating Zack, a big linebacker on the school's football team and a handsome young man. I banished the crazy thoughts from my mind and headed out to the backyard with the rest of the condiments for the burgers.
As we ate I tried to avoid any eye contact with Bree, but whenever I did look her way she was smiling at me with a mischievous smirk on her face. When everyone had finished their supper, Dave asked about dessert and I said I'd go and get it, like a good housewife. Bree offered to assist and even though I told her I could do it by myself, she followed me into the house.
Once we were back in the kitchen, things got even more out of hand. Bree once again grabbed my ass as soon as we were out of view and continued the degradation. She said, "Mrs. Winston, you're one hot MILF. The guys at school talk about fucking you even more than they do Katherine." The thought of young men wanting to fuck me gave me an initial ego-burst. However the thought of them fucking my daughter, I found extremely disturbing and uncomfortable.
I pushed her hand away and insisted, "Bree, that's quite enough. How can you treat another woman like a piece of meat? That's what men do."
Bree laughed disdainfully. Somehow she had me backed up against the counter again, my hands pressed against it to brace myself. She took the opportunity as she must have seen it presented and grabbed my right breast harshly. "Oh Mrs. Winston, don't you understand? All women are either dominant or submissive, and you're submissive. You like being treated like a piece of meat. Even now, I can feel your nipple hardening."
"I am not submissive." I attempted once again to state my case insistently, even as I remained planted in place. But I realized she was right about my nipple. It was begging for further mistreatment.
Laughing harshly again Bree continued, "Yes you are; you don't even know it, but you are. You'll be my slut soon. You'll be begging to please me."
I was the one to laugh this time, an attempt at a disdainful one. It was pitiful.
She laughed back in convincing disdain. With a suddenness that seemed to be her nature, Bree grabbed a small carrot from the table. Before I had time to react, she slipped it under my skirt. I began to reach for her wrist, but she commanded through gritted teeth, "Don't you dare move, bitch!"
She'd said it with such conviction that it startled me into stunned motionlessness. Bree must have taken this obedience as compliance and casually slid the carrot up my vagina. I moaned in bewilderment as she pumped it in and out vigorously. I couldn't deny the pleasure with which my vagina accepted the raw vegetable. Just as suddenly as she'd begun fucking me, she removed it and replaced it with a finger. As she finger-fucked me, she asked menacingly, "Why are you so wet, Mrs. Winston? Despite what you say, you seem to be enjoying this immensely."
I squirmed in a half-attempt to escape her entrapment, but Bree increased her hold first by grabbing, then by pinching my breast. "Mrs. Winston, why are you allowing your eighteen-year-old neighbour to finger-fuck you?"
With all the force I could muster, I finally swiveled my hips forcefully enough to break away. "Leave now," I pleaded.
Bree shrugged and popped the pussy-marinated carrot into her mouth, her twinkling eyes meeting mine. In an instant she'd left, appearing to head for the washroom upstairs. Having just been so near to an orgasm, I collapsed into the nearest chair and tried to compose myself. Even with Katherine entering and complaining about the length of time I'd had taken, all I could do was point at the fridge in a feeble attempt to get her to pick up the desserts and leave. With a quizzical though thoughtful look, she just accepted my implied request, carrying the desserts outside. Absentmindedly, I followed.
When Bree came outside, she casually sat next to my daughter, laughing in conversation as if nothing unusual had just happened in my kitchen. My kitchen, I emphasized to myself in thought. Bree's aggressive behavior with me now appeared even more surreal, if that was possible.
After dessert, the guys went next door to watch a ball game on a sixty-inch big screen as Carrie, who is Bree's mom, and I began to clean up. Bree just stared at me smugly, never breaking eye contact; but I did, frequently.
During the next half hour I somehow managed to socialize with Carrie, though the image of her almost totally look-alike daughter was ever-present in my mind. Eventually I left Carrie outside to tidy up as I carried some more plates into the kitchen. Bree was waiting for me behind the counter. Cheerfully, she greeted me, "Hello again, Mrs. Winston. Ready to submit to me yet? I bet you'd love for me to finish what we started. Would you like another carrot? Or my finger this time? Or perhaps more than one finger fucking your horny cunt right here on the counter?"
I considered the submission aspect first. Hadn't I already done that? She had carrot-fucked me and finger-fucked me, both times close to orgasm. What on earth can she be thinking of that would be more of a submission than that? I shivered, not wanting to consider it further.
Almost ready to resign myself to defeat, I had a sudden thought that perhaps Bree had another motive, so I sighed and suggested, "Bree look, maybe we can work something out. What do you want from me? Money?"
She laughed sarcastically. "Nadine," she whispered almost sympathetically. I noticed not only the change in tone, but also the familiarity of her calling me by my given name. "My parents make way more money than you and Dave do. I don't need your money. I want you between my legs. I want your submission, your never-ending affection for me, your very being."
Her superlatives stirred anger in me, "That will never happen," I snapped confidently.
Bree's smile never left her face, "Nadine, you don't have a choice. You think you do, but you don't. "
"I'll tell your mother," I responded defiantly.
She laughed, "What are you going to tell her, that you let her daughter fuck you with a carrot?"
I was about to respond with even more conviction when she continued, "Or that you're a little whore who eagerly wants to pleasure your neighbour's daughter?"
"Stop it right now," I said firmly.
Her anger reappeared with the same suddenness as earlier, "Shut it, bitch. You will be mine. I promise that you will eat my pussy and beg me to fuck your MILF ass. You will be my personal plaything." She paused, letting out an exaggerated moan as she demanded, "Now get over here and replace your daughter between my legs."
Her obnoxious and absurd declarations startled me. I walked around the counter and was stunned to see my beautiful, innocent (or so I thought) daughter eating her best friend's pussy. The absolute boldness of such an occurrence happening right here in my kitchen was flabbergasting! Was there no limit to the risks she would take? No limit to her boldness? No limit to her exercise of power? I shivered again.
As I tried to process this shocking sexual ordeal, her mother Carrie walked in. Bree immediately had Katherine stand up with her behind the counter, appearing casual except for my daughter`s mouth glistening with wetness. Carrie appeared oblivious to my tension, carrying on with the clean-up.
The next few minutes were a blur as Bree and Katherine left and I chitchatted with Carrie. The night came to an unceremonious end when Dave came home drunk and passed out in our bed. Katherine called, saying she was staying over at Bree's. I lay in bed pondering what had happened, wondering why I had allowed Bree to do what she did to me. As I thought about the evening my hand seemed to move, against my will, to my vagina. I ended up masturbating myself to sleep, images of Bree`s aggressive attack on me refusing to leave.
*****************************
DAY TWO: MONDAY
When I awoke the next morning, images of the previous day had me performing my get-ready-for-work procedures in a dreamlike state. Thankfully once I got to work, my responsibilities took charge, and I navigated my day normally. I arrived home refreshed; in fact I felt ready to perform as any housewife whose husband would be arriving home an hour later. That quickly changed when I went upstairs to check on Katherine.
As I approached her bedroom door, I heard a clear moaning sound. Instead of knocking as usual, I found myself intrigued, so I silently eavesdropped. The moans became distinct words now, Bree's words. "Yes Katherine, make me cum. Eat my pussy!" My impulse was to barge in and stop this ridiculous conduct, but I resisted doing that and listened. Bree moaned loudly, "Yes my little slut, finger my cunt, make me cum, baby." Bree's moaning got louder until she finally screamed, "I'm coming, whore!"
Shocked at the sounds coming from my daughter's bedroom, I was even more shocked when I realized that I'd been masturbating myself to near orgasm while listening to them. If not for hearing footsteps now approaching the other side of the door, I certainly would have brought myself to a rousing finish. Panic overcame me instead, and I rushed downstairs. I was feigning the beginnings of supper as Bree and Katherine joined me, holding hands.
I was almost getting used to Bree providing shock value when she bluntly blurted out, "Your daughter sure can eat pussy, Mrs. Winston. I just came so hard all over her pretty little face. If I'd brought my strap-on, I would have found it very difficult to resist having her using it on me."
Trying to get control of the situation in some way, I retorted, "Bree and Katherine, this has got to stop."
Bree chuckled and said, "OK, if that's what Katherine wants, I'll no longer allow her to eat my pussy or to take my strap-on cocks in her pussy and ass. Is that what you want, dyke?"
Katherine's face went as red as an apple and her head dropped. She shook her head in the negative.
Bree, her voice raised, "Use words, slut. Should we stop doing what we're doing?"
I let out a gasp at hearing my daughter being called a slut.
"No," my daughter responded.
"No what?" Bree toyed.
"No I don't want to stop pleasing you," she barely got out, never looking up.
"Katherine," I began.
"Shut up!" Bree roared at me, and then said, "Slut, tell your mother what you just did to me."
"I-I-I ate your pussy," she stuttered.
"Was it good?"
"Yes," she barely got out.
"Who was the first person to fuck your tight pussy?"
"You were," she responded.
I wanted to stop this dialogue, but I was speechless.
"Who was the first one to fuck your ass?"
"You were," she said, tears running down her cheeks.
Bree then looked at me and said, "Your daughter and I are going to a movie together and then she's going to stay over at my house again tonight. I want to fuck her pussy and probably her ass, too. I'm hoping to make her feel like she's been gangbanged. Actually, I think I should set up an actual gangbang for your daughter, and soon." She paused for a second, moved towards me and said, "Unless you're ready to submit to me." I looked at her speechless and frozen. When I could find no answer, she grabbed my daughter's hand and walked her out of my house.



Only a few seconds later, Bree walked back in and came over to me. I trembled with fear and anticipation. She explained, "I left you a little something on your daughter's bed. Well, two things, if you include my delicious pussy juice. I expect you to keep it warm for me inside yourself until I come to retrieve it. If you disobey, someone will be punished."
"Bree, I..."
"No talking," Bree ordered, "You will be mine. You will be between my legs, lapping my shaved cunt; you will crawl on your knees and beg for me to fuck you with my strap-on cock. You will be my sex slave. You can't resist me. Your body gives you away. We can do it the easy way or the hard way, it's your choice." Again with her knack for sudden surprises, she took me in a passionate lip-locking, tongue-weaving kiss that had me reeling in emptiness when it was broken. She then simply turned and walked out.
I waited a couple minutes to be sure she was gone. Too curious to hesitate further, I entered my daughter's bedroom. There, upon her bed, was a plastic sphere. For a moment I considered its purpose. Surely something like that could have no sexual one. Surely it wasn't meant for a vagina, and mine at that? As I pondered, I heard the front door slamming shut. My husband was home. Not just home, as it turned out, but home joyous.
It took only enough time for him to explain his joy, which was his victory in some law case, before he was coming in my vagina. His celebration was a quickie with his wife. Typically, his was the only orgasm.
The rest of the night was uneventful as I worried about my daughter but had no idea what do to about it. Should I tell my husband? How would he react? Should I walk next door and talk to Carrie? What would she say? How could I even explain what her daughter was doing to me and my daughter?
For the second night in a row, I masturbated myself before going to bed. Embarrassment and feelings of shame swept through me five minutes after I came. I had to stop all of this before it got even further out of hand... but how?
*****************************
DAY 3: TUESDAY
I woke up the next morning and for a few moments I really believed it was all just a dream. But the strange ball in my underwear drawer reminded me it was indeed not a dream. I got ready for work, dreading to see my daughter or Bree there. I'm the librarian at the high school, and although I seldom saw either of them during my working day, I was certainly worried about it now.
I put the ball in my purse and headed into work. The morning was uneventful until Bree and her English class came into the library the first period after lunch. I was a nervous wreck. I saw her looking my way a couple of times, but her expression gave nothing away. Late in the class, Bree walked over with a book and handed me her library card. She smiled and accused, "You're not keeping my little toy warm, are you." It wasn't a question, she just knew.
"Not here at school," I whispered.
Bree gave me a sad look and said, "You've greatly disappointed me." She then walked away. I can't explain why, but I felt guilty and ashamed that she was disappointed in me. The rest of the school day was uneventful, but I was a basket case. I knew I had to confront Bree and finish this.
When I arrived home, no one was there. I called Katherine on her cell. Bree answered it. "Hi Mrs. Winston, your daughter can't come to the phone right now. She's eating my cunt. Please leave a message at the moan."
I listened to her over-the-top exaggerated moans, completely frustrated. I wanted to say something, and although fishlike, my mouth opened and closed with the intent, no coherent words emerged from my brain to lend meaning to my flapping lips. Instead, I just hung up.
An hour later Katherine came home, looked at me and broke down in tears. I pulled her into my arms and held her close. When she finally stopped crying, she stuttered, ""Mommy, can you take the plug out of my ass?"
"I beg your pardon, Katherine?" I asked.
"Bree put a plug in my ass as a punishment for your disobeying her. Then she told me that only you could take it out."
Baffled, I stared at her, trying to process what she'd just said. Once I finally comprehended the meaning of her words and I realized my daughter's predicament, I compassionately asked her to lift her skirt. Her panties missing, I immediately saw the black plug in her ass. I ever so slowly and gently removed it, hearing her gasp as I did so.
Recovering quickly, she indicated with the palm of her hand that she needed it. "I have to give it back to Bree," she told me calmly.
"Oh," I said bluntly. I was still bewildered, and managed to ask, "Katherine, how did this happen to you?"
"She's impossible to resist. I can't explain it. Girls and even women are obsessed with her. I can't explain it Mom, all I know is about a month ago we were doing homework together at her house one minute, and the next I was between her legs begging to be her servant. One lick and I..." she began. We were interrupted when my husband walked into the house. She hid the black plug in her hand and whispered, "Don't disobey her anymore, Mommy. Please!!" She then dropped the plastic toy into her school bag and went and went to give her dad a big hug, back to the role of the innocent daddy's girl she always portrayed.
The evening went by as normal; we watched some TV, talked, etc. That night I surprised my husband by going down on him, sucking his cock to one of his best-ever erections, which I took advantage of by riding it enthusiastically, a change from the missionary position we usually used. After he shot his load in me, I kept bouncing up and down until it shriveled inside me. If he wondered about my sudden sexual passion, he asked no questions. In fact, he just fell asleep.
I fell asleep still horny, and wondering how I could stop this train wreck... and wondering deliriously whether I even wanted to!
*****************************
DAY 4: WEDNESDAY
The next morning I wore a simple blouse, respectable skirt and pantyhose. When I arrived in my office Kim Waverly, the smartest girl in our school, a shy girl whose dad was the minister of our church, was waiting for me. She was wearing a very short skirt, totally unlike anything I'd ever seen her wear in the past, and a tight blouse with obviously no bra, that showcased her firm, small breasts and even her hard nipples.
I asked, "Kim, what can I do for you?"
She wouldn't look me in the eye and told me, clearly embarrassed, "Bree told me to insert this inside you and to explain that it must remain inside of you until she retrieves it." She then showed me a little black egg, slightly bigger than the orb I had yesterday refused.
"Kim," I gasped in utter shock. "What's come over you?"
Kim, with a wild look of fear in her eyes begged, "Please Mrs. Winston, please let me insert this into you so I don't get punished by Mistress Bree again."
"How does she punish you?"
Still not looking up at my eyes, she whispered, "Last time she made me suck off Walker Reynolds."
I gasped. Walker weighed 350 pounds and was the most hideous looking boy in the school. "You fellated Walker?"
"Yes," she explained, "Bree made me swallow his cum to punish me for not wearing the attire she told me to wear to school."
"Honey, I can protect you," I said, although I was far from convinced that I could.
Kim sighed, looking at me for the first time, "Please don't even try, Mrs. Winston, I don't want to be protected. I love being owned by Bree. She understands me and my needs. I just don't want to be punished." She moved closer and continued with a surprising new confidence and determination, "Pull down your pantyhose, please."
I tried to deal with yet another odd revelation when Kim added, with a mixture of fear and power, "Now, Mrs. Winston. Right now! Bree's decided she wants you, and Bree always gets what she wants." The stressing of the word always had me wondering.
Deciding that the easiest way not to make this a bigger ordeal than it was already becoming, I went to a corner of my office that couldn't be seen through the window in the door, sighed, and pulled my pantyhose down just below my crotch. Kim turned on the vibrating egg and slipped it into my pussy. "Thank you, Mrs. Winston." She then quickly exited my office.
As I watched her leave, I was completely stunned. Even after everything Bree had done recently, this was beyond my comprehension. The egg inside me kept me off focus all day, its presence and vibrations gently pleasing me, yet also gently teasing me by never bringing me to climax.
At lunch Kim returned and told me Bree's latest threat, "I almost forgot. You're not allowed to have an orgasm until Bree gives you one. If you do, both you and I will be punished. Bree told me if I fail her again, she's going to let Walker take me in the bum. So please obey."
"Kim, how did you get involved in this?"
She spoke nervously, but not with the sense of shame I assumed she would, "Um... well... I was tutoring Bree in math one day and she said she knew how to release some of my stress. I asked how. Then she kissed me. Then she ate me out. Then she demanded I go down on her. I obeyed. I was hooked instantly. She then took my virginity with a strap-on and demanded that I become her slave. I jumped at the chance."
"But you're so smart," I said, perplexed.
"So?"
"So doesn't it seem weird to be treated like some little slut?"
"This coming from the teacher with an egg in her cunt," she replied with a generous dose of sarcasm.
"Touché," I whispered, clearly expressing my shame.
Kim smiled, "Don't worry. Soon you'll be her willing slut too. Then you'll understand completely where I'm coming from."
I started, "Kim I won't become her..."
But Kim cut me off, continuing, "Ma'am, you just let a teenage student insert a vibrating ball in your pussy, but you still think you can resist her. Carol Rowe thought the same thing." She gazed at me defiantly, awaiting my reaction.
Carol Rowe was our school president and the daughter of our mayor, a girl so fake she pretended to like everyone, but was nasty as hell behind their backs. The things I heard her say to her friends in the library were spiteful and insensitive. My curiosity piqued, I asked, "Carol Rowe?"
"Yep! By the way," she asked, acting superior to me in her tone and attitude, such a contrast to the Kim I thought I knew, "if you think I'm such a slut, how do you allow your own daughter to be such a pussy pleasing dyke?" Before I could respond, she simply turned and walked away. Just as she was about to leave my small office, she turned back to me, now finally looking me straight in the eye, "I can't wait, Mrs. Winston, until you're on your knees begging Bree to be her slave." I honestly couldn't tell whether this last statement was vindictive, or that she saw my begging Bree like that as a good thing and was wishing me well.
The remainder of the day passed normally; well, as normally as a day can go when you have an egg vibrating inside you and all this new information spinning around in your head. When the final bell of the day rang, I urgently wanted to go home and bring myself to an orgasm, but I didn't. My fear of being punished, or of having my daughter or Kim punished, prevented me from letting my sexual tension explode. I went home and waited, desperately trying to figure out a way to end this before it got any worse.
I assumed Bree would come over at some point to retrieve her toy.
But she didn't.
Supper came and went.
At 7:30 I was distraught. If I didn't cum soon, I really felt I would explode. All rational thought was gone as the soft vibrating sensations inside me were driving me crazy. I also worried what I would do if my husband decided he wanted some nookie. At quarter to eight, Bree and Katherine came into the house, this being the first time I'd seen Katherine all day. She gave me a hug and said, "I really, really have to pee."
She ran up the stairs and Bree asked, "So, how are you?"
"Please take the egg out," I pleaded.
"Have you cum yet?"
"No."
"Good slut," Bree said and matter-of-factly added, "You may cum now."
The toy in me, as I've mentioned already, had me mentally in a total mess, and right there in front of her I lifted up my skirt and rubbed myself to an orgasm in only a few seconds, letting out a rather loud scream.
Katherine came quickly downstairs calling, "Mom, are you ok?" She then saw my red face, my hand on my pussy and whispered, "Oh."
Bree related, "Katherine, your mommy obeyed me today. Can you please retrieve her egg for me?"
Katherine breathed a sigh of relief, finished coming down the stairs and sheepishly moved towards me, her mother.
I was about to speak, but Bree said, "Don't question me, slut. You're finally getting into my good graces. Don't ruin it for yourself."
I sighed as my daughter came to me and quickly though awkwardly retrieved the egg from my soaking wet pussy. I was humiliated. Bree then requested, "Katherine, can you please clean it for me?" As Katherine began carrying it towards the kitchen, Bree clarified, "with your mouth."
Katherine hesitated, but brought the egg to her lips and began cleaning my juices from it. I should have said something, but still horny and very intimidated by Bree, I watched the obscene, almost incestuous act with erotic depravity.
Bree opened her hand, Katherine put the egg into it, and Bree said, "Thank you, Katherine."
As I lowered my skirt, suddenly realizing I hadn't done so yet, I pleaded, "Bree, is there some way we can move past this?"
"Move past what?" Bree asked.
Frustrated, I said, "This, this..." I realized I couldn't even begin to explain what this was.
Bree smiled and said, "You mean you hope I'll stop using your daughter as a fuck toy? And stop turning you into my submissive slave?"
"Yes," I responded, exasperated.
"Um, no, actually," Bree answered without any explanation. "Mrs. Winston, I don't ever lose a contest, and you are my current contest. Tomorrow another of my little whores will have something for you. Don't disobey her instructions, or your daughter and you will both be punished."
"Please Bree, I'll do anything for you to stop this."
Bree laughed, "Oh don't worry. Very soon you'll be doing anything I ask, anyway." As she left, my daughter following, she said, "I think Katherine will stay at my house until you're ready. She'll return home only after you've come to my house and committed yourself to being the lesbian slut you so badly want to be."
"Katherine, don't go with her," I demanded weakly.
She turned back to look at me, but said only, "Sorry mom, I have to go."
Bree grabbed Katherine by the hand and they left. I stood there stunned, dazed, defeated and fucking horny. I dashed upstairs, grabbed my nearest vibrator, lifted my skirt with urgency, and crammed the phallic object up my pussy. I feverishly fucked myself to multiple orgasms, all the while envisioning my submission. Was there any way to stop it? Did I even want to stop it? My mind said one thing, my pussy the opposite.
***********************************
DAY 5: THURSDAY
Trepidation overwhelmed me as I prepared for what I expected would be another day of sexual humiliation. I thought about calling in sick, but I worried that my daughter could be punished if I did that. I still kept wondering how to stop this trial. And besides, if I tried reporting it, who would believe me? Besides, Bree had broken no law as far as I could see. I got dressed in a long blue dress, beige pantyhose and my usual two-inch heels. I arrived at school and was pleasantly surprised to find nobody in my office. By ten o'clock I began to relax a little, thinking that maybe Bree was just bluffing.
That was not the case, however. At around ten thirty, Carol Rowe, our school president, came into the library. Abruptly, she crossed the room and handed me a plastic bag. I looked inside and saw it contained an unsealed package of thigh-high stockings. "I assume you're wearing full pantyhose?" Carol asked rather accusingly. As I nodded in the affirmative, she added, "Well, Bree wants you to wear proper stockings. And she wants me to dress you in them."
Looking around the library and seeing how full it was, I communicated to Carol with a gesture that such a task was impossible. Quickly, she responded, "Look, Mrs. Winston. I don't have all day here. I left my chemistry class to fulfill my instructions from Bree. So figure something out quickly. Neither of us needs the added concern of Mr. Collins sending someone to find me."
As I wondered just how many girls Bree had under her thumb, I resigned myself to complying with this order too, if only to help Carol out. It did seem lately that protecting someone from Bree was my motivation for doing a lot of things. I quickly beckoned for her to follow me into the storage room, where we could hide behind some stacks of boxes. More work, I somehow managed to complain to myself, seeing them resting there untouched and unfiled.
Back to the task at hand, I began to remove my pantyhose. "Stop, bitch!" Carol exclaimed in a loud whisper. "I'm supposed to do that."
"Carol, mind your language."
Ignoring my plea for civility, she cackled, her face inches from mine, "Mrs. Winston, you're just another whore. Soon you'll be eating cunt daily, pleasing girl after girl, probably including me. Now stand the fuck still."
Stunned by her prediction, I just stood there as she flipped up my dress and removed my pantyhose. For someone who'd been urging me to hurry, Carol certainly completed her chore more slowly than I would have expected. She seemed to make a show of carefully unwrapping the package, then slowly gliding the first stocking up my leg, and lingering with her head close to my pussy. Did she just take a whiff of my scent? I wondered. And why am I so aroused? As she finished draping the second stocking up my other leg, again her face lingered near my damp pussy. I had to brace myself against the counter when her mouth and even the tip of her tongue gently touched my underwear-covered pussy. "My, my, my, Mrs. Winston, you smell delicious." Standing up to look at me eye to eye, she asked, "tell me, why are you so wet?"
I said nothing, because what can one reply to such a question at such a time? Her hand went to my panties and she rubbed my pussy through them while she whispered in my ear, "You're a little dyke whore just like your daughter, aren't you?" When I didn't respond, she laughed, her hand reaching down into my panties, followed by a finger easily sliding inside my drenched cunt, "Beg me to let you cum, you fucking slut."
Too far gone to control my emotions or anything else, I begged, "Please Carol yes, get me off."
As soon as I said it, she picked up the pace, pumping her finger in and out of my hole furiously. I closed my eyes as Carol frantically finger-fucked me until I came. When I opened my eyes, I saw her iPhone and her lascivious smile. She delightedly turned the phone around to reveal the picture she'd taken of me while I was in the throes of orgasmic bliss. Would everyone who saw this recognize me? Probably not, but it was still humiliating.
Carol still had that smile on her face as she said, "Fuck, you really are a horny little bitch. Aren't you, Mrs. Winston?"
I remained silent as I recovered from my orgasm.
She shook her head, looked at me condescendingly, gave a soft chuckle, and she left the storage room, sucking on her finger.
I spent a couple minutes recovering before I returned to the library and to work. Just as lunch was about to start, Carol returned to the library with swift strides and demanded, "Back room. Now."



With no hesitation, I obeyed. Excitedly, almost like she was chatting with a friend, she asked, "Ever used a We-Vibe, Mrs. Winston?"
"A what vibe?" was my surprised answer as I shook my head no.
"Well then my girl, you are definitely in for a treat. I can hardly believe Bree picked me to be the one to introduce you to this delightful toy. Sit on the counter, Mrs. Winston, and spread your legs wide." With curiosity and intrigue, I complied, and then watched as she held the device up for me to see before enthusiastically lifting my skirt, tugging aside my panties, and swiftly cramming the strange-looking device into my cunt. I began moaning, feeling strange pulses vibrate on my clit and inside my pussy. Every few seconds a pulse would occur. The toy touched my g-spot, just lightly, teasing me even more. "This stays in your cunt until Bree retrieves it, understand slut?"
I moaned as I said, "But... it's driving me crazy."
Mischievously grinning, Carol said, "Well, feel this if you think that's good." She placed her hand against the toy, pressing it against my clit. I instantly began to feel an orgasm rising in me. Carol smiled and seeing me close, began lightly spanking my pussy as she whispered, "Cum for me slut; cum like the whore you want to be." Such names should have offended me, yet they served as the trigger that had me quaking in ecstasy, my orgasm quick and intense. As that orgasm dissipated, another was soon building as Carol continued the pulsating pressure. Finally, just as I experienced another orgasm, she removed her hand. "You get to keep this in your old cunt until Bree herself removes it, Mrs. Winston. And you're even allowed to have as many orgasms as you want. That's a rare and generous offer from Bree; I highly recommend you take advantage of it!" she exclaimed as she left the room.
I sat there for several minutes as I recovered from my double orgasm. I finally returned to work, still greatly distracted.
The continuous sensations of the pulsating toy had me going crazy all afternoon. It had me so horny I would do just about anything to get off. Right after another visit to the storage room for another climax I went up front and helped a student sign out a book, all the while trying to keep from orgasming yet again, this time right in front of her. I went to the backroom and got myself off twice more over the next couple of hours, but the buzzing ripples kept me near the brink all afternoon. My pussy was never completely satisfied, always craving more.
When the bell indicating the end of my work day finally sounded, I rushed into my office, grabbed my things, and meant to get out of there in a big hurry. However, as I turned to leave, I discovered myself facing Mary Jane, standing there dressed in her cheerleader outfit.
Always such a sweetheart of a girl with her ever-present smile, she walked right up to me. "Hi Mrs. Winston, how are you today?"
"OK," I replied tentatively, wondering of course the reason for her visit. Was she Bree's slave as well? "How are you, Miss Sheff?"
"Oh, I'm exquisite ma'am," she responded cheerfully. "Bree requested that I give you this package and tell you to put in on the second you get home from work today."
I reluctantly took the package and worriedly asked, "Mary Jane, Bree has you too?"
Mary Jane smiled and said matter-of-factly, "Yes, she's a great mistress. Have a good day," and she bounced out cheerfully.
Curiosity immediately got the best of me so I took the package into my office rather than going straight home with it. Opening it, I found a cheerleader's outfit and some Hooters coloured pantyhose. I sighed, wondering what new twist this indicated. Putting the box lid back on, I rushed home.
During the drive home, I wondered how it would look on me. Excited about the prospect (I know, but don't you dare say a word), I immediately ran to the bedroom upon my arrival. Outfit now on, I admired myself in the mirror. I especially liked how sexy my firm legs looked in the dark mocha pantyhose. Bree appeared out of nowhere.
"Damn, don't you look hot and slutty!" she exclaimed.
I jumped, "Bree, what are you doing in my house?"
"I just had to come and check out my new whore," she gloated, and took a picture of me.
"Stop that."
Another click.
Bree was now standing right in front of me. "Nadine. I think you're incredibly hot in that outfit. It really makes me want you now. And you know I always get what I want." Her hand went to my crotch. This time I didn't object. She rubbed gently. I whimpered. She crooned. "So... we can do this the easy way or the hard way, my sweet baby."
"What does that mean?" I whispered and moaned, distracted by the hand rubbing my pantyhose-covered pussy with the still-inserted, still-vibrating toy pushing against my g-spot.
"The easy way is that you pose for me now. The hard way is that I force you to."
I began to ask, "How will you..." when her hand quickly darted from my pussy to a tit, immediately joined by her other hand on the other one, grabbing them roughly, one of them even finding and pinching my nipple painfully, making it hard.
She then demanded, "Now pose for me." She backed up and got her camera ready.
Though I had no idea how to pose, I was willing to try. Fortunately Bree helped with some direction, "Turn around and bend over."
I reluctantly did so and heard the click, click, click of the camera as she shot a series of photos. She instructed, "Now face me and give me a seductive look."
I tried. Click, click, click. Bree previewed the photos, smiled, and announced, "Cool, these will work perfectly." She then simply walked out. I quivered with excitement, thinking about the entire cheerleading squad making me their personal sex-toy. As I lay on my bed and orgasmed, the toy helping immensely, I realized about the toy. Why was it still inside me?
Just then Bree returned, catching me in the aftermath of a great orgasm. A knowing smile on her face, she insinuated her way on top of me and kissed my lips. As she did, she reached down and retrieved the toy. "Now, are you ready to submit to me, Nadine?" As if to allure me, her finger entered my pussy, finding my g-spot and driving me crazy.
I would have said yes, but I couldn't speak and only whimpered as her finger brought me close to another orgasm. As soon as she put pressure on my clit, I did orgasm again, hard. "That's it, bitch," Bree said and then pulled out and said, "I expect you to be at my house tomorrow evening at seven. You'll wear the same outfit you're wearing now. You'll crawl over to me and beg to please me." She then turned and left.
I lay on the bed exhausted and fully satisfied in a way I'd never been before. When I finally recovered, I looked at the clock and realized Dave would be home any minute. I stripped, ran across the hall and jumped in the shower to clean up.
I tossed and turned all night thinking about tomorrow; I should have been disgusted with myself, but the feeling that actually filled me was excited anticipation.
*****************************
DAY 6: FRIDAY
I wore the same stay-up stockings on Friday that Carol had put on me the day before. I'd chosen a lengthy skirt to hide them. I was a nervous wreck all morning, but began to get less nervous when none of Bree's girls came in. I was actually left alone all morning. When I returned from lunch however, there was a small box on my desk and an envelope. I opened the envelope and read the letter: "Slut, inside the box you will find a gift. I expect you to put it in your ass right away. I expect it to stay there until you get someone to take it out for you. If you disobey, you and your dyke of a daughter will be punished."
I sighed and opened the box. Ironically, I was relieved to see it was only a rather small little butt plug. I sucked on it a bit to get it lubricated and then slowly pushed it in my ass. It wasn't pleasant, and burned a bit, but it wasn't as unpleasant or as painful as I'd thought it would be. I then pondered my next move.
Walking around normally with a plug in your ass is extremely difficult, and I was oddly relieved when I saw Kim come in with her class a little after two. As she was sitting down at a computer, I walked over to her and asked, "Kim, can you help me in the back for a bit?"
She smiled, a knowing smile, almost a leer, said, "Sure!" and followed me back.
As I closed the door, locking it, she asked baldly, "What do I need to retrieve?"
"How did you know?" I asked.
"It's one of Bree's favorite manipulation games."
"Oh," I said, "I have a plug in my ass."
Kim laughed and said, "Wow, and you want me, the girl you were looking down upon earlier, to help you?"
I lowered my head and said, "Yes, please."
Kim smiled and, displaying a deviant side I didn't think existed in this minister's daughter, she ordered, "On your knees, Mrs. Winston."
"Excuse me?" I asked, stunned.
"If you want a favor, I need a favor too," she said matter-of-factly.
Needless to say, I got on my knees. She lifted up her skirt; showing that she was wearing no underwear, and said, "Lick my pussy, Mrs. Winston."
I looked up at her, pleading with my eyes for her not to make me do this, but I received no mercy. I leaned towards my first pussy and was forced forward aggressively as Kim pulled my face the rest of the way into her cunt. She rubbed her pussy up and down on my face. Abruptly, she moved away. "Oh, how I would love to have you eat my pussy, Mrs. Winston. But unfortunately, Bree has first dibs on you."
I stood back up, feeling her juice moistening my face. Indicating my ass, I asked desperately, "Would you please?"
"Only if you promise to eat my pussy every Monday at lunch?"
"Kim!" I said, surprised.
"Oh don't Kim me," she said perturbed, "Promise me."
"I promise," I whispered, desperate to commit to anything to end this uncomfortable feeling in my ass.
"You promise what?" she cooed.
"I promise to eat your pussy every Monday," I said in defeat.
"Excellent!" she proclaimed. "Okay then, bend over, Mrs. Winston."
I obeyed and she lifted up my dress and removed the plug from my ass. "Thank you," I said, relieved.
"You're welcome, Mrs. Winston," she smirked. "See you Monday."
"Um, okay," I responded.
"I should get back to the library, they must be wondering what we're doing back here," she said, handing me the toy that had just been filling my ass, and left my office.
I recovered, went to my purse and used a wipe to clean my face of Kim's pussy juice. I returned to the library and had an uneventful next couple of hours.
The school day ended, and I spent the next couple of hours with my head bouncing back and forth between trying to find a way to end this, and trying to convince myself I wasn't eager to submit to Bree.
Friday night was Dave's bowling night, so after he left, I went to my room and dressed in the cheerleading outfit. My mind still wasn't sure I was going over, but my body had already decided. At five minutes to seven, I walked next door, ran actually, as I was outside on a public street in a cheerleader's outfit, and walked right into Bree's house. Although what I saw should have surprised me, it didn't. My daughter was on her knees eating out Bree.
Bree welcomed, "Hi, Nadine. Are you ready to submit to me?"
I just stood there watching my daughter eat out her best friend. I should have been angry, I should have saved my daughter from such humiliation, yet the actual feeling burning inside me was jealousy.
So although I should have said no, I should have etcetera, instead I silently nodded my head yes.
Bree gave me a smirk as she instructed, her tone slightly annoyed, "Use words, Mrs. Winston."
"Yes," I acknowledged.
"Yes, what?" she demanded, her tone expressing extreme impatience.
"Yes, I'm ready to submit to you," I declared. As soon as the words left my mouth, a great weight lifted. All the contradictory feelings faded as I accepted my fate. I looked forward to my submission.
"Get on your knees."
I obeyed.
"Crawl to me."
I looked up at Bree, just inches away from my daughter, whose head was still buried between her friend's legs, busily at work in her pussy.
"I thought you said you would never submit to me."
"I was wrong," I said, the words barely escaping my lips.
"I see. What exactly were you wrong about?"
"I'm a slut, just like you said," I admitted.
"What makes you think that?" Bree asked.
"I didn't stop you when you molested me last week. I didn't stop you from using my daughter. I allowed a minister's daughter to insert a toy inside me. I let that bitch Carol get me off in my office. I dressed like a teenager for you. I promised to eat Kim's vagina every Monday to get her to take out the butt plug, and now I'm here on my knees begging to service you even as my daughter is pleasing you this very instant. How much more proof do you need?"
She grabbed Katherine's head, "Take a break, slut. Your mommy is going to replace you."
Being called mommy had me blushing red. I then, without instruction, crawled between the teen's legs. I looked up at her and begged, submitting completely to the dominant teen, "May I please eat your pussy?"
Bree smiled, "You understand, don't you, that I own you the moment your tongue touches my nectar."
"Yes," I replied.
"I will have you serving other girls, other boys."
"Yes," I replied.
"Carol has already requested you for her slumber party next weekend," she said.
I looked at her, confused.
"Next Friday evening, you'll go to Carol's house. Her parents will be in Europe or something, and you'll be Carol's and her friends' personal plaything until Monday morning," Bree explained. I looked up at her, terrified, "But who will be there, what about my job?"
Bree smiled, "Don't worry, as long as you're a good little dyke and do as you're told, the girls won't reveal your dirty little secret."
I looked at her still frightened, my face just inches from her pussy. Then she added, as if to appease me, "I'll tell you another little secret. Ms. Martens is another one of my lesbian sluts." She announced it with such pride.
I heard the name and was stunned. Ms. Martens was a first-year teacher who was easily the most attractive woman I've ever seen. She had all the boys drooling over her, and apparently all the girls too. "Ms. Martens?"
"Yes, she was a relatively easy seduction. But truthfully, you all are," she declared, treating me as just another tongue at her disposal.
"Oh," I said awkwardly, mystified by this revelation.
"Are you ready to taste your mistress?" Bree asked.
"Yes," I said, eager to please her and desperately ready to acknowledge to her that I was ready to submit completely.
She then grabbed my face and shoved it in her wet pussy. I began licking. As soon as I started, it seemed so natural. Unlike the rather distasteful taste of a cock, her pussy was sweet. I enjoyed each lick. Bree moaned from my rookie licking, and suddenly I was determined to bring her an orgasm. I began to concentrate my licking on her clit, because that was what I liked. I focused on licking her for a few minutes until she pulled my head into her pussy so hard I couldn't breathe. The extra pressure got her off, and she came all over my face.
The orgasm seemed to inspire her. She stood up and ordered, "Katherine, please get me a strap-on."
"Yes Mistress," my daughter obeyed and went and grabbed a rather lengthy toy. Without instruction, she fastened the strap-on around Bree's waist. Bree looked at me briefly, then excitedly inquired, "Are you ready to be fucked, Mrs. Winston?"
Seeing the huge dildo now attached to Bree's midsection, I could hardly contain myself. "Yes," I said, my pussy soaked with anticipation.
Bree said, hers eyes glazed, "Quick then, lay on the bed."
I obeyed. She then surprised me again. She had Katherine grab something else off the table. In no time, my wrists were tied to the bed frame. She smiled at my new vulnerability and brought the cock to my face. Making an assumption, I opened my mouth. She immediately put the dildo into it and briefly pumped it in and out.
With another quick movement, she was off the bed, over to the table, and back again with another toy. She displayed a vibrator to me, turned it on with much aplomb, and then it was at my pussy entrance. She inserted it ever so slightly as she eyed my reaction. The teasing instantly drove me wild. Delighted, Bree asked, "Mrs. Winston, would you like to watch me fuck your daughter?"
I didn't really. What I really wanted was to be fucked myself, with my daughter watching. But I knew that wasn't the correct answer, so I reluctantly answered, "Yes, please fuck my daughter."
Bree excitedly told my beautiful daughter, "Katherine, lay down beside your mother."
Katherine did so, lying on her back. Barely in position, Bree quickly moved back onto the bed and began fucking my daughter right beside me. Katherine cried out at its suddenness, though I couldn't tell if it was in pain or pleasure. It didn't take Bree long to give another command, "Look at each other." As we did so, she asked, "Mrs. Winston, doesn't your daughter look beautiful as she takes my cock?"
I moaned in reply, both from the dirty talk and the toy teasing me, "Yes, Katherine looks radiant."
Bree began to really fuck her as Katherine stared at me. Her moans got louder, now no doubt that they were moans of pleasure. Katherine, who had been silent since I had arrived, began to get even more animated, "Oh yes, fuck me harder, Mistress, make me cum, make me cum in front of Mommy."
I blushed as my pussy got wetter from watching my daughter's domination. Suddenly I felt the toy shoved all the way inside me and I came in seconds as Bree laughed. "You're really a slut, Nadine, getting turned on watching your daughter get fucked."
I knew she was right, but I couldn't control myself. The toy still inside me kept me revved up and horny until I heard my daughter scream, "I'm coming Mistress! I'm coming!" My daughter gave me a pleasant smile as she recovered from her orgasm. I smiled back, hoping I was next. I desperately needed to get fucked. Hard.
Instead, to my great disappointment, Bree and Katherine got dressed. Bree walked over to me calmly. She had another vibrator in her hand, a small slim one. Without warning, she slowly inserted it into my ass, and wickedly whispered," We're going out to a party. We should be home in a few hours. It's time for us to get some real cock." She then kissed me and started to leave.
I pleaded with her, "Please don't leave me here alone."
Bree smiled and said, "Don't worry; we'll probably be back tonight. Besides, you're not completely alone. You have your two new friends inside you."
Then they were gone. I was alone on the bed, still tied to it, with two vibrating toys inside of me. I lay like this, in sexual teasing hell, for over an hour until I heard a door open. I prayed it was the girls, but worried it could be Carrie. I knew her husband was out of town, so it was either her or the girls. I prayed for the girls.
I listened as the footsteps passed Bree's bedroom. Now I assumed it must be Carrie, heading for her own bedroom. I prayed she wouldn't decide to check on Bree; prayed she wouldn't come into this room. In the meantime, I desperately tried to break free from my restraints, to no avail.
More minutes passed until I heard the footsteps again. This time I listened anxiously as they stopped outside Bree's door. Time seemed to stand still as the door slowly opened. When it was finally opened all the way, there stood Carrie. On her face was a stare of amusement rather than surprise, as it should have been. I immediately tried to apologize, "Carrie, I am so sorry, I can explain." Although I really had no idea how I could explain.



Carrie gave me a look, still of amusement, "You can explain why you're wearing a cheerleader's outfit? And why you're tied to my daughter's bed with..." she paused as she reached the bed, "...toys vibrating in your pussy and your ass?"
"Well, it's a rather long story," I answered, sheepishly.
She laughed, "Oh Nadine," she began, "You're so adorable." I looked at her, perplexed. "You're one of my best friends, but your purity and sincerity have always been too good to be true. I had to see if you could be seduced, brought down from your high morals, turned into the slut I always thought you were, deep down."
Of course she had me confused. I tried to process her words, and her bemusement. She looked at me silently, waiting for me to speak. Finally it hit me. I stammered "Y-y-you planned this?"
"Not really. I knew Bree and your daughter had become intimate and that Bree liked to be in control, like I do, so I only suggested she attempt to seduce you. She was the one who eagerly agreed and put her own plan into action. I don't know what it is, but older women like you are simply prey for my daughter." Carrie dropped her robe to the floor. She was as naked as the day she was born. She casually walked to the bed and her hand went to the vibrator in my pussy. As she began to slowly move it in and out she cooed, "Are you ready to please me now, Nadine?"
I moaned, my head a cloud of confusion, as I finally came to grips with what had happened to me. "Why would you do this to me?"
She continued moving the toy in and out, in and out ever so slowly, so nicely, and replied, "Many reasons, really. First of all I wanted to see if it was possible. You see, I've always found you incredibly attractive. My fantasy to have you as my personal plaything became too overwhelming not to try."
"But we're friends," I said.
"Yes, but I wanted us to be both friends and lovers. And now we can be just that," she responded, as she straddled my face. She then lowered her pussy onto my lips. I willingly began licking it. She, in turn, leaned forward to keep fucking me slowly with the toy. After only a few seconds of steady fucking, I came hard, my scream muffled in Carrie's pussy. I felt her shudder in response.
To return the favor, I licked as best as I could from my awkward position. Even after my first orgasm, she kept fucking me with the toy and I kept cumming. I had four, maybe five orgasms, before I finally brought my neighbour to one of her own. As her juices soaked my face, I felt her grab the toy in my ass and push it in deeper, deeper than I could have imagined it going. Then she just held it there. The mixture of pleasure and pain was impossible to explain, but it concluded with my having the biggest orgasm I've ever experienced. Carrie finally climbed off me and said, "You have quite the pussy trigger, girl. How many orgasms did you have, anyhow?"
I shrugged, finally beginning to catch my breath, "I don't know. All I do know is that I've never come like that before."
She smiled as she reached for her robe. "I think you'll make a very good little pussy pleaser."
I said nothing, getting excited again from the two toys still inside me. As her daughter had done earlier, she then began to leave.
I asked desperately, though perhaps with less desperation than earlier," Aren't you going to untie me?"
"No," she replied matter-of-factly, "the night is still young." She smiled, a deviant smile, and left the room. An hour passed, another orgasm shaking me as I waited. I heard the front door open and close, and heard the girls giggling as they came up the stairs.
When they entered the room, they began kissing as if I weren't there. Bree finally broke the kiss when Carrie entered the room.
"Hi Mom," Bree said.
"Hi sweetie," Carrie replied.
"So did you have a go with our new slut?" Bree asked.
"Sure did," Carrie responded, "she'll be a very pleasant addition to our little lesbian harem."
Bree sat on the edge of the bed, opened her legs and Katherine, without prompting, crawled between them. Carrie watched with amusement.
Bree smiled, "Indeed she will, Mother. But now it's time for her initiation." She turned to me and continued, "You see, Mrs. Winston, there's an initiation for every new slave, in order to make her my official pet."
After accepting my fate for the past few hours, I wouldn't have thought fear could again enter the equation, but it did. It came back with a vengeance. What does she mean? I wondered. "There is?" I questioned.
"Indeed there is, Mrs. Winston, especially since you played so dignified and prudishly during your seduction. Therefore, I have a task for you."
Of course I was confused. My attempts at dignity had been real. And prudish? Well, I guess in the context of my previous ignorance of what my body may have desired that I had continually denied, I supposed so. Resigned therefore at least for the moment, I turned to Bree to inquire what I must do as my initiation.
My feelings went from fear to wonderment to horror and shock when she blurted bluntly and unhesitatingly, "I want you to go to your other next door neighbour and ask for batteries for this. Be sure to tell her why you need them." She handed me what had to be at least an eight-inch pink vibrator.
Aghast I was, to put it mildly, almost screaming, "You want me to go over to Joan's, dressed like this, and borrow batteries for a vibrator?"
She just nodded.
"Dressed like this?" I repeated exasperatedly, as Carrie quietly untied me.
"Yes," Bree moaned. I got the idea her moan was both from my daughter's tongue on her pussy and the power she was exerting over me. "Oh my God, Nadine, your daughter really eats pussy well. Now hurry up," she groaned. Fascinating that in her ecstasy, she was able to add a threat. "If I don't have that to fuck your daughter with, I'll have to summon Walker."
That was a fate I would do almost anything to prevent my daughter from having to endure. So I took the vibrator as Bree gave me final instructions "Make sure to tell Joan that I am your Mistress if she asks. Oh, and offer to please her in any way she wishes."
"I can't do...." I began but was interrupted.
"Do I have to call Walker? I bet he would love to fuck the school librarian," Bree said threateningly.
I sighed and left as Bree moaned, "Keep licking, slut."
As I walked slowly past my house and towards my neighbour's, I considered the situation. Joan was a single thirty-ish black woman, a lawyer by profession. Being single, I kept thinking to myself, could she be attuned to any of these neighbourhood goings-on? I kind of hoped for that as I knocked on her door and waited.
Joan opened the door and looked at me, a surprised and somewhat shocked look rather than the understanding one I'd hoped for. As she eyed my appearance with a look that said, Why the fuck are you wearing a cheerleader outfit? she gathered herself and spoke in a neighbourly way, "Hi, Nadine."
I blurted quickly, "Hi Joan. Can I please borrow some batteries for this toy?"
Joan looked at me now with the stunned look I'd expected in the first place. I think she responded more to get me off her entryway and out of sight than anything, "Um, ok. Come on in."
As soon as I entered, I handed Joan the toy. She looked at it as if it were a natural thing to be handed by a neighbour wearing a cheerleading outfit and needing batteries. I'm not sure what I would have done under the same circumstances, but she just took it, again casually glanced at my outfit and told me she'd be right back.
I did find myself standing there rather ashamedly, now that I had time to think about it. But she came back, still acting natural as can be as she finished inserting the batteries. She then turned it on to make sure it worked, "Seems to work now," she remarked, again casual as can be. "But I have to ask, Nadine, why are you in a cheerleading outfit?"
Although I considered going into a long explanation, a lying one, to try to explain, I went with the truth instead, "Bree made me wear this." I also still clung to the hope that Joan would understand right away. Maybe Joan was a Bree slave after all.
"She made you?"
"Yes," I said, and then I really came out with the truth, "I can't explain it, but Bree is my Mistress, and I must do everything she requires."
"Really?" Joan queried, lengthening that 'really' to indicate that she thought she was being put on.
"Oh, yes, really, Joan" I said. And now I really pushed the envelope, "Oh, and I almost forgot, I'm supposed to offer you my services; to do anything you'd like to please you." I actually attempted to offer myself seductively, as if I were absolutely willing.
"Excuse me?" she asked, her tone telling me very clearly she was not Bree's slave.
I stepped it up a further notch, now confident and convinced that she saw my outfit as one of the sexiest things she'd ever seen. In retrospect, maybe the two toys still vibrating inside had me so horny they swayed my judgment. "Yes, Joan," I elaborated boldly, "I would love to eat your pussy."
Joan, in no uncertain terms, demanded, "I think you should leave my house right now, Nadine!"
"Ok," I said, trying to sound put off myself. "Sorry to bother you." I left, now feeling humiliated. She was my neighbour, I saw her often. How was I ever going to be able to look her in the eye again? I was also afraid that Joan might tell my husband or worse, the school.
Those thoughts didn't last long. As soon as I returned to Bree's bedroom, she took the vibrator and pushed it into my daughter's pussy; she was now on her knees between Carrie's legs. Carrie smiled at me, "Your daughter has an amazing tongue, Nadine. You really should try it one day."
I said nothing; although I'd be lying if I said watching my daughter in her complete submission hadn't turned me on again.
As soon as Carrie'd had an obviously terrific orgasm, both she and her daughter donned strap-on cocks. Bree lay on the bed, her six-inch cock standing straight up. She demanded, "Nadine, over here now." I walked over to her. Bree said, "Katherine, please remove the toys from your mother." Katherine obeyed. "Get the camera."
Without instruction I straddled Bree's plastic cock, lowering my body onto the toy. When it was completely inside me, I felt Carrie push me forward. Soon I felt a slim toy slide into my ass. I looked at Katherine, videotaping her mother's first ever double penetration. The double fucking had me horny in seconds, and I decided fuck it. Looking right at the camera, I uttered in my most sensual voice, "Oh yes, fuck my ass Mistress, show my daughter what a whore I am." I leaned down and kissed Bree, and when I broke it, I grunted from the hard ass fucking, "Thank you for making me your whore. I will never disobey you." I looked into the camera and said, "I will do anything." I then looked directly at my daughter, allowing my words and intentions to just soak in.
I screamed another orgasm as Bree said, "Are you suggesting you want to fuck your daughter, Nadine?"
"Not exactly," I moaned, "I want to be her slave as well."
Bree looked at Katherine and asked, "Do you want Mommy as your own sex slave?"
Katherine gave me a smile so devious I couldn't believe it was the same daughter I'd known for eighteen years as she said, "Oh yes, Mommy will make a great little dyke for me."
Carrie fucked me to another orgasm before pulling out. I fell forward and Bree's cock slipped out of my well-used pussy. Carrie surprised me and everyone else when she commanded, "Bree, get over here and eat your mother." Bree, for the first time, looked surprised. This was clearly new to her. She didn't move at first, but Carrie ordered sternly, "Now, slut."
Bree looked wounded, but she obeyed and moved between her mother's legs. Carrie gave Katherine a nod and Katherine said, "Mommy, get over here and please your daughter." I quickly obeyed and dove between my daughter's luscious legs. As soon as my tongue first touched her pussy I knew I really wanted this submission. I licked slowly, savouring my daughter's aroma and nectar. I don't know how long I was between my daughter's legs, but it was a long, wonderful time before she came. I allowed her orgasm to subside, and then I moved up and kissed her passionately. I heard moaning and turned to see Bree getting fucked by her mother.
Carrie said, "Why don't you two go home and get better acquainted? My daughter here needs a long night of training," she said as she continued to thrust the strap-on into her daughter.
I said, "Yes Mistress, but Mistress Bree..."
"Byyyyy," she moaned, as her mother fucked her, "I still own you."
"Understood," I said as my daughter took my hand and led me gently home for a long night of incestuous pleasure.
*****************************
Present Day
That was just a year ago. Since then I've pleasured so many pussies (and a few cocks) that even guessing an exact number would be preposterous. Katherine and I would sleep in the same bed whenever Dave went out of town. He still doesn't know.
My life changed on May 23rd of last year. I went from a prim and proper mother and wife to a cunt-licking, extremely submissive, anal loving, servant to my daughter, to Bree, to Carrie and to many others.
The barbeque is about to start, I need to get outside and play host. I have no idea what Bree, Katherine or Carrie have planned for me today, but I can't wait to find out.
**********
Did you enjoy my slut's descent into submission? I bet you did.
Nadine has indeed turned into one of my best behaved MILF sluts. And although she doesn't know it yet, tonight her husband will find out the truth. What can I say, I'm a bitch.
Well that's the story of just one of my many MILF sluts. If you're curious to hear about my many other conquests, drop me a line. I could tell you about Ms. Martens (the other teacher in this story), Lesbian MILF Seductress: Pre-MILF; I could tell you about the judge who submitted to me; I could tell you about the bitchy pretentious sorority mother who became the sorority pet; I could tell you about the cop who pulled me over for rolling a stop sign and ended up handcuffed in our sorority house, Lesbian MILF Seductress: Cop; I could tell you about the pop star I got a backstage pass to meet (how I got the passes are another story actually) and how she ended up between my legs, Lesbian MILF Seductress: Pop Star; or I could tell you about turning the tables on my mother and making her my fucking slut. So many stories... and they are only just the beginning...
Anyway, I've got to get back to the barbeque; it's going to be a very interesting night.
THE END
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A in the closet lesbian teacher catches a student cheat and decides to blackmail her.
Note 1: Thanks as always to Steve and Estragon for their editing help.
Note 2: To Steffi who inspired this story.
Note 3: Unlike my most recent stories and some of my upcoming stories, this is a very short piece. I hope you enjoy.
*
As soon as I got the job teaching in Hill River, my whole lifestyle had to change. I knew I was a lesbian since I was 16 and had my first girl-girl sexual encounter when I was 18. During college I had many lesbian sexual encounters, dressed very provocatively and partied extremely hard. But when I got my first teaching job in the very conservative town of Hill Valley, I knew I had to hide my sexuality.
I did a pretty good job of it too, at least for five months...but then came Steffi. Steffi was a grade 12 student, already 18, who was the prettiest, sexiest girl I had ever seen. She oozed sexuality and she knew it. She had the blondest of blonde hair and the bluest of blue eyes. Boys drooled over her and girls wanted to be her; and I spent every night alone, in my small apartment, fantasizing about tasting her pussy and having her please me. Of course, there was no reason to think she was a lesbian, as she was often seen flirting with the popular boys who fought for her attention. Many rumours about her filled the hungry minds of the gossip mill, including that she blew guys on the first date, that she had been gangbanged by a few guys during a ski trip, and that she and her best friend Jenny regularly munched from each other's pussies.
I should note that Steffi was also a member of the gymnastics team. Just the thought of how flexible she must have been made my pussy tingle with excitement. I had seen her perform during a recent competition. I remembered how I could barely refrain from touching my pussy as I watched her perfectly toned body move and contort herself in ways that had me thinking dirty, nasty, dreamy thoughts.
Now even though she was the main figure of every fantasy I pleasured myself to, I in no way had any intention of making my fantasies a reality. But then an opportunity too good to be true occurred. And I took it.
Although Steffi was a very good math student, she was not an overly strong English student. So I was only slightly surprised when I caught her looking at her phone while she was writing her Animal Farm test. She seemed so sweet that I never would have considered her someone who would cheat, but there she was, clearly looking back and forth from the test to her phone. I didn't confront her with it at the time, just allowing her to finish her test. My plan was already formulating in my nasty mind. When the bell rang, I asked Steffi to stay behind. She sat back down and waited nervously.
After the room cleared, I asked, "Please give me your phone, Steffi."
"Pardon?" the beautiful 18-year old asked.
"Please give me your phone," I repeated.
"W-w-why?" she stuttered, nervously.
"I think you know," I responded.
Instantly she began crying, something I am sure has worked for her in the past. But I simply scoffed, "Steffi, I know the crying game, I have played it myself on many occasions." I paused before demanding in my teacher voice, "Now, Steffi! Give me the phone."
Tears still fell down her face as she reluctantly handed me her phone. She blubbered, "I am so sorry. I just..."
I surprised her when I told her, "Shut up. Meet me in the drama lab after school, young lady! We will discuss this further there."
"Yes, Miss White," she said through tears as she stood up and walked out.
I flipped through the phone and saw that Jenny, her best friend, had indeed been texting her answers after Steffi had sent her the questions. I pondered what I should do, when a sudden dirty thought flashed into my head. As soon as it was in my head, it would not go away.
What if?....My lust was formulating my plan almost too fast to comprehend now.
I taught one more class, rather distractedly I must say. Then I went to the drama lab where I taught my last class of the day. The class dragged by as I tried not to contemplate the upcoming opportunity that awaited me after the bell rang. My mind boggled with my nasty thoughts while the clock didn't seem to be moving at all. Mercifully, the period finally ended. I continued my nasty reverie as my students dispersed and headed to their after-school lives.
I didn't have to wait long before Steffi walked in nervously. I went to the door and closed it. It was Friday and on Friday this placed cleared quicker than kids at a party when the cops show up. I returned to the front and mused, "Now, Steffi, what are we to do with you?"
She immediately began crying again before finally pleading, "I am so sorry, Miss White, it was so stupid of me. Please don't tell my parents."
"Hmmm," I said, as I contemplated her misery. "Well, Steffi, what do you think might be a suitable punishment for cheating?
"Anything," she said desperately, "I will do anything."
"Be careful how you word things, my dear," I said, with a slight flirt in my tone.
Not catching on, she said, "No really, Miss White, I will do anything."
I smiled, "Well I would be willing to ignore this little indiscretion if...."
Instantly her face changed to one of hope, "Yes, Miss White?"
"If you promise to obey my every command," I stated casually as I circled her.
She gave me a confused look, and then said tentatively, "OK?"
"No, I don't think you understand; you must do exactly what I ask," I explained, stressing the word exactly.
"O-o-o-k," she nervously said, unsure of what I was implying.
I waited dramatically, before I finally casually asked, "Did you know I am a lesbian, Steffi?"
Again a confused and seemingly shocked look crossed the beautiful teen's face. I could see her try to process this new information and perhaps the intent behind my telling her it. Finally, she shakily responded, "No, Miss White. I had no idea."
"Have you ever been with a girl?" I asked, flirtatiously. I now had my face close to hers.
She blushed as she whispered, "Yes."
"With whom?" I asked curiously.
"I'd rather not say," she replied, somewhat embarrassed and yet with an ever so defiant tone as well.
With that, I went quickly back on the offensive, "If you don't want this text sent to your parents and Principal Anderson, then you will answer every question I ask you, understood?" I huffed.
There was a brief pause before she answered quietly, "Yes, I understand."
"Good," I said, "now who did you dyke out with?"
Steffi jumped at my sudden outburst, but then compliantly whispered, "Jenny."
"I see," I said. "That makes sense since you two are always together, not to mention she is also the one who gave you the answers to the test." She flinched again when I added, "So have you two been munching on each other's cunts for a while?" I was purposely pushing the boundaries. I wanted to see if she had more resistance in her.
My vulgar words had my desired effect on my18-year-old student. They had her both stunned and scared, before she let out a soft sigh and admitted, "Only once a couple of weeks ago."
I relished my next question, "Why don't you tell me what happened, Steffi?"
The beautiful blonde took a moment to collect herself. I enthusiastically listened as she told me about her one and only lesbian experience, "We were at a house party with a bunch of friends and I had drunk a lot. Jenny and I ended up in a bedroom somewhere in the house and started touching each other and getting really close. We started kissing and it all happened in a blur. We were both really drunk and so rather carefree and adventurous. We took off each other's clothes and then she went down on me. I was really drunk, I mean really drunk, but I remember having the best orgasm I've ever had before. She was way better than any guy who had ever tried to eat me out. I think I ate her out too, but I really don't remember."
"Well don't worry, you will remember eating pussy before you leave here today," I guaranteed her.
She gave me a bewildered look, but said nothing, her face turning a shade redder. I continued the questioning, "So have you been with many boys?"
"A few," the perfect pin-up answered.
"How many is a few?" I queried.
"Depends," she responded.
"On what?"
"On how you define sex," she answered casually.
"How many have you fucked?" I asked, bluntly.
"Four."
"How many have you sucked?"
"A couple of dozen."
"Wow, so you are a slut!"
She looked up at me and for the first time showed the confidence she showed in class and on the gymnastics gym as she said, "That is not that much. Blow jobs are as common as being felt up. I know girls who have sucked over a hundred guys."
"I guess I am getting old," I said, "When I was in high school a hand job was still the norm." I paused for a bit before saying, "Undress for me."
She looked at me, now seemingly more comfortable, as she stood up and took off her jeans and t-shirt.
"You are very beautiful," I complimented her as she stood before me in a bra and panties.
She smiled, clearly used to such compliments, as she replied, "Thank you, Miss White."
"So what is the sluttiest thing you have ever done?"
She seemed to be really thinking about this before speaking. Finally, she said, not really looking at me eye to eye, "I was at a party at a friend's house in Malibu last month and I obviously drank a lot and was having a really good time. I met this guy who was soooo hot, I can't even remember his name, but I do remember his perfect tan, his blonde hair and his amazing abs. We were talking for a little and then we went up to a bedroom and starting kissing. He took my shirt and bra off and licked and kissed my tits. Then I got on my knees, unbuckled his pants and started blowing him. It took about 15 minutes and then I swallowed his cum."
"Then what?"
"Then nothing. I never saw him again," she said, casually, like sucking a cock and never seeing him again was an everyday thing.
"I see," I considered, "Now turn around, and let me really look at you."
She obeyed rather easily and I began to wonder if she may be submissive. I spent a long time just admiring her perfect ass. I couldn't wait to play.
"Take off your bra and panties," I demanded.
Without looking back, she slowly undid her bra and let it fall to the ground. She then pulled down her silk panties and tossed them rather seductively over her shoulder. They landed just a few a feet away from me. I walked over to them and picked them up. I put them to my face and smelled her scent. As expected, it had a distinct sweet aroma. Not as expected, her panties were extremely wet.
I just stared at her. I looked at her perfect ass. I lingered over her sexy long legs. I envied her long blonde hair. She sat there obediently as I admired this perfect teen. I barely remembered being 18, being so young, so ripe. My own pussy began to get damp.
It was time to make my final play. I asked,
"Are you ready to submit to me?"
She turned around and said, her facial expression giving nothing away, "Do I have a choice?"
"Everyone has choices," I coyly said.
She looked back and said, "Do I?"
I smiled, not wanting to force her to please me, and said, "Of course you do. You can get dressed and leave now. But you don't want to, do you?"
She looked at me with a brief look of trepidation, before answering, "No, I don't."
"Don't what," I asked for clarification.
"I don't want to leave," she shyly whispered.
"What do you want to do?" I asked.
"Whatever you ask me to," she said, subserviently.
"Good girl," I cooed. "Come and undress me."
She walked over to me tentatively. As she reached me, she gave me a nervous smile. You could tell she was excited, but still a little insecure. It was so fucking adorable. She fumbled with the buttons on my blouse, but eventually had my shirt undone. She paused as she looked at my small but still firm breasts. She then awkwardly took my blouse off. She fumbled like a horny boy as she unclasped my lace bra. Once unclasped, my bra fell to the floor. She nervously looked at me, hesitant to continue, and slightly mesmerized by my erect nipples. She then went behind my back and unzipped my skirt, letting it fall to the floor, revealing my black garters, stockings and thong.
She gasped when she saw my naughty and sexy lingerie, the black garters, stockings and tight thong. She seemed to be longing for to own such nice, sexy belongings.
I was definitely flattered at her look of longing as I turned around sexily and explained, "A girl should always be ready to play, my dear."
"I see," she whispered. I leaned over and kissed her, my tongue sliding between her sweet red lips. She responded, any earlier resistance long gone.
After a few minutes of passionate kissing, I broke it off and demanded, "On your knees, my sweetness."
She looked into my eyes and instantly obeyed again.
I opened my legs and commanded, "Now earn yourself an A." She stared at my pussy briefly before leaning forward. As soon as her tongue touched my pussy, a quiver went up my back. I quickly realized how much I had missed this feeling. She licked tentatively at first, clearly unsure of what she was doing. She had no focus as she licked my pussy lips and clit randomly. I have to admit my focus became a touch blurred as well, not caring where she licked, but instructing her to do it faster. She immediately got more aggressive in her assault of my cunt.
Her licking began to concentrate on my clit and her hands squeezed my ass. The orgasm began to simmer inside me. I moaned louder and demanded she slide a finger in me. Her one hand left my ass and without her mouth leaving my clit, she slid a finger into my gaping cunt. Her finger pumped in and out of my cunt and was the final push needed to bring me to an explosive orgasm. Steffi kept licking, retrieving my juices as best she could as they sprayed out of my pussy.
Once my orgasm subsided, I said, "That was pretty good, Steffi. You will make a good little pussy pleaser, won't you?"
She looked up, her face gleaming in my juices. She hesitated, before answering submissively, "Yes, ma'am."
"Are you horny?" I asked.
"Yes," she whispered, somewhat shyly.
"Sit down and spread your legs for me," I commanded.
She obeyed and spread her sexy legs apart and presented me with a beautiful, ripe shaved pussy. I asked her to touch herself for me and she eagerly obeyed, her eyes never making eye contact with my own. As she began to rub herself, she let out soft moans and the first remnants of her excitement began to sneak out of her pussy. I watched her for awhile, until I was no longer able to resist.
Then I lowered myself to the floor and crawled between the teen goddess' legs. My sudden presence there startled her briefly, but there was no resistance as I replaced her finger with my tongue. A moan of pleasure escaped her lips the moment my tongue made contact with her hard clit. I took it into my mouth and concentrated on putting firm pressure on her clit. Her moans began to become more consistent and with more enthusiasm as I continued my concentration on her clit. It took only a couple of minutes before I could tell, with the increased volume of her moans and the tightening of her legs, that she was close to her own orgasm. Then I surprised her by sliding a finger in her ass. She let out a brief yelp, but did not protest or complain as I began to finger-fuck her ass.
The dual pleasure was more than my gorgeous student could handle. She screamed "I'm cumming, don't stop, Ms. White, please don't stop."
I frantically continued finger-fucking her ass and then pushed my whole mouth onto her clit and pussy lips. She immediately convulsed as her juices exploded out of her cunt. Her body continued to twitch as the orgasm spread throughout her whole body. Her orgasm lingered for a really long time as aftershock upon aftershock rocked through her body.
My finger was still buried deep in her ass as I looked up at her, my face now shiny with cunt juice, "So my new toy. How was that?"
She looked directly into my eyes, a twinkle in hers, as she answered, still attempting to regain her breath, "Oh my God, Miss Smith, I have never come like that before."
I smiled back and explained, "You understand, my dear, this wasn't a one time thing."
She smiled back and sincerely replied, "Oh, my God, I sure hope not."
"And what about Jenny?" I asked, still reluctant to take my finger out of her ass.
She smiled, her deviously powerful self back, "Oh, Jenny will do anything I tell her to."
"Well," I pondered, "How should we set that up?"
I could see Steffi think this through before an idea popped into her head. "What are you doing now, Miss White?"
I responded literally, "I am lying on the ground with a finger in my student's ass."
She laughed and said, "Fine. Be all English proper on me. What are you doing tonight, I mean? Are you free?"
"What do you have in mind?" I asked, as I leaned in and licked her still very wet pussy.
She moaned quietly and stuttered, now distracted, "Well, y-y-you could come to my place tonight."
I quit licking her delicious pussy and asked, "Where are your parents?"
"Bali" she moaned, "Till next Tuesday."
"I see," I said, adding reflectively, "so I could have you all weekend?"
"Yes," my stunning blonde student confirmed.
I returned to her pussy and began to get her fever back up as she explained her plan. The plan consisted of her inviting Jenny over tonight and telling her about getting caught for cheating. She would leave out all the details of what we had already done and tell Jenny that I was going to be over at 7 p.m. to discuss it with them.
After bringing my sexy slave to a second orgasm, I stood up and began to get dressed. I agreed, "That is a great plan, my little slave. I will go home and grab some toys for tonight."
As she slowly got dressed, she inquired what kind of toys. I told her I had a bundle of surprises for her. When we were both dressed, she gave me her address and we had one last tender kiss.
As I drove home, I stopped at an adult store for a couple of new toys for the weekend. I bought a double ended dildo I hoped to use to watch the two girls fuck each other, a butt plug to use as discipline, and a nice large strap-on cock.
At home, I had a bath, got dressed in a sexy but powerful outfit and packed for an overnight excursion.
At 6:30, I got in my car, my panties already damp, and headed to Steffi's mansion. It was going to be a great night.
THE END
As always, comments are appreciated.
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PROLOGUE
Do you know who you are? I mean do you really know who you are? I thought I did. But a single moment in time, a single interaction with one person, can change everything. One person who's able to see the real you and who brings out a side of you that you never knew existed. That's what happened to me.
I thought I was happy. I thought I was content. But I never knew real happiness, pure absolute ecstasy until that moment in time, until that person. One moment, one person changed everything...

MY STORY
As a fourth-grade teacher, I take pride in myself that many parents request their children to be placed in my class. As a result, many of my students are siblings of former students. I love seeing the transformation of former students into young adults. For example, I get a great feeling of satisfaction when someone who once was a high energy bratty grade four boy, has now become a well-behaved young man in his high school years; I take even greater satisfaction when he seeks me out to thank me for what he learned from me seven or eight years earlier. It's equally pleasurable to see that some of the girls who had been catty trouble-makers, have become stunningly beautiful high school juniors or seniors.
I don't teach for the money, which is obvious if you know what we get paid; so when I see diamond-in-the-rough students turning into mature young adults, it's really a great feeling of achievement.
I have one family, the Petersons, whose youngest child Devon is currently in my class. Devon has two older sisters, Elizabeth (Liz) who is now in the eighth grade, and Karli who is a senior (she was in my very first class when I began teaching right out of college). Unlike many of their classmates, they had both been well-behaved girls, always doing the most exceptional work, and were reliably courteous to their classmates. They were both a real joy to have in my class. I never, ever, had a negative moment with either one.
Devon, on the other hand, is the exact opposite. At least once a week I have to put a note in his folder, detailing his misdeeds and asking his parents to sign and return it to me. In truth he's a bright student, but his desperate need for constant attention hinders his learning. He's played minor pranks such as breaking classmates' pencils and switching their lunchbox contents. He's also committed major offenses like stealing from backpacks and destroying textbooks.
I believe it's all a cry for the attention that he probably doesn't get at home. Being the youngest child, the only boy, following his perfect sisters is probably extremely difficult. It also doesn't help that his father is generally out of town, and his mother is heavily involved in her daughters' schools' PTA, sports, and cheerleading. I almost feel sorry for Devon, but what makes it worse is that for each note I send home, I then need to interact with his mother.
Mrs. Peterson. Constance Peterson. Never Connie, but Constance. Ugh. Just hearing her name caused me stress and anxiety. When I had her two girls as students, any of my interactions with her were always mildly pleasant. Good reports on the girls and no problems with Mrs. Peterson, and although her manner always came across as if I wasn't worthy of her precious time, she never said or did anything to me that was overtly unpleasant. But this year, it's as if she's a different person and has a personal vendetta against me. According to her, all of Devon's issues are my fault. I dread when my phone rings and I'm notified by Alice, the school secretary that Mrs. Peterson is here to see me. She's yelled at me, cussed at me, and even broken a picture frame on my desk, calling me a rotten teacher and accusing me of making up stories about her can-do-no-wrong Devon. I don't know what happened to her, or what I did to deserve all this abuse, but as a teacher, we're trained to agree with the parent and to do everything possible to work out a resolution.
Constance is probably forty years old. Of course, if you'd ask her she'd say she's thirty. (Which would mean she'd had her first child when she was twelve!) Nonetheless, she could easily pass for thirty. I'm almost thirty, and I look older than she does. The male teachers on staff call her a MILF, or at least that's their fantasy of her. They leer after her as she saunters by on her quest to make my life miserable.
Constance is 5' 9", a few inches taller than I am, and she likes to wear three-inch stiletto heels, which lend her an intimidating height. Her long, fiery red hair, which matches her domineering personality, is always (and I mean always) perfectly styled. She likes to drape it over her shoulders, letting it cascade down her chest as if to direct your eyes to her cleavage: cleavage she loves to showcase. Even in the middle of winter, when everyone is wearing bulky crewneck sweaters trying to keep warm, Constance will wear something scoop neck or V-neck, always low cut. She's not large breasted, maybe a 36 C, but her orbs still seem very firm and impressive. She also has long, slender, athletic legs that are the envy of all women her age. Add in the three-inch pumps she always wears, and the entire package results in a very powerful, sexual and dominating persona.
As we approached Parent Conference Day, notices were sent home requesting preferred times to schedule a conference. We provide time for all the parents to choose from, with the final conference supposed to end by 6 p.m. (we allow late times for the working parents) and I had a full day planned with one loose end: Constance. She sent me an email saying she wouldn't be able to meet me until 7:30 p.m., and that she had already verified that time with my principal, who'd assured her I would be glad to remain late for her conference. I cursed my luck and Ms. Pierce the principal and dreaded the upcoming interview.
Before I continue with my story, I should tell you a little about myself. My name is Hannah Hawkins. I am recently divorced and have a six-year-old daughter Elaine, who is my pride and joy. I am 5' 6", a brunette, with brown eyes and weigh a typical 137 pounds. My breasts are also rather normal, at 34 B, and while they aren't particularly large, they're very firm. I also have strong legs, although I usually hide them in dress pants. My greatest asset is my smile, one I've been told melts hearts.
Because of the late hour of my final interview, and the potential for it to be both long and stressful, I had arranged for my ex-husband, now forever known as Asshole, to keep Elaine for the night. I figured I might need a glass of wine when I got home... maybe even a bottle.
The day was long, as Parent Conference Days always are, but having to wait two hours after my penultimate interview was excruciating. The clock ticked by slowly, giving me ample time to consider all the worst-case scenarios of what Constance might say or do. Each one I considered ended badly. The draft in my classroom didn't help either, as I was cold in my conservative black skirt, black pantyhose and white blouse. When I went to the staffroom at 7:00 to get some water, the school was almost empty. I was the only person left in the building other than Ms. Pierce. I went back to my classroom and waited and waited and waited.
When 7:40 arrived, I was pissed. She'd made me wait for two hours and decided not even to show up, the fucking bitch. I got up to leave, packed my bag, and slid out of my heels. I was resting one foot on a student's desk chair, just about to put on my runners when Constance breezed in.
She gave a cough to make me aware of her presence; I immediately stood up straight, stumbling a bit, realizing my skirt had lifted carelessly, revealing way too much of my pantyhose-covered leg.
"You were already leaving?" she asked in a condescending tone. She was dressed as she usually did, immaculately pristine, yet this time there was something different about her. She had on a business suit with a white silk shirt, two buttons open to, as usual, showcase her breasts; a black skirt just above the knee, with matching stockings that later on I saw had seams up the backs of her long legs; her patent three-inch pumps were gone and replaced with three-inch ankle boots. She also was wearing a black choker, something I'd never seen her wearing before, and her red hair was in a bun. She looked ready for business.
I looked over to her, trying to conceal my anxiety. I ignored her question and asked her to come in. I slipped back into my heels and sat down at the table. To my surprise, she moved her chair to sit beside me, instead of across the table like the setup is meant to be. In an instant I had lost my power position. My apprehension increased as I prepared to start the interview from Hell. As she sat down she crossed her legs, her skirt riding up rather high, revealing the top of a stocking held by a garter belt. It shouldn't have been a distraction, but for me it became an obsession.
I handed her Devon's report card that contained a plethora of Cs and Ds. Constance examined the report card thoroughly, the seconds turning into minutes. I fiddled with my wedding ring (don't ask me why I was still wearing it) as I snatched quick glimpses at her long stocking-clad legs and nervously awaited the impending assault. At one point her ankle bumped against my leg and lingered there longer than socially acceptable.
Putting the file down, she leaned towards me, her two open buttons giving me a clear glimpse of her fleshy cleavage. Her voice was stern, "Why do you hate my son?"
My eyes broke away from her hypnotically inviting breasts as I defended my dignity, "I don't hate your son. I treat him the same as I treat all my students."
She gave a smug smirk as she asked sarcastically, "So you hate all your students?"
I stormed to my feet, enraged; my cheeks flushed with anger, furious that my professional integrity was being questioned so unfairly. She knew damn well that I had doted on her daughters when they'd been my students!
But before I could begin to speak in my own defense, Mrs. Peterson also stood up and demanded, in a deliberate don't-mess-with-me tone, "Sit down, Ms. Hawkins."
Her commanding voice, her uncompromising eyes, her towering figure, all caused me to immediately plop back into my chair, all my rage disappearing in a flash, replaced by fear of what this imposing woman might do next. Amazingly, what she did was step around behind my chair, placing her hands caringly on my shoulders. Her harsh tone vanished as she murmured, almost whispered, "You're tense, my pet." Tense was putting it mildly. She then began gently massaging my shoulders.
I tried to process this bizarre situation, her sudden anger replaced by a soft voice and this gentle massage, not to mention her calling me her 'pet.' My anger still slowly simmered even as I became relaxed from the gentle massage; but I was also confused at the sudden change in this woman's demeanour. My mixed feelings had me reeling. I couldn't speak or move. I was both petrified and yet oddly relaxed. It made no sense, but I realized every emotion I had was at the whim of this unpredictable woman. I was so distracted that I barely caught the soft, tender voice she now used as she inquired, "So... what are we going to do about Devon's grades, my pet?"
'My pet'. She'd called me that a second time. I was so rattled by such an unexpected and strange approach by this usually frosty woman that I was caught completely off guard. She stopped massaging me and sat back down. I was surprised at the overwhelming disappointment that filled me when she withdrew her touch. I attempted to compose myself as I looked back to Mrs. Peterson. I explained that her son's grades were greatly impacted by his lack of effort and his constant disciplinary issues. If he applied himself, and behaved himself, he had the potential to be an excellent student, just like both of her older daughters had been for me, and no doubt still were.
Mrs. Peterson smiled as her hand fell ever so carelessly onto my knee. I tried to pay attention to her words, but I was now distracted by her soft touch on my leg and the ample cleavage that was once again staring me in the face. She appeared to be waiting for a response to whatever she had just said and I, slightly flushed, requested that she repeat her question.
Her smile never faded as she asked, "Are you distracted, my pet?"
I should have pulled back, but I didn't. I couldn't. A fire seemed to be burning inside me. My cheeks flushed, and my loins began to stir.
Now I should mention at this point I'm not a lesbian. Back in college I'd made out with girlfriends at the bar to tease our boyfriends and such, but I'd never been seriously aroused by the opposite sex. Okay, now that I think about it, there was a brief kissing incident with my colleague and best friend Amy, which happened just last week. We were at a bar for happy hour, which turned into happy 'hours'. With drunken exuberance she'd suddenly given me a passionate kiss, which I'd found myself returning enthusiastically. Immediately following which we'd both gotten extremely timid and nervous around each other. We agreed to just pass it off as a drunken moment of playfulness, though later and even now, I still find it embedded in my mind. In fact ever since, every time I see her at work I get at least a little excited. She's married and has two children, and as I mentioned, is my best friend in the world. I'm divorced and haven't had sex in over a year, at least not sex with a man, or to be crystal clear, not even with another person. I admit to frequently seeking out lesbian porn on the internet in recent months, and to using my seven-inch dildo or my back massager many times. That one has a pointed attachment, which makes it convenient to use when I want penetration as well as clit stimulation. In fact, I think last time I used it I had flashes of Amy...
"My pet?"
Constance's voice and the smell of her perfume brought me out of my self-analysis. Instead, I became transfixed by her hypnotic scent, a blend of sweetness, spice, fruit and floral. I became further intoxicated when I looked at her lips, with her bright red lipstick, a scarlet slash as if to tease. I briefly thought I might overcome my fear and kiss her out of curiosity. At that moment a sudden gust of wind shook the window, startling me back into the real world again.
What's gotten into me? I wondered. I forced myself to again perceive Constance as the woman I hated most in the whole world. Thus grounded, I tried to get the conference back on track.
"So," I began, trying for business-like, "What are we going to do to improve Devon's behaviour?"
Her hand, still resting on my leg, moved up just slightly, as she turned my question back onto me. "A better question, my pet, is what are you going to do to get on my good side?"
I froze. What was she implying? She saw the confusion in my expression and took it as an opening as I felt her warm breath on my cheek. Her lips moved past mine, lingering for a moment in time, and moved to my ultimate weak spot, my ear. Using my first name for the first time ever, she whispered, "Hannah, I know what you want." Her hot breath and seductive tone had me turning into jello. Then her hand moved under my skirt. I knew I should leap back to my feet, protest, slap her hand away, anything; but I just sat there, paralysed by my fear and hormones. She paused, giving me time to react. When I didn't, she continued, "You do want to please me, don't you, Hannah?"
Her hand was only a couple of inches from my vagina, as she again waited for a verbal response from me. I attempted to speak coherently, yet all I could get out was a mumbled and not very convincing, "I don't know." I no longer had any clue what I wanted. I hated this woman, she was the bane of my existence, and yet, right at this moment, I wanted nothing more than to taste her lipstick, to feel her lips pressed against mine.
She looked into my eyes, her sensual lips inviting me in and her intoxicating eyes summoning me in. My mind was a fog and when she leaned in and our lips touched, I didn't... couldn't... resist. My lips parted for her without thought, and Constance took the opportunity to slip her tongue into my mouth. Still reeling from the erotic spell Mrs. Peterson had me under, my own tongue responded. Soon our tongues were doing the taboo dance. The kiss lasted an eternity, one of sweetness, one of my forgetting who I was kissing or where I was. Instead, I was focusing on the thrill of being wanted.
When her hand reached my underwear, I was jolted back to reality. What was I doing? This is a conservative, small town. I could lose my job. My career could be ruined. Frantic to get the situation under control, I hastily stood up, breaking the kiss. As I stood up, I wobbled away awkwardly, my legs weak from the passionate embrace. I looked back at Mrs. Peterson, whose placid face gave away nothing.
"We can't do this," I said firmly.
The sphinxlike woman stood up, exuding her usual confidence, walked over to me, and placed a single finger gently on my arm. Her slight touch provoked a shiver throughout my body. My emotional state was sent right back into complete turmoil. Her bright red lips curved into a smug smile. She didn't ask but she told me, "You're coming with me for coffee."
I shivered, and as I tried to regain control of the situation, I struggled to refuse her, "I-I-I don't think that is a g-g-good idea."
Her smug smile disappeared, her usual condescending tone returned, as she intoned, "I wasn't asking if you wished to go for coffee, Hannah. I said you are coming for coffee."
The statement wasn't a question, but a demand. The forceful tone had me too nervous to tell her no, but too petrified to say yes. But then I thought about it. It was only coffee, after all. She was far too well known a figure to do anything crazy in public. Going for coffee would be a good way to get out of this awkward position in my unchaperoned classroom. Finally feeling back in control again, I agreed to go for coffee with her. My confident swagger was back. Well, more on the outside than on the inside.
Just as quickly as her tone had shifted from sweet to aggressive, it now returned to sweet. "That's a good girl, my pet."
But when I began to remove my heels, she suddenly commanded, "No, don't allow yourself to be seen in those nasty runners. Keep the heels on, my pet. They really do showcase your sexy legs."
I blushed at that, embarrassed, yet also proud she'd noticed my legs. I immediately obeyed her, sliding my feet back into my heels. I grabbed my purse, then my marking bag. Just as quickly, I set the marking bag back down, knowing I was past doing any kind of marking tonight. After coffee I figured I would go home, crack open the bottle of wine I'd bought for tonight and soak in a long bubble bath. The thought of having a nice soak and a good drunk sounded so good.
I followed Constance to the parking lot, neither of us saying a word. As I pulled out the keys to my SUV, Constance finally spoke, her tone again warning me this was not a suggestion, but a command. "We're taking my car."



I looked at her, startled. This was not part of my plan; I would then be at the mercy of Mrs. Peterson's decisions about where I went. I protested, "Oh no, I can take my van."
The tone was back, and each word dripped with authority, "No, Hannah, we will go in my car." Her voice and look told me this was non-negotiable, so I gave in and followed her to a blue sports car. As I followed, I wondered how I was going to get out of this mess; yet a small part of me, deep down inside, was intrigued to see what would happen next.
Constance opened the door for me and waited until I sat down. I was shocked once again when she leaned over and buckled my safety belt for me as if I were her little girl. Her breasts swayed unfettered under her blouse, and her sweet exotic scent lingered in my nostrils. The small curious part inside me was growing; I could feel the shift inside me. My will to resist her was weakening. I tried to suppress my excitement, my eagerness, but my pussy, now damp, was making it incredibly hard to focus on what the right thing to do might even be.
As Mrs. Peterson drove, I shyly looked over at her. She was a beautiful woman, and it had been so long since any person, even a woman as arrogant as she, had given me any sort of enticing attention. I looked down and noticed her skirt had crept up. I gave out a slight gasp as once again I saw the top of her nylons and the trace of a garter. The only time I'd ever worn a garter was on my wedding day. The thought that this bitch of a woman dressed so sexily was a revelation. It also was getting me hornier. As if she could hear my naughty thoughts, she moved her right hand onto my leg. As she drove, her long supple fingers slowly slid up my inner thigh, pushing up my skirt as they went. I could no longer think straight. My protest was so weak it was inaudible. I tried to close my legs to block her hand, but a quick and forceful gesture from her hand ended my pathetically weak resistance.
When I looked up, I realized we were pulling into the driveway of a large house, a mansion, really. I asked nervously, but I already knew the answer, "Where are we?"
She shrugged, her hand leaving my leg, and responded nonchalantly, "My home."
I panicked, my sense of propriety coming back to me in a wave. I became stubborn, "I can't go into your house, Mrs. Peterson. It isn't right. What would your husband and daughters think, not to mention Devon? I'm sure he wouldn't be pleased at seeing his teacher in his own house."
"Oh, don't you worry about that, my dear little Hannah. They're all conveniently gone for the evening. We have the place to ourselves, you see, just you and me and our cups of coffee." She gestured quotation marks around 'cups of coffee' that had me wondering briefly when she added, "And by the way, please call me Constance."
Seeing that I was still sitting there stubbornly, Constance got out of the car and walked around to my side. She opened my door and leaned in to unbuckle my safety belt. I held my breath, paralyzed at first, but then grasped the catch to stop her from unbuckling it. She looked at me sweetly, eye to eye, and then kissed me on the cheek. Then she leaned into me, her breasts plastered against my shoulder. "Don't you worry your cute little head about the details, my pet." Her hot breath on my ear weakened my resistance. She bit my ear with a not gentle, not hard, but al dente nibble and stood back up. In the meantime, she had the seatbelt unbuckled. She grasped my hand, pulled me out and explained, "You are mine tonight, my pet Hannah. I own you. It's really quite simple for you. All you need to do is submit to me. To obey my every command."
Such words should have freaked me out, yet they did the opposite. In an instant, waves of guilt and shame washed away. As a teacher I'm always in charge, always putting out fires, always coming up with the solutions to issues. It's exhausting both physically and mentally. So when Mrs. Peterson... Constance... told me not to worry and just to submit to her, it felt like I was five years old and Mommy was calling me home. The invitation just to let go and let fate or someone else make my decisions for me was such an overwhelmingly great feeling, that suddenly nothing else mattered... but obeying.
I allowed her to take my hand and lead me into her house. "Maeko," she called out as she led me to the living room couch. "Have a seat, Hannah."
My heart skipped a beat as I learned someone else was here. My heart dropped into my stomach when I saw the Petersons' maid. She was dressed in what appeared to be a caricature of a maid's uniform. It was black, with a white lace cap, but the part meant to cover her body was shoulderless, with a deep, plunging neckline, and the ruffled skirt barely covered her crotch. She looked Asian, and like the stereotype her figure was slight and her breasts small; but even so, they were revealed almost to their nipples. Once I'd taken in the revealing outfit, I belatedly recognized I'd been ogling Mrs. Chung. Mrs. Chung's daughter Bao was in my class, and unlike her classmate Devon, she was an absolute genius and a sweetheart of a girl.
"Yes, Mistress, what can I do for you?" asked the Asian mother and maid, standing in a submissive waiting position. I was slightly taken aback at hearing the mother of one of my students addressing Constance as 'Mistress'.
"Could you please bring my guest here a glass of wine and me my usual?"
"Yes, Mistress," Mrs. Chung responded, and subserviently and immediately exited. The bottom swells of her ass cheeks were clearly visible as she walked away, with no sign of any underwear.
Seeing the look of shock on my face, Mrs. Peterson asked, "Oh, you know Maeko don't you?"
"Bao is in my class," I explained.
"I know," she responded, "Maeko is a very, very, good maid. A full-service maid, no less." She added that last part as if to imply 'full service' had a hidden meaning. "I'm going to change into something a little more..." she paused, considering the best wording for what she wanted to say, "...a little more me. Just relax, Hannah. I shan't be long."
Of course, I couldn't relax; even as I attempted to ease my tension into the most comfortable leather couch I'd ever sat on. My anxiety was overwhelming. My inner turmoil and anticipation of what might transpire while I was here had me both curious and wanting to flee the room, the house. As I was about to do just that, Mrs. Chung re-entered the room, and at odds with her revealing costume, was walking with impeccable dignity, expertly balancing a tray with two glasses of red wine along with the rest of the bottle. She had also thought to add a plate of appetizers. Not traditional fare like cheese and crackers, etc., but a selection of delicate California rolls. After setting the tray upon the oak coffee table, she simply left. Never once had she looked at me to acknowledge that we knew one another.
As I reached for a glass of wine, I thought to grab the bottle. Instead, I took a lengthy sip from the glass. The refreshing wine calmed my nerves. I took a second and third sip. As I was taking another sip of my now half empty glass, Constance walked back in. Her 'more me' look was stunning. She had on a short, black leather skirt, black thigh-high boots, black stockings, and a red blouse. Her red hair had been combed out of its earlier bun and flowed down her shoulders elegantly. If she was pretty while dressed in her usual stuffy attire, I could see she was drop-dead gorgeous when she let her hair down.
She sauntered to the table and lifted her glass of wine. "Oh, I so need this," she announced and then noticed my glass. "Oh my, Hannah, I see you must have needed it too. Let me give you some more." She then raised her voice, calling, "Maeko."
As Constance refilled my glass, Maeko re-entered the room, "Yes, Mistress?"
Constance informed her, "You may go home now; I shan't need you for the rest of the evening,"
"As you wish, Mistress," the Chinese maid replied softly as she gave a slight bow and departed the room.
Constance immediately turned to me, took a sip of her wine, and looked me up and down. She had this odd look on her face, as if to analyze me. It had me feeling like a piece of meat, like I often had in college when I'd attended rare frat parties. Back then, the boys were only after one thing... sex. Constance, seeming to know her power over me, repeated a question from earlier today, "So, Hannah my pet, how do you plan to get on my good side?"
I had no idea what to say, but she didn't require an answer. She simply walked over to me, set down her glass, took mine from my hand and set it down as well. Seating herself next to me, she immediately had me locked into an embrace and was kissing me. This time her kiss was more passionate and more domineering. I broke the kiss and pleaded weakly, "Please, don't." But deep down I didn't want her to stop, and she knew it.
"My pet, I'm doing exactly what you wish me to do. You wish for me to kiss you. To make you my little plaything, do you not?" Her hands on my thighs were a great distraction as I tried to respond coherently. Her lips moved to my vulnerable ear, nibbling on it as she whispered, taking a short breath between each word, "Well... am... I... correct? Are... you... ready... to... submit... to... your... Mistress?" The questions took over a minute to finish as she bit my ear and finished by probing her tongue towards my eardrum.
I moaned in pleasure, my will to resist non-existent. I was nearly writhing.
Not waiting for an answer, not that I was able to supply one, she began to fumble with the buttons on my blouse. She continued her warm assault on my ear, "So, shall I have any more problems with you, my pet?"
Another moan escaped my lips, my panties now moist, as I struggled even to comprehend her question. Again, I had no answer to give her.
"You shall be a good teacher henceforward, will you not, my pet?" she purred, as she pulled my blouse out of my skirt. My fevered brain could supply my lips with no words to utter as I was now writhing helplessly.
Finally, she demanded a response. "Answer me, Hannah!"
I was startled by her change in tone and I answered obediently but without thought, frightened to make her angry with me. "Yes."
"Yes what?" she asked, her tone conveying her annoyance and impatience at what had somehow been my incomplete response.
I paused, unsure of what she wanted, until I recalled Maeko's submissive words and realized exactly what was required of me. I whimpered, like a child attempting to avoid corporal discipline, "Yes, Mistress."
"Good girl," she purred, her gentleness returning in a heartbeat. She removed my blouse and began exploring my body with soft pecks from her sweet lips, transmitting goose bumps all over my body. Her pecks became sensual kisses on my shoulder and tummy as she unhooked my bra and slid the straps from my shoulders.
As my breasts were released from their restraints, I felt all my insecurities returning to me. I felt embarrassed and vulnerable to be seen with all my flaws before this beautiful woman with her perfect body. I attempted to cover myself, but was quickly scolded, "Don't you dare cover yourself, Hannah. You must allow your Mistress to see you." She gave me a once over as I trembled nervously, awaiting her inevitable criticism, like she'd always given me at least by implication even back when her daughters, whom we'd both agreed were stellar, had been my students. Instead, she pinched my now stiff, swollen nipples. I gasped at the pain. I also gasped at the pleasure it gave me. Without a word, she dipped her head to my breasts. Her tongue darted out and flicked over each nipple. The wetness of her tongue and the heat of her breath had me on the edge of ecstasy. Noticing the increase in my moaning, Constance ordered, like a mother would discipline a child, "Don't you dare come, my slut. Not until I give you permission."
Being called a slut was both like a slap in the face and also like a rush of adrenaline to my extremely wet pussy. The two extremes had me baffled. I was not a slut; I hadn't even had sex in over a year. Yet here I was, topless in a parent's living room. So what did that make me? As I considered this conundrum, Constance stood and pulled me to my feet. I stood helplessly as this pretentious, arrogant bitch unzipped my skirt, yanked it down over my hips, and then allowed it to fall to the floor on its own. She seemed to relish removing each high heel in turn slowly, as she eyed my well-built legs.
She moved back up to my midsection and asked, her tone a blend of authority and compassion, "And what's with your wearing pantyhose? A good slave, especially one with such fine legs, should only wear thigh-highs, or garters and stockings. From now on Hannah, that is what you must wear at all times. Even at times you don't expect to encounter me. Understood?"
First I was a pet, then a slut, and now a slave. I stood there embarrassed at the current situation. Realizing she was awaiting my response, I answered with what I was sure she wanted to hear, "Yes, Mistress."
She repeated her desire as if to require my complete understanding. "I expect you to be wearing such hosiery every day from now on, my little lez."
"Yes, Mistress," I replied. For some reason, the thought came to me that I would have to go shopping. I shook my head as I realized I was being foolish, that this evening would be a one-time thing. It had to be.
Constance? Mrs. Peterson? Mistress? Lover? Unsure of how to think of her, I watched as she now slowly pulled down my pantyhose. Now I was standing and shivering in only my underwear. I'd never felt so vulnerable and helpless in my life.
Her hand slowly caressed my arm as she whispered, 'You are a submissive little slut, are you not, Hannah?"
"What do you mean?" I asked, genuinely confused. The concept had never occurred to me. A light chill in the air had me slightly trembling.
"You wish to obey," she explained. Her mouth went to my ear as she whispered, "You need to obey. You are fulfilled only when you obey."
I whimpered. Oddly, at this pivotal moment, what popped into my head was the National Junior Honors Society Pledge. One line of the Pledge in particular stood out for me: "I pledge to give of myself freely in service to others." It was a pledge I'd made years ago, but in retrospect I realized it was a pledge I have always kept. I am the one my family relies on, and I'm the one they take advantage of when they need help. And at school I sacrifice my time and my life for the students whether they're technically my students or not; and now that I reflected on it, I'd always acted submissively in the bedroom with my ex-husband as well.
I was brought out of my trance-like state by Constance who repeated, "So slut, are you submissive?" She paused, her hand now at the entrance to very damp pussy, and emphasized, "My submissive.?"
I involuntarily let out a moan and the word "yes" escaped my lips.
"Good girl," she said again, as if I were still a child. "My, my, my, you're drenched, my pet. Why are you so wet?" She waited for a response, but I couldn't verbalize my answer. It was way too humiliating. I heard her take a deep breath, then: "Answer me, whore!" she bellowed.
I stuttered out of total fear, "I-I-I can't, Mistress, it's too humiliating!"
Her anger immediately dissipated and her deceivingly seductive smile returned. Her finger probed inside my panties. "My pet, have I not made it crystal clear? I own you. I am your Mistress. You are my slave, my whore, my submissive, dyke, cunt, bitch, whatever I decide to call you at any moment. You will only come when I give you permission. Your main purpose in life and especially when you're in my presence, is my pleasure. You get wet just thinking about pleasing your Mistress." She shoved her finger deep inside my pussy. My resistance waned. I wanted to come. At that moment, I wanted her to be my Mistress. My breathing became more a series of pants. Her finger was driving me crazy. "Submit to me, whore!" she thundered.
Without any thought or reflection, the words flew out of me with equal volume, although with none of her authority but rather with total desperation, "I am your slave, Mistress, I will obey you!"
My Mistress pumped her finger hard with three quick thrusts, whereupon she withdrew it and placed it in her mouth. After savouring my juice, she placed her hands on my shoulders and guided me to my knees. She lifted her foot and commanded me to remove her boot. I did, ever so slowly and gently. Her pedicured foot, toenails painted ruby red, matching her lipstick, was in my hands. She instructed me to lick the bottom of her foot. I lifted her foot up and extended my tongue to her nylon-covered sole. I took my time, determined to be a perfect slave, to do anything not to incur her wrath, as I licked every inch of her foot. The taste was a mixture of leather and sweet sweat. Although hardly an appetizing taste, my focus on pleasing her made the experience thrillingly enjoyable. I was ordered to repeat the task on her other foot, and again I focused solely on pleasing my Mistress.
"You are a good slave," Mrs. Peterson said approvingly. Her approval warmed my insides, and I awaited further instruction, kneeling before her.
I watched intently as she backed up a couple of feet and unbuttoned her red blouse. Her eyes never left mine as she slowly, painfully slowly according to my perceptions, undid one button at a time. I watched, desperate to view her hidden flesh. Seeing my eyes riveted expectantly on her bra-covered melons, she slyly smiled and went for her skirt instead. She unzipped it slowly, letting it carelessly fall to the floor. I admired her standing there before me in a garter belt, black thigh-high stockings, a black lace bra, and a matching thong. Her pale flesh was an intoxicating contrast to the dark lingerie. My pussy tingled with anticipation. I desperately wanted to unwrap my Mistress' treasures. Finally, as if reading my mind, she unhooked her bra, slipped it off her shoulders, and let it fall to the floor. Her breasts swayed a bit, although still incredibly firm for her age. She posed for me and asked, "Do you like what you see, whore?"
"Yes," I responded honestly, mesmerized by the older woman's amazing body. I could only dream of having a body like this one ten years from now. I watched as she hooked her fingers over the elastic of her thong and slid them down her luscious legs. My eyes focused on her flawlessly trimmed pussy. The garter and stockings perfectly framed her pussy and its thin strip of auburn hair.
She balled up her thong and tossed it at me. Although I was surprised, I caught her piece of string-like underwear and instinctively brought it to my nose. As I sniffed her aroma, she commented, "Wow, you really are a little lezbo, aren't you?" Realizing what I was doing, I blushed and dropped her slightly damp thong to the floor with the rest of our discarded clothes. "Take your panties off," she instructed. I got off my weary knees and awkwardly, my legs numb from being on the floor for so long, removed my final piece of restrictive clothing.
Now that we were both standing, my Mistress stepped up to me and kissed me, pulling me into her. Our breasts flattened against each other. I moaned into her mouth as her knee pressed between my legs and against my naked mound. Our kissing was intense as her tongue darted into my mouth and she seemed actually to suck my tongue into her mouth.
After a couple minutes of this reckless passion, she grasped my shoulders, and for a second time, this time roughly, she pushed me onto my knees. She scolded, "Slut, you've gotten my knee all wet with your pussy juice. Clean it up." I looked at her knee, which indeed had a special gleam to it, and I attempted to suck my juice from her stocking. I heard her purr, "Good cunt," as I extracted my juice.



When she was satisfied with my thoroughness, she lifted the same leg onto the couch and presented me with a very close-up view of her pussy. Her fingers entwined in my hair. She wordlessly pulled me in, guiding my face to her forbidden zone. My anxiety overwhelmed me, but no longer because I was humiliated by the situation. I suppose I still was, but now I no longer cared, my humiliation had become synonymous with rapture. Now I was more worried about pleasing her; concerned I would fail to make my Mistress... who now owned me... happy. I was so close to her pussy I was getting drunk on her exotic scent when even though I thought I'd already surrendered, everything changed.
She thrust her hips forward and said in a dominant and reassuring voice, "You know what you wish to do, Hannah. You know what you crave to do. You know what you were born to do. Now do it, slut. Lick your Mistress' cunt." Her words were the final crack in my already brittle resistance. She was right, I don't know how she knew I was submissive when I myself didn't, but I was forever grateful. It was exactly what I wished, what I craved, and what I was born to do. I extended my tongue and began my complete, unreserved servitude to my Mistress.
As I began pleasuring my Mistress in earnest, I tried to do to her pussy what I liked having done to mine. Mistress shivered from my tender strokes as I shifted from gentle to stronger pressure. A shiver of joy went up my spine when I heard her say, "That's it, slut... do what a slut is born to do... what a slut is trained to do... lick your Mistress' pussy." As her moaning increased, I felt her nylon leg move onto my shoulder, pulling my face deeper between her legs. My face was now buried in her wetness, and I began to focus on her clit. Her secretions trickled down my chin and down her thighs as my attempts to make her come appeared to be working.
She demanded, "Don't stop slut, don't you fucking stop." I sucked her clit into my mouth. Her leg quivered on my shoulder. Suddenly she shrieked an earth-shattering scream and came, her juices spraying all over me. My face soaked, I continued to lick her clit as her body endured spasm after spasm, her orgasm seeming to last forever. I remained between her legs, savouring her delicious nectar as I brought her to a second... softer... orgasm. I felt her cum dripping from my chin as her spasms subsided and she finally removed her leg from my shoulder. My Mistress was silent for what seemed an eternity as she took a few sips of her wine. I knelt before her obediently, placidly, head lowered, awaiting further instructions.
Finishing her glass of wine, my Mistress finally spoke, as she commanded, "Follow me, cunt." Somewhat forlornly, I noticed she hadn't deigned to show me a sign of approval for my obedient and dedicated pleasuring of her. I began to stand up, but was scolded, "No whore, crawl like a bitch dog." I obeyed, completely humiliated, now being treated like a family pet. Yet I got on all fours and followed my Mistress.
I crawled up the stairs and we ended up in a mammoth bedroom, the king-sized bed in the middle of the far wall looking like a shrine. I crawled to my Mistress' feet, and she bent down and petted my hair. "Good girl," she cooed as if I had just done a clever... for a dog... trick. My cheeks flushed red with embarrassment. I felt degraded, humiliated. I was a strong, powerful woman, someone who inspired others; yet here I was being treated like a family pet. I should have been angry, and yet I was even more eager to please my Mistress. I desperately wanted her approval. I wanted nothing more than to please her. It made no sense, but I no longer seemed able to give any credence to logic. I was her slave, and wouldn't even consider disobeying any order, no matter how extreme or mortifying.
I watched her as she disappeared into a huge walk-in closet. When she returned a couple minutes later, she was wearing a strap-on cock and was carrying a large silver tray. She walked past me and put the tray, with an array of toys and lubes on it, on the table next to the bed. She commanded, "Slave, get on the bed."
I did as instructed. My Mistress joined me on the bed, and I didn't struggle or protest as she grabbed my arms, handcuffing me to the headboard. A feeling of complete helplessness struck me as I lay there, bound. Up until now, at least in theory I could have halted this descent into servitude and obedience. But now I was completely at the mercy of a woman who had humiliated me in public, chastised me as a teacher and forced me to be her whore. She reached back to the tray and returned with what I would soon learn was called a butt plug. It was a thin black toy, and I watched her lubricate it generously. Once she'd done that, she asked me, "Have you ever had anything in your ass?"
"No," I answered, my fear clearly expressed on my face.
"Well, today is still a day of firsts then, my pet," she said rather casually. "First, you become my new submissive slave, second you eat pussy, and now you willingly give me your anal virginity."
Willingly? I think not! I began to protest, when she roared, "Don't you ever fucking question your Mistress! If I wish to share you with my friends, I will. If I wish you to service the football team, you will. If I wish you to go to a glory hole and suck cock after cock, you will. Don't you fucking get it, you stupid fucking bitch? I OWN you. I own your tongue and your mouth. I own your pussy. I own your ass. I own your entire body. Don't you ever make me repeat a command again, or you will find yourself punished in ways you can't even begin to imagine."
Her mood swings alarmed me. My eyes went wide, fearful of her fiery rage. She slapped my legs apart and not-so-gently pushed the lubricated toy in my ass. I yelped loudly, tears in my eyes, but said nothing out of fear of triggering even more of my Mistress' anger. The pain in my ass burned and unlike stories I'd read online, the pain was in no way simmering away. It burned like hell. Mistress watched my expressions in amusement before simply getting off the bed and leaving the room with me still bound, impaled and helpless.
As I lay on my Mistress' bed, I pondered my predicament. How had I gone, in only a couple of hours' time, from being a more or less confident teacher prepared to deal with a difficult parent, to finding myself handcuffed, naked and my ass on fire in that same parent's bed? Replaying the evening in my head, I couldn't pinpoint any single moment that had been the turning point. It seemed like a domino effect, where once the first domino had fallen, my permitting her to sit beside me instead of across the table like all the other parents had done, there was no stopping the chain of events that were destined to follow.
The pain in my ass still burned, yet my pussy was also on fire, but a very different kind of fire. I desperately wanted to come, hoping such pleasure would dissipate the extreme burning in my ass. Unfortunately, I was helpless in every sense of the word; I was helpless to please myself and helpless to reject my Mistress. I had to accept that my life had changed dramatically in only a couple of hours. And there was no going back. As I considered this, I wondered if I would even want to turn back the hands of time if I could. On the one hand, the answer was obvious. Of course, I would. A couple of hours ago my life had made sense. I was happy, oblivious to my submissive side. On the other hand, I'd never been hornier than during these last two hours. The feeling of pure joy I'd felt when I made my Mistress come was inexplicable. A sensation that was unbelievably intense filled me when I satisfied her.
When Mistress returned, she carried in her hand a cucumber, and it was a very lengthy one. She tossed it onto the bed and went back into the walk-in closet. When she returned for a second time, my spirits crashed when I saw what she was now carrying. It was a video camcorder attached to a tripod. I was terrified about what her intentions could possibly be as she set it up. If such a video were to be made public, my career would be over, not only locally but nationwide. I watched her nervously, praying for a miracle that would enable me not to end up humiliated on video. Alas, it was not to be.
She returned to the bed, the strap-on cock still waving from her midsection. She explained to me, "Hannah, you need to be punished for questioning your Mistress. You need to learn there is a severe consequence for any sort of disobedience." She removed my handcuffs and announced, "You are going to make a brief video for me; one that will come in handy if you ever disobey me again."
Terrified, I didn't dare question my powerful Mistress. She went to the camera and directed, "I want you to tell me a fantasy as you fuck yourself with the cucumber. And of course, you'll keep the plug in your ass." My fear became reality as I understood what was expected of me. As I considered what to say, Mistress added, "And make it believable, slut."
I sat up, whimpering as the plug pushed itself deeper inside me. The hot burn returned in full force as I reached for the lengthy cucumber. Obediently I rubbed it on my clit as I wondered what she wanted to hear. I considered making up a fantasy that wasn't mine, but I was worried she would somehow know.
So I began telling her and an imagined audience... of I don't know, millions?... my most current masturbating fantasy as I pressed the cucumber against my very needy pussy. "I'm somewhat ashamed to admit this. But seeing my ex-students as eighteen-year-old young adults is very exhilarating. Usually I don't think of them as sexual objects, but lately I have been. Maybe it's because I haven't had sex in a year, but my pussy has had that special tingle on a few occasions lately. Watching the play put on by the high school drama club had my pussy damp. Watching the boys' basketball team at state championships had me masturbating that night, thinking of them all celebrating by gangbanging me. And just last week when we had Homecoming and many former students returned, all dressed to kill, I got so horny that I ended up sneaking into my classroom and bringing myself to an orgasm."
I had the cucumber halfway inside me now, and was slowly moving it in and out. My shame was fading as my horniness took over. Looking directly at the camera, attempting to appear as sexy as I was beginning to feel, I continued, "So all this week my fantasy has been about being seduced by an ex-student. I fantasize about being forced to suck his cock, to swallow his cum, to be made to ride his young, stiff cock all night long."
My moans began getting louder as envisioning this fantasy got me extremely horny, as did the vegetable that was now two-thirds inside me. I began pumping by pussy faster and faster with my veggie fuck-toy, desperate to have my long eluded and forbidden orgasm. As I began to feel the orgasm building inside me, I heard my Mistress' harsh words, "Don't you dare come, slut!" I looked at her with pleading eyes. When I got no sympathy from her, I stopped fucking myself and closed my eyes as I concentrated on not coming.
The prevention of such release was incredibly difficult, and it took all my will power to corral the urge. My mind was a mess as my desire to come overtook any sort of logic. I felt hands on my leg and opened my eyes to see my Goddess of a Mistress looking down at me. Her sweet smile was back. She whispered, "All good things come to those who wait. When I eventually do allow it, you're not going to believe how powerful your orgasm will be."
She took the vegetable out of my gaping hole and placed it in my mouth. I thought I understood what was expected of me. I opened my mouth to suck my juices from the cucumber. I quickly learned I'd guessed wrong as my Mistress corrected me, "No my whore, eat the cucumber." Although surprised, I obeyed and began eating the juice-coated cucumber. It took a couple of minutes, but I ate half the vegetable from the end that had been inside me. My Mistress took the rest of the veggie and tossed it carelessly on the tray. "Do you want to come, my slut?"
"Desperately," I answered, urgently.
"Who owns you?" she asked, testing me.
"You do, Mistress," I answered, knowing it was true.
"You will do anything I ask?" she questioned skeptically.
"Yes, Mistress," I responded and added, hoping to please her, "Ì am yours to use as you see fit."
Seeming to be happy with my obedience, she decided to test my servitude. "So... do you want me to fuck your ass with this cock?"
The truthful answer was no. What I really wanted was her to fuck my pussy, but I knew that wasn't the answer I was expected to give. So I lied and answered like a good whore should. "Yes, Mistress, please take my anal virginity with your big hard cock."
Mistress ordered me to get on all fours again and pulled the plastic plug from my ass. My liberation from the toy was a great relief, which was apparently going to be short-lived as I felt my Mistress' hands on my ass. But her strap-on, to my great surprise, was thrust into my cunt instead. I moaned in pleasure as she fucked my tight pussy. I began bouncing back on the cock, taking all seven inches of it inside me. Just as the fucking was really getting me revved up and hot, my Mistress pulled out and placed the head of the toy at my ass. Disappointment and frustration filled me, as I needed to come more than I ever had before. She spread my ass cheeks apart and whispered, as she leaned forward, "Ready to have your ass fucked now, Hannah?"
"Yes," I whimpered nervously, willing to obey any command at all if it got me closer to my long-delayed orgasm.
Mistress pushed forward, slowly opening my tight ass. The plug had prepared me for a cock, but only slightly. The strap-on was longer and wider than the butt plug. The fiery burn returned as my ass attempted to open enough to accommodate the big, hard plastic cock. My moans of agony were muffled by the pillow I was biting to help control the pain. I lay there, trying not to tense up. My Mistress slowly pushed the cock deeper into my butt. I don't know how she did it, but as she began slowly to pump the toy in my ass, I felt a vibration on my clit and then in my cunt. I didn't know what it was at the time, but a fast-paced pulsing was now inside my pussy, bringing with it thrilling sensations of pleasure. The pain still burned in my ass, but its contrast with the toy Mistress had managed to sneak into my pussy helped me focus on the pleasure building in my cunt instead of the fiery pain in my rectum. Mistress next began fucking my ass, not fast, but with a constant rhythm. Each thrust went just a bit deeper, each time creating another sharp round of intense pain. Yet my body began to fill with an ecstasy I can't explain. I began moaning, and again my orgasm began to build inside, apparently ignoring the assault on my ass.
The steady ass-fucking and slow build-up of my orgasm continued for about ten minutes until I knew it was incredibly close. I begged like the fucking slut Mistress had turned me into, "Mistress, can I please come?"
I couldn't see her face as she thrust even harder, but I heard her question. "You want to come from getting fucked in the ass?" She then scolded, "Only fucking sluts come from getting their asses fucked."
Way past the point of return or caring what the fuck I was, I blurted, "I am a slut. I... am... your... fucking... whore! Please fuck me to an orgasm, Mistress. I'll do anything you say."
"Anything?" she asked curiously. The cock was now lodged deeper in my ass than I could possibly imagine.
"Yes, anything Mistress," I moaned in desperation.
"Good, I have the perfect task for you," she said as she pushed me down onto my belly and began fucking my ass harder and faster. The pressure of her body on me, along with the vibrations of the toy in my pussy, was too much. The moment Mistress said those special words, the words I was dying to hear, "Come my slut, come for Mommy," an intense orgasm immediately exploded throughout my entire body.
I felt tingles from my head to my toes as the long-awaited orgasm exploded, draining every fibre of my existence. Mistress kept pounding my ass as I continued through an everlasting quake. I said so many crazy things as I finally felt what real bliss was: "Yes, fuck my ass harder, Mistress," and "Oh My God, fuck, fuck, fuck," and "Your slut teacher is coming, Mistress." Eventually, and to my great disappointment, the orgasm did eventually come to its conclusion and I lay on the bed, dripping in my own sweat and lying in my own cum. Mistress pulled out of my ass and pulled from my pussy what I now saw was a vibrating egg.
I was exhausted, but Mistress was relentless. She crawled back onto the bed, placed her pussy under my face, and demanded I service her again. I lowered my head into my Mistress' divine temple. I began licking as Mistress informed her new slave of her many plans for me. "So, my slut Hannah. Did you know that Karli turns eighteen in two days?" I looked up from my submissive position as she continued, the question apparently rhetorical, "Yes, and I have decided to give her the best present in the world." She paused for dramatic effect, her eyes targeted on mine. Then she announced, "Her own slave."
Even after everything that had occurred tonight, this declaration stunned me. I stammered, praying and hoping I wasn't the slave in question, "Certainly not m-m-me."
"Of course you, my pet. She asked for you specifically and I always give my children what they want," she explained.
This revelation had me even more bewildered. "She asked for me?"
"Yes, although she didn't realize she was doing so. We were discussing Devon's behaviour problems, which by the way, there will be no more of, he's been misbehaving because I told him to, when she declared that she thought you were hot. Well, one thing led to another, and I finally concluded that you would be the perfect present for her eighteenth birthday; her very own submissive, obedient, pet teacher."
"S-s-she knows about this?" I asked, mystified.
"Oh no," my Mistress said, "She was just talking to me about you generally. She will be ecstatic when she unwraps you. It will be a surprise for her when she and her friends visit the mountains this weekend."
"Unwraps me?" I mindlessly questioned, my head spinning from this new predicament.
"Now, don't you worry, Hannah. I know you have a daughter and a career. But if you obey like a perfect slut slave must, I will protect you like one of my own children. On the other hand, if you don't obey, I will crush you in a way you wouldn't want to imagine," my Mistress explained. Her voice wasn't angry or threatening, yet her message was clear: don't fuck with her. "Can you get your ex to watch your daughter this weekend?"
"It's already scheduled to be his weekend," I answered.
"Excellent. That is amazingly convenient," she said, yawning. She continued, explaining other plans for me, "In three weeks, I'm having a special party for some of my very special friends, and you will be one of our maids for the evening. You will wear an outfit like you saw Mrs. Chung wearing and serve all the guests however they require."
"Oh," I said, unsure what to say to such a declaration, knowing that any resistance would be futile. My mind was busy pondering the meaning of the word 'special' that she had used twice in a single sentence.
"Now get back to your snack, slut," my Mistress ordered.
I returned to licking Mistress' pussy as I considered what lay in store for me. The road ahead was terrifying and humiliating and yet, as I considered myself serving as a submissive plaything to a group of eighteen-year-olds, my pussy began to rev up again. When I considered being a maid, I wondered what all it would entail. Would it be just a regular party? Or a lesbian sex party? Or perhaps a swingers' party? At the very least I'd be dressed far more daringly than I'd ever considered being. The excitement of such wild adventures had me wet again, and I licked my Mistress' pussy with determination as well as enthusiasm.



Her moans increased, and she got verbal, "So do you want to be my daughter's slave? To be ravished and ordered about by horny eighteen-year-olds? To be gangbanged by sex toys?"
I moaned loudly in answer and was extremely thankful when Mistress had me lie on my back, whereupon she put her face between my legs as well. Now we could please each other in unison. I had to lift my head to reach her delicacy, and I began licking hers as she began licking mine. One touch of her tongue on my clit and I was in heaven. My moaning increased as she concentrated on my swollen clit. The sweet sixty-nine lasted forever as we both enjoyed each other's sweet nectar.
Finally, feeling my orgasm simmering near the surface, I moaned, "Mistress, may I please come again?"
A chill shivered up my back as she gave me her permission, "Come for me, slut. Come for your Mistress." She spanked my clit with her hand. The semi-hard slaps sent inexplicable sensations throughout my body as my second orgasm, the first time I'd ever had multiple orgasms during the same sexual encounter, ripped through me like a tornado.
I screamed into her pussy, "Yes Mistress, spank your whore, I'm coming!" She continued to spank my clit, each contact sending pulsing quivers of elation throughout my entire body.
Close to coming herself, my Mistress lowered her pussy onto my face and rubbed her wet cunt all over me. Determined to please her, I used my tongue, my lips and even my nose to make her come, and soon I heard a scream and was sprayed by a tidal wave of my Mistress' cum. She crashed forward, and both of us lay entangled on the bed, an orgasmic mess.
The room went eerily silent. The only sounds were from two women and their erratic breathing as they attempted to recover from complete sexual bliss. Minutes ticked by, until finally my Mistress announced, "One final thing, my pet." She got up from the bed and stood next to me.
I couldn't imagine what else could possibly be left, since both of us were exhausted from the evening of sexual debauchery. She reached around her neck and removed the black choker she'd been wearing all evening and showed it to me. It had gold trim and a diamond in the center. She instructed me, "Hannah, you are to wear this around your neck always. It is a symbol of your servitude to me. If you ever take it off, our relationship is at an end, together with dire consequences. Understand?"
"Yes, Mistress," I responded, knowing I would never want to take it off.
She gently fastened it around my neck and asked, "Have you ever seen one of these before?"
I looked at it and answered, "It looks familiar, but I can't recall where I've seen one."
She smiled deviously, "Look around while you're at work tomorrow. I'm sure you'll be able to find several."
I gasped. "You have other slaves?"
"God yes," she chuckled, like it was the silliest question she'd ever heard, "I have quite a few, actually." She paused and added, giving me a nonsexual compliment for the first time, "But none of them are as damn adorable as you." She yawned.
I blushed like an innocent schoolgirl as I whispered, "Thank you, Mistress."
"For what?" she teased.
"For everything," I said, overwhelmed by how much I wanted to say but didn't have words for.
Mistress responded, "You're welcome, my pet." She looked at the clock and added after another yawn, "You have work tomorrow. We should get some sleep."
I looked at the clock as well and was astonished to see it was ten minutes before midnight. I then wondered how I was going to get home when Mistress handed me a nightie and a small blanket, "You can sleep at the foot of my bed, my pet."
I put on the nightie and went to the washroom to clean up. When I returned, Mistress was already in bed. I crawled onto the bed and tried to get comfortable. I tossed and turned until Mistress spoke in an annoyed voice, "Stop moving, slut." I instantly froze and lay at the end of the bed like a loyal puppy. I knew, at that instant, that I would forever be her loyal pet, her pet teacher.
THE END... for now...
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Lesbian MILF Seductress: 30th B'day (late summer, last weekend before her beginning college)
Lesbian MILF Seductress: Secret Santa (during her first year of college)
Lesbian MILF Seductress: Nurse (during her first and third years of college)
Lesbian MILF Seductress: Cop (summer after her first year of college)
Lesbian MILF Seductress: Pop Star (summer between sophomore and junior years of college)
Lesbian MILF Seductress: Church Mom (immediately after Pop Star)
Lesbian MILF Seductress: Spa (during the beginning of her junior year)
Lesbian MILF Seductress: Bride (End of third year of college)
Lesbian MILF Seductress: Librarian (During her senior year)
Lesbian MILF Seductress: In Flight (summer job after college)
*****

LESBIAN MILF SEDUCTRESS: BRIDE
My name is Bree. I am a Lesbian MILF seductress. I know that may sound cocky and arrogant, but it's true. A number of stories have been written about me (see the above list), some of them written by me and some by my MILF pets telling the stories of their own seductions, so you may already know a bit about me. This story came to a climax last weekend. Now usually I decide to seduce a woman for any number of reasons: I think they're hot, they think they're better than I am, or they have a position of power over me and I want that power shifted. But this time it began because of a dare of sorts. So if you're curious, keep reading and find out how I seduced a woman and made her submit to me in her wedding dress on her wedding day... just an hour before she was to be married.
This story will be told from five different points of view:
Bree: me; 22-year-old college student, just ending my third year
Maggie: 41-year-old Sorority Mother, recent slut of mine and mother of Abby
Abby: my roommate and Maggie's 19-year-old daughter
Susanne: Maggie's 34-year-old sister and mother of 10-year-old twins
Edith: Maggie and Susanne's 61-year-old mother
1. OOPS: A DARE MADE; A DARE ACCEPTED
Bree lay on the king-sized bed of Ms. Maggie Parker, Sorority Mother of the Pi Alpha Pi sorority, as that Sorority Mother lapped at the college coed's shaved cunt. The very dignified, very proper, very disciplined Sorority Mother was still completely dressed in her conservative skirt, prim and proper blouse and taupe stockings. Her three-inch pumps were still on her perfectly manicured feet and her hair, as always, was up in a bun, which while buried between the coed's legs, was quite convenient. The Sorority Mother, at forty-one, was still very pretty, and as slim as she'd been at eighteen years of age. To Ms. Parker there was nothing more important than people's perceptions. Therefore she always looked perfect; no one in the house would even begin to imagine that their Sorority Mother was a submissive lesbian slut to a twenty-two-year-old coed Mistress. Yet, there she was, on her knees, fully dressed, eating her Mistress' pussy.
Bree let out a long moan and came all over Ms. Parker's perfectly put together face. Bree said, "Keep licking Mommy, such a good slut."
Ms. Parker couldn't explain why being called Mommy turned her on so much, but every time her young Mistress called her that she got a tingle down below. As instructed, she kept licking, like she always did, knowing Bree wouldn't allow her to get up until she'd given her at least two orgasms. As the first orgasm finished, Ms. Parker slid a finger into the girl's wet cunt and started to finger fuck her as she sucked and nibbled on her clit.
As usual, Bree`s breathing started getting heavier, and also as usual she grabbed the MILF`s pretty face and shoved it deep into her oasis of juice. Ms. Parker lapped at Bree's cunt as best she could and using the forced pressure on the young girl`s clit, hooked her finger inside, searching for her Mistress` g-spot. As soon as she found it, the pretty blonde coed squeezed her legs tight around the pretty MILF Sorority Mother and had a mind-blowing second orgasm. An abundance of juice flooded out of the young powerful Mistress, coating her Sorority Mother`s face.
Bree opened her legs, allowing her slave to catch her breath. Bree smiled victoriously as she looked at the MILF, who just two months ago had fought so hard not to submit to her, but who now had a face full of cunt juice dripping down her chin, making a mess of her perfect face.
As Bree stood up to get dressed, having to get to class in twenty minutes, she said, "So slut, you're actually getting pretty good at pleasing me."
The humiliated Sorority Mother said, absurdly, "Thanks, Mistress."
As Bree pulled up her skirt she said, "And for someone who was so determined and uppity that you wouldn't submit to me, you seem pretty eager to taste me. Admit it slut, I have a power you couldn't resist."
Maggie sighed and stuttered before she frustratedly stated, "I-I-fine, you got me. I'm weak. But that doesn't mean you have a power."
This was what Bree loved the most: the stubbornness of a sub slut who hadn't completely come to terms with being a sub slut. Bree, now fully dressed purred, "Are you doubting me?"
The Sorority Mother, although knowing she was too weak to fight Bree's seductive beauty, wanted to see her fail. "I suppose I am. I know someone you couldn't ever seduce."
"Really," Bree said, drawing the word out long and curious, walking over to the MILF, still on her knees at the edge of the bed, "Do tell, Mommy-dyke."
Maggie blushed at being called Mommy-dyke before declaring, "There's no way you could best my sister, Susanne."
"You have a sister," Bree purred and added, "and obviously you want me to seduce her."
"No, no, certainly not," Maggie disagreed, "I'm just saying she's a pure, innocent woman who would never submit to carnal desires."
"Never say never," Bree teased, "Didn't you say a similar thing about yourself only a couple months ago?"
"Well, yes," Maggie stammered, "but Susanne is way stronger than I am, in love with a man she's marrying in a couple of months, and a great mother to her twin girls."
Bree, attempting to understand the whole picture, asked, "She's about to get married, yet she has twin daughters?"
Maggie's expression shifted from confrontational to sad as she explained, "Her first husband cheated on her while she was pregnant with the twins, so Susanne divorced his ass and has been raising the twins by herself for ten years."
"I see," Bree said. She grabbed a brush from the nightstand and ordered Maggie to get undressed.
Maggie argued, "But I have a meeting with the Dean in twenty minutes."
"Then you'd better be quick, slut," Bree instructed, not concerned about her whore's schedule.
Maggie, knowing by now she wouldn't win this confrontation, hastily unzipped her skirt, flipped off her shoes and removed her underwear, revealing her newly shaved cunt, another change at the insistence of her young Mistress. As usual she retained her thigh high stockings, Bree's fetish.
"You can keep your blouse on, my slut," Bree said, and added, "Get on the bed and spread your legs."
Maggie obeyed, looking nervously at the brush and pretty sure what Bree had in mind for her. Bree joined her on the bed and said, "Mommy, your cunt's wet. Why? Are you wet because you want me to seduce your sister?"
"No," Maggie pleaded, although deep down she wondered if seeing her perfect sister show even a hint of weakness might be fun.
"Ah, but I think it is," Bree said as she moved the long handle of the brush to the MILF's wet cunt. "Do you want me to seduce your sister?"
The brush began to slide into the Sorority Mother's cunt and as soon as it did, coming was all that mattered. For Maggie, being a Sorority Mother and always being a picture-perfect symbol of discipline and propriety had kept her away from sexual pleasure for the past few years. Now that Bree had rekindled the fire that had been dormant for so long, Maggie had become constantly horny; unable to completely quell the fiery desires that filled her. She moaned as the foreign object slid between her pussy lips.
Bree began pumping the brush in and out of her latest conquest as she began planning her next one. "Slut, it will be your job to introduce me to your sister and to do exactly as I tell you."
"Noooo," the MILF slut moaned, "Not that."
Bree pulled the brush out of her new slave and waited. As expected, the MILF begged, "Please put it back in, please keep fucking me."
Bree rubbed the brush on the Sorority Mother's clit and asked, all syrupy sweet, "Well then, are you going to help me seduce your sister?"
Maggie sighed, desperate to cum and no longer thinking straight. "Fine. I'm meeting her this weekend to help her pick out a wedding dress; you could just happen to bump into me there."
Bree smiled, knowing she'd won yet again, and thrust the brush into her slut. "Deep down, you want me to seduce your sister. To have her submit to me just like you did. Don't you?"
Maggie moaned, the fucking sensation filling her with pleasure. But her tone shifted to frustrated: the frustration of wanting to come and the frustration from always being compared to Miss Perfect, "Yes, damn it, I do. She's always been the good girl, the one who could do no wrong. I'd love to see her fall from grace."
Bree spanked the former ice queen on the clit, "Come for me, Mommy."
Maggie began to quake as an orgasm began to shudder through her like a quake off the coast of California. She kept her mouth shut, desperately trying not to scream and let the whole sorority know of her slutty submission. Bree pulled the brush out of the older woman's gaping cunt and presented it to her lips. Maggie obediently opened her mouth and sucked her juices humiliatingly from the creative fuck-toy.
Bree let go of the brush and asked, "So do you still want me to seduce your sister?"
Maggie sighed and said, "No, I was just talking nonsense."
Bree smiled and predicted, "Oh you just wait, Mommy. I'll not only seduce her, but I'll have her submit to me on her wedding day, in her wedding dress." Before Maggie could respond, Bree winked and added, "See you later, Mommy-toy; I've got to get to class."
As Bree reached the door she added one last parting shot, "Hey, I guess it's a twofer: seduce one Parker MILF, get a second Parker MILF for free." She laughed at her own joke as she walked out of the Sorority Mother's shrine.
After Bree left, Maggie let the brush fall out of her mouth. She couldn't believe what she'd just done. She'd just unleashed the most ruthless, manipulative and seductive girl she'd ever met onto her sweet, about to be married, sister. She wondered how she could stop it from happening, but she knew deep down that once Bree had her mind set on something there was no stopping her.
2. FLASHBACK-A SORORITY MOTHER FALLS
Maggie Parker had a reputation for being either the Ice Queen or the Iron Bitch; those were the names the majority of the girls called her whenever she wasn't around. She knew about the names and rather than taking offense, she revelled in them. She considered herself tough but fair, and she ran the sorority with an iron fist. When she was twenty-two and in college she'd gotten pregnant from a one-night stand with a loser, and she sure as hell wasn't going to let that happen to any of her girls. And for the past ten years she'd had an almost perfect record. Sure, she'd had a couple girls who'd gotten themselves knocked up, but they were quickly and quietly shuffled out of the sorority. Ms. Parker's sorority also had the highest GPA of any of the campus' Greek Societies for the past five years straight, and a reputation as one of the best, most loyal sororities in the country.
Every year there was a girl who challenged her, who tested her boundaries, and every year Ms. Parker had crushed her like a bug. And them along came Bree...
Maggie knew instantly she was going to be her next pain in the ass, but Bree was third generation Pi Alpha Pi, and thus was a shoo-in if her marks were decent, which they were. Much to Ms. Parker's surprise, Bree was a model sorority girl the first two years. There had been one tumultuous evening just before Bree's second year of school began which involved Bree's mother, Maggie's hand-picked sorority president of that time and even Governor Greene, who was a Pi Alpha Pi alumnus (see Lesbian MILF Seductress: Cop for the ungarbled version of that story), but Bree herself seemed to have had little to do with that, somehow having placed herself under the personal protection of a policewoman for the evening... but then came the third year.
By Christmas of Bree's third year, it was clear that she had an odd power. Many of the girls were dressing sexier, wearing thigh highs instead of pantyhose, and although she hadn't caught her in the act, she was sure she'd been having sex in her room. Bree had quite openly had girls giving her foot massages, bringing her meals and providing her with a million other trivial but slightly demeaning services. So Ms. Parker had decided that once Bree returned from the Christmas holidays she'd confront the girl once and for all. She even told her daughter and Bree's fellow sorority mate Abby about her decision to confront Bree. Uncharacteristically, Abby had vociferously argued with her that was a bad idea, but Maggie had made up her mind. She was determined to put a stop to Bree's apparent dominance of the other girls.
Bree, having been expecting this confrontation, was already one step ahead of the Ice Queen. She had a small harem of sorority sluts at her beck and call and an ace up her sleeve as well.
Ms. Parker, dressed in her usual all black blazer, skirt, pantyhose and heels, rapped on Bree's dorm room door.
Bree called out, "Come on in, Ms. Parker."
Ms. Parker took a deep breath, got ready for the confrontation and strode into Bree's room... guns figuratively a-blazin'. But what she saw when she entered the room stopped her dead in her tracks. There sitting on the bed, fully dressed, was Bree, her legs spread wide. A girl, wearing white thigh high stockings with heels and nothing else, was kneeling between Bree's legs with her head and shoulders hidden under Bree's full-skirted dress.
Bree looked across the room at the Sorority Mother and asked nonchalantly, as if nothing were out of the ordinary, "What can I do for you, Ms. Parker?"
Ms. Parker composed herself quickly and demanded, with fire and brimstone in her tone, "What the hell is going on here?"
Bree looked directly into the older woman's eyes, a smug smile plastered on her face, and explained, "I'm having my cunt licked, ma'am. Isn't it obvious?"
Ms. Parker was incensed. How dare this girl speak to her in such a way! How dare this girl take part in such an act in her sorority house! She roared, the Iron Bitch coming out in full force, "Don't you use such vulgar and inappropriate language in this house!"
Much to Ms. Parker's enraged shock, Bree laughed. Her smugness remained on full presentation as she said, "I apologise for using the word 'cunt', Ms. Parker. Would the word 'pussy' have been a more politically correct term? Or if you prefer, 'gash'?" Bree's insolent gaze held the Sorority Mother's as she used her hand to push the unidentified girl's head deeper between her covered thighs. She moaned, "Hmmm, fuck yes, keep licking, slut. Don`t you dare fucking quit."
Ms. Parker had seen and heard enough. She stalked over to the bed, leaned way down and began pulling on the ankles of Bree's pussy-pleaser. ''Get out from there, right now, young woman!" the Ice Queen exploded.
Bree, using a tone just as powerful, roared back, "Madam, you overreach yourself! Let go of my slave and do it right now!"
Ms. Parker, shocked to have a girl bark back at her, involuntarily let go of the girl's legs. The glare she gave Bree would have frozen Death Valley. Then there was a moment of silence. Two women playing a game of chicken. Who would break stride first? Meanwhile the slender girl between them, her shaved vagina glistening, the wishbone of the contest so to speak, continued pleasing Bree's privates. Bree didn't break eye contact first, but she did smile first. She moaned, "Hmmmm, that's it slut, suck my clit."
At that, Ms. Parker broke eye contact. Once again she grabbed both of the unnamed girl's stocking-covered ankles and pulled hard. The girl, her face covered in Bree's juice, tumbled out from between her Mistress' legs and onto the floor. She looked up at Ms. Parker, gave her a nervous little wave and greeted, "Hi, Mom."
Ms. Parker gawked down at the girl who'd just been between Bree's legs. It took her a very long moment to connect the dots. To process what she'd just uncovered. Her young, innocent, pure, nineteen-year-old daughter, her smallish breasts heaving with exertion, was being used as a sex toy by her most pain-in-the-ass coed. For the first time in years, Ms. Parker was speechless.
Bree broke the silence, as she asked, "So, Ms. Parker, are we done playing this game of who has the power? I'm still horny, and your sexy daughter hasn't gotten me off yet."
Ms. Parker, awakened from her daze, pulled up her daughter while trying to avoid looking at her unclothed body and said, "This ends now."
Bree too stood up and said in a conciliatory tone, "I agree."
Ms. Parker, surprised by the sudden change of heart, could only muster, "Good."
Bree walked over to the pretty MILF Sorority Mother and said, her voice a sweet condescending whisper, "Maggie dear," making the change in address obvious, a shifting of power bubbling just below the surface, "What I meant was this silly charade of yours ends now."
"Excuse me?" the uptight repressed authoritarian questioned.
Bree continued, her hand on the Sorority Mother's arm all gently rebuking and maternal, "Maggie dear, I know that beyond your charade of uptight bullshit and proper feminine 1960's attire is a nymph raging to get out. Just like your daughter does, you're secretly craving to be on your knees, begging to please me."



'Maggie dear' slapped Bree's hand away, trying to get control of this bizarre situation. "You can pack your bags, Bree."
Bree laughed heartily, "Really, you're kicking me out?"
"Yes," Ms. Parker responded adamantly.
Bree laughed again, "And are you kicking Abby out as well?"
Ms. Parker's confidence wavered, and Bree already knew she'd won, as the MILF stammered, "Well, I-I..."
Bree, seizing this opportunity to turn the tide, went on the aggressive, "Because if I'm getting kicked out, presumably for my sexual peccadillos, then obviously my partner in crime Abby would need to be kicked out as well, and that wouldn't look very good on her picture perfect record, would it?"
The Ice Queen was now out of her element. She realized Bree was right: for the sake of her family she had to keep this quiet. She switched her demeanor from outraged to conciliatory and attempted to bargain with the clever coed. She gave a quick, I-am-going-to-kill-you look to her daughter, who was standing silently, making no attempt to cover her nakedness, cum juice drying on her face and her girlish-looking hairless slit glistening, before bargaining, "Bree, tell you what. If you and Abby don't ever do this again, I guess we can pretend it didn't ever happen."
Bree countered, her smug smile returning to her face, "Well, Maggie Mommy, that's a really great offer and I must thank you for your willingness to meet me halfway, but truthfully, I really like using your daughter as my personal plaything. So I'm thinking as a counter-offer I could add another pet to my collection through your own good offices."
Ms. Parker gasped, her propriety still attempting to shine through, "Bree! The very idea!"
Bree ignored the MILF's weak resistance and continued, "Women like you are all the same. You act all goodie-goodie and proper on the outside, but inside you're a horny slut just dying to break out of your cocoon."
"I beg your pardon," Ms. Parker responded, her pride all she had left.
"You heard me. I know..." Bree paused, backing up to her bed before continuing, "and you know..." pausing again as she sat on her bed, "...what you really want right now at this exact moment, is to be on your knees, between my legs, begging while your daughter listens in, to please your new Mistress."
Ms. Parker, aghast both at this declaration from the arrogant coed and at the so far unmentioned fact that her panties were damp, looked at her daughter and then quickly averted her gaze from Abby's noticeably hard nipples and back to Bree, who at least was clothed. She attempted to speak, but no words came out.
Bree raised her skirt and opened her legs enough for the older woman to see her perfectly shaved cunt. Ms. Parker looked briefly, but quickly averted her eyes from the shameful sight of Bree's shiny vagina. Where in this room is it safe to look? Bree surprised Ms. Parker, "Abby, come and please your Mistress."
Abby glanced at her Mother nervously and then quickly away, and she began walking towards Bree while Maggie attempted not to stare at her pert little butt. Bree gave a triumphant smile as she stared at the MILF Sorority Mother.
Ms. Parker tore her eyes away from her daughter's posterior and gave an order as well, "Abby, stop."
Abby did, and was now the tennis ball in the middle of two powerful women. She looked back and forth at the two, unsure what to do.
Ms. Parker continued, her voice strong and unwavering, "Come to me now, Abby."
Abby didn't budge, her face a mess of conflicting emotions.
Bree was still smiling, "Abby, you have two choices, my slut. One, find your clothing and go away with your Mommy and never again enjoy the pleasure of being my slut. Or..." she paused, her eyes finally leaving Ms. Parker and gazing lewdly at the freshman coed, "...you can be the good submissive lesbian slut you are, and get back over here to finish the task of pleasing my cunt. A task you were performing very well before we were so rudely interrupted."
Abby looked at her Mistress uncomfortably, refusing to look at her Mother. She began inching towards Bree again.
Ms. Parker reached for her daughter's arm, but Bree roared, "Stop, bitch!" Ms. Parker heard, stunned, stopping in her tracks, overwhelmed by the coed's harsh words. Abby too had frozen in place, unsure which bitch her Mistress had meant. Bree smiled, knowing she was proven right. Deep down, Ms. Parker was a submissive and she told her so. "Maggie, you may not know it yet, but you're submissive. You're desperately clinging to this façade of power, this image of propriety, yet all the while you can't help staring at your sexy naked daughter, and your pussy is wet." Bree snapped her fingers at Abby, and the young submissive hurried forward and fell to her knees between Bree's legs.
Ms. Parker was an emotional mess; she was furious, an explosion simmering just below the surface. She knew she was trapped because it was her daughter involved in this sex scandal. On the other hand, she couldn't deny the uncontrollable fire burning under her conservative outfit. She was mortified that her eyes and her pussy were guilty as charged, and that she was inexplicably turned on by this bitchy, arrogant coed as well as by her own nubile daughter. She was frozen as she wavered between her desire to submit and her fury to crush this insubordinate coed, and the helplessness that she couldn't protect her daughter and maybe not even herself from this lesbian predator.
As her pussy began to be pleased, Bree looked at the bewildered mother watching her daughter's lesbian submission as well as her fingers, which were now busy between her own legs. Bree broke the deafening silence, "So Maggie, it's your call: do you want to replace your daughter?"
Now weaker but still stubborn, the Sorority Mother said, "This is ludicrous. It needs to end now."
Bree moaned and scolded her pussy pleaser, "Slow down slut, I'm talking with your mother." Bree looked directly into Maggie's eyes, shaking her head, "Good help is hard to find you know, but they say practice makes perfect."
Maggie's face went a Devil's red, but her tone was a controlled plea, "How can we make this work, Bree?"
"Oh, that's simple," Bree responded, giving an exaggerated moan, "You just get on your knees, crawl over to me and beg to be my slut."
"And if I do, you will leave my daughter alone?" the Sorority Mother asked.
"Perhaps. I will if that's what she wants," Bree moaned.
The MILF looked at her daughter buried between the girl's legs, obviously eager to please. The threat of not being Bree's 'slut' anymore was what had decided their earlier tug-of-war. Inside, Maggie was having mixed emotions she couldn't explain. Most of her desperately wanted to crush the coed, but a growing part of her was feeling a fire and a need she hadn't felt in a long, long time. Even she herself was surprised when she felt herself falling to her knees.
Bree smiled, another submission close at hand, as she pushed the daughter's head deeper into her dripping wet cunt, "Good Mommy, crawl to me."
The humiliation burned, but the fire between the Mother's legs was even hotter. She felt her juices flooding her panties, threatening to dissolve the cotton fabric. She couldn't believe the odd feelings overwhelming her, her growing desire to submit, to obey. And for Abby to witness her subjugation. Even odder, for some unknown and perverse reason being called Mommy was turning her on even more. It should have summoned her back to reality, to a reality that she, as a Mother, had stood by helplessly and even gotten aroused as she watched her daughter being dominated and used as a sex toy. The whole development was so erotically absurd, it was laughable. Yet here she was, on her knees, getting ready to obey the twenty-two-year-old coed who'd already made her daughter into a willing slave. Of course she should have done the dignified thing, the proper thing. Instead, she obeyed the ridiculously humiliating order and began crawling to the bed and to the dominant coed who'd broken her will.
Bree, wishing to make the final submission as degrading as possible, moaned loudly, the young lesbian sub clearly doing her job well, "Hmmm, that's it slut, get Mistress off like a good girl." Bree's leg extended, her stocking-clad foot touching the face of the embarrassed Sorority Mother and Bree ordered, her breathing getting heavier, "Suck my toes, Mommy."
Like a good obedient Mommy, the Ice-Queen-Iron-Bitch-prim-and-proper-Sorority-Mother felt her power disappear. Her ice shell melted away. She opened her mouth and took the perfectly pedicured toes into her mouth.
Within seconds of the MILF`s submission and her gentle sucking of her toes, Bree screamed, "I'm coming sluts, don`t either of you dare fucking stop."
The Sorority Mother had to hold onto the coed's foot to brace herself against the twitches pulsing throughout her body. Bree came hard, like she always did when she finally got a new slut, especially a MILF slut, submitting to her.
The two related sluts kept pleasing their Mistress until her orgasm had completely subsided and Bree requested, "Abby my slut, could you please retrieve Big Ben from the toy box?"
Abby's face, soaked with Bree's cum, finally left her Mistress's legs and she looked at her Mom, just inches away from her. Abby smiled with an I-told-you-so look as she said to her mom, "I warned you not to confront her." She looked tauntingly into her Mom's eyes as she pinched her own nipples before standing up and going into a closet.
Bree, still on the bed, ordered the MILF, "Strip, Mommy-dear."
With great trepidation, but also defeated, the once dominant Sorority Mother began to get undressed.
While her Mom undressed, Abby rummaged around in a rather large box in the closet before returning with a ridiculously large seven-inch-long and two-inch-wide black strap-on dildo. She handed it to Bree, who stood up and began to fasten it onto Abby.
Maggie, now only in bra and underwear, watched in stunned silence at both the size of the cock and the realization that Bree was putting it on her daughter. There's no way Bree is going to make Abby fuck her own Mother, is there?
As if reading Ms. Parker's mind, Bree ordered in a very authoritative fashion, "Get completely naked, slut."
Ms. Parker looked at Bree pleadingly, and begged, "Please don't make my daughter..."
Bree interrupted her, "Don't let your hot, sexy, lesbo daughter fuck you?" She paused as she walked in front of the almost naked MILF, sliding her fingers across the MILF's very damp pussy. "My-my-my Maggie, your pussy feels rather wet. Why would that be?"
The crushed but horny Sorority Mother let out a moan as the coed slid a finger inside her weeping cunt.
When the Sorority Mother didn't either respond to the question or stop the coed from fingering her, Bree cooed, "You want to submit to me, don't you?"
A slight sigh, mixed with a moan as Bree slipped a second finger in the MILF's hole, escaped Maggie's lips as she whispered, ashamed, "Yes."
"Yes, what?" Bree toyed with the almost slave like she usually did. Submission was only complete when the subject had given herself mind, body and soul and had acknowledged her new status clearly.
Bree pulled her fingers out of the MILF's extremely wet cunt and waited. Maggie, her pussy doing all the thinking for her at this juncture admitted, although tears began to drip down her face, tears that hadn't fallen in over a decade, "Yes, Mistress. Please let me submit to you."
"You understand that once you submit, you'll be at my beck and call?"
Maggie sheepishly lowered her eyes and again whispered, "Yes."
"Yes, what?" Bree sighed, clearly annoyed.
"Yes, Mistress," the MILF Sorority Mother corrected herself.
"I won't let you lose your job, but I will expect complete obedience, is that understood?" Bree explained.
"Yes, Mistress," Maggie said, tears still streaming down her face.
"Good," Bree said, as she walked to the toy box and grabbed a much smaller strap-on cock. Maggie secretly gave a thankful sigh of relief, as she thought she'd convinced Bree not to make her take part in an act of incest. When Bree returned, now naked herself except for her stockings and the strap-on cock around her waist, she ordered her young sorority slut, "Abby, get on the bed and lay down."
"Yes, Mistress," Abby eagerly obeyed.
Maggie was still shocked to learn of her daughter's submissive side; Abby had a very strong personality, like herself. But here she was, now completely naked, getting ready to be fucked by a coed, a girl she was supposed to be in charge of. Maggie was brought out of her contemplations when Bree explained, "Maggie. With every new submission, there must be an act or two to make it official. For you, the first one is riding your daughter's cock."
The Sorority Mother's mouth dropped open in astonishment when she heard the degrading plan. "But that's incest," she pleaded.
Bree shrugged her shoulders, ignoring the protest, and ordered "Now Mommy, more sorority sisters should be returning to campus soon, so I suggest you just do as you're told. Crawl onto the bed, straddle your daughter's cock and ride it like the slut you are. You're both adults now, and I guarantee she won't give you any inbred babies. And Abby, your Mommy doesn't want me to make you do this; are you unwilling at all? Be honest."
"No, Mistress, I'm loving this!" the daughter replied gleefully.
Maggie's tears that had dried up came flooding back as humiliation swept over her in wave after wave. But she obeyed the order; awkwardly and tentatively the Mother climbed onto the bed and on top of her slender, pretty daughter and slowly but very easily, took the long, thick cock in her pussy. Her daughter grinned, and in devious pleasure watched the submission of her perfect Mother.
Bree said, "Wow, Maggie, you must have been fucking soaked to take that thick cock so easily. Now start riding your daughter's cock."
The pleasure swarming inside Maggie was so overwhelming that she no longer cared who was fucking her, she just closed her eyes and began bouncing up and down on the huge plastic cock. It filled her in ways she couldn't even have imagined, and she let out a loud scream when her daughter began pumping her ass up vigorously, making the cock go even deeper.
Bree watched the dirty act of incest for a couple minutes before she lubed her own toy and climbed onto the bed, "Mommy, lean forward, it's time for the final aspect of your submission."
The MILF obeyed, but it took her a second to realize she was about to be sodomized. She briefly flinched, but felt a harsh slap on her ass and heard Bree angrily scold her, "Don't you dare fucking shy away, Mommy-slut."
Abby said, "Lie still Mommy, Mistress is about to fuck your ass."
Maggie had never once heard her daughter swear, let alone use the dirty 'F' word. But she obeyed, leaning forward, and was surprised by the soft warm feeling of her daughter's lips on her ear. Just as Maggie felt the toy go between her ass cheeks, she felt her daughter biting her ear, the MILF's weak spot, and she listened to her daughter's suddenly filthy mouth. "That's it Mommy, be a good slut. Does my dirty Mommy want to get ass fucked? To be double penetrated like the fucking slut she is? No more pretending Mommy, you're a whore, a slave, just like me. Now beg for our Mistress to fuck your ass."
The toy filling her cunt, the hot nibbles on her ear, and the naughty suggestions of her daughter had the Sorority Mother's head in a tizzy as she begged, "Bree, please fuck my ass. Make me your slut."
Bree obliged, sliding the lubricated thin stick into her new MILF slave's ass.
Just as the toy split the virgin puckered ass, Abby pulled her Mom's face against hers and shoved her tongue into her Mother's surprised mouth, catching her Mommy's scream of pain.
Although tentatively and awkwardly at first, Maggie began responding to her daughter's passionate kiss, both because of the thrilling pleasure of the kiss and to help distract her from the searing pain in her rectum. Soon the thin cock had filled her ass, as did the cock in her pussy and much to her surprise, both cocks just sat immobile, lodged deeply inside her. As she continued kissing her daughter, her body a bundle of tense pleasure begging to be released, she began getting frustrated as she wondered why neither cock was doing anything. Without even realizing she was doing it, she broke the kiss and shoved her pelvis back, ass-fucking herself.
Bree smiled, having anticipated the MILF`s complete desperation as she began to bounce back on the cock in her ass. Bree purred, "Still all prim and proper, Ms. Parker?"
"Fine Bree, you win, I'm a whore, is that what you want to hear? Just fuck me, I need to come so badly," the defeated and horny Sorority Mother declared.
Bree pulled out a bit and asked, "You really want me to fuck your ass, Mommy?"`
"Yes dammit," the lustful MILF screamed out in utter frustration.
Bree buried her cock in the Sorority Mother`s ass and asked, "And who runs this sorority?"
"You do, Mistress," Maggie cried out, as a mixture of pleasure and pain pulsated through her body.
"Good slut," Bree said as she began to fuck her new MILF's ass hard and fast.
"Oh my God," the MILF chanted over and over as her ass was ravished and as her darling daughter thrust the thick dildo in her cunt simultaneously with Bree's anal thrusts. Prim and proper vanished into the past as Maggie's long-buried carnal desires erupted to the surface. Also returning was the foul-mouthed animated slut she'd held in check since she became a Mother. "Oh fuck, yes, Abby, fuck Mommy's cunt, please don't stop, honey. Fuck, fuck, oh my fucking God!"
Both cocks kept fucking the new slut until the Sorority Mother screamed very unladylike, "Yes, Mistress Bree, fuck my ass, treat me like the whore I am, fuck oh my God, fuck, I'm coming, fuck, fuck, fuckkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkk!"
Maggie collapsed forward as the orgasm quaked her very being. Bree's cock slipped out of the Sorority Mother's well-fucked ass, but the thick strap-on dildo remained halfway inside as the orgasm continued to completely awaken her sexual renaissance. Her breathing continued heavily as she continued repeating, "Oh my God."
To Maggie's and even to the hard-to-shock Bree's surprise, the ever-submissive coed Abby, in one quick action flipped her Mother onto her back, the fuck toy making a loud plopping sound as it left her Mom's cunt, and she dove her face into her Mother's gaping wet hole, taking charge and hungrily licking up her Mother's cum.
After a minute of watching the sexy scene, Bree ordered, "Abby, get in a 69; let your Mommy get you off, too."
Abby removed her head from between her Mom's legs, her face already shiny with her Mom's special sauce, and she hastily removed the cock she'd fucked her Mom with and ordered brusquely, "Now get your daughter off, like a good Mommy." She straddled her Mother's face with her ripe young cunt and reburied her head between her Mother's legs.
Maggie, her orgasm still sending shivers through her body, couldn't believe what was perched above her face. It was one thing to get fucked by her daughter, that was naughty and wrong, but eating her pussy was a whole new level of sexual depravity. As she considered this, she felt a sharp slap on her cunt and heard her daughter berating her with a tone of blatant authority, "Get to work, slut." Her daughter lowered her pussy unavoidably onto her face and Maggie reluctantly began licking. She'd forgotten what the sweet taste of pussy tasted like, not having tasted another woman since college. Back in college she and her sorority sisters (Pi Alpha Pi's of course) had often pleased each other when no boy was available. One lick, one taste, and she was once again addicted to the sweet nectar of a ripe pussy... especially her daughter's.



The Mother and daughter lapped each other's pussies while Bree got dressed. After hearing the young coed scream, "Yes Mommy, keep licking, I'm coming, Mommmmmmmy!" Bree allowed her young sub to have her orgasm before she broke things up. "I suggest, Ms. Parker, you get dressed pretty soon, Alice is supposed to be back from holidays by seven, and it's now six-thirty. Alice won't be remotely surprised to see sub slut Abby here, as Abby regularly munches Alice's cunt, but I think she'd be surprised to see you, don't ya think? Bye-bye, sluts." Bree did a cute and absurd curtsy and opened the door. Bree paused one last time, "By the way Mommy-slut," she began as she pointed out the two cameras mounted in her room, "If you want a copy, just ask." She winked at her new slut and laughed as she saw the stunned face of the MILF slave.
Maggie freaked out as she realized the whole humiliating ordeal had been taped. She quickly got off the bed, still slightly horny from her daughter's tongue, but now in crisis control mode. "Abby, get dressed, now," she instructed, back in charge.
"It's ok, Mommy, Alice expects to find me naked except for stockings and kneeling on the floor beside her bed like a good sorority pet," her daughter said so matter-of-factly it almost seemed natural.
Maggie looked at the clock, cursed a string of very unladylike obscenities, and got dressed. As she dressed, she said to her daughter, somewhat back to her regular self, "Young lady, this conversation isn't over. We'll talk about this later."
Abby shrugged, "About what, Mother? Shall we discuss your whore submission to our Mistress, or that you let your daughter fuck you, that you ate your daughter's cunt and made her orgasm? Would you like me to thank you, which I'm happy to do, or would you prefer some tips on how to do it even better next time?"
Maggie glared at her daughter, but had no response as she walked out, leaving her daughter to be used as a lez slut. She went back to her room and wondered what the fuck had just happened, and how she could contain the damage.
After a couple hours of hemming and hawing she came up empty handed, and she went to bed still horny. All night flashes of her submission popped into her dreams, haunting her, teasing her. When she woke in the morning her panties were soaked. She knew she was in way over her head.
3. THE WEDDING DRESS
Maggie, partly out of curiosity and partly out of spite, had set up her sister to be seduced by Bree. On the one hand, Susanne was the perfect angel and there was no way she'd ever cheat on her husband-to-be. She hated cheaters and said so often, especially since her first husband had betrayed her. On the other hand, watching Bree try and finally fail would be good to see, it might put the bossy Mistress in her place a bit. On the first hand again, just the thought that maybe Bree could make her sister submit had Maggie frigging herself to sleep every night ever since the plan was first discussed. Maggie hated playing second fiddle to anyone, and she'd played that innocuous instrument to her younger sister's Stradivarius her entire life.
Maggie had told Bree and Abby that she and her sister would be at the White Wedding Bridal Salon at eleven in the morning, and that they should show up a bit after that. The plan in place, Maggie waited perversely, unsure of what she hoped would come out of this.
Susanne picked up Maggie and they chatted like sisters do, a lot of talking, very little actual communication, while they drove. Susanne had her hair done recently, having her shoulder-length blonde hair straightened. Susanne's blue-green eyes were always her best weapon, and they seemed to stand out even more with her bleached blonde summer hair. She was also blessed with cute dimples, a dazzling smile, long tanned legs and 36C breasts that were still firm. She was pretty much perfection in a bottle. To make things even more annoying for Maggie, Susanne was incredibly polite and apparently sincere... about everything. Maggie thought saccharin had been outlawed, but apparently not in Susanne's case.
They arrived at the Bridal Salon and Susanne was trying on her first dress when Bree and Abby arrived. Susanne came out of the changing room and was pleasantly surprised to see her niece Abby. Abby said, "Mom said you'd be trying on different wedding dresses, and I was curious. Hope you don't mind me and my friend Bree here coming to hang out."
"Oh, of course not Abby, the more the merrier," Susanne said, yes sincerely, giving Abby a hug. She shook Bree's hand and greeted, "It's so nice to meet you."
"Oh, the pleasure is all mine," Bree said harmlessly, but dripping with a hidden meaning all but Susanne were aware of.
Susanne looked in the mirror and said, "Oh my goodness, this doesn't work."
Maggie handed her a second dress and Susanne disappeared behind the change room door.
Bree came over to Maggie and said, "Wow slut, she's fucking gorgeous. No wonder you resent her."
"I don't resent her," Maggie began to argue, but Bree put her finger to Maggie's lips to shush her.
"It's ok, before long she'll be a submissive slut of mine, just like you," Bree guaranteed confidently. "And in payment of a finder's fee she'll spend some time between her big sister's legs; won't that be nice?" She winked at Abby, who opened her purse and handed Bree a small egg.
Maggie looked at it confused, until Bree whispered, "Put this in your cunt Mommy, right now."
Maggie looked at it horrified, but obediently grabbed it and after looking around and seeing no one around, she lifted up her skirt and slipped it under her panties and easily into her already slightly wet cunt. This was easily accomplished, as she only wore thigh high stockings now, as instructed by Bree. Today they were white ones, which had been left on her bed this morning with a note that she must wear them today. She couldn't fathom the significance of their being white, but she'd soon find out. Susanne called Maggie for help a second later, and the two coeds waited patiently, each with a smirk on their face.
Susanne came out a minute later in a better dress, but it still wasn't right. So Maggie handed her the last of the original three she'd chosen, and Susanne went to try it on, Maggie going in with her this time to help her unzip.
Bree pulled the egg's remote out of her purse and turned it on. She would have loved to see the reaction of the MILF slut, but she settled for the naughty act of turning on the egg while the MILF was crowded in a tiny room with her sister.
Maggie let out a soft gasp and instantly knew what was going on. She cursed under her breath, but she continued to help Susanne out of her dress, now distractedly. Susanne asked, "Is anything wrong, Maggie?"
"Oh no," Maggie replied, "just can't believe my little sister has finally found her Prince Charming."
Susanne blushed as she responded all sweet and gooey, "I'm not sure he's totally perfect, but he's my perfect."
Susanne got out of her dress and into the third one with Maggie's help. Maggie smiled and gushed, "Wow, this one is amazing."
"Really?" Susanne replied, not able to see herself in the small change room.
"Yes," Maggie said, sincerely, "let's go let you take a look."
Susanne excitedly opened the change room door and went straight to the mirror. The look of radiant joy on her face said it all. She'd found her dress. She turned one way and then the other, completely thrilled with the way the dress hugged all her curves.
Bree offered, "Susanne, you look amazing in that dress, but it's missing something."
Susanne looked at the girl slightly surprised, and asked, "What would that be?"
"White stockings," Bree said, as if it were common sense.
"Oh," Susanne shrugged, "I hate pantyhose, I never wear them."
Susanne looked back into the mirror as Bree clarified, "I didn't say pantyhose, I said stockings."
Susanne looked back around and asked, "What's the difference?"
Maggie suddenly realized why she'd been instructed to wear white thigh high stockings as she heard Bree say, "Well, Abby and I are both wearing stockings." Bree lifted up her skirt, not lewdly, just enough to show the conservative MILF what thigh high stockings were. "You see, they stop near the top of your leg, thus leaving your special place free both for comfort and well, for..." Bree gave her a sexy look that made Susanne blush. Bree continued, "Now Abby here is wearing a garter and stockings; show your aunt, Abby." Abby obeyed, lifting up her skirt to show the sheer stocking top being held in place by a garter. Susanne seemed stunned by her niece's sexy stockings.
Susanne asked pragmatically, "But aren't they uncomfortable?"
Abby answered her aunt's question, "Oh no, Aunt Susanne, they make me feel sooooo sexy."
As Susanne processed this unexpected testimonial of sexual wellbeing, Bree said, "So obviously you need white stockings to wear with this dress. A bride should be all in white."
"I suppose," the bride-to-be hesitantly agreed.
"Ms. Parker," asked Bree, "you're wearing white. Are they stockings?"
Maggie responded, slightly embarrassed, "Yes, Bree, these are thigh highs," just as if Bree didn't already know.
Bree all giddy said, "How perfect! Now sit down there please Ms. Parker, so we can let your sister borrow your stockings."
Maggie took a quick glance at her sister, who was watching with a look of confusion. She looked away just as quickly and sat down on a small leather couch near the changing room.
To Susanne's surprise, Bree got on her knees and slipped off Maggie's surprisingly high four-inch heels and then removed each stocking. It shouldn't have been a big deal, but the pretty coed took her time, making the simple act strangely erotic.
When Bree had taken both stockings off her slut, she began her slow seduction of the bride-to-be. She stood up and looked at the drop-dead gorgeous woman in the wedding dress and said, in a polite, yet slightly commanding voice, "Please sit down, ma'am."
Susanne looked at Bree with a peculiar expression. Yet as Bree had hoped, she walked over and sat down on the couch just vacated by her sister. As Susanne sat down, she watched as the pretty and very confident coed knelt on the floor beside her and gripping each of her ankles rather intimately, slipped off her shoes. Susanne was clearly uncomfortable as the coed then, slowly, very slowly, slid a stocking up her left leg. The coed's warm hands sliding up Susanne's legs had her mind racing. Susanne couldn't explain it, but she was feeling flushed with excitement. She looked down at Bree and saw her sweet yet dangerous smile directed right at her. Bree`s hands were now completely under the older woman`s dress as she pulled up the last few inches of the stocking. Once done, Susanne let out a slight gasp as Bree slid her hands tenderly down the MILF`s now stocking-clad leg.
Bree replayed the sexual teasing, the very first rung up the ladder of seduction, on the MILF bride-to-be`s other leg, going even more slowly this time. Bree noticed Susanne`s breathing had changed.
She was rattled. Why was she allowing this coed, even if a friend of Abby`s, to touch her so intimately? Sure it was harmless, but it still felt somewhat obscene; or at least the coed seemed to be doing it obscenely. Even more confusing to Susanne was that she felt herself welcoming these attentions and was getting noticeably excited by the girl's touch.
Looking down into Bree's eyes, Susanne saw the mask of innocence slip a little, and behind those eyes she saw hunger. Susanne's breath stopped when her eyes locked with Bree's. She went still, like prey freezing under a predator's gaze, hoping if she didn't move she might escape... escape from what? What was it about this girl that made her feel this way?
Susanne felt Bree's fingers slide up along her leg, smoothing the silk, not stopping until she reached the very top of the thigh high stocking, which was very close to her... whatsit. The thought that the coed might not stop had Susanne's body shuddering, but in her slightly dazed mind she wasn't sure if the shudder was one of fear that Bree wouldn't stop, or from a desire for the fingers to keep going.
Having felt the tremor, Bree let a wicked smile touch her lips, but after another moment she broke the gaze and settled back. Knowing with a predator's instinct that if she pressed at this time, the prey would fearfully slam shut the window that had just opened. Better for now to leave her with the illusion of safety.
Susanne breathed again, her heart pounding as she blinked, collecting herself. She remembered others were watching. Looking up, she saw Abby biting her lip, an excited light in her eyes. Maggie had an indecipherable look. It was almost shame or guilt, but it was mixed with excitement.
Both Abby and Maggie noticed Susanne's face turn a darker shade of red, and both knew exactly what she was feeling, having once been the prey to this same entrancing predator.
Bree finished smoothing the second stocking on Susanne's leg and looked up at Susanne one last time, her smile now disarming the nervous MILF. Bree, playing the slow seduction, didn't get aggressive with the bride-to-be, unlike her approach with Maggie a couple months earlier. Instead when she was done, she stood up and politely said, "Now let's take a look at the blushing bride."
Dazed, Susanne stammered, "Wh... what... what?"
"Why don't you stand up," Bree invited, her slightly commanding tone back," and let's see how those sexy legs of yours look in your sister's stockings."
Susanne, blushing indeed, pushed aside her sexual arousal, one she couldn't begin to explain, and did as Bree suggested. She stood up and went to the mirror. Slightly embarrassed, still she lifted the hem of her dress, displaying a good portion of her legs to the other women. Unable to force herself to look up, she missed Abby licking her lips and the satisfied smirk passing across Bree's pretty face.
Bree encouraged her, "Now that's so much better. Of course as a bride you should really get a garter and stockings, but this is a very good start."
Susanne offered her a slight nod, like many women before her, captivated by the young girl's powerful, seductive persona.
Maggie added, "You look amazing, Todd has no idea how lucky he is to have you."
Abby continued the flowery flattery, "Yes Auntie, wait till he sees what you've got underneath the dress. He'll be floored."
"Abby," Susanne admonished, rather surprised by her niece's sexual innuendo. But as she looked in the mirror, then at Bree and back to the mirror, she shrugged, "Maybe I am being a little too conservative. Garters and stockings it is."
Bree smiled at this successful first stage of her seduction. She leaned in and gave her a friendly hug. Susanne accepted it stiffly at first, but eventually let it resonate through her, warming her heart and loins.
As she held her next conquest closely, Bree whispered into Susanne's ear, "Do you have any idea what seeing you in those stockings makes me want to do to you?" Stepping back, she added more loudly, "Your fiancé is a lucky man. He'll have the sexiest bride ever."
Satisfied with her progress, Bree finished, "But now we need to get going. It was a pleasure to meet you, Susanne." As Bree took her leave, Susanne noticed the possessive manner with which Bree took Abby's hand. Briefly, she wondered if her niece had a 'different' sort of relationship with Bree than perhaps went beyond mere sorority sisters. That thought vanished as she again admired what she thought was her perfect wedding dress.
4. A FAMILY AFFAIR
Almost three weeks passed before Bree had an opportunity to continue her seduction of the bride-to-be. She was giddy with excitement at the prospect of upping the ante.
It was Maggie and Susanne's parents' fortieth wedding anniversary, and they were hosting a weekend gathering at their Cape Cod house. As soon as Abby told Bree about it, Bree's mind began running a million miles a minute. She insisted on being Abby's guest for the weekend, and a plan was set in motion.
Abby and Bree arrived on Friday evening, late enough that most of the family had already retired for the night. Abby and Bree shared a room, no one but Maggie knowing of their intimate relationship. Maggie had arranged for the two coeds to occupy the room next to Susanne, which would give Susanne a surprise opportunity to overhear her niece's naughty goings-on.
As soon as they got into the room, Bree ordered, "Slut, get your ass over here and please your Mistress."
Of course Abby obeyed the order. She crawled onto the bed and positioned herself between Bree's legs. Bree was wearing only a sundress and thigh highs. As soon as Abby's skilled tongue touched Bree's slightly wet pussy, Bree got loudly over-dramatic: "Get to work, my slut." Her vociferous moans were exaggerated, but Bree knew they'd be believable to the MILF next door. Bree's fake moans soon became real; the thought of seducing Susanne had her horny. Bree moaned, "That's it, Abby, please your Mistress, make me come."
Next door, Susanne was in her bed reading the latest Julie Garwood novel when she heard the unmistakable sounds of sex. She listened curiously, slightly horny herself from the romance novel she was reading and the fact that she hadn't had sex in over a week; her hubby-to-be was in the middle of an intense lawsuit. (He wasn't being sued; his client was.) As she listened more closely, her mouth dropped when she heard a girl's voice, presumably Abby's assertive friend Bree's, speaking loudly and authoritatively, "That's it Abby, lick my cunt, suck my clit." The words came clearly through the wall and Susanne was aghast at the thought of her sweet niece in such a scandalous homosexual act, and she pondered what she should do about it. For a moment she considered going into the hall and pounding on the door to make them stop, but that would be seriously overstepping her authority as only Abby's Aunt and not her Mother. She decided to ride out the storm and have a cautionary word with Maggie in the morning.
Bree pulled Abby deeper into her pussy and soon Bree screamed, hoping to awaken Susanne if she was asleep, "Fuck yes, fuck Abby, fuck yes, fuck, I'M COMING!" Abby's face was coated with Bree's cunt juice as Bree's orgasm splashed through her.
Once her seas had subsided Bree said, "Now go next door and give your auntie a big hug and a kiss. Of course leave my juices on."
"Of course," Abby replied, knowing full well Bree's elaborate seduction plan and her own role in it. Abby got up, still dressed, and left the room. She went to her aunt's door and knocked gingerly, slightly nervous yet excited.
Susanne was startled by the knocking, rattled by the revelation that her niece was a lesbian. She opened the door and was surprised to see her niece standing there. As she peered at her more closely, she noticed a shine to her niece's face and realized what it must be. Susanne, being the calm cool aunt she'd always been, kept what she knew to herself and said, "Good evening Abby, what can I do for you?"
"Oh nothing, Aunt Susanne, I just wanted to say hi and let you know Bree and I arrived safely."
Impulsively and very against her nature Susanne let out, "Actually, I heard you and your girlfriend just now."
Abby blushed slightly, but said forthrightly, clarifying the situation, "Oh, really? I hope you enjoyed listening; but Bree isn't my girlfriend, she's my Mistress."
"What?" Susanne asked, confused by her niece's declaration.
"Bree is my Mistress, Aunt Susanne. I'm her sub... which is short for submissive slave," the nineteen-year-old niece explained helpfully.
"Slave? But why?" Susanne asked, in a stupor.



"Why not?" Abby responded. "She's beautiful, powerful, and has such a delicious..." Abby purposely left the final unsaid word floating between them, a suggestion and seduction of both the spoken and the unspoken.
Susanne looked at her niece, baffled. She couldn't even begin to wrap her head around this revelation.
Abby, knowing now was the perfect time to go... always leave them off balance... gave her Aunt a hug and a kiss on her cheek like she always did, but this time letting her Mistress' scent linger before walking away, leaving her Auntie speechless.
Susanne watched her niece walk away and back into her room to rejoin her friend and Mistress. As she closed her own door, frustration, followed by anger, began to fill her. As she lay back onto her bed she knew this conversation had confirmed her resolution: she'd have to talk to Maggie tomorrow and inform her of her daughter's tragic situation.
Bree was awaiting Abby's return, already wearing a strap-on dildo, ready to build on the information Susanne had just received. She ordered Abby onto the bed and with no foreplay whatsoever, thrust the large cock into her slave's pussy. Bree ordered sotto voce, "Now get animated, slut."
Abby, not wanting to disappoint, moaned loudly, "Oh yes Mistress, fuck your slut."
Susanne's anger continued increasing as she listened to her niece's loud, naughty words, "Yes, Mistress, fuck me, fuck me hard." Susanne tried to go back to her book, but she couldn't concentrate because of the exuberant sex sounds coming from next door. Although she was stressed and worried about her niece, she couldn't ignore her increasing need to come herself. It never occurred to her at the time that she was getting turned on not just by the sex, but also by her niece's domination. She just assumed it was her own lack of sex recently and the steamy book she'd been reading. But before she knew it she was rubbing herself as she listened, like an audible voyeur, to the lesbian sex going on next door. Susanne closed her eyes and fantasized her fiancé Todd on top of her, thrusting his cock in her hot love box, as she heard her niece getting louder, "Yes, don't stop, please, I'm getting so close, fuck me harder, DRILL ME, MISTRESS!!" Susanne's hand rubbed her clit faster and she did something she rarely did: she slid a finger inside herself. As Susanne got closer, her mind played tricks on her. The cock fucking her in her fantasy changed to a strap-on, and the body between her legs switched from her fiancé to Abby's Mistress, the beautiful, dominant, Bree. Susanne let out a gasp, but she was too far gone to stop herself and allowed her lesbian fantasy, one she never knew existed, to get her off. Just as she was close to coming herself, she heard her niece scream, "I'm coming, Mistress." Susanne herself followed, experiencing a much more intense orgasm than she usually achieved when she pleasured herself. She struggled not to scream, so instead let out a muffled gasp.
Lying in her own goo, Susanne shook herself back to reality and was mortified to realize what she'd just fantasized. After cursing to herself, something else she seldom did, she went and washed up. After composing herself, she looked in the mirror, more determined than ever to confront Maggie about her daughter's plight... this had to stop... NOW.
Next door, Bree had taken over the king-sized bed while Abby lay on the couch, naked but warmly covered and sexually fulfilled. Bree hated cuddling and despised having to share a bed, so she didn't. As she drifted off she wondered, slightly apprehensively, about tomorrow. She was still confident, but this was a dangerous place to try and advance the seduction, being surrounded by so many family members. But if anyone was up to a challenge it was Bree, so she shrugged it off and enjoyed a great sleep.
***
In the morning Susanne awoke surprisingly refreshed after she too had enjoyed a great sleep. She vaguely recalled an odd sex dream, but she couldn't remember the details. After a refreshing shower, she dressed and went looking for Maggie, still determined to spill the dirt about what she'd learned last night.
Maggie was having breakfast with her Mother when Susanne arrived in the massive kitchen. Susanne decided now wasn't the time and she'd wait for an opportunity to speak with Maggie in private.
Bree, knowing this was an upper-class do, played it calm on Saturday, dressed very appropriately for an outdoors function. She also allowed her subs, Maggie and Abby, to dress like they normally would while with their family. For Bree, the day was fun and a great learning experience. This was how the really well-to-do lived; her mother Carrie and she had always lived very comfortably because of Carrie's high position with Governor Greene, but they'd always cooked their own meals and certainly didn't have any servants. Bree liked this lifestyle and decided then and there she'd soon have it. She loved having servants bring her drinks, which shouldn't come as a surprise since she loved being served sexually; she also loved the massive house, the gorgeous backyard and the feeling of decadence. She was also stunned when she first met Abby's grandmother, 'please call me' Edith.
Edith was sixty-one years old and was in amazing shape, a trophy wife if there ever was one. Bree briefly entertained the thought of seducing three generations of Parkers, but decided now wasn't the time, although if her plan worked as planned, she could have Edith's daughter Susanne submit to her in the morning before the wedding, and then have Abby's grandma submit to her after the wedding. So although Bree wasn't actively seducing Edith at this time, Bree was at least planting seeds for a potential future seduction. Bree spent the afternoon chatting with Edith, complimenting her frequently. On a few occasions she made sure to touch her, not inappropriately, but demonstrating just a subtle hint of interest.
When Susanne saw Bree talking with her Mother, she tried to think of a way of intervening, but decided against it, not wishing to create a scene. Instead, she scanned the perfectly landscaped yard, looking for her sister. Seeing Maggie having a drink and sitting by the pool, Susanne briskly made her way over. Once she arrived, she sat in a chair beside her older sister and whispered, "We need to talk."
Maggie looked at her sister, already knowing why Susanne would want to talk, but played stupid and asked, "What about, Susanne?"
"It's, um, well..." Susanne bumbled, not knowing how to put into words what she needed to tell her sister. Finally, she blurted out, "Abby is a lesbian."
Maggie responded, "No she's not, but she tells me she's bi."
"You knew?" Susanne accused, taken aback by her sister's nonchalant response.
"Girls will be girls," Maggie tossed off with a shrug.
"But it's worse than that, Maggie. Your daughter is being treated by a slut by that... that... that... tramp," Susanne finally got out, pointing to Bree, who was still conversing with their Mother. "And now she's probably stalking our Mother."
Maggie looked across the pool trying to hide her smile, and saw Bree with her hand on her Mom's arm. Maggie thought to herself, Maybe she's right: is Bree going after Mom too? Helpless to prevent it, Maggie let the thought go and instead replied to her sister, "Bree isn't a tramp. She's a very strong-willed girl, I'll give you that. But she's Abby's friend, and I won't have you speaking so critically of her."
"But..." Susanne began.
"No buts, Susanne. It's almost two. If you want to talk about this tonight, come by my room after the party is over; we can talk in private. But I expect you to treat Bree with respect and not judge her just because she's bi and you're as straight as an arrow." Maggie got up and strode away before her sister could respond.
Susanne watched her sister leave, befuddled by her reaction. She agreed she didn't want to make a scene here during her parent's special day, but after the party tonight she was going to make her position clear to Maggie about Bree's treatment of Abby. Susanne could maybe accept Abby being gay, but she couldn't accept the insensitive treatment that Bree had been subjecting her to.
The evening supper party was a fully formal affair with over two hundred guests. This being a dress to impress party, Bree had each of her sluts dress appropriately. Maggie was dressed in a green gown and beige thigh high stockings, while Abby was dressed in a blood red gown with black thigh high stockings. Bree, not to be outdone by her sluts, was dressed in a gold glimmering gown with mocha thigh highs. Of course none of them were wearing any panties, although they were wearing bras.
When Bree saw Susanne, she noticed she had pantyhose on, something she'd said she never wore. Now it could be because this was a formal affair, or it could be the result of Bree's earlier suggestion; Bree, of course, preferred the latter possibility. Susanne was dressed in a black cocktail dress and black stockings. Bree wondered if they were thigh highs, stockings or pantyhose, and she made a mental note to find out before the evening was through.
Although Bree had insisted to Maggie that she dine at a table that included Susanne, Maggie was unable to arrange it. Bree and Abby were placed at a table with younger family members and guests. A couple of other women were quite attractive, but Bree focused on her target... Susanne.
When supper was done, Bree pulled Abby along and they sat down beside a rigid, but slightly intoxicated Susanne. Bree's plan was to get Susanne somewhat comfortable before she began making her uncomfortable. Bree asked her, placing her hand on the pretty MILF's arm, "So how are the wedding plans coming along?"
Susanne was distracted, knowing the power Bree seemed to have over Abby. She felt she should push the hand away, but she didn't, liking the warm feeling on her arm. She felt nervous and awkward, but answered politely, "Excellent. Everything major is complete. Except for the ceremony itself, of course."
Bree smiled appreciatively at the MILF's slight jest, her hand moving ever so slightly with soft caresses, "Of course. Well, that's great."
Susanne responded with a slightly snappy, "I'm happy you approve."
Bree reached her hand slightly under Susanne's dress to feel the tops of her thigh highs and added, "Thigh highs, very impressive, Susanne." Bree, having demonstrated her position of power, stood up and walked away, leaving Susanne confused and flushed.
Susanne watched the college coed leave and although she couldn't explain why, her pussy was slightly damp. She grabbed a nearby bottle of wine and refilled her glass.
The rest of the evening consisted of speeches and dancing, and the party continued until after midnight. As Maggie headed upstairs to her bedroom, she told a rather drunk Susanne that if she still wanted to chat, she'd be in her room in five minutes. Susanne slurred that she'd be there, and Maggie went upstairs.
As soon as Maggie entered her room and closed the door, her coed Mistress asked, "Is she coming?"
"Yes, she'll be here any minute," Maggie answered, admiring Bree on the bed, her dress and brassiere already removed from her perfectly toned body.
Maggie had earlier told Bree about her conversation with Susanne and knew Bree already had a plan formulated, one that would humiliate Maggie (that no longer being a bad thing, she got off on it), and would push the envelope with Susanne. Maggie, without being told, crawled on top of the bed and positioned her face between the stocking-clad legs of her young Mistress.
Bree moaned as the MILF began licking her pussy, "You're a very well-trained slut, Mommy." Bree was well on her way to an orgasm when the expected knock on the door came. Bree ordered, "Go show her in, slut, then get right back to work."
Maggie looked up from between the coed's legs, her lips shiny with juice, and obeyed. When she reached the door, she paused briefly, took a deep breath, and opened the door, beckoning her sister into her room. After closing the door, she immediately, avoiding eye contact with her sister, went back to the bed and crawled back between her Mistress' legs.
Susanne was astonished as she saw Bree and then saw her sister, a respectable Sorority House Mother, a proud mother of one, crawl between the coed's legs. Susanne stood near the doorway watching the perverse scene for much longer than she should have before she finally spoke up. "Maggie, what's going on here?"
Bree smiled and said, "Sorry Susanne, Maggie has her mouth full right now."
"But..." Susanne began to say, disoriented by the alcohol and the shocking scene she was witnessing.
"But what?" Bree teased.
Susanne finally articulated, "But how?"
"How did I make your uptight sister into my little submissive slave?" Bree asked, attempting to make Susanne actually say it.
"Fine, yes, that," Susanne said, slurring her words a bit.
"Well that's for me to know and you someday to find out, once you too submit to me," Bree announced.
"What?" Susanne asked, confused by the coed's forthrightness. Susanne looked at her sister, who was slightly rocking her head up and down.
"Mmmmm," Bree moaned, "Your sister has become a good pussy eater, Susanne. Would you like to give her a try?"
"What? God, no. That's disgusting," Susanne responded.
"Why are you watching then?"
"I-I-I don't..." Susanne began, then abruptly turned to leave. Being quite drunk, she fumbled with the door handle, giving Bree time for one last parting shot.
"Susanne," she moaned, close to orgasm herself, "I want to have you, and I always get what I want." As Susanne opened the door, Bree screamed, not caring who might hear, "Yes, yes, I'm coming slut, keep licking."
Susanne slammed the door shut and collapsed against the wall beside it. Everything she thought she knew about her family had vanished in just over twenty-four hours. She staggered to her room and collapsed on her bed: drunk, exhausted and confused. Yet as she tried to sleep, her mind lingered to Bree's shocking flirting with her and the bald statement that Bree wanted her to submit. As she faded into unconsciousness, she couldn't get Bree's words to stop echoing in her head.
5. A CONFRONTATION
Susanne awoke the next morning with a start, the memory of the previous day flooding into her mind. Slightly hung-over, she got up and went straight to Maggie's room and barged right in. Thankfully Maggie was in bed alone, still sleeping. Susanne went directly to the bed and shook Maggie awake.
Maggie woke up groggily and snapped, "What?"
Susanne kept shaking her sister until she became alert. "Maggie, wake up, we need to talk."
Maggie rubbed her eyes and sat up, finally realizing her sister was in the room. Maggie sighed, having known this conversation was coming, "What can I do for you, baby sis?"
"You know exactly why I'm here," Susanne accused.
Maggie decided to play stupid, "I do?"
Susanne glared at Maggie, "I saw you and Bree last night,"
"Oh, yeah, I forgot about that," Maggie said, acting surprised.
"Did you hear what she said to me? What she called you?"
"No, not really, but I can imagine what she said about me," Maggie said matter-of-factly.
"You probably couldn't hear us talking, what with your head buried between her legs," Susanne snapped.
Maggie retaliated, "Susanne, who are you to judge? Plus it's none of your damn business."
"Fine, but what about Abby?"
"Abby is a grown woman and she's able to make her own decisions," Maggie asserted.
Susanne collapsed on the bed out of frustration and said, "She said she wanted me to submit too."
"She did mention that to me," Maggie acknowledged and added, "and she always gets what she wants, so congratulations, I know you'll love it." Maggie leaned over and rubbed her baby sister's back and consoled her, "And don't worry, sis. Bree will never make you do anything you don't want to do. She's not like that."
Susanne asked, "How did this happen to you?"
Maggie then retold her sister the whole sordid ordeal, leaving out none of the details of her submission to the powerful coed including her daughter's willing part in it.
Susanne sat in stunned silence as she listened to the demise of her once stuffy sister. A lengthy silence followed before Susanne said, "Weren't you worried she'd end your career?"
"At first I was, but she made it clear if I always obeyed her, she'd always protect me," Maggie explained.
"Protect you?" Susanne asked.
"Yes. You see, Susanne, she saw right through me. She saw that I needed to have a Mistress. That behind my rigid exterior, I was desperate to let the real me free. I didn't even know it, but she did."
"That's nonsense," Susanne said, shaking her head.
"Is it? Since I've submitted to Bree, I've never felt more alive. She released a side of me I never knew existed; and with such an awakening has come pleasure I can't even begin to describe."
"I just can't believe it," Susanne said.
"I've done things I never thought I'd ever do. Crazy things that had never even crossed my mind, and I don't regret any of them," Maggie said, leading Susanne on.
As expected, Susanne asked, "Like what?"
Maggie told Susanne another story. "Well, the following day I begged Bree not to tell anyone. She explained that she'd tell all her other sluts I was now part of the family, and of course Abby already knew. She agreed with me that my new status was nobody else's business, but added she needed me to prove how loyal I was. I promised I'd do anything, and Bree told me to be ready the following night at ten. I asked for details, but she just gave me a naughty smirk.
"The following night I waited in my bedroom with trepidation as I wondered what she had in store for me. She finally walked in several minutes late, having had me wait nervously as usual, and had me go downstairs and into her room. On the floor, each of them naked and blindfolded, were five of my sorority seniors. I let out a soft gasp, but I kept myself silent for the most part. Bree then whispered, 'These girls don't know who is serving them, just that they're being serviced by a new recruit attempting to climb the sorority ladder. Your job is to get all five girls off as quickly as you possibly can. Understood?' I nodded in anxiety-ridden nervousness, and without any further instruction, crawled between the naked legs of the first of five coed pussies. It was humiliating but exhilarating. They moaned, they called me filthy names, they assumed I was just a novice sorority sister trying to earn points, never in a million years considering it was their Sorority House Mother. I got all five of them off and returned to my room and brought myself to a fulfilling orgasm." Maggie looked at her sister and saw the response she expected: astonished silence.
Before Susanne could respond, there was a knock on the door before it opened; it was their Mother, telling them breakfast would be ready in ten minutes. Susanne shook herself out of her bewilderment and slight horniness from the story. "OK, Mom, I just need to take a quick shower."
Maggie agreed, "I need one too, Mom."
Their Mother shook her head and said, in her usual don't-mess-with-me attitude, "Ten minutes." She closed the door.
Maggie smiled, stood up and said, "Like I said, Susanne: Bree will never make you do anything you don't want to do. She will however, push your buttons until you willingly submit to her. That said, once you do, you'll have the time of your life; are you sure you don't want to just jump in right now?"
Susanne responded too quickly, almost to cover herself, "Yes, I'm sure."
Maggie shrugged and said, "If you say so, baby sis." Maggie went into her bathroom and closed the door.



Susanne sat on the bed processing yet another strange conversation. She knew she wasn't a lesbian and although Bree was very pretty, she also knew she wasn't interested. She loved Todd and couldn't wait to get married; yet why did her pussy get wet hearing about Bree's seductive ways and Bree's power over her sister and niece? A power Susanne had always wished she had, not sexually of course, but just once to be able to say what she actually thought about things instead of playing the sweetheart everyone saw her as. She sighed, ignoring the fire teasing her down below, and went back to her room to take that shower.
6. THE BRIDAL SHOWER
Over the next
two weeks, Susanne had dream after naughty dream about Bree. She woke up each time in a hot sweat and incredible horny. She had Todd fuck her more often, trying hard to fuck the dyke out of herself. She wasn't a lesbian, or even bi for that matter. So why couldn't she get her desire for Bree out of her head?
It was Susanne's bridal shower, being held in the home of one of her bridesmaids, since Maggie didn't have a roomy enough private location, living at the sorority and all. It was at the home of her best friend since they were six, Ellie. Over twenty women showed up, mostly dressed in light summer dresses. Susanne gave a sigh of relief when the party began and Bree hadn't arrived.
Bree, of course, was sure to be late so she could make a dramatic entrance. She and Abby arrived almost an hour into the party, well after all the generic chit-chat and cocktails that always begin such an affair. They came in and Abby went and hugged Aunt Susanne and apologized for being late. Bree followed, giving the sexy bride-to-be a hug as well.
During the next half hour Susanne opened present after present, most of them girly-girly to the extreme. There were conservative lingerie, perfume, a Coach purse, all the usual accoutrements. Maggie's gift had been the most daring, giving her sister a garter and stocking set that had, of course, been secretly chosen by Bree.
Bree waited until all the other gifts had been given before pulling out her own special gift. "Here Susanne, I got you a little something too, although it may be a bit more out there next to the rest of your gifts."
Susanne smiled a nervous smile and said, "Well then, maybe I should open it later."
Bree shrugged and said, her tone showing just the vaguest hint at authority, "Oh no, it'll be much more fun for everyone if you open it now!"
Susanne took a deep breath, expecting something embarrassing and opened it nervously while the other twenty women watched closely. She was right, as she saw a lengthy red vibrator inside the box. She didn't pull it out, just closed it back up.
One of the girls said teasingly, "What is it Susanne? By the red on your face, I'm betting it's something worth sharing."
Maggie added, "Show everyone Susanne, I'm sure they all have one too."
Susanne didn't want to, but she saw twenty-plus pairs of eyes staring at her. She opened the box again and reluctantly pulled out the toy.
There were gasps, giggles and so forth as she revealed the lengthy fuck toy. Bree explained with a naughty smile, "I know your hubby-to-be is often gone, so I figured you'd need some back-up for those lonely nights."
Susanne's Mother, Edith, looked stunned as Bree said, putting her hand on the still pretty sixty-plus woman, "Do you need one too?"
Edith stammered, "I-I-I..."
Bree moved her mouth to Edith's ear, blew in it and whispered, "I'll get you one, sweetie."
Susanne wanted the conversation to end, "Well thanks Bree, I am sure it will come in handy."
The group burst out laughing as Ellie said, "Oh, I bet it'll give you quite the buzz."
The next hour was spent in free-spirited socializing and Bree chatting with Edith, setting up another potential submission.
Every time Susanne looked at Bree, she was smiling back. Susanne knew she had to put this seduction (Bree had made no bones about her attentions being precisely that) to rest today, but she didn't know how. Instead, she avoided Bree as best she could. Finally, Bree walked over to Susanne, the lingerie Maggie had bought for her in her hand, and suggested, "Susanne, I think you should go and try on the lingerie your sister got you."
"Excuse me?" she asked.
"You heard me," she said and then asked the remaining eight guests, "Should Susanne try on that honeymoon lingerie Maggie got her?"
The group consensus from the tipsy ladies was a resounding yes, and Susanne was on the spot. Tipsy herself, she sighed, accepted the lingerie from Bree and went upstairs.
As the party continued downstairs, Bree sneaked upstairs too. She was happy to find the door unlocked, and she slipped in unnoticed. Susanne was putting on the last stocking when Bree said, "You look really hot in that outfit, Susanne."
Susanne jumped, startled by the intrusion and attempted to cover herself up. "Get out, Bree."
Bree ignored Susanne's words and walked over to the sexy MILF. "You must know I'm the one who chose this gift for you, and not Maggie."
Susanne responded, slightly confused, "Oh."
"Oh, indeed," Bree teased, now standing directly in front of the bride-to-be. "And I didn't get it for your husband, I got it for me."
Susanne stood speechless as Bree's hand caressed the MILF's left arm. Susanne stood frozen for a second. Bree continued, "I'm sure Maggie has told you I always get what I want, and what I want next is..."
Susanne slapped Bree's arm away and complained, "Please stop doing that."
Bree licked her fingers smiling, "Delicious, I love it when they struggle. It'll make your ultimate surrender sooo much sweeter."
"Get out," Susanne said, her hand pointing to the door and trembling.
Bree shrugged as she headed to the door, "Suit yourself, but I know what you need, and what you want, deep down. You want to submit, you may not know it yet, but you do." She paused as she reached the door, before foreshadowing, "And you will."
Bree opened the door and called downstairs to the group, "Susanne is ready to pose for us."
A completely rattled Susanne was then forced to go and pose. She grabbed a bit of her confidence back and sauntered as best she could downstairs. She was mortified to realize her panties (Maggie's gift hadn't included any, nor a bra, so Susanne was happy she'd worn underwear today that was reasonably sexy) her panties were very, very wet. She did a few quick poses and a couple of seductive ones when cheered on by her more than tipsy friends. Finally Susanne was allowed to return back upstairs to change, and when she climbed back down she was thankful to see Bree and Abby had left.
An hour later, when she was leaving, she saw a note in her purse, just a sentence in block letters: "DON'T FIGHT IT!!!"
As soon as she got home she collapsed on the couch with a jumble of conflicting emotions. There was something so intoxicating about Bree that her body betrayed her every time she was in her presence. Yet common sense dictated that she remain dignified and resist these advances, even as her body was tempted.
Unable to resist, Susanne brought herself to an orgasm. As she lay in her own cum she thought, Thank God the wedding is in two weeks and all this will be over.

7. THE BACHELORETTE PARTY... LE CHATEAU CLUB
Susanne was petrified by what Maggie and Bree might have planned for her bachelorette party. But she also felt that so long as she was with other friends she'd be fine. She had to steel herself and be impervious to Bree's charms. Susanne insisted on knowing the full agenda of the evening's activities beforehand.
Maggie gave her sister an itinerary that looked very tame on paper... yet each stop was a stage of an elaborate plan. The first stage was supper at the upper-class Rizzo's, which set up the evening by requiring Susanne (and everyone else) to get all dressed up. The second stage was the Martini Club to start Susanne on her way to intoxication. The third stage was a pub crawl that would continue the false image that this was a normal bachelorette party; the shots, the embarrassing silly tasks, the dirty dancing... then when everyone else thought the evening was concluded, they'd take Susanne to the last, top secret stage... the very exclusive... the very top drawer... Le Chateau Club, which was a women only lesbian club (see Bedding the Babysitter 2 and Voodoo Seduction to see two stories of several that partially take place at Le Chateau Club).
Bree, being an expert at seduction, played this evening very differently, lulling Susanne into a false sense of security. All evening Bree did nothing untoward. No flirting, no teasing, no hint of what was to come. She allowed Susanne's friends to do all the traditional bachelorette things as she sat back and watched her plan unfold.
Susanne was on guard all evening, waiting for Bree to pounce. Oddly, when Bree ignored her Susanne felt disappointed. As the night went on and the drinks were swilled down, Susanne's inhibitions faded, and cheered on by everyone, she made a fool of herself at the last couple of pubs.
When Maggie suggested they call it a night, a rather drunk Susanne agreed and Maggie led her sister to the limo, with Bree following closely behind. Unfortunately Abby was too young to get into this elite club, and she pouted like a little kid. Bree gave Abby one last task, ordering her to go and hit on Susanne's best friend Ellie. Abby smiled deviously and went back into the club on a mission that culminated in a delightful night for them both.
The drive to the club was quick and Susanne was surprised when the limo stopped at another bar. Susanne looked out the window, "I thought we were going home?"
Bree put her hand on Susanne's leg, "Oh, your sister and I just thought we should hit one more club."
Susanne felt an electric charge flow through her from Bree's touch and she stammered, "Maybe we should just go home; I'm really tired."
Bree smiled mischievously and her voice shifted from suggesting to ordering, "No Susanne, we're going in." Bree pulled Susanne out, holding onto her hand. Maggie followed behind, amused, knowing exactly which club they were entering.
Once inside, they were escorted to a reserved table close to the dance floor, a location central to all the action. A waitress came and took their orders while Susanne scanned the bar. After a few seconds she noticed, "There aren't any men here."
Bree agreed, putting her hand back on Susanne's leg, "Indeed there are not."
The warmth immediately was back as Susanne struggled to stay focused. She noticed at that moment two girls kissing on the dance floor and let out a shocked gasp. She began to make the obvious correlation. She stammered, "Are we in a l-l-lesbian bar?"
Bree corrected, "It's a club, but yes, we're in a lesbian club. You like?"
Susanne looked away from Bree, attempting to avoid contact with her even while her pussy heated up. Before Bree she'd never met a lesbian that she knew of, or seen any sort of lesbian action, and now here she was in a lesbian bar. She couldn't believe how attractive most of these women were and how their ages ranged from twenty-one to well over sixty.
The waitress returned with their drinks and asked Susanne, "This is your bachelorette party, I assume?"
"Yes," Susanne answered, embarrassed to be in such a place as an about-to-be-married woman.
The waitress added, noticing Susanne's nervousness, "Don't worry ma'am, what happens at Le Chateau Club stays at Le Chateau Club. So just have fun, experiment and cut loose." The waitress gave a wink to Susanne, Bree and Maggie, and went to serve another table.
Bree explained, "Up there, Susanne, are the private rooms where some of the more elite go to have some private fun. On the other hand, often the fun happens right here in plain view."
Susanne looked across the room where Bree was pointing and gave yet another shocked gasp as she saw a pair of black heels sticking out from underneath a table where a woman, in her sixties at least, was sitting with a pleasant smile on her face. Susanne was distracted by the scene, so she didn't notice Bree's hand sliding further up her thigh.
Bree waited a few seconds before sliding her hand under Susanne's dress, which made her jump, startled.
Susanne pleaded, somewhat weakly, "Bree, please don't."
"Don't what?" Bree asked, deviously.
Susanne struggled to put into words what she wanted to say. Again her mind was screaming No, no, no, while her body was screaming Yes, yes, yes! Finally she sputtered, "Please stop, I'm about to be married."
Bree's hand didn't move. She smiled and replied innocently, "Is that the problem? Many married women have pleased me." Bree looked around for someone she knew, then whispered to Maggie, "Go over to the brunette by the bar... the one in red... and tell her Bree wants to see her."
Maggie said brightly, loud enough for her sister to hear, "Yes, Mistress."
Susanne watched silently as her sister walked over to a slightly chubby but glamorously dressed brunette at the bar sipping a margarita.
Bree explained, "Susanne, what you must understand is that like it or not, all women are either dominant or submissive in bed. Some can be switches, in other words can be domme or sub depending on their mood or partner, but most of us are one or the other. Your sister is a textbook sub. She has a façade of invulnerability and dignity she presents at the Sorority House and most of the time in public, but when she considers herself off duty so to speak, she just wants to relax, to let go of all control and do what she's told. Your niece on the other hand, is still young and is just really eager to please because of her mommy issues. Abby spent her entire childhood trying to please her mother, and she was always desperately looking for acknowledgement that she was good enough. Thus she was trained to be submissive by her upbringing. So when I got to know her, she was easy to seduce and to make into a willing, eager sub. Now you, on the other hand..."
Susanne was intoxicated with the hypnotic assessments of her sister and niece and perversely curious what this young coed would have to say about her. Unfortunately Maggie returned with the very pretty, although slightly older than she'd originally thought, woman and Bree took over the conversation, leaving Susanne hanging high and dry.
Bree greeted her, "Hi, Angelica."
"Hi, Bree," the brunette responded with a shy smile.
"Maggie, go wait in line for Big Rosie," Bree instructed.
"Yes, Mistress," Maggie said, overtly excited.
Susanne watched in confusion as her sister skipped off towards the washroom. Maggie skipping? I haven't seen that since she was thirteen!
Bree continued to ignore the MILF she was seducing as she spoke with Angelica. "Please answer all the following questions for me. I need to make a point to the bride-to-be, next-to-be my sub."
"Of course," Angelica responded, frankly checking out a now self-conscious Susanne.
"First, how old are you?"
"Fifty-one."
"How long have you been married?"
"Twenty-eight years next month."
"How many kids do you have?"
"Three."
"Are you happily married?"
"Extremely."
"Yet you'd love the privilege of falling to your knees, crawling under this table and eating my cunt, wouldn't you?"
Susanne watched in utter silence, fascinated by the power of Bree and a small part of her wishing she were Angelica.
"Desperately, Bree. I'd love to eat your hot cunt again," Angelica responded, not remotely embarrassed by the absurdity of her confession. She then looked directly at Susanne and added, "Unless you'd like to step forward, ma'am. It's your bachelorette party, after all."
Susanne shook her head in humiliation, desperate to deny the inner torment spreading through her.
Angelica asked her one more time, "Are you sure? You really should have first right of refusal... or of acceptance, of course."
Susanne again shook her head no.
Bree impatiently ordered, "The bride has indicated her decision. Get to work, slut."
Angelica looked at Susanne, said, "Your loss," not in a mean way, but apologetically for seizing the prize, dropped to her knees and crawled under the table.
As the woman began pleasing Bree, Bree explained, giving the odd moan of pleasure, "You see, Susanne? You can get married and have kids and still play the other side."
Susanne, completely out of her element and hornier than she wanted to let on, excused herself, "I need to go to the washroom."
Bree pointed to the right and said, "Go right ahead, but be careful, there are a lot of predators looking for fresh meat."
Susanne looked fretfully towards Bree before she made her way to the bathroom. When she reached it, she saw her sister in line behind two other women, waiting for a stall even though there were two open stalls. Curious, she walked over and asked, "Maggie, why are you waiting in line?"
Maggie looked directly into her sister's eyes, "I'm waiting for my turn to please Big Rosie."
Susanne was perplexed by her sister's words and startled to hear the sounds of an orgasm coming from the stall her sister was waiting in line for. Finally the light bulb flickered on and she realized where Big Rosie was.
Maggie said, "She has the most delicious pussy in the world. People wait in line here every night for the opportunity to taste her perfect nectar. If you want to watch, there are peepholes through both walls of the stall."
Susanne watched as the stall door opened and a young redhead came out, her makeup a mess and her face shiny. Susanne continued to stare in morbid curiosity as a skinny black girl in her thirties give or take, entered the stall. After the stall closed she stared at the short, chubby, Asian girl next in line until the Asian told her, "It's not polite to stare, my pretty; if I hadn't been in line for forty-five minutes already, I'd teach you some manners by devouring you whole."
Susanne blushed rose red and looked nervously at her sister who added, "And Jade could do it, too. They call her Bào, which is Mandarin for Leopard."
Susanne, realizing she had to pee very soon, escaped into the only remaining unoccupied stall, which was to the immediate left of Big Rosie. She closed the door and quickly arranged herself on the toilet. As she peed, she heard the foul mouth and sexual sounds of Rosie such as: "That's it slut, suck my big clit," and "Faster bitch, this ain't no lovemaking session." Susanne listened in an exotic trance long after she'd finished peeing, wondering what Rosie looked like. She fought hard to not look, but curiosity got the better of her and she leaned sideways and looked through the peephole. She couldn't believe what she saw. Rosie was an extremely large black woman with breasts larger than Susanne could even fathom a woman having. Susanne stared at Rosie's long nipples and could feel her own pussy getting excited when Rosie announced, "Looks like we have a fan." Susanne snatched her head away, trying to regroup. Rosie continued, "Bitch, don't go away, get back here and watch. You know you want to."
But by that time Susanne had already stood up and was unlatching her stall. When she exited she heard Rosie call, "You'll be back honey, they always come back."
The leopard lady smiled, "Enjoy the show?"
Susanne walked past the Asian and her sister, who she was sure had a smirk on her face. Susanne went directly to the table where Bree seemed to be sitting alone. Susanne attempted to see if that slut woman was still under the table, but she couldn't tell.
Bree smiled as soon as Susanne returned and asked, "Did anyone hit on you?"



Susanne asked, adamant to leave, "Where's my purse? I'm so out of here."
Bree's smile didn't falter. She commanded, "Susanne, sit down right now."
Susanne stubbornly didn't move, and Bree's smile faded just a touch. This time she ordered, a tone daring the bride-to-be to question her, "Susanne, trust me, you so don't want to get on my bad side. Sit down and do it now."
Susanne hesitated, but troubled by what Bree might do, she obeyed.
Without any warning, Bree leaned in and kissed her She was surprised at first by the sudden aggressive sexual contact, and then second by how warm the coed's lips were and how passionate the kiss was. Third, she was shocked to realize she didn't want the kiss to end. Instead of breaking away like any good Christian girl about to be married should do, she opened her mouth and allowed Bree's tongue to slip between her lips. The kiss went on for what seemed like both an eternity of bliss and only a millisecond of pleasure, an oxymoron inexplicable to all but Susanne herself. When Bree broke the kiss, Susanne reacted by attempting to pull Bree back in. Bree fended her off with a smile saying, "All in good time, my dear."
Susanne opened her eyes, coming to grips with what had just occurred.
Bree, her smile still in place, reached her hand under Susanne's skirt and went directly to her panty-covered crotch. Bree asked, "Why are you wearing thigh high stockings, my dear? Not that I'm complaining."
Susanne, hypnotized by Bree's eyes and distracted by the intimate warmth of her touch down below, answered honestly and embarrassingly, "Because you once told me they're sexy."
"So you wanted to please me?" Bree asked as her finger gently traced the wet pussy lips through the sheer panty.
"Yes... no... I don't know," a confused, distracted and horny Susanne responded.
"Oh, but you do," Bree purred, "You have complied, whether you want to admit it or not, with everything I've asked you to do."
Susanne moaned slightly as Bree put just a touch more pressure on her cunt.
"You've had sexy dreams about me, haven't you?" Bree inquired.
"Yes," Suzanne admitted, no longer making eye contact with the coed seductress.
"You've masturbated thinking about me, haven't you?" Bree continued the humiliating third degree.
"Yes," whispered Susanne, still with her head down, her eyes closed and her breathing getting heavier.
"Are you horny right now, Susanne?" Bree asked, knowing full well the answer to the question, her finger feeling the wetness beginning to seep through the skimpy underwear.
"Yes," Susanne once again confirmed.
"Do you want me to get you off, Susanne?" Bree asked, her finger slipping past the underwear and to the bride-to-be's wet pussy lips.
A loud moan escaped Susanne's lips and she opened her eyes to see Bree's inches away. Susanne hesitated only briefly before giving herself to the pretty coed, "Yes Bree, please get me off."
Bree slid a finger inside the horny and distracted MILF and explained, as Susanne let out a sudden scream, "I'll give you pleasure you can't even begin to imagine, but first you must submit to me."
Susanne, no longer thinking, just feeling, answered, "OK."
Bree began to pump her finger in and out of her latest seduction's pussy, "I don't want you to submit right now while you're intoxicated. There's no fun in that. You must submit to me when you're sober and thinking clearly." Bree pulled her finger out of Susanne, put it to her lips and added, "Hmmm, you taste just like your sister."
Susanne, confused at this sudden change, pleaded, "Please, don't stop."
Bree kissed Susanne hard, then suggested, "I want you to submit to me on your wedding day, in your wedding dress."
"Oh my God," Susanne responded, "you can't be serious."
Quick as a cobra, Bree retorted, "Deadly." Her finger went back under the dress and back into the MILF's wet pussy.
Susanne moaned, again distracted, but said, "I can't do that."
Bree hooked her finger inside Susanne's box of warmth, easily finding her g-spot, "Yes you can, and yes you will." Bree put pressure on Susanne's g-spot and just as Susanne was about to have her orgasm, Bree pulled her finger out and stood up. Bree looked at the dishevelled and horny bride-to-be MILF and said, "I need to get going, my dear. The limo will be waiting to take you home whenever you're ready." Bree walked away and out the front door.
Susanne watched in frustrated devastation as the coed left her hanging on the brink of an intense orgasm. Unable to resist her own desires, she closed her eyes and decided to finish what Bree had begun. Her hand went under her dress and she began to rebuild the orgasm that had begun to subside. A minute into her own self-pleasure she was startled as she felt hands push her legs apart, followed by hot breath under her skirt. She opened her eyes, but she couldn't see anything; she assumed it was Bree returning to finish what she'd started. She let out a moan as the woman under the table pulled Susanne's panties to the side and began licking. Susanne, although close to orgasmic bliss, looked around to see if anyone else was watching. No one seemed to be, so she simply closed her eyes and let the pleasure build. It took less than two minutes, although it was the greatest two minutes of her sexual life, culminating in the most intense orgasm she'd ever experienced. She thoughtlessly pushed the mystery girl's head deeper into her exploding cunt to get even more pleasure from this naughty act. The pleasure spread from her toes all the way through her body, and seemed to last forever. When the orgasm finally began to subside, she let go of the girl's head and collapsed back.
Susanne waited to see who the giver of her most pleasurable orgasm ever was. The girl beneath the table slowly crawled from beneath Susanne's legs, her tongue sliding down Susanne's thigh. Much to Susanne's surprise, she felt the mystery girl put both hands on her hips and pull at her underwear. Susanne lifted her ass and felt her underwear slide down her legs.
A few seconds later the giver of pleasure crawled out from under the table and revealed herself.
Susanne stared at her in stunned shock. This stranger couldn't be twenty-one. Susanne doubted she was even eighteen. The adorable cute girl broke the awkward silence as she introduced herself, "Hi, my name is Jenny. My Mistress Megan over there saw your plight and suggested I come help you out. I hope you didn't mind."
Susanne looked over to where the young girl pointed and saw a beautiful redhead about Susanne's own age smiling directly at her. The woman blew Susanne a kiss. Susanne asked in a stutter, praying the answer was legal, "H-h-h-how old are you, Jenny?"
Jenny smiled, "I'm eighteen, ma'am."
Susanne gave a sigh of relief and said, "Thank God."
Jenny, in her sweet innocent way, said, "Thank you for allowing me to please you. You have a delicious pussy. I hope you don't mind, but my Mistress instructed me to return with your panties."
Jenny began to walk away, but Susanne, before she could even stop herself called out, "Jenny."
Jenny stopped and looked back to Susanne, "Yes, ma'am?"
"You say Megan is your Mistress; Does serving her make you happy?"
"Oh yes ma'am, you wouldn't believe how happy."
"Good to know. My name is Susanne. And thank you."
Jenny's eyes lit up, "You're very welcome. It was a pleasure pleasuring you." She gave Susanne a corny wave and went back to her table. (To read more about Jenny and her Mistress Megan, read the Bedding the Babysitter series)
Susanne watched Jenny leave and tried to bring herself back to reality. She wondered what the social etiquette was for after such an experience; she hoped she'd measured up. As she pondered, her cell phone rang. Susanne checked the caller id and saw it was her fiancé. Mortified by the timing, she took a deep breath and answered, "Hi, honey." The brief conversation brought her back to reality, and once she'd finished talking to Todd, she stood up and decided to leave. She thought about checking on her sister, but figured fuck it, she could get her own ride home. Susanne chugged the rest of her drink, grabbed her purse and headed out. She took one last glance at Jenny, gave her a thank you smile and exited the club.
During the ride home, she decided there was no way she could see Bree before her wedding. It was the only way to guarantee she wouldn't submit to the powerful seductress.

8. THE WEDDING DAY: THE FINAL SUBMISSION
Susanne was at the church, dressed in her white thong, white garter, white bra, white stockings, white heels and of course, her white dress. Her makeup and hair were immaculate, and she looked radiant. On the outside, she looked ready for the wedding that was to begin in an hour. Inside she kept nervously looking at the clock that seemed to have stopped moving, worried about the inevitable arrival of Bree.
Almost as if on cue, there was a brief rap on the door and Bree swaggered in, dressed in a beautiful aqua blue dress and mocha stockings. Maggie was accompanying her, but Bree gave her a look and she immediately left the room, softly closing the door behind her.
Bree sauntered over to the bride and asked, "So my dear, have you had time to consider my generous offer?"
Susanne looked away as she muttered, almost inaudibly, "Yes, to tell you the truth I haven't been able to think of anything else, but I just can't do it."
Bree explained, "I know what you need, Susanne. Your body craves submission to me. Although you feel guilty about betraying your husband, you can't resist me. We can play this game, but I know, and you know, that I am your destiny."
Susanne looked into Bree's eyes and attempted to refute Bree's assertion. But the truth was that Bree was completely correct. As much as part of her wanted to go back to before she'd met Bree when her life had made sense, a much more encompassing part of her was thankful for the aggressive attack Bree had launched. Deep down, she knew she was desperate to submit, and to feel the complete thrill of letting go and accepting fate. Susanne mumbled, "It's just..."
Bree grabbed Susanne's hand and interrupted, "This is a one-time offer, Susanne. If you refuse me there's no going back, and you'll spend the rest of your life wondering what if. Is that what you want?" Bree used her thumb to gently caress Susanne's hand.
Susanne's hand went numb and her will weakened as she thought back over the past few days and how her every waking thought had been dominated by this potential submission. Every night she gave herself one mind blowing orgasm after another as she replayed the bachelorette party and her somewhat submission. She recalled how happy Maggie and Abby seemed to be serving Bree. How delighted that Jenny girl had been to get her off even though she was a total stranger, just because her own Mistress had perceptively told her to do it. She couldn't let go of how good it felt to be touched by Bree and how badly she'd wanted to obey her that night. All those feelings came flooding back as Bree continued her gentle touching. Susanne, after a long silence, whispered, "No, Bree."
Bree whispered back teasingly, "No what, my dear?"
"No, I don't want to live the rest of my life wondering," Susanne answered, her face burning with shame.
Bree pushed Susanne down onto a black couch and asked, "So you're ready to submit to me?"
Bree lifted up the dress and put her hand on the bride's crotch. Susanne kept her eyes averted as she whispered, "Yes."
"You understand you'll be at my disposal anytime I want you?" Bree clarified.
Susanne whimpered, "Yes."
Bree slipped a finger into the MILF's damp pussy and Susanne let out a loud relieved moan. Bree had never eaten out a sub first, so this would be her first. She asked, "Do you want me to eat your pussy right now, in this church, on your wedding day?"
Susanne knew the proper answer was no, but propriety had long ago left the equation. She begged, "Yes, please."
Bree leaned forward, moved the thong to the side and extended her tongue, making contact with her new sub's pussy. Bree licked and probed and teased as Susanne attempted to keep her moans quiet. But Bree's expert tongue was no match for prudence and soon Susanne let go of all inhibitions and let the pleasure take over. Susanne's moans increased as the intensity of Bree's focus increased. And for the second time in just over a week, Susanne came from the touch of a woman; but this time she was completely sober, aware and in control of her decision.
Her scream was loud enough to be heard outside the room, but Maggie was outside guarding the door as her sister submitted and joined Bree's growing family harem. Maggie couldn't help but smile as she listened to her saint of a sister succumb to her lustful desires, just like Maggie herself had. Maggie also knew it was only a matter of time before Bree had Maggie serving Susanne, or hopefully Susanne serving her.
Susanne, now satisfied in a way she could never have imagined possible, watched as Bree stood up, raised her dress and revealed a shaved pussy with no underwear.
Bree smiled, "It's time for you to submit to your Mistress, to taste your first pussy, my dear."
Susanne looked up at the powerful Goddess and obeyed, getting off the couch and down onto her knees. She stared directly at the young, ripe pussy and wondered what she was supposed to do. Bree, understanding Susanne's confused tentativeness, grabbed the bride's perfectly done hair and her perfectly painted face and pulled her in. Susanne instinctively began licking. It was awkward, particularly with Bree standing, but Susanne was now desperate to make Bree feel good and was also desperate to do it quickly, the fear of getting caught in the back of her mind. Attempting to replicate the pleasure Bree had just given her; she used her finger and slid it inside the young woman.
Bree moaned, thrilled by the official completion of her latest conquest, "That's it my dear, lick my pussy. You'll soon be a very good little cunt pleaser, won't you?"
Susanne heard the words, but she ignored them as she maintained her focus on bringing a woman to an orgasm for the first time. She pumped her finger in and out quickly, while she sucked on Bree's clit and licked that as well.
Bree, overwhelmed by the pretty bride's final submission, came quicker than she usually did, letting out a gush of pussy juice all over the bride-to-be's face.
Susanne continued to lick, surprised by how sweet the pussy juice was. It was not at all unpleasant, but on the contrary, tasty and addictive. She briefly wondered if all pussies tasted the same but dropped that thought as absurd. She considered how every man's semen she'd swallowed all had distinctly different tastes.
Once her orgasm finished, Bree released her new sub's head, "That was very good for a first time, my dear. You'll make a wonderful little slave for me."
Susanne blushed, feeling slighted at being called a slave yet thrilled she'd pleased Bree. She remained silent, unsure how to respond to such an absurd statement.
Bree looked at the clock, "You have fifteen minutes to get ready, my slut."
Susanne cringed at also being called a slut, but as she considered the meaning of the disrespectful word, she realized that's what she was. She was getting married in fifteen minutes to the man she loved, yet here she was on her knees, in her wedding dress, eating pussy. Such cold hard facts shook her foundation.
Bree pulled her up as Susanne began to cry. Bree comforted, "It's ok."
Susanne babbled, tears streaming down her face, "I should cancel the wedding. I can't marry Todd now. Not when I clearly have feelings for you too."
Bree hugged Susanne. After a minute of sheer physical comforting, Bree explained, "Susanne, you'll always be mine. But I'll always be a free spirit. You'll marry Todd and live a semi-normal life. Nothing will change other than the fact that you'll not only have a husband to love with all your heart, you'll also have a Mistress. Do you understand?"
Susanne, the tears finally beginning to stop, mumbled, "Yes."
"Yes what?" Bree asked.
"Yes, Mistress Bree," Susanne corrected.
"Good. Now so you'll be thinking of me as you say 'I do', here's a little gift," Bree began as she went to her purse. She came back with a small round egg. She ordered, "Lift up your skirt, my bride slut."
Susanne nervously obeyed and watched as Bree inserted the small toy rather easily inside her pussy. Susanne let out a small muffled noise but said nothing.
Bree reached into her purse and pressed a button. Susanne jumped as she felt vibrations begin pulsing inside her. In a heartbeat, her horniness began to escalate again. Bree shut it off. "This will stay inside you, sometimes dormant, sometimes not, until I or someone else comes to retrieve it; understood?"
Susanne pondered the 'someone else' part of that instruction in an anxiety-filled panic, but simply replied, "Yes, Mistress Bree."
"Lastly, every new sub must complete one final task to become a true sub under my control," Bree announced.
Susanne let out a quiet sigh as she pondered the meaning behind Bree's words. She asked nervously, "And what will that be?"
"You'll find out later today," Bree teased, foreshadowing one conclusive humiliating submission.
"OK, Mistress Bree, I look forward to any task you see fit for me to perform," Susanne said, now completely smitten with her Mistress and far past any resistance.
"Good slut," Bree purred and added, "You'd better get ready, it's now less than ten minutes to showtime."
Susanne checked the time and then the mirror and panicked. Susanne began to head to the side bathroom when Bree added, "Now my dear, you may fix your hair and touch up your makeup, but don't you dare reapply any lipstick. The first time you kiss your new husband, I want the taste of my pussy to be coating your lips and tongue. Is that clear?"
Understanding that she was completely at the whim of her powerful but caring Mistress she agreed, "Crystal clear, Mistress."
"Good," Bree said, and knocked on the door three times. Maggie opened it instantly and Bree told her, "She's all yours, Maggie."
Maggie smiled, "She submitted?"
Bree just gave an are-you-really-asking-me-that-question look and sauntered out.
9. THE WEDDING: ONE FINAL CONQUEST
Three times during the ceremony Bree turned on the toy and watched in perverse humour while her new sub reacted. The first time was while the bride walked up the aisle; the second time was during her new sub's vows, and the third time just as her slut was about to say her I-do's.
During the multitude of pictures, on a few occasions Bree turned the toy back on, including one hilarious sequence during the reception line when she kept turning it on and off over and over, getting Susanne so distracted she was greeting everyone by the wrong names .
The game continued during the supper and speeches when the blushing (and red-faced and gasping) bride fortunately didn't have to say anything, and finally Bree left it on during the entire first dance. Once the dancing was underway for all the guests, Bree sauntered over to Edith, Susanne's Mom, and sat down with her. Bree smiled, thinking she was potentially minutes away from seducing three generations in a single family. She put her hand on Edith's leg, "Edith, you look amazing. If I look half as good as you when I'm your age, I'll be thrilled."
Edith ate up the compliment, "Oh Bree, you sweetheart. I'd give anything to look like you again."
Bree said, her hand moving up the grandma's leg, "Edith, I'm going to be very frank with you."
Edith looked at Bree with nervous trepidation, "Ok."



"I want you to come up to my hotel room right now so I can fuck you," Bree said, deadly serious.
Edith looked around to make sure no one had heard the indecent proposal before answering shyly, "You want frank? I'd love to, but I can't leave my daughter's wedding."
Bree smiled and said, "Edith, I wasn't asking you if you wanted to come upstairs, I was telling you to come upstairs."
Edith blushed but said nothing as she considered the flattering but surprising proposal. She hadn't had sex with her husband in over a year due to his erectile dysfunction issues, and the thought of someone being interested in her, especially someone as attractive as Bree, was beyond exciting. Plus although Edith had never had sex with a woman, she'd always been curious and often pleasured herself at home while reading lesbian sex stories.
Bree stood up and suggested, in a tone that made it clear it wasn't a suggestion but an order, "I'm in room 723. I expect you up there in ten minutes. Don't be late." Bree left, leaving the attractive grandma alone and lost in thought.
Edith sat alone, debating the pros and cons of Bree's powerful suggestion. She'd been sincere when she told this coed she'd love to have sex with her, but right now? This was her own daughter's wedding reception. After a couple minutes of consideration, she made up her mind. Edith looked around and saw that no one seemed to be watching her. She watched her recently married daughter dancing with her dad. If she was going to disappear for a while without detection, it was probably now or never. She stood up and quickly, without looking back, as if she were involved in a jailbreak and was on the run from the screws, scuttled out of the room and straight for the elevator.
Edith gave one last look around to make sure no one saw her getting into the elevator. Satisfied no one was noticing, she pressed seven and ascended to her unknown fate. This is so exciting: I feel like a naughty teenager again! Once off the elevator, she went directly to room 723. She lingered outside the door for a moment or two, wavering slightly. But before she could change her mind, she knocked on the door.
Bree called out, "Come in."
Edith entered and was shocked. Bree was naked, wearing only thigh highs and a six-inch strap-on cock. Bree suggested, "You should probably close the door; that, and your mouth." Edith, realizing her jaw had dropped and the door was still open behind her, closed her mouth and the door, and for good measure locked the door. Bree ordered, "Off with your dress Edith, we have a limited amount of time to play."
Edith was overwhelmed by the scenario. She stood still, frozen in place like a statue, unable to move.
Bree, knowing she had to do this seduction a little differently, walked over to Edith and kissed her.
Edith melted and allowed the coed's tongue to slip into her mouth. Her whole body weakened at the touch of the pretty girl, she didn't resist when she felt her hand unzipping the back of her dress. She was completely at the mercy of her granddaughter Abby's friend. She stood anxiously as the dominant coed broke the kiss and slipped Edith's dress off her shoulders and let it fall to the floor.
Bree admired the body of the 61-year-old mother of her two slaves, which was still amazing, and was surprised to see the grandma wearing thigh highs. Bree complimented, "Wow, Edith, thigh high stockings! Very sexy."
Edith blushed, "Yes, well I never wore any before today. Yesterday I asked Maggie to get me a new pair of pantyhose for the wedding, and this is what she returned with. When I asked why, she simply shrugged and said that was all the store had."
"Well your daughter made a damn good choice. You look fucking good enough to eat," Bree announced, very proud of her Sorority House Mother sub.
Edith, now in completely foreign territory, just stood in place, awaiting further instruction. Bree pulled off Edith's panties and while she was on her knees, began licking Edith's gray-furred pussy. Edith moaned on contact and opened her legs to allow easier access.
Bree continued to please the grandma for a couple minutes before she stood up and ordered, "Go over to the bed, Edith."
Edith, now horny and desperate to be fucked, walked hastily to the bed and lay on her back.
Bree ordered gently, "No Edith, get on all fours, I fuck all my subs from behind."
Edith was temporarily thrown by the word sub, but obeyed anyway, eager to feel the plastic cock inside her. Bree moved behind her and, without any warning, slipped the cock into the slave, now the first of three generations of slaves in the same family. She thrust in and out of the grandmother and asked, "Do you enjoy being fucked by me, Edith? Do you get off on being told what to do? I love to humiliate you; do you love being humiliated?"
"Yes, yes, and yes," Edith moaned.
"Do you want this to ever happen again?"
"Yes," Edith moaned, barely absorbing the questions being asked.
Bree pulled out of the older woman and said, "If you want to come, I expect you to submit to me completely."
Not thinking straight and desperate for an orgasm she begged, "Please fuck me, Bree, I'll do anything."
Bree buried the cock deep into the GILF and closed the deal. "Anything? Very well. I own you from now on. You'll obey any instruction I give you, is that understood?"
"Yes," Edith moaned, pushing her cunt back on the cock, trying to fuck herself.
Bree held the 61-year-old's hips and added, making her expectations crystal clear, "From now on you'll never disobey me."
"Understood," Edith whimpered and begged, "Now please fuck me."
Bree obliged and pumped the GILF's cunt. She fucked her hard and fast and was pleased to hear the new sub's nasty mouth.
"Oh my God, fuck me, fuck me hard," and "Yes, yes, make me your bitch." She held nothing back and her moans, words and screams could clearly be heard in the neighbouring rooms.
Bree, loving this slutty performance of her newest recruit, spurred her on, "Who owns you?"
"Y-y-you do," she struggled to say between hard, fast thrusts.
Bree recognized that her first GILF was close to an orgasm, so she sucked on her finger and without any warning, slid it into the horny grandmother's ass.
"Holy Mother-fucker, I'm coming," she screamed almost immediately when her tight ass was penetrated. "Please don't stop. Fuck me harder, deeper, yes, yes, yesssss."
Bree continued to ravish her slut's cunt and to finger fuck her tight ass until Edith collapsed out of pure orgasmic exhaustion. Bree, content with Edith's submission and the completion of seducing three generations of the same family, smiled to herself in jubilant victory. She removed the toy and positioned herself so she could present her perfect pussy to her sub.
Edith looked directly at the hard clit and thick pussy lips of her new Mistress, and she did as she assumed she was supposed to do. She moved close and began licking. Although she'd never done anything like this before, she'd read enough lesbian stories to have a fair idea what she should do. She started slowly, getting the pussy wet and allowing the juices to start flowing. She focused on long slow licks that made contact with both sides of the coed's pussy lips, and then she brushed by the clit, just barely touching it, a tease, nothing more. Once Bree's moans began increasing in frequency and volume, Edith slipped not one, but two fingers inside the girl's cunt. At first she moved them in and out slowly, keeping the orgasm on a slow build, and then when she could tell the girl was getting closer, she hooked her fingers inside the coed's cunt and put intense pressure on her g-spot.
Bree screamed, "Yes!... fuck!... suck my clit slut, make me come my whore." Bree's cum exploded out of her and coated the GILF's face with a liquid shine.
The grandmother kept pressure on Bree's clit until she pushed her away because the pressure had gotten too intense and was beginning to tickle.
Bree looked at her new slave covered in cum, "Are you ready for the final task of your initiation, my slut?"
Although worried about what it may be, the elderly slut answered gamely, "Anything you command."
Bree loved such declarations and explained, "Your daughter has a vibrating egg in her cunt. I want you to retrieve it for me."
Even after submitting to this irresistible woman, Edith was taken aback by this revelation. The 61-year-old asked for confirmation, "Excuse me?"
Bree explained the whole sordid affair. "Your granddaughter Abby has been my sub for most of the semester, your daughter Maggie has been my sub since just after Christmas break, and the newly married Susanne submitted to me this morning, just minutes before her wedding."
"So that's what all that caterwauling was at the church," Edith blurted, putting the pieces together. She added, ""But why me?"
"You're sexy, and I could tell you desperately needed to get out of your drudgery of a routine," Bree explained then added, "Plus having three generations of a single family submitting to me was too big a challenge not to attempt."
"I see," Edith said, looking at the clock, "I really should get back; I've been gone for almost an hour."
"Yes, I suppose we both should," Bree concurred. "You'll perform the task?"
"Yes, I assume the daughter the toy is in is Susanne?"
"You assume correctly," Bree agreed as she got off the bed.
"Does Susanne know you planned to seduce me as well?"
"No, but Maggie and Abby did. That's why you're wearing the thigh highs: Maggie knows my fetish for them."
"I'll always wear them for you," Edith pledged.
"Yes, you will," Bree agreed. "I should also note, I plan a little lesbian incest orgy for the four of you when slut Susanne returns from her honeymoon."
"Oh my," the grandma said, surprised, as she too began getting dressed.
"Is that a problem?" Bree challenged.
"Well it is rather morally wrong," Edith explained, attempting to change her Mistress's mind.
"Abby and Maggie have munched each other's cunts on a few occasions already. And I promised Maggie she could have Susanne as her personal slave for a weekend in the near future."
"Oh," was all Edith could muster.
Bree, deciding that was enough information for the new GILF sub to process, changed the subject abruptly, "You will keep my juices on your face until you're preparing for bed tonight, understood?"
"Yes," the new sub agreed, although mortified by the possible discovery of her recent naughtiness.
"Now go and fetch that toy, my slut," Bree gently repeated.
"Yes, Mistress," Edith said, calling her that for the first time.
Bree watched her leave and texted Maggie and Abby that their Mother and Grandmother respectively, was returning to the wedding. Bree also returned a couple of minutes later, just in time to see the cutting of the cake. She quickly turned the toy back on and watched with devious pleasure the surprised look on the bride's face.
Susanne looked up, having not seen Bree for quite a while, and saw Bree's devious smile as the two made eye contact. Bree winked and Susanne looked away, returning to the ceremonial smearing of cake all over her groom's face.
Once the cake was done, Edith went over to her daughter and whispered in her ear, "I'm supposed to retrieve a special little something from you, my love."
Susanne whispered back, her face going white, "Do you mean what I think you mean?"
"Yes dear; it's something wonderfully naughty."
She got you too?"
"Yes," Susanne's Mother and Bree's latest conquest replied.
Susanne looked over to Bree, who still had the same smug smile on her face.
Bree watched as Susanne and Edith disappeared into the bathroom. Bree looked at the clock and was surprised to see it was only ten o'clock. She surveyed the room and saw an attractive older woman speaking with Maggie. Bree recalled she was a second cousin or something. Bree thought to herself, The night is still young; I might as well go for the hat trick.
She sauntered over. "Hi Maggie, would you like to introduce me to your pretty cousin?"
THE END
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2: The Next Day
NOTE: A special thanks goes to estragon for his copy edit. His time and suggestions are invaluable.
RECAP: I highly suggest you read part one if you want to know how I seduced my sweet prim and proper Mother. If you don't want to or already have and can't remember the plot, here is a brief recap:
I am a college student who is addicted to MILF's. When I came home for the summer, I spied my Mother fucking some slob who was blackmailing her and decided to save her. After saving her, I decided I had to make Mommy mine.
This story takes place the following day, after I had fucked my Mother, Elaine, for the first time.
***
MAKING MOMMY MINE 2: THE NEXT DAY
I woke up after a long sleep alone. I lay in bed for a few minutes as I replayed last night's events in my head. I had fucked my Mother. It was amazing, the ultimate conquest for any man. As I rubbed my eyes, I remembered falling asleep together and noticed she was no longer in bed.
I looked at the clock it was 12:30 in the afternoon. I wondered how she would react the day after. I assumed she would say it was a big mistake and s forth, but I was determined to make sure this new relationship continued in full force. I got up, still naked, walked to my room, grabbed a robe and went downstairs.
When I reached the kitchen, I was surprised to see my Mom at the kitchen table visiting with Hannah. Hannah, Mom's best friend, and the sexy MILF who I was fucking in the ass just two days ago, in the livingroom when my Mom walked in catching us. I was slightly worried I had ended a lifelong friendship. Apparently, I needed not to worry. My Mom greeted, "Good afternoon sweetie." She got up and gave me a peck on the cheek.
I looked slightly confused as she explained, "I invited Hannah over to apologize. I overreacted and did not want to lose one of my dearest friends."
Hannah, who I instantly noticed was wearing black stockings and a sundress, said, "Yes, we have kissed and made up."
The innuendo didn't go unnoticed as my Mom added, "I need to go to the washroom, you guys can visit or whatever."
She left and I poured myself a cup of coffee and sat down still trying to figure out what the Hell was going on. Hannah stated matter-of-factly, "So you fucked your mother last night?"
Coffee sprayed out of my mouth and I began choking. Hannah got up and patted me on the back like I was a baby. I asked in a state of shock, "Mom told you about last night?"
Hannah began to massage my shoulders as she said softly, "Do you know how long I have wanted to fuck your Mom?"
Her hands slid down my chest as I processed this stunning revelation; my cock already as hard as a rock. She moved around and dropped to her knees in front of me. I sat memorized a mixture of eager anticipation and slight bewilderment. As she opened my robe, she saw my bulging erection contained in my underwear and teased, "My, my, my, what do we have here?" She unleashed my stiff erection and it instantly stood at attention in front of this beautiful MILF, and my mother's best friend. As she grabbed it with her left hand, she asked mischievously, "Is this erection because of me on my knees ready to swallow you whole or because of the thought of your prim and proper Mommy between my legs?"
I looked at her and before I could respond she deep throated my firm cock. I instantly let out a moan as this hot MILF slut devoured my dick. She continued the fast paced assault with impressive consistency and within only a couple minutes I could feel my cum beginning to bubble. I grunted, "I'm coming, slut." Hannah continued bobbing up and down seemingly desperate to swallow my load, which followed. Like a good MILF cocksucker, she kept up the pace making sure to swallow every last drop of my cum.
Once done, she got off her knees, smiled at and said, "So can I use your Mother as my little lez slut?"
I answered, surprised by the question, "I doubt she would be into that."
Hannah smiled, " Oh, I don' t know about that. She just fucked her son."
"Touché," I responded, trying to figure out a way to make this hot, but unrealistic, request to happen.
"So do you want to watch your Mom become my little duke?" my sexy MILF slut purred naughtily.
My cock already beginning to rise again, I supported, honestly and curiously, "I would love to see that."
Hannah stood up, "Well then watch this. Your Mother is as submissive as they come and trust me she won't say no." She kissed me hard, shoving her tongue in my mouth. As she stroked my cock again, she broke the kissed and called, "Elaine get down here."
A few seconds later, my Mother came downstairs and returned to the kitchen. "Did you two have time to talk?"
Hannah shrugged, her words dripping with innuendo, "Not really, but I did get a mouthful."
My Mom blushed but said nothing.
Hannah grabbed my Mom's hand gently, "You really hurt me the other day."
My Mom quickly replied apologetically, "I know, I told you I was sorry. I would never do anything to hurt you."
Hannah, in a firm and dominant voice I had never heard from her, explained, "You need to be punished for what you did."
"What?" my Mom said clearly confused and unaware where this was leading.
"Come with me," Hannah instructed, pulling my Mother into the living room.
Mom blindly followed still completely oblivious to what was about to transpire.
Hannah sat on the couch, pulled up her dress, opened her legs and ordered, "Elaine, starting right now our relationship is going to change. I have wanted to fuck you for years but thought you were way to prim and proper for such sexual deviance. But now that I know you are willing to fuck your son like a whore, well you obviously aren't as goody-goody as you portray yourself to be."
"Hannah," my Mother began to say, I assume with some sort of defensive explanation, before being cut off by her best friend.
"Shut up, slut!" Hannah roared. "Don't you ever interrupt your Mistress again!"
"Mistress?" my Mom repeated, in stunned confusion.
"Yes, Mistress!" Hannah confirmed, her voice losing the anger, but not the dominant, don't fuck with me attitude. She continued, me watching in fascinated awe, my cock already fully at mass, "I own you. You will do what I say, when I say, with who I say. Is that understood?"
My Mother, tears running down her cheeks, tried to be logical with her best friend. "Hannah, be reasonable. I am not a lesbian."
"Yesterday you weren't a son-fucker either," Hannah replied obscenely.
"Hannah!" my Mom said mortified.
"Son-fucker!" Hannah sarcastically mocked.
My Mom began to turn around to leave when Hannah said, "Stop right there, my slut."
To my surprise my Mother stopped and with pleading eyes and tone, begged, "Hannah, please stop. You are my best friend."
"Yes Elaine, you are my best friend too. And now we will be even better friends, friends with benefits. Plus you will also be my little lez slave," Hannah explained. Hannah stared at my Mom, as after years of equality between the two, the balance of power shifted right in front of my eyes.
I watched amused as I began to believe my Mom would break, just as Hannah predicted, just as she had with me the night before. It was obvious that deep down my Mother was submissive and it was unlikely she would stand-up to Hannah when Hannah gave the sexual order that was soon to come. The staring match and the long silence that came with it were finally broken when Hannah went for the sexual kill. "Elaine, crawl between my legs and beg to lick your new Mistress's pussy."
Mom looked at me, seemingly begging for support; instead she got the opposite. I added to the humiliation as I agreed, "Mom you allowed some fat fuck to dominate you forever and you gave only a lame-ass resistance to submitting to me. I think Hannah is right. You are a submissive little," I paused, unsure if I could call my Mom such a demeaning and derogatory word. Finally after a bit of thought, I went for the juggler, "slut."
I could see my Mom's facial expression change from pleading to shock at my harsh words. She looked away from me and back to Hannah. She seemed to really be considering her options. I would have loved to be able to get inside her head and see what she was thinking and feeling.
Hannah, clearly confident she was going to win, explained, "Elaine don't pretend you don't want to submit. You know you do. I know you do. Even Jeremy knows you do."
Tears dripped down my Mom's cheeks as she whispered, her tone portraying her defeat, "Please, Hannah...."
Hannah showing no signs of mercy ordered, "Hurry up Elaine, I don't have all day. Plus I really want to see Jeremy fuck his Mother."
My Mom quickly looked back at me. I gave her a knowing smirk and a subtle head nod, which suggested she should do as she was told. She just as quickly looked away and much to my, and Hannah's glee, fell to her knees and head down, avoiding eye contact, crawled to her best friend. Once between Hannah's legs, she froze unsure what to do next. It was entertaining to watch my Mother in such forbidden and uncharted territory.
Hannah looked at me triumphantly first before looking down at my Mother. She asked absurdly politely, "Do you want to eat my pussy, Elaine?"
My mother did not look up and said something so quietly I could not make it out.
Hannah ordered, "I can't hear you, my slut. Speak louder."
In a slightly louder squeak, through tears of humiliation, she answered, "Yes."
"Yes what," Hannah tested.
My Mother looked up for the first time, a look of utter confusion displayed on her face. She sputtered in a question like tone, "Um, yes please?"
Hannah looked at me and said dismissively, "Jeremy, your Mother seems a little slow on the uptake. Care to help her out?"
I walked over and sat down on the couch beside Hannah and very close to my obedient Mother as I explained, "The correct answer Mommy Dearest is yes, Mistress."
My Mom glanced at me with a look that showed a mixture of fear, embarrassment, shyness and lust before finally returning her gaze to Hannah and repeated my words, "Yes, Mistress."
Hannah playing the game extremely well teased her soon to be sub. "Yes, Mistress, what?"
I could tell my Mom's anger was burning inside her as she had always hated to be corrected even in the slightest. But although I knew she was furious, her words that came out of her mouth were gentle and submissive. "Yes, Mistress, can I please you?"
"And how do you suggest to do that?" Hannah asked, pushing every button my Mother possibly had.
My Mom's cheeks went dark red as she said, surprising me even, and clearly frustrated by the game her best friend was playing, "Any fucking thing you want."
Not even remotely surprised by my Mom's declaration, Hannah approved, "That's much better, Elaine. I think you are going to make a very good sub."
Hannah attempting to control and humiliate my Mom even more, lifted up her right foot and moved it to her best friend's mouth. She ordered, "Suck my toes through my stockings, Elaine."
I watched as my Mother obeyed the order and began taking her friend's toes into her mouth. My cock was eager to get involved, but I resisted as I watched the submission of my Mother. Like last night, once my Mother submitted and allowed herself to have the sexual joy she desperately wanted and needed, she really got into the submission. She seemed to saviour each toe individually, treating each one like a tiny cock. The scene was incredibly hot and lasted over five minutes as my Mom individually pleased all ten toes.
Once done, Hannah now flushed and horny asked, "Have you ever eaten pussy before?"
My Mom shook her head no.
Hannah smiled, "Well this really is a weekend of firsts then." After a slight pause to let that verbal shot simmer, she asked, "Do you want to eat my pussy, Elaine."
My mom was clearly mortified by the humiliation, but I could tell from yesterday also horny, as she responded, almost in a whisper, "Yes." Just as Hannah opened her mouth to correct her, Mom corrected herself, "Yes, Mistress, I want to eat your pussy."
"Good girl," Hannah purred, reached forward, and pulled my Mother into further sin.
I watched in voyeuristic fascination. Even after seducing her last night, never in my wildest dreams did I imagine this.
I pulled my cock out and Hannah reached for it and began to give me a gentle hand job. She also began to moan from my Mother's tongue. Hannah then began to get animated. "That's it Elaine, you are a natural little cunt- licker," and "Keep licking slut," and "Faster lez, faster." After a few minutes of this naughty scene, Hannah asked, "Slut, are you horny?"
My Mom, face shiny, looked up and saw Hannah still stroking my cock. "Yes, Mistress, I am really fucking horny."
Hannah asked, "So you want to get fucked?"
"Yes, Mistress, desperately."
"By your son?"
"Yes, Mistress. I want my son to fuck me."
"You understand that I own you for now on?"
"Yes, Mistress," my Mother reluctantly accepted.
"Jeremy, do you want to fuck your Mommy while she eats my pussy?"
"What do you think?" I asked.
Hannah instructed, "Get naked, slut."
My Mom, horny enough that her inhibitions were gone, stood up and unbuckled her belt and pulled off her jeans. She hastily tossed off her t-shirt, bra and underwear and stood before Hannah and me naked.
"Get on all fours, my slave," Hannah ordered.
My Mother obeyed like a good slut and without further instructions began licking Hannah's pussy again. When I didn't immediately fuck my Mom, Hannah suggested, "Jeremy, your Mommy desperately needa a good hard fucking. Now get behind her and fuck our slut."
I stood up; my nine iron ready for t-off. I got behind my Mom, slapped her ass and asked, "Mommy, ready to be fucked by your son again?"
I expected at least a little resistance or reluctance, but instead got full compliance. "Yes, Jeremy, fuck your Mommy. Fuck her hard."
Not one to disobey, I slid my cock easily into my Mom's wet, but still tight, pussy. She instantly moaned and began to say something, but her words were muffled by Hannah's pussy, Hannah having pulled her best friend deep between her legs. Hannah smiled at me as she rubbed her pussy all over my Mom's face. I pounded my Mom hard and deep, pushing my Mother's face deeper into my other MILF slut's cunt. I never slowed down as I drilled into my Mother's cunt hard and fast. My Mother quit licking her best friend and bellowed, "Oh fuck, Jeremy, I'm coming, harder Jeremy, make Mommy come, make her come, yes, yes, yes...."
The scene was so erotically sinful, so morally disgusting, that I knew I would not last long. Hannah pulled my Mother back into her cunt and Mom began to lick feverously as I continued fucking my Mother like the whore she was. Within a couple more minutes of hardcore licking by my Mother I heard Hannah scream, "I'm coming." My Mom squeezed my dick with her cunt muscles in a way no woman ever has smiling my cock so smoothly that I exploded my cum in her a few seconds after Hannah came on my Mom's face. I kept pumping until every last drop filled her before pulling out.
My Mom, finally got up off her knees and apparently having come to her senses after her orgasm, apologized profusely, "I'm sorry, Jeremy. This shouldn't have happened."
Hannah laughed and said, "Oh Elaine, this is just the beginning. Go and get Jeremy hard again. I am not leaving here until I get his cock in me."
My Mom looked like she was about to say something but instead fell back to her knees and took my slightly limp cock in my mouth. Unlike most cocksuckers, she took her time. Using her tongue with teasing expertise, she had me stiff in a couple of minutes.
Hannah broke the incestuous debauchery as she ordered, "Elaine get on the ground and on your back."
My Mother took my cock out of her mouth gave me a look I could not even begin to read. Was she mad? Sorry? Horny? As I attempted to read her thoughts, she let go off my hard cock and obeyed the instructions.
Hannah got out of the rest of her clothes and straddled my Mother's face. I watched my Mom awkwardly eat her best friend's pussy for a couple of minutes until Hannah stood back up and returned to the couch. She spread her legs wide and said, "Jeremy, come fuck me."
Not one to ever refuse pussy, I walked over my Mother and between the legs of the sexy MILF. Ignoring any sort of foreplay, I thrust my cock into her. Having already come twice, I knew this would be a lengthy fuck session. I started slow, but soon picked up my rhythm as Hannah begged to be fucked harder.
After a few minutes of hard fucking, Hannah ordered, "Slut, get over here and lick my clit as your son fucks me."
My Mom who had still been on the ground the whole time, seemingly watching, crawled up on the couch and began licking Hannah's clit as I continued fucking the sexy MILF. Having my Mother's face so close and doing such naughty things had my mind spinning and I decided to take control. I pulled out of Hannah's warm cunt and shoved my cock into my Mom's mouth. I fucked her face for a few strokes before burying my cock back into Hannah. I repeated fucking Hannah and then my Mother's face for the next few minutes, keeping both myself and Hannah on the brink of complete sexual bliss, but never over it.
I no longer saw my Mother as a Mother, but rather as just one more hot MILF to please me. With such a philosophy in my head, a naughty thought popped in my mind, one final way to humiliate and dominate my Mom. I pulled my cock out and face fucked my Mom for a good minute, holding her head as I pumped in and out. I pulled out and ordered, "Mommy, lick Hannah's asshole for me, get it ready for my big cock."
My Mom looked at me with a look of disgust. I sternly explained, "Mommy, Hannah thinks she owns you now and she is welcome to use you as she sees fit. But when I am home, I am the man of the house for you, Hannah and every other slut I decide to bring home. Is that understood?"
My Mom, tears welling in her eyes, whispered, "Jeremy, I..."
"Do you ever want this cock again?" I asked, slapping her face with my stiff dick.
"Yes," she whispered, clearly humiliated by her wanton desires.
"Good, then don't ever hesitate when I give you an order, understood?"
"Yes," she repeated.
"Now, pull Hannah's ass cheeks apart and lick it."
My Mom reluctantly obeyed as she repositioned herself between her best friend. Hannah looked back making eye contact with me. Her smile said it all. My Mother awkwardly licked Hannah's ass cheeks for a couple of minutes while I stood back and enjoyed the show. Deciding it was time to make it more extreme, I went behind my Mom and without any warning, slid my cock into her wet pussy. I grabbed her hips and began to thrust as deep as I could into her, shoving her face deeper into her best friend's ass. Her whimpers of pleasure were muffled by Hannah's ass cheeks. The scene was fucking hot and I had to slow down to not shoot another wad up my Mom's cunt.
I pulled out of my Mom who whimpered, "No, Jeremy, put it back in."
I slapped her ass hard and said, "I am the one who gives the orders around here. Move your ass, I am going to fuck Hannah's ass now. While I do, you may sit on the floor like a good girl and watch."
My Mom obeyed, clearly horny, humiliated and disappointed. I went behind Hannah and rubbed my cock up and down her ass crack. Hannah, used to my cock in her tight ass, pushed back trying to get my cock in her. I continued teasing her until she begged, "Fuck Jeremy, please just fuck my ass."
"You can do better than that, my slut."
Hannah, clearly horny, quickly got on her knees and gobbled my cock. She bobbed on my cock with such desperate desire I had to stop her before I came too early. She got back on the couch and begged, "Now fuck my ass. Hammer me with that big hard cock. Show your Mommy who your first love really was."



Desperate to come, I positioned myself behind Hannah, glanced over to my Mom and winked at her as she stared in hypnotic pleasure, and began to slide into Hannah's warm ass. As soon as I began to slide inside her, she pushed back and began bucking back on my cock. In a few seconds my cock was buried in her ass and I was simply standing still as I allowed this hot MILF to ride my cock like the nasty whore she was. The tightness and fast pace of the fucking had my balls boiling and after only a couple of minutes I was ready to shoot my third load of the day. I grabbed Hannah's ass and began pumping hard as she screamed in delirious pleasure as my seed began filling her rectum. I kept pumping until every last drop sprayed out of my cock.
Pulling out, I turned to my Mom and demanded, "Mommy, please clean me up."
I could tell by her facial expression that she was groused out by the thought of sucking my cock after it had been in Hannah's ass, but she didn't say anything as she moved over to me and took my cock into her mouth. After a minute of cleaning my cock, she took my cock out of her mouth and used her tongue to clean the base of my cock and my balls. Watching such a dirty act began to stir my cock back to attention. To finish my Mom's humiliation I ordered, "Now Mom, I assume you would hate for any of my cum to go to waste. Right?"
She answered, "Of course not, son."
"Good," I said, as I put my hands through her hair, gently caressing her. "Go retrieve my cum from your Mistress's ass."
My Mother's eyes went big, as she realized what I had just ordered her to do. I could tell she wanted to refuse, to at least plea-bargain like the lawyer she was, but she didn't say a word. Instead, she positioned herself again behind Hannah's ass, spread her best friend's ass cheeks apart, and began retrieving her son's cum.
Not surprisingly, watching my Mom's submissiveness and her obeying such degrading orders had my cock beginning to stiffen, when I heard a door slam. I quickly peaked through the door and saw my sister's red cavalier in the driveway and her opening the trunk. I was stunned, she lived in Wisconsin and my Mother had made no mention of her coming for a visit.
At first I panicked, but then a deviant idea came to mind. Why settle for one relative, when I could have two? I grabbed all of my Mother's clothing, my underwear and robe and sneaked back upstairs. I quickly got dressed as I heard the front door open. I waited and listened eagerly as I heard my sister, "Oh my God, Mom what are you doing?"
Laughing, I crawled out my window. I decided to go for a walk as I planned my next conquest: my sister.
The End...



        Spanked to Submission: A Novella

        A white boss is dommed by her young black female employee.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/spanked-to-submission-a-novella

Title: Spanked to Submission: A Novella

Author: silkstockingslover

Category: BDSM

Description: A white boss is dommed by her young black female employee.

Tags: anal, lesbian, stockings, spankings, femdom, humilation, submission, interracial, office, 18-year-old

Series: Spanked to Submission


Spanked to Submission: A Novella
Summary: A white boss is dommed by her 18-year-old black female employee.
Thanks 1: To the real Annie-girl who inspired this long tale. (Her draft Temp Takes Over was the inspiration for this story)
Thanks 2: To all my friends who read this story and gave suggestions (Julia, Julie, Danielle, and Anne.)
Thanks 3: To my brilliant editors who catch my mistakes (Steve B for his suggestions and Estragon for his copy editing)
*
NOTE 1: Of course, all participants are 18 years of age and older.
NOTE 2: This story is long and builds at a much slower pace than most my other stories. If you are looking for quick sex this is not for you. This is much more a story of one woman's journey from a normal overworked woman, who suppresses her sexual needs, to one who submits entirely, although not without much inner struggle, to her Mistress.
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SPANKED TO SUBMISSION
PROLOGUE:
Like all good stories, I should start at the beginning.
I was a rather flat-chested teenager who was ignored or teased by the boys most of my high school life. I was a nerd of sorts and since the boys showed little interest in me, I focused on my grades, the only thing in my life I got recognition for. This determination to be the best academically paid off as I got a scholarship to a good college. It also set up a pattern where I always strived to be the best at everything I did.
When, in college, a boy really showed an interest in me, I fell in love rather quickly and after graduating college with distinction, I married my long term boyfriend, the only man I had ever slept with. I agreed to go wherever his job took us, turning down many very good job offers in the process. We ended up living in Boston, and my career began to thrive, while his didn't. After a couple of years, a great opportunity came up for him in New York, and being the faithful, loyal wife I was, I quit my successful job and followed. Unfortunately, he eventually lost his job; while I was getting promoted at the firm I am in now. He couldn't handle my success, feeling it was the man's duty to be the breadwinner of the household. He began drinking and becoming verbally abusive towards me. He accused me of 'sleeping my way to the top'. The absurd accusations and his increased reliance on liquor led to our divorce. I spent the next few years focusing on my job, determined to indeed reach the top, but not by sleeping my way there, but by being the best. Relationships were nonexistent, as I focused on making partner at the firm. At age 29, all my determination and hard work paid off and I was made partner.
During this whole rise to the top, I had one assistant that was indispensable, Jane. She was an incredibly loyal, hardworking and dedicated assistant, whom I relied upon heavily. She knew what her role was and we worked more as a team than in the usual boss-assistant scenario.
Work with Jane was a comfortable routine; we were a well-oiled machine, until Jane became pregnant. She desperately wanted children and at 35 her biological clock was ticking. Of course, I supported her decision as a friend, but as a boss this was terrible news. She announced she was pregnant right in the middle of a new campaign we were putting together for a very large and potential very valuable new client. To make matters worse, for both her and me, Jane had complications and had to go on maternity leave early, before we had finished our proposal for this new company.
It was the beginning of the summer and Human Resources had the audacity to tell me they had hired a girl who was still in college. She would be with us all summer. I couldn't believe they would even consider giving me a college student, never mind one who had not even graduated yet. I was furious, but my ranting and raving was to no avail. The only thing I knew was that she was to start the next morning, and that her name was Audree, spelt with two 'e's' for Pete's sake. I cursed my ill-luck and prepared for the inconvenience of training a raw rookie during this very critical time.
1. NEW ASSISTANT
I know I have high expectations as a boss. I strive to always be the best. I expect the same from my employees. My work day starts early in the morning, around 6:30 a.m., and I leave about the same time in the evening, except when I have to lead presentations or entertain clients. Jane knew my routine and was always at work by 7:30, with my coffee and bagel.
So when the HR manager, Louise, strolled in at 8:30 with my new assistant Audree, I was elbow deep in paper work. Louise, with her usual big fake smile, introduced me to Audree. I looked up, annoyed to be distracted from my work, to see my new temporary assistant for the first time. I was taken aback by how beautiful this young woman was. I was also taken aback by how young she was. She looked like she could be a freshman in high school, not a college graduate. Still assessing my new assistant, I took a lengthy look at her attire. Although not even lesbian curious, the first thing I noticed about her was her gigantic breasts. Each curve was clearly visible, based on the tight sweater she was wearing.
I have always been very self-conscious of my rather small breasts, and she walked in with these seemingly perfect set of tits. It was then that it finally hit me that she was black; I hadn't even noticed, probably because I was so taken with her beauty and commanding presence. Louise was talking, but I didn't hear a word, as I was transfixed on this young black woman.
I finally broke out of the spell I seemed to be under and asked Louise to repeat herself. After some generic pleasantries and chit-chat, Louise showed Audree around and explained what the job entailed. I had to believe Louise had it in for me, giving me someone so young and inexperienced when I had such a critical project to work on, not to mention a couple of others in the early stages of development.
I tried to get a real assistant one last time, someone out of diapers. Without success, I argued with Louise that Audree looked like she was sixteen. Louise explained that Audree was actually eighteen but had graduated high school at an accelerated rate when she was sixteen and had already finished two years of college. Louise also suggested I was lucky to have her as she was sought after by all the big firms in the city. The girl was a marketing genius and I was supposed to work with her and make her happy so she would sign a pre-packaged job offer when she graduated. It became apparent that I not only had a job to do, I also had to babysit some school girl. I was beyond furious and told Louise that we worked for a major marketing firm and not a babysitting service, but Louise just shrugged and said "This is what upstairs wants; so if you don't like it go talk to them." Knowing that would make no difference, I fired off a few choice curse words and stormed out.
But over the next few weeks, Audree proved herself to be a valuable asset as my assistant. I hated to eat crow, but Louise was right. Audree was a brilliant young lady, an incredibly hard worker and had an ability to get along with everyone.
One day, as we were getting near to closing that very important deal, things were not going as well as I would have wished. I went off the handle and Audree was the one that took the brunt of my anger, even though it was not her fault. Jane was used to my outbursts and took them in stride, knowing it was how I released stress. But the look on Audree's face was one of complete shock. Although our relationship didn't change instantly, I noticed a small difference in how she treated me. There became a slight chill between us.
A short time following my flare-up, our company was awarded the contract, based partly on a great idea of Audree's that seemed to be the final nail in the coffin, so to speak. But as business politics works, I was up for a pretty generous bonus. I usually share a portion with my assistant. Since this time I had two assistants, I had to figure a way to split it up between the two of them.
A week later, towards the end of the day, a bottle of champagne was sent down from the CEO of the company. I usually don't drink much, so I invited Audree to help celebrate our success. As we relaxed with the champagne, we talked some about her schooling and different things. I don't know if it was my reaction to the champagne, but I really did notice her intelligence, confidence and composure as she conveyed her past history.
I also felt a pang of remorse, recalling how I had blamed her earlier for that incident that was not her fault. This seemed to me a good time to apologize profusely for my actions. Then I told her that she was in line for a bonus. To my total amazement, Audree turned down the bonus and suggested I should give it all to Jane. Then I offered, "If there is anything I can do for you, you just let me know. I will do my best to help you." The offer was sincere, as I figured she would need a good reference for when she went back to school. She was also such a sweet, dedicated, hard-working girl that I knew we would be offering her a generous contract soon. I told her that I was sure that offer would even include paying for her last two years of college if she agreed to sign on with us for at least five years.
She gave me a slightly seductive smile, I thought, and responded, "Thank you Ann, I certainly plan to take you up on your offer."

2. THE FIRST CONFRONTATION
The first few days of the next week foreshadowed what was to come. The changes in our relationship were so subtle that at the time I didn't notice, but they were there. On Monday she wore an outfit that had a generous v-neck, allowing me to have an ample view of her impressive breasts. On Tuesday she jokingly smacked my ass as she left my office for the day. Wednesday she pointed out that my usual business suit and slacks were rather manly and did nothing to showcase my assets. On Thursday, during a tense moment where we missed a deadline, I snapped at Audree in my usual over-the-top-irrational manner. Much to my surprise, she shot back telling me not to treat her like a child. I was speechless; I was not used to having an employee talk back to me. Before I could react, she stormed out of my office. I spent the next couple of hours moving from angry to upset, realizing that she was right and that I really needed to treat my employees with more respect.
I paged her into my office and she walked in with a new demeanour. She was always confident and borderline cocky (that was what I liked about her), but there was something different about her. Her words dripped with coolness as she said, before I could apologize, "I have been thinking about this for a while. I can't have you treating me like that anymore."
I began to apologize, but she cut me off, her tone authoritative and her look domineering, "Don't interrupt me." I stopped mid-sentence, stunned by her tone. She waited, her look daring me to speak. When I remained silent, she explained, "As I was saying, I can't have you treating me so disrespectfully. So I have concluded that you need help, and I have a solution to this problem."
I looked at her bewildered and slightly annoyed, "And what would that be may I ask?"
"I can't work with you anymore, if you continue to berate me. You don't see it, but your little tantrums, always wrongly directed, are damaging your relationships with many at the firm, especially your relationship with me. Is that what you want?"
"No," I responded and considered her accusations. I concluded she was right and asked, sincerely, "What do you have in mind?"
She approached me at my desk, "Well Ann, when you act like that, it is like you are acting like a little girl, a child, and when little girls act up, they get spanked."
My mouth hung open. Out of all the so-called solutions I thought might come out of her mouth, this was not one of them. I stuttered, trying to process this stunning development, "Y-y-you are suggesting you want to spank me?"
Audree ignored my question, "Here is how it will work, Annie-girl. Every Friday, at the end of the day, as long as I am here as your assistant, you will be spanked on your bare butt to help you learn how to act like a grown woman. You need to stop your silly tantrums and spewing out names that hurt people, and only thinking of yourself, do you understand, Annie girl?"
I sat at my desk, stunned in silence. All I could think of at first was that only my grandmother had ever called me Annie-girl, and I was petrified of her. Before I had time to process her suggestion, she turned and left my office leaving me to contemplate her aggressive and unorthodox solution. As I sat motionless at my desk, I tried to remember the last time I was spanked. Like Audree had implied, it was back when I was a bratty little girl. I tried to collect myself and as I stood up to leave for the day, I felt a tingle in my lower region; a tingle that I seldom had felt since I had divorced my ass of a husband.
3. THE SPANKING
After a night of tossing and turning, I ended up sleeping right through my 5:30 alarm. I arrived at work a little later than usual, a little after 7:30. As usual my schedule was full and I didn't have much time to think about the absurdity of yesterday's events. On the train to work, I began to assume that Audree was just playing a joke on me. Even so, I had a nervous nauseous most of the day. After returning from a lunch meeting, my mail was waiting for me on my desk, as usual. At the bottom of the pile was a letter with "ANNIE-GIRL" written on it in big letters. The nervous nausea that had finally begun to settle over lunch, returned with a vengeance. I opened the letter tentatively and realized they were the instructions for later today. The letter read:
Dear Annie Girl,
Today at 5:30 p.m. you will receive the spanking that you agreed to yesterday; yes, you agreed, because I didn't hear even the slightest hint of protest when I explained my conditioning. These are the instructions I EXPECT you to follow, so as to eliminate any awkwardness that may be present. I will come in and sit on your love seat, you will take off your blouse and approach ME, lower your slacks (unless you are wearing a dress or skirt which I have already hinted is what someone like you should ALWAYS be wearing) to your ankles and then your panties and lay across MY knee and I will proceed to spank your ass.

If you are reading this without ME present, you obviously cannot read, so look at the front of the letter (retrieving it from the waste paper basket, I looked and to my horror realized it said "DO NOT OPEN TILL 4:30"). So as a punishment for not waiting, as instructed, a few more spanks will be added to your total.

One more VERY important thing, you are to call me MS AUDREE from now on, no matter where we are or who else is around you will address me as MS AUDREE; when your door is closed it will be clear that I am the SUPERIOR to you and you should address ME properly.

The slightest sign of disobedience will result in harsh punishments.

Ms. Audree
I looked at the clock and realized it was only a little after 1 P.M., hours away from my so-called discipline. I wanted to confront Audree now, but I knew she was gone all day doing research for another upcoming advertising campaign. I sat back on my chair and worried: was this really happening? I was her superior. There was no way she should be treating me differently. My anger built up and while working with an ad campaign artist, Adam, my frustration boiled over and I lambasted him for his slowness at finishing the poser campaign for the client we had just won a contract for. In truth, it was not his fault, and his work was the best we had, but he ended up being the object of my anger over Audree's ridiculous attempt at power.
I stormed out of the meeting like a five year old, and returned to my office. My anger turned to shame, and then to remorse. I shuddered in embarrassment over the fact that I could not control my anger.
Most Friday afternoons are slow, so we have most of our staff work only every other Friday (we work long days and giving our staff a long weekend every second week is great for morale; we, of course, stagger the staff so we still have half our employees working and available). This Friday was no different, and with no real crisis to work on, I had even more time to consider the whole Audree situation. I thought about firing her, but what would be my justification? She was an amazing worker, and well liked by everyone at the firm. I could give her the 'I-am-the-boss' speech and make a clear line between boss and employee. I eventually decided I would attempt to have a serious and calm conversation with her in which I apologized for my disrespectful outbursts. Content with my plan, I worked on another upcoming campaign as the clock continued to tick.
At 4:25, Audree came into my office, dressed for the first time ever in slacks and a blouse, dressed like me. She extended her hand, "Let's see the letter".
I retrieved the letter and handed it to her. I had read it a thousand times already.
As soon as she saw it was out of its envelope a big smile grew on her face. With a I- knew-it attitude, she purred, "Just couldn't wait, could you Annie girl?" Her facial expression and tone was a mixture of dominance and amusement. "You know what that means then don't you, Annie-girl?"
Ignoring the question, I tried to reason with her, as I had practised all afternoon, "Audree."
"It is Ms. Audree," she corrected me, again her tone condescending.
Deciding the name thing was not the fight worth fighting, I obliged her request, as I attempted to rationalize the situation, "Ms. Audree, I am really sorry about my immature over reaction the other day. It won't happen again."
"You bet it won't," she responded.
I continued, "But I am the boss and...."
I was interrupted a second time by my temporary assistant. Her tone was now like that of a teacher speaking to a kindergarten child, "Didn't you blast Adam just a couple of hours ago?"
"Yes," I answered, ashamed, feeling the power shift beginning to occur. I attempted to defend myself, "But, I already said I won't let it happen again."
She laughed cynically, "Trust me, Annie. I know your behaviour will improve. I am going to make damn sure of it. So how many spanks should your punishment be?" she pondered.
I instantly wondered how many she originally had in mind. I went from aggressive to defensive as I said, "Audree, but I didn't...."
She raised her voice, her eyes on fire, "If you call me Audree one more time, I will double your punishment."
Desperate not to anger her any more, I again attempted to reason with her, "Ms. Audree, I didn't even see 'open after 4:30' until after I had read the letter."
She shrugged her shoulders and said flippantly, "You didn't follow a direct instruction. What kind of person would I be if I let such clear disregard for orders be ignored?" I remained silent and powerless to this young black girl. Audree confidently walked to the door, announcing as she left, "I will see you in a little while, to deal with your discipline and training. I expect no more of this silly back-talk." Before I had a chance to respond, she gave a smug laugh and walked out the door.



I sat flabbergasted. That did not go at all as I planned. I contemplated leaving early, but my fear of encountering her full wrath scared me. That hour was the longest hour in my life, waiting for what was coming next and desperately trying to find a way out of this situation.
At 5:33, three minutes late, Audree walked in. Without a saying a word, she sat on my love seat. I sat behind my desk, too scared to move. We looked at each other, a battle of wills of sorts. Audree waited patiently for me. I stood my ground at first, wondering if this was all still just an elaborate prank. If it was, Audree was a great actress. Her facial expression did not change while she waited for me to break. I was a bundle of nerves, riddled with anxiety, but I attempted to present myself as calm and collected. All my old insecurities came flooding back and I was no longer the confident successful boss, but rather the shy, geeky insecure teenager I used to be.
Audree finally broke the awkward silence. She instructed, still speaking to me as if I was a child, "Okay Annie-girl, enough stalling, I don't have all night. You know what you have to do, or are you going to try and back out and act more like a child?" Those words stung, they angered me, because I based my reputation on always being true to my word. So although I didn't want to, I stood up and walked confidently to Audree, trying to hide my insecurities. As I took each step, my mind yelled at me to run, but , I felt like I had to do this. I stepped next to Audree, and waited. She sighed, "Do I really have to repeat your orders, Annie-girl?"
I stuttered "N-n-no," not wanting to upset her and I unbuttoned my vest. Once discarded, I began to unbuttoned my blouse, my fingers visibly shaking.
Her impatience was ice cold, "Hurry it up Annie-girl. Do you need help undressing?" I didn't think I could be more embarrassed, but such words upped my humiliation. I slid my blouse off my shoulders and revealed my padded bra, which brought a smirk to Audree's face. I looked down, avoiding eye contact, and got a good look at her ampler cleavage; her young firm breasts were so much larger than my 34b's. My mind numb, I undid my belt, my slacks button, lowered the zipper and slid my slacks down to my ankles. My humiliation burned. I stood helplessly in front of this young black girl. Revealing my underwear, Audree laughed out loud, and through muffled chuckles criticized, "Honey, those panties look like your grandmothers'. A woman your age should be wearing something a whole lot sexier than that or nothing at all". A disturbing chill of fear went up my spine when she compared me to my grandmother.
Now came the moment of truth. I hadn't been naked in front of anyone since before I was divorced, and that was almost five years ago. My insecurities overwhelmed me. In the looks department, I feel I am rather average. I used to wear more make-up, but I had been able to ignore my sexual insecurities with my work. I slid my fingers into the waistband of my panties and lowered them to my ankles, as instructed.
I now felt completely vulnerable in front of my temporary assistant. She eyed my breasts, still in their padded bra, before her eyes moved towards my uncovered vagina. She then said obnoxiously clearly grossed out, "Are you kidding me?" I wondered what part of my body she was being critical about. I was desperate to get this over with; I just wanted to get across her knee as quickly as possible. She added, "Have you ever heard of trimming or shaving? You have the hairiest cunt I ever seen!"
I stood still, my cheeks radiating red in shame. I used to trim my pussy when I was married, but had quit looking after it since I quit having sex.
Just when I thought the worst of the humiliation was over, it got even worse. The young girl ordered, her tone dripped with disgust, "Give me your blouse to lie across my knees. I don't want that hairy thing touching any of my clothes." Just wanting to get this over with, I handed her my blouse and watched her lay it across her legs. She snapped her fingers like I was her maid, her servant. Understanding what she was requesting, I awkwardly positioned myself on top of her knees. I thought not having to look at her and her not able to see my face would make it easier, but I quickly realized what a compromising position I was in. I was powerless in every sense of the word. So alien to the usual power I had at work. I was the boss, I was always in control.
She pinched me a couple of times and again criticized my body, "Looks like Annie-girl needs to lose a few pounds, doesn't she?"
I meekly gave her the answer she wanted to hear, "Yes."
"Yes, what?" she asked, obviously aggravated.
"Yes, Ms. Audree."
"That's better, Annie-girl," she cooed. She gently rubbed my ass with her soft hands; her hand occasionally moving ever so close to my vagina, which much to my mortification was getting wet. After a minute or two of silence and gentle teasing, she explained, "Here is how it is going to go. Originally I was going to give you 15 swats with the bare hand on each cheek, but since you opened the letter early, I am adding 5 to each cheek. So how many swats are you going to receive, Annie girl?" she asked.
"Twenty on each cheek, Ms. Audree" I answered, completely embarrassed.
"How many do you deserve?" she questioned, testing me.
"Twenty, Ms. Audree," I responded.
"Why twenty?"
"Because I disobeyed, Ms. Audree," I answered, desperately wanting to get this over with, desperately wanting to regain control.
Ms. Audree spanked my bare ass with her hand; the first one hit me hard, the sound of the smack echoed in my office and I let out a pretty loud cry. Audree recommended, "You may want to keep it down, unless you want the cleaning crew to come in and see you in this position."
Desperately afraid that she was right, I concentrated on being quiet as I took my punishment; 39 more to go. I bit my lip and tried to keep quiet, while she continued to spank me. She took her time, letting the aftermath of each slap linger. It seemed that just as I partially recovered from her most recent blow, she would come down with another. Her spanks were also very thorough. She went from the top of my butt to the top of my thighs. After five hits on each cheek, I was crying. By ten I was bawling uncontrollably.
I pleaded with her to stop, "Please Ms Audree, I will never misbehave again."
"If you give even one more hint at disobedience, I will double your punishment, understand Annie-girl?"
There was no way I could take fifty more, I didn't even know how I would do twenty. It seemed impossible. I whimpered, "Yes, Ms. Audree."
"Ask for your punishment, Annie girl," she commanded.
Against every logical fibre of my being, I begged, "Please Ms. Audree, spank my fat white ass."
My own words of self-criticism seemed to work as I felt the hard crack of her palm on my ass. I lost count, tears dropping down my face, the constant burning pain searing my ass cheeks. When she quit, I waited silently, unsure if she was done, praying she wasn't teasing me with more. She rubbed my butt for a couple of minutes; the gently caressing was such a change from the earlier assault.
Suddenly and roughly she pushed me off her lap and I tumbled to the ground. I felt like I was being discarded. Audree stood up, "Annie-girl, you did pretty well for the first time, now clean yourself up. I will see you on Monday."
I was left alone in my office crying, slacks and panties at my ankles, and my blouse all wrinkled after lying on it for over twenty minutes. I tried to pull myself together, but as I started to dress, I couldn't stop crying. It was like something had gone off inside of me and the faucet was broken. I thought back and tried to remember the last time I had cried, and realized it had been many, many years. Finally, around 6:30, I was all cried out. I straightened my clothes out and oddly felt pretty good. I can't explain it, but all the tears had seemed to cleanse me. I felt like my mind was clear, clearer than it had been in a very long time. I almost forgot about my spanking and the complete humiliation I had just endured, until I sat down in the seat on the train home. The burn in my ass returned with a vengeance as I sat. I immediately stood up from the pain. I was desperate to get home and soak my ass.
At home that night I had a long, long bubble bath, drank a full bottle of wine, and read a book, as I tried to erase the memories of earlier today.
Oddly, Friday night I slept like a baby, and awoke on Saturday feeling so alive! The day flew by and, as I lay in bed that night, yesterday's happenings flooded back. My ass no longer hurt, but I pondered how I would deal with Audree on Monday. As I reflected something strange started happening to me; I was getting horny. I couldn't control it as flashes of submitting to Audree danced around my head. I imagined seeing her big breasts, touching them, licking them. My breathing got deeper and my hand intuitively went to my vagina, or as Ms. Audree called it, the hairiest cunt she had ever seen. I began to play with myself, but instead of thinking of a nice hard cock pounding me, my thoughts were of me lying over Audree's lap as she spanked my ass. Before I knew it, I was coming like a mad woman, an intense, toe-curling orgasm that I hadn't felt in a long, long time. I passed out or fell into a deep sleep, only to awake late on Sunday morning.
After waking and thinking about last night, I realized I had to get control of myself, I don't act like this; I need to regain my life. The first thing tomorrow I would talk to Audree and tell her that Friday was a one time thing and it would not happen again. I would make clear that our relationship was strictly a working relationship: I was the boss and she was the assistant.
I kept myself busy cleaning, which was my Sunday routine and tried not to think about it anymore. I talked on the phone with my mother; I watched the Amazing Race, wishing I could just leave and travel to any of the exotic places the contestants went to. I did well at completely ignoring that tiny voice in my head until I got in bed again. It took all my will power, every last ounce of common sense, to restrain myself from allowing those feelings from last night to creep back inside me. I fought them off, barely, and avoided touching my eager cunt. Unfortunately, the resistance had a cost. I didn't sleep well at all.
4. IT'S NOT OVER
I got up Monday morning, still with a determined resolve to confront Audree of my decision, even though my pussy was telling me otherwise. I kept repeating the mantra 'mind over matter' in my head.
I was incredibly nervous about standing up to Audree, in the same way I used to be too shy to talk to a boy I liked. I hated rejection, in love and work, and was worried about how she would react to my newfound confidence. I got to work and found a note from Audree,

"I will be in about 10. Your schedule for the day is under this note. Ms Audree".
I particularly noted how she signed her name, Ms. Audree. She had no intention of backing down. This note was on my desk in plain view and could have been seen by other firm members if they had happened to come into my office. That said, the note didn't really say anything extraordinary. I was waiting for a time during the day to talk, but my schedule didn't allow it. We crossed paths a few times throughout the day, but never long enough or private enough to have the conversation I needed to have with her. It was after 5:00 when Audree came into my office. She strolled up to my desk, standing above me and looked down at me, the marketing rule of power in her hands, and asked bluntly, "Well Annie-girl did you get that hairy cunt of yours shaved yet?"
All day my fortitude to end this was strong and focused, yet right there with one well-worded and authoritative question, all my resolve to confront her and tell her this silly charade was over, drained from me. Instead of confidently telling her I was in charge, all I could do was lower my head, avoiding eye contact, and answer in quiet shame, "No, Ms. Audree."
"Why?" she asked, her tone implying I had disobeyed her.
"Sorry, Ms. Audree, but you told me I had a hairy vagina," I began.
"Cunt," she corrected me, "You have a hairy cunt. Vagina is what a twelve year old calls it."
"Sorry, Ms. Audree," I quickly apologized and then reworded, "You told me I had a hairy cunt. I didn't realize that meant I was supposed to shave it."
"You really are like a child, Annie-girl. You have tantrums like a little girl, you dress like a little girl and apparently you listen like a little girl." I tried to protest, but she kept on talking. "So clearly I have to tell you exactly what you are to do. All I remember saying was that Annie-girl should shave that hairy disgusting cunt of hers. I didn't say when, all I know is that when I tell you to do something it should be done as soon as possible unless I say otherwise, is that clear?"
Not looking up, I whispered, "Yes, Ms. Audree."
"And stop pouting like a five year old. I expect you to look me in the eye when I am talking to you. Understand?" she instructed.
As she was speaking, I began to feel myself getting sexually aroused; I frantically tried to tell my body no, no, no. Why was this happening? I sheepishly looked up into her eyes and she into mine. It felt like she could see right through me, past the powerful facade I presented at work, to the insecure girl I have always been deep down. I responded, as expected, "Yes, Ms. Audree".
Leaning on my desk, her lips so close to me that I could smell her minty breath, "I didn't think you would do it, so I made you an appointment for you to see a friend of mine. She will give you a trim and shave, maybe even a Brazilian. What do you think of that, Annie-girl?"
"I have never had one, Ms Audree," I answered, very nervous to have a complete stranger seeing my inadequacies up close.
"Oh, that is obvious. But don't worry Annie-girl, she is very good at what she does," she reassured me, before adding with a slight smirk, "So it should be relatively painless Annie-girl."
Each time Audree called me Annie-girl, a small piece of my defensive shell withered away. I can't explain it, but hearing the name Annie-girl had me feeling like a little girl who should just do as she is told. The control she had over me seemed to be getting stronger even though I could not even begin to explain why I was letting this happen to me. But instead of even attempting to reason with this young black assistant, I asked, "Ms. Audree, what time is the appointment?"
"It is at 4:30 tomorrow afternoon, Annie-girl. It is already on your schedule."
I couldn't even believe the words I spoke next, "Thank you, Ms. Audree."
This seemed to please her. Her tone softened, "Now let's see if you are a good girl. What other concern have you disobeyed of mine?"
A chill of urgency and panic filled me as I tried to figure out what was the correct answer. I can't believe how important it became to me to please her. The answer popped into my head as I said, "You want me to dress better, Ms. Audree."
"Good girl, Annie-girl, you just may get in my good books yet," she said. She patted me on the head, like I was a puppy, "Well I have to run, you have yourself a good evening Annie-girl; and no playing with that hairy cunt. Brenda will be able to tell if you have so you best obey like a good girl and leave it alone for a night." She turned and left my office, and I was left there yet again trying to puzzle together how this sexual debauchery transpired. Where did it go wrong? Why didn't I stand up for myself? Actually, why didn't I stand up at all? I was going to tell Audree it was over and instead I had apparently agreed to have someone I didn't know shave my pussy. I decided I would have to talk with her tomorrow and let her know in no uncertain terms that this had to end. Feeling confident that I had some of my will back, I packed my things and left for the day.
Although I was convinced there was no way Audree's friend could tell if I had an orgasm, I ignored my pussy that was begging for special attention. Maybe because I didn't pleasure myself and get the sexual release I desperately needed, or maybe because I still couldn't figure out why I had again not stood up to a young nobody assistant, I suffered through another night of tossing and turning. No matter how I tried, I was unable to get the thought of how I would or if I could confront Ms. Audree tomorrow; that was when I realized how deep I was falling, as I noticed even in my thoughts, alone in my bed in seclusion, I was referring to my young, black, 18-year-old assistant, as Ms. Audree.
5. SHAVED AND...
I arrived at work, as usual earlier than anyone else, hoping to have time to get prepared for my conversation with Audree and to confront her in the morning before the work day really started. This would be the perfect opportunity to end this humiliating situation before it escalated any more. In an attempt to regain my power position and confront Audree, I was dressed as I normally do; gray pinstriped business suit with vest and matching slacks; I felt very confident wearing this. Unfortunately and frustratingly, she didn't show up to work on time. I tried to work, but got very little done as I waited for Audree. Just when I began to wonder why she was late, she was never late, I noticed that I had a message on my voice mail.
"Annie-girl, I am not going to be coming into work today, your schedule is all laid out on my desk, and oh don't forget about your 4:30 appointment today; you will be very, very sorry if you cancel it. I have arranged for a cab to pick you up at about 4:15. Have a wonderful day."
I cursed to myself; I had planned to cancel the appointment, but I didn't even know which salon she had me booked at.
The day was totally messed up; I was on the phone all day long and never got any of my actual work done. I was finding out how much Audree deflected these calls and how without her my day was not even remotely productive. At 4 o'clock I was ready to get out of the office, a nervous wreck from all the annoying phone calls and redundant babble, even if it meant keeping my 4:30 appointment.
The cab, as organized by Ms. Audree, was waiting in front of the office building. During the ride, I started to get the nervous butterflies. I thought about what was going to happen to me or what I was going to allow to happen to me. The drive took an excruciating twenty minutes and brought me to some unknown slum part of town, just past some of the new subdivisions to a desolate old building. The cab stopped and let me out. He explained, with an odd smile on his face, "Ms. Audree has already paid me to wait until you are done. So I will be out here waiting."
"OK," I said, tentatively as I looked at the door to this dilapidated building.
I approached the door, paused, took a deep breath, and entered. I walked in and was greeted by an older black woman dressed in light blue medical clothes. She snapped at me, "So you must be Annie-girl. You are late, and Brenda hates it when her appointments are late."
Here I was, scared out of my wits, and some stranger who is supposed to wax my pussy is pissed because I am late. My annoyance and anger bubbled over and I snapped at the bitchy older woman, "Just tell Brenda I am here."
The older woman gave me a look of contempt, "Follow me, princess."
I held my anger in check as I was led into a room down the hall. I was told to remove my clothes and asked if I would like some herbal tea; which she suggested would help me relax. I agreed that some tea would be very nice and hoped it would release the tension and stress my whole body currently felt. She closed the door and left. I stood there for a couple of minutes trying to find a way out of this awkward situation. Seeing none, I began to undress. From the walls, I began to hear soothing music, which instantly relaxed me as I finished taking off my clothes. I stood in my panties and bra when the older woman returned with my tea. She looked me over thoroughly before suggesting I should undress all the way, otherwise I would only anger Brenda even more. After she shut the door, I sipped the tea and finished undressing. Standing naked in the strange room was incomprehensible. How had I come to this moment?



I surveyed the room and observed that it was painted in a soothing sunset orange. The room had a table, a couple of chairs and a few contraptions whose purposes I couldn't begin to imagine. My tranquility was broken when Brenda suddenly stepped through the door, greatly startling me. I used my left arm to cover my small breasts and I used my right hand to cover my naked hairy vagina. I let out a shocked gasp as I looked at this woman that Audree had sent me to. The black woman's arms were covered in tattoos. She wore a black and white bandana, a short schoolgirl plaid skirt, fishnet stockings, black ankle boots, and a strange white see-through blouse with no sleeves. I could see that both nipples were pierced. I had never been so intimidated or scared in my life.
To make things worse, I was starting to feel a little buzz from the tea, making me a little light headed. She looked me over and asked, "Well honey, what are we doing with you today?"
I looked her in the eye, which I couldn't hold for long before I submissively looked down, "I am here to get," I pointed to my vagina, "to get this waxed."
She laughed and said, "You are here to get your pussy, cunt, twat, waxed?"
"Yes, ma'am," I answered.
"Ma'am," she responded, roaring in laughter, "I don't think I have ever been called ma'am. Audree has really found a keeper with you."
My head stayed down. I wondered how many others Audree had brought here. Was I just some sort of experiment or game to Audree? My fury began to resurface. I decided this was ridiculous and got up to get dressed and leave. It was time to reclaim my dignity. I said politely, "I'm sorry Brenda, there has been some mistake. I need to go now."
She didn't speak at first as she seemed to be assessing my seriousness. My brief moment of confidence withered away as the shy insecure schoolgirl in me returned. "I don't think so. Your Mistress has sent me very clear instructions. You don't want to upset her, do you Annie-girl?"
My mouth dropped open as I looked at her stunned. The word Mistress had never even remotely been on my radar. As I attempted to wrap my head around the word, Brenda asked, this time her tone impatient and powerful, "Should I call your Mistress right now, Annie-girl?"
My head jolted up, my eyes full of fear, "No, ma'am."
"Good, I didn't think so," she said, her tone jubilant, knowing she had won. "Now just so you know, you are scheduled to get the works: pedicure, manicure, and waxing." She moved closer, "Move your hand away from your cunt so I can take a look at just how hairy that cunt of yours is. Audree said it was a complete fucking disgrace."
Blushing all the way down to my chest, I moved my hand; she let out a hysterical chuckle and shook her head. I stood there even more humiliated. She confirmed Audree's assessment, "Holy shit girl, I don't know if I have ever seen such a hairy twat in my life and I do this for a living."
The burn of humiliation continued, "Can we just get this over with?"
"No problem," she responded, and called in Zelda, the older woman.
They started on my feet and did my nails as I kept drinking their unique tea blend; I was feeling decadent and rich. I had never been pampered like this. They were so gentle, massaging my feet and legs. I ended up in a dreamlike state, fading into semi- consciousness because of the mixture of the soft touch, the music and the tea.
By the time they got to my waxing, they asked me a couple of questions to which I said yes, and they began waxing. They did my legs and although each strip they pulled off me was uncomfortable, it wasn't as painful as I thought it would be. They asked me to roll onto my belly and they did the back of my legs and, much to my surprise, my ass. The treatment continued with my armpits and lastly my vagina.
I heard a click and saw a flash and realized they were taking pictures of me. I quickly covered my pussy and breasts until Brenda roared, "Don't you dare fucking move!"
"But," I began, before being interrupted.
"I am taking pictures of your pussy only; no one will know it is you. I just need evidence for when I tell others about this white trash girl with the hairy cunt who had a young black Mistress."
I should have been angry, yet the tea had me relaxed. Defeated and humiliated, I did as I was told.
They spent a few minutes with scissors cutting the longer hairs until they finally were ready for what I heard Brenda say was called the Brazilian. By this time, my whole body was numb from the strange tea, and I watched, detached and distracted, as the hair from my vagina disappeared. Each yank of hair caused a charge of pain to sear through me, but it was quickly replaced with an odd numb feeling.
Eventually they were done and I was as hairless as a newborn baby. My legs, butt, armpits and vagina all had a slight burn. Brenda announced, "We're done Annie-girl, you may get dressed."
As soon as I stood up from the table I had spent two hours on, the burn of my body, especially my vagina, increased. I reached for my panties and Brenda grabbed them away from me. I looked at her, confused, the tea still leaving me in a bit of a tipsy state.
She instructed me strongly, "You will not wear panties for the next few days or it will cause a rash. Plus, I imagine that Mistress Audree wouldn't want her slut wearing panties anyway."
"Excuse me?"
"You heard me," she said assertively. "Actually, I can't believe she allows you to wear pants. Good sluts wear skirts or dresses so their Mistress has easier and quicker access to their slave's pussy and ass."
I looked at her, disorientated and ashamed at being called a slut and a slave. I was nobody's slave. My anger began to boil again, but wanting to get out of there I reached for my slacks and put them on. The burn returned with the rubbing of the fabric against my legs. I finished getting dressed and watched silently as Brenda said, "I think I will keep these as a souvenir of the white slave with the hairy pussy."
Embarrassed and just wanting to get out of there, I let her keep my panties and handed her my credit card.
She waved it away, "Mistress Audree already paid for it."
Silently, I grabbed my purse and got out of the horrible room, with the horrible people. Happily, the cab was waiting for me outside. As I sat in the cab, there was a knock on the window. The old woman was there with a bag. She handed it to me and said, "This will help with the burning. Be sure to coat your cunt often." I took it and mumbled a thank you, humiliated, never making eye contact with her. During the ride home, I tried not to think of the horrors that awaited me, but oddly as I tried not to think of it, my bare pussy began to have the warm feeling again. What was the matter with me, I thought to myself.
I got home and took a long bubble bath to help ease the burning sensations that were now very prevalent. My body, my mind and my spirit were way past exhaustion, so I got ready for bed.
As I lay in bed, another humiliating day having came to an end, I sighed heavily as the words Mistress, slut and slave tossed in my head.
6. LOTIONED UP
The next day I woke up late, and oddly rejuvenated, yet sore, a fire burning between my legs. I remembered the bag I received and opened it. It was lotion. I looked at the clock and realized I was running really late. Feeling I didn't have time to put it on then, I put it in my purse. Not being able to wear panties, I decided on a long skirt and thigh highs stockings because pantyhose would have rubbed on my pussy and ass. I felt slightly sexy in stockings and newly shaved, and rushed to work feeling strangely good. It was after eight, way later than I ever got to work, and I began feeling stressed about arriving so late, especially since I left work early yesterday. Upon arriving, Audree was already there and followed me into my office and locked my door. An opportunity to end this was finally at hand. I turned around to speak to my assistant, but her confident smirk as her eyes met mine weakened my resilience. A sense of submission instead rushed through me.

"So, Annie-girl, did you get your big girl cunt shaved like you were supposed to?" she asked bluntly. My face burned with a now familiar humiliation and my embarrassment pulsed through me. I felt my pussy burn at the same time, but not in pain.

Instead of standing up for myself, as I should have done, I answered her question like a good slave should, "Yes, Ms. Audree, I did as I was ordered." Why did I use that word? It just makes me sound even more like a little child. Audree followed me around my desk and stood next to me, and then patted the top of the desk. I looked at her, unsure of her intentions or expectations.
Patting the desk again, she demanded, "Jump up here and show me, I want to see your big girl cunt." I hesitated a little; the building was full of employees, unlike our late Friday meeting. She said sternly, "Come Annie-girl, don't be shy. I just want to see Brenda's handy work and make sure you did as you were told."
I looked back at the door. Reading my mind, Audree reassured me, "Yes Annie-girl, the door is locked. I will be the only one to see your naked cunt."

Wanting to get this over with, I jumped up onto my desk and started to spread my legs some. But I was wearing a pencil skirt and quickly realized this was not going to work. I looked at her, and she asked, "Is there a problem, Annie-girl?"
"I can't open my legs wide enough, Ms. Audree."
"Well, there is a lesson here, isn't there? You should always wear skirts or dresses that I can get to easily." I looked at her, unsure what to do next. "So I guess you will have to take your skirt off, won't you, Annie-girl?"
This was dangerous. What if someone knocked at my door while I was half naked? I pleaded with her to reconsider her order. She just continued to look at me expectantly. Resignedly, I hopped down, unzipped the side of my skirt and removed it. Oddly, I was way less shy and nervous. I finished and hopped back up on my desk. While I obeyed another command, Ms. Audree sat in my chair, at my desk, and slid up to where my knees were locked together. I could literally feel the power shift in my office; I went from boss to servant. She brought her hands to my knees and put a little pressure on them. She said, approvingly for once, "Thigh high stockings, Annie-girl, that is very grown up of you. I expect you to wear such lingerie under your outfits every day now. Is that understood?"
"Yes, Mistress, I mean Ms. Audree," I responded, unable to catch my faux pas in wording.
"Mistress, I like that," she responded, a smile on her face, "but I like Ms. Audree more."
I nodded as she looked up into my eyes. Then, without saying a word, just a look, commanded that I open my legs. I obeyed, like a good girl, doing it slowly, my eyes now shut, not believing what I was doing in my very own office; an office I had worked years to earn. Soon my naked pussy was on display for my young black assistant.

"Oh my, it is quite red. Does it hurt Annie-girl?" I nodded yes, and she asked, seemingly concerned, "Did Brenda give you anything to put on it? When was the last time you put on?"

"Yes, she did. But I haven't had a chance to put any on yet, Ms Audree," I replied.

"You are a silly little girl," she scolded, "Don't you know you have to look after your privates?"
I felt ashamed. I never have been able to handle criticism or scolding well.
"Did you bring it with you, Annie-girl?"
"Yes, it is in my purse," I said, pointing to the table where I put it down earlier.
She retrieved the lotion, and then sat looking at me. Then, her voice soft like a mommy talking to her child with a boo-boo, "Here, let me put some of this cream on for you." Just when I thought it couldn't get any worse or any more humiliating, I realized she was going to administer the lotion to my swollen red privates. As she was applying the lotion, I oddly started to feel really funny inside, my head spinning. The excitement that she was clearly arousing in me was impossible to hide. The whole time she was applying a generous amount of lotion on my vagina, she had a devious smirk on her face. She was clearly enjoying the power she had over me, her boss. She was talking the whole time, although I only remember parts, since I was greatly distracted by the tingle below, "Oh Annie-girl, your swollen pussy lips look so much better now, your hard clit looks so inviting, so completely tasty. Don't you feel better now that you don't have a big hairy freak-show cunt anymore, Annie-girl? Now you have a cute, sweet, ripe good girl pussy." I was getting more flushed and excited, both from her naughty words and her gentle rubbing. Each time her fingers touched my pussy lips or clit, I shook slightly, my pussy begging for more focused attention.
I have fought my whole life to be my own woman, to be a strong, determined, successful woman, and here I was legs spread on my desk, in front of my temporary assistant, now being reduced to being an insecure little girl again. It was stirring something erotic and sensual from deep inside my mind and body, something I had not felt in years. I realized officially, at this new degrading low, as absurd as it sounded, I had completely lost control. Ms Audree's finger slipped between my now wet pussy lips, not going inside my canal, just lingering in perpetual tease. I involuntarily moved my ass forward, trying to get her finger in me. My only focus was now only to come.
She moved her finger away, "Annie-girl, do you really want me to finger fuck you on your desk?" I gasped, immediately brought back to reality, my face burning in shame. "You are really, really wet, Annie-girl, but you better get dressed now. You have a very important meeting in about 10 minutes with Mrs. Williams from HHC, that new clothing firm we have been trying to land."
Attempting to talk business-like and in control, I sat awkwardly on my desk, legs spread open, pussy lathered in lotion, "Oh yes, do you have the file ready, Ms Audree?"
"Yes, you are sitting on it, Annie-girl. I hope I didn't get any lotion on it," she paused, before adding with obvious implication, "or anything else." She winked at me and opened the door before I had even begun to put my skirt back on. There I was still sitting on the desk without my skirt on, door open. I could hear people out in the reception area. Embarrassed and in full panic mode, worried about what if Mrs. Williams was early, I jumped off my desk and quickly put my skirt back on, just before Ms Audree brought Mrs. Williams in for the meeting.
Audree gave me an odd smile when she saw my flushed face and rattled look. I had a hard time concentrating during the meeting and was thankful that Audree assisted by answering many of Mrs. Williams' questions and concerns. Thankfully, I made it through the meeting without any sort of distraction, and by the end of it I felt confident we were close to closing the deal. But my apprehension and feeling how close it had been to getting caught had me upset. A client, a very important client, could have seen me naked. That was way too close a call for me. This had to end.
Still, for the rest of the day while trying to keep myself busy with work, I was greatly distracted with memories and images of how good I felt when Ms. Audree was applying the lotion to my aching pussy. Other than myself, no one had touched me down there in a very, very long time, and it had felt so nice; but it was another woman that had touched me, a young black 18-year-old assistant at that, who had me feeling all excited about being touched and now wanting more. Other than one brief college drunken evening of touching and fingering, I had never even really thought about another woman. Yet, now I couldn't get the image of Ms. Audree between my legs out of my head. It refused to leave, nor did the itching in my vagina.
At the end of the day, I found a note and a little zip lock bag that had my lotion in it. The note read:
Annie-girl,

This should be enough for tonight. I have the rest and will apply it again in the morning. Ms. Audree.
After I read the note, an absurd rush of pleasure went right to my pussy, thinking that she would be touching me again in the morning. This should have been problematic, especially after today's very close call, but instead I got intensely excited. I couldn't explain the excitement that I was feeling. I wondered what was wrong with me, wanting this young woman touching me. Yet, I couldn't resist the obvious fact that juice was leaking out of me like crazy. I couldn't take it anymore, I had to come. I lowered my skirt to my ankles, my desk hiding my compromising position. Although my pussy region was incredibly tender, I ignored the pain as I rubbed myself to an orgasm at my desk, the entire time thinking about Ms. Audree touching me, teasing me, pleasing me, and licking me. I sat in a small pool of my own cum as I recovered from an amazingly powerful orgasm. Now thinking straight, I pulled up my skirt and spent a late night at work, now focused on my job. I was amazed at how rejuvenated and focused I had become after I cleansed myself with an orgasm.
When I got home at 9:30, I had another bubble bath and went to bed. Unlike the previous couple of nights, I slept like a baby, my mind a blank slate.
7. GOOD VIBRATIONS
Upon waking, my thoughts returned to yesterday. I was torn. On the one hand, yesterday was too close for comfort...what if Mrs. Williams had come in fifteen seconds earlier? On the other hand, I had had my most productive work-time ever last night and my best sleep in years.
Getting ready for work that morning, I spent more time than I usual. I put on a one-piece blue dress, a hip black belt and thigh high stockings. I again obeyed Brenda's suggestion to not wear underwear.
By the time I headed for work, I was already running slightly late, so I didn't have much time to consider how to deal with this 'Ms. Audree' situation. The problem was, every time I tried, thoughts of her touching me floated in my head instead. Each time I tried to get the images out of my head, they refused to leave. In fact, they had the effect of making my pussy get that wet, needy feel again. Luckily, I arrived at work just then, flushed and needing to come.
Ms. Audree was not at her reception desk when I arrived. As horny as I felt, I thought immediately, 'Perfect! I can hit the restroom to attend to my pussy and calm down this needy desire. First I'll just set this file on my desk.' My heart sank as soon as I entered my office. There sat Audree, at my desk, waiting. My uncomfortable wetness, however, trumped my surprise. "Ms. Audree, if you don't mind, I really do need to use the restroom before we begin."
Ms. Audree smiled widely, "No problem, Annie-girl, we got some time."
As I went into the bathroom, I wondered why I had asked my assistant permission to use the restroom. Wanting to have an orgasm, but knowing I didn't have time, I dried my pussy region as best I could with paper towels. Back in my office, I felt myself blushing, assuming and perhaps anticipating what was about to happen to me again.
Yet, today I wanted to do it; actually more accurately I needed to do it. But I sure didn't want to let on to Ms. Audree that I was not in control of my sexual emotions and desires. I could not let her know that the thought of her touching me made me so horny I couldn't think straight.
So as I returned to my desk, Ms. Audree snapped her fingers and pointed to my desk. This time, my attire was more convenient for both easy access and quicker recovery. Same as yesterday, I hopped up onto my desk, a little more confident and a little less embarrassed than yesterday. Without instruction this time, I pulled up my dress and spread my stocking covered legs to present my shaved pussy to Ms. Audree.



She seemed pleased by my compliance as she peered between my legs and at my naked cunt. After a few seconds of utter silence, Audree said, "Oh, I left the lotion in my purse, I will be right back." As she walked to the door, she paused and demanded, "Don't you dare move a muscle, Annie-girl." Purposefully, she left the door partially open.
I was mortified; this was a whole new level of risk and obedience. There I was, sitting on my desk, my dress up to my waist; legs spread wide open, and door partially open. I could hear rumblings from the outer office stirring. It seemed like forever for Audree to return. I was a nervous wreck, worried that another employee might walk into my office and catch me in this humiliating, submissive situation. How would I explain it? How could I explain it? Even so, as nervous as I was, my pussy was getting excited again. I could feel the juices warming up when she finally returned.
Thankfully, she closed and locked the door. She sat in my chair and was again between my legs. Without any talk, she started to apply the lotion. After only a minute of Ms. Audree's soft touch, her cell phone rang. She abruptly stopped and took the call. Ignoring me completely, she began having a conversation as if I was not there. I was trying to sit patiently, though desperate to have the young girl's touch back between my legs. Looking at her between my legs, the feelings in my pussy started to take over my body. I felt my breathing getting tougher to control and my nipples harden. My pussy lips involuntarily opened slightly. I desperately tried to control myself, afraid I might leak some of my juices on my desk, in front of my black assistant. Just as desperately, I wanted her gentle touch back on my cunt. The embarrassment of sitting this long, like a loyal puppy dog, was humiliating. She moved farther away as she began talking even more quietly, clearly not wanting me eavesdropping.
Even though I felt completely degraded, my legs spread wide in front of this beautiful black girl had me so excited that I had to do something about it. I began playing with myself. I tried to do it quietly so she would not see the effect she had on me, the desperation of my actions to masturbate on my desk like a little slut. As I brought myself closer to climax, I noticed a scent and realized the scent was me. My pussy scent had begun to permeate the air. I was horrified. If I could smell myself, I was sure must have been able to smell it too while her face had been between my legs. Yet as horrified as I was, the fire between my legs was more urgent. My breathing began to pick up when I heard the harsh voice of Audree, "Are you fucking kidding me? I leave you for one minute and you fucking try to get off? What kind of slut are you?" She was not happy with me at all.
My hand instinctively moved away from my ravished pussy as I looked down, avoiding eye contact, my shame hitting another all-time low.
"Tiara, I will have to call you back, my Annie-girl here needs some serious discipline." She then turned to me "Where is your phone?"
I couldn't fathom why she would need my phone or what she could possibly have in store for me. I pointed to my purse. She took out my phone, flipped it open and punched some buttons. Walking over to me, she asked, "So you need to come, Annie-girl?"
"Yes," I answered ashamed and horny.
"Yes, what?" she asked, clearly perturbed.
"Yes, Ms. Audree," I quickly corrected.
"Beg me to let you come," she ordered, amused.
I looked at her, not knowing how to even begin to beg, "Please, Ms. Audree, I need to cum so badly."
"That was pretty weak, Annie-girl, you will have to do better than that to convince me you deserve to come," she explained.
My cunt doing all my talking, I begged, "Ms. Audree, please allow your slave to cum. I will do anything, Mistress. You own me. Just please, I can't take it much longer."
In a flash, her hand went to my cunt and she inserted my phone. I gasped.
She looked at me amused as she grabbed her own phone and dialled. Who the Hell could she be calling? In a couple of seconds I got my answer. My phone began vibrating inside me. I can't even begin to explain how thrilling the vibrating sensation inside me felt. I let out a loud moan when the first vibration hit, a muffled scream during the second, and I came like a white trash whore on the third. When I opened my eyes, I saw a smiling Audree and her Iphone. She was either videotaping my descent to whoredom or taking pictures. Either way I was mortified beyond words, but could do nothing but allow the orgasm to complete its journey through my body.
When my orgasm subsided, Ms. Audree stopped taping, which I concluded was what she was doing, and reached for the lotion. She ordered, "You may take the phone out of your cunt, Annie-girl." I obeyed, thankful for such permission. I pulled out my phone and it dripped with my cunt cum. Audree laughed, "You really are a flooder, aren't you, Annie-girl?"
"I guess," I said, ashamed once again.
As she got ready to leave, she gave me permission to get dressed, complimented me on my better choice of clothes and reminded me, "Just remember what you said, my Annie-girl. You would do anything. ANYTHING."
I didn't even realize I had said such words, but in the horny state I was in, I am sure I did. But what made me happy was the rare compliment she had given me. She liked my clothing choice.
She pressed a button on her phone and began talking as she left my office, "Hi Tiara. You will not believe what my boss just did." Her amused voice faded as she left my office. I went to my washroom and dried up my soaked vagina as best I could. I also tried to clean my phone, but I have to admit it was astonishingly hard to get the smell of pussy juice off a phone. I finally returned to work, surprisingly focused, having had a great big orgasm.
My productivity was astonishing and my ideas vibrant as I worked like an ant pleasing her queen all day. I saw Ms. Audree a few times throughout the day, but it was all business. Again as I left there was a note and a packet of lotion for that evening and again the suggestion that she would see me in the morning.
I left work, hopped on the train and headed home. As I replayed the morning over and over in my head, my pussy started to get wet. My cell rang. I was surprised to see it was Audree. She had never phoned me after hours before. There were no pleasantries, just a question, "Does your phone still smell like cunt?"
Sniffing the phone, which was a very strange thing to do on a subway train, I realized it still did. "Yes, Ms. Audree," I answered, slightly embarrassed.
"When you get home, I expect you to fuck yourself to at least two orgasms. Is that understood, Annie-girl?"
"Yes, Ms. Audree," I replied, actually liking a task she gave for once.
"Please tell me exactly what you plan to do when you get home, Annie-girl," she ordered.
I realized what she was doing. She wanted me to speak out loud on the train my submission to her. I looked around the crowded subway train. Beside me was a high school boy, across from me an elderly grandma, and beside her a Chinese woman. I also noticed a couple middle-aged men standing in the aisle. I thought that they may or may not be near enough to hear my conversation. I shrugged, figuring who cares what these strangers heard me say and I went ahead and explained my plan for when I returned home. "Ms. Audree, I plan to strip myself naked, rush up to my room, grab my seven inch black dildo and shove it in my pussy. I also plan to grab my blue vibe and use it to tease my swollen clit as I fuck myself silly."
I heard a shocked gasp from the boy beside me. Looking up, I saw the elderly women looking at me with complete disdain. Ms. Audree complimented, "You are turning into a good white slut, Annie-girl."
I couldn't believe the words that came out of mouth next, "Thank you, Ms. Audree."
"One last thing, Annie-girl," she began.
"Yes, Ms. Audree," I nervously queried.
"I want you to flash at least one woman on the train before you get off, understood?"
"Yes, Ms. Audree," I responded, horrified by the new task.
She finished our conversation with a quick goodnight and hung up on me. I put mine away and kept my head down, avoiding any sort of awkward eye contact. I still had not fulfilled my task when I only had one stop left. Across the row, a pretty redhead, wearing a blue skirt, black pantyhose and pumps was reading a book. Luckily the boy was now gone. When I was only a few seconds from my stop, I opened my legs, swiftly lifted up my skirt and coughed. The redhead, as well as a couple of the men, looked at me, seeing my naked treasure. I kept my eyes on the redhead, a nervous smile on my face. Her mouth dropped slightly with shock. I held my slut pose for about five seconds and as the train slowed down, I abruptly stood up, letting my dress hide my cunt. I gave one last look at the redhead and winked. Her eyes never left me, but I couldn't tell if she was turned on or repulsed by what she had seen.
As I exited the train, one of the middle-aged men said aggressively, "If you need a real cock, I would be more than happy to oblige."
My face instantly turned red with embarrassment over the awkward situation I was now in. I ignored him and felt his hand pinch my ass. I kept walking, anxious to get off the train and away from this creepy man. Once off the train, I looked back and saw him wink as the train began to move again. Letting the pervert fade from memory, I replayed what I had just done. I had spread my legs and flashed a woman on a train...then I had winked at her. Where had that aggressiveness and forwardness come from? My pussy was so damp, I could feel it trickle down my legs as I walked the few blocks home from the train station.
By the time I got to my home, I was a horny mess. Once inside, all I could think about was completing Ms. Audree's orders and coming again. I was so horny, I removed my skirt and heels at the door and undressed on my way to the bedroom, ending up on my bed dressed only in thigh high stockings. I reached into my night-stand and grabbed both my blue vibrator and my black dildo. Usually I have to really get myself worked up to get the big black dildo inside me, but today my pussy was so lubed up already that the fuck-toy was easily engulfed by my love canal. Once all seven inches filled me, I turned on my thin high-powered vibe and allowed it to tease my clit. So horny from this strange day of submission, from this crazy moment of exhibitionism, it took only seconds for me to have my second orgasm of the day. I didn't let it subside. I held the vibe to my clit and began pumping the dildo in and out of my hot cunt. I fucked myself hard and fast as I replayed the morning in my head. The thrill of submitting to Audree was taking over my free will and overtaking my duty as a boss. Yet, that no longer mattered to me, as I brought myself to a second, third and fourth mind-blowing orgasms. I fell asleep exhausted from my multiple orgasms, dripping in sweat. I awoke about 11. I ate a little, read a couple of chapters of the novel I had been neglecting, and went back to bed, wondering what the Hell I was becoming. I hadn't come like that or had that many orgasms ever. I put lotion on my still tender pussy region and fell back asleep, oddly content.
8. HUMILIATED BY OTHERS
The following morning, I woke up before my alarm went off. After a quick shower, I got dressed for the day. It was Friday, and I assumed that meant that Ms. Audree would be spanking me again. The submission to her had somehow turned me on this week, but the thought of her spanking me again, causing such pain, was not even remotely exciting. I looked in my closet and cursed my rather limited selection of dresses and skirts. I would have to go shopping this weekend. I eventually picked a blue blouse, my favourite colour, a black leather skirt, something I had never worn to work before, and beige thigh high stockings, my last clean pair. I added stockings to my mental list as I headed out the door.
Against my will, on the way to work I began to get excited about having my young, black, sexy, assistant lathering my privates with lotion. I was a little more composed than yesterday, beginning to accept the fact that it was going to happen and that I secretly wanted it to. As I got off the train and started walking to the office, about a five minute walk, I began to feel myself leaking; my juices ran to the top of my thigh highs stockings. What the fuck is a matter with me? Why am I getting so excited about having her treat me this way? I arrived earlier than Ms. Audree and went straight to my office's restroom to attempt to dry myself again. After drying my pussy, I returned to my desk. I looked for a note and found none, so I sat at my desk and waited for her arrival. I attempted to do some work, but was just too distracted about the possibilities of what lay ahead to be productive.
A half hour after she should have arrived, I received a telephone call from Ms. Audree. She said, sounded sincerely apologetic, "Sorry Annie-girl, but I completely forgot I had a 9 o'clock appointment today. I dropped the lotion off at the security desk for the building. You can pick it up there. Sorry but have to run, see you after lunch, Annie-girl."

I reluctantly, annoyed and disappointed, went down to the main lobby to pick up the package Ms. Audree had left for me. As the elevator descended I began to realize this was a blessing. Now I didn't have to worry about any sort of potential public humiliation. I reached the security desk to retrieve package. At the desk was a large black woman, about 5'10", maybe 175. She had coal black eyes and ruby red lips. She looked like someone you would not want to mess with.

I told her politely that Ms. Audree had dropped something off for me.
She asked, "Ms. Audree, now who would that be?"

I cursed to myself as I realized my error, "Oh, Audree Williams, Ma'am."
"And why do you call her by that name?" she asked, curiously.
I blushed, embarrassed by the question, but unwilling to give the truthful answer. I hesitated as I considered my lie, before I finally answered, "It is a sign of respect, just as I call you, Ma'am."

"Okay, it just seems funny that an older woman like you would be addressing a younger woman so properly," she said, her tone still probing. "By the way, I am Ms. Jones."

"Hello, Ms Jones, I guess it is just a habit I picked up that is hard to break. Blame my stay at home, Leave it to Beaver mother," I joked.
Ms. Jones laughed back and asked, "And who might you be?"
"I am Ann Pennington, Ma'am,"
She rubbed her chin, "Ann, you say. You are one of the executives on the 18th floor aren't you?"
"Yes", I answered.
She picked up my bottle of lotion, and looked at the envelope attached to it. A peculiar smirk appeared as she read the name, "Annie-girl, is that you?"

I blushed again, and stated in a low voice, "Yes, that is me, Ms. Jones."

Trying to make sense of it all, she clarified, "So you call Audree, Ms. Audree and she calls you Annie-girl?" She started to laugh and I began to wonder if she was beginning to put two and two together. She said, clearly toying with me and amused by the whole situation, "Okay, I will just need to hear you say who you are one more time and I can give you your lotion, okay?"
Angry and just wanting to leave, I barked out a little louder than I wanted too, "I am Annie-girl. Now give me my stuff, Ms. Jones."
"Didn't Ms. Audree teach you manners? You need to say the magic words, Annie-girl!!" Ms Jones stated in a condescending voice. It was obvious that she knew of my submissive weakness, otherwise she would not have been playing such a game with a high-powered executive who could have her fired in a heartbeat.

Furious now and with gritted teeth, "Ms. Jones, may I please have my bottle of lotion?"
"Here you are Annie-girl." She handed me the bottle, with a smug look and a raised eyebrow.

I grabbed it rudely from her hand and walked off, thinking how embarrassing that all was and what a fucking bitch the security guard was. Firing her popped into my head, but I assumed that Ms. Audree would punish me for such a reaction. Back in the elevator, I read the note.
Dear Annie-girl,
Sorry I could not be there to personally look after your cunt for you. The good news is I have a friend who is willing to help. Go to the bookstore across the street and ask for Tiara. She will be expecting you.

Ms. Audree
As the elevator door opened at my floor, I just stood, immobile. Again I told myself this whole thing had gone too far. Not only that, it was getting worse. I considered just ignoring the instructions. Instead I pressed the button for the lobby and descended back down.
As I walked past the security desk, Ms. Jones called out, "Back so soon, Annie-girl?" The tone in her voice was an odd mix of flirting and sarcasm.
I ignored her and walked past the lobby and out into the fresh air. I crossed the street and stopped in front of the bookstore. I hesitated, wanting to disobey, but deathly scared to. I took a deep breath and walked into the bookstore. The store was seemingly empty, having just opened a few minutes ago. I hoped the woman who now approached was not Tiara. She looked about my age, but extremely overweight. Asking for Tiara, I was relieved when she pointed to the back of the store. I found the door mark 'Manager' and knocked. "Come in," a voice bellowed.
The girl inside was outrageously beautiful. She had dark brown eyes, long wavy black hair with red streaks. Like Ms. Audree, she also had massive round breasts. She looked to be a bit older, maybe 19, but definitely too young to be Manager of a bookstore. I awkwardly asked, "Are you Tiara?"
She smiled with an air of confidence, "And you must be Annie?"
I was relieved she hadn't called me Annie-girl. Still I acted like a shy school girl waiting for a boy to ask her out with my simple "Yes."
"And what can I do for you?" she asked, her confident smirk telling me she already knew why I was there.
"Ms. Audree sent me." I sounded more resigned than I wanted.
"Why?" she asked, as she looked at me, forcing me to say what I needed her to do.
Utterly disgraced as a woman, I whispered, "I need you to put cream on my vagina."
"Your what?" she asked, pretending to not hear me.
"My vagina," I repeated.
She laughed. "Don't you mean cunt?"
"Yes, my cunt," I stammered. I just wanted this nightmare to end.
"Well get out of that skirt, slut. I don't have all day," she instructed as if I was an inconvenience to her day.
I slipped off my skirt, not once looking at the beautiful black girl.
"No panties, thigh high stockings, shaved cunt, Audree really has you trained well," she said approvingly. I kept my head down and submissively waited instructions. She walked over to me and took the lotion from my hand. She whispered in my ear, "You are a very good slave, aren't you?" Her hot breath sending pleasure shivers through my entire body.
"Yes, ma'am."
"You get wet by just obeying orders, don't you?" she questioned, already knowing the answer.
"Yes, ma'am," I answered, my pussy getting excited, the answer a humiliating truth.
She squeezed my ass, "Do you need to come?"
"Yes, ma'am."
She walked back to her desk, grabbed a banana and handed it to me. My pussy knew what she intended it for. My brain did not. I just stared at it for some time, both disgusted and excited. Finally and without any further direction, I slid it into my vagina. I let out a moan of pleasure as I began fucking myself. I closed my eyes to avoid the humiliation of seeing the black beauty watching me. I felt her hands on my ass as she returned to my ear. As I continued fucking myself, Tiara kept squeezing my ass while also biting, nibbling and licking my ear. Then she called me names.



I was too wrapped up with my banana-fucking to remember all she called me, but I do recall bits and pieces. She called me a lesbian slut, Audree's property and a fruit fucker. What I have committed to memory was her soft touch on my ass and the way she fucked my ear with her tongue and teeth. Standing up made it harder to come, but between the long curved fruit, Tiara's lips and hands, and her nasty verbal abuse of me, I came like a nasty slut. My legs buckled out of weakness and Tiara had to catch me from tumbling. As I silently shook, Tiara held me tightly while continuing the verbal degrading. "Fuck, you are a whore, fucking yourself in front of a stranger with a banana. Who does that?" My orgasmic bliss instantly changed to sheer shame from her harsh, but true, words.
My words in response were outrageous as I ignored her question and instead thanked her for the orgasm. She let out a harsh laugh. Then she let me go and demanded I sit on her couch, legs spread, the banana still in me. She knelt down between my legs and looked at my just fucked pussy with a banana sticking out of it. To my surprise, instead of taking the banana out, she began moving it in and out furiously. After a few quick hard thrusts, I got excited all over again. My moans got louder as she thrust the yellow fruit in and out of my dripping wet pussy. Just as I was getting close to my second orgasm in a few minutes, she pulled it out. I moaned, "Noooooo."
She spanked my naked pussy hard, "No more coming until you see your Mistress, slut." I instantly tried to focus on not coming, while Audree's friend coated my pussy with lotion. When she was done, she tossed me my skirt and suggested I get dressed. I quickly put my leather skirt back on, desperate to get out of her office and away from the stranger's condescending looks. Just as I was leaving she stopped me, "One last thing, dyke."
I looked into her blue eyes and waited for whatever else she had in store for me. She handed me the banana that had been my personal fuck-toy and ordered, "Would you please give this to Ms. Jones on your way back to the office."
Worry besieged me as I realized her intentions. I took the banana, but asked, like a child would if asked to clean up their toys, "Do I have to?"
She smirked, "What do you think, slut?"
Crushed past the point of return or recovery and wanting to tell her to fuck off, I chickened out, just like every other time, "I will obey, ma'am."
"Good girl," she cooed, and slapped me on the ass as she added, "Now get the hell out of here, slut."
I finally heard an order I liked and hightailed it out of her office and out of the store. I returned to my office building and walked over to Ms. Jones. I handed her the sticky fruit without a word.
She looked at it like it was toxic, "And what is this for?"
I ignored her question as I speedily left for the elevator. Upon returning to my office, I broke down in tears. Was there no end to the humiliation I had to endure? After a lengthy cry, I cleaned myself up and got prepared for my 2 o'clock meeting. It was an important meeting and I had to get back into my business mindset. As soon as I started working, all my sexual needs and humiliations faded and I was able to stay on task all morning and through the meeting. I didn't once think about the fact that I was a few hours away from another spanking.
9. THE SECOND SPANKING
By the time I was finished with my meeting I was exhausted. It went well, but we were still early into the wooing process. I got back to my office at ten minutes to four and saw a banana on my desk. Beside it was a cucumber. Under the fruit and vegetable were two envelopes: a small white one and a big brown one. I sighed as I could only imagine what was going to happen next. As I sat down to read the letter, my pussy tingled with anticipation. I made sure to read the outside of the envelopes first and thankful that I did, as they were numbered one and two.
I opened the white envelope first and it was, as expected, a letter from Ms. Audree.
Dear Annie-girl,
I am very happy with my girl. You obeyed like a good girl should. Your training is going quite well, as you have controlled your outbursts quite well. That said, you raised your voice at Ms. Jones, and that just can't happen. You must be able to maintain a certain level of decorum at ALL times. I may be late, as I am meeting Tiara for cocktails. I have left you a story for you to read. It should get you nice and ready for your spanking. No matter how late I am, do not dare leave or I will triple your spanks. Unless of course, you want more spanks.

Ms. Audree
I didn't open the other envelope right away, determined to stay focused and work as long as I could. I did a pretty good job ignoring the brown envelope for over an hour, only glancing towards it every now and then. But they say curiosity killed the cat and in my case curiosity definitely roused the kitty.
I tore opened the large envelope and saw it was a story printed from a website called Literotica. The first story was called Lesbian MILF Seductress and as I read it I was in awe of the power the young girl had over a married mother. She slowly took the mother from an upstanding citizen to an eager slut begging to please the 18-year-old in front of her own daughter. As soon as I finished the story, my skirt hit the floor, and I frigged myself to an orgasm, I wondered why she would leave me this story. I wasn't a MILF; the MILF in this story was a librarian and I was a marketing manager; the young seductress was a student and Audree was my employee. As I chewed on this, still naked from the waist down, and still horny, I grabbed the cucumber and used it as a hard cock. Was her end goal to make me a lesbian? That was what happened in the story she left me.
I fucked myself with the vegetable as images of me sucking on Audree's massive breasts and me between her creamy chocolate legs flashed in my brain. I was pumping the cucumber in and out furiously when I heard Audree's voice break me from my erotic bliss, "Well, apparently you are excited about your spanking, Annie-girl."
I looked up, the cucumber deep in me, to see Audree and Tiara in my office. Audree walked over to the couch, as did Tiara, and they both sat down. She gave me a look that implied I knew what I was supposed to do. The problem was my cunt was soaking wet, my juices dripping out of me. "Ms. Audree, can I please go to the washroom and clean up first?"
"Why?" she asked, I assumed knowing the answer but wanting to hear me say it. Again showing the power she had over me.
"I am wet," I responded, ashamed.
"I see," she said, "Well I think if someone looks like a slut, and acts like a slut, then she probably is a slut, isn't she Tiara?"
Tiara hardly able to control herself, "That would be a logical assumption to make."
"Get your ass over here now, Annie-girl," Ms. Audree commanded.
I pulled the cucumber out of me, put it on my desk and shyly walked over to her and her friend. She noticed, "Your rash seems to be almost gone, Annie-girl."
"Yes, Ms. Audree," I agreed.
"Is that your cum, dripping down your leg?" she asked.
"Yes," I confirmed, mortified.
"Well I can't have your fuck juice dripping on me while you are punished, can I, Annie-girl?"
"No, Miss Audree," I responded.
"Take off your blouse, Annie-girl," Ms. Audree ordered.
Wanting to get this over with, I obeyed, my hands way less nervous than a week ago, even with a spectator. Ms. Audree took my blouse and used one sleeve to clean my pussy with it. She then put my blouse on top of her legs and patted her legs, as she would for a puppy she wanted on her lap. I continued to avoid eye contact with either, as I laid myself over Ms. Audree's lap; Tiara moved closer so my head was now on her leg as well. Ms. Audree explained. "Since you were a good girl overall, I am only going to punish you with one extra slap, for your outburst at Ms. Jones." As she explained the amount of spanks I was to receive, she caressed my ass gently; creating a striking contrast when her first slap made contact with my skin. Just like last time, I let out a loud yelp, surprised by the sudden contact. Also like last time, Ms. Audree reminded me I should try to control my noises. Unlike last time, the first ten slaps came hard and fast, almost like a machine gun. A searing pain encompassed my ass, not remotely fading away. Ms. Audree spoke to Tiara as if I was not there, "See how good she sits. She is such a good little girl. I think she actually likes the spanking."
Tiara purred, "Oh, I think you are right."
Suddenly, her hand contacted my ass and I let out a wail, as I was not ready for the slap. They continued talking throughout my next four slaps as if I was not there. Each slap came without warning and in no consistent pattern, leading to me making uncontrollable hyena like sounds. It was so much more embarrassing when they treated me as invisible.
Ms. Audree asked Tiara, "Do you want to do the honours of the last slap?"
"May I?" Tiara asked, her voice shrill with excitement, which, of course, had me in a bundle of nerves.
"Of course," Ms. Audree said, "She won't disobey you or any of my friends." My eyes went wide when I heard her say any of her friends, but didn't move an inch. "Turn around, Annie --girl, let Tiara get a good look at your white ass."
Disgraced, I obeyed, turning around so my naked, red, ass was in complete vulnerable display for this girl I met just hours ago. She spent a few minutes rubbing my ass, allowing her finger to glide down the crack of my ass, lingering as if she had an ulterior motive for my asshole, before gliding further down. Instinctively, I opened my legs a bit to allow her access to my pussy, which I was hoping she would play with. I couldn't explain it, but I was on the brink of an orgasm without having my pussy touched.
I saw Ms. Audree leave for a second and return with the cucumber I had earlier used to please myself. She handed it to Tiara, who asked me, "Do you want to come, slut?"
I hated being called slut, but my need to come was more important than my dignity. I whimpered, "Yes, very badly."
"Well I will let you come, by fucking your white trash cunt with this cucumber, while I slap your ass until you come. All you have to do is ask," she informed me.
The offer was made to humiliate me even further, but I had already hit rock bottom in my mind, so even though I only had one more slap to endure, I asked for more, surprising even myself with my the vulgar words that flew out of my mouth, "Please fuck my whore cunt, treat me like your little plaything and spank me until I explode."
A spank shook my being and the pain was quickly contradicted by the deep thrust of the thick, long, green vegetable. Almost simultaneously I screamed in pain and then pleasure. Showing no mercy, she used one hand to constantly slap my ass, while she used the other to fuck my cunt. It took less than a minute for me to come like a whore on the lap of a stranger. It was humiliating, degrading and exhilarating. For being so completely controlled, I felt ironically free. I screamed like a banshee as my orgasm exploded through me. She kept spanking me and fucking me as I continued to have the pleasure trembles. I don't know how many spanks I ended up with, but as the orgasm finished its pleasure principle through me, the harsh burn returned. She stopped spanking me and pulled the cucumber out. I was allowed to stand up, and as I did, my whole body was a mixture of pain and pleasure.
I looked at Tiara briefly and saw her lick the cucumber. She smiled, "Not bad, for white trash cunt."
I should have been appalled at being called white trash, but the first thing that popped into my head was that she thought I tasted good.
As I stood there relatively naked still, both girls stood up. As they were about to leave, Ms. Audree added, "You can come as many times as you wish this weekend, my Annie-girl, but only with food. I will see you on Tuesday," and walked out without another word. I stood alone in a stupor, replaying her words, when she returned and added, "And you cannot use bananas or cucumbers. Nor can you use any food more than once." She left again, this time for good, as I continued to stand there incapable of movement, for at least a minute, my ass still on fire, before finally getting dressed. My blouse was quite wet with my juices, but I had to put it on as it was all I had. The train ride home could be interesting, I thought to myself.
I quickly got my stuff together and headed out; it was going to be a long weekend. I was driving up to go to a wedding in the morning. I shivered as I considered the four-hour drive on my battered ass. I sighed and headed for the train. As I waited for the train to arrive, anxiety filled me as I wondered what I would do if I saw the redheaded beauty from yesterday. Luckily, I did not encounter her on the train, nor any other of yesterday's witnesses of my sexual debauchery.
The night consisted of a long bubble bath, using my pussy rash cream on my ass and an early bedtime. I didn't toss and turn, not because I slept well, but rather because each movement I made sent a needle-like pain that resonated for minutes after I triggered it. I eventually did fade into slumber, my mind considering what other foods could get me off.
10. FOOD FOR THOUGHT
I packed a whole cooler of ice for the drive and ended up pulling over a couple of times to replace the bag of ice that had melted under my still flaming red ass. The soreness of my rear was driving me nuts, as was the order that I could only come with food. Two hours into the drive, I was horny as hell as I reminisced about the past week. I pulled into an old school gas station to fuel up and find some appropriate foods to get off on.
Did you know there is very little that is practical for use as a fuck-toy? The most logical choice is a pop bottle, but I wasn't sure if that counted as food. I was getting rather frustrated as I looked for something that would work. I grabbed a Pepsi thinking it would have to do, when I walked by the candy section. There I found a variety of potential objects I could use as toys. There were round plastic eggs with candy inside, long Tootsie rolls, and lollipops, among other things. I bought a few different potential toys I might have been able to use and headed back on the road.
As I was leaving, there was a farmer with a truck, selling vegetables. I pulled over and took a look. My heart beat faster when I saw his wide variety of potential love sticks. I bought some long carrots and corn on the cob, before getting back on the highway. As I drove, my pussy was desperate for some special attention. I kept glancing over at the bag of vegetables, the temptation continually getting harder and harder to resist. I was still an hour away when I could no longer take it. I grabbed a medium sized carrot, parted my legs enough to play with myself, and inserted the carrot with my left hand as I drove with my right. Desperate to get off, I thrust the carrot in and out speedily and was coming in only a couple of minutes. I swerved into the other lane when a jolt of joy electrified me, but I quickly recovered and pulled back into my lane before I killed myself or anyone else.
As I continued to drive, my desire to come satisfied, I thought to myself that I had just humiliated myself. I could have lied to her if she asked, which I was sure she would, but I obeyed her even from a distance. My obedience and desire to obey was really beginning to take control of my life. I drove the rest of the way, contemplating ways to break her hold on me, but came up empty handed.
I got to my hotel and changed into my wedding attire. The service wasn't till 4, with the supper to follow. I wore a blue dress, much more my comfortable conservative standard, and, my pussy finally feeling better, I wore panties and pantyhose.
It was great to see my old college friend. It is funny how the years fly by, but as soon as you are face to face with someone, it is like we were best friends just yesterday. The evening was a blast and I remembered what life was like before my current predicament started. I drank, I flirted with a hot cowboy, who was rather dumb and I thought maybe he could pass as a vegetable, but I ended up going back to my room alone. Drunk and horny, I got undressed and without even thinking about it, grabbed a long, thick corn on the cob. I opened my legs wide and slid the bumpy vegetable in me. I gasped in pleasure as the odd texture of the corn rubbed inside me. Wanting this pleasure to last for as long as possible, I moved the corn-cock in and out of me, slowly. As I closed my eyes, the image that was in my mind was Audree between my legs and me begging her to lick my pussy. As I got closer to an orgasm, I did something I had never done to myself before. I began spanking my clit while I pumped the long, ribbed-like, vegetable in and out of my soaking wet cunt. That was the final push I needed and I screamed as an orgasm erupted out of me. The mixture of the intense orgasm and alcohol led me to passing out, the corn on the cob still lodged deep in me.
I woke up in the middle of the night to go pee and was stunned to see the end of the cob in me. I pulled it out, shaking my head at my own depravity and went to the washroom.
When I woke up in the morning, my head was reeling. I rolled over and saw the corn. In a wave, last night flooded back to me. I sighed, disappointed in myself and my lack of self-control. I promised myself I would not touch myself again during the weekend.
And for once, I kept to my promise to myself. I went to the gift opening and visited and just had a good time. I refused the rare temptation my pussy offered me and made it home Monday afternoon having not betrayed myself. I did stop at the mall and bought some more thigh high stockings in some new colours. I also bought a couple of skirts and a sundress for easy spanking access on Friday.
The evening flew by as I checked e-mail, watched How I Met Your Mother, the best show on TV, and had a bubble bath. I went to bed early, rather tired, and tossed and turned. As soon as I was in bed, the images I had been able to ignore the rest of the weekend popped back into my head. I tried to ignore them and the tingle in my kitty, but I finally succumbed to my own desperate desires and went to the kitchen. I cursed my lack of fuckable food. I had nothing I could use. I slammed the fridge door shut frustrated and went to bed. I tossed and turned for a few more minutes when a light bulb went off in my head. I rushed back to the fridge and found a pack of hotdogs. I pulled out a hotdog and put it under the tap to warm it up. When it was no longer cold, I returned to my bed hastily, pulled off my pyjamas, opened my legs and slipped the wiener in my fervered cunt. Although a bit limp, like my ex-husband quite frankly, and not as hard as the cucumber, carrot or corn on the cob, it was something. I was getting closer to orgasm when the hot dog broke in half. I cursed every swear word I knew as I struggled to get the broken half out of my cunt. After a brief struggle, I retrieved the broken wiener out of my vagina, rushed back to the fridge, grabbed two potential fuck sticks, repeated the thawing of them and returned to my bed. I fucked myself slower so the wiener would not go limp in me and although it took forever, to the point of frustration, I did come, although a rather lacklustre orgasm at best. I tossed the wieners on the floor and shook my head. What kind of deviant was I becoming?
11. THE QUESTIONNAIRE
I went back to work Tuesday in a new wardrobe. I wore a new skirt I bought, that had a generous slip on the side if at the right angle, and black pantyhose as the slip would reveal too much potentially. I also had a meeting with the CEO about the summer campaign.



I got to work, trepidation filling me as I wondered what Ms. Audree might have in store for me. There was nothing waiting for me, so I logged into my computer and saw an e-mail from Audree. It included my schedule for the day and the following note:
Dear Annie-girl,
I will be in after lunch, as I have research to do at the patent office. Attached is a questionnaire for you to answer. I expect you to answer each question honestly and completely. I will expect it completed when I meet with you at 4:30.

Ms. Audree
I clicked on the attachment and was not surprised to see it was a sex survey. I looked at the clock and thought I only had ten minutes before my meeting with the CEO. So I closed out of the attachment and prepared for my meeting.
The meeting went all morning and through lunch, which we ordered in, before finally finishing at two. I went to a quick meeting with marketing and another with accounting before returning to my office at 3:30.
I was mentally exhausted as I collapsed in my chair. I yawned and then saw a note on my desk.
Dear Annie-girl,
I hope you are having a good day. I am looking forward to hearing about your weekend and reading your answers to my questions. See you at 4:30.

Ms. Audree
The note reminded me of the task I had not yet completed and I logged back into my e-mail. I downloaded the attachment and began answering the questions.

1. When did you lose your virginity...age, to who , how, did you like it, etc...
I was in high school, 18, his name was Dennis, it was prom. How stereotypical can you get? I guess you could say it was okay, not thrilling by any stretch of the imagination. Although, I did feel a rush and yes I liked it, but didn't orgasm.
2. First time with a girl?
It was in college, just one time on a drunken night out, we kissed and fingered each other to an orgasm. I liked it, but never did it again.
3. First time anal? Did u like it...do you like it now?
Never did anal till I bought a butt plug a couple of years ago at the request of an online Domme I met and have occasionally used my vibe to fuck my ass. It hurt a lot more than I ever thought it would, never have really ever got used to it. So I wouldn't say I am a lover of it; haven't done it in a long time.
4. What was your sex life like with your husband?
It was enjoyable, mostly missionary style love making, sometimes I would take it doggy style, and a few times on top, but after I was becoming more of a success, I felt like our love life went downhill, making me feel like less of a success, so it drove me to work even harder.
5. What toys do you currently enjoy?
The ones I have are a vibe and a dildo; the vibe is blue, my favourite colour, and the dildo is black about 7" long. I have a butt plug. I don't enjoy much and haven't used in a long while.
6. Craziest three sexual activities?
Not sure I have any, other than what you have ordered me to do these past two weeks.
7. 3 Craziest places you have had sex?
What is crazy, in the back seat of a car? In a room full of people hoping one doesn't get caught, now that might be one. That would be about it for me, sorry. The living room floor? And the shower but does that even count?
I finished the survey and considered that there was nothing overly incriminating in my answers. I did some simple paper work waiting for Audree to arrive. Like clockwork, she arrived at 4:30 and sauntered in like she owned the place, carrying, oddly, a cooler. She walked to my desk, without any pleasantries, her hand extended, "The survey, please, Annie-girl."
I handed her a folder with my answers in it and watched as she read it. She shook her head and chuckled mildly as she perused it. Finally she asked, "Is this all true?"
"Yes, Ms. Audree," I replied.
"Well, then you have had one sorry sex life. You need me even more than I thought," she said, shaking her head, seemingly embarrassed for me. That was even worse then everything else, her feeling sorry for me. "You had an online Mistress?"
"Yes, Ms. Audree, for a while, just a way to deal with my repressed sexual desires a couple of years ago. I was really lonely and well, it made me feel needed," I said, embarrassed at how stupid my answer sounded.
"Well, now you have a real life Mistress," she shrugged, and then asked, "So did you come this weekend?"
"Yes, Ms. Audree," I admitted.
"Did you obey your orders, Annie-girl?"
I replayed my weekend for her including the carrot, corn on the cob and the hot dog that I had used. I also said I considered using a bottle but was unsure if that would be disobeying my instructions.
This made her smile, "Good girl, Annie-girl. You have made Ms. Audree very happy." She walked to the door and locked it. She returned and said, "Let's take a look at your cunt, Annie-girl. Let's make sure it has healed properly." She pulled me out of my chair and took my spot. I stood and took off my skirt.
"Pantyhose," she said, disapprovingly, "I don't ever want to see you in these again. Unless they are crotchless."
"But the skirt's slip goes up so high, Ms. Audree, that people would see," I explained.
"So," she shrugged, as she opened my drawer and pulled out some scissors and cut a hole for access to my cunt. When the hole was wide enough, she looked at me, still annoyed and questioned, "And why, Annie-girl, are you wearing panties?"
"Um-I-don't," I stammered, unsure how to answer the question. I finally finished a coherent sentence as I justified, "I thought that since my vagina, I mean cunt, was healed, I didn't need to leave it open anymore."
She looked at me, irritated, "It is not your job to think, Annie-girl, That is my job, to think for you, do you understand?"
"Yes, Ms. Audree," I whispered, scared of being disciplined.
"Good. Now I expect you to wear either stockings with garter or thigh high stockings and your cunt, which I own, should never be covered with underwear, except during your period." She grabbed the scissors again and cut them completely and pulled them out and tossed them in my drawer.
"Are you horny, Annie-girl?" she asked, in a gentle voice a mother may use to ask her daughter if she wanted a bedtime story.
My wet pussy was a sheer giveaway. I answered, "Yes, Ms. Audree."
"Sit on your desk and open your legs," she ordered. I obeyed and watched her reach for the cooler that she had put on the corner of my desk. My curiosity was answered as she opened it up and pulled out a Popsicle. She took off the wrapper and broke the Popsicle in two. She gave a seductive suck of the Popsicle before she looked at me with a devilish smile. I realized what she planned to do and watched as she violated me with a red Popsicle. She slid the whole ice cold Popsicle in me and I let out a stunned gasp. The coldness inside numbed me instantly and yet the feeling of pleasure warmed me. She asked, "How does it feel, Annie-girl?"
"Good," I moaned.
A sudden slap on my clit had me apologizing "Sorry, Ms. Audree, it feels really good, Ms. Audree."
The frozen Popsicle melted inside me, my warm love canal an oven of lust. "Do you want me to fuck you with the Popsicle?" she teased, attempting to have me contribute to my humiliation.
"Yes, Ms. Audree," I answered and added, hoping to please her, "Please fuck me, Ms. Audree."
Seemingly pleased with my submission, she began to pump the melting Popsicle in and out of me. My moaning increased as the odd sensation pleased me. The constant Popsicle fucking continued for a few minutes until my orgasm was released; the most intense I have ever felt, red cum flooding out of me. I couldn't catch my breath as the intensity of the orgasm continued to shudder inside me. Ms. Audree pulled out the Popsicle, which was almost all melted, and ordered, "Open your mouth, Annie-girl." I obeyed and sucked my sweet cum and the remainder of the Popsicle, nowhere near as humiliated as I should have been by such an obscene act.
Audree smiled as she reached for the other half of the Popsicle and surprised me by shoving it in my cunt. She stood up, pulled it back out and put it in her mouth. I watched in stunned silence as she purred, "Hmm, not bad," and left the office, leaving the door open. I quickly hopped down from my desk and grabbed my skirt. I quickly pulled it on me and collapsed on my chair exhausted, humiliated and, oddly, still horny.
I made my way home in a daze and realized when I was lying in bed at night, slightly horny again, I didn't know if the food rule was still in effect. Having used the last of the hot dogs last night, I pondered what else might fulfill the purpose. After a couple of minutes, I thought to myself, this is silly; I don't have to masturbate myself to sleep every night. I closed my eyes and although it took a while, I fell asleep.
Following orders, I didn't wear panties and I wore thigh high stockings, mocha coloured, with a long black skirt and white blouse. I arrived at my usual early time, wondering what possible humiliation Audree might have for me. Just before 8, my secretary came in and said that Audree had called in sick. She had faxed a daily schedule for me. I read the fax and saw the heading, Annie-girl's schedule. I shook my head and told Rose, my older secretary, that it was an inside joke, which was somewhat true. Relieved to have a day without sexual tension, I went to work. The day was uneventful and effective, the way my life was before Audree had spanked me. As I took the train home, I couldn't believe the empty feeling I had. I was truly sad that Audree had not shown up at work today.
12. THE EGG
I headed to work and arrived at my old usual time, bright and early, before even my secretaries arrived. I sat at my desk and was surprised to see there was already a letter and a box waiting for me.
I opened the envelope and read her now becoming daily letter:
Dear Annie-girl,
You have a very, very busy day today. I will be in around eight to help assist you with the Atwood Presentation for this afternoon. To keep you focused on such a day, I have a special gift for you in the box. I expect you to keep it warm until I am ready to retrieve it from you.

Have a great day!!!

Ms. Audree
I read the letter three times wondering what could be in the box. Curious, I opened the box, and saw a small odd red cylinder. I looked at it confused, what could this possible be? It was rubbery and had a black loop on the end. I could not remotely conclude any purpose it could possibly have. Never mind why she wanted me to keep it warm. I shrugged and tried to consider how to keep it warm. Just as I was about to give up, I saw that there were instructions that went with it.
It was called the Trinity Red 10-Function Egg. I read the instructions and learned it was a toy that offered stimulation to your pussy. I looked at it and couldn't figure out how that was remotely possible. After a few seconds I finally realized what its purpose was and how I was suppose to keep it warm. I looked at it closer as I tried to figure out how to turn it on. I read the rest of the instructions and it was also waterproof and had a remote control, which I noticed was conveniently absent. I spent another five minutes attempting to fathom how such a thing could be enjoyable and how I would be able to walk with it in me. I finally decided to just obey and try it out before Audree showed up. It was a bit of a struggle, but I got the toy in my pussy. It did nothing for me, but also wasn't unpleasant. I stood up and walked around with it in me; it was a slight distraction, but not really a big deal. I sat back down and began working.
Ms. Audree came in as scheduled at eight, but just got to work, ignoring the fact that she had ordered me to put a toy in my pussy. After an hour of this, I asked, "Ms. Audree, can you please take out this thing from my pussy? I can't have it in me when our meeting starts."
She said nothing as she walked to her purse. She grabbed some red thing and suddenly felt an unexpected buzz in my pussy. I moaned out loud realizing she had a remote to the toy in my cunt. She asked, "How does that feel, Annie-girl?"
Disoriented by the buzzing, and the sensational feeling it was giving me, I stuttered, "Good."
"Good what?" she asked, her voice clearly annoyed by my neglect of addressing her formally.
"Good, Ms. Audree," I corrected, still greatly distracted.
"That toy will stay in you all day, Annie-girl," she informed me nonchalantly.
"No," I moaned, worried of the implications of her words.
"That is five more spanks, Annie-girl. Do you want to go for more?"
"No, Ms. Audree," I responded, not wanting to get any more spanks added to my punishment.
"That's what I like to hear, Annie-girl," she said, and patted my head.
Humiliation burned inside me while vibrations teased me. She pressed a button and the speed picked up. I moaned again and she pressed the button again and again until the vibrations in my pussy were shaking so fast, you could hear it working in me. "I'm going to come, Ms, Audree," I informed the 18-year-old, no longer able to control my body.
"Come for me, Annie-girl," Ms. Audree said, as an orgasm quivered through me. While my orgasm began to subside, I felt the toy quit vibrating. 'Thank God,' I thought to myself, 'I would never make it through the day if that thing was on in me.'
Ms. Audree got me focused and the next couple of hours we worked side-by-side, the toy in me, but not on. As lunch approached, she once again made a statement about who was in charge. "Annie-girl, I'm getting hungry. Go get me some lunch."
Until now, that had been her job. This was just another piece of the power puzzle she was taking. Instead of fighting her on it though, knowing fighting over it was futile, I asked, "What would you like, Ms. Audree?"
She smiled, knowing she had won again and gave me her order. As I was leaving, I felt the buzzing in me start again.
I looked back at her startled and she said, "So you know I'm near, my Annie-girl."
"Thank you, Ms. Audree," was the absurd words I said as I left my office to get food for my teenage assistant. I left and got lunch for both of us, getting hornier the whole time. Luckily, the vibration was on low and was more a teasing sensation than a pleasing sensation. A different security guard was on duty, which made me happy, one less awkward moment to potentially deal with. I returned with the food and Ms. Audree ate at my desk, while I ate on my loveseat; just one more example of her power play. The soft buzzing continued throughout lunch until Ms. Audree, without warning, turned it on high. The surprise change of acceleration inside me had me shaking and I began moaning like I was being fucked hard. Ms. Audree demanded, "Come for me, Annie-girl, come like the little slut you are."
I don't know why, but being called a slut only got me hornier and within seconds I was coming like the slut she said I was. She turned the toy down again and just as I was finally getting my breathing back under control, she turned it on high again. I fell back onto my couch and closed my legs tight, letting the toy in me give ultimate pleasure. The sensations were so intense and extremely pleasurable, that I was so desperate to come again, I lifted up my skirt and started playing with my clit, ignoring the fact that an 18-year-old was at my desk watching me. I let out a semi-loud scream and came a second time, even harder than the first. Suddenly the buzzing stopped and I collapsed on the couch, feeling sweaty and exhausted.
Ms. Audree said, "Annie-girl, we have to get going, our presentation is in an hour. You may want to get yourself a little more presentable. You look like a fucking porn star who just had multiple orgasms." She laughed and went back to work.
I obeyed and went to the washroom to freshen up. I looked at myself in the mirror and barely recognized myself. My hair was a mess, my mascara was running and my cheeks were flushed. I did indeed look like I had just been fucked. Plus, I could feel my juices dripping down my leg. I dried myself up as best as I could and washed my legs and pussy. I ended up spending five minutes making myself look presentable and professional, before returning to my office.
It was odd how quickly one can adjust to walking and working with a toy inside them. Eventually, I forgot it was in me. I made our presentation and it went well; Audree did twice turn on the toy, but turned it off just as quickly, clearly a solid reminder of who was really in charge, regardless of the outer appearance of the business men and women there. As soon as the meeting was done and the clients had all left, I felt the vibration begin again.
Audree said, "I am rather tired, I am going home, Annie-girl." She turned up the vibrations and tossed me the remote. As she walked out the door, she added, "The toy is yours, Annie-girl. Have fun. Tomorrow is a very special, special day."
I walked to my chair and sat at my desk. Oddly, I didn't turn down the speed of the toy, but instead lifted up my skirt and rubbed my clit as the toy thrilled me inside. I had one more orgasm from the strange toy and then pulled it out of my pussy. I tossed it in my purse and stayed at work for a couple of hours more before heading home.
13. THE THIRD FRIDAY; THE FIRST TASTE
Knowing and accepting that I would be getting spanked today, I wore the comfortable sundress I had bought the past weekend; a dress that also gave easy access for Ms. Audree when she was ready to do with me as she pleased. It was strange that in just two weeks, I had accepted such an absurd situation. I didn't like it, but felt helpless to stop it. My brain kept arguing that such extreme submission was wrong, yet my body always seemed to overrule my logic.
Audree and I worked together as a team, without a remote sign of the power she held over me. The day dragged on, which gave me all kinds of time to think about my spanking this evening. I couldn't quite place it, but something about Audree was different today. She was bubbly like an 18-year-old girl should be, not remotely showing the dominant side she had showcased the past two weeks. Deep down I could tell something was up, I just couldn't trying to figure out what it could be.
As time wound down to 5 p.m., I was a lot more anxious for my spanking today, I couldn't believe it, but my body showed obvious signs of excitement for the upcoming humiliation. My pussy was wet and begging for attention, but I refused to fan the flames of my desire. I just needed to get the spanking over with, so I could get to my weekend, a weekend I planned to spend at home doing absolutely nothing, but relax.
A little after 5, Ms. Audree entered my office and locked the door. She walked over to my loveseat and patted her stocking covered legs. She was dressed in a blue skirt, beige nylons, a pink shirt and a black vest. I approached her and without a single word, or a single protest, I lay across her knees. I could feel juice leaking out of my pussy as I lay over my 18-year-old black assistant. She lifted up my dress and still without one word being said she began to spank me. After about ten swats to each cheek, I was tearing up; at fifteen on each cheek I was crying, which is when it was supposed to end, but today she kept spanking me. Tears rained down my cheeks while she continued spanking me; my ass cheeks burning. During the last ten, punishment for an earlier moment of disobedience, incomprehensibly I started to feel even more aroused, and squeezed my legs together as tight as possible, to try to prevent Ms. Audree from becoming aware of my odd arousal. The last ten seemed to last forever as she would spank me and wait ten or twenty seconds, just long enough for me to begin to think she was done, and then add another. Even worse, I could not control my excitement and I started to leak onto Ms. Audree's leg. I felt ashamed and humiliated, getting spanked was degrading enough, but getting turned on by it was unsettling. When she finally finished, she still had not said one word. She continued to hold onto me with her one arm and started to rub my very red behind. Again, her touching me sent sparks to my pussy, and my legs spread on their own as more of my juices ran onto her leg. Her hand slid down between my ass cheeks and started to rub my outer lips, which made me let out a long low moan. She continued to stroke the fire between my legs, ever so slightly delving deeper into my pussy. I was being lifted to new heights from her gentle tender fingers, the same ones that were just spanking my ass a short time ago. I was completely losing all control as Ms. Audree's fingers were playing me like an instrument. Finally, Ms. Audree spoke, "Annie-girl, do you want me to stop or should I continue and finish what I started?"




Now here was the moment that I could have had stopped it all. I could have said 'please stop', but my head was spinning, her magical fingers having done a spell on me, and all I could think about was coming. So although I could hear my conscience screaming 'No ,no, no,', the words that came out of my mouth were the eager desperate words "Please don't stop, Ms. Audree."

"If I continue, Annie-girl," she paused for a moment before warning me, "things will be different between you and me." She slid two fingers into my gaping cunt, "These past two weeks have all been a test of sorts for you, Annie-girl; I have asked you to do things, crazy things, humiliating things and not once have you denied me. You have had your pussy waxed, you have quit wearing underwear, you only wear skirts to work now, you have fucked yourself with food, you have came like a slut for my friend Tiara and you allowed me to control your pussy with a vibrating egg. And, of course, you have allowed yourself to be spanked and punished. It is clear that you are submissive and like being told or ordered what to do, as proof you are lying across my knee, with your pussy dripping on my leg."
Humiliation was burning through me as she stopped talking for a bit to let me think about what she was implying. All of my focus at that time was on coming, although I had to admit that I hadn't had to think about much else other than the things she had me doing, at work or away from work. I couldn't deny her words. I knew deep down they were true. I had accepted all she had me do and felt a feeling of pride when I accomplished what she wanted me to do.
"So what is it going to be Annie-girl? Are you ready to give yourself to me completely or should we just end this right now? If you say no Annie-girl, I will never bug you again, you will return to your humdrum pathetic existence you had before we started this game. Or you can submit to me entirely, understanding that if you submit, I own you." She pulled her hand away from my hot pussy.
Immediately I was left wanting more, and I knew that the only way to cum was to submit to her. I threw away my pride and dignity and submitted, "Ms. Audree, I submit to you and will do as you wish."
As soon as I announced my submission to her, she started to stroke me again, and I instantly could feel the most powerful orgasm building in me, and then just as my breathing was getting heavier, she stopped. I moaned, "Please don't stop."
She spanked my ass hard and slid me onto the floor. "Get naked, slut," she ordered, her voice harsh and powerful.
I hastily pulled the sundress over my head and tossed it on the floor. I unclasped my bra and tossed it aside too. I was now standing in front of my Mistress, wearing only thigh high stockings. She demanded, "On your knees, Annie-girl."
I quickly obeyed, dropping to the floor like a puppy. Ms. Audree stared at me the whole time as she unbuttoned, ever so slowly, her vest. Underneath she was actually wearing a rather seductive sexy shirt with spaghetti straps. She looked at me, her large mountains of flesh barely contained by the flimsy shirt. She asked in a seductive purr, "Do you want to see what big girl breasts look like, Annie-girl?"
My shame burned as I considered how this 18-year-old's breasts were so superior to my tiny little tits. I desperately wanted to see them, to touch them, to taste them. I answered like a shy little girl looking for approval, "Yes Ms. Audree, I desperately want to see your big girl breasts."
Her smile still shined, "You have been wanting to see these since the first time you saw me, haven't you Annie-girl? Don't think I didn't notice you checking them out when we first met."
The shame lingered on. She was right, I was jealous of her large breasts and my small ones. "Yes, Ms. Audree, I didn't know I wanted to see them when I first met you, but I do now."
"Oh, but I knew," she purred. She lifted her thin shirt over her head and revealed her massive breasts to me. They were even larger than I had imagined. At least a 'd' cup size with big black areolas and large nipples that looked so appetizingly beautiful. I desperately wanted to suck on them, even though I considered myself straight as an arrow just two weeks ago.
Ms. Audree pulled me up, grabbed my hands and brought them to her nipples and for the first time in my life I felt another woman's breasts. I was so scared because I wanted to please and not be a disappointment, as I often had been to my husband. Her nipples grew hard between my fingers, and I just looked at them in until Ms. Audree reached up with her right hand and grasped my hair, gently pulling my mouth to her right breast. I opened my mouth and sucked on her right nipple. I licked and nibbled, my hand gently squeezing her firm massive breast.
While I was completely enchanted by her massive breasts, she said, speaking in a soft low tone, "Mmmm, you love my breasts, don't you Annie-girl?" I moaned a submissive yes, which was not good enough for her. She raised her voice and scolded me, "Answer my questions like an intelligent woman and not a stupid fucking child."
Fearing more of her wrath, I pleaded, "Sorry, Ms. Audree, I love your big breasts, they are so much bigger than my tiny inadequate little things."
"Yes, you do have pathetic little girl breasts, especially compared to my firm, large ones," she concurred, her voice back to her normal tone. "Aren't they the most beautiful breasts you ever saw, Annie-girl?"
"Yes, Ms. Audree, they are perfect," I obediently agreed, giving out a moan, my mouth full with her beautiful round black breasts.
The dirty talk and verbal self-adoration for her breasts continued as I continued to concentrate on her mounds of joy. "You love my big black real woman's breasts, not like your little girl breasts, don't you, Annie-girl?"
No longer caring about the insecurity of my tiny breasts, I answered with what I thought she wanted to hear, "Yes, Ms. Audree, I love your breasts. Your big black breasts are way more spectacular than my tiny white ones."
"It makes you want to worship these black superior breasts doesn't it, Annie-girl?" she asked, as she pulled her luscious breast away from me.
I looked at her disappointed. I answered, "Yes, Ms. Audree, I love your big black breasts."
"You want to be a white slut slave for your black Mistress, don't you Annie-girl?"
It was the first time I had considered the racial issue in such a derogatory way. But as I flashed back to Brenda, Tiara and Ms. Jones, it was clear that she was setting me up to be exactly that, a white slut for black women. I looked at her perplexed while I tried to formulate an answer. Finally, succumbing completely to my desire for her, "Yes, Ms. Audree, I want to be your white whore." I returned to worshipping her breasts.
After spending a few minutes pleasuring her big boobs, she leaned back into the loveseat, breaking contact with my lips, but still holding onto me by my hair. She pointed to a wet spot on her thigh and said mischievously, "I think you left a little something on my thigh here when I was spanking you, Annie-girl. Would you be so kind to clean it up?"
I looked at her thigh and realized it was my own juices, which had leaked onto her. I stood up to get her a towel or cloth from the bathroom, but she held me firmly and instructed, "No, no, no, Annie-girl, I want you to lick it up with your slut tongue!"
I had never even remotely considered the thought of tasting myself, and yet there I was, with no way out, unless I wanted it to end right then, but the feelings that were stirring inside of me, were far more powerful than any weak resistance my mind could offer. I knew I had to do it. As I lowered my head to her thigh, to lick my own cum off her, she moved her other leg wide so I could get a full view of her panties. They were white and had a large wet spot, and I could see her pussy lips' imprint almost staring me in the eye. As I licked my cum off her thigh, my eyes were glued to her covered pussy and the lingering scent that I was just starting to smell. As horrified as I was licking my own juices, my own body was betraying me as I had a burning desire to taste Ms. Audree.
She saw me staring between her legs and stated confidently, "I see there is something you like, isn't there, Annie-girl?"
Again I burned with embarrassment and was speechless, unable to utter a coherent thought.
She stood up, me still on my knees, and ordered, "Remove my skirt and panties, Annie-girl. It is time to give you what you really want." My fingers fumbled with her side zipper, but finally got it down and I lowered it to her ankles and she stepped out of it. I reached up for her panties, her pussy just inches from my face, and the sweet scent of her aroma filled my nostrils; a strong smell, but one that only filled me with more unbridled lust. As I slid her panties down, I paused briefly to get a good look at her pussy. I wanted to lean forward and taste it right then, but fought the urge and let the panties slide down her stocking clad legs. She stepped out of her underwear and reclined on the loveseat again. This time she sat so her pussy was just over the edge and spread her legs ludicrously wide. I stared at Ms. Audree's shaved pussy and was in awe of the sweet sexy diamond patch just above it. Ms. Audree smiled, thrilled with my submission, "You have never ever eaten pussy before have you, Annie-girl?"
"No, Ms. Audree," I answered, shaking my head.
"Oh I think you are really going to like it, Annie-girl," she said confidently as she pulled my head between her legs, leaving me just an inch or two from her glistening wet pussy. I looked at it obsessively and sniffed in the erotic scent of it. She was so wet, and although my mind was disgusted by the thought of what I was about to do, my body was getting extremely excited. I could feel my own pussy start to leak down my leg once again. Ms. Audree held me at bay, making me just sit on my knees, between her black legs, anticipating my duty.
She explained, "Now Annie-girl, a good white slut craves black pussy; a good white slave begs to eat black pussy."
She looked at me at expecting a response so I begged, both because she wanted to hear me beg and because I desperately wanted to do it, "Ms. Audree, can your white slut please pleasure your pussy?"
I couldn't believe I had called myself a slut, but the anticipation was killing me. I had one hand on her thigh and the other was between my legs touching myself.
She saw what I was doing and ordered, "Both hands on my thighs, Annie-girl, this is going to be one of your new rules. You can not touch yourself or make yourself cum without my permission, EVER, is that understood?"
I pondered the wording of one of the new rules, implying there would be many, but just nodded again, way past humiliation.
She pulled me to her pussy lips and started directing me how to please her. I extended my tongue and she moved me around until she had my lips where she wanted them. At first the taste was odd and slightly gross, but it seemed to get sweeter and sweeter the longer I lapped at her pussy. I licked randomly at first, but became much more focused after hearing directions from Ms. Audree. Following her instructions, I moved slowly up and down her pussy lips, my tongue splitting her lips. Ms. Audree's breathing got heavier and she commanded I focus on her clit. I obeyed and concentrated on her big hard clit. Determined to get her to come, to be a good pussy eater, I focused even more. After a few minutes of constant licking and pressure, her legs squeezed my head and pulled me in deeper. I heard her scream and felt her juices spray over my face.
I assumed I was done, but quickly learned that was not the case, "Don't you dare stop, slut."
I resumed licking, attempting to retrieve all her juice that had exploded out of her. I began to enjoy the taste and began to savour her juices. As her moaning kept coming, I heard her order, "Finger me, slut." I followed her command and easily slid my finger into her soaking wet cunt. I went back to licking her clit as I began to pump my finger in and out. I began to feel powerful while between her legs as I was in control of her orgasm. It was the first feeling of power I had felt in a long time. It was exhilarating to know that her moans were because of me. Knowing she was close to an orgasm, I slipped a second finger inside of her cunt and pumped in and out of her as fast as I could. Her breathing got heavier and she began to get animated, "Finger fuck me, slave. Get your Mistress off. Make her come." I hooked my fingers inside of her pussy searching for her g-spot. It wasn't as easy to find as I thought it would be, but when I found it she screamed bloody murder a few seconds later and came a second time. Her juices again flooding all over my face. I kept my fingers in her until she pushed me away.
She sat on the loveseat for another minute or two, letting the orgasm complete its journey through her body, while I sat on the floor. Finally she spoke, "Mmmmmmm, Annie-girl, that was awesome and to think this was your first time. You were like an old pro, Annie-girl. Maybe you are just a natural, a natural born cunt licker." I wasn't sure if that was a compliment or not, being a natural cunt licker wasn't one of the things on my bucket list. I was embarrassed by the statement, yet again oddly content that I had made her so happy.

"So is my Annie-girl still horny?" she asked.
"Yes," I whispered, still ashamed.
She had me back on my knees and legs spread a bit as she used her right foot to slide up my thigh and then to my wide open and vulnerable pussy. She felt my trail of wetness and I spread my legs open even more. Her stocking-clad foot touched my super wet pussy. She rubbed her silk stocking toes up and down my pussy, getting her foot very wet. After a minute of this, my breathing already showing my excitement, she brought her foot to my mouth, and her left foot moved to my pussy.

"Okay Annie-girl, please clean your slut juice from my stocking," she instructed, adding just one more layer to her many levels of humiliation. I did as I was told and brought my hands up and held her foot and licked my juices off her nylon-covered foot. I tried to suck my juices out of the sheer silk. Again, just when I thought it couldn't get any more humiliating, I couldn't fall any lower, she found a new way.
She alternated each foot every so often over the next few minutes, each time I sucked my juice off her foot. I was on the edge of ecstasy as her foot playing between my legs teased me, and her toe occasionally slipped between my pussy lips; oddly the humiliation of it all was turning my pussy into an inferno.
As I got closer to my much needed orgasm, I pleaded, "Ms. Audree, may I come please? I am getting so close, please?" I thought about just how low I had fallen in only two weeks; here I am in my office, my executive office, getting my pussy rubbed by a young girl's foot and I was begging her to give me permission to come on her foot. As absurd and ridiculous as it was, I couldn't stop it now, nor would I if I had the opportunity.

She moved her foot away from my cunt. "Who do you now belong to, Annie-girl?"
I didn't want to verbally admit it, but the fact was she had owned me for the past two weeks. So I admitted, "I belong to you, Ms. Audree."
Although she heard my submission, she repeated the question, returning her foot to my cunt, "Who owns you, Annie-girl?"

I repeated my answer, "You own me, Ms Audree."
We repeated this verbal charade a few more times before she changed the question. "Who is my white whore?"
"I am, Ms. Audree."
"Who loves black pussy?"
"I do, Ms. Audree," I moaned, as her foot parted my pussy lips.
I was getting so close to coming, I didn't think I could hang on any longer. I begged her to allow me to come, but she ignored my pleas.
"Are you ever going to disobey an order, Annie-girl?"
"No, Ms. Audree," I whimpered, as her toe poked into my pussy.
"Because you are my white trash whore, aren't you, Annie-girl?"
I would have agreed to almost anything to cum at this moment as I replied, "Yes, Ms. Audree, I am your white trash whore."
"Who's pussy is my foot playing with, Annie-girl?" she asked.
I sighed, annoyed by the barrage of questions, and desperate to come, "This is your pussy, Ms. Audree."
She was wearing me down, making me fall deeper and deeper into her web.

"Yes, Annie-girl, you are now mine! And if you do as you are told, you will get this pleasure over and over and get special attention like this from me; but if you do not do as you are told, I can take this away."
She removed her foot away from my pussy again. I begged desperately, "Yes, Ms Audree, I am yours and will be a good little white girl and do as I am told. Please, please allow your slut slave to come. Please, Ms. Audree!!!"
She moved her foot back to my pussy and said, "Come, Annie-girl." And just like that, as soon as I heard her glorious approval, I had the most intense orgasm I had ever experienced, a trend that seemed to be happening often; each orgasm becoming more intense than the one before it. I grabbed her foot and fucked myself with it like a raving whore and rode the wave of my orgasm for all it was worth. A second, smaller orgasm triggered inside me and I continued to come on Ms. Audree's foot, like the white slut I apparently was.
I am not sure how long the orgasms lasted, but I was in another world, feeling like mind and body had separated. As I was slowly getting back to normal, as if I would ever be normal again, Ms. Audree presented her foot that had fucked me to two orgasms to my mouth. Her stocking was soaked and I knew what was expected of me. I cleaned her foot soaked with my cum with my tongue.
As I cleaned her foot, I had time to think about what had just happened, feeling humiliated again, my conscience back, I reflected on my downfall. How had I allowed myself to come like that on my assistant's foot? What had I become?
As I was lost in my thoughts of what I was becoming, Ms. Audree pushed me away with her other foot, almost knocking me over. She stood up and began to get dressed and commanded me to go clean myself up in my bathroom. I rose to get up and go to the bathroom, but Ms. Audree pushed me back onto my knees and explained, "No, no, no, crawl, Annie-girl." I stayed on my numb knees and crawled, like a dog, to my bathroom.
Once in the bathroom, I went to the shower. It was one of the perks of being a partner, having a bathroom in my office. I looked at my face in the mirror and saw my makeup was smeared and covered in Ms. Audree's pussy juice. As I licked my lips, I tasted myself on my lips and in my mouth. My face burned with shame. It was one thing to do what I did, but now to see the remnants on my face was a totally new level of humiliation. I broke down and cried hard. My tears flew out of me for a few minutes as I showered and washed away all my and her cum. But what I couldn't wash away was my shame that now overwhelmed me. I stood in the shower for at least fifteen minutes before stepping out of the shower and drying myself off. Once finished, I realized my clothes were out in the office. My resolve was now slightly back, and feeling stronger and confident, I decided I was going to tell Ms. Audree that this was going to end now. I stepped out into my office and realized Ms. Audree was gone; I went to retrieve my clothes and I couldn't find them. Then I saw a note where my clothes should be. It read:
MY Annie-girl,
On the desk you will find the clothes and shoes you will wear home tonight. There are no panties or bra for you to wear and that is how I expect you to be the entire weekend, no matter where you go, you will not be wearing either. And when at home, you will be naked at all times; of course, except if you have company which I doubt you would have anyway. One last thing, you will wear the heels at all times. Have a great weekend!!



Ms. Audree
P.S. Don't you dare think about taking a cab home! You must take the train home tonight! Also, you must stand even if you are offered a seat.
P.S.S. Of course, keep the stockings on.
P.S.S.S. I also expect you to flash at least one pretty woman on the train.
I went to my desk and looked at the clothes she had left for me. I picked them up and sighed. The outfit she had laid out for me only consisted of a short skirt and a white blouse that looked to be at least two sizes too small for me. Lastly, the heels were black with an open toe and an ankle strap, and were an impossible to wear five inches high. I sat down in my chair, still naked, as I pondered how I was going to deal with this. I had no choice; I had no other clothes or shoes in my office.
I got dressed and looked into the mirror. Tears welled up inside me again as I realized I looked like a streetwalker. The skirt was a tight fit, but long enough that nothing would show if I didn't bend down, but not long enough to show the tops of my thigh high stockings. My nipples was as hard as diamonds and clearly visible through the sheer see through white blouse. Lastly, the heels were clearly "fuck-me" heels, and a bitch to walk in. But what choice did I have?
I picked up my purse and my portfolio and scurried out of the office hoping no one would be around. Thank God it was Friday. I used my portfolio to cover my breasts and nard nipples as best I could, hoping it would limit my potential for humiliation. The train station was only two blocks away, but my feet were already hurting from the heels. I saw that the train was actually at the station and tried to walk faster to not miss it and instead tumbled and almost fell. I ended up missing the train and had to wait at least ten more minutes, alone and dressed like a Barbie fuck-toy. My feet were already aching and the pain began to move up my calves and thighs. By the time the next train arrived, the station was quite busy and many people were giving me peculiar looks. The boys and men drooled over me, while the women glared at me with obvious disgust.
I got on the train and went to a center post for balance, worried that I might tumble at any sudden movement. As the train started to move, I could feel the cold air on my thighs and wondered if anyone could see anything, My face burned with embarrassment; to avoid an even bigger humiliation, I used my portfolio to cover up my breasts and my nipples that were threatening to poke through my paper-thin blouse. As the train rumbled along, I could feel every bump and felt a couple of rubs against my ass; nothing overly overt, but it was still embarrassing. Nearing my stop, I looked around and saw a young college student, dressed in athletic gear and a ponytail, with her headphones on and looking directly at me. A nervous smile crossed my face, one which she returned. Figuring it was now or never, as I felt the momentum of the train slowing down, I lifted my right leg up to the chair, which lifted my skirt up enough to give her a direct look at my shaved cunt. Her smile got slightly bigger. She looked at my cunt and then back up at me. As soon as the train reached my stop, I quickly got off the train. I looked back towards the cute co-ed. Not paying attention, distracted by the co-ed`s curious smirk, someone ran right into me. My portfolio went flying to the ground, my papers going everywhere. As I frantically tried to pick them up, I remembered how I was dressed. Anyone watching could get a good peak at my small cleavage and a great look at my cream white skin that showed between my thigh high stockings and my skirt. Finally all my papers were picked up and put back in the portfolio. The rest of the walk home was agonizing. My legs and feet were killing me so I had to go extra slow. What usually was a five minute walk took an excruciating fifteen walk.
When I arrived home, I stripped immediately and took a bath. The bath made my legs and feet feel so much better. After the long bath where I replayed my complete debauchery in my head, I got horny again and ended up having a long drawn out orgasm while in the tub. After my orgasm had subsided, I remembered I was not supposed to come anymore without her permission. I cursed myself for forgetting, I cursed her for such a stupid command and I cursed myself for caring about such a silly order. Finally I figured fuck it, like how would she know? So I lay in the tub for a few more minutes before deciding to get out. By the time I got out of the tub, I looked like a prune. It was almost 9 p.m., so I put my heels back on and headed to bed naked.
During the night I had a number of dreams all involving Ms. Audree; it seemed she was becoming a part of me. I couldn't even rid myself of her during my sleep. Each time I woke up, I felt a damp spot on my bed and finally I was so horny again I couldn't sleep; desperate to come so I could fall asleep, I took off my shoe and used the long heel to fuck myself to yet another slutty orgasm. Finally satisfied, I figured fuck it, I am not obeying orders while in my house and took off my other heel and fell asleep.
14. THE SLAVE CODE
I woke up and immediately ignored Audree's command and put on my robe and tossed the heels in the closet. I was done taking commands from her.
D-O-N-E...DONE.
I lounged around the house for a while, having breakfast, watching a re-run of Cheers, before finally going to my computer and checking my e-mail. I had a few work related e-mails and one from Audree that was titled: The Slave Code. I thought about not opening it and playing dumb on Monday when she asked me about it, but my curiosity got the better of me, like it often did.

Dear Annie-girl,
Below is the Slave Code. It is the rules you will now ALWAYS follow as my slut. Some you have already been following, while others will be new. Please read and save to your memory as I expect complete compliance to each of the codes. And, I hope Annie-girl, you have obeyed my order and not touched your slut cunt.
THE SLAVE CODE:
1. You will always call your Mistress Ms. Audree. This includes in front of clients, our co-workers and our boss.
2. You don't have a vagina, you have a cunt.
3. You don't have breasts, you have tits.
4. You will keep your CUNT shaved at all times.
5. You will only wear panties when you are on your period.
6. You will no longer wear a bra...ever. What is the point, anyway? It is not like you have grown up tits anyway.
7. You will wear thigh high stockings or garter & stockings every day
8. You will not wear slacks anymore.
9. You will wear heels of at least 3 inches to work every day, although Ms. Audree may insist on specific heels.
10. You may only orgasm after you have received proper permission from Ms. Audree.
11. You will always look Miss Audree in the eye when she is speaking to you.
12. You will always be ready for your Friday spanking.
13. Whenever you hear the command "Kneel" you will instantly drop to your knees.
14. You will never lie or keep anything from Ms. Audree.
15. You will never question anything Ms. Audree says.
16. You will say the following sentence after each spank. "Thank you, Ms. Audree, may I have another."
17. Your personal schedule must be approved by Ms. Audree.
18. Your cell phone will always be on so Ms. Audree can contact you at any given moment.
19. You will not think; slaves are like bimbos...their role is not to think, but to obey; you must accept that Ms. Audree knows what is best for you.
20. You will never disobey a direct order.

THE PUNISHMENT:
1. You start with 10 spanks.
2. Each disobedience increases your spank count.
a. Each time you don't acknowledge me properly is one additional spank.
b. Each time you do not look me in the eye when I speak or when you speak to me is one additional spank.
c. Having an orgasm without permission will add an additional 10 spanks to your total, for each forbidden orgasm.
d. Every other disobedience will have an additional punishment based on the severity as decided by Ms. Audree.
3. Any additional spanks can be done at any time Ms. Audree feels is prudent.

Ms. Audree
Unknown to my brain, my hand was playing with my pussy while I read the ludicrous expectations. I couldn't believe the audacity of Audree to even consider such extreme expectations out of me. She was my employee; I was her boss. Yet, as my brain contemplated the irrational expectations, my body warmed with excitement. It wasn't until I plunged two fingers into my pussy that my mind's judgement was clouded and my body took over. My pussy craving more, I reached for an empty coke bottle that sat beside my computer and shamelessly shoved it in my pussy. I pumped the wide bottle in and out of me, a sharp pain occasionally shooting through me, as my pussy attempted to stretch around the bottle. I kept up the assault of my cunt for a few minutes, until an orgasm exploded out of me. I let out a loud scream and kept fucking myself allowing the orgasm to last as long as humanly possible. As I attempted to give myself multiple orgasms, I heard the voice of Ms. Audree.
"What the fuck are you doing, slut?" Ms. Audree roared.
I jumped off my seat, the bottle slipping out of my pussy, startled by her voice, "What are you doing in my condo?"
"One," she said.
I looked at her confused, "How did you get in here?"
"Two," she said and explained matter-of-factly, "I copied your key a week ago. A better question is why you have disobeyed so many of my orders."
I looked at her, embarrassed and scared.
"You are supposed to be naked, you are not. Five. You are instructed to be in heels, you are not. Five. Lastly, you had an orgasm without getting permission from your Mistress. Ten." She walked up to me, her face flushed with anger as she asked, "Have you had any more orgasms without my permission, Annie-girl?"
Not wanting any more punishment, I lied, "No."
"One more," she said, shaking her head, "You really are a slow fucking learner."
I quickly corrected my error, "No, Ms. Audree."
"Are you lying to me?" she asked, looking at me directly in the eye.
I looked down, avoiding eye contact, and lied again, in a trembled whisper, "No, Ms. Audree."
"I don't believe you," she said, and added, "How many of my codes are you trying to break today? No eye contact, that is one more. At this rate my hand is going to be sore from all your punishment."
She grabbed my hand and led me to my bedroom. She walked over to my bed, leaned in to my sheets and sniffed them. "Smells like slut juice to me, Annie-girl."
Broken and afraid, I finally admitted the truth, "Ms. Audree, I am so sorry for lying to you. I had two more orgasms last night."
She walked over to me, "That is twenty more and ten extra for lying." She seemed to be doing the math in her head as she said after a moment of silence, "If my math is correct, you have already accumulated fifty-three spanks."
"I am so sorry, Ms. Audree," I pleaded.
"I am beginning to think you really like being spanked. Why else would you purposely disobey so many orders? Take off your robe, Annie-girl."
I obeyed, now standing completely naked, vulnerable and ashamed in my own home in front of this black girl. I watched her walk over to a duffle bag she had apparently brought with her. She pilfered through it before coming back to me with some strange silver things. She looked me in the eye with a clear don't-you-dare-fuck-with-me look as she commanded, "Don't move."
I stood completely still as she grabbed my breasts. She purred, her voice dramatically shifting from angry to gentle, "Annie-girl, your nipples are rock hard. Did reading my codes get you horny?"
Sadly, the answer was obviously yes, and I admitted, "Yes, Ms. Audree, they did."
"And yet, you disobeyed so many of them. Strange," she responded intrigued. "Don't move or flinch or this will hurt way more, Annie-girl." I looked at her nervously as she moved the silver chain towards my breasts. I saw the clamp at the end and let out a gasp even before it reached me. My body did an involuntary flinch and Ms. Audree added one more to my total. I closed my eyes, bit my lip and waited. The pinch on my nipples was intense at first and eventually just became a consistent numbing sensation. Ms. Audree did the same thing to my other breast. When I opened my eyes, she had a camera in her hand, "Say cheese."
I reactively covered up my breasts and vagina. Her rage came back, "Do you want ten more? Did I say you could fucking move? Now stand still."
"Please, Ms. Audree, I will do anything. Please don't take pictures," I grovelled.
Ms. Audree's mischievous smile was back as she took the first picture. "Shut up. We can do this the easy way or the hard way. Now stand still, Annie-girl."
Petrified, I dropped my hands to my side and sat helplessly as she took photos of me.
"Actually, Annie-girl, we are going to take a whole bunch of pictures. Grab your fuck bottle."
I looked at her with pleading eyes and when I got no sympathy I quickly left the room and retrieved the bottle. When I returned a moment later, Ms. Audree instructed, "Sit back down and fuck yourself, slut."
I reluctantly sat back down, opened my legs and re-inserted the bottle into my still very damp cunt. I felt flash after flash, my humiliation boiling, until Ms. Audree ordered, "Now go get on some thigh highs and your heels and return to me." I obeyed and went to the closet and pulled on a pair of black thigh highs and slipped into my God-awful five-inch heels. I buckled them up and wobbled back to Ms. Audree. As soon as I entered the room, she began taking pictures of me. "On your knees, Annie-girl, crawl to your Mistress," Ms. Audree ordered. I instantly fell to my knees, and crawled over to her like a puppy. She took picture after picture of me in my complete submission. When she was happy she had taken enough photos, she had me follow her to my living room; of course, still on all fours.
She opened my curtains to let in the light. She looked out the window and said, reflectively, "You have a great view. I bet you can see into other's rooms and they into yours. Now crawl to me, Annie-girl."
I crawled to her feet, again like a puppy would do. She pulled me up and commanded, "Now press your baby tits against the window."
Mortified, I looked at her and protested, "Please, Ms. Audree, not that."
She let out a dramatic sigh. "Annie-girl, do we really have to go through with the charade? If I have to ask you again, I will double your spank count."
I didn't dare call her bluff and turned to my window and leaned into it. The window was colder than I could have imagined, numbing my nipples instantly. I looked out the window and to all the other windows. I realized many people could potential see my nakedness. Ms. Audree queried, "Are you ready for your punishment, Annie-girl?"
Although the thought was as embarrassing as I could imagine, as humiliating as humanly possible, my answer was that of a good slave, "Yes, Ms. Audree, I am ready for my punishment."
The first slap hit me suddenly and my body squished even tighter to the glass window. There was a long pause, a strange silence, until Ms. Audree gave a sigh of disappointment, "What are you supposed to do when I spank your white ass?"
I suddenly remembered the slave code and reluctantly said, "Thank you Ms. Audree, may I have another?"
"Good, Annie-girl, you like being spanked don't you?"
"Yes, Ms. Audree," I automatically responded.
The next ten minutes I was spanked again and again and I thanked my black teen Mistress each time she whacked my ass. Tears poured down my cheeks as the humiliation burned my ass and my dignity. I lost track what number she was on as the assault on my ass continued. Against my will, I felt my cunt juices dripping down my leg.
"Annie-girl," Ms. Audree purred, "This ass spanking is getting you wet, isn't it?"
"Yes," I replied.
"Why?"
I didn't know the answer. I said, tears still flowing, "I don't know."
"I know why, Annie-girl. You need discipline. You need to serve. Your mind says it is wrong, but your body says it is soooooooooo right. Am I right, Annie-girl?" she asked, as her firm black hand hit my hot white ass.
"Yes," I screamed out loud both as a declaration of truth to my black Mistress and from the stinging pain of the most recent slap, and added, "Thank you Ms. Audree, may I have another"
The slaps continued until I could no longer imagine the pain being any more extreme when I thankfully heard the words, "Fifty-three." I heard her heels walk away and I turned my head to see what she was doing, my body still cemented to the window. She had disappeared. I wondered if I was allowed to move. Finally she returned, still fully clothed, but wearing a strap-on cock. My eyes went wide as I realized what she obviously had in mind. "Ready to get fucked, Annie-girl?"
"Yes, Ms. Audree," I moaned, my humiliation dissipating as my desperate need to cum overwhelmed me.
"You want an 18-year-old black assistant to fuck your white cunt?" she asked, attempting to humiliate me more.
But it wasn't working. Any humiliation I had felt was gone as all I wanted was to feel her plastic cock in me. I begged, like the whore I clearly was becoming, or had already become, "Yes, fuck your white whore; use her cunt for your amusement." I couldn't believe the filth that was coming out of my mouth, but that is exactly what I wanted at the moment. To be fucked. Hard.
I got my wish as Ms. Audree grabbed my hips and slid her cock into my drenched cunt. Unlike the last cock that entered me, all five inches of it, this seven inch cock filled me completely. It was thick and long and, unlike my ex-husband who lasted maybe five minutes, this fucking lasted an eternity. She called me names, spanked my ass and kissed my neck and back. The clash from harsh to gentle was such a contrast, it confused my body. "Are you close, Annie-girl?"
"Yes, Ms. Audree," I moaned.
"You can come on the count of 10," she generously offered and began thrusting harder and deeper, as she counted down.
"9, don't cum yet, Annie-girl."
"8, who's your Mistress?"
"You are, Ms. Audree," I grunted.
"7, and what are you?"
"Your white slave, Ms. Audree," escaped my lips.
"6, and what do you want right now?"
"To come, Ms. Audree," I begged.
"5, and will you ever disobey me again, Annie-girl?"
"No, Ms. Audree, I will be a good girl," I said, in a strangely innocent good-girl tone.
"4, you like the heels, Annie-girl?"
Although I hated the heels, I answered, "Yes, Ms. Audree, I love the fuck-me heels."
"3, what's your name, Annie-girl?"
"Slut, whore, Annie-girl, cunt, dyke," I responded, degrading myself even further.
"2, beg to cum, Annie-girl."
I obeyed, begging, the fire inside me beginning to bubble, "Please Ms. Audree, can your white slut come?"
"1, come my Annie-girl whore," she ordered and shocked me as her finger penetrated my ass, just when I started coming. The violation of my ass and the shudder of pain actually made me come harder. I knew I had became even more her slave. She finger-fucked my ass the whole time my orgasm filled me, "That's it Annie-girl, come for your black Mistress."
When my orgasm was done, she pulled her finger out of my ass and spun me around, dangling her finger in front of me, the way someone would put a carrot in front of a bunny. Then, without even thinking, my mouth opened and I obediently took her finger, that was just in my ass in my mouth. The taste was awful and my humiliation was now officially complete.



Ms. Audree pulled her finger out and took off her strap-on cock. She demanded as she handed me the cock, "Clean my cock, Annie-girl."
I obeyed and cleaned my cum off the plastic cock. Audree watched until I was done, took the toy and left the room. She came downstairs a minute later with her duffle bag, "See you on Monday, Annie-girl."
I watched her leave, speechless and slightly disoriented. I closed the drapes and went back to my bedroom and collapsed on the bed, tears falling once again.
Now thinking straight, my hormones contained, I was furious. My job was at risk and my life was a mess and I knew it was really now or never. Having slept for a few hours I was refreshed and I felt like a new person. I felt a new power that was hard to explain, and, at that moment, I resolved I was going to stand up to Audree and take back my life, once and for all.
15. RESISTANCE IS FUTILE
As I entered the shower, my body was a buzz and my mind was reeling thinking about how all was soon going to be restored to normal. I entered my bedroom to get dressed and put on a bra and panties in defiance of the direct orders of Ms. Audree to remain naked at home and knew there was no way I was going to put those painful heels back on. The rest of the weekend flew by and I was feeling more in control, which I had somehow lost since the arrival of Ms. Audree. Unlike earlier weak resistance attempts, this time there was no weakening of my resolve. The remainder of the weekend, I continued to convince myself I hated this treatment and must stop it. I had worked way too hard to get where I was now and was not going to lose it all because of some 18-year-old power hungry bitch.
On Monday, while I dressed for work, I could feel a tiny bit of my confidence draining, but I held my resolve and dressed normally for work, normal before I had become Audree's slave. I wore a hunter green bra and matching panties, a dark green blouse and a pinstriped business suit, with slacks covering up pantyhose, with vest and jacket. I had broken many of Audree's so-called codes and I was ready for the confrontation. My plan was to arrive early so I could be at my desk in a position of power when Ms. Audree arrived. I arrived to work at 7:30 and, after grabbing a coffee, I sat my desk and turned on my computer. As it was loading, I noticed that the background on the computer had changed, and I let out a low gasp. Taking a closer look, I could see it was a picture of me kneeling between Ms. Audree's legs in my office. Tears started to form in my eyes and then a video started on the screen showing me in the same position, only this time with audio. I was mortified. All my strong determination to break Audree's spell withered away in a heartbeat. I stopped the video and quickly tried to figure out my next move. My sobbing escalated as I wondered fearfully what else Ms. Audree had recorded. While I pondered this disturbing revelation, Audree abruptly opened my office door and slowly closed and locked it, looking at me crying.
"What is the matter Annie-girl? It looks like my little Annie-girl doesn't follow directions too well, does she?" I didn't respond, overwhelmed by the scenario and my weak position. Audree continued, walking closer to me, "Did you have second thoughts? Were you considering going back on your word? It seems you thought you were going to be the one in control this morning, didn't you?"
Hanging my head in shame, I admitted, no remote hint at the steadfastness I had only a few minutes earlier, "Yes, Ms. Audree, I did have thoughts of trying to take back control of my life. I can't do this any longer."
"Do what?" she asked.
"Be treated like a slave," I explained. "I need to focus on work. I am the boss and you are my employee."
She shook her head with an expression of complete disbelief, "I thought Friday and Saturday, we had finally got past this silly little game we have been playing."
"It's just I thought," I began.
"Shut up, Annie-girl," she roared, "Didn't I make it clear. You are not to think."
"I'm sorry, Ms. Audree," I squeaked, scared like a little girl who had disobeyed her mommy.
She chuckled, "Sorry, Annie-girl. You have got on my last nerve. I almost wonder if you are worthy of my time. There are many other white sluts who would switch places with you in a heartbeat." She reached my desk and sat on the corner of it. She continued, "But I have no choice. You have clearly not yet learned and one thing about raising children is consistency."
My anger at the way she casually treated me like a stupid child exploded out of me. I stood up, "Enough Audree, this conversation is done, we are done. "
Ms. Audree exploded in laughter, and pinched my cheeks like my grandmother used to do to me, "Oh how cute. A temper tantrum." Her laughter quickly died and was replaced with a condescending attitude, "I figured you may attempt to fight back one day. That is the reason for the recordings, you stupid shit."
Still confident on the outside, but wavering on the inside, I said, my voice raised, "You can do whatever you want with those, Audree, but things are going to change here and now!"
A smirk, a condescending fucking smirk, crossed her face, "Tell you what, Annie-girl, if your pussy is completely dry right now, I will quit my job right this second and you can have your life back. But I bet my job, obviously, that even as you stand here being all dignified and pretentious, you are getting wet, actually you are probably fucking soaked. Deep down you know I am now in control of your life, every fucking aspect of it. And you fucking love it. I fucking own your tiny little titties, I fucking own your shaved whore cunt, I fucking own your pale white ass and I fucking own your insipid child-like mind." She stood up and added, her voice raised too, "I OWN YOU."
I was blushing and crying hard now, my mind again a mess of emotion. And although I didn't want to admit it, my pussy was not only wet, but leaking.
When I didn't say anything to her declaration, she demanded, "Take off your fucking slacks, Annie-girl."
I trembled, but obeyed.
"Pantyhose too? You just never fucking learn do you, Annie-girl?"
I began to respond when she slapped me across the face. I was stunned and more tears rained out of me. "I am sorry I had to slap you in the face, Annie-girl, but your insubordination made it necessary. Now understand things are going to change right now! No more of this silly nonsensical resistance." She pulled down my pantyhose and panties, "Well, it seems I was right, you are fucking dripping wet, Annie-girl. Why is that?"
I could barely get words out through the tears. I attempted to explain, "I don't know, Ms. Audree; for some reason, your treatment of me gets me wet. I try to resist it, but my body just can't."
"Now listen here you fucking dyke, today is the day you officially become mine, and you will do as you are told or you will be punished, and I don't mean on Friday, you will be punished when and where I feel you need it. Now hop that little white whore of an ass up on your desk!"
I quickly did as I was told and jumped up onto my desk.
"Now what were you told to wear this weekend when home?"
"Only the heels you had given me, Ms. Audree," I replied.
"Yes, heels given to you as a gift by your Mistress. And how did you appreciate this rare gift?"
"I didn't, Ms. Audree," I said, fearful of another slap to the face.
"What made you think you could disobey one of my orders, Annie-girl?"
"I am sorry Ms Audree; I am not sure what I was thinking."
"Remember this, Annie-girl; I do the thinking for you. Who thinks for you, Annie-girl?"
"Ms. Audree thinks for me."
"Good and who owns you?"
"Ms. Audree owns me," I confirmed.
"Now it is time for some punishment for your most recent misdeeds." She reached into my desk and pulled out a thick ruler, about an inch wide and very thick.
She took off my shoes, pulled off my pantyhose and panties and ordered, "What are you never allowed to touch without permission?"
"My pussy, Ms. Audree."
"Close, my white whore. Sluts like you don't have pussies remember, they have cunts! Isn't that right?"
"Yes, Ms. Audree, I have a cunt," I corrected.
Ms. Audree grabbed my panties from the floor, "Wow, Annie-girl, these really are soaked, you are such a lez slut." She handed them to me and suggested, "If I were you, slave, I would put these in your mouth as a gag, unless you want the whole office to hear you when I spank that cunt of yours."
I took them in my hand and put my drenched green underwear in my mouth.
"Now slide that cunt of yours to the edge of the desk and spread those whore legs of yours as wide as you can, slut," the black Goddess ordered.
I complied, my legs spread as wide as humanly possible. Ms. Audree dropped to her knees, which led to a gush of cum leaking out of me. Seductively, her pretty face between my legs, she teased, "Do you want me to lick you, Annie-girl?"
I moaned a muffled yes through my panties gag and got wetter as she leaned her head forward. Just before she was about to lick my desperate pussy, she backed away and instead gave a good old fashion spanking to my naked cunt. The harsh blow shot a huge pain to my body; thankfully my deathly scream was muffled by my gag. Ms. Audree started out slow, taking her time between each blow, each time striking in a different spot of my cunt; tears flowed down like a faucet stuck on, with each stroke getting progressively harder. Ms. Audree stopped at 20, leaving me a crumpled mess on my own desk. She stood up and sat in my chair and watched as I tried to recover from the punishment. Then, surprising me, she leaned in and licked my pussy. My emotions overwhelmed me as a jolt of pleasure shot through my entire body. She licked my pussy lips, sucked on my clit and began fingering me; instantly the burning pain disappeared as her tongue made me feel all better, like a mother cuddling her sick child. Watching this beautiful black teenager licking my pussy, my Mistress, was the final breaking of my submission shell. I instantly knew this was exactly what I wanted, what I needed. It took Ms. Audree very little for her expert tongue to get me riled up and I spit out my panties gag and begged, "Please, Ms. Audree, can your slut come?"
She looked up at me, her finger still in me, "Will you ever try to break away from me, again?"
I moaned, "No, Ms. Audree, I know my place now. This is what I need."
Her finger reached my g-spot, "Come Annie-girl, come for your Mistress." The confirmation was all I needed. My body began shaking and my cum flooded out of me. Ms. Audree kept her finger on my g-spot and continued pressure on my clit while the orgasm waved through me.
After a few minutes, when I was finally able to talk, I apologized, "Ms Audree, Annie-girl is sorry for not obeying your orders; Annie-girl promises never to disobey again." I looked at the clock and asked, "Ms. Audree, can Annie-girl get dressed please?"
She smiled, rolled my chair back and ordered, "No not yet, get down on your knees and crawl over here!" I obeyed. I got off my desk, felt my knee crack and dropped to the floor. I crawled the few feet to her as Ms. Audree lifted up her skirt revealing a large wet spot of her own on her panties. "Remove these, Annie-girl, and pleasure me as you did on Friday. As you can see, you have gotten me a little excited!" Ms. Audree raised her ass up enough to allow me to remove her wet panties and slid herself to the edge of the chair, spreading her black legs wide. As I finished pulling her panties off, she suggested, "You better hurry Annie-girl, you have an appointment arriving in 30 minutes and you have to clean up, you are a fucking mess!" Laughing, she pulled my head hard against her pussy, "Get to work, my little slut! This is gonna be a full time job for you."
My face deep in Ms. Audree's pussy, I was instantly intoxicated by her aroma, and knew that I was disturbingly addicted to her. Her hold on me was too strong for me to ever again attempt to break free. After about ten minutes of concentrated licking, I could feel Ms. Audree getting closer and closer to an orgasm. I slipped my finger into her gaping hole and her juice exploded on my mouth and face and she pulled me even deeper into her. It became almost impossible to breathe as I continued to lick and listened to her ride the waves of her orgasm. Her sweet juices coated my lips, my face and my hair. Finally, thank God, she released my hair, and moved her pussy away from me.
Ms. Audree looked at the clock, "Annie-girl, you only have 15 minutes before your appointment arrives. You better hurry. You are a complete mess." I grabbed my clothes and went to my bathroom and saw that I was indeed a mess. I didn't have time for a shower, so I washed my cunt, trying to get rid of my sex stench, my pussy still sore from the harsh punishment. I reapplied my make-up, pulled my hair into a bun and got done just before my appointment arrived.
The meeting went extremely well and we got approval to create a campaign for them, but all I could think about was Ms. Audree's head between my legs and her pussy scent in my nostrils.
When the day ended, Ms. Audree reminded me, "I expect a completely different wardrobe tomorrow, Annie-girl."
"Yes, Ms. Audree," I responded, no thought of fighting her left in me.
"Good," she said, "Since you can't flash your cunt on the train today, you will flash your tits."
"Yes, Ms. Audree," I acknowledged.
"Excellent," she said, before asking, "Oh by the way, how have your past two flashing orders gone?"
I retold both times in as much detail as I could.
When I was done, she ordered, "If you see either of these girls, invite them up for a drink and a cunt licking."
"OK, Ms. Audree," I agreed, praying I wouldn't bump into either of them tonight on the train.
"This order stays in effect until you see one of them again understood, Annie-girl?"
"Yes, Ms. Audree," I again confirmed, wondering if I could possibly be so forward to a stranger.
She walked over to me, kissed me hard, unbuttoned my slacks, unzipped them and slid a finger in me. "If you get one of them into your apartment, you have my permission to come as often as you wish that evening."
I moaned, my excitement increasing from her finger in me, "Thank you, Ms. Audree, you are very generous."
She pulled out her finger, gave a soft chuckle, "Have a good night, Annie-girl."
Once she was gone, I zipped up and buttoned my slacks. I looked at the clock and thought it was slightly earlier than when I had flashed either of these women in the past, so if I left now I probably could avoid them, if they were regular train passengers. I hurried to the station, my suit jacket in my hand, my blouse unbuttoned half way and braless. I got on the train and sat down, nervous as can be. I looked around and didn't see either of them. I let out a sigh of relief and relaxed. A couple of stops later, a redhead got on the train and a chill went up my spine as she walked closer to me. Another wave of relief hit me when I realized she was not the same girl I had flashed last week. As the train rolled on, a group of teenage girls, probably 18 or so, sat directly across from me. As the train got closer to my stop, I knew I still had not flashed anyone. I pulled all the courage I had in me and unbuttoned my last two buttons and casually let my blouse fly open, my tits now in plain view of anyone looking.
I heard giggles and then a chubby brunette said politely, "Excuse me, ma'am, but your blouse is wide open."
I looked down and feigned surprise, "Well, so it is." I gave a slightly I-am-so-embarrassed smile and began to button up my blouse. The train came to a stop and I quickly scurried off the train. I heard one of the girls say, "I think she flashed us on purpose."
A smile crossed my face, feeling sexy from the naughty flash. I shook my head, headed home, realizing I had just flashed a group of high-schoolers.

16. NIPPLE CLAMPED
Monday night I printed a copy of The Slave Code and followed it faithfully. My attire Tuesday and every day that followed consisted of thigh high stockings, a dress or skirt, a dark blouse to hide my nipples and five inch heels; I also had a pair of three inch heels for when I was in presentations or meetings. I was still uncoordinated in them, but I was getting better. Each day I showed up at my regular time and was given a task to complete for Ms. Audree. Each day also ended with my eating pussy, a taste I was now becoming addicted to. Sadly, the favour was not returned.
On Tuesday I got to my office and found the following note:
Annie-girl,
I have left a special gift for you in the black box. I expect you to wear this gift on your tits all day until you find someone to take it off for you.
Ms. Audree
I opened the box and was not remotely surprised to see nipple clamps. Although I hated the idea and the humiliation that would surely go with it, I went to the washroom, undid my black blouse, and put the nipple clamps gently on my tits. It hurt immensely, even though I did it as gently as possible. I put my blouse back on and went to my desk.
Audree came in a little after eight, "Are they on, Annie-girl?"
"Yes, Ms. Audree," I confirmed.
"Good girl. Show me, Annie-girl."
The door was open, so I unbuttoned my blouse just enough to show my obedience. Ms. Audree nodded in approval and allowed me to button up my blouse. She handed me my schedule and left my office. The day flew by and it is odd how quickly one gets used to something. By the afternoon, I had become accustomed to the nipple clamps and actually had begun to get aroused. The thought that I looked so prim and proper to my clients and employees, but underneath was dressed as a whore, was strangely exciting. I couldn't explain it, but my pussy was damp and leaked just a smidge from the submission.
When my workday was over, my nipples were quite sore and I desperately needed to get the clamps off, but who could I possibly ask? I wracked my brain, but couldn't remotely come up with someone to help me with my problem. Then suddenly an idea popped into my head: Tiara. Maybe she could help. Without hesitation, I grabbed my purse and went to the bookstore. I walked in and looked around. My heart picked up a beat when I saw Tiara putting together a book display. I walked over to her, "Hi, Ms. Tiara."
This startled her, but the black beauty smiled, "Hi Annie-girl, I didn't expect to see you today."
"I need your help," I said.
Her smile got wider, "What can I do for you?"
I looked down slightly, embarrassed by the words that came out of my mouth, "Ms. Audree made me wear nipple clamps today and I must wear them until someone takes them off for me."
Her look of surprise told me she did not know about this, "Well I get off in forty-five minutes. I could meet you up in your office after I get off work, Annie-girl."
I looked at her with pleading eyes, "Can't we do it now?"
"Sorry, my boss wasn't in last time you were here, so I had access to her office. I don't regularly have such a luxury," Tiara explained.
"Oh," I said, disappointed.
"Plus, what do I get in return for doing you such a favour?"
"Um, I, what do you want?" I asked, nervously.
"Oh," she teased, "I have a few ideas. Audree said you have a pretty talented little tongue, Annie-girl."
My face went crimson red.
"Go back to your office, I will be there in an hour," she ordered.
"Ok," I replied, and walked out of the bookstore and back to my office.
When I got to my office, Ms. Audree was at my desk writing a note. She looked surprised to see me. She asked, "What are you doing here? I thought you left for the day."



"I needed to find someone to help me with the nipple clamps."
"Did you find someone?"
"Yes, Ms. Audree."
"Who?" she asked, impatiently.
"Tiara, she will be here in an hour or so."
"I see," she said, "You cheated. She wasn't supposed to be a choice."
"Sorry, Ms. Audree," I apologized.
"No, no, you found a loophole. Good for you," she said, an odd smile on her face. "I would love to watch, but I have to meet my parents for supper tonight. I will see you in the morning." She got up and took the paper she had been writing with her. She walked over, kissed me on the mouth, and added, "Obey every order Tiara gives you. Do you understand, Annie-girl?"
"Yes, Ms. Audree," I replied, already expecting that I was going to have to service Tiara.
"Good. Also, you may want to get here early tomorrow. Tomorrow's task may take a little getting used to," she warned, with a scheming smile on her face.
"OK, Ms. Audree," I responded. I went to my desk as she walked out of my office.
The next hour ticked by at a snail's pace as I waited for Tiara. When she arrived, she ignored any sort of pleasantries, and closed my door. She walked over to my loveseat, pulled down her skirt, her panties, her pantyhose and snapped her fingers like I was her maid. I got up from my desk, walked over and dropped to my knees between her legs. I looked up at her waiting final instructions, which came, "OK, Annie-girl, tit-for-tat, you do me a favour and I will do you a favour. Now get me off."
What would have been humiliating a few days ago was just another task for me to complete, an ends to a mean. I leaned forward, extended my tongue and began licking. I was immediately awed by the strange fact that her pussy had a distinctively different taste than Ms. Audree's. Not better, not worse, just completely different. I wondered if every pussy had a distinct taste, something I would soon learn the answer to. I followed a similar pattern I had when pleasing Ms. Audree, and licked her pussy lips until they were quite wet and when her moaning increased, I concentrated on her large clit. As her heavy breathing increased, I could tell she was close to an orgasm, I slid a finger inside her gaping hole and hooked my finger in search of her g-spot. As soon as I found it, I heard a whimper and her legs squeezed against my head as she came. I couldn't believe the tingle that went up my spine, like it did when my sports teams won, when she came. My pussy got damp from my successful pleasuring of another woman. It was a disturbing, but true, fact that getting her off, was getting me off. As she released my head from her legs, I continued to slowly lap her cum. When she had calmed down, "That was very good, Annie-girl. Audree was right. You will make a good slave for us."
'Us,' I thought to myself. Did she mean her and Audree or did she mean even more people. Another question to which I would soon learn the answer.
"Well a deal is a deal, Annie-girl, take off your shirt," she ordered.
I unbuttoned my blouse and revealed my breasts and the nipple clamps.
She smiled, "Annie-girl, you look really cute with those things on."
"Thank you, Ms. Tiara," I replied, oddly excited by the compliment.
She walked over, gently unclasped the clamps from my burning red nipples and surprised me by taking them in her mouth. The warm sensation was what I desperately needed. My body responded with slight leakage below. Five minutes later, she quit, "Did Ms. Audree, give you permission to come, Annie-girl?"
"No," I answered, disappointed.
"Too bad," she shrugged, "I would have given you an orgasm like you can't even begin to fucking imagine." She moved in and kissed me hard, her tongue exploring my mouth. Sadly, she broke the kiss and suggested, "Next time, you should get permission, my dear."
I recalled Ms. Audree saying I must obey every command Tiara ordered and pleaded, desperately hopeful, "Actually, Ms. Tiara, Ms. Audree ordered me to do whatever you told me to, so if you tell me to come, I would have to."
Ms. Tiara considered this for a while before responding, her finger slowly moving between my tiny tits. "Well that is a technicality, and although I want to devour you until you're just a puddle of goo, I am not one to break the rules." She gave me one last kiss and moved away to get dressed.
I could not believe the great rush of disappointment that washed through me when I realized I was not going to come.
I briefly contemplated disobeying Ms. Audree and getting myself off, but I resisted and reluctantly headed home. Not surprisingly, I tossed and tossed and turned and turned and tossed and tossed some more while I tried to fall asleep, my pussy called for attention.
17. SITTING PRETTY
I arrived at work to find a strap-on 5 inch cock, strapped on my chair and standing straight up, saluting me. I gasped in shock and reached for the note on my desk, which seemed to be the new routine.
Annie-girl,
You probably have noticed your gift today. I have scheduled today to be an office day. In other words, you will work at your desk all day when possible, as you create our presentation for the Zanteen meeting tomorrow. I expect you to sit with your new cock in your cunt at every possible moment. A remote control for the toy is in your right hand drawer. I expect the toy to be turned on at all times it is in your cunt.

Ms. Audree

P.S.-You may not come without my permission. Now sit on the cock!!!
I sighed at the task at hand, but obeyed, thankful I wore a dress that would make this task easier. I held the toy straight up and slowly lowered my slightly damp cunt onto it. When I was completely sitting, I continued to move around trying to get comfortable, as comfortable as one can in such an awkward situation. When finally content, I reached into my drawer, grabbed the remote and turned it on low. The buzz instantly had me feeling good and I knew it was going to be nearly impossible to not come. I began to work on the presentation and ignore the buzzing thrill inside me.
Ms. Audree came in a little after nine and got right to work. It was incredibly absurd as the next two hours we worked side-by-side, as colleagues, completely ignoring our odd relationship and my humiliating position.
At a little after 11, Ms. Audree announced she was meeting a friend for lunch and would be back a little after 1. She gave me a sly smile, the first recognition of my predicament, and left.
I was about to get up, go for lunch myself, and give my pussy a much needed break, when Penelope Anderson, Vice-President of Marketing came in. My face flushed as I nervously prepared for the awkward situation. She sat down and asked about the Zanteen presentation and bounced a couple of ideas at me. I couldn't believe how wet my pussy was, knowing the dirty secret I held, while Penelope only saw the business-like side of me. We conversed for over twenty minutes, before she asked if I would like to go for lunch and talk some more. I said sure and asked if she could give me a few minutes to just finish up what I was working on. She agreed and thankfully left. I quickly stood up, feeling a gush of juice escape me, as I pushed my chair into my desk and rushed to the bathroom. I used a cold cloth to wipe up my thighs and overactive pussy and allowed myself to calm down before leaving to meet her for lunch.
Lunch came and went with little fanfare and when I returned to the office, the toy was gone. Panic quickly spread through me as I wondered who would take it. I assumed, and prayed, it was Audree, but what if it wasn't? I looked for a note and found none and my anxiety instantly increased. I called Audree on her cell, but just got her voice mail. I cursed and attempted to work and act like nothing was wrong.
An hour passed before Audree strutted into the office. She had a smile on her face, which told me she had the toy and a great wave of relief spread over me. She suggested, "You know, Annie-girl, you probably shouldn't just leave your toys around like that. What if someone happened to walk in while you were gone?"
I blushed and said submissively, "I didn't know I had permission to remove it, Ms. Audree."
"Oh," she said, somewhat surprised by my response, before she added, "From now on you can keep anything that may get you caught in your drawer, if you like."
"Thank you, Ms. Audree," I gratefully said.
"Since you have been such a good girl today, I am going to let you eat my cunt after work," she said, like she was giving me a great gift.
"Thank you, Ms. Audree," I responded, my pussy's sweet tingle coming back.
"You are welcome, Annie-girl. Don't worry, you will get many opportunities to practice your lovely tongue skills."
I blushed, not out of embarrassment, but anticipation, "I look forward to pleasing you, Ms. Audree."
Just as I finished the sentence, Penelope knocked on my open door, and I immediately wondered if she had overheard anything. She asked, "Can you meet in ten with the team to go through what we talked about, Annie?"
It was odd to hear my actual name, instead of my pet name. I smiled and responded of course we could. Penelope left and I asked, nervously, "Think she heard anything?"
Audree shrugged, "Who cares? Actually, if I add a second white slut to my work harem, it will be her."
I was immediately stunned at such a flippant remark. Penelope was a very powerful woman and, unlike me, married. There was no way she would submit to a teenager. She loved her husband and was always talking about him. "Oh, Penelope would never submit," I said dismissively.
"I will take your challenge," Audree confidently declared. "Do you think Penelope would believe me if I told her you were my lesbian slut?"
I had no words to respond to such a statement. I contemplated the whole absurd conversation, sure there was no way she could seduce Penelope. Audree broke my thought, "Oh shit, we need to get to that meeting, Annie-girl."
Thankful to end this awkward conversation, I got up and went to the meeting.
The meeting lasted longer than usual and I didn't get back to my office until almost six. As I was packing up my things, Audree came in and asked, as she sat on my loveseat, "Are you ready for supper, Annie-girl?"
I walked over and locked the door, before getting on my knees between the legs of my black Goddess. She stood up, unzipped her skirt and allowed it to fall to the floor. To my surprise, she was not wearing panties. She sat back down, opened her lovely black legs and beckoned me in. I leaned in and licked her pussy and listened to Ms. Audree's dirty talk, through her soft moans.
"So Annie-girl. How long do you think it will take to have Penelope begging like a white slut to please me? One week? Two? A month? She is stronger willed than you, so she will be a bigger challenge than you were. But you can tell that she is not sexually satisfied. She dresses like a boy and has no clue how to showcase her assets. Her tits are almost as big as mine, but you would never know unless you really tried to look. Her long skirts hide her legs and she has no idea how to use make-up. I plan a complete makeover of Penelope. New clothes, new hair-do, new make-up, and a new attitude." She gave out a loud moan, as my tongue hit the right spot, "The big question is, do I make her your slut or you her slut?" My pussy tingled as I imagined being her slut. I have always been jealous of her big breasts and her confident demeanour, although I liked her greatly as a person. She was sweet, passionate and understanding and, unlike me, never let her anger show. I still couldn't imagine Penelope submitting to Ms. Audree, although three weeks ago, I couldn't imagine I would be in my office, on a Wednesday night, on my knees, eating out her cunt either. My knees a little numb, I decided it was time to get her off and slid two fingers in her. Her moaning instantly increased and she was soon ordering, "Don't stop fucking me, Annie-girl, you got your Mistress very close. Pretty soon you will be doing this to Penelope too. You'd love that I bet."
My pussy began to leak, desperate for attention, as I fingered her faster and harder, my mouth never leaving her clit. My feverish assault on her cunt eventually had her convulsing on the loveseat and her orgasm immediately followed. Realizing I was addicted to her cum, I savoured every last drop of her juices until she pushed me away.
Ms. Audree pointed to her skirt and I assisted in dressing my black Mistress. When she was dressed, she said, "Do you want to come, Annie-girl?"
"Urgently," I answered.
"Two more days and I will let you have the greatest orgasm you have ever felt. Until then, no touching your pussy. No matter how badly you want to, resist. Obey like a good slut. Because who knows what is best for you?"
"You do, Ms. Audree," I answered, greatly disappointed by her latest instruction.
"Good, you are turning into a good slut, Annie-girl, a very good slut."
She left the office and after going to the washroom to clean up, I headed home as well.
The train was again uneventful, and the night was restless again too, but this time because I kept having dreams of being between Penelope's legs. Her blue-green eyes and blonde-red hair haunted my dreams as I dreamt about eating her pussy under her desk and sucking on her large breasts. Although I didn't touch my pussy, nor did I have an orgasm, I did wake up in the morning with a not small, not large, wet spot on my sheets.


18. THIRD HOLE TRAINING
Another day, another note. I arrived at work at my usual early time, looking forward with great anticipation to the note I expected to find at my desk. As usual, I was not disappointed, as a note and a pair of panties sat in my desk. I was really curious as I pondered why panties would be on my desk. I grabbed the letter and read it.
Annie-girl,
I assume you are curious why I would leave panties on your desk. Especially considering you are not to wear them anymore. Well if you open your desk, I think you will begin to understand why I have left them for you.

Look now!!!
I quit reading the letter and opened my drawer. What I found was a small, black plug, that I knew from my brief earlier experimentation was a butt plug. I returned to the letter.
This is a butt plug. It is the first of three you will wear in the next week. Also, in the drawer is lubrication, I highly recommend you use it before inserting the toy in your ass. You will wear this toy in your ass from the time I arrive until the time you have eaten my cunt and I am done with you for the day. Since you have a major presentation this afternoon, I would highly recommend that you get it in your white ass soon and walk around with it as much as possible, so you can get used to it. Because you have never walked around with a plug in your heinie before, you may wear panties today (Would hate to have it fall out during your presentation).

If you need help with putting the plug in your own ass, I should be at work by quarter to eight and will be more than willing to assist my slut.

Ms. Audree
I looked at the plug. It wasn't that big, about the same size as the one I had used a while ago with an online Mistress. So I knew it would fit, although it had been a while since I had put anything in my ass, and I sure wasn't comfortable about walking around with it in my ass.
I reached for the lubricant and gave a generous coat to the plug. I lifted up my skirt and put some lube at my anal entrance as well. As I struggled and attempted to get into a position to put the toy in my ass, I heard my door handle turn. I quickly sat at my desk, as if working. Ms. Audree walked in and closed the door. My face must have shown the panic, "Struggling with today's task, Annie-girl?"
"No, Ms, Audree. I was just putting it in as instructed when you walked in and I panicked."
"Do you want my help, Annie-girl?"
"Yes, Ms. Audree, I would be very grateful."
Ms. Audree walked to my desk and I handed her the already lubed toy. She instructed, taking the toy, "Bend over, Annie-girl." I sat up and bent over my desk. I felt her soft hands lift up my skirt and her hands pull apart my ass cheeks. Although slightly humiliated, I had become so accustomed to being vulnerable and at the mercy of my black assistant that this just seemed like a natural progression. I felt the toy go between my ass cheeks and after a brief pause I felt it slowly slip into my ass. A slight burn shot through me as the toy filled my rectum. Ms. Audree gave a playful slap on my ass before pulling my skirt back down for me. "Let's get to work, Annie-girl. Today's presentation is fucking big." She tossed me the panties and suggested I put them on; I quickly pulled slid them up my legs.
The rest of the morning went by fast, and I was on my feet for most of it and desperately trying to get used to the toy in my butt. Although I never got completely used to the feeling of walking around with a toy up my butt, it became more manageable and relatively tolerable by the time of the big meeting. The meeting went off without a hitch and I figured we were only a few drinks and some schmoozing away from closing the deal. We were to meet next week for a supper meeting to go over the final details of the deal. The group decided to go out for drinks to celebrate the success and I looked at Ms. Audree, who gave me a subtle nod approving my participation.
There were eight of us who left together and ended up at the Irish Pub. I gave a little yelp when I sat down, having not properly sat down at the right angle for the plug. Ms. Audree gave a knowing smile and sat beside me. Under the table, her hand sat on my leg, just resting there, a potential tease. One drink became two, which became three and more. Soon we were all getting pretty intoxicated.
When only four of us remained, including Penelope and her gay assistant Markus, Ms. Audree swerved the conversation towards sex. A tingle teased my cunt as the prediction that Penelope would succumb to Ms. Audree's charm flashed in my head. Ms. Audree, reading my mind, moved her hand under my skirt, teasing my pussy from outside of my slightly damp underwear. Ms. Audree started harmlessly, asking Penelope, "So when do you plan to have children?"
Penelope, a few drinks in, became way more frank than her work-self, answered, "I'd have to have sex to get pregnant."
We all laughed, but Ms. Audree used it as an opening, "So you don't have sex often?"
"I honestly can't remember the last time I had a real cock in me," Penelope answered, clearly drunker than I thought. I don't think I had ever heard her swear in the few years I had known her and her first one was 'cock'.
Ms. Audree, leading her prey to the sexual slaughter, said, "Oh, so you're bi. That makes sense. I thought I noticed you checking me out."
Penelope spit drink out of her mouth, clearly shocked by the statement. "Excuse me," she said, her words slightly slurred.
Audree shrugged her shoulders, acting like it was no big deal, "It's ok, Penelope, I am used to women checking me out. I don't know what it is about me, but women are always drooling over me." Her fingers pushed hard against my panty-covered cunt, allowing wetness to seep through the thin fabric.
Penelope replied, "I wasn't checking you out, Audree."
"Oh, really? I'm sorry. I just assumed that since you didn't get much action with the hubby, maybe you accommodated by finding a girl or two at work. I know someone at work who does the exact same thing," Audree hinted, her finger hooking inside my underwear. I gave a soft moan, even as I worried about her telling Penelope the truth or Penelope concluding the truth herself.



Audree gave an olive branch and Penelope took it hook, line and sinker. "Who would that be?" Penelope asked curiously.
Audree gave a coy smile, "I don't kiss and tell." Her finger slipped between my pussy lips. It was all I could do to not come right there.
Penelope, in her drunken state, tried to process Audree's implication that she was bi. Her face was quite flushed, a mixture of alcohol and either embarrassment or arousal. Finally, she said, looking at me, maybe wondering if I was the so-called bi co-worker, "Annie knows what it is like to work long hours; we sacrifice our love lives a bit for our careers."
Ms. Audree, her finger now in my cunt, replied, "Hey, I am all up for my career, but I don't plan to give up my sex life for it. I plan to have my cake and eat it too." She paused a few seconds for dramatic effect, before correcting herself, "Well in my case, I plan to have my pie and lick it too."
This time it was Markus who spit out his drink, "Well ladies, too much lesbian innuendo for me. I am going to find me a boy toy." He finished his drink and went on the prowl.
Penelope was clearly trying to put all this information together, "Well, I should go too." I wondered if she was like I was only a brief time ago. Her pussy probably was tingling with eagerness, while her head was fighting the temptation to submit.

Audree said, "Well that's a shame, things were just getting interesting."
Penelope looked at Audree for a few seconds before abruptly standing up, breaking the eye contact. Audree stood up too, her finger leaving my cunt, and gave Penelope a goodbye hug. Mortified, I watched as her finger, which was just in me, was now near Penelope's nose. I could tell that Penelope noticed an odd scent, but I doubt she put two and two together. Just before Penelope left, Audree whispered something in her ear. Audree watched her leave and snapped her fingers at me. I, like a good puppy, quickly went to her. She had me pay the check flash the waitress my tits before we went back to my office.
Once back in my office, she said, "So, still think Penelope won't be mine?"
I was no longer sure of anything, "I really don't know."
Audree smiled, "I could have taken her tonight, Annie-girl, but I don't want to take her drunk. I want her to willingly submit to me fully cognisant of her decision. Just like you did."
"Like I did?" I questioned.
She smiled as she took off her slacks and sat on my loveseat. "You know exactly what I am saying. You submitted to me willingly."
"I did not," I adamantly disagreed.

She pointed to the floor and I got on all fours and crawled towards her. She asked, "Did I force you to climb onto my lap? No, Annie-girl, I didn't. You, on your own accord, submitted to me. Sure you tried to fight it morally, but deep down you wanted to submit to me. You needed to. Annie-girl, pretend all you want that you were forced into this submission, but that is not true. Sure I seduced you, tempted you, and threatened you, but in the end you made your own choice to be my slut." By the end of this sad truth, I was at her feet. She opened her legs and ordered, "Now get me off, Annie-girl. Flirting with Penelope got me really fucking horny."
She grabbed my head and pulled me into her wetness. Unlike previous encounters, which started slowly, this was just her fucking my face. By the time she came, after only a couple of minutes, my face was soaked with her juice. Still breathing hard, she turned around so she was on her knees and her ass was in my face, "Annie-girl, spread my ass cheeks and use your tongue to give me a nice anal rimming."
The thought of such a disgusting act was revolting, but like a good slut, I obeyed. I pulled her firm ass cheeks apart and looked at her little rosebud. Although humiliated by the act I was to perform, I was too weak and too obedient to resist. I extended my tongue and licked. The taste was extremely unpleasant and slightly sweaty, I just submissively did the humiliating task, trying not to think about it. Thankfully, after only a minute or two of this degrading act, she told me to stop and put her slacks back on. She patted me on the head, "You are such a good girl, Annie-girl." She chuckled as she left, "One sleep until your next spanking."
I got off my knees and went directly to the washroom where I grabbed the mouthwash and shot it like one would a shooter. I washed my face, which was sticky with juice, and after crying once again, I called a cab, too drunk for the train, and headed home.
19. CAUGHT IN THE ACT
When I arrived Friday, with a bit of a hangover, I was shocked to find no note waiting for me. I was both thankful and disappointed; my emotions still a roller coaster of fucked up.
Audree arrived a bit late and handed me my schedule. Being the last Friday of the month, it was only a half-day, and my schedule was a bunch of update meetings. As lunch rolled around, Ms. Audree and I finally connected, "I ordered lunch in, Annie-girl. We'll get your weekly spanks done early today."
I just nodded. She looked at her watch, "Lunch should arrive at 12:30 or so. By then this building should be like a ghost town." She handed me a file and left my office. I worked on the file, vaguely excited about Ms. Audree's promise that I could come today. I had been consumed with the thought of an orgasm all day and most of the week and soon it would hopefully be fulfilled.
Lunch arrived on time and Ms. Audree and I ate lunch like a regular boss and employee would. We talked about clients, upcoming presentations, and hiring gossip. When lunch was done, Ms. Audree smiled, "I hope you don't mind, but I didn't order you any dessert. I brought you my own." She walked over to my desk, pulled off her skirt, and hopped up onto the desk.
I didn't need instructions. I went to my desk, pulled my chair around, and gazed at my Mistress's ripe, perfect cunt. I moved in and surprised her. Instead of going directly to her pussy, I kissed her inner thigh. I gave soft kisses to every inch of her black left thigh. I moved to her pussy, my hot breath directly on her cunt, her intoxicating smell drifting to my nose, before I moved to her right thigh. She moaned, "Annie-girl, are you teasing me?"
Looking her directly in the eye, I attempted to be seductive, "Yes, Ms, Audree, is it working?"
She moaned in reply and reached for my head guiding me into her luscious cunt. I lapped luxuriantly, savouring her taste. Accepting I loved this complete submission, I became focused on bringing the most possible pleasure I could to my young black beautiful Mistress. I licked slowly, moving my tongue up and down her wide pussy lips. As her breathing got heavier, I decided to focus on her clit, like I usually did, and as her legs began to tighten around my head, I slid my finger into her ass. A surprised moan-scream erupted out of her and she began quivering, her legs having random spasms as her orgasm hit her. Her juice sprayed onto my face and I attempted to retrieve as much of her cum as I could.
When she had recovered, she ordered me to get undressed. I took off all my clothes except my thigh highs. She ordered, "Bend over your desk, Annie-girl."
I obeyed and waited for the harsh hit of her hand on my ass. It took longer than expected, but it came none-the-less, a hard firm slap on my right cheek.
Like a good lesbian slave, I asked, "Thank you, Ms. Audree, may I have another?"
A second one followed on my left cheek, before Ms. Audree spoke, "You have been very good this week, Annie-girl. So good, there will be no extra punishment spanks. Actually I plan to reward you for being such a good girl."
I whimpered as the third and fourth slap made contact. The spanks continued as I ignored the pain, my pussy wet from the anticipation of what my reward could be. When Ms. Audree was done with my discipline, she asked, "How badly do you want to come, Annie-girl?"
"So badly, Ms. Audree," I pleaded, wanting nothing more.
"Ready to be fucked?" she asked.
"Yes, Ms. Audree," I answered.
"Even if it is in the ass?" she tested.
This surprised me, but I would do anything to cum, to please Ms. Audree, "Yes, Ms. Audree, please fuck my ass."
She walked over to her duffle bag, pulled out a strap-on, different than the one from last weekend. She also had some lube in her hand. She lubed the strap-on as she watched me watching her. When she had it properly lubricated, she reached back in the bag and grabbed a vibrator. She put the strap-on around her waist and walked back over to me. I was still bent over my desk, just waiting to be fucked like the slut I had become. She slipped the vibrator in my cunt and spread my ass cheeks, rubbing her thin cock at the crack of my ass. "Ready, Annie-girl? Ready for your Mistress to fuck the shit out of you?"
I ignored the terrible pun and begged, "Yes, Ms. Audree, please take my ass."
"Who owns your white ass?" Ms. Audree asked.
"You own my white ass," I responded, like a good slut.
I let out a gasp as she began to push forward, opening my sphincter. I held onto my desk, ignoring the pain that enveloped me as the sensations in my cunt from the toy kept me excited. Slowly the cock went deeper in my ass and although the pain didn't disappear completely, it did fade to an annoying burn. Soon the cock was buried in my ass and Ms. Audree began to slowly fuck my ass. I don't know if it was because I had not come all week, or because of the vibe in my cunt, or because I was her submissive slut, or because I actually liked taking her cock in my ass, but I was as horny as I had ever been. Way past caring about dignity or pride, I begged, "Yes, Ms. Audree, fuck your slut's white ass. Bang my ass. Make your whore come."
So enthralled by my desperate need to come, I didn't hear the key in my office door, or the opening of the door. I did hear the sound of keys hitting the floor, and when I looked up, I saw a jaw-dropped, eyes stunned, very pregnant Jane, watching the violation of her boss. I began to speak, "Oh my God, Jane, it is not..."
But Ms. Audree cut me off, "Come now my white lesbian slut, come for your Mistress."
She began fucking my ass with authority and even though I didn't want to, the dam broke and an orgasm so intense I was complete jelly, waved through me like a child putting their finger in an electric socket. I closed my eyes, ignoring the fact that my good friend and assistant on maternity leave was watching me get royally ass fucked. Although the humiliation was the most extreme I have ever felt, so was the orgasm that refused to subside.
Through my delirium, I heard Ms. Audree order Jane to take a seat, but I refused to open my eyes to see if she did. Ms. Audree finally pulled out of my ass and asked, "Did you like having your ass fucked?"
I opened my eyes and saw Jane looking at me stunned. I gave her a look that attempted to say 'I'm sorry', but the words she heard were, "Yes, Ms. Audree, I loved you fucking my white ass." Shame filled me, but submission overwhelmed me.
"Why don't you introduce me to your friend?" she asked.
Would this humiliation ever end? "Jane, this is your temporary replacement and my Mistress, Ms. Audree; Ms, Audree this is my good friend and long time assistant, Jane."
Ms. Audree walked over to Jane, still wearing the strap-on dildo and extended her hand. She greeted, absurdly polite and formal, "Nice, to meet you Jane."
Jane, in a dazed stupor, responded, "Um, it's nice to meet you, too."
Ms. Audree explained to Jane, "Now my slut, Annie-girl here, is petrified right now. She is worried that you will reveal her secret. Reveal that she is a lesbian slave. But you won't do that, will you?" Ms. Audree's eyes bore into the out-of-her-comfort-zone pregnant Jane.
Jane stuttered, "Of-of-of course not. I just came to get some paper work. I apparently didn't file for my maternity benefits. What Annie does in her personal life is none of my business."
Ms. Audree let go of Jane's hand, "Well, Annie-girl and I are done here, so feel free to stick around and catch up." Ms. Audree took off her fuck-toy, got dressed and finished, all friendly, "It was a pleasure to finally meet you, Jane." She gave me one last smirk and walked out of my office.
I looked up at Jane and completely broke down in tears. Jane, being the friend and assistant she always had been, went to the bathroom, grabbed my robe and brought it to me. She helped get it on me and comforted me gently. When she finally calmed me down, she asked how this had all happened.
I retold the whole sordid story without leaving out any of the humiliating details as Jane held me tight. She told me it was ok and that she was there for me. Finally when everything was out in the open, she asked me the question that I had no answer to and had been dreading since our conversation first began. She asked, "Annie, is this what you want? To be her slave?"
I looked at Jane, a million thoughts bouncing around in my head and answered...
THE END
If you read this far, hopefully you liked it. If so, please vote and leave feedback.
Kisses Jasmine
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COCKSUCKING COLLEGE SISTER
I have always believed in fate; in the theory that everything happens for a reason. Such a philosophy has brought me a fair amount of ridicule over the years from my buddies. That said, only a crazy amount of fate or destiny could have allowed the dominoes to fall the way they did. So if you are curious how my sister ended up my personal fuck-toy keep reading.
I am twenty-two years old and, if I do say so myself, very good looking. I am 6'2, black as night hair, green eyes and all muscle. I have just returned from a stint in the military and am in the best shape of my life. I should also note that I have never had a problem with the ladies. While I wouldn't say they flock to me, I can say I have never gone very long between oil changes, if you get my drift.
My sister, Lily, on the other hand, was my polar opposite. She was shy, unlike my outgoing personality. She was a genius, unlike me with my solid 'D' average. She had never dated while I lived at home, when I had a different girlfriend every couple of weeks. And she was the epitome of nerd, wearing her hair in pigtails, wearing out-of-fashion glasses and always carrying a book. She also always wore long skirts and dressed as if she had just been time-warped from 1955. To make matters even worse, she had been wearing braces for the past three years.
Anyway, when I returned from overseas, Lily had just begun college. It was just one week into the term and I imagined she would already be deep into Advanced Calculus for fun.
The night that changed everything started like so many other uneventful nights. I had a date with a chick I had met a week earlier. I figured we would eat, catch a flick and then fuck. Meatloaf sings two out of three ain't bad, but it sure is when the one I don't get is laid.
As fate would have it, I got a call from a high school buddy who was now a member of Alpha Delta something or other. He sounded drunk as he slurred on the phone, "Dude, get your ass to the Alpha house now."
"Why?" I asked having been there last weekend at a so-called party, where the guys outnumbered the girls ten to one. It was the ultimate sausagefest and quite frankly I had enough of that in the military.
"Dude, the initiation of Pi Sigma Pi is underway," he hollered.
"So?" I asked, not really interested.
"Fifty co-eds all in lingerie and competing in different sorority competitions," he screamed into the phone.
"Real lingerie?" I questioned, sick of a flimsy nightie being considered lingerie. Real lingerie was garters and stockings or at the very least thigh high stockings.
"Yes, you fucking picky dick. They are all wearing stockings or fishnets. Now get your fucking ass over here," he yelled into the phone before hanging up. I should explain I am a leg man and especially get turned on by a woman in stockings. Curiosity got the better of me and I high-tailed it over to the house.
Once inside, I was in fetish perversion heaven. Dave wasn't lying, there were co-eds in garters and stockings everywhere. At the moment, each potential sorority candidate was strutting her stuff on stage for a roomful of horny and inebriated frat boys. I was mesmerized by the girls on stage, particularly a cute redhead in all pink who seemed to really enjoy being the center of attention. As I stared and practically drooled at the parade of hot lingerie-clad co-eds who continued to showcase their assets, Dave found me.
"Dude, you made it. Fucking amazing, right?" Dave asked as he high-fived me.
"Fucking amazing," I echoed, entranced by all the stockings.
"Dude, make sure you enter the glory hole draw."
"What?" I asked, barely listening, my eyes glued to some fake blonde, fake titted girl in a too tight for her corset and black stockings.
"It's tradition. Every year there is a raffle. It costs 20 bucks to enter and if you are drawn you get to go back to our secret glory hole rooms and have one of the initiates gobble your cock."
"Really?" I asked, stunned by such a sexual initiation.
"Yeah, it is one of their biggest fundraisers of the year," Dave explained.
"I imagine so," I mused. I pulled out 20 bucks, "Where do I make my contribution?"
Dave pointed me over to a couple of girls dressed in actual clothing. I assumed they were already sorority members. They took my money and handed me a raffle ticket. The very cute brunette wished me good luck. Playing suave, I flirted, "I didn't need luck". She gave a flirty laugh and I knew I had her. I figured if I didn't win a glory hole slut, I wouldn't have much trouble getting her to polish my cane. I watched a few more girls strut their stuff as I had a couple of shots and a beer. Dave and I shot the shit like guys do. 'Yeah that was an amazing fucking game,' 'Fuck she's hot' or 'Yes, we should have a Madden 2011 all-nighter.'
Half an hour passed and Dave informed me that Saturday night was even crazier as that was when the sorority pledges all had to do something exhibitionist. He went on to explain that last year he watched a girl get dp'd, a few girls dykeing out and one girl who sucked twenty cocks including his. He quoted Barney from How I Met Your Mother, "It was....wait for it... fucking legendary." I agreed it sounded legendary and he better fucking be inviting me tomorrow night. Once that was all settled, a ridiculously hot blonde came on-stage, dressed in cowboy boots and jeans and announced, "We will now draw winners for tonight's special fundraiser. If you win, please go over to Rachel by the back room entrance there and claim your prize." She pointed to another hot blonde before continuing, "We have thirty-eight pledges this year. So we will have thirty-eight lucky winners."
The hot blonde would say a name and then a number. I didn't expect to win and was genuinely surprised when I heard my number called. Being somewhat drunk by this time, I wasn't really paying attention and didn't even hear the name of the girl I had won. I went over to Rachel and showed her my winning ticket. She allowed me in and another co-ed led me back to a special room. I waited in line for about fifteen minutes until yet another co-ed, gorgeous like the rest of them, led me through one of four doors in a small room.
It wasn't my first glory hole experience, but knowing some hot co-ed wannabe was on the other side had me revved to go. I wasted no time dropping my pants and sliding my nine-inch cock into the hole. I smiled when I heard a girl's voice, "Wow Lilly, today is your lucky day. You get a fucking huge cock to suck." I vaguely heard the name Lilly, but made no correlation at the time that the girl who was about to suck my dick had the same name as my sister. No remote inkling that I was about to commit incest. The co-ed used her tongue and licked around the head of my cock. She followed the slow tease by taking the head of my cock into her mouth and using an abundance of saliva like I had never felt before. It was like my cock was in a hot washing machine and the water was swirling around and around on my cock. It was an amazing sensation I had never felt in my life and I have had at least fifty women blow me, probably more. As the amazing blowjob continued, the experienced co-ed would deep throat me taking most of my large cock in her mouth. I moaned loudly as she finally, after at least five minutes of teasing, began to bob up and down on my rod. I wished desperately to be able to see her face, to watch this co-ed cocksucker devour me whole. Alas, I imagined it was the hot redhead I had seen earlier strutting her stuff. Just as I began to feel the bubbling in my balls, she took my cock out of her mouth, slid her tongue down my shaft and back up. This girl was a fucking tease. If the wall wasn't between us, I would have grabbed her head and face fucked her till I shot my load. Just as I was about to order her to get back to sucking my cock, she swallowed me whole. I began to move my hips, trying to fuck her mouth from the other side, knowing I was going to come soon. She seemed to catch on and began to bob on my cock in a furiously fast pace. It took less than thirty seconds of this hardcore sucking to shoot my load down the throat of this eager and experienced co-ed. Unlike most girls who have sucked my cock, she kept sucking, coaxing out every last drop of my cum. It was easily the best blowjob I have ever had.
About one minute later, when my orgasm had completely subsided, the unknown co-ed allowed my cock to slip out of her mouth. She gave one last pull with her hand and she was gone. Sadly, I pulled my pants up and returned to the party.
I re-connected with Dave and we had a couple more shots and a couple more beers. The night seemed to be coming to an end. Just as I figured I should call it a night, the cowboy boot wearing sorority chick came back on stage, "Well, boys, I hope you enjoyed your night. I expect all of you back here tomorrow for the grand finale when the sorority pledge sluts fulfill one last task. To whet your appetite, here are the girls one last time."
The pledges came on one at a time, did a little wave, blew kisses, and flashed their tits. The dorm dudes whooped and hollered as each girl bathed in the excessive attention. Just as I went to take one last swig of my beer, I saw a sight that shook the very being of my existence. In a millisecond, everything I knew shattered in front of my eyes. My sister, Lilly, was a pledge. My sweet, innocent, nerdy sister was a pledge. That meant, quite likely, that my geeky sister had just sucked my cock. Not only that, my geeky sister had given me easily the best blowjob of my life. I stared at my sister, in pigtails, and a plaid school skirt, beige thigh highs, my favourite colour, and a tight white t-shirt that barely kept in her surprisingly large breasts. Once she had disappeared back behind stage, I quickly went to the sorority chick I was flirting with earlier and asked, "Is there more than one Lilly pledging?"
She surveyed her sheet and teased, "And why would you like to know?"
I shrugged, playing it cool, "Oh, just curious."
She smiled, "Nope, only one." She put her hand on my crotch, "I'm a little curious too."
Trying to distract myself from the sin I had just committed. I grabbed her hand and suggested we get out of there. She agreed and, twenty minutes later, we were in her sorority room and she was begging to be fucked. I suggested she blow me first, she generously obliged. Unfortunately, she was nowhere near as good as my sister. After a couple of minutes of adequate sucking, I tossed her on the bed and thrust my huge hard dick into her. I sucked on her big breasts while I pounded her with no other focus but shooting my load. As I fucked the easy co-ed, my sister's image kept popping into my head. I continually attempted to replace the image with someone else, but I couldn't erase my adorably cute sister and the image of her sweet lips around my cock. The co-ed screamed for me to fuck her faster and I did. Having already come only an hour before, I lasted an impressively long time in the co-ed's sopping wet cunt. Realizing I wasn't going to cum this way, I ordered her onto all fours and used her wetness to lubricate her ass. She gave a surprised moan and called me a bad boy. I slapped her ass in agreement and began to penetrate her ass. She whimpered in a mixture of pleasure and pain, clearly she had been fucked in the ass before. My cock disappeared between her slightly chunky white cheeks rather easily and soon my cock was buried in her ass. Rather tired from fucking her, I ordered her to bounce back on my cock and fuck me. She called me a bad boy again and climbed back on my cock. Her moans increased and my mind again played tricks on me as I imagined it was my sister who was riding my pole. Giving into my perverse kink, I imagined the no-name co-ed I was currently fucking was my sister and within seconds my blood was flowing. Knowing I was incredibly close to coming, I grabbed her ass and fucked her, desperate to explode. Less than a minute later, I pulled out, surprised the naughty co-ed as I shoved my cock, which was just in her ass, into her mouth. She attempted to take my cock out of her mouth, but I held her head and fucked her face furiously. Her resistance faded and she used her tongue a bit as I used her lips to get me off. Loving to see a girl's face covered in my cum, I pulled out just as my first wad was released spraying her nose, forehead and chin. She closed her eyes as I coated her face. Once done, I put my cock back in her mouth and ordered her to clean my cock. Like a good little slut, she obeyed. As my cock shrivelled in her mouth, I finally pulled out and got dressed. I, like a gentleman, thanked her for a good time and headed home.
**********
The next morning, I replayed last night in my head. My sister had sucked my cock. I should have been disgusted and mortified. Yet, my dick standing at full mast suggested otherwise. I wondered how long she had been sucking dick. Based on how she pleased me, she had been doing it for a while. I also wondered what she had planned for her exhibitionist activity today.
I called my Mom and asked for Lilly's cell number. I called my sister and asked if she wanted to go out for lunch. She, not knowing I was back from my overseas deployment, was giddy with excitement to see her big brother (pardon the obvious pun). We made arrangements and I hung up. I lay back on my bed, still rock hard, as I pondered how I was going to take advantage of this situation. How was I going to get my sister to be my fuck-toy?
**********
She was already there when I got to the cafe, dressed like she usually did in a long skirt, big sweater and pony-tail, no evidence of the hot naughty side she so casually presented to a couple of hundred frat boys just last night. No way of knowing that underneath her bulky sweater was a pair of large delicious ready-to-fuck tits. She gave me a big sisterly hug. A chill went up my spine as I felt her large breasts crushed against my chest. We had lunch and I shared my stories of life as a soldier and she told me about her graduation, summer band camp and starting college. When all the catching up was done, I asked, "So where are you staying?"
"In the dorm right now," she answered, but adding, with giddy excitement, "I am pledging for Pi Sigma Pi."
"Really?" I responded, feigning surprise. "Good for you. Don't they have crazy initiations?"
Her face went beat red. She stammered, "Y-y-yes they are a little crazy."
"Like what?"
"Oh you know. We had to hit on a nerdy kid, we had to do a dine and dash, we have to be the peasants for the senior girls, blah-de-blah-blah-blah," she answered, avoiding the truth.
"Oh good," I said, giving a dramatic sigh of relief, "because a buddy of mine called me last night and said at his frat house the alpha delta something or other there was some crazy sorority pledge challenge where every pledge had to perform a glory hole task."
My sister went from red as an apple to white as a ghost in a heartbeat. She stammered, "Oh-m-m-my, that is crazy."
"Thank goodness that was not you, baby sister." Silence filled the air while I waited for my sister to speak. Finally I went for the kill. "I was worried for a second. I was at the frat house last night and won a glory hole blowjob. After I presented my cock to the co-ed slut, I heard a girl say something like 'Wow, Lilly, today is your lucky day.' So for a minute there I was worried it was you who gave me the most amazing blowjob I had ever received and trust me, I have received many."
"Oh my God," she gasped and repeated in a chant, "Oh my God, Oh my God, Oh my God, Oh my God, Oh my God."
"What Lilly?" I asked, as I reached over and comforted her gently.
She broke down in tears. I gently rubbed her back, like a good brother would do for an upset sibling. Just when I was about to speak, Lilly stood up and ran away. I wondered if I had fucked up. Would she still go to tonight's final initiation? I cursed to myself as I finished my coffee and contemplated my next move.
**********
That night, I purposely got to the frat house fashionably late and surveyed the room. Although I wouldn't call it an all out orgy, there was a reasonable amount of exhibitionism everywhere. It made my A.D.D. brain malfunction as I attempted to take it all in. A cute blonde, as white as a girl can be, was blowing a large six foot something black guy; another blonde chick, too skinny for her own good, was jacking off two cocks; although I couldn't see the penetration behind the table, I assumed the short Asian girl moving up and down was fucking the guy she was straddling; and on the stage itself the hot redhead from last night had a brunette between her legs lapping her cunt. It was frat boy heaven. I wanted to watch all the naughty sex acts, to find my own sorority pledge to play with, but I was focused on finding Lilly. My goal, sick as it was, was to make my sister my fuck-toy. I was convinced she was submissive, based on all those years of trying to please my parents. Always attempting to please everyone, I bet obeying and pleasing had become ingrained in her subconscious. I was confident I was right and just had to figure out how to make it happen. Plus no matter how much I tried, I couldn't get that perfect blowjob out of my head.
I continued walking around, desperate to find Lilly. I went into the kitchen, where I was treated to a great performance by a petite strawberry blonde who was fucking her pussy with a rather large cucumber, while a carrot was lodged in her ass. As she fucked herself, she was blowing some rather fat frat boy. I watched the perverse scene for a couple of minutes before continuing on my quest. I grabbed a beer and continued my search. I went upstairs where I was witness to a five-girl lesbian daisy chain, a chick getting dp'd, and a slightly chubby emo looking brunette getting peed on. All this would seem surreal to an average guy, but I had been to Bangkok, so trust me this was tame. Just as I was about to turn around and go back downstairs, I saw a pretty blonde being fucked with a strap-on by the chick I fucked last night. I realized I had never learned her name. I waved and she smiled back as she got verbally abusive to the co-ed she was fucking.
I was beginning to worry that maybe I had actually stopped Lilly from coming tonight. I went out back and approached a large group in a big circle. As I got closer and broke through the circle, I saw they were all watching the same thing...my sister. My sister, blindfolded, wearing only thigh high beige stockings was on her knees sucking the cock of a large black guy, a linebacker type. As I perused the scene, I saw that on a chalkboard nearby was the number 12. Even though she had unknowingly sucked my cock last night, I was still stunned by the sight of my wholesome sister sucking a big black cock. I couldn't take my eyes off the sight of my sweet sister sucking cock.
I was brought out of my stunned stupor as a guy pointed, "Back of the line."
"What?" I asked.
"If you want that little nerdy co-ed slut to blow you, get to the back of the line."
To my left was a line of six or seven guys waiting for their turn with my sister. Without even thinking, I went to the back of the line. When my gaze returned to my sister, she was sucking a new cock and the chalkboard now read 13. Unlike her teasing and pleasing with me last night at the glory hole, tonight she was sucking with reckless passion, like she was manufacturing blowjobs. Guy 14 blew his wad in a couple of minutes and I moved closer to the front of the line.



Over the next twenty minutes, she swallowed a couple more loads and wore a few more. My sister was soaked in cum. Her breasts had cum dripping off them. I was next. I was number 21.
After a tall black guy shot his load on my sister's tits, I walked over to my blindfolded sister. Just as I placed my cock at her sweet, shiny, cock-sucking lips, the girl who had been keeping track of my sister's impressive total announced, "Lilly, one of our new recruits, is about to break the Pi Sigma Pi record with her twenty-first cock."
The growing crowd went wild and began chanting, "Lilly, Lilly, Lilly."
The sorority chick asked me, my cock at my sister's lips, "And what is the name of our record-breaking stud, with a very impressive nine plus inch cock?"
As I answered, I pushed my cock into my sister's expert mouth, loud enough for my sister to hear, "Anthony."
My sister froze on my cock, realizing she was, for the second time in as many days, committing incest.
Wanting to see her face, I pulled off the blindfold. She let my dick fall out of her mouth and she glanced up into my eyes. She looked both embarrassed and mortified.
I smiled at her, winked, and ordered, "Suck my cock now, Lilly. Like a good girl." That last sentence was what my nothing-is-ever-good-enough dad always said to her. I could tell she wanted to cry. She looked around and saw a massive audience watching her about to break the record, unaware that the record-breaking cock was her big brother's. Her nervous gaze returned. After a slight pause, a moment of brief consideration, she opened her mouth, maybe to speak or maybe to suck, I have no idea, because I shoved my cock inside. That was all she seemed to need, someone to make the decision for her. She closed her eyes and began sucking my cock.
Wanting this to last as long as possible, I suggested, "Slow down Lilly. Put on a nice show for the crowd." She obeyed my order and began to treat my cock like she had last night. She focused on just my mushroom head for what seemed like an eternity, again using saliva in a way I can't even begin to justify in words. She followed this by impressively deep-throating my cock. I let out an uncontrollable moan from her amazing mouth. After a brief time of bopping on my cock, she took it out of her mouth and sucked my balls. Watching my sweet sister pleasuring my dick was the most amazingly erotic thing I had ever felt. Making the scene even naughtier for us, while over a hundred oblivious onlookers watched, I queried, "Like sucking my cock, Lilly?"
She opened her eyes and looked directly at me. I expected a negative response, a nervous look, or a weak reply, but instead got a seductive, "I could do this forever."
I was taken aback by her hot response, but being quick with the wit I retorted, "Well I guarantee you, Lilly, next time you will be begging to suck my cock."
She stroked my rock hard rod, her lips just millimetres from more pleasure, "Is that a fact?"
"A promise," I confidently guaranteed.
She gave me a mischievous smile, one that told me she was mine, and returned to worshipping her brother's cock. I needed to shoot my load soon and she clearly thought the same thing as she bopped on my cock quickly and with the same extra saliva thing that drove me wild. After a couple of minutes of this constant rhythm, I was close to spraying my seed down her throat. My sister, somehow recognizing how close I was, shocked me yet again. She put her left hand on my ass and, without warning, slipped a finger up my butt.
I gave a surprised yelp, the growing crowd laughed out loud, and I uncontrollably began shooting my cum in my sister's mouth. My sister was an expert. She kept milking my cock and swallowing every last drop of her brother's semen. The little slut wouldn't stop sucking me. The feeling went from great pleasure to a bizarre tickling feeling. I finally had to pull out of my sister, my dick not even beginning to shrivel. I could have easily gone one more round, but obviously now was not the time or place.
Instead, I planted the seeds for future fun. I bent down and whispered, "You understand baby sis that I plan to use you over and over again."
Before she could respond, I stood back up, pulled up my pants and walked away. I returned to the frat house, grabbed a beer and watched the entertainment around the room. There were sucking, fucking and licking all over the frat house. My cock still hard, I surveyed the frat house looking for one more conquest.
An hour later, while my cock was buried in the hot redhead's tight pussy, I thought about my slutty sister. I pondered my next move. As much as I loved having my sister suck my cock, I wanted more. I wanted to fuck my sister's pussy. I wanted to fuck my sister's, hopefully still virgin, ass. I wanted to make her my personal fuck-toy. I wanted it all.
As I filled the redhead's pussy with my cum, a plan popped into my head. A plan to make my sister completely subservient to me. I kept pumping into the redheaded co-ed, smiling as I envisioned my sister being the one on all fours. Very soon I would have my very own personal toy, my very own...cocksucking sister.
THE END
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I woke up in the morning from an amazingly surreal dream. A dream so vividly real I felt it could have really happened. A dream that awakened in me a side I didn't know existed. A dream where my greatest pain in the ass parent, a pretentious, indomitable woman I truly loathed, had seduced me and turned me into her personal lesbian submissive slave. It seemed so real I could almost taste her pussy on my lips.
I opened my eyes.
I sat up.
I wasn't in my own bed.
I was at the foot of Constance's bed, the parent that just yesterday had been my biggest problem.
In one startling moment of clarity, I came to the unmistakable realization that it hadn't been a dream, but was an undeniable and harsh disturbing reality.
The events of the previous evening came flooding back to me. My new Mistress' aggressive seduction, her powerful orders, my need to obey, and the earth-shattering orgasms that followed. I closed my eyes and replayed last night in my head. Yes, she had seduced me and yes, she was incredibly aggressive and domineering, but I had submitted to her willingly. I wasn't forced at any time. I could have said no. But although I'd been frequently nervous and even fearful, each time I was faced with the choice of obeying her or refusing to go along, I hadn't wanted to deny her anything, and the overwhelming feeling of freedom when I allowed Constance to make my decisions for me was unexpectedly liberating. The pressure, the stress, the loneliness of being a single mother, even the frustration of being blamed for Constance's son's misbehaviour in my class at school, they'd all vanished when I brainlessly followed the orders of the powerful Constance, my Mistress.
Part of me was mortified as I realized my current predicament, while another part of me was excited as I nervously waited for my Mistress to wake up. I desperately attempted to suppress the burning desire flaming in my loins as I tried to figure out how I was going to: one- deal with Constance; two- get home and dressed for work; three- get to work and explain why my SUV was still at school; and four- most importantly, resist the growing temptation to submit to Constance again.
As I lay back down and pretended to be asleep, my inner turmoil feeling like a cresting wave crashing onto the beach, I felt the bed move. I lay still like a statue. Anticipation resonated through my pores.
I was startled when I felt the bed shake briefly as behind me, someone seemed to be climbing in. I was freaking out, realizing someone must have walked into the bedroom and seen me in all my degrading servitude. I slyly attempted to peek back and see who had joined us: who had discovered my sexual debauchery? Sadly, I was right; someone was in bed with us, although like myself, she... it must be a woman... was on top of the covers. Unfortunately, all I could see from my awkward position was black heels and a woman's ankle in black pantyhose.
My nervous curiosity didn't last long. I heard the polite voice of Maeko Chung, Constance's Japanese born, Chinese raised, maid and the mother of Bao, my best grade four student greeting with great respect: "Good morning, my Mistress."
I felt some more shuffling on the bed and heard Constance groggily respond, "Good morning, Maeko." A lengthy silence followed before I began hearing soft moans and realized what Maeko was doing. I was shocked at the thought of the sweet, shy woman, doing what she was apparently doing. Yet my pussy was betraying me again, getting tingly while I quietly listened, like an auditory voyeur, to the lesbian scene going on right behind me like I wasn't here.
**********
I briefly reminisced about the first time I'd been a silent witness to a sexual performance. It was the summer after I graduated high school, and I was on a girls-only camping trip. I was sharing a tent with Sierra, one of my three closest friends. We'd partied pretty hard with a bunch of college boys and I, quite drunk and worried I might do something I'd regret, called it a night. An hour later I was woken up by a male voice. "What about your friend?"
"Don't worry about Hannah, she's passed out. An earthquake wouldn't wake her. Now let me take a look at what you have for me."
Still half asleep, I didn't immediately realize what was happening a foot away. But what was happening was made abundantly clear when the guy mumbled, "That's it baby, suck my cock."
The loud slurping sound confirmed Sierra's exhibitionistic extracurricular activity. A couple minutes later I felt a leg bump mine, some shuffling into Sierra's sleeping bag, followed soon after by Sierra's unmistakable high-pitched voice. "Yes, harder, fuck me harder. Fuck me like a slut."
I listened stunned, not remotely able to believe that Sierra, the vigilant feminist of our close-knit group, was calling herself a slut and having some summer fling. It had been her idea to make it a girls-only trip, so the irony was obvious.
Still drunk myself, I fuzzily began to realize I was touching myself. As the fucking continued inches away from me, Sierra's and my shoulders were almost touching, I got wetter and wetter as I continued frigging myself, really getting into it while trying not to move the outside of my sleeping bag or make any noise.
The guy taking Sierra's calling herself a slut as an invitation to treat her like one, began to verbally assault my good friend. "That's it, you fucking slut, take my big dick. Beg for me to fuck your tight cunt."
I cringed at the word 'cunt'. Sierra, being the extreme feminist that she was, despised the derogatory term and ripped apart anyone, boy and girl alike, who had the audacity to use it in her presence. I waited for Sierra's predictable lambasting and feminist rant, but instead heard her say the word I never, in a million years, thought would ever be uttered by her lips, particularly in the way she used it. "Yes, fuck my cunt. Pound me. Fill my cunt with that big, hard cock of yours."
I let out a little gasp of shock from hearing her use the forbidden 'C' word. My hand, having a mind of its own, began rubbing my clit even faster and with more pressure. The verbal degradation of one of my best friends should have angered me, but instead it only increased my desire to come.
I listened to the naughty act of sin with the fascination of a perverted boy watching his first porn. Each time the guy called Sierra a cunt, slut or whore, I put more pressure on my own cunt, imagining I was the slut whose cunt he was ravishing.
As Sierra screamed, "Yes, yes, yes, I'm coming," I simultaneously had the most intense orgasm of my young life so far. I muffled my pleasure, terrified of being caught in such an intimate act; terrified that they might catch on that I had masturbated to their fucking. Suddenly mortified by my actions, I quickly moved my hand away from my liberated vagina and tried to make sense of what had just happened: both their actions and my own.
**********
I was brought back to my present reality when I heard Constance scream, "Yes Maeko, get Mommy off, yes, yes, yesssssss."
Another silence lingered as I nervously waited for the inevitable.
"Maeko, excellent as always."
"Thank you, Mistress."
"Maeko, could you please awaken my guest with your special wakeup call?"
"As you wish, Mistress."
I held my breath, excited trepidation overwhelming me. I felt hands pull the thin blanket off me. Warm hands spread my legs apart. I felt Maeko move between my legs. "Good morning, Ms. Hawkins."
I opened my eyes, feigning surprise, but my very wet pussy gave away any pretence of innocence. "Good morning, Mrs. Chung."
"Ahhh, my pet is awake. How are you this morning?"
"Goooood," I moaned, Maeko's tongue making contact just as I began to answer.
"Goooood," Constance replicated mockingly, her condescending tone returning. Maeko licked my pussy with quick sharp licks, the teasing sensation driving me nuts. I wanted to shove her head into my cunt, to use her tongue as a small cock to fuck me.
Constance, recognizing my deliriously horny state from my sounds said, "She's fucking amazing, isn't she? I don't know how she does it, but those teasing slaps she does with her tongue are one of a kind. Are you close to orgasm, my pet? You have my permission."
Finding it hard to concentrate on Constance's words or my own, I gasped through my heavy breathing, "So... close... Mistress."
"Just tell the slut what you want. She always obeys completely. Like yourself, she was born to please."
Desperate to come, I, so out of character, ordered, "Finger me, Maeko. Fuck my cunt."
Obeying in record speed, she slipped not one, but two of her thin fingers inside my oasis of juice. As her fingers slid in and out of my pussy, Maeko sucked my clit deeply enough between her lips that she could simultaneously lick it. The dual pleasure was too much, and I bellowed loud enough to wake the dead, "Oh my fucking God, fuck me, fuck me, yesssssssss!"
My body quaked and quaked, a seemingly never-ending flow of convulsions. Maeko quit fingering me and let go of my clit, but she continued pleasing me gently by licking the juice from my pussy lips. My pussy lips, tender from the unaccustomed and excessive attention of the past twelve hours, began to feel numb. I pushed Maeko away. "No more."
It was like I'd slapped her in the face. "I'm sorry if I didn't please you, Ms. Hawkins."
"Oh my God, that's not true, Maeko. You pleased me completely. So well in fact, that my vagina is a bit tender now."
"It's called a cunt, my pet. Little children have vaginas," Mistress Constance corrected me.
"Sorry, Mistress. My cunt is sore from all the attention. It was relatively neglected for quite some time, so all this sudden attention is a bit overwhelming."
"Well, your cunt being neglected won't be a concern anymore," Mistress guaranteed. She got off the bed and grabbed a robe. "Maeko will escort you to the guest shower."
"Thank you," I replied. Constance breezed past my words as she disappeared into her private washroom.
Maeko handed me a robe and I silently followed her to another bathroom. She offered, with a subservient smile, "If there is anything you need Ms. Hawkins, please ask."
My face still flushed, I responded, "Thank you, I think I should be ok."
Maeko walked away in her ridiculously revealing maid's uniform and I went into the washroom and turned on the shower. As the hot water washed away my sin, I realized I still had no solution to my problems. I bounced around different scenarios, but none seemed to get me back to normality. As I lathered my body, I thought back to how just yesterday afternoon I'd spent twenty minutes with Mrs. Chung, discussing her daughter Bao's unbelievable academic success. There wasn't even the slightest inkling of what was going to happen that evening. I was eternally grateful that I wouldn't have another interview with either her or Constance this school year. I finished my shower and grabbed the robe, just as there was a knock on the door.
I opened the door and Maeko handed me my bra and a blue dress. The dress was very cute and, thankfully, school-appropriate. I began to close the door, but Mrs. Chung stopped me. "I've been instructed to help you with the dress and stockings, Ms. Hawkins."
"Oh," I responded, slightly dazed.
I put on my bra and my dress and stood shyly, which was odd after what she'd just done for me and done so well, while she zipped my dress up for me. Once that was done, she politely asked me to sit on a dressing stool that was in the corner and proceeded to slowly drape the thigh high stockings up my legs, gently pressing into them as she went. The dark mocha colour really gave my legs a sexy look to them, and my pussy began to tingle again as I felt Maeko's gentle hands massaging the silk up my legs. Her talented tongue so close to my cunt had me almost salivating as I mentally relived the pleasure she'd recently given me. Once both stockings were on, Maeko stood up, "Is there anything else I can do for you Ms. Hawkins?"
"My panties?"
Maeko's face flushed, "Mistress doesn't permit any of her pets to wear underwear." She briefly flashed me her own hairless pussy to illustrate the ban.
"Oh," I replied, slightly stunned by this newest piece of information and her casual nudity.
She went to the door. "Follow me to the kitchen."
I reached for her hand, dying to know the answer, "How did you become Constance's, um, her..."
Maeko grasped my hand willingly and smiled genuinely at me as she finished my question for me. "How did I become Mistress' full-service maid?"
"Yes, please tell me," I exclaimed, thankful she understood my blabbering question and dying to know how Constance had seduced her.
She told me her story, not once making eye contact with me. Her tone wasn't one of shame, but rather contemplation as she remembered.
**********

"I applied for the job as her maid two years ago. Mistress recognized me from some school function and the fact we had children in the same grade. She explained that she was a very demanding employer and expected perfection and total obedience from her help. I explained I was born in Japan but grew up in China, where I lived in a home with a very domineering father and a mother with very high expectations. This seemed to please her, and I was hired.
"For two months there was nothing obviously unique about the job except I only saw the Master occasionally. In retrospect, there were many subtle things, but nothing that gave me any reason to guess what would eventually be expected of me. For example, she often touched me gently whenever she spoke to me, she often complimented me on my appearance, and she continually made alterations to my work outfit. What began as a typically modest maid's uniform slowly changed into something far more provocative, as you can see. The skirt got shorter and the blouse a little tighter and cut much lower. One day she informed me she now expected me always to wear three-inch pumps. Although these were inconvenient for my job, I, of course, obeyed.
"Then two weeks ago I found a gift bag for me. In it were a dozen pairs of silk thigh high stockings with a note explaining she expected me to dress in classy stockings instead of no-name pantyhose. And since they were part of my uniform, I needn't buy them, but just to ask her when I needed replacements. I had never worn stockings before, nor did I even know such undergarments existed. It was clear she enjoyed demonstrating her power and our differing social status. But once I put them on, I was surprised by how sexual I felt and how good the silk felt on my legs. And once I began wearing them home, my husband loved them and couldn't keep his hands off of me!
"Then the pivotal moment occurred. I arrived at work at my usual time of 6:30 and found a note on the kitchen table instructing me to please come upstairs the moment I arrived. I obeyed, and walked in on Mistress naked with a woman between her legs. I was stunned. I had never seen two women together. While still being serviced, Mistress ordered me to her bedside and once I reached her, she explained that she was offering me a major change in my duties and that she wished me to become a full-service maid. I replied that I was unclear of her meaning. Mistress made it crystal clear as she ordered me to get on the bed and replace the girl who was currently servicing her. I stood still, mystified by the request. She repeated her order, her tone domineering and clearly daring me to disobey.
"Without a word, I moved onto the bed and a very pretty woman, who I would later learn was the Mayor's wife, moved away from between Mistress' legs. I positioned myself between them and awaited further instructions. Mistress explained that while most people liked to wake up with an alarm and coffee, she preferred to be awakened by having her cunt licked. She further explained that if I were to stay on as her maid, her full-service maid, this would be one of my regular duties. She added that the full-service maid position came with many perks including a substantial raise, a personal vehicle, and a clothing allowance. I would like to say I resisted, that I was forced into this role, but I, like you I am guessing, obeyed of my own free will. Oh sure, she was dominant and very intimidating, but I accepted the role all on my own, and I'm very glad that I did.
"As if I were signing a contract, I bowed to her Geisha style from my kneeling position, then with my head down asked her formally, 'Mistress, your full-service maid requests your permission to lick your cunt.' She laughed, told me I was precious, then assumed a serious demeanor and replied as formally as I had asked, 'Permission granted.'
"So I leaned down and licked her cunt. I had no idea what I was doing, having never done it before, nor had I ever had it done to me either, my husband considering it something only sluts would do. I licked and nibbled until she began moaning and telling me not to stop. Once she orgasmed on my face, I felt a strange tingle flow throughout my body. I felt a genuine thrill at having pleased her in such a way. I also felt a very pleasant feeling of power in being able to bring someone such joy.
"Mistress, once she'd recovered from her orgasm, asked if I accepted my new terms. I bowed to her again, now in acceptance, and then watched as a triumphant smile spread across her face. She went on to tell me that it was time to receive my first bonus. She instructed the other woman to please me. I began to object, explaining I was married and had never had that done to me before. I was first scolded for questioning her, and then comforted when she paused in mid-scold and asked me caringly to confirm my amazing statement that I had never, ever, been pleasured by a tongue, not even my husband's. She explained she too was married and that Pamela Washington, the Mayor's wife, was obviously married. She went on to explain that no man can please a woman like another woman, and it was time for me to learn the forbidden fruit of lesbian lust. Mistress instructed the stranger to show me how good sex with a woman could be. The pretty woman aggressively flipped me onto my back and gave me pleasure I didn't know was possible. I came in less than two minutes. That night I went online and began reading articles on how to please a woman. Over the next week I also watched online videos. I was determined to become excellent at this pleasant task, just like I strive to be excellent in everything else I do."
**********
"Wow," was all I could muster. I hid the fact that her story of submission had made me horny yet again.
Oblivious to my horniness and awe, she suggested, "We'd better go. Mistress will be wondering. Patience is not one of her strong points." For the first time in ten minutes, she allowed our eyes to meet. She let a smile break her usual mask of impeccable courtesy.



I followed her to the dining room and saw Mistress sitting at a large table, eating. I went to sit down on one of the seven empty chairs, but she stopped me. "Your spot is over here, my pet."
She pointed beside her. Once I reached her, I again attempted to take a seat and was rebuffed for a second time.
"No, no, no, my pet. Pets don't eat at the table, they eat on the floor."
My cheeks went red with humiliation. I looked down, and then stared. There was a plate with sausage, eggs and toast on the hardwood floor. A glass of orange juice and some cutlery wrapped in linen had been set beside it. It was a nicely laid out table setting, except it was sitting directly on the floor.
When I froze in place, Constance asked, "Is there a problem, my pet?"
Mortified, insulted and enraged, I wanted to scream 'yes there is a fucking problem, a big fucking problem,' but instead I responded meekly like a good pet, "No problem, Mistress." I sat down cross-legged on the hardwood floor and began eating.
"Good," she purred. "I didn't think I would have discipline issues with you."
We ate in silence, shame burning through my entire being. Here I was, a mother of one, a respected teacher in the community, being treated like a household pet. Would the humiliation ever end? But at least I wasn't eating pet food, my breakfast was very good.
Once breakfast was done, Mistress Constance announced, "Well, we'd better get you to work, my pet."
I stood up and followed her outside to her vehicle. We drove in silence for a couple of minutes until Constance informed me, "My pet, just so you know, anyone you see wearing the same collar you have on is a sub of mine. Understand as well that as soon as they see you wearing the collar today, they will know you are now mine. Also, as the newest addition to my growing collection of subs, you are on the bottom of the totem pole. In other words, you are to obey any command any other sub of mine gives you, so long as it doesn't impact on your family or job. Is that understood?"
I had no response. I did understand, but this was getting way out of control. I attempted to reason with her. "Mistress, I do understand, but isn't there any way to keep this just between you and me?"
"Are you ashamed to be my pet?"
She hadn't asked it unkindly, and she didn't appear at impatient for an answer, so I took a few moments to think about the question. Yes, I was certainly ashamed, but not because I was her pet, it was because I was so weak. I was ashamed that I enjoyed my submission so much and that even now in this everyday situation I was already looking forward to the next time Mistress would demand something sexual of me. That said, I didn't want the whole world, or anyone at all for that matter, knowing what kind of deviant I was.
I tried to explain my feelings to her. "No, Mistress, I'm not ashamed of you. I believe the best word to describe what I feel for you is infatuation, and maybe even a bit worshipful. But I am ashamed... I'm ashamed of my weakness for submitting to you so easily, so I'm afraid for other people to know the truth."
Her reply was sweet and caring, a surprising shift from her usual up front and blunt approach to things. "Oh, is that it? I don't think you have cause for any worries on that count. The only people who will know have already submitted to me, my pet. They will know exactly what you're feeling today because they've all been exactly where you are right now. You will in fact find them to be extremely helpful in assisting you to come to grips with your new reality."
"New reality?" I murmured.
She smiled warmly, "Yes. Going forward, your life will never again be the same as it appeared when you awakened yesterday. Everything you thought you knew about yourself has vanished and been replaced by an entirely new reality. In this reality you need to accept your role as my submissive, my sub. A reality where you learn to accept that you no longer have control over certain portions of your life. The sooner you're able to accept that what you currently perceive as your shameful weakness is in fact a courageous surrender, the easier your training from lonely divorcee to eager submissive will become. You weren't a happy woman when I encountered you yesterday. You were lost and lonely and searching for that missing piece of life's puzzle. You just didn't know what that missing piece was. You were searching for something that only someone like I could give to you. You needed me, or someone like me. It's obvious that you desperately need to be told what to do, quite frankly even more so than any of my other subs. Your personality is almost totally submissive. Don't be ashamed of the fact, embrace it. Accept it."
I tried to process this lengthy assessment of my character. As much as I wanted to deny such an extreme assessment of who I was, I couldn't. Everything she said was true. As I was about to respond, we arrived in the staff parking lot. Anxiety washed over me as I worried who might see me getting out of her car.
Seeing my nervousness, she chuckled, "No one is going to see you leaving a person's vehicle and deduce that you're a cunt-licking sub who desperately needs her Mistress, my pet."
Of course, she was right, although her vivid description of me had me turning red again. The best way to hide this new truth was to act normal.
Her hand went under my dress. "You're pretty wet, my pet."
I blushed, knowing she was right.
Her finger slipped easily into my cunt and she finger-fucked me slowly. Smiling, she teased, "Aren't you the least bit curious to know who else has submitted to me?"
I moaned, "Yes, Mistress, I'm both curious and frightened."
Her fingers left my cunt and she licked off my juices. "I have to admit my pet, you're fucking delicious."
I couldn't believe how happy I felt at hearing such an absurd compliment. "Thank you, Mistress."
Breaking the brief moment of intimate sweetness, she abruptly asked me to leave. "Now get out of here, I have an appointment in twenty minutes."
I obeyed, getting out of the vehicle. She drove away, and I walked towards the school, no one else knowing of my inner turmoil or my sexual descent.
I kept my head down as best I could and made it to my classroom without encountering a single colleague. I prepared for my day and jumped like a guilty criminal when my friend Gwen came into my room. The first thing I noticed was that she didn't have a choker on her neck, and I gave a silent sigh of relief. She asked how my Peterson interview had gone and I replied it hadn't been at all as I expected, which was the understatement of the millennium. I mentioned Mrs. Peterson's promise that Devon's behaviour would improve, although not of course the circumstances of her making that promise. We then chatted briefly about trivial work crap and she left.
Until recess, the first period came and went without any drama. I was on recess supervision this week and could no longer avoid all the potential colleagues who might soon learn of my... what did Mistress call it... new reality.
I did supervision and was grateful that both of the other supervisors were men. I made it back to my class and led my students to the library for their weekly book reading. I had my students sit on the floor in the reader's corner like I usually did, and I sat down at the back so I could watch them all. They seldom misbehaved, but every once in a while...
I was chatting with one of my students when Mrs. Hamilton arrived to read. I didn't look up right away. She greeted the class. "Good morning, grade fours."
The class replied in attempted unison, "Good morning, Mrs. Hamilton."
I still hadn't really paid her much attention, distracted by a couple of students who hadn't yet settled down. "Today's story is about secrets."
Her deliberate hinting emphasis startled me. I looked up to our late forties librarian, and recognized the collar on her neck. I gazed into her eyes and she gave me an all too knowing smile. I quickly broke eye contact and began to hyperventilate. I attempted desperately to control my breathing while Mrs. Hamilton read the story.
I zoned out as she read, trying to wrap my head around the realization that our married, mother of six, librarian was one of Constance Peterson's subs. If Mary Hamilton, the jolly, outgoing, rather chubby British librarian was a sub, then anyone on our staff was a possibility. Each female staff member flashed through my head, each of them now a real possibility to be a lesbian submissive just like myself.
I was brought back to the present when I realized that Mary's tone was changing for certain words in the story. I began to pay more attention as it became clear she was attempting to give me a message, to tease me or test me; possibly both. As she continued to read the story, she continued to stress certain words like obey, secret, bad, surprised, sisters, ecstatic and soon. I took the coded message as a clear indication that Mary was thrilled that I'd joined this exclusive club... kind of a sisterhood perhaps... and that she planned to do something with me soon. I didn't think I was ready for that.
So as soon as the story was done, I immediately began ordering my students back to class, hoping to get out of the library without having to face a conversation with Mary. Alas, she made certain I didn't succeed. She instructed my students to sit back down so our librarian assistant could read a second story to them.
Mary cordially invited me into her office and I reluctantly and nervously followed her in. She closed the door and immediately began chattering excitedly. "I can't believe it was you. Mistress said she planned to add another sub to her group from this school, but I never considered you to be an option."
Much to my surprise, I got defensive, feeling insulted that she didn't think I was good enough for Constance. "And why wasn't I an option?" I asked frostily.
The librarian smiled and laughed genuinely. "Oh, don't take it personally, Hannah. I just thought you were too strong to be broken by her. But I guess if she can have Betty crawling around on the floor licking up all the cum after an eight-man gangbang, nobody is impossible."
"Eight-man gangbang? Principal Pierce?" I mumbled in complete disbelief.
"Oh yes. Betty once questioned Constance in front of a couple other subs and was punished by being gangbanged by some of the members of the college football team. She was allowed to wear a mask so the boys wouldn't know who they were coming all over and inside of. After all eight of them shot their loads, our dear Principal was ordered to clean the floor with her tongue."
I didn't say a word. If my mouth could drop to the floor like in those Roger Rabbit cartoons, mine certainly would have. Finally, I asked the question I was dreading, "How many others are there?"
"Here or total?"
"Both."
"At this school you're number five; in our school division there are at least another five; if you add all the others in the community, at least twenty-five or thirty."
The numbers hit through me like a tornado touching the surface after spinning for days. "Twenty-five or thirty," I muttered.
"Yep. But I'm thrilled she chose you."
"You are?"
"Yes, I've had a crush on you for a long time,"
"You have?" I questioned, in a haze of flattered confusion.
"Oh yes, but now isn't the time to get into that conversation. You should get back to your students, but we aren't done here, my dear."
I nodded in acknowledgement and returned to the library. Once back with my students, I cursed myself that I hadn't asked who the other two were. I made it to lunch, barely, my nerves near the brink of a complete Lindsay Lohan type of collapse.
I went to the cafeteria to grab some lunch. I checked slyly for any other collars, now really wanting to know. None of the cafeteria ladies were wearing the symbol of submission. I grabbed my lunch and returned to my classroom without any further incident. As I sat at my desk and ate, I couldn't decide which was more stressful: actually finding out who the other subs were, or the suspense of waiting to find out.
Just as I finished my lunch, I was paged to the office. I tossed my plate in the trash and headed to the office. I wasn't overly worried about seeing a collar in the office. Our secretary Alice was fifty-five and a sweet grandma who often baked cookies for the staff. Our Vice-principal was male, so he was safe. Lastly, although I now knew that Principal Pierce was a sub, she was always on supervision patrol at lunch, so it was very unlikely she'd be there. That said, my nerves nevertheless began to shake as I approached the office.
I walked in the door and let out a gasp. Our sweet-as-cotton-candy secretary was wearing the same declaration of obedience as I was. I couldn't even begin to fathom a situation transpiring where she would submit sexually to Mrs. Peterson. It was completely unfathomable. She greeted, in her usual sweet voice, "Hi Hannah, I heard you had joined our group."
"Alice? You?" I asked, unbelievingly.
She shrugged, "I really had no choice. None of us did."
Still in a state of shock, "How?"
"All in good time, my dear, all in good time," the collared secretary replied cheerfully. "Ms. Pierce will see you now."
I took a deep breath and walked into our ice queen of a principal's office and closed the door.
"I suggest you lock the door, Hannah," Ms. Pierce recommended.
Expecting the worst, I did as she suggested, and locked the door.
I turned around. Ms. Pierce was sitting at her desk, a devious smile on her face, "Well hi there, Hannah. How was last night?"
As expected, the telltale collar was around her neck. I looked down to avoid eye contact, but instead got another surprise. A pair of heels was protruding from beneath her desk. I returned my confused, stunned, nervous and uncomfortable gaze back up to her face. Then suddenly anger filled me when it occurred to me that she'd played a prominent part in yesterday's seduction. "You told her I wouldn't mind waiting until 7:30. You knew this was going to happen," I accused.
She shrugged, like it was no big deal, "Yes, I did, Hannah. It wasn't my idea, but when Mistress explained her plan to seduce you, I assisted as she requested."
"Why?"
"Oh, don't play the victim on me. You desperately needed it to happen."
"How could you possibly know that?" I asked, my anger bubbling to the surface.
"Am I wrong?"
"That's not the point," I replied angrily.
Ms. Pierce's tone shifted from conversational to authoritative, "Look Hannah, it no longer matters, does it? You, just like me, Alice, Mary and the dyke between my legs, are subs to Mistress Constance. How it happened doesn't matter. We are the chosen few."
I glared at her, my curiosity about who was under the desk beginning to nag at me. "You had no right."
"Hannah, this is getting old. I want to ask you one simple question. Would you go back in time eighteen hours if you could, and do anything differently? Anything at all?"
My rage began to simmer down. I considered her question and found I had mixed emotions. On the one hand, today so far had been the most stressful time in my life and I was an emotional mess... and it was only lunchtime. If I could go back to when my predictable life had made sense, it would be so much easier. Yet on the other hand, I had never felt so liberated and never felt so free as I had last night. Entrusting myself mind and body to someone was the freest I had ever felt, and I definitely wanted to experience that feeling again. Not to mention I'd never felt such sexual pleasure as I did last night and this morning.
Her moans were also distracting, and I couldn't help but find a growing part of me wishing I was the girl under the desk. I tried to erase the image from my head, but it kept re-emerging. I hated this bitch.
"I'll take your long silence as a 'no you wouldn't change yesterday'. Am I right?"
"Yes ma'am," I confirmed, defeated.
"Come here," she ordered.
I tentatively obeyed.
"Now just so you know, we don't usually have sex at school, but today is a special day. It isn't every day we get an addition into our special group."
I held my breath, oddly hoping she'd begin telling me what to do.
"On your knees, Hannah."
Remembering Mistress' instructions to obey every command from any collared woman, I obeyed, my pussy already beginning to leak.
"You want to please me, don't you?"
Although my mind wanted to yell 'no, I don't, you fucking bitch,' my body was in control and I heard myself almost beg, "Yes, Ms. Pierce."
"Yes what, Hannah?" she asked, definitely attempting to exert her power over me.
Frustrated, horny and surprisingly eager to please and obey my bitch of a principal, "Yes, I want to please you."
"How?"
Fuck, she really wanted to put me in my place. Frustrated and wanting to show a bit of a spine, I decided to answer boldly, "I want to crawl under your desk and replace the slut currently pleasing you."
Ms. Pierce smiled, obviously happy with my naughty and submissive answer. Wanting confirmation and using my own words, "So you are offering of your own free will to replace the slut between my legs."
"Yes, ma'am."
Ms. Pierce rolled her chair back and allowed the slut, as I'd called her, to crawl out from underneath her desk.
Who she was, her face glistening in cunt juice, was one final shocking surprise. I was face to face with my best friend for the past three years, my neighbour Amy. The one who'd kissed me last week. Her expression, like mine I am sure, was one of complete embarrassment. Her eyes seemed to be pleading an apology. I couldn't believe it. Amy the married mother of two, a four-year-old and an eighteen-month-old, was also a sub. It seemed so inconceivable I still didn't believe it, even though I was witnessing it.
Ms. Pierce, clearly amused by this revelation and my reaction to it, asked, "Are you going to get under there or what? Class begins in fifteen minutes."
I gave one last astounded look back at Amy, whose expression was unreadable, before I disappeared under my Principal's desk. She rolled her chair back and her pussy was in front of me. Much to my surprise, it was quite hairy, although I couldn't see that well under the desk. I leaned forward and began pleasuring my principal, the person who, before yesterday, had been number three on my most hated list, behind only my bastard of an ex-husband and Constance. Due to the abundance of hair surrounding her cunt, the pleasing was substantially more challenging than my first time yesterday licking Mistress Constance's shaved pussy. Oddly, her aroma was intoxicating, seeming to be held in by her pubic hair. Concerned about the time, I used my finger to fuck her as I attempted to lick her. Luckily, Amy had already gotten her very wet, and the double pleasure I was giving her had her moaning rather quickly; I knew when she squeezed her legs tightly against my head, she was close. I hooked my finger inside her cunt, searching for her G-spot. Although slightly elusive, once I found it, her legs pulled me in and she came all over my mouth. I continued to lap at her juices until the chair rolled away. I quickly crawled from underneath the desk and stood up, desperate to end this humiliation. I perused the room, but Amy was gone.
"Wow, for a rookie, you have great potential."
"Thanks, I guess," I replied, not sure whether that was necessarily a good thing.
"You'd better go clean up before you return to class."
She pointed to the private bathroom leading directly from her office. I washed up and was thankful that I wasn't much of a make-up person. I returned to Ms. Pierce's office.
"One last thing, Hannah."
I feared what else there could possibly be. "Yes?" I replied, my tone going for annoyed.



"When we're alone, you may call me Betty."
"Ok, Betty," I responded, the name sounding odd and slightly bitter on my lips.
I left her office and returned to class. Now knowing all four of Mistress' other subs lifted a major burden. The anxiety I was feeling had dissipated, but was now replaced by dread as I pondered my next conversation with Amy. When had she submitted? Why hadn't I known? I recalled that she'd taught Devon last year after returning from maternity leave and complained about him as well. Then suddenly her complaints had stopped. That must have been when she'd submitted, over a year ago.
Amy had soon become my best friend once we started teaching together three years ago. Last year she'd moved across the street from me and we bonded even more. I was still married then, but when my marriage ended, she was the main person who was there for me. She listened, she supported, and she even played a little tough love to help get me back on my feet. She knew everything about me, until my life-altering change last night. I'd thought I knew everything about her as well, but obviously I hadn't.
The day finally ended. I had just finished packing up for the night when Amy came to visit. She closed the door and timidly sat on top of a student's desk; she was obviously as nervous about this conversation as I was, and I had to admire the courage it must have taken for her to come here so promptly to initiate it. I noticed, for the first time, that the skirt she was wearing, while school appropriate, had a generous slit that when sitting like she was, revealed she was wearing thigh highs. A small smirk crossed my face, realizing she and I were now in the same predicament.
Amy broke the awkward silence, "Hannah, I'm so sorry I never told you before."
I whispered, as if people could hear our perverse conversation beyond these four walls, "Why didn't you tell me?"
"Would you have told me? Plus, how does one tell their best friend such a humiliating reality? It isn't something that comes up in everyday conversation. Hi, how was your day? Good; I bought a new outfit, tried a new recipe and, oh yeah, I became Constance Peterson's submissive slave."
I laughed. What else was there to do? She was right. Our situation was absurd, and it was extremely unlikely, 99.9999 percent, that I would have told Amy about my new situation if it hadn't come out the way it did. "I'm sorry, Amy, I'm not mad at you, I'm mad at myself."
Amy hopped off the desk to comfort me, wrapping her arms around me. Yesterday this would have been a simple friendly hug between two women, but today it could mean so many other things. She spoke gently, "Hannah, it's ok. I've accepted my role as her sub, and for the most part my life isn't much different than before it occurred. She doesn't expect a lot of my time, but she does require total obedience."
Tears ran down my cheeks like a rapidly flowing river. "I couldn't resist, Amy. I tried, but I couldn't. Then to make matters worse, I really enjoyed it."
"It's ok, Hannah," Amy comforted, "It's ok."
"No, it's worse," I blurted, "I crave it. I can't get it out of my mind."
"Trust me, Hannah, I understand. I was in the same state you are, just a year ago."
"How did it happen to you?" I blubbered through a wave of tears.
She rubbed my back, "The same as you, I think. It was parent-teacher interviews and one minute I was defending my critical comments on Devon's report card, and next thing I knew she was fingering me at my desk. Half an hour later, I was at her house, and the rest is still a blur."
"How do we end it?"
Amy asked me earnestly, "Do you really want to end it? I can warn you that your next month will be intense as she tests you to make sure you'll be loyal. But after that, things will settle down."
"Yes... no... I don't know," I blabbered, an incoherent mess, as I backed up a bit to look her in the face. I'd always considered it a lovely face, but at the moment it was as caring and compassionate as I'd ever seen it.
"It's ok, Hannah. It will take some time for you to come to grips with what's happened. I remember at first it was very overwhelming for me, too."
"That's an understatement," I joked, attempting to lighten the tense mood.
"But seriously, Hannah, I'm always here for you. If you need to talk about any of this, I'm here to listen. If there's anyone in the world who can understand your new journey, I'm your gal."
"I know, Amy, it's just I don't even know where to begin. I feel angry, confused, ashamed, lost, embarrassed, and mortified. Yet I also feel excited, needed, and important. If that makes any sense," I attempted to explain, not remotely understanding it myself.
"I understand completely, Hannah. I've struggled through every emotion you're feeling as well. I've only recently accepted the full reality of who I am." Amy paused, her eyes swimming directly into mine. She took a deep breath and nervously announced, "Hannah, I have to tell you something I've longed to share with you for quite some time."
I wiped my tears away from my eyes before I could see well enough to look directly into hers. "Amy, you can tell me anything. Apparently, you know everything about me."
"I'm a lesbian, Hannah. I've known this for a long time, but I'd never completely come to grips with it. So when Constance seduced me, I didn't even attempt to fight it. I wanted it. I needed it. She saw that in me, and she must have seen it in you too. Now I don't mean I'm bi or just a submissive for Mistress Constance. I mean I'm in love with a woman. A beautiful, sexy, smart, sweet woman that I want to spend the rest of my life with."
I was shocked by this admission; she seemed to be happily married. I could only recall a handful of times she'd complained about Eric. But I was her good friend and there was no question about her having my full support. "It's Ok, Amy, I love you for who you are, the same way I know you love me and accept me. You mean the world to me Amy, and I'll be there for whatever you need." As soon as I acknowledged this, I knew it was true. Amy was my lifeline, the one who was there whenever I needed it, selflessly helping me through my divorce, my job and often even looking after my daughter Elaine just as I helped with her kids.
It was Amy's turn to break down. Tears flowed down her cheeks like chardonnay wine. Suddenly I wanted to taste them. I took my finger and caught a tear and placed it to my lips. The salty sweetness warmed me. Amy was about to say something significant, but fearing it might break this intimate moment and a thirst I was desperate to quench, I was impulsive for one of the first times in memory. I leaned in and kissed her. I didn't think about it, I just let my instincts take over. She'd been my best friend for a long time, and this seemed so natural after a long day of very unnatural doings and feelings. She returned the kiss, and soon we were sharing our second kiss, and I had no intention of pretending that this one didn't mean anything. We kissed for maybe a minute, and just as I could feel the tingle in my spine flow up my back and my pussy began to feel that special warmth, Amy broke the kiss.
She looked directly into my eyes and just like she had following our previous kiss in the club, she got all nervous and vulnerable. "Hannah, I don't want to take advantage of you during such a vulnerable time."
"Unlike last week, this time I'm the one who kissed you," I pointed out, tapping her nose with my finger. "And this time there's no way I'm going to pooh pooh it, I meant it with all my heart."
"Are y-y-you s-sure?" Amy stuttered, her nervousness clearly prevalent.
"One hundred percent," I responded, being absolutely sure about something for the first time in the last twenty-hour strange hours.
"Hannah," Amy's tears began flowing again, "It's you!"
"Yes, I do believe I am Hannah today," I responded kiddingly, unclear of her intent.
"No, Hannah. I love you."
"I love you too, Amy."
"No, Hannah. I love you, love you. I love you in the I-want-to-divorce-my-husband-and-move-in-with-you-and-spend-the-rest-of-my-life-with-you kind of love you."
Suddenly the world stopped. In this brief moment of clarity, a moment that only happens a couple of times in one's lifetime, I saw her, my life and the world for what it was. She was the one for me as well. And if it took the complete humiliation of submitting to Constance to realize what had been right in front of my eyes, well so be it. Fate had a funny way of throwing us curve balls, but I wasn't going to let this chance of happiness slip through my hands. "I love you, love you too," I proclaimed, my whole body warming inside, telling my heart the words I was returning were true.
The smile on her face and the glow in her cheeks radiated from her as she hugged me again. An embrace so sweet, so tender, that I was putty in her arms. In her embrace, I felt at home for the first time since before my marriage had collapsed. I felt love. I felt in love.
It's funny though, the awkward silence that follows a first declaration of love. She looked at me, words on the tip of her tongue and I returned the gaze with words on the tip of mine.
Finally, Amy broke the silence, "Well now what?"
"Well, the bastard who shall remain nameless has Elaine until 8 o'clock tonight. So... let's go to my place and talk in private. My mind is already thinking of a trillion questions to ask you and another part of me is thinking of a trillion things I'd love to do to you."
"Oh my, Hannah," Amy exclaimed, "If I had only known sooner."
"I myself didn't know until a moment ago, so how could you know?" I shrugged, reaching for my bag. "Meet you at my place?"
"I wouldn't miss it," Amy guaranteed and followed me out of my class and into the parking lot.
During the drive home, apart from Amy, I had some time to think rationally. Did I really love her or was it just the heat of the moment? After a list of pros and cons like I always do in my head, I couldn't deny that yes, I loved her. Not just a friend's love, but indeed an 'I-want-to-spend-the-rest-of-my-life-with-you' kind of love. But was I ready for such love? I realized that whether I was ready or not, it was here, and my heart was speaking for me. The excitement of being in love and sharing a serious relationship with my best friend was countered by the fact that I had a six-year-old daughter and Amy had two young children. My daughter, obviously, knew Amy really well, and even called her Auntie. How would I explain this to my daughter? Or would I? Was I ready for the complications that came with a relationship, especially a same-sex relationship? I arrived at my house with all these questions swirling in my head, and not an answer in sight. My horniness was long gone and replaced by excessive anxiety. I was beginning to place roadblock after roadblock on this relationship before it even started.
Luckily for my over-reactive brain, Amy pulled up into her driveway and I had to suppress the million nagging thoughts pecking at me.
Once we were inside my house, I grabbed a bottle of wine, filled both our glasses and brought the bottle with me into the living room. Amy was sitting down on the couch, and I handed her a glass of wine and sat down beside her like I always did. We looked at each other and as soon as I saw the twinkle in the green of her eyes and the resonating warmth of her smile, my worries disappeared. She sipped her wine and asked, concerned, as she put her hand on my stocking-covered knee, "Are you sure, Hannah?"
The warmth of her hand had me instantly distracted and instantly feeling the heat down below. And although I wasn't remotely sure what the future held, or if there was really a chance for us to be a real couple, I answered from my heart, "Am I sure that I love you? Romantically? Amy, I've never been more certain of anything in my life."
Her smile grew wider and she took my wine glass and set them both on an end table. Returning to me, she put both hands on my cheeks and, without a word, leaned in for a kiss. I could feel fireworks explode in my head as our lips touched and her tongue slipped inside my mouth. The kiss began as soft and tender, but it slowly blossomed in heat and passion. We were making out like two teenagers on a first date, our tongues exploring every crevice of each other's mouths. My breathing got heavier and I became desperate to do more. My hands began to explore Amy's body. She did the same to mine. Her hands caressing my arms and legs had me weak at the knees and I was thankful to be sitting.
As if hearing my inner thoughts, Amy broke the kiss, stood and pulled me to my feet. She fumbled with my zipper as she fervently attempted to get my dress off without damaging it. Once it was off, she gently pushed me back onto the couch and onto my back. I lay on the couch like prey, and as my predator looked me over, I could sense her need to devour me. Her lusty smile was like an aphrodisiac, and I was desperate to be the main course.
Much to my surprise, and at first to my disappointment, she didn't devour me whole. Instead, I became a leisurely full course meal. She removed my heels and took my pinkie toe in her mouth. She sucked on it, in essence making love to just my toe. She continued this erotic teasing, taking each of my toes into her mouth and repeating her sensual tease. My moans continued with each toe. She continued her slow seduction by repeating the process with my other foot. Time stood still as she savoured each of my toes through the sheer nylon Mistress had given me. Once the last toe had been individually pleased, she lifted my foot up straight and licked the sole. It tickled slightly, but the sensation was unbelievable. She didn't miss an inch of my foot. Again, she repeated the process on my other stocking-clad foot, making me into a bowl of jelly, and she hadn't even touched any of my special spots.
Speaking for the first time in fifteen minutes, "How are you doing, Hannah?"
"Exquisite," I replied, being a bit coy.
"Oh, I haven't even gotten started, my pet."
'My pet'. A chill went up my spine at hearing Amy use the same term 'pet' that Mistress Constance had just yesterday used in her seduction of me. I wondered if that meant she was my Mistress too, or was it just word play? I had to leave the question unanswered. I was again distracted by the touch of her lips, which were ever so gently kissing my ankle and slowly, like the progress of a turtle, moving up my leg. As Amy's head moved closer to my vagina, I thought I might explode. Her erotic teasing had me where I'd never been before. Her head finally reached my pussy. She paused and deliberately made eye contact with me. She smiled and extended her tongue. Her tongue lightly brushed my pussy lips, yet another tease. After less than fifteen seconds of hardly any attention to my desperate pussy, she abandoned it to kiss and nibble her way down my other leg. I thought I would explode, my entire body reacting to this incredible tease. She continued kissing and nibbling down my leg. Once she reached my foot she paused, bit my toe gently and glided her wet tongue up my entire leg. Again she reached my pussy, and again she gave it no more than a tease, a couple of licks and couple of nibbles before she progressed up my body. She kissed my belly, tongued my belly button and moved up to my breasts.
Speaking for the first time in minutes, she ordered, although gently, "Take off your bra, Hannah."
I leaned up a bit and obeyed the command, allowing my small breasts to come free.
Amy purred, "Your nipples are hard, baby. Is that because of me?"
"Yes," I moaned back, slightly embarrassed at how excited she'd made me. "You're driving me crazy."
Amy winked, "I'm going to make love to you, Hannah. Every part of you needs to be worshipped."
I blushed even harder, I imagine. Amy pushed me onto my back and began kissing my breasts. At first, she kissed and licked round and round them, occasionally allowing her tongue or lips to lightly touch a nipple. The teasing was both exhilarating and frustrating. I wasn't used to having my body worshipped. I was used to my body being used for the pleasure of others, by my ex-husband, by the few boys I dated back in the day, and most recently last night by Mistress Constance. I knew from experience that I wanted to be fucked, to be used, and I had no idea how to deal with this gentle pampering. As if she could hear my inner thoughts, she began to bite my breasts and once for each breast, she sucked my nipple into her mouth. I let out a loud moan, her warm mouth on my nipples sending a chill flowing up my spine. Amy continued up my body to my neck, another tantalizing spot, and finally to my ear, my ultimate make-me-wet spot. As her hot breath and tongue bathed my ear, she repositioned her knee, so it was pressing directly against my pussy. I let out more of a scream than a moan, while Amy whispered, "You like that, baby?"
"Yes," I whimpered, my body responding completely to her every whim.
She bit my ear, harder than expected, before our lips met again. I attempted to hint to her my eagerness to come as I kissed her with reckless passion. Desperate to come, I began to rub my pussy on Amy's leg in an attempt to get off. Amy broke the kiss, "No, no, baby. All in good time, baby. Just let your Amy treat you like you need to be treated."
I began, "Please Amy, you're driving me crazy! I really need to..."
But she put her finger to my lips, "Shhhh, baby, driving you crazy is part of the journey. Just let Amy take care of you. I promise the fireworks at the end will be worth some insanity."
She moved back down my body, her tongue again meandering haphazardly across my skin. Once she reached my now very wet pussy, she ordered, "Turn over, baby."
I obeyed and got onto my knees, my arms resting on the couch. I couldn't see her, but I could feel her tongue and lips on my ass. She worshipped my buttocks just like she had the rest of my body: with wandering kisses, licks, nibbles and gentle bites. I was a horny mess by this time. She pushed my ass slightly forward and pulled my ass cheeks apart. Much to my surprise, I felt her tongue touch down on my rosebud and begin licking. I couldn't believe it. My best friend, who had been with me through thick and thin, was now tonguing my asshole. It was incomprehensible! Even more shocking was how good it felt in this taboo area. I let out another moan, the teasing and random pleasing driving me mad. Suddenly, without warning, I felt a finger slip inside my pussy.
"Aaaaahh," I bellowed, thrilled by the sudden penetration.
Amy pumped a few fingers in and out of my soaking wet pussy for a brief time then just as suddenly pulled them out, leaving my pussy an abandoned mess.
"Please Amy, put them back in," I begged, lunging my ass around, blindly attempting to find her fingers.
Amy spanked my ass, not hard, but not playfully either. "Patience, baby, patience," she instructed in a tone hinting at dominance. I wanted to yell at her to quit teasing me and just fuck me, but I didn't. A second slap on my ass followed, slightly harder, and she commanded, "Baby, turn back around."
"Yes, Mistress," I replied accidently. I attempted to correct myself, "I-I-I..."
"Mistress," Amy mused, her finger slowly caressing my inner thigh. Her tone shifted to serious, "I know that was a slip, but it may be significant. Do you want me to be your Mistress, Hannah?"
Her eyes bored into me, her face telling that my answer mattered. Not knowing what to say, not even what I wanted, I finally stammered, "I-I-I-um."
"You do want me to be your Mistress, don't you baby?"
I was deciding I was pretty sure that I did, but before I could respond and admit my true desire to be her loyal, willing, unconditional sub, she, thankfully, went between my legs and began licking. After all the gentleness of the past hour, I was expecting a similar tenderness when she finally began licking me.



Instead, I was subjected to an all-out assault on my pussy. She went directly to my clit and sucked on it as if she were attempting to swallow it whole. I let out an earth-shattering scream the moment my best friend's mouth made contact. I orgasmed in only a few seconds. As the orgasm quaked through my entire being, Amy let my clit slip out of her mouth, but kept licking. The continued licking of my cunt with constant pressure from Amy, kept my juices flowing and even as the first orgasm began to dissipate, a second one was already building. Amy kept licking, jerking her whole head up and down, almost like she was bobbing on a cock. I watched closely, mesmerized by the sight of my beautiful, sweet, compassionate best friend, pleasuring me in a way I couldn't even have begun to imagine twenty-four hours ago. Her eyes met mine and I blushed, feeling like I'd just been caught stealing from the cookie jar. Yet, unlike yesterday's shy and insecure me, I didn't break eye contact. Instead, I continued to gaze into the eyes of my best friend. She seemed to smile, although it was hard to tell with her mouth so full of pussy. She began to hum against my labia, and a new sensation hit me. Almost instantly, a second orgasm flowed through me, even greater than the first. I screamed, "Oh my God Amy, don't stop, please don't stop!"
Amy obliged, continuing to lick my soaking wet cunt. My juices flooded out of me like a tidal wave. My best friend licked and licked, continuing to please me as I almost hyperventilated from the pure pleasure. She slowed down while I heaved great gasps of air and attempted to regain my breath. Just when I thought I was done, Amy surprised me again. She suddenly slid two fingers into my cunt. The suddenness made me scream in delicious joy and while she finger-fucked me hard and fast, she took my clit back in her mouth.
Again carried away and unaware of my words, I screamed, "Yes Mistress, make your slut cum. Fuck me hard!" The intense double pleasure was too much, and a third powerful orgasm hit me full force. I realized my words only after they'd escaped my mouth. Amy didn't say anything while she continued pleasing me. Long past rational thought, I continued my vocal babble, "Fuck, Amy, I've never felt so good. Fuck, fuck, fuckkkkkk."
The intense pressure was too much, my pussy raw from the constant coming, and I had to push Amy's expert mouth away. "Stop, stop, oh my God, I can't take anymore."
Amy's smile was one of pure satisfaction. She stood up and said, her tone a bit more powerful than I'd ever heard from her, "Ok, my pet. Calling me Mistress once could be seen as a slip of the tongue, but twice, well that tells us something." She slipped off her shirt. Once it was off, she discarded it on the floor. While she unzipped her skirt, she asked, "Baby, you're completely submissive, aren't you?"
"I think so," I whispered, somewhat ashamed.
Her skirt fell to the floor, displaying a beautiful shaved pussy, with a nice arrowhead patch of fur above her clit. Her eyes never left mine. "So baby, are you ready to please me?"
I wanted nothing more. This time I knew exactly what I was saying when I responded, "Yes, Mistress Amy, your slave is more than ready."
Using only a finger, Amy directed me to come to her. I surprised her I think, when I got down on the floor and crawled the few feet over to her. Sudden anxiety filled me. I so desperately wanted to please her, I was worried I'd be a disappointment, especially after the magic she had just worked on me. She asked, "You want to taste your Mistress' pussy, baby?"
"Yes, Mistress Amy," I responded, "but I'm worried I won't please you the way you just pleased me."
"Oh baby, just do what comes natural," she comforted me. "Besides, since we both know you'll do anything I say... harder, softer, more of this and less of that... I can coach you."
Following her instructions, I sat up on my knees and began to lick her pussy while she stood above me. As soon as my tongue made contact with it, she moaned, "That's it baby, lick my pussy."
Although it was difficult to get comfortable, I continued licking her pussy lips, her heavenly scent and taste making an amazing assault on my senses. Deciding to attempt to tease her and at the same time to show her I wanted to be her submissive, I moved away from her delicious nectar and kissed her thigh. slowly, like she had done to me, I moved down her leg, kissing my way gently down her stocking-clad leg while she murmured encouragement. When I reached her foot, I bent down, kissed her perfectly manicured toes and remained there, like a servant awaiting further instruction.
"Baby, you really are the most submissive woman I've ever met. You get wet just from being told what to do, don't you baby?"
"Yes," I answered, no longer even ashamed by the reality of who I really was. The unmistakable adoration in her eyes was melting my shame completely away.
"Kiss my feet, baby, suck my toes like a good little sub," she ordered me lovingly.
"Yes, Mistress Amy," I eagerly responded, happy to be told exactly what to do. No longer a surprise, my pussy began to get that special tingling again.
I sucked each of her toes one at a time, as she had mine. I took my time, attempting to suck each toe into my mouth like a small cock. Pleasing her feet so thoroughly was exciting, although a bit difficult because of the sheer nylons on her feet. Once I was done, I moved to her other foot and repeated the gentle pleasuring.
Once I was finished, her breathing now heavier, she asked, "Do you have any toys?"
"Just a vibrator."
"Well, we'll have to work on adding to your collection, baby," she advised. Sitting on the couch, she ordered, "Go get it, baby."
"Yes, Mistress," I obeyed and began to get up.
"No, no, baby. I like you on all fours like a good sub, a good pet, and I know you like it too. I want to watch you crawl and get it. Bring it back to me in your mouth as if you're carrying a bone."
I fell back onto all fours, "Yes, Mistress, your wish is my command." I crawled away happily, proudly even, wiggling my posterior at her, feeling her eyes bearing down on me. Such an order should have humiliated me, yet it actually made me hornier. The feeling of complete submission, of unconditional obedience, felt so liberating. And, unlike with Mistress Constance, where I never felt safe and was almost always nervous and scared, with Amy I felt completely at home and nurtured, completely comfortable and eager to make her happy. The stairs were a bit awkward at first and somewhat humiliating, but I fulfilled Mistress Amy's instructions, retrieving my fuck-toy and returning on all fours with it in my mouth. If going up the stairs was awkward, going down was an adventure in balance. I proceeded slowly, scared of tumbling down the stairs, but also determined not to disobey a direct order.
Once I finally made it back to Amy, I crawled to her feet and playfully sat up on my haunches, waving my hands paw-like in the air. She giggled and patted my head and rewarded me with, "You're such a good pet, aren't you, baby?"
I couldn't answer because of the toy still in my mouth. I did manage kind of a muffled bark: "Mmmmfff!
She chuckled. Looking down on me from her position of power, "You look so hot like that, baby. So adorable. So submissively perfect." She took the toy out of my mouth.
"Thank you, Mistress Amy."
Her hand rubbed her clit and I gazed between her thighs. I can't explain it, but I actually felt myself craving her pussy. I wanted nothing more than to taste her pussy, to please my best friend. "Do you like what you see, baby?"
"Yes, Mistress Amy, I like it very much."
Amy turned the toy on high and placed it on her clit. "So baby, tell me what you want to do next."
"Anything you want me to," I replied submissively. "And I'm not being evasive about my wishes; the most important thing I care about right now is that I do whatever you decide I should do."
"Hmmmm," Amy moaned, from both the toy in her clit and my response. "Fuck, Hannah, you're getting me really horny."
Shyly, I whispered, "How can I please you, Amy?"
"What happened to Mistress?" she objected.
Looking directly into my dearest friend's eyes, I apologized and begged, "Sorry, how can I please you, Mistress Amy?"
She handed me the toy and ordered, "Come lick and fuck me, baby."
I took the toy and placed it against her pussy lips and rolled it up and down slowly. She gave a loud moan and became surprisingly verbal, "Oh fuck, yes, Hannah, that feels really fucking good. Now get your mouth working too, slut."
Hearing her calling me a slut surprised me briefly, but it also made my pussy tingle with pleasure. I wanted to be her slut; her perfect pet; her obedient lez. "Yes, Mistress Amy."
I buried my face into her pussy and went directly to her clit. I could have teased her, as she had earlier teased me to the brink of lustful debauchery, but instead I focused on making her come hard and fast. I sucked her clit into my mouth while simultaneously slipping the humming toy over and over into her very wet pussy.
She screamed, "Oh my fucking God Hannah, you're such a good little slut. Be my whore, baby, make your Mistress cum!"
I hummed onto her clit, attempting to use vibrations from my mouth to stimulate her further while I continued to lick her big, hard clit.
"Oh fuck, Hannah, fuck, fuck, fuck me faster, baby."
I fucked the toy in and out of her, hard and fast like my hubby had done to me with his cock long ago.
The double pleasure I gave her was too much and she screamed, grabbing my hair and pulling me deeper into her ocean of juice, "I'm coming my slut, fuck, keep licking me, yes, yes, yessssssss!"
I didn't slow down the thrusting of the toy as I sucked her hard clit between my lips, giving it some light nibbles as well.
Amy turned from sweetheart to raging bitch as she roared, "You fucking slut, don't you dare fucking stop. Fuck your Mistress!" Like me, she was apparently capable of multiple orgasms. Even though the first orgasm shook her whole body, she never stopped gasping for breath. Luckily, she let go of my hair so I too could breathe, so I could continue pleasing her. Her moaning and dirty talk continued, "Yes Hannah, you'll be doing this regularly, my slut. Is that what you want, baby, to be my dirty little slut?"
I paused from my pleasing, "Yes, Mistress Amy, I want nothing more than to be your pathetic personal pleasure pleaser."
"Oh fuck Hannah, I want you to do this forever," she screamed and pulled my face back between her thighs. I licked and nibbled her clit and pussy lips while continuing to bury the toy in her pussy. As her moaning continued to echo throughout the room, my best friend stunned me by pushing me away, turning around to kneel on the couch facing away from me and demanding, "Now fuck my ass, baby, fuck it hard."
Although the request was a surprise, I obeyed like a good girl, and pulled the toy, dripping with her juice, out of her cunt. I hesitated and watched my friend, who I thought was as innocent as I'd thought I was, spread her legs as wide as humanly possible and reach for her ass cheeks, pulling them apart. I now had a clear visual of her small rosebud. Amy ordered, "First get it wet baby, lick my nasty asshole."
Although somewhat disgusted by the thought of licking her asshole, I obeyed immediately, leaning forward and extending my tongue. The sweat near her asshole had a sweet salty taste. Less sweet was the taste of her actual asshole as I licked all around it.
"Good slut. You like licking my asshole, don't you?"
Although I didn't like the actual deed, I greatly enjoyed pleasing her. "Yes, Mistress, I love licking your asshole. I love obeying your every whim."
"Good girl," she moaned. "Shove your tongue as deep as you can in my asshole. Rim it good."
I couldn't believe my long-time friend was so perversely naughty. I licked her asshole and attempted to penetrate it with my tongue. Although not tasty, it wasn't as disgusting as I'd assumed it would be. After a couple minutes of this humiliating task, Amy instructed me, "Fuck my ass now, baby."
I reached for the toy again and placed it at her puckered ass. I pushed it forward tentatively until Amy ordered, "Faster baby, just shove it in." I couldn't believe that wouldn't tear her apart, but I did as I was told and jammed the toy vigorously into her ass. It went in way more easily than I could imagine without any lube, and she got animated again. "Now scootch under me and lick my pussy while you fuck my ass, you dirty slut."
Although the positioning was incredibly awkward, I obeyed, and squirming myself beneath her face upwards, I began licking her pussy while I struggled to continue pumping the toy in and out of her ass. Amy's heavy breathing continued and after a few minutes of licking, sucking and nibbling while constantly fucking her asshole, I could tell she was close, so I shoved two fingers into her cunt.
Instantly she bellowed, "You fucking bitch, oh my God, fuck, put a third one in... no, fuck me with your entire hand." With a bit of struggle, I slid all four fingers and even part of my thumb into her pussy and began fucking both of her holes simultaneously. Within seconds, she screamed, "Oh my God, I'm coming, yes, oh my God Hannah, I fucking love you. Fuck yes, fuckkkkkkkkk!" Hearing her say she loved me, even in the throes of passion, had me quivering in pleasure myself. I kept licking as she came all over me, her cum gushing all over my face like a fire hose. Her cum covered my face and dribbled down my chin onto my neck and I savoured every drop I could get, both in and out of my mouth. I actually felt disappointed when Amy climbed off of me. Her gaze met mine. "Oh my God, Hannah, that was the most intense pleasure I've ever felt."
I smiled back, my face and neck coated with her juice, "I loved pleasing you, Amy."
She returned my smile. "I'm sorry I got so nasty. When I get revved up, I become a completely different person. I don't really think you're a slut."
"Please don't apologize. I can't explain it, but being called a slut, especially by you, really turned me on. I loved being your slut, your personal sub. The more you called me dirty names and told me what to do, the hotter and hotter I got, and the more desperate I became to please you completely."
She pulled me up and into her arms and held me in a warm, gentle embrace. It was such a complete contrast to the verbal domination of just a minute before. "Do you know how long I've wanted to make love to you?"
"No, before yesterday the thought of being with a woman was only a fantasy. My fantasies had become more consistently lesbian, but it never occurred to me that you'd be remotely interested or that I could ever actually succumb to my taboo desires."
Amy laughed. "What irony: we both wanted the same thing, and both were too scared to do anything about it. It was almost impossible for me not to just throw you on the ground and devour you entirely for the past year. I've fantasized about our making love every place possible: at work, in the car, after a Friday happy hour, and here at your house, just to name a few. I had a hunch you might be bi or at least curious, but you never said or did anything to remotely confirm my suspicions, and except for losing control of myself for a minute last week, I never knew how to broach the subject without probably grossing you out. But when I heard Ms. Pierce telling you to lock the door and making it obvious that Mistress Constance's new sub was you, my pussy instantly leaked with anticipation."
"I wish I would have known sooner, Amy. I've been curious for a while, but I had no clue you were bi."
"I'm not bi, Hannah. I'm strictly lesbian, and plan to file for divorce soon. My husband understands and supports me in this, bless his heart, and I know we'll remain good friends. But when it comes to happily ever afters, I love you completely, baby, which is probably hard to believe after I just treated you like my personal whore," she said, suddenly shy and nervous.
"Amy, I love you too," I replied, pulling her arms tighter around me. I hadn't felt so warm, safe and satisfied in a long, long time. "And, I can't explain why, but being treated like a slut by you made me even hotter."
"If you're that happy about it, you'll always be my sub, baby. My perfect little sub."
"And I'll always obey you, Mistress Amy. Always."
We remained cuddling together for a long time, each in our own thoughts as we tried to make sense of what just happened and of our true feelings. I was truly happy for the first time in years. As I closed my eyes to relax in the safety of my lover's arms, a revelation jolted me back to reality. I sat up.
"What's wrong, baby?" Amy asked.
"I just remembered that we aren't free to be together, we're both subs to Constance," I reminded her, fear likely plastered all over my face. "And Mary told me she has a crush on me, and I'll have to do whatever she says, too."
She shrugged, "Mistress Constance won't stop us from being together. She'll probably approve and even take credit for it. But she'll still expect us to obey her commands. And Mary's a sweetheart, we'll be able to have some great threesomes with her."
"And you're ok with that?"
"We have no choice. Mistress has compromising pictures of me, and I assume of you."
"Yes, me too," I sighed.
"But serving Mistress is ninety-five percent fun, as is our little sisterhood at school, and even though our relationship will need to be more or less open, none of it means that we can't be together, can't live together."
Tears began to well up in my eyes, "I'm being given as an eighteenth birthday present for Karli this weekend."
"Oh my," Amy sympathized, "that is pretty intense."
I was curious what her initiation task for Constance had been, but before I could ask the question, I glanced at the clock and realized what time it was. "Oh shit, Elaine and the bastard will be here in twenty minutes." I stood up and frantically began grabbing my clothes.
Amy stood up, grabbed my arms and kissed me. I melted into her and suddenly everything seemed ok. She broke the kiss, "Go shower and change, Hannah, I'll clean up down here."
I rushed upstairs to shower, my head running in a million different directions. It had been less than twenty-four hours since my life had drastically changed forever. I was a sub for a woman I hated in Constance. I was a sub for a woman I thought I loved in Amy. I was clearly submissive and definitely seemed not only to enjoy, but also to get off on being told what to do.
I needed time to put all this together, to make sense of everything that had happened.
I got out of the shower and looked in the mirror. I no longer knew who I was. Or what I had become. I should have been ashamed or mortified, probably both. Yet oddly, the primary feeling I had was one of nervous contentment. I had to accept that everything I had known about myself and my life was wrong.
Did I know what the future held?
No.
Was I petrified?
Yes.
Would I change a thing?
Hell, no.
I got dressed, took a deep breath and headed downstairs, to a future so unknown and so exciting... to a new reality.
THE END
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1. THE BEGINNING
I blame Literotica.
No seriously...if it wasn't for Literotica, none of this would have happened.
Now in all fairness, some would argue it is my fault; as it was my own stupidity and my own weakness that led to this whole crazy mess; that said I wouldn't change a single thing. I am just saying...it really never would have happened if it wasn't for Literotica.
Now I suppose I should start by saying I had and still have a pretty good life. I am happily married to a beautiful woman named Maryanne who is 5'4, delicate olive skin, long dark brown hair, memorizing hazel eyes, a killer smile, small perky breasts and the thin body of a swimmer. I have a good job at a marketing company; my job is in design. As for me, a little short at 5'10, have fair skin, brown hair, blue eyes and I have a decent six inch cock. Unfortunately, I am also somewhat scrawny and thus have never been seen as a manly threat.
This whole sordid tale begins because of Literotica. I had been an avid reader for some time when I came across a gay story. Now actually if I must be exact on who to blame, beside blaming Literotica, I should also blame the author Watchdwag as well. I really enjoyed his 'Seducing the Babysitter' series and thus decided to read his 'How I Became a Gay Cock Slut'. Now I honestly can say that I, at the time, had not even remotely considered another guy in my life. I just thought the title hilarious and thought reading about such a faggot would be entertaining. So imagine my surprise when my cock rose as I read about this straight guy who became a faggot and loved it. I was stunned when he was willing to be a cock sucker in front of his wife...and was really disappointed when there was no part two where he indeed submitted in front of his wife. Before I knew it I was often searching for stories about straight men who become little faggots. When I read John Hamilton's 'Becoming a Cock Slave', I instantly got hard and wished I was the guy who submitted to this black master.
I soon began searching for stories about black men dominating white sissies. My addiction to these stories became somewhat disturbing as I began to search for black men on online chat-rooms. I found a few who verbally dominated me online and I could not even begin to explain how it turned me on. It always ended with me pumping my cock and shooting cum all over myself as the online black master called me faggot, sissy, cock sucker, and so forth. Now all that said, I still didn't consider myself gay or even gay curious. These were just dirty fantasies. Don't we all have some dark dirty perversion deep inside us?
Anyhow, that leads me to my actual story....
My addiction had become an obsession as I began to do chats while at work. I had met a few online Masters to dominate me, but then I met the perfect one. He was dominant and for some reason I felt compelled to actually really obey each command. I would check to see if he was online often and would always feel a tinge of disappointment when he was not online. I eventually had my chat on at all times, at the request of my online Black Master, as he insisted I be available every possible minute; he reminded me that I was simply his white fuck boy and it was my job to be ready to please at a seconds notice. I have my own office and thus have enough privacy to be able to be ready for him when he beckons.
Things began to change on Tuesday. I went online after a quick meeting about a new product line we were trying to win. Then just after ten I logged on.
WhiteFaggotCravesBlackCock: U there Master?
BigBlackRod: Yes faggot. R U wearing the pink panties and lace bra as instructed?
WhiteFaggotCravesBlackCock: Yes, Master.
BigBlackRod: The matching pink stockings, faggot?
WhiteFaggotCravesBlackCock: Yes, Master. They are underneath my suit.
BigBlackRod: Good slave. Take your shoes off, white boy.
WhiteFaggotCravesBlackCock: Yes, master.
BigBlackRod: R U wearing socks, cock-toy?
WhiteFaggotCravesBlackCock: Yes, Master.
BigBlackRod: Take them off now, cunt.
WhiteFaggotCravesBlackCock: Yes, Master.
BigBlackRod: Throw them in the garbage, sissy.
WhiteFaggotCravesBlackCock:???, Master.
BigBlackRod: Do as U R told slut!!!
WhiteFaggotCravesBlackCock: Yes, Master.
I don't know why, but I actually obeyed and took off my socks and threw them in the garbage.
WhiteFaggotCravesBlackCock: Done, Master.
You would think that I would pretend to obey, as this was just online role paly, but I obeyed, keeping my shoes right beside me so I could quickly slide them back on if I had to. I also really was wearing pink silk panties, the matching lace bra and pink stockings. I bought both at a lingerie store as instructed by my online Master.
BigBlackRod: Did u obey at the lingerie store, my pussy?
WhiteFaggotCravesBlackCock: Yes, Master. I tried on the panties, bra and stockings as instructed. I then asked the young girl, who was no more than twenty, how I looked in them.
BigBlackRod: And....
WhiteFaggotCravesBlackCock: She asked why I was wearing them. So I explained that my Master had instructed me to. She gave me a quizzical look before saying 'You look slutty.' I responded, 'My Master will be happy to hear it.' I thanked her and went and changed.
BigBlackRod: Were u embarrassed?
WhiteFaggotCravesBlackCock: Yes, Master.
BigBlackRod: U WERE EMBARRASED PLEASING ME?
WhiteFaggotCravesBlackCock: No. No, no. I loved it. I was just being honest; I am very shy in real life.
BigBlackRod: I see.
There were a couple of minutes without a response and I began to fret. Had I upset him? My submissive online addiction had begun to ooze into my real personality, I realized.
BigBlackRod: I forgive u.
WhiteFaggotCravesBlackCock: Thank u, Master. I don't want to disappoint u.
BigBlackRod: Good homo, don't let it happen again. There are many other white cock-suckers to please me if u can't.
WhiteFaggotCravesBlackCock: Sorry, Master. It will not happen again.
BigBlackRod: So did u lick your cum from your wife's pussy as instructed?
WhiteFaggotCravesBlackCock: Yes, Master.
BigBlackRod: How did it taste?
WhiteFaggotCravesBlackCock: Salty, Master.
BigBlackRod: Did u enjoy it?
WhiteFaggotCravesBlackCock: Yes I did Master. It made my cock hard knowing that I was doing it for you.
BigBlackRod: Good cunt. U will get to prove your worth to me soon faggot.
WhiteFaggotCravesBlackCock: Yes, Master. I look forward to being used as the white faggot I am.
BigBlackRod: Good. Let's see if that is true. How far R U willing 2 go to please ur Master faggot?
WhiteFaggotCravesBlackCock: To the ends of the earth, Master.
BigBlackRod: Good. Do not put your shoes back on, and go walk to your photocopying room and photocopy something. You must stop and talk to at least two people on this journey.
WhiteFaggotCravesBlackCock: OMG!
BigBlackRod: Do it NOW Bitch.
WhiteFaggotCravesBlackCock: Yes, Master.
I sighed. This is where the rubber hit the road. It was fine to be called a bunch of names; it was fine to eat my cum from my wife's pussy; it was fine to pose in girlie lingerie like a slutty girl, but potentially having my obsessive perversion known at work was a whole different manner. So I put my shoes on and did the rest of what he commanded. It felt weird to walk in my shoes and just silk stockings. I ended up talking to my secretary Annie and to Eric, another designer like myself. I returned to my desk and lied to my online Master.
WhiteFaggotCravesBlackCock: I am back, Master.
BigBlackRod: Did u complete the task?
WhiteFaggotCravesBlackCock: Yes, I did Master.
BigBlackRod: LIAR.
WhiteFaggotCravesBlackCock: Pardon, Master?
BigBlackRod: LIAR. I KNOW U DID NOT OBEY. U WORE YOUR SHOES.
Oh shit. How would he possibly know that? I assume he was just guessing, so I tried to keep up the lie.
WhiteFaggotCravesBlackCock: No, Master. I did as I was told.
BigBlackRod: SO U R GOING TO TELL UR MASTER THAT U TALKED WITH ANNIE WITH UR SHOES OFF AND ERIC AS WELL?
Oh fuck. I had never even told him where I worked. Nor had I ever given him any names of co-workers. My face went white. Oh shit, how the hell would he know those were the two people I talked to?
BigBlackRod: FAGGOT. COCK GOT UR TONGUE?
I had no idea how to react. My whole career was on the line now.
BigBlackRod: IF U DON"T RESPOND IN 5 SECONDS, I AM SENDING THIS TO YOUR BOSS...ROD ISN'T IT?
I instantly responded.
WhiteFaggotCravesBlackCock: Sorry, it is just this is all a little overwhelming.
BigBlackRod: What is?
WhiteFaggotCravesBlackCock: Well, I...U know where I work.
BigBlackRod: I know a lot about u faggot. Your wife, Maryanne, is 30 and works as a personal care assistant. You are older, 38 in fact. I know u really have obeyed all my commands, up until now that is.
WhiteFaggotCravesBlackCock: How do U know all this?
BigBlackRod: It is my job as your MASTER. When u agreed to be my slave, u became my property. U remember the oath u agreed to?
I had got the following email from him after our first online conversation:
From: BigBadJohn
To: WhiteFaggot567
March 14th, 2011
Please read and send back if u agree to be my personal slave.
Master,
I, _______________________________, swear to obey every command my MASTER instructs me to do. I promise to be online every day at some point to get new instructions. My sole responsibility in life now is as a cum bucket for my MASTER and will, when requested, drop everything to complete a task. I solemnly swear to obey every word and task my MASTER gives me and understand and accept any punishment that MASTER seems fit to dole out if I ever do not fulfill a task or disobey my MASTER.
If you agree to this oath, e-mail it back, with the understanding that every word in that oath MUST be true.
If you disagree with the oath, do not respond and I will move on to another white cock slave.
MASTER JOHN
I sent the e-mail back, but treated it like a game. I didn't take it seriously, or ever consider it to be the gospel or that someday I would be held to it. I didn't know him and he didn't know me.
WhiteFaggotCravesBlackCock: Yes, Master
BigBlackRod: U BROKE IT.
WhiteFaggotCravesBlackCock: Yes I did, Master.
BigBlackRod: U NEED 2 B PUNISHED...disobey again and the punishment will include ur wife.
WhiteFaggotCravesBlackCock: I understand, Master.
I was freaking out, but what could I do. Somehow, he was watching me.
BigBlackRod: Go ask Annie if there is a package for you.
WhiteFaggotCravesBlackCock: A package, Master.
BigBlackRod: Yes. I sent u a little something.
WhiteFaggotCravesBlackCock: Yes, Master.
BigBlackRod: And take your shoes off, if they are not off already.
WhiteFaggotCravesBlackCock: Yes, Master. BRB!
I took off my shoes again and opened my office door. I walked up to Annie's desk and asked, "Annie, was there a package delivered for me today?"
Annie, a beautiful redhead in her mid twenties, and just oozing sex appeal, said, "Yes, Mr. Wilson, it came a few minutes ago." She then handed me an unwrapped box and I gasped. It was a butt plug. She smiled and asked teasingly, "A gift for the wife?"
"Yeah," I said, thinking she saved me from thinking up some lie. She also looked quizzically at my shoeless stocking-clad feet. I grabbed the toy, went back into my office and returned to my computer.
WhiteFaggotCravesBlackCock: I got the package.
BigBlackRod: Like it?
WhiteFaggotCravesBlackCock: Yes, Master. I have never used one of these before.
BigBlackRod: Put it in your ass.
WhiteFaggotCravesBlackCock: Now?
BigBlackRod: Yes,faggot.
WhiteFaggotCravesBlackCock: Ok, Master, just give me a second. I need to lock the door.
BigBlackRod: Don't you dare, faggot.
WhiteFaggotCravesBlackCock: But someone could see?
BigBlackRod: Do u think I give a fuck?
WhiteFaggotCravesBlackCock: No, Master.
BigBlackRod: Now put the toy in ur ass NOW faggot.
WhiteFaggotCravesBlackCock: Yes, Master.
I took a deep breath and stood up. This was way too much. My career was at stake, yet my cock was fully erect in my pants. I pulled my pants down and panties down and awkwardly place it at my anal entrance. I, without instruction, sucked the toy a bit to get it at least a bit lubricated. The rubber tasted terrible.
BigBlackRod: Is it in your ass yet?
WhiteFaggotCravesBlackCock: Not yet Master, I'm getting it lubricated.
BigBlackRod: And how r u doing that, faggot?
WhiteFaggotCravesBlackCock: By sucking on the toy, Master.
BigBlackRod: U really r a whore aren't u?
WhiteFaggotCravesBlackCock: Yes, Master.
BigBlackRod: FUCK UR ASS NOW SISSY SLUT!!!
I obeyed. The pain was extreme as I slowly pushed the toy into my virgin ass. I had never had anything in my butt other than my finger last week at the demand of my Master. As I pushed the five inch toy deeper in me a pain so extreme shook my body.
BigBlackRod: Make sure it all gets in there faggot. MY cock is a lot bigger than that five inch toy. NOW PUMP IT IN AND OUT.
I gave out a moan, a mixture of intense pain and the subtle beginnings of pleasure, as I pumped the five inch toy in and out of my ass slowly.
BigBlackRod: You like that, don't you faggot.
I didn't answer, as I tried to focus on the toy in my ass.
BigBlackRod: Answer me whore.
WhiteFaggotCravesBlackCock: Yes, Master. It's beginning to feel good.
The pleasure began to feel good, the pain simmering to a subtle inconvenience. I began to stroke my raging hard-on as I fucked my own ass.
BigBlackRod: STOP!!! Keep the toy in your ass and pull up your panties.
I sighed. I was close to cumming. I could have ignored the command and finished, but the thought of disobeying seemed so wrong. I obeyed and I pulled up my pants and awkwardly moved back to my desk.
BigBlackRod: SIT BACK DOWN.
I hesitated as I wondered how I was going to be able to sit with a toy in my ass.
BigBlackRod: NOW BITCH!
I did and gave out a yelp as the toy went deeper into me then I could even imagine.
WhiteFaggotCravesBlackCock: I am back again, Master.
BigBlackRod: How does your ass feel?
WhiteFaggotCravesBlackCock: Ok, but it burns a bit.
BigBlackRod: Soon u will be taking much bigger things in that faggot ass. We need to get that ass loosened to take my big black cock.
WhiteFaggotCravesBlackCock: Yes, Master.
As I considered this I finally realized this internet role play, these fakes games, were now real and he probably was planning to fuck my ass.
BigBlackRod: Bounce up and down on your chair 5 times.
WhiteFaggotCravesBlackCock: Yes, Master.
I did as instructed, petrified of disobeying again. Each bounce sent a painful charge through my bottom. Any earlier pleasure faded quickly from the punishing assault of my ass.
BigBlackRod: Done?
WhiteFaggotCravesBlackCock: Yes, Master.
BigBlackRod: Hurt?
WhiteFaggotCravesBlackCock: Immensely.
BigBlackRod: Don't worry...eventually having a cock in your ass will be as casual as having lunch. And you will be having a lot of lunches!!!
WhiteFaggotCravesBlackCock: Yes, Master.
BigBlackRod: Do u want to be my cocksucker, sissy?
WhiteFaggotCravesBlackCock: Yes, Master.
Amy walked in and said, "Mr. Chetty wants to see you". Instantly, I was worried, he had laid off a few people the past month, the economy being what it was. And he was not someone who called you into his office to exchange pleasantries.
WhiteFaggotCravesBlackCock: I have 2 go meet with my boss now.
BigBlackRod: Ok, good luck.
WhiteFaggotCravesBlackCock: Thanks, Master. I Will check back online as soon as I can.
BigBlackRod: And make sure you keep the plug in ur ass, faggot. I will know if u disobey and I will punish u severely.
WhiteFaggotCravesBlackCock: Yes, Master.
I logged off and stood up. The toy lodged awkwardly in my ass. I walked around for a few seconds, trying to get used to the odd feeling. I contemplated taking it out, but yet the submissive side of me convinced me not to. I put my shoes back on and headed to the elevator to go to the 12th floor: Mr. Chetty's office.
I had never been to the 12th floor as only the President and two Vice-Presidents had their offices on that floor.
Now I should note that Mr, Chetty is an incredibly good looking black man. He is a well built, 6'1", with a shaved head. To be truthful, many of my gay submission fantasies involved him as my Master, but in real life he was a scary boss who intimidated everyone. I got to his office and told his secretary, oddly a guy named Eugene, I was here to see Mr. Chetty.
Eugene gave me an odd once over, with an annoying smirk, and said, "Take a seat." As I sat down, slowly, I wondered how a guy ended up being a secretary; it was such a stereotypical girl job. That said, he was exactly like someone named Eugene should look like. He was the poster boy for geek. He had the glasses, the goofy smile and was as skinny as a stick. I figured he was probably gay; I then smirked to myself as I judged someone else as gay as I sat with a fucking butt plug up my ass and wearing lingerie.
"He will see you now," Eugene said.
"Thanks," I responded and walked into Mr. Chetty's office, wondering what he could possible have to say to me.
As I entered, Eugene followed me in and closed the door. I thought that was odd, but said nothing.
From behind his desk, Mr. Chetty instructed, "Sit down Dave."
I did, giving a slight grimace in the process, as I sat back on the toy, which was lodged at a really uncomfortable angle.
He stood up from his desk and walked over to me. "So Dave, do you know why you are here?"
"No," I said nervously and honestly.
"No clue?" he asked.
"None, sir," I responded, a feeling of worry creeping upon me.
"Eugene, please hand me Dave's file," Mr. Chetty asked.
"Yes, sir," Eugene said and quickly handed Mr. Chetty a manila file folder.
Mr. Chetty looked at it a long while, now leaning on his desk. "This file is full of some very entertaining reading."
"It is?" I asked, wondering what could possibly be in there.
"Oh yes, very interesting," he said slyly. He stared at me for a long while before finally letting the bomb drop, "Did you know we track all computer action in this building, Dave?"
My face went red I am sure as I began to understand my predicament.
Mr. Chetty smiled at my silence as he continued, "And the last couple of weeks you have had some very interesting," he paused for dramatic effect, "correspondences." He flipped through the folder as he listed, "With the likes of Hammercock, BlackMaster, 10inchBlack, and," he paused for what seemed like an eternity as he finished "BigBlackRod."
Desperate to save my job, I said, "I can explain."
"You can?" he said mockingly, "This I am looking forward to hearing."
"Um," I attempted to begin, "I...was," I again tried to explain.
"Yes, I understand," he said sarcastically, as he went back to his desk. "Now the question becomes, what do we do with you?"
"I'm so sorry," I pleaded, "I really need this job. I will do anything."
"Anything?" he asked, his eye brow raised with curiosity.
"Yes," I replied, having no idea what I actually meant.
Mr. Chetty looked at his computer and then asked, "Did you obey your," he then put his hands in the air and fingered quotation marks, "Master?"
"Excuse me?" I asked.
"Take off your shoes," he said.
"Um," I began.
"NOW,' he roared.
I quickly took off my shoes, revealing my nylon covered feet.
"Interesting," he said, his rage completely dissipated. "I assume if you are wearing the pink stockings, you are wearing the pink panties and bra?"



"Yes," I said in a humiliated whisper.
"Show me," he commanded.
I paused briefly, but stood up and took off my tie and unbuttoned my shirt, revealing my pink lace bra. I then looked at him, who was looking back at me with an amused expression, before I undid my buckle and let my pants drop to the floor.
"Well," he said, "You did obey your Master." He paused and then asked, "Why?"
"I don't know," I said, which was largely true.
"You must know why you would dress in girl's underwear, like a little slut," he inquired.
I don't," I responded, adding, "I can't explain it, I felt compelled to obey, even though I am not really gay."
"You're not?" he said surprised.
"I'm married," I explained.
"So?" he countered.
"Submitting to him online was a turn on," I explained, "a fantasy that was nothing more than that."
"Really?" he said, clearly not believing me. He looked at me standing there in girl's undergarments and finally said, "So you are not gay. But you fantasize about black men?"
I sighed and answered, "Yes."
"Turn around," he commanded.
I hesitated briefly, but obeyed, my cock getting harder in my pink panties.
"You still have the butt plug in your ass," he said matter-of-factly.
"Yes," I said.
"Did you fuck yourself and bounce up and down five times as instructed by your Master today?"
"Yes," I said ashamed.
"But you are not gay?" he asked.
"No," I said, me no longer completely convinced.
"Turn back around!" he demanded.
I obeyed.
"Do you want Eugene here to suck your cock?"
"Pardon?" I asked stunned by the question.
"I think the question is quite clear, do you want Eugene here to suck your cock?"
"Um," I began, with mixed emotions. My cock was so hard I would fuck anything, but this seemed incredibly weird.
"I'll take that as a yes," he said with a smile and snapped his fingers.
Eugene, obediently, like a servant, walked over to me, and without saying a word, took my cock in his mouth. I was stunned. The shock quickly turned to pleasure as Eugene began to bob up and down on my dick.
"Enjoying having your cock sucked by a guy?" my black boss asked.
What can one say to such a question? I was greatly enjoying it, my erect cock in his mouth and my slight moans gave me away. So I whimpered, "Yes."
"But I thought you were not a faggot?" he asked. "Eugene, stop sucking." Eugene instantly took my cock out of his mouth.
Mr. Chetty explained, "Eugene is a great cocksucker. He is a complete faggot. He has never been with a woman. He services me and some others, but he is not attractive enough for my business clientele. Now do you want Eugene to finish sucking you off?"
I did not even hesitate as my hard cock spoke for me, "Yes."
"But you are not gay?" he teased.
"Fine," I said, "I am bi."
"No," he chuckled, "You are a faggot; a homo who craves being dominated by black men."
I said nothing.
"Aren't you?" he asked, his voice rising.
"Yes," I whispered.
"Louder, white boy!" my black boss demanded.
"Yes," I repeated.
"And you want Eugene to suck your cock and swallow your load?"
"Yes," I admitted. Mr. Chetty gave a nod to Eugene and he instantly took my full six inches in his mouth. I instantly let out a moan from his expert mouth. This was easily the best blow job I had ever received. He did something with his mouth I could not explain. But it felt like my dick was swimming in an ocean of joy.
I then leaned back and within a few more seconds my cum bubbled and exploded down Eugene's mouth. He didn't miss a beat as he kept moving up and down taking every last drop of my cum.
Mr. Chetty then demanded, "Did you just come in my secretary's mouth?"
"Yes," I said, relived to have just cum and yet embarrassed by what had just occurred.
"Now you should thank Eugene," he said.
I looked down at Eugene, this nerd on his knees, and said, "Um, thank you."
Eugene smiled and said so absurdly, "My pleasure."
"Now kiss him," my boss demanded.
For some reason the idea of sucking a cock turned me on and didn't disgust me; but the thought of kissing another guy groused me right out. But I pulled Eugene up and kissed his mouth. He shoved his tongue in my mouth and I could taste the lingering drops of my semen. He then broke the kiss. He turned and walked out without a word. I sat there, my cock slowly shrinking, trying to figure out what had just happened.
"He's good, isn't he?" Mr. Chetty asked.
"Yes," I answered, still bewildered by the situation.
"Better than your wife?" he asked.
I didn't answer right away, but he asked again, his voice more forceful, "It's a simple fucking question you fucking faggot, is Eugene a better cocksucker than your wife?"
Knowing the answer was yes, I replied defeated and slightly frightened, "Yes."
"I thought so, Eugene has an expert faggot mouth," Mr. Chetty said. "Now I have a secret for you," he began, as he unbuckled his pants.
I stared at him hypnotized.
"Do you know my first name?" he asked, his pants dropping to the floor.
"No," I said honestly having no clue.
"It is Rod," he said.
"Oh," I said. He said nothing as he let me make the connection. It took a little while, apparently I am not all that swift, before I finally caught on and asked dumbfounded, but already knowing the answer, "You are BigBadRod?"
"Yes, I am, faggot," he said, taking his underwear off and revealing a massive nine plus inch cock, "and now I am your Master."
I stood there stunned. All my dark dirty fantasies had all cumulated to this very moment. Inside I knew I wanted nothing more than to suck his big black cock. Yet, I also didn't want to really cheat on my wife. It was one thing to role play, but this was very different. Of course, I had just come in Eugene's mouth, so I guess the concept of cheating was rather irrelevant.
"So you have two choices," he began, "You can get on your knees and crawl to me and beg to be my white fuck toy or you can quit, get dressed, and walk out of my office. The choice is yours." He looked at me with a dominant smile on his face.
I already knew the answer. I couldn't lose my job, plus deep down I desperately wanted this. I slowly dropped to my knees.
"On all fours faggot!" he demanded.
I got on all fours like a puppy. My heart was beating so hard, and my cock was also as hard as I can ever remember.
"Now crawl over to your Master," he commanded.
I obeyed and soon was at my Master's feet.
"Clean my shoes with your tongue, homo," he instructed.
I again obeyed cleaning his black dress shoes. I did this for a minute or so until he said, "Have you ever sucked a cock?"
"No," I answered.
"But you want to suck mine," he asked.
"Yes," I answered, still on all fours in a submissive posture.
"You understand that once your sissy mouth engulfs my black cock I own you," she explained.
"Yes," I said, eager to please, my cock now throbbing.
"You will not only please me. But you will become my new faggot for certain clientele," he said.
I looked up a bit confused.
He continued, "Dave, you are a very handsome man. You're all American good looks will be a great asset to many of our foreign clients as well as some of our elite American ones with unique tastes."
I still was confused, my baffled facial expression looking at my new Master.
"You will be my white faggot who will suck and fuck whoever I tell you to," he explained.
"Oh," I said.
"You have a problem with that pussy boy?" he asked slightly annoyed.
"No, no, no," I pleaded like a boy in trouble from his mother.
"Good, faggot," he said calm again, "Now beg to be my white sissy fuck thing."
I looked up, still on all fours, and said, "Please Master, let me be your white fuck toy. Use my mouth and ass for your personal pleasure."
He smiled and said, "Now beg to suck your Master's cock."
I got up onto just my knees and said, eager to please, "Can I please suck Master's big black cock?"
He said, a victorious smug look on his face, "Get to work white boy."
I leaned forward and took my first ever cock in my mouth. His mammoth cock was hard to take, but I tried my best. I moved slowly at first, trying to get used to this weird feeling. "That's it faggot," my new Master said, "Suck my cock." I started to move a bit faster, but each time I went deeper I would gag a bit. This seemed to frustrate my Master as he said, "Fuck faggot, you are really not that good at this." He then grabbed my head and began to pump his thick rod in and out of my mouth. My eyes watered as I desperately tried not to gag as he fucked my face like it was a pussy. He kept pumping, ignoring my gags, until I felt his hot seed explode in my mouth. I swallowed it as best I could, but gagged, cum dripping out of my mouth and onto the floor.
"Fuck," Master roared, "You spilt my cum."
Without even thinking, frightened to upset my new black Master, I dropped to the floor and retrieved the cum with my mouth. He then pulled up his pants and said "You are not much of a cocksucker, yet." I looked down, the aftertaste of his cum filling my mouth, as he said, "But practise will make perfect."
I said nothing, waiting for what I was supposed to do.
Finally, Mr. Chetty, back behind his desk, said, "What is your cell number?"
I gave it to him and he explained, "I expect you to have it on at all time. When I call, I expect you to drop everything and meet me wherever I request."
"Yes, Master," I said, "but what about my wife?"
"What about her?" he asked dismissively.
"She can't find out about this," I said with a sense of desperation.
He shrugged and said, "Does it look like that is my problem, faggot?"
"No," I said defeated.
"Good, now get back to work you fucking pussy," he said, not even looking up from his desk.
I quickly got dressed and left Master's office. As I left, I kept my head down to avoid eye contact with Eugene or anyone else, fearing they could see through my manly exterior to my shamed interior. I went to the elevator and out for lunch. The rest of the day was uneventful but nerve-wracking. I kept expecting a call from my Master or something, but none came. I went home and had a nice supper with my wife. We were watching NCIS when I got a text.
Master
Tuesday Mar 29, 2011
Be at Walker's in twenty minutes. Go to the last stall in the bathroom. Close the stall. Service the man who knocks on your stall three times, with your faggot mouth. Understood?
Dave
Tuesday Mar 29, 2011
I can't. I am with my wife.
Master
Tuesday Mar 29, 2011
That is one.
Dave
Tuesday Mar 29, 2011
Excuse me?
Master
Tuesday Mar 29, 2011
That is one strike, hit three and not only are you fired, but the whole world knows what kind of faggot you really are. UNDERSTOOD?!
Dave
Tuesday Mar 29, 2011
Understood.
Master
Tuesday Mar 29, 2011
UNDERSTOOD WHAT FAGGOT?
Dave
Tuesday Mar 29, 2011
Understood, Master.
I told my wife, rather honestly, that that was Mr. Chetty and he needed me ASAP. My wife seemed surprised. This had never really happened, but I shrugged as I explained, "I think I have a chance to move up the corporate ladder." Which in some ways seemed true.
My wife has ecstatic for me and said, "Well go do what you have to do." The irony of that statement only I knew.
I left and headed to Walker's, an Irish Pub. I walked in, did a quick perusal of the bar, it was half empty, and headed to the washroom. Much to my relief, the bathroom was completely empty. I went into the final stall and nervously waited. Each time footsteps entered the bathroom, a nervous chill went up my spine. When the expected three knocks did not occur a mixture of relief and disappointment filled me. I sat there for half an hour and was just beginning to wonder how long I had to sit here, when three slow, strong, knocks echoed in my stall. I took a deep breath and unlocked the door. I apprehensively opened the door and was face to face with a black teenager.
He had a smirk on his face as he walked in, "Hi, cocksucker. Rod says you need practice."
I quickly closed the door and stood there awkwardly. I asked, "How old are you?"
"19, faggot," the baby-face black boy answered, before he put his hands on my shoulders and pushed me onto my knees. "Enough small talk, white boy." I unbuckled his belt, unzipped his zipper and dropped his jeans to the ground. I pulled down his boxers and a nine inch cock stood erect at my attention. I stared at it, hypnotized by the big cock. "Get to work, faggot, I don't have all night," the black teen demanded.
I opened my mouth and took in the teen's cock. I began bobbing up and down, taking in half his long rod. The boy said, "Slow down old man, this isn't a race."
I instantly quit bobbing, and used my tongue to slide up and down the thick shaft. He gave a soft moan as I took his mushroom top back into my mouth. I sucked his head with my tongue and lips, move up and down just an inch. After a lengthy tease on his thick penis top, I deep throated him as best I could, and began to really bob on his cock. He moaned instantly when I attempted to deep throat him and his moans continued as I picked up the pace.
"Oh yes, faggot, that's much better. You may be a good cocksucker yet," he said approvingly.
My own cock hardened, as I pleased this teen cock. At that moment nothing else mattered, but making this teen kid cum. I desperately wanted to taste his seed. I continued a steady pace, trying to go a bit deeper each time, and after a couple more minutes I could tell he was on the verge of cumming.
"That's it cocksucker, get ready to take all my cum," he grunted.
I obeyed, keeping his cock in my mouth until I felt the surge of cum explode from his cock. I kept sucking until every last drop of his semen was in my belly.
As I was finishing swallowing, I saw a flash. He had taken a picture of his cock in my mouth. Finally he pulled out and said, "Thanks faggot, I'll tell Uncle you obeyed his command and that you showed some potential." He pulled his pants up and left without another word.
I got off my knees and then left the bathroom, thankful it was still empty. I returned home and luckily my wife was already asleep.
2. THE ROUTINE BEGINS
It is hard to work when you have no idea if or when your boss is going to call you in to use you as a sex toy. Each day for the next two weeks, I sucked his cock. Sometimes it was in the morning, other times at lunch and one time it was at the end of the day. The routine was always the same. He called me names, I sucked his cock for a few minutes and then he would face fuck me and cum down my throat. By the end of the second week, I was getting much better at pleasing him. My rod stood erect the whole time I pleased him, desperate to cum myself. The rest of the day would include Eugene coming and sucking me off in my office and me returning the favour. I was officially addicted to cum.
It was on a Friday that Rod upped the ante. As I knelt before him ready to suck his hard cock, he asked, "Are you ready for the next level, faggot?"
I looked at him slightly confused, "Yes, Master."
"Ready to take my cock in your faggot ass?" he declared.
I didn't even flinch as I responded, "Yes, Master."
He said, "Bend over my desk faggot," as I saw him greasing his massive tool.
I stood up and bent at the waist so my chest was flat on his desk and waited nervously.
I soon felt his big strong hands pull apart my ass cheeks, "Are you ready to be fucked, faggot?"
My stiff erection spoke for me as I begged, "Yes, Master, please fuck your faggot. Fill my ass with your big black cock."
Instantly, I felt the sharp pain as his enormous cock split my ass cheeks apart. It was way more painful then I could even begin to imagine. I held onto the desk, wincing in pain. Master, seeing and hearing my discomfort, said, "Don't worry homo. Soon the pain will subside and the pleasure will take over."
He began to slowly move in and out, only partly in my tight burning ass. Slowly, as he said, the pain began to fade and the thrill of such a complete submission began to overwhelm me so much that the next words out of my mouth surprised even me. I begged, "Oh Master, please fuck my ass faster."
"You really are a faggot. You want this don't you, cunt?" he grunted. He obliged as he began moving faster and going deeper.
I moaned and whimpered. The pain resurfaced as his cock went deeper than I could even begin to fathom. But the pleasure also increased as he began to really fuck me. Soon he was drilling my ass at a consistently fast pace and I began to really enjoy the feeling of a big cock in my ass.
As he pounded my ass he asked, "So what would your wife say if she walked in right now?"
Instantly I panicked, but grunted "She would freak out completely, Master."
He chuckled, "What would you do if you had to choose between your wife and my cock?"
At the moment I would do anything for him, my cock and my submission doing all my thinking, "You are my Master, I will always do as you demand." As soon as the words came out, I knew it was true, I loved my wife, but I could not quit his cock. I was addicted to it and being a complete submissive sissy to him.
"That is very good to know," he grunted as he continued fucking my white ass.
I moaned, desperate for more pleasure, "Don't stop, fuck your faggot, fuck me hard."
As soon as I said that, he gave one final thrust that had me scream in ecstasy as my ass was completely filled with his hard black cock. The hardcore pumping continued for another minute until he pulled out, flipped me over to my knees and shoved his cock, that had been in my ass for over twenty minutes, into my mouth. All I wanted was to please him, and I bobbed up and down eager to take his full load.
I heard his usual grunt which signalled that he was going to cum and felt his hot seed slide down my throat. I continued sucking, extracting every last drop of his cum.
He finally pulled out, "You are turning into a very good faggot."
I ridiculously responded, "Thank you, Master."
As he pulled up his pants, he declared, "I am coming over for supper tomorrow. Around 6 o'clock."
Instantly, I had the deer-in-headlights look as I sputtered, "Y-y-you are?"
"Yes, I am," he said, "And I expect you wearing your slutty lingerie underneath your clothes, understood?"
"Yes, Master," I said defeated, my mind reeling from this new piece of information.
"Good, now get the fuck out of here, faggot," he said, dismissing his fuck-toy.
I stood up and left, my ass still burning. I spent the rest of the work day in a state of anxiety, knowing my whole world, as I knew it, was about to come to an end.
That night, I fucked my wife the hardest I ever had, the whole time thinking of Master's cock in my ass.
3. THE FINAL STRAW
My wife was thrilled to have my boss coming over as she loved to entertain and I had implied this was a key supper for my career. She went all out making a gourmet supper and dressing like a 50s housewife: long skirt, pretty blouse, pantyhose and heels. It was all very surreal.
Rod showed up on time dressed in jeans, a white t-shirt and a black blazer. The next two hours were disturbingly normal. He was polite, asked my wife lots of non-invasive questions and we talked about other random things: sports, movies, travel, etc.... The only three things slightly out of the ordinary was the fact I was wearing girl's lingerie under my clothes, Rod gave Maryanne tons of compliments and Rod had touched her many times throughout the evening.
When I went returned from the washroom right before dinner, my wife's face was very flushed. I wondered why, but didn't think too much of it.
Eventually we were having a glass of wine when things got strange. Rod asked "Maryanne, please don't be offended, but I have to ask. You are amazingly attractive. Why did you settle for someone like Dave?"



Maryanne gave an awkward laugh thinking he was kidding and responded, a little tipsy from the wine from supper, "Well he is good in bed."
"I heard that," Rod chuckled, looking directly at me. I shifted uncomfortably, catching the not-so-subtle innuendo.
Maryanne looked at him oddly, but didn't say anything. An odd silence filled the room.
The silence was broken when my black Master asked my wife, "So, Maryanne, are you horny right now?"
"Pardon me?" she asked, surprised by the question.
"It's a simple question. Are you horny right now?" he repeated, his dominant tone beginning to shine through as he stood up.
Maryanne looked at me nervously, and slightly guilty.
Master looked at me with a smirk and said, "Dave, your wife is one hot woman." His hand reached for my wife.
Embarrassed, Maryanne quickly stood up and rushed out of the room muttering something like, "Excuse me, I need to go to the washroom."
As soon as she was gone, Rod commanded, "Get undressed right now, faggot."
I knew it was coming, but still hearing the words had me a nervous wreck. Here is was, now or never. I unbuttoned my shirt, took of my shoes and pants and socks and stood before my master in pink lingerie, my wife just upstairs.
He stood up "Come over here and get my cock out faggot. I want you to get it ready before it goes into your wife and I make her crave my cock too."
His confidence stunned me, as I asked, "How do you know Maryanne will submit?"
He chuckled, "She already began to, when you were in the washroom. I fingered her in the kitchen. She did not even remotely resist, in fact I think she wanted more, but I wanted to wait until you could see it faggot."
I was shocked, I never thought she would cheat, but I knew he was not lying, he didn't have to.
I knelt in front of him and pulled down his pants. He had no underwear on and his large cock saluted me. I grabbed it and began sucking my Master.
"That's it faggot, get your Master's cock ready for your pretty wife."
I bobbed up and down faster, my mouth getting way better at taking his massive cock in my mouth. He asked, "Can I fuck your wife, faggot?"
I took his cock out of my mouth and said, "If she will let you?"
He smirked and asked, "Do you want me to fuck your wife, to use her and make her crave my big black cock like you do?"
I knew the answer he wanted and I was beginning to want it too as I answered, like a good faggot, "Yes Master. Fuck hard and deep like I can't."
"Are you sacrificing your wife to me, faggot?"
"She is yours, Master. I can't deny you anything, Master," I responded hungry for his cock.
"Maryanne, get undressed for me, slut," Master said.
Mortified, I looked around and saw my wife standing in the doorway entrance. She was glaring at me a mixture of shock and anger.
I looked back at her, but said nothing.
She spitefully asked me, "What are you doing, Dave?"
What could I answer?
Master responded for me, "Maryanne, your husband is my faggot. He loves sucking cock, don't you cocksucker?"
Ashamed I answered, "Yes, Master."
"You love my big black cock in your ass, don't you, fuck-toy?"
"Yes, Master," I whispered.
"You want me to own your wife like I own your faggot ass?"
"Yes Master" I whispered again.
My wife muttered stunned, "I can't believe it."
Master said, "Maryanne, don't play all innocent. I wasn't here an hour and you let me finger you in your own kitchen, and you definitely liked it slut. You don't get that wet if you don't like it."
My wife went red, "but, he is sucking your cock."
Master smiled and said, "Why don't you come and replace him? Get on your knees and see what your faggot husband has been worshipping. I know you want to slut. I can see that look in your eyes."
Maryanne thought about this for awhile before glaring at me. I had seen that glare many times before, the 'you-are-dead' glare. The next words out of her mouth surprised me. "You want that, faggot? You want to see me take his cock?"
I was shocked to hear my wife call me a faggot. But my cock loved it. Humiliated, yet horny as hell, I admitted, "Yes, honey."
"Honey," she said, "don't you call me honey, you fucking queer." She walked over and slapped me in the face.
She ordered, "Go sit over there faggot and watch as I become a slut for black cock. It's obvious that is what you want." Once I obeyed, she dropped to her knees in front of my Master.
Master smirked, "If you submit to me, I own you, like I own your husband."
She looked at Master slightly surprised and said, "What does that mean exactly?"
"You obey my every command. You suck and fuck who I tell you to. You cum only when I give you permission. You will make yourself available to me whenever I need it and wear whatever I tell you too. Do you understand my slut?"
Maryanne glared at me, smirked and then submitted, "Yes I do, Master. I fully understand what I am about to do and what I am about to become."
"Take off your clothes slut. I want you naked as you submit to me. I want to see what I now own."
Maryanne stayed on her knees and quickly stripped. In no time she was naked and reaching for the big black snake before her.
I watched as she took Master's cock into her mouth. Clearly desperate to make a statement to me, she bobbed and slobbered on his big dark cock with reckless abandon.
Master moaned and said, "Hmmm, my new slut sucks pretty good faggot."
"I know," I responded.
Master grabbed my wife's head from behind and began to fuck her face like he had done to mine over the past couple of weeks. It was such an odd feeling. Instead of being angry he was face-fucking my wife, I was jealous it wasn't me. I watched by wife, being way more enthusiastic sucking Master's cock, than she ever had when sucking me.
"Maryanne you are one of my many white whores now. Tell me who owns your white cunt?"
"You do Master, it's yours, and my other holes are too," my wife said with a grin on her face.
Master shoved his cock into my eager wife's mouth and continued the hardcore face-fucking. Soon Master gave his now very familiar grunt and began pumping cum down my wife's throat. He pulled out and sprayed the last gushes onto her face, as if to mark his territory.
As soon as he finished coming, he sat back on the coach, still looking at my wife, and announced, "You will make a good little slut, won't you?"
"Yes, Master," she purred.
"Do you still love your husband, slut?"
"I don't know," she said.
"You must understand, he is who he is. He couldn't resist me, just like you couldn't."
"Faggot, do you love your wife?"
"With all my heart," I sincerely replied.
"Do you want to please her?"
"Yes, Master."
"Good, come and get me hard again, so I can fuck your beautiful bride."
"Yes, Master," I obeyed and crawled over to him.
I looked at my wife, her glare of hate gone, but her expression unreadable, as I positioned myself between Master's big strong legs. I took his cock in my mouth, preparing him for my wife.
I sucked his cock slowly, as I knew he liked after his first ejaculation and after a few minutes of sucking he was prime and ready. He stood up, "Let's go your bedroom. I want to fuck your wife in your bed. I want it to be something you both remember, the night you both officially gave yourself to my black cock."
We obeyed and as soon as we were in our room, Master asked, "Slut, how do you want to be fucked?"
"Any way you wish, Master, I am your property," she replied in a completely submissive voice.
I was completely shocked by my wife's submissive behaviour.
Master ordered, "On all fours then, slut."
"Yes Master," she obeyed and got on our bed. Master went behind her and slapped his cock on my wife's tight ass.
"Get over here faggot and put my cock in your wife. That way I know you want me to fuck her and own her white cunt," he ordered.
My wife, clearly extremely horny, began moaning instantly and begging, "Come on faggot, put that big black cock into my pussy."
As I aimed his stiff cock at her pussy, she pushed back taking the black cock easily in her pussy.
"Oh yes Master, fuck me with that massive black cock. Oh my God. Go deep and don't ever stop."
I watched, knowing this would be a long fucking session. After his first cum, he could last an hour. He moved in and out slow at first, but started really hammering her when she begged to be fucked harder. I watched, my cock a stiff missile in my panties, as my Master fucked my wife.
She verbally humiliated me constantly during her first interracial fucking. "Yes, fuck me like a real man," or "Oh my God, your cock is so much bigger than my husband's" or "Fuck your slut, fuck her in front of her wimpy pathetic husband." Shame burned in me as I realized I had allowed all this to happen. Yet, what overpowered my shame was my lust. I desperately wanted to be the one on all fours being filled by Master's enormous black cock. I wanted to taste his seed.
The next half an hour he fucked her in a variety of positions until he was close to coming. "I'm going to come soon slut. Are you on the pill?"
"No Master, we use protection." she grunted between hard strokes.
"I am going to cum inside your white cunt, and there will be no protection from my dominant seed," he announced.
To my surprise, my wife begged, "Yes, Master, shoot your load in my pussy, fill me with your seed."
"You want to carry Master's baby?"
"I will do anything for Master," she moaned from the hardcore drilling.
Master grunted and began shooting his second load into my wife, this time up her cunt. He kept pumping and pumping, long after he was done. Making sure to push his seed as deep as he could inside her womb.
Finally, he pulled out, "You will make a good addition, my slut."
She looked up at him dreamily.
"Sometimes our clients want a woman to close the deal. Other times they want a faggot and other times they want a couple. You two will be a great asset."
My wife was breathing heavy still and rubbing her clit. My wife, my prim and proper wife, demanded, "Faggot, get over here and get me off."
I quickly obeyed, crawling between my wife's legs and was face to pussy with a delicious cream pie. I began licking my wife's pussy and my Master's cum. As I licked and licked, I wondered, could I have it all?
My wife.
My Master.
My job.
As I pondered hopefully that I could, my wife pulled my face deeper into her just fucked cunt and ordered, "Please your Mistress, faggot."
'Mistress', I liked that.
THE END
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Bedding the Babysitter Ch. 04
SUNDAY FEBRUARY 9th: Impossible Mission Completed
As I had promised, I dressed in my cheerleader outfit and red thigh highs and headed to the Starbucks on Winter Street in Boston, arriving fifteen minutes early. I ordered my drink and bought one for Miss Morgan as well, then sat down at an open booth where I could spy Miss Morgan as soon as she arrived, if she did arrive. I waited nervously for ten minutes, fidgeting at my risky boldness. And at 11:28 Miss Morgan, dressed in a pretty but conservative blue dress and black pantyhose walked timidly in the door. She surveyed the room and froze, face aghast, when she caught sight of my own face, which to tell the truth was as scared as hers. She stood there for a few seconds before gathering her courage and joining me at the booth.
I forced a smile, hoping she wasn't going to hate me, handed her a coffee, and greeted, "Hi, Miss Morgan."
She sat down tentatively and accepted the drink from me, wrapping her hands around the cup to warm them from the frigid air outside. I could tell her mind was reeling, attempting to come to grips with the reality of the situation. I was her own student! Silence lingered between us. I waited for a word or something from her, my heart pounding.
Finally, in a whisper so soft I could barely make out her words she breathed, "I can't believe it's you, Jenny."
"Did you have no idea at all?" I asked cautiously.
"No, although based on our interactions during the past week, I guess it should have made sense," she said, still dazed. "H-h-how did you change so much, so quickly?"
I explained, "This may be hard to believe, but like I wrote in my assignments, I found a Mistress and she opened up a whole new world to me."
Miss Morgan still looked completely out of her comfort zone. I could tell her desire for me was fighting an opposing team of both her conscience and her school reputation. She took a nervous sip of her coffee, "Who is your Mistress?"
I smiled, I was pretty sure I had her, she didn't run screaming out the door, which I'd been scared she might, "Well, my main Mistress is a next-door neighbour of mine, Mistress Megan." I paused, making sure she would be listening when I told her my other Mistress. I looked deep into her eyes and yes, she was staring back into mine, "My school Mistress, the one responsible for my sudden popularity is...."
"Karen Pepper," she whispered, putting two and two together.
"Yes," I confirmed, "how did you know that?"
"Just thinking about the week and how odd you were acting and I recalled Karen's smirks," Miss Morgan reflected.
I agreed, "Yes, Mistress Karen has been giddy all week while she coached me with your seduction."
"Oh my God," Miss Morgan gasped, "so Karen knows about this too?"
"Yes, it was all her idea even though I really like you and wanted to do it, but it's ok, Miss Morgan. Mistress Megan is Karen's Mistress too and she taught us there is one key rule to submission. Never, never ever, lick and tell."
Miss Morgan laughed in relief, but then caught herself. Her smile faded and a serious look replaced it. "This can't happen, Jenny. I'm your teacher."
My heart stopped! Well you know, figuratively, not medical. "If that's how you feel, Miss Morgan, I will respect that," I responded. "But before you reject me and walk out the door, please keep in mind that even if you do, I will never tell on you and neither will my Mistresses. And if you accept me, I will be your perfect little pet. You already know (I hope) that I always strive to do the best I can at everything I do." I slipped my foot out of my shoe and hidden under the table, slid my foot up my teacher's leg.
This startled her, but as I hoped, she didn't move it away or ask me to stop. Instead she asked, already wavering, "But what if someone finds out?"
"No one will, Miss Morgan," I assured her, "Plus we are both consenting adults, free to ravish each other in any and every way imaginable. But because you're a teacher, the important thing is we just do that ravishing where nobody can see and always be subtle in public."
A second gasp and a flush of red heat escaped Miss Morgan's face while she tried to deal with her conflicting emotions.
Attempting to push the envelope, aggressive even for me, I offered, "If you wish me to show my true loyalty to you Miss Morgan, I will crawl under the table and please you right here, right now. Nobody can see me down there and I'll be quiet as a mouse."
"Oh Jenny," she said, flushed, "Stop that!"
"Am I making you wet?" I queried, teasingly. "Nobody can see that, either." She didn't answer as I slid up my foot a bit more, now under her dress.
"Please," she whispered.
"Please what?" I asked.
"Not here," she forced out, not wanting me to stop on the one hand, but scared on the other.
I reached into my purse and pulled out a printed piece of paper. I asked, confident I was right, "When you were chatting with me last Thursday night you said you couldn't stop thinking of a certain student. It was me, wasn't it?"
"Yes," Miss Morgan answered, but not making eye contact with me.
"And," I began before pausing for dramatic effect, "you said and I quote you," I looked down at the paper so I could read, "'I want to take you home and use you as my personal sex slave.'"
"Oh my God!" she blurted, looking up, "Did I really say that?"
I handed her the transcript of our chat. She reread the entire conversation before finally speaking. "Ok Jenny, you're right, I did say that, but it was roleplay and I had no idea I was talking to my actual student."
My foot moved to within an inch of her pussy. Inside I was confident I had won. "Doesn't matter, it was secret and nobody knows it was us, and I think even if you did know it was me you would have said it anyway and I'm really glad you did. Can we please go back to your place?"
When Miss Morgan didn't answer, I moved my foot all the way up so it was touching her panty-covered crotch.
To my great surprise and disappointment she blurted out, still real softly, "I, um, Jenny we can't, we just can't!" To my further surprise, she stood up and apologized, "I'm sorry, Jenny, I just can't do this." Before I could say anything at all, Miss Morgan hastily made her retreat.
After she left, I finished my coffee, contemplating what had gone wrong. After a week plus a bit of living a very charmed life, I guess I was bound to fail sometime. I texted Karen and told her of my epic failure. She didn't respond, so I finished my coffee and went to the bookstore, my personal solitude place whenever I was feeling down.
I went to the teen section and browsed the new titles. There's just something so exciting about holding a new book in your hand. Looking at the cover, reading the brief summary on the back or inside the book jacket, and reading how other authors are praising the book. I spent an hour browsing through title after title, making a list on my iPod touch notebook of books that caught my interest. If I bought every book I wanted to read, I would never have any money. I finally settled on a novel called Delirium. It was about a time in the future where when you turn eighteen you have an operation to prevent a horrible disease...love. It sounded interesting and different from other novels, plus I was definitely struggling with the word 'love' myself. I loved my time with Mistress Megan, I'd loved my one time at Le Chateau Club, I loved the attention I was getting at school now, I loved being submissive to Karen and I loved the thrill of the chase with Miss Morgan, even though I had failed.
But mostly, although I don't think I would label it love, or lust either, my feelings for Ashley were different from anything I'd ever felt before. I mean I had greatly enjoyed my newfound submissiveness and all that followed, but my time with Ashley was different. With her, I felt something more than just pleasure, something more than just the heat of the moment, something completely different and foreign. I couldn't explain it, or quantify it, but nonetheless it was embedded deep in my heart. I wanted to call her, but really had no idea what to say. How do you attempt to have a normal conversation two days after a night of such naughty and yet romantic sex? Even though I was pretty confident she still felt the same way I did, I know she had yesterday anyway, but how does one ever know for sure? Especially under the circumstances we began our relationship, me a cheerleading sub and all. Not to mention even if we did start a taboo lesbian relationship, I already had not one, but two Mistresses. Could I give them up? Did I want to give them up? These questions spun in my head like a tilt-a-whirl until I thought I might get sick.
I grabbed a fruit smoothie and a muffin and sat down to read my new book and relax. I wasn't three pages in, when I heard a voice I knew. I glanced up from the novel I had just started and, sure enough, it was Miss Morgan ordering a drink too, a bag of books in her hand.
She hadn't seen me yet. I contemplated the odds of seeing her again an hour later. Concluding they weren't high, I took it as fate's way of giving me a second shot.
Once she received her drink, a fruit smoothie as well, she turned around and saw me. I joked nervously, "Fancy meeting a girl like you in a nice place like this."
She chuckled, also nervously. "Sorry for the hasty retreat earlier. I just needed time to think."
Realizing I might still have a chance, I sympathized, "I was surprised, but I think I can see how it was necessary. Did you have time to think?"
She scanned the room, looking for I don't know who or what, before sitting down beside me and taking a sip of her smoothie to give herself another few seconds to decide what to say to me. "Yes Jenny, I did," she prevaricated, not really giving me anything, but still here.
She seemed to be struggling for what to say next. "And?" I questioned, attempting to lead her on.
"I can't get you out of my mind," she confessed.
Inside I was giddy with excitement, but outside I played it cool, offering an olive branch, but not demanding anything like I wanted to, respecting her personal space. "The offer still stands, Miss Morgan."
She seemed to be attempting to process this when I decided, bother her personal space and to take a risk. I looked around briefly then grabbed her shoulders and kissed her; a quick, yet passionate three-second kiss. As expected, she didn't break it. Instead, I did and whispered into her ear, "I will be at the front of the mall in five minutes standing at the curb. If you want to take me up on my offer, stop by and pick me up. If you don't, I'll catch the bus and head home." I bit her ear gently and allowed my hot breath to linger. She gave just the softest of moans, all the evidence I needed to feel confident I'd gotten to her. Satisfied I'd enticed her but now forcing myself to leave the decision up to her, I stood up and walked quickly away. I was tempted to look back, but didn't.
I couldn't believe how excited and nervous I felt while I waited to see if my boldness had paid off! Two weeks ago I'd been too shy even to complain when my order was wrong at McDonald's. Now I had just propositioned my teacher. I checked the time every few seconds, hoping I'd enticed her enough.
Just as I was beginning to think I'd failed a second time, Miss Morgan pulled up. I suppressed my exuberant joy and just quietly got in the passenger side and she quickly sped off like she was the getaway driver in a bank robbery.
Once on the road, she said, "I can't believe we're going to do this."
I attempted to comfort her and convince her she was making the right decision. "Me neither, Miss Morgan. I've wanted this to happen for a long time."
"Really?" she asked, surprised.
"Miss Morgan, I began to think I might be a lesbian as soon as I started taking your class. I began dreaming about you, not just daydreams, real ones. I fantasized about kissing you, touching you, pleasing you. I just never thought you might be interested in someone nerdy like me."
"Oh my God, Jenny, I've had inappropriate thoughts about you all semester! Way before you began to dress so provocatively. I loved how cute, innocent and pure you looked," my teacher confessed.
Insecurity hit me. "Do you mean you like the old me more?"
"No, but the old you was more the real you, don't you think?"
This conversation was getting very real. I knew I had changed a lot this past week in all areas, but not once did I think it was a bad thing. Was I losing the real me? Was the old me even the real me? If not, who was the real me? These thoughts ricocheted around my head like a racquetball. I shared my sudden insecurities, "I don't know who the real me is anymore, Miss Morgan."
"Just do what you want to do Jenny. Don't do things for others' approval. You're a great young lady and have a bright future ahead of you."
Tears began to roll down my cheeks. It was so strange to have someone tell me to be myself, especially when I no longer knew who that was. Finally, I spoke the only truth I knew for sure. "Miss Morgan I'm still trying to figure out who I am. I don't know what I want to do next year, I don't know where I want to be next year, but I do know where I want to be right now." I put my hand on her knee and squeezed gently. "I think maybe I want to be in charge of my big decisions like schools and careers once I decide, and let wonderful people like you make the little intimate ones for me. Submitting to people I trust feels very right to me."
Her face turned red and her breathing changed just slightly. "Jenny, are you sure?"
"Miss Morgan, I'm unsure of many things in my life. But when it comes to this," I paused for another squeeze, "I have never been surer of anything in my life."
We arrived at her house and pulled straight into her garage without getting out. Once we were parked and the garage door shut behind us, Miss Morgan seemed to hesitate, unsure what to do next. I moved my hand under her dress. Her dreaded pantyhose blocked access to the pussy I now craved to sample. I leaned in and kissed her again, making sure she didn't have time for second thoughts. We were both about to invade each other's personal space most rudely, and that decision was now a done deal! My tongue parted her lips and, although tentative at first, Miss Morgan kissed me back. I pushed a finger hard against her covered crotch as we kissed. She moaned into my mouth, and we kissed for what seemed like an eternity. It was passionate, it was gentle. It was exactly how I had imagined it on so many nights while in my bed with just me and my dreams and my fingers. I felt a tingle down below and finally broke the kiss. I began to unbutton her blouse. She stopped me, attempting to catch her breath, "I want this too, but let's go inside, Jenny."
Reminding her of my ground rules...I didn't have any...I answered, "Yes, Mistress Morgan, I'll do anything you say."
She gave me a slightly startled look but didn't say anything as we got out of the car and she led me into her house. Once inside, we went straight to her bedroom and it was now Miss Morgan's turn to surprise me. She aggressively pushed me onto her bed and crawled on top of me. She leaned down to kiss me. Her lips barely touching mine, she kissed me ever so gently. She followed up on her soft pecks by sucking on my lower lip. I'd never been kissed like that and it was driving me crazy, making my pussy very damp. She moved down to my neck and gave it some soft nibbles and teasing sucks, spending enough time on each spot to potentially leave a hickey. Slowly she moved down my body and pulled me up so she could take off my shirt. "Oh, my," escaped her lips when she saw my tight white breasts, still bundled in my white lace bra.
I shivered slightly, suddenly cold and feeling like prey to my salivating teacher. She kissed the tops of my breasts while reaching behind to unbuckle my bra and release them. Once they were freed from their confines, Miss Morgan cupped them both in her hands and looked like a child in a candy store. She spent at least ten minutes adoring my hot breasts. She kissed, nibbled, and sucked on my nipples. Her tenderness and deliberate teasing had me on the edge of complete ecstasy, desperate to come soon. I whimpered, "Mistress, you're so good, please let me come."
She bit my nipple, not hard, but hard enough to make a statement. "Princess, just lay back and enjoy. I want to savour every minute of our time together." She bit my other nipple before sliding her tongue down my belly. I had never had someone use her tongue in my belly button, but the feeling was shockingly erotic. Maybe because it was so close to my pussy, maybe because I was so horny or maybe it was simply another erogenous zone in my overactive teenage body. Whichever way, when her head moved lower and under my cheerleader's skirt, I let out an excited moan.
Miss Morgan asked, "Is one of the orders you obey no underwear?"
"Yes, Mistress Morgan," I responded, my breath giving away my anticipated eagerness.
"Please call me Cameron, Princess."
"As in Cameron Diaz?" I had to ask.
"The one and only," she whispered, "don't you think I look like her?" her finger making just the slightest of contact with my pussy.
"Aaaaaah," I let out. "Yes actually, you really do and you're just as pretty, but I thought your first name was Wanda."
"That's my middle name. I can't have people guessing my real identity online."
"That makes sense," I whimpered again, struggling to talk sense with her finger teasing me so distractingly.



"You have such a beautiful vagina, Princess."
She leaned in and I felt her breath under my skirt. I moaned in reply, as her tongue made contact with my pussy lips, "Thank you, Mistress Cameron."
Her tongue explored my whole pussy region. She slowly moved her tongue up and down my lips, lightly teasing me. Her tongue dipped below my pussy lips and teased the crack of my ass. I wanted to watch her pleasure me and treasure her face so I begged, "Can you please take my skirt off, Mistress? I want to be able to see you."
She moved out from underneath my skirt and without a word, reached for the waistband. I lifted up to accommodate her and soon I was wearing nothing but the thigh-high red stockings. She smiled seductively before returning to my naked, shaved, feverish pussy. She continued her slow meandering teasing, still avoiding my clit. I could feel juice beginning to leak out of me, her teasing driving me to the brink. My moaning began to increase with each lick of my teacher's tongue. Suddenly, just when I couldn't take it anymore, she slid a finger inside my pussy while at the same time grabbing my swollen clit with her lips and sucking it into her mouth. In a second I was screaming, "Oh my fucking God, Miss Morgan, I'm coming!" An electric jolt tore through my body as an orgasm exploded all the way through me. Miss Morgan let go of my clit but kept finger-fucking me as she licked up the juices leaking out of me. Much to my surprise, the continued attention kept my body revved up and, as one orgasm kept simmering, a second began bubbling inside. I begged, "Oh yes, Mistress Cameron, don't stop, you're gonna make me come again!" A second wonderful finger slid inside me joining the first, and I let out a squeal of delight. She again took my clit into her mouth and somehow licked it while at the same time sucking on it in her beautiful mouth.
The sensation and the stretching of my tight pussy had me again on the verge of orgasmic bliss. To my surprise Miss Morgan finally spoke, her soft gentle words sending shivers through me, "That's it baby, come for teacher, come harder than you ever have before, Princess."
Hearing my sweet, beautiful teacher order me to come was the final release. My body shuddered to a second, smaller, but still gloriously beautiful orgasm. "Oh yes, dear Mistress, you are too good to me!" I moaned, pure pleasure resonating around inside me.
Miss Morgan pulled her fingers out of me. She lapped up my juices for another minute before sitting back up and scooting around beside me. Lying face to face with me, my juices coating her face, she complimented, "You have the most delicious pussy I have ever tasted."
The compliment sent a chill up my spine. I'm sure I blushed as I responded graciously, "Thank you, I bet you taste pretty divine yourself."
It was Miss Morgan's turn to blush. "I receive very few complaints."
"I bet you don't," I teased, before asking, "Does anyone I know get the privilege of not complaining?"
Her face went from blissful to panic in three point seven seconds as she responded, way too quickly, "Oh, no, no! I was just talking hypothetically."
Her reaction told me she had at least one lover and I still wondered if it was someone I knew but decided not to push it. Instead, it was time to return the favour. I attempted to be seductive, "Miss Morgan, not hypothetically at all, is there anything I can do for you?"
I could tell she was slightly nervous, which seemed ironic after all she had just done to me. I could tell she was trying to find a way to tell me what to do, so I decided to do it for her. I sat up, leaned down and kissed her gently just like she'd done to me a few minutes ago. Then I sat her up and unzipped her dress. With a bit of a struggle, I took off my teacher's blue dress. I was then face to face with her beautifully firm, generous breasts, barely being contained inside her white lace bra. I kissed the top of her breasts while I fumbled with the buckle of her bra. Eventually I released my teacher's large breasts from their fabric prison and took one of her nipples into my mouth. Miss Morgan moaned and I cupped, fondled and sucked on her large 'C' breasts for a long time, becoming completely lost in them. Finally, I moved down her body and slowly pulled off her pantyhose. I suggested, "Miss Morgan, for future reference, it is way easier to get to your appetizing pussy if you wear thigh high stockings."
"I'll have to buy some then," she replied, her breathing getting quicker, already anticipating my tongue.
Once I had her pantyhose off, I slowly removed her pink undies. I returned between her legs, eager to taste her. Her pussy was neither shaved nor really hairy, just natural. I buried my head between her legs. Her legs stiffened but I held off, teasing, "Miss Morgan, may I have permission to eat your pussy?"
"Yes, Jenny, yes! Just stop teasing me, I need to come so badly," she pleaded.
I obliged and began licking her pussy. Her scent was uniquely sweet and her pussy was already excessively wet. Her aroma seemed to be caught in her pubic hair and lingering in there like a pussy wine bouquet. Disregarding her plea I was still teasing her, licking slowly and cautiously, her fine hair occasionally tickling my nose. I purposely avoided her clit as I wanted to browse between my teacher's perfect legs for as long as possible as she got more and more excited. I moved my tongue slowly up and down, occasionally dipping between her lips. Her moans were constant from my teasing, and slowly began to increase. Suddenly, and much to my surprise, my sweet adorable teacher had a personality shift. She ordered loudly, "Fuck Jenny, stop teasing me and lick me like the little slut you are! Please your effing Mistress and get me OFF!"
My pussy tingled wildly like it always did when I was given a forceful direct order, and I obeyed like I always do. My fingers flew around her pussy and my mouth ravaged her clit! Simultaneously I began to lick her clit rapidly while I pumped two fingers inside her very drenched pussy. I used my tongue to paint small manic circles on her clit, while I kept pumping my two fingers in and out of her like I was fucking her with a real cock that was about to come. Her moaning increased and so did her dirty talk. "Oh yes, Jenny, finger-fuck me, make your horny teacher come," and, "That's it Jenny, be a good student, getcherself another 'A'," then "Oh yes, Jenny, you're such a GOOOOD little lez!" It only took a few minutes before she was screaming, "Oh my God, Jenny, oh my God, I'm coming Jenny, you're making teach come, fuck, yes, fuck, fuck, oh my Goddddddd!!!" Her legs tightened around my head and her juices flowed right into my mouth from her delicious pussy! I continued lapping her pussy and savouring her perfect taste! Unlike every other girl I had pleased in the past week, her delicious warm juices just kept coming and coming, like a faucet stuck on. Her orgasm lasted at least two minutes while I continued pleasing her, never wanting to stop. Finally she screamed, "Aaaaaah!!" and pushed me away.
I looked into her eyes, amazed by her vociferous acceleration and climax, "Are you OK, Mistress?"
At first I was worried she was hyperventilating her breathing was so intense, and she couldn't talk. After a few seconds, she finally spoke, through heavy breathing, "Sorry, Jenny, that was just far too intense!"
A chill filled me, a good one: I had obviously pleased her greatly. "Can I get you anything, dear Mistress?"
As she began to calm down she gasped, "Can you go to the kitchen and get me a glass of water?"
"Of course, Mistress," I replied and went to find her kitchen. As I poured her a glass of cold water, I caught my reflection in the microwave. I smiled. My hair was a mess and my lips had a shine. I shook my head. I was in Miss Morgan's house, naked, her cum on my lips. Life was good!
I returned to her bedroom. She hadn't moved at all, but her breathing had returned to normal. I handed her the glass, and she sat up to take a long drink. I sat on the side of the bed, suddenly nervous, like I often felt after sex was done. I was never sure what to say next. Anything that popped into my head to say seemed dumb and silly.
Thankfully Miss Morgan was the one who broke the silence, "Princess, that was just incredible! I didn't know I could come like that!"
"It was my pleasure, Miss Morgan."
"Oh, it wasn't only your pleasure," she joked. I laughed too, while she pulled me in and kissed me. It was another of her gentle, sweet kisses, which I already loved, and which tasted good this time because of me, and which lasted many long minutes. When she finally broke it, although I would have allowed it to continue forever, she ordered, "Princess, wait here a for a minute."
"Yes, dear Mistress," I responded, wanting to make sure she understood my complete obedience.
She went into her closet and, after pilfering around for a bit, returned with what appeared to be a really long dildo. I looked at the toy, slightly perplexed. She smiled and asked, "Ever used a double-ended dildo?"
I shook my head no.
Getting aggressive again which I loved, Miss Morgan pushed me onto my back and spread open my legs. She rubbed the toy on my pussy and without much effort, pushed the thick long dildo inside me. After the toy was buried in me really deep, she repositioned herself and I figured out what the term 'double-ended' meant. She lay on her own back, her pussy facing mine and inserted the other end of the dildo in her own pussy and gradually scooted herself closer to me. Soon the long dildo had disappeared almost completely. Miss Morgan repositioned both of us so our knees were both sides of our own heads and her feet were pressed against mine. She then reached down so we were holding tight to each other's wrists. "Now buck your ass back and forth, Jenny. I want you to fuck both of us."
"Anything you wish, Mistress," I moaned, thrilled she was ordering me to do something! Although this was awkward, I bucked my ass towards her and let out a yelp as the dildo went deeper inside me. Miss Morgan let out a similar yelp as I was thrusting the dildo deeper inside her, too.
"Fuck me Jenny, fuck me hard," she moaned.
Desperate to please her, I held onto her wrists real tight and began bucking my ass back and forth, stimulating us both. A mixture of Miss Morgan's moaning and the sensations of the fucking had me horny as hell in a couple of minutes. I tried to thrust in and out of her as fast as I could, eager to please her.
Her moaning increased and she began begging, "Don't stop, baby, harder, fuck me, yes, fuck me hard!" I obliged, perspiration dripping down my face and into my eyes. I was close to the point of exhaustion when thankfully she screamed, "Deeper, deeper, oh my, oh my, oh my, AAAAAAAH!!"
Suddenly I released her arms, pulled the toy out of us and half-somersaulted between her legs, licking up the delicious fountain of her orgasm. Once she'd calmed down a bit, just as suddenly, she pushed my shoulders so I fell onto my back again, did a half-somersault herself so she ended up lying next to me with her face near mine and reached down to slide the dildo back into me. She pumped the long, thick dildo in and out of me and demanded, "Come for me, Princess, come for your teacher."
The deep penetration and fast pace had me close in less than a minute and when she leaned in and nibbled on my ear, I screamed, "Yesssssssss!!" and had many small convulsions as another orgasm exploded through me.
Soaked in my own sweat, I lay exhausted on my naked teacher's bed, her sexy body lying next to mine. Silence filled the room for almost ten minutes while we both recovered from our intense encounter.
Eventually she suggested she drive me home and reality set in. Tomorrow would come and we would have to see each other as student and teacher again. As she drove me, the awkward silence lingered a long time before I finally said, "Miss Morgan, Mistress Cameron, I had a wonderful time."
"Me too," she responded nervously, "it's just...what now?"
"Nothing," I replied, "For all intents and purposes, this never happened. You will know and I will know and Mistresses Megan and Karen will know, but someday hopefully not at all soon the secret will just die with the four of us."
"How can you know that?" she asked, clearly fearing the truth coming out.
"I know. I have seen Megan's power up close. She will not allow disobedience. So long as you never tell anyone, our secret is safe."
She gave a sigh of relief, but I could tell she still was nervous. We arrived on my block and she stopped a few houses down and I got out but didn't shut the door. I turned and looked into her eyes and again confirmed, "That was amazing, Miss Morgan. Thank you so much!"
She went red as she agreed, "Princess, I haven't felt this good in a long time."
"Well, I hope it isn't a one-time thing and that's up to you, dear Mistress, I'll do anything you say," I concluded with a wink and closed the door, leaving her with the lingering foreshadow of more to come.
She drove away and I checked my phone messages. I had a text from Ashley. A chill went up my spine. As much as I'd enjoyed my time with Miss Morgan, there was something so special about Ashley that I couldn't even begin to explain my feelings!
From: Ashley Feb 09 2:33PM Subject: Hi
Hi, give me a call when you get a chance.
I stepped into the gutter, sat down on the curb and dialled her number. With each unanswered ring, I got more and more nervous. On the fourth ring, I was just deciding to hang up when Ashley answered the phone.
"Hello?" she said, her voice bringing yet another chill up my spine.
"Hi Ashley, it's Jenny," I greeted.
Her voice sounded like a bubblier than usual Ashley, "Oh, hi Jenny, thanks for returning my call."
"I wouldn't think of not returning it, Ashley."
"I'm happy to hear that. What have you been up to today?"
I hesitated. I didn't want to give her my true answer even though she already knew I'd been planning on doing what I did sometime soon, but I was as honest as I could be for now. "I went out for coffee, went book shopping and visited a friend. You?"
"Cool. I slept in till noon and then finished writing my History essay. But I definitely need a break."
"I understand that. I get stir crazy if I'm in my house all day."
"Me too," she giggled and paused. Finally she asked, her nervousness clearly present even over the phone, "So..." long timid pause "...what are you doing tonight?"
"I don't have any plans, Ashley. What do you have in mind?"
"Do you...um...would you like to go see that 'No Strings Attached' movie with Ashton Kutcher?"
"I would love to. It's a date," I quickly replied, before realizing what I just said.
Luckily she seemed to ignore my last words, her giddiness back. "Great, can I pick you up at 6:15? I already know where you live, I asked Karen."
"Sounds good to me," I agreed.
"See you then, Jenny." Her voice did things to my name in a way that had me melting.
"See you tonight, Ashley," I replied and soon was listening to nothing but the dead air of a cell phone. I hung up the phone and considered the implications of tonight. Was it really a date? A growing friendship? What should I wear? These thoughts bounced around in my head while I walked to my house.
My thoughts were quickly dismissed when I noticed Karen's car in the driveway. I figured she had just arrived and didn't think of it as anything remotely sinister.
Once I walked in my house and closed the door, Karen immediately bellowed, "Get your ass upstairs, Jenny!"
I obeyed and rushed to my room, which was empty. Slightly confused, I followed the feminine moans coming from my Mother's room.
As I got closer, anxiety crept in. It couldn't be! There was no way Karen had seduced my Mother already!
Now, even after a week plus of surprises, nothing could have remotely prepared me for what I was about to see.
My Mother was tied to her own bed! She had a toy buzzing away in her pussy and Karen was straddled over my Mom's face. From Karen's moans, it was obvious that my Mother was licking my friend's and Mistress's cunt. I stared in perverse curiosity and shock.
Karen had predicted she would get my Mother and, although I had doubted the prediction, although I thought it may be possible eventually, I never expected this extreme of a sight!
I stood there frozen for what seemed like an eternity but was only a minute or two before Karen screamed, while rubbing her pussy all over my Mother's face, "That's it Mommy, I'm coming, lick your Mistress' cunt, yesssssss!"
Karen collapsed forward and, although my Mother couldn't see me yet, I could see that at least her forehead was shining with pussy juice. I was mortified! I was shocked! I was mystified!
Karen looked back at me and asked with a purr, "I bet you're dying to know how this happened?"
I'm not sure 'dying to know' would be the descriptor I would have used, but yes, I was curious.
Karen ordered, "Mommy slut, tell your daughter how you ended up being my personal plaything."
Mom looked up and our eyes met. The look of humiliation on her face was extreme. She let out a soft sigh before apologizing frantically, "I am so sorry, Jenny, so sorry. I just couldn't resist."
Karen turned back to her and demanded, "Enough, Mommy slut. Just tell your daughter how you ended up submitting to me."
Mom broke eye contact with me but nevertheless began....
The End ... in Chapter 5 you can find out the tantalizing story of how Jenny's mother succumbs to the teen cheerleader.
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PET TEACHER CHAPTER 2: TRAINING FOR FINAL SUBMISSION
Three seconds after part one ended...
After her Mother left, Julie ordered I fuck her as planned before we were interrupted. I obeyed nervously knowing her Mom was in the next room. I went behind the 18-year-old and easily slipped the fake cock into her. Desperate to get done, I fucked her like a man: hard and fast. Julie seemed to like this as her moaning increased quickly and she began talking dirty. "Keep fucking me, my pet," or "That's it my pet, fuck your Mistress."
It took much longer than it had for me to get off, but when she did she screamed loud enough for the earth to move and for her Mother to know as well. I was long past mortified, but was also long past the point of no return.
After she had finished enjoying her orgasm, my mind a muddled mess of what would happen next, she suggested we should go into Mistress' room as she was not one to wait.
I repeated mindlessly, my facial expression clearly one of utter confusion and embarrassment, "Mistress?"
Julie shrugged and responded, "It's a long story, my pet, which I'll tell you about some day. But for now, it is time to present you to her."
Still reeling in overwhelmed confusion, I repeated like a zombie, "A present?"
Julie gave a slight sigh as she explained to me, "Just do as you are told and everything will be fine." She pulled me up and took me by the hand and I obediently and nervously followed.
We entered her mother's room and I saw her mother on her bed still fully dressed, with an odd unexplainable smile on her face. Julie immediately went to the foot of the bed and kneeled. I mindlessly followed and knelt down too.
A dead eerie silence filled the room. An eternity seemed to pass before Julie's mom finally spoke.
"So my Julie, who is your new pet?"
"It's Mrs. Walker, the teacher I told you about, Mistress."
I broad smile crossed the mother's face. She looked at me and said. "Wow, my slut that was ahead of schedule."
Julie responded. "Yes, Mistress, she desperately needed to submit, even if she didn't know it."
My face went an even redder shade if that is possible, my utter shame on display.
"Is that true, Mrs. Walker?" Julie's mom asked.
I looked at her speechless, before eventually stuttering, "I-I-I don't know."
Her amused smile never left as she stated, ever so matter-of-factly, "Well it is very simple, Mrs. Walker. Did you enjoy submitting to my Julie?"
Still ruby red, I contemplated my answer. In truth, I had never felt as sexually alive and sexually needed as I did when Julie seduced me and then took me. But still, making such feelings verbally spoken, to her mother was mortifying. That said, I was naked on my knees, so really did it matter? So admitting the truth, I answered, "Yes, I did."
Julie's mother ordered her daughter, "You did well, my slut. Now come get your reward." She parted her Hooters pantyhose covered legs to reveal her shaved pussy which was in plain view, having cut a generous hole in her pantyhose.
I watched, in stunned silence, as Julie, looked at me, smiled and winked, crawled onto the bed and between her mother's outstretched legs.
I gave out a slight gasp as I watched the incestual sexual act. Julie's mom, seeing my shocked expression, explained, as Julie's head disappeared, "Mrs. Walker, it is ok. Julie is not my daughter. She is a girl I took in last year after the overdose of her real mother, a co-worker of mine."
"Oh," was all I could muster, still bewildered by the whole scenario.
"Julie is a very good girl," she moaned, Julie's tongue clearly having an effect on the big breasted mother figure. She added, "You can call me Candy, Mistress Candy."
I looked at her feeling overwhelmed as I tried desperately to filter all these mixed feelings in my head. Part of me wanted to run, rewind the past two hours and keep on living my mundane, but controllable life. Another part of me was curious about the final training Candy had mentioned earlier. Another part of me, just wanted to completely let go and submit entirely not only to Julie, but also to this unknown, but clearly dominant woman. I also wondered almost to in unhealthy obsession, who else was part of this harem, Julie had earlier referred to.
Candy, seemingly aware of the inner turmoil I was currently feeling, attempted to comfort me through a moan, "Don't worry, my pet, you need this. You want to submit to me, your mind is trying to fight it, but your body can't lie." She held out her hand to me, implying I was to wait as I watched her have an orgasm. She screamed, "That's it baby, make mommy cum. Fuck me faster, slut. Yes. Yes. Yes!!!"
I watched in fascinated silence, my pussy betraying anything my mind was repulsed by, as I felt wetness slithering down my leg.
Once recovered, she continued reading my mind, "Your mind is saying this is so wrong. It is adamantly trying to convince you to get off your knees and run. But your knees feel like they are cemented to the ground, refusing to budge. Your cunt is dripping wet right now, just anticipating your complete training, your full submission, isn't it, my pet?"
I again looked at the voluptuous woman and wanted to say she was wrong, but the fire burning down below and the undeniable yearning to submit to her was too hard to fight. I answered, full of shame, yet flushed with anticipation, "Yes, ma'am, I am very wet."
"Let's take a good look at my daughter's new pet's merchandise. Get that cunt up here and straddle me, my pet."
My knees instantly broke free of the invisible chains holding me down. I awkwardly got up, looked at Julie, who was watching me from between her guardian's legs, and climbed onto the bed. I nervously presented my vagina to this older woman.
After straddling her face, I sat awkwardly as she touched and probed my wet and vulnerable pussy. Although I felt like a piece of meat, my body felt electric shots of pleasure with each forbidden touch. When her tongue touched my cunt, I let out an earth-shaking scream and felt an orgasm already building in me. In only moments of her tongue teasing, I was cumming like a high school boy, unable to control myself. I shook in undeniable pleasure, before collapsing forward.
"You got quite the pussy trigger, don't you, my pet?" she teased.
Humiliated, I kept my face in the blankets as I tried to regain my breath. I felt a soft spank on my naked ass, and jumped slightly, turning around to look at Julie's guardian, Mistress or whatever the heck she was.
Candy smiled, "You probably should be getting home, my pet."
I looked at my watch, a wedding anniversary present from my husband, and was shocked to see how late it was and how much time had actually passed. I responded, "Yes, I should," and began to get off the bed.
Both women watched me as Candy explained, "You understand that you are both my and Julie's pet and sub, right?"
I looked her unsure as I wavered, "Um, this probably shouldn't go on past tonight."
"Really, is that what you want? To go back to your mundane hum-drum sex life you had a couple hours ago."
"Umm, I don't know, I..."I began, but was cut off.
"Every new sub must complete seven tasks to become an official sub of ours. Julie will give you the tasks over the next couple weeks. If you fail to attempt to complete one, failure does sometimes happen, I know you are not committed to being our sub. If that is the case, we will pretend this never happened and you can return to your suburban boredom and no one will know of your naughty escapades today. But understand, if you do reject this offer of submission, you can't reconsider. It is a one-time offer. Now get out of here, I need to get some sleep."
I grabbed my clothes hastily and retreated from her room a bundle of anxiety. I got dressed and was just leaving when Julie came out in a robe.
"My pet, Mistress has forbidden me to continue your training until she knows you are completely committed," Julie informed me. She walked over to me and kissed me passionately and with cunt dripping tenderness. When she broke the kiss, she whispered, "Just in case you don't submit."
Before I could respond, she turned and walked away and disappeared into a different room, assumingly hers. I stood there, a ball of goo, before finally leaving and returning home.
THURSDAY
I woke up the next morning in bed in a dreamlike state, my body in a perpetual state of contentment. As I slowly actually woke up, last night's memories came flooding back to me. I let out a gasp as I recalled not only my submission to my 18-year-old student, but also my submission to her guardian and the decision she left me with.
To submit or not to submit...that is the question.
Is it nobler in my mind to suffer
the bores and chores of wife expectations
or to submit completely to my carnal needs and desires. To resist; to deny;
no more; and by submitting I may end
the boredom and loneliness of monogamy
That society is heir to, tis' a temptation
Devoutly to be dreamed, To resist; to deny;
To ignore; to submit instead to society's expectations: ay, there's the rub;
For in this social slumber I will surely miss my true calling. To submit...
I know that probably sounded geeky, but since I was a teenager I have used the 'to be or not to be' speech to make a lot of my decisions.
School the next day was excruciating. I knew I was different, but no one else did. Also, I would be seeing Beth and Julie, the day after two very different sexual submissions. Beth came to class like she did every day, no sense of the secret the two of us held; that just yesterday she had ate my pussy under my desk at lunch. She gave me her usual smile, her sweet smile, the one I knew said so much more. I taught class as I usually would, my nervousness fading away as I did what I love to do...teach. The last class with Julie was also anti-climatic as Julie was her usual student self. When class ended, Julie waited until the rest of her classmates were gone before she handed me an envelope and sauntered off.
I opened the envelope and read the letter.
Dear Potential Sub,
If you have decided to submit completely to myself and Julie, which I assume you have, you will attempt to complete 7 tasks in the next month. The first task is simple. Starting tomorrow you will no longer wear any underwear. That means no panties (which Mistress Julie had already ordered you do obey) and no bra. Of course, you are allowed to wear underwear when it is a feminine necessity.
Mistress Candy
I looked at the first task. I was wearing panties today, having completely forgotten Julie's order yesterday. I had never been one to go without underwear, even in my college slut phase, so this was a harder task than it sounded. I closed my door and quickly took my panties off in my classroom, trying to see how it felt. I worked in my room for another twenty minutes, or attempted to work may be a better description, before deciding to drive home. Surprisingly, after an hour or so, I got accustomed to not wearing panties.
The rest of the night was typical family stuff: supper, Big Bang Theory on TV, bedtime stories and a quickie with the hubby. Not surprisingly, while he pumped his cock in and out of me, all I could think about was Julie.
FRIDAY
It took me forever to get dressed on Friday. Having decided to fulfill the first task, I had to decide what type of blouse to wear to hide the fact I was not wearing a bra. Now luckily, my breasts at 34b were small enough and firm enough to not need one, but I sure didn't want my nipples to end up showing through. I decided on a dark purple sweater, a black pencil skirt and, as Julie had already ordered, thigh-high stockings.
At work all day I was self-conscious. Could anyone tell that I was not wearing a bra? It seemed unlikely, but it still filled me with anxiety. That said, another part of me felt hot and naughty knowing that behind the conservative look my students saw, I was dressed like a slut.
Julie gave me a long look when she arrived at class and I could tell she was trying to figure out if I had obeyed the first task. Like yesterday, when class ended and all my students had quickly evacuated, Julie came up to my desk with an envelope in her hand.
Very quickly, before I even had time to react, Julie squeezed my breasts. "She purred, "Good girl. I can assume you are not wearing panties as well."
"Yes, that would be a correct assumption," I admitted.
"Good slut," she said and handed me another envelope. "This one you will have fun with."
Once she left, I tore open the envelope surprised at how excited I was to see my next task.
Dear Potential Sub
I am very happy you have chosen to continue on this journey. I assume you had a day of both trepidation and liberation while you taught young minds that were oblivious to your naughty obedience.
Task number two you have all weekend to fulfill. Your task is to go to a gloryhole (the attached map has the two that we know of in town) and suck off at least three cocks. A good sub slut will of course swallow the whole load. If you wish, you may ask Julie to come with you if you are nervous. Just yahoo her. Good luck and have LOADS of fun.
Mistress Candy
After yesterday's rather easy task, this one was quite extreme. Somehow I had justified cheating on my husband with another woman, or three to be exact, but sucking another guy's cock seemed more wrong to me. I sighed wondering if I was able to do such a disloyal act. I truthfully believe my hubby would get turned on if he learned I had been playing around with some hot student, but I doubt very much he would be impressed if I told him I had sucked and swallowed three strangers' cocks. I drove home in a bit of a stupor, pondering if I should follow through with task 2 and if I did how would I pull it off?
That night, while the kids were asleep and my husband was watching sports I logged into my yahoo and attempted to reason with Julie.
Nylon_lover69: You there, Mistress Julie?
TeenMistress: Yes, just getting ready to go out.
Nylon_lover69: I don't think I can accomplish this task.
TeenMistress: Why not?
Nylon_lover69: It just feels morally wrong. I would be cheating on my husband.
TeenMistress: U already have.
Nylon_lover69: I know, but cheating with another woman seems less wrong.
TeenMistress: I see. Well if you want to submit to us, you must be willing to do whatever we order, no questions asked.
Nylon_lover69: I know...but I am worried about him finding out.
TeenMistress: Well, that is up to you, but based on our conversation on Wednesday, he has been with you when you fucked another guy.
Nylon_lover69: True, but he was there.
TeenMistress: True, but the reality is he allowed u to do it.
Nylon_lover69: I suppose.
TeenMistress: In reality, he has already treated u like a slut. If u fulfill all the tasks and become our full sub, we will have u sucking and fucking other men. If that is a problem, you better back out now.
I paused and thought about it. She was giving me an out. I could just pretend all this didn't happen. I could turn back the hands of time. But the more I thought about it, the more I knew I couldn't go back in time. I hadn't felt as alive as I did when I was with Julie since my college days. And the more I thought of the gloryhole, the more I began to get wet.
Nylon_lover69: No it is not a problem, Mistress. Thank you for calming me down.
TeenMistress: No problem, I very much want u as my sub, more than I have ever wanted someone, but u must choose yourself. I don't believe in forcing someone.
Nylon_lover69: I am yours, Julie.
TeenMistress: That's what I like to hear. Do u want me to come with u?
Nylon_lover69: Would u?
TeenMistress: Of course...tomorrow night, can u get out?
Nylon_lover69: I think so.
TeenMistress: Good, I will meet u at Zanders at 9...
Nylon_lover69: OK.
TeenMistress: Dress slutty.
Nylon_lover69: Ok.
TeenMistress: We can always go above and beyond the task.
Nylon_lover69: How so?
TeenMistress: That is for me to know and you to find out.
Nylon_lover69: Grrr....
TeenMistress: I gotta go...c u tomorrow.
Nylon_lover69: Yes, Mistress.
TeenMistress: Good night.
Nylon_lover69: Good night.
I logged out and contemplated tomorrow. My pussy was already wet with anticipation. All I had to do now was think up a lie to get out of the house.
SATURDAY
The day dragged slowly. My head flipped flopped back and forth between good girl and bad girl, but I already knew I had made my decision, as much as I pretended I hadn't. I told Jack I had a bachelorette party to go to for a girl at work and nervously drove to the seedy gloryhole.
I brought a different set of clothes to change in to. I pulled into a McDonald's first and went to the bathroom and changed into a cute sundress, I was already wearing tan thigh highs and, of course, no bra or undies. I arrived at the Zanders and walked into the adult store. Julie was not there yet, so I walked aimlessly round, looking at toys. A couple pervs were checking me out and I wondered if I would soon be sucking their cock?
"Well fancy meeting my teacher in a place like this," Julie said, pretending to be surprised to see me.
I turned around and Julie was dressed in jeans and a t-shirt, the opposite of my rather slutty attire. She walked over and kissed me. I melted into her mouth, oblivious to the onlookers who I assume were getting woodies watching two chicks go at it.
Once she broke the kiss, she walked over to the counter and greeted, "Hey Sam, is our room ready?"
The balding, late 40s man, replied, "Of course, Julie, and I believe there is already a cock waiting."
"Yummy," Julie flirted and grabbed my hand, leading me to a back room.
Once inside, the full reality of what I was about to do hit me full force. There was a stool and a hole. It was seedy and something I never thought I would do. I mean I admit I have done a lot of slutty things, ignoring my teacher-student transgressions of the past few days, but nothing quite like this.
I looked at Julie with trepidation. She smiled, "Mrs. Walker, it is ok. If you want, I'll take the first cock."
I stammered, incredibly grateful, "Thanks Julie."
As if on call, a reasonably sized erect white cock presented itself.
"Hmmm," Julie purred and grabbed the stool, sat down and took the cock in her mouth. I leaned against the wall and watched Julie suck cock. Unlike myself, who tended to saviour a cock in my mouth, Julie bobbed up and down quickly, clearly trying to get him to come as soon as possible. I can't explain it, but seeing Julie, my grade 12 student, suck cock was a great turn on and suddenly my anxiety went away and was replaced with a sudden hunger. It took less than four minutes and Julie swallowed a load of cum. Once done, she stood up and said, "Your turn, Mrs. Walker."



I know she used the Mrs. Walker part as part of her dominance game, but I no longer cared. Instead, I said, "Good, because I am famished."
My hunger was about to be filled. A small, but erect cock had popped into view. I walked over to the wall, sat on the stool and easily took the small five inch cock in my mouth. I tried to replicate Julie's fast paced cocksucking, knowing I had at least two more to do. I also used my special saliva trick, where I make sure I have a fair amount of saliva in my mouth. This seems to make guys come quicker. After only a couple of minutes of focused sucking, I felt the first load of warm cum explode down my throat. For a small cock, he could sure cum. Once I had retrieved all his cum, his shrivelling cock disappeared and I stayed sitting waiting my next meal.
I didn't have to wait long. A second cock, clearly of an older gentleman, about six inches, popped through the hole. I took his semi-erect cock in my mouth and slowly worked on it to get it wide awake. After a couple of minutes of slow attention, I began to bob up and down. It took longer than the first cock, but after a few minutes of consistent cocksucking, I was swallowing my second load in fifteen minutes. As I allowed the cock to fall out of my mouth, I heard a voice, "Thank you, maam."
I chuckled and replied, "No, thank you."
Julie, who I had almost forgot had watched my slutty performance, said, "Fuck, you are a nasty little slut. How many of your students would even begin to imagine the sinful whore their teacher really is."
I blushed, but was distracted by the biggest cock I had ever seen live. It was thick, ten inches long and black. My mouth drooled.
"Ever had a black one?" Julie asked.
"No, but it is on my bucket list," I joked.
I took it in my hand and gently stroked it, just as Julie left the room. I wasn't sure where she was going, but I didn't care, I wanted to taste this long, chocolate stick. I took it's wide head in my mouth and swirled my tongue around his mushroom top. Unlike the last two, I planned to take my time with this cock. I just started to take more of his great cock in my mouth when it disappeared out of the hole. My heart sank with disappointment, was I that bad? I attempted to peak in the hole, when another cock, almost poked me in the eye. It was a decent sized cock, probably 7 inches, but not the big black rod I now craved. I let out a sigh, but took it in my mouth. Now determined to get this over with, I began to suck quickly until I heard the door open. I quit sucking and saw Julie return with a large black man.
I stared in utter shock until Julie said, "A cock that nice needed to be met in person."
"She's pretty," the 6 foot 4 black man grunted.
"Slut, Jim, Jim, slut," Julie introduced. She pulled out an envelope and handed it to me, my pussy now soaking wet, craving his big black cock.
I awkwardly opened it and read it.
Dear Potential Sub
If you are receiving this, Julie has decided there is a delicious big cock for you. The good news is you now get to kill two birds with one stone. Task number 3 is to fuck this delicious cock. You may allow him to cum in you or on you that is your choice. Good luck, and you are crawling closer to being accepted as our full sub.
Mistress Candy
When I quit reading I glance up and Julie was devouring the big black cock. I joked, attempting to be raunchy, "Um, I think that delicious big black fuck stick is for me."
Julie quit sucking on the cock and ordered, "Well get naked, my pet."
I quickly obeyed. I noticed the other cock was still sitting there at full mass. I stood up, and said, "Come fuck my white cunt, while I suck this cock."
I took smaller cock in my mouth and eagerly awaited the deep penetration I desperately craved. I didn't have to wait long. I felt firm hands on my waist and soon felt his big cock slide inside me. I had to open my mouth and let out a slight scream as the wide cock opened me wider than I had ever felt. I returned to the dick in the wall and continued bobbing up and down. Once his monster was deep in me I again had to take the cock out of my mouth and scream, "Oh my God, your cock is so fucking big. Don't be gentle, fuck me like a whore."
I put my both hands on the wall, gobbled up the smaller cock with my mouth and prepared for a hardcore fucking. Not one to disappoint, Jim began to really pound his ten inch python in me. Soon he was pounding me hard while I sucked the glory hole cock. My eagerness with my mouth was rewarded with a full load of jizz and once the cock was satisfied, I was able to really just focus on the cock in my pussy.
I used the walls for balance and allowed the thrilling sensation of this massive cock to fill me. I came within seconds of focusing on his cock and screamed, "Yes, yes, I'm coming, don't stop fucking me." He obliged, hammering my pussy harder and spanking my ass.
"You like that slut," Jim grunted, never slowing down.
My first orgasm never fully subsided, when a second began to rise. I was so enthralled by the pleasure his cock was having in me, I didn't have time to think about my unprotected womb. He grunted, "I'm coming slut," and before I had time to respond, I felt his seed fill be completely and I came a second time. Unlike most men, he didn't slow down at all, just kept pumping his black piston in and out of me, shoving his cum deeper in me. He fucked me for at least three more minutes before he pulled out and I, without even a hesitation, dropped to my knees and took his cock in my mouth.
"Fuck you are one hot white whore," he grunted.
Julie concurred, "Yes she is. Can you imagine she is actually a grade 12 teacher?"
"I wish I had teachers like you when I was in high school," he said, pulling his still big, but starting to shrink cock.
I sat still, unsure what to do now. I felt cum dripping from my pussy and out of the corner of my eye I saw another dick in the hole. I smiled up to Julie and said, "One for the road."
Julie just laughed. I returned to the stool, my legs weak from the fucking and took another cock, my fifth, in my mouth.
Julie and Jim talked in the background and I did hear Julie ask for Jim's number. Excited and fear mixed together. I wonder what she had in mind. I, now ready to leave, quickly got the last guy off and swallowed some of his load, allowing some to also hit my face and cheek.
I gave it a soft tug and stood up. Jim was no gone. Julie ordered, "Don't wash off the face until you get to your car?"
"Yes, Mistress," I obeyed, not remotely surprised by the order.
As I got dressed, Julie complimented me, "Wow, Mrs. Walker, you have turned out to be a much better prize than even I could imagine."
"Thanks," I said, not sure if that was actually a compliment and if it was if it was one I should be proud of.
"See you on Monday, Mrs. Walker," Julie finished and left the room, leaving me alone in my own sin.
I took a deep breath, finished getting dressed and took the walk of shame. I walked past a younger couple who starred as I walked by, the girl whispering something to her man. I just kept walking and quickly made it to my car. I drove away fast and it wasn't till I was at a red light that I remembered my facial evidence of my infidelity. The light turned green and I had to wait a bit longer to clean my cum covered face.
I pulled over when I could into a fast food restaurant. I wiped my face off and went into the restaurant to fix my hair and make-up. Once looking like the prim and proper good wife I usually resembled, I returned to my car and drove home.
SUNDAY
Truthfully, Sunday was a day of recovery. My pussy was raw from the massive cock I had allowed to ravish me. Shame burned through my cheeks, my sleeping husband lying right beside me. I felt guilty, yet I knew I could not go back to before my submission to Julie. I craved her orders, I craved utter submission.
MONDAY
I arrived at school and while I was getting ready for the day, Julie arrived.
"Hi, Mrs. Walker," she startled me.
"Good morning, Julie," I replied, feeling slightly giddy just seeing her. I slightly shook my head, feeling like I was a teenager again.
"What was the head shake for?"
"Oh, nothing, it's just, well...."
"Well what?" Julie asked, seeming offended.
"It's just I can't believe how excited I just got seeing you. There is definitely something wrong with me."
Julie warmed instantly. "There is something wrong with everyone. I like you exactly as you are: eager, sexy and bedient."
I blushed, "Thanks."
Julie handed me another envelope. "After this weekend's tasks, this one will be very easy, I imagine. You can do it whenever you want, but I sure would like to be able to see you do it during my class."
When Julie didn't leave, I opened the envelope in front of her.
Dear Potential Sub
You are almost half way to complete membership. Julie and I are very proud of you. Your next task is relatively easy. You must masturbate yourself to an orgasm in class. WHEN STUDENTS ARE IN CLASS!
As always, good luck, my pet to be.
Mistress Candy
I looked up at Julie who had her devilish smile on.
"Oh, my God," I said, astonished by the task.
"You have suck cock at a gloryhole and fucked a 10 inch black cock. I think getting off in class should be relatively easy," Julie said, reminding me off my earlier transgressions.
"But a student may catch me."
"Then be careful and quiet," Julie shrugged, turning around and leaving. I watched her perfect ass till it turned the corner before contemplating my new task. I knew the morning was out as I was lecturing in each class. I contemplated a couple times during the afternoon, but just never felt I had the right opportunity to get myself off and get away with it.
After school, Julie asked, "So...."
"Sorry, I didn't accomplish it, yet."
"OK, well the sooner the better, my pet. You must have tasks 4, 5, 6 done by next Wednesday."
"OK, why?"
"Because task seven is a full evening thing at my house and the date is confirmed."
"Oh," I replied, trying to fathom what that event may possibly be.
"And, trust me," she recommended, her voice dripping with sexuality, "you don't want to miss it."
"OK," I said, still dazed by the unknown upcoming event.
"Oh, I also suggest you come up with an excuse for your old ball and chain. It will be a late night."
"What time does it start?"
"Not sure, probably seven, but Mistress will want you there earlier, at least at six."
"OK, I will find a way to accomplish this new task tomorrow."
"Show a movie," my teen Mistress suggested.
"Of course, why hadn't I thought of that?"
"See you tomorrow, Mrs. Walker, I will bring task five on the hope that you have finished task four."
"Yes, Mistress," I replied, and watched her perfect ass disappear for a second time today.
That night, the whole family went out together for supper and a movie. The evening was so suburban family normal. I almost forgot what I had become. That said, when I saw a big black man who looked like Jim, it wasn't luckily, I felt a tingle down below and all my sexual wickedness came flooding back. As my pussy begged for attention, I wondered what had I become?
TUESDAY
I had decided to show the video during my Advanced English class. My theory being they were way more dedicated to their studies and thus more likely to focus on the movie and not their teacher.
I waited till fifteen minutes into the film before I slipped my hand under my desk and begin to rub my clit. Getting horny at first under such circumstances was really difficult. I couldn't close my eyes and fantasize like I usually would, since I had to make sure no one was watching. I had been playing with myself for five minutes or so with limited success until I noticed that Beth was looking at me. It was like she knew my task and maybe she did. Her looking at me was enough to get the juices started and I could re-play her on her knees, under my desk and licking my pussy. Such naughty memories were enough to get me over the top and I had a small, but still intense, orgasm. I let out just a light whimper, but no one noticed, except Beth who smiled and immediately turned back to the film.
The rest of the day went by at a snail's pace, as I was shockingly eager to see what my next task was. I had to accept the fact that I was completely at the whim of my two future Mistress's and, although I should have been concerned, my only real thought was I needed more.
When Julie arrived, I nodded my head yes and she gave me a sly smile. Once class was done, she came to my desk. "How was it?"
"It took time to get going, but once I saw Beth watching me, it became very exhilarating."
"Beth has that way with people," Julie shrugged.
"So true," I responded, my face flushed.
Julie handed me yet another envelope. "Have fun, my pet."
Once she was gone I opened the envelope.
Dear Potential Sub
You are getting closer, my pet. I bet you can almost taste it, can't you?
This task should be easy after what you just accomplished today. You will go back to the same store where you committed your glory hole antics. You are to purchase A Whisper Wireless Metallic Bullet. You will wear it one day at school this week. The task must be completed my Friday as task six you will need the weekend to fulfill.
Julie will come and see you each morning. On the day you are wearing the toy in your cunt (you may wear panties that day), you will hand Julie the remote control.
I eagerly wait your final training my slut.
Mistress Candy
P.S.-Feel free to suck a cock or two if the craving is there!!! Which I bet it will be!!!
I had no idea what a whisper bullet was, but I assumed based on the letter it was a sex toy.
I knew I had no time tonight to go buy it, having to be home for my daughter's piano lessons. I would have to rush out right out at the end of the day tomorrow after school.
WEDNESDAY
Julie arrived in the morning. "So, do you have a story to tell?"
I couldn't believe how bad I felt that I had no story. "No, I didn't have time last night."
"Aaah, a pity," Julie said, her voice showing just a tinge of disappointment.
Trying to make her happy, I quickly added, "But I plan to go right after school today."
Julie smiled, which made me go warm inside, I couldn't believe how much pleasing her was pivotal for me, "Awesome. Are you going back to the room?"
"I don't know," I responded, unsure.
"Will you for me?" she asked, flirting like a teen girl does when she wants their boyfriend to do something for them.
Without even a flicker of hesitation, I responded, desperate to make her happy, see her smile, "Yes, Mistress."
"Fuck, I love when you call me that."
"I love when you are happy with me."
"I can't wait till I can have you again as my sub," she winked, and turned to leave.
As usual, I watched her perfect ass, in a tight black skirt, until it disappeared from view.
The school day came and went, like it often does and I rushed out of the school when the day was done like the place was on fire. I drove over to the seedy part of town where I had only a few days ago sucked cock after cock. I was dressed much more conservatively this time. I walked in and went to the toy section. I found the suggested toy rather easily and gasped to myself when I saw how big it was. Attempting to teach all day with that in me, never mind if it was on, would be a difficult task to complete. I purchased it and quietly whispered, "Is there a room open?"
The young man, probably no more than twenty, smiled realizing I assume, I was a slut, pointed, "Yeah, door two."
"Thank you," I absurdly said and went directly to the room.
I had decided I would only suck one cock, enough to please Julie, but still get home at a reasonable time.
I didn't have to wait long before a solid seven plus inch cock popped through the hole. I assumed it was the cock of the young man who I just spoke to. I sat on the stool and took the cock in my mouth. I don't know why, but I decided to take my time with this nice looking stiff cock. I slowly bobbed on the young cock, deep throating it every few bobs. I heard the moans of the young man and my focus became giving him the blow job of his life. I picked up the pace and using my extra saliva trick attempted to create an ocean of pleasure. It worked, as his moans became more constant and I was rewarded with an explosive load of cum. Once I had swallowed all he had to offer, he pulled out and I sat there oddly still wanting more. A second cock, a deliciously looking black cock, not the ten inch python from the other night, but still easily eight inches of solid black meat, popped through the glory hole. I didn't hesitate, gobbling the chocolate stick whole. I craved his juice and unlike the first cock which I savoured, this time it was all about receiving the cum deposit I was starved for. Impressively the boy had stamina, as my sore jaw could attest to; I wished I could have pulled him in for some hardcore fucking, my cunt itching for action. It took almost twenty minutes before I heard him bellow, "I'm cumming you fucking slut," which only made me hotter and I was rewarded with a warm spray down my throat. I continued bopping up and down, eager to retrieve any last extraments from his lovely cock. I finally let the delicious cock slip out of my mouth. The unknown owner of the big black cock complimented me, "Wow, you are one excellent cocksucker."
I replied, for some unknown reason, happy for the whore approving compliment, "Thanks, you have a delectable black cock." I shook my head at my geeky word choice.
"Delectable," he chuckled, "what are you a teacher?"
Mortified, I quickly got up and left the room. I was almost out the door when I heard the worst possible words I could hear at that moment, "Mrs. Walker, it can't be?"
I stopped dead in my tracks.
"It is. Oh my God. Mrs. Walker just sucked my cock," the now vaguely familiar voice said, clearly astonished.
I turned around slowly to see who this was, whose cock I had just eagerly devoured, and to somehow deal with the potential career ending situation. I looked directly into the eyes of Kane Canters, a student who had thankfully graduated last year. "Hi, Kane, this isn't what it looks like."
"It isn't? Do you mean it wasn't you who just sucked my cock and called it delectable?" he quoted.
Caught dead in my tracks, I changed strategies, I begged, "Kane you can't tell anyone."
"Oh, I won't Mrs. Walker," he said with a smile. I began to get a flood of relief when he added, "If you do me a favour."
I could only imagine where this may go. "Yes," I asked, full of trepidation.
"Well, next weekend is our big keg party at Pi Alpha Zigma and well I think you would make for some great entertainment."
"I can't," I defended, attempting to be rational, "Others may know me."
"Oh, don't worry, it is a costume party, you can wear something to hide your true identity," he retorted.
"Isn't there anything else?" I asked, desperate to avoid this.
"I can't think of anything, plus if you liked my delectable black cock, I think you will really enjoy my frat brothers," he teased. The thought of lots of black cock flashed in my head and I must have went red because Kane chuckled, "White teacher loves black cock doesn't she?"
I looked down.
"Doesn't she?" he asked a second time.
Humiliated, but unable to deny the obvious, I shook my head in the affirmative.
"Give me your cell number," he ordered, his attitude having shifted from stunned earlier to confident.
I obeyed and said, attempting to control this already out of hand situation, "But if I do this, it will be one time and then you will keep your word and tell no one."



"Scout's honour," he said.
"Ok, I will do it. What time?"
"I will text you the details, Mrs. Walker."
"OK," I agreed and left the store, a ball of rattled nerves. I reached my vehicle when I realized I had left the toy I had purchased in the room. I cursed and waited until I saw Kane leave the store.
I quickly returned to the store where the young man smirked, "Back for more already?"
I ignored him, went into the room, grabbed the bag and rushed back out of the store. I drove home in a daze, unsure if I was able to handle this complicated predicament I had got myself in.
THURSDAY
I didn't put the toy in me or bring it to school. I was so worked up over yesterday's incident, I just didn't have it in me to follow through.
Julie arrived expecting me to hand her the remote but instead I told her about my horrible predicament. She listened intently before responding. "Mrs. Walker, don't get too stressed over it. It happened for a reason. Just like you submitting to me was fate, so it seems was you sucking an ex-student's cock. You recall from Mommy's earlier conversation you would be fucking other guys, don't you?"
"Yes, but...."
"So although we didn't plan this, it works out pretty well. It happens after your final task next Wednesday."
"But...."
"Unless you are saying you don't want to fulfill your final tasks to become our full sub?"
"I don't know, I am so confused," I said, tears beginning to form in my eyes.
"Didn't I tell you last week, I knew what was best for you?"
"Yes," I replied.
"Well always remember that, Understood?" she asked, although it wasn't a question.
"Yes, Mistress," I responded, knowing that all this was now out of my control and unable to resist Julie even slightly.
"Good girl," she said, like I was a child before asking, "By the way is Kane hung?"
I mumbled, "Yes, but not like the guy from the weekend."
"Nice," she smiled, "I think I will join you next weekend. We could put on quite the show."
Oddly, the thought of her there with me somehow relaxed me, "You would come?"
"For sure," she said, before warning, "If you have finished all seven tasks by then."
"Ok, ok, I will make sure to wear the weird toy thing tomorrow."
"Awesome," she giggled, like the school girl she really was. "Later, Mrs. Walker," she finished and left my room.
FRIDAY
I tested the toy in me at home and although definitely awkward, I could walk normal with it in me. I kept the toy in me before and went to work.
Julie was already waiting for me. Her voice was incredibly cheery, "Good morning, Mrs. Walker."
"Good morning, Mistress Julie," I replied.
"I assume you have something for me," she purred.
I reached for my purse and handed her the remote. She instantly turned it on. Even though I assumed she would do this, I still convulsed on contact and had to really focus not to begin moaning, the toy bringing instant sweet vibrations to me. After a few seconds she shut it off. "Task five is almost complete, my pet," she optimistically offered before turning and leaving me to my horniness. As her firm ass disappeared from view all I could think about was touching, kissing and licking my young Mistress's ass. I shook myself to reality and attempted, barely, my pussy begging for attention, to prepare for my work day.
I got through my first two classes with only slight distractions and was walking down the hallway when I felt a sudden pulsing in my cunt. I grunted "Aaah," and had many students look my way. I was mortified, but quickly recovered my demeanour and kept walking, the toy vibrating in me. Unlike last time, the toy didn't quit after a few seconds and I went to the staffroom and got a coffee. I tried to quickly retreat back to the solitude of my classroom, but ended up in a conversation with the vice-principal about a student in my last period class. I tried to listen to the conversation, but it was very difficult with the constant buzzing in my cunt teasing me relentlessly. As soon as the conversation was done, I returned to my classroom and the buzzing thankfully stopped, although I could feel a slight damp spot on my panties.
The class before lunch went well until there were only a few minutes left and they were working in small groups discussing the opening scene of Hamlet. I was at my desk writing notes for my afternoon classes when suddenly the toy began working inside me again. I looked up and was surprised to see Beth staring directly at me, a smile on her face. I smiled back, both us of adding yet another naughty secret to our growing sin. Unlike the first two times it was turned on, this time the speed was on higher and bringing me much more pleasure than the earlier teasing vibrations. I put both hands on my desk and tried to focus so I wouldn't let out any sort of obvious pleasure sounds. Luckily, the bell rang and students left. Beth stayed at her desk, her gaze never leaving mine and turned up the power of the toy. Unable to control my body any longer, I let go of my resistance and within a minute an orgasm shook me to the core. My classroom door still open, I kept my mouth closed at first before opening my mouth to let out a long breath. I still had both hands gripping my desk while I allowed the orgasm to flow through my body. Just as suddenly as it was vibrating inside me, it stopped. I looked up and realized I was alone in my classroom. I sat in my own juices for a few minutes until I had recovered from the intense orgasm Beth had forced me to have. Once feeling strong enough to walk again, I quickly went to the washroom and washed my pussy, desperate to rid myself of any scent of sex that lingered on me.
I had a couple hour reprieve before the final class of the day arrived. I assumed Julie had the remote and it was only a matter of time before she turned it on. Much to my surprise, and oddly slight disappointment, Julie never turned on the toy. Class ended and Julie, as was becoming all too routine, waited until the class was gone and came over to my desk. "So, did you enjoy your new toy?"
"Yes, Mistress," I replied.
"I thought about turning it on during class today, but thought maybe it would be too much."
"I am OK with whatever you decide, Mistress."
"Good answer," Julie responded and handed me another envelope.
I took it and opened it.
Dear Potential Sub
Can you see the light at the end of the tunnel, my pet? You are so close to your complete submission.
Your last task before the big grand finale is to go to the Le Chateau Club, an upper class lesbian bar, and eat at least three pussies.
I highly recommend you dress with class as it will make the task a lot easier. I also recommend you look shy and nervous; such a look will have the dominant lesbians there fighting to use you.
Your final training is almost complete my slut.
Mistress Candy
Once I finished reading it, I looked up and said, "It is getting really hard to make up excuses for why I am gone all the time."
Julie smiled, "Well after this task and Wednesday, your training will be complete and you will have much more freedom to choose when you want or need to submit. Well and I guess next Saturday at the frat house."
"Yeah, I have no idea what I am going to tell my husband," I sighed.
"If you want I will call you at about 9 and pretend to be a friend in crisis. That way you can use the excuse that you have to go and help a friend."
"That is a great idea," I agreed, suddenly relaxed.
"Great," Julie said, "problem solved. That said, you should start thinking of a reason to be gone again Wednesday and Saturday."
"I already told him I have a girl's jewellery party on Wednesday I had to go to."
"Good one. Now all you need is an excuse to be gone next Saturday."
"Yeah," I will have to think about that."
"Well I got to get going, talk to you tomorrow, Mrs. Walker."
"OK, Mistress."
I watched her leave yet again, her perfect ass in tight jeans leaving little to the imagination, knowing that two tasks from now I would be hers unconditionally.
END OF PART 2.
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Layla loved summer: the hot sun, the sandy beaches and the soccer season.
Layla was 21 years old and had just finished her second year of college on a soccer scholarship.
To pad her resume and because she loved soccer, Layla had volunteered to coach one of the girl's advanced training camps.
Layla was a jock in every sense of the word. She was tall, slim, small breasted, 34b, and had long tanned legs. Her blonde hair was always in a ponytail and her eyes were a hypnotic aqua blue.
She was also a lesbian and had known and accepted her sexuality since she was a teenager. Although she looked sweet and innocent, her looks were incredibly deceiving. If ever the old saying 'Don't judge a book by its cover' was true, Layla would be the perfect example. Behind that sweet facade was a domineering seductress. This should not be a surprise. She was an extremely aggressive player on the soccer field; her behaviour in her personal life was no different. She was captain of her varsity soccer team and thus always in charge; not surprisingly, she also had to be in charge of her love life.
In truth, she got most aroused not by being physically pleased, but instead by having her white lovers, her sexual playthings, submit unconditionally to her. The problem she had was that all her submissive playthings were young, inexperienced and dumb. They were no challenge and thus after the initial thrill of having some uppity chick pledge allegiance to her perfect body, little thrill came from having them submit. Oh sure it was fun and diabolical to crush some stuck up sorority bitch and make her beg to lick her ass or seduce and awaken the sexual beast of some shy, reserved southern belle, but the thrill faded fast when they actually submitted and at best were adequate lovers. Then fate intervened....
...
Clara Walsh had lost her husband two years ago in a car accident and was raising her teenage daughter Maddie by herself. Clara had not even considered another man and her only sexual fulfillment was her six inch dildo, the same one she had pleasured herself with back in college. She had no idea of the technological advances in the erotic toy industry.
Clara received a large sum of money from her husband's life insurance, and spent her days writing her novel. She also made sure to spend as much time as she could with her 18 year old daughter, who would be going to college in the fall in New York, thousands of miles away from her.
Clara had raven black hair and green-blue eyes, that seemed to change based on her mood. She was short, at 5'2, and had large, only slightly sagging 40d breasts.
Maddie, her shy daughter, had joined the soccer team at the urgent and constant harassing encouragement of her gym teacher who said she had raw untapped potential. Much to Maddie's astonishment, she loved playing soccer. No one was judging her flat chest, no one knew she used to be fat, had braces and acne and no one knew about her dad's death. She got a fresh start; a chance to create a new persona....
...
Mrs. Sammantha Jones was one of the most powerful women in the city. Her husband was CEO of a major bank, and she was the trophy wife. She was head of the PTA of her daughter's school, head of the parent/grad committee (that just happened) and was chair of her local co-op home association. She spent hours maintaining her perfect body, at all costs. She worked out daily and had very expensive, but impressive, implants. Although in her mid-forties, she looked and dressed much younger. When she and her 18-year-old daughter, Tiffany, were together, most assumed they were siblings. Sammantha dressed as a rich trophy wife should: dresses, heels, stockings, jewellery, all the accoutrements. She always looked perfect and always attempted to be the center of attention.
As usually is the case, the apple doesn't fall far from the tree. Tiffany had the same red hair; the same sweet seductive green eyes; and the same bright smile and Angelina Jolie lips. Tiffany also had the same 'I am better than you' attitude and the same diva complex. Tiffany tried out for soccer for one reason and one reason only: boys. At her high school, soccer was second in popularity to cheerleading. So, of course, Tiffany was captain of her cheerleading squad and goalie of her soccer team. She was incredibly flexible and quick, but, playing goalie she didn't have to do all that exhausting running. Much even to her surprise, she not only liked it, but was damn good. The goalie was the heart of the team and thus so was Tiffany.
...
The first week of camp was all work and no play. Actually, the balls didn't even come out till Wednesday. It was simply a gruelling week of intense physical tests. Layla believed she knew who the real soccer players were based on the first week. True players don't bitch; they just work their asses off. After day two, Layla had already concluded that the girl with the most potential was Maddie. She worked her ass off and never let down for a second. Such dedication greatly impressed Layla and the naughty side of Layla wondered if Maddie would make a good little sub.
On the contrary, after about twenty minutes of the first day, Layla also knew who the biggest pain in the ass was going to be. Tiffany sauntered onto the field like it was a runway and complained instantly about Layla's 'endurance is key to victory' philosophy. She even went so far as to suggest that she should get different treatment because she was a goalie. If Layla thought Tiffany was bad, her mother was even worse. As she repeated on numerous occasions, she had paid very good money for her daughter to get the best soccer camp and hadn't paid all this good money to watch her daughter run. Layla played nice to her face, but was already considering her as a great MILF to seduce and control. She was bossy, bitchy and stuck-up, the type who, Layla had learned, desperately needed to be broken. Layla had learned early in her sexual prowls that the more confident and dominant a girl acted in public, the more likely it was that she was sexually weak. Layla looked at the mother-daughter pair and wondered how much fun it would be to Domme them both. Layla smiled deviously as she thought about it.
...
Week two saw their first game, and Layla surprised many when she didn't start Tiffany, but the weaker, but harder working, Sally. Tiffany had a meltdown and her mother a similar one in the stands when she realized her precious was not in goal.
Layla, though, just smiled through it all, her decision having a double purpose. First, to make a statement to Tiffany, her mother and the team: hard work pays off and Layla played favourites to no one. Secondly, just to fuck with Tiffany and her mother, and to create the conflict that would trigger Mrs. Jones' journey to becoming her submissive little MILF slave.
To make matters worse for young Tiffany, Sally played extremely well, making a few big saves in a 2-0 victory.
Maddie was the offensive star with a brilliant individual effort that scored their first goal and set up Carrie for their second goal, late in the match.
If Layla looked forward to crushing the Jones girls, she was also greatly intrigued by the sexy, shy and reserved Mrs. Walsh. Layla couldn't explain it, but there was something remarkably sexy about her. She dripped sweetness like maple syrup, yet had a raw sexiness that Layla felt certain was just lying dormant, dying to break free. Layla envisioned a much different seduction with this sweet, innocent MILF.
As expected, when the game ended, Mrs. Jones was chomping at the bit to have a discussion with Layla. Layla coolly listened as Mrs. Jones lambasted her in front of other parents and spectators. Layla remained calm until the MILF, or as Layla now called her MIPD (mom I plan to dominate), finished her one sided rant, before politely smiling. "This is not the place for this conversation."
Mrs. Jones continued her verbal assault until Layla's smile faded and she said loud enough for all remaining, which was pretty much everyone, "Mrs. Jones, last time I checked I was the coach of this team. So if you don't like how I run the team and the camp, I am sure Mr. Quincy would be willing to refund your money."
As Layla expected, Mrs. Jones was not used to having someone talk back to her and was speechless.
Layla, knowing she had won this tiny battle, turned to her young team and congratulated them on playing a great first game. She finished by discussing a new tradition that already existed in football, the game ball. Layla explained that after each game, a game ball would be awarded to a member of the team who best represented true teamwork. Layla, looking directly at Tiffany, handed the ball to Maddie. Maddie looked like she had won the lottery. Tiffany's cheeks went a flaming red that matched her long hair. Layla, toying with the rich bitch mother, turned around, smiled and winked at her. Daggers were returned. Layla turned her back once again on the pretentious mother-cunt and visited with her players.
Ten minutes later, Layla began to head to her car when she saw Mrs. Walsh in the background, patiently waiting for her daughter. Layla walked over to the shy woman. Layla started the conversation. "Mrs. Walsh, your daughter is one great soccer player."
"Thank you, Layla," she replied, beaming like a mother should when her daughter makes her proud, "and please, call me Clara."
"Ok, Clara," Layla obeyed, "I assume she gets her hard work and determination from you."
The beautiful MILF or MIPS (mom I plan to seduce as Layla referred to her in her seduction plan), shyly responded, "I don't know about that. Her father was the athlete."
"Oh, too bad he wasn't here to see her one-girl show today."
Clara's whole demeanour changed. She whispered, "He died a couple of years ago."
"I'm so sorry," Layla consoled, now feeling slightly awkward. She leaned in and gave Clara a big friendly hug. "If there is ever anything I can do for you," Layla began, before giving a slightly suggestive tone, "and I do mean anything...."
Clara smiled back at Layla, oblivious to any innuendo.
Layla backed up, smiling softly. "I do know one thing she got from you."
"What's that?" she asked, curious.
"Maddie may not get her athletic ability from her mother, but she definitely gets her beauty from you." Layla winked, just as she had to Mrs. Jones, but with a completely different subtext.
Mrs. Walsh blushed, and watched the pretty soccer coach walk away. Clara was not gay nor had the thought ever even crossed her mind, until now. She stared at Layla's tight ass in the soccer shorts until Maddie arrived.
Layla returned to her car and was not slightly surprised to see Mrs. Jones waiting for her, still clearly foaming at the mouth. Layla put on her fake smile. She opened, her tone confident, "Mrs. Jones, I hope this isn't still about your daughter not starting today."
Mrs. Jones' face gave in slightly, not used to not getting her way with her bully tactics. She continued her aggressive approach, "I spend good money for my daughter."
Layla's smile faded and she spoke with authority. "Look Sammantha, it is way too fucking hot to sit out here and argue with you. If you want to continue this, get in my car now and we will continue this conversation at my house."
Before the bitch could respond, Layla began to get in her car. Mrs. Jones, not one to lose, hesitated briefly, but got in the car of the young soccer coach.
Layla smiled, knowing she had the bitch exactly where she wanted her. Once on the road, Layla began the conversation, "Sammantha, it is ninety degrees today, and you are wearing pantyhose. That is fucking crazy."
Sammantha glared at the foul-mouthed college girl. She hated explaining herself to such a nobody, but she explained anyway, not attempting to hide her condescending tone. "Upper class people like myself dress up at all times."
"You can dress up and not wear man-pleasing pantyhose."
The MILF sighed, "Not that it is any of your business, but these are not pantyhose, but rather thigh highs."
Although Layla knew the answer, she asked anyways, "What are thigh highs?"
Answering with a dramatic sigh, "They are like pantyhose, but only go to your thigh."
Layla ordered, "Show me."
The dominant tone of the young girl startled Mrs. Jones, but none-the-less she complied, her attitude still dripping with contempt. She lifted up her dress and revealed the top of her thigh high stocking. "See, this is what fashionable upper class women wear."
Layla, her tone equally full of disdain, responded, "Really, I thought those were what sluts wore."
"Excuse me?" the rich MILF asked, aghast at being called such a name.
"Slut, whore, tramp, the terms are interchangeable," Layla smirked.
They arrived at Layla's dorm. Sammantha Jones' voice went shrill, "How dare you speak to me that way?"
"What way, Sammantha, truthful?"
"I have had enough, take me back to my car," the insulted woman demanded.
Layla laughed while she placed her hand on the MILF's leg, taking the risk she was sure would pay off. "Look Sammantha, it is obvious you want me to fuck you."
"What?" the MILF sputtered, shocked by the blunt accusation, yet she didn't push the pretty blonde's hand away.
"You heard me," Layla clarified confidently, before adding another shocking accusation. "Maybe you are a dyke like your daughter."
Offended, Mrs. Jones defended her daughter, "Tiffany is not gay."
Layla laughed and slid her hand just slightly, but under the skirt of her next submissive. "Sammantha, there are three things I am very good at. The first is anything to do with soccer. The second is being able to tell when someone is a lesbian or lesbian curious, often before they know, like your daughter."
"You have no proof she is a lesbian then," the mother said confidently.
"No, but I can get some, I imagine," Layla replied, even more confidently.
Attempting to be adamant, yet clearly distracted by Layla's hand now moving slowly up her leg, "She is not gay. She is dating a college boy."
"So," Layla teased, "you are a married woman who is about to come into your daughter's coaches' house and submit to her completely."
"What? I am not," the pretty MILF defended just as Layla's hand reached her very damp pussy.
"Why are you so wet, Mrs. Jones?"
The mother stammered, realizing the control was shifting, "I-I-I am not." Layla shut up the confused woman by shoving her tongue in the MILF's mouth, while at the same time sliding a finger inside the bitchy woman's cunt.
Sammantha didn't break the kiss and rather moaned into the mouth of the soccer coach. She couldn't explain it, but she was suddenly helpless and completely subdued by the pretty college girl. She let out a sigh when Layla broke the kiss and moaned as she felt a finger pump in and out of her long-neglected pussy.
"I will only ask this once Mrs. Jones. Do you want to come to my room?"
Reacting without thought, the horny confused MILF answered, "Yes."
Layla stopped finger-fucking the horny bitch and explained, "If you enter my dorm, you need to understand you must obey every instruction I give."
Suddenly Sammantha was nervous, but horniness and curiosity got the better of her. "I understand."
Layla quickly finger-fucked the MILF for a few more seconds before pulling her finger out. She sucked the juice off her fingers, "Not bad for an old bitch." Layla saw the fury in the facial expression of the powerful mother, yet was amused when no words followed. Layla ordered, "Follow me."
Mrs. Jones sat frozen, stunned by the shocking turn of events. She was infuriated with the treatment she had received from this social nobody, yet an overwhelming large part of her was turned on like she hadn't been in a long time. So although the dignified reaction was to just walk away from this crazy situation, she instead got out of the car and followed her into the dorm. She kept her head down while she passed a couple of other college girls. She again briefly thought of turning and walking away, yet her body had a mind of its own, and right now it was doing the thinking.
Once in her dorm room, Layla quickly peeled off her clothes and, once naked, ordered to the sexy MILF, "Mrs. Jones, get on your knees."
Sammantha reluctantly obeyed, oddly mesmerized by the co-ed's perfectly tanned body.
Layla smiled at the quick obedience of her new slut and explained, "I'm going to have a shower, follow along and wait till I am done."
Humiliation burned through the powerful woman, but she reluctantly began crawling to the young blonde's bathroom. While Layla was in the shower, Mrs. Jones replayed the afternoon in her head and no matter how she did, she couldn't imagine how she ended up in this bizarre predicament or why she didn't just get up and leave. She wasn't a lesbian. She had never even considered another woman in a sexual way before today. Yet there was something drawing her, almost against her will, to the pretty, confident co-ed. She couldn't explain it but she felt the need to obey the blonde goddess and to submit to her. Although she hated admitting it, the dominating attitude of the co-ed had turned her on and the quick fingering had her near orgasm in only a couple of minutes. As soon as she saw her daughter's coach naked, she desperately wanted to touch the girl's small firm breasts and to smell the scent of her shaved pussy. Sammantha shook her head, desperate to get these naughty ridiculous thoughts out of her head. She was brought back to reality when she heard her name.
"Earth to Sammantha. What are you thinking about?" a dripping wet and naked Layla asked.
Sammantha looked up from her knees and was awestruck with the young girl's body. Sammantha worked out for hours every day and her body couldn't even begin to compare with the co-ed's. Looking into her eyes and realizing she was to speak, she answered honestly, "I was trying to figure out why I was here."
Layla chuckled, "Well, that is obvious. You want to be my slut."
"I do not," the MILF responded, insulted at the verbal degradation.
"You don't?" Layla asked. "You are in my dorm room, on your knees waiting for me to get out of the shower, so I think that qualifies as you being a slut."
The rich upper class woman stammered, "I- I-I...."
"Is slut too extreme? Would you prefer dyke?"
Sammantha gasped, "I am not gay!"
"If you say so, slut. This game is getting old. You want to please me. Say it!" Layla demanded.
The dazed and humiliated MILF was not used to being bossed around. She wanted to defend herself and put this young nobody in her place, yet the words out of her mouth expressed the opposite. "Yes, I want to please you."
"And you are a dirty rich slut who needs to be disciplined by me," Layla continued the verbal onslaught.
Mrs. Jones wondered when the humiliation would end as she reluctantly agreed. "Yes I am a slut who desperately needs to be disciplined."
"So you agree you need a Mistress?" Layla asked.
The word shocked her. She stammered a reply, "Um, I don't know."
Layla ordered, her voice flaming hot with anger, "Get up and leave, Mrs. Jones, I don't have time for this insubordination."
Mrs. Jones was startled as Layla walked out of the bathroom. She got off her numb knees and followed the co-ed she had just offended. The words that came out of her mouth shocked her. "I am so sorry, Layla, I don't know what to say."
Now half dressed, Layla dismissed the confused older woman, "Just leave. I will have one of my loyal obedient sluts take you home."
Mrs. Jones stood dumbfounded while Layla made a call on her cell.



"Slut, get your ass over here now," Layla ordered and just as quickly put her phone down. She looked at the MILF she was playing like a fiddle and asked, "What are you still doing here? If it is about your daughter, tell her if she wants to start, she better start working as hard as everyone else. One of my good obedient lesbian sluts will drive you home. Go wait at the front entrance. Now get the fuck out of my dorm room."
A stunned and speechless Mrs. Jones walked out of the dorm.
Like an obedient child, she waited to be picked up by some stranger.
Meanwhile, Layla yelled, "Come in, Melody."
A short, brunette entered the room and immediately fell to her knees, as she had been instructed to do anytime she was in the private presence of her Mistress.
Layla smiled and handing her car keys to her sub, she ordered, "Downstairs there will be a pretty older blonde. Please drive her home. If she talks to you, feel free to explain our relationship."
"Yes, Mistress," the pretty slave obeyed, taking the keys and leaving the room.
Layla smiled while devilishly pondering the afternoon's events. If she was right, and she usually was, Mrs. Jones would come to her tomorrow. Oh, how she loved the thrill of the chase!
Melody went downstairs quickly and walked up to the older woman, saying, "Follow me, ma'am."
Mrs. Jones, now desperate to get away, quickly followed, and soon they were back on the road. Mrs. Jones gave Melody the address of the soccer field where she left her SUV, as if Melody were her personal driver, and turned her eyes to the road.
Melody, the sweetheart she was, attempted to start a conversation with the rattled stranger. "How do you know Layla?"
Sammantha glared at the unknown co-ed and responded tersely, "None of your business."
Melody ignored the ignorant tone and said giddily, "Oh, you are one of her subs too?"
"God, no," the snotty MILF bitch responded, "I am not some dumb lesbian bimbo."
Melody was offended by the woman's demeaning words and drove in silence the rest of the way. Once at the soccer field, Melody taunted the woman, "You know ma'am, if Layla decides she wants you, you will be hers."
"That is absurd," Mrs. Jones responded.
Melody's smile returned, her tone dripping condescending sweetness, "If you say so, ma' am."
Mrs. Jones could tell the girl's smug smile was condescending, and quickly got out of the car and slammed the door. The car drove off and a still very rattled Mrs. Jones got into her SUV. When she returned home, Tiffany asked where she had been. The still rattled mother lied to her daughter, explaining she had gone for a massage.
Tiffany asked, "What are we going to do about Coach?"
Mrs. Jones shocked her daughter and herself, "Tiffany, stop being a spoiled brat and start working hard like every other girl on the field."
"Mother," Tiffany began.
"No, enough Tiffany. You are eighteen years old and it is time for you to fight your own battles for yourself. Do you understand?"
Tiffany, almost in tears, never having been yelled at by her mother, nodded her head in understanding.
"Good," Mrs. Jones responded, calming down, "you are the better goalie Tiffany, but Layla expects you to work as hard as everyone else does." Exhausted, Mrs. Jones hugged her daughter, something else she rarely, if ever, did and went to have a much needed shower.
That night, Sammantha tossed and turned, replaying the absurd events of the day in her head over and over. Why had she obeyed the harsh instructions of the young girl? Why did her pussy get so wet while in the presence of the young co-ed? Why didn't she stand up for herself? Lastly, why was she so fucking horny? She masturbated herself to sleep, the thought of submitting to her daughter's soccer coach replaying over and over in her head.
..........
Next day at practice, Layla was happy to see a very different Tiffany. She didn't complain and worked her ass off. Layla rewarded her with praise, "That's much better, Tiffany."
Layla also noticed that Mrs. Jones was greatly distracted throughout the practice, which made Layla smile.
When practice was done, Layla told the girls to have a good weekend, relaxing before Suicide Week: three games and three practices in six days.
The girls groaned and headed their separate ways. Layla asked Maddie, "What you doing this lovely weekend?"
Maddie, usually shy, couldn't hide her excitement. "Two friends and I are going to the lake for a girl's only weekend."
"Very cool. Well, have fun," Layla replied while thinking to herself that means her mother will be home alone. A variety of ideas floated in Layla's head until she was distracted by the voice of Sammantha Jones.
"Layla, may I speak with you?"
Layla couldn't believe the polite tone the overbearing mother used. Layla turned around and smiled, "What can I do for you, Mrs. Jones?"
There were only a few people still left, but Mrs. Jones spoke in a whisper, "I would like to discuss yesterday."
"I see," Layla responded thoughtfully.
"In private," the MILF added, nervously.
Layla said, "My dorm is off limits today, there is some big reunion thing there."
Mrs. Jones offered quickly, "We can go to my house."
"I am not sure you understand what I expect from you," Layla told her.
Mrs. Jones responded, shyly, "Yes, I do."
"You do?" Layla asked, before leaning into the Mom's ear, "I expect a hundred percent obedience. I expect you to be my personal slut."
Her hot breath teased the older woman's ear and a soft bite of the earlobe allowed an eager whimper to escape.
"Yes, I understand."
Her tongue in the once bitchy woman's ear, Layla added, "If I come to your house, I own you. Your mind and body are mine to do with as I please."
The humiliated mother nodded her head in understanding.
Layla continued, "In public you will now call me Miss Layla and in private Mistress Layla. Is that understood, slut?"
Layla thought 'slut may be pushing it', but the defeated mother replied, "Yes, I understand Miss Layla."
Layla smiled at the complete submission of this once high and mighty bitch. "What about Tiffany?"
"She is already on her way to San Diego with her boyfriend."
Layla chuckled, "Soon she will accept that she is a dyke, just like her mommy."
The new MILF sub went even redder, but didn't say anything.
Layla asked, "And what about Mr. Jones?"
This time it was the MILF's turn to laugh bitterly, although Layla noticed a tinge of hurt in it. "He is in France till the end of the month."
"So we have the whole house to ourselves all weekend?" the dominant coach queried.
"Yes, Miss Layla, except for the maid," the soccer mommy confirmed.
"Hmmmm," Layla mumbled deep in thought. "All right, I need to go home and pick up a few things for your training."
Mrs. Jones' face flinched just a tad at the word 'training' and waited further instruction, like a good sub should.
Layla got Mrs. Jones' address and whispered one last time in her ear, "By the end of the weekend, you will be a very different woman." She bit the older woman's ear hard and turned and walked away.
Mrs. Jones stood paralyzed until after her new Mistress had disappeared completely. As she slowly made her way to her SUV, she wondered what she had just got herself into. While her brain contemplated the long term consequences, her pussy juice began to leak through her thin thong.
............
Layla arrived a couple of hours later at the mommy-bitch-turned-obedient sub's house with a duffle bag of toys and other essentials. She knocked on the door and was greeted by a black maid.
Layla asked, "What is your name?"
The older black woman, probably on her 40's, responded, "Tamara, ma'am."
Layla entered the mansion and was briefly awe-struck by the massive estate. She asked, "Does Mrs. Jones treat you well?"
Her facial expression betrayed her words, "Yes, she is a good boss to work for."
Layla didn't push it yet and asked politely, "Tamara, could you please tell Mrs. Jones that Layla has arrived?"
"Yes, ma'am," the chubby black maid responded politely.
Layla surveyed the room while she waited. After a couple of minutes of waiting, Mrs. Jones arrived. "Welcome, Miss Layla."
Layla smiled, "I think your personal residence counts as alone."
Mrs. Jones looked at Tamara, "You are dismissed, Tamara."
"Thank you, ma'am," Tamara replied gratefully.
Layla waited patiently, allowing her new sub this last minute of public propriety. Once Tamara had left the room, Mrs. Jones looked nervously to the confident co-ed, "Welcome Mistress Layla."
"This is a very impressive home, slut."
"Thank you, Mistress Layla."
Having had enough of the pleasantries, Layla ordered, "Take off your dress, my mommy slut."
A small wince escaped the proud woman, but she obeyed the young woman's order.
Layla walked over to the MILF or MIPT (Mommy I Plan to Train) and inspected her body. "For an older bitch, you have kept in amazing shape."
"Thank you, Mistress Layla," the half naked mother of one shivered.
"Let's see those tits, mommy dyke," the soccer coach ordered.
Shaking slightly, the rich mother unbuckled her bra and released her large firm breasts. She now stood in front of this pretty soccer coach in only her nude stockings, thong panties and four inch heels.
Layla pinched the woman's nipples. "Why aren't they hard, slut?"
Sammantha whimpered and answered clearly embarrassed, "They never get erect."
"Really?" Layla asked, pinching harder. "Never?"
The MILF winched from the sharp pain. "Not since I had the implants, Mistress Layla."
Layla moved around behind the older woman and stunned the woman with a sharp hard slap on her naked ass, the thong not covering any of the woman's still impressive rear. "Fuck mommy-cunt, how many hours a day do you work out to keep this body in shape?"
"Three, give or take, Mistress Layla," the humiliated redhead responded, tears now rolling down her face.
"Does your husband fuck you in the ass?"
"Yes, on occasion, Mistress Layla."
"Do you like a nice hard cock in your ass?"
"Only when I am drunk, Mistress Layla."
"Take off your thong, mommy whore," Layla instructed.
Sammantha took off the thin piece of fabric, now standing in only her thigh highs and heels.
Layla inspected her new sub's pussy. The cunt was completely hairless and her lips had a sweet shine to them. "Your pussy seems wet, mommy tramp. Why is that?"
"I don't know, Mistress Layla," Sammantha replied.
"Really? You have no clue?" Layla questioned.
"I can't explain it, Mistress Layla, I wish I could."
"You are so adorable in your complete upper class dignity," Layla mockingly accused. "Take off my shoes for me, slut." Layla lifted her right foot up and allowed the rich woman to be the maid for once. The woman's hand shook slightly. Once the shoe was off, Layla lifted her left foot and the MILF repeated the order. The humiliation continued as Layla insisted she also remove her sweaty socks. The MILF complied. Layla, smiling deviously, commanded, "Clean my feet with your mouth."
Sammantha Jones, one of the most powerful women in the city, looked up at the college co-ed with a look of disgust. Layla could see the woman on her knees contemplating this order. Layla's smile did not falter, and soon Sammantha broke eye contact and took Layla's toe in her mouth.
Mrs. Jones tasted the salty sweat of the girl's foot that had presumably been in running shoes all day. The scent was disgusting and the taste awful, but she obeyed the nasty and humiliating task. Used to being in control, she knew exactly what the co-ed was doing to her. She was making it very clear who was in charge and seeing just how far the MILF would fall. Once done with the first foot, Mrs. Jones heard the cocky voice of the co-ed, "What about the soles of my feet, slut?" Anger bubbled inside the rich upper class woman, yet she obeyed the utterly humiliating task.
After both feet had been adequately cleaned to the liking of the young Mistress, she ordered, "Let's go to your bedroom. I want to fuck my new whore in her own bed."
The new submissive slave began to get off her already sore knees.
"Not so fast, slut. Lead the way. But do so on all fours."
The MILF dropped back to her knees, her face as red as a burning fire. She began the lengthy crawl to her bedroom.
Layla grabbed her duffle bag of goodies and followed her new sub. Her grin seemed permanently burned to her face. She had dominated many women over the years, most with ease, but this one was already becoming her favourite because of her uppity I-am-better-than-you attitude.
Sammantha was mortified at her treatment by the pretty co-ed and even more mortified by the fact that she not only allowed it to happen, but couldn't resist. Her knees were killing her and crawling like a dog in her own home was humiliating. Once she reached her room, she stopped. She didn't know why, but she did. She soon heard the voice of her Mistress complimenting her, "Good slut, you are a fast learner."
Layla walked to the king-sized bed and undressed. Soon she was completely naked. On all fours, Sammantha was in awe of the perfect body of her Mistress. Although the soccer coaches' breasts were small, they worked with the rest of her perfect body. Layla asked, "Have you ever eaten pussy before?"
"No, Mistress."
"Yet, you so eagerly submitted to me. Curious," the blonde beauty pondered.
The older redhead pondered it as well. It made no sense. Yet, there she was on all fours, in her own house, eager to do just that. Eat her first pussy.
"Crawl to me."
The MILF did as she was told, her pussy leaking slightly. Once she reached Layla, she looked directly up and was inches away from the girl's pussy. The girl's scent already lingered in the air. Layla asked, "Do you want to eat mine?"
"Yes."
"Why?"
"I don't know."
"You are going to have to do better than that. My pussy is a delicacy and needs to be treated as such. A rich bitch like you probably pays a good deal of money for a special delicacy. So I will ask again, cunt. Why do you want to eat my delicacy?"
The frustrated, confused and horny mom really had no idea, but she just said what she was feeling. "I can't explain it. I have never found another woman attractive, usually only a threat. I have never liked being told what to do, but I can't resist anything you say. There is something about you that I am drawn to. All I want to do is please you."
Layla smiled, opened her legs a bit, and said, "Please away."
The inexperienced MILF moved closer and extended her tongue. Other than tasting her own juices off her fingers, or more times than not off her husband's cock, she had never tasted another pussy. Much to her surprise, her Mistress' pussy had a very pleasant taste: sweet and tangy. The more she lapped at the appetizing juice, the more she wanted it. She wanted to bury her face deep into the young girl's delicious pussy, but could not from the awkward position of her kneeling and the co-ed standing.
Layla, on the other hand, purposely chose this awkward and power position. It was incredibly hard to come this way and watching a rookie pussy eater attempt to please in such a position was always entertaining. Layla allowed the new MILF slut to lick her pussy for ten minutes in complete silence other than the odd moan, before she asked, "So, do you like being my little lesbian slut?"
The mother couldn't believe her response, "Yes, Mistress, I love being your lesbian slut."
Layla moved onto the older woman's bed and spread her legs. "Get your ass up here and finish what you started."
The MILF slut obeyed and quickly her head was buried between the lovely soccer coach's legs. Now in a much more comfortable position, Sammantha could get much deeper with her tongue. She opened up her Mistress's pussy lips with her tongue, trying to get deep into her cunt. The juices continued to flow slowly out of the young girl's pussy and Sammantha, determined to get the young co-ed off, slid a finger inside the girl's pussy.
Layla screamed the instant her pussy was penetrated, "Oh yes, my slut, finger fuck your Mistress. Make me come."
Mrs. Jones frantically pumped the girl's pussy with her finger while at the same time licking the young girl's clit. She really had no idea what she was doing, but decided to focus on the clit, because that was what worked when her husband was going down on her. It seemed to be working, as the co-ed's moans began to get louder and more constant.
"Yes, keep fucking me, slut. You will make a good addition to my little harem of whores. Fuck, fuck, finger-fuck me deeper, deeper, yessssssss."
Sammantha felt the girl's legs tense up and seconds later felt the gush of cum she had eagerly been craving ever since she first tasted the beautiful pussy. She eagerly lapped and lapped, attempting to get as much of the girl's cum as she could. She didn't stop until instructed.
"Stop slut," Layla ordered, "I need a few seconds to recover."
Sammantha laid subserviently, between her Mistress's legs, waiting for further instructions, her face dripping with cum. Seconds ticked into minutes before the young Mistress spoke. "Get on the bed on your back, slut."
"Yes, Mistress," the MILF obeyed, hoping to get some much needed satisfaction. The co-ed went back to her bag again and quickly returned with it.
Layla grabbed the MILF's arms and like a veteran cop had her new slave handcuffed to the bed in less than ten seconds. The look of fear in the MILF's eyes was priceless for Layla. Layla reached in her bag of tricks and pulled out a small green vibrator. She turned it on low and slipped it inside the MILF's already very damp cunt. The new slut let out a loud moan. Layla smiled while she continued the light bondage by tying her new slut's legs together, pushing the toy completely inside the horny mommy. Once done, Layla leaned in and kissed her pretty redhead slut. The slut kissed back, already writhing from the toy doing her thing inside her. Layla broke the kiss and announced, "I'll be back in an hour or two. Don't you be going anywhere."
The bound MILF begged, "Please don't leave me like this. Where are you going?"
"Out," Layla shrugged and left the slut bound and with a toy lodged inside her.
The MILF called out for Layla, but eventually quit. The buzzing down below was really getting her horny, a constant buzz, yet not enough to get her off. Resigned to her fate, she tried to move around so she could make herself come. Unfortunately, no matter how she moved, she couldn't get to the next level. Frustration built inside her.
Meanwhile, Layla had not actually left but was in Tiffany's room snooping. Layla searched for a diary, but there was none to find. She went onto the young girl's computer and chuckled when it had no password protection. The first thing she did was search the sites she had recently been on. She was a Yahoo junkie it seemed. She also recently visited a site on soccer goaltending. Going back a few days Layla found what she was looking for. One site she was regularly on was called Literotica. As Layla continued scavenging through the different stories the young redhead goalie had recently read, she smiled. As expected, the majority of the vast majority of the stories were lesbian stories: Bedding the Babysitter, Training Teacher, Soccer Moms, and Presidential Powers. She seemed to like submissive characters and Layla smiled knowing that she would be an easy prey if she wanted...and she wanted. Layla went downstairs and got herself a glass of wine. She flipped on the TV and turned to a soccer match between the Americans and Germans. It was still scoreless with ten minutes left. Layla watched the end of the match that ended in a draw. She hated that. In her mind, there would be no shootouts, just straight overtime until someone scored. It might take hours, but that is what happens in hockey and she sure couldn't see why a soccer game couldn't be the same. Endurance and fitness were the two keys to success and soccer and it ticked her off when fate would decide the outcome after a lengthy game. She shut off the TV, went to the fridge and grabbed an impressively thick and long cucumber, some whipped cream, and a bottle of wine. She grabbed a couple of wine glasses and made her way back to her bound submissive mommy.



Once she arrived, she let out an accidental howl, "Oh my, you really are a slut, aren't you?"
On the bed, still bound, and dripping in sweat, was the MILF, attempting to cum by bouncing her ass up and down. The sight was so desperately erotic that Layla almost felt sorry for her. The MILF pleaded, "Oh Mistress Layla, please help me cum, I need to so bad."
Layla smiled, walked to the bed and untied the slave's legs and extracted the drenched toy from inside the slut's cunt. Layla, attempting to look naughty, sucked the excessive juice from the toy. She explained, "How bad do you want to come, mommy-slut?"
"Desperately," the horny mother of one responded.
"I will let you come," Layla offered, "with this."
Sammantha Jones looked at the long thick cucumber and although appalled by such a slutty act her words said the opposite, "Yes, please, fuck me."
Layla asked, all sweet, "You want your daughter's soccer coach to fuck you with this long thick vegetable?"
"Yes, Mistress Layla, fuck me with whatever you want, I need to come so badly."
Layla loved the complete submission; things were going even better than expected. Sammantha Jones, the biggest parent bitch of her parent group, was now begging and pleading to be fucked by a vegetable. Layla untied the horny slut, handed her the cucumber and said, "Go at it, slut."
The ravished MILF instantly inserted the wide cucumber in her red hot cunt and began to fuck herself. Her eyes were closed, so she was completely unaware that Layla had pulled out a camcorder and was videotaping the naughty masturbation session. Layla ordered, "Beg to cum, my slut."
The MILF opened her eyes and looked directly into the camera. Her mouth dropped open and she stopped. "Please, Layla, don't tape this."
Layla glared, "Are you questioning me?"
"No-no-no," the sexy redhead backtracked.
"For your slight act of disobedience, you need to be punished," Layla informed.
The humiliated mother put her head down and whispered, "Yes, Mistress Layla."
"Take out the cucumber," the powerful Mistress ordered.
"Yes, Mistress," the slut obeyed, a loud plop escaping the MILF's cunt as the vegetable was released from the slut's tight cunt.
"Clean it up," Layla ordered, still taping.
The once powerful mother opened her mouth and took the sticky cucumber in her mouth. As she sucked off her juice she pondered her exit strategy. Once this humiliation was done, she would have to get the tape. That tape could end her.
"Fuck your ass," Layla commanded.
Sammantha looked back up, her eyes full of fear and stammered, "W-w-w-with this?"
"Is that a problem?"
"It won't fit," the MILF attempted to reason.
Layla went to her bag and returned with a smaller black dildo. "Shove the cucumber back in that old cunt of yours while you fuck your ass with this."
Relieved and horny, the rich beauty took the toy and after reinserting the vegetable in her eager cunt, slowly slid the smaller toy in her ass. A slight pain burned inside her ass, but it was compensated by the fire burning in her cunt. Although awkward, she began to pump both the cucumber and dildo in and out of her two holes, ignoring the still filming camcorder.
Layla ordered, "How does the dp feel, slut?"
"So, good Mistress Layla, I am close."
"Stop," Layla ordered.
The MILF obeyed and cried, "Please, Mistress Layla, can I come?"
"Look into the camera and tell me what you are," the soccer coach ordered.
Past any sort of dignity or caring, the rich, redhead, mother, said, "I am Sammantha Jones. I am a complete lesbian slut who is owned by Mistress Layla."
"Nice," Layla purred, adding, "if you want to come all you have to do is one more sacrifice."
"Anything," the MILF responded, believing it.
"Give me permission to add your bi-curious daughter to my harem of sluts."
Sammantha was not expecting this. She stammered, "I-i-it is up to her."
"So you have no problem of me seducing Tiffany and having her as my personal fuck toy?"
"No," the MILF responded, knowing that she had no power to stop her.
"So I can have your beautiful daughter on her knees begging to be my slave?"
"Yes, she could use some discipline," the MILF moaned.
"So true. I can have your obnoxious daughter between my legs lapping at my delicious cunt?"
"Yes," the mother agreed.
"So I can fuck her pussy and ass with a strap-on?"
"Yes," the mother replied, resigned to their fate.
Layla put a strap-on on her beautiful body and crawled onto the bed. "Ready for your Mistress to fuck you?"
"More than anything," the mother moaned.
Layla pulled the cucumber out of her slave's pussy, left the dildo in her ass and leaned into her. Layla's seven inch cock easily slid into her slave and she started slow. Layla loved to look directly into the eyes of her latest conquests and loved what she saw: pure, unbridled want and submission. Even without the tape, she knew Sammantha Jones was hers.
Her thrusts became faster and deeper as the MILF screamed, "Oh, yes, yes, fuck your owned slut, harder, Mistress, harder."
Layla obliged, pumping all seven inches of the hard plastic cock into her MILF slave.
"Yesssss, thank you Mistress, fuck me, fuck me, fuckkkkk," the sexy redhead MILF bellowed.
Layla buried the cock deep into her sub and lay on top, allowing her sub to have the whole resonating thrill of the orgasm that was currently sending waves through her body.
Sammantha Jones huffed, "Oh my God, that was the most amazing orgasm I have ever had."
"Of course it is," Layla said, pulling out and off her sweaty exhausted slut. Once she had taken off the strap-on cock, she climbed back onto the bed and lowered her pussy onto her MILF's face.
Sammantha licked and licked for an eternity as juice continued to dribble down her face. It wasn't easy to breathe, but Layla would move enough to allow some air.
Layla feeling an orgasm bubbling inside her, began to rub her wet cunt on her slave's face and soon a second orgasm ripped through her body. "Aaahhhh, that's it mommy-slut, you will make a good lez."
Layla rolled off her slut and said, "I'm going to have a shower."
Once her young Mistress had left, Sammantha sat up; her face coated with pussy juice and looked at herself in the mirror. Her make-up was a mess, her hair tangled and her face shiny with cum. She looked like a cheap whore and felt like one too. She grabbed her robe and sat on the edge of her bed and waited.
Layla took a long shower and returned to her slut's room in only a towel. She smiled when she saw the new sub waiting for her. Layla yawned and said, "Slut, I am pretty tired, and I have a very busy day planned for us tomorrow, so I suggest you get some sleep." Layla crawled into Sammantha Jones king-sized bed and got snug under the covers.
Sammantha moved to join her, but was recoiled, "No, no, slut, you can go sleep in your daughter's bed." Sammantha began to leave. "Also, slut, on all fours. Crawl to bed." Humiliated, the MILF obeyed and slowly crawled away.
Layla smiled at the complete subservient obedience of her prize possession. Tomorrow she would try her other seductive move: sweet and sensitive. Tomorrow she would seduce the adorably cute Clara Walsh.
THE END...
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It was our first summer without our dad. He passed away of a heart attack last November. We hemmed and hawed for a long time before deciding to continue our annual family camping trip. For over twenty-five years we had spent the first week of August at Lake Wellenchuk as a family. It wasn't our only family ritual, but it was one we had kept up even as our lives got hectic with college, an almost wedding and the rest of it. So it was with a heavy heart, and only the third time since dad's funeral that we were all together again (the other two being one Christmas and Kevin, our youngest brother's high school graduation).
Before I get too carried away about the unbelievable weekend itself, I should tell you a bit about myself, my two younger brothers, and my beautiful mother.
My name is Jackson, although my family calls me Jacks, and I am 26 years old. I am the reliable big brother who has spent much of his life getting my middle brother out of trouble. I was married for three years, but got divorced a month before my dad passed away. They say bad things happen in threes and after the divorce and my father's death, I kept waiting for the third disaster to hit. Luckily, the third thing was rather small in comparison, a fender bender car accident on New Year's Eve. Any other year and that would have been a major disaster, but in 2010, it was just a fitting end to one fucked up year. My New Year's Resolution was to start living life to the fullest, spend more time with my family and meet a woman. I got a loan from the bank and made my dream a reality: I opened an Italian restaurant and named it after Dad--- Amelio's.
My second goal was partly achieved, as I moved back in with my Mother and youngest brother Kevin, although it was difficult getting much quality family time because of the long hours I worked attempting to make my new business a success. My other brother, Adam, had left in January on a six month 'finding yourself' trip through Europe and Asia. My last goal had been an undeniable disaster. I had only been on three dates, hadn't been laid in over a year. Although there were many prospects coming in and out of my life daily, I just didn't seem to have the time or energy to even attempt a romance. Lastly, I often tended to compare any woman I met with my Mother and that, I have learned, is never a good thing.
Adam was the loose cannon of the group. A wild one from the time he was a toddler, he hadn't really changed in his wild ways, even at 22 years of age. He took a year off college, dropped out (truthfully he was told to take a year off) and, after Dad died, decided to just travel the world. His goal was to sleep with a girl from every country he visited and, according to his travel blog, he had accomplished that. He returned back just in time for Kevin's graduation and our trip. He was still exhibiting his usual easy-going attitude.
Kevin, my youngest brother, turned 18 in May and graduated high school with honours in June. He was the geek of the group, a do-gooder who was also a sweetheart to his long time girlfriend Elly. He would rather read than go out, but he greatly idolized Adam, in an almost unhealthy way.
Our Mom Cassie was 45 years old and still in amazingly great shape. She had always worked out and no one believed she had been pregnant three times. Her breasts sagged a bit, but she usually wore outfits and bras that kept them standing at full attention. I would be lying if the majority of my high school wank sessions weren't about my Mother. But like all guys, fucking their Mother is just a naughty fantasy they jerk off to from the time they learn to jerk off until the day they die. It is who we are. My Mother did pretty well with the life insurance after my Dad's death and had attempted to keep things as normal as could be.
The first night at the lake was, not surprisingly, emotionally exhausting. We had a campfire and just shared Dad stories. For awhile, seeing my Mother upset, I wondered if this had been a good idea. But the last hour, we shared funny Dad stories and the emotional bubble seemed to burst.
The next afternoon was a scorcher. My Mom, I should note, knows that she still turns heads. For example, the two-piece bikini she was wearing was something the average female teenager looking to get attention would wear. In truth, the minute I saw her come out of her room after lunch in the two- piece, my dick gave her a secret salute.
While at the beach, I noticed many guys, from teenagers to old pervs, checking out my 45 year old mother. I was both proud and protective of her.
The first slight hint of the evening to come, after my brothers went to scope out the chicks playing beach volleyball, was when we laid our towels down on the beautiful soft sand. Mom lay on her towel and asked, "Jacks honey, could you put some lotion on me?"
Dad had always done this in the past, and my dick rose to attention again just with the thought of touching my sexy Mother. I took the lotion, coated my hands and generously and gently lotioned my Mom's shoulders, neck and back. I then moved down and did her legs and feet.
Once done, Mom asked, her voice seeming just a tad flirty, "Jacks, could you please get really close to my bikini bottom, which is where I always burn?"
My erection begged for attention, so many of my stroke fantasies having started just like this. I put more lotion on my hands, which were slightly trembling, and rubbed lotion on my Mom's lower back, so low I felt the crevice of her ass cheeks. I thought I heard a moan escape my Mom's lips, but I assumed it was just wishful thinking. I finished by doing her thighs and again got real close to her prized possession. This time she definitely let out a moan.
"Thank you, Jacks, you have hands just like your father."
"You're welcome, Mom," I said, furtively adjusting my cock in my trunks.
My Mom caught my adjustment and smiled, "Is that because of me?"
I stammered, completely embarrassed, "No, I, um...."
My Mom, her tone soft and sweet, "It's ok, honey, when Dad lathered me up I often could feel his stiffness on me. I often thought he might just fuck me right then and there."
"Mom," I said, shocked by a frankness I had never heard from her.
She just smiled and looked back down and went on sunbathing.
Nothing else remotely interesting happened the rest of the afternoon, but I was greatly distracted. After touching my mom, all I wanted to do was touch her more. All my Mother-fucking fantasies came flooding back and, although it hadn't occurred to me yet that the fantasy could become reality, my cock was at full mast all day.
That night, around nine, after the four of us had all finished a fair amount of booze, Adam and Kevin said they were going to a party with some girls they met. I argued they should stay and hang with Mom, but Adam, thinking with his cock like he always did, said they were going out. Kevin was just trying to fit in with his cool brother and sheepishly followed. I called them assholes and they left.
Mom and I went out and started a fire in our very secluded and private cabin. We sat by the fire, on a two-person swing and drank even more. About half an hour after my brothers left, Mom clearly was past tipsy and well on her way to really intoxicated. Still in her same bikini, she asked, "So, Jacks, when was the last time you got laid?"
Beer sprayed out of my mouth. "Mom!"
"No, seriously. You have looked after Kevin and I since your father died. It's time for you to start thinking about yourself."
"Well, truthfully, work has been more of a hindrance."
"You work too hard," Mom suggested, her hand falling innocently onto my leg.
Her soft touch had me distracted and my cock woke up from its slumber. I stammered slightly, "I have no choice if I want this restaurant to succeed."
Mom's hand moved up just slightly, "I know, I know, it's just I want you to find a woman too."
"Women are exhausting, time-consuming and wallet-crushing," I sighed, remembering not so fondly my last couple of failed relationships and a divorce I was still paying for.
"The right one isn't," Mom suggested.
"Well I am still searching for her, I guess," I shrugged and finished my beer.
"You know Jacks, you look a lot like your father," Mom said, her tone changing.
"I know," I replied, having been told that for as long as I can remember.
Her hand moved up slightly again. I took a deep breath and felt her hand move and rest on my hard cock. "Hmmmm, feels like you and your dad have something else in common."
"Mom, I..." I began.
"Stop. I haven't had sex in eight months, and you haven't had sex in just as long I am guessing," she argued, her hand now firmly on my fully erect cock. Her face went pouty like a teen girl trying to get her way with her boyfriend. "Haven't you ever fantasized about Mommy?"
"I-um," I stammered, before finally thinking 'fuck it', "Mom I have fantasized about you since I can remember."
"I thought so," she whispered, her hot breath in my ear. Her hand rubbed my cock with a bit more purpose. "Do you want Mommy to suck your cock?"
I let out a grunt in acknowledgment.
Her tongue teased my ear, "I will take that as a yes."
She moved away from my ear and quickly unbuckled my shorts and pulled out my raging hard-on. "Fuck, I have missed the feeling of a big hard cock."
She leaned forward and took the head of my cock in her mouth.
I moaned on contact, in pure ecstasy, my lifelong fantasy suddenly coming true. I stared at my mom and her wet lips around my cock. Unlike most girls who sucked cock just long enough to get me hard, my mom sucked on my cock like she actually enjoyed it. After a couple of minutes of just teasing my head with her lips and tongue, she began to take more of my cock in her expert mouth. She continued the slow sweet style, taking just a bit more of my shaft in her mouth at a time.
I don't know how long she had my cock in her mouth before she finally took my erection out and requested, "Son, I desperately need to taste your cum. I don't mean to be crass or anything, but I love the taste of cum. Your dad used to fulfill this need. So please, I want you to shoot a big full load of your cum down my throat. Think you can do that for Mommy?"
Still feeling like a horny teenager from every eighties sex comedy, I just babbled a bunch of incoherent words that implied yes.
She took my cock back in her mouth. Unlike the slow tenderness of a couple minutes ago, this time she devoured my cock whole. She deep throated me and then bobbed up and down like a porn star. Not surprisingly, I didn't last long under such intense pleasure. I grunted, "I'm coming Mommy." A few seconds later I exploded my cum down my Mother's throat. Unlike most girls, she didn't miss a beat, as she continued the fast-paced assault on my cock, long after my cum had all been swallowed.
Suddenly with a confidence I didn't know was in me, I pulled out and aggressively pushed her onto the grass onto her back and opened her legs. I pulled her bikini bottom to the side and dove into my Mother's cunt. I licked her hairy pussy eager to return the favour and get her off.
My Mom's cunt was already sopping wet and within seconds of my tongue on her pussy lips, she got animated."Oh yes, Jacks, your tongue feels so good on Mommy's cunt." She moved her ass up and down attempting to fuck herself with my tongue. I continued to lick and heard her scream, "Fuck, Jacks, I'm coming." Seconds later I was sprayed by a river of juice.
I continued licking, eager to swallow as much of my Mother's juice as I could. Finally, she said the words I had dreamt about for years, "Jacks, I want you in me. Come fuck Mommy."
She quickly pulled off her bikini bottom to give me easier access to her pussy. I didn't have to be told twice. I quickly positioned myself on top of her and slid easily into her warm oasis. I moved in and out slowly and leaned forward to kiss her beautiful mountains of flesh, which were sadly still partially hidden by her skimpy bikini top. As I kissed and gently sucked on the top of her breasts, she moaned, "Does my son want to suck on the same breasts he once nursed?"
"Badly," I mumbled, my lips never leaving her body.
She leaned forward and slipped out of her last piece of clothing.
I just stared at her still amazing firm breasts and her big hard nipples. I instinctively took a nipple in my mouth and sucked on it. So focused on my Mommy's delicious tits I had stopped fucking her, my cock resting comfortably deep inside her. I took her other nipple into my mouth and resumed my slow fucking of my Mother. This tender intimate scene lasted over ten minutes before it was interrupted by the shocked words of my middle brother.
"Holy fucking shit!" Adam said, clearly shocked by what he was witnessing.
I looked up and saw my two brothers both staring at the sight of their mother being fucked by their oldest sibling.
Before I had a chance to speak, although I had no idea what I would have possibly said, my very drunk and horny Mother shocked us all. "Don't just stand there like a couple of wankers. Come and join us."
Adam, who had a reputation of fucking anything that moved, had no moral reservations about the fact that it was his Mother and was naked and his dick revving to go in a heartbeat. He walked over to my Mom and presented his rod to his Mother's mouth.
My Mother didn't say anything, but instead took her middle son's cock in her mouth.
My youngest brother stood motionless, clearly in a state of shock by what he was seeing. My cock was still lodged deep inside my horny Mother. I was in awe as I watched as Mom gobbled up my brother's, to my great pride, smaller cock. Kevin still hadn't moved.
My Mother quit sucking Dave's cock and looked directly at her youngest, eighteen-year old son, and ordered, like a Mother would scold her son, "Get your ass over here now, young man."
Kevin seemed to waken from his stunned stupor and shyly walked over to the incestuous act that was currently taking place.
Adam attempted to help, "Get naked, man."
Mom looked at her nervous son and asked, "Don't I turn you on?"
Kevin finally stammered, "Y-y-yes."
"Then come join the party," Mom suggested before turning to me and ordering, "and you, get back to what you were doing to me."
"Yes, Mom," I absurdly replied, and began pumping her pussy again.
Adam said, "Kevin it's now or never. Time to lose that cherry."
Mom's face got even more excited, "My little Kevin is still a virgin?"
Kevin sheepishly whispered, "Yes."
"Well we better change that," Mom announced matter-of-factly. Kevin nervously undressed and as soon as he was naked, Mom pulled him in and took his cock, that was slightly larger than either of his older brother's, in her mouth. She sucked him like a horny slut desperate to get a cock nice and hard. Although Kevin's mind may have been contemplating resisting, his cock had other thoughts. Clearly horny and in charge, my mother, like a drill sergeant in charge of pleasure, ordered, "Jacks, take a break. Let's let Kevin feel what it's like to be with a woman.
I reluctantly pulled my cock out of my Mother. Mom ordered Kevin, "Lay down baby, let Mommy take care of you."
Kevin lay on the blanket and watched as his Mother straddled him and easily engulfed his cock inside her cunt. She bounced up and down, her beautiful tits bouncing in unison while she took her son's virginity.
Adam, not one to wait patiently, moved up and offered his cock to my Mother's mouth. My mom purred, "Oh Adam, you are such a dirty boy." Without another word, she took her middle son's cock in her mouth.
After only a couple of minutes of riding her son's cock, Kevin warned, "Mom, I am going to come."
Mom took her other son's cock out of her mouth and ordered, "Fill your Mommy with your hot seed, son."
Mom continued bouncing up and down on her son's cock and within a few seconds Kevin bellowed, "I'm coming Mommy!"
Mom milked her youngest son's cock, extracting every last drop.
As soon as Kevin was done, Adam ordered. "Move it little man, time for a real man to fuck our Mother."
Mom gave a slutty smirk, "You better not be all talk."
Adam flipped my Mother onto her back on the ground and drove into her, Kevin getting out of the way just in time. Mom instantly got animated, "You like fucking your Mother, don't you, you dirty boy?"
"I have wanted to do this for years," my middle brother growled between thrusts.
"Oh yes, fuck me son. Fuck me hard. Yes," my mother wailed.
Kevin and I watched our brother hammer away at our Mother, neither of us really believing what was happening. After a few minutes of hardcore fast-paced fucking, my Mother screamed, "I'm coming sonnnnn!"
This made Adam smile and he kept drilling her cunt furiously while our Mother's orgasm shook through her. A variety of erotic moans and screams echoed as an everlasting orgasm continued to pulse through Mom.
Finally, my brother asked, "Where do you want my cum, Mother?"
My mom shamelessly begged, " Fill me with your cum, son,"
Adam continued pounding Mom until his face changed and he grunted, "I'm coming Mommy." He buried his cock deep into Mom and shot his wad inside her.
Both Kevin and I were hard again and Mom, who clearly was insatiable, ordered, "Kevin come lay back down for Mommy."
I was disappointed. This had begun as an intimate evening with just Mom and I and now I was getting left out. Once Kevin was on the ground, Mom straddled him for a second time. This time though she ordered me, "Get over here, Jacks, and fuck your Mother's ass."
I couldn't believe it. Kevin and I were going to DP our beautiful mother. I quickly got behind my Mother, who leaned forward giving me easy access to her rosebud. I slid my rod between her sweet ass cheeks.
My Mom, clearly impatient, ordered, "Stop admiring your Mother's ass and fill it with your meat."
Needing no further encouragement, I slowly began to penetrate my Mom's rear. It was incredibly tight. Once half my dick was in her ass, she surprised me by pushing back and taking the majority of my cock in her butt. My Mother demanded, "Now stop being a fucking pansy and fuck your Mom's ass."
Slightly embarrassed by my Mother's scolding and determined to make her happy, like I had always attempted to, I began to fuck my Mom's ass. She leaned forward and began a very non-mother-son-like kiss with Kevin. I leaned forward as well to deeper fill my Mom's ass. From this position, I seemed powerful and began to thrust in and out of my Mother, giving an extra hard thrust each time. The hard thrusts forced my Mom to quit kissing her youngest son and move her hands out to hold herself up.
"Oh yes, Jacks, that's it baby, fuck Mommy's ass. Fuck it deep and hard. Yes," she moaned.
Her words were quickly muffled by Adam who ordered, "No reason I should be left out of this. Now suck my cock, Mommy slut."
I looked up, thinking Adam may have gone too far, but instead heard Mom ask, "And how do I compare to all the other sluts you have fucked?"
Adam shoved his cock in her mouth and said, "So far so good, slut. But let's see how you worship my cock."
I continued ramming my rod in my Mom's still incredibly tight ass and soon she adjusted and we were like a well-oiled machine. With each thrust forward, she deep-throated most of Adam's cock and when I pulled back, so did she. There was a bizarre symmetry to the triple penetration of our mother.



Having already come once, I knew this would be a marathon session. Perspiration was dripping down my face while I continued the fast paced ass fucking my Mother had demanded.
Finally, I could feel my cum bubbling and I, being aggressive like I learned my Mother loved, pulled out, and ordered, "Adam go fuck our whore's ass. I want Mommy dearest to suck the cock that just rammed her asshole."
Adam moved, seemingly impressed by his big brother for once, and my Mom looked up at me also with a look of wow-about-fucking-time. I shoved my cock in my lovely Mother's mouth and watched while she eagerly gobbled it up. Adam easily filled Mom's ass and again my mom was being triple-teamed by her sons and loving it. It took only a couple of minutes of my Mom's luscious lips around my cock to feel my cum bubbling again. When I knew I could not hold back anymore, I pulled out of Mom's mouth and shot my cum all over her pretty face. After the majority of my cum landed on her check, forehead and hair, I reluctantly pulled my slowly shrivelling cock out of my Mom's perfect cocksucking mouth. I collapsed on the lawn chair and watched my lovely Mom get DP'd by her two youngest sons.
Now with no cock in her mouth to keep her mouth closed, she got animated. "Yes fuck Mommy boys, fuck her like a dirty slut."My mother also began to bounce up and down, somehow keeping both cocks in her two holes.
Adam rammed her ass and gave playful spanks to her cheeks. "You know Mommy, this isn't a one-time thing. I plan to use you as my personal fuck-toy whenever I want. Is that understood?"
My Mother, reaching yet another orgasm, moaned in understanding, "Mommy will be a fuck-toy for all of my sons. Now make Mommy come."
Adam drilled our Mother hard and a couple of minutes later another orgasm quaked through Mom. "Oh my fucking God, fuck Mommy, fuck her like you do all your little tramps. Fuck, fuck, fuck you are making Mommy comeeeeeeeee!"
Once Mom finished her orgasm, Adam pulled out of Mom and shoved his rod in Mom's mouth. She eagerly sucked her son's cock and began to really bounce on her son's cock in her pussy. Adam grunted and pulled out, shooting a second load of cum all over our Mother's face. As soon as Adam was done, Mom got off Kevin's cock and gobbled him whole with her expert cocksucking mouth.
She bobbed up and down on her youngest son's cock like it was a race. It was so fucking hot. As soon as Kevin warned, "I'm going to come Mommy." Mom took her mouth off her son's cock and gave him a fast hand-job.
"Come on Kevin, come all over your Mommy's face like your brothers did," Mom requested.
Shy and reserved Kevin surprised us all when he grunted, "Take my cum, Mommy slut."
Seconds later cum exploded from Kevin's cock and coated Mommy's already sticky face. Mom took Kevin's cock back into her mouth and slowed to a leisurely pace.
A couple minutes later all three of her son's limp cocks rested and Mom crawled over to Adam and me. She took a cock in each hand. "You guys aren't done with Mommy, are you?"
"Hell no," Adam stated.
"Good," Mom said, stroking both our cocks.
Adam looked at my rising cock and said, "Are you ready for another round?"
My cock was fully erect again. I stood up, grabbed my Mom's head and began to face fuck my Mother. Adam high-fived me for the first time ever, and went behind our kneeling Mother.
Adam slid into my Mom's well fucked pussy and said, "Kevin, get that dick hard again. It is time to gangbang Mommy again."
Kevin stroked his cock and watched his older brothers use his Mother as a fuck-toy. Once he was hard again, he stood up and with a new found confidence demanded, "Move over Adam, it is my turn to fuck Mom's ass."
Impressed by the new Kevin, Adam obliged, and we repositioned ourselves. Soon Adam was in Mom's cunt, Kevin in her ass and my dick was in her mouth.
All three of us, having already exploded in or on our Mother twice, took our time gangbanging our Mother. Two more orgasms for Mom, and each of us shot one final load in our perfect and now fuck-toy Mother. Once we were all spent, my Mom lay on the ground, cum leaking from her pussy and ass, and her face sticky with her son's cum. She smiled in pure sexual bliss.
I looked directly at my beautiful well-fucked Mom, the one I had fantasized about my whole life. Then I suggested, a jubilant smile on my face, "Well I think we have started a whole new family tradition, a tradition that we will do many, many times. Gangbang Mommy!!!."
THE END
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Becoming a Drag Queen
I was thrilled when my boss told me he was sending me to San Francisco for a conference. It was a location on my "Top 10 places I wanted to go". I went online and Googled the major attractions and tourist "must sees in San Francisco. The conference was Wednesday to Friday and I figured I would add a couple of days and tour this unique American city. Through the Google search, I found many cool things to do in San Francisco. By the end of the night I had made a list of twenty potential activities. As the week went on and I talked to a few colleagues who had been to the city already, I ended up with a lengthy list of must-to-sees, must-to-dos and must-to-eat-ats. It was a daunting list, and one I could never do in the amount of time I had. So more Google searches for reviews, and I finally had it narrowed down to a few choices. I ordered tickets for a musical "Beach Blanket Babylon" and, of course, a trip to Alcatraz. The rest I figured I would decide once I was there.
The first night there, after checking in, the bellhop recommended a blues bar that specialized in southern food. I love southern food, so I headed to the club. After getting lost once, I found the club and had a superb southern fried chicken supper. I stayed for an amazing blues show, staying way later than I had anticipated.
It was during the second evening that a long ignored fetish rekindled. I was at "Beach Blanket Babylon", a must-see show I was told (and I have to agree), when part way through I saw a guy in drag singing. Now I should note that I have a pantyhose fetish and, although I have ignored it since I got married, I was getting the urge to wear pantyhose again, something I had long denied myself.
When I was younger, I would often steal my Mom's pantyhose and wear them underneath my clothing. I briefly thought I may be gay because I liked to dress in pantyhose, but I liked chicks too much and back then no one was openly bi, so I eventually squelched my desire to wear pantyhose and moved on. I still had my pantyhose fetish and loved seeing them on women. My wife, Isabelle, had amazing legs and, although she thought my pantyhose fetish was odd, she often wore them for me when we went out. She even cut a hole out in a few so she could wear them during sex. We had a great sex life, but our relationship had slowly fallen apart. We really had nothing in common, and we got divorced six months before my trip to San Francisco.
I got off the trolley and on my way back to my hotel I was passing Walgreens and I wondered if they sold pantyhose. I went in and found they indeed did. I grabbed a pair and went to the till. I felt nervous, like a kid buying condoms for the first time. Did the cute cashier know I was buying them for me? She didn't even raise an eyelid at my odd purchase, and I rushed to my hotel room, oddly giddy with excitement. As soon as I closed the door of my hotel room, I got out of my clothes, including my underwear, and put on the soft silky pantyhose. I lay on my bed in my black pantyhose and logged into my computer. I searched Literotica for cross-dressing stories. As I read them, my cock became stiff in my pantyhose, although I had to adjust my pantyhose to give my cock room to grow. Most of the stories ended in gay sex and although I was had never been really interested in other men, my dick stayed stiff as I read story after story. I rubbed my cock through the sheer nylon and it brought back so many memories of my fetish-filled youth. A story where a reserved straight man ended being a cross-dressing faggot in a naughty sex train finally did it, and I shot cum all over my pantyhose. I got up, cleaned the pantyhose off, and left them over the shower to dry. I fell asleep wondering why it was an anal sex gay male story that got me off.
Next day I put my pantyhose back on, without any underwear (what's the point, the pantyhose kept my cock from shifting), and dressed in my usual suit and tie.
The morning was a write-off, as I kept thinking of my naughty secret that no one else knew. My dick stayed hard all morning and at lunch I decided to see if any drag shows were playing on a Friday night. There were a couple, and I decided I would go check one out. It was harmless, but my curiosity lingered. I suffered through a brutal afternoon of conference boredom, and, once I was done, found my body leading me to a Victoria's Secret. I had decided to add to my naughty attire, not completely cross- dressing, but adding frilly underwear to the mix. I bought a pair of bright pink hip huggers. I briefly considered a bra, but that seemed silly and redundant. I then went to Neiman Marcus and decided to buy a pair of real silk pantyhose, the kind you couldn't buy at a Walgreens. They cost forty-six bucks but the Wolford pantyhose were the softest, sheerest silk I had ever touched. I got them in the colour I like to see on women the most: mocha. I got back to the hotel and took a long shower. The show wasn't till ten, so I ordered from room service and took a nap.
I woke up later than planned, just before nine, and rushed to get ready. I put on my bright pink panties and my silky sheer pantyhose. I put on a pair of designer jeans and a black short sleeve dress shirt.
It felt so good walking in my pantyhose that I decided to not wear socks, one more slight risk. I put on my black dress shoes and left. My feet felt so free in just the sheer pantyhose. A crazy cab driver took me to the club, speeding up and down the hills of San Francisco. I could only find a chair at the bar, beside a fully dressed drag queen.
I ordered a beer from the clearly gay bartender and surveyed the room. It was mostly men, a few tourist couples and what looked like a bridal staggette. When I returned my gaze to the bar, the drag queen was smiling at me.
He/she was surprisingly pretty. At first I had to do a double take to be sure he/she was a he. Thankfully, his Adam's apple gave the game away.
He/she said, his/her (I will refer to her as she from now on!!!) voice stunningly high and feminine, "Hi stranger, here for the show?"
Slightly nervous, I stuttered, "Y-y-y-yeah."
"Oh you will love it, honey," she promised, her hand grabbing mine and giving it a squeeze. I was shocked, but much to my surprise, I didn't pull my hand away.
"I-I-I hope so," I stammered, like a shy teenager.
"Where you from?" she asked, her hand still holding mine.
"Canada," I answered.
"You are the second person I have met today from Canada. I am originally from South Carolina."
There was a brief lull as I pondered what to say. She broke the silence, "By the way, I am Flame. Maybe I can light your fire."
I imagine I went beet red and on reflex moved my hand away.
"Did I embarrass you, Darling? You are cute enough to eat whole," she teased, with a devilish smile.
Just then another drag queen came and hugged Flame and I realized this was my chance to leave. Yet my legs felt like cement. Instead, I ordered a second beer. Once again surveying the room, I realized it had got much busier. There was almost nowhere to move and people kept bumping into me and squishing beside me to order drinks. When I returned back around, I noticed that Flame had left. I was surprised that I was disappointed, but noticed her pink purse was still there. I suddenly got a warm feeling inside me. I wondered what the hell was wrong with me. I was bumped again and heard a rather entertaining conversation between two gay men. A very good-looking blonde guy was waiting for his drinks as a guy I could not see pleaded his romantic case. "I really like you. I always have. But you were with Jamie and even though I knew he was not good for you, I just waited. I promise I would never do anything to hurt you." The next thing I knew I was inches away, as two young men started making out. It was like watching a car accident. You know you shouldn't look, yet you can't peel your eyes off the perverse scene.
I felt a hand tap my shoulder and I turned and was face to face with Flame. "Enjoying the show?" she asked, a knowing smile on her face.
I stammered, attempting to defend my staring, "You don't see much of that up in Canada."
"You like?"
"Each to their own," I shrugged, trying to come off as manly and straight. Having to urinate and break the seal, I asked, "Where is the bathroom here?"
She pointed behind her and offered with a flirtatious smile, "I'll hold your seat for you."
I squeezed my way through the mob of mostly gay men and squeezed into the men's washroom. Inside were three stalls and five urinals. In my head, I expected to see some sort of naughtiness, but all I saw were two guys washing their hands talking, and a couple of others taking a piss. Remembering I was wearing pantyhose, I choose the only open stall. Once closed, I quickly sat down and read some of the naughty comments like: 'Garrett will cheat on you," or "Monty has the biggest cock I've ever had,' or 'For a guaranteed good time call Elmer' or 'Adam loves it up the ass.'
While I was reading the comments on the door, I heard the door to my right close, and instantly heard a rough voice order, "Bend that ass over, faggot!"
A few seconds later, I heard what was obviously a guy getting fucked in the ass. I heard whimpering turned into moaning and my cock, thinking on its own, began to rise.
I also noticed a hole on the wall. I knew I shouldn't have, but I couldn't resist. I leaned forward and peaked into the hole. I held in a gasp. I watched a voyeur drawn into perversion. A skinny white guy, bent over the toilet, was being ass-fucked hard by a well-built black guy.
I don't know how long I watched, before the big guy pulled his long cock out of the guy's ass and demanded, "Suck me off bitch!"
The guy quickly dropped to his knees and engulfed the ass-fucker's cock. I had never seen such an eager cocksucker. He bobbed back and forth with desperate abandon. Within a minute or two of this hardcore cocksucking, the big guy grunted and clearly shot his load down the faggot's mouth. The faggot didn't miss a beat as he swallowed the guy's cum.
I looked away and saw Flame's name on the wall. It said, 'No one sucks cock like Flame!"
My already stiff cock flicked and just as I was about to stand up I heard a male voice, "Get sucking, bitch!"
I looked to wear the voice was coming to my left. I saw a cock staring at me. I realized quickly I was in a glory-hole and he was talking to me. Rattled, I pulled up my panties, pantyhose and jeans hastily and quickly exited the stall. Fearful he would come out of the stall, I ignored washing my hands and fled out of there.
As I left, I heard someone yell, "Get back here, fresh meat!"
I squeezed my way back to the bar and chugged my beer. I again thought of leaving, but was distracted by Flame.
"Hey Sweetie," she smiled, her soft hand returning to mine. "See anything interesting?"
"Wow," I babbled.
Still smiling, she continued, "The bathroom here often includes a lot of extra-circular activity." Her finger gently caressed my hand. I should have pulled away, but it felt very nice and was relaxing me.
Attempting to be nonchalant, I responded, "So I learned."
Just as Flame was about to speak again, she was interrupted by a booming voice. "Welcome bitches to our special show. We have some fine ladies here tonight for your entertainment. Be loud and rambunctious and if you like them, give generously. Up first is the sexy, the naughty, Marilyn MoanMoan. She will tantalize you with her 1950's cabaret. So please let's hear it for Marilyn MoanMoan."
The crowd went wild and I watched in secret awe, as this woman, who looked ridiculously like Marilyn Monroe, danced and sang while the packed crowd around the stage offered her bills. While she danced, she took the bills with her hands, her mouth and her breasts. It was all very erotic. I scanned the crowd wondering how many men here were straight, like me.
Flame asked, her fingers making small gentle circles on my hand, "What do you think of her?"
"She is very talented and a dead ringer for the real Marilyn."
"Isn't she?" Flame agreed, before offering, "I can introduce you to her later if you want."
"Ok," I said, unsure what else to say. I missed the introduction, but a new girl was on and looked much more what I expected from a cross dresser. Although she was dressed to the nines, she was obviously a male. Like the first dancer, she did a little number and had many men fighting to give her money. It was like a strip show without the stripping.
I felt a hand on my back and turned to see a Brad Pitt look-alike attempting to order a drink while using my back for stability. He smiled at me, "Sorry."
I responded, starring at his drop dead good looks, "No problem." He got his drinks and went on his way.
"Isn't he dreamy?"
"What?" I asked, turning back to Flame.
"Isn't he dreamy?"
"I guess." I shrugged, not wanting to give any signs that I might be into that type of thing.
"He doesn't play, anyways," Flame said. I assumed I knew what play meant and didn't ask.
The second dancer was leaving the stage. The announcer introduced the next girl while Flame and I talked.
"So you like wearing girl's clothing?" Flame asked, surprising the shit out of me.
"Excuse me?"
"Well I see you are wearing pantyhose under your pants," she pointed out, letting go off my hand and reaching down to touch my sheer pantyhose. "Oh my, and these aren't just any cheap pair are they?"
I stammered, "Um...it was...."
Her hand moved up my leg, and rested just above my knee. Her voice was both compassionate and flirty, "It's ok. If you are just experimenting or curious, Baby, this is the place." Her hand moved up a smidge, and instead of outrage, I felt excitement and my cock attempting to grow, but struggled in the restrictive panties and pantyhose. I tried to ignore the awkward position of my cock, but it was really uncomfortable and I adjusted my cock in front of this hypnotic drag queen. Her smile dripped as she purred, leaning into my ear, her hand moving up ever so close to my stiff cock, "I hope that is because of me."
My face went red but I said nothing, refusing to admit the obvious truth that it was completely because of her.
Not deterred by my silence, she asked, "So do you have a pantyhose fetish?"
I nodded my head and finally spoke, "I have since I was a teenager."
"And, I am guessing you used to wear them and masturbate with them on," she assessed, completely correct; her hand now an inch from my cock.
I couldn't believe it. All I wanted right now was this drag queen, this man, to touch my cock. It was ridiculous. It was absurd. It was all I could think of. I nodded my head in affirmation and slight shame, "Yes, I used to do that."
"Let me guess," she said, "you quit wearing girl's clothing when you got into high school."
"College," I corrected, "I lived in a dorm."
"I see," she purred, "and you haven't done so since...today, have you?"
"Correct," I responded, my head dropping in shame.
Her hand didn't move as she consoled me, "Honey, here in San Fran we accept all kinds: the flaming, the out, the bi and especially the," she paused, a seductive mischievous smile crossing her face as her hand moved and rested directly on my cock, "curious."
I took a deep breath as I battled my conscience. I knew I should leave before I ended up way over my head, yet a larger, curious, part of me wanted to see what would happen next.
Her hand just rested there, a gentle reminder, while we watched another drag queen dance. The silence drove me nuts. It gave me ample time to leave and ample time to ponder about what might happen. Finally, Flame turned back to me, her same seductive smile frozen on her face, "I have to go back stage, I am after Cinderfella."
I laughed at the name and my body flinched, my hard cock pressing up into her hand.
She gave me a wink, a gentle squeeze to my cock and stood up. She leaned forward, her hand returning to my cock and rubbed it gently. Her voice was sweet like honey. "I expect you on the dance floor, Baby. I expect you to be my best little fan." Her hand gave a firm squeeze to my cock. "Will you do that for me Baby?"
I whimpered, her hand doing wonders to my erection, "Y-y-yes."
"Good," she whispered, her lips nibbling my ear. She gave one last squeeze and she was off.
For the umpteenth time, I had the perfect opportunity to walk away. To just up and leave. Yet, when I did stand up part way through Cinderfella's act, in which by the way she looked like a real live version of the cartoon princess, it was to walk to the dance floor. I struggled to squeeze my way close enough to the stage to do what Flame had asked me to. I pulled out my wallet and grabbed a bunch of bills.
Suddenly, I wondered what was the proper etiquette for giving money to a performing drag queen. It wasn't like I could just add fifteen percent like I did for a waitress. I tried to see what others were giving and it ranged: mostly ones, a couple fives, and one ten. I decided right then and there that I would up the ante with my bills.
Cinderfella ended her number and while I waited, I looked around the dance floor. There were guys drinking, guys chatting and a couple of guys making out. Before today that would have made me incredibly uncomfortable and probably even repelled me, yet now it just seemed normal. I was bumped by a couple making out and then a pale flamboyant redhead introduced himself, "Hi, I'm Jay."
I shook his hand and said, "Hi, I'm Paul."
"Nice to meet you. This is your first time here I am guessing."
"Is it that obvious?" I replied.
"Yeah," he smiled, "You are looking all over the place, seem incredibly nervous and flinched a bit when you saw guys making out with each other."
"Oh, sorry," I apologized, attempting to justify it. "I'm from Western Canada, we don't see many public signs of affection between gay men."
He shrugged. "In San Fran, it's hard not to see two gay men together."
We were interrupted by the announcer who said, "And now, the vivacious, the seductive, the temptress, Flame."
The crowd erupted and Flame came on stage to Elvis's 'Burning Love'. I pushed my way forward through the throngs of gay men until I reached the stage. Flame saw me instantly and gave her seemingly signature smile to me. I put my hand forward, waving a twenty in the air. She bent down and took it in her mouth before sauntering away. She was an amazing dancer: both smooth and erotic. I pulled out another twenty for when she returned to where I was standing. The crowd on the dance floor was loud, sweaty and horny. I felt hands on my ass and heard a lot of cat calling and whistling. Flame took my second twenty by bending down and taking it with her breasts, her eyes never leaving mine. I felt like the prey of a hungry hunter, a tantalizing temptress. As the song was coming to an end, I pulled out one more twenty and held it in the air for Flame to see. After taking others money, she crawled on all fours to me, and said, "Put it in your mouth, baby."
I did without hesitation and leaned forward as she took it with hers, our lips touching for just a heartbeat of time. I couldn't believe how soft they were, way softer than any girl I had ever kissed. I watched her crawl on all fours away from me and off the stage, getting a great view of her well curved ass. My cock twitched in my panties as I wondered what it would be like to fuck her ass.



"Ladies and gentleman and ladies, give it up again for Flame," the hostess demanded. Explosions of cheering and clapping echoed off the walls. It seemed louder than when I was at an Edmonton Oilers Stanley Cup final playoff game when we forced game seven back in 20006.
The hostess announced another performer as I made my way back to my seat. I had enjoyed being out there while Flame performed, but I was still way out of my comfort zone out there. I eventually made it back to my seat, dripping with sweat, it was damn hot in the bar, and chugged the last half of my beer. The bartender gave me another beer a couple of seconds later. I gave him a look and he smiled, "Flame said to make sure you always had a drink."
I tool another long sip before I felt a hand on my shoulder. I assumed it was Flame and turned around. It was a tall black man dressed in all leather, with both his nipples sporting clamps and a chain.
Although he looked tough and not one to fuck with, his voice was the stereotypical high-pitched you hear on TV. "Flame would like to see you backstage."
"Oh," I responded to this new development. Yet again I had a chance to turn and walk away, but instead stood up and followed the large black man.
I was led to a long hallway and eventually to a room with the number six on it. He knocked and Flame called out, "Come in, baby."
The black man opened the door for me and closed it after I entered.
Flame, still in full costume, smiled, "So baby, did you like the show?"
"You are very talented," I replied, avoiding the actual question.
"Thank you darling, you know exactly what to say to a girl and you know flattery will get you everywhere," she teased, coming over and giving me a hug.
After a short, but cock tingling, hug, she sat down on the couch and said, "You know the worst part of being a girl?"
"Every fourth week," I joked.
"Funny," she said, giving a sweet laugh. "Walking all day in four inch pumps. My feet are killing me. Would you be a dear and unbuckle them for me?"
I paused for a second pondering what this implied, before I moved to her and dropped to my knees at her feet. My hands were shakings slightly as I unbuckled the straps of her heels.
Once I had one heel off, I slowly, with a bit more confidence, unbuckled the other.
This done, Flame asked, "Can you be a darling and massage my feet for me?"
Already on the floor in a serving position, I did as requested, taking her stocking-clad foot into my hands. I gently massaged her foot as she talked, "So, you still haven't told me your name yet, baby."
"It's Paul," I finally admitted.
"And what does my cute little Paul do for a living?"
"I am in software programming."
"My Paul is a nerd, how adorable," she purred, flirtation dripping on every word.
Being referred to as 'my Paul' had my still hard cock begging for attention. "Yeah, I have always been good with computers."
"Well, you sure seem good with your hands, baby."
I moved to massaging the other foot while she continued talking, "So how long are you in San Fran, baby?"
"I fly out Sunday afternoon," I answered.
"So you could come out tomorrow night to our once a month newcomers show," she said, excitement brimming with each word.
"What is that?" I asked, suddenly nervous and curious.
"Stand up," she ordered. I did. She stood up and stretched before walking around me and seemingly inspecting me. "You are six feet tall, correct?"
"Yes."
"You wear size ten shoes?"
"Usually."
She put her hands on my hips and asked, "A thirty-four waist?"
"Impressive."
"Excellent!" she exclaimed.
"What is excellent?" I asked.
"We are almost the same size," she informed me. I looked at her with a slightly confused look. She then announced, like the mother of a debutante, "You, my darling, are entering tomorrow night's amateur drag queen competition."
I gasped and confidently responded, "There is no way that is happening."
She returned to face me, her eyes never leaving mine. "This is non-negotiable. Now out of curiosity let's see what you are wearing under your I-am-straight disguise." She reached for my belt buckle and quickly undid my belt. She pulled on my pants button and it popped open. Her eyes still boring into mine, she unzipped me and put her hand directly on my slightly exposed cock. I shivered with anticipation, wanting her to drop to her knees and take my dick in her pretty little mouth. "My Paul, is this for me?"
I nodded my head just slightly.
"Oh honey, a girl needs to hear that she gets a boy excited," she explained, her hand rubbing my cock through the sheer pantyhose and panties.
I took a deep breath and crossed the invisible barrier that my body had been begging to cross all night. "Yes Flame, you got my penis all excited."
"Your penis?" she teased, her hand going inside my panties and gripping my erection. "Boys have a penis, men have cocks. Don't you mean your cock?"
"Yes, my cock. You got my cock so fucking hard," I moaned, her hand doing wonders.
She dropped to her knees and pulled my panties and pantyhose down to my knees and released my raging hard-on. She looked up at me and asked, "What do you want Flame to do next, Darling?"
I moaned, "Please suck me."
Her smile went even wider, "Baby, I will give you pleasure you can't even imagine. All you have to do is promise me one tiny, little thing."
"Anything," I moaned, her hand slowly sliding up and down my cock.
"Anything?" she repeated as a question. "You got to be careful what you say to a girl."
I stammered, long past caring about consequences, "What do you want me to do?"
"Enter the show tomorrow night," she informed me, her tongue flicking at my mushroom head, while she fondled my balls.
"Ahhhhhh," I let out before agreeing, "Fine, but I don't have any dance style."
"Don't you worry your pretty little head about the details, let Flame take care of all that."
"Ok," I stammered, while she took my balls in her mouth. It was an amazing stimulator and had me dying to feel her lips around my cock.
"Do you want me to suck your cock, Baby?"
"Please," I mumbled wanting nothing more.
She gave a sexy wink and engulfed my cock. I have no idea how she did it, but I felt like my cock was in a constant whirlpool. She used her tongue and lips to give me the best blow-job I had ever experienced. She kept a steady, but slow, pace, unlike most girls who just wanted to get it over with. She clearly loved sucking cock. "That feels so good Flame," I moaned a few minutes in.
She squeezed my ass in response and picked up the pace just a bit. Her hand on my ass slowly moved towards my no-enter zone. I stiffened as her finger parted my ass cheeks. She moved her finger between my cheeks while never missing a beat with the cock in her mouth.
I could feel my cum bubbling in my balls and warned, knowing most girls I had blow me didn't like to swallow, "I'm going to come soon."
She ignored my warning and instead surprised me by pushing her finger in my rosebud. The violation of my ass was a shock and much to my surprise seemed to send an electric shock through my body. While she slowly penetrated her finger deeper into my virgin asshole, she continued her masterly cocksucking. Less than minute of this focused teasing and pleasing and I shot my load down Flame's throat. Again, unlike most girls, she didn't miss a beat as she continued to suck my cock. Much to my surprise, my cock didn't shrivel like it usually did, but instead remained stiff as a missile ready for take-off. Her finger still in my ass, she took my cock out of her mouth. "Is my Baby ready to fuck me?"
I hesitated. It was one thing to get a blow-job from a drag queen, but fucking her made it officially a homosexual act. The hesitation didn't last long though. "Flame, that was the best blow-job I have ever had."
"I have heard that before. Wait till you fuck my tight pussy," she replied, standing up. She walked over to the couch, bent over and lifted up her dress. "Get over here baby, Flame needs her fire rekindled."
Long past the point of no return, I walked, well waddled really my pantyhose still half-way down my legs, and got behind the sexy drag queen. From behind there was no evidence that this she was a he. No cock hanging down, not one hair on her ass, just a tight ass, a red thong, and pantyhose with a hole cut open so I could have access to her pussy. "Are you ready?"
"Yeah Baby. Slide that beautiful cock in Flame's tight warm pussy. Flame's pussy is dying to feel you inside her," she purred.
Hearing her talk in third person was a turn-on for some reason and I slowly pushed my cock between her smooth white ass cheeks. She let out a soft moan when my cock broke through her tight opening. The feeling of my cock encased and squeezed in her pussy was the tightest sensation I had ever felt. As I pushed forward deeper into her lava warm pussy, I was in awe with the warmth. She purred, "Yes baby, fuck Flame. Fuck her warm pussy. Shove that big cock of yours deep into Flame's cunt."
I pushed deeper and soon watched my whole cock disappear into Flame's warmth. I have never felt such tightness. It was amazing. Once deep in her pussy, I began to slowly fuck her amazing pussy. Although I had fucked some girls who got a bit animated while I fucked them, Flame was so vocal and so sweet and nasty, an oxymoron of naughtiness. "That's it Baby, fuck Flame's pussy. Fuck it hard," or "Oh yes Darling, your cock feels so fucking perfect in Flame's cunt," or "Oh yes, Sugar, your cock was made for Flame," or "Yes Honey, fuck Flame all night long." Having already come once, this turned into a marathon fucking that lasted forever. The longer I fucked her amazing pussy, the more animated Flame got. "Oh my God Baby, that feels so fucking good in Flame's hotbox," to "Yes, Baby, yes, pound Flame's tight cunt," to "Oh my God, fuck the shit out of Flame."
Perspiration dripped down my forehead. I was desperate to please Flame. I soaked in every word out of her red glossy lips. "How does Baby like Flame's pussy?" she asked.
I grunted, "Flame has the best fucking pussy I have ever fucked."
"Are you close, Baby?" she asked, huffing herself.
"Very close," I moaned.
"Where do you want to come, Baby? In Flame's warm pussy? In Flame's sexy mouth? All over Flame's pretty face? You choose, sexy."
I continued the fast-paced pounding of her cunt and decided, having always wanted to give a girl a facial, but never having had the opportunity to, to come on her face. I sheepishly said, "I would love to come on Flame's face."
Flame quickly dropped to her knees and devoured the cock that was deep in her pussy just a few seconds prior. Unlike the first time, where she was gentle and slow, this time she bobbed up and down with determination. A couple of minutes of her warm mouth ravishing my cock and I felt my cum bubbling inside. Another thirty seconds and I pulled my cock out of Flame's perfect cocksucking mouth and began pumping my cock with my fist. Flame's saliva had created some good lubrication and I looked down at the intoxicating drag queen who had pulled me deep into her world of sin. Flame watched me intensely and continue her dirty talk, "Come on Baby, spray your cum all over Flame's face." She opened her mouth wide open and waited for my cum. She didn't have to wait long for me to coat her face with my love juice. The first stream hit her forehead and hair, the second hit her nose and the last big shot of goo hit her lips and cheek. As soon as I was done cumming, she gobbled my cock whole and retrieved every last drop of my cum. A couple of minutes later she let my now shrivelling cock out of her mouth and stood up. She went to her purse while I pulled my pantyhose and panties back up. She returned, her face still coated with my cum, and handed me a card, "I expect you at this address at 11 tomorrow morning."
Without even thinking or looking at the card, "I'll be there."
"I know you will, Baby," she said, rubbing my cock through my panties and pantyhose one last time. Her hand still on my cock, she leaned in and kissed me. Her tongue darted into my mouth. I could taste my cum on her lips. She broke the kiss and said, "I got to get home, Baby. I suggest you do the same. Tomorrow is going to be a very busy day, Darling." She let go of my cock and I pulled my pants back up.
Once dressed, we said goodbye and I left her room and returned to the bar. The show was long over and the bar was only half full. I kept my head down and headed out.
*****
The next morning I woke up and replayed last night in my head. It had been the most sexually satisfying night of my life and it had been with a drag queen...with another man. I should have been ashamed, yet instead I felt my cock rise. She had given me the best blow-job I had ever experienced and she had the tightest hole I had ever plugged. My cock now hard, I didn't even pretend that I wasn't going to meet her. I was addicted. I only had one night left and there was no doubt about it, I was spending it with a drag queen...even if that meant I was going to be a drag queen too.
The thought of being dolled up was a great turn on; the thought of being on stage was a great fear. I showered, wished I had bought more panties and pantyhose before putting on the same undergarments I wore last night. A pair of jeans and a t-shirt that showcased my muscles finished the ensemble. I looked at the card again. The address was a spa. I took a cab and arrived fifteen minutes early. I walked in and went to the desk.
A pretty blonde greeted me and once I gave her my name her face changed and she said, "Ooooh, you're getting the full package."
"I am?" I asked, having no idea what she was talking about.
Her smile changed just a bit, as if she had a secret, "Yes, you are. Follow me." I looked around for Flame, but didn't see her. I really had no idea how to explain I was waiting for a friend without looking odd, so I kept quiet. I followed her and ended up in a room with a massage table on it. She said, "Get undressed and grab a robe." She paused and added, "Completely naked." She left so I could change and I wondered what I was getting myself into. I got undressed and hid my panties and pantyhose in my jeans. Once naked, I grabbed the soft white robe and waited.
I waited for a few minutes filled with trepidation before a petite Asian woman came in. Her green eyes were amazing and she ordered me to lie on my back on the massage table. I did and watched as she stirred what I would soon learn was wax. She moved my robe away and moved to my right leg. She coated my legs very liberally with the wax and then said in slightly choppy English, "This may hurt a bit."
I quickly learned that was the understatement of the year. The first pull of hair shocked the shit out of me, the second brought tears to my eyes. The next half hour was pure hell and I wondered why any woman would put herself through such sheer pain. Once both legs were as naked as a newborn, she told me to take off my robe and turn onto my stomach. Confused, I did as instructed and felt hot wax on my ass. A few minutes later, my ass was also hairless. She asked me to turn back onto my back. I did with apprehension and put my hands over my limp cock. She smiled for the first time and moved to my chest. Luckily my chest has very few hairs and thus was relatively painless in comparison to my legs and ass. The petite Asian surprised me one last time when she requested I move my hands and open my legs. I looked at her surprised before I realized what she intended for my loin area. I stammered, "No, no, no."
She slapped my hands sternly, "Stop being a diva. Flame asked for the whole package and that includes your privates. Now be a good boy and do as you are told."
The sudden tone change surprised me and got me slightly horny as I felt my cock flinch.
The smile that returned to her face told me she noticed, but didn't say anything. She coated my lion area with wax and a few quick sharp tugs, the majority of hair in my loin area had disappeared. She then used scissors and a razor and warned, "I wouldn't move if I were you." Wiser words had never been spoken. I just closed my eyes, held my breath and prayed. Suddenly, I felt her hand grab my cock and begin stroking it. I opened my eyes and watched her giving me a hand -ob. She explained, "Sorry, but I need you erect to finish the job."
"OK," I stammered.
Once I was completely erect she finished the job. Once done, she gave me a lengthy full body lotioning. She suggested I lay there for fifteen minutes to allow my skin to recover from the treatment.
After about ten minutes the lotion burning sensation was gone and I was feeling much better. I jumped when the door opened and Flame in a complete Cher ensemble entered. Without realizing I was doing it, I covered my private area with my hands. She smiled, "Are we playing shy now, Baby?" She slapped my hand away and said, "Let's see all of you, Darling."
I moved my hands to the side and felt like a piece of meat as she surveyed my totally exposed body.
"Wow, Baby, you look so pretty" she said, her hand sliding down my smooth legs.
Being called pretty is never what a man wants to hear, yet such words from my drag queen lover had me feeling great. "Thank you, Flame." It was so absurd, yet so right.
Surprising me once again, without warning, she took my cock in her mouth. The moment she deep-throated my cock I let out a loud gasp. This time she sucked me fast, taking my whole cock in her mouth with impressive ease. After a couple of minutes of deep-throat bobbing, a hand went between my legs and a finger slid in my asshole. This time she finger-fucked my ass with quick thrusts while devouring my dick. The finger-ass fucking was surprising amazing and gave me a pleasure I had never felt before. It was too much and I came in her mouth in under five minutes. Like last night, she swallowed all my cum and continued until there was nothing left to swallow. She stood back up and said, "That is one."
"One?"
"To be prepared for tonight you need to follow my diva philosophy, which includes being completely sexually drained by the time of your performance."
"OK," I said, not understanding what she meant.
"Part one is always having a hairless body. Part two is shooting your load at least three times a day, maybe more, to make sure you are completely focused when performing. Part three is always having the perfect outfit and make-up. The rest takes care of itself," she explained. She handed me my clothes. "Get dressed, Baby, it is time for us to get your outfit."
"Ok," I said, still bewildered by the whole plan.
I got dressed and she took my hand and led me out. We walked a few blocks, me feeling incredibly self-conscious at the fact that I was holding hands with a drag queen. Yet, other than a few tourists who stared like tourists do, no one seemed to bat an eye at two drag queens walking down the street holding hands.
We ended up at a beauty salon where I was led by Flame to a ridiculously beautiful redhead with massive breasts. Flame noticed I was starring at her breasts and smiled, "I am sorry honey, but she is a cunt-muncher."
The redhead smiled and asked me to sit down. The next hour I had a full pedicure and manicure and both my fingers and toes were painted bright pink, as girly a color as one could ever wear. The whole ordeal was one of the most relaxing and humiliating of my life.
Once done, the redhead, who I now knew was named Kelly, leaned forward and whispered in my ear, "I am looking forward to the show tonight."
I stammered, "Y-y-you are?"
"Oh yes, watching a sexy boy like you being feminized is so fucking hot," she whispered, her hot breath doing a number to my ear.
"I don't think I will be very good."



"Oh Flame will have you looking so good I may want a piece of your pussy," she teased, her teeth biting my ear hard.
She stood up, me a horny mess, and said, "See you tonight, Princess."
I followed her ass as it slowly walked away, a wiggle so perfect she could be on the runway.
Flame, her permanent smile plastered on her face, warned, "You better be careful Darling, she won't let you fuck her, but she will fuck you."
It took me a few seconds to realize what she was implying. I stood up, paid and Flame took my hand again and led me out. We walked a couple of blocks and ended up in a small clothing store.
We entered and were instantly greeted by a flamboyantly dressed man. This voice confirmed my assumption that he was gay. "Hi, Darling," she greeted Flame with a kiss-each-cheek greeting. He then turned his gaze to me. "And you, Darling, must be Paul."
"I am," I responded feeling completely out of my element.
He looked me over for a bit before saying, "I got it!" and walked into the backroom.
Flame smiled. "He is a bit hard to take, but he is the best."
We waited a couple of minutes before he came back out, all annoyed, "Are you coming back here or what?"
Flame grabbed my hand. Her fingers intertwined with mine and she led me to the backroom.
I was amazed. It was a big room with three walls of mirrors and two full racks of crazy clothing.
He said, "So Paul can you dance?"
"I don't think so," I replied.
Flame interrupted, "Martin Darling, let me worry about the dancing. You get him in costume."
"Fine, fine, fine," Martin muttered, clearly annoyed at not having complete control. "Get undressed," he ordered like a gay drill sergeant.
I looked at Flame who nodded her head.
I got undressed for the second time that day. Martin watched and smiled when he saw my pink underwear. Once I got completely naked, Martin looked me over and disappeared again.
I looked at Flame and noticed she was texting. I asked, "Who're you texting?"
"A bottom," she said casually.
I repeated, confused, "A bottom?"
She smiled, "Yes. A bottom is s gay boy whose ass is used for fucking. A true bottom lives for anal sex and they are usually, but not always, very submissive."
"Oh," I said, still confused.
"We will need a bottom at the bar for before you go on."
"Why?" I asked.
"Well as much as I would love to feel that delicious hammer stick of yours in my tight cunt, my costume tonight doesn't really give convenient access. And you will definitely need to come before you go on."
"I will?" I asked, my cock involuntary rising against my will.
"Trust me, Baby, I am going to make you the hottest fucking drag queen of the night."
My cock was completely erect when Martin returned with a handful of lingerie. "My, my, my and what were you two talking about?" he joked as he dropped the clothing on a nearby table.
He handed me a gold thong, "Try this on, sweetheart."
Being called sweetheart should have been insulting, yet instead it flattered me. I put the dental floss like underwear on. Not surprisingly, it did very little to keep in my package. Next he handed me a garter belt and Flame assisted putting it on me. This was followed by white stockings. I sat down and Flame assisted again, sliding each silk stocking up my hairless legs. She took her time, moving her hands slowly up my leg. My stiff cock begged for attention, her sweet mouth so close to my loin area. Once both stockings were on, I remained seated as Martin brought me half a dozen different shoes and a couple of pairs of boots.
For the next fifteen minutes, Flame put each pair of footwear on me and had me walk around with the heels. She started with small heels, but eventually I was stumbling in three inch pumps. She asked me to walk like I was on a runway. I tried, but it just didn't seem natural. Flame never got discouraged with my struggles and finally said, "Baby, the problem is that you are thinking too much about it. I have a pretty unorthodox plan to make you focus. Do you trust me?"
The question startled me, but the reality was I did trust her. "Yes, Flame, I trust you completely."
"Excellent baby, take off that thong," she instructed. While I took off the thong, which included unhooking and rehooking my garter belt, Flame went to her oversized purse. When she returned, she had a bottle of what looked like lotion and something black and plastic. I was actually that naive that I really had no idea what she had in mind. She took my hand and had me go behind the chair. She instructed, "Ok Baby, bend over and get a good solid grip on the chair."
I was beginning to realize what she had in mind. It was one thing to have a finger inserted in my butt, but something completely different to have what was obviously a butt plug inserted in me. Regardless of my trepidation, I bent over, an odd excitement building inside me.
"I am assuming darling, that my finger was the first time you had something in your backdoor?"
"Yes Mistress," I said and then realized my oops. I stammered, "I-I-I mean...Flame."
"Mistress," Flame said, her voice clearly overjoyed by my accidental word choice, "I like that." She pulled my ass cheeks apart and surprised me completely when instead of a toy being inserted, it was her tongue.
I gave a soft moan. Her tongued rimmed my asshole and occasionally broke the barrier slightly. Her tongue in my rosebud was so taboo, so nasty, yet so completely exhilarating. I briefly wanted her to fuck me, something two days ago I would never have really considered seriously. Just as quick as she had buried her face between my ass cheeks, she withdrew and warned, "Hold still Baby, this may hurt a bit."
I grabbed a solid hold on the chair and a few seconds later felt the cold lubrication between my cheeks. That was followed by the slow opening of my ass by the black toy. As warned, a burn filled my ass and I just held on for dear life as the plug was inserted in my ass. The pain didn't disappear, but it did drop to just a simmering reminder.
Flame called, "Martin get me some gaff panties, bright pink."
Martin hollered back, "I'll be a couple of minutes."
While she waited, Flame said, "Now Baby, you sat really well for that. You deserve a reward later."
I wondered what kind of reward she had in mind. Anticipation quickly took hold of me.
She asked, her hand slowly stroking my dick, "Would you like a reward, Baby?"
"Yes," I moaned.
"Do you want to fuck Martin?"
"What?" I answered, surprised by the blunt question.
"You know Martin is gay?"
"I assumed as much."
"He won't take money for his services but he will expect you to pleasure him," Flame explained casually like she was discussing the weather.
I was stunned, yet really it wasn't much different than fucking Flame last night. The only difference was the outside packaging. I responded, "I see."
"He will want you to fuck his ass and," she added, one more surprise in my bizarre weekend, "he will want to tape it."
"No way," I defended, suddenly in panic mode, "If anyone ever knew, I would be done."
"Oh don't worry, Baby, you will be in full make-up and wig by then; you will be unrecognizable."
"Ok," I said, breathing a huge sigh of relief and then realizing I had just agreed to fuck a guy on tape.
Martin returned with pink panties and when he saw what Flame had put a toy in my ass, he smiled, "That's how it always starts."
I didn't catch on then to his foreshadowing comment, as I was distracted by Flame who put the new panties on me. Flame pulled me up and said, "Now walk."
I did, and with each step I felt the sharp reminder of what was in my rectum. That said, much to my shock, the distraction in my rear had me not focusing on my high heels. After a couple of minutes, Flame jubilantly said, "It never fails. You look super sexy, Baby."
I blushed at the compliment and, feeling more confident now, began to move and saunter and wiggle a bit.
A cat-call from Martin, "You go girl," brought me back to reality and I stumbled and fell backwards on my ass. The toy was shoved way deeper in my ass than I ever thought possible or imaginable. I screamed in pain.
Flame quickly pulled me up. "You better get use to the cat calls, Baby; tonight you are going to have the boys drooling all over you."
Martin grabbed a plastic thing and came over. "All right, let's get you some tits."
Flame and Martin worked together to put me in this bra with large, I later learned D cups. They were heavier than I thought. Once I had my breasts, I looked in the mirror and was shocked to see I had a nice rack. Martin grabbed some clothes from the table and returned with a gold dress. Again working together, Martin and Flame got the dress on over my body and new tits.
Once done, Martin backed up and looked at me, "Well we are getting closer."
Flame led me to another room, in this bigger-than-it-looked building. It was a make-up room. I sat down and Martin worked on my face. He worked with delicate precision and once done he said, "Keep your eyes closed, sexy."
I heard him leave and kept my eyes closed, even though I was darn curious. He returned and put a wig on my head. He moved it around a bit and in a dramatic voice said, "Ta-da."
I opened my eyes and looked into the mirror at a beautiful woman. I could not believe it was me. Was it even possible for me to become so feminine I could easily pass for a woman? I had luscious long blonde hair and my make-up was a mixture of colors that brought out my blue eyes. My lips looked like someone else's, the ruby red lipstick making me look like a fifties pin-up. I would fuck me.
"Well," Martin said, "you look amazing. You will knock them dead tonight, Paula."
"Paula," I repeated.
"Yes, it seems a natural shift," he shrugged. "Now let's go show Flame her new pet."
"Pet," I repeated in a daze, staring at the new me in the mirror.
"Yes pet, you have been pulled into her web and trust me you will never want to leave."
"But I fly back home tomorrow," I explained.
"You'll be back," he said smugly and led me back to the room of mirrors. "Wait here."
I waited, spinning Martin's words in my head. I was having a blast, yes. I was intoxicated by Flame, yes. But I was still going home tomorrow. The door opened, I heard music start playing, Gloria Gaynor's 'I Will Survive' and he announced, "And now, for the first time ever, I introduce you to the elegant, the vivacious, Paula Pound-me."
I gasped at my naughty name and my cock flinched under my gown. Attempting to make Flame proud, I took a deep breath, and strutted out attempting to look like a runway model.
"Oh my God Martin, you have really outdone yourself this time," Flame said, her voice giddy with excitement.
Building on Flame's excitement, I strutted over to her and walked around her, slapping her ass. She let out a surprise yelp and purred, "What is getting into my pet?"
There was that word 'pet' again. Somehow coming out of her mouth it seemed so much more natural than it had when Martin. I bathed in her approval and the thought of being her pet. I was beginning to revel in her words...even though I had no idea what being her pet would even begin to entail. I continued my attempt at sexy as the song got to the chorus. I shook my body and only wobbled a couple times. Once I got into the groove of the music, an unknown part of me took over and I became the drag queen. I got into the rhythm and became someone I had never been: confident. When the song ended, both Flame and Martin clapped and whistled at me.
I did an attempted curtsy and stumbled.
Flame asked Martin, "So Martin, what kind of payment are you wanting from my pet?"
"Can I get a buy one, get one free?" he asked, while he unbuckled his pants.
Flame shrugged, "I don't see why not. What do you think my pet? Do you want to have Martin wrap his amazing cocksucking lips around your big cock? Then once he has you primed for fucking you can fuck his tight ass?"
Two days ago I would have run away and never looked back. Then again two days ago I would never have thought I would be completely dressed as a woman either. So perspective is important. Martin was already completely naked and for such a skinny guy he had a huge nine-inch cock. I was in awe. He smiled seeing me stare at his rod. Martin walked over to me and dropped to his knees and said, "Pull up your gown, Paula."
I did and he pulled my panties down and took my cock in his mouth. Like Flame, he had an amazing mouth. I don't know who was better and didn't care, I just savoured the pleasure I was receiving. He sucked my cock for about ten minutes before he pulled my cock out of his mouth and said, "Fuck me, faggot."
I couldn't believe he called me faggot. Even after everything, this was a new spin of what I had become. Was I a faggot? I had fucked a drag queen, allowed a gay man to suck me off and was about to fuck the same man. Yet, I hadn't sucked a cock or taken one in my ass, but I was currently standing with a butt plug in my butt...so again perspective. So I ignored the name-calling and followed him to a chair where he ordered, "Take off your gown, faggot."
A chill went up my spine at both the dominant tone he used and the condescending way he called me faggot. I obeyed.
"Now sit on that chair, faggot," he ordered.
I again obeyed, quickly sitting down on the wooden chair, the plug in my ass pushing up my rectum. He straddled me and impressively lowered his ass onto my fully erect cock. I watched in perverse awe as my cock disappeared up his poop chute. My whole cock disappeared and he sat on my lap, my cock buried up his butt. He asked, "Do you like your cock in my ass, faggot?"
"Yes," I moaned.
"Are you a faggot?" he asked, while he ground his ass on my cock.
I stammered, "I-I-I don't know."
"Yes you do, faggot," Martin said, "You are a faggot. You don't only want to fuck my ass, you want to suck my cock don't you, faggot?"
The irony of being called a faggot by a guy with a cock in his ass was obvious, yet my cock buried in his ass felt so good, I told him what he wanted to hear.
"Yes, I'm a faggot," I resigned.
"Oh come on, faggot," he said, beginning to ride my cock, "Tell me how much you love my ass."
The sensation of my cock in his ass and how he somehow seemed to squeeze his ass cheeks around my rod was so amazing that the words I said next were completely true. "Your ass feels so fucking hot. I love fucking your tight ass."
"So you are a faggot?" he asked, stopping his slow motion fucking of my cock.
"Yes, dammit," I admitted, wanting to feel his tight warmth, "I am a faggot."
"And a cocksucker?" he added on the humiliation.
"Yes and a cocksucker," I agreed, "Now please ride my cock."
He obliged, riding my cock at a new fast pace. Each time his ass fell onto my lap, it felt like a sweet slap of sin.
"Does faggot want to come?"
"Yes," I moaned.
"What will you do to come?" he asked, my cock fully lodged in his ass.
"Whatever you want."
"You will suck my cock, my pretty little faggot?"
The words out of my mouth surprised me, "Yes."
"You really are a faggot," Martin said, standing up and allowing my cock to plop out of his ass. He turned around and presented his cock to my mouth.
I took a deep breath and officially accepted that I was a faggot. I opened my mouth and leaned forward but was stopped by Martin's words. "Wait faggot. A good little girly faggot like you, needs to beg to have a real cock in her cocksucking mouth. Beg, faggot. "
The humiliation seemed to just build layer by layer. I looked at Flame who was watching intently. She mouthed 'Do it, pet.'
I let out a slight sigh before begging, "Martin, can I suck your big hard cock?"
"And you are a faggot, right?"
"Yes, I am a faggot," I repeated, like a mantra.
"And you want to be a cocksucker?"
"Yes, I want to be a faggot cocksucker," I replied, adding the word faggot for some reason.
"And you will be a good little girl tonight?"
I wasn't sure what he meant by that, but I played along, "I will be a good little girl tonight."
"You will do as you are told little girl?"
"Yes," I replied.
"You hear that Flame?" Martin called.
"I sure did," she called back.
"Suck my cock, baby girl."
I opened my mouth and took my first cock in my mouth. I didn't know what I was doing, but decided to try and replicate what Martin and Flame had done to me. I created extra saliva in my mouth and began to slowly move back and forth. Martin, clearly a dominant persona, continued his demeaning treatment of me, "You are a very pretty faggot, Paula. I knew as soon as you walked in today you would be sucking my cock."
I just kept sucking his cock, slowly attempting to take more of his big cock in my mouth.
"That's it baby girl, you love my cock don't you?"
I took his cock out of my mouth and said, already addicted to his cock, "I love your cock."
"You want to swallow my cum, faggot?"
"Yes."
"You want to become a cum deposit, faggot?"
"I don't know what you mean?"
"Swallow load after load of semen between your girly cocksucking lips, faggot," Martin clarified.
"Yes, I'll be a perfect cocksucking cum deposit," I played along.
"Is that a promise, faggot?"
"Yes, I promise," I said, taking his cock back into my mouth. I was now eager and desperate to make him come. To be a good cocksucker, a good faggot, a good little girl. I changed my pace to quick back and forth bobs.
"That's it faggot, you will be a very good little cocksucker tonight, won't you?"
I moaned a yes without missing a beat or really completely hearing the question. My determination to make this faggot come in my mouth was making me a faggot in return.
"That feels really good, faggot," he moaned. His moan was music to my ears. His cock in my mouth, I suddenly felt powerful. I controlled his orgasm. I had the power and the thrill of making him happy had me horny as hell. "Don't slow down, faggot, you have me close." I went faster, wanting nothing more than to swallow his cum. "I'm coming faggot, don't you dare spill any." I continued bopping like a dirty whore and was rewarded with my first taste of salty cum. I kept sucking his cock, swallowing it all, like a good faggot. A minute later, Martin pulled his cock out of my mouth and without a word straddled back onto my cock and began riding. I sat there and watched his skinny man just bounce up and down on my cock like it was a pogo stick. "Come in my ass, faggot," he grunted. "I want to feel your hot cum dripping out my ass." A minute later he continued the nasty talk, between his own moans, "Fuck your cock feels good in my ass, faggot. Tell me what you are."
I grunted, my cum beginning to boil, "I'm a faggot. A cocksucking faggot. A dirty little girl whose body was made to be used. To be fucked. To be owned." I couldn't believe the words escaping my mouth in my about-to-come state.
"Come in me faggot. Become our faggot. Become our cock slave. Your mouth and ass made for our
pleasure. You want that don't you, faggot?"
"Yes, Master," I grunted, my cum exploding in his ass, "I am yours." He continued to ride my cock as I unloaded in his ass. Once done, he got off and gobbled my cock one last time.
A couple of minutes later, Martin was getting dressed and Flame handed me my gown. "That was the hottest thing I have ever watched. I am going to watch it over and over again."
That was when I remembered the video. I looked around and saw there were cameras in all four corners.
"And wow baby, you are way nastier then I even imagined." She leaned in and kissed me. It lasted a minute or two before she broke it and helped me get dressed again.
She decided the garter was a mistake and instead put on dark tan thigh highs. Once I was dressed again, she added a few pieces of jewellery, including a gold ankle bracelet.



Now that I was a pretty diva again, I realized I was famished, I said, "Flame, I am starving."
"I imagine so." she teased, her voice dripping with sexual innuendo.
I blushed like a naughty schoolgirl.
She grabbed my hand and said dramatically, "Well let's introduce you to the world."
It was then I realized I was going to be in public dressed as a drag queen. But I rationalized I was in a different city, a different country actually, so it was very unlikely anyone would know me. I followed along, wondering how much of a pet I was becoming.
She took me to a restaurant in Little Italy and we sat out on the patio while we waited for food. Not surprisingly, we got plenty of looks: from curious, to confused, to disgusted, to impressed.
I won't bore you with all the details of our lunch conversation, but I will say it was like a date. I told my life story, my interests, my failed marriage and my hopes for the future. She shared her story as well, including realizing she was different at a young age and how she left home at eighteen to find herself and had never been home since. Once done, we went back to her pad, a small but cozy place in Little Italy.
She led me to her bed and undressed me before she suggested, "Take a nap, Darling, tonight is going to be the best night of your life and you will need to be well rested." Although her tone hinted at something naughty, I felt my eyes suddenly get heavy, and I collapsed on the bed. My head was spinning with the events of the day so far and the events still to come. In a couple of minutes I was out.
I woke up to the sweet sensation of Flame's lips wrapped around my cock.
I don't know how long she had been playing with my cock, but it was fully erect inside her cocksucking mouth. I let out a moan and flirted, completely out of character, "What a great way to be woken up."
Now knowing I was awake, she changed techniques from slow and gentle to fast and aggressive. I had already come twice that today, so I assumed this would take a while. After a couple of more minutes, she quit and said, "It's time, Baby."
I looked at the clock, disappointed and suddenly riddled with anxiety, but saw it was only six. "Isn't it a bit early?"
"Oh, I meant it is time for you to get your pussy fucked," she said, her usual smile on her face.
I knew, or I assumed, this would happen and it was the one thing I wasn't sure I could do. My look of nervousness must have been obvious because her gentle soothing voice comforted, "Don't worry Baby, Flame knows what you want. You want Flame to fuck your little pussy, don't you, Paula?"
Her calm voice, talking to me as if I was a girl, relaxed me. Flame assisted in flipping me over onto all fours. She parted my ass cheeks with her soft hands and slid her tongue between them. She rimmed my ass with her tongue and teased my rosebud. The feeling was thoroughly enjoyable and got me so hot I wanted her to put a finger in. My ass was craving being penetrated. My moans increased and I surprised myself when I begged, "Flame, please fuck your little girl's pussy."
"My little girl," she teased, her finger penetrating me, her newly named slut.
"Yes, I'm yours Flame," I moaned as her finger went deeper in.
"Just for tonight?" she questioned.
I hesitated wondering how to answer this. The last day and a half had been the most amazing time of my life. Not just the amazing sex, but also our conversation at lunch as well. I was completely intoxicated by this drag queen. I didn't want to leave tomorrow. Her finger sat fully in my butt waiting my response. "I want more," I admitted.
"How much more?" she asked, giving me three quick sharp pumps, that burned so very good.
"I don't know," I confessed, "I just know that I want to be your pet."
"A pet is always obedient," she pointed out.
"I will always obey you, Mistress," I moaned, attempting to buck back on her finger. I added the word Mistress on purpose this time. I wanted her to know how much I wanted to please her.
"Mistress again. You are a submissive little pet aren't you?" she teased, slapping my ass semi-hard. "Sit still, my slut."
I obeyed.
"A good pet is always loyal," she added.
"I will do anything you ask, Mistress," I again announced, giving myself completely to this drag queen I was falling for.
"Anything?" she purred, her fingers leaving my ass, "That is a pretty big promise, Princess."
I felt the bed move and assumed she was getting ready to fuck me. I couldn't believe I was on all fours desperately waiting to feel a drag queen's cock to fuck my ass, my pussy. "Yes, anything, Mistress." I repeated.
I felt her hands on my ass, "I want you to come back here next month."
I felt her cock between my ass cheeks, "Yes, Mistress, I can make that work."
Her cock at my pussy entrance. "I want you to look for work here, my pet."
My pussy was opening for the first time for a cock. I thought about it. I had nothing keeping me back home, only restrictions and societal expectations that kept me from being who I really was, who I had always wanted to be. "I will try, Mistress."
"You will, Princess," she said, "that is very exciting." Her cock now was slowly attempting to break inside my virgin pussy, the last remaining taboo being broken. There was no going back, I was a faggot. Although there was a burning, searing pain as Flame went deeper into my tight cunt, the thrilling feeling of submission dulled the pain. I wanted to be fucked. I wanted to be treated like a faggot, like a dirty little slut. I wanted to be owned by Flame. It was so wrong, yet it seemed so right.
"How does my cock feel, Princess?" she asked.
"Goooood," I moaned, from the pleasure of submission and being called a Princess. My pussy stretched easier than I imagined possible and then she hit my prostate gland.
"Your pussy is so fucking tight, my pet."
The words out of my mouth shocked me, "Harder Mistress, please go deeper into my pussy."
She purred, "You are a nasty little Princess, aren't you?"
"Yes, Mistress, I'm your nasty slut Princess," I moaned, eager for more. She pushed in deeper, my pussy stretching to accommodate Mistress's big cock. I could feel every inch of her cock as she spread me open for the first time. Each thrust in me brought new pleasure, while each withdrawal had me eager for more and feeling empty inside, craving to be filled again. I couldn't believe how each thrust in my virgin hole sent a pleasure pulse directly to my cock. I had never felt such pleasure. I worried I might come without being touched.
"That's it Baby, you are such a pretty girl. You have such s beautiful pussy, Darling," she complimented, her hard cock buried in my pussy. "Bounce back on my cock, Princess."
I obeyed, eager to feel the thrill of being fucked. I started slow, but once comfortable, I began to bounce back onto Flame's stiff cock, trying to fill my pussy completely.
"Oh yeah, Princess, you are such s hot little fuck, so damn tight, so fucking eager. You love my cock, don't you, Princess?"
"Yes, I love it so much Mistress," I moaned, never having felt such pleasure and sexual liberation in my life. I was a faggot. I loved a being fucked in my pussy, my cunt, my ass, whatever naughty term one wanted to use.
We got into a constant rhythm, and each bounce back on her glorious pleasure stick sent a jolt directly to my cock. After a few minutes, where the only sounds where grunts, moans and the sound of my ass slapping back on her, Flame announced, "It's time to christen my pet with my cum. Where do you want it, Princess?"
Curious to feel what having my pussy sprayed with cum would feel like, I begged, "My cunt, Mistress, fill my tight cunt with your juice. Make me your bitch."
She held my hips, adjusted her angle, and began to fuck me like a jackhammer. The new angle brought new burning pain and new intense pleasure. I screamed, I whimpered, I moaned like a dirty whore. In this new position, her cock rubbed against my prostrate and brought a new pleasure I can't explain. The first time she hit my prostate, it was like a drug had been released in my body and I was on a sexual pleasure high.
A couple of minutes in this position and I heard her breathing get heavier and heavier until the inevitable explosion occurred. "I'm coming, Princess, I'm coming in your cunt."
The hard strokes continued and I soon was rewarded by the hot warm juice of my Mistress. The new sensation was so amazing. My cock had spasms and I felt my cum desperate to explode, but seemingly in orgasm denial. I wanted to come; I needed to come; but I couldn't get past the invisible barrier holding my cum inside. Flame reached around, grabbed my cock and with one quick pumped the barrier was released and I shamefully and thankfully ejaculated all over Flame's satin bed sheets. Even after all the amazing ejaculations I had experienced the past twenty-four hours, this was a new high. My cock kept having spasm after spasm, each one bringing a new jolt of orgasmic bliss. Slowly, Flame pulled her cock out of my no longer virgin cunt and I could feel cum leaking out of me. It was so naughty, no degrading, so humiliating and yet so fucking liberating. This was who I had always wanted to be, but never really knew it.
I collapsed forward, laying in my own cum, completely sexually spent. Flame fell beside me and cuddled me, holding me like a man holds a woman. Oddly, in the taboo hold, I felt as safe and secure as I ever had in my life. But all good things come to an end and Flame suggested, "Go have a shower, Baby and then we will get you ready for your stage debut."
A half hour later, I was showered and Flame then did her magic. She got me dressed first with new panties and stockings, because I had a tear in the earlier pair. Once dressed, she went to work on my new persona, my makeup. She spent half an hour; clearly she was a perfectionist. Once she was done, she put on my long blonde hair. She looked at me a long time. The silence killed me before she finally announced, "You are almost as hot as me."
I smiled, "You can't beat perfection, Mistress."
"So true," she replied with a wink. She glanced at the clock, and then in a frantic panic shrieked out, "We have less than two hours to practice your routine!" She grabbed my hand and led me back to the living room. She popped on the CD and said, "Show me what you got, Princess."
Nerves came a flooding back, but I attempted to impress Flame. I wobbled a bit, the heels still being a delicate balance between sultry sexy and breaking an ankle. The song played a dozen times, each time Flame adding a new move to the routine. Each time I got better and more confident. Finally, Flame announced, "I think you are ready, Baby."
"Thank goodness, my feet are already killing me," I said, collapsing on the couch and taking off my heels.
Flame joined me on the couch and took my stocking-covered feet in her hands and massaged them. Her gentle touch immediately made my feet feel better. Twenty minutes later, my cock shockingly erect again from the massage, Flame stood up. "Time to go, Baby."
"OK," I replied, my obvious insecurity shining through.
"You will be amazing, Princess," she said and kissed me gently on the lips. "I'd kiss you so passionately you'd want to be fucked again, but I don't want to mess up your lipstick." She grabbed my hand and we were off. A short wait for a taxi and we were there.
We got out of the cab and Flame reached for my hand. Anxiety brimming through me, I said, "I am not sure I can do this."
"Oh Baby, you can and you will," her tone showing just a tinge of authority. Before I could respond, she grabbed my hand and led me into the club. It was only half full, but I felt every pair of eyes in the place checking me out.
"Who is your new friend?" a chubby drag queen asked.
"Paula Pound-me," Flame replied.
"Oh really," the chubby woman said, a devious smile on her face.
A good-looking blonde male walked over and gave Flame a hug. Flame introduced me, "Gary, this is Paula Pound-me, she is a first time performer."
He looked at me with a sweet smile, "I love your name."
"Thanks," I said, as he took my hand and kissed it.
Flame asked, "Gary, have you?"
"No, but I think I just found the perfect place to deposit it," he said, staring at me. I looked away, self-conscious.
"I think she would like that very much," Flame offered.
"I'll be there in five, what room?" Gary asked.
"Eight," Flame replied.
"Eight is great," Gary joked and kissed my hand one more time before going to the bar.
Flame explained, "Gary has a rep. One, he has the best tasting cum I have ever tasted. Two, he only shoots his first load of the evening in the mouth of someone he has never been with before."
"Really?" I said, a bit stunned and realizing where this was going.
"And tonight, you are his newbie."
"Oh."
"Unless you don't want to?" Flame asked.
Not wanting to disappoint, I squelched my fears. "No, I want to," I said a bit too eagerly. As soon as I said it, I realized I indeed did.
Flame suggested, "Let's get you to your room."
Flame led me to my room. Once inside, she said, "Well, I am going to socialize. I will be back in a bit."
"You're leaving me?" I asked, suddenly petrified.
She smiled, "I'll be back. And Gary likes alone time with his newbies."
As if on call, there was a knock on the door. Flame smiled and said, "Have fun, Princess." She went to the door and opened it. Flame whispered something in Gary's ear which made him chuckle.
"Have fun you two," Flame called back, just as she closed the door.
Gary walked over to me and said, "So pretty girl, Flame tells me you are still quite new at this."
"Yes," I replied, looking down, avoiding eye contact.
"Well, they say practice makes perfect," he responded, and pulled down his pants. He had no underwear on and I was looking directly at the biggest cock I had ever seen. "Impressive isn't it?"
I stammered, "It-it-it is soooo big."
"I know, the girls, the faggots, the drag queens, all love it. It is the second biggest one here."
"There is a bigger one?" I asked, unbelieving.
"Yes. Big Rod has an eleven inch black hammer. Mine is a just over ten. Do you like?"
"Y-y-y-yes," I stammered, again.
"You want to suck it, don't you?" he asked, confidently.
"Yes," I replied, the stammer gone.
"How bad?" he teased, his hand on my shoulder pushing me to my knees.
"Desperately," I responded, now face to cock with his massive snake.
"It's all yours," he offered.
I opened my mouth, leaned forward and took the curved head of his cock in between my red cocksucking lips.
"That's nice, Paula, take your time. My cock is worth savouring."
I did as he suggested, luxuriously sucking on his head. Slowly, I took more of his cock in my mouth, bit by bit. Once I started sucking his delicious cock, I felt like this was my purpose in life, to suck cock. I loved the power of being on my knees and deciding when he could come. I craved his cum. I sucked slow, then fast, then slow again, attempting to get extra saliva in my mouth to enhance the sensation my cocksucking mouth was giving this beautiful stranger. I don't know how long I sucked, over twenty minutes, long enough for my jaw to be sore, before I noticed his legs straighten. I was rewarded a few seconds later with the sweetest tasting cum I had tasted in my short cocksucking life. So much cum sprayed my mouth, I couldn't swallow it all and some hit the floor. I kept sucking until he pushed my head away. "You are one of the most eager little fairies I have ever allowed the privilege of pleasing me."
Absurdly, I responded, "Thanks."
He pointed to the ground, "You missed some."
Craving more of his cum, I dropped to the floor and licked up his cum.
He chuckled, "You are a very good little faggot. I may let you get some of my cum again, someday."
Getting back up to see him put his package back in his pants, "I would love that very much."
He pulled me up and said, "The show will be starting soon. You may want to freshen up a bit."
Looking in the mirror, I agreed, "I think you are right."
"Some other time, Paula," he finished and left me alone in my room.
A few minutes later, me a bundle of nerves, Flame returned. "Was he as tasty as I promised?"
"God, yes," I replied, sounding a little too eager.
"Let's finish getting you ready, Baby. Are you horny?"
"Yes."
"I figured you would," she said smiling, "you are insatiable."
"Well...."
"Simon, get in here," she called out.
My door opened again and in came a guy as gay as they come.
Flame said, "Simon here is a bottom or fluffer here at the club."
I already knew what a bottom was, so I asked, "What is a fluffer?"
"In porn it is the girl who keeps the guy hard between scenes. At this club, it is the guy who sucks cock and swallows so that the entertainment doesn't get hard while on stage."
"Oh," was all that escaped my lips.
"So we need to get that last load out of you, my pet."
"OK."
"Do you want to fuck Simon's tight bottom or face-fuck his sweet lips. He likes it rough."
I looked at this timid-looking kid and wondered about him liking it rough. It seemed so impossible. He seemed so timid and shy, like someone who would be online playing dungeons and dragons.
I knew instantly I wanted both. I wanted his bottom and I wanted to face-fuck him. I had all this bottled up tension knowing I was about to go on stage and felt the best way to release it was a hardcore domination of such a faggot. After being used by Martin, Greg and to a lesser extent Flame, it was my turn to be in power. I ordered, lifting up my dress, "Let's see what that cute cocksucking mouth can do."
Simon still hadn't spoken, but he walked over, dropped to his knees and took my cock in his mouth. Once my cock was in his mouth, he changed. He bobbed back and forth, deep-throating my cock on each bob. Somehow each time his mouth came back up, he swirled his tongue, snake-like, around my head. It was fucking amazing. Such cocksucking usually would have had me coming in minutes, but having already shot my load three times, I was not even close. After probably ten minutes of consistent deep-throat cocksucking, I decided to test out his bottom. I pulled out of his perfect mouth and ordered, "Let's try your bottom, bottom."
He quickly got out of his jeans and underwear and I had him bend over on the end of the couch. I pulled his skinny ass cheeks apart and slowly slid in. Not worried about his pleasure or whether I hurt him a bit, I buried my cock in his bottom and began to pump in and out. I held his hips and thrust in hard each time, treating him like a personal fuck-toy. The sounds coming out of his mouth were whimpers so girly, I almost forgot he was a guy. I began to sweat and oddly, like the diva I was about to be, worried about my make-up. So I ordered my little bottom, "Bounce back on my cock, slut. Work for my cum."
If I thought I was going deep and fast when I was fucking him, that was nothing to how deep my cock went in him when he was fucking me. His whimpers were high-pitched squeals really, made each time he bounced back on my dick. Somehow on top of his fast-paced bouncing, he managed to squeeze his asshole on my cock. It was amazing and I knew my cum was coming soon. Wanting to face-fuck him still, I pulled out, turned him around and shoved my cock back in his mouth. I held his head and pumped his mouth like it was a pussy. Somehow he didn't gag, but enjoyed my assault on his face. It took less than two minutes and I exploded my cum down this bottom's amazing mouth. Once completely spent, I pulled out.
Simon pulled his pants back up and, still never saying a word, left. Flame, who had watched the whole fuck session, finally spoke, "I was worried you were never going to cum. You are on in ten or fifteen minutes."



Anxiety returned again and I panicked, "Oh my God. How am I going to do this?"
"You are such a silly goose," she said, slapping my ass. "You are going to be amazing, although I need to fix your face." She pulled out the make-up and touched me up.
A knock on the door signalled I was next. I thought I might puke, but just calmed myself by reminding myself no one here knew me.
Flame did a once over for me and declared, "You are perfect, my Princess. Now go and live out one more fantasy of yours. Go be a diva." She kissed me on both cheeks and reached for my hand. She led me out and to the stage and promised, "I'll be watching from the floor, Baby." One last hug and she was gone.
The song ended of whoever was on stage before me and I heard a smattering of applause. I took a deep breath and waited to be introduced. A minute later I heard a female announce, "Up next, all the way from the land of snow, and performing for the first time ever, is the luscious, the vivacious, the sexy, Paula Pound-me."
My song started and after taking one more last deep breath I sauntered onto stage. The place was packed. I almost turned around and ran away, but I saw Flame dead center. I did my routine, awkwardly at first, but as the catcalls and whistling began, I gained confidence. And when the money started being waved at me, a thrilling chill went up my spine, like it always did when my sports team won. I winked at the first sexy guy to wave a bill at me, and I blew a kiss to the second. I began to get more confident and began to move like a stripper might. I bumped and grinded, I shook, I teased. The crowd was going wild all because of me. The feeling of such adulation was the ultimate thrill. The four minutes flew by and I was disappointed when my song came to an end. Once done, I blew a kiss to the crowd and sauntered back off.
I listened to the announcer, her voice shrill with excitement, "Wow, I think we have just watched the unveiling of a new star. Wasn't she amazing? Give it up one more time for Paula Pound-me." I listened from backstage as the crowd gave me a lengthy applause. I felt like I had won an Oscar. I got back to my room and Flame was already there.
"You were amazing, Princess!" she congratulated me with a big hug.
"Thanks, it felt so exhilarating," I admitted.
"I know...there is nothing purer than being on stage, it cleanses your soul. Plus the money is pretty good."
I reached into my boobies and pulled out my bills. I flipped through them quickly.
"How much?"
"One hundred and eighty-three," I answered.
"Fuck off," she said, "my first time I made only thirty-two."
"Inflation," I joked.
"Nice save, Baby. You were excellent, you deserve it," she said, giving me another hug. "Let's go meet all your new fans."
"Fans?"
"Of course, people will be all over you the second you are back in the bar. You are fresh meat," Flame explained.
"Really?"
"Let's go and find out," she said, "but just remember who you came with tonight. Although feel free to play."
"Play?" I questioned, apparently only able to answer in one syllable at a time.
"Oh some are going to want to suck you or fuck you," she announced, before adding, "or both." Before I could make another one syllable response, she took my hand and led me back into the throng of gays. I am not sure it was the same as if Johnny Depp had walked in, but I sure felt like a celebrity. People were telling me how great I was for a first timer, and how Gaynor would be proud. Many offered me drinks and I shot a few shots. I felt hands on my ass and when I felt a pair of hands on my shoulder, massaging me, I turned around. It was the same black man I had watched from the gloryhole yesterday.
He said, his tone dominant, "Come with me."
I looked at him tentatively.
"Now!" he added.
I stood up and followed him to the bathroom. Once inside, he led me to the exact same stall he fucked another guy in last night. As soon as the stall door was closed he ordered, "On your knees, bitch!"
I quickly dropped to the floor, turned on by his harsh treatment.
"Unbuckle my belt, slut."
I obeyed.
"Pull down my pants, faggot."
I obeyed.
"I am guessing you know what I am expecting next, fairy?"
Without another word, I took his big hard black cock in my mouth. I began sucking slow and deliberate, but was ordered, "You are not making fucking love to my cock, you are sucking it." I changed to an eager bopping up and down quickly. I did this for a few minutes, give or take, before he pulled me up and demanded, "Let's see that pussy of yours."
He lifted up my dress, pulled down my panties, and without any lube or tenderness plunged his cock deep in my cunt. Each thrust had me holding onto the toilet for balance as he drilled me raw. The pain was searing, but I was still loving it. Being treated like a slut was such a turn-on. A couple of minutes into my ass-reaming another black cock popped into the gloryhole.
"Hey faggot," the guy fucking my cunt ordered, "get sucking." He actually lifted me up like I was a feather and repositioned me so I could take the thick black cock in my mouth. The hard thrusts started again and I wasn't so much sucking the black cock as I was fucking it with my mouth from each thrust from behind. The two-ended fucking and sucking continued for a few minutes, my cock stiff as a missile yet again, until I heard the guy in my ass say, "I'm coming in your bottom, bottom."
The irony was obvious, but I just kept sucking and soon felt my ass being filled with cum. The feeling felt so amazing that I was disappointed when his cock left my just fucked pussy. Frustrated and horny as hell, I surprised both men when I half stood and half knelt on the toilet and positioned my cunt so I could fuck the cock in the wall.
"Holy fuck, you are on horny little faggot," the black man who just fucked my ass said, while he pulled up his pants.
I ignored his words and pushed back onto the black cock. A bit wider than the first two cocks that had pounded my ass, this one stretched my pussy apart and I whimpered like a virgin school girl. The guy watched me slowly fall back into the glory-hole cock before leaving. He left the stall door wide open and I wasn't surprised when someone else entered the stall. I continued to push back slowly, the sharp pain pretty intense, but the complete slutiness of the act a great turn-on for me. The man who entered was in his fifties and he pulled down his pants to reveal a much smaller cock than the ones I had played with so far.
He positioned himself so I could reach his cock with my cocksucking lips just as I felt my ass cheeks touch the wall. I groaned a mixture of pleasure, pain and the numbing of the damn cold wall. Now comfortable with the cock in my ass, I began to slowly move back and forth and took the new cock in my mouth with relative ease. The semi-erect cock quickly grew in my eager mouth and I, wanting to get him off quick and me as well, began to move back and forth as fast as I could. My second two-ended session was so amazing. In less than two minutes, the older man, without a warning, came in my mouth. I swallowed the slightly distasteful cum and pressed my ass to the wall and begged, "Fuck my pussy, hard, please."
"You like that bitch," the voice in the other stall grunted, as he began to fuck me now.
No longer caring who heard or saw, I whimpered, "Yes, I love it. Fuck my pussy with that beautiful black cock of yours."
Another guy entered my stall, one of the most handsome men I had ever met, and he fell to his knees and crawled under my dress, without a word. He found my cock and took it in his mouth. As the black cock continued to ravish my tight hot cunt, the blonde haired faggot bobbed on my cock. The double sensation was amazing. Even after all the amazing pleasure I had experienced this weekend, having my cock sucked while being fucked from behind was the ultimate sexual high. A couple more minutes of the double pleasure and I felt another load of cum explode in my pussy. The sweet feeling was too much and I too came, exploding into the unknown hot blonde's mouth. The cock in my ass slid out and to my surprise, the blonde under my dress moved himself to my ass and sucked the cum from my cunt. The feeling was sensational and I just leaned forward and allowed all the cum to be retrieved. His face was buried between my cheeks. Finally, once he had retrieved as much cum as he could from my well-fucked ass, he finished and stood up.
I stood up too, my legs numb from the awkward position. He smiled and said, "I'm Cher."
"Like the Diva?"
"Indeed," he said. "You were really hot up their tonight and I was determined to get to know you better."
"Well, that you did," I joked, fixing my dress.
"Flame said you were going home tomorrow. But if you ever want to do some online chats give me a call." He handed me a card and left the stall.
I took a deep breath and did the walk of shame.
Only a few men were in the washroom, but I assumed they all knew what had just occurred. One man was a slim black man and I wondered if he was the one who just fucked my pussy. It didn't matter. I wasn't ashamed. I was a faggot! A cock slut! A drag queen! A pet? A slave? And I loved it.
I found Flame who smiled at me and teased, "You were gone quite a while."
I blushed, "I met some new friends."
"I'm sure you did, Baby," Flame smirked. She reached into her purse and grabbed a collar. "You are welcome to play with whoever you want to, my pet. But you always leave with me. Is that clear?"
"Yes, Mistress," I responded, others able to hear our conversation.
"Good girl," she purred and put the collar around my neck. "By the way, Kelly was here but she had to go and get her pussy eaten by some dyke she met tonight. But I promised, when you returned, she would be invited for some play time. Is that ok, Darling?"
"Yes, Mistress, that sounds amazing," I replied, thinking maybe I could have my cake and literally eat it too.
Reaching back in her oversized purse, she pulled out a leash and hooked it onto my collar. "Time to go home, my pet," she announced.
I looked at her, confused briefly, but then understood her expectation. I was a pet in every sense of the word. I fell to the floor in this still crowded bar and got on all fours, like a good pet.
Flame stood up and led me out, the sheer humiliation of the situation burning in me, yet down below my cock was rising again. I felt hands slap my ass, I heard cat calls and a couple of offers to buy me for the night, but Flame kept leading me out and into the fresh chilly August San Francisco air. Once outside, she pet my hair and purred, "You are such a good pet."
A taxi arrived and I crawled into it. Flame followed and we returned to my hotel. That night, back at my hotel, she fucked my ass one more time. This time she made love to me. She had me lay on my back, lifted my knees back to my shoulders and fucked me long and slow. Her eyes never left mine while she made love to me. The angle was much different than getting taken from behind. The penetration seemed to go deeper and when Flame grabbed my ankles together and leaned forward I felt a new sensation. The pressure on the tendons and muscles in my legs seemed to enhance the pleasure on my prostate, leaving me so close to the edge of delirium. The position was so submissive and so totally out of my control, I just allowed my Mistress and lover to make love to me, to fill me completely with her cock in a way I couldn't imagine. I was her slave, her bottom. The love-making, the fucking, lasted over half an hour before she came in my well-fucked pussy. As soon as she did, she grabbed my cock and my perpetual state of delirium was broken. A few quick strokes from Flame's soft hands and my cum was shooting in the air. Flame slid out of my cunt and retrieved my cum from my legs, belly and cock. Once done, she wrapped her arms around me and I fell asleep in my lover's, my Mistresses', arms.
I reluctantly left the next morning with the promise I would return soon.
*****
One month later...
Flame and I talked almost daily, and she came up with a brilliant idea. Almost every most popular site on the web is somehow porn-related. They have porn sites for almost everything, but we could not find a good quality porn site of drag queens, cross dressers or transgender. We patented a drag queen website, which we called "Drag Till You Drop'. I did all the design, while Flame and her friends did some photo shoots and filmed our first sex scene starring Flame (I was very disappointed to not be a part of the first scene and felt an odd uncontrollable jealousy of Flame bottoming someone other than me).
I quit my job, sold my house and had taken a job with a firm in San Francisco. The job came with a condo downtown and a pretty generous moving allowance. The visa was still in the works, but was just a final technicality before I would be allowed to work in America. I was flying down for a week of training tomorrow. I would arrive a couple days earlier, just in time for my second performance as Paula Pound-me. I hadn't been fucked in a month and I longed to be.
I looked forward to the time when I was no longer Paul Peterson and I was just Paula Poundme.
The end...maybe...
Author's Note: If you would like to read more of Paula's adventures drop me a line and offer a suggestion. This could be a one-off story or part of a bigger story...
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A young teacher unwittingly goes to a swinger's party and becomes the party.
NOTE 1: This is a Halloween contest story. Please vote!!!
NOTE 2: A thank you for my passionate and thoughtful editors: Steve B and Estragon.
*
I moved to a new school this fall and, although I was pretty crazy in college and am rather dynamic in my classroom, I am pretty shy and reclusive with my colleagues. I was the only new teacher in the school and I just didn't seem to fit in. The only other new person was an intern named Heather. We went out for drinks a couple of times, and had shared some rather naughty sexual secrets while intoxicated, but had not really hung out more than after-school drinks. Then out of the blue she invited me to a Halloween party. Sick of being alone marking History papers, I figured I might as well go.
I should note I love Halloween. My craziest sexual encounter occurred on Halloween when my boyfriend at the time actually penetrated me while we were standing in line for a movie. I was panty-less, as my boyfriend always expected me to be, and the line was packed tight. He draped his sports jacket over his arm and I felt his hard cock on my thighs, so although nervous as hell, I spread my legs, attempting to give him access. He only got the wide mushroom head of his cock in me before the line started to move, but it started a night of firsts.
During the movie, a showing of Rocky Show Horror Picture Show, I sucked him off and swallowed the first of two loads he would fill me with. After the show, he fucked me on the hood of his car and came in me as two peeping Toms watched. I noticed them but, instead of being mortified, it seemed to turn me on. I put on a very naughty show for them, talking dirty and doing porn star moaning. It was my one act of crazy-out-of-character sex I ever had, and was always the one recurring fantasy I jilled off too late at night when I was all alone in bed. But I digress...the point is I love Halloween. I get to dress up and be someone other than myself. In the past I had been a French maid, a naughty nurse and a sexy cowgirl. Yet, when I learned I was going to a party with a bunch of strangers, I decided to play it safe and ended up going as an angel, dressed completely in white. I had the halo, the conservative dress, the white pantyhose and the three-inch white heels.
Heather picked me up, dressed in a slutty Robin outfit from Batman and Robin that barely held in her ridiculously large breasts. The skirt also barely went mid-thigh, and she chuckled when she saw my outfit. "Why didn't you just go as a nun?"
I stammered, now feeling silly, "I don't know anyone at the party and didn't want to come off as slutty."
Heather smiled as she led me to her car, "Oh don't you worry, they will all know you by the end of the evening."
At the time the statement seemed odd, but in retrospect it was an incredibly subtle hint of what was in store for me. We did the usual chit-chat work bullshit on the drive, while I tried not to stare at her perfect breasts. In comparison to my 34b breasts, hers were Amazon-like. I should note, in full disclosure, I am very bi. I had a few lesbian relationships in my past, again mostly college, but had a six month relationship with an older teacher at my last school that ended poorly, leading me to switch jobs. And although it had been six months since I had touched a man or a woman, suddenly my wanton desire was becoming harder to ignore.
We arrived at the party. As soon as we entered the house, a mansion really, I felt out of place. Not only did I not know a single person here besides Heather, every girl I saw was dressed as if they were about to be filmed in a porno scene. There was the slutty pirate, the slutty mermaid, the slutty flapper, the slutty cop, the slutty nurse, the slutty Cinderella, three slutty Lady Gaga's and, of course, the slutty school girl. The women's ages ranged from early twenties to over forty.
Heather grabbed my hand, intertwining her fingers with mine, which surprised me and gave me a slight tingle down below, and led me to a beautiful redhead. The redhead was introduced as Amy and she was the hostess of the party. Her green eyes were hypnotizing and my tingle down below began to distract me. The redhead was dressed as a real slutty version of Pebbles Flintstone. She put her hand out and said, "You must be Mandy. I have heard very good things about you."
"You have?" I stammered, stunned that Amy would have talked about me to her.
"Oh yes," the redheaded Goddess smiled, "she said you would be a perfect fit for our group."
"Oh," I replied, confused.
Before I could get any clarification, another woman, dressed as the mandatory slutty maid, came over and pulled Amy away.
I turned to Heather, who was still holding my hand, and asked, "What group?"
"Oh, just the people here. She is very selective in who she invites into her home. Thus I had to vouch for you," Heather explained, squeezing my hand just a bit.
Feeling a bit lucky and decadent, I thanked the younger intern, "Well, I am happy you thought of me."
The next twenty minutes I was introduced to over thirty people and had two glasses of wine before I was introduced to Amy's husband, dressed not surprisingly as Bam Bam Rubble. He went to kiss my hand all suave-like, and spilt a whole glass of red wine on my pure white costume.
Within seconds, Amy was over and pulling me away. "I am so sorry Mandy. My husband is a klutz at the best of times, never mind when he has had a few drinks in him."
I attempted to explain that it was no big deal, but before I knew it, I was in a massive bedroom, a room that was truly bigger than my whole apartment. Before I could even say how gorgeous the room was, the pretty hostess had my dress off. "Shit," she muttered, "the wine went through and onto your bra." In the blink of an eye, she had unclasped my bra. Just as quickly she was gone and I was alone in white panties, pantyhose and heels in a stranger's bedroom. Instantly a chill went up my back and I was shivering. Against my own wishes, my nipples perked up and I attempted to cover myself while I waited.
Amy returned and said, all apologetic, "I am so sorry about that. Now let's get you a new costume." She shuffled through her closet and sighed. "Unfortunately, I am a bit larger than you, but my daughter may have something." She handed me a robe, which I quickly put on. She grabbed my hand and led me to another large room, although this one was not as big as my apartment. She let go of my hand and, after much snooping, came back with a school girl's uniform and a cheerleader's outfit. "Well, the choices, I am sorry to say, are rather limited."
I joked, trying to put some humour into the situation, "Well, at least I will fit in with the rest of the costumes now."
She laughed in return and suggested, "Well let's try the schoolgirl look, shall we?"
I shrugged, thinking why not?
Her sweet tender voice asked me, as one would ask to pass them some sugar for their coffee, "Please take off your robe, Mandy."
Not feeling at all self-conscious around this stunning woman, which was odd for me, I took off the robe.
The older hostess surprised me when she commented, "I would die for your legs, girl."
"Thanks, I always considered them my best asset. I wish I had breasts like you," I replied, attempting to return the compliment.
"Are you kidding me?" she responded, "They are too big. My husband treats them like fucking basketballs and no matter how much I workout I can't prevent the inevitable sag." The surprises continued as she took off her flimsy tight costume. Underneath her costume she was only wearing a white thong.
I saw little evidence of sagging and could feel my mouth watering at the thought of them in my mouth. I questioned, trying not to stare at these large breasts, "What sagging? Those look pretty perfect to me."
The big-breasted hostess moved directly in front of me and surprised me yet again. She grabbed my right hand and placed it under her left breast and assisted me in cupping her breasts. "See, they sag."
Mesmerized by the breast in my hand, I mumbled, "They seem pretty damn perfect to me."
Still holding my hand to her mouth-watering breasts, she complimented, "You have perfect little titties, Mandy."
Not used to such flattery over my most insecure body part, I blushed and sputtered, "Thanks, but they are so small."
Her right hand went to my left breast. An uncontrollable soft moan escaped my lips at her sudden touch. Her smile broadened and she explained, "They are the perfect size. Not too big, not too small. A perfect handful." She squeezed my breast gently as she finished speaking. I desperately wanted to feel her lips on my erect nipples. Instead I was brought back to reality. Her hand left my needy breast and she noted, seemingly concerned, "It must be freezing in here. Your nipples are as hard as diamonds. Although the costumes we have probably won't warm you up much. " The domino-chain of surprises continued on this roller coaster ride of teasing. The beautiful and almost completely naked redhead dropped to her knees and I instantly felt a shiver flow through my whole body and a little juice leak out of my very wet pussy. I instantly worried she would be able to smell my naughty scent. She asked, "Lift your foot up, honey."
I obliged, and she unbuckled the straps on my high heel shoe. Once my first shoe was off, she took off my second heel before complimenting, "What cute toenails."
I loved the compliment. I always had my hands and feet perfectly manicured and had done them today, painting them a ruby red, a small contrast to the all-white outfit I had worn. It was my small, but subtle, hint at the naughty side that lay dormant inside. "Thank you, I just had them done today."
Reading my mind, she noted, "The red is quite a contrast, my dear. A naughty little contrast." I blushed. Still one her knees, in one quick lightning flash, she grabbed my pantyhose tops and pulled my pantyhose off. "You won't be needing these anymore," she nonchalantly said and tossed them to the side. She lingered, her face close to my very excited pussy before standing up. She grabbed the schoolgirl blouse. "Unfortunately, I don't have a bra that will fit you, so you will have to go braless."
Speaking for the first time in a while and attempting to hide my horniness and nervousness, I joked, "How 1960's."
She handed me her daughter's school uniform blouse. While I buttoned the somewhat tight blouse on me, I watched Amy grab the skirt and reposition herself at my feet.
Suddenly the door opened and I jumped startled and embarrassed by the perception of how this would look. Heather walked in and said, a look of shock on her face, "Oh sorry, I am obviously interrupting something."
Amy quickly explained, "Don't be silly. We are just getting a costume for our new friend."
Heather closed the door, an odd smirk on her face I couldn't understand, "I brought some more wine. White this time," she joked.
I quickly finished buttoning the blouse and lifted my feet up so Amy could pull the skirt up. Once dressed, Heather handed me a full glass of wine, which I quickly half downed, my tipsiness becoming more apparent.
Amy stood up and looked at me. "You definitely need the knee-high socks."
"For sure," Heather concurred.
Amy went in search of the socks while I continued to drink my wine. "She's awesome, isn't she?"
"Yes," I agreed, "She is very open."
"You don't know the half of it," Heather replied, her tone oddly foreboding.
"Found some," Amy announced, breaking the odd moment Heather and I were having. She handed them to Heather, who took them and, without a word, dropped to her knees and began to put the socks on me.
I protested, "Heather, I can do it myself."
Amy spoke for Heather, "No, no, no. Heather will do it for you."
I watched, almost detached from reality. Was this really happening? And what exactly was happening? The last twenty minutes had been all surreal and dripped with unspoken sexual innuendo, but Heather on her knees dressing me upped the ante. From my standing position, I had a bird's-eye view of Heather's ample cleavage. Her breasts and the third glass of wine, which I had just finished, had me thinking naughty, naughty thoughts. My increasingly wet pussy also gave away the impact the odd situation was having on me.
I began to fantasize diving between Heather's barely covered tits when I was brought out of my mischievous daze. "Hello, Earth to Mandy!"
"W-w-what?" I stammered, briefly confused.
"I said, you look really adorable," Amy repeated, and pointed to the closet mirror.
I looked at myself in the mirror and barely recognized myself. "Wow," I muttered out loud.
"Wow, indeed," Heather commented, her voice sultry sweet. "But...." she added.
"But what?" I asked, suddenly self-conscious.
"You need pigtails," Heather announced.
"Brilliant!" Amy enthusiastically agreed.
I stood like a statue as Amy grabbed a couple of elastic hair bands and quickly put two pigtails in my shoulder-length, light brown hair.
Backing up to get a full look at me, "Now that is perfect."
"Agreed," Heather concurred, "Plus, they will make great handlebars."
Amy burst out laughing, "That they will."
"Handlebars?" I asked, feeling completely out of the loop.
Heather smiled slyly, her foreboding tone back, "You'll see soon enough."
Just as I was about to ask what that meant, Amy confused me even more by moving towards me and kissing me. My body melted at the touch, remembering how good it was to be kissed, and I didn't even hesitate to return the kiss. I opened my mouth and felt Amy's tongue slide into my mouth. The kiss, gentle at first, slowly escalated to reckless passion. Without breaking our lip-lock, Amy slowly pushed me backwards and onto her daughter's bed. Once on the bed, Amy broke the kiss, her big breasts now directly in my face, and offered, "Go ahead, baby, I know you have wanted to suck on them for a while now." I leaned forward and took her left breast into my salivating mouth. Amy moaned, "That's it baby, suck on my titties." I licked, sucked and nibbled on her breasts, eager to please. She pushed my head back on the bed and pressed her breasts back in my face. Although slightly suffocated, I continued to explore Amy's gorgeous mounds of flesh.
While my face was buried, I suddenly felt my skirt, well Amy's daughter's skirt, being pulled off me. I lifted my ass up to assist with my undressing. Now naked from the waist down, I vaguely heard Heather say, "Holy shit, her pussy is soaking wet."
Amy pulled her breasts away from my mouth and looked me directly in my eyes. "Is that true, baby, is your pussy all wet?"
"Yes," I moaned, feeling my legs being pushed apart.
Asking a question I am sure she already knew the answer to, "What got that sweet pussy of yours all wet?"
"You," I moaned again, feeling lips kissing my inner thigh.
"What about me?" she asked, beginning to unbutton my blouse.
Wanting to please her, to compliment her, I answered in complete honesty, "Everything. You're lovely breasts, your sexy voice, your tender touch and your open demeanour."
"My lovely breasts," she repeated, "I have had them called lots of things before, but lovely breasts is a first." My last button was undone and Amy opened my shirt and said, "Do you want me to suck on your lovely little titties?"
"Desperately," I moaned, feeling Heather's hot breath just inches from my already leaking pussy.
"Do you want Heather to lick that sweet pussy of yours?" Amy asked leaning forward and taking my erect right nipple in her mouth.
Another moan of pleasure escaped my mouth and I whimpered, "Yes."
Taking her lips off my breast, Amy said, "Well, then just ask her then."
Amy returned her attention to my breasts and I nervously begged, "Heather, please eat me."
"Eat your what?" Heather teased, her hot breath now directly on my pussy.
Desperate to be touched down below, I begged, "Please eat my pussy, my cunt, my hole. I am begging you."
"If you really want it, you are my pet tonight." Heather surprised me, before her tongue did one quick lick on my hard clit.
"What?" I moaned, a mix of erotic pleasure from Amy's mouth on my breasts and Heather's brief tease on my pussy.
Amy interjected, "You see, my dear, this party is our annual Halloween swing party."
"Swing party," I repeated, stunned.
"Yes," Amy explained. "And you see, every year a new guest is invited to be the special entertainment for the evening. Last year Heather was the special guest. This year it is you!" Amy returned to my hard nipples.
"Me?" I asked, in a state of complete bewilderment.
Amy released the nipple that she had between her teeth. "You indeed, and I think Heather made an excellent choice. You see, last year Heather was brought by Allison, who was the special guest the year before. Next year it will be your duty to bring a special guest if you want to become a lifetime member to this and other special gatherings."
She again returned her attention to my sensitive nipples. I moaned and tried to process all that I had just learned. My mind was a haze of drunkenness and horniness, neither a very good state to make logical decisions in. I repeated, trying to comprehend, "I am the special guest?"
Heather licked my pussy for a few seconds before quitting and answering, "Yes, you are the special guest." She slid a finger easily inside my dripping wet pussy and asked, "Do you want me to make you come?"
Without even a second of thought I begged, "Please Heather, eat my pussy."
"You mean your cunt, right?"
Thinking it was just semantics and both words were rather naughty and inappropriate, I repeated what she wanted to hear. "Yes Heather, please eat my wet fucking cunt."
"You'll be our special little plaything tonight?" Heather asked.
My pussy aching for attention, her finger still lodged in me, but not moving, I declared, horny to do just about anything, "Yes dammit, I'll do whatever you want tonight, now please eat my fucking cunt. I am so horny I am about to explode."
Heather, finally content with my answer, dove into my dripping cunt and began licking me while she also began to finger-fuck me. The double sensation, triple if you include Amy's tender playing of my breasts, was too much and in only a couple of minutes of concentrated attention to my wanton cunt and I was screaming like a nasty whore. "Oh my fucking God, that feels so amazing. Don't stop Heather, keep licking my cunt." Heather, clearly aware of how close I was to an orgasm, my first orgasm with another person in four months, slipped a second finger in me with surprising ease, and began pumping my cunt while sucking on my swollen clit.
Unlike many women who can only come once, my first orgasm usually takes a while and then they come fast and furious. So although my moans were loud and I was loving every minute of Heather's clearly experienced tongue, I knew I was still a while away from an orgasm...but I was wrong. Heather sucked my clit into her sweet little mouth like she was a fucking Hoover vacuum and hooked her fingers inside my fevered cunt and found my long lost g-spot. I instantly screamed, "Oh, my bloody heavens, I'm comingggggg." My legs tightened around Heather's head as I gushed like a broken faucet all over her pretty face.
Once my orgasm had subsided, my next one was already lingering, when Heather pulled herself up and out from between my legs. Heather, her face literally glistening from my juice, smiled, "Fuck! You come hard."
Amy sat up also and I shrugged, "Once I start coming, it takes forever to stop."
"That will surely be tested tonight," Heather predicted.
In the heat of sexual bliss I had forgotten that I was some sort of special toy for the evening. Amy handed me another glass of wine. I quickly shot half of it. Amy looked me over for what seemed like forever before she decided, "I think the cheerleading costume will be better for the rest of tonight's entertainment."



"Agreed," Heather responded with a nod.
Unlike the erotic sexual undertone tease of my first dressing, this time Amy and Heather dressed me with systematic precision.
When they were done, I looked in the mirror. I was wearing a red and white cheerleading outfit, with white thigh high stockings, clearly in view with such a short skirt and my hair was still in pigtails. I looked fucking hot.
"You are good enough to eat," Heather commented and added, a sexy smirk on her face, "again."
Amy chuckled, "Time for the main attraction."
"Indeed," Heather smiled, taking my hand.
Although nervous and full of angst, I allowed myself to be led into the sexual unknown. A small tinge of trepidation was easily overtaken by the excitement I was feeling. My pussy was still soaking wet and I was revved up for more.
Once back downstairs, I quickly realized a lot had changed. Now I didn't walk into a full-scale orgy or anything, but things had apparently started to get a lot looser. A guy dressed, as I think, an eighties pimp was fucking a girl dressed as Marilyn Monroe and the girl in the slutty Cinderella costume was sucking on a big black cock, which was attached to a guy wearing some sort of medieval costume.
I was led to a chubby, but very pretty, woman dressed in a Batman outfit that was a size or two too small. She also was wearing a strap-on dildo around her waist. I assumed this was the afore-mentioned Allison, and soon learned I was right.
"Good choice, Heather," the chunky brunette complimented.
"Thank you, Allison," Heather replied, before introducing me, "and this is Mandy."
The strap-on cock-wearing Allison took my free hand and said, "It is a pleasure to meet you." Her smile dripped with sweetness, her cock poking me ever so close to my still fired up pussy.
I blushed, "it is nice to meet you too."
"Are you ready for a fun night?" she asked, with a suggestive smile.
"I think so," I stammered, extremely nervous, as I looked around and felt more than a dozen sets of eyes boring into me.
"Come with me," Batwoman said, taking my hand. I followed her and she took me to a quiet area of the house. "What is your fantasy?"
"What?" I asked, surprised by the question.
"Well, you are the special guest and many men and women here are salivating with the thought of using you, but we do like to attempt to make some naughty fantasy of yours come true."
"Oh," I said stunned, "I don't know."
"For example," Allison explained, "Two years ago when I was the special guest I received my fantasy of being used as a personal sex-toy for a younger couple. Last year, Heather's fantasy was to be the centerpiece of a lesbian orgy."
"Oh my," I whispered, a naughty fantasy flashing in my head.
Allison's noticed my smile and asked, "One popped into your head didn't it?"
"Yes," I said, suddenly ashamed.
"Tell me," she ordered, her voice still sweet, but with a hint of authority.
"Well you see, I can have multiple orgasms. Actually, I can have dozens of orgasms. So, my recurring fantasy is to have man after man fuck me for hour after hour."
"Well, that can be arranged. You want to be gangbanged?"
"No, not so much gangbanged, as just have guy after guy come in me and on me," I tried to explain, not really sure myself.
"Aaahh, a train," Allison said with a smile. "Come with me."
She grabbed my hand again and led me back to the living room. She took me to the couch, bent me over and lifted up my cheerleading skirt. Before I even had time to react, she slid her strap-on cock inside my pussy and began fucking me. Suddenly, over a dozen people were watching me be fucked by another woman. It should have been humiliating or embarrassing, yet my trigger pussy was already rekindling a fire. Heather came over and Allison whispered something to her and Heather responded by saying "Will do".
Allison asked, "You like my cock, Mandy?"
"Yes," I whimpered, the plastic cock now buried in me.
"Beg me to fuck you," she ordered.
I looked up and saw the many smiling faces watching me. My pussy, my cunt, doing my thinking for me, I ignored the obvious public humiliation I should have been feeling and begged, "Yes, Allison, fuck my cunt, fuck me like a whore in front of all these strangers."
Allison slapped my ass and purred, "You are going to be a very good slut for us tonight, aren't you?"
She pumped my pussy hard and I whimpered, "Yes, I'll be a very good slut for all of you tonight."
The hardcore fucking, the name calling, which secretly turned me on for some unknown reason, and the growing crowd of men and women watching, had my cunt-tingling and the fire that had never fully been extinguished began burning red hot and my moaning increased ten-fold.
"Is our little slut close to coming?" Allison asked, never slowing down her assault of my cunt.
"Yes," I moaned, "make me come."
In response I felt her pull the fake cock out of my eager cunt. Before I had time to react and beg her to put it back in me, I felt much bigger hands, man hands, on my hips. I turned around and saw a guy in a full Spiderman costume, so I couldn't see his face, but I could see his stiff cock, briefly, before it disappeared between my legs and into my cunt. I gave out a loud, over-the-top moan when he buried his, cock, bigger than Allison's toy, in me. He held his cock deep in me and said, "You looked like you could use a real cock."
Not remotely caring about anything but reaching orgasmic bliss, I responded like the cock-hungry slut I was becoming, "Fuck yes. Fuck me with your big hard cock."
Spiderman obliged my request and began to really pound my pussy. I moaned loudly and felt the orgasm building and a few seconds later screamed, "Oh fuck, yes, I'm coming, keep fucking me Spiderman."
The orgasm spread like wildfire through me as Spiderman's big cock continued to ravish my cunt. I was just about to speak again when I was greeted with another stiff cock, this time in my face. I looked up to see a big buff male God in a Roman costume standing in front of me, on the couch. His six inch cock saluted me and he smiled a cocky smile that told me he expected me to be good. Not wanting to disappoint, I opened my mouth and he slid it in between my lips. It had been a long time since I had a cock in my mouth, but luckily the skill doesn't leave you, it seems. I attempted to use my tongue and lips to tease his mushroom head while Spiderman continued to hammer away at me from behind. Bent over the couch was slightly awkward and I couldn't get into a good position to suck his cock.
Suddenly I heard Spiderman grunt, "I'm coming slut," and a few seconds later I felt a load of cum explode inside me. He continued pumping his cock in and out of me until every last drop of his jizz was buried deep in me and he pulled out. My cunt was empty for less than five seconds before I felt a smaller cock slide into my well-lubed pussy. I was curious who it was, but felt the Roman God's hands on my head and soon he began to move his cock in and out of my mouth. For the first time in my life I was being face-fucked. Luckily, he moved his cock slowly in and out of my mouth, while the guy behind me was fucking me like a high school virgin. There was no flow or style, just quick pumps and strokes. That said, it was enough to hit my pussy trigger and I reached another orgasm. I opened my mouth a bit to let out a scream, as best as I could do with a cock in my mouth. The guy in my cunt may well have been a virgin for all I know, as he didn't last long before he shot a load deep in me. Once he slid out, it was quickly replaced with another cock that soon began pumping in and out of my well-fucked cunt. Eager to taste this Roman God's cum, I focused all my attention on his delicious cock. I deep throated as best I could and created extra saliva to create an oasis of pleasure for his cock. It took less than three minutes of my focused sucking to hear a grunt, which was followed by a heavy load of cum coating my throat. I swallowed it all and kept sucking until he pulled out of my mouth. He looked down at me, smiled and gave me a wink before walking away.
Curious to see who was fucking me, I turned around to see the man who triggered it all, Amy's husband. He too gave me a naughty smile and spanked my ass. "Enjoying yourself?"
I moaned, "Very much so."
"Turn around babe," he ordered.
I did and saw one of the Lady Gaga clones sitting on the couch with a smile. Without a word she kissed me. I kissed back as best I could while being drilled from behind. Suddenly, I felt hands on my ponytails and had my head pulled back as Amy's husband fucked me. I instantly caught on to the earlier handlebars joke. The Lady Gaga lookalike nibbled on my neck as another orgasm from being treated so rough shook through me. I screamed, "Yes, fuck me, fuck me harder." My dirty talk seemed to get him off and I felt yet another load of cum explode in my cunt. I continued my dirty talk, "Yes, fill me with your cum." He slapped my ass and pulled out.
The Lady Gaga lookalike ordered, "Come here, slut." I stood up which was nice after being bent over a couch for an hour. As I walked around the couch, she lifted up her micro skirt to reveal a full patch of red hair covering her pussy. She ordered, "Get eating, dyke."
I thought it was funny being called a dyke after I had been fucked for the past hour. Regardless, I fell to my knees and buried myself between her pale white legs and began licking her pussy. She was already wet and her scent seemed to be trapped in her red pubic hair. The scent was heavenly and I took my time licking her pussy. Just as I found a path that had less hair, I felt hands on my hips and soon felt a big cock slide inside. I moved my head to see who was fucking me, but felt Lady Gaga's hand on my head, pulling me back into her cunt. "Don't you dare stop licking me, slut. You are my little cunt for now."
A tingle of excitement flowed through me at such a dominant declaration and I returned to licking her pussy. The cock in my pussy was the biggest that has ever been inside me and it felt fucking amazing. He began to fuck me with each thrust, pushing my whole face into the wannabe Lady Gaga's cunt. Realizing that licking her constantly was almost impossible with my face being forced into her, I decided to use my whole mouth and nose to please her. I angled my face so my nose was on her clit and I extended my tongue out, attempting to use it like a small cock. It seemed to be working as I began to hear moans coming from her. Another orgasm was bubbling inside me and it exploded through me when the unknown 'big cock man' in me began to tease my asshole. I felt his finger teasing my ass and when his finger slid inside my tight asshole I let out a muffled scream into the pussy I was pleasing. He began to finger-fuck my ass while still fucking me with his perfect cock. The double sensation had my orgasm lasting longer than usual. Suddenly, he pulled his cock out of me. Disappointment overwhelmed me, I wanted him back in me; I had never been fucked so well. Just as suddenly, I felt my ass cheeks pulled apart and then a cock pushing into my asshole. I had been ass-fucked a few times, but never by a cock so big.
I heard the unknown guy ask, "Beg for me to fuck your ass, baby."
The Lady Gaga wannabe let go of my head, and I looked up to see a guy in a Batman outfit. I couldn't see any of his face other than his chiselled chin. I begged, "Fuck my ass, Batman. Be my hero."
I turned back around and dove back into the red-haired pussy and sucked her clit into my mouth and licked like crazy. I felt my ass opening slowly as Batman gently penetrated my ass. I focused on the delicious pussy to distract myself from the slight burning in my ass, which hadn't been entered in over a year. I kept swirling my tongue on her clit in my mouth and felt her legs tighten around my head and her hand pulled my face deeper into her so I could barely breathe. I continued licking while the cock in my ass went deeper than I imagined possible. The Lady Gaga lookalike's juices exploded on my face, like being at the bottom of Niagara Falls. I continued licking and felt Batman begin to slowly move in and out of my ass. The pain had subsided and pleasure began to build within me. I lifted my head up and Lady Gaga repositioned herself and kissed me. It was a passionate kiss. When she finally broke it she smiled, "Man I taste good." She kissed me one more time and sauntered away.
Now with just a cock in my ass, I grabbed the corner of the couch for balance and begged, like a complete slut, "Fuck my ass harder, Batman."
Instantly, he grabbed my hips and began to pick up the pace. I whimpered, the pain coming back a bit, and just allowed my ass to be ravished. "You like that, slut?" Batman asked.
His voice seemed slightly familiar, but I couldn't place it. I answered, "Yes, I love your cock in my ass. It fills me so completely. Fuck me harder, Batman."
"Fuck, you're hot like this Mandy, way sexier than I imagined when I hired you," he grunted, beginning to thrust into my ass hard and fast.
I moaned in ecstasy and then panic when I realized whose voice it was. I asked, "Principal Hanson?"
"You can call me Mike," he grunted again, continuing to ravish my ass.
I was stunned. My married Principal was fucking my ass! My married Principal was the best ass-fuck I had ever had! My married Principal knew I was a dirty whore! How was I going to deal with this when I returned to school? What about his wife, Jessica? She worked in my department. As I pondered this, a woman in fishnets sat on the couch and presented her shaved pussy to me. I looked up and saw it was Jessica, dressed in a matching Batgirl outfit. My face went white, I am sure, as I was eye to eye with the wife of my Principal, who was currently ramming my ass.
She smiled, "We have wanted to fuck you since you were hired, Mandy. You are going to be a regular at our house parties now, aren't you?"
I stammered, greatly distracted by the cock buried in my ass, "Um-I-I-I-Jessica, I am sorry, I...."
"Shut up, Mandy. This is simple. From now on, you are our pet. Our personal little plaything. You are my and Mike's slut. You will be at our beck and call for Mike to use all three of your holes and for you to please me as I wish: at work, at our home, wherever we want. Is that understood, slut?" Her voice was powerful, aggressive and no-nonsense. Her finger went into her pussy while I watched in utter shock.
Instead of answering, another orgasm shook my foundation and I screamed, "Oh my fucking God Mike, I'm coming...."
As my huffing and puffing continued, the orgasm refusing to let go, Jessica pulled her finger out of her cunt and ordered, "Suck your new Mistress' cum."
Without thinking I opened my mouth and took my colleague's cunt juice from her finger. "Good pet," she purred. "Now come and get some from the source." She grabbed my head and pulled me by my handlebars into her ripe, glistening pussy. I licked and licked, eager to please her.
While I lapped at her shaved cunt, I heard my Principal grunt, "I'm coming in your ass, slave."
The word 'slave' sent a chill down my spine as I felt cum explode up my rectum. He pulled out and I felt his cum slip out of my ass and down my legs. I felt hands grab me and, before I knew it, I was straddling an average looking 40's cowboy and was pushed forward to have another cock back in my ass, courtesy of a guy I never did get a look at. Jessica grabbed my handlebars again and pulled me back into her pussy while I encountered my first double penetration. The double sensation was amazing and, within only a couple of minutes of riding two cocks, yet another orgasm quaked my being. I continued licking and nibbling and sucking on Jessica's pussy lips, attempting to show my worth as her new slut. I should have been mortified me, yet I felt the exact opposite. I was wanted. It felt so fucking good.
The next ten minutes was like a hardcore movie scene. I was called names. I was ass-slapped. I begged and swore. I bounced back on the cocks in me like a veteran porn star. I brought Jessica off to a pretty powerful orgasm. I had one more myself and felt more loads of cum fill both my ass and pussy. Once done, I collapsed on the floor completely exhausted, cum leaking from my pussy and ass.
Suddenly, I felt hands on my ass and I heard Heather's voice say, "Roll over baby."
I did as instructed and lay on my back for the first time in over an hour. Heather parted my rubber-like legs and dove into my cum-filled pussy. Her tongue was amazing and such a gentle touch after the past two hours of hardcore fucking. She licked my pussy so gently, seemingly trying to extract all the cum still in my cunt. I closed my eyes and enjoyed Heather's sweet tongue for a few minutes, another orgasm building in me. As if reading my mind, knowing I was close to orgasm, she slid two fingers into my pussy and hooked them inside, finding my g-spot. A few seconds later, I screamed, "Yes Heather, more, more, moreeeeeeee."
Once my orgasm was done, Heather pulled me up and gave me a tit-mashing hug, followed by a tongue- led kiss. Finally, she broke the kiss and took my hand and led me back to Amy's daughter's room. Once inside, she said, "So, did you enjoy?"
I smiled, "Very much so, but my legs are killing me."
"Well, I will go get your clothes, and we will go back to my place and soak in my hot tub," Heather suggested.
"Sounds perfect," I purred.
She kissed me one more time and headed out to find my clothes.
Sore, tired, drunk and, strangely, still horny, I lay back on the bed and began rubbing my clit. So focused on replaying the night's events in my head, I didn't hear the door open and close, but I did hear the very clear words of a shocked girl say, "Mandy, what are you doing on my bed, in my cheerleading outfit?"
I looked up and saw Quinn, a beautiful redhead college student from my rec volleyball team, looking at me in a slutty maid outfit. I stammered, "Q-Q-Q-Quinn, I am...."
Quinn walked over and put her finger to my lips. She smiled, clearly excited, like a kid on Christmas morning, "Shush, Mandy, you are mine now." She replaced her fingers with her lips and her tongue slipped into my mouth. I realized the night was just getting started.
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Until I began reading stories on Literotica I had no idea how many sons had fantasies... or sometimes even realities... of having sex with their Mother. I mean it isn't really a conversation one has with his buddies. Imagine this:
"Dude, you know who I would really like to fuck?"
"Anyone who moves, I imagine."
"True. But do you know who is the most constant late-night focus of my daily stroke-fest sessions?"
"Beth, the head cheerleader?"
"She's in the top five, no doubt."
"Well, who would be number one then?"
"Promise you won't judge?"
"No, you do some crazy shit; so do I."
"Seriously, this is really embarrassing."
"Fine, I promise not to ridicule you too badly."
"My Mom."
"That's not so bad. I was expecting Big Bertha or Old Woman Burgess. First, your Mom is ridiculously hot and second, I've stroked about my Mom lots of times."
"You have?"
"Of course, and my Mom is nowhere as hot as your Mom."
"So it doesn't make me a freak?"
"Oh, it makes you a freak all right. It even makes you a perverted little freak. But hey, at our age every guy is a perverted little freak. Christ, even Hamlet was supposed to have a thing for his Mother. Remember the Ophelia song? 'Ah, ah, when I was young, I, I should've known better.' He's got to be singing about his Mom!"
......
Anyway the point is simple. The older I got the more obsessed I became with the thought of sleeping with my Mother. My fantasies shifted from cheerleaders and hot blondes to my forty-three-year-old, blue-eyed, chestnut-brown-haired Mother with the big tits.
As far as calming me down she wasn't any help, either. She was a real estate agent and always dressed in skirts, hose and heels. All three of which had become fetishes of mine, probably because I'd grown up seeing them worn on the hottest woman I knew. I was sixteen when I started giving my Mom foot massages after a hard day at work. She always kept her stockings on and my cock always rose whenever her stocking-clad legs were resting on my lap. She had to know what it was doing to me, but she never let on and it never progressed any further than a son giving his Mother a respectful foot massage, at least not outside my own fevered brain.
Mom knew she was still hot. She flirted with my friends and loved the compliments they threw back at her. She was a MILF and she knew it, she even revelled in it. That said, I never thought I'd ever have the chance to do more than just her feet...but then that Halloween happened.
Every Halloween my parents would get dressed up as a sexy matching couple and go to some big party. (Mom was sexy anyway, speaking as a hetero guy I don't think there's anything a man can do to look sexy.) Every year I could see their excitement growing for the big day; Mom's creative juices always came alive for Halloween. She always designed and made the two costumes, often starting months in advance. I can't recall all the outfits but do remember a few recent ones: Bonnie and Clyde with Mom dressed as a hot flapper (Mom looked stunning in fishnets and the cute bob haircut with her toy tommy gun and an evil grin ready to shoot someone's balls off), Fred and Wilma Flintstone, which had my dick thinking Bam Bam all night (Mom as Wilma with her tattered neck- and hemlines with almost a nipple and almost her naughty bits showing was memorialised in a photo still hidden under my bed for stroke sessions), her fifties icons Marilyn Monroe and James Dean (which I also have a picture of hidden for play time), and last year she was Princess Leia while Dad was Luke Skywalker (her diaphanous, almost transparent white dress with no underwear that year kept my light sabre erect for months). This year they were going as Beauty and the Beast. As always, Mom refused to reveal her costume to anyone until Halloween Eve, if that phrase isn't redundant.
I have always been a believer in whichever you like to call it... destiny or fate. And it could only have been through destiny that the dominos could have tumbled the way they did...giving me the perfect opportunity to fuck my Mother and live to tell the tale (to you, I don't kiss and go around shooting my mouth off). First off, my Dad phoned at five o'clock to tell Mom that due to some late bargaining (Dad is a high-powered mediator...the guy you hire to negotiate the ends of long-standing feuds), he wasn't going to make it home in time, although he might get in early enough to join her at the party later. Mom was furious, because this was the night she always looked forward to, and had put hours upon hours into making the costumes perfect for. Although she was mad at Dad, she still planned to stomp out the door and attend the party and make the best of things she could.
A couple hours later, seven o'clock, Mom came downstairs in her Belle costume, making my cock want to be her guest (id you know that song)
I've always secretly thought Belle was the hottest cartoon character, in the same way I think Betty is easily the hottest Archie girl. But seeing my Mom dressed as Belle, in an off-shoulder blue peasant dress displaying a generous expanse of her flawless upper chest, although nothing quite illegal if she remained upright, her hair exactly the same shade as Belle's, plus wearing the darkest brown pantyhose I've ever seen other than on Hooters waitresses, was the sexiest moment of my young life.
I did what I always did when talking to my Mom. I complimented her. "Wow Mom, you could be the real-life Belle. This is your best costume yet!"
"You think so?" she asked, smiling and posing seductively.
"I know so. Dad would have loved it."
My Mom's smile faded. "I can't believe he ditched me for a transportation union of all things."
"I'm sure he'll make it back soon."
She shrugged and snorted, "He'd better!' but then relented and told me, "But it's not your fault honey, it was sweet of you to say that." She gave me a kiss on the cheek and let me kiss hers like she always did and was off, leaving me standing there in a cloud of testosterone.
All the stars were lined up perfectly, even though I didn't know that. Even the fact I was home in the first place was because of a string of fateful moments. Usually after seeing my parents off (not ever wanting to miss how my Mom would look that year) I would usually leave for a Halloween party as well, but this year I just didn't feel like it. I'd been dumped a couple weeks before by my girlfriend of eight months Pamela and didn't really want to see her there. So I was watching Halloween for the umpteenth time when the phone rang again.
"Is your Mom still home?" Dad asked nervously.
"She left an hour ago," I replied.
"Shit," he swore, "was she mad?"
"Think PMS cubed and you may be close," I warned.
"Double shit," he cursed, "I tried her cell and she didn't answer."
I walked into the kitchen and saw it sitting in the charger. "She couldn't. It's right here being charged."
"Triple shit," he swore, knowing he was indeed wading in deep shit. After a pause, "Well, can you leave her a note? This is going to be an all-nighter."
"Shit," I parroted, which got me a nervous chuckle from Dad.
Mom was sexy and caring, but you never wanted to get on her bad side.
"I'd better get her some flowers," he rationalized. I noticed an address on a pad of paper in my Mom's handwriting and assumed that was to tell Dad where she was.
"Better get her a whole garden. This year's costume was her best yet!"
We said our goodbyes and I returned to watching TV. About ten minutes later, a light bulb flickered on in my head. A few seconds after that and the bulb was shining bright as the sun!
I dashed upstairs and into my parents' room. Laid out on the bed was Dad's Beast costume.
I stripped to my undershorts and put it on and was pleased at how comfortable it was. My Mom had thought of everything as it even had two battery-powered mini-fans in it to keep the beast inside the Beast cool. I also noticed she'd created a Velcro opening at the privates so Dad... no, so I... could take a piss without removing the costume. I looked in the mirror through a mask that was covering my entire head (with cut-outs for my eyes and ears, the ear holes covered by long Beast-hair). No one would have a clue it was me. I was the same height as my father; I had the same blue eyes as my father; I even had the same voice as my father. I went downstairs, grabbed the address, jumped into Dad's Mercedes (the first thing a good negotiator negotiates is his fee) and sped off to the party.
I arrived at the party a few minutes after nine-thirty and was met at the door by the hostess of the party Gloria, dressed in a Snow White costume improved by a deep scoop neckline. Her face brightened when she saw me. In her usual giddy voice she said, "If Alexis is Belle, you must be Ted. Thank God you're here, Alexis is really mad at you!"
"I know," I acknowledged, "That's why I hightailed it over here as soon as I got home."
"She's had a few glasses of wine and you know how she gets when she's into her wine," she warned me with a wink.
Thinking about the few times I've seen my Mom intoxicated, usually on New Year's Eve, I recalled my Mom being extra touchy feely and very flirty, even with me. The sexual innuendo wasn't remotely subtle. I responded vaguely, "Tell me about it."
Gloria, another of my MILF stroke fantasies, took my hand and led me into her house and downstairs into her party room. There were a dozen people there, all of whom I recognized from my parents' gatherings. It seemed to be a sexy Disney Princess theme party, each sexy MILF costume more outrageous than the last. The dark-skinned Elma who worked in real estate with my Mom was ridiculously hot, came as Mulan, covered only in with several layers of diaphanous material which, if the light was just so, you could peer all the way through to her milk chocolate skin. Mom's assistant, the chunky but very pretty Cassidy, was wearing a too-tight Cinderella costume with a slit in one side of her long ballroom gown up to her waist, and her blonde wig really brought out her blue eyes and dimples. Nice leg! No sign on the exposed hip of any panties. The wife of Dad's partner, a trophy wife twenty years younger than he, was dressed as Ariel with mermaid non-legs and everything, so whenever she needed to go anywhere she had to be carried, a service she rewarded with wet kisses. Her vibrant red hair, hypnotic green eyes and bright green lipstick stood out even more in her mermaid costume. But her upper body was best: it was covered only by multi-hued aqua body paint which kept no secrets. Everywhere I looked were reasons for my dick to get so stiff I desperately wanted to give it some attention. My Dad's best friend's wife, Katie, six months pregnant, was dressed as Sleeping Beauty. She looked incredibly uncomfortable in the ill-fitting sleep-rumpled costume (unless she'd been doing something else in bed for the past hundred years). Would it be neat for thorny Prince Phillip to kiss awake an Aurora who was already two thirds of the way to delivering a baby and to make her his bride? Could such a baby become crown prince or would he be known as His Highness the Royal Bastard? The implications were like a Disney soap opera!
Wearing the always hot Jasmine harem girl outfit which also didn't conceal much if you enjoyed looking through as opposed to around fabric, was my Mom's old college roommate, the big-busted high school teacher Ellie. Whenever Mom and she got together they were incredibly touchy feely and I'd had many a stroke fantasy picturing them in college munching on each other's cunts. Whenever they got together they talked like drunken sailors and hinted at a time when they'd been really crazy. Right now my Mom, still in her fucking hot Belle costume, was sitting on Ellie's lap and giggling drunkenly. Her face was flushed in the same way Pamela (my recent ex) had always gotten when she was horny from my fingering, licking or fucking her pussy. I couldn't see where Ellie's left hand was and I wondered hopefully whether my sick imagination was right. Just then one more sex object (at a party like this, objectification was unavoidable) walked in from the bathroom. My mouth dropped. It was our locally famous weather girl Miranda Collington. Tonight she was dressed in a painted-on Jessica Rabbit costume (not actual body paint this time) that took your (all right, my) breath away. I don't think Jessica Rabbit is a Disney princess, but who the fuck cares? Dressed in black thigh highs, one of them showing way past the top, and I think they must have been five-inch pumps, I took one look at her and got weak at the knees (yes, and breathless).
Miranda had been the local weather girl since she was eighteen, back in 1988. She was famous for her long legs which were always, and I mean always, in hosiery, which had been pretty common in the eighties but was incredibly rare in 2011. Like my Mother, she was a constant focus of my stroke sessions.
Distracted by the sight of Miranda, who stood out even in that sea of pulchritude, I barely noticed when Gloria announced my arrival. "Ta-Dah! Look at the beastly man who has graced us with his presence!"
Everyone looked up and I was greeted warmly, and in many cases flirtatiously. My Mom got off the gorgeous Ellie and wobbled towards me. She fell into me and hugged me tight. She slurred slightly, "You finally made it, honey."
Attempting to sound just like my Father, I replied slyly, "Baby, I never planned to miss this. I got here as soon as I could!"
She grabbed my hand and whispered into my ear, "You are soooooo lucky you showed up when you did; Ellie has me so fucking horny!"
My cock flinched at hearing my MILF Mother talking so slutty and confirming a long-held assumption and stroke fantasy about her and Ellie. Pushing the envelope, I asked, "How did she get you so horny, honey?"
Mom just shrugged. "You know how she gets."
Stunned but delighted by Mom's clingy attentions, I asked, "So what's the plan now?"
Before my Mom could answer, and interrupting so many nasty possibilities spinning in my head, Gloria announced, "Charades time!"
My Mom smiled and whispered, "I guess your blow job will have to wait." She gave a quick subtle squeeze to my already stiff and eager cock, looked at me with a strange look and wiggled away. My Mom sat back down in Ellie's lap and patted the couch, indicating I should join her. I obeyed like an obedient puppy dog, sitting beside my Mom. I hemmed and hawed whether I should put my hand on my Mom's silk-stockinged legs. The decision was made for me a minute later when Mom grabbed my hand and put it there herself! I had touched and massaged her nylon feet many times, always fantasizing about my hands being all the way up on her thighs and now she'd just put one there! It was happening! I just sat back, stroked my Mom's smooth soft leg and enjoyed the moment.
The game started and it was couple against couple. I watched vaguely as the other couples acted things out. When it was our turn, Gloria called me up and handed me a card displaying a quote: 'two heads are better than one.' I was happy to get an easy one. As soon as my time began I went to work and Mom quickly got it right.
My Mom slyly added to the room, her tone dripping in sexual innuendo, "I've always thought two, even three heads were better than one." Everyone laughed and Mom winked at me. The wink and hearing my Mother use such an innuendo made me want her even more.
Ellie got up to go to the washroom and I sat back down beside my Mommy princess and she repositioned herself to lean on me in such a way that her voluminous skirts completely hid what she was about to do. She slowly ripped open the Velcro so it wouldn't make that telltale noise, slipped her hand inside my costume and fished my cock out of my underwear! I thought I might come right then, but somehow I didn't.
She gave me an odd look again and said, "Interesting."
I asked, suddenly nervous, as I worried she knew it was me, "How so?"
There was a long silence where my Mom seemed to space out before asking me, seemingly sincere, as she gave me a solid how-do-you-do squeeze, "Did I get you that hard, Baby?"
Without hesitation I confirmed, "It's all you Alexis."
Her smile went wide and she began to slyly and unknowingly give her son a hand job. "Baby, your cock is so fucking hard." I looked around the room and I can't actually testify to anything specific, but it appeared as if various other couples might be similarly engaged.
She kept gently playing with my cock until Ellie returned to the couch. Mom gave me one last squeeze before whispering, "We aren't done here, Baby."
I tried to calm down, my head spinning from the fact Mom had just been playing with my cock. For the next few minutes I watched others play out their charades and now more confident, I put my hand back on my Mom's thigh. I moved it up and down gently, the touch of her pantyhose-covered legs the ultimate tease. The sensual tease continued until it was Mom's turn to do me... I mean to act out a charade for me.
As soon as she looked at the card she laughed and gave me a wink. This led to yet another twitch down below. As soon as her time began, she made the film symbol before falling to her knees and crawling sensuously towards me like a panther in heat. It was incredibly erotic. Once she got to me she used my thighs to push herself to her feet and started dirty dancing in front of me. I was so in awe of my Mom's naughty moves I forgot we were playing a game! She turned around to grind her ass on my lap and I whimpered in pleasure. Suddenly the answer was obvious and I shouted/moaned "Dirty Dancing!" She stood up, slyly squeezed my cock with her hand and gave me a full-on flirt, fluttering eyelashes and all, moaning, "I hope now you're ready for some dirty fucking, Baby."
One of the guys high-fived me after hearing that offer and Mom leaned into me cleavage first and whispered, "Meet me in the upstairs bathroom in a couple of minutes."
My MILF Mom walked away and I took a deep breath. If I wanted, I could just waltz upstairs and fuck my Mom! The majority of me was screaming 'Go for it!' while my conscience reminded me she was my Mother and drunk and unaware that I wasn't her husband. My cock-head doing the thinking for me, I felt myself standing up and heading nonchalantly (yeah, right) upstairs to the bathroom.
At the door I took one last deep breath, one last brief hesitation, before I knocked on the door. Mom opened it and tugged me in.
She smiled, making her look even more beautiful, and dropped to her knees. I watched, frozen in shock, while she pulled my fully-erect cock out of my convenient Velcro opening and took it in her mouth.
While I enjoyed the best blow job of my young life, I pondered the obvious fact that Mom thought she was sucking her husband's cock. I tried to get my head wrapped around this stunning development, but it was very difficult with Mom's lips wrapped around a cock that had stolen all the blood from my brain. Pamela had never given me head for more than a couple of minutes and had never finished me, so Mom's eager blow job was amazing. I just watched from above as my beautiful Mom bobbed up and down on my cock, devouring it whole.
After only a couple of minutes of constant deep-throat cock sucking, I could feel my balls bubbling, I warned, "I'm going to come soon!"



She took her luscious lips off my cock and smiled, "Do you want me to swallow it Baby, or would you like me to jerk you off so you can shoot your cum on my face?"
I couldn't believe the choice she was giving me! I had come in a couple of girls' mouths, but had never had a chance to play out every guy's fantasy, the porn movie finale. I mumbled like the first-time teenager I was, worried I was giving myself away, "Can I come on your face?"
She smiled, "Just tell me when you're close, Baby." She took my cock back in her mouth and bobbed back and forth with even more reckless abandon than before.
She was sucking my cock furiously fast, desperate to get me off. It didn't take long before my balls were boiling and I moaned, "I'm gonna come soon!"
She took my cock out of her mouth and jerked me off with her left hand. Her nasty words both shocked me and led me to my eruption: "Come on, Baby, shoot that hot cum of yours all over my slutty face. Come on me, Baby, coat my face with your hot cum!" I spasmed and shot a large load all over my Mom's beautiful face. My cum landed in her hair and on her forehead, nose and chin. Once I'd finished spraying her face she took my cock back in her mouth. After a couple minutes of her heavenly stimulation my cock was still fully erect. She took it out of her mouth and smiled while standing back up, "Fuck, do I love your cock, baby."
I replied, shocking myself, "And I love your cock sucking lips."
She said, "We'd better get back. But when I get you home you owe me a good tongue-lashing for keeping me waiting so long."
I stammered, "O-o-of course," while cramming my still erect cock back into my costume.
Mom asked while she was bent over the sink trying to clean my cum from her face, "You're still hard, honey. What's got into you? You're like your old eighteen-year-old self."
Wanting to end this conversation before she caught on to what she had just done, I answered, "You bring out the best in me, Honey," and opened the door, leaving her to finish freshening up.
Returning to the party, all eyes were looking at me, some with envy, others with hunger. I went and grabbed a drink from the bar and Ellie came up to hug me from behind me and whispered, "Fuck Ted, I was that close to seducing your wife and you had to step in and ruin it!"
"What?" I asked, confused by the complaint.
"I am going to fuck her again one day Ted, and that's a promise," she guaranteed, before harem-girling her cute, kind of visible ass away, going directly to my Mom, all sultry.
The next hour was excruciating. All I wanted to do was get home and hopefully get to fuck my Mom. Instead we played bobbing for Barbie parts and actually, believe it or not, attempted to do the Thriller dance as a group, which was either damn funny or ridiculously absurd, depending on how you looked at it.
Finally my Mom, who'd ignored me for the rest of the night, came over to me all flirty again and asked, "So big boy, are you ready to take me home?"
I inwardly flinched. 'Big Boy' was the name she'd called me when I was young. I stammered, "L-l-let's go."
She winked at me and said, "I'll meet you at the car in five."
She gave my rigid cock a squeeze and turned away to say her goodbyes. I did my thirty-second byes and waited outside. Each second felt like an eternity as I waited for my Mom to come to me and become an unknowing participant in furthering our incest.
Finally she arrived and instead of getting into the car she grabbed my hand-paw and led me to the backyard. As soon as we were in a secluded spot she lay down on the grass, lifted up her skirt and begged, "Get down here, Baby, I need to come so fucking bad and I want your expert tongue munching on my pussy." She pulled her pantyhose apart, ripping them open to reveal she wasn't wearing underwear, and I was now staring at my Mom's naked, wet, beautiful, inviting cunt.
Realizing this was probably a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity, I tried to make every fantasy I'd ever had come true. Instead of diving into her glistening shaved pussy with its sexy trimmed patch above, even better than I'd ever thought it would look, I took off her heels and took a stocking-covered foot into my hands and began to give her one of my famous foot massages. After I'd begun, I worried she would realize I was her son and not her husband.
She moaned, "Oh Baby, that is so nice."
Instead of talking, I lifted my Beast head up just enough past my chin so I could take her stocking-clad toes in my mouth, something I'd fantasized doing to my Mother so many times.
"Oh my Baby, that feels so fucking good," my Mom purred, her breathing changing to something throatier.
I spent a few minutes kissing, licking, nibbling and massaging both of my mother's perfect silk-covered feet before I slowly moved up her leg, my tongue teasing her ever so softly, wanting this fantasy-come-true to never end. I reached her pussy, her scent speaking eloquently of her excitement. My tongue grazed her clit and she shook involuntarily. She begged, "Please Baby, lick my cunt. I need to come so fucking bad!"
It took all my willpower to resist the temptation to bury my face in her pussy. Instead, I detoured past it and continued down her other leg.
"Damn you, Baby, you're fucking driving me nuts!" she whined.
I smiled to myself and took her left foot in my hand and mouth. She moaned again and her begging became desperate pleading. "Please, that feels so good, you've got me sopping wet, Baby. I need you so bad!"
No longer able to resist, I crawled between the legs of my beautiful Mother and buried my face in her pussy, as well as one could while wearing a Beast head. It was awkward, and slightly uncomfortable, but there was no way I was going to stop licking this cunt I'd fantasized for years. Her taste was heavenly and I used my abnormally wide tongue, something genetic I'd gotten from my Father, and licked her puffy pussy lips. Her moans were loud and her body spasmed from my touch. Her juices were flowing excessively like a constant stream. I sucked her clit into my mouth and she screamed, "Oh my God Baby, I fucking love your tongue! Shove your finger in me, baby!"
I obliged her request slipping not one, but two fingers into her gaping cunt. As soon as my fingers were inside her beautifully tight cunt, she got truly animated, "Oh fuck, Baby, finger-fuck my box! Make me come all over your hand!"
I pumped her pussy with two fingers while sucking and licking her clit. I felt her legs stiffen and knew her orgasm was imminent. I took my free hand and did something I'd seen in a porn movie last week: I slapped her clit sharply with my hand. That was the final spur as she screamed "Yes, Baby, I'm coming, keep spanking your slut! N-n-n-n-nnnng!!"
Hearing her call herself my slut was surreally hot! I kept spanking and pumping till her orgasm finished running its course. As soon as it had, she then begged, "Fuck me Baby! Fuck me with that big hard cock of yours!"
It was like every fantasy I'd ever had was cumming true on the same day. I repositioned myself and slid my raging hard-on into her soaking wet cunt! It was heaven! Luckily I'd already come once or this would have been the shortest fantasy-come-true in history. She wrapped her stocking-clad legs around me and pulled me deeper inside her oasis of pleasure. I leaned forward and awkwardly kissed my Mother. She shoved her tongue in my mouth for a sloppy and passionate kiss. Getting aggressive, she surprised the shit out of me when she flipped me over onto my back and straddled me! She engulfed my cock and began riding me, leaning forward so her very impressive breasts were in my face, barely covered by the thin, shoulderless costume. I desperately wanted to rip her bodice off and suck on those puppies like I had so many years ago, but the hand-paws of my stupid costume prevented that fantasy from coming true. Instead, I watched mesmerized at my gorgeous Mother sitting on top of me riding my cock with eager enthusiasm. A few minutes more of hardcore bouncing and I knew I was going to come. I mumbled through the costume, "I'm gonna come soon, Mo..." I caught myself just in time and attempted a cover, getting aggressive, "Where does my slut want my cum?"
I was surprised once again when she continued riding my cock and begged, "Come inside me Baby, fill my cunt with your hot seed."
Such nasty talk was the final straw and I exploded jets of cum into my perfect slut Mother, another long-lived stroke fantasy coming true. She continued riding my cock as my cum coated her pussy walls. Finally spent, she got off my cock and took me back in her mouth, cleaning me up with her amazing lips and tongue, something no other girl had ever done. After a couple of minutes, she quit cleansing my cock and collapsed beside me.
She looked into my eyes, well, into my costume eyes, and complimented me, "You've always been an amazing lover, but tonight was a new high."
"You bring out the best in me," I complimented slyly.
Hand in hand, we lay there in silence for a while before she suggested we head home. She left her car at Gloria's as she was too drunk to drive and I drove her home in my Dad's Mercedes. Halfway home, I felt Mom's hand gliding over my leg before fishing my cock from my costume. I let out an involuntary moan when my cock, still hard, was released from its solitary confinement.
I sped home, hoping to fuck my Mother one more time. For the remainder of the drive my Mother slowly stroked her son's cock.
Once we were in the garage, Mom crooned, "You're still hard, Baby; I can't remember the last time you could get it up even twice, never mind three times."
I replied, "It's your costume, Baby, it's brought out the Beast in me."
She laughed, "And now you're being witty. What's gotten into you?"
Feeling confident, "I don't know, but I know what wants to get into you."
She giggled like a schoolgirl and purred, "You are such a bad boy."
"The baddest," I responded confidently, getting out of the car and then going to the other side to pick up my Mother and carry her into the house like the dominant man I currently felt like thinking, The Beast can do no less for his lovely Belle. Aarrrghh. I carried her all the way to my parents' bedroom and tossed her onto the king-sized bed.
My Mother, clearly still very horny, with a strange smug smile on her face, her voice syrupy sweet, "Do you want Mommy to suck your big cock again, big boy?"
I gasped. She knew it was me! I stammered, "W-w-what do you mean?"
"Oh, Curtis, did you really think I couldn't tell the difference between my husband and my son?" she asked, her voice still sexy, her hand reaching for my cock. "For one thing, this..." she bestowed a light kiss on the head of Exhibit A, "...is about three inches longer than your Dad's, and tastier, too. I knew you weren't your Dad as soon as I touched it. Remember when I called it 'interesting'? And if it wasn't him, there was only one other person on the planet it could be! Ever since then you weren't the only one play-acting, although the hunger I felt for you wasn't acting at all!"
I apologized, "I am so sorry, Mom. I didn't come to the party to take advantage of you. I came because you looked so upset that Dad wasn't going to make it."
Her smile never faded as she began stroking my hard-as-rock cock. "Baby, don't be sorry. I love your Dad, but he's gone so much, and even when he is home, he can't ever keep up with my sex drive. But you, young man..."
She took my cock into her mouth and, unlike the last time, she sucked my cock slowly. She made love to it with her mouth, slow and gentle. She continued that for a few minutes before she took my cock out of her mouth. She asked coyly, "Do you want to see your Mommy's breasts?"
"Y-y-yes," I stammered.
She slowly, seductively, pulled her entire costume over her head, leaving her naked except for her ripped-apart pantyhose but particularly her breasts, still firm even though she was twenty-five years older than I. I stared in perverse awe at my Mom's perfect breasts. I was brought out of my sexual trance when she began attempting to remove my costume. "Well, son, don't just stand there. Let's get you out of that costume. This Jocasta can't wait to see her hot Oedipus naked!" After some fumbling and stumbling, I was finally freed from my not-so-secret identity and now was only in my boxer briefs in front of my Mom, who was now totally naked. Suddenly I felt self-conscious, my confident persona whisked away with the costume gone. Mom, maybe sensing my insecurity, built me back up, "Looking good! Has my baby boy been working out?"
In two short sentences, my confidence was back. I replied, attempting to be funny, "Yeah, trying to buff up for the ladies."
She smiled, "Well, I know one lady who's very impressed." Her hands pulled my underwear down and off. She fell backwards onto the bed, pulling me on top of her and finally our lips were touching while we could see each other's faces. Soft and tentative at first, the kissing became passionate and eager. Time stood still as we kissed like two horny teenagers. Without a word we scrambled around on my parents' bed and ended up in my first-ever sixty-nine. I was on my back, my cock standing erect like a flagpole while my Mom straddled my face, her legs draped over each side of my head. Her glistening pussy lips were directly above me. I stared like one would at a car crash, unable to look away.
I felt my Mother's hand getting a grip on her son's cock and a few seconds later felt her mouth back on my cock, teasing my mushroom top. The slow rotation of her tongue around my cock was tease heaven. I grabbed my Mother's firm ass and pulled it closer, her pussy now right in my face so I could begin licking. I savoured each lick, her sweet juices as addicting as any drug. As she got wetter, she also began to get more aggressive on my cock. Meanwhile I lapped her juices like a man who'd finally found water in a desert. I wanted to make Mommy come! I began to suck on her clit and pull it down and let it snap back up. She took my cock out of her mouth and moaned, "Keep doing that Baby, Mommy loves that."
She kept her hand on my cock, but as I repeated the clit pull her moaning began to get very loud and she got animated. "Oh yes Baby, you're making Mommy feel so goooood!" and "You're going to make Mommy come!" and finally her moans became so loud I thought she might wake the neighbours, "Fuck, Curtis, I'm coming! My son is making me commmmmmmmmmmmmme!!!"
Her juices poured out of her pussy and onto my face and mouth. I continued lapping my Mom's pussy, eager to swallow every last drop of her juice! As soon as her orgasm subsided she turned around, straddled my cock and engulfed it completely. Our eyes met and she smiled, "Do you want to suck on Mommy's titties again, like you used to long ago?"
I moaned, her warm, wet, flesh cocoon gliding up and down on my cock, "Yes please, Mommy."
She leaned forward, dropping her left breast into my mouth. I sucked on my Mom's nipple and heard her moaning from my touch. In this amazing position, my Mom fucked me forever. I moved from her left breast to her right and back and forth while Mom continued slowly milking my cock with her pussy. Somehow she was able to tighten her cunt muscles around my cock, making it even tighter.
She whispered, "I love fucking you, son. Your cock feels so good in my cunt. Do you like fucking your Mommy?"
I moaned, "I've longed for this forever, Mom. I've never felt such pleasure."
My mom smiled, "You know this is just the beginning, Baby. We're going to do so many naughty things together. What do you think of Miranda?"
"She's the second hottest woman I know," I replied.
"I'd better be the first," she teased, beginning to ride me faster.
"Mom, you are perfection personified," I moaned.
"Would you like to fuck Miranda too?" my Mom asked.
Surprised, I moaned, "What? Of course I would!"
"She and I have been playing together on the side for years," my Mom revealed. "She is one amazing cunt muncher."
"No way," I grunted, this revelation seeming to make my second greatest fantasy come true, not to mention the thought of my Mother doing lesbian things was fucking hot.
"Way," she joked, "and she loves young cock and she can go all night long. She's like the energizer bunny of pussy, she fucks all night long."
"Oh my God," I moaned, "I can't believe it."
Mom began bouncing on my cock, taking it completely and said, "Believe it, stud. She is my little sex kitten and she will eagerly be your plaything too. Now tell me when you get close Baby, I want to taste your sweet load."
"Yes, Mommy," I moaned. Watching her ride me like a complete slut, her breasts bouncing around in sweet mirror images, my balls began to bubble in a few minutes so I warned, "I'm gonna come soon, Mommy."
Mom leaped off and gobbled my cock whole, bobbing up and down, desperate to taste my seed. Her fast-paced bobbing was amazing and in less than a minute I was shooting my third load of the evening, the trifecta of coming: on her face, in her pussy and down her throat. Unlike most women, she swallowed my cum down completely and kept bobbing till long after the last drop had been extracted. Finally she took my shrinking cock out of her mouth and collapsed beside me. I wrapped my arms around her and held her tight.
I whispered in her ear, "I love you, Mom."
She turned around and looked into my eyes, "Curtis, I love you too." She kissed me again, sweet and gentle.
She broke the kiss, looked back into my eyes and said, "I also love fucking you."
I chuckled, "I love fucking you too, Mom."
She let out a yawn and said, "Sorry Baby, you've fucked me to exhaustion and I need to crash. Will you stay in bed with me?"
"Of course Mom, I never want to let you go."
She rolled over to face away from me and I reached around to hold her tight, spooning lovingly with my naked Mother while she crossed her arms over mine to hold them close to her breasts. In a couple of minutes I heard her soft snores and I too faded into darkness, knowing that everything had changed.
The end...
Continued in part two: What Mom Knows Fucks Her Again
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BRIEF RECAP:
Before we start here is a brief recap of the scenes with Clara from Rich Bitch:
Clara Walsh had lost her husband two years ago in a car accident and was raising her teenage daughter Maddie by herself. Clara had not even considered another man and her only sexual fulfillment was her six inch dildo, the same one she had pleasured herself with back in college. She had no idea of the technological advances in the erotic toy industry.
Clara received a large sum of money from her husband's life insurance, and spent her days writing her novel. She also made sure to spend as much time as she could with her 18 year old daughter, who would be going to college in the fall in New York, thousands of miles away from her.
Clara had raven black hair and green-blue eyes, that seemed to change based on her mood. She was short, at 5'2, and had large, only slightly sagging 40d breasts.
Layla, our soccer coach and protagonist, had only conversed with Clara once but had learned from that brief conversation that Clara was a widow. Layla didn't attempt to aggressively seduce the pretty MILF or MIPS (Mom I Plan to Seduce as Layla referred to her), but rather flattered her with innuendo-filled compliments...planting a seed in the beautiful, shy, soccer Mom...one she hoped to soon nurture.
*****
Layla left Sammantha's house early before the rich sub had woken up, and went back to the dorm. She showered and got ready for her next seduction. She dressed casually in a t-shirt and jeans, her hair in a pony-tail, and grabbed her duffle bag of toys. She drove to Clara Walsh's home just before lunch. A tingle went up her spine as she considered her plan for this seduction. Unlike the aggressive approach that worked so easily for Sammantha Jones, a much more delicate approach was needed if the seduction of the shy MILF was going to work.
Layla arrived and knocked on her door. After a couple of minutes of waiting, just when Layla began to think no one was home, the door opened and Clara opened it. The surprised look on her face was adorable in Layla's mind. Layla immediately spoke, "Hi, Mrs. Walsh, sorry to bother you, but I have some paperwork I need you to fill out for your daughter."
"Oh, OK," Clara replied, letting her daughter's soccer coach in.
Layla came in, took off her runners and followed the casually dressed Clara into the kitchen.
"Can I get you anything to drink?" the pretty, shy MILF asked.
"Sure, anything you have," Layla politely replied.
"Iced tea?"
"Sounds yummy."
Once the iced tea was poured and both were sitting at the kitchen table, Layla handed the Mother some forms that Layla had fabricated.
Mrs. Walsh looked them over and surprised Layla by saying, "I like how you dealt with that Mrs. Jones situation."
"Oh, thanks," Layla replied sincerely, "I have learned that women like her need to be put in their place."
"Oh," Mrs. Walsh responded, slightly confused.
"I just mean that she is used to getting her way always and I don't play that game," Layla explained, confidence oozing out of her.
"Of course," Mrs. Walsh responded, rubbing her neck.
Layla, seeing her opportunity, offered, "Let me give you a neck massage, Mrs. Walsh, you look stiff."
"Oh, no, no, no, I am fine," Clara responded.
Layla ignored the Mother's weak resistance, standing up and explaining, "It's ok, Mrs. Walsh, I have taken a couple of classes in massage therapy, it's my minor." Before the prey could resist, Layla put her hands on her shoulders and began to massage.
Clara could not believe how nice the soccer coach's hands felt. Although the massage was innocent and gentle, it was stirring confused emotions inside the older woman. It had been a long time since she had been touched at all, and she was greatly enjoying the feeling of being touched, even if it was just a friendly massage.
After a few minutes of massaging the MILF's neck, Layla attempted to move the seduction forward by suggesting, "Mrs. Walsh, your back seems stiff too. Can we go someplace where you can lie down?"
Clara was hesitant briefly. She thought for a second that Layla's intentions were more than just friendly, but she dismissed that thought as silly and she said, inviting the inevitable, "Only the bedroom."
Layla smiled, reaching for her duffle bag, an innocent next-door-neighbour smile hiding the dark naughtiness that she had in mind, "Well, let's go then."
Clara led the seductress coach to her room and then hesitated again, second thoughts bouncing in her head.
Layla could tell the MILF was at the pivotal moment and suggested, before the MILF had time to think things through, "Lay down on your belly, Mrs. Walsh."
As Clara followed the suggestion, she offered, "Layla, please call me Clara."
Layla tossed the duffle bag on the bed and straddled her latest prey and began the gentle massage. After about five minutes, she suggested, although the tone was more an order, "Clara, if you took off your shirt I could give you a much better massage."
Clara considered this. It was one thing to get a massage by a woman; it was another to get one without a shirt on.
Layla, sensing the shy MILF's indecision, pointed out, "Clara, if you were at a masseuse you would be in only your panties. And I am trained in the art of massage."
That seemed logical to Clara and she took off her shirt, with just a little hesitation.
A smile crossed Layla's face. Clara was falling completely into the seductive web Layla was spinning. She returned her soft hands to the MILF's white skin and continued a smooth, muscle relaxing, seducing deceiving, massage.
Clara's mind began to wander as the young coach put her in a state of relaxation. Her eyes closed, her mind went blank, she just allowed the girl's hands to release what was clearly a heavy load of stress.
Layla pointed out, "Clara, your body has desperately needed this. You are so tight."
Clara gave out a soft whimper, that could have sounded like a sexual moan, but wasn't. "I guess I have been more stressed than I thought I was."
Attempting to build more trust and comfort between her and the pretty mother, Layla comforted, "It must be tough raising a teenager on your own, even if she is as good a kid as Maddie is."
The completely relaxed and now no longer emotionally guarded Clara replied, "Yes, Maddie is great. I just always worry about her. She is pretty shy and has never had a lot of friends. She is insecure like me, I suppose."
Layla, her hands just touching the pretty mom's ass crack, flattered, "How could you be insecure Clara? You are a beautiful woman, a great mother and still have an amazing body."
Clara's face flamed red, not used to such flattery. Her head and loins also reeled with the sudden inkling that this beautiful young woman could be seducing her. "Oh Layla, I do not have an amazing body."
"I beg to differ," Layla countered, using the opportunity to unhook the MILF's bra. "You have large still firm breasts, by the looks of it. You have an ass to die for and you don't seem to have an ounce of body fat. I hope I look half as good as you when I am 40."
Clara, feeling awkward by the aggressive flattery and the unhooking of her bra, attempted to come up with a polite way to end this. Yet, nothing came to her mind, and the pleasant tingling down below was causing her not to think straight. "I am too skinny," Clara argued.
Realizing that Clara was one of those women who hated her own body, even though it was better than almost any other her age, Layla decided to scold her, "Clara, enough!"
"Pardon?" a surprised Clara reacted confused at the scolding tone of her daughter's soccer coach.
"You have to stop self-loathing yourself. It is what so many girls do. You are way more attractive than you think. Do you think your daughter is pretty?"
"Yes, of course," Clara responded.
"Well, your daughter is the spitting image of you. So if she is pretty, than you are pretty by default."
Clara considered this. Her confidence began to grow, ever so slightly. "I suppose."
"No 'I suppose'," Layla reprimanded, her fingers now sliding inside the very top of Clara's shorts. "You know."
Distracted greatly by the girl's fingers just barely inside her shorts, not really sexual, just in a place someone's fingers usually aren't. Clara replied, "Ok, ok, I am."
"I am what?" Layla questioned, wanting to hear the MILF say it.
"I am attractive," Clara announced, although her tone implied she didn't really believe it.
"Oh come on, Clara. Say it with conviction."
"I am pretty," Clara countered, her tone showing the slightest glimpse of confidence. Clara pondered why this pretty, confident, girl would be even bothering with someone like her.
"Better, Clara. But you are not pretty. A seven year old is pretty. You are beautiful."
Clara's face went even a darker shade of red. Hearing the young girl's words over and over, she began to believe it was true. "I am beautiful," she beamed, her voice showing a confidence she had lost long ago.
"You are gorgeous," Layla continued, the flattery clearly working, her finger slowly teasing the MILF's ass crack.
"I am gorgeous," Clara repeated, like a mantra.
Layla surprised Clara by flipping her over on her back.
Clara's large 40D breasts now completely uncovered and her erect nipples displaying the excitement she couldn't conceal, she suddenly was like a teen girl...riddled with anxiety, excitement and insecurity.
The half naked MILF attempted to cover her breasts, but Layla stopped her with a single word, "Don't."
Clara, for reasons she could not even begin to fathom, obeyed, staring into the hypnotic blue eyes of her daughter's coach.
Layla, her smile wide, continued the self-confidence seminar, leaning forward a bit, and whispered, "You are sexy."
Clara was mesmerized by the blonde's blue eyes, luscious lips and soft tone. She knew now what Layla's intentions were and although she was scared, she lay on her bed waiting nervously the young girl's next move.
Layla, leaning closer, her firm 34B breasts, still barely concealed in her white t-shirt, her hard nipples protruding through the fabric, repeated, "You are sexy."
Clara's mind was reeling, the girl's voice dripped sexual seduction and Clara felt her panties getting damp. She couldn't remember the last time she had been even close to this sexually excited...in college? High school? Never? She stammered, weakly, her tone showing her complete distraction at what Layla was doing to her, "I-I-I am sexy."
Layla's smile shifted slightly from sweet to sexy, "Clara is hot."
"Clara is hot," Clara repeated, in a sexual trance.
Layla's lips now at Clara's ear, her breasts slightly pressing on Clara's, "Clara is fucking hot."
Clara let out a soft moan, Layla's breath doing a number to her ear. "Clara is f-f-fucking hot," the innocent mother struggled to say.
Layla's lips nibbled on the MILF's ear, ever-so-gently, "Clara is a sweet ass MILF."
"M-M-MILF?" Clara stammered, unfamiliar with the term.
Layla's tongue slid into the older woman's ear, her voice dripping with sexual prowess, "Mother I'd Like to Fuck."
A moan escaped Clara's lips.
Layla's lips let go of Clara's ear and she moved until she was eye to eye with the horny and overwhelmed MILF.
Time stood still for Clara, who desperately wanted Layla to kiss her. She could feel her heart beating so loud and fast she thought the young coach could hear and feel it.
Layla whispered, going in for the kill, but unlike most seductions, with compassion and tenderness, "Clara, I think you are a beautiful woman and way hotter than that rich bitch Sammantha." Layla's hand slid down the MILF's side and down between her thighs, just inches from the older woman's cunt. "I want you Clara. I want you so fucking bad. But I won't do anything unless you ask me to, unless you want me to."
Clara was stunned. She desperately wanted Layla to kiss her, to touch her wet vagina and to lick her erect nipples, but saying it out loud was impossible for the shy woman.
Layla's hand rested between the MILF's legs, just barely touching her shorts. Layla's eyes bored into the weakening, horny mother. Seeing the adorable older woman so close to submitting was the ultimate high. Unlike most women she seduced, she didn't want to Domme Clara, she wanted to make love to her. But she also wanted, desperately needed as well, to have Clara ask, that was part of the thrill, the utter submission, the begging, and the uncontrollable desire to submit. She repeated, her tone just giving the slightest hint of an order, "Tell me what you want, Clara." She paused a couple of seconds before promising, "When you do, I will give you pleasure unlike any you have ever experienced."
Clara desperately wanted to feel that pleasure, but didn't know what to say. As she attempted to put into words what she wanted, she felt her daughter's soccer coach's finger slowly slide across the front of her shorts. A loud, undeniable, moan escaped her lips and now desperate to allow this young coach to bring her to orgasmic bliss, she finally got the words out. "Layla, please."
"Please, what?" Layla asked, her finger now putting pressure on the MILF's pussy lips through the restrictive clothing.
Clara desperate now, no longer able to resist the growing desire she had felt since she first talked with the pretty coach, begged, "Please, help me come."
The words now out there, Layla sat up and silently undid the Mom's shorts.
Clara assisted like a good, horny woman, lifting up her ass so the soccer coach could quickly pull of the fabric barrier that was preventing the pure bliss Clara now desperately craved.
Layla, her smile still wide, pulled off her prey's shorts and panties off with tiger-like speed. But Layla was a seductress and instead of going to the older woman's trimmed pussy, as Clara assumed would happen, she moved back up and again was eye to eye with the MILF. Her lips gently brushed the older woman's.
Clara reacted by attempting to kiss Layla, but Layla moved away, teasing the older woman.
Layla went to the vulnerable woman's neck and began to cover her with kisses. Clara's neck went red on each touch. A couple of minutes later, she moved back to the MILF's lips and leaned in for the fireworks.
Clara so eager to feel the young girl's lips, opened her mouth slightly and felt a chill go through her entire body when, finally, their lips touched. A sudden clarity popped into her head. She had for way too long ignored her sexual desires. No more! She melded into the young girl, whose kiss started gentle and sweet, but became more passionate as time went on. It was Clara who boldly slid her tongue into the soccer coach's mouth, increasing the sexual passion between them.
Layla finally broke the kiss, her own body betraying her for once too. She felt her pussy getting wet from the sweetness of the older woman's lips. She smiled again and spoke for the first time in minutes, "Have you ever been with a woman?"
"No," Clara admitted.
"You're beautiful, Clara. I mean that," Layla said, her hand moving between Clara's legs. "And oh my, you are very, very wet. Did I get you that wet?"
"Y-y-yes," a very embarrassed Clara admitted.
"Don't be ashamed, Clara. We are doing nothing wrong," Layla comforted, her finger slowly splitting the MILF's wet pussy lips.
Clara let out another moan. She stammered, "B-b-but I am way too old for you."
Layla's finger slowly slid inside the horny MILF, "Age is irrelevant, sexy. I want you and you need this, don't you?"
"Yes," Clara admitted, not knowing how this had all happened, but also knowing she now needed it more than anything else she could possibly remember needing.
Layla kissed her one last time and slowly moved down to the Mom's still firm breasts. She took the MILF's left nipple into her mouth while slowly fingering the MILF's pussy.
Clara's moans increased with each slow thrust. Layla could tell the MILF was close so she stopped the finger-fucking. Clara, out of character, begged, "Nooooooooo, please don't stop."
Layla smiled, "All good things come to those that wait." Layla moved to the MILF's other breast and bit the nipple gently.
Clara lay there feeling sparks with each nipple bite. Her pussy was begging for release, but completely at the whim of the powerful blonde. She couldn't believe how good Layla made her feel and how on the edge of complete bliss she was.
Layla moved back up and kissed Clara again, this time probing the sexy older woman's mouth with her tongue. Layla broke the kiss again and asked, already knowing the answer, "Do you want to come, beautiful?"
"Desperately," Clara whimpered, her eyes pleading to be pleasured.
Layla kissed her quickly one more time and slithered down the MILF's body with her tongue. Manoeuvring between Clara's mounds of flesh, she continued down south to the older woman's petite belly button. Layla whirlpooled her tongue around and around, ruthlessly teasing the horny mom.
Clara's moans continued. She was so desperate to orgasm that she surprised herself and Layla when she pushed Layla's head down.
Layla smile to herself and asked, "What do you want me to do Clara?"
"Lick me, please?"
"Where?" Layla asked, wanting to hear the sweet woman say the words.
"My vagina," Clara moaned.
"Don't you mean your pussy?" Layla asked, her face now directly in front of the MILF's wet pussy.
Clara could feel the girl's breath on her vagina and moaned, no longer remotely worried about propriety, "Yes, Layla, my pussy, please lick my pussy."
Layla continued to push the boundaries of the pretty MILF. "Do you want me to eat your cunt?"
Layla did one quick lick and Clara screamed, "AAAAAhhhhhhh, yes, eat my cunt."
Layla had never tasted a girl's pussy first...never! One of the rules of Domme power was to always make the sub beg to please you, make them give in to you completely first. To have them hold onto their desperate need to orgasm for as long as possible. Once a woman has orgasmed, she may see straight and the shame and guilt of their desire may prevent them from completely submitting. This was the cardinal rule of Domming. But there was always a first for everything and Layla savoured the MILF's sweetness. Layla felt a different kind of power. Unlike the Domme thrill she usually felt when she crushed some powerful unsuspecting woman, she felt a different thrill as she brought this shy, insecure woman to an orgasm. As expected, it took less than a minute to get The MILF off the first time.
Clara was already leaking a bit, but when her orgasm was triggered, her juices flooded out like a dam that finally burst. She screamed, "Oh my Godddddd, I'm comiiiiing." Her legs stiffened and she grabbed the sheets to hold onto as her body quaked like it had never quaked before.
Layla though knew this was only the beginning of the pleasure parade and continued licking the MILF's pussy, determined to get her off a second time. She blindly reached for her duffle bag of toys. Finding the vibrator, she pulled it out, turned it on high and, without warning, slid it into the still orgasming MILF.
Clara's stunned voice echoed through the room, "Oh my, I can't take it anymore, Layla."
Layla ignored Clara's plea and began to fuck the MILF with the toy while taking the MILF's hard clit into her mouth.
Clara's moans increased again as she crossed past the tickle tingle phase after an amazing orgasm and her body shifted into multiple orgasm mode.



Layla shook her mouth back and forth with Clara's clit still between her lips, while fucking the MILF fast and furious with the toy. Layla continued the intense pleasure focus for a few minutes until she knew Clara was close again. Suddenly, Layla stopped, leaving the toy buried and buzzing inside Clara's wet pussy. She demanded, "Close your legs together, sexy."
Clara obeyed reluctantly and slightly confused, her face a contortion of pleasure and disappointment.
Layla smiled at the adorably cute horny soccer mom and asked, "Do you want to come again and again, baby?"
"Yes," she moaned, deliriously, the toy inside her driving her wild.
Layla without a word took off her skirt, revealing her perfectly firm breasts and erect nipples. Layla controlling the situation completely, as she always did, used Clara's last name for the first time since the seduction began, "Do you like my tits, Mrs. Walsh?"
Clara's eyes staring at Layla's breasts stammered, "Y-y-yes."
"Do you want to touch them?"
"Yes."
Layla leaned forward, her erect right nipple directly in front of the MILF's face.
Clara reactively opened her mouth to take the big stiff nipple, but heard the young girl's voice, "Beg to suck on my nipples, Mrs. Walsh."
Clara's face went a deep red again, realizing instantly what the beautiful, powerful young lady wanted from her. She considered it only briefly, but the reality was she desperately wanted to touch and suck on Layla's breasts. Shy shyly begged, "Miss, can I please suck on your hard nipples?"
Layla happy with Clara, leaned forward and Clara took the nipple into her mouth. Layla was not surprised that Clara was very tender and sweet. She took her time using her tongue to roll over her nipple and used a fair amount of saliva as if to wash the nipple.
Clara decided she wanted to please Layla as best she could. So she tried to make love to the nipple, treat it like she would a cock when she used to have one to please. As Layla offered her the other nipple, Clara sucked it into her mouth and used her tongue to whirl around it, coating it with saliva. A tingle went straight to her pussy when she heard Layla moan from the attention Clara was giving her. Clara couldn't believe how natural and great it felt to attempt to please a girl, something that had never really been a remote fantasy or consideration before meeting Layla. It was Clara, suddenly with a confidence she didn't know even existed, that broke the lengthy nipple loving, "Lay on your back, Layla," Clara commanded.
A surprised, yet curious, Layla obeyed the suddenly confident MILF, lying on her back, suddenly vulnerable...something she was not used to.
Clara moved between the young Domme's toned legs, careful to keep the buzzing toy lodged inside her, and leaned forward taking Layla's breast back into her mouth while cupping the firm flesh.
Layla, out of her comfort zone, was rigid at first, but quickly melted at the soft touch of the adorably sweet soccer Mom. Layla's moans increased slightly, the dedication to her breasts giving her a warm feeling she seldom received when someone pleasured her tits.
Other than the quiet sound of the vibrator trapped inside the MILF and the soft and increasing moans of the sexy soccer coach, the room was utterly quiet.
Clara moved back and forth between the two firm breasts, utterly hypnotized by them, determined to please Layla completely. Clara finally let go of the coach's perfect breasts and slid lower, struggling to keep the toy in her soaking wet pussy from slipping out.
Layla, trying to keep some resemblance of control, ordered, "Don't you dare come, Clara."
"Yes, ma'am," a smiling Clara responded, way more determined to make this young soccer coach beg to come than actually coming herself. She agreed, the longer the orgasm built up, the more intense and fulfilling it would be.
"Good peeeeeet," Layla moaned, distracted by the hot breath softly blowing on her clit.
Clara looked at the shaved pussy, suddenly self-conscious about how to please a woman. Her hesitation was brief before she decided to just replicate how she liked to be eaten. She began with slow, deliberate, teases, just enough of a touch to let Layla know she was there, but not enough to do more than tease her relentlessly.
Layla was amazed at how horny she was and how desperately she wanted to come. Part of her wanted to just grab the MILF's head and bury it in her cunt, while another part wanted to just drift into sexual bliss and allow the soft, sweet pleasure to reverbrate in her forever.
Clara slowly began to put soft pressure on the soccer coach's pussy lips, purposely ignoring the girl's swollen clit. The journey was way more fun and tantalizing than the final destination. Layla's moans continued, adding to Clara's excitement. She used her tongue, like a small cock, slowly splitting her glistening pussy lips. The girl's juice was surprisingly sweet and Clara was quickly becoming addicted to the girl's delicious nectar. The scent lingered, intoxicating Clara in a way sex never had. Clara never wanted to leave her submissive, yet equally powerful, position. So focused on savouring the pretty girl's perfect vagina, she completely forgot about the toy inside her.
Layla, conversely, was a sexual mess. She had never felt such pleasure without an orgasm, stuck in a perpetual state of numbness. The orgasm lingered there, like subtle waves on a still lake. Her eyes closed, she imagined Clara as more than just another sub; she imagined Clara as a lover. Such thoughts had not popped into her head since she was cruelly dumped when she was still high school by her first love, who had cheated on her. Layla decided then to never get too attached to another girl and instead treat sex for what it was...temporary euphoria...fleeting moments of sexual satisfaction, but never the intimacy and passion that could allow Layla to get hurt. But those feelings she had long ago were fluttering back and became stronger with each soft, gentle touch by the older woman.
Clara, now completely addicted to the coach's sweet nectar, continued to savour the young girl's sweet unique flavour. Her tongue now fully between Layla's pussy lips, she used her tongue like a paint brush, a consistent up and down motion.
Layla could no longer keep quiet, the MILF's tongue bringing a desire so intense, she felt if she didn't explode soon she might literally explode. She whimpered, like so many of her slaves had pathetically done to her, "Please, Clara, I need to get off. I need to come."
Clara, repeating Layla's mantra earlier in the day, the irony dripping, countered, "All good things come to those who wait, my pet."
A chill went up Layla's spine at being called her pet. Layla should have stopped the power shift right then and there...that is what a good, in-control Domme would do. Instead though she moaned as Clara's tongue moved up and began to flick her clit. Each flick brought an uncontrollable convulsion through her entire body, like waves hitting a dam, harder and harder, desperate to break through and flood the valley, yet not breaking through.
Clara meanwhile felt a power she never before felt. She knew this young confident coach, this predator who had come here to seduce her, had become the prey, not the hunter. Clara continued to flick the young girl's clit and watched with voyeuristic amusement at the reaction of the young seductress. Clara knew she controlled when and how the soccer coach would come and still she wasn't ready for this intimacy, this feeling of power, to end. Suddenly an idea came to Clara, one that was so not here personality. In a voice dripping with sugar, she asked, "What are you willing to do to come, my pet?"
Layla stunned by the shy woman's question, whimpered at her pussy no longer being pleasured. Her body doing all the talking, her mind in a place of sexual serenity, she moaned, meaning every word she said, "Anything you wish, ma'am."
Clara rewarded the young girl with one long lick from the bottom of the girl's pussy lips, to the top of her clit.
Layla let out a long moan and let the orgasm begin to bubble inside her. But again, the not-so-shy MILF allowed the pleasure to linger and then start to dissipate, refusing to allow the dam to break. Layla's frustration built as well, focused on just one thing...coming. "Please, dammit, finger-fuck my cunt, I need to come so fucking baaaaaad."
Clara thrilled with the sexual admission of her daughter's soccer coach, asked, "You will be my pet, baby?"
Layla didn't hesitate, so frantic to come, "Yes, Clara, I will be your pet, your slut, your personal plaything. I am yours."
Clara hadn't expected such a complete submission, but was thrilled at the prospect of what the future may hold for them. "Good pet," she purred and took the college girl's swollen clit into her mouth.
Layla shook as soon as the MILF took her clit into her mouth and felt the inevitable climax to the most sensational sexual experience of her life build.
Clara, knowing the girl's orgasm was imminent, slid not one, but two fingers inside the soaking wet girl's cunt and began to finger-fuck her hard and fast, never once taking the swollen clit out of her mouth.
Layla's moans increased and turned into an earth-shattering scream, "Oh my fucking God, Mistress, I'm so close, so fucking close, yes, yes, oh my fucking God, yes, I'm comiiiiiing!!!" She didn't even realize until after the word was spoken that she had called Clara her Mistress. Way past caring though, she collapsed on the bed and allowed the most powerful orgasm in her young life to pulse through her like a sweet wave that continued hammering the shores on a perfect surfing day: big, powerful, overwhelming and utterly fulfilling.
Clara lapped eagerly at the flooding of juice that exploded out of the young girl's cunt. She retrieved as much of the soccer coach's cum as she could, savouring each sweet lick fervently like it was ice cream melting in the hot summer sun. Her fingers kept pumping in and out, making the sexy coach writhe on the bed like Clara's little puppet pet.
Layla's orgasm continued to flow through her like an earthquake that continues to send tremors long after the original quake hits. So weak from the utter exhaustion of the orgasm, Layla barely was able to utter the words, "Please, stop, I can't take it anymore."
Clara's smile was as wide as possible as she pulled her two fingers out of the young girl as if complying and then after waiting a few seconds while Layla lay there immobile, Clara thrust the two fingers back into her daughter's soccer coach. In complete control, she ordered, "I want you to come twice, my pet."
"Aaaaaaaaah," Layla screamed in surprise, when the MILF's fingers drove into her sopping wet pussy. "Oh my fucking God, Clara, I can't."
Clara, her tone suddenly dominant, "You can and you will, my pet. I want you to come so hard, like a good girl."
Layla's flushed cheeks went redder at being called 'good girl', a name her mother had always used when she was young. "Aaaah, yes Mistress, I'll be your good girl," she whimpered, now desperate to be the perfect pet.
"That's it, baby," Clara purred, "come for Mommy."
Layla's body jolted with pleasure at Clara's sweet voice and a second orgasm was already building, even though the first had not completely subsided. So overwhelmed by the MILF's words and her own naughty unrequited fantasies, she moaned, "Oh good yes, Mommy, make baby come."
Clara buried her face back in the young girl's delicious pussy. Unlike the first time, Clara sucked and licked hard and pounded the girl's pussy as deep and fast as possible with her fingers.
Layla soon began thrusting back and forth, fucking Clara's fingers and soaking Clara's face. "Oh my God, Clara, I'm so close again," she moaned uncontrollably.
Clara used her free hand and began slightly slapping Layla's clit like a drum. "Who's pet are you?" Clara asked.
Layla screamed, "Oh my fucking God, Mistress, I am yours. You own me, you own me, oh fuck, I'm coming again, fuck, fuck, fuckkkkkkkkk."
Clara kept slapping Layla's clit gently while Layla's second orgasm pulsed through her.
Layla, suddenly intensively sensitive, pushed Clara's hands away and rolled onto her stomach, the orgasm still bringing sharp sensations through her.
Clara watched the young girl, sweat pouring down her forehead, her tight ass looking so perfect. Her pussy suddenly reminded her that it had been ignored for quite some time, the buzzing sensations pulsing oh-so-right. She fell back on her back, opened her legs and began to fuck herself with the toy.
Layla, the orgasm simmering, turned onto her side and saw the sexy MILF pleasuring herself. Layla smiled and reached for her duffle bag. Finding her strap-on cock, she struggled, still weak from the double orgasm, to put it on her waist.
Clara watched the perfectly toned coach's body, admired it longingly and once she realized what the soccer coach had in mind, she eagerly waited to be fucked.
Once Layla had it strapped on, she tried to regain her Domme self. Her voice sultry and sweet, "Do you want to be fucked, Mrs. Walsh?"
"Yes," moaned a very horny Clara.
"You want your daughter's soccer coach to fuck your MILF cunt?" Layla asked, pushing back.
"Yes, Layla, fuck my wet cunt with that big cock of yours," Clara responded, using language she never used.
Layla got between the MILF's legs, pulled out the toy in Clara's cunt, and thrust the seven-inch plastic dildo into the soccer Mom. As she began fucking the hot MILF, she used the toy on Clara's clit.
Clara moaned the instant the strap-on cock was deep in her and quivered when the vibrator touched her clit. "Oh yes, Layla, fuck me, I need to come so bad."
Layla pounded the horny MILF hard and fast, determined to make her cum and attempt to regain the power in their bizarre relationship. Layla kept pumping for a couple of hardcore minutes until it was clear Clara was close. Unbelievably, Layla felt her sensitive cunt getting wet again.
"Oh yes, Layla, harder, bury your cock in me, I'm so close," Clara moaned.
Layla surprised Clara by pulling out, quickly taking the strap-on off and repositioning herself scissor's like, between Clara's legs so their wet, excited pussies were touching. Layla, without words, began to rub her cunt onto the MILF's.
Needing no instructions, Clara grabbed the seductive college coach's leg and began to grind back on the young girl's pussy. A new different sexual sensation filled her body. Her need to come overtaking her, she pushed and ground as hard as she could onto the young woman.
There was no longer a power struggle, no longer a potential Domme and sub, instead it was two sexy, horny, women using each other to reach sexual bliss. Their moans echoed through the room like a symphony of pleasure. Time stood still as they made love to each other. Eventually, both women, the MILF and the co-ed, came at the same time, their juices exploding onto each other. Both women collapsed back, their cunts leaking profusely from the utterly satisfying orgasm, and sweat dripping down their bodies.
Both exhausted, the orgasms slowly dissipating, they both wondered what was next. Neither had ever felt such complete pleasure and both had done things totally outside their past sexual encounters. For both, everything had changed. For Clara, a long dormant sex life since her husband had passed was suddenly rekindled with a scorching fire she knew she could never quench now that she had felt the thrill of the heat. For Layla, she had never allowed herself to become vulnerable, to be out of control in a situation, and now suddenly she was feeling things deep inside she had pushed away for years.
Layla turned around and looked Clara in the eyes.
Suddenly, the shy MILF was back, unsure what to say and what to do.
Layla was just as confused; usually after the sex was done, she felt nothing. She could just get up and leave, having added another conquest to her growing list. She had treated sex like a man for so long, she was bewildered by the sudden feel of need. Craving just to hear her voice and what she was thinking, Layla smiled, "That was amazing, Clara."
Clara smiled back, "I never thought I could feel such...um...ah...p-p-p-pleasure."
"Me either," Layla chuckled softly, before repeating almost in disbelief, "me either."
Silence returned and Layla leaned in and kissed the MILF gently. Clara returned the kiss and for both life suddenly made sense. During this kiss they were no longer soccer coach and mother, no longer potential Domme and sub; they were completely lovers, giddy with the excitement of what might lie ahead.
Both their eyes closed, their tongues slowly dancing in each other's mouths. They were simply frozen in a moment, a snapshot of what love, life and sex should be: sweet, messy, and life-affirming. The moment for both was completely overwhelming and utterly intoxicating.
In this brief moment, this rare moment of pure human passion, expectations were non-existent, the consequences of their actions unforeseen...and for both the future was wide open, scary and unknown...but for both...anything was possible....
The end!
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MOM'S STORY
Karen's cum glistening on my face, I was ordered by my new Mistress, who was also my daughter's cheerleading friend Karen, to tell my only daughter Jenny how I came to be tied up on my own bed, a vibrator in my vagina and her friend straddling my face.
I began telling my story, still secured to my bed by nylon stockings, completely naked, horny, ashamed and vulnerable in front of my daughter.
"Jenny, I knew something was up the first time I met Karen, that first morning when you became a cheerleader. She seemed to have something intriguing about her I couldn't put my finger on."
As I began to tell my humiliating story of submission, Karen took pity on me to a degree and untied my wrists from their tight, nylon restraints. I thanked the eighteen-year-old, "Thank you, Mistress."
"You're welcome, Mommy slut," she replied, painting my shame another shade darker.
I continued, "That said, at the time I was way more intrigued by my daughter's overnight transformation than I was by her pretty cheerleader friend."
Karen, sitting beside me now, did one quick pump of the toy she'd shoved inside me.
I whimpered and went on. "But the next day my attention began to shift without my even noticing it when Karen offered me a foot massage. I accepted, and as Karen so gently caressed my feet, I felt a long-forgotten tingle in my vagina, a pleasure center that had been largely ignored since your father passed."
"Your what, slut?" Karen reprimanded me.
"Sorry, Mistress, I'm supposed to call it a cunt. I felt a tingle in my 'cunt'. When you two were getting ready to leave, I couldn't believe that I purposely stretched, trying to showcase my big breasts to Karen like a cougar yearning to look attractive to this teenager. When Karen kissed me on the cheek ever so delicately, I felt a chill go up my back. When she hugged me, her hand resting on my ass, I finally concluded that no question, Karen was indeed flirting with me. Yet instead of being flattered I was mortified that I had allowed my daughter's friend to massage my feet so sensuously, and even more stunned that I both liked it and wanted her to touch me even more. Once you two were gone I went directly to my bedroom and masturbated myself to a very intense orgasm, my first good one since your father died. But once my orgasm had faded I was embarrassed by my impulsive actions and promised myself I wouldn't let such innocent flirting, if she was even flirting at all, distract me."
"You seem pretty distracted right now, dyke," Karen pointed out, beginning to fuck me slowly with the toy.
"Y-y-yes, that's true," I agreed, unable to deny my newfound desire to come over and over. I continued telling my daughter about my complete fall from grace, "Obviously I couldn't control my desire. When I came into Jenny's room and Karen kissed my cheek a day or two later, whichever it was, I realized two things: one, I had a crush on my daughter's new friend and two, my daughter was a lesbian."
"How did you know that?" Karen led me on.
"At the time it was just a hunch. As for you Karen, well... I knew I had a crush on you the second you came into my house and kissed me on both cheeks again. I instinctively almost moved in for a kiss on your lips and barely managed to stop myself. But when you complimented me saying, 'Mrs. Wyatt, you look amazing today,' I became your putty. When I felt your hand just grazing my ass, any thoughts I had that you were only being friendly evaporated. As I watched you leave, my vagina... I mean my cunt was tingling uncontrollably as I checked out your amazing legs from behind. Once you two went upstairs, I took a long cold drink of water, trying desperately to ignore my inappropriate fascination with my daughter's eighteen-year-old cheerleader friend. But I couldn't, it just kept building."
"Did you masturbate downstairs, my slave?" Karen inquired.
"No, Mistress. I controlled my desires, but then I heard your screaming orgasm and rushed up the stairs. As soon as I entered the room I knew my daughter was a lesbian."
"How did you conclude that?" Karen asked curiously, the toy now fully inside me.
"The sexual tension in the room and Jenny's ruby red cheeks told me she was guilty about something. Your red face and slightly heavy breathing, Karen, was the next clue. There was no way you had stubbed your toe. Then you asked me to check your toe and I knew this was where I should put a stop to everything by refusing, but instead I knelt down beside you, suddenly feeling absurdly nervous. I could smell your sex instantly and as soon as I looked up I could see your shaved cunt glistening, so I concluded that my precious daughter's face had just been busy in there. I then gave you the foot massage you requested, my own cunt beginning to leak into my panties. I couldn't resist and took many quick glimpses between your legs and into your cunt, and even though I was pretty sure you both saw me doing it, I couldn't resist my fascination. Once I was done and you kissed me on both cheeks again, I panicked and needed to leave the room. Then just as I was leaving, I glanced over at my daughter who was staring at me, still with guilt all over her face, and her face shiny with what could only have been your juice. Completely out of my element, I quickly fled the room... I couldn't get out of there fast enough! I was rattled the rest of the evening, long after you left. Supper with my daughter that evening was awkward as I knew what she'd done and I felt she knew exactly what I was feeling, that I was so horny for you I couldn't stand it! But of course I couldn't admit that to her. That evening, alone in my bed again, I masturbated myself to not one or two, but three orgasms, imagining it had been me between Karen's legs, not my daughter. I couldn't believe I had become such a poor mother that instead of protecting my daughter from Karen's insinuous sexuality, I was envious of your lesbian opportunity."
"Do you want to cum, slut?" Karen asked.
"Yes please, Mistress," I replied honestly.
"Even in front of your daughter?" Karen continued to humiliate me.
"Yes, Mistress," I replied, ashamed but defeated.
Pulling the toy out of me, causing a loud swishing sound as it emerged, she promised, "Well, once you finish telling her your story I'll fuck you to an orgasm."
"Yes, Mistress, thank you," I responded, unable to hide my excitement at the opportunity of being fucked by this eighteen-year-old Domme cheerleader.
I continued my tawdry tale, still avoiding eye contact with my daughter, "So then on the weekend while you girls were at your cheerleading retreat, I searched through Jenny's computer."
"Mom!" Jenny gasped, "how could you?"
I looked at my daughter for the first time in a while and answered apologetically, "I'm so sorry, honey. You know I've always respected your privacy, but with the recent changes in you and the changes in me, I just had to know! For one thing I needed to know that things weren't even worse for you than they appeared: that you weren't in danger."
I could see the devastation of my betrayal in her eyes, oddly more than I'd even seen when she'd first found me in this sexual predicament. She muttered, "I still can't believe you'd do that."
Karen ended the drama. "Enough with the pretended shock, Jenny. You knew I was going to seduce and fuck your Mom, and you didn't do anything to stop me."
It was my turn to be shocked. "You knew?"
Jenny now on the defensive, at first she barked, "That's not true!" but then relented, "Well I suppose it is true, but Mom, I never in a million years thought you'd actually succumb to her charms. It was just way too preposterous a notion." She paused, looked at me with a resigned expression and went on, "But apparently it wasn't so preposterous after all."
My head was reeling with all this new information, yet it didn't change anything. Whatever Jenny had or hadn't known, it was still undeniable that I was the adult and that it was I who had submitted to Karen.
Getting back to the story at hand, the tale of my utter submission to my daughter's friend, I continued, "Anyway Jenny, as I searched your computer I kept finding surprise after surprise. First, I found you frequently visited a website called Literotica where you read almost exclusively lesbian fiction. I read some of the stories you'd saved on your hard drive and many had similar themes: submissive lesbian stories. It didn't take long for it to sink in that my daughter was clearly a lesbian, clearly submissive and just beginning to learn about her sexuality. I have to admit when I read the story Training Teacher, I actually came hard, imagining myself as the teacher during that seductive parent-teacher interview. I copied the links to some other stories to read later on my own private laptop before continuing to search your computer. Not as research on how I could help my daughter this time, just because they were hot and struck a chord in me.
Then I found some saved chats. The more I read, the more stunned and shocked I became at what my baby, my sweet innocent Jenny, had been up to right under my nose! I read through some chats with a Dr. Meg, who was clearly seducing my daughter, and later found some chats of my Jenny attempting rather bluntly to submit to some stranger online."
Karen, always one to troll for the shock value, teased, "Do you know who Dr. Meg is?"
"No, idea," I replied, although I was very curious.
"Your next-door neighbour Megan," Karen revealed.
"No!" I responded, totally shocked. Karen had babysat for Megan for over a year. Megan had an adorable young child. It didn't seem possible.
"Yes," Karen rebutted, "isn't that so, Jenny?"
Jenny whispered, almost inaudibly, "Yes."
"And what's more, she is Jenny's and my Mistress," Karen revealed.
I couldn't imagine someone more powerful than Karen so I responded, slightly dazed by yet another bombshell, "I can't believe that."
"Believe it, slut, but believe it or not for now, soon you'll receive your proof when you're on your knees with both of us beside you on ours, submitting to her too," Karen proclaimed. "I feel just like John the Baptist, saying that!" she chuckled irreverently.
Megan was a beautiful woman and until this very moment I'd considered her as just a friendly, sweet neighbour. But now with my own naughty side unleashed, I could imagine her exactly as Karen described, as a powerful Mistress whom I too longed to please.
"Do you want to submit to Mistress Megan?" Karen asked me.
"Do I have a choice?" I responded.
"We always have a choice," Karen pointed out.
I realized she was right. I could have prevented this submission to her from occurring...maybe. But a dark side of me, a side I'd held in check for a long time, too long, had finally come out of hiding, and once out, there was no going back. "Yes, I suppose so," I responded, trying to avoid sounding as eager as I really was and looking like the fool who rushed in. Yeah, right! It's a bit late for that, isn't it?
Karen waved her hand dismissively, "We can talk about your submission to the neighbourhood's Head Mistress later. Please continue your story."
I had to think briefly to remember where I'd left off before I continued, "Well, I decided I'd have to confront Jenny when she returned from her cheerleading retreat, although I really had no idea how even to begin. I didn't want her to know I'd been on her computer and reading her private stuff! Conflicted and confused, I shut down her computer and contemplated how I might deal with this. I didn't get anywhere, so I just went to bed and jilled off endlessly before falling asleep.
"The next day, yesterday, I must confess I spent hours online, reading story after story on the Literotica website in the lesbian section. Occasionally I would click on another story listed as having a similar theme to a story I was just finishing . This led me to the occasional group sex story and, I hate to admit it, even a few incest stories. It wasn't the incest that turned me on, but the utter submission of the mother to the daughter that did. For example, I...no, never mind."
"You can't just start something delicious like that, then leave us hanging," Karen objected.
"No, it's not important," I responded, trying desperately to make it seem like it was really nothing.
"Would you like be punished in front of your daughter?" Karen threatened.
"No!" I responded, quick as a knee-jerk, terrified at what the sexy but powerful teen might do to me and how that would make me look to my daughter, as if it could get any worse than it already was! My face flushed with embarrassment I admitted, "There was a story called 'Mommies Make Good Puppies' about a daughter who dominated her Mom and made her into her pet, like a puppy. I can't explain it, but such utter submission had me so wet, I ended up fucking myself with a hairbrush."
"You don't have any toys?" Karen asked, flabbergasted.
"No," I admitted.
"Well, that's just stupid. We'll change that very soon," Karen promised.
"Ok," I agreed, although the smirk on her face had me slightly worried.

"So you fucked yourself with a brush fantasizing about being your daughter's pet?"
"No, no, no," I adamantly denied, "I got off on the utter submission, not the incest part."
"Sure you did," Karen responded, dismissing my distinction between one and the other.
"No, really!" I countered, desperate to end this talk of incest, especially with my daughter right here in the room watching Karen dominate me and imagining who knows what.
"Jenny, would you like to have a pet?" Karen asked.
My mouth dropped open, mortified at the question. Jenny luckily had the same mindset as mine and blurted, "No!"
"You sure? Mommy seems like she would be a very good little pet for you. A very obedient little pet. She comes highly recommended...by me," Karen teased, clearly trying to humiliate me even further.
Jenny shook her head, clearly as uncomfortable as I was with this topic.
Karen shrugged, looking directly at me, "Whatever. Maybe later. So then what happened, slut?"
Thankful that the awkward incest conversation was over, hopefully forever, I continued, "Yesterday I did my best to avoid the temptation of my newfound libido, but I ended up spending a few more hours on Literotica. I learned I could search by tags and searched under the lesbian category using tags like submissive, blackmailed, domination, teenager. I don't know how many times I got off yesterday, but it was more than a dozen."
"Wow!" Karen responded, impressed, "When the dam breaks, it really breaks."
I blushed again, although my face was probably stuck on ruby red forever. "I also tried endlessly to think of a way of talking to my daughter. Jenny, I still hadn't come up with a plan that looked at all feasible by the time you were due to return home last night, so I just chickened out, fled to a donut shop and sat there stuffing my face with pastries while I avoided the inevitable confrontation with you, knowing I couldn't hide forever. By the time I came home and snuck in the front door you were asleep in bed. I thought maybe I could deal with it today somehow, maybe just blurt out something unbearably awkward and wing it from there, but you'd gone somewhere by the time I woke up, and I guess that's rather irrelevant now."
"I would say so," Karen chuckled.
Ignoring her comment, I continued, "Which I guess leads us to today."
"Oh yes, it certainly does," Karen responded, her sexual innuendo impossible to miss. "And your final submission as my slut," she added narcissistically.
I paused, pondering how to even start the bizarre events that led to me in this submissive predicament, this humiliating, yet utterly enthralling submission.
"Yes," I agreed, my shame burning so hot I thought I looked like I was on fire.
"Anyway, there was a knock on the door just before twelve. I was still in my robe, having a very lazy Sunday while I just sat around fretting nonstop about you, quite frankly. I opened the door and there was Karen in her usual cheerleading outfit. I told her you were out at the mall or something, but she said she was here to see me. I invited her in, unsure why she would come here just to see me."
"But your cunt knew, didn't it?" Karen vulgarly proclaimed.
"I don't know. I don't think so, honestly. It hadn't hit me yet what your intentions were, although I guess it should have," I admitted.
"So Karen came into my house and I offered her some iced tea. She accepted and I went into the kitchen to get some. Karen followed me in and sat down at the table. Once I'd poured the iced tea, I returned to the table with our two glasses and sat down."
Karen pushed the toy fully into my cunt and demanded, "Close your legs, slut." I obeyed. The buzzing toy immediately became a major distraction.
I continued telling the humiliating story to my daughter, although now I changed my narration style to tell the story with the dialogue as I remembered it.
I asked, "What can I do for you, Karen?"
Karen smiled, "I need some advice."
"OK," I replied, "What's about?"
"Well, you may have guessed this already, but I'm a lesbian," she revealed rather frankly.
I was slightly surprised by her secret, although in retrospect it made perfect sense and my first thought was to ask if she'd made my daughter one too, although I already knew the answer. "That's ok my dear, this is 2010," I comforted, knowing this was often a delicate situation.
"Oh, I know," she responded, not looking all that worried, "It's just that... how do I tell my Mother? She'll freak!"
"Hmmm," I pondered, "I don't know, but I've found that honesty is always the best approach, even if at first there may be a rough patch."
"How would you respond if Jenny told you she was a lesbian?" Karen asked.
A week ago it would have shocked me to the core, but by this point I just assumed that she was one. The evidence was all there. "Well, I'd support her of course. I mean, being a woman in the world today is tough enough. Being a lesbian in a man's world is even tougher. I would hate for her to be an outcast or ridiculed because of her sexual orientation. Her happiness is far more important to me than some label."



"So you would be ok with it?" Karen questioned.
"Yes, although I'd rather she be straight and eventually get married and have kids and all the other typical American family dream stuff," I answered honestly, hoping my daughter was just curious and not actually gay.
"It's 2010, Mrs. Wyatt, she can still get married and have kids even if she marries a wife instead of a husband," Karen pointed out, using my own words against me.
"Oh, I know," I agreed, but rationalized, "but it's still particularly tough to live in today's world as a gay couple unless you move to San Francisco."
She shrugged before asking me a question I wasn't remotely expecting, "Have you ever had a lesbian experience, Mrs. Wyatt?"
"My goodness, no," I responded.
"Does the idea disgust you then?" Karen asked, sounding like I'd offended her.
"Oh, no, no, no, it's not that," I tried to recover, "It's just that I grew up in a much more black-and-white time. You met a boy, got married, had kids and so forth. Being a lesbian back then almost made you a pariah, like being from the wrong side of the tracks."
"So you've never thought another woman was attractive?"
"Oh sure, I mean of course I know when a woman is good-looking. I've often compared myself to other women, especially when I was married and I saw my hubby checking out the younger ones."
"But you never were tempted to do anything with them?"
"No," I answered honestly, wondering how this conversation had shifted from Karen's coming out to my own non-lesbian lifestyle.
"Never?" she asked, her tone shifting in a way I can't explain, but which implied she thought I was lying.
I too quickly responded, "No, never."
At that moment, Karen spilt her half-full glass of iced tea onto her cheerleader's top. "Oh shit," she cursed, "I'm so clumsy. If this stains, coach will kill me. I've already wrecked one this year."
At that moment, Karen spilt her half-full glass of iced tea onto her cheerleader's top. "Oh shit," she cursed, "I'm so clumsy. If this stains, coach will kill me. I've already wrecked one this year."
Instantly leaping into Mother-crisis mode I ordered, "Here, hand it to me. I'll throw it in the wash right away."
She quickly obeyed and stunned me when I saw she wasn't wearing a bra and her young, firm breasts were suddenly uncovered directly in front of me. I froze in a slight daze, staring at them. Karen asked, her tone innocent and sweet, "Is anything wrong, Mrs. Wyatt?"
Her words brought me back to reality and I stammered, pretending her firm naked breasts hadn't had any effect on me, "N-n-n-n-no, nothing. I'll just go and throw this in the wash."
I began to leave, but Karen ordered me, "Stop! I got some on my skirt, too." She slipped out of her skirt and was now wearing nothing but beige thigh high stockings and what appeared from the tiny pink triangle in front to be a thong. Not able to speak, I took the skirt and top and quickly rushed downstairs, my head a mess. While I tossed the clothes in my washing machine I tried to straighten out my head, not able to erase Karen's almost naked body from my mind. I took a deep breath and chanted to myself over and over, 'I am not a lesbian, I am not a lesbian, I am not...' Finally reasonably confident in my self-control, I went back upstairs. Karen was still sitting at the kitchen table, still half-naked, still captivating.
"I'd better go get you a robe," I managed, and fled upstairs to Jenny's bedroom. I returned breathlessly and handed her the robe.
She stood up, "Can you please put it on for me, Amy?"
A strange request, but wanting her covered up as quickly as possible to derail the impact her nudity was having on me, I obliged. My hands shook slightly as I stood in such close proximity to this gorgeous and manipulative girl who was causing me to question my sexuality. She backed up to me as she reached her arms through the sleeves and once it was on, she turned around so we were eye to eye. She leaned in, I thought to kiss my lips, but instead she kissed my cheek. A tingle spread to my vag... sorry, 'cunt', and I desperately tried to ignore it.
She excused herself to go to the washroom and I waited, the whole time running through... I don't know, song titles beginning with the letter 'J', anything to try and extinguish a fire that was getting hard to ignore. She came back a couple minutes later and placidly... totally unlike me... sat across from me, returning to our conversation as if it had never been interrupted. "So you have never...ever...thought about another girl sexually?"
"I didn't say that," I replied, attempting to make a joke about it.
"So, you have thought of a girl sexually?" she asked, her tone giving just a hint of flirtation.
"I imagine every woman has at some point," I responded, attempting desperately to make it seem generic and not personal...certainly not about her and me.
"Ya think?" she grinned, which confirmed to me that she was indeed flirting with me. While my head tried to resist the temptation, the fire in my belly was getting harder to ignore.
I shrugged, still desperately attempting to keep things casual, "Of course."
I heard a thump under the table and Karen cursed, "Ouch, shit, I stubbed my toe again."
"Are you OK?" I asked, motherly instinct again luring me into dangerous waters.
"I think so, but can you come around and take a look?" she asked, turning her chair away from the table.
Without thinking, I went around, dropped to the floor and took her stockinged foot into my hand. "I don't see anything hurt, Karen. I think you..." I began and, as I looked up, I saw her completely uncovered pussy, her robe 'casually' draped to the sides of her legs.
"Do you like what you see, Mrs. Wyatt? Amy? You did say I could call you that," Karen asked, her wicked smile giving the lie to any last illusion of innocence that may have existed.
"P-p-pardon?" I stammered, thrown by a sudden air of inevitability in the room.
"You heard me Amy, do you like looking at my cunt?" she asked, before adding, "You sure seemed to be enjoying it the other day."
I began to stand up but felt her hand on my shoulder. "Don't get up yet, Amy. Take a good look at the cunt your daughter loves to lick."
Hearing her confirm my suspicions about my daughter's recent explorations sent a chill up my back, but I obeyed and remained on my hands and knees, staring at the teen's shaved cunt. It looked so inviting. I couldn't explain it, but suddenly I wanted nothing more than to taste my daughter's friend's cunt. I knew I should stand up and end this silliness right now, but instead I just stared like a teenage boy at his first strip show.
"You want to lick it just like Jenny does, don't you, Amy?" she teased, opening her legs wider.
I didn't say anything, although the fact that I was on my knees in my kitchen and staring at her cunt was probably answering the question already. I tried to resist, to escape, but I couldn't. I was helpless and completely at the whim of this beautiful eighteen-year-old.
"Answer me, slut!" she roared, startling me completely.
Being called a slut should have startled me back to reality. I was definitely not a slut. But instead the harsh derogatory slur had my pussy getting damper. I stammered like a shy fool, "I-I-I-I don't know."
"You don't know? Are you sure?" she teased, sliding a finger inside her cunt. I watched in voyeuristic awe as she pumped that hypnotic finger in and out. After a few seconds she pulled it out and brought it towards my lips.
Without even thinking I leaned forward and opened my mouth. She pulled her finger back a bit, although her scent still lingered just above my nose. "Beg to suck my finger," she ordered.
Again I should have prevented this; should have halted my humiliating fall, but all I wanted was to suck her finger, to taste her juice. "Karen, may I please lick your finger?"
"Are you sure you want to?" she questioned, the sticky, fragrant finger just poised there in front of me.
Each question weakened my resolve a bit further, "Yes."
"Yes what?" she asked.
"Yes, I don't know...Karen?" I replied, unsure what she wanted me to say.
She explained, "As soon as your mouth touches my finger, you are mine. I will become your Mistress and you will become my slut...my cunt...my lez. Is that understood?"
The harsh reality she was presenting to me had me reconsidering my desire to submit to her. I was not a lesbian! And certainly not a cunt! While I pondered this, she dipped her finger back in her cunt, recoating her fingers with her juice. She brought it to my lips and explained, raising the temptation tenfold, "Just to give you another hint of what you'll be missing if you decline."
As soon as her finger touched my lips, I extended my tongue and tasted the forbidden nectar. I didn't know what I thought it would taste like, but one taste and I craved more. I leaned forward to satisfy my craving, but she moved it just out of my reach.
"So you're ready to submit to me completely?" she asked.
"Yes," I whimpered without hesitation, my panties now sticky with my own fluid.
"Yes what?"
"Yes, Mistress," I announced, officially committing myself to a commitment I didn't yet completely comprehend.
She rewarded me by placing her finger to my lips. "Good slut, now clean my finger."
I obeyed, eagerly, like a puppy being rewarded for doing a trick. I savoured her juice, using my lips and tongue to get every drop of it from her finger.
Once I was done, she asked, "Do you want some directly from the source, Jenny's Mommy?"
Tossing in my daughter's name was obviously being used to shame me even more, but I was in way too deep to back out now. My eyes stared at the wet, shining pussy directly in front of me. "Yes, Mistress," I submitted.
Karen repositioned herself so her pussy was perched at the lip of the chair and only inches away from my face. "Do you like what you see?" she teased.
"Yes, Mistress," I responded, a slight moan escaping me.
"Are you wet, slut?" she questioned.
Humiliated, I nodded my head in the affirmative.
"Give me your panties," she demanded, before adding, "actually, get naked, slut."
Mortified, I stood up, pulled open my robe and allowed it to drop to the floor. Wearing only my nightie and panties, I felt so vulnerable! No one had seen me naked since my husband passed. I trembled like a drug addict going too long without a fix as I struggled to get my nightie over my head. Once I was wearing only my panties, I hesitated, a bundle of nerves.
"The panties too, slave," turning her chair to face my new location.
This newest word, 'slave', provoked extra leakage to dampen my panties for some unfathomable reason. I was willing to be her slave? I knew that I already was, so I obeyed and handed her my panties. "Holy shit, slut, you're soaking wet! Why?"
"I don't know," I answered honestly, standing naked and horny in my own kitchen.
"Don't you?" she teased, tugging down on my hand, indicating I should fall back onto my knees. Once I was there again in this submissive position, my eyes on the same level as her cunt, she added, "I think you know exactly why you're wet. You want to be my slut, a lesbian sub just like your daughter. You're in exactly the same position your precious little dyke daughter was just a few days ago...on her knees between my legs in this very house just before you rushed upstairs to 'rescue' her. Are you ready to submit completely?"
"Yes, Mistress, I'll do anything," I admitted, trying to ignore the humiliation I felt from the reality she kept reminding me I was in.
"I like that. I like that answer very much," she purred. "Go ahead slut, taste your prize."
I leaned forward, full of trepidation, very slowly. The closer I got to her wet cunt, the more intoxicated I got from the scent alone. Finally, after almost forty years of life I was tasting my first pussy, and as soon as I did I knew there was no turning back. I licked slowly at first, but once her pussy got wetter from my tongue and the juices began to leak, I became determined to coax out more and more of her juice. I licked and I sucked. I probed her pussy lips with my tongue, penetrating her moist depths with my tongue, wanting nothing more than to bury myself inside this fragrant and tasty cunt. Her whimpers became moans, and after a few minutes of random licking and sucking, I felt her hand pressing on the back of my head, pulling me in deeper. I was soon rewarded for my eagerness with an explosion of her cum coating my mouth, lips and nose. She held my face tight against her pussy till long after her orgasm had subsided. Once done, she praised me, "Well, you are an eager little beaver, aren't you?"
"Yes, Mistress," I replied, oddly thrilled by her approval, my face now sticky with her cum.
"Crawl up to your bedroom, slut, we're just getting started," she ordered me.
My pussy tingled in anticipation of the further pleasure I desperately craved. I dropped onto all fours like a dog and began crawling upstairs to my room like a puppy, humiliation and desire tearing me apart while she followed me.
Once we arrived in my room she demanded, "Get up on your bed, slut, and stay on all fours."
I obeyed and turned my head to watch behind me, both disappointed and nervous as she left the room. My nerves came flooding back as I wondered where she was going. She was gone a couple of minutes before returning, now wearing a strap-on cock. I briefly wondered where she could have gotten such a toy, but decided it no longer mattered.
She got on the bed, "Does my slut want to be fucked?"
"Yes, Mistress," I replied, wanting nothing more, partly because it had been so long since I'd been fucked and partly because of this utter submission at the hands of this powerful cheerleader.
Her plastic cock touched my pussy lips and I quivered just a bit, hornier than I'd ever been in my life. "My, my, you really are one horny bitch! Hard to believe you're a dyke virgin. Well, your daughter was too, until just over a week ago."
Every time she mentioned you Jenny, my shame doubled, yet no matter how much I knew I should stop this before it went any further, my desire to come and even to be humiliated overwhelmed me.
Without warning she thrust the plastic cock deep inside my wet pussy and I screamed, "Aaaaaaaaaah, yes!"
Holding the cock deep and motionless in my cunt she asked, "Who owns you?"
My only desire was to come, and the only way to come was complete submission to this radiant, beautiful, powerful teenager, so I answered, "You are, Mistress."
Her single quick withdrawal and thrust back in only increased the hunger in my cunt. "And you will do anything I ask, my dyke?"
"Yes, Mistress, anything," I whimpered, just wanting her to fuck me, ignoring the potentially unlimited consequences of such a commitment.
Three more quick thrusts assaulted my pussy, bringing more urgency.
"Beg to come, slut," my new Mistress ordered.
Propriety long gone, I pleaded like a nasty whore, "Oh Mistress, fuck your slut, she needs to come so baaaaaaad!"
Satisfied with my pleas, at last she began to fuck me hard and fast, each purposeful thrust filling my pussy. Each hard plunge had me wetter and closer to my much-needed orgasm. As my moans got louder, she suddenly pulled out and ordered, "Flip over on your back, slave!"
I quickly did, assuming she planned to continue fucking me. Instead, I watched in dismay as she removed her stockings and used them to secure my wrists to the bedposts. I stared at her in utter horror as my helplessness soared, as did my desperate need to come. Once she had me tied securely, she removed the strap-on and again left the room without a word. Frustration filled me, both from my helplessness and my need to come. This time I must have waited over forty-five minutes before she sauntered back in, drinking a glass of water and texting on her cell phone. Before I could react, she took a picture of me in the most exposed, vulnerable and humiliating position I'd ever been in.
She shrugged, "Just in case my slut ever decides to deny her proper place on her knees as my slave."
She set the water glass down and left again. I wondered if my humiliation would ever end and realized that Jenny could be coming home soon. I called out, "Mistress, please untie me: Jenny could be home any minute."
Karen came back in, helpfully I thought, but in her hand was now a vibrator. She walked over and not at all gently shoved it into my cunt. I whimpered, again my desire to come overriding any other concerns. She straddled my face and lowered her cunt onto my lips. I began licking, as I assumed she expected me to, when I heard the front door slam shut downstairs and suddenly I was frantic. My bedroom door wasn't even closed! All Jenny would have to do was walk down the hallway and she'd see me like this!
Calmly Karen explained, "Be a good little slut you whore, and I will allow you to come. But there's no reason to hide your new status from your daughter, it's the same as her own. Like daughter, like Mother, I suppose."
Defeated and restrained, I accepted my role because I couldn't do anything else, the toy buzzing shamefully inside me as Karen called out, "Get your ass upstairs, Jenny!" She rubbed her pussy on me, using my face and lips to get herself off. I licked as best I could in my almost suffocated state position for another couple of minutes until I heard Karen scream at the top of her lungs, way over the top, "That's it Mommy, I'm coming, lick your Mistress's cunt, yesssss!" She collapsed forward, her cum dripping onto my face.
I lay still, dead certain that by now my daughter must be in my room watching, yet with most of my attention distracted by the toy inside me. My hopelessness was confirmed when Karen purred brightly, "I bet you're dying to know how this happened?"
My Mistress moved aside and I was looking straight into your eyes Jenny, as you looked back and saw me in my totally humiliated state. You were obviously stunned, your eyes were wide and I didn't hear a single word escape your lips. I begged for a forgiveness I knew I could never deserve: "I am so sorry, Jenny, so sorry. I just couldn't resist."



There was another long, painful silence that was broken by my new Mistress, now Mistress to us both, "Enough, Mommy slut. Just tell your daughter how you ended up submitting to me."
*****
"Which leads us to right now. I am so, so, so sorry, Jenny," I apologized again with both my words and my eyes.
Jenny stared back at me silently, stunned by all she'd heard and witnessed.
Karen pushed me back onto my back and began pumping the toy in my pussy. My long pent-up stress and much-needed orgasm took control and I again became not Jenny's Mom, but only Karen's slave. "Oh yes, Mistress, please keep fucking me!"
"Are you ready to come, slut?" Karen questioned, testing me in front of my daughter, showing me off.
Nonetheless I pleaded unashamedly, "Yes, Mistress, I need to come so bad," I begged. She left the vibrating toy lodged in me while she tied my wrists to my bedposts again.
"In front of your daughter?" she pressed.
The answer should have been an instant no, yet my need to come superseded duty and my dependent daughter heard nothing coming from her mother's lips but moans of, "Yes, Mistress, right in front of my daughter. Make me completely yours in front of my daughter." My only ray of hope was a look in her eyes hinting that she'd already been where I was right now and that perhaps she understood. God, did I cling to that hope!
Karen returned her hand between my legs and resumed pumping the toy into me, and the moment she leaned down and took my clit into her mouth, I shuddered and screamed as my long-awaited orgasm followed, "Oh yes, Mistress, I am comiiiiiiiiing!"
Karen kept my clit in her mouth through my entire orgasm, easily the most intense and fulfilling orgasm I had ever felt. Yet as soon as the orgasm was done, shame overwhelmed me. I had just submitted to my daughter's friend in front of my daughter! I was mortified! I tried to move, but realized I was still tied up. I asked, "Can you untie me, please?"
Karen asked Jenny, ignoring me completely, "How was your day, Jenny?"
Finally hearing Jenny speak again, I heard her say, not with disgust, not with compassion, only with mundane obedience, "I accomplished my task, but it was quite a challenge."
"But you did fuck Miss Morgan?" Karen quietly dropped a new bombshell onto my psyche.
"Yes, Mistress," my daughter replied, identical to the way I said it. I was doubly shocked. First, at hearing my daughter call Karen 'Mistress' like I'd been doing all afternoon and second, learning my daughter had seduced her teacher, assumedly the one I'd read about her chatting with online.
"I want to hear all the juicy details," Karen said.
"Of course Mistress, but can we go to my room? I also have to get ready for a date," my daughter announced. I was now also curious about my daughter's date. So much overwhelming new information! A couple of weeks ago I'd thought I knew everything about my daughter, but now I felt like I didn't know her at all.
"A date? With whom?" Karen asked, her curiosity also piqued.
"Ashley," Jenny revealed, her voice betraying her insecurity, which I could still recognize. I sensed she was deliberately ignoring me as if she were afraid to do otherwise. Why? But I didn't have to ask why. How could my teenage daughter possibly hope to process or forgive what she had just witnessed?
Karen got off the bed, leaving the toy still inside me, grabbed my daughter's hand and began to leave my room. When she reached the door, she turned around, looked at me and ordered, "Stay," and left, laughing out loud. Bound to the bed as I was, how could I possibly do anything but?
I lay there stunned, humiliated and exhausted. How would I ever again be able to show my face to my daughter? How could I possibly regain her respect? My mind replayed the past couple of hours in my mind, and I was mortified by what I had done. What had I agreed to? What had I become? Each simple downward step of my submission flashed through my head. My shame slowly simmered as the buzzing in my cunt began to take control. I sighed, knowing I was no longer in control of anything. I closed my eyes, awaiting the unknown....
The end of Chapter 5... Jenny's adventures continue in Chapter 6....
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1. PROLOGUE: HOME FOR CHRISTMAS
My sister was a pain in the ass. She always had been and probably always would have been if she hadn't become my personal slut. For my whole life, I have had to deal with the fact that my sister was incredibly hot. Now it wasn't that I didn't know she was pretty, but I didn't see her that way for two reasons:
1. She was my sister and incest was morally wrong.
2. She was easily one of the most shallow and bitchiest girls I had ever known.
While she got the looks, I got the brains. I graduated high school at sixteen and at twenty was in my last year of my college degree. Unfortunately, being smart doesn't get you the chicks and I was a twenty-year-old virgin. I wasn't hideous looking; I was just the epitome of average. Yet, even though I could debate eloquently and with a vengeance, when I was face to face with a girl in a non-academic setting, my brain became mush and I became verbally impotent.
That brings me to Christmas 2011. I came home from Harvard as I usually did during my Christmas break. Also, as usual, my younger sister, who just turned eighteen a couple weeks ago, razzed me, the moment she saw me, "So has my big brother finally got his cane polished?"
My sister had been obsessed with my non-existent sex life for the past couple of years. She kept taunting me with uncomfortable questions like:
"Do college girls spit or swallow, Matthew?"
"Have you fucked some nerdy virgin yet, Matthew?"
"Hey stud. Any luck munching cunt, Matthew?"
Each question was dripping with sarcasm, as she already knew the answer.
Like every other time, I ignored her blunt question, my face red with embarrassment, and walked away.
I heard her call out, "Does big brother need some lessons?"
I kept walking, frustrated that I let my slutty bitch of a sister get to me. In my room, on my laptop, watching porn (a daily or twice daily routine), I closed my eyes and my mind wandered to teaching my sister a lesson; turning off her aggressive bitchiness and making her my little fuck slut. I came all over myself fantasizing about my sister sucking my cock. Once spent, I pondered, was there some way to make this kinky fantasy a reality.
2. BREASTFED BY SISTER
Next day, I had already been up for a few hours when Sandra finally staggered into the kitchen in a thin robe that barely contained her big breasts. She saw me staring at her and asked, shocking me, "Is big brother getting hard checking out his little sister?"
Rattled by the seductive tone and the undeniable evidence growing in my pants, I stammered, "S-S-Sandra, stop it."
Her smile dripped with a perversion I often saw in porn, "Stop what, big brother?"
She walked towards me and I held my breath, nervous, like I get when any girl talks to me. My palms get sweaty and my mind muddled. I attempted to pretend I was not distracted by her body and the white flesh I saw peaking out of her thin robe. "Stop talking drivel."
She laughed, her voice syrupy sweet, "I'll take that as a yes, big brother."
Her hands now on my legs, I stammered, "S-S-Sandra, don't p-p-put words in my m-m-mouth."
She leaned forward, her hot breath on my ear, her hand cupping her breast, "Oh, I have a good idea what you would like in your mouth, big brother."
I let out an involuntary moan, brought on by her hot breath and naughty innuendo, and was paralyzed.
She stunned me again when she squeezed my fully erect cock and with her tongue now in my ear whispered, "Oh my, your cock is rock hard. Are you hard for your sister, big brother?"
My brain no longer functioning at its usual capacity, I responded incoherently with a bunch of grunts and half words.
She bit my ear, her hand rubbing my cock through my jeans, "Has your little sister made you so fucking horny that my Harvard brother can't even articulate a complete sentence?"
Still paralyzed with pleasure and stunned by her inappropriateness, I was unable to answer.
Her breast hit my face and she asked, "Have you ever touched a breast, big brother?"
I shook my head yes, having once touched my chemistry partner's breast by accident.
As if reading my mind, she added, "On purpose and with consent?"
I shook my head no, my humiliation burning.
"Do you want to touch your little sister's big breasts?" she purred.
My conscience attempted to scream no, but was silenced by the little devil in my head.
She gave my cock a solid squeeze and whispered in my ear, "All you have to do big brother is ask and you can see and touch your baby sister's tits."
All the years of loneliness and fantasy had built up inside and instead of doing the right thing, I did the thing that felt right down below the belt and let out in a whisper of a plea, "Please."
"Please what?" she asked, opening her robe a bit to allow me to see more of her white flesh.
I stammered, desperate to see and touch her big breasts that had been untouchable for so long, "M-m-may I touch your breasts, Sandra?"
"You want to touch your baby sister's titties?" she questioned, pushing me even further to the brink of no return.
"Yes," I replied, wanting nothing more.
She let the strap holding her robe together fall to her side, and her big right breast popped out in full view for me. Her nipple was erect, which meant she was getting turned on too from this little charade, and I instinctively leaned forward and took it into my mouth. I knew it was wrong, but it felt so right.
Her moan in my ear was all the approval I needed. I sucked it into my mouth and used my tongue to swirl around it, like I had read about on the internet. She whispered into my ear, "That feels so good big brother. Use your teeth a bit."
Obeying her instructions, I bit her nipple gently and she moaned again in my ear, "That's it big brother, you are such a bad, bad boy."
Being called bad boy turned me on, as I had always been perceived as "Mr. Perfect" or "Mr. Good-Boy". I bit her nipple a little harder and she let out a little yelp and gave a slight chuckle, "You really want to be a bad boy, don't you big brother?"
I bobbed my head in the affirmative, refusing to let her luscious breast out of my mouth. She gave my cock another squeeze and said, "This is going to be your best Christmas ever, big brother."
Suddenly, she pulled her breast away and kissed me on the lips shoving her tongue in my mouth. The sloppy but passionate kiss lasted only a second or two, but it was so intense I could feel my juices flowing like never before. Unfortunately, she broke it too soon and whispered, "All good things come to those who wait, big brother." She pulled her robe back around her body and went back to her room. Just before she was about to disappear from view she turned and added, "And no jerking off big brother. I want you on the brink of pleasure at all times, understood?"
I nodded my head in reluctant agreement, my cock already near the point of no return.
She smiled, "Good boy," and walked away.
I sat in my chair for minutes, waiting for my reaction to her sexual onslaught to calm down, as I reflected on what had just happened. I had just voluntarily attempted incest and wanted to finish the job. I tried to figure out what Sandra had in mind. She was a crazy girl and, I assumed, a pretty big slut, but seducing her own brother seemed unlikely. Yet, how else could you explain the past fifteen minutes? Unless she was setting me up to humiliate me completely. That scenario seemed just as likely, if not even more so than the scenario that ended with me fucking her. What was I thinking? Fucking my own sister was morally wrong on so many levels...yet, the only thing on my mind was making that absurdity a reality. I was even more determined to make my fantasy a reality, I was going to lose my virginity to my sister...one way or another.
3. MY FIRST BLOW JOB...A PLAN EMERGES
That evening, around 11:30, I was in my room doing research for my one of my papers when my phone vibrated.
I reached for it, wondering who would text me at this time of night. It was from Sandra.
Sister: Big brother, get your ass to Beth's house now.
I stared at the phone for another minute when another text came.
Sister: NOW!
I texted back: Fine, I'll be there in fifteen or twenty.
I sighed as common sense had come to me after I had time to think about what had transpired between Sandra and me. Yes, my sister was incredibly hot and I desperately wanted to lose my virginity, but not to my sister. Still, I had decided she could be very helpful in teaching me how to talk to girls, and a party seemed like the perfect place to experiment with talking to girls. They would be younger, dumber, and I would not have to see them at school on Monday if I was rejected. I had also met a lot of her friends and they were all pretty hot and I assumed as slutty as she was. Maybe, she would set me up with one of her friends. Plus, the party was at Beth's house and she was an incredibly hot British redhead friend of Sandra's. On many occasions she had been the main attraction of my stroke fantasies. So I quickly got dressed and drove to Beth's house. Quite a few cars were parked at the house and I quickly realized I was heading into a high school party as a college student. I had never been to a high school party, even when I was in high school, so trepidation quickly filled me. After reconsidering just turning around and going home, I figured fuck it, I am a twenty-year-old man, it was time to stop being a pussy. Suddenly feeling confident, I got out of my car and made my way to the party.
Once inside, there were wall-to-wall teenagers drinking, dancing and making out. I squeezed by the plethora of teenagers, looking for my sister. I was there for fifteen minutes, ignored completely by the masses, before Della, a chubby friend of my sister's, saw me and grabbed my hand and said, while dragging me, "Come with me."
She pulled me, through more throngs of people, downstairs into the basement and to a relatively secluded room in the back. She knocked twice and a few seconds later Beth opened it and walked away. I entered the room and Della closed it and locked it. Once in the room I glanced around and realized I was there with Della, Beth and Sandra. Beth and Sandra were playing some dancing game on the wii. Sandra was dressed in a short tight black skirt, a blue skimpy t-shirt and black pantyhose. She was shoeless; I could see her stocking-clad feet, a fetish of mine I could never truly explain. The sight of a girl's feet in pantyhose was the ultimate turn-on, even though feet without stockings did nothing for me, just another bizarre quirk in my celibate life. Beside her was Beth, also in a black skirt, although not as short, and wearing beige pantyhose, with her stocking-clad feet also in full view. I watched, like a teenage boy, my cock erect, at the two girls moving their bodies to the beat of some song I didn't recognize.
Della sat down on the floor beside the couch, which perplexed me, as the couch was completely empty. Although quite chubby, she was very pretty and had massive breasts that complimented her chubbiness. She was quite shy and seldom said much the few times she had been at our house. I didn't move, but returned my gaze to Beth and her amazing legs. Every once and a while, my gaze would shift to my sister. As soon as my cock was erect, I began thinking with the wrong head and all logic faded away. My mind began to replay this morning's events and I began to think dirty thoughts of my sister and me.
The song ended,Sandra turned, looked at me and smiled, "Hi, big brother." She walked over and gave me a big hug, her large breasts squishing against my chest. The hug was definitely longer than any hug she had ever given me in the past, but not overtly sexual. However, after having her breast in my mouth a dozen hours earlier, the hug enhanced the sexual tension inside of me. When she let go, she kissed me on the cheek and walked to the couch, joining Beth who was already sitting down. Sitting down beside Della, her eyes never leaving mine, she surprised the shit out of me when she ordered, "Della, my feet are sore, please rub them like a good girl."
I let out an audible gasp as Della, without a word, proceeded to take my sister's stocking-clad left foot into her hands and began massaging it.
I continued to stare at the bizarre scene. I looked back to my sister. Her smile broad, confident and seductive, she asked Beth, "Are your feet sore too, Beth?"
Beth responded in a far too scripted way, "Actually, yes Sandra they are killing me."
Sandra asked Beth, "Would you like my big brother to massage your feet for you?"
"That would be lovely," she said, her British accent making my cock twitch.
Sandra looked back to me and said, ever-so-sweetly, "Would you be a dear, big brother, and massage Beth's aching feet?"
I prayed this was all part of my sister's plan to get me laid as foreshadowed this morning. If Beth was my first fuck that would be a legendary story. My cock leading the way, I walked over to the couch and knelt beside Beth. I eagerly took her sweaty left stocking-clad foot into my hands and began to massage her it. Her purple painted nails looked so sexy and enticing, covered by the beige coloured pantyhose.
My sister explained Della's position to me as both beauty queens received foot massages. "So big brother, since you so obediently obeyed my request, I think I can explain what is expected of you. You are going to be my personal servant whenever you are home. This includes massages, getting me things, doing my homework and other, undisclosed, things." Beth chuckled at the implication, as I assumed, of some things sexual.
"You see, at school, parties and cheerleading practices I have my own personal full service servant, Della here, isn't that right Della?"
"Yes, Mistress," she replied, never looking up from her current task.
My head spun with the power my sister had over this sweet chubby girl, and the power she assumed she had over me. It was the final straw. All the past two years of her condescending attitude over me had come to a breaking point and I decided it was time to turn the tides on my sister. My mind began racing at the opportunity of not just fucking my sister, but turning her into my personal full-service servant. She was like so many characters in the stories I read, dominant in theory, but really that was just a facade to her real sexual needs...to be controlled. I was suddenly determined and convinced I could make this happen, but I needed to set it up. So for the time being I would have to play along. Sandra continued, patting the chubby girl on the head, "Good girl. Now big brother, are you willing to be my unconditional full-service home-servant?"
Faking an eagerness to build her confidence and imply my weakness, "Yes, Sandra."
"You will obey my every command?" she questioned.
"Yes," I agreed, way too quickly to be considered anything more than eager to comply.
"Good boy," she purred. "Do you want to fuck Beth?"
"Yes," I replied, this time with no attempt at manipulation.
"If you earn your keep, you will get to do exactly that, fuck the tight cunt of my best friend," Sandra bluntly announced, clearly showcasing her dominant power among her group.
I looked at Beth whose face was red, seemingly embarrassed by the offer my sister had presented to me, but she said nothing, showing the hierarchy of the group. Clearly Sandra was at the top of the cheerleader power play, with Beth beneath her and Della at the very bottom.
I briefly pondered if Beth too was a submissive to my sister. I switched feet and Beth let out a slight moan. Sandra asked Beth, "Does my brother give good foot massages?"
"Fucking amazing," Beth moaned, her British accent making it sound even naughtier.
"Well, I better check it out for myself. Della go massage Beth's feet while my big brother does mine," she commanded.
Della and I switched places, making eye contact briefly. In her eyes I saw her embarrassment at how she was being treated, but also an excited eagerness to please, like so many subs I had read about. I took my sister's stocking-clad foot into my hand and began massaging. I should note that I completely understood the science of a massage, and was pretty confident that I could get any women rather horny just by using the right amount of pressure and hitting the right spots...like I had been doing to Beth.
The room was silent as I attempted to trigger my sister's erogenous zones in her foot that would bring spasms of pleasure throughout her whole body. A slight moan escaped her lips a couple of minutes into the foot massage and she eventually spoke, "Oh my, big brother, you are very good at this."
I responded, pretending I had no clue what I was doing, "Oh really, I have never done this before."
"Hmmmm," she moaned, as I put pressure on a spot I was pretty sure would bring her tingles of teasing pleasure.
A couple of minutes later, Sandra talked to Beth as if I wasn't there. "So, Beth, as I began to tell you earlier, my brother has a pretty big cock."
Beth asked, "Have you seen it?"
"Not yet, but I got a solid feel while he was nursing on my breasts," Sandra announced.
"What?" Beth gasped, clearly surprised by her best friend's revelation.
My cock had been in an awkward erect position in my pants for a while now and I could no longer resist shifting its position. I tried to do it slyly, but my sister noticed. "Is giving your baby sister a foot massage getting you hard, big brother?"
Faking embarrassment, I stammered, putting my head down, "Y-y-y-yes."
"Stand up, big brother," she ordered.
I reluctantly let go off her stockinged foot, a touch I could hold onto forever.
"Show us your cock, big brother," she demanded, her voice dripping with sexy sweetness.
Playing the game, pretending to be insecure, I responded with nervousness, "No, don't be silly." In reality, even though I was a virgin, and very nervous around women, I knew I had a pretty big cock. I had done a lot of research on normal size and so forth. I was a little over 8 inches long. And for some reason, maybe because I had turned this whole silliness into a challenge to defeat her and make her my sex slave, I was no longer nervous. I was determined.
"Now!" she demanded, her sexy sweetness gone. It was clear she was not used to having people say 'no' to her.
I shifted to fake pleading. "Please, Sandra, not here, not in front of other people."
Her smile returned, "You have already agreed to be my personal servant."
Again feigning innocence, I argued, "But that didn't include showing my penis."
"Your penis," she cackled, "now that is funny. Don't you mean your cock?"
I lowered my head again and pretended to be a prude. "I can't say that word."
"Say it!" she ordered, her smile gone, her tone demanding.
I whispered, so quiet no one could hear it, "Cock."
"Louder!"
I repeated the word loud enough to be heard, "Cock."
"Show us your cock," my sister demanded.
"Please don't," I pleaded one more time.
"Now, slave!" she ordered, pushing the envelope.
Deciding to look completely whipped, defeated and weak, I responded, making a very conscious word choice, "Yes, Mistress."
As I began to unbuckle my pants, her smile returned and her tone implied complete triumph, "Mistress, I like that big brother. For now on when we are in private, you are to refer to me as Mistress Baby Sister, is that clear?"



"Yes, Mistress Baby Sister," I replied, like a brainwashed sub, as I allowed my pants to drop to the floor.
She pulled up her skirt a bit, opened her legs and tore her pantyhose at the crotch. I got a quick glimpse of her pink pussy as she was apparently commando. She demanded, "Slut, get to work."
I watched as Della quickly crawled between my sister's legs and dove into my sister's pussy.
Sandra continued talking to me as if it was normal to have someone between her legs while talking to her brother, "Now your underwear, big brother."
I discarded my underwear and released my fully erect cock to my sister and her beautiful redheaded friend. "Oh my," Beth said, the impressed look on her face sending a chill up my back, and building me with much needed confidence.
"Oh my, indeed," my sister concurred, staring at my stiff cock.
"Do you want to fuck it, Beth?" my sister asked, thoroughly matter-of-fact.
"Five minutes ago I would have politely declined, but now I may have to reconsider," she said, standing up and walking over to me.
My sister offered, "Well, you better go and inspect the merchandise."
Beth laughed, but surprised me by dropping to her knees. Her British accent was so sexy as she complimented me again, "I shouldn't, but fuck, it looks so damn tasty."
She took my cock in her hand and slightly stroked it. A spasm quaked my body and I was worried I might come.
Sandra, leading her on, teased, "Go ahead Beth, suck it. You know you want to."
Beth looked back at Sandra and challenged back, "You want me to suck his cock, don't you?"
Sandra shrugged, acting all innocent, "Maaaaaaybe."
Beth turned back to me, looked up from her subservient position, "So Matthew, do you want me to suck your big cock?"
"Desperately," I responded, no longer playing a game with my sister.
Beth looked back at Sandra and said, "Last chance to stop me. I know you want to suck it too, Sandra."
Sandra shrugged, "Maybe, maybe not. But for now I will be content watching my big brother get his first blow job."
Beth smiled up at me, "Matthew, you would get a lot more pussy if girls knew what you had hidden behind your geeky exterior."
Before I could respond, Beth opened her pretty little mouth and leaned forward. Her warm mouth felt more amazing then anything I had ever felt before. My body melted and my mind went to mush. She began slowly moving up and down on my cock, taking about half of it in her mouth. In less than a minute, I could feel the undeniable boiling in my balls and knew I was going to come soon. Deciding to throw a slight amount of doubt into Sandra's master plan of sibling dominance, I grabbed Beth's head and held it in place as I quickly face-fucked the gorgeous red-headed cocksucker. She let out a surprised sound, but after only a couple of pumps between her sweet lips I was shooting my cum down her throat. When I was done coming, I let go of her head and quickly apologized, stammering for full-effect, "I-I-I am so sorry B-B-Beth, I don't know what came over me."
I looked up at Sandra who seemed surprised by my aggressive action, but seemed just as quickly to fall for my blithering idiot apology. Beth looked up at me surprised as well, but instead of being angry, responded, yanking on my cock one last time, "No problem, Tiger. I like a man who knows what he wants." Standing up, she turned to my sister and added, "Your brother's cum is yummy."
Sandra moaned, as Della between her legs was clearly getting her horny as well, I assume, she was also getting horny from my little show with Beth. Sandra trying to re-establish her power in the room over the rest of us, demanded, "Get me off, my sub, now."
Della's head began to move back and forth a bit and I saw her right hand disappear between my sister's wide spread legs. I watched intently while pulling my underwear and pants back up.
I announced, "Well I should get going."
"Don't you want to watch your little sister come?" she pouted dramatically.
"If you wish, Mistress Baby Sister," I responded, attempting to manipulate her by giving her a deceiving amount of confidence.
"I wish, big brother," she moaned, grabbing Della's head and pushing it deeper into her pussy. "I'm so close, big brother. Watching Beth suck your big cock was so fucking hot. Be a good sub for me and you can fuck Beth. You can also fuck Della, she loves it up her plump fat ass. Ummmm, yes, I'm coming big brother, yes, yes, yeeeeeees!"
The thought of fucking Beth was enticing, as was the thought of getting in Della's back door, but I was now more determined than ever to lose my virginity to the hottest girl I knew...my sister. I watched my sister collapse back on the coach as an orgasm exploded through her. Deciding now was the perfect time to leave, I looked at Beth and said, with sincerity and befuddled innocence, "T-t-thanks Beth, that w-w-was awesome."
Beth chuckled, "No problem, Matthew, the pleasure was all mine."
I had a witty comment back, but decided not to make it and said, "I hope to s-s-see you again, Beth."
Beth responded, "You never know."
"Oh, I know," Sandra said, adding her two cents' worth.
I gave a half wave and left the room and the party and drove home, my mind spinning deviously. Tomorrow I would start my plan to make my sister, my slut.
4. A PLAN IN ACTION
Sandra didn't come home that night doing who knows what with who knows who, and didn't arrive back home till the evening of the 23rd . I had a variety of ideas to turn my sister, but they all required being alone. Now that was no longer an option. Mom and dad were home and we were watching the news when my little sister dropped on the couch beside me.
Mom asked, her tone implying the answer better be no, "You are not going out again, are you?"
"No, Mom," she replied, "the 23rd is tradition."
"Good," Mom responded, clearly relieved.
The 23rd was always Christmas movie night, a tradition since as long as I can remember. Sandra picks the first movie and I get second choice.
Sandra squeezed my leg subtly as she used it to push herself up. She stretched, her tight jeans leaving nothing to the imagination, and said, "I am going to get in my jammies, then it is time to watch Home Alone."
Mom stood up also. "Well, I will go make popcorn and hot chocolate while everyone else gets comfortable."
I too got up and went and changed into my evening wear. My parents' house is quite chilly in the evenings, so it usually includes flannel pyjamas. In my room, I took off my jeans and, on the spur of the moment, with a potential plan popping into my head, I also discarded my underwear. I threw on my flannel pyjamas and returned to the couch. I grabbed a blanket, one big enough for Sandra and me, and waited. The genius of the plan spinning in my head was that the way the living room was set up, both Mom and Dad sat on their favourite chairs, and neither could see us without turning back, which they seldom did. My plan relied on oblivious parents and my blanket. Sis returned in what could in no one's definition be called pyjamas. She wore a halter top that barely held in her big tits and Lulu Lemon short shorts. It was the exact outfit I imagined when I fantasized about an all-girls' slumber party. She smiled at me and joined me on the couch, slithering under the warm blanket before either parent saw her whore-wear. I wondered if she was thinking of toying with me in the same manner I was planning on toying with her. It was a game of sexual chess, and I was a whiz at chess.
Mom returned with popcorn and hot chocolate and like the 1950s June Cleaver Mother she was, she made sure we were both comfortable before the movie started. As the movie began, my head spun with how and when I should initiate the plan. Knowing we were watching two movies, I played it cool throughout the first movie. Sandra attempted to distract me by putting her hand on my leg a few minutes into the movie, but she was clearly not as confident and brazen, with our parents in the same room, as she had been in the kitchen just yesterday. I decided to make my move when the bad guys in movie were finally inside Kevin's house. It was now my turn to be brazen. I grabbed her hand, and in one quick lightning strike, led it inside my pyjama bottoms to my semi-erect cock.
She let out a surprised yelp and both my parents turned around. My Mom asked, "Anything wrong, Sandra?"
Her face flushed, her hand wrapped around my cock, my parents completely oblivious to the incestuous act currently happening right behind them, and she covered well. "Oh nothing Mom. I just always jump when Kevin almost gets caught."
My dad chuckled, "Oh Sandra, you never change."
I thought to myself, 'If you only knew the half of it, dad.' The movie continued and I looked at my sister, my timidity now gone, my confidence now growing along with my hard-on. I reached under the blanket and, using my hand, made it clear what was expected...a hand job.
She smiled, seemingly impressed by my aggressive out-of-character action, and began slowly stroking my no- erect cock.
The rest of the movie flew by as my hot sister slowly stroked my cock. The movie ended, and when dad stood up, Sandra went to pull her hand out of my pyjamas. I grabbed her hand, startling her, and held it in place. My dad turned to me and asked, still oblivious to the power struggle happening right in front of him, "So what movie next, Matthew? Let me guess, Jingle All the Way."
Every year since I was eight, I had picked Jingle All the Way, an Arnold Schwarzengger Christmas movie that was just so bad, yet I loved it. I wanted to be the Turbo Man when I was a kid. I let go of my sister's hand and, as I expected, she didn't move it off my cock, and said, "Of course, Dad."
He shook his head, "Well you two are nothing if not predictable." I barely was able to let out a laugh at that comment.
My Mom asked, "Any more popcorn for you two?"
"Sure Mom," I replied, "and some egg-nog too, please."
"Sure thing honey," Mom replied, before asking my sister, "And how about you, Sandra?"
Clearly flustered by the fact that my cock was in her hand with our Mother inches away, she was barely able to answer, "S-s-sure Mom, egg-nog would be fine."
"Are you ok?" Mom asked, leaning in and putting her hand on Sandra's forehead, "You are not getting sick are you? You are really flushed."
Sandra stammered, going even redder, "I-I-I'm fine, Mom. It's just a bit hot in here."
Mom stood back up, "Well, you have no fever. That is good. Hate for you to get sick before Christmas. Make sure you get lots of liquids in you."
"OK, Mom," she finished, as Mom left the room. Dad stretched, "I'll be back in five, I need to check my e-mail."
Once alone, Sandra hit me with her free hand and said, "Oh my fucking God, Matthew, that was so close."
Knowing this was a key moment in the power shift I was implementing, I said, my tone implying who was in charge, "Sandra, are you wearing panties?"
"Yes," she replied, slightly confused by the frank question.
"Get rid of them," I ordered, before taking her hand out of my pyjamas and standing up.
Her facial expression was exactly what I expected, bewildered, yet impressed.
"What is big brother planning to do?" she asked, in a whisper.
"Just do as you're told," I replied in a dominant tone and walked away, leaving her hopefully stunned and more importantly, obedient.
I went to the bathroom, praying my plan was working, that my assessment of my sister's sexual needs was right.
Just as the movie was about to start, I sat back down beside my sister, and asked, "Mom, do we have any baby carrots?"
"I think so," she responded, "let me go check."
She left and returned a couple minutes later with a bowl of baby carrots. I thanked her for being the best Mom in the world and the movie began.
Knowing that anticipation is half the battle in any situation of control, I watched the first half hour of the movie without touching or even looking at my sister, but I could tell she kept glancing at me, wondering what I had in mind, or if I was just bluffing. Finally, I made my move. I put my hand under the blanket, moved between her legs and as expected learned she had obeyed my request. I patted her pussy through her short shorts and reached for the carrot bowl with my free hand. I could tell she was watching me closely and curiously. Yet, her face also showed, for the first time in memory, nervousness. I put the bowl on my lap and took one carrot. I looked directly into my sister's eyes with a confident smug smile, the same one she had used on me so many times, as I put my hand back under the blanket. I grabbed her hand and with some awkwardness got her to hold her shorts open so I could have easy access to her cunt. Her eyes went big when she realized what I was about to do. I slid the carrot into her cunt, fucked her with it for three quick strokes, and pulled it out. My eyes never leaving hers, and my smile never changing, I tossed the carrot into my mouth.
Sandra's mouth was wide open in stunned shock. I reached for another carrot and surprised her again when I slid it into her cunt and left it there. Her eyes remained wide, like a girl in a horror film, as she realized what I had just done. I inserted a second carrot and she just looked at me stunned, paralyzed by the turn of events, the shifting of power. A third followed, as did a fourth, fifth and sixth, each time she bit her lip to not let out a moan. As I reached for a seventh, she shook her head no. I shook my head yes and inserted a seventh carrot inside her gaping, but now quite full, cunt. I reached for an eighth carrot and she again shook her head no, this time quite adamant. I smiled and moved my hand underneath the blanket one last time. She pushed my hand away and I gave her a glare that seemed to startle her. I inserted an eighth carrot, barely, inside her and slowly pushed her legs together. The look on her face as she attempted to not let out a moan, grunt, etc, was priceless, better than any MasterCard commercial.
I had her return her hand to my cock. She took it in her hand and began stroking it again. My confidence rising, I allowed her to just sit there, carrots filling her cunt as I returned to watching the movie. About fifteen minutes later, knowing I was close, I decided to take a big risk. I touched her mouth with my finger and pointed to my cock. She shook her head no, clearly mortified by my suggestion. I pointed to my parents who were, as often happened, both asleep in their chairs.
I repeated the suggestion, this time reaching for her head. She again shook her head no, but as expected didn't resist as I slowly pushed her head down onto her brother's cock. She took it in her mouth and I held her head there as I slowly pumped my cock in and out of her mouth, my parents just a few feet away. If they were awake, there was no way they couldn't hear the slight slurp sounds she made as she tried to not gag on my cock as I face-fucked her. In less than a minute, I shot a load of cum into my sister's mouth. I kept pumping my cock between her lips until I was spent. I let go of her head and she moved back up and gave me a glare that should have scared me, yet only made me more confident that I would have her as my complete fuck-toy soon. I used my hand to open her legs again and pulled out a carrot. I popped it in my mouth and winked at her as I pulled up my pyjamas just as the movie ended.
Without warning, seven carrots still deep inside my slut sister, I said, "Mom, dad, wake up, the movie is over."
Sandra sat up startled, closing her legs and letting out a whimper as the carrots still inside her teased her.
Mom rubbed her eyes and stretched before getting up. She looked at Sandra and said, "Honey, you are still flushed. You should probably go to bed and get some rest."
Sandra gave me a look that could kill and agreed, "I suppose, I am pretty tired." She wrapped the blanket around her and slowly stood up. It was all I could do to not burst out laughing.
Mom grabbed some dishes and Dad remained snoozing in his chair. Sandra glared at me one more time before heading to her room, walking so cautiously I couldn't help but chuckle. I smiled, knowing she was going to be completely mine...soon.
5. TURNING HER COMPLETELY
I woke early the next morning in anticipation and preparation for the finishing move of my game. I had breakfast with Mom and Dad and they went off for their half-day workdays, promising to be home by lunch or shortly after.
Once they were gone, I stretched and went to put my final plan in action. One thing I knew was that my sister was a sound sleeper, which was perfect. I went to my parents' room, grabbed some of my Mom's pantyhose, and sneaked into my sister's room. My sister was still in the same attire as last night and was sound asleep. I reached her bed and slowly pulled her arm up until it reached her metal headboard. I tied her right wrist snugly to the headboard and, as expected, Sandra didn't even stir. I then gently rolled her onto her back and quickly tied her left wrist to the headboard as well. Content that she was restrained, I got naked and crawled between her legs. I pulled her legs apart and slowly pulled down her shorts. I was pleased to see she hadn't bothered to put any panties back on. She was still dead to the world, but I hoped not for long. I moved back to my sister's pretty mouth and started tapping her lips with my cock. I said, "Wake up, sleepy head."
She let out a groggy moan, but didn't move.
I continued tapping my cock on her lips and said, as I reached with my right hand to tap gently on her clit, "Baby sister, time for you to learn your place as my submissive."
She let out an uncontrollable moan at my touch and her eyes attempted to open. She went to swat away my cock, but realized she couldn't. She was awake in a heartbeat and staring at me and my cock.
"What the..." she began, but I shoved my cock in her mouth.
As my cock filled her mouth, I explained, slowly fucking my sister's mouth, "I figured something out at the party the other day, baby sister. Although you play at being domineering with me and your friends, deep down you need discipline. My conclusions were confirmed last night when you obeyed my panties order, allowed me to shove carrots up your cunt and, of course, when you swallowed my load with Mom and Dad just a few feet away. All this time, as I thought you were teasing me out of spite, you were actually a very typical case of bully syndrome, hiding your true needs behind a false front. But I saw through it, you are a slut. A dirty little slut who has craved having her big brother fuck her forever, haven't you?"
I pulled out my cock gag so she could respond. As expected, she played shocked, desperately attempting to hide her true needs and desires. "You sick fuck. Untie me right fucking now."
"Oh yes," I said, "your words say one thing, but your slut cunt says another. I bet if I touch your cunt right now it will be wet, probably drenched thoroughly, maybe even leaking a bit. So baby sis, what will I find?"
"Matthew," she pleaded, knowing her pussy would betray her, "please don't."
"Really, baby sis? I think you want me to touch your cunt, don't you?" I asked, my hand sliding down her belly and stopping just above her pelvis.
"No, I-I," she stammered, clearly stunned by the turn of events.
"Beg your brother to check your pussy, little sister," I demanded. I gave one soft slap on her clit with two fingers.
She let out a loud involuntary moan and begged, "Please, Matthew."
I wasn't sure if she was pleading for me to stop or continue, but decided to go with the latter and slid two fingers deep inside her very damp pussy, she let out a scream. "You are pretty wet, baby sister. Did the thought of becoming your big brother's fuck-toy get you all wet?"



She looked at me with a mixture of frustration, desperation and horniness as my fingers pumped her pussy. "Fuck Matthew, what's gotten into you?"
I shrugged, and played on her words, "I don't know, but I do know what is soon going into you."
I pulled my fingers out and she surprised me by pleading, "Matthew, don't stop, I was sooo close."
I moved towards her face and placed my cock at her lips. "Don't worry sister slave, if you are a good slut, I will make sure you come like you have never come before. Now get your big brother nice and hard so he can fuck your hot cunt," I ordered.
She sighed, but moved her head, as best she could, being bound and all, and took my mushroom top between her lips. I said, "I want you to worship my cock. It is your Master now too and you should treat it like the sacred cock it is."
She didn't respond to my declaration, but used her tongue with amazing precision as she teased just my cock head. It felt fucking amazing and way better than the quick blow-job under the blankets last night. I watched my beautiful sister, my cocky stuck-up bitch of a sister, suck my cock and I smiled. I moved closer so she could suck my cock better and demanded, "Deep throat me, baby sister."
As if she was programmed for complete obedience, she began to gobble my cock, bobbing back and forth like the Energizer Bunny. Making the blow-job even more amazing was she never seemed to slow down. It was obvious she had sucked a lot of cock and I was going to take advantage of her skill. Getting close, I waited till the last possible second, and gave my sister a full facial. My cum sprayed out in three thick streams and hit her hair, forehead, nose, cheeks and lips. It was the hottest thing I had ever seen in person.
"You fucker!" my sister blasted, "you could have at least warned me."
"I am sure I am not the first to cover your pretty face with cum, am I?" I asked, reaching down and rolling her left nipple in my hand.
She let out a soft moan at my touch, "No, but that's not the point."
Pinching her nipple, I asked, "So I have to ask. Did you plan to let me fuck you or were you just teasing me?"
She let out a yelp. "Honestly, it started as a game. But when I felt how big your cock was I began to consider it."
"And now?" I asked, twisting her nipple just a tad.
"Do I have a choice?" she whimpered.
"Touché," I smiled, letting go of her nipple. I stood up and began to leave.
"You are not leaving me here," she asked, surprised by my sudden departure.
I turned around, "All good things come to those who wait."
"Get back here, you bastard!" she called out, as I walked out smugly. I went to my room, grabbed my Iphone and returned to my sister's room.
"Say cheese," I said, and took a picture.
"You bastard! Don't you dare take pictures of me!" she exploded.
"Ta-ta-ta, my baby sister," I teased, snapping off a few more pictures, including a couple of close-ups of her cum-coated face. "You do remember who is in charge, don't you? These are just for prosperity. Although they may also come in handy if you decide to not be the obedient little slut I expect you to be."
I crawled between her legs and said, "Your cunt is actually leaking a bit. Being your brother's slut is turning you on, isn't it?"
"No," she argued, "I am always horny in the morning."
"Me too," I chuckled, rubbing my hand on her clit. "Do you want me to lick your slutty cunt, sister?"
She moaned again from my touch, "Yeeeeees."
"Beg, slut!" I demanded, tapping her clit.
"Fuck, Matthew, you are one sick fuck. Please eat my cunt, big brother. Make your baby sister come," she begged, clearly getting turned on by my fingers.
I smiled, adding, as my finger slid back inside her wanton cunt, "And you agree to submit unconditionally to my every command?"
"Yes, dammit, I need to come so bad, big brother," she moaned and pleaded, succumbing to me as I knew she would.
"Good girl," I purred, and buried myself between the legs of my hot sister. Having never tasted a pussy before, I was not sure what I was expecting, but it was neither amazing nor disgusting, but rather a pleasant sweetness. Having read an abundance of porn, I had a vague idea what I should do and began to slowly lick her pussy lips. As her pussy lips glistened with her juices and her moaning began to increase, I moved up and took her clit in my mouth. I swirled my tongue around it while sucking it in my mouth.
Sandra screamed, "Oh my bloody God, Matthew, don't stop. Make your baby sister come."
Knowing she was close, I let go of her clit and sat up.
"Nooooooooooooooooo," she pleaded.
I moved between her legs and placed my still erect and ready for round two cock at the entrance of her sweet cunt. Her pleading face quickly changed to a smile as she asked, "Oh, is big brother going to fuck his new slut?"
I tapped my cock on her clit, quick hard taps.
She moaned, getting into it, "Is big brother going to lose his virginity to his baby sister?"
I moved my cock between her sopping wet pussy lips, but not in, feeling just a bit of warmth.
"Oh please, big brother, let your sister take your virginity. I want to feel that big hard cock in me," she moaned, moving her ass up trying to get my cock in her.
"How bad do you want it?" I asked, resisting the temptation to just bury my cock inside her.
"So bad," she moaned.
I reached for my iphone and turned on the camcorder and demanded, "Declare your servitude to me."
She sighed, but gave a riveting performance, "Oh big brother. I am your whore to do with as you please. I will suck your cock and swallow your cum whenever you wish. I will climb on your cock and ride you until you shoot your cum up my pussy. I will bend over and spread my ass cheeks wide as you pound my ass. I will have my sluts crawl over to you and submit to you. You own me. Now please shove that big hard cock of yours in your sister slave."
Pressing pause on my iphone, I slid my cock inside her sauna of sex. She moaned loud and continue her verbal naughtiness, "Oh yes, big brother fuck your sister! Fuck her hard!"
Obliging, I leaned down, so my face was buried between her big firm breasts and I began thrusting in and out as fast as I could. I was in pure heaven. Every fantasy I had of losing my virginity was nothing to the utter pleasure that I was experiencing with my cock buried in my sister's warmth.
"Suck my tits, big brother. Just like you did the other day," she moaned.
I did, going back and forth between her lush breasts, sucking, nibbling and biting. Every once in a while I got so intoxicated playing with my sister's big melons, I stopped fucking her. But a kick in the ass from her and I resumed pounding away.
Finally, she was close as I felt her cunt muscles tighten around my cock as she screamed, "Oh my God, big brother, I'm coming, I'm coming all over your big hard cock."
I leaned up and shoved my tongue down her throat while I fucked her through her orgasm. Our tongues swirled around each other and I began to feel my second orgasm coming. I asked, "I'm going to come soon, my slut. Are you taking birth control?"
"Yes, Master, now cum inside your sister slave," she moaned.
The word Master was like a lightning bolt straight to my cock and in seconds I was coating my sister's cunt walls with my cum.
She bucked her ass up, meeting each thrust as she screamed, "Yes Master, fill me with your seed. Yes, yes, yesssssss."
Once I was spent, I collapsed on her and rolled to her side. She looked into my eyes with complete bliss. After a few seconds she asked, "Master, can you untie me?"
I responded with a smug smile, "Master, I like that."
She replied, "I can't explain it big brother, but as soon as your cock filled me I knew then that this was more than just some perverse game."
"How so?" I asked, untying her left hand.
"I can't explain it. At first, your new attitude pissed me off, then it turned me on, but once you shoved that big snake in me, I knew I was yours."
I finished untying her other wrist and she surprised me, by pushing me onto my back and taking my cock back into her mouth. I decided to test how far she would go. "Baby sister, if you keep sucking my cock, the next place I am inserting my big cock is in your ass."
My sister kept bobbing up and down for a few more seconds before saying, "Well, let's go for the natural hat trick."
I wasn't a big sports fan, but knew that a natural hat trick was three goals in the same period.
"But first, I want you in pantyhose," I demanded.
She smiled, "Do you have a nylon fetish?"
I shrugged, "I love a woman's legs and feet in nylons and expect my sluts to always, and I mean always, be wearing them."
"Yes, Master," she responded, standing up, "Do I have a treat for you." She went to her dresser and pulled out some white pantyhose. She returned to the bed and slowly, seductively, slid them onto her legs. It was then I realized they were not pantyhose, but stockings. My cock flinched as soon as I saw her toes covered in silk. I instinctively pulled her foot to my mouth and sucked on her toes. "Oh my, you really are a fetish freak, big brother," she giggled.
I continued this for a few minutes, while Sandra stroked my cock with her hand. Finally, I said, "Do you have any lube, slut?"
"Yes, Master," she replied and disappeared into her bathroom. Returning a minute later she tossed me the lube.
I ordered, "Get on all fours like a good pet, baby sister."
She obeyed and I coated my cock and her butt crack with a generous amount of lube. Rubbing my cock between her ass cheeks I asked, "Are you ready for your big brother to fuck your ass, baby sister?"
She pushed her ass back searching for my cock, "Yes, Master. Just shove your cock up my shit-hole. Fuck your slave's ass."
Her dirty talk was amazing and I slowly pushed my cock between her ass cheeks. There was a slight resistance as I tried to break through her anal wall, but once I had penetrated through it, my cock easily slid inside her ass. She let out a whimper and moaned, "Master, go slow please, your cock is much bigger than others that have filled my ass."
I slapped her ass, "I am just going to kneel here behind you my slave and you can fuck my cock."
She moaned again and slowly began to ride my cock. At first, her movements were tentative and slow, as if priming me for the main attraction. After a couple of minutes of this slow ass-fuck, she began to get used to my big cock and began to move faster. Soon 6 inches of my cock were disappearing between her ass cheeks and I watched in complete satisfaction as my stocking-clad slave sister bounced back on my cock. I grabbed each stocking ankle for balance as she picked up the pace. A mixture of moans and whimpers escaped her mouth, although she seemed so focused on what she was doing, the dirty talk had quit. As my seventh inch disappeared I realized what she was doing. She was determined to take all eight inches of her big brother's cock up her rectum. With each little bit more that disappeared inside her, another whimper escaped her mouth. It was clear she was feeling both the thrills of such complete submission and the agony of a massive cock in her ass.
Then suddenly, without warning, she leaned forward and then in one quick push back took all eight inches of my cock inside her ass. She screamed, "Oh fucking mother of Jesus." She just sat there, seemingly allowing her ass to adjust to the cock filling her completely. Then slowly she began to move back and forth, fucking herself on my cock. Once she got used to the eight inches inside her ass, she began to accelerate her pace and after a few minutes of steady increase she finally began to actually bounce back onto my cock, her ass crashing into my thighs. They were hard, fast, deliberate, ass tearing thrusts that filled her even more than she could ever imagine. She moaned, she whimpered, she began breathing erratically and I saw her right hand go to her pussy. She began rubbing herself frantically while continuing to impale herself with my eight-inch rod. Finally, she screamed, "Oh my, oh my, oh my God, yes, I'm coming again, sweet Jesus, I have never come like this Master, fuuuuuuuck, yes."
She began shaking and was clearly orgasming from having her ass fucked. Watching her quiver on my cock got my balls boiling and I pushed her onto her chest and drove into her ass, fucking her deep and hard.
Each deep thrust had her letting out indescribable grunts from the awkward position as we both bounced off the bed like it was a trampoline. Two, maybe three, minutes later I collapsed onto her as my semen filled her ass, completing the tri-fecta of sexual satisfaction. After finishing filling her ass with my cum, I just lied there on top of her as my cock, stiff for over an hour and a half, finally began to shrivel inside her.
Now exhausted, I rolled off her and onto my back. She turned to her side, faced me and said, "That was amazing Matthew. I never knew you had that side of you, so strong and powerful."
Smiling I said, "Well, you made the temptation too impossible to resist."
Looking at the clock, Sandra said, "God, I am never up this early."
I shrugged, "It's ten."
"Exactly," she responded.
"Well the 'rents will be home by twelve-ish. So I should explain the ground rules. But first, is Della your only lesbian sub?"
She smiled, devilishly, "Why do you want to know?"
"Because I own you now," I explained, "that means there are no secrets between us."
"Oh," she said, I think finally realizing just so far I planned to take this.
"So...."
"I have a couple of others," she answered.
"Who?"
"One is Allison, she is my nerdy science lab partner, but she is sooooo obedient. The other is someone you do know," my sister teased.
"Yessss."
"It is Mrs. Raske," she revealed.
"No...way," I replied. Mrs. Raske was our next door neighbour and the poster card for MILF. She always wore two piece bikinis outside and just radiated a sexuality that was impossible to not masturbate to. Not to mention she was the Mom of my biggest nemesis and bully when I was young.
"Way," she replied, flicking me on the nose, "and she is a nymphomaniac."
"I can't believe it," I replied, stunned.
"And she has a plan that is actually quite devious," my sister informed me.
"What is it?"
"She wants to seduce Mom," my sister announced, revelling in this naughty knowledge and her ability to still shock me.
My Mom is also quite attractive still. Slightly chubby, but large breasts, sexy legs, gorgeous feet and a smile that makes one melt. I can truthfully say the thought of fucking my Mother had never even occurred to me until my sister revealed this news, even though I had on rare occasion masturbated about her...then it became all I could think about. I asked, trying to play it casual, "How is the plan coming along?"
"Ok. She has given Mom a massage and got Mom wearing a two piece bikini when she tans."
"Wow," I said to no one.
Sandra stood up and asked, "So can I go and wash your cum off my face now?"
"Sure slut," I responded, and then instructed, "but you are to wear stay up stockings or garter-belt and stockings at all times now."
"Of course, Master," she said, with a slight bow.
"And, I want to fuck Beth," I announced, attempting pushing my luck.
"I can't promise that, but she was talking about it after you left last night. As Della brought her to one last orgasm last night she even said if you had not left she would have fucked the shit out of you," my sister informed me.
"No," I said, stunned by the knowledge.
"But," my sister smiled, and said in a surprisingly sincere tone, "I am happy you left. I am happy I was your first, Matthew."
"Me, too, Sandra," I smiled back.
"One more thing," I said.
"Yes, Master," she asked.
"I want to fuck Mrs. Raske. That would be the ultimate revenge on that prick Tyson," I smiled to myself.
"Yeah, he is still a fucking loser," she confirmed, and added, "She will fuck you in a heartbeat, although a bit tougher during the holiday season."
"I leave on January 3rd, I better have fucked Beth and Mrs. Raske, by then," I teased.
"Wow, what have I unleashed?" she smiled, devilishly.
"A long dormant desire, my pet," I responded, standing up, my cock fully erect again.
She smiled, "You are insatiable. Come join me in the shower, big brother."
I did indeed come with her in the shower...and in her.
The End...
*
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My wife is amazing. I have listened to man after man complain about their wives. I have heard that once she says 'I do', she no longer does the dirty nasty shit she did when she was trying to trap you. Well, if that is the case, I guess you married the wrong woman. I, on the other hand, married the perfect woman. A woman whose beauty is second to none; a woman whose smile lights up a room; a woman whose eyes melt me on the spot; a woman whose sex drive pushes me to the point of exhaustion; a woman who is so incredible and yet so unpredictable, I never know when, where or how she will please me.
Case in point, last Christmas.
THE FIRST DAY OF SEXMAS...Wednesday December 14th, 2011
I woke up 12 days before Christmas with my wife, a third grade teacher, already in the shower. I rolled over and there was an envelope on the bed. The envelope said DAY ONE. Curious, I opened the envelope and there was a note inside.
Dear Jeremy,
If you dare, get ready for the 12 Days of Sexmas. Each day will be a whirlwind of sexual pleasure. You will never know when, you will never know how, and you will never know where you will come. But I promise you...you will come.
If you dare, check yes in the box below and leave the envelope on my dresser.
Be warned, I plan to devour you whole until you can no longer take it anymore.
____ Yes, I take the 12 Days of Sexmas challenge and commit to obeying every demand my beautiful and irresistible wife makes.
____ No, I am a complete pussy who can't handle the sex drive of my perfect wife.
Signed,
Your personal sex Goddess...
Alexis
My cock fully erect, I stared at the letter. I got up, giddy with the anticipation of 12 Days of sex and found a pen on the night table. I quickly checked 'yes' and put the envelope on Alexis' dresser as instructed.
My wife, wrapped only in a towel, emerged from the bathroom, acting oblivious to the letter she had just left me. She asked, "How was your sleep, baby?"
"Fine," I replied, knowing two could play this game. "You?"
"Heavenly," she replied, dropping her towel and revealing her glistening nakedness. Although I had seen her naked every day for the past three years, give or take the odd day, every time I saw her naked I felt like a child on Christmas morning. Her body was so tight, so perfect; I always wondered how I ever got lucky enough to marry someone so beautiful. She said it was my sense of humour and my adorable geekness (which I labelled nerd chic).
I watched like a dirty pervert as my wife got dressed. A pink thong, beige stay-up stockings, a long black skirt that hid her inner sexiness, a matching pink bra that held perfectly her 38C breasts and a purple flower print blouse that barely hid her voluptuous breasts. Once dressed, she turned to me and asked, "How do I look?"
"Good enough to fuck," I replied, attempting to see what her plans were.
She walked over to me, dripping with sultry sweetness, and reached down and to grab my fully erect seven-inch cock. "Is this because of me?"
"Always," I responded.
She dropped to her knees, opened her mouth, extended her tongue and licked my cock head. Her lips never touched my cock, as her tongue swirled around my mushroom head. I let out a soft moan and waited for her to give me one of her earth-shattering blowjobs. Instead, she stood back up, smiled and said, "You didn't think it would be that easy, did you baby?"
I stammered, realizing she was leaving me high and hard, "I-I-I, um-really."
She smiled, kissed me quickly and said, "Yes, really. All good things come to those that wait." She gave me one quick tug before adding, "And don't you dare jerk off, big boy. I have very elaborate plans for that cock."
With that she returned to her dresser and did her make-up. Finally accepting I wasn't going to get to come this morning, I wandered to the bathroom and hopped in the shower. A long cold shower calmed down Mr. Willy and I focused on the day ahead. I worked for a marketing firm and we had a few big contracts on the go. I was working on a big cola campaign and the presentation was tomorrow. And we sure as Hell were not ready. I got out of the shower and Alexis was gone. I noticed on the bed was another note.
Stud,
Fuck I wanted to suck your cock whole and feel your hot seed slide down my throat. Alas, I will have to wait.
Do not wear any underwear today. I want your sweet meat swaying freely in your pants. A constant reminder of your wife...the owner of your cock.
Love, your wife...
P.S.-If you look on my dresser you will see that I too am going commando today.
My cock was stiff again. Fuck, my wife drove me crazy. I got dressed, sans my underwear, and went downstairs for breakfast. To my surprise, Alexis was gone already and another note was waiting for me...this time on the kitchen table.
My fuck-toy
I had to leave early. If I stayed, I don't think I could have resisted bending over the kitchen table while your plowed me with your big hard cock.
Love, your fuck-toy too...
I sighed. If this was her plan for the next 12 days, to tease me, she was going to kill me. My cock was fully erect again. Relieving myself was becoming a growing temptation now, but I would keep playing my wife's sick, yet hot, game. I had a quick breakfast and headed to work, happy for the distraction from the rise and fall of my penis this morning.
The day flew by as I worked frantically to finish the visual part of the presentation for tomorrow.
I texted Alexis. Sorry honey, but I have to work late. This project is killing me.
A minute later, I received a text from Alexis.
Alexis: You have to eat...Meet me at Corinne's at 5. Don't be late.
I texted back. Ok, but I can't stay long. See you in an hour.
Corinne's was a very nice restaurant two blocks from my office, a place that usually took two weeks to book. I worked my ass off for the next hour before saving my stuff and heading to the restaurant. I arrived a couple of minutes late and a pretty young hostess led me back to a secluded table at the back.
My wife was already there with a big smile on her face. She spoke to the hostess as if they were friends, "Thanks, Bethany."
I thought it was odd, but let it go. As I sat, I realized we were completely secluded from any other patrons.
My beautiful wife asked, "Presentation not going well?"
"We have made headway, but are still missing the big WOW moment," I sighed, no closer from finishing the project than I was this morning.
Alexis' hand went on my leg and she purred, her facial expression dripping with sexual innuendo and promise, "I have a WOW moment for you." With that, she slid under the table, in this 5-star restaurant. I sat there stunned as my wife unbuckled my belt and pulled on my pants. I mindlessly lifted up my ass and felt my pants slide to my knees. A moment later I was indeed WOW'd when her lips wrapped around my cock. We had made love outside, in our car and so forth, but nothing even remotely as public or risky as this.
After a couple of minutes of slow sweet sucking, the waitress came, a pretty redhead, with bright green eyes and long, long legs and said, "Hi, I am Samantha and I will be your waitress tonight. What can I get you to drink, sir?"
Her smile told me she knew exactly where my wife currently was and I instantly wondered how my wife had set up such a moment. I stammered, trying to ignore the growing pleasure down below, "Um-um-a rum and coke, Samantha."
"Sure thing, stud," she replied with a wink. Any last wondering if she knew was now gone.
My wife took my cock out of her mouth and peeked from under the booth, "Could you make sure to order a couple of appetizers."
"S-s-sure," I responded and watched my wife disappear back under the tablecloth. She returned to my cock, continuing a slow burn. One would think she would be doing one of her famous quick blowjobs, the ones she often gave me to get my first load out of the way, before we would start a marathon session. But no, she was lavishly making love to my cock with her mouth. Usually, I come quick, but the slowness, as well as the consistent interruptions, made getting off quite difficult for me.
The waitress returned with my drink and asked, "Can we start you with some appetizers?"
"S-s-sure," I replied, and quickly perused the menu. I choose two, the waitress took the order and disappeared.
"Can you hand me my wine," my wife asked, extending her hand from under the table.
I handed her the glass of wine and her perfectly manicured hand, her bright red nails so sexy, disappeared again underneath the table.
A few seconds later, I felt her lips return to my cock and moaned involuntarily when I felt the intense contrast between her warm lips and the cold liquid still in her mouth. She swirled the wine around my cockhead, bringing a new sensation to her arsenal of cocksucking skills. The feeling was amazing, but the contrast simmered the boiling in my balls. I was transfixed in a state of temporary euphoria, a sensation so hot, yet at the same time unable to reach the level of orgasm I was now dying to unleash.
The amazing whirlwind teasing continued until the appetizers arrived. The waitress said, her smile so knowing I was uncontrollably embarrassed, "I will be back in a couple of minutes to take your and your wife's order, sir."
As soon as the waitress disappeared from view, my wife took my cock out of her mouth and crawled from underneath the table, leaving me erect as a flagpole and desperate to cum. Ignoring what she had just done, she announced, "I am famished" and dipped a tortilla chip into some nacho cheese.
I stared at her bewildered. "Are you really quitting now?"
She smiled, repeating a mantra I would learn would be an underlying theme of the 12 days, "All good things come to those who wait."
I went to pull up my pants, but she grabbed my hand. "No, no, no, I want it open and ready, baby."
I looked at her perplexed, "What has gotten into you?"
"Not you," she joked, "plus this is just the beginning, baby."
The next forty-five minutes were excruciating, as we chatted about life, Christmas plans and agreed on a formal New Year's Eve gathering with her friends, never once discussing the issue at hand...my still stiff erection. Every once and a while throughout dinner, Alexis would reach for my cock to make sure it was still stiff.
Once we were both done our main course, Alexis smiled, "I think it is time for dessert."
Oblivious to her sexual implication, I replied, "How could you eat another bite?"
"Oh, I definitely saved room for this," she flirted, and slithered back under the table. This time she devoured my cock whole, bobbing up and down like a desperate slut craving cum. It took all my will power to not moan out loud.
The waitress returned and no longer able to hide her knowledge commented, "I see your wife has already started dessert."
I let out a moan and uncontrollably, in full view of the pretty waitress, came in my wife's mouth. Alexis kept bobbing on my cock until every last drop of cum had been swallowed. The waitress watched intently and finally asked, "Would you care for any dessert, sir?"
Attempting to be suave, I answered, "I think I might, but what I want is not on the menu."
The waitress blushed, thinking I meant her, but I meant my beautiful wife. The waitress left and Alexis crawled back up from under the table. "Hmmm, was that the best dessert ever?"
I smiled back, "I think I could use some dessert too."
I pulled my pants back up as my wife responded, "You don't have to, baby. This is all about you."
I shook my head no. "Baby, it is all about us." I slid under the table, parted her legs open and dove in. The feeling of doing something so naughty and potentially getting caught was like being high, exhilarating and yet numbing. Unlike Alexis though, my goal wasn't to tease, it was to please. Licking pussy was something I was very good at, and Alexis had a major weakness when her clit was pressured. I also knew that extended clit play would have her scream so loud that the whole restaurant would know exactly what was happening to her. So I had to be careful. I alternated between sucking her clit in my mouth and long wide licks down her wet pussy lips.
I could hear her soft moans and suddenly heard her say, "Yes, just the bill, pleeeease."
The waitress chuckled and replied, "I'll give you a few minutes first, ma'am."
"Thaaank yooooou," she moaned. After only a couple of minutes, maybe three, I knew she was close and I tapped on her clit with my tongue, hard sweet tongue spanks, that had her legs tighten and her juices flow out of her and onto my waiting mouth. I savoured her juice until she let go of my head and I quickly climbed back onto my seat.
"Hmmmm, this restaurant has the best dessert. I may have to get some for take-out," I smirked, my usual wit on display.
She chuckled, "I think you should dine out more often."
"Agreed," I replied, just as the waitress returned with the cheque.
I grabbed the bill and saw that it was signed, Samantha and her phone number was on it with a heart. She smiled, "You two are incredibly hot together. If you are ever looking for a third wheel for playtime, give me a call." She winked at both of us and sauntered off, looking back once to see if we were watching her go...we both were.
Alexis grabbed the bill, "We can talk about that offer some other time, and you need to get back to work."
Looking at my watch I almost shit; two hours had passed. "Oh crap, time flies when you are having fun."
"It sure does," she smiled back, kissing me on the cheek. "I got the cheque; get your ass back to work."
I kissed her back and added, "Tip her well."
She smiled, throwing me for a loop, "Who says I haven't already tipped her well?"
"What?" I asked, confused by her implication.
"Go," she smiled, pulling me up from my chair.
"This is not done," I said, adamantly.
"I never said it was," she smiled.
My cock rising, I rushed out of work, before it was too late. At the door, I turned around and saw that Alexis was talking to Samantha. A million naughty conversations spun around my head, fantasies I had never seriously considered.
Alexis and I had done a lot of fun and kinky things, but we had never even remotely considered adding a third member to our relationship. I was not sure I wanted to, quite frankly. There was no way I could share her with another man, but the thought of watching her with another woman, especially someone as hot as Samantha, was very, very appealing.
My cock now at full mast in my pants, I slipped out the door before any other naughty ideas crossed my mind. I got to work, and slowly let go of my fantasies and focused on my current problem...this fucking presentation.
THE SECOND DAY OF SEXMAS...Thursday December 15th, 2011
The next morning I was awaken by a warmth wrapped around my cock. I opened my groggy eyes, not having got home till after midnight, to see movement under the blanket. I let out a moan as my wife woke me up the best way possible...with a blowjob. This happened once in a while, but never got old. It also helped, since I really wasn't a morning person usually...until I had my first cup of coffee. I closed my eyes and enjoyed the sweet pleasure of my wife's mouth. She used the whole arsenal in her cocksucking agenda: teasing the mushroom head, licking my entire cock with long sweet strokes, sucking my balls into her mouth, deep-throating me and using her amazing saliva trick (I can't explain it, but she somehow creates enough fluids to bathe my cock). The variety is purposely used, to make it last longer. There have been times she was pleasuring my cock with her mouth for over an hour. This time it was just over fifteen minutes when I felt the familiar feeling of an impending orgasm. My legs stiffened like they always do and a few seconds later I filled my beautiful bride's mouth with my seed. Like always, she swallowed every drop and continued her constant rhythm until I was completely drained.
She crawled up, kissing my chest until she finally reached my face and we were eye to eye. "Morning lover-boy."
"Morning beautiful," I replied, adding, "I so love your special wake-up call."
"Hmmm, and I so love my morning appetizer," she purred back, leaning in for a kiss.
Some guys would be grossed out by the possibility of tasting the odd lingering drop of their cum. And although it didn't appeal to me, it was a price I was willing to pay. Plus, I seldom noticed any lingering taste.
Breaking the kiss, she asked, "So, did you get done?"
"Yes," I replied, "Kevin came up with an idea around ten and we scripted it and just have to film it this morning."
"Cool," she said, "will you be home for supper tonight?"
"No," I replied, "the meeting is in the afternoon and then we are taking them out on the town."
"Reeeeeeally," she said, all dramatic. "Let me guess steak, beer and strippers."
I shrugged, "Yes, and probably in that order."
"Well, I am happy I made sure to get Day Two done early," she smiled.
"If you want, you can get every day done early," I joked, slapping her ass as she got off me.
"Oh, baby, this is nothing. The things I've got planned for you are...wait for it...legendary," she smiled.
"Don't you dare How I Met Your Mother on me," I joked back.
She shrugged and jumped in the shower.
I would like to say the rest of the day was as riveting as my morning wake-up call, but it wasn't. The meeting went well, although the group were really a bunch of stiffs. Supper was good and a few beers in them loosened them up a bit, but the evening ended without an official agreement, although they did promise to come back after Christmas to discuss a contract offer. So there was the potential of a big time deal, but until they signed on the dotted line it was just that...potential.
3. THE THIRD DAY OF SEXMAS...Friday December 16th, 2011
After the late night entertainment, I slept in till nine. Alexis was long gone, but there was a note on the bed.
Good morning babycakes,
I am not going to lie. I wanted to straddle you this morning and ride you like a cowgirl. Alas, I let you sleep in and am leaving to work horny as hell.
Tonight I won't be home till after supper as it is happy hour at McFarlane's. So I won't see you until late...unless you decide to meet me there. If you do...I will DEFINITELY make it worth your while.
Have a great day and again...no underwear!
Kisses
Alexis
I already knew I was going to meet her at McFarlane's. For a few reasons:
1. Her colleagues were almost all young and hot.
2. When drunk they were all very touchy-feely.
3. When my wife was drunk she became very foul-mouthed and naughty.
By the time I arrived at the pub it was 5:30 and the last half of happy hour. My wife and her colleagues were well on their way to drunk as they were already onto shooters.



As I arrived at the table, I heard a chubby brunette say, "And number one would be Matt Damon."
"Number one in what?" I asked, interrupting their girl talk.
All the girls broke out laughing. My wife stood up, walked over to me and kissed me hard. When she broke the kiss, she turned to her friends and announced, "He is my number one."
"Bull shit, that is not allowed," cried out a very tipsy Jenna, Alexis's best friend, and a raving beauty. "You have to announce yours in front of your husband for cheating, Alexis."
Alexis smiled, "Ok."
"Announce what?" I asked.
"My favourite five," she revealed.
"Favourite five what?" I asked, still not catching on.
"The five celebrities she is allowed to fuck if she ever meets them and it doesn't count as cheating," Jenna explained.
"Oh," I replied, before adding, "wait, do I get a list?"
"Of course," Alexis smiled, "although they are the five celebrities you would like to see me sleep with."
A blonde I didn't know said, "Oh, Alexis you are soooo bad."
Alexis smiled, "I am not, I am just drawn that way," quoting my favourite 80s movie, Who Framed Roger Rabbit? Alexis pointed to a spot for me to sit at the round table and then slid beside me.
Jenna, already showing impatience, demanded, "Stop stalling, Alexis, your top five."
"Fine, fine, fine," Alexis responded, "Let's see, number five would still be Brad Pitt. I know he used to be my number one, but he gets older while my list stays the same age."
The girls laughed.
"Number four would be Hugh Jackman," my wife revealed, her hand landing on my leg.
"Why?" Jenna asked.
She shrugged, her hand under the table slithering up my leg slowly, "I love his British accent."
"Fair enough," Jenna agreed.
"Number three and two both played James Bond. Although tough to choose one over the other, I guess Pierce Bronson is number three and Daniel Craig is number two, but they could be interchangeable," she winked, her hand now firmly on my cock.
As she struggled with one hand to pull down my zipper and release my cock, she revealed her number one, "And without a doubt, and if there was it ended when I saw Crazy Stupid Love, the completely edible Ryan Gosling."
"Great choices," the unknown blonde concurred.
"Of course," Alexis smiled, pulling my cock out from its restrictive prison.
I let out a quiet moan, but no one seemed to notice. My wife began slowly giving me a hand job under the table as the conversation continued.
Jenna asked, "All right Jeremy, since you crashed this girl's night, you must play the game too."
"I didn't crash the party, Alexis told me to meet her here," I said, defensively.
Jenna, giving my wife a look, said, "She did, did she?"
Alexis, suddenly defensive and almost fearful of upsetting Jenna, stammered, "I-I-I am sorry, he is just going away next week and well...I miss him."
Jenna gave one last dagger's look and returned her gaze to me, her crystal blue eyes piercing into mine. "So your fav five. Or as Alexis already pointed out, the five you would like to see her dyke out with."
I countered, "I am not sure they would be the same."
"Reeeeally?" Jenna asked, clearly the leader of this group.
"I don't know, I would have to think about it," I responded.
Jenna played with her long blonde hair, the way she twirled with it and her tone implying a flirtation if it wasn't for the fact that my wife was right beside me, my cock gripped firmly in her hand. "So, either leave, or give us a famous five."
I looked at Alexis and she gave a subtle nod.
Jenna laughed, "Oh Jeremy are you ever whipped, asking permission to answer a question. Wow, Alexis I am impressed."
I spoke confidently, "I am not whipped, I just love to look at my lovely wife."
"You two make me sick," Jenna sighed.
"All right, my favourite five," I began getting back to the conversation.
Jenna interrupted, "That you want to see your beautiful wife play with."
"Sure," I agreed, "Ok, since my wife seems to like British men, I am assuming she would like British women too. So at number five is Kate Beckinsale, based on the fact that her favourite chick flick is Serendipity and she is damn hot."
My wife shrugged, "What can I say? I am a sucker for a romantic comedy."
Her hand began moving faster as I continued, "Sticking with the British theme, number four is Keira Knightley and number three, I am pretty sure she is legal now, would be Emma Watson. She is all grown up now."
"Oh, you nasty boy," Jenna teased, using a faux British accent that had my cock twitch. My wife gave a sudden squeeze, knowing exactly why I twitched.
Trying to distract her, I continued, "At number two is the quirky, the hot, the often pantyhose wearing Zooey Deschanel."
"Oh, is that your fetish?" Jenna flirted.
I stammered, realizing I revealed too much, "Um-I-well I suppose so."
Alexis added, trying to one-up the tipsy, flirting Jenna, "Yes, he loves fucking me in stockings."
The chubby girl gasped, "Alexis!"
Alexis smiled back, "What? I do what I need to do to please my man, don't I, baby?"
I purred back, "Indeed you do, my pet."
Jenna joked, "You two really do make me sick. Let's get back to our little game. So Jeremy, who would be number one on this list of your wife dyking out with celebrities?"
"Sticking with the Crazy Stupid Love theme, I will go with the beautiful redheaded Emma Stone."
"Hmmm," Alexis faked a moaned, "good choice baby, I would devour her whole."
Her hand was now moving at a steady rate on my cock and her naughty innuendo was getting me close. Jenna asked, "Would your fav five be any different?"
"I don't think so," I reflected, "all five are very fuckable."
"Indeed they are," Jenna laughed. "Well ladies next stop is Malibu's and," she added, looking at me, "no boys allowed."
Feeling my balls bubbling, I stiffened my legs and got ready to come from my wife's hand, while four of her friends sat around the same table, oblivious. I shrugged, "No biggie, I have things I need to do."
Jenna smiled, "Good, because we are getting your wife shitfaced tonight."
"Go ahead," I said, barely holding in a moan, as I began to shoot my cum underneath the table. Alexis kept pumping my cock until my public, yet secret, orgasm subsided. Once done, she let go off my cock and subtly, put her hand to her mouth and retrieved the cum that had landed on her hand. It was so fucking hot, I wanted to fuck her right here, right then. I also knew right then, right there that no matter how great my famous five were, my real number one was right beside me.
The conversation continued for a few minutes and after awkwardly getting my cock back in my pants, I texted a buddy and made plans to meet at the pub. Making sure to make it clear I was the man in our relationship, I pulled her in for a passionate kiss in front of her friends before saying, "Have fun tonight sexy, I am going to meet Pete and have a few drinks."
She leaned in and whispered, "Sorry about tonight, I had a naughty plan for you, but it will have to wait."
I gave her a wink that implied it was fine and said my goodbyes. I headed out and ended up not getting home until 2:30 and was shocked to see she still wasn't home. I crashed on the bed, still fully dressed, and instantly hit full slumber.
4. THE FOURTH DAY OF SEXMAS...Saturday December 17th, 2011
When I finally opened my eyes, a hangover clearly at work, I rolled over and saw my lovely bride still asleep. I quietly got out of bed and made her and me my hangover cure: a fruit smoothie and oatmeal...the real kind, none of that microwavable crap. I also made some coffee just in case. Once it was made, I put it on a tray and went upstairs.
Alexis was awake, but not moving. I said, "Good afternoon, sleepyhead."
She turned to the clock, "Is it really afternoon already?"
"Yep," I replied, reaching the bed. "Sit up! I got the cure for your hangover blues."
"I can't believe how late we went," she mumbled, still not fully awake.
I put the tray on her lap and asked, "What time did you get home?"
"It was after four," she answered through a yawn.
"Wow, that is like 5 hours past your bedtime," I joked, although it was the truth. Alexis is not a night owl, but more of a get up and go type of woman...the opposite of me.
"So true," she sighed, before taking a long sip of the shake. "Thank you, I so needed this."
"No problem, I can't even count the times you have helped me recover from my own self-inflicted death sentence."
"Seventy-three," she quipped.
"Hardy-har-har," I replied. "So I was thinking we could hit a movie this evening, what do you think?"
"No decisions until I eat and make sure I am not already dead and am just in some cruel limbo place between earth and heaven," she moaned.
We ate in silence and once done, slowly re-joined civilization. Showered up, Alexis was more herself. She said, "Well, I don't feel perfect, but I am good enough to continue with my plan."
"Plan?" I asked.
"Of course, today is day four of the 12 days of Sexmas," she winked.
"How could I forget," I mocked.
"Indeed, how could you," she retorted, her wit as quick as mine.
"So what is on the agenda today? An orgy with your teacher friends?"
"Hmm, you would like that, wouldn't you," she teased, grabbing her purse.
"Well, not with all of them, but a couple I could handle," I responded, acting like the stud I wasn't.
"Let me guess, Jenna would be one?" she hypothesized correctly.
"Well, if she begged, it would be hard to turn her down," I joked.
"That I agree with," she replied, throwing me for a loop with implied lesbian innuendo before instructing, "Let's go, stud boy."
"Where?" I asked, not really in the mood to be gallivanting.
"That is for me to know and you to find out," she answered, flicking me on the nose.
I reluctantly followed her, although I have to admit I was slightly curious. We drove, chatting about trivial work stuff and making plans for getting me to the airport Tuesday morning, before arriving at the worst place on earth for a man, especially a man with a hangover, the mall! I groaned, "Really, Alexis, you can't be serious."
"Of course, I am, but don't you worry your pretty little, head my dear, I guarantee you will enjoy it," she promised.
"Unless it includes a blowjob, I doubt you will be able to keep that promise," I quipped, the glass clearly half empty at the moment.
She ignored my negativity and hopped out of the car. I quickly followed her and we made our way through the throngs of people searching for Christmas presents. Being the good husband I was, I already had her presents and they were amazing. I assumed Alexis had mine already too, as she was known for her militant "Christmas shopping must be done by the end of Thanksgiving weekend" regimen.
We walked through the entire mall before finally reaching our apparent destination, a store called Satin & Sin.
My wife smiled mischievously, "Still hate me?"
"Well, that depends on why we are going into Satin & Sin."
"Follow me, babe," she said, reaching for my hand and pulling me inside.
I was like a fat kid in a candy store. This was wall to wall thin lingerie, naughty costumes and silk stockings. I couldn't even begin to know which way to turn. Alexis smiling said, "So tonight is role play fun."
"Excuse me?" I asked, unsure what she meant.
"You can choose any costume you want me to try on here and I will. Then you can pick three to buy, one that I will wear tonight when we role play."
"Role play? Anything?" I questioned.
"Anything your little heart and cock desires," she teased. She sauntered, wiggling her ass perfectly, and reaching for a nurse's outfit. "Want me to take your temperature?"
I countered, "I know my blood is a boiling."
She laughed and disappeared behind a curtain. As she changed, I perused the costumes, choosing a few for my beautiful wife to try on. She peeked from behind the curtain, "I need some white thigh highs, baby."
I went over to the stockings area and grabbed a pair of white thigh highs with seams down the back. I gave them to her, excited to see her in the whole nurse's ensemble. A minute later, she called, "You ready?"
"More than ready," I flirted.
She revealed herself and I gasped. She looked radiant, naughty and absolutely fuckable. "Cat got your tongue?"
"No, but you do," I replied. "You look so hot I want to do you here."
"So I will take that as I should get this one?" She smirked.
"1 million percent yes," I declared.
"I see you have a collection for me to try on," she noticed.
I shrugged, "Well, we are here already."
She reached for the cop's outfit. "Hmmm, we may need to get some handcuffs too." She winked and disappeared again.
I am sure it was less than three minutes for her to change outfits, but it was enough time for me to start creating nasty fantasies in my head of me being a patient and she a nurse helping me recover.
She popped out again and who knew a cop could be so hot. That said, if all cop outfits were this tight and short, I am sure the police would get a lot more positive attention. "Soooooooo," she asked.
"I would love to use my baton stick on you," I said, going for witty.
"Well, I have a couple dangerous weapons here myself," she replied, squeezing her breasts together.
I put my hands out and joked, "I surrender, although feel free to use force."
She chuckled and reached for the remaining outfits, "I may be here all day."
Next she came out in a school-girl's outfit, except instead of knee high socks, she still had on the white thigh highs. She sauntered over to me, "Teacher, is there any way I can improve my mark?"
Her finger slid slowly down my chest, as I responded, "I don't think you fully comprehended the rise and fall of the Roman Empire, but I think you may excel in a different type of rise and fall."
She smiled, "If we were at home right now, I would fall to my knees and wait for you to rise to attention."
"Too late," I replied, honestly.
As she walked back to change again, she added, "Of course, I would need beige thigh highs for this outfit to really work."
"Of course," I agreed, not caring what color the stockings were.
Next she came out in what was, I think, a fire fighter's outfit, although it was too skimpy for me to be sure. I only concluded this from what she said, although all dressed in red and contrasting white stockings she was ridiculously hot, "I hear there is a fire that needs to be put out."
Quick witted as usual, I replied with similar sexual innuendo, "Actually, I think you may need my hose. It is already fully loaded."
She laughed, "This one is maybe too hot?"
"Nice pun," I pointed out as she disappeared again.
She took longer this time and called out, "I need beige pantyhose, baby."
"Ok," I replied, just as a saleswoman, in her early twenties, finally came over.
She offered, "I will get some for you, sir."
"Thanks," I replied and she quickly left and just as quickly returned. She went to the change room area and handed them to my wife. They both were in there a couple of minutes, just enough time for my mind to play nasty tricks on me, before they both came out. If the other uniforms had me panting, this one had me literally drooling. She was Supergirl. She had the cape and everything. Her firm breasts were barely being held in by the super-tight t-shirt, just the same as my cock was barely held in check in my pants.
The cute saleswoman suggested, "I think this outfit would work even better with darker pantyhose, say maybe mocha?"
"I concur," my superhero wife agreed.
The saleswoman left and my wife said, "Does something here need saving?"
"Oh very much so," I replied, as my wife's hand reached my stiff cock.
"Hmmm," she purred, "this would need a lot of tender loving care. Maybe I need to be in the nurse outfit."
The saleswoman unfortunately returned with darker pantyhose and suggested, "You should try these on, and they come in the crotch-less variety."
The what?" I asked.
"Crotch-less, for easy access," the cute brunette suggested rather matter-of-factly.
"Oh, of course," I replied, attempting to make this odd conversation casual.
The brunette, thinking I hadn't caught on, explained, "That way, she can keep the uniform on while role playing as you penetrate her."
I gasped and my wife replied, "Well that is very convenient, thank you Mabel."
How did my wife know her name? My wife disappeared again as Mabel said, "I will pack up the other things we talked about."
From back, Alexis called back, "Sounds good."
"What other things?" I asked, curious.
"It is a surprise," she smiled, her smile so knowing that I could only conclude it was something sexual and awesome.
Mabel disappeared and my wife reappeared in the same outfit but with darker pantyhose. And I had to agree, the darker color made the amazing outfit out of this world. I desperately wanted to fuck her right then and there. She smiled, "Know all I have to do is unbutton this button that keeps my shirt tight against me," which she did and the shirt popped up a bit and I could clearly make out the hole that led to her precious hole, "and you have instant access to your kryptonite."
I smiled, reaching for her, my hand going to her pussy, "And I know exactly how to make you weak at the knees."
She let out a gasp as my finger slid inside her already damp pussy. She pushed me back after a couple of seconds, "Ohhh, I want to feel your kryptonite in my kryptonite, but...oh fuck it." She looked around and no one was watching so she pulled me into the change room and into a smaller stall. As soon as the door was closed she pulled out my cock, bent over and I slid into her standing up. I knew we had limited time so I didn't waste a second as I quickly pumped her cunt. She desperately tried to silence her moans as I drilled her hard and deep. The fucking gave new definition to the meaning of quickie as in less than two minutes I was releasing my cum into her. I wanted to keep fucking her and get her off, but she stood up and said, reading my mind, "Don't worry, baby, you can return the favour later."
"I love you," I replied, leaning in for a kiss.
Once the kiss ended, she replied, "I love you too, baby."
I quickly exited the stall just as another woman was entering the change room. She gave me an odd look, but I scurried out before any scene could be made.
A couple of minutes later, my wife returned back in her original outfit and said, "I'll just buy them all."
"A very good decision," I replied and we headed to the till. Already wrapped in a bag was the secret purchase, and two hundred and fifty-seven dollars later we were on our way back to the car. It was easily the best clothing purchase ever.
The next couple of hours included a variety of non-thrilling errands in the mall that were way less tedious after our quick fuck and the knowledge that tonight was going to be...wait for it...legendary. A couple of presents for nieces and nephews, a gift for her mother and mailing all our Christmas cards which would definitely not arrive in time.
Once back in the car and on the road, I asked, "So, which outfit do you plan to wear tonight?"
"Ohhhh, I have something very, very fun in mind for you tonight," she teased, her hand landing on my leg.
"You really are my kryptonite," I replied, swerving back into my lane after drifting a bit from her touch and words.
"And you are mine," she copied, her hand giving a gentle squeeze.
I drove wondering, which it would be. There were three more outfits she hadn't tried on yet, but we had purchased: a sweet Belle dress, her favourite Disney princess, a flapper dress and a naughty nun outfit. Each outfit had different fantasies spinning in my head at a high-speed pace. My cock stayed stiff the whole drive home.



Two hours later, supper, dessert and dishes done, we were in the living room watching the news when my wife said, "I am going to call Mom."
"Sure," I replied, wondering if this role playing thing was a no-go tonight, as phone calls with her mother were not known for their brevity. Alexis left, as she always went to the bedroom to chat with her Mother, and I flipped on the hockey game. Ten minutes later I heard Alexis, the sound of heels on the hardwood floor and looked up to see the most beautiful sight I have ever laid eyes on. My wife was dressed in an outfit I had not seen earlier today. She had recreated herself as a 1950's goddess. I have always said I was born in the wrong decade. I love everything 1950s: the music, the cars, and the fashion. Now there in front of me, slowly walking down the stairs one at a time, was my wife in a poodle skirt, the same dark pantyhose, which I assumed were crotch-less, a fluorescent pink blouse with two buttons already undone to showcase her perfect cleavage, two pigtails and a sucker in her mouth. Oh, how I badly wanted to be that sucker.
Once she reached me, she put one leg on the couch clearly presenting her pussy, surrounded by pantyhose, and quoted Grease, "Tell me about it....stud."
Olivia Newton John in Grease was my biggest stroke fantasy as a kid and my wife had just made my two biggest obsessions come true in one outfit. I stammered, rendered utterly speechless by my wife, "I-I-you are electrifying."
She straddled my lap and leaned in for a passionate kiss. We made out like horny teenagers, our tongues swirling inside each other's mouths and our breathing heavy. Once she broke the kiss, she went to my ear and nibbled it while pulling off my shirt. Once off, she explored my neck and chest completely. Kissing, nibbling, and licking every crevice. Time stood still as she made love to my entire body. Eventually, she made it to below the waist and once she had my pants off, she continued the deep exploring. My legs, my feet, my ass were explored in complete depth, the whole time purposely ignoring my stiff cock. Unable to take it anymore, it was my turn to explore. I lifted her up and carried her to the bedroom and laid her on our king-sized bed. I wanted to fuck her in costume, so my exploration was limited to the uncovered parts of her luscious body. I spattered her neck with kisses; I teased her ear with my tongue; I massaged her arms gently; I slid to her feet and sucked each toe through the sheer nylon; I kissed and licked every inch of her pantyhose covered legs...everywhere but her glistening wet pussy.
Eventually, it was she who broke first, "Please, baby, I can't last much longer. Fuck me, fuck me now."
I wanted to be able to hold onto her pantyhose ankles so I demanded, showing a bit of dominance I usually don't show, "Get on all fours now, baby."
"Hmmmm," she moaned, quickly obeying my command, "I like a man who knows what he wants."
Getting behind her, I rubbed my cock on her pantyhose covered ass. It felt so good that I ended up teasing both me and Alexis. She began pushing back pleading, "Baby, stop teasing me. I need your cock in me sooooo bad."
Although I could have continued the slow tease forever, I obliged her request and slipped my cock easily inside her wet cunt. Once deep inside her warmth, I asked, "So baby, since you are so horny and desperate to come, I am going to let you fuck me."
She looked back slightly confused as I grabbed both her ankles. Catching onto my instructions, she smiled, "Hold on cowboy." Instantly, she leaned forward and then bounced back taking my cock deeper into her than I ever could if I was on top. Obviously the depth shocked her, as she let out a loud yelp. Once she got accustomed to my cock buried so deep in her, she began to bounce back and forth, riding my cock. Her moaning instantly began as did her heavy breathing. I watched her perfect pantyhose covered ass move back and forth as she desperately tried to bring herself to orgasm. As her moaning continued, her breathing got heavier and I knew she was going to come soon. Yet, she didn't. Her moans continued, eventually a few minutes later turning into whimpers as she attempted to come, but couldn't. It was so fucking hot and yet also somewhat amusing to watch her growing frustration.
Finally she said, "I can't come this way baby, I need to be on my back."
"Beg," I demanded, something I had never requested from her before.
She didn't even blink an eye as she moaned, "Oh baby, please fuck me. Fuck your little slut, make her come."
She had also never referred to herself as a slut, which had my cock twitch uncontrollably, still buried inside her. She obviously felt it as she moaned, "Oh you like that do you? You like hearing your wife call herself a slut? A whore? Your dirty plaything?" She moved allowing my cock to slip out of her as she continued, "Do you want your slut to suck your cock?"
She crawled to my cock and looked up at me, waiting my answer. Realizing the role play was turning her on, I took control, "Yes slut, I want your cocksucking mouth wrapped around my big cock. I want to see those ruby red whore lips swallow me whole. Do a good job and maybe I'll fuck that wet cunt of yours." After saying cunt, I paused, knowing she despised that word.
I needn't have worried as she deep-throated my cock and began sucking it like a porn star. I watched my beautiful wife, in pigtails, slobbering all over my cock and decided it was time to get her off. I ordered, "On your back, slut."
She quickly fell onto her back and opened her pantyhose-clad legs. I positioned myself between those silk legs and ordered, "Beg baby, beg for my big hard cock."
Looking deadly serious, her blue-green eyes boring into mine, she begged, "Oh yes baby, shove that big cock in my cunt, no your cunt, you own it, you call it what you want."
So horny and the foreplay now officially over, I slipped my cock back inside her lava hot box. As soon as I entered her she got animated, "Oh yes, baby, fuck your slut, fuck her hard." I tried to oblige, going as fast and deep as I could, each thrust hitting her pelvis. Her moans echoed through the room as did her nasty words, "Oh god yes, baby, harder baby, fuck my cunt like the slut I am, your slut, your slut, your sluuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuut." Her legs tightened around me and pulled me in as her orgasm shuddered through her entire being. I sat there, lodged deep inside her, as the orgasm filled her with pure bliss. I knew from experience that once she orgasmed, my job was to just hold her until the orgasm had completely subsided. Time stood still as I watched my beautiful bride and her red cheeks as she tried to calm down her erratic breathing. Eventually, she released me from her cocoon and I rolled beside her. She looked at me, her smile unable to hide how great I had made her feel, "That was fucking amazing."
"Agreed."
"Now it is your turn," she smiled, moving in to give me one of her amazing blowjobs.
I stopped her. "I want you to try something new," I said.
"Reeeeeally," she smiled, clearly ready to do whatever I asked.
"I want you to give me a foot-job."
"Hmmmmm," she said, "that is a new one." She laid me onto my back and then with a bit of struggle got my cock between the soles of her two pantyhose-clad feet. She slowly began to move her pantyhose-covered feet up and down on my cock. The feeling was so enthralling. Her silk covered feet were a new sensation of pleasure. As she got more comfortable, she began to get in a rhythm, not as fast as with her hand or mouth, but at a reasonable pace to get the juices flowing. After a couple of minutes of this, she began to talk dirty again, "Come for me, baby. Shoot your cum all over your slut's stocking feet. I want it, baby. I want your cum on my feet. Come baby, come for me, come for your slut."
Her dirty talk was the final push I needed to come and when she reached between her legs and began spanking her clit while she foot-fucked me I came. I grunted, and watched as my cum sprayed straight in the air and landed on her feet and our sheets. Once I was done coming, she somehow pulled her foot up to her mouth and sucked my cum into her mouth. It was so fucking hot. She repeated the obscene move with her other foot, smiling at me as she made a show of cleansing her foot of my cum. Once done, she shocked me one last time as she moved between my legs and retrieved the cum that had landed on the sheets. It was so hot that my cock didn't shrink as it should have as I watched my beautiful wife, dressed as a 50s innocent, sucking cum off the sheets like a complete slut.
Eventually, both exhausted, we collapsed together on our bed and, with my arms wrapped around her never wanting to let her go, we drifted into slumber.
5. THE FIFTH DAY OF SEXMAS...Sunday December 18th, 2011
I woke up exhausted and honestly my cock was a bit sore. I couldn't imagine making it to day 12 if this was the pace she had in mind. If I was still 19 sure, but I was no longer a teenager with unlimited stamina and a quick trigger. That said, there was no way I was going to complain to my wife about such attention.
Sunday was pretty regular: sleep in, get in our church clothes, go to church, have lunch with her parents and then rotating Sunday afternoon football socials (the men watch football and the girls do whatever they do when they are together). Neither of us actually mentioned last night's rather intense love making session nor had she done anything crazy here on the fifth day of Sexmas. We arrived home after supper and my wife said, with a yawn, "Baby, I need an hour of marking before bed."
"Sure, honey," I replied, kind of thankful to not have to perform tonight. I collapsed on the couch and watched the last half of Sunday Night Football. I was slightly dozing off about half an hour later when Alexis called me. I shut the TV off, figuring I would check what she needed and hit the bed a little early.
I walked up the stairs and to her office, but she wasn't there. I called, "Honey, where are you?"
"In the bedroom," she called out.
I yawned as I walked into my room and stopped mid-yawn. On our bed was my Alexis in her Supergirl outfit, also on the bed was a Superman outfit and even more shocking was our camcorder on a tripod pointed at the bed.
"You didn't think Sexmas was over, did you?" she teased, posing provocatively.
"I-um-well," I babbled.
"Apparently my surprise worked," she teased.
"Indeed it did," I responded, walking to the bed, "and I assume this is for me?"
"Of course," she replied.
I began undressing and pondering this latest surprise. I had pestered her to make a video forever, but she hadn't even remotely considered it. Once naked, I put on the tight outfit that had a very convenient opening for my cock. Once I'd got it on, she ordered, "Go press record."
I did and she instantly looked at the camera, "Fuck Superman, get over here I am craving some stiff steel."
I walked over to the bed, pulled out my cock and offered, "Well, Supergirl, here it is."
My wife crawled over to my stiff missile and took it in her mouth. She made sure to look at the camera when she could and did she ever put on a show! She started slow, focusing on my mushroom head. She followed this by using her tongue to slide down my cock slowly, before taking each ball in her mouth. She returned to my cock and deep throated me, holding my cock in her mouth for a few seconds before she began a fast and furious assault on my cock with her mouth. Knowing I would come soon if she couldn't this fast pace, I pushed her onto her back and crawled between her legs. I popped open the buttons covering her cunt and buried my face in between her legs. I sucked on her clit and slid a finger inside her warmth. Her moans began instantly and her breathing picked up as I slowly fingered her. Unlike yesterday`s nasty talk, today she was silent and just enjoying the pleasure I was giving her. I wanted this too last, so I took my time pleasing her. I licked slowly, rolling her clit with my tongue, which had her giving slight spasms of joy, but not enough to get off. After a few minutes of this, she surprised me yet again by grabbing my head, pulling it deeper into her pussy and beginning to rub her pussy up and down on my face. Her moans increased again and in less than a minute my face was coated with her cum.
She held me there until after her orgasm was done and then demanded, "Get on your back, Superman."
I quickly obeyed and watched my wife straddle my cock, turn to face the camera and not me, and envelop my cock. She then rode me slow and smooth, looking at the camera the whole time. I couldn't see her face, but I could hear the soft moans with each up and down rise and fall. I just laid back and enjoyed the ride. Her sweet ass moving up and down on my stiff erection was mesmerising to watch. I don't know how long she kept up this slow sweet pace but it felt like an eternity. Suddenly, she somehow tightened her cunt around my cock and started riding me faster. The pleasure quickly accelerated from a slow simmer to a fast boil as my wife got all porn star on me. Her moans became louder and she finally spoke, "Oh yeah baby, your cock feels so good in me, tell me when you are close."
A minute later I warned her, "I'm close, baby."
My wife quickly got off me and pulled me up onto my knees. Once I was up, she wrapped her hand around my cock and pumped my cock furiously. It was then I realized what she was about to allow me to do...another first...a facial. Just the thought of doing it was too much and I sprayed my cum on her face. The first stream hit her forehead and hair, the second her nose and mouth and the third and final blast her chin. It was the hottest moment ever and it was on tape. Once done, she gobbled my cock again and retrieved any last minute cum. Finally, she looked to the camera, smiled and said, "Movie 1-my first facial."
I collapsed back on the bed and she followed. Foreshadowing a crazy next seven days, she teased, "If you think this was hot, you have not seen anything yet."
I smiled and said, "If we keep up at this pace, I may not make it."
She smiled back, "What doesn't kill you, makes you stronger."
I countered, "I guess worst case scenario, it would be a great way to go."
6. THE SIXTH DAY OF SEXMAS...Monday December 19th, 2011
I woke up expecting some sort of hot kinky sex, but found the bed empty. I felt a surprising wave of disappointment to not see her in bed. I yawned and could hear music downstairs, so I grabbed my robe and made my way to the kitchen. I could smell the delicious aroma of bacon. Once I reached the kitchen my morning got even better.
Alexis, naked except for her apron to cover her precious parts, was frying bacon and making pancakes. Breakfast had never been so sexy. She smiled, grabbed the coffee and sauntered over to me, leaned over to give me an ample peak at her firm breasts, and poured my coffee. Once my coffee was poured, she returned to the stove and finished making breakfast.
I sipped my coffee and just admired my beautiful wife and her determination to continue to make our marriage spontaneous. She finished the last of the bacon and made me a plate. She returned to the kitchen table and handed me a plate with bacon, pancakes and toast.
She smiled and said, "Good morning, baby. This is an interactive breakfast."
"Interactive?" I asked confused.
Then, without a word, she dropped to her knees, crawled under the table and took my cock in her mouth.
Stunned, yet again, I took a bite of bacon as my wife slowly sucked my cock. I grabbed the sports section of the paper and checked the scores while I had breakfast and got a slow blowjob. Another of my dreams was to be watching football, with a beer in one hand, a plate with steak in front of me while Alexis gave me the exact same luxurious blowjob. Alexis pleasured my cock with such tenderness; I doubt I would have come if we stayed in these positions for the whole day. I would have just continued to be in a perpetual state of pleasure. Alas, after fifteen minutes I was finished breakfast and decided my wife deserved some pleasure too. I said, "Get up here, baby."
She crawled out from underneath the table with a smile on her face, "Did you enjoy your breakfast?"
"It was delicious and very relaxing," I replied, "but I think it is time for you to have the same luxurious breakfast."
"I already ate," she replied, before adding to clarify, "breakfast I mean."
"Well, then I guess I should have dessert," I smiled, lifting her onto the table and spreading her legs. I moved to her pussy and gave long, wide licks of her still dry pussy lips. The wetness soon came and I continued with long up and down strokes, eager to get her off.
I felt her lean back and I was surprised when I saw a yellow banana in my face, "Fuck me with this baby, while you suck my clit."
Not one to disagree with my wife's pleasure, I took the long, curved fruit and slipped it inside her now very damp pussy. Moving my head up a bit, I moved up and concentrated on her clit. Tentative at first with the fruit, I began to pump my wife's pussy with it when she demanded, "Fuck me, baby, fuck me fast." As I obeyed her request, her breathing got heavier and I knew the double pleasure of my mouth on her clit and the banana in her pussy was going to get her off soon. "Oh God yes, don't stop baby, don't you dare fucking stop," she screamed as she got closer and seconds later exploded all over the make-shift fuck toy.
Taking charge, I let go of her clit, pulled out the banana, pulled her off the table, bent her over the table and slid my cock inside her just fucked pussy. She hadn't even finished climaxing when I began to pound her from behind. Her loud moans continued with each thrust. "Oh yes, baby, fuck me, I want to feel your cum deep inside me."
One of her hands held onto the table for grip while the other reached for the banana and she sucked her juices off the long, yellow fruit. The sight was hot, obscene and so out of character for my wife that it had my balls bubbling and three more hard deep thrusts was all I needed to fill my wife with my seed. I continued slow pumps into my wife as I finished my orgasm. Once spent, I fell back on my chair and my wife turned around peeled the banana and took a bite.
She smiled, "I figured that with you leaving at five in the morning tomorrow you may want to go to bed early, so I better get the sixth day of Christmas done early."
"You continue to surprise me, baby," I replied, watching her eat the banana that was just buried inside her. I know by peeling the fruit it was still clean and so forth, but it still seemed so naughty.
Again foreshadowing even more naughtiness, she teased, finishing the banana, "Oh baby, there is so much more to come and I definitely indeed meant the pun."
She sat on my lap, her wetness leaking onto my leg and leaned in for a sweet, soft kiss.
We both eventually unwrapped ourselves from our lust and got ready for work. As I drove to work forty-five minutes later I knew I had the best wife in the world.
7. THE SEVENTH DAY OF SEXMAS...Tuesday December 20th, 2011
After yesterday's morning sex, I went over 24 hours without any action. Last night, Alexis worked late getting her Christmas pageant ready for Wednesday and I packed and went to bed early. I was leaving for a two-day conference in New York and would not return until Thursday evening.
I was getting so used to her surprises, I expected some sort of action in the morning, or on the drive to the airport, but it was all business. Hugs, kisses, promises to call tonight.



The day itself was uneventful. A two-hour delay at the airport, a painfully bumpy flight and a stupidly expensive cab ride and I was in downtown New York. That afternoon I did some shopping, bought Alexis a couple of sweet New York trinkets she would love. I took a risk, buying her an expensive gold dress that I was sure she would love. Although my track record at buying her clothing was spotty at best (the wrong size, unflattering colours, etc), I was pretty confident this was perfect. I assumed she already had a dress for this year's formal New Year's Eve Party, but in case she didn't this would be perfect.
I had a great supper at an overpriced steakhouse and retreated to my room around 7:30. As I collapsed on my king-sized bed, I checked my phone for messages and learned it was dead. I grabbed a charger and plugged it in. I noticed three missed calls from Alexis, one from Jarrod, a colleague, and five missed text messages all from Alexis:
The first one was while I was in the air.
Alexis: Have a good flight...I saw you were delayed.
The second one came at around lunch.
Alexis: I am having a cucumber salad for lunch. What else can a cucumber be used for?
My cock twitched at that sexual innuendo. The third came after her school day would have been done.
Alexis: I am so horny right now...I am going through withdrawal. L
I was too I realized my growing cock pointed out. The forth text was from a couple hours ago.
Alexis: Called you twice. Turn on your phone so I can turn you on.
Now fully erect, I checked the last message.
Alexis: I found out what else a cucumber can be used for...too bad you didn't answer my last call.
She wouldn't? Would she? A week ago I would have said no, but now...hmmmm...maybe. I tried calling her back, but it was my turn to get no answer. I sighed and texted her.
Sorry baby, my phone died. Back at the hotel now. Probably just going to watch porn and wish you were here. J
Of course, I didn't watch porn, I watched a hockey game. I was just dozing off when my cell rang. It was Alexis.
"Hey, baby, how was your day?" she asked.
"A travel day. Long, frustrating and tiresome," I replied.
"Too bad I wasn't there to make you feel better," she teased.
"Don't start something you can't finish," I threatened.
"Hmmmm, is that a challenge?" she asked.
Unsure what she meant, I decided to play along, "Yes, it is."
"Game on," she replied. "Do you know what I am wearing right now?"
"I am going to go with a monkey suit," I joked.
"Haha, you perve! That probably would turn you on," she teased.
"Anything you wear turns me on, baby," I countered.
"You don't have to suck up baby, you already have me."
"Just stating the facts ma'am," I replied.
"Anyways, the answer to my simple question is absolutely nothing," she said.
"Hmmm," I moaned, envisioning her on our bed naked, before adding, "not even stockings?"
"Nope," she replied, "as naked as the day I was born. Question."
"Yes," I replied, used to her changing subjects randomly with one word: question.
"If I was to dyke out with one of my friends, who would you like it to be?"
"W-w-what?" I stammered.
"I think my question was pretty clear," she rebuked, teasing me.
Realizing there was no good answer to this question, I answered, "I refuse to answer based on the reality that whoever I say could lead to dire consequences for me later."
"Good call," she teased, "but I already know the answer."
"You do?" I asked.
"Jenna, correct?" she hypothesized, correctly.
"She would be a decent choice," I answered, before adding, "but she still doesn't light a candle to you, my dear."
"Hmmm," she moaned into the phone, "that's it Jenna, lick my pussy."
"What?" I repeated like an imbecile.
Ignoring me, she continued, "Oh fuck yes, Jenna, your tongue feels so good on my pussy."
Briefly my mind wondered whether this was real or just role playing before I decided who cares and with my free hand struggled to release my growing cock.
Her breathing increased and I knew that she indeed was having her pussy pleasured, although I assumed it was by her hand or toy. "Oh god Jenna, why didn't we start doing this long time ago? Your face buried between my legs is fucking hot."
I heard a muffled, "I don't know," which confused me even more. I was pretty sure it was all just a fantasy, but there was just enough lingering doubt to confuse me.
My free hand went to my cock as my wife continued talking to me, "Fuck Jeremy, Jenna has my cunt so fucking wet. Too bad you weren't here to watch...maybe join in."
Deciding to play along, I said, "Oh baby, if I was there I would do more than just watch."
She moaned, "Oh really, baby? What would you do? Shove your cock in my mouth while Jenna pleasured me? Push her out of the way and shove your big cock in me? Or would you fuck Jenna from behind, pounding her so hard her face was shoved deep inside my wet cunt?"
I couldn't believe her words or her using the word cunt again. Her moans were increasing and I responded, "I would shove my cock in Jenna's mouth and get it nice and hard."
"Hmmm," she moaned, "and then?"
Realizing she was getting turned on by my dirty talk, I continued, "When I would have both you sluts on your knees, your tight asses high up for me, and I would go back and forth fucking each of your whore cunts." Her moans continued as I got more detailed, "I would do five quick strokes in you and then five in your best friend. I would do three more in you and three in your wet friend. I would slap your ass while I buried my cock deep in your blonde friend and repay the favour when I buried my cock deep in your wet cunt."
"Oh god, baby, keep talking, I'm close," she moaned.
Deciding she wanted to be dominated verbally, I said, "I would then throw Jenna onto her back, spread her legs wide and shove my cock in her. While I fucked her, I would order you to straddle her and lower your soaking wet cunt on her pretty face and pull your hair leading you to her clit. You would suck on her clit while your husband's cock filled her cunt so completely."
"Oh god yes, baby, that is so fucking hot," she moaned.
Knowing she was close, I went for the kill, "I would keep drilling her, until I could no longer hold it and I would pull out and shoot my load all over your face, Alexis, just as your friend's tongue got you off."
"Aaaaaaah," she screamed, clearly coming. I was right behind her as I shot a load of cum all over myself a few seconds later.
She heard my grunt and moaned, "You coming too, baby?"
"Yessssss," I grunted into the phone.
Silence suddenly filled the room except our heavy breathing from miles away. Finally, she spoke, "Well, that was fun."
"Indeed, it was," I replied.
We talked for a few minutes and agreed that we probably wouldn't have a chance to talk tomorrow. I was in a meeting from eight until at least five and that was followed by a supper with a potential group of clients. Alexis had her Christmas pageant tomorrow and wouldn't get home until late. After the show, it was traditional for the girls to go out and celebrate the end of the exhausting and demanding Christmas pageant.
As she was about to hang up, she said, "There will be a present for you when you get back to the hotel tomorrow."
"There will?" I asked, "What is it?"
"You will have to wait and see," she replied, "but I expect you to use it tomorrow night, understood?"
"OK," I agreed, not knowing what I was agreeing to.
We said our goodbyes and I finished watching sports highlights before hitting the hay.
8. THE EIGHTH DAY OF SEXMAS...Wednesday December 21th, 2011
It was a long day. The meetings were boring for the most part, but did show positive signs for the future. Anyway, I didn't get back to the hotel until almost ten at night and indeed there was a package on my bed when I entered my room.
I was so tired and more than slightly drunk, that I thought about waiting until tomorrow to open it, but I remembered I promised Alexis I would use it. Also, I was pretty curious what she could possibly be sending me. I opened the package and realized it was a pink pussy. A sex toy for men. I can truthfully say I had never used such a toy. If I didn't get a mouth or pussy to please me, I used my hand. I noticed there was a note.
Hey baby,
I hope you like your present. It is a pocket pussy...now if you look closely you will notice that it is actually a perfect replica of your wife's sweet CUNT.
I paused and took a closer look at the toy. Having spent a lot of time between my wife's legs, I could identify it in a police line-up of pussies, so when I took a close look I noticed it did indeed look identical to her sweet box. I returned to the letter:
I won't even get into the amount of work it took to get a replica Alexis' pussy, but it was extensive. Now go order some porn, grab the lube that is in the box and fuck me.
Kisses
Alexis
I couldn't believe it. She had made me a back-up pussy. A travelling Alexis. It was too good to be true. I did as she told me. Flipping through the porn options I found one called Submissive Sluts and ordered the 12.99 fuck film. As the film started, a hot babysitter was caught masturbating by the father of the child she was suppose to be babysitting and soon was made into a fuck-toy for the man. Lubricating my cock generously, I grabbed the pocket Alexis and slowly penetrated it. The feeling was surprisingly tight and incredibly real. I slowly moved by hand up and down, masturbating myself with Alexis's pussy. I watched the scene on TV as the babysitter was now being face-fucked, her pigtails being used as handlebars. Not wanting to cum to quick, I stopped and just allowed the odd feeling of the plastic pussy to warm me. The babysitter was soon riding the man's cock and I returned to slow strokes. The pussy was so tight, that I could feel an orgasm beginning to build. I kept up the slow pace until the guy shoved the slutty babysitter onto the floor and without any lube buried his cock in her ass. She screamed in pain and I began to furiously stroke my cock. I closed my eyes, imagining it was Alexis riding me and exploded my cum into the fake pussy. It was then I noticed there was a small opening for the cum to exit and my cum was leaking out the top and onto the bed. Figuring fuck it, I continued pumping my cock until the last of my cum had slid out. When I opened my eyes, the babysitter was riding the cock in her ass, her moans implying she was no longer in pain. I shut the movie off, pulled the fake cunt off me and cleaned myself and the toy up. I travelled a lot and it was clear, like my Mastercard, I would not be leaving home without it.
9. THE NINTH DAY OF SEXMAS...Thursday December 22th, 2011
I arrived home around eight in the evening and once in the house I saw flower pedals on the floor. Now usually that is what a man does, but it was clear I was to follow them. I dropped my travel bag on the floor and followed the pedals that led, as expected, to our bedroom. As I approached the bedroom, I noticed it was dark except for the flicker of candles. I reached my door and was stunned to see my wife, on the bed, her legs in white stockings spread wide, a few strawberries were on the bed leading to her pussy which was covered in whipped cream.
She smiled, "I hope you are hungry."
"Famished," I replied, reaching the bed and popping the first strawberry in my mouth. Between strawberries, I kissed her stocking-clad legs, my red lips leaving subtle marks on her white stockings.
She moaned, "I haven't come since the last time your cock was in me."
"Well, we better change that," I replied, popping another strawberry in my mouth.
I continued the slow kisses, deciding that tonight I was going to make love to her, not fuck her. The difference was subtle, but noticeable. I got to her thighs, where the stockings ended and her white flesh began, and popped the last strawberry in my mouth. She moaned loudly with anticipation when my lips touched her inner thigh.
She said, "There are three more."
Confused, I asked, "Three more what?"
"Strawberries," she smiled devilishly.
I looked around and saw none, although I thought maybe there might be one in her whipped cream. Upon closer look, I saw none and said, "No there aren't."
She smiled, "Keep looking stud."
The light bulb suddenly went on. My little minx of a wife had put strawberries inside her cunt. "Ohhhh," I responded, letting her know I finally had caught on.
I reached her whipped cream covered pussy and began to clean her. The whipped cream, mixed with her wetness, was a savoury delight. Once I had licked her pussy area clean, I looked at her beautiful shaved pussy. She teased, "I hope you have room for more."
"Oh, I think I can find room."
I slid a finger inside her and pulled out a strawberry. It was covered by her shine. I made sure we were making eye contact when I popped it in my mouth. "Hmmm," I said, "that is the best strawberry dip ever," and it was. I repeated the naughty strawberry retrieval a second time. When only one strawberry was left, I slowly pulled it out, which was a little tougher as it was deep inside her, and then instead of eating it, I brought it to my wife's red lips.
She opened her mouth and ate the juice-covered strawberry. My erect cock accidentally hit her pussy and she twitched. Taking the moment as a sign, I slid my cock inside her and as our lips met, we made love. Our lips never parted while I slowly made love to my wife for an eternity. Twenty minutes turned into thirty, which turned into forty, before either of us were close to achieving orgasmic bliss. I finally broke the kiss, "I want us to come together baby."
"Hmmm, me too," she replied, and we both focused on making it happen. I began to fuck her faster, and her hand went to her clit. She rubbed herself furiously attempting to speed up her orgasm.
Feeling my balls beginning to boil and hearing her moaning getting closer to her orgasm, I asked, "You close, baby?"
"Yes, baby, just a few a few more hard thrusts," she moaned loudly. I obliged and after five deep thrusts our mouths crashed together again. In unison, my cum and her juice collided and we moaned into each other's mouths, euphoria hitting at the exact same time. At this moment we were not man and woman, we were two lovers becoming one. Nothing had ever been so sweet and pleasurable than this moment and we both knew it.
We held on tight as our dual orgasms spread through our bodies before collapsing on the bed, drenched in sweat. "I love you," I said.
"I love you too, baby," she purred, my cock still in her.
We stared into each other's eyes for a couple of minutes, knowing just how special we were to each other.
10. THE TENTH DAY OF SEXMAS...Friday December 23th, 2011
Alexis, off work and on Christmas holidays since after the Christmas pageant on Wednesday, slept in while I headed to work to file a last minute report. It was early afternoon when Alexis called me.
"When will you be home?"
"A couple of hours," I admitted.
"Ok, I am going to Jenna's for a couple of cocktails before the Christmas party."
My mind reeled as it automatically replayed our little phone fantasy from a couple days ago. "Sure, what time will you be heading to the party?"
"Around 5:00," she answered, "Cocktails are at five and supper follows at six."
"All right, should I just meet you there?"
"Sure," she said, warning me, "and don't be late."
"I won't, I promise."
"And I left your clothes on the bed," she added.
"You're dressing me now?"
"I always have," she responded.
"Touché. Anyway, I am going to hang up now so I can get this bullshit report done, so I can make it to your Christmas party."
"Kisses," she finished and hung up.
I finished the report, drove home, showered, and put on the suit she left me.
I arrived on time and much to my surprise, Alexis wasn't there yet. I texted her and she texted backed that they were running a bit late and to grab a drink. I ended up having two before Alexis showed up looking radiant and slightly tipsy. Beside her was Jenna, looking just as radiant and just as tipsy. Alexis sauntered over and kissed me. She whispered in my ear, "I am really fucking horny, baby."
"How many drinks have you had?" I asked.
"Just three," she answered, "but I would sure like you to get me a fourth."
The next couple hours were anti-climactic. Supper, awards and speeches followed much as in previous years, and other than my wife's hand on my lap, it was just like any other teacher party. Lots of talking about stuff I didn't know about or care about. Finally, the mundane crap ended and the dance started.
As soon as the music began, a now very tipsy Jenna grabbed a very tipsy Alexis' hand, "Come on, we are dancing."
I watched the two on the dance floor in their diva dresses. They were incredibly hot to watch and I couldn't get the thought of Alexis and Jenna in a nasty lesbian twosome out of my head. I would never cheat on Alexis, but the thought of watching those two in lesbian passion had my cock stiff again. A couple of songs in, Alexis waved me onto the dance floor and I joined the girls for a dancing threesome. Throughout the next few numbers, both groped me in subtle ways, although neither so naughty it could be taken as anything more than dance floor rules. Either way, it kept me hard as a rock and once a slow song played, I pulled Alexis close for some alone time. We danced in silence for the first half of the song, before Alexis finally asked, "So are you happy to see me or is that a gun in your pants?"
I smiled, "The weapon is loaded and ready to go off."
"Well," she considered, "we better find a place to disarm that weapon." She grabbed my hand and led me out of the room and paused, looking for a place for us to be alone.
I saw some stairs and pointed. She quickly dragged me up the stairs to a secluded dark area. As soon as we reached the top, she unzipped my pants, pulled out my cock and began sucking. She was clearly drunker than I thought as she bobbed back and forth on my cock with reckless abandon. I moaned after a couple of minutes, "If you don't stop, I am going to come."
She didn't stop and I soon shot a load of cum down her throat. She continued the fast paced assault until every drop was spent before standing back up and shoving her tongue down my throat. The kiss was passionate and hot and I could taste the lingering aftertaste of my cum. Once she broke the kiss, she said, "Same place, one hour."
"S-s-sure," I stammered as she walked away and back down the stairs. I looked at my watch. That had taken four minutes. Apparently, I had just given a whole new meaning to the word quickie.
The next hour was a couple of drinks, a couple of dances and a lot of listening to generic bullshit from Alexis' colleagues. Finally from the dance floor, an even drunker Alexis gave me a look and I politely excused myself. A couple of minutes later we were indeed at the same place, but this time she lifted up her dress, to reveal she was commando, and demanded, "Shove that big snake of yours in me, baby."
I pulled out the generously labelled snake and easily slid it inside her sopping wet pussy. Like her an hour ago, I pumped my snake in and out of her hard and fast; like me an hour ago, she was incredibly horny and breathing heavy after only a couple of strokes. I kept up the rapid drilling and she, like me an hour ago, came in only a couple of minutes. I kept pumping in and out as she held onto the wall for dear life as her orgasm shuddered through her. I was about to quit, thinking we had a limited time and I had got my wife off, when she demanded, "Keep fucking me, baby. I want to feel your cum inside me. I want to walk around with your juice deep inside me while I am on the dance floor."



Hearing such a slutty declaration, I doubled my efforts to shoot a second load in my wife, this time in her pussy. Having already come just an hour ago, it took more time, but was helped by my wife's continual naughtiness. "Yeah baby, cum in your slut. Fill my cunt with your hot juice," and later "you would like that wouldn't you, baby? Knowing your cum is leaking down my legs while I am on the dance floor."
I indeed loved the thought and soon filled my wife's pussy, her cunt, with my cum. As I flooded her pussy, my wife purred, "Oh yeah, baby, that feels so good. Fill me completely."
Once done, I pulled out and she dropped to her knees and cleaned my cock, a mixture of my juice and her juice. A minute later, she stood back up, kissed me one last time and disappeared back down the stairs.
I leaned on a wall for a minute to catch my breath, before returning to the party. I grabbed another drink and watched my wife shaking her thing on the dance floor. I imagined my cum leaking out of her pussy while she danced. The thought had my well-pleasured cock on the rise again.
A couple of hours later a very drunk Alexis and I headed home. I was ready for one more go, but I knew from experience that Alexis had passed from the stage of drunk enough to be extra horny to so drunk she had no sexual drive left. I helped her into her bed and we both crashed knowing we had a three hour drive to do tomorrow.

11. THE ELEVENTH DAY OF SEXMAS...Saturday December 24th, 2011
The alarm went off at 9 a.m. which was way too early after our late night, but we hadn't packed or even wrapped our presents for my family.
Three hours later, we were fed, showered and packed. Alexis, finally completely out of her stupor, said, "So, I got you one present early."
"You did?" I asked.
"Well," she smiled, "it is for both of us, but I thought it would make for a fun drive."
Reeeeeeeally," I teased, curious. She handed me a remote control. "Is this a universal remote that turns on anything?"
"Well, not anything, but definitely someone," she teased, her smile dripping with sexual sweetness.
"What?" I responded, confused.
"Turn it on," she suggested.
I did and my beautiful wife gave a quick flinch. "Ooooooooh," I said, catching on.
She moaned ever-so-softly, "It is a vibrating egg. You have the power to tease and please me as you wish."
"Wow," I said, dazed.
"Wow, indeed," she repeated. "By the way, there are five speeds; you have it on low right now." She kissed me and said, "Now let's get on the road."
"Of course, my lady," I replied.
I teased my wife with the toy. On and off, on and off, but never going past speed two, during the first hour of the drive. Her face was flushed and I could tell she was beginning to get frustrated with the constant teasing. Once we reached the first town, she leaned forward and said, "Let's go find a place to play."
Instead of agreeing, I shook my head and said, quoting my little horny minx, "All good things come to those who wait, baby."
"You bastard," she replied, slapping me teasingly.
"Slut," I countered, turning the speed up to three.
"I stick with bastard," she countered back, attempting to hold in a moan.
I smiled, turning the remote up to four, "You can come anytime you want baby."
She sighed, "Keep driving then."
An hour later, unable to control the buzzing in her pussy, she lifted up her skirt and said, her frustration impossible to ignore, "Damn you, Jeremy. I am going to come right now."
"Go ahead, baby," I replied and watched her begin to rub herself. I kept watching the road and checking on my masturbating wife.
She moved her hand frantically on her clit and I ordered, "Slap your clit, baby. Spank yourself."
She obeyed without hesitation and with each gentle slap her moans increased until she let out an earth shattering scream, especially loud in the confines of a car. Her leg actually twitched as the orgasm spread through her. Instead of turning down the toy, I finally moved it to full blast. "Yoooooooou fucker," she moaned, the toy in her pussy continuing to quake her body.
A few minutes later we were passing a town and I decided it was a good time for a bite to eat. As I pulled in, she pulled down her skirt and ordered, "Go through the drive-thru."
"I need to take a piss," I countered.
"Go through the fucking drive-thru," she repeated, undoing my zipper. Pulling my cock out of my pants, she began to suck my cock as I pulled into the McDonald's drive-thru.
As I approached the order speakerphone, I asked, "What can I get you, baby?"
She quit sucking my cock, gave me her order and returned to my erect cock. Reaching the speakerphone, I ordered our food and continued to the pay window. This McDonald's had two windows: one to pay and another to get your food. There was no way my wife was going to blow me and allow others to see...was she? When there was only one car before me to pay, I warned, "We are next, baby." She ignored my warning and didn't move when I began rolling forward to the till.
A nerdy looking kid with enough acne to play connect-the-dots announced my amount before realizing what he was witnessing. "That will b-b-b-e 12.65."
"Just a second," I replied, my wallet is in my side pocket. I awkwardly reached for my wallet, while the whole time my wife kept my cock in her warm cocksucking mouth. The nerdy boy watched in voyeuristic glee while I struggled to retrieve my wallet. Finally able to get it, I opened it and handed him a twenty. He reluctantly looked away and put the money in the cash register. Returning my change, he avoided looking at me and watched my wife bob up and down on my cock, now with much more aggressiveness. I took my change and said, "Have a good day."
He mumbled something incoherently as I rolled forward. Her frantic sucking was beginning to really get me going, but I didn't want to cum until I got passed the second window, so I ordered, "Baby, slow down." She instantly obeyed. A minute later I rolled to the second window and my wife again resumed a fast-paced sucking.
A brunette, probably in her early twenties, gasped when she saw my wife in my lap bobbing up and down like a complete slut. Attempting to show my dominance, I took the food from the girl and ordered, "Slut, I told you to slow down."
The brunette gasped a second time and turned around to grab the drinks. My wife obeyed again and when the brunette handed me our drinks I said, "You know, a good slut is hard to train," and pulled away, leaving the brunette with her mouth dropped wide open like a Bugs Bunny cartoon.
I pulled into an open stall and said, "Now make me come, baby." Instantly she returned to her determined accelerated cocksucking and within two minutes I was releasing a powerful stream of cum down her wanton throat.
Once she had finished cleansing my cock, she returned to her seat and opened the McDonald's bag, as if nothing happened. She popped a fry in her mouth and teased, "Hmmm, cum and fries, delicious."
Deciding to test her theory, I took a fry, opened her legs, lifted up her skirt and slid the fry up her still glistening pussy lips. I popped it into my mouth and agreed, "I concur."
She exploded in laughter and I followed. We ate the rest of our fatty meals before both agreeing we needed a bathroom break. I pulled out and we hit a gas station further down the road, not wanting anyone to make the correlation between the cocksucking slut in the car and my wife. Before she got out of the car, she opened her legs one last time and pulled out the surprisingly large egg that had been inside her for a couple of hours. My wife smiled and handed me the sticky toy that was inside her. "Clean it for me, baby."
Without hesitation, I licked the toy clean of her juices. She smiled, "You are so pussy-whipped."
"And you are such a slut," I countered.
She slapped my leg, taking the toy back, before responding demurely, "Your slut baby. I will always be your slut." She kissed me quickly and got out of the car. I followed, again thinking the obvious thought, "I am the luckiest man in the world."
That night, at my family's, she behaved like the sweet, loving wife she is. It wasn't until we were in bed, close to midnight, that she said, "One more day in the 12 Days of Sexmas."
"So it is," I said, my voice unable to hide the disappointment.
"And I have saved the best for last," she teased, rubbing my cock.
"You have?" I asked, unable to even guess what she could possibly have left, especially at my parents' house.
"Oh," she teased, rubbing my cock fast through my pyjamas, "you have no fucking idea."
I moved my hand to her pussy and she slapped it away. "Oh...all good things come to those that wait, baby." She quit touching my cock and turned over, before adding, "Good night, baby."
"You bitch," I responded, realizing she was leaving me high and hard.
"And you love it," she closed.
I closed my eyes knowing I indeed did love it...I loved everything about her. I tossed and turned for a bit wondering what my beautiful bride could possibly have in store for me tomorrow.
12. THE TWELFTH DAY OF SEXMAS...Sunday December 25th, 2011
My family has a Christmas tradition every since I was a kid. Open presents ridiculously early, have a massive breakfast and then go back to bed. So at 6:30 in the morning we were in my parents' living room with my parents, my two siblings and respective spouses, and their three children. By 8:30 we were having breakfast and by 9:00 Alexis and I were back in bed.
Alexis kissed me gently, "I can't believe it! You bought me a dress I like."
"Everything happens eventually," I replied.
"With that in mind, are you ready for part one of your special last day of Christmas?" she asked, reaching for my limp cock.
"Here?" I asked, in my old bedroom in my parents' house.
"Hmmmm..." she teased, putting her hand inside my pyjamas.
She ordered, "Get naked, baby."
I discarded my clothes and my wife did the same. She stood up and went into her travel bag, pulling out an odd little gadget. Returning to the bed, she smiled, handing it to me, "This was what I used to please me when we were on the phone on Tuesday."
"What is it?" I asked.
"It is called a we-vibe2," she explained, "and it contacts both my g-spot and my clit."
"Well, you don't need me anymore."
"Of course I do," she responded, kissing me gently, "who else would mow the lawn?"
"Hardee-har-har," I quipped back.
She crawled to my cock and took it into her warm mouth. She sucked me slowly, allowing me to grow in her mouth. As usual, it didn't take long to become fully erect between her sweet lips. Once erect, she took my cock out of her mouth, spread her legs, turned the toy on and slid it into position. She smiled, and drew me in with her finger. I obeyed, like an obedient puppy. Although awkward at first, I slid my cock inside my wife's pussy and slowly began fucking her. The vibrations were both enthralling and annoying. It was a unique sensation, unlike anything I had ever felt from sex. It definitely seemed to be working on Alexis. Her moans were clearly getting hard to control for her and as they began to increase. I suddenly worried my parents would hear...or worse my siblings' kids. I slowed down and she looked up and said, "Noooo, faster, baby."
"If I keep this pace you will scream so loud the whole house will know I am fucking you."
"Grab my panties," she requested. I reached for them, confused, my cock slipping out of her. Putting my cock back inside her, she demanded, "Put them in my mouth."
"Really?" I asked, surprised by the request.
"Yes, really," she teased. "You are going to fuck me hard and deep until you cum deep inside your wife. And I will scream uncontrollably like I always do when you get me off, baby, so you better gag me."
Shocked by the suggestion, yet slightly turned on by it, I put her pink panties in her mouth. Seeing her so subservient was hot and I did as she suggested, I fucked her hard and fast. The fast pumping, mixed with the odd buzzing, had me feeling oddly tingly. I could tell Alexis was getting close by the look on her face and the muffled moans and I decided to get her off quicker as I pushed on the toy. Her back bent and she came a couple of seconds later. I too was close and seeing my wife so desperate to scream, but being muffled by her panties was just enough to get me off too and I sprayed my seed deep inside my wife's pussy. Both exhausted from the sex and the early morning wake-up call, we collapsed onto the bed and fell asleep naked and in each other's arms.
Three hours later we were wakened up by the sound of kids screaming and playing. We showered, got dressed and spent the afternoon with my family. Just before supper, Alexis whispered in my ear, "Meet me in back in the room in a couple of minutes."
I announced we were going to pack so we could get on the road after supper and disappeared with a credible excuse. Once in the room, Alexis closed the door, dropped to her knees and pulled out my cock. She sucked it hard and fast for a couple of minutes before stopping. She looked up from her submissive position and shocked me yet again, "Baby, your second gift of the last day of Sexmas is something new."
"OK, what is it?" I asked curious.
"I want you to face-fuck me, like in the porn movies," she revealed.
"What?" I responded shocked.
"Face-fuck your wife like a dirty slut in your old bedroom," she offered, stroking my cock with her hand.
"Are you sure?" I asked, trepidation lingering.
"Yes, I'm sure. I want you to fuck my lips and feel your hot seed fill my mouth," she begged, so hot and slutty.
I shoved my cock in her mouth and began to slowly pump my cock in and out of her red lips. After a minute or two of this slow fucking, she squeezed my ass cheeks and I began to move faster. The hotness of my wife and her sudden submissive nature was a huge turn-on and I began to enjoy fucking her face. My cum beginning to boil, I held her head with both hands and began to really fuck her face. With each deep thrust, I heard the sloppy sound of sex, which just made it hotter. In less than a minute of fast pumping between her lips, I shot a second load into my wife on this glorious Christmas Day. Once done, I fell back on the edge of my bed and watched as my wife crawled over to me and took my cock back in her mouth. She slowly sucked my cock for another minute before standing up and saying, "We should probably get back to your family."
Before I could say anything, she was gone.
After dinner, we said our goodbyes and began the long drive home. Once home, both exhausted, we left our luggage at the entrance and got ready for bed. When I returned from the bathroom, my wife had one last surprise for me. Instead of warm pyjamas, she was in dark brown stockings and nothing else.
I stared at her in my underwear, as she explained, "I got one last present for you."
I walked to the bed and asked, "What could you possibly have left to give, baby?"
"Oh, there is one thing," she hinted.
Still clueless, I stared at her, joining her on the bed.
"It is time for the trifecta," she announced.
"What is the trifecta?"
She stunned me with, "Filling me with your cum in each of my three holes."
I stammered, "W-w-what?"
"Baby, your final present is my ass," she revealed. When I just stared at her with my mouth open, she added, "Baby, please take my anal cherry."
"Y-y-you sure?"
"Yes, baby. I have been preparing for this for a while," she explained, reaching for my cock.
She took it in my mouth and got it nice and ready. She then said, "Grab the lube from my nightstand."
I went to the night-stand, still in a complete daze at what we were about to do. This has been a deal breaker since we first met. I opened her drawer and gasped. Besides lube were a couple of anal plugs. I grabbed the lube and returned to the bed.
She took the lube and generously coated my cock. She then got on her knees, took a good grip of the headboard and asked, "Baby, can you take the butt plug out of my ass?"
Shocked again, I crawled behind her and finally saw the toy in her ass. I pulled it out and was stunned at its size. She had indeed been preparing her ass for this moment. I was so in awe of my wife and what she was willing to do for me. Once out there was a pop and a gasp from Alexis. I placed my cock between her ass cheeks and paused.
She looked back and said, her voice hinting at her nervousness, but also at her determination to please, "Merry Christmas baby, now please be the first and only to make love to my ass."
Suddenly realizing she was giving me something she couldn't have before, her virginity, we both having had various lovers before we met, I knew she needed this as much as I wanted it. She wanted to give her entire being to me. I slowly pushed forward breaking through her tight entrance and into her virgin ass. The sensation was something I had never felt before. It was so tight and warm. I could tell she was tense and I took it extra slow. Once most of my cock had disappeared between her ass cheeks, I lingered inside her, scared to move or go any deeper and truthfully enjoying the tight warmth.
Alexis looked back and said, "Keep going baby, I want all of you in my ass."
I obeyed, slowly pushing forward until the last of my cock had disappeared inside her.
"Now fuck my ass, baby," she begged. "I want to feel you fill all three of my holes in the same day."
The thought of coming in her ass was the ultimate turn-on, the ultimate submission and the ultimate gift. I began to slowly fuck her ass, careful to not hurt her. Once in a consistent slow rhythm, Alexis began to moan and enjoy her first ass fuck. She begged, "Faster baby, fuck your wife's ass, faster."
I obliged again, and began to fuck her ass hard. Each deep thrust had Alexis give out a whimper of pleasure and pain and she began to get animated, "Oh God yes, baby, fuck my ass, fill my ass with your cum."
The tightness of her ass, the eagerness of my wife to please and her naughty word choice was too much and I shot my third load of cum inside my wife, this time in her no longer virgin ass...completing the perfect trifecta.
Once spent, I flipped her on her back and dove into her pussy sucking on her clit while sliding two fingers inside her cunt. Within a couple of minutes my wife was screaming loud and squirting onto my lips. Once her orgasm subsided, I crawled up and we kissed again.
Both way past exhaustion, we began to fall into slumber in each other's arms. I held her close, never wanting to let her go, never wanting these 12 days of complete sexual bliss to come to an end. I was just drifting into sub-consciousness when Alexis said one last thing, surprising me one final time, "If you think the 12 Days of Sexmas was amazing, you should wait to see what I have in mind for New Year's Eve."
The End...




        MILF Teacher: Becoming a Present

        A widowed white straight teacher is dommed by a black teen.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/milf-teacher-becoming-a-present

Title: MILF Teacher: Becoming a Present

Author: silkstockingslover

Category: Interracial Love

Description: A widowed white straight teacher is dommed by a black teen.

Tags: seduction, domination, lesbian first time, teacher, 18-year-old, submission, stockings, milf, lesbian




SUMMARY: A widowed white straight teacher is dommed by a black teenager.
Note 1: This is a Christmas lesbian sub/dome story...if that offends you please quit reading.
Note 2: A thanks to the legendary Estragon who edits all my work.
MILF TEACHER: BECOMING A PRESENT
For me, growing up in the south in the eighties, racism wasn't as rampant and blatant as it was in the past, but the undercurrent was there. I grew up in a very racist upper class family where my father believed that whites were superior to blacks in all ways. Even though we had a black maid, a black chauffeur and I grew up with a black nanny...I know it is ironic to allow a race supposedly inferior to feed you and raise your children; alas, no one else seemed to notice.
That said, Aretha was like the mother I never had, because as I grew up with a diva mom who didn't really raise me...Aretha did. Unlike the rest of my family, including both of my older siblings, I grew up with a great respect for Aretha and therefore I refused to treat anyone based on race. She was my mother figure growing up and the person I respected more than any other. When Aretha died two years ago after a long bout with cancer, I was way more devastated than I was a year earlier when my birth mother died.
Aretha understood me and respected my shyness, unlike my family that kept trying to make me into something I was not. My dad was a very powerful judge, my mom a lawyer as well and both my older siblings followed in my parents' footsteps. Me, on the other hand, I became a teacher.
My insecurities were many but one was my body. My breasts were pretty much non-existent and even today they are a tiny 34b. On the other hand, Aretha and her children all had large breasts. I grew up very self-conscious about my breasts, although I never told anyone...even Aretha...of my insecurity. This insecurity never completely faded away as I often had students whose breasts were much larger than mine. My breasts were a constant reminder of my imperfections.
I married a fellow teacher, and I would have lived happily ever after if my husband hadn't died last winter in a drinking and driving accident (no he was sober, it was some rich kid running a red light that hit him).
I was left a widow with two teenage daughters, one eighteen and in grade twelve, the other sixteen and two grades below her. The life insurance policy was enough to pay off our mortgage and guarantee my daughters' college expenses, so many people thought I was crazy when I returned to teaching after taking a year's leave. But I had missed it immensely and working with teenagers was the most rewarding job in the world.
It was the third day back when I realized this semester would be a challenge. Latoya was a black student in my English class with a real hatred for me. Her tone was snotty, her attitude terrible and her mouth lippy. Yet, I liked her. She was actually incredibly articulate and academically strong, although she often handed in her assignments late. I hoped I could help her reach her full potential...if only I could break through her hard exterior.
Alas, by December I was no further ahead than I had been in September until one day when she asked me for help. Well, demanded it really.
She put a document on my desk and said, "I need help with my scholarship resume."
Seeing a chance to maybe finally get her on my side, I ignored the entitlement attitude and asked, "When is it due?"
"Tomorrow," she snapped, as if I should have known.
"Oh that is not much time," I pointed out.
"I can come to your house tonight for help. I also need a letter of reference," she demanded.
"But the Christmas formal dance is tonight," I explained.
"So?" she replied.
"I have to supervise it," I pointed out.
"I will be over at seven. It shouldn't take long," she decided for me.
I paused, before succumbing to her strong-willed personality, "Ok, but I need to be at the dance by eight."
"Whatever," she said, leaving class. She stopped at the door, before adding, "Have my reference letter ready."
I responded, "I will need your resume."
"I'll bring it with me." She shrugged and left before I could respond.
I sighed. She really was a self-centered, stuck-up bitch. I hoped helping her would help her open up to me, but I doubted it. I packed up and headed home.
I had supper with the girls and they both left early to meet up with their friends and get ready for the second biggest dance of the year, the Christmas formal. Of course, prom was the biggest event for most high school students.
As Melanie, my oldest, was leaving I said, "I may be a little late. Latoya is coming over to get some last minute scholarship help."
Melanie gave me an odd look and warned, "Don't trust her."
I shrugged, "I don't. But her bark is way worse than her bite."
Melanie shrugged back, judging as she often did. "She is a butch dyke."
"Melanie!" I responded, astonished.
"Just saying," she said and kissed me on the cheek. Then she was gone.
I got ready myself for the formal dance. I wore a glamorous red dress with tan pantyhose and red heels. It was rare I got to dress up since my husband had passed, so when the opportunity arose I liked to really go all out. Unfortunately, I got a pretty big run in my pantyhose and realized I had no more. Rummaging my drawer, I found an opened package of coffee thigh-high stockings. I found these uncomfortable and a bit too slutty even for my husband when he was still alive, but I definitely wasn't going to a formal event without something on my legs, so I reluctantly put on the dark brown thigh highs. The good news was the dress was long enough to hide the tops of the stockings and the darker color really accentuated my legs.
I had just finished with my matching red lipstick to my dress when the doorbell rang. I grabbed my three inch heels, which I also never got to wear, and went downstairs to get the door.
I opened it and Latoya just sauntered into my house like she owned it. She too was dressed up, although more for a biker bar, with a black leather skirt, black boots, black pantyhose, a red blouse that couldn't even begin to contain her large breasts and a black leather jacket. She took off her jacket and tossed it on my white couch.
I closed my door, surprised at what she considered formal. She seemed more dressed for a dominatrix line-up.
She looked at me. "Nice, you dressed up for me."
Startled by her comment, I replied, "What? No, I am dressed for the dance."
She shrugged, "Whatever you say, Ms. Malone."
Ignoring her condescending tone and smirk, I got to the task at hand. "So let's see this resume so I can finish the reference letter."
She pulled out a resume from her bag and placed it on the table as she walked around my home. She disappeared into the kitchen while I grabbed the form and skimmed it. I noticed she did not have any volunteer hours, which would make the scholarship application rather difficult. She returned to my living room with a beer in her hand.
Walking over and taking it out of her hand, I snapped, "What are you doing?"
She smiled, "We are both adults, Ms. Malone."
"That is not the point," I countered. Attempting to make the distinction crystal clear I pointed out, "I am the teacher and you are my student."
She shrugged, her voice changing to something that seemed oddly seductive, "But what if I was the teacher and you the student?"
She was standing directly in front of me, her dark eyes boring into mine, as I responded, confused, "What are you talking about?"
She smiled, "Oh, never mind. So do you have my reference letter started?"
"Yes," I replied, thankful to be back on topic. "It's on my laptop upstairs."
Latoya started for the stairs. "Let's take a look at what you got started."
Again her forwardness was annoying, but the quicker we finished this the better, so I followed her upstairs and into my room. I grabbed my laptop, typed in my password and handed my laptop to her.
She quickly read my rather generic reference letter and began adding stuff. I interjected, "Latoya, I won't sign anything I don't agree with."
She smiled, her tone oddly foreboding, "Oh don't worry, you will definitely agree with it when, I am done with you."
Her odd answer was unsettling. She exuded a smug superiority I just couldn't figure out. I attempted to take a peek at what she was writing, but she dismissed me. "Wait until I am done, Ms. Malone." She then added, treating me like a maid in my own house, "If I can't have a beer, go get me a coke."
My rage inside was beginning to bubble over and I had to use every ounce of tolerance I had to not explode. Instead, I gritted my teeth and went downstairs to get her a drink. While downstairs, I took a couple of minutes to calm myself down and put in perspective what I was doing. I repeated the mantra 'I am helping a student' over and over again.
By the time I returned upstairs, Latoya had moved to my bed and was laying on it with my laptop on her lap. My frustration immediately began to rise again.
She looked up and asked in a condescending tone, "What took you so long, Ms. Malone?"
I wanted to explode at her, but didn't see any advantage to such an outburst. Instead, I remained silent and brought her the drink.
She took it without even a hint of appreciation and took a sip before handing it back to me. She was treating me like a servant in my own home. She returned to typing and a couple of minutes later, while I stood there holding her drink like a maid, she announced, "Done." She patted my bed and said, "Come sit down and read the final draft."
Attempting to regain some sort of resemblance of power, I refused, reaching for my computer, "No, I'll stand."
Her smile faded and she pulled my computer away from me. "Sit down, Ms. Malone," she demanded; her aggressive tone startled me. Without even having time to process her command, I felt my body climb onto the bed and beside her.
She took the drink and placed my laptop on my lap. "Read the final reference, Ms. Malone," she instructed.
Dear who it may concern,
Latoya is a student I have had the pleasure of teaching this year in Grade 12 English at Salisbery High. I have also become involved in her extra-curricular endeavours.
I paused, "Latoya, I have not been a part of your extra-curricular endeavours."
She took a sip of her drink before foreshadowing, "You soon will be. Now keep reading."
Wanting her out of my house, I ignored the lie and continued with the letter.
Latoya is an inquisitive student who excels at all she does. Her wit and intelligence exceeds all I currently teach. She is a great public speaker, a creative writer and a model student. If all my students worked as hard as Latoya they would all become successful members of society.
As I read this, I shook my head; I would never write such generic drivel. Nor did any of those descriptors adequately describe the truth about Latoya. Oh she was smart and creative, but her descriptors were a stretch. But I decided to remain silent and continued to read the rest of the letter I was supposedly writing.
Lastly, Latoya has become my Black Mistress and I eagerly serve her as the white slut I am. She owns me and I obey her every command.
I paused, completely stunned by the words in front of me. I looked up at a smiling Latoya, my cheeks red with anger, and said, "Latoya, what the hell is going on here?"
She smiled, "Did you finish the letter?"
Defiant, I responded, putting the laptop down beside me, "No. Now you need to leave!"
Her smile faded and she countered, using my first name for the first time, "Linda, you need to fall onto your knees and beg to be my white slut."
I stood up off the bed and raised my voice, something I never do, and demanded, "Get out of my home now!"
Her smile returned, but her condescending tone also returned in full force, "Awww, how cute, my little slut is playing hard to train."
Not sure how to get her out of my house, and tears beginning to stream down my cheeks, I pleaded, "Please just leave and we will pretend this never happened."
Her hand stunned me as in one quick move it went under my dress and directly to my vagina.
"Oh my," she teased, holding me with her other hand so I couldn't break free, "You wore thigh high stockings for me. You really are a slut, aren't you?"
"No, my pantyhose had a run in them," I argued and then attempted to fight back, "now let me go right now!"
She chuckled, her finger sliding inside my vagina, and me letting out an uncontrollable moan-gasp, "Why are you so wet?" I went to push her away but she was too strong. She smiled, using my first name again, "Now be a good little white slut, Linda and fall to your knees and into your proper place before me."
I let out a second involuntary moan when she found my g-spot.
"Hmmm, you like that, don't you, teach?"
"No," I responded, humiliated by the way my body betrayed me. "Please, stop."
She smiled, "Now here is how it is going to work, Ms. Malone. I want you to be my white little dyke and I always, I mean always, get what I want."
She slowly pumped her finger inside my long ignored vagina, which hadn't been touched by anything other than my own fingers in over a year. I was mortified by her words, yet her finger inside me had me morally weak. I attempted to stand up for myself, "We can't do this."
"Oh, we can and will. You have been so eager to please me all semester."
"No," I contradicted, "I was just trying to get the best out of you."
She countered, "And I plan to get the most out of you." Her finger inside me had me distracted, as she continued, "So why are you so wet, Ms. Malone?"
The way she said my name with such disgust was insulting, yet I couldn't deny that her finger inside me had me sexual stimulated. I answered with the only logical reason I had, "It isn't you, I am not a lesbian. It is just I haven't been touched in a long, long time."
"I'm not a lesbian either, Ms. Malone. I love a big hard dick in me sometimes too, but turning white bitches like you into the submissive sluts they crave to be deep down is a fun distraction."
I again tried to pull away, but she was too strong. "Please, don't do this."
"Do what?" she asked.
"Don't treat me this way."
"What way?"
"Like I am a slut," I finally blurted out of frustration.
"But you are a slut," she said.
"I am not," I adamantly replied.
"You are allowing your 18-year-old student to finger you in your own bedroom, that seems kind of slutty to me," she countered.
I tried one more time to break free and this time with enough exertion I succeeded, but fell to the floor.
She smiled, walking over to me, "They all fall for me eventually."
I stood back up and she immediately gripped my shoulders, lowered me onto my knees, and ordered, "Take off my boots."
She lifted her foot up a bit and presented me with her foot.
"No," I responded, meekly.
She looked down at me from her position of power and replied, "I am only asking you one last time. For now on any disobedience will come with a punishment. And trust me, you will not like the punishment."
I suddenly feared what she might do, as I was convinced this wasn't an idle threat. I tried to reason with her, "Please, Latoya, I am your teacher."
"One!" she announced.
"But, Latoya..." I began again.
"Two!" she interrupted, before adding, "For a teacher, you do not learn very fast."
I paused, suddenly realizing my predicament, and unsure how to get out of it. Reluctantly, fearing what her wrath may bring, I unzipped her boot and took it off her foot. Without a word, she switched her footing and presented me with her other boot. I repeated the task and began to stand up.
"Did I give you permission to stand?" she roared, her anger dripping with poison.
I fell back onto my knees and stammered, petrified by her outburst, "N-n-n-n-no."
"Who is your Mistress?" she asked.
"Pardon?" I asked back.
"Three," she announced, adding another theoretical punishment to me. "Don't you dare move, slut."
Being called a slut was like a hard slap to the face, but for reasons unknown other than fear, I stayed on my knees as Latoya walked to my laptop. I watched curious about what she was planning to do. She typed quickly and then announced, "Sent."
"What did you just do?" I asked petrified of her answer.
She smiled, "I just sent my reference letter to myself from your e-mail address. I think it will come in pretty handy if you disobey anymore."
"You didn't," I said, knowing she did, but praying she didn't.
She brought my laptop over to me and showed me the sent confirmation. Tears instantly formed and streamed down my face. As she tossed the laptop back onto the bed, she cautioned, "So if you disobey your Mistress again, there may be dire consequences, is that understood?"
"Y-y-yes," I stammered, realizing my predicament was even worse than before.
"So, I will ask you again, who is your Mistress?"
"You are," I replied reluctantly and with no conviction.
She smiled, "She was that so hard? Now next time I ask, I expect a much more eager answer, but I think maybe the problem is you don't believe you are a slut, do you?"
"No, I don't think I am a slut," I replied.
"Stay," she said, like I was a dog, and she disappeared out of my room. While she was gone a million ideas of how to get out of this predicament flashed into my head. I decided fuck it, and quickly went to my computer and attempted to see if there was any way to erase or stop the sent e-mail. I deleted it from my sent items, and was just searching the internet for how to delete sent e-mails when I heard her voice bellow, "Four."
I looked up at her startled and saw she was now half naked, her red blouse gone and her big breasts held in check barely by a red lace bra. Her skirt was also gone and she was now simply in black thigh highs, black panties and a big black strap-on cock.
"You really want to be punished, don't you?" she asked, walking towards me.
"N-n-n-no," I stammered, fearful, yet oddly entranced by the big cock wrapped around her waist.
"I see you checking out my cock," she smiled, "open your mouth, slut." I obeyed and she shoved the plastic cock between my lips. "Suck your Mistress's cock with your slut mouth," she demanded. I again obeyed, utterly humiliated by both the demand and the growing wetness in my panties. Why was such an obscene order and task making me wet?
I slowly and awkwardly sucked the plastic cock with its unpleasant taste. Latoya purred, "Hmmm, good teacher, you will be a perfect little present." A shiver went up my spine at her innuendo that I was a present and my dread began to overwhelm me. Almost as if realizing my anxiety was soon going to reach a peak, she pulled the cock out of me and demanded, "Get on your bed, slut. On all fours like a good little whore."
I looked up and once again tried to reason with her, "Please, Latoya, this needs to stop."
"Now!" she exploded, pulling me up and pushing me up towards the bed. Fear again becoming the motivating factor of obedience, I got up onto my bed and onto all fours as ordered. She climbed onto the bed as well, and pulled up my dress. A cold breeze gave me a quick chill and I held my breath waiting her next action. She asked, "Do you want your Mistress to fuck you slut?"
My damp panties were evidence of the contrary, but I refused to admit my growing excitement, when I replied, "No."
"Really?" she asked, "You don't want my big cock to fill your wet white whore cunt?"
I repeated, "No."
"Hmmmmm," she paused, her hand going to my very wet panties. "Your cunt disagrees with your words."
I didn't answer, as no good answer could defeat the evidence.



She pulled my panties to the side and put her big plastic cock at the entrance of my vagina. A sudden thrill weakened my knees and my resistance. My long ignored pussy was beginning to speak for me and it was quite demanding...it wanted to be fucked...hard. I didn't even know I was doing it, but I felt my body against my control, leaning back and taking the cock inside me.
A smug chuckle echoed behind me, reminding me instantly of my predicament. I instantly stopped the backwards motion. "What? Don't stop now, slut. You need to be fucked. You need to become my whore, a white slut for black women. Don't deny it, slut. You need me. You want me. Just bend backwards, take my cock deep inside your white slut cunt and succumb to me."
Her nasty words should have repulsed me, yet instead they made me tingle inside and made my pussy burn with need. My mind desperately tried to resist the temptation, but the resistance was weak and I slowly continued my collapse into submission.
As more of her cock slowly filled my vagina, she continued explaining our new relationship, "Good girl. I knew you would submit to me, Linda. I knew the first day when you couldn't get your eyes off my tits. My double d's so much bigger than your tiny training bra tits." Her humiliating words hit hard as she concentrated on my biggest insecurity. I stopped moving on the cock, tears beginning to form again.
"Hmmmm, keeping taking my cock, Ms. Malone. Once it is completely inside your cunt, it becomes my cunt."
The blunt declaration had me frozen in my tracks. The cock half inside me felt so good and I wanted more, but the revelation Latoya had just announced scared me. I stammered, "W-w-what do you mean?"
"I mean exactly what I said. Once my cock is buried inside your whore cunt, I own it. I own you. You will lick my pussy whenever I tell you to. Your pussy will be available for me and others whenever we want it. You need a black Mistress, you crave a black Mistress, and you crave complete submission to me."
"B-b-but I have a job," I pleaded.
"Oh, I won't wreck your career, slut. Unless you disobey me, then all promises are off. At school, you are the teacher and I the student, but when we are alone, I am the teacher and you the student; I am the Mistress and you the slave. Is that clear?"
"Ummmm..." I began.
"Don't answer with your mouth, slut. Answer with your wet, eager, cunt. Which I bet right now wants nothing more than to be filled by your Mistress's cock. With complete submission, comes complete pleasure. Now do it, slut. Bounce your fat white ass back on my cock, submit to me completely. Become my whore, my cunt, my white dyke, my...."
The nasty onslaught was too much and I ended it by taking the rest of her cock deep inside me. I moaned uncontrollably as the plastic cock filled me much deeper than my husband's cock ever could.
"Good girl," she purred, "who owns you?"
"You do," I moaned, beginning to believe it, loving the pleasure I was currently feeling.
"Good girl," she repeated. Her approval suddenly becoming important. "Now I am just going to kneel behind you as you fuck yourself. Go ahead slut, fuck yourself like the dirty whore you are."
Desperate to come, I began to move up and down on my 18-year-old's strap-on cock. Closing my eyes, I ignored the fact that I was submitting to a student, and instead just allowed the pleasure inside to take over. My moans increased and within only a couple of minutes I was close to an orgasm.
Suddenly, Latoya pulled the cock out of me and stepped off the bed. I moaned involuntarily, "Noooooooooo."
She laughed, "You were close, weren't you?"
"Yes," I admitted, my hand going to my needy vagina.
"Stop!" she demanded.
I froze.
"You don't get to come yet. Your Mistress, always, and I mean always, gets to orgasm first. Is that understood?"
"Yes," I replied, dejected and desperate.
"If you please me adequately, I may allow you to come," she explained, taking off her cock, sliding off her panties and climbing onto my bed.
She straddled my face with her hairy vagina and slowly lowered it onto my mouth. Having never done this before, I was unsure what to do. Her scent was strong, and realizing that I was stuck like this until she came, I attempted to lick her vagina. Her taste was surprisingly good and addictive. It was incredibly awkward and hard to breathe. After a couple of minutes of licking, she began to rub her vagina on my face and I just lay there, my tongue extended, as she used my face to get off. Suddenly I was being flooded with sticky juice. Her juice was sweet and I suddenly couldn't get enough of it. I eagerly lapped up her juice, attempting to get more of her nectar. Disappointingly, Latoya moved up and I reflexively moved up and attempted to continue to lap her juices.
She chuckled, "I taste amazing, don't I?"
Suddenly realizing what I was doing, I froze.
She smiled. "You want more of my cunt juice, don't you?"
Pretending to be repulsed, I lied, "No."
"Liar," she laughed, getting dressed. She reached into her purse and demanded, "Say cheese, Miss Malone."
I quickly covered my face with my hands.
She raised her voice like a teacher would do when scolding a student, "Don't you ever cover yourself in front of me again, slut."
I slowly moved my hands away, keeping my head down, "Please don't take my picture like this."
She chuckled, "Slut, I will be taking many pictures of you. This first one is a great shot of you after your first pussy pleasing experience. Now look up."
I obeyed reluctantly and she snapped a picture. "Slut, you look so sad." She shrugged, adding, "Oh well, over time I think you will learn to love pleasuring me." Putting her panties back on, she suggested, "You may want to go wash up, Ms. Malone, you look kinda slutty, plus you are going to be late."
I began to go to the bathroom when she said, "By the way, don't you dare touch yourself until I see you again, understood?"
I nodded by head yes, defeated and longing to come.
"Good," she smiled, walking over to me. She put her hand back to my vagina and began to pump my already wet vagina.
I instantly began moaning as she explained, "You are such a slut, Ms. Malone, allowing your student to finger-fuck you in your own home."
I was so ashamed, but her finger inside me was the only thing that mattered at this moment.
"Do you want to come?" she asked.
"So bad," I moaned, the orgasm beginning to build a second time.
"Well, you can't," she said, pulling her finger out of me. She sucked her finger that had just been in me and added, "Hmmm, not bad for an old cunt."
She walked out of my room, leaving me wet and horny. I quickly went to the bathroom to wash up. I heard my front door close and I let out a sigh of relief. I looked in the mirror. My make-up was a mess. I washed up and also washed my vagina clean, the cold water submerging my wanton desires. Finally looking respectable, I rushed out of the house and to the school arriving twenty minutes late.
Ironically, nobody noticed I was late. Everything was normal until my daughter saw me and asked, "So how was your quality time with the butch?"
I instantly went red, as I stammered, "It-it-it was fine and don't be so rude."
She shrugged and disappeared back onto the dance floor. It was almost midnight when I heard the voice I prayed I wouldn't hear tonight, "Hi, Ms. Malone."
I turned around. She was alone with the smuggest smile possible on her face. She leaned in close enough so no one else could hear and ordered, "Be in your classroom in five minutes and don't you dare be late."
Before I could reason with her she was gone. Anxiety overwhelmed me, but also an excitement I couldn't control. Maybe she would let me come. Just as quickly, I realized how absurd it was that I was worried about getting permission from a teenager to orgasm. I looked around and silently slipped out and headed towards my classroom determined to end this once and for all. I was the adult. I unlocked my door and waited and waited. Five minutes became ten and just as I was getting up to return to the dance she sauntered in.
"You weren't leaving, were you?" she asked, her voice implying I'd better not have been.
I stammered, suddenly feeling weak again, "N-n-no."
"Good, because I need to get off again," she announced, walking to my desk. She demanded, "On your knees, teach."
"Not here," I pleaded.
"Would the gym be better?" she questioned.
"God, no," I gasped.
"Then I'll only say this one more time. On your knees."
Seeing no way out of this other than to quickly please her, I obeyed. Latoya sat in my chair, opened her legs and said, "Get to work on your homework, slut."
The word slut made me wince, but I ignored it and moved between her legs. Her strong scent still lingered and as soon as I tasted her wetness I let go of all inhibitions. I licked her pussy slowly, suddenly wanting to savour her flavour, just as suddenly I felt an undeniable tingle down below. Her scent was overpowering, somehow held in by her abundance of pubic hair. Her moans were low, but constant, which was an indicator I was doing ok. I continued this slow lapping for a long time before my knees began to get sore. Determined to get her off soon, I took her clit into my mouth and put pressure on it. Her legs twitched and she let a little scream and her moans increased exponentially. Doing what I would want done next to me if our roles were reversed, I slid a finger inside her vagina and began pumping it in and out. Within seconds, my face was again coated by her juice.
I kept licking her pussy until she pushed my head away.
She stood up and ordered, "Sit on your desk, teach."
Praying for the sexual release my body longed for, I obeyed her order.
"Do you want me to eat your pussy?" she asked, pushing my legs apart.
"Yes," I answered, no longer a teacher, but simply a vessel of pleasure.
"In your classroom? On your desk?" she questioned, her finger sliding inside my panties.
"Yes!" I answered, frustrated.
She fell to her knees, moved her head between my legs and paused. I held my breath waiting for her touch, craving it. Suddenly, she ordered, "Take off your panties."
I quickly obeyed, discarding my panties in front of this 18-year-old black student. Propriety vanished; I was completely at her will.
"Good slut," she purred, picking up the panties. She reached for an empty coke bottle on my desk and handed it to me. "Fuck yourself, slut."
An overwhelming disappointment hit me, and my need to come vanished. "No. I can't," I responded.
"You don't want to come?" she asked.
"Yes, no, not like that," I replied, suddenly no longer wanting to.
She again pushed my legs apart and again fell onto her knees. The second her tongue made contact with my vagina I was a puddle of goo. She sucked my clit into her mouth and I screamed, "Oh sweet mother of mercy."
I felt my vagina vibrate as she chuckled at my reaction. Literally within seconds I was sopping wet and when she demanded, "Hand me the bottle," I didn't even hesitate. I suddenly wanted it in me. She rubbed it up and down my vagina lips for a few seconds and then in one sudden thrust she filled me with the bottle. I whimpered, the sudden thrust filling me completely and spreading my vagina wider than I was accustomed to. She stood up, leaving the bottle in me. "Fuck yourself, Ms. Malone."
My building orgasm all I cared about now, I grabbed the bottle end and began fucking myself with it. I pumped it in and out of my cunt ferociously and in less than a minute I was having my most powerful orgasm in my life. I bit my lip to hold in the scream that usually echoed off walls when I orgasmed.
I looked up and saw Latoya with her iphone and I assumed she had taped my sexual perversion. She smiled and said, "And you say you are not a slut." She put her phone in her purse and said, "There is a gift in your desk from me. It is one of your punishments. I expect you to wear it at school on Monday."
"What is it?" I asked, my orgasm still sending shivers of joy through me.
"Take a look when you are done coming, slut," she answered, heading for the door.
I pulled the bottle out of me and stood up, attempting to regain my composure. "Where are my panties?"
She pulled them out of her purse. "A souvenir. Hopefully, you are not a leaker."
With that she was gone. I fell back onto my chair and attempted to recover. Opening my desk drawer, I saw a silver egg shaped thing. I looked at it and after thinking for a few seconds I was horrified. She wanted me to wear this in my vagina for school on Monday. I put it in my purse; no way I wanted some colleague to go through my desk for some reason and find a sex toy. I realized I still had her juice on my face, so I quickly left my room and luckily made it to a bathroom without detection. I cleaned myself up, again, and returned to the dance. Thankfully, Latoya seemed to be gone and I supervised the remainder of the dance with a constant reminder of Latoya: a bit of leakage from my well-pleased vagina.
*****
All weekend I tossed and turned about what to do about my predicament. She had pictures and video to blackmail me. If I attempted to resist her, my career would be over. On the other hand, if I continued to obey her, my career was bound to be in jeopardy as well. Yet, every dream I had over the weekend included me pleasing Latoya. By Monday, I was an anxiety-riddled mess and considered calling in sick, but was worried that she would take that as disobedience.
I put the egg in me over the weekend and found that, after a few minutes, I was used to it being there. It was inconvenient and a distraction, but controllable. So, I obeyed Latoya's order and went to work on Monday with the egg in me. The day flew by, the only real distraction from the toy, when I would forget it was there and sit down too quickly. Then came my last period.
Latoya came in with her usual smug smile and gave me a subtle wink. I was teaching for a few minutes, lecturing on Hamlet, when I felt a sudden jolt in my vagina, a slow buzzing. I looked to Latoya who had a big grin plastered all over her face. In her hand was a remote control, which I assumed was for the toy inside me. Seconds later, the vibrations increased and I held onto my podium.
A student asked, "Are you ok, Ms. Malone?"
Just as suddenly the vibrating stopped and I replied, "Yes, sorry. I got dizzy there for a second. I am suddenly not feeling real well. So, class, get into groups and list five things Hamlet discusses in his 'To Be or Not to Be' soliloquy."
Sitting at my desk, I looked up to Latoya who smiled, but thankfully didn't turn the toy back on. Once class ended, Latoya waited for everyone to leave, sauntered over and asked, "Do you want to come, Ms. Malone?"
"Not here," I answered.
She handed me the remote control, "My gift to you. Now you can come anytime you want."
I took it and quickly dropped it in my purse. She added, "Watch the door for me."
She went behind my desk and quickly pulled off her panties. She handed them to me. "I figured you would be going through withdrawal by now."
I held them in my hand, stunned by what she had given me.
She whispered, "You may want to hide them, it may be weird if someone came in and saw you with soiled panties your hand."
I quickly dropped them into my bag as she added, "I fucked myself twice to orgasm thinking about all the things I plan to do to you."
"Please, stop," I whispered.
"Oh, I am just getting started, Ms. Malone." She smiled and began to leave my room. Turning as she left, she added, "By the way, keep Wednesday evening clear. I have plans for you."
I began to say I wasn't available Wednesday, but she added, waving her phone in the air, "This is non-negotiable." She winked and was gone.
All flushed, I packed my papers for marking, and made my way home.
Home earlier than normal and horny, I quickly went up to my bedroom, lay down on my bed and turned on the toy. The good vibrations instantly had me feeling good and I reached reflectively to my bag and pulled out Latoya's panties. They were slightly damp and sticky and I couldn't resist. I moved them to my nose and took a whiff, the scent was as intoxicating as it had been on Friday and I instantly got wetter. I closed my eyes and imagined being between her legs again. The buzzing was building an orgasm in me and as I got closer I opened my mouth and sucked on my student's soiled panties. Her sweet taste was addictive and I attempted to suck any remnants of her juice as my orgasm hit me. I screamed into her panties and quaked on my bed. I lay there immobile as I recovered from the orgasm. Once it had subsided, I tossed her panties away and quickly pulled the toy out of me. Aghast at what I was becoming, tears flew down my cheeks like a rainstorm. How was I ever going to get out of this mess?
*****
Tuesday was uneventful again until my final class. Latoya wasn't in class when it began and I felt a sudden relief and yet oddly disappointment. I was fifteen minutes into class when she walked in and interrupted the class. "Sorry teach, I was getting homework ready for you."
I caught her innuendo, she didn't say 'I was getting my homework for you,' which implied she had homework for me. I replied, "Take a seat, Ms. Wallace."
She did and the rest of the class went normally. Again, Latoya waited till everyone was gone before coming to my desk and asking, "Did you use my panties yesterday?"
"No," I lied.
She called me out. "Liar. I can always tell when you are lying."
"How?"
"That is for me only. So unless you want more punishments added, you will answer my question properly."
I sighed, "Twice."
"Reeeeallllly," she said, over-dramatically.
"Yes," I answered, ashamed by my weakness.
"So I am guessing you would like a fresh pair?"
At the thought of her wet panties my panties got wet too. Although mortified by my growing desires and desperate to stop them, I nodded instead.
She smiled and informed me, "And do I have a treat for you."
She checked the door, moved out of immediate view and quickly took off her panties. She handed them to me and I, without even thinking, put them to my nose. Just as quickly, I realized what I had just done and dropped them into my bag.
She laughed out loud, "Oh my, I really have turned you into a little lez slut."
I went ruby red.
"By the way, when you get home to fuck your cunt and smell my sweet soiled panties and put them in your mouth, you will get an extra gift."
"What?" I asked, nervously.
"Hank's cum. That is why I was late. He fucked me before class and his cum was leaking out of me all class."
"Oh my god," I responded. Hank was a six foot four black student and all-star linebacker for our football team. He already had scholarships to almost every school in the country.
"Oh my god, yes," she purred. "His cock is so fucking big. You will love it in that white cunt of yours."
"What?" I gasped.
"You heard me," she smiled and began walking away. Again turning before leaving, "And remember after school tomorrow you are mine."
"I can't," I quickly said.
She smiled, "If you don't I will bring the plan to school and trust me you don't want that." When I didn't respond, she asked, "So you are free tomorrow?"
I nodded 'yes', reluctantly.
"Excellent, and make sure to wear those stay up stockings. Have fun with the cum," she finished, leaving me alone and mortified.
I again quickly packed up my things and went home. Although the temptation was there to smell her scent, I ignored it throughout the evening. Unfortunately, at bedtime, I tossed and turned, my thoughts continually teasing me. After an hour of restlessness, I gave in to my temptations. I got up, grabbed the soiled panties and returned to bed. I lay back on my bed and began pleasuring myself as my other hand moved her panties to my nose. The scent was different, but still intoxicating. I moved the panties inside out and looked at the dried stain. I put it to my mouth and sucked on her panties while sliding two fingers inside my fiery vagina. The naughty act made me even hotter. I came hard from my feeling of moral degradation and the filthy act I was performing. I spit the panties out, and, past exhaustion, fell asleep in seconds.



*****
I dressed the next day and wore the thigh highs she had requested. I was petrified at the thought of what Latoya had planned for me, yet a small part of me was intrigued and had me distracted and horny all day. Latoya gave no hints during class and once class was done she handed me a folded piece of paper and left without a word.
Once alone, my hand quivering, I opened the paper and read the brief note:
My teacher slut,
Be at the following address at 4:30...not one second later.
Your Mistress
P.S.-Expect a long night.
I sighed, terrified of what might occur, and yet I could feel wetness forming in my panties. I attempted to ignore my problem by marking a few essays. I left early enough to make sure I arrived on time, pulling into her driveway a few minutes early. I sat in my car a nervous wreck: a mixture of anxiety and excitement that had my head spinning. Finally, three minutes early, I got out of my car and knocked on her front door.
I waited a couple of minutes, which allowed my anxiety to build. I felt like any car that drove by could see through my conservative outer attire to the submissive woman I was becoming. She finally opened the door and ordered, "Get in here, slut."
I quickly entered her home and followed her to the living room. She ordered, "On your knees, slut."
I obeyed and felt my stickiness swish between my legs. Latoya sat down and ordered, "Come get a snack, slut."
As she opened her legs, my mouth watered and I without any thought crawled over to her and between her waiting legs. Although her panties had pacified my craving the past couple of days, that was nothing to the captivating aroma of the real thing. I actually lingered between her legs and allowed her luxurious scent to fill me. Finally, I leaned forward and began licking her already wet pussy. Her sweet juice was so appetizing that I wanted to sit between her legs forever, ignoring society's values and just allowing myself to let go...in many ways it was liberating to not be in control. I slowly licked up and down, allowing her wetness to slowly leak out. I continued this slow pleasing for minutes until her moans increased and she demanded, "Faster, slut." Obeying, I buried my face into her pussy, sucking her clit into my mouth and being encompassed by her scent. As her moans increased I slid two fingers inside her and hooked my fingers searching for her g-spot. It didn't take long and, as soon as I began tapping it, her legs tightened around my head and she screamed and sprayed me with a flow of her juice. I eagerly lapped up as much of her juice as I could, completely addicted to her taste. After a couple of minutes I was pushed away, my face dripping with her juice. "Fuck! You are an insatiable white slut. Some other day, I will let you give me orgasm after orgasm, but today I have different plans for you."
I looked up from my subservient position and asked, "What?"
"You will see soon," she smiled and ordered, "follow me."
I followed, on my knees, into her room. She said, "On the bed is your outfit. Change into it, keep the stockings on, and wait until I come and get you."
She left her room and I stood up and went to the bed. On the bed was a maid's outfit. I sighed, wondering what she had in store for me. I put on the skimpy Halloween-style outfit with a skirt that clearly showed the entire top of my thigh high stockings. I looked like a complete whore. A hot whore, but a whore nonetheless. I waited over half an hour and heard the front door open and close. I heard a second voice and a chill went up my spine. Finally, Latoya returned to her room. She said, "It is time."
"For what?" I asked.
"You will see," she smiled, "follow me."
I began walking behind her when she turned and ordered, "Crawl."
I fell back onto my knees and followed, my cheeks again burning with humiliation. She led me into a different room and I heard a shower running. Latoya ordered, "Stand up!"
I obeyed and she grabbed some Christmas wrapping paper and ordered, "Don't move."
As she began wrapping me, I asked, "What are you doing?"
"I am wrapping my mom's Christmas present," she explained, rather matter-of-factly.
"What?" I gasped.
"You heard me. You are going to be my Mom's early Christmas present."
"Why?" I asked, stupefied.
"That will all come out very soon," she smiled.
I stood still stunned as she slowly wrapped me up. I heard the shower end just as my upper body was wrapped. If my earlier plight was mortifying, that was nothing to what was about to happen. Losing my job flashed before me. Latoya ordered, "Now be a good slut and remain still and silent." What choice did I have?
I stood motionless for a couple of minutes, until I heard a voice say in the distance, "Are you kidding me?"
Latoya responded, "Oh no, I am not. She is Barry Malone's daughter." Why would that matter, I wondered.
"No fucking way," she repeated, clearly shocked.
"So she is yours to use as you please, Mommy," a very sweet voiced Latoya said, seemingly eager for her mother's approval.
"Wow," Latoya's mom repeated, clearly stunned by the revelation.
"Do you want to unwrap her?" Latoya asked.
"I guess I should," she answered, her voice still showing hints of bewilderment and shock.
I felt the paper being tugged off me and slowly I was revealed to Latoya's mom: a very attractive, slightly chubby, black woman. She was wearing a robe and had an amused smile on her face. She talked as if I wasn't there, "Well, she is pretty."
"Yes, very pretty," Latoya agreed.
"And dressed up as a maid," she noticed, "how ironic."
"I thought you would like that, Mommy," the sweet voiced Latoya doppelganger said.
Once I was completely unwrapped, Latoya's mother asked, "How long do I have her for?"
"Tonight, until you are done with her, but she is actually yours to use as you please forever," Latoya said proudly.
I gasped.
Latoya's menacing look returned as she asked me, "Isn't that right, slut?"
I stammered, "I-I-I guess so."
Latoya's Mother smiled, "This is so delicious." She walked over and appraised me. She grabbed my breasts through the sheer maid outfit and sneered, "These are puny."
Latoya laughed, "Yes, she obsesses over my breasts, wait until she sees yours, mommy."
"Oh really!," the Mother said, "You like my daughter's big breasts?"
"Y-y-yes," I stammered nervously, her touch also a distraction.
"You ate my daughter's pussy?" she asked.
I stammered again, "Y-y-yes," my shame burning hotter than hell.
"Did she eat your whore cunt?" the Mother asked, her hand going down to my sopping pussy.
I answered, "Only for a few seconds."
She chuckled, "Latoya, you are turning into a domme, aren't you?"
"Like daughter, like mother," Latoya joked, clearly proud to be complimented.
"She is sopping wet," Latoya's Mother announced. "Why are you so wet?"
"I don't know," I answered, really not knowing the reason and not ready to admit my weakness.
"Oh you know, don't you? You are just not ready to admit you're real personality."
"My personality?" I questioned, moaning as her black finger entered me.
"Yes, you are a white slut who craves complete submission. Who probably didn't even know you craved it, even though when you were young you were surrounded by black people who served you. Yet, the reality is you should have served them."
My face went redder as I reminisced about my childhood. I wasn't sure she was right, but I had admired their beauty and bigger breasts, although never sexually.
"Answer me, slut!" the Mother's voice boomed, "Do you get turned on by big black tits?"
"Y-y-yes," I stuttered.
"See, isn't admitting it liberating?" She smiled, her anger gone as quickly as it arrived. "Now just let your mind go and let your new Mistress guide you to your proper place."
Oddly, it was liberating. Although still nervous, my mind decided to just let go as ordered and the next words out of my mouth surprised me, "Yes, Mistress, I am yours."
Her smile showed her happiness and she opened her robe revealing the biggest breasts I had ever seen in person. "Come to Mommy," she purred, pulling me into her breasts.
I took her big nipple into my mouth and sucked on it. I sucked on the big breast, slowly enjoying the touch of real breasts in comparison to my small ones. Mother explained as she let out a small moan, "You understand, I own you now."
I didn't take the nipple out of my mouth as I looked up nervously. "Yes, I am yours."
Latoya added, completely out of the blue, "Her oldest daughter is eighteen, Mommy."
"Reeeeally," the Mother smiled. "Well isn't that interesting."
I begged, "Please leave my daughter out of this, I will do anything."
"Yes, you will," she purred and ordered, "get on the bed."
I obeyed, trepidation and excitement crashing into each other.
"Good slut," the Mother purred, going into her closet. She returned with a thicker, longer strap-on than the one Latoya had fucked me with a few days earlier. In her other hand was a much smaller vibe. She climbed behind me and quickly filled me with the long toy.
I screamed, "Oh my God."
Latoya's Mother, my new Mistress, said, "You like that, slut?"
"Yeeeeessss," I moaned, no longer caring about being prim and proper. I needed to be fucked.
"You like my cock," she teased.
"I love it in my vagina," I moaned.
"Your vagina!" she howled out loud. "Sluts don't have vaginas, they have pussies or cunts. Now tell me where my cock is."
I blushed, not used to using profanity. "Your cock is filling my cunt so completely," I shuddered.
She thrust the big cock in and out of me hard and fast, bringing unbridled pleasure. Within a couple of minutes of constant fucking, I was delirious with pleasure when she suddenly stopped. She ordered, "Latoya, get the lube."
"Yes, Mommy," she replied, and disappeared into the closet.
The black woman fucking me said, "I am guessing you have never been fucked in the ass, have you?"
"Nooo," I replied, suddenly scared.
"But you want to, right?" she asked, in a tone that made it very clear it wasn't a question I could answer 'no' to. To help my decision, she quickly gave my cunt five hard deep thrusts.
I replied, giving her the answer she wanted to hear, "I am yours, Mistress. Fuck me as you see fit." I couldn't believe the words out of my mouth. I didn't want my ass fucked. Yet....
"Good girl," she replied, "you are a fast learner." Latoya handed her mother the lube and I suddenly felt the cold goo between my ass cheeks.
She turned on the slim vibe, which suddenly made me relax. In comparison to the eight-inch cock buried in me, this toy was tiny. "Beg for me to fuck your ass, slut."
The buzzing toy was teasing my anal entrance, causing a new sensation. My begging was not faked as I suddenly wanted to feel it in me, my desperation to orgasm so great I would do anything. "Please, Mistress, fuck my ass with your toy. Make me your anal whore."
She chuckled, speaking to her daughter, "Wow, we have really broke down her shy exterior, haven't we?"
"Indeed." Latoya laughed too.
Soon I felt a buzzing sensation slowly penetrate my ass. It burned a bit, but my wet cunt and need to orgasm overpowered the slight discomfort. Slowly the vibrator went deeper in me until I couldn't fathom anything going deeper. I whimpered, two toys deep inside me. I had never felt so filled, so completely fucked in my life. Without instruction, I begged, "Please, Mistress, fuck both my holes. Make me come like the white slut I am."
She obliged and began fucking me hard again while also pumping my ass. The double sensation was over the top and I began to get animated in ways I never had before. "Oh my God yes, fuck my cunt, fuck my ass. Make me your whore. Yes Mistress, I am yours, yes, yes, oh fill me completely. Oh god, yeeeeeeeeees." I came harder than I ever could possibly have imagined and as the orgasm quaked through me, my black Mistress spanked my ass, pushing the vibrating toy in my ass deeper into me, causing such a mixture of pain and pleasure that I actually passed out.
When I woke up a couple of minutes later, the buzzing in my ass was still going, but I was on my back. "You're awake," my new black mistress said.
"What happened?" I asked.
"You passed out from pleasure as far as I can tell. How long have you been holding back your real desires?"
"A lifetime," I answered, the teasing in my ass keeping me wet and horny.
She climbed on top of me, her massive double d, or maybe even bigger, breasts tangled in my face. "Ready to taste your Mistress?"
"Yes," I replied, hoping she was as sweet as her daughter. She straddled my face and lowered an even hairier bush onto my face. I eagerly extended my tongue and took in the uniquely different bouquet. It was just as intoxicating, but completely different. I licked her pussy lips with a bit of a struggle because of her abundance of pussy hair, but eventually got into a rhythm as I slowly painted her pussy lips with my tongue. I continued for what seemed like an eternity almost being hot-boxed by her pussy. The constant buzzing in my ass teased me and I desperately wanted to come again. Feeling slightly claustrophobic suddenly, I reached for her clit and pulled it into my mouth. I sucked it in as best I could and felt Latoya's mom shudder. Hoping she was close, I flicked her clit over and over again, each flick making her twitch. I continued this for a couple of minutes, until she suddenly bounced on my face for a few seconds, treating my face like she was riding a cock, and I was rewarded with a stream of her juice. She came even harder and fuller than her daughter and I felt like I was sprayed by a firehose. I eagerly lapped as much juice as I could while her cunt lingered over me as her orgasm spread through her.
Finally, she got off me and collapsed beside me onto her back, her beautiful voluptuous breasts now taunting me. I was just about to get up, when suddenly Latoya straddled my face and lowered her wet pussy onto my just fucked face. Exhausted and my neck killing me, I went directly to her clit. Luckily, watching me pleasure her mother got her very wet and she was moaning rather quickly. In less than two minutes, I felt a second spray of juice cover my face. The mixture of their juices created a new flavour. She moved off me and slid two fingers into my pussy. She began finger-fucking me fast and I begged, "Oh yes, don't stop, fuck me hard."
She slid a third finger in and then a fourth, spreading my pussy beyond anything it had ever felt other than child delivery. I whimpered and watched in awe as she smiled at me and allowed her whole fist to disappear inside my cunt. I would not have thought it was possible. I was filled completely and she began opening her fist inside me. She said, "Holy shit, slut. You took my whole fist."
I couldn't believe my next words. "Fist fuck me, fist fuck your teacher. Oh my God, it feels so incredible, so fucking amazing."
My mouth was silenced by Latoya's Mom's breasts, and I just sucked them like I was nursing and allowed the fist inside me to thrill me. Suddenly I felt my ass being slapped too and for the second time in an hour I came harder than I ever had before and for the second time in a row...I passed out.
When I awoke the second time, Latoya's mother was back in her robe and Latoya was dressed too. I replayed the past hour in my head and was suddenly mortified by my actions.
Latoya then suddenly explained everything to me, shocking me one last time. "So, Ms. Malone, did you ever wonder why I picked you to seduce?"
"No idea," I answered, just trying to rebuild my strength.
"Well, do you remember a case back when you were just a child, the Robinson case?" Latoya asked.
"Not really," I answered, admitting, "I usually ignored my father's legal decisions. I often disagreed with the final decision anyway."
"You did?" Latoya asked, suddenly caught off guard.
"Yes," I admitted, "my father and I never saw eye to eye."
"Huh?" she let out, clearly surprised by this for some reason. "I almost feel bad now."
"For what?" I asked.
"For my revenge," she answered.
Now it was my time to look confused. "Revenge?"
"Yes, I picked you because of your father," she revealed.
"Why?"
"Your father put my innocent grandfather behind bars which led to my Mother being put in social services," she revealed.
"Oh," I said, suddenly feeling vulnerable completely naked in front of two black women my father had so horribly injured. I gave my sincere sympathies, "I am really sorry. My father is a stubborn racist man."
Mother finally spoke, "Well, on the bright side, regardless of the motive we now have us a white slut and you Ms. Malone have not one, but two Mistresses."
I smiled, suddenly aware that I was indeed happy with the results, having never came to close to the sexual fulfillment I had today, "That is true."
Latoya still befuddled, "Y-y-you are ok with this?"
I got off the bed, walked over to her and dropped to my knees, and gave myself to her...mind, body and soul. "I didn't know such pleasure existed. I couldn't go back in time and stop my father and I don't want to go back in time and stop you. I always had these nagging doubts inside me, that I never understood until you grabbed them and pulled them out."
My new Mistress explained, "All women are either sub or domme by nature. It is obvious you have lived your life in denial about who you are."
Latoya blurted, "Fuck, now I am horny again."
Her mother pointed out, "Well, you do have a perfectly good white slave on her knees before you."
"Hmmm, that I do, don't I," Latoya mused.
Removing her skirt again, her hairy pussy coming into view, she smiled, "One for the road, slut?"
Without hesitation, I leaned forward and began licking one of my two Mistress's pussy. Having already come once, her scent was even stronger and more heavenly.
A couple of minutes into it, my other Mistress said to her daughter, "So tell me about out our slut's daughter."
THE END
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What Mom Knows Fucks Her Again
Have you ever woken up and let out a sigh as you realized the vivid, enthralling experience you remember so well was just a dream?
As I attempted to open my weary eyes, that was the exact empty feeling rolling through me. My dream had felt so real! I dreamt I had fucked my Mother last night...twice. It was the most intoxicating experience and the most alive I'd ever felt, so now, having to get up and face the real world, realizing it had only been a dream was completely devastating. Many of my fantasies have always been about fucking my ridiculously hot Mother, so such dreams weren't at all new, just how authentically real this one had felt was new. And like now, I had also woken up many times all sticky after an all-too-real dream.
But then the bed moved.
My eyes went deer-in-the-headlights big as I slowly rolled to my other side to look directly into the eyes of... of my Mother. My naked Mother! My naked Mother lying in bed next to her eighteen-year-old naked son! Me!
"Good morning, lover," she smiled and leaned in and kissed me. Not a dream this time, an unbelievably wonderful reality. My cock woke up and flexed his muscles. Time to go again? I'm ready! Breaking the kiss she reached down and grabbed my little man teasing, "It seems you're happy to see me." Totally unlike me, my Mother was relaxed and serene, easily taking in stride this scandalous awakening with all its taboo implications.
I stammered, thrilled it wasn't a dream, but at the same time nervous about what to do now, "I-I-It really h-h-happened?"
"Twice," she smiled, gently stroking my cock.
"Wow," I blurted out, sounding like a fool.
"Wow indeed," she responded and disappeared under the sheets. A second later I felt her lips wrapped around my cock. She slowly bobbed up and down, lavishing my cock with her warm saliva. I closed my eyes, still trying to process my good fortune and coming to grips with the reality that my Mother, now sober, now having had plenty of time to reconsider our incestuous tryst, was placidly sucking my cock with no regrets. The slow blowjob lasted for a few minutes as she seemed in no hurry to get me off. I was disappointed when I felt her perfect cock sucking mouth abandon its task as she returned above decks to face me.
She smiled and asked, "Is my big boy ready to fuck his Mommy?"
"Very much so," I responded suavely, or rather acting as suavely as I could, as I pushed my naked Mother onto her back and scrambled beneath the covers and between her legs.
"Oooh, I love a man who can take control," she purred.
I pulled her legs apart and buried my face in my Mom's cunt. I licked, probed and nibbled her sweet hole for a few minutes until her juices were flowing and she begged, "Please fuck me, son. Shove that big cock of yours in Mommy's cunt."
Feeling confident and sensing my Mom had an inner need for submission, I asked her, "Who's my slut?"
She didn't miss a beat, responding, "I'm your slut. Mommy is your little fuck toy."
I lifted her legs up high in the air, held them pushed together and ordered, "Then beg me to fuck you."
Her face flushed with excitement and horniness, she begged like a slut, like my slut, "Oh please son, shove that big hard cock in your Mommy. Shoot your cum deep inside your Mommy slut."
Her nasty words were too inviting to resist any longer and, still holding her ankles together, I easily slid my cock into her wet cunt.
As soon as my cock filled her pussy, she began moaning, "Oh yes son, fuck me. Fuck Mommy hard!"
Using her legs to balance, I leaned in and rammed her cunt. Deciding I wasn't making love to her this time but fucking her, I was relentless with my deep hard thrusts. I could feel my balls slap into her with each deep thrust and her moans escalated with each powerful stroke.
She got more animated as the hard pounding continued. "Oh god yes, Curtis, your cock feels so good inside Mommy," and "Yes, son, harder, fuck me harder," and "Your cock fills Mommy up so good, baby," and "Pound me baby, pound Mommy's cunt," and finally "Oh my God, yes son, you're making Mommy come, don't stop, baby, don't stop, fuuuuuuuck!!"
I wish I could say I came at the same time she did, but my morning orgasms take time. I kept hammering away at my Mother's soaking wet cunt throughout her orgasm. Once her orgasm had finished coursing through her body, I pulled out and presented her with my cock, sticky with her cum.
She asked, all demure, "Does my son want his Mother to suck his big hard cock?"
I responded smugly, "A better question is, 'Does my Mom want to suck her son's cock all coated with her cum?'"
She purred, reaching for my cock, "Hmmmmm, yummy."
After a couple of hand strokes, she took my cock back in her mouth. Unlike the sweet and slow wake-up call, this time she bobbed up and down with purpose. Watching my hot Mom suck my cock with such reckless eagerness was the hottest sight ever, and after only a few minutes I could feel my balls beginning to bubble.
Like a gentleman I warned, "I'm going to come soon, Mom."
Her left hand, gripping my ass, slithered to the crack and I was stunned when I felt her finger slide between my ass cheeks and stop at my rosebud. I was about to say something about that being a no fly zone when I felt her penetrate my ass. The violation was like an electric shock direct to my cock and I instantly felt my cum explode out of me and down my Mom's throat! She didn't slow down or remove the finger until long after every drop of my cum had been extracted by her perfect cock sucking mouth. At the same time, she pulled her finger out of my ass and took my cock out of her mouth, leaving me feeling empty but sated.
We both collapsed back onto my parents' bed. We both allowed silence to linger as we silently processed last night's and this morning's debauchery. We both knew we had changed everything!
Finally, I broke the silence by attempting to see where this could go after we got up today. "So, you and Miranda Collington?"
Her eyes went wide as she asked, "What do you know about her?"
"You're her Mistress. You pretty much offered her to me last night," I reminded her.
"Oh," she sighed, "I vaguely remember that now."
Pushing the envelope, I asked, "So is she the only one you play with?"
"Yes," she replied, before adding as if it explained something, "she's impossible to resist."
"I imagine," I joked, before stirring the pot some more, "And what about Ellie?"
"What about her?" my Mother asked defensively, rolling onto her side to give me a worried look.
"Well last night, when she thought I was Dad she gave me crap saying, 'Fuck Ted, I was that close to seducing your wife and you had to step in and ruin it!' The words kind of burned themselves into your innocent impressionable son's brain; I may be scarred for life!"
My Mother smiled as she said, "Poor baby, once we get our strength back would you like your Mommy to fuck you and make it all better?"
"Yes please Mommy; and while you're at it I have a skinned knee that could use some attention," I playfully joked.
We both kissed each other affectionately, chuckling, before Mom addressed the other subject, "Ellie said that, did she?"
"Yes, she made it sound like you two used to be lovers," I explained, "which, by the way, I've long suspected, and now that we're sharing all our secrets..." trying to get more out of her.
My Mom gave a cautious laugh. "Curtis, Ellie's and my history is very complicated."
Taking a major risk, but a calculated one based on my assumptions, I decided to take over. For starters I moved my hand down to her cunt and requested, "Tell me, Mommy."
She let out a sigh-moan and replied, "No, I can't."
My finger slid inside her cunt as I explained with a no-nonsense attitude, "I wasn't asking you to tell me Mom, I was telling you to."
Her face went red, and I knew I was right. She was submissive. She was my submissive. Mom weakly tried to resist the power shift with, "Curtis, please don't."
"Don't what, Mommy?" I asked, fingering her pussy slowly.
"Don't make me be your slut," she whimpered.
"You don't want to be my slut?" I enquired, my finger stopping deep inside her wet box.
Her breathing was getting heavier and she pleaded, "Curtis, I can't go there again. I've resisted for so long!"
Suddenly confused, I asked, very curious, "Resisted what for so long?"
"Being a slut," she moaned even as slut-like, she moved her ass back and forth trying to fuck herself with my finger.
"But you fuck Miranda," I pointed out.
"Yes, but I'm the one in charge in our relationship. She's my slut," my Mom explained.
I snatched my finger out.
Mom pleaded urgently, "Curtis, please don't stop, put it back in."
I put my sticky finger to her lips. "Shhhhhh, Mother. I think I figured this out. You were Ellie's slut in college, but once you met Dad you broke away from your submissive lifestyle and attempted to be a good, faithful, heterosexual wife happily ever after. I even bet Dad isn't dominant in the bedroom and before I showed up last night and distracted you with my big dick, you were weakening to Ellie's sexual advances, weren't you? Another thing burned into my impressionable young brain from last night is one of the first things you said to me last night when you still thought I was Dad was, 'You are soooooo lucky you showed up when you did; Ellie has me so fucking horny!' So Dad knows, right?"
"Yes," my Mom replied, flustered and frustrated, "Are you happy? I was Ellie's 'Personal Pleasure Pet', her words, all four years of college. But once I met your dad, I quit cold turkey until a crazy weekend in Vegas with Miranda last year."
I returned my hand to my Mom's wanton pussy and slid two fingers rather easily inside her drenched cunt. "So do you want to be Ellie's pleasure pet again?"
"No," my Mom answered. "Hell no."
"Why not?" I asked, beginning to pump her pussy with my fingers.
"Because although we stayed great friends after we quit our Mistress/slave relationship, she'd always warned me that when I came back to her, which she was confident I would some day, she would own me completely."
"What does such a declaration even mean?" I asked.
"Unlimited! I never submitted to find out what that meant in practice, but even back in college she was a very demanding lover," my Mother answered. Her soft smile implied she was reminiscing about a different time that she'd loved and still missed.
"Is she strictly a lesbian?" I asked, reflecting on the fact that I'd never seen her with a man, which is incredibly hard to believe for someone as hot and big-breasted as Ellie.
Mom, catching my real question, teased, all baby talk, "Does my wuvving sonsy wunsy want to fuck my best friendsy wendsy?"
"Well, in a perfect world I would watch you two in some hot lesbian action and then I'd join in."
"All men are the same," she joshed, shoving me playfully.
"So is she a dyke?"
"Not completely, but I've never seen her get what you could call excited about any man. She just fucks them and leaves them. Actually she treats sex with men like a chauvinistic man would treat women," my Mother concluded.
"Would she fuck me?" I asked bluntly.
My Mom considered this before responding cautiously, "Probably, but there would be strings attached."
"Strings?" I asked.
"Yep, she must always be in control. That's one of the reasons she doesn't keep any men for long; she burns them out."
"What would Ellie say if she knew what we did?" I asked, "or rather what we're doing?" trying to understand their relationship better.
"I don't know. But I'm sure she'd try to use it in some way to lure me back into her web of submission," she worried, her eyes showing a trepidation I seldom saw in her confident persona. It made me very curious to know lots of further details about what kind of relationship the two of them used to have.
Seeing my Mom's trepidation, I decided to let it go for now, even though I'd already decided to go and visit with Ellie at school later on today.
Instead, I decided to focus on the relationship Mom had owned up about this morning far more willingly. "So you and Miranda, hey?"
Her face went red as she explained, "Well, I missed a woman's touch, but knew going back to Ellie was way too dangerous for my marriage, so when a drunken Miranda hit on me three years ago at Gloria's Halloween party, I gave in to the long burning temptation, although not that night. We had some long talks, arranged to meet each other in Vegas with both of us dressed up to tease, and after quite a few cocktails and lots of flirting... one thing led to another and we hadn't even made it up to our room before she was between my legs in the elevator! She's a nymphomaniac and extremely submissive. Luckily, Ellie doesn't know about our secret trysts."
"And you think she'll fuck me?" I asked. "That would be amazing!"
"She will devour you whole, dear boy. She will literally fuck you to exhaustion," Mom promised. "And if you compliment her legs she'll be yours forever."
"Can you set it up?" I asked.
"Anything for my new fuck toy," she smiled, getting out of bed. "But I need to get ready for work."
I watched her disappear into her bathroom; I lay in my parents' bed, a variety of nasty upcoming fuck sessions scrolling through my head like trailers for porn movies.
*****
I was just arriving at Ellie's high school, my Alma Mater, when I received a text.
It was from Mom: Meet me at 847 Wisconsin Drive NOW!!!
I texted back: Why?
Mom's response: Miranda's house.
Although I was dying to talk to Ellie, it would have to wait. I adjusted the erect cock that had appeared awkwardly in my pants and started the longest twenty-minute drive of my life. My mind spun and spun with the upcoming possibility that I might get to fuck Miranda Collington, the pantyhose-wearing dream girl of so many of my stroke sessions!
I arrived at the house and Mom's car was in the driveway. I parked and tried to tone down my anxiety. I took a few deep breaths and walked up to the door. It was opened a moment later by Miranda herself dressed in a black skirt, matching pantyhose and a blue blouse. She looked like she was ready to deliver her weather report tonight.
Her radiant smile greeted me. "Come on in Curtis, I've heard a lot about you."
I walked in, still really nervous, and followed her into her living room. Mom was there and greeted me. "Hi, Curtis."
Unsure what Mom had in mind, or what she may have told Miranda, I played it casual. "Hi, Mom."
Miranda sat on the couch and I sat on a lone chair as Mom explained, "I was just telling Miranda here that you're her biggest fan."
I blushed.
Miranda patted an open spot on the couch invitingly and asked, "Is that so?"
I glanced at Mom who gave an affirmative nod, so nervously, like a virgin approaching a prostitute, I walked over to the couch.
As I sat down in the designated hot seat Miranda's hand went instantly to my leg, her voice dripping with seduction, "So tell Miranda, what do you like most about me?"
Her hand ever-so-slowly moving up my leg was a major distraction as I stammered, "Um-I-I-I grew up obsessed with your legs. I have a nylon fetish and you were one of the only women on the planet that always wore them."
"Ah-um," my Mom pointed out.
I smiled, "Well, other than my hot Mom, who is probably to blame for my fetish."
"So you want to touch my nylons?" Miranda asked.
I nodded my head like some lovelorn boy.
She took my wrist and placed my hand on her knee.
"And your Mother was telling me about your little charade last night, Mr. Beast." she began. "But don't just park there stud, roam."
My confidence, despite the surreal situation, began to grow and I slowly moved my hand up her leg, my fingers tracing around on her sexy nylon-slick thigh.
Her hand wasn't roaming, it was hovering... until it landed directly on my erection. "Hmmm, nice! Alexis wasn't exaggerating."
I let out an incontrollable moan. Wanting to replicate her aggressiveness and sensing nothing but encouragement from her, I reached her pantyhose-covered crotch and cautiously cupped her pussy.
She apologised! "Sorry, if I'd known I'd be entertaining guests, I would have worn stockings...for easier access."
I let out another aroused moan. I looked at Mom, who was smiling perversely, enjoying the torment of my uncertainty but also my progress.
There was a moment of silence as we each had our hands on the other's private parts through clothing.
The silence was broken when Miranda said, "So, young stud, your mom also told me that you really want to fuck me."
I let out a shocked moan.
"Is that true, Curtis?" she asked, giving my cock a squeeze, as she leaned over and bit my ear.
Weakly, I replied, "Yes, ma'am."
"Ma'am? Ma'am is for old people. Am I old?" she asked, pouting.
I stammered, attempting to rectify any insult, "No, sorry, you're one hot bitch."
She burst out laughing, "From one extreme to another!"
I apologized again, seeing my fantasy come true beginning to fall apart. "Sorry, I...."
Thankfully Miranda herself rescued me as I was shut up by her lips pressing against mine as she kissed me long and hard! I closed my eyes, losing myself in her. I felt hands unbuttoning my jeans. Once my cock was released from its cocoon, it sprang to life and while I was still kissing Miranda, I was surprised to feel a mouth wrap around it. I opened my eyes to see my Mother sucking my cock in front of TV personality Miranda Collington!
Miranda broke the kiss and watched the incestuous act with fascination. "I never would have believed it," she acknowledged in wonder, standing up.
I watched her unzip her skirt, mesmerized. She allowed it to drift down her legs, showcasing her perfect legs in black pantyhose. Holding my gaze with hers, although mine kept flickering downward, she slowly unbuttoned her blouse as my Mother just as slowly sucked my cock.
The two working together had me in fits: a striptease by my fantasy older woman while my other fantasy woman, Mom, sucked my cock. It was completely enthralling!
Soon Miranda was only in pantyhose and a bra. I noticed she wasn't wearing panties.
Noticing me noticing she smiled. "I haven't worn panties since I was a teenager."
She slowly sauntered over to me, leaned her chest close to my face and asked, her hands cupping her bra, "Can you help me with this?"
I reached behind her back and fumbled with her bra strap. After a few seconds of frustration, it popped open and her perky breasts were revealed to me. Instinctively, I leaned forward and took a large, erect nipple into my mouth.
Her pantyhose-covered leg touching mine, her breast in my mouth and my Mom's slow but superb cock sucking were too much and I unexpectedly shot a load of cum down my Mother's throat.



Hearing swallowing, Miranda cautioned me, "You'd better have a second load for me, stud."
Mom got off her knees and got undressed herself. Once she was naked except for stockings, she sat on the couch and took control. "Ok, enough of this silly foreplay Miranda, let's get that pretty face of yours where it does its best work, between my legs."
Miranda obeyed in a heartbeat and I watched in voyeuristic glee as Miranda Collington, the pantyhose-wearing weather girl, crawled between Mom's stocking-clad legs and began licking her pussy.
Mom continued in her drill sergeant role as she instructed, "And you Curtis, get behind her, rip open her pantyhose and plug her cunt."
Turned on by Mom's filthy mouth and watching my dream woman on her knees eating Mom's pussy, I sprang to obey.
Kneeling behind Miranda Collington, I stared at her perfectly curved ass, worshipping her perfection.
Mom joked, "Are you going to hang out there and drool all day or are you going to fuck her?"
Trying to be witty I responded, "Can't I do both?"
"Touché," she moaned, Miranda doing wonders with her tongue.
I rubbed my hands over Miranda's pantyhose-covered ass. Her pantyhose was the softest I'd ever felt. I could have done this forever and been content, but I finally ripped her pantyhose apart to get free access to her pussy.
I surprised her and Mom, when instead of just burying my cock in her pussy I laid on my back, shoulder-walked between her parted legs, reached up to pull down her hips and attacked her pussy with my mouth.
She let out a muffled moan when my lips touched her pussy lips. I couldn't believe how sweet she tasted and how wet she already was! Although it was awkward, I was determined to get her off with my tongue. I lapped at her wetness, slowly sliding my tongue between her pussy lips like I was painting them with a brush: long, wide strokes, back and forth. I heard her breathing increase and decided to go for the kill. I reached up and took her swollen clit in my mouth and pulled down on it. She screamed into my Mom's pussy the moment I did! Knowing I had her close, I pushed my face into her clit and pussy over and over again, literally fucking her with my lips, nose and tongue. Her moans increased and her legs buckled and her pussy crashed onto my face. She rubbed her cunt on my mouth, desperate to release the orgasm building inside her. I just extended my tongue as best I could and tried to breathe as she literally fucked my face to orgasm. Knowing it was Miranda Collington riding my face was the second most exhilarating moment of my life! It would have been first if it hadn't been for what Mommy and I had done last night. Suddenly she trampolined off my face a few times, my head bouncing against the carpet with each bounce, and I was soon being cascaded with a downpour of her juice. The juice kept coming and coming, and I eagerly attempted to savour and retrieve every fucking delicious drop!
Miranda finally rolled off me and collapsed to the floor. Her words filled me with a pride few men can ever have. "Holy fuck, that was the most intense orgasm of my life, and I've had thousands of orgasms."
Mom concurred. "I told you! Last night was the best sex of my life. You can see why I can't just leave him alone like a good Mother should."
I revelled in the glow of such praise until my cock started twitching, reminding me it still was raring to go. Brimming with a confidence I'd never had before, I flipped Miranda onto her side and slid my cock inside her from behind. From this angle she was so fucking tight, even after her orgasm.
She moaned the minute my cock was buried in her and got animated, "Yes, fuck me, big boy. Pound my tight pussy. Make me your slut!"
Her dirty mouth was surprising because she always seemed so prim and proper on TV, and it was a major turn on.
Having already come this morning with Mom and again with Mom's blow job twenty minutes ago, this time I was in for the long haul.
I looked up at Mom, who was watching us and playing with herself.
Miranda's dirty mouth continued through the fucking. "Your big cock feels so fucking good in my hotbox!" and "Hammer my cunt, drill me deeper!" and "Fuck me in front of your Mommy!" and "Holy shit Alexis, no wonder you can't resist him!"
I continued the deep hard thrusts, perspiration pouring down my forehead, when she screamed, "Oh yes, I'm coming, you bad boy, I'm coming all over your beautiful cock!"
Her body spasmed like she was having an epileptic seizure as she ground her ass back on my cock, taking all my stiff rod inside her.
Once she'd recovered from her second orgasm she pushed me on my back and straddled me. I watched in complete awe as my cock disappeared between her glistening pussy lips. Once all eight inches were planted, she began bouncing on my cock like a cowgirl riding a bull. She bounced up and down hard, determined to fill herself with my prick. I just lay back and watched her hot facial expressions and her breasts jiggling all over the place as she rode me. Making it even better, this hot mature woman (of forty-one) did something with her cunt muscles that was so amazing. It was like she was milking my cock with her cunt! It was so intense and easily the most amazing pleasure I'd ever felt while fucking someone.
Suddenly she leaned forward, my cock staying lodged in her warmth, and she kissed me. At first it was gentle and sweet, but soon transitioned into a man and a woman trying to fall into each other to become one conjoined soul. The whole time she was slowly moving her ass up and down on my cock.
She finally broke the kiss and said, ever-so-sweetly, completely opposite from her earlier nasty talk, "I'm almost there. Come with me, baby. I want to feel your cum squirting inside me as I soar."
She leaned forward and kissed me gently. The tender passion mixed with her still amazing tightness had my balls boiling. I reluctantly broke the sweet kiss and warned her, "I'm going to come soon, Miranda."
"Hold on, baby, I'm close too," she moaned. Her eyes bore into mine with a sweetness I couldn't explain. She then began the countdown.
"10---9---8---7-not yet, baby--6---getting closer---5---I love your cock, baby---4---get ready---3---yes, your cock fills me so completely---2---so close, baby, so close!---1---yes, here it comes Baby, ready, set, come NOW Curtis-Big-Cock-Mommy-Fucker, come inside me! Fill me with your hot cum!!"
My balls were bubbling at five but I held back, using every last speck of my resistance until she demanded I come NOW! It was the most exhilarating orgasm of my life. It was like our bodies became one and our cum crashed together like breakers on the Hawaiian coast!
I let out a loud, "Oh fucking God!"
She let out a similar "Fuck, fuck, yeeeeeees!" She collapsed onto my chest and kissed me passionately as her orgasm spread through her. I could feel her body quivering on mine. It was so intimate; a feeling filled me I couldn't explain. I longed just to hold her.
My Mother broke the intimate moment. "Well, that was fucking hot!"
The sex had gotten so intensely beautiful that we'd forgotten all about Mom even being there.
Miranda looked blearily up too and said, "I think I just found my date for Mark's wedding."
I looked at her, ignorant.
Mom filled me in. "Mark Appleton, Miranda's ex."
Mark Appleton was the news anchor for the TV station Miranda worked for. "Oh," I said.
Miranda explained, "The wedding is in three weeks and I've decided you'll be my date."
"I will?" I asked, trying to process the news.
She took my semi-erect cock in her hand and said, "This sucker is coming along and I won't take no for an answer. Wanna tag along, big boy?"
I stammered, not because I didn't want to, but more out of shock, "S-s-sure."
She let go of my cock and stood up. "I would love to chat and play some more, but I need to get to work."
Thank God, I thought to myself, I needed time to recover.
As Miranda got dressed she continued, "Curtis, what's your cell number?"
I gave it to her and she explained, "I want to get to know you better over the next three weeks, we need to look like a loving couple at the wedding, not a couple of strangers." Her skirt back on, she pulled me off the floor and explained, her hand back on my cock, "I will definitely make it worth your while."
Her seductive smile and tone had me a complete bowl of jello. I tried to sound strong and manly. "Sure thing, baby."
She kissed me quickly and finished getting dressed. I too started getting dressed as my Mother said, "Bad news, Curtis."
I turned to my Mom and asked, "What's wrong?"
"Your Dad just texted. He's home."
"Oh," I replied, pondering how we would be able to keep up our little sexcapades.
Mom stood up too, grabbing my cock through my pants. "So we'll have to be more creative."
"Whatever you say, Mom," I agreed, like a good son.
"That's what I like to hear," she said, squeezing my cock one last time.
We all finished getting dressed (and Miranda found some fresh pantyhose) and said our goodbyes and as I was just getting ready to leave, Miranda gave me one last kiss and whispered in my ear, "I'll text you later so you'll have my number. Any time you want me, just text me back." She bit my ear and sauntered away.
I adjusted my cock, which had grown again. I left the house and got into my car. I sat there for a few minutes attempting to process the craziness of the last hour. I had fucked Miranda Collington! I had a date with Miranda Collington!
Just as I went to drive away my cell buzzed. I glanced at it.
Miranda: U have my cell now. Anytime you need a place to warm up your cock just give me a call.
I smiled. I texted back: How about now?
I waited a minute and was rewarded by a text back.
Miranda: U naughty boy. I will send you a special keepsake in a few seconds.
A few seconds later another text came from her. It was a jpg. I clicked on it and almost shit myself. It was a picture of Miranda in white stockings and nothing else, her knees spread open and her hand spreading her pussy lips wide open.
I was still staring at it when I received another text.
Miranda: I have hundreds of these, stud. I will send you one every day. PS This is one of my tamer ones.
I gasped. I was in stud heaven!
I texted her back: OMG you are perfection.
She texted me back.
Miranda: Yeah? Then play your cards right and you can fuck perfection anytime you want.
I decided not to respond and attempt to appear aloof and strong. I drove home thinking if I died today I'd die happy.
As I was still driving, my phone vibrated again, but I waited till I got home to check it.
Once I got home and checked the message, it was again from Miranda.
Miranda: I am still horny. U get 5 hours to recover. I expect you to meet me at 11 at the studio. If you want to watch the show live, come at 9.
A second text came as I read this one.
Miranda: Have you ever fucked someone in the ass?
I gasped! I had tried a couple times to convince my ex, Pamela, to try some backdoor play, but she wouldn't even remotely consider it. Now the woman I'd fantasized over for years was offering to let me fuck her ass.
I decided I needed a long cold shower to calm down and a nap; tonight might be a long one.
Dad was home and greeted me as I ran inside. "Hey Curtis, how was last night?"
I lied, "Uneventful."
"Is she still mad at me?" he asked.
I shrugged. "I don't think so, I covered for you pretty good."
"Thanks son," he said, patting me on the back, "You always have my back."
I held back a laugh, knowing he hadn't remotely caught on. With any luck he never would.
"I need to go take a nap, Dad, I have a late-night date."
He smiled, "Oh, to be young again."
I went upstairs to my room and collapsed on my bed, wondering what tonight and the next three weeks would bring.
The end of chapter 2...
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Bottom-Slayer: 1st Bottom Slain
Summary: A black stud learns white boys are great bottoms.
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Note 2: Of course, all participants are 18 years old!
*
BOTTOM-SLAYER: 1st Bottom Slain
PROLOGUE:
Now let's get something straight (pardon the pun). I love girls. I love looking at them; I love their lips wrapped around my cock; and I love the feeling of my cock buried deep in their tight pussies or round asses. But I still get a major thrill from taking a straight man and making him a cocksucking faggot and bottom loving homo. Philosophically, I am not gay. I have never sucked a cock or taken a cock in my ass...although I have fucked many, many men. My cock doesn't see a distinction between a male mouth and a female mouth: both are capable of being great cocksuckers. My cock also doesn't care if it is buried in a woman's pussy or buried deep inside a man's ass, or as I insist on calling it, his man-pussy.
Now getting a woman on her knees is rather easy and fun as well, but getting some straight man who has never even considered being with a man, on his knees is for some reason my biggest turn-on.
There are many reasons for this. Firstly, being a faggot is still considered by many as wrong, even though being a dyke is considered ok. So the whole taboo thing is fun.
Secondly, I have learned from experience that men are better cocksuckers than women. Just like I assume dykes ate better pussy pleasers than men. The reason is obvious: same sex lovers are playing with the same delicate and complicated equipment.
Thirdly, the utter humiliation and, yet, lust in a man's eyes, when he finally succumbs to me is just exhilarating.
Fourthly, the thrill of making a straight man my personal fuck-toy is the greatest feeling ever.
Lastly, once you have topped a straight man, he is addicted to you and a reliable cum depositary forever. I have dozens of bottoms scattered throughout America and even a few in other countries that are always available whenever I am there.
As for me, I am 6'4, 240 pounds of pure muscle, and have a nine-inch cock. I also should note I am black as night which also seems to play in my favour. For white girls, I am the forbidden chocolate they crave and once they get a taste they are addicted. Every white girl is curious if the legend of the big black cock is true...which for me it is. For white men, I am the powerful figure they can never live up to. I have never had a problem getting laid since I was a teenager, and playing professional football, although only briefly, (a knee injury ended my career prematurely) meant I had pussy pretty much fall in my lap without any effort at all...and also gave me many opportunities to top some faggot-to-be.
MY FIRST CONQUEST: PREP BOY
My first time was an accident!
I was in high school, grade 12, and eighteen years old when I first topped a guy. I was helping out with prom decorations as a favour to my girlfriend of the moment, a cheerleader with big tits and a ferocious sexual appetite, when it happened.
By ten that night there were only three of us still finishing set-up when my girlfriend's mom called, insisting she get home and get a good sleep for tomorrow's prom. I was pretty disappointed because I had expected to release a load in her before dropping her off.
Eric, our school President and the biggest prep there was, offered to give me a ride home. I reluctantly agreed when my girlfriend pleaded I stay and finish the last few decorations...promising me she would make it worth my while tomorrow...as she whispered in my ear, "I have one more hole to give you."
My cock immediately grew at the thought of anal sex. As my girlfriend wandered away, I adjusted my erect cock and as I looked at Eric he quickly looked away, as if ashamed to see me catch him looking at the bulging package in my pants. I joked, "Fuck, Karen is such a tease. I was sure I was getting a blowjob at the very least tonight."
He didn't respond, and continued working on the last of the decorations. I don't know why or how I knew, but I just did. I have come to call it my Bottom Sense: my keen ability to sense when a guy is gay curious, even if he doesn't know yet. Eric was the most popular non-jock white kid in our school. I don't know how I knew, but I was instantly confident I could have him sucking me off by night's end.
I finished helping him with the last of the decorations. I climbed the ladder while he spotted for me. On my way down the ladder, I stopped intentionally when my still hard cock was at his eye level. As I expected, he didn't immediately look away and I asked, cocky, like I would with a chick I was attempting to get in bed, "Like what you see?" I adjusted my cock again inside my pants.
"What?" he replied, pretending I hadn't caught him taking a long look at my bulge in my pants.
I got off the ladder and went to one of the mannequins that were part of the decorations (I still have no idea why the decoration committee had mannequins). I grabbed a long blonde wig and suggested we get out of here.
Once in the car, I handed him the wig. Eric looked at me, confused.
"Put it on," I ordered, with just a hint of authority.
"W-w-why?" he stuttered.
Going for broke, I answered, "Because I want you to look like a chick when you are sucking my big cock."
His eyes went big and he defended himself, "I am not gay."
I smiled, pulling my big nine-inch black snake out from its restrictive prison, "My cock doesn't care if you are gay, straight or bi. But it does expect you to suck it like you know you want to."
He stammered, unable to take his eyes off my long impressive erection, "B-b-but...."
"No buts, Erica," I interrupted, giving him a new name, creating a new persona for him. One I believed would help him overcome his stereotypical male reputation and succumb to his real desire: to be a faggot. Again, I don't know how I knew, but I was sure I was right. I finished by demanding, "Now put the wig on, Erica, and suck my cock."
He looked so nervous, yet also excited, I assume, to finally do something he had craved for a long time. He put on the wig, his hands trembling slightly. I purred, "Good girl, Erica. When you have your wig on Eric ceases to exist and Erica, your slutty cocksucking alter ego, comes fully alive."
This seemed to be the push he needed and he slowly leaned over and down towards my cock. He stopped, his head just above my lap. Needing the final push to become a faggot, I pushed his head gently onto my waiting cock. His mouth was warm and he surprised me by worshipping my cock. He used his tongue and swirled around my cock-head. I moaned, "That's it, Erica. Your pretty mouth feels so good on my big hard cock."
This seemed to help him as he began to slowly take more of my cock in his mouth. He got about half my cock in his mouth and after a tentative start began bobbing up and down on my cock. Watching the prep suck my cock was incredibly hot and the thrill of making him suck me was exhilarating. I moaned, pushing him further down the road of cocksucking, "Keep sucking Erica, I am going to shoot my hot seed down your throat."
There was a brief pause, I assumed as he realized what was soon going to happen, before he resumed cocksucking and actually picked up the pace.
A few more minutes of the faggot's eager mouth and I was ready to shoot my load. I groaned a warning, "Don't you spill any of my cum, faggot." It was the first time I had verbally degraded him and it only seemed to turn him on as he sped up the pace just as I coated his throat with my cum. I noticed a slight gagging sound, but the faggot somehow obeyed and swallowed all my seed. He continued to move up and down on my cock, although slower, well after I was spent. I could tell he had no idea what to do next, so he just continued his subservient act.
I finally said, "Drive me home, faggot."
He quickly sat back up, his bright red cheeks a clear symbol of his humiliation at what he had just done, and he started driving, never once looking my way.
I asked, curious, although I was pretty sure I knew the answer already, "Have you sucked cock before, faggot?"
He shook his head no.
"Why did you suck my cock, faggot?"
He whispered, "Please don't call me faggot."
"But you are one, are you not?" I asked.
"No," he said.
"Really, you just sucked my cock and swallowed my cum. I am pretty sure that makes you a faggot," I concluded.
"I have a girlfriend," he countered.
"So?"
"So I am not gay," he argued, still refusing to look at me.
We arrived at my house and I decided to let it go and closed with, "For the record, you gave a better blow job your first time than Karen ever has." His face went red from the compliment and I thought I saw a small smile, but it quickly disappeared. I added, "So here is the deal. If you decide you are straight, we will pretend this never happened and I promise I will never mention it again. On the other hand, if you decide you are a faggot, which you are Erica, then I will be more than willing to use your cocksucking mouth as a place to shoot my wad. I usually cum two or three times a day, so I almost always have a load ready to deposit."
I put my cock away and opened the door, adding one last biting shot, "Thanks for the ride, cocksucker."
I left him alone to deal with what he had done, pretty confident that I had a new mouth to fuck when I needed one.
*****
Next day was prom and I eagerly looked forward to Karen's promise of some anal sex. The school day dragged by like they always do. It finally ended and Karen went with her friends to get all dolled up. I was just leaving my locker when I saw Eric coming another way. A slight smile curved up on my face as I anticipated his submission to me. He looked up at me and seemed genuinely surprised to see me. His face went beet red and his facial expression portrayed his shame as well.
I greeted him. "Hey, Eric."
He looked away a bit, avoiding eye contact, "Hey, Jim."
I asked, giving him a chance to admit the truth, knowing he was way too shy to bring it up, "So have you had time to consider my proposal?"
He didn't answer immediately, so I just shrugged and walked away. I wanted him to have to say it, to admit it. I had walked less then fifteen feet when he called out, "Jim, wait."
I suppressed a smile and turned around. He walked over to me as timid as a mouse. "I want to do it again."
I said, "Are you sure?"
"Yes," he answered, actually making eye contact.
"Well, I happen to have the package you need here with me," I answered slyly, as another student passed by, completely oblivious that his School President was submitting to me as my personal cocksucker. "Is there a place we can go?"
He looked around and said, "Follow me."
I did and he led me to a small storage room in the back of the gym I didn't even know existed. It was full of props, candy, costumes and labelled boxes. He closed the door and locked it.
Deciding to not waste time, I ordered, "On your knees, faggot."
He quickly obeyed like the submissive faggot I was sure he was.
"Now, I just want to make this clear. The first blowjob had no consequences; it was just me shooting my load in your curious mouth. But now the second load comes with strings attached," I revealed, unbuckling my pants.
His eyes went big, although I was unsure if it was excitement because I was pulling out my big black cock, or nervousness as I prepared to explain the way it was going to be.
When he didn't respond, I tapped my fully erect cock on his lips and asked, "So have you accepted the reality that you are my faggot?"
He whispered, "No."
"No, you are not a faggot?" I asked.
"I like girls too," he defended.
"So you are just my faggot?" I clarified.
"I guess," he reluctantly accepted.
"Just a faggot for my big black cock?" I pushed.
"Yes," he admitted, staring at my cock. He was transfixed by my cock, his transformation from popular school leader to white cocksucker faggot about to occur.
"Just so you understand, as soon as your faggot lips wrap around my cock you become my personal faggot."
"W-w-what?" he stammered, looking up from his submissive position.
"The first taste was free, the second one makes you my faggot, my personal cocksucker." I made it simple for him.
He looked at me confused, clearly trying to understand the implications of my last words.
I clarified my conditions, "Simply put, faggot, you will be my back-up cocksucker. If I call you, you get your fairy ass to me as soon as you can. "
"Oh," he uttered, clarity of consequence suddenly hitting him.
I rubbed my cock on his lips, making the temptation to please me harder to resist. I offered my cock to him, "Become my faggot, Eric. We both know you want to."
He looked up, "And no one will know?"
Knowing he was mine, I gave him the comfort he needed. "I won't tell anyone."
Suddenly, he opened his mouth and took my cock between his lips. My smile broadened, "Good girl, you will make a very good little faggot, won't you?" He moaned what I assumed was a yes, but I wanted him to say it, to acknowledge it to me. "I will only ask you this one more time, are you a faggot?"
He looked up, taking my cock out of his mouth, "Yes, I am your faggot."
"My white cocksucker."
"Yes, your white cocksucker," he repeated and surprised me when he added, "I love your big hard black cock." He took my stiff rod back in his mouth and began a slow simmering blowjob. It was easily the best blow-job I had ever received; unlike the girls who have blown me, he seemed to worship my cock. Also, unlike most chicks, he didn't whine about me being too big or that his jaw was sore. He just kept a steady rhythm. Feeling my balls beginning to bubble, I decided to mark my property the best way possible, a facial. Once I was close, I pulled out and began pumping my cock with my fist. I ordered, "Beg for my cum, faggot."
Caught in the moment and clearly horny from his naughty taboo act of submission, he begged rather convincingly for my cum. "I need your cum. Spray your cum all over your faggot's face."
I obliged, almost simultaneously exploding gob after gob of my cum onto my faggot's face. Insatiable, my cum-hungry faggot, my cum all over his face, took my cock back into his mouth. I reached for my phone deciding to capture this moment forever and demanded, "Smile, faggot,"
He looked up and I snapped a picture with my cock still in his mouth and cum on his nose, forehead and hair. His eyes went big, clearly mortified by having photographic evidence of his faggot submission. I made matters worse when I ordered, "Now one more photo to commemorate your submission to me."
"Please don't!" he pleaded.
"This is just for me, faggot," I promised. "Now smile."
Defeated, he smiled weakly, and I snapped a second picture, a tradition I have continued to this day, a faggot's first facial. I complimented, "You look very good with my cum all over your face."
He looked down, ashamed at what he had just did. I pointed to the floor, "You missed some."
As anticipated, the cum-craving faggot, leaned down and scooped my cum with his finger and put it in his mouth. I smiled, "You love my cum, don't you, faggot?"
Although his red cheeks displayed his burning humiliation, he answered, "Yes."
"You love my cock, don't you?"
"Yes," he whispered.
"You crave more of my cum, don't you?"
"Yes," he admitted.
"I expect you to find time for some of my cum during prom, understand?"
He stammered, clearly unsure how to make it happen, "O-o-ok."
"We already have a location," I pointed out, pulling my pants up. "See you tonight," I said, leaving him alone, still on his knees and my cum beginning to dry on his face.
.....
Karen looked radiant and I looked forward to deflowering her ass, but first I planned to shoot a second load down my faggot's throat, figuring that would make my ass-fucking session with Karen last longer.
Around ten, the thought of another blow job had me erect and I scanned the room for Eric. He was talking to our Principal while holding his girlfriend's hand. I walked over to them and Eric's face went ghostly white. Eric covered really well though, the first hints of the political quick-thinking he would use later as a Congressman. "Jim, good timing, I need someone to come give me a hand with grabbing the back-up speakers."
Principal Frederickson explained, "The left speaker just died on us."
"Well, I am always willing to help Eric out," I smiled, certain that only Eric and I understood the real meaning of my assistance.
I followed Eric to the back room and was surprised by the no longer shy faggot. He dropped to his knees the second we were alone and began to unbuckle my pants as he explained, "We only have a few minutes before Sally-Ann will come looking for me."
My cock now out, he devoured it and began sucking it like a nasty porn star. He took more of my cock this time and bobbed on my cock with reckless abandon. He surprised me when he pulled his cock out and began pumping his cock while pleasuring me. The faggot was getting turned on sucking me off. I moaned, "That's it faggot. You love my big black cock. You crave my cum. You need it."
Whimpers of pleasure were muffled by my cock. Getting close, I asked, "Does my faggot want to swallow my cum?"
More moans that implied yes and I grabbed his head and began to fuck his face. I was merciless as I used his mouth for my own pleasure. To his credit, he took my cock without gagging and was rewarded with a hot stream of my cum coating his throat. Once I was spent, I pulled out and watched amused as my horny faggot fell onto his ass and shamefully masturbated himself. Surprising me, he begged, "Tell me what I am Master."
The word Master was surprising so was the revelation that bring degraded turned him on. I obliged him. "You are a faggot for black cock. A cocksucker whose main purpose is to please his Master. A sissy who probably would love to be bent over and taken from behind, pleasing me with your man-cunt. You'd like that wouldn't you, faggot? My big black cock buried in your skinny white ass?"
Pumping furiously on his small cock, he moaned, "Yes, Master, my ass is yours to fuck. Oh god, oh god, oh-oh-ohhhhhhhhh." He sprayed his cum all over himself.
Amused, I was just about to speak when there was a knock on the door, "Are you in there, Eric?"
Eric quickly shifted from orgasm mode to crisis mode in a heartbeat, another hint of the politician he would one day be. Pulling up his pants, his cum covered up, he pointed to the corner, "Please go and grab the extra speaker."
I did as he went and opened the door.
"What is taking you so long? They are crowning prom king and queen on five minutes," an overly dramatic Sally-Ann said frantically.
I picked up the speaker and returned to them, "Go, you two lovers, I'll get this speaker to the gym."
"Thanks, Jim," Sally-Ann said, her sweet and sexy smile spreading as she grabbed Eric's hand.
Eric looked back with a look of 'that was close' and disappeared with his clueless girlfriend and future wife.
That night, I did get Karen's anal cherry, and Eric and Sally-Ann won prom king and queen, or as I secretly called it, 'queer and queen'.
A week later I took Eric's as well. After filling his mouth with cum daily, I asked, "So what are your plans this weekend?"
"Some scholarship stuff, but my parents are gone all weekend."
"Reeeeaally," I contemplated, as I pulled up my pants.
He answered, realizing my intent, "but Sally-Ann and I have a date for tomorrow night."
"Cancel it," I demanded, "It is time for you to get your ass fucked."



"But..." he began.
"But nothing, do as you're told, faggot!" I ordered. "Unless you don't want my cock anymore."
Realizing my threat, he sighed, "OK, I will get out of my date."
"Good girl," I responded, which I knew he hated.
"I expect you to make me supper and," I paused, deciding to push him further, "I expect you dressed completely as a girl."
"What?" he asked, confused.
"I want you in a dress, wearing a bra, panties, your wig, make-up and stockings, not pantyhose, stockings."
"Oh," he answered, clearly uncomfortable with this condition.
"Use your Mom's clothing or whatever you need to do, but I want you looking pretty for me. Tomorrow night you are not Eric, you are Erica. Is that understood?"
"Yes," he answered, reluctantly.
I left him and smirked, knowing that tomorrow I would be fucking his ass.
*****
I arrived half an hour late and was shocked by what I saw when the door opened. Eric ceased to exist and was replaced by the shockingly cute Erica. He wore a red dress, black stockings, blonde wig, made-up like a chick getting ready for a date.
Once the door was closed, I ordered, "Erica, get on your knees and have your appetizer."
He dropped instantly and pulled out my cock and began sucking. The smell of roast beef filled the room and I enjoyed yet another blowjob from my faggot. Like every other time, he bobbed back and forth now taking two-thirds of my cock in his mouth with relative ease. He was going rather slowly, savouring my big meat, until I demanded, "Hurry up, faggot, I am hungry."
Like I stepped on the gas, he quickly shifted gears and sucked my cock like a horny slut. After two or three more minutes of fast-paced pleasure, I deposited a load inside my personal sex-toy and walked to the kitchen, leaving him on his knees.
He quickly stood up and followed me into the kitchen. The table was set for two, with wine already poured. I was impressed. He offered, "Take a seat, Master, while I get supper served."
I sat down and waited as he brought out the meal. He was an excellent hostess and cooked a delicious meal.
Once done, I led him up to his parents' bedroom, "Bend over, Erica."
He obeyed, bending over his parents' bed.
I lifted up his dress and pulled down his panties and, after lubing my cock generously, I slid my cock, centimetre by centimetre, spreading, delving, ravaging and finally conquering his quivering bowel. A variety of sounds escaped my faggot's lips: sobs, whimpers, and eventually moans as I tore into his no longer virgin ass. He was mine.
Once in a steady rhythm in his tight ass, I asked, "How do you like my big black cock in your ass, Erica?"
"G-g-good," he moaned, the original pain finally subsiding and being replaced with a new pleasure.
"You like being fucked in your ass?" I questioned.
"Yes," he moaned, holding onto his parents' sheets as I thrust into him hard, buried my long shaft inside him.
"You have a fucking tight little cunt, Erica," I moaned, "tighter than any girl I have fucked." His moans increased as he clearly began to enjoy his first ass-fucking. I ordered, "Beg for me to cum in your pussy, princess."
He moaned, obeying instantly, "Oh yes, fuck my cunt, shoot your seed in my pussy, I'm your slut."
I pumped till I dumped, and fired a hot load into his intestinal fortitude. He quivered as my cum filled him and once I pulled out I ordered, "Jerk off, faggot, come for me."
He instantly fell to his knees and pumped his fully erect small cock furiously, clearly horny from his utter submission to me.
Smiling, I shoved my still erect cock in his mouth and said, "Happy Fag day, Erica." He sucked my cock while pumping his cock with his fist eventually coming all over himself and his mother's dress. He continued sucking my cock for half an hour, all the while my cum slowly slid out of his ass. Finally, close to shooting my second load, I pulled out and sprayed my jizz all over his pretty face. I ordered, "Don't move, princess."
I quickly pulled my phone out of my pocket and took a picture of his cum covered face in his mother's dress and blonde wig.
Mortified, he begged, "Please don't take pictures of me."
I smiled, "These are just for my own collection, princess. Now bend back over, I want to take a picture of your pretty cum leaking pussy."
He reluctantly obeyed and I got a couple of shots of his stocking clad legs and white ass with my cum still leaking out. I do come buckets with my first load of the day.
Completely spent and having a late night date with Karen, I got dressed and said, "I expect you to wear thigh highs to school under your pants, princess."
"Really?" he asked.
"Yes, I want my princess dressed to please." Before he could respond, I walked out of his parents' bedroom and headed for my heterosexual date.
On Monday, as expected, he had thigh highs on under his jeans and continues to wear them under his suit to this day.
I used his mouth and ass the remainder of the school year, but summer came and he went to Washington for some sort of internship. I still fuck his mouth and ass on occasion, but mostly I have used his political influence to assist me when needed.
Yet, the brief taste of dominating a straight guy and making him my eager faggot was thrilling, and it started a pastime that I have to this day and now has became an obsession. That summer included two more bottom-slayings: Karen's brother in college and Karen's old school dad...but that is another story.
My name is Jim and I am a bottom-slayer.
THE END....for now...
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Christmas was pretty anti-climactic after the gift I gave myself...my bitch sister.
With so much of the family arriving and staying with us for Christmas it was impossible to get any alone time to continue my training of my slave sister. I did make it clear that she was suppose to find a way for us to be together on Boxing Day, preferably with her friends.
While we were unwrapping presents with the whole nuclear family in the evening, a family tradition that goes back over 100 years, Sandra whispered in my ear, "I got us a rendezvous for tomorrow afternoon, Master."
Calling me Master, even quietly, in a room full of family was fucking hot and had my cock revved up and ready to go. I gave her a nod that showed my approval and continued my Christmas unwrapping, my mind already looking ahead to tomorrow's presents. I wondered if she got any of her subs to agree; if so, who? I also wondered if Beth would be there as she was the one I really wanted to fuck.
The next couple of hours were chaos, and it was past ten before I got to ask my sister any questions. "So slut, what is tomorrow's plan?"
She smiled, being coy, "Boxing Day shopping, of course."
I warned, "Don't make me punish you."
Her smile stayed. "Maybe I want to be punished."
"I'll remember that," I responded, a devious plan of role-reversal already in my head.
"Anyway, Allison is out of town, and so is her family, but I have keys to her house," my naughty sister revealed.
"She is your lab partner, right?"
"Yes, you and she might really hit it off. She is applying to Harvard as well," my sister answered, thoughtfully.
"Interesting," I replied, acting uninterested, even though I was very curious. This bio partner was obviously smart, which was a turn-on in its own way. I was instantly curious what she looked like and how someone so supposedly intelligent could succumb to my sister. The only logical explanation was insecurity. Pushing the curiosity to the back of my mind, I asked, "And Beth?"
"I told Beth everything and she is quite eager to watch you and me go at it."
"She does realize I plan to fuck her, right?"
"I imagine she knows it is a possibility," my sister responded, giving my cock a squeeze, before adding with a pouty face, "You are not hard."
I shrugged, "And Della?"
"She will be there too," my sister revealed.
"Excellent!" I exclaimed, a naughty, naughty plan unfolding in my head. "And what time is this gathering taking place?"
"I suggested two. Della has a family supper at her grandmother's, Beth has shopping plans with her Mother in the morning and I, of course, would like to do a little Boxing Day shopping myself," she explained rather thoroughly, which I liked. She clearly didn't want to upset me.
I suggested, "And I expect you to buy something special for tomorrow."
She blushed, "You are so naughty, Mathew."
I winked, gave her voluptuous breasts one quick squeeze and went to the kitchen.
BOXING DAY
I too went shopping in the morning, buying a new digital camera in HD, the Lord of the Rings extended version box set on Blu-Ray and a choker for my sister, which I planned for her to always wear as a constant reminder of who owns her.
Sandra texted me the address where we were to meet and I arrived, on purpose, a few minutes late. I knocked on the front door of the stranger's house and was greeted by chubby Della in her cheerleader's outfit and beige thigh highs completely in view with her short cheerleading skirt not able to cover any part of them. Her pink painted toenails, so clearly visible in her sandal-foot stockings, had my cock instantly interested. She greeted me, "Come on in, Master."
Clearly she had been given instructions from Sandra. I followed her into the living-room where Beth and Sandra were already sitting down. Della immediately went to my sister's feet and between her stockinged legs. All three sexy girls had on the exact same stockings and cheerleading outfits. I watched quietly as Della licked my sister's pussy, my sister still trying to keep the image of power she had in her clique. But that was about to change.
I ordered, "Slut, get over here."
Both Della and my sister turned towards me. I said to Della, "Not you Della. I am talking to the biggest slut here...my slave sister."
"Mathew," she whispered, suddenly ashamed by the treatment she was being given; ironic considering it is how she treated Della, and I assume her other pets.
"What, slut?" I asked, my tone implying I wasn't in the mood for disobedience.
"Nothing," she retracted, walking over to me.
"On your knees," I ordered.
She obeyed, looking back at Beth nervously.
I smiled, "I bet Beth loves watching you being put in your place."
Beth's slight smile gave me the affirmative answer I was expecting.
I bent down and put the black choker around my sister's neck. "This is to always be worn. It is a constant reminder of your place...as your brother's personal fuck-toy slut. Is that understood?"
Her teary eyes showed hints of crying, but no tears flowed as she answered, "Yes, Master."
"Now Della, let's see those big tits," I requested politely.
Showing no signs of nervousness, she quickly pulled her cheerleading uniform over her head, revealing a white bra and panties set. Her huge breasts were barely able to be held in check by the lace bra. I asked, "What size are your breasts, Della?"
"40DD," she answered, just as she released them from captivity. Her breasts were completely captivating and mouth watering.
I walked over to her, leaving my sister on the floor, and said, "Do you like being a submissive to my sister?"
She broke eye contact with me and said, rather unconvincingly, "Yes."
"Why do you obey her?" I asked.
Still refusing to make eye contact with me, she replied, "I don't know."
I chuckled, "You must know, Della. No one becomes a dyke slut without knowing why. So why?"
She whispered, "To be popular."
"Ahhhhhh, the truth," I proclaimed, pausing, "will set you free."
I took one of her breasts in my hand and I felt her shiver, clearly uncomfortable with my touch. "Why are you letting me touch your breasts?"
"Because your sister told me to do whatever you asked," the submissive girl admitted.
"So if asked you to bend over and take my cock in your ass, you would?"
"Yes," she whispered, so quietly no one other than me could here.
"Would you enjoy it?" I asked.
"No," she answered.
"Have you been fucked in the ass before, Della?"
"No."
"But you would allow me to take your anal virginity, right here, right now?" I asked, attempting to make the submission as absurd as possible.
Della still had not made eye contact with me as she again confirmed her obedience with a slight nod.
I asked for confirmation, "And all this submission to my sister and Beth is simply to be popular?"
She shook her head yes and surprised me by looking up and defended herself. "You don't understand. I have been treated badly based strictly on my weight."
I interjected, "You are not fat, Della. You are chubby, or as Marilyn Monroe was described, voluptuous."
She blushed, obviously flattered by a rare comment. "I used to be a lot larger," she admitted.
I let go of her large breast and explained, "Della, I know exactly what it feels like to feel out of place. To be judged based on appearances. Actually, I assume you have judged me too. But I finally had enough of the judging and being treated like a doormat. Didn't I, baby sister?"
My sister still on the floor answered, rather seductively, "Yeah, the mouse finally roared like a lion."
I returned my gaze to Della and said, "Look at me, Della."
She looked up into my eyes. Her blue-green misty eyes were beautiful. I attempted to build this insecure girl's confidence, "Della, you are a beautiful woman with lots going for you, your eyes are enchanting, your smile is seductive and, of course, your breasts defy gravity."
Clearly not used to flattery, she stammered, "T-t-thanks."
"And I have a gift for you," I said. I paused for dramatic effect before ordering, "Sandra, go take off your new Mistress's panties."
"What?" Sandra asked stunned by my order.
"I think my order was pretty clear. Get your whore ass over to Della," I ordered. When she didn't immediately obey I roared, "Now, slut!"
My sister gave the deadly glare that had crushed me so many times before. But I was no longer intimidated by her facade of power and I returned a glare just as menacing. A brief power struggle followed, but it was short lived as my sister began to stand up.
Making it clear that I was Master and she was the slave, I added to the humiliation, "Crawl."
She fell back to her knees and crawled slowly. Her head down, avoiding eye contact, she obeyed my order, and eventually reached Della, who was unable to control her smile. Once my sister reached her chubby friend, I repeated my earlier command, "Baby sis, take off your new Mistress's panties."
My sister looked back at me her eyes pleading for a reprieve, one I refused to give. Sandra then slowly reached up and tentatively removed Della's panties.
Once they were off, I spoke to Della, "Today, Sandra is your sub. Sandra beg Della for the privilege of being her dyke slut."
Sandra was mortified by the turn of events, but looked up from her subservient position and asked, "Della, may I please be your sub?"
I scoffed, "That wasn't believable, you can do much better than that."
She sighed too, but upped the ante when she got nasty, "Della, may I please lick your pussy and pleasure you like you have me so many times?"
Della looked to me and then, her confidence building, just as mine had, she ordered, "Get licking, slave."
Sandra had to reach up to reach Della's pussy. The scene was oddly perverse and arousing. I glanced over to Beth, who was watching her best friend submit sexually to their joint sub.
The scene lasted a couple of minutes before Della, clearly uncomfortable standing, ordered, "Sandra, crawl to the couch."
Sandra obeyed, her face slightly shiny from Della's juice.
Della, beginning to get more comfortable with her new position of power, ordered, "Clean my soles with your tongue."
Sandra's look showed her unhappiness with the order and her new position, but she obeyed lifting Della's right foot up to her face.
I looked at Beth, who was avidly watching the power shift, and walked over to her and said, "Are you enjoying the show, my sweetness?"
She looked up at me and asked demurely, "And why do you want to know?"
I was suddenly nervous. I know I could fuck Sandra or Della now, but it was Beth I craved. I attempted to be suave. "Because someone looks like she needs a late Christmas present."
"I do, do I?" she answered, with a coy smile, her British accent adding to the playful seduction. Her hand went to my stiff cock, "Is this my gift here?"
"Yes," I answered, "and it is a present that keeps on giving."
"Really?" she teased, rubbing my cock. "Can I unwrap it?"
I nodded, a mixture of excitement and nervousness overwhelming me."
She smiled and unzipped my pants and allowed them to drop to my knees. Grabbing my cock in her small hand, she teased, "What a big present! I'd better wrap it back up."
She leaned forward and took my cock in her pretty little mouth, wrapping it back up. Watching my biggest stroke fantasy with her mouth full of my cock was amazing. Having not come yet today, I knew my first load would come quick. Her sweet mouth and the way she slobbered up my cock, creating a whirlwind of sensations also accelerated my quick release. Within less than two minutes, I shot my load down Beth's throat. The great cocksucker that she was, she swallowed every drop and kept bobbing up and down.
Nearby, Della, getting into her new role of power, demanded, "Eat my pussy, captain," her tone bitter and sarcastic. I glanced over in time to see my sister's head disappear between Della's slightly chubby legs.
Once my orgasm was completely done, I pushed her onto the couch and spread her legs. She was wearing pantyhose with a hole where her pussy was and no panties. I didn't even know such things existed. I kissed her pantyhose clad thighs as she moaned softly. Nearby, I could hear Della's increased breathing. I was tempted to bury my face between the British goddess' legs but wanted to saviour this dream come true. I also wanted to get her excited enough to beg me to fuck her. I moved across her uncovered and slightly glistening pussy, my hot breath deliberately making my presence felt, but kept moving until I reached her other thigh. I kissed, nibbled and licked all over her leg, teasing her relentlessly. Her moans became a constant rhythm and increased the second shy sweet Della screamed, "I'm coming slut, keep licking me!"
Seconds later, Della's undeniable orgasmic scream filled the room and spurred Beth on. "Enough of the fucking foreplay stud. I want that big cock of yours in me." Having any girl say that to me was hot, but in Beth's British accent it was even hotter.
I looked up and smiled, teasing her the way she used to tease me when I was just Sandra's nerdy older brother, "All in good time, my girl."
Instead I moved to her glistening wet pussy and began licking. Slow at first, just barely making contact with her swollen pussy lips. She lifted her ass, up attempting to make contact, but I backed away. I wanted it clear I was in control here.
She whimpered, "Please, just shove that big cock of yours in me."
Instead, I sucked her clit into my mouth in one sudden movement.
She screamed, "Oh God, yes!"
Just as sudden, I let it go and returned to a slow tease.
Della, nearby, ordered, "Go get your brother ready to fuck Beth."
I continued my teasing pussy-pleasing without looking up.
My sister asked, her tone humble and obedient, "Master can you open your legs so I can crawl between?"
Without moving my head, I opened my legs and felt my sister crawl between them. It must have been an absurd scene. A broad smile crossed my face as I reflected how quickly things had changed between her and me. As I began to put more pressure on Beth's delicious pussy lips, Della joined making my original twosome a foursome. Della concentrated her attention on Beth's perky breasts while I teased and pleased her down below.
Her moaning increased to heavy panting and she begged desperately this time, "Please, Mathew, I need your cock in my cunt so fucking bad."
Smiling at her desperation, I tested her resolve, "All you have to do to feel my big hard cock in you is beg Della to straddle your pretty face so I can watch you eat pussy."
Beth, who I knew from conversations with Sandra, had allowed Della and a couple of others to please her, had never returned the favour, although Beth and my sister had made out at a party for their boyfriends once.
Beth looked at me with a look of frustrated desperation before giving in completely, "Della, can I please lick your pussy?"
Della glanced over at me with a smile, before straddling Beth's pretty face.
I watched as Beth extended her tongue and tasted her first pussy. Keeping my word, I took my cock out of my sister's sweet mouth and repositioned myself so I was ready to fuck my British dream girl. I tapped my cock on her clit, which triggered uncontrollable moans and twitches.
She whimpered between licks of Della's pussy, "Please, Mathew, I need your cock in me so fucking bad."
I finally obliged her wanton lust and made her begging and my fantasy come true at the same time. I pulled my cock out of my sister's sweet lips and slid it between Beth's pussy lips. The second I slipped between her glistening pussy lips I was in heaven. Her warmth numbed me as I slowly filled her pussy with my cock. Once all in, I began to slowly fuck her, taking my time as I wanted to savour every second inside her oasis of juice.
Her moans only enhanced the sensations I was feeling, knowing I was responsible for those moans of sexual pleasure. After a couple of minutes of slow and steady fucking, I ordered my sister, who was watching this perverted threesome, "Come suck on Beth's clit while I fuck her, baby sis."
Without hesitation, my sexy sister moved bedside her best friend and took Beth's swollen clit in her mouth.
The double sensation had Beth writhing in pleasure as I shifted from slow steady thrusts to deep fast thrusts. The scene was porno movie hot and within a couple of minutes of the double pleasure Beth screamed bloody murder as an orgasm tore through her body. Both Sandra and I continued our focused pleasing all throughout Beth's orgasm.
Once I thought she was done, I demanded, my confidence brimming, "Let's reposition ourselves. On your knees on the floor, Beth. Della sit on the couch and offer our British slut your sweet cunt. Sandra crawl underneath Beth and suck on her sweet cunt."
Very quickly, I watched as my directions were followed faithfully. Once the three were in position, I watched the lesbian threesome with manly satisfaction. A few minutes later, with both Beth and Della moaning louder, I moved behind Beth and slid my cock back into her pussy. Unlike my slow thrusts the first time, this time it was about getting me off. Each hard thrust forward had Beth's face slammed into Della's cunt.
I was just beginning to get in a proper rhythm when Beth begged, "My arse, fuck my arse, baby."
It took a moment to figure out what she was begging for, for me to fuck her sweet ass. My dream come true just kept getting better and better. I slid my cock out and rubbed it between her ass cheeks. She begged again, "Don't tease me baby, just fill my arse with your cock."
Now desperate to do just that, I spread her ass cheeks apart, found her tiny rosebud and wondered how the hell my cock would fit inside such a small hole.
I placed it at her anal entrance and slowly pushed forward. It was so tight and that penetration seemed impossible. I paused with just the very tip of my cock inside her. Suddenly she pushed back and my cock slowly disappeared inside her ass. It was so tight I wasn't convinced I would be able to fuck her. The decision was made for me when pretty British Beth began to fuck herself on my cock. She started slow as her tight ass got comfortable with my big cock. The tightness was the most incredible feeling ever and because she fucked me slowly it kept me revved up but not close to climax.
Beth's moans increased again as she got accustomed to the cock in her ass and the pressure on her clit from her best friend. Time seemed to stand still as I experienced my first foursome. Once in a comfortable rhythm, Della pulled Beth back to her pussy. The naughty foursome continued for a long time before Della reached her second orgasm, soon followed by Beth having her second orgasm from me as she screamed, "Oh god yes, your cock feels so fucking good in my arse, baby. Yes, oh yes, oh yes, oh-oh-oh-oh fuuuuuuuck, I'm coming from your arse-fuuuuucking!"
Her body quaked around my cock and enhanced the sensation and I knew I would soon follow. I grabbed her ass and began to pound her hard even as her orgasm continued to thunder through her. Finally close, I pulled out of Beth's ass and shoved my cock into my sister's mouth. I fucked her face like it was a pussy and unloaded a full stream of cum in her mouth. Once spent, I fell back onto the couch to catch my breath. I snapped my fingers and my sister obediently crawled between my legs and cleaned my cock.



Beth beside me said, "That was fucking amazing."
I smiled, "You were not bad yourself."
She slapped me teasingly.
Della, surprising all three of us, said, "I hope you have enough left for me."
I smiled, "Of course, Della, I definitely would love to titty-fuck you."
Della smiling, moved between my legs and replaced my sister, taking my still hard cock in her mouth.
Beth, surprising me as well, demanded, "Sandra, get over here and lick my pussy like a good slut."
Sandra looked surprised by Beth's dominant attitude, but obeyed, crawling between Beth's legs.
Beth and I looked at each other and smiled, secretly sharing a moment. We both allowed ourselves to be slowly teased and primed for more over the next fifteen minutes.
Della finally took my cock out of her mouth and straddled me on the couch. She easily swallowed my cock with her wet cunt and began to slowly ride me, her massive breasts directly in my face. My mouth watered and I took her right nipple in my mouth and sucked on it eagerly.
Beside me, Beth attempted to prove her newfound power over her best friend by demanding, "Lick my arsehole, Sandra."
I glanced over and saw Sandra's disgusted face, but as Beth assumed, Sandra did as she was told. I smiled at my sister's utter collapse in her social hierarchy, before returning my focus to Della's voluptuous tits.
Time seemed to stand still yet again, as Della slowly milked my cock and I milked her tits.
Beth moans increased, and I saw she was fingering herself while my sister rimmed her arse.
Della's moans increased simultaneously as Beth's did and she began riding me faster.
Both girls started moaning louder in unison and came together a minute later. Della was clearer a squirter. I felt her juice leak onto me as she continued riding my cock through her orgasm. Once her orgasm had subsided, I flipped her onto her back and slid my cock, wet from her juices, between her luscious breasts. She squeezed her tits together and I fucked her melons. It wasn't as amazing as a pussy or an ass, but the obscene act was enough to get my balls boiling. Della, who had said very little to me all day, suddenly talked dirty. "Shoot your cum on my tits, Mathew. I want to feel your hot cum between my tits."
I granted her request a few seconds later as my third orgasm shot out of me. My cum covered her tits as I finished pumping all over her voluptuous breasts. Once done, I watched as Della scooped up my cum and bathed her breasts with my cum. It was fucking hot.
The four of us exhausted, having all had multiple orgasms, except for my sister who had yet to reach orgasmic bliss, sat on the couch speechless.
Sandra broke the silence begging, "Master I need to cum."
I got up, went to the kitchen and returned with a long, thick cucumber. I handed it to her, "Have at it, slut."
Realizing that was her only option to having her long withheld orgasm, she opened her legs and began fucking herself with the cucumber. She closed her eyes and pumped her cunt furiously. Suddenly Della leaned forward and sucked on Sandra's left breast. Beth too joined in, leaning down and licking my sister's swollen clit. The triple sensation was the final push that broke her dam and she reached orgasm with a tidal wave of juice. Her scream echoed through the room, as she frantically fucked herself through a much-needed orgasm.
I watched the act in voyeuristic glee as I started to get dressed.
All three girls collapsed again on the couch and all three looked up at me as if awaiting their next orders.
I looked away to the pictures on the wall. An eight-by-ten on the wall, of a cute, nerdy, brunette stared at me hypnotically. She was so cute. I asked Sandra, "Is that your science partner?"
Sandra nodded, "Yes, that is Allison. She is a female you."
"How so?" I asked, curiously.
"Well, until this week anyways when you changed. She is a genius, incredibly timid, easy to manipulate and a very quick learner," Sandra explained. "I even offered her a tour of your college that you would give her sometime...she wants to major in psychology too."
"I see," I replied distantly, my mind already pondering my next move. "And she is your sub too?"
"Yes," Sandra asked, adding, "but not in the same way as Della or Mrs. Raske. She was just looking for somebody to show interest in her and to treat her like a sexual being and not just a brain. She was easy to seduce, but both times we've been together she has eagerly obeyed my orders."
"Hmmmm," I mindlessly responded, pondering how Allison and I could work. I asked, "When does she return?"
"On the 30th, I believe," my sister informed me.
"I want to meet her," I announced.
"That could be arranged," my sister smiled, but added, "she is not a slut like Beth, Della and me though. Plus, she is a virgin."
"I don't want her to know about your submission to me, is that understood?"
"Of course," Sandra replied.
"Good," I finished, "I am out of here. You three feel free to play as you wish."
I was just leaving when my sister informed me, "There is a New Year's Party next door on the 31st and I definitely think you should come with us."
"Who is hosting it?" I asked.
"Tyson," my sister answered, but added, "Mrs. Raske will be chaperoning."
I smiled. "Excellent." I winked to all three and left them alone hearing Della demand, "You two, massage my feet." I turned back to see both popular perfect bodied cheerleaders fall on the floor and to the feet of their former sub.
I closed the door smiling...many more devious ideas spinning in my head.
The End...for now....
Coming in the future: Best Present Ever: MILF Neighbor
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*
With my daughter Elaine back home, the evenings returned to being routine: supper, Wii game, homework and bedtime story. Once she was in bed I attempted to mark papers, but the upcoming weekend continued to creep out of my subconscious into haunting my conscious thoughts. This weekend, Mistress Constance was giving me to her daughter and friends as a gift. I could only begin to imagine what might happen. Whenever that naughty event wasn't spinning in my brain, the thought of Amy and our potential relationship occupied my mind. At work her smile made me smile, and although we hadn't had a major conversation about the wonderful fireworks that had happened between us, I knew neither of us regretted it, and we both looked forward to doing it again. If and when we might move in together was a different topic, and especially because of her marital status (married to and still living with an amazingly understanding and supportive husband named Winston) and both of us having kids, a topic that would require much careful thought.
At work I'd been left alone by Constance's other three subs, for which I was incredibly thankful. Life had slowly begun to return to my life before Constance's seduction of me.
Then came Friday...
I was a nervous wreck at work and if it weren't for Amy, I don't know how I would have made it through the day. At lunch, in my classroom with the door locked, I frantically burst out with, "Amy, I can't go through with this! I just can't!"
Amy comforted me, "Hannah, I love you, but you're being a drama queen."
"Excuse me?"
"Well, I know you're stressed about it, I understand that. But have a look: the truth is, you're also really excited about the weekend, aren't you?"
I thought about it and realized she was right. Although on the one hand I had stressed continually about this ever since I'd learned what was expected of me, at least in broad strokes knowing I was to serve as a sex slave to some eighteen-year-old girls, but completely in the dark about any specifics, on the other hand I'd also gotten wet very frequently from thinking about Mistress Constance's beautiful daughter Karli. Last night I had a vivid, pussy dripping dream about being her personal sex toy. "Yes, but..." I began.
"No buts. I'm so happy Mistress Constance seduced you, because that's what brought us together. But truthfully (my but... you're still not allowed one, my pet), I'm a bit jealous of these teen girls getting to have their way with you all weekend. All I've had is a couple of hours with you, life changing as they were."
"Really? You're jealous?"
"Yes, don't you get it, Hannah? I've loved you for a long time and now that I finally know there's a real possibility of you and me becoming an 'us', I have to compete with hot fucking eighteen-year-olds."
"I want to spend lots of time with you too, Amy. A lifetime, as a matter of fact."
"Good. So on Tuesday Winston can look after our kids on his own, your ex can continue looking after Elaine through the weekend until Wednesday evening, and we'll go out on a date."
"In public?" I asked.
"Well I won't molest you in plain view of anyone, but yes. Anyone who sees us will just see two friends, but you and I will both know it's a date. I trust our souls will be connecting pretty much the entire time."
"That sounds wonderful," I replied, excited.
"Good, I'll make the plans while you're out whoring it up with a bunch of teen goddesses."
"Haha."
It was then I was paged over the intercom. I looked at Amy, suddenly anxious again. She shrugged. "They usually behave at school. This could actually be school business."
"Right, of course," I agreed dubiously.
I went to the office and the collar-wearing secretary Alice handed me an envelope and whispered, "It's from our Mistress."
I took it and turned to go back to class, when I heard Alice's singsong voice, "Have fun this weekend."
It could have been her typical politeness, or now that I knew her dark side, it could have meant she knew very well what my weekend would include.
I turned around and knew instantly from her sly smirk that there was no question: she definitely knew about my upcoming submission to a bunch of eighteen-year-olds. I don't know why I said it, maybe to get rid of her smug smile or maybe to make her jealous, if any of that makes sense, but I responded cheerfully, "Oh, I plan on having loads of fun." I winked saucily and sauntered away.
Dear Hannah,
I will pick you up at your house at 6 o'clock. I expect you dressed to please and packed for two days. I recommend a couple of bathing suits, lingerie, and whatever else you may deem necessary.
As mentioned before, you will be a birthday present for my daughter, Karli. She doesn't know about you yet. While at the cabin, you are to obey EVERY order any of the girls give you. You are to serve their every whim completely.
Mistress Constance
P.S.-I am happy to hear you and one of my other lesbian sluts Amy, may be getting intimate. Be a good sub this weekend and I won't get in the way... at least not too much.
So this servitude to her daughter was only to last for the weekend! Wonderful news! Going forward, one less distraction from Amy! The note didn't really say anything else new, and for some reason the encounter with our secretary Alice had somehow given me an odd, stubborn confidence. If I ignored the fact these would likely all be ex-students of mine, what was really happening was a weekend sex retreat... and no longer than that... with some hot teenagers. As I walked down the hallway my pussy began to get wet, and I had to wrench my focus back to a place suitable for teaching my young students.
The afternoon was uneventful, and it flew by like most afternoons do with twenty-four grade four students.
When the day was done, Amy came in to offer me a final reassurance. "It'll be ok, Hannah."
"I know," I agreed, "what's the worst that could happen?"
Amy smiled and offered, "Well, you might be bound to a bed and fucked over and over again with a ten-inch dildo while you eat pussy after pussy after pussy." Amy pantomimed herself being bound spread eagle. "Now I really am jealous."
I laughed and turned serious. "Thanks so much for your support, Amy."
"Oh, don't worry, I expect a pretty good thank you on Tuesday evening, especially once we get back to your empty house with Elaine asleep across town," she teased.
"Oh Amy." I blushed. "I'm all yours that evening, and I think you know by now how totally I mean that."
I headed home, packed my daughter's weekend bag and my weekend bag. I packed stockings, lingerie which I hadn't used in a long time, heels, and a couple of rarely-worn bikinis. I wore a comfortable sundress, no panties of course, those were a garment in the past, with tan thigh highs and two-inch heels for the drive. Slightly provocative, but not slutty.
Once Elaine was picked up by the bastard who will remain unnamed, I still had thirty minutes to wait and think.
I was nervous, but had accepted my fate, both the good and the bad. Because even though I had brief moments of anxiety and wishing I could go back to my "normal" life, the reality was that I was finally free from my loneliness, and from the shackles of insecurity and lovelessness I'd experienced after my divorce.
To my surprise, it wasn't Constance picking me up, but instead an older gentleman who told me he'd been hired to drive me up to the lake. I was thankful, because I could now avoid the awkward and long conversation I'd been expecting and dreading with Constance.
Friday city traffic was crazy, so an hour and a bit later, we arrived at the lake, and the driver pulled up to the Blues Barn Tavern. He, in what I assumed would be the last act of chivalry I would receive for a while, came around and opened the door for me.
I went into the tavern. Constance was there by herself, having a drink. She waved me over to her booth and I obediently went over and sat down across from her.
She asked, "How was the drive?"
"There was some lovely scenery," I listened to myself babble meaninglessly.
"There is some lovely scenery right here," she flirted coyly.
I blushed, "Ditto."
"Are you 'Ghost' referencing me?"
"It's one of my favorite movies."
"Mine too. But enough chit chat. Are you ready?"
"As ready as anyone can be for such an unpredictable task."
Constance stood up and hooked a leash to the collar that was now a constant accessory to my apparel except when I was bathing. "Let's go. You may walk for now."
"Thank you, Mistress," I said, truly thankful she didn't make me crawl across the tavern floor.
She led me outside, a few curious eyes watching us. Instead of hanging my head down in the shame I was feeling inside, I followed her with my head held high and a confident smile on my face.
We walked past a couple of families and a group of teenagers, all of them fascinated by our odd promenade.
When we arrived on the porch of a large cottage, Mistress ordered, "On your knees." I obeyed, now on my knees, still in a public setting, at the entrance to a pretty big cottage. She ordered, "Wait here."
I sat on my haunches like the submissive I was. One minute became two, which became five and then ten. Occasionally someone walked by while I waited obediently. A couple of teenage boys heckled me, and someone whistled, calling out, "Here, girl!" Facing the door to the cottage I ignored them all, at least outwardly, except that my face and chest must have been fire-engine red.
Finally, my humiliation burning fiery hot, the door opened slightly, and I heard my Mistress say, "Ok girls, close your eyes, 'cause Mommy has a super-duper big surprise."
She opened the door just enough to reach my leash and lead me to crawl into the room. There were only three girls there, not the flock I'd been expecting. The one blindfolded was Constance's eighteen-year-old daughter Karli. To call her beautiful didn't do her justice; she radiated sexuality. Her hair was so blonde it was almost white; her tan was a gentle brown. If I could choose only one eighteen-year-old to dominate me, it would be her. I surveyed the rest of the room. A chubby brunette, who I would later learn was named Allie, was sitting on a couch in a bikini set that wasn't flattering at all. That said, her breasts were mammoth, and I couldn't help but feel my mouth water. Sitting next to her was a strawberry blonde I recognized as Destiny. I'd taught her eight years ago. She, like Karli, had turned into a beautiful young woman. She was tall, strong, small breasted, a typical female athlete.
Constance said, "Ladies, you may now open your eyes, but do not give away the nature of Karli's present. I have one final surprise for my daughter."
The two girls opened their eyes, and each let out similar shocked sounds.
Allie joked, "Wow, just the present I've always wanted."
Destiny chuckled, "Oh, my fucking God."
Allie complimented my Mistress, "Constance, you really outdid yourself this time. I thought the Porsche was a damn good birthday present, but this... wow... just fucking wow."
"What is it?" Karli asked, dying to find out.
"All in good time, dear. You won't remember asking for this, but I do. Now I need you to open your legs wide," Constance told her daughter.
"What? Why?" Karli asked, suddenly confused.
Destiny reassured Karli, "Trust your mom, Karli. It'll be worth it."
"Ok," Karli agreed tentatively, but you could tell she was nervous.
"Don't get all up tight. You had that nerd Valerie eating your pussy in the school bathroom just a few hours ago," Allie accused.
"And you've eagerly been lapping from my pussy pretty much daily," Destiny surprised us all.
Karli's face went blood red. "Destiny, my Mother is in the room."
"Don't worry, I think she already knows you're a dyke," Destiny suggested, looking directly at Karli's Mother.
"Destiny!" A mortified and blindfolded Karli blurted out, clearly horrified by this blatant revelation of her lesbian side to her mother.
It was Constance who spoke next, her expression showing her power side. "Karli, I didn't know you were a dyke, but I had no doubt you were at least bi. For one thing, I've heard sounds coming from your room when you and Destiny were in there that definitely weren't the moans and whimpers of studying. Secondly, your fourth most popular website after Facebook, Twitter and Yahoo is Literotica, and you almost only read lesbian stories, your favourite being Pet Teacher, if I'm not mistaken."
"Well then, there's no point in hiding it anymore, is there?" Destiny announced giddily.
"I'm sorry, Mom," Karli announced, tears beginning to form.
Constance comforted her daughter, "It's ok, baby. Liking girls is nothing to be ashamed of. If you must know, I too love to play in that field."
"You do?" Karli gasped, shocked by her Mother's confession.
"Yes, in fact I have a collection of pets," she smiled.
"Pets?" Karli asked, completely oblivious to one of these pets kneeling on the floor a few feet away from her, already salivating at the thought of tasting this beautiful eighteen-year-old's pussy.
"Yes, honey, I'll explain more about that tomorrow. But right now, this is your special day. "
Allie agreed, "Yes, Karli, it's your birthday today. Let's celebrate with a special feast."
Constance and Destiny exploded in laughter while the still blindfolded Karli sat there, bewildered.
Constance explained, "I didn't know what to get for the girl who had everything, so I got you your very own pet for the weekend."
"W-w-what?" Karli stammered, clearly baffled by what kind of pet it could be, and I'm sure not remotely thinking it could be her grade four teacher.
Constance's dominant do-as-I-say tone returned, "Open your legs wide, Karli."
Recognizing her mother's don't-fuck-with-me voice, she opened her legs. From my subservient position, I could see straight up to her white undies.
Constance leaned in next to my ear and whispered, "Crawl my pet, get between my daughter's legs and offer yourself to your weekend Mistress."
I obeyed, my pussy already wet with anticipation. Once my shoulder brushed Karli's leg, she stiffened slightly. I finally spoke up, "Mistress Karli, I'm happy to tell you I've been summoned here to serve as your eighteenth birthday present."
There was a long silence while Karli attempted to put a name and a face to my voice. It must have been nearly a minute before she asked doubtfully, "Ms. Hawkins?"
"Yes, dear. I'm your personal plaything for the weekend," I responded, my voice dripping with sweet sincerity. Before she could respond, I reached out and tugged at her underwear and she lifted up her ass. Once I'd gotten her panties off, I began licking her pussy, my nose resting on a neatly trimmed pubic hair patch just above her clit.
Her moans began the second my tongue touched her shaved pussy lips.
As I lapped at the eighteen-year-old's ripe pussy, I heard her Mom, my Mistress, saying, "I hope you like your present. I'll see you at lunch tomorrow, as we planned."
Karli moaned, my tongue clearly making her happy, "I love it, Mom."
Constance, her voice trailing away replied, "I knew you would." Seconds later, the door opened and closed, and I was left alone with three eighteen-year-old girls, two of whom were my ex-students.
While I licked and licked at Karli's delicious pussy, I felt a pair of hands on my hips, lifting up my dress. I learned it was Destiny when I heard her say, "Oh my, she's commando and already very, very wet." The humiliation burned slightly, but Karli's sweet taste kept me pacified. Her moans increased as I licked the most delicious cunt I'd ever licked, not that I'd tasted a lot of pussy for comparison.
Karli, now close to orgasm, got more excited, "Yes, Ms. Hawkins, lick my pussy, oh my God, yes, it feels so good." I took her clit into my mouth and she screamed, "Oh my fucking God, I'm coming!" I kept lapping as she quivered her way through several small convulsions on the chair. I loved the power my tongue had. It was a great feeling to know I could bring such pleasure to someone.
"Well Ms. Hawkins, there are two more of my friends to taste test before we really get this party going," she announced, her blindfold apparently long gone as she stood up and led me by the leash over to Destiny.
Destiny, already without her bikini bottom, opened her legs to me as I crawled towards her. "Let's see how good you are with your tongue," she crooned, spreading her legs to reveal a completely shaved pussy. She leaned back on the couch and tugged on the leash Karli had just handed her. I crawled like a good puppy between her legs and began licking her pussy. Eager to please her and to prove how good I was, I treated her pussy like a pair of regular lips: kissing them, parting them with my tongue, and entering inside her warm oasis to engage the tasty wetness within. Her moans began to increase, just softly at first, but as I felt her wetness spreading across my face, she got excessively verbal. "That's it, teacher slut, lick my cunt." Her nasty tone made me hornier. My dignity long left behind, I was theirs to use all weekend and I revelled at the opportunity. She teased me, "You like my cunt, teacher?"
"Yes, ma'am," I replied quickly and immediately returned to the task at mouth.
"Ma'am," she chuckled, "I've never been called that." Grabbing the back of my head, she pulled me in deeper and began rubbing her cunt up and down my face. It was hard to breathe, but I tried to ignore that as I desperately continued to lick and please. Without warning a wave of juice coated my face, and I hungrily devoured every drop I could reach. Once her orgasm had finished, I felt the leash tug me backwards and I was led to the last remaining pussy.
Allie, chubby but not fat, had already shed her bikini bottom. But she did present a major issue. As I reached her pussy, I was greeted with a bush so hairy that I couldn't even see her pussy lips. Once Allie had taken the leash, I was roughly pulled between her chunky legs and my face was buried into a dense forest of hair. I searched with my mouth to find the girl's clit, knowing that would be the quickest way to get her off. The tangle of hair poked into my face, went up my nose and tickled me. It was a challenge, but she was wet already, and I managed to find her clit and sucked it into my mouth. Her legs instantly tightened around my head and I began to suck and nibble her clit between my lips. Her juice leaked out slightly, and her naughty scent seemed to just sit there, nestled in her hair. The smell wasn't overly pleasant, and unlike the lengthy time I'd spent savouring Karli's sweet juice, I desperately wanted to get this cunt over with quickly, which was difficult with her increasingly nasty scent and her tangled pubic hair making me a bit nauseous. Malodourous hairs in my mouth and up my nose were a disgusting distraction. I sucked and lapped forever, but I couldn't seem to get her to come. Frustrated, I awkwardly slid a finger inside her pussy and she let out a yelp. I searched for her g-spot, and once I found it, I put as much pressure and friction on it as I could. A few seconds later, I was coated with juice as she finally came. I quit sucking, and unlike every other pussy I'd ever served (a grand total of six so far, including her two classmates), I did my best not to swallow anything and just let the orgasm subside. Finally, after what seemed like forever, she pushed my head away gently.



I lay on the floor, my face glistening with three girls' pussy juice.
Karli asked, "How come you ended up being my Mom's slave, Ms. Hawkins?"
"It's a long story," I replied.
"We have all weekend," Destiny joshed.
I retold the story as best I could, not mentioning Maeko and ending the story at the point where Mistress had driven me to school the next morning. It wasn't my business to give these girls even a hint about Constance's other pets. I was under orders to do anything they said, but I was certain Constance would back me even if they insisted, if I refused to answer any questions on that subject. Fortunately they didn't ask.
Allie replied, "That is so hot. I still can't believe your Mom is a Domme."
Destiny smirked, "I guess the apple doesn't fall too far from the tree."
Karli shrugged, clearly in deep thought. Silence filled the room as everyone waited for her to speak. Finally Karli emerged from her daydream and said, "Well girls, this is going to be a fun weekend. Go get dolled up ladies, we're taking our little pet out for the evening."
Destiny squealed, "Delicious."
Allie added, "What do you have in mind?"
Karli shrugged, her manner conveying her position of authority, "Just go get ready."
The other two nodded, and all three girls went into their separate rooms, leaving me on the floor alone. I sat there pondering what to do. I waited ten, then fifteen minutes, before deciding I had to pee. But as soon as I stood up and began walking towards the bathroom, Karli appeared and roared, "On your knees, slut!"
I jumped, but quickly fell to the floor. I grovelled, "Sorry, Mistress."
Karli walked over to me and explained, "This weekend you do nothing, absolutely fucking nothing, without being told to do it."
"Yes, Mistress," I agreed quickly, before explaining, "sorry, I have to pee."
She grabbed an empty beer bottle from the table and handed it to me, "So? Go ahead and pee." I looked up at her, silently attempting to plead for a better alternative until she added, "And don't you dare get one drop of your piss on the floor."
"Yes, Mistress," I replied, defeated. I placed the bottle against my pee hole and squatted awkwardly, then constantly needed to readjust it as I attempted to control my pee flow. It was one of the most precarious things I'd ever done, but I managed to get my irregular stream to flow into the bottle.
Once I was done, Karli allowed, "Good job, slut."
Absurdly I replied, "Thanks, Mistress." She took the almost full bottle from me and placed it on the table. "We'll save this for later," she smirked.
Grabbing the leash, Karli ordered, "Crawl to my room, slut, so I can keep an eye on you."
I followed her into her room on all fours like a faithful dog. Once we'd arrived, she had me sit on the floor and wait for her to get ready.
Twenty minutes later, she was ready and led me back into the living room.
Destiny and Allie were already there and wearing simple sundresses, but they'd also done their hair and make-up. My hair of course was well mussed, and my make-up consisted of dried girl-cum.
Karli unhooked my leash and told me, "We'll let you walk like a real person for a while, but one hint of disobedience and the leash goes back on, understood?"
"Yes, Mistress," I replied, thankful to be allowed off my knees.
I followed silently, darkness coming in, as we walked down a dirt track lined with trees and cabins to the restaurant. We sat down, me beside Karli, and I awaited my next indignity.
The girls talked about all the hot guys they'd seen checking in earlier and other trivial gossip, while I sat silently, wondering what next was in store for me.
The waitress walked over and took our drink and food orders, Karli allowing me to order my own food and drink. I decided on a burger, fries and a cola, nothing alcoholic, not wishing to dull my edge of expecting the unexpected.
Karli turned to me and asked, "Would you like an appetizer?"
"Sure," I responded.
"Sure, what?" Karlie pushed, perturbed by my answer.
I quickly corrected myself, "Sure, my esteemed Mistress."
She ordered, "Crawl under the table and have some pussy pie. Eat Allie's hairy snatch."
"Yes, Mistress," I replied, mortified by the order. Knowing I must obey though, I slipped under the table before the waitress could return and see where I had gone.
Allie opened her chubby legs and I was once again greeted by her pussy stench. She had gone commando it seemed, and had definitely used the toilet, and again I struggled to lick her pussy through the masses of hair. It was hard to hear the conversation from under the table, but I could hear odd pieces. They were talking about a nearby pub and how I could be the entertainment. I missed what they were planning for me to do, but I was petrified at my own imagined possibilities of what might be expected of me. It was one thing to be a submissive slut in someone's home, or in a locked room, but at a pub... anyone who might know me could witness some depraved act and end my career. I continued licking Allie's pussy until I felt a tap on my head and Allie ordered me, "Get back up here, slut."
I thankfully crawled back up from under the table and was mortified to see the pretty waitress's stunned face as she stared at my glistening face. She stammered, "w-w-wow, you girls weren't kidding."
"I never kid about such things," Karli quipped. "Anyway, if you want, we can give you a standard tip at the end of the meal, or we can have her get you off."
"Really?" she replied, stunned by the offer.
"Yes, you would love that, wouldn't you, slut?" Karli asked me.
"Yes, Mistress," I replied.
"What would you like to do to her?" Karli pushed.
"Eat her wet cunt until she comes all over my slut face," I answered, attempting to shock the whole group.
"Well?" Karli offered.
"I'll think about it," she smiled, winking at us and heading back to the kitchen with a noticeable spring in her step.
Handing me a plastic mustard bottle, Karli ordered, "Come for us, slut."
I hadn't come all day, and although I was humiliated by the whole ordeal, I was also horny. I grabbed the bottle with no shame, slid it under my sundress and started rubbing the pointy tip up and down between my pussy lips.
All the girls watched with voyeuristic awe as this teacher fucked herself so shamelessly in public. When the waitress returned with our orders, my orgasm was just beginning to build, and instead of hiding my obscene act from her, I openly continued it.
The waitress handed around the food, all the while glancing at me over and over. Unable to contain my moans anymore, I released them softly as the entire cap of the mustard bottle penetrated me. It was getting me hotter but not over the edge, as I needed it even deeper inside me.
Karli asked, "Is it inside you?"
"Just the cap," I moaned for the entire table, including the avidly-watching waitress.
"Shove it in deeper, slut," Karli demanded.
"It's too big," I replied.
"Don't you dare question me!" she snarled.
"Yes, Mistress," I answered, attempting to push the widest part of the bottle inside me. Sopping wet, my pussy opened up rather easily for the yellow fuck-toy much to my surprise, and I whimpered as it spread me open.
"Come for us, slut," Karli demanded.
"Yeesss, Mistress," I moaned, the bottle now filling me in a way I'd thought impossible. I began to pump the bottle in and out of my pussy as hard as I could, desperate to orgasm. Karli leaned in, her hot breath in my ear, and whispered, "Come for me within ten seconds, or I'll offer you to suck off every boy at the table over there."
I gasped, closed my eyes and furiously fucked myself like a berserker whore. She counted down in my ear, and as she got closer to zero my orgasm built, and right on cue, exploded out of me just as she said "One." I let out a scream louder than I'd anticipated that brought a few startled looks toward our secluded table, but from that distance others couldn't possibly know what had just happened. At least that was my hope.
The waitress, who had remained at the table watching my performance throughout, smiled. "I think I know what I want for my tip."
"I thought you'd say that." Karli smiled.
I ate in silence as the girls talked about their upcoming graduation and all the typical high school girl chatter. Once we were all done eating, the waitress returned with the bill and Karli asked her, "When do you get your break?"
"In twenty," she answered.
"Our slut here will wait for you in the storage shed out back," Karli told her.
"Excellent," the waitress answered, reaching across the table to give my cheek a humiliating pinch, smiling from ear to ear. Of course by now humiliation was something I relished, so that was just frosting on the cake.
Allie paid the bill and Karli stood up and ordered me, "Go to the storage shed out back and wait. Once you've finished pleasing her, meet us across the street at the pub."
"Yes, Mistress," I replied.
The three girls walked off, and I waited a couple of minutes to collect myself before reluctantly heading out back to the storage shed. I went into it and opened the door, and I was pleasantly surprised by how clean it was. It was obviously used as a hangout for the workers, since it had a TV, a couch, and a PlayStation. I sat on the couch and waited and waited and waited.
Finally, the waitress came in and locked the door. She walked over to the couch, pushed me back and without a word, straddled my face. She too had a bush, not as hairy and repulsive as Allie's, but rather a pleasant lawn that looked sexy and concentrated her pleasant scent. I licked her pussy slowly, enjoying her sweet flavour. After only a couple of minutes of tender licking, she lowered her pussy completely onto my face and began to thrust her hips back and forth. This made licking her more awkward, but her juices began to leak onto my lips. I just lay still, my tongue extended, as she rubbed herself to orgasm on my face. When she came, I was coated by her juice from my forehead to my chin. Once her orgasm had finished, she raised herself off of me and leaned down to kiss me gently, her tongue parting my lips.
She apologized, "I'm sorry, but you're just so sexy, I couldn't resist."
"It's ok," I replied, smiling for once because it was ok. "I enjoyed kissing you, too."
"My name is Sydney," she offered with a soft smile.
"Hannah," I replied, shaking her hand, which seemed oddly formal after she'd just come all over my face.
Sydney asked, suddenly very shy, "May I taste you in return?"
Surprised by her request, I responded, "You don't have to."
She answered, still very shy, "But I want to."
"Then I would love you to," I answered, my pussy suddenly burning with need.
Sydney slid between my legs and looked into my already wet and swollen pussy. She paused briefly before leaning forward and beginning to lick it. She was gentle at first, her tongue just grazing my pussy lips. After a couple minutes of gentle teasing, she began to put a bit more pressure on my pussy lips, although it was still more of a delirious tease. But then she sucked my clit into her mouth and I let out a loud scream, the pleasure was so intense and unexpected. She swirled her tongue in my clit hood and my breathing got heavier and heavier until I couldn't take it any longer and I came all over this sweet girl's mouth.
She stood back up after I finished my orgasm and apologized, "I hate to eat and run, but my break is done."
I laughed and concurred, "My Mistress is probably wondering where I am as well."
Sydney smiled, "It's so cool you have a Mistress, I'd love to have one too."
I offered, "Well, if you're serious about being a pet, I'd love to train you."
"You would?" she asked, shockingly excited.
"Give me your phone," I demanded.
She handed it to me and I typed in my cell number. I handed her back her phone and said, attempting to appear powerful and strong, "If you're serious, I expect you to text me Monday morning and send me at least three pictures of yourself. They don't have to be obscene, but they should showcase how sexy you are, my pet."
"Yes, ma'am," she replied, her face flushed with excitement.
"Now get back to work, my pet," I ordered.
She disappeared, and I pondered the new me that had just emerged. Could I be both a submissive and a Domme? The thought of having my own pet was just as exciting as submitting had been. I shrugged as I composed myself, shifted back into my submissive mindset, and headed over to the pub, wondering what Karli had in store for me, yet unable to get the thought of having my own pet out of my mind.
The End...
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Summary: Fantasy of being a submissive slut comes true for 1 night.
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A Night of Unconditional Submission
Mike
Do you ever wish you could just go back in time and do things over, knowing all you know now?
Like wouldn't it be sweet to get in your souped-up DeLorean and go back to your teens and early twenties and undo some of your past mistakes? Of course, you would...we all would. We were really fucking stupid back then, even though we thought we knew everything. Of course, I thought with the wrong head ninety-nine percent of the time and didn't know a fucking thing about women. Shockingly, reading Maxim doesn't give you the true insight you think it should.
Well, now in my mid-twenties I have learned many things, most completely irrelevant to this story. I won't get into a big The World According to Mike (although it is sufficient to say that on its own it would make a riveting read). What I have learned that is relevant to this already meandering tale is that women are just as perverted and just as horny as we are. They just do a much better job of hiding it.
For example, when girls are alone together they can be just as foul- mouthed and sexually explicit as us men. Mind you, they do actually have other conversations as well, while men focus on sex, sports, cars and not getting sex. Men call that staying focused on the fundamentals.
So what is the point of all this rambling? Well, I recently bumped into my ex-fiancée, a woman I dated for seven years before we mutually, more me than her, broke it off. We agreed to meet for supper and catch up later that night and that got me reminiscing about our past.
Funny thing, reminiscing. We tend to remember only the good things and easily forget why we broke up in the first place. I remembered fondly her smile, the way she laughed, her long legs almost always in pantyhose or stockings, and that she was a pretty good little minx in the bedroom.
I recalled how she was rather shy and timid at first, each of us being virgins when we started dating in our senior year of high school. Truthfully, we dated for over a year before we went further than heavy petting and marathon make-out sessions. Christ, I was nineteen when I finally lost my virginity on her eighteen birthday. But like happens often in relationships, life got in the way.
When we were in the bedroom life was good, but that became less and less as time moved on. For all her great traits, her one major flaw drove me nuts. She was incredibly high strung and stressed about every little thing, which is the complete opposite to how I work. I always thought she would eventually change, for example, when she finished college and got a teaching job, but then the new stresses were lesson plans and marking papers. It was always something.
After graduating college, she got a teaching job three hours away, while I continued my schooling in medicine. Distance will always play havoc with a relationship, and ours was no different. We still saw each other every couple of weeks, but things were beginning to unravel. During the summer, I suggested we take some time off and she didn't fight it. I got busy in my internship and screwing nurses, while she did whatever she did. I called this my slut phase as I refused to exclusively date anyone, instead choosing to play the field. It was during this time I learned that women were just as sexually devious as men. It was also during this experimental period that I realized Jasmine was submissive and I, being too nice a guy, had missed so many obvious signs in my inexperienced younger days.
Jasmine
Seeing Mike brought back every insecurity and unfinished feeling I had kept buried the past three years. Mike was my first love and although I had dated a couple of guys since then, none compared to him. He was funny, sexy, intelligent, well-mannered and great in bed. Also, and I am sure this is odd, his scent alone was a turn-on. When I moved away from him to teach, I actually took his pillow so I could still be close to his scent.
The thing was we never really broke up. We took a break and next thing you know one year becomes three and you are left wondering what happened and where the time has gone.
I had hoped he had turned into a fat slob or something, so that when the inevitable bump into each other occurred, I could clearly be the one who had moved on.
When I saw him in the hotel lobby, though, I realized it was me who never moved on. I still wore stockings or pantyhose almost every day, something I did originally because it was his fetish. Even odder, he insisted I only wear sheer, sandlefoot stockings as he wanted to clearly see my toes at all times, which I still wore. He was a leg and toe freak, and by pleasing him so long with this attire, I had become a stocking freak too.
Thus, it was ironic that when I bumped into him after all these years, I was in jeans, just having got off a three hour flight, the day before Valentine's Day.
When I saw him,I flashed back to our lengthy relationship. He was my first serious boyfriend, and the boy I lost my virginity to. He was my first and only true love. Even now with other men, I compare them to him, although that's so unfair.
At one point we were to be married. We even had our two childrens' names picked out: Ethan and Savannah.
One last problem was we were both each other's firsts and onlys. When I moved away to teach I began having doubts. Would he be the only one I ever was intimate with? The longer we were apart, the more curious I became. Plus, no matter how much I hinted that I needed to be told what to do, he never caught on. I realized he was too nice to treat me like the submissive slut I fantasized about. I myself didn't understand it, but I craved being told what to do, to just let go and be submissive. It was the complete opposite of how I lived the rest of my life, where I had to be in control of everything. Things had to be perfect and structured. I needed order to be comfortable or I stressed out. I admit it, I am really high maintenance. That was probably why I craved the complete letting-go in the bedroom, but Mike never caught on to my many obvious hints.
Mike
Dating lots of women over the past three years, I learned a lot. One thing I learned is that often women in positions of power or authority often are very submissive in the bedroom. I wondered on occasion, when I thought about Jasmine, or watched any of the five different porn videos we made and I kept, if she was submissive. She didn't fit the textbook definition in regard to her job, but in retrospect she definitely had some tendencies that had me wondering. When I was nineteen, such a concept wasn't even on the radar, but now, many years and experiences later, it kind of makes sense. In retrospect, Jasmine gave me many hints that my younger ineptself never caught on to.
For example, she is still one of only two women to allow me to videotape some of our sexual encounters. Of course, all but one included a fair amount of wine, but still she willingly allowed me to tape her sucking my cock, fucking her trimmed but hairy pussy, and me going down on her. On top of that, she always wore pantyhose or stockings for me, when we went out, when we were driving on a trip and even at home when we were lounging around. No women since had been so accommodating to my stocking and foot fetish.
Lastly, I recall one nightcap particularly. We had broken up, like we often did, but this time she had begun seeing some other dude. It had only been a couple of weeks and I was pretty sure she hadn't done anything too extreme with him yet. It was December in the middle of college finals, so she was pretty stressed out. Once finals were done, she headed home to spend the holidays with her father and three siblings. To Jasmine's surprise, I was already at her dad's house having coffee when she arrived. As expected, she had not yet told her dad about our break-up. Her father loved me and so I decided to try and win her back.
We never had a chance to talk all night, as we were kept busy with catching up and playing cards with her family like we always did. Once it was bedtime, Jasmine went to brush her teeth and I followed her in a few seconds later. Instantly, she asked why I was at her father's house. I responded that her father had invited me, which was true, and that I really enjoyed spending time with her family, which was also true. This softened her heart because she came from a very poor family, but her father meant everything to her. I leaned in and whispered into her ear, her ear and neck being her weak spots, 'You look good enough to eat.' She allowed my hot breath to linger on her ear for a few seconds before pushing me away. She weakly reminded me she had a boyfriend and I shrugged and said 'So you do.' I brushed my teeth, but was confident she would be mine again soon. We had never slept in the same room at her father's house out of respect to him, so I had to wait till the next day to test my theory. In the morning, during breakfast I mentioned I would be going home early tomorrow morning to make it in time to see my parent's on Christmas Eve, a family tradition. As I anticipated, Jasmine was surprised that I was leaving so soon. Knowing she hadn't told her dad about our breakup, I made sure to kiss her, hug her and hold her hand in front of her family. I could tell she was wavering by the look in her eyes and the fact that she took my hand when we and her younger siblings went for a walk. It was just a habit, but still it was obvious her body was taking control of her conscience. That night, at bedtime, we again ended up in the bathroom and this time I took the risk. Once the door was closed and locked, I pushed her down onto her knees and unbuckled my jeans. As expected, she pulled out my seven inch hard as a rock cock and took it in her mouth. Now usually she was tentative when sucking my cock and only did it long enough to get me primed to fuck her. But this time she bobbed up and down eagerly like a little slut. The fact that it had been a couple of weeks since I last shot a load and the thrill of her submissive attitude as she gobbled me whole had me boiling in only a couple of minutes. I warned her I was going to come, because she hated swallowing my cum, and much to my surprise she kept going and allowed me to spray my seed into her mouth. Some hit her cheek and the floor, but the sight of her being a cock hungry slut was really hot. I pulled her up, unbuckled her jeans and fingered her. I explained that she was mine and she was to get rid of this other guy. She whimpered in agreement as my finger pleased her. I nibbled on her ear, hard enough to leave a small mark and teased her that the mark was a symbol of whose girl she was. When I knew she was close, I pulled my finger out of her and told her I would continue pleasing her after she had got rid of the other dude. She whimpered and begged me to finish, but instead I walked out the bathroom, leaving her revved up.
A few days later, she returned to college, and we met for a pretty great New Year's Eve two person party that included our first porn video, and our most powerful love making session ever. She was a different person, so eager to please me, but I was too stupid, naive and inexperienced to realize what I had, a completely submissive woman.
During the evening, Jasmine admitted she had not yet broken it off with the guy, saying she felt she should do it in person. The next morning, there was a knock on her door and she freaked out, knowing it was probably the boyfriend. I ordered her to answer the door naked except for the somewhat ripped black thigh high stockings she was currently wearing. She hesitated, gave me a pleading look, but obeyed answering the door naked.
I walked up behind her, naked too, and said, "Hey, I'm Mike."
He looked dumbfounded. Jasmine began to explain, but the guy walked away with a stunned look on his face. I led Jasmine back to the bedroom and we had a glorious morning fuck. Within seconds, her guilt and humiliation was replaced with raw sexual energy. It was the rawest, most powerful sex we ever had. Unfortunately, I didn't clue in to the obviously sweet situation I was in.
As the years passed and my sexual conquests grew, I realized the obvious signs that I missed before.
I often wondered how things might have turned out differently if I had known then what I learned now.
Jasmine
Men are stupid. I mean I gave so many hints of what I wanted, and yet he never caught on. I wish I could have just said it, but a part of me was ashamed by what I desired. Such naughty desires were not what a dignified woman craved.
I remember the Christmas break when he was so determined to win me back. He was a different person that week. He showed a confidence and arrogance I didn't usually see in him. I mean he was always confident in whom he was, but then he was so dominant and cocky. When he pushed my head down to suck his cock while at my father's house, instead of thinking you got some fucking nerve, I got instantly wet and rewarded his domineering move by attempting to swallow his cum, something I had only done on a couple of occasions. His power over me was overwhelming and I, of course, dumped my boyfriend, who I was just using to get back at Mike, and went back to him.
When he, a few days later, had me go to the door naked and humiliate myself in front of Greg, I thought he finally understood the power he had over me. I thought finally he understood what I needed. Alas, he didn't. Men are stupid.
My last ditch attempt at letting him know my feelings was when we were apart for a couple of months. In his usual humourous way, he sent me an application form he had made, called Application to One Day Marry the Legendary Mike Weber. I still have a copy of the form and my answers. I decided to take a chance and answered the questions with shockingly upfront honesty, presenting to him, I hoped, my completely submissive nature.
Application to Marry Mike Weber
Please answer all the questions to the best of your ability. If the questions are answered truthfully and to my sexual satisfaction you will be well on your way to marrying the great Mikester and his amazing Wally.

1. What is your full name?
Jasmine Alice Luntz
2. Describe your dream man.
I always wanted to marry a man that my family loved, but it was crucial that this man had to be good with kids. That is what makes you so great. My dad loves you, my sisters love you and you are amazing with my nieces.
3. What is your favourite sexual position?
On my knees before your delicious Wally.

4. What are your goals in life?
-to marry one Mike Weber
-to be a submissive and completely obedient wife to one Mike Weber
-to have 2 cute babies with one Mike Weber
-oh yeah, and to be a teacher who impacts millions of students; lives blah blah blah
5. Describe in detail your dream pounding.
We are out at a lake and you make food for a picnic (no..I make it, otherwise it would be pizza pops and coke). We have a picnic, near a lake, on a blanket, drinking liquor and cuddling. Cuddling leads to making out and you pound me out in the open, oblivious to anyone who may see us.
6. Describe how much you like Wally.
I love Wally so much that I could handle worshipping him every day for the rest of my life . . . yes and this includes LONG after our wedding day.
7. What do you think about when you masturbate?
Brad Pitt.
Just kidding . . . kind of.
Honestly, me pleasing you and you pleasing me.
8. What is the naughtiest thing you have ever done?
-sucking your cock and swallowing your cum at my dad's house was pretty naughty
-I also think obeying your order to go answer the door naked was pretty naughty
-allowing you to videotape us fucking was also rather naughty
-admitting in this application that I WILL OBEY YOUR EVERY SEXUAL DEMAND is also very, very naughty
9. Do you promise to suck my cock every day?
If ordered, although I sure would like my vagina pleasured every day as well.
10. Spit or swallow?
Whatever you desire, Master. What about facials for the camera?
11. Will you do anal?
Yes . . . but please be gentle.
12. Do you promise to wear nylons every chance you get?
Don't I already?
I _______________ want to marry Mike Weber and will do whatever he wishes to become Mrs. Weber.
I thought these answers would finally make aware my true desires and needs. Alas, I think he took my answers as sarcasm, being very sarcastic himself. That said, I am not remotely sarcastic, so he should have caught on.
Alas, men are stupid.
I always wondered how things might have turned out drastically better if he wouldn't have been so dense or I would have just verbalized my needs.
To make matters worse, I sent back a special application myself.
WARNING: CONTENTS INSIDE WILL MAKE YOU HORNY
Sexathon Rules
1. Sexual positions must be thought up beforehand and submitted to the Director.
2. If you did not submit the above, you are to obey your partner's demands completely.
3. Sex can occur orally, anally or the old fashioned way.
4. Each couple is required to have sex 7 times within the next 24 hours.
5. At least four different rooms and three different locations must be used.
6. At least one of these locations must be outdoors.
7. The word 'no' does not exist during the sexathon.
8. The applicant is to submit exciting sexual positions and activities and the other partner is to enjoy everything to the fullest.
I _________________ consent to participate in the sexathon and promise to bring my partner unlimited pleasure.
Alas, we never had our sexathon. Even though, seriously, how did he not catch on?
So I spent the next few years experimenting with different men, mostly bad boys, who would fuck me like a slut like I needed, but none of them had the warm heart Mike did when we weren't in the bedroom. So when I saw Mike in the hotel lobby my first thought was 'I have a second chance'. The fact it was the day before Valentine's Day seemed as if Cupid was watching from above.
Mike
Then after all these years, there she was checking in the same hotel I was already staying at. I realized this was a chance to rekindle a romance and maybe find out if all my assumptions were correct.
I decided clearly this was fate and my chance to finish something I never completely started. I tapped her shoulder, "Hi, Jasmine, long time, no see."



Jasmine
As soon as I heard his voice, I knew who it was without turning around. My knees weakened and I instantly had butterflies in my stomach, just like I had back in grade twelve when he asked me out after a basketball game. I nervously turned around. "Hi, Mike."
He looked better than I could have imagined. He had bulked up a fair amount and his dazzling smile still had me hypnotized.
Mike
Funny how time has a way of changing your memories. I forgot all her annoying habits and her excessive anxiety issues and remembered fondly, almost longingly, the good times.
We chatted briefly about why we were both here and I suggested we meet the next day for supper.
Jasmine
As soon as he suggested we meet for supper, tomorrow, Valentine's Day, my emotions went ballistic. I was excited and scared, but attempted to show neither as I agreed, "That would be great."
His smile never flickered. "Excellent. There is an amazing restaurant across the street. I'll meet you in the lobby at 5:30 tomorrow."
"Ok," I replied, attempting to hide my giddiness.
He started toward the elevator before he stopped and added, in a rather authoritative tone, "The place is pretty nice, pumpkin, so dress up."
He turned around and disappeared in the elevator. I received my room key and headed to the elevator, my head spinning while I tried to read into Mike's intentions.
Mike
knowing Jasmine, she is trying to figure out my intentions. I am not even completely sure I know my intentions. Do I want her back? I don't think so, but maybe. Do I want to fuck her tomorrow? Hell, yeah. But mostly I want to test my theory of her submissiveness. Telling her what to wear was step one. She knows I like pantyhose and stockings. I always expected her to be wearing thigh high stockings when we were in public, just as a tease or for easy access to her private area if I was so inclined. I wanted her in a dress, stockings and open-toe shoes. I loved to see her toes in stockings, when she was I know she was ready and willing to play. Now I will have to go deeper though to see if she is as submissive as I think she is. I jumped in the shower contemplating how I would play tomorrow.
Jasmine
As I showered, I wondered about Mike's intentions. Did he just want to have supper and catch up or was he hoping for something more? And if he wanted something more, was he looking for a one-nighter or to rekindle our past relationship? His tone showed a hint of aggression, like he had on rare occasions when we were together, so I assumed he was thinking of getting a little action at the very least.
What did I want? Oh sure, I wanted to fuck him badly, but did I want something more?
That night, I masturbated myself to sleep, like I often did. My fantasy was of Mike forcefully taking advantage of me. It was a fantasy I had played in my head for years, but tomorrow, maybe, just maybe, it would become a reality.
Mike
I woke up after a rejuvenating sleep and went to my conference. It was ok, but my naughty mind kept distracting me with the potential of a great night. I spun a variety of posssible scenarios in my head, all, of course, ended with her and me in bed. One thing certain was that when Jasmine got drunk she got ridiculously horny and way more adventurous. The plan was simple: a great meal, a shitload of wine, a play and a lengthy fuck session back at the hotel. If I was right, Jasmine would go shopping today and purchase a whole new wardrobe for tonight's date. She would have either a dress or a skirt, short enough to tease and stockings that tell me without words she is willing to please.
Jasmine
I ditched out of my last session to go shopping. I didn't bring an outfit that would work for the classy supper or the outfit that told Mike I was willing and able. I spent over an hour choosing the right ensemble. The perfect ensemble was a silver dress long enough to be formal, but with a provocative slit for temptation, with beige thigh highs and matching three inch heels with open toe, for his weird stocking toe fetish. After a long shower, I painted my nails ruby red and got dressed. I wore my hair down, just the way he liked it. I took a long look in the mirror, took a deep breath and headed to the lobby.

Mike
A triumphant smile crossed my face when I reached the lobby and saw Jasmine. Dressed in a sexy dress, dark stockings and open toe heels, she was obviously dressed for me. My confidence blossomed as every assumption I had made was right so far. My cock rose in my pants with anticipation.
Jasmine
As soon as I saw him in a tie, I got a chill up my back. He knows that I have a weakness for guys dressed up all preppy. And like his odd fetish for stockings, I had a similar one for ties.
He greeted me, "You look beautiful, Jasmine."
I smiled at the compliment and returned one back. "You look pretty damn good yourself, Michael."
"Well now that we have all the opening bullshit out of the way, let's go catch up."
He grabbed my hand, entwined his fingers with mine like we had so many times before. To me it felt as if we never broke up.
I was silent until we reached the restaurant. The ridiculously pretty, busty, redheaded maitre d' greeted Mike, "Oh Mike, you are back in town." Once she saw me her tone and facial expression changed from flirtatious and sweet to possessive and resentful. I liked the look. It meant I was a threat to her. I smiled my fake smile, which I hope told her 'I'm fucking him tonight."
She led us to our table and I was pleasantly surprised when he pulled the chair out for me, something he had never often done for me when we were a couple.
Mike
After we were seated, I ordered a bottle of wine and some appetizers. We spent the next twenty minutes drinking, eating and catching up, ignoring the underlying sexual tension that was clearly resonating between us. Her father was doing well after surgery on his knee, her three sisters were all doing things I instantly forgot and she was now the head of her English Department. I was just taking the first bite of my steak when I felt her stocking foot search for the inside of my pant leg.
Jasmine 
Determined to make my intentions clear, I made the first move by slipping out of my left heel and using my stocking foot to tease him. His startled expression was well worth it and he stared at me smugly as my foot found its way under his pant leg. I wondered what he was thinking and decided to find out. I finished the second glass of wine and provocatively asked, "So what do you want to do after dinner?"
His naughty coy smile had me melting. "Oh, I have it all planned out."
"Oh, you do, do you?" I teased, my foot slowly caressing his leg, "and what would that be?"
His smile never changed as he took another bite of his steak and after finishing chewing. "All in good time, my dear. They say all good things come to those who wait."
"I see," I replied, playing it cool. We finished our meals in silence. I assume each of us was trying to figure out what the other was thinking.
Mike
I was pretty confident she was mine, but decided to take a major risk. We were in a relatively private booth, as I had requested, so slyly unzipped my pants and pulled out ol' Wally the Great. I had gone commando, of course. I asked Jasmine innocently, "Would you like dessert?"
She responded, "You know the answer to that, don't you?"
I chuckled, "Yes, you have always been one to keep room for dessert."
She gave her cute signature shrug.
I smiled and said matter-of-factly, "Your dessert is under the table."
"Excuse me," she sputtered.
"You heard me. Your dessert is under the table." I looked around, made sure the waiter was not coming, and ordered, "Get under the table Jasmine and get your dessert. I think you will enjoy it."
JASMINE
I couldn't believe what he had just said. Here I was hoping he would be more aggressive, but this was one giant fucking leap. I looked into his eyes to see if he was kidding and although part of me was humiliated by the order, a bigger part of me was incredibly turned on. We were in a secludeed section and the table cloth would definitely hide my naughty deed. So deciding to make it clear I was his tonight, I gave a quick look to see if anyone was watching and quickly slid off my chair and under the table. I let out a gasp when I saw his erect penis already stiff and saluting me. I crawled between his legs and began stroking his cock with my hand. My pussy tingled with anticipation of having his delicious cock in me later. I attempted to take his cock in my mouth, but banged my head on the table. I repositioned myself and pulled his cock down a bit so it was staring straight at me like a missile. I licked the head. I used my tongue and spun it around and around his plump mushroom head. I went stiff when I heard the waiter's voice. I couldn't make out every word, but I heard Mike speak too, and a brief chuckle. Now slightly mortified, I wondered if the waiter knew what I was doing. I contemplated moving back out from underneath the table, but only briefly. Instead, I became determined to suck his cock and swallow his cum. He had clearly challenged me and being the stubborn woman I was, I never backed down from a challenge. I took his cock in my mouth and began bobbing up and down, taking as much of his cock as I could in this awkward position. I used my saliva to get extra lubricant, something I had learned from a former colleague who loved using me as his personal cocksucker at school after hours. As I continued my steady pace, I closed my eyes and fantasized about the night ahead.
MIKE
I couldn't believe she did it. I thought she might. I hoped she would. Yet, I still wasn't sure. Her stroking my cock while I was ordering dessert was incredibly hot and it got even hotter when she wrapped her lips around my cock and began blowing me. After a couple of minutes of sucking she did something new and I immediately grabbed the table with both hands. My cock felt like it was swimming in an ocean of warmth all the while she kept bobbing on my dick. As I felt my cum beginning to bubble in my balls, the waiter returned with the cheesecake I had ordered. I grunted a thank you and he caught on to what was happening underneath the table. He gave me a knowing smile and wink and left me alone to shoot my load.
JASMINE
Desperate to taste his cum and please him, I continued sucking and noticed his legs stiffen, like he always did when he came, and I was soon rewarded with a large load of his hot seed. I kept his cock in my mouth, extracting every last drop of his sperm. Once I felt his cock begin to shrink, I took his cock out of my mouth. I heard him say the coast was clear and I quickly crawled out from underneath the table and back onto my chair. I immediately looked at Mike and said, "That is the best dessert I have ever had."
He smiled. "I thought you would like it." I watched him as he clearly was trying to put his cock back in his pants.
"It is a taste that never gets old," I admitted.
His smile remained. "You have learned some new tricks."
"Well, I was a lot younger and inexperienced when we were together."
"Well," he said, as he handed me a fork for the cheesecake he had ordered, "whatever you were doing with your saliva was amazing. I was trying not to come so quick, but I couldn't help it."
Going for broke, I flirted. "Well I hope you have some left for later, I was hoping for a late night snack."
"Jasmine, the night has just got going," he said, foreshadowing a naughty night of sin, I hoped.
MIKE
All the naughty innuendo had my dick already rising in my pants, so I changed the topic to non-sexual conversations. "How long you here for?"
"One more night," she replied.
"How was your conference?"
"It was a conference. Mostly the same babble I have heard for years, although I did get some cool new ideas for teaching with a Smartboard."
"Cool," I replied, as I finished my half the cheesecake. An awkward silence lingered. I glanced at my watch and saw that I only had twenty-five minutes to get to our second stop on the seduction tease. "We need to get going if we are going to get to our next location, gorgeous."
She took the last bite of her cheesecake before inquiring, "And where would that be?"
Taking a second risk, my smile faded and was replaced by a serious facade. "Let's make something clear Jasmine, tonight I am master and you are my willing slave. Is that understood?"
JASMINE
I couldn't believe the words out of Mike's mouth. After all these years of desperately wanting such forcefulness, I was still incredibly stunned when it happened. Part of me, the feminist side, was like 'what a pretentious little prick making such a forward and degrading statement', yet, not surprisingly, the much bigger naughty side was like 'about fucking time'. I looked him dead in the eye, but didn't speak. I wanted him to sweat a little. Then, keeping my eyes locked on his, I responded, "Yes, understood."
The smile returned to his face, "Excellent. Let's get going."
"Yes, Master," I responded purposefully, which seemed to startle him a bit. He grabbed my hand and we walked out of the restaurant. I was dying to know where we were going next and was pleasantly surprised when we arrived at a Broadway theatre. I looked up and saw we were going to see Miss Saigon, a musical I had wanted to see forever, although Mike could not know that. He handed the man two tickets and we went inside. We got in line for a drink and he ordered, "Get some chocolate almonds, a glass of red wine and yourself whatever you would like."
"Sure thing," I responded.
He gave me a look of impatience, but said nothing. I was confused by the look until I realized he was expecting a different response. I gave him exactly what he was expecting. "Sure, Master."
A couple of others looked my way, hearing my words and probably heard his degrading response, "That's better slut, don't you dare disappoint me again."
He handed me a couple of twenties and turned and walked away towards the washroom while I turned back in line to wait, my panties already damp. Humiliation burned slightly, knowing others heard him call me a slut. Yet, such words only made me hotter. I was also frustrated. All I wanted to do was go back to the hotel and fuck the shit out of him. I got our wine and almonds and looked for him. A woman about my age looked at me with disdain. I assumed she heard our brief conversation. I contemplated saying something, but decided not to start a scene. Mike returned a few seconds later and took his drink.
MIKE
"Thanks, are you ready for the show?" I asked.
"Yes, Master," she replied, like the good sub I knew she was.
I took her hand and led her up the stairs to our third level balcony. Our semi-secluded seats were excellent and would be shared with one other couple. We sat down in the far two seats, me in one at the end and Jasmine beside me. Now I eagerly waited to see who else would join us, as I hoped to push Jasmine even more if I had the right couple arrive. We held hands like a sweet normal couple while we waited for the show to begin. Just a couple of minutes before the show started, the other couple arrived and a devious grin crossed my face. They were probably just a couple of years out of high school and would be the perfect pair to humiliate Jasmine.
I greeted the young couple, "Well, you are a rather young couple. What is the occasion?"
The guy responded, "It is our two-year anniversary."
"Well Happy Anniversary," I responded, "I am Mike and this is Jasmine."
He responded, "I am Harold and this is my fiancée Ellen." We shook hands and the girls did their girly thing.
Before I could push the envelope a bit more, the lights dimmed. Ellen sat beside Jasmine and I smiled as my plan began to fell into place. We watched the first act like a normal couple, holding hands. Jasmine, as expected, was right into the show. When the break started, I began the test, "Ellen and Harold, what would you like from the bar?"
Harold responded, "Oh no, we can get our own."
I waved him off. "Oh, no, no, I wouldn't think of it. It is your anniversary and it is the least I can do."
"Well that is really nice of you. I would like a white wine and Ellen would you like the same?"
"Sure," the cute fake blonde replied, "thanks very much."
"No problem Ellen. Jasmine, please get two white wines and two red wines," I politely asked, like she was my servant.
Ellen stood up and offered, "I will come with you Jasmine."
Jasmine's face went white as she realized what I was making her do. She gave me an 'are-you-serious' look and when I didn't respond with any sympathy she stood up and said, accepting her humiliation, "Yes, Master."
Ellen looked stunned by Jasmine's words, but followed Jasmine as she left to get our drinks.
Harold had a look of utter confusion. I explained, "Sorry if that surprised you a bit. Jasmine is my submissive slave. She obeys any order I command."
"Really?" Harold asked, flabbergasted.
"Oh yes, many women are submissive at heart and need to be told what to do."
"Ellen would never," Harold began.
"Don't be so sure, I had no idea that Jasmine was submissive till years after we broke up. Girls who are proper and dignified in public and have to be in charge at work often need to let go when outside of work. They need to be told what to do."
"I just can't imagine," Harold said, clearly reflecting on his own situation.
JASMINE
Ellen and I walked in silence to the line. I could tell she wanted to ask, so I finally explained, "I am sure you are curious about what you just heard."
Her face was red with embarrassment. She whispered, "I just can't believe someone as classy as you would call your husband Master."
I smiled at the thought of Mike as my husband and at being called classy. I whispered back, "You must understand that many women are naughty deep down. They crave a certain sort of discipline in the bedroom. You see I am a teacher and always in charge at work. When I am not working, I want to just let someone else make my decisions. Does that make any sense?"
Ellen contemplated my words. "I guess."
I asked frankly, "Does Harold please you in the bedroom?"
Her face went ruby red, "Oh my."
"No seriously, do you come?"
Her face went even redder if that is possible, assumedly embarrassed by such a question being asked by a stranger. She stammered, "No, never."
We got to the front of the line and ordered our wine. Once we were walking back to the men, I pulled her aside. "I am going to tell you a secret." I could tell Ellen was eager to hear my words of wisdom. "I never came either until I realized what I needed."
"And what was that?" Ellen asked.
"To be submissive. To just do what I am told. I am sure Mike is going to test me in front of you, but even though it may be embarrassing and undignified for a lady, especially at such a classy event, I will obey whatever he orders."
"Like what?" the very curious girl asked, clearly trying to process this strange conversation.
"Honestly?" I asked.



"Yes," she whispered, slightly embarrassed to be asking.
"He may make me suck his cock in the second act in front of you two, for example," I said rather casually.
"Oh my God!"
"And I will do it and get wet doing it. I can't explain it, but obeying gives me a pleasure like no other. All my best orgasms come from such domineering submissions."
She looked at me and said, "I could never do anything like that."
I shrugged, "Never say never, girl. But maybe you are content with your sex life and are completely fulfilled, although it doesn't sound like it. Sadly, for me, I must be treated like a slut to get off, it is almost unexplainable, undignified and embarrassing, but true." I glanced at the clock and added, attempting to push her a bit as I expected Mike would expect from me, "We should get back to our Masters."
MIKE
"The girls will be back soon. Just follow my lead and I almost guarantee you will have a much naughtier, submissive fiancée at your beck and call," I advised.
Harold, still mystified by my philosophy, nodded 'yes' in a reluctant and probably unbelieving way. I smiled, knowing that I was right.
The girls returned with our drinks and I immediately started the game, "Thank you, slut."
She didn't even flinch as she responded, "You are welcome, Master."
I looked at Ellen, who was watching the conversation like she was watching a movie. I smiled and said, "Jasmine, take off your panties, good sluts don't wear any."
"As you wish, Master," Jasmine responded, and handed me her drink to hold. She then looked at the young girl and slowly bent down and rather expertly, I must say, pulled off her undies. She handed them to me. Not surprisingly, they were very, very damp.
"Slut, your undies are soaked, why is that?"
"Being your slut turns me on, Master."
The lights flickered, implying we were to be seated. "We should sit back down for the second act."
Once seated, I pondered my next humiliation. I could make her suck my cock. I could make her finger herself. I may even be able to fuck her slyly. Then out of the blue, the naughtiest idea ever came to my mind. One I had no idea would work. One so extreme it could make everything fall apart or it would be the perfect next level of Jasmine's complete submission. As the curtain went up, I contemplated if I should do something so extreme. I tossed the idea around in my head as Act 2 began.
JASMINE
I glanced at Mike and saw a devious smirk on his face. I could tell he was thinking of what he was going to make me do next. I anticipated him suggesting a hand job or a blow job, but then he just intently watched the first two songs of the second act. My pussy had been on fire all evening and now with no underwear, I could feel just the slightest bit of juice leaking out of me. Mike knew I was a flooder when I came and that I easily leaked, so it was a conscious decision to let me sit here in my own juice.
As the third song began, I started to relax thinking maybe Mike had tested me enough. But then he leaned towards me and whispered into my ear, "Jasmine baby, are you hungry?"
Thinking I knew what my snack would be, I purred like a naughty kitty, "Famished, Master."
"You want to suck my cock, don't you?"
"Of course, Master," I replied.
"Pull up your dress, Jasmine," he ordered, surprising me. What did he have in mind?
I hesitated briefly, before awkwardly pulling my dress up enough to reveal my uncovered pussy.
"Hand me your shoe," he instructed.
I looked at him quizzically, but did as ordered.
He took my shoe, and, without any more words, used the long heel as a toy. He rubbed it around my pussy lips and smoothly inserted it in my cunt.
I let out a moan and looked at Ellen who was staring at me stunned. I mouthed, 'I'm sorry'.
Through the next three songs, he used the shoe to slowly fuck me. After years of pleasing me, he knew I was getting close to coming from the naughty exhibitionist act and suddenly pulled the shoe out and placed the heel at my lips. I opened my mouth and sucked my juice off my heel.
My face was flushed with a mixture of humiliation and horniness, but mostly horniness. He suggested I put my shoe back on and pull my dress back down.
MIKE
All four of us sat in silence for the remainder of the show. I really considered ordering Jasmine to drop to her knees and offer to eat Ellen's pussy, but at the last second I couldn't go through with it. I had no idea how Ellen would react and truthfully, unless she had changed her tune since we were together, she was not even remotely curious about experimenting with another woman.
On a few occasions, I glanced over at Ellen, who seemed determined to pretend to be intoxicated with the show. Harold had a smile on his face I can't even begin to describe. Jasmine's hand lay conveniently on my crotch, a constant tease. When the play ended, Ellen quickly exited our booth, pulling her fiancé along like a puppy. Jasmine and I left, hand in hand, and slowly made our way back to the hotel. I joked, "Your room or mine," but I had already decided it would be my rather large suite on the top floor. As soon as we reached my floor, we entered my room, I closed the door, and set the tone for the remainder of the evening. "Slut, take off your dress."
JASMINE
The aggressive and arrogant nature was so different from the Mike I remembered. The moment he called me a slut and ordered I get undressed I instantly got wet again. I had no idea if we would ever be a couple again, but either way I was going to make sure tonight was a night to remember. I attempted to act sexy as I slowly slipped out of my dress.
Once standing in only my bra and thigh highs, Mike walked over to the phone and said into the phone, "Please bring up items I requested." Instantly, I wondered what he had in mind for me.
Once he hung up, he smiled at me and asked, "You are still wearing your bra?"
"You never told me to take it off, Master," I explained.
"Touché," he chuckled. "Take off your bra, Jasmine."
I obeyed again, releasing my small, but still firm, breasts. A shiver went down my back, feeling the chill of the hotel room.
Mike looked me over. "Man, Jasmine, you still are one sexy bitch."
I smiled, greatly flattered from the ass-backwards complement. Just as I was about to respond, he turned his back to me and went to the TV. I couldn't believe it; he was watching the sports highlights. He sat on the couch before looking back towards me and ordered, "Crawl over here, baby."
Frustration began to build, as did my need to come. But keeping to my solemn oath to myself to obey everything he ordered today, I responded, "Yes, Master."
I couldn't tell from my view on the floor, but I assumed he had a smirk on his face. I recall him saying back when we were dating that getting a blow job while watching sports and drinking wine was the ultimate dream and I had never given it to him. I imagined he was about to make his own dream come true.
I crawled like an obedient dog to my Master. Once I arrived, he stood up and quickly got out of his pants and boxers. Once again seated, he opened his legs and looked down at me. "If only I would have known your submissiveness all those years ago."
I responded, with a witty smile, and pointed out, "Well, I gave you lots of hints."
He chuckled, "Yes, yes you did. I was a dumb fuck, but they say better late than never."
"I have to agree," I said, attempting to be demure.
MIKE
I looked down at my ex, her blue eyes looking directly back at me, seemingly waiting for further instructions. I ordered, "Jasmine, worship my Wally."
JASMINE
I hadn't heard the word Wally in years. Just hearing the nickname for this cock, memories flooded back to me.
MIKE
She hesitated only briefly, before leaning forward and taking my already stiff rod in her perfect red lips. I let out a moan instantly as her warm mouth engulfed my cock. Her tongue swirled around my head and she began to tease the head of my dick. A couple of minutes of this teasing and there was a knock at the door.
Jasmine froze. I called, "The door is open, come on in."
Jasmine took my cock out of her mouth, assumingly to make herself remotely decent, but I ordered, "Keep sucking, my slut."
The moment of truth was at hand. Would she willingly suck my cock like a dirty little slut while a stranger brought in wine and food? She looked me dead in the eyes, smiled and purred, "You are really a fucking asshole."
I smiled back, "And put on a show for our guest."
JASMINE
I took his cock back in my mouth just as I heard the door open. Unlike the teasing I had been doing, I began to bob up and down like the complete whore I was tonight, the complete whore I had desperately wanted to be.
I listened closely to Mike and the male delivery guy.
Mike suggested, "Please bring the tray right over here."
MIKE
The young black man rolled over the tray and I watched as he finally noticed what was going on. The deer in the headlights look was priceless and he suddenly stopped dead in his tracks.
I grunted. Jasmine was really putting on a show for the guy. "Could you pour us a couple of glasses of wine, please?"
"Um-yeah, sure, sir," the guy stammered, clearly out of his comfort zone. He moved the tray closer and kept glancing at my slut while he poured the wine.
Once both were poured, I asked, "Could you bring them here please?"
"S-s-sure, sir," he stammered.
He handed me mine and seemed unsure what to do with the other glass. I ordered, "Jasmine, could you please take your glass of wine?"
JASMINE
The attempt to push my limits continued. I took his hard cock out of my mouth and looked up from my subservient position and directly into the eyes of a young, handsome black man. My pussy instantly leaked a bit, as my other fantasy is fucking a big hung black guy (but that would have to wait for another day!).
I took the wine and kept my eyes on the young black man, knowing he was staring at my tits. After taking a lengthy sip, I said, "Thank you very much, I needed that." I put my half empty glass on the nearby table and took Mike's erect cock in my hand. Turning to Mike, "May I continue, Master?"
"Of course, slut," he responded, with an amused smirk.
I took his cock back into my mouth and, unlike the show I was putting on when the guy got here, I took my time lavishly playing with his cock.
MIKE
Things were going even better than I had imagined. I thanked the waiter and told him the tip would have to wait till later. He shook his head in understanding and slowly left, glancing back a couple of times before leaving.
Fuck. The Oilers lost again. Seriously, how many years in a row can a team be rebuilding before they acknowledge that the real problem is drafting, management and the fucking money teams like the Red Wings and Rangers can just throw around? My team losing always brought me down, but having a beautiful woman sucking my cock helped soften the blow (pardon the terrible pun). I actually just sat back and enjoyed her mouth and tongue on my cock while I watched the sports highlights. It was such a man thing to do, but hey, I'm a man. She licked my pole with her tongue, she sucked my balls in her mouth, she teased the head of my cock and she deep-throated me. Clearly she enjoyed teasing me as much as I was enjoying her submissiveness.
JASMINE
My jaw was killing me, and I was inwardly thrilled when I heard the signature ending of the sports highlights. I assumed that meant we would be on to some other naughty act.
"Baby, fuck you have got good at that," he purred.
"Thanks, Master," I purred right back, attempting to stay in the dominant-submissive relationship the evening demanded.
Mike finished his glass of wine and I did the same. After filling our glasses back up, Mike pulled me and led me to the bed. Like a caveman, he pushed me onto the king sized bed. "Let's see if I remember all your weak spots." He took my left foot in his hand and bit my toes gently through the sheer nylon. After sucking and nibbling on all ten toes, he moved up my body with slow soft kisses on my legs, my thighs and my belly, purposely missing my impatient pussy. He moved up and kissed my small breasts briefly, remembering that my breasts do very little for me. He moved to kiss me, but as I puckered for the passionate kiss, he instead went to my vulnerable neck. I instantly let out a loud moan, my neck being one of my two kryptonites. He spent enough time on my neck, so that I began to worry about him leaving a mark, but it faded when he did a double knock-out of my erogenous zones. As his lips and tongue went to my ear, his knee put hard pressure on my pussy. This was his signature get ready in a hurry move. I could feel my juice leaking onto his knee as he whispered in my ear, "Fuck, Jasmine, you are so easy to get revved up and raring to go."
"Please fuck me, Mike," I begged.
He bit my ear hard. "First off, this is a marathon not a sprint. Secondly, I am your Master tonight."
I let out a whimper, as he moved his knee in a circle on my cunt. "Sorry, Master, you just get me so horny that all I want to do is be fucked by you and your big hard cock."
"That's better, slut," he purred, pulling on my ear one last time.
He slowly meandered down my body until he reached my not-so-forbidden fruit. He rubbed my hard clit and I gasped, "Oh yes...."
"You still get wet so easy, Jas baby."
"Only for you," I moaned the truth. No man had ever been able to make me so weak at the knees, so willing to do such slutty naughty things as he could.
"Is that so, baby?" he asked.
"Yes, Mike, I mean Master, no one has ever been able to please me like you have."
"I missed you too," he said, his voice sensitive for the first time this evening. We gazed into each other's eyes for what seemed like forever, before he broke the touching hallmark moment with a sudden slap on my clit. Not hard, but not tender either.
"Aaaah," I screamed, surprised by the sudden slap.
"Ask for another," he ordered.
"Please Master, may I have another?"
"Another what," he teased, his finger gingerly teasing my pussy lips.
"Please Master, can I have another slap on my cunt lips."
"Fuck, I love hearing you say cunt."
"Then please slap my cunt, finger my cunt, lick my cunt and fuck my cunt. Tonight you own my cunt."
"Fuck, you are a hot bitch," he said and slapped my cunt.
"Aaaaah, more Master."
A third and fourth slap teased my pussy, before he countered the slight pain with his lips as he buried his head between my legs.
"Oh my God, fuck Master, lick my cunt," I moaned, needing to come so badly.
He licked and licked and before long I was getting close. Suddenly, he stopped.
"Nooooooo," I moaned and begged, "Please Master, please let me come."
MIKE
Watching her wiggle around like a bitch in heat was hot. I slapped her cunt one last time before explaining, "Don't you dare come without my permission, slut."
She pleaded, desperately, "Can I come, Master, please. I will do anything."
"Yes, yes you will, but first I want to fuck that tight hot cunt of yours."
JASMINE
He finished undressing and grabbed our wine. He handed me mine and I downed the whole glass. I was famished for an orgasm, but would have to quench my thirst for the time being with wine.
He dipped his cock in his wine glass and suggested, "Well if you are that thirsty, here have some more."
MIKE
She didn't need to be asked twice. She got on her belly and leaned forward and took my cock back into her mouth. She savoured the taste of wine and for the next few minutes the cycle continued. She sucked my cock slowly, I pulled my cock out of her oasis of pleasure, I dipped my cock in my glass of wine again and shoved my cock back in my ex's cocksucking lips. She retrieved every last drop of wine from my cock.
JASMINE
Drinking wine from his cock was an amazing turn-on. When the wine was all gone, he flipped me onto my back and in one quick movement buried his cock deep inside my cunt. I moaned, "Yes, Master, fuck me, fuck my cunt, fuck."
He thrust in and out of me. I screamed, "Yes, fuck my cunt, make me your slut."
He nibbled on my neck. I moaned, "Don't stop, Master."
He slowed down to almost a stop. I pleaded, "More, Master, more, please keep fucking your whore."
He pounded me hard and fast. I bellowed, "Yes, Master, pound me, pound your puppy."
He bit on my ear. I shrieked, "Oh my God, I need to come so bad, Master."
He devoured me whole. His cock lodged deep in me, his hot breath on my ear and neck, I was a puddle of goo. I begged again, "Please Master, may I come?"
MIKE
Watching her writhing around pleading desperately to come was fucking hot. The feeling of power was overwhelming. Instead of allowing her to come, instead I warned, "Don't you dare come, Jasmine."
"Please," she whimpered.
"No," I said, my voice tense.
Her face was one of utter desperation. I loved it. I lay on top of her, face to face, ""You know, it was only a month ago, I found the marriage application and sex Olympics thing. I can't believe I didn't catch on back then."
"You found that?" she responded, clearly remembering the silly, yet hint filled paper.
"If I recall, you guaranteed me access to all three holes, did you not?"
Her face went red. "Yes, I do recall that."
"Has your ass ever been fucked?"
"No, Master," she admitted.
"Do you want me to fuck your ass?"
"Yes, Master, if that is what you want."
I stood up and went to a bag on the table. I returned with a toy the saleslady called a rabbit. I handed it to her and instructed, "This is supposed to be a great toy for a woman."
JASMINE
I looked at the odd shaped toy and tried to figure out how it worked. I turned it on and jumped a bit. It was quite powerful.
Mike ordered, "Put it in that sloppy cunt of yours."
I obeyed and instantly was back in a state of bliss. The toy pleased inside, while it teased on the outside. I whimpered, "Oh yes, Master, fuckkk."
"Don't you come, slut," Mike ordered, pulling the toy out of me. I watched him go back to the table and return with what I assumed was lube. He handed it to me and I obediently lube his big cock, a cock that was soon going to try and penetrate my ass. Once it was very, very generously coated, he turned me around and applied even more lube at my anal entrance. The cold lube gave me a chill and I tensed up a bit. I had a finger in my ass a few times and had tried a very small vibe on my own, but it had never gone overly well. Yet today, the thought of giving my ass to Mike was a huge turn-on, as was the toy Mike was putting back in my gaping pussy.
I moaned loudly, "Oh yes, that feels so good."
Mike went behind me, and I felt his stiff cock between my ass cheeks. I stiffened briefly; waiting for the pain I knew would follow. "Are you ready for me to take your last cherry?"



"Yes, Master. You were the first cock I had in my mouth. The first cock I had in my cunt. And now, the first cock in my ass."
He spanked me playfully, pulled apart my ass cheeks and began to slowly push forward. The buzzing inside my cunt was a great distraction from the slight burning already brimming in my rectum. Each slight push tore my rectum open and I whimpered in pain.
Mike stopped and sat lodged just barely in my ass. I wanted to please him, but the pain was just too much. Mike seeing tears just beginning to roll down my cheeks, pulled out and flipped me back on my back. The toy still in me, he leaned in and kissed me tenderly. His gentleness was such a contrast to his domineering personality all night that I was worried he would wimp out again. He broke the kiss. "It's ok baby, anal is not for you, at least not without proper training. But you are still my slut, understand?"
"Yes, Master and thank you," I responded.
He rolled me on my side, pulled out the toy and replaced it with his hard cock. He held the toy, still on high vibrations, to my clit while he began fucking me again. His breath on my back was sweaty hot and his words just kept making me wetter.
"You are such a fucking slut, Jasmine, aren't you?"
"Yes, Master, I am a fucking slut, your fucking slut. Now please hammer your slut's dirty cunt."
"And whose cunt is it?"
"Your cunt."
"And tell me slut, besides today what is the sluttiest thing you have done?"
A few things flashed in my mind. But one stood out in particular. "When I was in Toronto last year, I sucked three cocks at a gloryhole at a rather seedy bar," I revealed, while moaning, getting wetter thinking about that slutty night.
"Fuck," he grunted, "you really have turned into a fucking whore."
He began to tap the toy on my clit, while continuing his fast paced assault in my cunt. My breathing picked up and I once again begged, "Can I please come, Master?"
"Only sluts beg to come."
"Can your slut, come?"
"You can beg better than that," he teased, now holding the toy on my clit with pressure.
"Aaahhhh, oh my God, Master, I need to cum so bad. Finger my ass. Call me names. Just please let me come," I pleaded, almost crying I needed it so bad.
His finger obliged, sliding into my ass and then with just three words I had the most intense, earth-shattering, leg stiffening, body quaking orgasm I had ever experienced. "Come now, slut."
"Oh fuckkkkkkk, yes, Master, thank youuuuuuuu," I screamed, surely waking up the hotel guests next door. "Fuck, fuck, fuck, keep fucking me, it feels soooo goooood." The orgasm continued to pulse through me while Mike continued fucking my pussy and fingering my ass.
MIKE
Watching her orgasm was so sexy. Even though I had treated her like a complete tramp today, it was as much for her as it was for me. I loved watching her have such pleasure. I also knew deep down, no matter what happened after today, good or bad, I loved this girl.
She was grinding her ass back onto me, taking my cock deeper and I could feel my cum beginning to boil. I waited until I was sure the best of her orgasm was over before pulling out.
I ordered, "Finish me off with your mouth, Jasmine."
Jasmine in a flash of lightning gobbled my cock whole and bobbed up and down like she was an Olympic finalist going for gold. Watching her determination to please me was the final straw and after less than two minutes of a perfect blow job, my legs stiffened and I shot my second load of the day down her throat. Impressively, she didn't slow down her bobbing at all, swallowing all my cum. Finally, I told her to stop, the intense pleasure now beginning to slightly tickle, which was an odd feeling.
I lay back beside her, my cock just beginning to shrivel and asked, "Did you enjoy our date?"
"Yes, Mike, it was the evening I had been wanting for years."
Her sweet smile was so genuine, I knew it was true.
"Sorry if I was a little too crude," I apologized.
JASMINE
So typically Mike. After treating me like a dirty whore all night he wanted to make sure I was ok. The reality was, deep down, he was still a nice guy. "Fuck Mike, you weren't too crude. I was yours tonight. I would have sucked that black waiter if you would have told me to. I would have dropped to my knees and eaten that girl's pussy in the theatre tonight. I would have suffered through the pain if you would have wanted to keep fucking my ass. I completely loved being your unconditional fuck slut tonight." I kissed him gently before adding, "Thank you for treating me so nasty."
Mike looked at me, the sweet look he used to give me when we were in love. "Jasmine, I don't know what happens next, or if we will ever be a real couple again, but I want you to know I have always loved you and always will."
My body melted. My mind went numb. I responded with the truest words I knew. "Mike, I love you too. I always have and I always will."
Silence lingered before I added, "And this was way better than any other Valentine's Day we had together."
Mike looked at me confused. "Valentine's Day?"
As I said . . . men are stupid.
Both still naked, we fell asleep in each other's arms, like we had so many times in the past.
**********
The next morning, we fucked one last time. It was anti-climactic, and although we promised to keep in touch, I think we both knew it would be our last time. Recently I heard he was now a surgeon, working in the States, married for a couple of years and with a brand new daughter. Me, I am happily married, with two great kids and a wonderful husband I do dearly love.
That said, Mike is like a drug, and if our paths ever did cross again, I don't know if I would be strong enough to resist the temptation of unconditional submission to him. I hope I would be strong enough . . . but I just don't know.
THE END
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Valentine's Day Threesome
It started so innocently, like I things often do, I suppose. Linda and I were having our monthly visit at our usual Wednesday coffeehouse, when our conversation veered to her new relationship.
"He is so amazing," Linda glowed, continuing, "I have never met anyone like him."
I was thrilled for her. It had been a while since I had seen her even remotely happy, never mind ecstatic. "I am so happy for you."
In the next five minutes I learned everything there was to know about him. She finished, by adding, "And he is insatiable in the bedroom."
Frank discussion of our sex lives was nothing new, when there was something to talk about. "He is, is he?" I queried.
"Fuck, yeah," she smiled. "For a forty year old he still fucks like he's twenty. Every time I think he has shot his last load in me or on me, he shoves his cock back in my mouth and we are back at it. After a night with him my mouth, pussy and ass are aching."
"Ass?" I questioned. That's something both of us have always believed was a one way passage.
"I know, I know," Linda replied, reading my mind, "but you got to do, what you got to do to keep your man."
"Really?" I asked, my look of disbelief impossible to hide.
She smiled, "Don't judge, Dani, until you've tried it. I was surprised at how good it eventually felt. I actually came from getting my ass reamed."
"Ass reamed? Really, Linda, you can't be serious! What has gotten into you?"
She joked. "Lorenzo's cock, over and over. Plus, I am forty. Finding a good man at our age is like finding a needle in the haystack, so I opened myself up sexually and not only am I keeping my man, I have never been so sexually satisfied in my life."
"OK, OK," I said, admitting defeat, and deciding to have fun with it, like we usually did about everything. "Hey, I have not seen you this happy since...well I can't remember when. So if taking a cock up your ass is what it takes to make you happy, I say ass-fuck away."
"Now you are just making it sound dirty," Linda replied, with a smile.
"Slut."
"Cat-loving loner," she retaliated.
"Hey, cats are cute and never leave me," I defended.
"True, but when was the last time you got laid?"
"Too long," I sighed, "maybe I am the cat-woman."
"Well I do have a proposition for you." Linda smiled, provocatively.
"This sounds interesting," I replied, instantly curious.
"Lorenzo's fantasy is a threesome," my best friend announced.
Silence lingered as I processed this information and concluded she was implying I be the third. "Are you serious?"
"Yes. At first I didn't love the idea, but concluded if it is going to happen, I want to control it."
"Oh," was all I could say. My best friend of twenty years was suggesting a threesome with her boyfriend, a guy I had never met. It was so surreal; I was literally at a loss for words, not something that usually happens to me.
Silence again lingered, before she asked, tentatively. "So, is that a yes?"
"I don't know," I paused, a mixture of excitement, trepidation and nervousness tossing and turning in my brain. I hadn't been laid in a while and this was a sure thing. Yet, there is no going back after a threesome with your best friend...it is kind of like dating a co-worker; if things go astray it forever changes the relationship.
"Trust me," Linda purred, her smile the troubling one that landed us in loads of fun situations back in the day.
Without any real thought, I answered, "Fuck it. Why not? I'm in."
Linda was thrilled. "Awesome. I will make the arrangements ASAP. I should warn you."
Suddenly worried, I asked cautiously. "What is it?"
She leaned in and whispered, "He has a fucking huge cock."
"How big is big?" I asked, a bit worried, a bit curious.
"Almost ten," Linda informed me proudly.
"And you took that in your ass?" I gasped.
"Not all of it...originally. I'm not a slut."
"Oh God no, you are not a slut," I mocked, having been the audience for her very detailed and lengthy accounts of her numerous sexual conquests.
"Takes one to know one," she countered.
"Touché."
"Oh and there is one more thing," Linda added, the house of cards seeming to keep getting higher and higher.
"What?" I asked.
"He's Italian," she revealed.
"Oh no!" I mocked again, "the deal's off."
"I'm just saying he is not really good with the whole social graces thing in the bedroom. He is the man and I am the woman and that is very clear."
"Hmmmmm," I purred, "A rugged man."
"A dominant man," Linda corrected.
"Well, at least he won't be asking for directions," I joked.
"Definitely not. He will be giving them."
"Still in," I replied, looking more and more forward to the event. "Wait, you must have a picture of him."
She reached for her phone and handed it to me. He was in a suit and tie and was very good looking. "Oh my, he is a handsome one. He doesn't look 40."
She smiled, clearly happy with my assessment. "And he doesn't fuck like he is 40 either."
"Together we can wear him out," I confidently predicted.
"We'll see," Linda replied, "I haven't been able to yet."
"So when do you want to do this little rendezvous?"
"Valentine's Day," she replied.
"Really?"
"Really, really. It will be a great present for Lorenzo and you won't be alone or on some disastrous blind date."
"True." I pondered, realizing it was actually a good day. The last two Valentine's Days had been utterly fucking depressing. "Ok, Valentine's Day it is."
"Awesome," Linda said, reaching over and giving me a hug, which she had done thousands of times, yet this time it seemed different. "So, here is the plan. Lorenzo and I are going out for supper at The Brooklyn and then to a Broadway show and lastly to Duelling Pianos for a night-cap, before going to the hotel room we rented at the La Capri. I have booked a table for you at The Brooklyn, and got you a ticket to the show already."
"Wow, you have really put some thought in this, haven't you?" I replied, impressed before a sudden realization hit. "Wait. How did you know I was going to say yes?"
Linda smiled, "I'm your best friend, silly."
We went through the logistics and times before finally going our separate ways.
That night, I fucked myself with my biggest dildo imagining the night that lay ahead.
A few days later...Valentine's Day 2012....
Through the days that followed, I flipped back and forth between going through with this crazy idea and backing out. But in the end, I decided to do it for two reasons:
1. I desperately needed to get laid...my insides were shrivelling up from lack of use, quite frankly.
2. I didn't want to back out on Linda. I had always followed along during her many crazy adventures in high school, college and adulthood; there was no reason to back down now.
I dressed up for the part. I wore a red lace bra and matching thong, mocha thigh highs, four-inch heels and a black cocktail dress that made my blonde hair really stand out. On the outside I looked elegant and proper, while underneath I was dressed to tease and please.
A supper for one on Valentine's Day would usually be a humiliating ordeal, but knowing what lay ahead made it tolerable. I had two glasses of wine and flirted shamefully with the waiter, who was young enough to be my child. He flirted back, which only enhanced my desire to be fucked.
The play was an amazing local production of Guys and Dolls. I had a great seat at the front, but could not see Linda or Lorenzo anywhere. I also had two more glasses of wine. Any last minutes doubts faded as the wine lubricated my need to get laid.
I made it to Duelling Pianos a little after midnight, and Linda and Lorenzo were at a table with a bottle of wine. I sat at the bar, in clear view of the couple, and made sure to position myself so they both got a good long look at my silk stocking-clad legs. A fifth glass of wine went down smoothly and I ordered a sixth when my best friend, dressed in a fire engine red cocktail dress, black pantyhose or stockings and five-inch heels, sauntered over and sat beside me.
"Fancy meeting a girl like you in a place like this," she greeted with a playful smile.
"I bet you say that to all the girls you want to fuck your boyfriend," I quipped back.
"So you are still game, I see."
"Six glasses of wine worth, and if I don't fuck your boyfriend, I will probably end up fucking every guy here."
"Even that old dude checking you out?"
"Sure, my pussy doesn't care who fucks it right now. It just needs to be fucked, hard."
"Fuck Dani, you are getting me wet. Follow me," Linda said, grabbing my hand. "By the way, for tonight your name is Brittany."
"Really? Brittany? All Brittanys I know are mindless bimbos," I protested.
"Exactly what you are tonight," Linda replied.
The statement confused me, but I eagerly followed her and was soon at the table with her even more handsome in real life boyfriend. Linda said, "Lorenzo, this is Brittany."
Lorenzo smiled, took my hand, and said, "Nice to meet you, Brittany."
"Likewise," I replied, trying to sound sexy.
Linda explained, "Lorenzo, this is your Valentine's Day present."
"What is?" he asked, confused.
"She is," Linda said, pointing to me.
I smiled, attempting to be provocative. "She said your fantasy is a threesome and she offered me two hundred bucks to make that happen."
He was speechless. Which I am guessing doesn't happen to him too often.
Linda grabbed him by the hand and said, "Let's go back to our room."
Lorenzo recovered quickly and took control. He stood up, tossed a hundred on the table, wrapped his arms around both of us, like some studly pimp, and led us out of the bar, across the street, and to the hotel.
Once in the room, Linda opened the complimentary wine, poured us all a glass and, when handing me mine, ordered, her tone surprisingly dominant, "Do as I say, Dani."
I nodded in agreement, confused by her tone, but horny nonetheless.
Linda sat with her boyfriend on the couch and demanded, "Do a strip tease dance for us."
I looked at her, surprised, but her don't-mess-me glare prevented any questioning and I began to dance for her, awkwardly. After a couple of minutes of staggers, I sauntered over to her and she unzipped me. Standing still, I allowed the dress to fall off me.
"Nice," Lorenzo grunted.
I smiled at the caveman compliment and spun around to continue my dance. I squeezed my breasts together and leaned forward, giving both a lengthy look at my 34b cleavage, although they were much smaller than Linda's large d-cup breasts.
I spun around and in one quick flash unclasped my bra. Spinning back around, I tossed it at the couple.
I sauntered over to Lorenzo, and trying to do my best Olivia Newton-John from Grease attitude at the end of the movie, I asked, "Can you help me out of these...stud?"
He put his big strong hands on my hips and ruggedly pulled my thong down and off.
I lifted my leg to Linda and Lorenzo ordered, "Keep the stockings on, slut."
I flinched at being called a slut, but obeyed, surprised at the tingling down below.
Linda stood up and demanded, "Unzip me."
I stood up and slowly unzipped her dress, attempting to make it sexy. She allowed it to fall to the floor and instructed me, "Unclasp my bra." I obeyed, unleashing her massive and still stunningly firm breasts from their restrictive barrier. She turned around and her fully erect nipples were in full display. Although I'm not a lesbian, my mouth watered uncontrollably.
She looked directly into my eyes and opened her legs, and demanded, "Get on your knees and take off my panties, slut."
Her name-calling surprised me, but I again obeyed falling to my knees and again felt a tingle down below. My hands quivered slightly as I slowly pulled off her thin silk panties. I tried not to look, but like when you drive by an accident you always glimpse or gawk curious to see I don't know what, I took a quick peek at my best friend's vagina. It was completely shaved, unlike my trimmed pussy and it already had a slight shine to it.
She noticed and asked, "Like what you see, dyke?"
"W-w-what?" I stammered, looking up into her eyes.
"You were salivating looking at my pussy. Obviously you are a dyke," she sneered, her smile a warning to not blow this.
Being drunk and horny, I figured fuck it and continued to role play the slut she wanted me to be. "Your cunt looks delicious, ma'am."
"Ma'am. I like that. Well why don't you find out?" she offered, falling onto the couch and spreading her thigh high covered legs.
Already on my knees, I barely had to move to obey her suggestion. Moving between her legs, I paused. Not because I was suddenly having second thoughts, rather because I was suddenly feeling like a lesbian and wanted to please her. I wanted to lick her pussy. I wanted to get her off. I wanted to get him off too. I leaned forward and extended my tongue onto the pussy of my friend of over twenty years. The taste was subtle sweetness and I slowly licked, enjoying the pleasant taste.
Within seconds of pleasing Linda, her moans began as did her dirty talk. "That's it slut. Eat my pussy." A couple of minutes later, she asked, "You love my cunt, don't you?"
I moaned an affirmative reply, each lick getting me more addicted to her sweetness.
She demanded, "Tell me how much you love my cunt, slut."
I was surprised how turned on my pussy was by her demeaning treatment of me. Wanting to play her game and keep her happy, I looked up and answered, rather submissively, "I love your sweet cunt, it is so fucking delicious."
"I have heard that before," she smiled at me and winked to Lorenzo.
I watched her flirting until she demanded, "Well, get back at it, dyke."
"Yes, ma'am," I replied and returned to pleasuring my best friend.
Determined to get her off soon, my knees a bit sore, I slid a finger inside her very wet pussy and began licking her puffy lips faster and faster. Her breathing increased, and a couple of minutes later, sensing she was close, I added a second finger and began flicking her clit with my tongue. Each flick had her twitch and her breathing got heavier and heavier until the scream I was anticipating and working towards burst out of her. "Aaaaaaaahhhhhh, fuuuuuck,that is so fucking good. You are such a good little cunt-muncher."
Oddly, I felt a chill of a thrill go up my spine at being called a good cunt-muncher. I felt giddy with excitement at pleasing her. I quit flicking her clit and moved to cleaning her pussy of the flood of juices I had caused.
Once Linda had recovered from the orgasm, she stood up and instructed, "Wait here."
"Yes, ma'am," I replied, remaining in my subservient position.
I watched as she went over to her suitcase and I gasped when she pulled out a strap-on cock. A big strap-on cock. I watched in stunned silence as she put the strap-on on her body. Her devious smile, one I had seen so many times before, was this time aimed at me.
Once on her, she walked over to me and asked, "Ready to get fucked, slut?"
As my muddled mind tried to comprehend what my best friend wanted to do to me, my very needy pussy spoke for me. "Yes, ma'am, I am dying to feel your big cock in my cunt."
Smiling, she ordered, "Get on the couch and spread your legs, bitch."
Thrilled to be off my knees, I scurried onto the couch and eagerly opened my legs. I didn't care anymore who or what fucked me, as long as I was fucked hard.
Linda moved between my legs and rubbed her plastic cock head up and down my already wet pussy lips...teasing me ruthlessly.
I moaned, and pleaded, desperate to feel my pussy filled, "Shove that big cock in me."
"Are you my slut?" my best friend asked.
"Yes, dammit, now shove that big aaaaaaaaahhhhh fuck...." I agreed and demanded, before being rewarded with one big thrust that filled me completely.
Her cock buried in me, she just sat there and I began to bounce back on the cock, literally fucking myself. She purred, "That's it slut, fuck yourself like the whore you are."
I moaned in agreement as I began to fuck myself faster, the desire to orgasm overtaking my every thought and action. I bounced back, taking the whole cock inside my fiery hole, my ass bouncing onto my best friend's legs. Soon I was huffing and puffing and I screamed as I came all over my best friend's long fuck-toy. I quit fucking myself as I enjoyed the orgasm spreading through me and felt a hand slap my ass before Linda began fucking my still pulsating pussy. The sensation was enthralling and my heavy breathing continued.
I looked up and saw Lorenzo, who had apparently filmed my first lesbian experience with a camcorder. It should have mortified me, yet somehow it only made the night hotter. I moaned into the camcorder, "When am I going to get your big cock, stud?"
He promised, "Soon, slut, very soon."
My orgasm long gone, Linda pulled her strap-on cock out of me and shoved it roughly in my mouth. She face-fucked my mouth demanding, "Clean your whore juice from my cock, slut."
I had no choice as she violated my mouth with the toy. My juices tasted sweet, but the plastic toy was less than thrilling.
Finally, she pulled out and before I even had time to close my mouth, I was staring at the biggest cock I had ever seen. Ten inches and thick; I stared at it like I was looking at a foreign object.
His sexy Italian voice got me wet. He demanded, "Don't just stare at it, suck it like the fucking whore you are."
I didn't need to be told twice. Again incredibly enjoying being treated like a slut, I leaned forward and engulfed my best friend's boyfriend's super-sized cock.
He instantly moaned, "That's it cocksucker. Faster."
I obeyed, bobbing up and down as fast as I could, eager to get his first load out of him. It wasn't a fancy blow job and I didn't do any of my feminine tricks, instead I just sucked and sucked like I was fucking him with my mouth. A few minutes of this hardcore sucking and I suddenly felt his hands on my head and he pumped his cock in and out furiously for a few seconds before coating my mouth with his cum. He kept pumping long after every drop of his cum had slid down my throat. Shockingly, his big cock stayed erect, unlike the last few men I had been with.
He pulled out and lifted me up upside down and began licking my pussy. The blood rushed to my head, but the overpowering aggressiveness of Lorenzo and the unique position was exhilarating. I grabbed onto his legs and his erect missile was staring me in the face, so I did what any good, horny slut would do, I took it in my mouth. Although incredibly awkward, I slowly sucked on his big stick as he licked my pussy like a man does...random and lacking focus. After a couple of minutes of this unique position, he lowered me on the couch, sat down and ordered, "Straddle me, slut."
Desperate to be fucked and feel his big cock in me, I didn't hesitate a second as I climbed on top of him and slowly lowered my pussy onto his stiff cock. Only half his cock was in me when he suddenly thrust up, filling me completely. I let out a scream, "Aaaaaaaaaaaah fuuuuuuuuuck."
"Now get riding slut! We are not making love, we are fucking," he ordered.
Obliging, his big cock filling me so completely, I began to ride his cock like one would ride a bucking horse. Each bounce down filled my pussy like it had never been filled before. It was only after a few minutes of bouncing on his delicious cock that I came. As I leaned forward, allowing the orgasm to spread through me, he began thrusting up into me, enhancing the orgasm, and I screamed, "Oh-oh-oh-oh-oh-fuck-yes-yes-yes-God."



As he continued thrusting, he shocked me as he said, "Dianne get the slut's ass ready."
"Of course," my friend, who knew of my no-entry backdoor policy, replied, walking over to me, a thinner strap-on already around her waist.
"No, I don't do anal," I began.
Linda reached me and demanded, "Shut up slut." Lorenzo held me in place and shoved his tongue into my mouth as I felt cold lubrication between my ass cheeks. I whimpered into his mouth realizing my best friend was about to deflower my ass.
I broke the kiss and begged, "Linda, please don't."
Linda slapped my ass and ordered, "Tonight, I own you, slut. Don't you dare question me!"
"W-w-what?" I stammered.
"You heard me, slut," my friend replied, the tip of her strap-on cock now between my ass cheeks. "Beg me to fuck your ass, slut."
Realizing my helplessness and somehow turned on by the humiliation I was currently feeling, I heard myself speak, "Please, fuck my ass, and take my anal cherry. Get it ready for your boyfriend's long, big cock."
"Good girl," Linda purred, leaning forward and slowly penetrating my ass.
Lorenzo went back to kissing me, I assume to distract me from the pain, and I moaned-screamed into his mouth as my best friend's cock slowly filled my ass. Once all the way in, she leaned forward and whispered in my ear, "You needed this baby, now lean back and enjoy." She nibbled on my ear, wiggled a bit with the toy in my ass, her boyfriend's cock still buried in me. As the pain began to fade, a subtle pleasure began to rise. Slowly she began to slide the thin cock in and out of my ass and much to my chagrin the feeling was amazing. Maybe it was the six glasses of wine, maybe it was the fact that it had been so long or maybe I really was the slut Linda had created, but soon I felt my ass backing up to meet each of Linda's thrusts. This continued for a few minutes until Linda suddenly pulled out of my ass.
I moaned, "Nooooooo."
I felt her hands spread my cheeks apart and her tongue licked my ass. The feeling was so bizarre and yet hot. She continued doing it as Lorenzo pulled his cock out of me and slowly moved from underneath me.
A few seconds later, Linda quit licking my asshole and moved around to look into my eyes. She smiled, whispered into my ear, as her boyfriend's cock split my ass cheeks, "You are so beautiful, Dani."
Lorenzo's cock began to penetrate my ass, as I moaned, my eyes wide. "Thaaaaaaank yooooou."
She leaned in and kissed me passionately as her boyfriend's cock slowly filled my ass. Lorenzo's cock was a lot bigger than the strap-on Linda had just used on my ass, and the pain returned.
Breaking the kiss, I whimpered and Linda comforted me, "Just relax, the pain is only temporary...what comes next is fucking amazing."
"Kkkkkkkk," I moaned, not sure I believed her, Lorenzo's cock tearing me apart.
Linda moved on the couch, opened her legs and ordered, "Lick my cunt, slut."
I leaned forward to lick my best friend's pussy again as Lorenzo began to slowly slide his cock in and out of my ass. As promised, the pain did begin to subside and a feeling unlike any other began to emerge. A couple of minutes into my first real ass-fucking and I was moaning and screaming bloody murder, but in a good way. I was soon sucking on my best friend's clit with reckless abandon while Lorenzo's cock pumped in and out of my ass fast and hard. He never got his whole cock in me, but he filled me in a way I never could have imagined. I couldn't believe it, but I felt an orgasm building within me. Linda, somehow sensing I was close, moaned, "Come for me, slut. I want you to come having a cock deep in your tight ass."
Moaning, I let go off Linda's clit, and screamed, "Oh God, yes, fuck my slut ass, make me your bitch."
Lorenzo sped up the pace and my orgasm exploded through me, an orgasm more intense than any I had ever had in my life. It pulsed through me, refusing to leave, as Lorenzo continued his assault on my ass. Linda grabbed my head and pulled me back into her wet pussy and I eagerly lapped her juices, determined to get her off again. My orgasm still lingering, Lorenzo didn't slow down, and soon he grunted and I felt his seed fill my no-longer virgin ass. Seconds later, Linda screamed too and my ass was coated with her boyfriend's cum, and my face was coated with her juices.
All spent, the three of us collapsed onto the couch, cum leaking out of my ass.
After a few seconds of silence, Lorenzo demanded, "Linda, retrieve my cum."
"Pardon?" she asked.
"Clean your friend's ass," he ordered.
"My friend?" she questioned.
"Oh, I know this is not Brittany. You have a few pictures of her on your wall and one even says Dani and I. How oblivious do you think I am?"
"Oh," she replied.
"But, that doesn't mean I didn't love it," he smiled, kissing her. Breaking the kiss, he ordered, "Now go retrieve my cum."
Without another word, my very strong, independent, best friend, submissively fell to her knees and sucked her boyfriend's cum out of my ass. It was surreal and fucking to think of her licking my ass, feeling her tongue in my gaping asshole.
Once done, she gobbled his cock up whole and got his semi-erect tool fully stiff again. Once erect, she straddled him, both legs still on the floor, and devoured his cock between her wet pussy lips. I watched them fuck a marathon session. They switched positions over a dozen times and eventually he slid into her ass, filling all his massive cock inside that tight hole. Eventually he came, and as soon as he pulled out, without instruction, like the crazy animal I had become, I crawled between my best friend's legs and sucked the cum out of her ass. It was so deliciously nasty that I felt my pussy tingling for action again.
Linda purred, "You are one insatiable slut, baby."
"As are you, baby," I purred back.
Lorenzo ordered, "Get into a sixty-nine, sluts, while I recover. You'll be thrilled to know I still have at least one load left."
We obeyed, and lavishly licked each other for an eternity.
A while later, Lorenzo was ready for another round and he fucked both of us silly for almost a full hour before shooting his final load all over our faces.
Once spent, Linda cleaned the cum off my face and I returned the favour, cleaning hers. Once all the cum was gone, Linda smiled at me and said, "Happy Valentine's Day, Dani."
I smiled back, "I hope this wasn't a one-time deal."
Linda laughed, then became serious, "Oh no, you are my slut now."
"Forever," I replied, hoping she was serious.
Lorenzo yawned, "You know, Dani, my brother would love you."
I looked up from the floor to him and asked, "Is he as hung as you?"
He shrugged, "I imagine so, we are twins."
"Fuck off," I replied.
"Fuck on," he retorted.
Linda purred, "Well maybe we can make this threesome a foursome."
But that is an entirely different story.
The End



        Super Sunday

        Two ignored horny wives create their own Super Bowl Sunday!

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/super-sunday-3

Title: Super Sunday

Author: silkstockingslover

Category: Lesbian Sex

Description: Two ignored horny wives create their own Super Bowl Sunday!

Tags: lesbian, first time lesbian, first time, stockings, friends, strap-on, seduced, romance, lesbian romance, tribbing




Summary: Two frustrated and ignored wives create their own Super Bowl Sunday.
NOTE: This story is dedicated to Loretta and Diane to good friends who have since this story was written become MORE than good friends.
NOTE 2: Thank you Estragon for your tireless copy-editing.
NOTE 3: This is a Valentine's Day Story contest so please vote. Although it doesn't take place on Valentine's Day, it is the beginning of an unorthodox loving relationship.
*
I hate football. I mean I really despise football. Which is almost a heresy in the south, but it is true. The only thing worse than the NFL football season is the NFL playoffs...and the only thing worse than the NFL playoffs, is the playoffs when your husband's team is in them.
My husband, a Wisconsin transplant, is a die-hard Green Bay Packers fan and come Super Bowl Sunday they were in it. He is a football freak and is annoying during a normal Super Bowl, never mind a Green Bay Packers' Super Bowl Sunday. The whole two weeks before the game was spent watching hours and hours of pre-week crap.
During those two weeks, I was ignored. All I wanted was my Pink Bay Packed, if you catch my drift, which led to my own SUPER BOWL SUNDAY!
As always is the case, we hosted a few people over for the big game and also, as usual, I was to play the perfect hostess wife, a role I had been playing year after year.
For the past three years, Dianne, my best friend since she moved into our neighbourhood, came over early to assist with the male drink-off. While I am a Southern Belle, born and raised, Dianne is from the north and has a much more aggressive personality than me. While I submissively wait hand and foot on my husband, she clearly is the one who wears the pants in her marriage. Regardless, by lunch we were drinking wine while preparing appetizers for the game and bitching about our husbands.
I was also just a tad anxious and nervous. It was last Super Bowl Sunday when Dianne came up behind me while I was cutting a cucumber and leaned in and wrapped her arms around me, cupping my breasts. She was drunk by then, but her forwardness stunned me. A call from my husband for another beer was enough to break the brief intimate moment as I scurried out to obey my man. Nothing had ever been said about that brief moment, although I would be lying if I said it hadn't become the trigger for many of my lesbian thoughts about my best friend. Although it seemed unlikely, since nothing had happened since that day, a small part of me was dying for it to happen again.
By two, we were on our second bottle of wine and had done our wifely duties. Our husbands and their friends were transfixed in front of the TV watching the pre-game babble. After being beckoned for more beer by my husband and obediently getting it for him, Dianne pointed out, "Your man takes you for granted."
"Not really," I defended.
"Yes, really," Dianne countered. "He treats you like a maid."
"That is just the way he grew up in his home," I rationalized.
"So," Dianne argued, "you deserve to be treated as the Goddess you are."
I blushed, not used to having flattery sent my way. I am still quite pretty for 45 and my breasts are still pretty impressive at 34C, but my husband had long quit paying attention to me.
"No seriously," Dianne continued, "stand up."
"Why?" I asked.
"Because I want to take a look at you." Standing up herself and pulling me to my feet. She gazed into my eyes and time stood still. I was like a high school girl again, waiting for that first kiss. I wanted it so bad, was sure it was coming, yet her eyes just bored into mine. I felt like she could read my soul and my desperate desire for her to touch me.
Her smile broadened and she leaned in slowly and our lips touched. Although the kiss was stunningly soft, fireworks went off in my head and wetness formed in my panties. Her tongue parted my lips and she explored my mouth with a sweet sensuality that had me weak at the knees. The kiss lasted less than a minute, but in that brief time everything changed. I wanted nothing more than to do everything with her.
She broke the kiss and whispered, "Don't move, Baby."
Even the way she called me Baby was sweet and enduring, unlike the way a man calls a woman 'Baby', like she is just some sex object.
I stood nervously as she continued fattering me in a very unorthodox way. She went behind me, squeezed my ass firmly and complimented, "Nice, firm ass". She lingered there just long enough to get me excited before continuing her appraisal. She returned to face me and continued, as she put her hands through my hair, "You still have sexy natural blonde hair." Her touch felt so nice that I felt yet another uncontrollable tingle down below. Her hands suddenly cupped my breasts, assessing, "And you have the sweetest tits around. Still firm and I bet super nice nipples." I stared at her both stunned and mesmerized by her aggressive approach.
I stood completely frozen a mixture of stunned shock and undeniable excitement overwhelming me.
"Take off your bra, Loretta" she demanded, her hand extended.
"What?" I asked, stunned by what she wanted.
"You heard me. Take off your bra for me," she repeated.
I hesitated briefly, before slowly, unhooking my bra and giving it to my best friend, my hands shaking with anxiety and curiosity.
She smiled and continued, ignoring the fact that I had just handed her my bra, "And your blue eyes, I could just stare into them forever. Loretta, you are a perfectly beautiful woman who should be treated as such."
"Thank you," I blushed, completely flattered by the special attention I was receiving.
"Now let's see those nipples," she announced, lifting up my shirt and taking a long hard look at my stiff excited nipples. "Hmmmm, long and hard as I expected," she assessed looking me in the eye and asking, ever-so-sweetly, "Do you want me to suck on them?"
Her sexy smile and her warm touch had me weak all over and I whimpered, "Yes."
She leaned forward and took my sensitive right nipple, often ignored by my husband, in her mouth. I let out a moan on contact and a chill went up my spine. Her hot breath on my nipple, mixed with the wine and the secret fantasy I had been holding in, was too much and I succumbed to the temptation and just let go. She played with my left nipple too, sucking and nibbling. My breathing began to get heavier, my breasts being my most erogenous zone, when Dianne's husband called her to bring him some snacks and she completely lost it, ending the sensual moment, "That fucking useless bastard."
She went to the fridge, found the carrots and lifted up her skirt and quickly inserted carrot after carrot into her pussy and then onto the serving tray. Just as amazing and obscene as was the carrot thing, it came to my attention she had no panties on.
She looked up, saw me transfixed on her obscene act and ordered, "Grab a cucumber, Loretta."
I did, not even remotely considering what she had in mind.
As soon as I had it, she ordered, "Sit on the chair, baby."
Being called Baby was such a turn-on as it made me feel wanted, and I did as she requested.
"Open your legs," she instructed.
I sat frozen at her request. The carrot bag empty now, Dianne moved to me and took the cucumber from my hand. She parted my legs, pulled my panties to the side and smiled deviously at me.
I watched in paralyzed awe as my best friend slid a long green cucumber inside my very wet pussy. Her next words were also shocking, "Hmmm, Loretta. You have a delicious looking pussy."
She leaned forward and licked my clit briefly as she slowly fucked my pussy.
When her husband called for food again, she roared, "It will be there in a couple of minutes. Now hold your fucking horses."
She smiled at me, "We are not done here yet." She pulled the shiny cucumber out of my now sopping wet pussy and cut it in half. She handed me the half that had not been in me yet and ordered, "Get that ready too, Baby."
I obediently took the cucumber and slid it back into my feverish pussy. I did a few strokes before handing it to Dianne.
She finished cutting the cucumber, added some crackers and disappeared with the pussy coated vegetables. I didn't move until she came back and smiled, "Think they will notice?"
"I doubt it," I weakly replied, my need to orgasm draining my rational thoughts. Of course, they didn't notice.
She returned to me, fell to her knees and asked, "Do you want to come, Baby?"
"Desperately," I answered honestly.
She stared into my eyes and spoke the sweetest words I have heard in years, "You know I love you, Baby." A second later, her finger slid inside me.
"I love you too," I whimpered, knowing I was speaking the truth.
She teased, "Is that because I got you so horny?"
"No," I answered, "I have fantasized about this every since you grabbed my breasts last year."
"Really?" she asked, pumping my pussy. "If I would have known that, I would have devoured you long ago."
I moaned softly again, distracted by her finger. "Do you want me to eat your pussy, Baby?"
"Please Dianne, I need to come so badly."
She smiled and leaned forward. Her tongue did things to my body I didn't know could be done. Where my hubby was random and all over the place, Dianne explored with precision, tenderness and care. She brushed my outer pussy lips, teasing gently. She spanked my clit with her tongue, and she parted my glistening lips and slid her tongue inside me. My moans got louder and I had to bite my lip to hold in the scream that should have followed when my orgasm hit. Her mouth sucking on my clit, I exploded my juice into my best friend's eager mouth.
She didn't let go of my clit until I begged, "Please stop, it tickles now."
She obliged, standing up and saying, "You have a delicious cunt."
I blushed at the unique flattery as I attempted to recover.
She pulled me up. She asked, "You have never been with a woman before have you?"
I shook my head no.
"But you want to please me?"
I nodded in the affirmative.
She opened her legs and whispered, "Just do what comes naturally, my love."
I desperately wanted to make her feel as good as she had made me feel. I leaned between her legs and slowly extended my tongue to her wet pussy lips. Her taste was indescribable, a sweetness that after one lick I knew I would be addicted to. I attempted to replicate what she had done to me, exploring her pussy with my tongue. As her moans increased, I moved to her clit and sucked it into my mouth.
She instantly let out a louder than anticipated, "Oh fuck, Loretta."
A chill went up my spine at the thought of making her get off and I slid a finger into her wet pussy. I quickly began pumping her pussy with my finger while still sucking on her clit.
She moaned, "Oh yes, Baby, another finger."
I obeyed, sliding a second finger easily inside her.
Within seconds of filling her pussy with my fingers, her legs stiffened and I felt a gush of her juice on my face and fingers. I eagerly continued lapping up her excess juice, savouring her taste until the very last drop.
Once her orgasm was done, she smiled, "Hmmm, I think we have started a new Super Bowl tradition."
Standing up from my sore knees, I added, "I hope this is more than just a once a year thing."
"You can bet on it," Dianne smiled, standing up and reaching for a new bottle of wine.
Another bottle of wine later and the game well under way, Dianne sipped her wine and asked, "Do you think they would shut the TV off if we walked out there naked?"
I chuckled, "Well maybe if you did. I have tried tantalizing him while a game is on, even a game not involving his beloved Packers and I get nothing. On the other hand, my hubby would be in awe of your big breasts as I know he takes peeks at your cleavage when he gets the chance."
Dianne returned the compliment. "Your hubby is a tit man and mine is a leg's man, so if you went out there in thigh high stockings and heels he may notice."
We both laughed before Dianne had a mischievous smile cross her face.
"What?" I asked skeptically.
"Let's see if we can tempt them," she suggested.
"How so?"
"Let's go upstairs and dress up a little more provocative."
"I don't really have anything more provocative," I replied.
"Hmmmm," Dianne pondered, "I'll be right back."
She returned a few minutes later dressed completely differently. She was wearing a very low cut shirt that left little to the imagination. I briefly stared at her double-D breasts, my mouth watering just slightly as all my year-long fantasies flashed through my head. She was now in three-inch heels and a short skirt as well.
She handed me a small bag and ordered, "Go put these on."
I stammered, "O-o-ok."
I took the bag and went upstairs. In my room I dumped the contents of the bag onto my bed and was taken aback by what Dianne expected me to wear. It was a black leather skirt, with a red blouse and black thigh high stockings. Also, because we had the same size feet, there also was a pair of fuck-me boots.
I stared at the outfit for awhile, contemplating what to do as I was way too conservative to wear such an outfit, never mind wearing such an outfit to tease a bunch of drunken men. The decision was made for me when Dianne walked into my room and asked, "Do you need some help?"
"I can't wear this."
"Not even for me?" she asked, smirking coyly.
"Well..." I weakened.
"Actually, I was thinking we should make our own half time show."
"How so?"
"Get dressed and I will tell you," she smiled.
I obeyed, getting into the sluttiest outfit I had ever worn.
"Fuck, you look hot," she complimented me once I was dressed.
"Thanks," I blushed, flattered by her every word.
"So here is the plan," she said, turning on the bedroom TV "Three minutes till half, perfect."
I looked at the score. Green Bay was up by six. "Perfect, how?"
"Well let's test our men. What is more important? Their stupid football game or their wives?
"I already know the answer to that," I sighed.
"Well, let's go downstairs and see if they notice that their wives are dressed as sluts," Dianne said.
"I already know the answer," I sighed.
Dianne grabbed my hand and led me downstairs and into the living room. There was just over a minute until half time.
Dianne walked in front of her husband who obliviously did not remotely notice his wife's scantly attire. I did the same and was, as expected, not treated as a sex object but as a hindrance. "Babe, out of the way," he ordered, waving his hands.
Dianne, her red faced cheeks displaying her anger, said, "Loretta and I are going to make our own half time show."
Both men grunted ignoring the words, although their buddies definitely seemed to notice.
Dianne grabbed my hand and led me to her house. As soon as the door was closed, she pushed me against the door and kissed me hard. Unlike the tender kiss of earlier, this time there was a savage rawness to the passion. It made me feel wanted and desirable and I melted into her.
Breaking the kiss, she pulled me to her bedroom and pushed me onto her bed. Smiling, she went to my ear, nibbling it roughly and slowly moved down to my neck. Her concentrated sucking on my neck was amazing, but she lingered so long in one spot I worried she might leave marks. She continued her downward, meandering to my breasts, unbuttoning the red blouse she had insisted I wear. Her mouth never left my body as she slowly discarded the blouse. My breasts free, she made love to every inch of them with her lips. The excessive attention was knee-numbing and my breathing accelerated. Slowly, she moved to my tummy and swirled her tongue in my belly-button, something no one had ever done. It brought a sudden chill up my back as I waited for more.
The slow admiring of my body was driving me wild and bringing new sensations to every part of me, but mostly my mind. It was sensory overload and easily the most sexual arousal I had felt since college.
She continued her exploration of my body as she slid between my legs, her hot breath lingering on my wanton pussy. I felt her move forward, as if she planned to finally touch my needy vagina, but the sensual tease continued as she moved down and placed soft kisses on my left thigh. Her tongue and lips never left my thigh and leg as she spattered me with soft kisses.
Unzipping my boot, she gently slid it off and licked the sole of my foot. It tickled a bit, but watching her tender loving care had me gushing. She took each toe and sucked it individually through the sheer stockings, like she was pleasuring a small cock. Once she had made love to my foot, she moved to my other foot and once my boot was off, she replicated the same concentrated pleasure. Glancing at the clock, it had been half an hour since we left my house, half an hour of my body being worshipped by this beautiful woman.
By the time she began to slither her tongue back to my pussy, I was ready to grab her head and rub myself to orgasm. Thankfully, she could read my utter desperation and she moved to my pussy and began licking. On contact, my legs twitched and I orgasmed. She continued licking me as my orgasm shook my entire being.
Once done, Dianne smiled, "I guess you needed to come pretty bad."
My breathing still erratic, I answered, "I didn't know it could feel like that."
She smiled devilishly, "Oh Baby, we are just getting started."
Just as I was about to ask what she meant, she buried her face back between my legs. My clit was sensitive from just having orgasm, and I warned, "Dianne, I can't have multiple orgasms without a lengthy break in-between."
She looked into my eyes and smiled, "Well, I already gave you two."
"Yes," I moaned, "but we had a couple of hours in-between."
Smiling devilishly, Dianne said, "I will take that challenge."
"But, I am too sensitive after I orgasm," I explained.
Dianne ignored my pleas and returned to my pussy. The first few licks were like sharp tingling pains, but after a few long licks from Dianne's tongue and the sensation shifted to sweet tingling pleasure. Within a couple of minutes, I could feel the slight simmering of a future orgasm. Suddenly relaxing, I let go of my sexual insecurities and enjoyed the pleasure my best friend was giving me.
Her tongue roamed all over my pussy and surprised me when she slid lower, and pulling my ass cheeks apart, licked my virgin butthole. Such an act was naughty and sinful and would have been taboo at any other moment of my life, but her tongue teasing me in the forbidden zone somehow made this moment even hotter.
She swirled her tongue on my rosebud before slowly penetrating my ass barely with her tongue. I let out a whimper and she slowly slid her tongue back to my pussy.
When she returned, she increased the pressure on my pussy and finally gave my swollen clit some attention. As my breathing increased, my orgasm beginning to build, she slid a finger in pussy and began pumping slowly. My orgasm continued to build but like often happened, it lingered there in perpetual almost-land, and my frustration began to build too.
I moaned, "Sorry, Dianne, this is what happens. I get to the brink of a second orgasm, but it never breaks through."
She smiled, "Close your eyes, Baby, and trust me."
I obeyed, knowing it wasn't going to happen. I couldn't even give myself multiple orgasms, and believe me, I have tried.
She returned to my pussy and became aggressive as she attempted the impossible. Her fingers, now two in me, felt amazing, as did her mouth on my clit, but still my orgasm eluded me.
Suddenly, out of nowhere, she pulled her fingers out of my pussy and slid a wet finger of hers in my ass.
She began tapping on my clit with her other hand as she fingered my ass. Also out of nowhere she began to talk nasty. "Come for me baby, come like the little lesbian slut you have always wanted to be. You have wanted to be my little lez pet forever, haven't you slut. You are my slut, my pretty lesbian slut. Now come for me, now!"



I couldn't believe it but the mixture of being fingered in my virgin ass, having my clit spanked and being called a slut were three sensations I'd never experienced, that had my mind reeling, my body quaking and my pussy flooding as I reached a second earth quaking orgasm. "Oh my god, fuck, Dianne, it feels so good."
She asked, adding to the orgasmic bliss, "Who owns you, slut?"
I responded without hesitation or thought, "You do Dianne, I am your slut, your fucking lesbian slave." My screams probably could be heard from next door as the most intense pleasure I have ever felt fulfilled me.
When I finally opened my eyes, I was eye to eye with Dianne whose face was shiny with my juice. I have always leaked profusely when I did orgasm and this was even more than usual.
My orgasm subsided, but I still felt twitches in my legs. My body seemed to be forever in bliss.
Dianne stood up and went to her closet. She returned a moment later with something I had never seen before in real life: a strap-on cock. I couldn't imagine Dianne owning one, never mind using one. She said, "Stand up, Baby."
I did, although my knees were still rather weak and I was rather lightheaded. She wrapped the strap-on around my waist and said, "Getting you off got me so horny, I need to get fucked right now."
Looking at her in awe, I pointed out, "I can't even begin to figure out why you own a strap-on."
She smiled devilishly, "Want to hear a secret?"
"Of course," I replied, dying to know everything about my sexy best friend.
"I use it on Candace, regularly," she revealed.
"Candace, our babysitter?" I gasped.
Her smile remained dripping with naughtiness, "The one and only. Since she turned eighteen, she has been my personal plaything."
"No way," I mindlessly babbled.
"Yes, way," she countered. "And, I guarantee she would eagerly be your plaything too. She is completely obedient and loyal, like a trained puppy."
"Oh my God," I said, stunned by yet another shocking twist in the day.
Dianne crawled onto the bed and begged, "Now get over here and shove your cock in me. Fuck your best friend."
Looking at my hot best friend bent over and waiting to be fucked, I suddenly felt my pussy tingle again. I climbed onto the bed, put the long plastic cock at her pussy entrance and rubbed it up and down deciding to tease her a bit. I don't know what happened, but wearing a cock I suddenly had a personality shift and got uncharacteristically controlling.
She moaned and begged, also unlike her, "Please shove it in me, Baby."
I obliged, sliding my long wide cock easily into her wet pussy. Once all the way inside, I held it there, as a long moan escaped her lips. I waited, lodged deep in her pussy for her to beg for more. I didn't have to wait long.
She moaned, "Your cock feels so good in me, Baby."
I slapped her ass, "You love my cock, don't you?"
She looked back at me with a startled smile, but answered, "Hmmm, yes Baby, I love your cock. Now show me how you use it."
I began slowly pumping her pussy with my cock. At first it was slow, deep movements, but as her moans got louder I shifted to fast, hard thrusts, desperately attempting to get deeper than she had ever been fucked. Each deep thrust had her pushed forward as my body crashed into hers.
This hardcore fucking continued for a few minutes before she began bouncing back on me and was soon riding my cock for all it was worth. I grabbed back and held onto my ankles as Dianne pounded herself on my cock.
She screamed, "Aaaaaaaahhhh," as her orgasm ripped through her. She fell forward, my cock sliding out of her and she spun onto her back and began slapping her clit as she orgasmed. Watching her in full sexual bliss had me wet as well and I dove between her legs and licked her delicious pussy again as the juices naturally flowed out of her. Another taste of her heavenly sin and I confirmed my first conclusion that I would be between her legs again and again. It flowed like wine and I wanted the tap to flow forever.
Her orgasm never seemed to end as her moans continued, before she ordered, "Take off your cock, Baby."
I quickly got the harness off me and she pulled me forward, shifting us so are legs were scissored together and our pussies were touching. She then began moving up and down and we were rubbing our pussies together. The sensation was odd and yet so hot as we we're both suddenly using each other's pussy to get each other off, which I would later learn was called tribbing.
Dianne demanded, "I want you to come again for me, Loretta. Be a good pet, come for me, Baby."
Desperate to please her, I began bucking my pussy onto hers. We were in sweet unison. Each up-and-down rub stimulated me in a way I never had felt before, and my inconceivable third straight orgasm, fourth if you include the one a couple of hours ago, began to build and build and build until Dianne demanded, "Come slut, come for your Mistress."
The thought of Dianne as my Mistress was too much and my orgasm exploded out of me in one big wave of exhilaration.
I screamed, "I'm coming."
Dianne screamed back, "Me too, Baby."
And we both collapsed onto our backs, perspiration dripping off our bodies. I lay there in euphoria for a few minutes before Dianne's lips met mine. A sweet gentle kiss that warmed my body, my mind and my heart.
Eventually, we got dressed as Dianne said, "Well, that was better than watching a football game."
I replied, "Agreed. I love this new Super Bowl tradition."
Dianne looked me in the eye, "You know this will be more than just a once a year thing, Baby."
I blushed, "I hope so, Mistress."
"You liked being called a slut," Dianne smiled.
"I know, I can't explain it, but being called names by you really got me off."
"Well," Dianne said, "You are both my best friend and my slut."
"And you are my best friend and my Mistress," I smiled back.
As we walked back to my house, she added, "Next time, I'll invite Candace over. She has wanted to eat your cunt, forever."
I blushed, but nodded in agreement
We entered my house, and my hubby instantly called out, his tone implying his annoyance, "Where have you two been?"
Dianne smiled and said, "We were just dyking out at my house."
My husband laughed, thinking she was kidding, "I would have loved to see that."
I joked back, "Well, shut off the game and we will do it right here."
"Yeah right," he ignored my offer and handed me an empty food tray. "There's only five minutes left."
I looked at the TV. The game was tied.
I went to the kitchen with Dianne and she grabbed a cucumber and said, "Do you have any special sauce left?"
The End
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*
How do you define love? Many would describe it as a man and a woman who can't live without each other, get married, have two kids, move to a house with a picket fence, and live happily ever, after watching TV reruns.
That is what I thought love was, at one point. Yet, after meeting Kayla, I have learned that there are many types of love and ways to express it. I love Kayla unconditionally. I love her for her beauty which overwhelms me; I love her for her tenderness which is so sweet; I love her for her heart and her compassion which knows no boundaries; and I love her for teaching me what real love is...unconditional acceptance.
If you ever saw how we live you might not call it love. You very likely would call it perverted or morally wrong...well, many of you would. Yet, it is my accepting that Kayla needs complete discipline, my complete ownership, that has made our relationship work. I am her owner now and she my pet. I make all her decisions now: what she wears in public, what she eats, what she reads...everything. This, in turn, makes her completely subservient to me, completely at my command and...makes her completely happy. She thrives on obedience in a way I can't explain. She obeys without reservation and I in return protect her from predators, keep her, and cherish her.
Our love may be unorthodox, but our love is purer, more mutually pleasurable, than any other love either of us has ever experienced.
One day, maybe I will tell the story of our day-to-day lives and just how loyal and obedient she is, but for now, I will tell the story of how we met and how she became mine.
Again this is a love story...not your parent's love story, maybe...but a love story nevertheless...OUR LOVE STORY!
FLASHBACK TO WHEN WE MET
They say that the Devil uses temptation as a way to make good people sin. Well, if that is the case, then Kayla is the Devil's masterpiece of temptation. The girl drips sex the same way honey drips sweetness. If you get one taste, you are forever addicted, and in my case the temptation becomes an obsession.
I have coached cheerleading for years. After divorcing my cheating husband, I was thirty, single and bitter. So when a new job came up in California, I applied, got it and moved halfway across the country to be the new cheerleading coach at a brand new college in California.
Now having been a cheerleader, I have had a variety of girl-on-girl sexual experiences in my life, although none since getting married almost seven years ago. I quit cold turkey, and although I often had lingering cravings, my husband was good in bed and my wi-vibe was a great back-up. But, being single again and after three disastrous first and only dates, I suddenly began to long the touch of a female.
Then came Kayla.
She was beautiful in the way you only see on movies. Her long blonde hair was silky smooth, her smile deviously naughty and her blue eyes hypnotic. The first time I saw her, my legs weakened and I knew I was in trouble. Oddly, the moment I spoke to her, I realized she was more than a pretty, blonde cheerleader wannabe...she was sweet, soft-spoken and strangely eager to please. For a young woman as ridiculously pretty as she was, she wasn't self-centered, egotistical or bitchy. No, she was shy, nervous and seemed to lack confidence.
During tryouts, she listened intently, worked her ass off and really showed her intelligence. When in her cheerleader's outfit, she morphed from shy girl to confident woman, from timid and nervous to organized and a bona fide leader. I pulled her to the side during our second week of tryouts and complimented her, not even remotely considering seducing her at the moment (even though if truth be told a couple of my best late-night self-pleasure fantasies included her as the main attraction), "Kayla, you are a natural leader."
She replied softly, as if embarrassed to be complimented, "Thank you, Miss Patel."
I put my hand on her shoulder, still completely innocently, "No seriously, Kayla, you have amazing potential."
Her cheeks went red and she stammered, "T-t-thanks, Miss Patel, your approval means a lot to me." Her eyes turned from mine and I suddenly wondered if she was attracted to me. I pushed the thought quickly away, as at twenty-one or so she was nine years younger than me. It was absurd; although I am relatively attractive, I am not even in the same hemisphere of beauty as Kayla.
I am 5'5, with long straight brown hair, black eyes, firm legs and rather large 36D breasts, which I found more a hindrance than a blessing. First of all, as a cheerleader smaller breasts are obviously more convenient and as a fitness nut who jogged every day, I could never find a sports bra that properly supported my breasts.
For the next couple of days, I began to notice that Kayla was taking lingering glances at me, and more specifically at my breasts, during our practices. The more I considered it, the more I began to wonder if perhaps she was bi-curious, although I doubted she had ever been intimate with a woman.
My own curiosity leading the way, I attempted to spend more time with the pretty blonde. After practice, I suggested, "Kayla, I would love to get your opinion on a few new ideas I have for routines."
Her face went red as she answered. She genuinely seemed surprised I wanted her thoughts. "You really want my opinion?"
"Of course, Kayla," I answered, my hand again going to her shoulder. I allowed it to linger on her perfectly tanned skin longer than socially acceptable, but not long enough to make my naughty wanton desires too obvious.
She answered, her submissive tendency clearly showing, "Anything you wish, Miss Patel."
"You are such a good girl," I replied, vaguely suggesting a relationship where she would be utterly obedient to me.
Her face blushed even redder as she answered, "Yes, Miss Patel."
She left to finish her routines. After practice, we spent an hour talking and I was amazed at how, once she got comfortable with our conversation, her ideas flowed with such creativity and ambition that I had to rein her in. She glowed with such light that I wanted to devour her whole. I wanted to kiss her glossy lips, which I imagined were as soft and sweet as she was.
That night I fantasized her posing for me. I imagined her long blonde hair cascading down past her shoulders, her lips puckered just enough to imply she wanted to be kissed. Her outfit left little to my imagination, as each curve was accentuated by her white dress.
*****
In the fantasy she repeated the tempting words, "Anything you wish, Miss Patel".
I replied, "You have to be careful how you choose your words, Kayla; someone could spin those words against you."
She asked innocently, "How could you spin those words against me, Miss Patel?"
"Oh, Kayla, I was just pointing out how your innocence could be used against you."
"I don't understand," she responded, confused.
"Well," I said, walking over to her, my hand going to her shoulders. "If I was a lesbian, I could saunter over to you, put my hands on your shoulders and lead you to your knees."
I did exactly that and she fell to her knees. Her eyes looked up at me and she asked, stammering just slightly, "T-t-then what could happen?"
"I could lift up my skirt," I began, which I did, "and order you to lick my delicious pussy and make you my little personal pussy-pleaser."
She broke eye contact and stared at my sweet pussy and light patch of black pubic hair. Her lips broke into a lustful smile and she waited further instruction.
I asked, "Are you still willing to do anything I wish?"
"Yes, Miss Patel," she replied.
"I want your pretty face buried in my wet pussy," I said.
"Yes, Miss Patel, anything you wish," she replied, like the submissive little bombshell she was. She leaned forward, extended her tongue and began licking my pussy.
The fantasy had me coming hard, and I fell asleep pondering ways to seduce her.
*****
The next day, after practice was done, I saw something that proved every assumption about Kayla I had correct, and also put me in an awkward situation. Practice was done and I had left the field to go to another meeting when I realized I left my keys on a bench. Turning the corner, I froze in my tracks.
Kayla was posing for two of my other cheerleaders. She was lifting up her skirt, without her panties, which I was certain she had been wearing earlier because of the kicks she had been doing during practice. She was looking back seductively, smiling slightly at Kelly and Laura.
I watched in voyeuristic awe as both girls bossed her around, while snapping photos. Kelly, my black cheerleading captain, demanded, "Bend over, slut."
Instantly, Kayla obeyed, bending over while saying, "Yes, Mistress Kelly."
Laura, a bitchy redhead who was a complete diva, ordered, "Finger your pussy, cunt."
"Yes, Mistress Laura," Kayla replied obediently, her finger going to her completely shaved pussy.
The two girls laughed, as Kelly instructed, "We expect you at my apartment at 7."
"Yes, Mistress Kelly," she replied, a soft moan escaping her lips.
"Come for us, slut," Laura demanded.
"Yes, Mistress Laura." Kayla obeyed, beginning to finger herself quickly in front of her two teammates.
"Now!" Kelly demanded, and in a few seconds Kayla whimpered and came all over herself.
Laura laughed, shaking her head, as the two girls began walking the other way, leaving poor Kayla with her finger still in her vagina, "What a slut."
I slowly backed away, making sure none of the three saw me, my head spinning with how I should deal with this as a coach...or...how I could use this to my advantage. I waited a couple of minutes. When I returned Kayla was gone too. I found my keys and headed to my meeting, a plethora of potential opportunities bouncing in my head like Kayla's perky breasts during a cheer.
*****
That night I wondered what Kelly and Laura had instore for her.
I had another fantasy, another totally fulfilling orgasm. This time Kayla was in an even shorter, more revealing outfit...a skimpy pink nightie. She looked so innocent, even if her nightie implied otherwise. The nightie so short, I could see most of her pussy and that she was completely shaved. My mouth watered anticipating how she would taste.
Knowing she was submissive now, I ordered, "Come to me, my pet."
Obeying instantly, she walked to me and fell to her knees without instruction. She looked up at me with an eagerness that was adorably hot. She asked her voice so innocent, "What can I do for you, ma'am?"
I turned it back on her, "What do you want to do for me?"
"Anything you wish," she replied, the sweet mantra of utter submission.
"You will lick my pussy?" I asked.
"Yes, ma'am," she replied.
"You will rim my butthole?" I questioned.
"Yes, ma'am," she answered, her submissive desire to please never withering.
"You will show me your tits?"
"Yes, ma'am," and she stood up, lifted up her nightie, showing me her small, perky breasts.
I complimented her. "You have beautiful breasts."
She smiled, "They are tiny compared to yours Miss. Patel."
"That may be true," I answered, "but it's about the whole package, my pet. And you, Kayla, have the whole package."
"Thank you, ma'am," she replied, waiting patiently for her next order.
"Back on your knees," I ordered.
"Yes, ma'am," she obeyed, instantly dropping to her knees.
"Do you want to eat my pussy, Kayla?" I asked, lifting up my dress.
"Desperately," she answered, leaning forward, her pretty face beginning to lick my pussy.
I quivered, shook and an orgasm hit me hard as my fingers got me off, fantasizing about Kayla as my submissive. As I lay in bed completely spent, I knew even though I shouldn't, I was going to make her mine.
*****
During practice, I disappeared to the change room and snooped Linda's phone. Besides the pictures of her posing yesterday in the field, there were a couple of others, although these were way naughtier. My pussy instantly tingled at the sight of the naked, beautiful, sweet, goddess.
Her firm ass bent and her naughty facial expression as she touched herself was amazingly erotic. Her look was pornstar sexy, completely opposite of the sweetness I saw every day at cheerleading practice.
The second picture again hid her delicious looking pussy, but her small breasts and luscious platinum hair showcased her perfect beauty. I wondered what else Kelly and Laura had made my sweet Kayla do. A part of me wanted to protect her from these powerful manipulative girls, yet a bigger part of me wanted to have her to myself. I texted the pics to myself and then deleted them from the phone and any evidence that they had been texted to me.
I put the phone back and returned to finishing practice. Once it was done, I asked Kayla to stay behind after she showered. Half an hour later, she was in my office. I told her, "Kayla, I want you to be captain of my team."
The first look on her face was utter joy, although it was quickly replaced by concern when she attempted to reject the honour. "Miss Patel, I am sooooo honoured, but I think Kelly or Laura would be better choices."
"Why is that?" I asked.
"Because they are older and have more experience," she answered.
"That may be true, but you work harder," I countered.
"But, um, I," she stammered.
I walked over to her, putting my hand on her shoulders, "Is it because Kelly and Laura bully you, my dear?"
She looked up startled at my accusation and quickly defended them, "Oh, no-no. It is nothing like that."
"I saw them taking pictures of you and calling you derogatory names," I revealed.
Her head went down and her face instantly went beet red.
"Why do you let them treat you like that?" I asked.
"They blackmailed me," she admitted.
"How so?" I asked, turning around and sitting in front of her.
"Well," she began, "A year ago, I had a boyfriend who tricked me into modeling rather provocatively and Kelly got a hold of the pictures and threatened to put them on the net."
I asked, "How bad are they?" I asked.
She pressed a couple of buttons on her phone and handed it to me.
I looked at the picture and got instantly tingly. She looked absolutely stunning. She was seductive, sexy and her pierced belly button was hot. Yet, this was hardly anything to be blackmailed over. If anything it was the perfect picture to seduce.
I said, "Kayla, you look beautiful here. A little revealing sure, but nothing to be ashamed of. You have a beautiful body and should feel comfortable flaunting it."
"Flip to the next picture," she said, avoiding eye contact.
Curious, I did as she suggested and let out a small gasp as everything I had fantasized about was now staring me directly in the face.
"Well, that is naughtier," I agreed, "but still you have hid all the most private parts."
"Flip again," she whispered.
Even more curious, and secretly hoping to see more of her perfect body, I flipped to the next picture. My panties got instantly wet and I felt the drip as I looked at her breasts peeking out, her hard nipples whetting my appetite and showing her excitement. Her legs partially spread open and seeing just a bit of her pussy lips and her completely bald mound had me all tingly inside. I moved the phone closer attempting to see if I could see more of her.
Trying to reassure her, I said, "Well, Kayla, this one definitely is risqué, but you could argue it wasn't you as you can't really see your face completely."
"There is one more, Mistress, I mean ma'am," she said, quickly correcting herself.
Taking the opportunity that she had given me, even if by accident, I asked, "Do you want me to be your Mistress, Kayla?"
She looked up finally, clearly surprised by the question, "You are not mortified by my past?"
I put her hand in mine and knelt down to look into her eyes. "Kayla, you are the most beautiful person I have ever met, both on the outside and in the inside. A couple of naughty pictures will not change that."
"Really?" she responded, seemingly unable to believe my sincerity.
"Really," I confirmed, "now let's see this last picture."
I flipped to it and stared at it, transfixed by her beauty. This was the sexiest picture I had ever seen. I said, "Well, I agree, this one could cause you trouble. It is definitely you. It shows your perky perfect breasts as well."
"I know," she whispered, clearly ashamed.
"Tell you what," I said, handing her back her phone. "I will deal with Kelly and Laura tomorrow."
"You will?" she asked, looking up at me with optimism.
"Yes. I will tell them if those pictures ever are released, they will be off the team."
"You would do that for me?" she asked, lighting up.
"Of course," I replied, before asking, "What did they make you do yesterday when they invited you over?"
She answered, in a whisper of shame, "I ate both of their pussies."
"Did you enjoy doing it?" I asked.
"Yes," she replied, "I grew up in the south and have always been a very compliant girl, I have eaten a lot of girls, ma'am. I just can't say no to people."
"Even when asked to do sexually degrading things?" I asked.
"Yes, ma'am," she answered, before adding, her face now beet red again, "that turns me on."
"What does?" I asked, already knowing the answer, but wanting her to say it.
"Being told what to do," she admitted.
"Are you a lesbian?" I asked.
"I don't think so," she answered, "I like boys too."
I leaned in, my lips inches from hers, "Do you want to please me, kitten?"
"Yes, ma'am," she whispered, her face flushed.
"Do you want to come to my place?"
"If you want me to," she answered, subserviently.
"I do," I replied, pulling her up and into me.
The kiss was warm, passionate and exactly as I had anticipated...perfect. Once I broke the kiss, I gave her my address and told her to meet me there as soon as she could. She left and I waited a few minutes before heading home to prepare for the training of my kitten.
*****
As I drove home, I reflected on the brief time I had known Kayla. She was a walking contradiction. She was beautiful, but lacked the confidence that girls who looked like her always had. She seemed shy and innocent and submissive, yet I had a hunch she would be amazing when I got her in the bedroom. I recalled her shirt the first day we met, the irony of it was obvious now. 'I can only please one person a day.' I planned that today the one person being pleased would be me.
I got home, had a quick shower and dressed as a Mistress should. I had black thigh highs, matching boots with three-inch heels, a black thong, a leather skirt, and a white blouse.
I just finished getting ready when the doorbell rang. I opened it and was eye to eye with my beautiful cheerleader who had chosen to wear the exact same white t-shirt as the day I met her. I pondered the relevance and irony of such a choice, but let it go and invited her in.
She complimented me. "Miss Patel, you look amazing."
"Thank you, Kayla," I responded, "you always look amazing."
She blushed and followed me into the living room. I asked, "Can I get you a drink?"
"Sure," she responded shyly.
"Wine?" I asked.
"Whatever you are having, Miss Patel," she replied, continuing her completely submissive role.
I went to the kitchen, poured a couple of glasses of wine and returned to my guest. The next fifteen minutes was spent with generic chat about cheerleading, school, and friends, to relax her, before I finally asked the question, "Are you sure you want to be my kitten?"



"Yes, ma'am," she answered.
"Undress for me, my kitten," I requested.
She stood up, clearly slightly nervous, and slowly took off her clothes. The pictures were amazing, but did not do justice to how perfect she really was. Once she was completely naked, I said, "Sit back on the couch, my kitten."
"Yes, ma'am," she replied, sitting back down and crossing her legs, hiding her perfect treasure.
I complimented her again, "You are a beautiful woman, Kayla."
Blushing, she responded, "Thank you, ma'am."
"Pose for me," I instructed, give me a sultry look.
The look she gave would make any straight woman drop to their knees and beg to serve her. My own pussy let out a small discharge. I tried to collect myself as I said, "Are you sure you are not the predator and not the prey?"
She smiled, suddenly a bit more confident, "Oh, I am definitely the prey, ma'am."
I said, "You said you have eaten a lot of pussy, my kitten."
"Yes, ma'am," she admitted.
"Do you want to taste mine?"
"Yes, ma'am, very much so."
"Crawl to me, my kitten," I ordered gently.
She instantly fell to the floor and crawled to me, a sight so intoxicating that I began leaking into my thong.
I opened my legs and she crawled right between them. She surprised me by reaching for my thong and pulling it off me rather aggressively. She did the same to my skirt, removing it with lustful eagerness.
She looked up at me and asked, "Can I please lick your pussy, Miss Patel?"
Hearing her ask so sweetly and yet with a lustful look in her eyes, I moaned, "Yes, my kitten, please your Mistress."
She responded, "Thank you, Mistress," and leaned into my damp pussy.
Watching her buried in my pussy was amazing, but nothing compared to her tongue. I have had many women please me, but none did so with such tenderness, such skill. She didn't lick my pussy, she made love to it. She kissed my lips, she gently licked them, she swirled her tongue between them, each bringing a sweet sensation to my body. Within only a couple of minutes of her gentle teasing I felt my orgasm building. As if completely in tune with my body and sensing my impending orgasm, she made love to my clit. She used her lips to suck it in her mouth and her tongue to swirl inside the hood. It was too much and my orgasm exploded through me. She held my clit in her mouth through my entire orgasm until I pushed her away because my clit had become overly sensitive.
She instantly looked up at me with fear and apologized, "I am so sorry, Mistress."
I instantly responded, "Don't be, my kitten, it just felt so good that I couldn't take it any longer."
Her look of feeling like a failure shifted to happiness and she waited further instruction.
As I recovered, I ordered, "I want to watch you get yourself wet for me. Get ready to have your Mistress pleasure you."
She instantly opened her legs, leaned against the couch and began to pleasure herself.
I reached for a strap-on cock I had from my college days and strapped it on my hips while my beautiful cheerleading Goddess played with herself.
I asked, "Do you want me to fuck you, my kitten?"
"Yes, Mistress," she moaned.
"How badly?" I queried.
"Desperately, Mistress," she moaned, "my body is yours to do as you please."
"Hmmm," I moaned back, "You sure about that?"
"Yes, Mistress," she moaned, slipping a finger inside her oasis of juice, "I am yours. I want you to be my one and only Mistress."
"You do?" I asked, surprised by the declaration.
"What about Kelly and Laura?"
"I don't like them. They are mean to me. I want you, Miss Patel. I want to serve you unconditionally."
It was my turn to go red. I smiled, "Well, I will deal with the girls tomorrow, my kitten. But now I need to fuck my kitten."
I walked over to her and had her reposition herself so I could take her from behind.
I asked, "Are you ready, my kitten?"
"Yes, Mistress," she moaned, "make me your slave."
Such words were such a turn-on and I slid the plastic cock inside my petite, perfect pet.
Her moans echoed through the room instantly and they were the kind of moans you hear in porno films, except these moans clearly were not faked. She held onto the couch to steady herself as I began to pump my cock into her harder.
Hearing her talk dirty was another turn-on. "Oh yes, Mistress, fuck your slut," and "Oh God, Miss Patel, I love your cock in me," and as she reached orgasm, "Yes, Mistress, fuck my tight cunt, I mean fuck your tight cunt. You own it. Yes, yes, yeeeeeessssssss."
She turned her head to me and her look of complete orgasmic bliss was just more perfection from my perfect kitten.
I didn't slow down as the orgasm shuddered through her. She moaned, "Oh, I love you Mistress. I want to be yours forever, Mistress."
"And you are, my pet," I moaned, pulling out my cock, before ordering her, "Stand up."
She obeyed. I was still on my knees and I looked up at my new pet. My perfect little kitten. I ordered, "Pose again for me, my kitten."
She obeyed and I was instantly taken by her sexiness. She dripped sexuality with just one pose, one look.
I saw her pussy still glistening from her just finished orgasm, and I leaned up and cleaned her.
She moaned, "Oh thank you, Mistress. Your tongue feels so good."
Not surprisingly, her taste was as heavenly and sweet as was everything else about her. I returned the favour, licking her pussy lips ever so gently. She shuddered at my touch and I too made love to her pussy with my tongue. Her breathing increased again as did her moans and I learned that my kitten had a clit trigger and could orgasm again and again. As soon as I sucked her clit into my mouth and swirled my tongue inside her hood, replicating what she had done to me, she came instantly, screaming, "Oh my God, yes, Mistress, I'm coming again."
I lapped her juice, intoxicated and getting drunk on her sweet flavour. Finally, I stood up, my knees suddenly numb, and returned to my loveseat.
Kayla, without a word, dropped to her knees and crawled over to me. She was indeed an obedient little kitten.
She asked, like a child asking for a treat at the 7-11, "May I lick your pussy, Mistress?"
I opened my legs and she crawled between them and pleasured me again. My second orgasm was always a lot of work, but if any girl was up to it, it was my new kitten. She pleasured my pussy with her lips and tongue for over thirty minutes, never once stopping, until my orgasm began to again build. Getting close, I ordered, "Finger-fuck me, my kitten."
Instantly I felt my pussy filled with two fingers and she pumped my pussy with fast, deep thrusts. My moans increased and just as I was close, she hooked her fingers inside, found my usually very elusive g-spot, and tapped on it like a drum. I screamed, "Oh fuuuuuuuuuck, yes kitten, don't stop, fuck, yes, oh my, oh my, oh my, oh my, fuuuuuuuuuuuck, I'm comiiiiiiiiiing."
My legs tightened and the most powerful orgasm I had ever experienced in my life pulsed through every vein of my body. Kayla continued tapping on my clit until I again pushed her away. This time she smiled and, like a nasty little lesbian slut, put her fingers to her mouth and cleaned my excess juice from them.
Needing a break, I pulled her up and we cuddled like two lovers. I asked, knowing now that she would be thinking rationally and not as a horny girl, "Are you sure you want to be my kitten?"
"I want nothing more in this whole world, Mistress," she replied.
"I was hoping you would say that," I purred. "Tomorrow I will deal with the other two."
"Thank you, Mistress," she replied, her softness so sweet.
We made love again that night and she slept over for the first of many, many times (until she moved in with me three months later).
The next morning, I woke up and she was not in my bed. I walked downstairs and she was in the kitchen eating a bowl of cereal on my kitchen island...completely naked.
She said, with a mouthful of Fruit Loops, "Good morning, Mistress."
"I have an extra robe for you, my kitten," I suggested.
She smiled, "I am not a big fan of clothing, Mistress."
I chuckled, discarding my robe, "Well, I guess I am not either, my kitten."
She fell to her knees and crawled over to me, "Can I have a breakfast snack, Mistress?"
I opened my legs to give her access to my pussy and responded, "Snack away, my kitten. Snack away."
She extended her tongue and began a routine that we still have to this day....
EPILOGUE
That night, I had Kelly and Laura over for a little discussion about bullying and decided they deserved to be punished. I told them I was going to the Dean to have them expelled and they begged me not to...pleading and grovelling and saying they would do anything to keep me from going to the Dean...well...anything ended up having them beg, on video, for Kitten take both their anal cherries with a nice-long strap-on....and that was just the beginning of our blossoming relationship.
As I mentioned, you may not call what we have love....but we do and that is what matters.
THE END
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Task 6
SATURDAY
I suppose I should have been anxious or guilty about tonight, yet what I felt instead was an overwhelming feeling of excitement. The thought of going to this lesbian club had intrigued me greatly, although I had no idea how I was possibly going to eat three pussies.
As planned, Julie called me at nine. I told my husband that a colleague of mine needed to talk to someone and that I was going over to comfort her. My husband, being the sensitive man he was, told me to go and I quickly left my house. I drove to a gas station where I changed into my lesbian bar outfit: an aqua blue dress that was classy but showed enough skin to tease and tan thigh high stockings.
Now I don't know what I expected to find at this club, but what I did find was an array of beautiful women ranging in age from their very early twenties to their sixties, of all races, shapes and sizes.
As I perused the room, like a tourist in a foreign land, I was suddenly awakened from my gawking by an older white haired beautiful woman.
She looked me over like men used to when I was single at the bar. I was the potential prey and they were ready to hunt me down. Like when I was younger, I was incredibly nervous. I was confident I was a pretty good cocksucker, but I was less sure I could impress a confirmed lesbian.
She sauntered over to me, her smile dripping with seduction, a cougar on the prowl. As soon as she reached me, she asked, "First time here darling?"
"Yes," I replied, nervously.
"I thought so." She chuckled softly. "You look like a deer in the headlights."
She grabbed my hand and said, "Follow me dear."
I followed obediently, letting my trepidation disappear and allowing myself to just let whatever happens, happen.
She led me to the bar and ordered a martini for me, not asking my preference. I could already tell she had a dominant personality, but one that was hidden behind a cloak of propriety.
She asked, her hand falling onto my stocking-clad knee, "And what is your name, my pretty?"
"Jasmine," I answered shyly.
"I am Louise." She smiled and asked, "And what does my pretty Jasmine do for a living?"
"I am a teacher," I answered.
"Hmmmm," she purred, her hand sliding up just subtly up my leg. "Does teacher need to be taught?"
"Yes, ma'am," I whispered, implying, I hoped, by allowing her to control the conversation and hopefully whatever might follow, that she was in charge and I was the eager submissive.
She ordered, her tone still sweet, yet clearly an order, "Follow me, my pretty teacher."
She squeezed my leg and grabbed my hand and led me to a secluded table at the back corner of the club. As I followed behind her, clearly being led, I felt as if all the other women knew I was a submissive slut about to be used. Oddly, instead of feeling embarrassed as I should have been, like I would have felt a couple weeks ago, I was instead extremely excited.
At the table was another woman, elegantly dressed as well, probably no older than thirty-five, sipping a martini.
Louise surprised me by her next words, "Mistress Ellen, I would like you to meet Jasmine. It is her first time here."
Ellen smiled at me as my brain processed this turn of events. "Nice to meet you, Jasmine. Please have a seat." She patted a spot beside her.
I obeyed, a rush of excitement hitting me.
Louise sat beside me as well and I was suddenly sandwiched between two very attractive lesbians.
Ellen asked, "And what brings you here?"
I didn't want them to know the whole truth, so I told only part of the truth. "I have recently become curious about women and a friend of mine suggested coming here."
"Curious how?" Ellen asked, her hand falling deliberately onto my leg.
I stammered, a warm jolt from her touch distracting me, "I-I-I have always found women attractive, but only recently have I decided to act on it."
Ellen's aqua blue eyes, matching my dress, stared into mine, giving me all her attention, as her hand slithered under my skirt. She asked, "Why now?"
I shrugged, and joked, "Midlife crisis maybe."
Both beautiful women laughed and Ellen leaned in and kissed me. It was so warm and gentle I melted on contact. Her hand under my skirt reached my panties and just lingered there.
Her tongue swirled in my mouth. When she broke the kiss, I felt a sudden disappointment. Her smile never left as she asked, "Have you been with a woman before?"
Continuing my lie, I answered, "Not other than a couple of drunken moments in college, Miss," attempting to show her my submissive persona.
Her eyes gave away that she liked the use of the word' Miss' as she asked, "What do you do for a living?"
"She's a teacher," Louise answered for me.
Ellen purred, "You are, are you? That is delicious."
"Thank you, Miss," I replied, her finger slowly outlining my pussy lips through my now damp panties.
"What do you want to have happen tonight?"
Her finger distracting me greatly, I let out a light moan and answered, "To please you."
Her finger slipped inside my panties and found my fevered pussy. "That is a very good answer, teach."
She stared into my eyes, silence lingering, as she slowly pumped my pussy. The only sound was the dance song playing in the background and my growing moans of pleasure.
"Do you want to come?" she asked.
"Yes, Miss," I moaned, louder than I meant to.
She slipped a second finger into my wet pussy and hooked her fingers inside searching for my g-spot. When she brushed it with her fingers I let out a little yelp. She began tapping on my g-spot, like it was a drum, while she snapped her other finger. Wordlessly, Louise slid under the table, between my legs and after pushing my dress up, she pulled my panties to side and licked the bottom of my pussy lips.
My moans were increasing as my orgasm was building quickly. Ellen finally spoke. "A good submissive comes when directed to. Do you want to be a good sub?"
"Yeeeeeees," I moaned, my orgasm getting closer.
"Good," she smiled, suddenly pulling her fingers out of me. Louise simultaneously quit licking me as well as Ellen said, "You will not come until told, will you my pretty teacher?"
I squeezed my legs together to attempt to prevent my building orgasm as I obediently replied, "Yes, Miss."
"You are such a good girl," she purred.
"Thank you, Miss," I answered, blushing from the odd compliment.
"Do you want to please me?" the dark haired Mistress asked.
"Yes, Miss," I responded, maybe a bit too eagerly.
"Crawl under the table," she ordered.
"Yes, Miss," I obeyed, sliding under the table. Until I was under the table I had no idea what she was wearing other than a black cocktail dress. Although it was darker under the table, I was able to see she was also wearing black stockings, a garterbelt and four-inch pumps.
I moved my hands to her dress to push it up when she said, "Slow down, teach. Just sit there for now. I will tell you when I am ready for you."
"Yes, Miss," I replied, suddenly embarrassed. I sat under the table for quite a while as the two women talked. I could hear pieces of the conversation, but not all. I also got a dog's eye view of Louise being fingered by Ellen. Part of me wanted to crawl between Louise's legs and lick her pussy, but instead I watched like a puppy dog. Louise came from the fingering as her legs stretched out and twitched uncontrollably. My own pussy wanted such attention, but instead I sat under the table waiting further instruction. I was under the table for half an hour before Ellen finally slipped her feet out of her heels and ordered me, "Lick the soles of my feet, teacher."
I took her silk-stockinged foot, easily the softest, silkiest stockings I had ever touched, and lifted it to my mouth. I licked the bottom of her foot, making sure my tongue explored her entire sole. The act was humiliating and yet a great turn on. I replicated my concentrated obedience on her other foot as well.
Finally, the dominant brunette ordered, "Take off my panties."
I eagerly did, realizing I was still three pussies away from the minimum three my real Mistress-to-be expected from me.
"Put my panties in your mouth," she instructed.
I again obeyed. The smell was a faint tease while her slight damp panties gave a subtle sampling of her precious prize.
Time moved on again as she tested my patience. Frustration was building as I desperately wanted to taste her, to, please her. I considered crawling out from under the table and leaving, but her scent enticed me and kept captivated enough to not crawl away.
Louise left and I prayed it was now time to please this powerful, hypnotic woman. She pulled up her dress, opened her legs and presented me with an up close and personal look of her perfect shaved pussy. Instead of asking me, ordering me, to pleasure her, she began to slowly rub herself instead.
This masturbation continued for a couple of minutes until another woman, in tan nylons, sat beside her. Ellen quit masturbating and snapped her fingers at her crotch. I eagerly moved forward just as I heard Ellen say, "Hello, Senator Green."
I let out a gasp just as I was extending my tongue to Ellen's glistening pussy. As soon as my tongue made contact, Ellen closed her legs on my head and I could no longer hear their conversation. I lapped eagerly the delicious pussy juice of this sexy Mistress as I wondered if it really was Senator Green, Daphne Green, at the table before me. She was a major women's rights activist and it never even remotely clicked that she could be gay.... That said, I never would have thought I'd be at a lesbian bar, under a table, eating some stranger's pussy.
I concentrated on getting my first of three pussies off. Since she was having a conversation with the Senator, I assumed she wanted a slow-burn pleasure. I slid my tongue up and down her pussy lips, only touching her clit gently every once in awhile. Each clit touch gave her a little flinch, that I assumed the Senator noticed. This slow pleasing lasted fifteen minutes or so until my knees began to feel numb. I then focused on her clit, taking it in my mouth and pulled it in. I used my tongue to flick her swollen clit, each flick sending an intense pulse through her. Her legs loosened from my head and stiffened as she squirted her juices all over my mouth. Impressively, considering how much she came, she didn't let out much of a moan, obviously having incredible control. I lapped up her excess juices and heard Ellen ask, "Senator Green, would you like your pussy pleased?"
She answered, her voice clearly recognizable as the Senator of our State, "That would be delightful."
Ellen lifted up the table cloth and requested, in a very polite tone, as if she was asking a waitress to bring her another drink, "Would you please pleasure my guest while we continue chatting?"
"Yes, Miss," I replied, secretly excited to pleasure our Senator. I repositioned myself, between her tan stocking -clad legs as she opened them up to reveal she was not wearing panties and I was staring at the Senator's perfectly trimmed pussy. I briefly wondered if she had had panties on earlier, as I leaned forward and began to lick her very strong- smelling and tart tasting-pussy. As with Ellen, I gave her the slow burn, attempting to get the Senator revved up for an intense orgasm. Fifteen more minutes ticked by before the Senator grabbed my hair and pulled me deeper into her pussy as she began to rub herself with my face. Thankfully, after less than a minute of this facial assault and I was being coated again by an excessive amount of cum. The Senator let go of my head and I continued to lap her pussy as the orgasm flowed through her.
A couple of minutes later, Ellen said, "You may join us now."
My aching knees loved those words, but the thought of being face to face with our state's Senator after what I had just done to her suddenly caused me loads of anxiety.
The Senator added, "Yes, I want to meet the woman with the special tongue."
My face went red under the table at the compliment as I slowly pulled myself off my weary knees and back up on the soft chair.
I kept my head down waiting to be spoken too. I was across from the Senator and beside Ellen. Ellen said, "Senator Green, this is a first time visitor here, Jasmine."
I looked up to the Senator, whose trademark smile stared back at me, as she extended her right hand. "Nice to meet you, Jasmine."
I shook her hand as I nervously responded, "Nice to meet you to Senator Green, I have always been a big supporter of yours."
She responded, squeezing my hand, "And I am a big supporter of you, too."
"Thank you." I blushed even more.
"What do you do for a living?" the Senator inquired.
"I teach, Ma'am," I answered.
"Oh, I bet you have the boys and girls drooling over you."
I shrugged with a chuckle. "I don't think too many see me as more as the bitch who makes them read Shakespeare."
She laughed at my frankness, going to her purse and pulling out a business card. She handed it to me and offered, "I could always use a teacher in my focus groups."
I took the card and said, "I would love to."
We chatted like ordinary adults for a few minutes before Senator Green said she had another engagement she needed to go to. She kissed me on the lips gently before demanding, "You better call me."
"I will," I replied, knowing I would. I turned to Ellen and asked, "Where is the washroom?"
Ellen pointed to the opposite end of the club and warned, "Be careful, there can be some predators there and they will devour you whole."
Much more confident than I was an hour ago, I retorted, "Maybe I want to be hunted down and devoured."
Ellen smiled, "Well, don't say I didn't warn you, slut."
"Yes, Ma'am," I replied, standing up and starting my walk to the washroom.
I surveyed the bar. It was much busier now and the dance floor was packed. Most were dancing as women usually do, but a couple were grinding on each other and a couple were making out. Louise was dancing with some young blonde and waved to me as I walked by. I waved back, thinking she would be a good third.
I reached the bathroom and other than a short line for one stall even though a couple of others were open, it looked like any other girl's bathroom.
I went to one of the open stalls and sat down to pee and collect myself. I was startled almost instantly by loud moans and then the dominating overpowering voice of a woman in the stall beside me, "That's it slut, lick my black pussy, get me off you rich white dyke."
I noticed a hole on the wall and before I even had time to consider what I was doing, I leaned forward and peeked through the peephole. I saw a large black woman, her legs spread open, and some blonde between her dark legs. I watched in voyeuristic awe at the obscene sexual act long after I had finished peeing.
The black woman orgasmed as I watched, "That's it slut, get Big Rosie off, lap up my sweet juice."
The white woman moved her head up and down like I would on my husband when I gave him a blow job. Big Rosie's moans got louder and louder until she screamed, loud enough that everyone in the bathroom knew exactly what was going on, "I'm comiiiiing slut, yes, you fucking whore lick my cunt."
Just then Big Rosie looked directly at me, well my eye, smiled smugly, and announced, "We got an audience slut. Look up so she can get a good look at you."
The white woman looked up, her face gleaming with pussy juice and I gasped. It was Sandra Shelton, our school's Student Association President two years ago, and daughter of Reverend Shelton. The sight shocked me to the core.
I backed away quickly, as if she could recognize me from the peephole.
Big Rosie called out, "I expect you in line, slut."
I ignored her order as I exited the stall. Washing my hands, I trembled with nervousness, attempting to hurry to avoid Sandra seeing me. I was just about to escape when I heard my name, "Mrs. Walker, is that you?"
I stopped dead in my tracks, turned around and was face to shiny face with an ex-student. I acted as if this was a normal place for either of us to be. "Oh, hi Sandra, how is college life?"
Sandra walked to me, others watching curiously, and admitted, "Well, it has let me finally accept what I am."
"Oh," I responded, unsure how to respond.
Not remotely ashamed to have pussy juice on her face, she asked, her smile suddenly flirty, "But the better question, is what is my married teacher doing here. You are still married, right?"
"Yes," I answered suddenly nervous.
Her hand grabbed mine. "Come with me."
Her fingers intertwined with mine, I involuntarily followed her out of the washroom, past the dance floor, and to a table with two other college girls, thankfully neither none that I knew.
Sandra introduced me to Tammy and Angel and explained, "They're not lesbians, but were curious to see the club."
I stammered, "I-I-I am not a lesbian either."
"Bi?" Tammy, the brunette, questioned.
My face went beet red, before I answered, "Yes, I guess so."
Angel, a platinum blonde, asked, "And how do you know our Sandra?"
"I taught her a couple of years ago, and I go to her father's church," I answered, shame clearly burning on my red cheeks.
"Oh my, scandalous," Tammy giggled.
I blushed even more as Sandra offered, "Have a seat, Mrs. Walker."
I obeyed, although I didn't think it was an order, but rather a polite offer. I sat beside her shyly, completely unsure where this might go.
Sandra asked, her hand falling onto my knee, "Mrs. Walker, I am guessing this is your first time here."
I responded, attempting to make it a joke, "Indeed it is."
"And from the slightly messed up make-up and hair, I am also guessing you have licked a pussy here already."
Figuring 'fuck it, we are both in a situation neither of us would want to go public', I answered, attempting to be flirtatious, "Two actually."
Tammy added her two cents' worth, "Well, they say three times is a charm."
Being aggressive, and needing to eat at least on more pussy to finish task six, I asked, "Are you offering?"
All three girls seemed surprised by this and Tammy called my bluff, which wasn't a bluff, "And what if I am?"
"I would crawl under this table and eat your cunt until you screamed so loud everyone here would think you were a dyke," I countered.
Sandra, her hand under my skirt now, suggested, "Why don't we retire back to the house?"
"Agreed," Tammy quickly seconded, my forward proposal apparently getting her good and horny.
Wanting to complete my task and hopefully get off myself, I said, "Lead the way."
Angel drove all four of us the ten minute drive to the dorm while Sandra and I made out in the backseat like two horny teenagers. Nothing perverse, just lip-to-lip, tongue-to-tongue passion.
We arrived at the sorority house, my pussy on fire, yet suddenly nervous at the thought of a sorority house. Sandra pulled me along into the house, up the stairs and into a big room, Tammy and Angel following behind.
Once the door was closed, Sandra pushed me onto her bed and purred, "I have fantasized about this day for a long time, Mrs. Walker."
I moaned, her hand under my skirt, surprised by the declaration, "You have?"



"Oh my God, yes. But then I was in the closet and I never even remotely thought you may be bi," she explained, her tongue in my ear.
I moaned, distracted by her hot breath in my ear, "I didn't know I was bi then either."
She whispered, ever so softly in my ear, "When did you learn you were...." She paused seemingly for dramatic effect as she tugged on my ear with her teeth, "lesbian inclined?"
I considered lying, creating some believable story, but in the end I confessed all my sins to the preacher's sinful daughter, figuring she had her one secret that she wouldn't want out there any more than I would. The confession was strangely therapeutic, as if I was actually in confession.
All three girls listened to my descent into sin in silence. I finished by admitting that I needed to pleasure at least one more girl to accomplish task number six.
Tammy said, "I may not be lesbian, but that story got me do fucking horny. I need to get off. Come get me off, teach."
Tammy pulled off her panties, tossing them to the floor and opened her legs.
Sandra smiled, "Tammy is that offer for anyone? "
Tammy, clearly incredibly horny, said, "Indeed it is. One of you two dykes get over here and get me off."
I could tell that Sandra was a bit taken aback by her friend's sudden shift and name calling, but I went to the college co-ed and fell between her legs. She lifted her ass up and demanded, seemingly getting off on being in charge, "Take off my panties, teach."
I pulled down her pink bikini brief panties and was soon staring at a very hairy pussy. I leaned forward, suddenly very reluctant, and was soon swimming in a strong pussy scent. I manoeuvred my way through the maze of pubic hair to find her very wet pussy lips. As my lips made contact she quivered and I became determined to make this straight girl come harder than any man ever had. Finding her clit, I swirled my mouth around it, giving subtle flickers which had her quivering and moaning. I suddenly felt hands on my ass and soon felt a tongue licking my pussy from behind. I assumed it was Sandra, but didn't look back, deciding to enjoy the pleasure as I pleased another. I teased the straight girl as her moans got heavier, determined to build the perfect crescendo to an orgasm, all the while Sandra was creating a similar crescendo in me. Her tongue darted between my pussy lips like a tiny cock, but a very experienced tiny cock. I began to moan into the hairy pussy, her bouquet getting stronger as I pleasured her. Noticing her legs twitching slightly, I sucked her clit into my mouth and simultaneously slid two fingers inside her pussy. As expected, she screamed, her legs stiffened and she came. I kept her clit in my mouth while I felt two fingers penetrate me. Sandra was soon finger-fucking me and that was all it took for me to have my long-needed orgasm. I let go of Tammy's clit and screamed, "Oh God yes, Sandra, I'm comiiiiiiiiiing." As the orgasm spread through my entire being, the two fingers continued to pump in and out of me.
Finally, both Tammy and my orgasm finishing its due course, Sandra pulled her fingers out of me. I sat up and smiled, "Thank you Sandra, I so needed that."
"You are so welcome, Mrs. Walker, but we are just getting started."
I smiled back. "I completely agree."
I moved towards Sandra and pushed her onto her back. I spread her legs open and stared at her perfectly shaved pussy. It was like I was in the dessert and I just saw water...I was famished. I leaned forward and began to lick her oasis. Her taste was heavenly and I decided I was not leaving this excellent dish for a while. I treated her pussy like it was a five course meal. I barely made contact with her pussy lips at first, just brushing them ever so lightly, just enough for her to know I was there. I then moved to her thigh and kissed every part of it. I figured Tammy and Angel were watching and I decided they were going to get a show. I slowly moved down her leg, leaving tender kisses wherever I traveled. Reaching her feet, I sucked each toe into my mouth, treating each like a small cock.
"Oh my goodness, Mrs. Walker, that feels so good," my ex-student moaned.
I smiled at her as I moved to her other foot and replicated the toe sucking. I looked directly at Angel, who was watching me intensely, and I winked at her. She blushed, but did not look away.
I slowly moved my way back up to Sandra's wanton pussy. I again barely brushed her lips even as her moans began getting louder. Suddenly, I gave one long, wide lick up her pussy lips and she screamed, "Oh myyyyyyyyyy."
I continued my tongue moving forward and swirling inside her belly button. Before moving back down and giving her one more long lick between her pussy lips. Again she screamed, "Aaaaaaahhhhhh."
My smile was devious as I wanted Sandra to be completely mine. Suddenly, I imagined her as my pet. Could a pet have a pet? I moved past her pussy, past her erect nipples and perky breasts and to her face. I looked into her eyes and kissed her tenderly. She eagerly kissed me back, so I moved away. I extended my tongue and watched as she leaned forward and sucked my tongue around her lips. I purred, "Good girl."
It was her turn to blush. She replied, "Thank you, Mrs. Walker."
I moved to her neck and covered her with light nibbles, not enough to leave a mark, but enough for her to know I was there. Her breathing continued to increase. I moved to her ear, and whispered, "You want to be my pet, don't you Sandra?"
"|Desperately," she moaned, my knee gently graving her pussy.
"You want to obey me?" I pushed.
"Yes," she whimpered, clearly desperate to get off.
I moved to her other ear, bit it gently and continued, "Be my personally pussy pleaser?"
"Yes," she moaned, as I put extra pressure on her pussy with my knee.
"Fuck yourself on my knee, my pet," I demanded.
"Yes, Mrs. Walker," she moaned, and instantly began bucking her ass up and down on my knee. I can only imagine what the act looked like, but within seconds of rubbing herself on my knee her moaning increased and she got animated, "Oh my God, yes, Mrs. Walker, I want to be your pet. Oh God yes, your little college slut. Oh my, oh my, your personal plaything. Yes, yes, oh God, Mrs. Walker, tell me what I am."
I pinched her right nipple and she let out a yelp as I announced in front of her two friends, "My college slut. My college dyke. My little whore." Pinching her other nipple, I asked, as her moans increased, "Who owns you?"
"Oh God, yes, Mrs. Walker, you own me. Make me your cunt. Fuuuuuuuuuuuuuuck," she declared and then screamed as an orgasm flowed through her. My stocking-clad knee was coated with her juice and she kept rubbing herself.
Wanting to taste her cum, I moved between her legs and licked her cum. As soon as my tongue touched her glistening pussy she screamed, "Oh God yes, thank you Mistress." Being called a Mistress after being called all those other things was a delightful change and I rewarded her by ravishing her pussy with my tongue, deciding I would get her off again. I slid a finger inside her pussy and began pumping her cunt while licking her pussy. Her moans, which had just begun to subside, increased again. "Oh God, yes, Mistress, your tongue feels so good on my slut pussy."
"Your cunt," I corrected.
"Sorry, Mistress. My cunt. My wet fucking cunt. Oh god."
I glanced over to Angel who was now playing with herself and ordered, "Angel get over here and straddle my slut. You desperately need to come."
Angel argued, "But she is my friend."
Sandra demanded, "Get your ass over here Angel. Let me taste your sweet cunt."
Angel was clearly startled by her friend's tone, but obviously horny herself, she got undressed, leaving her shirt on, and straddled her friend. I ordered, "Turn around Angel, I want to see you." Nervously, she obeyed and I returned to licking my new sub's cunt.
The next five minutes were a blur of me licking Sandra's pussy, fingering her pussy and just teasing the shit out of her, while she lapped her friend's pussy. Suddenly I felt hands on my waist and looked up to see Tammy behind me. She shrugged and said, "Well, I should at least attempt to return the favour."
I warned, "Be careful, one lick and you may be hooked."
She chuckled, "I doubt it. I love cock."
I chuckled back, "So do I."
I returned to Sandra's pussy determined now to get her off so I could enjoy Tammy's first ever pussy eating experience. I slid two fingers inside the Minister's daughter and searched for her g-spot. Although elusive at first, I finally found it and put constant pressure on it while sucking her swollen clit in my mouth. A muffled scream escaped Sandra's lips just as Tammy got her first ever taste of pussy.
Seconds later, I felt Sandra's juices flow into my mouth and onto my face. Seconds after that, Angel screamed her first ever orgasm from another woman that coursed through her young body. I watched in amusement at Angel's blissful facial expression as her friend got her off.
I repositioned myself onto my back and pulled Tammy between my legs. She licked my pussy tentatively at first, but almost as if trying to copy what I did to her, she began focusing on my hard clit. My moans increased and that seemed to give her confidence as she began licking faster. I closed my eyes and enjoyed the pleasure and opened them when I felt lips on both my nipples. Sandra was sucking my right nipple, while the supposedly straight Angel had my left nipple in her mouth. I closed my eyes again, a broad smile crossing my lips. I just allowed the triple pleasure of three co-eds pleasuring me to overtake my body. Time stood still as my body savoured every second of the pleasure and my orgasm slowly built. Finally, the soft bites on the breasts, Sandra moving up and nibbling my ear and Tammy sliding three fingers in my cunt was the final straw and my body erupted like a volcano and I screamed, "Oh yeeeeeeeeeeeeeeees, fuck yes."
I sprayed the first time pussy licker with my cum and she lapped it up like a good little dyke. I purred, "Good girl."
Tammy looked up and smiled, "I am no sub, Mrs. Walker."
I shrugged, "It was worth a shot."
"But," she smiled, "I am hooked."
The rest of the night was a blur of lesbian pleasure. Angel licked her pussy, mine. A double ended dildo had Tammy and Angel fucking the shit out of each other and I used Sandra's strap-on to fuck my new pet. It was an amazing night. Angel gave me a ride home and I crawled into bed with my husband...a mixture of giddy excitement at the prospect of having my own pet and overwhelming guilt as I stared at my sleeping husband.
I sighed to myself. How long could I keep up this charade of infidelity? The house of cards I was building was getting bigger and bigger. I wanted it all: the marriage, the family, the Mistress and the pet.
I closed my eyes and tried to fall asleep knowing I was only one task away from my submission to my Mistress's. Yet, more and more people who knew me knew my secret: Julie, Beth and now Sandra. I sighed again. Yet, as I drifted into slumber the vision in my head was not my husband, but it was Julie and her Mother.
I knew I should just turn away from all this and return to my vanilla but comfortable life. I knew I should. Yet.....
The end for now...
Coming later in 2012: Pet Teacher: 7th Task-Toy Party
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Truthfully, I tried to pretend it didn't happen. I tried to pretend that the best blow job I had ever received hadn't come from my 18-year-old college-freshman sister. I tried to move on...but the reality was when I was with another girl all I thought about was Lilly. When I had late night fantasies it was my sister I was beating off to.
We avoided each other for just over a month, which was pretty easy as she lived at the dorms and I lived with buddies, but my parent's 25th wedding anniversary party would bring us together for the first time since that crazy weekend. By this time, my sister fantasies had become an obsession.
My sister had planned a whole weekend event for our parents. It included a family of four dinner on Friday evening, a huge full day party at my parents' house on Saturday, and a casual Sunday brunch before our family all went our separate ways. Ideas bounced in my head at the opportunity that lay ahead. Should I blackmail her? Seemed like an ok plan, yet I was a much more willing participant in the incest than she was. Should I be sweet and complimentary? I have learned from many of my past relationships (do one night stands count as relationships?), that a few words of flattery often opened up a girl's legs to a night of pleasure. Or should I do what had been my most sure fire way of getting laid more times than not....get her hammered? I played all three scenarios in my head and a few more high risk ones before settling on using a mixture of all three if need be.
She was the last one to arrive on Friday night, a good twenty minutes late, clearly trying to avoid any alone time with me. The look on her face when we first made eye contact showed just how nervous and anxiety-ridden she was about our secret coming out. I realized then that she felt she was to blame and knew that blackmail was a viable option if needed.
Every time she sucked her straw from her drink I imagined my cock being the straw. My psychological need to have my sister was as Freudian as possible and one need I planned to make happen. I was sure to make eye contact on numerous occasions, each time my eyes and smile attempting to speak for me. Her flushed face and quick eye contact breaks only enhanced my confidence that I could use her insecurity and guilt to my advantage.
Once dinner was done, I asked Lilly, my smile dripping with syrupy sweetness, "Can you give me a ride home, baby sister?"
She stammered, unable to hide her nervousness, but also unable to say no, "S-s-sure."
I followed behind, watching her tight ass sway in her jeans, disappointed she had not worn a skirt and pantyhose as every fantasy I had with her included nylons of some sort. We drove in silence for a couple of minutes before I opened the can of worms. "Lilly, we need to talk about what happened."
Tears instantly streamed down her face. "You can't tell Mom or Dad, they would make me live at home and I finally fit in somewhere."
I smiled, realizing she was more worried about being ratted out than by what she had done with me. "Lilly, I don't plan to tell on you, we are not kids any more. You have definitely become a woman."
Her face went red and she continued, "I can't believe you saw me."
I retorted, "I can't believe how good you were."
She went even redder if that was possible, but didn't respond.
I added, "Can I tell you something, baby sister?"
"I guess," she answered, nervously, staring at the road.
"You are an amazing cocksucker."
"Anthony!" she gasped.
"Seriously, baby sis. I have had quite a few girls gobble my cock, but I have never had someone do what you did."
"Can we not talk about this?" she asked, clearly uncomfortable with the conversation.
"Ok, Lilly, but answer me one question truthfully," I requested.
"Fine, what?" she agreed, clearly desperate to end this conversation.
"Did you enjoy sucking big brother's cock?"
"Anthony! How can you ask me that?" she asked, mortified.
"Because I think you did and..." I paused for dramatic effect before dropping the bomb, "I think you want to again."
Lilly's red face remained, as she stammered in fake denial, "I-I-I , it was wrong Anthony. You are my brother."
"That wasn't the question, baby sis. The question was did you enjoy it?"
"Yes," she admitted, frustrated, "but I never would have blown you if I knew it was you."
"Twice," I added.
"Fine, twice. It was wrong."
"Why?" I asked.
"Because it is incest," she replied, shocked that I didn't think it was a big deal.
"Lilly. You enjoy my cock in your mouth and I enjoyed your amazing mouth. There is nothing wrong with that." My hand wandered to her leg.
"Don't!" She weakly protested.
"Lilly. I love you. I love you as a sister, and you are all I think about now," I admitted, my hand moving ever-so-slowly up her leg. I asked, "Can you honestly say you didn't enjoy it?"
"I-um-I, but it's wrong," she babbled, unable to deny the truth.
I moved my hand away and quickly pulled out my stiff cock from its restrictive cave.
Lilly noticed and begged, "Anthony, please put that away."
"Sorry sis, but you got it all big and hard, I think it only fair you help make it go down."
"I can't," she weakly replied, her resistance already breaking down. She took quick glimpses at my cock while she drove.
Going for broke and betting on her submissive nature, I ordered, "Pull over in that back alley sis."
"Please, no," she protested.
"Do it, baby sis. I know and you know you want to."
She hesitated only a second before putting her foot on the brake and turning into a dark alley. Once stopped, she clarified, "Ok, Anthony, but only this one time."
Knowing I had her hooked and that this would definitely not be the last time, I lied, "Of course, baby sis."
Her eyes giving away her hunger, she leaned forward and took my cock in her mouth. Instantly, I was in heaven. The first two times she had sucked my cock, she had no idea it was me, well, not until it was too late the second time, but this time she was sucking her brother's cock of her own accord. I was worried she would do a rush job this time, but she worshipped my cock like no other girl I ever had. She swirled her tongue around my mushroom top, teasing and pleasing it. Slowly, she went deeper down, somehow creating a whirlpool of saliva. It was like being in a warm pussy. She kept a steady, but slow pace as she began bobbing up and down on my cock. I watched in the dark with satisfied glee, knowing that my sister was going to be my personal cocksucker all weekend long. I don't know how long she made love to my cock with her mouth but four songs played on the car radio and one was a Meatloaf song, so that is like two or three songs before she began to feverishly bob on my cock, each downward bob engulfing my whole nine-inch cock. Unable to resist such a dedicated effort, I shot a load of my cum down my sister's eager throat. Like the expert cocksucker she was, she didn't slow down at all as she swallowed every last drop of my cock. Eventually, she sat back up and without a word, put the car in drive and began driving.
I allowed my cock to stand at attention the entire drive home while we both sat in silence considering the implications of what just occurred. For her I assume she thought it was the final time, yet her odd glimpse at my still stiff cock told me she still craved her big brother's cock, and I could easily break her weak resistance whenever I wanted to.
A minute before arriving at our parents', Lilly asked, "Would you please put it away?"
"I thought you may want to have seconds," I teased.
Turning the corner to our parents' block, she said, her tone serious, "I'm serious Anthony, that was the last time."
I put my cock back in my pants and said, "If you say so, baby sis, but if you get the craving...."
She sighed as she pulled into our parents' driveway. She looked at me, attempting to be strong, but I saw past her facade. "No seriously Anthony. This can't continue."
I feigned agreement. "Ok, ok, you are right."
A sigh of relief escaped her perfect cocksucking lips.
"But I got to ask one last thing?"
Nervous trepidation quickly returned to her face. "How did you get so good at it?"
"I don't want to get into this," she replied, unbuckling her seat belt.
"Lilly, you can tell me here or in the house," I threatened.
Her glacier glare surprised me, but she revealed the answer. "Long story short, I was the only virgin in the pledge group and I insisted I stay that way."
I gasped, "An 18-year-old virgin, I didn't know such a thing existed."
Her glare froze me as she continued, "So, since there is a lot is sex, I mean a lot, during initiation, I was given the option of sorority cocksucker or quitting."
"I can't believe you agreed."
Tears began welling in her eyes as she explained. "I planned to quit, but I finally felt like I fit in, unlike in high school. Yet, once I started I became addicted." As she continued her tears quit and her face flushed with excitement. "I loved the power of knowing I was getting some stranger off and I began to crave it."
She stopped, realizing she had gone way further than she had to.
"Craved what?" I asked, knowing the answer.
"Never mind," she said, getting out of the car before I could react. I followed behind thinking how I was going to get her lips wrapped around my cock again and as I watched her beautiful ass I began wondering if I could get her to the next level. Was she still a virgin? It seemed so. A plethora of filthy thoughts ricocheted in my head all of them ending with me taking my sister's virginity.
.....
A party at my parents' with over a hundred guests was not the most ideal time to attempt to get my sister to break her determined resistance to our incestuous relationship and get her to the point of no return. As expected, she did a pretty good job avoiding me, but she looked radiant in a red cocktail dress and black pantyhose that I worshipped. My obsession with finding out was added to my obsession with getting her mouth wrapped around my cock again and my growing compulsion to break her cherry.
Early in the afternoon she was in the kitchen cutting up cucumbers for veggie platters when I walked up behind her and whispered in her ear, "You look good enough to eat."
She spun around with a knife in her hand, her face flushed. "Anthony, not here."
Realizing she hadn't repeated yesterday's mantra that it wouldn't happen again, I smiled, but offered a dangling carrot, "Of course not, but the wine cellar has a lock on it."
Her eyes showing a hunger, she said in a whisper, "Ok, but when?"
"Text me when you are free," I offered.
She nodded shyly, and I said, "Lilly, I meant it. You look radiant."
Her cheeks continued to redden. "Thanks," she said shyly and returned to cutting cucumbers.
I left with a giddy feeling inside me, hoping I could use this to give her some pleasure in return. I figured she desperately needed an orgasm and if I gave her an earth-shattering one, which I was confident I could, maybe I could get her to the next level.
I checked my phone every couple of minutes, excited like I would be on Christmas morning when I was a kid. The anticipation was killing me. Over an hour later I got a one-word text: now.
Like a dog that quickly rushes to his Master when he is called, I scurried to my secret rendezvous with my sister. As soon as I was in the wine cellar, I locked the door and my sister was waiting anxiously.
I tried to act casual as I walked to her. She clearly was expecting me to unbuckle my pants and release my cock for her to pleasure, but instead I lifted her up onto the desk in the corner as she protested. "W-w-what are you doing?"
"Giving you a taste of heaven," I answered.
She was confused and suddenly in panic mode as she protested, "No, Anthony, we can't do that!"
I smiled and put my finger to her lips. "We are not doing that. I am just returning the favour, my pretty."
Her eyes were big as I moved to my knees and between her legs where I approached her enticing pantyhose. In a hurry, before she had time to process what I had in mind, I ripped the pantyhose at the crotch, pulled her pink panties to the side and made contact on her pussy lips with my tongue. Her trepidation continued, even as she let out a moan, "We shouldn't be doing thiiiiis."
I ignored her weak protest, confident the building pleasure in her pussy would override what her conscience argued. I sucked her clit into my mouth and smiled as she let out a scream that could not be construed any other way than extreme pleasure. I used a technique I had perfected while overseas, where I mixed long wide paintbrush tongue strokes on her now wet pussy lips, with quick attacks on her clit. The objective was to tease and please, allowing the orgasm to build continually to a powerful final crescendo of pleasure. I admit I have fucked a lot of girls where it was a wham, bam, thank you girl-I-don't-even-know-your-name, but when I cared about a girl, I made sure she enjoyed it as much as I did...and right now, all I cared about was making sure my sister had the most intense orgasm of her young life.
Not surprisingly, her protests had been silenced as the pleasure took over and the only sound in the room was moans that were increasing in length and volume as the crescendo got close to eruption. Knowing she was close, I went in for the kill. I swirled my tongue around her now swollen clit in a constant teasing motion, before moving my tongue on her clit and repeating the swirling pressure.
Her moans and mumbling gave away her desperation to come. "Oh God, Anthony, don't stop. Oh my, oh my, oh my, I didn't know it could, it could, aaaah, feel like this, oh, oh, oh, oh, aaaaaaaaaaaaaaahhhh."
She was a gusher and I was rewarded for my hard work with the sweetest tasting juice I had ever savoured. I continued lapping up her excessive juice as her orgasm continued to pulse through her. Less than a minute later, she begged, "Please stop Anthony, it is so sensitive down there."
I obliged and moved away from between her pantyhose-clad legs and stood to face her, my face glistening with her juice. Her face was red and you could tell she was still not completely recovered from her orgasm as she sheepishly whispered, "I have never had that done before."
"Never?" I replied, acting shocked even though I thought that might be the case.
She shook her head no.
I replied, "It was the least I could do."
She smiled and got off the desk and wobbled a bit both because of the heels she was wearing and the weakness in her jelly legs. She began to get on her knees when I said, "I would so love to have you go down on me, baby sis, but we don't have time before the speeches."
Looking at her watch, she freaked out a bit, "Oh, God, how long have we been down here?"
I shrugged, giving a corny line, "I don't know. Time stood still when I was pleasing you."
Her face went flush again and I leaned in and kissed her softly and gently, not like brother and sister, but like two lovers would do.
She kissed back and after a moment of sweet intimacy, I said with a smile, "Raincheck?"
A different side of my sister emerged for the first time as she grabbed my still very hard cock and replied, "Definitely."
I desperately wanted to have her sweet lips around my cock again right then, but I knew we didn't have time and by playing the sexual chivalry card I hoped set the tone for my future plans...her virginity.
End of Part 2...
Coming later in 2012...later that night!



        Curiosity Fucked the Straight Guy

        Straight father submits himself and family to black teen.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/curiosity-fucked-the-straight-guy

Title: Curiosity Fucked the Straight Guy

Author: silkstockingslover

Category: Gay Male

Description: Straight father submits himself and family to black teen.

Tags: straight male, mom, dad, son, anal, interracial, submission, gay first time, gay incest

Series: Curiosity


Editor's Note: this story contains incest content.
NOTE 1: A special thank you to Estragon and Goamz86 for editing this lengthy multi-chaptered journey.
Curiosity: Fucked the Straight Guy
I can't explain for the life of me when I suddenly became curious. I mean I am 44 and have never found any man remotely attractive. Oh sure, I can tell when a man is good looking, the same way I am sure my wife knows when a woman is attractive...that doesn't make her a dyke. That said, whenever I had quality alone time, which was often because I traveled for work, I often imagined sucking a cock or taking a cock up the ass. I had no interest in fucking another guy, yet the thought of getting fucked became an obsessive an unhealthy obsession.
In all truth, the obsession happened completely by accident. I was reading stories online on Literotica, like I often do, when I began reading a new author I really enjoyed. She wrote in a variety of genres that really turned my crank like lesbian, group, incest, and loving wives. After flying through her entire portfolio in a few stroke-filled days, all that was left were her gay stories. I can say in all truth, I had never read a gay story, oh sure some stories had gay sub-plots and so forth, but I had never consciously chose to read a gay story. Yet, curiosity got the best of me (a very ironic pun I agree), and I clicked on one of her stories. I read them all in one night and somehow shot a full load while reading them.
The next night, I did what I often do when I like a story; I went to the end and clicked on some of the similar themed stories. Every story was about some straight guy, who had never even considered a guy sexually, ending up on his knees sucking cock and inevitably taking a cock up his virgin butt. In almost all cases the straight guy was shy and submissive while the other was a dominant who ridiculed and verbally abused him...in many ways it felt like my marriage...minus actually having sex. I read a variety of similar stories:
-A straight guy who picks up a hitchhiker and before he knows it is having his faced used like a pussy.
-a straight guy who walks into a bathroom at a bar and accidentally walks in on a scrawny white kid sucking a black man's large cock...a few days later the straight white guy is begging to suck the black man's impressive rod.
-a straight guy is at a gym and goes into a sauna where an older man suggests the straight guy is a closet faggot...the straight guy denies it adamantly, yet soon he is a submissive little plaything for this older man.
I couldn't help it, but after reading these stories what started as an intriguing fascination of 'oh my God who would do that' became a compulsive obsession with becoming a cocksucking faggot.
I searched for glory holes in towns I was traveling to, I read personal websites and asked a lot of questions under a newly created username bottomcurioushusband which I think was a very true descriptor.
I asked questions like:
I am 44 and suddenly curious about sucking a cock, yet I am married and straight. Has anyone else had similar desires? Maybe I am having a mid-life crisis.
How would a man who has never had anything in their ass actually go about preparing it for a hypothetical first time bottom experience?
I received many answers, some great advice and a couple of offers to meet some of the responders, which only increased my taboo desire to try it.
I went to an adult store while on a trip and bought anal lube as advised, and the smallest anal toy I could find. I rushed back to the hotel, excited to try it, flipped open my computer, pulled up one of my favourite gay submission stories, undressed and got ready. In advance, I lubed the small two-inch toy and placed probably way too much lube on my puckered anal entrance. As I read the story, my cock became rock hard quickly and I slowly pushed the toy inside me. There was resistance at first, but it quickly weakened and I felt a rush of adrenalin at having something, albeit really small, in my ass. It didn't hurt; on the contrary, I wanted more. I tried pushing the toy deeper, but it was all in and my mood shifted from excited to frustrated. I leaned onto my back and wiggled the toy in my ass as my free hand began stroking my erection. I continued reading the story as both hands moved quickly and in less than two minutes I was shooting cum straight up in the air.
After cleaning the toy, I decided I would return to the store tomorrow and get a bigger toy. Over the next couple of days, I bought and tried progressively bigger toys, getting accustomed to things in my butt. Each time I got off from pleasuring my ass, I craved more...I craved the real thing.
...
About a month later, after having experimented with a wide variety of toys in my ass, including walking around all day with a butt plug in my ass; fate made my curiosity a reality. I was in a rather posh hotel when it happened. I should note I am decent looking and in great shape for my age; I had just finished working out when fate intervened. I was in the gym shower washing away my sweat when a younger guy, probably no more than twenty, joined me. Since my fascination with sucking a cock began, I have often taken quick glimpses of every man I could. No one had seemed to notice...until now.
I looked and saw a decent sized cock, semi-erect, attached to the pretty boy. He dripped rich kid prep. I didn't glance any longer than a couple of seconds, but he seemed to notice.
"Hey old man, do you like what you see?" he asked, with a slight smile.
"Excuse me?" I responded, attempting to be oblivious to his implication.
He chuckled. "I am pretty sure you were checking out my package."
I stammered, my face flushed, "N-n-no, I wasn't."
"Too bad," he shrugged, grabbing his cock and stroking it slowly.
No matter how much I tried to look away, I couldn't take my eyes of the growing cock. He continued this until all eight inches, two more than my cock, were fully erect.
"For a guy who isn't a faggot, you sure are drooling over my meat," he assessed accurately.
I stammered, hypnotized by his stiff rod, "I-I-I have never done anything like this before."
"Hmmmm...a straight faggot. I love it." He chuckled again.
I continued to stare at his erection, my own cock now erect too, as I winced at being called a faggot.
"And for a straight man, your cock is telling a different story."
Suddenly, I realized I was in my own erotica story. I stood frozen, wanting to drop to my knees but unable and petrified of someone walking in. My resistance as weak as the French were in both World Wars, I questioned, "What if someone comes in?"
"We were the only two working out this morning and if they do all they will see is a straight man, oh a straight married man, sucking his first cock."
My red face went redder as he noticed my wedding ring. I said nothing, but continued staring at his erect cock.
He finally gave me an ultimatum. "Cocksucker, I don't have all day. Either get on your knees and suck my cock like it is obvious you want to or stop drooling and I will go wake up my girlfriend for a morning quickie."
I hesitated only briefly before falling to my knees in front of this confident young man. I looked up and saw his smug smile that only made the embarrassment that much greater...yet, I desperately wanted to feel his cock in my mouth.
I took it in my hand and slowly moved up and down tentatively until this nameless stranger said, "I can stroke my cock myself old man, get sucking like the faggot you are."
Accepting that his words were true, and that detached fantasy had become a living reality, I opened my mouth and leaned forward.
As soon as my mouth was wrapped around his cock, he moaned, "That's it cocksucker, make your dream come true."
I was tentative at first, but did to his cock what I liked having done to mine. I swirled my mouth around his cock head, creating extra saliva to attempt to bathe his cock...like my wife used to do before we were married. After creating this lake of lust, and hearing his moans increase, I got more confident and began bobbing back and forth.
"That's it faggot, take all my cock," the hung stranger moaned.
Suddenly determined to get all eight inches in my mouth, I continued bobbing back and forth, each time taking a little more in my mouth.
"That's seven, cocksucker, only one more inch."
Although I wasn't sure I could take more in my mouth without gagging, I pushed myself further.
"There you go, sissy, you did it. You got all eight inches of my meat. Now get me off."
Eager to taste my first load of cum, I furiously bobbed on his cock like a slutty teenage girl, not the forty-four year old married father of two I was.
"I'm getting close, faggot," he grunted, which had my free hand going to my cock. I pumped my cock quickly while keeping a similar pace on his cock. A minute later, I heard a grunt and felt him spray his cum into my mouth. I eagerly swallowed the salty seed that was way less unpleasant than I expected. I continued to suck his cock, although slower now, milking the last of his seed.
I heard a door open and I quickly stood up, my face of shame branded on me. The unnamed young man I just pleasured smiled and complimented, "For a first time, you are a natural."
I didn't respond as an older man walked in. My erection still in full view, I attempted to cover it, which only made what I had just done even more obvious.
The younger man shut off his shower and said to the older gentleman, "He is a great cocksucker, if that floats your boat." As he left, the young man said, "Thanks for the blow job, faggot."
My face was redder than Hell itself as I wanted to flee, but then I would be in the same room as him again.
The old man shook his head in disgust, making me feel even dirtier, and he headed towards the sauna.
I finished my shower, realizing I still had a full head of shampoo, while oddly savouring the lingering after taste of my first mouthful of cum. My cock refused to shrivel and I eventually grabbed a towel and hurried to my room.
Once inside, I replayed the events of my first gay experience, as I furiously beat off. Now alone in my room, my shame disappeared and I was eager to do it again. I suddenly felt like a teenager after losing my virginity...I was addicted.
Sadly, my job called and I had to head off to work, my neglected cock begging for attention.
Unfortunately, I didn't see my unnamed stud again, even though I made sure to be in the gym at the same time the next day. I returned to my family with a dark secret, and an even bigger craving to do it again and again.
...
It was two weeks later, two excruciatingly long weeks later, before I was on the road again. Confident that it was no longer just a lingering curiosity but now a burning craving, I searched for gay bars and glory holes, and stiff cocks in Atlanta. I even flew in a day early, lying to my wife (my whole life was becoming a lie), to start my hunt for cocksucking opportunities.
I checked in and headed over to a gay dance bar I read about online. It was infamous for being a great pick up joint. I arrived early, ordered a double rum, and surveyed the bar. Even though I craved sucking cock, I still didn't find men attractive. It wasn't like when I was single and on the prowl for pussy...then I scanned the club, choose my prey and turned on the charm (sometimes it worked, sometimes it didn't).Now, I didn't even know where to start.
I sat at the bar for a few songs before this built man, probably thirty or so, asked, "First time here?"
"Y-y-yes," I stammered, suddenly feeling insecure in comparison to this Greek Adonis of a man.
"Can I buy you a drink?" he offered.
"S-s-sure," I managed to agree. He snapped his fingers and the bartender quickly poured me another double and a beer for my godlike stranger.
When both had our drinks in hand, he said, "I'm Greg."
"Evan."
"So what brings you to my little establishment?"
"You own this place?" I asked amazed.
He shrugged as if it was no big deal, "Yeah, have since it opened in 2008."
"Wow," I replied.
"So you from here?"
"No, I actually live in a suburb outside of Boston."
"Cool. I have always wanted to go. Why you in the wonderful city of Atllanta."
"For business," I offered.
"No pleasure?" he smiled, flirtingly.
Shy, but hungry, I replied, "Well, maybe some pleasure."
"Greg, there is a fight in the bathroom," a flamboyant and screamingly gay waiter Interrupted.
"Don't go anywhere, Evan," he said, squeezing my leg and disappearing into the growing crowd of the bar.
I was a crazy mixture of extreme excitement and turbulent trepidation. I was eager, desperate even, to suck another cock yet the thought of maybe more was downright scary. The thought of getting fucked was still intriguing, but I wasn't sure I was ready for it yet, even though I had prepared my ass as best I could.
I finished my second double and the bartender smiling knowingly, had a third ready instantly. I smiled back shyly.
A few minutes later, my third double half done, Greg returned. He continued our conversation as if he had never left. "So, first time here, from the great big north, married, yet at a gay club...you are an interesting fella Evan."
He paused, finished his beer, and continued his assessment. "Based on your shy demeanour, you are a gay virgin, but curious. Am I right?"
"Yes and no," I whispered.
"Well, now you got me curious. Let's continue this conversation somewhere a bit quieter." He didn't ask my opinion, but grabbed my hand and pulled me through the crowd. We went through a door and into a room that was nicer and bigger than my hotel room. He went to the bar, topped up my drink, and suggested I join him on the leather couch. He pressed a remote control and six TV's came on. They were all security cameras spread throughout the bar.
I scanned them and originally saw nothing of interest, until Greg said, "Can you see that?"
"What?" I asked, searching for whatever he was fascinated by.
"Camera 5. There is a dude under the table," he pointed out.
I looked closer and indeed he was right. A stunned, "Wow," escaped my lips.
"So back to your last statement, 'Yes and no'."
I blushed, but gave a short version of my one and only cocksucking experience.
"And you have craved sucking another cock every since then," he assessed.
"Yes," I admitted.
"But you don't want to be fucked?"
"I don't know," I honestly answered.
"But you do want to suck my dick?"
I admitted, "Yes."
"How badly?" he asked while standing up.
"Desperately," I replied, embarrassed but hungry.
He unbuckled his pants and his cock sprang out. It was smaller than my first in length, but he made up for it in girth. I stared at it like I did my first naked girl.
"Don't just stare at it, Evan, quench your thirst."
I didn't need to be told twice. Four doubles had me intoxicated, but I would have done this stone cold sober. I took his cock in my mouth and sucked just his thick mushroom top. I swirled my tongue around it, I treated it like it was the best tasting lollipop ever and I wanted it to melt in my mouth. Slowly, I took more in, once I got used to its substantial width. He moaned, always saying my name, which because of the taboo act was just as naughty as being called a faggot. "That's it Evan. Worship my cock. You love my cock, don't you?"
I briefly took it out of my mouth, my desire to please now controlling me. "Yes, Greg, your cock feels so good in my cocksucking mouth."
I returned to sucking as he continued, "Evan, you are a natural born cocksucker and in time you will make a very good bottom."
I moaned a 'thank you' as I began to pick up the pace.
He demanded, "Tell me you love my cock more than your wife's pussy."
That wasn't even going to be a lie. I replied, "I love your cock way more than my wife's ironclad locked-down cunt."
"Do you know who else has a cunt, Evan?"
Confused, I quit sucking and looked up from my submissive position.
He smiled, "You do, don't you Evan?"
Realizing his implication, I played along. "Yes, sir, I have a tight little cunt."
"Show me your cunt, Evan," he ordered.
My eyes went big, but while my mind processed the order, my hands were already fumbling with my pants. He watched, amused, as I struggled to get undressed.
Once naked, he bent me over and spread my ass cheeks. "Wow, you have a pretty little cunt, Evan!"
"Thank you," I replied, although it sounded absurd.
"Do you want to have your cunt fucked, Evan?" he asked, as I felt a finger slide inside my virgin cunt.
For the second time I could make my fantasy a reality, but once I said yes there was no turning back. It was one thing to suck a cock, it was another entirely to allow a stranger to take my anal cherry. Yet, the words out of my mouth were all that mattered. "Yes, please fuck my pussy."
"You want me to be your first?" he asked, while pumping my ass with his finger, while wiggling it around, loosening me up for his thick rod.
"Yes," I moaned, suddenly wanting nothing more than to be fucked. To be treated like a slut. I begged, "Make me your bitch."
He slapped my ass and added a second finger inside my virgin butt. He explained, "A virgin pussy like yours needs to prepped for my cock or else you may tear."
I moaned, "Yes, get me ready for your thick rod."
His fingers in my ass had me delirious with craving. Somehow he spun them around, slowly widening my ass, gaping it open, as I had read about in some online stories. "Getting closer," he promised.
"Oh god, please, I want your cock so bad," I whimpered, like the submissive bottom I wanted to be.
He chuckled, "You are one eager little virgin, aren't you?"
"Yes, I have wanted this for awhile," I admitted.
"Beg for it, Evan."
Desperate to please him, desperate to feel his cock in my ass, I begged, "Please take my anal virginity, fuck my virgin pussy, make me the bottom I crave to be."
His fingers left my ass and I felt empty. I looked back to see him coat his cock with lube and go behind me. "Are you ready, Evan? Ready to get your tight cunt reamed?"
I could feel his cockhead and I pushed back like the horny slut I was, "Oh god yes, make me your bitch, your slut, your faggot...aaaaaaaaaaaah fuck oh my God." He slowly pushed forward widening my ass in a way I couldn't begin to explain. The pain wasn't intense, but it was definitely there. I grit my teeth and just allowed the buff stranger to slowly get my ass used to his girth.
He explained, "Your pussy is probably burning a bit right now, Evan. Don't worry, it will dissipate in a bit and it will turn into a pleasure you have never experienced before, but have desperately craved."
I whimpered, through gritted teeth, "Kkkkkkkk."
Every time he pushed deeper into my no longer virgin cunt, I thought I was filled to the most I could possibly take, but then I would feel him go deeper in me. I continued to whimper like a school-girl for an eternity. The burn wasn't going away as promised.
"Your pussy is so fucking tight Evan. I could stay in it forever," he complimented.
My next words surprised him as it surprised me. "Oh god, Greg, please start fucking me. Use my pussy."
He obliged, although he started slow. He warned, "Just so you know Evan, there was still another inch yet to fill your pretty little pussy entirely."
I couldn't believe it. Another inch. There was no way I could fit his whole cock in me. I moaned though, ignoring my insecurities, "Oh God, I love your cock in my pussy."
"The second I saw you at the bar all timid, I knew what you wanted...what you needed...what you craved."
As promised, the burning slowly shifted to a pleasure unlike any other. My whimpers gone, I moaned, "Yes, I needed to be fucked like the little girl I am."



"Hmmmm, since you are a girl," he grunted, "we should give you a girl's name."
The idea made my cock flinch with excitement. "Yes, rename your bitch," I eagerly moaned. A new name meant a new life, one where I could be who I wanted to be.
"Let's see, all we have to do Evan is take away the n and what to we got?" he asked, making me say it first.
He was now sliding his cock in and out quicker, although never completely going all the way in. I moaned, a haze of excitement and submission, "Eva, my name is Eva."
"Good girl," he purred and stunned me by pulling out.
Like an addicted crystal meth addict, I bellowed, "Noooooo."
He chuckled as he went to the closet. "If you are Eva now, you should dress the part."
I stayed on all fours, legs spread open, easily the worst position to ever be caught in, waiting submissively.
He returned with a red wig and stockings. He handed them to me and ordered, "Put these on and return to your position, Eva. I will be back in a couple of minutes."
"You are leaving me here?"
He smiled, "Already needy. You may really have already become Eva."
I flushed red again and after he dressed and left, I stared at the stockings. I didn't even know how to put them on properly. Being alone gave me time to reconsider what I was doing. This becoming a girl had never been part of my fantasies, yet obeying his requests was a major turn-on. I began to put the stockings on, when the same flamboyant waiter from earlier walked in. I quickly tried to cover myself.
"Greg sent me in to make sure your feminization was going ok," he announced, walking over to me.
"He did?" I asked dumbfounded.
The gay waiter smiled. "Yes, he will be back in a few minutes."
"Oh," I replied, disappointment washing over me.
"First time in stockings?" he correctly assumed.
"Um-yeah," I replied, my frustration at putting on the stockings building.
He fell to his knees and took the crumpled stocking. "Here, let me help."
I watched as he rolled the stocking onto his hand expertly and slowly put it on my foot and up my leg. His soft hands on my legs had my cock begging for attention. He replicated the slow procedure on my other leg. Once done, he stood back up and grabbed the wig. Once it was on, he smiled and said, "With a little make-up you would make a pretty girl."
What should have been a major insult instead excited me. He went into the closet and returned with a make-up bag. He then sat on the couch beside me and as he called it, "Put my face on." He put eyeliner, blush and lipstick on.
Once done, he stood up and looked me over. It felt incredible awkward, as if I was a piece of meat. He smiled, clearly impressed with his work, and said, "Greg will love you." Without another word he left, leaving me alone and half-dressed as a girl.
Being alone was excruciating as I just waited, like a late night booty call, for him to return. I caressed my own stocking clad leg. I had always liked the silky feel of stockings even though my wife had long quit wearing them for me. It was almost an hour, my cock long since tamed and flaccid, before Greg returned.
He apologized, "Sorry for taking so long, but I am a bit short staffed tonight."
I mumbled, "It's ok."
He smiled, walking over to me, "Oh my, Alex made you fucking gorgeous."
I blushed at the strange compliment. "Thank you."
"Are you ready to finish what we started, Eva?"
I nodded as he dropped his pants again. I took his semi-erect cock back in my mouth, preparing it for my pussy. He moaned, "That's it Eva. Get my cock nice and hard for your tight pussy."
I moaned, eager to make exactly that happen. My ass felt empty and I craved having it filled again. Feeling Greg's double-wide grow in my mouth and knowing it was because of me, was a huge turn-on. One it had grown to its fully erect size, I changed my style. Unlike the last time when I slowly pleasured his cock, this time, I bobbed on it back and forth furiously.
"Good girl," he purred as he pulled his cock out of my mouth.
Without instruction I resumed my submissive, ready-to-get-fucked, position. He lubed his cock again and returned to finish the job he started. He placed his slippery stick at my pussy and slowly re-entered me. The burning sensation immediately returned, but it was a much number pain than his first penetration.
I let out a whimper as he pushed deeper into me, my pussy eagerly attempting to open for him. "You are so fucking tight, Eva," he grunted, his hands on my stocking-clad ankles. "And I love a girl in stockings."
He suddenly stopped and asked, "Are you ready to have your pussy really fucked, Eva?"
"Oh god yes. Please fuck me like some cheap slut," I begged, wanting nothing more.
"Get ready, this first stroke is a doozy," he warned, bucking his hips forward.
I screamed, an intense pain shuddering through me as he filled my ass, my pussy, with all his cock. He again just held it there, his cock entirely inside me, allowing me to get used to it, as the pain slowly faded. He explained, "Eva. Your pussy may be the tightest I have ever felt. I just want you to stay there and get accustomed to the feeling of a big, hard, cock inside you. How does it feel?"
I whimpered, "It still hurts, but yet feels so fucking good."
"Just relax, the hurt will go away and the sweet pleasure will take over," he advised.
I obeyed, just allowing my ass to get used to being full. He continued, "You are so pretty, Eva. If I threw a dress on you and sent you out there you would be devoured whole. You would be sucking cock after cock after cock, while your tight pussy got drilled over and over and over again. Would you like that, Eva? To be a gangbang slut?"
Every word he said only made my decline to utter cock submission more appealing. I suddenly envisioned being taken in both holes, being used by man after man. Finally, I replied, actually wanting such an incomprehensible thing to happen to me, "Oh yes, I would love to be fucked over and over again. But first, please, fuck me. I am ready."
"Are you sure?"
"I have never been surer of anything in my life. Please fuck my ass," I begged.
"You mean your pussy?" he corrected.
I played along. "Yes. My pussy, my cunt, my fuckhole...please pound me like the little girl I am."
Suddenly, I felt him begin to slowly move in and out of my ass. Each almost pull out and emptying of my ass, was soon replaced by his full manhood. The feeling of empty and full was the most thrilling and frustrating feeling ever.
I wanted it harder...I wanted it faster...I wanted it deeper. I begged, "Don't make love to my pussy, fuck it. Fuck it hard."
This seemed to surprise him, but he obliged and began quick hard thrusts. He grunted, "Like this, slut?"
I huffed and puffed, unable to complete a sentence, the mixture of pleasure and pain clouding my brain. "Oh-yes-aaaaah-fuck-god-fuck-yes-aaaaah."
"I'll take that as a yes," he chuckled as he continued his piston like pumping of my clearly no longer virgin back end.
My cock felt stiffer than I ever felt it before, yet I was stuck in the eternal vastness of orgasm limbo. I wanted to come so bad, yet nothing happened, even though my cock was constantly feeling intense pulses of pleasure.
He pounded my pussy for a long time before warning, "I got one of the patron faggots to blow me while you were getting feminized, Eva. I am not even close yet."
"Aaaah, good," I squeaked out, "I don't want this to end."
"I need a break; you bounce back on my cock, Eva. Fuck yourself like a good little slut."
I obeyed, like the good little slut I wanted to be, as I bent back and began bouncing back and forth, taking his cock even deeper in me. A pain returned briefly, but quickly subsided as I fucked myself on his beautiful cock. I could feel his balls slap on my ass with each backwards thrust, each thrust a constant reminder I was being fucked by a guy. I bounced back on his cock forever, until he finally picked me up, flipped me on my back, grabbed my legs together, leaned forward and hammered me from a new intense angle. I don't know if he went deeper, but from this position, the sensation was completely different. I closed my eyes until he demanded, "Look at me when I fuck you, Eva!"
I opened my eyes and watched him. Perspiration dripped as he pulverized my pussy.
A few more minutes in this new submissive position and he began grunting more and he asked, "I'm close Eva. Where do you want my cum?"
Without hesitation I answered, "I want to taste you. Please come in my mouth."
He quickly pulled out and shoved his cock in my eager mouth. He surprised me by holding my head with both hands and began to face-fuck me. He grunted, "Get ready, Eva."
Seconds later I was swallowing my second ever load of cum. The taste was completely different, yet oddly similar, and I eagerly savoured every drop. Once spent, he pulled out and asked, "Do you want to come?"
My raging hard-on spoke for me. "Oh god, yes."
He fell to his knees and took my cock in his mouth. He deep throated me easily and in less than thirty seconds I warned, "I'm going to come."
He kept sucking and as soon as he shoved two fingers back into my gaping ass, I sprayed his throat with my cum. He didn't slow down until long after I was done.
Finally, he stood up and smiled, "So did you enjoy yourself?"
Exhausted, yet still craving more, I replied, "It was way better than anything I fantasized."
"You will be sore tomorrow," he warned.
"I imagine so," I replied, unable to get used to the emptiness in my ass.
As he got dressed, he suggested, "and if I were you I would give yourself time to recover. The biggest mistake a newbie makes is allowing his ass to be fucked too much before it is accustomed to the pleasurable violation."
"Really?"
"Yep. Trust me I have a fair amount of experience in bottoming virgins like you, although I have never felt such a tight ass as yours."
"Thanks, I guess," I replied with an awkward smile.
He said, "If you lived here, I would regularly top you."
"I wish," I honestly replied.
"I need to get back to the club. Feel free to stay here till you are recovered. But be warned, Alex was checking you out."
"He was?" I asked, not used to being checked out.
"Trust me. I imagine he had to restrain himself from gobbling your cock when he got you ready. He loves guys in drag."
"Oh," I replied, dazed.
"Keep the stockings. They look really good on you."
He disappeared and I was alone and strangely craving more cock to suck. I kept the stockings on, but dumped the wig and got dressed. I returned to the club and got a lot of strange looks.
An older man, probably fifty, said, "Well, aren't you pretty?"
I suddenly realized I still had make-up on. I was embarrassed and quickly went to the bathroom to clean myself up. I was looking at myself in the mirror when the older man reached around from behind, grabbed my cock and said, "Follow me, pretty boy."
I mindlessly followed him into a bathroom stall. As soon as the door was closed, he pushed me onto my knees and dropped his trousers. "Is this what you want, pretty boy?"
I didn't answer but instead took his smaller five-inch cock in my mouth. The smaller cock was a pleasant change and I easily deep-throated him. All I wanted was to feel his cum spray down my throat so I sucked his cock eagerly ignoring my usual foreplay tease.
Within a couple of minutes he was moaning, "That's it pretty boy, I'm almost there." A few seconds later I was swallowing his cum, which although not as sweet as my last two, quenched my thirst.
Once done, he buckled himself up and said, "Thanks pretty boy."
I remained on my knees as he left the stall quickly.
Exhausted, I quickly washed my face and left the club.
The next day was all day meetings, followed by a supper with a new potential client. The whole evening my brain played tricks on me. I wondered if his cock was big. I wondered if the twenty-year-old waiter would allow his tip to be a blow job. I wondered how long I had to wait before getting the thrill of a cock in my ass again. When I excused myself to go the bathroom, I glimpsed at the guy beside me taking a piss.
He noticed and said, "What the fuck are you doing?"
I stammered, "N-n-nothing," and quickly looked away embarrassed.
Back at the table, I couldn't believe how much I craved a cock in my mouth. Every guy I saw was a faceless potential cock. Yet, I was still way to uncomfortable too actually aggressively offer my eager cocksucking services.
That night I ended up jerking off in my hotel room, before returning to the bland existence of suburbia.
...
The next six months I became more confident in myself and had sucked men, young and old, in over a dozen cities and had my bottom tapped eight more times. Being on the road, I left my vanilla existence behind. Living the double life was exhausting and I constantly stressed trying to balance my home life with my newfound sexuality.
Ironically, it was while at home during summer vacation that the two lives collided. It was while at home that I became the personal faggot for one of my son's baseball teammates...but that is an entirely different story.
Curiosity: Got Him a Black Teen Top
In part one, my curiosity got the better of me and I had my first cocksucking and later my first bottom experience. Having a job where I traveled a lot allowed me to begin to have a whole new life. On the road, I was a faggot who loved sucking cock and being a bottom to complete strangers. It was exhilarating, but the emptiness I felt when at home when I had to live the father, husband vanilla life was becoming harder to do. I craved cock like someone craves nicotine. And just like when quitting smoking you go through withdrawal, I was going through withdrawal too.
I mean I love my kids. Actually, if it wasn't for them I would have left my wife years ago. I still love her, I just don't love-love her. The thrill is long dead. I mean she is still quite attractive, but the sexy, naughty side of her died after my daughter was born. She went through some serious postpartum depression and her vagina and sexual appetite shrivelled up like a raisin. We were going through the motions now, having sex a few times a year and just biding our time. My daughter was going into grade twelve and would be turning eighteen in a couple of months while my son just ended his first year of college. I was actually considering ending the marriage, the charade of my duel existence becoming too much. When at home, I constantly craved cock and wasn't sure how much longer I could resist my growing need to suck cock and was I willing to risk everything to quench my thirst for cum...when my problem was solved for me.
It was at my son's ball game when it began, innocently. I was watching the warm-ups when I noticed the outfielder, grabbing his crotch to adjust himself. Instantly, I wondered if the rumours were true about black men and their cocks. He was a tall, built, black man. Curiosity got the better of me and I spent the majority of the warm-up watching this black teenager. He adjusted himself twice more during warm-up and I assumed it was because his big black cock didn't fit his jockstrap. Or at least that was what I was imagining in the cocksucking fantasy I was currently having.
The game started and in the bottom of the first the black boy was called to the on deck circle. His name was Jimmy Jones I learned and he warmed up like a batter on deck does. As he reached down to pick up his bat he adjusted himself. When he moved back up he was eye-to-eye with me. I quickly looked to the field casually. He went to the plate and doubled in the first run. While at second, getting his lead he adjusted himself again and looked over to where I was sitting. I didn't think there was any way he could get a clear look at me from there, but I was suddenly self-conscious. I considered leaving as my secret desires had to remain under the surface, yet I couldn't leave my son's first game, even if he was on the bench. The next couple of innings went rather normal and I realized the thought that some 18-year-old kid could tell my secret was absurd...yet the next time he was in the on-deck circle he definitely looked directly at me and adjusted his package. I blushed as I tried to hide my growing hunger by looking away. I resisted the temptation to look back until he was at bat. I watched him from behind, his tight young ass seemingly wiggling at me, for me. Just before he stepped into the batter's box, he turned around and looked directly at me, through me. Again, I quickly looked away, like a shy school-girl.
Two pitches later he homered, giving his team a 3-1 lead. He made the same moves for the rest of the game. He grabbed his crotch a few more times, I thought he looked directly at me a few more times and I quickly looked away a few more times. It had become a game of cat and mouse and I was clearly the mouse.
Up 12-3 in the eighth, Jimmy was replaced by my own son, which seemed rather ironic. My son grounded out to end the inning, unfortunately. The game ended 12-4 and I went to meet my son. On my way there, I saw a smug Jimmy walking towards me. His smile stayed until he reached me.
"Did you enjoy the show?" he asked.
I replied, acting as manly as I could considering I badly wanted to see, touch and taste this young man's cock, "It was a good game."
"Not that," he said, shaking his head, his smile going wider, "Did you enjoy my show?"
"Excuse me?" I asked, feigning not to understand the implication.
Just then my son showed up. I said, "It was a good game, Simon."
"Thanks Dad, but I didn't do much." He shrugged.
"Win as a team, lose as a team," I countered.
Jimmy added his two cents' worth, "Yes, we need back-ups too Simon. People to help keep the starters motivated."
It seemed just a little condescending on the surface, yet, I briefly pondered if he was implying something sexual based on our very brief interactions.
An awkward pause followed before my son said, "I'm going to take a quick shower before we head home, ok."
"Sure, sure," I said, nervous and excited to be alone again with this confident teenager.
My son left and Jimmy asked, "So does he know?"
"Know what?" I asked, playing dumb.
"That his Daddy is a closet queer?"
"I am not!" I adamantly denied.
"You can seriously look into my face and tell me you don't want to taste some chocolate?"
He asked, grabbing his crotch again.
Even though my words denied his assumptions, my stiff cock and red cheeks couldn't hide my lust. I finally said, fighting my eagerness to taste the chocolate, "I need to go."
He grabbed my shoulder and leaned into my ear, "Look faggot. I know, I always know, when some supposed straight guy is really a queer. And you are definitely a queer, aren't you?"
"I-um-I," I stammered, rattled by his aggressiveness.
"Look daddy. There are lots of white faggots eager to be my little fuck-toy. If you want the privilege, tell me now!" he demanded.
I didn't make eye contact but whispered, "I do."
"You do what?" he asked, forcing me to say it.
"I want to be your fuck-toy," I admitted, humiliated, but added, "but please not here."
"Fair enough, no one else needs to know you're a faggot. But I do want to sample my merchandise today."
"Kkkkkkkk," I whispered, my mouth salivating over the thought of tasting his chocolate meat.
"I expect to meet you here at ten tonight, understood faggot?"
"Yes," I submissively agreed.
"Good, don't you dare be late, cocksucker," he warned before leaving.
I stood there frozen for a brief time before quickly adjusting my stiff cock and going to the car to wait for Simon. In the car, I briefly pondered the potential hazards of my new predicament. On the one hand, I desperately wanted to taste him, to suck my first black cock. Plus, his confident manner only enhanced my eagerness to submit. On the other hand, it was easy to get away with it hundreds or thousands of miles away, but in my own backyard the risk of getting caught increased exponentially. Also, he knew my son. The slippery slope was getting increasingly slick.



Simon showed up and I decided to inquire more about Jimmy. But first we talked ball. "So, you just missed a double on the foul ball."
"Yeah, then I grounded out," he sighed.
"Hey, the best players only get on base 3 out of 10 at bats," I pointed out.
"Well, the problem is getting ten at bats," he replied, clearly frustrated. He had been a starter his whole life and I was surprised to see him on the bench, although this was Division 1 ball and much more competitive than high school.
"You just got to pay your dues," I replied.
"I suppose. It's just this Jimmy kid rubs it in all the time."
"How so?" I asked, concerned for my son.
"Calls me the back-up, the white kid, or makes jokes like Simon says 'sit on the bench'. Juvenile crap, but it does get old pretty quick. What was he talking to you about?"
I lied, "I just told him nice home run."
Silence lingered as I realized the guy who I wanted to submit to was bullying my son. I decided I wouldn't meet him.
That night, although tempting, I resisted and stayed home.
The next afternoon, I returned from my jog to see that Simon had a few teammates over in our backyard swimming. I noticed Jimmy, his smug smile unreadable in his intent. I also noticed he was wearing a tight blue swimming Speedo that professional swimmers wear and it did little to conceal his deadly weapon...a weapon that could be my downfall.
I greeted, "Simon you didn't tell me we were having company."
Simon said, "Well practice was long, it was so hot and Jimmy suggested we come take a dip in our pool."
"He did, did he?" I replied, suddenly really worried about his intentions.
Jimmy jumped into the conversation, "I hope you don't mind Mr. Winston."
"Oh no, no. That's why we put the pool in, to cool down," I replied, realizing the innuendo I just set up.
Jimmy quickly retorted, taking the set-up, "Well, I definitely needed to cool down," his sexual innuendo only caught by me.
Desperate to get out of this awkward situation, I said, "I'm going for a shower. After I am done, why don't I throw some burgers on the barbecue?"
"Sounds great," Simon agreed.
I disappeared into the house and to the bathroom for a really, really, cold shower. While in there, I tried to figure out how to play this. I figured he wouldn't make a scene in front of his teammates so I would just act normal...whatever normal meant nowadays.
Out of the shower, I dressed and went to the kitchen to grab the burgers. I quickly marinated them and went to turn on the barbecue. Everyone was in the pool but Jimmy who was lying on a lawn-chair, his impressive package even more showcased than before. You could see the complete outline of his large stick. I tried not to stare, tried not to salivate, but it was like my eyes were being pulled by a magnet.
Jimmy noticed me staring, yet again, and stood up walking smugly to me, as was becoming the norm, as I scurried to my barbecue. I fired up the barbecue and hurried back to the kitchen, assuming he wouldn't follow. I was wrong. He followed me in and instantly said, "So you stood me up, faggot. That will be one punishment."
"What?" I asked.
"You heard me. Each disobedience equals one punishment. Although, you will never know when I will give it," he confidently explained.
"Jimmy enough," I said. "This is not going to happen."
"Daddy-faggot, you were drooling so much out there, I thought you might crawl between my legs and suck me off right then and there in front of your son," he smiled, adjusting his package in his skin tight Speedo.
I stammered, "I-I-I was not."
He laughed. "Y-y-you were too. You can't even look away now."
He was right. I couldn't take my eyes of the bulge so beautifully displayed in his tight blue Speedo. I shifted from denial to begging, "Please, stop."
"Stop? I am just getting started. Training you to be my personal fuck-toy will take some time. The training begins now with your first punishment," he explained, walking to my fridge. I watched stunned as he pilfered through my fridge until he said, "Excellent."
He closed the fridge and walked over to me. He glanced outside before walking behind me and demanding, his voice powerful and strong, "Don't you dare move, faggot-daddy."
I stood frozen, confused, and yet as his hand slid inside the back of my shorts, I felt my cock flinch. I felt something cold between my ass cheeks, and with one push the cold object was in my ass. My face was red as shame overwhelmed me, yet my now stiff cock stopped any pretence that I didn't enjoy it. The cold chill was numbing in a way I can't explain.
He treated me condescendingly. "Good boy. This will stay in your ass until I tell you. Is that understood daddy-faggot?"
I ignored his question, asking, "W-w-what is in me?"
"A baby carrot, and it stays there all day, a reminder that you are my bitch. Is that understood?"
"Please, we can't do this."
"You are a faggot that craves cock. I need a white boy to deposit my seed. It is perfect," he assessed.
"But you are my son's friend," I weakly protested, grasping at straws of morality.
"Simon is not my friend. He is my back-up in ball, nothing more, nothing less." Jimmy added, "And to make this sale permanent, you should probably sample the goods."
"What?" I asked in a stupor, both eager to submit and yet petrified to submit.
He pulled his tight Speedo down and released his almost ten-inch black snake. I stared at it in awe. It was way longer than anything I had sucked or fucked before. He smiled, "You have the same impressed look most white faggots have when they first get an up-close look at my meat. Now take a closer look."
His big hands were on my shoulders as he pushed me onto my knees. I forgot I was at home, I forgot my son was just outside and I forgot my wife could be home any second as I stared at the biggest, most delicious looking cock I had ever seen.
Jimmy asked, "So faggot, can you still resist it?"
I didn't even pretend to resist as I leaned forward and took it in my mouth. "Good boy," he moaned. I bobbed eagerly on his big stick, for less than a minute when the front door opened. I quickly stood up and Jimmy said, "That was just a sample, daddy-faggot. But you understand I own you now, right?"
I nodded, ashamed, yet accepting it as the gospel.
"We will talk later, slut," he smiled, squeezing my cock, and covering his chocolate stick just before my wife walked in.
Her usual blah look faded and she lit up as she greeted, "Jimmy. So nice to see you again."
"You as well, Mrs. Winston. You look more beautiful every day," he flirted shamelessly to my wife right in front of me.
I noticed my wife take a quick look below and the look in her eyes was obvious. She quickly averted her eyes, and turned to me. "How was your day?"
My wife glanced back at Jimmy as he went back outside, as I answered, "Just another day."
The carrot in my ass was a constant reminder of what had just occurred. My wife and I briefly chatted before I headed out to make burgers while my wife got the toppings and condiments ready.
The next half hour life was pretty normal, other than the vegetable in my ass, of course. It is odd how quick you get used to something lodged in your butt. It wasn't until I sat down to eat that I let out a little yelp in front of my wife and all the boys. My wife asked what was wrong and I said I just hit my funny bone, which wasn't possible, but she didn't catch on. I saw Jimmy smile, he and I the only ones who knew the real reason for my girly squeal.
After supper, I was cleaning the barbeque when Jimmy whispered in my ear, "That is the girly squeal I expect to hear a lot in the future, my faggot." The way he stressed the word 'my' sent a chill up my back. It was clear I was going to be his bitch. As he went to leave and join the boys downstairs for some Xbox marathon he slapped my ass, pushing the carrot a little deeper into my ass, which only made me want it to go deeper yet.
I couldn't sit still, and not because I had a carrot in my ass, but rather because I was anxiety riddled as I worried what Jimmy might do in my house and excited about the thought of tasting more of Jimmy's cock.
A couple of hours later, Jimmy came upstairs and said, his sweetness dripping with deceit, "Thanks for the hospitality Mr. and Mrs. Winston." He sounded like such a mild-mannered young man it was hard to believe he had been such a Dom just hours ago.
My wife, only seeing the gentleman, or, based on her smile, maybe she saw the same thing I did, a hung young stud, replied, "Oh, you are welcome here anytime you want, Jimmy."
"Thank you, Mrs. Winston," he smiled, "I may take you up on that offer."
Once he was gone, I realized the carrot, I was currently sitting on, could not be taken out without his permission. Just as I was thinking this my cell rang. I got up and grabbed it. The number was not familiar, but that was not uncommon because of my job. "Hello."
"I expect you in my car in five minutes."
Before I could respond he had already hung up. I had no idea how I was going to make a believable excuse to meet him.
"Who was that?" my wife asked.
"Eddie," I quickly lied, "He asked if I could come help him move a couch downstairs." Eddie was our neighbour and we often helped each other so this was a believable short-term excuse.
"Ok," she said and went back to reading some romance novel, which was quite ironic.
I quickly got ready and left the safety of normality for the completely unknown, but exciting world of submission. I walked to his car and quickly got in as if I was jumping into a getaway car. Once inside, he smiled, "That was quick. You are one eager little queer aren't you?"
"Yes," I replied letting go of any remaining inhibitions I had.
"Tonight, I am in a hurry, so you have five minutes to get me off or I add a new punishment."
I looked up and he said, "Well, don't just stare at me like some lovesick school girl, the clock has started."
In a flash, I was fumbling with his zipper and pulling out his mostly erect cock. I ignored the fact that I was in a car, in front of my house, and devoured his cock. I sucked it eagerly and passionately, desperate to make him happy, get him off and get the salty reward I craved. I was no longer a husband, no longer a father, I was a cocksucker and it made me feel so good. As his moans increased, a chill went up my spine knowing it was me getting him excited. I never slowed down, taking over seven inches of his cock in my mouth. It wasn't my usual slow and simmer blow job, but the end result was just the same as I felt his salty seed spray into my mouth, coating my throat. He came more than any other man I had pleasured, but I was able to swallow it all. I kept sucking, hungry to get any remaining cum, until he finally lifted me off his cock.
"Damn boy, you are on eager cocksucker. You still had a minute to spare," he said, seemingly impressed, which strangely made me proud.
His aftertaste lingered in my mouth, as I silently waited for him to say something.
Jimmy put his cock away and asked a completely out of the blue question. "Your wife will be at work tomorrow?"
"Yes," I answered, unsure why he was asking.
"And your daughter is at camp?"
I pondered how he knew that, but I answered, "Yes, she is a camp counsellor all summer."
"Good," he smiled, before asking an even odder question. "Does your wife still have her wedding dress?"
"Yeah, I am pretty sure she does," I considered, recalling it in the corner of her closet.
"Good. I expect you wearing it, a pair of your wife's panties and white stockings and be on your bed at one tomorrow afternoon," he revealed.
"What?" I asked stunned. "Don't you have practice?"
"We do, but the coach and I have a special agreement," he said, his smile making it obvious that the special agreement included the fact that he was fucking him too.
"Coach Carter?" I asked, incredulously. He was my coach twenty-five years ago and the most intense guy I ever met. His wife was the school principal. It just didn't seem plausible.
"Oh yeah," Jimmy chuckled. "I knew I could turn him queer the first time I was in the shower. He saw my cock and it was only a matter of time."
"He was straight then?" I asked.
"As an arrow," he smiled, "but one look at my cock and he began his descent into faggothood."
"I can't believe it," I said mindlessly, unable to comprehend Coach Carter, my hero growing up, being a faggot...like me.
"Oh yeah and he squealed like a little girl the first time I plugged his ass. Although I may need you to teach him how to suck cock, he still hasn't really got the hang of it."
I was mortified at the thought of Coach Carter knowing about my indiscretions. "Please no," I whispered.
He laughed. "You don't still think you have any say, do you?"
"No, but it can't get out that I...." I paused not sure how to describe myself.
"Am a cocksucking faggot who craves my cum?"
"Yeah," I agreed, ashamed and yet turned-on by the harsh humiliation.
"Now get out of here, faggot!" I began to leave, and he offered, "You are free to take the carrot out."
"Thank you," I replied.
He laughed hard, "You are welcome faggot," and drove away.
I returned home, his sweet taste still in my mouth...craving more.
...
As soon as my wife was gone for work the next morning, I searched her closet for her wedding dress. It was hung up in the back corner like I recalled. I pulled it out and lay it on the bed. I searched her drawer and found a pair of white panties, but couldn't find any white stockings. I had my own pair of beige stockings from back in Atlanta, but that was it. So I quickly drove to the mall and bought a pair of white thigh highs. The girl gave me a slightly curious look, but didn't say anything.
Returning home around 11:30, I waited an hour for Simon to leave before rushing up to my room to get ready. I got naked, showered again quickly and got dressed. I had worn my other thigh highs a few times under my clothes to feel more girly, which was a turn-on for some reason, so I now knew how to put them on properly. Once on, I pulled my wife's panties on, barely, leaving no breathing room for my erect cock. I sat on the bed and rubbed my own silk stocking legs. It got me even more excited as I stood up and got my wife's dress on. Being a big, showy, dress it had lots of room to it. Fully dressed as a bride, I nervously and excitingly waited for Jimmy to arrive.
He showed up fifteen minutes late. The moment I opened the door, he smiled. "Well, aren't you pretty?"
"Please come in," I said, embarrassed to be potentially scene by any passerby. I quickly closed the door once he was in.
"Let's go to your bedroom, faggot. It is time to christen you as my fuck-toy," he announced.
My ass tingled with the thought of being filled. I led him to my room and he ordered, "Get my cock ready, slut. The first load goes down your fairy mouth."
I obeyed eagerly, pulling down his pants and underwear and taking his cock in my mouth. Not in a hurry this time, I began by swirling my tongue around his mushroom top, creating saliva to bathe his cock.
He approved, "Yes, my slut, worship my cock."
I continued the tender treatment, slowly going a bit deeper as time progressed, until he ordered, "Suck my balls, homo."
I had never done that before. I reluctantly took the delicious chocolate stick out of my mouth and slid my tongue down his base to his somewhat hairy balls. I gently took one in my mouth, unsure the protocol for ball sucking. When he didn't complain, I found the other ball and replicated the pleasure procedure. I went back and forth a couple of more times before the black stud instructed, "Now suck my cock until you can get the whole thing in your sissy mouth."
I wasn't sure I would be able to get all ten inches in my mouth, but I was determined to try. I returned to his beautifully stiff cock. I began slowly bobbing on his cock, each forward movement going deeper as I took more and more of his cock in my mouth.
"Good, cocksucker," he moaned, my constant rhythm on his cock clearly working. As I continued taking more and more of his cock in my mouth, I got more and more excited. "Only a couple more inches, faggot," he pointed out.
I didn't slow down as I continued my quest to deep-throat his long cock. Unfortunately, before I could get the last inch in my mouth, I felt cum coat my throat. It surprised me and I gagged a bit, losing some of his cum. I made a quick recovery, extracting any last specks of cum before he pulled out.
He pointed to the floor. "You spilt some of my precious seed."
Without hesitation, I dropped to the floor and licked up his spilt cum.
"Fuck you are one eager queer. How long you been a pipe-smoker?" he asked.
Still on the floor, in a completely subservient position, I retold my coming of age.
"Wow. And now you are a white sub for black cock."
I didn't say anything as he finished getting undressed. He pulled out a camera from his bag and said, "Say cheese, cum-lover."
"Please don't!" I pleaded, covering up my face.
"That is one punishment," he scolded, his tone of authority clear. "Now look up at me and smile like the queer sissy you are."
Defeated and horrified, I obeyed, looking up, but my smile was fake.
He noticed, saying, "I want a real smile. I bet the best way to get that is by fucking your white ass."
He pulled me up, led me to the bed and demanded, "Pose."
I did a few poses as instructed before he asked, "Does your sexy wife have any toys?"
Knowing they were probably for me, I answered, "Yes, in the second drawer."
He retrieved my wife's blue vibe and demanded "on all fours, my bride."
I obeyed, awkwardly, as the dress was long and flopped everywhere. Once in position, he went behind me flipped up my dress, and took pictures of me in my wife's panties. He took off the panties and without any lube or warning, shoved my wife's vibe up my ass. I let out a surprised scream, which quickly shifted to shrieks of pleasure as the quick pulses teased my ass. Once in, he turned it on high and took more photos. Moving in front of me, he took more pictures, my facial expressions unable to hide the pleasure the toy in my ass was giving me. He shoved his cock back into my mouth and took even more pictures. I was petrified of what he intended to do with them, but it no longer mattered, I was his bitch.
A couple of minutes later he pulled out and asked, "Are you ready to have your ass fucked, princess?"
Wanting nothing more, I answered eagerly, "Oh god yes, fuck my ass with your big cock."
He went behind me and pushed the vibe in deeper as he asked, "Who owns you?"
I let out a loud yelp and answered, "Yooooooou do."
"And you will suck who I tell you to?" he asked, testing his authority over me.
"Yes, I'll be your perfect cocksucker," I answered, willing to do anything to feel his long black cock in me.
He pulled the toy out of my ass and put his hands on my hips. "And you will fuck who I tell you to fuck?"
I could feel his cock between my cheeks. I wanted it, needed it so badly I would promise him anything. "Yes, sir, I am your faggot to use as you please." So immersed in my submission to the black teenager, I didn't care about future consequences but only feeling his cock in my ass.
I felt him push forward and into me and I thanked him profusely. "Oh yes, thank you for fucking me. Use me as you wish."
He began pumping away in my ass as he said, "Do you want to suck off Coach Carter?"
"If you want me to," I replied, the thought of sucking my former hero suddenly a turn-on.
"Do you want me to take you to our college glory hole where you can suck cock after cock after cock?"
His cock deep in me now, I moaned, "Oh fuck yes, take me to a glory hole, or bend my ass over the hole so others can fuck me."



He laughed. "You are such a queer. What if I just took you to a party, blindfolded you, and allowed both your holes to be used all night?"
The thought was crazy, the thought was humiliating and yet it was all I suddenly wanted. "Oh yes, Jimmy, make it happen."
"I am almost all in you, my faggot. Think you can take the last two inches?" he asked.
"Make me take them," I replied, desperately wanting to feel all of him. "My ass is yours. Do with it as you please."
"Good girl," he grunted and in one hard thrust forward filled me deeper than I thought possible. A sharp pain shot through my body, but quickly dissipated as he began pounding my ass mercilessly.
"Oh yes, yes, your cock feels so fucking good," I moaned.
He continued to ravish my ass for another ten minutes, the only sound me huffing like a school girl until he pulled out, flipped me onto my back and in seconds coated my face with his cum. I opened my mouth to catch as much as I could, but most hit my chin, cheek, forehead and hair. Once done, he ordered, "Don't move."
I obeyed and he returned and took pictures of me dripping with cum in my wife's wedding dress.
He began getting dressed and said, "You have officially been christened as my faggot. Always have your phone on in case I need to deposit a load, is that clear?"
"Yes," I replied, and he was gone.
Over the next week, he fucked me two more times and I loved it, although the fear of getting caught was always there; a forbidden taboo that only seemed to enhance the thrill.
It was the day before my holidays were done and I was going to be heading out to Washington for a few days that my secret life was revealed to my family...but that is an entirely different story.
Curiosity: My Son too?
I was driving Simon to his game, a couple of days before I was to leave on a trip, when he said, "Dad, how do you deal with bullies?"
"There are still bullies at your age?" I asked.
"Yeah, the last week, Jimmy has gone from annoying to downright rude."
"How so?" I asked, concerned about Jimmy's intentions.
"Well he had me massage his feet after games, he mocks my manhood all the time and has started calling me names and implying things."
"Like what?" I asked, even though I already knew deep down.
Simon put his head down, clearly embarrassed. Finally, he said, "He calls me Mini-cock and started calling me faggot yesterday. He asks why I always stare at his penis."
I was suddenly angry, although I had no idea how to deal with it. I texted Jimmy that we needed to talk, but he didn't reply. I didn't see Jimmy until he texted me the next day at lunch and said, "I will be there in an hour, assume the position and leave the door open."
Our last two times, I was instructed to be in stockings, panties and a different dress of my wife's. Each time he had took pictures, had me swallow the first load and then he pounded my ass, finishing each time by coating my face. I needed to confront him about my son, but didn't know how.
I got dressed as expected, this time in a pink flower pattern and waited in the living room. My wife was at work and Simon at practice, so it was safe. When I heard the door open, I quickly got in position, which was on my knees, hands behind my back.
He walked in, dropped his shorts and shoved his cock in my mouth without a word. Unlike the last few times, this time he grabbed my head and fucked my mouth. It was all I could do to not gag on his big, stiff cock. He was close to coming, I think, when the door suddenly opened.
I quickly took Jimmy's cock out of my mouth to see my son at the door, his mouth dropped open.
Simon said, "Dad?"
I quickly stammered, "S-S-Simon I can explain."
Jimmy laughed. "That I would like to hear."
I realized I had nothing and shifted to an apology. "Ok, I can't explain. Sorry, son, I-um...."
Jimmy interrupted, "Your daddy is a faggot; a horny cocksucker; a fairy that loves nothing better than my big cock up his butt. Isn't that right, queer?"
Mortified and humiliated, I admitted, "Yes."
"Yes, what?" Jimmy questioned.
"Yes, I am your faggot."
"My bitch?"
"Your bitch."
"My cocksucking cum deposit?"
Unable to look my son in the eye, I repeated, "Yes, your cocksucking cum deposit."
"As is your son?" Jimmy said, throwing me for a loop.
"What?" I asked, looking up at Simon.
Simon stood frozen and confused, his red cheeks implying his own guilt. Jimmy explained, "Oh, don't worry Daddy, he isn't a cocksucker yet, that will happen in a couple of minutes. But like I knew you were a closet queer, I know your son is one too."
Attempting to protect my son, I said, "Leave my son out of this."
"Are you questioning me?"
I froze.
"I didn't think so. Get back to sucking my cock while I talk with your son."
I didn't move at first, but unable to disobey Jimmy, I gave in to my weakness and took his cock into my mouth in front of my nineteen-year-old son.
Jimmy explained, "Simon, you are like your dad, you just don't know it yet. Right now you are watching your dad sucking my cock and you are not repulsed, but rather intrigued. Am I right?"
I couldn't see Simon with my mouth full of cock, but Simon's lack of denial worried me.
Jimmy said, "Simon, you're a faggot. Accept it. Is your cock hard right now? It shouldn't be unless you are a faggot."
Silence.
"Take off your pants, Simon," Jimmy ordered. A few seconds later, Jimmy said, "Good boy, now your underwear." I was mortified at what he was making my son do, yet all I did was keep sucking his cock like a good fairy. A couple of seconds later, "You are solid stiff, Simon. Why?"
He finally spoke, "I-I-I have no idea."
"Come join your dad," Jimmy ordered.
I heard footsteps and my son was on his knees beside me.
Jimmy said, "Watch your Daddy suck cock. He is a natural cocksucker. Soon you will get your chance to smoke from my pipe."
Having my son watch me should have been the most horrifying thing ever, yet somehow it seemed to turn me on even more. I sucked his cock slowly, letting my son see me make love to Jimmy's cock with my mouth.
A few minutes later, Jimmy pulled out of my mouth and offered it to Simon. Simon looked at me so confused, maybe looking for help or a way out of this situation, but instead I said, "Suck Jimmy's cock, son. Become a faggot, like daddy."
Simon looked at me one last second, his respect of me as a protector gone, and opened his mouth. Jimmy slid his cock inside my son's mouth and said, "Good boy, Simon. Now go nice and slow. Get used to my cock in your mouth; it will be there a lot. When your dad is gone, you become my cum deposit."
I felt ashamed allowing my son to be dragged in to the sexual depravity that I had succumbed to, yet I had no choice. I was helpless against Jimmy's cock; I would do anything to have it, including apparently giving my son to him. As he said earlier, he owned me and it was true.
I watched my son struggle with sucking his first cock and offered assistance. "Take your time son. His cock takes time to get used to."
Jimmy agreed, "Listen to your sissy daddy, faggot, you will be doing this a lot."
Simon slowed down.
I instructed, "Use your tongue and swirl around his delicious lollipop. Treat it like you would a lollipop." I pulled the cock out of my son's mouth and said, "Let daddy teach you." I extended my tongue and swirled it around Jimmy's mushroom top. I then closed my mouth and did the same thing.
Handing the erect missile back to my son. "Now you try."
It was bizarre. The last time I handed him a stick after showing him how to use it was when we first went fishing, yet now I was teaching him to suck cock. It was so wrong, so very wrong, yet it turned me on just the same. My son copied what I had showed him. Jimmy approved, "That's better, sissy. You may become a good cocksucker like your daddy, yet."
For a few minutes, Simon slowly worked on Jimmy's cock. I watched intently, taking the odd glimpse of my son's reasonably sized, fully erect, six-inch cock.
Jimmy noticed and asked, "Is daddy hungry for his son's cock?"
I quickly denied, "No, no, that is wrong."
"But teaching your son how to be a cocksucker is ok?" Jimmy pointed out.
I blushed, having no answer.
"Crawl between his legs and let him feel what a great blowjob feels like," Jimmy instructed.
I briefly considered saying no, but I knew he would make me in the end and I was hungry for cock, even if it was my son's. I obeyed, my son moving his legs apart to allow me access to his rod, clearly eager to be blown even if it was by his father. Once in position, I did my usual blow job special. As soon as his cock was in my mouth he was no longer my son, but a delicious cock that could quench my thirst for cum. A couple of minutes in, my son shot his cum down my throat. I kept sucking, knowing at his young age he wasn't shrinking anytime soon.
Jimmy followed a minute later. "Here it comes, faggot. Here comes your first load of cum, the first of so many."
I quickly moved up and watched like a proud father of a son who hits his first home run as my son got his first taste of cum. I was jealous of my son...he was lucky. If only I had found out how good it was to taste cock when I was eighteen. I wasted so many years of a vanilla life.
Some cum dripped down my son's face and I instinctively scooped it with my finger and put it in my mouth. My son stared at me with a look of confusion at what had occurred and I imagined how good it felt.
I comforted, "There is nothing to be ashamed of, son."
Jimmy added, "Yes, we need cocksucking faggots, just like we need slutty chicks, isn`t that right, daddy-faggot."
I sighed, "Well, that is one way to put it. But Simon, if you are like me you loved the thrill of power you had when his cock was in his mouth. You decided when he came."
Simon finally spoke. "But I will be the laughingstock of the team."
Jimmy said, "It can stay a secret as long as you obey like a good sissy."
I added, attempting to relax my clearly insecure son about his newfound sexuality, "Simon. You are not a freak. You are special."
Jimmy added, "Yes, my special personal fuck-toy."
I sighed, hoping to relax Simon, but I continued, "Don't be ashamed. It took me forty-four years to find out who I am. You are finding out about your sexuality way younger. You are lucky. And, it is 2012, not 1955. People come out all the time."
"You haven't," Simon pointed out.
I paused. "True, son. It is complicated. I am still married and in love with your mom, even if it is a platonic love. I would hate to break her heart, or crush your sister."
"Talking about breaks, this break is over, and it is time to break someone's cherry," Jimmy said.
Simon's eyes went bigger than a cute kitten.
Jimmy ordered, "Daddy-faggot, get the lube."
I quickly went upstairs to my hidden supply and returned, finding Simon on all fours like a puppy, his still erect cock dangling in the breeze.
Jimmy instructed, "Rim your son first."
My fully erect and ignored cock begging for action and doing all my thinking, I eagerly obeyed, crawling behind my son, spreading his tight ass cheeks and I began rimming his virgin puckered hole. After I coated it with saliva, I struggled to push my tongue inside. I barely broke through, but his restrictive hole slowly opened up.
"Finger your son, you incestuous fag," Jimmy ordered, continuing the verbal humiliation that only got me hornier.
I said, "Son, this will go way easier if you relax."
"Kkkkkkkk," he whimpered clearly nervous.
I lubed my finger generously and slowly pushed forward. My son let out the slightest of moans as his ass allowed its first violator. Once in, I wiggled around a bit, attempting to begin the gaping process. Each movement had my son making girl-like sounds.
Jimmy chuckled, "He even moans like a girl."
Simon's face went redder, so I slid a second finger in to distract him from the humiliating words being shot at him. Simon let out a loud squeal and said, "Oh god, Dad, that hurts."
"It's ok, son, the burn is only temporary. Once your ass gets used to opening up, the burn will fade and a pleasure unlike any other will consume you," I advised and promised.
I continued the slow push forward, the slow wiggle, and the slow gaping. I asked, "How you doing, son?"
"Better," he answered.
Staring at his tight ass, I suddenly was obsessed with being his first. My next words I think shocked all three of us. "Jimmy. May I please be the first to fuck my son?"
Jimmy laughed. "You want to take your own son's virginity?"
"Yes," I answered.
"What do I get in return?"
"Anything you want," I answered, willing to do any sexual perversion he would later make me do.
"Deal. But remember you said anything," Jimmy warned, a smile so devilish I couldn't even begin to imagine what he had in mind.
"Understood," I replied, adding, "You own me, Jimmy."
"Excellent. Go fuck your son. I will film it for posterity," he announced, pulling out a camcorder from his bag. I looked at him shocked and he explained, "I planned to film you today, but this is even better."
Way past having any moral concerns, or worrying about what he might do with the tape, I reached for the lube and generously coated both my cock and my son's ass.
Jimmy ordered, the camera on, "Simon, tell Daddy what you want."
Simon clearly past caring, like his father, feeling my finger back in his ass, "I want to be fucked."
"Where?" Jimmy asked.
"In my ass," Simon moaned.
"By who?"
"My dad," my son admitted.
"You mean your Daddy?"
I pulled my finger out and moved my lubed cock in position as Simon begged, like I had my first time, "Oh god yes, Daddy, fuck me. Make me a faggot like you, Daddy."
His naughty mouth was hot and I pushed forward, breaking my son's anal cherry. His girl-like whimpers only made it hotter as I slowly pushed forward.
"Oh god Daaaaaddy, you are filling me up."
"You like Daddy's cock in your ass?" I asked.
"Yeeeees," he moaned, taking my whole cock.
Once fully in him, I paused, letting him get accustomed to a cock inside him. After a few seconds, he begged, "Fuck me Daddy. Fuck me like you like getting fucked."
Almost busting a nut right then, I obliged, slowly moving in and out of his tight ass. Every push forward allowed a girly whimper out of him and I knew I would not last long in my son.
Getting used to a cock fucking him, he begged, "Harder daddy. Fuck your son. Drill your sissy. Oh yes, harder daddy. Treat me like a slut."
His begging was too much and I knew I was going to come soon. A minute later, I pulled out and he whined, "Noooooooo," as I quickly moved to his face and pumped my cock.
He opened his mouth like a good trained sub and caught the first spray of his daddy's seed. The second spray hit his nose and forehead. The third landed on the floor. He leaned forward and took my cock back in his mouth. I moaned, "That's it my sissy son, clean Daddy's cock that just took her cherry."
He moaned and swirled his tongue around my cockhead like I had taught him earlier. Jimmy put the camera down and sauntered confidently over to my kneeling son.
Jimmy positioned himself behind and said, "Well, your Daddy got you prepared for a real cock. Are you ready sissy?"
"Yes, Jimmy, shove your big black cock in me," my son begged, taking my cock out of his mouth.
I went to the camcorder and filmed my son getting fucked. Jimmy pushed forward, going balls deep in one single thrust, and Simon let out a scream so loud I was worried the neighbours might have heard.
Jimmy grunted, fucking my son mercilessly, "Whose bitch are you?"
"I'm your bitch, Jimmy," my son huffed.
"Who will you always obey?" Jimmy questioned.
"You Master, I will obey you always," my son squealed.
My cock flinched at the thought of Master, instantly beginning to rise again.
"Master, I like that," Jimmy smiled, sweat dripping off him as he really hammered away at my son.
"Yes, you own me and Daddy," Simon admitted. "I don't care who knows, Master."
I was in awe at my son's ultimate submission.
Jimmy's smile got big. "I have such plans for you sissy, such big plans. What about your girlfriend, sissy?"
"She's yours, Jimmy. I know she has been checking you out. It is obvious," my son offered.
"You will set it up so I can fuck her?" Jimmy asked.
"Yeeeees, anything you want, Maaaaaster," Simon screamed, completely in sexual delirium from the pleasure in his ass.
Both focused on what was happening, Simon continued whimpering like a school girl and Jimmy never relenting as his sword split apart my son's ass. Five minutes, became ten, which became fifteen before Jimmy grunted and clearly filled my son's ass with his dominant seed. My son quaked, his legs wobbled and I watched as he shot his own load on the floor without his cock ever being touched.
As Jimmy pulled out, he said amused, "Wow, you are the greatest faggot of all. I have never fucked a queer who has shot his load without being touched. Daddy you better clean that up."
I handed Jimmy the camera and fell to the ground and slurped up my son's cum from the floor.
Eventually, Jimmy got dressed and asked, "Simon, why were you even home, didn't we have practice?"
"It was cancelled. Didn't you get the text?"
Jimmy grabbed his phone, smiled, "Well, so it was."
Based on his tone, I suddenly realized Jimmy had set this up. "Well, I am off," Jimmy, looking at his two still erect naked faggots. Looking at our stiff cocks he said, "You two are insatiable."
Once he was gone, Simon asked shyly, "Dad, can I um, well...."
I said asked, "You want to fuck your Dad, do you son?"
"Yes," he sheepishly whispered.
"Son, my ass is yours whenever you want it," I said, standing up and bending over the couch. "But my knees are killing me."
My son stood up, went behind me and paused.
I begged, "Son, shove that big snake in me. Fuck your Daddy. Make me your bitch."
It was as if a switch turned on my son. He shifted from submissive bottom to dominant top. He pushed forward and filled my ass. "How does my cock feel, Dad?"
"Amazing son."
"I can't believe you are a fucking fairy Dad," he grunted.
"I'm your fairy, son. Use me whenever you want," I offered.
He fucked me hard and said, "I jerk off two or three times, Daddy. Now I have two tight holes to use, don't I?"
"Yeees, son," I moaned.
Simon having come twice, I was in for a long ride. It was over twenty minutes of pounding and verbal humiliation as he called me a ton of names: faggot, whore, sissy, pussy, slut, cocksucker, homo, daddy-faggot and more and I agreed with every one of them. Finally, he grunted and felt his warm seed fill me.
"Take my cum, slut," he grunted.
I replied, "Fill your slut with your juice."
Once spent, he pulled out and saw my stiff cock ready to burst. Shifting again to girly, he asked, "Does Daddy need to come?"
"Yes," I whimpered.
He grabbed my cock, and began pumping it. "Do you want me to suck you, Daddy?"
"Please."
"Beg, Daddy."
"Oh God son. Please suck Daddy's cock."
Simon took my cock in his mouth and practiced his newly acquired skill. In less than two minutes of him bobbing up and down on my rod, I warned, "I'm about to cum, son."
In the ultimate reversal of any other gay sex act I had ever been a part of or read about, he pulled out, bent over and begged, "Come in my ass, Daddy."
I didn`t think twice, I quickly shoved my already quivering cock in his already cum-filled ass and in four fast strokes deposited a second load of cum in my no longer straight son's ass.
Eventually, we collapsed on the couch. Simon's phone rang a couple of minutes later and it was Carrie, his girlfriend. Simon grabbed his clothes and left to talk to her while I sat on my couch wondering just how I was going to keep this house of cards from tumbling down. I also wondered about the word 'anything'. Jimmy's devious grin told me that he already had something in mind and it could be any number of humiliating things.



Unfortunately, or fortunately, depending on how one would perceive it, the house of cards was about to fall completely down and every part of my life would be forever changed...but that is another story....
Curiosity: My Wife Three?
I was gone for a few days, when I bottomed two different strangers to quench my constant need to submit. I craved Jimmy's cock as well as my son's, who had deposited a load of cum in my mouth in the airport bathroom before I flew out.
The flight home arrived on time, a rarity in my many travel experiences, and Simon was there to pick me up. As we waited for the luggage, Simon motioned to the bathroom where he quenched my thirst. His salty seed aftertaste in my mouth, we drove home and he told me about Jimmy taking him to a glory hole to practice. I instantly wanted to go to, wondering where a glory hole even existed in our city. Simon admitted he swallowed over twenty loads of cum and had had his ass fucked by the owner...an older woman with a strap-on. Envious, I prayed I was going to have my first glory hole experience very, very soon. He had also sucked Jimmy before each game and Jimmy kept hinting that Simon would soon be giving the whole team the pre-game pleasure.
We arrived home and I was exhausted. Simon carried my bag in and I went up the stairs to my bedroom, where I heard the clear moans of my wife. Curiosity, which had gotten me into many predicaments, got me in one more. I peeked into my room and saw my wife, in her wedding dress, bouncing up and down on Jimmy's cock. Her eyes were closed but she was clearly enjoying riding on Jimmy's big black pogo stick. I stared in disbelieve realizing the 'anything' from his earlier conversation was my wife.
I should have been furious, but instead my cock rose and it was jealousy that I felt instead. That was my cock she was playing with. I couldn't believe my logic. I wasn't mad at him fucking my wife, I was mad I would have to share him with my wife.
Jimmy asked my moaning wife, "What are you going to tell hubby when he gets here?"
"I-I-I don't know," she moaned, bouncing rapidly on his cock, seemingly taking all ten inches in her cunt.
"Are you going to tell him that your cunt belongs to me now?" he questioned.
"Yes, if that is what you want," she moaned.
"And that he can only fuck you if he gets permission from your Master?"
"Yes, I don't want his pathetic little cock anyway, Master, I only want yours," she moaned, my humiliation growing.
"Well, and the other big cocks I will make you fuck," he added.
She opened her eyes giving away a hint of fear, yet her words showed none. "I'll fuck whoever you make me Master. I didn't know I could feel this good."
"Your husband doesn't get you off?"
"Not like you do," she screamed, her orgasm hitting her hard. She had never come from fucking in our whole sex life. Only from being eaten. The shame continued to build.
"That is three already, you have a trigger pussy, slut."
"Give me more, Master, I want him to see me be fucked by a real man," she begged, not knowing I was hearing every word of my belittlement.
"Get on all fours, slut," he demanded. "It is time to take ownership of your third and final hole."
This was where she would stop. No way would she allow him to fuck her ass. Not in a million years.
She got off his cock, onto all fours so she was facing the door, and asked, "Please be gentle, Master. I have been wearing the plug like you ordered for the past three days, but your cock is so much bigger."
Butt plug? Three days? That was right after I left.
"Don't worry, cunt, soon you will be taking ten inch cocks in all three holes at the same time. We just got to get you used to it," Jimmy said casually. Jimmy grabbed lube that was on the night table and coated his cock and went behind my wife. He pulled out the plug and tossed it aside. My eyes went big. She had a wide plug in her ass for three days? I don't know if there was anything that could surprise me anymore.
"Beg for it, bitch!" Jimmy ordered.
"Oh, Master, fuck my ass, take my anal cherry. The one place I had refused my husband, I will not refuse you. Don't be gentle, Master. Fuck me like you would any of your teenage sluts."
Jimmy looked directly at me through the tiny crack in the door and smiled. He pushed forward, never breaking eye contact with me as he took my wife's ass. As soon as he penetrated her virgin ass, my wife got animated in ways she never had with me. "Oh yes, Master. Your cock feels so good in my ass."
Jimmy said, "Good evening, Mr. Winston."
Caught, I walked into my own bedroom. My wife looked at me and instead of feigning any sort of explanation; she smiled and began bouncing back on the cock in her ass.
"Slut, tell your husband who owns you," Jimmy demanded, even though I already knew.
"Honey, I am sorry, but Jimmy here is my Master. He owns my cocksucking lips, my white pussy and my no longer virgin aaaaaaaaaaass," she moaned as she bounced further back on Jimmy's ten inch tank. "Oh god, Master, it feels so good."
"Get undressed, faggot," Jimmy ordered.
My wife's head turned back to me. Ignoring her confused look, I began getting undressed. Jimmy explained, "You are not my only slut, Theresa."
"W-w-what?" she stammered, both out of shock and because a ten-inch cock was buried between her ass cheeks.
"Go ahead faggot, tell your wife the truth," Jimmy ordered.
Now naked and my cock fully erect, I admitted my infidelity and my sexual deviance, "I'm sorry too, Theresa, but Jimmy made me his bitch a couple of weeks ago."
My wife gave a look so appalling I felt like a complete loser. Jimmy held Theresa's ass and said, "Don't judge Theresa. He refused me the first time I offered my big black snake, unlike you."
"But he fucked a guy," she said, repulsed.
"So are you," Jimmy pointed out.
"It's not the same," she said, glaring at me. Which I thought was ironic since she was on our bed, in her wedding dress, with a cock in her ass.
Jimmy defended me. "Oh Theresa it is all semantics. Each of you submitted to me because you wanted to...needed to. Plus, you had your lips wrapped around my cock the moment I offered it to you. So can you really judge?"
"But my husband is a faggot."
"I fucked him. Does that make me a faggot?" Jimmy questioned.
"I-I-I don't know," she answered, clearly confused.
Jimmy did three quick hard pumps in my wife's ass. My wife screamed in pleasure.
"Tell your husband about submitting to me," he ordered.
Her face went red, but her icy glare at me showed she was furious at me and ignoring her own indiscretion. "Will you keep fucking me, Master, while I tell my faggot husband about the best sex I have ever had?"
"Sure, slut," he agreed, returning to slowly fucking my wife's ass.
She moaned, attempting to hurt me. "Fuck, Master, your cock is so much bigger than my husband's. It feels so fucking good in my tight ass. Do you like his cock in your ass too, honey?"
Her sarcastic tone at the word 'honey' hurt, but I answered, "Yes."
"Are you enjoying watching him take my ass for the first time?" she moaned.
"Yes," I again sheepishly replied.
"You know he owns me now, faggot," she said.
"Yes, he owns me too," I admitted.
"Tell him, slut," Jimmy ordered, slapping her ass.
"Well, Jimmy stayed over the night you left for a Xbox marathon with Simon. All evening, Jimmy would come up for snacks and chat with me always adjusting his cock. Twice in the kitchen he touched me casually and I felt a spark down below. I assumed it was all innocent until a few hours later when I woke up and his cock was tapping on my lips. I woke up alarmed and saw a naked Jimmy and his super cock staring at me. He said that Simon was asleep and it was time for me to be the white slut for black cock I fantasized about. My conscience debated for about ten seconds before I leaned forward and took his cock in my mouth. His first load filled my mouth. His second load filled my unprotected cunt."
Jimmy finally added, "Because what am I doing with you?"
"Breeding my white cunt, Master," she moaned.
It was my turn to be angry. She was willing to allow herself to get knocked up by an 18-year-old black teen. The public humiliation if she gave birth to a black child was the ultimate degradation.
"You want him to knock you up?" I asked.
"Yes. I want to carry Master's seed. I will never deny him," she answered, before adding, "Apparently just like you."
That shot was tough to argue.
Jimmy broke the silence and the frozen glares we both were giving each other. "Look, you are both my sluts. To make it official, get over here, faggot."
I went to the bed. He pulled his cock out of my wife's ass and into in my mouth. He explained, "Faggot, your wife is now my slut. This bed is our bed. When you are home, you can sleep on the coach or on the floor in our room or wherever. You are to obey every order your wife gives and can only have sex with her if you get permission from me first. I am your Master and your wife is your Mistress. Is that clear?"
"Yes, Master," I said, taking his big cock out of my mouth, my life beginning to unravel.
My wife asked, "But what about Simon?"
I went red and Jimmy said, "Funny you should ask about that."
He grabbed the remote control and pressed play. On my 46 inch TV was the replay of me begging to fuck my son.
"Oh...my...God," my wife said to no one, her eyes glued on the screen.
I watched in detached awe as I saw myself taking my son's virginity.
"You fucked our son?" she asked, glaring at me.
I looked down, ashamed. Jimmy said, "Don't judge, slut. You are about to fuck him too."
"What?" she said, shocked by this revelation.
"Simon," Jimmy called and explained, "You see, Theresa, I don't just have two Winston sluts...I have three."
"No," she said in disbelief, just as Simon arrived in the room.
He stuttered, "M-m-mom too?"
"Get undressed, faggot," Jimmy instructed.
My wife for the first time showed reservation. She said, "Please Jimmy, not with my son. That is wrong!"
The video of me fucking my son still playing, Jimmy said, "No son, no Master."
My wife was clearly considering her options. Jimmy seeing my wife hesitating pulled his cock out of my mouth and in one straight stroke filled my wife's ass. "Are you having second thoughts, my sweet slut?"
"Aaaaaah, no Master," she moaned, any bout of morality she was having gone as all she cared about was the raw feeling of a cock in her ass.
" No, Master, what?" he asked, stopping while lodged deep in her.
"No, Master I am not having second thoughts," she moaned, trying to push on our Master's 18-year-old cock.
"Simon come over to Mommy," Jimmy ordered.
My wife went as red as Snow White's apple as she watched her son's stiff cock coming towards her.
"Ask me for permission to suck your faggot son's cock," Jimmy ordered, as he began fucking her ass again.
She looked at him, pleading with her eyes, but not getting the same reaction she always got with her whipped husband. Finally, she begged rather convincingly, "Master, may I please suck my son's big cock?"
"You may, slut," he agreed.
My wife took our son's cock in her hand and hesitated. Jimmy stopped fucking her ass, but as soon as my wife's lips wrapped around our son, Jimmy returned to fucking her.
I watched in voyeuristic awe at my wife sucking our son's cock, just like I had done a week ago. Although tentative at first, once she got going she bobbed on his cock like the slut she used to be. Soon she and Jimmy were in unison, my wife going forward as Jimmy rammed his rod inside her and backed off his cock as Jimmy retreated from her ass. The fucking and sucking lasted for five minutes before Jimmy demanded, "Simon, lay on your back."
He obeyed.
"Straddle your son, Mommy," Jimmy instructed.
My wife so horny now that she no longer cared who was filling her, she quickly straddled her son and engulfed his cock. Without instruction, she began riding her son's cock, still in her wedding dress, although it was slightly torn. She rode him like a bucking horse, for a couple of minutes before Jimmy got in position and returned his cock to her ass. The double fucking continued for an eternity. My son looked to be in heaven; isn't it every boy's dream to fuck his mother? My wife's moans were louder than I had ever heard and when she came I thought the roof was going to come down.
"Oh my god, Master, you have made me such a slut, a mother-fucking slut. Oh yes, oh yes, I'm coming Master, your whore is coming."
Jimmy and Simon got thrusting in both her holes as the orgasm seemed to pulse through her forever.
Simon moaned, "I am close too Mommy."
Jimmy quickly pulled out, flipped my wife on her back and thrust into her cunt while she took her son's cock back in her mouth. Simon's mom sucked his cock furiously and was rewarded with her son's cum.
Almost simultaneously, Jimmy grunted and asked, "Are you ready to be bred, my white whore."
She pulled her son's cock out of her mouth and begged, "Fill me with your cum while my sissy husband watches. Fill my womb with your dark seed."
Jimmy grunted and coated my wife's pussy walls with his baby juice.
Once he was done, he pulled out and ordered, "Come clean your wife's pussy, cuckold!"
I eagerly crawled between her stocking-clad legs and buried my face in her cum-filled pussy. My wife smiled at me and said, "Clean my pussy, faggot. Tell me whose cunt this is."
"It's Master's cunt," I answered, between licks as I cleaned her pussy.
"And whose bed is this?" she asked, continuing the ridicule.
"Yours and Master's," I begrudgingly admitted.
Simon got up, still hard, while Jimmy joined my wife in what use to be my spot. He kissed her passionately while I found the last remnants of his cum.
Jimmy asked, "Do you want to see your cuckold husband get fucked?"
"Yes," she smiled deviously.
Jimmy asked, "Simon, ready for more?"
"Yes, Master," he said.
Jimmy ordered, "Sit on the chair. We are going to let Daddy ride you."
Jimmy obeyed and I walked over and straddled my son, my shame no longer a factor. I had never done it this way before so it was awkward at first to get him in, but once my son's cock broke through, I was in heaven. I slowly began bouncing up and down on my son's cock slowly taking more in me. I looked to my bed and saw my wife cuddled in the arms of our 18-year-old Master. The white and black contrast was strange as was her smug smile. We had both cheated, with the same person and yet I was the one humiliated. Yet, instead of frustration, I was incredibly satisfied. I was soon taking all of my son's cock in me and moaning like a bitch.
She continued her humiliation of me. "He moans like a dog in heat."
Jimmy laughed, "Well, he is a bitch in heat. He will suck or fuck any guy."
" He sure isn't fucking me anymore," my wife announced.
I ignored their ridicule and focused on my son's juicy cock filling me. I rode him until my legs were sore. Finally my son got aggressive, bent me over and began fucking my ass. He asked, "Mommy, can Daddy be my plaything?"
"Of course, son. He is yours whenever you need to be pleased."
"Can I fuck you again, too?" he asked eagerly, while ravishing my ass relentlessly.
"If Master says it is all right," my wife smiled.
Jimmy agreed, "You can fuck your Mommy anytime you want, but only I can come in her baby maker. You may fill her ass or mouth, understood?"
"Yes, Master. Thanks, Master," he grunted, seconds before shooting his load up my ass.
Once done, he pulled out, walked over to his Mother and gave her a good night kiss. Although it was not the type of kiss you usually see between a Mother and son. Simon grabbed his clothes and left.
"You may sleep on the floor tonight, faggot." My wife scoffed at me.
"Thank you, Mistress," I replied, cum slowly leaking out of my ass.
"Mistress, I like that," she smiled. "That is what you will call me from now on."
"Understood, Mistress," I said, crawling to the foot of the bed.
As I tried to fall asleep in my new humiliating position, I felt the bed start shaking again and my wife's moans began. "Yes, baby, fill my womb with one more big load of your spunk."
I listened for another twenty minutes to my wife moaning and talking dirty until she was filled one last time by our Master's seed.
This became the routine when I was at home. Jimmy fucked my wife a couple times a day, I usually cleaned her pussy and Simon usually fucked me. Simon did take me to a glory hole where the two of us father-son bonded by sucking over fifty cocks...both of us ending the night so full of cum we could barely move. We also both got fucked in the ass by the owner's strap-on while sucking cock.
It was a couple of weeks later that I got the surprise of my life. The doorbell rang and I opened it and was staring at my parents who had just showed up for a surprise visit from twenty hours away. Meanwhile, upstairs Jimmy was fucking my wife...but that is an entirely different story.
Curiosity: Not My Parents Too?
The next week was a whirlwind of humiliation. I was forced to take all my things out of the master bedroom and was sent to live in the spare bedroom in the basement. Jimmy had taken over what was my bedroom and been living there since he stole my wife.
I was making lunch for my wife and Jimmy while he fucked her up in their bed, when the doorbell rang. I was hoping for some action myself from Jimmy, but since moving in, he had spent the majority of his time with my wife, much to my chagrin.
So when I opened the door, expecting some charity or something, I was left mouth opened and stunned. I was staring at my parents at my front door; my parents who lived twenty hours away; my parents who never showed up unannounced; my parents who rarely ever left their home. I stammered, "W-w-what are you two doing here?"
My burly ex-military Father walked in asking, "Is that any way to greet your parents?"
I quickly followed them in and said, as loud as possible, "Theresa, my parents are here."
I heard shuffling and my wife call back, her voice showing a hint of panic, "What a surprise. I will be down in a minute."
As I wondered how we would deal with Jimmy, I asked, giving my Mom a hug, "And what brings you two here?"
"Can't we just stop and visit?" my Mom asked.
"Of course," I replied, trying to act casual. "It's just this is a very unexpected surprise."
My Dad laughed. "I told you Maggie, Evan isn't good with surprises."
My Mom smiled, "That's ok. The look on his face was worth it."
I smiled back, knowing the real reason I had the look I had. I was in complete panic. I asked, "How long are you guys in town?"
"Oh, just overnight, we are heading up to Canada for our trip, remember," my Mom explained.
"I remember that, I just didn't realize you were driving the whole trip," I replied, briefly recalling them talking about a trip to Canada. "It's a pretty long drive."
My Dad shrugged. "We have all the time in the world."
My wife came down the stairs, her face still flushed, but acting like her normal hostess self. "Maggie. Doug. What a glorious surprise."
She hugged them both and invited them into the kitchen. She gave me a nod upstairs and I took that as go see Jimmy.
I excused myself and went up to what used to be my bedroom. Jimmy was dressed, but once I arrived, he ordered, pulling down his pants, "I hadn't come in your wife yet, so my barrel is fully loaded."
I quickly closed the door and protested, "But my parents are down stairs."
"Is that my problem? My problem is your parents interrupted me shooting my dark seed in your wife's very fertile box."
"If I do this, will you keep this a secret?"



"Probably," he smiled. "I can even allow you the privilege of sleeping in your own bed, to keep the charade of your pretty suburbia life believable."
"Thank you," I replied, falling to my knees and taking his fully loaded gun in my mouth. I tasted my wife's pussy juice on his rifle and I was eager to feel his bullets slide down my throat, I bobbed eagerly, taking almost all his cock in my mouth with each bob.
He moaned, "That's it faggot. Suck your Master's cock while your slut wife hosts your Mom and Dad."
The thought of my Marine father seeing me like this was utterly mortifying in a way even worse than my son and wife learning of my sexual perversion. I continued the rapid sucking for a couple of minutes before I triggered his gun and felt his constant fire shooting at its eager target.
Once done, he pulled out and said, "Cover me and I will sneak out the front. But remember, covering for you will come at a cost."
"What cost?" I asked, nervously.
"Oh, we will see," he smiled, although his devious smile implied he had already concocted a plan for me.
I went downstairs and into the kitchen and made sure my parents stayed there while Jimmy sneaked out of the house.
The next few hours were visiting, talking about their trip, my job, the kids and so forth. I was just beginning to relax when my Dad returned from putting his suitcases in the spare room."
"Son," he asked, "Why are all your clothes in the spare room?"
I panicked, but my wife stepped in, "We are just getting ready to renovate the bedroom and thus we have just begun shuffling our clothes out."
"Oh," he said, relieved, clearly worried that his son was having martial issues...'if he only knew' I thought.
A few minutes later, Simon and Jimmy walked through the front door, both sweaty from baseball practice. Simon I assumed knew of his grandparents' arrival, but acted surprised. "Grandma, Grandpa, What a surprise!"
After getting hugs, he introduced Jimmy, shocking all of us in the process. "Grandma, Grandpa, this is my boyfriend, Jimmy. Jimmy, my grandparents."
Jimmy, acting all innocent, greeted, "Hi, it is very nice to meet you."
He shook my Dad's hand, and hugged my Mom, all while I watched things slowly unravel. My Dad gave me a look of disapproval and shock.
As soon as they went downstairs, my Dad went on the offensive. "Did you know about this?"
"Yes," I admitted, although I was as surprised as he was.
My wife intervened, saying, "Maggie, let's go get some groceries for supper."
My Mother was more than happy to get out of the crossfire.
My Father continued, ignoring the women's goodbyes. "And you are allowing it to happen?" he asked, his drill sergeant attitude back in full force.
"What can I do? He is twenty and old enough to accept his sexuality," I said, standing up to my Father.
"Well, if he was my son, he would be out of here," my Dad adamantly announced.
"Really?" I asked, anger beginning to build. "If I had told you I was gay would you have kicked me out?"
"In a heartbeat," he confidently replied.
"This is 2012 Dad. People have come to accept people for who they are," I fought back. Not so much standing up for my son as I was for myself.
"I thought he had a girlfriend," he replied, ignoring my argument.
"He does," I retorted.
"What?" he responded, flabbergasted.
"He is bi, Dad," I explained.
"Are you kidding me? How did you let this happen?" he questioned, blaming me for my son's sexuality, which was ironically true, but not how he was accusing it. "If he was in the military when I was in charge he would have been sent home...in handcuffs."
"There were no gay men in the military when you were there, Dad?" I asked.
"God, no. Queers avoided the draft and ran away to Canada," he said, showing his prejudice.
I didn't want to get into an ideological debate about the Vietnam War; we had already agreed to disagree on that long ago. Instead, I said, "What if your grandson was in the military, would you kick him out?"
"Of course," he stubbornly argued. To him things were black and white and there were no shades of grey or any other color.
"Well, as often is the case Dad, we will have to agree to disagree."
"Oh no, no. This isn't something I can just ignore. You have allowed my grandson to become a faggot," he continued in a rage.
After being called a faggot over and over, I had accepted that I was indeed one. But the way my Dad used the word like it was toxic had me boiling.
Suddenly Jimmy entered the room, wearing only the same speedo that had worn for my downfall. "Evan didn't allow Simon to be a faggot. Your grandson simply is a faggot."
"Excuse me?" my Father replied, glaring at Jimmy.
"It's quite simple, sir. The first time Simon saw my big cock I knew he was a cocksucker," Jimmy calmly explained.
"Don't you dare use such language in my son's house!" my Father roared as I realized amusedly that Jimmy was about to turn my Father. I also noticed my Father glimpsed at the beautifully outlined package in Jimmy's too tight speedo.
Jimmy smirked, his confidence oozing through him, "Do you know what else I am sure of?"
"What is that?" my Dad asked through gritted teeth, while quickly taking another look at Jimmy's concealed weapon.
Jimmy continued the slow reveal that had me nervous both and yet oddly excited. I had never saw eye-to-eye with my militant Father and the thought of Jimmy putting him in his place, something I could never do, was very exciting. Jimmy said, "That you are just like your son and grandson."
"Well, of course," my Father agreed, slowly being reeled into a trap he would not be able to get out of.
Jimmy laughed, "No, no, I mean you three are all exactly the same."
"What the fuck are you talking about?" my Father questioned, clearly perturbed by this young boy's game. Yet, my Dad was also unable to resist glimpse after glimpse at Jimmy's wrapped present.
"Just like Evan did and just like Simon did, you are about to submit to me, because you are a cocksucker just like them," Jimmy revealed.
My Father looked at me confused and asked, "What the Hell is he talking about, Evan?"
Before I could respond, Jimmy snapped his fingers and, instead of responding to my Father's question, I walked over to my Master, fell to my knees and took his massive cock in my mouth.
"What the fuck?" my Dad asked, not in a rage anymore, but instead his tone hinted at bewilderment.
While I bobbed on his cock like the cocksucking faggot I loved being, Jimmy explained, "Isn't it obvious? Your grandson is a faggot, your son is a faggot so in theory you must be a faggot too."
"How dare you speak to me that way!" my Dad replied, although his voice wavered showing weakness. The brittle shell of discipline and manhood was cracking.
"You can pretend to deny it. But I know the truth. Your eyes and the bulge in your pants don't lie. You want to suck my cock just like your son and grandson regularly do," my confident Master taunted, the big fish being slowly reeled in.
"I have had enough of this," my Dad said, turning to leave.
"Stop!" Jimmy demanded, his voice showing an authority I was use to hearing from my Father. "Good boy," Jimmy said a couple of seconds later, his tone instantly back to coddling. "Come join your son," Jimmy offered.
I slowed my cocksucking, completely frustrated I couldn't see the power struggle currently going on.
Instead of the unwavering judgmental confidence my Father had early displayed, the words out of his mouth were soft and weak. "I can't."
"Why?" Jimmy asked. "You can ignore your growing desire to submit to me. You can walk away and leave tomorrow for your trip to Canada or whatever, but you will always wonder." Silence lingered for a few seconds, the only sound in the room my slobbering over Jimmy's rod. Finally, Jimmy said, "You don't have a lot of time. Your wife will be back in a bit. It is now or never." Silence again lingered, before Jimmy gave the final ultimatum, pushing the envelope. "On your knees now, faggot. Your queer son here will eagerly swallow it all. He isn't a big fan of sharing."
A moment later, I felt my Father's presence beside me. An unseen smile crossed my lips, only hidden from the cock in my mouth.
Jimmy pulled out of me and my Dad's eyes were huge. He said, almost to himself, "It's so big."
"So I have heard," Jimmy smiled, offering his cock to my 64-year-old Father. He tapped his black snake on my Dad's still closed lips. Jimmy purred, "Go ahead, become a cocksucker like your son and grandson."
My Dad looked at me, his eyes seemingly pleading for help, a complete 180 from where he stood just minutes ago. I gave him no relief, no out, instead saying, "Go ahead, Daddy, you will love it."
He turned away from me, his eyes showing a fear I had never seen in him before, and he returned his stare to Jimmy's stiff cock.
Jimmy sighed, "Look old man. We don't have all day. Your wife will return soon and do you want her to see you becoming my faggot?"
Again he used the word 'my' like he had earlier with me weeks ago.
The fish on the hook, my Dad offered one last, pathetic, resistance. "I-um-can't...."
His babbling was quieted when Jimmy pushed his cock in my Father's mouth. "Suck it faggot," Jimmy demanded, showing his sudden power over the ex-military man.
I watched in voyeuristic glee, my Dad finally on the losing end of a battle of stubbornness. He tentatively moved his head up and down on Jimmy's sword.
A couple of minutes into the sucking, Jimmy said, "Old man, this is not your first time sucking cock, is it?"
My Father reluctantly answered, "No, it's not."
"Yet, you were just lambasting your son for allowing his son to be a pipe smoker."
"I know, I know. It is a thing long in the past. Being in the middle of nowhere, with only men, well things eventually happen."
"Well, it is no longer in the past, faggot. Get back to worshipping my big black rod," Jimmy demanded.
Hearing that my rigid Father was also a faggot liberated so many things. I wasn't some black sheep; I was just like my Father. My own cock was rock hard and for the first time in my life, I was considering fucking my Father. Jimmy seeing my devilish smile, somehow able to read my mind, said, "Does Evan want to fuck his Daddy?"
My Dad froze, his mouth half full of black cock.
"Yes, Master," I replied, "I would love to fuck my Dad."
Jimmy asked my Father. "Did you participate in ass-fucking as well?"
"I fucked some men beneath me, but I never had it done to me," he admitted.
"So you are a virgin. Delicious!"
Talking about my Father like he wasn't there. "You want to break your Dad's cherry, like you did your son's?"
My face was red at the revealing of yet another secret to my Father, but I answered, "Yes, let me take my Dad's virginity. Let him feel the great pleasure of being a true faggot."
"Who can argue with that?" Jimmy agreed. "Get back to cocksucking, old man."
My Father, his face beat red, returned to giving his first blow job in years.
I stood up, thankful to be off my knees, and Jimmy suggested, "Get the lube. We will not have time to gape him like we would like to."
My Dad froze again briefly, while I rushed upstairs to my former bedroom to get the slippery grease. I returned a minute later, and my Father was now sans his shorts and underwear, still sucking Jimmy's cock, his old balls and sack and fully erect cock swaying in the breeze.
I went behind my Father and after greasing my pole, I generously coated his virgin hole.
Jimmy said, "I just texted Theresa, I told her we need at least half an hour."
I nodded and suggested, "Dad, this will be way easier for you if you relax."
Jimmy took his cock out of my Father's mouth and called, "Simon, come and join us."
Simon quickly came up from the basement, also just in trunks, and stared surprised at what he saw. "Wow, you did it," he said to Jimmy.
My Father looked down, his humiliation extreme.
Both Simon and Jimmy watched as I slowly pushed forward. Briefly I was blocked, his anal entrance protesting the violation I was about to commit, but slowly, it opened, allowing my cock entrance in the forbidden zone.
My Father whimpered as I slowly broke through his final resistance. I promised, "There will be an unpleasant burn at first, Daddy. But once you get used to it, the burn will disappear and a sweet sensation like no other will emerge."
"Kkkkkk," he grunted, clearly in the burn phase.
I continued my slow push forward and Jimmy offered to Simon, "Your grandpa looks hungry. Why don't you go feed him?"
Simon discarded his trunks and revealed his fully erect cock to his Grandfather he had feared his whole life. He shoved his cock into his grandpa's mouth and watched his dad fuck his grandfather.
Finally in, I sat there lodged deep in his heat wave. It was tighter than any ass I had fucked and the power I finally had over him was the greatest feeling I have ever felt. Slowly, I began slowly moving in and out and my Dad clearly was in the burn slowly fading phase as his whimpers began shifting to moans.
Simon didn't last long in my Father's mouth pumping a full load down his throat. Simon joined Jimmy on the couch, slowly stroking the big black cock, while they both watched the incestuous act. The thrill of power increasing, I began to pick up the pace and watched as he moved to the third and final stage, sweet pleasure and his moans turned to squeals. I hoped he would beg, but he just took it as I increased the pace now slamming into him with each thrust forward. I took no mercy as I pounded my Dad's virgin ass, wanting him to know it was me in charge. The hardcore pounding lasted five minutes before I coated his ass with my cum. His girly moans continued throughout until I finally pulled out of him, my cum slowly leaking out of his no longer virgin ass.
Jimmy grabbed Simon's head and Simon devoured the big chocolate lollipop. My Dad remained in position like the submissive queer he had just become and I went to the window to make sure my wife and Mom had not returned.
Jimmy stood up and using my cum as lubricant shoved all ten inches of his python in my dad`s ass. My dad squealed like a wounded pig, his ass being torn apart by ten inches of meat. Jimmy pounded my dad mercilessly, my dad continuing whimpering with each thrust forward. A few minutes of the onslaught and Jimmy pulled out and sprayed my dad`s face with his special sauce.
As Jimmy recovered, Simon took Jimmy`s cock in his mouth, slowly slobbering on his Master's cock, Jimmy said, "You need to cum, don't you old man?"
"Yes," my Dad admitted; the first words he had said since I broke his cherry.
"Tell me what you are?" Jimmy demanded.
"A faggot?" my Father quietly admitted.
"What else?" Jimmy questioned, showing his dominance.
"A cocksucker."
"Who sucked his grandson's cock," Jimmy pointed out.
My Dad remained silence, his shame written all over his face.
"Be good today and I may let you come later. Now get dressed, Theresa just texted that they will be home in a few minutes," Jimmy finished.
When the ladies returned there was no evidence of the fiery argument that was going on when they had left or the faggot orgy of sorts we had just had. My Mom seemed relieved; she hated confrontation and had spent her whole life being walked on by her husband because she couldn`t stand up for herself. My wife, with one look at Jimmy, knew exactly what had occurred while she was gone. The smile my wife returned showcased how happy she was; she had always hated my Dad.
.....
After supper and some TV, we decided to play cards. All six of us played, while liquid courage slowly broke each of us down, setting up the potential for a crazy night.
Sexual harmless innuendo had been thrown around the table all evening and by eleven, everyone was three sheets to the wind. This was the perfect time for Jimmy to get the one person there he had not conquered. I was protective of my Mom, yet I could tell, like my wife, she loved the attention Jimmy had been giving her all night: compliments that started harmless and became more sexual, constant touches...the Jimmy treatment.... It was obvious my Mom, like the rest of us, was falling under Jimmy's hypnotic aura. When my Mom went to the washroom, Jimmy waited a moment and then said to the table, "I may be a while."
My Dad, realizing Jimmy's implication gasped, "Not my wife too."
Jimmy smiled, ignored the question, instead giving an order, "Old man, get under the table and pleasure your grandson. Faggot, get under the table and get your wife ready for my baby maker."
Both of us looked at each other, but said nothing, instead falling to the floor to commit another humiliating act of obedience.
A few minutes later, my wife came on my face and my son shot his load down his grandfather's throat and we returned to the table. I wasn't surprised that Jimmy and my Mother had not returned.
My wife suggested, "Let's go continue this evening in the living room. I have a surprise for you all. Let's see if Master has added another conquest."
We all followed, each curious for different reasons. My wife loved my Mom and saw her as more of a Mother than her real Mother. My son loved his grandma as she was the picture girl for perfect grandma: great presents, awesome cook and a heart of gold. My father probably couldn't fathom his gentle wife submitting to another man. Lastly, I spent the majority of my early stroking career fantasizing about my Mother who was drop dead gorgeous when I was young and even at sixty-two was still very attractive and in amazing shape. In truth she was a trophy wife for a decorated military figure.
My wife clicked on the TV remote and changed to our auxiliary channel and we were watching my Mom, bent over the toilet, holding onto the sides for dear life, her pantyhose pulled to her ankles, her dress flipped up, as Jimmy pounded her from behind.
My shy Mom, my quiet meek never standing up to my Father Mother, was moaning in wild ecstasy and saying words I had never heard come out of her mouth. "Oh fuck. I can't believe I'm doing this. But, fuck, shit, it feels so good, fuck. Oh my God."
My Dad was watching, his mouth dropped open, as Jimmy replied, "It's ok, sexy. Very few can resist my big snake. Your daughter-in-law worships it every chance she can."
I tensed up. I was petrified of my Mom knowing about the whole charade, but Jimmy surprisingly kept that secret.
My Mom ignored the declaration, as she couldn't stop talking in her state of delirious pleasure. "Fuck, Jimmy, I have never felt so full. I'm so close."
"Come for me, sexy," Jimmy said, all suave and sweet, a side I had never seen from him.
"Oh God, harder, deeper, harder. Oh God, yes, yes. Jimmy, I'm there, I'm there, I'm theeeeeeeeeeere!!!"
We all watched in perverse silence as our sexy Mother, wife, grandma and Mother-in-law quaked through an orgasm. Her whimpers echoed in surround sound around us and Jimmy never slowed down as he continued pounding my Mother. "Fuck, Maggie. I just pray my wife is this sexy and tight at sixty."
"Oh thank you, Jimmy, aaah, I can't handle it much more," she whimpered, the pleasure clearly overwhelming her.
We all watched the sixty-year-old shy woman fall to her knees like an eighteen-year-old slut and devoured the big black cock. Watching my Mom suck cock was one of the most exhilarating moments ever.
Jimmy looked directly up at the camera and grunted, "Fuck, you suck cock better than all my other sluts."
Shame hit us all I think, but not one of us took our eyes off the riveting sight.
Jimmy pulled out. My Mom, like a good porn star would do, opened her mouth awaiting her special gift. Jimmy obliged and exploded a full load of his cream on my eager Mom.



Once spent, Jimmy said, "Don't move, beautiful. I want to capture this moment in time." He grabbed his cell and took a picture of my cum-covered Mom.
My Mom, suddenly realizing what she had just done, said, "Oh my God. Oh my God. Oh my God. I just cheated on Doug."
Jimmy attempting to comfort her said, "You had no choice, Maggie, very few every resist me."
"I know. I have never cheated on him. Never even seriously considered it and yet I...I don't know what came over me. I just couldn't resist," my Mom babbled, trying to understand her weakness.
Jimmy pulled her up, a genuine smile and said, "Now you and Theresa have something new to talk about when you are out and about."
My Mom smiled deviously, clearly not listening while she was being fucked. "You really fucked her too?"
"All three holes," he smiled.
"Oh my," my Mom said, "I could never do that."
"Well, if you ever change your mind. You know where I will be," Jimmy offered, pulling up his pants.
My Mom pulled her pantyhose up and looked in the mirror. "Oh my."
Jimmy went behind her and wrapped his arms around her, cupping her breasts. "You look deliciously sexy with your face covered with my love juice."
His cock was clearly hard again and leaning against her ass. He kissed her neck while my Mother washed the remainder of his cum from her face.
My Mom said, "Please stop. We have been gone too long and I am not sure I can resist you."
Jimmy smiled, "You are probably right. If you get the craving for more chocolate tonight, I'll be sleeping on the couch upstairs."
My Mom blushed, but didn't say anything as she leaned in and kissed him. Once the kiss broke, she whispered into his ear and they left the bathroom. I was dying to know what secret they could possible share.
My wife quickly changed to regular TV and my Mom red faced still returned to the group. Her weak excuse was, "Sorry everyone, I have a pretty upset stomach. I think I better go to bed."
We all agreed it was late and they had an early morning to continue their drive tomorrow. My wife, generously, allowed me to sleep in the same bed as her and being super horny she rode me using me strictly for her own personal benefit, demanding I not come. It was almost impossible, but I obeyed and after she came and rolled off me, she allowed me to jerk myself off.
I was falling into slumber when I heard the distinct sounds of my Mother's moans. I shook my head. My wife added, "We have a camera in the living room too. Jimmy is probably recording the second fucking of your Mother."
"How many cameras are there now?" I asked incredulously.
"Five."
"When?"
"Last time you left town."
"Oh."
My wife asked, "Think Jimmy will get your Mom's ass tonight?"
"I don't know," I answered, the thought so unfathomable not so long ago.
"I bet he does. I bet she becomes an ass-slut tonight," my wife said, smiling.
Hearing such things from my wife was still so surreal, and then suddenly it hit me. Everything that had happened this past month was all because of my curiosity, my weakness. My son, wife, dad and mom had all been seduced by Jimmy all because of me. I briefly wondered if I could go back in time and resist my weakness, would I? The answer though is obvious, I wouldn't. Each person, like me, could have resisted, but they, like me, couldn't or wouldn't.
A muffled scream was heard and my wife chuckled. "Yep, your Mom just gave up her ass."
I didn't respond, instead I listened intently, knowing for the good or bad, I had changed my Mom and Dad's lives.
...
The next day my Mom and Dad both walked to the car funny, both having been fucked in the ass last night, Mom by Jimmy's black rod and Dad by his grandson.
Jimmy smiled, "Man, your whole family are eager submissive sluts. I can barely keep up."
I had to know. "Did you fuck my Mom's ass?"
"Check for yourself," he answered pointing to the TV.
Jimmy went upstairs, reclaiming his room, while I clicked on the TV. As expected, my Mom was no longer an anal virgin.
Jimmy returned while I was watching my Mom orgasm from getting drilled in the ass. Jimmy acknowledged, "For an old dame, she is one amazing fuck."
Such statements about my Mother should have riled me up, but instead all I could think about was, was it possible to get a piece of her too?"
Jimmy, reading my mind asked, "You want to fuck your Mom, don't you?"
I nodded.
"I thought about revealing your whole decline into submission, but I wasn't sure your Mother could take it."
"You are probably right," I agreed, thinking some things are better left in fantasy.
"Ì am always right," Jimmy smiled, walking away.
I returned to the TV watching my Mom collapse on the floor, cum leaking out of her ass, wondering if the possibility existed that I could one day fuck my Mom. It seemed absurd, but after the past couple of months nothing seemed impossible anymore.
The End
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Blackmailed: Cheerleader's Cherry
Summary: An Unprincipled Principal disciplines a stuck-up hot bitch cheerleader.
Note 1: This story is dedicated to Doc, who inspired this ass-centered story.
Note 2: Thanks to Estragon for his copy-editing in 2012, and to Tex Beethoven for some further editing in 2022.
All characters are over 18 years of age.
Blackmailed: Cheerleader's Cherry
As Principal of the largest high school in our district of Southern California, every day is an administrative challenge. Drug busts, celebrities' spoiled kids, relationship dramas, cyber-bullying, gangs, I've seen it all. I've also had ridiculously attractive mothers flirt with me, and even straight out offer me sex not to suspend or expel their child. On occasion I've had very pretty teenage girls offer themselves to me as well... but until recently, I'd always resisted the temptations.
But a divorce, a long dry spell between affairs, and bitterness at the landslide of academic changes being made nationwide (for 'No Child Left Behind', read 'Flood All Teachers with Excessive Bullshit Paperwork to Prove their Worth, and Mandate that the Only Education that Matters is Measured by Standardized Tests, and Thus EVERY Child is Left Behind') all coalesced at once, causing my moral shell to wither... and when I succumbed... I really succumbed!
By the last school bell on the Friday I crumbled, the day had already been a compete shit-show, so I was already on the brink of losing it completely... when even I was caught by surprise. Dallas Allen, our cheerleading captain, had been caught having sex in the janitor's closet with Markus Zenron... and can you believe it was with Markus Zenron? If you don't know him, he was our chess champ; not athletic at all, but our resident geek in every sense of the word. Not in a million years could I have been ready for this... it made no sense! As far as I knew, she was dating Elden Winster, the school's starting quarterback. So I pulled the two fuckers (literally) into my office, and asked the obvious question (ignoring the obvious one I really wanted to ask), "Why would you two decide to fool around in a jani'or's closet"?"
Markus looked like he'd already shit his pants, and Dallas was in tears. But given my fifteen years of doing this job, I knew those weren't real tears, but the standard I'm-really-good-at-crying-on-cue-to-get-out-of-trouble tears.
Markus finally stammered, "I-I-I am so sorry Mr. Stanford, it was a really stupid thing to "o."
Ignoring the crocodile-tears girl, I explaine", "You realize that if this transgression goes on your record, you can kiss Harvard goodb"e."
"Y-y-yes, s"r," a completely devastated Markus stuttered, just like the geek he was"
"I may be able to look past this indiscretion... once...if I can only understand w"y," I offered, curiosity getting the better of me.
Markus looked down at his feet and explained, "Dallas told me to meet her in the janitor's closet after school. I thought it was a practical joke and d'dn't plan to go, but.".."
"But, you had to go in case it wasn't a scam," I finished for the stressed-out boy.
"Yes. And she was already there when I arrived, and she asked if it was true."
"If what was true?" I asked.
Dallas finally spoke up, or actually she barked, "Don't you dare, Markus!"
I glared at the blonde cheerleader, her face a mess from the mixture of tears and runny make-up. "Don't you dare intimidate the guy. You can tell me your version once he's done, young lady."
She stopped talking, but the glares she aimed at Markus would have prevented 99.999% of boys from saying another word. "Actually Dallas, go wait out in the hall."
"But..." she began to protest.
"No buts, go!" I ordered, "and stand on the other side of the hall, so you can't listen in," my voice rising, daring her to make any further objections.
Once she left, I said, "Go ahead, Markus. Then what happened?"
"She asked me if the rumours about the size of my um... well... um..." the shy nerd stalled out.
"Your penis?" I queried.
"Yes, sir," he answered.
"So she wanted to know if certain rumours about the size of your penis were true."
"Yes, sir," the mortified boy replied, clearly embarrassed by this conversation and desperately worried about his academic future. Like so many boys and men, one rash decision about a hot piece of tail, and you could lose everything.
I smiled, "And obviously she then wanted to see the evidence, and showing it to her seemed like a really good idea at the time. How long had you two been in there before you were caught?"
"Less than ten minutes, sir."
An idea already forming in my head, I then asked, "Did she give you oral sex?"
"Yes, sir," the nerd replied, his answer barely a whisper.
"And how long did the two of you have actual intercourse before you were caught?"
"Only a couple of minutes."
Poor fucker. Getting to fuck the hottest cheerleader in the school, and then getting caught only a couple minutes into it. Life is a bitch! "Tell you what, Markus. You're a good kid, and I'd hate for you to lose your free ride to Harvard. Can you keep a secret?"
"Yes sir," he replied, a glimmer of hope shining eagerly in his eyes.
"This never happened. No one knows otherwise but you, Dallas, Mr. Harkus, and myself. So don't tell anyone about it, I'll pretend it never happened, and I'll tell Mr. Harkus that appropriate disciplinary action has been taken, so he shouldn't mention it to anyone either."
"Wow! Thank you, sir," he agreed enthusiastically. "But what about Dallas?"
"I shall deal with Dallas," I replied. "Have a good weekend, Markus."
"Thank you, thank you, sir," he grovelled.
"You are most welcome. On your way out, send Dallas in."
"Yes, sir."
A minute later Dallas walked into my office and closed the door. She proceeded to her chair with a sexy wiggle, one that I'm sure had often assisted in getting her out of trouble in the past. Sitting down, she made sure to show a lot of leg. I chuckled to myself, thinking she'd soon be showing lots more leg... and etcetera... than that.
"Ms. Allen, I believe it's undeniable that you copulated... on school property and right after school hours with that timid young man. Also that he could never find the courage to make any moves on you, so you must have been the instigator. Do you agree?"
"Yes, sir." It was obvious to us both that a plea of 'Not guilty' would just be silly, although she wouldn't be without resources when it came to any sentencing negotiations.
"So what should we do about this situation?"
She first tried the standard approach. "Mr. Stanford, I promise it won't happen again."
I replied, "I would like to believe that, but if I recall correctly, this is your third infraction of various kinds at my school. The first was plagiarizing an essay, and the second was a hazing incident."
She hurried to defend herself. "I apologized for the plagiarizing and wrote a thousand lines on the chalkboard. I was in the tenth grade and stupid. The hazing was just harmless fun, and it happened last year."
I gave her a stern look as I replied, "A girl hospitalised with alcohol poisoning isn't what I call harmless fun."
Realizing I wasn't remotely amused, she shifted her tactics. "I know. I felt so bad for that afterwards, but we just didn't realize she couldn't handle her liquor."
Ignoring her lame rationale, I continued, "So today is strike three. You know what happens when you reach strike three in baseball, don't you, Ms. Allen?"
"You're out," she whispered. The tears, either real or fake ones for manipulating me, began to form.
"Yes, and right now you yourself are indeed out. And you needn't bother with the waterworks, they may have served you well in the past, but they won't cut it with me."
The tears stopped as quickly as they'd begun.
"And 'out' in school administration terms means either temporary suspension or permanent expulsion, Ms. Allen."
"W-w-what?" the pretty blonde gasped, her eyes suddenly grown big.
"The policy is crystal clear, Ms. Allen. I didn't write it, but I do enforce it."
A frantic look in her eyes emerged, and she pleaded, "But there must be something you can do."
I shrugged, "Oh, there are lots of things I could do, but why would I want to?"
Catching my implication, she smiled for the first time in a while, and resumed employing her sexual wiles, her voice dripping with seduction. "If I take your meaning, there must be something I can do to convince you to go to bat for me, Mr. Stanford."
I stood up, startling her, and replied, "I could overlook this infraction I suppose, but the price will be extreme."
"I'll do anything you want, Mr. Stanford," she smiled, thinking I was going to make her give me a blowjob, or maybe I wanted to fuck her... neither of which she'd mind doing in the least.
"The word 'anything' is all-encompassing and dangerous, Ms. Allen," I warned, standing in front of her and looking down at her upraised face.
She repeated, unable even to begin comprehending what I had in mind, "Nevertheless, for you I promise to do anything, Mr. Stanford." Confident in her sexual irresistibility, her hand went to the erect cock in my pants. Feeling my nine-inch cock, she purred, "Hmmmm, impressive."
"So I've been told, " I agreed smugly.
"So... is there anything I can do for you, Mr. Stanford?"
"You really are a slut, aren't you, Ms. Allen?"
"Excuse me?" she replied, shocked at my sudden name-calling.
"You're still pretty young. How many guys have you fucked so far?" I asked, beginning my interrogation in earnest.
Her hand left my trousers, but she didn't reply.
"And how many cocks have you sucked?" I asked, continuing my verbal assault.
"Mr. Stanford, please stop asking me such questions," she begged, actual tears now forming in her eyes.
"Ms. Allen, let's make this crystal clear. If you don't wish to get suspended or worse, you will do exactly as I tell you. Is that clear?"
"Yes, but I don't understand!" she replied. "What do you want?"
"You're a slut, and I could make good use of having my very own personal cheerleader slut," I explained as I unbuckled my belt.
"Please don't call me a slut," she whispered.
"But you are one, aren't you? So I'll ask you again... slut: how many boys have plugged your cunt so far?" I asked, my pants falling to the floor.
"A dozen or so," she whispered, humiliated to admit it.
Releasing my cock from my boxers, I asked, "and how many cocks have you sucked?"
"Maybe a dozen and a half," she admitted.
"Then you may add one more to that tally, Ms. Allen." I grabbed her shoulders and gently pushed her down to her knees.
She looked up, her left hand gripping my cock, "If I suck your cock, you won't suspend me?"
"Not exactly. If you do everything I tell you until you graduate, then I won't suspend you," I clarified. "Now get sucking, slut."
She leaned forward and took my cock into her mouth. For someone who'd sucked more than a few, she really was an amateur at it. She had no style, no steady rhythm, and no ability to deep throat. She would clearly require a lot of practice.
After a couple of minutes of her sloppy cock sucking, I said, "For a slut, you need some real work on the best ways to suck off a man."
She quit sucking me and said, her confidence returned, "I've never had any complaints before."
"Well I'm a man, not a boy, and I expect more. I expect you to worship my cock. To take all of it down your whore mouth, to bathe my cock with your saliva, and to establish a constant rhythm. It should feel to us both like I'm fucking your mouth."
Insulted, yet seeming determined to prove me wrong, she began to bob up and down at a steady pace, and although she never got all of my nine inches in her mouth, she did manage eight. I moaned, "That's better slut, you may make a good cocksucker yet."
This only seemed to excite her more, and her hand disappeared under her skirt.
My balls boiling, I demanded, "I'm going to come in your mouth soon, my slut. Don't you dare waste a drop."
Impressively, she continued her eager bobbing, and soon was rewarded with my salty seed. She didn't miss a beat as I coated her throat, and I figured I might need to reassess her cocksucking talents.
Once I was spent, I pulled out of her mouth and demanded, "Bend over my desk."
Clearly horny now, and I imagine desperate to finish the fuck she'd started over an hour ago, she eagerly complied.
I raised her skimpy cheerleader's skirt, removed her panties and caressed her tight ass. I slid two fingers inside her damp pussy, and she let out a pleasured moan. I pumped her cunt for thirty seconds, then pulled out and used her juices to lubricate her ass.
"W-w-what are you d-doing?" the pretty cheerleader stammered in a panic.
"Since your cunt has been used way too many times for me to feel safe using, I'm preparing your ass for my cock," I replied casually.
"No. I don't do anal," she refused adamantly.
I chuckled, "I wasn't asking your permission. You do whatever I say, or you either get suspended or expelled."
"But...."
"Butt... yes, nice word choice. But what would mommy and daddy say if they knew you'd fucked some nerd at school?"
"My dad is dead, asshole," she threw back at me with a glare.
I replied, "Be careful how you talk to me, slut. I can still expel you whenever I want."
Suddenly defiant, she countered, "Then I'll tell on you."
I laughed again. "Nice try. Butt who are people going to believe, the respected principal, or some slut cheerleader?"
Shifting from confident to desperate, she pleaded, "Okay, you win. I'll suck you off again."
"Oh, I know you will, and often," I agreed, "but right now you're going to become my ass slut. Have you been back door fucked yet?"
"God, no," she replied, clearly repulsed by the thought.
"Good. I like being the first," I smiled. "Now bend over again, like a good slut."
Tears began streaming down her face as she obeyed while pleading, "Please don't, sir!"
I ignored her plea and slid two fingers rather easily inside her pussy. I asked, "Why are you so wet?"
She let out an involuntary moan.
"Is it because you're excited about your first ass fucking?" I asked, pumping my two fingers in and out of her pussy.
"Noooo," she moaned, unable to hide how much she was enjoying my fingers.
I pulled out and placed a slippery finger at her virgin puckered entrance and slowly pushed it inside. She whimpered slightly as my finger broke through the tight resistance. "Aaaaah, please stop," she begged.
"I'm only just beginning," I said, pushing my finger deeper into her.
"It hurts," she whined.
"You'll soon find the pain is temporary, my dear. Or as Coach Watters always says, 'no pain, no gain.'"
I wiggled my finger around, slowly expanding her tight asshole.
Her whimpers of pain continued as I pointed out, "This slight pain is way more tolerable than if I just went ahead and shoved my cock up your tight ass, my dear."
Again she pleaded. "I can get you money. What do you want?"
"Your ass, Ms. Allen," I replied, "no charge," and her tears again streamed down her face.
I wiggled my finger a bit more before pulling out and quickly adding a second finger. Fuck, she was tight.
She screamed, "Oh my God, I can't take it anymore."
I smiled as I pondered the fact that next was my cock, which was longer and wider than my two fingers. Ignoring her pleas yet again, I continued penetrating her with my fingers while wiggling them inside her tight butt.
Her screaming simmered down to whimpers as my two fingers disappeared between her tight ass cheeks. I explained, "Ms. Allen, your ass is getting used to being widened, or as the books call it, gaped."
"It still hurts," she whined.
"As much as it did at first?" I asked.
"No," she admitted, realizing that for the first time.
"Just relax, and I think you will soon feel a shift from slight burn to sweet tingle," I explained.
I continued the wiggles inside her sweet ass slowly widening her. Her whimpers continued, yet her complaining had ceased.
Finally, content I could fit inside her virgin ass with little effort, I pulled my fingers out and checked out her opened ass. It would still be a tight squeeze, but I liked that.
I got behind her, my nine-inch cock ready for action. She looked back scared, her puppy dog eyes silently pleading me to reconsider, but I just stared back. I wasn't going to lose face to her, like I imagine many guys had before me. For as long as it lasted, I'd call all the shots in this... affair?
Her perfect ass looked so deliciously inviting. Pulling her ass cheeks apart, I astonished her by burying my face between them and slightly rimming her gaped ass. She let out a surprised moan as I teased her puckered hole. Swirling my tongue, her anal resistance weakened as I slid a forefinger back inside her ass. She again whimpered, although now it sounded more like a whimper of pleasure than of pain. I wiggled around before sliding a second finger in.
"Aaahhh," she let out, as I widened her virgin ass for my cock.
I explained, "Good news, Ms. Allen, your tight ass is almost ready for my cock."
"Oh God," she moaned, as I explored her insides with my fingers.
Finally confident that I'd prepared her as best I could for her anal deflowering, I pulled my fingers out and moved my cock back into position. Her ass immediately tightened, so I explained, "This will feel a lot better to you if you relax, Ms. Allen."
Although I could see and feel her nervousness, she did relax the best she could as I pushed forward, ever slowly breaching her tight entrance.
A whimper escaped her lips as she grabbed the corner of my desk for stability. Not wanting to hurt her more than I already had, I continued my anal invasion at a snail's pace. Her whimpers were constant, yet not the kind of howls of pain she'd indulged in earlier. It was obvious she still felt some discomfort, but now also some pleasure. I was halfway in when I heard her first moan, and a smile crossed my face. Most girls may deny this, but once they've felt a big hard cock up their backdoor, they're addicted. I began slowly fucking her ass, each stroke going deeper into foreign territory. The mixture of whimpers and moans as this 18-year-old attempted to deal with her mixture of pleasure and pain was incredibly hot. I'd fucked some pretty girls in my life, and taken a few anal cherries as well, but Dallas was the hottest and tightest I'd ever had. Luckily I wasn't 18 anymore, so I could control my orgasm, as I focused on making this blonde bombshell into my new anal slut.
Each push forward widened her no longer virgin back door and caused a whimper to escape the blonde's sweet lips. Slowly but surely, over fifteen minutes, the girl took all of my cock, and once it was completely buried in her ass, I asked, "How does my cock feel in your ass now, Ms. Allen?"
Her breathing was already erratic as she managed to say, "I-um-it doesn't hurt as much as I thought it would."
"Does it feel good?" I asked, leaning forward a bit, going even deeper.
"Aaaaah, it feels ok," trying not to give me a win.
I promised, "Don't worry, Ms. Allen; pretty soon it will feel lots better than ok."
Determined to keep my promise, I began taking long, slow strokes inside her ass. I wasn't fucking her really, but rather prepping her for the fucking that was to come. Slowly her whimpers faded and were replaced by moans, and just like all my other first-time anal sluts, she started to really enjoy the sensations of my cock up her ass.



I continued my slow burn approach, waiting for the words that always, always eventually came. The anal tease lasted a couple of minutes more, her moans increasing, before she begged, "Please, harder, fuck me harder."
"Fuck what harder?" I asked, wanting to hear the 18-year-old say it.
"My ass, fuck my ass harder, please," she begged.
"But I thought you said anal sex was disgusting?" I asked as if she were being confusing, and unhelpfully I slowed down.
"Oh God, please don't stop. You were right, sir. It feels so fucking good."
"What does?"
"Your cock in my ass," she admitted, frustrated, wanting desperately to be fucked hard, fucked like a slut.
Satisfied with her declaration, I picked up the pace substantially. Her moans accelerated, and it turned out she was a screamer; thank goodness it was Friday evening, and the teachers exited this place faster than a teenage boy shoots his first load inside a girl.
"Oh yes, oh, oh, God, it-it-it feels so good," she moaned, "So fucking good!"
"But only sluts like cocks in their asses, Ms. Allen," I pointed out.
"I'm a... I'm a... then I'm a slut," she admitted, adding, "and I'm your slut, Mr. Stanford."
"And you're telling me this ass is mine whenever I want it?" I asked, as I began really pistoning inside her ass.
"Oh, yes it is, it's yours," she struggled to offer, moaning like a sow in heat.
"So you're my slut, Ms. Allen?" I asked.
"Yes I am, Mr. Stanford," she moaned.
"And my personal fuck toy?" I pushed.
"Oh, God yes," she agreed eagerly.
"And also my anal cum deposit?"
"Oh yes, whenever you want me," she moaned, her left hand now frantically rubbing her pussy.
"Don't you dare come until I say you can," I cautioned.
"Oh god, but I'm so close, Mr. Stanford," she whined.
"Then beg for it, Ms. Allen," I demanded.
"Oh please sir. Can I please come like a slut?" she moaned, as my cock continued hammering away in her ass.
"You may come when I do, slut," I grunted, "and no worries, I'm very close."
"Okkkkkk," she moaned, still rubbing herself.
Thirty seconds later, both of us doing all we could to come, I said, "Get ready, slut. Here we come, baby."
"Oh yes, fill my ass with your cum," she moaned, totally opposite from her earlier refusals.
"Get ready to come, slut," I demanded, "In five."
"Four," I said, as her screams echoed around my office.
"Three."
"Two," I grunted, my balls boiling over.
"One," I declared, my cum exploding out of me and inside her tight ass. "Now, slut; cum now."
A couple seconds later, the 18-year old quaked as an intense orgasm exploded out of her. She screamed, "Aaaaaaah, fuuuuuuuck, I'm cuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuming. Fuck, fuck, yes Mr. Sanford!"
As I deposited my load into her, I watched the most animated orgasm in my life. She shook, she screamed, she talked dirty, it was the hottest thing I'd ever seen. I finally pulled out and demanded, "Clean my cock, slut."
This time she obeyed with lightning speed, falling to her knees and taking my cock that was just in her no-longer-virgin-ass and beginning to bob on it, possibly endeavoring to retrieve any last remnants of cum still upstream inside my cock.
Finally spent, I pulled up my underwear and pants and said, 'You understand this wasn't a one-time thing, slut?"
"Yes, sir," she agreed, still on her knees.
"And I require you to date Markus for the rest of the semester," I announced. "Just not in the janitor's closet anymore."
She stammered, "W-w-what?"
"Yes, I think he'll be good for you. The only cocks allowed in your three cum deposit holes will be mine and your new boyfriend Markus's."
"But that will ruin my reputation," she whined.
"I doubt it. If anything, it will save you from the shallow path you were pursuing," I countered.
Still on her knees, she stared up at me, dumbfounded.
I smiled, "Unlock your phone and hand it to me."
She stood up and went to her phone. From behind, I could see my cum leaking out of her ass. She unlocked and handed me her phone. I looked up Markus' phone number and dialled it. I handed her back the phone and instructed her, "Ask for Markus."
Although I could tell she wasn't enthusiastic, she did as I'd instructed. "Hi, is Markus home? May I speak to him?"
I took the phone back. Once Markus was on the line, I explained my plan. "Hi, Markus. It's Principal Stanford. I've dealt with Ms. Allen, and we've come to a mutual understanding that we like, and we think it will please you too. She's agreed to be your girlfriend... with benefits... for the rest of the semester, and we three will keep your little indiscretion a secret. Although the next time you want to fuck her, please do it somewhere other than my school."
He asked, stunned, "Are you serious, Mr. Stanford?"
I responded, "Deadly serious, Markus. You've worked hard for all your life to be a top student, and you deserve to be rewarded. Your reward is to enjoy unlimited sex with the hottest slut in the school. She will treat you with respect, encourage you to hang out with her friends, defend you if some of the so-called 'cool kids' try to bully you, and she'll fuck you whenever you want. If she disobeys you or mistreats you in any way, please let me know, so I can reprimand her accordingly. Is all of that clear and acceptable?"
He stammered, "Y-y-yes, sir."
"You two should go on a date tomorrow night. She will pick you up at 6 pm, and she will take you out. Again, you may use her however you wish. She's a decent cocksucker, but could use some practice. Her pussy has been used a fair amount, so I encourage you to make sure you get her tested before drilling that hole, but her ass is fucking heavenly, and I highly recommend it. Actually, Ms. Allen: please tell Markus you want him to fuck your ass tomorrow."
I handed her the phone, and she looked at me with a look of stunned shock. I gave her a hard look that told her just to do as she was told.
She paused, but began, "Markus, I'm so sorry for how I treated you in the past, and I'd love for you to be my boyfriend. Who? Elden? No, he's history; I want you. Brains over brawn, you know."
My cock hard again, I figured I might as well deposit one more load into my cheerleading slut. I snapped my fingers and pointed to my desk, and she obeyed while continuing to talk on the phone with her new boyfriend. "Tomorrow night I'll pick you up like Principal Stanford said, and take you out for supper at McClarens, so dress up nicely. Then maybe a moviiiiiiiiiiiie."
My cock slipped back into her ass. I said, "Make sure you tell him what you want him to do to you."
She moaned, as I began deep thrusts into her ass. "Oh God, Markus. Tomorrow I want to feel your big cock inside me anywhere you want to puuuut it. Shove it in my mouth, my pussy, or my ass. I just want to feel your big cock inside me. Make me your sluuuuuuuut."
I slapped her ass. "Say goodbye, slut. I want you focused now."
"Bye, Markus. I'll see yoooooou tomorrow; ok, lover?" she moaned.
She dropped the phone on the desk and begged, "Oh god, thank you, Mr. Stanford, I don't know what you've done to me, but I fucking loooove it."
"You were already a slut, Ms. Allen. I'm just making sure you get treated like one," I explained.
Clearly getting off from the ass fucking, she moaned, "Oh god yes, I'm your slut."
"And Markus's slut too," I corrected her.
"Yes, sir. I'll fuck him, I'll suck him, I'll make him popular, have threesomes with my girlfriends... all for you, sir, all just to feel your cock inside me again and again," she screamed as another orgasm began to build in my little anal-slut.
"Come for me slut, come... again... while I fuck your ass... again," I demanded, sweat dripping down my forehead while I hammered her as hard as possible.
She began rubbing her pussy and begged, "Harder, sir, oh fuck, yes, your cock feels so good in my ass, so fuuuuuucking good!"
"Come now, slut," I demanded, grabbing her hair.
"Oh yes, oh god, oh yes, oh, oh, oh, 1uuuuuuuuck," she bellowed, her scream ricocheting off the walls.
I pulled out, sat down on my office chair and demanded, "Straddle my cock, slut."
She struggled to stand up, clearly exhausted, but still managed to stagger backwards towards me. I grabbed her ass and lowered her slowly onto my cock. She whimpered, this new position stretching her ass in new ways. Then after a couple minutes of getting used to her new position, she began to ride my cock. Watching one of the most beautiful high school students I've ever met riding my cock in her ass was fucking hot, as were her increasing moans. She held onto my desk for balance as she began bouncing on my cock, taking it deeper than she had before.
She squeezed out whimpers of pain, but like a trooper, she maintained a steady pace on my cock. Gradually her whimpers became moans, and she again became animated. "Oh fuck, sir, promise me you'll fuck me again! Oh god, I didn't know it could be this good! Fuck, fuck, oh god, you're inside me so deep!"
Finally getting close, I held her steady on my lap, my cock buried completely inside her. I asked, "Are you ready for it, slut?"
"God yes," she answered, having no idea what I was about to do.
I gripped her shoulders and bucked my ass up, making my cock pound deeper inside her than anyone would think possible.
Her screams once again filled the room. "Oh fuuuuuuuuck, it hurts so good, so fucking good!"
I continued the upward thrusts into my slut's ass. Each thrust had her emitting incomprehensible sounds. "Aaaaaahh!" Another thrust. "Arrrrrrrrg!" Another. "Oh myyyyyyyyyy!" The sexy screams of her pleasure and pain were so hot that soon my balls were again bubbling, I only wished I could have seen her expressions, although later on, my security camera would entertain me for hours.
I demanded, "Beg for my cum, my slut."
She begged, "Oh sir, shoot your cum up my slut ass. I'm your ass slut, your cheerleading slut, and oh god, I'm going to come again."
A few more thrusts were all it took before I surprised her by demanding, "On your knees, slut. It's time to coat your face with my cum."
She quickly fell to her knees, her mouth wide open, her blue eyes staring up at me as I stroked my cock right in front of her. Her dirty talk continued as she fingered herself. "Mr. Stanford, come on your slut. Cover my face with your cum. I want it, sir, I want it so fuuuuucking bad."
It was too much, and I shot my third load of the evening all over her face. Some hit her hair, some her forehead, but most covered her nose, lips and chin. She scooped up all of my cum she could reach, and stuffed it into her mouth, just like any good slut would do, before taking my spent cock back into her mouth.
Finally satisfied, I demanded, "Make yourself come again for me, slut."
She instantly sat on my desk, fell onto her back, shoved two fingers inside her cunt and pumped herself furiously. In less than a minute, her orgasmic scream once again echoed through my office. I watched her twitch and writhe, oblivious to how slutty she looked.
Once she recovered, I said, "May I assume you won't be getting into any more trouble, Ms. Allen?"
"Oh, no sir," she smiled, still lying on the floor, her legs spread wide open, her face shiny with my cum. "I've learned my lesson."
"Excellent," I smiled, "Of course, I think it best to be proactive with your case."
"How so, sir?" she asked, her smile so seductive I thought I might get hard again.
"Well, I think for starters, we should meet for weekly counselling every Friday, beginning right after school, the same as today," I suggested.
"I think that's an excellent idea, sir. I'd hate to regress because I was lacking proper reminders," she smiled, her fingers still inside her cunt.
*****
We continued her discipline every Friday for the rest of the school year, and she and Markus became the odd couple of the school. But because of her popularity, the other students never questioned her choice of a boyfriend, and Markus became very popular... the two of them even serving as homecoming king and queen at prom.
At prom, with my cum in her ass, after being presented as prom queen, Dallas introduced me to her mother, who was a popular journalist, a dead ringer for her daughter and, as I recalled, a widow.
A couple ours later, I deposited a load of cum in Mrs. Allen's ass...but that's another crazy story.
The End... for now... until Mrs. Allen's story in part 2 Cheerleader's Mom.
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Lesbian MILF Seductress: In flight
1. JOINING THE LESBIAN MILE HIGH CLUB
Bree wanted to travel the world and usually what Bree wanted, Bree got. So through a couple of connections, both older women who had submitted sexually to the young blonde, she got a first class flight to Germany during Spring Break. The week was a whirlwind of travel and Bree was so preoccupied with the sights and history that she went the entire trip without sex (well, it was also that time of month). So she was already going through domination withdrawal when the perfect opportunity presented itself.
Bree had requested the very front seat of the plane because she did not like people in front of her and she liked the extra leg-room. As usual, she got what she wanted for the lengthy flight back to America...a crazy midnight flight. The stars were all lining up perfectly: there were only three people in first class and the flight attendant in charge was an incredibly attractive short older woman, who Bree instantly decided would be her personal pleasure pet for the long flight home.
Bree dressed, as she usually did, in a skirt, thigh high stockings (Bree never knew when she would have someone crawling between her legs), a simple blouse and heels. She flipped off her heels as soon as she got seated and made sure the tops of her thigh high stockings were clearly visible to the attractive flight attendant.
Vivian was a veteran flight attendant, having done this for twenty-five years, ever since she was twenty-one. She had seen it all. When she noticed the young girl dressed so slutty for an overnight flight, she shook her head, assuming the young girl was intending on joining the mile high club. Vivian smiled as she recalled when she joined the club, fucking a pilot in the cockpit while the other flew the plane. They later swapped positions as she got a 'fuck one, get a second fuck free deal'. For the first couple of years she was a popular piece of tail for the pilots, before meeting 'the one'. She got pregnant, then married and had one child, her daughter Hillary, who was training to be a flight attendant as well.
Vivian loved her job, traveling being her passion, a passion her daughter also inherited. She was giddy with the thought of one day working with her daughter, who was a spitting image of her when she was younger. Even though Vivian loved her job, there was almost always a passenger who was a pain in her ass and this time she could already tell it was going to be this young tramp. Sometimes it was a drunk, others a pervert, others a crying baby or a terrible parent or, like today, a diva girl who thinks the world revolves around her. She sighed knowing it was probably going to be a long flight...unless the young lady fell asleep.
Bree read her a book on her Ipad once the plane was in the air. When the seatbelt light dinged it was safe to take the seatbelt off and get up, Bree stood up and stretched. She surveyed the small first class area. Both other first class passengers were already sound asleep and Bree smiled, knowing her window of opportunity was open now.
She sat back down and pressed her button for assistance.
Vivian saw the light flicker and sighed as she thought to herself, 'I knew it.'
Hiding her resentment at the young diva, Vivian put on her fake happy face and went to her. She asked, "What can I do for you, Miss?"
Bree liked being called Miss and smirked at the fact that the flight attendant's job made her a natural submissive. Bree asked politely, "May I have a blanket, it is chillier than I expected in here?"
Vivian thought to herself, 'Of course, it is chilly, you are half fucking naked.' Yet, the words out of her mouth were, "Of course, Ma'am."
Bree, showing her first hints at dominance, corrected the older woman, "I am no Ma'am. I am twenty-two. You will refer to me as Miss." Bree considered adding 'or Mistress' but decided to play the seduction slightly slower and less abruptly.
"Yes, Miss," Vivian replied with the fake smile she had long ago mastered, glued upon her face. Inside she was seething as she turned and went to get the half-naked co-ed a blanket. She purposely took her time, her own subtle act of defiance.
Bree knew she had pissed off the flight attendant and caught on that the long delay at retrieving a simple item was a power struggle statement by the veteran.
When Vivian returned with the blanket, she handed it to the passenger without actually making eye contact.
Bree asked with sugary sweetness, while reading her book, "Could you please put it on me?"
"Yes, Miss," the furious Vivian responded as she thought to herself, 'Want me to tuck you in too?'
Once done, Bree said, her condescending tone as subtle as possible, but clearly there, "Thank you. You are a very good servant."
Vivian considered clarifying that she was not a servant, but decided to let it go. "Is there anything else, Miss?"
"Yes," Bree replied, not looking up at her, building on the servant treatment, "I will have a glass of red wine."
"Of course, Miss," Vivian replied, hoping the wine would make the young bitch tired.
Bree smirked. She loved the game, the hunt, the sly manipulation. The thrill of the chase was usually way more exciting and sexually stimulating than the sex that would inevitably end the cat and mouse game.
Returning with the wine and a glass, Vivian poured a generously full glass of wine.
Bree joked slyly, "Are you trying to get me drunk and take advantage of me?"
Vivian stammered, "I-I-I beg your pardon?"
"Ooooh, a beggar, even better," Bree flirted, playing on the suddenly ruffled MILF.
"What? No. Please, stop," Vivian argued, trying to regain the situation.
"Please, yes," Bree countered, allowing the blanket to slip to one side. "Could you fix my blanket?"
Vivian was flustered as she hastily fixed the blanket, her face suddenly flushed.
The plane bucked in a bit of turbulence, and half the glass of wine spilled onto Bree's blouse.
Bree saw this as a great opportunity, and wasn't angry, but acted it. "Fuck! What the hell?"
Vivian apologized profusely, as she did when an accident occurred, "I am so sorry. It was a complete accident."
Bree unbuttoned her blouse and demanded, "Accident, my ass! Get this in water. If this stains I will have your job."
Vivian grabbed the stained blouse and couldn't help but notice the girl's voluptuous breasts. She looked away just as quickly and took the blouse to a sink. She soaked it thoroughly and used the special stain remover that worked like magic usually. She took a deep breath as she tried to regain her composure. She grabbed an extra flight attendant blouse to bring to the bitch. She sighed when the light flashed, alerting her that passenger in seat one, was in need of assistance again.
While the older woman was gone, Bree slipped back into her heels, knowing they added a sense of power to any seduction.
When Vivian arrived back to the young woman she gasped. The big-breasted blonde was no longer wearing a bra. She began, handing the young woman the blouse, "Miss, you need to be wearing something."
Bree glared at the stunned flight attendant and pointed out, "If you wouldn't have overfilled the glass trying to get me drunk to fuck me I wouldn't be half-naked."
Vivian was flabbergasted. The girl's accusations were so off-base they were absurd, yet she suddenly couldn't resist taking a couple of peeks at the young girl's firm breasts. She thought to herself how her breasts used to be that perky and firm but age and gravity had not been so kind to her. She stammered, "It-it-it was an accident."
"Whatever," Bree replied, dismissing the older woman's defensive reply and tossing the blouse on the seat beside her. Bree could see the trepidation and confusion in the older woman's eyes and knew the first pivotal moment was at hand. She said, "The least you can do is make it up to me. My feet are killing me. Could you please massage my feet?"
Vivian couldn't believe the nerve of this young lady. Regaining her composure, she attempted to regain control of the absurd conversation, while desperately trying to ignore the young girl's still uncovered breasts. She couldn't tell if the young girl was flirting with her, or just playing games. She didn't really care either way, she just wanted the flight to end and to get home and in her nice warm bed. Two weeks away from home was too long and her mind was beginning to play tricks on her. A small part of her, just the slightest tingle inside, was intrigued by the young blonde's flirting. She had resisted many offers to play some lesbian games when she first started, but she loved men and men only...yet there was something suddenly drawing her to the seductive passenger. Ignoring the small flicker of curiosity, she said, "Sorry, Miss that is not part of the first class package."
Bree didn't flinch as she responded, "I know, but I want the full first class package." Bree finished the glass of wine and stood up. In her heels she towered over the just five-foot-tall forty-six year old.
Vivian suddenly was intimidated. The young girl's firm breasts and stiff erect nipples were just inches from her. She was speechless as she tried to process what was happening. Unthinkably, she felt a slight dampness in her vagina and her mind reeled.
Bree, like the predator she was, could tell when a prey was weak and went in for the kill. She put her hands on the woman's shoulders and gently, but firmly, guided the dazed older woman to her knees.
Vivian felt herself being gently led to the floor and although she knew she should resist, the confident demeanour of her passenger had her in a trance. She glimpsed to the two other passengers to make sure they were still sleeping before she looked up at the young woman.
Bree sat back down and ordered like a rich woman would a servant, "Take off my heels."
Vivian's face was flushed with the humiliation that comes with servitude, yet she couldn't deny that it turned her on. Her damp panties were impossible to ignore. She obeyed the simple task and waited for further instruction.
Bree, happy with the older woman's obedience, continued, "Now please massage my feet."
Vivian took the stocking-clad left foot into her hands and gently began massaging it. She couldn't explain it but the touch of nylon, mixed with the girl's perfectly manicured toes and her purple toenails, mixed with the clearly subservient situation that had somehow occurred, had her pussy was unexplainably tingling.
Bree knew she was in control, yet that there was still a fine line to get the flight attendant to cross. So Bree just relaxed and allowed the massage to relax her.
Vivian, accepting that it was easier to just appease the young passenger than to cause havoc in a sleeping plane, massaged the young girl thoroughly, just like she liked to have done to her. When she switched feet, she glanced up and gasped as she realized she could see right up the young lady's skirt and that she was not wearing any panties.
Bree noticed the older woman's reaction. It never got old, watching a straight woman slowly weaken to the point they are not only no longer straight, but also are submissive and eager to please a much younger woman. Bree teased, hinting blatantly at the obvious, "Don't worry, you will get to massage that later too."
Vivian who had just grabbed the passenger's other stocking-clad foot suddenly realized, any lingering doubts now confirmed, the intentions of the young woman. Vivian had no idea what to do. She was not a lesbian. She hadn't frolicked with a passenger in over twenty years and yet she could feel her responsible, professional self fading away. It was like when she used to get really drunk and her standards and morals dissipated, and she became a horny cock craving slut...although this time she wasn't drunk and it wasn't cock she was beginning to crave. A couple of minutes after seeing the young girl's shaved pussy, she decided she had to end this now before she did something she really regretted. Adamant that she had to resist the growing temptation to submit to this young girl, she let go of the girl's nylon-clad foot and abruptly stood up.
Bree, seeing a glint of resistance in the older woman, quickly regained control. "Did I give you permission to quick massaging me or stand up?"
Vivian, appalled at the young woman's attitude of entitlement, replied, "I'm done."
"I beg to differ," Bree said, before threatening, "you have five seconds to resume your position, slut."
Vivian couldn't believe the half-naked passenger would have the gall to call her a slut. Vivian had only slept with one man for over twenty years; she was as faithful as Old Yeller. Vivian glared at the blonde passenger and retorted, "I am no slut and this little charade of yours is over."
Bree laughed like the wicked witch of the west. "Reeeeeally," she rolled out all dramatic.
"Yes, reeeeeally," Vivian replied, sarcastically copying the young passenger.
Bree flipped her iPad to show her prey what she had been recording while the older woman assumed she was reading.
Vivian went as white as snow. She was watching herself on her knees in front of the young girl.
Bree explained, "Now obviously with one click this video can go to your superiors or to any number of stocking fetish websites. The best part is all they will see are my nylon legs, toes and thighs, but I think as you can see your pretty little face is very clear. And unless I am mistaken, and I seldom am, you sure seemed to be enjoying yourself down there."
Vivian's heart sank. She was being blackmailed and portrayed as some kinky pervert when it was the young woman, half naked, that was the real pervert. She tried to spin a way out of this in her head, but nothing came to mind.
Bree pointed out. "It has been way more than five seconds, but I will give you the benefit of the doubt, considering it is obvious you have not actually accepted our new reality."
Vivian, defeated and confused, returned to her knees and continued massaging her blackmailer's foot, an anxiety-riddled mess and yet just, as absurdly and unlikely, horny as hell.
Bree, going for the sexual jugular, teased, "You look hungry, are you ready to continue giving me the next part of the full-service first class treatment?"
Vivian knew it was coming and a growing part of her was excited but she knew this is where she had to draw the line. "Please, Miss," she began but was interrupted and her message construed.
"Begging," Bree teased, "I like that."
Vivian stammered, "I-I-I wasn't...."
But Bree shushed her and opened her legs. "I know what you are thinking right now. A part of you is dying to submit to me, to bury your face in my oasis of sweetness, but another part of you, albeit slowing shrinking, knows it is wrong to submit to a passenger. Go ahead take a good long look at my cunt, Vivian."
Vivian obeyed staring at the enticing, slightly glistening, pussy. The young girl was completely correct in her assessment as well, as her conflicting emotions were causing complete turmoil in her head, body and loins.
Bree continued, "It's ok, slut. I have already made your choice for you the moment I met you. I could tell you needed this, and now I am going to make it happen." Bree paused to make direct eye contact with her about to break prey, before ordering, "Now crawl between my legs."
Vivian knew she should resist, but she also knew Bree had the video of her. And although a weak excuse, it was the one she used to convince herself to do it. In her mind she was not doing it because she wanted to, but because she had no choice. She obeyed the pretty passenger and positioned herself between the stocking-clad legs of this seductress.
Bree knew she had won, like she always did. She purposely didn't blackmail the MILF, wanting her to give in because of her own free will, as that was the best part for her, watching the stages of submission in action.
Part one: the initial shock. The idea of submission is presented subtlety, usually a moment that has never crossed their mind...at least not seriously.
Part two: the denial. After the prey gets past the original shock of such an originally ludicrous idea, she denies adamantly the idea even as her body and subconscious begins to get intrigued by the thought of submission. The prey convinces herself she is straight and would never submit to a woman, especially a younger one.
Part three: the consideration. Yet, the longer the temptation lingers the tiny morsel of intrigue in stage two grows and spreads like wild fire in a dry forest. For some they have always been remotely curious, for others their sex-life at home is stagnant and desperately needs to be ignited, for others they are in powers of authority and such submission gives them the stress relief their mind and body is craving and for others it is just a natural transition of their sexual being. For many it is a mixture of all or some of them and for the some it is just the intoxicating aura that Bree exudes without trying, like a sexual perfume that entices the innocent and corrupts them into the sin that deep down inside of them has remained dormant and ignored. But we are sexual beings and such sinful desires are in all of us just begging to be allowed to be let out...Bree has the ability to bring it out in spades. For the prey, this usually includes an inner battle between propriety and society's expectations and the raw carnal lust that exists deep inside. The inner turmoil causes much anxiety and trepidation at first but these feelings slowly shift to excitement and intrigue as they consider becoming the sexual beings they are.
Part four: submission. Inevitably, regardless of the inner conflict, all the prey eventually submits. Some do so eagerly once they let go of their shame and insecurities, while others pretend to be forced into it. But once they are on their knees, between Bree's legs and they have that first sample, they are addicted...always. They become addicts of her pussy and will do almost anything to taste it again. Most will wonder why they have never tried it before and regardless of their relationship with Bree after the submission, they will search and crave similar submissions for the rest of their lives.
Vivian stared at the young seductress's pussy unsure what to do next. An invisible line was all that stopped her from final submission.
Bree allowed the older woman to hesitate. Bree loved to watch the final last second struggle before the inevitable. Finally, Bree, wanting the MILF to cross the threshold on her own, instead of ordering like she often did, offered sweetly, "Go ahead, Vivian. We both know you want to."
As she heard the words, Vivian knew that they were true. What started as an absurd idea from a pretentious young passenger had slowly become an inevitable evolution to the undeniable. The young girl's scent of sin was as appetizing as the scent of freshly baked cookies. The kind that mom used to make that she devoured whole. Without even feeling the shift occur, she felt herself lean forward, extend her tongue and submit. She couldn't believe how sweet the young girl tasted, like peaches and yet like a whole new forbidden fruit. Vivian was tentative at first, but once the taste triggered her taste buds it was like an aphrodisiac shot straight to her brain, numbing any sense of wrong or morals and releasing a hunger that could never be completely satisfied ever again. She was hooked and began to lick with determined focus to make this young girl flood and feed her hungry lust.



Bree let out a surprised moan at the older woman's eagerness. For one she assumed was a rookie, this one hit all the right buttons.
Vivian felt a rush of adrenalin when she heard the younger girl moan, knowing it was because of her. Such a thrill should not have excited the older woman, yet such recognition felt incredibly rewarding, like a child who had been recognized for doing something well. Vivian used her tongue to split the dominant passenger's wet pussy lips. The new lesbian was rewarded with a small gush of heavenly sweetness.
Bree had to control herself, not wanting to come to quick. She complimented the new dyke. "Well, you are an eager little lez slut, aren't you?"
The derogatory half-assed complimented should have offended the flight attendant and would have any other day in her life, yet at this moment the words shot a wave of pleasure directly to her now very feverish pussy. Mindlessly, her left hand went to give her pussy the much needed attention it craved.
Bree noticing this asked, again showing the Domme-sub relationship she had clearly created in such a short time, "Did I give you permission to touch yourself, slut?"
Vivian just as quickly pulled her hand away from her inferno of lust. As soon as she did she wondered to herself, 'Why did I just obey?' more determined than ever to get this bitchy young lady off, she did what she liked being done to her when she was close. She swallowed the young woman's hard clit and nibbled on it with her teeth while simultaneously swirling her tongue around the engorged clit.
Bree was impressed with the older woman's rookie tongue and knew that she was not going to last much longer. Deciding to remain in control and come on her terms, she grabbed the back of the short MILF's head and began rubbing her cunt all over her new fuck-toy.
Vivian struggled to breath and yet continued her eager pleasuring of the wet cunt, wanting to drown in the love juice of the addicting young woman.
It was less than a minute when Bree's legs stiffened and the convulsions began. Tremor after tremor pulsed through her and the dam broke as she released a wave of cum onto the eager and hungry new lez slut.
Vivian bathed in the sweet tang of sin knowing and revelling in the knowledge that it was her that had got the young dominant off.
Bree finally let go and ordered, her breathing still erratic, "Now get yourself off, slut."
Those were the words that older MILF was dying to hear and so far past propriety, she leaned against the wall and started to frantically finger herself.
Bree watched amused, as she slowly recovered from her more intense than expected orgasm. This seduction was originally just a way to kill some time while on a long flight and join the mile high club, but she figured she might have to reconsider after that quality pussy-pleasing performance.
Vivian's eyes were closed so she could focus on her impending orgasm. She slid two fingers inside herself and let out a louder than anticipated moan. Her climax was imminent when the seatbelt light came on and the pilot announced, "We are about to experience some turbulence. It may be a bumpy ride for awhile."
Vivian opened her eyes frantic, but Bree demanded, "Don't you dare quit until you have finished your bumpy ride."
Although the building orgasm had subsided a bit, Vivian closed her eyes again and quickly brought it back up and just as she was close she felt a stocking foot on her crotch and without hesitation began riding it. Within seconds, Vivian came hard exploding her juices on the younger woman's foot. She rode the foot throughout her orgasm ignoring the obvious humiliating implications of such a whorish act. Exhausted and completely sexually satisfied, Vivian collapsed on the floor. A moment later she felt Bree's wet stocking-clad foot on her lips.
Bree smirked as she put the extra airline blouse on and instructed, "You got my foot soaked with your slut juice. Clean my foot up."
Embarrassed by yet another humiliating order and her brain beginning to do the thinking again now that her pussy had been sedated through pleasure thought she had to get back to her job. She quickly sucked each of Bree's toes like mini-cocks retrieving her own juice. She then licked the top of the wet stockinged-foot and looked up and saw that Bree had her Ipad out again asked, "Is that good, Miss?"
Bree, happy with the utter submission of her new slut, suggested "You should probably get back to work."
"Of course, Miss," a thankful, humiliated, confused and yet satisfied Vivian answered, finally standing up.
Bree finished with, "Where do you live?"
"New York," the flight attendant answered, an odd flush of excitement at the thought of submitting to her again taking over.
"Hmmm, I'm from Boston, but I do visit New York on occasion," Bree replied with a smile, hinting at future encounters.
Vivian left and Bree help asleep into a sweet slumber for the remainder of the flight.
*****
When they were about to begin descent, Bree buzzed again.
Vivian, who had had some time to replay and consider what had transpired, went to the young Domme trying desperately to avoid any further submission. As much as it felt so good to submit and it was easily the best orgasm of her life, she was married and was appalled at herself that she had cheated on her loyal husband.
As Vivian arrived, Bree could see the second doubts of shame that often followed a submission. Bree asked, "Are you wishing you hadn't submitted?"
Vivian answered, "Yes, no, I don't know."
Bree smiled, handing Vivian her cell phone. "Put your contact information in here."
Vivian grabbed the cell phone and considered entering false information, but even a she considered it, she felt herself typing in her truth. In a brief moment of time, one brief interaction with the young seductress, and she suddenly knew she was unable to resist the temptation to obey her.
Once the new slut returned the phone to Bree, Bree asked, "Do you want to submit to me again, slut?"
Vivian whispered so quietly it was impossible to hear by anyone more than a couple of feet away, "Yes."
Their conversation was cut short by the pilot's announcement that we were about to descend. Vivian quickly left and Bree relaxed, suddenly wondering how someone got a job as a flight attendant.
2. BECOMING A FLIGHT ATTENDANT
After her seduction of Vivian, it occurred to Bree that a great opportunity lay in front of her. Bree loved to seduce older women, Bree loved women in nylons and Bree loved to travel. Why not get a summer job as a flight attendant and do the two things she loved most: seduce MILF's and travel.
So through a couple of connections, Vivian being one of them and another older women who had submitted to the young blonde sexually, she was hired to be a stewardess for the summer.
She was giddy with excitement at the complete untapped potential of not only stewardesses, but passengers, hotel workers, maids and maybe even women pilots she would meet on her four month journey. She had already committed to working with Senator Daphne Green when she returned for the upcoming election (the sexual story of submission between these two is an entirely different story).
Now Bree wasn't strictly a lesbian; she loved a good hard cock filling her on occasion, but she loved women more....older women mostly. She had always had girls and even more so older women checking her out and falling over themselves to eventually please her. Bree had many, many pets, including her mother (another story altogether...especially since her Mother was a Domme herself), her best friend's neighbor, her sorority house Mother, the Dean's wife, a black lawyer, a police-woman, a nurse, a teacher, a banker, a couple of professors, her soccer coach, Senator Daphne Green and more...not to mention her many high school friends and sorority sisters. Bree had learned to use her unique sexual attraction to her advantage and, of course, to get this sweet job that would have her travelling all of Europe and parts of Asia all summer.
Bree was excited at the opportunity to travel and get paid to do it, just as much as the sexual adventures she was anticipating.
Two weeks of training and she was on her first flight: Boston to Paris. She behaved those two weeks, resisting the urge to seduce the clearly curious forty something trainer and also resisting the urge to dominate the cute southern belle she was rooming with. It was the longest Bree had gone without sex since she was a teenager...but she was confident that would change and change in a big way.
.....
Bree loved her outfit, although unknown to her superiors, the patent tan pantyhose that went with her flight attendant outfit had been altered to be crotchless. Almost everyone has a fetish, a simple kink that gets their meter running; for Bree it was silk stockings. At school, both high school and college, she made her submissive pets wear stockings every day as a symbol of obedience and loyalty to her. She decided the pets she collected in the skies would also have to wear stockings or crotchless pantyhose, instead of regular pantyhose, so she could have quick access to them if and when she wanted.
As soon as she met Pearl she knew she had her first target. Pearl was in her early forties, and was going through empty nest syndrome, because she had two kids, twins, who had graduated last year. If anyone was easy pickings for a seductress like Bree, it was Pearl. Pearl was chubby but pretty, and would be MILF-a-licious if she lost a few pounds. Pearl was plain in almost every imaginable way. She had brown eyes, and brown hair with the odd grey strand that she always wore in a bun. In her casual clothes she hid the fact that her breasts were actually still a very impressive c-cup and firm and her ass, although a tad chubby, was still quite fine. Yet, her stewardess outfit highlighted these features and had Bree's interest piqued.
Pearl was also one of the most sincere and sweet women you could meet; the kind that will one day be the perfect sweet, doting grandmother. She was kind-hearted, patient and an extreme optimist who seldom got rattled even by the most annoying of passengers.
All these traits, mixed with her newfound loneliness, (her husband had died two years ago tragically and she had yet to even consider dating since then, instead focusing on her children and her work) made her the perfect target for the lesbian predator.
Bree often was aggressive right off the bat, overpowering an unsuspecting target and overwhelming them before they knew what happened, but she decided to play it more casual during the flight instead, complimenting the pretty MILF at every opportunity. Bree also made sure to give casual touches, always appropriate, but yet just long enough to hint at what was to come.
Pearl liked the young girl's outgoing personality and eagerness to learn (something Pearl herself would soon be doing). The girl reminded her of a younger version of herself, a go-getter, a people person and yet someone who knew what she wanted.
Half way through the flight Bree began the seduction slyly. "Pearl, how do you do it?"
"Do what?" the older woman asked.
"Not snap when passengers hit on you?" Bree asked feigning frustration.
"It doesn't happen too often," Pearl replied, reminiscing to when it was a more common occurrence.
Beer grabbed her prey's hand and said, her voice sweet and sexy, "As if. You are the sexiest woman here."
Pearl blushed, shocked by the compliment and by the strange feeling that jolted through her from the gentle touch of the very pretty and exotic younger girl. Breaking out of her trance, she said, returning the compliment, "There is no way I am the sexiest woman here when you are on this plane too."
Bree slowly made small circles with her thumb on the woman's hand, just the slightest hint of the sexual touch that would surely follow. Bree smiled the smile that had weakened many a straight woman, and said, "Well, there we have it. We are the two sexiest women on this plane."
Pearl laughed and asked, "Who has been hitting on you?"
Bree shrugged, "Well a couple of teenage boys in the back have been rather relentless and annoying, although the pretty redhead in the third row I don't mind."
Bree had thrown out there the first lesbian reference and watched as it began its dirty work, like a rumour that starts innocently and spreads like wildfire.
Pearl stammered, "Y-y-you were hit on by a woman?"
Bree shrugged, "It happens to me all the time."
The seed planted, Bree squeezed the MILF's hand softly before letting go. She winked and said, before turning to go and check on the passengers, "And she is good enough to eat."
Bree walked away with a huge smile on her face, knowing that she had confused the older woman and planted the initial seed that would slowly grow as her plan of seduction was set in motion.
Pearl watched the young girl walk away and stood frozen in confusion. Was she hitting on me? Or was she just an outgoing sexual young woman? Weren't they all nowadays? Pearl couldn't deny how nice the girl's soft hands felt touching hers and how she desperately longed for that feeling of intimacy again. That said, even though she felt just the slightest of dampness down below, it never occurred to her that she could be curious.
Twenty minutes later, Bree was chatting and flirting with the attractive redhead when Pearl came by with drinks. Pearl did not hear their conversation but the older redhead's flushed cheeks and girly giggle implied that flirting was going on.
Bree, seeing Pearl, smiled and promised, "We will talk later."
The redhead, in a voice that could not be interpreted in any way but forward lust, replied, "I hope so."
Pearl was instantly curious about the conversation and intrigued by this unique, outgoing blonde.
When Pearl reached the end of the plane, Bree said, "Oh my God, she is insatiable."
"Really?" Pearl asked, hoping for more details.
"She has invited me for drinks in Paris tonight," Bree revealed, slowly reeling in the shy unsuspecting MILF with the tiniest pieces of tantalizing tease.
Pearl stammered, "I-I-I don't think that is a very good idea."
Bree shrugged again, her devilish smile tantalizing and suggestive. "You only live once."
Before Pearl could respond, some turbulence hit and they each went to their designed positions.
Pearl couldn't explain the feeling inside her...eventually she realized it was jealousy. Sure she would give the same advice to any young colleague; she had many times seen fellow colleagues get themselves in troubling sexual encounters with passengers, or pilots for that matter.
Yet, she had never seen a female passenger attempt to pick up a female flight attendant, although she knew many of the European flight attendants were very sexually available, often lesbian or bi.
Although Pearl knew when a woman was attractive and had her own silk pantyhose fetish (which was one of the reasons she became a stewardess), she had never seriously considered having sex with a woman. Although she'd had a couple of opportunities while out with other stewardesses in Germany and Amsterdam, back when she was younger and partied harder. Once she married, she quit partying and any serious temptation to experiment faded as she would never cheat. Yet, now single, her vagina untouched by anyone save herself for over two years, Pearl was ripe for the picking.
Bree couldn't see her prey, but was pretty confident that she had planted the first seeds of curiosity. She was also very confident she could make that redhead go down on her in the airplane's bathroom right now, but she resisted the temptation. Joining the mile high club had already been checked off her sexual bucket list, so she focused on today's prey. That said, she was going to have the redhead between her legs soon. Her pussy was on fire, as it always was, when she was on the hunt for new straight MILF subs. The journey was just as, if not even more, exciting as the final destination and Bree's final destination was turning her older, innocent colleague and roommate for the next two weeks into a hungry lesbian pet.
Once the pilot took off the seatbelt sign, Bree quickly went to the bathroom and coated her fingers with her addictive sweetness. Once satisfied her fingers were adequately coated, she went directly to the pretty fortyish redhead and slyly offered the first class passenger a free sample. "A special sample, Ma'am."
The redhead smiled knowingly and opened her mouth to sample Bree's ecstasy. Bree positioned herself so the passenger behind couldn't see and purred, "I expect you to be in the first female bathroom when we get off this plane, is that understood, my pet?"
She nodded in the affirmative as her tongue swirled around Bree's now very clean finger. Bree pulled her finger out of the hungry submissive redhead and stood back up. The passenger beside the redhead's eyes fluttered open, completely unaware of the sexual game play that was happening inches beside her. The sixty year old woman asked Bree, "May I have a water?"
Bree shifting instantly from predator and Domme to sweet and subservient, like a chameleon, she answered, "Why if course, you can. Did you enjoy your sleep?"
"Yes, I usually can't fall sleep on a plane so it was a pleasant surprise," the elderly woman answered.
Bree's fake smile showed her pearly white teeth and her cute-as-could-be dimples, as she played the perfect stewardess, "I am happy you got some rest. It is a long flight." Turning to the redhead, whose name Bree still did not know, she asked, "Can I get you anything, Ma'am?"
The redhead smiled, her sexy as hell French accent dripping innuendo, "No thank you. I want the lingering after taste of my last snack to stay with me as long as possible."
The elderly woman asked, "What did you have? It sounds delicious and I could have a bite to eat."
Both women smiled at each other knowingly as Bree recovered quickly. "It was a special treat of sweets."
"Hmmmm, sounds delightful. May I please have some?"
The redhead desperately tried to hold in her laughter as Bree said, "I'll see what I can do."
Bree left to get the water and snack of some sort when she finally let lose the laugh she successfully held in check while the older woman unknowingly asked to taste her pussy juice. Bree got the elderly woman a fruit platter and water and as she leaned across to hand it to her, she felt the redhead's hot breath on her neck, which brought a quiver to her needy pussy. Flushed herself, Bree stood back up and asked, "Is there anything else I can get you two lovely ladies?"
The elderly woman said, "I am fine now. Thank you very much, young lady."
The redhead smiled, "I'm still a little hungry. How long till we land?"
Looking at her watch, Bree answered, "Just over an hour."
The redhead sighed. "Well, I guess I can wait." She looked towards the bathroom, implying the obvious.
Bree caught on, but controlling the situation as she always did, countered, "Well, they say all good things come to those who wait." Bree left to go and check on other passengers, leaving the promise of something great for the redhead to think about, to crave.
Pearl watched some of the Interaction between Bree and the passenger as mixed emotions flooded her. For the most part, she wanted to protect the young blonde from the redheaded predator, completely unaware that the real predator was Bree. Pearl was also in charge of training the young stewardess and didn't want her to get in trouble for unethical conduct, unaware that one day soon she would be doing many unethical things. Yet, a tiny but growing part of her was becoming intoxicated with the pretty blonde. There was something so different about her. Without even subconsciously realizing it she on more than one occasion had stared at her pantyhose-clad legs, her unpractical four-inch pumps, her firm ass, which she swayed with confidence, and her charming smile that seemed to be winning over all the passengers. As soon as Pearl realized where her mind had wandered, she quickly shook her head back to reality, although it was getting more and more difficult to ignore the growing fire down below, a fire that had not been rekindled in a long time.



The remainder of the flight was uneventful and soon the flight was pulling into the Paris terminal.
Pearl was desperately looking forward to a bubble bath at the hotel, maybe a quick self-satisfying moment and a good night's sleep.
Conversely, Bree was looking forward to having her pussy pleasured by the French redheaded woman, hitting the hot tub at her hotel and building on the strong foundation of seduction she had began with the adorably cute and innocent Pearl.
Once safely landed and docked, the passengers stood up, stretched and began their weary walk to their next designation, wherever that might be. The redhead made eye contact with Bree who nodded slightly, implying their secret rendezvous was still on.
Pearl noticed the subtle interaction, but was unclear what it meant.
Once all the passengers were gone, the three stewardesses, the third being an anorexic, unmemorable, brunette named Ethel, finished their duties and prepared to leave, when the two pilots came out of the cockpit.
The very handsome and charming pilot, who had been the focus of a few of Pearl's late night solo adventures, asked, "Well Blondie, you survived your first flight. That calls for a drink or two."
"Or five, after all that turbulence you were hitting. I figured you were trying to make it my first and last," Bree quipped, laying on the charm, showing she could play the flirt game with men too.
He laughed and said, "That was nothing, sugar. First round is on me, ladies."
Bree was a superb reader of facial expression and body posture, and noticed Pearl's face flush and realized she could use this piece of information to her advantage.
Ethel said, "Sorry guys, early flight tomorrow, I need some shut-eye."
The other pilot, a balding pudgy man, said, "I'll meet you there. I have to call the ol' ball and chain."
Bree, eager to meet up this the unnamed redhead, followed this lead, "Yes, me too. I need to call my mom."
"Your mom?" the handsome pilot asked.
"I know, I know," Bree smiled, "but as my Mom says, I will always be her little baby."
Pearl defended Bree. "Good for you, Bree. I wish my kids would call me more often. They moved out and boom I no longer exist, except when they need money."
The balding pilot joked. "Yes, that seems to be universal."
Bree asked, "Where will you be?"
"The cockpit lounge," the handsome pilot answered.
"I'll meet you there," Bree smiled. Bree disappeared and found the bathroom where she assumed the redhead would be.
As expected. The redhead was waiting by the sink, freshening herself up.
Bree said, coyly, "Is that for me?"
The redhead jumped a bit, startled by Bree. She went red as her hair. "I hope so."
Bree pointed to the open stall in the corner and followed in behind the redhead. Once the stall was closed, Bree positioned herself on the toilet, spread her legs and demanded, "Get snacking, I am suppose to be going for drinks now."
The redhead fell to her knees and was soon staring at the glistening pussy of the irresistible sexy, young stewardess.
Bree explained, "I don't wear panties to often and unusually wear stockings, but these skirts are too short, thus I made my own crotchless ones, you like?"
"I love," the redhead admitted, her hypnotized eyes and salivating mouth giving away her hunger.
"Get licking, dyke. You have had me horny for hours," the blonde seductress demanded.
The redhead leaned forward and began licking. If the sample taste on Bree's fingers on the plane was good, licking directly from the source was heaven. One lick and like so many others, she was hooked. She licked slowly, savouring the young girl's cunt, not wanting this moment to ever end. The redhead was bisexual and had been with a couple of dozen women in her forty-seven years, but none were even close to the sweetness of this American. She used the width of her tongue to part the stewardess' pussy lips and then slipped her tongue inside her, attempting to fuck the blonde with her tongue.
Bree was impressed with the redhead's experienced tongue. Bree's horniness all day, mixed with the redhead's tongue had her orgasm building in only a couple of minutes, which was rare for the seductress. She considered resisting the quick orgasm and holding out for longer, but she wanted to get to the bar and flirt with both Pearl and the sexy pilot, who she vaguely recalled was named Ethan. Bree deciding she wanted the long awaited orgasm to hit, demanded, even as she heard a couple of others enter the washroom, "Suck my clit, slut."
The redhead eagerly obeyed, pulling the swollen hard clit in her mouth.
That was all Bree needed and she flooded the French woman's face with her cum.
The redhead lapped up the cum, determined to get every last drop of the hypnotic woman's delicious pussy.
Finally spent, Bree pushed the still licking redhead away and complimented, "You are a pretty good pussy-pleaser."
Still on her knees, the redhead said, her French accent somehow making it hotter, "It was a privilege to please you."
Bree helped her up, kissed her, tasting herself on the older woman's lips. Breaking the kiss (no one ever broke Bree's kiss first), she said, "That was fun, but I need to go."
The redhead, worried by the thought of never tasting the young girl again, rifled through her purse and handed Bree a card.
Brew took it, unsure if she would ever use it, but you never know, and looked at it. Her name was Francine and apparently she worked at a jewellery store. "Well, I finally get your name. It was a pleasure to use you, Francine."
Francine blushed but countered, "The pleasure was all mine."
Bree suddenly realized she didn't really want to be caught in a lesbian tryst in her work uniform and said, "Crawl to another stall."
Not liking the idea, but also not wanting to disobey the seductive young woman, she obeyed, but not before offering. "Bree, I don't just work at the jewellery store, I own it."
Bree's eyes sparkled at the thought of diamonds. "And?" she questioned, wanting the older woman to say it.
"And I would love to give you something special as a souvenir of our time together and hopefully entice you to come and play again," the redhead gushed.
"I'll be in contact, slut. But be warned, when I have time I like to train my sluts to be full-service pleasure toys for me."
"Oh my God, yes," the redhead gasped, unable to hide the excitement at such a submission.
Bree added, "I'll text you when I am in town next and you can maybe show me around Paris."
"I would love to," Francine agreed.
"Now get out of here, I am late," Bree ordered. Bree watched amused as the forty-seven year old crawled under the stall to another one. Bree waited a couple of minutes, to make it look less conspicuous, before leaving the stall to a surprisingly empty washroom. Bree checked herself in the mirror, before heading to meet up with the sexy pilot and her MILF prey.
She arrived at the table and the pilot teased, "Is Mommy ok?"
Bree shot back, as she sat down beside him, the only empty spot, "She is good and I had time for a quickie too."
Bree glimpsed over to Pearl whose face showed her recognition that it might be true.
Ethan laughed, "Well, all you had to do was ask."
"Maybe, next time," Bree teased.
Pearl watched how easily Bree flirted and was again jealous. How did it come so easily for Bree? How did she ooze such sexuality? Did she really go and have a quickie? These questions swirled around and around the overwhelmed older woman.
For the next couple of hours, drinks were drunk, stories were told, bullshit was spewed and the sexual tension built with each finished drink.
The sexy, still single, forty-two year old pilot was confident he could score the young new flight attendant.
The balding other pilot just enjoyed being in the company of such beauty, fully aware she was out of his league, even if he wasn't married and faithful.
Pearl was a mess. Her vagina was on fire and if she didn't get off soon she might do something very stupid. She had been trying to flirt with Ethan for weeks, and he was receptive it seemed, but she had no idea how to move from flirting to fucking.
Bree watched, amused at the awkwardness of the shy and clearly horny Pearl. She also was enjoying Ethan's hand on her leg, although he never pushed further inland.
All four of them at different levels of intoxication, it was Bree that finally announced, "I am beat. This whole working thing is exhausting."
All three laughed, and Ethan, like a player hoping to get into a girl's pants, paid for all the drinks. A shared taxi later, where Ethan sat in the middle of the two inebriated ladies, and they were at their hotel.
After they checked in at the front desk, Bree went to Ethan and hugged him, her hand going to this crotch. She whispered, "Impressive. I may have to let you fly in for an overnight stay, one day."
Just as quickly, she was gone, and the handsome pilot was left stunned and horny.
In the elevator, Pearl asked, "What did you say to him? He looked flabbergasted."
Bree shrugged, "I just checked out his plane size and suggested that one day I may let him fly in for an overnight stay."
"You didn't?" Pearl gasped, not even able to begin to fathom being so forward.
"I did," Bree smiled back. "And since it is obvious that you are into him, I will give you some Intel. He is well-equipped." Bree used her hands to imply his size.
"Oh my," Pearl blushed, before defending, "and I am not into him."
"Oh sorry," Bree teased, "you want him in you."
"Bree!" the shocked older woman gasped.
Bree laughed as they reached their floor. "Please. I thought you were going to fuck him right then and there."
"Oh my God," Pearl gasped, shocked at the accusations, even if they were true.
Once in the room, Bree laughed, as there was only one king-sized bed.
Pearl said, "Oh, they gave us the wrong room."
Pearl went to the phone to complain, but Bree said, "No biggie. It will be like back in high school when my girls and I shared everything."
Pearl joked, but sat on the edge of the bed, "That was decades ago for me."
Bree flipped out of her heels and whined, "Man, are my feet sore."
"I told you. Comfort and practicality over look and sexiness," Pearl pointed out.
Bree took the slight opening offered by the tipsy MILF. "So are you saying I am sexy?"
Pearl stammered, suddenly on the defensive, "I-I-I um didn't say that. I said your heels were sexy."
"Oh, too bad," Bree pouted, attempting to make the older woman feel guilty. She hadn't planned to conclude the seduction today, but the conditions were perfect. The MILF was clearly horny, rather tipsy if not drunk, and they were alone in a hotel room with one king-sized bed. The sexual seduction gods had spoken. Bree lay on the bed and took the first risk, the one that would set the tone for everything that would follow if the MILF agreed. "Could you massage my feet, Pearl?"
Pearl was shocked by the question. "Pardon?"
"You were right. My feet are on fire and I need a massage, badly." Bree pleaded with her tone and eyes, a look that had made much stronger straight women than Pearl break.
Pearl paused, and Bree added, "I'll give you a massage back. I am told I give really good massages."
Pearl noticed the way the beautiful blonde stressed the word good and suddenly realized she could use a nice massage too. Pearl smiled, "Ok, but don't you dare back out of giving me one."
The innuendo obvious, yet oblivious to Pearl, Bree promised, "Oh, I will make your whole body tingle."
Bree positioned herself strategically using a few pillows to lean back so that if played right Pearl would eventually get a first-hand look at Bree's shaved, glistening pussy. After coming earlier, her scent would also linger close by, a silent but deadly aphrodisiac.
Pearl repositioned herself as well, onto her knees at the foot of the bed. She didn't catch on at all to the obvious power shift that had occurred from her very subservient position. She took the younger girl's stocking-clad left foot into her hands and started to massage. She had always loved the feel of silk on her legs and was surprised at how great the feeling of silk on her hands on another woman felt. Curious, she asked, "You didn't really have a quickie, did you?"
"Jealous," Bree teased, knowing this straight MILF would not be straight much longer.
Pearl again on the defensive stammered, "N-n-no. It is just I am worried about your job if you did."
Bree pushed the envelope. "So I should keep my play time in house."
Pearl looked up, confused by what Bree meant. "What?"
Bree stated at her, her smile mischievous. "If I can't play with passengers, then I have to play with my co-workers." Bree paused a moment, before adding, "Do you think Ethan would fuck me?"
Pearl went red again. "I don't know, isn't he a little old for you?"
Bree smiled, the hint as obvious as one could make it. "I like them older."
Pearl moved to the other foot and Bree shifted her position, to give Pearl a very clear view of her candy.
A couple of minutes of silence lingered as Pearl continued the massage, her vagina becoming wet of its own volition. She realized Bree had not answered the question. She looked up to ask again and was distracted and derailed when she was staring at the young girl's pussy. She gasped.
Bree asked innocently, "What? Is something wrong?"
Pearl stammered, acting as if she hadn't just seen the young girl's wet vagina. "Nothing. I just realized you never answered my question."
Bree's smile never changed as she answered, without actually answering, "I don't lick and tell."
Pearl knew she should quit now, before things got out of hand. Yet, her pussy was tingling, having a mind of its own.
Bree, seeing the trepidation of her prey, ordered, with pleasant authority (if such a thing exists), "Lay on your belly, Pearl."
Alarm bells went off in Pearl's head, yet she ignored them, a part of her curious, another part of her wanting a massage to relax her and another part of her horny as hell. She obeyed the blonde's order and closed her eyes for whatever might occur.
Bree straddled the adorable MILF, discarded her own blouse and bra and started with a conservative massage. She did the older woman's shoulders and neck slowly and with detailed attention to weakening the MILF even more.
Pearl relaxed and was soon having an out of body experience, a mixture of the drinks, her horniness and the girl's hands a heavenly experience.
Bree, gifted in knowing when the opportunity was open, moved lower and gently unzipped the MILF's skirt.
Pearl still in the zone of relaxation, questioned weakly, "Bree, what are you doing?"
Bree, in charge now, explained, "Ssssshhh, just relax, Bree is here to look after you."
Bree's calm voice and explanation made sense to the tipsy, relaxed, older stewardess and she actually lifted her hips up to allow the younger stewardess to slide the skirt off. Pearl should have been self-conscious about being half-naked, yet having shared hotel rooms with hundreds of women, being partially undressed with a colleague was nothing new. Plus, she still had on her pantyhose, panties and blouse.
Bree evaluated the forty-seven year old's backside. Her ass was still quite firm and her legs were perfect. Bree put her hand under the back off her prey's shirt and continued the slow burn massage seduction. A couple of minutes later, Bree whispered, "I'm taking your bra off, ok?"
Pearl mumbled, "Sure," as she continued in her relaxed state of nothingness.
Bree unclasped the older woman's bra and slyly pulled it out from under her. Bree smiled as she knew she was close to adding another MILF to her collection. Oddly, maybe because she was quite tipsy herself, or maybe Pearl's sexy body and sweet demeanour had a big impact in her, but she was hungry to taste the MILF, something she never, ever, did first.
Pearl couldn't believe how relaxed she was and how the young girl's touch had her feeling so good. When she felt Bree's hands begin massaging her pantyhose-covered ass, she didn't even consider protesting, instead allowing the sweet touch just to take over her senses.
Bree expected at least a weak protest when her hands began kneading the MILF's ass. When no protest came, Bree smiled and gave a thorough sensual massage to the older woman's ass. Slowly, she parted Pearl's legs apart, which opened easily without resistance.
As Pearl felt her legs gently being spread open she confirmed her earlier suspicion that the young girl had ulterior motives for the massage. Her pussy tingling, she was in no condition to protest, but instead lay still, excited about the possibility of intimacy, something she had longed for since her husband's untimely death.
Bree's hand went to the MILF's pantyhose-clad crotch and Pearl let out an uncontrollable moan.
Bree took the moan as a sign to continue and she put pressure on the older woman's layered pussy, again another moan escaped the mother of two's mouth.
Pearl desperately tried to hold in her moans and hide her growing excitement, but Bree's touch was like a match lit in a dry forest. The brush fire spread through her and nothing short of a miracle could stop the burning heat.
Bree used both hands to rip the MILF's expensive pantyhose at the crotch.
This startled the relaxed older woman and she opened her eyes for the first time in quite some time. Looking over her shoulder, her mouth dropped open as she saw a now topless Bree. She stared at the young girl's breasts, a desire to touch them, taste them, suddenly overwhelming her.
Bree smiled and instructed her soon to be personal plaything, "Relax baby, I know exactly what you need."
Oddly, the topless girl's soothing words made sense, and the older woman returned to her state of relaxation, surrendering her body to the beautiful girl.
Bree slid a finger inside the MILF's panties, tracing her finger along Pearl's wet and sticky pussy lips.
Accepting the inevitable, the forty-seven year old woman allowed her long ignored vagina to be pleasured by the young woman she was supposed to be training. Ironically, tonight would include the beginning of training, but it would be the trainer being trained.
Bree spoke for the first time in minutes "You need to come, don't you?"
Pearl's pussy lips being parted by Bree's finger, Pearl's conscious had shut off and she was only thinking about the fire down below. She moaned, "Yeeees."
"How badly?" Bree asked, her finger entering the horny MILF.
"Desperately," Pearl moaned, feeling the young girl's finger glide inside her tunnel of lust.
Bree slowly fingered the deliriously horny older woman whose moans increased in volume parallel to the pace of the finger-fucking. Bree planned to eventually allow the sexy MILF to come, but not before she did, although the key was to get the horny MILF on the brink of orgasm and then quit, a skill the lesbian seductress had long ago mastered. She teased and pleased the moaning MILF for a couple of more minutes until she was confident the older woman would do anything she was told to orgasm.
Meanwhile, Peal couldn't believe how amazing Bree was making her feel and how nice it was to just let go and allow someone else to be in control. It was something her husband had complained about on occasion, Pearl's inability to just let go and be the sexual being God made her. Yet, now in a different country, more than two years since anyone had touched her intimately, she was willing to do anything.
Suddenly, Bree sensing the pivotal moment had arrived, pulled her finger out of the older woman, now in near climactic bliss, and demanded, "Turn over onto your back, slut."
Pearl was shocked back to reality at being called a slut, a word that had never been used to describe her, ever. As she processed the shift in tone and aggressiveness of her predator, realizing clearly now she was the prey, she felt hands on her flip her onto her back. Before she had time to react, she saw Bree straddle her face and was soon trapped in a sauna of scented sex. She was staring at Bree's vagina.



Bree explained, "You may come, my pet, after you get your Mistress off."
The words Mistress and pet stunned the drunk, horny and confused MILF. Adding to the confusion was a growing desire to taste the young girl's vagina, her overwhelming scent in such tight proximity breaking any resolve to resist Pearl may have had.
Bree explained, "Don't resist, my pet. I know and you know that you not only want to submit to me, you need to." Bree lowered herself so that her wet cunt was almost touching the bewildered MILF.
Pearl stared transfixed at the vagina in front of her. She wasn't a lesbian! Yet Bree had brought out feelings in her she had never felt before. Part of her knew she should resist, you can't go back in time after the fact, yet Bree's powerful persona had her a puddle of mush and before her brain even had time to make a decision she leaned up and buried her face into the enticing scent. As soon as her tongue made contact with the stunning sweetness she knew she had made the right decision, the only regret in her head was why she had never tried it before, all those missed opportunities being the prim and proper loyal wife. She began to lap like a thirsty dog licks his dish, messy and eager.
Bree let out a moan on contact and after a few seconds of attention from her new pet she complimented, her voice like that of a mother to her young child. "Good girl. Lick my cunt like a good pet."
Pearl heard the words but they didn't translate as humiliating, but rather of recognition and approval of what she was doing. She wanted to drown in the bouquet of roses that enveloped her and she wanted to lap from the fountain of youth forever. Each lick brought on another scintillating taste that brought euphoria to her senses.
Although the older woman lacked style, she made up for it in her eager recklessness. Bree was on the brink of orgasm in only a few minutes and as the crescendo began to build she leaned forward for three reasons. Firstly, to force the eager new pet to work for her treat, secondly to cascade her juices like Niagara Falls when the inevitable burst came, and lastly to reward her new MILF slut for her obedience by bringing her to orgasm as well.
As soon as Pearl felt the young girl's tongue on her clit she screamed into Bree's vagina and returned the favour by reaching up and taking Bree's clit in her mouth.
Bree's clit swallowed whole was the final trigger she needed, and the dam burst, exploding a river of lust onto the older woman's face and mouth.
Pearl was shocked at the excess juice flooding onto her, but lapped it up eagerly.
Bree's orgasm pulsing through her, she continued returning the favour, teasing and pleasing the MILF's pussy.
Pearl already on fire from the earlier fingering, needed almost no time to be back on the brink of bliss.
Bree, sensing the older woman was again close, repositioned herself so she was between the MILF's pantyhose-clad legs.
Pearl stared down at the beautiful young woman between her legs and begged, "Please, I need it so bad."
Bree smiled and laid down the expectations of their new relationship. "Lez slut, you may come soon, but I think you need to understand that I am a pretty demanding Mistress."
Alarm bells went off inside her head, but the older woman ignored them as she whimpered, "Ok,"
"Ok, what?" Bree asked, wanting a verbal declaration from the sexy MILF.
"I'll do whatever you say, Mistress," the horny desperate MILF declared and begged, her need to come overriding anything else.
Content the older woman was hers, Bree buried her face into the older woman's inferno of lust. Bree did not give back anywhere near as much as she received, but she did like the sweet taste of pussy on occasion. She also knew that she was an expert pussy pleaser and her unique style and gift to find a g-spot in milliseconds, was one more reason so many woman, young and old, submitted so unconditionally to her. She gave them the most intense and complete body quaking pleasure of their sexual lives. And although she gave such pleasure sparingly, women always came back with the hope that maybe Bree would honour them again.
Pearl screamed on contact and knew her orgasm was imminent and impossible to prevent.
Bree sensing the crescendo of lust on high tide, slid two fingers into the ocean of lust and found her new sub's g-spot in seconds.
Pearl's first scream had just ended when she felt the younger Domme's fingers slide inside her and hit her elusive, never before found, g-spot. Pearl couldn't even begin to fathom such pleasure ever existing that was currently riddling her body with pulses of intense euphoria. The usually reserved mother of two screamed out-of-character profanity, "Oh my God, fuuuuck yeeeeeeees!. Don't fuuuuucking stooooooooop!"
Bree clamped her mouth onto her slut's cunt and caught the flood, all the while constantly tapping on the MILF's g-spot like a drum.
Pearl's orgasm was never-ending and her screams of utter exhilaration bounced off the hotel room walls, alerting her hotel neighbour very clearly of the orgasm that was driving her mad. Wave after wave after wave shuddered through her body to the point she could no longer take such intense pleasure and passed out.
Bree, realizing the screams of ecstasy had halted, looked up knowingly; the MILF had passed out. This was not the first time her expert mouth and fingers had brought someone to such heights that they crashed. She pulled her fingers out of the soaking wet woman and went to shower.
.....
Pearl woke up hours later, her mind replaying the most intense dream she could remember. As she stretched she realized she was handcuffed to her bed. The MILF went pale as the reality that her hot, wet dream was no dream at all, but as real as the handcuffs on her wrist. She looked around and saw a note on the bed. Grabbing it with her free left hand, she read it.
My new pet,
I went out for a bit to have another drink with Ethan, but will be back soon...maybe with Ethan. There is the ice bucket on the bed beside you in case you have to go pee. Otherwise, wait like a good pet for your MISTRESS to return.
Bree
P.S.-I am just kidding. I left a key for you...in your cunt.
Pearl gasped at the realization of her new reality as she replayed the submission in her head. She was aghast with her weakness, but even as she belittled herself for submitting to the intoxicating young woman, her pussy tingled. The intense pleasure she had felt also came flooding back and her pussy began getting wet thinking about it. Without consciously doing it, she felt her free hand go to her needy pussy and inside as she searched for the key. Once she found it, she struggled to get it out of her vagina. She finally got the key out, but instead of uncuffing herself, she focused on pleasing herself. She closed her eyes, accepting that everything was different. As she began pleasuring herself, she heard the door open.
She quit pleasing herself and reached for the key.
Bree came into view and smiled, her hair a mess, evidence of a good fuck session, "Still in your cuffs, my pet?"
Pearl stammered, "I-I-I just woke up."
As Bree got undressed she explained, "Yes, you were out cold. I have brought women to some pretty glorious orgasms, but never quite to the heights I brought you."
Pearl was again embarrassed, but said nothing.
Bree got onto the bed and straddled the bound MILF. She revealed, as her pussy was presented to the new sub, "Ethan was a pretty good fuck. His cock is delicious, slut, you would love it. Unfortunately, he has a quick trigger and shot his load in me in less than five minutes. Luckily for you, he came buckets."
Pearl stared at the vagina and could see remnants of white goo in the young girl. Without instruction, she did as expected, she retrieved the cream pie from her new Mistress.
Bree moaned and asked as she reached back and tapped the older woman's hard clit, "Good pet, suck out the cum. Do you want some directly from the source one day?"
Tasting his salty seed mixed with Bree's sweetness was an aphrodisiac on its own for Pearl who answered, admitting the truth, "I'd rather taste it in you."
Bree approved, "You are going to make a great pet."
Pearl moaned into her Mistress' pussy, wanting nothing more than the approval of the young domineering young lady and another orgasm.
Bree lowered her cum filled cunt onto the MILF's face and rubbed her cunt and his juices all over her new sub.
Pearl became obsessed and eagerly licked and lapped the mixture of heaven wanting to saviour every drop and get the young girl off as well.
Bree was impressed by the eagerness of her new pet. She didn't get off from the earlier disappointing quickie with Ethan and thus the dedicated pleasure of her new sub had her moaning with pleasure and on the brink of orgasm in only a few minutes. The inevitable orgasm came hard and she flooded the MILF with her juice and the last remnants of Ethan's cum.
The shower of cum gushed on Pearl's face and she eagerly lapped up the addicting combo like it was champagne.
Spent, Bree fell to the side and onto her back.
Pearl's pussy was still burning with desire and her hand returned to finish the job Bree had earlier interrupted.
Bree watched as her new sub pleasured herself, before replacing the MILF's fingers with her own. "So are you ready to be my unconditional sub?"
"God, yes," Pearl moaned, the young girl's touch making her melt.
"You will obey me like a good pet?" Bree questioned, sliding three fingers inside the forty-seven year old.
"Aaaaaaaah, yes," Pearl moaned, agreeing to the abstract idea.
Bree challenged, "Go get some ice and then you can come."
Pearl was disappointed and perplexed by the delay of her impending climax and her need for ice, but obeyed.
Pearl was going to the bathroom to grab a robe when her young Mistress added, "Dressed as you are."
Pearl gasped and protested, "But all I have on is ripped pantyhose."
"Then you should make it quick," Bree ordered.
Pearl was petrified.
Bree added, her promise pushing the nervous MILF over the edge, "Once you return I will spank your g-spot till you cum like the slut you are."
Pearl remembering the exhilarating climax she had received at the hands of this beautiful young temptress, was sold. She grabbed the bucket, opened the door and peaked into the hallway. The hallway was empty. She saw the ice machine just a few doors down. Taking one more quick look the other way, she rushed to the ice machine. She quickly filled up the bucket, before rushing back to her room. Oddly, the rush at almost being caught doing something so risky was intense and she returned to the bed, handing the bucket to her Mistress.
Bree ordered, "Lay down, my slut."
The MILF slut obeyed eagerly, even opening her legs for easy access for the young girl.
Bree surprised her new pet by slipping an ice cube inside the MILF's inferno.
Pearl screamed in shock, the cold contrast bringing a weird pleasing numbness to her.
Bree put a second ice cube on the older woman's nipple and after a few seconds replaced the ice cube with her mouth.
Pearl squealed, the contrast between cold and warm on her nipple another new sexual pleasure.
Bree manipulated the sub with a fifteen minute assault on her senses. Bree slid a second ice cube in the MILF's cunt while moving another ice cube all over Pearl's hot body.
The ice, the soft touches, the tender lips, were driving Pearl wild, keeping her constantly horny, yet not close to climax.
Finally, Bree decided to go for the kill. She demanded, handing her slut two ice cubes, "Hold one on each of your nipples."
Pearl eagerly obeyed, now use to the numbing sensation, her bullet nipples as erect as humanly possible.
Bree followed this by slipping one, two, three ice cubes inside her pet as the MILF shook and made a variety of strange sounds.
Bree watched the older woman squirm for a few seconds before crawling between the MILF's pantyhose-clad legs and burying her face in the sub's cunt.
Again, Pearl's screams shook the room. The hot-cold pleasure was bringing an unexplainable sensation to her.
Bree sucked on the MILF's clit for a couple of minutes while she allowed the ice cubes to melt. She watched the MILF's cube melt before she went for the final kill. She sucked her own finger to get it wet and with one hand slid three fingers inside the horny sub and went directly for Pearl's g-spot while at the same time inserting a finger in the MILF's ass.
Pearl's eyes went wide as she was double penetrated for the first time in her life. She began shaking as her orgasm hit her out of the blue in one huge explosion as her g-spot was triggered the same time a finger was buried in her ass. "Oh my god, Mistreeeeess. Fuuuuuck, I'm comiiiing again."
She could feel her cum spraying out of her in abundance like a broken tap, her body unable to stop its convulsions. Not wanting to pass out again, she focused on breathing.
Bree kept tapping the sub's clit and pumping the sub's ass as the never-ending orgasm pulsed through the MILF.
Finally, minutes later, Pearl begged, "Please stop, I have to pee so badly."
Bree slipped her fingers out of both her slut's pleasure holes and watched the frantic MILF rush to the bathroom.
"Shit," Pearl cursed as she felt herself unable to control her bladder and felt pee stream down her leg just as she reached the bathroom.
Bree laughed to herself as she thought, 'That is a new one.'
Pearl was mortified and grabbed a towel to clean herself and the floor, before quickly jumping in the shower to clean herself off. In the shower, her brain finally controlling her thoughts again she wondered what all this meant. Was Bree going to allow her co-do-workers to know what happened? Pearl had to reason with Bree that this stay between them, even though Pearl knew as her pussy tingled again, she was completely at the whim of the young Mistress. After a long warm cleansing shower, Pearl wrapped a towel around herself and returned to the unknown.
Bree smiled at the sudden modesty of the towelled sub.
Pearl gasped, her towel dropping harmlessly to the floor when she saw Bree, now wearing a strap-on cock shiny with lubrication standing before her.
Bree asked, "Ready to be ass-fucked, my slut?"
Pearl stammered, "I-I-I have never done that before."
Bred smiled, "Excellent, I can be your first. Bend over the bed, slut."
Pearl obeyed, trepidation chilling her.
As Bree went behind her tight ass MILF, she pulled the ass-virgin's ass cheeks apart and explained, as she plastered the puckered hole with lube. "I know what you are thinking, Pearl."
Pearl asked nervously, tightening her ass cheeks as she felt the thin cock at her asshole, "What do you mean?"
As Bree pushed forward, slowly penetrating her dyke slut's ass, she explained, "I won't reveal to our colleagues our new relationship, unless we add other sluts to our group."
Pearl could feel her ass filling as the fake cock went deeper in her ass, surprisingly less painful than she expected. Her words absurdly were, "Thank you, Mistress."
Bree wasn't sure if the 'thank you' was for keeping it a secret or for fucking her ass, but Bree continued, "But you will do as I say. Wear what I tell you to wear. Please me when I want to be pleased and please others as situations present themselves."
Bree's words spun in Pearl's head; the many adventures that could arise actually excited the older MILF. As the young Domme began to slowly fuck her ass, a submissive, horny and eager Pearl moaned, the pain her ass mostly a numbing pain, "I am yours Mistress. Use me as you please."
Brew began to thrust into the tight MILF, happy with her sub's declaration. "Come from having your ass fucked like a cheap whore, Pearl."
Pearl's hand went to her pussy and she began to frantically rub herself, which was a great distraction to the burn in her ass.
Bree fucked her new sub's ass with long, smooth strokes; the pleasure began to increase for a few minutes before she asked, "What are you, Pearl?"
The words out of Pearl's mouth were the most filthy she had ever uttered."Your slut, your ass slut, your cunt-licker. Oh fuck, yes, I'm your whore. Help me become a perfect pet."
Bree, content with the utter submission of yet another MILF, started forceful deep thrusts into the forty-seven year old ass. "Come for me slut. Come for me now!"
Desperate to obey, Pearl continued the violation of her own vagina...no pussy... no cunt...she thought to herself, accepting her new reality. The double pleasure of the toy fucking her ass and her own fingers created the perfect storm and her third orgasm of the evening shuttered through her.
Bree listened to the whimpers, moans and inevitable scream as her new lesbian ass-slut climaxed. Bree continued ravishing the MILF's ass throughout the orgasm before pulling out and demanding, "Clean my cock, slut."
Like a slut, Pearl instantly fell to her knees and took the cock that had just pummelled and deflowered her ass and engulfed it all. Pearl was always a great cocksucker and she bobbed back and forth on the plastic cock determined to impress the young Domme.
Bree was impressed and explained, "I knew you were a closet slut the second I saw you."
Pearl, curious, took the cock out of her mouth and asked, "How did you know? I didn't even know!"
Bree shrugged, "It's a gift."
Both women, passed exhaustion after a long flight and hours of sexual lust, cuddled in bed, a sudden intimacy shared between the two.
As Pearl drifted into slumber, she couldn't believe how perfect it felt to be in the arms of this young woman. Her cunt tingled again, but she ignored it as she drifted into slumber.
Bree smiled to herself as she considered all the possibilities ahead of her this summer...they really were endless.
THE END
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Summary: A brother & sister find a special way to stay warm in nature
NOTE 1: This is a 2012 Earth Day Contest Story.
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*
My parents were born maybe fifteen years too late. They are hippies in every sense of the word. Our only family tradition was our yearly week with Mother Nature. Every year my parents would choose some beautiful remote place, an untouched piece of nature, and we would live off the land for the week. We had been to the Amazon, Alaska, Africa, and Egypt during the past four years. This year my parents surprised us with a hiking trip in the Canadian Rocky Mountains. My sister had turned eighteen a couple of weeks before, and she was going to school in Oxford in the fall, so we all knew this may be our last family Mother Earth trip, even though we all promised to keep up the family tradition at whatever cost.
The first two days of the hiking trip had been an unequivocal disaster. We were all athletic and loved hiking so it was a great choice. Unfortunately, the weather gods were not kind to us. It down poured the whole time. The first day we didn't get half as far as we had hoped, and getting the tents up in the rain and wind was nasty. We went to bed early hoping the next day would be better.
The second day deceived us, Mother Nature clearly smiling as she teased us with her beauty and then unleashed her wrath. The sun was shining when we woke up, but by noon the sun had disappeared not to make another appearance all day, and the clouds pissed on us for a second straight day. Setting up camp was again an adventure and when it began snowing in the evening, on May 17th, we again went to bed early. That was the problem with Canada, there was no such thing as a time when there was no chance of snow.
Although my parents had always been prepared for the weather, they had not expected the below freezing temperatures that Mother Nature had thrown at us in May. My sister, Mary, whined, "I almost froze to death last night. I am not sure I can handle another night like last night."
My Mom set the spark that would start a forest fire of pleasure when she suggested, "Well, do what you two used to do."
"What is that?" my sister asked.
"You two used to zip your sleeping bags together and sleep as one," my mom revealed.
I pointed out, "Mom, we were ten."
She shrugged, "Just saying, it is one way to keep warm tonight."
Such a small thing, but like most things in life, it is the small things that slowly domino into something so much bigger. And it was that night, in the strange snowy conditions of the Rocky Mountains, that I first fucked my sister.
It started innocently enough. My sister and I were in our separate sleeping bags trying to get warm and get a good night's sleep. About twenty minutes into our attempt to sleep my sister said, "I am freezing."
My intentions were sincere and harmless, but it was one simple question that began our incestuous relationship. I asked, "Is there anything I can do?"
She asked, "Can we zip are sleeping bags together so I can steal your body warmth, like Mom suggested?"
Another innocent suggestion; the thought of fucking my sister wasn't even remotely in my head yet. Not to say I had never considered it, because I had, especially lately. My sister was two years younger than me, a young, ripe, 18-year-old young woman who had blossomed in her grade twelve year. Her chest developed, her ass firmed up. She had hazel eyes that looked right into you and her chestnut hair flowed to her shoulders. She was pretty in the old fashioned way in that she didn't wear a bunch of make-up like most woman do nowadays to conceal their insecurities, she didn't dress like a whore like so many teens did seeking attention instead of respect, and she was well-educated and showed it; unlike most of the vapid girls I had dated, but usually broke up with because they couldn't hold up a conversation. So, like all boys who had an attractive sister with big breasts, I stroked myself to thoughts of her on occasion. That said, I had never considered it a real possibility.
We zipped up our sleeping bags together like we had when we were kids and she cuddled into me to get warm. Almost simultaneously, as if the universe was playing incestuous Cupid, we heard Mom moaning in the nearby tent. My parents were pretty liberal in our upbringing and didn't hide that they still were passionately in love with each other. We had heard them having sex at home and on our trips for as long as I can remember.
My sister giggled, "Apparently they found their own way to get warm."
I quipped back, "Yes, but they are just warming up."
My sister laughed, as we knew the dirty talk would begin soon.
We listened intently for a couple of minutes before Dad finally said, "You like that, baby?"
"Oh yes, Cam, you feel so good in me," our mother replied.
I continued my witty commentary. "It seems to be heating up in there."
My sister was still shivering and asked, "Could you wrap your arm around me, Allen?"
I obliged, wrapping her up in my warmth.
Our Dad continued his dirty talk. "Bounce back on my cock, baby."
Mom must have obeyed because her moans increased exponentially.
I joked, "Dad is really kindling Mom's fire."
My sister retorted, "The flames of passion are keeping them warm."
Moans of our parents continued until Mom begged, "Harder Cam, harder, I'm so close, oh yes harder, harder, fuuuuuuuck!"
"And the volcano erupts," I announced.
My sister sighed. "I need my volcano to erupt. It has been dormant for way too long."
I played along with her confession. "It's too bad you are my sister. I have been told I can really light a fire."
"Yeah, too bad," she replied, although the way she said it confused me.
Silence lingered in our tent as Mom's moans continued until she said, "Come for me Cam. I want to taste you."
"Oh my God," Mary gasped. "Mom is blowing Dad."
My mother's words had made my cock grow and it was now in a completely awkward and uncomfortable position.
"I'm coming Janice, swallow it all," he grunted.
No longer able to handle my ill-positioned cock, I adjusted myself.
Mary mocked, "Does listening to your mother suck cock get you hard, big brother?"
I had never heard her talk dirty in my life, so hearing her say cock both shocked me and turned me on. I defended myself. "No, but I am a twenty-year-old guy. Just the sound of sex is enough to blow my load."
She shocked me again when she said, "I can't take it anymore."
"Take what?"
"I have to come," she announced.
"What?" I asked, stunned by the turn of this conversation.
The surprises kept coming when she grabbed my arm that was around her and put my hand on her braless breasts. "Do you find me attractive, big brother?"
Although I was the older one and usually rather suave with the ladies, I stammered, "U-u-um, yes, you are very cute."
"Oh," she responded, deflated.
"What is it, Mary?"
"'Cute' is the ultimate insult to a girl. It is like a guy being called 'nice'. Nice guys don't get laid. They have lots of girls who are friends, but not many girlfriends. No girl wants to be called 'cute'. Puppies are 'cute'," she explained.
My hand still firmly cupping her big breasts, I attempted to reflate her burst bubble. "Mary, you are very pretty and have turned into a sexy young woman, but it sounds weird to say such things to my sister."
She turned to face me, and even in the dark I could see her insecurity written all over her face. "Do you really find me sexy?"
My cock now fully erect, I said, "Yes, Mary. It is sometimes very hard to not check you out. Your breasts are barely ever concealed even when you are wearing sweaters. Your ass seems so perfectly tight and your smile would weaken any man, which it is doing right now."
Her hand went to my cock and she asked, "Oh my. Are you this stiff because you just heard Mom get fucked or because of your sister who desperately needs her fire to be extinguished?"
I answered honestly, "It grew listening to Mom and Dad but it's standing at attention for you, Mary."
She leaned in and kissed me. At first it was soft and tentative, but soon we were both exploring each other's mouths. My hand returned to her breasts and I fondled the luscious melons gently, while she slowly rubbed my cock through my sweats. We made out like horny teenagers for a long time, each of us unsure what to do next. How far was either of us willing to go?
I moved my hand down her belly and underneath her sweats. She moaned into my mouth in anticipation. I stayed above her panties, which were already rather damp. I put light pressure on her mound and she lifted her ass up to add more pressure. She broke the kiss and begged, "Please put a finger in, Allen."
I obliged my sister's request, slipping a finger easily inside her warm oven. I moved to her neck and splattered her with butterfly kisses while I slowly fingered her. She struggled to get her hand inside my sweats, but eventually did and grabbed my seven-inch member. She whispered, "Your cock is so big, big brother."
"Your pussy is so warm, baby sis," I returned the compliment.
I lifted up her sweatshirt and took her stiff left nipple in my mouth. She let out a gasp and said, "Oh yes, Allen, that feels so nice."
I took my time licking, nibbling and sucking on her nipples and breasts, my finger never leaving her hot box, all the while she stroked my cock the best she could from the awkward position.
She finally asked, her tone nervous as if I might reject her, "Can I suck your cock, big brother?"
I smiled and answered, "Only if I can lick your pussy too."
For someone so cold before, she was out of her sweats and panties with lightning speed. Not to be outdone, I was Clark Kent turning into Superman fast myself releasing my cock from its fabric prison.
We repositioned ourselves into a sixty-nine, me on my back and her straddling me, and together our mouths touched each other's forbidden jewels. Her warm lips wrapped around my cock melted me. At the same time as I reached up and extended my tongue to her wet pussy lips, I got a double surprise. Her scent, captured like a bouquet of roses in her pubic hair, was the most heavenly scent in the world. It was exotic and tangy and I was instantly addicted. Just as heavenly was her taste. It was like a blend of all the sweetest tastes of pleasure had collided in one super collision and this was the aftermath. As I lapped at her wet pussy lips, she slowly sucked my cock like she was a Hoover vacuum. Her lips melded onto my cock and she didn't so much suck my cock as worship it. Time stood still as we pleasured each other with tenderness, both of us not wanting the sibling intimacy to end. I was determined to make her volcano erupt and her lava flow, so I shifted from licking her pussy tenderly, to taking her hard clit in my mouth. The instant I did this she squeezed her mouth onto my cock and began bobbing eagerly, if on some unsaid cue. It was a race to see who would get the other off first. She created a funnel of warmth with her mouth, while I began to spank her clit with my tongue, desperate to trigger the long dormant volcano. She was now deep-throating my seven-inches of meat and I could feel my own lava boiling. Then suddenly it was like slow motion as the two of us became one. Just as my lava erupted from my volcano and into her mouth, her dormant volcano exploded too, coating my lips, tongue and face with her sticky sweet-scented lava. We both attempted to cool the lava by continuing to pleasure each other.
Being twenty, my cock didn't even consider shrinking and when my sister finally took my cock out of her oasis of pleasure; she rolled to her side and begged, "Big brother, please fill my oven with your big loaf."
I laughed. "We are still playing with heat metaphors are we?"
"Just shut up and fuck me. I need your cock in me soooooo bad," she pleaded.
I slid beside her and positioned my excited cock behind her. It was dark and the angle awkward and as I pushed forward she gave a slight yelp.
"Wrong hole," she informed me, reaching behind herself to guide my cock to her furnace of lust. I could feel the heat before I even entered and as my cock slipped between my sister's wet pussy lips I felt her push back, engulfing my cock. A loud moan escaped her lips and I reminded her, "Our parents are only a few feet away, baby sis."
She whispered, "Fuck me slow, big brother. I can get kind of animated when I am fucked hard."
My left arm draped over my beautiful sister as I slowly slid in and out of her hotbox. I cupped her breast and just held on gently. I can't explain it but we fit together so perfectly, like two puzzle pieces that finally finish the picture. I didn't think of her as my sister, but as a beautiful girl I was making love to. Her soft moans only enhanced the thrill. The slow burn inside her lasted forever, over half an hour before either of us said a word, both of us content in this intimate position.
Suddenly, she asked with a moan, her devious side coming out, "What do you think Mom would think of how we have dealt with the cold?"
"I would like to think she would appreciate that she inspired it. We did exactly what she suggested. We are staying warm the exact same way she is."
"Mmmmmm," my sister moaned, before changing the topic abruptly and shockingly. "Would you fuck Mom if the chance offered itself?"
"What was gotten into you?" I asked, shocked by my shy sister's dirty mouth and crazy question.
"You, although not as deep as I would like," she teased and moved her ass down a bit. "Mmmmmm, that's better."
The new angle gave me the opportunity for deeper penetration, which led to her moans getting louder.
Not answering her question, I turned it back on her. "Would you fuck Dad?"
"In a heartbeat," she answered, surprising me. "He is so rugged and still devilishly handsome for an older man."
Stunned by the conversation, while fucking nonetheless, I reminisced about Mom who was the centerpiece of my most constant stroke fantasy since I started beating my meat.
"Why did you stop, Allen, were you thinking of Mom while you are fucking me?"
I stammered, "S-s-sorry, just got lost in thought."
I continued the slow burn in her pussy until she said, "So would you fuck Mom?"
"Probably," I answered.
"Probably, my ass, you would fuck her in a heartbeat if you got a chance," she accurately hypothesized.
"Yeah, you are probably right."
"I usually am," she answered, before adding, "Go faster, big brother."
I picked up the pace and as I fucked my sister's perfect pussy. I reached around and made contact with her engorged clit. I began tapping on it. Completely forgetting our parents were in a tent just a few feet away from us, I began fucking her faster, my body crashing into hers each thrust forward.
My sister's moans increased in volume with each hard thrust forward. She said, "Oh big brother, I love your cock inside me."
"Your pussy fits me like a glove, baby sister," I replied, returning the compliment.
Her moans increased and I whispered, "The rents are going to hear you."
"I don't care," she moaned, far past the point of no return, "just don't stop fucking me."
I continued the deep thrusts inside her and her moans continued to get louder. "Oh god yes, Allen, I am close baby, harder, fuck your sister harder," she begged.
Petrified of being caught, I flipped her onto her stomach, my cock never leaving her cunt, and leaned forward.
Loud moans began to escape her lips and I covered her mouth with my hand. Her mouth silenced, I pistoned in and out of her like a well-oiled machine. I could feel her hot breath on my hand as she kept breathing heavily while I drilled her hard. The new angle allowed me to fill her completely. A couple of minutes of this deep hardcore pounding and she screamed into my hand. I didn't slow down as her orgasm spread through her like a seven on the Richter Scale. Feeling her juices all around my cock was the final straw and I filled my sister's pussy with my seed.
Both exhausted, I positioned her back to her side, my cock still in her. I cuddled her like I would a lover after sex.
She whispered, "I love you, Allen,"
"I love you too, Mary," I returned, kissing the back of her neck.
We both drifted in slumber, my cock beginning to shrink inside her, our relationship changed forever. I knew this wouldn't be a onetime thing. I not only loved my sister as a sibling, I also loved her as a lover. My arms wrapped around her, we each drifted into our own subconscious where our dark kink lives. But tonight in our subconscious was only our conflicting emotions springing from what we had done tonight.
In the moments before sleep I knew without a doubt that I'd just had the best and most intimate sex I had ever had, and I wondered how society could think something that felt so right could possibly be so wrong.
As I drifted away, sure in my mind that what we had done was not wrong, I wondered was fucking Mom possible. Although my cock began to grow with the thought of such a fantasy becoming real, I shook it off as unrealistic. Yet...the days that followed in the great Canadian wilderness would make my unrealistic fantasy very, very real....
The end
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Turning Teacher Black

1. PAM'S INNOCENT TRANSITION BEGINS...well...INNOCENTLY
I have been told many times by many people that I am an enigma. I am forty-five, a brunette, with brown-green eyes, long legs, a pretty firm butt and small 32a breasts, but very, very sensitive nipples. Although I have had four kids, I have stayed in pretty good shape through yoga and lately Zumba class, and still get a lot of turned male heads when I am dressed up. I have heard the term MILF more than once directed at me, which only enhanced my determination to keep my body hot.
In other words I look like a sweet librarian on the outside (which isn't that far from the truth as I teach the third grade), but underneath I have a ferocious sexual appetite that has worn out many men...albeit usually only when my inhibitions were loosened up with some liquid moral eraser. Also, I must admit, I am rather submissive in the bedroom...usually. I mean I wasn't into whips and chains or any extreme BDSM, but I was usually a very willing and obedient partner.
I love sucking cock. I mean I love it like most women love chocolate. I crave it. The feeling of a growing member in my mouth has always been a major turn-on, knowing I'm getting him all excited. A rush of power slithers down my body and sends a spark to my pussy every time I get a cock in my mouth. I wouldn't say I am addicted to cum per se, but if I go more than a few days without swallowing the delicious seed I do go through withdrawal and begin to crave it (ok, in retrospect I probably am addicted to cum). When a cock is in my mouth, I enter an alternate universe. I shed my prudish, business-like teacher persona and become a cock-hungry porn-star whose only goal is to get the money shot, although in my case the money shot is the back of my throat.

My husband and I have had many marathon suck and fuck sessions, and we have role-played many scenarios including: nurse reviving a patient with no vital signs, a college co-ed who needs to pass class, a door-to-door saleswoman who sells vacuums by a very hands-on Hoover demonstration, a girl who finds a way out of her speeding ticket and some I won't even get in to.
My husband has a thing for silk stockings, as do I, especially the old-fashioned stockings with seams down the back of the legs (way too sexy for the classroom, but über sexy for the bedroom). I have them in a variety of colours: black, coffee, white, red, burgundy, navy and beige. I also have a variety of two-tone: black-copper, pink-black, grey-black and red-black. I have stockings in a variety of colours for a variety of occasions. I love having my stocking-feet played with by my husband's hands or mouth and he loves having my stocking-clad legs wrapped around him as he buries his cock inside my pussy. He also loves a stocking foot-job and he has many times come on my feet.
Although I am 5'7", I still like to wear heels that make me even taller, and I always have my fingernails and toenails painted. Again, while I look all innocent and sweet on the outside, I am always ready to go on the inside.
After years of role-playing mostly his fantasies, we began playing one of mine. This fantasy I have had since high school; I've waken up sweaty and wet a ton of times from this one. I am a cheerleader who is forced to please a big black athlete, a football player or a basketball player (hard to call a baseball player a real athlete). John ordered some black condoms off the Internet, and watching a black cock slide into my pink pussy lips was a major turn-on and I had multiple orgasms, the thought of a big black cock fucking me triggering a naughty taboo pleasure.

My husband, like every guy I have ever dated, always loved the idea of seeing his wife with another woman. I wasn't totally against it; the thought of being with another woman was a curious secret fantasy I had from time to time, although nowhere close to my obsessive black cock fantasy.

Luckily, for both of us, our fantasies came crashing together in a buy-one, get-one-free deal. Like most things, it started slow and innocent, but built to a life-altering, earth shattering climax.

The day I met Alicia was like so many others. It was the first day of yet another school year and I was already pissed off after our Director announced funding had been cut by ten percent and that to make up for it our prep time had been cut in half. There would also be cuts in supplies and resources, but we were expected to improve achievement by the same percent. I mean I love my job....the teaching part...but the political part and the beaten down economy were pushing out great teachers and slowly the bureaucracy and bullshit were wearing me down.

I was paged to the office, so I turned off my frustration mode and turned on happy face mode and headed to the office.

Sitting in the office was a ridiculously beautiful young black woman...my intern for the semester. We had talked on the phone a couple of times and sent dozens of e-mails back and forth but not once did it come up that she was black, not that there is anything wrong with that. Actually, having talked to her on the phone, I envisioned someone like me, but younger. I walked over and greeted her. "Well, it is great to finally meet you, Alicia."

She stood up and shook my hand. "Nice to meet you too, Mrs. Smith."

I replied, "Oh Alicia, please call me Pam."

"Ok, Pam. I am really excited for the opportunity to work with you," she replied, confidence brimming in her demeanour.

I joked, "Well, don't get to excited until you get to know me."

Our mid-thirties, black secretary Rose quipped, "Yeah, Pam is a real pain in the ass."

I retorted with a smile, "There goes your sweet Secretary Day present I was planning." Turning back to my young intern, I suggested, "Let's give you a tour of the school. So you can see just exactly what you are getting yourself into."

"Nice to meet you, Rose," Alicia said, before adding with a promise, "And don't worry, I will get you a really good Secretary Day present." Little did I know then that the special present would be me.

We spent the rest of the day together and I tried to ignore Alicia's stunning beauty. She was a glorious mixture of Beyoncé, Halle Berry and Tyra Banks. She had a smile that teased with sweetness, a voice that dripped with sexuality, eyes that pulled you in and long straight black hair that somehow perfectly crowned her beauty. At the same time, she was a mixture of shyness and confidence, as she presented herself very well; she constantly was asking my opinion on her ideas.

Although she was dressed very appropriately for school, she was unable to hide her voluptuous curves. Her breasts begged to be paid attention to, even though she was wearing a sweater that hid any signs of cleavage. Her skirt also was unable to hide her delicious backside, the epitome of black bubble butts. Balancing all this perfection were long, luscious legs. Unlike most young women these days who go bare legged, she was wearing coffee coloured pantyhose that gave her long legs that sexy shine that enhanced her perfection. While I admired her beauty, it never occurred to me that I would one day very soon be on my knees servicing her.

That night, while in bed, the kids finally asleep, I told John about how beautiful my intern was, and soon I was bobbing up and down on his cock as he talked dirty to me. "Maybe she is the one, baby. The one you have been looking for. Would you like that?"

I moaned on his cock, the naughty thought exciting me even if it was not realistic.

He continued, "What would you do, baby, if she demanded you eat her pretty black pussy under her desk at school? Would you obey?"

I again moaned, and began playing with myself while I eagerly devoured his cock.

John continued the naughty visual. "You would be her personal pussy pleaser, wouldn't you, baby?"

I frantically pleased him, the thought of being a submissive lesbian to this black Goddess a devilishly delicious thought.

It was his turn to moan, my magical mouth doing wonders on his erect pole. "I give you permission, baby, permission to be a cunt-licking dyke, a submissive white girl, an obedient pet."

It was too much and I came on the thought, never slowing down my cocksucking. A few seconds after my orgasm hit, my husband quenched my thirst for cum as he filled my mouth with his juice, my juice flooding out of me. Once I finished swallowing his load, I stood up and straddled his face and he brought me to a second and third orgasm.

Cuddling a few minutes later, my husband of seventeen years whispered in my ear, "I'm serious baby. You have my permission to play if the opportunity arises."

I replied, "It's a hot fantasy, but pretty unrealistic."

"Why?" he asked.

"Where do I begin? It's unprofessional, I'm her cooperating teacher, I am almost twice her age and I doubt she is a dyke."

"Neither are you, baby," he pointed out, his again erect cock doing some of its pen pointing.

"Not to mention," I added, "even if she does play, she is in a whole other league than me."

My husband's cock slipped into my inferno as he said, "Baby, you are as fucking sexy and hot today as you were the day I met you."

I moaned, his eight-inch thick cock always filling me so perfectly. "I bet you say that to all your wives you want to see dyke out."

He laughed, picking up the pace of his deep drilling, before his tone shifted from amused to dominant. "I want you to allow yourself to open up with her, baby."

His cock doing wonders to my brain, I moaned, "Kkkkkk, but I don't want to just throw myself at her."

"Of course not," he grunted, my pussy walls being coated by his cum. Feeling his warm seed fill me, triggered yet another orgasm as well and I shivered as my orgasm pulsed through me.

Both of us spent, my husband repeated his offer. "But seriously baby, I want you to slowly give hints of your interest when or if the opportunity comes up."

"I'll try," I agreed, completely unsure how I would even begin such a plan.


2. A SUBTLE SHIFT OF POWER

The next month, we got to know each other really well both professionally and personally.

I learned that she had a steady boyfriend named Markus and they had been dating for almost a year. He was still in college, and wanted to be a lawyer. If I was in awe of Alicia's beauty, I was breathtakingly captivated by Markus. He was 6"6', built like a linebacker and he bubbled over with confidence. His bald head was also a turn-on I couldn't even begin to explain.

I also began to notice she was very touchy-feely with me, nothing overtly sexual but her touch was always just a tad longer than normal social standards; her morning hello and after school goodbye hugs lingered just a tad longer than a normal hug. Obeying my husband's suggestions, I allowed myself to melt in her dark chocolate arms.

It was in our second week that I noticed she started wearing more revealing tops that showcased her tantalizing cleavage. I imagined burying my head between her black mounds of perfection and was often distracted by her beauty. She also always wore pantyhose and heels, and while sitting at the back watching me teach she would often dangle her heel and allow it to sway on her toes. I would get distracted and watch it sway like a hypnotist's watch. When I looked up she would be smiling and watching me intently, as if knowing the effect she was having on me. I felt that she could she through my facade of propriety and see the real me: a horny, white woman eager to submit to her.

She started with teaching one class and I watched as she commanded a presence with the students that few veteran teachers ever achieve. She instantly was in control and it only made her fascinating personality more intriguing.

It was our third Friday when I suggested that we go out for drinks after work.

Once a downed a few cocktails, Alicia got even more touchy-feely and like often happens when women and booze collide, the conversation drifted to sex, although it came out of the blue after over an hour of talking about our students and bland teacher politics.

I had never heard her swear until she shifted our conversation from academia to sex. "Fuck, I am so horny tonight."

I coughed a little of my drink out of my mouth at the 'out of the blue' announcement. Regaining my composure quickly, I joked, "Aren't we all."

Putting her soft dark hands on mine, she complained, "No, seriously. Markus has some big paper he is researching and I haven't been fucked in almost a week."

"You poor girl," I mocked.

Catching my tone, she said, "You don't understand. We usually fuck at least twice a day, sometimes more, even during my period."

"You have sex on your period?" I asked, stunned.

"Fuck yes, it may be messy, but it feels fucking amazing. You have got to try it," she said with a glow in her eye.

"I don't know, I am no prude and we fuck three times or more a week, but that seems extreme."

Her hand squeezed mine and her tone shifted just slightly as she seemed to give me a command. "Do it, Pam. Tell me you will try it."

My submissive personality coming through, the alcohol making me willing to agree to almost anything, "Ok, I'll get John to fuck me on my rag."

"You are such a good girl," she purred, squeezing my hand that triggered an instant leak down below. "When are you on your rag?"
"As we speak," I admitted.

"Delicious. So you will fuck John for me tonight?" she asked, her warm hand still burning through me.
"For you?" I blushed like a school-girl.
Before she could answer, her cell phone suddenly rang. It was Markus. As soon as she hung up she smiled, clearly excited. "Markus is home and says he has a big surprise for me. It better be his eleven-inch cock or I may burst."

"El-l-leven-inches?" I stammered, in utter shock.

"And a half," she added with a smile. "He hates when I forget the half."

"Holy shit," I said to no one, imagining eleven and a half inches of black cock sliding in my wet pussy. "How does that even fit in you?"

She smiled deviously, "The first time I actually passed out at one point from the pleasure, but now I can't imagine anything smaller in me getting me off." After a pause as I tried to comprehend this new piece of riveting information, Alicia asked, "Pam, I have to ask. Have you ever had sex with a black man?"

"Why would you ask that?" I asked, feigning shock.

"Just curious."She shrugged, before adding, "Markus loves to be a white woman's first."

She left it there, a teasing, dangling carrot in the air. My pussy salivated over such a possibility, while my poker face pretended to hide my growing desire.
She stood up while I stared mouth wide open. Just before she left to get fucked, she winked, leaned in for a hug and whispered, "You should try it sometime."

Before I could respond, she was gone and my panties were soaked. I paid the bill, rushed home and followed through with a promise made to Alicia.
My husband was accustomed to the fact that during my periods, which came like clockwork, I was almost never horny. He may get a blow job or two if he was good, but that was it. So when I came home and whispered in his ear, "Bedroom now," his eyes went big with surprise.

He followed me into the bedroom where I demanded, "Get naked, baby."

He began undressing like a teenage boy would the first time he is guaranteed a sure thing. He asked, as I walked to the linen closet just outside our room, "Is your period late?"

Grabbing a black towel, I called back, "No, it is definitely visiting."

I returned with the towel and laid it on the bed. A now naked John watched confused, trying to put two and two together.

I smiled and said, "Alicia gave me an order."

He smiled back. "Aaaaaaahhh. Well, that is a start."

I retold our entire conversation to John who showed his excitement by the stiffness of his member. When I told him the size of Markus, who he had met once, he responded, like any man would, "Fuck off."

I shrugged and smiled, adding the part about how she suggested I should try it sometime. My husband was quiet briefly before asking, "Do you want to fuck him?"

"I don't know," I honestly answered, the idea both exciting and scary, both exhilarating and nerve-wracking.

"Do you think she was serious?"

I again answered, "I don't know; I doubt it, but it is a fun fantasy to think about." I got undressed myself and positioned myself on the towel. "Now get over here and help me obey Alicia's order."

John cautiously got onto the bed and looked at me questioningly.

Before he could ask, I said, "Yes, I'm sure."

He got between my legs and easily entered my pussy. I don't know what I was expecting, but the pleasure was very similar to non-period sex, yet I was turned on even more; maybe because I was obeying a suggestion made by my sexy intern, or maybe because period fucking was so taboo, but I was bursting at the seams only a couple of minutes into it.

I looked at my husband who had a surreal look on his face. I asked, "How does it feel, baby?"

"Amazing," he grunted.

"Different?" I asked.

"I can't even begin to explain it, but it is fucking hot," he approved.

I came three times from the period fucking. Although I was so wet, a mixture of my own juice and blood, I must admit I didn't feel John's cum fill me. Only his trademark grunt told me he was exploding inside me.

Once done and showered, we cuddled in bed and watched one of our favourite movies, 'When Harry, Met Sally'. We watched in silence for a long time before John asked, "Do you think she is serious?"

I really didn't know. We had both been drinking and she was apparently going through withdrawal. I shrugged, "I doubt it. I imagine it was just girl talk."

Not giving up yet, my husband asked, "But she was a bit bossy with you?"

"Yes," I agreed.

"Well, my offer still stands. If you and Alicia get the chance to play, you have my permission."

I don't know why I said it, but I asked, "But not about Markus?"

He looked at me seriously. "What? My eight inches isn't enough for you? You need some big black cock?"

I stammered, both excited by the idea but afraid to admit it to my husband, who I had apparently offended, "Um-no-I...."

His serious look broke into a big smile. "I am just messing with you Pam."

I hit him playfully.

"But seriously, if the opportunity comes up for you to fuck Markus, you have my permission as well."

"I do?" I said, unable to hold back my excitement.

"Of course," John smiled, "I wouldn't mind a piece of Alicia if the opportunity presented itself either."

We had talked about swinging many times, both of us intrigued to explore our sex lives to the fullest, but our jobs were too high profile in our community, me being a teacher and John the town's fire chief. We had even scheduled a cruise holiday for the first week of January, a swinger's cruise, where we would be an anonymous couple exploring our secret kinky desires (but that was still months away).

I kissed him gently, my body tingling with the wide open opportunities that lie ahead.





3. PAM GETS JEALOUS

On Monday, the first words out of Alicia's mouth were, "Did you do it?"

I replied shyly, attempting to hint at my submissiveness, "Yes."

"And?" she questioned, wanting the details.

"You changed my husband's life," I joked.

She grabbed my hand, showing a mixture of girlish giddiness and dominant diva, "You loved it too, didn't you?"

I felt a warm tingle below instantly at her touch and blushed, "It was different."

Alicia squeezed my hand and moved to her desk.

Not wanting the conversation to end so quickly, I asked, "And how was your weekend with Markus?"

Sitting down at her desk, her generous cleavage on display, she answered, "It was a marathon."

I attempted to control the conversation, "He isn't really eleven inches, is he?"

She looked into my eyes and into my stirring soul. "Eleven and a half and he can go all night like the Energizer Bunny."

Attempting to show I was intrigued, I said, "You are so lucky."

Alicia started to speak, but stopped when our Principal showed up to tell me she was sending me to a conference next week a couple of hours away, on how to promote protecting the environment in schools. My Principal explained that it's a new school division initiative and since I had created our recycling program I was the logical choice. Being sort of a recycling Nazi, I agreed enthusiastically, having lost many opportunities to improve the ecological footprint in our school many times, and insisted Alicia come too, which was approved, as long as we traveled together and shared the same hotel room. The thought brought another tingle down below, realizing the golden opportunity that existed.

The day flew by, as did the rest of the week before we were back at the bar having cocktails. Markus was out of town for the day.

Both of us three cocktails in, the conversation again veered to sex. Alicia said, "Fuck, is she hot."

I was surprised to hear such words out of Alicia's mouth. I looked over and saw three women together at the bar. "Which one?" I asked.

"The redhead," she acknowledged, before adding with a smile, "I would devour her whole."

I instantly wondered if she was doing this to test the waters with me or she was just being herself. "You are a lesbian?" I asked, again feigning shock.

"No," she shook her head, before adding, "I play both sides. I love the taste of a sweet pussy and they often make good little submissive play-things."

"What?" I asked, incredibly turned on.

She looked directly into my eyes. "I have found that older women, usually white woman but not exclusively, are generally submissive to me and eager to submit to me sexually."

It was obvious she was no longer talking about the redhead, but was talking directly to me. I stammered, "Is-is-is that so?"

Her foot grazed my leg and a shiver went up my spine. She asked, "You have never been with a woman have you, Pam?"

"No," I answered, distracted by her foot that again grazed my leg.

A naughty smile crossed her luscious lips as she said, "Watch this."

Alicia got up and sauntered confidently over to the redhead who was now by herself, her two friends having gone to powder their noses or whatever.

I watched as Alicia flirted with the redhead by touching her gently and clearly flattering the girl whose face eventually matched her hair. I was instantly jealous of the redhead; I wanted to be the one Alicia flirted with, yet I was beginning to become aware that she was not going to cross the line with me, her advising teacher; even though it was obvious she knew she could. My frustration was building as I finished my third cocktail and ordered a fourth. The liquid lubrication was playing with my mind and pussy.

I saw the redhead give Alicia a card and Alicia leaned in and kissed her on the cheek.

Alicia returned with a devilish grin and sat back down. "It is that easy."

"What is?"

"Seducing a straight woman," she said, bluntly.

"How do you know she is straight?"

"I don't know. I have just always been able to sense when a straight woman is curious."

"Wow!"

"Indeed," she agreed, her foot again grazing my leg, this time stopping as our legs touched. It was harmless, yet had my mind spinning a mile a minute.

My face went flush and she continued, "Truthfully, just like Markus loves to be a white woman's first black cock, I love to be a white woman's first as well."

The declaration was clear; she was implying she wanted to be my first. I was paralyzed with excitement and fear, but before I could respond she quickly texted someone. She looked over to the redhead who looked at her phone, blushed and walked towards us.

Alicia explained, "I told her I would text her when I was ready to leave."

I was about to at least hint that I was indeed curious, although unsure how to make such a revealing and risky revelation when the redhead arrived at our table.

Alicia smiled, "Pam, this is Samantha."

We awkwardly greeted each other, Samantha clearly nervous.

Alicia said standing up, "We will see you on Monday, Pam."

I looked up at her, disappointed at not being the one going home with her.

She grabbed my hand and pulled me up. She wrapped her dark arms around me and I allowed myself to melt into her. She whispered into my ear, her hot breathe only enhancing her complete overwhelming of me. "Go home and make John eat your sweet cunt and when he does, close your eyes and imagine it is me between your legs, my pet."

My knees weakened as I whimpered involuntarily. Before I could respond, she turned, grabbed the redhead's hand and disappeared in the crowd. I sat back down a horny mess of desire and finished my drink. I phoned John to come get me, as I was too intoxicated to drive, and ordered another drink while I waited.

Completely drunk, as soon as we got home, the kids at their grandparents for the weekend, I fulfilled the second request from my beautiful black intern demanding, as I pulled off my skirt, pantyhose and panties, "Eat me, now!"

Never one to resist the offer to snack on my buffet of sweetness, he buried himself between my legs. I closed my eyes and easily pictured Alicia between my legs licking my pussy. The fantasy enthralled me and I became one with the fantasy. It was no longer my husband between my legs, it was Alicia. Each tongue stoke on my sensitive pussy lips had juice escaping me and my moans echoed throughout the room. "Oh god, yes Alicia, lick my white pussy," I moaned. The licking pace increased and after only a couple of minutes of dedicated licking I was on the verge of orgasmic bliss and when my clit was swallowed whole I screamed, "Oh yeeeeeees, Alicia, get your white slut off, oh fuck, oh god, yes, shit yes, oh my god, yeeeeeeeeeeeeees." My orgasm was the most intense in recent memory as the waves of pleasure continued to ripple through me.

The only sound for a long time was my heavy breathing as I recovered from my intense orgasm.

When I finally opened my eyes and returned to reality, my husband was staring at me with a huge grin plastered on his face. "Sooooooo, do you have something to tell me?"

I retold the conversation, the redhead seduction, and her words in my ear and the fact that we would be sharing a hotel room in a few days.

"Oh my," he moaned, his head clearly playing a million different scenarios.

"Oh my indeed," I agreed, as I took his fully ready-for-pleasure cock in my mouth.
I was stunned when he stopped me and said, "Wait a second, I got something special for you."
I minute later he returned and threw a DVD into the DVD player and he smiled, "I bought this to enhance our role-playing, but apparently you started without me."
Jon turned on the TV and he patted the couch for me to join him. Curious and excited, I did and soon the film titles started. The movie was called 'Black and White Lesbian Lawyers'.
I looked at John and smirked, "Nice choice."
"I thought you would like it."
Silence lingered, except for the TV screen as we watched the interracial lesbian action. It was wild with a white intern learning how to climb the ladder in the firm through sexual submission. It was sensual, with lots of kissing and caressing. The younger girl pleased her older boss, licked and tongued her pussy and asshole, which was a taboo surprise. As the younger white girl fingered the black woman's pussy and ass simultaneously, she licked her to the point her boss climaxed and squirted in the young girl's mouth and face. The white girl was not shocked at all, but welcomed getting squirted on. The black boss returned the pleasure by strapping on a big black rubber dick and explaining that complete submission included unlimited access to all holes and, after generously lubing the big toy, slid it into the white girl's butt and pounded her really good.
I had done anal with John many times, and although I didn't hate it, I didn't really enjoy it and John understood my discomfort, except when very, very drunk. Yet, watching these two women so intimate and yet so kinky suddenly had me for the first time ever considering offering my ass. Although, I didn't mention it to John at the time, as I leaned over and took his cock in my mouth.
He let out a moan and talked as I devoured him whole. "You are dying to dyke out with Alicia aren't you, baby?"

I moaned on his cock, still quite feverish, my hand going to my still wet cunt.

"You want to be her little white lesbian slut, don't you?"

Another moan escaped my lips as I furiously bobbed on his cock and just as furiously began rubbing myself.

"You will obey her, won't you?"

I let his cock slip out of my mouth as I pushed him onto the floor. Straddling him, I said, as I engulfed his cock in my sauna of love, "Yes, baby. I will do whatever she asks. I will kiss her sweet lips, suck on her big tits, and lap at her black cunt." I was now bouncing up and down, all eight inches of my husband's cock completely filling me with each downward bounce. "Is that what you want to hear?"

"Oh God yes," he answered, my tight pussy grip milking his cock expertly.

"You want me to dyke out with Alicia, don't you?" I teased.

"Hell, yeah," he moaned, while I quickly rode his pogo stick.

We stared into each other's eyes for the next couple of minutes until I saw him make his 'I'm coming' face and felt his hot seed coat my vagina walls. I milked every last drop from him before my orgasm hit, although a lot smaller than my earlier one.

The rest of the weekend we talked about all the potential possibilities that could occur this Tuesday, each a wet, tantalizing fantasy.


4. THE INNUENDO IS NO LONGER SUBTLE

Monday morning I was called into a department meeting in the morning and Alicia had a lunch meeting with her college supervisor, so it wasn't until after school that we had a chance to talk.

I was so eager to talk to her, like I was when I was a teenager and couldn't wait for my boyfriend to call, the plethora of possibilities ricocheting around like a pinball in my brain.

Unfortunately our conversation was brief, yet the tone was set. Alicia explained, while packing up, "Pam, I have to head out, I am getting a Brazilian done."

"What is a Brazilian?" I asked, clueless.

"Where they get rid of all your pussy hair," she informed me.

"Oh," I said, wondering if she was doing that for me.

"Is your pussy shaven?" she asked, finishing packing up.

"No." I answered, realizing this was very strange classroom conversation. Wanting to defend myself, I added, "But I do keep it trimmed."

She considered my answer and looked like she might give me an order, but instead she finished packing up, and said, "I'll drive tomorrow, ok."

"Sure," I agreed, happily, as I had always hated night driving.

"So be packed and bring something sexy, we will be going out on the town after we get there."

"Ok," I quickly agreed.

She gave me a quick wink and added, "I mean dress-for-sex hot."

I blushed and said, "What do you have in mind?"

She smiled a smile that could only be taken as devilishly sexy and teased, "Oh trust me, it will be a night you will never forget."

Before I could respond she was gone and I was again left a wet mess, which was becoming a more common occurrence.

I went home, swallowed a load of my husband's cum for an appetizer before supper just before the kids got home and then at bedtime we had another sex marathon where I came over and over thinking it was her tongue on me and Markus's big black cock fucking me.

That night, while cuddling with my hubby, still horny after a few orgasms, John again gave me permission to play.

This time I pointed out, "It very well may happen, baby."

"I know," he whispered in my ear.

I fell asleep excited about the unknown and just as nervous. If I did succumb to my growing desire, there was no turning back.


5. PAM IS ALL A-BUZZ

I was a mess all day. Every time she looked at me, I felt as if she was seeing through my conservative teacher outfit and into my dirty mind. Underneath my long black skirt was a matching black garterbelt and stockings and on a crazy whim I had decided to not wear any panties, something I had never done at work before.

I considered going without a bra as well, my tiny breasts are easy to conceal, but my sensitive hard nipples were impossible to hide if I got excited, which I was all fucking day.

Yet she showed not even the slightest hint of what she had in store for me. There was no innuendo, no long looks, and no anything, I even began to think it was all in my head.

The day ended, my pussy on fire with nervous anticipation. Her sweet, innocent, yet seductive smile asked, "You ready for an adventure?"

I quickly gave away any pretence that I wasn't a willing and eager participant when I responded, "I am ready for whatever you have in mind."

Her smile shifted only slightly as she teased, "You should be careful what you promise."

Returning her volley, I countered, "These next two days I'm throwing caution to the wind."

She gave me a look and decided to test me, her tone the most dominant I had heard. "Give me your panties."

"I can't," I answered, sheepishly.

"Why?" she asked, her tone implying a lack of tolerance.

I blushed. "I am not wearing any."

Her tone instantly softened. "Well aren't you a naughty girl."

I blushed even more, excited at the odd flattery.

"How about your bra then?"

Suddenly feeling self-conscious in my own classroom, I replied, "Not here."

Her tone sweet, yet with authority, demanded, as she closed the door, "Now, my kitty."

Having her give me a pet name only enhanced my eagerness to submit and I obeyed silently. Getting the bra off without taking off my blouse was a bit awkward, especially when she was watching me, but I got it off and handed it to her.

She took it and complimented me, "Good Kitty. Time to go, my pet."

I followed her to her car and we were off to the great unknown.

Silence lingered until we were out of the city and Alicia finally broke the obvious tension. "So Pam, does hubby know about your desire to be my kitty?"

"Yes," I whispered.

"And he approves?"

"Yes," I confirmed, adding, "He gave me permission to play with you and even...." I stopped suddenly, realizing I might have said too much.

"Even what, my kitty? You and I will have no secrets."

"He even gave me permission to be with Markus," I revealed.

"Well, aren't you ambitious," she said with a smile.

I didn't say anything, unsure what to say.

Silence lingered for a few more minutes until she finally asked, "So you want to fuck my boyfriend?"

Her tone was deceiving. I couldn't tell if she was offended or impressed. I contemplated my answer for a moment until she repeated, her tone showing impatience, "Just answer the question. Do you want to fuck my big-cocked boyfriend?"

"Yes," I admitted, adding, "desperately."

"He would rip you apart," she said with a smile, before adding, "but fuck, it would be hot to see."

Silence again lingered before she explained her expectations to me. "I am very submissive to my man, but just as dominant to my kitties. I expect complete obedience. I expect undying loyalty. I expect you to be a perfect little sub."

She allowed her words to sink in as I processed her expectations, which turned me on even more. I finally answered, accepting the extreme terms, "Ok."

"You don't sound too convincing," she questioned.

Desperate to show my complete and utter eagerness to submit to her, I confirmed my commitment. "These next two days Alicia, I am no longer married, no longer your cooperating teacher, and no longer the conservative prude people see me as. "

"Then what are you?" she questioned.

"Your submissive," I replied.

"My pet?"

"Your pet kitty," I agreed.

"Open my glove department."

I did and saw a little bag.

"Take the bag."

I did.

"Grab the ball and shove it in your cunt," she ordered.

I looked at it cautiously, unsure what it was. The prude side of me wondered if it was sanitary.

"Now!" she demanded, her tone shifting dramatically.

Startled, I quickly slid the ball inside my very wet pussy.

"Good kitty," she purred, instantly returning to her syrupy sweet self.

Silence again remained, giving me lots of time to wonder what she had in store for me. The ball just sat inside me until suddenly I felt a buzz. I let out a surprised yelp and glanced at Alicia who was smiling. The buzzing sensation was just a light tease, a constant reminder that she had the power.

Alicia turned the radio up and somehow the speed of the toy in me at the same time and I let out a moan. Her only words for the next half hour was, "Don't you dare come, my kitty."

The buzzing was impossible to ignore, a constant tease, and I attempted to think of anything but sex...which was fucking impossible.

Out of the blue she said, "We are pulling into the next town for gas. If you have not come by then you will be punished."

The word punished shocked me, as I never thought of this being a BDSM relationship.

She suggested, "I would get to work. We just passed the two mile sign."

Fearful of what a punishment may be, I quickly put my hand under my skirt and began rubbing my clit furiously desperate to fulfill the order and my desire to come. My moans increased with my excitement and I closed my eyes, forgetting that I was in a car with my young black intern. Getting close, I begged, "Turn it on full blast, please."

She obliged and the enhanced pulses inside my cunt was the final trigger to a glorious orgasm as my legs stiffened and my juice began to flood out of me.

I felt the car slow down and I opened my eyes a moment later to see we were pulling into a gas station. Alicia smiled, "You did very well, my kitty."

I replied, still trying to catch my breath, "Thank you."

"Fill up my tank, my kitty," she instructed, getting out of the car. I followed her with my eyes and stared at her as she stretched, her perfect body curving at all the right places. I watched her like a horny boy as she went into the gas station. I got out and began pumping gas like a servant. I could feel my juice creeping down my leg, the aftermath evidence of a good orgasm, the toy still buzzing at full speed. I finished pumping the gas and went inside to clean up and hopefully get the toy out of me.

She came out of the washroom as I was going in. She smiled and I asked, with a slight whimper, "Can I take the toy out of me?"

"Is that what you want?" she asked.

The good vibrations stimulating me back to my happy place I suddenly realized I wanted nothing more than to keep the toy in me. "Ooooh, on second thought, I think I will keep it in."

"Good kitty," she smiled. "When you are done, pay for the gas."

"Yes, Miss," I replied, unsure what to call her under these strange circumstances.

As if reading my mind, she explained, "Except at the conference, you will refer to me as Mistress, is that clear?"

"Crystal," I replied, happy to have a clear distinction between us.

She left and I went pee and paid for the gas, as well as buying some snacks.

I returned to the car and saw she was in the passenger seat. Assuming the obvious, I got into the driver's seat and started the vehicle.

Once on the road again, my black intern, my black Mistress, pulled up her skirt and took off her pink panties. She handed them to me and said, "A gift for my kitty."

I took them and without even thinking moved them to my nose. Her scent was powerful and intoxicating, just as I had envisioned it would be.

"Oh my," she teased, "you are one naughty little dyke wannabe, aren't you?"

Embarrassed by what I had just done, I put the panties onto my lap.



"I'd better shut off the toy, my Kitty, hate for you to not be able to focus on the road."
She shut it off and I suddenly felt kind of empty.

I looked over a couple of minutes later and Alicia was asleep. I let out a soft sigh and drove in silence, my mind spinning with the many different scenarios she could have in store for me.

6. THE SUBMISSION OF PAM

Alicia didn't wake up until we were pulling up to the hotel. She yawned and asked, "Are you ready, my pet?"
The nickname had my pussy instantly tingling. "Yes."
She purred, "Oh that is exactly what I wanted to hear." A second later, I felt the buzz return to my loins. Instantly taking control, she said, "Let the adventure begin."
She got out of the car and I quickly followed. She ordered, "Grab the bags and follow me."
I obeyed, like the servant she was treating me as, the vibrating in my pussy still a major distraction. She was checking in when I arrived in the hotel. She pointed me to wait, like she would a child, and my face burned red with shame. It was one thing to submit to her sexually, it was another to be humiliated in public. Once she was done checking in, she instructed, "Bring the bags."
I wanted to stand up for myself, to say this is not how you treat someone, yet instead I followed along like a well-trained puppy.
As soon as the elevator door closed, Alicia demanded, in front of an elderly couple also in the elevator, "On your knees."
I looked at her pleading with my eyes, but instead of giving me a break she raised her voice and demanded, "Now!!!"
I lowered my eyes and dropped to my knees, humiliation burning inside me in ways I cannot even begin to explain. Yet, at the same time, my pussy was so wet I could feel my juices leaking out.
She patted my head, clearly putting on a sick show for the older couple, and said, "Good pet."
Thankfully, she didn't make me do anything sexual, as I just sat on my knees like a good dog.
We reached our floor and she ordered, "Crawl, my pet."
I obeyed, as she grabbed our bags and followed behind me.
Once the elevator door was closed, her tone showed her power as she threatened, "Don't you ever hesitate when I give you an order, is that understood?"
"Yes, Miss," I instantly replied, both intimidated by her and also not wanting to not get the opportunity to pleasure her.
Once in the hotel room, she ordered, "Get undressed and take out the egg. Leave only your stockings on."
She watched as I nervously got undressed in front of her and slipped out the still vibrating egg. My hand shook noticeably. Finally only in stockings, she said, "You have such small breasts, and yet such stiff nipples."
I blushed as she assessed my body. I admitted, "Yes, they are extremely sensitive, especially when I am excited."
"You are excited," she teased, as she poured us both a glass of wine. Handing me mine, I took it and trying to calm my nerves, I shot the half the drink. "Are you getting some liquid courage?"
I nodded. "A couple of drinks and my inhibitions go away."
"Well, drink away then, my pet. I plan to use you all night," she promised, as she slid her finger between my breasts.
I shivered at her touch, a chill going up my spine.
She asked, "Do you want to see my tits?"
"Yes," I whispered shyly.
She unbuttoned her blouse, tossing it aside, her large breasts begging to be released from their fabric prison. "Take off my bra," my intern demanded.
I felt the slightest of leakage down below as I, still shaking, partly because I was nervous and partly because I was cold, unhooked the clasp and let her bra drop to the floor.
She offered, "Go ahead. Touch them. I know you want to."
Of course, she was right. I cupped them in my hands, in awe of how big and heavy they were. Suddenly I saw streams rolling down between her breasts and Alicia demanded, "Drink up, my kitty." I didn't hesitate as I buried my face between her big luscious breasts and savoured the sweet mixture of her dark skin and wine. At first it was just the small thin stream, but as I lapped it up, the stream became wider and quicker and I had to work hard to catch all the wine. A couple of minutes later, a buzz starting, I heard Alicia demand, "Finish your wine."
I shot the last half of my glass. Alicia refilled it and took it before pushing me onto the bed. She asked, "Are you ready to be with a woman, my kitty?"
I looked up and admitted, wanting nothing more, "God, yes."
She climbed onto the bed and her dark legs straddled my head. Her scent instantly encompassed me and I instantly wanted to taste her. She instructed me, "Look at my cunt, my pet. What do you want to do to it?"
Without hesitation, I answered, "I want to lick you."
She lowered her pussy so it was millimetres from my lips; her flexibility was very impressive. Without instruction, I leaned the last inch and licked her pussy.
I was instantly scolded, "Did I give you permission to lick me, slut?"
The tone shift and being called a slut was like a slap in the face after all the sweet nicknames of the day. I stammered, suddenly out of my realm of comfort, "N-n-no."
She lowered herself onto my chin. Although my instinct was to extend my tongue, her bouquet of sin overwhelming my senses, I waited for further instructions from the suddenly domineering younger woman.
Finally she ordered, "Pam, I expect utter obedience, is that clear?"
"Yes," I quickly replied, not wanting to disappoint her.
"Good," she replied, suddenly grinding her pussy on my chin and I could feel her juices coating my chin. She continued to explain, "You see, Pam, as you promised in your classroom, you are throwing caution to the wind. That means I own you now. You are my lez slut. Is that understood?"

Partly tipsy, partly horny, but mostly curious to taste her intoxicating nectar, I answered, "Yes, Miss."
"Mistress," she corrected, continuing to fuck herself on my chin.
"Yes, Alicia. You are my Mistress, please train me to be a good pet," I begged.
She suddenly shifted her legs, her weight on my arms, trapping me, making me completely helpless and at the whim of my beautiful black intern. I should have been scared, yet I was completely turned on and ready to obey any order given. She grabbed my hair and pulled my face into her oasis of juice. She asked, although I could barely hear her in my subservient boxed in position, "Do you like what you see...slut?"
I moaned weakly, "I love it."
"Of course you do, sluts love looking at cunt." She pulled my face in, using my hair to guide and ordered, "Take a good whiff, slut." She rubbed her pussy on my face, her excessive wetness showering my face; her scent impossible to not inhale. Grabbing my hair and yanking surprisingly hard, my face was shoved inside her pussy, my nose actually parting her pussy lips.
Finally I get the instruction I am dying to hear. "Lick my cunt, slut. Get off your new Mistress." I eagerly extend my tongue again and begin licking. Every fantasy and anticipation of her taste was correct, she was perfection. Her pussy was like the champagne of the gods and I instantly knew I had made the right decision.
I was tentative at first, exploring her pussy as best I coukd from my awkward position. Alicia's dominant voice gets me focused. "Don't you be shy now, my fucking white whore, make me explode on your prima donna face."
Such verbal abuse had never been thrown my way and I was stunned by how much it got me off. I felt my pussy leaking without being touched, being treated like a slut a major turn-on. I began licking faster, nibbling longer and sucking with purpose. I swallowed her clit in my mouth and heard a loud moan, which made a chill flow up my spine. She purred, her voice implying she had a big smirk on her face, "It's what all lesbian slut slaves crave, cum all over their whore faces, their make-up a muddled mess like a cheap fucking slut. Isn't that what you are, Pam?"
I let go off her clit and answered, mesmerized by the current predicament I was in, "Oh god yes, Mistress, I am a cheap fucking slut whore whose face is yours to use for your pleasure." I instantly went back to savouring her cunt, determined to make her orgasm and taste her orgasmic champagne. I felt her hips moving in a slow rhythm my tongue clearly getting her aroused.
She again grabbed my hair and pressed my face against her, forcing me to breathe her in, the only air I had coming from her wet cunt. She began moving her hips faster, harder, grinding my face with her pussy as she moaned with authority, "Keep that fucking tongue working slut, or else."
I felt like I was drowning in her pussy perfection and I never wanted to leave my newfound position, my newfound submission.
Alicia used her fingers to spread her pussy open for me, spreading her cunt lips wider, her cunt fully exposed to me. I attempt to fuck her cunt with my tongue, using my tongue like a small cock. Her moans became grunts and she began thrusting harder.
Her screams and moans oddly encouraged me. "Yeeeeeeees, harder slut. My little fuck-toy bitch! My fucking teacher slave. Harder!"
Sensing she was close, I sucked her clit back into my mouth, allowing my tongue to swirl around the hard nub.
Alicia let out a surprised gasp at my sudden aggressive approach and she rose up and then crashed back down onto my face. Although awkward, she was soon bouncing up and down on my face, literally fucking my face.
I became just a vessel for her pleasure, a personal fuck-toy for my new Mistress and I loved it. I desperately tried to lick her pussy and breathe as she rode my face.
Her sounds of arousal only enhanced my eagerness. "Mmmmmmmmmm, I'm gonna cooooooooome, yeeeeees. Suck my clit mooooooore, slut. Swallow it for fucks sake."
All I wanted to do was make her come, taste her nectar, and her sin. I could feel her tremor, her shudder and her fingers dug into my hair as her body went rigid and I was rewarded with my black intern's heavenly perfection. I lapped up every drop of her juice, knowing instantly that I was addicted and I would eagerly taste from her pussy the millisecond she snapped her fingers.
Alicia began moving her hips again furiously, again fucking my face, riding her orgasm to completion, using my face for nothing more than a fuck-toy. Just when I thought her orgasm was done, a second explosion coated my face, as she shook uncontrollably as she screamed, "Sluuuuuuuuuuuuuuuut, fuuuuuuuuuuck."
My jaw was sore, my neck was burning and my arms were numb as my Mistress continued to use me for her pleasure. Thankfully, she fell to her side, her knees slipping off my arms, finally releasing me from my captive submission.
Her soft black hands grabbed my face. She looked into my eyes, staring at my cum-coated face. I stared back with trepidation, feeling cum dripping down my chin. I wanted, I needed, her approval. I was on pins and needles waiting for her first words after my complete submission to her. She smiled, gave me a playful slap on my cheek, "Mmmmmmm, you were a good little white bitch for me."
"Thank you," I blushed, oddly flattered by the strange compliment. I am sure I would have wagged my tail if I had one.
Alicia reached down and ran her fingers through her cunt before returning them and smearing her cum on my cheeks and lips.
I attempt to lick her fingers, again absurdly thanking her. "Oh thank you, Mistress."
She puts her cum-scented fingers to my nose and just let them linger there. Silence echoed in the room loudly before she asked, "What are you, Pam?"
I answered without hesitation. "Your pet. Your slut. Your cunt."
She laughed softly but with intent. "Yes, you are such a slut, a dirty little slut." She leaned in and kissed me hard, her tongue dancing inside my mouth. Her hands cupped my cheeks and after all the hardcore humiliation, the gently kiss was an absurd yet hot contrast. I eagerly kissed back, the most passionate kiss I could ever recall experiencing.
She finally broke the kiss after a few minutes of intimate passion and smiled, her voice soft, "You were such a good girl, such a good kitty."
Her approval warmed me all over. "Thank you, Mistress."
"For part of your training, you are not allowed to come tonight," she revealed, my heart crashing hard.
I whispered, unable to hide my disappointment, "Yes, Mistress."
Her finger slid between my tiny breasts as she promised. "But don't worry Pam. Tomorrow I promise you orgasm after orgasm like you have never experienced." She kissed me one last time and said, "I am going to have a shower. Call your husband and feel free to share your submission to your new Mistress if you wish."
I watched her leave and lay there, trying to calm down my burning desire to touch myself. I considered calling John, but knew retelling my adventure with Alicia would only rekindle my slowly simmering flame and I would be unable to resist the urge to pleasure myself. Instead, I closed my eyes, suddenly exhausted, and drifted into bliss.
7. PAM'S TRAINING BEGINS
I had the most peaceful sleep in recent memory, not waking up once, which was strange considering I hadn't been allowed to orgasm. I heard the shower running and slowly stretched. I took off the stockings I slept in all night and rubbed the imprint of the top of the stocking. The shower shut off and I was again nervous, unsure how to act normally after what had taken place.
I made a pot of coffee and it was almost brewed when Alicia finally came out of the shower in just a towel. She smiled when she saw me and asked, "Did you have a good sleep?"
"I slept like a baby," I admitted. "How about you?"
"Very good. Any regrets?" she asked, walking towards me.
I stammered, "N-n-no."
"Good, because I think going to this conference now is the perfect metaphor for your transformation."
"How so?" I asked, confused and excited, as she stood directly in front of me.
"Well, I am recycling you. Getting rid of the old, prude persona you personified and creating a new much better version, a sexy, submissive, slut."
I blushed, my face burning with shame as such a declaration and yet my cunt burning with desire because of the exact same declaration.
She could see through my trepidation to my real desires and ordered, "Go shower. We have a very busy day, my kitty."
I obeyed, again trying to squelch the burning heat growing below. In the shower I turned the water on colder than I usually did, desperate to calm my desire down, not wanting to be a horny mess while at the conference. I had to turn off my growing slut personality and return to my professional teacher one.
Out of the shower, I returned to the room and saw that Alicia was gone. On the bed was an outfit and a note. The outfit included the red blouse I had brought, but the black leather skirt was not mine. I grabbed the piece of paper and read the brief note.
Pam MY Slut,
My kitty. I am downstairs having breakfast. You are welcome to join me when you are dressed and ready. I have laid out your outfit for today...do not make any alterations or changes to your attire. You will notice that it is sexy, not slutty. Of course, you may also notice that there is no underwear of any kind. A SLUT doesn't wear undergarments. A slut's pleasure holes are ALWAYS available at ALL times.
In public you may refer to me as Alicia, but the instant we are alone I am MISTRESS and you are SLUT. That said, you are still expected to obey any command I give you, no matter where we are.
Now finish getting dressed and meet me downstairs for breakfast.
Your Mistress
Alicia
I could feel my pussy getting wetter as she read the note and her expectations. Even though I was a teacher, a lady, the thought of being a possession, just letting go unconditionally was...irresistible.
I grabbed the pantyhose, surprised they were not thigh highs until I pulled them up and learned they were crotchless. I didn't even know such a thing existed. I put on the leather skirt and realized why she had me wear pantyhose instead of stockings, the skirt, although just barely professional, was too short for stockings. My nipples were as hard as diamonds and were almost impossible to hide in the thin fabric blouse. Once dressed, I finished my hair and had to admit I looked pretty damn good.
I went downstairs for breakfast and joined Alicia. She smiled when she saw me and asked, "Do you like your outfit?"
"Yes," I admitted, slightly self-conscious at how others may judge me, but more excited at obeying my new black Mistress.
"You look delicious," she complimented. "If I hadn't already ordered breakfast, I'd have had you instead."
I blushed, my pussy already tingling from the thought of being pleasured by her.
I ordered breakfast and we sat in awkward silence. Where before our sexual encounter we had lots to talk about, suddenly I had nothing to say.
After what was only a couple of minutes, but felt like an eternity, Alicia began conversation, talking about the conference and sessions she planned to attend. After a couple more minutes, it was as if last night didn't happen and we were colleagues again. It wasn't until breakfast was almost done that I was reminded of our new relationship. She took a strawberry, moved it under the table and stared at me the whole time. A minute later the strawberry returned into view and she leaned forward and put it on my plate. Understanding her expectation, I grabbed the strawberry that was glistening just enough to know without a doubt it had been inside her pussy and popped it in my mouth. The sweet mixture of the fruit and her juice was indescribable, but it was an assault to the senses.
Alicia smiled and purred, "Good pet," just before our waitress arrived with the bill.
Once the bill was paid, by me of course, we went to the ballroom for the opening keynote. The speaker, a passionate man, focused on how the world was like a village and we in North America took for granted our many luxuries. It was a powerful opening and he closed by highlighting that each of us could play a role in changing the world. As usual, I get giddy with youthful enthusiasm when a speaker is so optimistic because I am definitely a the-glass-is-half-full kind of girl. Alicia smiled and said, "You are already well on your way to contributing to helping many others."
I was confused at the comment at first until I caught on to the sexual implications that were implied. I worried about what her devious mind could have in store for me, even as another part of me tingled with anticipation. What was becoming of me?
Alicia handed me a note and said, "I will see you back in the hotel after the last session."
I watched her leave before opening the note, my already usual mixture of trepidation and excitement crashing together.
My White Little Slut,
There is an adult store a block and a half from our hotel. Before you return to our room, I want you to go there and pick up a strap-on you want me to fuck you with. There will also be a small package for you to pick up that I have pre-ordered for you.
Have a good day and don't you dare come!!!

Mistress Alicia
I stared at the letter even as my pussy leaked. I looked at the clock and realized I had less than five minutes before my next session on 'Recycling Art'. I sighed; I was really looking forward to this session. I was an art major and was intrigued by new ideas to bring back to my class that tied recycling and art. Now all I could think about was the fact that Alicia planned to fuck me later tonight and instead of being aghast at the thought, I couldn't wait.
Although distracted, I went to the session and once it got underway, my pussy simmered and I was able to concentrate on the real reason I was here. Once the session was over, I decided to head for lunch to fulfill the order Alicia gave me when I heard my name being called out. I stopped in my tracks, the voice vaguely familiar. I turned around to see it was my first intern from a few years ago, Joan.



"I thought that was you," Joan greeted with a big smile.
"Hi, Joan," I smiled, "it is great to see you."
She asked, "Going for lunch?"
"I was," I admitted. We went for lunch and caught up. Although not overly professional, we chatted so long we missed the afternoon keynote as we went for a mini-shopping spree instead. It wasn't until three hours later before Joan asked, "I have to ask, Pam. Are you not wearing a bra?"
I blushed, but covered, having briefly forgot about my current situation, "Believe it or not, I forgot to pack one."
"Really?" she asked, surprised. "You are the most organized person I have ever met."
I joked, "Early menopause."
Joan laughed and quipped, "Well, you are definitely perky."
My stiff nipples agreed as I recalled my task I had yet to complete. "If you only knew the half of it," I threw out there before realizing what I just said. I quickly added, "Well it was great seeing you, but I need to get back to the hotel, I am suppose to meet my new intern for supper."
"Oh, I would love to meet her, maybe share war stories," Joan quipped sarcastically.
Before I knew what was happening, I had supper plans at 6 with Joan and Alicia. We hugged goodbye and I rushed to the adult store. Once in the store I was instantly overwhelmed by wall-to-wall toys and kinky sex paraphernalia. I walked around casually until I found the strap-on cocks and gasped at the variety. Although my mind was overwhelmed, my neglected pussy was instantly wet again. I noticed there was a variety of lengths and widths and although I knew I should be conservative with my choice, as soon as I noticed a long, thick black one, my mind was made.
I grabbed the box with the eight inch black strap-on and my pussy instantly got damp with anticipation. The long wait to come, plus the thought of Markus's eleven and a half inch cock had me greatly distracted and I was becoming obsessed with black cock.

Heading to the till I saw a black vibrator and grabbed it, thinking she could play black fantasy on my own as well.

At the till I remembered I was supposed to ask for a package. Although embarrassing to ask, so was buying a strap-on cock that implied the obvious. At the till, the cashier was an older woman who gave no reaction at all to my purchases or my request for a package for me. She handed me a sealed box and I learned my purchase was over two hundred dollars. I was surprised, but acted casually as I paid for my toys and whatever else was in the box and rushed out like I was making a getaway. I returned to my hotel room and Alicia was in the shower. I put my purchases on the bed and waited nervously for whatever might lie ahead.

8. FAN-ASS-TIC

A few agonizing minutes ticked by with snail like speed. I felt like a kid waiting for Christmas morning, the anticipation was killing me. My pussy on fire, I suddenly remembered my dinner plans.

Alicia came out in a towel, her wet hair making her somehow even hotter. She smiled, "You finally made it. I thought you might have decided to not return."

I blushed but admitted, "That thought never crossed my mind."

"Good," she purred, promising, "because I have plans for you tonight."

"About that," I began.

A perplexed look crossed her face.

"I bumped into my last intern and somehow the three of us are going out for dinner," I explained.

"Reeeeeally," she smiled, her brain clearly bouncing around with ideas that both worried and excited me.

"Supposed to meet at six," I revealed.

"Delicious," she smiled.

I begged, "Please don't let Joan know about our relationship."

"Our relationship," she repeated, "is that what this is?"

I didn't say anything and she promised, "I will try to behave myself."

"Thanks," I whispered.

"I suggest you go shower and get ready. One of my later ideas will have to be moved up. You will probably want time to get used to it."

I couldn't fathom what I would have to get used to, although as was becoming the norm, the idea both excited and scared me. Allowing myself to be completely at the whim of someone else was both exhilarating and nerve-wracking. "Ok," I replied, giving no sign of my inner turmoil.

I went to the washroom and had a long cleansing shower, my mind reeling with possibility. For the second time today, Alicia was gone and clothes and a note were left for me, as was the box, now opened.

I grabbed the note and read it.

My lez slut
I am not sure how to read the dinner plans you have arranged. On the one hand, it looks like your attempt to avoid submitting to me again. On the other hand, it could be your subtle way to have you submit to two interns in one day. On yet another hand, it could just be the circumstance of how events shaped. On yet another, another hand it could be fates way of stirring the sexual pot.

I have again left you clothes to wear. YOU WILL WEAR THEM! Also, I will be back in fifteen minutes to insert in you a special toy for the evening, a constant reminder of who owns you tonight.

I expect you dressed, on the bed on all fours, and ready for me.

Your Black Goddess

Still in just a towel, curiosity got the better of me and I peaked in the box. I pulled out the toy and after a couple of seconds it dawned on me it was a butt plug. She wasn't expecting me to wear a butt plug, was she?

Anxiety suddenly overruled excitement. I had allowed John to fuck my ass many times and although I got used to the pain that accompanied it, I can't say I ever really enjoyed it. It was just one of those things I did to please my man, or did when really drunk and numb.

I put on the fire truck red dress I packed as instructed by Alicia...easily the sexiest dress I owned. The dress was just long enough to cover up the black thigh high stockings Alicia had left for me to put on, but would definitely not hide the stocking tops when I was sitting. As this morning, there was no underwear. I slid the nylons onto my legs, slithered into the dress and went and got ready. Thankfully, the dress was thick enough to conceal my stiff nipples. I had just finished my hair and last second lipstick touch-ups when I heard a key in the lock. Quickly, I rushed to the bed, awkwardly pulled my dress up just as the door opened.

Alicia entered, and a couple of seconds later said, "Now that is the way to be greeted, a nice, ripe, white ass up in the air."

My face I imagine went the same color of my dress, but I remained silent, waiting.

I heard her shuffle through her suitcase before joining me on the bed, directly behind me. She asked, "Did you like the present?"

I avoided a direct answer. "It was not what I expected."

"What did you expect?"

"I don't know actually. A lot of things popped into my head," I admitted.

"Like?" she asked, her hands on my ass.

I listed the long list of taboo items I hypothesized may be in the mystery box. "Handcuffs, vibrators, lotions, lubes, blindfolds, outfits and so forth."

"You are a naughty minx. Three of the things you listed were in that box, as well as the butt plug you already know about, and there is one other surprise for later," my young black intern informed.

I felt my ass cheeks spread apart as she asked, "You have not come yet, have you?"

"No, Miss," I answered, hoping my obedience would pay off in the form of the long awaited orgasm she hinted was coming.

"You really are a submissive little slut, aren't you?"

I admitted, "With John I can be, but I often am in control as well. Yet, somehow with you it is completely different."

Her finger teased my puckered back door. "An interesting choice of strap-on cock, my slut."
I whimpered a bit as her finger probed my rarely used ass. "It is?"
"Big and black, and if I didn't know any better, I would assume you are trying to prepare yourself for my boyfriend's big, thick, eleven inch plus super cock."
"I-um-well-I have always fantasized of having a black cock. John has even bought black condoms so that I can somewhat live the fantasy," I stammered in explanation.
"I see," she teased, her finger just barely penetrating me. "Well, be a good little slut and maybe I will make that fantasy become more than just a reflection."
The thought of fucking Markus sent a pulse of pleasure directly to my cunt.
My black Goddess, as she called herself, asked, "I assume you have had your back end plundered?"

"Yes," I admitted, but hoping to change her plans for me added, "although I can't say I have ever really enjoyed it."

"Part of the pleasure for me is the utter submission, and once I give into it, I find the pleasure enhances immensely," she explained.

Her logic made sense and I wondered if in utter submission came ultimate pleasure. Her finger teased my entrance and I replied, still cautious, "Kkkk."

She surprised me next when she pulled her finger out and I suddenly felt her tongue running my asshole. The feeling was a surprisingly numbing sensation that sent pulses of pleasure directly to my needy cunt. She spent only a couple of minutes between my ass cheeks, before moving away. A moment later I felt the cold liquid lube coating my ass as she prepared, I assumed, to fill my ass with the butt plug.

"Relax," she instructed, "I am going to prep your ass for your new toy."

I tried to obey, but it is like not looking at a car crash, you can't resist. Slowly, but surely, she slid her finder inside my tight ass. Because it was only her finger, it only pained slightly. Oddly, maybe because I had not been allowed to orgasm or maybe because of the submissive act, the finger violation of my ass was getting me horny. She wiggled her finger in my ass, which was again only a slight discomfort.

Alicia explained, "I am opening your ass slowly, preparing it for the plug you will wear all evening when we are out with your friend."

I couldn't fathom how I could walk or sit with something that big in my ass, it was completely incomprehensible.

A few seconds later my black intern explained, "I am going to add a second finger, Pam. I suggest you relax and enjoy it like a good slut."

Being called a slut was both insulting and a turn-on and I did my best to obey and relax. As the second finger squeezed its way inside, I could feel my ass muscles protest the widening.

Alicia's other hand went to my pussy and she lightly tapped my clit, distracting me from the pain with pleasure. I moaned softly with each tap, as she played me like a bass drum.

Alicia replicated the slow penetration and wiggling inside my ass. After a minute or two, the discomfort dissipated.

Alicia said, "So while we are out you will keep the toy in your ass. You will obey any suggestion I make. Is that understood?"

"Yes," I whimpered, petrified by the potential humiliation and excited by the utter submission.

Her fingers left my now gaped ass that suddenly felt empty and I watched her over my shoulder generously lube the black butt plug. I still couldn't imagine it fitting in my ass. Content it was well-lubed, Alicia returned behind me and again directed, "Relax Pam."

I closed my eyes and waited. A few seconds later I felt the plug slowly penetrate my ass. A searing pain burned briefly, but quickly faded and a slight uncomfortable, but tolerable, numbing lingered.

"In," she announced, surprising me. I couldn't believe the toy could fit in my ass with such ease. "Lay on your back, my pet."

I slowly obeyed, focusing on not positioning myself where the plug would go deeper in me. Once on my back, Alicia smiled and took a picture with her phone. I instantly pleaded, "Alicia, please no,"
She snapped a second picture and said in a no-nonsense tone, "Don't you ever question your Mistress, is that understood?"
I stammered, "S-s-sorry Mistress," my humiliation burning.
She disappeared and returned with a thong. As she slid it on up my nylon legs she explained, "You can wear these to assist in keeping the plug in your ass."
"Thank you, Mistress," I replied, actually thankful for the dental floss piece of underwear assisting me fulfilling my seemingly impossible task.
Her sweet tone instantly back, she praised, "Good girl." She grabbed my heels and put them on for me and if anyone was watching it would look like I was a white rich bitch with a black servant, which, of course, couldn't be farther from the truth.
Once my heels were on, she suggested, "We should get going."
I slowly got off the bed and stood up. I wobbled briefly as I attempted to get accustomed to the toy in my ass.
Alicia smiling, clearly amused by my discomfort and struggle, suggested, "You should probably practice walking a bit first."
As she disappeared into the washroom, I walked back and forth attempting to walk like I didn't have something stuck up my ass. It was awkward at first, but like most things, you get used to it eventually. When Alicia returned from the washroom she instructed, "Time to go slut. Be a good girl and I won't make you beg to eat out your friend."
I gasped softly, but replied, "I will be good, Mistress."
9. A DINNER TO REMEMBER
A ten minute walk while I finally perfected walking like a lady and not a whore, and we arrived at the restaurant where Joan was already seated.
I introduced Joan to Alicia, and I could see the wheels spinning in my Mistress' head as she assessed my pretty ex-intern. It was then I realized my new predicament. How the hell was I to sit with this thing in my ass? Alicia looked over at me, clearly knowing my dilemma. She slightly nodded, implying I was to sit down.
Acting as casually as possible, desperate to hide my submissive predicament to Joan, I lowered myself into the chair while looking away to hide the grimace I was sure I was going to have on my face. As my ass hit the chair, I could feel the plug push up inside me creating a new pain as the toy reached deeper into new uncharted depths.
Joan. noticing my wince asked, "Are you, ok?"
I lied, "Oh, yes. I just slept in a weird position last night. I never sleep well the first night in a new bed. My back is killing me."
The waiter showed up and we ordered drinks. I decided the best way to ignore and tolerate the plug in my ass was to get totally inebriated, and I ordered a bottle instead of a glass of wine.
Joan joked, "I know you love your wine, but what are trying to numb? "
The irony of her question had Alicia giggle a little and me blush. I shrugged, "I don't get to let loose too often. So when I am out of town I let go of all my inhibitions and let my hair down."
"Well in that case, I think I will make mine a double," Joan said to the waiter.
Alicia intervening said, "Make it a triple, stud."
Joan laughed, "I will be shitfaced before supper is done."
Alicia spinning another web added, "Well, maybe we all need to let our inhibitions down."
By the end of supper, three hours later, Joan had finished three drinks, the last two being doubles, and I had only one glass of wine left. As we ate our cheesecake, the perfect dessert to a perfect meal, the conversation led its way towards sex, as usual happens when women and booze mix. Joan explained, "I can't even remember the last time I was fucked."
I quipped, ignoring my sexual encounter with Alicia, "John fucked me before I came on this trip."
Joan sighed, "I am jealous. I just can't find the right man."
Alicia asked, "And what does the right man entail?"
Joan reflected a minute as she finished the last of her third drink. "Well, he would be financially stable, attractive, want kids, have a sense of humour, and be able to have a conversation without staring at my tits."
"A reasonable checklist," Alicia assessed, before adding, "You do have a beautiful set of tits."
Joan blushed; I probably did too, as I wondered if Alicia was going to attempt to seduce Joan. "Thanks, yours are pretty fucking magnificent too."
I acted insulted as I cupped my tits and said, "Um, excuse me?"
Joan laughed, "Your tits are awesome too, Pam." She shook her head as she added, "I can't believe I am talking about tits with my ex-supervising teacher."
Alicia said, "So it is agreed. We all have great tits. Now let's check out the rest of our perfect packages. Pam, stand up."
I obeyed the order in a heartbeat, a mixture of excitement and trepidation.
Alicia splattered me with compliments. "Pam has amazing legs, especially in those old-fashioned seamed tan stockings and heels. Don't you think, Joan?"
Joan stood up to get a look at all of me and said, "Turn around Pam, let me see the seamed stockings."
I obeyed, making a sexy half-spin to showcase my assets.
"Oh yes, those are sexy. Wait those aren't pantyhose, I can see the top of your stockings," Joan noticed.
Alicia explained, "They are thigh high stockings. Perfect to tease and please and give easy access to her special spot, isn't it Pam?"
Attempting to hide my submission to Alicia and answer the question, I agreed, "Yes, John loves me in such sexy silk and loves to fuck me in public when he can."
Joan gasped, "I can't believe it."
"Believe what?" Alicia asked.
"That Pam is so, so, um, well, sexual. Pam, you seemed so reserved when we were in the classroom."
Alicia explained, "Many women are ladies in the office and tigresses in the bedroom. Or others are completely in control in the classroom, but when intimate need to let go off all the power and submit sexually to all their hidden sexual desires. Isn't that right, Pam?"
I am sure my face was redder than my dress as I agreed, "I suppose so."
"You suppose so?" Alicia questioned.
I added, still desperate to hide my submission to Alicia, "Yes. Well, at home I love to just allow John to treat me like a slut, to treat me like his personal fuck-toy."
"Oh my God," Joan said, adding, "wow, that gets me surprisingly hot."
Alicia asked, "What does, imagining being a submissive slut like Pam, or Pam being a submissive slut?"
"Both, I guess," Joan replied, her face flushed with excitement.
Alicia asked, "What about Pam's ass, Joan? Do you like her ass?"
Joan looked me over like I was a piece of meat to be devoured.
Before Joan answered the question, Alicia ordered, "Bend over Pam, let Joan really see those curves."
Kind of embarrassed and incredibly thankful we were in the corner of a relatively empty restaurant, I again obeyed my black Mistress.
Joan stared and Alicia asked, "So, what do you think Joan?"
Joan in a trance of sorts answered, "Pam, your ass is amazing. I wish mine was that luscious."
I sat back down and let out a yelp, so accustomed to the black plug in my ass I forget it was there. The pain as the plug went even deeper inside me was intense, and I grimaced.
Alicia ignored my outburst and seeing this as an opening to seduce Joan said, "Well, you can't say that and not let us judge yours too. Bend over for us, Joan."
Joan hesitated; I can only imagine what she was thinking, before she obeyed the hypnotic black woman.
Alicia asked me, "What do you think of Joan's ass, Pam? I mean it has a bit more meat on it than yours, Pam, but it is still a pretty fine ass."
"Agreed,' I said, "Joan, your ass is delicious."
Joan was now on permanent blush as she stammered, "Um-uh-uh-thanks," before sitting down. Silence lingered a bit as I too sat down, before Joan said, "Hey wait. Pam and I have frolicked for you Alicia, I think it is time for you to do the catwalk too."
Alicia gave an indescribable look before silently standing up. Being aggressive, she put her one leg up on the bench just inches from a surprised Joan. She asked, your voice dripping with seduction, "I am told my legs are one of my best features, especially in stockings, what do you think?"



Joan stammered, suddenly overwhelmed, "T-t-they are very nice."
"Nice," Alicia repeated. "My legs have been described many ways, but nice isn't one of them. Go ahead, touch the nylon. Feel how soft it is."
Joan, in a drunken trance, put her hand on my black intern's nylon leg and rubbed it softly.
"Still think they are only nice?" Alicia asked, being a predator on the prowl.
Joan stumbled to find the right words as she continued caressing the black nylon-clad leg. "Um-uh-uh they are sexy, really sexy."
"That is better," Alicia said, moving her leg away and turning around so her ass was directly in Joan's face. "How about my ass Joan? What do you think of my ass? I am told this is my best feature, even better than my big firm tits and long luscious legs. What do you think, Joan? Is my ass my best feature?"
Joan looked over to me quickly, her facial expression one of complete bewilderment with just the tinge of lust that I had felt since I first met this intoxicating black woman. I shrugged, giving her no way out or support.
Joan stammered again, "It-it-it is a very nice ass."
"Nice again," Alicia repeated, feigning insult. "I usually have women falling all over me and yet all you think about when you see me is nice." Alicia moved away from Joan, attempting to rattle her, and moved to me. "What do you think, Pam? Is my ass just fine?"
I rubbed her ass through her dress and answered, "It is fine, the finest fucking ass in the world."
Joan gasped at my actions and filthy language, but continued to watch as I massaged Alicia's ass.
Alicia, going for the kill, asked Joan, "Do you want to reconsider your original assessment?" Alicia returned her ass to Joan, who copying my action, grabbed Alicia's firm ass. Alicia offered, "If you really want a good feel, you should put your hands under my dress."
Joan stuttered, "Are-are-are you sure?"
"Of course," Alicia said, "it is just women judging women. I trust you."
Joan obeyed, moving her hands under my Mistress' dress and squeezed the perfect black ass.
"So, what is your final assessment, Joan? Is it just fine?"
Joan continued squeezing the black ass as she answered, without a stammer for the first time in minutes, "Oh my. It is so fucking perfect. I can't even fathom having an ass half this perfect."
Alicia sat back down, now having my ex-intern hooked. "Well, why don't we go back to our hotel room to catch up some more?"

"Sounds like a plan. You are in too, right Joan?" I added, not giving Joan time to reconsider.
"S-s-sure," she agreed, unaware what the simple word 'sure' could lead to.
While I was horrified to even consider allowing Joan to know of my submission earlier, now I looked forward to her joining me.
"Pam, pay the bill," Alicia ordered.
Deciding to throw it all out there, I answered, "Yes, Mistress."
Alicia smiled, slightly surprised by my revealing of our relationship, and grabbed Joan's hand and led her out of the restaurant. I paid cash and quickly scurried to catch up to my Mistress and ex-intern.
10. BUY ONE SUB, GET ONE FREE
Once back in the hotel, Alicia ordered, "Pour us some drinks, Pam."
"Yes, Mistress," I obeyed, as Alicia went into the washroom.
Joan asked, in a whisper, "Why are you calling her Mistress?"
"Because that is what she is," I admitted, nonchalantly.
"You are a lesbian?" she asked confused.
"No, I never had been with a woman until yesterday, but WOW," I teased, making sure she was being reeled in to our web of sex.
"I can't believe it," she said.
"Oh come on, Joan," I replied, while pouring a generous glass of inhibition eraser. "Why are you here now? You had to know what was going to happen."
Her eyes went big, clearly in denial still. "What is about to happen now?"
"We are going to have an epic lesbian threesome where we both submit to our black Mistress," I revealed, handing her the glass of wine.
"I can't do that," she said, unconvincingly.
I leaned in and kissed her. Although she didn't respond at first, she slid her tongue in my mouth. We kissed passionately until we heard Alicia's voice. "Starting without me, my white sluts?"
Joan startled, spilt wine on her outfit.
Alicia said, naked except for her thigh high stockings and strap-on cock. "Well, the gods clearly want you naked, Joan. Pam, get her out of her clothes so we can let it soak while we explore our sexual desires."
Joan stared at the naked black Goddess, clearly bewildered by the turn of events that started as a catch-up session with her older ex-supervisory teacher. I began undressing a confused, drunk Joan who nonetheless allowed me to assist in undressing her.
While I undressed Joan, Alicia explained, "You see Joan, Pam is a nasty slut who has spent the entire supper with a butt plug in her tight white ass. I own her. If I tell her to, she will crawl between your legs and suck on your pussy until you come. You would like that wouldn't you?"
Soon she was just in her bra and panties as she asked in a daze, "What?"
"You do need to come, don't you?" Alicia asked.
"I-I-I guess," Joan answered, noncommittal.
"Hmmm," Alicia paused, "well, tell you what. I have promised Pam an orgasm since yesterday. You can watch this white slut get fucked." Then she barked at me, "On all fours, whore!"
Without hesitation, I got on all fours like a dog, right beside Joan,not remotely feeling any sense of shame at being a submissive slut in front of my ex-intern, a woman I had been a role model to a few years ago. Alicia climbed on the bed, lifted up my dress, pulled my thong to the side and easily slid all eight inches of the black strap-on I had bought just hours earlier inside my inferno of desire.
As soon as it was buried in me, I screamed, "Oh thank you, Mistress. Your cock feels so fucking good in my cunt."
"How about the plug in your ass, cunt?" she asked, slapping my ass, pushing the toy deeper in me.
I screamed again, a quick jolt of pain mixing with the pleasure the cock in my cunt was giving me. "Oh god, the double penetration is soooooo intense, Mistress."
She began thrusting her cock in and out of me as she continued talking, "You see Joan. She is a complete slut, a white whore for black pussy. Next week she will fuck my boyfriend while her husband watches, won't you, slut?"
"Oh god, yes," I whimpered, "please allow Markus to fuck me like the slut I am."
"The white slut, you are," she corrected.
"Yes, yes," I corrected, "the white slut I am for black cock and pussy." I looked at Joan whose mouth was actually open in shock, and I said, "Oh god Joan. I am sorry you had to see this, that you were drawn into this, but I can't resist. I must obey, oh god, Mistress, I am so close."
"You may come as soon as Joan gives you permission," Alicia informed.
"Oh god Joan, please Joan. Give me permission to come. If you do, I will be your slut too. I will lick your pussy until you come. Can I cum Joan? Please. Can your slut come? Please, oh God Joan, I need to come so fucking bad. Joan, Joan, Joan, please Joan, I'll do anything."
Joan switching from stunned observer to eager participant said, "Oh God this is so hot." Joan tore off her panties, repositioned herself in front of me and pulled my face into her hairy soaking wet pussy. I began licking as best as I could as I searched for a pathway through her hairy bush, her strong scent captured in her pubic hair. "Come Pam. Come like the fucking slut you are," she ordered, her hand on the back of my head.
Having held back from orgasm for the past couple of minutes, as soon as the permission was granted I let the invisible dam burst and came in seconds, my orgasm riddling my body, hitting every pore of my being. Alicia continued to fuck my pussy as she purred, "That's it slut. Come like the lez whore you are."
Throughout the most complete orgasm in my life, I continued lapping the pussy presented to me. I couldn't believe that I was in the middle of a lesbian sandwich with both my interns. As I enjoyed both giving and receiving equally, John popped into my head. He would never believe it. I suddenly asked, "Mistress, could you call John on my cell and tell him what we are doing now."
Alicia purred, "Oh you are one nasty slut, Pam." She pulled her cock out of me and went to my purse. Grabbing my phone, she quickly dialed while shoving her black cock back in me with one hard thrust, forcing my face deeper into my ex-intern.
"Hi John, it's Alicia. What are you up to now?" Alicia began. I attempted to listen even as Joan's moan increased. "Well that is kind of boring. I am pretty sure your wife is having a lot more fun right now." Another brief pause before Alicia revealed, "Actually as we speak, your beautifully slut wife is on all fours, a but plug in her ass, my eight-inch black strap-on buried in her pussy while she is eating Joan's, her intern from a few years ago, pussy."
Another moment later. "Pam, your husband thinks I am exaggerating."
"Send him a picture," I suggested, briefly quitting my pleasing of Joan.
Joan demanded, "Don't you dare stop, slut."
I obeyed, determined to get her off. I sucked her clit into my mouth and stretched it out.
Joan screamed, "Fuuuuuuuuuck, oh my God, I'm comiiiiiiing," just a few seconds after my attack on her clit. She squirted onto my face a thick white cream that wouldn't end.
"There did you get the picture?" Alicia asked. "She sure is one nasty little fuck-slut. Just wait and listen as Joan finishes her orgasm at the hands, or should I say tongue, of your slut wife."
I continued lapping, imagining my husband jacking off listening to his wife pleasure another woman. Once Joan was done, Alicia asked me, "Who owns your white cunt?"
"You do, Mistress," I replied, knowing my husband could hear every word.
"Did you hear that declaration, John?" Alicia asked into the phone. "Good, so you will be ok with me allowing my well-hung black boyfriend to fuck your wife?"
I wished I could hear his answers, but had to infer based on Alicia's words and facial expressions. "I am happy you agree. I may even let you watch. Would you like that?" A moment later, she laughed, "I thought you might."
Alicia ordered Joan, "Take the plug out of her friend's ass, Joan."
Joan repositioned herself to pull out the monster that had been filling me all evening. Alicia asked me, "Does my white slut want her ass fucked?"
"Oh God yes, Mistress, please fuck my ass," I begged, wanting to be the biggest slut ever for both Alicia and my husband, who I knew had already shot a load all over himself listening to our lesbian debauchery. I also couldn't believe how empty my ass suddenly felt without the big plug lodged in it.
Alicia asked, "John do you want to listen to your wife get ass-fucked? I am going to put the phone down right in front of our whore."
Alicia put the phone just inches from my face as she ordered, "Joan crawl underneath Pam and lick her cunt as I fuck her ass."
Joan followed the instructions and I opened my legs a bit wider to allow her to get in position.
Alicia crawled behind me and I felt her already lubed cock poking at my backdoor. I think I surprised her when I pushed back, allowing the long cock to slip between my ass cheeks and refill my empty ass. "Fuck! You really are a slut, Pam. Pushing back on my cock like that. Bounce back on my cock, slut."
I obeyed, the plug in my ass having prepared me well for the real thing. I slowly moved back, desperate to take more and more of Alicia's cock in my ass. Joan's tongue only enhanced the pleasure I was experiencing. Through ultimate submission and kink, I was finally satisfied in new ways I didn't imagine possible. I moaned, making sure John could hear me in the throes of passion. "Oh fuck, Mistress, I love a cock in my ass. It feels so fucking good."
"Will you let John fuck your ass now, slut?" Alicia asked, slapping my ass cheeks.
"Oh God yes. Hear that John? You can fuck my ass anytime you want," I moaned into the phone.
"Well when Markus's big cock isn't already there," Alicia corrected.
"Yes, of course, Missssstress," I moaned, almost all the strap-on in my ass now.
The next few minutes were a blur of double pleasure as Joan's lips layered my pussy lips with splatters of kisses and licks and I began to really ride the cock in my ass.
As my moans increased, my inevitable orgasm on the rise, Alicia pointed out, "Only real sluts come from getting fucked in the ass, Pam."
I whimpered, my breathing getting erratic, my moans increasing exponentially, "I am a real slut, Mistress. A white dyke, a submissive slave, an obedient pet, oh god, fuck."
Alicia pushed me forward, smothering Joan's face, and began pounding my ass recklessly. My cunt bounced off Joan's face as I was forced to fuck her face while being pillaged myself. The utterly helpless position was the final push needed and I screamed as my orgasm exploded out of me and onto Joan, "Fuuuuuuuuck, I'm coming John. I'm coming from having my asssssss fuuucccked. Oh fuck, yes, fuck!"
I rolled off Joan, whose face was shiny and coated with my cum, and the cock in my ass slid out. While my orgasm still sent pulse waves throughout me, I watched Alicia slide the cock into Joan. I leaned in and kissed Joan as she began to get fucked. Our tongues swirled around each other's mouths for a few minutes until Joan's own orgasm began to build and Alicia's thrusts made it impossible to keep our lips locked.
I grabbed the phone and said, "Hi, honey. Enjoy the show?"
He answered, "I can't believe it."
"That wasn't an answer," I teased.
"Fuck, yes, I enjoyed the show. I just wish I could have been there to watch."
"Well, apparently, Alicia plans to make that happen," I quipped.
"I hope so," he replied, through heavy breathing.
"Are you jerking off, baby?" I asked.
"Yeeees," he answered.
"You're whacking off imagining your wife taking over 11 inches of cock in your wife's mouth, in your wife's wet pussy and in your wife's tight ass."
"Aaaaahh, I'm close baby," he grunted.
I finished by asking, "Are you going to clean my pussy or ass after Markus deposits his black seed in me? You will, won't you baby? Tell me you will eat my cream pie."
"Oh fuck, yes, I'll eat your cream piiiiiiiiiie," he agreed as he came all over himself.
I pinched Joan's nipple before reaching down and tapping her clit with two fingers. This had her breathing increased and I put the phone to her mouth as she climaxed. "Oh fuck, I can't believe it, shit, shit, shit, aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaah, yeeeeeeeeeeeeesssssssss."
I reached down and sucked her clit in my mouth as her orgasm shook her and she grabbed my head and held me on her clit. I savoured her sweetness for a minute or two until my ex-intern let go of my head, allowing me to breathe.
I went back to the phone and said, "How many times did you come, stud?"
"Twice."
"Me too," I countered.
"Hang up the phone, slut," Alicia ordered. It is time for both my white sluts to worship my body together.
I quickly said, "I got to go John. I will talk to you tomorrow. Love you."
Alicia took off the strap-on, and lay between us. She ordered, "Both of you, start at my feet and make your way up and don't you dare fucking miss an inch of my chocolate."
Joan and I both went to the end of the bed and took Alicia's stocking-clad toes in our mouth. I sucked each one like a small cock and then kissed and licked the sole of her foot, followed by the top. Together, Joan and I slithered our way up our black Goddess's body, making love to her entire body. I licked the inside of her calf, splattered her inner thigh with kisses, gave one concentrated lick to her pussy lips, moved up and tongued her belly button, made love to her breast, nibbled down her neck and bit her ear lobe. Alicia flipped to her belly and we continued to make love to her body, now going back down. When I reached her ass, I pulled her black cheeks apart and rimmed her puckered ass.
Alicia purred, "Yes, Pam, lick my asshole. Make love to it."
I obeyed getting it as wet as possible and using my tongue as a cock to attempt to penetrate her black hole. Eventually, I continued to explore her body, sliding back down her leg and ending where I started, at her stocking-clad feet.
Alicia ordered, "Pam return to my ass, and Joan, lick my cunt." While I would rather have tasted her pussy again, I obeyed, returning to her perfectly curved ass. Alicia lifted herself up to be on all fours and Joan, like she had with me, crawled between Alicia's legs and licked from the very subservient position.
For the next twenty minutes I licked and probed Alicia's ass with my tongue with dedicated determination while Joan did the same to her pussy. Finally, Alicia's moans increased and sensing she was close, I slid a finger inside her ass.
Alicia screamed, "Oh God yes, my white slut. Finger my ass."
I obeyed and less than two minutes later, Alicia collapsed onto Joan's face, a common occurrence tonight, and came hard. As soon as Alicia rolled off poor Joan, I moved in and kissed her, retrieving Alicia's juice from my ex-intern. Breaking the kiss I licked her chin, cheek and forehead, retrieving every last remnant of Alicia's orgasm. I knew I was addicted and that there was no turning back....ever.
Alicia offered, "If you want my juice that much, crawl over here and get it from the source."
With cheetah-like speed, I was buried between her legs.
As I lapped up the juice like it was wine, Alicia quipped, "Too bad we can't do this to save the world. This would be the ultimate recycling program. You eat my juice, Joan eats yours and I eat Joan. It would be a never-ending food supply. We could solve world hunger. Seriously, no one would ever go hungry."
I laughed as I leaned up, looking up at her, "Except for that one week a month."
"Well there is that," Alicia shrugged, before suggesting, "Actually, another recycling idea would be for me to cycle you through all the other black employees at our school. You would like that wouldn't you?" she smiled.
"You wouldn't?" I asked, shocked by the suggestion.
Alicia smiled a smile that implied she wasn't kidding, as she shrugged, pushed my head back between her legs and I returned to the champagne of lust, and teased, "Anything for the environment."
THE END
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WHAT MOM KNOWS FUCKS HER ASS
The next three weeks were a whirlwind of sex.
That first night (after my crazy threesome with my Mom and my new MILF girlfriend Miranda), after a good nap to recover, I made it to the TV station half an hour early.
Security wouldn't believe me so I had to text Miranda, who came and pulled me inside, her tongue greeting me as soon as we cleared the door.
She entwined her fingers with mine and led me into the news studio where I was promptly introduced to her ex, Mark.
"Mark, this is my new boyfriend Curtis," she said, her arm hooked in mine.
Mark looked at me with such disdain I was rather nervous. Ignoring me completely as a threat, he replied to Miranda, "Isn't he a bit young for you?"
"Isn't Brittany a little dumb for you?" she countered sharply.
"Whatever," he said, walking away having totally dismissed me from any importance. I was inclined to return the assessment, no matter how many times I'd seen his professional charm on TV.
Miranda's smile was big as she pulled me into her dressing room for a quick blow job. As soon as the door was closed, my fantasy jerk-off woman for all these years was on her knees, devouring my cock. Once she had swallowed my seed, she stood back up and kissed me sweetly, her tongue darting between my lips, the last remnants of my cum returned to me for recycling.
I watched the show live, which was surprisingly boring yet frantic, and once it was done Mark marched up to me for a face to face.
"How old are you, kid?" he asked, sizing me up.
"Eighteen."
"You know she's just using you, right?"
I shrugged. "Well, if that's true there could be worse things to be used for."
He ignored my jibe and just went to threatening me. "I don't want to see you around here again."
Miranda showed up just as Mark was poking me in the chest with his finger to emphasize his point and I was doing my best to look unimpressed. Miranda joked, "Mark, you already had your chance with me. Leave my lover boy alone."
He sarcastically agreed, "'Boy' is the right word."
Miranda shot back. "Be careful about your word choices, tiny. Curtis is a real man and unlike someone I could mention he can get it up more than once. On that note Curtis, let's see how many times you can get it up today. So far your count is four if I recall. Ready for one or two more?"
She grabbed my hand and pulled me along as I blushed like an embarrassed schoolboy. Once we were in her room she closed the door and tore off my clothes. "Curtis, I am so fucking horny. I want you in me right now."
Like a kid in a candy shop, I grabbed at everything. I squeezed her ass, I cupped her breasts and I slid a finger inside my dream woman's wet pussy. Each action had her moaning like a porn star and gasping like she was down to her last breath.
Once we were on her couch, I dove between her legs and sampled her heavenly taste. On first contact her moans increased and they continued as I eagerly lapped her pussy. I don't know if I was that good or she was just that horny, maybe both, but she came hard only a couple of minutes in. As soon as she was done, she straddled my rock-hard cock (number five of the day) and bounced up and down on it. She easily devoured all eight inches and I just watched in complete awe as my most frequent stroke fantasy other than my Mother rode me. She purred, "Do you like this, Curtis?"
"Fuck yes," I moaned.
"I love your quick recovery time, stud," she moaned.
Acting studly, my confidence brimming, I bragged, "I can go all night."
She smiled, "Don't make promises you can't keep. I've just hit my sexual prime and I crave cock constantly."
My balls bubbling from the reality that Miranda Collington was my girlfriend and was riding my cock with reckless abandon, I grunted, "I'm not going to last much longer on this go-around."
I expected her to get off me, but instead she bounced faster as she begged, "Then fill my cunt with your cum, baby. I want to feel it explode inside me. Come baby, come for Miranda!"
I needed no further encouragement as I shot my load deep inside her. She didn't miss a beat as she continued riding my cock, milking every last drop of my cum. Finally getting off me, she knelt down and kissed me passionately. One would think I'd be spent after five loads today, two in my Mom and three more in Miranda, but my cock never faltered.
We chatted for a few minutes, where I learned Mark's wedding was to be in Las Vegas and she wanted me to accompany her for a four-day trip. I couldn't believe my past twenty-four hours: I'd first fucked my beautiful Mom last night and I'd begun fucking a local celebrity today. Life couldn't get better than this...could it?
One more lengthy fuck and I headed home, exhausted with my cock raw. Even at my horniest I don't think I'd ever even stroked myself six times in one day. I crashed in my bed still dressed and fell into a deep sleep.
.....
I was awakened the next morning by my Mother's lips wrapped around my cock. That is easily the best way in the world to be awakened...a blow job from your Mother. Even though I'd shot six loads the day before, it didn't take long to get me stirring. Once I was awake, Mom straddled me and her hot lava engulfed my just awakened cock and she said, "I hope Miranda didn't wear you out, I need some quality time with my son."
"Like you promised, she's a minx," I moaned as Mom bounced up and down on my cock, "but I'll always have time for you, Mom."
"You say the sweetest things," she purred, squeezing her breasts together and leaning forward. I took a stiff nipple in my mouth and bit down gently.
She let out a soft moan and teased, "Don't leave any incriminating evidence."
I bit harder and teased back, "Is my Mommy-slut telling me what to do?"
She moaned, "Yes, I am. Now fuck me, big boy."
Never one to refuse such a request, I began bucking my ass up, my cock pistoning inside her like a well-oiled machine. Her luscious breasts bounced in my face and her moans of pleasure increased proportionately. "Oh god baby, fuck Mommy. Your cock feels so good in Mommy!"
Her constant reference to being my Mommy only made it hotter, a constant reminder of the taboo act we both were participating in so eagerly.
"You love my cock, don't you, Mommy?" I asked.
"I fucking do love it, son. I can't get enough of your big stiff cock," she moaned, as I continued to fuck her.
Getting tired from this position, I ordered, "On all fours, Mommy. I'm going to fuck you like a dog, like you're my pet...my pet Mommy."
"Oh God, Curtis. That is so fucking hot," my sexy Mother replied, obeying my order and getting on all fours.
Getting behind her beautifully tight ass, I put my hands on her hips and allowed my cock to roam and tease, rubbing against her lips, but not inside her. Mom, who's never been overly patient demanded, "Shove your cock in me, Curtis, now!"
I spanked her ass gently before sliding my cock inside my Mother's warm cauldron. "Sooooo demanding, Mom."
"Aaaah, fuck, yes," she moaned the instant I filled her. "I can't believe how good you feel inside me, son."
"Right back atcha, Mom."
My first load of the morning never came quickly and this time was no different. But after some serious hardcore fucking of my Mom, I felt my balls boiling and I warned, "I'm going to come soon, Mom."
With lightning speed, my Mom turned around and devoured my cock with her perfect cock sucking lips. She furiously bobbed back and forth like the eager slut she was and I rewarded her with a very full load of cum! Dear God, that was good! Much more slowly now but swallowing every drop, she continued bobbing up and down on my cock until I asked her to stop, the sensations now making me have to pee.
When I returned from the washroom my sexy Mother was lying in my bed waiting for me. She said, strangely like an insecure teenager, "Don't you forget about your Mother's needs, now that you're spending so much time with your boyhood fantasy girl."
I corrected her. "Oh Mom, you were my first and you still are my most constant boyhood fantasy girl."
She slapped my shoulder playfully. "I bet you say that to all the older women you fuck."
I kissed her tenderly, with the passion of a man in love, gentle, intimate and yet still with the lust that had long accompanied my feelings for her. Breaking the kiss I said, "Mom, I love you."
"I love you too, son," she answered.
I stood up, suddenly hungry for breakfast and said, "Did you know the wedding is in Vegas?"
"I do now," she quipped.
"I'm not even old enough to get into the bars and casinos," I pointed out.
My Mother, always the witty one, quipped back, "But you are old enough to get into Miranda."
"Touché," I replied, still basking in my good fortune.
Mom got up and said, "Go shower; I'll make my well-hung boy some breakfast."
"You really are the best mother in the world," I complimented.
Walking over to me and grabbing my semi-erect cock, she leaned over and warned it, "And don't you forget it." She gave me one last tug for emphasis and disappeared.
...
I put on hold my attempt to find out more about Ellie's past relationship with my mother since I was focused on Miranda and the upcoming wedding, which had become a full-time job. Miranda paraded me around at work, flaunting me in front of her ex every chance she got and playing with my trombone over and over again.
...
A few days later I had just finished fucking Miranda in her dressing room, which had become a daily routine, when she said, "I'm going to buy our airline tickets tomorrow. You're still good with coming?"
I replied with sexual innuendo, "I love coming with you."
"Oh you dirty boy," she teased.
Throwing an idea out there, I asked, "What would you think of having Mom and Ellie join us?"
She asked, pouting like a schoolgirl, "What, I'm not enough for you?"
"On the contrary! But we both care about my Mom and she clearly misses being with Ellie and needs to be pushed past the point of no return and well...what happens in Vegas...I just have a feeling we can do her some good."
Her devious smile crossing her radiant just-fucked face, she asked, "You want to play lesbian matchmaker with your married Mom?"
"Well, that's an interesting way to put it," I reflected with a grin. "Nothing ventured..."
"You know that Ellie used to Domme your Mom, right?"
"Mom said if she ever gave in to Ellie again it would be impossible ever to break free again, and that's pretty much all she said."
"Tell you what, I love the idea. But how are we going to get Ellie to go along?"
"I already thought of that. You invite her as your 'plus one' and later on she'll be pleasantly surprised to see Mom and me on the plane too."
"Hmmm... and I assume you have a plan for while we're up in the air?" she guessed, her hand slowly stroking my already growing cock.
"Only one: fucking. But in my head if we have a cast of four, I have a million different variants," I admitted.
"Do you want to fuck Ellie?" Miranda asked.
"Well..." I began, knowing answering such a question was dangerous.
"It's ok, baby," Miranda said, "I'd love to see you fuck her. I'd also love to play with her as well."
"That will be a pleasant surprise for Mom once she gets past her fears," I said, as I tapped my cock on Miranda's sweet lips.
"I'll make the arrangements tomorrow," she promised before taking my cock back in her mouth.
.....
The next day, a few days since I'd first fucked my mother, she came up to me in the kitchen as I was getting ready to go meet up with Miranda. Her hand went onto my cock while Dad was in the other room watching the 5:00 news, and she pouted, "Have you forgotten about Mommy?"
My stiff cock gave its own answer as I moaned softly, "God no, Mom. As you can tell, I'm always ready to assist you in any way possible."
She unzipped and opened the front of my pants and fished out my cock. She stroked it quickly. "Fuck, do I want this in me." Surprising me, she lifted up her sundress to show me her hot and ready playground, then bent over the counter and whispered, "Fuck me, Curtis."
"But Dad is right in the next room," I protested.
"Do as your mother asks," she ordered quietly.
Since Dad had gotten home from his trip Mom had given me a quick BJ in the bathroom while Dad was downstairs, she'd daringly rubbed my cock with her foot during supper a couple of times as well, but we hadn't ever fucked while Dad was in the house.
"You sure?" I asked, still nervous about getting caught, even as her tight, shapely bent-over ass had me raring to go.
"Yes, fuck your Mommy, Curtis, fuck me now!" she begged, albeit in a whisper.
Obeying my Mother like a good son always should, I grabbed her hips and easily penetrated her very wet pussy.
I limited myself to slow strokes although they were deep, still pretty scared of getting caught by Dad while I was fucking Mom. Mom's moans were quiet and controlled, unlike the loud, animated slut she was when we were alone.
We continued to fuck for three minutes or so, but then the phone rang. My Dad never answered the phone and it was here in the kitchen, anyway.
Mom cursed under her breath, "For fuck sakes," and went to the phone, reluctantly allowing me to slip out of her. Picking up the receiver, she rolled her eyes. "Hi Mom."
Knowing this would be a long conversation, I put my cock back in my pants and winked at Mom, whose red cheeks would have been incriminating CSI evidence of our crime. She said, "Mom, give me a second. Curtis is just leaving."
Mom set the phone down and came over to me. She whispered in my ear, her hand firmly on my stiff cock, "Don't forgot about Mommy while you're out gallivanting with Miranda."
"Of course, not Mom. You'll always be my first choice."
She kissed my lips, shoving her tongue in my mouth, before saying, "And don't you ever forget it."
I quipped, "How could I Mom, you're my MILF slut. You're family."
She smiled and mocked being my authority figure, "Don't you dare call your Mother a slut, young man... unless you're inside me. Fuck, I wish your Dad was gone. I guess I'll have to fuck him tonight."
"Oh, the sacrifices," I mocked.
"Don't get me started," she sighed, before asking, "Have you fucked Miranda in the ass yet?"
"No," I admitted, even though the thought had crossed my mind when she was bent over and I was fucking her in her favorite position, the submissive doggy style.
"Have you fucked anybody in the ass, son? Ever?" she asked, still rubbing my cock through my jeans.
"Noooooooo," I moaned.
"Well, tomorrow your Dad is heading out of town again and mine is going to be the first rosebud you ever pluck. Is that understood?"
"Yes indeed, Mom," I agreed, very enthusiastically.
"Good, so tomorrow is mine, all day, understood?" she commanded with one final squeeze.
"Yes, Mommy," I replied.
I watched her saunter away, flaunting her sexy wiggle. She went to the phone and resumed talking to her Mother seconds after promising her son her ass. My life was fucking amazing!
.....
I headed out to see Miranda again.
When I arrived at the studio Mark confronted me in the parking lot. He'd clearly been waiting to intercept me. "I thought I warned you to stay away from Miranda."
I replied, "Aren't you getting married to someone else? I'd think such a commitment would veto any such territorialism."
"Don't get smart with me," Mark threatened.
"Or what?" I asked.
"Don't mess with me."
I sidestepped him and resumed walking, tossing back over my shoulder, "I'm not here to mess with you. I'm here to mess with Miranda, over and over again."
"You fucking punk," he retorted impotently, as I walked into the studio.
Mark did seem to carry some weight around here and I wondered if he could do anything to restrict my access to the station. But I shrugged off any concerns for now and went to shoot my usual pre-show load between Miranda's perfect cock sucking lips. As soon as I entered her dressing room she smiled and pulled me in for a passionate kiss.
I eventually told her about my encounter outside and Miranda cursed, "Fuck! He just won't grow up! Fucking men, they don't know what they've got till they lose it."
I asked, a bit worried about the answer, "You don't want to get back with him, do you?"
"I'd rather become celibate, and you know how much I love sex," she replied, before her angry expression morphed into mischievous. "But two can play at that game."
"What do you have in mind?" I asked. Her face looked scary and I was glad she knew I was on her side!
"You shall see. But you'll have to wait for your blow job until right before air time."
I shrugged, "Whatever suits you're fancy."
We talked about the Vegas trip for a while and she confirmed Ellie was coming along and Miranda planned to talk to my Mom tomorrow. Miranda smiled, "Your devious plan to get your Mom to submit herself to a Mistress while you and I spectate is almost in place."
"Don't forget, the plan also includes my fucking Ellie," I added.
"That will be yours to orchestrate, although if you need my help, just tell me what to do. But don't you go getting me jealous. I already have to share you with your Mom," Miranda teased, falling to her knees.
She took my cock in her mouth and after a couple of deep bobs asked, "Was your car recently parked in your Mom's garage?"
I laughed at the horrendous visual. "Yes, we fucked for a few minutes in the kitchen while Dad was in the living room. But the phone rang."
"Oh, you poor boy. You didn't get to come in your Mom," she mocked, before asking, "Will I do?"
I grabbed her head and led her mouth back to my raging hard-on. "Yes, baby, you'll more than do."
Ten minutes later, which is as long as I could usually last in the sauna of lust that was Miranda's mouth, I began shooting my cum.
Unlike her usual swallow-every-drop routine, she opened wide and caught my ropes of cum like they were basketballs arcing into her basket. Once I was done, she closed up, stood up and silently left the room.
Curious as hell, I pulled my pants up and followed my devious girlfriend into the studio. She went directly to Mark, who was seated at the anchor's desk and leaned forward, her mouth open to show her mouthful of cum to her ex.
He went beet red as Miranda ostentatiously swallowed it all. I was just close enough to hear her say, "Remember when that was your pre-show routine?"
"What the fuck, Miranda?" Mark questioned.
Miranda, now openly mad, threatened for all to hear, "Leave my boyfriend the fuck alone!"
"'Boy' is right," he quipped back confidently.
Miranda laughed, a knife dripping with scorn, "Don't you dare judge him, Mr. Can't-get-it up-for-round-two-without-a-nap."



The others in the room couldn't help but let out quiet appreciative chuckles as Miranda turned and stalked away, leaving a red-faced Mark utterly speechless, probably for the first time in his egotistical life.
Miranda walked right up to me and shoved her tongue down my throat for all to see. I could taste myself on her tongue but was thrilled to finally receive the public affection she hadn't given me until this very moment.
Mark glared at me and I smugly winked back at him, not a care in the world.
Miranda and I fucked after the show for a lengthy hot marathon session where I deposited two more loads in her, one in her pussy and another in her mouth.
As I was getting ready to head home for the night, I mentioned, "I'm going to stay home and hang out with Mom tomorrow, sexy."
"You're going to 'hang out' are you? Thanks for the visual. You're such an unrepentant mother-fucker," she teased.
I retorted, "Jealous?"
She shrugged, "Maybe." As she kissed me goodbye, giving me another taste of my own medicine, she threw me for a loop as she finished with, "Of course the question is, am I jealous of your Mom for getting to fuck you, or jealous of you for getting to fuck your Mom!"
"Good question," I chuckled appreciatively. "Let me know what you come up with."
.....
The next morning Dad left early for an overnight meeting somewhere and I replaced him in my naked Mother's bed. I had just deposited a load in her cunt to start the morning right when she informed me, "Hey baby, I'm coming to Vegas with you!"
Acting surprised, I asked, "Really? How did that happen?"
"Didn't Miranda tell you?"
"No, but we don't do a lot of talking when we're together," I joked.
"You're such a male slut," Mom joked.
I corrected her, "When a girl fucks more than one guy she is a slut, often considered a cheap one. When a man is scoring with two women he is a stud and someone to be acclaimed. Unfair I know, but those are the rules of society. I don't make them, I just follow them and bask in the adulation of my peers."
Slapping me playfully, she quipped, "Your peers should aim better, they'd make less of a mess," then questioned, "are you calling me a slut, young stud?"
As my forefinger traced her firm breasts, I answered, "Better. You're my slut, Mom."
"Well then," she began straddling my still semi-erect cock, "if I'm going to be labelled a slut, I'd better be a good one."
"Slut away, Mom," I replied, watching her engulf my cock and begin riding me.
Another deposit banked inside my Mom, into her eager pussy this time, I already had visions of going for the triple play in one day: mouth, pussy and ass. Like the triple play in baseball, the last throw is always the hardest to complete.
As we lay there, it still being morning but both of us already glowing in double play after-sex glory, Mom said, "We're going out for supper tonight as mother and son and then coming back here for a very, very special night."
"I can't wait," I replied.
Getting through the school day was a bitch as the thought of a date with Mom and the promised ass fuck was all I could think about. I was a walking erection with a mind of goo all day. At long last I returned home and found a note on the kitchen table.
Son,
Sorry, but I had a last-minute call for a house to show. I'll have to meet you at the restaurant at six. I booked us a table at Rizzo's.
Love
Mom
Wow! Rizzo's was the classiest restaurant in the city and therefore meant suit and tie. I went to my room and Mom had already laid my best suit out on the bed. I had a nice shower and got ready, making sure to look my best for my date with Mom. At the last minute I decided to go commando; you never know when you may have to release the beast in a flash. I finished getting ready and sped to Rizzo's. I arrived ten minutes early and was led to my table.
I waited, a bundle of excitement at what Mom had promised me. Mom, being Mom, arrived fifteen minutes late, which was fifteen minutes early for her, but all was forgiven the moment I saw her. Her hair was down, which I loved, but it was the gold cocktail dress that stopped just below the knee, and the mocha colored stockings, my favorite shade of nylon, that had my cock on full alert and begging to be released.
Mom hugged me, closely enough that she could feel my attention so she asked, "Is that for me?"
"All eight inches of it," I flirted back.
"I can't wait," she responded, giving my cock a subtle squeeze before I moved around and pulled out her chair like a gentleman. "Oh, how sweet! But you don't have to impress me baby; you're definitely getting laid tonight."
I replied, "It's the small things Mom, they're always the first to go when a relationship begins to falter, and I won't let that happen."
My Mom, suddenly in reflection mode agreed, "No truer words have ever been spoken."
I returned to my chair just as our waiter arrived. He took our drink orders after taking more than a subtle glance at my Mom's generous cleavage.
Once he was gone I pointed out, "Mom, our server was staring right down your front."
"Was he?" she asked, oblivious to the distraction her beauty still caused among many, many men.
"Indeed he was. Of course who could blame him? You're easily the sexiest person here."
"You and your flattery! I already told you you're getting laid tonight. In fact I'm hoping to go for the Trifecta all in one evening."
"Trifecta?" I questioned.
"Yes, where you shoot a load of your white stuff in each of my three special finish lines," my mother informed me, her stocking-clad foot now snuggling in my crotch.
"Oh fuck Mom, my first load may end up in my pants if you keep teasing me," I admitted, my balls already begging me to shoot some white stuff anyplace at all.
Her foot remained near my imminent white stuff although not moving, as the waiter brought our starter salads. My hand rubbed gently along the top of my Mom's foot, the tactile sensations of the silk nylon the greatest feeling in the world.
As we ate our salads Mom asked, "Ever had a foot job, baby?"
"No," I answered after a brief memory search revealed I never had. Pam, my ex, had once rubbed her stocking feet all over my body in a sensual foot massage of sorts, but her feet had only rubbed my cock briefly before moving on.
"Well, then obviously you've never had a stocking-clad foot job," my Mom deduced.
"Obviously," I agreed, "are you offering?"
As her foot tapped on my cock, she shrugged with a devilish smile, "Well, we already have a Trifecta to complete tonight, but maybe we can fit that in too. Seeing your cock squirt its cum all over my stockings would be pretty hot, don't you think?"
"Shit Mom, we won't be able to see anything it squirts if you keep this up much longer," I warned, thinking I might come like I had back when I started my self-explorations when I was younger, just by touch.
She smiled, "Don't you dare waste that precious cum."
The waiter returned with our meals and taking my point Mom thankfully relented, moving her foot away. We ate our dinners and discussed non-sexual things like school, Mom's job, and plans for a summer trip to visit her mother, whom I'd always liked. If anyone was listening there would be no hint of our sexual relationship, the taboo sin we were planning to repeat very soon.
Once dinner was done my beautiful Mother suggested, "I say we skip dessert here and find a place where I can get some directly from the source."
"Cheque," I quipped, knowing my hard cock, which had never shrunk throughout dinner, wasn't going to make it much longer before it begged to whip some cream.
We paid the bill and once we were outside, nighttime just beginning to set in, Mom asked, "Elma and I did the showing together so I had her drop me off here. Where did you park?"
"In the underground parking."
"Perfect!" she smiled, grabbing my hand, our fingers entwined as if we were boyfriend and girlfriend, not mother and son. "Lead the way, baby!" Just the way she said 'baby' with such syrupy sexiness had my cock twitching.
As we walked down a lower flight of secluded concrete stairs, Mom suddenly tugged backwards on my hand. I stopped and looked at her. She pushed me against the wall, unzipped my pants, pulled out my cock, squatted down and devoured me whole.
I couldn't believe she would take such a risk as to blow me in a stairwell, but we'd hear a loud door echoing around if it opened and be able to cover up in time.
Her warm mouth, her nasty teasing of the past hour and a half and the chancy setting all had me on the brink in record time. My balls were boiling when sure enough, a door above us did open! I told Mom, "Someone's coming."
She paused only long enough to say, "Then you'd better come real soon," and devoured my cock again, unconcerned we were about to get caught.
I closed my eyes, trying to set aside my nervousness about being caught, concentrating on the feel of my cock bumping against Mom's throat even as above me I heard steps approaching, and surrendered to my approaching orgasm, to the sensations Mom's lips, tongue and wet warm mouth were giving me. So close! Within seconds I was shooting a load of my sweet cum down my Mom's throat even as the steps got incredibly close!
They were almost upon us when with a playful giggle Mom stood up and shoved her tongue in my mouth, deliberately feeding me the last remnants of my cum. My cock was still outside my trousers, still erect, but hidden by Mom's body so we looked scandalous but not illegal mere seconds before a middle-aged couple dressed for the opera or some other fancy shindig appeared around a corner of the stairwell and ascended past us. The woman's expression clearly displayed her distaste for such inappropriate displays of affection, while the man saw with a regretful look, a time long past for him.
As soon as they'd gone, Mom dropped back down to the floor and cleaned my cock, hoovering up any last-minute escapee droplets.
Five minutes later we were in my car when she asked, "Can we stop at the Love Boutique? I'll need some lube if you're going to drill my ass tonight."
I gasped at my Mom's shockingly blunt language, but of course pulled up at the store a couple of minutes later. I planned to stay in the car but Mom asked, "Don't you want to come in with me? Maybe pick out a costume for your mother to wear before you sodomize her?"
Such nasty talk had my cock revving to go again and my imagination spinning in overdrive. I unfastened my seat belt and followed Mom in, leading with my cock.
As we entered the store I realized I'd never been in a sex shop. I'd considered it a few times, but never had the guts to break through my psychological barrier. Yet here I was, creeping in with my mother (who was sauntering), shopping for some lube to fuck her ass. I really had the best life in the world!
Once we were in the store I was like a kid on Christmas morning, surrounded by so many toys and things I didn't even know where to start. Mom went to the toy section and I followed. She grabbed some lube and tossed it to me (to carry around where anyone could see what it was), before leading me over to look at toys. I couldn't believe the variety. I was looking at a double-ended dildo size XXL in confused awe not daring to touch it when Mom, holding a strap-on, said, "That does look interesting. Would you like to watch Miranda and me scissor fuck ourselves with that?"
"I have no idea what that means, but yes."
"And which strap-on should I buy, the seven-inch or the eight, for the next time your girlfriend and I play?" Mom asked, holding up two dildo cocks.
I pointed, "Well, Miranda likes them big."
"Good call," my Mom concurred, returning both and grabbing a huge ten-inch cock. "This will have her whimpering like the slut she is."
"Mom, that's my girlfriend you're talking about."
"That she is; but must I remind you she was my personal plaything first? I haven't relinquished her, you know," Mom smiled, bonking me on the head with the big cock.
"Fair enough," I agreed, already imagining my Mom and my girlfriend in a variety of dirty positions.
"Now let's go check out some costumes," she said, grabbing my hand and leading me to a corner with colourful outfits hanging all over the walls.
"Wow!" I said, overwhelmed by the many kinky fantasies I could envision role playing with my mother. "I don't even know where to start."
"Well, real role play is about creating situations and becoming the costume," my sexy mother pointed out.
"Ok," I said, unsure what she meant.
"So, let's see," she paused, pursuing the many different options. "Ah-ha," she said, reaching up on the wall and grabbing a Catwoman costume. "Find a Batman costume, stud."
I found one pretty easily, my mind already creating scenarios of Batman disciplining Catwoman. Mom put on the mask and sauntered over to me seductively, parodying the old Adam West over-the-top-sound-balloon action scenes I used to watch on reruns, "So Batman, do you think you could BING BAM BOOM me into submission?" She was bonking my skull with the dildo again to illustrate.
The innuendo had me weak in the knees as I tried to come up with a witty comeback.
When I couldn't, she purred, actually sounding like a cat, "What is it Batman, cat got your tongue?"
She rubbed my stiff cock through my pants and teased, "Oh, does a certain little man want to come out of the Batcave and play? Is that you, Alfred?"
I moaned, unable to come up with a complete thought.
She took the mask off and reached for another outfit. She grabbed a red one and disappeared into a change room. I looked at other outfits: various princesses, nurses, Superwoman, Lady Gaga... each one creating a new fantasy for me.
Mom came out in the skimpiest red outfit ever, her mocha-coloured thigh high stocking tops completely visible. She skipped up to me and teased, "Well, hello there Mr. Wolf, do you want to chase me back to my grandmother's house and eat me right up?"
My mouth dropped open, my Mom's transformation into a wolf-bait girl in a shelf bodice, so fucking naughty.
Her hand slid down my chest to my cock, her finger like lightning and thunder. "Imagine helpless li'l ole me with a basketful of goodies and no one to use them on me?"
"Aaaah, fuck, Mom," I moaned.
"Does baby want to fuck Little Red Mommy Hood?" she asked, her hand again on my crotch.
"Oh god, yes," I grunted, like a babbling fool.
Mom looked around and pulled me into the dressing room. She pushed me onto the bench, pulled out my cock and sat down on it, engulfing it completely. Her wet warmth coated my basket of goodies and she bounced up and down eagerly, taking every inch of me with each downward bounce. My Mom was really horny and I could feel her excess juice leaking onto my legs as our bodies collided. Her moans, although controlled because of our surroundings, were becoming louder the longer she fucked me. I could tell she wanted to scream, to talk dirty, and the restrictive location was holding her back from the pure pleasure she usually sang to the skies when we fucked.
I whispered, trying to push her past the point of resistance, "Come for me Mommy, come like the son-fucker you are."
"Aaah, fuck, Curtis," she whispered back, "keep talking dirty to me. Treat me like your fucking personal sex-slut."
I wanted to bend her over and take control but the room didn't allow for it, so I continued my verbal assault of my perfect, beautiful, slut Mom. "Keep bouncing, slut. Who owns that wet cunt of yours?"
"You do," she moaned, loader than she meant to.
"I do what?" I asked, slapping her ass loudly.
"Aaah, fuck, you own my cunt, baby."
"And I can use it whenever I want, right Mommy?"
"Oh fuck, yes, Curtis, I'm always at your disposal," she moaned.
"My personal live-at-home Mommy cum bucket."
"Oh my fucking God, Curtis, yes, baby, more, I'm so close," she moaned, getting turned on by the submission and the taboo sin of fucking her son where she was now getting so loud the whole store was probably listening!
"Come for me now, my Mommy-slut, come like the dirty, incestuous, son-fucking whore you are," I demanded, my own orgasm incredibly close from my Mom's furious ride. I was still whispering, so even though my Mom's imminent orgasm probably wasn't a secret any more, at least our blood ties remained privileged information.
She began to scream and I didn't even bother to cover her mouth as her orgasm quaked through her and almost simultaneously my cum exploded inside her. She didn't slow down, my cum filling her cunt, creating crosscurrents as her juice leaked out around me. A minute later she climbed off me and said, "Shit, I should have worn panties, I'm leaking like crazy!"
I laughed, as I saw the mix of her juice and my cum slithering down her leg.
"Get out of here before the police arrive, you dirty boy, you," she teased.
I returned to Costume Corner where an older woman, a saleslady, glared at me because of what we'd just done, although she had no idea that incest had just occurred in her store. I avoided eye contact and looked around for another outfit.
Mom returned a moment later, the Red outfit in hand, and said to the older woman, ignoring her accusatory eyes, "I think we will take this one, the Catwoman and Batman and one more."
"Which one?" I asked, curiously.
"That is for me to know and you to find out when I'm ready to surprise you," she teased. "Go to the car so I can fetch it and pay for all this."
I obeyed and waited in the car, bubbling with anticipation to complete the promised Trifecta. Come in mouth: Check. Come in cunt: Check. One more to go!
Mom got in and I drove us home. She said, "I can't stop leaking."
I shrugged, "I can't believe we fucked in a sex shop."
"I can't believe all those nasty things you called me," she countered.
I quickly apologized, "Sorry Mom, I...."
She slapped my knee. "Oh Curtis, you're still as gullible as you were when you were young! When I'm revved up like that I want to be treated like a slut, it gets me off like nothing else. I can't explain it, but it's true. When you called me a live-at-home Mommy cum bucket it goosed me right over the top! And now I'm leaking like a sieve."
We pulled into the driveway and Mom smiled. "Think you can get it up one more time, son?"
"Oh Mom, I can go and go and go. I'm the Energizer fuck-bunny," I quipped.
"Let's go see if you can back those words up, stud." She smiled in anticipation, getting out of the car.
Once in the house, she took her bag of goodies with her and said, "I'm going to shower and get into costume. Why don't you go shower too, then pour me some wine?"
I did as suggested, taking a long hot shower, my cock never completely shrinking, the curiosity of what Mom had bought for tonight and the thought of fucking Mom's ass constantly spinning through my head.
In my room, I got dressed again and noticed Miranda had texted me. I clicked on it.
Miranda: Have u banged ur Mommy's ass yet? Here is something for you to think about for our time together tomorrow. When I let you bang mine.
I gasped. It was a picture of Miranda bent over holding her cheeks open and her enticing rosebud staring at me, begging to be fucked.
My cock was again in missile mode and I adjusted myself before heading to the kitchen to pour us some wine and put together a plate of appetizers.
I'd finished almost a full glass of wine when my Mom called down the stairs, "Are there any Jedis down there?"
Being the ultimate Star Wars geek, I was curious and wasn't disappointed when I turned the hallway corner and looked up to find Mom dressed exactly like Princess Leia, hair and all. In her hand was one of my collectible lightsabers. She slinked seductively down the stairs and quipped, "Well, you won't have to be using your hands solo tonight, Jedi."



She put the tip of my lightsaber in my mouth. "Any guess where I found this light saber?"
I could taste my Mom's heavenly hole. She teased, "Of course I want a very different lightsaber in me tonight, Jedi."
"Oh, I think the force is with me, Princess," I quipped, confidently moving in and kissing my beautiful Mother princess. Being aggressive, I pushed her against the wall and she whimpered. I demanded, "Princess Lay I, it's time to reward your loyal Jedi."
I pushed her to her knees, on the stairs, and she unbuckled my pants and took my skin-tone lightsaber in her hands. She quipped, "You were certainly concealing a deadly weapon, my knight."
"I think I've found the perfect place to hide it for safekeeping," I shot back, shoving my cock in her mouth. Unlike our last couple of times I was being much more aggressive, grabbing the no-doubt-intended-hand-grips of her sexy Princess Leia hair and pumping my cock between her sweet cock sucking lips. A couple of minutes of this and I ordered, "Go get on your bed, my slut princess."
"Yes, sir knight," she replied, unable to conceal her true submissive nature once she had a taste of my dominance.
I watched her rise and turn around while I went and got the wine. I went upstairs and found her on the bed as instructed. I handed her a glass of wine and joined her. I asked, "Does Dad ever dominate you?"
"No," she admitted, before adding, "I've hidden away that naughty, dirty part of me for almost nineteen years."
"Why?" I asked, my hand moving to her white stocking-clad legs.
"I had become an adult with responsibilities, so I had to let go of my past," she rationalized weakly.
"But you have always, and not just subconsciously, craved submission. Didn't you want Dad to take over and use you like a slut?"
Mom nodded and gulped her wine.
Surprising her with a sudden new topic I asked, "So Mom, what really happened between you and Ellie?"
In a heartbeat her expression had transformed from confident and sexy to shy and nervous. "Curtis, that was a long time ago."
"I know," I pushed, my voice soft and tender, like a therapist trying to draw out his patient's past. "But clearly you're not completely over it."
"I am too," she said, attempting to be strong, "I've successfully resisted the temptation for years until you came to my rescue and began domming me."
"Sorry," I said, trying a different route. "I meant you still have lingering feelings for Ellie."
"Keeping her distant enough to be friends and no more than that, resisting her insistent, inexorable web of seduction has been the hardest thing I've ever done. She's been a good friend to me, but there was always that subtle undercurrent of You need to be my slave that I could resist but never deny. Lately she's abandoned her reserve and resumed being as insistent as she ever was, and I probably would have succumbed on Halloween if you hadn't shown up and saved me," she explained, her hand falling onto my leg.
"But why is she trying to get you back now, after all these years?"
"Well, maybe she figures you're old enough not to need a mother figure," she pondered.
"I've never needed a mother with a figure more than I do now," I quipped back.
She laughed at my naughty implication. "Plus, she knows my relationship with your father hasn't been great. I've even wondered if she hasn't been attempting to conspire with your father, maybe titillating him with the idea of watching us together. Ellie's comment to you when she thought you were Ted only added to those suspicions."
"But you still love Dad?" I asked, this conversation getting much deeper than I'd originally planned, but it was what it was. I wasn't above getting Mom to submit to me and even manipulate her into making unexpected life choices, but if those choices wouldn't benefit her, all bets were off.
"I love him as a provider and as a person, but I no longer love love him, if that makes any sense," she explained, her expression betraying her frustration with her married life.
"So if that's the case why not go back to Ellie?" I questioned, getting the conversation I needed to have for her sake back on track.
Her hand just made small figure eights on my hand as she considered my question, a nervous habit of hers. "Well, I don't think you understand how domineering and demanding Ellie is."
"Probably not. Give me an example," I requested, trying to figure out my Mother's atypical insecurity, when, even when she was being submissive to me, she was otherwise a very confident woman. My hand was now at her slightly wet and uncovered pussy, distracting her slightly. Apparently Princess Leia had opted to go commando tonight. The irrepressible Carrie Fisher would have approved.
She was silent for a while as she seemed to be reminiscing her past with Ellie. "Well, as I mentioned: with Ellie it was always clear that she was the Domme and I the sub. For example," she began, but stopped, struggling to put the experience into words. She detoured, "Curtis, I'm doing my best, but saying anything at all about this is very difficult for me. You've got to understand first of all that I was and I probably still am in love with Ellie. But to try again to give you your example, let me say that while she was comfortable with her sexuality, I was too afraid at the time to ever tell my parents of my sexual preference. Being bi or a lesbian back then was a lot more condemned than it is now, when instead of being a cultural given back then, homophobia is now almost universally considered to be bigotry . We've come a long way! But I'm still skirting around the example I promised you.
"We visited my parents together once and stayed overnight, posing as 'just' college roommates. We were, but it was so much more than that. That evening after dinner my dad had gone up to his study and Ellie and I joined your Nana in the kitchen. We were carrying on a light conversation, but while my mom's back was turned as she did the dishes, my Mistress Ellie had me raise my skirt... she never let me wear panties... and fingered me to three orgasms. Mom could have turned around at any time, and yet I let her do it to me! I might have at least covered up, but Ellie didn't want me to, so I didn't. Then that night with my parents just on the other side of the wall she tied my arms and legs spread eagle to the bed, then fucked me with a strap-on to three more climaxes while I screamed my lungs out in ecstasy! If she hadn't gagged me so effectively I would have roused the entire house and probably the neighbors too! The worst part looking back is that even though I was scared stiff my parents would break down the door to my bedroom and catch us, nevertheless I loved it and would have done it again in a heartbeat!"
"So you loved Ellie," I asked, trying to open Mom up completely.
"Unconditionally," she whispered, a tear forming in her eye.
"And you were in thrall to her; you were her sex slave."
"Again, unconditionally. I often freaked out later, but whenever I was with her I did whatever she wished, no matter what."
"But...."
"But I also wanted a normal life. And I couldn't see how I could have that and be in a lesbian relationship, especially with Ellie. I wanted kids, Ellie didn't. We were completely polar opposites in every imaginable way which made us great friends, amazing lovers, but as far as coping with the outside world or raising a family, a horrible couple."
" And then you met Dad...."
"...And got pregnant with you and I just quit with Ellie cold turkey. She was furious at first, but she missed our friendship as much as I did, so eventually we moved on and pretty much pretended the past had never happened. But during the last year or so Ellie has been giving me subtle and not so subtle sexual hints, although never blatantly enough for me to be completely sure they were anything more than witty comments, until she gave herself away at the party."
"How so?" I probed.
"First, by her hands teasing me like she used to, slowly making me vulnerable. By fingering me, not blatantly like she used to but subtly, so no one would notice. By the way, I probably never would have ended up fucking you on Halloween night if she hadn't gotten me so fucking horny."
I quipped, "I'll have to thank her. Maybe get her a thank you card, something like 'You are so sweet, like an all-day sucker. Thanks for priming my Mom so I'd fuck her'."
Mom smiled and playfully slapped my hand before she continued, "Second, that evening she kept making sexual innuendos indicating she wanted to make me her sub again. Third of course, she admitted it to you when you were in your Dad's costume." She paused, before adding, her expression showing her confusion, "I just can't figure out what Ellie and Ted were up to. Were they conspiring somehow? Why else would she say that to you when she thought you were Ted?"
"Aren't you worried Ellie and Dad will compare notes about Halloween and figure out the truth?" I asked, realizing a potential problem.
"I wasn't until now," she squeaked, a look of panic crossing her face.
"No question then, we need to deal with Ellie," I decided.
"How so?" Mom asked cautiously.
"Well, I'm still working on the details. But my basic idea includes you submitting to her again," I tossed out.
"WHAT? Why?" she asked, a mixture of nervousness, excitement and curiosity.
My finger parted her very wet pussy lips. "First of all and most importantly, because it's obvious you need it. It's obvious you crave it and I believe you regret the decision you made about splitting from her."
"I don't regret it, I got you," Mom said, kissing me gently on the lips.
"Well, that is a very good point, a very good point indeed," I concurred, "but be honest with me, Mom. I'm grown up. What are you scared of now?"
"Her power," my Mom admitted.
"How so?"
"I can't say no to her. I was completely amenable to her every whim and some of those whims were crazy."
"Like at your parents' house, I get that. But you can't stop there, tell me more," I insisted.
"She loved to take risks, it was the only way she got off," Mom explained.
"Like with your mother and on that bed; but what more, Mom? You're being rather vague."
"Well, there were many other examples. They started simple. She fingered me to orgasm in a nearly empty theater. But then she did the same thing in a very full theater, where the snooty woman beside me couldn't help but notice what was happening. I was her personal live-in maid. I bathed her, I washed her hair, I made her meals, I even used my tongue to clean out her cum-filled pussy the rare times she went on a date with a guy and got laid. She owned me. She continued to push the envelope, too. Fucking me in the dorm's shared bathroom early in the morning with a strap-on, making me go down on her at a restaurant whenever the waiter disappeared, and even when she was president of the student union and conducting a meeting she would have me under the table between her legs the entire time. The bigger the threat of being caught, the bigger the thrill."
"Well, that certainly explains your taste for our outrageous public adventures today," I pointed out.
"I suppose so," she reflected. "I really hadn't thought about it, but the thought of getting caught is very exhilarating. If you're up to it, you and I can have a lot of fun!"
"Agreed, but all of this just proves my point that you need Ellie," I pointed out, before asking, "so how did you break free of her hold over you?"
"Well, it was my wedding day that was the final straw. She made me eat her out minutes before I got married to your Dad and she fucked me in the honeymoon suite a couple hours before your Dad and I consummated our marriage. It was clear that she still wanted to completely own me even if I was married, so I ended it and was reasonably confident it was for good. Even though I've been slightly tempted for years, the craving to go back has only escalated during this past year."
"Wow," was all I could say.
Mom added, "She joked during her first year of teaching how if I were still her lezzie-slut, she would have had me under her desk during her parent-teacher interviews. I have many, many times fantasized about that suggestion becoming a reality."
"Well, maybe you should," I suggested.
Mom warned, "If I ever submit to her again, there will be no turning back."
"Oh Mom, you're too melodramatic."
"No, seriously! I know for a fact that if I ever submit to her again I won't have the willpower to quit her again. I never felt freer than when I was completely Ellie's disposal, which makes no sense, but that's how I felt."
"Is that a bad thing?" I asked, before adding, "based on your soaking wet cunt right now I would think not."
"Dammit Curtis, enough about making me back into a dyke slave and more about finishing tonight's little adventure," Mom said, her hand going to my fully swollen member. "Hmmmmm, I see making your Mommy your own submissive slut has gotten you nice and stiff."
"Everything about you makes me go nice and stiff, Mom." I leaned in and kissed her. For the next few minutes we weren't mother and son, but two passionate lovers who couldn't get enough of each other.
Finally Mom broke the kiss, removed my shirt and slithered down my body, splattering me with pecks of lust. She tongued my belly button, transforming a useless part of my body into an erogenous zone. When she got to my pants, she pulled then off and continued her exploration of my body: kissing my inner thighs, my legs, even my feet. When she moved back up to my cock she resumed the roleplay, "Is my Jedi ready to play knighty knight?"
Her tongue slid up my cock and I moaned, "Oh God, yes."
She continued the oral tease, taking each of my balls in her mouth separately, before returning to my shaft. Finally, she engulfed my cock with her mouth for a brief minute before quitting and asking, "Is it time for the Trifecta?"
I answered with actions as I flipped her on all fours and declaimed, "Where be the lube for my rectal saber?"
Mom pointed to the shopping bag and I retrieved it. Mom said, "Lube my ass first, baby and finger my snatch. Get me ready for that big hard cock of yours."
I obeyed her instructions, lathering her puckered pink posterior door generously, before slowly sliding a finger in.
She moaned and begged, "Now wiggle your finger around in there, son. Get Mommy's ass nice and wide and slick for you."
I again obeyed, moving my finger every which way inside her, slowly loosening her incredibly tight ass. "That feels soo good! Now slide a second finger in baby, and do the same thing again."
I again obeyed, squeezing a second finger inside ever so slowly. Once the two were fully in she whimpered, "Now twist your wrist back and forth slowly, baby. Get me nice and gaped for your big cock."
"Yes, Mommy," I replied, like a good son. Then I surprised her. While keeping my fingers in her ass, I slipped my cock inside her wet, wet cunt.
She screamed, "Oh my God, Curtis, fuck, that feels so good!"
I began pumping both her pussy and ass simultaneously with my cock and fingers. The sensations of the double pleasure were clearly driving my Mom wild, and her moans of ecstasy began increasing exponentially.
"Oh God yes, fuck, Curtis, fuck Mommy! You have Mommy soooo close," she screamed, loud enough for the neighbors to call 911.
I sped up the double assault on my Mom's pussy and ass, eager to bring her to euphoria. The euphoria came moments later when I felt her pussy tighten around my cock and her ass clamped around my fingers as she screamed, "I'm coming, you Mother-fucker, double-fucking Mommy, fuck, fuck, fuuuuuuuuuuuuuck!"
She quivered uncontrollably with tremors of pleasure as her orgasm quaked through her entire being. Still breathing heavily, she begged, "My ass baby, fuck Mommy's ass with your big lightsaber."
I slid my fingers out of her ass and moved my cock to her gaping rosebud. I hesitated and Mom leaned back onto my cock. I watched in amazement as my cock slowly disappeared inside Mom's ass. I couldn't believe how tight it was, like trying to pull on a glove a size too small. Mom continued pushing back and I kept inching in until I could no longer see my cock. Mom moaned, "Is my baby ready to fuck Mommy's ass?"
"Oh God, yes," I moaned.
"Pound me, son. Fuck Mommy's ass," she moaned back, wiggling her ass.
I grabbed her hips and slowly began fucking her, getting used to the warm sensation of Mom's tight ass. After a couple of minutes of slow fucking, Mom demanded, "Harder baby, fuck my ass harder. Make me your Mommy-ass-slut."
I obliged, no longer worried about hurting her. I began deep hard thrusts into her ass. Her screams increased as did her nasty language. "Oh fuck son, your cock feels so fucking good in Mommy's ass!"
I responded, "Does Mommy-slut like her baby's cock in her whore ass?"
"Oh god, yes! Use Mommy baby," she whimpered.
"Tell me you will obey me always!" I demanded, a devious plan spinning in my head.
"Oh god, yes baby, I'm yours baby," she replied, really getting into her submission to her son, the language, the commitment, the love and the trust.
"And I own all three of your cock holes?" I demanded, pushing the envelope.
"Oh yes, baby, they are yours to use whenever or wherever you want, dearest Mommy-fucker!"
"So you will never disobey me?" I asked, knowing her subconscious was listening and taking all of this in.
"Never, baby," she whimpered, as my deep hard thrusts penetrated her ass fully.
I pulled out and ordered, "Ride my cock, Mommy. Ride your son's cock with your ass."
She pushed me onto my back, her smile sexy as hell, and straddled my cock. "You want to watch Mommy while you fill my ass, don't you, you dirty boy?"
I reached my hands behind my head and smiled, "I could watch you all day, Mom."
She slowly lowered her ass onto my cock, biting her lip, taking my cock back in her ass, but from this different position I could reach new depths. Her eyes closed as the last couple of inches filled her up. Once I was completely inside her she opened her eyes and wiggled her ass on my cock. "Hmmm, baby, that feels so good!"
I smiled, "I love you Mom."
"I love yoooou too, you naughty fucker," she moaned back, as I bucked my ass up, piledriving my cock up into her, surprising her.
She resumed riding my cock, her beautiful tits bouncing as she rode me. I watched mesmerised, every single fantasy of mine combined into this moment. Mom dressed as Princess Leia, riding my cock in her ass was the epitome of sexual perversion. "Hmmmm, Mom, do I have a naughty plan for you when we're in Vegas."
"You do, do you?" she moaned, beginning to ride my cock faster.
"I do indeed," I teased.
"Are you going to tell Mommy?" she asked.
"Of course," I replied, "when the moment comes."
"Damn you, Curtis. Tell me now! You know I hate surprises," she demanded, now bouncing up and down on my cock like the nastiest of porn stars.
"Beg, bitch, beg to be my slut," I ordered.
"Oh yes, baby, can Mommy be your slut?" she teased, all soft and seductive, a girlish pout on her lips. She added, "Your personal live-in cum bucket, your complete submissive slave!"
"Who will never disobey me?"
"Never," she moaned, really riding my cock now.
"Ever?" I pushed.
"Fuck, Curtis. You own me. I will do anything you say. I will suck your cock right in front of your Dad if you want," she declared.
"Wow!" I moaned, and began "I want...." But my balls were boiling, "I w-w-want...." I stammered, "Oh fuck, I want you to submit to Ellie!"
"Yes, Master," she moaned, agreeing without hesitation. "I will submit to her unconditionally. I will eat her cunt in her classroom. I will crawl on all fours like a dog for her. I will become her lez-slave. Is that what you want, baby, for me to be a little lesbian slave?"



That was the final straw and my cum exploded into her ass, coating her insides as she continued riding me. "Oh that is what you want, you dirty Mother-fucker! You want to make your Mommy a dyke, a lesbian slut who is forced to please cunt after cunt after cunt!"
"Oh yes, Mommy, yes, oh God," I moaned, my orgasm not wanting to end.
"Aaaaaaaaah, fuck!!" Mom screamed, her own orgasm shuddering through her again. I tossed her onto her back in one swift move and buried my face in her sweet nectar, lapping up her cum as it squirted out of her cunt. I spent a couple minutes cleaning Mom before she pushed me away. "Stop baby, I can't take it anymore!"
I moved away and we cuddled for a long time as we caught our breath and calmed down, no talking, just cuddling, heartbeats slowing, sweaty bodies cooling, both comfortable in the silence that followed such extreme ecstasy.
At long last Mom turned and looked into my eyes and asked not worriedly, not excitedly, not eagerly, just quietly, wanting to know for certain, "So, you really want me to get back with Ellie?"
"I think you really want to, don't you?"
"A small part of me has always wanted to, but I've always resisted the temptation. By being with Miranda and being in charge I was getting my pussy quota again but was avoiding the submissive trap I'd once been subjected to."
"But now?"
"I will offer myself to her if that is what you want, but I can't remotely predict what she'll want me to do. And no matter what that is, if I'm hers, I'll do it."
I shrugged, "Let me take care of that."
"What do you mean?" she asked, curious.
"Every female Domme like Ellie needs a strong male Master," I answered cryptically.
My Mom's eyes went big. "You're not seriously considering domming Ellie?"
"The plan is already in motion," I smiled, standing up and pulling up my pants.
My Mom smiled, "Well, you certainly have me intrigued, but how will you even start such a plan?"
"Well, they do say what happens in Vegas...."
THE END FOR NOW....
The fourth part in this series, What Mom Knows Fucks Her in Vegas was released in August 2012.
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Becoming a Pet: An Innocent Start
Ever look back on your life and try to pinpoint exactly when your life changed? It is almost never anything dramatic, but usually a decision that is out of character with what you thought your values and personality were. Almost always you make a choice that forever alters who you are...for me that day happened only a week ago.

I was working as a receptionist at a dentist's office when my life changed dramatically. I would like to say it happened overnight, but I had always had lingering doubts about my sexuality. I mean I liked men...actually I loved men, but I often had vivid dreams of being with girls. The older I got the more intense the dreams, and my subconscious began to wonder what it would be like to be with a girl. Yet society's expectations held me back, as did my conservative upbringing. Also, my circle of friends and my live-in boyfriend limited the possibility exponentially. But life has a funny way of just throwing you in a whirlwind gaining speed and spinning your life into one full force tornado...which brings me to how I became a lesbian submissive.

*****
At twenty-three, my life was as typical as most. I lived with a man I loved and assumed I would one day marry, I had a great group of friends who had similar interests as me ,and I had a decent job I liked with a great boss. All that said, I nevertheless had an empty spot inside me I just could never quite put my finger on. My boyfriend was a good lover, yet sexually I craved more. Like men do, I used the Internet to try and fulfill my repressed sexual desires. Watching porn didn't do much for me, although I did begin to realize I liked the harder porn, where a man or woman dominated some submissive girl. I began fantasizing Dave treating me like a slut, but I knew it wasn't his nature. I became the submissive girl in my fantasies that began with Dave, but slowly shifted to being predominantly lesbian fantasies. Searching the net one night I came across Literotica, a massive erotica story site. I read many stories, became a member, and began searching using key words: submissive, lesbian, domination. Each story got me off as I role-played in my head being the submissive girl who is slowly seduced into a wonderful web of sin and submission. I tried to hint to Dave of my sexual needs and kinks, but he was clueless, as men usually are. All these desires, fantasies and obsessions came to a blunt head a week ago.

It was a normal busy day like so many others, when she walked in. She was a chubby black woman with one of the prettiest faces I had ever seen. I immediately wondered how attractive she would be if she wasn't overweight.

She sauntered to my desk, her walk oozing a confidence I rarely saw in a woman. "Hi beautiful, I have a 4:30 appointment. My name is Rosie, Big Rosie."

I blushed at her compliment. Her smile screamed mischief. Her outfit screamed confidence, considering her size. Her blouse, with two buttons undone, barely held in her massive breasts; it also showcased her immense cleavage which left little to the imagination, although my imagination was already playing tricks on my straightness. Her black skirt was as short as today's provocative teenagers wear,and her four-inch pumps were three inches higher than I ever wore.

Pulling myself out of my distracted state, I responded, "Welcome Rosie, Dr. Statesmen is a bit behind. Please take a seat."
"I can wait," she shrugged. Her eyes never left mine, "So what is your name?"
"Jamie," I responded, oddly nervous and anxious around this pretty black woman.
"Nice to meet you, Jamie," she politely greeted, taking my hand in hers. Unlike men who had kissed my hand in these moments, she put her other hand on top of mine and gently caressed my hand. The contrast between my white-as-snow skin and her black as night skin was oddly intoxicating.
I stammered, distracted by the touch and attention I was receiving, "N-n-nice to meet you too, ma'am."
"Call me Rosie," she smiled, still holding my hand.
"Nice to meet you Rosie," I replied.
"Oh," she purred, her voice so soft and sweet, "the pleasure is all mine."
I was completely embarrassed at the attention she was giving me, and her tone dripped with implication. An undeniable tingle began to stir down below as all those naughty stories of being a submissive suddenly popped in my head; I briefly day-dreamed of this full-figured black woman seducing me and making me her sub. I just as quickly came back to reality as she asked, gesturing to a picture of Dave on my desk, "Is that your boyfriend?"
Suddenly wishing that picture wasn't there, I admitted, "Yes."
Not letting go off my hand, but instead allowing her fingers to gently trace imaginary figures on my hand, "Pity, the way you were checking me out, I thought you might play on my team."
Suddenly self-conscious at how I was acting, I defended myself, "I was not checking you out."
"You sure?" she teased, leaning forward a bit so her generous cleavage was directly in my face.
I stammered, desperately attempting to keep my dignity in this awkward conversation and yet not offend her, "W-w-well you are hard not to notice."
Her smile broadened, "If you got it, flaunt it, I say. You think my tits are amazing, you should see my cunt; it is to die for."
Her shocking word choice sent a chill down my spine. Trying to resist my growing desire, I asked, "Can I get you a coffee, juice or water?"

Her response confused me, even though her seductive tone was clear as day, "Oh, don't you have anything else?"

"Like what?" I asked, my naive innocence on full display.

She grabbed a candy cane, usually there for our children patient, from my desk and unwrapped it slowly, her dark eyes boring into me. I felt she could see through me, could see my naughty fantasies no one else knew about. She smiled, pulling me in like a magnet, her dominant deviancy pulling me in like a fish unable to struggle.

She went and sat down, her eyes never leaving mine. Once seated, she opened her legs wide enough that I learned she was going commando, as I could see her pink puffy lips. I stared like a horny school boy would the first time he was at a strip club. Never breaking eye contact with me, she shoved the purple candy cane inside her vagina.
I gasped, but was unable to look away no matter how much I knew I should.
She pumped it in and out of her vagina a few times before standing up, walking to my desk and then behind it.
She ordered, her tone clearly implying this wasn't a request, "Stand up,"

Nervous, yet curious, and completely unaware of her devious intentions, I obeyed.

"Good girl," she commented, like my mother used to do when I was young. I blushed; slightly embarrassed by the tingle I was feeling down below, at being called a good girl. I briefly contemplated how this was like so many stories on Literotica I had pleasured myself to. The smiling black woman asked, "Are you wearing pantyhose?"

'What an odd question' I thought to myself. Actually this whole conversation was odd. My cheeks went even redder as I answered, suddenly embarrassed by my odd fetish, "I hate pantyhose. I am wearing thigh-highs."

"Mmmmmmmmm," she purred, her hand on my arm, ever so delicately, sending an uncontrollable chill up my spine, "you are going to make a good pet."

"Pardon?" I muttered, completely rattled by her last comment and her hand still on my arm.

Ignoring my confusion, she placed the pussy-scented candy cane to my lips. I automatically opened my mouth and tasted her sticky sweetness. Again she complimented me, "Good girl, Jamie."
She grabbed for a second candy cane and after discarding of the wrapper slid the candy cane under my skirt, startling me. I was frozen in a perfect blend of shock, denial and excitement. I watched, feeling almost out of body, oblivious to the reality that I was being seduced at my work. In my head I attempted to stop her, but the thoughts never translated into words. Instead, I felt her pull my panties to the side and I let out a gasp when she inserted the candy cane inside my wet pussy.
Her gaze kept mine, and when I attempted to look away, she ordered, "Look at me, my pet."
I obeyed, looking into her dark chocolate eyes. Her eyes returned the gaze boring into my blue-grey eyes. She slowly pumped the candy cane in and out of me, as she spoke, "You will make the perfect little pet, won't you, my dear?"
I didn't know what to say. I was weak at the knees and light in the head. I didn't really understand the question, so paralyzed by the events that had taken place. The sensation of the thin candy cane inside me had me getting more excited and I was still unable to speak.
Suddenly, the side door opened and with lightening quick reflexes she pulled the candy cane that had been giving me a pleasure I have never experienced out of me and backed up a bit. No one saw my naughty indiscretion, no one knew of my sinful submission. Rattled, I quickly sat back down and looked up to see Rosie putting the candy cane with my juices on it into her mouth. Her smile broadened as the man who had just had work done came to the desk to pay. Rosie stared at me a bit longer, the candy cane staying in her mouth, before she turned and walked into the open door. I quickly tried to recover as I dealt with the male customer. My face flushed, I feared he could read the weakness all over my face. Yet he paid the bill and left, oblivious to my inner turmoil.
The next forty-five minutes were pure torture. My head spun around and around, my thoughts a muddled mess. My pussy was still afire, begging for attention, all my recent fantasies having come to a head. Yet, I had an overwhelming guilt for allowing this black woman to treat me like a slut. The two contrasting feelings kept colliding with each other, creating a whirlwind of confusion. One minute I wanted to go to the washroom and get myself off, the next moment I wanted to rewind the clock an hour and never have this have happened. Yet, the longer I waited for the inevitable moment when she returned to my desk, the more I longed to be her pet...having time to consider the probable implications of being a pet. The guilt at potentially betraying my boyfriend Dave was countered by my growing desire to submit to someone and feel the thrill I had only felt while masturbating to naughty lesbian fantasies and reading similar stories.
Still bewildered at my feelings and mystified by the confident black woman, I twitched with uncontrollable nervousness when she walked through the door and returned to my desk. I handed her a copy of the bill, my hand shaking with trepidation, eagerly waiting for her next words.
She handed me her credit card, still not saying a word. The silence was killing me. A mixture of disappointment and relief filled me as I began to accept this was nothing more than a simple blip in the normality of my life. As I tried to deal with what was clearly more disappointment than relief, I returned her credit card. She took it and held onto my hand. Her seductive confident smile was back. With her free hand, she handed me a card and said in a voice so dripping in sexual implications I felt a gush in my panties, "I expect you at the following address tonight at 6:00. Is that understood?"
I stammered, her voice getting me wet, her eyes hypnotizing me and her hands warming my whole body, "U-u-um I-I-I, don't know. I have plans with my boyfriend."
She let go of my hand, her smile still there, but her tone shifting to one of authority, "Break them. I know and you know you want to."
Before I could respond, she turned and walked away. Once at the door, she turned and looked at me one last time, "Don't disappoint me, my pet to be." Then she was gone.
Her offer, her order, lingered there in the air, me practically in a daze, my mind and body at odds with everything that had just occurred. I sat back down and replayed both brief encounters. There was no doubt I was mesmerized by her completely. She oozed sexuality in a way I always wished I could. Her confidence shined out of her and somehow she saw through my straight girl facade. She saw deep into my hidden thoughts, never revealed to anyone. How did she know I craved this type of submission? Why had she chosen me? These and many other questions spun in my head like a hamster on its wheel, as I finished up work and headed home.
Home, where I lived with my boyfriend, with the man I assumed that I would one day marry. Dave was a great man who was compassionate, caring, considerate and undeniably loyal. He was a man who loved me unconditionally.
Would he still love me if he knew what I had just allowed a large, black woman to do to me?
Would he love me if he knew how badly I craved this sort of submission?
Would he stay with me if he learned that I had gone to this woman's house and done God knows what?
As these and many other questions ping-ponged in my brain, I realized I had already made up my mind. I had to go to Rosie's house, if I didn't I knew I would regret it for the rest of my life; I had to know. If I didn't go and I married Dave, I would always wonder 'what if'. That wasn't fair to Dave and that wasn't fair to me. I would go once and release this deviant sexual side of me that had began to corrupt me and hopefully once and for all come to understand who I was as a woman and as a lover.
I called Dave and told him someone I knew was having a crisis and I had to go and help her deal with it, which wasn't a lie technically, even if the person having the crisis was me. Being the sincere and trusting man he was, Dave never questioned it and even offered to tape How I Met Your Mother for me and not watch it, so we could watch it together later. His sweetness gave me second thoughts, as I knew how much it would devastate him if I was to cheat on him, even with a girl. Some guys would be thrilled to have his girlfriend be with another woman, as long as they got to watch, but Dave wasn't like that.
Suddenly self-conscious at how I looked, I decided to go and shop for a better outfit for the evening, an evening that was as unknown as sailing across the Atlantic Ocean to North America was hundreds of years ago. It was exciting, exhilarating and mind-numbingly scary. I finished packing up and headed to a nearby Victoria Secret, knowing my current made-for-comfort underwear was not made to be seen by anyone except myself. I needed sexy underwear, underwear that would enhance my smallish breasts and highlight my tight ass.
Two hours later, I had new undergarments and was driving to the address Rosie had given me, a nervous wreck. A mixture of anxiety, trepidation and giddy excitement stirred inside me uncontrollably. Every time I subdued one of my emotions, another would pop up. The roller coaster ride of emotions was draining me even before I arrived at my unknown destination. I sighed wishing I would have also bought some better shoes for the occasion, but I ran out of time.
Arriving at the address on the card, I took a deep breath, attempted to compose myself. I wanted to look confident and sexy, not like the insecure mess I was inside. Deciding it was now or never, I got out of my car, went to the door and knocked. As soon as I did, I began second guessing myself and regretting my decision to be here.
I was just beginning to turn around when the door opened. I was greeted by Rosie, still dressed in the same provocative outfit from earlier in the day. She smiled, seemingly knowing I would indeed take up her offer, and invited me in. "Come in, my pet."
A chill went up my spine at being called pet and I walked in desperately trying to hide my nervousness, but to no avail.
"You are nervous, my pet," she acknowledged, taking my hand and leading me into an open style living room.
I stammered, like a shy school-girl, "I-I-I have never done this before."
"Done what?" the pretty black woman inquired, her smile implying she knew exactly what I meant.
I tried to answer, but it came out rather incoherently. "I have never, I mean I usually don't, I um, I don't, um...."
She had me sit on a white couch and put her hand on my leg. She asked, "You have never been with a woman before, have you?"
Unable to speak, I shook my head in the negative.
"But you have fantasized about it, haven't you?"
Still struggling for a coherent verbal response that was not coming, I nodded my head in the affirmative.
"Do you want to be my pet?" she purred, her mouth leaning towards my ear. I could feel her hot breath teasing a very sensitive erogenous zone.
I nodded my head tentatively in agreement.
Biting my ear lightly, she whispered, my body weakening from her touch, "I need to hear your answers, my pet."
I stammered, distracted greatly by her tongue now in my ear, "I-I-I, um, yes I want to be your pet," even though I was still pretty unclear about what such a declaration entailed completely.
Only my increased breathing could be heard, as Rosie nibbled my ear ever-so-delicately, an erotic, sensual tease. I melted at her touch and was no longer remotely hesitant at submitting to whatever this black seductress had planned for me. I was willing to submit unconditionally, like so many of those girls had in the many stories I had read the past couple of months. I craved to experience in real life, what I had been compulsively fantasizing about for a while.
She finally let go of my ear and moved to look me directly in the eyes. The intimacy of a face-to-face conversation so rare between a man and a woman was incredibly sensual at this moment. She explained, "You must understand, Jamie, that becoming my pet is not a decision one should make rashly. It includes complete obedience and undying loyalty. It also comes with the ultimate pleasure I am sure you have never experienced, but have been craving."
The words "complete obedience" and "undying loyalty" had alarm bells echoing in my head, but were overshadowed by the promises of "ultimate pleasure". I asked, trying to understand her full expectations, "W-What do you expect from me?"
Her smile got bigger as she knew I was already caught in her web of seduction. "Well, for starters, you will obey every command I make. You will never lie to me and you will be loyal to me even over your boyfriend."
Confused by her expectations, I asked, "You want me to break up with my boyfriend?"
"No, I didn't say that. Although I expect you eventually will, as you will become so intoxicated with the pleasure that comes with pleasing me and other women that men will no longer interest you."
"Other women?" I questioned, realizing I may be in way over my head.
"Yes, other women. A good pet is one that doesn't question her training, a training that includes many fun-filled adventures with me, my friends and other very powerful and attractive women."
My head reeled with this new revelation. I had never completely known what would be expected of me tonight, but it never occurred to me that it would be more than just tonight. It also never occurred to me that I would be expected to please more than the voluptuous Rosie. I stuttered, "I-I-I thought this would be a onetime thing."
Her smile actually got bigger, as she promised, so sure of herself, "Oh, my cute little pet, once you have tasted my cunt, you will be addicted and do almost anything for the privilege to savour my sweet nectar again and again."
Her confident demeanour was seductive in an inexplicable way, and I just sat beside her speechless at her expectations and her predictions.



"Tell you what," she bargained, "I will give you one taste for free. But if you want a second helping of my cunt, you will have to submit unconditionally to me."
I remained silent, no longer able to process my bizarre predicament or the undeniable stirring that was warming my vagina down below.
She stood up and quickly discarded all her clothes, in seconds standing before me completely naked. Her huge breasts had me in jealous awe in comparison to my small 34B breasts. She sat back down, opened her legs and ordered gently, "On your knees, my pet."
Unable to speak, so completely mesmerized by her breasts and my desire to touch and suck them, I slid off the couch and onto my knees. I crawled between her black legs and was soon looking directly at her trimmed but hairy pussy. I was frozen, unable to move forward, yet also unable to back away. Although I had fantasized about this very moment so many times over the past couple of months, making fantasy a reality was a much tougher line to cross. I understood once I moved forward and crossed the line, it was quite possible I would never be able to go back to the life I knew and was comfortable in. I was startled when Rosie warned, "I don't mean to rush you, my pet, but I have an engagement at eight."
My eyes went wide with the thought of someone seeing me in this humiliating sexual position. Rattled, but already being drawn in by the intoxicating scent that lingered just in front of me, I crossed the invisible line and moved my mouth towards Rosie's vagina. Leaning forward, I opened my mouth, extended my tongue and tasted my first vagina. The taste was even more heavenly and unimaginable than the many stories I had read had promised. A sweet tang lingered in my mouth and I eagerly lapped at her vagina wanting more.
I heard her moan, "You like my cunt, don't you, my pet?" When I didn't answer, but continued licking, she pulled my head up and asked again, "You like my cunt, don't you, my pet?"
Craving more of her luscious juices, I answered the humiliating question, "Yes, I like your vagina."
"My vagina," she chuckled. "A beautiful woman like myself has a pussy or cunt, my pet."
I apologized, rephrasing my answer, attempting to avoid the word I hated the most, "Sorry, I-I-I like your pussy."
"Better," she approved, pulling me in to her ocean of sin.
Although the hair was a bit of a nuisance in getting comfortable with licking her pussy, the pubic hair did seem to capture her scent, allowing it to just linger there. I revelled in her scent and continued licking her pussy, attempting to retrieve more of her juice. I tried desperately to remember the vivid depictions of eating pussy I had read online. I took her big swollen clit in my mouth and watched her involuntarily flinch. Happy my attempt at pleasing her was working; I continued a mixture of licking her pussy lips and sucking on her clit. Back and forth I went, her breathing getting heavier.
Her words also kept me both determined and aroused in an absurd way. "That's it, my pet, lick my black box," or "Good pet, you are going to make a great addition," or "I can't believe this is your first time eating cunt," or "You are a natural cunt licker, my pet." Each absurd compliment made me wetter, and made me more determined to please her and get her off. I licked faster, I sucked on her clit harder and I began to use my teeth gently to nibble. As her breathing increased, I knew she was close, I could just feel it, and so I slid a finger inside her damp pussy. She screamed and demanded, "Finger-fuck me, pet!" I obliged and was soon rewarded with a flood of her sweet nectar. Her legs tightened around me and I was trapped in a wave of her cum. I continued to lap, eager to get as much of her juice as possible.
Rosie pushed my head away, surprising me and I stumbled to the floor. My face was coated in her cum. She smiled at me as she looked down, "So, my pet. Is this a one-time thing? Or are you ready for your first task as my pet?"
My consideration was brief, as she predicted, I craved her and was already addicted in the same way I was addicted to coffee in the morning. I needed it more, I wanted more. I whispered, "I'm ready for my first task, Miss."
"Miss," she chuckled, "I like that." She stood up and stretched. I sat transfixed on her large breasts and the trickle of her cum slowly slithering down her dark leg. Seeing me staring at her like a love-sick teenager, she said, "Want one last taste, my pet?"
Without hesitation, I leaned forward, already craving another taste of her addictive sweetness, and cleaned her leg.
"You will make a very good little white slave, my pet," she teased, her hand petting my hair like I was a puppy. Shame burned in me suddenly at my lack of dignity, but the reality was I was completely at the whim of this black Goddess. I just wanted to please her; I just wanted the opportunity to taste her again and again.
She moved away and ordered, "Follow me, my pet." I began to stand up, but was rebuked. Her voice remained calm and sweet, "Crawl, my pet."
The expectation surprised me, but I obeyed, falling back onto my knees and I followed her into her bedroom. I could feel my cheeks burning with humiliation with each step I crawled. How quickly my life had changed. Just this morning I was living a normal humdrum life, and now I was crawling like a dog to a woman I had just met. It was so bizarre, and as unbelievable as any sex story I had ever read, yet it was the truth. I was living and breathing this reality.
When we arrived in her bedroom she led me to her bed and offered, "You may stand, my pet." I thankfully obeyed; my knees were beginning to get sore.
She smiled and asked, "You are trying to consider what to call me aren't you?"
"Yes, m-um-m," I began, almost calling her Mistress, but caught myself.
She smiled, "You want to call me Mistress, don't you, my pet?"
"Yes," I whispered, so quietly because of the shame I was feeling it was almost inaudible.
"You may, my pet. But once you call me Mistress, I own you completely. You are my possession, my personal plaything. I will insist you submit to me in front of your boyfriend. I won't make you break up with him. That will be your choice. But he will know that I am your Mistress and your loyalty is to me first," she explained. "I may even go with you to your parents and make it clear that you are a cunt-licker."
The future so clearly explained to me had me a mental mess. Before I had time to make a decision, she gave me the time I needed, "You don't have to decide now, my pet. It is a very big decision. But I do want you to help me get dressed."
"Yes, ma'am," I used, choosing my words carefully.
"Ma'am," she laughed hard. "I can't get over that one."
She went to her closet and returned with white stockings. She instructed, "Put my stockings on your maybe Mistress, my pet."
The word Mistress sent a surprised pleasure shock directly to my pussy. I took the stocking, and slowly rolled it up her black legs. The white stockings were a sharp contrast to her chocolate skin. Once my hands reached the top, I paused, looking directly to her hairy pussy.
She smiled and reassured, "Don't worry my pet, I am not stingy with my cunt. I can come over and over and over again. But not right now, sadly, I have to leave pretty soon." Stopping at her closet door, "Oh, my pets do not wear underwear. No panties or bra except for when Aunt Flow visits."
My craving growing, my pussy beginning to tingle again, I obeyed and rolled the second stocking on. She went back to her closet and I stood up and unfastened my bra from my blouse and tossed it on her bed. I began buttoning up my blouse, aware that my stiff nipples would be clearly visible through the sheer white blouse.
Rosie returned and handed me a black leather skirt. Assuming what was expected of me; I dropped back to the floor and slid the skirt up her stocking-clad legs. Once on, I went to her back and zipped the skirt up. She turned around and her massive breasts were staring at me. I looked down at them, desperately wanting to touch them, kiss them. As if reading my mind, she offered, "Go ahead, my pet. I know you want to touch my tits."
Without hesitation, I put my hand on her big round left breast and held it in awe. As if in a trance, I moved forward and took her long erect nipple in my mouth. She allowed me to pleasure her breast for a minute or two before promising, "Next time, you may make love to them with your mouth, my pet." She actually patted me on my head, like a puppy. I should have been humiliated, yet instead I felt excited, like a puppy would when its Master petted it.
She noticed my bra on her bed and asked, "Are your panties still on?"
"Yes Mistr...." I began, catching myself at the last minute.
She smiled knowingly, clearly expecting that one day soon I would be calling her that regularly. "Hand them over," she demanded, extending her hand.
I quickly got out of my very soiled panties. She moved them to her nose and complimented, "Hmmm, you have a very sweet scent, my pet."
"Thank you, Ma'am," I graciously replied, every kind word just one more strand on a very thin rope that was keeping my utter submission from occurring.
She handed me a bra that was massive in size and yet sexy just the same in white lace. Without any instructions, I put her bra on her beautiful tits and buckled it up. She ordered, "Go into my closet and get me my black blouse."
I obeyed and returned with two, unsure which she wanted. She pointed to my right hand and I again, without instruction, dressed the beautiful black Goddess. I buttoned up each button, slowly watching her voluptuous breasts disappear behind the thin black fabric.
As I went to button the last two buttons, she instructed, "Stop. I need to keep some cleavage out and about."
"Of course, Ma'am," I agreed.
"We are almost done. Go get the black four inch heels with the open toe."
I again obeyed and returned to see her sitting on the edge of her bed waiting. I again fell to my knees, something that seemed to be rather regular today. I grabbed her stocking-clad ankle and slowly slid the shoe on her foot. In my head the story Cinderella suddenly popped up and I smiled at the absurdity of it all. I put on her second heel and waited further instruction.
Standing up, she announced, "I think you will be a very good pet, Jamie, a very good pet."
I remained in my submissive position in silence.
She handed me her phone and ordered, "Type your number in, my pet."
I eagerly obeyed.
Once done, I handed her back the phone and she said, "I will be texting you one day soon. Until then you have time to reconsider becoming my pet, although I doubt you will change your mind."
She pulled me up and kissed me, more tenderly than I have ever been kissed.
Once she broke it, she repeated an earlier thought. "You desperately need this, my pet. You are clearly not getting the training you need from your boyfriend. I bet he is even clueless to your desperate desire to submit to him, isn't he?"
"Yes," I replied with a sigh.
"As you wait for my text, which may come tomorrow, a week from now or a month, I expect you to follow just a few simple instructions."
I stared at her eagerly, wondering what they might be.
Understanding I was waiting to hear the conditions she explained, "First, of course as already instructed, no panties or bra. Second, you will only wear thigh high stockings or a garter belt and stockings, so I can have easy access to your tight pussy whenever I want to. Third, and lastly for now, you will always have your phone on so when I decide it is time I will not have to wait. Is that understood?"
I nodded, anxiety spreading all around me.
"Good," she said, "You may go now, my pet."
Silently, not able to even begin to form a sentence, I walked out of her room, her house and back into the real world.
In my car, I allowed the day's bizarre events to replay in my head. What had I just done? Why had I done it? What was I to do now? How was I going to face my boyfriend after my infidelity? These and a million others ricocheted in my head as I pondered my new predicament.
As I considered the options before me on my drive home I wondered if I could pretend that today never happened and go on living my vanilla life. Could I break up with the man I knew deep in my heart was perfect in almost every way and I was sure I would one day marry?
As I continued wondering which of these two I would choose my phone vibrated. I pulled over and saw the message was from an unknown number. A chill went up my back at the possibility it was from Rosie. I clicked on it.
Kitty.
I want you to pull over wherever you are right now and bring yourself to orgasm thinking of your complete submission to your black Mistress.
Do it now!!!
Mistress Rosie
Without hesitation, I slid my finger in my already wet pussy and began fucking myself. Being on the side of the road in a rather busy area was distracting, as I was too nervous of being caught to close my eyes and just let go. It took longer than usual, but the crescendo finally hit and I came on the side of the road like a cheap slut. Strangely, instead of shame, I felt good and texted back.
Miss Rosie,
I obeyed your command.
Thank you for thinking of me.
Your hopeful sub.
As I pulled back on the road and home to my boyfriend, I wondered if there was any possible way I could have it all? Could I keep my boyfriend who I loved and also the powerful Mistress I desperately needed? I couldn't imagine a life without him and yet I couldn't imagine never submitting to Rosie again.
Could I have it all? I would soon learn the answer to that question....
The End for now...
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What are your fantasies?
What gets you off late at night when you only have yourself and your favourite toy?
For me, my fantasy life is way more adventurous than my reality.
In my fantasy life, I am seduced and made a sexual pet by Mrs. Walker, the hottest teacher ever.
In my fantasy life, I am just getting out of my cheerleading uniform, when the whole football team walks in and has their way with me. There are a variety of races, a variety of cocks and a variety of positions I'm taken.
In my fantasy life, my boss uses me to close deals by either being a cocksucking cum swallower, a tight pussy to be used as a cum deposit, or an eager pussy-licker.
In my fantasy life, I am forced to flash strangers, teasing men and women shamelessly with my shaved pussy and perky breasts.
In my fantasy life, I am a submissive, who obeys every sexual command any man or woman gives me.
In reality, though, I had only done a few things...and almost always while drunk. My two college roommates had their way with me on more than one occasion; I flashed people at a bar on a drunken dare and I had anal sex with a boyfriend who I couldn't say 'no' to. But for the most part, I lived in a fantasy world...until last weekend when everything changed.
It started innocently enough when I hosted a gathering. We have always taken turns hosting small parties the second Saturday of the month, and it was my turn to be the hostess with the mostest (and oh would I ever be!)
I am always up for a good drunk, as I am still in my relatively carefree twenties, as is the rest of our gang from work. The plan was it would be a pot luck appetizer and a wine tasting party. The two were a lethal combination for my slim body: not enough substantial food and sweet-tasting wine, which went down like water for me.
Like most of our gatherings, it included lots of sexual innuendo, lots of drinking, and lots of gossip. Rumours spread like prairie fire, especially when wine is involved. By the time the fourth bottle of wine was empty, I was incredibly drunk and I knew way too many tantalizing tidbits of useless information about every co-worker who wasn't at the gathering.
We then played truth-or-dare, something we had never done before. I'd invited my two closest co-workers Shelly and Tina, Tina's husband Frank, a co-worker named Jon, one of our college interns Simone and our computer tech Markus.
Shelly was a blonde bombshell that seemed to have a new young stud every week. It was actually shocking that she didn't bring anyone to today's gathering. She usually had some sweet fucking eye candy to drool about.
Tina was a blonde too and also pretty, but shorter and less endowed in comparison to Shelly's double-D breasts, and shyer too. Tina's husband Frank was a firefighter who was built like a brick house, and I often fantasized about using his hose to cool me down.
Jon was a poster boy for preppy. He could have easily come directly out of the pages of an Abercrombie & Finch catalogue. At our marketing office he was the male closer, and Shelly was the female equivalent. You would be amazed, or maybe you wouldn't be, how much sex appeal is used to close a deal. (I often wish I could be the closer...but I was the behind the scenes girl).
Simone was a twenty-two year old redhead sex bomb intern who was clearly going to be a female closer one day. She was short, not even five feet, but her curves were ample, and she wore the clothes to showcase them perfectly. She also had a naturally sexy voice and I could literally envision her as a phone-sex operator.
Markus was the firm's super geek. He wasn't Urkel nerdy, but he had the glasses and the lack of fashion sense. He was also the only black man in our circle of friends.
And then there is me. I am blonde as well. I have blue eyes, very firm 34b breasts, a tight ass, a freshly-shaved pussy and an athlete's body. Actually, Shelly, Tina and I all have tight bodies, as we work out together and run in marathons. We are also all in our mid-twenties, without kids and living a very active New York City life.
Again, truth-or-dare was not something we had played before, so I really had no idea what to expect. The first round was tame as people all picked 'dare' and were forced to do a dance, or shoot a drink or a similar low-impact stunt.
But as we got drunker the game became more interesting and naughty.
Simone picked 'truth'. Jon asked, "How many people have you slept with?"
The redhead beauty smiled. "I can't say I know the exact number, but a dozen or so."
"Slut," Shelly playfully teased her, Shelly easily being close to triple digits.
"It takes one to know one," Simone retorted, before asking, "Wait! Was the question men or people?"
Jon asked, "Would the number be different?"
Simone looking directly at me it seemed and said, "Oh, the number would be drastically higher if it included my lesbian trysts."
I could feel a sudden tingle as Simone stared at me revealing she was bisexual.
Shelly joked, "Bisexual slut."
Simone finally broke eye contact with me and retorted, "Jealous?"
Shelly, seemingly noticing Simone's and my brief moment, teased, "I think Bridgette wants to help you add to your list."
I quickly came to my senses, none of them knowing of my submissive lesbian college past, and snorted, "As if."
Simone pouted, "You wouldn't do me, Bridgette?"
Deciding it was easier to play along, I faked confidence. "Oh Simone, I would devour you whole."
Simone smiled, "Be careful what you say sexy, I just may take you up on your offer."
Shelly got us back on track, "Ok, you two cool it off. We have men here; let's keep our weekly lesbian slumber party conversations for another time. Markus, truth or dare?"
"Dare," Markus replied.
Shelly teased. "Dare again, hmmmm, what secrets to you have buried in your closet?"
He shrugged nonchalantly.
Simone dared, "Flash your cock to us."
Markus, surprised by this, responded, "Are you serious?"
"Deadly, I want to know if the big black man myth is real or not."
Markus shrugged, "All right, I got nothing to hide." He stood up, dropped his pants, and unleashed the biggest cock I had ever seen. It was at least nine inches and thick. It was impossible to believe such a geeky looking man could be hiding such a large package.
Shelly complimented him, "Markus, where have you been hiding that snake?"
The wittiest thing I had ever heard from him escaped his lips next. "In my pants."
We all laughed as he put his snake back in his hiding spot.
Shelly was next and picked 'truth'. Markus asked her, "Have you ever been with a black man?"
She smiled and responded back with a question, her tone dripping with flirtation, "Is that an offer?"
"Maybe," he shrugged showing a confidence I only saw in him when he was talking computer shop.
After an awkward silence, Simone pointed out, "Hey, you never answered the question."
Shelly smiled, "Yes, I have if you must know."
Frank chose 'truth' as well. Shelly asked, "Is your cock as big as your muscles?"
Frank, used to Shelly's forwardness, chuckled, "Big enough to keep many fires burning once I get my hose inside." The naughty innuendo had me wishing my growing fire could be quenched with a big hose.
"I need exact measurements," Shelly insisted.
He shrugged, "I don't know. I am no Markus, but I am a solid seven plus inches."
Shelly looked at me, "Do you have a ruler?"
"Yes," I responded.
"Go get it," she ordered, as she often did.
I stood up, stumbled a bit realizing I was drunker than I thought, and went to my desk in search of a ruler.
I returned a couple of minutes later and Frank had his cock out and Tina was stroking it, getting it fully erect, apparently for the measurement.
Shelly, in her usual authoritative tone, ordered, "Bridgette, measure Frank's cock."
I looked at Tina who nodded her head in agreement and I went to the couple, bent down and placed the ruler under Frank's impressive fully erect cock. I tried not to touch his cock, but it was impossible. Tina lifted it up so I could get the ruler to the base and I measured Frank's cock. "Seven and three-quarters inches."
As I moved away, Tina stunned us all as she suddenly took her husband's cock in her mouth for a few quick bobs. When she was done she shrugged, "Sorry, I couldn't resist."
I stared at them, suddenly turned on. Shelly announced, "Bridgette got turned on watching Tina suck off her husband."
I quickly defended myself, "I did not."
Shelly laughed, "You are practically drooling."
I continued my denial, "I am not. I was just surprised by it."
Tina looked at me and offered, "Want a taste?"
"What?" I gasped, shocked by the offer.
Tina chuckled, "I'm kidding, Bridgette."
I laughed back, but the thought in my head was I would love to feel that cock in my mouth or pussy. The game continued, and it was my turn to be the center of attention.
Frank, his impressive package back in his pants, asked, "Truth or dare, Bridgette?"
"Truth," I answered.
Frank smiled, "Would you have sucked my cock if my lovely wife here would have allowed you to?"
My face went instantly beet red and my pussy began to leak slightly at the thought as I tried to think how to answer the question.
While I remained silent, Shelly pushed, "Bridgette, I think your silence has already given us your answer, but you need to answer the question."
Attempting to be flippant, and over-the-top to make it seem all more outrageous and absurd, I responded, "Fine, yes I would sucked his cock until he sprayed his hot seed down my eager throat."
Frank responded, with a smug tone I couldn't quite understand, "Good to know, Bridgette."
Tina slapped my ass, "You slut."
I shrugged, playing along in this crazy game, filled with sexual innuendo, "Maybe, but only if you offered me his sweet cock." I shocked myself and the gang when I finished by giving his still fully erect cock a gentle squeeze in his trousers.
Shelly chuckled, "Well, this game is really getting interesting."
Trying to get the attention away from me, I turned to Tina, "Truth or dare?"
"Truth," she smiled.
Deciding to keep the naughty game going and answer the question that had my pussy all wet, "Would you ever actually let someone suck your husband's cock?"
Tina, her smile shifting slightly from sweet to wily, "Do you mean would I let you suck his cock?"
I quickly shook my head 'no', even though that was exactly what I meant. "No, no, no," I stammered, "I was just keeping up the bizarre sexual undertones of this game."
Shelly interjected again, "Sure, sure, Bridgette. We can all see the hunger in your eyes."
Tina pushed me too, her tone playfully sinful. "Do you want to fuck Frank too, Bridgette?"
"What? No!" I gasped, desperate to get the attention off me.
Tina burst out laughing, "I'm just fucking with you, Bridgette. But to answer your question, yes I would, and I have let other women play with my husband's delicious cock."
Before I had time to filter her shocking answer, I let out an involuntarily, "You have?"
Tina smiled, "Hmmmm, indeed we have." As I allowed this shocking revelation about Tina and Frank to spin in my inebriated mind, Tina turned to Jon, "OK Jon, truth or dare?"
Jon shrugged, "You choose."
Tina paused before saying, "Dare it is. I dare you to kiss Bridgette. I think she clearly is in need of some loving attention."
"What?" I blurted.
Jon moved to me, "Come here, baby."
I looked around as all eyes were on me. I stood up and walked over to the super handsome Jon. My panties now were completely damp as I was both mortified and turned-on by the sudden attention I was receiving. I reached Jon and he pulled me in and gave me a warm, passionate kiss. His hand also went to my ass and gave me a firm squeeze.
Shelly broke the intimate moment. "You two need a room, or maybe just a bed?"
I broke the kiss, attempting to be casual even as my loins were heating up and distracting me from thinking straight. I ended the awkwardness the best way I knew how, by announcing, "I have to pee."
I quickly staggered to the bathroom, the wine really doing a number both in my head and on my bladder. When I returned to the living room, Tina handed me another glass of wine. Shelly announced, "While you were gone, Bridgette, we decided since your birthday is next week we are going to play a special game of Bridgette-enhanced Truth or Dare."
"Say what?" I asked, confused.
She flashed me a coin and said, "We will flip a coin and if it is heads it is 'dare' and if it is tails it is 'truth'."
"OK," I responded, "but how is this Bridgette-enhanced?"
"Because," she smiled, pausing for dramatic effect, "Every one of us will flip a coin and then ask you the question or give you a dare."
The realization that it was all about me suddenly became crystal clear and I asked, "Why?"
"Because it is your almost birthday and because you desperately need it."
"How so?" I questioned.
She walked over and gave me a big tit-crushing hug, before whispering in my ear, "Trust me." Her hot breath on my ear made my sweet tingle start again and when she slid her tongue in my ear, my left leg gave out briefly. Just as quickly as she teased me, she moved away and I sat back down on a chair taking a lengthy sip of my wine...wondering what the heck was happening.
Shelly tossed the coin to Jon who flipped it and said, "Heads...dare it is."
Acting way more confident than I was feeling, I quipped, "Go for it!" I followed this up by spilling wine on myself and cursing, "Oh for fuck's sake."
Jon said, "Well apparently fate stepped in. My dare is for you to take off your shirt and leave it off."
I looked at him stunned. "Are you serious?"
He shrugged, "That is the dare."
I smirked back, thinking two can play this game. I unbuttoned my blouse and tossed it to him, my pink lace push-up bra now the center of every man's and woman's eyes. Instead of being embarrassed by the staring, I felt sexy and confident and the dampness in my pussy increased.
Simone joked, "What a cute bra, you must have been hoping for some action tonight."
I blushed, attempting to be suave, "Well, a girl should always be prepared."
"Indeed," Shelly smiled, her provocative tone unsettlingly me.
Simone flipped the coin in the air and I watched it hit the floor, roll around, and land tails-up. She smiled, "Truth this time, Bridgette."
Taking a long drink of wine, I confidently retorted, "Ask me anything!"
"Have you ever dyked out with another girl?"
I responded flippantly, "Haven't we all?"
Simone inquired, "Do tell."
I shrugged, ignoring the fact that I was my two roommate's submissive pet on more than one occasion back in the day, I answered, "My roommates and I often played."
"And..." Simone pushed.
"And what?" I asked coyly, enjoying teasing the beautiful redhead.
"Did you eat pussy?"
"I think that I have told the truth already," I replied.
Shelly intervened, her tone demanding, "Answer the question, Bridgette."
Always being the follower to Shelly, I quickly answered, attempting to be slightly crude, "Yes, I ate their cunts."
"Get fucked by them?" the redhead delved deeper.
I looked at Shelly who gave a just-answer-the-fucking-question look. "Yes."
"In the ass?" Simone asked the ultimate taboo.
I nodded weakly in the affirmative.
Frank picked up the coin, my face burning with embarrassment, my pussy burning with need. He flipped the coin and caught it and showed it to me, "Heads." He paused, seeming to think what to dare me to do before looking at Shelly who gave him a slight nod. I was confused by the brief interaction, before Frank dared, "I dare you to give me your panties."
I always got turned on by the thought of flashing and being an exhibitionist, so this was not a big deal. I quickly slipped my panties off and tossed them to him.
To my surprise, he put them to his nose and said, "Hmmmm, you smell delicious."
I blushed yet again, as Shelly walked over and took them demanding, "Let me see."
One of my best friends took my panties and took a long lengthy sniff at the crotch. "Hmmmm, I agree, they smell delicious." She then added, "And fuck, they are drenched. What is getting you all wet, Bridgette?"
Suddenly everyone staring at me had me both excited and nervous, but I retorted, "I plead the fifth and it's not your turn to ask me a question yet."
She smiled and said, "Oh it will be soon." Her tone dripped with flirtation.
Tina grabbed the coin and flipped it. It was tails this time. 'Truth'. Tina didn't even hesitate as she asked, "Do you ever fantasize about being the center piece of a boy and girl orgy?"
I was flabbergasted by the question. I could have remotely expected such a question from Shelly, but from Tina...never. Yet, there it was just lingering there in the air, six people staring at me waiting for an answer to the absurd question. I answered, "Sometimes."
"How often?" Tina questioned.
I shrugged, "I don't keep stats."
"More than once a month?"
"Probably."
"More than once a week?"
"Sometimes."
"Interesting," Tina said, letting her response to my humiliating answer linger for all to contemplate.
Markus grabbed the coin and tossed it in the air. It landed at his feet and I, now very drunk and unable to see to clearly, bent down to see what it was. Heads.
Markus looked down at me deadly serious, at my subservient position, and dared, "I dare you to suck my cock, Bridgette."
I gasped. "What?"
He began immediately to pull down his pants as he repeated, "I dare you to suck my cock, Bridgette. Don't pretend you don't want to."
Looking at the big black snake, I definitely wanted to, although I even more definitely wanted it inside me. I was fucking hornier than I could ever remember being and desperately wanted to be fucked. Deciding 'fuck it', I grabbed his massive black rod and leaned forward, taking it in my mouth.
He moaned, "Good girl."
Wanting to be a good girl for him, I bobbed up and down on his cock ignoring the audience, who were probably watching in shocked awe. Soon I forgot them and I began to rub myself as I slobbered on his cock. I don't know if I was really good, or if he has a quick trigger, but in only a couple of minutes of concentrated cocksucking I felt a sudden spray splash the back of my throat. I didn't slow down and swallowed every last drop of his salty seed, all the while rubbing my clit attempting to get myself off.
Suddenly I was brought back to the cold reality...I had just sucked off a co-worker in front of a group of friends as Shelly announced, "My turn."
Markus pulled his dick out of my cocksucking lips and said, "That was great, Bridgette. You are a natural born cocksucker."
What does one say to such a compliment? Thanks? I remained silent, suddenly paralyzed by my actions.
Shelly pulled me up and said, "For the last round of the game Bridgette, I am going to give you a buy one, get one free, deal."
"How so?" I asked, staring into her hypnotic eyes, as her hand went under my skirt and to my wet pussy.
"I am going to give you one truth and one dare," she revealed.
"OK," I replied mindlessly.
"Truth first," she smiled, her finger easily parting my glistening pussy lips and sliding inside my wanton pussy.
"Kkkkkkkk," I moaned, greatly distracted by her touch.
"Do you want to eat my pussy in front of all our friends and then be ravished by the rest of the group?"
"Desperately," I moaned, wanting everything she just said to happen.



"You will eat my pussy?"
"Yes."
"You will eat Tina's pussy?"
"Yes."
"You will lick our young redhead's cunt?"
"Yes," I moaned, her finger now pumping in and out my pussy.
"You will let Markus, Frank and Jon, fuck your pussy?"
"Oh god, yes," I admitted, wanting a real cock in me more than I have ever wanted a cock in me.
"You will suck their cocks like an eager little cocksucking slut?"
"Hmmmm, yes," I moaned, my impending orgasm beginning to build.
"And your ass? Can they fuck your ass?" she questioned, seeing how far I was willing to submit.
"Yes, damn it, they can do whatever they want with me," I desperately admitted before begging, "now please someone shove their big cock in me."
Shelly, seeing I was near the brink of orgasm, pulled out of me and put her finger, coated with my juice, to my mouth. I obediently, without hesitation, sucked on her finger.
"Good slut," she purred, "but you don't get to come until every other person here has come first."
"What?" I asked, exasperated.
She walked over to the couch, lifted up her skirt and spread her legs, "Now crawl over here like a good horny slut and eat my pussy."
Mortified at being called a slut in front of my friends, yet even more excited to please them all and hopefully be pleased in return, I dropped to my knees, refusing to make eye contact with any of them and crawled over to my beautiful friend.
Once at her feet, Shelly asked, "You have wanted to eat my cunt for a long time, haven't you?"
Although I had always seen her as beautiful, I hadn't really thought of her as a love interest, but I told her what she wanted to hear, "Yes, Shelly, I have fantasized about eating your sweet cunt since I first met you."
"I bet you have," she smiled, before grabbing my hair and pulling me gently into her sweet center of sin. I eagerly began lapping her pussy, as sweet memories flashed me back to my college days. I used my tongue like a small cock, moving my face up and down, back and forth, attempting to fuck her with my tongue. Shelly's moans got louder as I suddenly felt hands on my hips. I attempted to turn around and look but had my head pulled back to her pussy as she demanded, "Keep licking, lez-slut."
A chill went up my spine at being called a lez-slut and I returned to pleasing her as a cock slid inside me. I moaned into Shelly's pussy and took her clit into my mouth. I swirled my tongue around her clit and her moans got louder and she demanded, just like my roommates used to do, "Don't you dare stop licking, slut!"
Less than thirty seconds later, her juices coated my face as I brought her to a loud screaming orgasm, "Oh God, fuuuuuuuuuuuuck, you fucking slut that is so gooooooood."
Oddly flattered by her nasty words, I continued lapping her juices through her entire orgasm.
She finally pushed me away, continually berating me, "Fuck Bridgette, you are one little eager slut aren't you?"
I looked back and saw whose cock was filling me. He winked at me and I turned around and looked up at her silently, my face coated with her cum. I was proving her right, according to the cock currently in my pussy.
Shelly smiled, "You want to come don't you?"
"Desperately," I moaned, Jon's slow thrusts feeling so good.
"Remember, you can't until you have got all of us off," she reminded me.
Deciding I could play this game too, I smirked, "Well, two down and four more to go."
I reluctantly turned around, allowing Jon's sweet cock to slip out of me and I took it in my mouth. I bobbed up and down like the eager little slut I apparently was. My desperation to come overcame my feeling of how slutty I must have looked. Jon moaned as I deep throated him and after a few minutes of concentrated sucking, he got close. Jon grabbed my head and began to face-fuck me furiously, thrusting his cock in and out of my mouth. It didn't take long at all before I was swallowing my second load of cum of the night.
As soon as he pulled out, I surveyed the room and saw Tina, completely naked, slowly stroking her husband's cock while watching my act of submission. I crawled over to her and asked, "Can I lick your pussy, Tina?"
"Of course, slut," she replied, a constant reminder of how big a whore I was tonight thrown in my face.
Sadly, I knew I no longer cared. All I cared about was pleasing everyone at the party and eventually getting the long awaited orgasm I so badly craved. I leaned into her surprisingly hairy pussy. Her scent was much stronger, her bouquet clearly held in by her patch of hair. It was more of a struggle to get comfortable and more than once I felt pubic hairs in my mouth but I stayed focused on her addictive aroma and her sweet taste. Again, I felt hands on my waist, and again felt a cock slide inside my drenched pussy. I assumed it was Frank, the only one not to get off, and I had to stay focused to not come, surprisingly determined to obey Shelly's order.
Unlike Jon who slowly fucked me, Frank hammered away at me, each thrust forward slamming his body into mine and my face slamming into Tina's wet pussy. This somehow got Tina excited as I heard her demand, "Oh fuck, yeesssss, fuck the slut Frank, fuck her harder, make her fuck my cunt with her face, baby."
Shockingly, Frank fucked me harder and I heard in the distance Shelly demand, "Don't you dare come slut. If you do, this tape will be shown at work on Monday."
The threat jolted me up as I turned to see her holding a camcorder. I begged, "Please don't tape this!"
"Shut up slut, and get back to your new job, our pussy pleaser," she scolded.
Tina grabbed me by the hair and pulled me back into her cunt and I was again being pounded into her pussy. The shocking revelation that I was being videotaped momentarily numbed me and helped me prolong an orgasm I wasn't sure I could prevent a minute earlier.
I don't know how much longer Frank fucked me while I face-fucked Tina before I felt Tina grab my head and hold me in her wet cunt. I struggled to breathe as she came like a pissing racehorse all over my face. Moments later I heard Frank ask, "Can I come in her?"
"In any hole you wish, Frank," I heard Shelly offer.
"Nice," he grunted, and kept fucking me hard and deep.
The pleasure was returning and thankfully just as my orgasm was beginning to build I felt his cum explode inside me. He kept pumping, although slower, until he was completely spent.
He pulled out of me and I could feel his cum slowly leaking out of my pussy and onto my legs. My knees numb and my face coated in cum, I turned around and collapsed onto my back.
Shelly said, "I don't think you are done yet."
"I know," I meekly answered, "but my knees are killing me."
"Get used to it, you will be on your knees a lot from now on," she informed me.
Before I had time to react to Shelly's odd statement, Simone called my name, "Bridgette, come over here."
I looked up and she had something in her hand, a harness of some sort. I nervously crawled over to her. She bent down and placed this odd harness onto my head. Once it was strapped on tight, like a muzzle with a cock, she sat on the couch, opened her legs and demanded, "Fuck me, slut."
I realized she had put a strap-on cock on my head and I was expected to fuck her with my head. It was so bizarre. I moved my newly-acquired cock to her pussy and noticed she was a natural redhead, a small patch of hair trimmed perfectly just above her pussy. I would much rather have licked and tasted her pussy, but I did as ordered and attempted to fuck her. It was awkward at first, as I couldn't really find her pussy, missing the first three times I attempted to enter her. This got chuckles from the others who were watching. Finally, with Simone's guidance, my cock slid between her pussy lips and I began to fuck her. Getting into a constant rhythm was a struggle, but eventually I did. I started slow, but began to get faster as Simone's moans increased. Eventually, Simone demanded, "Faster, Bridgette, fuck me faster!"
I obeyed, moving back and forth with the same hardcore determination I had while sucking the boys' cocks earlier. Simone's moans became high-pitched whimpers and eventually a squeal as she came from my cock. "AAAAAAAAHhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh, fuuuuuuuck," Simone squealed. I kept fucking her until she begged, "Stop, Bridgette, stop." I stopped and watched as she slapped her clit and her legs shivered and quaked as her orgasm continued to pulse through her.
As Simone's breathing finally calmed down, Shelly said to me, "Time for dare."
"What?" I asked confused.
The camcorder still on me, she said, "Dare. I dare you to submit to me unconditionally as my personal sex slave, my personal plaything."
"What?" I repeated, shocked by the unconceivable dare.
"Wasn't I clear? I want to own you. Your tongue and mouth, your tits, your pussy and your ass become my property. You do as I say, always. You pleasure my pussy whenever I tell you do. You fuck any guy I order you do. You eat the pussy of any woman I offer you to. I think it is pretty simple. Now submit to me, now!"
I stared at her for a long time. I looked at my so-called friends who had all taken advantage of me. My pussy was on fire and I had to admit to myself that many of my fantasies had come true tonight, and that I couldn't deny the reality that being used and told what to do got me super horny. Yet, submitting to such an extreme dare was too much. I whispered, looking away from her, refusing to make eye contact, "I can't."
Shelly laughed, "You can't or you won't?"
"Both," I answered, still not looking at her, knowing I was too weak to really resist her if she ordered me to.
"Once you submit to me slut, you will get the orgasm you are craving and I guarantee it will be the most powerful, intense orgasm you have ever experienced," she teased.
I could feel my pussy begging me to submit, to allow it the pleasure it was just promised.
"Plus," she added, "this is what you want, to be used, to be dominated. You said it yourself."
I had never said such things. Still avoiding eye contact, I confidently disagreed, "I have never said any such thing."
"July 7th, my dream last night was so real I thought it was really happening. I was fucked again and again by unknown man after man in some dirty bathroom...each man coming on my face, in my hair, on my tits, on my ass. By the end I was coated in so much cum," Shelly said.
I finally looked up and saw she had my dream diary in her hands. I gasped, "How did you get that?"
She smiled, "Well, I have known about it since last month when we were here. It was a great read. There was a sweet heroine, a lot of plot twists, but it needed a real ending, don't you think?"
"How dare you!" I said, my face now red with anger and not shame.
"Don't you speak back to your Mistress," Shelly roared.
I instantly apologized, stammering, "S-s-sorry."
"Sorry, what?" she said, her tone still no-nonsense.
"Sorry, Mistress," I replied, giving in.
Her tone softened as she asked, "And you want to be my slut?"
I was so confused and maybe it was because I desperately wanted to orgasm, maybe it was because I was indeed the slut they all saw me as, or maybe it was because I was scared of what she would do to me if I refused. Either way, my next words concluded my transition from friend and co-worker to slut and slave. "Yes, I want to be your slut."
"And you will never disobey me?" she questioned.
"Never," I replied, looking directly into the still filming camera.
"You understand you will be used as our sexual closer for now on. Well sometimes it will be you and my other slut, Simone," she revealed.
I looked at Simone who blushed and then turned back to Shelly. "Yes, I understand."
"Good girl," she purred, her anger now all gone. "Boys, it's triple team time."
In a blur of speed, I watched as Markus lay on his back and I mindlessly climbed onto his massive cock, slowly allowing it to fill me up fuller than I had ever been filled. Once the massive black cock was buried in me, Jon went behind me and I felt cold lubrication on my ass, followed by his hand on my ass and slowly his cock splitting between my ass cheeks. I closed my eyes and attempted to ignore the sharp pain, which was easier with the big cock in my pussy. Like the other times I have been ass-fucked, the pain eventually faded away and I began to enjoy it. Soon I had two cocks filling me and was then presented with a third as Frank's semi-hard cock slid between my lips.
My desperation to come now overwhelming me, I began to ride both the cocks in me as best I could, while continuing to deep throat Frank. It was less than a minute of riding the double cocks that my long awaited and desperately needed orgasm exploded through me. I opened my mouth to let out a loud scream, as promised by Shelly, the most intense orgasm I have ever experienced coursed through me, sending tingles of pleasure through every pour of my skin. I continued fucking both cocks, wanting the orgasm to last forever. Although it eventually subsided, I could feel a second orgasm already building. I ravished Frank's cock like the nasty slut I had become and continued my triple penetration. A second orgasm ripped through my body a couple of minutes later and was followed by a third a few minutes after that. My jaw sore, Frank thankfully pulled out and thanked me by shooting his cum all over my face.
Once Frank moved away, Jon leaned me forward and began to fuck my ass hard. I leaned forward and stared at Markus who was smiling, his cock lodged deep in my pussy. Jon pounded my ass with powerful thrusts and each brought a whimper from me, a mixture of pleasure and pain, never having been fucked by such a big cock in my ass. I could feel yet another orgasm building in me as my ass was ravished. As my moans increased I felt cum sprayed in my ass, something I had never felt done before, and it was enough to have my fourth orgasm hit me, although a much smaller orgasm than my last three.
Once Jon pulled out of my ass, Markus, somehow, his cock never leaving my pussy, flipped me onto my back and started to really fuck my pussy like it had never been fucked before. As his massive cock went deeper into me, the feeling was more intense than I thought possible. Sweat dripped off his forehead as he fucked me for an eternity. Suddenly, I saw a pair of legs over me and watched as Tina's hairy pussy lowered itself onto my face. Sitting on my face, she rubbed her pussy back and forth, using my face as a fuck-toy. I had trouble breathing again but thankfully every few seconds Tina would lift her ass up enough to give me fresh air. Her aroma drowned me, and I was drunk with lust. I licked as best I could all the while being fucked by Markus's perfect big cock. This lasted a couple of minutes before Tina began to bounce lightly up and down on my face. Her juices coated me with each downward drop. Suddenly, she screamed and had a second orgasm all over my face. Her cunt lingered above me, juice occasionally dripping onto me as Markus continued his long rampage on my pussy until finally she fell beside me and turned to look me eye to eye.
She smiled and said, "Fuck Bridgette, you are so fucking hot."
I moaned in response as Markus's cock continued to pleasure me.
Suddenly he lifted my legs up, grabbed my ankles and held them together leaned forward until my ankles were in mid-air and he continued fucking me. From this angle he reached new depths and I screamed, "Oh my God, Markus, fuuuck that is amazing," as his cock filled me. Tina reached over and began tapping my clit while Markus resumed his deep fucking. My breathing increased again and I could feel my fifth orgasm building. My body quaked with each spank to my clit and I begged, "Harder Tina, spank my clit harder."
She obliged while leaning in and sliding her tongue in my ear. As she spanked my clit, she whispered in my ear, "You are such a sexy slut, Bridgette. Frank and I plan to take you home one day and have you over for Frank's monthly poker party. After each hand, the winner will get to use one of your three holes. You would like that, wouldn't you?"
I moaned, the pleasure of Markus's cock taking away any remote thought of resistance, "I would fucking love it."
Her spanks got quicker and I screamed, as the orgasm finally fit, like a tidal wave during a hurricane, "I'm comiiiiiiiiing, oh yes, don't stop Tina, please don't stop."
She continued the concentrated clit play, while biting my ear and Markus grunted, "I'm going to come soon slut, where do you want my cum?"
I begged, "Fill my cunt with your cum, Markus."
"Your wish is my command, slut," he grunted, continuing his deep thrusts in my still pulsing cunt.
"Oh yes, oh yes, come in me Markus, fill your slut with your cum," I begged.
"Aaaaaah, here it comes," he grunted and my pussy walls were soon being coated. He continued pumping my pussy until every last drop of his seed was deep inside my love canal.
He could have fucked me all night. Another orgasm was already building inside me, but he pulled out. Much to my surprise, Simone quickly crawled between my legs and licked my cum filled pussy, while Tina moved down and took my erect nipple in her mouth.
Simone kept putting my clit into her mouth and pulling her head back until my clit was stretched as far as possible and then she would let go. Each time she let go, my whole body spasmed. After seven or eight spasms, Simone slid two fingers inside my cum-filled cunt and began finger-fucking me while tormenting my clit. My orgasm continued to build with each clit pull until I begged, "More fingers, Simone, please!"
She added a third finger, widening my pussy and the next time she let go of my clit another orgasm flowed through me. "Aaaaaaaaah, yes, I'm coming again."
Both continued pleasuring of me until my breathing finally slowed down.
Shelly who had been quiet for a long time finally spoke, "Any last words for the camera, slut?"
Exhausted, yet totally accepting my new role as their slut, I looked directly at the camera and said, "I am your submissive slut Shelly and yours too Tina and yours too Simone and yours too Markus and yours too Jon and yours too Frank. Use my mouth, my pussy and my ass as you please. I am your slut, your dyke, your cocksucker and your whore."
Impressed, Shelly stopped the camera and ordered me to crawl back to her. I eagerly obeyed, hoping for one more taste of her heavenly pussy.
She opened her legs; I crawled between them and continued my servitude of my new Mistress...one that led me to many, many more adventures.
The end...
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1. The Surprise of My Life
I came home a day early from my most recent author's conference, I am a semi-famous author in a dying book industry, and was greeted with the surprise of my life. I put my suitcase down, too exhausted to deal with it at midnight after being gone for four days, and staggered up the stairs dying for some shut-eye in my own bed. I reached the top of my stairs and was stunned to hear the clear sounds of a girl's moans. My weary eyes went wide and I froze in my spot. My daughter's door was slightly ajar and I slowly crept to the small opening and peeked inside. I was taken aback. My daughter was naked, her legs wide open on her bed, with a girl between them. I couldn't tell who it was, but she was clearly licking my daughter's vagina. My 18-year-old daughter's moans began to get louder and then I was stunned again.
"That's it slut, lick my cunt!" my daughter demanded.
I almost gasped, but caught myself at the last second. I continued watching, unable to take my eyes off the lesbian act. My daughter's moans increased and she ordered, "Lick my asshole, slut!"
My daughter turned onto all fours, luckily away from the door, and I watched in voyeuristic awe as Chloe Malloy, our Reverend's shy geeky daughter, crawled out from my daughter's legs and moved submissively behind my daughter. She spread my daughter's ass cheeks, leaned forward and began licking my daughter's asshole.
My daughter purred, "Good girl, you are such a good little pet. You love rimming my ass, don't you?"
"I love it, Mistress," the petite, shy, Chloe, eagerly replied, barely interrupting her assault on my daughter's asshole.
The scene should have disgusted me and disturbed me. My motherly instinct should have taken over, but instead, a different instinct took over, and I felt my hand, with a mind of its own, going under my skirt, going inside my already damp panties and directly to my pussy. I began rubbing myself slowly while I watched by daughter, who was a spitting image of me when I was eighteen, dominate her 18-year-old classmate. A couple of minutes later, my orgasm just beginning to bubble, my daughter suddenly stood up and went to her walk-in closet. I quickly moved away to avoid being caught. When I peaked a moment later she had a strap-on dildo wrapped around her petite waist. The domino shock effect continued as one stunning surprise followed another.
Returning to the bed, my daughter's firm ass in clear view, she demanded, "Come suck my cock, my slut."
Chloe quickly crawled over to the edge of the bed and took the plastic cock in her mouth. Chloe bobbed back and forth on the cock eagerly like a cheap slut. I just couldn't in a million, trillion, years fathom any of this:
1. My daughter being a lesbian.
2. My daughter being a dominant lesbian...although the dominant part doesn't surprise me...she has always been a powerful, stubborn personality, like her father was.
3. Chloe was a lesbian and a submissive one at that.
4. My daughter had sex toys?
How Chloe became my daughter's slut was unfathomable. How had the Reverend's shy, reclusive, daughter ended up naked, on my daughter's bed, sucking a plastic cock?
As I pondered this, my daughter continued her verbal assault on the young submissive. "How would Reverend Wells feel if he walked in right now and saw his precious innocent daughter turned into a complete submissive dyke?"
Chloe moaned onto the cock, clearly turned on by the verbal humiliation.
"Ready to have your slutty box fucked?"
Taking the plastic dildo out of her mouth she begged, her usually quiet voice adamant and eager, "Oh God yes, Mistress, fuck my slut box with your big cock."
"Using our Lord's name in vain, my slut? You really are a bad girl," my daughter teased, climbing back onto the bed. She lay down on her bed and demanded, "Climb on, slut. Worship what you really love."
Chloe quickly straddled the cock and my daughter and lowered herself onto the big cock. I watched amazed as the erect stick slowly disappeared inside the petite girl. Although I was far away, I assessed it was an eight-inch cock and quite thick, bigger than anything I had encountered in a very long time.
My hand sped up between my legs as the Reverend's daughter began to bounce up and down on the big dildo. I suddenly wished that big cock was in me and slid two fingers easily inside my oven of lust.
Chloe's moans were loud and I wondered how many times my daughter had devoured Chloe. And were there others in my daughter's harem of sexual debauchery? "Oh God, yes, I love your cock Mistress. Thank you for making me your slut," Chloe absurdly thanked her, a few minutes into the fucking.
My daughter began to meet Chloe's strides by bucking her ass up and this seemed to drive Chloe crazy. "Oh my God, Mistress, fuck me, yeeees!"
"Who owns your cunt?" my daughter asked.
"You do, you do, Mistress," the little church mouse moaned.
"Say it!" my daughter demanded, "Say the word cunt."
Chloe's breathing was getting erratic now as she half moaned-half screamed, "My cunt, your cunt, you own it. Oh God, fuck, oh, oh, oh, God, do with it as you please, Mistress."
My daughter picked up the pace and was now really bucking up and down and into her sub's pussy. My own hand was frantically pumping in and out of my needy pussy as I watched the sexy scene of submission.
The faster paced fucking finally put Chloe over the top. "Oh Goooooooooood, fuck your slut Mistress, oh my, oh my, oh my, uh, uh, uh, uhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!"
I watched as Chloe climaxed, her whole body pulsating, as she leaned forward and my daughter continued to thrust the plastic dildo in and out, hard and deep.
My own orgasm was building and I closed my mouth tight and gritted my teeth to prevent the scream that my body desperately wanted to release.
My daughter discarded the dildo, flipped Chloe onto her back and straddled the still coming girl's face demanding, "Make your Mistress come."
Chloe weakly leaned up to meet my daughter's pussy and the shy girl licked eagerly.
Unable to hold back my crescendo of pleasure, I moved away from the door, leaned against the wall and fingered myself to my long overdue and much need orgasm. As it spread through me from my toes all the through my body to my cheeks, I imagined it was me riding my daughter's big dildo. It was me being called a slut. The image was vividly real, me begging to be my daughter's slut, begging to be a whore.
The orgasm finally simmering, I refused to peek back again, but heard my daughter's orgasmic cries, "Oh yes, slut, keep licking, yes, yes, oh yes, yeeeeeeeeeeeees."
I waited until her screams of unbridled pleasure were done and sneaked back down the stairs. I paused for a couple of minutes to regain my composure before opening the front door and slamming it shut. I called, "Kaylee, I'm home."
I heard shuffling upstairs and my daughter, clearly frantic, a strange shift after seeing such dominance just a few seconds ago, called back, "Mom, you are home early."
I began walking up the stairs as I responded, "Yeah, I was sick of hotel beds."
I reached the stairs and Kaylee was in a robe and Chloe was in a pair of Kaylee's pyjamas. Kaylee hugged me. We had always been pretty close, especially since her father, my husband, died.
I saw Chloe, feigned surprise and greeted, "Chloe, what a pleasant surprise to see you here."
"Hi, Mrs. Pierce," Chloe replied, barely making eye contact, back to her shy self.
"Well, I don't know when you two started hanging out, but I approve. You will be a good influence on my daughter. She seems too often to find herself in trouble," I said, the irony of the statement known to all of us secretly.
"Mother," Kaylee replied, her devious smile crossing her face, "I don't search for trouble, it finds me."
"It doesn't have to search too hard, does it?" I countered back.
"Well, I think I am a good influence on Chloe," my daughter countered my counter.
"Reeeeeally?" I teased, although I knew exactly what kind of influence she was. "Do tell."
"I have opened her up to a whole new world, haven't I, Chloe?" my daughter answered, the double meaning meant only for Chloe, but I understood completely.
"Yes, she has, Mrs. Pierce," Chloe answered meekly, her cheeks going ruby red.
"I would even say she is a completely different girl," my daughter pushed, making Chloe's cheeks go ruby red.
"Would Reverend Malloy approve?"
"Well, probably not," my spunky daughter admitted, "but we wouldn't want Chloe to live her whole life sheltered like that chick in 'A Walk to Remember', would we?"
"Her name was Jamie, if I recall, and are you comparing Chloe to a girl dying of cancer?"
"No, well yes, Chloe was dying of boredom, so I have helped release her from her chains of oppression," my daughter quipped with a smile, unaware that I could read between the lines of her naughty sexual innuendo.
"Chains of oppression?" I mimicked and laughed. "You are a hoot. Just don't you be getting sweet little Chloe involved in any of your trouble-making, Missy."
"Oh, she is sweet, indeed, sugary sweet," my daughter replied, again the secret meaning not so secret.
I ignored the temptation to be witty back and yawned, "Well, I am exhausted. Kaylee could you please lock up, I don't think I actually locked the door."
"Sure thing, Mom," Kaylee obeyed, and began going downstairs, "Come on Chloe, we should make some hot chocolate and then maybe watch 'A Walk to Remember'."
I shook my head and went to my bedroom. Getting undressed and into my cozy pyjamas I slipped under my covers and into bed. Lying back, my mind was a muddled mess. I tried to figure out how to deal with this situation. Do I ignore it and pretend it didn't happen? Do I confront her and deal with the bombshell that would surely follow? And lastly, why did it turn me on? It could be that I hadn't had sex with a man in over a year. It could be that I have always been submissive in the bedroom, and watching such a sub/domme relationship was a top-of-the-line turn-on, as it rekindled desires long caught in the cobwebs between my legs; or it could just be that I had never seen a couple have sex in real life, never mind two girls, especially if one was my daughter. Yet, that didn't explain why at the peak moment of my own orgasmic joy it was my daughter I imagined submitting to.
Even though I was exhausted, I tossed and turned the next hour. I heard them giggle like the school girls they were, and briefly wondered if the whole thing hadn't been just a figment of my imagination. Of course, though, it wasn't. Eventually, my body way past exhaustion, I slipped into slumber...a slumber that included a new recurring dream...my daughter dominating me.
2. OBSESSION
Next morning, I decided to pretend it didn't happen, but over the rest of the weekend, every time I saw my daughter, all I could envision was her naked, her with a strap-on dildo and her taking control of me.
Monday came and she went to school and I stayed at home to write. I am an author of two fantasy novels that have done very well. My husband died tragically five years ago and I was left a considerable amount of money from his insurance, allowing me the luxury to be a stay at home mom and a full-time writer.
I tried to write for a couple of hours, but I never got more than a sentence done as my daughter kept flashing in my mind. Curious, I decided to snoop in her room. I went to her room and directly to her walk-in closet and started searching. Under some clothes was a decent sized store-away box. Pulling it out, I opened it and searched through her shocking array of toys and outfits which included the strap-on I saw her wear the other night, a second smaller and thinner strap-on, handcuffs, a blindfold, anal beads, three different sized vibrators, a double-ended dildo, a collar with a leash, an anal plug, a variety of lotions, black boots, a leather skirt, a plethora of different coloured stockings and more.
I was aghast. I mean I am no prude. When Jerry was alive we did not have vanilla sex. He was clearly in charge and I was clearly the submissive. We role-played a variety of different scenarios and he had used all three of my holes many times. Although I didn't love anal sex, the feeling of utter submission that came with it was what got me off. He would put a small butt plug in my ass and then take me out for a dinner with friends; he put a vibrating egg inside me and turn it on and off during Kaylee's grade eight graduation celebration. He had me dress up in thigh high stockings and a skirt short enough that if I bent at all anyone could tell what I wasn't wearing; he made me blow him at a movie theatre; again, it was clear, he was the Master and I was the sub. Oh, how I missed that! I had been on a few dates since his death, but the men were either too vanilla, or too aggressive. I could never find one that was just right. Goldilocks and the three bears had become a parable for my non-existent sex life. When my second novel became rather popular, I turned into a minor celebrity, and my search for a man who could please my unique kinks became impossible. It had been over a year since my last man and over three since I last had an orgasm from sex with another person. This doesn't justify what I ended up doing, but it may at least explain it a bit.
I put the box away and returned to writing. An hour of staring at a blank screen and I decided I might as well do what always helps me deal with stress...clean the house. I know this probably sounds strange, but cleaning the house was mindless work that somehow relaxed me. I started my laundry, swept, mopped and vacuumed, before I went to clean Kaylee's room. After cleaning her room, I grabbed Kaylee's laundry basket and took it downstairs. I began putting her dirty clothes in the laundry when I grabbed a pair of pink panties. I don't know why I did it, I really don't, but I moved them to my nose and took a whiff. The scent of her soiled panties was intoxicating in a way I can't even begin to explain. I suddenly wanted to taste her, to submit to her. It made no sense, but it was how I felt. Leaning against the vibrating dryer that I had started moments ago, I closed my eyes, my daughter's soiled panties in my face and I began pleasuring myself with my free hand.
As I furiously rubbed my swollen clit and sniffed in the mesmerizing scent of my daughter, I envisioned my daughter making me her sub. She was taking me over her knee and spanking me for smelling her panties, making me kneel on the floor and clean her feet after cheerleading practice, having me lick her pussy until she came all over my face, and I even imagined rimming her asshole just like Chloe had done. These naughty thoughts of submission, mixed with the vibrating machine and my daughter's dried cum, made me cum like a horny slut. As my orgasm spread through me, I kept rubbing my clit and moaning over and over again, "Yes, Mistress."
Eventually, I was spent and I tossed my daughter's panties and the rest of her clothes in the washing machine and went back upstairs a dishevelled mess.
I tried to write again, but my writer's block was frozen in time. I sighed and began to search the net. I logged into yahoo chat hoping to chat with my online Mistress. I know that sounds absurd, an online Mistress, but role play is fun and she seemed to understand my submissiveness and my desire to open up, although I wasn't sure she would understand my new desire.
Evesub: Mistress, you around?
Now I should also note, that I had never been with a woman sexually before. I had kissed a friend at the bar rather passionately while drunk in college, but doesn't every girl have a story like that? Oh sure, I knew when a woman was attractive and on rare occasion my sex dreams would include submitting to some pretty girl I had met at a book signing or something, usually a young college girl, but I had never even once took those dreams seriously. That said, I had role-played online many times a variety of lesbian trysts, almost all of them involving me being a sub to some domme. The safety of the role-play assisted in me exploring my sexuality and keeping me sane when I couldn't find a real man to pleasure me.
I waited with anticipation over twenty minutes while I read my other e-mails and lied to my agent about how close I was to finishing my new novel. Finally, she responded.
MsAnn: How is my kitty?
Evesub: Confused.
MsAnn: How so?
Evesub: I caught my daughter in bed with another girl.
MsAnn: Oh my? And...
Evesub: Well, she didn't know I saw them, but she dominated the girl.
MsAnn: Really? And...
Evesub: Well...
MsAnn: Well what, my kitty. You know you can say anything to me. There is no judgement.
Evesub: I don't know it just seems so bizarre.
MsAnn: Bizarre is in the eye of the beholder my dear.
Evesub: I know, Mistress. It's just this makes my other fantasies seem vanilla.
MsAnn: Vanilla...oh my dear...you are anything but vanilla. Maybe neapolitan, maybe rocky road, but definitely not vanilla.
Evesub: But this is wrong.
MsAnn:What is?
Evesub:The fact that I have suddenly began to fantasize about my daughter.
MsAnn:What makes it wrong?
Evesub: It is incest!!!!!!!
MsAnn: Do you have any idea how many people I know who are involved with their children?
Evesub:No! How many?
MsAnn:Dozens...including one you know really well...
Evesub: You?!?!?!
MsAnn: Yes!
Evesub: Seriously?
MsAnn:Yes. My daughter and I have been lovers for years and have shared her husband on many occasions.
Evesub: Wow!
MsAnn:It is not wrong...it is the most beautiful thing in the world.
Evesub: How did it happen?
MsAnn: Truthfully, I walked in and Kris was on my bed, naked, with one of my dildos still inside her.
Evesub: No way!
MsAnn: I woke her up and told her to go to bed in her room and I would be there in a few minutes
Evesub: And??????
MsAnn: You are not a patience one are you?
Evesub: They say patience is a virtue, I have never seen any evidence of that.
MsAnn: I went into Kris's room to have my chat with her and asked her what the hell was she thinking. She floored me with her answer. She said the same thing you and Janna ( lady down the block) do every Monday afternoon. She said she had seen us a few times and thought it was ok for her to use it also.
Evesub:: Wow!!!
MsAnn: What could I say? My mouth sat open and nothing was coming out.
Evesub: When did u end up fucking each other?
Ms. Ann: About a week or so later. She was talking about masturbation and asked me if I ever did it. I told her I did it everyday. She asked about Janna and what she saw us doing and eventually asked if I would show her how to do it. I asked her what she meant by that and she said how 2 women do it.
Evesub: Did this surprise you?
MsAnn: Yes. And like a damn fool I fell for it
Evesub: She seduced u?



MsAnn: She leaned in and kissed me. Next thing you know we were taking our clothes off and exploring each other with our hands. I laid her down and started kissing her from her head to her toes.
Evesub: Mmmmmmmmmm
MsAnn: But didn't touch her nipples or pussy. Finally, I worked my way back up and started sucking her nipples and pinching them some
MsAnn: Lighting tugging on them
MsAnn: Then moved down to that beautiful pussy of hers
Evesub: Must have drove her crazy?
MsAnn: It did.
MsAnn: I was kissing her lips and she moved so I was kissing her clit
MsAnn: Then she put her hands on the back of my head and held me there till she came
Evesub: OMG!!!
MsAnn: Then she wanted to try it with me so I laid back and let her take her time
MsAnn: Not being in a rush
MsAnn: I told her to take her time and explore me if she wanted too. She eventually made me come..HARD...and the rest dare I say is history!
Evesub: I think I want your history.
MsAnn: Well I think I can help you with that.
Evesub:???
MsAnn: It is interesting that she is domme and you are sub.
Evesub: How so.
MsAnn:Well, since you have not been able to find a man to fulfill your desire to submit, maybe you don't need a man at all...maybe you have what you need right under your roof.
Evesub: But even if I wanted to submit and I am not saying I do, although I have come more than once thinking about it, how would I even begin. It's not like I can say, um Kaylee will you dominate your Mother.
MsAnn: Agreed, that would be a bad plan. But I can help you!
Evesub: You can?
MsAnn: Yes, you are not the first woman to come to me wanting to submit to her daughter.
Evesub: Really?
MsAnn: Yes. I assisted another woman, from the UK, a couple years ago and now she is a live-in pet with her daughter and husband.
Evesub:No way!?!
MsAnn: WAY!
Evesub: What would I do first?
MsAnn: You start small.
Evesub: How so?
MsAnn:You start doing small things for her.
Evesub: Like what?
MsAnn: Well you compliment her.
Evesub: easy enough.
MsAnn: You bring her things like food and drinks. You pretty much become her maid.
Evesub: I already am her maid!
MsAnn: Well, now you enhance the servitude.
Evesub: OK.
MsAnn: Also, you start wearing just a robe when you get home.
MsAnn: Not a terrycloth one either, but a short silky one.
Evesub: Ok...wouldn't she think that was strange? I am more a get home, get in pyjamas kind of girl.
MsAnn: She might, but that is ok. Remember you want to submit to her so you must fit into the part by acting like the sub you want to be.
Evesub: Understood.
MsAnn: Wait on her.
MsAnn: When she gets used to this then we will move on to stage 2
Evesub: Stage 2?
MsAnn: That is for me to know and you to find out once stage 1 is done.
Evesub: Yes, Mistress.
MsAnn: Soon, you may have your real own Mistress...a live-in one at that. How convenient.
Evesub: We will see. Not sure she will go for it.
MsAnn: If she is a real domme, she will go for it, but because you are her mother she may be tentative at first. It will be more work than a normal submission.
Evesub: K...I will obey your suggestions.
MsAnn: Of course, you will, kitty.
Evesub: I need to get back to work.
MsAnn: Go. Keep me up to date.
Evesub: Of course...
I logged off and contemplated Ann's advice. Everything she suggested was simple, although the robe was a bit much. I decided for the next few days I would attempt to wait on her every whim, and dress each day a little more provocatively. Looking at the clock, I had a couple of hours before she would be home, so I went and changed into a different outfit. I got out of my comfy home wear and into a black skirt, pantyhose and a white blouse that showcased my still at forty firm 36C breasts. I looked in the mirror and decided to let my hair down, my blonde hair cascading down my shoulders. I put on lipstick and make-up, something else I never did when lounging around at home. Once done, I finished laundry and cursed that I had washed all my daughter's soiled underwear when I suddenly had an urge to smell her intoxicating scent again.
Finally, I sat at the keyboard and wrote a new chapter about weakness and how my protagonist could use his enemy's weakness to make him submit...of course not in the same sort of devious sexual debauchery I had in mind.
I had written three new pages and was pecking away on a fourth when the door opened and closed and my daughter, still in her cheerleader's outfit, arrived home.
3. THE FIRST STAGE
"Hey Mom," she said, flipping her shoes off and collapsing on the couch.
"Hey, darling," I replied, "you look exhausted."
"It is a sauna out there today," she answered, "I thought I was going to pass out."
I went to the couch and sat down beside her. Realizing this was an opportunity to start my seduction of my daughter toward my ultimate submission, I asked, "Would a foot massage help?"
She looked at me surprised, since I had never once offered such a thing, but she wasn't one to say no to such an offer and turned and placed her legs and feet on my lap. "Oh yes, I would love one."
As we watched a rerun of 'How I Met Your Mother', I slowly massaged her feet. At a commercial break she asked, "Why so dressed up?"
I shrugged, "I think I am going through a mid-life crisis. I felt like I needed to look good, even though I haven't left the house all day."
"You look nice," my daughter complimented.
"Thank you, Kaylee, you always look beautiful," I replied, attempting to compliment her.
She smiled, "I know. I am ridiculously hot."
"Agreed," I smiled back.
I continued the massage for a few more minutes as Kaylee relaxed and closed her eyes occasionally letting out a soft moan. Knowing I was giving her pleasure gave me a chill up my spine. Eventually, she said, "I need a shower. Thanks for the foot massage."
"Any time," I replied, hoping she'd accept my offer again.
I went to make supper, and contemplated what I should do next.
The next week, I did as Ann suggested. I ended up giving her a massage every day when she got home from school, I brought her drinks while she was watching TV, and continued to compliment her. I could tell she was confused by this new attention, but she seemed to like it.
When she was at school, I went to her laundry basket and pulled out her most recent pair of panties. Each day the scent was slightly different, but each one had my pussy tingling. I pleasured myself every day on my daughter's bed while using her panties as an aphrodisiac. Each day my orgasms got longer and more intense and my fantasies of submission became more elaborate.
Evesub: I have served her for a week.
MsAnn: How so?
Evesub: Massages of feet. Bringing her drinks...etc...
MsAnn: How about a full body massage?
Evesub: Not yet. I have also worn somewhat sexy outfits each day
MsAnn: No robe?
Evesub: Not yet.
MsAnn: Do it tonight! Is that understood?
Evesub: Yes, Mistress.
MsAnn: Good, then come see me and we will begin stage 2.
Evesub: Yes, Mistress.
MsAnn: And no panties under your robe.
Evesub: What?
MsAnn: You heard me!
Evesub: Ok?!?!
MsAnn: Good night.
Evesub: Night.
I sighed, but did as told. I showered ten minutes before I expected her home so that it was logical to have a robe on.
When she got home she collapsed on the couch and snapped her fingers calling, "Mom, foot massage time."
Already she felt entitled, and I could already feel the traditional mom-daughter power hierarchy shifting. It should have frightened me, but instead it made my pussy wet. I sat on the couch and she instantly plopped her feet onto my lap.
I obediently took her foot and began the massage, this time moving my hand to her calf and rubbing slower. I suggested, taking a risk, "Your muscles seem tight, sweetheart. Do you want to go upstairs and I can give you a full massage?"
She looked at me with a surprised look on her face, but agreed. "That sounds wonderful."
Once in my room, I suggested she lay on her belly. She did and I crawled on top of her, my naked pussy only inches from her body. The next twenty minutes I massaged her neck, shoulders, back, lower calf, feet and finally her buttocks.
She asked, "Mom, what are you doing?"
"Just doing a thorough job," I replied, acting innocent.
"Well, that you are doing," my daughter replied.
A couple of minutes later, my daughter got up and said, "Thanks Mom, that was amazing."
I stayed in my robe and made supper. It was Friday night so she got dolled up and came downstairs in a black skirt, matching pantyhose and a vintage 80s t-shirt.
I complimented, "You look amazing, dear."
"Thanks, Mom," she replied.
"Don't do anything I wouldn't do," I teased as she got ready to leave.
"And what would that entail?" she shot back.
"Oh, your Mother used to be a bit crazy too, you know?"
"Reeeeeally," my daughter responded, having piqued her curiosity.
"Yes, reeeeeeally," I mocked. "I was once a teenager too."
"I suppose you were," she joked, "although I can't imagine you as any sort of rebel."
"Well, one day I will tell you stories that will have your head spinning," I teased.
"I will take a rain check," she smiled, giving me a hug that seemed just a tad longer than our usual mother-daughter hugs.
"We'll see," I teased back.
Her dominant tone, breaking through just a bit, she said, "You can't just throw it out there and not be willing to tell all, Mommy."
I shrugged, attempting to be aloof as my daughter disappeared out the door.
Five minutes later I was logging into my computer.
Evesub: I wore the robe and gave the full body massage.
MsAnn: And...
Evesub: And she allowed me. She seemed to think it was odd, especially when I massaged her ass.
MsAnn: Did you do anything naughty.
Evesub: No. L
MsAnn: Good...you can't move this too fast.
Evesub: Agreed.
MsAnn: Where is she now?
Evesub: Out with friends.
MsAnn: You are ready for the second stage.
Evesub: Thank you, Mistress.
MsAnn: Ask her to help you pick up clothes to wear.
Evesub: Like go shopping?
MsAnn: Yes.
MsAnn: Tell her you are ready to start dating again, but you don't even know where to start to be fashionable.
Evesub: LOL. That would be true...I wouldn't have a clue. I am still stuck in the 80s.
MsAnn: Then you can tell her how much of a help this is.
MsAnn: And in doing so tell her how much you like her doing this
MsAnn: After a few times tell her that you would like her to pick them out on her own and you will wear what she picks out
Evesub: slow self manipulation
MsAnn: yeah
MsAnn: start giving her more control over you
MsAnn: if she brings it up tell her the truth...how much you love having her do things like this
MsAnn: it will bring you two closer
MsAnn: This stage can all include asking her if you can do different things
Evesub: like?
MsAnn: like does she mind if you run to the store
Evesub:?
MsANn: and does she want anything while your out
Evesub: aahhhh
MsAnn: but start asking her if you can do different things
Evesub: like
MsAnn: letting her stay up longer and get away with more things
MsAnn: maybe having her call you Evelyn and not mom
Evesub: OK
MsAnn: but give her a little more control each time
Evesub: yummy
MsAnn: her ideas will override yours
Evesub: Ok...
MsAnn: Then we get to the final stage...stage 3.
Evesub: It is the weekend, I will ask her if she can go with me tomorrow or Sunday.
MsAnn: Good kitty
Evesub: Meow.
Evesub: I am so horny.
MsAnn: Go get a toy from your daughter's special box you told me about and get yourself off thinking about what you want to become...need to become...MUST become!!!!
Evesub: Yes Mistress
I texted my daughter: "Honey, want to go shopping tomorrow?"
She texted back: "What for?"
I replied: "I need a new wardrobe!"
She answered: "Sounds fun!"
I scurried into my daughter's bedroom and first went into her laundry basket. I pulled out some fresh panties from my daughter's laundry and felt her dampness still in them. She had clearly pleasured herself before going out. Had that been because of my massage? Oh, I hoped so. I placed them on the bed and went to her walk-in closet. I rifled through her box, grabbed the strap-on dildo, and returned to her bed. I envisioned myself being in the same submissive position Chloe had been just a week ago. I sniffed the panties and wanted to drown in her scent. I don't know why I did it, but I put the panties on my head with her sticky crotch plastered on my nose and mouth. The look would have been mortifyingly inexplicable if someone were to walk in on me, but all I cared about was pleasing myself. I got on all fours and fucked myself awkwardly, imagining it was my beautiful 18-year-old daughter wearing the strap-on pounding me from behind. I was encased in her delightful scent, and I began lapping her leftover sticky residue like a puppy cleaning a dinner plate. The talk with MsAnn, mixed with the thought of submitting to my daughter, mixed with the panties on my head was too much and I came like the slut I wanted to be in only a few minutes. I collapsed on my daughter's bed, the toy still in me, as I allowed the orgasm to make its way through my body. Time stood still as I imagined the submission...complete utter submission. I dozed off eventually, still with my daughter's panties on my head and her toy in my cunt. I looked at the clock. It was after 12:30 her curfew was one. I frantically got out of her bed, cleaned the toy to hide any evidence of my indiscretion and went to bed an anxiety-riddled mess.
Ten minutes later, I heard the door open and I let out a huge sigh of relief at how close I had come to being caught. How would I have explained that? My horniness calmed, I suddenly wondered if I was ready for what I was currently considering. Once I followed through, there was no turning back....
4. THE SECOND STAGE
I woke up early, showered and waited, shaking anxiously about shopping with my daughter. Being Saturday, Kaylee didn't wake up till after ten. She came down in her flimsy robe and my mouth suddenly watered. I asked, "So how was last night?"
"The usual. A lame party. Lame boys trying to feel me up," she flippantly replied. I poured her some milk and handed her a plate of her favourite chocolate chip pancakes.
Throwing it out there, I replied, just inches from her perky breasts, "I can't even remember the last time I was felt up."
"Mom," she gasped.
"What? It's true."
"I just assumed you got your nookie while on the road," my pretty daughter wrongly assumed.
"I wish," I sighed dramatically, "I think I may actually have cobwebs on my cunt."
Kaylee actually sprayed milk out of her mouth. "Oh my God, Mom. TMI."
"TMI?" I asked, confused.
"Too much information," she replied.
I shrugged, "I apparently better get some soon or I may turn into a lesbian."
"Oh Mom," she said her facial expression briefly one of curiosity before she shifted to all sweet and supportive, "You are a very beautiful woman."
"As if?"
"You better be. I look just like you," she teased.
"Well when you put it that way," I smiled back.
The rest of breakfast was about prom and her upcoming midterms. Finally she said, "Give me half an hour and we are going shopping."
"You still want to?" I asked.
"Well, apparently I need to help my mother get laid."
"Oh my God," I gasped.
"It's OMG," she corrected.
"What is?" I again asked confused.
"OMG is Oh my God," she replied smiling, "I need to teach you a lot."
She disappeared to get ready and I cleaned up, my pussy tingling and all my reservations fading with it.
Kaylee grabbed the keys, grabbed my hand, which made my pussy get excited instantly, and led me to the car. The whole drive she gave suggestions of things to try and stores we would go to. I had no idea what she was talking about most of the time and I didn't recognize half the stores.
We arrived and I followed her into the mall and into a fancy, yet clearly younger type, store. She went to the back and right to the skirts. She grabbed a plaid skirt and handed it to me. "Go try this on Mom."
"Yes, honey," I replied, trying to be submissive, without being obvious.
As I was changing into the skirt she tossed over a white blouse that looked a size or two too small. I got dressed and looked in the mirror. I looked ten years younger. I looked sexy. I looked kind of slutty. I walked out of the dressing room and my daughter said, "Hmmm, Mom you look absolutely sexy."
I blushed, swimming in the compliment of the daughter I wanted to submit to. "Thanks, sweetheart. You have amazing taste."
"I know, I really do," she said, with a smile.
"Can we get some more and a few outfits for when I do book tours?" I requested, like a daughter would a mother.
"Sounds like a plan," my daughter smiled.
The next three hours included a dozen stores, a couple dozen new outfits and two thousand bucks on my credit card. I thanked her profusely for all her help and for spending the whole day with her old bag of a mom. She replied that I was still pretty hot for an old bag. I hit her playfully, pretty excited by the progress made. I gave her a big hug, lingering longer than I usually do before returning to our car.
The next week I dressed at home in outfits she had chosen. Getting ready to leave for a brief two day speaking engagement I asked Kaylee, "What should I wear for the meet and greet?"
"Do you want to look professional or sexy?" my daughter smiled, teasingly, something that had become more common of late; subtle, yet clear, sexual innuendo, each sending a tingle down below.
"Both, of course," I quipped back.
She went to my room, me following behind her, and she quickly pulled out three outfits. "Each of these showcases your sexy body, Mom, but is not outwardly slutty." She paused, "Of course, you can wear stockings instead of pantyhose and the things I gave you to feel sexy underneath your semi-sexy business wear."
"Thanks, honey," I said, again pulling her in for a hug.
"You're welcome, Mom," she repeated, her hand on my sides, her fingers just barely touching my ass.
I paused, before attempting another shift in our relationship. "Honey, you are an adult now and I would like you to call me Evelyn."
"Really?" she asked, clearly surprised.
"Yes, Kaylee. I don't want our relationship built anymore on the traditional mother-daughter hierarchy. If anything, sometimes you should be in charge."
"What do you mean?" she asked, her head seeming to be spinning in circles.



"Well, your fashion sense for one. You have rekindled my feeling of sexy, something that had flamed out years ago."
"Well, Evelyn," she began, seemingly already revelling in the shift, "with me at your side I will make you sex-a-licious."
"Just like you," I flirted.
***
I returned from my trip, again early, hoping and praying to catch her in the act again, but was disappointed to see she was not home. I felt I was definitely ready for the third stage.
5. THE THIRD STAGE
My daughter showed up early in the morning and stopped dead in her tracks when she saw me in the kitchen making breakfast.
She stammered, "Y-y-you are home early."
"And you are home really late," I countered, all Mother like.
"Um-yeah, I stayed the night at Chloe's," she admitted.
Deciding I too could play the sexual innuendo game, I replied, "Hmmm, were you making her sin?" I also allowed my robe to open a bit, allowing my daughter a look at my creamy white skin.
Her face went beet red and I knew she had again been playing with Chloe and that she noticed my so-called accidental showcase. She admitted she was still tired and was going to bed and I waited till she left to log on to my computer.
Evesub: You there Ms. Ann?
I waited impatiently for over an hour, before MsAnn responded.
MsAnn: Sorry, just getting ready for work. Are you ok?
Evesub: I am ready for stage three.
MsAnn: U r, r u?
Evesub: We went clothes shopping, she picked them all out for me, etc. I have her calling me evelyn...I think I am ready.
MsAnn: Ok...
MsAnn: You must now tell her that you trust her and you will now wear whatever she tells you to
MsAnn: and while all of this is going on you will be telling her how much you want to be like best friends and talk to each other
Evesub: Smart...I think I have already implied that
MsAnn: You will tell her some things about your sex life
MsAnn: And you will say words like fuck, cunt and tits
Evesub: Oh my, not sure I could say such words to her
MsAnn: You will!!!
Evesub: Yes, Miss, but how does one eventually cross the threshold?
MsAnn:?
Evesub: I meant how will she know I am willing to submit to her...MY DAUGHTER???
MsAnn: well once you started talking like friends and she's picking out your clothes you can then tell her how much you love being told what to do ( don't say by her ) just that you love it
Evesub: Right
MsAnn: You will tell her you like having others control you how good it makes you feel
MsAnn: How happy you are that she's doing this for you
MsAnn: She in turn will most likely ask you to start doing other things real small at first
MsAnn: But you will do them anyway
MsAnn: And act pleased to do them
MsAnn: Let her know how happy you are to do things for her
Evesub: Ok
MsAnn: You can make the comment how much you like having her tell you to do something
MsAnn: Maybe tell her to not ask you but just tell you
MsAnn: Then it's just a matter of time
Evesub: Wow
MsAnn: This always works...
MsAnn: I'm a student of human nature
Evesub: I am so wet now!
MsAnn: Come for me slut. Right now.
Evesub: I am rubbing myself.
MsAnn: I need to get to work...good luck slut.
Evesub: Yes, Mistress
Evesub: And thank you!!!
When Kaylee got up, I told her, "It really has been great spending so much time with you, Kaylee."
"You too, Mom," she smiled.
"It's just, I don't have a lot of friends, to talk to," I sighed, "and I haven't been fucked in so long I think my cunt may not work anymore."
"Mom," my daughter, mock gasped. "Such language! I should take you over my knee."
I responded quickly, "That used to get me so turned on when your Dad was still around."
"Really?" my daughter asked, surprised, but seemingly very curious.
I blushed red, realizing how much I was voluntarily sharing with my daughter. "I-um-I mean, all my characters are strong females, real feminists and sometimes at home I just wanted to be treated like a...." I paused purposely, my daughter listening intently, before finishing, "slut."
"Oh my God, Mom," my daughter replied.
I apologized, "I'm sorry dear. The last thing you need to hear about is your Mother's lack of a sex life. But I really have no one else to talk to."
Kaylee gave me a big hug, her hand definitely lingering on my ass this time, "Mom, you can tell me anything. And our next goal will have to be to get you laid."
My red face went redder and after she let go of the warm embrace, I asked, "Will you choose what I wear each day?"
"What?" she asked, taken back by the question.
I kept my head down acting sheepish. "It's just since you help me with my clothes I have felt more sexy and confident. While at my conference I was giddy with excitement at how naughty I was underneath even if no one else knew and well, every morning I sit in my room humming and hawing what to wear, it would be so much easier if it was a decision I didn't have to make."
A spark lit in my daughter's eyes and she answered, using my first name this time, "If you want me to, Evelyn. But be warned, I will probably push you a bit in out of your conservative style."
"Push away, Kaylee. I am your Barbie Doll, dress me as you please," I answered, giving away power piece by piece.
Kaylee paused a second thinking before she spoke with a smile that hinted at something more, "Oh, this will be fun."
Every day for the rest of the week, Kaylee laid out my clothing for me. While nothing was overtly slutty, each was definitely sexy and used to showcase my body. It was both exciting and liberating to allow such a choice to be made for me. Each day when I was dressed, Kaylee would assess my outfit and give me a compliment, which only enhanced my eagerness to submit to her unconditionally.
Over the next few days she also began asking me to do more things including:
-bringing her drinks...including a beer once
-asking me to massage her feet every night when she got home
-asking me to paint her nails (both feet and hands)
-asking me to go to the mall and get her some make-up when she ran out.
It was clear I was her personal servant, her maid, and I loved it. It was then that she pushed it even further.
She said, "Evelyn, please come to my room."
I followed her into her room, where she rifled through her closet until she found a leather black skirt. She ordered, her tone not dominant, but a command nonetheless, "Get undressed, Evelyn."
Although excited to obey, I acted nervous, as I slowly took of my t-shirt and jeans.
"The panties and bra too," she instructed.
My hands were now shaking out of excitement, as I unclasped my bra and slid my panties off.
"Fuck, you have an amazing body," my 18-year-old daughter complimented.
I blushed, "But my tits already sag a bit."
"Oh Mom, your tits are deliciously perfect," she said, walking over with the skirt.
Continuing the critical assessment of myself I said, "And my ass used to be my best feature."
My daughter now behind me, put her hands on my ass and said, "Oh Mom, it is still one of your best features."
"You think so?"
Her warm breath on the back of my neck, "Oh, I know so."
"Now help me get this skirt on you," she suggested. Slowly like a meandering snake, the skirt slowly moved up my legs, her warm breath hitting all over me. I wanted to beg to be her slave right then and there, but knew I had to be patient.
"What about panties?" I asked.
"At home, you will not wear any underwear," she informed me, the power shift moving up one more level.
"Ok," I instantly agreed, too willingly.
She went to the closet and returned with a white t-shirt. She handed it to me and said, "Put this on."
"Isn't it too small?"
"Maybe," my daughter shrugged, realizing that while I was seducing her, she was seducing me.
"Ok," I replied submissively, "I trust you." It was a struggle to get on, but once on it held my breasts firmly and you could easily see my nipples through the fabric.
My daughter smiled, staring at my two protruding nipples in the thin white fabric. "You look fabulous."
"Thanks," I replied, acting shy and self-conscious.
My daughter, playing right into my hands, complimented me, "You look absolutely delicious."
I blushed again at the thought of being her snack. Continuing my transition to sub, I asked, "Since you did so much for me, can I do anything for you?"
"Sure," she said, stripping out of her sweats and t-shirt. "You can help me get dressed. I have a date."
"With who?" I asked.
"That is for me to know and you to find out if you are good," she teased.
We were both playing into each other's hands. "I will always be good," I answered.
My daughter stared at me a second before asking, "Could you get me my plaid skirt, my knee high socks, and a white blouse?"
"Yes, darling," I replied, quickly retrieving the requested garments.
"Can you put the knee high socks on for me?" she requested, sitting on the edge of her bed.
I subserviently dropped to the floor at the feet of my daughter and obeyed her request. Looking up, I got a good look at her panty-covered crotch, her pussy lips outlined slightly. She seemed to notice me looking, but didn't say anything. Once both were on, she continued testing me, standing up, "Can you take off my panties? They are pretty soiled already."
I wondered why they were already soiled, but reached up and pulled down her panties, now facing her shaved pussy, a slight glean making my mouth water.
My daughter asked, "Why is your cunt not shaved?"
"I haven't shaved it since, well, since Dad was still around," I admitted.
"Hmmmm, don't you think you should?" she asked.
"I don't know," I hesitated.
"You should do it, Evelyn," she suggested.
"I don't know. I am not good at making decisions. When I was married to your dad I just did what he told me."
"Really?" she asked, surprised by my declaration.
"Yes," I said, pausing, before asking, "I really liked you telling me what to wear. Will you, um, can you, will you tell me what to do? I really like it."
"You do?" she asked.
"Yes, Kaylee, I think I need to be told what to do. No, I know I do," I admitted, looking up at my hopefully soon-to-be Mistress.
A smile crossed her face and she demanded, "Do it, Mom. I expect your cunt completely shaved when I return from my date," she demanded, her tone sending a shiver up my spine.
"Ok," I agreed instantly, but shyly.
"Good," she said, stretching, her perfect body showcased. A smirk on her face, she asked, "Why are you staring?"
I looked away and said, "I wasn't staring, it's just you have a beautiful body and I am envious."
She grabbed the blouse and put it on and said, her tone implying I was the obedient daughter and she the controlling authority figure, "Be a good girl and do as you are told, Mommy."
"Ok," I said, still on the floor with her soiled panties still in my hand; being called Mommy again was a new twist in our relationship.
I watched her leave and didn't move, my pussy so wet I had to take care of it. As soon as I heard the door close, I fell onto my back and put her panties to my nose and began to rub myself. Wanting even more to taste my daughter, I put her panties on my head so the sweet scent was plastered onto my nose and her crotch was at my mouth. As my fingers danced inside my cunt, I licked my daughter's wet panties and drowned in her intoxicating aroma. I fantasized about being my daughter's unconditional slave, her pet, her property.
My orgasm was building like wildfire as I moaned, "Yes, Kaylee, yes...."
So close to bliss, I heard a voice penetrating the fog of my arousal that had shrouded all my senses. Suddenly feeling a hand on my arm, I jolted back to reality and heard the shocked voice of my daughter, "Mother!!!!!"
I opened my eyes and quickly pulled my fingers out of my cunt and pulled my daughter's soiled panties off my head. I stammered, "K-K-Kaylee, I-I-I can explain."
Her shocked look turned to a smile. "You can, can you? You can explain why you are wearing my panties on your head while fingering yourself on my floor calling out my name?"
I had nothing to say.
My daughter looked down at me, she said, "You saw me and Chloe, didn't you?"
I nodded yes.
"And you want to be a slut slave just like her, don't you?"
I again nodded yes, shame and excitement colliding inside me.
"You want to be your daughter's sub, don't you, Mommy?"
I again nodded yes, but looked away.
"Look at me, slut!" she demanded.
I instantly looked back into her eyes.
"You understand, I expect utter obedience at all times," she explained.
I again nodded in agreement.
"Our whole mother-daughter relationship will change."
I whispered, "I understand."
She looked at the clock and sighed, "Unfortunately, your training will have to wait. I expect your cunt to be shaved clean by the time I get home. Is that understood?"
"Yes," I whispered.
"Good," she smiled, turning to leave. Stopping at the door, she turned back to me and said, "Oh, the things I plan to do to you, Mother."
As a trillion filthy ideas flowed through my head, she turned and left, leaving me a bundle of anxiety and excitement. Still horny as hell, and no longer able to be any more humiliated than I just was, I put my daughter's panties back on my head and rapidly brought myself to an earth-shattering climax.
Obeying my daughter, I went to the bathroom and shaved myself. It took forever, but soon my cunt was as bare as the day I was born. I then waited and waited and waited for my daughter to return home.
After midnight, I received a text from her: Slut, I will be home soon, I expect you naked, on your knees, in the living room. Do not disappoint me.
I quickly went downstairs, discarded all my clothes, and fell to my knees waiting for my daughter and whatever was to happen next. The excitement of the unknown overtook any anxiety I was feeling. I wanted nothing more than for my daughter to own me. I waited almost twenty minutes, standing up twice to stretch my weary legs, before I heard the key in the lock.
My daughter walked in and as soon as she saw me a smile crossed her face. "Good pet," she purred.
She walked over to me and patted my head. She sat on the couch and asked, "So Mommy, what made you want to submit to me?"
I attempted to answer. "I-I-I-I...."
"Spit it out, Mother," Kaylee impatiently snapped.
"I don't know. I just, well, after seeing you and Chloe, I kept dreaming of being Chloe. I couldn't even begin to comprehend how Chloe ended up being your slave, yet more than anything I wanted to be your slave. I found your toy stash and your soiled panties and got myself off fantasizing about being your pet, although I never thought it would actually happen."
There was a long silence as she processed this answer, before she finally said, "I am just realizing something."
"What is that?" I asked.
"You were trying to seduce me to be my slut."
I didn't respond.
"Weren't you?"
"Yes," I admitted.
"Fucking crazy," she said to herself, before instructing, "Crawl to me, Mommy."
I obeyed, each inch closer to her an inch closer to making my fantasy a reality. Once at her feet, she said, "Massage my feet, my pet, they are killing me."
Silently, I obeyed her order, massaging her feet as I had been doing so many times of late. I took the odd glimpse between her legs, eager to get a look at her pussy, but the angle did not give me a good look. I massaged her feet for what seemed like an eternity, but was probably no more than ten minutes before she said, "Wait here, Evelyn."
Still on the floor, I waited for whatever my daughter had planned. Another eternity seemed to pass before my daughter returned to the living room completely naked except a strap-on cock.
She asked, "When was the last time you sucked cock, Mommy?"
"A long time," I answered.
"Let's rectify that," my daughter smiled.
I crawled over to my waiting daughter and took her plastic cock in my mouth. The taste was not great, but the thought that I was obeying my daughter was a major turn-on and I could feel a wetness begin to leak between my legs.
"Do you want your daughter to fuck your cunt, Mommy?"
"Yes," I admitted, wanting nothing more.
"Say it, slut," my daughter demanded.
"Please, fuck your Mommy, make me your slut," I begged eagerly.
"Turn around Mommy," she ordered.
In Olympic speed, I turned around offering my pussy to my daughter. I think my daughter was as eager to take control of me as I was to be controlled by her. She plunged her cock deep into me in one big push forward. My wet cunt easily allowed access to the toy and I moaned loud and thanked my daughter. "Oh god, thank you Kaylee, I needed this so fucking bad!"
She slapped my ass and said, "Oh Mommy, this is just the beginning. You will become a well-trained, perfectly obedient sub."
As she thrust her cock in and out of me, our bodies colliding with each forward thrust, I moaned, "Oh yes, Kaylee, I am yours, I have wanted to be yours since the second I saw Chloe between your legs."
"Don't you mean Mistress?" she asked.
The thought of finally admitting that she was my Mistress was thrilling and I eagerly admitted the reality of the situation. "Oh yes, Kaylee, you are my Mistress and your Mom is your pet, oh God, keep fucking me, I am so close."
She asked, "And you want to come?"
"Desperately," I admitted, through whimpers of pleasure.
"Beg, Mommy. Beg for permission to come from your daughter."
My brain shut off and my cunt turned on, as I pleaded, "Oh God, Mistress, may Mommy cum. Please let Mommy cum, she needs to soooooooo bad. You got Mommy's cuuuuuuuunt so fired up, I will do anything for you!"
"I want you to cum exactly on ten, Mommy slut," she demanded.
"Oh God, kkkkk," I moaned, unsure I could hold back even ten more seconds.
"Ten," she said, thrusting into me at full force, as I let out a load scream.
"Nine," she counted down, pulling back out.
"Eight," she teased, before I leaned back taking my daughter's cock back in my fevered cunt.
"Fuck Mom, you are one horny little slut," my daughter teased, as I fucked myself on her dildo.
"Yes, your slut, Mommy is your slut," I moaned, the orgasm beginning it's inevitable tingle.
"Seven and six," my daughter rapidly fired out.
My moans got louder as my orgasm built and I desperately tried to last until the magical number one.
"Five, Mommy-slut," my daughter announced.
"Oh god, yeeees," I mumbled.
"Four, Mommy. Don't you dare come early, Mommy or you will be punished," my daughter warned.
I whimpered the thought of being punished an odd turn-on.
"Three, my cunt. I can't wait to make you the dyke whore you crave to be, Mommy."
I was bouncing back on my daughter's cock like a dirty porn star, my moans mimicking the slut sounds a porn star would make. "Oh God yeeeees, Kaylee, make me your slut."
"Two, Mommy. I want you to come the moment I say the next number," my daughter explained.
I could no longer hold it back and I screamed and collapsed forward, "Fuuuuuuuuuuuck."
"Bad Mommy-slut," my daughter said clearly disappointed by my weakness, as she watched her Mother quake and shake on the floor. She explained, "You wanted to be punished, didn't you Mommy?"
"Nooooooo," I argued, by body still in utter bliss.
"Well, you must have...how else can you explain coming before you were told?"



"I couldn't help it, I couldn't hold back any longer," I weakly defended, my body a pile of mush.
She took off the strap-on and tossed it on the couch and said, "You just lost the privilege to taste your daughter's delicious cunt; a cunt so appetizing dykes beg to taste it every day; a cunt that the sweet, virgin Reverend daughter Chloe now worships every opportunity she has. But you will have to earn it, by being a good girl, a good Mommy-slut."
"Yes, Mistress," I replied, feeling guilty for disappointing her and disappointed to not be allowed to yet taste my daughter's pussy directly from the source.
"Follow me," she ordered.
Still in orgasm mode, I crawled weakly and wobbly as she led me upstairs and into my bedroom. She slid under the covers and tossed me a pillow and a thin blanket. "You may sleep on the floor tonight for being such a bad girl, Mommy."
Silently, I made myself a bed on the floor, in my own room, in my own house, while my daughter, my Mistress now, slept comfortably in my warm bed. I replayed the night in my head and although shame lingered on the outskirts, the completion of my utter submission to my daughter is what kept me warm.
6. A NEW BEGINNING
I woke up the next morning and a flood of memories from last night returned. I had submitted to my daughter...completely. Nervously, I sat up and saw that my bed was empty, but there was a note on my pillow. I reached for the note and looked at the clock. It was 11:36 the next day. I had just had my best sleep in a long time on my floor.
I opened the note and read it.
Mom,
It is the morning after...a morning where you may regret the decision you made. That is why I am giving you an out. If you want, we will pretend this never happened and go on our lives as a traditional family hierarchy: you the Mother and me the daughter.
If this is what you want...STOP READING NOW!!!
Signed your loving daughter...
On the other hand, MOMMY-SLUT, if you want to become my unconditional, COMPLETE, sub...my pet, my slut, my obedient slave...well then follow these instructions:
1. Move all your clothes and items into my room and move mine into yours...clearly the Mistress of the house should have the biggest room.
2. You will be naked in the house at all times...but may have a robe near the door in case company arrives unexpectedly.
3. You will address me as Mistress at all times when we are alone and whenever else I tell you to
4. There will be no hesitation to my orders...any such hesitation...even the slightest...will result in a punishment
5. You will only orgasm when you have asked and received my permission.
If you agree to these 5 conditions (and many more that I will add as time goes on), I expect you to go into my room and on my bed I have left you a present. I expect it to be inside you all day, turned on low, until I get home. You may not come, I want you on the verge of orgasmic bliss all day as you anticipate the beginning of your training as the Mommy-slut you are about to become...a training that will bring you pleasure you can not even imagine (although I am guessing you have been imagining it for a while...haven't you MOMMY-SLUT?)
Now obey, like a good pet...
Signed your dominant daughter Mistress.
I would like to pretend that I spent hours deliberating on the options before me, or that I just outright said no and returned to the traditional mother-daughter relationship that I had had for over 18 years, but that would be a lie.
Of course, I did exactly as instructed walking into my daughter's room, grabbing what I would later learn is called a vibrating egg. I looked at it briefly, confused how to turn it on. Once I figured out how to turn it on, I put it in my already wet pussy and began the task of switching bedrooms.
It was going to be a long day trying to complete my daughter's task to not orgasm and to keep the teasing toy inside me without underwear...but the excitement that filled me with knowing my long time fantasy had came true and that I was about to begin my training to me a perfect sub for my daughter was all that mattered.
I accepted that the old me, the prim-and-proper repressed me, no longer existed and that my life completely revolved around the wishes and desires of my 18-year-old daughter...my 18-year-old Mistress.
The End...for now?
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Summary: A proud black MILF is gradually dommed by a racist white coed.
WARNING 1: This story includes politically incorrect terms (chief among them the infamous N word, and unlike the term of ironic respect it's used as in my stories about whites submitting to blacks, in this story it's used as it commonly is by racists, as an epithet). If such words or concepts offend you, please do not read any further.
WARNING 2: Personal Reflection: I have many kinks. Among them, I love the thought of my being seduced and used by a younger woman; I love the idea of submitting to a black man or woman (ideally both); I love the thought of utter submission. My point is twofold:
1. Fantasy is exactly that... what someone fantasizes in the dark subconscious kink of their inner being isn't their real life...it shouldn't be taken as a reflection of who the writer really is.
2. Having or telling stories of naughty interracial fantasies does not make the fantasist a racist. Although I'm expecting to receive comments calling me one (I am not; if anything, I'm the opposite: enthralled by the thought of submitting to a black man or woman). Yet I am telling this story from the point of view of a black woman, using racist language and a sordid history to portray a vivid and, I hope, realistic downfall of a strong black woman, and how this downfall ultimately satisfies her inner needs; although admittedly most people's inner needs are far different from hers.
So please read this lengthy tale with an open mind, an open heart and an open libido.
NOTE 1: As I write this note during a revision in early 2019 (with updates to make the political situation 2019 and not 2012), I've written a good number of fantasies about a younger black woman dominating an older white woman. I didn't hold back on the white woman's humiliation. Now I'm writing a story from the opposite point of view and I won't pull any punches this time either. So with the assistance of a fan who requested the story, one of my current editors, and some fresh thoughts and insights I've developed during the past seven years, this is my attempt to revisit a story about a middle-aged black university professor who is blackmailed into submission by a dominant white student.
NOTE 2: This story could fit a variety of Literotica categories including Lesbian (because the story is about a black woman who becomes a lesbian slave to a younger college girl), Incest (because there's a lot of implied incest early on and actual incest later), Group Sex (because later sex scenes include expanded collections of participants), Interracial (because it's primarily a story about a black woman and a white Mistress), Mature (because the main character is a beautiful 40-year-old MILF), Anal (because there is a fair amount of backdoor sex), Exhibitionist and Voyeur (because the protagonist is forced to do things in public, as well as in front of and for groups of people), First Time (because our lovely professor is a lesbian virgin when the story begins), NonConsent/Reluctance (because Felicia initially submits to the powerful white seductress very reluctantly), Toys and Masturbation (because throughout the story both are featured), BDSM (because there are many levels of BDSM in the story), Fetish (because of its multi-layered kinks: panty-sniffing, stockings, golden showers, etc.), Mind Control (because of the domination at the core of the story) and Novella (because of its length).
NOTE 3: A special thanks to Vanessa for the many email exchanges that guided this story. A second special thanks to Estragon, who accidentally inspired the story's beginning with an email he sent me containing an article from a well-known academic journal.
NOTE 4: As always, a million kisses and thanks go to my editors for this story as it went through many drafts and changes: Vanessa, LaRascasse and Estragon for the original version of this story in 2012, and Tex Beethoven, for helping me give it a fresh coat of polish in 2019.
EDITOR'S NOTE (from Tex Beethoven): I think it needs to be said that in writing this story Jasmine Walker has done a courageous job of exploring a controversial subject: Racism. Racism as it affects the journey of a naturally submissive black woman who, unlike most people, requires to be controlled and humiliated in order to achieve sexual fulfillment. In my view, the heart of racism is how it dehumanizes the 'other' by concentrating on a single facet of who they are... their physical appearance... and proclaiming that facet to be the only one that matters. In that sense, this complex novella is far from being racist. It should be added however, that some of the characters in this in-depth tale, principally Ms. Madison Adams, are extremely racist, and they don't hesitate to flaunt their twisted views and to act on them. But every good story needs villains, and without these racists strutting their stuff, the main character, Professor Felicia Jefferson, would have neither a tale nor a journey. She is the true focus of this story, and she is the person we learn about in depth and learn to care about.
Deconstructing the Professor: A Novella
1. THE N WORD...a prologue of sorts
Setting the tone for a class of students is critical, especially in college. Most students don't want to be there except as a means to an end, and in today's information-now world, a professor mustn't just be an old-school lecturer. We must be engaging; we must be controversial.
So a couple of weeks into my freshman class on Race and Ethnicity, I usually drop the bomb on them by striding aggressively into the classroom from the doorway, without pause approaching the board and writing the word Nigger on it. The response is always the same: horrified gasps followed by utter silence. I wait, still facing the board, arms by my side, feet spread somewhat, letting the objectionable word and the silence linger. Finally, I turn to face them and ask a group of sixty freshmen, mostly white, with a few Asians and on this occasion three blacks, "Who can say the word Nigger?"
Silence lingers throughout the room. Sixty students' eyes are fixed on the forty-year-old female professor with unmistakably black skin who has just asked them the most controversial question imaginable.
When no one answers, I go through a lengthy history of the word's significance during America's time of slavery and the racist reasons it's been used for well over a century since, and its continuing impact on Black identity.
The history lesson now done, I re-ask the question, "So I ask you again, Who can say the word Nigger?" I scan the room, gauging the reaction of my students, almost all of whom are still stunned.
A black girl, Carrie, a jock attending on a basketball scholarship, finally breaks the lengthy silence, "Black people can."
I smile, because that's always the first answer. I push, "Why only Black people?"
She responds boldly, "It's clearly racist if any other race says it. But if a Black person uses it, it's usually okay."
"I see," I say thoughtfully.
Mike, another black student, adds, "I'm Black, but I would never use such a word. Its very existence is an insult to our race, our history and how far we've come."
"Interesting," I agree, but attempt to push the envelope, "but what about some thoughts from our other races?"
Finally Emily, a shy blonde girl, puts up her hand and whispers, almost embarrassed to speak, "I could never say the N word."
"Why?" I probe.
She looks around the room. "It would offend someone: guaranteed."
"But don't many words offend people?" I ask.
"I suppose," she whispers, wishing she hadn't spoken.
I break eye contact with the embarrassed girl and continue, "There are many words that offend people. For example, who has used the word faggot?"
A few brave students shamefacedly raise their hands.
"Queer?"
Again a few raise their hands.
"Dyke? Bitch? Whore?" I give them the list.
Miko, an Asian student who has spoken intelligently on almost every issue during the first two weeks of class, speaks up, "Those are all offensive, but they aren't racial words, they're sexual ones. If the N word is offensive, which it is, what about the words Chink or Gook?"
I nod my head, "You're correct. They too are offensive and could easily be included in this discussion. But for now, let's not complicate things and stick to the one term: Nigger."
A student, who's never opened his mouth in class before, a nerdy looking white boy, is the first student to use the word, "It's 2019, and the word Nigger is just as offensive as the other words you mentioned."
"Agreed," I say, but continue to push their thinking, "yet no one refers to faggot as the F word, although I guess there's a different F word, isn't there?'' This gets a solid laugh from the class and seems to relax them just a bit. "My point is, the word Nigger is in a category of its own, isn't it?"
Madison, a very pretty blonde, asks, "Professor Jefferson, even though you initiated it, isn't our even having this conversation an insult to you personally?"
"What do you mean?" I ask, knowing full well what she means.
"Well, the use of the word Nigger," she says, her voice stressing the word, "is clearly offensive when said by a white person in the presence of a black person, regardless of the context."
I smile, attempting to distance myself from the word. "I don't enjoy hearing the word used, even by my fellow blacks, or the way black stand-up comedians like Chris Rock and Eddie Murphy use it so liberally for laughs, but in a classroom discussion like this, the word takes on a different context. One where hopefully the word can distance itself from the negative connotations it's historically symbolized. Today we're not calling anyone a nigger, we're discussing the connotations and the etymology of the word."
I notice an odd smile cross her face, one that I can't read. My reply to her question seems again to lighten the tension in the room, and the conversation becomes freer and less halting. For the remainder of the period the discussion continues with more students responding, and one more student actually using the word itself. Most continue to call it the N word and even then they look down, avoiding eye contact with me when they refer directly to the taboo word.
The conversation evolves into clothing and fashion and I point out, "There are two polar opposites of appearance and the impact it has on black image. For one, I dress a certain way to create a persona that will be taken with respect. A respect that is much harder for me to earn than if I were the same age, similarly educated, but white. On the other hand, the rap culture, gangsta rap and the glamorization of thugs, pimps and hoes to the cultural mainstream, manifests another image. In reality the vulgarization of popular culture, and the sexual objectification and degradation of females, goes back through the history of blues, rock and roll, and R&B."
After a few more minutes of frank discussion, as students debate who is to blame for today's excessive sexuality, Madison asks another question. "Professor Jefferson, is that why you always dress so properly? To appear more like you're white?"
That surprises me, but I've thought about this and I explain. "Not to appear whiter, but to be seen as an equal to whites. How one dresses defines, at least in some respects, who one is."
Madison reflects on this briefly before saying, "So how does what I wear define who I am?"
I pause, knowing some of my potential answers could be very judgemental. "Well, as young adults, you tend to dress casually, because in this school that's the norm, and you'll be less likely to be judged."
"But you're judging me right now," she points out.
"Touché," I reply, "but only because you asked the question. The point I'm attempting to make isn't about you personally, but that how you dress as a reasonably typical student is part of your culture. Students in general dress casually at school because that's the norm, yet those same students will dress much more provocatively when they go out to a party."
"Fair enough," Madison agrees, before adding, "but the stereotype you just created isn't based on race."
"True," I conclude, "but the end result is that, even as an accepted member of this faculty, I feel that as one of the very few black professors at this college, it's important for me to dress the part."
"Even though your husband doesn't?"
I look up, as does my class, not knowing who said that, except it was a male. I explain, not fond of the way this conversation has begun focussing on me personally, "Well first of all he's my ex-husband, but we won't go into the details of that. Secondly, you have just helped me make my point. As a white professor, and a male, Professor Hamilton doesn't need to earn respect the same way I feel that I do. I know that may sound sexist and racist, which is how it might be taken, but I'm trying to be totally honest with you."
"But Conner doesn't try to make a statement, he just is who he is," the same voice explains, and now I can see who he is. I recognize him as a player on our basketball team, a team my ex assistant coaches. I'm immediately envious of the first-name familiarity this student has with my ex. I try to brush the jealousy away, but my hatred for my ex nevertheless bubbles just below the surface.
With only a few minutes left, I hear Emily arguing with Madison. I ask, "And what seems to be the problem?"
"My sister won't even utter the word Nigger, even after the conversation we've just been having," Madison explains, revealing a new piece of information to me. Although they both have the same name, their very different demeanors had me assuming they were cousins at the closest.
Emily, her voice slightly shaky, "It's not that I'm incapable of saying the word. It's that I refuse to say it. The word is offensive to many people, and thus I won't say it... not ever."
Madison, glaring at her sister, her tone now angry, threatens, "We'll see about that."
I smile at Emily's stubborn morality; I respect it. She understands who she is and isn't giving ground even when being pressed by her clearly dominant sister. "Of course," I explain, "racism is much bigger than just the use or non-use of a word. I've met many people who demonstrate racism towards the black race or toward any race for that matter, even though they never use that word. The word, like many others, has evolved into a derogatory term, and it's my guess that stigma will never change, even centuries from now."
"Exactly," Emily agrees, glaring back at her sister.
Madison adds, "So if I say Nigger I'm racist, and if I don't say Nigger, I may still be racist."
She's now liberally using the word Nigger, and I try to get a grip on the conversation. "No, that isn't the message I was trying to get across. I was simply implying that the exercise of racism is much wider than whether a person uses such a derogatory word or not. The high incidence of white policemen shooting and killing unarmed black men and boys is patently racist, just to give one example."
Emily, now on a roll, as if she's trying to stand apart from her overbearing sister, continues, "Plus, I like the way you dress, Professor Jefferson. I don't see it as being about race, but rather about respect and authority. You command our respect in part by how you dress. When professors come to class wearing shorts and flip-flops, I have a hard time taking them seriously. All I do is wonder why I'm paying four hundred bucks to take a class with someone who doesn't take their job seriously."
Madison, her face getting redder, clearly not accustomed to being contradicted by her sister, says, "So Professor Jefferson is a better teacher than Mr. Hamilton because she dresses better?"
"Yes," Emily confidently says. "And that's regardless of which of them may be smarter or better educated. If I don't feel a professor is worth listening to, I won't learn as much from them."
"So you stand against using the word Nigger because it's racist, but you have no problem judging a qualified professor based on his dress? How hypocritical."
I break into the sisterly disagreement. "I think we're getting off topic. And I definitely don't want to get into a conversation about the quality of our professors based on clothing. Regardless of our disagreements, I have no doubts about Professor Hamilton's competence."
Madison, ignoring my attempt at closure, pushes the envelope some more, "If Professor Jefferson weren't here, and there weren't any African American students in the room, I'm confident that many people who're here right now would have no problem using the word Nigger. Some would even use it in a blatantly racist way."
"I wouldn't," Emily counters.
Madison keeps going, her words dripping condescending superiority, "Oh I know you wouldn't. But I know that many in here would. I've heard the word used hundreds of times in my life."
Looking at the clock, I decide the point has been made and I wrap up the discussion. "Our time is almost up. I hope you understand the primary point of this lesson. Every one of us comes from different pasts, from different histories, and our pasts and histories have helped us develop our values and beliefs. And as we move forward in this course, you'll all need to be able to be aware of your personal values while respecting those of others. It's a given that the word Nigger will always be offensive when it's used in a derogatory context. But it's only through respectful discussion that we can ever move forward."
I dismiss the class and watch as Madison and Emily leave, arguing all the way up the stairs. I consider intervening, but it isn't my place. This may be my classroom, but their lives are their own.
When I look back now and try to pinpoint when my fall began, it always comes back to this lesson. I didn't know it at the time, but from this moment on, Madison's respect for me had dwindled. Going forward, she always looked at me smugly, and I always felt like she was assessing me in a way I couldn't explain at all.
Oddly on occasion, Madison would pop up in my dreams. I never remembered them completely, I never do remember much about my dreams, but I did retain the memory of her always being in control, always smiling smugly, and always flaunting her superiority over me. Looking back now, clearly this was my subconscious warning me of what was to come... but I missed it completely until it was far too late.
amiH
2. A SHORT HISTORY OF MYSELF
To tell my story, my unbelievable story, my fall from grace, my complete and utter humiliation, my loss of dignity and... paradoxically... my ultimate complete sexual satisfaction, I must inform you about who I am as a person.



My name is Felicia Jefferson, a surname that goes all the way back to an ancestor's white master at least 160 years ago. I'm 40, 5'6" tall and my figure is 38D-28-40. My large breasts have been the center of many people's attention since I became a teen. They're both a blessing and a curse. I work out regularly (have for decades), both for stress relief and to keep fit, so I'm firm and in pretty good shape, if I do say so myself. I have some sag and jiggle of course, with gravity and three kids, but I look younger than my age. I have large brown eyes, naturally long lashes, prominent cheekbones, and large luscious lips that all my men have loved. I keep my hair unnaturally straight, but its natural black (no tints or dyes), shoulder length (professional styles; as I said, not with its natural tight curls, but no weaves, braids, dreads, or the kind of curls many other women favor). I have chocolate brown skin (not milk chocolate, but pretty dark), smooth skin with a few wrinkles but not many age wrinkles (just crow's feet), no stretch marks, dimples in all four cheeks (face cheeks and ass cheeks), and no cellulite. In truth for my age, I'm told I'm still very attractive, although I haven't ever felt that I was since my second divorce and a subsequent relatively long dry spell.
The dry spell was for a variety of reasons, but the main two were because of my professional career, and how my upbringing still held me back from being remotely outgoing, at least socially; I was perfectly capable of holding my own in a classroom setting. I was raised to be a prim and proper girl, a black girl living in a white man's world. The early blossoming of my chest had brought me tons of unwanted attention, and I won't even begin to go into the details of the sexual harassment I endured beginning at puberty. I learned to hide the curves of my body as best I could and to focus on my studies, because I was determined to become successful. So I became a compulsive over-achiever, a workaholic with the tendency to take work and myself too seriously, always restless to test myself at something new, thus sacrificing my personal relationships. I always felt I had to prove myself.
I'm a professor, specializing in gender and race/ethnicity studies. I also have a law degree, I've worked both in the State Attorney's and Public Defender's offices, both briefly, as well as for a non-profit firm, partnering with two other female attorneys. I also worked for my first ex-husband's law firm while teaching part-time at a small law school. Branching out, I obtained my Master's and Ph.D. in Sociology, then began teaching at a liberal arts university and finally got tenure a few years ago. I now head the race/ethnicity division of the Gender Studies Department, where my more recent ex still works, ironically under me except when he's coaching sports.
I come across as rather stern, prim and proper and dress that way too, for the most part. I wear business suits with matching jackets and skirts (rarely dress pants, or even pants of any sort, mostly skirts and dresses, none of them too short or tight) and mostly standard, basic colours (black, grey, tan or cream; nothing too bright, loud or garish). Even most of my undergarments are rather staid, at least by today's standards. Basic colours again, mostly white and black, a few mauve and lavender. Like my outerwear, no prints, or loud or garish colours. I do have some push up bras, and even some demi-bras, half-cup, shelf cup, I'm embarrassed to say, mostly gifts from ex-husbands before we parted ways, or to cater to their tastes for lower cut tops or dresses that revealed some cleavage. Which was also the reason for the few thongs I still own, along with two garter belts (white and black), and lace-top thigh-high stockings. I must confess that I hate pantyhose and have worn the stockings to avoid them when not going bare-legged. I have some black slips and white slips (full and half) for my business suits and some dresses, but most of my panties are either white bikinis or white briefs (and several granny style).
Due to my stuffy professional persona, my sexual experiences as an adult have been very restricted. I was morally rigid and sexually frigid with both of my husbands, with very limited dating before, between or since my marriages. In retrospect, such a standoffish attitude was at least partly to blame for the collapse of both of these marriages.
At forty, I had long accepted myself for who I was, and I didn't expect to change. I'd tried to be more open with my second husband, I'd tried to let go of my insecurities and my feminist boundaries, an odd contradiction I know; but in the end I'd never been able to free myself from the invisible chains holding me back... until along came Madison.
3. OUT OF THE BLUE
I was teaching a class on cultural patterns in the U.S. about a month after my N word lesson. The course analyzed many aspects of cultural diversity, in an attempt to break down racial barriers and to understand the difficulties that still exist in attaining true equality, regardless of the civil rights movement and eight years of our first Black President. The reality is, we're still a far cry from equality and from abolishing racism. Further into the first semester, we get into the nitty-gritty of the course. For example, I talk about rape and how it's all too often not perceived as a crime the way it should be, and that some countries actually encourage and justify rape, or at the very minimum turn a blind eye. I point out how defendants on trial for rape generally fare better with females on the jury, because female jurors are more likely to subconsciously decrease their fear of rape by looking for things the victim might have done to place herself at risk (where she was, who she was with, what she was wearing, all the 'she asked for it' bullshit). I also teach about how the rape of black females (or males for that matter) wasn't even prosecutable from the end of slavery (during slavery it often wasn't even frowned upon) through the era of the Jim Crow laws until later in the 20th century. This unconscionable bias is still reflected in even lower rates of prosecution for rapes of black women than the already shamefully low rates of prosecution on behalf of women generally.
The students' personal research papers, worth 30% of their final grade, are assigned halfway through the course and are due a month before the end of the term. The days after the papers were assigned, Madison Adams, a C student so far, and one who'd frequently challenged my lectures ever since the N word session, came to my office. Dressed in a casual t-shirt and jeans with her blonde hair in a ponytail, she informed me, her tone conveying her feeling of superiority over me, "Professor Jefferson, I want to do my paper on a rather intriguing, but potentially controversial topic."
I was curious, as I usually get the same generic essay topics. "What do you have in mind, Madison?"
"It's Ms. Adams, actually," she responded, a condescending look on her face.
"Sorry, Ms. Adams, then," I apologized insincerely, slightly uncomfortable and a bit threatened by this young, confident white student.
"That's better," she replied, her tone still conveying her opinion of a class distinction between her and me. "I want to write my research paper on Visual Sexual Harassment."
Unsure where she was going with this, I asked, "And how exactly do you define that topic?"
She explained, "After listening to all your lectures on sexual harassment, I've realized that many girls, especially young ladies like myself, are disrespected based on our good looks, and that staring, gazing, and leering constitute sexual harassment."
I was intrigued, thinking back to the way I'd been treated by men, mostly white men, ever since I was a young blossoming girl. I agreed, but warned, "Well, that's a very interesting topic, but finding some quality research on that topic should be very difficult."
She shrugged, her tone still displaying the vaguest hint of superiority, showing the upper-class white-girl snobbish mentality I'd experienced off and on for my entire life. "I already have some research under way."
"Okay, go for it, Ms. Adams, I'm looking forward to learning about your research."
"I just bet you are," she scoffed, and exited before I had time to process her implication.
After she left, I tried to figure out what had just transpired. Clearly she'd treated me with a lack of respect. I wondered if it was because I was black. Deciding the thoughts of one student shouldn't be... weren't enough to bring me down, I reflected on her topic some more. It goes both ways, I reflected. There are a surprising number of pretty female students who wear jeans and t-shirts to class except on test days, when they come scantily attired in mini-skirts and low-cut tops, even for female professors and even when the tests are machine graded. Setting heterosexual male professors aside, even for heterosexual female and feminist professors, it's difficult not to look. Your eyes just gravitate to what's being so provocatively placed on display.
My thoughts were disrupted by another girl, Miko Mora, a light-skinned Asian, who came in and asked if she could do her project on power based upon racial privilege and how it impacts the class system. Again, I was intrigued; I knew she was a very strong student, and her submission would be a good read, of which I got very few. Miko was also one of the prettiest girls I'd ever seen in person. An American-born Asian, with big eyes, big breasts and butt, rare in Asian girls, and long thick black hair. She had the body I wished I had, and the brains to go with it. She was also always smiling, and oddly she always sat with the rather dim-witted Madison, her polar opposite.
The very next day in class, I saw a new Madison who continued making her appearance over the next three weeks. Gone were the t-shirt and jeans she usually wore except on exam days, and instead she was always dressed in a micro-mini skirt and a low-cut blouse that did nothing to contain the movement or obscure the shape of her clearly braless breasts. She also now sat in the very front row flanked by her pretty girl posse (Miko, and Ashley Washington, a pretty, big-busted brunette). As I lectured, I was greatly distracted by the constant crossing and uncrossing of Madison's legs and how she deliberately let them wander apart and thus gave me plenty of opportunities to look up her skirt and see her sheer white panties.
I should note that I wasn't a lesbian or bi or even bi-curious in my first forty years of life. I knew when a girl was pretty, or noticed when a girl dressed like a slut, but that was about it. Such details created no particular stirrings in me. In reality, I was more jealous than anything. I was envious of girls like Madison and her I'm entitled attitude; she got whatever she wanted, while I had to work my ass off for every little thing.
My resentment was mixed with the fact that she evidently thought flashing me would somehow bolster her power over me. But what stirred my resentment the most was more about how her condescending attitude towards me brought flooding back my many levels of guilt. I know: it makes no sense, it shouldn't work that way, but just try arguing yourself out of your emotions. I've always suffered from multiple layers of shame and guilt. Guilt and shame created by any sign of increasing sag or jiggle. Guilt and shame as a feminist from feeling... whether I wanted to or not... so body-conscious and competitive with other women: black women, white women, and especially young women of any race in their teens and twenties. I felt envious and jealous in spite of myself, and even though I didn't consider myself as being on the market since I was still licking my wounds from my second marriage, I still felt envious and jealous about how I sized up against these young tarts (sorry for the attitude, I couldn't help it) as a sex object: breasts and butt, waist and legs, face and hair. This jealousy and envy was especially ironic given my relative lack of sexual desires. But my guilt and shame weren't only because of the ways I felt unattractive. Contrarywise, I also felt these same negative emotions because of the secret sense of pride I felt whenever a man did notice my body, because of the vapid vanity and inanity of it all.
Lastly, although I tried to push her out of my dreams, a recurring dream of Madison treating me as her personal maid began to play itself over and over during my nights. It was always the same: I was dressed in a slutty Halloween-ish maid's costume and forced to serve food and drinks to Madison and her other sorority girls. The dream wasn't ever sexual, just a clear-cut line between Mistress versus servant, White versus black, Aristocrat versus serf.
On the day the essays were due, I rummaged through the papers and was surprised to see that Madison hadn't handed in her essay. I shook my head out of a mixture of I should have known and disappointment, as I was curious to read her findings and her supporting arguments. I read a few papers that first night, and I was about to go to bed when I reached Miko's. I wasn't intending to read it as it was already past midnight, but the title page stunned me: My White Mistress: Understanding My Place.
Curiosity got the better of me and I flipped to the first page:
The history of female submissiveness in the Japanese culture is very clear. The woman is to be submissive and obedient to her father, to her brothers, and eventually to her husband. The American-born Japanese girl lives in two very contrasting worlds. On the one side, the Japanese daughter is expected to be loyal and obedient to her Father and to demonstrate her worthiness by being successful in school. On the other side, the Japanese teenager attempts to fit in with American culture and fads, a culture where academics are less important, and at least among her peers, shallow appearances are what define success. Attempting to satisfy two very different collections of expectations, most Japanese young women end up gravitating to one of the two extremes. Non-Asian people assume that Japanese girls in America have evolved and severed themselves from such historical submission... but in truth we have not, even though parts of us want to. As a result of being pulled in these opposing directions, the American-born Japanese girl often ends up never really finding her identity in the world. She has grown up trained to be submissive, but in today's America, extra-familial pressures tell her she should be aggressive and confident.
In my case and in some ways, growing up in America has made me into a girl without an identity or a culture. I'm no longer a stereotypical Japanese girl; yet I'm also not a truly American girl. This absence of a clear identity had me struggling all through my high school years. I was attempting to adapt myself to two worlds, but I felt that I was fitting into neither... and then... and then in college I met my Caucasian Mistress. It was only through complete submission to my Mistress that I have at last come to grips with who I am.
The rest of the essay was a mixture of the history of Japanese submissive expectations, and how such ingrained traditions made it impossible for an American-born Japanese girl (obviously meaning herself) to avoid being a submissive as well... regardless of her American birth certificate. She also alluded to her sexual submissiveness (without going into details, this was a term paper after all) and how through such obedience she'd found the equilibrium she had long searched for, and from the platform of such an equilibrium, she'd found her true identity.
As I read the lengthy essay, I couldn't help but feel my long-neglected vagina getting wet. I tried ignoring the temptation, but I frequently felt my hand involuntarily going to my vagina. I continued reading the naughty admissions of my strongest academic student. She paralleled her Mom's obedient behaviour towards her Father with her own submission to her Mistress. In conclusion, she reflected on how only through complete and utter surrender of her own sexual desires to her Mistress had she been able to accept herself for who she was, not only in the bedroom, but generally.
I had to admit, if only to myself, that I'd found her essay arousing. And I'd been stirred even though I hadn't been reading about sex exactly, but rather a well-written description of what Miko had thought and felt during the various stages of her journey. Once I'd finished reading her conclusion, I closed my eyes, and not because of any particular erotic imaginings, but rather from the intense emotions she'd evoked in me (I had no idea why), I brought myself to an intense orgasm, an orgasm that was finally released by an erotic image: Madison, together with her superior attitude, popping into my head just as the wave of pleasure crested through me, and her condescending smile sent my ecstasy cresting even higher.
As I caught my breath however, my frequent companion Shame made a reappearance. This time I was ashamed because of the impact that very personal essay had had on me, and because of my weakness to submit to my wanton desire. I shook my head and decided I wouldn't assess the essay tonight but would compose my comments tomorrow.
I tossed and turned all night, my head reeling from the revelation that Miko was a submissive lesbian. That night the maid dream replayed in my head, only this time it ended with me on my knees massaging Madison's feet while she watched TV. I awoke in a sweat, mortified by this subservient dream that kept replaying in my head, and even more mortified this time to feel a sticky wetness in my panties.
4. A POWER SHIFT
Once my class had ended the following day, I asked a still inappropriately dressed Madison to meet me in my office. She agreed, her condescending tone dripping with superiority, "Sure Professor, but not until after lunch."
I considered making a scene and demanding she meet me right then (the disrespectful bitch), but it seemed like a futile time for a pissing match.
I went to lunch myself before going to my office, went back to assessing the term papers, and was reviewing Miko's paper for a second time when Madison arrived.
She didn't knock but sauntered into my office a little after three, much later than I'd thought we'd arranged. She tossed me a paper and sat down on one of my two visitors' chairs.
I reached for the crumpled paper and shook my head. It was barely over a page in length, handwritten instead of typed, and with no references. I tried to conceal by contempt for her sloppy work while I read it. After all her argumentative talk in class, and her confidence in her topic, this is the crap she submitted? I was just finishing reading the strictly opinionated and diva-centered paper when I heard a thud. I looked up to see that she'd repositioned herself, and now had her three-inch heels resting on my desk and was leaning back in her chair.
I gave her a look that could no longer hide my disgust at both her behaviour and her essay. Her insouciant smile faded in a heartbeat and she asked, "You don't like my paper?"
"Well, Ms. Adams, the paper you've just turned in, and a day late I might add, isn't really what we discussed."
"I won't say this often as it's so rarely true, but you were right," she responded, tossing me a plum and insulting me at the same time.
"Excuse me?" I asked, taken aback by her straightforward admission.
Ignoring my shocked tone, she continued, "Finding litigation and case law focusing on visual sexual harassment was very difficult to find. But I assembled a plethora of personal experiences during the time I was gathering my data." I stood up, trying to restore the power shift that seemed to be swinging to this white girl's side. As soon as I did, I could see that her skirt was so short, particularly sitting the way she was, that I could see the tops of her thigh high stockings. She noticed my gaze, and smugly added, implying I was even now visually sexually harassing her myself, "And even as I speak, my evidence continues to pile up."



"Pardon?"
"You were just now checking out my legs, Professor Jefferson," she asserted confidently.
I stammered, trying to defend myself, even though I had no reason to be defensive, "I-I-I was most certainly not."
Smiling, she quipped, her tone speaking to me as if I was a child, "Come now, Professor Jefferson. I've noticed you checking me out ever since I began this experiment."
"I have not," I protested adamantly.
"Don't worry, Professor Jefferson," she continued, ignoring my protest entirely, "You aren't the only one who's been visually sexually harassing me." She let her heel fall to the floor. She asked, her tone that of a white Mistress addressing her maid, "Can you get that for me?"
Mortified, but not wanting to offend her, I walked over, reached down and retrieved her heel. I handed it to her.
"Could you put it back on, please?" she asked, her tone deceptively polite.
I don't know why, I knew this was a complete power play and that by obliging her I was giving into her little game, but my body was moving while my head was still considering the consequences. I touched her stocking foot and an electric spark slid up my back, surprising me completely. I hastily put the heel back on and retreated back to my desk, a location where I felt back in my comfort zone.
She smiled, "Thank you, Professor Jefferson."
"You're welcome," I replied, trying to get back to the topic at hand, her essay. "Now back to your essay."
She interrupted me, "Professor Jefferson, I need an A in this course, and thus also for this paper."
"How can I possibly give you an A, based on what you've handed in?" I asked, assessment being the only power card I had left.
"I get A's in all my other classes, and I've always gotten A's."
Even though she hadn't included it in her research paper, I knew there was some basis for visual sexual harassment creating a hostile workplace, including in the classroom. But if I gave her an A, I'd be devaluing the work her peers had done while writing and researching their papers. "I can't give you an A based on what you've submitted Ms. Adams, but I do think your topic has merit. I'll give you another week to write a personal reflection paper."
She shook her head in the negative and divulged, "Professor Jefferson, your staring, leering and panty-peeping has made me very uncomfortable in your class. Being treated like a sex object and being drooled over by my lesbian teacher was very distracting and..."
"I am not a lesbian," I interrupted.
Madison snapped, "If you don't mind, Professor Jefferson, I was speaking, and I'll thank you not to interrupt. Trust me, you are a dyke. You haven't stopped staring between my legs since I began this experiment. I bet you've even dreamed about me at night, haven't you?"
My face flushed, luckily since I was black she couldn't notice, and I stammered, "I-I-I have done no such thing."
She mocked me, "Y-y-you have done no such thing. Nice cover, Professor Jefferson. The truth of the matter is that the real reason I didn't finish writing my paper is because in class you treated me like a sex object, and I felt uncomfortable writing about you and your nasty thoughts."
Defeated and worried she could go public with her false accusations... she'd been flaunting herself flagrantly throughout her so-called experiment... that nevertheless were potentially damaging, I ended up giving her a completely undeserved A. "Fine, Ms. Adams, against my better judgement, I will give you an A."
She immediately stood up and proclaimed, "Thank you very much Professor Jefferson, I may reward you one day for your obedience."
Obedience? Before I could respond to her final word, she bounced to her feet and swayed her ass out of my office. (I'm sorry to be crude, but that's exactly what she did.) I left home early, furious at myself for being manipulated by this stuck-up, manipulative bitch. I replayed the conversation in my head and tried to see where it went all wrong. I decided to ensure I was never alone with her again.
That night I woke up in a cold sweat, my hand in my panties, the dream the same, but this time I was sucking Madison's stocking-covered toes while she told her friends about how I'd become her Nigger servant. (Her word not mine, except I was the one dreaming it.)
My dreams were getting more and more subservient, and this time hearing her call me a Nigger in front of Miko, Ashley and her sister Emily, was a mortifying new low. I tried to fall back to sleep, but my churning thoughts became obsessed with the humiliating way Madison was treating me, both in my dreams and in real life.
I promised myself I would have to talk with her and deal with this once and for all.
5. COLOURISM
I spent extra time getting dressed for my planned confrontation with Madison. I wore a black no-nonsense business suit with matching black stockings and garter belt. I felt both powerful and sexy; if nothing else, my altercations with Madison had awakened my dormant sexuality.
Topics that come up in my classes include race and gender stereotypes, and cultural differences in how sexual promiscuity is viewed between various racial and ethnic groups. Also, there is colourism, which means valuing not only white over black skin, but also lighter over darker skin. This social malady is virtually a cultural universal, common in Africa as well as in North, Central and South America, and even in Asia. It's also common within individual families of mixed race, including my own. This has been a particularly frustrating power struggle in my life with my three children. My students now knowing more about me as an individual, I discuss my children and our unique racial gradations in colour.
My oldest daughter LaKeisha (we always call her Keisha) is twenty-five. She's not related biologically to either of my ex-husbands: she was a product of my being raped by a black friend of my mother's. I don't want to get into it, but this traumatic experience played a pivotal part in my almost complete lack of trust or faith in the men I've loved, or who have allegedly loved me. Keisha has graduated from law school, has just passed the bar, and is working for a law firm that's hired exclusively by the NAACP. (She interned with them during the years she attended law school, so she's already been with them for some time.) It's a position, a calling even, that makes me very proud of her. Keisha is very similar to me both physically, with her dark black skin, and also in her personality. She's always been very studious and serious. She dresses relatively conservatively, and behaves a bit older-styled, kind of stuffy, again like me, compared to other women in her generation. Keisha is taller than me standing at 5'8", and she's slimmer and more athletic (she was on the track team and the tennis team in high school). She has a 36D bra size, and, though I'm don't know the numbers for her waist and hips, I'm sure both are narrower than mine. She's also a bubble butt like I am. Both her tits and ass are perkier and firmer than mine, no matter how much I work out, just because she's younger and more athletic. She also follows in her mother's footsteps by being self-conscious about how large her breasts are, a concern going back to middle school (like her mother, she developed before most of her friends... which was painful to watch since I knew how she felt... and she got embarrassed about bouncing and jiggling, even in sports bras, when she was running track or out on the tennis court).
While Keisha looks and acts amazingly like I do, the twins don't. They're a lot less serious and less driven than either Keisha or myself. They're spoiled (much more so than Keisha ever was), more than a bit bratty, with an entitled, presumptuous, rambunctious attitude, Nicole even more so than Nicholas. (He's always been fine with being called Nic, though Nicole has for years insisted on people, even family and friends, using her full name.). Both are eighteen, and, in contrast to me and their older (half) sister, are very light-skinned with virtually white (Caucasian) features. In contrast to Keisha, who always attended public schools, the twins always went to private ones, almost exclusively white schools, and have been thought of and treated as white by almost everyone. In fact, there have been many awkward occasions through the years when the twins' teachers, or their friends or friends' parents were astonished to discover that their mother and/or older sister were so unmistakably black, or they mistook me for my children's maid. Keisha and I have even on occasion have been perceived as a potential threat to the twins, as if she or I were from the ghetto, because of the contrast between their skin colour and racial features and ours. This sometimes error was all the more ludicrous given the way Keisha and I typically dressed, acted and presented ourselves, looking and talking like white people in all respects except for our features and skin colour. The twins' father is McMillan Forbes; he comes from big old white money, and thus the twins have always lived a rather easy life. He treated Keisha well too, but she always resented his white money and desperately wanted to make it on her own. So although it's never been discussed between my children and me, colourism has indeed played a major factor in my children's relationships in society and between themselves.
I gave the class time to read an article and discuss it in small groups until class ended. I chickened out and didn't confront Madison, and I returned to my office to assess papers.
That afternoon Miko knocked on my office door. I invited her in, and she cautiously entered with fear written all over her face.
"Miko, is something wrong?"
"No, ma'am," she almost squeaked, nervously.
Curious why she was here and even more curious about her essay, I probed, "What can I do for you, Miko?"
She refused to make eye contact when she revealed, "My Mistress ordered me to drop off a package to you."
I couldn't believe she'd said that: 'My Mistress ordered me to...' From her essay I knew she had a Mistress, and from their interactions in class I assumed that Mistress was Madison, but I couldn't see how any of this connected with me. "Your Mistress?" I asked.
"Yes, ma'am," she whispered, her cheeks flaming red with embarrassment. She opened her bag and timidly placed a medium-sized box on the nearest (to her) corner of my desk. Still not looking up at me she mumbled, "I have to go now."
"Would you like to talk about this?" I asked solicitously.
She shook her head in negation and bolted out of my office before I could probe any deeper into her embarrassment and shame.
I stared at the box for a few minutes, trepidation filling my soul. This package had to be from Madison. Partly because of Miko's behaviour just now, partly because of the way Miko always hovered near her shoulder, and partly because I couldn't fathom from whom else it could be.
I tried to focus my attention on an insipid paper by some rather clueless boy, until my suspense about what might be in the box finally pushed me to the edge. I reached across the desk for it and opened it. Inside was an envelope addressed to 'Professor Jefferson', and something else wrapped in tissue. I opened the envelope and read the letter.
Dear Professor Jefferson,
Your lecture today fascinated me. It proved all my theories about you to be true. You discussed earlier your reasons for dressing as you do, and I knew those reasons to be untrue, even though it's likely that you believe the fiction. I knew then that the reason you dress as you do is because you're attempting to be white; you wish to distinguish yourself from the rest of your race. You are ashamed, you've always been ashamed of your colour, and you're therefore jealous of white girls like me. You long for the privilege and the respect white women receive, and you attempt to achieve it by spewing your jargon of equality and racial understanding. Yet every time you look at your two white-appearing children, an (ironically) dark place inside of you burns in fury and jealousy at the privilege they receive automatically and without any effort, while you and your dark-skinned daughter have had to work for everything you have.
The irony of it is beautiful. You talk about colourism, yet you are yourself wilfully unaware that you're part of the problem, not the solution. You want to be white. You want to hide who you really are. I can see that this struggle to deny the truth about yourself is painful for you. So I am giving you a little present that I think will help you come to grips with who you really are.
Sincerely,
Your White Mistress
P.S. I expect you to wear this present to class tomorrow. Any disobedience will result in punishment.
I was aghast. I was appalled. I was mortified. Yet I was curious. I opened the rest of the box and was surprised to find a pair of white stockings, very nice ones. I pondered the significance of these stockings. Obviously, they were white. White stockings on black women are seldom seen except in porn movies. By wearing them, I would be agreeing with this girl's assessment of my basic motivations and my character. Anger burned inside me: at this condescending analysis, particularly one based on a lesson that was intended to point out the varying degrees of racism in society, not to provide someone with fuel for disparaging my approach to life. I cursed to myself. No longer in the mood to assess any papers, I went home.
That night after I'd simmered down, I tried to figure out what was happening. I was 99.99% sure it was Madison behind the whole thing. Miko hadn't ever said Madison was her Mistress, and Madison's name hadn't been on the letter, so until I was 100% sure, I couldn't go to the Dean. Yet just before bed, I felt my hands going into my school bag, taking out the stockings and drawing them onto my chocolate-skinned legs. Once they were on, I looked into the mirror and was drawn to the sharp contrast my black skin made with the white silk stockings. Unable to resist, I felt myself falling back onto my bed and my hand sliding down to my privates, which were surprisingly wet. Why were they? I couldn't figure it out. I closed my eyes and let go of all my questions and anger, and I pleasured myself.
As soon as my eyes were closed, Madison emerged in my fantasies. She had that ubiquitous smug look on her face as she beckoned me towards her. I brought myself to a quick but powerful orgasm. Once I'd come, I was furious with myself for once again being so weak. I'm a powerful woman. A mother who has raised three children, for the most part on my own except for some significant financial help from McMillan, primarily for the twins. I'm a woman who has overcome adversity to get my law degree, my Master's and Ph.D., and who is now a highly respected professor at a prestigious university. I was more determined than ever to deal with this once and for all. I pulled off the white stockings, this symbol of servitude, and tossed them in the trash. Content with my resolve to end this silly charade, I finished getting ready for bed.
That night though, no waking decision could resist the twisted dream that overcame me. This one was different from before. I was wearing all white: white stockings, white heels, white skirt and a white blouse. I also had a white collar fastened around my neck and was on all fours on a white leash, being led by a white woman dressed all in black. I never saw the woman's face, but her blonde hair, her voice, her confident, condescending and ruthless manner were unmistakable.
the woman's face, but her voice, confident, condescending and ruthless was unmistakable.
6. PANTY-SNIFFER
In open defiance to the so-called order from my wannabe Mistress, I wore dress slacks instead of a skirt. I arrived early and assessed a couple of papers before class. I was startled when I heard a knock on my open door. It was Miko. She was dressed all in white, and she looked sheepish.
I invited her in, and she sat down and asked, "Professor Jefferson, are you wearing your stockings?"
"No, Miko, I am not," I replied.
"Oh," she said, a fresh fear beginning to grow on her face.
"Why does that worry you so much, Miko?" I asked, genuinely concerned.
"Mistress will punish me if you disobey," Miko informed me, her eyes blazing with fear.
"Why?" I asked, shocked.
"I don't know, but she made it very clear that if I didn't convince you to wear white stockings today I'd be punished," Miko explained, once again not making eye contact.
"I'm sorry, Miko, I didn't even bring them to school."
Miko surprised me by reaching into her book bag and retrieving another pair of identical white stockings.
I asked, "How will she punish you?"
"I don't know ma'am, it's never the same," Miko whispered, her shame clearly visible.
"Miko, I don't know what to tell you. I can't wear the stockings or Madison will see it as my complying with her demands," I explained, throwing Madison's name in there to see if I was correct about the identity of her Mistress.
Tears began forming beneath the lovely Asian's lowered eyelashes as she continued gazing downwards. "It's okay, ma'am, I understand. You must do as you must." She was standing up to leave when I felt my heart breaking for her.
"I'll think about it," I promised.
She turned to me, a ray of hope in her eyes as she looked directly at me for the first time since entering. "Thank you, ma'am." She scuttled out as she'd done yesterday.
I looked at the stockings for a while, pondering what to do. I knew deep down that submitting to this task, no matter how trivial it appeared on the surface, would be acknowledging both my weakness and Madison's strength. On the other hand, protecting Miko appeared to be imperative. I closed my office door, removed my slacks, and reluctantly put on the stockings. My subtle victory, my statement that I wasn't rolling completely over, was that I was wearing pants. There would be very little evidence of my obeying this self-styled Mistress.
I had just finished putting my flats back on when I was again startled by a knock on my door. I opened it to see a wild-eyed Emily, Madison's younger sister. She darted into my office and urgently closed the door behind her. She blurted out, "Dr. Jefferson, please don't wear the stockings today!"
I looked down, directing her attention to the fact I was already wearing them.
Even more frantically she continued, "Professor Jefferson, you have to take them off. They're a symbol. A symbol of her power over you."
"But you're wearing them too," I pointed out. She was wearing a white outfit similar to Miko's.
"I don't have time to explain, but all her slaves are wearing white stockings today as a symbol of their obedience to her."
"To Madison?" I asked.
"Yes, to Madison. She's our Mistress, and her next target is you."
"But you're her sister," I pointed out, bewildered, my roller coaster ride of shocking revelations continuing.
"I know, I know, I don't have time to get into any of that now. If she knew I was in here warning you, she'd punish me like she did earlier in the term when I disagreed with her in class," she divulged, her body language conveying her nervousness.
"What can I do?" I asked, meaning how could I help her.
She walked over to me, fear in her eyes and insisted, "You can take off those telltale stockings. It's too late for me, but you can still be saved."
"But Miko was here earlier, and she said she'll be punished if I don't wear them."
She sighed, "Figures. I'm sure we'll all be punished if you don't obey her, but that's our problem; we got ourselves into this irreversible mess, you didn't."
"How many of you are there?" I asked, curious.



"Too many," she answered vaguely. "Anyone you see wearing white stockings in this heat today will be one of her slaves. She's pretty much unstoppable. But I like you, Professor Jefferson. Once she gets hold of you, there'll be no way to stop her, no way to save you. You'll become a slave just like me and Miko," she warned.
"A... slave?" I questioned, dazed by her frank prediction. Obviously, the term carried forbidding connotations for a person such as myself. It was remotely possible that I myself was a descendent of slave-owner Thomas Jefferson by way of one of his own possessions.
She nervously glanced at her watch and pleaded, "For your own sake, Professor Jefferson, take off those stockings. Don't give in."
I opened my mouth to respond, but she yanked open the door and fled my office. Checking the time, I realized I had only fifteen minutes until class: I didn't have much time to ponder this decision. Clenching my jaw in determination, I closed my office door one more time and taking Emily's warning seriously, I removed the stockings. I felt bad knowing that Miko and Emily would be punished, but I thought that by protecting myself, perhaps I could find a means of saving them. As I undressed and dressed again, I wondered what being a slave to Madison was like. Was it just her bossily ordering people around, making them do her laundry or file her nails and such, or was her dominance sexual as I'd originally assumed? Madison wouldn't have sex with her own sister, would she?
My brain muddled, I rushed to class and arrived a couple minutes late. Sitting in the front row on each side of Madison, all in white, were Emily and Miko. Dressed all in black was Madison. Madison's eyes bored into me as I reached my podium. I hoped the podium and the dress pants might keep her unsure of whether I'd obeyed her command. I lectured for the day on the glacial-speed transition of women into positions of power. I discussed Mother Theresa, Margaret Thatcher, Hillary Clinton, Sarah Palin and Michelle Obama, among others. I talked about a future time when a female could lead this great country, and of a time when women would be paid the same as men in all professional and nonprofessional fields. It was a powerful lecture, and throughout it I attempted to avoid eye contact with Madison.
The four posse girls (Ashley was also with them, dressed in her usual casual jeans and t-shirt) were the only ones in the front row I realized, and I couldn't suppress a gasp when I noticed that both Miko and Emily had their panties down at their ankles. I didn't think anyone else could see this exhibitionist display, but both girls' faces were ruby red, and unlike anyone else in the class, whose eyes were more or less on me but frequently wandered, these two were continually staring at me. I could see the pleading in Miko's eyes and felt horribly guilty. I finally made eye contact with Madison, who smiled and nodded her head in the affirmative, I assume implying I was to lower my panties as well, which was ludicrous and given that I was wearing trousers, impossible. I looked away, I flushed, and stammered on about the class' assignment. Their assignment was to present on Monday (today was Thursday), a two-minute presentation on a woman who either had or was still having a major impact in the world. Of course, they couldn't use any of the examples I'd discussed today in class.
I dismissed the class and refused to look towards Madison and the girls while I seated myself at my desk and bundled up my lecture notes. I pretended to be busy, even as I heard the clicking of heels approaching me.
I finally looked up and saw both Miko and Emily standing in front of me, the rest of the room empty. It was impressive how quickly a group of students could exit a room. I wondered where Madison had gone, but was grateful that she was.
Emily approached my desk and dropped her white panties onto it. "Mistress Madison thought you would like my panties." Her face was still ruby red, and she whispered so Miko couldn't hear, "Good job, Professor Jefferson. But she's furious, and she'll redouble her efforts to get you onto your knees begging to be her slave. So stay strong."
She turned and left and Miko came up to me. She went further than Emily by placing her white panties in my hand. "Mistress Madison insisted I give you my wet panties. She made me masturbate before class, so there's cum in them." Her humiliation burned through her very being, and she walked away as well.
Once both girls were gone, I looked at the two pairs of panties, the only difference being that Miko's had a pink waistband. I got the panties out of sight, surprised by how wet and sticky both felt, stuffing them in my pocket. I rushed back to my office, fear of being caught with students' panties dominating my thoughts. Once in my office, I hid the panties in a desk drawer and pondered what to do next. I now knew for certain that Madison was the Mistress, but I still had no evidence to prove to a third party that she'd written the letter, and I was certain there was no way her submissive slaves would rat her out.
I tried to get Madison and the girls out of my head by marking a couple of papers, but my focus on them was nonexistent and my eyes kept going to my drawer. A sweet scent lingered on my left hand from when I'd touched the tainted panties, and it was tempting me in a way I'd never before been tempted. I was not a lesbian. I'd never found a girl sexually attractive. Yet I was powerfully drawn to smelling Miko's and Emily's cum-filled panties. Knowing they had come because of me (not because they felt attracted to me necessarily, but because Madison had told them they'd be presenting me with the fruits of their climaxes), that knowledge somehow made the thought of their scent more erotic and more difficult to resist. Finally, figuring that by smelling them I'd be disgusted and could move on, I extracted the two pairs of white underwear from my drawer. I gazed at them as if I'd never seen panties before, like they were alien artifacts. I finally took Miko's panties and brought them to my nose. Instead of the pungent, urine-like smell I'd expected, the scent was sweet and enticing. Now curious for a comparison, I took Emily's cum-drenched panties, which were substantially wetter than Miko's, and took a deep sniff. The aroma was so entrancing that I continued holding her panties an inch from my nose. I allowed the powerful, erotic, sinful smell to linger in my nostrils. I felt a subtle tingle down below, the slight spark I'd been ignoring all day.
I went back to Miko's and compared the two quite different, yet equally pleasant, scents. Suddenly, being pulled in, I wondered what their juice would taste like.
With Emily's panties in my hand, no longer in control of my explorations, I brought them to my mouth. The taste, a mixture of cotton and exotic fluid, was surprisingly appetizing. Without even being aware I began sucking on them, retrieving Emily's sticky juice from these stained panties. Suddenly becoming aware of what I was doing, I dropped the underwear on my desk. What am I doing? Mortified, I dropped both pairs of tainted panties back in my drawer and took a deep, steadying breath.
Desperate to clear my head, I went to lunch.
Throughout lunch I attempted to come to grips with what was happening to me. My dreams were pulling me deeper into Madison's grip. The panty-sniffing I'd just done was a wake-up call to a weakness in myself I 'd never known about. All that said, while I ate my overpriced soup and sandwich, I felt a craving to smell those panties again. I continued to try and push the sinful thought out of my head, but it kept creeping back in, each time becoming harder to push away, harder to resist. I considered taking the afternoon off, but I was worried about someone somehow finding dirty underwear in my desk drawer. I needed to discard the girls' underwear, but I wasn't sure how. I finished my lunch and headed to my Thursday afternoon fourth year class, which was a three-hour, once-a-week seminar with twelve students. Today's discussion was about Ending Poverty in America. Surprisingly, my grad student assistant Eleanor was absent, which was very unusual. We were fifteen minutes into our discussion on how racial bias has been and still remains a major barrier to overcoming poverty in America, when the door opened, and Eleanor crept in wearing white stockings; her face was flushed and her hair was tousled.
She apologized, "I'm sorry, Dr. Jefferson, I was tied up in a lunchtime meeting." She hastily took her usual seat beside me at the round table. Seeing the significant white stockings on my nerdy grad student was one more unexpected shock. Eleanor was the epitome of a shy nerd. She wore overlarge glasses, her hair was in a ponytail, and she always wore long flowery dresses. I'd imagined that even though she was in her mid-twenties, she'd never even had a date, and now she was outing herself (to those in on the secret) as a slave of Madison's.
I wondered how the assumedly eighteen-or-nineteen-year-old Madison (I later learned she was twenty) had gotten this twenty-five-year-old to submit. It seemed even more impossible than every other revelation I'd encountered recently. How had they even met? They wouldn't be in the same circles: Eleanor didn't even run in a circle. These and a hundred other questions ricocheted around my head. The seriousness of my current predicament became more vivid.
"Professor Jefferson."
"Professor Jefferson."
"Professor Jefferson, are you okay?"
I felt a tug on my sleeve, and I was brought out of my stunned stupor. I stammered, "S-s-sorry, I zoned out there for a bit."
"What were you thinking about, Professor Jefferson?"
"Nothing," I retorted defensively and got back on track, leading the class in our discussion. Although I remained slightly distracted, the next hour went by fast and furious as the students bounced around idea after idea about ending poverty. I was rejuvenated by their passionate, exciting, and naïvely optimistic ideas.
I ignored the periodic vibrating of my phone during our brainstorming session. Only my kids and Eleanor knew my cell number, so I assumed it was something trivial, like it always was with the twins. So once we'd hit a lull in our brainstorming, I suggested we take a break and come back in fifteen to create a hypothetical strategic plan. The group left and I checked my phone. When the first image popped up, I dropped the phone! It was a picture of Eleanor tied up. I picked up my phone and scrolled through the rest of the pictures, which had been sent from a number I didn't recognize. There was Eleanor kissing a black-stocking-clad foot, presumably Madison's; a picture of Eleanor sniffing a shoe; a picture of Eleanor with black panties in her mouth; a picture of Eleanor naked, her breasts surprisingly large; a picture of Eleanor tied to a bed with a pussy straddling her face, the black stockings in view, but not showing enough to identify Madison, with the text, This is why she was late. She was all tied up!!!
The class began gradually making their way back into the classroom, chatting and checking their cell phones. Eleanor didn't arrive until the last second, furtively, and she completely avoided eye contact with me.
Attempting to ignore the naughty images burned in my brain, I launched the second half of class. Time seemed to stand still as the students worked in two groups, and I went back and forth between them. Eleanor assisted the two groups as well, shying away from me as much as possible, but otherwise not showing the slightest acknowledgement of her naughty secret. The class ended and I asked her to remain behind.
Once all the students were gone, I was blunt: "Eleanor, how did you end up in this predicament?"
She looked directly into my eyes and played dumb, "Professor, I have no idea what you're talking about."
I pulled out my phone and showed her the pictures. She went as white as the stockings on her legs. She stammered, "I-I-I, oh my God, I can't believe she took pictures!"
"Madison?" I asked, wanting confirmation.
She avoided answering the question directly, although her expression answered it for me, "Mistress was disciplining me in an attempt to add you to her harem of subs."
"Her harem of subs?"
"Yes, I'm sorry Professor Jefferson, but she's determined to recruit you."
"How many... subs?... are there?" I asked, trying to get a better grip on the scope of Madison's web of debauchery.
"I don't know, at least a dozen."
"A dozen!" I gasped.
"Probably more," she added.
"What can I do to help you?" I asked.
Madison's voice interrupted our conversation from the doorway, "Slut, get over here, now."
Eleanor blushed and immediately rushed over to Madison. Madison winked at me and said, ignoring the obvious tension, "See you in class tomorrow, Professor Jefferson." She possessively took Eleanor's hand and led her out. I was left speechless. I also felt a damp spot in my underwear. I couldn't remotely understand what had gotten me horny, but the slow burn was becoming harder and harder to ignore.
Just as I was getting ready to leave, Madison returned, startling me again. She tossed me a pair of pink panties that splatted on the table in front of me. "I think you'll enjoy Eleanor's soaked panties, too. Be a good girl and someday maybe you'll get mine."
"Madison, stop this," I ordered, my voice sounding strong and determined.
She glared at me.
Realizing I'd called her by her first name, and that I'd already lost a bit of my power just because of my outburst, I continued more placatingly, "I'm sorry, Ms. Adams, but this game of yours has got to stop."
Her cold glare faded, and a devious smile replaced it. "Oh, Dr. Jefferson, we're just beginning to play."
Before I could respond she was gone again, leaving me even more rattled. Not wanting soiled panties to be found sitting on the table in a class I'd just taught, I picked them up, and was surprised by how wet they were.
Madison peeked her head in the door yet again, a smile on her face as she saw the panties in my hand, which I quickly dropped, and demanded in a loud voice, "And I fucking expect you to be wearing white stockings tomorrow, Professor Jefferson."
Just as quickly she was gone, and I shoved the wet panties in my pocket. Shamefully, I felt my own panties getting wetter against my will.
I returned to my office and pulled the panties out of my pocket. I couldn't resist, no matter how much I knew it was nasty and wrong, and I raised the wet panties to my nose and took a big sniff. The scent wasn't as pleasant as either Miko's or Emily's, but it wasn't unpleasant either. I sat back in my chair, pulled down my slacks and began rubbing my burning pussy. I let out a moan louder than I expected the second I touched my normally ignored pleasure zone. I found the wettest part of Eleanor's cum-filled undies and sucked them into my mouth. Wanting more, I reached into my drawer and pulled out the other two coeds' used panties. My fingers never leaving my pussy, I pressed Emily's panties against my tongue and took in her delicious nectar. I rubbed myself furiously, my head a cloud of forbidden sin. My senses were a-tingle as I tasted Eleanor's sweet cum, as I smelt Emily's seductive aroma and gave myself into a pleasure I usually avoided. It took only a couple of minutes for me to feel the crescendo of pleasure pulsing through my body. Unlike the rare times I masturbated, this time I continued rubbing my pussy throughout my entire orgasm. The sensations continued pulsing through me like an electric current of joy. When the last remnants of the orgasm dissipated, I tossed both soiled coeds' panties on my desk and felt a burn of shame. I was mortified at what I'd just done. I pulled up my pants and, desperate to get out of my office, which had a lingering scent of my sinful deed, I grabbed the three pairs of evidence and tossed them into my bag.
All the way home, the guilt about what I'd done filled me with a shame I hadn't felt since I was married. When my first husband made me swallow his cum or fucked me in my ass, I obeyed because it gave him pleasure, and thus gave myself pleasure too. But as soon as the sinful slutty act was done, I'd always felt overwhelming shame. I was a dirty whore just like so many other fallen women, and I had to resist such temptations, no matter how good they made my body feel.
7. GOOD VIBRATIONS... a foreshadowing
I got home and put the three pairs of soiled underwear each in their own sealed bag and hid them under my bed, tucked into the box springs. Since I was home early, I decided to take a long shower, so I changed out of my soiled undies and after a lengthy cleansing, I put on a clean pair. Thursday is my laundry day, so I went into my children's room and grabbed their laundry like I always did and headed for the basement. The first load was my nasty undies and the rest of my clothing from the week. I went upstairs, began supper, and did some dusting. Oddly, I've always loved cleaning. It's such a relaxing, mindless change of pace compared to my workday. I turn on some R&B music and just cleaned.
When the first load of laundry was done, I went downstairs and put the wet load in the dryer, happy the incriminating evidence of my brief lack of control was now washed away. As I dumped the second load in, Nicole's, I felt my hand working on its own, pulling out my daughter's worn underwear. I'd touched and washed her undergarments for eighteen years, but today they were enticing, intriguing and intoxicating. I impulsively sniffed all five pairs of her dirty panties. The scent was similar in each pair, except that one pair had a different scent that had my fresh panties getting wet. I kept the unique-smelling white undies out and tossed the rest into the machine, then leaned back against it and lingered, smelling my daughter's unique aroma. I realized the bouquet was a mixture of her juices and sweat, probably from working out. These were clearly her gym undies. As my pussy involuntarily rekindled the fire down below, I looked at the dryer, vibrating and humming like it always did, and felt my legs leading me over to it. Positioning myself so my vagina was making contact with the shaking machine, I leaned forward, closed my eyes and let the vibrating sensations pleasure my body while my daughter's sweaty undies were in my mouth and pressed against my nose.
As soon as my eyes are closed, visions of Madison pop up, her legs spread wantonly open even though we're in my classroom. Her finger is beckoning me forward, her smile so sweet, her open legs so inviting. I find myself walking over to her, falling to my knees. She opens her legs even wider, allowing me a clear view to her panty-covered vagina. Desperate to smell her pussy, to taste her juices in her thin cotton fabric, I lean forward, but I'm stopped by her negating palm.
I hear her voice, powerful and unwavering, "Beg, Nigger."
The harsh word feels like a thousand daggers stabbing into my body, yet the humiliation only makes my pussy wetter and my desire to smell and taste her stronger. I look up into her hypnotic eyes and ask, weakly, "Please."
She closes her legs completely, and the treasure I was craving is no longer in view. "That's terrible. When your older daughter LaKeisha submitted to me, she begged like a good Nigger should. She panted like a dirty fat black whore. Like the Nigger slave she wanted so desperately to become."
Hearing her talk about my elder child in such a degrading way twists the imaginary daggers in my flesh, and yet, most disturbing and disgusting, her words get my juices gushing all the more. I stammer, "M-m-my daughter?"



"Yes slut, your daughter is a good Nigger slave. She's a very obedient girl," Madison purrs. Her eyes bore into mine until I have to look away out of utter humiliation. "Is your cunt wet, Nigger?"
I should have been furious at being called a Nigger, but instead my vagina gets wetter. Ashamed to admit the truth, I remain silent.
Madison calls out, her tone condescending and arrogant, "LaKeisha, get your coon ass out here."
In seconds, my daughter, my twenty-five-year-old lawyer, crawls in from the hallway, completely naked except for white stockings. Once she arrives beside me, avoiding eye contact with me, Madison orders, "Slut, check to see if your Mammy's panties are wet."
"Yes, Mistress Madison," my normally stubborn daughter replies and moving behind me, roughly places her hands directly onto my juice-filled panties. Her touch is so firm that it squeezes out some of my juices so they leak down my leg. "She's fucking drenched, Mistress Madison."
"Of course she is, she's a Nigger slut just like you," Madison agrees with confidence. I wince at being called a Nigger again, but my vagina continues to respond to the epithet with tingles of pleasure.
"Of course, Mistress," my daughter agrees.
"Now come and show your still-in-denial Mother what a good slave does." Madison opens her legs and I watch transfixed as my daughter crawls between the coed's legs and buries her face into Madison's panty-covered vagina.
Watching my daughter submitting so completely has my vagina bubbling to the brim, and I'm jealous that she's being allowed the privilege of this white pussy.
Madison looks directly into my eyes and explains, interspersed with soft moans, "All you have to do to come, Nigger, is admit you're mine."
This last Nigger shot is the final straw. My hot vagina, my wet pussy, my burning cunt, speaks for me and my orgasm bursts. "Madison, I am yours, use me as your Nigger slave. Own me. Own Me. Own me. OWN ME!"
My dream orgasm flooded me into the waking world as I came hard all over my dryer, my scream shaking the walls. I humped and ground as best I could on the machine, not wanting this intense orgasm ever to subside. The orgasm spread through all my pores and lingered for several minutes. Once it subsided, I came to my senses and stood up, my younger daughter's dirty panties dropping out of my mouth. I opened my eyes and looked around, mortified at what I'd just done, what I'd just fantasized. I'd just experienced the most amazing orgasm of my life, humping my dryer while visualising about my elder daughter and me becoming sex slaves to Madison. I pulled myself together, removed my second pair of soaked panties today and, realizing I hadn't yet started the second load of laundry, tossed my symbol of sin and my daughter's last pair into the machine before starting it.
I'd just recovered my breath completely when I heard the front door open. I also realized my water for the spaghetti was probably boiling over by now and rushed upstairs. Although neither my son nor my daughter noticed anything different about me, I felt like my sin was on full display, that they could tell that I'd sinned in such a nasty way. It was an illogical thought, but it stayed in my head all evening and helped ensure I didn't succumb to the temptation again that night.
8. FUCKED UP FRIDAY
I woke up fresh, and was determined not to allow my weakness to overcome me again. I wore a black skirt with a blue blouse and, like every Friday, went bare-legged (it was my version of casual Friday). I successfully resisted the white stockings, determined now more than ever not to submit to anything that bitch might attempt to get me to do.
Friday's classes are always about current event pieces and how they relate to the course. Today as usual, students came to class bringing newspaper articles, internet postings, even tweets, and we discussed their significance. Not wanting to have to deal with Madison by accident, I was tardy again by a couple of minutes. When I looked up, I saw that she was in her usual spot (still in the front row), dressed in a flowery summer dress and beige pantyhose, much more conservatively than she'd dressed during the past month. Miko, on the other hand, was again wearing white stockings, this time with four-inch heels, and wearing a black leather skirt, a white almost see-through blouse, and a black choker. It was easily the most shocking thing someone like Miko could wear. Neither Emily nor Ashley, Madison's best friend, were in class, which was odd.
Twenty minutes into the class, Ashley arrived in jean shorts and a t-shirt, and apologized for being late before she sat down. The class was uneventful; even Madison wasn't stirring the pot like she usually did, and I began to think perhaps I'd made my statement. The class ended, and everyone dispersed as they usually do on a Friday, lightning quick.
Finally relaxing after a tense morning, I returned to my office and saw a line of three boys I didn't recognize waiting outside the door. As soon as they saw me, they scattered as if they'd been caught red-handed at something, which I thought very odd. I opened the door to my office, which was unlocked, which was also strange, and...
I was greeted with the most shocking thing yet! Emily was naked except for white stockings, tied by her arms and legs to my office chair and was being... there's no other term for it... face fucked by some really overweight student. He was gripping her skull and pounding his (fortunately tiny) organ into her mouth as rapidly as he could.
I boomed, "Excuse me, what the Hell is going on here?"
The chubby boy jumped, pulled up his pants, stammered, "I-I-I'm sorry," and rushed out.
I closed the door and looked down at poor Emily. Her face and chest were coated with what must have been several loads of ejaculate, and tears were streaming down her face. I untied her and pulled her in for a motherly hug, not even considering the sperm that would transfer to my clothing. I let her cry and just be held before I finally said, "Emily, this has officially gone way too far."
Through her sobs Emily blabbered, "I-I-I know, Dr. Jefferson. But... but... there's nothing I can do."
"We can call the cops," I suggested.
"On my own sister?" she gasped.
"Well, what kind of sister does this?" I countered, handing her a box of wipes from my desk so she could clean herself off.
"It was my own fault," she defended Madison, like a stereotypical abuse case.
"No my dear, it wasn't," I comforted her as gently and compassionately as I could. "Whatever rationale she gives you, she's making you into a victim."
"But I... I... I like it," she stammered, tears again rolling down her face.
"You do?" I gasped. "What could you possibly like about being abused like that?"
"I'm submissive, Professor. I'm a submissive. Which means that even though my mind hates me and throws society's morals in my face, my body weakens and gives in to powerful people. Being told what to do sexually, being tied up and being pushed into doing what I shouldn't or normally wouldn't do, is the only way I can get... can get..." she was explaining, but stopped in mid-sentence.
"The only way you can get what?" I asked, oblivious to her meaning, though it should have been obvious.
"Get off. It's the only way I can fucking get off!" she blurted out, frustrated, embarrassed and overwhelmed by her admission.
Having gotten off myself from a vision of such submissive, masochistic humiliation only yesterday evening, I understood her in a way I couldn't have a day earlier. I continued trying to comfort her, "Emily, it's okay; I can help you get through this."
"Ma'am, it's too late for me. My relationship with my sister, with my Mistress, is a love/hate one. I hate my sister with every fibre of my being. She's a selfish bitch; a sadistic diva; a ruthless Mistress. But, underneath all that, she knows exactly what I need. I'm so frustrated that I need to obey her, but I do."
She'd been using the wipes while we talked, and now that she was relatively clean, she stood up and began getting dressed. She explained, "But you're different from me. You're a professor. You're self-assured. You're proud. And you're a good person with strong morals. I've been trying to protect you, and I still want to. Once you succumb, there's no going back."
Her compliments both flattered and shamed me. If she only knew of the dreams I'd been having, or that I'd gotten myself off smelling and tasting her stained panties, or that I'd had the greatest orgasm of my life just yesterday while fantasizing about becoming her sister's slave. Just the thought of yesterday's vision had my vagina tingling again. I tried to ignore the temptation to touch myself, to stay focused on our conversation. "Thank you, Emily. I've always thought you too were a strong person."
Emily smiled for the first time. "Well... I used to be."
"What changed?" I asked.
"Madison's punishments can be pretty extreme, but even though they humiliate me they also excite me," Emily admitted, now fully dressed. She added, "Like for example, just now being forced to suck cock after cock in my favourite professor's office. You must have found at least six loads of cum on me, and I came at least four times while those guys were putting it there. As soon as I saw you, I wanted to fall through the floor, but until then I was actually enjoying myself. Not exactly enjoying myself, but I was enjoying the humiliation. Which is crazy! I'm a mess!"
"I'm so sorry, Emily. There must be something I can do for you."
"There is."
"What can I do for you, Emily?"
"Don't submit. Be strong. If you can resist her, maybe one day I can too," she said with a sigh so heavy I could tell she'd already resigned herself that her fate was sealed.
"I won't submit," I promised confidently.
Emily's smile returned slightly. "I've got to go. Madison will want the full details of our conversation."
"What will you say?" I asked.
"I'll lie and tell her that I offered myself to you like she wanted. That you threatened to expel me if I didn't leave immediately."
"Do you think that will work?" I asked, my undies getting damp at the thought of the adorable, vulnerable Emily pleasing me. I tried to push away the enticing thought of her beautiful pale face buried between my dark legs.
"I doubt it, but it's worth a try," she shrugged. She took both my hands in hers, looked sincerely into my eyes and said, "Good luck, Professor Jefferson. Be strong." She squeezed my hands and left.
Rattled and undeniably horny, I decided to go for a walk, hoping some fresh air might calm me down. Replaying my week, I realized Emily was right. I was strong. Yes, I'd succumbed to my lusty hidden desires on a couple of occasions, but it was always in the privacy of my office or my home. I'd resisted the orders of a clearly powerful girl who usually gets what she wants. Feeling precariously victorious and proud, I returned to my office, planning to finish assessing my final couple of essays.
When I returned though, all my pride vanished. On my desk was another pair of panties and an envelope. How does she keep getting into my locked office? I hurriedly closed my door, which had been locked when I arrived this time, and collapsed into my chair. These new panties were black, with a red bow on the front, distinguishing them markedly from the other three I already had. I avoided touching this new underwear while I picked up the envelope and noticed as usual it was addressed to Professor Jefferson. I tentatively opened it. Like the previous one, the letter inside was typed, although this time the tone was much different.
Professor Slut,
I thought it was made clear what was expected from you. You have disappointed your future Mistress and now have not one, not two, but three punishments scheduled for you once you finally do submit to me as my slave. If you don't want that number added to, you will follow these instructions like a good little pet.
1. You will come to school on Monday dressed entirely in white, the colour that you wish you were born, and the colour you have attempted to emulate for your entire pathetic life. If you have to go shopping, then do so. I expect a white bra for those cow tits you have, I expect white panties to cover that fat black ass and coochie of yours, I expect white stockings to hide as best they can those dark legs of yours, and I expect a white skirt and blouse or a white dress, to complete your racial makeover. Any deviations from these instructions will add to your punishments when you do succumb to me as your supreme White Mistress.
2. You will masturbate right now while sniffing your future Mistress' dirty panties. I came in them twice today. Soon you will be sniffing this same scent directly from the source. Once you have come like the nasty whore you are, you will leave your cum-filled panties in your desk, where one of my other slaves can retrieve them. (It's okay to lock your door, my slave will have a key.) If this task is not completed to my satisfaction, yet another punishment will be added to your tally when you eventually submit to me wholly as my personal black plaything.
3. Tonight and twice tomorrow, you will masturbate yourself to orgasm without using your fingers or toys. I expect a detailed written summary of how you accomplished this task to be ready by Sunday at lunchtime. If this command is not fulfilled, your White Goddess will add yet another punishment for when you bow at my feet like a good slave.
4. You will attend church on Sunday without wearing any underwear. If you disobey this simple expectation, another punishment will be added to you once you're on your black knees begging to smell my sweet white pussy. (Bring along your masturbation report.)
5. Lastly, you will go to Mac's Diner after church and find as secluded a booth as you can. A slave of mine will meet you there to check your cunt and to make sure you obeyed my commands. She will also explain to your stubborn dumbass nutshell of a brain the consequences of disobeying your White Mistress.
A reminder, since following instructions has been difficult for you, slave. Each disobedience will incur a harsh and humiliating punishment. You are already at three!!! You should know that no one has ever been able to refuse submitting to me, and I doubt very much if a stupid ass Nigger like you will become the first.
Now accept your role as a slut and submit...
Your White Mistress
P.S. Now get to fucking yourself, cunt!
Fury bubbled through me. How dare she make such ridiculous presumptions and demands of me? I read the letter a second and third time trying to find a passage that could be the proof I needed to prove once and for all that this was Madison. Yet as usual, she'd crafted her obnoxious demands in such a way as to make it clear to me it was she, but to conceal her identity from any third party: any accusations I might make to some authority would still be no more than my word against hers.
Furious, I threw the letter on my desk. I went to stand up, but I felt myself bound to my chair by imaginary restraints. My panties were so wet I could feel my juice leaking down my leg. My anger began to falter as my desire to come took over. Again, in a pattern that was becoming more consistent and alarming, I took Madison's stained panties in my hand and brought them to my nose. The aroma, much stronger than the previous scents I'd lustily, dementedly sniffed, was also the most intoxicating I'd smelt. It was heavenly, and it launched a powerful attack on my senses. I leaned back into my chair, pulled up my skirt and began rubbing my fevered vagina through my panties. I closed my eyes, remembering my submissive acts when I'd been married, and I rubbed my clit frantically while sucking on Madison's panties and attempting to retrieve any of her remaining juices.
I imagine Madison walking into my office, closing the door and speaking angrily, "What are you doing with my panties, Nigger?"
I remove her panties from my mouth and stammer, "I-I-I don't know."
Madison walks over to me, dressed entirely in black, grabs me by my hair and pushes me to the floor.
Fear overwhelms me and I stutter, "I-I-I'm sorry, Ms. Adams, I don't know what got into me."
She laughs harshly. "Fuck, you really are a stupid fucking Nigger. How the hell did you ever get a job as a professor? You were sucking my panties because you're a slave. A slave for white pussy. You want to be my personal Nigger dyke, don't you?"
With my pussy so dripping wet it's hard to deny it, but I try to remain strong. "No," I protest weakly.
Her harsh laugh echoes through my small office. "You're way too funny. You really believe you have some control in this situation, don't you?"
Her tone and self-confidence scare me, and my own pride and confidence fade into emptiness. I feebly defend myself, "Yes, Ms. Adams, I do. I'm your professor."
A hard slap rings across my face as she explains, "Shut up, Nigger. I'm the professor now. I'm your professor of discipline. And you're my student. You're my fat, stupid, black-ass Nigger student. Is that understood?"
My cheek burning in shame, I whimper, "Yes."
"Yes, what?" she demands, her hand poised in the air, ready to strike me again.
"Yes, Professor," I reply, hoping that's what she wants to hear.
Her hand falls to her side and she orders, "Now come for me, Professor Darkie. Come on all fours, like my good Nigger pet."
My vagina is so wet, so excited, I obey and right in front of my white student I began to rub my cunt like a horny slut. It takes less than a minute to feel my orgasm building, and less than another minute for me to let out a fierce scream as I come from her humiliating racist treatment.
...
My orgasm spread through me like a tidal wave of pleasure and, when the final soft waves flowed through me, I opened my eyes. I was in my office, Madison's panties were entirely in my mouth, and somehow I'd gotten down on all fours on the floor like a dog.
Ashamed, I spat out the panties and stood up. A small puddle of my cum was on the floor. Mortified, I used a wipe to clean it up and tried to regain my composure.
A chain of thoughts swirled through my head. What's happening to me? Why can't I resist a ridiculous order given by an uppity, privileged white girl? Why did I just come so hard from picturing myself being treated so poorly? Who am I becoming? And lastly, Can I resist the inevitable fall that Madison is predicting?
Mindlessly, I obeyed Madison's order and placed my wet panties in my left-hand drawer even as my mind raced, desperate to find a way out of this mess.
9. CREATIVE MASTURBATION
The drive home was hell, my mind constantly playing tricks on me. Everywhere I turned I thought I saw Madison. Anxiety riddled me as I tried to figure out a way to end this persecution from without and within once and for all. Between Madison's words and my naughty daydreams, I'd begun doing things I'd been critical of my entire life; succumbing to the ways bigoted men had tried to treat me for years. The thought of falling even further petrified me, and I knew I had to stop this once and for all... and yet that evening...
Around ten I was getting ready for bed, having ignored as best I could my memories from earlier in the day. I recalled that Madison's soiled panties were still in my briefcase. I went downstairs and fetched a plastic sealed bag to safeguard the moist state of the panties when I should have been throwing them away. When I pulled them out of the briefcase, the temptation became too strong and I tentatively took a quick sniff of the sweet sex juices absorbed in her cotton undies. Unfortunately for me, the lone sniff was all it took to derail my mind from proud black woman to horny, eager, submissive wannabe.



I seized the letter and read it for the umpteenth time. I recalled I'd completed this afternoon's assignments almost without thought. My first task tonight was to cum without using my hands or toys. Of course, I had no conscious plans of following through with these orders set out for me, but just like this afternoon, my body had other ideas. Suddenly really horny, I scanned my room for something I could use to comply with the order. Seeing my hairbrush, which had a three-inch handle, I grabbed it and brought it to my bed along with Madison's panties. Getting completely undressed except for my short, transparent lavender nightie, I lay on my back and put the white girl's soiled panties back in my mouth. I could only imagine how ridiculous I must look with this black underwear in my mouth, but I didn't care at the moment, my only focus was on my needy vagina. The scent of Madison's vaginal juices so close to my nose was exhilarating. I sucked her panties into my mouth, searching with my tongue for any last remnants of the powerful white coed's leavings. Spreading my black legs wider, I slid the brush handle easily into my damp vagina. I began pumping the brush in and out of me, disappointed it wasn't longer.
...
I'm transported back to my office, with Emily still bound to my chair. The events replay exactly as they had earlier today, but this time instead of leaving she announces, "Professor Jefferson, Mistress insisted I couldn't leave your office until I brought you to orgasm."
My pussy already tingling from seeing the beautiful Emily bound a few minutes earlier, I'm now craving just such attention. When I don't protest or refuse the offer, Emily pushes me backwards onto my desk and spreads open my black legs. She discards my damp panties and buries her pale white face between my crimson labia. Next, while she licks my swollen clit, she slips two fingers inside my bubbling cauldron. I let out an uncharacteristic scream the instant Emily buries her fingers inside me. Fucking me like a man with a dick, she pumps my vagina hard and fast, her mouth never leaving my clit. Soon my orgasm is brimming to the surface and once she pounds me with a single deeper penetration, widening my vaginal lips, a powerful orgasm shudders through me. Her fingers remain inside me, keeping my pussy lips stretched apart... holding me open while my juices flood out of me.
The monumental orgasm finally complete, I lay in my bed, completely drained and sexually satisfied in a way I couldn't remember ever feeling before. But I looked between my legs and gasped. The brush was almost completely inside me, far past the handle. I slowly, carefully, tugged it out, wincing as the bristles pricked my now overly-sensitive vagina.
Completely exhausted, my legs numb, I didn't bother getting out of bed, instead just falling into a blissful slumber.
*****
The next morning I woke up to an odd smell, slightly pungent yet oddly appealing. As I opened my weary eyes, I realized my face was still buried in Madison's panties. In one immense crest, yesterday came flooding back. My cheeks burned with shame at my weakness and what I had, apparently willingly, succumbed to. Luckily, no one had witnessed my growing number of sexual indiscretions. My body already warming up, I knew that soon I'd to be adding to that number. For no conscious reason except for remembering the clear instructions in the letter, I scanned the room for something other than last night's brush I could use to get myself off. Today nothing was an obvious choice. I sighed, getting frustrated, against my best interests my mutinous pussy pleading for attention. I stood up, my legs still like jelly, and began searching my room. I had perfume bottles but they were too short, and if the contents somehow sprayed inside me, that wouldn't be good. I had a comb, but the handle was thin and rather flimsy; I didn't want to think what would happen if it broke. I continued scanning the room, getting more and more agitated. Finally I noticed the remote for my television. It was long enough, but the buttons were an issue. But my need both to obey and to come stripping away any reasoning, I returned to my bed. Worried that my moans could wake my children, I shoved Madison's well-used panties into my mouth. My vagina already well lubricated, I shoved the odd, wide, bumpy pleasure-stick into my vagina.
I find myself dressed in a cheerleader's outfit and Madison has gotten me to crawl on all fours across the sidelines of a football field, hooked to her metal leash. I'm led towards Ben Mauer, our all-star white quarterback. He's still in his uniform and dripping with sweat.
Madison leads me up to him saying, "Here's your promised Nigger." She yanks my chain until I'm kneeling at Ben's feet and she hands it to him.
"Thanks, baby," Ben says suavely.
Madison sits down on a nearby bench and watches.
Ben discards his sweaty uniform and padding, and presents me with his rock-hard, eight-inch cock. He orders, "Get sucking, bitch."
Excited and nervous, I open my mouth and take his stiff cock in my mouth. I struggle to get into a rhythm, and Ben finally grabs my head, holds it in place and begins pumping his cock in and out of my mouth. He gives me all of it, and he doesn't mind that I'm audibly gagging and that strings of drool are cascading from my chin. After two minutes of hardcore face-fucking, he pulls out and demands, "Bend over, bitch. It's time for this quarterback to get into the end zone."
I obey like a good slut should, and I feel his cock easily slide into my wanting vagina. He grunts, "Holy shit, Madison, this old Nigger is tight."
Madison laughs. "Well enjoy it while you can, the cow won't be tight for long."
He grabs my hips and begins to really pound away at me from behind. He asks, "How does Madison's Nigger like white meat?"
I moan, loving what he's doing to me, "I love white meat."
The hard fucking continues for a few minutes until I hear him ask Madison, "Where should I shoot my wad?"
Madison responds, "Your choice. You can spray your dominant seed up her cunt and right into her womb, or you might prefer to pull out and spray your superior juice all over her face."
Both choices mortify me, but my orgasm is building, and I just keep enjoying the quarterback's white cock burying itself inside me over and over.
"What do you think, slut? Should I cum up your black cunt or all over your black face?"
I don't want to be the one to choose, so I avoid the responsibility by trying to manipulate him with dirty talk, going out of my way to degrade myself even more, "I'm your slut, do with me as you please."
"Fuck, she really is a submissive little slut, isn't she?" the quarterback says, impressed with my whorish declaration.
Madison snaps her fingers to get my attention. "This is just the beginning," she teases, her eyes staring directly into mine.
The quarterback grunts, "I'm coming, Nigger, I'm shooting my seed deep in your cunt." The moment I feel his semen coating my vaginal walls I too come, feeling his seed filling me completely. He doesn't slow down as I shake and quake my way through another humiliating orgasm.
I opened my eyes just as the orgasm fluttered to an end and was surprised to find myself on my knees on the bed, and the remote control lodged deep in my cunt. I spat out Madison's panties and rolled over onto my back. I pulled out the remote control and looked at it, coated with my cum. I sighed, realizing what I had just done, and lay on my back, depressed. As soon as I recovered from coming, common sense came rushing back to me and I felt guilt and shame at what I'd just done to myself, and at what I'd just fantasized about. Madison was dictating none of these sexual fever dreams, they were all coming from me, or at least from my subconscious. I took a long shower, attempting, like Lady Macbeth, to wash away my sins. Unfortunately, as with Lady Macbeth, sins don't just wash away.
*****
I went grocery shopping, worked out, took a second shower and read a book. I did everything I could to avoid thinking about my predicament. Doing a quick house cleaning, I ended up in my son's room and snooping in his dirty laundry. Finding a pair of his underwear, I examined them closely and saw what looked like a semen stain. I felt myself put them in my pocket and I returned to my room.
Reading the letter yet again, I knew there was no way I could attend church without panties. It was just far too wrong, way too scandalous. I also knew that wearing all white, as she ordered, would give her even more power, something else I couldn't allow. I looked at the threat: three punishments. If I disobeyed this instruction there'd be an additional one. I pondered what they might be, decided I didn't have an imagination wicked enough to predict them, and I pondered how many more she'd add if I completely stopped obeying her orders at this point: at the moment I was on track for no additional punishments. Shouldn't I keep going? Then I shook my head; the idea of this snip of a girl punishing me at all was preposterous. Yet, like every other time recently, I felt a tingle down below. I let out a sigh and, looking at the clock, figured I had an hour before I needed to start making supper.
Oddly, even though I had no intention of following the other commands laid out for me, I decided, absurdly, to go ahead for now and obey this next masturbation order. I went to the kitchen and pondered what I could use. I found lots of potential pleasure sticks: a wine bottle, a Coke bottle, a turkey baster and then, remembering a sorority initiation task when I was pledging, I opened the fridge.
I grabbed a long, thick cucumber, similar in size to the cock I'd fantasized Ben having, and walked... well, rushed in all honesty... up to my room. I tossed my son's underwear and the cucumber onto my bed and got undressed. Once I was on the bed, I rubbed the cucumber up and down my pussy lips, getting them nice and wet. The cucumber was wider than any cock I'd ever had inside me. I grabbed my son's underwear with my free hand and brought it to my nose; it was a very different scent from the girls' panties, yet somehow just as intoxicating. I searched for the stain and brought it to my mouth just as I allowed the cucumber to enter me.
I'm at Madison's sorority, naked, in the center of the room, with a dozen white girls watching me fuck myself with a cucumber, just like some nasty whore.
Madison, who has another girl between her legs, one unrecognizable to me, demands to know, "Professor Jefferson, why are you fucking your coochie like a cheap hoochie mama, like a two-cent whore, in front of my sorority?"
Other girls make lewd comments that only add to my humiliation, as does the whispering between each other. Shamed, I have no answer. I finally answer, "I'm fucking myself for you, Ms. Adams."
"For me? But you're fucking yourself in front of my sorority sisters in our sorority house. Are you auditioning? Maybe you aspire to become our sorority house Nigger? Is that what this is about?"
A part of me finds it appalling and deeply galling to have this painful, shameful old racial tradition invoked so callously by this callow, bratty white girl. Asking me, a professor of gender and race studies, if I ASPIRE to be their sorority house Nigger! I'm so humiliated and infuriated, and yet my vagina is all the more juiced and agitated, not in spite of, but because of this degradation. I'm speechless but feel my head nodding up and down in agreement.
"But house Niggers were generally the light-skinned Niggers, the ones with some ameliorating white blood in them, and who were favoured by whites because they were smarter and better looking, because they looked and acted more civilized, farther from the jungle, more human, less like apes and monkeys. The real darkies like you were generally field Niggers, weren't they, professor?"
My God! This arrogant white girl has just gotten me to agree that I aspired to be her sorority house Nigger only to throw it back in my face and REJECT me for being too dark, telling me a darkie like me that looks like an ape and a monkey would generally be a field Nigger! Personally, this is bad enough, but professionally it's made even worse because of the fact that this scenario is historically accurate, and that colourism is so historically obdurate as to be virtually a cultural universality even to this day... insidiously inserting itself to wedge apart even members of the same family, including my own. It's all too much for my mind to handle, but my gushing gash has a mind of its own.
"Then again," Madison muses aloud, "house Niggers were more intellectual, at least compared to other Niggers, often even learning how to read. And you're a professor, after all. Perhaps we can make an exception if you agree to be bred by lots of white men and boys, like you were with the twins, who look white and don't take after you at all. Do you agree to be white bred? Of course, this was a privilege, and house Niggers were known to be utterly loyal. Do you agree to be utterly loyal and earn the privilege of being white bred?"
I hesitate, humiliated, and yet feel my delirious head dumbly nodding again. The girls cheer and heckle me as I continue to pump the long green vegetable in and out of my vagina.
"Say it, slut!" Madison demands.
My vagina burning hot, the cucumber widening my pussy lips like never before, have me in such a delirious state that I'll agree to almost anything. "Yes," I moan, and in response to my shameful agreement, I feel my orgasm building further.
"But are you not a proud black woman with a prestigious job?" Madison points out.
My orgasm bubbling closer to release, I proclaim, "I don't care about that anymore. I'm just your slut. If you'll have me, your house Nigger. All the window dressing of how I'm perceived is just a front. You saw past that, Mistress Madison, and into the real me. I'm nothing more than a Nigger slave eager to please her white Mistress."
Madison is pleased, "Then come for me, house Nigger, come for your white Mistress. Come harder than you've ever come before. Now, Nigger. Now!"
My whole body spasmed and quaked as another orgasm coursed through my entire body. I lay completely spent on my bed, the cucumber still deep inside me. Each fantasy that penetrated my head became nastier, more submissive, and I believe as a direct result, led to an even more extreme orgasm. I hated myself so much for what I was becoming, for what I was fantasizing, yet the pleasure that came with each new step further away from normality was becoming more and more addictive. I craved it the way I used to crave nicotine back when I'd smoked. Yet, my mind was now betraying me too. This most recent fantasy had been much nastier than the others, and the historical knowledge being thrown in my face, which I knew from my studies was true, was bizarrely erotic and yet disgraceful. Worse yet, it was my own mind, not Madison's, creating these humiliating historically-based shots. Why was my own subconscious starring me in such derogatory scenes? Not to mention the reference to my two white children. What was becoming of me? And more importantly, how could I stop this accelerating train from picking up even more steam?
Looking at the clock, I cursed, realizing I needed to start supper soon. I took one more quick shower and was walking downstairs when my son walked upstairs past me, sweaty from a game of basketball.
He told he was going to jump in the shower, and my first thought was devastatingly humiliating. I wonder what his underwear will smell like?
10. SUNDAY, BLOODY SUNDAY: Revelations
I dressed in my Sunday best, ignoring Madison's ludicrous request not to wear panties to church. It was actually this request that finally last night had pushed me into ignoring my growing temptations and to stand tall, proud and defiant. Although being defiant to a twenty-year-old college girl did seem rather pathetic.
My younger kids had always attended church with me. But this time they resisted going, only giving in after I'd pleaded with them, almost whined. I wondered what this meant, nearly apoplectic about the prospect of my children finding out what I'd been going through and losing all respect for me. Perhaps church could cleanse me of my sins and thoughts. I was sweating profusely during the whole drive there, alone in my car, the kids insisting on driving themselves over separately. The kids and I walked in just as the first hymn began playing.
As hymn after hymn played, I began to feel rejuvenated. I felt the old me coming back. The Minister Hart gave us a lengthy sermon on inner strength and resisting temptation. I felt as though he was speaking directly to me, and my resolve to walk the higher road became even stronger.
When the service was over the kids went their own way and I decided to confront this slave of Madison's and tell her I was done once and for all. After this morning's service, my resolve was even stronger than when I woke up this morning; I was even more determined to end this silly charade once and for all. I arrived at the designated meeting spot and found a semi-secluded booth in the back. I ordered a coffee, refusing to order food; I planned for this to be a short, sweet and one-sided conversation. Five minutes became ten and I began to get frustrated; I had better things to do than wait endlessly for some college-age slave of Madison's to arrive. I was just finishing my coffee when the elegantly dressed Mrs. Hart came in. Mrs. Hart... Sister Jessica Hart... Minister Hart's beautiful wife, caught my eye and began walking towards me. Anxiety came flooding in, not because I thought she could be the slave of Madison's I was expecting, but because she might catch me in a compromising conversation with some whorishly dressed girl.
She smiled and asked surprisingly tentatively, "May I sit down, Felicia?"
"Of course," I responded politely, even though I desperately wanted to flee.
The waitress returned, topped me up and filled Mrs. Hart's empty cup. The silence deepened as I nervously sipped my coffee. Her smile disappeared and she said in a whisper, "I'm so sorry to ask this Felicia, but did you obey the letter?"
"Excuse me?" I responded, although my heart sank as I absorbed what she was asking. I couldn't comprehend how she could possibly be the slave of Madison's I'd been waiting for. It just was incomprehensible that the preacher's wife could be a submissive slave to a young college coed. I couldn't even fathom how the two could meet each other, never mind how Madison could maneuver things into getting Jessica Hart to submit to her.
Her voice, still a whisper, reached out to comfort me, "It's okay, Felicia, I know what you're going through right now. I've gone through it too; actually, I'm still going through it."
"But how?" I asked.
"It's a long story, but long story short, her parents are good friends of ours, and over a few months she broke me down," she explained, her shame clearly displayed in her blotchy red cheeks; she hadn't yet looked me in the eye since revealing her submission.
"But you're married!" I pointed out.
"Yes, I know," she sighed. "But no matter how much I attempted to resist her, I was just too weak. She's a very determined young woman."
Trying to stay strong, I announced confidently, "Well, I won't submit to her."
"I hope you're right," she replied, although her tone conveyed strong doubt that I could be strong enough. "But I have to ask, are you wearing panties right now?"
"Yes, I am," I announced proudly, showing off my inner strength.
She looked into my eyes for the first time. "I'm very impressed Felicia, you're a stronger woman than I am."
"You can be strong too," I suggested.



Her soft smile faded. "No, that's not the case; once you submit, there's no turning back."
I asked, curious, "What did she do to you?"
She looked away again and whispered, "I won't get into my own details, not all of them while you're still an outsider, but I think it's important for you to know the consequences of refusing to submit to her and then later submitting. I resisted her advancements for a long time, but once I did give in, she began testing my loyalty through a series of punishments she said I'd earned. One of my punishments is that I must have an orgasm during every church service. I'm also expected to please her at some point during every family gathering, which is very risky and causes me extreme anxiety. She's also made it crystal clear that I have one further punishment to go."
I looked up at her for the first time in a while, baffled by these sexual admissions from this woman I'd always thought of as pure and strong as a rock. "Why?"
"I couldn't resist," she admitted shamefully. She unexpectedly bolted up and said, "I'll be right back."
I sat and waited for her, stunned by yet another baffling revelation. How could I possibly resist Madison if this preacher's wife couldn't? That said, after talking to this poor creature who paradoxically was so ashamed of the fallen woman she'd become, yet still could find the stature and compassion to reach out to me and attempt to give me some strength and resolve, I was more determined than ever to persevere. Her shame at what she had done inspired in me the strength I needed to stiffen my resolve not to submit.
She returned to the table but remained standing. She apologized, "I'm sorry to do this, but I'll be punished even further if I don't." She handed me her damp panties, a thong. I grasped them and tears began running down her face, "These are the ones I came in during church this morning. I'm so sorry, Felicia. I have to go."
I tucked the garment into my purse before anyone could see. Although I felt confident that I wouldn't submit, I also felt horny. I left a twenty on the table, a gross overpayment for two cups of coffee but I didn't want to face anyone, and I rushed out to my car. My head was spinning both with my need to pleasure myself, and with the new revelation of Mrs. Hart as a lesbian. Or was she a bisexual? Did Madison permit her to have sex with her husband? If so, just sometimes or anytime they wished? The endless ramifications of how Mrs. Hart's submission must be affecting her marriage and her life were unimaginable. I almost ran a red light, the distraction of my needy vagina itching for attention, and my brain a complete whirlpool of confusion.
At the light I pulled out Mrs. Hart's red panties and took a quick sniff. My pussy pulsed, her musky aroma making me even hornier and more desperate to come. I looked out my window and saw a young blonde looking at me in disgust, and my shame hit me hard. I dropped the panties onto my lap and jerked my eyes away. Distracted, I didn't notice the light change until the car behind me beeped. Oddly, even a car's horn prompted a small discharge from down below, and I knew I had to get home soon. Three more red lights and three more intoxicating sniffs of the Preacher's wife's aroma, and I pulled into my driveway and rushed to my front door, where I frustratingly fumbled with my keys way more than usual. Once I was inside, I bolted up the stairs and into my bedroom. Yanking up my skirt, I discarded my panties and pulled out Jessica's thong. I put it to my nose as I had all the others, and I began rubbing my clit like a wild woman.
Madison is in my office and sitting at my desk. Her panties are in her hand and I'm on the floor. She holds them above me like she would a bone to a dog. She orders, "Beg for them, slut."
Instead of using words, I whimper like a puppy.
She lowers her panties onto my face, but then raises them back up. I'd attempted to grab them with my teeth but was unsuccessful.
"Are you a good pet?"
I pant like a good puppy does.
She lowers the wet panties back onto my face, "No biting," and lets them linger there. I take in the delicious aroma and whimper once again when she pulls them away.
From my submissive position, I look up to her naughty smile. My vagina is dripping wet and I'm on the verge of ecstasy as Madison continues her toying with me. She continues dropping her white soiled panties onto my black face over and over, teasing me viciously. Finally, my whimpering becoming louder and more constant, she orders, "Come for me, Nigger."
The word Nigger was the trigger and I came hard once again, my pleasure not culminated but stoked, unsatisfied because of the humiliation I should have felt but didn't. As my puppylike delight faded and my humanlike shame flooded in, the orgasm finally spread through me, satisfying my needs, at least for now. I softly tapped my clit, adding a few extra seconds to my orgasm. Once I was completely spent, I fell asleep, the wet panties still in my mouth.
When I woke up a couple hours later, I grabbed the Mrs. Hart's dirty underwear and threw it violently against the wall. The flimsy fabric didn't cooperate, but just fluttered to the floor. My frustration at my weakness and at the growing number of people becoming involved in Madison's attempted seduction of me was bringing me far past my boiling point. And why was being called the N word the trigger that catapulted me into sexual bliss? I was better than this... I had to be better than this.
Even after another sexual breakdown, I was still determined to end this once and for all. I refused, even when temptation returned, to masturbate again that night. It was hardly a victory, but it was a start.
11. MANIC MONDAY
I woke up confident, although worried about the format of today's lesson. It was to be an open forum where I ask the simple question: "What can we do to end racism?" and off it goes from there. Usually this is a very freewheeling and thought-provoking discussion, but with Madison on her power trip, I was nervous. I considered changing the lesson, but if I let her begin dictating my lesson plans, I was letting her win. Again, I ignored her command to wear white, instead choosing almost all black. I wore a black skirt, black stockings, black heels, and a black blazer. The only hint of colour was the dark purple blouse underneath... hardly a major contrast. In secret rebellion as well, I also wore black panties and bra. My confidence, even after all my indiscretions, was high. Today would be the day I reclaimed my identity. Today would be the day I reclaimed pride in my colour.
I won't get onto the details of what turned out to be a fascinating class, but the ideas flowed easily and by the end of the class, anything seemed possible. It went so well that the prior week looked like a bad nightmare that had never really occurred. The posse was even dressed appropriately for class, in jeans and t-shirts, including Madison.
The class ended just as it used to do, with everyone leaving and my packing my things and going back to my office. I was checking my email twenty minutes later, when I heard a knock on my door.
I walked across and opened it, finding Madison standing in front of me, having changed her outfit since class, now dressed in a black leather skirt, black stockings, a blood-red blouse and red four-inch heels. I stared at her, surprised by her outfit and the sinking feeling that my confidence about finally turning the tide had been no more than a sham. She brushed past me and sat down... at my desk.
I closed my door and ordered sharply, "Get away from my desk, Ms. Adams, that's my chair."
Her first words to me were, "After your defiance this weekend, you're now at six. Do you really want to go for seven?"
I sighed, "Madison, I've told you before. This is going to end right now."
She smiled, flipping her heels off, showcasing her perfect feet and her pink toenails, and rested them on my desk. "Oh, my dear Professor, I agree with you, this is indeed going to end right here and now."
"Good," I responded, relieved that she finally realized I wouldn't be playing her game.
"You really don't catch on, do you?" she asked, shaking her head sadly.
This pretentious bitch was really beginning to piss me off. I replied, my words topped up to the brim with sarcasm, "Oh, don't I? Do tell."
Her smile faded. "Oh dear. I don't recommend you use sarcasm with me, Felicia. You won't enjoy the results."
I noticed her using my given name. Just one more level of disrespect added to the plethora she'd already given me.
I sighed again, "Please, just leave."
Ignoring me, she began, "Do you know that I've been doing some research, and have concluded that the Negro race was better off before the end of slavery, the Civil Rights movement and Affirmative Action?"
I sat down in the visitor's chair and asked, "And how do you propose to defend such a preposterous allegation?"
"Well we could look at the higher rates of STDs and AIDS among blacks; among black females in particular here in America, but also in Africa, for example. All of these statistics I recall, you yourself have presented to us at some point."
On the defensive, I argued, "Yes, that's true. But the point was that blacks have had a far more difficult time breaking out of poverty because of the institutionalized social and cultural legacies of slavery and white colonialism."
"And black women and girls advanced from being raped slaves and colonial subjects, all the way up to the exalted state of becoming ghetto gutter sluts and nigga hoes," she stated harshly, before adding, "While black men and boys thugged on their so-called brothers and pimped out their so-called sisters. Her tone then changed dramatically, like she was speaking the gospel truth. "America and Africa since the 1960s. 'Free at last. Thank God Almighty, free at last!'" Her acidic, sarcastic quoting of Dr. Martin Luther King's I Have a Dream speech was particularly searing.
My voice rose slightly. "Th-th-that w-was not the p-p-point at all..." I sputtered, my head too cluttered with rage and astonishment at her impromptu speech to think or respond at all articulately.
"Or, one could perceive it as one more example of the black race's self-destructive tendencies and of those cultural-sexual patterns and trends that have always existed. In fact, in terms of the degrading and harmful effects on blacks and whites and on society generally, a very persuasive argument could be made that overall, blacks were better off before all this equality crap ever drew breath," she rather casually, but confidently, pointed out.
I opened my mouth and flapped my thick, parched lips, but nothing came out. I felt like a befuddled, dim-witted child.
Madison continued, "Thus I have concluded that both blacks and whites were better off during slavery and Jim Crow, and that Africa was better off under white colonial rule... which leads us to you." Her manner had shifted from didactic to flirtatious.
"M-m-me?" I stammered stupidly.
She stood up and stalked towards me, then loomed above me, "An argument can be made that blacks need whites to dominate and control them for their own good. Just like children need parents to discipline and punish them and tell them what to do for their own good, and just like pets need their human masters to train and discipline them for their own good."
Her hand touched my shoulder and I was mortified when her touch sent a chill down my back going directly to my special place. I tried to ignore the tingle, to fight the temptation to stoke the fire, my head spinning out of control.
When I didn't respond, she continued, "So you see, you blacks are thus naturally more animalistic, more primitive and primal, and better in touch with your animal nature. Basically you're driven by sex, with fewer moral boundaries. While we whites on the other hand are more intellectually developed, more civilized, and thus more successful. It's well-established cultural history, quite frankly, based upon strongly established patterns of superiority and inferiority: academic test scores, plus educational and occupational achievement. In the end it's all biological, genetic and evolutionary." Her hands squeezed my shoulders possessively before she returned to my desk and my chair.
By this point in our one-sided conversation I was greatly intimidated by this white coed. Her theory, such as it was, was the same one that had been the driving force behind my own repression and propriety for all these years. I knew my personal history very well. I'd long known that if I allowed my sexual desires to control me, like so many of my ancestors had done, I'd never be able to break past all those generations of stereotypes. This fear had kept me shackled to a life of straight and narrow, one where I'd strenuously resisted any temptation that might put me at risk of releasing the sexual deviant I knew lurked deep inside me. Just ask my two ex-husbands how sexually open I'd been with them. But here today in my office, all the self-control I'd thought I'd gained during those years of resistance, during all those years of precariously holding myself above such weakness, was crumbling before my eyes.
I still hadn't spoken, so Madison continued her philosophical assessment of my race and thus of me personally. "You see Felicia, such sexual desires cannot be eliminated. Oh sure, they can be channelled, contained and restrained... kept caged, so to speak. But they can never be caged forever and you, my reluctant submissive, need to break out of your cage because of... again the phrase, for your own good. You need to break free from the invisible shackles that have held you back for too many years from experiencing the pleasure, I am guessing, you've frequently felt during this past week."
Her stocking-covered feet had returned to my desk and I couldn't believe how badly I wanted to touch them. To bow down to them. To orally cleanse them. I realized that I'd spent my whole life placing white girls like her on a pedestal. Like it or not, I'd viewed them as prettier than and superior to me, as my betters in almost every respect. Thus, I'd spent years trying to emulate their success by becoming like them in every way possible. Yet at this moment, I no longer wanted to be like them as equals, but rather I wanted to become the black slave who always obeyed her Master and Mistress. Right now I tried to stop such thoughts from taking root within my head, within my educated brain, within my proud soul. Yet, with every knifelike word Madison stabbed into my heart, with my every longing glance at her perfect white skin, I was weakening.
"Tell me honestly, Felicia. Have you not at least once touched yourself while thinking of submitting to me?"
I lied, acting all dignified, "I have not."
Her smile faded, her tone darkening, "Don't lie to me, Felicia. I can always tell by your face when you're lying to me."
"I'm not lying," I argued, although my protestation was far weaker than I'd intended it to be. I could tell I was on my last legs.
"Bullshit," Madison responded, calling my bluff, "I can also tell by the defensive look in your eyes that you're lying to me."
Humiliated, I began stumbling to my feet, attempting to stand up to leave, to escape, but she darted forward, grabbed my wrist and told me sternly, "We are not done here. Sit back down, Felicia."
Flashbacks to my childhood and to my Mother's stern voice came pouring back, and I sat down obediently, but still avoided eye contact with her.
"So... I'll ask you one more time, and if you lie to me again, I'll add yet another punishment to your already long list of disobedience penances. Have you masturbated while thinking about me?"
Just wanting this standoff to end one way or another and my wetness down below betraying me completely, I admitted, although only in a mumble, "Yes. Yes, I have."
"Good girl," she praised me like I was her six-year-old child who'd just spelled a difficult word. "See? Was that so hard?"
I didn't say anything, my mind terrified at what might come out of my mouth next. My vagina was itching to be touched, and I had to use every ounce of will-power not to act on my burning desire.
"Are you horny right now?" Madison asked, her tone saying she already knew the answer.
I snapped out another desperate lie, "No."
She chuckled, "Still lying to your future Mistress."
"You're not my future Mistress," I protested, but I was so not even believing myself.
I assumed she was smiling, but I didn't dare to look up to find out. "You're right," she agreed, surprising me.
I next surprised myself with the wave of disappointment filling me. After all this, she won't become my Mistress? Ignoring this downer as best I could, I still attempted to be strong, "Of course I am."
She stood up again, walked behind me and placed her soft white hands on my shoulders. "Oh my, Felicia, you're so very tense."
I remained silent.
She began to massage my shoulders gently, my resistance now becoming fragmented. Perhaps I could have mustered the fortitude to continue arguing with her, perhaps not. But now her touch was sending waves of pleasure through my entire body. She'd managed to slip past my defenses and was now melting my resistance from within.
She must have leaned forward, for I felt hot breath on my ear, stimulating further sexual sensations within me. "It's time. You want to submit to me now, don't you Felicia?" Gone was the harsh Mistress, the indomitable slaveholder. At this moment she had become distilled seductiveness, the very essence of enticement.
My heartbeats seemed to echo through the room so loudly I felt I might burst. My head was spinning in so many directions, my years of fighting to become equal to these entitled whites struggling to remain with me. Yet the pleasures I'd experienced during the past week, sordid as they'd been, were also washing away my fortitude and my logic.
Her hot breath on my ear was only making me feel more confused, more distracted, wafting me further away from my comfort zone like it didn't even matter anymore. She whispered, her voice so seductive I felt like helpless prey, like the field mouse who at the last moment hears the sound of the eagle's plummeting wings, "Submit to me, Felicia. Don't fight me, don't fight yourself any longer. I know what you need. You know you want to submit to me. You know you need to give yourself to me entirely. You need to free yourself from this stultifying illusion you've clung to for so long, this illusion of needing to be dignified and proud, your illusory need to resist your sexual temptations. Be who you are. Be your history. Be my..."
She didn't finish.
Her next word, which I was hanging on for like an eager dog waiting for her bone, was interrupted by a knock on the door. The knock was like an endorphin killer, or like being thrown unexpectedly into a cold shower, a harsh wake-up call. I whispered frantically , "Get your shoes on, Ms. Adams." Thankfully she went behind my desk and abided with my request before returning next to me and seating herself in the chair she should have been sitting in all along.
I composed myself as best I could and went to open the door. It was my department's secretary with the agenda for a meeting scheduled to take place in an hour. Although I was flustered, I desperately tried to portray poise and professionalism. She gave me a quizzical look but didn't say anything as she handed me the agenda I'd requested she type up for me. As she closed the door behind herself, I took a deep breath, relieved I hadn't been caught in a more compromising position. Yet, the near disaster was a wake-up call, and I knew it was a warning from above not to submit to Madison.



Once she was gone, Madison switched her dominant persona back on, standing up, "Now let's get back to where we were."
"Ms. Adams, it's over. I have a meeting in less than an hour."
Her reply was to press her hands on my shoulders and to push me slowly to the office floor. My knees weakened at her touch and although my mind was screaming No, my body offered no resistance to her gentle not-quite-coercion. Now that I was on my knees, in the ultimate submissive position, she explained, gently, even kindly, totally at odds with her words, "Felicia, I've always wanted my very own Nigger." I winced at her use of the N word, yet my pussy's dormant flame quickly rekindled. Seeing the arousal flickering in my eyes, she continued, slipping her stocking-clad feet out of her shoes again, "You see, Professor, I know exactly what you need. You need a White Mistress who can make all your decisions for you. You need a White Mistress to break you free from your wannabe-prestigious wannabe-white bondage, to allow you to become who you truly want to be... a good Nigger slave. So tell me, Professor Jefferson, Felicia, Nigger... tell me what you want."
Sitting down in the chair in front of me, she lifted a stockinged foot to my face, her perfectly pedicured toes just an inch from my big lips. I stammered, my head reeling from the knowledge that she was right. My vaginal juice was leaking through my panties, and I desperately needed to come. I tried to stay strong, even when every fibre of my body disagreed that I should. "I want you to leave."
"Really? I tell you what, Professor. If your cunt is dry right now, I'll walk out of here right now defeated, and I'll never bother you again. Is that reasonable?"
I cursed my weakness, knowing it was a great deal, but one I couldn't win. "Ms. Adams, please just go."
She stood up and pulled me to my feet, and reached her hand under my dress. I pushed it away, but she scolded me harshly, her anger triggered in a heartbeat. "Stand still, Nigger, don't you ever touch me unless you have my permission! Understood, you fucking cunt?"
Instead of exploding at being called such harsh names in such an arrogant tone, my vagina began flowing more freely than before, and absurdly I apologized abjectly, "I'm so-so-so sorry Ms. Adams, for touching you. It won't happen again."
Her anger disappeared like storm clouds being swept away by a spring breeze. She smiled down on me and said condescendingly, "You may become an obedient little cunt licker yet." She placed a hand on my sopping wet pussy and concluded, "Well, I guess the prospect of becoming my little Nigger slave does excite you doesn't it?"
I whimpered at her touch, abandoning any last pretence of not being horny. My body was screaming inside for me just to get it over with, just to submit unconditionally to this powerful, beautiful White Mistress. Yet my mind was once again desperately struggling to resist the growing avalanche of temptation. I knew, just like Eve, if I took just one bite of the apple, everything would change. I stammered, "N-n-no."
"Then why is your Nigger cunt so fucking wet?"
I had no reasonable answer to this question. So I again reverted to pleading weakly , "Please... just leave, Madison."
The unexpected slap across my face stunned me. "How dare you address your White Mistress so disrespectfully? Given names are for equals or inferiors. That's now yet another clear breach of your submission to me and it will be punished; what number are you at now, eight?"
Panic spread though me and I rushed to correct her, "N-n-o! It's only seven."
She laughed harshly. "So Nigger, you acknowledge deserving seven punishments from your Mistress?"
Realizing my slip, I stammered, "N-n-no, I was just..."
A second slap stung my cheek. "Shut up, Nigger." Her finger went under my panties and grazed my vaginal lips. I let out an involuntary moan. The white coed asked, looking for the answer she was accustomed to receiving, "Do you want to come, Nigger?"
"Yes," I whimpered, unable to think straight in my overheated condition, with her fingers teasing me so effectively.
"Yes, what?" she asked.
"Yes, please," I replied, my breathing getting more erratic.
She took her finger away. "You can't really be that stupid, can you?"
Desperately wanting her finger back there, my vagina now so close to ecstasy, I apologized, and finally used the words she'd been waiting to hear, the words my inner soul had been dying for me to say for a week, even if my mind hadn't accepted it yet, "I beg forgiveness for resisting you for so long. Yes, Mistress, please let me come."
Her finger went back to my wanton vagina. "You do understand, Professor," she sneered. "Once your Nigger cunt comes on my white finger, you're mine. You'll do whatever I say from now on."
"Yes, Mistress, I promise," I agreed without hesitation, my need too far too advanced to resist the hypnotic sexuality of this white Goddess.
"Then tell me, what are you?" she asked, her finger parting my wet labia.
"I'm your slave," I whimpered, finally accepting my desire to be just that.
"And what kind of slave are you?" she tested, her wonderful finger now beginning to penetrate my forbidden sheath.
I knew what she wanted me to say, but I hesitated. Such a final humiliation was too much, and I held back, unable either to progress my commitment forward or to withdraw it the least little bit.
She wiggled her finger inside me; she leaned in, her hot wet breath on my ear, "Answer me slut, what kind of slave are you?"
She found my g-spot and my legs weakened, my orgasm bubbled, and I began to come shamelessly all over Madison's finger. She pulled her finger out and I collapsed onto the floor, weak from the ultimate orgasm that was now pulsing through me.
I hear heard her rant, "You fucking Nigger, how dare you come without permission! I guess my telling you that the number of punishments in store for you being eight was fucking prophetic." I zoned her words out as the delirium from my orgasm overpowered everything. But I was brought back to reality, like a cold shower, when I heard the clicking of what sounded like a camera.
I opened my eyes, shocked to see Madison using her phone to take pictures of me. She smiled, "Just in case you had thoughts of backing down after you declared your complete obedience to me. Now open your legs wide, and let's see that wet cunt of yours."
"Please no," I begged.
"NOW, Nigger slut," she exploded.
I shamefully obeyed and closed my eyes while she took some more photos.
"Pull your panties down so I can get a good look at my new furrow."
Humiliated, as the concept of being no more than a location on her property to be planted killing the last of my orgasm, I obeyed, knowing that fighting her while I was in this condition was utterly hopeless. She took a few more pictures and then she smiled, a smile nastier than the Devil's, and said, "You'd better compose yourself Professor, you have a meeting in a bit over five minutes." Calling me Professor was like a cold shower, awakening me back to the harsh reality of what had just occurred. I was supposed to be the adult, the professional. She sauntered out, leaving my door wide open with me still lying bedraggled on the floor.
I staggered up and closed my door. I collapsed back in my chair, exhausted, mortified and yet... completely sexually satisfied. I knew I had taken a damn big bite of that apple, and I knew that my life had forever changed... and just like Eve, I had no idea what was going to happen next. Who could have expected angels with flaming swords?
12. HEEL
Lust is a powerful emotion; like a drug however, once the high is done, the withdrawal is incredibly painful. All night my head spun with what I'd done. I palliated myself with the thought that all that had really occurred was she'd masturbated me to an orgasm. It was morally wrong. It was ethically wrong. But it could have been so much worse.
This devastating weakness of mine now having been officially exposed to Madison was very troubling, but it was balanced by the wonderful news that my daughter Keisha had been assigned to work on a civil rights case with the NAACP. I'd convinced her to come over tomorrow night for a celebratory supper, and she'd reluctantly agreed. (I must admit our relationship has never been great, but that's another story, except to wonder if I'd unconsciously resented her from the moment she was born because I associated her with the sweet-talking shyster who'd raped me and planted an unwanted daughter inside of me. Hardly fair to her since it wasn't her fault, so I hoped I hadn't been doing that, but I could never be certain. Something else to feel guilty about.) But in any case, for the first time since Christmas, I'd have all three of my children at home. It was so exciting, and a great distraction from today's sin. I went shopping and grabbed a roast, potatoes and all the fixings for a grand supper.
That night while I tossed and turned, my submission to Madison replaying in my mind, I contemplated my next move. Shame overwhelmed me as I knew I'd been weak, but I also knew I now had to be strong. I convinced myself that I was capable of such strength, and that the pictures she'd taken were unlikely to be too compromising... at least I hoped they weren't.
*****
Deciding I didn't want any confrontation with Madison or wanting at least to delay one as long as I could, the next morning I wore the white stockings. I was surprised by how nice they looked on my legs, yet I felt ashamed to know I was wearing them only so I wouldn't upset Madison.
I arrived at class slightly late again, a new trend of mine, and Madison's smile widened when she saw me wearing my obedient clothing selection. I tried to ignore her, but my eyes kept glancing back at her, my body yearning for her approval. It was frustrating and it probably showed, as I was very distracted during class. After finishing giving a historical lesson on the NAACP and telling my class, as a beaming proud Mom, that my elder daughter was working for them, I let them go twenty minutes early, something I never, ever did.
I high-tailed it out before Madison or anyone could talk to me, but halfway to my car, my cell vibrated. I stopped to check it and saw a text from MistressM. I sighed. How had she gotten my cell number? It wasn't even listed.
I clicked on it and read the text:
If I didn't know better, I would think u r trying to avoid me, your WHITE MISTRESS. But I know my NIGGER SUB would never avoid me... would she?
A second text followed:
That would add a punishment and I can't imagine my NIGGER CUNT would want that... would she?
Then a third:
Or does my NIGGER BITCH like being punished? I think maybe she does. If she is not in her office in ten minutes I will add another punishment.
As I lingered, frozen, a fourth text came:
It was a picture of me during my orgasm. It wasn't too revealing as body parts went, but my expression could only be described as orgasmic bliss, and it was unmistakably me.
Realizing her threat of blackmail, I cursed to myself and rushed to my office. Once I was there, I waited and waited and waited. I went from anxious and nervous, to frustrated and angry as an hour passed. Finally, there was a knock on the door.
I called, "Come in."
No one entered.
I called a second time, "Come in."
Again, no response. I began to think I'd been mistaken and the knock had been for the office next to mine, when a sharp meaning-filled knock asserted itself.
This time I got up and opened the door. A look that would melt ice boring into me was waiting on the other side. Madison, wearing a rather conservative flower-print sundress walked in, and once I'd closed the door, reprimanded me. "Nigger, how dare you make me wait at the door?"
I began to say something but she demanded, "On your knees, Nigger, you dare not disappoint me again today, or the punishment will be your pictures posted on Facebook, understood?"
I sat down on my heels instantly, not for a second doubting that her threat was real. In fact, I was terrified she might follow through with her threat no matter what I did at this point. Once I was in compliance with her demand about the knees, I replied, "Yes, Ms. Adams, I understand."
She sat down in my office chair and gave me a look. The last time she'd sat there I'd objected. This time I just looked at the floor.
She placed her thigh high boot on my leg. "Unzip me, Professor Jefferson."
I nervously and quietly obeyed the order, my hand trembling the entire time I was unzipping the boot. Once it was unzipped, she ordered, still sternly but with her anger now gone... at least according to her tone of voice: I didn't dare to look at her face, "Take your White Mistress' boot off, Felicia."
I again obeyed, a bit surprised by her civil manner. I knew I had a bunch of unimaginable punishments to look forward to, but I hoped that at least the fireworks were over. Once her boot was off, Madison demanded, "Clean my foot, Darkie."
Darkie for some reason felt more insulting than any of the other derogatory terms she'd used on me. Uncontrollably, and yet undeniably, I felt a tingle flow through me. I leaned forward, extended my tongue and began licking her stocking-clad foot. I started on the top and lapped my way down to her perfectly manicured toes. I took each toe individually into my mouth and pretended they were small penises. She lifted her foot up a bit, and I began to lick her sole. The mixed taste of silk and sweat should have been disgusting, but instead I found it erotically sweet. I felt my vagina getting wet yet again.
"You like licking my feet, don't you, Nigger?"
The term and her condescending tone made me wetter. I didn't have to lie to admit, "Yes, Ms. Adams."
"I think it's time for your first punishment," she announced.
Trepidation filled me, but I remained silent.
"You told the class you were having a special supper tonight," she began.
"Y-y-yes," I stammered.
"With your entire family," she continued, "for the first time in several months."
"Y-y-yes," I stuttered, worried about where this was going.
She changed topics. "Are you horny right now?"
It was undeniable so I answered honestly, "Yes."
"Yes, what?" she barked.
"Y-y-yes, I'm horny, Ms. Adams."
"Do you want to come?"
"Yes," I admitted, looking down.
"Look at me when you speak to me, Nigger!" she exploded.
I immediately looked into her eyes and grovelled, "I'm sorry, Ms. Adams."
Her softness returned. "Grab my boot." I did. "Remove your panties." I shuddered in anticipation of what was to come as I obeyed. "Go to that guest chair and lift up your skirt so I can see that black cunt." I obeyed again, silently, my body loving every second while my brain attempted to reason with it.
"Spread those Nigger legs wide, I want to see that cunt I now own," she announced, like I was a prize show pony.
Tears began to well in my eyes, the humiliation drilling even deeper. I begged, "Please, don't make me do that, Ms. Adams."
She laughed. "Oh, Professor, you needed me more than any of my other sluts. I knew it the first week of class. You've been living this fake life for years, this charade of civilized living. But I could tell deep down you're just like every other Nigger, a horny slut desperate to serve. Am I wrong?"
What a question. Of course, she was wrong. I was a respected professor. A powerful black woman who'd fought for every little thing I had. Yet at this moment all that mattered to me was coming and obeying this white bitch. I wanted to look away, but instead with tears now rolling down my face I admitted, "You're right, Ms. Adams."
"And I assume that right now you desperately want to come," she predicted.
"Yes, Ms. Adams."
"Take the four-inch heel of my boot, slut, and use it to fuck yourself."
"What?" I asked.
"You heard me. Fuck yourself with the heel of your Mistresses' boot. Now!!!"
Her abrupt change of tone startled me and I obeyed, inserting the narrow heel inside my very wet vagina. Not surprisingly, it easily went in.
"How does that feel?" she asked.
"It feels good in my vagina," I replied honestly as my desire to come took me over.
"Your vagina?" she cackled. "What are you, twelve? You have a cunt! A fuck-hole! A Nigger pussy! Not a fucking vagina."
"Sorry, Ms. Adams," I moaned, now beginning to fuck myself with the boot. "My cunt is very wet, Ms. Adams."
"So back to our earlier conversation, but don't stop what you're doing. You're having a special supper tonight."
"Yes," I whimpered, worried about what she had in mind, but right now more preoccupied by the boot heel in my cunt.
"Well, I think you're going to invite me to come and meet your family tonight," she suggested, in a tone meaning it wasn't a suggestion.
"But it's a special family supper," I defended, still fucking myself.
"Stop fucking that Nigger box," Madison demanded.
I reluctantly obeyed.
"All you have to do to be allowed to come in front of your Mistress is to invite me to dinner tonight," she explained.
I let out a subtle sigh. I was far past horny and I knew if I didn't ask her, she'd probably just show up anyway. So I reasoned that the best way to at least attempt to gain some control of the situation at all was to first give in. "Ms. Adams," I began all cordially, "would you please be so kind to be a part of my family's celebratory supper tonight?"
She answered, so civil that it was as if we were two friends, "Thank you Felicia, I'd like that very much."
She surprised me by dropping to her knees, between mine, and taking charge of the boot. Without a word, she began pumping the heel in and out of my pussy. My moaning increased even as I tried to keep it down so passersby in the hallway wouldn't hear my throes of passion. With her white face so close to my pussy, I was a puddle of goo, and after only a couple minutes of her fucking me, I came, my juice flooding out of me. She continued fucking me with the boot heel until my orgasm was over and then lightning quick, she stood up and took a totally humiliating picture of me face and all, my legs spread wide open with a boot heel up my pussy.
"Clean off my boot, slut," she ordered.
I reluctantly took the boot out of my pussy and placed the heel at my mouth. I sucked off my juice like a dirty whore. The shame again swept through me, just like it always did after I'd finished coming and rationality came flooding back.
She made me put her boot back on for her and just as she was leaving, I asked, "Are you sure you want to come tonight, it'll probably be pretty boring."
Her smile, as wicked as one could look, sent a chill down my back, "Oh, I doubt that very much." She gave me a wink and walked out the door.
I collapsed into the chair, wondering what she could possibly have in mind for tonight. Everything up until now had been very discreet except within her circle of... what would one call it... circle of influence?... so it seemed unlikely she would out me in front of my children. Pacified by that theory, I pulled myself together and headed home early to prepare for my daughter's special supper.
13. MAID TO BE
I spent an hour debating what to wear for the evening, realizing that whatever I wore would make a statement to Madison. If I changed into something casual, she might criticize me about disrespecting my own family or something. If I remained in the same white stockings, I was indicating that I was still on duty as her sub, although I wasn't sure there was such a thing as off duty. After bouncing back and forth, I decided to remain in the skirt, white stockings and other apparel I'd worn to school, since I was desperate not to attract any sort of negative attention from her.



Supper was planned for six o'clock, and when it reached ten after six I began to relax. Perhaps she wasn't coming. Keisha was dressed in a power suit, having come directly from work. The twins, on the other hand, were dressed in designer jeans and shirts like they almost always wore.
I'd just begun to serve supper after half an hour of polite chit-chat, when there was a knock at the door. I let out a sigh and excused myself, knowing the kids weren't going to get off their lazy asses. I took a long deep breath and opened the door. Madison looked beautiful as always. She was dressed to impress in a black skirt, just above the knee, matching black pantyhose or stockings, and a nice flower print blouse. She smiled and asked, "You haven't started without me, have you?"
"I was just bringing the food to the table," I replied.
"Good," she smiled and after a few seconds of awkward silence, "Are you going to invite me in?"
I stammered, "O-o-of course. Please don't let my children know about what I've done."
"If you behave tonight my slut, the nature of our relationship and everything else will remain our little secret... for now," she promised, and yet hinted at breaking the promise... eventually. A chill went up my spine at the threat of future humiliation and the potential disclosure of my sins.
She sauntered in, and I led her into the dining room. The look on the face of each of my children upon seeing this beautiful white girl joining our family gathering was interesting. Keisha's face expressed impatience and annoyance; Nicholas' was one of horny male adolescence; while Nicole displayed a mixture of surprise and admiration.
I introduced her to my children, "Keisha, Nicholas and Nicole, this is Madison Adams; she's a student in my Race and Ethnicity class. We'd made a previous arrangement to meet this evening to discuss her research project." It was a lie, and a lame one at that, since Keisha would know because of my unbreachable professional principles that I would never invite a student over to my house... ever. And my assigned essays were always completed by now. On top of that, what student comes to meet their professor dressed so attractively? That said, it was all I could think of to cling to my fragile dignity.
Madison added, acting like a sweet southern belle, "I'm so sorry to impose, but Felicia said she'd prepared way too much food."
I winced at her calling me Felicia, another thing Keisha knew I'd never allow. I concealed my worries and offered Madison a seat beside me. Once she sat down, I began dishing out the dinner, as I always did.
I started with my guest and served her a fresh bun. I continued distributing the buns and then sat down with mine. As the others began cutting and buttering, Madison asked, "Felicia, could you butter my bun?" I was mortified. Madison saw the look on my face and temporarily saved me by adding, "Sorry to be such a prima donna, but I had my nails done just before I came here, and I'd hate to wreck one."
Feeling a shameful burning inside, I avoided eye contact with my kids while I took her bun and obliged her, which probably looked harmless to the kids, but I knew was a subtle test of my obedience.
I handed it to her hoping no one else noticed her smug smile.
After a couple minutes of silence, just as I began passing the salad around, Madison initiated some conversation, addressing the twins, "So are you two in college? I think I'd remember you."
Nicholas blushed at the flattery while Nicole explained, "Oh no, no, we're seniors in high school."
"Really? You look older than that," Madison said, clearly buttering her up.
Nicole blushed with pride, then glared at me, "Thank you; someone treats me like I'm still twelve."
Madison looked at Nicholas, her voice just hinting at flirtation, "And you too, Nic, I assumed you were my age."
Nicholas tried to play it cool but failed miserably, "Yeah, I get that all the time."
"I bet you do," Madison responded slyly, making Nicholas melt and Keisha shake her head in disgust. I was riddled with anxiety as I watched Madison inserting herself in my family.
Trying to break the adulation her would-be white siblings were bestowing on Madison, Keisha asked, "And what are you writing your paper on?"
"Oh, it's a little bit edgy and controversial," Madison deflected. "On a different happier note, I understand this supper is in your honour."
Not one to be the center or attention, Keisha humbly replied, "It's just a good opportunity to give back."
Madison asked, acting all curious, "How so?"
"Well, I mean with the upcoming election in 2020, it's important to protect the rights of all minorities, not just blacks, in the re-districting and gerrymandering that has been all too common," Keisha explained, her tone implying Madison wouldn't understand.
Madison asked, "Felicia, could you get me some iced tea?"
I stood up, again feeling humiliated at being treated like a maid in my own house, and tried to make it casual by asking, "Does anyone else want some iced tea?"
Both my twins in unison, obviously wanting to be just like Madison, echoed each other, "I would."
Keisha, her voice flat, replied, "I'm fine." Her eyes displayed her displeasure at this whole ordeal.
I returned to the table and handed my guest and the twins glasses of iced tea.
Madison looked at it like it was poison. "Could I have some ice in my iced tea, Felicia?"
"Of course," I replied too quickly.
"Me too," each twin added.
I retrieved the drinks, hoping my submissive behaviour wasn't as obvious as I felt it must be.
I returned a second time and heard Madison explaining the same theory she'd already presented to me, about blacks being better off in the past. I sat down and listened as Keisha glared at me to interrupt, to defend, to contradict this white know-it-all. Yet to her intense frustration, I remained silent while Madison spewed her racist rubbish.
The next fifteen minutes was a mix of eating and heavy disagreement between Madison and Keisha while I remained silent and got wetter and wetter down below, no matter how hard I tried to suppress my arousal.
By this time Madison had finished explaining her outrageous theory and Keisha was about to explode. I went to get dessert and Keisha followed me into the kitchen.
"Why is this person here?" my daughter confronted me.
"I'm sorry, dear," I replied, "I'd forgotten all about my arrangement with her, so when she arrived I invited her to stay, not thinking she would."
"She's a racist bitch," Keisha accused.
"Oh honey, she just comes from a very old school family. It's our job to break these stereotypes by teaching her the truth," I lied.
"I can't believe she believes such absurd nonsense. Has she learned nothing from your course?"
"It's been a slow, effortful learning curve," I sighed.
"She spouts her rubbish with such blithe authority and self-confidence, and she's treating you like you're her maid."
"She is not," I disagreed, knowing full well my daughter was correct.
"No? You went back and fetched ice for her iced tea," my daughter pointed out.
I defended, I hoped believably, "Oh honey, I'm just being a good host. On that note, we should get back in there with dessert."
We returned, and Madison was giving fashion advice to Nicole, who was idolizing her completely.
We sat back down and Madison asked, although her tone didn't sound at all like a request, "May I have some ice cream with this? Vanilla."
I got back up and looked at the twins, who each gave me a dumbfounded look at my subservient behaviour and, I imagine, at my acquiescence to this white girl treating their mother like a waitress, or worse, a servant in her own house.
I was ashamed, humiliated and embarrassed, but I was also guilty and ashamed that my pussy was tingling and begging for attention. I returned and scooped white ice cream for Madison and the twins. Her stubborn behaviour clearly established, Keisha, not surprisingly, declined the offer.
Madison asked Keisha, "So tell me about this case you're working on."
"It wouldn't be interesting to you," Keisha replied, dismissing Madison's interest.
"No, please do. I'm trying to get my head wrapped around why we as taxpayers should pay for a court case over something so absurd," Madison explained blithely, pushing Keisha's buttons and testing me.
Trying to rescue my daughter and to save some face with her I explained, "Every ten years with the decennial census, the lines of voting districts are reset based on updated census figures. Historically and traditionally, whichever party is in power in each state at the time takes advantage of the occasion to redraw the district lines in their own favour, a practice which is termed gerrymandering. Sometimes they make deals that benefit factions of both parties, such as drawing districts that maximize blacks and/or other minorities in one district while maximizing conservative whites in another district, in effect segregating districts and constituencies racially and ideologically, securing the ongoing election of black or Hispanic Democrats in one district and conservative Republicans in another district."
Madison listened and then said, "But since both parties agree, no disadvantage exists."
Keisha, her tone barely concealing her brimming anger, "First Madison, you, being a white girl in a white world, would never understand the harsh realities of being black. On a historical note, there's been a long history and a strong tradition in both parties, of gerrymandering to rig districts to favour one party or group over others. It may be agreed upon by both parties, for mutual advantage, but it's clearly, both politically and ethically, unfair and undemocratic." Now on a roll, her voice dripping with contempt for this opinionated white girl who had crashed her special night, she continued, "Also, by creating districts that are more homogeneous and less diverse by race, class and ideology, gerrymandering has been a major factor in creating gridlock in national and state legislatures, making it easier for more extreme, ideologically rigid candidates to get elected, which makes it less necessary for them to moderate their views to appeal to diverse constituencies. In fact, I would argue that just like having racially segregated schools creates separate and unequal education, where the lack of racial and cultural diversity lowers all students' education in the broadest sense, graduating students who are ill-equipped to contribute to a diverse society, voting districts that are segregated by race, ethnicity, class and ideology have the same effects, in effect clogging the very dialogue between diverse groups that is necessary for a democracy to function. If you don't have an electorate, and hence legislatures, that respect each other's differences and that expects compromises, then democracy, quite simply, doesn't work. And if you want hard evidence, just look at both houses of Congress in recent years: no matter which side of the aisle you favour, by and large our lawmakers aren't working with their colleagues on the other side to get anything useful accomplished."
Madison, attempting to be just slightly condescending, clapped. "Wow, that was a very impassioned argument, yet it still doesn't justify the money spent on lawyers and court cases, especially when they offer no solution to the so-called problem."
"It's not about a solution. It's about equity. Both major political parties and all of the political and ideological groups involved, naturally prefer drawing districts in ways that favour their re-election, rather than having a fair, level playing field for open competition. And they have large organizations, lobbying and campaign money backing them up."
Madison, her hand now on my leg and under my skirt, countered, "But so do you, don't you? You have the NAACP, do you not? Are they not a lobbying organization with big money backing them up? Christ, didn't they help win the Obama elections?"
"Oh, my God. It's exactly that type of white world thinking that still holds us back. Ever since the 1964 Voting Rights Act, and each time the Act has been renewed since then, Southern states with histories of Jim Crow laws and voter discrimination have had to have any voting laws and re-districting decisions reviewed by the Civil Rights division of the Justice Department just because they've proven in the past that they can't be trusted to be fair. Historically, the NAACP has followed state voting laws and re-districting closely, and advocated with the Justice Department and sometimes against them in court, particularly with Republican administrations. Their lobbying, if it can be called that, is in favour of giving all voters an equal chance to be influential, they aren't just some ideological lobbying group trying to be heard," Keisha finished, slamming her fist on the table and standing up.
Madison squeezed my leg and stood up as well. Her tone changed from confrontational to accommodating. "I'm so sorry, Keisha. I grew up in a home where arguing was the only way to be heard. Sometimes I just fight to fight." Madison walked over to my elder daughter and wrapped her arms around her. The contrast between my daughter's black as night skin and Madison's white as snow skin was so apparent that it bordered on the absurd. Oddly, the feelings bubbling inside me weren't motherly and protective, but rather jealous and envious. Madison had never once touched me with such tenderness. My daughter, who hates hugs, was stiff as a board at first, but much to my surprise melted in Madison's white arms, something she'd never done whenever I'd attempted to console her about something. My jealousy only multiplied: both at Madison, who'd gotten a physically emotional response from my daughter that I'd never experienced, and at Keisha, for receiving the tender passion I'd never received from my new Mistress. Suddenly, realizing my weakness and the fact that I'd just thought of Madison as my Mistress, I shook myself back to reality.
"Nicole and Nicholas," I ordered, "Please start putting the dishes away."
Madison, letting Keisha out of her white cocoon asked, "Felicia, could you please do it for us? I'd like to get to know your kids better." Although her tone was friendly and her rationale logical, I knew by her expression that this too was an order and not a suggestion.
A fake smile plastered across my face, I replied, my voice way too syrupy to be believable, "Sure, you guys go hang out. I'll clean up the dishes."
I looked at Keisha, whose expression was utter confusion. A look I could recognize all too well from the inside out. Her pussy was tingling, and she couldn't figure out why. Madison took her hand, "Would you favour me with a tour?"
Trying to ignore the tingle, Keisha shook her head just slightly before replying, "Um... sure." I watched the white coed leading my strong, independent, almost full-blooded black daughter out of the dining room.
I cleared the table, loaded the dishwasher and washed the few large dishes. The entire time panic was filling me as I wondered what Madison had in mind not only for me, but now for my children as well. Nicole was clearly in awe of Madison already, while I knew exactly what face and boobs Nicholas would be whacking off to tonight. But Keisha was exactly like me, which was why we butted heads so much. She was pig-headed, stubborn, proud and determined to prove herself in a white man's world. This focus left her emotionally unavailable and, like me, the perfect prey for a hunter like Madison. I left the dishes to air dry, something I never did, and went to find the four of them.
My head spun with a trillion ugly scenes I could find when I got to the living room. Yet what I found was all four of them playing Just Dance on the Wii.
Seeing Madison's stocking-clad toes sent me back to earlier in the day. My mouth watered, and I couldn't believe how much I craved her salty sweat. Like a dog watching a tennis ball during a match, I stared at her feet moving all around the floor. I just wanted to fall to the floor, grab her foot and clean it. Of course, sanity prevented any such activity and when the song ended, Nicholas went to the washroom. Madison asked, "Do you have another washroom? All that physical activity has awakened my bladder."
"On the second floor. It'll be the second door on your left," Nicole instructed.
"Thanks, cutie," Madison winked at my younger daughter and walked past me, a smile on her face that screamed trouble.
Once she was gone, Keisha remarked, "She's quite the fireball."
I laughed for the first time in days, agreeing "That she is."
"I think she's awesome," Nicole gushed like a star-struck teenager, "and she's taking me shopping sometime soon."
"She is?" I asked, surprised by this new piece of information.
All giddy and excited, a side of Nicole I seldom saw, she added, "She also said she'd get me into her big year-end sorority party, which means she can also get me an early invite to pledge next year."
"She did, did she?" I asked, very worried about her intentions.
"Yes," Nicole confirmed. "Madison is awesome."
Keisha chipped in her opinion, "She's a psycho just begging to be analyzed."
"Who? Madison or Nicole?" I joked.
Keisha allowed a rare smile to cross her face, which made her look even prettier, "Well both actually, but I was talking about Madison."
"Shut up," Nicole snapped.
We both ignored her. "Yeah, I still haven't figured her out."
"Oh, I have," Keisha asserted confidently.
"Do tell," I enquired.
"Isn't it obvious? She has to always be the centre of attention. She also has to test how far she can go before she's stopped, very typical spoiled brat syndrome. She treated you like a maid during supper, and when you didn't refuse to do anything, she pushed you even further. As for me, she challenged me, I stood my ground and she backed down. She even apologized to me, kind of."
I contemplated this assessment, ignoring the critical pot shot my daughter had taken at me. Was she right? If I stood up to Madison, I mean really stood up to her, damn the consequences of the photos, would she leave me alone? Or did I even want to be left alone? The answer should have been an obvious and indisputable: yes! Yet my very damp, needy vagina had a very different opinion, which I desperately tried to resist with every fibre of my being.
I ignored my moral dilemma, instead defending myself. "Keisha, I wasn't being her maid; I was just being a good host."
"If you say so, Mother," she replied, her disdainful tone clearly conveying that she didn't agree with me and she thought less of me for being such a pushover.
"She isn't gone, is she?" my son asked in a panic, returning from the bathroom.
Nicole replied sarcastically, "No, Nic. She's upstairs, getting undressed in your bedroom."
"Nicole!" I gasped.
"What? Nicholas has been drooling all night, and staring at her boobs like a complete creep."
"I have not!" Nicholas protested defiantly, his face giving away his true feelings.
Nicole pushed it further, "I thought you were going to pull out your lizard and offer it to her as an appetizer."
"Enough!" I exploded
"Enough what?" Madison asked, returning downstairs.
"Oh nothing. The twins are just disagreeing, as always," I explained.
"My sister and I used to fight too, but now we're really, really close," Madison responded. Only I was aware of the reason they no longer fought, and the underlying implications of her words.
Keisha announced, "I need to get going. I have to get up early tomorrow."
Madison yawned, "I should get going, too. I let my sister borrow my car and just got dropped off here. Can you give me a ride to the sorority?"
Keisha's face said no, but her lips said, "Sure."



"Awesome," Madison said, all Valley Girl, and gave Keisha one last hug. She went and gave Nicole a hug and stunned Nicholas by hugging him too. She walked over to me and said, all pleasant and with manners I never knew she had, "Thank you so very much for inviting me, Felicia. We can continue our research talk tomorrow."
"You're welcome," I responded, stunned by her pleasantness.
She hugged me too, her hand giving my ass a sly squeeze, her touch triggering a slight leakage down below.
I watched her leave with my elder daughter, helpless to stop her.
*****
An hour later, I was getting ready for bed and was startled to find a sex toy on my bed with a note.
Slut,
I searched your room and couldn't find any toys. Unless you've hidden them really well, I'm guessing you don't own any. We'll discuss that deficiency tomorrow. So I searched Nicole's room and found this little toy. I expect you to fuck yourself with it, thinking of submitting to me completely and about my being very confident that your older daughter will join you in submissive servitude to me. She is just like you... desperately lost and searching for sexual release.
On a positive note, you were such a good Nigger maid tonight, I'm removing one of your punishments. Now go fuck that Nigger box of yours with your daughter's toy.
Mistress M
My mind was reeling, both at the fact that Madison had been in my bedroom, and that she had plans for Keisha too. Feeling my motherly instinct taking over, I called Keisha's cell. No answer. I sent her a text.
Keisha please call me when you get a chance.
I finished getting ready for bed, stressed that my daughter might be getting seduced right now. Oddly, the more I thought about it, the more my mind began to play tricks on me. Again, I began to feel jealous at the thought of Keisha and Madison together. I began to envision Keisha and me fighting for Madison's attention. These thoughts triggered a reaction down below and I scurried to my bed and, taking my daughter's toy, began to fuck myself, even as I scolded myself for my weakness.
I'm on my knees at Madison's sorority; right beside me is Keisha, also on her knees. We're both naked except for dog collars around our necks, and white garters, stockings and heels.
Standing in front of us, Madison is holding both of our leashes. "Are you Niggers ready for your initiation?"
"Yes, Mistress Madison," we answer in unison.
"Again remember, whoever gets off the most sorority girls, wins. The loser will be our bathroom Nigger for the rest of the semester. The winner will be our pleasure puppy. Is that clear?"
"Yes, Mistress Madison," we both agree eagerly. Keisha gives me a fierce glare, telling me she has no intention of losing.
We're led into the main lounge of the sorority where over thirty girls, all scantily clad, are waiting while enjoying wine and conversing. Madison unhooks our leashes and announces, "Game on, sluts."
As soon as our leashes are off, Keisha pushes me to the floor to slow me down and quickly approaches the girl closest to her. I can't believe the words coming out of her mouth, "May this Nigger dyke please be allowed the privilege of eating your white pussy?"
I watch, dazed, as the pretty blonde, without a word, opens her legs and my daughter buries her face between them.
Madison whispers in my ear, "Looks like you'll be drinking a lot of pee, Nigger Mammy."
Her words bring me back to the task at hand and the consequences of losing. I crawl like a puppy over to a pretty brunette and ask, "Ma'am, can this Nigger Mammy lick your vagina?"
She scoffs, "My vagina? Try again, Professor Jefferson."
Hearing my real name, my professional name used brings a rush of anxiety that I push aside, and again I remind myself of the task at hand and the consequences of losing. "Sorry m-m-ma'am, your white beauty is distracting me from thinking straight. Can this stupid Nigger lick your lovely white cunt?"
"That's better, Professor, let's see if you can earn an A," she teases, opening her ivory legs and presenting me with her young, ripe, trimmed cunt. I crawl into the Holy Whiteness and begin licking the heavenly sweetness.
I let out a scream as my orgasm shuddered through me, this complete degradation of my daughter and me bringing me to euphoria. My juices leaked out of me and my daughter's toy was coated with my cum.
There was a knock on my door, followed by Nicole's worried voice, "Are you, okay, Mom?"
I called back, my voice disconcertingly high, "I'm fine, honey, just thought I saw a spider in my room."
She laughed. "I thought you were dying."
I thought I might die, the humiliation of my daughter hearing me scream out an orgasm completely mortifying. "No-no, I'm fine, honey."
"Okay," she replied, and walked away.
My daughter's toy still in my hand, I went to my en suite washroom and washed my sinful evidence away. I tried the toy and wondered when she'd bought it. I pondered two things: one, how I was going to put it back and two, where the Hell should I put it back?
My phone rang a few seconds later, the ring tone indicating it was a text, and I went to get it.
Your daughter will be very easy prey.
I stared at the message, hoping it would disappear. It didn't. I texted Madison back.
Where did you get the toy from?
Did you use it, slut?
Yes.
It was in Nicole's undies drawer. Did u cum, my sub?
Yes.
Good... tomorrow u r not to wear underwear... bra is okay... understood, slut?
Yes, Ms. Adams.
I waited a while in case there were any more texts, but no more came. So I put on my robe and went downstairs to get a glass of water. The twins were in the living room watching Jimmy Fallon. I rushed upstairs and replaced my daughter's toy in her drawer. Relieved, I returned to my room to compose myself, wash my face and straighten my clothes. Finally calmed down, I went back downstairs and watched some TV with my children.
I can't believe the predicament I'm in because of my Mother. What a fucking night! I'm so angry right now I could fucking snap. I didn't want to go to my Mother's house in the first place, but you can't divorce your family... although after tonight I may look into that. My siblings are spoiled brats, as ashamed of me as I am of them, and my Mother and I have never really gotten along, probably because we're so similar.
First of all, how could she allow that white girl to come into our home and disrespect our race like that? I wanted to slap her in the face. It took everything I had not to explode at both my Mother and that white girl Madison. Her apology wasn't sincere, but I had to fake it to appear civil. Then to make matters worse, she invites herself for a ride home. What could I do?
The ride home is tedious.
Madison attempts to apologize again, but she sure isn't very good at it. "So, I'm sorry about getting so confrontational at supper. It wasn't the right time or place."
"You think?" I respond sarcastically.
"Don't get me wrong. I believe everything I said," the white bitch says calmly. "It just wasn't the place to stand on my soapbox."
"Your soapbox?" I ask; it was a mistake, giving her rein to continue the absurdity.
"Yes. I've been attempting to start the long process of dismantling all that absurd civil rights legislation that was passed by our insipid politicians in the past. America's slow fall from grace goes hand in hand with the increase in rights for black people," Madison explains rather matter-of-factly, not remotely concerned about how offensive such a position is to me.
Luckily, I'm just pulling up to her stuck-up pretentious Barbie-girl sorority. My fury about to burst, I want just to push her out the door, but common courtesy restrains me.
She then asks me the most absurd thing ever: "Could I come and observe you at work?"
"Are you kidding me?" I ask, dumbfounded by the request.
"Well, you seem to disagree with my very well-documented and historically proven logic. Why don't you prove me wrong?"
Anger boiling again, my voice dripping with sarcasm, "Sure, why don't you visit my office one day so I can introduce you to my NAACP bosses and we can all bond."
Oblivious to my sarcasm, Madison eagerly agrees, "Awesome, I'll do that."
Before I can say a word to dissuade her, she's out of my car. I sit there dazed and confused. What the fuck just happened?
I drive home furious, ignoring the text from my fucking Mother. If I responded to her tonight, it wouldn't be pleasant.
I toss and turn all night, every potential nightmare scenario possible playing over and over. I'm determined that if Madison is serious and shows up some day, I'll put her in her place: no more Ms. Politically Correct.
15. SWEET SWEAT
The next morning I woke up early and took a long shower. I awakened the twins like I always did and went downstairs. I'd set out cereal and milk on the table by the time they came stumbling down, still groggy-eyed, to the kitchen. Once they were both seated Nicole asked, "Mom, could you please get me a glass of orange juice?"
"Sure, honey," I responded.
"It's Nicole, Mother," Nicole scolded, like I was her child.
I ignored her condescending attitude and set a glass of orange juice in front of her.
"Actually, Mother," she said, the way she was calling me Mother conveying disapproval, not of anything I was doing, but just of me in general, "I think I'll have some white milk."
I began to wonder if my daughter was treating me like a maid like Madison had yesterday evening, but I let the thought go; she and her brother always treated me like their maid... that's just what children today do. Their sense of entitlement was so ingrained in our society that parents today really have no power, especially a parent like me... a single Mother with a wealthy ex-husband like McMillan who continues to buy his children's affection while having as little to do with their mother as possible. (Never initiating or responding to requests for discussions about their welfare or future, just making arbitrary decisions about their schooling or weekends or whatever, paying for things he decides they need, and leaving the kids to inform me about his dictates, which sometimes they do.) Since Keisha made it clear years ago that she doesn't want any of his money, he hasn't had anything to do with her either.
I got Nicole the glass of milk and left for work before any more demands could be made of me. Rattled, I pondered whether this was just more of my kids' demanding of entitlement, or that Nicole had noticed the Domme/sub relationship between Madison and me.
I got to my class just in time and gave a lecture about current politics and the legacy of the Obama administration. Not surprisingly, Madison questioned his policies as President, but she ignored the race issue. She mostly focused on health care and the current economic state, reiterating typical Tea Party rhetoric and ignoring the facts that Obama had done very well with a very bad hand, and that Trump's favourable economic climate was largely built on the impetus he'd inherited from Obama. The class got into a heated debate about whether Obama was a good President or Trump was a better one, and even briefly into Trump's racial issues, but luckily Madison behaved herself, although the self-satisfied smirk on her face was a clear message to me. Once class was done I headed to my office, anticipating some sort of humiliation from Madison. I also hoped to reason with her to keep my family out of things.
I worked in my office until lunchtime, when my teaching assistant Eleanor arrived, dressed in a pretty sundress, pink nylons and five-inch heels. Before last week, I'd never seen her in either a dress or heels. Her red cheeks told me she found this outfit as uncomfortable as I found seeing her in it... it just wasn't her. I wondered if she knew what I'd done, about the commitment I'd made on Friday. She opened with, "I'm sorry about last week, Professor Jefferson."
"Let's pretend it never happened," I suggested.
"I wish I could," she replied, refusing to make eye contact. She explained, "I'm here for two reasons. First, for our usual Wednesday meeting about tomorrow's class, and second, to tell you that Mistress Madison will be here at 1:30 and expects to find you in your office."
I sighed. Obviously Eleanor knew. "I see," I responded, attempting to act casual.
"I'm also supposed to tell you there'll be an extreme punishment if you aren't here," Eleanor whispered, mortified by our current predicament; or I suppose mortified that I'd joined her in her ongoing predicament.
"Don't worry about it, Eleanor, I have it under control," I reassured her, sounding way more confident than I really was. "Let's focus on tomorrow's class."
I laid out my plan for the class and sent Eleanor away to do some research. She rushed out as quickly as she could, as uncomfortable and humiliated as I was. I went to lunch and contemplated what the consequences would be if I didn't return. Knowing full well that Madison wasn't one to lose at anything, defiance was a fleeting idea that soon faded when I pondered the unknown punishments she might subject me to. As was becoming the norm though, my vagina began to dampen slightly as I considered these same scary punishments. What could they be? I couldn't even fathom what they could be or how far Madison would go to show her dominance. I was certain of one thing: they would include both sex and humiliation in some form or other.
I returned early and sat at my desk, beginning to assemble this year's final exam. A little after 1:30 Madison walked into my office without knocking. She was dripping with sweat, I guess having just worked out. She closed the door and locked it. She turned to me, her tone indicating her disappointment in me, "Why are you not on your knees, Nigger?"
I hastily fell to my white stockinged knees, afraid of her wrath.
She walked over to my desk and sat down in my chair. She looked down at me and demanded, "Remove my shoes and socks, slave."
I obeyed, my hands trembling. Once the shoes were off, I pulled off her sweaty white socks.
Once both were off, she ordered, shocking me, "Clean my white feet, Nigger." My repulsion must have been obvious because she roared, "What is that repugnant expression for?"
I stammered, desperate to calm her, "I-I-I'm sorry, Mistress Madison, but such a task is utterly humiliating."
"So?" she asked, "You're my black slave. Black slaves don't question their superior white Masters, do they?"
"N-n-no ma'am," I mumbled.
"Black sluts like you serve only one purpose, don't you?" she asked, rubbing her sweaty white foot on my face.
"Yes, Mistress," I replied shamefacedly.
"And what purpose is that?" she questioned.
"To serve," I answered.
"Good girl," she purred, her quixotic anger gone, "You're learning; you may make a good little Nigger slave yet. Now get to work."
I took her right foot in my hand and began licking her sole. The taste was quite distasteful but even so, my pussy was getting wet from the submissive act. I took each toe into my mouth, cleaning it completely, sucking each one like a small white cock. Once the first foot was done, I repeated the task on her left foot.
Once I was done, she stood up and pulled down her shorts and panties, so I was staring directly at her shaved white sex. Her bright red lips were wet with either sweat or her juice. She smiled, looking down on me staring at her privates and chuckled, "Like what you see, cunt?"
I didn't want to give her the satisfaction of knowing I was mesmerized by her charms, or that I desperately wanted to taste her sweet nectar. I replied, "Not really."
She laughed even harder, "You're a terrible liar. I know for a fact that if I offered you my sweet white cunt, those nasty big fucking Nigger lips would dive in like the starving Nigger dyke you are. But you haven't earned the right to taste my cunt. Oh no, no, you have not."
Her words were mortifying, because I, for some unknown reason, couldn't stand up for myself, and because I knew at this very moment that if she did offer, I'd do exactly as she'd described. I watched warily as she turned around, bent her ass into my face and explained, turning her head so she could look at me with a wry smile. "On the other hand, you have earned the right to clean my ass crack clean of sweat."
I stared at her tight perfect ass in awe at first, but that was replaced with disgust at the newest task expected of me. I muttered, pleading, "Please, Mistress Madison, don't make me do that."
"You're testing my patience, Nigger. I'll expect this resistance from your older daughter. She'll be tough to break, but you should know your place by now," she said, pushing my buttons even harder by referring to her plans for my daughter.
"P-p-please leave my daughter out of this," I begged, "I'll do anything."
"I know you will, and so will your daughter. Why should I limit myself to only one Nigger slave when I can have two?"
"Please, Mistress, not my children," I whimpered, tears welling in my eyes.
"Oh, I don't want all your children. I already have enough white sluts to please me. But I think your twins can become useful allies in my quest to train you as the submissive Mammy slave you want to be," she hinted.
"What do you mean?" I asked, confused by her intent and by her saying Mammy instead of Mommy.
"You're such a dumb Nigger. How did you ever get so many degrees? Your twins will soon become your at-home Master and Mistress. Maybe not sexually, but then again, maybe that too; that randy Nicholas looks like he'd fuck you in a heartbeat, and Nicole is clearly dominant like I am."
I was shocked to my very core. "You want my children to use me as a slave?"
"Aren't they doing that already?"
"Not in the way you're suggesting."
"Not yet maybe, but the underlying context already exists. They're the superior white children, and you and Keisha are the embarrassing black sheep relatives. I'll bet they don't even introduce you to their friends, do they?"
Thinking on it, she was right, I seldom met any of their friends. "No, but that isn't because of my colour."
"Isn't it?" she questioned my opinion. "We can talk more about your family issues another time. Right now, you're delaying your task. Clean my ass crack, and be sure and get my rosebud nice and clean, too."
I stared at her white ass but didn't move, my mind reeling from her accusations about my family and at my current task.
"NOW! " she roared, and I quickly buried my black face between her white-as-snow ass cheeks. The taste was even more disgusting than her feet, and I attempted to accomplish the humiliating task as quickly as I could. "Slow down, Nigger, enjoy your place," she snapped. I obeyed and reached her anal entrance. I tentatively cleaned it with my tongue, thankful not to taste anything other than salty sweat. After a couple minutes of utter humiliation, Madison turned around, her pussy now inches from my face, and said, "Take a good look at my cunt, Professor."
I obeyed, staring at her hard clit and pink pussy lips.
"If you continue obeying, one day I may let you please me," she teased. She moved her pussy forward, rubbing it on my face. I instinctively extended my tongue to taste, and felt a sudden sting as her open hand hit my cheek. She exploded, "Did I fucking give you permission to use your Nigger tongue on my cunt? That's one more punishment added to your total! I thought you were beginning to learn obedience and your place, but clearly not. Get onto your desk and lift up your skirt to show me that Nigger hole of yours."
I quickly obeyed, Madison's tone demanding instant obedience. I was on my desk, legs open, my naked pussy on display, having obeyed her text not to wear underwear. I nervously watched her, wondering what she planned to do. She reached down to the floor, picked up her panties and shoved them in my mouth. The taste was a mixture of sweetness and sweat, good and bad. She suggested, "If I were you, I would keep those in your mouth." My eyes went wide, wondering what her intentions were. She rubbed her finger up and down my wet pussy lips, making them wetter and me hornier. Then she slapped my pussy hard. I whimpered into her panty gag. The second and third sharp slaps stung my pussy, yet for some reason my desire to come only increased. She whispered, "Professor, I have to leave now. But for your disobedience today, you'll be punished tomorrow. You're forbidden to come until I give you permission, understood?"



I nodded my head in understanding as she slid a finger inside me and began pumping my cunt. I could feel my orgasm building out of control. She kept fingering me harder, demanding, "Don't you dare come, Nigger!"
I tried to refrain, to resist the rising tide, but I couldn't, and I began to shake uncontrollably. She scolded me throughout my entire orgasm, even though her finger was still pumping me to continue making it unavoidable, "You're coming, aren't you, you fucking dumb slut. You really are one stupid bitch. You can't obey a simple order. You may be the dumbest smart Nigger I've ever met."
Once my orgasm was done, she pulled her finger out of me, wiped my juice off on my dress and got dressed. Once she was dressed, she smiled wickedly, "You wait until the end of class tomorrow, Professor. Oh, do I have a nice surprise for you!"
I just got off my desk when she opened the door, leaving me barely able to stand, but nevertheless I needed to hasten to close the door behind her so nobody could look in and discover my state. I sat down at my desk, again frustrated by my weakness and my inability to stand up for myself, and pondering with dread what kind of surprise she could possibly have in store for me tomorrow.
16. ANOTHER BRIEF INTERLUDE INTO THE MIND OF KEISHA JEFFERSON: THE UNKNOWN BEGINNING
When I return to my office from some afternoon meetings, I'm shocked to see Madison sitting at my desk. Anger rises in me and I demand, "Get out of my desk."
Madison obeys, but while smiling widely.
"What the Hell are you doing here?" I ask, going on the offensive, the only way this pretentious stuck-up white bitch is going to learn anything.
"I came to watch you work like you offered," she explains.
"I was being sarcastic," I retorted.
Her sweet smile vanishes. "Oh? Well I guess it's too late now."
"No, it isn't, you may leave right now," I demand.
She shrugs, "That's too bad. I just finished talking with Mr. Walters about how you invited me, a college student from your Mother's class, to shadow you for the next while. He thought it was a great idea, and that it'd be very powerful having someone of my race and economic status on the team."
I'm floored. Now what am I supposed to do? I can't go and tell Mr. Walters the truth; he'll just argue that it'll be good to have a white woman, especially a big-name white woman, on our team. My tone scathing, I warn her, "Fine; stay then, but stay the Hell out of my way."
"As you wish," she smirks, which ticks me off even more. In my head, I curse my Mother.
I sit at my desk ignoring the conniving little bitch. I check my email and realize that if I can't avoid having her here all day I might as well put her to work for me. After about twenty minutes, while she just sat there in silence, I suggest, my tone still conveying my disapproval of her being here, "Do you want to see what really happens here?"
Her smile broadens, "Sure, I'd love to see how you justify wasting my daddy's tax money."
I snap back, "Why are you really here?"
Her smirk returns, "Like I told you in the first place: for you to try and prove me wrong."
I shake my head in utter frustration. "I need the transcript for files 173-182. Go see Zelda, she'll show you how to find them. Once you've printed them, search through them for any references to earlier voting litigation. "
Madison stands up, "Yes, ma'am," and she leaves, her instant cooperation sullied by her tone, which drips with condescension.
Once she's gone, I work on my attack plan for the case. It's a frustrating endeavour, as I go through previous cases and try to find at least one that had substantially held in our favour. A couple of hours of mind-numbing reading, and I'm no further along than I'd been when I began. Given my frustration, Madison's timing is impeccably bad. She walks in and tosses the files on my desk. I look up with a glare that I hope will intimidate her the way it does most people.
Unfazed, she sits down in a dramatic huff, looking as bored as one possibly can, "Well! That little exercise was absolutely riveting."
Using her prima donna attitude against her, I reply sarcastically, "Oh my, did the privileged white girl do some work for the first time in her life?"
Her smile disappears in a heartbeat. "It's not my fault I come from a family with two parents who actually love each other."
My anger boils over again, "You pretentious bitch, how dare you speak to me that way?"
Her tone drips with authority as she stands up, towering over me, "Don't you ever speak to me that way again. Do you understand?"
Rattled by her dominant retaliation, I stammer, "F-f-fine," before standing up to balance the power shift I feel is beginning to occur.
Her smile back, "Good, we understand each other. I'll be back in a bit. Ta-ta!"
Once she leaves, I sit back down, once again furious. What the hell just happened? And how the hell am I going to get rid of her?
*****
By the time she returns, I'm in a late meeting with the firm's two partners, Mr. Walters and Ms. Myers. Once again assuming her pretentious persona, she walks in and offers, "Sorry to interrupt, but Miss Jefferson invited me to observe."
Mr. Walters gives me a sceptical look, but he continues leading the discussion. Madison listens intently, for the first time not speaking but just listening politely. Once we arrive back in my office, she offers, "Well, that was interesting."
"How so?"
"Everywhere you look there are descendants of slaves who are now trying to be Masters," she points out.
"Excuse me?" I blurt, shocked by this obnoxious and utterly racist statement.
"Just pointing out a fact," she purrs casually.
"Well, let me point out another fact," I begin, struggling to maintain my composure. "We've worked way too hard, for way too long, for us to stop now. You aren't the first white supremacist to attempt to derail our goal of equality, and you won't be the last."
Her smile broadens and she replies, standing up and swaggering to the door, "You're going to be fun to break."
Before I can respond to the odd statement, she's gone. I slam my hand on my desk, my frustration bubbling over. This girl is getting to me even though one of my strengths is ignoring the racists who attempt to bring us down with their condescending, 'I'm superior' attitude. Even more determined to win this case, I bury my head in my research.
17. PUNISHMENT: BLOWING THE QB
Thursday morning I knocked on Nicholas' door to wake him up. I came back a few minutes later and he still hadn't left his room, which was abnormal for him. I knocked a second time and nothing. So I opened the door to make sure he was up and was greeted by the shocking image of my son jerking off. He continued, staring at me with an odd smile, not even remotely attempting to cover up. I hurriedly closed the door and returned to my room. Mortified, I sat on the edge of my bed contemplating that I'd just caught my son unashamedly masturbating. My mortification doubled when the image of his large penis wouldn't disappear from my head.
I decided the best way to deal with the incident was to pretend it never happened. I returned downstairs and Nicole was at the kitchen table having toast. She pointed out, "You look flustered, Mother, is something wrong?"
I responded, my cheeks on fire, "No, no, I'm fine."
Her smirk told me she knew I wasn't fine, but thankfully she let it go. "Mother, could you get me a glass of milk?"
I did, and I was just putting the milk container away when Nicholas came into the kitchen. He said, his voice way happier than his usual growly morning self, "Good morning, Mother."
I replied, attempting to ignore what I'd seen just moments earlier, "Good morning, Nic. Can I get you some breakfast?"
"Sure thing, Mom," he said, sitting down at the table.
I made him his favourite, placed it before him and said, "I'm off to work."
Both my kids wished me, in a far too sunny and out-of-character way, "Have a good day, Mom."
I drove to work, troubled and confused by my children's odd behaviour. My only real observation was that their attitudes had changed the day after Madison had been to my house. My head pounded as I attempted to deal with my screwed-up life. I arrived at work early and went into my office to collect my thoughts. I was determined to stop, at any cost, Madison's control over me, now even if it cost me my job. Her influence was now seeping into my home life, and I couldn't risk it expanding any more.
Much to my surprise Madison wasn't in class today, which at first relaxed me, but then worried me when I remembered her promise of a surprise right after class. Once class was over, Ben Mauer, our football quarterback, strolled into my classroom with a smug smirk on his face. My naughty fantasy of him flashed into my head, and I was frozen in place as he sauntered up to me. I held onto my podium, attempting to appear casual, "Mr. Mauer, what can I do for you?"
His blunt answer stunned me. "You can suck my cock."
"Excuse me?" I was shocked.
"I think you heard me. Madison told me you're now one of her sluts, which surprised me greatly. I've had a couple of black bitches, but never one with such a big rack. Therefore... I have class in an hour, so I suggest we don't waste any time and find a place for you to face your punishment, Professor Jefferson."
"Mr. Mauer, please leave this room right away," I demanded.
"If that's what you really want, Professor Jefferson," he said, before adding, "Although your Mistress did invite me to deposit a load of my cum down your... how did she word it?... Nigger mouth. But I'm sure she'll be most understanding if you decline, don't you?"
"Mr. Mauer, please."
"Please what?" he asked, moving towards me, "please allow you to suck my big... hard... white... cock?"
His hand darted under my skirt and went directly to my damp pussy, the podium the only thing hiding this public violation if anyone should walk in. "Not here," I begged, mortified by my excitement and his aggressiveness.
"Oh, it needn't be here. Now that you're offering, I'm easy. Where would you like to go to suck my cock?" he asked, his finger parting my pussy lips.
Desperate to get out of a public place, I offered, "My office."
His finger slid into me easily, "Thanks for your gracious invitation. Lead the way, Professor." He pulled out his finger and added, "You're pretty wet, Professor. Does the thought of sucking a big white cock excite you?"
I ignored the question and we headed to my office, a location with a lock. My head was spinning both with this shocking expectation Madison had for me, and because my pussy was wet with the thought of sucking this arrogant jock's cock. Once we were in my office, my door safely locked, he placed his big strong hands on my shoulders and pushed me gently to my knees. Once I was there, he waited quietly. I knew what was expected, but I looked up to him, my eyes pleading, and begged, "Ben, please don't make me do this."
He chuckled, "I'm not making you do anything. If you don't want to suck my cock and take whatever alternate punishment Madison might come up with for you, go ahead. But I know what Madison's like, and I highly recommend you go with your first option and obey her order."
Something in his statement piqued my interest. He could possibly give me some insight into my immediate future. "Have you seen her punish other women?"
He chuckled, "Oh yes, many times." I looked at him quizzically, so he asked, "You want to hear about her other sluts, don't you, Professor Jefferson?"
I stammered, "N-n-no that isn't what I meant."
His laugh bellowed, "I think it is, Professor. Well, you already know what she did to her sister when she encouraged you not to submit to her, and that was nothing. Once she has evidence on you, she'll make you do unimaginable things whenever you're disobedient."
"Like what?" I asked, curious and fearful.
He chuckled. "Well, Becky Carlington was a dyke who Madison had very incriminating pictures of, and she was ordered to lose her virginity to me and a couple other football players after our first win this season; we took her virginity in all three holes. Then there was Echo Stanton, who was ordered to masturbate herself to orgasm in the back pew of her church during a service. Madison's extremes of punishment are unimaginable, Professor."
He unzipped his pants and dropped his jeans. "To make things easier for you, Professor Jefferson, I'll release my snake." He pulled down his briefs and released a big, hard, almost nine-inch cock. I stared at it in disbelief. He took it in his hand and tapped it on my forehead. Humiliation burned in me, but my fear of further punishment was more extreme, as was my craving to gobble down this big cock.
I'd always liked sucking cock. It was a position of power. When one was in my mouth and hands, I was in complete control of the man's pleasure. Intercourse wasn't like that, but a blowjob was. I took his cock in my hand, his white rod and my black hand a stark contrast of colours.
"You actually want to suck it, don't you?"
I would have liked to deny it, to have proudly rejected the notion, yet the truth was, I couldn't. I felt the urges to obey and to please overwhelming me. Avoiding the question, I took his cock in my mouth. I swirled my tongue around his mushroom top, teasing him. A soft grunt signaled his approval. After a couple minutes of focusing on his cock head, I began bobbing back and forth on his shaft, each bob taking a bit more of this very impressive tool into my mouth. As I sucked it, I continued trying to convince myself that I was doing this only because I had to, but the reality was I could have said no, I could have walked away, just like I'd convinced myself to do on previous occasions, such as not wearing white stockings (although eventually I'd caved). Part of it was the fear of what Madison might do to me and my family, but an increasingly disturbing part was the sexual thrill it gave me whenever I obeyed. Allowing my brain to go off duty and just obey was liberating in a way I can't even begin to explain. I considered my forbears who for centuries had just done their work and obeyed their white Masters, and how simple life had been. Back then it was black and white, or more accurately, white and black. Attempting to clear my mind, I focused on this big white cock in my mouth. I wanted to get him off, but on my terms: he'd come when I decided he would come. I bobbed faster like a dirty slut would do, and then I slowed down to a snail's pace like a loving wife would do, savouring the cock. His moans changed as I changed them, my feminine power thrilling me and soaking my panties. A part of me, the nasty part, the part held dormant for so long, wanted to feel his cock inside me, but I pushed that thought aside and continued pleasing the white quarterback... my way. After twenty minutes of a variety of cock sucking styles and speeds, I decided it was time to get him off. I also was determined not to taste his cum, something that had always repulsed me. I bobbed back and forth more vigorously, using my left hand to enhance his pleasure. Within a couple minutes I could tell he was close, and I took my mouth away.
He surprised me by grabbing my hair and shoving his cock back in my mouth, "Don't you dare stop sucking my cock, slave."
My face burned with shame and my brain sparked with anger, but as a result, my pussy tingled with pleasure. He held my head with both hands and was soon fucking my mouth with his long, hard cock. I gagged on it a couple of times, but soon adapted to the harsh face-fucking. He grunted, "I'm coming, slut," and I felt his warm seed begin to coat the inside of my mouth. While still ejaculating, he pulled out of my mouth and sprayed the rest of his white cum all over my black face.
I was doubly mortified at both being forced to swallow, and then receiving a facial in my own office like I was some cheap whore. No way had I been in charge. He made it worse by rubbing his cock head and the last of his cum on my cheek before pushing it back into my mouth. Defeated, I cleansed his cock. Much to my surprise, unlike either of my past husbands, his cock didn't shrink. He asked, my mouth still full of his big cock, "I bet you want me to fuck your Nigger cunt, don't you Professor Jefferson?"
Stunned by the question, I didn't know what to say. My pussy, soaking wet with my own juice, gave away any pretence of propriety, but he couldn't know that. In truth, the prospect was extremely inviting. Yet I knew if he put his big cock inside me, there was no way I could keep quiet: I was a moaner. I took his cock out of my mouth and whispered, "Not here, Ben."
He chuckled, putting his cock back in his underwear and pulling up his pants, "Ahhh, but you do want to, don't you?"
"I didn't say that," I replied, attempting to avoid answering the question. Suddenly his cell phone was out, and a flash followed. He'd taken a picture of my cum-coated face! I was mortified and I begged, "Please Ben, delete that."
"Oh no, this is for my personal file. I always take pics of the eager sluts who suck my cock. But be a good little cocksucker, and I won't allow anyone else to see this... except Madison, of course."
"I'll do anything," I pleaded.
"Oh, I bet you will," he smirked. "But about the other: I'd love to fuck your Nigger pussy and ass, Professor Jefferson, but your Mistress made it clear you haven't yet earned the privilege of experiencing a white cock in your Nigger cunt. I suggested your ass, since that's hardly a privilege when a cock as big as mine fills it, but sadly she still said no. And when she's the one lining up the pussy, I follow her rules: I wouldn't want to get cut off. Oh well, soon enough, I hope."
Like a gentleman, he pulled me up and feeling foolish, I said, "Thank you."
He laughed, "You're welcome, Professor, you are most welcome." He left my office, not the first person recently to leave me in flagrante delicto with my door wide open.
Eleanor immediately arrived and came in. I tried to hide my splattered face, but she closed the door and reassured, "It's okay, Professor. I'm here to clean you up."
"Excuse me?"
She walked over to me and began licking the cum off my face. I tried to push her away, but she seized my hand and said, "Please don't fight me, Dr. Jefferson, Mistress insisted I do this." I stood still, confused, until my teaching assistant, the sweetest girl I knew, had finished lapping up and swallowing the cum from my cheek, my forehead, chin and lips. When her tongue touched my lips, I impulsively kissed her. She kissed me back briefly, before I broke the kiss, backing away.
Again mortified by my actions, I apologized, "I'm so sorry, Eleanor."
"It's not your fault, Professor."
"But... this is getting way out of hand," I replied, approaching hysteria.
She pulled me in and hugged me. "Hushhhhh." For a couple minutes she held me tight, stroked my temple, calming me down. Her comforting warmth soothed my anxiety. She whispered, "It's okay, Professor, you're not in control of any of this, so don't distress yourself by trying to be; if you just allow yourself to succumb to her will, things will get better, I promise."
I looked into her eyes, "But I'm her Professor, your Professor."
"Does that really matter anymore?" she asked. "She ferrets out peoples' weaknesses and uses them for her personal manipulation and pleasure."
"But..." I began, but she put her finger to my lips.
"We're just pawns in her big game, Professor. Don't fight it; she's already declared checkmate."
Using her metaphor, tears welling in my eyes, I responded, "But I wasn't even playing a game."
This accidentally broke the tension and Eleanor laughed. "Oh sweetheart, but we all are."



We shifted our conversation to the afternoon's seminar and pretended we weren't just a couple of pawns in some stuck-up bitch's sick, twisted game.
18. A THIRD BRIEF INTERLUDE INTO THE MIND OF KEISHA JEFFERSON: PHILOSOPHY
When I arrive at work on Friday, I'm already stressed about the thought of Madison being there. Luckily she isn't, and I begin working, hoping yesterday had just been a mirage of absurdity. The morning goes well as we come up with a detailed strategy for presenting our case to our opponents' lawyers in hopes of not needing to go to trial. After a crazy morning, I'm typing up all our brainstorming when Madison saunters in. She sits down and asks, "Do you always wear such unflattering clothes?"
That's all it takes: my blood is boiling. I'm wearing the same kind of clothing I wear every day, a business suit. And then this white stuck-up pretentious bitch strolls in wearing four-inch pumps, a skirt showing way too much leg, and a blouse that doesn't even attempt to conceal the shape of her large breasts. While I use my brain to get people's attention, she uses her body. Gritting my teeth, I respond, attempting to appear calm, but unable to hide my contempt for her, "Unlike you, I don't use my body to get attention from men. I use my brain."
She laughs. "Oh, Keisha, you're so funny. You can't be that naïve."
"How so?"
"The greatest asset a woman has is her body. Women want to emulate it, men want to fuck it."
"That's exactly why men still dominate this world: girls like you," I counter.
"Men don't rule the world, they just think they do," she replies confidently.
"Really?"
"Sure, for example, do you know where I was this morning?" she asks, tacitly daring me to enquire.
I refuse the bait. "Truthfully? I don't give a fuck."
"You should," she purrs.
"And why is that?" I ask, falling into her game despite myself.
"I was getting to know Mr. Walters better," she announces, her tone and her smirk dripping with sexual innuendo.
"He wouldn't," I try to defend Mr. Walters, praying she's just trying to get a rise out of me. He's my hero, my inspiration. He and Carol are the top two NAACP lawyers in this city, and they're everything I aspire to be. No nonsense, competent, confident and determined to lead the charge to true equality.
"He would and he did," she brags, before adding, "and in case you'd care to give him a try, he's very well-endowed."
"Get out!" I demand in disbelief, my voice rising uncontrollably.
She laughs and rises to her feet, "Oh Keisha, this is only the beginning."
She sways her ass out before I have a chance to respond. Fury burns in every fibre of my being. Has she really stooped so low as seducing my boss just to get to me? What type of game is she playing? Was she telling the truth? The more I consider it, the more I calm down. She was playing me. There's no way Mr. Walters would compromise his career for this two-bit slut.
Relaxing a bit, I decide she was indeed playing a game with me, and I'm not going to let her win. I'm flying out tomorrow for a week in Washington with Mr. Walters. Once we return, I'll deal with her once and for all.
19. CREAM PIE
To avoid my children the next morning I was out of the house before they were awake, and I went straight to my office to do some work. It was a refreshing change just to be in my office undisturbed and working. The morning flew by as did my lecture, again no Madison, which was curious. Miko was also absent, something that had never occurred before. I returned to my office after class and opened my door to find yet another outrageous surprise from Madison. On my desk, totally naked, her legs wide open, cum leaking from her vagina, was Miko. I urgently closed the door, making sure to lock it. I hissed, "Miko, for heaven's sake cover yourself up!"
"No, Professor, I can't," she responded, tears streaming down her face.
"Why not?" I asked, fearing I already knew the answer.
"Mistress Madison told me I mustn't leave your office until you've retrieved all three loads of cum from my cunt," she explained between tears.
"Really?" I was dumbfounded, even as I stared at her pussy and cum leaking out of it... three loads apparently.
"I'm afraid so," she whimpered, utterly humiliated by her predicament.
"Why do you obey her?" I asked, desperately trying to understand the power Madison had over people, although my pussy was already beginning to catch fire at the sight of the drop-dead-gorgeous Miko exposing herself to me like this.
"Because I can't fucking help myself. Why the hell do you?" she snapped (so unlike her), not appreciating my question.
"I don't..." I attempted, then corrected, "I mean, I..."
"Exactly," she agreed, "There is no explanation, only the thrill of obeying and the pleasure that comes from the humiliation she forces on us."
"I don't get a thrill," I defended.
"You sure about that?" she asked, her eyes boring into mine.
I paused, realizing I was lying both to myself and to this poor Asian student who was in the same boat as I was, especially since I could feel my panties getting wet, "Okay, I lied. But as soon as I recover from my orgasm, I'm mortified at what I did."
"I promise you, that will pass. But even so, your orgasms are better than ever before in your life, are they not?" Miko asked with a sultry smile, her finger going to her clit.
"Yes, I can't deny that," I admitted, looking down and away from this pretty girl, whose huge breasts seemed so out of place compared to the rest of her petite body.
"That is the ethical dilemma, isn't it?" Miko asked.
"What is?" I had no idea what she meant.
"Well, what should you do? Should you go for whatever brings you the most pleasure, or should you set aside your own personal fulfillment to abide by the expectations of a society with a well-established hierarchy we can't overrule?"
"It isn't that simple," I suggested, as I tried to wrap my head around my own weakness.
"Isn't it? Miko asked. "As soon as your sexual desires are triggered then if you allow it, your decisions are straightforward as you allow your pursuit of pleasure to lead. Yet once your desire for sexual bliss has been satisfied, you feel the guilt of straying from society's expectations. But once you see those expectations as the bullshit they are, the guilt can pass."
"I suppose, but..."
"No buts, Professor, it's the truth. Because of my cultural background and upbringing, the acceptance of such a reality was quite easy; uncomfortably for you, you're still coming to terms with how nonsensical society's rules are. Where's the advantage in following them beyond paying them lip service in public?"
I was quiet as I considered this assessment of both our situations and the world at large.
Our silence was broken as Miko asked, her finger absently rubbing her clit, "So my sister slut... are you going to begin your task?"
"Do I have a choice?" I asked, still looking at the floor, refusing to look at her.
"Not really," Miko responded, her tone acknowledging her defeat as well as mine.
I admitted, "I've never done this before."
"Eaten cunt?" the tiny Asian asked, my hearing the word cunt coming out of her innocent mouth more shocking to me than the fact that she was completely naked, her legs spread wide open on my desk, with white goo oozing out of her cunt.
"Yes, never," I confessed.
"Well, trust me, you'll be doing it a lot in the near future," she predicted.
"Is there any way out of this?" I asked, finally looking up and meeting her eyes.
"Disappear," she suggested, "quit your job; leave town; maybe even change your name and occupation; otherwise, no one has ever been able to resist Madison's temptation." She paused, a soft moan escaping her sweet lips as she continued idly touching her clit, before stressing by repeating, "No one."
"But I can lose everything," I sighed.
"She won't let that happen as long as you obey. She's a bitch, she even enjoys being cruel, but deep down she cares about her sluts. She knows exactly what you need and what your limits are, but she demands that you give 100% of your mind and body to her. With Madison it's all or nothing: there's no grey, everything is black and white."
This harsh reality hit me hard. There was no turning back without losing everything. I asked, my pussy now burning for attention at the sight of this sexy petite Asian girl, "You don't fear what she will do to you?"
She shook her head. "I used to, but like I said in my term paper, now that I've given myself to her completely, I've come to accept who I am."
"Who you are?"
"Yes. I'm her slave. Her property. She owns my mouth, my cunt and my ass. My orgasms or lack of them. I suck the cock she demands me to, I get fucked by the men she orders me to, and I eat the pussy of the girls she tells me to. She owns me completely, and with this complete submission, by completely sacrificing myself to her, I've found an inner serenity that you couldn't believe. When you give yourself to someone 100%, you feel so free that all your stresses dissipate. But to get there, you must earn her trust."
"By always obeying?"
"Utterly," she agreed, "so please come and clean my cunt; I'm so horny. Madison has forbidden me from having an orgasm for a week now, and my getting fucked by three guys in a row without coming just now really got me wired. But she gave me permission to come once you'd crawled between my legs and retrieved those boys' cum."
"Whose cum?" I asked, as if it mattered.
"Three football players: Mike Saunders, Derek Whisken and some black guy I don't know," she listed, her fingers rubbing her clit quicker.
"But isn't that humiliating?" I asked, "being forced to have sex with people you don't know?"
"Didn't you blow Ben Mauer just now?" she asked condescendingly.
"Y-y-yes," I stammered, realizing I was indeed just like her.
"And it was humiliating, yet you still got excited doing it, didn't you? And I would even say the humiliation itself was the main thrill, yes?"
I nodded my head in reluctant agreement, unable to put my shame into words.
Her tone shifted as she ordered with sudden force, "But enough about you: I haven't had an orgasm in a week, those football jock cocks left me high and wet, and you're damn well going to clean me up and get me off. So get over here and eat my cunt, Professor."
Desperate to get this over with and yet eager to sample my first cunt... I obeyed the Asian's command. I leaned over my desk so my face was directly above the Asian girl's tiny... okay, cunt. I stared at it briefly, unsure where to start, but my decision was made for me as I felt a foot pressing on the back of my head and I was pushed into her cum-filled pussy. I opened my mouth and began licking her labia. All I could taste was the guys' salty ejaculate and I wondered what her pussy would taste like when it wasn't awash with sperm. Yet, as soon as her moans began increasing, I felt the same power and thrill I did when sucking a cock. I was in control of her pleasure even if I wasn't sure what I was doing. I sucked on her clit, which made her entire body shake. I continued long wide strokes up and down her pussy lips, attempting to cleanse her pussy. Parting her lips with fingers from both hands, I poked my tongue inside her as deep as I could, trying to retrieve any cum deep inside her cunt. I now felt eager, like a dirty slut, to complete my task as completely as possible. Her moans increased, and knowing she was really close, I took her clit back into my mouth and put as much pressure on it as possible. Her legs tightened around my head and she mumbled something incoherent as my face was flooded with a mixture of her cum and more of the cum from the three guys who'd just fucked her, presumably right here in my office. I continued swirling my tongue around her clit as the orgasm flowed through her, knowing how I loved the double sensation of orgasming while still being pleasured.
Her legs opened a bit wider and she demanded, her tone delirious, "Finger-fuck me, Professor."
I obliged, easily sliding two fingers inside her soaking wet cunt. I pumped them in and out rapidly, trying to keep her revved up and ready for multiple orgasms.
"More," she begged. When I made unintelligible noises of confusion, she begged deliriously, "more fingers, fill my whore cunt."
Stunned by her words and her request, I added a third finger inside her, surprisingly easy.
Still not satisfied, she demanded, "More, Nigger, fill my cunt!"
I was shocked at hearing the word Nigger coming from this sweet girl of colour, yet the flood of juice in my panties proved Pavlov's theory. The more I was demeaned, the hotter I got. It was mortifying, yet it was a reality I couldn't control, no more than a crystal meth addict can control their need of the drug. I decided fuck it, and I attempted to shove my whole fist inside the petite Asian's cunt. I did it slowly, scared I might tear her, but her lubricated cunt eventually swallowed my entire fist. Once it was inside her, it was my turn to shift personalities by growling at her. "Do you like that, slut? Do you like being fist-fucked by your Nigger professor?"
"Yes, yes, yes," she moaned, "oh my god, you dear sweet Nigger, fist-fuck my whore cunt."
I pounded her pussy with my fist, and after only a couple minutes of pumping while I sucked on her clit, a second orgasm exploded out of the Asian slut. She collapsed sideways on my desk, totally spent from the double orgasm. I pulled my fist, covered in her cum, out of her and instinctively brought it to my mouth. The men's cum long gone, the taste on my fingers was all hers, and it was heavenly. I savoured each remnant of her sex and knew I needed to come too.
Still out of character, I climbed onto my desk and straddled my Asian student, seeing her no longer as a student but as just a vessel to my much-needed orgasm.
Unfortunately, it wasn't to be. Miko pushed me away and explained, "Oh, how I'd love to eat your black pussy and make you cum like the nasty little slut you are, Professor." The words slut and professor appearing in such close proximity were so absurd, and yet this only added to my humiliation and desire to come. "But Madison made it clear I wasn't to pleasure you. You still have punishments yet to endure."
I was deflated. Every time I did give in to my naughty submission, I was beaten down again. I climbed off the Asian girl, rattled by my impulsive act. I stammered, "I-I-I'm sorry, I shouldn't have done that."
Miko sat up and smiled, "Oh, yes you should have, and once you've completed your punishments, I'll be thrilled to make you cum and drink it down. It's just that for now I'm not allowed to return the favour."
I slumped into my chair, my head down, feeling awkward.
Miko stood up and apologized as she got dressed. "I'm sorry for using the N word, but Madison insisted I say it at least once during our encounter."
A smile crossed my face that I couldn't control. The absurdity of it all was so obvious. She couldn't use the actual word now, but she could in the throes of passion, and use it first in the most degrading sexual way possible, and then amazingly, as an endearment. At some passionate point in the future would I find myself calling her 'my wonderful Chink,' and mean it in the best way possible?
When I didn't respond, she reached out, "But I hope you can see that we're very much alike, Professor."
"We are?" I asked, wanting to know what correlation she saw.
"Yes. We're both products of our past. Who we are is in our DNA," she explained. I looked at her in confusion and she continued, now fully dressed, "You see, you and I are both predestined to be submissive because of our own pasts and the historical pasts of our families. Oh sure, we attempt to rewrite history or create a new history for ourselves, but the undeniable truth is that we're enslaved by our DNA. We each come from a long line of people who were slaves to others, so it was ingrained in us before we were even born that it's through obedience that we experience the most pleasure. I too wish it weren't true... but only sometimes."
Now in academic mode, I countered, "But isn't it up to us to break the cycle and start a new story, to create a new DNA?"
She smiled at me like an adult would a small child, "Oh, Professor, your worldview is still so idealistic, especially after all you've submitted to recently. Are you so certain you even want to break the cycle? Can't you see the reality slapping you in the face?"
As I reflected on her words, I knew she was right. The cold hard reality was clear: I was exactly as Miko described me. I wanted to deny it; I wanted to break the cycle; I wanted to rise above all this, but that just wasn't me. I was weak, and that wasn't necessarily a bad thing. "I do see it, Miko; I'm just desperately trying to resist temptation."
Miko walked to the door and smiled, "Your pain is primarily from the resistance. Just stop resisting and give in unconditionally, Professor Jefferson. You'll thank yourself for it."
She left, her words lingering in the air and spinning in my head. I sat paralyzed for a lengthy time and was only awakened by a knock on the door (which Miko had considerately closed behind her). Startled, I called, "Come in."
I wasn't really surprised when it was Emily at my door. Nothing surprised me any more. She asked, ever-so-sweetly, "Do you have a minute, Professor Jefferson?"
"Of course," I responded, hoping that for once this wasn't the work of Madison. Of course I wasn't so lucky.
She nervously handed me an envelope saying, "This is from my sister."
I took it but I didn't open it. I looked her in the eye and attempted to show my gratitude. "Thanks for attempting to warn me."
She sighed. "It cost me, but I still wish I could have done more."
"I know, honey," I replied, trying to help with her guilt.
She whispered, "There's one more thing."
It was my turn to sigh. I asked with trepidation. "What is it?"
Looking down, avoiding eye contact with me, Emily revealed my next task, "You're supposed to take off my panties. Madison says you're addicted to my and the other girls' panties."
Knowing there was no point avoiding the inevitable, I dropped to my knees and reached under her skirt. I slid her pink panties down her white-stocking-clad legs. Emily held her breath as my hands brushed high and low against her legs. Once her panties were off, I felt an undeniable need to smell them. I resisted the urge and stood back up.
Emily released a big breath, her face flushed from my touch and she said, "I have to get going. I'm so sorry, Professor."
"No need, Emily," I replied, and watched her scurry out the door, also closing it behind her.
Her panties still in my hand and Emily no longer observing me, I raised them to my nose and took a long sniff. I closed my eyes. Her sweet aroma was intoxicating, and the fire down below which had almost flamed out was once again as fiery as hell. I heard a gasp and opened my eyes to spy Emily staring at me; I'd gotten so lost in worshiping her scent that I hadn't heard her come back in!
She stammered, her cheeks flaming red, "I-I-I forgot my purse." She grabbed it and left my office for a second time.
Mortified at being caught doing exactly what Madison had predicted I'd do, I put the panties in my purse and decided it was time to leave before I received any more visitors.
I arrived home, still distracted by my simmering fire down below, went to my room and directly to my bed. My hand reached for my needy cunt while my other hand retrieved Emily's soiled panties. Putting them again to my nose, my body weakened as my mind drifted into another fantasy.
I'm back in my office and on my knees pulling down Emily's panties. Looking up, I can see her pretty, shaved, glistening pussy lips. My mouth waters and I have an irresistible desire to lick her pussy. I continue kneeling, unable to move, just awaiting an order to please her. But with no Madison around, Emily pulls me up and kisses me gently, her tongue swirling inside my mouth. The kiss is tender and passionate; growing in intensity the longer it lasts. I can feel my sweet sensations below stirring. Emily breaks the kiss, her sweet smile pulling me in, and she pushes me backwards onto my desk. Silently she pulls my panties off and positions herself between my legs. Her tongue laps my pussy lips, bringing a thrilling sensation to my entire body. My body revels in the sweet pleasure this pretty white girl is giving me. My moans increase uncontrollably, and I writhe on my desk, feeling the orgasm hitting me like a tidal wave. Each pulse of it brings pure joy through every pore of my very being.



The orgasm that flowed through me was so utterly fulfilling that it drained every ounce of energy from me. Exhausted, I fell asleep, my nose still buried in Emily's soiled panties.
20. THE TWELVE SLUT-MANDMENTS
I woke up a couple of hours later and, returning from going pee, I saw the envelope Emily had given me at the end of the school day. Although I was tired, curiosity got the best of me. I opened the envelope. It contained a letter and a small journal.
My Nigger Dyke,
It is now time!!! Read the following rules that you MUST obey at all times STARTING NOW. Some of them have already been implied, but now any breaking of a rule will incur a punishment.
The Twelve Slut-mandments
1. You will always call me Ms. Madison, even in public. Yes, and even in class.
2. You will no longer wear panties unless you are on your period.
3. You will no longer wear a bra... EVER!
4. You will wear white stockings, not pantyhose, at all times. This includes while you're sleeping. You will only remove them to shower.
5. Unless there is a reason for you to wear no shoes at all, you will only wear heels, 3 inches or higher.
6. You will obey ANY order ANY person... EVER.
7. You will always wear skirts or dresses. Any jeans or dress pants you owned, you will donate to charity.
8. You will leave your cell phone on at all times in case I need to get hold of you.
9. You will only come with permission from another person.
10. Your son and younger daughter are superior to you. Treat them as such. If they give you an order, then as above, you must obey.
11. Every night before bed you will write in your Slut-mandments journal. You will include every sexual act you committed in DETAIL. You will also include your honest feelings. (Be frank: you will never be punished for your feelings, only for disobeying.)
12. Lastly, unless we're in public, whenever you encounter me you will immediately drop to your knees and say, "How may I please you, Ms. Madison?"
Again, breaking any of these rules will result in a punishment.
This weekend's special Slut-mandments:
1. While you're at home you will ALWAYS be completely naked except for your WHITE silk stockings. (You may have a robe available in case you have unexpected visitors.)
2. You will go shopping on Saturday morning and buy the following toys:
-a butt plug (reasonable size)
-a double ended dildo
-handcuffs
-2 vibrators of different sizes to fill your slut box completely
-a vibrating egg
-a strap-on dildo
-three more toys of your choice to surprise me
3. Except for Saturday morning, you will remain home the entire weekend.
4. You will leave your front door unlocked so that I or any of my subs may have access to you at all times.
Your White Mistress
Madison
P.S. Why are you still wearing clothes?
I was mortified by the letter; I was also dripping wet. I was considering the consequences of such a submission when I heard a knock at the front door.
I nervously went downstairs to answer it, already knowing it had to be Madison. She walked in without invitation and asked, "Are you ready for your final training?"
"Pardon?" I asked, still waking up, having been asleep until a few minutes ago.
"Did I stutter, slut?" she asked, her words sharp, like knives.
"Madison, stop treating me like this," I demanded.
"Like what? You're my dyke, my property. I own you and can use you as I please," she asserted.
"You're a submissive whore," she also shot at me, stalking towards me.
"You're a complete slut," she continued, reaching me.
"You're a Nigger who craves submission to superior whites such as me," she smugly accused, her eyes boring into me, her hand grasping my arm.
Although my resentment at her accusations was bubbling inside, I was so weak after this bombardment of verbal attacks and my many submissions over the past month, that I had no words to defend myself. Her touch melted any resistance I had remaining. Her words hit me like darts, but instead of wounding, they made me wetter.
"But I see you haven't followed my instructions," she said, in disappointment. "There'll have to be a punishment for that."
I rushed to explain, "I was just finishing your letter when you knocked."
"Why's that?" she asked impatiently.
I stammered, desperate to defend my accidental disobedience, even though I shouldn't have to need to defend myself to her for anything, especially in my own house, "I-I-I came home and took a nap."
"You fucked yourself to sleep, didn't you?"
I didn't answer. I stared at the floor.
"You really are an insatiable slut, aren't you?" Madison accused.
I continued studying the floor, unable to look at her.
"Answer me!" she roared.
I stammered at the floor, "I-I-I'm not a slut."
"You can't even convince yourself that's true," Madison replied, seeing past my weak defiance.
"Please leave," I pleaded.
"You dumb slut. I own your black ass!" she roared, scaring me. She squeezed both my stiff nipples through my clothes and twisted. "Tell me, are you a whore?"
Frightened, defeated and horny, I abandoned my resistance and admitted, "I'm a whore."
"A fucking dyke?" she pushed.
Humiliation burned through me as I agreed, "Yes, I'm a fucking dyke."
"For white pussy?" she added.
"Yes, for white pussy," I concurred.
"Go upstairs and get dressed in what was instructed in the slut-mandments," she ordered. When I didn't immediately move, she ordered, "MOVE your Nigger ass NOW!"
This time I obeyed, scurrying up the stairs to strip for my white intruder. My hands shook as I got naked and shook even more as I slid the white stockings up my dark-as-night legs.
As I finished getting the last stocking up, my anxiety already at a new high, even as my pussy leaked slightly, I heard her yell, "Hurry up, Nigger. You're supposed to wait on me; I'm not supposed to wait for you."
The historical shot was just one more shot at the clearly Domme-sub, white-black relationship she was presiding over for us, and no matter how much I tried to fight the urge to submit, to prove her wrong, the more my mutinous pussy gave me away by leaking. Sadly, I knew she was right, both historically and personally, about me. Now dressed, or rather undressed to her requirements, I returned downstairs to face the unknown.
"About fucking time," she said, tapping her foot, her arms crossed, clearly a studied pose to make a statement.
"Sorry," I replied, which was absurd to have to say in my own house, only building on the utter humiliation I was feeling.
She looked me over and asked, "Is that your slut juice running down your leg?"
I nodded in the affirmative.
"Just the thought of obeying me gets your whore cunt that wet, doesn't it?"
I stood there silent, in my own home, naked except for the white stockings I was wearing as a symbol of my so-called inferior race; as a symbol of my alleged desire to be white.
"On your knees, slut," she ordered.
My legs wobbled as I didn't obey instantly, which was a rather futile protest, considering my current lack of clothing and everything else I'd done recently.
She chuckled, "Really? This is where you draw the line? Or do you just really like to be punished?"
I felt my knees weaken and get heavy and I could no longer hold myself up, the emotions of fighting her too heavy to carry any longer. I felt myself fall, like the final leaf on a tree before winter hits, onto my knees.
Madison stepped into my space and ordered, "Remove my panties, slave."
I looked up from my position of utter humiliation and submission to see her white panties visible beneath the hem of her miniskirt. My hands shook uncontrollably as I reached up. I pulled her panties down, revealing a beautiful bald white pussy less than a foot and a half from my face.
Once they were off, Madison ordered, "Hand them to me."
I obeyed inaccurately, unable to tear my gaze away from her white treasure.
"You like that pretty white slit, Nigger? Be a good slut, and one day very soon you'll be allowed to eat the nectar of perfection," she said condescendingly.
I was frozen. Unable to speak, unable to move, and unable even to think like the rational, intellectual I was... or used to be.
I remained silent as she draped her soiled panties upon my head, positioning her wet crotch directly over my nose and mouth. The scent was overpowering, and it seemed to short-circuit my brain even as the humiliation burned.
Madison explained, "I just knew you were a panty-sniffing cunt. I've worn these panties all day, and I came in them twice. Go ahead and lick them: I know you want to. Taste your white Mistress' cum."
Her scent was too strong and hypnotic not to taste. Although it was humiliating, I used my generous lips to suck in and retrieve Madison's exotic taste.
I heard the snap and saw the flash that told me Madison now had even more photographic evidence against me. Regardless, my desire to retrieve every drop of her addictive juice was all I cared about. I knew then, as I do now, that this was what I needed and craved. This was what I'd ignored my whole life and yet had tried to replicate by being a successful black woman in a white man's world. Yet, I now had to admit that I'd never been content in that world. I'd never felt I was being myself. Yet here on my knees, in my home, wearing a white coed's panties on my head like some obscene mask, I finally knew I'd found myself. There was no denying it any longer, no feigned attempts at propriety or maintaining any sort of false dignity. I was a submissive slut just as Madison described me, and I needed... actually needed... her to own me and lead me through the sexual world of submission I'd long ignored in my failed attempt at respectability.
"How does it taste?" Madison asked.
"Delicious, Mistress," I answered, abandoning my fight against this dominant, determined white seductress.
"Do you want some directly from the source?" she asked.
"Desperately, Mistress," I also eagerly admitted.
"Obey the slut-mandments like a good slave, and you'll be allowed to lick from your Mistress' cunt before your elder daughter does."
Bringing up my daughter should have gotten me defending her, stopping this white Domme from getting my precious daughter too, yet it only got me wetter, and even jealous. I realized I wanted to be the first in my family to taste and to please Madison.
"Yes, Mistress Madison," I replied.
"Stay," she instructed me like I was a dog.
I obeyed of course, as she went into the kitchen. A moment later she returned and explained, "I'll be checking on you randomly all weekend, slut. Obey each slut-mandment, and you'll find the pure satisfaction Niggers like you need and crave. Now come for me like the slut you are, using this nice, fresh, thick, long cucumber."
She handed me the long green dong, and I paused only momentarily before I lay back on the floor, opened my legs and slid the vegetable into my fiery wet cunt.
I began furiously pumping the green fuck-toy in and out of me, ignoring how ridiculous I must look. As expected, I heard the click and saw the flash through my closed eyes, and knew Madison now had photographic evidence of a Ph.D. with panties on my head, my big tits flopping around carelessly, my dark legs in white stockings and most of a big, thick, glistening cucumber in my cunt. If there'd ever been any turning back, I'd now officially passed the point of no return. She owned me, and I was turned on by it. I'd always been one to do my best at everything I attempted, and now my focus was to become the best fucking Nigger slut ever.
"Now come for your Mistress, like a good Aunt Jemima," Madison demanded.
The antebellum-nostalgic reference to a Negro woman who just loved to serve white folk (in 1889 the first model for this advertising icon was a former slave) was one more poke at the power shift, using my own lectures against me. Implying I was a black woman kissing up to the whites was the ultimate insult after all I'd gone through in my life while attempting to earn the right to be treated as an equal.
Yet, instead of this reference humiliating me even more, it was the trigger to my orgasm. Seconds later I coated the vegetable with my cum as I screamed, "Oh fuck Mistress, I'm coming!"
Madison asked, as my orgasm spread through me, "Aren't you a good Jemima?"
In a sexual haze of pleasure, I mindlessly mumbled, "Oh yes, I'm your Jemima, Mistress, fuuuuuck."
When I finally opened my eyes a minute later after my orgasm had simmered down, Madison was gone.
Once again mortified by my actions, a very common occurrence of late right after I'd recovered from an orgasm, I pulled the cucumber out of my cunt and tossed it aside. Then thinking of my kids, I picked it back up, took it into the kitchen and ran it through the garbage disposal. Then exhausted, humiliated, and unable to fathom how I could attempt to live a normal life any more, I weakly trudged my way upstairs to my bedroom and was asleep in seconds, still wearing the panties on my head.

21. TOYING AROUND
I woke a little after nine on Saturday and lay in bed, remembering yet another piece of my utter fall. I remembered the new rules, and that I was to go sex shopping this morning. I'd finally accepted that the best way to deal with Madison was to obey her instructions, even as I tried to think of a way to break free from the control she had over me. Yet as I replayed last night's humiliating panty-headed, green-cocked submission, my cunt tingled. I scanned my room for something to get me off. On the corner of my nightstand was a hairbrush and I reached for it. I tapped it against my clit gently, teasing myself for a minute or two, before using the brush as a cock. As soon as I filled my cunt with my make-shift cock, I was back into fantasy submission. I imagined the brush was a strap-on cock and that Madison was fucking me while she called me every racist name in the book and slapped my tits. Each nasty name, each hard slap had me getting wetter and wetter, and my first orgasm of the morning shot out of me like from a cannon. I collapsed back onto my bed and lay there for a few minutes to catch my breath, and mentally to prepare for my day. It came to me that once again I'd disobeyed an order from Madison. I'd awakened and couldn't resist pleasuring myself, bringing myself to orgasmic bliss while thinking about her. The point being that nobody had been around to give me permission. Steadying myself, I reached over and picked up my journal and a ballpoint.
Trying to make sense of my feelings, I wrote:
I am at a crossroads. I know I should stand up to Madison at all costs even though it would probably cost me my job, and I should break free from the sexual spell she holds over me. I need to save my eldest child from the grips of such sin, yet the thought of watching my daughter submit, turns me on. What is wrong with me? What have I become? Why does being treated like a sex slave get me so wet and horny that I can't think like a civilized person? How have I regressed so far from the strong confident woman I've always been? Why does just asking these questions make my cunt tingle? Why am I using such unladylike words as cunt? As I look into the mirror when I stand up after sexually abusing myself at the instructions of a white bitch, what do I see? Who am I?
Writing these words seemed so wrong and dirty, yet somehow releasing such shame, even though... no, especially because... I knew Madison might read these words (she hadn't said one way or the other), it actually liberated me. I had my own journal within which I could reveal my inner thoughts and sinful acts, a place to release the inner turmoil I felt. I tossed the book back on the corner of my nightstand and headed to the shower.
...
By the time I'd showered and put the white stockings back on my legs, it was almost ten. I considered pleasuring myself again, my cunt already begging for more attention, but decided to start following the instructions if I could.
I went downstairs, wearing only stockings as instructed, and made myself some porridge, attempting to ignore the growing burn in my cunt. I couldn't believe how knowing I wasn't supposed to come without permission made the desire to come more powerful. The psychology of it all was frustrating; I was Pavlov's dog. I tried to read the newspaper, but I couldn't focus and decided I might as well get out of the house and complete Madison's shopping task. I got dressed, still with white stockings but today without bra or panties, grabbed the letter to use as a shopping list and headed across town, far from where I lived, in search of the extreme (to me) sex toy items she'd listed.
I arrived at a store called Lace & Naughty Things almost an hour later, a mixture of distance and heavy traffic making the journey tedious. As soon as I entered the store, I could feel my pussy's undeniable tingle at the countless toy options available. I was flabbergasted at the options, designs, and sizes that could be purchased for my pleasure.
Checking the list, the first item was a reasonable sized butt plug. I wondered what Madison would consider a reasonable size. To me the smallest plug available would be reasonable if I had to wear one at all; yet I was certain Madison would disagree. I couldn't believe how thick and long some of those plugs were, not even remotely being able to imagine some of those pile drivers fitting inside anyone's ass. I eventually decided on one that was similar in size to my most recent ex-husband's cock, one that had been in my ass numerous times in the past.
I selected a pair of handcuffs as suggested, although only after a lengthy consideration. The worry of what Madison might use them for was nerve-wracking. It was bad enough that I couldn't resist her, but if I was bound, I'd be completely helpless and subject to her filthiest whims without a hope of resisting. Then an idea popped into my head. If I could get her in handcuffs, I could turn the tables of humiliation on her and break free once and for all... saving both myself and Keisha. But after the plan flashed into my head, another part of me wondered whether I even wanted to return to the freedom I'd once had.
Giddy with excitement at a possible solution to my problem, and even slightly horny as I scanned all the pleasure toys available, I selected two vibrators, a nine-inch pink one and a seven-inch white one. I couldn't deny that the thought of using these toys on myself had me tingling in anticipation, already deciding to ignore Madison's orders and pleasure myself as soon as I got home.
It was hard, but I eventually found the double-ended dildos, and the thought of going to the register with this particular item was utterly humiliating. All girls (except for me) have vibrators, handcuffs are a simple kink, and anal sex is way less taboo than it used to be. But a double-ended dildo could only be used for one thing, and I found that very embarrassing. Of course, the same thing could be said about the strap-on dildo I was expected to purchase as well. When I found the strap-on section, I was bewildered with the possibilities. I didn't even know where to begin.
As I perused the vast collection, a white woman in her early twenties, asked, "May I help you, Miss?"
My face burned in shame at being caught looking at such items, and I stammered, "N-n-no, I'm good."
The pretty redhead saw my embarrassment and chose to ignore it as she suggested with no embarrassment at all, just being helpful, two women-of-the-world discussing products that perhaps other people might find offensive, "If you're looking for a strap-on that pleases both partners, I suggest the Double G pleasure strap-on. It has a vibrating piece that goes inside the vagina of the woman wearing the strap-on. It stimulates her while she makes love to her lover."



I smirked at the very thought of Madison and me making love. That would be the same day a unicorn knocked on my door asking for a cup of sugar.
The young woman continued, "My girlfriend and I love it."
I asked, "Y-y-you're a lesbian?"
Still smoothly ignoring my embarrassment and nervousness she replied, "Well, I wouldn't say that, precisely. But I do spend a lot more time with my girlfriend than I do with men. Women just know how to please us better, don't you think?" Her tone was cheery and playful, such a chatty tone for such an odd conversation.
I agreed, no longer ashamed that someone, especially this engaging young woman, might think I was a lesbian, "No denying that."
She reached for the box and extracted the toy. "You see, this one would... wait, are you more likely to wear this, or would your lover be the top?"
"I don't know," I answered, completely ignorant of Madison's intentions.
"Well, whichever. You can see how this toy will stimulate and pleasure both women at once," she explained, showing me the toy up close and personal.
"I-I-I see," I stammered, my pussy damp, and in spite of her calming and non-judgemental demeanor, the conversation with this young woman was getting me incredibly uncomfortable.
She replaced the toy in the box and asked, "What do you think?"
I stammered, "S-s-sure, I'll take it," just desperate to finish this conversation.
"Is there anything else I can help you with?" she asked, her smile sweet.
My head, which was now being led by my fiery cunt, was thinking, Yes, fuck me with that big cock and the sooner the better. But I answered, "I think I'll just keep browsing."
"No problem, Miss. If you need anything, just give me a holler," she offered and walked away. I stared at her tight ass as it swayed away, realizing I was becoming a full-fledged dyke. I shook my head, trying to think like a woman and not like a horny slut, but a store full of sex toys wasn't a good place to clear my head.
I scanned my list and saw one more item with a name, and then three toys of my choice. I sighed as I looked for vibrating eggs. I couldn't find them and, although I didn't want to, I had to ask the redhead for help.
She smiled, politely and yet with a sly sexiness I couldn't read, "They're over by the vibrators. Let me show you."
I blurted, "Oh no, I can find them," but she was already leading the way. I followed like a puppy dog and grabbed the first one I saw.
The pretty sales assistant said, "Oh no, not that one. Get the bullet. It's to die for."
I took her advice, selecting the bullet instead. Shame now a much smaller consideration after such an intimate conversation and her clear assumption that I was a certified dyke, I asked, "What other toys would you recommend?"
"For you alone, or with a lover?"
"Either or."
"Well, my favourite toy when I'm home alone or even out and about and wanting some secret pleasure, is the we-vibe. It's a toy that stimulates your clit while also sending pleasant pulses inside. You can set it for a variety of pulses and speeds, thus you never have to get the same thing twice," she explained, leading me to the toy.
I quipped, "Well, variety is the spice of life."
She agreed, her hand squeezing my shoulder and sending a tingle every which way, "Yes, I say the exact same thing." She handed me the box, and after a quick scan I tossed it into my growing basket of naughty toys.
"Anything else?" I asked, needing at least two more items.
She smiled, "You're really going all out."
"If only you knew," I muttered, wondering what she'd say if I told her the reason I was buying all these toys.
"Pardon?"
"Nothing," I covered.
Moving on, she asked, "I don't mean to get personal, but are you more submissive or dominant?"
I stared at her for a second, stunned by the question. That was very personal.
She explained, "It's just if I know what you like, I can frame my suggestions accordingly."
"Oh," was all I said for a moment, before answering flippantly, outwardly minimizing the truth of my extreme submissiveness, "I am probably more submissive, I would think."
"I thought so," she concurred.
I wondered if I was that obvious so I asked, "Why do you think so?"
"Well, you're a well-dressed woman who's clearly successful, yet you were very shy and nervous while we were looking at and discussing these products. So, I just assumed."
"Oh."
"I'm a Domme, and when my girlfriend and I get wild, I like to fasten these on her," the redhead informed me, getting way too personal for my comfort. Yet the thought of this pretty young redhead dominating me had me flustered and excited.
She handed me what I learned were called nipple clamps. I stared at them, wondering how they could possibly bring someone any pleasure.
"Do you have sensitive nipples?"
"Extremely," I answered, finding myself eager to sell myself to this pretty white girl, who knew nothing of my current situation.
"Then these will be amazing. They're a perfect mixture of nipple arousal and obedient submission," she explained, adding, "when Susan has these on and she gets near climax, I'll tug on them, causing a mixture of pleasure and pain. It gets her off like gangbusters."
I wanted nothing else than to get topless, to put them on, and have this mesmerizing redhead do exactly what she'd just described. I dropped the clamps immediately into my collection, knowing I was only one item away from fulfilling my unaccustomed task.
"Anything else?" she asked, her smile telling me she knew something.
I said, trying to hint at my eagerness to submit to her, "Yes: how about something to be a constant reminder of my... I mean a woman's... submission to someone?"
She ignored my obvious slip and considered my strange request for a moment. Finally she said, "Ooh, I have the perfect thing, your Mistress will love it!" She grabbed my hand and I melted as she led me to a part of the store where I hadn't yet been. It displayed whips, chains, bindings and many other unfathomable restrictive devices. She explained, her enthusiasm like that of a giddy teen girl talking about hot boys, "This section is more for the extreme Domme-sub relationship. Now you could get downright crazy, but I'm thinking you're pretty new at this, and you'd like to be more on the subtle side of things, at least for now. Am I right?"
Her hand left mine and I felt a wash of being set adrift, but agreed, "Yes, I like subtlety."
The redhead smiled, her next question even more probing than the prior ones, "So you're a professional, classy and dignified woman at work, but a naughty, submissive slut in the bedroom?"
"I suppose so," I whispered, embarrassed by her accurate assessment.
"Don't be embarrassed. I have a keen eye for such things, and it's certainly nothing to be ashamed of. You, ma'am, are a rarity among women. You accept yourself and your sexual desires, and you refuse to limit yourself to the ridiculous and hypocritical standards of today's society," she ranted. I thought she was giving me far too much credit with the refusal part: I'd fought tooth and nail against becoming the submissive I now was.
I asked, curious about her point of view from a psychological and sociological point of view, "What do you mean?"
"Well, society expects perfection from women, and it expects it according to the way society defines the word perfection. A woman must be the main caregiver, the perfect wife, and these days, also a productive member of her field of work. We're typically so bombarded by the expectations of society that we begin to believe that they're something valid, and we lose sight of our inner sexual selves and of our right to be sexual beings on our own terms... and not society's," she finished.
"Wonderful assessment," I agreed.
She shrugged, "Sorry, I just hate all the pretentious expectations society expects women like us to live by. I can only imagine how much worse it must be for a woman of colour."
She took my hand back in hers, shooting a pulse of pleasure throughout my whole body.
Desperate to let her know my willingness to submit to her, I agreed, "Being black does have its disadvantages since much of society is still racist, but on the other hand, knowing my inferior place in the scheme of things is helping me to accept my situation."
She looked at me confused, trying to process my words, before she asked, "Your inferior position? I intend no offense ma'am, but may I ask you what you mean?"
I couldn't believe I was about to say this, yet the words tumbled out of my mouth just the same. "Yes, you may; there's something about you. You see, at work I'm in control and always on, so when I'm not working, I've always had trouble coping with my built-up frustrations. Yet, since I found a Mistress and now I'm learning to accept that my sexual fate isn't in my hands at all, but that all such decisions need to be made for me... well, it's been very liberating."
"But why?" she asked, taken aback by my declaration. This wasn't the testimony of a typical sub.
"I can't fight evolution and quite honestly, fighting my entire life to be treated as an equal has been exhausting. It's caused me much stress, two failed marriages, and three grown or almost-grown kids I'm not connected to. Yet since I've recently accepted my inherently low status, that it is what it is, I've never been happier," I explained, before adding after a lengthy pause, "sexually speaking, that is."
"Oh my," the redhead gasped, her turn to go red. "Well, what you've just told me is far from typical even among submnissives, but I'm thrilled to hear you've found whatever you need to reach such sexual enlightenment. Very few women ever come close to such liberation."
I looked into her eyes, my vulnerability right out there, begging for her to use me, but she broke eye contact and reached beside me and handed me a collar with a leash. "This collar can be used as an accessory in public, yet with a simple clip, you become a collared sub on a leash. Based on what you've told me, I think you and your Mistress will love it."
I asked, attempting once more to communicate in every way possible except for actually saying the words, that I was hers for the taking, "Can you please put it on me, ma'am?"
"Sure," she agreed, expertly putting the collar on me.
I looked in a mirror and without the leash, it just looked like a funky necklace. I asked, "Now could you put the leash on too?"
"Sure," she smiled, I think finally catching up with my many desperate attempts to reveal my desire to submit to her.
She hooked the leash onto my collar and gently pushed me to my knees. My pussy juice leaking down my leg, I gratefully allowed myself to be guided to my submissive position, on my knees, where I craved to be, where I knew I belonged.
She gave a gentle tug on the chain and I fell forward onto all fours and she paused, clearly considering what she might do.
I looked up at her like a lovesick puppy, my eager eyes answering any doubts she may have had about how she'd read the situation.
She asked, "Would you like to see what I'd do if you were my sub?"
"Desperately," I answered, my eyes never leaving hers.
She tugged on my leash and I crawled on all fours like a good dog. She led me a few feet to a chair, where she sat down, slipped out of her heels and ordered, "Please clean my soles, my pet."
My cunt juice continued to glide down my legs, as I obeyed the order of this beautiful, entrancing, redheaded stranger.
I'd been licking her sole for less than thirty seconds when the door dinged, signaling that another customer had entered the store. She stood up, slid her feet back into her heels, shrugged and said, "Sorry my pet, another time."
She patted my head, a familiarity I relished, and walked off, leaving me still on my knees. I sat up and struggled to unfasten the leash from the collar before someone saw. I was just standing back up, leash off, when a mother and daughter walked past me looking for something special for the daughter's wedding night.
A feeling of disappointment at not being able to serve this Mistress completely, and exhilaration at almost getting caught, collided inside me, confusing me yet again. I dropped the leash into my basket of toys, selected three more pairs of white thigh high nylons, and headed to the register.
Three more people entered the store, so the redhead and I couldn't have the conversation I desperately wanted. She rang up all my items, bagged them and gave me a 15% discount for what she called her special customers. I blushed at the innuendo. She drew a circle on the receipt to highlight where I could fill out a survey about the service I'd received for a chance to win a hundred dollar gift card, and she signed it with her name, Allison, adding a phone number. I took the receipt and slipped it into my purse discreetly, and her last words to me, although in a whisper, were spoken with an intense look on her face making it very clear it was an order, "Text me."
I replied, "Yes, ma'am," and left the store, feeling the ultimate rush of adrenaline from having a sexual encounter I'd had some control over.
Back in my car, I just sat there for a few minutes as I tried to come down from my excitement. Finally, I drove home, my pussy leaking the entire time.
22. I AM COW, HEAR ME MOO
I pulled into my driveway, my body still quivering from the events in the store. I grabbed the package and rushed into my house, determined to ignore Madison's command and to pleasure myself again.
I closed the door and was surprised to see Madison on my couch watching TV, her feet resting on her sister Emily's back, who was on all fours being used like a footstool.
Madison smiled and asked, "Did you buy the items I ordered you to, slut?"
"Yes, Mistress," I answered.
"Bring the bag over here," she ordered, before laughing, "what's that around your neck?"
"A collar," I admitted, having forgotten I was still wearing it.
She opened the bag and saw the leash, and her smile shot from ear to ear. "Oh my, oh my, oh very my, what do we have here?" she asked delightedly, pulling out the leash. "When I told you to buy three surprises I was expecting some tame stuff, but wow, you've actually surprised me!"
"Thank you, Mistress," I replied, glowing in her approval.
"Why the fuck are you still dressed?" she snapped.
"Sorry, Mistress," I replied, glow gone, quickly undressing. My pussy was so damp, so ready to be pleased, that I was completely at the whim of this harsh white Mistress.
"Fuck, nipple clamps too?" Madison chortled, "I can't fucking believe it."
I was now naked except for my requisite white thigh high stockings.
"Bring those flapjacks over here, Jemima. You want nipple clamps, I'll give you nipple clamps."
I walked up to her and fell to my knees as expected. She shook her head, "Stand up, slut. How am I supposed to reach those flabby black tits if they're way down there?"
"Sorry, Mistress," I apologized as I stood up again, "It was just that the commandments said to be on my knees."
"The what commandments?"
"The slut-mandments," I amended, not even ashamed any more by such an admission.
"And don't you question me, slut," she scolded, twisting my right nipple, hard. "If I appear to contradict myself, it's just because you're a dumb Nigger."
I whimpered as I repeated the rote phrase, "I'm sorry, Mistress."
"Now present those cow udders to me so I can clamp your present on for you."
Having my breasts called cow udders was humiliating yet I obeyed, lifting them up with my cupped hands for my white Mistress to punish.
Madison clamped my right nipple and a stunningly sharp pain burned through my tit. She replicated the pain when she clamped the other clip on my left one. Once they were both fastened, Madison pulled on the chain, stretching my breasts in ways nature never intended. It hurt like hell, yet once again the humiliation turned me on.
Madison demanded, "Moo for me, Professor Jefferson."
I hadn't heard her call me by my formal title in a while, and that was obviously to highlight the power she had over me. This new demand was the worst one yet. I wanted to cry! Being treated like a farm animal was a new low in a continual decline of lows. I thought I'd hit rock bottom long ago, but the bottom kept receding lower and lower as I descended into the abyss of submission. "Moooo," I said weakly.
"Oh, no, no, Professor Moo-Cow," Madison criticized. "I expect much better than that while I generously milk on your bovine udders."
She pulled harder, my udders now suffering from such a ridiculous distortion that except they weren't orange, they looked more like traffic cones than breasts. Wanting her to let go of those agonizing clamps, I mooed with full resonance, like I believed a real cow would moo, holding the two vowels for as long as possible without taking a breath. "Moooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooo-aaaaaaaaaah."
"Good cow, Professor Jefferson, good cow," she praised, letting up on some of the tension in my udders.
As she loosened my reins, I found I wanted more. I wanted to feel the pain; I wanted to be told to moo again. I was a cow, I was her cow, and I wanted more. Voluntarily, I mooed again. "Mooooooooooooo."
Madison grinned at my eagerness. "You'll be the best jigaboo pet I've ever had."
"Moooooooo," was my response to the backhanded compliment that had excited my cunt.
Madison spoke to her sister for the first time, who'd been listening to her favourite Professor's complete degradation. "Emily, you may get up now. My Nigger can replace you."
Emily winced at my being called Nigger, but as she moved, her eyes showing me how much she wished she could rescue me, or even help just a little bit, she said, "Thank you, Mistress Sister."
Without further instruction I fell to my knees, got on all fours and crawled into Emily's former footstool position. Madison propped her feet on my back as she continued going through my purchases. "Oh, a we-vibe: great choice, cow. Aaaaaah, my cow slut was thinking about her Mistress. A strap-on that pleases me while I fuck my whore. How very thoughtful," she said, her tone, at total odds with her enthusiastic wordings, as condescending as humanly possible.
"Moooooooooo," I replied.
Madison laughed and continued, "A decent-sized butt plug, too. You really are a whore, Professor Jefferson. No, seriously. It's one thing to fantasize about being a lesbian Nigger slut to a white Goddess, but to go out and purchase all the kinky items you want me to use on you, well wow, even I couldn't have predicted such utter sluttiness."
"Mooooo."
"Emily, take this butt plug and fuck your favourite Professor's cunt to get it lubricated, then fill her ass."
Emily apologized to me, "Sorry, Professor Jefferson."
"It's okay, Emily, not your fault," I said, trying to help her stop feeling responsible and guilty for my surrender. She'd desperately tried to warn me, to protect me, but I'd been too weak. I still was, actually.
"Cows don't talk," Madison snapped.
"Mooooooo."
I felt the butt plug slip easily inside my cunt, and Emily twirled it and moved her end of it around in a circular motion to get it as well lubricated as possible.
I moaned, "Moooooooooo."
After a minute or so of Emily coating the toy Madison ordered, "Now plonk it her ass, sister-slave."
"Yes, Mistress Sister," Emily replied, pulling the toy out of my soaking wet box and preparing to place it in my long-ignored ass.
She pulled my ass cheeks apart and slowly rubbed the toy around my puckered entrance, delaying the inevitable.
"Stop babying my cow. Just jam it in and do it Right Now!" Madison roared, "Or else!"
Emily, petrified of whatever or else might mean, shoved the entire business portion of the plug into my ass in one hard push.



I screamed, "AAAAAAAAaaaaaaaaaaaahhhhhhhhhhhhmmooooooooooooooooooooooooo!" The pain was intense, worse than I ever recalled feeling in my ass. I'd been fucked in the ass before, but it had always been prepared with fingers, lube and usually involved a lot of wine. This time I was stone cold sober, ungaped, and in agony.
Madison asked, even as I whimpered like a dying cow, "Did you masturbate this morning?"
I'd originally planned to lie, but in the state I was in, my brain wasn't functioning and I admitted, "Yes, I did. With a hairbrush."
"That's nice. So... which of your children gave you permission?"
Oh dear, this isn't good! "I'm sorry Mistress, they're spending the weekend with their father."
"Oh? So you deliberately disobeyed an order?"
"I couldn't help it," I attempted to justify.
"Emily, spank my Nigger's disobedient ass five times, and do it right where the plug is."
I winced, knowing that would hurt like hell. Emily slapped my ass, and even though she was trying to be gentle, she still hammered the plug to new unexplored depths of my ass.
"Really, Emily? Do I have to remind you what a spank feels like?"
"No, Mistress," Emily replied, unable to conceal her fear.
"Good; now start over, five good, hard spanks. A slave needs to be disciplined properly when she disobeys. She needs it. Don't you, Professor?"
"Moooo?" I replied.
"You may speak human if I ask you a direct question," Madison explained.
I answered the way I assumed she wanted me to, "Yes Emily, a disobedient slave like me needs proper discipline so I can learn to stay in line."
Madison responded, "Good cow. One."
I mooed.
A moment later I felt the double burn. One, from the hard slap burning both of my ass cheeks and two, from the extreme shot of pain as the plug once again was hammered into a new depth inside my ass.
"Two," Madison announced.
A second hard slap stung my cheeks and tortured my insides.
"Three."
The third one had tears streaming down my face.
"Four."
Emily missed the plug and thankfully Madison didn't notice, giving me a brief reprieve from the extreme pain. A butt slap by itself was nothing.
"Five, and make it count."
The last slap was harder than any of the others, and it encompassed both cheeks and the toy, making me scream again. "AAAhhhhhhhmooooooo!!!"
Madison broke out in uncontrollable laughter at my unnatural sounds of torture. Once she recovered she asked, "Emily, is the Professor wet?"
I felt a hand briefly explore my leaking cunt before she answered, "She's leaking, Mistress Sister."
"Professor Jefferson. I recall you once telling me rather determinedly that you would never submit to me. Yet here you are, in your own living room, on all fours like a farm animal, in place because of your obedience instead of any restraint, getting turned on by being spanked by a student of yours painfully enough to bring tears, while a plug fills your ass. Interesting, don't you think?"
I was mortified by the vivid image Madison had just painted, yet I couldn't fault her appraisal. The evidence was indisputable. I had fallen completely. So, nodding my head I mooed. "Moooooo."
Madison stood up and removed her panties. She draped them over my head like she had last night and explained, "I wore these all last night and slept in them while two loads of man-cum soaked into them, delicious white breeding cum. I bet you would love to be bred by some white stud, wouldn't you?"
The intoxicating, overwhelming aroma of Madison's pussy erased any thoughts of denial as my tongue, without permission from my brain, was already lapping at the white girl's wet panty crotch.
"Answer me, Nigger," Madison roared, slapping my ass along with the plug, twice as hard as Emily had done even at her worst.
"Aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhyeeeeeeeeeeeesss, Mistress," I cried, tears flooding down my face, the pain intolerable, reminiscent of childbirth, although at least this agony simmered down after a minute or two.
"Yes, what?" she asked, her hands caressing my ass.
"Yes, I'd love to be bred," I agreed weakly.
"You'd love to carry dominant white seed in your Nigger belly?" Madison pushed.
"Yeess," I whined, the pain just starting to dissipate, but still clearly there. I tensed, expecting another slap that would push me over the edge.
"Do you want me to fuck you?" Madison asked.
"Oh god, yes," I admitted, never wanting anything more fervently in my forty years of existence.
Her hands left my ass and I waited patiently as I guessed she was inserting the strap-on in her cunt and fastening it around her hips.
Madison ordered, "Emily, get on all fours in front of your favourite barnyard animal."
Emily did... nervously.
Madison came into view, the strap-on fastened around her perfect white hips. She repositioned Emily so her ass was just inches from my face, but sideways, facing perpendicular to me (if an ass can be said to have a face). She explained, "Professor Jefferson, this cock had been intended for you today. But you disobeyed me and pleasured yourself without permission. So now you get to watch me fuck my sister, knowing this big cock could have been in your Nigger cunt." Madison pulled the panties on my head to the side, so I could get a perfect view of what was about to transpire.
Rubbing the plastic cock up and down her sister's cunt lips, Madison asked, "Baby sis, do you want my big cock in your cunt?"
"Oh god, yes, please fuck my cunt," Emily moaned, my sweet innocent-looking advocate begging like a horny slut.
"What are you?" Madison asked, going out of her way to humiliate her younger sister in front of me.
"I'm a slut, Mistress, I'm an incestuous dyke who's sorry for questioning your authority, big sister," Emily confessed, her eyes showing her desperation to please.
"Push your cunt back on my cock, sister slave," Madison demanded adding, "Fuck yourself while your favourite Professor watches your every motion, hears your every moan."
"Yes, Mistress Sister," Emily moaned, leaning back and swallowing the plastic cock inside her cunt.
From my angle I couldn't see her cunt itself, just her perfectly curved ass as she bounced back on her sister's cock. A cock I'd purchased earlier today. I couldn't help but feel shame from playing a part in Emily's sexual debauchery, yet she seemed to be enjoying it immensely.
"Do you like fucking yourself in front of Professor Jefferson?" Madison asked.
"Yeeesssss," she moaned, "I love that she's watching," clearly in a state of growing ecstasy, an orgasm obviously on the rise.
"Do you want your own Nigger plaything?" Madison asked, her finger now teasing her sister's butthole.
"Whaaaat? No, Mistress, I don't," she protested, still bouncing eagerly on the cock.
"Stop!" Madison commanded. Emily instantly stopped fucking herself, a whimper escaping her lips. Madison pulled out. "Turn around so you're facing Professor Jefferson, sis."
Emily reluctantly obeyed and was soon facing me, her eyes pleading for forgiveness, but her red cheeks pleading for more pleasure.
"Call Professor Jefferson a slut," Madison demanded.
Emily begged, "Please, no, Madison."
The loud smack of palm hitting skin, Madison's hand on her sister's ass, echoed through the room. "Don't you dare fucking question me, slut! You remember what happened last time, don't you? That was nothing," Madison threatened.
Emily's eyes went big and round with a fear I couldn't even fathom. I wondered what Emily's punishment could have been last time to make this sweet girl so afraid.
Emily looked at me and silently mouthed 'I'm sorry' before she slandered me. "You're a slut, Professor Jefferson."
Madison added, "And a cow."
Emily let out a moan and her face almost collided with mine as Madison slid the strap-on dildo back into her. "Yes, aaaaah, you're a cow, Professor Jefferson."
"A fucking cow," Madison added.
Emily winced but echoed the words of her sister-Mistress, "A fucking cow. Professor Jefferson is a fucking cow."
"And a Nigger," Madison added, pushing her sister to the brink, her values and beliefs totally forced aside and ignored so Emily could be pleasured instead of punished.
"Oh God," Emily moaned, a mixture of pleasure from the hard, deep thrusts her sister was giving her along with the mortification of the word she was being coerced into saying. I could see her trepidation at using the word she'd always been so determined not to use.
I attempted to help. "It's okay. I want to hear it, Emily. Tell me I'm a Nigger, a slutty cow Nigger." Hearing myself slander myself only got me wetter and more turned on.
This seemed to help Emily cross the invisible line of values she didn't want to cross. "Professor Jefferson, you're a slutty cow Nigger."
"Kiss the Nigger, Emily," Madison ordered, halting the deep thrusts in and out of her sister.
Emily leaned forward and kissed my lips. She obviously hadn't any objection to obeying this order, nor did I have any about kissing her back. Our kiss was gentle and soft, just like in my fantasy, and she surprised me by eagerly slipping her tongue inside my mouth. I responded with my own tongue and equal eagerness, and we were soon engaged in a passionate kiss, even in our absurd all fours positions. Time stood still as the colours of our skins no longer mattered, our age difference no longer mattered: all that mattered was each other and the moment.
Madison eventually broke our intimate moment by lambasting her sister. "I wouldn't believe it if I hadn't seen it with my own eyes. My own sister is a Nigger lover." Madison resumed fucking her sister and continued slathering on the insults, each shot increasing Emily's moans. "Fuck, Emily, you're an embarrassment as a sister and to the Adams name. You're a Nigger lover, a fucking slut who craves dark chocolate. Come for me whore, come like the dirty little whore you are."
Emily's moans continued to increase, and she exploded only seconds after being told to, a scream so loud I couldn't believe it could come from the sweet, innocent Emily. "AaaaaaaaaahHHHHHHHHHhhhaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaafuuuuuuck, fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck!"
I watched her distorted expression, her closed eyes and her trembling lips as the orgasm spread through her. I was mesmerized by the beauty of it all, regardless of the way it had transpired. Witnessing Emily's orgasm was truly blissful and erotic.
Madison pulled out, approached my mouth and shoved the sticky toy right in. "Suck it, cow. Milk it."
I obeyed, retrieving Emily's cum from the dildo. The taste was sweet, the plastic dildo less appealing.
Madison began bucking her cock in my mouth, face-fucking me. I gagged briefly, but I soon became able to handle the entire cock.
Madison pulled out, unbuckled the toy and shoved the piece that was still vibrating in my mouth. "Clean up your Mistress' juices." She swirled the toy around in my mouth as I cleaned the toy that had just been in her pussy.
Eventually she pulled it out, bent down and began rubbing her wet pussy itself all over my face. "Lick it, slut. Get your Mistress off. Lap from the white perfection you've craved for so long."
I had no choice as she rubbed her pussy all over my face and mouth, her juices copious. I extended my tongue and eagerly lapped up as much of her juice as possible. Her taste was to me like champagne, and after one lick from that fountain, every last remaining speck of my resistance was gone.
Madison seemed to notice, as she asked, "Would you want to go back in time, slut? Go back to before I liberated you from your chains of false equality?"
She moved away and I answered, "No, Mistress, I'm truly happier where I am."
"Happier on your knees, mooing like a cow, in your own home, being called filthy names by your Nigger-loving student, serving your white Goddess?" she asked, painting a horrifying picture of my submission.
Unfortunately, the canvas was painted, and I was way too weak, and way too addicted even to attempt a resistance. All I wanted was to taste her perfection again, so I admitted, "Yes, Mistress, whatever you decide works just fine for me."
Madison, a smile of complete victory on her face, shoved her pussy back in my face and I eagerly continued my licking. It was only a couple of minutes of heaven before her legs stiffened and I was rewarded with a flood of her champagne. I savoured every last drop and searched for more until Madison backed away.
My face was coated with her cum, with her sweet juice. Madison got dressed and ordered Emily to do so as well, all while cunt dripping in need, I remained on all fours like a pet waiting to be played with.
Once they were both dressed, Madison asked, "Was it worth the wait?"
"Yes, Mistress," I replied honestly, although my pussy was begging for the attention the two sisters had received.
"I expect there'll be no more issues of disobedience, will there, slut?"
"No more, Mistress," I promised.
"You'll be a good cow?"
"Yes, Mistress," I agreed. "Moooo!"
"Excellent. I'll be here to pick you up at 6:30 tonight. I expect you dressed up to tease, but not too slutty. We'll be in public, and I'd hate for the whole school to know how big a fucking whore their prestigious Professor Jefferson is."
I asked nervously, "Where are we going, Mistress?"
"Dumb sluts like you don't need to know things beforehand, they just need to obey. Is that understood?"
"Yes, Mistress," I answered, my humiliation again burning.
"Once we leave, you may get off your knees. But the plug stays in that fat ass until after you finish tonight's task." Madison instructed, leaving before I could speak.
Emily again mouthed, 'I'm sorry,' as she followed her sister out of my house.
My knees burning in pain, I staggered to my feet and stretched my legs. I couldn't believe how completely overwhelmed and excited I'd gotten from the humiliation I'd just endured. Yet even as I considered how badly I'd been treated, the thought of submitting again tonight was already getting me wet.
After Madison and Emily left, my sexual frustration at a new high, I needed to vent, so I pulled out my journal and wrote down my feelings:
Each humiliating task somehow only gets me wetter and more determined to submit unconditionally. My frustration is twofold: one, because I'm not allowed to come and two, that I've arrived at the point where I've accepted how much I need to come. Being treated like a barnyard animal was a new low, yet the thought of disobeying, an impetus that used to live very strong in my being, is now just a brief flicker and then gone.
I'm too far gone to turn back now, yet I can't fathom living a future on such pins and needles... living with such reliance on another person's judgement.
23. A FOURTH BRIEF INTERLUDE INTO THE MIND OF KEISHA JEFFERSON: A DREAM
"Beg, slut," Madison demands.
I reply, on my back, my legs spread wide open, completely naked except for white stockings, "Oh my white Goddess, please fuck my vagina."
"Vagina? You're one stupid woman," Madison laughs, "What are you, a fucking tween? You have a cunt, a sloppy, dirty box." She taps on my clit with her big white strap-on cock.
Desperately wanting to please her, I use a different term, using the horribly insulting word, "AAAhhhh, my cunt then, fuck my cunt, please. I need it so bad."
"Your dirty slut box?" Madison demands, rubbing the dildo's cock head on my wet vaginal lips.
"Fuck yes," I admit, frustrated beyond reason, my only thought of submitting to this bitchy blonde, "I'm a dirty slut. Please shove that big cock in my wet cunt."
She obliges, filling me completely with one big thrust as she crows, "Here you go slut, beg and you shall receive."
Although humiliated by my begging and my uncontrollable need to be fucked, the pleasure from that very same submission overrides any sense of dignity. I scream, "Oh god yes, fuck me, fuck my cunt!" I can't believe the words I'm using; although I usually get very animated during sex (on the rare occasions I have any), I've never deliberately used the C word.
I watch Madison's firm tits bounce around as she fucks me, and I can't believe how desperate I am to touch them and taste them. I've never ever considered experiencing another woman sexually, but here I am being fucked by one, and I'm inexplicably eager to please her back.
Sensing my weakness, she pushes me further with her verbal assault. "Tell me you're a dyke, slut."
I admit, "Yes, I'm a dyke."
She leans down and slaps my tits. "You've got to do better than that, slut. Make me believe it."
For some unknown reason deep in my subconscious wanting to please her, a desire I can't control at all, I hear myself admitting, "I'm a fucking dyke, a dirty lez who just wants to eat pussy and be used as a lesbian plaything." Oh my God, I can't believe the filth spewing out of my mouth, or that using such awful language is making my thoroughly fucked pussy even wetter.
Less than five minutes into my sexual submission and I'm screaming in pure pleasure as my orgasm shudders through me. The whole time I'm coming, Madison is slathering me with false flattery. "You look so good like that, Keisha. Writhing around like the cheap whore you are. You're a fucking slut, just like your Mother."
The mother shot has me wincing: I'm nothing like my mother and any similarity I've ever detected has always become something I've adamantly fought against emulating.
"Y'all are just a dirty dyke Nigger like your Mammy, ain't that raght, slut?" Madison smirks in a broad Southern accent as she pulls the cock out of me.
I jolted awake, sweat dripping down my face, my panties soaking wet. I looked around and realized I was alone in my hotel room. It had all been a dream. I sat up, wide awake, trying to understand the mortifying, humiliating dream I'd just experienced. I'd always maintained that your dreams are your subconscious begging to be released, but this one was something completely absurd and disturbing. I hated that blonde white bitch; I resented my Mom for bringing her into my life. Yet I couldn't deny that my panties were soaked. Casting the dream, the nightmare, off as a onetime, overtired, overworked, overstressed anomaly, I changed into fresh panties, stunned that I'd had an orgasm in my sleep, something I'd never had happen before.
As I lay back in bed past exhaustion, I made a promise to myself to deal with that white bitch once and for all as soon as I returned home in a few days.
I closed my eyes and fell back into slumber.
24. A BELLYFUL OF CUM WITH MY EX
I spent the remainder rest of the day as a naked, nervous wreck, as I wondered what Madison had in store for me tonight. She'd said we'd be in public, with the entire school, but she'd also indicated that our secret would be kept. All day my pussy was tingling, begging for me to release the dam that was gathering my libido to an uncontrollable height. The only bright spot was that the twins were spending the weekend with their father, so they wouldn't show up and catch me naked, or at best want to know why I was wearing nothing but a robe and white stockings.
I spent part of the time practicing walking with the plug in my ass, something that at first was awkward and slightly painful, but after a couple hours of walking around while cleaning my house wearing only my stockings and the plug, I'd gotten used to it, although it did fall out a couple times. It was strangely liberating. I also had to get used to keeping my glutes tight, not wanting it to slip out again. And of course, Madison's ban on my wearing panties meant that tonight it wouldn't be any better secured than it was now, and if it tumbled to the floor then, there'd be witnesses to the accident. After a while I finally thought I was getting the hang of it, and was even getting comfortable with it. But when I sat on my couch to check the weather on the TV, I was greeted with a sharp stab of pain as a reminder of my submission to Madison.



I got ready, showering (yes, still wearing the plug), and since it was approaching 6:30, putting on a fresh pair of white thigh high stockings, and a cream-coloured skirt that was long enough to hide the tops of my stockings unless I was sitting at a certain angle. I added a red blouse that wasn't super tight but definitely showcased my large breasts, keeping them firmly in place. I'd taped my nipples to hide that I wasn't wearing a bra. I wore my hair down, and applied more make-up than I usually did.
Ten minutes early, I heard Madison calling me from downstairs, "Are you ready, slut?"
I called back, "I'll be right down, Mistress." I grabbed my three-inch heels and hurried downstairs to join my Mistress, the quick pace reminding me once again of the plug in my ass and my lack of a bra.
She smiled when she saw me. She was dressed in a school football jersey and short shorts. She looked like a complete whore, which was definitely my calling the kettle black. "A pretty good choice of outfits, whore."
"Thank you, Mistress, I'm happy you approve."
"But the blouse will have to go," she said, tossing me a school football jersey.
I looked at her in confusion before she explained, "You really are one dumb fucking smart person. We're going to our school's basketball game. Have you never been there to cheer for your team?"
"No," I admitted, never really buying into sports even given my second husband Conner's prowess at them.
"Well don't you worry, you'll make up for it tonight," she promised.
Her tone had me worried, as I unbuttoned my blouse. Once it was off, I quickly put the jersey on, hoping she wouldn't see my tape job.
"What was that?" she asked.
"What was what?" I asked, playing stupid.
"What was that on your udders?" she demanded, pulling my jersey up. "Are you fucking kidding me?"
"Sorry, I just thought I needed a way to hide my nipples if we were going to be in public."
She yanked off the tape, giving me a slight burn, and asked, her tone dripping with condescension, "And what did I tell you about Niggers thinking?"
"We shouldn't," I replied, humiliated that she wasn't disparaging just me, but my entire race.
"Because you're stupid?"
"Yes," I whispered, looking down, avoiding eye contact.
She pinched both my nipples and twisted them, "Yes, what, you stupid fucking Nigger?"
I whimpered, "Yes, Mistress, I'm just a fucking stupid Nigger, fit only to be your servant."
"Better," she said, her voice back to civility as she let go of my nipples. "Where are the nipple clamps?"
"In my room, Mistress."
"Go get them. You need to be punished for thinking for yourself," Madison explained, again the humiliation burning through my entire being, particularly my pussy.
"Yes, Mistress," I obeyed, trotting up the stairs to my room, another reminder of the butt plug with each quick bounce. I found the nipple clamps and returned to my white Mistress, although I returned down the stairs with more deliberate caution, the burn in my ass beginning to cause some major discomfort.
"Lift up your jersey, Jungle Bunny," she demanded.
A new extremely racist term had been slapped in my face, yet I obediently lifted up the jersey and watched as she clamped both my nipples before giving me a rare compliment, "For an old sow like you, your tits are still damn firm."
"Thank you, Mistress," I replied, thrilled to be getting even the slightest compliment.
"Let's go," she ordered.
I followed her to her car, where I was gestured to sit in the backseat with a younger black girl, assumedly a sorority sister. Ashley, the only one of Madison's three classroom companions who didn't wear white and didn't kowtow to Madison, was driving, and Madison got into the passenger's seat. Once we were on the road, Madison introduced me to the younger woman, "Professor Jefferson, this is Stacey; she's one of our sorority sisters."
I extended my hand to the pretty young black lady, who I noticed was also wearing white nylons, and greeted, "Nice to meet you, Stacey."
She didn't respond and avoided eye contact, so Madison explained, dropping another bombshell, "Stacey is a Nigger slave like you Professor, and she only speaks when granted permission. Go ahead slut, you may speak."
Stacey finally looked up at me, her humiliated doe-like brown eyes replicating mine, as she said, "Nice to meet you too, Professor. I've heard many things about you."
I wondered what they were. Were they good things said by other students, or humiliating things said by Madison?
Madison informed me, "Stacey will be your fluffer tonight."
I had no idea what she meant. "What's a fluffer?"
Madison and Ashley laughed like I'd just said the funniest thing ever. Ashley, speaking for the first time, answered, "Oh don't worry prof, you'll soon find out."
Anxiety again pulsed through my veins as we pulled into the parking lot. Once we'd parked, Madison explained, handing me an admission ticket. "So Professor, you're free to do as you please during the game. Sit with your colleagues, sit with us, whatever you fancy. That said, fifteen minutes after the game ends, I expect you to be at Entrance Seventeen, is that clear?"
"Yes, Mistress," I answered, finding that was more embarrassing to say in front of a complete stranger.
"Your ticketed seat is with us, by the way, but you uppity faculty guys have a box up top reserved for alumni and professors, so whatever. Now get the fuck out and cheer on our boys, or should I say your boys," she smirked, hinting at what lay ahead for me.
I got out and began walking to the large gym, realizing pretty quickly that my outfit was rather out of place for a college basketball game. Three-inch heels, stockings and a short skirt, even with my green and white jersey matching our school's basketball uniforms, was a rather provocative outfit for such an event. I was ordinarily a very fashionable, presentable woman, and I was about to walk into a basketball gymnasium with over 15,000 people, and I was dressed not quite like a skank, but still.
I sighed, but knew I was way past the point of no return, so I just had to suck it up. Once I arrived in the gymnasium, I was wading through a sea of people. Only a minute later, a couple students walked by and greeted, "Hi, Professor Jefferson." I said 'hi' back, and began searching for a bathroom to hide in.
I was nearing a washroom entrance when the Dean of our school, Mr. Waterhouse, accosted me pleasantly. "Well, I've never seen you here before, Felicia." Hearing my given name being used in a friendly tone was a pleasant change after the onslaught of derogatory names I'd been called recently.
"Hi, Jack," I replied, "some of my students insisted that I come out and cheer our boys on." I indicated my outfit and lied, "And they dressed me up, too."
"Well, that's the spirit," he smiled, before asking, "You're coming up to the alumni box?"
"I don't know," I said, trying to worm my way out of being embarrassed by any other colleagues, so I deflected, "First, I need to find a washroom."
"Don't go anywhere near these ones, they're incredibly unsanitary. Follow me, Felicia," he took charge. Oh dear, a direct order from someone.
Screwed, I followed him up a ton of stairs, every single one of them stimulating the plug in my ass, until we arrived in a big fancy private box. There was food galore, alcohol and over a dozen men. Jack pointed to the ladies' room and I went there not to pee, but to collect myself. Jack had bought the lie, and I guessed this small box was a lot more discrete than a stadium filled with thousands of young adults. I washed up and returned to the prestigious box, figuring a couple of cocktails, maybe more, would make this evening go faster and relax me a bit.
I mixed myself a rum and coke, grabbed a small plate of appetizers and walked over to the huge glass wall to look down into the gym and see what the avidly watching men were so fascinated with. Typical, the cheerleaders were putting on a pre-game show. I shot half my drink before an older man I didn't know, probably in his sixties, commented, "That's a very sweet outfit you're wearing, my dear."
I couldn't tell if he was being sincere, condescending or horny, but I explained, loud enough for most of those present to hear, "A couple students insisted I show some school spirit, and it occurred to me I'd never been to a sporting event, so I figured what the hell."
"Well, you're wearing a very impressive hell," he smiled at my free-swinging boobs, answering my question about sincere, condescending or horny.
I flirted, "Well, I've been told by many men that all women look hot in a football jersey."
"Damn right," another voice spoke up from behind me, a voice I knew all too well: my ex-husband. "But you never ever wore one for me."
"Hi, Conner," I said, as blandly as possible.
"Hi, Felicia. That's quite the fashion statement," he pointed out, giving me a thorough onceover.
Foretting for a moment I was braless, I shrugged, "You only live once."
"It's good to see you so alive and chipper," my ex said, also addressing my boobs while taking a shot at the old me. The frigid me who couldn't ever give myself to him sexually the way he wanted. The way I was now willing to do for a white girl younger than one of my daughters.
"The single life can do wonders," I shot back, making sure he knew I was indeed alive and well and most particularly, not his any longer.
"Ouch," Jack chimed in. "Why don't you two either kiss and make up or go somewhere else for your pissing match."
Conner smiled, "One time for old time's sake?"
"There isn't enough booze in the world," I replied, although the thought of his snake inside me right at this moment was incredibly appealing.
The National Anthem ended our pissing match as Jack called it, as we all stood with our hands over our hearts. The game started, and one drink became two, which became three and as usually happened when I got tipsy, my pussy began tingling and my morals loosened. (I know that assessment seems ironic after my recent indiscretions.)
Conner knew me too well, could read the signs, and as the evening went on, he began flirting with me more aggressively. His hot breath melted me like it always had, even if I hadn't always shown him that it did, and he whispered, "Let's slip out to the washroom, baby."
"No," I replied, "this isn't the place."
He bit my ear, "Nobody will notice. Plus, don't pretend you didn't come here to get laid, Felicia. You're wearing thigh high stockings, your braless boobs are swaying around like a stripper's, and you're dressed like a coed."
I stammered, distracted by my desire, "I-I-I...."
He pulled me up and led me to the washroom, the other men oblivious.
The plug in me shifted, reminding me it was still there, and I realized I couldn't afford to let him fuck me. How would I explain that? But if he told me to fuck him, then according to my slut-mandments I'd have to do it. I was a graduate of law school, so where was the loophole? Got it!
In the washroom I lied as I fell to my knees, and purred all seductive and sexy, "Baby, I'm on my period, but I can still get you off." I pulled out his semi-hard cock and took it in my mouth before he had a chance to require more than that. I swirled my tongue around his growing member and felt it growing because of me. Once it was fully erect, I began bobbing back and forth, now craving his salty seed. His moans enhanced my eagerness, and I was soon furiously sucking his cock.
After a couple minutes I heard him grunt and felt his seed sliding down my throat. I didn't slow down, savouring the taste of his cum. Once we were done, I stood back up and he smiled, "Where was that eagerness when we were married?"
I shrugged and said with a naughty smile, dripping with the innuendo that he would never know, "I'm nothing like when we were married."
"So it seems," he smiled back, putting his cock away. He gave me a look that was a mixture of surprise, admiration and desire, one that actually had me aroused and wishing I could just fuck him.
I squeezed his cock. "Rain check?"
"Just ask me and you can redeem it," he flirted back, his hand going for my breast. I tried to stop it but I wasn't fast enough, and he not only confirmed I wasn't wearing a bra, but also felt that I was wearing nipple clamps. "What the...?"
Before he could say anything else, I pushed past him and out of the men's bathroom, where Jack noticed where I'd been and smiled, but said nothing.
Conner followed me, surprised by this newfound information about his ex-wife, who in his mind was a prude most of the time.
I poured myself a fourth drink and found a crowded spot to sit where Conner couldn't get near and interrogate me. The rest of the game flew by, and I heard that we'd won 98-97 with a three-point shot at the buzzer, whatever that meant. The boys were starting a poker game as I got ready to leave.
Jack said graciously, "Felicia, you're always welcome here."
"Thanks Jack," I replied, "It was fun."
Conner watched me, but didn't approach me, a look on his face I couldn't read, even though he'd proven he could still read me. But not at the moment. I liked leaving him confused and rattled. I left the box section and headed downstairs to where Madison expected me to be. I bumped into a few more of my ex or current students who hugged and high-fived me while celebrating like the drunken fools they were. I was embarrassed, and yet everyone seemed oblivious to my predicament, as they were so drunk and ecstatic.
25. THE GLORY-HOLE-IOUS VICTORY
I reached Entrance Seventeen, which was outdoors, and waited for a few minutes. The evening had become chilly, and my outfit wasn't made for the breeze. Madison finally arrived and asked, "So, how was the game?"
I shrugged, "We won, it seems."
"What did you do?" she asked.
I told her the story. Once I was done she asked, "You really are a slut. I can't believe you sucked off Professor Hamilton in the bathroom while your other co-workers were just a few yards away. Does he have a big cock?"
"It's a very reasonable size," I replied.
"Well don't worry, you'll get a wide range of sizes very soon now," she promised.
I wanted to ask what she meant, but remained silent.
"You're learning," she smiled, noticing, "Come with me."
I followed her through a few hallways and eventually we arrived in a small room where a stool sat adjacent to a circular hole in the wall. Also in the room was a video camera on a tripod, and Stacey was on her knees on a white towel near another circular hole. I realized pretty quickly I was at one of those glory holes I'd infrequently heard about, and that Madison planned to videotape my doing something that wasn't hard to guess. She explained, "Your task tonight is to reward our heroes for their glorious come-from-behind victory."
"Oh," was all I could say, concealing my growing excitement. Being quite intoxicated, a hunger shot through me at the thought of being a secret cock sucking slut without anyone knowing it was me. Students I'd taught would be shooting cum in my mouth without knowing it was their staid ethics Professor swallowing their sweet load. Even knowing Madison would be filming me couldn't dull my desire to perform as the slut who'd been released in me this past week.
A white cock popped through the hole and Madison ordered, "Get to work, slut."
I didn't need to be told twice, so I sat on the stool and took the medium-sized cock in my mouth. A moan on the other side enhanced my excitement at pleasing this basketball player. Knowing I was about to suck a lot of cocks so there would be a queue waiting on me, I didn't attempt to tease him, but just got to work on some hardcore and efficient sucking. I bobbed back and forth on the first cock, desperate to swallow that first load. It didn't take long until the unknown player grunted, "Take it slut," and sprayed my throat with seed. As soon as this first cock slid out of my mouth and away from the hole, my next cock, a larger black one, replaced it. It was hard and it was wet, I supposed with Stacey's saliva. I gobbled it down whole, craving more cum. His cock was wider than most, and it took appreciable focus to get accustomed to his girth. But once my mouth had gotten comfortable with this cock, I really went to work. Three or four minutes of constant fast-paced cock sucking, and I was rewarded with my second load of the evening (well, my third if you count my ex's). "Thanks," the anonymous black player said politely before disappearing. Just as quickly as one cock disappeared, another one replaced it, already hard and glistening with spit.
During the next forty minutes I swallowed another eight loads (give or take, it became a blur). I took a brief jaw break while Stacey took over and sucked off a smaller cock before I returned to be greeted with the biggest cock I'd ever seen. Over eleven inches, it destroyed the theory that black guys have all the biggest cocks, since it was as white as a white cock could be. I struggled to take any of it into my mouth because of its large diameter, and after a minute of my achieving no more than teasing him with my tongue he ordered, "Slut, just gape your mouth and put it up to the hole." I watched his cock pull away and I obeyed. He explained succinctly, "I'm going to fuck your face, slut." Suddenly I felt his cock force its way into my wide-open mouth and he began pumping, slowly at first. My lips were stretched to the max around his enormous cylinder of meat, and I could do no more than just hold myself in place as he used me as a cum deposit. After a minute or two, time really was immaterial by this point, he began accelerating his assault on my tonsils. I struggled, but I managed to maintain my breathing and was soon rewarded with the biggest load of cum I'd ever had coating my throat. As he pulled out, I wiggled my jaw around, it was so sore.
Madison, who so far had been filming everything without comment, suggested, "If your slut mouth is too sore, you can always use one of your other holes."
This option should have been too humiliating even to consider, but the thought of a cock inside my feverish cunt was irresistible. A new smaller cock was waiting for me, so I awkwardly positioned myself with one foot resting on the stool and I leaned back, searching for the little fuck-stick. Stacey helped by bracing me so I didn't lose my balance and fall, the position being rather precarious. It took a moment of searching and repositioning, but Stacey reached behind me to position the cock and when she nodded, I finally found the sweet spot and leaned back. I began bouncing back onto the cock and against the wall, uncaring of how obscene, desperate and slutty I looked in my eager quest to get off. I ignored the slight burn in my ass as the plug bounced against his groin and was hammered deeper inside me with each backwards thrust. My cunt really needed this, but can I hold myself back from coming?
Madison, as if reading my desperate mind, called out loudly enough that everyone on the far side of the wall could hear, "You may come as many times as you wish, my Nigger."
The words, no matter who else could hear them, were music to my ears! My body and my cunt and I all moaned together in a joyful trio, thanking her profusely, "Oh god yes, thank you Mistress, you treat me too well!" I closed my eyes and fucked the faceless cock with reckless abandon, wanting to feel my pussy walls coated with the stranger's cum. Having been so close to orgasm for hours, it took only a couple of minutes for my orgasm to spread throughout me. I never slowed down as my screams of rapture echoed through the small room and beyond.
The stranger's orgasm took longer than the others had with my mouth, but as my orgasm continued twitching through me, I felt my box being filled with cream. As he pulled out and disappeared back through the hole, another quickly replaced him. This time I just kept my ass resting against the wall and let this new unknown stud find my hole and fuck me. He was bigger than the last one and started slow, mixing nice deep thrusts with unsatisfying shallow teasing. After a couple minutes of this erratic stimulation I urged, "Just fuck me hard."



"Beg for it, slut," the unknown cock demanded.
I begged, my mind on sexual cruise control, "Fuck my wet cunt, fill me with cum, baby, I'm your victory whore."
He finally obliged, hammering my cunt with quick deep thrusts. My moans increased along with his pace, and this faceless stranger and I shared a lengthy glory hole fuck, neither of us willing to end it by coming. Eventually I began bouncing back to meet this thrusts, wanting to feel him deeper inside me, frustrated by the damn wall preventing this glorious cock from filling me entirely like I desperately needed. I don't know how long he pumped his perfect pecker in me before I finally felt the tide rise and then crash down, as another orgasm cascaded through me. Feeling my juice exploding on his cock was the trigger he needed, as he buried a load of cum deep inside my pussy. Once he pulled out, I fell onto my knees, my hunched body aching from the recent position and exercise.
Madison laughed. "You don't think you're done yet, do you?"
"No Mistress, I just need to change positions."
"Well, another cock is waiting for you," she pointed.
This time I was staring at a shriveled cock that clearly belonged to one of the middle-aged coaches. I returned to the stool and took the flaccid cock in my mouth. Having climaxed, my knees sore, my jaw aching, I just wanted this to end. So I bobbed up and down on the smallish cock quickly, and wasn't surprised to feel my mouth coated with a few dribbles of cum in only a couple of minutes.
"Last cock," a male voice called from the other side of the wall.
Madison smiled, "Do you want that plug out of your ass, slut?"
"Yes, Mistress," I replied, my ass aching as well.
"Then replace the plug with that nice white cock waiting for you."
The final cock of the night was a nice wide nine-inch white cock, and I obeyed my orders. I stood up, pulled out the plug that had been lodged in my ass all day, and awkwardly backed up to the wall. Getting the cock in my ass was easier than into my pussy because I was so well gaped and because of the better angle and I slid back, allowing the cock to slip easily into my black ass. Once it was inside me, I began bouncing back on the white stick, having forgotten how good a cock felt in my ass. As I got into a decent rhythm, my left hand began rubbing my clit, eager to get off again, this time during an ass fucking. I was startled when I felt a tongue on my pussy, and I opened my eyes to see Stacey lapping at my cunt. The double sensation of a tongue on my cunt and a cock in my ass was amazing, a first-time experience, and it brought me new thrills of pleasure. I don't know how long I bounced back on the stranger's cock before I heard him grunt and felt his cum fill my ass. I continued fucking my ass on him, as I was close too. When he pulled out, I fell to the floor, pulled Stacey by the air and began fucking her face and in the throes of lust demanded, "Get me off, Nigger."
Her tongue did wonders, and in less than a minute I reached one last humiliating orgasm.
Exhausted, sore and disgraced, I looked up at Madison and the camera that was still filming, reached some fingers back to my ass and scooped up some of the cum leaking out of it, and put it in my mouth, performing for the camera. I'd hit a new rock-bottom, and strangely I loved it.
Once the camera was turned off, I apologized to Stacey for my harsh treatment and name calling, but she just shrugged in her required silence, even though I could tell she'd been shocked by a fellow woman of colour using the N word on her.
Madison chuckled and pointed out, "But that's what she is, a Nigger just like you are, Felicia."
*****
At home, exhausted, I went for my sex journal and wrote about my bizarre, yet oddly liberating evening:
I have become a total, unconditional slut. I am mortified by my actions, and yet remembering everything I did today, my cunt still burns, wanting more. Why can't I say no? Why? Why? Why?
What is to become of me?
26. A FIFTH BRIEF INTERLUDE INTO THE MIND OF KEISHA JEFFERSON: A SECOND DREAM
Every night that week I began dreading going to bed, each night experiencing a different dream, but each with a similar theme. In one way or another I would eagerly submit to Madison and became her submissive pet. She'd call me insulting names, humiliate me and make me beg to please her, and each time it got me hornier and hornier, and I submitted like a cheap two-bit whore.
Yet, each time I woke up in a sweat, my pussy leaking, and I'd come in my sleep from yet another humiliating submission dream.
During my final night in the hotel I had my most mortifying dream.
I'm on my knees in all-white lingerie, and beside me is my mother, also on her knees and also all in diaphanous white. In front of us stands Madison, and Mom and I are vying for the privilege of serving her. Madison tells us, "We're going to have a game, and whoever wins gets to be my pet tonight, but the loser gets a humiliating punishment."
I glare at Mom, who looks back at me at first with compassion, but upon seeing my glare, shifts it to dogged determination.
Madison tells us, "You two Niggers are going to eat each other out, and the first one to get the other off wins. There's only one rule: there are no rules. Get the other incestuous slut off any way you can, and you win. And trust me, you really do want to win."
I don't even wait to hear Madison say start, and I'm on top of my mother, pinning her to the floor while my free hand slides into her wet cunt. I begin fingering her furiously while she wiggles and tries desperately to escape from my grasp. I'm only able to hold her in place for a couple of minutes before she breaks free and glares at me with a fierce anger I'd never seen from my meek mother. She surprises me by grabbing my shoulders, spinning my upper body around her own lower torso so I can't help falling to the floor. She lands on top of me, but I manage to roll out from under her, and we both rise to our knees to begin wrestling in earnest. It's ludicrous, these two big-breasted broads straining and twisting against each other trying to gain an advantage, but knowing her sinister mind, we both fear the punishment Madison is promising the loser. After a lengthy struggle, Mom ends up with her ass lodged solidly on my face, her knees on my arms, and she leans forward and begins spanking my clit. I manage to clamp my legs on her hand and twist myself forcefully sideways, tumbling her onto her side. She lets out a yelp as she bangs her arm against the hardwood floor, and instead of showing any mercy or concern for the woman who gave me birth, I take advantage of her moment of vulnerability to flip her onto her belly and lie on top of her. I spread her legs open and return to fingering her. Defeated, she opens her legs a bit and allows me to get her off. I briefly feel bad for her, but my need is to win and to escape another punishment from Madison's nefarious mind. (The last one I'd been gangbanged by a dozen white supremacists, all wearing their Caspar-the-Ghost-like KKK outfits. Seeing she's close, I tap her clit with my thumb and watch as her legs stiffen and she comes, whimpering and crying through her orgasm.
Madison says, "Congratulations, Keisha, you win. Which means Felicia, you lose. Go to the door and await your punishment. Keisha, crawl over to your new Mommy, your white Mommy, and taste the nectar of heaven."
I woke up, again mortified by a dream. Yet my pussy was on fire, so I closed my eyes and fingered myself the rest of the way to sexual satisfaction. Once I'd recovered from another nasty/thrilling orgasm, I cursed my mother for bringing this white temptress into my life, and I promised myself I'd confront Madison once and for all when I returned to the office tomorrow.
27. THE LULL
After the longest, the most humiliating and yet extremely satisfying day of my life, I expected more of the same on Sunday.
I woke up in my own bed, sore everywhere and still exhausted. I lay there for over an hour, replaying last night in my head and accepting the knowledge that my life was no longer my own. All I could do was beg Madison to allow me to continue my professional life. The evidence she had on me was overwhelming, and although I'd never before felt so liberated and free as I had yesterday, in truth I was anything but free. The oxymoron was obvious, yet that was still the case.
All day, naked except for my white thigh highs, I eagerly anticipated Madison's arrival, and all day I was disappointed. Knowing the kids would be home soon, I kept the white stockings on as instructed but got dressed, trying to retain an image of respectability with my children as best as I could in an already fragile familial structure.
My pussy was on fire all day, begging for attention, but I'd now accepted the conditions of my slavery and was determined to obey the slut-mandments in their entirety. I didn't dare go to church, feeling I could burst into flames after the many sins I'd committed, plus I was way past redemption, plus there was no way I wanted to face the Minister's wife, Jessica Hart. What could we possibly do together except look into each other's faces with mutual embarrassment?
The next day, Monday, I went to school and again expected to undergo some sort of submission. As I walked towards my classroom and past many students, I found myself wondering, Did I suck this boy's cock?, Is this the one who fucked my ass?, and Was he the one with that huge white cock? Madison had closed a circuit inside me I hadn't known existed, but now that it was switched on, it was impossible to switch it back off.
I arrived in class, and Madison had returned, with her little slaves surrounding her. She had a smug smile on her face, yet she didn't say anything during the entire class, even when we began discussing the future of feminine equality. Every time a male student smiled, I wondered if he knew I was a slut hiding in a professor's disguise. Once class was done, Madison and her posse left without a word, leaving me alone and confused.
This isolation continued all week. No contact with Madison or any of the other people who knew of my sexual demise. I considered texting Allison, the redhead from the toy shop, my eagerness to submit and be able to come growing each day, but I thought that adding another person, especially a Mistress, to my sick game of submission would make things too complicated at this juncture.
It wasn't until Wednesday night that Madison showed up unannounced at my house just after dinner. At least she knocked rather than just walking through my unlocked front door. Once I'd invited her inside, she asked as if she were a preschooler, "Can Nicholas come out and play?"
"What?" I asked, confused.
"I need a last-minute date and thought Nic would be perfect," she smiled, looking sultrily at Nicholas, who was staring at the white goddess. "So, what do you think, sexy? Can you do a girl a favour?"
He stammered, "S-s-sure. Where are we going?"
"I'll tell you on the way. We're late," she said. "It's come as you are."
"Okay," Nicholas said eagerly, putting his shoes on.
Madison smiled, "Don't wait up, Professor; it could be a late night."
I should have pointed out like a good mother that it was a school night, but instead I just wished them, "Have a good time."
As soon as they were gone, Nicole blasted me, "Are you kidding me? He is allowed out on a school night with a college girl, and you give me an eleven o'clock curfew?"
Instead of defending myself, I gave in to her whine: "You know what, Nicole? You're old enough to make your own decisions."
She'd been expecting an argument, so when I gave in she stammered in surprise. "G-g-good, thanks Mom. You're the best." She hugged me and went directly to her cell phone.
I waited up till almost midnight before deciding to go to bed, unable to stay up any longer. I hadn't been asleep long when I felt a painful slap on my cunt. I jolted up and my face crashed into a wet pussy. I was confused even about where I was until Madison said, "Shhhhh, you don't want your children to know you're my personal fuck toy. Now clean your son's cum out of my cunt."
Every time I thought I'd hit rock bottom in my complete downfall, Madison found a new low for me! But as much as such a demand was humiliating and sick, I could already feel my pussy bubbling with anticipation. I raised my head and began licking Madison's cream pie, this unpasteurised dairy product courtesy of my eighteen-year old son. The mixture of Madison's sweet pussy juice and my son's cum was a potent mixture of perfection. As soon as I began licking her pussy, I was addicted. I sucked on her swollen clit and licked between her pussy lips as deep as I could, eager to retrieve every last morsel of my son's cum. It was only a few minutes of concentrated licking before my face was coated with Madison's juice and a smidgeon more of Nic's sperm. I continued savouring the cocktail until she climbed off of me and said, "Thanks slut, your son came rather quick, so I didn't get off." She tossed me her panties from next to my pillow and added to my humiliation, "I put these on after your son came in me. So I'm sure there's more of him on my panties, if you're still hungry. Have you come since Saturday?"
"No, Mistress," I replied.
"Swear?"
"Yes, Mistress."
You may get yourself off tonight Professor, but only once. So make it worthwhile."
I caught the panties, but while she was still present, I resisted doing what my body craved. Once she was gone and I heard the front door close, I grabbed Madison's panties, draped them over my head and licked their wet sticky crotch while swimming in the intoxicating aroma of her scent and my son's taste. My hand went to my wet pussy and began spanking my clit over and over again, building myself to a powerful climax. When I came, I bit my lips not to wake up the kids as the pleasure burned through me. Exhausted, I fell asleep with Madison's panties still on my head.
28. A SIXTH BRIEF INTERLUDE INTO THE LIFE OF KEISHA JEFFERSON: A SHOCKING REVELATION
On the flight home, I decide to ask Mr. Walters about Madison. "Have you met Ms. Adams?"
His face goes noticeably pale in spite of his pigmentation, and I can tell Madison hadn't lied to me about the sex. He covers, "Yes, the young lady who was looking for an intern job."
"She was?" I ask, this being news to me and pushing for more information.
"Yes," he explains, "A non-paying position to improve her resumé."
"You didn't hire her, did you?" I ask, concerned.
"Actually, I did. It would be great to have a white woman on staff. It could pay big dividends down the road," he rationalizes, as I envision the disaster this could turn out to be.
"But is she qualified?"
"Well, her resumé is impressive, and her references are all political bigwigs, so again, she could be a real asset to our cause."
I can't tell him the truth. That I know he'd fucked her, or that I was having recurring nasty submission dreams about her, or that I'm concerned that her real goal is to humiliate me, and maybe even bring down the whole NAACP. So I remain silent, knowing it will be up to me to deal with her once and for all.
But he adds one more domino towards the complete collapse of everything when he finishes with, "I've assigned her to you for training. She's been working every afternoon this past week on research, and I want you to mentor her."
Holy shit! "Why me?"
He shrugs, "She requested you specifically."
*****
Our flight arrives at 7:00 p.m. on Thursday, and I decide to go to the office to see what's been happening while I was gone, and to prepare for my inevitable confrontation with Madison.
When I arrive at our law offices I see Madison not only occupying my office, but sitting at my desk! I snap angrily, "Get away from my desk, Madison."
Madison looks up, surprised to see me, and drawls insolently, "Oh, hi. I wasn't expecting you back so soon, Keisha."
"It's Miss Jefferson to you," I correct her, my tone full of venom.
Her smug smile returns, her tone condescending. "Oh, I'm so sorry, Miss Jefferson." I don't believe a word of it.
She stands up and I notice she's once again dressed like a skank going to a bar, ready to take it from any guy who offers. I shake my head, "If you're going to work under me, you'll dress like a professional and not like some bar-hopping floozy."
Her smile never falters as she says, "First of all, soon it will be you working under me. Second, if I recall correctly, Mr. Walters particularly enjoyed my outfit, and the easy access it gave him."
I lecture her, "Look, I'm sick of your attitude. This is a place of social progress, and a place where respect is earned, not given. if you want to sleep your way to the top, go right ahead, but you can do it somewhere else."
She laughs, "You're funny. So dignified and morally proper, just like your mother used to be."
"I'm nothing like my mother," I snap, wondering what she means by 'used to be'. I sit down in my chair and gasp: I'm staring down at Carol Myers, Mr. Walters' partner in the firm and my immediate superior, her face shiny with what must be Madison's arousal juice. I'm speechless... utterly, completely speechless.
"What's wrong, Keisha?" Madison asks smugly.
Carol begins to climb out from under the desk, but Madison rebukes her, "Did I give you permission to get up, slave?"
"Sorry, Miss Madison," my highly respected feminist role model replies, returning to her submissive position under my desk.
Madison explains, "You weren't supposed to see this. I had no idea you'd be in tonight, so while I worked, I was just training my new Nigger slut to please me properly."
"Carol, how did this happen?" I ask, ignoring Madison's so-called explanation.
Carol apologizes, "I'm sorry, Keisha."
"You're fucking sorry? For what?" Madison demands.
Carol's dark face goes pale, afraid of Madison's menacing tone. "Sorry for her seeing me in this position."
"Sorry to be on your knees?" Madison asks.
Carol remains silent, her face full of shame.
"Sorry that your face is coated with my cunt juice?" Madison pushes.
I roar, trying to protect my hero and mentor, "That is ENOUGH, Madison! You will not treat Carol with such disrespect."
"Is that so?" Madison asks smugly. "Slut, do you want me to treat you with more courtesy and respect? All you need to do is tell me you don't want to be my slave, and I'll release you from your bondage of servitude to your white Mistress, and you can go back to your trivial black life. Is that what you want?"
Carol is silent for a moment before she responds in a timid whisper, shame uppermost in her answer, "No, Miss, I don't want that at all."
"Then what do you want?" a smiling Madison asks while staring at me triumphantly.
"I want to continue being your Nigger slut," Carol admits.
My mouth drops wide open at hearing such pitiful vulgarity from my role model.
While I stand there in silent shock, Madison explains, "Isn't it obvious by now Keisha? Black women like your mother, like my slut under the desk, and like yourself, have all been living the same lie."
"Really," I say, my voice dripping with sarcasm.
She ignores my sarcasm as she continues her assessment of me. "Yes, really. You spend your whole life sustaining this ridiculous belief that you're equal to whites, that the world is changing, and that you're part of the change. Well, you're going to be part of the change all right, the change that returns you to your original place in the social hierarchy. You've read To Kill a Mockingbird, have you not?"
"Sure," I reply, in a daze from all these unprecedented occurrences and pronouncements.
"Well, that was the way life used to be, and where it needs to return," she explains. "The hierarchy is pretty simple. At the top is the white upper class, then comes the white middle class, then the white hard-working lower class, then even the white scum class, and then at the very bottom... are the blacks."



"Are you using a book that was written to be pro-equality to highlight some so-called inadequacies inherent in my very race?"
"Oh, many authors have been brainwashed by do-gooders into thinking that change not only should be made, but even that it can be made. However, the truth is that society worked way better when blacks knew their place and were good slaves and not trying to think for themselves," Madison concludes ridiculously, as she pushes past me and sits back down in my chair. "Now if you'll excuse us, I have some work to finish up, and so does my new slave."
Furious, disappointed, shocked, all these emotions bounce around in my head as I burst out of the office. The last words I hear as I leave are, "Finish what you started, Nigger."
My tears start flowing, something that hasn't happened in years, as I make it back to my car. I know I have to deal with my anger and find out more about this bitch, and to do it sooner rather than later, so I head straight to my Mother's.
29. THE CONFRONTATION
I was home at the small desk in my bedroom marking papers, slowly getting back into a work routine, Madison having ignored me for most of the week, when I heard the front door open and slam shut.
Startled, since Nicole and Nicholas were home, I became worried that Madison might be sauntering into my house to make some demand that would reveal the shameful secret I was desperately trying to hide from my two children. Ironically, it wouldn't be Madison to shatter the semblance of civility that still remained, but my own elder daughter.
Keisha came trouncing into my room in a rage. "What the hell happened between you and Madison?"
"Pardon?" I asked, shocked by the question and having no idea how to answer.
"Well, she's ruining my life, and I have you to blame for it," my daughter threw at me.
"What did she do?" I asked, the possibilities of what Madison might do being endless.
"What didn't she do?" she shot back sarcastically. "She seduced one of the partners and made the other one into her lesbian slave. I've just come from finding Carol hiding under my desk, begging to service her!"
"Oh my, Carol?" I gasped, more to myself than to my daughter. Carol was the most dedicated woman to the black cause I knew, and a die-hard feminist who'd never married because her mission of achieving equality for all blacks outweighed wasting her time on any sort of life for herself.
"Yes, Carol," my daughter seethed at me, "And apparently there's another woman around who's a Nigger slave to her. You wouldn't know who that might be, would you, Mommy dearest?"
Her icy glare and her bitter tone were like daggers to my heart as I realized the consequences of my fall. I stammered, "I-I-I, um... I'm so sorry, Keisha."
"Sorry for which part of it?" she demanded furiously, throwing her hateful tone at me with full force. "For breaking your ethics as a professor? For unleashing this bitch onto your daughter? For single-handedly initiating the downfall of all the work the NAACP has spent decades working on? Or for being, as Madison puts it, a Nigger slut?"
All the humiliation I'd endured in my descent to irreversible slavery was nothing compared to the utter shame I now felt for the consequences I'd heaped on my daughter. I heard footsteps and saw that both of my eighteen-year-old children were now watching this confrontation, their mouths hanging open in shock. Keisha's entrance and diatribe hadn't been at low volume. I ordered them with as much shaken dignity as I could muster, "Go to your rooms, please."
But Keisha countermanded, "No, no, stay here, you two. You might as well know, as we lawyers say, the truth, the whole truth and nothing but the truth."
The twins remained, silent but taking in every word as Keisha continued her tirade. "What has she made you do?"
"I can't tell you that," I replied, trembling at the accusations and truth about to be revealed.
"Is it true? Did you submit to her?" she questioned.
"Yes, but it isn't that black and white," I tried to justify my weakness.
"It isn't black and white? If that isn't the most ironic statement ever! It has everything to do with black and white, or apparently white over black," she chuckled with amused hatred.
"I tried to stop her," I justified.
"How, by becoming her sex slave?" I heard the twins gasp at the question.
"No, it's... I... she... umm... overwhelmed me," I stammered.
"Did you enjoy it?"
I didn't respond to that one at first, ashamed to admit the cold hard reality.
"DID YOU FUCKING ENJOY BEING A LESBIAN NIGGER SLUT TO THAT RACIST WHITE BITCH?" my daughter screamed at me, loud enough for the neighbors to hear.
"Yes," I admitted, so quiet I was almost inaudible.
"Oh my God," Keisha asked with far less volume but no less anger and despair, pacing back and forth. "How could you? How could you? How the fuck could you?"
The devastating reality of how I'd disappointed my daughter, a woman I'd desperately tried to bring back into my life, was the harshest blow of all. "I'm sorry," was all I could muster, my head hanging down in shame.
"Did you offer me to her?" she asked, her almost inaudible volume enhancing the intense anger in her question.
"God, no!" I defended myself, "I had no idea about anything you just told me. She hasn't even spoken to me since the weekend." A small lie, except if you count our brief encounters last night when she'd asked if Nicholas could come out to play, and then later when I'd eaten my son's cum from her pussy.
"You've ruined my life," she accused, tears streaming down her face.
Those are words almost every daughter says to her mother at some time in their life, but this time I couldn't deny it.
I repeated my pathetic mantra, "I'm sorry, Keisha, I can't believe how badly everything's turned out."
Keisha sighed. "We've got to stop her."
"She can't be stopped," I warned.
"What do you mean?"
"I tried stopping her. I tried everything. For weeks. She has connections everywhere it seems, and when you disobey her, she punishes either you or people you care about. I'm guessing she initially went after you as a punishment for me because I didn't submit to her when she first came after me," I explained.
"What?" Keisha asked confused.
"She has many sex slaves, and she doesn't hesitate to use them to do her dirty work. She's an evil person who loves to humiliate people, yet somehow her power is hypnotic in such a way that she slowly breaks you down until you submit to her," I explained, trying to justify my weakness. "I rejected her advances at first, like I said, for weeks, but the bombardment of attacks she threw at me weakened me inch by inch. I can't explain it, but eventually serving her was all I wanted to do, so..." I stopped, remembering that my twins were listening.
"No point stopping now, Mommy," Keisha said, the dismissive tone in the term Mommy, clearly a summation of what she thought of my parenting abilities.
I sighed and finished my thought. "...so when the time came, I couldn't resist submitting to her."
"So you serviced her?" Keisha asked, her face distorted in a mixture of disgust and hatred.
"Yes," I whispered.
"What did she make you do?"
"Wait a moment." I walked across my room, picked up the slut-mandments and returned. "Here are the expectations she has for me."
Keisha studied them, her face going redder and redder as she read. She looked at me, noticed my white stockings and asked, "Are you wearing panties, Mother?"
I shook my head, my eyes closed in shame.
Looking up at her half-siblings, she continued at me, "So you follow all these slut-mandments?"
"If I don't, I get punished," I said.
"What does punishment entail?"
"Please... let the twins go to their rooms," I pleaded.
"No, they might as well know all the sordid details of the woman in charge of raising them."
"The most recent time," I began, trying to put this past weekend into words. "She made me wear a butt plug all day, and I wasn't allowed to take it out till after I'd serviced most of the players and one of the coaches of the basketball team at a glory hole after their victory this past weekend." I deliberately avoided mentioning my humiliating panty smelling, eating my son's cum from her pussy yesterday, and so forth that had also occurred during my complete downfall.
"Oh my God," all three of my children gasped in unison.
"You sucked off a bunch of students' cocks at a glory hole?" Keisha asked, stunned.
Humiliated, I admitted, "Yes, I had no choice."
"You always have a choice," she spat back.
"I used to be so confident that was true. But when I tried to help other slaves who'd already submitted to her, I realized they really did have no choice. In addition to Madison's powerful personality and threats of discipline that she backs up with action, there's something so inexplicably addictive about her, where she almost hypnotically draws out a sexual side of you that you didn't know existed. And once that side of you is switched on, it's impossible to go back in time and pretend it didn't happen," I rationalized, deciding I might as well tell the complete truth in an attempt both to explain what happened to me, and to warn Keisha at the same time.
"That makes no sense," Keisha disagreed. "That is your sorry excuse for an explanation of why you became a sex toy for one of your students?"
"I didn't say it's a good explanation, but it is the truth," I insisted, adding, "Think about it. How in the world could Madison have possibly gotten Carol under your desk? You know Carol; you've told me you idolize her."
"I don't know," my daughter said, for the first time without a scathing tone of hatred.
"I don't either. It seems completely unfathomable, yet nonetheless it happened," I pointed out.
"I've got to stop her," Keisha pledged.
"I'd love to see you do that, Keisha. But she'll attempt to break you the same way she's done to many others, including me and Carol," I warned. "Actually, I am so proud that you've been able to stand up to her so far, but she doesn't lose."
My daughter's face shifted. I could tell she hadn't resisted in the adamant way she'd implied so far, but I didn't say anything.
She sighed, and silence filled the room for a time. I looked at my twins, who were watching us as if we were a live reality show, both of them shocked by everything they were witnessing.
Finally, Nicole broke the silence, "So... is that why Madison took Nic out on a date?"
"What?" Keisha demanded.
"Yeah, Madison came by yesterday evening and picked up Nic for some sorority function," Nicole explained.
"Really?" Keisha responded, glaring at me before turning to Nicholas and asking, "And tell me dear brother, how was your date?"
"Amazing," Nicholas replied, beaming from ear to ear.
"Amazing how?"
"I don't kiss and tell," he replied smugly.
"But do you fuck and tell?" Keisha snapped back at him.
His red cheeks gave us the answer he wouldn't say out loud.
"You screwed the slut, didn't you?" Keisha accused.
He snapped, "Don't call her a slut!"
"Oh I'm so sorry," she apologised condescendingly, "Did you fuck the oh-so-sweet angel of death?"
"Fuck off," he snapped, sulking away to his room.
Keisha turned her wrath back on me, "You allowed her to fuck your own son?"
"I didn't allow it to happen, I wasn't there," I defended.
"Well, you sure as hell didn't stop it," Keisha snapped at me.
I stood dumbfounded as Keisha turned around and stomped out of the house, slamming the door so hard the whole building rattled.
I looked at my younger daughter, who had a bizarre smile on her face I couldn't read while we both just stood there... before she too went down the hallway and into her room.
My whole life had just unravelled in front of my eyes, I was helpless to stop it, and I had no idea what to do next.
30. AT HOME MAID
The next morning I knew the last remnants of respect my children might have had for me was gone. Nicholas slapped my ass when he arrived in the kitchen. I considered saying something, but didn't. He ordered, his tone as condescending as his older sister's had been last night, "Mother, please get me a glass of milk."
I did as he asked, and when I returned with it he said, "I see you're wearing the attire your Mistress has instructed you to."
I was embarrassed, but I explained, attempting to cling to the role of his Mother, "I'm sorry you heard what you did last night, but I'm an adult, and free to make my own decisions."
"As am I, Mother," he replied coldly, his use of the word Mother feeling like barbed wire.
I let that go as I finished making breakfast. I felt his hands on my ass as he lifted my dress and looked at my bare butt. Just as quickly as he'd begun touching me, he returned to his seat explaining, "Just making sure you're obeying Madison's slut-mandments."
I briefly wondered if he'd seen the complete list of rules, but realized that was impossible since Keisha had taken it with her. My pussy tingled with excitement even as my brain argued, Don't even think about it. I scolded him, "Just because you know of my situation, you don't have the right to disrespect your Mother."
He laughed, "Why not? You certainly disrespect yourself."
"It isn't like that."
"Then tell me, what is it like, Mother?"
"I can't explain it, son. But it's between two adults, and I shouldn't have to justify it."
"If you say so," he replied smugly, as his sister made her way into the kitchen, dressed way sluttier than I'd ever seen her before.
I rebuked her, "No way are you leaving this house dressed like that."
She laughed, "You mean dressed like you?"
It was a slap in the face, but hard to argue with. I changed my approach. "Nicole, you're a beautiful woman, and you don't need to dress provocatively to get attention."
"Thank you for the lovely words, Mother," she said, "but Madison choose this outfit for me on Wednesday when she was here. I was too scared to wear it in front of you until after last night."
"She did, did she?" I sighed. I then asked, "Did she tell you to wear it, or just suggest that you wear it?"
My daughter, in black stockings I noticed, shrugged, "She's never told me to do anything. She just suggests ways I can use my natural looks and body to my advantage."
Curious about the colour of her stockings, I asked, "Did she choose your stockings?"
"Actually yes, she said black stockings are a symbol of power and sexiness," my daughter informed me; I read between the lines that Madison was making a statement that my mostly white-looking daughter was superior to her dark-skinned mother.
Knowing this tack was a losing battle, I tried to manipulate her, instead. "Nicole, you're eighteen years old and old enough to make your own decisions. Do what you think is right for you."
Nicole hugged me and said, "Thanks, Mommy. You're the best."
Such a compliment warmed my heart after the public humiliation she'd witnessed last night. But my attempted manipulation hadn't worked: she'd just taken it as license to dress like a slut.
I poured her a glass of juice and served both my children the French Toast I'd made. We ate in nervous silence, each of us thinking about the new family dynamic that had evolved so quickly. Nicholas kept giving me looks that made me uncomfortable, like he was seeing me as a potential conquest. I tried to ignore the slight tingle down below as I inwardly returned the compliment if that's what it was, and thought about my son as a sexual being.
The kids finished their breakfast, and they both hugged me for the first time in as long as I can remember, not counting Nicole's earlier hug this morning. Nicole's was a normal daughter-mother hug, but Nicolas' hug lingered way longer then society's expectations, his hand resting on my ass the entire time and his chest moving around on mine. He surprised me a second time by kissing my cheek before leaving, saying, "Bye, Mommy."
Once they were both gone, I sat down, trying to understand what had just happened. Looking at the clock, I realized that if I didn't hurry I'd be late for work, so I left the kitchen a mess, something I never did, and rushed off to work, again trying to figure out a way of stopping the unravelling of my life, which had now come to involve all three of my children.
31. A SEVENTH BRIEF INTERLUDE INTO THE MIND OF KEISHA JEFFERSON: HOW CAROL FELL
I tossed and turned all night. What the hell was I supposed to do about what I knew? I was deeply disappointed with my mother's actions, and those of my superiors and role models, and was feeling disillusioned about everything I'd ever worked for. How could one woman, a girl of twenty for Christ's sake, derail so much hard work so methodically and effectively?
Should I blow the whistle on the fiasco that was already happening, or try to stop it myself? If I blew the whistle, the consequences would be huge, especially if any of this made the media. The best way to end this would be somehow to catch Madison in the act and blackmail her. But how? I got very little sleep as I prepared for a confrontation with her that was bound to be explosive.
I arrive at work early and I'm thrilled to see that Madison isn't in my office, but less thrilling, that a note from Carol is.
Keisha,
Please come and see me when you arrive.
Ms. Myers
I take a deep breath and go in to talk with Ms. Myers, my mentor, who's been the role model and the mother figure to me that I'd never felt my birth mother was.
I knock on her door and Carol calls out, "Come in." Once I'm in her office, her eyes widen, she just stares at me for a few moments, then gathers herself and requests, "Please close the door, Keisha."
I do and I sit down.
She apologizes, "I'm so sorry for what you witnessed yesterday. It was unprofessional, inexplicable and unforgivable."
"It's okay, Ms. Myers," I begin.
"No, no, no," she interrupted, "It isn't. I'm personally mortified by my actions, and those of Mr. Walters. Unfortunately, I can't erase the mistakes I've made, and I must live with the consequences, one of which I sadly need your help with."
"What can I do?"
"After you left, Madison and I had a long discussion, and she's agreed to keep our indiscretions secret if we give her a part-time paid job now, and a full-time paid job in the summer. I was reluctant to agree, but I see no other way not to harm the cause."
"I see," I reply, worried about the implications in this for me. "And what is my role to be?"
"I need to know you're okay with this. I know I must have disappointed you greatly, and I'm determined to fix my moment of weakness, but you're the only one who knows about my and Mr. Walter's indiscretions."
"So you want me to keep this between us."
"Yes. And, she insists on working with you as well."
"Why?
"I don't know. She wouldn't tell me, but she insisted it had to be one of the conditions of the deal."
"How did you end up submitting to her?"
Tears begin to form in her eyes. "I can't explain it, but years of putting my work first and ignoring my sexual needs had build up inside me to such a point that when the dam burst, it really, really fell to pieces."
"But how?" I ask, struggling to get a grasp on the power Madison has, even over me, my dreams of submitting to her growing more and more intense each night.
"I honestly don't know. She just hit me like a lightning storm. One minute we were talking about whether she could have a paying job, the next thing I knew she'd shifted the conversation to sex and how lonely it must be to be a single black woman, and before I even knew what was happening, she had me on my knees begging for her to allow me to cum. It was humiliating, yet somehow she'd looked inside me and seen my desire to submit, something I'd ignored since I was in college and served as a submissive to a different white woman."



"You did?" I ask, stunned.
"Yes, that's one of the reasons why I've never married, never really had a relationship with anyone of either sex. I was so determined to break free from my past, a past that had me eagerly serving as a personal slave to my white roommate. It wasn't just sexual, either. I bathed her, I cooked for her, I cleaned for her, I shopped for her, I was her full-time servant for all her needs, both personal and sexual. But once I finished college and started working, I squelched all my sexual energy and used that energy for the NAACP, trying to right my past wrongs," my mentor explains, shocking me yet again. She sighs, "until I broke down and submitted to Madison."
"Can't we find a way of stopping her?" I ask, desperate for someone to say that it's even possible.
"I don't know, I sincerely doubt it. But we can at the very least contain it."
"Okay, I'll do it," I agree, realizing it's probably best to keep the enemy close.
"Thank you," she replies, clearly relieved.
"But I'm going to try to find a way to get evidence on her to level the playing field."
"Okay," she replies cautiously, "but please be careful, women like Madison don't play nice."
"When necessary, neither do I," I smile, confident I can win this battle of wills.
I return to my desk, oddly confident, considering what I've just learned. The morning is a flourish of chaos this first day back at work as I try to catch up and finish some projects with approaching deadlines. After all that's happened, I'm more determined than ever to prove myself as a dedicated employee and as a future leader of our cause. Yet, even as I work, I'm constantly distracted, wondering when Madison is going to show up. Instead of focusing on finishing my tasks, I'm preoccupied with the thought of the confrontation I'm certain is going to happen... but that doesn't happen. She never shows up, so eventually I relax and focus on the many tasks at hand.
32. TRIPLE TEAMED
Friday's class, like the rest of the week, was uneventful but being exhausted, I put a note on my door saying I was unavailable for the rest of the day and headed home. After making myself a quick lunch, I decided to take a quick nap, having had a restless and unhelpful sleep after last night's confrontation with Keisha.
I was awakened at 2:30 by a white cock tapping my lips. I vaguely heard a male voice saying, "Open up, Professor Jefferson."
I groggily opened my eyes and saw Ben smiling down at me, and his cock also staring at me. He explained, "Madison texted me and told me you were probably craving some white meat, so I brought a couple of friends over."
Alarmed, I sat up and saw two other big white college men, completely naked, staring down at me. I stammered, "B-B-B-Ben, how did you get in here?"
"Madison said the door would be unlocked, and it was. Something about the rules she has you following."
"This is incredibly..." My impending outburst was silenced as he shoved his cock in my mouth.
Ben opined, "Professor, I think there'll be no more talking from you for the next while."
He held my head and began slowly fucking my mouth. I felt a pair of hands pawing at my tits while another pair spread my white-stocking-clad legs open. I felt fingers playing with my pussy, creating wetness in seconds, my desire to come building rapidly like the slut I'd become. After a couple minutes of my being molested, Ben pulled his cock out of my mouth and asked an outrageous question with perfect courtesy, "Tell me Professor, have you ever been DP'd?"
"N-n-no," I sputtered, gasping, my eyes going big, appalled at his intentions.
"Well, no better time than the present to change that," he announced.
"Professor, these are Eddie and Jay; Eddie and Jay, this is my intimate friend and Nigger fuck toy, Professor Jefferson," Ben introduced us.
I said nothing as Ben resumed fucking my mouth and the two other men, now with names, big whoop, continued molesting me, getting me wetter and wetter.
Ben ordered, "Jay, lay down on your back."
Jay did, his seven-inch erect cock standing tall and ready. "Professor, I think you know what to do with that white stick."
I did as he expected, straddling Jay's cock and easily allowing it to slip inside my eager cunt. I let out an uncontrollable moan as it spread my pussy lips and progressed inside me, "Aaaah."
Ben quipped, "If you like that, you'll love this." I watched him lubing his cock.
Before I even had time to think, Eddie shoved his smaller six-inch cock in my mouth and demanded, "Get sucking, slut."
Like they always did since I'd begun this journey downhill, every derogatory name only enhanced my pleasure and I obeyed, moving back and forth on the two cocks fucking me. A couple minutes later, the pleasure really beginning to grow, I felt cold hands on my ass cheeks, and I froze.
Ben ordered, "Beg for me to fuck your ass, Professor."
No longer the least bit concerned about my dignity but only about being pleasured, I begged, "Oh Ben, fuck Professor's ass. Stick your big white cock between my big black ass cheeks and fill me completely."
Pleased with my declaration he pushed forward, slowly penetrating my ass. It was tight, but after last week's gape training with the butt plug the pain was minor, and even that soon dissipated as Ben began pumping in and out of me. It was awkward at first as I tried to continue sucking the cock in my mouth, keep riding the cock in my pussy, and now respond to the cock buried in my ass. Eventually a rhythm was created with minimal motion on my part, and I had three cocks pistoning in and out of all three of my pleasure holes. The sensation was unexplainable. The double penetration was giving me an amazing numbing pleasure, as if I were a pan of water constantly simmering, with my orgasm also simmering, but refusing to boil. Time stood still as I was used as a shared fuck-toy by these three white college students. Finally, the cock in my mouth pulled out and Eddie sprayed his cum on my face. A minute later, Ben pulled out of my ass, sidled around to my face and stroked his delicious cock in front of me. I opened my mouth, giving him a wide-open target to hit, and extended my tongue. When he was finally ready, he grunted, "Here comes my cum, Professor."
White shots of goo splattered my lips, nose and forehead, as I really began to ride the cock in my cunt. Milking his cock with my cunt muscles, I heard Jay's grunts increasing, and he suddenly flipped me over, pulled out, and within seconds coated my face with a third load of cum. From my back I looked up and saw Ben, cell phone in hand, taking a picture of my cum-coated face. He ordered, "Smile, Professor."
I obeyed, smiling and posing like the dirty slut I was.
Ben asked, "Do you want to come, Professor?"
"Oh God yes," I answered, like a dog in heat.
"Beg," he smiled.
"Oh please Ben, let me come. I need to so baaaaaaad," I whined.
He ordered, "Then come for us, Professor. Fuck yourself."
I didn't hesitate, sliding two fingers inside my feverish cunt while I rubbed my clit with my other hand. My moans increased and my eyes closed, and I came within only a couple of minutes while these three white college students watched me.
When I opened my eyes a minute later, all three boys were getting dressed. Ben offered, "Anytime you need a facial, just give me a call, Professor."
Acting all sexy and provocative, I smiled, "I may just do that."
All three of them left my room, and after I heard the front door close, I looked at the clock and realized the kids would be home in an hour or so. I went to the mirror and looked at myself. My hair was a mess, my face coated with cum, my make-up running and smeared. I looked like a slutty crack whore. I hurried into the washroom to shower.
Later that night I was home alone. The kids were at a school dance, and I was making up my final exam, when the doorbell rang. My pussy tingled with anticipation, assuming it was Madison.
I slipped a robe over my naked body just in case, and rushed to the door strangely excited, and was face to face with a young girl selling girl scout cookies. I bought three boxes and closed the door, shocked by the overwhelming disappointment I felt that it hadn't been Madison.
It was then as I gazed at myself in the mirror after buying a few boxes of cookies while wearing no more than a white silk robe and white stockings, that I knew I was forever, irrefutably, Madison's.
33. AN EIGHTH BRIEF INTERLUDE INTO THE MIND OF KEISHA JEFFERSON: FRUSTRATION BUILDS
A weekend of late nights at the office as I try to prepare myself for a deadline on Tuesday, wears me out. My efforts for the cause are even more determined because of the fiasco I'm calling Madison-gate.
Monday is also stressful as I brace myself for my inevitable conversation with Madison. After a busy morning, the confrontation occurs just before lunch.
Madison walks in and announces, "Your Mother's class is hilarious."
"Excuse me?" I ask frostily, unable to hide my disdain for this woman.
"Well, today she was discussing ethics in the workplace. Which is pretty ironic, considering..." she smiles, letting the unfinished sentence just linger there.
I shouldn't ask, I should know better, should know it's a set-up. "How is that ironic?"
"Well, she threw her ethics out the door when she submitted to me... one of her students... as my personal professor plaything," she reveals smugly.
My growing anger is hard to control. I try to remain civil. "Well, I'm not my Mother."
"That, my dear, is up for discussion," she responds, the smug look still there.
I want to knock that look off of her face. Through gritted teeth I reply, "I'm not your dear, and my mother and I are nothing alike."
"I disagree," she counters, "I think you're just a younger, more stubborn version of her."
"Why? Because we're both black, both proud we're black, and we both threaten the long-held social hierarchy you so desperately cling to?" I shoot back proudly.
She laughs, a spiteful laugh, "I agree your Mom is proud, but these days she's proud to be my personal plaything. Proud to finally accept her place as she came to grips with accepting that her true place is serving people like me."
"People like you? Bitches?" I snap sarcastically, unable to contain my anger and hatred.
She chuckles again, "Good one," not remotely fazed by my sharp-like-daggers words. "The irony continues of course as your so-called leaders, who are supposed to be moral icons, have both submitted without much effort from me at all."
"Well, I'm not them, either," I point out.
"True. You're still in a state of denial."
"Reeee-aaahll-ly," I reply, sarcasm dripping with each syllable.
Containing to ignore my sarcasm, she explains, "You're still so young and naïve."
"I'm a few years older than you," I shoot back, furious with her condescending attitude.
"But you still think you can change things. You still think the NAACP is about changing things for blacks. It's all a façade."
"I've had enough of this," I say, "and enough of you!" standing up.
"Sit back down!" she snaps.
Her harsh tone startles me and without even thinking I obey her, even as anger continues bubbling inside of me.
"Now where was I before you so rudely interrupted me?" she pauses. "Ah yes, you're an idealist. You truly believe you're equal to whites, that you can change things. But your superiors know the reality. That the reality is black and white."
She smiles and pauses as if daring me to speak. I remain silent, frustrated by my feeling of weakness at the moment, unable to stand up to her.
"It's a reality where they know there's still a social hierarchy, and although they play the equality game on the outside, inwardly they realize they crave the dominance and submission that's always existed between our two races, and that thinking otherwise is pretentious and just silly. Even right now, your thoughts are disagreeing with every word I say. You want to snap back at me, to counter my arguments, yet silly thoughts aside, I'll bet you all my sluts that even as we speak, your cunt is very, very damp."
I'm furious; I'm outraged; and yet she's right, I'm bursting at the seams. Even though the thought that her theory could be right is horrifying.
"Am I right, Keisha? Is your cunt wet?"
"No," I lie, trying to play a game of sexual poker.
"I call your bluff and raise you," she counters.
"What?" I ask with less intelligence than I'd like, distracted by my pussy's ineffective flood gates.
"If your cunt is dry, I promise to release your Mother and Ms. Myers from their sexual slavery and leave you and them alone forever," she offers, "but if your cunt is as wet as I know it is, then you will become my submissive Nigger pet just like the others."
I stare at her. The N word is the biggest slap in the face in this lengthy assault on my dignity that she's thrown at me the past couple of weeks. Yet as much as I try to ignore it, I can't deny, at least not to myself, that my pussy is wet enough that its fluids are leaking out of me and making my panties very wet. I sidestep her offer, knowing that if I accepted it I'd be honour-bound to surrender in a heartbeat, so instead I say, trying to project a confidence I usually have but recently lost, "This entire conversation has been ludicrous and offensive, and I never want to hear the N word used in this office again, is that understood?"
Her face changes and she acts all sincere and apologetic. "Oh I'm terribly sorry, Miss. Jefferson. You are of course, in the right; I was just trying to give you an opportunity to save the others. Alas, that offer has now been revoked. I wish you a good day, Miss Jefferson."
Before I can respond, she whisks out of my office, leaving me rattled, mentally abused and incredibly horny.
Although I almost never take a lunch break, I decide I have to get out of this building for a while. This place has been everything to me. An oasis that kept me strong whenever I had doubts, it's been my church, my place of redemption. Yet, like a person who loses their way and thus questions their religion and their God, I've begun to question everything I've spent my life fighting for. I no longer know if I have the fight in me that I need. I no longer even know who I am.
I go for a long lunch, still horny and frustrated with the whole fucking system. The fact that we still have to fight for the equality we supposedly got decades ago is absurd. It's 2019 for Christ's sake. Yet, dealing with racists like Madison, the truth is that we're still far away from receiving the respect that should come with equality.
After lunch, I return to work to find a large manila envelope on my desk. I open it and find inside a note and a pair of panties. The note reads:
Slut to be:
After our conversation I went and visited slave Carol and had her eat my sweet cunt like the accommodating slut that she is. She's such a good, obedient slave. She never questions my authority. She understands her place. I also punished her for your disobedience. I sure hope she's on the pill, because I'm sure you'll agree that we'd hate for her to have a white baby.
Sorry, I digress. In the envelope are the panties I wore after your superior (my slave) brought me to orgasm. I'm sure my delicious juices are still fresh for you.
Enjoy, until you can savour perfection from the source.
Your Mistress to be...
I'm furious. I'm outraged. I'm confused. Punishment? Because of me? This is getting completely ludicrous. Mr. Walters comes in and I toss the envelope (still concealing the panties, thank god) in my bag. After a brief conversation about the motion that I need to have into Judge Hurst by 10:00 a.m. tomorrow morning, I'm alone again, but I can't get focused. Three times I read the same paragraph of a brief I've just proofread and I'm just too distracted to focus on the content of it. The legal motion finished yesterday, I print it off and leave it in a file so I can hand deliver it tomorrow. Mr. Walters always preaches that it's the small things that count, although his advice seems far less profound than it did a week ago. I decide to go home early and relieve the burning desire that's causing me such distraction, hoping once it's relieved I can focus like I usually do.
As soon as I get home I go to my bedroom, pull out my seldom-used vibrator and begin pleasuring myself. I close my eyes, and unlike the times my dreams played tricks on me, this time I'm wide awake when I fantasize about submitting to Madison.
I try to fight it, but eventually I just give in, my desire to come overriding my common sense. I pull Madison's panties from the envelope and place them against my nose. The scent is intoxicating in a way I can't explain. I want more, my mouth salivating at the thought of tasting such perfection. My mind on standby, my pussy doing all the thinking, I feel my hand moving the crotch of Madison's panties to my mouth and I involuntarily suck the still-wet crotch into my mouth. The fabric is unappealing, but the wetness is like heaven. Madison's panties in my mouth, my eyes closed, I fantasize of Madison forcing me to eat her pussy, forcing me to become her slave. I frantically fuck myself, my vibrator on high, while rubbing my clit with my other hand. It's the quickest and hardest I've ever come, as convolutions quake my very being, from my pinky toes to the hair on my head. The sensations arrive in wave after wave as I suck her dried cum into my mouth and my own juices explode out of me.
Minutes later, exhausted and sexually satisfied, my mind slowly turning back on, I'm mortified by my thoughts and my actions. What's becoming of me? I curse, and I'm determined once again to refrain from allowing such a humiliating display of sexual weakness ever to happen again.
34. WITHDRAWAL SETS IN
I'd gone almost a year without sex at one point, and yet an entire weekend without it, plus one endless school day, and I was a mess. Three times I almost texted Allison in hopes of some guaranteed release, but I was still fretful of adding another Mistress to my already complicated life. I couldn't think straight, and for the first time in my life I was horny during my period, which had arrived in full force on Saturday and was still quite heavy today, although it was beginning to show signs of being on its way out.
Things had also continued to change as my two eighteen-year-old children had begun taking over the house and treating me like a full-time maid. Nicole had left a list of things she expected me to do, including what I was to make for supper; Nicholas had lifted my skirt or dress every day to assure himself I was obeying the instructions of my Mistress. He scolded me when he saw me wearing panties on Saturday, and I was humiliated by needing to defend myself to my son that I was on my period.
Nicole had also started dressing sexier every day, wearing very similar outfits to the ones Madison wore. I also noticed that her stockings were always black, which I assumed was a message by Madison of the hierarchy that was now burgeoning in my own house.
On Monday night, Nicole called out to me while she was in the bath ordering, "Mom, come and wash my hair." I obeyed. As she lay back, I couldn't help but notice her firm breasts and large erect nipples staring at me. I knew it was wrong, but I could feel my mouth watering and my pussy tingling at my inappropriate perception of my daughter as a sex object.
Once I was done a few minutes later she asked, "Mommy, can you wash my back?"
"Sure, honey," I replied, reaching for a cloth and lathering it generously with soap. I washed her back and neck for a minute or two.
"Now my front," she instructed.
I hesitated.
"Doesn't Mommy want to clean her daughter thoroughly?" my eighteen-year-old daughter pouted.



I stammered, my pussy burning with desire, "I-I-I, no, yes, okay, I guess you should be clean." I lathered the cloth again as she leaned back, a slight smile on her face. I reached around from behind her and washed her belly and belly button first. I then tentatively moved up to her breasts and lathered them with sudsy bubbles.
Nicole let out the slightest of moans, which startled me, and I felt my face flush. I continued cleaning her breasts, ignoring that she was my daughter, and trying not to enjoy it too much. Eventually I was done, and she opened her eyes and said, "Thank you Mommy, that was very nice."
"You're welcome, Nicole. If you ever need me to be of service in any way, please let me know," I replied, and then... Oops!... realized the words I'd just said and the offer I'd just made.
I rushed out of the washroom, but hadn't yet gotten out of earshot when Nicole replied, "Thanks Mommy, I plan to take you up on that offer."
Her tone dripped with innuendo and although I was mortified at the thought of committing incest with my daughter, my cunt was arguing that it was a great idea.
35. A NINTH BRIEF INTERLUDE INTO THE MIND OF KEISHA JEFFERSON: A PLAN TO STOP MADISON
I toss and turn all night, not falling into slumber until well after 2:00 a.m. When I awaken, I stretch and roll over, surprised to feel so refreshed before my alarm goes off. My eyes open groggily, and I roll over to check the time. I jolt awake quicker than a cold shower. My clock says 10:30! It can't be! I look more closely and realize I hadn't set my alarm. I've missed the 10:00 a.m. deadline for the motion I was supposed to submit to Judge Hurst. I frantically get dressed, throw my hair into a ponytail, something I never do for work, and speed to work. I rush into my office, grab the file and rush to the courthouse, praying that Judge Hurst will forgive this one-time missed deadline. I get there a few minutes before noon and meet his secretary. Her sorrowful expression tells me I'm too late.
I ask in a panic, although I already known I'm fucked, "Is Judge Hurst still in?"
"Yes, but he's already dropped the charges on the Wixon Case," she says, her compassionate tone conveying she really is sorry.
"I'm dead," I sigh, "I can't believe it. I slept in. I never sleep in. Ever!"
"Honey, I'm so sorry," she consoles, her hand patting mine. "But Judge Hurst never breaks the rules, ever."
"Okay," I sigh again, tears beginning to well up. "When you see him could you at least explain to him what happened?"
"Of course, dear," she replies.
I return to work a mess, wondering how I'm going to explain my lapse and that a case with a guaranteed victory was harpooned because of my ineptitude. Then I realize this was Madison's fault. If she hadn't gotten me so rattled yesterday, I wouldn't have slept in. I feel the flames of anger filling me.
I arrive to work during lunchtime and once again find Madison sitting at my desk. I'm about to blast her, but I'm not sure if perhaps Ms. Myers is under my desk again, so I ask, "Are we alone?"
She laughs, "Of course."
"Thanks to you, we lost the Wixon case," I accuse.
"Because of me?" she asks, her expression showing surprise for the first time since I've met her.
"Yes, you. I slept in today and missed the deadline to submit our motion."
"And that's my fault?"
"Yes, because I was so frustrated and angry with your actions that I couldn't sleep."
"Or was it because you were so horny you were up all night fucking your dirty cunt thinking of becoming my black slave?" she counters.
How could she know that? I pause just long enough for her to continue, "Obviously, I'm correct."
"No," I counter, "My astonishment is silencing me because of your stupid assumptions and your ridiculous accusations."
"I see," she responds smugly . "So... you didn't go home and fuck yourself to orgasm last night?"
"No," I lie.
"Didn't imagine begging to be my slave while you rubbed your fat clit?"
"No," I respond, "This is absurd."
"I can always tell when someone is lying to me Keisha, and you're definitely lying to me," she accuses.
"Just get out," I order her, much less confident than I was a minute ago.
"Why? So you can fuck yourself to orgasm? Or so you can fuck up another case?"
"Fuck off," I snap.
Madison stands up suddenly, her smug smile gone and her eyes on fire. "Don't you ever speak to me that way, you fucking dumb Nigger. Seriously, how fucking dumb are you? Stop hiding behind this thin lie of propriety. You fucked yourself yesterday. You fucked yourself while fantasizing about me. And just like it was yesterday, your Nigger cunt is sopping wet right now."
Before I have time to avoid her, her hand is under my skirt and feeling my soaking wet panties. "Fuck, you're drenched."
I push her away. "Please, leave."
She laughs. "Keisha. It's now only a matter of time before you're on your knees, begging to eat my cunt in this very office. We can do it now. We can do it tomorrow. But it will happen. I always get what I want, and what I want right now is one more Nigger slut."
I stare at her aghast and ashamed as she leaves my office, leaving me a wet mess and just as horny and disoriented as I was seventeen hours earlier.
Completely rattled, I calm myself down as best I can and go to see Ms. Myers. She's at her desk and looks up, appearing weary and exhausted.
I tell her, "We've got to get rid of Madison right now."
She sighs. "We can't."
"Why?"
"We've already discussed this," she replies, although I can tell there's more.
I explain all that's happened since we last talked, including my disastrous oversleeping.
"Oh my," she says appropriately enough, but I can tell her mind is elsewhere.
"Is something else wrong?"
"Everything," she replies, bursting into tears. I stand there and watch my strong, determined role model being reduced to tears by that white bitch, my pure hatred for her impossible to contain.
"It's okay," I try to comfort her.
"It's the fucking opposite of okay," she snaps, completely out of character.
"What did she do now?" I ask, knowing that somehow Madison is to blame for Carol's state. Just as I ask, I recall that in her letter yesterday, Madison said she'd punished Carol because of my own so-called disobedience.
"I don't want to talk about it," she whispers, her shame impossible to hide.
"It's okay to tell me," I tell her. "I know what she's like. She's made my mom into her slut too."
Tears stream down her face as she explains. "She made me go to Vic's House."
"No!" I gasp. Vic's House is an exclusive whites-only members club.
"And I was forced to..." she couldn't continue, so there was a long pause until she could bring herself to tell me, "I was forced to-to-to service those men with my mouth."
"Oh my God," I gasp again. "Why?"
"She told me it was because I can't control my employees. She threatened that if I didn't obey, she'd release pictures of me in compromising situations," she revealed.
"She blackmailed you," I say in plain language, anger bubbling again.
"Yes, although it's my own fault for submitting to her in the first place."
"And she says she did this to you because of me? "I ask, realizing just how disturbed and vengeful Madison is,
"I suppose," she sighs, and adds, "but I'm the one who broke, not you."
"Maybe you did break, but given her ruthless methods, I'm certain it wasn't your fault. And now she's mistreating you just to get to me. We have to stop her," I argue adamantly.
"I can't. She has too much dirt on me."
"We need to turn the tables," I suggest.
"How?" she asks, a glimmer of hope in her eyes.
"I need to get her on tape in a compromising situation," I suggest.
"She's too smart for that," Carol points out.
"Not if she has no idea she's being taped," I smile, an idea popping into my head. I'm feeling good about the situation for the first time in a while.
"But then the other person would be implicated too," she points out.
"True," I consider, "but we can always edit the tape."
"What do you have in mind?"
"Well, she's determined to have me submit. I'll finally submit to her, but only in sham. I need a camera installed in my office; we can do that, right?"
"Yes," she considers, "I think we can."
"Excellent," I smile, taking control, "Get it set up today, if possible."
"Okay," she says doubtfully, still unsure the plan will work.
"Trust me," I smile. The white bitch has underestimated me all through this ridiculous game of hers.
We chat about the plan some more and I leave, confident I can end this once and for all.
36. INCEST IS BEST?
Tuesday in class, Madison had her legs wide open in the front row during the entire class, adding fuel to my desire to come. Once class was over, her beautiful sub sister Emily came up to me and informed me, "Mistress wants you to know that she won't be spending any more time with you until after she succeeds in her next conquest, your daughter."
"Oh," I said, shamefully my attention not going immediately to how I could protect my daughter, but more to my disappointment about Madison ignoring me, and to my jealousy about my daughter getting her full undivided attention. What kind of mother had I become?
By Tuesday afternoon, realizing I might not see Madison for a while, I was desperate to come. I was unsure if I could continue to obey the commands as set out, until I realized there might be a loophole. I went to my room and read the slut-mandments. (Madison had been delighted when I told her Keisha had walked off with them, and she'd readily given me a replacement copy.) Number nine said: You will only come with permission from another person. I smiled. It didn't say the person had to be Madison. I just had to find someone... anyone... to give me permission to come. I wracked my mind, pondering who would do that for me, who would be willing to give me permission to come.
I called Eleanor, as she was the only slave of Madison's whose cell I knew. Unfortunately, she didn't answer. I didn't leave a message, as I didn't need any more potential evidence against me. I sighed, my pussy burning now that my period was pretty much gone.
I was considering my ex-husband when Nicole arrived home. I knew I shouldn't mention anything about sex to her, but I was so horny I wasn't thinking straight. I said, "Hi, Nicole."
"Hi, Mom," she replied, before adding, "I'm happy you're home. My feet are killing me, and I could use a foot massage."
She joined me on the couch and flipped her legs onto my lap. Although technically she hadn't given me a direct order, I obeyed anyway, taking her black-stocking-clad left foot in my hands. I massaged her foot thoroughly as she ignored me completely, watching some lame reality show on TV. Massaging her silk-covered foot had my eager pussy even wetter. I switched feet and continued the foot massage. Not sure when it was okay to quit, I continued throughout the half-hour show, massaging her ankles and calves as well. When the show ended, she abruptly stood up and said condescendingly, "I'm going to take a shower, I assume supper is already under way?"
I stammered, "N-n-not yet."
"What have you been doing?"
"Massaging your feet," I pointed out.
"Well, get to work; I'm getting hungry," she snapped, striding away before I could ask her to help me out.
Two hours later supper was done, Nicole had left for soccer practice, and I was just finishing the dishes when I felt hands on my ass. Startled, I turned around to see my son smiling smugly at me. "Nicholas, that's completely inappropriate."
His hands cupped my breasts. "Better? Nice tits, Mommy."
I gasped, "Nicholas, I'm your Mother."
"And you're a slut," he added, wounding me.
"My private life is none of your business." I snapped back.
"It is when it impacts me, Mommy dearest," he retorted. "And if I'm going to have a slut Mommy, I might as well have some benefit from a whore for a mother. Plus, Madison gave me a copy of the slut-mandments for me to use so I can keep you in line."
"Oh my God," I gasped.
"So starting now, I'll be inspecting you very thoroughly," he explained. Tears welled as I felt his hands on my shoulders pushing me to my knees. I should have resisted, but my desire to please him... anyone... was now all that governed me, all that I knew. From my knees I watched my son unbuckle his pants and pull out his stiff seven-plus-inch cock. He tapped it on my lips before ordering, "Open up, Mommy."
I pleaded weakly, "Please son, this is so wrong," even though I recalled the commandment You will obey ANY order ANY person gives you... EVER.
"You're no longer my Mom, slut. You're just a cock sucking whore for me to deposit my load into," he claimed cruelly. "Now get sucking, slut."
My conscience screamed, No. No. No. No. No, but my loins screamed, Yes. Yes. Yes. Yes. Yes! My loins won the argument. I opened my mouth and took my son's cock in my mouth. As soon as I began sucking it, I learned he was right. I wasn't his mother and he wasn't my son. I was a slut and he was just someone who had what I wanted.
He moaned as I deep throated his cock, "Hmmmm, Mommy, that feels really good."
Egged on by my son's opportunistic compliment, I began bobbing back and forth on his hard cock, craving both his cum and his approval.
Being young he had a quick trigger, and in less than two minutes I was swallowing his seed. He grunted, "Oh God yes, Mommy, swallow my cum." I didn't slow down as I milked all of it.
Once he was spent, he pulled out and put his cock back in his pants and said, genuinely surprised, "Madison told me you'd suck my cock, but I didn't believe it."
Shame washed over me, yet my pussy still on fire had me a mental mess. I asked, "Nicholas, may I come?"
"Say what?"
"Mommy can only come when I get permission," I explained. "It's in the slut-mandments."
"Reeeeally?" he smiled.
"Yes, so please Nicholas, Mommy needs to come so badly," I begged.
"Does Mommy want to fuck her son?" he negotiated.
"N-n-no," I stammered.
"I think you do," my son smiled, a devious grin on his face.
"No, it's just I'm..." I struggled.
"It's okay, Mommy. You're a slut, and a slut needs cock. It makes sense. Stand up Mommy," he instructed, treating me like a simpleton.
I obeyed, standing up. "Please Nicholas, incest is wrong."
"Is it?" he asked, pulling his hard cock out for the second time in minutes. "Madison and Emily get along really well."
"But...."
"Shut up, Mommy," he instructed, and I was forced to obey. "Bend over the kitchen sink, Mommy-slut."
I obeyed nervously, mortified by what I was allowing my son to do, yet I was already gushing from my needy cunt. He lifted up my skirt and asked, "Period gone, Mommy?"
"Mostly," I moaned as his finger traced the wetness of my panties.
"You like my doing that, Mommy?"
"Noooo... yes... oh God... Nicholas... this is so wrong," I babbled.
"Yet it feels so right, doesn't it, Mommy?"
"Aaaaah," was my reply as he tapped on my clit through my panties.
"I'll take that as a yes," he teased, pulling my panties down to my ankles. "Beg your son to fuck you, Mommy."
Obeying his order, obeying my Mistress' slut-mandments and obeying my desperate cunt, I begged, "Oh god, yes Nicholas, please fuck me."
"Oh no, no, no, Mommy," he teased, spanking my ass. "I'm your son and you're my Mommy, and that matters because we're about to fuck and it will be incest. So... while we have our fun together, we're going to emphasize that it's incest because that will make it even more fun, is that clear?"
"Yes, son," I moaned, as he rubbed his cock up and down the crack of my ass. I knew it would take me only seconds to come once I was given permission, regardless of who was fucking me or where he was fucking me. I was completely subject to his whim, a complete and utter slut, just as Madison had promised I'd be. I should have been mortified, I should have been humiliated, I should have refused to do this, yet all I wanted was my son's cock inside me.
"Yes, son, what?" he pushed, his cock teasing me relentlessly, so close to filling my fiery cunt, but just hovering.
"Yes, son, fuck your Mommy hard. Make Mommy your personal fuck-toy, let's do something taboo: let's commit incest," I replied.
"You sure?" he teased, the tip of his cock now nestled between my wet cunt lips, but not any further.
"Oh God, yes Nicholas, I mean my son, Mommy wants your big cock pummeling her wet cunt so fucking bad. Oh god son, shove that big cock of yours inside Mommy."
His cock easily slipped all the way inside my cunt and filled me. I let out a loud moan of ecstasy as my cunt was finally filled. "Fuck Mom, you're so fucking wet."
"I'm wet for you, son, and now fuck Mommy hard," I begged.
He obliged, his deep hard thrusts sending chills of rapture throughout my body. In seconds I could feel my orgasm, my longed-for orgasm, bubbling. "I begged, can Mommy come, son?"
"Not yet, Mommy. Don't you dare fucking come until I tell you to, you dirty slut," he demanded, his body slamming into me with each deep hard thrust. We weren't remotely making love, we were fucking.
I moaned, I whimpered, I desperately held back the orgasm that was bursting at the seams. "Oh god son, you're such a good Mommy-fucker."
"And I'll be fucking you all the time from now on, Mommy. Do you like that idea?"
"Oh God, son. My cunt is yours, please just let me come," I moaned.
"And what about your ass?"
"It's yours too, baby. You can shove that big snake of yours in my ass anytime you wish," I offered, my desperation to come overwhelming everything else.
"Anytime? How about now?" he suggested, pulling his cock out and without lube or warning, shoved his cock in my ass.
I screamed in surprise and a slight pain as his cock filled my unprepared ass. Ignoring the slight burn, I whimpered, "Oh yes, son, fill Mommy's ass with your wonderful cock."
"Oh God, Mommy," he moaned, once his cock was buried completely. "Your ass is so fucking tight."
"And your cock fills my ass so fucking good," I moaned, "Now fuck my ass hard, baby. Make Mommy your ass-slut."
He began slowly pumping in and out of my ass, tentatively until I demanded, "No, son. Pound Mommy's ass, drill your slut Mom's ass."
"Oh God, Mommy," he grunted, "I'm not going to last long with you talking so nasty."
"Just let Mommy come baby, and I'll be your personal Mommy cum-bucket every day," I manipulated and offered, my orgasm so close I could taste it.
"Oh God," he moaned, but still withholding his permission.
I upped the ante, willing to do or say anything to get my long-suppressed orgasm. "Oh my son, you can shoot your load between Mommy's big lips, you can shoot your load all over Mommy's face, you can shoot your load deep inside the cunt you once came out of, and you can shoot your load in my ass. I'll be your submissive, obedient Mommy-pet, baby, I'll do anything you can imagine, just please let Mommy come."
My desperate words were the final push he needed and he grunted, filling my ass with his white goo, as he said the most liberating words I could ever hear, "Come Mommy, come like the dirty slut you are."
I released my barriers and my juice flooded out of me and down my legs as the greatest orgasm of my life shuddered through me. I screamed, "Oh my God, yes Nicholas, yes, Mommy's coming, thank you forever, you made Mommy come!"
He continued ravishing my ass as he ordered, "Again Mommy, come again for your son, for your Master."
The thought of my son being my Master only made me hotter, and I furiously rubbed my clit as my first orgasm continued to ripple through me and a second one began its descent from heaven.



It was his turn for the nasty talk. "Keep coming, Mommy-slut. You'll be coming over and over again as I use you. And just wait until Nicole learns that you're our personal live-in whore. She almost made you eat her cunt today after you massaged her feet, but she chickened out. Oh, but she's told me of some plans she has for you as her dyke-Mommy. You'll like that won't you, Mommy?"
The idea of serving Nicole as well just seemed like the next step in the evolution of my utter submission as I became not only a slave to a white coed and a white football player, but also to my half-white children. As I continued my assault on my clit, I moaned, "Oh God yes, son, make me my daughter's slave too. I'm both of yours to use as you please."
He pulled out of my ass and slid back into my pussy as he called me name after name, each one bringing assaults of pleasure to me. "You're such a Mommy-slut, a dirty dyke whore who gave herself into slavery. You love being a sex slave, don't you, Mommy?"
"Oh god yes, son, I do," I whimpered, my second orgasm now coming to full tide.
"Come again, Mommy-slut, Mommy-whore, Mommy-dyke," he continued, pounding ruthlessly in my cunt.
"Harder, baby," I moaned, like the nasty fuck-slut I'd become. A minute later my first orgasm still lingering, a second, smaller but still powerful orgasm hit. "Aaaaaaaaaahhhh, yeeeeeeeeeesssss."
Eventually my son pulled out of me and I collapsed onto the floor, my legs like jelly. My body continued to quake as my never-ending orgasm pulsed and pulsed.
When I opened my eyes a minute or two later, my son was gone. I weakly got up and as my mind finally turned back on, I was aghast at what had just transpired. I began to cry, the reality that I'd just committed incest finally realized... I'd hit rock bottom... I'd just committed incest and loved every minute of it.
37. A TENTH BRIEF (Well actually rather lengthy) INTERLUDE INTO THE LIFE OF KEISHA JEFFERSON: THE PLAN BACKFIRES BIG TIME
I'm oddly giddy as I arrive at work the next day. Ms. Myers followed through and has installed a camera in the corner that's impossible to see unless you're looking for it. The hard part is going to be not to give in too easily and allow Madison to suspect something is up.
Even the nasty sex dream last night where I'd once again submitted to Madison doesn't deter my determination and confidence. She strolls in after the workday is done and opens with, "You're in my desk."
"I beg to differ," I retort.
"You'll be begging for something for sure," she quips back.
Sarcastically I shoot back, rolling my eyes, "Oh yes, Madison, please will you be my white master?"
"That would be Mistress," she corrects.
"Oh, so sorry, Mistress," I correct, my sarcasm still in full flood.
She laughs softly. "So how did your botched delivery go over with your bosses?"
"Not great," I admit, surprised by the change of topic.
"I could talk to Mr. Walters for you," she offers.
"Thanks, but no thanks."
"No skin off my nose," she shrugs, sitting down (not at my desk... chalk up one point for me anyway).
"What do you want?" I ask, trying to draw out the real reason for her being here.
She shrugs, answering my question with a question, "What do you think I want?"
"Madison, I'm way too tired to keep playing this game. I need to get to work," I sigh, returning to my work.
"Why bother?"
"Why bother what?"
"Working on such trivial shit."
"Because what you think of as trivial is my reason to live. It's my purpose," I point out, starting to get annoyed by her as always happens.
She laughs. "Oh, you have a reason to live, all right."
"And what would that be?"
"You were made to serve," she declares.
"You, I assume."
"Not necessarily, just people like me."
"White people?"
"You said it, not I," she points out.
I'm getting frustrated with this circling conversation. "Like I said, I need to get to work."
"Agreed," she says, flipping off her shoes. "Come give me a foot massage."
"Are you kidding me?"
Her smile fades. "Do you think I am kidding?"
I pause. This isn't going as I'd planned. I can feel the slightest chill go up my spine as my naughty dreams of submission pop into my head, but I push them away. I need her to be more dominant so I can get self-incriminating words of hers on tape, and once I get those, I know I can edit the tape as need be to eliminate any aspects that make me look bad. Acting as if I were falling for her authority, I asked with resignation in my voice, "If I give you a foot massage, will you leave me alone afterwards?"
"If that's what you still want," she replies, her smile returning.
"Promise?" I ask, pretending to be shy and insecure, even as my confidence bubbles deep inside.
"Of course," she smiles warmly.
I approach her, fall to my knees and tentatively grasp her black-stocking-clad left foot. My hands are shaking as I obey her order, even though I'm only doing this to manipulate her. Oddly, the soft silk in my hands sends another chill up my back, and I need to squelch the tingle down below that's trying for my attention.
A couple minutes into the foot massage, she finally speaks. "Keisha, you look so perfect on your knees serving me."
I smile, knowing she'll soon say the words that will implicate her in her racist sexual conquest. "Please don't start on that again," I reply, attempting to set her up.
"Oh, Keisha, we're just getting started," she promises.
"How so?" I ask, desperate to get her to say something to the point, something incriminating, as I switch feet.
She opens her legs, giving me an unobstructed view at her panty-clad crotch. "I think you already know where this is going to end."
"Madison, I'm not like the others," I argue, distracted by her white crotch even as the fire down below begins to grow, refusing to be squelched no matter how much I try to think of unsexy things, like sandpaper or street addresses.
"Oh, you're exactly like all the others," she appraises me.
"How so?" I ask, knowing I'm very close to getting her on tape as being the racist she is.
"You pretend civility and disinterest, yet deep down the carnal lust you've held in check all these years is begging to get out," she critiques me. She opens her legs a bit more and invites me, "Take a good look, Keisha."
I look away.
She repeats the order, her tone once again switching to authoritative, "I said, take a good look, Keisha."
I refuse to obey with every fibre of my being.
"Now!" she orders.
I stand up, knowing I'm losing so far, knowing I have to look away before I submit to her just like the others did, and like I consistently have in my dreams. I can't believe how my desire for her and my need to obey her is growing with each touch of her feet, every syllable of her words.
"Really?" she objects, her tone condescending.
"You promised it was all I had to do," I protest, for the first time today worried I'm not strong enough to fight her.
"True," she smiles, standing up and stalking towards me.
"Stop, Madison," I protested.
"Stop what?" she asks, reaching me.
I freeze in place, unable to speak or to move.
Her hand reaches under my skirt and goes directly to my wet panties. "Why are your undies all wet?"
I stammer, "P-p-please... stop."
"You sure you want me to?" she asks, adding, "You seem pretty revved up."
Her finger slips inside my panties and I let out an uncontrollable moan as her finger touches my pussy lips. It's been so long since I let a man touch me intimately, much less another woman, and I'm suddenly rattled. I mumble, "No... I... please leave me alone."
Her finger slides inside my pussy and I gasp. My mind is screaming I should pull myself away, yet my vagina is screaming even louder to don't dare move. I close my eyes and allow this pretentious bitch to pleasure me.
Her soft voice purrs to me, "That's it Keisha, allow your body to take control. Submit to the carnal desires you've held in check for so long. This is what you want, what you need."
Her words sound so absurd, yet they're also so soothing. I weakly protest, "Madison, no."
"Shhhhhhh," she soothes me calmly, her free hand reaching into her purse. She pulls out a small silver ball, presses a button and then slips it under my skirt and into my pussy.
A quick pulsing quakes my insides and makes the fire inside me burn bright. As I let out a moan, I feel Madison's hands on my shoulders, directing me to my knees. I feel helpless as I allow myself to be guided into a submissive position.
"You want to taste my cunt, don't you?"
"No, I..."
"Don't deny the inevitable, Keisha. You're like all the others. You feign propriety, dignity and so forth, but like all the rest, what you need is discipline and structure."
"That isn't true," I begin to protest, but also letting out another moan, unable to control my growing desire to come.
She smiles a self-satisfied smile as she goes over to my desk and sits down in my chair. She orders me, "Under my desk, Keisha. Quick, before someone sees."
Reality hits me like a cold shower and I begin to rise to my feet.
"Get back on your knees!" she demands, her voice harsh and mean.
I obey quickly, intimidated by her knife-like tone.
"Crawl under my desk," she clarifies.
"Madison, this is ridiculous," I protest, noticing her repeatedly calling my desk hers.
She laughs, "No, the ridiculous thing is that you thought you could outsmart me. Someone like you can never outplay me. And you'll be punished for such an attempt, no matter how epic a fail it is."
I don't move, my urge to fight her begging to be released, yet the pulsing sensations inside me are causing me great distraction and a loss of focus. I realize how quickly the tables have turned. I can't figure out how she knew of my plan. Trying to be strong, I bluff, "Madison, I'm done with this game."
"So am I. The charade of civility is over. It's time for you to accept your true identity," she smirks as she slips out of her panties.
I watch her expose herself, my vagina screaming for attention against my will.
"You will crawl under my desk right now and eat your white Mistress' pussy, or I'll punish you in ways you can't imagine," she threatens.
"But...."
"Now!" she roars.
Fearing her threat, knowing what she'd done to Ms. Myers, that lovely black woman being forced to service all those white dicks, I scramble under the desk.
"Good girl," she purrs, her mood change instant.
Humiliation burns inside me as I sit under my own desk awaiting her pleasure. She rolls her chair in and I'm soon staring at her shaved, glistening pussy. Her scent lingers and I'm captivated by its beautiful purity. I want to be able to ignore it, to be repulsed by it, yet I can only feel a lust and hunger I've never felt before. I desperately fight to ignore my growing temptation as Madison speaks. "For now, just stare at it, Keisha. You're not allowed to touch, not yet. But how can you resist such perfection?"
She pauses a moment before asking, "Did you really think I wouldn't learn about your plan to blackmail me?"
I stammer, my mind clouded in a mixture of lust and shame, "I-I-I...."
She laughs as she explains, "As soon as you left slut Carol's office, she phoned me and told me of your plan. As a reward, I've promised her that you'll be her fulltime live-in slave."
"What?"
"Did I stutter, bitch?" she snaps. "It's clear you need discipline and guidance. So I've given you as a gift to another slave, to an obedient slave. And from now on, don't you ever dare to fucking come without someone's permission."
I can't believe what she's saying, she's treating me like a commodity, like a slave. "Okay, now you can touch. Get licking, slut."
I want to protest, to assert my dignity, yet a growing part of me just wants to come, wants to taste the heavenly scent swarming me. I stare at Madison's wet pussy lips and feel myself leaning forward against my will. I stop less than an inch from her pussy, my hunger burning, the vibrations in my own pussy tingling and forbidding me from thinking straight.
Sensing my struggle Madison says, her voice soft and comforting, "Keisha, it's inevitable. You can't deny fate. You can't deny the tingling in your cunt. You may come as soon as you accept your position as my slave, but not before. So don't delay: accept your place simply by leaning forward and pleasuring your Mistress."
Her voice is soothing and her words, although absurd, seem so rational in my weakened mental state. Without even thinking, I feel myself rocking forward, my tongue extended. As soon as I make contact with Madison's vagina and her sweet taste hits my taste buds, I'm gone. The taste is addictive, and I hungrily lap at her ocean of ecstasy as if I'd been close to perishing of thirst in the desert and had just found water. I lap at her juices eagerly, unable to quench the hunger I'd ignored my whole life.
After a few minutes of pleasing my enemy, she finally speaks, "How does your Mistress' cunt taste?"
I pause, still unable to allow such an extreme concession. I remain silent.
She rolls the chair away and without a word, walks out of the room. I sit frozen beneath my desk. Part of me is thankful she's gone, yet another part of me is desperate to return to her oasis of sin. Just as I'm about to climb out from under the desk, I hear the click of heels returning my way. I remain in my subservient position and I'm mortified to hear Madison speaking with someone.
"Miss Jefferson requested I come and get you," Madison says. My face goes pale, such as it can, as I ponder who she's speaking with and who she plans to show my submissive situation.
"Okay, Miss," the voice of our janitor, the sixty-plus-year-old Elmer, as he enters my office.
"Oh, where did she go?" Madison asks with feigned surprise.
I remain frozen under my desk, each second ticking at a snail's pace.
"Well, do you know what she needed?" Elmer asks in his slow drawl of a voice.
I hold my breath, anxiety overwhelming me, all while the egg in my vagina is causing me unwanted pleasure that I desperately need to deal with.
Madison finally responds, her tone telling me she's enjoying this immensely, "Well, she must have gone home. I'm sure she'll be in contact with you tomorrow if she still needs you."
"Yes Ma'am, and I'll be on the fourth floor if Miss Jefferson returns today and still needs me," Elmer replies politely.
"If she needs you, I'll definitely let you know," Madison purrs, again her intent clear to me.
"Yes, Ma'am," Elmer repeats again and thankfully his footsteps slowly fade away.
Madison sits back down in my chair and slips out of her heels. She shoves her left foot in my face and orders, "Clean my sweaty soles, slut."

This time I don't even hesitate as I grasp her foot and begin licking the sweaty salt from her stocking-clad sole. As my tongue bathes Madison's foot, she continues flaunting her superiority over me by complimenting me with her condescending tone, then threatening me. "That's better, my pet slut. Lick my feet like a good puppy. Now, Elmer was just a warning shot. Next time you fail to answer a question or disobey an order, I'll have you begging Elmer to plug your big fat ass with his wrinkled cock. Is that understood?"
Mortified at the humiliating imagery and not doubting her threat, I agree, wording it exactly as I know she wants it, "Yes, Mistress."
"See, is that so hard?" she quips.
"Not hard at all, Mistress," I reply, continuing to lick her stocking-clad sole.
She moves her other foot to my mouth. I continue the humiliating task of cleaning the sweat from her foot as she continues explaining her expectations to me. "If you're a good slave, I won't expose you as the submissive Nigger slave you are. Do you promise to be a good Nigger slave?"
Forcing me to admit to being such a vulgar racist-implied subhuman is the final straw that breaks the camel's back. Defeated, humiliated and yet horny, I accept the bitter pill that there's no way out of this without first submitting. The tape as she, not I, had staged it would, were I foolish enough to show it to anyone couldn't implicate either of us without implicating us both, and I realize that the only way to end her power would be to reveal both of us. I think perhaps to offer myself as a sacrificial lamb in that way just might be worth it to rescue my mother and Carol, and who knows who else from her. But to do even that, I have to submit to her unconditionally. I reply, like the submissive she expects, "Yes, Mistress, I promise to be a good Nigger slave."
"Good puppy," she purrs, opening her legs and ordering, "Now finish what you started, slave."
I lean between her legs once again, being drawn in by a scent so intoxicating that it's fogging my mind. I'm no longer certain how much of my submission is tactical acting and how much is sincere. I lick her pussy and I'm again mesmerized by her delicious taste. Wanting to get her off as soon as possible and end this humiliating ordeal, I slide two fingers inside her wet pussy while sucking on her clit. Madison's moans increase exponentially, and in only a couple minutes my face is being coated with her cum. I lap it up eagerly, already addicted to the taste. I can't get enough, wanting nothing more than to savour Madison's cum.
Suddenly she pulls away and orders, "Up on your desk, slave."
I obey, the buzzing in my vagina driving me crazy as is the euphoria from getting Madison off. She smiles and compliments me, "You may make a good slave yet."
"I hope to be, Mistress," I moan, the buzzing in my pussy really beginning to drive me wild, making me think like a horny coed.
"You want to come, don't you, slut?" she asks, her hand going to my pussy.
"Aaaaaah, yes, Mistress," I scream, unable to control my desire.
"Beg me to allow you to come," Madison demands, her finger on my clit.
"Oh please, Mistress, I need to come so bad," I whimper.
"What are you?" she asks.
"A slut," I declare.
"What else?" she perseveres, her finger sliding up and down my pussy lips.
"Your slut," I admit.
"A Nigger slut?"
So close to coming, so desperate to come, the words spewing out of my mouth shock both me and Madison as I declare in this sanctum of black civil rights, "Oh yes, Mistress, I'm your whorish Nigger slut. Make me your Nigger slave, use my black body for your personal pleasure. I'm yours, my white Mistress."
Content, two fingers slide inside my pussy and she dictates, "You will come on the count of one, slut."
"Kkkkkk, Mistress," I moan, not knowing how I can hold back any longer.
Her fingers inside me have gotten me to a delirious state.
"Ten," she begins.
"Nine," she announces, so long after ten I think I may explode.
"Eight." Her fingers brushing over my g-spot are making me shake involuntarily.
"Seven." I realize I've stopped breathing, so I let out a long breath.
"Six," she announces, slipping a third finger inside my widening slit.
"Five, slut," she announces, adding, "don't you dare come early, or you'll be punished in ways you can only begin to imagine."
I close my eyes, concentrating on nothing but control.
"Four." The dam is so close to bursting, her fingers and the egg toy that's still in there causing me the most irresistible urge to come I've ever experienced. I'm trembling like a leaf in a windstorm as my fear of retribution fights against my body's urges.
"Three," Madison continues counting down, another finger somehow fitting inside my cunt.
"Aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaah," My frustration screams at the top of my lungs, arching my back, writhing against the invading fingers, forgetting that I'm in my office and not in the confines of my own home.
"Two, slut. You're so close to orgasm. So close to becoming the real slut that deep down you've always wanted to be," she teases, yet another finger, her thumb, now inside me with all her other fingers.



I babble, degrading myself without being told to, "Oh yes, Mistress, please let your Nigger cum."
"N-n-n-n-n-n-nhh!!" I'm holding on by a thread!
"One," she announces, her whole fist to the wrist finally filling me as she demands, "Now, slave. Come for the camera. Come for your Mistress!"
"Aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaah, fuck, yes," I scream, as my long held-back orgasm explodes out of me as Madison well and truly fists me, causing a mixture of pleasure and pain as my pussy widens to unnatural dimensions, and the egg is still in there somewhere, still vibrating and buzzing away. The pulses of pleasure continue for an eternity, as every time the ride seems to be ending, another pulse tingles my entire being as Madison's fist repeatedly fills me completely.
"Who owns you?" she demands, her fingers spreading apart inside me.
"Aaaaah, you do, Mistress," I whimper, my pussy experiencing sensations I didn't know could possibly exist.
"Fuck yourself on my fist, slave," she demands.
I don't even hesitate as I place my hands behind me, lift my hips up, and begin furiously bucking my cunt onto Madison's lily-white arm. My desire to come again is both humiliating and exhilarating, and it completely swamps my morals. I've become exactly what Madison said I'd become. The humiliation is tempered only by the onslaught of pleasure such utter submission is bringing me.
I whimper, I moan, I scream, and after a second earth-shattering orgasm hammers through me...
...
When I wake up I'm lying on my desk. Was that another one of those all-to-vivid dreams of submitting to Madison? No, not this time, that was real: the egg is still vibrating inside me. I jump off my desk and I'm thankful to see that at least my office door is closed. In a flash, all the humiliating details from earlier in the evening return to me. Tears flow into my eyes as I realize the predicament I've gotten myself into. My plan to get hold of the tape after Madison left now appears impossible, as I assume she's already gone to get it, and now I'm completely at the will of this blonde deviant. Yet even as my mind replays the horrifying sins I recently committed, my pussy once again begins to tingle against my will. What's become of me? Why couldn't I resist? How had I been outplayed by a younger white coed?
I pull the egg out of me, desperate to calm down, when I notice a piece of paper lying on the floor. I pick it up and read it:
Slave Keisha,
I own you now... well actually, slut Carol and I both own you now. Going forward any attempt, no matter how slight, to disobey either of us will result in extreme punishments, not to mention this video, edited to my specs, and you know very well which one I mean, will be going on the internet.
A good slut only wears thigh high stockings, so that your black box will be always available. In a similar vein, you will no longer wear panties (except during that time of month, of course). More rules will be added as time progresses, but be a good slut and you'll be allowed to keep this job, and the secret that you are a slave will remain exactly that... a secret.
Mistress Madison
P.S. There you go, I've finally affixed my incriminating name to a letter for you. Happy now?
P.P.S. Come now!!!
I'm mortified yet again, this time by this daunting note, and yet without even hesitating, I begin rubbing my clit, obeying the absurd order even as the humiliation burns inside me that I've submitted to a white racist in the very building where I fought so hard for equal rights.
38. BECOMING MY DAUGHTER'S SLAVE
All night I fretted about when I would next see Nicholas and whether he would tell his sister what he'd done... or rather, what we'd done together. Yet, much to my surprise, the next two days were quiet on all fronts. Madison had not been in class for a couple of days, and Nicholas had treated me with more respect than he ever did before he'd used me sexually. There also seemed to be no evidence that Nicole knew anything about my incestuous transgression. She had asked for a foot massage once in the past two days, but nothing more. But I was still walking on eggshells, knowing it was only a matter of time before this ominous calm would crack.
Then came Friday evening.
As usual I came home early on Friday, but this time I walked into the most shocking of all shocking events I'd yet experienced in this month of revolution.
My eighteen-year-old daughter Nicole was on the floor between the legs of my Mistress while she was being fucked from behind by Ben. I watched the act in stunned voyeuristic awe. Nothing should have surprised me anymore, especially after everything Madison had made me do, yet this scene shocked me nonetheless.
Madison looked over to me and smiled her devious, smug smile and said, "Well, since I've fucked the rest of your family, I figured I shouldn't leave your beautiful daughter out of the fun."
I wondered if that meant she'd added Keisha to her growing harem; I hoped not. I prayed Keisha could remain strong enough to resist Madison. I tried to formulate a sentence, yet I remained speechless. The emotion that should have filled me was anger at my daughter being used, although the moans coming from her didn't sound like she was at all reluctant. Instead, the emotion I felt rushing through me was jealousy. I wanted to be the one on my knees licking Madison's heavenly cunt; I wanted to be the one feeling Ben's big cock ravishing my own needy cunt.
Reading my mind, Madison asked, "Jealous, Mommy-slut?"
I stammered, "No... I... yes... well..."
"Crawl over here, slut," Madison ordered.
Thankful for the order and the opportunity to perhaps please and be pleased, I fell to my knees and began crawling to my Mistress.
Once I was beside my daughter, I crouched there and watched as Madison began rubbing her pussy all over my daughter's face. A minute later, Madison screamed and exploded all over Nicole. Nicole eagerly lapped up my Mistress' juice while continuing to be fucked hard by Ben.
Nicole finally spoke, still unaware of my presence a few inches away from her, "Oh God yes, fuck me harder, Ben."
Madison quipped, "Would you like your own slave, Nicole?"
"Oh God yes," she moaned, opening her eyes and seeing me for the first time. Her face distorted from pleasure to disdain. Her tone dripped with disrespect as she greeted, "Oh hi, Mommy dearest."
Before I could speak, Madison said, "Nicole, clearly your Mother needs a live-at-home Mistress."
"Really?" she moaned with a smile as she caught on to where this was going.
"Do you want her?" Madison asked, if I weren't here.
"Oh God yes," she moaned, as her moans increased and seconds later, I watched my daughter's cum face for the first time.
Ben wasn't far behind as he asked, "Where should I shoot my load, Madison?"
"Fill her up," Madison instructed, "and then her new slave can clean her up."
My face went flushed, not out of humiliation at the task I was soon to be given, but from the excitement of tasting my daughter for the first time.
"Fill me up, baby," Nicole moaned, as her orgasm continued pulsing through her.
"Here it comes, baby," Ben grunted, his face distorting in the absurd way it does when a man comes.
Jealousy at him not filling my cunt burned through me as I watched my daughter come down from her orgasmic high.
Madison, as always able to see through me, asked, "Is Mommy-slut jealous?"
"Yes, Mistress," I answered honestly.
"Nicole, she's all yours," Madison offered, as Ben pulled out.
Nicole's grin got huge as she ordered, "Come clean out my pussy, Mommy."
"Yes, Miss Nicole," I replied, attempting to show her my obedience and respect.
I crawled behind my daughter, who was still on all fours, and could see Ben's white goo oozing out of her pussy.
I briefly stared at her perfect curved ass before leaning forward and committing my second incestuous act of the week. The mixture of Ben's salty cum with my daughter's juice was delicious, and I eagerly attempted to retrieve every last drop of both.
I could hear Madison chuckle as she asked rhetorically, "Our uppity Professor has turned into a perfect slave, hasn't she?"
Nicole moaned, "Hmmm, get that slut tongue deeper, Mommy."
I obeyed, attempting to fuck my daughter's cunt with my tongue.
Madison explained, "Professor, although I am your ultimate Mistress, starting now, your beautiful daughter will also be your Mistress. All the rules of the slut-mandments remain. Is that understood?"
"Yes, Mistress," I agreed without hesitation.
"Do you want to come, slut?" Madison asked.
"Badly, Mistress," I replied, my cunt so wet.
"On your back," Madison ordered, as she threw a towel on the floor where I was about to lie.
I obeyed as usual.
Madison straddled my face and explained, "One more task for you to complete, and then you can come."
"Anything, Mistress," I replied, my desire to come all that mattered.
"Open wide," she instructed with a wicked gleam in her eye.
I obeyed and was shocked when a moment later I saw warm pee streaming onto my face and into my mouth. To my astonishment the taste was only slightly unpleasant, yet even this utterly submissive act seemed appropriate, considering my position on the sexual hierarchy, and this disgusting experience only had my cunt burning brighter. Madison's urine soaked my hair, my forehead, my nose, my chin and my mouth, as her loose stream roamed. I closed my eyes and allowed myself to serve my Mistress once again, this time as a human toilet, in my own house, in front of my own daughter.
Once she was done, Madison asked, "Did you like that, slave?"
"Yes, Mistress," I replied, and realized I wasn't lying.
"Do you want to be a human toilet more often?" she asked.
"If either of my Mistresses want me to be."
"Good answer," she smiled, standing back up. "Nicole, how about you fist-fuck your Mommy to orgasm?"
Nicole's deviant smile returned, and she moved between my legs and roughly shoved three fingers inside me. After a minute or so of hard fingering, she asked, "Does Mommy want her daughter to fist-fuck her?"
"Yes please, Miss Nicole," I moaned, her fingers sending pulses of pleasure everywhere.
"Beg, Mommy," she demanded.
"Oh, god, Nicole, please fist-fuck your Mommy. Please make your slutty Mom cum all over your hand," I begged.
Seconds later I screamed as my pussy sheathed my daughter's (thankfully small) hand completely. Once it was in she pumped hard, ravishing my cunt and pounding it harshly.
The pleasure and pain were both intense, and I was quickly on the brink of climactic bliss. I moaned, "Oh yes, Nicole, use Mommy; harder baby, harder."
She obliged me and used her free hand to slap my tits. Each sting of humiliation only brought more pleasure, and I knew I was moments away from another one of the orgasms I thrived on.
"I want you to come for your new Mistress," Nicole ordered me, "Come now, Mommy."
Her words were the final piece of the orgasm puzzle, and torrents of pleasure cascaded through me as I screamed, "Thank you Mistress, I'm comiiiiiiiiiiiing!"
Nicole dove into my pussy and sucked on my clit as my orgasm exploded out of me. "Oh yes, baby, suck Mommy's cliiiiiiiit!"
As my orgasm continued to thrill me, I felt a warm rain hitting my face once again and opened my eyes to see Ben pissing on me. Oh, what the hell. I opened my mouth to catch the quarterback's urine.
A minute later Nicole pulled her fist out of me and stood up with a smile that I knew meant she wasn't done with me yet. She too straddled my face, her cunt just inches from me, and after a few seconds of wondering whether she was about to pee on me or was expecting me to pleasure her, I got my answer. My daughter's urine coated my entire face like a brief thundershower. I closed my eyes and allowed my daughter to coat my face with her pee. Once she was done, she stood up and said, "Mommy, you should probably go shower."
"Yes, Mistress," I replied, never having felt dirtier than I did at that moment.
"And starting tonight, I'll be sleeping in your bed, and you'll sleep at the foot of it like a good pet," she informed me.
"Of course, Mistress," I agreed.
I stood up and watched as Madison and Ben got dressed to leave, the stench of urine now all I could smell. No longer horny, the realization of what had transpired during the past hour mortified me. Madison smiled, "Professor, you'd better hurry and clean up. Your son will be home any minute, won't he?"
"Yes, Mistress, I suppose he will," I agreed, but wanting to impress or shock her I added, "Although maybe I should just wait so he can use me as he wishes as well."
"As I'm sure you would, being the dirty Nigger slut that you are," Madison replied, "but you should probably greet your Master looking a little better than you do right now."
"My Master," I repeated dully.
"Well, of course," she smiled, "I can't just let your daughter own you. That would cause a fair amount of tension in your household, don't you think?"
"Good thinking, Mistress," I agreed, "except that he's already told me he's my Master and I've agreed."
"Oh, has he now?" she exclaimed with peals of laughter. What a precocious boy!"
Once Madison and Ben were gone, I went to my room to shower and cry. Every time I'd thought I'd hit rock bottom, I'd found a new meaning for bottom I'd never imagined existed... but this time I'd officially hit rock bottom... had I not?
39. PUNISHMENTS
The rest of the school year went by pretty quickly. I was used as a cum bucket by Nicholas at least every day, usually two or three times, sometimes four, and used as a live-in full-service maid with benefits by Nicole. On occasion Madison would come over to use me, and Ben would often show up at my office for a quick blowjob, but otherwise my life got into a routine of sorts (if such a life can be considered routine).
I also learned, by watching two videos Madison brought over for my family to watch, that Keisha had submitted too. The first one was the complete video of her submission, a stunning psychological drama as Keisha slowly weakened just like I had, until she completely broke... eventually admitting at the top of her lungs (in the NAACP law offices of all places) that she too was a Nigger slut. It was shocking and captivating. The second video was made later as she was gangbanged by over a dozen college freshmen from Ben's frat, a punishment for one of her disobediences. By then she'd lost all resistance to anything required of her, and as they fucked her in all three holes and hurled verbal abuse at her, I could tell she was having the time of her life... I think I counted her having at least four screaming orgasms. I also learned she'd moved in with Carol as a live-in slave. Interestingly enough, Keisha kept working for the NAACP, although she was now working both figuratively and literally under Madison. Painfully, Keisha refused to return my calls or speak to me, and thus I had to accept that although we'd always been so very much the same, and remained so even now, I'd lost all contact with my elder daughter.
Although I saw Madison less frequently as she spent more time working to destroy the NAACP from the inside, she gave me a new task every Monday. Each task was in the form of a punishment for my many early disobediences. Each task was humiliating and meant to keep me in line, which seemed redundant, based on what was by now my utter submission and the massive amount of incriminating evidence she had on me. I also learned that according to Madison's calculations, I had four punishments remaining to endure. How she came up with that number is a mystery to me, and which of my previous tasks had been counted as punishments was also a mystery.
TASK 1
You have one week to get a tattoo. Because I'm a caring Mistress, I'm giving you a few choices for the tattoo.
The options for location are:
-just above your fat ass
-just above your black box
-on one your flabby cow udders
These options are available for the text to be inked:
-owned
-slave
-Nigger
-Madison's slave
Note: You may freely choose the image to accompany your text.
I sighed. Even apart from the horrific location options and the humiliating word options, I detested tattoos. I'd argued for years that tattoos weren't symbols of identity, but were just yet another way people conformed to society's standards. I argued that we were all sheep, following some bizarre trendsetter. Now I was being told to permanently go against yet another of my dearly-held beliefs.
Like the prior task I'd endured, I delayed it all week, hoping for a reprieve from Madison I knew wasn't coming, or at the very least, for some inspiration as to what I should choose to scar my body with. Alas, on Saturday I headed to a remote tattoo parlor on the outskirts of town, still completely unsure of what I would taint my body with, and where I would scar my body.
The story of getting my tattoo isn't riveting, so I won't get into the nitty-gritty of it, but suffice it to say I'm now branded forever... a constant reminder of who I've become.
TASK 2
Professor Slut,
I love the tattoo. Choosing my name was a pleasant surprise, and placing it above your beaver box with a leash leading down below was a nice touch. You're such a good, obedient slave lately, I've decided to pleasantly surprise you as well... I'm removing one of your punishments. Since I'm taking one punishment off, you only have two left.
Your task this week is simple. You must use the word CUNT in one of your lectures this week.
Have fun with this one.
Mistress Madison
I shook my head at this one, knowing that such a word being used by a professor would be scandalous. Thinking of my upcoming lessons, I chuckled to myself, already knowing how to include the word in my lecture.
On Wednesday, with Madison sitting directly in front of me, I lectured about selling with sex. After showing music videos by Lady Gaga, Rihanna and Britney Spears, and a plethora of advertisements using sex to sell various products, I went on my rant.
"As you can see, the problem with today's society is that sex is used to sell everything to everyone. Hot women are used to sell products to men, to women and to teenagers. Scantily clad women are used to sell everything marketable as they showcase their breasts and bodies to tantalize people. A commercial with a guy being swarmed by girls as he drinks a certain brand of beer tries to convince consumers that if they drink that beer, they too will become surrounded by hot women."
I showed a picture of a woman wearing four-inch leopard high heels and stay-up stockings while sitting on a gravestone and asked, "What is this advertisement selling?"
Students guessed the obvious answers: stockings, shoes, perfume, and so forth.
Finally I revealed, pointing to the fine print on the bottom, "It's actually for a hotel in Vegas." Laughter ensued. Getting passionate, I ranted, "You see, it doesn't even matter anymore what you're selling. Just get yourself a pretty woman, dress her as a skank, showcase her tits and cunt, and kaboom, you have a great advertisement."
Gasps filled the room.
I looked around, feigning ignorance at what I'd just said. "What?"
Madison put up her hand, all polite, and said, "You used the C word, Professor. You know, as in private parts?"
"I did not," I replied, allegedly shocked at the accusation.
Another student in the back piped up, "Actually you did, Professor."
"Oh my God," I gasped, acting all apologetic. "I'm so sorry; I get so enthralled in my own lectures and my frustration over the manipulation of beauty, that I sometimes forget to filter what I say."
"It's okay," another student said, "It actually makes you more real. You usually seem so perfect up there, so it's good to know that you too can be flawed."



I laughed, glancing to Madison, "Perfect? I like that. But trust me, I'm very, very flawed."
I ended the lesson early, apologizing one last time, and smiled at finishing my next to last punishment.
TASK 3
Professor Slut,
Your final task unless of course you screw up again in the future... One day this week you'll teach all your classes with a butt plug in your fat ass. Then once you've finished teaching, it will remain in your ass until a stranger takes it out. IT MUST BE A STRANGER, AND NOT ANYONE YOU KNOW
MISTRESS MADISON
Wearing a butt plug to work would be awkward and inconvenient enough, but finding a stranger to remove it was over the top!
I waited till Friday, as that was only a half-day at work. The plug remained lodged in my ass all day, as I couldn't even begin to formulate a plan to complete the task. What was I to do, walk up to some stranger on the street and politely request they take the plug out of my ass? It was absurd. But an idea popped into my head. Theoretically, Allison was a stranger. We weren't friends, or even acquaintances for that matter. She was, in every dictionary definition of the word, a stranger. Smiling at my clever solution, I hopped into my car and drove to the remote mall. I considered texting her, but I didn't want there to be any way Madison could consider our single brief encounter when I'd bought all my toys, as disqualifying her from being a stranger.
I arrived at the store and was crestfallen when Allison wasn't in. I went to the register and asked the older woman working there, "Excuse me, is Allison working today?"
She smiled pleasantly and asked, "May I ask why?"
I explained, "She was such wonderful a help last time I was searching for the perfect toys, and I was hoping for her assistance again."
The older woman smiled as if she knew what I was really hoping for (I giggled inwardly, knowing she couldn't possibly even guess) and told me, "She was here half an hour ago to pick up something for this evening, and then she said she needed a new outfit. If you're lucky, she might still be somewhere in the mall."
"Um, thanks," I replied, unable to hide my disappointment.
"You sure I can't help?" she asked.
I stammered, "Um-I-I-uh, no thanks, I've got to go." I rushed out and into the mall. I walked around it and scanned each store, particularly the clothing stores, in search of the redheaded beauty. After twenty minutes of futile searching, I went to grab an iced tea from the food court. Sitting down cautiously, now accustomed to the plug in my ass, I pondered how to resolve my predicament. I'd learned from painful experience that Madison could see through any lie I told. I didn't know how, and I still don't, but she can.
Once my drink was done, I returned to the store and decided to ask for help from the older woman, hoping her offer for assistance could include the removal of a toy from my ass. As soon as I entered she greeted, "You're back. Did you find her?"
"No," I replied with a sigh.
"Do you still need help?" she asked.
"Desperately," I answered looking around. "Are we alone?"
"For a few minutes. Kelly's arriving in fifteen to start her shift."
"What I need help with is very strange," I warned.
"Honey, I work in a sex shop. Trust me, I've seen everything."
I wondered what all she might have seen. I leaned forward and said in my softest voice, "I'm being punished by my Mistress, and I have to keep a butt plug in my bum until a stranger pulls it out for me."
"I retract my last sentence," she quipped, a look of surprise on her face. "Apparently I haven't seen it all."
"Can you help me?" I asked, my question a plea.
"Sure," she answered, her expression and tone unreadable, "come back here."
This was perfect! I'd never met the lady before and even now I didn't know her name. I was surprised she'd do this while her store was open, but I obeyed. Once I was behind the counter with her, she instructed me, "Bend over."
I obeyed, and felt her hands reaching under my dress. Unfazed to find me commando, she pulled out the plug in one quick yank and handed it to me, business end pointed upwards so that I too needn't soil my hands. "This is our best-selling butt plug," she quipped, expertly breaking the awkwardness.
"Well, I haven't any complaints," I quipped back and we both laughed.
I returned to the other side of the register and said, "Thanks, I really didn't know who to ask."
"I was happy to oblige. My hubby will love the story," she smiled, just as Allison entered the store.
"Well, if it isn't the woman who didn't call," the redhead smiled, sauntering over to me.
I stammered, suddenly nervous, "I-I-I did think about it. Lots."
"Nice plug," she smirked, looking at it still in my hand.
I again stammered, "U-I-um..." I wrapped it in a wipe from a box conveniently sitting on the counter and hurried it into my purse.
She was standing directly in front of me now and told me, "You're coming with me tonight."
"I really need to get going," I demurred weakly.
"It wasn't a question," she said, taking charge of my hand.
"But I need to get home," I explained, even as my pussy tingled with eagerness.
"To your husband?" she asked, her thumb gently caressing my hand.
"No, I'm not married."
"To your Mistress?" she questioned, leaving the store and pulling me along.
I followed nervously, knowing any resistance was futile, my curiosity about this ravishing redhead leading the way. I didn't answer her question and was led to her car. Once we were inside and she was driving, she continued her interrogation of me. "If I recall, you had a Mistress who made most of your decisions for you."
"That's true," I whispered.
"Is she younger?" Allison asked.
"Yes, Miss," I replied, hinting at my eagerness to obey her.
"Miss, I like that," she chuckled softly. "I'm guessing she's dominant and very aggressive."
"Yes, Miss, she expects utter obedience and enforces that with imaginative punishments."
"Mmmmmmm," she responded, although I couldn't tell what that mmmmmmm meant.
Silence lingered as we drove to a nearby suburb. She asked why I'd had a clearly used butt plug in my hand at the store, so I told her today's entire ordeal.
"Well, you really are an obedient little pet," she assessed, but said nothing else, leaving her intentions for me still a mystery.
Once we arrived at her house, she turned to me and said, "For the record, I'm not like your other Mistress. I won't berate or punish you, but I will expect complete obedience. Is that understood?"
"Yes, Miss," I responded, eager to please her.
Her smile widened as she chuckled, "I've just realized I don't know your name."
"It's Felicia," I offered, "Felicia Jefferson."
"Nice to meet you officially," she said, her hand on mine.
"And you as well," I agreed.
"Follow me," she ordered.
I got out of the car and followed her inside her home. Although I'm used to surprises, the last few months being one surprise after another, I still wasn't ready for what happened next.
"Hi, Mom," she greeted an older, slightly chubbier version of herself.
I froze, completely uncomfortable and embarrassed by my new situation. How much does her Mom know about her sex life? What role should I play?
"And who is our guest?" Allison's Mom asked.
"Oh, this is Felicia; she'll be the surprise present for Susan tonight," Allison informed her Mother, and in so doing revealed at least some of her intentions to me. Also, that I could relax since I'd just been casually outed as a submissive and her Mother didn't bat an eye.
Her Mother walked over and greeted me. "Hi, Felicia, I'm Corinne."
Acting nonchalant, I returned her friendliness. "It's nice to meet you, Corinne."
"Oh, the pleasure is all mine," she returned and let go of my hand, her smile unreadable.
"Mom, can you entertain my new pet while I go get changed for Le Chateau Club?" Allison requested, the word pet erasing any last pretense of normality in our relationship.
"Oh, that I can," she agreed, her tone implying something naughty, which had my cunt tingling with anticipation, my shame already subsiding.
Once Allison had disappeared, Corinne asked, "So how long have you known my daughter?"
I considered lying, but answered truthfully, "Well, she helped me at the store a while ago, and I bumped into her there again today."
"I see," she said, looking thoughtful.
"And you are obviously..." she paused, "...submissive?"
"Yes, Miss," I responded, attempting to speed up this little chess game we were playing.
"Hmmmm, Miss, that's a new one," she smiled, before asking, "Are you hungry?"
Her tone made it clear she was asking if I was hungry for pussy, and I didn't disappoint when I responded, "I'm famished, Miss."
I watched with eager anticipation as she unbuttoned her jeans and slipped out of them. She slipped off her panties as well and sat herself on a kitchen chair.
Needing no further instructions, being the good pet I'd been trained to be, I fell to my knees and crawled over to the sexy older redhead as her legs opened to show me she was a natural redhead when I reached her bouquet of hairy temptation. I didn't hesitate as I extended my tongue and began clearing a path to her fount of nectar through the forest of hair. Upon my making contact, Allison's Mom moaned, and I concentrated on bringing this stranger to orgasmic bliss. As I got her wet, her moans increased and she whispered, "Mmmmm, that feels so good, Felicia."
Not being verbally humiliated while performing an act of submission was a surprising change; it seemed oddly wrong after my being programmed, almost brainwashed, into considering myself as just a servant of pleasure, and not a person with feelings. I don't know if it was because I'd become that good at doing this or she was that horny, but in less than five minutes her legs tightened around me, she pulled my head deeper into her pussy and she came. I continued lapping up her juices as the orgasm spread through her until she pushed me away. I watched from my submissive position as the pleasure I'd brought her coursed through her body. Once she was content, she opened her eyes and apologized, "Sorry for pushing you away, but as soon as my orgasm is triggered, my loins get extra sensitive."
"No worries, Miss," I smiled up at her, licking up the lingering taste of her pussy from my lips.
She got up and went to the fridge, returning with a lengthy cucumber. She pulled me up onto the chair and fell to her knees between my white-stocking-clad legs. Without a word, she returned the favor, gently licking my already glistening pussy lips. She swirled her tongue around my clit, making my legs involuntarily flinch with each concentrated flick of her tongue. My breathing began to get heavy as my orgasm began to build.
She asked, "Would you like me to fuck you, sweetheart?"
Being called sweetheart was a surprise and I responded hungrily, "Desperately."
Reaching for the long green fuck-stick, she began to rub it up and down my pussy lips, slowly teasing me.
I whimpered, "Please fuck me, Miss."
Unlike other people who would ignore all my pleas, she obliged, sliding the lengthy green vegetable inside my wanton cunt while she took my clit into her mouth. This slow pace, this constant tease, was the polar opposite of the hardcore fucking and humiliation I was accustomed to. My orgasm just simmered, begging to be released yet never quite bubbling over. My frustration at not coming was building when Corinne surprised me by slipping a finger in my ass. My eyes went wide at the unexpected invasion, and my cunt clenched around the cucumber.
"Come for me, baby," she purred. It was the final push and the permission I needed, and my orgasm exploded out of me like a volcano, hot and fast. Her mouth never left my clit, and the cucumber never slowed down throughout my orgasm.
As the orgasm subsided, I heard Allison break the silence, "I see my Mother has been a good host."
I opened my eyes and smiled, "The best." Allison was wearing a black leather skirt, matching stockings and heels, and a blue blouse. She looked absolutely delicious.
Corinne stood up and pulled the cucumber out of my well fucked cunt. Her smile was sincere as she offered, "Felicia, please feel free to come and visit anytime you wish."
"Why thank you Corinne, I may very well take you up on that offer."
"You'd better," she threatened playfully.
Five minutes later I was back in Allison's car as she explained, "Since Dad died a couple of years ago, Mom has been very lonely. Searching her computer files one day, I noticed she liked to read lesbian porn, so one day I had our neighbor, a lover of mine but not a sub, come over and seduce her. Mom became addicted to pussy, and although the neighbor has since moved, she's often looking for new lovers. I don't know how you feel about incest and I'm not asking, but we don't swing that way and she doesn't get out much, so new friends are greatly appreciated."
"Oh," I said, "she's a very beautiful woman."
"I hope so, I look just like her," Allison smiled.
"That you do," I concurred.
"So don't be afraid to take her up on her offer, it was sincere."
"Oh, I plan to," I promised, my intent being true.
"And it can be more than just fucking each other," Allison added.
"I can always use a friend, truthfully I have very few," I realized, having never really considered friends overly important, my job always being my primary focus.
"Well trust me, she's an amazing person and friend," Allison said, her hand falling onto my leg. "But enough about my Mother, and on to tonight's fun."
"Which is?" I asked.
"Well, it's Susan's twenty-first birthday today and we're taking her to the best club in town, Le Chateau Club. Have you heard of it?"
"No," I replied, being light years away from any club life; actually I was never attracted to club life.
"Well, it's an upscale lesbian club where truthfully, anything is possible," Allison smiled, adding, "an exclusive club where what happens in the club, stays in the club."
"Anything?" I repeated, wondering what that entailed after my last couple of months.
"You'll see," she smiled deviously. "Susan is my sub, and I wasn't sure what to get her for her birthday, but her own pet for a night is the perfect present, don't you think?"
"It's a rather unorthodox present," I remarked.
"That it is," Allison smiled, her hand slyly going under my dress. "Just so you know, Susan is a very shy girl and has never been in charge before, so this should be entertaining."
"How so?" I asked.
"Well, I'm not sure she'll even know what to do with you," Allison answered, as she pulled into the club's large parking lot.
Trying to be sexy and flirtatious, I cooed, "But I bet you'd know what to do with me."
"On that note," she smiled, her hand left my leg and went into her purse. "I brought you a present."
"You did?" I asked, shocked at getting a present from anyone, especially from a sophisticated Domme like Allison.
"I did," she smiled, pulling a set of nipple clamps from her purse. "I recall you seemed to like these in the store."
"Oh my," I replied.
Our parking spot was slightly secluded but not completely, but I sat subserviently as the beautiful redhead unbuckled my seatbelt, pulled my dress up and in lightning speed, applied the nipple clamps to my stiff nipples. Just as quickly my dress was once again covering my body parts, and I was being led by the hand out of the car and into a lesbian club.
I tried to avoid eye contact with everyone as I was led through a crowd and to a secluded table at the back of the bar where two other girls were waiting. Allison introduced me, first to a fake blonde with I assumed fake tits, "Jayde this is Felicia, Felicia this is Jayde."
"Nice to meet you, Miss," I replied, keeping up my submissive persona.
"Miss," she laughed, choking on her drink. "Where did you find this one?"
I could immediately tell that Jayde was a dominant as well. But Allison gave her a look that shut her up, telling me the chain of command in this group, and she introduced me to the petite brunette. "And Felicia, this is the birthday girl, Susan."
"Happy birthday Miss, it's a pleasure to meet you," I offered, approaching her and surprising everyone by going to my knees.
Susan looked confused and looked to her Mistress for help. Allison said, "Surprise! Felicia is your birthday present: your very own sub for the night."
"Really?" the adorably shy birthday girl asked, amazed by the gift.
"Really, really," Allison joked with a wide grin, "she's unconditionally yours for the night."
Susan looked down at me, clearly out of her comfort zone. She was used to being the sub and unsure how even to begin switching roles.
Trying to put her at her ease, I offered, "Mistress, how may I serve you? I'll happily do anything you wish."
Her face flushed and she again looked for Allison for help.
Jayde said, "Make her eat your cunt, birthday girl."
Allison shrugged, "That isn't a bad idea, my pet."
Susan looked down at me again and opened her mouth to speak. "Um, would you even do that?"
Desperate to help her out and to taste her because she reminded me so much of the darling Emily, I asked, "Mistress, would you like me to crawl under the table and lick your pussy? Please tell me I may."
Her face went even redder, but she stammered, "Y-y-yes, p-please."
I began to move into position, but Allison stopped me with an extended palm. "My pet, I think you can do better than that. Give your new pet an order."
It was fascinating to see how quickly Susan gained confidence as soon as she herself was given an order. Looking at me, unashamedly this time, she ordered, "Pet, crawl under the table and lick each one of us."
"Yes, Mistress, as you please," I replied, excited not only to taste her, but Allison as well... Jayde less, but a cunt was a cunt. I crawled under the table and between the legs of the birthday girl. I tugged on her panties, she raised her hips, and I pulled them down her tanned legs. I repositioned myself to get comfortable and leaned forward. As my tongue touched her trimmed pussy, she flinched slightly. Wanting to be a good sub, I took my time, allowing the orgasm to build slowly, which in turn would bring about a greater climax. Eventually when I could tell she was close, I took her clit into my mouth and smiled as I was rewarded with an abundance of pussy juice.
No sooner had I finished my first pussy of the evening than I heard fingers snapping and Jayde demand, "Get to work over here, slut."
Allison snapped, "Treat Felicia with respect, or you will be the one under the table."
Jayde's tone changed to conciliatory, "I'm sorry, Allison." I watched, intrigued by the faceoff of Domme vs Domme, where Allison was clearly in charge.
I ended the tense situation between the two as I crawled between the blonde's legs. Her panties were already off, so I went straight to work. Not caring about impressing her, I ignored the subtleties of pleasure I'd learned for pleasing someone and for releasing great orgasms inside them, and instead gave her a brusque no-frills pussy-pleasing. Unlike the fifteen minutes give or take it had taken me to get Susan off, I was getting Jayde off in less than five.
Once her orgasm was done, I eagerly moved to the third and final pussy... Allison's. Allison opened her legs for me and although it was rather dark under the table, I learned she was wearing pantyhose with a hole in just the right spot. Her pussy, completely shaved, was already wet when my tongue made contact. Like Madison's, Allison's cunt had a subtle sweetness that was addictive from the first taste. Like my treatment of Susan's sweet little cunt, I spent my time between Allison's legs. I roamed freely, exploring every millilitre of her nectar. I teased her pussy at a snail's pace, lavishly enjoying this chance to dine on perfection and to do it my way.



Allison's hands played softly in my hair, making this intimate interlude even sweeter. I wanted nothing more than to give this beautiful, radiant redhead the most earth-shattering, body-quaking orgasm of her young life.
Ten minutes became fifteen, which then became twenty before Allison gently pulled my head deeper into her oasis of sweetness, a subtle instruction that of course I obeyed. My fingers penetrated her pussy while my mouth nibbled on her clit. Slow at first and then more quickly, I nodded my head up and down, painting her pussy with my paintbrush tongue. My head was pulled in once again, my tongue reaching deep inside her, and she gently rubbed her pussy on my face, slyly fucking herself. I extended my tongue as far as I could and allowed the beautiful goddess to get herself off on my tongue and my face.
Both excited to get her off and taste the river of juice that coated my lips, tongue and face and disappointed to know this special moment of sweet intimacy was almost done, I continued to lap her juices until she pushed me away, just like her Mother had done earlier. I watched as her body continually shivered, the orgasm I gave her seemingly never ending.
Both excited to get her off and to taste the river of juice coating my lips, tongue and face, but disappointed to know this special moment of sweet intimacy was almost over, I continued to lap her juices until she pushed me away, just like her Mother had done earlier. I watched as her body shivered and shivered, the orgasm I'd given her seemingly never ending.
Finally, and surprisingly, it was Susan who ordered, "Felicia, please join us."
I peeked out from beneath the table, and crawled out and sat between Jayde and Susan. How much I'd changed! I hadn't been remotely embarrassed to be under the table servicing three much younger women, yet now sitting with them as if we were equals, I was nervous and shy.
Allison suggested, "Let's dance."
Susan surprised me by taking my hand and leading me into the throngs of lesbian woman of all ages, races and sizes. The next two hours were a blur of dancing, shot taking and flirting. My pussy was on fire and desperately in need of release, when nature finally called.
I asked, "Mistress, may I go the washroom?"
Susan, who seemed to be getting more accustomed to being in control, gave me permission.
Allison warned, "Watch out, there are a lot of predators lurking."
I went into the bathroom, hoping both to tinkle and get myself off, until I remembered the rule about permission. I sighed and was surprised to see a queue for one of the stalls while two others were obviously available.
I asked a tall Mexican girl, "Why the line?"
"For Big Rosie," she explained as if it were obvious.
"Who's Big Rosie?"
"The best tasting pussy in the greater Boston area," she said.
"You're all waiting in line to eat out a woman?" I asked, once again surprised.
"Yes," she replied, not even remotely embarrassed.
I was curious, yet nature called, and I scurried into the stall beside the line. I sat down and was peeing instantly. The moans in the adjacent stall distracted me and I noticed a peephole. I knew I shouldn't, but I had to. I leaned toward the hole and saw a chubby black woman as dark as I was, with her legs wide open and a woman at least in her sixties lapping away. It was so naughty, so taboo and yet so hot, I felt my pussy tingling. Wanting to come, I decided to take action myself. I got out of the stall, washed my hands and becoming aggressive for a change, I grabbed the hands of a petite Asian, and assuming she'd be submissive like many Asians, led her into an open stall. Without a word, I guided her down to her knees and offered my very damp pussy to her. She looked up and I ordered, "Lick my black pussy."
The order was all the guidance she needed, and she very willingly leaned forward and began licking. Her tongue did wonders on my cunt, as she licked up and down for a while and then would shake her head gently from side to side, a weird yet sweet sensation. After only a couple minutes I was getting close and I asked, "May I come?"
She looked up, confused.
I ordered, "Tell me to come."
Still confused, she said, more a question than an order, "Come, Ma'am?"
Close enough! I pulled her head deep into my heated cunt and as her tongue did a full assault on my clit, I exploded all over her. Once my orgasm finished its course, I was exhausted and I pulled up the unknown pussy-pleaser and kissed her, tasting my own juices.
She kissed me back and said, "Thank you, Ma'am."
I thought it absurd for her to be thanking me, but I replied, "You're welcome. You have a great tongue."
"Thanks," she smiled and left the stall.
I composed myself, left the stall myself, smiled smugly at the two coeds staring at me and glanced at the line that was now four women long. I was curious, how good could she taste? I considered joining the line, but I knew now wasn't the time.
I returned to the table where only Allison remained.
Allison's tone was accusatory. "You were gone a while."
"Yes, Miss," I replied.
"And?"
"I saw Big Rosie and it got me so hot that I pulled some stranger into a stall to please me," I admitted.
"Impressive, I didn't know you had that in you," she smiled before asking, "Was the line for Big Rosie very long?"
"Four deep," I replied, before adding, "seems a little crazy."
"Really?" Allison asked, pointing out, "You have your own Mistress and I'm sure you've done things for her that were far more outrageous than standing in a queue."
"Touché," I agreed, "but is Rosie that good?"
"It's indescribable how amazing her taste is," Allison explained, letting out a very soft moan. "You'll have to try her."
Out of the blue, Susan, who I learned was under the table pleasuring her Mistress, receiving her real birthday present I assumed, ordered, "Do it now, Felicia. Go please Big Rosie."
I was surprised, but replied obediently, "Yes, Mistress." I returned to the bathroom and to the line that was now only three deep. I lowered my head and waited my turn. Part of me was excited, curious at how good one would have to taste to warrant a line, while another part of me was humiliated to be publicly waiting in line to eat some stranger's pussy. Yet, after all the sins I'd committed recently, this one seemed rather tame in comparison.

During the next half hour I heard screams of pleasure, simmering moans and nasty talk, and I saw the glistening faces of three other women. At last it was my turn, when the older woman who'd been in front of me emerged for her walk of shame, avoiding eye contact with anyone.
Once I was in the stall, I was greeted, "Ahhhh, a first-timer."
"Yes, Miss," I acknowledged, dropping to my knees.
"Aren't you eager?" she teased, as I stared avidly at her fat pussy lips and swollen clit.
"Yes, Miss, I am," I replied, waiting for permission, her scent drawing me in.
"Go ahead, my dear, have a taste," she offered, adding, "you're clearly hungry."
And I was. I leaned forward, extended my tongue and tasted the promised perfection. I can't even begin to explain the taste. It was a mixture of all the sweetest tastes I'd ever tasted all mixed into one. It was like she'd found the secret recipe and was offering it to all who wanted a taste. For several minutes I just lavishly enjoyed the taste, in no hurry to leave my submissive position on my knees.
Suddenly she snapped, "I know you could sit there on your knees forever like the eager cunt-pleaser you are, but I have others waiting, too. Now get me off, Nigger."
Being called a Nigger by a fellow black woman was substantially less humiliating, even though I would never have used the word before my downfall. I took her clit into my mouth and began moving my head sideways as my tongue simultaneously swirled around it. I got the reaction I expected as Big Rosie's moans increased, and within a couple of minutes I was rewarded with the champagne of pussy juice. I drank it up like it was wine until her orgasm was done.
She pushed my head back gently and said, "That was very good, my girl; I hope to see you again."
Standing up, my knees sore, I replied, "Oh, I imagine I'll be back often, Miss."
"You do that," she smiled, and I opened the door for my own walk of shame.
Once I was out of the stall, I saw three more women in line, including Jayde. I returned to our table where only Allison was still sitting.
"Well?" she asked.
"Wow," was all I said.
"I know," she smiled, "I've seen many a straight girl become a raving dyke after just one evening at this club and one taste of Big Rosie."
"I can't even begin to describe it," I offered.
"Can you imagine if that could be sold? Every woman in the world would become a dyke, and the population explosion would become a thing of the past."
I laughed before asking, "Where's my Mistress for the day?"
"I sent her home. Although she appreciated my gift, she was clearly uncomfortable being in charge."
"I hope it wasn't because of me," I said, worried I'd been a disappointment.
"Oh no, my dear, she really is only a sub, and doesn't have a Domme bone in her body. Even just sending you to Big Rosie was hard for her, but it was her way out."
"Okay," I said, trying to stifle a yawn, exhausted.
"I'm going to Susan's to give her the rest of her birthday present," she smiled, "me."
I responded, "I can't think of a better present."
"I'll drive you back to your car," she offered.
"That would be great," I said.
Half an hour later, in the parking lot of the mall, Allison stripped off my dress, pulled on the chain connecting the nipple clamps to my tits and drew me down to her delicious cunt. I had one final taste of Allison's perfection while my tits burned, as Allison never released the chain. After she came, we swapped cell numbers and she gave me her Mom's number, too. The thought of sex without humiliation was an appealing option, one I would use all summer while the kids and Mistress Madison were gone (Mistress and Nicole travelled to Europe for the summer, while Nicholas did a month-long road trip with his buddies).
Yet, by the end of summer, I realized something about myself. I enjoyed submitting to Allison and the sex with Corinne was amazing, yet something was missing. My orgasms were harder to achieve, and they lacked the powerful body-numbing explosiveness of the ones I had when I was being used by Madison or Nicole.
It wasn't until Madison arrived home and dominated me in front of my daughter and three of her friends, hurling abuse at me the entire time, that I realized what the problem was. I could only reach true sexual fulfillment when I was being treated like a slut. Both Allison and Corinne treated me with respect and compassion and for some reason, no matter how much I wished it weren't true, I needed to be treated like a slut, a slave, a submissive.
It was then that I knew exactly what I had to do.
40. EPILOGUE
Attempting to live a dual life of both Professor and slave was exhausting and stressful, and once the fall semester was over, I resigned from my teaching position.
In the fall, Nicole began college and joined Madison's Delta Kappa Pi sorority, while Nicholas went to a larger college a few hours away on a football scholarship. In January I sold the house, all my possessions, and got a new job as the slave of Delta Kappa Pi. I was a full-time live-in maid who cooked, cleaned and provided any required sexual activities. Every day I spent the night with a different sorority sister, and when I wasn't needed, I slept in the basement on a cot. I had no possessions and relied on the sorority to clothe (as much as I needed) and feed me.
In retrospect, I can barely remember the life I used to have, and I'm sure that in time the former me will be erased from existence, totally forgotten, and the only part of me that will remain is the mindless sex puppet that Madison has turned me into.
The sooner the last remnants of my past are gone, the better; the sooner I can forget my old life, the sooner I can become the perfect slave.
"Nigger, get in here and eat my cunt, Mommy," Nicole, my almost Caucasian daughter, called out.
I immediately crawled into her sorority room. Her roommate was also on the bed being pleased by Nicole. I crawled onto the bed and began lapping at my daughter's cunt, one of the greater than one hundred Mistresses I now pleased.
My mind already programmed for instant obedience, I felt the very last remaining memory of the past fade, as I became the mindless puppet I was ALWAYS meant to be.
The end...
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COCKSUCKING COLLEGE SISTER: FUCKED
The next few hours were excruciating. I desperately wanted to attempt to deflower my sister, yet I had to wait. Celebrating my parents` 25th anniversary was fun. I especially enjoyed giving a speech called "Ten things you don't know about my parents!", but pretending to be civil to a bunch of relatives we usually only see at funerals and weddings was grating my nerves. Every once in a while, my sister and I would make eye contact and her face would flush. There was no doubt she was mine; the question was how to finish the play.
It was after supper when I finally had a brief moment of alone time with Lilly.
Surprising me, it was she who went on the offensive. "As soon as the dance gets underway, I will be going to the wine cellar."
Before I could respond, she was gone and I had to adjust my growing cock in my pants. From opposite ends, we watched our parents dance to their wedding song and then throughout the mother-son and father-daughter dances, we continued to give each other knowing, teasing glances. The sexual tension was bubbling to the surface, and I was worried if the guests watching us could see the raw desire we both had. My stiff cock, unable to be released, actually poked my Mom briefly and it was my turn to go bright red.
My Mom quipped, "Oh my Anthony, who are you checking out?"
I stammered, "I-I-I'm sorry Mom."
She chuckled softly. "It's OK, son, I`m glad you're young and virile. Plus, grandchildren would be nice."
Hearing my Mom talk so casually about sex, I briefly wondered about the odds of getting her in the horizontal mambo. My Mom was still a very beautiful woman, although she never completely lost the baby weight from her pregnancies, and the reason for my pantyhose fetish. I grew up seeing her wearing them every day and spent many hours staring at her stocking-clad feet. I spent just as many hours stroking my cock thinking of fucking my mother. Attempting to maybe, just maybe, plant a seed that probably wouldn't grow, I smiled, "Mom, I wasn't looking at anyone else, I was just enjoying the company of my beautiful mother."
My Mom's face flushed and she couldn't resist breaking out a shy smile, the kind I often have seen when I laid on the charm to some unsuspecting, or in truth sometimes expecting, prey I was hoping to score with. I waited for her to say something, but she broke eye contact and the moment was gone. I did make sure on a couple of more occasions throughout the dance to make my manhood's presence known. When the song was done, attempting to leave one more tiny sprinkle of subtlety, I hugged her tightly, letting my nine-inch cock rest against her. While in the brief embrace, I made sure to pulse my cock, so she felt the entire length of my cock...as I hoped curiosity would get the better of my mom. I kissed her on the cheek and whispered, "I love you, Mom."
She whimpered, clearly distracted by my touch and hard member, her eyes unreadable, "I-I-I love you too, son."
The brief embrace ended and only she and I knew of the sexual undertones that resonated between us while others looked on.
I returned her to Dad, gave him a sturdy hand shake and a quick man hug that included the traditional patting on the back. They were quickly pulled into a big circle dance and I scanned for my sister, who was nowhere to be found. My cock leading the way, I swerved my way through the swarm of guests and made it to our rendezvous, a hungry scavenger.
Disappointingly, Lilly was not there yet. My raging hard-on was highly frustrated. The whole day's build up was about to burst, especially after the hot encounter with my Mom. If I didn't shoot my load soon I would burst like the Hoover Dam.
I waited a few minutes before my pretty sister arrived, closing the door. The shy, nervous and insecure woman from earlier was gone and replaced with a lustful hunger, like a hunter searching for prey. She walked to me, fell to her knees, quickly unzipping my pants, unbuckling my belt and pulling out my fully erect cock. I couldn't believe her next words, "I have been craving this all day."
Before I could even attempt some sort of quick-witted comment she devoured my cock whole. I don't know how she did it, but while deep-throating me and bobbing back and forth with slut-like speed, she also created a whirlwind of saliva that made my cock feel like it was in a Jacuzzi. Clearly hungry for my cum she never once slowed down, never once stopped and in less than five minutes I was coating my sister's throat with my cum. Like the expert cocksucker she was, she never slowed down as my excessive load exploded in her mouth. She didn't stop until every last drop of my cum had been captured and savored, before she stood back up and admitted, "I can't get enough of that."
"I am always willing to share with you," I quipped back.
"But you are my brother," she sighed, frustrated it seemed by the fact that she craved her sibling's cum.
I shrugged, and admitted trying to soften her up for my long term goal, her virginity, but also to comfort her and me. "Lilly, many siblings experiment with each other. And wouldn't you rather experiment with someone you love than random strangers?"
"I suppose," she wavered, desperately wanting permission to continue to do what we had just started to do.
I looked into her eyes, saw into her soul, her anxiety, her desire, and said sincerely, saying to a woman and meaning it for the first time ever, "I love you, Lilly."
She smiled back, a heavy burden seemingly lifted from her shoulders, "I love you, too, Anthony."
I kissed her gently, like lovers do. At first it was tentative and slightly awkward, but as the incest taboo faded from our minds...carnal lust emerged. Our tongues danced in each other's mouths and the longer the kiss lasted the more passionate the kiss became. Finally, I broke it and said, "I want to make love to you, baby sis."
She was startled by my declaration and looked down, again shy and nervous. "I don't know, Anthony. What we are doing is pretty crazy, but actually having sex seems to cross a line."
I kissed her neck, and whispered, "If you think what I did to you earlier felt amazing, wait until I make love to you."
Her moans increased and I could tell I had her considering my taboo offer when someone tried to open the door.
Lilly went pale as a ghost and I, very good at improvising, suggested, "Don't panic. We will open the door and if whoever it is we just say we were having a private conversation and needed somewhere quiet. No one is going to remotely think that you and I, polar opposites and siblings, were doing anything remotely inappropriate."
"Good call," Lilly said, realizing my logic was right.
I opened the door and it was Mom, with a strange look on her face like she knew exactly what we were doing. She said, "I was wondering where you two were."
I covered, "Oh, just getting away from the chaos for a bit and helping Lilly with a problem she is having."
Mom looked to Lilly, again with a smile that wasn't Mom, "Maybe I can help. What is it, dear?"
I smiled at the hilarious offer Mom just unknowingly offered, while Lilly, who apparently had no poker face, went pale again. She stammered, "Oh, oh, oh, um, just boy trouble."
Mom laughed, "And you asked Anthony? That is like asking Stalin how to show compassion."
"Hey," I shot back, "did you just compare your only son to a ruthless dictator who killed millions of people?"
"Well, when you put it that way it sounds pretty cold. But you are hardly the sensitive type that someone like Lilly would date."
That assessment would have been true until the last twenty-four hours, yet something in me had changed and I could not explain it. But hiding the new me, I shrugged, "Yeah, you are probably right."
I left my two sexy family members alone, my head actually imagining a threesome where my sexy sister and my beautiful mother were entwined in a sweet, slow, simmering sixty-nine while I watched. I shook my head and tried to plan how I was going to get with my sister again.
I returned to the party, grabbed a drink and just sat back and relaxed. A few minutes later Lilly returned to the party, but went in the opposite direction. The next couple of hours were sheer torture as the only thought in my head was deflowering my sister. I didn't want to fuck her though, I wanted to make love to her; to show her how great sex could be.
It was almost midnight when my adorable sister grabbed my hand and pulled me onto the dance floor for a slow song. As we danced, my sister said, "I can't believe Mom almost caught us."
I replied, determined to keep her calm, "But she didn't, Lilly. And she has no clue of what we have done or what we are about to do."
"Oh, Anthony," she replied, her tone implying her conflicting emotions. "I always wanted my first to be special."
I smiled at her old-fashioned values and her sincerity, all the while noticing the irony considering she had blown so many random strangers. "Lilly, there is nothing more special than making love to someone you love and who loves you back. I wish I had a sweet DeLorean to go back in time and lose my virginity to someone I loved instead of Mrs. Parker."
"Mrs. Parker," Lilly gasped. "She is in her sixties."
I lost my virginity to our neighbor after mowing her lawn one afternoon. She was a still pretty, albeit chubby woman, in her late fifties, and I ended up mowing her personal lawn too. "She was 58 thank you very much and smelled like Bengay. I still have nightmares and I have been in Afghanistan."
She laughed, before anxiety returned. "I just don't know."
The song was ending and I decided to take a chance and be slightly aggressive, playing I hoped on my sister's submissive eagerness to please. I leaned into her ear, making sure my hot breath was bathing her ear. "Our parents' room has a lock on it. I expect you there in five minutes, Lilly." I bit her ear playfully and subtly, and smiled in my head when I heard a soft moan escape her lips.
Before she could respond, I left her on the dance floor and never turned back.
I went to the washroom, cleaned up a bit and headed to my parents' room. Once inside, I waited to see if my aggressive plan would pay off. As expected, Lilly obeyed my instructions and met me in our parents' room. She was nowhere near as confident as she was a couple of hours ago when she devoured me whole with such reckless abandon.
Taking charge, I went behind her and locked the door. Once locked, I put my arms around her from behind and gently kissed the back of her neck. She was stiff as a board at first, but she slowly weakened as my hot breath teased the back of her neck. She weakly protested, "Anthony, this is wrong."
I unzipped her dress slowly as I whispered, "Lilly, I know a part of you is scared, yet the fact that you are here meeting me tells me deep down in your subconscious you want me as much as I want you." She didn't respond when I slipped the dress off her shoulders and allowed it to fall haphazardly onto the floor. I could see her shiver, so I spun her around and pulled her into me and began kissing her gently. Her already weak resolve melted away as she returned my kiss. Our tongues danced inside each other's mouth as we forgot about our shared genes and became the sexual beings we were. Controlling the situation, I broke the kiss and went to her ear and splattered gentle kisses all over. Her breathing began to increase and I took her hand and led her to the king-sized bed.
She followed and when we reached the bed, she surprised me by pushing me onto it. The look of hunger in her eyes returned like it had in the wine cellar and I realized that once her switch was flipped on she was good to go. She climbed onto me and kissed me while unbuttoning my shirt. It was my turn to let out soft moans of sensation as he splattered my body with kisses. Once she had my shirt open she sucked on my nipple, bringing me a pleasure I had never felt before. Man, she had a way with her mouth and tongue. A couple of minutes of this concentrated teasing and I was ready to burst at the seams.
I flipped her over and returned the favor, spending an eternity teasing her hard nipples. Her moans increased exponentially and I heard the words I had been wanting to hear all day. "Anthony," she moaned, the tremble in her voice implying both excitement and nervousness, "please make love to me."
If any other girl had ever said such words I would have bolted instantly, as I was not one for such sentimentality, yet coming from my beautiful, shy, sweet sister, it was music to my ears. I looked into her eyes and asked, wanting to make sure it wasn't a moment of weakness, "Are you sure, Lilly?"
Her carnal desires taking over, she pleaded, "Now Anthony, fuck me now."
I moved between her legs and rubbed my cock up and down her slippery slit. Although she liked to tease while she had a cock in her mouth, she didn't like being teased herself. She begged, clearly frustrated by my teasing, "Put it in, please Anthony, I need you in me now."
No longer able to resist my sister's burning inferno, I leaned forward and my cock easily slipped between her wet pussy lips. Once deep inside, I savored the reality of what was happening. Lilly's pussy was so hot and tight, just like her mouth. But unlike when her mouth was wrapped around my cock, this time I was in control.
I stared at her face, her eyes closed but her trembling lips speaking volumes. I leaned forward and kissed her like we were two lovers, not two siblings. She opened her mouth and our tongues spun around each other as I slowly began to make love to her. I wanted this moment of intimacy to last forever. I wanted her to never regret her first time. A couple of minutes into the flow pace, she broke the kiss and moaned gently, "Faster Anthony, please, faster."
I obliged her request, pumping in and out of her faster, although not at full speed. Her moans increased exponentially and her faced bloomed a radiant red. Her eyes never opened as she seemed to allow her body to just relax and enjoy the crests of pleasure I was bringing her. Time stood still for both of us and I couldn't tell you how long I made love to her in the missionary position before I felt my leg cramping up. I pulled out of her and she opened her eyes for the first time since we began making love and whined, her desperation to come obvious, "Noooooooooo, Anthony, I am so close."
Without a word, I rolled her onto her side, spooned her to me and slid easily back inside her perfect pussy. From this tight enclosed position, my arm wrapped around and cupping her perky breasts, I shifted from making love to her, to full throttle fucking. I pistoned in and out of her, slamming into her ass cheeks with each full deep thrust. Her moans of ecstasy began to become screams of sexual release and in only a couple of minutes of this intense fucking she began bucking her ass to meet my thrusts and was making the sexiest whimpers, moans and screams I have ever heard until she finally bellowed, loud enough I was worried others would hear if they were in the house, "Fuuuuuuuuuuck, I'm coming, don't stop, baby, yeeeeeeeees!"
Being called baby, an intimate term of loving endearment, warmed me inside as I continued to fuck my sexy sister. Feeling her pussy twitch and tighten around my cock, followed by the explosion of her cum, was too much for me and I returned the favor shooting my cum inside her.
"Oh God, oh God, oh, oh, oh," she screamed, unable to complete a full sentence as her first orgasm from being fucked continued to pulse through her body. Her ass kept bouncing back onto my cock and it was then I learned my sister could have multiple orgasms. As the first orgasm had run its course through my sister, a second one was already building. Her body was a machine built for pleasure for her and me, as our lengthy love making session continued. Like Lilly's hungry appetite for a cock in her mouth, once she felt the pleasure of a cock in her pussy she was addicted. Our bodies were dripping with perspiration as she continued to fuck herself on my cock, desperately trying to recreate the orgasm she just had.
Noticing that she was close again and getting frustrated at not being able to bring the tidal wave of pleasure come crashing down again, I moved my hand down and began gently tapping on her clit.
Her moans increased instantly and after only a few taps, she demanded, her tone one bordering on psychotic, "Harder, Anthony, spank it harder."
I again obliged her request and it was the final push needed for my beautiful sister to scream, "Yeeeeeeeees, baby, more, more, fuuuuuuuuck!"
Her second orgasm in a matter of minutes quaked her very being and I allowed my cock to just lie deep in her as the second smaller, but clearly satisfying orgasm made its way through her. I gently kissed her back and allowed my free hand to gently caress her body.
Eventually, Lilly rolled over, my cock sadly leaving the oasis of pleasure, and looked into my eyes. Her hair was tangled, her cheeks red, her makeup messy and I thought it was the most beautiful look I had ever seen. I can't explain it, but she looked so beautiful and innocent, even after what we had just done, her perfectly satisfied after sex glow radiating like none I had ever seen before.
Usually, once I had done the deed, I wanted to get up and bolt. I wasn't a cuddler or a talker. Yet, it was I who spoke first. "Lilly, you are so beautiful, so perfect in every way."
Her glow remained, and she joked, something she didn't do very often, "You aren't too bad yourself, big brother."
Always one for quick-witted banter, I quipped, fluttering my eyes like I was the girl and she the man, "Oh, you know just the right words to say."
She playfully slapped me, before her playful expression shifted to concern. "I can't believe we just did that."
"Me either," I responded, actually still coming to grips with making my fantasy a reality.
"Now what?" she asked, her eyes desperately looking for comfort.
I leaned in and kissed her softly. "Lilly, this is our little secret. I hope it is not a one time thing, but that is up to you."
"But what we did is so wrong," she fretted, the reality of what we did settling in.
"Is it?" I asked, not sure I bought into the 'incest is wrong' philosophy anymore.
"Isn't it?" she countered.
"Based on society, yes, based on how much I care for you and how great what we just did felt, I have to respectfully disagree," I countered.
"It was amazing," she smiled.
"That it was, and I am not lying or trying to woo you when I say that being with you has been the greatest sexual experience of my life and I have a fair amount of experience."
"So I sleep around I am a slut, you do and you are a stud," she sighed.
"Unfair stereotypes but how society, sees it," I agreed, before adding, "just like incest I suppose."
Lilly looked at the clock and panicked, "Oh my God, how long have we been gone?"
"An hour or so," I estimated.
Lilly frantically got up and started getting dressed.
I suggested, "Make sure you fix your hair or people will think you disappeared for a quickie."



She looked in the mirror and gasped, "Holy crap." She began to fix her hair while I stretched and slowly got dressed.
Once both of us looked respectable, I kissed her one last time and looked into her eyes and said sincerely, meaning every word, "Lilly, I love you and regardless of whether we do this again, which I hope we do, I will always respect you for the sweet, kind-hearted and sexy woman you are."
Lilly smiled and replied, "I love you too."
"And I hope this is just the beginning, Lilly," I added, my voice soft and tender.
We returned to the party, which hadn't began to slow down even though it was after one and I sat at a table with two open but completely full bottles of wine. I poured myself a glass and relaxed.
A few minutes and a full glass later, Mom joined me at a table and startled me when her hand fell onto my knee.
I looked at her and she smiled, and I noticed for the first time how Mom and Lilly had the same sweet smile. She asked, "Enjoying the party?"
"Very much so," I answered, although she would never guess why.
"Good," she said, "you seemed to disappear for a while."
I shrugged, "Oh, I was around."
Out of the blue, she asked the oddest question. "Remember a couple summers ago when someone tried to break into the house?"
"Yeah," I said, surprised by the question, but remembering more how freaked out it made my mother. "It freaked you out big time."
"Yes it did. It freaked me out so much we got a whole new security system," she added.
"And the German Shepherd," I added, not yet catching on to where my mother was going with this.
"Yes, and Sisco," she smiled, before adding, "Well, after that I made your Father also put video cameras everywhere," she revealed. She waited for me to connect the dots and my mouth dropped open. Her smile got bigger and her hand seemed to move just slightly up my leg as she added, "We even have one in the wine cellar and our bedroom."
My eyes went big; Mom must have seen what her son and daughter had done.
I was speechless. Mom's smile was not one of disappointment or disgust, but if I was reading it right, it was one of lust, the exact same look Lilly had not once, not twice, but three times today. Silence lingered as she allowed me to process this bombshell and I tried to find a way to explain what Lilly and I had done.
Was Mom hitting on me? Her hand on my leg and the thought that she might be had my cock already on the rise again.
Finally, I went to speak, but Mom's finger went to my lips as her other hand reached my cock. "Let's dance," she ordered, giving my cock a solid squeeze and pulling me up from my chair.
A slow song played, Air Supply's 'Making Love Out of Nothing At All', and she pulled herself into me and asked the question every son dreams his mother will ask him at one point in their lives, "So Anthony, do you want to fuck Mommy?"
The end



        Pet Teacher: Lesbian Toy Party

        Teacher pet's final task is to be used to experiment toys.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/pet-teacher-lesbian-toy-party

Title: Pet Teacher: Lesbian Toy Party

Author: silkstockingslover

Category: Lesbian Sex

Description: Teacher pet's final task is to be used to experiment toys.

Tags: lesbian, student, teacher, submissive, stockings, toys, orgy, anal, strap-on, submission

Series: Pet Teacher


PET TEACHER: Lesbian Toy Party
Note 1: Although not absolutely necessary, I recommend you read the first three parts first: Pet Teacher, Pet Teacher: Five Tasks, and Pet Teacher: Lesbian Club. If time does not permit, here is a very, very brief primer. A teacher is seduced by an eighteen year old student and after submitting to her she is forced to complete seven tasks to prove herself worthy of being a pet...this episode is the seventh and final task.
Note 2: A special thanks goes to Estragon for his copy-editing and support and to LaRascasse for plot suggestions.
A FEW DAYS LATER...WEDNESDAY
Julie was absent on Monday and Tuesday, which greatly increased my anxiety, as it was now Wednesday, the day that I was supposed to complete my final task.
Julie walked into class with Beth a couple of minutes after the bell, and closed the door. Her sweet but naughty smile returned, the one that had been absent since last week, as she asked, "So. did you accomplish task number six?"
I looked at her nervously, knowing it was now or never. She returned my gaze confidently, and patiently. Finally, I broke the silence when I answered, "Yes, I have, Mistress."
Julie's smile grew wider as she said, "I was hoping you would say that. Do you want your reward?"
"Sure," I responded, my pussy already tingling even though I was unsure what this reward might be.
Julie locked at the door and then snapped her fingers. Beth instantly walked to me, dropped to her knees and crawled under my desk. Just as instantly, my pussy got wet and I opened my legs to allow easier access to my pussy. As Beth lapped at my cunt, Julie talked to me. I tried to concentrate to Julie's words, but had difficulty as the eighteen-year-old between my legs continued to give thrilling sensations. Julie explained, "Mistress expects you there at six and the party starts at seven. Be warned she will have you doing many very naughty and humiliating things during this party. It is also very important that you obey every order without hesitation. She will punish you for even the slightest hint at disobedience. Do you understand?"
"Yes," I moaned, dangerously close to screaming from the orgasm building in me. Julie smiled with an amused smirk as she watched as I held my mouth shut as my orgasm spread through me. Beth continued to lap up my juices until I couldn't take it any longer and pushed her back, worried I would keep on coming. I looked down as the adorably cute Beth looked back up at me, like an obedient puppy just happy to be noticed. Her face glistened with my juices as I came back to my senses. As I backed up, Beth quickly got out from underneath my desk and stood back up and returned to our mutual Mistress.
Julie gave a wink and said as she got ready to leave, "See you tonight."
I gave a nod and watched them leave. Julie stopped at the door and threw my world in a tizzy as she added, "Can you guess which one of your colleagues will be the other slut tonight?"
I gasped at the obvious implication. I watched both girls leave in stunned silence. Panic spread throughout my whole body as I realized my situation had gotten even more complicated. As I sat down I began to ponder who else she could have seduced. I worked at a pretty large school with a rather large staff so there were lots of candidates. There was Carol Johnson, the first year Chemistry teacher who always dressed somewhat provocatively and was very, very pretty. There was Rena Wallace, the cheerleading coach, who is amazing fit and flirty. There was also Zelda Hilton, our principal secretary, who was a drop dead gorgeous redhead; but how would Julie ever get to her? The list could go on and on, but it could be anyone...who would think I had submitted to Julie? Hopefully, nobody.
I taught through the afternoon in a haze of nerves and anxiety, as I wondered what was planned for me and what colleague would soon know of my predicament. And I of hers.
At ten to six, riddled with apprehension, I knocked on Julie's door. I seemed to wait forever for the door to open. I could feel slight perspiration on my forehead as the seconds ticked by. Finally, the door opened and Julie greeted me. "Hi, Mrs. Walker. I am so happy you could make it."
I followed her in sheepishly. I quickly looked around to see if anyone else was around and felt a burden fall off my shoulders when I saw the room was empty.
Julie looked at me and said, "So, Mistress has an outfit laid out for you in her bedroom. She should be home in the next half hour. Your partner should also be here in a few minutes."
I asked, in a nervous stutter, "W-w-who is my p-p-partner?"
Julie's smile became a naughty grin as she said, "Oh, you will see soon." I looked at her with a deer-in-headlights look as she added, "You will get to know her much, much, much better." As I continued to be speechless, and I assume white as a ghost, she comforted, "Don't worry, my pet. It will all be good. She is really looking forward to tonight."
"She knows?" I gasped.
"Oh yes," Julie purred, adding, "she was really thrilled to hear you had submitted to me and Mistress."
My mind spun at this revelation, as I desperately tried to figure out who this could possibly be. Names and faces flashed through my mind, but none made sense. Who would possibly submit to Julie? I was well aware of the irony of my thoughts.
The doorbell rang and Julie said, "You should go get your outfit on before Mistress gets here."
I quickly obeyed, trying to avoid the upcoming humiliation as long as possible. I entered Mistress's room and saw my outfit on the bed. I couldn't believe what was expected of me. There was a black neck collar with a leash not attached, black thigh high stockings, a flimsy see-through red nightie, and four inch opened toe heels. I was mortified by what I was expected to wear and even more mortified as I thought of who was soon to see me in this.
I could hear voices in the other room, but could not hear them clearly enough to place any voice. Reluctantly, I began to get undressed. Once down to my undergarments, I grabbed for the stockings and began to put them on. I noticed they were seamed stockings with Cuban heels. I put them on and then the flimsy piece of lingerie. I looked at the heels, heels higher than I had ever worn. I once wore three inch to a wedding and almost killed myself. I looked at the heels, wondering how the hell I was ever going to walk in them. I sighed and began to put them on. Just as I finished buckling up the first one, I heard the outside door open and close. I froze as I wondered who else had shown up. Before I had time to put on my second heel, the door opened and Mistress walked in.
She roared, "What the fuck are you doing on my bed, slut?"
I immediately jumped off and stumbled to the floor. I apologized, "I am so sorry Mistress; I was just getting dressed for you."
She looked at me, a dishevelled mess lying on the floor, and her tone softened, "OK, my pet, this one time I will forgive you. But sluts don't sit on furniture unless given permission. Is that understood?"
"Yes, Mistress," I quickly answered.
She said, still not smiling, "Now finish getting dressed and get your collar on. Then wait on the floor like a good pet until after I shower."
"Yes, Mistress," I responded as I reached for my second heel. I watched her walk to her bathroom and let out a sigh. The feeling of having angered her was devastating. I couldn't believe how eager I was to quickly obey her and hopefully get back in her good graces. I put on the second high heel and grabbed the collar. I looked at it closely and realized that when I put this on, I was submitting completely to her. There was no turning back; I was being collared. I hesitated briefly, and then put the collar on my neck and waited like a loyal dog on the floor.
Minutes ticked by and I heard the door open and close three more times. Finally, Mistress Candy returned to her bedroom and got dressed, ignoring me completely. She put on a pair of suntan thigh highs and a purple flower print sundress. She finally looked down at me and asked, "Are you really still wearing your bra?"
I, without any further instruction, took it off .
She then asked, "Are you wearing your panties still?"
"Yes, Mistress," I answered.
"Get them off and don't you ever wear panties in my house again!" my Mistress instructed with a glare, her tone showing her impatience with me.
I took my panties off and handed them to her. She looked at my undies as if they were toxic and tossed them into the garbage. She grabbed the leash and walked over to me and patted my head. Humiliation burned as she hooked the leash onto my collar. She went to her dresser and came back with a small vibrating egg. She turned it on, handed it to me and ordered, "Put that in your cunt, my slut. Leave it in there until I give you permission to take it out." I obeyed, my pussy swallowing the toy in a heartbeat. The buzzing sensations quickly began getting me excited. Mistress ordered, "Don't you dare cum, slut. Not until I give you permission." She patted my head one more time and said, "I'm happy you decided to come tonight, my pet. I think you will thoroughly enjoy yourself. Now wait here until I come to get you."
I watched her leave and sat on the floor. I could hear talking and giggling as I waited and waited and waited. The longer I waited, the harder it was to not come from the sensations that constantly teased my pussy. The longer I waited, the more anxiety began to fill my head. Question after question popped into my head. Who was the other teacher? Who were the other people at this gathering? What was my role in the night's activities? What if one of the guests knew me? The more I thought about all the possibilities the faster my pulse raced. Just as I was completely freaking out and attempting to figure out a way out of this potential disaster, Mistress Candy came into the room.
"Are you ready, my pet?" she asked as she bent down and took the leash.
Horny as Hell from the toy in my cunt and completely submissive to my Mistress, I responded without hesitation and a bit too eagerly, "Yes, Mistress."
"Good pet," she purred, patting me on the head, humiliation filling me. She then bent down and, much to my surprise, put a blindfold on me. Once done, she pulled the egg out of my pussy and tugged gently on the leash. "Come, my pet, and crawl like a good pet."
Holding back my own overwhelming fear, I crawled on all fours as my Mistress led me into a room full of people. I kept my head down, attempting to prolong the shame and embarrassment as long as possible. The silence was unbelievable as all conversations immediately stopped as we entered the room. The silence was broken by Mistress Candy. "Guests, I would like you to meet my newest slut, Mrs. Walker, or Jasmine. She is Julie's teacher and submitted first to Julie and then to me, last week. The good little sub is married and has two kids."
"I wouldn't mind a teacher pet myself," someone announced.
"Yeah, I hated all my teachers in school. Would love to have been able to fuck a couple of my bitchy teachers," another proclaimed.
"What a slut," another called out.
Shame burned inside me, but at least I couldn't see who was bashing me. I remained on all fours as I heard Julie speak. "Guests, I would like to introduce our other slut for the evening. She is the school counselor at my school and was charged with helping me deal with my issues. I am not sure she accomplished that, but I did surely help her with hers. She is twenty-four, fresh out of college and a very eager little dyke. Please welcome Alexis."
A few disrespectful comments were made about her as well, as I sat there stunned by the revelation that is was Alexis. She was straight out of college, and a real looker. Her hair was so blonde it was almost white, her eyes were crystal blue and she had a body that every high school boy drooled over. She was also incredible sweet and quite shy when among our staff. If I had to choose which colleague I would want to most look like, it would be her in a heartbeat.
As I considered the implications of Alexis being Julie's other sub, I heard Mistress Candy speak. "Well, ladies. I am so happy you could be here tonight. I am sure we are going to have a lot of fun and you and hopefully you will spend a lot of money. Without further ado, I will introduce our presenter for the evening, Jenna."
A voice, presumably Jenna's, spoke, "Well welcome, ladies. I have been doing adult sex toy parties for about two years now, but this will be the first time we have models to try out our toys for us."
I gasped as I realized what was to be my role was in tonight's proceedings.
Jenna informed the women, "Now I have at least two of every toy I will present today and can order more if need be. Each toy comes with a six-month money-back guarantee; and if you buy anything tonight you will get a 10% discount. Now with all the boring formalities done, let's get to the good stuff. Up first is the Magic Wand. Now unlike most toys, this one you must plug in, but ladies, don't let that stop you, as once you feel the power of the eight inch head you will be shaking with pleasure." There was a pause as I assumed she was plugging in the toy. After a few seconds of silence and nervous trepidation, she explained, "The Magic Wand has a variety of speeds for each woman's personal preference." I heard the toy buzz quietly as she turned it on and then buzz much louder as she turned it on high. "As you can see, the toy can be used for teasing or pleasing."
I heard her heels move towards me. I felt hands on my flimsy nightie and then felt the soft vibrations on my naked cunt. I moaned instinctively as the feeling sent shivers of pleasure up my body. Jenna informed, "You see how she moaned instantly. The magic wand is made to stimulate both the clit and the pussy lips at once, getting almost any woman into a feverish sweat in minutes. Now observe what happens when I turn it on high." Already feeling good, I let out a scream the moment Jenna turned the Magic Wand on high. The sensations did as she promised, pleasing both my pussy lips and my clit. It was the most amazing sensation I had ever felt from a toy. Jenna kept talking while she teased me with the toy. "Besides just putting pressure on the pussy and clit, the wand can also be used for soft or hard spanking." I felt the wand leave my pussy as she ordered me to lie on my back. I quickly changed positions, happy to be off my knees and hoping to feel more pleasure from the Magic Wand. Without instruction, I opened my legs, giving this woman whom I had never met easy access to my pussy.
A woman in the room quipped, "Wow Candy, your new sub is quite a horny little bitch!"
Candy chuckled, "You haven't seen nothing yet, Carrie."
The tone of her voice clearly foreshadowed a long evening for me, but as toy touched my pussy once again I didn't remotely care. As I began moaning again, oblivious to the women in the room watching my humiliating treatment, Jenna began gently tapping my clit with the toy. "Watch how the little slut responds to the wand as it teases her already wet cunt." I wanted to prove her wrong, imply that the toy couldn't control me, but that resistance was futile. With each tap of the toy, my moaning increased, the high speed vibrations and gentle spanking driving me wild.
Without evening realizing I was speaking, I heard my own voice begging, "More, don't stop, yes, yes."
Unfortunately, as soon as I begged for more, the need to come becoming desperate, Jenna turned the toy off. "We don't want our models coming too quick on us, so I better shut the thing off. So Jasmine, what did you think of the Magic Wand?"
Attempting to control my breathing, and quell the desire to just pleasure myself in front of all these unknown women, I stammered, "G-g-g-good."
"Only good?" Jenna queried.
Suddenly the toy was on my clit again and I bellowed, "No, fucking amazing."
She tapped my clit three times harder than she previously had, and concluded, "I think she likes it."
Laughter exploded in the room and I instantly went from feeling horny to feeling ashamed.
I heard the click of her heels as she walked away and couldn't believe the feeling of utter disappointment I felt. I wanted to come and I wanted to be used. It was so humiliating, yet I could not deny my complete surrender.
Jenna continued, "The second toy of the evening is one of a couple I will show tonight that can be used while out and about. It is manufactured by Lelo and is called a G-Spot Dual Action Vibe. This toy has a lot of features, including a silky smooth style, tandem vibration and is very travel-friendly, if you get my drift." The women laughed again. "Now I am sure some of you have tried the rabbit. Well, this is much more advanced than the rabbit. The contoured shaft was created to stimulate the g-spot as well as stimulate the clit. Even better, the toy has eight distinct vibrating patterns from steady constant vibrations, to amazing feelings of circular massage, to pulsing that shifts back and forth from the clit to the g-spot. Anyway, enough sales babble. Let's have our other model try this on for size."
I was still on my back on the floor, horny and wishing it was me modelling the new toy.
"Oh shit, she isn't wearing underwear. Candy, any chance she can borrow a pair for a bit?" Jenna asked.
"I suppose. But Alexis, my dyke, don't think this will be allowed normally," Mistress Candy quipped.
"Of course, Mistress," Alexis concurred. Just hearing the beautiful counsellor's submissive voice made a shiver flow through my entire body.
A couple of minutes passed before Jenna continued, "How does that feel?"
"Good," Alexis purred.
Candy instructed, "Alexis, you will keep that in you until further notice. Now be a good maid and refill all my guests' glasses."
"Yes, Mistress." Presumably, Alexis obeyed.
Jenna acknowledged me, "Well, we should probably allow this poor slut on the floor to come pretty soon. Jasmine, do you want to come?"
"Yes," I confirmed, way too quickly.
Jenna laughed, "Well ladies, next is another Lelo product. It's called the Soraya and it is a dual point vibrator. As you can see the long part is made for insertion, while the flexible curve is made to tease and please the clitoral area. The unique looped handle allows the user great manoeuvrability. Like all Lelo products, the motor is incredibly powerful and has eight levels of vibration and pulsation. Let's see how teacher here likes it."
The toy was placed in my hand. Jenna ordered, "Teacher, I want you to use this toy and get yourself off."
"Okay." I took taking the toy and began feeling it, trying to understand what it was.
Someone bellowed, "You dumb fucking slut! Shove it in your filthy cunt!"
Degraded, I quickly obeyed, slipping it in my wet cunt. Fumbling around a bit, I turned it on and instantly felt intense sensations inside me and on my clit. I used the odd handle to manoeuvre the toy and put extra pressure on my clit. The pulsing vibrations had me on the brink in only a couple of minutes. Jenna grabbed the toy out of my pussy and I moaned, "nooo."
"Slut," my Mistress barked, "don't you dare speak unless spoken to!"
"Yes, Mistress," I quickly responded.
Jenna laughed, "Wow, she really is a slut. Another great toy is the six and a half inch Lelo Gigli vibrator. A cheaper and somewhat old school vibe, although updated with specially designed curves and a blunt angled head, which is perfect for that elusive G-spot. Let's see if our slut here likes this one."
I felt a new toy in my hand and obediently slid it in my wanton cunt. Although I liked the other one better, this one was good too, much better than any of the toys I had hidden under my bed at home. Still near the brink, I used the toy with deliberate focus: to come. The toy curved perfectly against my G-spot and within only a few seconds of fucking myself with the toy I was screaming in ecstasy, oblivious to the other women watching. I squeezed my legs and let the vibrating sensations quake through my body. Once my orgasm subsided, I opened my legs and let the toy slip out of my soaking wet pussy.



Jenna exclaimed, "I think she likes it." The women roared with laughter. "Let's take a ten minute break to fill up your glasses, go tinkle, have an orgasm, whatever. When we come back I will show you wonderful ladies a few high powered anal toys that will change your life."
I winced slightly, as I assumed I would be having my ass used soon. I didn't have long to consider my impending anal assault as I heard, "Teacher. Get over here and get me off."
Blindfolded, I had no idea who said it, but the voice seemed young. I got on all fours and crawled towards the voice. Suddenly I felt a tug on my collar and was guided to where I was expected to please. The scent was strong and I was pulled into a hairy pussy. Unlike my two Mistress's bare cunts, this was way more challenging. As I licked, I constantly got hairs in my mouths. I tried to lick her pussy lips but after the third hair in my mouth, I decided to focus on her clit. Once my tongue found a gateway through the hair, I concentrated on the clit with constant hard pressure. Hoping to end this soon, the hair and the taste way less pleasant than my Mistress's, I slid a finger inside the unknown girl's cunt. Her heavy breathing and nasty name-calling told me she liked it and soon I was being coated with her cum. I kept licking and fingering her until she pushed me away. I fell back on my ass, discarded like a cheap whore. I felt so ashamed; what had become of me?
As I considered my humiliating fall from grace, I heard Jenna welcome everyone back. She explained, "Ladies, every woman should be willing to experiment with her ass. Now it isn't for everyone, but for most after they have tried it, there is no going back. Since we have used our teacher pet here for most of our experiments, we might as well continue. Candy is your pet into anal play?"
"She is into whatever I tell her she is, isn't that right my pet?"
A minute ago I was no longer horny and desperate to get out of this predicament, but as soon as I was called 'pet' again, I felt the undeniable tingle and the powerful urge to obey come washing back. "Of course, Mistress."
"Good pet," she purred.
"Excellent!" Jenna exclaimed. "We will have our pet here back on all fours, her fine ass in full view." I felt a pull on the leash and followed like a good pet. Although the humiliation was still burning every fibre of my body, just as strong was my burning desire to comply; to be a perfect pet. Once I was apparently in the position she wanted me, she continued, "As we get our pet here ready for some of my bigger toys, we will start with a toy called the Ripple from Tantus. As you can see from the smooth bumps, it is a great toy for opening up the anus. It is 5 inches in length with a 4 ¾ inch insertable length. The small Ripple is 1 inch wide; while the large Ripple is 1 ½ inches wide. Now of course, unless you are using it to punish a sub, I highly recommend lube."
I felt hands on my ass and a generous amount of lubrication was applied to my anal entrance. I felt a finger slip inside my ass and I gave a surprised gasp. Julie whispered, "Good pet."
I was surprised at how my whole body warmed when I heard the voice of my young Mistress.
I felt the plastic toy slip between my cheeks and slowly the bumpy toy penetrated my ass. With each bump that split my ass apart, a sharp pang of pain coursed through my body. I attempted to hold my whimpers in, but was unable to completely do so.
Jenna explained, "As you can see, that with lubrication such a toy will easily go inside someone's ass. I do warn that there will be a bit of pain at first, but once your body and ass gets used to it the pain will subside. Of course, it helps if you are already horny when you add ass play to your sex life. I know many women who can't come from intercourse. For many of these women, the added dimension of anal play will be the extra erotic sensation needed to bring a woman to orgasm. Now watch as my beautiful assistant Julie here slowly pulls out the ripple from her pet teacher's ass. Our sexy little submissive will moan with pleasure as each bump is pulled out of her sweet little ass."
Julie slowly pulled out the toy out of my ass and, as Jenna predicted, I let out an uncontrollable scream of pleasure each time a rigid bump left my ass.
Jenna questioned, "Pet teacher, how does the Ripple feel?"
I shrieked, just as the last bump was extracted from my ass, "Gooooooooooooooooood. So fucking good."
I felt hands touching my pussy. "Our pet teacher is very, very wet," Jenna told the women. I should have been embarrassed by such a proclamation, but instead I wanted more. Jenna somehow read my mind. "Does our pet teacher want something bigger in her sweet little ass?"
"Yes," I answered, way too quickly, giving away my horniness, as chuckles filled the room.
"Also by Tantus, is the Ryder, which I think has an incredibly accurate name. This torpedo-shaped butt plug, at only 3 ¾ inches, is great for beginners as it is rounded and smooth for easy insertion, but doesn't have any of the ridges or bumps that some of the more advanced plugs have. The base is wide, yet thin in order to perfectly fit between one's butt cheeks. Also, the 1 ½ width is also realistically appropriate to help get your ass or your sub's ass used to anal play. It is also the perfect size to be worn for hours while out and about." I felt more lubrication on my ass. Jenna cautioned, "Even though we already lubricated our pet teacher earlier, I highly suggest you re-lubricate whenever you use a new toy."
"Aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaah," I screamed, not in pain, but surprised joy, as she pushed the plug slowly up my ass.
"How does the Ryder feel, pet teacher?"
"Amazing," I confirmed, desperately wanting to rub my pussy.
"Good, well sit like a good pet, as I introduce yet another great anal toy. After your ass has got used to having something inside it, you can move to the next level. The A Bomb by Tantus, which in my not in the least humble opinion is the only company for your anal toys, is a thick advanced plug, designed, like the Ryder, for smooth insertion and a very, very satisfying feel. Also, like the Ryder, it is made for short or long-term insertion. A wide flat base provides great grip allowing it to fit easily between one's butt cheeks. Now what makes it different than the Ryder you may ask? It's size. With an insertable length of 5 inches and a width at its widest at almost 2 ½ inches, it can open a girl's ass in ways no other toy can. One may call it the asshole Jaws of life."
Suddenly, the toy in my ass was pulled out and I felt the coldness of lubrication on my ass crack. Having heard Jenna announce the size of the toy, I was petrified. There was no way I could ever take anything that big in my ass.
As I felt the toy begin to split my ass cheeks, my beautiful, powerful, sweet, teen Mistress, attempted to relax me. "Just relax, my pet." She caressed my ass gently with one hand while slowly pushing the thick plug in me. As it slowly penetrated me it didn't hurt and didn't feel any bigger than the last toy that was buried in my rear. But as it penetrated deeper in my rectum, an undeniable burn began to hit. I whimpered, as I tried desperately to relax, as Mistress Julie suggested. Unlike the Ripple stick that was in me earlier, the pain was not fading away.
Jenna, I assume seeing the pain I was in, instructed, "Alexis, crawl under your colleague and lick her pussy."
A shiver shot through my spine as I anticipated the beautiful Alexis licking my pussy and hopefully distracting me from the pain still burning in my rear. After a dreadfully long minute, I felt my ass pulled back a bit and then I felt the amazing touch of a tongue on my pussy lips. I let out a moan. Although not immediate, the pain in my ass began to fade as the amazing pleasure from Alexis's tongue blazed through me. She sucked on my clit like she was a baby sucking on a pacifer, pulling me into her in a way I had never experienced. The pleasure was so intense, I completely let go and beginning mumbling incoherently, "Oh yes, fuck, oh my God, yes, fuck, aaahhh, fuck, don't stop." The completely full feeling of the toy in my ass, mixed with the sensation of Alexis's mouth, had me orgasm in only a couple of minutes. My whole body quaked and all my energy was literally sucked out of me, and I fell on the ground on my side.
Jenna ordered, "Keep that toy in your ass, teacher slut, while I show the guests a couple of other anal toys." I was thankful for the reprieve, after two pretty intense orgasms. My mind heard the words and the moans of Alexis, as she was modelling some anal beads that clearly brought intense pleasure and pain, as Alexis' moans echoed just a few inches from me. I desperately wished I could watch the defiling of Alexis' ass, but the blindfold that was still on me prevented such voyeuristic joy. That was followed by a vibrating butt plug called the Zing. I could hear the vibrating and as she climaxed from the toy I wondered what it would feel like in me. I couldn't believe the words out of my mouth, "Mistress, may I try out the Zing?"
Jenna laughed as did others from the crowd, "Holy shit, she is insatiable."
"So she says," Mistress Candy said, seemingly amused and slightly shocked by my hunger.
I felt the plug in my ass pulled out and a few seconds later I felt the vibrating toy at my gaping hole. Slowly, gently, the toy was slid inside me and instantly the vibrating sensations in my ass had my juices flowing yet again.
As my soft moans began Jenna spoke again. "Well, there are other toys you can look at tonight, including a few strap-ons, a double-ended dildo, more vibes and so forth, but I will finish with a toy for two. It is called the feeldoe slim vibrating double dildo that has a 2 ½ inch bulb for the woman wearing it and a six ½ inch cock for her lover." After a couple of seconds, she added, "or slave. As you can see, the toy can please each woman as a fucktoy and a vibrator."
"Wow," said someone in the group. "That seems a lot better than the strap-on I have now."
Jenna asked, "Who wants to try it on?"
Julie eagerly said, "Oh, I do."
Jenna offered, smiling, "It is all yours."
As my ass vibrated, bringing me sensations I can't explain and filling me fuller than I ever thought imaginable, I heard Julie say, "Oh my, that feels very nice." A few seconds later, I felt Julie's hands on my hips as she asked, sweetly as if she was doing me a favor, which she was in my sexually deprived condition, "Do you want to be double-fucked teacher?"
There was no hesitation, as I begged, "Oh God yes, Mistress, fuck me like the slut you have made me."
She giggled like a school girl as the cock teased my dripping pussy lips, "Like the slut I made you, I like that."
She slowly pushed forward and as soon as she was in me I put on a show for the audience, as I began bouncing back on the cock, making the Zing in my ass reach new unexplored depths as well. My moan and screams echoed through the room as I closed my eyes and allowed myself to just become the slut I have always wanted to be deep down. I could already feel another orgasm building inside me and began babbling nonsense, "Oh God, fuck my pussy, make teacher come, fuuuuuck, use me harder, Mistress."
She began slapping my ass each time I moved forward, the huge toy in my ass bringing sharp bolts of pain as well as electric sparks of pleasure. "Aaaaaaaaaah," I screamed, quivering, shaking and finally coming again, "I'm commmmmmmmmming, Mistress, oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuuuuuuuuuuuuck."
I collapsed forward and apparently blacked out for a moment, as when I woke up I was sitting on the couch and Julie, still wearing a cock, was tapping my face with a face cloth. As I regained consciousness, I realized the blindfold was finally off and I looked around and saw the party had turned into a full scale lesbian orgy. All the women were around my age, but varied in weight and looks. Julie placed her hands on my cheeks and kissed me gently before she said, "You passed the test, my pet."
Looking into her eyes with a feeling of such appreciation, I asked, "How did you know?"
"Know what?" she asked, confused.
"That I was...that I needed...um...that I was submissive," I finally got out.
"It was in your eyes," she smiled, kissing me again.
"Is teacher slut ready for more?" a voice called out.
Julie turned and snapped, "No, but clearly you are, now get your ass over here and lick my asshole, you fucking dyke.
Quickly, a chubby redhead with too much make-up crawled to Julie and apologized, "Sorry, Miss," and dove between my young Mistress' sweet ass cheeks.
Julie smiled back at me. "Only me and Mom get to treat you like a slut."
"Thank you, Mistress," I replied, feeling an odd dependency on the eighteen-year-old.
"You should probably get going home, my pet," she suggested.
My body exhausted, my ass now burning, I agreed, "You are probably right."
Julie turned around and demanded, "Get inside my ass with your tongue, chubby!" Looking back to me she smiled. "Good workers is hard to find."
Candy came over and asked, "Did you enjoy yourself, Jasmine?"
"More than I could possibly imagine, Mistress," I answered, honestly.
"Excellent," she smiled, "you are now Julie's unconditionally, although, I may use you on occasion still."
"I hope so, Mistress," I replied.
Candy sat beside me and ordered, "Now Julie, you may have your very own pet teacher, but right now you have some work to do."
Julie kissed me one last time and said, "Good night, pet teacher."
"Good night, dear Mistress," I replied, and returned to Candy's room to get dressed. Once dressed, I returned to the orgy in progress and seeing Alexis on the floor with someone straddling her face I felt a hungry again. I know I should have left, my body was sore and I was past exhaustion, yet feeling my second wind rejuvenating me, I went to Alexis, fell between her legs and began licking her cunt.
The night was apparently not yet over.
THE END
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"Pet Mommy": Becoming a Mommy-Slut!
If you're a parent, you've probably read, or even own, 'What to Expect When You're Expecting' and other self-help parenting books. Many of these have been very useful to me over the years as I raised two children on my own after my husband's premature death. He died of a sudden illness when Crystal was four and Michael two. The books were very helpful when I struggled to deal with my daughter's teenage rebellion phase, and they were somewhat helpful as I dealt with my son's coming of age, although truth be told, I let my brother help me out with that one.
Yet nothing in any book I've ever read could have prepared me for what I saw that one fateful day, because I'm pretty sure nobody has ever published a chapter called 'What to Do when you Catch your Son Masturbating in your Stockings with your Name on his Lips'.
I sell real estate, and for many reasons I'm quite successful; I'm hard working, a people's person, and although I'm in my early forties, according to many people's compliments I'm still very attractive. These three qualities working together for me are an unstoppable combination, and I've made a very comfortable living for myself and my two children. Sixteen years after Jake passed, Crystal was attending college on the West Coast, and Michael, who'd just turned eighteen two weeks before the incidents I'm about to describe, was in his final two months of high school.
While Crystal was the wild child who did way more partying than studying and who drove me to my first grey hair, Michael was shy, geeky, and was way more likely to play some computer game than go to a party. I worried about Michael, who was academically very strong, and who'd already been accepted by several colleges with all of them offering scholarships, but he was socially quite inept. He'd never had a girlfriend, and the only parties he'd ever attended had been with his three equally socially challenged friends. All of had been theme parties like Lord of the Rings Night, Star Wars Night (the original series and not the weak prequels... why does George Lucas attempt to write?), and most recently, at my house, a Harry Potter Weekend where they watched all eight movies plus all the extras, and then they made a list of the hundred things the movies got wrong (which they read to me very enthusiastically while I attempted to listen politely and show a little enthusiasm). Of course, all these parties were just the four of them, with no pesky girls. Sigh.
Which brings me to what started it all...
I came home early one afternoon after two of my showings had been cancelled. I slipped out of my heels near the front door like I always do and was going to my room to undress and shower, when I noticed the door to my room was open and the light turned on. I knew I hadn't left things that way. Cautious of perhaps encountering a burglar, I crept up and peeked around the corner into my room.
On my bed, stroking his cock with one of my nylon stockings, was my son! I barely held back a gasp. My son was jerking off on my bed, and he was looking at something on his laptop as his now audible moans of pleasure became more intense. I was frozen in shock, and my feet felt like they were trapped in cement; I couldn't move, and I couldn't take my eyes off my son and his shockingly large cock.
I watched for only a minute, maybe two, before my son moaned, "Oh yes, Mommy, suck my cock, be a good Mommy-slut for me."
I couldn't completely contain a gasp this time, as I realized he was not only masturbating using my stockings, he was masturbating while imagining my servicing him! Luckily he was in his own fantasy world and didn't notice my faint sound.
A couple minutes later, while I continued watching and heard my son addressing his mental image of me as 'Mommy' three more times, he grunted, "I'm coming Mommy, swallow my cum!" Seconds later, his sticky white stuff shot into the air like a rocket.
I quickly retreated down the stairs, snuck out of the house and back to my car. I couldn't believe what I'd just seen and heard. My son fantasized about me! I was mortified, and doubly mortified when I noticed an undeniable dampness in my panties.
Why was I wet?
Why had I gotten so horny?
Had I really heard Michael call me a Mommy-slut?
I shook the thoughts out of my head and pulled quietly out of my driveway to see if a drive might help me to put what I'd seen into some perspective. Unfortunately, I didn't get anywhere.
An hour later, close to when I normally arrived home, I walked into the house and called out just in case, "Michael, I'm home."
Michael called back (from his own room, thank God), "Hi, Mom."
I went to his room, found the door open, saw he was on his computer and asked, "Want pizza?"
"Sounds great," he answered, appearing relaxed and therefore unaware of what I knew.
It was hard to believe that what I'd seen just an hour ago had been real. The rest of the evening was normal: supper, watching Jeopardy together, and his going to his room and his computer while I continued watching television, planned a couple showings for tomorrow and relaxed with a couple glasses of white wine.

At bedtime I tossed and turned, as images of my son masturbating and pretending to order me around while doing it, refused to leave my mind. My pussy was tingling, and although I tried to withstand the temptation to pleasure myself, I eventually gave in. Closing my eyes, I fantasized, like I always did, about my late husband, my perfect man who'd had to leave me way too soon. He'd understood my submissive nature in the bedroom, which was the polar opposite of my personality in public where I was always in charge and a no-nonsense woman. A feminist in most people's eyes. I imagined myself on all fours... this was the way he'd usually fucked me. We'd both wanted him to fuck me in whichever hole suited his fancy, since when we were alone and getting intimate he treated me like the slut I craved to be. And yet in public or with our kids, he was always the perfect gentleman and husband as we presented a façade of a vanilla life, which was all anyone else would ever see. This fantasy, this reminiscing of the 'good times' always got me off quickest, and I was close in only a few minutes.
As I neared my climax, my mind played tricks on me, and now I wasn't seeing my husband pounding me from behind, but my son! So close to coming, I just went with it and continued pleasuring myself until the crescendo of pleasure washed through me while I heard my son ordering me to "Come Mommy, come on your son's big hard cock!"
This orgasm was more intense than most I self-created, and I collapsed into my bed, a puddle of sweat. As I recovered from my best orgasm in a long, long time, I gasped at what had turned the tide. I couldn't believe that my son had replaced his father in my fantasy! I also couldn't believe how hot and bothered Michael had gotten me both during the fantasy and when I'd spied on him earlier today. After some thought, I decided it must have been a mixture of exhaustion, loneliness, missing Jake, and being shocked upon seeing my son performing such a personal act while picturing me. Comfortable with my conclusion, I drifted off to sleep and had the best rest I'd had in a long time.
**********

The next morning as Michael came down for breakfast, I noticed how much he looked like his father. Jake had been more athletically built, but he too had been rather nerdy in appearance and hid his naughty sexuality quite well.
Once my son had gone off to school, curiosity got the better of me. I went into his room and flipped open his laptop. I typed in his password (which was as predictable as could be, PrincessLeia), and checked out the sites he'd been on yesterday afternoon. I knew this was a major violation of his privacy, yet my desire to know what he'd been reading or watching while he was masturbating about me was driving me nuts. The websites he'd visited yesterday were mostly the usual geek sites, but one of them wasn't, and soon there were a few of them in a row, all hosted on Literotica. I'd never heard of the site, but as I opened the URL's I gasped. They were all stories about incest, with titles like Backseat Mommy, Making Mommy Mine, What Mom Doesn't Know Will Fuck Her, Riding on Son's Lap, and Mom's Stocking Stuffer.

I jotted down the titles, not wanting to leave behind any evidence of my violation of his privacy, erased my history and logged off the Internet. Still curious, I searched the word 'mom' on his files and found a plethora of stories he'd saved. I was shocked by the obvious conclusion that my son wanted to have sex with me, or at least that was his favourite fantasy. Yet I couldn't even begin to fathom how to deal with this knowledge.
I shut down his computer and realizing the time, rushed out for my first showing of the day. Strangely, all day while I was at work, I couldn't shake off my new-found knowledge, couldn't shake off how obsessed I'd become with the need to learn more.
Once my day of showing houses and condos was done I headed home, hoping to catch him in the act again, although completely unsure about what I would do if I did, or for that matter, why I was hoping I would. I didn't want to have sex with my son, did I?
When I got home, he was downstairs gaming with his friend Frederick, the poster boy for geek if there ever was one. I ordered pizza for us and as they gamed, I fired up the laptop in my bedroom, curious to read the stories he'd been stroking to yesterday.
As I read story after story, I was shocked both at the content of the stories and by what these stories were doing to me. My pussy was on fire, and my left hand slowly pleasured myself as I read each incestuous story. Some of the stories had dominant sons seducing their mothers, while others had powerful daughters dominating their mothers, while still others were more intimate and egalitarian in the sexual relationships between sons and mothers. I'd never even remotely considered my children in a sexual way, but yesterday's events of my son's masturbation and my own later one, as well as these vivid, hot stories, induced the thought that now entered my mind and that was exciting me as my fingers continued their work.
I was close to reaching orgasm while reading a story about a son fucking his mom's ass while calling her names, when the phone rang. I grabbed it, leaving the bubbling just beneath my surface to simmer and then gradually fade away as I talked to my overbearing mother about many things, including her never-ending topic about my finding myself a man. By the time I finally managed to get off the phone I was frustrated like I almost always was after a conversation with my mother, but thankfully I was no longer horny. Checking the time and realizing the pizza would be here any minute, I went downstairs to check on the boys who were still, as far as I could tell, playing the same game and sitting in the exact same places they'd been when I left. I got the boys some drinks and in a large mirror on the wall, couldn't help but notice my son checking out my legs as I walked away.
As I returned to the kitchen, conflicting emotions swarmed over me. Ever since yesterday, the more I looked at my son, the more I saw his father; knowing that I turned my son on was both flattering and yet wrong... but with the latter being the case, why didn't I feel mortified by it? Deciding to test whether my son was just turned on by the idea of incest or obsessed with the real me, I decided to showcase my assets somewhat.
After the pizza arrived I brought them slices on plates, being sure to bend forwards far enough to give Michael and his friend a quick flash of my breasts and, while I was standing back up, gave them just a quick flash of my lace stocking tops. After fetching my own pizza, I sat on a chair to the left of them and, flipping off my four-inch heels and saying dramatically enough to make sure I got their attention, which I was confident I already had anyway, said, "My feet are killing me."
Reclining my chair and leaning back, my stocking-clad legs and feet were now on full display for both of the eighteen-year-old boys. As I'd expected, my joining them was causing havoc between them, as if these Mensa candidates' boys' brains switched off the minute their erections began growing. The thought that I could wield such power over teenage boys at my age was also quite a turn-on.
I'd already known Frederick had a thing for me, as he stammered practically every time he spoke to me and could never look me in the eyes, his own eyes always focused on my chest. But watching my son attempting to sneak quick glimpses at my legs every few seconds was amusing.
Once I finished eating, I stood up and stretched, my arms reaching for the ceiling in front of these two horny eighteen-year-olds, which caused my skirt to ride up higher than was socially acceptable, and which also showcased my breasts in all their grandeur.
Once I was confident I had their cocks begging for release from their pants, I added to their discomfort by bending down to retrieve their empty plates and lingering just long enough for each of them to peek down my ample cleavage. I dressed to impress for my job, professional but sexy, leaving enough to the imagination but also showing a fair amount of leg and cleavage, and I was still in my business attire, so with very little effort I could showcase more of my assets than usual.
Leaving the boys alone, I stopped where they would think I'd gone completely away, but I remained just within earshot. As I'd expected to hear, Frederick said, "Holy shit Michael, your Mom is such a MILF."
"Fuck off," my son countered, uncomfortable with his friend checking out his Mom.
"Seriously," Frederick continued, "I saw her stocking tops and her blue bra."
"No, seriously don't talk about my Mom that way," my son snapped, anger growing in his voice.
Frederick, a lot like Sheldon from the Big Bang Theory, couldn't read social cues, so he continued, "Sorry man, but you have to admit you have a hot Mom."
Snapping completely, Michael said, "Yes, I fucking know my Mom is hot, I live with her and see her every day, but I'm sick and tired of my friends and all the other losers at school talking about how they want to fuck her!"
Finally catching on, Frederick said, "Sorry, Michael, I didn't mean to insult you."
Suddenly calm, Michael said, dismissing the topic, "Forget it, let's finish this game."
I returned quietly to the kitchen, flattered at my son's adamant defence of me and surprised by the crap he had to deal with because I was his mother. I cleaned up the kitchen and dealt with some bills until Frederick left, and my son went up to his room.
I don't know why I thought this, but the first thought in my head was, I wonder if he's going to jerk off. The next thought surprised me: If so, I wonder if I could see his cock again. The third thought, which I quickly dismissed, was Why am I so excited at the thought of seeing his cock again? I was beginning to learn that when my pussy was tingling, my moral compass pointed due south. I quietly treaded up the stairs and listened at Michael's door, but I could hear nothing. Nevertheless it was at this moment, my cunt tingling like it hadn't in years, that I decided to turn my son's fantasies into a reality. With the first preparatory step beginning now.
I took a deep breath and opened his door without warning, not flinging it open rapidly like some detective about to cry, 'Aha!' but quietly. All to no avail: I was disappointed to see him on his laptop completely dressed, although he did quickly, and guiltily, close the lid. I began initiating my seductive plan nevertheless: I walked over to his bed and sat on the edge beside him, my skirt again riding up just enough to tease, and opened with, "Michael, thank you for standing up for me."
"What?" he asked, confused and uncomfortable. I hadn't caught him in the act, but I'd caught him in preparation for the act, which the box of Kleenex sitting beside him attested to.
"I heard what you and Frederick said just after I left," I admitted.
"Oh, God," he said, his face flushed.
"I'm really sorry if my looks are causing you problems with your classmates," I said, my hand, apparently haphazardly, touching down on my son's leg.
This distracted him as he stammered, "I-i-it's ok. Better to have a pretty Mom than an ugly one."
"You think I'm pretty?" I asked coyly, as if I had no idea.
Still flustered, he answered, "Y-y-yes, and so does every friend of mine, and most of the guys at school."
"Well thank you, Michael. At my age such compliments don't come as often as they used to when I was a teenager in my prime," I smiled.
"M-m-mom, I-I-I think you're still in your prime," he complimented me, his face as red as a tomato. I could see why he'd never had a girlfriend, he was nervous as hell just talking to me, and I was his Mother, with whom he interacted every day.
I leaned in and kissed him on the cheek, lingering there just a second or two longer than I usually would, and complimented, "You know just the right words to say, my dear."
I stood up and said, leaving him with an insinuation he wouldn't yet understand, "Thanks again Michael, you're turning out to be just like your father."
I left his room and counted to ten before re-entering and seeing him furtively close his laptop for the second time. "Sorry honey, but could you be a dear and unzip Mommy?" I asked, my voice syrupy sweet, and using the word 'Mommy' instead of 'Mom,' just a subtle change in our relationship.
He moved his laptop off his lap, paused for a moment, trying to figure out how to hide his erection, before realizing he didn't have any options, so he simply stood up brazenly, blushing furiously as he came over to me while I pretended not to notice. I turned around and felt his hands trembling as he awkwardly unzipped my dress.
Holding my bodice in place with one hand, I turned around and kissed him again on the cheek. "Thanks honey."

He replied sheepishly, "You're welcome, Mom."
I considered allowing my dress to accidentally fall to the floor, but I thought that might give him a coronary, so I just left the room. Back in my own room, I undressed and jumped in the shower, where my shower head and I shared an intimate interlude while I plotted the next step in my son's seduction.
**********


One thing about me is once I decide I want something, I do everything in my power to get it. And once I'd decided I was going to seduce my son, it was all I could think about... it became an obsession. Most of my prior relationships with men had begun as games of a sort where I allowed them to wine and dine me while I asked them about their lives, dreams and philosophy to learn everything I could about them. Then once I was certain I wanted to submit to them, I did my best to set up the perfect evening in a perfect location. Once everything was in place, I launched the Main Event, where I allowed my submissive side out to play. I decided to play my son's seduction in the same way. Although in this case I already knew everything about my target's life, dreams and philosophy, and the location would be here at home. All that remained was for me to invest some time planting seeds before orchestrating the perfect evening.



But I decided that perhaps I didn't know everything about Michael, especially his sexual likes and dislikes, so after he left for school the next morning, I returned to his laptop, and this time I checked his favourites. Most were game sites, but there were three Literotica addresses, as well as a pantyhose site. The first Literotica page was simply a list of new stories updated each day, the second was the top incest stories by score, but the third was one that gave me lots of information about my son's kinks. It was a search engine with the following tags: mom, son, and submission.
I clicked on the search button and was surprised to find 313 stories come up with those key words. I read a few of them, my pussy again on fire, and came to realize the three things he wanted the most: his Mom, in stockings, serving as his personal plaything. This knowledge should have appalled me, yet instead all I could think about was the wonderful prospect of my long dormant sexual needs being met like they hadn't been since my Jake, Michael's father, had died. I fingered myself to orgasm while fantasizing about my son becoming the dominant lover I'd been craving for so long. After another great orgasm washed through me, I put his computer away after erasing today's browsing history and headed out to work.
Remaining in my business attire that evening, I made supper and noticed Michael taking surreptitious glances at my legs all evening. Once the dishes were done, I asked, "Michael, can you do me a big favor?"
"Anything, Mom," he replied like the sweetheart he was.
"Will you give Mommy a foot massage?" I asked with a warm smile, again using 'Mommy' instead of 'Mom', which I noticed was the term used most often in stories about incestuous submission.
Michael's face went red and he stammered, "S-s-sure, Mom."
I grabbed both his hands, entwining them together like a loving couple would do, and walking backwards, led him to the couch. We then circled each other halfway before I gently pushed him down onto one end of the couch, seated myself on the other end and flipped my silky stocking-clad feet onto his lap. I could read the nervousness written all over his face as he froze.
I raised my left stockinged foot and tapped his nose playfully. "These feet won't get massaged by themselves, honey."
His face ruby red, he stuttered yet again, "S-s-sorry Mom." He nervously took hold of my left foot and began tenderly massaging it. Within seconds I felt his member growing underneath my right leg. I couldn't resist smiling, knowing what I was doing to my son.
I separated my legs slightly, not enough to be slutty and show him my panties, but enough to offer him a glimpse of my stocking tops. We were silent for a few minutes as I watched him, amused at his concentration while he massaged my foot. Eventually I asked, "Could you do my right foot now, sweetheart?"
"Sure, Mom," he replied, switching feet and not stammering this time, enjoying the task.
I started the conversation. "So... do you have a girlfriend yet, Michael?"
He answered sheepishly, "No."
"Why not?" I asked, "You're a great catch."
"The high school girls don't think so," he sighed, continuing to massage my right stocking-clad foot.
"You're smart, sweet and very handsome," I complimented slyly.
"You have to say that, you're my Mom," he pointed out, brushing away my sincere compliment.
"Don't you do that," I scolded him.
"Do what?" he asked, startled by my abrupt tone.
"Don't put yourself down like that," I admonished, moving my foot away and leaning into him for a hug, my hand 'accidentally' landing directly on his stiff cock. My son's eyes went wide, but I didn't move my hand away as I leaned in close to his ear and whispered, slightly seductively, "You look just like your father, and he was the sexiest man I ever met. You have the same eyes, the same smile and..." I gave a gentle squeeze to his erect cock, "...apparently you inherited something else from your dad."
Before he could respond, I gave him a quick peck on the lips and stood up. Brushing my skirt back down, I said, "Thanks honey, your hands felt amazing on my aching feet, but now I'm going for a shower." I started to walk away before pausing, turning around, and looking directly at his crotch suggested, "You probably should look after that. I think it's about to burst."
My son stared at me in stunned silence as I left him high and hard.
For the second straight day, my shower head and I became intimate as I plotted the next steps of my plan.
**********

The next morning I was dressed in a black skirt, a white blouse and beige thigh high stockings when Michael joined me for breakfast. We chatted casually about school until I stood up and said, having prepared for this, "Dammit, I have a run in my stocking." I placed my foot on the chair right next to my very captivated son, raised my skirt almost high enough to flash my panties and slid the stocking down my leg. My son's eyes watched the entire removal. Changing legs, I sensuously removed the second stocking complaining, "I don't have any more in this color, so I guess I'm going shopping before my first showing." I kissed my son on the forehead and left the stockings draped across the back of the chair as bait, leaving him alone as I headed out.
I waited five minutes then returned into the house, hoping to catch him in flagrante. As I'd hoped and expected, he was pumping away on his big cock with one of my stockings wrapped around it. I watched him for a minute before walking in from behind and spoke from out of the blue, "I forgot my purse, Michael."
He jerked up his pants and stammered, "Oh my god, Mom, I'm so-so-so sorry."
Fighting my growing desire to grab his exposed cock, I replied, flirtation dripping from every syllable I spoke, "Oh honey, it's ok, masturbating is natural; I hope you did it last night, too. Truth be told, I did it myself last night... twice."
"Mom!" he gasped, still frantically fumbling to get his pants closed, my stocking still wrapped around his cock.
"And please feel free to keep my stockings, if that's your thing," I offered with a coy smile.
"Mom!" he repeated, still humiliated at being caught in the act.
"So you have a stocking fetish too?" I asked, with a sexy smile on my face. "You really are just like your father," I said, grabbing my purse and leaving before he had a chance to respond.
I drove away, knowing another seed had been planted.
I returned home after lunch, flipped open his computer, went to the Literotica website and opened the story What Mom Doesn't Know Fucks His Mom (as it was the hottest of the stories I had read). I left the browser on that story and returned to work, leaving yet one more tease for my son.
A long day of showings, including two last-minute additions, meant I didn't get home till after seven. I came in, slipped out of my heels, went upstairs and knocked on Michael's door.
I heard a nervous voice say, "Come in."
I entered and sat down on the edge of his bed and rubbed my stocking-clad feet. I wasn't even lying when I said, "My feet are killing me."
From his small desk across the room he was staring at my perfectly manicured feet and red toenails, unable to make eye contact with me.
I asked sweetly, "Michael, could you please massage my feet again, like you did last night?"
"S-s-sure, Mom," he stammered, standing up.
"Come to Mommy," I beckoned, my finger beckoning him over and my tone dripping with sultry seduction.
He shyly obeyed.
I scooted up on his bed to rest my back against the headboard and ordered, as I patted the bed, "Sit down and join me."
He did, never once making eye contact. He sat tailor fashion at my feet, took my right foot in his hands and began massaging me. My legs were parted further than yesterday and if he looked up, he'd get a very clear look at my black panties... which after only a few seconds he did. He quickly looked away, flustered. Over the next couple of minutes, he continued to take quick peeks up my skirt as he continued the massage, his face redder than the flames of hell. I deliberately opened and closed my legs slightly to entice him. As he switched feet, I asked, "So, how was school today?"
He sighed, "Boring as usual."

"Any hotties on the horizon?"
"Not even on the radar," he replied, his confidence still nonexistent.
"Why not?" I asked, uttering a soft moan from his massage, adding, "you certainly have the magic touch with your hands."
Surprised by the compliment he stammered, "R-r-really?"
"Yes really, you have me feeling so relaxed right now," I said, allowing another moan to escape my lips.
Just then my cell phone rang, and I cursed to myself. I grabbed it and was asked if I could show a house in twenty minutes. I agreed reluctantly and sighed, getting up and saying, "I have to go honey, but did you know that tomorrow is Nude Day?"
"It is?" he asked.
"Yep. I wonder how average people celebrate Nude Day," I said, my smile implying something naughty.
"I-um-I don't know," he answered, rattled by my odd question.
At the door I paused and asked, "While I'm gone, why don't you check that Literotica site and read some of those contest stories to see what regular people enjoy doing?"
His mouth dropped like it would hit the floor, and I turned and sauntered away, a new plan formulating in my mind. If all went well, tomorrow would be the Main Event.
**********

The next day I scheduled myself off duty from three o'clock on, declining a four o'clock showing, determined to finish seducing my son. I arrived home, showered, dressed myself in only white thigh highs and an apron to cover my freshly shaved cunt and just over half of my tits but with a generous side-boob view, and started cleaning the house. At four o'clock, I put a casserole in the oven and an hour later was just making a salad when Michael arrived home. When he walked into the kitchen, he froze as he stared at me, my voluptuous breasts barely concealed by the apron. I greeted, "Hi, sweetheart. Did you remember what today is?"
He paused, trying to stare at the amazing sight of his mother almost naked without appearing to stare. It was an impossible task. "Um...."
I explained, "It's Nude Day."
"There really is a Nude Day?" he asked, "I thought that was just a Literotica fiction."
"Yes, there really is, silly," I flirted, before adding, "and Michael, you're now eighteen and old enough to celebrate Nude Day with your Mother. So for the rest of the evening, all clothing is forbidden."
Silence lingered for a while until he stammered, "M-m-mom, this is really weird."
I pouted, drawing him in, "Don't you want to celebrate Nude Day with me? Or is your Mother too old?"
He stammered, "N-n-no Mom, that's not it. It's just strange."
"Is it?" I shrugged. "I find it very liberating. It's been years since I went without panties." I lifted the apron to give him a quick flash of my hairless pussy.
"B-b-but you're my M-m-mom!" he stuttered, still trying to wrap his head around what was happening , his bulging pants revealing the impact my body was already having on him.
"And you're my son. I've seen you naked many times, baby, just not recently," I rationalized, before adding in my Motherly do-as-you-are-told-young-man tone, "Now get undressed, Michael."
"But you're wearing nylons," he pointed out.
"Yes, and I did that for you." I smiled, walking over to him and kissing his cheek. "Like your father, you clearly have a thing for stockings."
I pulled his shirt over his head and offered, "Unless you want me to follow the rules completely and take the thigh highs off? It's up to you, sweetie."
"N-n-no, p-p-please k-k-keep them on," he stammered, shivering at my touch.
"Your wish is my command," I teased, unbuckling his pants, hinting at my submissive nature. He was holding his breath, so I reminded him, "Breathe, baby, breathe," as I dropped his pants to the floor. His big hard cock wasn't being completely contained by his unflattering tighty-whities. "We've definitely got to get you some better underwear."
He nodded, unable to speak a word.
"Oh my, Michael, is that because of me?" I asked, my hand going to his prick.
"Oh God," he moaned and went even stiffer the instant my hand brushed against his cock.
As I pulled down his underwear his beautiful cock flopped into the open, giving me an eight-inch salute. It took every ounce of my willpower not to devour his cock then and there, but I wanted to make us both wait a bit longer.
I finished getting him naked, then stood up and went back to finish cutting the salad veggies. Michael hadn't moved an inch since I'd undressed him, so I asked, "Can you please pour us some wine?"
"Wine?" he asked.
"Today is a special day, Michael, so you may have some wine," I smiled, my tone implying we were soon going to create our very own Literotica story.
He did as I instructed, while I finished making the salad and pulled the casserole out of the oven. I noticed Michael taking quick glimpses at me every time he could, desperately trying not to be obvious, when in truth he was being just that. There wasn't anything at all covering my backside, so as I bustled around the kitchen, I took every logical opportunity I could find to face away from him. Finally, I suggested, "Michael, take a seat as Mommy fills your plate."
He sat down and I brought him his meal. I went back and grabbed mine, and after placing my plate on the table, I removed the final garment that was hiding my breasts and my recently shaved pussy. As expected, Michael stared, his mouth hanging open, literally watering. I sat down and began eating, creating conversation as if our nudity was the most normal thing in the world.
"So, Michael, anything exciting happen at school today?"
Trying to act nonchalant himself, he told me, "Aced my Calculus test."
"Excellent," I smiled. "You're such a good student and you've always been such a perfect son."
"Oh Mom," he said embarrassed, a crimson hue rising to his cheeks.
"Seriously, half the teenagers today are drinking, doing drugs, failing school and having sex, but you're a good boy, aren't you?" I asked, my tone demure.
"Yes, because everyone thinks I'm a loser," he pointed out, not exactly insulting himself, but just reporting the social hierarchy of high school.
"Well, based on that theory, Bill Gates was a loser too," I pointed out, before adding, "most of the so-called cool kids in high school end up peaking then, and afterwards doing nothing with the rest of their lives."
"You were cool," my son pointed out.
"I'm not now?" I pouted, luring him in.
"Y-y-you still are," he stammered, desperate to rectify any implied insult, "I-I-I just meant you're successful even though you were cool in high school."
"Aaaah thanks, sexy," I replied warmly, as he blushed at being called sexy, "but I'm successful partly because of my looks, not because of my academic prowess like you'll be."
"I hope you're right," he replied, letting out a soft sigh implying he wasn't convinced.
"Plus," I added, my seduction moving forward at full throttle, "once the girls see your fucking big cock and start gossiping about it, you'll have to beat them off with a stick."
"Mom!" Michael gasped again, shocked.
Continuing my sexual flattery, I added, "You've heard the saying it isn't the size that counts?"
"Yeah?" he answered doubtfully, not knowing my intent.
"That's total bullshit, and it's only said by nice girls to bolster the egos of insecure guys with small peckers," I announced.
"Jesus Christ, Mom!" he cried out, bewildered by this conversation and by the fact I didn't seem to mind he couldn't help staring at my big tits bouncing around in plain sight just across the table as I gesticulated, making my points.
"Trust me," I continued, "I had a wide variety of cocks back in the day, but your Dad's was the biggest and the best, and yours is even bigger than his."
"I can't believe you're talking about my penis," he said.
"It's called a cock, son. A big, and I am guessing, still really hard cock. Big..." I smiled, standing up. "...stiff..." I continued stalking slowly around the table towards him, "...cock," I finished, arriving next to him.
He stared up at me, speechless. Standing above him in a position of authority, I looked down past my naked breasts at his face, changed the subject and started asking a few rhetorical questions.
"So... you like erotic stories, don't you, my son?"
He attempted to speak, but I interrupted his stammer, reaching down to place my finger to his lips, my big tits just inches above him, my slightly wet pussy directly in front of him in plain sight.
"And you particularly like erotic stories about sons and mommies, don't you, my son?"
My hand reached down and wrapped gently around his, as expected, erect and ready-to-burst cock.
"And you seem to have a rather major fascination with women's stockings too, don't you?" I leaned back up, reluctantly letting go of his cock and placing my right foot on the chair next to his leg, which also gave him a very clear, up-close-and-personal look at the lips of his Mommy's cunt. "Do you like my thigh highs, Michael?"
So stunned he couldn't even speak coherently as my sexual attack on his senses overwhelmed him. "I-I-um-I-I-well-I..."
I took his hand and placed it on my leg. "Go ahead, son, feel Mommy's stockings. I've never heard that Nude Day is just for looking."
He obeyed, obsessed like a kitten with a ball of string by the feel of my silky leg.
I moaned, "Mmmmm, Michael, your hand feels so nice on Mommy's leg."
A moment later I put my foot back down, slid his dinnerplate aside and hopped up onto the kitchen table right in front of him. He watched, mesmerized, as both of my stocking-clad feet reached for his stiff missile. Stand by, Houston, I thought, we have liftoff! His dick quivered under my touch and I, without a word, began giving him a foot job. My knees were spread wide apart so I could wrap the soles of my feet around his cock, so my bare pussy was staring my stunned son in the face, my glistening inner lips clearly visible, a gaping invitation if there ever was one.
As I slowly stroked my stockinged feet up and down on my son's cock, he closed his eyes and let his long-held fantasy come true. In less than a minute he moaned and warned me, "Careful Mom, you're about to make me come."
I purred like the predator I was, "Then come for Mommy, baby, come all over Mommy's stockinged feet. I wore these just for you, baby... everything tonight is just for you."
Just as I finished purring, his white goo shot up in the air and most of it landed on my stockings, the rest on the kitchen table and the floor. I continued the sensuous foot masturbation of my son until the last droplet of his cum was released.
I asked, my voice still syrupy sweet, "Did you like that, baby?"
Michael finally opened his eyes and looked directly into mine. "T-t-that was amazing, Mom."
"Call me Mommy, Michael, isn't that what you want? A full-service Mommy?" I asked, lifting a foot to my mouth and gazing into his eyes, licked my son's cum from my foot.
His mouth was again wide open in shock as he watched this obscene act.
"Fuck, do you taste delicious," I smiled, switching feet and licking off some more of his cum before eventually purring to him, "Actually, I'd love to get more of this directly from the source."
I hopped off the tabletop and fell to my knees as my son watched me take his cock in my mouth.
"Oh God," he let out the instant my warm mouth completely swallowed his still erect cock. It had been a long time since I'd done a teenager, not since I was one myself, and I was grateful for his quick recovery time.



I bobbed slowly up and down on his cock for a couple of minutes before taking his cock out of my mouth and saying Betty Boop style, "Oo! I missed some." Continuing to set up the opportunity for him to take control, I leaned to the floor and licked up his cum. (Only submissive sluts lick their man's cum off the floor.)
My son, finally catching on, said with a confidence I'd never heard from him except for the time I'd watched him jerk off pretending I was sucking him, "Mom, you missed some over here on the kitchen table."
A smile crossed my lips at his calm, masterful tone as I sat back up still on my knees and looked back at the table. Seeing some white goo, I asked, eyes wide, "Does Michael want Mommy to clean up his cum?"
"Yes," he replied, although not with the aggressiveness I was hoping for.
I looked at him and said, my hand again wrapped around his stiff missile, "Mommy needs directions, my son. Please tell Mommy what you want. She promises to obey every command like a good Mommy, like a very obedient Mommy, a Pet Mommy like in those stories you love."
He looked directly into my eyes, something he'd been unable to do for most of the evening with all my charms on display, and ordered me, "Clean up my cum, Mommy."
I obeyed immediately, using only my tongue at first to retrieve his white seed. I finished by sucking it up with my lips before turning back to him and asking, my voice as submissive as humanly possible, "Mmmmmmm, did I do good?"
A smile crossed his face for the first time as he finally realized all the implications of what had been occurring and what I was so clearly offering him. He asked, slightly hesitant, wanting a final declaration before proceeding any further (he always was such a linear boy) "Are you really offering to be my Mommy-slut?"
I looked up from my submissive position and answered, "I want to be whatever you want me to be."
"Really?" he asked, still struggling to accept his good fortune.
"Try me, give me a command," I suggested. "Anything at all."
He paused as if he'd just been given three wishes from a genie and had to come up with the best possible one. "Masturbate while I watch," he ordered, with a vague resemblance of confidence.
Without hesitation, still on my knees, I brought my left hand to my eager pussy and began fulfilling his command.
He watched from his position of newfound power, his mind moving a mile a minute at the possibilities. I let out a moan, this long-denied experience of obedience bringing me enhanced pleasure, and almost before any time at all I asked, "May Mommy come my son, or does my big boy have other plans for his Mommy?"
He was still coming to terms with the amazing reality that this wasn't a wet dream or some computer-driven fantasy. Still fingering myself, I looked up at him like a lost puppy looking for directions, desperately attempting to guide him in what we both needed: I needed a dominant man, and he needed a woman to dominate, but also to learn from. My moans were increasing and I warned, "Please tell me what you want Son, Mommy's cunt is getting really wet and I can't hold back much longer."
The last brick in his wall of resistance shattered, I watched as my son stood up, pulled me up and onto the table and without a word, he took what was now rightfully his as he buried his face in my hot lava box. I moaned as my inexperienced son licked my sticky wet pussy lips. This being his first time, he was a bit rough and all over the place and needed some direction. I moaned, "That feels good, baby. Now part Mommy's lips with your tongue."
He obeyed the instruction, and on his own accord he slowed down. For the next couple of minutes he continued to lick my pussy lips, bringing a constant teasing sensation to me. I moaned, "Is this your first time eating pussy, baby?"
He nodded, but he didn't stop what he was doing, enthralled by the taste of my cunt. Every man I'd ever been with, and two girls in college, had always commented on my unique, sweet-tasting pussy, although he wouldn't yet have anything to compare it with.
"Well, you're a natural, baby," I purred, adding, "do you want to help Mommy come?"
"Yeth," he mumbled, his tongue refusing to leave my snatch.
"Take my clit into your mouth, baby," I requested, "swallow it whole." Again he obeyed me, and the minute he sucked my swollen needy clit between his tight lips I screamed, "Oh God, fuck, son, now lick Mommy's clit, suck it hard, make Mommy come!" He increased the pressure and my screams became louder as my now inevitable orgasm began to rise. "Oh God, son. Make Mommy your slut, make me come and I'm yours unconditionally, baby. Is that what you want, son? Your very own Mommy-sluuuuuuut," I screamed, as without warning he surprised me by slamming two fingers deep inside me. Like a veteran pussy pleaser, he hooked his fingers inside me and found my g-spot in seconds. On contact, I wailed, and my legs stiffened.
The mixture of having my g-spot tapped like a drum and my long-ignored need for submission, finally twisted into the reality of the taboo incestuous act I was willingly committing, and I was a bundle of goo in seconds and babbling like a teenage slut. "Oh God Michael, you got Mommy, you got Mommy, oh fuck, oh fuck, yes Michael, uh, ah, uuuuuuuuuh, fuuuuuuck, Mommy's coming baaaaaaby, don't stoooooop!!!" I screamed, grabbing my son's head to add even more pressure against my exploding cunt. It was easily the best, most intense, toe-tingling, leg-stiffening, cunt-dripping, mind-numbing orgasm I'd ever experienced! Pleasure pulsed through my very being, and I knew in this moment of euphoria what Heaven feels like: a brief moment of acceptance of what I'd just done and what I knew I'd now be doing over and over.
My orgasm finally done, no nook or cranny untouched by his assault, I begged my son, with his fingers still inside me and his mouth still devouring my clit, "Please stop now baby, I have to pee so badly."
As his fingers exited my cunt, I felt empty. As I pushed myself off the kitchen table, which I would never, ever be able to look at again and not remember the moment my life had officially and drastically changed, I stumbled, my orgasm having done a number on my now jello-like legs. I fell onto my son's lap face first, his cock almost poking me in the eye. I promised, grabbing his cock which was very ready for action, "I'll be right back to take care of this for you, son."
One last squeeze and I fled.
I returned a few minutes later, his cock just as hard and ready for action as when I'd left. I smiled, acting as demure and sweet as I could while naked, "Did you miss me?"
My son took control like I hoped he would and ordered, "Let's go to your room."
Coyly I asked, "And what could you possibly want to do there?"
His reply sparked the fire that had never completely flamed out after my orgasm. Deadpan, no trace of a smile crossing his face, he announced, "I'm going to fuck you, Mom."
"Oh my," I exclaimed, feigning shock.
Attempting to be dominant, a skill he would need to work on, since at the moment it sounded more like a request than an order, "Get your ass up to your room, Mommy."
"Yes, sir," I answered, prancing upstairs in front of him, my ass jiggling for him, my perpetual tease continuing.
Once we were inside my room I sauntered over to my bed and asked, "Is this where you want me, son?"
His confidence increasing, he surprised me by pointing to the floor directly in front of him and demanded, his tone hinting at annoyance, using my full name like I'd always done to signal he was in trouble, "Betty Cheryl Lodge, get your ass over here right now."
Startled and impressed, I scurried over to him.
His hands on my shoulders, he gently but firmly guided me down to my knees. His smile smug, an expression I'd never seen cross his face before, he said, finally using the term he'd used while fantasizing about me, "I assume a dirty Mommy-slut like you Betty, knows exactly what to do with this."
Reaching for his delicious cock, I shifted into my sultry seductress MILF mode and smiled, "Actually, I can think of several things I'd like to do with this."
"Such as?" he asked, attempting to learn all his options and to see how kinky I was willing to get.
My eyes never leaving his from my subservient position, I laid all my cards on the table, offering him four of a kind. "Well... I could give you another stocking-clad foot massage until your huge dick shoots its load all over Mommy's stockinged feet, or... I could suck your delicious cock into Mommy's mouth until you fill my throat with your yummy cum, or... you could slip that big fucking pecker of yours inside my fiery volcano until you erupt inside me, or... you could order me onto all fours like a pet, your very own Pet Mommy, and then do me doggy-style as your raging rod pierces my back door."
His eyes went big and wide as he listened to my shocking options. He finally spoke, although it was more of a whimper, "Oh God, Mom."
His cock begging for attention, I asked, my eyes hungry with lust, "What do you want Mommy to do for you, baby? Or rather, what do you want Mommy to do first?"
His hands grabbed my head and guided me to his cock. I happily opened my mouth and took my son's raging hard-on between my lips. I slowly bobbed back and forth, all the while creating a whirlpool of pleasure with my tongue and saliva. Although Jake had loved fucking me, he'd always said there was nothing he loved more than a slow swirling blow job from his slut wife. I'd taken pride in giving him amazing, earth-shattering blowjobs, and now I demonstrated those same skills on my son. I took my time, making sweet love to my son's cock with my mouth. Reading the warning signs of an orgasm on the build: his moans, his legs shifting, and his organ's subtle pulses in my mouth, I went for the kill as I shifted from a constant slow swirl to bobbing back and forth like some porn star cock sucking slut. As expected, the sounds coming from my son's mouth got louder and he warned, "I'm going to come."
I stopped and took his cock out of my mouth, again attempting to prompt him into his role as the dominant voice in our ever-changing relationship. I asked, "Do you want Mommy to swallow your cum, son?"
"Badly," he moaned, frustrated by my stopping.
"Just tell me what to do Michael. I'm yours to use as you please," I smiled. "If you'd rather, you can come all over Mommy's face."
Michael surprising me, and not a man of many words, grabbed my head and shoved his cock back into my mouth, but this time instead of my bobbing on his cock, he took full charge and began pumping his cock between my lips, literally fucking my mouth. He grunted, as his orgasm regained the steam I'd abandoned moments ago, "Swallow my cum, Mommy-slut, swallow it all."
Seconds later I was rewarded with a warm load of my son's cum as it sprayed against the back of my throat. He continued pumping in and out of my mouth at his own pace, albeit more slowly, until I'd savored every last speck of his addictive seed.
But pulling out of my mouth he apologized, "Sorry, Mom, I-I-I got carried away."
Still on my knees, I responded immediately and sincerely, "Michael, you don't ever have to apologize to me, baby. When your Father was alive, he was in charge in the bedroom and I was his obedient wife. Until I learned about your fantasy to fuck me, my submissive side had lain dormant for too many years, but when I saw you on my bed that day masturbating with my stockings and moaning my name as you spurted, it all came flooding back."
"You saw me?" he asked, surprised by this new information.
I stood up, my knees sore, and continued, impressed that his cock was still stiff, "I did, and every moment since then I haven't been able to stop thinking of your big cock." I once again grabbed his swollen member and added, "This delicious fucking cock."
"Oh God, Mom," was all this academic genius could come up with, my sexual power to overwhelm someone still prominent.
"You're still hard, so what's next? Do you want to fuck Mommy?" I asked, my hand gently stroking his cock.
"Yes," he moaned.
"Please take charge and tell me everything you want... everything," I begged, explaining, "Michael, I'm not just a little bit submissive, I'm a submissive just like the ones in all those stories you like to read. In the bedroom that's the long and short of who I am, and I'm completely yours to use as you please." I leaned in and took his nipple in his mouth before adding, "And whenever you please." I moved to his other nipple before adding, "And however you please. But I know you're brand new at all this and I'm not, so you can always ask me for any advice or recommendations you want, too." Moving in to kiss him not as mother with son but as two lovers, my lips pausing just inches from his, I finished with, "I love you, Michael. I've always loved you as a son, and now I also love you as my Master. If you please Master, allow Mommy to take your virginity." Our lips touched, and our tongues began to explore each other's mouths. A couple minutes later, tangled in a sweaty embrace as our hands explored each other as well, my son placed an arm around my shoulders and another behind my knees, lifted me up and carried me over to the bed... just like a husband would do on our wedding night.
Reaching my bed, he didn't lean down, but just tossed me onto the bed and muscled my legs apart to stand between them. Determination now controlled his movements as he tried to become the man I desperately needed him to be. He asked, "Does Mommy want her son's cock?"
He rubbed his cock up and down my glistening pussy lips and I moaned, "Oh God yes, please fuck Mommy."
He smiled slightly, tapping his cock head on my clit, "A good Mommy-slut can beg better than that."
My stocking-clad legs wrapping around him and pulling him in, I begged earnestly, "Pleeeease fuck your Pet Mommy, son. Shove that huge fuck stick up Mommy's wet cunt. Pound Mommy hard!"
His cock slid easily inside my inferno and I moaned loudly the instant he penetrated me, "Oh yes, son, thank you so much, baby. Now fill Mommy's cunt all the way up with your cock."
Slowly all of his eight inches filled me, and I watched as his face expressed how in awe he felt that not only was he losing his virginity, but he was losing it to his own mother, a woman he'd lusted after for years. Once he was all the way inside me, he paused, savouring the feeling of my cunt wrapped around his entire cock. Slowly, he began to make love to me. It was slow and tender, and he leaned down and we kissed. This mix of dominance and romance was strange yet erotic, and it enhanced the intimacy of the moment. His hands cupped my large breasts as he began gradually fucking me faster. He broke our loving kiss and began to smother my tits with more kisses. He explored every morsel of my breasts with his lips, tongue and teeth, all the while keeping up a steady pace with his cock. Time stood still as I took my son's cherry and allowed him to explore his Mother in all the ways society would detest.
It was over fifteen minutes of Heaven before without warning, he pulled out and flipped me onto my side. As he repositioned himself I teased, "Are you going to try the other hole now, baby?"
"Shhhh," he ordered as his cock slipped back into my cunt. "I'm not done with this one yet."
"They're all yours, baby," I moaned. Unlike when we were in the missionary position just now, this time he fucked me. He wrapped his right arm around me, cupped my left breast for anchorage and began really thrusting in and out of me. His body slammed against my ass and his hard thrusts into me had me boiling hot in seconds, and my mouth came back into play. "Harder, baby, fuck your Pet Mommy harder."
He obliged, his cock going deeper with each push. "You like this, Mommy?" he asked.
"Oh yes, baby, I fucking love it. Promise me you'll fuck me again and again," I moaned.
His confidence building, "Don't worry slut, I have definite plans for you."
"You doooooooo?" I moaned in delight, the promise making me even hotter.
He fucked me harder, he fucked me faster, I felt his legs stiffening, and I knew I was soon going to get a second hole filled with his cum. Unlike the previous two courteous warnings he'd given me before when he came on my feet and in my mouth, this time he announced, "I'm about to come inside you Pet Mommy, I'm going to come inside my slut."
His confidence a turn on, my orgasm was also close and I moaned, "Oh yes, baby, fill Mommy with your cum. Fill me with your seed. Make Mommy your cum deposit."
"Aaaaaaaaaah, fuuuuuuck," he grunted, and I felt my pussy walls being sprayed, which triggered my own orgasm.
"Fuuuuck, Mommy's coming too, baby." He kept pistoning in and out of me as we both quaked with pleasure.
Suddenly he pulled out, pushed me onto my back and shoved his cock, shiny with my juices and his own seed, into my mouth. Although this position was awkward, I bobbed back and forth as best I could, desperate to prove my utter obedience to my son, my new Master.
He finally pulled out and collapsed beside me, sweat dripping down his forehead. Silence lingered for a long time as we both allowed the afterglow of what we'd done these past two hours to linger.
Finally, I rolled onto my side and shared, "Michael, that was amazing."
Michael turned to face me as well. "I still can't believe it."
"What?" I smiled, "that you just fucked your Mom?"
"All of it: that you saw me masturbating; that you're submissive, everything we just did," he responded, overwhelmed by it all.
I asked, "You don't regret this, do you?"
"God no," he replied, "I just can't believe how lucky I am."
"I'm the lucky one," I told him, "it's like having your father back," my hand gently caressing his chest.
"Oh Mom, I've fantasized about you my entire life. I still remember the first time I ever beat off, and I did it trying to picture what you'd look like naked. But it never occurred to me that it could ever be anything more than a long-term fantasy," he admitted, his expression one of utter delirium.
"Was our being together as good as you fantasized?" I asked.
"God yes," he answered.
"Better than the stories?" I asked, my hand ever so slowly moving lower, to his now only semi-erect cock. Taking a quick glimpse at it, I wondered whether it was on its way towards slumber, or once again on the rise.
"I don't need those stories anymore, Mom, we've just enacted our own," he pointed out.
I chuckled, "I guess we did." I looked at his cock, which was indeed growing again. "You my dear, are insatiable," I purred.
He shrugged, "My record is nine."
"Nine what?"
"I once came nine times in a single day," he revealed.
My hand reaching for his almost fully erect cock, I teased, "Well, I'm not sure I can keep up with our doing nine baby, but I can do at least one more, and I do have one remaining hole for you to fill."
"You sure, Mom?" he asked.
"I've never been more certain about anything in my life, Master," I replied, again stressing my utter submission to him.
As he sat up I informed him, "The lube is in the drawer of the nightstand."
He reached into the nightstand and found my small collection of toys, which included a couple of vibrators and a butt plug. He paused and looked at me questioningly.
I shrugged, "It's lonely being a single mother."
"You won't be lonely anymore," he promised, returning with the lube.
I coated his cock generously, not having had a flesh and blood cock in my ass since a couple of years ago when I'd briefly dated a co-worker. (I hadn't submitted to him, but we had gotten pretty kinky as we shagged each other a few times before deciding it was too risky: don't fuck where you work and all that.) I got onto all fours and presented my ass to him, which was still very toned. "What do you think of my ass, baby?"



"Fucking awesome," he replied, as he knelt behind me. I preened.
"Now please go slow at first baby," I said, "your cock is pretty big for any girl's backdoor."
He slapped my ass playfully, but hard enough to give me a nice sharp sting and said, "I thought I was in charge here."
I played along. "Sorry, Master, do with your slut as you please."
"Good girl," he purred, which sent a chill down my spine, that being his father's trademark praise phrase to me.
"Fuck Mommy's ass, baby," I moaned, as the tip of his cock pushed past my tight puckered entrance.
As he slowly forged his way deeper, he moaned, "Holy shit, this is so hot and tight."
"It's all for you, baby," I moaned, as his cock slowly filled me deeper and deeper.
"So fucking tight," he grunted, as the final couple of inches filled my ass.
His cock feeling so perfect there, I finally allowed my mind to let go and simply to be controlled like I used to be all those years ago. "Fuck, your cock feels so perfect in my ass, Master."
"Master," he repeated, "I'm really starting to enjoy being called that."
As his cock began sliding in and out of my ass, I declared again, "Yes Master. In this house whenever the clothes start coming off, you're in charge, and I am yours unconditionally."
"Fuck," he grunted, "you're so hot, Mom."
"You are too, baby. You're a hot fucking stud, just like your Dad was," I moaned, beginning to buck back on his cock, wanting him to go deeper inside me.
"Bounce that ass on my cock, Mommy," he instructed. I obeyed, attempting to get into a solid rhythm.
"Good girl," he repeated the magic words, his hands roaming over my back and ass.
"Oh yes, son, your cock was made to fill me," I moaned. I bounced back on his cock for an eternity, Michael having already come three times tonight. My knees ached, but I was determined to feel his cum coating the walls of my ass, so I tried to go for the kill verbally. "Oh God, baby. I need your cum in my ass. I'll do anything for it, baby."
"What about Crystal, Mommy?" he asked, surprising me.
"What?" I gasped.
"I want you to seduce my sister so I can fuck her too," he negotiated, adding "I've always hated her condescending treatment of me."
"Oh God," I moaned, the unexpected thought of my daughter and me in the throes of lesbian lust bringing me to a boil again.
"Oh God, what?" he asked, beginning to fuck my ass harder.
"Oh God yes, Master, I'd love to help make her your submissive sister slut," I promised, as my hand went to my clit.
"Is the thought of dyking out with your daughter turning you on, Mommy?" he asked, now pounding my ass so hard that each thrust had me almost collapsing forward.
"Yes, baby, obeying your every command gets me off, but that one's a doozy," I admitted, rubbing my clit furiously, even as my mind played with the preposterous notion of seducing my strong-willed daughter.
As his cock tore apart my ass, I desperately tried to push him over the top. "Fuck, baby, do you want to watch me eat your sister's cunt?"
"Fuuuck, yes," he grunted, clearly close.
Pushing him over the edge, I asked, "How about if I fucked your sister's tight ass with my strap-on? I still have one from when I used to get fucked by the other girls in college."
That was the final straw and he grunted, and I felt his cum filling my ass and fulfilling the trifecta of coming in all three of my pleasure holes in one night. As his cum coated my rectum, another orgasm washed through me as the idea of seducing my daughter bounced around in my head, a ridiculous new fantasy that was already becoming an obsession.
"I'm coming too, baby," I screamed, "Don't stop pounding Mommy's ass."
He kept up the assault until my orgasm finished pulsing through me and I collapsed onto the bed out of utter exhaustion.
I could feel my son's cum leaking out of my ass as he joined me on the bed. As we gazed into each other's eyes, I smiled and said, "I love you, Michael."
"I love you too, Mom."
After a brief pause I smiled, "So we're going to do your sister, hey?"
THE END
As I write this in March 2019, the story you have just read is the first installment of a five-part series, the rest of them soon to be re-edited as well. By the time you read this, I may be writing part six... but no promises.
Next installment: "Pet Mommy": DP Mommy-Slut! in which Betty Lodge seduces her son Michael's best friend Frederick, and thus becomes his submissive slut too, before the two 18-year-old boys provide her with her first double penetration fucking.
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Best Friends Become More
They saw "What Happens in Vegas Stays in Vegas" and Zoey argued the same theory while we were in Amsterdam. "Seriously Mia, stop being such a prude, you only live once."
I shook my head. "You got to be kidding me. You want to go to a nude beach?"
"What else should two hot ladies do on Nude Day?" she shrugged, finishing her third free drink, courtesy of three different guys trying to get in her pants.
Zoey was a twelve out of ten. She had black as night hair, emerald green eyes, ruby red lips and dimples that made her look both innocent and seductive at the same time, an oxymoron that seemed impossible, yet true. If her face was beautiful, her body made men drool even more. Her 40D breasts defined gravity, and just as much as her breasts showcased her upper half, her curved, toned ass perfected her bottom half. Although she was short, only 4'11, her legs were enhanced by her obsession with stockings and five inch heels. She was a goddess and she knew it. She had used her looks to get through high school, get out of speeding tickets, get us upgraded to first class on the flight here and a trillion free drinks for her and her wallflower friend.
While Zoey was the outgoing one who was up for anything, I was the conservative one who was always there to protect her from herself. I wasn't ugly, a solid seven, but when sitting beside a Picasso, I looked like the picture a grade one made for Mother's Day...cute, but forgettable. I have dirty blonde hair, brown eyes and at 5'8, I am a giraffe when compared to Zoey. While she wore heels to make herself taller and accentuate her legs, I always wore flats and usually jeans or shorts. My breasts were non-existent, never blossoming like my grandmother said they would...at twenty-one I was still wearing an A-cup. My ass was my best feature I was told, especially in volleyball shorts.
Now many would wonder how Zoey and I became friends, being so different in almost every way, but isn't that always the case?
She was an extreme extrovert, while I was an extreme introvert wishing I was an extrovert.
She was sexually promiscuous while I had exactly three boyfriends, two who I had slept with (three if you count a blow job at a party when I was really drunk...so drunk I don't recall the encounter).
She dresses like a high class call girl while I dress like a jock.
She barely graduated high school and if it wasn't for a couple blow jobs to nerds who wrote her essays she may not have, while I finished with honors in every class.
She was a cheerleader while I was a volleyball and basketball player.
That said, we did have some things in common: we both loved to travel (we spent at least two weeks every year travelling, although this was our first foreign trip together), we both loved eighties movies (Sixteen Candles being a favorite of both of us), we both loved the Backstreet Boys (it was our first concert), we were both sarcastic and we both believed in fate (the belief that things happen for a reason.). Of course, after what happened the next day, we assumed the Goddess of fate was smiling down on us.
Sarcastically I quipped, "Why don't we find some sexy stud and spend Nude Day in a sweaty threesome?"
Ignoring my sarcasm, as she was apt to do when it was aimed at her, she purred, "Now you are talking."
"I was kidding," I sighed, before adding, "there is no way in hell you are getting me to go to a nude beach, especially with you."
"Well, I am going," she announced, in the decision is made and that is that tone, before adding, "It's on my bucket list."
I snapped, "Everything is on your bucket list."
She countered right back, "Better than having no bucket list."
The sarcastic exchanges going full throttle. "I have no time for a bucket list, I live through yours." Once I said it I realized that, sadly, that was the case.
"Well then," she suggested, "it is time to create your own bucket list."
"No way," I protested, but she was already pulling out a piece of paper.
"Let's see," she pondered. "Write a best selling novel."
She pulled me in with my actual goal in life. I demanded the addition, "Yes, but without selling out."
"Fine," she agreed. "Now what else?"
In machine-gun fashion, while finishing a bottle of wine, the two of us created a realistic list of over fifty things to do before I die (including meet my ancestors in Italy, be the guest speaker at major event, meet John Green my favourite author, etc...), before she shifted the suggestions to the gutter. "Fifty-seven, get gangbanged."
"Fuck off," I shot back, "isn't that your number three?"
"Seven actually, three is sex in every major city in the world."
"Amsterdam is a major city," I pointed out, instantly regretting it.
"Exactly why we need to go out for Nude Day," she countered.
"Like you need to go anywhere to get laid," I replied. "Just go to the bar downstairs and you could be horizontal in no time."
"Actually, I like to be on top." She smiled, before saying, "I am going for a shower. I expect at least five sexual things added to your incredibly boring bucket list."
Being factitious, I made an absurd list:
1. Get fucked by all five members of the Backstreet Boys (although that one I would probably actually do if the opportunity presented itself)
2. Do a live strip show
3. Have sex in public
4. Be blindfolded and used as a sex slave
5. Dyke out
Looking at the list, I laughed to myself at how absurd my suggestions were, even though each had been a fantasy of mine at one point or another. I flipped on the TV and was shocked to learn a storm warning was being issued for Amsterdam for later tonight. I suppose it made sense it was sauna hot today and such heat often is followed by a storm.
Zoey came out of the shower, the hotel towel doing very little to cover her body, "So what did you write?"
I kept watching the TV and pointed to the table. After a few seconds, I turned to look at Zoey and saw my list had surprised her. She said, with a smile I had seen many times that usually meant trouble, "A pretty impressive list, Mia, a very impressive list."
I stood up and attempted to clarify. "That was a joke, Zoey."
Ignoring my clarification, Zoey continued, "I will help you make those happen Mia, although the Backstreet Boys are old men now."
"The early thirties is not old," I countered, pointing out, "Isn't Harrison Ford on your list?"
"He is so fucking hot."
"You live in double standard world."
"Whatever," she flippantly replied, implying she was done with the conversation. Shifting thoughts, she ordered, like I was hers to order around, "Go shower, we are going out."
"Where?" I asked, dreading the thought, as I was still exhausted from the long day.
"I don't know, but I need to check off one more city on my bucket list," she announced, her intentions clear. My job, as she no doubt was about to get really drunk, when her standards dropped exponentially, was to make sure her choice was not some serial killer.
"Can't we just stay in tonight, I am beat," I countered, really not in the mood for babysitting a sure to be irresponsible Zoey.
"Stop being a prude, Mia. This trip was about getting you out of the shackles your Daddy has had you cuffed to your whole life," she surprised me by saying.
"What?" I questioned, although I knew exactly what she was implying. When I told my Dad about my trip plans he freaked. He forbade me to go to the city of sin and he especially forbade me to go with, as he called her, 'that bad apple Zoey'. I never told Zoey about this conversation with my Catholic priest of a father, but she knew my father disapproved of her.
"You have always been such a good girl, Mia. This trip conservative, shy Mia is being put away and being replaced by sexy, outgoing Mia," she decided.
"I am pretty sure that Mia does not exist," I countered, scared of what Zoey had in mind.
"Go shower," she demanded, as if I was her child. I went to shower, knowing that once Zoey shifted to her authoritative self I always lost. It was easier to get blood from a stone than to change Zoey's mind once she had finally made it up.
I had a long hot shower, while I considered my real sexual bucket list. My experiences were tame and innocent in comparison to Zoey's, as although I had sinned on occasion, my biggest sins occurred in my head. Although the list was supposed to be extreme and obviously not me, the reality was those were my deep, dark secrets I fantasized about when alone and satisfying myself. Although I wasn't a lesbian, as I liked men, I had long ago realized I was in love with Zoey, and that our friendship had in many ways been like a submissive relationship, minus the sex. She usually was in charge and I was usually doing Zoey's bidding. All that said, my emotions always blurred between my love for Zoey as a friend or as something more.
My vagina tingling, I ignored a yearning to satisfy myself as I finished my shower, wrapped a towel around me and returned to the living room.
Zoey was already dressed to please, in a black leather skirt, black pantyhose and a slightly see-through blouse that outlined her black bra. On one bed was another outfit laid out. Zoey offered, "I picked some clothes for you, Mia."
"What am I, your Barbie doll?" I snapped sarcastically.
Her smile devious, she retorted, "Mmmmm, I like that."
I reached the bed and realized she expected me to wear a plaid mini-skirt, dark beige pantyhose and a white blouse that made me look like a high school girl at a private school. "You got to be kidding," I said, the skirt in my hand, "these are like panties."
"Oh you are such a prude, Mia," Zoey said.
"I am not a prude, nor am I a slut," I countered.
Ignoring my shot, she pointed out, "A girl must always use her assets, Mia and you have an amazing ass and great legs."
They say flattery will get you everywhere and it worked this time as I sighed and said, "I can't believe the things you get me into."
"It's cause I love you, sexy," she joked, coming over and kissing me on the cheek before going to the bathroom to put her face on.
Once dressed, I looked in the mirror and didn't recognize myself. I looked hot and the dark colored pantyhose really seemed to accentuate my white as snow legs.
Returning from the bathroom, Zoey startled me. "I told you."
Suddenly feeling sexy, I said, "I can't believe what a pair of pantyhose can do."
"I know," she agreed, dressed in black pantyhose herself. "Plus, men get a hard-on whenever they see a girl in nylons."
"They do?" I asked, having never remotely considered hosiery anything but a nuisance, to be worn only for weddings and funerals.
"Indeed they do," she replied, before adding with a devious smile, "and dykes love them too."
"What?" I gasped, surprised by her declaration.
Her smile stayed, as she grabbed her purse and ignored the question. "Let's go."
The thought of Zoey being bi had me flushed, but I pushed down my inner turmoil and followed her out like I always did.
We were downstairs when the bellhop stopped us. "Ladies, I am sorry to bother you, but we have just been told to keep all guests inside as a huge storm has just begun to hit us."
I looked out the window and saw the downpour that was currently underway.
Zoey, the drama queen she always was, asked, "And what are we supposed to do in the meantime?"
The bellhop looked at her with the same carnal lust as so many had before him, but replied, "The hotel bar is currently open."
Zoey's smile returned as she grabbed my hand and led me to the bar. Three hours, a lot of drinks and tons of flirting later and we were both drunk and horny. Zoey had just decided was who would be her Amsterdam fuck when the bar was suddenly closed. We were quite drunk at the time, but apparently the storm had gotten worse and we were sent up to our room for precautionary measures. Zoey tried to get the sexy stud to take her with him, but she was rejected with surprised us both.
Back in our room, Zoey opened the curtains and we looked at the crazy storm. The rain was coming down so hard that you really couldn't see across to the adjoining hotel.
Both drunk, tired and disappointed by how our night ended, we called it a night. In my bed, I waited until I thought Zoey was asleep before I went to my pussy for some much needed relief. I was close to orgasm when I heard moans from Zoey's bed, she was masturbating too. Unlike me, who was stifling my moans with all my might, her moans echoed the room. I continued my self-gratification imagining it was me making her moan like that. The naughty thought had me cumming in a minute or two. As I recovered, I listened to Zoey's climax a couple of minutes after mine, unaware that tomorrow it would be me making her scream like that.
*****
The next morning, well, afternoon if truth be told, we groggily woke up and looked out the window. It was still pouring down. Clearly there was no nude beach today. Honestly, I was relieved; it was one less confrontation to have with Zoey. We ordered room service in as Zoey crabbily ranted about the weather and not making it to the beach.
A couple of hours later, both of us showered and the rain showing no signs of stopping,
Zoey, clearly frustrated at the waist of a day, turned to me and said, "Fuck it."
"Fuck what?" I asked.
"This," she pointed to the weather as she began getting undressed.
I looked at her perplexed. "What are you doing?"
"Well if we can't go to a nude beach to celebrate Nude Day the way it was intended, i saw we bring Nude Day to us," she explained as she discarded her t-shirt.
"So we are going to just hang around our hotel naked?" I asked.
"Of course not silly," she answered, tossing her bra on the bed, releasing her big breasts that had always been the envy of most girls we knew, but particularly me. "We will create our own day of fun here."
"And how are we going to do that?" I questioned, still completely dressed.
Unbuttoning her jeans, my best friend instructed, "Get naked and you will see."
We had seen each other naked many times so this wasn't as absurd as you would think, and I shrugged and started getting undressed. There's one thing about Zoey, she could always make something out of nothing.
Zoey ordered, "Make us some martinis, sexy," while she began creating our own summer paradise in our hotel room.
Being called sexy, something she had never done before, had a chill go up my spine. I made the martinis from the minibar, and when I turned around she had completely changed everything. The mattresses were on the floor, the lamp had been somehow turned into umbrellas with lights shining down on us like the sun and the TV was playing what I soon realized was porn.
Zoey was lying on a mattress, her sunglasses on, and was watching the TV. Seeing me, she said, pointing to the floor and beach towels, "Beach, check." Reaching for a drink from my hand, she added, " Drinks, check." After taking a sip of the martini I had made for her, she pointed up and said, "Cancer rays, check."
I laughed. "It is pretty much like we are at the beach."
She ignored the sarcastic tone and added, pointing to the TV where a pretty blonde in a ponytail was giving a blowjob to a lifeguard on the beach, "Nude beach, check."
"What is this?" I asked, impressed by both the lifeguard's big cock and the girl's ability to easily deep throat it.
"This Ain't Baywatch," she shrugged, adding, "how perfect is that?"
"Perfect," I responded sarcastically, while joining her on the beach.
As we sipped our martinis and watched porn, I couldn't help but take quick glimpses of my best friend's perfection. As mentioned already, I had seen her naked many, many times, but never for such an extended time. We spent the next hour watching three sex scenes, polishing off three martinis each as we mocked the horrible acting and discussed plans for the rest of our trip.
A fourth martini in hand, the obligatory lesbian scene arrived. Two lifeguards with big fake tits ended up in the changing room, and seconds later one was between the legs of the other. Although the movie was ridiculous, unrealistic and the moans were as fake as Pamela Anderson's breasts, my pussy was getting a bit wet and I was worried Zoey would notice.
Zoey, noticing the absurdity of the quick lesbian tryst joked, "I bet we could write a better lesbian sex scene."
"Well that is another goal on my bucket list, porn writer."
"What would our scene be about?" she mused.
"A student who gets an A the old fashioned way," I suggested.
"Or a student who seduces the seemingly prudish librarian."
"Or the policewoman who pulls over a sexy cheerleader."
Looking directly into my eyes, she smiled and her tone changed, "Or two lifelong friends who end up realizing one day their mutual lust for each other."
I froze. Was this another plot idea, or was my best friend hitting on me.
"I noticed you checking me out at the bar," my best friend revealed.
I stammered, "I-I-I was n-n-not."
She moved slightly closer to me, her seductive eyes pulling me in. "I think you were." She paused, moving even closer, "and I kind of liked it."
I was confused. Was this finally happening like I had dreamed a million times or was she making a lesbian porn scene, either way I was rattled.
My face flushed and I could actually feel my pussy leak a bit at the possibility. I questioned, "You did?"
"Oh yes, I have wanted to kiss you since the moment I first laid eyes in you," she flirted, her sweet perfume lingering.
I should have known then it was all part of porn writing mockery, as we had met when we were way too young to be thinking of kissing each other, but I was so intoxicated by the idea of being with Zoey that I was lost in lust. I replied, admitting my inner feelings, "I have been in love with you for years."
"You have," she smiled warmly. "Why didn't you tell me?"
I looked away, scared to admit my insecurities, my fear of rejection, forgetting this was all just a game. "I didn't want to do anything that would damage our friendship. You are my best friend and I can't imagine a world without you in it."
Zoey put her soft hands on my cheeks and made me make eye contact with her. Her eyes so warm, her voice so tender, she said, "There is nothing you could ever do to make me not love you with all my heart."
My body warmed and seizing the opportunity, as Zoey had pushed me to do so many times in previous relationships but I always balked, I moved forward and kissed Zoey.
I could tell I surprised her as at first she didn't react. But being aggressive for the first time in my life, I continued soft kisses on her lips. After what was probably only three seconds, which seemed like a million in my insecure brain, Zoey returned my kisses. The kisses were butterfly kisses at first...so tentative as each of us nervously attempted to respond to what was happening. But as the kisses continued, they slowly became longer lip on lip and eventually Zoey parted my lips with her tongue and like a dam that was ready to burst, the passion I had for her all these of years was unleashed. My tongue danced in her mouth, exploring every crevice. I put my hand on her waist and slowly pushed her on the makeshift beach as I continued kissing her, refusing to allow our lips to part. Soft moans ricocheted in each other's mouth, as both of us got hotter from the passionate embrace. I felt pussy juices slowly dripping out, the reality of the situation bringing me pleasure I had never felt before.



Deciding to continue my aggressive nature, I broke the kiss and moved to her voluptuous breasts. Zoey, for the first time ever, was speechless, the only sounds escaping her lips being soft moans as my tongue swirled around her left, extremely hard and protruding, nipple. I cupped her breast and splattered kisses all over it as I explored every inch. A couple of minutes later, I switched breasts and replicated the concentrated exploration. Zoey had always said her breasts were her most electric erogenous zone, mine were my ears, and by the time I was done with her right breast her breathing was getting erratic.
Zoey finally speaking, although it was more of a bewildered moan, whimpered, "Oh God,I can't believe this is happening. Mia, you have me ready to burst."
Again finding a confidence I didn't realize I had, I responded, "Oh Zoey, we are just getting started."
Her face, already red, went a shade redder. Without a word, I kissed her belly and began the slow journey to her prized possession.
Stopping at her belly button, I allowed my tongue to dart in and out, which had her giggling. "That tickles." She wiggled.
I continues my exploration farther south, past her trimmed pussy, her scent seemingly captured like a rose bouquet. A slight gleam was showing on her pussy lips. Like me, our intimacy was doing uncontrollable wonders to her too.
Again out of character, my lips almost touching her pussy lips, I observed, "Zoey, your pussy is pretty wet."
Zoey, obviously anticipating me eating her out, her bossiness back after a temporary moment of weakness, shot back, "Then clean it up, Mia. Lick my pussy."
"As you wish," I replied, hearing the words I had dreamed a million times but never thinking fantasy would become reality.
I extended my tongue and took one long extended lick from the bottom of her pussy lips to the top, before flicking her engorged clit. The taste was indescribable, a mixture of every sweet taste combined into perfection.
Zoey let out a loud moan on contact and an extended scream when I flicked her clit. "Mmmmmmmmmmaaaaaah-fuuuuck, Mia."
I waited, wanting her to beg for more. After a couple of seconds, Zoey moved up a bit and looked directly into my eye, a mixture of passion, concern and insecurity. "Why did you stop?"
I smiled and admitted, "I wanted to savor this moment. I have dreamt of it for years."
Her facial expression showed utter shock at my revelation. "You have?"
"Zoey, I fell in love with you years ago," I admitted, my head between her legs, an absurd position in the conventional sense to first tell someone you love them.
"Oh my god," Zoey replied. She reached down and pulled me up to be on top of her, breast to breast and eye to eye. Showing the first hint of insecurity I had ever seen in her eyes, it was her turn to admit her feelings to me. "I love you too, Mia. I have thought of this moment for a long time as well, but never thought you were interested."
I smiled, flirting like I could never do with a guy, "Do I seem interested now?"
She laughed, which made our bodies quake together in our intimate position. "Oh yes, you seem very interested." She reached up and kissed me. The earlier kisses were sweet and tender and then passionate and raw, yet this time, our true feelings out in the open, this kiss sent fireworks through our bodies.
Finally, I broke the kiss and, smiling like a kid on Christmas morning, purred, "I think I need to finish what I started."
Her smile, adorable and yet naughty, broke wide open as she agreed, "Yes, you have always been one to finish what you started."
I slithered back down her body to her pussy. Her scent was stronger now, our lust revealed had excited her as much as it had me, and I took in her intoxicating scent before beginning to lick her pussy. I had read many stories, watched lesbian porn and read advice columns on performing perfect cunnilinglus and yet doing it the first time was suddenly nerve-wracking. I wanted to be better than any man had ever been and to bring her to new euphoria that she had yet to experience. I used my tongue as a paintbrush as I slowly parted her pussy lips. Her moans, constant throughout, confirmed my need to know I was doing ok, as I continued to explore her pussy. After every few strokes, I would quickly flick her clit and her whole body would flinch. I loved what I was doing to her body, that I controlled her pleasure; it was an exhilarating sense of power. As her moans increased, I moved my face closer, putting more pleasure on her wetness. Finally, after I don't know how long I was between her legs, I went for the climactic finale. I pulled her clit into my mouth at the exact same time I slid two fingers into her very wet pussy and searched for her g-spot.
She screamed, "Oh fuck, Mia, don't stop, oh God, I'm so close." Seconds later, my mouth firmly clamped on her swollen clit, I found her g-spot and she exploded instantly. "Oh yeseeeeeeeees Mia, fuck I'm comiiiiiing."
I continued pressure on the g-spot as I opened my mouth to savor the flooding that was erupting like a burst dam onto my lips. Her cum just kept squirting out like a broken fountain all over my face as her body shivered endlessly. I eagerly lapped her pussy, wanting more of her juice, more of her cum that I had made explode. The reality that I caused her orgasm was exhilarating, and I never wanted this moment to end.
Finally, Zoey calmed down, her twitching subsiding and she said, still attempting to catch her breath, "Oh my God, Mia. That was the most intense orgasm I have ever experienced."
Moving up from between her legs, my face sticky with her juice, I smiled, "I can't believe we just did that."
Now beside her, she smiled back. "I can't believe it either." Looking into my eyes she apologized, "Sorry about the cum, I am kind of a squirter."
"Kind of?" I questioned, sweetly,
Laughing, she rephrased, "Fine, I am a squirter." A second later she added, "Fuck."
"What?" I asked, suddenly concerned.
"I'm still leaking," she admitted.
"Let me clean that up," I smiled, beginning moving back down.
Stopping me, aggressive Zoey came alive as she said, "Oh no, no, no, it is my turn to return the favor."
My pussy tingled at the thought of Zoey pleasing me.
Zoey pushed me on my back and moved up to kiss me. Unlike our earlier kisses today, she controlled what was happening this time. She kissed my upper lip, allowing my lip to be warmed between her lips. She repeated the attention on my lower lip. The intimacy was so sweet that I thought I might come without being touched down below. Her assault on my senses continued as her lips moved to my neck. Soft bites and her hot breath had me on fire and slowly she moved to my kryptonite...my ear. Her tongue bathed ear and her teeth tugging my ear had me letting out soft moans.
"You like that, don't you?" she teased, her warm breath short circuiting my brain.
I whimpered, incoherently, "I-yes-ummm-aaah."
Her hand cupping my small breast, she smirked, "I'll take that as a yes."
She moved to my breasts and she complimented me. "Mia, I love your titties."
I sighed, my biggest insecurity being discussed. "I wish I had breasts like yours, Zoey."
She licked my stiff nipple before pointing out, "Be careful what you wish for, sexy."
I moaned as my nipple was pleasured. I asked, "Why is that?"
She bit my breast playfully. "With big breasts comes big inconvenience."
"Are you parodying Spiderman?" I asked, Zoey knowing my fascination of everything Spiderman.
Biting my breast harder, she said, "Yes, I am. You are lucky to have smaller breasts, perky, perfect, breasts."
"Why?" I asked, thinking the suggestion unfathomable.
"Well, I have always been judged based in my breasts first, my personality second or third," she pointed out, before adding, "and they are a killer on my back."
She returned to my breasts and I let my insecurity fade away as Zoey pleasured me. She spent an eternity lavishly treating my breasts before slowly moving down to my burning fire.
Once between my legs, I peeked to see my best friend between them extending her tongue. The moment she made contact with my pussy, I let out a louder than expected moan, "Oh my god."
"Delicious," Zoey returned, her tongue never leaving my wanton pussy. She replicated what I had done to her, teasing my clit every few seconds. Each touch sent a pulsation quivering through my very being as I could taste the orgasm, but not yet feel it. The volcano inside continued to tease, the lava slowly rising but refusing to explode like I so desperately wanted.
I begged, "Please Zoey, finger me. I need to come so badly."
"You want me to fuck you?" she pushed, knowing I hate swearing and almost never use the 'f' word.
"Yes, please," I whimpered, my body writhing around like a newly caught fish.
"Yes, what?" she teased, pushing me.
Frustrated and only focusing on the pleasure I so badly wanted, needed and craved, I gave in. "Yes, dammit, fuck me, fuck my wet cunt." I never used the 'c' word...ever...but there it was out in the open in my desperation to reach orgasmic bliss.
"Good girl," she purred, rewarding me for my vulgarity by inserting two fingers inside me. As her mouth swallowed my clit, she began pumping her fingers in and out of me. "I love when you talk dirty."
The lava was rising and I pleaded in complete delirium, "Harder, fuck me harder, pound my cunt."
I felt my pussy get fuller as she inserted another finger in me.
It still wasn't enough as I begged, sweat dripping down my forward, my orgasm refusing to erupt, "More, Zoey, I need more."
"I have three fingers in now," she informed me, her mouth leaving my swollen clit and her fingers pumping in and out of me.
"Really?" I moaned, having never has more than two in me before.
A smile crossed her face. "Do you really want to get fucked, Mia?" she asked, her fingers leaving me.
"Noooooo, don't quit," I whined, wanting her fingers back in me, reaching for her.
She repeated the question. "How badly do you want to be fucked?"
I didn't even hesitate as I answered, "So badly, I need to come so bad."
"Good girl," she purred again, turning me on even more as her fingers returned to my feverish pussy and she reached for an empty coke bottle from yesterday. A devious smile on her face, she asked, "Do you want me to fuck you with this bottle, Mia?"
"Fuck yes, Zoey, fuck me with whatever you want," I moaned, her fingers taking away any logic of being fucked by a glass pop bottle.
"Aaaah," I moaned, as I felt the slightly cold bottle between my lips.
I felt my pussy widen, yet being so lubricated from leaking, the bottle slid inside me rather easily.
I screamed loud enough for our neighbors to know exactly what was happening, as I couldn't fathom feeling this full. "Fuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuck, oh god, oh god, fuck."
"Fuck yourself, Mia," Zoey demanded.
Again I obeyed her suggestion, lifting my ass up and beginning to buck my hips on the bottle like some cheap slut. Her mouth went back to my clit and she licked awkwardly as I moved my body like I was on a bucking horse and refused to get off.
My orgasm built quickly and in a minute, maybe two, time was irrelevant, I felt the bubbling and then the burst as my orgasm filled every pore of my body and short circuited by brain. "I'm comiiiiiing, Zoey, fuuuuuck, soooo fuuuucking gooooooood. Fuck, fuck, fuck, yeseeeeeeeeesssssss."
I collapsed onto my back and allowed the orgasm to spread through me. It was never ending as it cascaded through me like the Niagara Falls. Zoey kept the bottle in me and lapped up my abundant juices as euphoria was achieved.
My eyes closed, my head mush, my body exhausted, I was in a state of nothingness, a state I never wanted to leave.
Like all things in life though, it came to an end. I returned to reality when Zoey pulled the bottle out of me and I suddenly felt empty. I felt Zoey move up and my eyes still closed I felt her lips on mine.
The kiss was the perfect dessert to the perfect entree.
Zoey broke the kiss and whispered in my ear, "I love you, Mia."
Those four words warmed me in a way the sun could never do. I opened my eyes and gazed into hers. I could see the sincerity of her words and her insecurity as she waited to hear those special words returned. I smiled, "I love you too, Zoey. I always have and I always will."
Her eyes lit up and she kissed me again. When she broke it, I quipped, "Well, did you enjoy Nude Day?"
"Oh I think we have started a new tradition, don't you?" she smiled back.
Reaching for the bottle that had just fucked me, I moved it to her pussy and promised, "Oh, this tradition is just getting started."
"You hungry slut," she shot back.
"Takes one to know one," I retorted, happy to know even after everything we had just did and said, we were still the same two people. I rubbed her pussy with the bottle and asked, "So do you want to get fucked?"
The end!!!
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PROLOGUE: I THOUGHT I WAS STRAIGHT
No seriously, I really did. I spent my whole life prior to college never once considering another guy. Oh sure I noticed how big a guy was or conversely how small, but that was it. I pursued and scored a few women in high school and well, while I'm not a lady killer by any stretch of the imagination, I did ok. But then came college, and then it all changed.
FOOTBALL CAMP
Bubba Smith died a couple of days ago. A heart attack at only 52...just three years older than me. I hadn't seen him since 2000 when our football team had our 25th reunion since our college championship. Bubba went on to make the NFL after college, while I went to work on Wall Street. We both went on to have successful careers although while everyone in North America knew who Bubba Smith was, I was just another American in an overpopulated world.
Now I am not complaining. I have been married for twenty-eight years, have four kids (two boys and two girls) and I have been quite successful financially; if not rich, definitely upper middle class. We travel a lot, have a beach house in the Hamptons and my oldest is working at my firm, the second graduates college in June, the third is in her second year of college, while the youngest graduates high school this June.
Anyway, enough about my current life, this story is about my past. The year was 1981, and I was going to a college at Alabama. I was on a football scholarship as a receiver and I was roomed at camp with a fourth year linebacker who was being predicted to go in the first round of next year's draft (which he did by the way ninth overall). He was a great guy and really down to earth at first and helped me learn the ropes at the very brutal training camp. I thought high school practices were gruelling, but in comparison to the first week of college I quickly learned just how different the next level was. They ran way faster and they hit way harder. Being a star in high school, I found the db's didn't go for the big hits in practice, but in college I was a nobody that had to prove himself and earn his spot and was pounded every time I had the ball come my way.
Through advice from the guy whose job it was to often crush me, I learned how to read defenses, take a hit and ice my body after. Without Bubba I likely would not have survived.
I saw Bubba naked often and him me, and it was no big deal. You play football or any other sport and you are going to see a lot of dudes' flaccid cocks. I was quite proud of my seven inches and not remotely humbled by Bubba's thicker and longer ten inches. It wasn't a pissing contest. I was born with the equipment God gave me and was thankful for it.
I made the team and Bubba and I were roomed together in a two-bedroom suite. I was incredible happy as I wouldn't have to deal with a roommate I didn't know...I just didn't realize how much I would get to know about Bubba.
ROOMMATES
They say you don't really know someone until you live with them and that was definitely the case with Bubba. I learned the first night that Bubba is not a big fan of wearing clothes. He would walk to the shower with only a towel, but it was on his shoulders and not his waist. I was watching sports highlights when he came out of the shower not remotely covering up his junk. He walked over to me and asked, as he dried his hair, "Did the Dodgers win?"
I answered, "Yeah, they crushed the Giants 11-3."
"Sweet," Bubba said and continued the conversation, seemingly oblivious to the social conventions he was breaking, "so what are your plans tonight?"
I shrugged, "Finish unpacking, I guess."
"Fuck that," he replied, "the Pi Delt's are having their back to school party and they are always legendary."
"Sounds fun," I replied, excited at the possibility of sorority chicks.
"If you can't get laid there, then you have a serious problem," he quipped, heading for his room.
I tossed back. "And dude, the towel usually goes around the waist."
He ignored the comment and returned to his room.
The party was awesome. Although I did not get laid, I met a few really sweet and hot girls. I learned Bubba met one, and her intense moans and screams kept me awake for a good hour.
The next morning, Bubba was at the kitchen table completely naked, having a bowl of cereal. I shook my head slightly but tried to ignore it as I had breakfast.
And that was the cycle we lived for the next two weeks: I was greeted to a naked Bubba having breakfast where we chatted about everything. Ignoring he was naked, I went to my classes, I went to practice, I returned to the dorm to eat, study and relax and every night I heard the screams of some random chick being fucked by Bubba...who was clearly a super stud.
THE FIRST SURPRISE
I had seen the walk of shame a couple of times, but was stunned when I was grabbing a glass of milk at 1:30 having again been awakened by the screams of a woman. I was soon face to face with Professor White, my first year Psychology Professor. I was shocked, but acted nonchalant when I greeted the clearly just fucked Professor, "Hi, Professor White."
Her red, red cheeks from her sexual encounter instantly drained to white as she stammered, "H-h-hi, Corey." After a pause, she said, "I am so, so, so sorry, you had to see me like this."
Trying to console her, I said, "It is none of my business what you do outside of teaching me, Professor."
She let out a sigh of release, and gratefully replied, "Thank you very much, Corey."
Bubba's voice came out of nowhere, his tone hinting at being an order, "Professor, the least you can do to make sure our boy keeps your secret to himself is a blow job, don't you think?"
Professor's face started to go red again.
I started to speak when Bubba threatened, "If you ever want to feel my big cock again in that tight pussy of yours, you will blow my roommate, Professor."
The way he used the word 'Professor' was clearly condescending and showed where the power really lay.
I again went to speak, but was silenced by my chubby, but pretty, forty-something Professor slowly falling to her knees. There was no talking as she pulled down my boxers and took my almost fully erect cock in her hand.
"Suck it, Professor," Bubba ordered, walking over to watch us, his semi-erect cock shiny, with I assumed the Professor's juices, swaying freely.
The Professor briefly looked up at me as if apologizing for what she was about to do, before she took my cock in her mouth. It had been over a month since I had been laid, back at home, so feeling a warm mouth around my cock felt amazing. Her eyes closed, she bobbed up and down better than any high school girl who had ever sucked me off.
A mixture of her experienced lips and my lengthy dry spell and I was coating her mouth in less than five minutes. She didn't slow down swallowing my entire load before allowing my cock to slip out of her mouth.
Bubby, his cock now hard as a rock, asked, "Professor, you are one hot slut. Want my big black cock one more time?"
I was staring at his cock myself fully erect and wondering how it possibly would fit in anybody.
Her face stayed red, but spoke volumes. She desperately wanted his cock again.
He asked, clearly trying to humiliate her in front of me, "Professor, I ain't no fucking mind reader, tell me do you want my big cock again."
Clearly mortified at the humiliating treatment, yet just as clearly wanting to be fucked again, she avoided eye contact and whispered, "Yes."
"Yes, what?" he pushed.
"Yes, I want your cock," she admitted her face even redder than when she fell to her knees in front of me.
"Crawl back to my room, slut," he ordered.
She flinched slightly at being called a slut, but obeyed the order without hesitation.
As she crawled, Bubba smiled and looking directly at me said confidently, "Once someone has a taste of Bubba they can never get enough." He winked smugly and returned to his room.
A minute later, a suddenly very animated Professor White was screaming in ecstasy and blabbering very unlike a professor. "Oh God Bubba, yes, harder. Fill me with your big hard cock," and "Yeeeees, I'm your slut, your Professor slut".
I heard Bubba demand, "It is time for me to take your last forbidden hole."
I moved closer to the door to eavesdrop as I was completely captivated by the power my roommate had over my Professor.
I heard her beg, "Please not there."
Bubba threatened, "It is up to you, but if you ever want my cock in your tight cunt again you will get on all fours like the fucking whore you are and beg me to take your ass."
My cock was erect again as I listened, like a pervert, to the violation of my Professor.
I missed some words, before I heard her moans again and realized Bubba was fucking her again. A couple of minutes later and more words from Bubba I could not catch before I heard Professor. "Oh God Bubba, take my ass, I am yours to do with as you pleeeeesse."
I couldn't fathom how his cock would fit in her pussy, but her ass? I heard Bubba moving and just made it to the couch before the door opened.
Bubba came out completely naked his fully erect cock standing at attention. He said, "She was really quiet when she was trying to be secretive, but now that the secret is out I insisted she let go."
"That she is," I replied casually, as he headed to the bathroom.
He returned with lube and joked, standing directly in front of me, his erect cock inches from my face, "This is a man's best friend." His swagger and demeanour was one of such confidence it seemed to me that no one ever said no to him.
"Wow," I said, impressed at the power he had.
He looked down at his cock. "Why thank you."
I stammered, not wanting him to think I meant his cock, "I-I-I meant anal sex, wow, I can't believe you got her to have anal sex."
He shrugged, grabbing his cock and swinging it just inches in front of me, "Once they have had my chocolate pleasure wand, they will do anything to have it again and again, including things they never thought they would ever do."
I kept trying to ignore his huge erection, but it was like driving by an accident, you don't want to look but you can't take your eyes of it.
I quipped, "I wish I was that lucky."
He gave me an odd knowing smile and responded, "Maybe you will get that lucky."
Before I could respond and clarify I meant to get a hot chick to take it up the ass, he was gone. I was petrified he thought I was implying I wanted his cock.
Seconds later, a loud moan-scream echoed through the dorm as I assumed Professor White was being sodomized willingly. In case there was any doubt, the next words out of her mouth confirmed my assessment. "Fuuuuuck, Bubba, please go slow, my ass is burning." A minute later the pleading to stop continued. "My ass is so full, please no more." Over the next twenty minutes, a wide range of sounds and words escaped the lips of my, I thought, conservative Professor including: "Oh God, I can't take more Bubba you are tearing me apart," to eventually the screams of pleasure. "Oh yes, Bubba, your cock feels so good in my ass," and eventually, "Uh-uh, fuck my ass faster, I'm going to commmmmmmme."
Hearing my Professor orgasm from taking Bubba's cock in her ass was too much and I rushed to my room and began stroking my cock furiously. My eyed closed, the thoughts began with the Professor begging me to fuck her ass, something no girl had been willing to do up to this point. Yet, as my balls bubbled and I was about to burst it was Bubba's hard cock that popped into view as I shot my load all over myself.
Once I recovered, I cleaned up my mess and tried to figure out why Bubba's cock had popped into my head.
It wasn't like in the porn movies or in many of the stories on Literotica where the second the main character sees a big black cock their mouth begins watering and they instantly want to be a faggot, even though they have been straight their whole life. No, it wasn't like that all, but for me the beginning of my transition to being Bubba's personal sex slave started then.
TRYING TO UNDERSTAND
The next day the whole time Professor White was lecturing, all I could think about was the amazing blow job she gave me last night and the fact that she had taken Bubba's huge cock up her ass. Once class was done, she asked if she could see me in her office.
Once in her office she apologized. "I am so sorry for what you saw and what I did to you."
I smiled genially. "Don't apologize Professor, I am not complaining."
She blushed, looking so innocent, such a contrast to the complete slut she was just hours ago. "He told me you would not be home, but knowing Bubba he wanted you to find out."
"Why?" I asked, unable to fathom why Bubba would want such a thing.
Avoiding eye contact, she answered, "Bubba loves playing games."
"How so?" I asked, still trying to wrap my head around my Professor's submissiveness to Bubba. When she seemed unable to answer, I asked, "How did you end up..." I paused unsure how to word it.
She assisted, her tone hinting at her embarrassment, "He was in my third year Psychology tutorial class on Personality Analysis and wrote his first paper, a personal reflection on why he took this class, on how he wanted to gain more on the average person's natural inner being to be submissive."
"Really?" I asked, "That seems preposterous."
"That was what I thought too. His essay was a list of sexual conquests including his Mother's best friends, a couple of teachers, a Minster's wife and dozens of co-eds. His conclusion is what began my descent into submission."
"Descent into submission," I repeated, desperately trying to take in all this information.
"Yes, I can't explain it, but as I read his evidence, a variety of woman of all ages and races, I couldn't help but feel like I was a part of each of these women," she explained, her eyes giving away a vulnerability that made me feel for her. After a pause, she finished, "A couple of days later, he noticed how I couldn't make eye contact with him, and came to my office. Ten minutes later I was under his spell."
"His spell?" I pushed, curious to understand how such a powerful, academic woman like herself could submit so completely to someone, especially a student.
"Yes, his smug smile and confidence had me overwhelmed. He told me he knew I wanted him and ten minutes later he proved it when he fucked me on my desk."
"It's ok, Professor," I tried to comfort her, my erect cock begging for action, adding, "Your secret is safe with me."
"Thanks," she replied, with a weak half smile.
I left her alone and returned home to yet another surprise.
OUR QUARTERBACK IS GAY???
Bubba was on the couch, watching Family Feud while Adam Jones, our starting quarterback, sucked his cock.
Bubba, seeing me staring at them, smiled, acting as if he wasn't getting a blow job by a guy, "So how was class with my, I mean our, Professor Pet?"
"Fine," I replied, not wanting to share the Professor and my conversation, although I was also unable to take my eyes off the sight in front of me.
Noticing my obvious shock, Bubba smiled, "Sorry, we didn't make it to the bedroom. Adam was just too hungry for my cock."
I could see Adam's face go red, but he didn't quit bobbing up and down on Bubba's big hard cock. I should have left and gone to my room immediately, but I could feel my cock betraying me as it grew in my pants. Soon my massive erection in my pants had me frozen in shocked voyeuristic awe.
Bubba looked directly at me as he instructed, "Swallow it all, faggot. Be the good little cocksucker I trained you to be."
The word 'faggot' jolted me back to reality as I felt as if he was talking to me and I was no faggot. I high-tailed it to my room where I closed the door and tried to put into perspective what I had just seen. Our second year quarterback, and his first year as our starter, was gay. Replayed Bubba's words in my head 'trained you to be.' What the hell did he mean by that and why did he find it necessary to say it in front of me?

LEARNING MORE THAN I NEEDED TO KNOW...AN INNUENDO LEFT
I heard door close and assumed that Adam was gone. I sighed as I wondered how I was going to deal with this. Bubba's constant nakedness as well as his sex life was becoming really uncomfortable. Before I had time to formulate a game plan to talk about it, Bubba walked into my room unannounced, still completely naked. Although I tried to ignore it, I was unable to not take quick glances at his huge cock.
He began talking as if a conversation while completely naked with his roommate was normal. He apologized again for getting caught, yet the smug smile on his face implied otherwise. "Sorry, man, but Adam wanted some good luck cum."
I shouldn't have asked, shouldn't have taken the bait, but I did. "Good luck cum?"
Bubba laughed big and loud like he always did as he explained, "Yeah, well Adam was my roommate last year and he became convinced swallowing my cum was good luck."
"That is absurd," I flippantly remarked, attempting to show I wasn't remotely buying this absurd rationale.
"I thought so too at first," he shrugged, "but after swallowing my load before our first game last year, he threw for three touchdowns and rushed for one more after our starter got knocked in the first quarter and Adam has been the starter ever since."
"So you are telling me that Adam actually believes he gets good luck from..." I paused, not even sure how to word it.
"From sucking my cock," he casually finished for me. "Yep, that is exactly what I am saying."
"That is the most ridiculous thing I have ever heard," I repeated, ignoring the raging hard-on in my pants.
"Adam is very superstitious," Bubba explained, shrugging before adding, "plus truth be told he is just a natural cocksucker."
"I can't believe it, I would ever have guessed he was gay" I said.
"He isn't gay, he is dating the Tamara," Bubba pointed out, before adding, "He thought he was straight too when he first started rooming with me."
Before I could respond to yet another shocking revelation and the implied innuendo he just implied he was gone.
Looking at the clock, I realized I only had half an hour before I had to be at the field. It was our home opener and although I wasn't starting I was dressing. So I ignored the awkward situation I had been put in and focused on the game.
I FALL...BECOMING A COCKSUCKER
We won 49-6. Bubba's theory gained some solid evidence as Adam threw six touchdown passes, the last to me in the blowout victory. We celebrated our victory like we had won the Super Bowl and I staggered to my room after two in the morning drunk as a skunk.
I walked in the room and Bubba was naked, as usual, his cock just hanging between his legs. It wasn't hard, but it wasn't soft either. He greeted and tossed me a football, "I thought you would want your first touchdown ball."
In my drunken state I bobbled the ball and it fell to the ground. "Thanks," I slurred, unable to take my eyes off his cock, my mind flashing to Adam between his legs in the exact spot just hours ago.
Bubba smiled, "It's ok, dude."
"W-w-what is OK?" I stammered, my eyes still glued at his now growing cock.



Bubba looking directly at me as if able to see through my straight exterior and into a hidden depth I didn't know even existed and comforted, "It's ok that you want to suck my cock."
Startled by his blunt words, as his hand went to his cock as if to showcase it to me, I stammered, "I-I-I am not gay."
He chuckled as if knowing sexual preference had nothing to do with the growing hunger I was currently feeling. "Dude, do you think I am gay?"
Based on the parade of hot women that had come in and out of our room so far it was obvious he wasn't gay.
He added, "Do you think Adam is gay?"
Adam was dating Tamara, the head cheerleader and easily the hottest girl in the school. I answered, "I guess not," now using all my will power to not look at his delicious looking cock.
"Wanting to suck cock doesn't make you gay, Corey," he explained, "it just makes you curious."
"But you called Adam a faggot," I pointed out.
The chuckle returned. "Well, when you are on your knees, my big black cock between your cocksucking lips you are a faggot, my faggot," he examined, stressing the words 'my faggot' which should have scared me but instead had my cock bursting at the seams.
After a brief silence, Bubba suggested, "Why don't you get naked, Corey, clearly your cock needs to be released."
My cock, stiff as a rock but awkwardly bent in my pants, loved Bubba's suggestion as did my inebriated mind. I nervously undressed and was soon standing naked, my seven-inch cock standing firmly at attention.
Bubba asked, "What got your cock all hard?"
I stammered, "I-I-I don't know," although we both knew the real reason.
Bubba chuckled harshly, yet his dominant tone and knowing attitude had me rattled. "Oh I think we both know why you are hard. You want to be Bubba's live-in faggot, don't you?"
I again stammered, "I-I-I...."
"Crave my cock," he finished my sentence, before asking, "don't you, faggot?"
Being called a faggot should have been a slap in the face, yet at this moment I wanted to be exactly what Bubba was calling me. I wanted to be his faggot. I tried to argue otherwise in my Swiss cheese brain but my desire to submit, my hunger for his cock seemed to be winning as I didn't flee like a completely straight man would have.
I had resisted looking at his cock for a while, but I couldn't resist any longer and my mouth dropped as he gently stroked his now fully erect missile.
"Don't resist, Corey. You are craving my cock. Your wanting eyes, your salivating mouth and your hard cock give away any pretense otherwise," he assessed, the evidence impossible to deny.
"But, I...." I tried to rationalize, tried one last protest against my body. Yet, even as my mind argued the many reasons I should resist, my body controlled the decision as I felt my legs moving without permission to Bubba and his hypnotic black cock. It was like I was hypnotized and being drawn against my will to the deepest depths of my subconscious. I reached Bubba and looked down at both him and his massive cock.
Assisting me past the invisible wall that separated my straight past with my inevitable homosexual submission and the beginning of a new journey, he said,. "Just let go, faggot. Just succumb to your need to please. We both know you crave my big chocolate stick."
Again, I felt my body moving without my permission, as my legs gave out and I was suddenly on my knees, my white body between Bubba's dark legs.
"Good faggot. Doesn't that feel natural, like your were born to please," he said, his voice soothing and so very logical.
My mind muddled, I babbled, "I-don't-um...."
His rambunctious chuckle exploded out if him, clearly amused at my predicament. "Grab my cock, faggot."
As my mind considered the demand, attempting to remind me I was not gay, I felt my left hand reach up and grab firmly Bubba's big cock.
"Describe it for me, faggot," he ordered, softly.
"It's so big and hard," I said, mesmerized by its sheer magnitude.
"Do you want to suck it, Corey?" he asked, the use of my name bringing me back to reality.
"I-I-I don't know," I stammered, even as my mouth watered.
Bubba, his voice commanding and yet gentle, ordered, "Go ahead, Corey, become my faggot."
"If I do this," I asked, the turn-on at being called faggot humiliating me, "will you stop calling me faggot?"
"Sure," he agreed, "there are lots of other terms I can use instead like cocksucker, princess, homo, and so forth, but no matter how to label it you are a faggot."
My face red, a horniness overwhelming me that I couldn't explain controlling me, I leaned forward, opened my mouth and began my life as a faggot.
As soon as my lips were wrapped around Bubba's cock I was in a whole new world. I was determined to be a good cocksucker, to make him happy and to taste his cum, something I had never even remotely considered doing.
Bubba spurred me on. "That's it Corey, fuck, your mouth feels good wrapped around my big cock."
Without consciously doing it I moaned, my utter submission to my roommate building. I continued to slowly attempt to get more of his massive cock in my mouth but struggled because of its girth and length. Eventually, I found a comfortable rhythm and tried to replicate what the best blow jobs of my life was like.
"Not bad for a first time faggot," he commented a few minutes into my concentrated sucking, ignoring his promise to not call me faggot. Oddly, I feeling of great pride washed over me at the reality that I was pleasing Bubba.
A couple of minutes later, Bubba asked, "Do you want to taste my cum, faggot?"
I picked up the pace as my answer, shocked at just how eager I was to taste his cum, another thing I had never considered before today.
"I assume that is a yes, but I want to hear my new faggot say it."
The words added to the humiliation, yet seemed a natural transition in my newfound position. I took his cock out of my mouth and admitted, "Yes Bubba, I want to taste your cum."
I moved to put his cock back on my mouth when Bubba pulled it away and a wave of disappointment washed over me. He continued the clear separation of power between him and I. "So do you admit you are a faggot now, Corey?"
I didn't even hesitate when I replied, desperate to return to his cock back in my mouth, "Yes, I am a faggot."
He dangled his cock in front of me like a master would a dog a bone. "You know, a real faggot also likes to take a big cock in their man-pussy," he smiled, surprising me.
My eyes went big, the thought of anal sex a major turn-on if I could get a hot chick to comply, but not remotely on the radar for me to be the receiving end.
Seeing my stunned reaction to his newest suggestion, he continued, "It's a logical next step from cocksucker to complete faggot. I can read you, Corey, the idea is shocking, yet appealing too. Your ass is already tingling with the thought of such submission and your cock is probably read to burst, isn't it!"
Still quite drunk, my mind was weak and somehow his words made complete logical sense and although I didn't immediately feel a tingle at my ass, my cock did feel ready to launch into another orbit. I went to open my mouth to protest, yet no sound was released.
Adding the final nail to my utter gay submission he added, standing up, "Just give in Corey, become my Coraline."
He had just turned me into a girl. As mortified as such a humiliating transition was, I was still unable to speak, the situation now getting out of control and yet exciting at the same time.
He pushed his cock back into my mouth and as he began slowly fucking my mouth but continued to talk. "In case you are curious, your secret is safe with me. Only Adam will know of your hunger for cock, since he has the same cravings I am sure you will now get. They say once you go black you can never go back to your vanilla life before, which I think you have seen by our insatiable slut of a Professor. But in case you sober up and change your mind this can be a one time you were curious thing or it can be the beginning of many more fun times. That being said, this first load of mine is a free-bee faggot. But if you want it again, you will have to be willing to offer me up your man-pussy. I need variety and even though I am confident you will become a perfect little cocksucker, I will sometimes want your ass."
The lengthy summary of my future was both mortifying and yet in my current horny drunk state exhilarating as my desperation to taste his cum and come myself was all I could think about.
Bubba grunted, I noticed his big legs stiffen, and he announced, "Fuck you have a great cocksucking mouth faggot, you will be such a great live-in cum bucket, won't you?"
Such humiliating terms should not have turned me on, yet it only made me more eager to please him. I bobbed even faster knowing his load was close.
"So fucking eager, faggot. Fuuuuuuuck, here it comes my cum, cocksucker."
Finally, I was rewarded for my determined effort as I felt his warm jizz explode in the back of my mouth. His cock continued to use my mouth until his entire load had been deposited inside me. The taste was surprisingly salty and sweet and I couldn't believe the wave of disappointment when I realized there was no more to taste, just a lingering aftertaste of what had been.
He pulled his cock out of my mouth and said, "Goodnight cocksucker, when you are ready to become the true faggot you are let me know."
Still on my knees I watched him walk to his room. The dirty deed done, I was mortified by my actions and what I had just voluntarily did. I grabbed my clothes and went to my room ashamed.
MY ASS TOO: BECOMING A FAGGOT
In bed, my raging hard-on refusing to go to sleep I replayed the events that had led to my humiliating submission. The more I recalled, the hornier I got and slowly the idea of allowing my ass to be fucked shifted from absurd never going up happen, to ridiculous why would I ever want to, to well the Professor seemed to like it, to well I had already sucked his cock, to finally obsessing about how submitting unconditionally to Bubba seemed not only like the right thing to do, but something I had to do right this second.
Still naked, my cock sticking out like a sword ready for a duel, I left my room and went to Bubba's. I paused suddenly thinking what the fuck am I doing? Am I really going to ask Bubba to fuck my ass? This was absurd, yet as my brain pointed out all the reasons to not do this, I felt my hand make a fist and I heard the knock.
"What is it, faggot?" Bubba asked, although his knowing tone implied he knew exactly what I wanted.
"Um-I-well," I bumbled.
"Spit it out, faggot, unlike what you did with my cum," he quipped, another shot taken at my submission to him.
"I want you to fuck me," I admitted, shame burning through me as I made such an absurd admission all the while a chill went up my spine at the possibility of pleasing Bubba.
"You do," he chuckled, clearly not surprised by my admission. "Come on in."
I nervously entered and saw he was naked on his bed his cock I had just pleased a few minutes laying languidly on its side.
"What do you want me to fuck?" he asked, his smug smile pushing me further into utter submission to him.
I hesitated. My desire to be a man and refuse being sodomized like a straight guy would, was overwhelmed by my bigger desire to submit to Bubba and be the faggot he said I was. My conscience screamed be strong, yet the words out of my mouth were, "my ass," even though staring at his cock all I could think about was how it could ever fit in me.
He corrected me. "Don't you mean your man-pussy. Hot woman have an ass to fuck, cocksucking faggots like you have a man-pussy."
The levels of humiliation kept increasing, yet each time I willingly played along I fell deeper into an addiction I would never get out of. I admitted, willing to agree to anything to please him, "Yes, my man-pussy. I want you to fuck my man-pussy."
"Come over here, Coraline," he ordered, patting the bed with his big strong hand.
I obeyed, shyly.
"Get my cock ready for your pussy, Coraline," he demanded.
I leaned forward and took his cock back into my mouth. My lips wrapped around his growing member felt so perfect. I was making him hard and it made me happy. Once fully erect, Bubba said, "Tell my cock how much you love him."
The humiliation continued, but that no longer mattered, I was his and we both knew it. I took his cock out of my mouth and talked to it like it was a person. "Oh cock, I love you so do much. You are so perfect, so delicious and I am willing to do anything to please you."
Bubba asked, "Who owns you, Coraline?"
"You do," I admitted, knowing it was true. After one taste of his cock, everything had changed and I knew I had become the faggot he said I would. I suddenly wanted to submit to him more, to go further into my obedience to him, to give myself to him without restriction, and added, the words out of my mouth shocking me as soon as they were spoken, "Please fuck my pussy, Master."
"Master," he repeated, surprised. "That is a new one."
I was so horny I wasn't thinking straight (pardon the pun), my desire to come and please him overriding any sort of common sense or humility. "Oh please Master, take your slave's virgin pussy."
"Fuck," Bubba grunted, "you really are a faggot. Go get the lube from the top of my dresser.
I rushed quickly, like an Olympic runner, to the dresser, grabbed the big container of lube and returned to the bed. Bubba took the lube and lathered his cock generously before demanding, "On all fours, Princess."
I eagerly obeyed, ignoring the derogatory shot at being called a 'princess' positioning myself readily for Bubba. I felt my ass cheeks spread apart and then my ass was generously coated with lube.
A moment later, I felt Bubba's cock between my ass cheeks. He paused and asked softly this time, "Are you sure Corey, this is what you want? There is no going back once you have had my cock. You will want it over and over."
Using my real male name was a surprise and a reminder of who I was and what I was about to let happen. I was about to willingly allow my big, black roommate and his ten inch cock sodomize me. Yet, instead of feeling this was wrong, it seemed naturally right. I replied, giving myself completely to him, "I am yours Master, please take my pussy's virginity." I slowly pushed back attempting to assist Bubba in taking my virgin pussy, my virgin ass.
He ordered, "Slow down, Princess. We go too fast and I am going to rip your pussy apart and I don't want to do that. I want his pussy to be ready for lots and lots of fucking. Now sit still, slut."
Being called slut oddly turned me on. Being treated like a girl somehow enhanced my eagerness to be fucked. I felt Bubba's big strong hands on my hips as his cock sat teasing my pussy entrance. "Relax, slut, daddy is about to penetrate your sweet little cunt."
"Kkkkk," I nervously replied, feeling his cock head at my entrance, the anticipation and fear blending into one.
Just as he began pushing forward he warned, "Relax, princess, this is going to hurt at first, but I promise you will eventually be begging me to top you."
"Top me," I repeated, confused.
He chuckled, "You really are an innocent little faggot. A top is the man doing the giving while the bottom is the faggot taking the receiving."
"Ooooooh," I whimpered, a sharp pain burning my rectum, as Bubba's cock started its penetration of my virgin ass.
"Relax, baby," he purred, calling me baby an odd term of intimacy after all the verbal assaults that warmed my entire being and made me even more eager to be a good girl for him.
I tried to relax, but the burning was not fading but escalating as his cock slowly penetrated me.
"Fuck your pussy is tight, Corey," he said, again using my real name and reminding me of my masculinity being taken.
I whimpered in return, my teeth clenched as I attempted to handle the pain. Yet, even though the pain was not going away, an undeniable pleasure was building inside me. A pleasure I could not explain.
Seconds ticked by as Bubba's cock continued to slowly go deeper inside what had been a no entry zone. The pain began to dissipate slowly as the odd pleasure began to increase. The burning sensation was there, a constant reminder of my gay submission, my new role as a bottom.
Bubba devastated me when he announced, "I'm half in, faggot."
I gasped. Only half in? I felt so full already. There was no way I was going to be able to take much more of his massive snake.
As if reading my mind, Bubba soothed, "It's ok Princess, I won't bury all ten inches in your cunt tonight."
I let out a sigh of relief as Bubba continued, "Just relax, faggot. I am going to start fucking your man-pussy now."
I impulsively tightened my ass first and heard Bubba command, his tone showing annoyance for the first time, "Faggot, do as you are told. Relax that man-pussy."
"S-s-sorry," I apologized, instantly relaxing my man-pussy.
"Good girl," he responded, his tone instantly soft again, his cock slowly moving in and out of my tight pussy. "How does my cock feel in your ass?" Bubba asked a minute later after I began to get accustomed to the reality I was being fucked.
The pain was now just a dull numbness as the pleasure began to take over. The mixture of being submissive and being fucked was giving me pleasure I had never experienced from sex. I admitted, "It feels good."
Bubba stopped and asked, "Only good?"
I quickly corrected, wanting him to return to fucking me, "Really fucking good."
"That's better," he confirmed, returning to fucking me, before adding, "I am going to slowly go deeper inside your cunt, Princess."
I moaned, "Yes, Master, fuck me deeper and harder."
He chuckled, his hands on my hips, "Fuck, as soon as I met you I knew you were a faggot in a straight boy's body, but even I didn't realize how desperately you needed this."
As he began going faster and with each forward stroke slightly deeper, a stinging pain returned but I didn't care. He was right. I don't know how he knew I needed this, but it was all I could think about now, to be a good faggot; to be a good girl. I whimpered like a girl as he stretched my man-pussy with his big cock. I don't know how long he fucked me, but it wasn't long enough, but my stiff erection was about to burst.
Bubba ordered, "Bitch, I'm getting tired. Fuck yourself, Coraline."
Without hesitation, I began moving my ass back onto Bubba's cock. My first stroke back had me scream as I accidentally allowed Bubba's cock to new realms in my ass.
He chuckled, "Does my faggot want all ten inches?"
I asked, "How much is in now?"
"Nine or so," he revealed, seemingly impressed by how much I had taken in my virgin ass.
"Really?" I gasped, unable to fathom how nine inches had filled me. I felt full and yet craved more. I wanted all ten inches; I need all ten inches; I wanted to be the best faggot ever. I closed my eyes, gritted my teeth and grasped onto the bed with all my might to prepare myself for the inevitable sharp pain that was sure to follow. Then I began moving back and forth quickly for a few seconds before I leaned forward and then fell backwards with all my might.
"Oh myyyyyyy Godddddd," I screamed, in a mixture of utter pleasure and pain.
Bubba impressed said, "Holy shit Corey, you are the most eager bitch ever."
Thrilled to have taken him all, I tried to erase the pain by fucking myself like some cheap slut. I began bouncing back and forth on Bubba's fuck stick and in only a couple of minutes of determined, hard paced bucking I had Bubba on the brink.
Suddenly Bubba pulled out, flipped me onto my back and in seconds my face was being coated with his cum. Again like some cheap slut, I opened my mouth to catch his precious seed and reactively scooped up some cum off my chest. Also instinctively, I leaned up and took Bubba's cock that had just been in my ass back into my mouth.



I eagerly retrieved every last drop of his cum before Bubba noticed. "You look like you need some release."
Taking his cock out of my mouth, I whimpered, "God, yes."
He chuckled, "Sorry man, I am no faggot, but you can go ahead and get yourself off."
As soon as I grabbed my stiff erection I felt my orgasm building and three quick pumps was all it took and I shot the biggest, most satisfying load of cum all over myself.
Bubba, with a smirk after I was finished, said, "You should probably go and clean up you look like a real faggot with cum all over your face."
I stood up and felt my cum slithering down my leg and my ass feeling suddenly empty. In the bathroom, I looked in the mirror and stared at my cum covered face. Instead of washing my face, I scoped the cum from my cheek and put it in my mouth. I was mortified by my actions and yet was already craving more of his cum.
I washed my face and legs and went to my room, noticing Bubba's light was now out. I lay in my bed, my ass suddenly quite sore and yet feeling empty. I closed my eyes and fell asleep wondering how I was going to face him on the morning.
EPILOGUE: I GUESS I AM NOT STRAIGHT
I groggily I woke up the next morning and as I rolled onto my back I felt a sudden pain. I was jolted awake as the memories of last night replayed in my head. Had I really sucked Bubba and then allowed him to fuck me? The feeling in my ass was clear evidence I had. I lay in bed trying to figure out how I was going to confront Bubba. This had clearly been a drunken mistake, even though even as I tried to convince myself that was true my cock was already growing.
I got up, threw on some clothes and went to have breakfast, praying Bubba wasn't up yet...of course he was.
Bubba was naked, at the kitchen table, eating a bowl of cereal. He looked at me and asked with a smug smile, turning his chair towards me and opening his legs to showcase his limp cock, "Want some breakfast, faggot?"
In just four words he clarified our relationship and I didn't fight it. In four words I accepted, now sober, last night was not just a drunken mistake. My mouth was watering and my ass was tingling. I had become exactly what he wanted...his faggot.
I walked over to him, fell to my knees and without a word took his cock in my mouth.
Bubba spoke, "You are such a good little faggot, a good little princess."
Such degrading words only enhanced my desire to please and as his beautiful cock grew in my mouth. While on my knees, Bubba's beautiful cock in my mouth, I knew Corey had seized to exist and had been replaced by Coraline.
Bubba moaned, "Fuck you are such an eager little slut. By the way faggot, when here you will be naked at all times. Is that understood?"
I took his delicious cock out of my mouth and submissively agreed, "Yes, Master."
As I eagerly returned to sucking Bubba's cock, bobbing up and down like the cum craved faggot I was turning into, he said with a chuckle, "Master, I love that."
A couple of minutes of fast-paced cocksucking and I was rewarded as I felt his load rocket into my mouth. I eagerly swallowed every last drop and craved more.
Bubba pulled his cock out of me and complimented, as he stood up, "Fuck you are a natural born cocksucker, Corey."
"Thank you," I replied, before asking, "What about when we have people over?"
He replied, "I will let you know when we will have guests, but otherwise you will be completely naked at all times."
"Of course," I replied, accepting the bizarre new world I was now living in.
He left me there on my knees, the aftertaste of his cum still lingering in my mouth. I waited till he was gone before moving.
Standing up, I shook my head, my still cock begging attention, thinking to myself, 'it was only yesterday I thought I was straight.'
THE END
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BEDDING THE BABYSITTER CH 6
Hi, this is Jenny. Once Karen and I reached my bedroom, I tried to erase the shocking scene I had just witnessed from my mind. I simply couldn't believe my Mother had sexually submitted to one of my friends, even though Karen had... not just warned me but bragged to me... over and over again she was going to do it.
Karen, pretty much naked, was still bragging, "I told you I could get her to submit."
"So you did," I gave her, unsure how I was possibly going to deal with talking to my Mom (or even facing my Mom) now that each of our naughty secrets had been exploded in each others' faces in such embarrassing ways. I was mortified by how abruptly my Mother had been informed of my sexual identity and my emotions were numb from hearing her own story of submitting to Karen. And now I hadn't had any time to process all this information before I had to get ready for my first date ever! I pictured myself arriving for my date with this wonderful girl I had such high hopes for a delightful relationship with and greeting her hollowly with, "I need to tell you what just happened to my Mom," as I looked like death warmed over. I'd need to pull it together and do far better than that!
"She was even easier than I thought she'd be," Karen gloated with a smile.
Trying to change the subject, not wanting to talk about my Mother's sex life especially the humiliation part, I reminded her, "I finished my seduction of Miss Morgan."
"I can't fucking believe it," Karen responded, happy for me, happy I'd done what she'd ordered and clearly surprised by my success even though all last week she'd been the voice of rah rah encouragement. "Do tell."
I retold the whole afternoon-long saga from the initial rejection ordeal, to the hands of fate bringing us back together, to the inevitable climax (actually several wonderful climaxes for each of us) when I went back to her place.
"Wow," Karen said, impressed, "now you're both the hunter and the prey!"
I shrugged.
"The question is, which of those roles will you be playing tonight?" Karen questioned.
I reflected on the question. It was a good one. In every other sexual encounter it had been crystal clear I was the submissive, other than my seduction of Miss Morgan, I suppose. But with Ashley it was different. "I don't know."
Karen's phone rang and it was her Mom. "I'm at Jenny's. What? I was? Fine, I'm on my way." Karen hung up. "I was supposed to babysit my little brother, like ten minutes ago. I have to go. I guess I'd better go and untie your Mom."
"Good call," I agreed with her understatement, shaking my head at the absurdity of my brand-new universe.
She left and I, in a tizzy over what to wear, how to act, and scared even to look at my Mom, decided to go to Megan, the capable Mistress (but also trusted mentor) who had started it all, and ask her for advice.
I knocked on her door and was so thankful when she answered. Her genuine smile told me she was happy to see me too, just not desperate. "Well hi, Jenny. Max is going to freak out!"
A second later that prediction came true as Megan's two-year-old son Max attacked my legs screaming, "Wenny!" It took fifteen minutes of playing before he calmed down a bit and I promised, "I'll come back and play if I can, but I need to talk to your Mommy, ok?"
"Ok, Wenny," he agreed, watching some kid TV show I no longer was cool enough to recognize.

"Kay, Wenny," he agreed, plopping down to watch some kid TV show I was no longer cool enough to recognize.
Megan had poured iced tea for us and thanked me, "Thanks for doing that for Max, you're so good with him! But it looks like now I need to try to do some good for you: what's bothering you, dear?"
"How do you know something is bothering me?" I asked.
"Am I wrong?" she asked, her hand falling to my knee.
I sighed, "No, my dear perceptive Mistress, you're not wrong at all." I unloaded all the sordid details of my recent life, the good and the bad and the preposterous and my fear of how to deal with my Mom after what I'd witnessed and what she'd learned about me and... and... my wonderful but terrifying upcoming date.
Megan listened without interruption before responding. "Well, that's a lot for any eighteen-year-old to deal with. But my strongest concern is about Amy."
"My Mom? Why?" I asked.
"Well, sure your Mom just had it confirmed you're a lesbian, but foremost in her own mind must be that she was just now totally humiliated in front of her only daughter, who said nothing supportive to her at the time except you didn't want to be her Mistress. I'm sure that came as good news to her, but in her fragile state could also be seen as a rejection. Then you walked out of the room without a word or even a glance... yes? Right. So to her that was even worse, and then once Karen finally untied her she would have found you'd left the house without even talking to her. I can easily understand why you felt compelled to do that, but to her it could only have looked like further rejection: you must have left because you were disgusted with her! I can only imagine how emotionally unstrung and abandoned she must feel right now," Megan pointed out.
"Darn, you're right! I am such a bad daughter!" I sighed, tears beginning to form.
"No, what you are is an amazing young lady who is finally coming to grips with who she is sexually. But you're lucky enough that you found out what you are when you were eighteen; Amy is just learning right now. You followed your natural instincts when crisis or upheaval comes unexpectedly... fight or flight, and you chose flight."
"But I really need to go to her," I acknowledged. "She needs me."
"Yes you do and yes she does. But a word: first and foremost, remember she'll be very fragile right now. Although she's the adult, right now it needs to be your turn to be there for her. If she wants to talk about what she did, just let her do that and love her. Talk to her. Listen to her. If she wants to talk about you, then open up to her, tell her as much as she wants to know and trust her. Let her feel less like an unforgiveable slut and more like a nurturing mother by helping you with your life and your date, " Megan instructed me, her maternal side flowing out of her... showing no sign of the sexy seductress she also was.
"Ok," I agreed, standing up, although still scared of the conversation I was about to face.
"Jenny, I am always here for you. I am your friend first and your Mistress second, although I wouldn't mind seeing you again soon for the latter," she smiled, implying she was already missing the intimacy we had shared only last Tuesday.
"I would like that, Mistress," I agreed and Megan wrapped her arms around me for a warm embrace of security.
"Thanks, I can do this...I hope," I said, when our long embrace ended.
"You're welcome, Jenny, and yes you can do this. I will always be here for you."
I left and returned next door to my house and my Mom. I paused at my front door, still with no idea of what to say. Taking a deep breath nevertheless, I opened the door to face a conversation I never in a million years thought I would have.
Mom was vacuuming, which shouldn't have been a surprise. When she is stressed, she cleans, even if the house is already spotless, which it already was since yesterday was her usual cleaning day. I don't think she even heard me come in until I said timidly, "Hi, Mom."
She turned around and the terror in her eyes broke my heart. I had recently been petrified to tell my Mom about my recently discovered true sexual identity, and now it was my Mom who had to woman up to a similar daunting conversation with me. Her first words were, not surprisingly, a tearful apology. "Jenny, I am so, so, sorry you had to witness what you did!"
I replied, rushing towards her, "I'm sorry too, Mom! I'm the one who unleashed Karen on you. This is all my fault!" Not surprisingly, there were tears flooding down my face, too.
"Oh honey, you aren't the one to blame for my weakness and my loneliness," she replied, tears already beginning to drip off the bottom of her face.
Smiling through my tears and only able to see her as a blur, I officially came out to my Mother. "Well Mom, in case you had any lingering doubts. I like girls too."
"Only girls?" Mom asked, clearly digging deeper without obviously digging deeper.
"Yes, only girls. I've accepted that I'm a lesbian, have been one for over a week now, but I was too scared to tell you," I admitted.
"Why? Not the lesbian part, of course that's okay with me, but the scared part."
"I just thought you were already a single Mother having to raise a problem child on your own, so the last thing you needed was to learn your innocent daughter was a lesbian."
"Honey, I love everything about you. You know that, right?" Mom asked, her tone both heartfelt and concerned.
"Oh Mom, I know you do! I know you love me and it was a silly insecurity, but I only learned who I am very recently, and all I really know so far is that I don't know anything at all," I explained.
"I understand, dear," she said, before adding with a sad smile, attempting to lighten the heavy mood, "I too have only recently learned something basic about myself and I don't know anything either."
"Touché," I quipped back, before adding, "It's ok, Mom. If you need your daughter's permission to do anything at all, I'll make official. You are hereby allowed to have sex with men or women or anyone you want." I waved my right arm around vaguely in some sort of blessing.
"With my daughter's friend?" Mom asked, mortified by her recent actions.
"Well, that's not the most orthodox choice, but you really had no choice. Karen is utterly irresistible, and you can take that from me," I comforted her with the truth.
"And to be treated like a, like a, like a...." Mom couldn't even finish the sentence.
"It's ok, Mom. I'm a sub, too. If anyone can understand your doing that, I can."
"But I'm your Mother!" she exclaimed, still trying to cover herself with guilt for her unmotherly actions.
"I know. But I'm an adult," I pointed out.
"I do my best to forget that." Mom smiled. "It's tough seeing you grow up and not need me anymore."
"Oh Mom," I said, giving her a close hug, "I'll always need you."
After a silence, Mom asked, "Well, now what?"
"Well, first of all, no more secrets for either of us," I suggested. "Please?"
"Agreed," Mom concurred.
"Can I suggest something?"
"Sure, honey."
"You should go talk to Megan," I suggested.
"Ms. Cameron?"
"Yes, my first Mistress, my real Mistress," I said and took a while to tell Mom everything that had transpired the past week and a half.
Once I had finished, Mom was silent before she finally said, "I don't even know what to say, sweetheart."
"You don't have to say anything, Mom, you just have to support me. I just need to know you're on my side."
"Of course, honey," she softly replied, "it's just this has been a lot to digest in one day. Both my own predicament as well as learning my daughter is gay."
"I know, Mom," I replied. Looking at the clock, I freaked out. "Shoot, I'm supposed to meet Ashley in twenty minutes and I haven't even started getting ready!"
"Well, what can I do?"
"Drive me?" I asked.
"Of course, honey," she chuckled.
"Huh? What could be ha ha funny about any of this?"
"When the day started if someone would have told me I'd be driving my daughter on a date tonight that would have surprised me. That it was a date with another girl would have surprised me even more. Yet, after all that has happened today...why the heck not? How can anything be a problem now? Except... sweetheart, do you really forgive me? You don't hate me? You looked so cold..."
"I'm so sorry for that, Mom, you're right, I must have. I was just so shocked to see you like that and hear your story, and especially so ashamed for my part for doing that to you I just didn't know what to say! I didn't want to get blamed for it but I knew I deserved to! But I never stopped loving you, even if I couldn't show it, and I do love you, Mom! The question is, can you ever forgive me?"
By now both of us were in tears again and back in each other's arms. After a little while she pushed me away, but only far enough to look into my face with a tender smile. "Yes, my darling girl, I do forgive you for whatever unintentional part you played in all this. I hope by now you know I'm always here for you?"
I nodded and she continued, "Well now I know you're always here for me too! After all this, what could ever drive us apart?"
I nodded in agreement and smiled, "You're right, mother, nothing ever can."
But needing to dash, I eyebrowed her a question, she gave me a nod of permission and I gave her another quick hug and kiss on the cheek before I hurried up to my room and rifled through my closet, all my attention suddenly on my... what to call it... evening? Date?
I tried to find something to wear that didn't suck. What to wear on my date? If it even was a date. Was it a date? Or was it just two friends going to a movie?
Time being my enemy, I didn't have time right now to analyze what it was or wasn't and focused on what to wear. I decided to stick to the more provocative style I'd been wearing since my transformation. A short tight plaid skirt that hugged my ass, dark beige thigh high stockings and a white blouse. My hair wasn't perfect, but a quick brush and it would have to do.
I quickly texted Megan:
Mistress Megan,
I talked to Mom. I think we are cool if that is possible after today. Could you please check on her. She knows about you and me.
Pet Jenny
Megan texted back while I was in the car with my Mom:
Pet Jenny,
Oh my... she knows. How is she taking it?
Meg
I typed back:
Mistress Megan,
Fine...I think. I just think she needs an adult to talk to. An adult who understands all this stuff.
Pet Jenny
She responded:
Will do, sexy.
Meg
We drove in silence to the theatre while I texted. Once I put my phone away, Mom asked, "Who were you texting?"
"Mistress Megan," I admitted.
"Mistress," she repeated, still attempting to come to grips with what she had done, "I can't believe how many times I've heard or said that word today."
"Tell me about it!" I joked, before warning her, "I asked Mistress to check on you."
"You did?" she asked, instantly going red.
"Yes, she can help you sort out all your feelings like she did for me," I explained.
"But she's the one who seduced you," Mom pointed out. "She started all this."
"What she did was open the door to who I am," I corrected. After a brief pause I added, "Plus, although she is a Mistress and my Mistress, she is first and foremost a wise and compassionate woman. Promise me you will talk to her if she comes over or invites you over. Believe me, you'll thank me for it."
"Ok," she agreed reluctantly.
At the theatre, Mom smiled. "Call me if you need me to pick you up."
"Will do," I smiled and gave her a quick hug, like I'd always done. "I love you, Mom."
"Love you, too."
I watched her pull away and as my attention went from my Mom to seeing Ashley in a minute my anxiety grew. Considering all I had done the past little while, plus the fact that Ashley and I had already had sex, albeit under strange circumstances, I was incredibly nervous. I entered the theatre and saw she was already there. She too had on a short plaid skirt, hers with black stockings and a pink blouse. She looked so adorable, so sweet and yet so sexy. I could never get over how tall she was even though that was one of the things I liked about her. I felt a chill go up my spine just looking up at her. I could tell though, that just like me she was nervous.
I walked over to her and she handed me a ticket. "I got here early to make sure we got tickets," she said, handing it to me.
"Good call," I replied, before adding wittily, "great minds think alike."
"What? How?" she asked, confused.
"We could be fashion twins," I joked.
"I wanted to try to pull off what you've been doing lately," her words and even her tone flattering.
"Well, that you did," I confirmed, "you look adorable."
"As do you," she returned the compliment.
"Then it's settled. We both look adorable. You're a fashion horse and I'm a fashion pony."
"Agreed," she laughed, her smile so radiant. "We're two hotties."
"Damn right," I laughed. "Now let's go get some snacks."
I realized that conversation had been trivial, even trite start to finish, but it had broken the ice: neither one of us was nervous any more.
We waited in line and talked about cheerleading and the upcoming State competition in three weeks. Ashley flattered me, "I can't believe how quickly you learned all our routines."
"Well, Miss Hopkins scares me. She's a drill sergeant."
"True, but she has a heart of gold underneath that bulldog exterior," Ashley pointed out.
I wasn't so sure about that, but if Ashley said so I could wait and see. So I just complimented her back. "And you are the silent leader of the group."
"Not really," she said, uncomfortable with getting praise.
I grabbed her hand and squeezed it. "Seriously, this group would be lost without you. You're the loving mom of the squad."
Suddenly there was silence as on a daring whim I made the first move by grabbing her hand almost by accident and in case I had any doubts if this was potentially more than a date it became obvious by the nervous awkwardness of the moment. We were both really tense.



Before I had time to consider this, the cashier called "Next," and I let go of her warm hand and smiled through my sudden blush, "What would you like?"
The moment past, we ordered a big tub of popcorn to share and a couple of drinks. Once in the theatre and seated, we both had time to consider our feelings. We each grabbed some popcorn and ate, as a way to avoid the unavoidable upcoming and awkward conversation that we were both obviously insecure about. My phone rang and I jumped and it was a text from Karen.
Karen: Have u fucked her yet?
I went red.
Ashley asked, "You ok?"
"Yes," I replied, putting my phone on vibrate.
"Are you really going to the prom with Troy?" Ashley asked out of the blue.
I shrugged. "It happened so quick. One moment I'm a shy, nerdy outcast, the next a popular cheerleader. I never even had a chance to catch my breath before Karen made me say "Yes," so I did. Troy and I haven't even talked after that one time at school."
"Do you want to?" she asked, her question so insecure.
I loved where this might be going and replied honestly, "I don't know. I've never had a boy interested in me before, but now that I do I'm realizing something," I admitted, after a brief reflection.
"What's that?" Ashley asked, hanging on my every word.
"I'm not really interested in boys." I threw the hint out there, scared to declare my confirmed lesbian status, as always afraid of rejection, yet hinting at it as a way to say I was available to her. After a brief silence I got even braver and asked, "Are you going with anyone?"
"I was supposed to go with Dixon, but we broke up last night," she revealed, opening the door for me the same way I just had for her, cautiously.
"Oh," I replied, "how did that go?"
She smiled, clearly not at all heartbroken by the ending of her relationship. "Oh, you know, the usual. He told me I was a cock-tease, a bitch and how much I would regret dumping him."
"You dumped him?"
This time her hand went to mine eagerly and yet nervously and she revealed, "I've fallen for someone else."
My face flushed again and for a long moment I was speechless. After a lingering silence that spoke volumes, I asked after some of the informative volume managed to seep into my head, tentatively, nervously, even though every sign was screaming yes, "Me?"
"Yes you, Jenny, you dummy," she admitted, slapping my shoulder playfully. "I'd always questioned my sexuality even though Karen's been calling me lez forever, and the fact that I never remotely wanted to have sex with Dixon only enhanced my questions about my true sexuality. Dixon and I never had intercourse. I gave him head a few times, but that was it and I can't say even that was remotely appealing." After a pause she added, "Other than the odd fooling around with the girls in hotels at cheerleading competitions, I'm rather inexperienced. I went way further with you the other night than I ever have with anybody! Not that I'm complaining... about the you part."
"I was inexperienced too until very recently, as in totally inexperienced except... you know, by myself," I admitted, hoping to make her feel less insecure about her lack of experience.
"Jenny, I like you, I mean I like-like you," she admitted nervously, putting her heart dangerously on her sleeve, her cheeks ruby red.
I didn't hesitate when I repeated her words back, "I like-like you too, Ashley."
Her eyes lit up, her cautious smile breaking wide open as the sunshine and ignoring the quickly-filling theatre, she leaned in and kissed me. The kiss was soft and tender; cautious and sweet. It only lasted a few seconds, five maybe, before we broke it, realizing the setting for such intimacy wasn't ideal.
Our feelings now out in the open, and can you believe it mutual hooray, we had a full movie to sit through, giving us time to silently consider the repercussions of our declarations to each other. I assume Ashley was pondering how her very Christian family would take the news, while my worries went in a completely opposite direction. Even though Karen had already approved Ashley's and my relationship, I pondered how to deal with having not only two Mistresses but now a girlfriend! Did I actually have a girlfriend? Was that how to describe what this was? Just a couple of weeks ago I was a virgin and ignorant of my sexuality (although I had sneaky suspicions) and now I was very confident of who I was, or at least about the label. The lights dimmed, the first of many trailers began and I was too nervous to reach for any popcorn because it might get awkward. I wanted to hold her hand, but even after our declarations and our kiss I was still nervous.
After the first trailer, which I could tell you nothing about with my head ping-ponging inside over my insecurity and excitement, Ashley, sensing my anxiety and thank goodness way more confident than I was right now, turned to me and asked with a teasing smile as she purposely dropped a couple of pieces of popcorn down her very nice cleavage, "Do you want some popcorn?"
I blushed like I had so many times this past week. "I'd love some."
I glanced around slyly, nervous of others seeing, before leaning over and using my mouth to retrieve the popcorn pieces perching on top of her small but firm, well-showcased breasts. I returned to my upright position chewing, but Ashley pointed out as she unbuttoned one, then two buttons on her blouse, "Careless girl, you missed a piece."
My mouth dropped open slightly before I leaned over and retrieved the last popcorn piece from right between her small athlete's breasts in their white lace bra. I felt a rush as I sat back up and thoroughly chewed that lucky piece of popcorn. Ashley didn't fix her blouse as she offered me some more popcorn in the traditional way and returned to watching the screen with a sexy smile on her face. I helped myself to some more popcorn (in the traditional way) and, now relaxed, I watched the trailers with my sexy girlfriend or whatever she was, although the bit about sexy wasn't part of the question.
A few minutes into the actual movie once it started, Ashley put the popcorn tub down and entwined her fingers between mine. A chill electrified my spine and a sweet warmth filled my body.
The next hour and half, give or take, was the most uncomplicated and most amazing little period of time of my life. Everything just made sense. We watched the movie, both of us content just to be together with our declarations and the indescribable inner warmth that went with them. Neither of us ever touched the popcorn again, neither of us willing to let go of the security and good feelings that went with simply holding hands.
As the credits ended, as they inevitably had to, I felt a wave of disappointment, not because the movie was over, but because our first date, this small ripple of perfect time, was ending. Real life was always so much more complicated than any single small, welcome moment of bliss that always ended. Even as we both sat quietly and the credits rolled, I wondered: now what?
Eventually we were the only two left in the theatre and Ashley finally spoke, breaking the lengthy awkward silence, "So I guess we didn't eat much of the popcorn."
The words spilled out of my mouth without thinking, "That wasn't what I was hungry for."
A second later when I realized what I'd just said, I tried to apologize, "I'm so sorry, I don't know why...."
My apology was stifled mid-sentence by Ashley's soft lips.
Her tongue parted my lips and we were soon sharing a tender, passionate kiss like nothing I'd ever experienced. I imagined the fireworks above my head exploding like in the movies as yet another chill of pleasure snaked up my spine. The kiss lasted only a fraction of a minute before the lights began to flicker, asking us to leave. Ashley asked, "Do you want to come over to my house for a bit?"
"Sure!" I agreed eagerly, my loins on fire even though I assumed there was no way we'd be able to do what I was craving.
Ashley took my hand, entwined (isn't that a lovely word?) our fingers again and led me out of the theatre. A couple of people noticed, but I didn't care. I was a lesbian and I no longer wanted to pretend otherwise. In a move totally unlike the old me, I even blew a playful kiss to some guy I caught watching us.
In her car we drove in a comfortable silence, both of us content with what we had shared and declared, although I was still nervous and excited at the possibilities of a relationship...good and bad. It was hard to believe that today had started with me attempting, failing and then succeeding in seducing Miss Morgan (which was exhilarating), was followed by my walking in on my Mother being dommed by Karen (which was really scary and upsetting), and now I was potentially in a real relationship (which was still pins and needles, but hopeful too). It was all so surreal, the kind of stuff you read about on Literotica, not the kind of stuff that actually happens...yet it all had happened and this crazy day wasn't yet over.
Pulling into her driveway, Ashley announced some news that instantly sparked a fire down below, her tone trumpeting she was thinking about the same thing I was. "My parents are at some charity event and won't be home till late."
But then like we kept doing to each other, once we were in the house she suddenly was nervous and unsure what to do. I tried to help by asking, not so subtlety, "So, where is your room?"
Her face went red, but it seemed to give her the tiny push she needed. She grabbed my hand and led me up the stairs and into her room. On the wall were posters of various eighties bands. She apologized, "Sorry, I love the eighties."
"Me too," I said, and began singing, "Wake me up before you go-go, don't leave...."
She joined in and we danced and goofed off, allowing the awkward tension to fade.
Exhausted and giggly, I fell back on her bed. She looked at me doubtfully. It was my turn to be the brave one and I felt up to it right now, so I smiled and teased, "Come over here, Ashley, I don't bite...hard."
She laughed nervously but joined me so we were lying on our sides. I looked into her eyes and she into mine and I leaned in for the kiss which seemed to be the next cool thing in our script. She closed her eyes and our lips touched. When we'd first had sex at the cheerleader's retreat it was amazing and somewhat intimate, lots of it about what was going on inside, but chiefly mind-blowing, considering the circumstances and my role at the time as a submissive for Karen.
But now, just the two of us, it was different. There were no roles, no expectations, nobody watching, we could do whatever we wanted, whatever we were both comfortable with, big or little. We began kissing with tenderness, and I think tenderness is what I like best about Ashley, and we tenderly began exploring each other's mouths. But we didn't have to stay tender either, it was just us. We sat up and her hands began to unbutton my shirt, and the anticipation of more tingled me all over. Not wearing a bra, a chill crawled up my back as my blouse was opened. Once she had my breasts uncovered, I returned the favour by tugging on and unbuttoning her blouse, button by button. Her lace push-up bra showcased her small, sculpted breasts (and smelled like popcorn, tee hee). I reached around and unclasped her bra and allowed it to fall between us. I smiled, "We may be Mutt and Jeff in height, but we have almost identical breasts, so they should call us the Nubile Twins, or maybe just the Nuts, for short."
"Small, but perky," she agreed, shivering, feeling the same cold breeze.
"Let's warm you up," I offered, pushing her down onto the bed. She tugged me down with her and our breasts poked together and we returned to kissing. The heat picked up as the kissing became more raw and needy, each of us melting into the other, until there was no more 'other'...two becoming one, kinda like it had felt on Friday, but less crazy and way less frantic.
Wanting to please her, I rolled her onto her back and attacked her breasts. I spattered kisses all over them before teasing each nipple with my teeth, not hard bites, but little nibbles that made her breathing increase. I slid my tongue down her toned belly, past her cute belly button, before taking matters in hand and stripping off her skirt and panties. Zoning in on her sweetness, I was greeted by a slight gleam on her shaved pussy and a sweet aroma that someday I wanted to die in and carry up to heaven with me. I extended my tongue and began licking, savouring each lick. Her moans increased quickly and after only a couple minutes of pleasure she was begging, "Finger me Jenny, please."
Thinking, no problem, I slid two fingers inside her hot pussy and her moans increased exponentially. Shy, conservative Ashley had fled the room to be replaced by horny, animated Ashley and she was sooo welcome. As I joyously pumped my fingers in and out of her, she got even more animated. "Oh fuck Jenny, harder, fuck my cunt harder!"
I did, thrusting my fingers in and out as quickly as I could, but it wasn't enough.
"Gimme another finger," she begged and I used my three middle fingers to fuck her.
"More," she moaned, "another, please!"
I couldn't fathom another finger fitting into her pussy, but I added my pinkie, which go figure, her cunt also allowed, and easily.
"Aaaah!" she screamed, and I was thankful her parents weren't home.
A minute later Ashley was clearly on the brink of orgasm and she surprised me yet again when she begged, "Fist-fuck me, Jenny!"
"Really?" I gawped, not able to fathom that my hand, although petite as hands go, could possibly ever fit inside her.
"Fucking do it!" she demanded, "fist-fuck my cunt RIGHT NOW!"
Her forcefulness startled me, but with trepidation I did what I was told, scared as I was that I'd hurt her. But just like the four fingers, my whole fist slid inside her wet pussy rather easily. Once it was in, she began bucking her hips really hard on my fist, literally fucking herself. I watched in amazed awe at how Ashley had transformed herself from a sweet, timid girl into a raging slut so quickly, before remembering that I'd recently done the exact same thing with Miss Morgan.
Seeing her thrusting and panting and sweating, desperate to come, I leaned forward, braced my chin against my wrist and sucked her swollen clit into my mouth. That was the pebble that broke the dam, as Ashley's legs wrapped around my head and she screamed, loud enough I was worried the neighbours would think she was being murdered, "Fuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuck!"
She collapsed onto the bed as her cum sprayed out of her like a broken water fountain. I eagerly tried to catch all her sweet nectar, as all the while I continued to fist-fuck my beautiful lover. Her whimpers continued for a long time, as did her orgasm. Finally she begged, "Please stop, that was incredible, but now I have to pee."
I pulled my fist out, which took surprisingly more strength than putting it in, and Ashley scurried to the bathroom. As I lay in her bed, giddy with what had just occurred and hoping she was going to return the favor, my cunt tingling like there's no tomorrow, I heard the front door open and close.
I anxiously began searching for my clothes just as Ashley returned to her room freaking out sotto voce, "Shit, shit, shit, my parents are home."
"It's ok," I said, trying to calm her down, "just get dressed and they'll never know." I tossed her her skirt and she quickly pulled it on just as I finished dressing.
She urgently found her blouse and I made the bed, which was a complete disaster, just as there was a knock on her door.
Her mom announced cheerily, "We're home, sweetheart. Can I come in?"
Ashley, her face still just-fucked red, looked at me as I hopped on the bed and opened a textbook, and she took a deep breath and answered casually, "Sure, Mom."
Her mom came in, dressed in a beautiful red cocktail dress looking like a twin to Ashley, not a mother. "Oh, you have company."
Ashley was paralyzed, clearly not used to lying to her mom or almost getting caught having lesbian sex. So I stood up and walked over to the statuesque lady. "Hi, Mrs. Swanson, I'm Jenny."
"Hi, Jenny," she replied cordially, adding, "we've heard a lot about you."
"You have?" I questioned, playing all innocent. "I hope at least some of it was good."
"Of course," she smiled, "well, I'll leave you two alone. But it is getting late."
"I was just leaving," I reassured her.
Once the door was closed, Ashley collapsed on the bed. "Oh my God, do you think she knows?"
"How could she?" I asked. "We looked like two girls studying."
"I suppose," she sighed, looking so cute in her insecurity.
"But your Mom's right: I should be getting home," I said.
"I am so sorry I didn't get to...."
I returned to her bed and put my finger on her lips. "Shush. I'll take a rain check." I kissed her again, this time leisurely, wanting to remember her softness.
We went downstairs and after meeting her father and chatting briefly with her mother about cheerleading, it was decided her dad would drive me home, which was a disappointment as I'd wanted to spend more precious time with Ashley.
Some unmemorable generic chit-chat later and I was home. I noticed the light was still on at Megan's, but resisted the temptation to go over, even though my pussy was still begging for attention. I figured I would have to pleasure myself the old-fashioned way... with my fingers.
Checking my phone before going in, I found three texts:
Karen: Answer me, slut!
Karen: I am going to punish you tomorrow, slut!!!
Ashley: Will you be my prom date?
My whole body warmed at Ashley's six words. My hand trembled as I typed my response.
Ashley
I would LOVE to be your date.
As your girlfriend?
Jenny
I sat down on my doorstep, eagerly awaiting a response from Ashley that didn't come. I considered texting Karen, but I didn't even know where to begin so I figured I could worry about Karen and her threat tomorrow. Today was too perfect to ruin.
Ashley then texted me:
Jenny,
I can't wait!!! I really LOVE spending time with you and YES you ARE my girlfriend.
On cloud nine, I put my phone away and entered the house.
Once inside, I went to the front room and was surprised for one last time today. For the second time today, I saw my mother in a flagrante position...this time she was on her knees and this time the legs she was between belonged to Mistress Megan.
Megan looked up, smiled at me and asked casually, as if my Mother weren't even in the room, let alone right now pleasing her, "How was your date, my dear?"
Continued in Part 7....
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Blackmailed: Cheerleader's Mom
Prom was on a Friday and as usual, in the late afternoon Dallas, the head cheerleader, was in my office taking my cock in her ass. Her training had been completed for over a month, so now she could easily take all nine inches of my cock up her backdoor, and she was in love with my cock... with me not so much, but at least she willingly did whatever I told her to... what can I say?
Having caught her in a compromising situation a few months ago, I'd blackmailed her into becoming my little anal cheerleading slut, and I'd weaned her away from her diva princess personality.
She'd dumped her football player boyfriend as I'd instructed, and started dating a geek named Markus, the other participant in the compromising situation that had ensnared Dallas for me. He was average looking, a genius who'd already been accepted into Harvard, and was very, very well-endowed. Dallas was so popular that instead of being shunned for dating a geek, she became even more popular, as did Markus. They came across like the leads in an eighties teen comedy, or a real life version of Revenge of the Nerds.
I saw in Markus a bit of myself back when I was a teenager, since I didn't come into my own until college. So I enjoyed assisting him in reaping his newfound glory.
Dallas had become a perfect little ass slut, and her nasty talk always got me revved up. Dallas was currently bent over my desk, still wearing her cheerleader's outfit with my pole buried in her ass, begging, "Harder, Mr. Stanford, fuck your slutty cheerleader's ass harder."
She'd become such an ass slut that she always needed to be hammered. She didn't want to be made love to, she wanted to be ass fucked... hard. She was the perfect fuck: drop dead gorgeous, a great cocksucker who loved to swallow (after we'd completed her training of course), she had a tight cunt, even though it was well used, and her perfect ass could take all nine inches of my big cock. Added to that, she was submissive deep down once we'd you gotten past her diva persona, she had the filthiest mouth of any chick I'd ever fucked, and well... like I said, she was the perfect fuck. Her graduating in less than a month was disappointing, since she'd really livened up all my Friday evenings.
She begged, "Fuck me on the floor, sir, I need your cock deeper inside me!"
We tried a new position last week that she'd found online for maximum anal penetration, and it got her off like gangbusters. I pulled out of her ass, and she quickly repositioned herself onto her back on the floor. Being a cheerleader, Dallas was ridiculously flexible, and she stuck her feet up in the air and even behind her head. I'm not shitting you, it was the fucking hottest thing ever!
Looking down at my sexy human pretzel, I was treated to a perfect view of her gaped asshole. She looked up at me, her hunger for my cock obvious, as she moaned with her hand somehow managing to reach her pussy, "Please fuck my ass, Mr. Stanford, I need to get home and get ready for prom soon."
I asked, "Are you saying that prom is more important than being my ass-slut?"
She quickly apologized, her tone seeming sincere, "Sorry, sir, nothing is more important than pleasing you."
"I was just kidding," I smiled, "you only get one prom in your life. However, I'd like a favour in return."
"Sure! Name it."
Well, I noticed your mother's name on the list of volunteer chaperones, so I'd like you to introduce me to her."
"Sure, I can do that. But why?"
"Because I want to fuck her."
"WHAT? I can't promise THAT!"
"No, no, I'll do the seducing, you just need to introduce us."
"Okay, sure. That sounds like fun! But now I'd like a favour."
"Which is?"
"I want to spend my prom with your cum in my ass," she said, her nastiness never lacking for material.
"Okay, then let's make your prom wish come true right now," I offered, bending down to fill her in the most satisfying way possible.
My cock easily filled her gaping ass, and she let out a glass-shattering scream, as all my nine inches filled her. "Aaaaaaaaahhhhhh fuuuuuck," she screamed, "it feels so good!"
Once I was deep inside her, I began pounding her ass, my body slamming into her forcefully with each hard, deep thrust. Her breathing increased, as I literally fucked the shit out of her. "Fuck, your ass is so tight," I grunted, knowing I wouldn't last very long in this position and at this pace.
She rubbed her clit frantically, and while she orgasmed from getting her ass reamed, her anal muscles tightened around my cock, milking my bone. The intensity became too much for me, and while her cum exploded from one of her holes, I blasted my cum into the other one.
Once we'd both recovered, she weakly got up, with her make-up a mess. She looked into her compact mirror and joked, "I look exactly how I feel."
"Until next week," I said, getting dressed.
"I'll be here," she promised giddily, before leaving to get ready for prom, where she would no doubt win prom queen. The only question was whether she'd made Markus popular enough to become prom king as well.
I cleaned up, and went home to shower before I needed to be back at the school in a couple of hours.
.....
As expected, Dallas was the prom queen, and she looked like a princess in her bright pink gown. I smiled, knowing that beneath that innocent-looking exterior was an ass slut who still had my cum in her ass from this afternoon.
After the prom's king and queen dance (with Markus being the king, by the way), which really showcased Dallas's popularity, Dallas took me aside and introduced me to her Mom.
My cock swelled instantly, since her Mom was the spitting image of Dallas. In other words, her Mom didn't look a day older than her daughter, and they could have passed for identical twins. Dallas said formally, "Mr. Stanford, I'm pleased to introduce to you my mother, Devon Allen."
I extended my hand, recalling she was a widow, my brain already scheming about how to fuck her, "It's very pleasant to meet you, Mrs. Allen."
"Please call me Devon, Mr. Stanford," she replied politely, her Texas accent enhancing my fantasy about fucking her.
"Well, if you're willing for us to relate on a first name basis, then I'll be grateful if you call me Warren," I smiled back, already plotting my blackmail scheme.
"Well, Warren," she smiled, clearly accustomed to using her charm for winning over any man (her beauty always giving her a tremendous head start), "Dallas tells me you've completely changed her outlook about school."
"Well..." I shrugged nonchalantly, glancing at Dallas, who had a devious grin on her face.
"No, I'm serious. Dallas was a real handful, but since you kept her after school that day a few months ago, she's become a totally different person. I can't thank you enough," the naïve mother gushed, unaware that she was thanking me for fucking her daughter's ass.
I kept the inside joke going between Dallas and myself by replying, "Oh trust me, the pleasure was all mine. Once I got past her diva-ish resistance, she became quite the eager learner."
Dallas was almost unable to restrain herself from bursting out laughing, but she managed to add with a straight face, "Yes Principal Stanford, thanks to you, I've become an enthusiastic student!"
I added, "And she never holds back until she's mastered all her objectives."
This time Dallas couldn't hold back from laughing as she added, her innuendo dripping as she stressed the word 'coming', "Yes, I just keep coming again and again."
Mom, oblivious to the innuendo, suggested, "Well Warren, if there's ever anything I can do to thank you, just let me know."
Certain I was going to fuck her tonight, I smiled, "Actually, now that you mention it, I was hoping you might help with some PR for the school. Maybe you could publish a piece about our various achievements?"
Her eyes lit up. "What a great idea! What do you have in mind?"
I glanced briefly at Dallas before turning back to her motherly twin and asking, "Do you have a few minutes right now?"
Looking to her daughter, she asked, "Dallas, do you mind?"
Dallas said, "Oh no, go right ahead. Markus wants to dance some more, and then we're leaving for the all-nighter, and I'll be getting home sometime tomorrow morning. So go ahead and discuss those PR matters with Principal Stanford by all means; I've learned he's very thorough whenever he's working on a piece."
Did she mean whenever I was working on a piece... of ass? Okay, the subtlety was gone, especially since she'd just made it clear she'd be waking up tomorrow morning next to Markus, probably in a hotel room. I was pretty sure her mother had also gotten the obvious innuendo about me that her daughter had just tossed at her, but instead of saying anything motherly or prudish, she just gave her daughter a hug, then turned to me and said, her dazzling smile succeeding wonderfully in charming me, "Lead the way, Warren."
I gulped, astonished I hadn't been busted right then and there, and I said smoothly, "Right this way, Devon."
I glanced back to Dallas, who mouthed, "Good luck in fucking my Mom!"
I just smiled and led my MILF to her impending servitude.
Once we arrived in my office, I closed and silently locked the door before sitting down at my desk.
Devon sat down demurely across the desk from me, the same way I imagined she always did. She asked innocently, "So what... exactly... do you do with the students on Friday afternoons?"
"Actually, I only work with your daughter," I admitted.
"Really?" she asked, "nobody else needs the extra help?"
"Oh. I'm sure there are many other students who could use my expertise, but I limit my tutelage to a rare few. Truth be told, your daughter is my first and only private pupilso far," I answered cryptically.
"How so?" she asked, intrigued by my non-answer.
"I could explain, but I think showing you something will be much more informative," I said, standing up and going to my DVD player. I selected a disk labelled Motivation #14, and popped it into the player. Before pressing 'Play', I explained, "There are several different issues that can motivate a student to excel in their studies. Some students will work hard at their schoolwork simply because they enjoy learning, others do it because they need high marks to obtain scholarships, others work hard to pad their resumés, and a very few others require quite unique motivations to reach their potential."
The pretty MILF said, "Well whatever you've been doing to motivate Dallas has really been successful. Her marks are averaging in the eighties for the first time since middle school."
I smiled, "Well, I simply made it clear to her from the beginning that if she didn't get her marks up and keep them up, I'd discontinue her training."
"Her training?" she repeated, surprised by my choice of words.
Pressing 'Play', I stood close to where the mother was sitting, and placed a hand on the back of her neck. She asked, "What are you doing?"
"Just watch, and you'll see," I ordered, massaging her neck while a close-up of her daughter sucking cock began playing. From the camera angle, it was obvious that Dallas was doing the sucking, but the cock could be just about any guy's.
"What the hell is going on here?" she demanded, her typical self control vanished, and she attempted to stand up.
I held her in place and ordered, "Sit back down, and I'll explain."
She sat back down, but started ranting, "What's the meaning of this? I'll have your job!"
I chuckled, "Devon, your daughter is a nasty ass-slut, and she's been one for some time... since long before I entered her life. She was caught having sex with Markus in a janitor's closet, so near the end of a lengthy discussion, I put her in her place."
"In her place? What the hell does that sexist bullshit mean?"
"Well, your daughter was a stuck up, ignorant bitch who thought she ran the school, so I gave her an object lesson about who really runs the school," I explained, cool as a cucumber.
"So in other words you're admitting you had sex with my daughter?" she asked, shocked by this sudden turn of events. We'd started with her flirting me into a position around her little finger, but now she had no control over me at all. The player had been played.
"Yes, and not just once. We've been fucking every Friday afternoon for a few months now," I admitted, "but that isn't the point."
Surprising me by quickly leaning forward and escaping my grip, she snapped, "I don't know what your point is, but mine is that I'll get you fired forthwith, you fucker!"
I chuckled smugly. "I don't think so."
"Just watch me," she threatened, accustomed to her bitchy threats always succeeding.
"Just get on your knees, slut," I countered.
"What?" she replied, shocked.
"I think that was a simple demand. Get on your knees..." I repeated, then added for emphasis, "...slut."
"How dare you speak to me that way?" she rallied back, wounded but still game, as if I'd just slapped her face in public.
"Just kneel. I don't have all night," I sighed, showing my impatience at her disobedience.
"I'm out of here," she said, so angry that smoke was almost shooting out of her ears.
"As you wish," I said, stepping out of her way so she could leave, before tossing out my ace of spades threat. "But if you do, this video of your daughter goes viral."
She stopped at the door, then paused for a brief moment before turning around and asking with a glare, "Are you blackmailing me?"
"Yes, I'd say that's the perfect term for what I'm doing," I replied.
Her strong persona seemed to deflate a bit, as she shifted from dignified to bargaining. "Maybe we can make a deal."
"Sounds good to me," I replied, setting her up perfectly.
"Okay, how much?" she asked.
I laughed. "Oh, I don't want your money."
"You don't?" she said, her face again registering surprise.
"Nope, I want your ass," I revealed.
"What?" she asked, hoping she'd heard me wrong.
"Well, I love fucking your daughter's ass; it's amazingly luscious and tight, but she'll be graduating soon and going away to Harvard with Markus, so I'm going to need a new ass. You look a lot like your slut daughter, your personality is as bitchy as your slut daughter's used to be before I began training her, and I can see that you're a stuck-up bitch who uses her looks to get what she wants, just like your slut daughter used to be," I explained, humiliating her even more.
"How dare you insult my daughter and me like that?" she countered, totally affronted by my assessment.
I sighed. "We could play this game all night, but I have a prom to get back to. So either leave and start figuring out how to get me fired without demolishing Dallas's reputation, or get on your knees and get my cock ready for your ass. And don't worry about confidentiality; I haven't outed your daughter to anyone but you, and I sincerely doubt you're going to go around telling anyone else."
This was the moment of truth. I was risking my entire career on the premise that she'd choose to protect her daughter and her family's reputation instead of doing the right thing and putting a stop to my sexual predation. I found the few seconds of silence exhilarating, as I awaited the news of my victory.
As expected, I won, although she still tried to manipulate me. Tears beginning to stream down her face (the same crocodile ploy her daughter had attempted at first), she pleaded, "Please! Can't we work something out?"
"We already have," I chuckled, "you've agreed to be a good little fuck-toy just like your daughter, and in return I won't out either of you."
"But if you release the video, you'll out yourself too, and then get fired," she pointed out.
"But I'm not in this video," I rebutted, "how dumb do you think I am? This is your daughter with Markus."
"Oh," she said, crestfallen.
"So I'll ask you only once more: will you get your ass over here and get on your knees?" I demanded, my patience waning.
She began slowly walking towards me, tears still rolling down her face. "If I do this, will you give me the DVD?"
"Sure," I said, "if you do everything I say, like a good slut."
Her face went crimson, and she stared at me for a few seconds before finally falling to her knees. Her hands were shaking as she unbuckled my belt, pulled down my pants and underwear, and then just froze, staring at my nine-inch cock.
I could tell by the surprise on her face that she was impressed. "I know; it's very impressive, isn't it?"
Keeping her bitch persona in place, she shrugged dismissively, "I've seen bigger."
"Good," I countered, "then you'll be able to get the whole thing down your cocksucking throat."
She glared at me once more before opening her perfect lips and taking my cock into her mouth. Very quickly I realized she'd already sucked a lot of cock, since she was doing something with her saliva that I can't explain. It was as if her mouth had actually been transformed into a wet pussy.
I moaned, "You're a great cocksucker, Devon." She ignored my compliment as she continued bobbing back and forth like the experienced MILF slut that she obviously was.
Not wanting to shoot my load yet, I pulled out and ordered, "Get up and bend over my desk, slut."
Her eyes went wide, "You said I only had to blow you!"
"No, I said that if you did everything I told you to like a good slut, I'd give you the DVD. I guess you listen just like a high schooler, only hearing whatever you choose to hear. Now do as you're told."
Her glare returned, but she reluctantly stood up and bent over my desk. I was pretty sure that although she was acting all high and mighty on the outside, she was secretly enjoying her submission. Checking whether I was right, I pulled down her skirt to learn whether her cunt was wet. She was wearing pantyhose, so I ripped them open at the crotch.
She turned her head around and snapped, "Those are... or they were... twenty-five dollar pantyhose, you asshole."
I threw my own attitude right back at her. "If you wore thigh-highs like a proper slut... or better yet went commando, I wouldn't need to rip open your pantyhose for access, bitch. Now let's see whether your cunt is all wet from thinking about my big cock."
I used my hand to feel her very damp panties. "Your panties are soaked, Devon. Why's that?"
"Not because of you," she threw back weakly, still in denial of the power I was already wielding over her. She was like so many bitches I'd fucked over the years: a dirty slut hiding behind the façade of a pretentious bitch.
"Really?" I asked and countered, "If I didn't cause this swamp, then it must be from watching your daughter sucking cock."
"That's ludicrous," she protested, although with a soft moan as my finger parted her wet pussy lips.
As I slipped a finger inside her pussy, I asked, "So, Devon, have you ever had your back door filled?"
She turned to look at me. Her eyes wide, she responded with her last bit of dignity, "God no, that would be disgusting!"
"Interesting. That's what Dallas said before I trained her to be a perfect ass-slut," I said.
"Please stop talking about my daughter so disrespectfully," she said, her tone angry, yet my finger in her cunt clearly distracting her.



"Sorry," I shrugged, "I was just pointing out your obvious similarities. With training, she's come to enjoy a cock inside her ass more than inside her cunt."
"Please stop," she pleaded.
I obliged... kinda... by pulling my finger out of her cunt and progressing to her virgin ass.
"Please no," she begged.
"That's a rather humorous oxymoron," I quipped, my finger teasing her puckered bud.
"I'll do anything else, just please not that," she begged, her assertive personality having fled and gone.
"Agreed," I said, then paused just long enough for her to think I was agreeing with her, before I pushed my finger even further inside her and added, "Yes, I agree that you'll do anything to prevent your slutty daughter's porn scene from going public. And to be clear, I'm not calling her a slut as an insult; she always loves when I call her that."
"Aaaaah," she whimpered from my penetration of her ass. "Please... stop!"
Ignoring her pleas, I pushed my forefinger deeper inside. "Sweetheart, trust me when I say you want me to do this."
"I'll never want it," she whimpered, grimacing.
I laughed, "You want it because if I don't loosen your ass like this first, then the pain when my cock slides inside will be excruciating."
"Then please just fuck me?" she begged. "In my pussy?"
I smiled to myself at her begging me to fuck her cunt. I wiggled my finger inside her ass, working the slow gaping process. "Oh don't worry, I plan to fuck you in all your holes. Maybe not tonight, but soon."
"You're such a sick bastard," she whimpered through clenched teeth.
"That's what my exes usually told me," I smirked, "but eventually they all came back for another go at my cock," I replied, recalling Jessie, who called me up just last month, two years after we broke up, just to get laid again.
I pulled out my finger and warned her, "This next stage may sting a bit, but not for long." I added a second finger and slowly pushed both of them in. She tightened her ass muscles, so I recommended, "I wouldn't do that if I were you. It only makes it worse. Now just relax and trust me."
"Trust you? You're raping me!" she snapped.
Deciding to play her game, I pulled out my fingers and said, "I'm not raping you. Did I force you into my office?"
"No, but...."
I cut her explanation short. "Did I force you to bend over my desk?"
"Well no, but...."
"But nothing," I snapped. "You chose to bend over my desk like some cheap whore. If you want to blame anyone, blame yourself. You're also the mother who allowed your daughter to become such a bitch that she needed to be disciplined. All I did was the job you didn't." I knew this was cold, considering she was a widow, and Dallas's loss of her father figure wasn't Devon's fault.
I went around and sat down at my desk, now facing her. Tears were once again welling in her eyes.
Sticking with my coldness, I asked, "Weren't you about to leave?"
"Do you mean you're giving me the DVD after all?" she asked, a glimmer of hope in her eyes.
"Certainly not. We made a deal about that, and you haven't fulfilled your side of our arrangement," I answered, struggling not to smirk at my own cleverness.
"But I really need that disc," she said, her eyes begging.
"I'd love to help you with that, but I refuse to rape you," I answered. "That would be insufferably rude of me."
"Sorry I misunderstood," she whispered, avoiding eye contact. "Then please fuck me."
"If that's what you really want, I'll be happy to oblige. So to be clear: exactly where do you want me to fuck you?" I asked, forcing her to say the words.
"In my ass," she admitted, although her tone was screaming the opposite... she'd clearly prefer to have her pussy filled.
"Then beg for it," I ordered, standing back up, my erect cock staring directly into her face.
The sight of my cock seemed to encourage her, and I even saw a glimmer of lust awakening inside her. His time her voice was more believable when she begged, "Please, Mr. Stanford, fuck my ass."
"Gladly," I agreed. "But first, would you be so kind as to strip naked for me? I'd love to see if your body is as spectacular as your daughter's, which I suspect it is."
"Well, since we're about to have sex... and at my request... then I guess I really should," she agreed with a sensual smile.
And then she did, and her naked body was almost identical to her daughter's, and just as sexy.
"You're absolutely gorgeous," I told her sincerely. "And now there's an upcoming duty for my cock to perform, so next you should get it rock hard, slut," I ordered, shoving it into her mouth.
She bobbed on it awkwardly for a minute or two, before I pulled out and returned to prepping her fine ass.
I inserted two fingers to continue the gaping process, while my other hand began playing with her pussy. I explained, "You see Devon, your ass was made for fucking, but first it needs to be properly prepped before you can enjoy it. And then once you've experienced how overwhelmingly good it is, you'll start craving it as much as your daughter does, and you'll be begging me for anal over and over."
She tried to pay attention to my words, but I could tell she was distracted by her enjoyment of my fingers on her pussy and the burn in her behind. Her breathing began deepening. Once both of my fingers were deep inside her rectum, I began slowly twisting my hand right and then left. More whimpers escaped the increasingly horny MILF's mouth. I explained, "As you can see Devon, or rather feel, your ass is getting accustomed to being penetrated. It doesn't hurt as much now, does it?"
"It still hurts," she said.
"But as much as before?" I asked.
"No," she admitted, "now it's more of a burn."
"Good," I said, "Because believe it or not, I really do want you to enjoy your first ass fucking." My fingers lingering at her pussy, I slipped them inside to distract her from the other fingers in her ass.
Again her breathing increased as she attempted to respond, still defiant till the bitter end. "I will never, never, ever enjoy such a... such a... such a wretched penetration."
"Never say never," I replied. "Your daughter once said those exact same words, and now she's addicted to getting reamed from behind."
"Oohoohoo," she whimpered as both of my hands played her like an instrument I was fine tuning.
"Your ass is adjusting itself to being filled. So the pain is dulling now, and a new pleasure you've never experienced before is building slowly," I explained, my fingers continuing to gape her virgin ass, preparing it for my cock.
Her breathing was slowly deepening, and her earlier objections had ceased as she moaned quietly, just passively allowing me to play with her two holes. My cock, now rock hard, was begging for action, and after another minute of gaping her ass, I decided it was time to step things up. By now she was obviously horny, and an orgasm couldn't be too far behind.
I pulled my fingers out of both her cunt and ass, and as I expected from a slut (although she was dressed as a professional), she moaned, "Nooooooo!"
"No what?" I asked, my cock now positioned between her snow-white ass cheeks.
Realizing the time had come for me to fuck her ass, she begged, "My pussy, please fuck my pussy."
Deciding to give her some false hope, but also to see how good a fuck she was, I sat down in my desk chair and ordered calmly, "Come here and straddle me, Devon."
Given her desire to come, and I imagine her hope that she'd get me off with just her cunt, she quickly stood up and backed up to me. Straddling my legs, her red cheeks and stiff nipples betraying her excitement, she slowly lowered herself onto my erect missile. I watched my cock slowly disappearing into her cunt, and leaned way back in my chair, watching her riding my cock. It was easily the best vaginal fuck I'd ever had. She rode me recklessly, her pussy muscles able to grip my cock in ways I can't describe, but which had me in ecstasy.
Her words and moans increased as well, as she got more and more animated. "Fuck, does your cock feel good in my cunt. Your big cock is filling me up so completely." Her breathing increased, and knowing she was close to an orgasm, I lifted her up and sat her onto my desk, my cock still inside her.
As I began fucking her ever harder, any hint of propriety she'd had disappeared as she screamed, "Fuck yes, fuck me, harder, harder, fuck yes."
Knowing she was seconds away, I pulled out and demanded, "Now beg me to fuck your ass."
"No, my cunt, fuck my cunt, shove that big snake in my cunt," she whined, her desperation to come obvious.
I gave her one final hard thrust into her cunt, and then backed out. She moaned like a bitch in heat. "Yeeees...noooo."
I smiled to myself, knowing I was seconds away from getting what I wanted, this sexy MILF begging me to fuck her ass.
"Oh please," she whined.
"Please what?" I asked, my cock sliding up and down her ass crack.
"Please, I need it so bad," she moaned, her ass attempting to pull my cock back inside her, her face that of a woman desperate to come.
"Exactly what do you need?" I pushed.
"I need to come, dammit," she answered, her frustration growing. One thing I've learned about women over the years is that when they're close to orgasm, most of them will do things they'd never do just a few moments sooner.
"No problem! I'll make you come like you've never come before... right after you beg me to fuck your ass," I promised, my confidence brimming over.
"Fuck, dammit, fine then, please fuck my ass!" she begged, giving me permission to deflower her ass, her desire for an orgasm overriding her stubbornness.
The instant she said the words I'd been dying to hear, I pushed forward and said, "Glad to hear it, baby. Now just relax; my cock is bigger than two fingers, so for your own comfort, it's important that you relax."
"Kkkkk," she grimaced as my cock slowly broke through her final wall of resistance.
"Rub your clit, baby, it'll distract you from the burning," I suggested.
She obeyed immediately, her left hand shooting to her pussy.
I gradually soldiered on, my cock slowly venturing into this beautiful woman's ass. Her whimpers became moans as she masturbated herself.
"Don't come yet, sexy," I ordered, "the orgasm will be much more powerful if you can hold it back for a while."
"Kkkk," she moaned, asking tensely, "are you all the way inside yet?"
"Six inches," I answered, "which is all an anal virgin like you should be able to handle."
I hadn't meant that as a challenge, it was just the truth; but she took it as one and ordered, surprising me, "Then keep going, stud. I want it all."
"You're sure?" I asked, surprised by her sudden eagerness.
She asked, "Can Dallas take all of it?"
"Yes, easily," I admitted, "but for her first time, I prepped her ass more thoroughly than I did yours just now."
"Then go for it," she demanded, removing the hand from between her legs to grip the desk firmly.
"OK," I said, greatly turned on by this hot, suddenly eager, nympho-MILF. I explained, "My cock is longer than my fingers, so I'll be penetrating some unconquered territory."
"I know," she answered, now displaying a sexy mix of nervousness and eagerness through her gritted teeth as she prepared herself for the pain she anticipated.
"I'll do this slowly, my sexy pet," I explained, as I began slowly fucking her ass.
"Oh God," she moaned, the instant my cock began pumping back and forth.
"'Oh God' good... or 'oh God' bad?" I asked, unsure of the answer myself.
"Good, it's fucking good," she moaned as I continued my short strokes into her ass, each going slightly deeper than the prior one.
The next couple minutes were more of the same. Her moans increasing as my penetration into her ass continued drilling into new depths. Until finally all nine inches of my cock were buried inside her ass.
I said, impressed, "Wow, even though you kept begging me not to fuck your ass at all, you've officially taken all of me inside you."
"Good! Now fuck it, fuck my ass, make me into an ass-slut just like my daughter is," she demanded, her words a desperate plea to make her come.
My balls ready to burst, I answered her plea, shifting from slow strokes into long, hard ones.
My first hard thrust slammed into her ass, once again reaching uncharted territory; and she screamed, "Oh my fucking God, it hurts so fucking good!"
"I could fuck your ass forever, beautiful," I grunted, her tightness milking my cock like nothing I'd ever felt.
Her hand returned to her pussy, and she frantically frigged herself as I continued pounding her ass.
She was insatiable as she begged, "Harder, ream my ass harder. I'm so fucking close!"
I tried to go faster, but I was already at warp speed, sweat dripping off my forehead.
Her moans increased, and her orgasm was the fuck heard around the world. "Oh Jesus Christ, oh fuck, oh God, yes, yes, yes, fuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuk!"
The last syllable echoed through my office, ricocheting off of each wall. I continued my assault on her ass while her orgasm pulsed through her. Unable to hold back any longer, my balls burst and I, for the second time today, came inside the ass of an Allen woman. My cum shot out of me like a rocket, and the most exhilarating orgasm of my life electrified my very being! I collapsed on top of her until, both of us spent, I reluctantly pulled out of her perfect ass and fell back into my chair.
Except for her deep gasps for air, Devon didn't move a muscle at first, still in full recovery mode, and I had a perfect view of her gaping, just fucked ass, with my cum leaking out of it in slow, thin drips. They say a picture is worth a thousand words, so I reached slyly to my cell on the corner of my desk, and filched a few quick pictures.
Eventually mobile, she stood up, turned around, and surprised me by bending down and kissing me. When she finally broke the kiss, she smiled for the first time since my blackmail had started and said, "That was fucking amazing!"
"Agreed," I replied. I hated to break this intimate moment, but glancing at the clock, I freaked. We'd been at this for an hour. "Shit, time really flies when you're fucking a beautiful woman."
Her wit apparent, she quipped flirtatiously, "So now I'm a beautiful woman instead of a slut?"
"Can't you be both?" I countered. "I far prefer beautiful, sophisticated women who can also perform as wondrous fucking sluts."
"Aww, I bet you say that to all the mothers you fuck," she teased, her hand slowly stroking my cock.
Laughing, I admitted, "Actually, you're my first MILF."
"Really?" she asked, surprised. "Then I guess I should be honored."
We got dressed in silence, and once we were once again looking respectable I asked, "So this may be in very bad taste right after I've blackmailed you into having sex with me, but would you like to go out sometime?"
She responded, her face suddenly cold and her tone colder, and her volume a long crescendo until by the end she was bellowing, "Let me get this straight. First you blackmailed my daughter, then you used her for your personal fuck-toy for the past few months, then you blackmailed, and then you humiliated and violated me in ways I can't believe I even allowed you to do, and now you're asking me out on a fucking date. Is that about right?"
I shrunk completely, suddenly feeling horrible for how I'd manipulated her into fucking me. "Well, when you put it that way, it sounds really bad."
Her glare was so cold it would freeze fire, although her volume was soft again, just making it scarier. "So you'd agree that sounds awful?"
I was silent, realizing I had nothing to say.
Suddenly she broke out in laughter. "Fuck, are you gullible!" Corralling me like the seductress she was well accustomed to being, she whispered, her voice sultry sweet, "Here's the deal, mister. You're taking me out for a drink or three once this prom is over. It's the least you can do for me after coming in my ass, don't you think?"
Playing along, my heart beating a mile a minute, "Yes, it certainly is the least I can do for such a wonderfully accommodating lady."
"And then," she added, going to my office door, "Dallas will be spending the all-nighter tonight with Markus, so I'll be home alone, and I hate being home alone."
Before I could formulate a reply, she was gone; but my cock was still responding, swelling quickly back to action size.
I returned to the dance and scanned the crowd, which was now much smaller. I caught Dallas' eye at the punch bowl, and she sauntered over to me with a knowing grin on her face.
"Did you fuck her?" she asked directly.
"I don't fuck and tell," I countered.
"Tell that to your face and your hair. You look like you just ran a marathon," she observed correctly.
"Maybe I did," I replied vaguely.
"You're a terrible liar, so there's no doubt that you fucked her," she said confidently, adding with a quizzical look, "so the only remaining question is, did you fuck her in the ass?"
I said nothing, but my face apparently spoke volumes
"You did! You fucked my Mom's ass, you dirty devil! I really hoped you two would hit it off," she said, throwing me for a loop.
"You wanted me to get together with your Mom?" I asked, stunned, realizing the player had just been played.
"Of course, that's why I talked her into signing up to be a chaperone tonight. Although she just thought she'd be supervising. And then... great minds think alike... you wanted to fuck her even before I introduced you, which was perfect. She needs a good man, and despite your blackmailing me and ass-fucking me over and over and over and over and over and over and over...."
"OK, OK, point made," I said, interrupting her endless commentary.
"But seriously, she needs a man who can look after her now that I'm leaving for Harvard, and you need a woman to replace me, and who better than my Mom, who looks just like me," she explained.
"No arguments here," I said, just as Devon joined us.
Dallas smiled at her, "I hear you two hit it off."
Mom replied cautiously, unsure of what her daughter knew, "I guess you could say that."
Dallas, guaranteeing that her Mom knew that she knew all about her, added, "I understand he also explained about my after-school program... very thoroughly."
Devon blushed at her daughter's frankness, and looked a question at me.
I shrugged, "Dallas has very keen journalistic instincts, and not many secrets ever get past her. I wonder where she got that from?"
Devon returned to addressing her daughter, now switching to mother mode. "Yes, and he showed me a video of you being... shall we say... overly scholastic. So you and I will discuss your after-school activities later, and I promise not to yell at you... much. Now go and enjoy the rest of the prom."
Dallas nodded and turned to leave, but she then turned back to her mother and advised her, "Don't worry Mom, you'll get used to it. As a matter if fact, I quite like it."
"I'll get used to what?" the beautiful mother asked, falling hook, line and sinker for the set-up.
"Walking around with hot, sticky, cum leaking out of your ass." Dallas snickered, before turning and leaving her mother standing motionless, her jaw fallen open.
Once Dallas was gone, I quipped slyly, "Like mother, like daughter."
With a laugh, Devon countered, "I think in this case it's more like daughter, like mother. After all, she fucked you before I did."
I laughed back, as my hand slyly grabbed hers.
Epilogue:
They say love can come when you least expect it, it and for Devon and me, that was definitely the case.



Who would have thought blackmailing a cheerleader into becoming my ass slut would lead me also into blackmailing her Mother to be my ass slut, which would eventually lead to love?
I continued fucking Dallas every Friday afternoon for the rest of the school year, and I dated and fucked Devon pretty much every other day.
On Dallas's graduation day, her graduation present from me was a load of my cum in her ass, which she proudly wore while delivering her valedictorian address. And her mother had another of my loads in her ass, freshly deposited a few minutes before the ceremony.
I deposited another three loads that day, since Dallas's gift back to me was not one, not two, but three anal virgin senior cheerleaders' asses, but that's a story for another day.
And another story for another day is when Dallas returned home from Harvard for various holidays, and each time I took turns fucking each of them while the other one watched.
The End
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Summary: Mother helps son join the Trifecta division of the Mile-High Club.
Note 1: This is part four of a continuing incest series. I highly recommend you read the first three parts (What Mom Doesn't Know Will Fuck Her, What Mom Knows Fucks Her Again and What Mom Knows Fucks Her Ass) as the layered subplots may be confusing without the background information...but here is a very brief primer of the series so far:
In WHAT MOM DOESN'T KNOW WILL FUCK HER eighteen-year-old Curtis goes to a Halloween party dressed in a costume designed for his absent father and fucks his beautiful mother.
In WHAT MOM KNOWS FUCKS HER AGAIN Curtis' mother arranges an amazing threesome for Curtis with herself and his fantasy girl the local TV weather girl Miranda Collington.
In WHAT MOM KNOWS FUCKS HER ASS Curtis begins dating the older but sexually exotic Miranda while also continuing to fuck his Mother; and as the title suggests Curtis takes his mother's ass during a legendary evening where he fulfills the Trifecta, coming in his Mother's mouth, pussy and ass.
Note 2: Thanks to the million plus readers who have read this series so far. An even bigger thanks to the fans who voted, commented and made suggestions for this series. And lastly an apology for the time between chapters, but hopefully once you read this chapter you will agree it was worth the wait.
Note 3: Thanks to Estragon for his copy-editing expertise. Thanks to Tex Beethoven for assistance in a massive 2018 rewrite.
Note 4: A thanks to Zak for sending me a naughty idea that helped spark the fire to get this part finally going after months of false starts.
*
The remaining days before our trip to Vegas for the wedding were the best rerun of all time as I lived my own sexual Groundhog Day over and over. I was awakened daily by Mom with her superb cock sucking lips. This was followed by a lengthy fuck session, where I blasted my first load of the day into Mom...usually into her eager mouth; I then went to college and tried to learn things, which was difficult with my mind preoccupied with my wild sex life...except in philosophy class where Professor Williams seemed like another MILF I might one day pillage. I came home for supper, which usually included if Dad was home, a quick discrete poke, a quick clandestine suck or occasionally a stealthy unloading inside my Mom; or if Dad wasn't home there'd be time for another lengthy full out sex session with all the bells, whistles and shout choruses. In the evening I would meet Miranda at the television station where I would always fill her mouth with my good luck seed before the newscast and later usually fuck her in a marathon post-broadcast sex session. For Miranda I varied where my final load of the day went, either her equally tantalizing mouth or pussy. When we weren't fucking we talked about our plans for our Vegas trip, which was going to include my joining the mile-high club...with my Mother.
The night before the trip I had already unloaded a load down Miranda's sweet mouth when she asked, following her final weather presentation for several days, "Why haven't you gone for my other hole yet?"
I was surprised by the question, but responded, "It isn't because I haven't thought about it."
"Well good," Miranda smiled her seductive smile, allowing her dress to fall to the floor, "because tonight I want to get a little dirty."
I replied with a joke. "Are we not always a little dirty?"
"Enough with the semantics," she countered, sauntering over to me like a predator hungry for fresh meat, discarding clothing as she went. "Tonight you're going to fuck my ass and I'm not taking no for an answer," she added, reaching me wearing only tan thigh high stockings and a seductive look that made me almost cream my jeans right then and there.
I stammered, still unable to believe my good fortune. I was fucking Miranda Collington...the Miranda Collington...my dream girl through so many of my teenage stroke fantasies and half the reason for my obsessive stocking fetish (my hot Mother being the other half), "N-n-no is not in my vocabulary." (At this moment suave is what I was not.)
"That's because you sir, are a male slut," she accused playfully as she squeezed my cock through my jeans. I was about to try for a witty comeback when my mouth was obstructed by Miranda's luscious lips and busy tongue. Miranda was an enigma. She was beautiful, powerful and confident, yet not a stuck-up bitch like all the high school and college girls who were similarly pretty. She loved to be fucked hard and used... even dominated... like a slut, but she was also the sweetest woman I knew. She was usually submissive when we were alone but not always, yet only someone who'd encountered her in a bedroom setting would have a clue about her sub side as her public persona oozed a confidence and charm that was super sexy but with no outward sign of the enthusiastic slut lurking within. She called me her boyfriend but allowed me to fuck my mother and was even assisting me with the seduction of a friend of hers and Mom's...Ellie Weatherton. She was perfection in mind, body and spirit, and she was mine. Not all mine, but primarily mine, which was plenty good enough for me, since she liked to share.
Breaking the kiss, she went to my ear and nibbled, her hot breath sending pulsing sensations directly to my hard cock. She whispered in a sultry voice, "So when are you going to fuck my ass, stud?"
I moaned at her nastiness and her hot breath. Taking charge like she loved me to do, I put my hands on her shoulders and guided her to her stocking-clad knees. I replied, "Right after you get me nice and ready."
She looked up, her eyes sparking, her smile divinely dazzling, but said nothing as she unbuckled my pants and pulled them down. Pulling my cock out of my underwear, never breaking eye contact, she grabbed my fully stiff eight-inch member. "I think just the idea of pounding the literal shit out of me has your missile ready to launch."
I ignored the nasty pun as her hand on my cock and her nasty mouth indeed had me ready and willing and I was thankful I'd already shot two loads today (one in Mom this morning and another in Miranda a couple of hours ago just before her newscast). Trying again for suave when I was completely overwhelmed by this perfect woman, I said, "Less talk, more action, my pet."
She meowed playfully at me before taking my cock in her mouth. Miranda was the most amazing cock sucker I'd ever experienced and she had a variety of styles, but two were her go-tos. The first I'd received earlier today, which I call the 'Fire in the Hole', in which she hungrily devours my cock and bobs up and down relentlessly, eagerly swallowing all of my cock until as soon as possible she makes me coat her throat with cum. The second I have named the 'Slow Burn' because she doesn't so much suck my cock as make love to it. She brings me to a plateau and won't allow my blood to boil enough to shoot my load, but she controls me with such infinite precision that I linger in a state of pleasurable suspension forever. It is the most intense tease in the world. She swirls around the cockhead, she sucks my balls, she deep throats me briefly, and she licks my cock like an ice cream cone. But it's not a static plateau, an ongoing sameness, for she also mixes speeds to keep me unbalanced in an everchanging, perpetual sexual limbo. She loves it when I assert myself and throw her around and skull fuck her and call her dirty names and lots of etceteras, but whenever she decides to assert herself she has all the power and we both know it.
This time I received the Slow Burn. She started by swirling her tongue around my cockhead and then clamping her mouth tight around my mushroom top and slowly pulling her head back. Each time a clear 'plop' sound echoed as her lips briefly backed off of my cock. This was new and brought intense pleasure to me...adding to the lengthy tease.
I moaned, "Holy shit Miranda, that feels amazing."
Stroking my cock with her left hand, she teased, "Wait until this big snake of yours is buried in my ass."
"I can't waiiiiit," I moaned as she switched gears, deep throated my cock and furiously bobbed back and forth for thirty seconds or so.
After the quick build up, she took my cock back out of her mouth and continued the filthy talk, talking in third person. "Did you ever stroke yourself all those years thinking of pounding Miranda Collington's ass? Making her your personal ass-slut? Burying your love stick between her perfect seat cushions?"
"Fuck yes," I groaned, completely at the mercy of this sex goddess.
Downshifting again, she slid her tongue down the side of my cock slowly, like a snake slithering its way toward its next meal. Reaching my balls, she took each one in her mouth and pleasured them individually...all part of the Slow Burn. Her hands caressed my ass as she moved her tongue back up my eager member and returned to teasing my mushroom top.
After a couple more minutes of teasing, I was revved up and raring to go. I picked her up and carried her to the couch, gently tossed her onto it and buried myself between her legs, licking her sweet pussy.
She giggled with a moan, "Oh you bad boy, eat my cunt!"
Like her, I could tease too. I avoided her overly sensitive clit, which usually triggered quicker orgasms, and slowly licked her damp pussy lips.
"Stop teasing me, baby," she moaned, "the sooner I come, the sooner you get my ass."
I gave one flick of her clit before backing completely away and she jolted with pleasure before letting out a frustrated scream. I looked up and countermanded, "You don't think you'll get to come before I get your ass, do you?"
Her face gave a startled look, but she answered like the submissive she was deep down, her pouty lips weakening me, "Only if my baby lets me. Can I come, baby?" When we were playing that game she was submissive but never intimidated, and she knew how to subvert my arrogant intentions whenever she wished.
"Oh, that darn pout of yours," I sighed, dramatizing the weight of the world on my shoulders, "I can never say no to you." I returned to her pussy and shifted from teasing to focused pleasing. See what I mean? I was her Master, but not that kind of Master.
"That's it baby, lick my cunt," Miranda moaned.
I slid two fingers in her sopping wet cunt and began pumping them in and out as I sucked her swollen clit into my mouth.
"Oh god, yes, baby, don't stop, sugar, yes, fuck, yeeeeeees," Miranda screamed, wrapping her stocking-clad legs around me to pull me deeper into her as her orgasm hit.
Her juices gushed out of her like Niagara Falls, foam, mist and all, and I eagerly caught every drop of her perfection. She was still in orgasm mode when I slid up and kissed her so she could taste herself as I slipped my raging hard-on inside her cunt, which was still twitching.
She moaned into my mouth as I penetrated her and fucked her hard while she continued to orgasm.
Breaking the kiss she moaned, "You fucker, I wasn't even, I wasn't even, I wasn't..."
She was so distracted by the pleasure I was giving her she couldn't think straight. I smiled and said with a sideways smirk, "I know, baby."
"Just f-f-fuck me, you bastard!" she demanded.
I obliged, pounding her pussy hard, her perfect tits making waves, each forward thrust and her face making the sexiest expressions of pleasure. A few minutes later, her red cheeks and increasing moans telegraphing a second orgasm was on the rise, I pulled out.
She opened her eyes and pleaded, "Put it back in baby, I'm so close."
"Bend over the couch, Miranda," I ordered, holding my cock like a rapier.
"So you're going to leave me on the brink like that?" she complained, although her smile told me she was ready for whatever I had in mind.
"You can come after I do," I said selfishly.
She stood up and walked to the other side of the couch and bent over as instructed, her body so perfect. I stared for a bit, lost in the trance of my obsession with her beauty. "Why don't you take a picture, it lasts longer," she teased, using the age-old line.
I called her bluff, walked over to my jeans and pulled out my phone. "I think I'll do just that. Smile pretty!"
"You fucker," she teased, but posed, her expression one of utter seduction.
I took a few quick snaps before she cut me off with, "Fuck! That's enough photos! Come and get your prize, baby."
I tossed my phone on the couch and went to stand behind her. Again I was mesmerized by her beauty and the crazy reality that Miranda Collington, local weather girl celebrity, was mine. I surprised her by lowering myself and spreading her ass cheeks. I had read somewhere that getting ass-licked drove women crazy and I was about to test that hypothesis. I extended my tongue, slightly nervously, unsure what I was doing or how it would taste, and I licked her puckered rosebud.
"Oh, you dirrrrrrrrrrrrty boy," she playfully teased, "did you do that to your mother too?"
"No, baby, this is all for you," I answered, licking tangy sweat from the crack of her ass.
"Fuck, I love what you do to my body, baby," Miranda moaned.
I continued licking her rosebud, my saliva seeming to relax and loosen up Miranda's back door. A couple minutes of concentrated ass licking and Miranda demanded, her tone far more aggressive than usual, "Fuck my ass now, Curtis!"
Realizing one should never say no to such a direct demand, I stood back up and positioned my cock at her anal entrance. Smiling, I decided to delay the inevitable a bit longer and made her beg. "Beg baby, beg me to fuck your ass."
"You love treating me like a slut, don't you?" Miranda teased, wiggling her ass.
"Well, you are my slut," I countered.
"That I am," the sexy MILF smiled with a seductive wink, before adding, "Now fuck your slut's ass, baby."
Who could resist such an offer? I thought to myself, as I rubbed my cockhead up and down between her ass cheeks.
"Damn it, just shove it in," Miranda pleaded, "Stop fucking around teasing me!"
Finally unable to resist the temptation any longer, I leaned forward and my cock slowly disappeared between her snowy white cheeks. Mom's ass was tight, but that was nothing to the overwhelming grip Miranda's ass had on my cock as I slowly pushed deeper inside her rectum.
She whimpered in pain, not pleasure. "It's been a long time since I had a big cock back there. I forgot about the initial burn."
"I'll go slow," I replied compassionately.
"Kkkkk," she again whimpered, no longer the foul-mouthed slut she'd been just seconds ago.
I continued going deeper at a snail's pace, tentatively, as I could tell Miranda was uncomfortable and in pain. I offered when I was halfway in, "Midway point, but I can pull out, baby. We don't have to do this."
Speaking through clenched teeth she answered, "No, baby, just keep going slow. Anything your Mom can do, I can do too."
I realized at this moment how much Miranda cared for me. She understood the importance of my relationship with my Mother and wasn't going to stand in the way, yet she wanted me to choose her over my Mom, if not now, then eventually. I gently rubbed her backside, "Miranda, I don't compare you two."
"I know, baby," she answered, "I just want to be a perfect girlfriend for you. I've done this before, it's just been awhile."
I added, "Well, you have the tightest hole I've ever experienced."
"I bet you say that to all the girls you ass fuck," Miranda quipped, her sense of humor not lost during her brief pain.
I continued the slow invasion as I confirmed, "Just you and Mom, sexy."
"And Ellie soon," she teased.
"That would be awesome," I smiled, adding, "but you'll always be my main girl."
"Aaah," she faked, "you know just the right words to saaaay!" Almost completely in, the discomfort came back. She apologized, "Sorry baby, the last one back there was Mark and his dick is the length of a baby carrot and the width of a straw."
I laughed, which made my cock shift inside her and as she was whimpering I finished filling her. "It's all inside you, baby."
"Kkkkk," she said, controlling her breathing. "Now just let me get used to your cock,"
"Sure thing, sexy," I replied, always trying to reassure her with compliments, regardless of what we were doing.
I continued to gently caress her back, admiring every inch of her.
After a couple minutes of calm, Miranda was ready to move things further along. "Now fuck me, baby, but start slow."
"Ok," I nodded, not that she could see me, being bent over the couch as she was. I slowly pulled back out before moving back in.
As my strokes continued she seemed to be getting accustomed to me and her earlier whimpers were shifting to moans. A couple minutes of slow strokes and Miranda moaned, "Go faster now, baby."
"You sure?" I asked.
"Yes, baby, I want you to fuck my ass now," she replied, her left hand going to her pussy.
"Ok, baby," I agreed and started to pick up the pace, although still cautiously.
"That's it," Miranda moaned, "now more: fuck me like you fucked your Mom."
"Your ass is so tight," I grunted, feeling sexual euphoria like I'd never felt before.
"And your cock fits me so perfectly," she moaned back, before switching to an eager growl, "Now fuck my ass, hard."
"Ok," I agreed, and began pumping in and out of her tight ass.
If I thought I'd seen an animated Miranda in the past but I clearly hadn't seen anything! As her fingers continued to rub her clit she demanded, "Harder, fuck, pound my shithole, stud!" and "Drill my ass, baby, fucking use me as your personal fuck-slave!" Sweat began to pour down my body as I tried desperately to keep up with her demands and thrilled at terms like 'fuck-slave'. Moments later she screamed loud enough for all those still in the studio to know exactly what we were doing when I slammed into her with all my might. "Oh fucking god, ravage my ass, baby, yessssssss!"
"Come for me, my slut!" I ordered, sensing she was desperately close to euphoria.
Her breathing erratic, she babbled, "You own me, baby. Make me your ass-slut! Use me as you please, baby! Tell me I'm your whore!"
"You're so fucking hot, baby," I replied.
"No, Master, I want to hear it. Tell me what I am!" she grunted, unable to cross the threshold to euphoria without the declaration.
"I own you, Miranda Collington," I thundered, using her name. "I own that cock sucking mouth of yours, that sweet cunt of yours and this incredibly tight ass of yours. You are my personal fuck toy to use at my leisure, is that clear?"
"Oh God, yes, baby, I'm yours," she declared, her orgasm on the brink of explosion.
"Then COME for me my sexy ass-slut, COME from having your ass fucked!" I ordered, getting turned on even more by the nasty talk.
"Oh yes, Master, yes, yes, hammer my ass, oh yes, harder, fuck, pound it, pound it, pounnnnnnnnnnd it!" she screamed as her second orgasm shook her very being!
I continued hard deep thrusts into her ass, which became even tighter with each tremble that quaked through her body as her orgasm flowed through her. My mind was stuck on the word 'Master' as my balls began to boil.
I kept pounding her ass, my body slamming into hers hard enough to hear the sweet smacks of two bodies colliding. Finally, knowing I was seconds away from shooting my load, I took control by pulling out and shoving my cock (that had been in her ass for over twenty minutes) into her mouth.



Like the submissive slut she was, always willing to please, she bobbed her head back and forth on it while still rubbing her clit.
A naughty thought popping in my head, I waited till the very last second to pull out and spray cum all over my beautiful MILF girlfriend. I came buckets, hitting her chin, lips, nose, forehead and hair. Like the eager cum-slut she was, she opened her mouth wide, trying to catch my tasty seed.
I ordered, "No, my little cum-slut, I want to see your face dripping with your Master's cum."
"Yes, Master, whatever you wish," she obediently replied, sitting on her knees, looking radiant and slutty at the same time.
"Sit still," I ordered, as I reached over the couch and grabbed my phone. "Pose pretty for the camera."
Her trust in me was stunning as she obeyed, smiling with a joy that no one could fake. I took picture after picture as she posed. She then surprised me again with her willingness to please: "Why don't you switch to video, Master?"
I did and videotaped the girl who had long inspired years of my cum-stained underwear fantasies as she posed for the video and after a few seconds began cleaning her face with her fingers and sexily placing my sticky cum between her lips. "Hmmmmm, your cum tastes so delicious Master, especially after your cock was in my ass for so long." She swirled her tongue around her finger, savoring my goo. Again speaking to me, "So Curtis, may I come again?"
"Yes you may, Miranda Collington," I replied, using her name on camera.
Staring at the camera, she agreed, "Thank you, Master Curtis. I am Miranda Collington, and I would say it is definitely hot in here." She frantically rubbed her hot box before looking away from the camera with a devious smile. She got up, grabbed an empty wine bottle from our drunken bender last night and returned to her submissive position on the floor. Placing the bottle standing up, she asked me, her sexy smile so deviously naughty that my cock began to stiffen again (truth be told it had never really shrunk) and asked me, "May I fuck myself with this bottle, Master Curtis?"
"Fuck, yes," I grunted, in awe of what she was about to do...on camera...for me.
The awe continued as she stood up, bent her knees in a way very few limber eighteen-year-olds could do and slowly lowered herself onto the wine bottle. I let out a gasp as the top of the bottle began to disappear inside my girlfriend's cunt.
"Hmmmmm, yes," she moaned, never looking away from the camera. "Does baby like?"
"Uh-huh," I mumbled, captivated by her naughtiness.
The whole neck had vanished inside her, but she continued to lower herself onto the widened part of the bottle.
"Shit," she whimpered, as her cunt was spread open, "Is my baby turned on yet?"
"Rock hard, baby," I grunted, my left hand stroking my cock as I filmed with my right.
"Good," she moaned as impossibly, she began moving up and down on the bottle.
I taped the erotic scene that would make me a millionaire if I were to sell it to any porn company, something I would never do of course, wondering when I should join in.
She continued to ride the wine bottle, her left hand holding it in place as she picked up the pace. "Oh shit, baby, I want to come for you. I want this to be your special video for when we aren't together."
I began pumping my cock as Miranda's declaration turned me on and her moans increased. For the next couple of minutes we both fucked ourselves, she with the bottle and I with my hand. Miranda got animated again, showing her orgasm was imminent. "Are you going to come for me again, Master?"
"Yes," I grunted, getting close myself.
"On my tits?" she questioned.
"Or on my face again?"
"Or do you want to shoot your delicious cum between my cock sucking lips?" she teased.
"Wherever you want it," I answered, my balls beginning to boil again.
"Will you cum in my cunt while I'm coming around your cock, baby?" she asked.
"Fuck, yes," I agreed; I would agree to anything for this woman.
She repositioned herself on her back on the floor and pumped the wine bottle in and out of her cunt with her left hand while frantically rubbing her clit with her right, all the while looking up at me. "I'm so close baby, tell me when to come, Master. I need you to own me Curtis, tell me you own me, please," she begged.
Obviously wanting to make this video even hotter for me, she repeated her earlier pleading. I was forever thankful to get these words on camera and responded with authority. "Yes, my slut. I own those lovely cock sucking lips of yours, I own your tight ass, I own your perky breasts and I own that cunt of yours. I own all three of your fuck holes. You are mine. Is that understood, my slut, my whore, my personal cock sucker, my submissive pet?"
"Oh yes, oh yes, fuck Master, I've been dying to hear those words from you," she declared, shoving an inconceivable amount of the wine bottle inside her cunt.
"Come now, my slut," I demanded, wanting to watch her come.
In seconds the crescendo of bliss quaked through her and she screamed, "I'm coming, Masteeeer, fuuuuuck!"
I watched and filmed for a few more seconds before I put the phone down, joined her on the floor, pulled out her crazy fuck toy and replaced it with my cock. I pounded her as hard as I could and as fast as possible while her orgasm shuddered through her.
"Oh yes baaaaaby, come in me, please fill me up," she begged and moaned, still coming, as she wrapped her stocking-clad legs around me and pulled me deeper inside her as we melded into one.
Her nasty words, her hot actions, her stocking legs wrapped around me were too much and I exploded my fourth load of the day, my third into or onto her as I leaned in and kissed her with the hunger of a man in love. She returned the kiss with an equal passion as I pumped stream after stream of my cum inside her cunt.
Exhausted, I lay on top of her as we both finished our earth-shaking orgasms, our lips never breaking contact with each other.
I don't know how long we lay on the floor, my cock slowly shrinking, still inside her, our tongues exploring every crevice of each other's mouths before I felt a cramp. I broke the kiss and jumped up to stretch my leg.
Miranda laughed. "Considering how long your two-hundred-pound frame was laying on me, shouldn't I be the one stretching my legs?"
I reached down and pulled her up. "Stretch away," I smiled.
"That was the most intense sexual experience of my life," Miranda said as she looked me in the eyes, her dazed and completely satisfied expression making it clear she wasn't just saying that.
"I bet you say that to all the guys you fuck whose Mom is your Mistress," I joked, playing on her earlier words.
"Just you, baby," she replied, kissing me. When she broke the kiss, her tone turned abruptly to soft and sweet with just a hint of insecurity as she told me, "I think I'm falling in love with you, Curtis."
My legs went weak and my heartbeat picked up at hearing words I'd never expected to hear from the girl of my dreams. I didn't hesitate as I replied, "I love you too, Miranda."
"You don't have to say it just because I did," she said, again unable to hide the insecurity in her voice.
I took her hands in mine and told her sincerely, "Miranda, I'm not saying that just because you said it to me, although I'm thrilled that you did! I've loved you since I was a child, but now that I know you I love you in the real sense, not as just some abstract lustful vision like all teenage guys do." I kissed her softly before continuing.
"I love your smile." I kissed her lips.
"I love your compassion." I kissed her cheek while looking into her eyes, which were watering slightly as she listened to my declaration.
"I love your eyes." I kissed her other cheek.
"Of course I also love your body, your legs in stockings and your relentless sexual appetite," I said, kissing her neck.
I leaned back, holding her hands in mine and looking directly into her eyes, which were sparkling with unshed tears, as I declared my devotion and finished with, "But most of all, my Miranda, my darling, I love you for who you are. A beautiful woman with a heart of gold who deserves to be treated like the princess she is."
Tears streamed down her face as she smiled, but she made a quick joke out if it. "A slutty princess."
"Well, yes, a very, very slutty princess," I agreed, "but a princess nonetheless. I love you, Miranda."
"I love you, too Curtis," she replied earnestly as we pulled each other into a warm embrace.
Finally, both of us completely drained from our two-hour sex session, we got dressed.
Miranda had deliberately left my cum all over her face as she grabbed my hand and intertwined her fingers in mine as we left her dressing room and headed out, everyone else in the studio long gone other than Phil the janitor, who gave both of us a knowing look.
"Your face looks radiant tonight, Ms. Collington, is that your new look?"
Miranda replied, playfully fingering another dollop of her 'new look' off her face and sucking it between her lips, "Just in front of my friends. Could you hear us tonight, Phil?"
"The whole state heard you tonight, Ms. Collington," he replied with a smile, "I had the outside door open."
We all three laughed as my lovely, slutty, unashamed girlfriend and I headed into the darkness and fresh air of a lovely cool evening.
"So do you still plan to fuck Ellie?" Miranda asked, as we walked to the car.
Unsure how to answer that after our recent declarations, I paused.
"Because I have a new rule," Miranda announced as she stopped and turned to face me eye to eye.
"And what is that?" I asked, dying to know.
"You're only allowed to fuck people that I get to fuck too," Miranda announced with a smile. "Of course the other way round doesn't apply if I fuck some guy, which I'll only do if you tell me to."
I laughed as I said, "I have to say that may be the best fucking rule I have ever heard!"
"I thought you'd like it," she said, squeezing my cock through my pants.
"Don't you dare," I protested.
"What?" she asked with a shrug and a look of innocence. "Are you really done for the night already?"
Sliding my hand under her skirt and directly to her commando cunt, I explained, "No, but I've got to save my last load for my Mother."
"Bastard," she said, hitting me playfully in the chest.
We kissed one more time and made final plans for the flight tomorrow before heading our separate ways.
As I drove home alone, my balls aching, I wondered if I could keep up with Miranda, and I wondered what our declarations of love would do to our steamy relationship.
.....
Next morning I refused my usual morning romp with Mom, much to her dismay. I was still a little tired from last night's marathon session with Miranda, but I also wanted to be fresh for our planned initiation into the mile-high club where bunny-quick is an asset.
As I'd instructed, Mom wore a simple sundress, beige thigh high stockings and that was it. No inconvenient undergarments to get in the way during our initiation ceremony.
Dad, oblivious to the new, closer relationship between his wife and son, drove us to the airport. Dropping us off, he kissed his wife goodbye and joked to us both, "Don't do anything I wouldn't do."
I chuckled at the unintentional humor as I planned on doing exactly what he should be doing more of...pleasuring Mom.
Mom joked back, although it really wasn't a joke, "Oh Ted, you know the saying, 'What happens in Vegas...'"
I finished, "...Stays in Vegas."
All three of us laughed, my dad completely unaware of the sexual debauchery I was planning for his wife...my Mom.
Once he drove off, heading to a meeting of some sort, Mom shook her head, "He really is clueless. I love him, but seriously he is fuckin' clueless."
"Most guys are," I shrugged, explaining as my hand squeezed her ass, "We have very limited ranges of interest."
"No greater truth has ever been spoken," Mom agreed, as we headed into the airport while I demonstrated my own limited range of interest by pawing her perfect body.
Miranda was already waiting for us in her usual sexy attire, this time a leopard print skirt that barely covered her mocha-colored thigh high stockings and wouldn't cover them at all when she sat down, four-inch black heels, and a colorful blouse that screamed 'look at me'...as did the skirt and heels and her long, fabulous legs of course. Ellie was the only one of the three women dressed practically, in jeans, tight jeans that showcased an amazing ass, and a red t-shirt that seemed a size too small and showcased her large breasts perfectly. Her flaming red hair and exotic green eyes made Ellie looked amazing no matter how conservatively she dressed. I flashed back to her dressing so much sexier at the Halloween party not so long ago, especially the rear view when she'd worn a thong beneath her transparent harem girl trousers, making my cock hard.
Ellie's look was priceless as she saw Mom and me walking towards them. Ellie asked, "Alexis, you're coming too?"
"Indeed we will be coming too," Mom smiled back, the naughty innuendo obvious to all but Ellie, as she reached Ellie and gave her a big hug. "I haven't seen you since the Halloween party. I've been thinking of you ever since. Have you been thinking of me?" Knowing I had her back, she was being more relaxed and flirtatious around Ellie than she'd been in years!
"Yes, I..." Ellie began but stopped mid-sentence as she watched me kissing Miranda hello. Miranda returned the kiss, although we kept it PG...well, PG13 anyway.
Mom acted unconcerned at the kiss and explained, "I know it's bizarre, but it appears my son and Miranda have become a couple."
"How?" Ellie asked, stunned to see forty-two-year-old Miranda Collington, local celebrity, dating a teenager.
"I'm irresistible," I smiled, attempting to be suave.
"Completely," Miranda complimented me, giving my ass a squeeze.
As Ellie was processing this new information Miranda said, "We should probably go and get checked in."
We agreed and Miranda's hand slipped into mine as we headed to the ticket line. While in the short line Miranda was recognized and posed for pictures, with two college students drooling over her like I used to, and with a young girl, maybe seven.
Once the photo-op was done I asked her, "Do you ever get sick of that?"
"God no, maybe it's because I'm so vain, but I'd much rather be wanted than not," she answered, again showing her need to be wanted, often hidden behind her aggressive sexuality and free-wheeling casual attitude.
"I think it would be exhausting," I said.
"Oh honey, just you wait," she smiled.
"What do you mean?" I asked.
"You're dating a semi-celebrity; soon they'll be taking pictures of you too," she answered.
"Really?" I asked, dumbfounded by such a reality.
As if responding to my uncertainty, a man called out, "Miranda, who's the new guy?"
I turned to look and felt the flash of a camera hit me in the eyes. A chubby man took some more pictures before Miranda spoke. "Walter, do you want a really good picture?"
"Sure, Miranda, whatcha got?" he asked, keeping the camera on us.
Miranda smiled and leaned in to kiss me for the camera. I heard click after click and felt flash after flash, but I didn't care, Miranda was announcing to the world that she and I were a couple.
Breaking the kiss she asked, "Did you get that?"
"I sure did. Who's the new guy?" the chubby reporter, who I recognized vaguely from the local paper, repeated the question.
"My new main squeeze," Miranda answered.
"Do you have a name?" he asked me.
"Yes, thank you," I answered as if responding to an offer of one instead of giving mine out. I didn't want paparazzi chasing me around my college campus.
"How old are you? What do you do for a living? How did you and Miranda meet?" The reporter fired off questions in machine gun fashion.
Miranda interrupted, seeing my cautious look, "Sorry Walter, but we need to get going, we don't want to miss our flight."
"Where are you going?" he asked.
"To Mark Appleton's wedding, of course," she said, giving him her dazzling smile.
Grabbing my hand, she led me to the check-in desk. The agent asked for picture ID's even as more photos of us were snapped by various paparazzi and fans.
Soon our luggage was checked and we had our boarding passes and claim checks in hand, and Miranda posed with me one more time for Walter the reporter, never once letting go of my hand, before we slipped into security.
While we waited our turn in line, I said, "Wow."
She shrugged, "You get used to it."
"Being tabloid fodder?" I asked.
"It comes with the territory," she answered, before adding, "This is nowhere near as intense as it was when I was younger or during the brief time I was dating Carter Wells."
I shuddered at the name. Carter was a professional football player whose biceps were bigger around than my whole body.
I pretended to act carefree. "I'd forgotten all about him."
"I have too, lover," she smiled, saying exactly the right words before leaning in for another kiss.
We passed through security with ease and I watched in awe as people fell all over themselves to converse with and get pictures of themselves with Miranda. Again, I had to pinch myself to make sure this wasn't all just a dream...that Miranda Collington was mine.
By the time Miranda had finished chatting with a smitten security guard, Mom and Ellie were joining us. Obviously they'd had some alone time to chat and I wondered what they'd talked about. Mustn't have been too heavy since Mom still looked stress-free.
"Enjoying celebrity life, honey?" Mom asked.
"It's weird," I answered, still feeling kind of surreal at the questions I'd been asked that I never did answer.
Ellie asked, her expression one of trying to put two and two together, "So how did you and Miranda meet?"
I wasn't ready for the question but Mom saved me. "He was home recently when Miranda came over for coffee."
"And?" Ellie questioned, trying to figure out how Miranda had ended up with someone half her age.
"And Miranda being Miranda..." Mom began to explain, when Miranda joined us and joined in.
"Miranda being Miranda, I couldn't resist such sexy young meat," she finished, her smile sexy, her tone delicious and her hand on my ass possessive before she took Ellie's arm and they began walking.
Ellie was silent, still trying to figure out why she'd been invited. So Mom hadn't yet spilled any beans. As they walked to our gate Ellie finally said, "So if I'm not your plus one, Miranda, then..."
"...Then you are Alexis' plus one," Miranda finished Ellie's thought for her. "Alexis didn't trust her son unchaperoned in the city of sin and she knows what a bad influence I am."
"That I could understand..." Ellie shot back, her tone saying she didn't like being played.
Miranda shrugged, "Hey, I invited you here."
"Under false pretenses," Ellie countered.
Miranda asked, "You get a free trip to Las Vegas and you're complaining?"
"Well..." Ellie began, realizing she sounded like an unappreciative bitch.
"Plus..." Miranda, moving directly in front of Ellie to halt them both, her devious smile hinting at the trouble she planned to start, whispered in her ear what I would later learn was, "I hear you and Alexis used to...you know."
Ellie's jaw dropped at the revelation that Miranda knew about the Domme-sub relationship Ellie had with Alexis back in college. But quick to recover, she glared at her old submissive and said, "But she married Ted...Ted, can you believe it?"
"Hey, he's my Dad," I protested, faking offense.
"We aren't here to squabble about the past, but to create a new present," Miranda replied, her tone hinting at anything and everything, of the past and the present colliding into an amazing new future.



"I second that," Mom agreed, looking at Ellie fixedly the whole time.
I wondered if just by putting the two of them together I had set the spark that would rekindle their intense and adventurous past. "I third it," I added, "too bad we don't have any booze to toast this new beginning."
"Well, that can be rectified rather easily," Miranda smiled. "Follow me."
We all followed her down a side hallway leading to a door with no sign of what was behind it where a big security guard stood. Miranda said simply, "They're with me, Hank."
"Of course, Ms. Collington, it's great to see you again," the formidable guard replied, his stern demeanor of moments ago gone in a flash.
He carded open the door and we entered a well-appointed room that was apparently where the rich and famous waited for their flights. "Welcome to Shangri-La," Miranda announced, extravagantly waving her hands in the air like a Price is Right model.
Strange but true, her pose had my cock erect in a heartbeat. Calm down, boy, I said to myself, desperate to hold out until we were in the air. As I scanned the room where a few well-dressed men and women stood or sat drinking while waitresses attended them dressed in maid outfits, black pantyhose, frilly white caps and all, I said in disbelief, "I didn't even know such a place existed."
"You aren't, or rather weren't supposed to," Miranda winked and flicked me in the nose.
"Ow!" I said reflexively, although it didn't hurt.
"You are such a wuss! You're my wuss but still," she teased, before adding, loud enough for Mom and Ellie to hear, "Thank God for your big dick."
I quipped, "I thank God every day for that, too."
"You bad boy," she purred, before adding seductively, "you know we have almost an hour to kill."
"For God sakes get a room," Ellie said, annoyed by our playful banter.
"That's what I was trying to imply," Miranda countered.
"Mom's right here," I pointed out.
Miranda, blunt as she always is and putting on a show for the still clueless Ellie, asked, "So she is! Alexis is it ok if I devour your son?"
Mom shook her head. "Can't you wait till we get to the hotel?"
Ellie asked, her tone indicating her own opportunism was already underway, "What are the hotel rooming accommodations, anyway?"
Miranda said, still dripping sex appeal so it was going to be hard, pardon the pun, for me to hold out much longer, "I was hoping you and Alexis might share a room and talk about old times, if you're ok with that?"
It was Ellie's turn to spread a devious smile across her pretty face. "Oh, I think we'll be able to manage to umm... reminisce about the past. I don't think we've shared a room since our college days. Have we, Alexis?"
Mom's face went beet-red. Clearly she wasn't a good poker player as she stammered, "I-I-I guess not, now that you mention it."
"Then it's settled," Miranda concluded. "Now who wants drinks?"
A couple minutes later we all had drinks and Miranda, still the center of attention, everyone's center of attention as even the others in the room were constantly glancing over at the three very attractive women, toasted, "To new beginnings."
Ellie, her tone broadcasting to the other three of us that her head was spinning with the possibility of making Mom her submissive again, "Here, here! To starting over!"
Mom obviously noticed Ellie's tone and was nervous about it, but keeping to her earlier commitment to me, confirmed the toast, setting herself up as a helpless gazelle for the hungry cheetah Ellie, "To new beginnings."
"And a hot girlfriend," I added, playing the obnoxious guy card.
We all drank to our New Year's Eve type toast, each of us with a different idea of what new beginnings meant.
A couple of cocktails later, we were all chatting about life, politics and when music had stopped being either good or original. We all agreed it was the end of the eighties, when our flight was announced as boarding. Miranda called for one more round of shots which we quickly downed, and in a bit of an alcoholic fog, headed for our flight.
Once on the plane, I noticed Miranda darting forward to speak with a very cute flight attendant, before either Mom or Ellie could see. I was curious about the brief exchange and would later learn so much more. I was sitting with Mom, who had the window seat in the front row of first class, while Ellie had the other window seat, meaning Miranda and I could still chat across the aisle. The stewardess for first class, the one Miranda had briefly spoken to, was exactly that, a Katy Perry lookalike in traditional sexy stewardess wear and delicious tan pantyhose.
Before the flight even started, Miranda had started the sexual innuendos rolling by asking our flight attendant, whose name tag read Dana, "So I have to ask you something."
"Yes, ma'am?" the English-accented Katy Perry lookalike asked.
"Have you kissed a girl?" Miranda asked with a smile.
As her face went cherry red I explained, "She's making a joke because you look like Katy Perry."
Miranda, always being able to read people, asked a follow up, "You liked it, didn't you?"
"M-m-ma'am," she stammered, trying to be professional, "please fasten your seatbelt, we are preparing for takeoff."
As Dana walked away, Miranda added, "Oh yes... we most certainly are." Turning to Ellie, Miranda asked, "Think I can get her to eat me before we land?"
Ellie answered, "I doubt it. She was mortified by your question."
"No, she was mortified I could tell she was a cunt-licker," a tipsy Miranda observed.
"I don't think so," Ellie said.
"Wanna bet?" Miranda challenged, confident she was right.
"Sure," Ellie agreed, confident there was no way the stewardess would risk her job. "What's the bet?"
Miranda pondered this for a second as the plane began to inch backwards away from the gate. "If I win, you dress however I tell you all weekend."
"Agreed; and when I win?" Ellie questioned, confidence oozing out of her.
"Name it," Miranda replied.
"You will eat my pussy when we get back to the hotel," Ellie said, attempting to shock, calling Miranda's bluff.
"You dirty dyke," Miranda playfully accused the busty redhead, not remotely surprised by the deal, "you've wanted me between your legs forever, haven't you?"
"Maybe," Ellie said, her turn to use a tone dripping with innuendo. "So are we on?"
"On one condition," Miranda bargained with a devilish smile.
"What's that?" a skeptical Ellie asked.
"My baby gets to watch," Miranda said, turning to wink at me.
"No way," Ellie said, taken aback.
"Deal or no deal," Miranda insisted, not backing down, adding, "Alexis says I'm amazing."
"What?" Ellie sputtered, shocked.
"Oh I've been munching on Alexis' sweet cunt forever, haven't I?" Miranda revealed, continuing the full onslaught on Ellie.
I turned to Mom, whose flushed cheeks swept away any notion that Miranda was lying, but she avoided her embarrassment with bluntness, "Yes, it's true, Ellie. Miranda's sweet tongue is fucking amazing."
The plane began its acceleration as silence overtook the front row of first class. Miranda reached across the aisle and grabbed my hand and closed her eyes. Clearly even after her many flights, she still hated the initial climb. Mom grabbed my other hand and also squeezed it for dear life, equally stressed by the plane's ascent. The silence was deafening for me even through the roar of the engines as the plane continued to rise and I eagerly awaited the next development in this sexually charged drama.
Not a word was spoken until the pilot announced we were at cruising altitude. Dana returned, her face showing her nervousness after the earlier awkward moment, and asked, "May I get everyone something to drink?"
"A double whiskey," Ellie demanded.
"I'll have the same," Miranda said.
"A Bud Light," I requested.
"A white rum on the rocks," Mom ordered.
"Just a single?" Dana asked.
"No, make hers a double too," Ellie ordered.
"Ma'am?" Dana asked, wanting confirmation from the person ordering the drink.
"Sure, a double," Mom agreed, not looking at Ellie.
"I'll be right back," the pretty brunette (with purple streaks) said before disappearing up front again.
"Hurry back, sexy," Miranda purred, "I'm hungry."
"Oh, subtle," Ellie quipped.
"Subtlety is not my style." Miranda smiled. "So do we have a deal?"
"Fine," Ellie agreed, "We have a deal."
"I'm going to dress you like a complete slut tonight," Miranda promised.
"I don't know when," Ellie countered, "you'll be too busy dining between my legs."
"Game on," Miranda smiled, before leaning closer to Ellie and confiding, "even if I lose, I'll still eat that sweet cunt of yours."
Ellie was speechless, shocked by pretty much every incident of this crazy day.
Dana returned with our drinks. When she handed Miranda her drink, Miranda flirted, "You know you're very pretty, Dana."
"T-t-thanks," Dana blushed, as she broke eye contact and handed me my beer.
"You're welcome," Miranda said.
I looked behind me, curious who might be behind us listening to our licentious conversations, and saw that the other two rows were empty. Miranda, seeing the perplexed look on my face explained, "I purchased all three rows."
"Wow," I mouthed, impressed every moment by my girl.
Miranda, keeping up the assault on our big-busted prey, asked, "So why is someone as sexy as you still single?"
"High standards," Ellie answered.
"Aaaah," I yelped as Mom spilled her drink all over me, as planned. Since Dana was out of sight, she just ostentatiously held it high over my crotch, grinned at me and the other two, and dumped it out while we all watched. It was no accident, but it was an iced drink, so my yelp wasn't faked. Miranda stifled a giggle and Ellie stared.
Dana, who had just left, hurried back. "Are you all right, sir?"
"Yes," I answered, "I just need your washroom."
"There's one right over there for our first class passengers, sir," Dana pointed to a door forward and to the left.
"Thanks," I said, starting for the bathroom. Once inside I waited a moment before peeking out the door and calling out, "Mom, could you come and help for a moment?"
Mom smiled to Ellie. "A mother's work is never done."
Ellie watched, confused at why I would need help, I wasn't eight any more, but didn't say anything as Mom stood up and joined me in the bathroom.
As soon as the door was closed, (the first class bathroom by the way had way more room than the tiny boxes at the back of the plane) Mom fell to her knees and pulled out my cock.
"Fuck! I've been craving this all day, baby," Mom shared before devouring my cock. She bobbed back and forth like a total hungry slut and it took all my will power not to spray her throat in the first few seconds.
I grunted, "Stand up and bend over, Mom, I want to officially join the mile-high club in your cunt."
"Oh you dirty boy," she purred, standing up, lifting her dress and bending over. "I like a forceful man who knows what he wants."
"This forceful man wants to fuck his dear sweet Mother," I replied, wasting no time in foreplay as I just slammed my cock into Mom's sweet cunt.
"Oh yes baby, fuck Mommy," she moaned as my cock slipped inside her.
I pumped in and out of Mom's cunt as I held onto her hips.
"Harder, son, harder," she moaned, loving nothing more than a hardcore fucking from her own flesh and blood.
Unfortunately for her there was no way I was going to last long enough to get her off, having not yet come today. Usually I would get her off first, but the circumstances of the quickie and the plan didn't allow for it this time. A couple minutes more of fast-paced Mother fucking and I could feel my balls boiling. I pulled out and ordered, "On your knees, Mommy."
Without hesitation my submissive mother turned around, fell to her knees and returned hungrily to deep throating my cock. Less than a minute of Mom's perfect cock sucking lips and I was about to come. I pulled out and as planned, coated her face with my cum. After the sexy facial I'd given Miranda yesterday and now coating Mom's beauty today, I realized I now had a new kink to add to my nylon fetish. I really got off on getting off all over a gorgeous face, so I came extra hard! Being my first load of the day, I shot four solid streams of cum onto Mom hitting her chin, lips, cheeks, nose, forehead and hair.
Mom surprised me by taking my cock back in her mouth.
I had to protest, albeit reluctantly, "Not now Mom. We have to stick to the plan."
"Fine," she huffed, clearly not fine, as she allowed my cock to slip out of her mouth.
As I pulled my pants up, I promised, "Don't worry Mom, you're going to get fucked yet, and properly."
"Promises, promises," she teased from her knees, "your Dad used to make such promises too."
I grabbed my cell and said, "Smile for the camera, mommy-slut."
"How dare you call your Mother a slut?" she replied all playful, before smiling for the camera.
"You'll always be my Mommy-slut," I answered, pulling her up from her submissive position and giving her a careful kiss on the lips but only on the lips, not wanting to smear my recently-painted canvas.
"Promise?" she asked, with just the slightest hint of insecurity.
"Yes, I promise, Mom," I replied. I was dying to see the look on Ellie's face when she realized what had just occurred. "Showtime Mom, are you ready?"
"No," Mom admitted, "but I'll do it anyway."
"You really are the perfect mother," I complimented her.
"Yeah, I bet I win Mother of the Year," she snorted.
"Well, in my eyes you'll win that award every year," I added.
"Thanks, baby," Mom said, obviously nervous at what she was about to do in front of her Achilles heel Ellie.
"I'll leave first," I instructed. "I want to catch the look on her face."
Mom laughed nervously. "Oh, it should be priceless."
Timing is everything, so I instructed my Mom, "Count to ten before coming out."
"Ok," Mom nodded in the affirmative even as her expression screamed 'please don't make me do this!'
Reading her mind, I soothed her. "Don't worry Mom, this is what you need."
Mom's look shifted from nervous to a trusting question, "Do you think so, Curtis?"
"I know so," I countered, confident I was right, although still unsure what the long-term consequences of our elaborate plan might be. As the weekend progressed I'd need to keep my eyes open and make course adjustments when needed.
I opened the bathroom door and headed back to my seat.
Ellie looked up from the book she was reading while, on cue, Miranda stood up.
I surprised Ellie by sitting down beside her and giving her a grin. She returned a quizzical look just as my cum-faced Mom parted the curtain... sorry, opened the bathroom door and stepped onstage.
Miranda, I would later learn, caught Ellie's look on her phone and it would win the Oscar for best performance of a woman in shock if there ever were such an award. Ellie's mouth literally dropped open, her eyes couldn't leave Mom's face and I could see the gears in her brain spinning a million miles a second. She looked at me and saw my smug smile before returning her stare, her mouth still open, to my Mom.
Silence filled the forward cabin as Mom sat down, pretending obliviousness to the sticky son-goo all over her face. Silence continued to linger as Mom sat awkwardly, while Miranda stood forward of us near the entrance to the flight attendant station, panning back and forth from face to face to film the whole spectacular show. Ellie stared in utter disbelief and I revelled in the glory of it all.
Dana broke the silence when she walked in with a tray of snacks, oblivious to the tension, and asked, "Is anyone hungry?"
Miranda quipped, "Starving," handing me the tray, grabbing Dana's hand and silently leading her to the bathroom. I was as amazed as everyone else at Dana's sudden willingness and lack of embarrassment until later on Miranda revealed to me that she and Dana were long-time friends with 'mile-high' benefits and that when Miranda had first stepped on the plane she'd told the stewardess to play innocent and dumb, a role she'd carried off marvellously.
Ellie watched that in stunned silence too, clearly unable to piece all these absurd moments together. The bathroom door closed and Ellie, leaning forward to look past me, finally spoke. "Alexis, you have sex with your son?"
Mom's face went red but I spoke for her.
"Ellie, you are partially to blame for this," I informed her, my face not triumphant, not teasing, not apologetic, not accusatory, just straight.
"What?!?" she asked, flabbergasted by such an accusation.
"Were you or were you not trying to get my Mom into bed at the Halloween party?" I asked, again not accusatory but straight.
It was her turn to go red, but only a shade. "How do you know about that?"
I shrugged, not yet revealing any of my many secrets. "Yes or no?"
"Yes, but I don't see how that has anything to do with this," Ellie replied annoyed at dealing with me instead of Mom.
I smiled, "Well, you had my mother very revved up that night, you know."
She paused as if reminiscing about that night. "Yes, I thought I finally had her again."
"You almost did, but... " I started.
"But then Ted showed up," Ellie finished, not remotely trying to hide her bitterness.
"Did he?" I asked, my tone playful, leading the witness with a knowing grin.
"Yes, he..." Ellie began and then paused. It was only a few seconds but it happened in such sweet slow motion, it was adorable. "Oh my god, that was you?"
I shrugged. "In truth, I had no intention of doing what we ended up doing that night, I was just there to help out Mom when I learned Dad wasn't going to make it, and she seemed so crestfallen and pissed off when she left home, but thanks to your leave-nothing-to-the-imagination harem girl outfit, plus your full assault teasing and fingering, she was so horny she was ready to do anything...or anyone...including her own son. The first thing she said to me when I arrived, and it's been etched into my brain for the rest of my life, 'You are soooooo lucky you showed up when you did; Ellie has me so fucking horny!'"
Ellie looked at Mom, who had remained silently blushing throughout the whole reveal. "Alexis, is all this true?"
Mom nodded, although refusing to look our way.
"So long story short, even though she'd thought I was my Dad when she said that, she soon realized that my tool was an upgrade from the one she normally employed, so nevertheless devoured me in the washroom and again after the party and she hasn't been able to resist me ever since. Isn't that right, Mommy-slut?"
"Yes, baby," Mom answered, still refusing to look at us.
"I can't believe it," Ellie said, her stunned look Mastercard priceless.
"I also convinced her to tell me about your and my Mother's sordid past," I revealed.
Ellie suddenly, inexplicably, gaining a surprising confidence now that everything was out in the open affirmed, "Yes, your mother was a very good little lez slut, isn't that right, Alexis?"
Mom nodded again.
I could feel an attempted shift in power. Trying to keep on top of the situation and remain the one controlling it, I said, "Yes, thank you for training my slut. It has been very helpful."
Ellie countered, her smile now smug and manipulative, "So has yours."
I recalled Mom's warning and changed the subject, placing my hand to my ear. "I think you lost your bet."
Ellie glanced at the bathroom door and stood up. She walked over to the door and listened before seeing it was unlocked and opening it. I couldn't see from where I was sitting, but the moans were undeniably those of my girlfriend, as were the following words, "Care to join?"
Ellie's face again went red, more out of anger than embarrassment, as she slammed the door and cursed, "Fuck!"



"Miranda isn't one to lose," I pointed out.
"Neither am I!" Ellie snapped back, pissed at losing the bet.
Playing my poker hand perfectly, I asked, "I assume you're already plotting to get Alexis back as your submissive slave?"
"Alexis?" she questioned, "Don't you mean your Mother?"
"One and the same," I smiled, tapping the empty seat beside me, "Come sit back down, Ellie."
"I think I'll stand," she glared, before turning to Mom. "Alexis, all these years you resisted me and now you submit to your son?"
As I had instructed, Mom remained silent.
"Answer me!" Ellie demanded, raising her voice.
I pointed out, "Remember please, that we are in a plane and others will hear us if we are too loud."
"Fuck you!" she snapped at me.
"Thanks for mentioning that; it is part of the plan, but unfortunately not aboard this airplane," I retorted, my confidence oozing. Amazing how much domming two hot MILFs can change a person in a short period of time.
"Keep dreaming!" Ellie countered, used to young boys drooling over her big tits, firm legs and ravishing good looks.
"And a sexy dream it is indeed, you hot slut," I assured her, ogling her hot body, lingering meaningfully on her large breasts, although without a hint of drool. "And fortunately most of my dreams have come true of late," I volleyed back.
"So I see." She smirked. "Well like that Meatloaf song, I guess two out of three ain't bad."
"Agreed, but three out of three is even better," I retorted.
"You are one confident fucker," she gave me, recognizing I was a stronger adversary than she'd originally suspected.
"I'll take that as a compliment," I retorted. "But I do have a deal to offer you."
"Reeeaaaaaly," she drawled dramatically.
"Now, my dear adversary-for-now, please come and sit down so we can chat," I offered, politely this time.
Before she could decide whether to comply, the bathroom door opened and Dana, her face with a sweet shine and her top buttoned up all wrong, came out and said, "Master Curtis, Mistress Miranda requests you to join her."
Standing up, I walked to Ellie and said, standing a bit closer than would be polite, "We will continue this later."
"Oh you bet we will," she agreed, still oozing confidence.
I went into the bathroom and closed the door, leaving Mom alone with the greatest challenge of her life, resisting her former Mistress. As I closed the door Miranda asked, "How did it go?"
"She's a stubborn one."
"That she is," Miranda agreed, falling to her knees. "Your Mom's face was impressive. Think you have enough for me too?"
"Always," I smiled, thankful that at my young age my recovery time was measured in minutes.
Pulling my stiff cock from my pants, she eagerly sucked me. After a couple minutes of slow burn, as I retold the conversation with Ellie, she took my cock out of her mouth and said, "Enough about Ellie for now. Let's focus on us."
"Agreed," I said, pulling her up off her knees.
"Sit down," she instructed.
I pulled my pants down to my knees and sat on the cold toilet seat. Miranda straddled me and I watched as she steadied my cock and slowly lowered herself onto it, just as she had done to the wine bottle last night. As soon as my cock was inside her she began bouncing up and down. "Fuck, I love your cock, baby," Miranda moaned.
"I love everything about you," I replied.
"I hope Alexis is surviving out there," she moaned.
"Me too," I moaned back, her cunt somehow tightening around my cock like a suction cup.
The next few minutes were pure bliss as Miranda rode my cock. As if reading my mind, sensing the beginning of my build up, she urged, "Baby, I want to feel you fill me with your seed."
"Your wish is my command," I grunted, closing my eyes.
"Come for me baby, fill me up," Miranda commanded.
Always one to make my women happy, I fulfilled her request as my second load in thirty minutes shot out of me.
"That's it, baby," she moaned, continuing to milk my cock.
"Fuuuuck," I grunted, her cuntal grip around my cock bringing sensation after sensation to me.
A minute later she climbed off me and falling back to her knees, took my cock back in her mouth.
Another minute later she climbed back up and kissed me. Breaking the kiss she smiled and said, "I love the taste of your cock with our cum mixed together."
"Fuck, are you hot," was all I could muster in return.
"You're not too bad yourself," she smiled, giving my cock a squeeze. "We should probably go and rescue your Mom."
"Good call," I agreed, again pulling my pants up.
"By the way, when you join the mile-high club you really join the mile-high club," she joked, before opening the door.
I followed her out and it was our turn to be surprised.
Our flight attendant was on her knees between Ellie's legs, licking away. Mom was watching, although still sitting where she'd been when I'd left, next to the opposite window.
Ellie explained rather matter-of-factly. "When Alexis wouldn't do as she was told, for which she will be punished later," she glared at Mom, "I decided to find another slut, an obedient slut, to get me off."
Miranda strolled over for a closer look. "Hmmmm," was all she said.
"Hmmmm, what?" Ellie wanted to know, pushing the Katy Perry lookalike Miranda's friend-with-benefits deeper inside her cunt.
"You're trimmed, not shaved bald," Miranda announced to all.
Not missing a beat Ellie responded, "That's because I have the sweetest smelling cunt there is, isn't that right Alexis?"
"Yes," Mom answered, a tremble in her voice, hunger permeating her tone.
"You miss my fragrant bush don't you, my pleasure pet?" Ellie purred, her tone endearing, yet knowing, yet teasing, yet impossibly confident.
"Yes," Mom again confirmed, this time in a whisper we could barely hear over the thrum of the jet engines. I was so proud of her: the term 'Mistress Ellie' must have been fighting tooth and nail to escape her lips, yet she held it back.
"Come and replace this slut, my pet," Ellie offered, all the while looking at me.
Mom was weak, fragile and on the brink of submitting, so I ordered, "Don't move, Mom. You're still my slut until I say otherwise, isn't that correct?"
"Yes, son," she agreed, her relief palpable.
Ellie threatened, still staring at me, neither of us breaking eye contact. "Each disobedience, my pet, will add an additional punishment. Do you really want to relive Cancun?"
Mom's face went pale and I was curious about what the hell had happened in Cancun.
Miranda intervened. "Look, this charade is getting us nowhere. Ellie, you want your slut back, correct?"
"Obviously," Ellie answered, beginning to move her hips up and down, grinding her pussy on Dana's face.
"And you Curtis, want to fuck your Mother's ex-Mistress, correct?"
"Since I was old enough to shoot my load," I confirmed.
"And Alexis, you want to be able to fuck your son as you please and also submit to Ellie, correct?"
Mom looked at me, then to Ellie, her mind clearly riddled with not only doubt but downright fear, something I had never seen on my Mom in my whole life. "Yes, I think so," she finally admitted.
"So there you have it," Miranda said.
"There we have what?" Ellie asked, close to orgasm, but unable to come simultaneously with having this bizarre conversation.
"Should we let you finish?" Miranda asked considerately, acknowledging the obvious.
Ellie didn't waste any time, just nodding an affirmation and closing her eyes as she moved her hand to her clit and began rubbing as she demanded, "Finger me, slut!"
Dana didn't hesitate, sliding two fingers inside the big-busted schoolteacher. Ellie's breathing increased and I watched, my cock again at full salute, as my third most common fantasy as a horny teen alone late at night came to life in front of me.
"Fuuuuck, harder, slut, yes, yes, god yeeeeees," Ellie moaned, surprisingly quiet as she came.
We all watched the show until its conclusion, before Ellie opened her eyes and asked, "Enjoy watching 'Aunt Ellie' come, Curtis?"
"Very much, although I look forward to the time when I'm the one making you make those faces," I replied.
"Keep dreaming, kid," she countered, finally letting go of Dana, who remained on her knees, trying to recover from her face being used so extremely.
Miranda again intervened. "So here is the deal. We have a task for you to complete before Alexis will be allowed to spend time alone with you and succumb to your spell."
"A task is it?" Ellie asked, raising an eyebrow. "Let me guess, fuck the kid?"
"Well, I'm sure that will eventually happen too, his cock is to die for and for a guy he sure licks like a dedicated lesbian, but no, that's not a requirement. We want you to seduce the bride-to-be."
"What? Who?" Ellie asked surprised at the sudden fresh topic.
"Well, as you know I hate my ex, but because I work with him we have to play nice in public, so he had to invite me to his wedding and I had to accept, otherwise it would look really bad for the station. Anyway, his fiancée Brittany and her girlfriends are going out on the town tomorrow night for her bachelorette party and we're going to crash it," Miranda explained.
"And?" Ellie asked, reaching for her jeans.
"Well, I want you in your seductress mode, wearing the outfit I'll choose for you after our little bet you just lost, to get her between your legs," Miranda explained.
Pulling her jeans up but leaving her panties on the floor, Ellie asked, "Why?"
"To humiliate Mark on his wedding day," Miranda shrugged.
Ellie, a devious bitch herself, smiled, "Delicious, and in return Alexis is mine again."
"Ours," I rebutted.
"Ours," Ellie agreed, but her tone implying 'for now.'
Miranda turned to Dana, who was still kneeling near Ellie's feet, "Could you please bring us a bottle of wine, sweetie?"
"Yes, Miranda," Dana agreed, standing up, her carefully-applied makeup a mess.
"Wait," Ellie interjected.
"Yes, ma'am?" Dana asked, turning to face Ellie.
"Please pick up my panties and give them to the kid," Ellie instructed.
"Yes, ma'am," Dana obeyed, bending down to grab the pink panties and handing them to me.
"A gift to remind you of what you can't ever have," Ellie said pretentiously, "you will find them permeated with my unsurpassable fragrance with which you can torture yourself," the chess game still on between us.
I put them confidently to my nose as Dana disappeared around the corner and allowed, "Hmmm, your scent is rather sweet. Enticing, even."
"You should smell it directly from the source," she replied, teasing.
"All in good time," I countered, moving my own pawn.
Suddenly Mom spoke up, startling all of us with a sudden surge of determined pride after all that sheepish silence. "I know you all have plans for me but for the record, I'm not a doormat. I plan on making my own decisions."
"Of course, Mom," I said, feeling like her son again and not her Dom or lover.
Mom continued, "If I want to fuck my son, I will. If I want to submit to Ellie, I will. And if I want to have my pet Miranda eat me out, I will. Is that understood, all of you?"
We all nodded in agreement and Mom, taking charge asked, "Son, did you fuck Miranda's ass when you were in the can?"
"No, Mom," I answered.
Miranda added, sitting up a bit, showing a little stain on her chair. "But he did fill my cunt."
"Good," Mom said, glancing to a slightly surprised Ellie before turning back to a surprised me. "And as everyone here knows, I sucked you off before you came all over my face. So I think it's time for you to hit the trifecta of the mile-high club, don't you?"
Mom grabbed my hand and dragged me into the bathroom yet again as I agreed, "Whatever you say, Mom."
The door closed, Mom looked at me and confessed, looking so vulnerable and shaking slightly, "I stood up for myself, but it was nearly impossible. Look how I'm trembling!"
"You were amazing, Mom," I complimented her, before adding, giving her a hug, "No, you are amazing."
"Oh, you know just the right words to say," Mom asked, her hand going to my fully erect cock confined but not concealed in my pants. "Oh, and what do we have here?"
"I brought a present for you, Mom," I answered.
"You do know that Ellie is going to try and control me completely," Mom said, rubbing my cock through my jeans.
"But you're stronger now, are you not?" I asked and then reminded her, "and I'm the ace in your hole."
"Yes," Mom said, my words relaxing her. "But fuck, was it tempting just to fall to her feet and submit to her again right then and there."
"You must be soaked," I surmised.
"Check for yourself," Mom offered, hiking up her dress.
I moved my hand to her naked, glistening pussy and wasn't surprised to feel her wetness. "Holy shit your leaking, Mommy!"
"I'm so fucking horny I'm going to burst," Mom admitted.
"Well let's take care of that," I said, this time it being me falling to my knees to worship my Mom.
Mom lifted her left foot to the toilet seat, giving me a perfect view of her spread-open cunt, as I leaned forward and began licking. In seconds she was moaning, "Oh yes, Curtis, lick Mommy."
This time it was all about my beautiful Mom. I wanted her to have the orgasm to end all orgasms. I wanted it to be me giving to her, not Ellie, to strengthen our bond for the rescue I knew I'd need to perform in the near future. I licked her pussy for a couple of minutes before I began pumping two fingers inside her.
"Oh yes, finger fuck your Mommy-slut," Mom moaned, knowing what her nasty talk did to me. A couple minutes later, her moans continually increasing, she begged, "Harder, son, finger Mommy harder, she is sooooo close!"
I obliged and sensing her impending climax, used my free hand to reach behind her and when I sensed her dam about to burst I slid a finger in her ass.
"Oh you dirty fucker, yeeeeeeeeeeeees, you're making Mommy come!" Mom screamed as she sprayed me with her juices. Her standing position allowing her juice to gush out of her and cascade down onto my lips and face, this time giving me a facial. I savored every last drop of Mom's cum before she demanded, "Now whip it out and fuck your Mother's ass."
"I'm not sure we have time before we start descending," I began, but was stopped.
"I'm not always your submissive slut, young man! Do as you're told and fuck your Mother's ass right now!" she ordered, in the my-decision-is-final tone I used to get when I lost a discussion with her before we'd become intimate. God, I loved her complex persona.
I sprang to obey my Mother but awkwardly, in too much of a hurry, fidgeting with my pants ineffectually, eventually fumbling them open, pulling them down to my knees without my underwear and needing to make another time-wasting gesture to lower those but then, hobbled at the knees, only barely managing to stagger behind my Mom who had already far more gracefully repositioned herself and framed her ass perfectly for me. Finally, my struggles over, I was brought up short, staring at the Picasso of Mothers' asses and admiring it in rapture. Damn, was it beautiful!
Mom brought me to myself by pulling her ass cheeks apart and snarling, yes snarling, "Fuck me NOW, you nasty Mother fucker!"
I plunged my cock inside her ass in one solid push forward and remembering that time was of the essence because the plane would be landing soon, I pounded her ass hard. I was into it now, even with my pants and underwear binding my knees together powerful and effective; my body slammed into hers over and again and she grabbed the toilet for balance, all the while keying up the nasty talk. "That's it, you dirty Mother ass-fucker, ream my back door!" and "Harder, baby, drill for gold!" and, "Deeper son, sodomize your Mommy, make her your forever ass-slut!"
Unfortunately, even with all the hot, nasty, incest talk, having come twice in the past hour and a half, I was in a marathon race with no end in sight.
Sweat dripped down my body, my t-shirt damp, as I continued to use a full throttle attack on Mom's tight ass. Mom continued trying to get me off with her ass and dirty talk. "Did my son get hard thinking of me dyking with Ellie?"
"Fuck, yes," I grunted.
"Does my son want his Mommy to be a submissive sex slave to Ellie?" Mom huffed.
"God, yes," I admitted, the idea the ultimate turn-on. Suddenly Cancun popped onto my head. "What happened in Cancun?"
"Oh God baby, that was the night I learned how big a slut I was and how much she owned me," Mom admitted.
"Do tell," I asked, dying of curiosity, as the pilot announced it was time to get back in our seats and put our seat belts on as we were beginning to descend.
"I promise to tell you all the nasty, horrifying, humiliating details once you come in Mommy's ass!" she said, beginning to bounce back on my cock.
"Oh fuck Mom," I groaned, as she began fucking me instead of my fucking her. Her eagerness made the sex even hotter and finally my third orgasm spasmed out of me as I filled her ass with my cum!
Mom screamed herself, as she climaxed simultaneously, "I'm cooooooming with you, son!"
The intensity of our dual orgasms was indescribable as we both collapsed into each other and I held her tight as she shuddered and quivered through her second orgasm of our bathroom rendezvous.
A knock on the door was followed by Dana saying, "I waited until I heard you two finish, but now you really need to get to your seats."
Both of us composed ourselves and without another word returned to our seats, although I was now with Miranda and Mom sitting with Ellie.
Once seated, Miranda asked, "Did you come in your Mother's beautiful ass?"
"Gentleman don't fuck and tell," I joked.
Mom answered for me. "I guess going commando was a mistake, your cum is trickling right back out my butt hole."
Miranda quipped, "Where's the butt plug when you need one?"
I burst out laughing as I felt the plane descend.
Looking over, I saw Ellie holding Mom's hand, but she was looking at me, thinking she had won. I let her think that for now.
Miranda meanwhile grabbed my hand and gave it a gentle squeeze.
As the plane continued its descent, I pondered Mom's impending descent back into lesbian submission at the hands of Ellie and the final piece of my plan...fucking Ellie. I still wasn't sure how it was all going to work, but as the plane touched down Miranda leaned into me and whispered in my ear, "Don't worry baby, she'll fuck you."
"You sure?" I asked, unsure myself how to seal the deal, considering Ellie didn't seem remotely interested in me...only my Mom.
"Trust me," Miranda whispered into my ear, giving it a slight tug with her teeth, "I promise you'll get to fuck her before we fly back home."
"How?" I asked, my cock rising again at the thought of my next conquest even as the plane slowed to a stop.
"Just leave that to me, baby," she whispered, squeezing my cock through my pants.
The plane taxied toward its final stop as each of us considered the evening and weekend ahead. My cock stirred at the thought of fucking the third piece of my fantasy puzzle. I glimpsed over to Ellie and saw she was still staring at me...her look was smug...one broadcasting confidently that I had no idea who I was dealing with.
The reality was that even though I'd played a part-time top dog with Mom and Miranda for a short while, less than a month, I'd been winging it the whole time and didn't really know what I was doing while Ellie had decades of experience and lots of tried and true tricks up her sleeve. I knew I was in way over my head, but I hid those insecurities and winked at her.
Even as the plane was slowing to dock at the gate, Miranda surprised me once again by announcing, "Fuck, am I hungry." She fished out my erect cock and leaned forward and took it in her mouth.



Ellie got a good look at my solid eight inches of meat as Miranda bobbed up and down for a brief tease. I realized that was the point: Miranda was showing my sausage smorgasbord to Ellie to make her hungry for me.
Sitting back up, just as the plane came to a stop, Miranda's hand was firmly on my cock, displaying it proudly as she looked over to Ellie and asked, "Want some?"
The end...
The fifth part in this series, What Mom Knows Fucks Her in Vegas was released in February 2013.
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Summary: A happily married couple both submit to her Dom ex-lover.
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Willingly Cuckolded for Love
0. Prologue
My wife is the complete package. She is beautiful (blonde hair, green eyes, 36C breasts, legs to die for and a smile that would melt Jack Frost); she is intelligent (a hotel manager by trade, an avid reader, politically involved and challenges me at every level); she is patient (understands by sports obsession, listens to my daily rants, and deals with my family's many quirks with a smile in her face); she's great in bed (she still gives me head, still has a ferocious sexual appetite after eight years of marriage, and seldom denies my sexual needs).
Our marriage is the envy of many of our friends as we suit each other so well; I am her yin and she is my yang.
I love her with every fibre of my being and would do anything to make her happy...I just never thought anything would be what ended up happening.
1. An Innocent Beginning
It started simply, like everything life-changing always does I suppose. No hint of the upcoming changes that would cascade in front of me, like the perfectly lined-up dominoes that one touch sends into an impossible avalanche.
It started two months earlier when Laura got an invitation to her ten-year college reunion. I met Laura the year after she graduated. I'd only heard about her wild college days, and her one serious boyfriend Phillip, on rare occasions. Mostly she avoided talking about those days or him at all costs.
Anyway, I got home from work and my wife was preparing dinner when she announced, "You won't believe who asked to be friends on Facebook today."
My hate for Facebook is obvious, so I was sarcastic. "The suspense is killing me. Who was it? A high school acquaintance who sat behind you in English class, but never actually talked to you, who she did lend you a pencil once so clearly you are lifelong friends?"
"Oh, Michael, you are such a glass-is-half-empty person," she replied, slapping my shoulder.
"I am 'the glass is completely dry and should be discarded' when it comes to the useless Facebook crap," I ranted for the thousandth times.
My wife, a much more technologically aware woman, announced, "It was Phillip."
That should have sent alarm bells ringing, as she had never mentioned Phillip first for as long as I could remember."Your ex, who you dated for over a year in college, Phillip?"
"The one and only," she shrugged, pulling the casserole out of the oven.
"And?" I asked, already irrationally jealous.
"He asked if we could catch up," she explained, before adding, "and so I added him."
The wounded look on my face was impossible to hide, so all I said was "Oh."
"You are not jealous, are you?" she asked, walking over to me and kissing me passionately.
"Of course not," I lied. "He may have dated you, but I am the one that has you forever."
"Exactly," she said, flicking me on the nose.
And that should have ended it...but....
2. A Shocking Shift
A couple of days later my wife was on her laptop furiously pecking away. I asked, "What are you doing?"
"Oh just chatting," she replied mindlessly, without looking up at me or slowing down her typing.
Curious at her focus, as she wasn't really into chatting, I asked, "Who're you chatting with?"
"Phillip," she informed me, again not looking up.
"Your ex-Phillip?" I questioned, this time jealousy really ramping up. Laura was very attentive usually, and always gave me crap when I wasn't looking into her eyes when we talked.
"Yes, Mike," she replied, slightly annoyed. "Now give me a second. I am almost done."
A bit annoyed myself, I silently boiled at the thought of her chatting with some ex I had never met.
A couple of minutes later she closed her laptop and looked me in the eye. "Sorry, Phillip and I were reminiscing."
"About?"
"Just random crap," she shrugged, although her red cheeks told me otherwise. Laura got embarrassed easily and when she did her cheeks went ruby red.
I should have left it alone and maybe if I had everything that happened would never have, but I decided to dig deeper. I asked a question I realized I had never asked before, "Why did you two break up?"
She shrugged, "Honestly, all we had going was 'great sex'. When we weren't in the bedroom our relationship was a disaster."
I remained silent as I processed the revelation of great sex. They say never ask a question you don't want an answer to, but I did anyway. "Great sex, like better than you and I?"
"Oh Mike, you can't compare sex with a man you love and are married to, to intense raw lust that I had with an ex."
Not an answer any man wants to hear, so I asked, "You didn't love him?"
"I thought I did then. But on reflection, it was not love, but something else. Something uncontrollable."
I should have just let it go yet again, but curiosity got the best of me, and I asked, "What do you mean something uncontrollable?"
"Mike, I was a different person then," she said, as an explanation.
"Different how?" I asked.
"You sure you want all the dirty details of my past?" she asked, adding, "The reason I broke up with him is the powerful sexual control he had over me."
"What? Now I know you are pulling my chain. You are the most confident woman I have ever met. That is one of the things that first got me interested in you. Well, that and your kick-ass body," I joked.
She smiled, "You always know how to lavish flattery on me. But yes, there was something different with Phillip, something carnal and raw. He brought out a side of me I didn't know existed and a side I couldn't control in his presence."
"This is all very cryptic, Laura. What power did he have over you?" I asked.
She broke eye contact and finally after a lengthy pause as she whispered, "I was his submissive slut."
I gasped "No way."
"It's true. When I was with him my dignity was left at the door and I was treated like a cheap slut," my confident, sexy wife revealed, leaving me speechless. She continued, "It started simple enough with him forcing my head between his legs at an empty movie theatre or fucking me in his dorm room while others were in the other room. But then it got more and more crazy. He would cum on my face and then make me go into the other room almost naked to get him a beer and then he began making me kneel between his legs and suck his cock while he watched football as his buddies watched me. It was humiliating, but pleasing him and keeping him happy was all that mattered. Then the final straw when he made me blow all three of his poker buddies before he fucked me while they watched. It was so humiliating, yet also so thrilling. I never came as hard as I did that night. But when I was back home in my dorm I realized I had to break free from his hold before I fell in too deep."
I stared at her silently as she revealed her sordid sexual debauchery from her college days. Oddly, my cock was super stiff and I had to adjust my cock from its awkward position in my pants. She noticed and asked, "Did that get you horny?"
I stammered, "N-n-no."
She moved to me and pulled my cock out of its restrictive prison. "It did. You got horny hearing about your wife being treated like a slut."
"No. It's just the thought of you as a submissive is kinda kinky," I admitted.
She began stroking my cock. "You know that Phillip wants to meet me for supper the day before the reunion?"
I moaned, as her soft hands played with my fiddle. "I see."
"And I already agreed to meet him there," Laura admitted, her tongue swirling around my cock head.
"Why?" I moaned softly, loving Laura's tongue tease.
"Because he told me to," she admitted, before devouring my cock whole. She bobbed up and down for a few minutes before stopping and saying, "I am afraid I can't say no to him."
"Then don't go," I suggested.
"Yes, you are right. If I go, I will end up under the table sucking his cock in the restaurant, or being fucked in the back of a cab. He is utterly irresistible."
"Why?" I asked.
"I don't know. But when he was around me, or even today when we were online, I felt compelled to obey him. I needed to obey him. I craved to please him. Fuck, I am so horny now." She pulled off her at home comfy sweats and straddled me, her pussy already coated with her juice, as she easily took all my cock.
The only sounds the next few minutes were the moans of a man and a woman in ecstasy. I suddenly was confident that I was all she needed until she climaxed and screamed, "Oh yes, Phillip, fuck me, make me your slut again. Yes, yes, yeeeeeeeeeees."
I couldn't explain it but the thought of my wife being fucked by another man was suddenly a turn-on and I followed her orgasm by spraying my seed inside my lovely wife.
Once we had recovered, I pointed out, "You know you called me Phillip during orgasm."
"No, I didn't, did I?" she asked her face flushed.
"Yes," I confirmed.
"I am so sorry, Mike. It's just, well, talking about my past got me pretty revved up."
"So I see," I said, before asking another, possibly the ultimate, stupid question. "Is he bigger than me?"
"You mean his dick?"
"No, his bank account," I joked, before adding, "Yes his dick."
"A bit," she confirmed.
I don't know why I needed such details but I asked, "How big is he?"
"About nine inches," she informed me.
"Holy shit. That is like one-third bigger than me," I gasped, unable to fathom such a cock once fucking my petite wife. Yet a part of me was imagining watching my wife taking a cock so much bigger than mine.
Trying to comfort me, "Oh baby, it's not the size that counts, but how you use it."
"Nice cover," I retorted, "but that is as big of a lie as a guy saying the first thing we notice about you is your personality. We notice your tits, ass or legs, usually all three before we even know the colour of your eyes or anything else about you."
My wife quipped, "You said you loved me because of my confidence."
"Which is true, but only after I concluded your firm tits, tight ass and long legs were to my liking," I admitted.
"I am happy you approve." She smirked, cupping her breasts.
"So what did you to talk about online?" I asked, accidentally starting a roller coaster ride I would have no control over.
"Oh, lots of things," she said, clearly evading the question.
"Is he married?"
"No."
"Attached?"
"No."
"Has he mentioned hooking up with you?"
"Kinda," my wife admitted, looking away.
"And do you want to?" I asked, unsure what answer I wanted to hear. On the one hand, obviously I wanted her to declare her undying loyalty to me and say she would never even consider such a revolting notion. Yet, on the other hand, the thought of my wife being a submissive slut was such a shocking and erotic vision I kind of wanted to see it live.
Her answer was neither, but a confused, "I don't know."
"What did you tell him?"
"That I was married to a wonderful man."
"What did he say back?"
"Do you fulfill all my sexual needs?" she said, still refusing to make eye contact with me, which told me the answer to the question.
"Oh," I said anger growing inside.
She quickly explained, "Mike, I love you with all my heart. And I married you because of all your loving traits. You are the polar opposite of Phillip. I don't want you to be like Phillip, it is not in your DNA. You are a gentleman."
Even though she was flattering me, all I heard was 'he is more of a man than you and can bring me sexual satisfaction in ways you never could.' I was silent a moment before I asked, "Do you miss him?"
"Not him," she said, making me feel better for one brief shining moment before she added, "but the intense sexual submission I do miss a bit."
"Oh," I said mindlessly again, as I processed all this new information. The shocking reality that I had never really pleased my woman the way she craved and desired was a knife to the heart, and somewhat lower. I suddenly felt impotent and weak, the fragile shell of a real man. I asked yet another question I shouldn't have, "Do you miss having sex with him?"
"Oh Michael. These questions are not helping us," she answered, answering the question with her evasive response.
"I'll take that as a yes," I said.
"Michael, comparing you and Phillip is like comparing apples and oranges, you two are completely different."
"Do you want to see him when he is in town?" I asked.
"I did," she admitted, "but I don't think it is a good idea now."
"No," I concluded, after a lengthy pause, thinking at that moment that the best way to keep my wife was to give her what apparently I was unable to do. "You go see him."
"Michael, if I go see him he will expect that I am his that night," she warned.
"I know," I said, accepting that this was the way it had to be, my cock surprisingly rising with the thought of my wife submitting to some man I had never met.
"It's worse than that," my wife warned. "He has expectations."
"Like what?"
"The way I should dress, for one."
"Which is?"
"Always in a dress or skirt, thigh high stockings and sans panties. His words were he should always have easy access to my slut box. It was always so humiliating and yet..." she paused.
"Yet, what?" I asked, curious and horny from the idea of my seemingly innocent, sweet wife being a submissive slut.
"Yet, a great turn-on," she admitted. After a pause, she said honestly, "Michael, if I see him, I really may be too weak to resist the temptation."
"I understand, Laura, but obviously you need this. If I stop you, you will always wonder, eventually resent me and our marriage might fall apart. If you can control yourself, awesome, but you need to know once and for all."
"I would never," she began.
"Let me finish. I understand you have needs I am not fulfilling, it seems, and I love you way too much to stop you from anything that makes you happy. You have my permission to do what you feel you need to do," I said, giving her the green light to cheat on me. Although is it cheating if I give her permission?
"Oh, Michael," she said, leaning in and hugging me, her hand carelessly falling onto my cock. She looked into my eyes and asked, "Does the thought of me submitting sexually as a submissive slut to another guy turn you on?"
I blushed but refused to say anything.
She pulled my cock out again and smiled. "It does, doesn't it. You are way too nice to treat me as one, but the thought of another guy treating me like a slut gets you excited, doesn't it?"
She was completely right, but admitting such a thing was humiliating and emasculating. "I wouldn't say that," I replied weakly.
She stroked my cock and said things I had never heard come out of her mouth. "I think you do. The thought of your wife being fucked hard by another guy and used as a submissive, dirty, cum slut whore is turning you on, isn't it?"
I stammered, "W-w-well, I...."
"Admit it," she demanded, a tone I also never heard from her.
"Yes, dammit," I finally confessed, ashamed that such an idea would even remotely turn me on.
"Do you want to watch him fuck me, Michael?" she purred, using a seductive tone I had never heard.
I stammered, "M-m-maybe."
"I think you do," she smiled, taking my cock back in her mouth. She often gave me head to prime me to make love to her, but only on rare occasions did she get me off only with her mouth; this was one of those times, as she loved feeling her pussy filled with cum. She deep throated me and held my cock in her mouth for an eternity, showing yet another side of her sexual abilities. She then bobbed back and forth furiously, never slowing down and never changing rhythm. Watching her suck my cock with such eagerness, mixed with all the new knowledge I had received, I was ready to shoot my load in only a few minutes. Usually I can last a good while the second time round, but this was not one of those times. I grunted, and warned, like a gentleman, "I'm going to cum baby."
She didn't slow down until I began pumping my seed in her mouth. She pulled out and allowed the jet streams of my cum to hit her face. I gasped at yet another naughty slut act. Once I finished coating her face with my cum, she took my cock back in her mouth, this time using her tongue like a snake to swirl around my cock-head.
Finally, she backed away and sat back on the couch, oblivious to the fact that my cum was all over her beautiful face.
I stated at her, dumbfounded.
She finally asked, "So you are really ok with Phillip and me meeting?"
"If that is what you want, yes," I offered.
She stood up and said, her brain clearly running a mile a minute. "I am not sure it is what I want." After a moment of silence, as she seemed to be thinking about what I had agreed to, she said, " I love you, Michael."
"I love you too, Laura."
As I watched her head to the bathroom to clean up, I replayed the past hour. What had I just agreed to? Why did it turn me on? I shook my head, pulled up my pants and flipped to ESPN, my mind a mess of bizarre possibilities.
3. A Day at Home Reveals Even More Secrets
Things started to change after that fateful night. Laura started dressing sexier and stayed in her stockings all evening (a pleasant surprise from her baggy comfy sweats she loved do much), we had sex almost daily and she was way more animated in the bedroom. I was in heaven.
I was at home sick, when things took another strange turn. I was on the laptop when a Facebook message popped up. I went to it and it was from Phillip. The message shocked me to my core:
Slut,
Have you started to prepare your sissy husband for my cock?
This was a task I gave you a few days ago and you have evaded discussing your progress or lack of.
Disobedience is not an option, slut and you will be punished accordingly if I arrive and your fairy-boy is not ready to be my eager bottom.
Master P
P.S.-Until some progress is made you are no longer allowed to have an orgasm.
Ten days till we meet again. Ten days until you begin serving me again like the dirty cunt you are.
I reread the message fifty times, flabbergasted at every crazy word. I was shaking from the nasty names he called her, his crazy notion of me being a willing part of it, but craziest of all, my cock was stiff in my pajama pants. Just like the thought of allowing my wife to be with another man had never occurred to me before the conversation with Laura, the thought of being with another man had never occurred to me either.
I knew I shouldn't, but I looked at other exchanges between them. There were lots and it was interesting how the tone shifted over time. The first one was so innocent.
Laura,
Are you going to the reunion? Love to get together and catch up. Add me! I want to see you when I am down for supper before the reunion.
Phillip
My wife's response was also innocent in text and tone.
Phillip,
Long time, no talk. Yes, I am going to the reunion, when will you be in town? What are you up to these days?
Supper sounds like a plan.
Laura
The next couple were more of the same generic 'friends getting reacquainted', before his tone shifted slightly.
Laura
I see you are married now, that is quite a disappointment. I was going to suggest we continue where we left off all those years ago.



Phillip
Laura responded:
Phillip,
My husband does not know of my sexual past with you. It was a long time ago and I am a different woman now.
Laura
P.S.-But we can be friends.
His response back was the first time the balance shifted.
Laura
I expect you on chat at five o'clock tonight. Don't you dare be late! If you recall you know disobedience leads to harsh punishments.
Phillip
Disobedience? Harsh punishments? Laura didn't respond to that, but looking at the date, that was the same day I learned about Phillip. I scanned her computer for saved chats and found a few, including the one from the day that changed everything.
Phillip: You are late?
Phillip: I am greatly disappointed. I was sure you understood that when I make an order it is to ALWAYS be obeyed!
Laura: Sorry. Work went late, traffic was brutal and my laptop battery was dead. Phillip: I forgive you.
Laura: Thank you. Phillip: Thank you what?
Laura: Thank you, sir. Phillip: Good girl. You always were such a very good, bad girl.
Laura: *Blushing*. Phillip: So you really just went cold turkey?
Laura: I had to. Phillip: Why?
Laura: I was addicted. Phillip: Do you miss it? Phillip: ANSWER ME!
Laura: Sometimes. Mike is the antithesis to you. Phillip: I can tell by your pictures on Facebook. He treats you like a goddess doesn't he?
Laura: he is a very caring, compassionate and sensitive man. Phillip: And that is what you want?
Laura: It is what I need. Phillip: You didn't answer the question.
Laura: Mostly it is what I want. Phillip: So you miss me?
Laura: Sometimes...*smile*. Phillip: You are wet right now aren't you? Thinking of what I used to make you do.
Laura: That is a rather inappropriate question to ask a married woman. Phillip: I'll take your evasive answer and lack of denial as a yes your cunt is sopping wet.
Laura: I did not say that. Phillip: Yes you did. Remember, I know you better than you know you.
Laura: I always hated that about you. Phillip: And yet you loved it too, didn't you?
Laura: Yes. Phillip: I plan to see you when I am down. I WILL not take no for an answer.
Laura: You won't, will you? Phillip: Tell me you are not wet and the thought of submitting to me is not crossing your mind right now and I will leave you alone.
Laura: Of course, I am thinking about it, you just said it. LOL!!! Phillip: Stop avoiding reality, slut. You want my cock. You need my cock. You crave my cock. Admit it!
Laura: Please don't. Phillip: Don't what?
Laura: Don't make me your sub. Phillip: Don't you mean my slut?!?
Laura: Fine...don't make me your slut. Phillip: But you are my slut!
Laura: I used to be. Phillip: You can't just turn it on and off Laura. You already admitted you miss me. You are in denial, slut! I will ask only one more time. Do you still crave my cock?
Laura: Yes. Phillip: And you understand I plan to have you as my personal sub slut the whole reunion weekend, right?
Laura: I am married. Phillip: So?
Laura: I could never cheat on him. Phillip: That is your problem, slave. You figure out how to overcome your marital issues. I know and you know that as soon as I am in your presence you will be wet between the legs and eager to serve me like the cheap whore you are. 
Laura: Shit, Mike is home. Phillip: Plant the seed, slut. A guy like Mike who doesn't know how to treat a whore like you, probably is such a rollover he will allow you to cheat to keep you happy. Allow a real man like me to pleasure his wife in ways he can't.
Laura: He would never. Phillip: The same way you would never suck off me and three others at that poker night?
Laura: That was humiliating. Phillip: Yet, you swallowed every load and then begged me to fuck you after they left. I bet your dirty cunt is dripping wet even as you reminisce about the whore you used to be. Are you wet, slut?
Laura: Yes, but I got to go. Phillip: So be it. I will send you a message on Facebook later. It is time to re-start your slut training.
Laura: I will check when I can. I got to go. Phillip: Tell me what you are first, Laura.
Laura: A slut. Phillip: Whose slut?
Laura: Damn it, Phillip. Fuck, fine I am your slut. Phillip: Good girl and don't you ever FUCKING forget it.
I couldn't believe what I just read. Yet, my raging hard-on was evidence that I was turned-on by what I had read. I went back and found the message that he implied he would write.
My slut,
The chance to say no to me has past. You WILL obey my orders from this point forward. You have no choice. You know this. You can't resist the darkness inside, the burning desire to submit, you are a submissive slut. Accept it!!!
Like when you were my unconditional fuck-slut you will dress like one. Panties are a no-no and thigh high stockings are a must...always. We will start using Facebook chat and I expect to see my slave dressed as expected.
Your Master
Phillip
My wife's reply came a couple of hours later, after we had gone to bed together. Obviously, she had sneaked out after I fell asleep to respond to his order.
I sighed, realizing just how far this had went, me allowing it to happen, before clicking on my wife's reply.
Phillip,
You won't believe this. Mike got turned on as he learned about my past and gave me permission to meet you when you are in town. He is such a caring man that my happiness is truly the highest priority in his life. Which is why submitting to you is so wrong.
Although every fibre of my sexual being wants to submit to you, I really can't do that to Mike. He is an amazing husband and doesn't realize what submitting to you means. The consequences are too dangerous!
I am sorry, but I must reject your offer to meet.
Laura
A chill of pride at her loyalty to me filled my heart briefly before I realized that there had obviously been more chatting since then.
I clicked on Philip's next reply:
Slut,
Did I imply I was giving you choice? Did you ever get a say when we were together? No!!! You did as I ordered like the good little slut you are.
Remember the first time you ate pussy? I recall you were not in favour of that demand, but you did it just the same.
Remember the first time you had my cock in your tight ass, I also recall you begging me to not fuck it, yet you became an eager ass-slut after that didn't you? I bet your husband doesn't even ream your ass regularly like you so badly need.
Or how about your first double penetration? I recall you begging me to not share your ass with others until you were filled with two big cocks and you shifted to begging to be fucked harder and harder.
You can feign propriety and morals all you want. I know the real you, the slut behind the mask of good wife.
As for your husband, of course he has given you permission. He is a cuckold, a whipped husband. I assume that he is actually a submissive and if I am right he will learn that his place is on his knees serving me as well...just like his slut wife.
Since you have disobeyed me, you have a punishment. You must prepare your sissy-husband to service me too. Further disobedience will lead to further punishment.
Master Phillip
I couldn't believe what he was demanding. My wife had not mentioned this part at all, but it could explain her teasing my ass with her finger while she blew me yesterday. She never penetrated me, but obviously she was thinking about it.
I clicked on my wife's response to this demand and was shocked to see the shift in her dignified resistance, even what she used as his name:
Master,
I am sorry for questioning you. I will obey like the good slut I am. But I beg you, please leave my husband out of my sexual depravity. He is a good man and although he will accept my submission to you, making him serve you as well is extreme. I don't want to lose him as a husband. I love him dearly, even though becoming your submissive slut isn't a real good way to show it.
Please reconsider your last order...if you retract I will make it worth your while.
Slave Laura
Again, I loved the fact that my wife was standing up for me (as absurd as that sounded since she was preparing to have sex with another man).
Phillip's response was unsympathetic and domineering:
Slut Laura,
Apparently you are not as quick a learner as you used to be. Since when do you question my orders? To make this very, very clear, that I OWN your cunt, your mouth and your ass, in ALL ways, I guess you need to be punished over and over until you finally learn your place.
I now expect you to not only prepare your sissy husband to suck my cock, but also to take it up his sissy ass. I think he will make a very good bottom, just like his whore wife. Disobey me again and I will have him doing things you can't even imagine.
Twelve days until I am there. Twelve days to prepare your husband. Twelve days till we continue the training that came to an end all too soon.
Master Phillip
The last e-mail from my wife was short and to the point.
Master,
Sorry for my defiance. I apologize profusely and will make it up to you when I see you.
I will have my husband ready for you as expected.
Love Slave Laura
I couldn't believe all I had read. My wife had agreed to me sucking her ex-boyfriend's cock and taking it in my ass. Neither idea had every remotely appealed to me or been a consideration before today. Yet, my raging hard-on implied I was more curious than I even knew I was.
Curious, I searched online porn and read about first time bottoming, which both turned me on and scared the shit out of me (pardon the pun). I read advice columns, I looked at pictures and lastly I went to a story site to read fictional accounts of straight men having gay sex for the first time. I read a dozen stories, each one making me more and more intrigued by an idea that had never popped into my head before that very today. Before I knew it, I was stroking my cock reading about a husband who licked his wife's pussy clean after she was gangbanged voluntarily in front of him. The idea should have been unspeakably offensive, yet I shot my load all over myself, as I fantasized Laura being taken by man after man after man.
I erased my web history for the day and tried to figure out how I was going to deal with this.
4. Laura's Ass
That night, Laura slid a finger in my ass while she sucked me and within seconds of the back door violation I squirted my cum into her mouth. Once done, while we lay in bed, Laura said, "There is nothing better than sucking a cock."
"Really?" I asked, hiding the fact that I knew exactly where she was going with this.
"Yes, the power...knowing he comes when I want him to come; he comes because of me," she explained.
"I see," I replied, deciding to make her work for it.
"Have you ever considered it?"
"Considered what?"
"Never mind," she said, changing the subject. "You seemed to like my finger back there."
"It was weird."
"Weird good?" she asked, cautiously.
"Weird, weird, I guess," I said, vague as can be. She looked worried so I added, "But, it turned me on in a weird sort of way I can't explain."
After a pause she asked, all demure, "Would you do anything for me, baby?"
"You know the answer to that," I smiled.
"Good, I have surprise for you tomorrow night," she announced.
"What is it?" I asked, curious as hell and slightly eager.
"I don't fuck and tell," she smiled, before ordering me, "Now get me off with the great tongue of yours."
I, of course, obeyed.
After she came from my determined tongue work, she asked, "Baby, I want to try something new."
"Anything, baby," I smiled.
She reached into her drawer and pulled out some lube. She said, "I want you to fuck my ass."
"Seriously?" I asked.
"Yes, baby," she purred, "Fuck my ass."
"Have you done this before?" I asked, already knowing the answer.
"Yes, I have back in college," she admitted, bending her fine ass towards me. "Now come over here and fuck your wife's ass, baby."
Staring at such perfection, I obliged the demand, getting behind Laura tentatively. She handed me the lube and instructed, "Lube your cock up good and be gentle baby, it has been a long time."
"Won't it hurt?" I asked, as I lubed my cock.
"Only at first and then it will feel sooooo good," she moaned, her hand going to her pussy.
I moved my cock to her rosebud and slowly pushed forward. Although a bit tentative, I was surprised how easily my cock disappeared between Laura's ass cheeks. I also couldn't believe how tight the feeling was around my cock. Laura let out a soft whimpering moan that could have been pleasure or pain, or assumedly pleasure and pain. I continued the slow push forward until all six inches of my cock were lodged inside my wife's beautiful, tight, ass.
I was unsure what to do next, until Laura moaned, "Slow deep thrusts at first while I get used to your beautiful cock in my ass."
"Ok," I obeyed, slowly moving out and back in, the tight sensation a new thrill I couldn't even begin to explain. It was so different from the feeling of her wet pussy or her warm mouth, yet equally amazing. The thrill of such a taboo act also added to the sensation.
A couple of minutes of slow concentrated strokes was all it took to warm up my wife, who got uncharacteristically animated (uncharacteristically before last week that is). "Oh yes, baby. Now harder, fuck my ass harder. Pound your big cock in my ass."
I used to think my cock was big for her, but knowing that Phillip was nine inches long was a bit of a buzz kill. Yet, I obliged, beginning a faster pace on my wife's still tight ass.
"Harder baby, drill my ass, fuck it hard," she demanded, her moans increasing, her breathing getting erratic.
Although still scared to hurt her, I obeyed, giving hard deep forward thrusts into my wife's ass. Sweat dripped down my head and I could feel my balls boiling. I warned, "I'm going to come soon, baby, your ass is so fucking tight."
A few seconds later, my wife turned around and took my cock that had been filling her ass into her mouth. It was so nasty, so wrong and yet so right and in less than a minute I was coming in my wife's mouth. She swallowed every drop and as soon as I was spent, she aggressively grabbed my head, fell back onto the bed and shoved my face in her cunt.
I eagerly lapped her cunt, determined to get her off. A few minutes into my pussy-pleasing she grabbed my head again and began rubbing her cunt all over my face, oddly riding my face to orgasm. A gush of her juice coated my face as her orgasm exploded out of her.
Once she was done, a minute or two later, she let go of my head and collapsed onto the bed. She smiled and said, "I love your tongue, baby."
"I love your tongue too."
"So, did you enjoy that?"
"What do you think?"
She laughed, before she reminded me, "Don't forgot baby, I have a surprise for you tomorrow."
"I'll do anything for you baby," I replied, knowing it was true and not just words.
She smiled, "I know you will, baby."
5. MY ASS
The next night, a night I was curious about all day, was the beginning of the end of my heterosexual life.
We were watching TV while she was on her computer, the new norm, when she asked, "You ready, baby?"
"For what?" I asked.
Her smile, so innocent, yet so dastardly, sent chills up my spine. "For something new I want to try."
"I am always up for something new," I replied.
"Good," she teased," because you are going to love this."
"I bet I will," I replied, still unsure what she had in mind.
"Meet me in the bedroom in five," she ordered, taking her computer with her as she went upstairs, which I thought was odd.
I waited the five minutes that felt like an hour, before I went upstairs, unaware my wife planned to make me her bottom. As soon as I walked into my bedroom, my wife was naked, except her now regular thigh high stockings, beige this time, and a thin strap-on cock on her hips. I froze, not expecting this, even though all the signs were there.
Laura smiled, her disarming smile that had made me weak at the knees so many times. "Baby, I want to fuck you."
"Oh," I said, shocked, but excited as the tent in my pants spoke louder than I ever could.
"Trust me," she replied, walking over to me, dropping to her knees, unbuckling my belt, pulling down my pants and pulling out my six-inch hard cock. "Hmmm, looks like Willy is ready to play."
Before I had time to respond, she took my cock in her mouth. A couple of minutes of deep-throat pleasure and she stood back up and helped me out of my shirt. She kissed my chest, she bit my nipples, in fact she was treating me like a woman. Finally, she went to the bed and patted it. "Come here, baby."
I got out of my pants and underwear that were bundled at my ankles and went where I was instructed.
Sitting beside her, she leaned in and kissed me passionately, her hand slowly stroking my cock, while her cock rested on my leg, a distracting reminder of what my wife had planned for me. What should have been mortifying was oddly exciting. After a couple of minutes of sweet passion, my wife asked, "Are you ready, baby? Can I fuck you?"
"O-o-oK," I replied, nervously. I was both petrified and excited.
"It's ok, baby, you will love it," she purred, biting my ear, before ordering, her tone shifting from sweet to something else I couldn't explain, not dominant, but not really sweet either. "Now get on all fours baby."
I obeyed again, and as I did I was staring at Laura's laptop on the dresser, opened. I asked, "Why is your laptop up?"
"Oh, just charging it," she too quickly explained, as I felt cold liquid, which I assumed was lube, on my ass cheeks.
I couldn't believe I was doing this, allowing my wife to fuck me. I also couldn't believe that my cock was as hard as humanly possible at the thought of being her bottom and the knowledge that she was really doing this to prepare me for her ex-boyfriend's big cock. It was so bizarre. It was so wrong. It was so sexually stimulating I was about to burst without being touched. I was not gay. Yet, allowing such submission to make my wife happy was a good justification for my perverted submission.
"Are you ready, baby?" she asked, "I bought a nice small one for you."
"I guess," I replied, suddenly tentative and nervous.
Ignoring my clear doubt, she began pushing forward. "Just relax, baby. There may be some pain at first, but it won't last."
I closed my eyes, wincing slightly as the promised pain arrived. I am not sure what I was expecting. Some sort of pure euphoria, perhaps? But my first reaction was, 'Holy shit, this hurts'. Each slight push forward, which she did at a snail's pace bless her soul, was a new sharp pain, like I had been impaled by a dull knife, not enough to draw blood, but enough to cause pain. I tried to breathe normally to control the hurt as my wife continued to coddle me, gentle caressing my ass. "It's ok, baby. It will disappear. I promise."



"Kkkkkk," I whimpered, like a school-girl, trusting my wife who was sodomizing me.
A minute or two of slow burn and my wife announced, "You took it all, baby. My cock is all in your pretty ass."
Having her call my ass 'pretty' was slightly humiliating, as was a cock in my ass I suppose, yet the compliment turned me on. "I am going to slowly begin fucking you, baby."
"Kkkkk," I again whimpered, gripping a pillow for comfort like a baby.
I felt the cock slowly pull out and return. It was like getting hit with an ocean wave of pleasure. In one movement everything changed. The pain was still there, although just enough to remind me of the taboo sin I was allowing to happen to me, and yet an odd pleasure was building that I couldn't place. It was like the brief chill I get when my team scores a touchdown to win with no time left, although instead of just a few seconds of utter exhilaration, it was a constant chill that had rapidly getting lightheaded.
I couldn't believe the next words out of my mouth. "Harder, Laura, fuck me harder."
"You want me to fuck your ass harder, baby?" she questioned, obviously wanting me to say it.
"Oh God, Laura, I can't believe how good it feels," I moaned, whimpered, like a girl in heat. "Oh yes, please, fuck my ass. Harder, please, I need it harder."
She began constant thrusts into me, and I began squealing, "Ohhhh, fuuuuck, yes, baby."
"You like that baby, you like having your wife fuck your ass?"
"Oh God, yes, I can't believe how good it feels."
"I can do it again another time?" she asked.
"Anytime you want," I moaned, my ass beginning to move back to meet her thrusts.
"You dirty boy. You can't get enough of my cock deep in your tight little ass, can you?" she teased, slapping my ass playfully.
"Oh god, so good, so good, so good," I babbled like a fool.
"What's good?" she asked, pushing my submission to her further.
"Your cock in my ass," I admitted, "I love your cock in my aaaaaaasssssss."
"Maybe I need to get a bigger cock for your eager ass?" she asked.
"Oh God, yes, I need more, baby," I moaned, the thought of Phillip's cock popping into my head as I began to fuck myself on her cock.
"Beg for it!" she demanded.
"Oh yes, Laura, please fuck my ass. Make me your ass-slave," I moaned, knowing there was no going back from this feeling, this submission, even as shame overwhelmed me at the pleasure I was experiencing.
Suddenly she pulled out and I whined, again like a girl, "Noooooooooooo!"
I looked behind and she reached into a bag on the floor and pulled out a wider, longer black toy.
She returned to the bed, lubed generously the toy as I watched and explained, "I knew you would love it Michael and in case you did I bought you your very own butt plug."
"Butt plug?" I asked, having read about them recently but never actually saw one.
"Yes, that way you can wear it while you watch TV, are at work, and think of your lovely wife you owns that sexy ass of yours," she explained, going behind me. As I felt the cold lube on my ass, she warned, "This is a lot bigger than the cock I was just pounding you with. The pain may come back for a bit, baby."
"Kkkkk," I said, wanting the emptiness of my ass filled again.
Laura started pushing and I could feel my ass widening, stretching, and burning. The pain was more intense than the slim cock Laura had first penetrated me with. I gripped the pillow for comfort as the wide plug slowly drove into my restricted ass. Finally, Laura announced, "Fuck, baby, you took it all. How does you feel?"
"Full," I whimpered, still trying to get used to the object lodged inside me.
Laura reached from behind and began stroking my cock, leaning against my ass, accidentally pushing the plug deeper inside me and in less than thirty seconds I felt the most intense pleasure ever shiver through me and the dam burst as I coated our sheets with a load of my cum.
Laura let go of my still-pulsing cock and teased, "Well, that was a quick trigger, baby."
I didn't reply as the uncontrollable pulses continued, my orgasm lasting way longer than any I had ever had before.
Laura got off the bed and took off her cock. She returned to the bed and ordered me, "Onto your back, baby."
My knees sore, my ass tingling, I obeyed, moving slowly as to not push the plug deeper in me. Once on my back, Laura straddled my face and demanded, her tone playful and yet bossy, "I got you off baby, now get me off."
I began licking my wife's already very wet pussy, a taste I could never get enough of. I licked, I sucked on her clit, I bathed in the sweet scent of the hot box surrounding me. As I licked, I realized the submissive position my wife had deliberately put me in. I had a plug in my ass and my wife had me pinned down. As I took her clit in my mouth, desperate to have her juice flood onto me, I assumed that everything my sweet, innocent wife had done to me was because she was told to by her ex-boyfriend. It also occurred to me that my wife was preparing me for Phillip. She was preparing me to be a cuckold...and strangely the idea excited me.
6. I GET A MASTER
The next few days we had sex every day. Laura fucked my ass a couple of more times and finally she made me eat her cunt after I had came in it, a new submission that was both humiliating but equally thrilling.
The next day, four days before Phillip was to arrive, I got home and was surprised to see supper was not started, something very out of the ordinary at our house, as Laura loved to cook.
Laura wasn't in the kitchen or the living room, so I headed up to the bedroom and was shocked to see my wife on our bed, only wearing black thigh high stockings, her vibrator in her vagina while she chatted on her laptop.
She greeted, "Hi, honey."
"Um, hi," I replied, confused.
"Phillip wants to talk to you," my wife informed me.
As I stood there confused, I heard a male voice demand, "Get your queer ass over here, Michael!"
I tentatively joined my wife on the bed and looked at a live chat with a completely naked Phillip. I didn't say anything, just stared at a naked man, just stared at a big, thick, nine-inch cock.
Phillip seemed to notice my trance-like state and smiled smugly. "Like what you see, faggot?"
The derogatory name was a slap to the face. Even after allowing my wife to fuck me, and reading about anal sex, I had never considered myself even remotely gay. I stammered, "W-w-what?"
His tone shifted from smug to condescending. "Was the question too complicated for you, faggot? Are you impressed by my big cock?"
I looked at my wife, who gave me just the slightest affirmative nod. I whispered, almost inaudible, "Yes."
"Speak up, faggot!" he demanded.
"Yes," I said, loudly.
"Yes, what?" he asked, sneering.
I had no idea what he was expecting. I looked for help to my wife, who leaned into me and whispered into my ear, "Master, he is your Master."
I stared at her in shock. This was extreme. Her eyes pleaded for me to go along with the absurd suggestion. I paused, trying to really grapple at this extreme expectation, before I looked back to Phillip and said, "Yes, Master."
He smiled, "Yes, Master what?"
I sighed, but answered as he expected, "Yes, Master, I am very impressed by your massive cock."
"I thought you would be, faggot. By the way, I really enjoyed watching you lose your anal cherry to my slave," he announced.
"What?" I gasped, again looking at my wife.
"As if you didn't know. The laptop was staring at you the whole time you became your wife's bitch. You whimpered like a high school girl, so my buddies and I really enjoyed the beginning of your feminization," he announced, my humiliation burning even deeper, yet my cock growing in my pants simultaneously. After a pause, he smugly added, "You had to know."
I didn't, although in retrospect it definitely made sense. A slight bit of anger at my wife lying to me began to build. Our relationship had always been built on honesty, even the crazy idea that she could submit to her ex-boyfriend was dealt with honesty. I suddenly wondered what else my wife wasn't telling me, besides what I had already read online between the two of them. "I didn't," I responded, giving Laura a glare that told her I was not happy.
Phillip saw it too and scolded, "Don't you dare blame your wife for this. You gave her permission to be the slave slut she craves to be and you can't provide for her. You allowed her to fuck your ass without even slight resistance. A real man would never allow his beautiful wife to become a submissive sex slave to another man; a real man wouldn't whimper like a girlie-slut and allow his ass to be fucked. Only a cuckolded faggot would do this. You are to blame for this, not your wife. Laura did as she was told, like the good slut she is. Aren't you, Laura?"
"Yes, Master," she quickly agreed, smiling sexily directly at the camera, her obedience and eagerness to obey obvious.
"And you want your faggot husband to submit to me too?"
My wife looked at me with a look of guilt on her face, yet her words didn't match her apologetic eyes. "Yes, Master. I think Michael will make a good faggot sub."
I stared at her in shock. Even though I had read their chats, and knew the orders Phillip had given Laura, I never thought I would hear such words from her.
Phillip smiled, "You two need time to talk. Laura, you are to refrain from sex until you see me. Is that understood?"
"Yes, Master," she agreed without the slightest hesitation.
"And faggot. You will wear that plug in your ass at all times, except the obvious time it needs to be removed, until we meet. Is that clear?"
"Yes, Master," I agreed, although not as enthusiastically as my wife, a growing hurt at my wife's betrayal increasing.
"Good," he said and disappeared off the screen.
Laura instantly turned to me, tears welling in her eyes, and apologized profusely. "I am so sorry, Michael. This is getting out of hand." She paused, but when I didn't respond, she continued to try to excuse herself. "I tried to keep you out of this, but each time I tried to protect you he punished me with more extreme punishments and expectations."
I should have been angry at being lied to, I should have been angry at her so willingly obeying another man, and I should have put a stop to this before it got out of hand. Yet, seeing her wounded has always been my weak spot, and instead of doing what a real man would do, I responded, "It's ok, Laura. It is not your fault."
"He will make you submit to him," she warned, her eyes big, her concern for me authentic.
"I know," I replied, beginning to understand the full consequences of our predicament.
"No, I don't think you do. He will make you suck his cock, he will humiliate you in front of me, he will fuck your ass," she explained, her concern for my well-being actually making me feel all warm and gooey inside.
"I understand," I replied, "but I will do anything to keep you, Laura. You are my everything."
"We can still say no to him," she countered, although her conviction was not believable.
"Can you?" I asked.
She didn't respond, her brief moment of strength already weakening. She whispered, "I don't know."
"And do you want to resist him?" I questioned.
"I don't know," she repeated, her eyes implying her mind was already elsewhere.
After another lengthy silence, I said, "I will do it, Laura."
"You don't have to," Laura replied, although I think she knew that actually I did.
"Yes, I do," I said.
"No, you don't," she replied. "I got us into this and it is my responsibility to get us out."
Although her words were convincing, her tone wasn't. I put my hands in hers and said, "We are in this together now, Laura."
"Really?" she asked, surprised by my tenderness.
"Yes," I replied, looking into the eyes of my beautiful, vulnerable wife. I wanted to comfort her and make her feel safe for me, I wanted to be the protector I promised when I said 'I do'. I know it was absurd, but I knew that to make my wife completely happy, I had to submit unconditionally to Phillip and give him my wife. "You want me to submit to him, right?"
She sighed, breaking eye contact, "I never in a million years thought this would happen. I never wanted this. But...."
"It's OK," I interrupted, pulling her in for a warm embrace and admitted the reality. "We both need this, Laura. I didn't know this part of me existed, but since this whole crazy roller coaster ride began I have found parts of me I never knew existed."
"You have?" she asked, surprised.
"Yes," I admitted, "As much as I hate the thought of Phillip, I have loved being submissive to you."
A smile crossed Laura's face, as she spoke all sultry, "You want to be my pet, baby?"
A chill went up my spine at the term 'pet'. Going for broke, I smiled back and replied, "Yes, Mistress".
"Fuck," she cursed, "I wish Master hadn't ordered us to not have sex. I would devour you whole, my little slave."
I suggested, desperate to submit even more to my beautiful wife. "What he doesn't know won't hurt him."
"I could never lie to him," she replied, crushing my hopes, "and if he learned the truth he would punish us."
"OK," I said, bummed at the thought of celibacy until Phillip arrived.
7. FINAL SUBMISSION
The next four days crept by at a snail's pace, but eventually we were driving to the airport, the butt plug still lodged in my ass and my wife dressed in a fire engine red dress and mocha colored thigh highs that screamed 'fuck me'. As instructed, she was not wearing any underwear.
At the airport, when Phillip saw us he suavely walked to Laura, a smug smile on his face as he pulled her in and kissed her with the passion and urgency of a man returning from war. My wife melted into her ex-boyfriend's arms oblivious to the thousands of passengers walking by and her own husband who watched helplessly.
Finally breaking the kiss, Phillip ordered, "Go get my suitcase, faggot. It's the purple one." Although it wasn't loud enough for all to hear, anyone close enough to us definitely heard the humiliating order. I winced at his words but obeyed.
In the car, my beautiful wife sat in the backseat with Phillip. As soon as we were out of the parking lot, Phillip took control. "Laura, why don't you get reacquainted with an old friend?"
I looked in the review mirror as my wife's head disappeared from view. A zipper sounded quickly and my wife was sucking her ex-boyfriend's cock while I chauffeured them around. I should have been mortified, but instead I felt aroused as my cock betrayed me, growing in my pants.
Phillip groaned, "Fuck, I missed those sweet, eager cocksucking lips."
My wife surprised me when she replied, "I missed this delicious cock too," my shame building and building.
"Get back to sucking slut," he demanded, before talking to me. "Fuck faggot, your wife is an amazing cocksucker."
Shame burned and burned as I continued driving, my wife and her ex-boyfriend to OUR home, while he thoroughly prepared to abase me beyond words. The only sound for a few minutes was the clear slobbering of my wife's lips around Phillip's cock before Phillip asked, "Do you want to suck my cock, faggot?"
I stammered in fear, "I-I-I don't know."
He said, "Stop sucking slut. I am really close, but I am not rewarding you with my cum until your faggot of a husband answers the question."
My wife snapped at me in a way I had only seen once when we had a nasty fight years ago, "Fucking answer the question, Michael!"
I was shocked by my wife's harsh tone, especially after our long talk a few days ago, and stammered, "Y-y-yes I Want to suck your cock."
"And take it up your faggot ass?" he questioned.
"Yes," I admitted, my shame burning through me.
"Yes, what?" he snapped.
My wife added, "Answer your Master properly, faggot."
My cock, desperate to be released from his cloth constraints, and the reality being that I was eager to submit to this stranger, I replied obediently, "Yes, Master, I want you to take my ass," before adding, "I am yours to use with as you please."
He chuckled harshly, clearly content with my submission. "You may finish what you started, slut."
"Thank you, Master," she replied, her voice sweet and submissive.
As if attempting to humiliate me herself, the sloppy sounds of her cocksucking seemed to echo in the confined space.
"I'm close, slut," he moaned, "take all your Master's cum in your mouth."
At a red light, I saw the woman in the passenger seat of a truck beside me, staring with her mouth wide open, clearly watching the sex act behind me.
Shame compounded shame, as the light turned green and I made the last right turn to our humble home.
I pulled into my driveway as Phillip grunted, "Here comes my cum, slut."
I put the car in park and waited as my wife finished swallowing Phillip's cum. A minute or two later, Phillip complimented her. "Still as amazing as I remember, slut."
"Thank you, Master," my wife replied, sitting back up, a look of euphoria on her face that I had never seen before. Jealousy bubbled in me as I realized I was not capable of giving her the happiness she apparently needed. Had our whole marriage been a mirage?
My wife looked into the mirror, her eyes reflecting into mine, a look of do-as-you're-told boring into me.
Phillip suggested, his pleasant tone so absurd considering his filthy intentions, "Why don't we take this inside?"
"Yes, Master," my wife concurred.
As my wife and Phillip went to the house, I brought in his bag, a servant in my own home.
When I entered the house, Phillip instructed, "Put my suitcase in your bedroom. You will be sleeping in the spare bedroom during my stay."
"Yes, Master," I replied, my head down.
When I returned a couple of minutes later, Phillip was sitting on the couch with a glass of wine and my wife on her knees, slowly sucking his cock again.
"Why don't you replace your beautiful wife, faggot?" he asked smugly.
This was the moment of truth. It was one thing to say I was a faggot and to obey online commands, but it was another to actually commit to the act in real life...shifting from role-play to reality.
My legs felt like cement. I couldn't move. It was my wife that cemented my submission and began officially my cuckolding. Laura, her tone dominant and showing a lack of patience, ordered, "Get your pansy ass over here, Mike, and do as your master tells you to."
Startled by her cold tone, I quickly obeyed and soon was on my knees in front of Phillip's big nine-inch cock. Staring at it I couldn't believe my predicament.
"OK faggot, it is time you start earning your keep. It seems you can't properly satisfy your wife, so let's see if you can satisfy your wife's lover," he said, his smug tone adding insult to injury.
I stared at Phillip's cock, still unsure. Laura, my wife of eight great years, grabbed my head and pushed it forward. Instinctively, I opened my mouth and soon it was full with Phillip's cock. Continuing my humiliation, Laura grabbed my head and slowly began moving it back and forth, forcing me to give a blow-job to her ex-boyfriend and current Master. The humiliation was overwhelming, but as I was forced into a steady rhythm I began to focus on the cock in my mouth. It was a couple of minutes later before I noticed my wife's hands were no longer on my head and I was giving head to Phillip voluntarily.
Phillip talked to my wife as if I wasn't there, continuing to add to the humiliation. "So how much did you miss me, my slut?"
"I have never stopped thinking about you," my wife admitted, hitting me in the gut with an invisible punch.
"Even when your husband was fucking you?" he questioned.
"Especially then, Master. I love Mike and he is actually a very caring lover, but even though I tried to give hints to my submissive needs, he couldn't just fuck me and treat me like the whore I wanted to be...like you used to do," my wife explained, my inadequacy of being a man again thrown at me.



"Well, he does have some potential as a cocksucker," Phillip announced. Oddly, a compliment after all the criticism of my manhood warmed me. Phillip asked Laura, "Do you still have your wedding dress?"
"Yes," she answered, as I wondered why he'd ask such a question.
"And do you have white stockings?"
"I still have the thigh highs I wore then, I believe."
"And you have a video camera?" he asked, my eyes going big at the thought of such humiliation being caught on camera.
"Of course."
"Go get dressed in your wedding dress and stockings and bring down the camcorder," he ordered.
"Of course, Master," my wife agreed without hesitation.
My wife gone, I was now alone, in my own living room, sucking the cock of my wife's ex-boyfriend. Oddly, having his cock in my mouth was a turn-on based by the throbbing erection in my pants. Phillip asked me, "Do you like sucking my cock, Michael?"
The question surprised me and I didn't want to admit the truth, but I did. Taking his cock out of my mouth, which let me relax my jaw for a moment, my one word answer was, "Yes."
"Really?" he asked, his tone disappointed, "All I get is a yes. I give you the privilege to make your wife happy by becoming the cocksucker she wants you to be and to become the faggot you obviously are and all have to show your gratitude to me is yes."
His response was absurd and yet disappointing him suddenly was my biggest worry. Without even thinking, I stammered, "S-s-sorry. I love your cock in my mouth."
"You do, do you?" he pondered. "How much?"
"It-it-it is all I want to do right now," I admitted, realizing it was actually the truth, as I already missed the feeling of pleasing him.
"So you want to suck my cock?"
Attempting to impress him, which suddenly seemed important, I responded, "Yes, I want to suck your cock until you come down my throat."
"And you will swallow it all like a good little cocksucker?"
"Yes," I admitted, suddenly wanting nothing more, completely forgetting about my wife.
"So you want to be my faggot?" he questioned, continuing to push my boundaries.
I hated the word 'faggot' but wanting to please him, I agreed. "Yes, I want to be your faggot."
My wife's voice was the next I heard, again adding to my humiliation. "You want to be his faggot, Michael?" she questioned, although her tone was playful.
I looked over at my wife, seeing her in the same dress she wore when we married and committed ourselves to each other. Instead of saying 'I love you' or 'I do', the words I said this time were, "Yes, honey, I want to be your lover's faggot. I will do anything for you."
"Aaaaah, how quaint," Phillip quipped. "Before we do anything else, Laura could you go upstairs and get a dress and pantyhose or stockings for your faggot husband? He should be dressed nicely for this, don't you think?"
"Of course," my wife agreed, disappearing up the stairs.
Phillip explained, "These new wedding vows will revitalize your marriage, Michael. You are a cuckold, and now that you know this you must accept your proper place in the order of things. To make your wife happy you must allow her complete freedom to get her happiness however she sees fit."
Still on my knees, which were burning, I was speechless. Phillip shoved his cock back into my mouth and savagely fucked my face while he waited for my wife to return.
A couple of minutes later she did, with her a red cocktail dress and black stockings.
Phillip smiled and said, "Dress your cuckold, slut."
"Yes, Master." She obeyed, walking over to me and pulling me off my knees, Phillip's cock slipping out of my mouth. Without making eye contact, my wife hastily stripped me before pushing me onto the chair. Still she made no eye contact as she slid the black stockings up my legs, her face just inches from my erect cock. Once both stockings were on, she pulled me up and finally made eye contact. I saw in her eyes a flicker of guilt, but it faded just as quick as she grabbed the dress and put it on me like I was a Barbie doll.
Once dressed, Phillip mocked, "Aaaah, don't you look cute."
I was embarrassed yet again, now dressed as a girl, but it was only going to get worse. Phillip grabbed the camera and set it up on a tripod and ordered, "Crawl over to me faggot."
I briefly looked at my wife for support of some sort, but as expected I got none, just an icy glare that implied very clearly I was to do as I was told. I wanted to make my wife happy at all costs and I was about to learn exactly what 'at all costs' really entailed.
I crawled on all fours like a dog to Phillip and looked up from my humiliatingly submissive position. "Get my cock ready for your wife, cuck!"
Opening my mouth, I took his cock back between my lips. As I slowly sucked his cock, Phillip instructed, "Slut, get on all fours on the couch and get ready for your Master's cock."
"Yes, Master." A clearly excited Laura obeyed.
"Doesn't your husband look good on his knees with a cock in his mouth?" Phillip asked my wife.
"He looks like a perfect cocksucker, Master," Laura replied, my face burning with shame.
"Ready for my cock, slut?" Phillip asked.
"Oh God yes," Laura moaned, in a way I had never heard her moan for me. "I have thought about your cock every day since you last fucked me."
"I bet you have," Phillip chuckled, patting my head like I was a dog. "Faggot, I want you to put my cock in your wife for me. In doing so, you give your wife to me."
Every time I thought I had reached rock bottom, the bottom was pulled from underneath me. Yet I obeyed again, taking his cock out of my mouth and watching helplessly as he moved behind my beautiful wife, who was bent over submissively, eagerly waiting to be fucked by someone other than her husband.
He rubbed his cock up and down my wife's crack and snapped his fingers at me. I moved to him, grabbed his cock and let out a sigh.
Phillip asked, "Having second thoughts, faggot? You don't want me to fuck your slut wife?"
Laura snapped, "Shove Master's cock in me faggot!" Her nasty tone surprised me, another piece of me being ripped apart, yet I obeyed like the cuckold I had become, as I placed his cock at my wife's pussy and welcomed him inside. Instantly my wife got animated, as Phillip pushed forward and filled her completely. "Oh fuck, I missed your cock, Master. Fuck me, fuck my cunt."
Phillip began deep hard thrusts into my wife, as I watched his cock go in and out. I was jealous of the power he had over my wife and frustrated at my helplessness to give her what she really wanted on my own.
Phillip looked down at me and chuckled, "Slut, your hubby is watching pretty intently."
Laura turned around to look at me, but didn't say anything before turning back away and begging, "Oh fuck, Phillip, harder, pound me like you used to."
I just watched my wife being defiled by her ex-lover for fifteen minutes, her moans getting more animated until they turned into screams of pure ecstasy. "Aaaaah, yes, so good, so fucking good, harder, yes, Master, I'm comiiiiiiiing, fuck, yeeeeeeees."
I watched as her screams echoed the room and her body shook like I had never made her do. Phillip asked, while my wife's orgasm pulsed through her, "Can your faggot husband get you this wet?"
"No," she admitted, "only you can."
Phillip looked at me smugly as he continued plundering my wife's pussy before grunting, "Here comes my cum, slut."
My wife instinctively began bucking back on his cock and moaned again as her pussy walls were coated with his cum. One spent, he pulled out, grabbed my head and shoved my face into my wife's leaking cunt. "Clean her up, cuckold."
Having no choice, my face held firmly in her pussy, I licked and was surprised by the odd taste of my wife's cum mixed with Phillip's. At first I didn't like it, but as I lapped up more and more it became an acquired taste and I attempted to retrieve every last drop of both their cum.
Eventually, I was pulled back and my wife collapsed on the couch. Phillip ordered, "Go get us some drinks sissy."
"Yes, Master," I replied, thankful for a reprieve from the humiliation, a humiliation that had me horny as hell unfortunately.
8. ASS-FUCKED
When I returned, Phillip and Laura were cuddling on the couch like a married couple. This was more mortifying than everything I had done and witnessed before, because this wasn't sex, this was intimacy.
I handed each of them a drink and waited like a maid for my next order.
Laura looked up at me, her eyes soft now, giving me an apology telepathically. I gave the slightest of nods to imply it was ok.
Laura's hand was slowly stroking Phillip's cock, which was impressively still semi-hard after shooting two loads in my wife. Phillip leaned into my wife and whispered in her ear. Laura's face went red and she again gave me an apologetic look, even as she said, "He will do whatever you say, Master."
Phillip looked at me, "Is that true, faggot?"
I looked back to my wife, before turning back to Phillip and admitting, "Yes, Master."
"Yes, Master what?" he asked.
"I will do whatever you say," I admitted, not making eye contact.
"Get on all fours where I fucked your wife," he ordered, rubbing salt into an open wound, as my wife without instruction began sucking Phillip's cock, preparing him I assumed for her husband's sodomy.
I obeyed as he explained, "This time Laura can put my cock in my faggot."
I watched Laura bob up and down on his cock as I nervously awaited my fate. Once content he was ready, he stood up and went behind me. He asked Laura, "Did you get the lube?"
"I did, Master," she confirmed, going to her purse and returning with a small tube.
"Get him ready," he demanded.
Laura lifted up my dress and coated my ass with cold lube, surprising me by sliding a finger in and quickly finger-fucking my ass.
Phillip explained coldly, "The butt plug may have widened your man-cunt, but it can't completely prepare you for the real thing."
Laura moved to in front of me and whispered, her tone soft and sweet, the Laura I remembered before Phillip re-entered the picture, "Relax, baby, it will hurt at first, but when it gets good, it gets really good." She bit my ear, her hot breath getting me hot again, a distraction from the inevitable.
One more tug and she moved back to my ass and I felt his cock between my ass cheeks. Phillip asked, "Are you ready to watch your husband be sissified?"
"Fuck yeah," Laura returned, her slut persona returning in full force.
"Well, put it in for me," Phillip demanded.
Laura rubbed the cock up and down briefly before slowly penetrating me. I winced as his wide cock slowly split me open. I grabbed the couch for support as Phillip's cock slowly went deeper inside me. Laura returned to me and whispered soothingly, "Just relax, baby." She distracted me the best she could as she nibbled me ear and rubbed my chest.
Phillip grunted, "Fuck, your ass is tight, faggot. How does my cock feel in your ass?"
I whimpered, but wasn't lying when I admitted, "Good."
"I thought so," he chuckled, "I knew you were a faggot as soon as I saw your girly picture on Facebook. A real man would never have let his beautiful wife chat with me online."
Sadly, I knew everything he said was true. I was weak, a man who could not properly satisfy his wife. Laura moved away and I was surprised when I felt her lips wrapped around my cock.
As Phillip began slowly pumping in and out of my ass, he said, "Aaaaaaaah, your wife is so sweet, sucking your pathetic cock."
Suddenly the pain faded, my wife's lips on my cock distracting me. Slowly, the cock in my ass was bringing me pleasure and I began to moan.
"Faggot likes it, he really likes it," Phillip mocked, as his strokes became faster and this thrusts went deeper.
Girly sounds escaped my lips but I no longer cared. I wanted to be fucked. I begged, "Harder, Master, fuck my ass harder."
He obliged and soon he was pounding my ass, each thrust forward allowing me to accidentally fuck my wife's face. The thrusts went deeper and deeper and the next few minutes were a blur. Finally the double sensation was too much and I felt my balls boiling and I grunted depositing my load down my wife's throat.
"Did faggot just come getting ass-fucked?" Phillip questioned mockingly.
"Yeeees," I whimpered, my wife's lips still firmly wrapped around my cock.
He ravaged my ass for a couple of minutes before pulling out, flipping me around and shoving his cock in my mouth. Holding my head, he pumped his cock in my mouth, face fucking me ruthlessly, his balls bouncing off my chin. Without warning his cum shot in my mouth and I had no choice but to swallow every drop of his seed.
Eventually, he pulled out and said, "Laura, come with me to the master bedroom; faggot you can sleep in the spare bedroom."
Laura came over to me and whispered in my ear, "I love you Mike. I am so sorry for what I said, but in the heat of the moment I am a different person." She kissed my lips and gave me one last apologetic look before eagerly following Phillip. My ass burning, the aftertaste of cum in my mouth, I remained frozen on the couch. I was humiliated and mortified by the reality that I allowed it to happen and, worse, that I enjoyed every second of it. I enjoyed being forced to suck cock, I enjoyed watching my wife be pleased like I could never do and I enjoyed being fucked in the ass. Accepting my fate, I cleaned up the living room before going to the spare bedroom and wondering what was going to happen now.
9. EPILOGUE
Strangely, allowing my wife to fuck her ex and being fucked myself was the best thing that could have happened for our marriage. For the rest of the weekend Phillip fucked my wife repeatedly, sometimes with me in the room and sometimes not. I was fucked one more time before he left as well promising to return soon...that was eight months ago.
Coincidentally, Laura is eight months pregnant. I know what you are thinking...how pathetic. But the truth is I could not have children due to a high school accident and we both desperately wanted children. The adoption wait was ridiculously long and thus the problem was solved in a very unconventional way.
For the past eight months Laura and I have lived a monogamous life, but I could tell lately my wife needed more. She was constantly horny and even though I pleased her to the best of my ability, I could tell in her eyes she craved more. She craved Phillip. I also missed the utter submission of sucking a cock or having a cock in my ass. Trying to kill two birds in one stone, I contacted Phillip who suggested I set up a gangbang for my wife. He e-mailed me a list of ten guys he knew from college who still lived in town. After bouncing back and forth between should I or shouldn't I, I grabbed my phone and started making the strangest call in my life...but that is a very different story.
THE END
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Jasmine was having an early afternoon glass of wine and enjoying the summer breeze at the little quaint pub she had discovered when she and her husband arrived in Palm Beach two days ago.
Jasmine enjoyed being able to see the ocean from where she was and the fresh coastal air was refreshing in a way she couldn't quite explain. She read the paper, checking how her Canadians were doing in the summer Olympics. Currently in twelfth place, not bad for a country that is best known for hockey, skiing and snow. When her husband surprised her with a week in Florida she was giddy with excitement. She loved her kids, but a week of no fighting; no, Mom she did this or Mom he did that was much needed. Yesterday's couple's massage was also amazing as was the lengthy sex session with her often on the road husband.
Jasmine watched people walking, like she often did, wondering what their stories were. Were they happy? Were they as sexually perverse as she was? If you looked at Jasmine you would never know this school teacher, this sweet soft spoken woman, this conservative dressed woman was a popular erotic writer. She looked as sweet as apple pie and yet underneath her sundress she was wearing thigh high stockings, and nothing else. Going commando was just one of her naughty perversions, as was thigh high stockings that she did to feel sexy underneath her business-like front. She grabbed her iPad, tapped on her notes app and continued typing a story she was hoping to have ready for the Halloween contest on Literotica.
.....
Dana was about to walk into the pub for an afternoon cocktail loving the freedom that goes with being on holidays when she was stopped in her tracks. It wasn't the woman's face that caught her eye but two other things. First: who wears nylons in Florida on a day that was bubbling just below a 100. Second: the dress...it was identical to the dress in the picture of a popular erotica writer she had been reading the past few days at the recommendation of a friend, having orgasm after orgasm over the sexy plots of submission between women. Dana not wanting to stare went inside the pub and pulled out her phone. She quickly went to Literotica which she had bookmarked and although she couldn't completely remember the author handle she did remember the story that had her pussy dripping wet...Pet Teacher. Once she found the story, she clicked on the author and then the author's biography. She was right...it was the exact same dress. Of course that didn't mean it was her, but she was about the same age as described in the bio.
Dana had emailed the author complimenting her on the Pet Teacher series and had learned that the author's first name was Jasmine, she was married, a Canadian and a submissive by nature. Remembering the Canadian bit, her hopes dissipated but she figured she would have to ask.
Dana, at nineteen was a complete bombshell. Her flaming red hair got her a lot of attention, as did her dazzling green eyes, as did her 36G breasts that were impossible to not notice. But it seemed to be her disarming smile that had pulled in so many older women over the past couple years. Although Dana didn't have much problem getting a man when she needed one, older woman had been even easier, more fun (as older submissive women were easily the best pleasers), as she seemed to have an aura about her that drew older submissive women to her. Going to her e-mail, she quickly looked at her last correspondence from Jasmine, a few days ago. In it, Jasmine admitted she had been going through lesbian withdrawal and that she and her husband would be going on a trip in a few days...the possibilities were good that this woman was the one and the same.
Dana quickly typed an e-mail.
Jasmine,
How is your holiday going. I hope you find some hot young thing to dominate you like you so eagerly crave.
Luv Dana...a young woman who would make you her pet like you couldn't even begin to imagine.
Dana clicked send and watched impatiently with bated breath to see if the pretty brunette sipping on a glass of wine and pecking away on her iPad was by some miraculous twist of fate at the same pub. If she was, Dana was going to go in for the kill.
Dana waited a couple of minutes and realized the obvious. The pretty potential prey was already on her tablet, if she got a new e-mail Dana could not tell. Dana decided to just go join her. She quickly ordered herself a glass of wine and walked over to the woman immersed in typing away on her tablet...maybe, just maybe, the author she thought she was.
Reaching the table, Dana asked, "Hi, may I join you. I hate drinking alone."
Jasmine looked up startled and quickly hit something on her tablet and closed it...looking guilty, although she was a little wet, from the sex scene she was typing just getting to the good part. "Um, sure," she said, keeping with the polite stereotype of Canadians.
"You have an accent," Dana noticed, sitting down strategically beside and not across from the brunette.
"I do?" Jasmine asked surprised to be told she has an accent.
"Canadian?" Dana asked, hopeful.
"Is it that obvious?" Jasmine asked with a smile.
"A little bit," Dana replied, her own English accent obvious.
"You have an accent too," Jasmine observed.
"You caught me," Dana replied playfully. "I am on holidays from London, but was born and raised in Paris."
"Explains why I couldn't place it," Jasmine replied, adding, "it is very exotic."
"Thank you," Dana flirted, her sexy smile attempting to pull in the pretty older woman.
"You are welcome," Jasmine replied, taking a glimpse at the younger girl's larger than life breasts.
The glimpse did not go unnoticed by Dana who greeted, holding out her hand, "I'm Dana."
"I'm Jasmine," Jasmine replied, shaking the young redhead's hand.
Dana was giddy with possibility as she continued the harmless conversation, the evidence growing more and more, knowing the seduction in her mind had to be played slowly. "So what brings you here? Business or pleasure?"
"Just a trip without the kids," Jasmine replied.
"Oh, a romantic getaway?" Dana smiled.
"Something like that," Jasmine agreed, returning the smile.
Dana now convinced the woman was the writer asked, "Where is the hubby?"
"Golfing."
"Leaving you all alone?" Dana questioned, her tone just the slightest hint of teasing.
"Oh I like it. I hate golf and I love wine," Jasmine answered, going along with the harmless flirty banter.
Dana suggested, "Well you should have another glass."
"Yes, I should," Jasmine agreed, enjoying the conversation with the very pretty woman.
Dana made eye contact with a waitress who came over and Dana taking control for the first time ordered for Jasmine. "My friend here will have another glass of wine as will I."
The waitress disappeared and for the next few minutes the two chatted about life in Canada and London. Finally Dana asked another question to confirm her suspicions that this Jasmine was the same Jasmine who wrote lesbian submission stories. "What do you do for a living, Jasmine,"
"I teach high school," Jasmine answered, oblivious to the young girl's intent.
"A teacher?" Dana repeated, "Wow, you must have the boys in a tizzy."
Jasmine blushed, but answered, "I don't think that happens too often."
Dana her tone light and flirty countered, "Oh, I bet it happens more than you think." Changing the topic Dana asked, trying to confirm any lingering doubts this was the same woman who wrote such subversive stories as "Bedding the Babysitter", "Pet Teacher", "Training Teacher" and "Spanked to Submission" she asked, "I have to ask. It is driving me crazy with curiosity, why are you wearing pantyhose in almost hundred degree weather?"
Jasmine feeling comfortable with this girl decided to show a little of her hidden naughtiness . "I'm not," she smiled coyly.
Dana knew exactly what Jasmine meant, but feigned innocence. "You are not?"
Jasmine finished her second glass of wine, feeling just a tad tipsy. "No, I am not," she repeated.
The waitress showed up and before Jasmine could respond, Dana said, "Please get my friend here and I each another glass of wine."
Jasmine protested, "No, no...."
Dana cut her off. "I insist, it's on me."
Jasmine never one for confrontation agreed reluctantly, "Ok, what the hell is one more, I'm on holidays."
"That you are," Dana smiled, her tone growing flirtier. "So back to your denial. You are still saying you are not wearing pantyhose?"
"Correct," Jasmine answered, feeling a bit of sexual tension building between the two of them, a spark she had not felt between herself and another woman for quite some time. Feeling playful and naughty she teased the younger woman, although her indent was still harmless.
Dana acting confused, took the opportunity to move closer and make her initial move as she put her hand on Jasmine's stocking-clad leg. Leaving it resting there, Dana said, "Yes you are."
Jasmine felt a sudden heat warm her body at the younger girl's touch. Distracted, Jasmine stammered, "N-n-no, they are not p-p- pantyhose."
The waitress returned with the drinks and smiled knowingly as she placed the drinks down.
As soon as the waitress left, Dana confidently moved her hand under the older woman's dress to the top of her thigh high stockings.
Jasmine held her breath but didn't stop the pretty redhead shocked by the forwardness of the green eyed beauty and a bit tipsy enjoying the attention.
"Ooohhh, stockings, you naughty girl," Dana purred, slowly caressing Jasmine's leg.
Jasmine burned a mixture of embarrassment and horniness. She stammered, greatly distracted by the slow movements of the voluptuous breasted girl, "I-I-I um like to dress up for my h-h-husband."
"Not for me?" Dana asked coyly, the seduction now in full motion.
Jasmine took a long sip from her wine which was lowering her inhibitions as she tried to process the reality that she was being hit on by a younger girl, a beautiful younger girl. In her erotic writings it was one of her underlying plots...being seduced and dommed by a powerful young seductress. But fantasy is one thing and reality another.
Dana seeing that Jasmine did not push her hand away went for the final kill. "Jasmine, or should I say Silkstockingslover."
Jasmine gasped unable to fathom how she could know her writing handle. "What did you just say?" How did she possibly know that? No one knows my real identity, not even her husband knew of her literary prowess.
"You are the one and only erotic writer Silkstockingslover on Literotica are you not?" Dana asked, her hand slowly roaming up Jasmine's leg.
"How do you know that?" Jasmine asked, shocked to the core to being found out after over two years of complete animosity.
"Well it started with your dress. It is the same one you wear in that sexy profile picture of yours. And I got to say you are as beautiful in person as I imagined from your teasing profile photo," Dana complimented, slowly reeling Jasmine in.
Jasmine blushed, her pussy tingling from the young girl's touch and the anticipation of being seduced by such a beautiful girl. Yet, "Oh," was all she said as she looked down at her dress remembering vaguely the photo she cropped of herself over two years ago...a tantalizing tease to her readers she hoped.
"Then I noticed you were wearing stockings, which in this heat is crazy, even if you are a stockings' girl," Dana explained, adding, "which I usually am."
"Oh," Jasmine repeated, still in a daze at the sudden shift of this once seemingly harmless conversation.
"Then as we conversed you had the same name, which surprised me as I thought you would use a ghost name," Dana continued.
"Walker is not my last name," Jasmine admitted, although she was looking past Dana.
"Hmmmm, then I learned you were from Canada, check, and a teacher, check, and I was 99.99 percent sure you were the one and only Silkstockingslover, my favorite author," Dana finished, her hand moving slightly up, above the top of Jasmine's elastic top stocking, now just inches away from Jasmine's cunt.
Jasmine was a complete emotional mess, becoming one of her characters. On the one hand, she should get up and leave before this got out of hand; on the other hand, her cunt was making her so wet she wished she would have been wearing panties; on yet another hand, all her submission fantasies to a young girl were dominating her thoughts, controlling her actions or lack of actions. Desperate to act casual and keep her growing desires in check, even with the young girl's hand so close to her bubbling inferno, she joked, "You caught me."
Dana seductively replied, "Now the question is what to do with you."
"Pardon," Jasmine asked, even though she completely understood the implications of the words that left the young girl's luscious lips.
Dana moved her hand directly to Jasmine's cunt and was surprised to see the pretty older woman was going commando. "Hmmmmm, my pet is wet and not wearing panties."
Jasmine moaned uncontrollably at the forbidden touch. "I-I-I have to go," she stammered, her body quivering.
Jasmine began to stand up, but Dana quickly ordered, her tone staying sexy but authoritative, "Sit down, Jasmine."
Jasmine immediately obeyed, already weak from the redhead's touch, literally becoming like one of her own submissive characters she usually pleasured herself to.
"Good girl," Dana purred, her voice syrupy sweet. Her hand returned to her pet-to-be's cunt. "Why are you so wet, Jasmine?"
Jasmine was overwhelmed with the seductive voice of the green-eyed goddess and by her teasing touch. "I-I-I don't know," she stammered again, although she knew why...this is exactly what she had fantasized for years, long before she began writing her dirty thoughts for the world to read.
Reading the sexy, shy older woman's mind she countered, "I think you do know. I think you are submissive like so many of your stories...you are the protagonist of 'Pet Teacher' and a big part of you is added to many of your naughty, submissive characters in your stories. You would love to be Annie-girl and be dommed by a young girl like in your 'Spanked to Submission' story, wouldn't you?"
Jasmine couldn't deny any of the seductress's words. Her greatest fantasy was to be seduced by a young girl. She felt a finger slip tease her clit as she moaned her answer, still ashamed to admit the truth, "Yeeeees."
"And you have fantasized being a pet like the MILF's in your 'Lesbian MILF Seductress' series', haven't you my pet?" Dana asked, her finger now between the very wet pussy lips of the sexy MILF.
Jasmine was greatly distracted by the finger teasing her fiery cunt and was no longer thinking like a dignified woman, but as the submissive she was deep down. She again whispered in a moan, "Yees."
"Well consider me your Bree, just like the young seductress from that MILF Seductress series," Dana said, slipping her finger inside the submissive writer's cunt.
"Please, don't," Jasmine weakly resisted, "anyone could see."
Dana continued slowly moving her finger inside the ready to submit brunette. "Finish your drink, my pet, and we will take this somewhere more private."
Jasmine, her hand slightly trembling, shot the last half of her third glass of wine.
"You are an eager pet," Dana assessed, her finger giving one quick tap on the MILF's g-spot.
"Aaaaaaaaah," Jasmine let out much louder than she wanted and quickly looked around to see if anyone was watching. No one else seemed aware of what was happening under the table. Trying one last protest, she said, "My husband should be returning in a bit."
"This is not a negotiation, Jasmine. I want you and I always get what I want and besides," Dana paused and tapped the older woman's g-spot each time she used the word you, "you need this...you want it...you crave it."
Jasmine's head was a fog, her mind no longer her own as her body easily gave into the powerful pleasure she was currently receiving.
"Don't you, my pet?" Dana asked, her finger lingering inside the distracted pet-to-be's cunt.
For Jasmine being called pet, her most common used submissive term in her own stories, only added to the growing desire to submit to her. She stammered, "I-I-I don't know."
Dana growing impatient with Jasmine's weak resistance leaned into her ear and threatened, "My pet teacher, you either come back to my hotel so we can finish what we started, or I finger fuck you to orgasm right here and then make you crawl under this table and pleasure me." Dana tugged on Jasmine's ear before adding, "So what will it be, my pet, it's beginning to get busier in here?"
The hot breathe on Jasmine's ear, her weak spot, only added to the need to submit. Her unique and sexy French-English accent added to her growing desire to obey as well. The finger inside her had her desperate to come and the young girl's confident attitude was pulling her into the wonderful world of submission she had fantasized and wrote about for years.
Jasmine no longer had any resistance left, her desire to come overwhelming any sort of propriety she should have had. Finally, submitting like she had fantasized doing all these years, Dana's flowing red hair and exotic green eyes irresistible, she whispered, "Let's go."
"Go where," Dana asked, pushing the submissive writer.
"Back to your room," Jasmine whispered, embarrassed and excited by her words of submission.
Dana pulled her finger out of her pet's cunt and moved it to her mouth. "Hmmmm, you taste heavenly, Jasmine."
"T-t-thanks," Jasmine stammered, mortified someone could see what was happening between the two.
"Thanks what?" Dana questioned.
Jasmine knew exactly what the young redhead was expecting; she was literally quoting a submissive set-up from her own stories. Letting go unconditionally, she said the word she had craved to say in person and not on paper for years, "Thank you, Mistress." Saying the word was exhilarating to Jasmine, a liberation exuding out of her at giving herself to another, letting someone else be in charge of her mind and body.
Dana excited at getting the verbal submission she had been working towards for almost an hour said, "Let's go, my pet."
"Yes, Mistress," Jasmine responded without any hesitation, her brain and body now on the same journey.
The waitress returned at this moment and asked, "Can I get you ladies anything else?"
"Just the bill," Dana replied.
Once the waitress was gone, Dana slipped her hand back inside Jasmine's cunt and quickly pumped her finger in and out for a minute.
Jasmine's breathing began to increase and she worried she may come right on the pub's patio.
Dana instructed, "Don't you dare come, my pet. One of the many things I have learned from your stories is that the pet never gets to come before the Mistress."
"Yes, Mistress," Jasmine agreed, cursing herself for writing such words.
"And, of course, a pet only comes with permission, isn't that true?" Dana questioned, her finger stopped but lodged deep inside her beautiful author pet.
Jasmine couldn't help but smile at the reality she was being seduced and dommed by her own words. "Yes, Mistress," she again agreed, although knowing holding back from orgasmic bliss was going to be a challenge, as it was much easier written than done.
The waitress returned and Jasmine looked down. Dana slipped her finger out of Jasmine's cunt and took the bill allowing Jasmine's cunt scent to be noticed by the waitress.



The waitress gave a knowing smirk and asked, "Would there be anything else?"
Dana asked, trying to build onto the humiliation she was confident Jasmine craved, "Slut, will there be anything else?"
Jasmine's cheeks burned with shame at being called a slut, yet she could also feel her pussy burn with need as well. She answered, still not making eye contact, "No, thanks you."
"No thank you what my slut? And make eye contact when you speak to someone," Dana demanded, her tone scolding.
Jasmine stuttered, her humiliation reaching new heights as she looked first to her powerful domme, "S-s-sorry Mistress," and then to the cute waitress, "Just the bill, ma'am."
"Do you want to eat her cunt?" Dana asked, pushing Jasmine's submission further.
Jasmine gasped at the question and looked directly in the green eyes of her Mistress. Seeing no mercy in her eyes, Jasmine turned to the waitress, took every ounce of courage she had in her shy by nature body, and said, "Yes, I would love to eat her cunt." Oddly, even as her face burned with shame, the naughty declaration was both liberating and hot. Giving herself unconditionally to this redheaded stranger, this fan of her work, was exhilarating and bringing to life almost twenty years of built up sexual frustration and boiling it over, like a volcano dormant for way too long.
The waitress blushed this time, clearly considering the offer. "Maybe another time."
Dana shrugged, "Your loss," and handed her the money plus a generous tip. "Your tip could have been a great orgasm instead."
Dana grabbed Jasmine's hand and pulled her up. Out of character, Jasmine decided spontaneously to add one last piece of her fantasy...to be alluring and wanted...to be seductive. Jasmine stopped in front of the waitress and said, a newfound confidence brimming out of her, "Too bad. I would have eaten your cunt like it has never been eaten before."
It was the waitress' turn to be shocked as her mouth dropped open and Dana chuckled and pulled her surprising pet along with her.
Once on the sidewalk, Jasmine said, strangely giddy, "I can't believe I just said that."
"That was fucking hot, my pet," Dana said, her hand entwined with Jasmine's.
They walked a block before passing an adult store. Dana stopped briefly before pulling Jasmine with her into the store. Once in the store, Dana said, "Go ahead my pet, maybe you can find a toy for me to use on you like in the last Pet Teacher story."
Jasmine blushed recalling the chapter where the main character, named Jasmine, was used as the sexual guinea pig for a variety of sexual toys. The indent in the series was not to usually make it about her, but once it was in there she figured what the hell.
Dana left on a mission knowing what she was looking for, while Jasmine stared at the wall of toys, many that seemed too big for insertion. Jasmine recalled going to a sex toy party where her mind was awakened to the possibility, but she was way too shy to buy anything close to risqué. Instead purchasing a conservative toy called a we-vibe. She did recall a suction cup dildo she was fascinated with as she loved being fucked doggie style but would never buy such a thing in mixed company. She also recalled researching a wide range of online toys when writing the particular Pet Teacher chapter and was amazed at the plethora of shapes and sizes for play. Now she was staring at them live. She looked around like a kid in a candy store, so many options. She looked at curve shaped vibrators and vibrating eggs, wondering what it would be like to wear a set inside her all day. She loved the idea that they could be in her all day and no one would notice. She was holding them in her hand when Dana arrived with a few things in a pink basket.
"Hmmmm, you dirty girl, always trying to be naughty underneath and yet prim and proper from the exterior," Dana properly assessed.
Jasmine explained, "I live in a town of under two thousand people. If the truth got out, I would be ruined."
"Fair enough," Dana agreed, but added, "not allowing your sexuality to flourish and your needs to be met is not healthy either."
"I suppose," Jasmine said, putting the eggs back.
"Don't you dare. I am buying those for you as a reminder of the time we are about to have," Dana said, promising an afternoon of sin.
Jasmine obeyed and looked at the toys Dana had. She couldn't see everything, but did see a strap-on box, what looked like a long dildo, handcuffs, and a couple other things she couldn't place based on the package.
Dana teased, "Don't you be snooping, you will get to be using all of these very soon."
Jasmine blushed, as her pussy tingled.
Dana took the eggs and said, "Wait here while I purchase these."
Jasmine nodded and continued to survey the toys before suddenly seeing the suction cup dildo. She reached for it and examined it closely. It was ten inches long and again Jasmine's pussy tingled. She wanted to buy it, but couldn't figure how to get it home without her husband noticing. Then she laughed at herself at the thought that he would even check the suitcases. She paused briefly before saying fuck it and taking the toy to the till.
Dana was just paying when Jasmine arrived. "Oh, what do you got there my pet?"
Jasmine went red at being called pet in front of a complete stranger, especially a woman about her age. "Just something I have always wanted," Jasmine admitted.
Dana grabbed the toy and said, "Oh my, you really are a horny little slut."
Jasmine was further mortified by the name-calling even as her pussy got wetter.
Dana handed it to the sales lady, who was very pretty, although a bit on the chunky side, and was clearly amused and understood exactly why all these toys were being purchased. Once all rung in, the sales lady asked, "Do you need any lube for your toys?"
Dana turned to Jasmine and asked, "Do you need lube for when I fuck your ass?"
Jasmine's humiliation burned through her at being treated like a slut in front of this stranger. She whispered, unable to make eye contact, "Yes, Mistress."
The sales lady felt her own pussy tingling at the thought of her own submission, a fantasy she too longed to make reality.
"Pardon?" Dana asked, even though she heard her.
Jasmine knew based on her writing what was expected of her. She looked directly at Dana and said, "Yes, Mistress lube would be helpful when you fuck my slutty ass."
The sales lady gasped as Dana turned and said, "Apparently we will need some."
As the sales lady put the lube in the discreet brown bag, Dana took out a vibrating egg and opened the package. Turning it on, she moved to her pet and instructed, "Lift up your dress, my cunt."
"Yes, Mistress," Jasmine obeyed, even as she winced slightly at being called a cunt.
Dana easily slipped the buzzing toy inside the author's sopping wet cunt. "Holly shit Jasmine, you are fucking drenched," she announced before adding, "you may need panties to keep that toy inside your box." Dana reached for a pink pair on a table nearby and lowered herself to the ground.
Jasmine lifted each foot and watched in horny awe as the young English girl slid the panties up her legs.
Standing back up, Dana returned her attention back to the transaction at hand.
The sales lady, her smile wide, said, "That will be $124.45."
Dana handed her a credit card, but asked, a smile on her face too, "How much discount would I get if my slut here brought you to orgasm?"
Jasmine was mortified...again, but greatly distracted by the buzzing inside her needy cunt. But before the sales lady who seemed to be considering the offer could answer, the door opened and a middle age couple entered the store.
"A rain check?" Dana joked.
The sales lady, her face flushed as well, said back, "I am giving you twenty percent off, anyway."
Dana thanked her as the chubby woman handed her back her credit card and receipt. "That is so nice of you. I may come back here one day. I could always use a sexy eager MILF dyke to pleasure me."
The sales woman's mouth dropped open as Dana turned to leave and instructed loud enough for the couple to hear, "Follow me, slut."
"Yes, Mistress," Jasmine replied, loud enough for the couple to hear as well, suddenly enjoying the exhibitionist role, not to mention the buzzing inside her fevered cunt.
The couple stared at Jasmine and Dana with a mixture of shock and disgust.
As Dana walked past the disapproving woman she winked at her.
Once outside, Dana grabbed her pet's hand and they continued their walk to the hotel.
A couple of minutes later, Jasmine suddenly stopped in her tracks.
"What is wrong, my pet?" Dana asked, surprised.
"This is where I am staying," Jasmine said, the redness in her face quickly draining.
Dana laughed. "Well, this day is definitely full of serendipity."
Jasmine anxiety suddenly overwhelming her said, "I can't be seen going in there holding your hand."
Dana smiled, and could see this could be a deal-breaker. Using soft sympathy she said, "It's ok, Jasmine, we will just walk together to the elevator."
Just as suddenly as anxiety hit her, it began to fade. "Oh, thank you, Mistress."
"But once we get in my room, I am going to devour you whole," Dana promised, bringing an instant tingling to her cunt, the anticipation of the seduction getting her very wet herself.
Jasmine's cunt leaked a bit at the naughty promise just given by her Mistress too. Jasmine falling into her submissive role naturally responded, "Whatever you wish, Mistress."
"Fuck you are hot," Dana said, hungry to fulfill the promise she just made.
Jasmine volleyed back the compliment, again out of character. "You are fucking hot too, Mistress."
"Let's go," Dana instructed, trying to veil her eagerness to get the submissive alone.
Jasmine and Dana walked into the hotel together looking like two friends and not dominant and submissive and headed directly to the elevator. Jasmine felt that everybody was watching them, that everybody knew exactly what the two of them were about to do. The reality, of course, was the people paid no unique attention to the two other than to notice Jasmine's stocking-clad legs and Dana's voluptuous bust.
Once in the elevator, Dana pressed sixteen.
Once the elevator door closed, Dana turned and pressed her lips onto her MILF's lips. Jasmine immediately opened her mouth and the two were kissing like two horny lovers. Their tongues danced and explored every crevice of each other's mouth.
Dana broke the kiss and asked her breath already erratic, "Ever do it in an elevator?"
Jasmine responded surprised by the question. "No."
Dana hit the stop button and the elevator came to a jolting sudden stop, between the tenth and eleventh floor. Both women stumbled a bit, Jasmine shocked by Dana's rash action.
"Well, now you will," Dana smiled, devilishly. Dana undid the scarf that was tied to her purse and tossed it over the camera above them. "We don't want our sexual rendezvous all over the Internet, do we?"
"God no," Jasmine gasped, still shocked by yet another turn of events.
"On your knees, my pet," Dana instructed, still pressing the stop button.
Jasmine hesitated still uncomfortable by the setting.
"Now, my pet, time is of the essence," Dana pushed, her tone shifting slightly from sweet to controlling.
Jasmine, like the good pet she had always fantasized being, like she always wrote about, fell to her knees.
"Good pet," Dana rewarded, her tone back to soft and sweet.
Jasmine remained silent, in awe at her current predicament and the growing contradicting excitement and trepidation.
"Crawl to me, my eager cunt licker," Dana ordered.
Jasmine had written this scene many times, fantasized it a million more times, but neither were close to the exhilaration of really doing it. She moved in what felt like slow motion, her pussy leaking so much it was escaping from the cloth protection.
Once Jasmine was at Dana's feet, they were interrupted by the intercom and a male voice. "Is anybody in there? If so, please press the green button and hold it while you speak."
Dana still holding the stop button, pressed the green button, and said, "Hello."
"How many of you are in there?" the male voice asked.
"Two," Dana replied.
"We are working on this, Miss, but it may be a while. Just press the green button if you have any questions."
"Will do?" Dana smiled, knowing there was nothing they could do to fix it. Letting go of the green button, she instructed, "Take off my panties, my pet."
Jasmine rattled by the man's voice, her trembling hands moved up under the young girl's dress and tugged down her red panties.
"Do you want to lick my cunt, Jasmine?" Dana asked, looking down at her submissive pet.
"Yes, Mistress," Jasmine admitted, looking up to her seductive Mistress, her mouth watering.
At this moment, Jasmine's phone rang.
Dana instructed, "Ignore your phone. Your only concern right now is pleasing me, isn't it?"
Jasmine was startled by the phone, knowing it had to be her husband, but her desire to obey Dana overpowered her duties and loyalty as a wife. Also, although this may sound bad and many would disagree, Jasmine did not consider having sex with another woman cheating. She would never, ever cheat on her husband with another man, yet she had on a few occasions had sexual encounters with woman...although nothing that created a sub-domme relationship and none in recent memory. She ignored the still ringing phone and answered, "Yes, Mistress, I am here for you and you alone unconditionally."
Dana smiled happy with the author's answer, but pushed further. "I own you for the next couple of hours, is that clear?"
Being treated like a piece of property, like she often wrote about in her stories, made her even wetter. She didn't hesitate when she replied, trying to impress her seductive goddess, "Yes, Mistress, my body and mind is yours to use. I will obey without hesitation every order you give. I am yours to use as you see fit. My tiny tits are yours. My wet cunt is yours. My cunt licking tongue is yours."
Dana's cunt gushed at the amazing declaration from a woman she felt she knew really well because of the stories she had read. Pushing it just a tad further, Dana questioned with a tone of curiosity, "And your ass?"
Jasmine immediately answered, "Yes, Mistress, that goes without saying. My ass is yours too."
"Fuck, you are hot," Dana moaned, the complete submission of this gorgeous woman, this author who had inspired her through her words, the greatest turn on in her life. "Lick my cunt, Jasmine."
"Yes, Mistress," Jasmine eagerly agreed, going underneath the young girl's dress and directly to the cunt she was drooling over. Jasmine had not licked pussy for over two years, when the younger teacher she had been playing with got a job hours away. But as soon as her tongue touched the sweet wetness of the woman she had known for less than two hours, she remembered just how much she missed the unique taste of a woman. Although the position was awkward, and she had never pleased a woman who was standing up, she lapped luxuriously up and down, slowly parting the redhead's wet pussy lips. Every fifth tongue stroke up, she would purposely reach the young girl's clit, an action meant to tease. Although in an elevator, although on her knees, although her husband was waiting for her somewhere, she was in no hurry. She was savoring every second, every taste and every moan.
"Oh, yes, Jasmine," Dana moaned, "you are a natural pussy pleaser."
The compliment radiated through Jasmine as she continued licking her one day Mistress' delicious cunt. Time was irrelevant and neither Jasmine nor Dana had any clue how long the submissive pleasured the dominant.
Dana could feel her orgasm building and demanded, "Suck my clit, slut. Suck it hard."
Jasmine smiled to herself loving the power she had over the young, horny near orgasm girl, which was ironic considering her submissive position. None-the-less she obeyed her Mistress' order and took Dana's hard clit in her mouth.
"Oh fuck, Jasmine, fuck, yes, finger me too, finger fuck my cunt," Dana screamed, her orgasm close to explosion.
Jasmine slipped two fingers inside Dana easily and pumped them in and out furiously as she continued the intense pressure on Dana's clit. All the while, the buzzing in Jasmine's cunt had her desperate to come herself, but she was aware she would not be allowed to until after she had got her Mistress off.
In seconds, Dana's orgasm overwhelmed her and she screamed, pressing the green button wanting all to know, "Oh fuck, I'm comiiiiing, yes, fuuuuuuck, fuck, you dirty whore, you fucking cunt-licking sluuuuuuut,"
The nasty talk only enhanced Jasmine's unconditional surrender to Dana as she wanted to be the whore, the slut, the lesbian. She opened her mouth as the flood of juices exploded out of the redheaded beauty...way more than any previous girl Jasmine had pleasured.
"Are you ok in here?" the man's voice asked.
"Yes, dammit," Dana moaned, before snapping, "when is this elevator going to be fixed?"
"We are working on it ma'am," the man apologized. "It seems to just be stuck somehow."
Dana smiled at the somehow and let go off the green button. Her orgasm was the most intense of her life and as it pulsed through her she grabbed Jasmine by the head and pulled her deep into her pulsating cunt.
Jasmine continued licking, ignoring the man's voice, retrieving every drop of the young girl's unique tasting nectar, even as Jasmine's phone rang a second time.
Dana finally let go of her pet's head and also let go of the stop button on the elevator. Instantly, the elevator continued its upward descent.
Jasmine quickly stood up, her face shiny with Dana's cum.
Dana smiled, "Fuck you look hot wearing my cum."
"Thank you, Mistress, I will wear it with pride," Jasmine admitted, completely intoxicated by the young girl's words, looks and taste and of the exhilaration of obedience.
"Grab my underwear, my pet," Dana instructed, as the elevator reached their floor.
Jasmine reached down and grabbed the slightly damp underwear just as the elevator door finally opened.
To the two teenagers who were waiting for the elevator, there was no physical evidence of the sex scene that had just occurred, other than the glean on Jasmine's face which the two boys were oblivious to.
Dana walked out and said with a smile, "Hi, studs."
Jasmine followed behind her as the boys drooled at Dana's ample rack.
The boys went into the elevator, staring at Dana the whole time until the elevator closed.
Jasmine followed Dana down the hallway and to room 1616.
Once inside, Dana ordered, "Take off that dress, Jasmine."
Jasmine quickly obeyed, although she was ashamed of her small b-cup breasts and her slight belly she never lost after having two children.
"Such perky breasts," Dana assessed, moving to her and kissing Jasmine's just-a-handful breasts.
"They are so small, especially compared to yours," Jasmine said.
"They are the perfect size, my pet. You deal with the breasts that you are given," Dana joked, as she sucked Jasmine`s left nipple into her mouth. "Plus, trust me, big breasts are not all they are made out to be. My back gets sore and I am treated like a sex object by every dirty pervert."
Dana pulled her dress off as well and asked, "Would you like to unclasp my bra for me?"
"God yes," Jasmine replied, her mouth literally watering again.
"Well, what is keeping you from doing it?" Dana joked.
"May I, Mistress," Jasmine questioned, wanting permission like a good pet.
"Of course, silly," Dana chuckled, impressed by just how obedient the MILF was. "Now get over here and unclasp your Mistress."
Jasmine quickly obeyed, reaching around to Dana's back fumbling with the clasp, her excitement only making the simplistic task more difficult. Finally the clasp came undone and Dana's 36G breasts were directly in Jasmine's face.



Seeing the hunger and awe in Jasmine's facial expression, Dana purred, "Go ahead my pet, play with my breasts."
Jasmine cupped Dana's breasts in her hand. Her awe was obvious as she said, "They are so heavy, how do you carry such a load?"
"It is the curse of the large breasts," Dana smiled.
"My tiny breasts could fit in one of yours and still have room for friends to visit," Jasmine joked.
Laughing, making her mammoth breasts jiggle, Dana offered, pulling Jasmine's mouth onto her erect nipple, "Go ahead my pet, take them in your mouth."
"Thank you, Mistress," Jasmine whispered, opening her mouth and taking Dana's stiff big nipple in her mouth.
"You love my big tits, don't you my pet," Dana moaned, her nipples overly sensitive.
"Hmmmm, they are so lovely," Jasmine moaned, focusing on the biggest breasts she had ever touched.
"You want to worship them?" Dana asked.
"God, yes," Jasmine answered, swirling her tongue around Dana's stiff nipple.
"Your tongue feels so good, my pet," Dana complimented; the pleasure from her pet's nipple play bringing sensations directly to her burning cunt.
Ten minutes of Jasmine kissing, licking and nibbling both breasts proceeded with Dana continuing to talk softly to her. Finally, her cunt blazing, Dana shifted to dirty talk. "On your knees, slut."
Jasmine quickly obeyed, even though she could have spent an eternity pleasuring Dana's voluptuous breasts. On her knees, she was reminded of the egg that had been vibrating in her cunt, having gotten relatively used to the buzzing sensations.
Dana grabbed the bag and ordered, "Follow me, my titty lover."
Jasmine had written many stories where a character had been forced to crawl on their knees, but she herself had never did it. As fantasized, the real life scenario was as exhilarating and humiliating as she imagined. She crawled on the carpeted hotel floor to the bed.
Dana put the bag of toys on the bed and considered her options. Grabbing the strap-on cock, she put it around her waist as Jasmine watched from her subservient point of view. Dana looking down at her pet asked, "Does my MILF slut want to be fucked?"
Being called a MILF flattered Jasmine and the egg buzzing in her cunt for an eternity had her eager to come. "Yes, Mistress, I would love you to fuck your slut."
Dana loved her pet calling herself names as she reached down and pulled the egg out from her pet. "Clean it off my slut, it is soaking wet with your cunt juice."
Jasmine opened her mouth and cleaned her own juices, something else she had never did before, other than from her own finger. Surprisingly, my own taste was salty sweet and she knew she would be tasting herself more when alone at night writing her naughty tales.
A moment later, Dana took the toy back and tossed it on the bed. "Crawl onto the bed, my pet," Dana instructed.
Jasmine pulled herself up onto the king-sized bed.
Dana lay down on the bed, her cock standing straight up. "Straddle me my pet. I want to watch you as you ride me."
"Yes, Mistress," Jasmine obeyed, even though she hated the on top position, always feeling uncomfortable at being watched, her insecurities always getting the best of her.
Dana noticed the trepidation in Jasmine's tone. "Are you uncomfortable on top, my slut?"
"Usually," Jasmine admitted, as she began to straddle the naked redhead.
"But you will do it for me, won't you?" Dana asked.
"Yes, Mistress," Jasmine answered, her cunt slowly lowering onto the big plastic cock.
"Because I own you, don't I my slutty teacher?" Dana questioned.
Jasmine moaned as the cock slowly filled her while lowering herself onto it, "Yes, Mistress, I'm your slut teacher, your pet teacher, and your whore author."
"I think this will be a good story, don't you think?" Dana asked, watching the beautiful woman's facial expressions as the cock filled her.
"Fuck, yes," Jasmine moaned, the eight inch cock now completely in her cunt.
"Fuck, yes, you will write the story; or fuck, yes, the cock is deep in your slut box?" Dana asked to clarify.
"Both," Jasmine whimpered, as she began to slowly move up and down on the plastic cock, her eyes closed.
"Open your eyes, Jasmine, let me look into those crystal blue eyes. I want to see your hunger," Dana instructed.
Jasmine opened her eyes and looked down at the beautiful young woman. Suddenly her insecurities disappeared as this moment seemed so perfect. She began moving faster, her perky breasts beginning to bounce, as she rode the plastic cock.
"That's it, my cunt-pleaser, fuck yourself. Let loose and be the submissive whore you have always craved to be," Dana ordered.
Jasmine continued riding the plastic cock, not used to bring on top it took a while to get into a rhythm.
Dana suggested, "Use my tits for leverage, my pet."
Jasmine leaned forward, each of the green eyed beauty's massive breasts, holding up Jasmine's weight. This new position gave Jasmine the perfect position to lean forward and move her hips back and forth with smoothness.
"Fuck you are the sexiest slut teacher in the world," Dana complimented. "Could you imagine if your students had any clue what kind of whore their teacher is? You would have boys forcing you to suck their cocks, you would have girls forcing you between their legs and you would be used as a complete cum bucket. You would like that, wouldn't you?"
Jasmine was riding the cock furiously now, her desire to come all that mattered, and the dirty thoughts of being used by her students only built on her desire to come. "Fuck, yes, I would love to be a teacher slut," Jasmine screamed, verbalizing her naughtiest dirty fantasy, flashes of so many ex-students she would love to submit to...guys and girls...jocks and nerds...she fantasized about them all.
"Close to coming, my teacher whore?" Dana questioned, although her pet's facial expressions made the question redundant.
"Sooooo close, Mistress, may I come?" Jasmine requested, her orgasm on the brink.
"Lean forward, slut," Dana instructed.
Jasmine reluctantly obeyed, but was thrilled when she felt Dana buck her ass up and began fucking her hard. "Oh yes, Mistress, fuck your slut, fuck her haaaard."
"Come now my slut," Dana demanded, as she thrust hard into her pet.
"Thaaaaaaank yooooooou," Jasmine screamed, the all day building orgasm exploding like she had never felt before. Her whole body tingled as she held onto Dana's breasts for dear life.
"That's it, slut, come for me," Dana said, continuing her hard upward thrusts into her coming pet.
"Yeeeeees, Mistress," Jasmine squeaked out, her breathing erratic as the greatest sexual pleasure of her life poured through her.
"Come harder you fucking slut, you cunt-licking whore," Dana ordered, trying to make her pet's orgasm even more intense, confident the name calling enhanced her pet's pleasure.
"Oh my fuuuuuucking goddddddddd," Jasmine screamed, loud enough for the neighbors next door to know exactly what was happening. Sensation after sensation after sensation wracked through her body, bringing a delirium of pleasure she didn't think possible. Each nasty name only seemed to increase the pleasure. "Tell me you own meeee," Jasmine begged, wanting to be belittled, to be used like the whore she always wanted to be, like the whore she always wrote about in her stories.
"I own every fucking piece of you my fucking slut. Your sweet ass, your tight cunt, your tiny titties, your slutty mouth and inside your head I own your thoughts, don't I Jasmine Walker?"
Hearing her full name made the scene even more humiliating, bringing her back to the reality of her sin, but she loved every second of it. "Yes, I'm your bimbo, think for me Mistress, tell me what to do," Jasmine declared, the orgasm finally beginning to dissipate.
Dana rolled Jasmine onto her back and shoved the shiny cock into Jasmine's mouth.
Jasmine needed no instructions as she sucked her own cum off the plastic fuck-toy. Although awkward on her back, she bobbed back and forth as best she could, Dana's knee placed firmly on her still slowly pulsing cunt kept her in exotic desire.
Dana pulled the now clean plastic cock out of her slut's mouth and unbuckled the strap-on from her waist. She reached into her bag of toys and grabbed her handcuffs. Moving to the side of the bed, she ordered, "Raise your hands, slave."
Slave was a new derogatory term for Jasmine, another one that again turned her on. She obeyed, even though the thought of being handcuffed did not appeal to her at all.
Dana again noticed her sub's apprehension and asked, "You don't trust me, slut?"
Jasmine stammered, "N-n-no it's not that. It's just I have never been handcuffed before."
"Hmmmmm," Dana purred, "I love when I am your first." Dana handcuffed her sexy pet to the bed. Dana returned to her bag of toys and pulled out a vibrating butt plug. She returned to the bag and grabbed the lube.
"Ever had anything in your ass, slut?" Dana asked.
"Yes, Mistress," Jasmine admitted, still recovering, and feeling uncomfortable in her restrictive position.
"Details," Dana asked as she applied generously lube to the butt plug.
"My husband has fucked me there," Jasmine explained, thinking of her husband for the first time in a while.
"Ever been double penetrated," Dana asked, with a smile.
"No, Mistress," Jasmine answered.
"Do you want to be?" Dana asked, even as she moved back to her sexy pet.
"Whatever you wish, Mistress," Jasmine said, before adding, "but I must inform you that I cannot have multiple orgasms."
"You have never had multiple orgasms?" Dana asked, surprised as she was a coming machine herself.
"Not without a few hours in between," Jasmine sighed.
"Challenge accepted," Dana smiled, spreading Jasmine's stocking-clad legs apart.
"It's impossible," Jasmine informed Dana, having tried herself and with her lovers for years.
"We will see about that, my little slut," Dana responded, confidence vibrating in her as she rubbed the lubricated toy at the pretty teacher's rosebud. "Beg me to fill your ass, my slut."
Jasmine was already a bit tired from the last fucking and once she had an orgasm she often lost the fire of desire, but she begged, "Please fill your slut's ass, Mistress."
Dana could tell that Jasmine had lost the fire she had before she came and the submissive convinced herself she could not have multiple orgasms. Dana would have fun being the first to get her off twice, maybe even three times. She turned the vibrating plug on and slowly began pushing it in Jasmine's sexy ass.
Jasmine whimpered at first, having not had anything in her ass in a long time. Although not painful, it was also not pleasant as it slid inside her. Quickly though the buzzing in her ass, another first, began to get her feeling good. Frustration immediately began inside her knowing that the pleasure may drive her mad with ecstasy, but the dam would never break, she would be stuck in perpetual sexual limbo.
"Fuck, your an ass slut too, Jasmine," Dana smiled, once the medium sized plug was completely lodged in Jasmine's ass. Crawling between the handcuffed sub's stocking-clad legs Dana purred, "I have wanted to taste you directly from the source since I first saw you Jasmine. Do you want me to lick you?"
"God yes, Mistress," Jasmine answered, seeing the luscious red hair, green eyes and dazzling smile between her legs making her hot.
Dana leaned forward and tasted her pet's sweetness.
Conversely, Jasmine let out a moan as Dana's tongue began licking her.
"Hmmm, you taste as good as you write," Dana complimented, "Sweet perfection."
"Thaaanks," Jasmine moaned with a soft chuckle, the pressure on her pussy lips mixed with the buzzing in her ass bringing sensational teasing bliss.
"You are not leaving this bed, my pet, until you have that impossible second orgasm," Dana informed her bound pet.
Jasmine joked, "Well, then I guess we will be here for a very long time."
"How long before your husband gets suspicious?" Dana asked between long, wide licks.
Jasmine pondered the question. The phone hadn't rang in a while, but he must be getting worried by now. "I don't know. He must already be wondering. It's not like me to not answer my phone or be waiting when he gets back."
"You are a submissive wife too, aren't you," Dana assessed.
"Not handcuffed to a bed with a vibrating plug in my ass submissive," Jasmine smiled naughtily, before adding, "but yes, I usually do as he tells me in the bedroom."
"You suck his cock?"
"Of course."
"You swallow his load?"
"Often."
"You are a very obedient wife," Dana teased, while swirling her tongue around her pet's clit.
"Yeeeeees, I suppose so," Jasmine moaned as her clit was teased.
"But now you are my submissive, my pet, my slut, aren't you?" Dana asked.
"Yeeees, I am yours," Jasmine moaned, Dana's tongue making her feel so fucking good.
"Fuck I could eat your box all day," Dana said, diving back in and really lapping Jasmine's wetness.
If Jasmine wasn't handcuffed to the bed, she would have grabbed Dana's head and pulled her even deeper inside, but of course she could do no such thing. Instead, she just laid back and enjoyed the teasing pleasure, accepting it was going to be the longest tease of her life.
After a few minutes of licking her pet's cunt, Dana returned to her bag of toys and grabbed the double-ended dildo. Returning to her handcuffed submissive, Dana asked, "Ever used one of these?"
"Nooooo," Jasmine replied, as Dana rubbed the toy up and down her pet's wet pussy lips.
"Another first," Dana smiled, as she slid the wide dildo into Jasmine's wet cunt.
"Aaaaaaaah," Jasmine moaned, the big toy enhancing the buzzing in her other hole.
Dana smiled, as she ordered, "Move onto your side, my dp slut."
Jasmine struggled to move into the instructed position in her bound position, but eventually did.
Dana put the other end of the double-ended pleasure toy in her own eager cunt and slowly moved herself closer to her pet, taking more of the long, wide cock inside herself. Soon Dana was completely filled and moaned, "Fuck it's all in me, baby. Now it's going to fill you full, my ass-whore."
Jasmine felt the cock slowly fill her as Dana's legs moved between hers.
"Relax, slut," Dana instructed. "I want our pussy lips to be kissing each other."
"Kkkkkkkk," Jasmine whimpered, beginning to feel fuller than she ever thought possible, the toy buzzing in her ass adding to the fullness. Every time she thought she was completely full, Dana filled her deeper until their cunts were touching and both girls were filled with cock.
"Ready for the greatest sensation of your life?" Dana asked.
Jasmine moaned, feeling a new euphoria she had never experienced, "Yes, Mistress."
"On the count of three, buck your ass up," Dana instructed.
"Yes, Mistress," Jasmine replied, her body again burning with lust.
"One," Dana started. "I'm going to fuck the hell out of you, Jasmine."
Jasmine was dying to see what Dana was going to do next. The two toys currently inside her bringing such pleasure she thought she may pass out.
"Two," Dana counted. "I'm going to give you the multiple orgasms a horny, teacher lesbo slut like you deserves."
Jasmine prayed that Dana could do the impossible because if she didn't reach orgasm soon she may explode with frustration.
"Two and a half," Dana teased. "Are you ready, Jasmine?"
"Yes, Mistress," Jasmine whimpered, adding, "use me please."
"Three," Dana announced and both girls thrust at the same time.
Jasmine screamed as the dildo in her cunt penetrated her deeper than anything ever had in her life. "Oh my fuuuuuuuuucking god."
Dana screamed in unison, as she too was filled completely.
Both the pet and the trainer bucked back and forth, grinding their cunts into each other, literally fucking each other.
For ten sweaty grind filled minutes the two women became one as they used each other for ultimate pleasure. Jasmine so close to orgasm, yet unable to cross the threshold was rambling incoherently. "Oh my, fuck, yes, shit, fuck, fuck, fuckity-fuck-fuck, soooooo good, aaaah, fuck, oh my, shiiiit."
Dana smiled at her pet's delirium confident the impossible second orgasm was imminent.
"Will you obey any order I give?" Dana asked.
"Fuck, anything," Jasmine barely got out.
"I want you to come simultaneously with me," Dana informed.
Jasmine sighed knowing that was one promise she couldn't make happen. "Dana, please..."
"On ten you will come my slut," Dana demanded, her tone powerful and unwavering.
Before Jasmine could finish her sentence or protest, Dana began the count up.
"One, my slut. Tell me what you are?" Dana questioned, between panting, both their bodies shiny with sweet sweat.
"A slut, a dirty fucking lez whore," Jasmine replied, belittling herself.
"Two, my whore. What's in your ass?"
"A vibrating plug is in my ass," Jasmine whimpered, desperately grinding herself into her Mistress.
"Three, my tit-lover. What are you willing to do to have my tits in your mouth again?"
"Anything, Mistress," Jasmine moaned, her mouth salivating at the thought of the huge tits in her mouth and in her hands again.
"Four, my pussy-pleaser. Anything is a pretty big promise," Dana warned.
"I will do fuuuucking anything," Jasmine promised, her mind on sexual cruise control.
"Five, my submissive play thing. You will come and visit me in England this fall?" Dana asked.
Jasmine was surprised by question, but also knew that after today there was no way she could never do this again. She moaned, "I promise to come and see you and be your unconditional slave while I am there."
"Six, my slutty slave. You understand I will share you with my sorority sisters?"
Instead of being mortified, the thought of being used by English college girls only enhanced her promise. "Oh fuck, Mistress, I would love nothing more. You would make all my nasty whore dreams come true."
"Seven, my author cunt. You also promise to write our story and publish it for the world to read?" Dana questioned.
"It would be my privilege," Jasmine declared, feeling her orgasm bubbling just underneath the surface, her frustration driving her crazy.
"Eight, my married ass whore. I expect you to obey weekly tasks I will send by e-mail, is that clear?"
"Yes, Mistress, I am your slave forever, use my body and my mind," Jasmine declared, wanting to give herself body, mind and soul to the beautiful redheaded co-ed.
"Nine, my MILF lesbo. Who owns you?"
"Dana owns me. Dana owns my tits. Dana owns my lips. Dana owns my cunt. Dana owns my ass. Dana is my unconditional Mistress," Jasmine declared, grinding her body against Dana's desperately.
"Nine and a half, my lover. Tell me you love me," Dana whispered.
Jasmine was startled by the demand but all her body felt was unconditional love for this dominant, yet caring young woman. Jasmine heard herself declare, "I love you, Dana."
Dana's orgasm was ready to explode and she announced. "If you love me Jasmine. If you are the obedient pet toy I know you are, come when I say the next number. Are you ready to be my complete pet, Jasmine?"
Jasmine could sense the impending orgasm in her and the dam had already cracked and was about to burst. "Say it Mistress, say it now," Jasmine pleaded.
"Ten my cunt-licking, dildo-fucking, tit-nibbling, ass-buzzing slave, ten, dammit, ten, come my slaaaaave," Dana screamed as her orgasm exploded.
Simultaneously, a sexual miracle occurred as Jasmine's orgasm triggered and she screamed, "I'm coooooooooming tooooooooooo, Mistress."
Both girl's shook, quaked and writhed as they had the biggest, most explosive, most body chilling, earth shaking orgasms of their lives. They collapsed onto their backs and allowed the pure ecstasy of the orgasm to flow through them. Dana, eyes closed, couldn't believe she had seduced and dommed the Jasmine Walker. Jasmine, meanwhile, couldn't believe she had achieved multiple orgasms after years of trying, the second orgasm hitting her with even more intensity than the first. Silence, other than heavy breathing, continued for a few minutes as both women recovered from a sexual experience like no other.



Finally Dana pulled the toy out of her cunt and her pet and leaned in for a kiss. The kiss was tender and passionate. A minute later Dana stood up and teased, "You can't reach multiple orgasms, hey?"
Jasmine replied still in shock, "I can't believe you made it happen."
"I am a miracle worker," Dana smiled.
"That you are," Jasmine smiled back, just as her phone rang again.
"Shouldn't you get that?" Dana asked.
"I should," Jasmine replied, "but I don't want to yet."
"Good answer my pet," Dana replied, "because I heard three times is the charm."
"Oh my God," Jasmine gasped, "You can't be serious."
"I never joke about orgasms," Dana responded, before adding, "plus I can have at least a half dozen, although usually not at the intensity of those first two you gave me.
"There is no way I could reach another," Jasmine said, the thought absurd.
"Isn't that what you said about two?" Dana asked, grabbing two vibrating eggs. Turning them on, she slipped both into the still handcuffed sub.
"Oh fuck," Jasmine moaned, "You can't be serious."
"Deadly," Dana smiled, heading to the washroom.
Jasmine sighed and closed her eyes realizing she was at the utter mercy of the redhead goddess. The double buzzing in her cunt was keeping her feeling good, a constant tease.
Dana returned a few minutes later and said, "Do you want to fuck me?"
Just hearing the words made Jasmine tingle. "Yes, Mistress."
"Good," Dana said, finally releasing Jasmine from the restrictive restraints.
Once the handcuffs were off, Jasmine stood up and stretched.
Dana returned into her bag and pulled out the last toy, a double-ended, vibrating strap-on. Dana came to her pet and promised, "This is going to be fucking intense."
"I think we hit intense a long time ago," Jasmine smiled playfully.
Dana pressed a button and both sides started vibrating and she slid the smaller four inch side inside her pet's already full cunt.
"Oh my god," Jasmine gasped. The vibrating dildo inside her making the other two balls ricochet inside her like pin balls in her box.
"I know," Dana purred with a smile, "they say all good things come in threes."
Dana strapped the harness onto her literally vibrating pet who was clearly overwhelmed with the triple sensations inside her.
"Shiiit, this is fucking intense," Jasmine moaned.
"Just you wait," Dana foreshadowed, oddly putting on a t-shirt. She grabbed another and put it on a confused Jasmine. "We are about to make our third orgasms epic, my pet."
"Kkkkk," Jasmine said confused.
"Follow me," Dana instructed, her devilish smile a warning of something outrageous.
Jasmine followed, each leg movement bringing new sensations inside her very full cunt, as Dana went to her 16th floor balcony and opened the glass door.
Jasmine gasped in shock. "You can't be serious?"
"Get your ass out here slut," Dana ordered, knowing an aggressive push was needed, adding, "It is so gorgeous out here, unlike anything you have ever seen.
"Sorry, Mistress," Jasmine replied, mortified by what was expected of her, but realizing they were on the top floor and no one was likely to see them. Jasmine had to agree as all she could see was crystal blue ocean.
Dana smiled, "It's the same color as your eyes, my pet."
"Thanks, Mistress," Jasmine blushed, loving any sort of flattery given to her.
Dana moved to her railing and bent over offering her pet the picturesque view of her sweet back end. Dana turned around, looking directly into Jasmine's blue eyes and asked, "What are you waiting for? Come and fuck your Mistress."
Jasmine moved onto the balcony and behind her beautiful Mistress. Seeing such perfection her nervousness disappeared and her eagerness to fuck the redhead became all she focused on. She held her eight and a half inch black cock and rubbed it between the crack of Dana's ass.
Dana smiled and asked playfully, "You want my ass, do you?"
"I've never fucked someone in the ass," Jasmine admitted, even though that hadn't been her intent, she was just trying to position the cock properly but from this position she could not get a good view.
"Another first," Dana quipped, but then you better go back and get the lube.
Jasmine suddenly excited to fuck the green-eyed temptress, turned and went to get the lube, each step bringing intense teasing to her.
Dana startled her when she grabbed another egg from the bag of pleasure. "If you got double pleasure earlier, I think I should get the same opportunity, don't you think?"
"Whatever you wish, Mistress" Jasmine replied, following Dana back outside into the late afternoon heat.
Dana resumed her submissive position, and Jasmine watched as Dana slid the egg inside her cunt. "Are you going to watch me all day or fuck my ass, baby?"
Being called baby was a turn-on for Jasmine too, a reminder of the intimate connection they now had, so much more than just submissive and domme.
Jasmine generously coated her plastic cock and added some extra lube between her Mistress' ass cheeks.
Dana moaned at the feeling of Jasmine's fingers at her back door. "While we are like this, you are in control, ok, baby."
"What?" Jasmine asked confused.
"Mistress Jasmine, please fuck my ass," Dana begged, a complete role-reversal.
Jasmine instantly understood and sliding a finger into Dana's ass asked, "Is that the best you can do?"
"Sorry, Mistress," Dana whimpered, her often neglected back door being filled for the first time in a long while. "Mistress Jasmine, please take your slut's back door. Make me your little ass slut."
"Much better," Jasmine said, wiggling her finger inside Dana's ass, preparing it for insertion.
"Are you widening my ass, Mistress, like you wrote about in those Blackmailed cheerleader stories?" Dana asked.
"Yes, my slut," Jasmine said, inserting a second finger in. "Promise me you will come and meet me up at Canada when I am speaking one day where you can be my personal English slut pet."
"Fuuuck, yes Mistress Jasmine, you give me a place and a time and I will be here with stockings and a collar on," Dana declared and screamed, loud, but on the sixteenth floor balcony no one heard a sound.
Two fingers in, Jasmine turned her hand slow widening the redhead's ass. "You get your ass fucked often, my English slut?"
"Seldom," Dana admitted, usually not a big fan of back door play, unless she had reached her sexually euphoria, like she had today.
"But you want me to pound your slut ass?" Jasmine asked, spreading her fingers inside Dana's tight ass.
"Yes, Mistress, I want you to own my ass," Dana declared, similar to earlier declarations from Jasmine.
Jasmine pulled her fingers out and in one fluid motion slid the plastic cock deep into the redhead.
"Fuuuuuuuuck," Dana screamed, completely surprised by the sudden deep penetration, a mixture of pleasure and pain.
The cock buried in her pet's ass, Jasmine reached under and tapped Dana's clit. "You are such a fucking whore, aren't you? Allowing a stranger to ravage your ass."
"Fuck yeeees," Dana agreed, "a dirty whore like her Mistress."
"Touché," Jasmine laughed and moved her hand to Dana's hips and started slow strokes. To her own amazement, each forward thrust caused chilling sensations of pleasure to her cunt as the two eggs and vibrating dildo collided into each other at full force.
"Fuck, yes, Mistress Jasmine, your cock feels so fucking good in my arse," Dana screamed.
"Arse," Jasmine repeated, "you really are from the island."
"I'm your English slut, your French whore, your teenage dream," Dana declared, even though she was in her early twenties.
Jasmine continued fucking her teenage dream, yet another fantasy of hers was becoming a reality. Although she was mostly submissive and a born pleaser, once in a while she fantasized of domming a young girl, disciplining a student who had pissed her off. Imagining Jenna, an eighteen year old student from last semester who was a pain in the ass submitting to her had occurred a few times and now Jasmine had her own teenager to dominate. These thoughts had Jasmine thrusting hard and deep into her slut's ass, each deep forward thrust causing her intense pleasure as well as she was literally fucking both her pet and herself.
Dana loved to role play and as much as she loved the power of being a domme, submission brought her pleasure in a completely different sort of way. The hard thrusts from Jasmine and the buzzing from the toy in her cunt had her orgasm on the rise. "Oh yes, Jasmine, pound my ass, make me your bitch," Dana grunted.
"Jasmine, what, you fucking cunt?" Jasmine snapped.
"Mistress Jasmine," Dana quickly corrected, impressed by Jasmine's quick shift from submissive to dominant.
"Better, slut," Jasmine said, spanking Dana's ass.
The next few minutes the only sounds were Dana's mixtures of moans, grunts, whimpers, Jasmine's heavy breathing and moaning and the slapping of Jasmine's body crashing into Dana's ass.
Much to Jasmine's surprise she could feel the incomprehensible third orgasm building and demanded, "I want you to come with me, baby."
Dana smiled at the realization that Jasmine was close to a third orgasm and immediately moved her hand to her clit. "Tell me when to come, Mistress."
Jasmine continued the hard strokes as her orgasm continued building. "Almost there, baby, get ready. So close, so, so, so, fuck, I'm comiiiiing," Jasmine screamed as she slammed into Dana and wrapped her arms around the beautiful redhead.
Dana feeling the quivering sensations of Jasmine as she came, the vibrating cock in her ass, the buzzing ball in her cunt and her fingers recklessly rubbing her clit, Dana's orgasm followed a few seconds later. "Me tooooooooo," Dana screamed, feeling the heat of orgasm and the warmth and comfort of Jasmine's embrace.
Both beautiful women stood together, eyes closed, in the warm summer breeze as their third orgasms pulsed through their bodies.
Both past exhaustion, both reaching their greatest sexual euphoria, and both in a state of equilibrium, silence lingered a long time before Jasmine finally pulled her cock out of Dana's ass.
Both women staggered to the bed, their legs rubber, both getting the pleasure toys out of their over-stimulated cunts, before collapsing on the bed.
Both women were on their side staring at each other.
Both could not believe how good sex with each other could be; both couldn't believe it could ever be better than this.
Finally Dana spoke. "You know I expect you to keep your promises."
Jasmine tried to recall all she committed too during the throes of passion. "You want to be my online Mistress."
"No, you want me to be your online Mistress," Dana corrected.
"Yes, I do," Jasmine admitted, knowing she had to somehow keep this taboo relationship alive, regressing back into her submissive role, before playfully adding, "although sometimes i think you will need a little training too."
Dana laughed, "That I will, you sexy slut."
"I learn from the best," Jasmine smiled.
"And you will come to England?" Dana asked.
"Yes, I would love to," Jasmine admitted, before adding, "Although I have no idea how I will be able to afford it."
Dana smiled. "If you can create the excuse to why you are going to be gone a week to England, I will pay for it."
"I could never expect that," Jasmine protested.
Dana put a finger to the MILF's lips. "I wasn't asking you, was I?"
"No, but...."
Dana tapped Jasmine's lips to shut her up."Did I ever give you my last name?"
Jasmine tried to remember if she did, but drew a blank. "I don't think so."
"It is Winchester," Dana smiled, adding, "Of Winchester Estates."
"Oh my God," Jasmine gasped, the Winchester's were one of the richest most prominent families in England.
"So money is not really an issue," Dana assured, adding, "how many nineteen year olds can afford a penthouse suite like this on their own?"
"Good point," Jasmine said, her mind reeling.
"So you will come." Dana asked.
Jasmine replied, committing to a crazy week with Dana in the near future, and playing flirtatiously on the word come, "Many, many times I hope."
Dana smiled leaning in for a tender kiss, "You are such a good pet."
Jasmine returned the kiss as her phone rang again.
Breaking the kiss, Dana asked, pointing to her Jacuzzi, "Answer the phone or go for a little hot tub relaxation?"
"Well you do own me for a little while longer, don't you?" Jasmine asked, moving her mouth back to the breasts she was already addicted to."
"That I do, my slut, that I do," Dana smiled, wondering if a forth orgasm for her pet was possible.
The End
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BLACKMAILING BITCH SISTER
1. CATCHING MY SISTER IN THE ACT
I have always hated my sister...always.
Even back when we were just five years old I hated her. We were both getting ready for the first day of kindergarten and she was already playing the diva persona that she would come to exemplify in the years that followed. I was wearing my favorite Mutant Ninja Turtle t-shirt and Brittany with a big smile on her face, threw the last half of her chocolate milk on me. I was shocked and started crying. To make matters worse, when Mom came in to see what had happened Brittany lied and said I spilt it on myself...and of course Mom believed her. It was this and a trillion other similar trivial but mean moments that was the life of me...the nerdy twin of the fabulous Brittany: cheerleader, prom queen and utter bitch.
While high school was the bane of my existence it was the peak for my sister...she would probably marry the football star, have babies and never leave this god-awful small town. For me, on the other hand, the road ahead was filled with promise and in six weeks I would be off to Princeton on full scholarship...away from my bitch sister who was not only the school diva but who could also do no wrong in the eyes of my doting parents, who had never lived anywhere other than here as well...high school sweethearts who married and lived happily ever after with their two kids, white picket fence, blah, blah, blah.... They could never understand what they called my 'fixation to nowhere'. They couldn't understand why anyone would want to leave the small utopia of Paradise Valley, a very deceiving name if ever there was one.
Regardless, I was just biding my time until I could leave and find real paradise, which I believed was anyplace but here, when opportunity fell on my lap.
My parents were gone to a wedding for the weekend and I was supposed to be going to a buddy's for the weekend (I may have been a nerd...but nerds stick together) when I happened to come home Saturday afternoon and caught my sister in the act. This wouldn't have been a big deal, Brittany was eighteen and had been dating Lucas for two years. They obviously fucked and according to the rumors, a lot. But what made it a big deal was it wasn't Lucas, nor was it a guy, nor was it someone her age.
I heard moans coming from my parent's room, which was odd as well, and before moving further double-checked that my parents' car wasn't in the driveway (their plans could have changed like mine did when Elmer got a bout of the flu...ending our Star Wars marathon only partway through the second movie. My parents' car was not in the driveway. Although a couple doors down, there was a blue Ford Focus I had never seen before.
Curious, I quietly moved up the stairs and I heard a female voice I didn't completely recognize at first although it was vaguely familiar. "Oh, yes, eat my cunt, Brittany."
I stopped, frozen in my tracks. Brittany was with a girl? Now a morally upright brother may have turned and walked out, but, for many reasons, that is not what I did. I was a virgin; other than on the Internet, I had never seen a girl naked. Christ, I was even too shy to buy some adult magazine at a convenience store. But an open door and the promise of lesbian sex and the curiosity of who my sister was seemingly pleasing was impossible to ignore. Realizing the great revenge opportunity as well, I pulled out my phone, turned it onto video and pressed the record button.
I crept forward, my heart full of trepidation, petrified of being heard as the naughty talk continued. "That's it baby, keep licking me. You are such an eager little cunt-licker, aren't you?"
I was just outside the door when I heard my diva sister, whom everyone falls over their feet for, reply, "Thank you ma'am, I love pleasing you."
I couldn't believe what I was hearing and a second later I couldn't believe what I was seeing. My sister was between the nylon legs of someone I couldn't see, my sister's picture perfect ass staring directly at me. The unknown woman moaned, "I know you do my dear, you are a natural-born pussy-pleaser."
At hearing the phrase 'my dear', I held in a gasp as I realized who was on my parents' bed, legs spread open and being pleasured by my bitch sister. It was Mrs. Charles our drop-dead gorgeous English teacher. She was in her forties, but I imagine as many teenagers stroked themselves at night to her as they did to my popular cheerleading bitch sister.
Mrs. Charles was a blonde haired, blue eyed goddess who always wore skirts or dresses, always wore three inch or higher heels and always had her legs wrapped in a pair of pantyhose. Although she didn't dress like a slut like my sister did, her breasts were just as ample and showcased slyly by her various blouses. I can't even begin to count the number of loads I have shot thinking of Mrs. Charles' big breasts and to-die-for legs.
The main difference between my voluptuous English teacher and my equally voluptuous bitch sister was that Mrs. Charles was nice. She was a caring, compassionate, sincere and intelligent woman who was my main reference for my Princeton application and my educational idol (both academically and fantasy).
I couldn't fathom in a million years how she ended up on my parents' bed being pleasured and seemingly in control of my bitch sister...who always...I mean fucking always...was in control. It was a mystery as unexplainable to me as the Bermuda Triangle...or how to speak to a girl.
I was brought back to the crazy reality as Mrs. Charles moaned, "I'm close my dear, finger-fuck my cunt, my slut."
Hearing a teacher call my sister a slut was shocking and yet hot as hell. I only wished I could see her face as she was brought to orgasm. I recorded, my cock a missile in my pants, my ex-teacher's orgasm.
"Oh yes, yes, Brittany, suck my clit, get me off, oh yes, fuuuuuck, you dirty fucking sluuuuuut," my Princeton scholar teacher mumbled incoherently as my sister brought her to orgasm.
My sister remained between Mrs. Charles legs for a couple of minutes while our ex-teacher recovered from her orgasm.
I stared at my naked sister from behind and although I had never considered her sexually...she was just my bitch sister... I was suddenly having thoughts of what I would like to do with her.
"Ready to be fucked?" Mrs. Charles asked, still breathing heavily, as she sat up and I quickly moved away from the door.
"Fuck yes," my sister replied, in a tone of desperate hunger I had not heard from her before.
"Grab the strap-on, my dear."
Peeking around the corner cautiously, I watched my sister go to a bag on the floor and pull out a big black strap-on. She handed it to a now standing Mrs. Charles whose big breasts were staring at me. My sister wordlessly wrapped the harness around our teacher's waist.
Once the strap-on was on, Mrs. Charles said, "On all fours, my little cheerleader pet."
Brittany quickly got back on our parents' bed, clearly eager to get fucked by a plastic cock.
"You are such an eager little slut, aren't you," Mrs. Charles asked.
"I'll always be your slut, Ma'am," my sister answered, so unlike her usual in-control demeanor.
Mrs. Charles looked delicious in only thigh high stockings and a cock wrapped around her waist. I wondered if she wore thigh high stockings under her conservative teacher attire all those days she taught me. I was dying to know how my despicable sister and my favorite teacher ended up as sex partners...it just seemed too preposterous to be true and if I hadn't been seeing and taping it, with my own eyes, I would never believe it.
Mrs. Charles joined my sister on the bed and seemed to be teasing my sister. From my viewpoint, I got a great side view and could see that the plastic cock was still not in my sister.
"Please just fuck me," my sister moaned, the teasing clearly driving her nuts. Watching her begging and not in control was easily the greatest moment ever.
"Beg, my slut," Mrs. Charles demanded, making the hot scene even hotter.
My sister, giving in like some cheap slut, begged, "Oh fuck, please fill my cunt with that big cock of yours."
Mrs. Charles obliged and thrust forward, the entire cock disappearing inside my sister.
Brittany screamed, "Oh fuck, yes, fuck your slut, fuck my cunt."
Moaning, dirty talk and hardcore lesbian fucking continued as the sister I despised and the teacher I idolized went at it hardcore, way better than any of the hundreds of porn videos I had watched online. I began rubbing my cock through my jeans as I continued filming the shocking scene, the greatest moment of my young life. A million ideas of how to blackmail my bitch sister were already spinning in my head as my cock begged for relief.
I don't know how long Mrs. Charles fucked Brittany; five minutes, maybe ten, fifteen for all I know as I just continued rubbing myself and filming before Brittany screamed, desperately, "May I come Mommy?"
"Always with the Mommy," Mrs. Charles replied with a chuckle, "If I didn't know better I would think you want to be your Mommy's little pet slut too."
"Oooooooh please, Mommy, can I come," Brittany whimpered, begging like a dog.
"Fuck yourself to orgasm, my cheerleading slut," Mrs. Charles ordered.
Brittany moaned, "Thaaaaaanked yoooooooou," as she began bouncing back hard onto Mrs. Charles plastic cock.
"Fuck you are such a horny little minx," Mrs. Charles assessed, slapping my sister's ass.
"Oh God, oh God, oh God, fuck, yes, yes, fuck, oooooooooooooooh, God, I'm commmmmmmmmmmming," my sister screamed as we both reached orgasm at the same time, as I coated my underwear with my cum simultaneously as Brittany's juices flooded out of her. Brittany fell forward and Mrs. Charles returned to fucking Brittany.
"Keep coming, slut," Mrs. Charles ordered, as she pumped the plastic cock in and out of my sister's still leaking cunt.
A minute later Brittany begged, "Please stop, I can't take it anymore."
Mrs. Charles pulled the cock out and said, "Clean up my toy, slut."
Brittany, her face red with joy, quickly obeyed, bobbing up and down on the plastic cock licking her own cum. I knew then and there I was going to make her suck my cock. I didn't care that she was my sister....I was going to make her my fucktoy....
I kept recording until she took the cock out of her mouth. Then, I quietly went back down the stairs and out of the house as I prepared my blackmail plan.
2. MANIPULATING MY TEACHER
While I waited down the street, I emailed the video to my account. It was about fifteen minutes before Mrs. Charles came out of my house, her bag of toys over her shoulder. Timing it perfectly, I started walking so that we would meet at the end of my sidewalk.
"Hi, Mrs. Charles," I greeted, startling her.
Her face went red instantly and she stammered, "H-h-h-h-hi Samuel."
"What brings you by my humble home in the middle of summer?" I asked, having fun with my rattled teacher.
I had to give her credit, she was quick. "Oh, I was just hoping to catch your Mom to sign some papers for your scholarship."
"Oh, well she should be back Monday. I'll tell her you stopped by."
"Thanks, Samuel, that would be great," she replied, seemingly a bit relieved.
Knowing her dirty secret somehow gave me a confidence I never had before. "Mrs. Charles, you look very nice."

"Thanks, Samuel," she replied, like she would a child, underestimating me like so many others had done my whole life.
Thinking she was safe, she started walking to her car. A little offended by not being taken as a man, I said, "Mrs. Charles, I love your legs in thigh high stockings."
She froze in her tracks. "Pardon."
"You are wearing thigh high stockings, are you not?" I asked, smiling.
"Why do you think that?" she asked, her worried look back on her face.
"Just a hunch. A sexy woman like you would not wear pantyhose," I smugly said, a suaveness in me I didn't know existed.
"Samuel, what has gotten into you?" she asked, surprised by my aggressiveness.
"Not what was just in my sister," I said, revealing all I knew.
There was a long silence before she gasped, her face instantly going as white as a Ghost's, "Oh my God,"
"Funny, that's what Brittany kept saying when you were fucking her," I quipped.
"Oh Samuel, I can't believe you saw that," she was clearly mortified at being caught.
"Actually, I recorded it," I revealed, piling on the dirt.
"You didn't!" she gasped.
"Would I lie to you, Mrs. Charles?" I asked, moving closer to her.
Frantic, she begged, "Samuel, please don't...I would be ruined."
"I have to ask, Mrs. Charles, how did you and my sister end up fucking?" I asked, purposely being crude, trying to take control of the situation.
"Samuel!" she gasped, clearly surprised by my uncharacteristic behaviour.
"Mommy," I countered, repeating Brittany's words during intimacy.
"Please, Samuel," my teacher pleaded.
"I like a girl who begs," I smiled, before going in for the kill. "What are you willing to do to keep your little secret between just the three of us?"
"Samuel!" she said my name again. "What're you implying?"
"I think you know very well what I'm implying," I countered. My beautiful teacher remained silent until I added, "I want you to suck my cock like Brittany sucked yours."
Her face was now sinfully red as she whispered, "And you will delete the video then."
I lied. "Of course, Mrs. Charles." Although I was already thinking of how I was going to tape her blowing me.
She was trying to figure out how to deal with my offer. I suggested, "The garage."
"Now?" she asked, surprised.
"No time like the present," I shrugged.
She looked around and sighed, "Ok, let's go."
Even though I came only twenty minutes ago, give or take, I was rearing to go again. I led her to our garage and she followed as I slyly pulled my phone out of my pocket and into my hand.
Once in the garage, I closed the door and was surprised when she immediately fell to her knees.
Again quoting the scene I had witnessed earlier today, I said, "You are such an eager little slut, aren't you?"
She looked up to me with an angry look, clearly offended at being called a slut, but she undone I belt and pulled my pants down.
My sticky wetness on my underwear was obvious, I apologized. "Sorry, Mrs. Charles, watching you fuck my sister made me shoot my first wad."
A slight smile crossed her lips as she fished my cock out of my underwear. Although I am nerdy looking, pretty scrawny and still with acne, I was relatively well equipped, a solid eight and a third inches erect (I know, nerdy, but I measured). Her reserved behaviour seemed to fade as she held my cock in her hand. She looked up at me and complimented, "What a nice cock you have Samuel."
"Well, you are the first to ever see it," I admitted.
"If the high school girls knew what you were packing you would have to beat them off with a stick," she said, slowly stroking my cock.
"That I find hard to believe. I don't throw a football or bounce a basketball."
"That may be true," she said, licking my cockhead. "But most girls can't resist a nice big cock and you have a nice big cock." She opened her mouth and leaned forward engulfing it.
I let out a whimper, the feeling of having lips wrapped around my cock a sensation way greater than my wildest fantasies. My teacher took her time, slowly moving back and forth as I awkwardly clicked the record button on my camera and moved my hand to my side to get a great side view. I was thankful I had come recently or I would have shot my load in seconds. I watched in awe as my favorite teacher, my idol, sucked my cock.
After a few minutes of slow sucking, she surprised me and asked, "Did you ever masturbate about me sucking your cock, Samuel?"
"Yes," I moaned, her tongue swirling around my mushroom top.
"Of fucking me on my desk?" she questioned, pushing my buttons.
"God, yes," I admitted.
"How about me being your personal fucktoy?" she continued, before returning to my cock and deep throating me. Amazingly, she held my cock deep in her mouth for a few seconds, causing me to shiver with pleasure.
My pretty teacher allowed my cock to slip out of her mouth. Looking up at me she surprised me when she demanded, "Call me a slut!" she wrapped her lips back around my cockhead and pulled back, treating it like a lollipop. A loud 'pop' sound was released as she relinquished the suction on my cock.
"You slut," I whimpered, so in awe of my first blow job.
"You can do better than that, Samuel," she teased, again stroking my cock. "Make me your slut, baby."
Being called 'baby' turned me on even more, making me to come. I said, grabbing her head and pulling her to me, "Suck my cock my slut teacher. I am going to fill your cocksucking mouth with my cum like the cheap teacher whore you are."
She moaned, clearly turned on by the belittlement, as she began to furiously bob back and forth on my cock.
"Faster, slut," I demanded.
She obliged and I continued to talk nasty to her. "I bet you want my big cock in your cunt, don't you, slut?"
More moans as she continued devouring my cock.
"And feel my hot seed filling your slutty cunt," I added.
Her head was moving faster and faster, continually taking all eight plus inches in her mouth. Unable to last any longer, I grunted, "I'm coming teacher slut. Swallow every drop of my cum or else."
She didn't slow down as I exploded my cum in my favorite teacher's mouth. I couldn't believe how amazing my orgasm felt, unlike any that I had done while on my own. After my balls were emptied, Mrs. Charles slowed down and eventually allowed my still-hard cock to slip out of her mouth.
She stayed on her knees, looked up from her submissive position and asked with a sexy smile, "Was it all you thought it would be?"
"Fuck, yes."
She noticed the phone and smiled, "You are quite the bastard."
"You are quite the slut."
Standing up, she leaned forward and kissed me. Funny, I just realized I got my first blow job before I got my first kiss. Her lips were soft and when she broke it a minute later she said, "Can I assume you will keep your sister and I and you and I a secret?"
"I am not sure that was grammatically correct, Mrs. Charles," I teased.
"You brat," she said, slapping me playfully.
"I never planned to use it against you," I admitted.
Looking at her watch, she said, "Shit, I am late."
"I still want to know how you and Brittany ended up together," I said.
She squeezed my cock and smiled, "Another time, stud."
She turned to leave and I took a risk and said, "Slut, stop."
Thankfully, she did. She turned around with an unreadable look on her face.
"Give me your cell number," I demanded.
"Why is that?" she asked, demurely.
"I plan to fuck you like you desperately want me to," I said, with a confidence in me I didn't know existed.
"You do, do you?" she asked, pulling out a pen from her purse.
"Oh yes, Mrs. Charles. I plan to use you as my slut all summer," I promised, my head spinning with the potential.
She handed me her number and said, "By the way, stud, it is no longer Mrs."
"You're divorced?" I asked, surprised.
"Been separated from him since January, but it's not something I would announce to my students," she said.
"Understandable."
She gave my cock one last squeeze. "Oh yes, I'll be gone for the rest of the weekend, going to the country Jamboree with Mrs. Waters and Ms. Houston."



"Are they sluts too?" I asked, hoping they were.
She laughed. "No, not that I know of. Fuck, you're still stiff as a rock."
I shrugged and said nonchalantly, "I'm the Energizer Bunny of hard-ons."
"That will come in handy very soon," she teased kissing me again.
"Samuel, I have to go. But when I get back, I am going to rock your world. That is a promise."
I stood there my cock still erect and watched as Mrs. Charles, or Ms. Charles or whatever it would be now, sauntered out my garage blowing me a kiss before disappearing. I finally put my cock back in my pants and pondered my good fortune. I pulled out my phone and texted my teacher.
Slut,
I expect you to text me the minute you return. Is that understood?
A minute later I got a return text that rocked my world with only two words.
Yes, Master.
3. BLACKMAILING MY SISTER
I walked into the house and my sister was in her robe in the kitchen.
"What the hell are you doing home?" she asked, surprised to see me.
"Good to see you too," I retorted.
"You aren't staying are you?" she asked.
"Why? Got someone coming over to fuck you?" I said, being crude to her for the first time.
"What did you just say?" she said, fury instantly rising in her.
"Did I use words that were too big for you, sister? I know you barely passed English with Mrs. Charles," I said, purposely mentioning our slut teacher.
I could tell she was startled by me referencing Mrs. Charles, but it never occurred to her that I knew anything. "Just stay out of my way, twerp."
"Yes, Mommy," I replied, quoting her earlier words like I had when conversing with Mrs. Charles.
She again gave me a strange look before stomping away. I smiled and looked at the clock. I would fuck with her for a few hours before trying to make her my slut. I knew incest was wrong and I now had my own beautiful older woman to fuck, but I wanted Brittany. I wanted revenge for all those years of being ridiculed and humiliated by her.
*****
I went upstairs and transferred the videos onto my computer and onto a dropbox. Once done, I burned a DVD for tonight's plan as well. I was amazed at just how well both videos had turned out. I had my blackmailing evidence on a few different media. I resisted the temptation to give myself a quick stroke as I wanted to be ready for what I had in mind...fucking my sister.
Content with the variety of back-ups I had of the videos, I went back downstairs. Brittany wasn't in the house but I saw that she was out back sun-tanning in a bikini. Before today, I had seen her in her bikini a million times and not taken a second glance, but having seen her in the compromising situation I had earlier had me literally drooling at the mouth. In my head I replayed her between Mrs. Charles's legs and then on her knees getting fucked.
It was almost supper so I grabbed some burgers and headed outside to barbeque.
Once outside, I asked my sister, who was now on her back, her firm breasts barely being held in by her bikini top, sister, "I'm barbequing some burgers Brittany. Want me to make you one?"
"Sure," she said, not opening her eyes.
From the barbeque grill, I could survey every curve of her body, a body I was confident would soon be mine. Ignoring me completely, seeing me as just her geek brother, Brittany stood up and stretched, giving me a different angle to survey her curves. She dove into the pool as I cooked the burgers and considered how to use my newfound knowledge.
Brittany came out of the pool, grabbed a towel and headed in the house. I finished cooking the burgers and once done headed inside.
I pulled out all the condiments and made a salad, trying to be the usual geek brother I have always been in the eyes of Brittany. She came down just as I finished getting the table ready dressed in an equally slutty, ridiculously revealing, bikini. Her complete lack of acknowledgement of me as a man only enhanced my eagerness to put her in her place once and for all.
I resisted the urge to reveal my knowledge right then and there.
She actually acknowledged my kindness as she said, "Thanks for the burgers, baby brother," again pushing my buttons. I hated her referencing me as younger because she was born eleven minutes before me.
"You are welcome, big sister," I replied with a double-entendre, implying to her she was older, but I was actually talking about her tits.
She sat down and ate and I waited till she was almost done to start playing with her mind. "Do you know who I saw today?"
"Who?" she asked, barely listening.
"Mrs. Charles," I revealed.
Her head immediately shot up, her face went red and she stammered, "Y-y-you did."
The worry on her face was fun to see. "Yes, right outside our house."
"R-r-really," she again stuttered, worried about what I knew.
I waited a moment. Watching her sweat was fun. "Yeah, apparently she was just going for a walk."
"Oh," Brittany said, flushing with relief.
"But the weird thing was, she was in heels which isn't really the right attire," I added.
"Oh," she said again, clearly trying to come up with a logical reason to defend her teacher.
"So what did you do today?" I asked, changing the conversation, trying to relax her before going for the kill.
Still flustered, but seemingly beginning to think I didn't know about her naughty lesbian tryst with her teacher, lied, "Oh the usual."
"Any plans for tonight?" I asked.
"Lucas is supposed to be coming over," she answered, before adding, "of course, I thought I had the house to myself."
Deciding time was of the essence, particularly if Lucas may be over later, I stirred the pot. "So you two could fuck?"
"Excuse me?" she asked, standing up her face going red with anger instantly.
"I just assumed you and Lucas would use the time to have sex, am I wrong?" I asked, a smugness in my tone I usually didn't have.
"That is none of your fucking business," she snapped, now directly in front of me.
"Of course, you already have been fucked today, haven't you?" I threw at her.
"Pardon?" she gasped.
Her big tits were right in front of me. No longer able to resist the temptation, I shocked her once more by cupping both her breasts.
"What the fuck?" she freaked, slapping my hands away. "You fucking pervert."
"Well, I already watched you get fucked with a strap-on by Mrs. Charles, so I just figured I might as well cop a feel too."
"You did not," she said, shocked by my revelation.
"Actually I got it on video," I shrugged.
"You pervert, I can't believe you would do that," she glared at me, trying her usual tactic of intimidation on me.
"I can't believe you are Mrs. Charles's lesbian slut," I countered. "Does Lucas know you are a cunt-diver?"
She slapped me across the face. "How dare you speak to me that way," she yelled at me.
"You should be nicer to me," I said, not losing my cool.
"Fuck you," she snapped.
"I like that idea," I countered.
"You fucking perv," she shot back, before turning to leave.
"Stop, slut," I said, my tone showing a confidence she would not usually hear from me.
She turned her glare enough to stop most men in their tracks, but I had an ace up my sleeve...the video.
"Big sister, I am going to make this rather clear. You don't do as I say, this tape of you and our teacher goes viral," I informed her.
"You wouldn't?" she said, not yet believing me.
"Bitch, I have spent eighteen years living under your shadow. But that is about to end...now!"
"Really?" she said, still underestimating me.
"How fucking dumb are you," I snapped back. "I am blackmailing you. Do as you're told or I will ruin you."
Her tone shifted from bitchy and threatening to desperate and pleading. "Samuel, please, we can work something out."
"Agreed, we can," I smiled smugly.
She was obviously oblivious to my intent as she sighed, "Great."
Bursting her bubble instantly, I ordered, "Crawl to me, big sister."
"Pardon?" she asked, surprised by my instructions.
"Get on your knees, like you were earlier with Mrs. Charles, and crawl to me," I repeated, my tone condescending, as if I were speaking to a child.
Her glare didn't fade, but she obeyed, even as she said, "I can't believe you are fucking blackmailing me."
I retorted, "I can't believe you fucked our teacher."
She snapped back, unable to play nice, "At least I get fucked."
She obviously was too dumb to realize my true intent still. I countered, with dripping sarcasm, "That you do. Now crawl."
Her whole head was fiery red, even her ears, as she slowly crawled on the kitchen floor to me.
I continued my condescending tone, as I added to the humiliation and power shift, "Good girl."
She looked up with the coldest glare ever, but I ignored it.
She arrived at my feet and I commented, "You must be used to being on your knees."
Suddenly she stood back up, startling me, and then threatened me. "This is over, Sam."
"Fine," I shrugged, "you are about to become an internet sensation."
"How do I even know this video footage exists?"
"Follow me?" I smiled, moving the planned blackmailing of my sister to a more comfortable setting in the living room.
I popped the DVD into our player and asked, "Should I make some popcorn?"
"Fuck off," she snapped, her arms crossed and still standing.
I pressed 'play' and the video started with Brittany's ass up in the air as her body was between Mrs. Charles stocking-clad legs. Brittany whispered, "Shit."
"Oh it gets better," I smiled.
"Shut it off," she demanded.
"We haven't even gotten to you getting fucked," I pointed out.
"Fucking shut it off," she yelled.
I stopped the player and said, "So what is it going to be, big sister?"
"What do you want?" she asked, her tone hinting at defeat.
"To fuck you," I answered.
Her eyes went wide as finally she comprehended my intent. "You got to be kidding me. That is incest," she said, attempting to point out the obvious.
I shrugged. "I am not a big fan of labelling things. I just figure why shouldn't I get a piece of my hot sister?"
"Samuel," she said, her tone shifting to attempting to bargain.
Ignoring her protesting, I interrupted, "On your knees."
"Please," she pleaded.
"Now!"
She was startled by my aggressive tone and lowered herself onto her knees.
I sat down on the couch and ordered, "Crawl to me, big sister."
She again crawled to me and stopped at my feet, her face still fuming red.
"Get on the couch," I ordered.
She did.
"Masturbate for me, big sister," I instructed.
"You got to be kidding me," she said, her repertoire of shock rather limited.
"But get naked first," I added.
She sighed. "You are such a pervert."
"And you are such a slut."
She glared at me. I remained sturdy and repeated the order, "Get naked, Brittany."
Her glare remained, but seemingly accepting her position, took off her bikini top and tossed it at me.
"Like, perv?"
"Very much so," I smiled, staring at her big tits. "Now the bottom."
She again obeyed, giving me a good look at her treasure.
"Now get yourself nice and wet," I ordered.
"I can't believe you are making me do this," she said, but moved her fingers between her legs.
"Open wide," I ordered, "I want to see that cunt of yours."
She again obeyed, revealing a trimmed pussy.
I watched her rub her clit for a couple of minutes before walking over to her and ordering, "Pull out my cock."
"We can't do this," she protested, although she continued rubbing herself.
"Just think of it as another cock," I said, treating her like a slut.
"Fuck off," she said.
"Pull out my cock," I ordered again, ignoring her bitchiness.
"If I do this, you will give me back the video?" she asked.
I lied. "Sure."
Her hand went to my pants and slowly pulled out my already fully erect eight-plus inch cock. A look in her eyes implied she was surprised by my size. I quipped, "Bigger than your football star."
She held my cock in her hands with a look that could only be described as awe. Seeing the size of my cock seemed to turn a switch in my sister as she shifted from reluctant victim to the hungry slut she was.
"Suck it like Mrs. Charles did earlier today," I ordered, revealing another piece of the puzzle.
"She did?" she asked, surprised and yet distracted.
"Yes, she did. A great cocksucker that Mrs. Charles. Let's see if you are better," I said.
Surprising me now, she leaned forward and took my cock into her mouth.
I moaned, "That's it big sister, suck my cock."
She bobbed up and down, taking most of my cock in her mouth. Having already come twice, I was in no hurry and I had bigger intentions for my next load. After a few minutes of my sister being silent because her mouth was stuffed with my cock, something she never was otherwise, I ordered, "Ready to get fucked?"
She took my cock out of her mouth with a surprising hunger in her eyes. Her question seemed more flirty than shocked, "You are not going to fuck your sister, are you?"
"No I am not," I smiled, sitting down, "my sister is going to fuck me."
Something had changed inside her when she saw my cock and she said playfully, slowly stroking it, "Did big sister get baby brother horny?"
"Fuck yes," I moaned softly.
"Is baby brother a virgin?" she asked, continuing her stroking.
"Yeeees," I admitted.
"And you want to lose your virginity to your sister?" she questioned.
Taking control, I grabbed her head and pushed it back onto my cock. She bobbed up and down hungrily, as I asked, "Has my slutty sister ever had such a big cock in her?"
She took my cock out of her mouth and said, "I can't believe what has gotten into you."
"I am looking forward to what is about to be going into you," I countered, her hand still stroking me.
"And no I have not had a cock as big as yours," she admitted. "I can't believe you have been hiding this all these years."
"Enough talk," I smiled. "Bend over."
"You sure know how to woo a lady," she smirked, moving into position.
I stared at her ass, just like I had a few hours ago, before moving behind her. I rubbed my cock at her entrance, feeling the amazing warmth.
"Shove your big snake in me, baby brother," Brittany moaned.
"You want your brother to fuck you?" I asked, loving the power I had over her.
"God yes, fuck your sister," she begged, moving her ass back.
"You will obey me at all times?" I asked, moving my cock away from her wetness.
"Fuck yeeeeeeees," she whined, her frustration obvious as I slid my cock inside her. "Oh god, Sam, fuuuuck," she moaned.
I moaned back, the feeling of being inside a real vagina even more enthralling then imagined.
I pumped my cock in and out of her for a couple of minutes as I got into a comfortable rhythm before she finally spoke. "I can't believe how your cock fills me completely, baby brother."
"Bigger than your boyfriend," I asked again, although I was confident of the answer.
"Waaaaaay bigger," she whimpered, as all eight-plus inches plowed into her. "Fuck, slam that big love stick in me."
Sweat dripped off me as I slammed into her body with each forward thrust. I could tell she was close as she began to bounce back to meet my forward thrusts. "So good, baby brother," she moaned.
I grabbed her hair and said, "Fuck yourself, slut. Get yourself off on your brother's cock."
"You diiiirty boy," she moaned playfully, as she really began bouncing back onto my cock. Her moans increased exponentially and she screamed a minute later, "You are making me come, baby brother."
I felt her cunt lips tighten around my cock like a vacuum, followed by a gushing that exploded out of her as she collapsed forward.
I continued pumping inside her pussy as her orgasm continued through her. Feeling my own orgasm on the rise, I considered my options. I wanted to come inside her, but had no idea if she was on the pill or anything else so I pulled out and ordered, "Suck my cock, my sister slut."
She turned around, an insatiable hunger in her eyes, and devoured my cock eagerly. Although I briefly considered shooting my load inside her, I wanted one last moment of humiliation for her and decided I was going to coat her face with my cum.
Her expert mouth washed my cock with an abundance of saliva and in only a couple of minutes I was about to explode. I waited until the last minute and pulled out and ordered, "Open wide."
She again obeyed, opening her mouth wide like a dog would for a bone, and I shot my cum onto her beautiful face. My first rope of cum shot high onto her forehead and hair, my second rope of cum hit her nose and lips and my last rope of cum filled her mouth. Surprising me once again, she moved forward and took my cock back into her mouth, but this time moved slowly back and forth, taking in every last drop of my seed.
Finally, I pulled out and reached for my phone in my jeans. Brittany, realizing my intent, said, "Sam, please don't."
"I want a reminder of the first time I fucked my pet sister," I said, using the word pet to imply the power I now had over her. Phone in hand, I instructed, "Now smile, my pet."
She obeyed, seemingly liking her new nickname. A few snapshots later, she said, "I can't believe we just did that."
"I can't believe how easy it was to make you my pet," I replied.
"Fuck off," she said, although this time it was playful. "Once I saw what you have been hiding all this time, I was done for."
"Am I that big?" I asked, not having much experience in the size comparison aspect.
"Fuck yes, if girls knew what you had under your geek exterior you would be a very wanted man," she smiled, her hand instinctively going back to my still-hard cock.
"But they never do look past the exterior," I sighed.
"I can get you laid anytime you want, big brother," she said, stressing the word 'big'.
"As if," I said.
"All I have to do is mention I accidentally saw your package and how big it was and one of my girlfriends, well most actually, would be drooling at the mouth. Trust me, people who say size don't matter are lying. It fucking matters...big time," she said, laughing at her own joke, as she again stressed the word 'big'.
"Well, make it happen, my pet," I said, my cock already ready for another round.
"Your pet, am I," she smiled, flirtatiously.
"My slut," I added.
"Hmmmm," she moaned, moving her head towards my cock.
"My slave," I continued, as her lips wrapped around my cock. She bobbed back and forth again until I asked, "Are you ready to be my slave, Brittany?"
She pulled my cock out of her mouth, looked up at me from her submissive position and smiled, "Yes, Master."
THE END
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It was my last summer before college. A mixture of excitement and trepidation flowed through me. The idea of college was exciting as I loved learning, but I was also scared at the thought of being away from my parents and family.
Although I am academically strong, I am socially inept...in other words I am extremely shy. Just the thought of having a stranger as a roommate caused me major anxiety and actual nightmares. I should never have watched that movie Single White Female.
Now I am not a hermit. I have slept with three guys, but none of them came close to getting me off. That only occurred with my fingers and my bullet toy (thank god for Amazon).
I have always loved summer. I am an avid swimmer and feel liberated when in the water; it is like I am a different person. I feel confident in the water and my insecurities wash away. Every day after school, and now every day after work, I go and spend an hour or two in the pool.
Since I was a regular, everyone knew my name including the manager, Michelle Weber. At 38, she was ridiculously fit and her smile radiated a warmth that always made me comfortable. She was very attractive. She always made me feel welcome and was always complimenting me, something that didn't happen at school too often. I mean I am cute, not gorgeous. I am normal weight for my height, not waif-like thin, and I have 34b boobs not massive double Ds like every fake tanned, blonde haired girl at my school seemed to have. No, I was a natural, everyday type of girl.
Being a regular at the pool, I often helped out whenever they were short-staffed and it was one Friday in July that forever changed everything.
.....
I had been at the pool all evening. The weather was even hotter than usual and the pool was crazy busy. I ended up helping to work the snack bar for the last couple of hours so Kara could go be an extra lifeguard. By the time the pool closed I was exhausted. I had already worked my regular day job, swum for two hours and worked for four hours more at the pool.
Michelle thanked me. Her smile always warmed me, as she said, "You are a lifesaver Katherine. I owe you big time."
I smiled back. "Well, since you let me swim here for free every day, I think I still owe you big time."
"Well then, we are even," the older woman smiled as she placed her hand to my arm. "To thank you I insist you come to my little evening gathering at my house."
"When?" I asked, excited to be invited.
"Now," she answered.
"Like now, now?" I asked, surprised.
"No better time than the present, my pet," she smiled, her tone just subtly different than usual, a playfulness that I couldn't quite place at the time.
I felt slightly flustered at the offer and being called 'pet', but attempting to hide my insecurities, I said eagerly, "Lead the way, Michelle."
She grabbed my hand and an electric chill pulsed through me that I couldn't have explained.
She led me to her car and opened the door for me. "In you go, my pet," she purred, her hand touching me the whole time I got in the car.
During the brief drive she asked me lots of questions.
"Do you have a boyfriend?"
"No."
"That's good, men are way too much work," she said, her right hand somehow landing on my leg as she drove. I was distracted by her hand and how excited it made me. Although I sometimes felt an odd tingling towards girls, I had never taken those feelings seriously. Yet, suddenly, I felt a slight dampness down below.
I barely heard her next question. "When was your last boyfriend?"
"A few months," I answered.
"And you haven't got laid since then?" She gasped, as if I was a leper.
"No," I admitted, my face feeling flushed.
"Well, you must have some great toys," Michelle replied.
Although usually I would be incredibly uncomfortable with such personal questions, I felt really comfortable with her and I admitted, "I have a bullet."
"That's it, you poor dear," she said sympathetically, her warm hand distracting me.
All my lesbian thoughts began spinning in my head, even though I was pretty sure she was just being friendly.
"How often do you masturbate?" she asked, her tone curious.
"What?" I asked surprised by the very personal questions.
She responded sweetly, "It's just girl talk, sweetheart." Her hand on my leg still causing my mind and body havoc, I admitted, my cheeks bright red, "Every day."
"Don't be ashamed," Michelle said in a soothing voice, "We all need to be able to look after ourselves."
She pulled into her driveway before any more strange questions were asked. "Welcome to wonderland," Michelle smiled, giving my leg a soft squeeze.
With slight trepidation I followed Michelle into her house. Once inside, she went to the kitchen and I followed as she mixed a couple of martinis. She handed me one and said, "These are like an orgasm in a glass".
I took the drink and took a sip. "Wow, that is really good."
"I know, it's my own invention," she offered with a smile. "I just love giving girls orgasms."
"Well, you had me at the first sip," I joked, parodying my favorite movie.
"Oh, I hope that is true," she said in a way that had me weak at the knees, anticipating something more. She added, "Take a seat sweetheart, I am going to change."
I sat down and sipped on my martini as I wondered when the others would arrive.
When she returned, she was in a two-piece white bikini that showcased every curve of her body. I watched her come down the stairs in slow motion. I always knew she was beautiful, but in this bikini she became a goddess.
Once she got to the bottom of the stairs her radiant smile warming me again she suggested, "Let's go to the hot tub."
I asked trying to hide my nerves. "Where are the others?"
"I am sure they will be here soon," she smiled as she bent down, her breasts in my face briefly as she grabbed my hand and pulled me up.
She held my hand and led me out her back door to her large hot tub. I took off my t-shirt and followed her in.
Michelle complimented me. "You have an amazing body, Katherine."
"I do not," I protested, self-conscious about my body.
"You need to stop feeling insecure about your body, my dear," Michelle scolded, before ordering, "Turn around."
I was mortified by the request, but strangely excited. I turned around nervously.
"Katherine, you have a nice ass, a tight body and I have always admired your perky breasts," Michelle raved, sending chills up my body even as my cheeks went red.
I turned back to face her and whispered, "Thanks."
"I don't want to hear any more of that self-criticizing, my dear, you are a beautiful young lady," she said, walking over to me.
I shivered in anticipation as she reached towards me. Her hands went to my cheeks and she leaned in and kissed me. My body weakened and I melted into her the instant her lips touched mine. All those lingering thoughts of my sexuality were answered in one tender kiss. I opened my mouth and felt her tongue slip between my lips and I moaned into her mouth. The kiss probably lasted less than ten seconds, but for me time stood still and my life was forever altered.
When she broke the kiss, she smiled and said, "Follow me, my dear."
In a daze, I followed the seductress into her hot tub. I sat across from her, my mind a muddled mess. Michelle's smile never left as she spoke. "Katherine, I have had my eye on you for a while."
"You have?" I asked, unable to fathom such a statement.
"Oh yes, my sweet," she said, moving beside me.
"Oh my," I whispered, realizing what was about to happen.
"You want to be my pet, don't you Katherine?" she asked, her hand under the water going to my leg.
I was unsure what she meant, but my trust in her allowed me to answer without full understanding as I stammered, "I-I-I think so."
"You are not sure?" she asked, her hand slowly slithering up as she leaned into me.
"I-I-I have never d-d-done this before," I admitted.
"I know, my pet," she whispered seductively, her hot breath doing wonders on my ear.
I let out another soft uncontrollable moan, my body controlling my every thought and movement.
"So I will ask you again Katherine, do you want to be my pet?" Michelle asked me.
Although I had no idea what such a confirmation entailed, I didn't hesitate knowing I would do anything she asked me at the moment, "Yes."
"Yes, what?" she asked, her tongue swirling in my ear.
"Yes, I want to be your pet," I announced, my body on fire like it had never been before.
"You will be a good pet?" she questioned, her teeth tugging on my ear.
"Yeeeees," I whimpered, my eyes closed.
"You will obey like a good girl?" she questioned, her hand now between my legs and gently tracing my pussy lips.
"Aaaaaah, yes," I moaned, my mind barely processing her words.
"Take off your bikini top, my pet," she ordered.
I opened my eyes and turned to look into hers. My anxiety must have been obvious as she asked, "Do you trust me, Katherine?"
"Yes," I answered without hesitation, trusting her completely.
"Good, then just let go of your insecurities and give yourself to me," she instructed, her voice so soothing and comforting.
"Ok," I agreed, hypnotized by her words and eyes.
"Just do as I say, my pet," she said soothingly.
"Ok," I repeated, completely under her spell.
"Take off your bikini top, my pet. Let me see those titties of yours," she instructed.
The word 'titties' startled me, but I was way too far gone to turn back now. I didn't hesitate this time as I nervously obeyed, revealing my small breasts to her.
"Hmmm," she purred, as she assessed my breasts. She cupped them in her hands as she said, "Such perfect perky titties."
I watched as she leaned forward and took my left nipple in her mouth. Her tongue swirled around my nipple, bathing me with her warmth. A minute later she took my right nipple in her mouth and replicated her sweet seduction.
When she took her mouth away from my erect nipples, she looked into my eyes and ordered, "Stand up and take off your bikini bottoms, my pet."
Suddenly insecure again, I asked, "Is anyone else coming?"
"No, my pet. Tonight is all about you," she smiled, before ordering, "Now I don't want any more hesitation from you, is that clear?"
"Yes," I replied, not wanting to disappoint her.
"You will be such a good pet, won't you?" she smiled.
I was unsure what she meant, but I agreed, "Yes, I will be a good pet."
"Now take off your bikini bottoms," she repeated her earlier instruction.
I stood up, suddenly not nervous, suddenly feeling sexy and wanted. I pulled the strings that was hiding my pussy and allowed my bikini bottom to fall to the ground. I now stood completely naked in front of the much older and more experienced Michelle.
"Delicious," she purred, surveying my body.
I blushed again, the compliment warming every pore of my body.
"Did any of the boys eat that sweet pussy of yours?" she asked.
"No," I admitted, still standing completely naked and vulnerable, "they always just wanted me to suck them off or have sex with me."
"I bet you taste heavenly," she said, devouring me with her predator's eyes. "Sit on the edge of the hot tub, my pet, I want to taste your sweetness."
I again obeyed the order, putting my legs back in the hot water.
"Open up," she ordered, moving my legs apart.
Although incredibly nervous, I shivered again with anticipation, craving nothing else than the pleasure I was sure was coming soon.
"My pet could use a trim," she assessed, her face now between my legs, before I closed my eyes and felt her tongue on my pussy.
I moaned as her tongue made contact and as she licked my pussy I couldn't believe such pleasure existed. My orgasm began to build instantly and I was unable to control my breathing. I wanted the pleasure to last forever, but such sensations overwhelmed me and in a couple of minutes I climaxed.
If the pleasure of her licking was amazing, the orgasm that followed was the perfect euphoria, as I literally saw fireworks exploding as my entire body quake with an ecstasy I didn't know could exist.
When I finally opened my eyes, a smiling Michelle said, "That one is free. The rest you will have to work for."
Still catching my breath, I replied, "Oh my God, I will do anything to feel like that again."
"Anything?" she smiled, taking off her bikini top.
I stared at Michelle's massive breasts and knew I wanted to feel them in my hands, to taste them in my mouth. I agreed, "Yes, anything." I slipped into the tub and being aggressive, cupped her massive breasts.
She smiled, "Go ahead, my lez pet, play with my titties."
I was like a kid with a new toy. I leaned forward and sucked on her erect nipples, trying to replicate what she had done to me moments earlier. "That feels nice, my dear," Michelle encouraged, assisting in building my confidence.
I spent an eternity making love to her breasts, her titties, her soft moans bringing euphoria to me, until she instructed, "Let's retire to my bedroom, my dear."
She took my hand and led me back into the house, where my phone was ringing.
"I should get that," I said, assuming it was my Mother whom I had not called to say I would be late.
"Go ahead, my dear. I will be upstairs getting even more comfortable," she teased, before adding, "Tell her you are staying overnight at a friend's."
"Ok," I said sheepishly. Grabbing the phone, I talked to my slightly anxious Mother, as I am never one to be home late. Once I calmed her down and told her I was at a small gathering with people from the pool she relaxed and I told her I would see her tomorrow.
I took a deep breath and realized I was standing in Michelle's house completely naked. I shook my head at the strange twist of events that had led me here, before I headed up the stairs and into her room.
Once in the room, I saw her sitting on the edge of her bed. She smiled, "Are you allowed to sleep over my pet?"
My face blushed at her sultry tone as I said, "Yes, you are stuck with me all night."
"Oh, what will we do," she mocked, her sexy smile making me weak at the knees. Her eyes had me hypnotized and I was becoming the pet she asked me to be...eager and obedient. She beckoned me over with her hand. I went to her eager to finish what I had just started...to be the good pet I promised I would be. Her smile warmed me as she asked, "Ready to please me?"
"Yes," I shivered with eager anticipation.
She pulled me in for another intoxicating kiss. It was the one who broke the kiss, desperate to feel her, to taste her, to please her. I pushed her on her back and she chuckled playfully, "Eager are we?"
I moved to her neck and began giving butterfly kisses. I slowly moved down her neck to her voluptuous breasts. I nibbled, I licked, and I kissed, never wanting to leave this moment. Finally, I slithered past her belly button to her still-covered vagina.
She lifted her ass up and I silently tugged her bikini bottom down her perfectly tanned legs. As I did, I splattered kisses all down her left leg. Once I had her last piece of clothing discarded, I slowly moved back up kissing every inch of her right leg until I reached her treasure.
I just stared at her shaved pussy, something that had never occurred to me before this moment, although I knew I would soon be shaving as well.
"Go ahead my dear," Michelle purred, "Lick my pussy."
It was all the guidance I needed as I leaned forward, extended my tongue and began licking. Although I had tasted myself out of curiosity, tasting the real thing was something indescribable. Her wetness was tangy and sweet and instantly addicting. At first I explored her pussy with slow tentative licks, but as her wetness increased, her addictive scent reached my senses and her moans echoed in my head, and I became eager to bring her pleasure even vaguely as great as she had given me back in the hot tub.
"That's it baby," she moaned, before instructing, "Lick my clit."
"Kkkkkk," I moaned from between her legs, moving up a smidge to take her swollen clit in my mouth. I swirled my tongue around her clit and put as much pressure as I could on it at the same time. I was rewarded by increased moans, which made me increase my licking.
"That's it baby, you have a devilishly wicked tongue, my pet," she moaned, and the flattery sent a chill up my spine.
I concentrated on bringing her the best orgasm I could possibly give and as she got close she got very animated. "Oh yes, fuck my pet, faster baby, lick Mommy's cunt, yes, fuuuuuck, yeeeees."
I was rewarded with a powerful gush of her juices as she came from my novice pussy licking. I savored her cum as if it was the nectar of the gods...so perfect...so addictive...so life altering. For me every doubt of whether I might be a lesbian or not faded in this moment of perfection.
Finally I moved up and lay beside her even as the last remnants of her orgasm trembled through her.
She opened her eyes and smiled. "You are a very quick learner."
"I have been told that before," I smiled back.
"Did you enjoy yourself, my pet?" she asked, her hand on my leg.
"Immensely," I replied, before asking, "How did you know?"
"I could see it in your eyes. Your insecurity spoke volumes and truthfully I desperately wanted to fuck you," she admitted, standing up.
"Oh my," I replied, surprised by her frankness. I watched her go to her closet, bending down to showcase her perfect ass before she returned with a big toy.
"I wasn't kidding, sexy. I am going to fuck you like no man ever has," she promised as she put the harness on her hips, a big black cock staring at me.
I stared in shock, my pussy dampening at the thought of her fucking me.
"How do you like to be fucked, my pet?" she asked.
"However you want me," I replied, my submissive nature coming out.
"Get on all fours, my pet," she ordered, turning me into a puppy.
I quickly obeyed as I felt her return to the bed and then put her hands on my ass. A chill again rocketed up my spine with anticipation as I felt the cockhead on my thigh.
"Ready to be fucked, my pet?" she asked, as she rubbed the cock up and down my pussy lips.
"Oh God yes," I moaned.
"Say it," she ordered, teasing me relentlessly.
I was not one to swear usually, but all I wanted at that moment was that plastic cock in me. I begged, "Oh God, Michelle, please fuck me...aaaaaaaaaah." Instantly she slipped the head of the lengthy cock inside me.
She paused and asked, "How does that feel, my pet?"
"Soooooo good," I moaned.
"Want more, my dear?" she questioned, her hand caressing my ass.
"Please," I whimpered. I felt more of the cock filling me and I moaned, "Oh yeeeeeees."
Soon I was completely full of her plastic cock and she again stopped. "Do you want me to fuck you, Katherine?"
"Oh yes, please," I begged, desperate to feel her fuck me.
Instantly I felt hard deep thrusts in me. After the tenderness of her tongue on my pussy earlier, this was the polar opposite. She pounded my pussy; with each thrust her body collided into mine. I grabbed the end of the bed for support as my body was ravished. Quickly we got into a good rhythm and I was in euphoria again.
I could feel my orgasm building after a few minutes of hardcore fucking, when she suddenly pulled out and rolled onto her back. "Ride me, my pet," she instructed.
I again obeyed, straddling the big cock and lowering myself on it. I would never do this with any of my boyfriends as I was too self-conscious, but with Michelle it seemed natural for her to watch me. Once the cock was fully in me, I began to bounce up and down, desperate to rekindle the orgasm that had began to subside. It didn't take long before I was riding the cock furiously before she pulled me down and we kissed again as she began to buck her ass up to fuck me again. The kissing was passionate and intense as she fucked me hard. I continually moaned into her mouth until I could no longer hold back and I screamed, "I'm comiiiiiiiiiing." I completely collapsed on top of Michelle as my second orgasm quaked through my body. I had never come more than once and never close to this hard as the sensations had me in a state of complete euphoria.



I was again surprised as she flipped me onto my back and buried her face between my legs, licking my cum. This new pleasure while I was still in the throes of orgasm, was so intense that it brought even greater pleasure than I thought possible. Finally, once the last remnants of my orgasm had pulsed through my body, I had to push her away as it shifted from pleasure to tickling, which made no sense.
She moved back up and assessed. "It tickled?"
"Yes, sorry," I was barely able to say, still out of breath.
"You are so beautiful," the older seductress said to me.
"Thank you," I replied, for the first time in my life believing a compliment that was given to me.
"You look exhausted," she said, her fingers doing small circles on my hand.
"Sorry, you utterly sapped all the energy in my body with that second orgasm," I admitted, unable to hold in a yawn.
"It's ok, my pet," she smiled leaning in for a kiss. "We have all summer to explore every inch of your body."
And that is what we did....
THE END
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Catching Mommy: A Shocking Secret
Summary: 18-year-old daughter learns her Mom is a submissive lesbian.
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Note 2: Another thanks goes to Goamz86, LaRascasse and MAB7991 for plot suggestions.
Note 3: Lastly, a thank you to all my readers who vote, leave comments, make suggestions and request sequels or new stories. This story is an amalgam of many suggestions over the past year, and has been percolating since 2010.
Note 4: Because two of the characters are English I will sometimes use English or UK words, such as arse (for ass...it sounds so much dirtier in my opinion).
Note 5: Although part one does not have direct incest, future incest is implied (although we are a couple parts away from real incest).
Catching Mommy: A Shocking Secret
I love sex!
I mean I really love it!
And although I like the odd cock in me, I prefer women...always have.
For whatever reason, older women have also always taken a liking to me. I just seem to exude a sexual aura that has older women, straight or bi, falling all over themselves to be with me. Within three weeks of turning 18, I had slept with three older women: a neighbor, a friend of my Mom's and the mother of one of my best friends. All three came onto me and all three ended up being personal play-things, always ready and willing, and ever so able.
But for now this is the story of how my mother became my personal sex slave.
It was early March of my graduating year, when I learned a secret about Mother that would change everything. Blackmailing her to become my personal slave had never occurred to me, even though she is a fucking knockout. She is pretty much me, but 25 years older. Her breasts were as large as mine and firm (she worked out every day), her legs were long like mine, her hair the same blonde and her eyes the same blue. We were truthfully often mistaken as sisters, something that my mother obviously reveled in.
It all started on a day when I decided to stay home from school. I slept till almost lunchtime. After the good sleep I was feeling better, but figured I would stay home and relax; why go to one more boring Chemistry class? I decided to play on the computer, but mine was being repaired so I logged onto Mom's laptop. She never let me use it, but on my third guess I got her password. I checked my e-mail, downloaded some new tunes, surfed the net and so forth when I noticed my Mom's email flashing on the bottom. I clicked on it and she had three new emails. I never planned to read them, but you know what they say, curiosity killed the cat. I wouldn't say that was the case, but curiosity definitely changed everything. I skipped the new ones because Mom would notice that they had been read, but then I saw a few from someone called Mistress Olivia. I clicked and read one:
From: Slut Sarah
To: Mistress Olivia
Time: 11:58 pm February 20, 2008
Subject: Mission Completed
Mistress,
I have fulfilled your demand as commanded. Your friend Katrina has a beautiful pussy. Her mother almost walked in on us. We heard her coming up the stairs and I had to hide under the bed. Her Mom came in and asked if something was wrong. Katrina asked why and her mother said she thought she heard some strange sounds. Katrina laughed and said no she was just studying for a test. The fear of getting caught was a major turn-on Mistress and after her Mom left again I finished pleasing Katrina.
Your obedient slut,
Sarah
I was fucking flabbergasted. My Mom was a submissive slut? To whom? She was the most confident woman I have ever met. She was the reason I was so confident. When daddy dearest became abusive, she packed us up and moved us across the fucking ocean, from England to America. She took shit from nobody, which was what made her such a great prosecutor and why she was hired by the City of Boston. Yet, here she was being told what to do by some Olivia. I searched my mother's emails and saw a folder called Olivia. The emails dated back to February 17th. I also looked at her msn friends' folder. She had about 40 friends, all women, some from back home, and one was Olivia. I clicked on history and was floored. The first date was New Year's Eve. I was in the UK visiting friends over the holiday break during that time. What the hell did Mommy dearest do while I was away?
I clicked on the first log:
December 31, 2007 22:30:11
Olivia: Hi, your profile picture is very flattering.
Sarah: Thanks.
Olivia: I will be honest with you. Your profile interested me. I am an 18 year old high school student. I like to dominate older women. I am looking for a new slut. British women turn me on. Are you looking for a mistress?
Sarah: I am not sure.
Olivia: Ok, bye.
(Olivia has left chat)
Sarah: Hello?
Sarah: Hello?
Sarah: Um, sorry but it was a surprising question.
Sarah: I think I might be looking for a mistress.
Sarah: Hello...
Sarah: 

January 1, 2008 11:23:14
Sarah: Hello.

January 1, 2008 13:44:11
Sarah: Hello.

January 1, 2008 16:00:31
Sarah: Olivia?

January 1, 2008 19:54:27
Sarah: Olivia?
Sarah: Hi.

January 1, 2008 21:39:23
Sarah: You there?

January 1, 2008 23:21:26
Sarah: I will try again tomorrow.

January 2, 2008 17:43:02
Sarah: Olivia, you there?
Sarah: Hello.
Sarah: I looked at your picture. You are beautiful. Your green eyes are hypnotic, your luscious lips are tantalizing and I have a weak spot for redheads.
Sarah: How can I please you?
Olivia: Tell me one secret about yourself.
Sarah: Thank you for responding.
Olivia: Don't disappoint me again.
Sarah: Understood.
Olivia: Good, because I have many older woman very eager to be trained by me.
Sarah: I will obey.
Olivia: So let's start by telling me one secret about yourself.
Sarah: I had a Mistress throughout college and have recently begun to crave that feeling of obedience and submission I long ago quit being a part of.
Olivia: So you have been dominated by a woman?
Sarah: Yes.
Olivia: When?
Sarah: In college.
Olivia: Tell me the story.
Sarah: My roommate in college was a year older than I and she seduced me the second month we were together.
Olivia: What was her name?
Sarah: Sarah.
Olivia: Thus the user name?
Sarah: Yes.
Olivia: What is your real name?
Sarah: Kate.
Olivia: Good girl. Go on with your story.
Sarah: Well, I came home upset after being dumped by some man because I wouldn't put out and she consoled me. We drank a bit and eventually she kissed me. She then simply slipped out of her robe, slid off her knickers, and demanded I eat her pussy. I had never even considered doing such a thing, yet it never even occurred to me to disobey her command. From that night on, I was her submissive sex toy. I ate her pussy every day it seemed and she often fucked me with a variety of different toys. I also fucked her, but she never, not even once, ate my pussy. The situation was clear: I was the lesbian slave and she was in charge.
Olivia: It ended?
Sarah: Yes. This lifestyle existed all four years of college and then we went our separate ways.
Olivia: What happened after college?
Sarah: I got a job, met a guy, got knocked up, got married and lived happily ever after. Until he got abusive a couple of years ago and I moved to America to start over.
Olivia: You have not been with ANY other women since then?
Sarah: No.
Olivia: Interesting.
Sarah: I liked your profile too.
Olivia: What do you like about it?
Sarah: Well you're gorgeous, I got wet just looking at you and imagining submitting to you in real life. But I am fascinated that you like Jane Austen. Your favorite band is Chicago (how many other teens could even name a song by them?) and you also like stockings.
Olivia: Stockings = power.
Sarah: I have pairs of knee high silk stockings to wear on my hands to masturbate myself. The feel of them touching me is orgasmic.
Olivia: I always wear stockings.
Sarah: I wear pantyhose to work every day.
Olivia: Actual pantyhose?
Sarah: Yes. But only sheer sandalfoot ones.
Olivia: Sheer-check. Sandalfoot-check. Pantyhose -- no.
Sarah:?
Olivia: My subs only wear stay-ups, thigh highs, or garter and stockings.
Sarah: Oh. I have a garter and stockings, but I haven't worn them since who knows when.
Olivia: When was the last time you had sex?
Sarah: Over a year.
Olivia: Mission 1.
Sarah:?
Olivia: I will give you missions to see if you are qualified to continue talking to me and maybe eventually qualify for complete submission to me.
Sarah: Um...Ok.
Olivia: Mission 1-Go and buy a variety of new stockings.
Sarah: Ok.
Olivia: Now.
(Olivia has left chat)
I click on my Mom's profile and was surprised. At least she didn't use her real name, but she had offered up her real name to Olivia already.
Profile
Name: Sarah
Age: 43
Nationality: UK (Now with dual UK-USA citizenship)
Location: Boston
Weight: Average
Height: Tall
Interests: Reading, movies, work
Books: Anything by Jane Austen
Bands: Chicago, Duran Duran, U2
Orientation: Gay Curious
Sexual Preference: Younger girls
Perversions: Submission, stockings, domination
I clicked on Olivia's profile and almost shit myself. Olivia, the girl who appeared to be my Mom's mistress, was a student at my school. Not just any student either. She was the head cheerleader, a rich bitch and my nemesis. Since my arrival, we had been at war. I clearly threatened her spot on the top of the popularity chain, what with my amazing good looks, great fashion and perfect body, and modesty.
Profile
Name: Olivia
Age: 18
Location: Boston
Weight: Skinny
Height: Average
Interests: Reading, writing, dancing
Books: Pride and Prejudice
Bands: Chicago
Orientation: Bi
Sexual Preference: Girls, Girls, Girls (A decent song too)
Perversions: Cheerleaders, teachers, submissive girls, stockings, power, I AM A DOMME LOOKING FOR OLDER SLUTS TO TRAIN!!!
I went to my Mom's drawer and found her knee high stockings. I sniffed them. Yep, she still masturbated with them. I put one on my hand and, after sliding off my knickers, I started touching myself ever so gently, while I continued to read about my Mom's sexual debauchery.
January 2, 2008 22:38:38
Sarah: Olivia?
Sarah: You there?
Sarah: I bought some stockings as instructed.

January 2, 2008 23:59:37
Sarah: Olivia?
Sarah: I am wearing a pair right now.
Sarah: A black pair with matching knickers and a nightie.
Sarah: Goodnight.
January 3, 2008 08:33:12
Sarah: I have to go to work for a few hours. I should be back by 4.
January 3, 2008 16:12:48
Sarah: I'm back.
Olivia: Hi, slut. Tell me what you bought.
Sarah: I bought stay-ups or thigh highs, whatever you call them in mocha (3 pairs), beige (2 pairs), black (3 pairs), red (1 pair), white (2 pairs). I also bought a pair of black, white and tan stockings for my garter-belt.
Olivia: What are you wearing right now?
Sarah: Mocha thigh highs, a black business skirt and blazer and a white blouse.
Olivia: I see. Just a minute.
Olivia: Sorry, I am also online with another slave. One that has completed her training.
Sarah: 
Olivia: Play your cards right and you too can be my slave too.
Sarah: 
Olivia: What kind of toys do you own?
Sarah: One vibrator.
Olivia: Really? I guess we know what your next mission is.
Sarah: Get more toys?
Olivia: Of course. You will need a couple more vibrators, a strap-on for me to fuck you with if the time comes, a butt plug and some sort of vibrating toy to wear in your pussy while you are at work.
Sarah: OK.
Olivia: Later. And for now on I expect you naked except for stockings and heels. Is that understood, slut?
Sarah: Yes.
Olivia: Good, you just may be worth my time. Goodnight, I have to go and train another slave.
(Olivia has left chat)
I immediately went searching for the toys. It took a bit of searching, but hidden in the back of her closet in a box marked taxes was a variety of toys. It was substantially above the list in the chat. She had a strap-on, a few vibes, a couple of butt plugs (one way too big for any normal person), anal beads, a double-ended dildo, handcuffs, and a variety of lotions and lubes.
I went back to the laptop, my stocking-covered hand slowly teasing my cunt, while I continued reading.
January 10,2008, 20:00:12
Sarah: Hi.
Sarah: Dressed as expected.
Olivia: How would that be?
Sarah: Naked, except in my thigh highs and heels.
Olivia: Good slut.
Sarah: Thank you.
Olivia: Did you buy a vibrating egg as expected?
Sarah: Yes.
Olivia: Good. Tomorrow I expect you to take the egg you purchased and wear it in your cunt all day tomorrow at work.
Sarah: But I have a trial.
Olivia: That's no excuse.
(Olivia has left chat)

January 10, 2008, 20:03:19
Sarah: I am so sorry...I will wear the egg as you requested.
Sarah: Please forgive your slut.
Sarah: U own me.

January 11, 2008, 18:23:41
Sarah: I am home...
Sarah: Mistress?
Sarah: Please Mistress? I will do anything u command!
Olivia: Mistress, I like that. But that is twice now you have questioned my instructions.
Sarah: Twice?
Olivia: Yes, when I asked if you were looking for a Mistress and when you hesitated over putting the egg in your olds cunt.
Sarah: Oh, I am so sorry.
Olivia: U need to be punished.
Sarah: Yes Mistress.
Olivia: Is your daughter home?
Sarah: No.
Olivia: Good. Go into her room and grab her pillow.
Sarah: OK.
Sarah: Back.
Olivia: Are you dressed as asked?
Sarah: Yes, Mistress.
Olivia: Fuck yourself to an orgasm.
Olivia: Imagine u r on your knees pleasing my young, ripe, shaved cunt.
Olivia: Imagine I have just exploded my juices all over ur slut face.
Olivia: Imagine me fucking ur sloppy cunt with my strap-on, ur daughter in the room beside us.
Sarah: I just came.
Olivia: Rub ur whore cunt all over your daughter's pillow case.
Sarah: OMG!
Olivia: NOW!!!
Sarah: Yes, Mistress.
Olivia: Dry yourself completely!
Sarah: Done.
Olivia: Go return the pillow to ur daughter's bed.
Sarah: Yes, Mistress.
Sarah: I did it.
Olivia: Good slut. U just may be worthy yet of being my sub slut.
Sarah: Understood.
Olivia: I won't be online for a couple of weeks. I have finals and then my family and I are going skiing up in Canada.
Sarah: 
Olivia: While I am gone, I expect u to continue wearing only thigh highs and stop wearing panties. Understood?
Sarah: Yes, Mistress.
Olivia: Good, I also expect u to have a butt plug in ur ass whenever ur daughter is home.
Sarah: Understood.
Olivia: Talk 2 u in a couple of weeks.
(Olivia has left chat)
I couldn't believe it. Olivia somehow knew that she was my mother and was using her against me. I couldn't believe my mother would use my pillow to clean her pussy, but apparently she did. I tried to recall anything out of the ordinary with my pillow back then, but nothing came to mind. I did recall commenting to my Mother quite a while ago that she was walking funny. Now I know why.
Although my pussy was on fire as I read the sordid adventures of my mother, my anger was also bubbling at the thought of that bitch Olivia using my mother.
The next few e-mails in late January and early February were all trivial things but my Mother was slowly submitting to the bitch. She had fucked herself at work, she had apparently worn my panties, came in them and put them back in my drawer and she had attempted to fist herself. Then in mid-February came this one.
February 11, 2008 17:22:34
Olivia: You are ready for the final stage of your submission. I have created a new e-mail for you to communicate with me. It is submissivesarah. I will now start sending your missions via e-mail.
Sarah: Yes Mistress. Thank you very much.
Olivia: Be sure to check it often, as missions may turn up at any Moment. Pass these final tests and you will become my sub slave.
Sarah: I eagerly obey.
Olivia: Now go fuck your ass with one of your toys, thinking of me fucking not only you, but your daughter.
Sarah: Thank you Mistress.
What the fuck? Fucking me too? This was getting past the point of ridiculous. I could feel my cheeks getting red with anger; how dare that bitch use my mother to get to me! That was the last chat. I went back to her e-mails and the first one was dated a couple of days later.
From: Mistress Olivia
To: Slut Sarah
Time: 7:14 pm Wednesday February 13, 2008.
Subject: Valentine's Day present!
Your mission is to be at my house at exactly 6:00PM tomorrow. My parents will be out for Valentine's Day till 10 or so. Wear all red.
Mistress Olivia
**********
From: Slut Sarah



To: Mistress Olivia
Time: 7:17 pm Wednesday February 14th, 2008.
Subject: Re: Valentine's Day present.
I will be there.
Your hopeful servant.
**********
From: Mistress Olivia
To: Slut Sarah
Time: 10:02 pm Thursday February 14th, 2008.
Subject: U R Now my Slut
You passed the test. You will make a good little slut. You understand now what the expectations are right?
Complete and utter faithfulness!
Mistress Olivia
**********
Unable to control myself, I closed my eyes and imagined what my arch-enemy must have done to my Mother. It would have been extreme and humiliating, just like the way she treats 99% of the students at my school.
I tried to resist the image, but all that continued to play in my head while I rubbed my clit was my mother on her knees, between the legs of the bitchy redhead, begging to please her. I heard my mother offer, "Yes, I will seduce my daughter and bring her to you." I rubbed myself faster imagining my slutty mother trying to seduce me and came hard all over her knee high stocking. Like my slutty mother, I rubbed my cum all over it before taking it off and putting it back in the drawer.
I returned to reading the e-mails.
From: Slut Sarah
To: Mistress Olivia
Time: 11:33 pm Thursday February 14, 2008.
Subject: U R Now my Slut
Dear Mistress,
Thank u so much for accepting me as your slut.
Your obedient, loyal servant,
Kate
I noticed the name change. I shook my head, still baffled how my strong-headed Mom could have allowed herself into such a situation. I skimmed a couple of e-mails that repeated the Mistress/sub theme and then stopped dead in my tracks when I read one about me.
From: Mistress Olivia
To: Slut Sarah
Time: 8:43 pm Saturday February 23, 2008
Subject: Ur daughter
Slut,
I want u to begin the seduction of Victoria. How u do this is up 2 u, but I want her on her knees, ready to serve me, by the end of March.
Mistress Olivia
**********
From: Slut Sarah
To: Mistress Olivia
Time: 9:51 pm Saturday February 23, 2008
Subject: Re: Ur daughter
Mistress Olivia,
I understand ur request. But I may need ur help. I really don't know how 2 go about seducing my daughter.
I badly want 2 please u, but how do I even begin?
Your confused slut
Kate
**********
From: Mistress Olivia
To: Slut Sarah
Time: 11:15 am Sunday February 24, 2008
Subject: How 2 seduce ur daughter
Slut,
Only a real whore would even consider seducing their daughter. It makes me wet thinking about it. My suggestion is to start slow with Victoria. Begin complimenting her more, touch her more and show more skin. Attempt to bring up conversations about sex.
Good luck, once u have accomplished this task, I will reward u with ur very own sub.
I look forward to Victoria on her knees ready to submit to me unconditionally like her slut mother.
Mistress Olivia
Reading my name in such an e-mail was shocking. I started to think about the past couple of weeks and realized that Mother had done everything Olivia had suggested. She had complimented my outfits, my hair, and my make-up. She had offered and given me two neck massages and she had definitely been dressing more provocatively lately. I just assumed she had met a man.
As I was about to click on an e-mail titled, "Seduction is going slow", I heard the door open. I looked at the clock. It was only 2. There was no way she should be home. I quickly exited out of her e-mail and computer, but I heard her coming up to her room and I heard another voice. I quickly went to my room through our joint bathroom. Just as I returned to my room, I heard a very familiar girl's voice order, "No! Not in your room, slut. I want you to eat me on your daughter's bed."
"Yes, Mistress," I heard my Mother respond. I just got back to my bathroom when my door opened.
I couldn't see the girl yet, but heard her demand, "Bitch, we only have an hour so get to work."
My mother replied, "Yes, Mistress Olivia."
I let out a quiet gasp. I reached for my Iphone, repositioned myself so I could see and began making a video of my Mother and the bitch. I didn't know what I would use it for yet, but getting revenge on Olivia was definitely part of my yet to be formulated plan. I watched in stunned silence, like I was watching a shockingly dirty porn movie.
Olivia sat on the edge of my bed, pulled off her sundress and opened her legs wide. My Mom fell to her knees and buried her head between the legs of her Mistress and my arch enemy.
For the next few minutes Olivia belittled my Mother, "Yes, suck my clit, slut," and "That's it, you like my young pussy don't you," and "Deeper dyke, shove your tongue inside me." Finally, I heard Olivia scream and collapse back on my bed. "I'm coming slave, keep licking, you fucking bitch."
Once Olivia had recovered, she ordered, "Slut, go get the strap-on. I want to fuck you on your daughter's bed."
"Yes, Mistress Olivia," my Mother obediently replied, and got off her knees and began walking my way. I quickly jumped in the tub and hid behind the curtain. I held my breath when I heard footsteps followed by the clear sound of someone, Olivia, peeing.
My Mother returned, just as the sound of peeing ended. Olivia ordered, "Slut, please clean up my piss."
I couldn't see anything, but I assume my Mother licked the last remnants of Olivia's golden liquid from her pussy. After a few seconds, Olivia ordered, "Get on your daughter's bed."
When I was sure they were gone, I got out of my hiding spot and returned to my voyeur position. My Mom was now naked, except for her thigh high stockings and heels and was on all fours. Olivia, completely naked, had the seven-inch strap-on around her perfect waist, and was crawling onto my bed. I began taping with my Iphone again.
"Ready for your Mistress to fuck you, slut?"
"Yes, Mistress Olivia," my Mother replied.
"On your daughter's bed?"
"Yes, Mistress Olivia."
"Are you looking forward to watching me fuck your daughter with this big thick cock?" Olivia asked, spanking my Mom's ass with the plastic toy.
"Yes, Mistress Olivia, very much so."
"Since you are such a fucking lesbian slut, I am just going to kneel here behind you and let you fuck yourself on your daughter's bed," she said, clearly amused at the power she had over my Mother.
Without further instruction, Mother leaned back, clearly eager to please, and engulfed the big cock in her pussy. As soon as it was in her, she began to move back and forth, fucking herself like a nasty little deviant.
Olivia continued to humiliate my Mother. "Fuck, you are one little whore, letting an 18-year-old fuck you on your daughter's bed. But you love it, don't you?"
"Oh, yes, Mistress, I am a whore, your whore," she moaned, taking the cock deeper in her.
"Do you want me to fuck your daughter?"
"Yes, fuck the whore," my Mom babbled.
I couldn't believe it. I was no saint, but I was no whore either. Well maybe I was, depending on your definition of whore, but she sure didn't know about half my naughty indiscretions.
"Do you want to eat your daughter's pussy?"
"Whaaaaat?" Mom moaned, seemingly surprised by the question.
Olivia grabbed my mother's hips and stopped her from continuing to fuck herself. "You heard me. Do you want to eat your daughter's pussy?"
Frustration filled the room, when Mother shocked me, "Yes, Mistress, I would love to eat my daughter's cunt while you fuck my whore hole."
Olivia pulled the strap-on cock out of Mom and asked, "So you will eat your daughter's pussy for me?"
"Yes," Mom whimpered, desperate to get the cock back in her.
"Will you give her to me as a gift?" Olivia asked, the toy rubbing up and down the crevice of Mother's ass.
"Yes, Mistress, you own me and soon you will own my daughter too," Mother whimpered.
I gasped, letting out a sound that luckily neither of them heard so busy with their sexual debauchery. Part of me wanted to break in and stop it there and then, another part of me wanted to join the naughty scene and yet another part of me had nasty blackmail plans spinning in my mind. So I decided to keep taping. I had both of them in compromising positions, albeit my mother was a lot worse, promising to commit incest.
"Good, slut, I think it is time to fuck the one last forbidden taboo," Mistress Olivia teased.
Anal sex, there was no way my Mother would allow that, I thought to myself. Yet the words out of the woman I clearly didn't know at all were, "You own that hole too Mistress."
"Beg me to fuck your ass, my dyke."
"Fuck my arse, Mistress, fuck your whore on her daughter's bed," my Mother begged, like a nymphomaniac.
Olivia put her hand in my Mom's cunt and used the juice to lube up my Mom's arse. I personally had never done that yet, although I had fingered myself there a couple times. I watched in awe as the long toy began to disappear between my Mom's ass cheeks.
My mother whimpered, clearly in pain, "Aaaaaah."
"Hold still slut," Olivia ordered, pulling my Mom's ass cheeks apart to watch her slut take the long hard cock.
Slowly the majority of the cock was in my Mom and Olivia began to slowly fuck my Mom's arse. The moaning, the whimpering, and the dirty talk were driving me crazy and I started to diddle myself while watching Mom's sexual depravity. I had never allowed anything in my ass, but after watching the screams of pleasure coming from my Mother it had me reconsidering my no entry through the back door policy.
Mom's moaning increased and she begged, "Harder, fuck my arse harder."
Olivia grabbed my Mom's long blonde hair and began to really fuck the shit out of my Mother.
"Yes, yes, fuck my arse, deeper, bang my arse, yes, yes, fuckkkkk," my mother screamed incoherently, clearly reaching climactic bliss by taking a strap-on up her arse. I quit diddling myself, worried I might come too, and taped the end of Mom's humiliation.
Olivia ordered, "Suck my cock, slut. Suck the cock that was up your ass, or what did you call it, your arse."
Mother turned around and without hesitation took the cock in her mouth. I filmed for a couple more minutes and quietly sneaked out from Mom's room and out of the house. My head was spinning with everything I had just seen. I needed time to think, to plan....
The End 4 Now....
Coming Soon: Catching Mommy: Blackmailing a MILF (Victoria blackmails Olivia's Mom!!!)
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Catching Mommy: Blackmailing a MILF
Out walking, a million ideas flowed through my head, but two kept recurring. One was to get revenge on Olivia and the other was to confront my mother.
Olivia was a rich kid and I knew her Mother was the President of the PTA. I suddenly realized I could play a little game of tit for tat (plenty of tit actually). If she was going to fuck my Mother, I could fuck hers. I had seen her in school on a few occasions and knew she was a Diva Mother to be sure, but a very attractive Diva Mother. I decided right then that I was going to blackmail her Mother. The video on my Iphone would be very handy.
As for my mother, I couldn't deny it, a growing part of me wanted to have her please me. I knew it was wrong, but my wet cunt was telling me differently.
Two hours later, I walked in my house and Mom was in the kitchen dressed in jeans, a t-shirt and I noticed her pantyhose clad feet, with presumably the same stay-up stockings she had worn during her sexual debauchery, and I smirked. She obeyed completely even when Olivia wasn't around.
I greeted her cheerfully. "Hi Mom, how was your day?"
"Same as always," she replied, lying to me.
I walked over and gave her a big hug, my hand going to her ass, attempting to feel if there was a butt plug still there. There was, and my Mom quickly flinched away. I asked innocently, "What's wrong, Mom?"
"Oh, oh, nothing," she replied, her face flushing.
I decided not to push it yet, neither my questioning nor the butt plug lodged in her arse, at least not until I decided what I wanted to do. We had supper, and once we were watching the news my Mom sat beside me and asked, "Do you want a foot massage?"
I shrugged, "Sure, Mom." I flipped my feet onto her lap and watched her massage my feet. I pointed out, "Mom, you have been extra nice to me lately, what gives?"
Her face went slightly red again as she answered, rather believably if I hadn't already known the truth, "Oh, can't I just do nice things for my only daughter?"
"Of course," I smiled, allowing her to give me a very gentle foot massage.
Eventually, I offered, "Mom, let me return the favor."
She looked surprised, but allowed me to massage her stocking-clad feet. I asked, as I gave individual attention to each of her toes, "Why are you wearing stockings with jeans?"
She paused before answering, "Oh, I just like the feel of them."
Flirting just a bit, hoping to throw her for a loop, I said, "Hmmm, they do feel sexy, Mom."
Her face flushed again as I tried to open the door for her to seduce me as instructed by her Mistress...and my enemy. But she wasn't able to pull the trigger, and silence lingered in the air until I finished her massage.
Eventually, I went upstairs to do homework. That night, while sleeping, I had a very vivid dream. Mom sneaked into my room at night, crawled under my covers and licked my pussy. She had an amazing tongue and I came all over her in only a few minutes. Once she was done, she looked into my eyes and said, "I am your slave, baby. Do with me as you please."
I woke up wet and with my hand in my panties. Closing my eyes, I fingered myself to an intense orgasm and lay there in my bed with another decision in my mind...I would make Mom my slut.

*****

The next day, after Mom went to work, I quickly logged into her computer and searched her e-mails. I read
From: Slut Sarah
To: Mistress Olivia
Time: 10:14 pm Tuesday February 26, 2008
Subject: Small Advances
Dear Mistress,
I gave my daughter a foot massage and she gave me one too. It was a small step, but a step nonetheless. Also, she hugged me and I think felt my butt plug in my ass. I quickly moved away before she could know for sure.
What next?
Your obedient, nervous servant,
Kate
I couldn't believe Mother was such a slut. Her computer went bing and it was a response from Olivia.
From: Mistress Olivia
To: Slut Sarah
Time 7:51 am Wednesday February 27, 2008
Subject: Re: Small Advance
Slut,
This is not good enough. I want your slut of a daughter on her knees ready to obey me very soon. I want her cleaning my feet with her tongue after a long day of cheerleading practice. I want her cleaning my sweaty ass cheeks after a long run. I want her begging to lick my pussy just after I have had my boyfriend fill me with cum. I want your bitch daughter Victoria!!!
Make it happen, cunt. Or the repercussions will be worse than your tiny little brain can comprehend.

Mistress Olivia
I gasped. I sat there transfixed at the shocking e-mail. The fucking gall of her!
Revenge!!!
It was clear as crystal, I had to get her mother, and soon.
I drove to school and went to my classes in a daze. At lunch I saw Olivia, in a plaid skirt and knee-high socks, coming my way. She smiled at me with a smug smile, unaware of the secret I knew. As we crossed paths she took her shot, in a whisper, "Hey, how is your dad?"
She clearly was trying to provoke me, but I knew this game and responded, "Ok, but not as good as Mike was yesterday when you ditched from school and him and I went at it."
Her smile faded and her claws came out, "You are so fucking dead."
I smiled, my turn to be smug, "Oh no, what are you going to do, make me a submissive little follower like all your dyke friends here?"
"Fuck you," Katrina snapped, one of the girls I know my Mother had pleased.
"Being the dyke you are," I retorted, "you probably would love to, wouldn't you."
"I'm a dyke?" she snapped, "You know who the dyke is it's...."
"Shut up," Olivia ordered, attempting to take control of the situation, glaring at Katrina. "This is not the time or place."
"Good puppy, roll over, play dead," I mocked Katrina, even using sarcastic hand gestures. "You really are her submissive little pet."
Katrina fumed, but said nothing.
"Let's go, now," Olivia ordered, before snapping at me, "she'll get hers soon."
Watching them leave, I decided to give just a hint of what I knew, "Hey Katrina, don't forget to keep the pantyhose on at all times, like a good pet."
Olivia quickly turned to look at me, trying to interpret my words. She looked me over, noticing I too was wearing pantyhose. We stared at each other like gunfighters in the old west, a showdown, before she turned and walked away, Katrina following closely behind her.
The day ended, and knowing Olivia had cheerleading practice, I drove over to her house, which was a mansion really. I parked and went to the front door. I rang the doorbell and waited. It was opened by a black woman in a maid's outfit. 'How fucking fitting,' I thought to myself. 'What year are we in, 1950?'
She asked, "What can I do for you?"
"I am looking to speak to Mrs. Phillips."
"May I ask who is calling?" the maid politely asked.
"Sure," I agreed, making up a name, "it is Allie, and I am an acquaintance of Olivia's."
"Ok, ma'am, please take a seat in the front room and I will inform her she has a guest."
"Thank you."
I walked into the big front room that could host a hundred and perused the many pictures on the wall. Although the husband/dad was in a couple, this was really a gallery of pretentious beauties, celebrating the looks of both the daughter and mother. I was shaking my head in utter disbelief when I heard the polite voice of Mrs. Phillips, "Good afternoon, Allie. I am sorry, but Sandrine should have told you Olivia isn't home."
I turned and smiled at the perfectly dressed mother of my enemy. Dressed entirely in white, it seemed so appropriate for what I was about to do. "Oh, I know she isn't. I came to speak with you, Mrs. Phillips."
"Oh," she replied, caught slightly off guard, before responding, "Please call me Lauren."
"OK, Lauren," I replied, "can we speak in private?"
"Of course," she replied, although her perplexed expression hinted at the oddity of the request. "Follow me."
I followed her out of the front room and into a smaller, room, albeit still way too big, that I learned was a drawing room. She offered me a seat, took one across from me, before asking, "And what can I do for you, Allie?"
I smiled, "Funny you should ask me that."
"Why is that?" she asked, showing just the hint of being out of her comfort zone.
"Because I do want something from you," I teased, my voice sing-song like a silly high school girl.
"What is it?" she asked, still not remotely ready for the bombshell I was about to play.
"You on your knees begging to eat my cunt," I announced, my tone instantly changing much more authoritarian.
"I beg your pardon," she asked, shocked.
"I want you, on your knees, before me, begging to be my personal fuck-toy."
"How dare you!" she stood up.
"How dare your daughter!" I retorted.
"What?"
"Before you decide to 'not' drop to your knees and beg to please me, you should look at this video." I offered her my cellphone.
"I want you out of my house this instant!" she demanded with fire in her eyes.
"OK," I shrugged, turning to leave, "I guess I can just upload this video on Facebook and a couple of sex sites, and your perfect little prima donna's reputation will be ruined, as I imagine would be yours as well."
I continued walking, waiting for the words I knew were coming. Before I even reached the door, the word came, "Wait."
I turned around, walked back to her, and said, "We only have a tiny, precious amount of time, Mrs. Phillips. Either you beg to be my slut or I ruin your daughter. The choice is yours."
Skeptical of my evidence, she asked, "Let me see what you have."
I showed her a clip of her fucking my mother, although I made sure the volume was off. Her face went pale as she watched her daughter having lesbian sex. She grabbed for the phone and I pulled it away quickly. I snapped, "Don't you ever fucking touch my property without permission, you bitch. And just so you know I have already uploaded this file on a skydrive, so all it takes to end up online is one simple disobedience from you."
She looked up at me, frustrated and worried, yet still trying to control the situation, she asked, "How much?"
"How much what?" I asked.
"How much money do you want?"
"I don't want money," I laughed harshly. "I want revenge. Your daughter has been a complete bitch to me and pretty much every person at her school and I want her to pay."
"Why me?" she asked.
"Tit for tat," I replied, before adding vulgarly, "Your tits, my tat."
"What?" she asked, confused, tears welling in her eyes.
"That woman she is fucking. That is my mother," I snarled, adding, "if she is going to fuck my mother, then I am going to fuck hers."
She stood there motionless, clearly not used to being not in control or unable to buy her way out of a problem.
"On your knees, Mrs. Phillips!" I ordered.
"Please, don't make me," she pleaded.
"Oh, I am not going to make you," I replied, giving her false hope.
"Oh, thank you," she gratefully replied.
"No, no, no. You must submit to me on your own accord," I explained, crushing her brief glimmer of hope.
She looked so cute and so defeated.
"On your knees, Mrs. Phillips," I ordered.
She fell to her knees, tears now freely streaming down her face.
I explained, "Don't blame me for this. Blame your bitch, slut of a daughter. She went after my mother, and now I am going to repay the favor." I pulled out my Iphone and began filming, "Now beg to be my personal plaything."
She looked up and covered her face when she saw the Iphone.
I snapped at her. "Don't you dare look away from me! Show me your fucking pretty face!"
She slowly uncovered her face and begged, "Please, let's make an arrangement."
I smiled and said, "Oh, we are making an arrangement Mrs. Phillips. Now stand up."
She quickly obeyed, probably slightly hopeful that I had reconsidered.
I smiled, "Tell you what, Mrs. Phillips, I am nothing if not fair. So I am going to lift up your skirt and touch your knickers. If they are dry I will turn around and leave and we will pretend this never happened. On the other hand, if your knickers are wet, like I assume they are, then I am going to sit down on that white chair, open my legs and you are going to crawl over to me and beg to become my slut."
Her face went red, as she stammered, "T-t-that is ludicrous."
"You see, I can tell by the look in your eyes. You want me. You crave discipline. Your cunt, I am guessing, has soaked your knickers with the excitement of pleasing me."
"No," she whispered.
My hand lifted up her skirt and, as I expected, she had leaked so much even her pantyhose was wet. I purred, "Hmmmm, it seems I was right and you are a flooder, aren't you?"
She shook her head no. I tapped her pussy three times and she let out loud moans at each tap. "Fuck, Mrs. Phillips. You are hornier than I expected. Doesn't Mr. Phillips fulfill your needs?"
She snapped at me, "That is none of your business."
I sighed, "This is getting old. You are horny thinking of pleasing me and I need to be pleased." I walked over to the white chair and beckoned her with one finger.
She stood frozen briefly, but did begin walking towards me.
I stopped her. "Crawl, slut."
She cringed at being called a slut, her humiliation clearly burning inside her. She obeyed though, dropping to her pantyhose-covered knees and awkwardly crawled toward me. Once at my feet, I looked down and asked, "Do you want to taste my cunt, Mrs. Phillips?"
"No," she answered defiantly.
"Really?" I asked, my eyebrow raised. "On your bitch daughter's life, be completely honest, do you want to taste my pussy?"
Tears returned to her eyes as she answered so softly I could only tell my reading her lips, "Yes."
"Louder, slut!" I demanded.
"Yes, dammit!" she snapped.
I opened my legs. "Take off my knickers, Mrs. Phillips."
I lifted my ass off the chair as, her hands literally shaking, she nervously tugged at my knickers. Once off, I spread my legs wide and asked, "Like what you see?"
She stared at my shaved, perfect pussy and nodded yes.
"Beg me," I ordered.
She looked up, her eyes pleading for me to show mercy. Instead, I waited. Eventually, the attractive MILF whispered, "May I lick your vagina?"
"Hmmm, that is terrible, Mrs. Phillips. We will have to work on your dirty talk," I suggested. "But time is of the essence. Go ahead, Mrs. Phillips, become my slave, lean forward and taste your new Mistress' cunt."
I was slightly surprised when there was no last minute resistance. She leaned forward between my legs and began licking my very wet pussy. She was tentative at first, licking my pussy lips slowly. But like the other MILFs who have sampled my goods, once my juices started flowing, the eager cunt-lickers get addicted to my taste and begin lapping like a thirsty puppy finding water in a desert. Her tentativeness faded and was replaced by an eagerness to please.
My moans increased as her pace increased and I rewarded my new slut with compliments, "Good slut, you will make a very good pussy-pleaser," and "Hmmm, for a first timer you are a natural." Although she obviously wasn't enjoying her humiliating ordeal, my compliment had her begin licking faster. I smiled to myself as she was becoming the lesbian slut I had promised myself she would become.
Watching my revenge happen so smoothly and the evidence on my Iphone capturing every second of my enemy's mother's submission was a double satisfaction: one, the first part of my revenge complete and two, the MILFs' tongue really was doing wonders on my cunt. Curious, I accused her. "This is not the first time you have eaten pussy, is it, Mrs. Phillips?"
She looked up at me, my juices giving her lips a light shine, her facial expression implying so many unspoken things.
I repeated my question, "This is not the first time you have eaten pussy, is it, Mrs. Phillips?"
Defeated and yet clearly horny, she admitted, "No, it is not."
"You munch cunt regularly, don't you?" I questioned.
"Not really," she replied, vaguely.
"When was the last time?" I asked.
"Please, Olivia will be home soon," she pleaded, avoiding the question.
"I like your begging," I teased, "but the sooner you answer my question, the sooner you can finish what you started and the sooner you can come yourself."
"Fine," she sighed, "but can you turn that thing off?"
"Sure," I shrugged, as if it was not a big deal.
"There is a group of us that sometimes get together to play," she admitted.
"Who?" I asked, dying to know all the secrets of the filthy rich and slutty.
"A variety of different women."
"Name one," I pushed.
"I can't," she refused, her eyes giving away her fear of consequence.
"Just one, and you can finish what you are currently craving," I teased, my finger slipping inside my wet cunt.
"Fine," she said again, clearly a common word in her vocabulary that definitely didn't mean 'fine' at all. "June Neilsen."
"Katrina's mother?" I asked.
"Yes," she admitted, deflated.
"Delicious," I mused to know one in particular. "Speaking of delicious, get back to work my pet MILF."
I reached for her hair and slowly pulled her back into my gourmet dish.
She savoured my buffet of flavor as she eagerly lapped my pussy, clearly desperate to get me off quick. She went directly to my clit and swirled her tongue around it as she sucked it into her mouth. Instantly, I was close and I grabbed her head, pulled her in and began rubbing my pussy all over her pretty face. A minute later, I was flooding my juices all over Olivia's MILF mother as I came harder than I can ever recall. Maybe it was the power I knew I had over her now, maybe it was knowing that by fucking her face I was fucking Olivia's, maybe it was the building tension inside since I saw Mother used as a submissive slut or maybe I was just fucking horny.
Once spent, I pulled my Iphone back out and took a picture of the humiliated MILF, her make-up a mess that screamed 'I just ate pussy'. I demanded, "Now lay on your back and come for your Mistress."
"Please, no," she again begged, as if this was a negotiation.
"Now, slut!" I demanded.
She nervously, pulled down her pantyhose and knickers and began frigging herself. She closed her eyes and I began taping again. In seconds her last signs of dignity faded as her moans and desire to come took over her body. It was easily the most dignified orgasm ever as she bit her lip and let out a lengthy whimper, clearly trying not to scream like her body desperately wanted to.



Once she was done, still on her back in her own home, I explained, "I own you now, Mrs. Phillips. You are my slut. If you obey all my orders, I won't upload this quaint little video of you onto the Internet. Is that understood?"
"Yes," she replied defeated, before adding, "Please, is there any way we can work something out?"
"No, slave. I have already laid out the conditions of our relationship. This is not a negotiation. You have no leverage. Now, from now on, I expect you to only wear stockings, none of this pantyhose crap. If I want access to that cunt of yours it better be readily available, is that clear, slut?"
"Yes," she agreed, tears again beginning to roll down her cheeks.
"Yes, what?" I asked, pushing her further into the submissive role I planned to use her for.
"Yes, Mistress," she announced, after a brief pause.
"Good girl," I replied, condescendingly. I wrote my e-mail address on a piece of paper and instructed, "You will create an e-mail address for me to contact you, using your real name. You will e-mail me this new address by 8PM tonight. You will check it regularly. Is that understood?"
"Yes, Mistress," she agreed.
Looking at the clock, I realized I had to leave. I finished with, "Your daughter will be home soon. You may want to clean up. Your face is a mess, it screams I-am-a-lesbian-dyke-who- just-ate-cunt, which, of course, you just did."
I left her alone to reflect on how her entire life just radically changed in less than an hour. In my car, driving home, I smiled knowing that this was only the beginning.
The End 4 Now...
Coming Soon: Catching Mommy: Creating a Slut
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Catching Up! A crash course reminder of what happened previously in the Catching Mommy series:
Part 1: A Shocking Secret: An 18-year-old English girl transplanted to Boston, Victoria, stays home sick one day and accidentally learns that her proud, dignified, lawyer Mom is a submissive lesbian to another 18-year-old girl. To make matters worse her Mom's Mistress is none other than Victoria's arch-enemy. (Don't deny it, if you are a female you had one in high school too!!!)
Part 2: Blackmailing a MILF: Shocked by Olivia's attack on her mother and her disgusting attitude, Victoria decides to get revenge by blackmailing her arch-enemy's Mother and making her a lesbian sub. (They say revenge is a dish best served sweaty and hot!!!)
Catching Mommy: Creating a Good Pet
I was in my car only a few blocks from home when Olivia's red Mercedes flew past me running a stop sign. A smile crossed my face as my tit-for tat plan advanced.
Mom wasn't home yet, so I quickly checked her e-mails but there were none. Oddly, I felt a pang of disappointment at not having any new e-mail to read of Mother's sins. I logged back out and had a quick shower to wash away my sin...although truth be told I reveled in my sin.
Mom called just after I was out of the shower that she was working late and there was money to order pizza in the usual place. As soon as she hung up I wondered if she was really working late or if she was off with Olivia.
I turned my laptop on, which I had picked up on the way home from dominating Olivia's mother, and logged into my e-mail account. No e-mail from my new slut yet, but it was only five o'clock. I researched my History essay on the British impact on American foreign policy for an hour, watched a new episode of The Bachelor (man that show is accidentally funny) and was re-reading Hamlet before our Act Five test when finally my e-mail binged.
I checked the e-mail and was disappointed to see it was from Becka, a good friend from back home. I e-mailed her back that I was planning to come visit and that she should come here soon too.
Glancing at the clock, I saw it was five after eight and I was already thinking about punishments for my disobedient MILF slut when another e-mail arrived.
I clicked on the e-mail and saw it was from Mrs. Phillips
From: LPhillips
To: Victoria Jones
Time 8:04 pm Wednesday February 27, 2008
Subject: Sorry!!!
Sorry this a few minutes late. I was on the phone with my Mother and lost track of time.
L
I shook my head at her weak excuse and immediately replied.
From: Victoria Jones
To: LPhillips
Time 8:06 pm Wednesday February 27, 2008
Subject: Dumb Slut
Slut,
First of all, every time you address me you will refer to me properly and with respect.
Secondly, I do not accept excuses. You will be punished for not obeying instructions.
Third, you will change your name on your id to Slave Olivia's Mom.
Lastly, your first task, for not following instructions like a good slut, is to go downstairs and grab a cucumber (if you don't have one go and purchase one) and take a picture on your laptop cam with the green fuck-stick in your cunt. I expect the picture e-mailed to me before 10 o'clock. (The picture must include your pretty face my diva whore)
Mistress Victoria
P.S.-Of course, disobedience to this simple task will result in videos of both you and your slut daughter being broadcast on many sex websites (and the links will be sent to EVERYONE you know).
Satisfied with my response, I clicked send and waited for the e-mail of protest I expected to return. Much to my surprise it didn't arrive and a few minutes later I heard the front door open and close. I closed my laptop and went to greet her. She was just taking off her heels when I got downstairs and I greeted her. "Mom, you look exhausted."
She yawned and said, "It was a long day in court."
"Did you win?" I asked, grabbing her bag.
"The jury is still out," she said, yawning yet again.
"Did you have dinner?" I asked.
"Yes, we had food brought in while we waited and waited and waited," Mom sighed, yawning again.
"You need another foot massage, Mommy," I said, using a term of endearment I had not used in years.
She gave me an odd look, but headed to the couch. "I would love one, dear. My feet are killing me."
For the next few minutes Mom recounted her trial as I massaged her stocking-clad feet, my hands moving slyly more up her leg as I also massaged her ankle and calf. As Mom's legs opened a tad I saw the top of her lace stocking top and asked, "Mom, you wore stockings to work. Were you not worried the lace top could be seen if you sat a certain way?"
Mom jolted up and stammered, "Oh-I-I-um, oh no honey, I made sure to wear a skirt that was conservative enough."
"Ok, then, new question," I said, my hand moving slightly up her left leg. "Why stockings at work?"
She quickly replied, "Well, I noticed you wear them and thought I would try a pair myself."
I questioned her, acting as if she violated my privacy, "How did you know I wear stockings?"
"I still do your laundry." She smirked.
"Touché," I agreed, before asking, "Don't stockings make you feel sexier?"
Mom blushed as she replied, "I suppose so."
"That is why I wear them," I admitted. "I feel sexier when I have them on and I know I get more looks from men and women."
"Women?" she questioned, clearly surprised.
"Mom, it is 2008, if you are not bi you are not popular," I joked.
"You're bi?" she asked, her head clearly spinning.
Suddenly acting shy and innocent, I said, "Well, if truth be told, I think I am a lesbian," planting seed after seed. Mom was speechless so I admitted, lying, even as my hands moved up to her calf, "Although I have never been with a girl, I just know I want to."
"Y-y-you do?" she asked, her head I imagine spinning with opportunity based on her orders from Olivia.
"Yes, desperately, it is all I think about. The worst part is the girl I have been crushing on is my worst enemy at school," I sighed, "but I still can't get her out of my mind, even when she belittles me over and over. Oddly, somehow her belittling makes me want her more. Does that make any sense?"
"Oh honey, your Father and I had a love-hate relationship, so I know exactly what you are talking about," she answered, but I noticed her head was spinning with my revelations.
"But I really hate this girl, yet I can't get her out of my mind. She is my polar opposite. A rich, stuck-up bitch that thinks the world revolves around her," I complained.
Mom pointed out, "Girls like that are often hiding behind their insecurities as a defense mechanism."
"Really?" I said, before going in for the kill. "Well, I can't imagine Olivia Phillips being insecure. She is a perfect ten body wise and has Hollywood looks."
Mom's face went pale as I revealed the name of her Mistress.
I asked, "Are you ok, Mom? It looks like you just saw a ghost."
She stammered, trying to regain control of her emotions. "W-w-what is her name?"
"Olivia Phillips," I repeated. "I have told you about her. She is the bitch always giving me a hard time."
Mom stood up suddenly, clearly trying to come to grips with all the information I was shooting at her.
I added, "Even though I hate her and everything she stands for , there is just something about her I can't explain. But she is not a lesbian."
Mom paused for a moment before turning back towards me. "How do you know?" Mom asked, suddenly attempting to assist her Mistress in seducing her own daughter.
"A girl just knows," I replied, leading Mom with a juicy carrot.
"Oh," Mom paused, "I don't think you can ever tell."
"Really?" I asked, playing innocent.
"Well, before this conversation I had no idea my daughter might be gay," she pointed out. I was so impressed with how quickly Mom recovered, clearly the lawyer in her was coming out.
"Touché," I responded and joked, dangling another carrot, "Now what would be crazy was if you were a lesbian."
Mom`s face went red again, but she again recovered quickly. "I can't believe you would say that."
"It was a joke, Mom. There is no way in a million years anyone would think you were a lesbian," I said, trying to comfort her.
"Why?" she asked, "Am I too old?"
I stood up, pulled her into a hug and comforted, "No, Mom, you are not too old. You are as beautiful as you ever have been."
"Thanks, honey," she replied, weakening in my arms. "I don't know what came over me. I am really overtired and stressed about the case I guess."
"Actually," I added, my flirting subtle but setting another seed, "If you weren't my mom I would have a crush on you."
"Oh my," Mom replied, surprised by my flirting and my hand now resting firmly on her ass.
"It's ok, Mom," I said, "You should get some rest."
"Agreed," she confirmed and headed up to her room. She stopped at the stairs and said, "By the way sweetheart, I am fine with your sexual preference and if you ever need to talk about it, I am always here."
"I know, Mom, I know," I replied, waving her off to her room.
Smiling, I returned to my room to check my e-mail. I was pleasantly surprised to see an e-mail from her, under her new name, and an attachment.
I clicked on the e-mail.
From: SlaveOliviasMom
To: Victoria Jones
Time9:55:54 pm Wednesday February 27, 2008
Subject: Completion of Task
Dear Mistress,
I obeyed your command as ordered.
Slave Olivia's Mom
PS: Sorry that it is a video, but I do not know how to take pictures on this computer, but I do know how to make a video.
I smiled thinking of all the things I could do with her and a web camera. I clicked on the small video file and watched a semi-dressed MILF shove a cucumber of medium size in her cunt. She never makes eye contact with the camera, but it is obviously she.
I saved the file and e-mailed her back.
From: Victoria Jones
To: SlaveOliviasMom
Time10:04:33 pm Wednesday February 27, 2008
Subject: Re: Completion of TasK
My slut,
You did very well. I am happy with my pet MILF. Starting tomorrow you will not wear panties anymore and you will wear stockings at all times (not pantyhose) so if I am in a hurry and want access to your box I won't be slowed down.
Also, I will be over after school again to start your training.
Mistress Victoria.
Horny as hell, I considered just going to Mom's room and sitting on her face, but incest was something I wasn't quite ready for. I pulled open the Literotica website and read a few stories including 'Mommy: Becoming My Daughter's Slut' which seemed similar to my mother and me. Grabbing a toy, I shagged myself to a frenzy as I fantasized making Mommy mine. When horny, it was an intoxicating idea that I wanted to do ASAP, but once I had come and was not thinking with my cunt, the repercussions worried me.
THURSDAY
After Mom left for work the next day, I scurried to her computer like mouse to cheese, craving more information.
Surprisingly, there was no e-mail from Olivia. Searching the sent e-mails I did find one sent from Mom to Olivia last night.
From: Slut Sarah
To: Mistress Olivia
Time: 10:07 pm Wednesday February 27, 2008
Subject: A Major Development
Dear Mistress,
I have BIG news....can we chat?
Slut Kate
(Closer to accomplishing your order)
A smile crossed my face as I realized that my Mom was indeed planning to seduce me. I searched her folder and found a transcript from last night. I opened it and read:
Olivia: Slut, this had better be important; I have not had a good day.
Sarah: I am sorry to hear that, Mistress.
Olivia: What fucking news to you have for me.
Sarah: Victoria has a crush on you.
Olivia: She does? How do you know?
Sarah: She told me so tonight when also admitted she thinks she is gay, although she has never actually had a real experience to base it on.
Olivia: Well, well, well...
Sarah: And I think she flirted with me.
Olivia: What?
Sarah: Her hand lingered on my ass way too long and when she was massaging my feet it just seemed more than just a massage and she complimented me by saying if I wasn't her Mother she would be into me.
Olivia: Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! This is too good to be true.
Sarah: What do I do now, Mistress?
Olivia: Flirt back...you know she is a dyke wannabe...just like her whore Mother.
Sarah: Yes, Mistress.
Olivia: I want her ready to please me by Saturday.
Sarah: This Saturday.
Olivia: Yes.
Sarah: Oh my that is not much time.
Olivia: Is there a problem?
Sarah: No, Mistress, I will make it happen somehow.
Olivia: Good slut. Be good and you will be rewarded.
Sarah: Yes, Mistress.
Olivia: But I am tired and going to go to bed. You are to keep that butt plug in your fat ass of yours until your daughter takes it out...is that understood?
Sarah: Yes, Mistress. But won't it fall out?
Olivia: Of your fat ass?
Sarah:?
Olivia: Fine, you can wear panties this one time.
Olivia: Good night, slut.
Sarah: Good night, Mistress.
I logged out of mom's computer and took a cold shower. At school, as expected, the smug look on Olivia's face was intolerable and yet amusing. She was so confident she was playing me and yet had no idea that it was the other way around.
Once school was done, I quickly drove over to Olivia's house and was greeted by my new pet. I said condescendingly, "I didn't know you knew how to open your door by yourself."
"I sent Sandrine out," the nervous MILF explained.
"Eager to continue your training are you?" I smiled, walking past her and into her house.
She closed the door and asked, still praying for a change of heart, "Can't we work something out?"
I smiled, "Oh I have a very lengthy plan already worked out my slut."
She winched slightly at the derogatory name as I walked past her. She let out a sigh that implied she wasn't happy but had reluctantly accepted her predicament.
I turned and ordered, "Show me your stockings, whore."
Her face went red with an anger she impressively controlled before lifting up her flower print dress and showing she had obeyed my instructions with a pair of lace top tan stockings.
"You are such a good girl," I purred, like I was talking to a puppy that had just done a trick.
"Thanks, Mistress," she replied, even though it obviously was eating her alive to be treated so disrespectfully, especially in her own home.
I smiled, knowing even though her facial expressions and tone implied she was strong and upright, the reality was the fact that she had allowed me into her home and sent out her maid spoke volumes...she was mine. I asked, "When was the last time you shagged your husband?"
"Shag?" she asked.
I sighed, still getting used to American language. "Shag means fuck. When did you last fuck your husband?"
"Last night," she admitted, avoiding eye contact.
"Interesting," I mused, before adding, "submitting to me got you that horny, did it?"
"No," she defiantly replied, but the redness on her face told the truth.
"Are you lying to me?" I questioned, my tone shifting enough to show I did not like being lied to.
"I-um-sorry," she stammered, startled by my tone.
"Do not ever lie to me again or else," I threatened.
"Yes, Mistress," she quickly responded, fearing my threatened wrath.
"Good pet," I again purred, my tone instantly changing from angry to tender.
"So why did you shag him?" I asked.
"I was horny," she admitted, still not making eye contact with me.
"Why?" I questioned, already knowing the answer.
"I don't know," she whispered, her shame obvious.
"I think you do," I said, asking, "What were you thinking about while his cock was in you?"
"You," she whispered, almost inaudibly.
"Me?" I asked, feigning surprise.
"Yes," she repeated, slightly louder.
"And what about?" I asked, trying to delve deeper and build on the mother's obvious shame.
"Submitting to you got me unable to think straight," she admitted.
"Why?"
"I can't explain it. I am usually in charge of everything I do in life including my sexual encounters," she explained, trying to rationalize it to herself as she explained it to me.
"Yet, even though you tried to deny it in your head, your cunt said otherwise didn't it?" I replied, smugly.
"I guess," she admitted.
"Let's go upstairs," I instructed, turning and going up her stairs.
She followed me as I sauntered up to her room as if this was my house. I instantly sat on the edge of her bed and ordered, "Crawl to me, my pet."
She paused only briefly before dropping to her stocking-clad knees and crawled over to me. Once at my feet, in front of her bed, I ordered, "Take off my heels, Mommy."
Adding the word 'Mommy' was for my own naughty play as I imagined making my real mother my pet soon. After all, if one is good, two is better.
She obeyed.
"Lick my soles," I instructed, my left foot going to her lips.
Like the obedient pet she was quickly becoming, I felt her tongue slowly lick the bottom of my foot.
After a minute, I offered her my other foot and she replicated the focused gentle licking.
A minute later, I asked, "Do you want to taste your Mistress's pussy, my dyke?"
No hesitation this time as she answered, "Yes, Mistress."
"Eat away," I offered, lifting my ass up to pull up my dress. I opened my legs, revealing my shaved pussy to the hungry MILF.
Again there was no hesitation as she leaned up and dove into my cunt. It was amazing how someone so dignified and self-righteous in public could simply be a submissive dyke underneath that pretentious façade. It was also amazing how good a cunt licker she was. Her tongue teased and pleased my clit like no one else ever had. She had my cunt on fire in seconds and licked me with such expertise I was in awe of her. I closed my eyes and moaned, "Yes Mommy, lick my cunt," again imagining it was not my arch-enemy's mother between my legs, but my own.
The twisted fantasy, mixed with the aggressive pleasing of the pretty MILF had me on the brink in a few minutes. Grabbing her perfect hair, I pulled her into my cunt and bucked my hips up and down, literally fucking her face. To her credit, she continued licking, even as she struggled to breathe.



I screamed as I creamed, "Fuuuuuuuck, Mommy slut, I am comiiiiiiiing." My cum exploded out of my cunt as I vibrated from the euphoria my new pet brought me.
The intense pleasure made me weak, so I let go of my slut's head and collapsed back onto her bed. To my surprise, my hungry slut continued licking my cunt, seemingly unable to get enough of my perfect nectar.
Her concentrated assault on my cunt had me suddenly having to pee and I pushed her away and rushed to the bathroom.
To my surprise, when I returned from tinkling, my MILF sub was still on her knees on the floor. 'What a good pet' I thought to myself.
I complimented my pet. "Fuck you have an amazing tongue."
"Thank you, Mistress," she replied, a slight beaming in her tone at the compliment.
"I will be skipping class tomorrow afternoon, I expect June to be over here tomorrow as well, is that clear?" I asked.
Her eagerness faded as her face went white. "But I thought this would be our secret if I was a good girl."
"Well, you already munch her cunt anyway, so I might as well get a piece of her too." I shrugged.
"I am not sure I will be able to get her here, she is a busy woman," Mrs. Phillips replied, clearly desperate to avoid my instructions.
"That is your problem," I countered, "unless you want those videos released."
She sighed, knowing she was defeated.
"And don't you dare come until you fulfill this task and I give you permission tomorrow," I added, giving her a look that implied don't-you-dare-question-me.
"Understood, Mistress," she replied, again showing her true submissiveness.
"Good pet and make sure your whole Saturday evening is free," I said, walking over to her, patted her on the head and walked out leaving her on her knees, horny and rattled.
As I drove home I smiled, knowing my plans were coming perfectly into place. On Saturday, as Olivia prepared to play me, I was going to play her.
The End 4 Now....
Coming Soon: Catching Mommy: Daughter Domme
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Witch's Curse: Bitch Becomes a Slut
Mom always said I had to learn things the hard way and she was usually right. In retrospect I had it all: I was the captain of the cheerleaders, I was dating the high school quarterback and I was at the top of my class academically.
To make my blessed life even more envious to most, I come from a very wealthy family and I am very, very pretty. My long black as night hair, aqua blue eyes have gotten me the attention of many boys and men; my long legs have also been a great attention getter.
My only real flaw was my breasts were quite small, without the generous padding of my expensive bras I would be an A-cup. Mommy had agreed my graduation present would be breast implants, but she had not told Daddy yet. But Mommy was confident she could persuade him as he had bought her breast enlargements for their tenth year anniversary.
Anyway, the point is I lived a pretty charmed life and being popular I felt the school revolved around me. The cool kids hung out with me and were my minions; the rest of the girl population wished they could be me. Shallow I suppose, but it was the truth.
That said, being popular can bring out one's dark side. In retrospect, I was a diva bitch. I mocked the stupid, ridiculed the fat, humiliated the ugly and I revelled in glorifying my position of popularity above all those unworthy below me.
There is a social hierarchy in high school and life for that matter and I was at the top. It wasn't fair, but it was what it was. Unfortunately for me, I got pulled into the privileged lifestyle and began to believe I was better than everyone else. Sadly, I was to learn just how wrong I was about everything and just how quickly power can be taken away.
It was the day before Halloween, the day before my eighteenth birthday, when my life changed without me knowing it.
It wasn't anything out of the ordinary, as Amber and I planned my big eighteenth birthday party Halloween Bash at the cafeteria while our childish football boyfriends had a lunch football meeting.
They say you never know what one thing will push someone over the edge and what I said to her this time was nothing out of the ordinary or meaner than any other day, yet it was the straw that seemingly broke the camel's back and eventually changed my life forever.
Heather, also known by my clique as the 'sister of death' because of her all black fashion sense, walked by us and I quipped, "Actually Heather Halloween is tomorrow."
Heather startled us all by stopping and glaring at me, usually she scurried away like the insignificant mouse she was. A strange smirk crossed her face and she asked, "Don't you turn eighteen tomorrow?"
"Why yes I do," I replied, twirling my hair I asked, "Why? Are you going to buy me a present?"
"You could say that," she smiled, her tone ominous and confident, strange for a nobody like her.
"Don't bother. There is nothing you could possibly give me I don't already have," I smugly shot back.
"Wouldn't you like some hills on that flat chest of yours?" Heather retorted, a confidence and smugness in her I didn't know existed.
"Excuse me," I gasped, shocked by this nobody's nerve to stand up to me.
"Tits, don't you wish you had tits? Like most woman do. Even your vapid followers have them. Actually, Amber's are more like cow udders, but still better than nothing don't you think, Kim?"
"You fucking bitch," Amber snapped, standing up in a flash.
"Another great vocabulary lesson from the gospel according to Amber," Heather retorted, not seemingly remotely threatened by Amber. I stopped Amber from ripping the peasant apart.
I was stunned. I couldn't believe what was happening. Turning full bitch mode on, I went for the jugular, knowing the witch lived with her aunt. "At least I am not some butt ugly friendless loser lesbian whose parents didn't even want her."
As expected, I saw the hurt in her face but to my surprise she didn't cry or run away like I expected she would. Instead, she recovered quickly, smiled and said ominously, "I can't wait until tomorrow."
"Why is that?" I snapped.
Ignoring my question, she asked, "What time were you born?"
"What the fuck?" Amber growled.
"Not here," I warned, looking over at Mr. Hampton who was walking our way.
"You are such a good pawn. Always playing follow the leader, aren't we Amber," Heather sarcastically purred.
"You are dead," Amber threatened through gritted teeth.
"Be careful or I will curse you too," Heather threatened back.
"You cursed me?" I questioned with a chuckle.
"I am about to," the dressed in black witch wannabe replied.
"Oooooh, I am so scared," I mocked.
"Kim, I curse you. At whatever time you were born you will be bimbofied."
"What?" I asked, now becoming greatly amused.
"What time were you born?" she asked me again.
"10:30 in the morning," I replied, looking to my girls, "Why? Is that when the curse begins?"
"Delicious," the sister of death said, her smile wide and seemingly out of place with her all black morbid attire, before walking away.
"She is fucking crazy," I said turning to Amber.
"That she is," Amber agreed, "and she needs to be put in her place."
"Agreed," I said, a variety of humiliating plots already spinning in my head. "But she is mine, is that understood?"
"Fine," Amber reluctantly agreed, as she always did even though she wanted to take care of her herself.
The rest of the day was uneventful and that evening I was focused on planning for the Halloween party.
That night I had crazy dreams. In each of them I was transformed into a voluptuous blonde and ended up in sexual encounter after encounter with each dream ending with me crawling to Heather who was dressed as a witch and begging to be her slave. Each time I awoke in a sweat, my pussy damp and needy, but my mind reeling with mortification of such absurd thoughts.
When the last dream woke me up at 6:50, I was up ten minutes before my alarm and considered not working out because it was my sweet eighteenth, but I am a creature of habit and although distracted by my strange dreams, I sluggishly went to work out downstairs in the basement for my usual half hour.
After a light working out, I jumped into the shower and got dressed in my slutty but not as slutty as tonight's costume (a 1920s flapper girl with the short hair wig, a sexy dress that was conservative by today's standards, fishnet stockings and three inch heels). As I admired myself in the mirror and smiled knowing this costume was nowhere near as slutty as the costume I planned to wear to tonight's party, then I finished putting on my make-up.
Going downstairs, Mom greeted me with a big hug. "Happy birthday, sweetheart."
"Thanks, Mom," I replied.
Dad quit reading the paper to also offer me birthday wishes. "Happy eighteenth, princess."
"Thanks, Dad," I said, as he came over to give me a hug.
Pulling a small box out of his pocket, he said, "I hope you like it."
I had learned from experience that often the best presents come in small packages. My 16th birthday was a small box with keys to my new sports car. That Christmas I got diamond earrings. The following birthday a diamond necklace and this past Christmas a diamond graduation ring. I was actually wondering what other type of jewelry could fit in a small box.
I opened the box and it was a credit card. I gasped. "Really?"
"You are eighteen now, princess. You can choose your own gifts," my Dad explained kissing my forehead.
"Oh my God. Thank you, thank you, thank you," I replied giddily.
"Don't you want to know your credit limit?" he smiled, returning to the table and his paper.
"Sure," I replied, not even yet considering what the limit would be.
"Two thousand a month. No more," he said, smiling knowing I was a rather frivolous spender. After a brief pause, he added, "but I did put ten thousand dollars already on the card for you to start with."
"You're giving me ten thousand dollars," I gasped, not believing such a number.
"No silly, twelve actually as you also have your two thousand monthly limit," he smiled, returning to the paper.
"You are the absolute best," I squealed, running to him and hugging the life out of him.
"Now don't you go and spend it all at one place," Dad quipped.
"I've got to tell Amber," I said, excited.
"Breakfast first missy," Mom said, Cherise made your favorite.
Our maid, a sweet black woman named Cherise, brought me breakfast.
I thanked Cherise and began eating breakfast already making a mental list of all the things I planned to buy.
While I was eating, Dad stood up and said, "I guess I should get to work and make some money to pay for all this."
My dad was CEO of a bank and thus we were very well off. At eighteen, I have travelled the world and my long term goal was to hit every beach in the top twenty-five beaches in the world. (I had already hit nine and would be hitting number ten during Christmas holidays this year).
"You may want to work a double shift," I joked.
"You brat," he joked, kissing my forehead. "Have a great party tonight."
"Thanks, Dad," I said, thrilled that they were actually going to their own Halloween Party at the lake and wouldn't be back for a day or two.
I finished breakfast, called Amber to tell her about my gift and headed to school. Pulling into my parking spot, a benefit of being a senior, I was surprised to see Heather seemingly waiting for me, not surprisingly in a witch's costume.
Getting out of my car, I glared at her. "What are you looking at, psycho?"
"The end of your tyranny," she replied, still smirking.
"I am in way too good of a mood to deal with you today," I replied, dismissing her with a wave.
"No problem, if you need me though, I will be in the south washroom from 10:25 to 10:35," she said.
I shook my head at the absurdity of her statement even as I briefly recalled last night's strange dreams. "Why would I ever need something from a nothing like you?"
She shrugged, that damn smug smile plastered on her face, "Oh, just a hunch."
I walked away annoyed at her for dampening my happy birthday mood which was quickly rekindled when I entered the school and was sprayed with confetti. "Happy birthday," all my fellow cheerleaders, dressed as flapper also.
"You guys," I smiled, as I shook the confetti out of my fake hair.
I got hugs, best wishes and a couple of presents before Principal Hammerstone interrupted the party. "Happy birthday, Ms. Patterson."
"Thank you Principal Hammerstone," I smiled, attempting to look provocative. Principal Hammerstone was the hottest adult at school and all us girls had discussed ways to seduce him. He was black, bald and built. I was really curious if the black size reputation was true; I hoped to investigate and reveal the truth before the school year was over.
"I hope someone is going to clean this up," Mr. Hammerstone said.
"Of course," Amber smiled, "Carter."
Three nerdy freshmen appeared seemingly out of nowhere and began cleaning up our mess. I smiled. Being at the top of the social hierarchy of high school was awesome.
Biology was it's usually bore and later when I was in English class talking about the slow transformation of Hamlet when I started feeling something strange happening to me.
Ms. Fern asked my opinion on Hamlet's relationship with his mother and my head gave a deep intelligent response on the complexity of their relationship, the ultimate love-hate son-mother complication, yet the words out of my mouth were insipid babble. "He like, wants to like, do her."
I gasped as I heard my own voice, but not my words.
The class laughed thinking I was mocking the literature and Ms. Fern glared at me.
I started feeling my small breasts get heavy and looked at the clock. It was 10: 29. I remembered the curse and frantically asked, "Ms. Fern, I am not feeling well, may I, like go to pee-pee in the potty?"
"Of course," she replied shaking her head, as I suddenly noticed how big and juicy her breasts were.
I scurried out and headed straight to the washroom that bitch witch said she would be. As I rushed, I could feel my breasts getting heavier, my head lighter and I could feel a hunger inside as my pussy started begging for attention.
Walking past the nerdy Simon, pocket protector and all, I briefly looked at his crotch wondering if his cock was big and hard. I shook my head and was surprised as I said to him, "Hey, big boy."
He froze and stared at me as I continued walking mortified hearing more words I didn't mean to say, yet obviously did. As I practically ran to the washroom, Simon's cock popped into my head and my mouth watered with a sudden hunger. I shook my head desperate to get the absurd image of the scrawny nerd's cock out of my head.
As I ran, I could literally feel my breasts getting heavier and heavier. I looked down at my usually small almost non-existent cleavage I was sure my breasts were getting substantially bigger.
I exploded into the bathroom, the door slamming behind me and yelled, "Heather! You better like be here you fucking crazy bitch!"
Heather was sitting on the counter with the same smug smile she had from earlier today and yesterday plastered on her face. "How are you feeling, Kim?" she asked, her facial expression knowing the answer already.
I wanted to slap that smile right off her fucking face but remained as calm as I could as I asked, through gritted teeth, "What like have you done to me?"
"Me? Nothing. But the curse, well that is another story altogether," the witch replied.
Distracted, I glanced down at her black nylon covered legs and wondered if she was wearing pantyhose or stockings. Again I shook my head to get another ludicrous image out of my head.
"Something wrong?" she asked, her tone implying she knew that something was definitely wrong.
"Yes, something is wrong," I snapped as my breasts continued to grow, making me wobble slightly. Staring down at my clearly growing breasts I asked, "What is happening to me?"
"It looks like you are getting the big tits you always wanted. At least now your mother won't have to convince daddy dearest to buy you fake titties. Yours will be all natural"
Dumbfounded by the impossible transformation I was currently going through I stammered, "H-h-how is this happening?"
"The curse obviously," the smiling bitch replied.
"But this isn't like, like, like possible," I retorted, again distracted by her legs which she opened a bit as if sensing my distraction.
"Well I guess the impossible just like happened," she smiled, mocking my bimbo talk, laughing as my bra ripped in two from my still growing breasts.
"Why did you do this to me?" I asked, my breasts now so large now I could feel the strain on my back and I began to worry my dress may rip open if the growing didn't stop soon.
She laughed harshly, a laugh eerily similar to my own spiteful one that I used on occasion. "So you can feel what it feels like to be judged based on appearance."
"W-w-what?" I asked, again distracted as her left shoe fell to the floor and I could see her surprising cute pink painted toenails in sheer nylon.
"And revenge," she added, "for all your bullying of me and the many others you have judged, ridiculed and humiliated."
"T-t-that is like stupid," I heard myself say, sounding like some vapid ditz.
"Like-like-like stupid," she mocked.
I was furious at being ridiculed by this nobody but even as my anger boiled I continued to stare at her foot and leg which was now swinging slowly, like a hypnotist`s watch pulling me in. "What are you thinking, Kimmy?"
I glared at her. Nobody calls me Kimmy, no fucking body. I moved towards her and meant to threaten her, like I always did to the lowly peasants of the school, but again the words that were in my head were not what left my mouth. "I like can't stop like staring at your sexy stocking legs." I shook my head at what I just said and noticed thankfully my breasts had seemed to stop growing.
"You find my legs sexy, Kimmy?" she asked, allowing her other shoe to drop.
'No I find you a fucking repulsive psycho,' I thought to myself but said instead, "Yes, Heather, you have like sexiest legs like ever."
"Sexier than yours?" she questioned.
Again, I couldn't stop staring at her stocking-clad legs even as my mind demanded I walk out this moment, that I stand up for myself like I always have done. Yet again, I heard myself say, as I felt my panties getting wet, "Waaaaaaaay sexier than mine. You are like super fucking hot to trot. I wish I was as fucking hot as you." 'What?!?' I screamed to myself am I saying. 'Why?!?' I screamed to myself am I saying such ridiculous lies. I don't want to be like her.
"Are you hungry?" she asked, before adding, "Would you like to eat my cunt?"
I gasped again at her absurd question even as my eyes moved between her legs against my will. As my head screamed 'fuck you, you dumb slag', my pussy betrayed me by getting wetter and wetter. Yet again the words out of my mouth were not what I meant to say. "Like yes I'd like to eat your cunt. May I eat it?"
"But I thought I was repulsive?" she pointed out, opening her legs wide enough to reveal she was wearing stockings that again had my pussy tingling again. "You have told me so almost every day for the past year."
'Yes, you are fucking disgusting,' I screamed inside my head, yet answered obtusely, "I was like dumb and mean and stupid and like jealous of like how much better than me you are. Please let me make it up to you by eating your cunt."
"Come to me," she ordered, her words again pulling me towards her against my will. I felt my body move, even as I desperately tried to resist the growing temptation to submit to the curse seemingly placed on me.
"On your knees, like a good slut, Kimmy," she ordered, her smile wide. She was really enjoying humiliating me.
My face winced at her calling me a slut and at the absurd order she had just given me, yet suddenly my legs felt weak. I couldn't believe it as I felt myself lowering to the ground on my knees. Inside I was a fiery mix of hate and lust. I desperately wanted to crush this bitch and put her in her place; yet another part of me, a growing part, hungered to obey her, to please her, to be put in my place.
"You want to lick my cunt right here in the bathroom don't you? Even though anybody could walk in and see you eating me, see the popular head cheerleader eagerly eating the pussy of the crazy witch. Isn't that what you and your diva clones call me?" she asked, clearly attempting to humiliate me.
'Fuck no. I don't want to do this', I screamed at the top of my lungs, yet the words out of my sexual doppelgänger, made me sound like a dumb, blonde, bimbo. "Yes silly, like I don't care who sees me. I just want to eat your cunt."



"Go ahead, Kimmy, lick away," the witch offered, opening her legs wide and presenting a panty less disgusting hairy cunt to me.
'Fuck, it is 2012 for Christ sake. Shave that fucking cunt.' I thought to myself, and 'There is no way in hell I am licking that unkempt mess of a cunt', but instead of resisting I heard myself giggle like a fucking two year old and say, "Yummy time." 'Yummy time?' are you fucking kidding me? Yet, no matter how much I tried to fight it, desperately trying to hold my head back and resist, a sudden insatiable hunger grew. My cunt burned with desire and as I felt my head lean forward, between her stocking-clad legs and towards her hairy snatch.
"You are such a good girl, Kimmy," she moaned like she was talking to a child as my tongue made contact on her pussy lips through her forest of hair.
The compliment, meant to humiliate, somehow lit yet another spark in my pussy. Each forced lick sent fireworks of pleasure throughout my entire body. Suddenly pleasing her was all that mattered. The feeling of euphoria my body was feeling was way greater than anything my boyfriend Miles had ever done to me or anything I had self-inflicted on myself for that matter. Her musky scent also seemed to short circuit my senses and slowly the rational me faded as I craved more of her sweet, sweet nectar.
"Kimmy, you are a natural born pussy pleaser," the witch commented.
What should have been humiliating, insulting and infuriating, actually turned me on more and made me even more eager to please her and craving more of her delicious juice. Again my words were absurd. "Thank you for letting me like lick your cunt, it makes me like super happy." 'What the hell was happening to me? Why was I enjoying this? Saying this?'
"I know it does, Kimmy," she moaned, "you will be a very good slut, won't you?"
"The bestest," I heard myself say. 'Slut?' I have only slept with Miles and one other yet being called a slut sent another wave of intense never before experienced pleasure through me. Unable to quench my hunger, I wanted more and I began licking faster and faster. I was parched and craving her cum to quench my thirst. I was like a woman lost in the desert desperate for water, but my water was her cum and I was determined to get it.
My mind shut off, I focused on the task at hand and took her hard clit in my mouth.
She moaned, "You nasty slut, I'm going to come soon. Have you been secretly eating cunt with Amber?"
I replied, reluctantly my desire to taste her cum all I could think about, "Like, this is my first time."
"Of many," she quipped back.
"Like whenever you want me," I replied, again mortified by my response even as I returned to the obsession at hand. Each lick of her cunt had me craving more. After a couple minutes I felt her hands on my head and I was pulled deep into her cunt. I struggled to breathe as I continued to lick as she exploded her cum all over my lips and face.
"Swallow my cum, my slave," I vaguely heard her scream, as her legs wrapped around my head.
I did as she ordered, swallowing as much of her sweet cum as possible. As she orgasmed, coating my face with her cum, I did too and experienced the most intense orgasm of my life. I couldn't completely quench my thirst no matter how much of her cum I eagerly lapped up. I wanted more. I craved more. I needed more.
Suddenly, she let go off my head and pushed me away. I fell backwards onto the floor and on my ass, my wig falling off. Dazed by what had just transpired, mortified by my submission and disgusted by my weakness, I looked up to her from the floor.
"Enjoy yourself?" she asked, her smile and tone still smug as hell.
Although I couldn't deny I did based on my soaking wet panties, I replied, "That was repulsive." Suddenly I was in control of my thoughts. Feeling liberated I stood up and again feeling like the old me.
"You have five minutes," the witch said, hopping off the counter.
I looked at her and gasped as I saw myself in the mirror. Besides the ridiculous mammoth breasts that were barely held in check by my outfit, my hair was as blonde as blonde gets without being white as snow.
"Besides now being a natural cunt licker and having large real breasts, you are now a natural blonde in looks and academia," she explained, slipping back into her hideous one inch heels.
"This is permanent?" I asked, barely able to recognize myself.
"Only forever," she replied, chuckling at her own lame ass joke as she pulled out her phone and took a picture of me.
"You are dead," I snapped, moving towards her.
"Are you really threatening a witch? Last time you attempted to outwit me you received this curse," she said, clearly not scared of me. "Plus the picture is just a memory of your pretty face covered in my cunt juice."
"Give me that phone" I threatened.
"Three minutes," she said, her voice cheery, moving the phone out of my reach.
"Until what?" I asked, my frustration 'to the bent', quoting Hamlet, feeling smart again.
"Until your clarity fades and you are back in bimbo mode," she shrugged as if that was obvious.
"Excuse me?" I asked.
"Maybe the spell is flawed," she pondered, before asking her tone clearly sarcastic, "are you already back to being a bimbo?"
"You fucking bitch," I roared and pushed her against the wall.
"Hmmmm," she smiled coyly, "getting a little rough. I like that."
I glared at her trying to figure out what the hell to do.
"Two minutes," she smiled, "so if you want to understand the curse you should probably let me go and listen."
Realizing my predicament and her obvious power she seemed to have over me, I changed strategies. "Please Heather, we can work something out."
"I agree," she said.
"Thank you, Heather," I replied, seeing a glimmer of hope after the complete humiliation I just endured.
"My cunt will always be available when the hunger calls and you can't resist any longer," she replied.
"What?"
"The curse is pretty simple. You are now a sex-craved bimbo, except for a brief period of clarity after you swallow the cum of any girl or guy," she revealed.
"What?" I asked, disbelieving.
"For example, after your first swallow of cum of the day you get five minutes of utter clarity where the curse does not exist, except for the physical changes they are forever," she explained.
"I will always look like this?" I asked, mortified by just how slutty and insipid I looked.
"Yes, but each time you swallow another load of cum that day you get an extra five minutes of free will. So when you swallow your next load of cum or allow a cunt to spray their juice in you, you will get ten minutes, the next time fifteen and so forth. That said, as soon as the clock strikes midnight, like Cinderella, you return to the beginning and start all over. In essence, you will be living Bimbo Groundhog Day, that Bill Murray movie, day after day after day.
"That is ludicrous," I replied.
"So has been your treatment of most people," she retorted, before adding, "When in bimbo mode, you will act like one, dress like one and talk like one, but you will still have full range of your thoughts, unless you are horny."
I was stunned, but that was exactly what had just occurred.
"Also, I added a slut trigger to your curse; so that anytime someone calls you a derogatory name it gets you hornier and hornier which triggers your need to taste cum. The more you are humiliated the hornier you get and even your moral fibre and thoughts weaken until you submit unconditionally to your desire to submit," the witch explained.
"Oh my God," I said, completely stunned by the full impact of the curse.
"Oh my God, indeed," she quipped back, revelling in her power over me.
"And I can't break it?" I asked, praying there was a loophole.
"Thirty seconds," she announced, ignoring my question.
"Please," I begged, understanding in crystal clear clarity the full breadth of the curse.
"Also, you can only come when you make someone else come. You will always be on the brink of an orgasm, but unable to explode without the taste of cum in your mouth.
"You can't be serious," I said, but realizing how horny I got, getting more and more intense as the humiliation intensified, and yet unable to cum until the moment she did; I realized she was not lying.
She began walking to the door before stopping. "You know they say blondes have more fun. Let's find out if it is true."
"Heather, please, we can work something out," I begged.
"Oh one more thing I almost forgot," she said. "The last additional quirk I added to your curse is you will obey any order anyone gives you. Always."
"No please," I pleaded, believing every word she said now.
"Five, four, three, two, one," she counted down, clearly amused at what she had done to me. "Back to bimbo mode. Slap yourself in the face."
'There is no way I am doing that' I thought to myself as I felt the hot burn of my hand on my face as I slapped myself.
"Jump up and down on one foot," she ordered as she aimed her phone at me.
I wanted to beg for her to stop again, but the words I spoke instead as I began to hop, my humongous breasts almost hitting me in the face, were, "Like how fun."
I was furious inside assuming she was taping me for nefarious reasons all the while she was laughing at me...oh how the tides had turned.
"Blow me a kiss, my cunt-licker," she ordered.
Another order, another derogatory name and my pussy was getting wetter as I blew her a kiss and added, "Kisses, sexy."
"Give me your number," she ordered.
I heard myself give her my cell number even as I demanded myself not to.
"Get on all fours, slut," she demanded, her evil smile back.
I obeyed instantly even though I didn't want to, as another tingle hit my hungry cunt.
"Masturbate for me," she ordered, her iPhone pointing at me.
My hand went directly under my skimpy dress and to my sopping wet cunt. I felt a jolt of pleasure instantly, even as my mind protested.
"Tell me you are a nasty, bitch," she demanded.
I repeated her words exactly as more pulsations triggered my cunt, my strong willed mind breaking again. "I am a nasty bitch?"
"Who is?" she questioned.
"Kim Patterson is a nasty bitch," I announced to the camera.
"Tell me how much you loved eating my cunt," she ordered, moving closer to me.
The transition inside my head was shifting as I was becoming a cum hungry bimbo, my pussy taking control of my body and thoughts. "I fucking loved licking your cunt," I admitted and I did and I wanted to again. I craved it. I needed it.
"You're hungry for my cunt again, aren't you?" she asked, smugly; now just a foot away from me.
Far away in my subconscious I heard faint screams of 'nooooo' but they were silenced by my insatiable hunger and declaration, "I like desperately want to lick you again." My hand was now frantically rubbing my cunt, but the orgasm that should have hit by now continued to burn just below the volcanic rupture point.
"Look directly at the camera and using your name tell me what you are and who is your Mistress," she instructed.
The word 'Mistress' suddenly seemed so natural, so right. I was her bimbo sub and she was my Mistress. I saw that clearly now. Looking directly at the camera, opening my legs to allow her to see me slide two fingers inside my desperate inferno of desire, I declared, "My name is Kim Patterson and I am like a bimbo slut who was created for the use of my Mistress, Mistress Heather."
"That was very good," she replied, straddling my face.
Her words of approval excited me, her legs straddling me brought undeniable hunger as I looked forward to tasting her again; suddenly nothing else mattered.
"You crave my cunt, don't you?" she asked.
"Like yes," I admitted, leaning up.
"Do you think you deserve it?" she teased, waving her hairy cunt above me.
"Like, I will do like anything," I said, meaning it. Tasting her again all that mattered in my tiny brain.
"Too bad," she shrugged, adding, "the bell is going to ring in a minute. You cunt, you slut, you whore, you bitch, you cocksucker, cunt-licker, tramp."
The machine-gun verbal attack had me collapse onto the floor as my cunt felt intense feelings of pleasure. My desire to come so intense now it was the only thought in my mind. I begged, "Please, please, please, let me lick you, Mistress."
She laughed as she moved away from me. "Sorry, class is over. You should probably get yourself respectable before someone comes in."
Before I could respond, my need to come overwhelming everything else, she walked out the bathroom leaving me alone. I heard her say to someone, "Thanks for covering the entrance for me."
"Did it work?" the voice asked.
"Go see for yourself," Heather said amused.
Before I could move, one of her geeky friends, Sandra, the Preacher's daughter, peeked inside and gasped. I should have been mortified, but my first thought was 'I bet her cunt would taste good'. Yet, just as quickly as she came in, she was gone and I was left alone horny and dishevelled.
Seconds later the bell rang and I quickly got up, still completely distracted by my desperate need to come. I was just washing my face when others came sauntering into the bathroom as morning break had just started.
My hunger to come became a hunger for cum and I was not thinking rationally but only with my overcharged libido.
Hands trembling, I texted Miles, 'Car, now, hungry 4 ur cock.' I hurried out of the bathroom; I was overwhelmed with sexual desire. Every girl I walked by my mouth watered knowing their cunt could satisfy my hunger; each guy that passed had my head wondering if I could just devour their cock full and felt that everyone was staring at my big tits.
Just as I was near the door to break free from the swarm of cocks and cunts I craved, I passed Mr. Hammerstone.
"You ok, Kim?" he asked.
All I could think about was his hammer pounding my throat. I stammered, "Like, just got to come, like I mean, meet Miles." I scurried out the door resisting the temptation to fall to my knees and satisfy my craving by devouring our sexy Principal.
Outside, I quickly headed to my car when Amber called out. I ignored her and continued to the car.
Miles was walking all laissez-faire to the car when I snapped, "Like, get the fuck over here, now."
Miles knowing that tone, assuming he was in trouble, hurried to me. "You went blonde?" he asked with a surprised look on his face.
"I wanna be sexy, and slutty and like blondes have like more fun," I flirted, my hunger all that mattered.
"And your breasts are huge," he said, staring at my newfound chest.
"All bimbos have big tits," I replied, content with who I was, a cum-craving slut.
"W-w-what is up?" he stammered, confused by my aggressive out of character behavior.
"It better be your cock," I replied, reaching for his cock outside the car. No longer caring who saw us, I began pulling his cock out of his pants.
"Wow, Kim," he protested, "anyone can see."
"Give me your cock now, Miles, or I will find someone else who is more willing," I snapped, ignoring his protest.
"Let's at least get in the car," he said, moving to the car, quickly.
"Fuck, fine, you fucking prude," I said, pissed at him delaying my need to come.
Once in the car, I pulled his cock out and bobbed on it up and down like I was in the cocksucking speed Olympics. Thankfully, Miles has an incredibly quick trigger and in only a couple of minutes of pornstar sucking, all the while I frantically rubbed myself, I felt the double explosion of his cum spraying down my throat. My own orgasm shuttered through me like an earthquake as my body was split in two. Bimbo me quivered, quaked and screamed like a whore finally reaching the denied orgasm that had been simmering through me since the humiliation in the bathroom; the real me, watched in awestruck frustration at what I had become, how completely the need to come had overtaken my being and how quickly I was myself once I had accomplished the task.
If the bitch witch was right I had ten minutes of freedom. Even as my orgasm continued quivering through me, I said to Miles, "Sorry, I couldn't help myself."
"Fuck, don't be sorry. I think we should make this a regular thing," he replied, like a typical guy.
"No, listen Miles, I have been," I said, but the word cursed didn't come out.
"You have been, what?" he asked, seeing my frazzled look.
I screamed 'cursed' but nothing came out at all, just my mouth open like a mime. I reworded "That bitch Heather cursed me into a bimbo," but the words he actually heard was 'That bitch me into a bimbo.'
He looked at me confused as he put his penis back in his pants.
Frustrated, I tried to word it another way. "I am no longer in control of myself."
"What?" he asked.
"I have been made into a slut," I explained.
"Oooooo-K," he said, clearly not understanding what I was saying.
"I can't say no to you," I said, trying a different approach.
"I know, I am irresistible," he smiled back, thinking I was complimenting him.
The clock ticking away, I was getting frantic. "Miles fucking listen I don't have much time. I am no longer me."
His facial expression told me he understood I wasn't kidding, but clearly he had no idea what I was trying to say.
"I have been turned into a slut," I reworded the same message.
"Turned into a slut?" he repeated.
"Fuck, fuck, fuck, that fucking bitch," I cursed, unable to explain my plight.
"What bitch?" he asked.
I said, 'Heather', but no name escaped my lips. I repeated her name over and over and yet nothing came out. As my boyfriend looked at me like I was insane, an idea popped into my head. Obviously, the curse prevented me from revealing the curse verbally, but it couldn't stop me from writing my problem.
Grabbing a napkin from the floor of the car and a pen, I quickly wrote, 'I have been cursed by Heather and turned into a bimbo, please help me before I am turned into a slave.' I double- checked to make sure what I wrote was what I was thinking before handing it to him.
I handed him the note and he read it as his eyes got wide. "You sure?" he asked.
"Yes," I replied, relieved that he finally understood what I was trying to say.
"You're fucking with me," he said, clearly skeptical.
"No, I am not," I said, my eyes big, desperate for him to completely understand. "Will you help me?"
"I don't know," he hesitated, "this doesn't seem like a good idea."
"What do you mean," I sighed with frustration, "It isn't an idea, it is the reality I am currently living."
"You're sure," he asked, clearly not wanting to be a part of it.
"Of course I am sure," I snapped, frustrated at his lack of concern. "What are you going to do about it?"
"I don't know," he said, his discomfort obvious.
"Shit, it is almost time," I panicked, knowing I had less than a minute.
"Time for what?" he asked, looking at me like I was crazy, which I was beginning to think I was.
"Please, Miles, promise me you will help me," I pleaded.
"Ok, ok," he agreed, "but I can't believe this is what you want, even if I have thought about it many times."
"Thought about what?" I asked. Suddenly it was my turn to be confused.
"What do you mean? Oh man is this a test?" he asked, his eyes giving away he thought it was too good to be true.
"This is not a fucking test, Miles. Fuck, why is this so fucking complicated. What are you going to do about it? Are you a man or a mouse?" I questioned.
"Ok, ok, fuck what is wrong with you?" he said, clearly thinking I was overreacting.
"What is wrong with me? What is wrong with me? Are you illiterate?" I snapped, grabbing the napkin and yelling, "This is what is wrong with me?" Looking at it my world suddenly stopped. I could feel the color drain from my face. I could feel my will to win shattered. I could feel the clock ticking to zero. It was my hand writing, yet it was not the words I had written and I even double checked before giving it to him. The note said, 'I want you to fuck my ass and treat me like a bimbo-slave tonight.'



"Honey, you look like you have seen a ghost," he said, staring at me with concern even after my, in his mind, irrational behaviour.
"You are," I said, tears streaming down my face, the reality of just how powerful the curse was now hitting home. Silence lingered.
"Do you want me to take you home?" he asked, clearly concerned about his girlfriend who was acting irrational.
Sensing my time was up, I was going to agree when there was a knock on the window startling me. It was Amber with my purse.
I rolled down the window and Amber could tell what we had been up to. "You slut, couldn't you even wait till lunch? And here I was all worried about you."
The word slut brought the first tingle back down below and the words out of my mouth were not me again. "Like, what can I say I can't resist a big cock." Shit, I was back in bimbo-mode.
She laughed, "Fuck, the way you scurried out of class I thought something was wrong, especially when you didn't come back."
I wanted to say, 'Yes, I was turned into a bimbo and made to dyke out' but what I said instead was, 'Something was wrong, I was like going through cum withdrawal'.
Miles blushed as I squeezed his still hard cock.
"You slut," Amber teased, "Let's go, we are going to be late for class."
I wanted to go home, but having been given an order, I felt my body moving without my permission. "See you after school, stud," I smiled, giving one more involuntary squeeze to my boyfriend's cock.
"S-s-sure," he replied, clearly trying to figure out his good fortune and the bizarre changes in his girlfriend's behavior.
I followed Amber back into school with only a slight tingling down below. I was relatively still in control of my libido.
"So how did you get such realistic fake tits?" Amber asked.
I lied. "Mom found some online."
"Oh, cool. So did you fuck him or suck him in the car?" Amber asked.
"Just sucked him," I answered, luckily the words I thought were the ones that left my lips.
"Well, Happy birthday to you," Amber joked as we got to class.
The next hour I felt so free. I was thinking straight, able to mostly ignore the faint but ever present nagging for attention down below. I desperately wracked my brain trying to figure a way out of this curse. Although I thought many things, it all came down to one basic truth: I had to convince Heather to take back the curse.
The bell rang for lunch and Amber and I headed to our usual perch in the cafeteria hierarchy. Yet, as I walked the hallway I could feel a growing hunger. I had to focus on my thoughts; otherwise, I began to think about the size of a guy's cock as they passed me or if a girl might be a lesbian.
Reaching the cafeteria, I was surprised to see our table was decorated with balloons and a happy 18th Kim banner above. Briefly, ever so briefly, I forgot what had transpired today and I revelled in the glory of being me. Yet, when I reached my table and got a hug from a few of the gang, instead of feeling warmth I felt their tits against mine or their cock against my leg. Another twitch below had me shiver slightly, instantly bringing me back to my condition.
The plethora of good wishes hit me and I thanked them with single words that couldn't be reworded by the curse.
Usually, I was the center of the conversation, the undisputed leader of the group, yet I stayed silent as I continued looking for Heather in the crowd. When I was drawn into conversation, I kept my answers simple and quickly learned that other than the odd addition of the word 'like', I could keep from sounding like an insipid airhead.
As I finished my lunch, my phone vibrated. It was a text from an unknown number. I assumed it was from Heather.
Hi Kimmy,
How is your birthday going so far? Do you like my gift? If you need to talk or satisfy your hunger I am in the library conference room 3 right now.
With no name left, no evidence it was from Heather or that I was cursed. Suddenly, an idea popped into my head. I would take my phone and put it on record so I could tape her words and then use the recording as proof to explain my predicament to anyone that could help me.
I stood up and said, unfortunately so excited about the opportunity to catch Heather in the act, to free myself from her invisible power, that I didn't wordsmith properly. "Like I have to go pee-pee."
My friends looked at me like I was an alien, but I just shook my head and hurried out before anyone could follow...I usually did not go to the washroom alone.
I went directly to the library and to the small tutorial room. Taking a deep breath, I knocked on the door.
"Come in," Heather replied, her voice unusually happy.
I walked in and was surprised to see she was not alone. I asked, "Can we like be alone?"
"Why, do you want to eat my cunt?" she asked.
My face went red as the thought of eating her disgusted me, but appealed to my conditioning. "What, like no, I just, like....." I turned and saw Eugene and gasped.
"Don't worry, slut, Eugene knows about the curse. Actually, he has offered to assist you with your craving," she revealed, my cunt getting needier with another verbal insult.
Eugene was a 300 pound acne covered nerd who I and my posse had picked on for years. The thought of even being in the same confined room with him disgusted me; yet I couldn't help but look down at his crotch. The ruthless me wondered if I could even find his cock, but the cursed me wondered if he was big and a virgin.
"Please, no," I said, my face clearly showing my disgust.
"On your knees, cocksucker," she ordered, as she went and locked the door, before adding, "rumour has it you already swallowed a load at break."
My face burned red, as I felt myself going to my knees, following another command. "Please, we can work something out," I begged.
"Are you really that dumb? It is a curse, you cunt-licking, cock-sucking, whore," she replied, sending triggers of sexual pleasure directly into my cunt. I could again feel the fading of my will from the verbal assault.
Looking at Eugene, my utter disgust was slowly weakening as my uncontrollable hunger to come increased, regardless of the vessel needed to satiate the hunger.
"It is time for Eugene to lose his virginity to the most popular girl in school," she announced, smiling. "Now get his cock nice and ready with that cock-sucking mouth of yours."
"Y-y-you sure," Eugene stammered, clearly not used to female attention.
Another order given, another rush of desire down below, as I crawled the few feet to the large nerd. While my head screamed no in the fading distance, my response was, "I'm like super sure, stud."
I pulled out his cock, not surprisingly already hard, and took it in my mouth. His seven-inch cock was bigger than my jock boyfriends five-inch cock and shockingly wide, It took a while to adjust to his thickness, but my sudden hunger to taste his cum, which in turn would allow me to come, made me determined to get him off. Getting it in my mouth, I took most of it in, and bobbed back and forth, ignoring the slight stench of sweat.
After a couple of minutes of his cock in my mouth, I heard in the background, as I zoned in on getting my addiction filled, "Beg him to fuck you, slut."
I didn't hesitate, the nastiness of fucking someone like Eugene gone and replaced only with my desire to come.
Taking his hard cock out of my mouth, I looked up from my submissive position and begged, the words out of my mouth desperate and nasty, "Oh please Eugene, like shove your big snake in me kitty, like make me your bitch, fuck my wet cunt."
Eugene was overwhelmed by my words and it was Heather who spoke for him.
"Get on all fours like the nasty doggy slut you are, slave," she ordered.
Again, without a hint of hesitation, I was no longer in control of my body as I pulled by panties down. I then got on all fours as ordered; I waited eagerly to feel a cock inside my inferno.
Heather asked, "What are you waiting for, Eugene? Fuck your dream girl."
I felt his clammy hands on my hips and as soon as I felt his cock between my legs I pushed back and eagerly took all of it. His girth widened my cunt and brought intense pleasure through my entire being and I instantly felt the rising tide of an orgasm near eruption, yet unable to explode. He didn't fuck me, I fucked him. Bouncing back on his stiff cock, my eyes closed, I forgot I was fucking the overweight geek and just enjoyed the thrill of a cock inside me.
Heather asked, "Enjoying fucking yourself on Eugene's cock, slut?"
Completely in bimbo I-got-to-come-at-all-costs mode, I moaned, "F-f-fucking love it."
"Just so you know, besides being only allowed to come when you swallow the sweet taste of cum from a guy or girl, you can also come whenever you feel your cunt or ass walls being coated with cum. Do you like that, my cunt, cunt, cunt, cunt."
The repetition had my whole body in convulsions and I collapsed forward my orgasm begging to be released. Luckily, Eugene took control and began pounding me hard, filling me full.
"You like that, slut?" he asked, with a grunt, his sweaty hands all over my ass.
"Yes baby, I like-y your cock-y in me," I moaned, loving each hard stroke, before begging, "Fill my cunt with your gooey stuff, sexy."
"Fill the bitch," Heather demanded.
For a couple minutes, I was fucked harder and better than I ever had been in my life and I couldn't get enough. I babbled like the bimbo slut I had become. "OMG, OMG, OMG, harder," and "pound my kitty-box," and "I need your cum-cum."
I felt his hands tighten on my ass, I heard the all too familiar grunt and a second later he unloaded inside my burning cunt. Simultaneously, my orgasm stormed through me like a tornado touching ground. A scream left my mouth beyond my control, loud enough to wake the dead, but I didn't care, the dam had burst and the pleasure was better and more intense than any I have ever felt.
As Eugene pulled out of me, I felt his full load in me and suddenly clarity was back. I had just taken Eugene's virginity. I had begged him to fuck me. I had demanded him to shoot his cum in me. I was mortified, devastated, and humiliated. As I began to stand I felt his cum leaking out of me.
Heather laughed, "He has been banking that load for years."
I looked at her disgusted.
"What? You begged him to fill you up," she smirked.
"Not the real me," I countered.
"Well, the real you now," she volleyed back with a chuckle, before adding, "Pose sexy for a picture."
Frustrated, I posed sexily, my panties at my ankles, cum sliding down my leg. As soon as the picture was taken, I snapped, "This has gone to fucking far."
"Has it?" she asked, smiling, "Cause truthfully I was just getting started. Give Eugene your panties."
I glared at her as my body obeyed yet another humiliating instruction.
"T-t-thanks," no longer a virgin at my expense Eugene said, his cock back in his pants.
"Yeah, whatever," I said, cringing at the thought that I just fucked him.
"You should be nice to guys who fill your need, you may need him again," Heather warned.
Ignoring her warning, I said, "I can pay you." Thinking maybe money could solve the problem.
"Sure," she replied, "Give me all your money in your purse."
"That is not what I meant," I replied, even as I went to my purse and gave her all my money, just over 200 bucks.
"I know," she laughed, "but since you were offering. By the way you will always answer my texts when I text you or call you is that clear?"
"Yes," I replied through clenched teeth, each moment adding more and more levels of complexity to my forced obedience..
"Good girl," she purred, before turning to the door and adding, "See you tonight."
Before I could respond, she walked out and Eugene quickly followed. I stood there again, helpless, defeated and humiliated. Deciding to take the afternoon off, desperate to get away and think, I rushed out of school, drove home and took a long shower to wash away the sin.
Once done, I was so overwhelmed that I decided to take a nap. I was out before my head hit the pillow.
*****
I woke up after the craziest dream I have ever had. It seemed so real, so bizarre, in it I had become a slutty bimbo because of that witch Heather. As I opened my eyes, and felt a sudden horniness growing I sat up lightning fast. Was it true? The memories of my day, my birthday, came flashing back fast and furious. The curse, eating my first pussy, the brief clarity, the hunger to swallow cum, sucking Miles in his car, not being able to say no, eagerly fucking fat Eugene, I was cursed.
My head was relatively clear, even though I could feel the undeniable slow tingle below. How was I going to deal with this? My party was tonight? Frantic, I looked at the clock. Shit, shit, shit. It started in an hour. How long had I slept?
I quickly got up and called Amber. "Get over here now," I said.
"Pulling into your driveway as we speak," she responded.
"Great, come upstairs to my room," I replied, hanging up. I looked at my outfit I originally planned for tonight, a slutty-as-can-be playboy bunny costume, and wondered how I was going to avoid the curse while wearing it. After putting the top part on, barely fitting now with my much enhanced tits, I saw the flashing blue light on my phone, I grabbed it and checked my messages. I have a dozen. I read each one and seeing one from an unknown number, I click it.
You are a cunt, a slutty lesbian that craves pussy. You want to taste it now, like the slut you are. You must lick the pussy of the next girl you see. Be the cunt-licker you have become, the eager pussy-pleaser you have become, the dirty slut you always have been.
I dropped the phone on my bed as the name-calling brought pulsations of pleasure to my pussy from the machine-gun attack of insults. I moaned out loud and fell on my bed, my mind again shifting from control to hunger in seconds.
Suddenly horny, bimbo mode taking control, I fell onto my bed, and began pleasuring myself. I had two fingers in my needy cunt when Amber walked into my room.
"What are you doing?" Amber gasped, staring at my legs open fingering myself.
"I like need to come, please like help me come," I begged.
"What?" she asked, her face showing a shock that one could not fake.
I tried to explain, babbling like a dumb whore. "Must come, must obey, must lick cunt, please help me."
Amber laughed, thinking I was kidding. "Funny, Kim. This reminds me of cheerleading camp last year, too bad you didn't come."
The words excited me. I remember her telling me about experimenting while at camp last year. I couldn't go because I was on a trip to Mexico with my parents for a wedding. "Call, me Kimmy, sexy. Come show me, like, what you did there, please."
Amber, skeptical, closed the door and walked over to me. "Kimmy? Are you kidding me?"
"Fuck no, Amber, sit on my face, like, make me your pussy-pleaser," I begged, my conscience far back in my mind screaming to shut up, but was ignored by my heated cunt and my hunger to come.
"You seriously want to do this?" Amber asked, the look in her eyes telling me she had considered this before.
"Yes, Amber, I must obey, I must lick you, I must obey," I babbled, my words making no sense to her, but making perfect sense in my muddled mind, as I added a third finger inside my burning inferno; my frustration at not coming building fast.
She began to get undressed, as she said, "Do you know how long I have wanted to fuck you?"
"I am yours," I replied, not waiting for an answer, "Now hurry and fuck my face with that hot kitty of yours."
"Fuck, what has gotten into you?" she asked, stunned and yet turned on by the bimbo me.
Under her playboy costume, she only had on panties as she had went braless, just like I had to do, the playboy bunny outfit super tight now. I replied, "Please, hurry, I need your cunt sooooo bad-bad."
She straddled my face and, sensing a power shift in our relationship, a chance to change the social hierarchy of our clique, the ambitious her took control, "Beg, Kimmy, beg to eat my cunt."
Shame long left at the door, I begged, my only thought to come. "Please Amber, let me lick-y you, I'll be a good licker."
"Fuck this is unreal," she said. I lay back on my bed as she lowered her wet and trimmed cunt onto my face.
I didn't hesitate, eating cunt suddenly seemed natural to me, as I lifted my head up and lapped eagerly. Her taste was similar, yet different to Heather's, and I continued my hungry desire for both of us to come.
Amber, finally freed from the restrictions of being below me in the cheerleader hierarchy, she got dominant and nasty. "That's it Kimmy, lick my cunt. Who is in charge now?"
Between long wide strokes, I moaned, "Like you obviously."
"And you will let me lead?" she asked, her hand somehow reaching my burning cunt.
"Yes, whatever you say," I moaned, loudly into her cunt from her finger on my swollen clit.
"Fuck," she moaned, suddenly turning around, getting us into a sweet sixty-nine. She dove into my pussy, her tongue bringing new sensations to me which I had never experienced before as I leaned up to bury my face in her sweetness.
The next few minutes were pure pleasure as we licked each other with reckless abandon, using each other to achieve the ultimate ecstasy.
Her moans increased and I could tell she was close and that meant I was too, mine having been stuck on temporary delayed delirium driving me crazy. Suddenly, I felt a finger slide inside my ass and she moaned, "Finger-fuck my ass, Kimmy."
I quickly obeyed, sliding my wet finger inside her tight ass. Instantly we were simultaneously thrusting a finger inside each other's ass and our huffing and puffing continued to rise. I replicated her movements. As she took my clit in her mouth, I did too. As she pulled her mouth back allowing my clit to stretch, I did too. Finally, I heard her scream, "I'm coming Kimmy, don't you fucking stooooooooooooop!"
As her orgasm exploded out of her and onto me, I did the same. The torment over, euphoria plunged through me like a never-ending spasm. Like the previous three orgasms I had today, my fourth was equally one of the most intense and fulfilling of my young life; as it faded my clarity returned. If Heather was telling the truth, I had twenty minutes this time.
As Amber rolled off me, I suddenly sat up and apologized. "I am so sorry, Amber."
"Sorry? You know how long I have wanted to fuck the shit out of you. If I would have known this was going to happen I would have brought my toys," she said, smiling.
"Toys?" I asked.
"Yes, my strap on, or my double-ended dildo," Amber revealed, before adding, "since when have you become a lesbo?"
"That would be today?" I answered.
"A rather interesting birthday wish," she joked.
"But I need your help," I said, trying to tell her my problem.
"Sure," she shrugged, her smile naughty, "what do you have in mind?"
"I need you to protect me," I said.
"From what?" she asked, confused by my words.
"Myself," I revealed. "I can't control my sexual appetite anymore."
"What? Why?" she asked.
"I can't explain it, but my hunger to come has become uncontrollable." I explained vaguely.
"So what is my role?" she asked.
"Hide me from undesirables," I said.
"Like who?" she asked.
"Everyone," I said, frustrated at not being able to reveal the truth.
Before I could say more the doorbell rang. Both of us said 'Fuck' in unison realizing we were naked.
"Grab my panties," Amber said and I quickly obeyed, praying she wouldn't notice my instant obedience.
As we frantically got dressed, the doorbell rang a second time. Amber finished dressing before me slapped my ass and promised, "We are not done here"



"What?" I asked.
"I am going to fuck the shit out of you next time," she promised. "I have always wanted my own pet slut. Bark for me."
I woofed twice and laughed, trying to hide the fact that I had to obey.
"Fucking awesome," she smiled.
I was worried, knowing I would have to obey if she made any sort of order. Before I could reply, the doorbell rang a third time.
"Finish getting dressed, I'll get the door, lesbo."
"Takes one to know one," I quipped back, desperate to hide my condition.
Alone again, my time of complete freedom of thought limited, I again tried to figure out a way out of this. I was frustrated with how I was no longer in control of my body and I couldn't control my sexual desires. I realized that as my cravings increased my conscience disappeared. I felt as if I was blindfolded and handcuffed, and I became just a body needing orgasmic relief. In other words, I was a bimbo.
I finished getting dressed and prayed I could avoid any situations where orders would be made and where conversations would be long.
The next couple of hours were about as normal as life used to be just twelve hours ago. I got a trillion birthday hugs, I had a few birthday drinks and got a few cool presents from friends. The only real change was I listened more and talked less. Only on rare occasion did my bimbo language come out and that was ignored as me being drunk and giddy at being eighteen.
Things were going well and I almost forgot what had become of me until Miles arrived, late as usual. Sometimes I really questioned if he loved me as he said he did or just used me for sex and the popularity that came with dating the head cheerleader. He was already drunk, and his first words to me where aggressive. "I got something for you, let's find someplace quiet."
An order. Dammit. An order seemed to enhance my bimbo-ness as I said all excited, "Like, ok."
A minute later we were in my room and the door was locked. "I am going to make all your birthday wishes come true," he smiled, before kissing me hard.
I wondered instantly if my aggressiveness this afternoon and the stupid note I wrote had given him a new confidence over who controlled this relationship. I broke the kiss and said, "About the note."
"Shut up, sexy," he ordered, pushing me on the bed.
Another order, I was now at the mercy of his intentions, which I assumed included fulfilling my earlier accidental request to have my ass fucked. At the thought, my cunt tingled even as my mind freaked out at the thought of the nasty taboo act.
He was a different man, rugged and rough, in control and I again felt my cunt getting wetter. He said, "Fuck you look sexy, birthday girl," as he pulled down my thong and slid a finger inside my already wet pussy. As he pumped his finger inside my cunt hard and fast he noticed the obvious. "Holy shit, Kim, you are soaked, have you been thinking of me fucking your ass all day?"
I didn't answer partly because of the order although I assumed that order came to an end when asked a question, but partly because I was scared what bimbo me would say, as I could again feel my conscience beginning to fade away and bimbo me take control.
Suddenly there was a knock on my door.
"Fuck off," yelled Miles as he prepared to sodomize me, clearly unaware of how to prepare someone for such an act.
Amber called out, "The police are here."
Miles cursed, but stood up and pulled up his pants quickly. Ignoring me, he climbed out the window. I couldn't believe it.
I couldn't believe the audacity of him leaving me there even if he was obviously drunk and maybe even high.
I opened the door and saw my guests dispersing at record speed, my eighteenth birthday party was ruined. Any other day, I would be furious, but the thought that no one else could order me around was a relief. I desperately wanted this day to end and prayed that the curse was just one day.
I went downstairs to speak to the police. "Like, hi officers, what is, like, the problem?" I sighed to myself as I heard myself talk.
"Is this your party, Miss?" the chubby officer asked.
"Like, obviously," I giggled, my inside voice mortified by how vapid I sounded.
"We are shutting it down. We have had two noise complaints," he said, looking around.
"Well, poop, it is like my 18th birthday party," I explained, and looking down at his crotch I added, "do you like have a present for me?" I was mortified by the words out of mouth, even as my pussy again begged for attention.
"Have you been drinking, young lady?" he asked.
"Just my friend's pussy juice, sir," I answered way too honestly. I quickly covered my mouth.
He shook his head and said, "Party's over. If I come back here again I will be taking you downtown."
"You can like take me anywhere you wish," I flirted back like the whore I had been turned into.
Shaking his head, he said, "Go get some sleep. You clearly need it."
"Yes, sir," I said, obeying his order. I went directly back to my room and to my bed. I was asleep in seconds.
I was awakened by the ringing of my cell. Groggily, I reached for it confused.
"Come open the door for us, cunt-licker," a voice demanded.
The name calling sent a pleasure pulse directly to my cunt and I immediately sat up and headed downstairs. The cops coming, Miles ditching and the premature end of the party came flashing back as I looked at the huge mess.
I opened the door and six of the biggest losers of all time filtered into my messy house. There was Eugene whose cherry I had taken earlier today, Simon the nerd who I saw first after the curse began to work, Elmer an acne covered geek with a 200 plus IQ but no social smarts, Chang our Chinese Chess Champion, Sandra, a preacher's daughter, who I had never heard speak louder than a squeak and who dressed like a missionary girl and Heather who had started the curse.
I was petrified at seeing these six losers in my house, mortified at why they would be here and yet my cunt was already getting my panties damp at the thought of all the cock and pussy available for me. My cunt on orgasm denial since Miles started getting me primed for pleasure an ass fucking earlier.
Heather ordered, "On your knees, slut, it is time for you to continue your charity work."
Another pulse to the pussy, I obeyed yet another order against my will.
"Crawl to the living room cocksucker," Heather demanded.
I again obeyed and again felt a pounding to my pussy as I felt the real me fading away again and being replaced by the sex-craved bimbo me.
Once in the living room, Sandra, who never speaks only squeaks, gasped, "I can't fucking believe it, you really did it. You made our arch enemy, into a real bimbo. Fucking awesome."
I looked up at Sandra, dressed in what I guess was a homemade Pippi Longstocking costume. Her long red hair was in pigtails and her raggedy clothes implied so much, although, truthfully, it was not much better than her usual day-to-day attire.
"I told you the curse would work," Heather smiled clearly proud of her accomplishment. She added, clearly trying to show all her power, "Be a good slut, a good cunt, a good whore and roll over like a dog.
"Aaaah, aaaaah, ooooooh," I involuntarily moaned from the name calling, before obeying and rolling over like an obedient dog, my panties now soaked.
"Bark, cunt-licker," Heather demanded.
I again obeyed, as my pussy leaked, "Woof, woof, woof." Looking up I saw that Eugene had a video camera on a tripod aimed directly at me. I begged, "Like, please don't tape this."
"Dumb sluts only speak when spoken to. Is that clear you cocksucking, cunt-licking, whore?" Heather roared.
I was startled and frightened yet as my cunt screamed for attention I stammered, "L-l-like yes ma'am."
"Ma'am, I like that," she laughed, "finally showing some respect."
"Can I fuck her yet?" a voice asked.
"How about a blow job first?" Heather asked. "She can blow all four of you. You would like that wouldn't you cum craver?"
My cunt and need to come out of control, I knew resistance was futile. I answered, avoiding the camera, "Yes."
"Yes what, "Cum swallower?" Heather questioned, pushing me further down the humiliation highway.
"Yes, I like want to sucky suck all of your delicious popsicle sticks," I purred, sounding slutty and dumb. Without even realizing it, I had crawled to Chang and was pulling his cock out of his pants. His cock was tiny, but it had what I wanted...cum. His cum I now craved, I now needed. If I could swallow his cum the orgasm that was again on the brink of ecstasy, but was currently driving me crazy, could happen.
Chang's eyes went big as I grabbed his cock with my hand and began swirling my tongue around his cock.
He moaned which excited me, pleasing him suddenly exciting. I wanted his cum. My hunger suddenly insatiable, I began to bob up and down on his cock like a porn star.
"Chang, don't come in the slut," Heather demanded, "cum on her."
I was instantly devastated. I was starving for his cum, for the orgasm that followed when I filled my belly with his sweet seed.
Heather instructed, "And slut, don't you dare swallow any cum, is that clear?"
I nodded, my cunt begging for sexual release as the intensity increased with each insult.
Not surprisingly, he didn't last long, not even a full minute before he grunted and warned, "I am going to cum." I closed my eyes and soon felt my face being covered with cum. Miles had nagged me forever to give me a facial, but I refused telling him I wasn't a slut. Now the first time it happened it was Chang, how humiliating.
"Next cock, slut," Heather ordered as my orgasm still simmered just below the surface.
I opened my eyes, turned my head and was hit in the face by the smallest, yet widest cock I have ever seen.
"Suck my light sabre, bitch," the shy nerd Elmer ordered.
I couldn't believe these meek mice were suddenly so confident. Unable to disobey an order, I opened my mouth and began sucking yet another nerd's cock. This time the nerd was dressed as a Star Wars guy, although I had no idea which one, nor did I care.
After a couple of minutes, of slow back and forth bobbing, I felt him grab my head with his hands and he began fucking my mouth with his cock.
"Kimmy you are dirty bitch cocksucking diva whore cunt licking stuck-up wench, aren't you?" Sandra, the preacher's daughter, who never talked and was the most timid girl in our school, rattled off, sending my cunt into the most intense pleasure ever. I needed to come, but couldn't.
"You want my cum cocksucker?" Elmer asked, a couple of minutes later, pulling his cock out and stroking himself.
"Yeeeeees, so yummy-yummy, please cum in my tummy," I moaned and giggled in response.
"Close your mouth, cunt," Heather roared, just as the first rope of cum shot out of Elmer's cock.
I instantly closed my mouth as Elmer declared, "I'm coming whore, all over your pretty face."
A minute later a second load of cum coated my face, the second in a few minutes as I got a dirty cum bath.
"Now suck off Eugene again, like you did at school, my cheerleading slave," Heather ordered.
For the second time in less than twelve hours, I had Eugene's cock in my mouth. His cock tasted nasty and I realized I was sucking off a mixture of his sweat and my cum from hours ago. Repulsed, I decided fast and furious was the most efficient way to get this task done.
I used a new technique by creating extra saliva in my mouth and making a whirlpool of lust. The extra saliva also masked the disgusting scent and taste.
Again it was Sandra, her tongue now in my ear, talking nasty to me, getting me back in desperate to come mode. "Kimmy is a slut, a dirty fucking slut, a horny dirty slut," she degraded, chanting like she was a cheerleader, building on the humiliation. The name-calling kept me on permanent climax hunger. My body and bimbo mind just a vessel for their pleasure, their entertainment. "You understand you deserve this. If you were a nicer person, a good person this curse would not work. But now you are just a cunt, cunt, cunt, cunt, cunt."
I shook like crazy, feeling I might pass out of frustration my orgasm refusing to happen. Praying they would let me swallow this load, I frantically worked his cock.
Heather ordered, "When you are ready to cum, big boy, shoot your cum all over her hair."
Another disappointment rushed through me, as my upcoming orgasm was denied yet again. A minute later, Elmer pulled out, yanked my head down and grunted shooting his cum in my blonde hair.
"One last load and we will change the flavor," Heather said. "Now go get a load from Simon, slutty, slut, slut."
I let out a scream as the words seemed to go directly to my swollen sensitive clit.
Simon, unlike the other three, didn't treat me like a whore. He was nervous and I had to take the initiative. My pussy still burning and with the added name calling, my only focus was to come. .
Simon was dressed as a James Dean wannabe and without the nerd glasses, he actually passed for pretty cute, sexy even in the black leather jacket and his glasses gone. I pulled his tight jeans down, followed by his underwear and gasped as I stared at the biggest cock I had ever seen up close. Ten inches give or take and hard as a rock. I instantly imagined it inside my cunt fucking me.
Sandra gasped eyes wide and clearly in awe of Simon's package. "Holy shit Simon, you should be advertising your goods."
Heather even seemed impressed. "Agreed. Simon if the sluts of the school knew what you were packing down below you would become very popular. Now worship that cock, our pet cheerleader."
Simon blushed, so adorable, he didn't have a clue how blessed he was. I opened my mouth and this time decided to enjoy the cocksucking task.
Simon moaned as my lips wrapped around his wide mushroom top. I slowly took a couple of inches in my mouth and then slowly backed off, keeping my mouth tight around his perfect tool until it slipped out of my mouth with a loud plop. I did this for a minute or two, enjoying each quiver from Simon, each uncontrollable moan. Before this absurd day, I enjoyed sucking cock. I loved the power I had when a cock was in my mouth. I controlled the pleasure, I controlled when he came. But now, after all the other humiliating blow jobs, I began to enjoy this one. After a couple of minutes of my tight lip cock teasing, I began slow bobbing, each forward movement taking a little more of his big cock. I was ordered to worship the cock, and I actually was enjoying pleasing this nerd's monstrous cock.
A couple of more minutes passed and I had over seven inches in my mouth when the name calling started again.
"Fuck our cheerleading slut loves Simon's cock doesn't she?" Heather said.
Sandra agreed. "The cocksucker doesn't worship at church, but she is worshipping that cock."
"Deep throat him, bitch," Heather ordered. "Get all ten inches of his salami stick in that filthy mouth of yours."
Another order to fulfill and this one seemed impossible.
"Yes, about the only way to shut her mouth is to fill it with cock," Sandra laughed harshly, her tone full of hate directed at me.
Heather seeing my trepidation at how to obey the task explained, "Don't worry, cocksucker. The bimbo curse makes you a simple vessel of pleasure. Your mouth is a depository for cum and your gag reflex is gone."
The eighth inch filled my mouth.
"Now fucking deep throat Simon's cock this fucking second you dumb nerd-sucking, cum craving bitch!"
Again my pussy was amped up to a boil and without hesitation I accomplished my task. The last two inches filled my mouth, I felt oddly proud and giddy with excitement for getting it all in.
"Hold it there, suck slave," Heather demanded, and I obeyed feeling the flash of cameras. Shame should have burned me, but his beautiful cock in my mouth was exhilarating. I froze in place as hands were placed on my ass, my short costume was ripped apart roughly and my panties yanked down. My mouth felt so full I had to really focus to keep it deep inside all the while wondering what was about to happen.
I felt my cunt filled by someone as Heather demanded, "Rock back and forth, slut."
I obeyed yet again, my pussy loving the idea of getting filled and fucked. Although awkward at first, I quickly got into a comfortable rhythm. My ass fell back on the small cock and then my mouth deep-throated Simon's massive rod. My hunger to come now reaching catastrophic heights, I became my body, I became the lust.
A few minutes of double-ended fullness, my knees were burning as much as my cunt and I couldn't think at all anymore. All I wanted was to come.
Finally Simon warned, "I'm going to cum, Kim."
It was the first time I had heard my name being used.
Heather demanded, "Shoot your load on her slut fuck face."
My body quivered from the words even as another undeniable disappointment washed over me. I wanted his cum sliding down my throat, I wanted to taste it.
Simon stammered, "But I...."
"Pull out now," Heather demanded and as soon as he did I felt the first stream hit my forehead, a second rope of cum hit my nose, a third my open mouth and a final my chin. I eagerly swallowed that last remnants of his cum, desperate for the orgasm bubbling below to explode. Yet the orgasm wouldn't come. Seeing a small puddle of cum on the floor, I lowered myself to the floor quickly and retrieved the cum like a cheap slut again hoping it would be enough to trigger my orgasm. Unfortunately, my orgasm still wouldn't explode.
"Oh look at her," Sandra laughed. "She is such a hungry cum slut that she licks it right off of the floor."
I heard the words seemingly distant, my conscience handcuffed by the curse, but instead of humiliated, I was only frustrated because I wanted more of his cum, not just to come, but because its taste had me craving more. I got just a sample, an appetizer and I wanted the full meal.
I was brought back to reality by Chang announcing, "I'm coming."
"Do you want your cunt filled with cum, slut?" Heather asked.
"Like, soooooo badly," I moaned, praying this was not another tease.
"You want Chang, a kid you said should go back to China, to fill your slut box with his cum?" she questioned.
"I'm sorry, I was a super dumb-dumb," I admitted, my transformation to complete bimbo done.
"Fill the nerd-fucker's cunt," Heather ordered.
"Kkkkkkk," he grunted and shot his load into my slippery sauna.
Sandra and Heather in unison pushed me over the edge. "Come now you cunt, cunt, cunt, cunt, cunt."
The volcano of juice finally erupted and my whole body felt like pleasure lava as the orgasm coursed through every inch of my body from my toes to my forehead. As I shook and shook, I screamed out loud, "Fuuuuuuuuuuck, yaaaaaaaaaaaaaay, OMG, shit, cunt, good, good, yuuuuuuuuuummy."
I was still in orgasm mode when Sandra demanded, "Bitch, time to eat some cunt. Get your cheerleading ass over here and worship my cunt."
My knees killing me, clarity suddenly back even though my head was in a glorious fog of pleasure, I weakly crawled to the now naked Sandra from the waist down. Once between her legs I just accepted my position, leaned forward and buried my face in her hairy bush. On cruise control, I just licked and sucked, ignoring her rather potent smell, not really disgusting or pleasant, just there. I suddenly smirked at the thought that all the cum on my face was now being rubbed in her cunt. The vengeful me assumed she was not protected and hoped my face knocked her up. It was a long shot, but something to keep me going through this disgusting task.
I wasn't surprised when I felt hands on my hips and seconds later a cock was using my cunt for their pleasure. My mind now in acceptance mode, I could feel the pleasure growing, even as I went through the motions. I could now think clearly, but I still had to obey.



Luckily, Sandra I assumed had never had anyone touch her down there before and her breathing got heavy quickly. She moaned, "Oh god, fuck, keep licking."
A few minutes later, the reserved preacher girl grabbed my hair and pulled me into her forest. She held me as she began rubbing her cunt up and down on my face.
Her voice got so high pitched it could shatter glass. My face was drenched with her cum, but not wanting to cum, I closed my mouth and allowed her juice to wash my face.
She held me there for a minute as her orgasm chilled her. I was barely able to breathe, not to mention the cock in my pussy fucking me hard forcing my face even deeper into her still flooding cunt.
Finally, she let me go and I took a long breath of fresh air. Looking back, I saw Elmer thrashing away at me from behind.
To my surprise, Eugene, a confidence in him I didn't know existed, (did fucking me give it to him?) moved in front of me, pushed Sandra onto her back and climbed on top of her. The massive Eugene on top of the scrawny ninety pound Sandra was hilarious. Sandra protested, "W-w-what are you doing?"
"I'm going to fuck the girl I love," he replied.
"You love me?" Sandra asked.
"Since grade one," he replied, as I assume his cock penetrated the virgin.
All I saw was his huge ass, but Sandra's reply, a loud moan, implied the obvious. "I looooove you too."
I closed my eyes, not really wanting to watch the scene, and focused on the cock in my pussy. Orgasmed out, I just wanted him to cum and be done. I tightened my cunt muscles around his cock, trying to milk his cock and get his cum. It seemed to work as his grunts got louder and a couple more minutes of deep hard thrusts in my cunt and I felt another loud of cum fill me. Another orgasm hit me, although this time just a light tremor.
He pulled out and I felt his cum gush out of me.
Heather said, "Well Kimmy, only one hole left."
My eyes went wide.
"Ready to have your ass fucked, slut?" she asked.
"No," I answered, having control of my thoughts for a brief moment, if not my body.
"Kimmy, you crave a cock in your butt; you need a cock up your back door. Now beg for Simon to pound your asshole," Heather ordered, while Sandra was moaning loudly as Eugene fucked her hard.
My body obeying, I could actually feel a tingling in my ass and a sudden desire to have it fucked, even though I had a strict no anal anything policy. Even as my conscience screamed NO, I heard myself say, turning to a still very hard Simon, "Oh please sexy Simon, bring that beautiful cock over here and take my anal virginity." Although the words were mine, they were not bimbo words, or nasty dirty words the bimbo me had been saying. I was still in control of my conscious although I doubted for much longer. I looked at the clock, it was 11:58. In two minutes a new day would begin and as Heather had explained I would start back at five minutes of clarity the first time I came.
Simon, looking confident from my begging, walked over to me and using a forcefulness which was for some reason sexy, he demanded, "Get me ready for that sexy ass."
I didn't need to be told twice. I opened my mouth and took his perfect cock between my lips. I wanted his cum desperately, no longer caring if it was down my throat, up my cunt or in my ass. I needed to come and his cum inside me was the only way.
Heather announced, "It's midnight, Kim, back to zero."
Sensing bimbo mode was back, I bobbed back and forth hungrily, preparing him for my ass. Finally, he pulled out and ordered, "Get on the chair and bend your ass over, Kim."
I looked up and couldn't believe how sexy he looked, so confident and forceful. I obeyed, thankful to have my knees on something soft. Getting behind me, he rubbed his cock up and down my ass cheeks before slowly finding my virgin butthole, with the exception of Amber's finger earlier today.
I clenched my teeth, preparing for discomfort.
Heather said, "It's ok, slut. The good thing with being a bimbo is your body adapts quickly to everything."
For the first time in this crazy day, Heather's words were comforting and I relaxed a bit just as Simon pushed forward slowly. The pain I expected didn't occur; instead a slight burn filled my ass.
I held on to the chair with my left hand while rubbing my cunt with my right, hoping playing with my pussy would distract me form the discomfort.
Simon was patient, moving at a snail's pace into my ass, allowing my butt to adjust to his big cock.
Behind me, Sandra screamed, again her voice squeaky high, "Oh fuck, I'm coming."
"Aaaaaaah," I moaned, my pussy getting heated from my fingers. I asked, "You almost all in, Simon?"
"Yes," he answered, "only one more inch."
I couldn't believe my ass had taken nine inches in it and wanting it all, I said, "Fill my ass up, baby. Give me that last inch."
One last forward push, led to a sharp quick pain, and he was in. My ass full, I felt so dirty and yet it felt so right. Simon didn't move, until I begged, "Now fuck me, Simon."
He began to slowly pull out and go back in. In seconds, the feeling of such submission was exhilarating and a new feeling of euphoria began to build in my body.
"Fuck your ass is so tight, Kim," he moaned, as he slowly fucked my ass.
"It's all for you," I replied.
For the next couple of minutes, Simon kept up the slow in and out strokes. The pleasure was building, but I wanted more. Confident I could take it now, I begged, "Harder, Simon, fuck my back door harder."
Instantly, he shifted to hardcore fucking, the first forward thrust making me scream. "Holy shiiiiiiiiiit," the pain returning briefly, but dissipating just as quickly as my ass got used to the deep thrusts. My orgasm building yet again, I moaned, "Oh yes, baby, your cock feels so good in my ass." As the pleasure increased, I noticed something. I wasn't talking like a bimbo. My conscience also wasn't fading away like it had all day as I got hornier. I also noticed that this submission to Simon was the hottest I have ever felt. Somehow his cock inside me felt natural and I just accepted the pleasure his big cock was having on me.
A couple more minutes and I was hungry to come. I surprised him by bouncing my ass back to meet his forward thrusts, allowing his cock to reach depths not imaginable. I screamed and I moaned, the mixture of sweet pain and dirty pleasure creating a euphoria I couldn't explain.
My orgasm close, I fucked Simon faster, desperate to make him come so I could come. "Oh fuck, Simon, your cock feels so good in my ass. So fucking good." Sweat was dripping off me and suddenly I felt the inevitable orgasm rising and I screamed, "Oh my God, Simon, I'm comiiiiiiiiiing."
Yet another orgasm riddled through me, but this one was different as my clarity never faded and the orgasm hit both my body and my mind.
Simon kept fucking my ass while I continued to orgasm until he asked, "Where do you want my come, Kim?"
"Wherever you want , baby," I replied, giving myself to him, even as I wondered how I came before him.
A few strokes later, I felt his hands tighten on my hips and seconds later I felt his cum fill my rectum.
"Oh yes, baby, fill my ass," I moaned, approving of his deposit choice.
"Yeeeees," he moaned, as his second orgasm because of me hit.
Exhausted, my eyes closed, I just collapsed forward on the chair as Simon's cock began to shrink still in my ass. Finally, Simon pulled out and, my knees killing me, I turned around and sat down, cum leaking profusely out of my ass and onto my parents' very expensive chair. Looking around, everyone was gone, but Heather, who was at the camcorder.
"How was that, Kim?" she asked, using my real name for the first time.
I wanted to snap at her, to tell her it was terrible, but it wasn't. I looked at Simon who was staring at me like he was in love. Instead of answering the question, I asked my own. "Why didn't I go into bimbo mode when Simon um...."
"Fucked your ass?" Heather asked.
"Yes," I replied.
"Isn't it obvious?" Heather asked, turning off the camcorder.
"Not to me," I said, frustrated by her constant games.
"The curse ended at midnight," she revealed, as if that was obvious.
"But I obeyed your order to let Simon fucking my ass," I pointed out.
"Yes you did, didn't you," she smirked, putting the camcorder in her bag, while Simon got dressed.
Real clarity suddenly hit as I gasped and looked at Simon.
"Aaaah, the bimbo is dead," Heather laughed.
I looked down and my big tits were gone. I wondered if my hair was back to its glorious black.
Heather again reading my mind confirmed, "And yes, you are no longer a blonde."
"But how?" I asked, a huge relief spreading through me.
"I lied. The curse only works on Halloween," Heather shrugged.
Looking at Simon, I felt something I couldn't explain. My body warmed as I looked at him for the first time and saw something more. "So, I wanted to fuck Simon then?' I asked.
"Seems so," Heather concurred.
"Wow," I said, trying to take all this in. Miles was a dick who didn't appreciate me. Simon was a guy who would treat me right, I just knew it.
Simon now dressed said, "Sorry, Kim, I shouldn't have taken advantage of your situation."
Looking at Heather, then back to Simon, true clarity hit. My body told me what I wanted and needed. The curse it seems had opened my eyes in more ways than one. Not only would I be a better person and treat others with respect from now on, but I was pretty sure I was in love with Simon. I know that sounds absurd based on my humiliating day, but the heart doesn't lie.
I stood up, walked over to a very nervous Simon and kissed him. Ironically it was the first kiss of this crazy day. As soon as our lips touched, I knew I was right. Maybe it wasn't love, but then again, maybe it was.
Breaking the kiss, I turned to Heather and said, "I am so sorry for everything, Heather. My friends and I should never have treated you and all the others with such disrespect."
It was Heather's turn to be surprised. "Whatever," she shrugged, not really believing my sincerity.
"I will make it up to you Heather. I will gain your trust," I promised, my hand taking Simon's. Our fingers fit perfectly, unlike Miles' meat hooks.
Heather laughed. "Even when you hit rock bottom, you come up smelling like roses."
It was my turn to shrug. "Thank you, Heather. I see clearly now."
"You are welcome." Heather replied, and I saw her smiling with sincerity for the first time ever.
Turning to Simon, I asked, "Do you want to stay the night?"
"Y-y-you, s-s-sure," he stammered, clearly overwhelmed by the turn of events.
"I have never been more sure of anything in my life, Simon," I replied, kissing him again, before adding, "plus, you have one more hole to play with."
Simon went beet red.
Heather shook her head and said, "I will leave you two lovebirds alone, but I should mention one tiny little problem with the curse."
My stomach was instantly turning. "What tiny problem?" I asked.
"Well, the curse isn't permanent, but it isn't gone completely either," Heather said, her tone actually implying she felt bad.
"What is it?" I asked, my anxiety increasing exponentially.
"Every Halloween from 10:30 to midnight, you will turn into a bimbo," Heather revealed.
"Seriously," I asked, squeezing poor Simon's hand for all it was worth.
"Sadly, yes," Heather confirmed.
Turning to Simon, trying to make bad news good, I said, "Well, Simon, what do you think of having a bimbo slut girlfriend once a year?"
"Oh, the sacrifices I have to make," Simon quipped with a smile.
I grabbed his hand and led him up to my bedroom. "You know there is still one hole of mine you have not actually got to play in and it is itching for attention."
THE END
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Breanne's mid-life crisis hit in September, two weeks after her forty-first birthday, one month after her youngest, Addison, moved away to college. She had been single for a few years, her husband having cheated on her with his secretary (cliché, but fucking true).
Years of failed dates with single men who were single for a reason had her questioning if she would ever find love again. Then fate had her considering other options. A night out with friends, a drunken kiss with a much younger girl on the dance floor at the bar, stirred in her feelings she had never considered before.
The girl, whose name she never learned, complimented, shocking me, "You are hot."
Breanne stammered surprised, "W-w-what?"
Before Breanne could say more, she was kissed by the pretty younger girl. She stood frozen and paralyzed by the sudden kiss. After a brief moment, Breanne returned the kiss, with a sudden hunger, a sudden urgent passion. She melted into the younger girl and was disappointed when the kiss was broken and the younger girl sauntered away with a smile on her face. She stood there with a dazed look on her face while her colleagues teased her with jokes about switching sides and isn't she too young for you. Breanne feigned it was no big deal even as the young girl's strawberry lipstick lingered on her lips.
One kiss and Breanne began to wonder about her sexuality.
One kiss and Breanne began to crave more.
One kiss and Breanne began to notice women in a way she never had before. Oh sure she could tell when a woman was attractive, but that was it. Occasionally she was jealous and wished she had breasts that impressive or an ass that perfect, but mostly nothing more, nothing less.
One kiss and Breanne became curious.
One kiss and Breanne began noticing other young girls, especially the candy strippers and nurses at work.
One kiss and everything changed.
After a couple weeks of denial, where suddenly she noticed a woman's large breasts, long legs or firm ass, Breanne couldn't ignore her growing curiosity. She ended up online and reading advice columns about coming out, being bi-curious and so forth. The more she read the more she became confused by her growing feelings.
Breanne began watching online porn and reading lesbian erotica. Although she enjoyed all the stories she read, the ones that focused on younger seducing older really got her wet. She imagined herself being seduced by a young nurse or a patient's daughter. The more she read the more she also began to wonder if she was submissive. She had never considered herself as such, being a doctor was one of the most aggressive, but always in control type of jobs anyone could have and she was very good at her job.
Yet, as she reflected back on all her relationships, she recognized a pattern. She liked men who took control; she liked men who knew what they wanted; she liked men who demanded things from her in the bedroom; she liked men who made her their fuck-toy. Yet, once sex was done she felt ashamed and promised herself she would not allow herself to sink to such submissive extremes again.
Also, in retrospect, Breanne had changed herself many times for men. She had worn her hair the way her men liked; she tried to enjoy the insipid sports her men enjoyed. Lastly, she started wearing stockings for one of her ex's back in college because that was his fetish and she continued wearing them to impress other men ever since. Wearing silk stockings made her feel sexy and she still wore them almost every day, even under her scrubs at work.
Breanne couldn't quite get the idea of submission out of her head. She obviously had been submissive with her men and had always been one who liked to make people happy.
One kiss had changed everything for Breanne and made her reconsidered everything. The more lesbian stories she read the more and more curious she became. She began to notice women's breasts, stared at women's asses and noticed women's legs in nylons, especially while at work.
So after a month of fantasy, a month of questioning her sexuality and a month of being distracted, it all came to a climatic clash during Halloween.
On the October 30th, a fairly new young nurse, who had worked the same shift as Breanne only twice, was on again. Ever since Breanne met her, she felt the urge to kiss her, something about her drew Breanne to her. Breanne cursed the sexual Gods who were probably amused at the temptation they had placed before her.
The young nurse was named Zandi, with a 'Z' she told her when they first met, as Zandi brushed her long red hair out of her model-like face. Her green eyes would make any man melt and Breanne's legs actually gave out a bit when they first touched, a simple shaking of their hands. Unlike almost all nurses who wore practical white sneakers or flats, Zandi wore three inch heels. When they first met Breanne's first thought was to look at her feet and wonder what color the young nurses' toenails were. Breanne was clearly becoming more and more obsessed with the thought of submission to a younger woman, as she couldn't even remember the last time her fantasies included a man and she was having frequent naughty fantasies at work.
All day when Zandi was in Breanne's peripheral vision, she was distracted by her. Usually at work she was always in control, yet on this day she stammered when talking and couldn't focus. Her pussy was dripping wet and right before lunch, she was working the 6am-2pm shift, she did something she had never done before, she masturbated at work. Her orgasm was intense as she imagined the young red haired nurse taking her to this very bathroom and making her submit to the young hot nurse. The thought of being on her knees, in the bathroom, to a younger woman who was technically there to assist her made it more humiliating and thus the orgasm more intense.
Once Breanne recovered from her orgasm, she shook her head at her weakness and reprimanded herself, 'Get a hold of yourself.'
The rest of the shift was better for Breanne, although the wetness in her panties was uncomfortable and a constant reminder of what she had done.
Just as Breanne's shift was ending, she saw Zandi again leaning on a desk, her foot slipping in and out of her heel. Breanne watched the young redhead beauty's foot like it was a hypnotist's watch. Breanne caught quick glances of Zandi's purple toenails and imagined herself kneeling at them. Her pussy tingling again, she was brought back to reality by a colleague.
"You are still dressing up as a nurse tomorrow?" Breanne's colleague asked.
Distracted, but turning to look at Dr. Wilkes, Breanne babbled, "Um, y-y-yeah." All the doctors on the morning shift of Halloween had agreed it would be ironic to all dress as nurses, although potentially confusing patients and visitors.
"You ok? You seem distracted," the early thirties brunette doctor observed.
Breanne recovered quickly. "What? No, just tired I guess, I didn't sleep well last night." This was very true as she woke up a few times in a sweat from consistent naughty dreams of lesbian submission.
"You look exhausted, go get some shut-eye," Dr. Wilkes advised.
"That is the plan," Breanne replied, realizing she had forgotten to borrow some nurses' scrubs from one of the nurses. Suddenly an idea popped into her head. Looking up and seeing Zandi still chatting with another nurse, Breanne decided here was a chance to have a conversation with the luscious redhead.
As Dr. Wilkes went her way, Breanne walked over to Zandi. "Hi, Zandi."
Zandi turned to Breanne and replied with a polite smile. "Hi, Dr. Waters."
"I hate to be a nuisance," Breanne began.
Zandi, her tone seemingly flirty to Breanne, interrupted, "Oh, you are never a nuisance, Dr. Waters."
Breanne could feel the heat in her cheeks, but soldiered on, "Well, you heard that all of us doctors are dressing up as nurses tomorrow."
"Yes," Zandi nodded, listening intently to the doctor.
"Well, I-I-I forgot until just now and was wondering," Breanne asked, sheepishly.
"If you could borrow one of mine," Zandi finished Breanne's sentence.
"Yes," Breanne confirmed, her cheeks feeling warm, as was her pussy.
"Sure, I am off now if you want this one," Zandi said with a smile that to Breanne implied the redhead knew of her inner angst.
"T-t-that would be great," an excited, but nervous Breanne stammered.
"Follow me," Zandi instructed. Breanne took it as an order and followed behind the beautiful redhead, the wetness in her panties squishing together with each stride.
Once in the locker room, Zandi with no shame at all pulled off her scrubs top and tossed the stunned Breanne her worn outfit. Zandi now in only her bra, skirt and pantyhose asked, her smile playful, "Do you have any white pantyhose?"
Breanne realized she didn't, all she had were thigh highs. Realizing she had an opportunity to hint at her own sexiness replied, "No, actually all I have are thigh highs."
"Oh my," Zandi's smile widened, as she slipped out of her skirt, before adding, "there is more to you than meets the eye Dr. Waters."
Attempting to be flirty, not really Breanne's strength, she replied with a cliché, "You can't judge a book by its cover."
Slipping out of her heels, her perfectly manicured toenails now in view, Zandi replied, "Very true, but most of the time you get what you expect."
Breanne could feel herself being judged as a prude, which she supposed she was in theory, but she desperately wanted to break that perception. She confidently said, "Trust me, I am a completely different person when I am not at work."
Zandi sat down and said forebodingly, "Oh that, I believe."
Breanne wondered what she meant by that and asked, trying to make it a joke to hide her own insecurities, "You do, do you?"
Zandi looked at Breanne and to Breanne it felt like the young nurse looked through her and could see the sexual deviant that lurked inside her; a deviant that was begging to let loose. After a pause, Zandi asked, "So you are wearing thigh highs now?"
Suddenly feeling confident and desperate to impress the luscious redhead she admitted, "Of course, like I said it is all I wear."
Zandi lifted her ass up to pull down her pantyhose and challenged Breanne. "I don't believe you."
Breanne, a new confidence brimming in her, the one she always had when working on a patient, lifted up her skirt enough to show the top of her lace stocking top.
"Hmmmmm," Zandi purred as she pulled her pantyhose off. Tossing them to Breanne, she added with a naughty smile, "In case you need them for tomorrow."
Breanne caught them and had to resist the urge to smell the crotch of the redhead's pantyhose which had Breanne involuntarily shake her head in disbelief at herself.
"What?" Zandi asked, standing up in only her bra which showcased her small, but perfectly round breasts.
Breanne distracted again looked at Zandi's grandma style panties.
Zandi shrugged, seemingly embarrassed, "I know, I know, it is laundry day."
Breanne stammered, "N-n-no, I wasn't judging."
Zandi opened her locker and pulled out her clothes. Turning back to Breanne, she asked, "What are you doing tomorrow night, Dr. Waters?"
Breanne had no plans, but didn't want to be pathetic. "Actually, call me Breanne and no big plans. I have never been a really big Halloween fan."
Pulling jeans on, Zandi said, with a wicked smile, "I love Halloween. I get to dress like a slut and I am not judged."
"Isn't that the truth?" Breanne said, critical of a society that judged women so harshly, yet at the same time idolized and used the same female beauty to sell.
Pulling a t-shirt over her perky breasts, Zandi said, "Well, you must come with us tomorrow night then."
"I must?" Breanne asked, trying to act coy, when really she was bubbling with possibility.
"Yes, you must," Zandi said, her tone shifting slightly to more authoritative. Zandi slipped back into her heels and closed her locker, before walking towards Breanne. She added, her tone syrupy sweet, "Trust me; I will make it worth your while."
Breanne's cunt literally gushed at the inferred sexual implications of the sentence. Breanne realizing she may be getting in over her head was non-committal. "I-I-I don't know."
Now directly in front of the excited and rattled Breanne, Zandi said, "I do know. You are coming."
The way Zandi stressed the word coming, Breanne automatically thought about the potential implied sexual connotation of the word. Rattled by the sudden aggressiveness of the redhead, Breanne continued to blabber, unable to finish a complete thought, "I-well-um."
Zandi put a finger to Breanne's lips. "Ssshhh, don't disappoint me, Breanne. I hate being disappointed."
Before Breanne could respond, Zandi walked past her and out of the room, leaving the bewildered and excessively horny doctor alone.
Breanne stood paralyzed for a moment as she tried to make sense of the bizarre conversation she just had. Was it just playful banter? Was Zandi hitting on her? Was Zandi a lesbian? Bi? A dominant? What about work? All these questions and many more ricocheted in her head.
Breanne was again brought back to reality when the door opened and Zandi reappeared. "I almost forgot," the sexy redhead said, walking back to Breanne and handing her a ticket. "These are hard to get so don't you dare think about ditching out, Breanne."
Breanne took the ticket.
"The festivities start at nine," Zandi said, before adding, "so I would get some sleep after your shift tomorrow and get yourself a costume. A nurse costume is ok for work, but for this club you need something more," she paused, "something sluttier."
Again, before Breanne could respond, she had not said a word during the whole surreal exchange, Zandi was gone and again Breanne was standing paralysed, her heart beating a mile a minute, her pussy leaking out of her panties and her mind a muddled mess of the unknown. Breanne looked at the ticket and gasped. It was a ticket to the Le Chateau Club's Halloween Bash. Breanne's pussy gushed again, recalling from her online searching that Le Chateau Club was the hottest lesbian club in town, one she had considered going to but had not gotten up the nerve to actually go (what if someone she knew saw her there?).
Quickly, she went to an open stall, pulled up her skirt, yanked her panties down and quickly began to rub herself to a second earth-shattering orgasm as she imagined Zandi making her a lesbian slave. Taking Zandi's pantyhose, Breanne moved them to her nose desperate to smell the scent of the exotic nurse. Surprising strong and tangy, it was all Breanne needed to reach sexual euphoria as her juices flooded out of her like a dam bursting.
Breanne stood frozen allowing the orgasm to cascade through her, the used pantyhose still in her face. Finally satisfied, Breanne again was mortified by her weakness. She removed the pantyhose from her face and caught her breath. She left the stall and was thankful no one was there. She grabbed Zandi's scrubs that she had put down at some point she couldn't remember doing and went to her locker. She quickly unlocked it and shoved the pantyhose and scrubs in her bag.
Shame overwhelming her and yet an unexplainable calm as well, Breanne quickly left the hospital and decided she needed to go shopping. She not only needed a costume, she needed a bigger toy.
.....
Breanne went shopping and added three new toys to her collection: a nine inch long five-speed vibrator, a toy called a rabbit and a vibrating egg that could tease her all day, as recommended by the sales woman.
Breanne followed her toy additions with Halloween costume shopping. If she was going to meet Zandi, she was going to make sure she WOW'ed the young girl. She spent an eternity looking through outfits. What does someone wear to a lesbian club with hopeful expectations to submit to a younger woman? She checked out school girl uniforms but felt that wasn't too slutty, she wanted to look hot and desirable, but not like some cheap whore. She considered a police outfit thinking of all the witty comments she could make, but realized she was way too shy to be that aggressive. She loved Disney princesses and tried on a Snow White outfit and a Belle outfit, but she felt dirty potentially tainting her fond childhood memories. She looked at a plethora of witch outfits from conservative to completely slutty, but thought none made her look sexy. She tried on a Supergirl outfit that made her feel super-sexy, she loved the boots and was about to buy it when she saw the perfect outfit.
Breanne reached for the red devil outfit that seemed to showcase all her assets: her firm 36C breasts, her perfectly toned midriff, her tight ass and her long legs. Red was always the color that accentuated her beauty the best, highlighting her strawberry blonde hair and her aqua blue eyes. Breanne bought the red devil costume, it not only made her look deliciously naughty, but also represented the hidden side of Breanne...her dark submissive side craving to get out. Breanne wanted it all, both her professional career and her sexual submission and the red devil outfit was the perfect outfit to exemplify that need.
Excited by her choice, Breanne drove home and immediately logged online and searched Literotica for lesbian submission stories. As Breanne read story after story she pulled out her new long vibrator and started to fuck herself. Closing her eyes she imagined a plethora of potential submission scenarios to Zandi.
Breanne imagined being forced to lick Zandi in a patient's room while the patient slept.
Breanne imagined being bent over an operating table and being fucked from behind by Zandi wearing a long, wide strap-on.
Breanne imagined being blindfolded and bound to her desk and used as every nurse climbed onto her desk, lowered their cunt onto her face and being forced to please pussy after pussy after pussy, all the while her body being molested. Her pussy fingered, her clit sucked on and her breasts pawed.
Breanne imagined going to the lesbian club wearing a collar and crawling on all fours while Zandi paraded her pet on a leash.
Breanne suddenly remembered Zandi's worn pantyhose in her bag and holding the vibrator in her fevered pussy reached down and pulled out the pantyhose. So desperately yearning to taste Zandi, to create the most vivid submission possible, Breanne pulled Zandi's pantyhose over her head so that the crotch was directly over her nose and mouth. Breanne leaned back, allowed the slight scent of Zandi's pussy to linger as Breanne furiously pumped the long buzzing toy in and out of her fiery pussy. Obsessed with curiosity, she extended her tongue and licked the pantyhose crotch eagerly searching for just a sample taste.
Breanne's orgasm exploded out of her for a third time that day and like the other two brought her a euphoria she had seldom felt. She laid there for an eternity the toy still buzzing in her cunt, and the used pantyhose still on her head. Finally, she pulled the pantyhose off her head and the toy out of her still wet, leaking pussy and curiously, did something she had never did before, she tasted herself. She cleaned all her juices from her new toy and was pleasantly surprised by her own taste. Exhausted from the early morning shift and the triple pleasure pulses of perfection she gave herself, Breanne fell asleep, not waking up until her alarm went off almost twelve hours later.
Breanne woke up, worked out, showered, dressed in Zandi's nurse scrubs and after brief consideration put on the pantyhose Zandi had given her, hoping it would be one more subtle hint to Breanne's willingness to submit. Breanne also wore three inch heels, something she never did, too replicate Zandi's usual look.



At work, she didn't see Zandi for the first couple of hours of the shift as it was one crisis after another. It wasn't until break that Breanne saw Zandi dressed in a Snow White costume, which had Breanne feel her panties dampen.
Zandi smiled and beckoned Breanne over to the table, where two other nurses where dressed as Disney Princesses too: Mulan and Belle.
"You look good in my scrubs, Breanne," Zandi said.
"Thanks, but I don't pull it off like you do," I replied, trying to be subtle in my flirtation.
Zandi announced, "Breanne is coming with us tonight."
"Really?" Mulan said, her tone showing clear surprise.
"Really, really," Zandi said, playfully, standing up and saying, "See you ladies later. Breanne walk with me."
Breanne obeyed already beginning to play the role of submissive. Once out of ear shot, Zandi asked, "Are you wearing my pantyhose?"
"Yes," Breanne blushed.
"Interesting," Zandi replied with a slight smile on her face. Before Breanne could say anything, Zandi asked, "You got yourself a costume for tonight?"
"I did," Breanne replied.
"What is it?" Zandi asked.
"That is for me to know and you to find out," Breanne replied, trying to show a bit of control.
Zandi shook her head. "You are going to be a bit of work, aren't you?"
"What does that mean?" Breanne asked.
"Oh nothing," Zandi replied her tone suddenly all sing-song. "See you tonight," she added and was gone.
Breanne could feel the dampness in her panties again but ignored it as she grabbed a quick snack and went to finish her shift. She didn't see Zandi the rest of the day and ended up working four hours longer than scheduled dealing with a major car accident.
Once home, Breanne completely exhausted, she collapsed into her bed and fell asleep instantly, forgetting about tonight's party she was to attend with Zandi.
.....
Breanne woke up to her cell phone ringing. She groggily woke up and grabbed her phone. "Hello?"
"Where are you?" a voice asked.
Breanne was confused briefly before she realized it was Zandi on the phone. "W-w-what time is it?"
"9:30," Zandi answered, "were you sleeping?"
"Yes, I guess I was more tired than I thought," Breanne replied with a yawn.
"Well, get your costume on and get your ass down here," Zandi ordered clearly annoyed and hung up.
Breanne looked at the clock, confirmed it was 9:30 and couldn't believe how great a sleep she just had. Having noticed Zandi's perturbed tone, Breanne quickly got undressed, jumped in the shower to wake up and replayed her earlier conversations with Zandi. Her pussy began to tingle instantly as the memories came flooding back. She considered quickly getting herself off, but decided against it as she prepared for a potentially naughty adventure. Any lingering doubts she had if she needed to try being with a woman were long gone, as all she could think about was Zandi.
Breanne put on her red-hot devil outfit that was tight enough on her chest she didn't need to wear a bra. She slipped on a pair of her favorite mocha colored thigh high stockings that would be evident to all at the club because of the very generous slit on the skimpy dress. She pulled on a pair of sexy red panties concerned that going commando could be a disaster, as she was a flooder and her juices would literally leak down her leg without panties. She put on her sexiest heels, a pair of open-toed four inch red heels she had not worn in three years. Breanne called a taxi, assuming she would have time for a few drinks to loosen any last minute trepidation before the cab arrived, as she quickly did her make-up and hair.
The cab seemed to hit every red light, dragging on the inevitable excitement Breanne was feeling. Her pussy was already damp as she arrived at the La Chateau Club. She took a deep breath and prepared to continue her journey of sexual self-exploration. Her desire to submit, to explore, overcame any insecurities she used to have. She handed a large black man at the door her ticket and entered the renowned lesbian club.
Breanne really had no idea what to expect as she entered the lavish club. Once inside she was handed a glass of wine by the prettiest girl she had ever seen, wearing an Ariel the Mermaid outfit. Her long curly red hair came all the way down to her ass, her hazel eyes seemed to draw you in and a smile that made Breanne go weak at the knees.
The Little Mermaid's British accent only enhanced the wet dream already spinning in Breanne's head when the redhead said, "Welcome to Le Chateau Club, I hope you enjoy yourself."
Breanne, confident in her new environment, replied flirtatiously, "That I hope to do."
"Bitch, get over here," a voice called out.
Breanne startled turned to see Zandi dressed in a crazy all leather outfit that screamed dominatrix, a whip in her left hand and a leash and collar in her right hand.
Breanne walked over to her not smiling redheaded co-worker, stunned at just how similar the hostess and Zandi looked. "You ready?"
"For what?" Breanne asked, not realizing yet that the collar was for her.
"Don't be dense, Dr. Waters," Zandi said, "you know why you are here, don't you?"
Breanne tried to act casual, "Because you invited me."
"Because I instructed you to," Zandi corrected.
"Well, I," Breanne began.
"On your knees," Zandi ordered.
"What? Here?" Breanne asked surprised, even as her panties dampened.
"Now," Zandi demanded, her tone powerful, impatient.
Breanne looked around, a few others were watching, but most were doing their own thing. The dance floor was packed and every woman here seemed to be dressed in some slutty outfit.
"Slut, fucking get on your knees," Zandi snapped, as a few others now watched the scene of submission as she took Breanne's purse.
Breanne startled, quickly obeyed the order, surprised by the harshness of the usually sweet Zandi.
Zandi, her tone changing instantly, purred, "Good girl." Breanne watched as her colleague put the collar on her. Many watched the humiliating submission as Breanne's face went beet red.
Once the collar was on Breanne's neck, Zandi gave a little tug and said, "Follow me, my pet."
Breanne fell onto all fours when tugged and had no choice but to crawl like a dog past the many women now watching amused. The degrading walk of shame seemed like an eternity to Breanne, but was only thirty seconds in reality until they reached a table near the dance floor.
Zandi sat down and tugged Breanne so she was partly under the table before she ordered, "Carissa, check to see if my pet is wearing underwear."
"I would love to," the voice said.
Breanne from her position couldn't see anything, but felt hands on her dress as it was lifted up, leaving her back end visible to the whole bar.
"The slut is wearing panties," the voice said disgusted.
"Take them off," Zandi instructed.
"Of course," the voice agreed, roughly yanking the panties down Breanne's ass and down her legs.
Zandi explained, tugging the leash a tad, "Sluts don't wear panties, is that understood?"
"Yes," Breanne replied, her submissive nature taking over, her eagerness to please bubbling up.
"Her panties are soaked," the voice from behind assessed.
"Of course they are," Zandi replied. "She is a hungry slut who came here to become a submissive little cunt licker, isn't that right, Dr. Waters?"
Breanne hearing her professional name only added to the shame and excitement as did the young nurses bluntness. She replied, getting into the domme-sub relationship, and allowing herself to let go completely. "Yes, ma'am."
"You want to be my pet, right Dr. Waters?" Zandi questioned.
"Yes, ma'am," Breanne admitted, referring to the younger woman with great respect.
"And you will obey completely?" Zandi asked.
"Yes, ma'am," Breanne agreed, not fazed by the fact that her ass was sticking out completely uncovered.
"Now sit there like a good pet while the adults talk," Zandi said, continuing the training and humiliation of the sexy doctor. Zandi explained to the others at the table, "You see the doctor here is a classic case of a submissive woman. She probably has been in only long term relationships with men she loved; men who loved her too much to treat her as she needed to be treated. Because of her high pressured job and the stress that goes with it, she desperately needs to let go, to allow others to make decisions for her."
Breanne couldn't believe how she was being assessed as if she wasn't there and also couldn't believe how right Zandi was.
"But how did you know?" one of the girl's asked.
"It is as obvious to me as the sky being blue," Zandi replied.
Breanne listened as the girls, there was three of them in total, they finished talking about her and then chatted about a variety of topics as if she wasn't on her knees, on a leash, half under the table for the next twenty minutes before Breanne felt the chain tug her completely under the table and between Zandi's legs.
"Smell my cunt, Dr. Waters," Zandi demanded.
Breanne obeyed. In the closed quarters, the scent was powerfully strong.
"Do you want to lick my cunt, Dr. Waters?" Zandi asked.
"Desperately, ma'am" Breanne replied, wanting nothing more than to taste her first woman. "So you are a cunt licking virgin, Dr. slave?" Zandi asked.
"Yes," Breanne confirmed.
Zandi pushed Breanne's face away from her cunt and Breanne backed up again leaving her ass vulnerable to any passers-by. "You have disappointed me, Dr. Waters."
Breanne resumed her position of shame, bewildered wondering what she had done wrong. As she replayed the humiliating last few minutes she realized her error, she had not referred to her as 'ma'am'. Frustration grew in her as she wondered if she would never get to submit to a woman like she craved to.
Breanne was about to speak and apologize when another voice came from behind eventually and Breanne heard the stranger ask, "May I?"
"Go ahead," Zandi agreed.
Breanne suddenly felt hands on her ass and fingers slide inside her cunt. She couldn't believe what was happening to her. On the one hand, her whole body was easily giving in to the humiliation, yet on the other hand she couldn't believe she was allowing herself to be pawed by a complete stranger and loving it.
Zandi warned, as she gave a firm tug on the leash, "Don't you dare come, my slut."
"Yeeeeees, ma'am," Breanne moaned, as two fingers pumped in and out of her pussy. As the stranger's fingers fucked her, Breanne had to focus on not allowing the growing pleasure to overtake her.
The stranger said, "This slut is soaking yet."
Zandi replied, "She is a lesbian virgin."
"Fuck off," the stranger said, before adding, "are you willing to trade?"
Zandi replied, "Not today, she is still in training."
"Well, If you reconsider, I would be willing to give you my daughter," the stranger said as Breanne's mouth dropped open.
Zandi replied, bargaining with the stranger, "Tell you what, you can have her later, but your daughter is then mine for the whole upcoming weekend."
"You drive a hard bargain," the stranger joked. "Brittany has wanted you for awhile, anyways."
"She has, has she?" Zandi asked playfully.
"Yes and she is very obedient," the stranger added, her voice vaguely familiar.
"I will send her over once I am done with her," Zandi promised.
"Looking forward to it," the stranger said.
Tugging Breanne's chain, Zandi ordered, "Are you ready to get back in my good graces, Dr. Waters?"
"I will do anything you wish, ma'am" Breanne replied, desperate to please.
"I noticed you have no tail on your devil outfit, why is that?" Zandi asked.
Breanne never thought about it. "I don't know, it didn't come with one."
"Well, it clearly needs one," Zandi said, "don't you think girls?"
"Of course," one of them agreed with a giggle.
Zandi warned, "This may hurt a little, Dr. Waters."
Breanne had no idea what was about to hurt.
"Carissa, put this tail in Dr. Waters' ass."
Breanne's eyes again went wide.
"I can't believe you have turned Dr. Waters into such a fucking slut," Carissa said.
Breanne was trying to place the voice and face. It was surely one of the nurses from earlier today, which just added to her humiliation, but except for Zandi, Breanne pretty much ignored the nurses and very seldom fraternized with them.
The third woman seemed to have noticed Breanne's I-am-above-them attitude as she said, "It is fucking awesome to see the stuck-up bitch put in her place," as Breanne again felt hands on her hips,
Breanne felt like she had been slapped in the face. She wasn't a stuck-up bitch. She just saw work as exactly that and usually conversed mostly with fellow doctors or interns because they had similar interests. She definitely didn't disrespect nurses, but in retrospect maybe she did treat them more as employees below her than equals, although not on purpose.
Zandi laughed softly, "She has always been nice to me, haven't you Dr. Waters?"
"Yeeeeeeees," Breanne replied, as a sharp burning pain filled her ass, an ass that hadn't been filled in years, long before her husband left.
"Fuck that is hot," Carissa said from behind Breanne.
"I want to see too," the other voice said.
Breanne stood frozen, trying to get used to whatever was stuck in her ass.
Zandi stood up. "Let's dance ladies. I think it is time to take my pet for a walk." Tugging the chain, forcing Breanne to follow, the dominatrix asked in a voice like she was talking to a brand new puppy, "Does puppy need to go for a walk?"
For Breanne this was the epitome of humiliation and her whole body burned in shame and yet she could feel her pussy leaking as she began to crawl like a dog. Breanne could feel every set of eyes on her as she followed obediently, the burning in her ass still lingering. Of course, the collar around her neck and the leash pulling her along gave her little choice but to follow along. Breanne kept her eyes down, avoiding at all cost the looks, smiles and laughter of the women witnessing the humiliating servitude. She saw every type of shoe, open toe heels with stockings, mesh stockings, runners, girls in their stocking-clad feet, but none on all fours like a dog, it seemed she was the only one.
As they reached the dance floor, a path seemed to just open up like the red sea and soon the three girls were dancing to some electric beat song she had never heard before. She watched Zandi dance in her five-inch heel boots; Breanne strangely wishing they were open toe so she could see Zandi's cute perfectly manicured toenails. The other two were both in much more practical two inch heels, one in black closed toe and the other red open toe, with two cute pink painted toenails in view to stare at.
"Dance, puppy," Zandi demanded.
Breanne wasn't sure if she was being given permission to finally stand up, but hoped so.
Breanne began to get off her weary knees and Zandi scolded, "Bad doggy. Sit back down."
Breanne immediately obeyed and as she looked up at the smirking Zandi. Breanne took a deep breath and began to shake her ass while on all fours.
"Good doggy," Zandi purred and continued dancing.
The humiliation continued as Breanne on all fours, something in her ass as a tail, and a leash around her neck was wiggling her ass on the dance floor. How had she sunk so low so fast? And yet, why was it getting her so fucking hot? She could feel her juices slowly trickling down her leg as she wiggled awkwardly wiggled her ass.
Over the next ten minutes Breanne's humiliation of continued as others commented about her to Zandi. "Oh, what a well-trained pet you have," and "Holy shit, I want my own doggy," and "Where can I get my own submissive?" and "Where did you get her?" Each time Breanne was ignored as a person as they talked about her, but not to her.
Zandi answered all the questions with an amused, smug confidence. "Why, thank you, she is still in training actually," and "Actually she has been a very bad doggy," and "I got my doggy at work, she is actually kind of my boss."
Suddenly, a voice asked, "Does she do tricks?"
Zandi's smile got wide and she replied, "Well, let's find out."
Breanne got nervous again as she looked up at the powerful redhead.
"Beg, doggy," Zandi demanded, her tone no nonsense and her glare implying you better do as you are told.
Breanne briefly thought back to her own puppy as a child and how it begged by leaning back on its hind legs and lifted its paws up. Breanne recalled calling it the puppy dog look. Mortified at the task expected, yet fearful of Zandi's tone, she tried to replicate her puppy from her childhood. The tail in her ass still was awkward, but she leaned back on her legs, lifted her arms up a bit and bent her hands, enhancing her begging puppy look, she actually whimpered like her puppy would when it was begging for attention.
Many who were watching oooooooooed and aaaaaaaawed at the ridiculous sight. Rewarding her pet for obedience, Zandi bent down and patted her pet's head.
What should have been humiliating for Breanne was actually exhilarating; to get the approval of her Mistress for her obedience excited her.
Zandi ordered, "Role over puppy," the tone of her voice again like she was talking to a puppy in training.
Craving more of Zandi's approval, Breanne didn't even hesitate; no longer caring about the obvious humiliation of her treatment as she lowered herself back onto all fours and then onto her belly. After a brief pause, she did a 360 roll to her left yelping as the thing in her ass plunged deeper in her. Back on all fours, a searing pain burning in her ass, she looked up hopefully to her Mistress's approval.
"Good girl," Zandi purred as others clapped, bringing a warmth of joy to course through Breanne's eager body at the constant approval.
"Chase your tail?" Zandi ordered, reveling in the audience that had grown as she trained her pet.
Breanne, looked behind her and realized it was Zandi's whip in her ass, as she tried to catch her tail, spinning in circles.
Laughter echoed through the dance floor at the ridiculous scene.
Zandi again followed Pavlov's theory, rewarding her pet with constant approval for obedience. Again, talking like she was speaking to a brand new puppy, her voice high, she complimented, "You are such a good girl, aren't you?" She again bent down and instead of patting her pet's head; she rubbed her hair like she was petting her.
Breanne was so drawn into the world of submissive, becoming one with the obedience, transforming into the puppy she was being treated as let out a little woof like a puppy would do. Instantly, a gush of juice leaked out of her and she could feel it running down her leg.
Several gasps echoed around her.
Breanne woofed again and another gush flooded out of the eager submissive.
"She peed herself," someone yelled out.
Breanne shook her head no.
Carissa bent down to Breanne's ass and said, "No, she didn't. Apparently, this dog is in heat."
Laughter again echoed throughout the dance floor.
Zandi smiled, "I think it is time for your reward," and tugged Breanne off the dance floor and back to the table, as bystanders watched another crawl of shame. Sitting down she unzipped her right boot and ordered, "Lick my sweaty foot, doggy."
Breanne could still feel the eyes watching her but was so immersed in her submission to the younger girl she didn't hesitate leaning downward and licking Zandi's beautiful stocking-clad foot. The mixture of nylon, sweat and leather from the boot, was not overly appealing, yet the humiliating act continued to turn Breanne on.
"May I?" someone asked.
"Go ahead, my pet would love that," Zandi's replied.
Breanne's eyes went big and she began to turn around to see what she supposedly would like when she was severely reprimanded.



"Did I give you permission to quit? Get back to licking, you dumb fucking slut," Zandi's ordered, her tone hinting at her obvious disdain for such disobedience.
As more of her juices leaked out of her, Breanne quickly returned to licking Zandi's foot which was now raised higher so she could lick the bottom of the younger girl's foot.
Seconds later, Breanne felt fingers playing with her pussy and a voice say, "Holy shit, I have never seen someone so fucking wet."
Breanne moaned involuntarily as a stranger touched her pussy. Although mortified by the thought of a stranger playing with her cunt, the desperate need to come intensified as did her moans when a finger slipped inside her.
Zandi reminded her puppy. "Don't you dare come without permission, is that clear?"
Breanne's tongue still licking the sole of Zandi's foot, nodded in agreement, unsure if she could resist the growing temptation to explode.
"My turn," another voice said and Breanne felt the finger leave her fiery box to only seconds later be replaced by some other stranger's fingers.
Zandi asked, spoke to the woman who had just fingering Breanne, "Where do you think you are going?"
"Excuse me?" the voice asked.
"Get under this table now and eat one of my friends here," Zandi ordered.
The girl stammered, "P-p-pardon?"
"You heard me. Crawl under the table now," Zandi demanded, her tone threatening.
To Breanne's surprise she saw out of the corner of her eye, someone lowering herself to the ground and crawl under the table, but she could not make out who it was Ironically, Breanne was jealous, as she desperately wanted to taste the forbidden fruit she had been curious about for so long.
"Good slut," Zandi approved, before returning her gaze to Breanne. "Awe, is my little puppy, jealous," she said in the cutest voice ever.
"Woof," Breanne replied.
"You want to eat my cunt, Dr. Waters?" Zandi asked, using Breanne's professional name for the first time in a while.
"Woof, woof," Breanne replied, her mouth literally watering with hopeful anticipation.
"Fuck, I can't believe it," a voice at the table responded.
Zandi asked, "Do you understand, Dr.Waters? That once you crawl under the table and pleasure me, I will expect your total obedience at all times afterwards."
Alarm bells went off inside Breanne's head, suddenly petrified at the risk to her career because of her sexual hunger and weakness.
Seeing Breanne's apprehension and sheer panic, Zandi comforted, knowing the fine line between utter submission and temporary sexual insanity, "Dr. Waters, I will not jeopardize your career. You are an amazing doctor, but you obviously need someone to guide you to the sexual euphoria you crave, you need a Mistress."
Breanne hearing the soothing words and promise of protection was relieved and again relaxed in time to feel a gush of juice from her cunt from the word Mistress.
Zandi confident she had alleviated any anxiety from her doctor sub said, "Crawl, Dr. Waters. Crawl under the table and do what you have been dying to do for a long time. Eat your Mistresses' cunt."
The order was the last piece of the complicated submission puzzle that Breanne had been putting together. Giving in entirely to her need for submission, her lust for the beautiful young nurse and her desire to taste the forbidden fruit she officially crossed the submission threshold. Breanne crawled under the table, feeling naughty, desirable and excited; she moved between the legs of the beautiful redhead feeling anticipation, trepidation and hunger. Lastly, Breanne leaned forward, extended her tongue towards her Mistresses' open legs, yes her Mistress!!! Breanne's cunt feeling complete euphoria, she felt utter clarity that she had made the right choice.
The taste was a mixture of heavenly sensations: a mixture of tangy sweetness that was addicting on first lick. Like a woman dying of thirst lost in the desert who has just found water, Breanne eagerly lapped and lapped the sweet juices before her. It was very dark under the table, she wished she could see better so she could please Zandi easier; on occasion Breanne was bumped by the other stranger under the table.
"That's it, my pet, lick my cunt, you are such a natural little cunt-licker," Zandi moaned.
A jolt of pleasure pulsed through Breanne at the knowledge that she was pleasing her Mistress. Breanne swirled her tongue around Zandi's clit knowing that was what got her off when her former boyfriends used to get her off down below.
As Breanne's tongue touched Zandi's clit, her legs began to twitch vigorously; '"Hmmmm is puppy going for the kill shot" she moaned.
Breanne desperately wanted to make Zandi come, to taste the young girl's cum, and gain the approval of the beautiful redhead again.
Suddenly Breanne felt hands on her head pulling her deeper inside Zandi's cunt and Breanne took the silent guidance as instruction. She took Zandi's clit in her mouth and used her tongue and lips frantically.
In seconds Zandi's legs tightened and she exploded her cum all over her doctor pet. Breanne opened her mouth wide, eagerly drowning in her Mistresses' cum. Gush after gush of sweet cum flooded out of the redhead and into Breanne's mouth. Although in an awkward position, she continued savoring every remnant of Zandi's cum...it was the champagne of lesbians.
Finally, Zandi let go of Breanne's head and complimented, "Fuck, my pet, you are a natural. You sure you haven't done this before."
From under the table, Breanne answered, "No, you are the first, although I have imagined it so many times."
Zandi tugged the chain and Breanne backed out from underneath the table, noticing the other girl was still between one of the other two girl's legs. Looking down at her pet's cum covered face, she asked, "Was it all you imagined, Dr. Waters?"
Breanne winced slightly at the reminder of who she really was but answered honestly, "Even better, Mistress Zandi."
Zandi smiled. "You are such a good girl."
"Thank you," Breanne replied, again basking in the glory of the young girl's approval.
Suddenly a scream of pleasure was heard as Carissa came from the licking of the stranger. After a few seconds, Zandi, shifting back to authoritative, said, "Slut, do my other friend now."
Breanne, watched as the stranger she still had not seen moved to her left, only her red heels, black stockings in view for Breanne.
It's a long way to the ladies room, so I will allow you stand until we get there " Zandi said as she gave the leash a tug pulling my head up.
Breanne was grateful to get off her knees, even if just for a few minutes, "Thank you Mistress Zandi".
Breanne followed like a good puppy again feeling the eyes of others watching. As they made their way to the bathroom, Breanne saw a chubby woman in her fifties, on all fours, licking the inside soul of a black shoe. Oddly, this made Breanne feel better knowing she was not the only one.
In the bathroom, as she got back on all fours, Breanne noticed a line for one closed stall even though two other stalls were wide open which she thought was peculiar. As she looked closer from her submission position, she saw that there were two women in the stall. One on her knees was clearly pleasuring a larger black woman who was apparently sitting on the toilet.
Zandi, seeing her submissive's attention at the stall, explained, "That is big Rosie. She has the most addicting, best tasting cunt of any woman ever."
Breanne really couldn't imagine a better taste than she had just savored, but was intrigued by the increased moaning.
"Do you have to pee, my pet?" Zandi asked.
The question asked, the thought registered, suddenly Breanne really did need to pee and nodded in the affirmative.
"Use the stall beside Big Rosie and take a peak," Zandi suggested.
Breanne crawled to the open stall, the leash still on, and once inside stood up and stretched. Her knees screamed thank you once again as she stretched, and her ass twitched as she forgot about the whip handle lodged inside her. She pulled it out and winced a bit before quickly, hiking up her costume and sitting down on the toilet. As a stream of pee left her, she noticed a peephole. Curious, she waited until she was done peeing and leaned forward to take a quick peek. Even after all she had been through and done today, this shocked her. A black woman with the biggest tits she had ever seen had her legs spread open, with a skinny white woman, easily in her late fifties moving her face up and down furiously, the gleam of the black woman's juices coating the older woman's face.
Breanne was startled when she heard the black woman say, "My, my, we have an audience."
Breanne quickly moved away mortified she had been caught like some peeping Tom, but the woman demanded, "Get back and watch, slut."
Breanne paused for a second, before obeying and returning to watch the naughty act.
"Like my tits, slut?" the black woman asked, holding them up.
Breanne's mouth watered, imagining having them in her mouth.
"Answer me," the black woman snapped.
"Y-y-yes," Breanne stammered, unable to take her eyes off the biggest tits she had ever seen
"You a cunt-licker?" the black woman moaned, as her left hand moved to pull the elderly white woman's face deeper inside her cunt.
An hour ago that question would have been replied with maybe, but after tasting Zandi she was hooked and there was no doubt she wanted to do it again and again and again. "Yes, ma'am," Breanne answered.
"Ma'am! What a hoot," the big woman laughed, her tits bouncing every which way as if they had a mind of their own. "Shit, keep watching slut, this cunt-licker between my legs is going to get the best present in the world."
Breanne knew she should move away, but she was a statue, frozen in place and unable to turn away from the crazy scene before her.
A moment later the pretty black woman screamed, "I'm cooooooooooming slut!"
The black woman's legs tightened around the woman's head and Breanne watched as the woman shook like crazy. Strangely, Breanne wished it was her on all fours being used so roughly, but instead felt her hand going to her wanton cunt.
A minute later, the black woman smiled and said, "Let"s see that cum covered face cunt-licker."
The woman between her legs lifted her head up and her face was indeed coated with sticky sweetness. Instinctively, Breanne wanted to clean the woman's face, to retrieve every single drop of cum.
The black woman looked directly at the peephole and ordered, "Now get in line slut so you can taste pussy champagne directly from the source."
Breanne moved away and heard Zandi ask, "You done in there slut. You better not be fucking getting yourself off."
Breanne instantly moved her hand from her desperate cunt and stammered, "I-I-I will b-b-be right out." She quickly collected herself and opened the stall door.
"Enjoy the show?" Zandi asked.
"Yes, Mistress," Breanne admitted.
"Want to taste Big Rosie's cunt, my pet?" she asked, a wicked grin on her face.
"I think so," Breanne again admitted, well others in the line watched curiously.
"Well, we will see how good you are," Zandi said, snapping her fingers at me her.
Immediately, Breanne lowered herself back onto all fours as others watched.
"Good puppy," she said, clearly attempting to show her power over me.
Breanne didn't know why, but wanting to show her complete obedience, woofed.
Zandi smiled and said, "Speaking of that, where is your tail?"
Breanne had forgot about it and turned around to see it on the floor where she had left it.
"Pick it up with your mouth like a good doggy," Zandi ordered, adding another layer of humiliation to those Breanne had already endured.
Shame burned through Breanne as others watched, even as her cunt literally leaked. She turned around, crawled back into the stall and bent her elbows down to pick up the whip like it was a bone. She dropped it twice trying to use only her lips before taking grip using her teeth. She backed out of the stall and kept the whip in-between her teeth as others watched amused.
Zandi asked, "Does anyone want to put my doggies' tale back in her ass?"
Instantly, an older woman with a mask and wearing a sexy gothic gown, said, "I'd love to," it was the same voice from earlier; the same woman who had offered to trade her daughter for Breanne. She reached down and opened her hand in front of Breanne's mouth.
Breanne dropped the whip handle in the woman's hand like a dog would a ball or stick. The woman whose face looked so familiar, patted her on the head and purred, "Good girl."
Breanne woofed, she was loving the attention, no matter how humiliating.
Comments echoed in the small bathroom ranging from, "What a slut?" to "Where do I get my own puppy?"
Breanne felt hands on her ass and soon the handle was lodged back in her backdoor. She let out a yelp like a poodle would if its tail was pulled.
The woman turned the handle in Breanne's ass, bringing a new burning sensation to overtake her submissive body. "Can I fuck her ass?" the woman asked.
Zandi looked down at her pet and asked talking to her like the doctor was a puppy, "Does my doggy-woggy want her ass fucked?"
Others watching made the question even more humiliating and somehow made Breanne want it that much more. She wanted to look like the most eager, biggest slut, obedient sub there ever was, so she again barked.
Instantly Breanne felt her ass burning, as the woman thrust the whip handle in and out of her ass. Breanne howled as she tried to control her breathing while she was being aggressively sodomized.
Breanne closed her eyes to control the pain. Yet, even as she was humiliated and used like a two bit whore, her cunt again began leaking down her leg, her orgasm pleading to be released.
"Slut, come lick the doggies' cunt," Breanne heard someone say and she opened her eyes hoping to see who it was.
A chubby redhead, on all fours as well, smiled briefly at Breanne before rolling onto her back, slithering under Breanne and going directly to her heated inferno.
On contact, Breanne screamed like a bitch in heat, "Ooooooooooooh."
"Zandi asked, "Does puppy need to come?"
"Woof, woof, woof," Breanne replied, as her breathing increased as the tongue licking her clit had dissipated the pain in her ass; which was now shifting into a double sensation of pleasure and pain.
Zandi asked, to the fifteen or so onlookers, "Should puppy be allowed to come?"
All responded in a hurricane of approval or disapproval as Breanne's orgasm began to boil, her control to hold it back fading.
Breanne's whimpers got louder as the girl's mouth did amazing things to her cunt and the hard thrusts in her ass now enhanced the pleasure. She began bouncing back on the whip wishing it was longer to fill me deeper.
Breanne heard a smattering of vulgar comments, but she ignored them desperate to come. "On three, puppy, come." She heard Zandi command, the tone of her voice near that of a laugh.
Music to her ears, Breanne woofed now eagerly pushing back even harder onto the whip.
"One," Zandi announced.
Time seemed to stand still as Breanne's orgasm rose and even holding back for a couple more seconds seemed impossible.
"Two?" Zandi said, as the girl underneath sucked Breanne's whole clit into her mouth, making Breanne's body tremble and the orgasm began to explode just as Zandi announced three.
The redhead at the count of three slipped a finger into Breanne's cunt and tugged on her clit as she screamed, "Aaaaaaaaah-oooooooooooooooh," remembering she was a pet doggy. Her whole body became mush. Breanne felt the continual gush of juice flooding out of herself and onto the unknown redhead's face.
As the orgasm continued coursing through her pet, Zandi talked with the woman still slowly fucking her pet's ass.
"So she is yours for the rest of the night, Daphne," Zandi said.
"And Brittany is yours for the whole upcoming weekend," the woman replied, completing the bizarre transaction.
"Delicious," Zandi replied, before lowering herself to her pet's ear. She whispered, "Dr. Waters, I hope you enjoyed your evening."
"I did," the submissive doctor whispered back, convulsions still causing flinches in her body.
"Daphne here will be taking you home tonight," Zandi explained. "She is a very good Mistress and will take good care of you."
"Yes, Mistress," Breanne replied, nervous at being at the hands of a complete stranger.
Zandi leaned in and kissed her pet tenderly. Such tenderness after all the humiliation was a pleasant change and Breanne's body warmed. Breaking the kiss, Zandi finished, "At work, nothing changes, but next time I plan to fuck you hard, so fucking hard."
"I can't wait," Breanne replied, and she meant it.
Zandi stood back up and said to Breanne's new Mistress for the evening, "Don't push her too far, she is still just a puppy."
The woman laughed, "Yes, and all puppies need consistent training."
Pulling the leash, the woman ordered, "Come along, my pet."
Breanne's head was spinning with how good submission felt, how naturally she had fallen into the role of sub and how great she felt in the role. As she crawled along, she realized how there is no turning back now. She was a submissive and had unleashed a monster; a monster that didn't ever want to be caged up ever again.
Breanne followed the woman out of the club and into a limo that was waiting. A man opened the door as she crawled in and remained on the floor of the lavish limousine. The woman followed her pet in and the door was closed.
The older woman slipped out of her heels and instantly put her slightly sweaty stocking feet on her new pet's face. Instinctively, Breanne began licking the soles of the woman's stocking feet.
A moment later, the man in the driver's seat asked, "Senator, do you wish to go home or will we be making another stop tonight?"
Breanne gasped into the woman's feet. Her voice had sounded vaguely familiar before, but the costume, a masquerade mask in a gothic white gown had completely hid her real identity. She was licking the stocking-clad soles of our state Senator, Daphne Green, a woman many political analysts predicted would make a serious run at the Presidency one day.
"Yes, James, take us home," she instructed, her voice now so obviously that of our Senator, a woman Breanne admired as a role model for feminists everywhere. Her cunt was already tingling with anticipation for what lie ahead tonight.
"Does my kitty need some cream?" she asked, sipping some wine that had obviously already been poured.
Apparently Breanne was changing from a puppy to a kitty, so she meowed.
Daphne purred in return, as she opened her beautiful legs, "Go ahead Kitty, lick Mommy's milk."
Breanne's mind giving in completely, she became a kitty and crawled between Daphne's legs diving into her Mistress's sex, licking her much like a cat would a bowl of milk.
Breanne would become whatever she needed to be; a puppy for Zandi or a kitty for Senator Green; Breanne would be a sexual chameleon ready to adapt to the needs of those she served. As she licked the Senator's sweet, yet different tasting nectar, she let out a soft purr, this was home.
THE END
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Forty-two....
Forty-fucking-two....
Forty-two and going through empty nest syndrome. My twenty-one-year-old son was in Europe backpacking to, as he said in his own words, 'Find himself'. While my eighteen-year-old daughter recently graduated from high school and having received a full scholarship to Berkeley, had moved clear across the country to California to attend school there.
Forty-two and single.
Forty-two and alone.
Forty-two and feeling like a teenager: insecure and wanting.
Forty-two and the last things to pleasure me were toys and sadly, craving a deep fucking, a very lengthy cucumber.
Forty-two and I had not been with a man intimately in over five years...not since my husband Alan died in a car accident (yes, I dated a few men, some even good guys, but I always compared them to my deceased husband and always felt I was betraying his memory by bringing a man home to meet my children or sleeping with them).
Forty-two and lost. In retrospect, I was the poster woman for stay-at-home moms. I was heavily involved with my children's lives and in many ways lived vicariously through them (especially after Alan passed). I was a chauffeur, I was a cook, I was a party planner, I was a shoulder to cry on, I was a parent volunteer and I eventually was PTA Chair. So when all those duties, all those roles disappeared, I really didn't know what to do. My life was my children and now that my life was my own I had no idea what to do.
Forty-two and broke. The money from Alan's life insurance policy kept us ok for awhile, the house is paid for and so forth, but the extra money was gone and I needed a job, something I had never had before (Alan believed in being the man of the house and I the stay at home housewife).
Forty-two and qualified to do everything and nothing.
Forty-two...
.....
What I learned after a month of job searching was I was qualified for absolutely nothing. Apparently over twenty years of raising children did not count as experience on a resume and even though I had planned a plethora of big events (graduation, family carnivals and an abundance of fundraisers), the job market didn't care. Although I had many transferable skills, prospective employers didn't see parenting as equivalent to, as they called it, 'real life' experience.
By the time of my monthly girl's night out arrived, I was frustrated and more than a little stressed.
As we drank wine at a candle party, I whined about all my unemployment problems finishing with, "And in conclusion it seems I am unemployable. Too old to be worth training and way too young to be thinking pension...I am only forty-two for Christ sake."
Bella, A friend of a friend, and the youngest and newest addition to our group, said, "Not sure you are interested, but our firm is hiring a temporary secretary, as Carolyn is going on maternity leave."
"Really?" I asked, feeling a glimmer of hope.
"I can put in a good word for you," she added.
"Please do," I said, excited about the opportunity.
"I can even give you tips on what to wear," she added, "Mr. Jackson is very particular." Her tone playful yet for some reason seemingly ominous.
"How so?" I asked,
"He is a leg man," Bella explained, squeezing my leg. "So dress professional, yet sexy professional."
"Sexy professional?" I questioned.
"Yes, always wear a skirt, and always wear nylons," she explained, before adding, "sexy, but professional."
"Oh," was all I said as I wondered what I had that would be both sexy and professional.
.....
Two weeks later, I had an interview and I dressed to impress. I bought an outfit almost indescribable: a black blazer blouse. I didn't know such a thing existed, but it was definitely sexy and yet oddly professional. A matching black skirt, and black heels tailored the look perfectly.
To finish the look I did what I always did, ever since I met my husband, I dressed sexy underneath my conservative attire. Whether it be a PTA meeting, supervising a dance, out for supper, or just hosting friends, I would wear a sexy bra and thigh high stockings and nothing else. I loved the thrill of going commando, of no one knowing my sexy secret, no one knowing that underneath the conservative dress, the safe make-up and sweet smile, was a slutty woman who had been utterly obedient and submissive sexually to her husband. And even after his death, I continued to go about sans underwear, except when Aunt Ruby paid her monthly visit and all my bras were bought at an expensive lingerie shop. Lastly, I didn't even own a pair of pantyhose and hadn't in years, decades even, only wearing thigh high stockings for, as Alan called it, 'easy access to my cunt'. He insisted on calling my special place a cunt and not the less nasty pussy or the politically correct vagina...it was always a cunt. A shiver went up my spine as I fondly recalled my many naughty submissive encounters with Alan.
So underneath my sexy, unique and professional outfit, I went commando as usual, wore matching black thigh highs and a fun, sexy, naughty black bra.
I wore my brown hair up and my make-up hid the few facial blemishes that come with age. Attempting for the typical secretary look I had my glasses on, even though I usually wear contacts.
Truth be told for forty-two, I am still in great shape and get my fair amount of looks and second looks from boys and men. Looking in the mirror, I decided I had perfectly perfected the sexy, but professional look.
.....
I arrived early as interview edict dictates and waited forty minutes, twenty-five past the scheduled interview time, also seemingly part of standard interview expectations based on my past month experience.
Finally, the secretary, who was so big I thought she might go into labor at any second, announced, "Mr. Jackson will see you now."
"Thank you," I replied, standing up and preparing myself for another potential rejection.
Building my confidence, the one that was strong and never wavered when I was PTA chair or running any number of complex events; the confidence that had slowly faltered rejection after rejection.
"Please take a seat," he offered, offering the chair across from his desk.
I froze in my tracks. His strong, husky, I am in control voice was eerily similar to my deceased husband.
Suddenly rattled, I stammered, "T-t-thank you, Mr. Jackson," and took my seat, crossing my legs. I noticed also, unlike other potential employers, he made no effort to get up and greet me. Again, like my deceased husband, it was clear who was in charge.
I should have known where this may be leading by his first words, but I was so caught up in making a good impression and slightly distracted by just how much he reminded me of Alan, I had trouble focusing.
"So, Amanda," he opened, also the first to use my first name in an interview, "Bella was dead on, you are the complete package."
I caught on instantly this was a compliment and I just as instantly understood that flirtation would be an effective strategy. I replied, demurely, trying to match the sexy, yet professional, ensemble, "Well, thank you. You seem to have the complete package too."
As soon as I said it I wished I could take it back, the sexual innuendo so obvious that I now looked like a slut using my sexual wiles to get the job, but a few things had me rattled and not thinking straight. Besides his strong, powerful voice and his clearly in charge demeanor, he was a sexy older man and I have always had a thing for sexy older men. Alan had been nine years older than me and I pegged Mr. Jackson to have about the same extra life experience as Alan had on me.
He had no reaction at all to my comment. He asked, "So I see you have no actual business experience."
I noticed his eyes continually glance towards my stocking-clad legs and I knew I could use my sexuality to my advantage: sexy, not slutty, flirty not obvious. I defended, "No I don't as a secretary but as PTA chair for three years I ran huge events and...."
"Stop there, Amanda," he interrupted, "Based on your volunteer work, I think you are more than experienced enough to handle the menial tasks of the job."
A sigh of relief warmed me at the thought of being judged based on my extensive volunteer work and not my choice to not get a 9 to 5 job. "Thank you, Mr. Jackson."
"It is the intensity of the job that may be an issue," he stated, my brief bubble of hope already about to burst.
I noticed his constant glimpses at my heels and wondered if he was a foot guy like my husband had been. I decided to test my theory, my dangling my heel from my toes of the foot that was crossed over the other.
As expected, his gaze went to the tangling heel as I asked, "Intensity?"
"Yes, my secretary is on call twenty-four, seven, seven days a week," he informed me, returning his gaze to my eyes.
"Oh my," I said, surprised by the full scope of the job.
Another look at my dangling heel, he continued, "I travel a lot and I need someone who has the flexibility to be able to travel a lot and often with almost no warning."
Again the scope was extreme, but I thought to myself that I had no current life or weekly expectations, and I loved traveling, and had not left the state since Alan passed, except for checking out Berkeley with Ellie. Allowing my heel to hit the floor I answered, "Well, I do love to travel."
It was obvious this time that he was checking my stocking-clad foot. He asked, still looking down, "And the on call aspect?"
I reached down for my heel, but stopped as he ordered, "Leave it there, Amanda."
I could sense the shift in the interview, as I obeyed sitting back on the chair. "Well, the kids are gone, so I really have no commitments."
His eyes finally returned to me. "And you are widowed, correct?"
"Yes," I admitted, before adding, "Five years now."
No fake condolences, like I usually received, as he pushed further. My uncovered toes clearly a distraction to him. "You will answer your cell phone no matter the time of day or night," he explained, his tone no nonsense.
Realizing the flavor of the interview had changed, I answered, now more flirty than professional, "That goes without saying."
He asked, eyebrow raised, "Are you sure you can handle this? Many have quit due to the overbearing workload."
Staring at him, I slowly uncrossed my legs. If he was looking closely he would notice that I was not wearing panties. After a brief delay, I readjusted, crossing my legs the other way. What should have taken two or three seconds, took fifteen or twenty as I attempted to imply my desire through my actions, my teasing. I replied, allowing my other heel to dangle, a mixture of sweetness, seductiveness and confidence, "I am capable of almost anything. I am a very determined woman who always gets the job done, no matter what it takes."
I knew I was speaking in double-entendres, as I was both flirty and serious at the same time. Was I offering sex at the time? No. But was the thought of him fucking me in the back of my mind? Yes. He was just so much like my husband in voice, attitude and demeanor. And five years without having my needs met with a real man added to the hunger and lack of dignity that I was already feeling.
He had watched the entire simple act of crossing my legs like it was a slow motion action scene in a movie.
He finally replied, a delayed response to be sure, the first tone of something other than business in his tone, "Anything, is a pretty dangerous word."
Allowing my second heel to hit the floor, clearly on purpose, I replied, my tone no longer hiding my growing hunger. "Well, it is a very dangerous world."
His gaze never left my stocking-clad feet as he stood up. He didn't move towards me, just stood above me I assume implying who was in charge.
I could feel wetness starting to form down below at the thought of submission to him, my hunger to regain that clear Dom-submissive relationship I once had. I felt a desire to rekindle a sex life that had long flamed out, from the grief of the death of my husband, and the fear of bringing another man into my children's life.
Finally he spoke. "My secretary must not only be twenty-four seven, seven days a week, they must also be a full-service secretary."
Maybe I can have my cake and eat it too I thought to myself. I looked up coyly, my voice dripping with implication, "And what does a full-service secretary entail?" The answer obvious, the question technically rhetorical.
Ignoring my question, he asked one instead. "You have kids correct?"
"Yes," I answered, surprised by the 180 degree turn, before adding, "but they are both far, far away."
"I hate to be blunt but after what happened with Carolyn I need to know," he started.
I vaguely recalled that Carolyn was his current very pregnant secretary and clarity came crystal clear. He had knocked up his, much younger and fertile, 'full-time secretary.' He was implying if I took the job he was planning on fucking me regularly. My cunt leaked more.
My answer, I assumed, sealed our upcoming relationship. "I had my tubes tied a couple years after the birth of my second child," I revealed, before adding after a lengthy pause, "sir."
The slightest glimmer of a smile flickered across his lips. After a lengthy pause, where time seemed to stop completely, he finally spoke. Ironically, as he sat back down, he ordered firmly,"Stand up."
I didn't hesitate, knowing from experience the true meaning of obedience. I obeyed without protest, without hesitation. Only through utter, complete submission can a true Domme-submissive relationship work. A true submissive gives up all control of their life to their Domme, their Master. I had done that with my late husband.
"Good," his one word approval allowed the long dormant flame below to start to burn. "But be warned I expect obedience and I punish any lack of it," he stressed his eyes boring through me, seeing my need to submit.
"I understand," I whispered, nervous and yet full of anticipation.
"Take your skirt off," he instructed, watching my every move and reacting only with his eyes.
I again obeyed, unzipping the skirt and allowing it to drop revealing so many secrets in one quick second.
I saw a look of surprise on his face; clearly he wasn't expecting the fact that I was not wearing any panties.
My face felt a little red being put in such a compromising position with a relative stranger, yet deep down it just felt right.
"Do you usually go without underwear?" he finally asked.
"Yes, sir," I admitted, again responding submissively. "I haven't worn underwear since college, except of course."
"Yes, of course," he replied, a real smile crossing his face for the first time. "And the thigh highs?" he asked.
"They make me feel sexy, my deceased husband loved them and," I paused, my turn to take brief control, "he liked the, as he called it, easy access to my cunt."
"Hmmmm," he said, if a sound can be considered saying.
Finally, he ordered, "Unbutton your blouse."
"Yes, sir," I obeyed, slowly, seductively, my eyes never leaving his. Button by button my thrill to obey making me wetter and wetter.
He watched intently, no facial expression giving away whether he was excited or bored by my slow striptease.
My last button undone, I smiled just enough to show my excitement that I eagerly wanted more instructions. I waited further instruction as I knew not to make presumptions that he wanted my blouse off. He would decide when I did, not me.
"You understand, of course, that I need to make sure you are a good fit to be a," he paused and used humour for the first time, "member of my staff."
My smile provocative, my tone sexy, and my posture revealing, I answered, "What do I need to do to," I paused for effect, my hand moving close to my wet cunt, "prove my worthiness?"
"You will, of course, stay with me when we travel," he explained all business, again not answering my flirty answer.
"Of course, it would save on travel costs," I agreed, pointing out a sound logical reason for sharing a room.
"And you understand at meetings you may have to do more than just dictation," he continued, giving me every opportunity to back out.
I wondered if he meant I would have to please other men to seal a deal of sorts or if I would be his quickie sexual relief during long negotiations. I briefly reflected on my biggest regret that was not having made my biggest fantasy come true, to be gangbanged. Maybe he could make it come true. Regardless of his intent, I answered as expected, "I am capable of and experienced in all sorts of dick-taking."
My declaration finally convincing and as blunt as possible, he said, "I think you will be an excellent addition to our firm. But first let's see if you and I have a similar definition of dictation."
"What do you have in mind?" I asked, my smile devious, my intent obvious, my cunt burning and my mind spinning.
"Fall to your knees and crawl to me," he ordered.

"Yes sir," I obeyed, gracefully falling to my knees and slowly, hopefully sexily, crawling submissively on my hands and knees to him.
Once at his feet, he looked down at me and asked, "Are you sure you are ready for this?"
I didn't know if he meant the job or the blow job, but the answer was the same either way. Not remotely hiding my hunger to submit unconditionally, I moaned, my insatiable hunger to obey, to please, "Oh God, yes."



"Ready for your first dictation?" he asked, unbuckling his belt.
I hoped sucking cock was like riding a bike, even after not doing it for a long time you don't ever completely lose the ability. Alan loved having his cock sucked more than fucking and thus I usually received at least one daily dose of cum, often more. Yet, I hadn't sucked cock or swallowed a sweet load of jizz in over five years and my appetite was ferocious. Although I didn't miss it when I went without, the potential load waiting to be deposited in me had me craving cum like I used to.
"Ready and willing," I replied, eager to see his cock, praying it was as impressive as I was already imagining in my head. I watched intently and seeing my eagerness, he took his time.
Finally, he pulled out his fully erect and ready to go cock out of his pants. I stared hungrily at it. It was not super big, seven inches, two inches smaller than Alan's was, yet it was the thickest cock I had ever seen. My mouth literally watered in eager anticipation of what I was about to do.
"By the look in your eyes and your open mouth, I assume you approve of the tool you will be using regularly for dictation?" he smugly smiled, his cock an erect missile ready for launch.
"It is very impressive, indeed," I replied, resisting the temptation to reach for it and feel it's warmth. "I think I have the perfect thing for it," I added.
"What would that be?" he questioned.
"My mouth sir," I replied, eagerly.
"What about your cunt?" he questioned.

"That is available too," I smiled demurely, making it clear I was completely at his sexual disposal.
"And your ass?" he added. "Is your sweet ass at my disposal too?"
I hadn't been ass fucked in years, long before Alan's death, and although I didn't love it and it never got me off, the feeling of utter submission, giving your body freely and entirely to a man was exhilarating. Again, I responded as any obedient submissive would, "Yes, sir, my tight ass is at your disposal too."
A soft chuckle left his lips. "Let's start with those sexy cock-sucking lips."
Taking that as an order, I lifted myself up a bit, legs leaned forward and took his big thick cock in my mouth. I started slow, continually looking up at him, worshipping his cock. I used my tongue to swirl around his wide mushroom top before deep- throating his beautiful cock. His manly sweat, tangy and salty, only added fuel to the fire as I drowned in the aroma of a man. I was like a woman lost in a desert near death after being in the pounding heat for an eternity and finally seeing water; I was famished after my own eternity of thirst and I was going to fill myself up.
His moans of approval also enhanced my desire to please and after a few minutes of steady slow burn teasing, I went for the sexual jugular. Using a technique I perfected after many years of swallowing load after load of Alan's addictive sweet stuff, I had him getting animated.

"That's it Amanda, keep sucking like a good little slut," he moaned.
I obeyed, creating a whirlpool of saliva in my mouth, a sensation I knew from experience usually led to a quick trigger from the man.
"I'm going to come, my slut, swallow every last drop. Don't you dare waste any of my cum," he warned.
I bobbed up and down, back and forth like a porn star until he inevitable grunted; followed instantly by the splash of his cum hitting the back of my throat. I continued the furious pace as a second and third stream sprayed in my mouth. I swallowed every drop as expected and as I so desperately craved. I knew the moment his salty seed entered my mouth I was hooked and would, as I had already promised, do anything and everything he asked. Job or no job, I was his; if he would take me.
I slowed down, but didn't stop, for a couple more minutes, as I felt his cock slowly shrink in my mouth.
Finally, he ordered, "Well, you passed the first test."
"Thank you, sir," I replied, still on my knees subserviently at his feet, looking forward to the second test.
"I need time to recover before we go to test two," he announced, before instructing me, "go crawl to the front of my desk and wait for further instructions."
Although slightly humiliated, by being treated like a dog, I obeyed, crawling around his desk and sitting, half naked on the floor. The humiliation though only seemed to enhance the awakening of my long dormant arousal.
A couple of minutes later, as my mind pondered the full breadth of the situation I had just agreed to, and the act I had just committed, I heard him on the phone. "Yes, add a second first class ticket for tomorrow's flight."
I listened intently, was he booking me a ticket and if so where? Wasn't that a little presumptuous considering he hadn't officially hired me nor did he confirm my availability. Yet, in retrospect I had already confirmed my availability earlier in the interview.
My first question was answered by his next words. "Put the ticket under the name Amanda Winston."
Apparently I was going on a trip. Tomorrow.
"Yes, have the car here to pick us up by four-thirty," he confirmed before hanging up.
A few more minutes ticked by as the only sound was the sound of his fingers pecking away at his keyboard. My pussy burned with anticipation that seemed a long time away as I sat obediently on the floor.
Finally, he spoke but not me. "Carolyn, please bring in the Elderton file."
"Of course, Mr. Jackson," the secretary relied over the intercom.
Suddenly, I was mortified. It was one thing to submit to a man, or even men potentially as was foreshadowed by his earlier admissions, but being seen on the floor in such a condition was utterly humiliating.
Time seemed to stand still as I waited for the humiliation that was about to follow. Although Alan would take me out in very revealing outfits, have me blow him under the table at a restaurant on a few occasions and even fucked me in the private balcony at Phantom of the Opera, where I was leaning over the balcony, all the patrons oblivious to the pounding I was taking, I had never been publicly humiliated like I was about to me (except the time we were in Florida on our honeymoon; after coming on my face in the car, he made me go into 7-11 with my face coated in cum and get him a Slurpee. That humiliation had me so hot, that as soon as we got to the hotel, I devoured him whole).
The inevitable finally happened when the very pretty, much younger than me and incredibly pregnant Carolyn came into the office. As she walked in, she looked down at me on the floor and smiled.
"I see she has passed the first test?" Carolyn said, casually like she was talking about the weather.
"Yes, she is a very good cocksucker, you could probably learn a thing or two from her," he replied, his tone flat.
The pregnant woman looked down at me with daggers even as I felt the thrill of his words.
"Is there anything else, sir?" she asked.
"Not now," he said.
I watched her walk away and as she reached the door, she turned back to me one last time with a glare that told me we were not friends and she was threatened by me, which made me smile. I liked being a threat sexually.

Another fifteen minutes went by as he sat at his computer, and he chatted briefly on the phone.
Finally, my cunt begging for attention, my mind having an eternity for me to replay the day and ponder if I should get up and leave before I fell deep into a web of sexual submission, he stood up and ordered, "Stand up, Amanda."
I stood eagerly, thankful to be off the floor and hopeful for a good fucking which I longed for. The thought of my long neglected pussy being spread open by his thick cock had me in a dizzy.
"Bend over my desk, Amanda."
I again wordlessly obeyed, anticipation of being fucked from behind, my favorite submissive position. I was surprised by how cold the desk was and was thankful I was still kind of wearing clothing.
"You have been a very bad girl, Amanda," he said, his hand caressing my ass.
"Sorry sir," I replied coyly, "I don't know what got into me."
"Oh, I know what you want inside of you, but I am not sure you have earned that privilege," he said and before I had time to react I felt the cold hard smack of his hand meeting my ass. I let out a surprised yelp, not remotely expecting to be spanked.
Humiliation seared through me as my pussy instantly leaked at the firm hard slap. "Do you promise to obey at all times, Amanda?"
"Yes, sir," I quickly answered, trying to ignore the burn on my ass.
A second smack echoed through his office as his hand made contact with my other ass cheek.
"I expect complete obedience, no questions ask, no hesitation at all, is that understood?"
"Yes, sir," I replied, the burn on my ass a crazy mixture of pleasure and pain.
"Stand up and take off your blouse," he ordered, backing up a bit to watch me.
I turned around to face him. My hands trembled with what I assumed was perceived as nervousness, but truthfully was excitement; I had a growing lust and a desperation to please him unconditionally.
I took my blouse off and tossed it on the floor, standing now in only my bra.
He surveyed my body in silence. "You have kept your body in great shape Amanda."
"Thank you," I replied, before explaining, "I work out every morning." Getting a compliment from a stern man like Mr. Jackson was the ultimate form of flattery and I couldn't help but feel a glow warm my cheeks.
"Keep it up, I expect my employees to stay in great shape," he instructed.
"Of course, sir," I agreed.
Content with my answer he ordered, "And now the bra."
I again obeyed; freeing my breasts and my body from the last piece of clothing that protected me from complete vulnerability. Releasing my breasts, which I always wished were a size bigger, always made me self-conscious.
"Pose for me," he ordered.
Although awkward and unsure what to do, I put my hand behind my head while leaning on the desk. Suddenly I felt insecure about my body posing in such a vulnerable position.
As if sensing my insecurity, he complimented me, "Amanda, you really are a beautiful woman."
"Thank you," I blushed, suddenly relaxed and thrilled by a compliment from a man that I assumed didn't give such moments of flattery often.
"Ready for the test two of our interview?" he asked.
I considering making a joke about this only being test two after the blue job, the sitting on the floor, the spanking and standing in front of him butt naked, but I refrained. Instead, I replied, "I am here to fulfill whatever need you currently have."
He began pulling off his pants as he ordered, "Bend over the desk, Amanda."
"Yes, sir," I a bit too eagerly replied, quickly turning back to his desk and returning to my helpless, completely at his whim, bent over position. My nipples against the cold desk instantly perked stiff as diamonds.
"You want me to fuck you, don't you?" he asked, as I felt his hands again on my ass.
There was no hesitation, no need to lie. "Yes, sir, I badly want you."
A quick slap on my ass. "Is that really the best you can do?" he asked, his tone implying disappointment.
Always being a people pleaser, I hated disappointing anyone. I quickly replied throwing out any last propriety I may have had left, "Yes sir, I am dying to feel that big thick cock of yours inside my hungry cunt."
"That's better," he said, his tone shifting instantly back to calm and in control.
I felt his cock head between my ass cheeks and briefly tightened instinctively thinking maybe he was considering fucking my ass. He noticed my slight tension and laughed, "We will save that for another day."
I let out my breath realizing I had been holding it. I have taken a cock in my ass before, often when Alan was still alive, but Mr. Jackson's girth had me terrified of the pain that would come with a back door pounding.
"Fuck your cunt is soaking wet," he accurately announced. "You really are a hungry slut, aren't you?"
A finger slid deep in me and I moaned in agreement. "Yes, sir, I want to be your hungry eager slut."
He knew how to play a woman. His finger found my g-spot and he tapped it softly. "Of course, you understand that besides being my full-service secretary, you are also under my sexual supervision."
"Kkkkkk," I moaned, completely unaware of what I was agreeing to and at this moment willing to agree to any fucking thing.
"You are so compliant. Such a good little slut. From now on you will only come with my permission, is that clear?" he explained and asked, his finger driving me crazy.
I again agreed, reverting back completely to the sexual control I was under for so many years. A control I had long since craved to have taken away from me again. Only through complete submission had I ever found complete orgasmic bliss. "Yes, Master," I replied, so immersed in the sexual submission that I used the term I had only used with Alan. I immediately tensed realizing my slip of the tongue.
He chuckled. A knowing chuckle. "Master, hey. You really are going to be a perfect replacement for that dumb bitch out there. She is hot indeed and a great fuck, but her lack of intelligence was a real hindrance in her training and her actual job. But you have been trained already, haven't you?"
A second finger slid into my cunt preparing me slowly for his width, and causing me to be completely distracted and utterly hanging on his every word. "Yes, my deceased husband trained me."
"Trained you to be what?" he asked.
I pondered the proper wording, yet answered as he wanted me, no expected me, too. "He trained me to be his sex slave."
"Mmmmmmm," he moaned. "And you want to be my sex slave do you?"
He pulled his amazing fingers out of my wanton cunt and I moaned out of frustration, but answered out of obedience, "Yes, sir, I want to be your sex slave, your slut."
"Sir, not Master," he asked, his tone playful, yet firm.
"Whatever you want me to call you, Sir, Master, Dom, Daddy," I replied covering my bases, plus adding my own kink with the word 'Daddy'.
"Daddy?" he chuckled, before asking, "Does Amanda have Daddy issues?"
I didn't answer at first, before adding, "I don't know. I just love older men who know how to please a woman."
"I am not that much older than you," he chuckled, before returning to his authoritative personality. "When we are alone it is Master and when in public sir," he clarified, his cock again poking my ass cheeks.

"Understood, Master, I am yours to use as you see fiiiiiiiiiit," I replied, giving myself completely and moaning loud as his wide cock slid inside my cunt in one hard forward thrust.
My body quivered with euphoria as every feeling of sexual submission came flooding back with a rush.
"Fuck, your cunt is tight for such a slut," he grunted, his cock lodged deep in me and not moving.
I whimpered, wanting him to fuck me hard and fast, wanting to appease him, "It's your cunt, Master."
"And you want to feel my cum coat your cunt walls?" he asked, beginning to slowly move in and out of me.
"Come wherever you want Master. Come in my cunt, on my ass, on my tits, on my face or l," I thought, adding another idea based on the thought that he had a foot fetish, "on my stocking-clad feet."
"Fuck, you are going to be a good slave," he grunted, I sensed him smiling. He was now thrusting into me hard and deep, his body colliding into mine with each forward thrust.
My moans increased exponentially as the fucking became harder and more furious. Minutes flew by as he pounded away in me, my orgasm bubbling at the surface, desperate to explode, but waiting for permission.
My whimpers, moans and heavy breathing were echoing in the room, and I wasn't sure how much longer I could hold back. Finally, I begged, "May I come, Maaaaster?"
"My slut thinks she deserves to come?" he asked, not slowing down.
"I will do anything?" I moaned, my arms being held behind my back firmly.
"Anything?" he questioned.
"Yeeeeeees, anything," I moaned.
"I will allow your undeserving cunt to come if you submit to Bella for a day next weekend," he revealed.
His response was so out of nowhere; I didn't know how to respond. Bella had never been more than an acquaintance and had never even implied she was a dyke. Even through all my experiences as a submissive, I had never been with another woman.
He laughed, clearly able to read me so well. "You have never been with a woman have you?"
"No, sir, I mean Master," I admitted.

"Well, that is going to change," he foreshadowed. "You will eat cunt for me, won't you slave?"
Although hard to fathom being with another woman, I was so hungry to obey, to please and to come I didn't care about the future consequences or expectations. I agreed, "Of course, Master, if it pleases you."
"So what will it be?" he asked, no longer fucking me hard, but leisurely moving in and out of my fiery cunt.
Although the thought of submitting to Bella was shocking, suddenly I could envision it clearly and I was so far gone, so desperate to come, so eager to obey, that my answer revealed a new side of me. "Yes, Master, I will be Bella's slut for you." I added the 'for you' to highlight that I was doing it for him.
"You can come when I count down to one," he announced, resuming fucking me recklessly, my body instantly starting to quiver.
"Thank you, Master," I moaned, excitedly.
"Ten," he began, adding a firm warning and establishing a clear Domme-submissive relationship, "when you come on my cock you become my property."
"Yes, Master, own meeee," I agreed without hesitation as he let go off my arms and I grabbed the edge of the desk for support, my orgasm on the brink and knowing I would have to do everything in my power to resist the growing tide of pleasure rising inside me from crashing down before the countdown hits one.
"Nine," he said, pulling my hair roughly. "Aaaaah," I screamed, surprised and turned on by the roughness.

"Eight, tell me what you are," he ordered.
"Your slut, your slave, your fuckatary," I declared, happy with my wit, thinking this was the longest countdown in the history of time.



"Seven, six, five," he quickly counted down, as if reading my desperation and my struggle to hold off from coming prematurely.
"Four, I'm going to want to fuck your back door," he rhymed.
I let out a moan-laugh and agreed, even though I couldn't fathom how his thick cock would ever fit, "My ass is yours toooooo, Master."
"Three, don't you dare come yet, you fucking slut, don't you dare," he demanded.
Although I knew I shouldn't say such a thing, I mumbled, "I can't hold off much looooooonger."
"No backtalk, slut," he roared slapping my ass hard as punishment, before adding, "Two, who owns you?"
Almost hysterical now, I babbled, barely holding in the inevitable explosion. "You do, you do, you dooooo."
"One, my slut, so fucking close aren't you?" he teased, keeping me on the brink clearly reveling in the power he had over me.
"Soooooooooo close, Maaaaaaster," I moaned, using every ounce of my determination to resist coming before the words are said.
"Now, slut, come now, come for your Master, come like you have never came before!" he demanded, pounding me so hard the desk moved.
The word given, permission granted, the invisible barrier broken, the greatest orgasm of my life, greater than any from my late husband, exploded through every pore of my body, sending fireworks to every sensory nerve. I screamed loud enough for anyone on the floor to know exactly what was happening, "Fuuuuuuuuck, yeeeeeeeeeees, Maaaasaaaaster, thank yooooooou," I bellowed.
He held my hips tight, his cock lodged deep inside my pulsating cunt, trembling like a never-ending earthquake. I babbled like a high schooler having her first orgasm. "Oh, oh, oh, oh, fuck, fuck, oh, oh, god."
I don't know how long I lay there, but time stood still as it was one of those rare moments where pure sexual perfection had been achieved.
Sadly, all great things need to end and my orgasm slowly simmered, and my new Master's perfect cock slipped out of me.
He ordered, "Sit on the desk."
My legs rubber, my body exhausted and my orgasm still coursing through me, I slowly stood up and hiked myself up onto his desk.
"I think I will take you up on that foot idea," he smiled, his voice more playful than the rest of our encounter.
Alan loved getting nylon-clad foot jobs, so I had become very flexible and coordinated with my feet. "Of course, Master," I obeyed, my pussy still having light quivers.
I put my stocking-clad feet on both sides of his thick fully erect, slightly shiny with my cum, cock and began slowly using one foot to rub up and down his cock. He moaned on contact; I continued the slow, smooth up and down stroking. I teased him at first, going slow, and using my toes to tease his big mushroom top. After a couple of minutes of the teasing, I added my second foot, my legs bent leaving my still leaking cunt spread wide open, I began moving my feet up and down, giving him a steady stocking foot job.
After a couple more minutes of slow up and down foot stroking, he demanded, clearly enjoying the foot job, "Faster slut, foot fuck me faster."
I obeyed, moving my legs up and down as fast as I could. I watched his face and knew he had to be close.
I was right as he grabbed my feet and began foot-fucking my stocking-clad feet furiously. I wanted to touch my cunt, already thinking about multiple orgasms, but refrained since I didn`t have permission and instead watched him fuck my feet. After a couple of minutes, he grunted and sprayed his cum all over my nylon-covered toes.
Once spent, he let go of my feet and ordered, `You are not going to waste my cum are you?"
Although the instructions were vague, I understood what was expected. I lifted my left foot up and retrieved his cum from my stocking-clad foot. Trying to be sexy, under the bizarre circumstances, I used my tongue and lips, taking my time. I replicated the retrieval on my right foot as my Master put away his beautiful fuck stick.
Finally, he said, all business again, ignoring my utter nakedness on his desk. "We are flying to Paris tomorrow. Pack for a three day trip."
Thrilled with the idea of going to a place I never have been, I asked, "What should I bring?"
"Bring business attire for the day, slut attire for the evening," he replied, buckling his pants, before adding, "and bring anal lube, lots and lots of anal lube."
"Yes, Master," I replied, still on his desk, both excited to be his fucktoy and petrified of that wide snake trying to sodomize me.
"Be here at nine so Carolyn can train you for your secretary role. Have your bags with you as we will leave directly from the office," he instructed, returning to his desk.
"Yes, Master," I agreed, already excited about the abundance of possibilities that lie ahead.
"Good," he said, "now get the fuck out of here. I got work to do."
Such bluntness felt like a slap in the face, but I got off the desk, got dressed, slipped back into my heels and began to leave, praying he was going to say something to me. Reward me with praise for my obedience.
At the door, he said, "Amanda."
"Yes, Master," I asked, turning around, excited to hear what he had to say.
He laughed. I suddenly felt self-conscious. He explained, with a smile, "You may want to fix your blouse before you leave."
I looked down and realized in my hurry to dress I had missed a button and the whole shirt was buttoned incorrectly. I looked like someone dishevelled after a good hard fucking, which I guess was exactly what I should have looked like after having just had a good hard fucking. I quickly fixed it and being playful asked, "Is this better?"
"Much," he smiled, before adding, "Let her hair down, Amanda."
"Yes, Master," I obeyed, excited that he wanted to see me in a different light.
He looked at me for a few seconds, before saying, "Amanda, be sure to get the contract from Carolyn. Read it and sign it before you leave."
"Yes, Master," I said, disappointed by the lack of acknowledgement of my look with my hair down..
"And Amanda, welcome to the firm," he smiled, adding, "you will be a welcome addition."
"Thank you," I replied, smiling, suddenly feeling important, looking into his hazel eyes and he looking into mine.
The brief moment of intimacy ended, as he waved me away. "Now get the fuck out of here, before I want to fuck you again."
I almost said, 'fuck me again and again`, but refrained instead saying, "Good night, Master and thank you for the job opportunity."
"You are welcome, slave," he said, not looking up from his computer.
Being called slave had my cunt tingling again and I had to fight the urge to fall on my knees, crawl over to him and beg him to fuck me again. Instead, I walked out two hours from when I first arrived. Two hours and my life was forever changed.
As I closed the door, I jumped as I was face to face with Bella who was chatting with Carolyn, both of them staring at me knowingly.
Bella smiled, moving towards me with the eyes of a predator, and said, "Welcome to the firm."
"Yes, and just so you know, Bella and I share everything." Carolyn added, her smile deliciously naughty, foreshadowed a lesbian threesome.
THE END
Again a special thanks to the beautiful Vanessa for posing for the pictures. Check out the comments section to learn where you can go to Vanessa's Literotica Amateur Pictures Feedback Forum and see more pictures of her and even leave comments.
Jasmine
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Catching Mommy: Daughter Domme
Summary: An 18-year-old makes her Mom her submissive.
Note 1: A great, big, super thanks goes to great Estragon for his dedicated copy-editing.
Note 2: Another thanks goes to Goamz86, LaRascasse and MAB7991 for plot suggestions.
Note 3: Lastly, a thank you to all my readers who voted, and left comments for this story so far.
Note 4: Because two of the characters are English I will sometimes use English words like arse (for ass...it sounds so much dirtier), knickers (for panties...which also somehow sounds naughtier), shag (for fuck...I just imagine the English accent and get wet), slag (for slut...which I think sounds so much worse), snog (for kiss...which I find hard to say with a straight face) and bugger (for fuck...also makes sex sound dirtier).
Catching Up! A crash course reminder of what happened previously in the Catching Mommy series:
Part 1: A Shocking Secret: An 18-year-old English girl transplanted to Boston, Victoria, stays home sick one day and accidentally learns that her proud, dignified, lawyer Mom is a submissive lesbian to another 18-year-old girl. To make matters worse her Mom's Mistress is none other than Victoria's arch-enemy. (Don't deny it, if you are a female you had one in high school too!!!)
Part 2: Blackmailing a MILF: Shocked by Olivia's attack on her mother and her disgusting attitude, Victoria decides to get revenge by blackmailing her arch-enemy's Mother and making her a lesbian sub. (They say revenge is a dish best served sweaty and hot!!!)
Part 3: Creating a Good Pet: Victoria announces to her Mom she is a lesbian, as she begins to set up her Mother for the inevitable seduction. Meanwhile, her Mom begins her own plan to seduce her daughter. Lastly, Victoria continues the training of her new pet...her arch-enemy's mother and her own mother's Mistress.
Catching Mommy: Daughter Domme
I arrived home and was disappointed to see Mom was not home yet, even though that was her usual norm.
I texted Mom, asking if she would be home for supper and she texted back she would be home around 6:30. I quickly texted back that I would make supper. I poured some wine, trying to assist my mother in her seduction of me.
Supper was made and everything was ready when Mom got home a few minutes late.
As she closed the door, she called out, "Sorry, honey, traffic was a bitch."
"No problem Mom," I called back, walking out of the kitchen and giving her a glass of wine.
"Oh my," she smiled, "how did you know?"
"Call it a hunch," I shrugged.
She took the wine. "You always have great hunches."
I agreed. "I am pretty much perfect."
"Yes, you are," Mom laughed, flipping out of her heels, giving me a good look at her perfectly manicured stocking-clad toes.
I looked down, attempting to be obvious, before looking back up. "Hungry?"
"Famished," she replied, moving towards the kitchen.
I ordered, my tone just slightly authoritative, "Sit down, Mommy. I am here to serve you tonight." The innuendo was as obvious as humanly possible.
I could tell her head was spinning as her face went slightly flushed. She sat down with a slight wince.
"You ok?" I asked, knowing exactly why she winced; obviously the butt plug was still in her arse.
I brought her a plate and topped up her wine, which she had already had half finished.
"Thank you, my dear," Mom graciously said.
"Anything for my Mommy," I countered, my hand lingering briefly on her shoulder.
I sat across from her and we ate and chatted about work and school. It wasn't till we were having dessert, both on our third, very full, glass of wine, that Mom opened the door to my seduction. "So, did you see that girl today?"
"What girl?" I asked, playing dumb.
"That Olivia girl," she replied, pretending she had no idea who Olivia was.
"Yes," I admitted.
"Did she say anything to you?" she asked.
"No, but she gave me a really smug look. It was really strange, as if she knew something," I said, playing my Mom as she tried to play me.
"That is strange," Mom replied, her facial expression giving away that she knew exactly why Olivia looked so smug.
"I know," I said. "Half of me wants to punch her in the face, the other half wants to have her sit on my face."
Mom gasped, "Victoria!"
"Sorry," I shrugged," this wine is shutting down my inhibitions, it seems."
Mom laughed, "Well, you are an adult now, I guess I should start treating you as one."
Standing up and walking to her, I said, "Thanks Mom." I grabbed her hand and pulled her up. "You clearly need a foot massage."
"Always," she answered, now looking me in the eyes. I could see her trepidation, her eagerness to push along with her task given by her Mistress, yet I could also see her insecurity.
I pulled her along to the couch and playfully pushed her on the couch, before falling on top of her, my left hand landing firmly on her breast. She let out a loud yelp as the plug in her ass reached new depths as I stammered, pretending it was an accident, "S-s-s-sorry, Mom."
"It was an accident," Mom smiled back, clearly not embarrassed by being felt up by her daughter.
"Of course it was," I agreed, even though my tone was playfully saying the opposite, as I moved beside her. I took her stocking-clad foot in my hand and began massaging it. As I did, I pretended to ask for advice. "So Mom, how would you deal with my situation?"
Mom was quiet for a bit before she answered. "Well, you need to talk to her one on one. You need to confront her about how she has treated you in the past and how it makes you feel. "
"I have to admit that her treating me like a slag somehow makes me want to snog with her?" I asked incredulously.
"Well, I wouldn't start with that." Mom smiled. "But only by accepting who you are and what makes you tick will you find true happiness."
"Mom have you been reading Chinese fortune cookies?" I quipped.
"I am serious," she said, determined to make her point, even though I knew she was really rationalizing to herself how she became the lesbian slag she had become. "It has taken me many years to accept who I am and what makes me tick."
"And what is that?" I questioned, as my hand began massaging her calf.
Her face went red, as she answered, "That is not the point."
"Mom, if I am going to be honest with you, then I need you to be honest back," I argued.
"But I am your mother," she rationalized.
"And I am your daughter. We are all the family we have, there should be no secrets," I countered.
A long silence lingered as I continued to massage her calf. Finally, she said, "Honey, the truth will surprise you."
"More than me telling you I think I am a dyke?"
"Yes," she admitted.
"No way," I gasped, acting shocked. "What dark, dirty secrets could you possibly have in your closet?"
She sat up and took my hands in hers. She took a deep breath, looked me in the eye and said, "Victoria, I am a lesbian."
"Bugger off," I responded.
"I'm serious," she said, her face showing her utter nervousness.
I paused briefly, and looking into her eyes saw so much: insecurity, trepidation and something I couldn't explain. I finally said, "You are serious."
"Yes," she whispered, "but there is more."
"I am submissive," she admitted.
"Now I know you are fucking with me," I responded. "You are way too confident to be submissive."
"That is exactly the point," she shot back with.
"How so?"
"Well," she began, "My job is very stressful and I always have to be in charge. Yet, in the bedroom, I like to just let go and allow someone else to be in control."
"I can't believe it," I whispered back, acting shocked.
"So what does being submissive entail?" I asked.
"That is a complicated question," Mom replied, clearly not wanting to go any deeper into her secrets.
"Well, I would never be submissive I don't think," I said.
"I don't know," Mom said, trying to manipulate me. "You are a lot like me."
"I suppose," I pondered thoughtfully, knowing I was far from submissive. "Give me an example of what being a submissive means in the bedroom."
Again a long silence lingered.
Trying to move this seduction along, I said, "Mom, you look more stressed than usual. You clearly need a back massage."
Mom considered the offer, before saying, "I don't think so."
I stood up and pulled her up. "That is an order."
"Excuse me?" she questioned, her tone her usual motherly questioning self when I had crossed the line.
"Well you said you need to let go and have decisions made for you. I am making one for you. You need a massage," I said confidently, pulling her up the stairs.
After a brief moment where time seemed to stand still, Mom, like the submissive she was, actually followed behind me and into her room.
Once in her room, I ordered not bossy but in control, "Lie down, Mommy."
She gave one last skeptical look before going to her bed and lying on her belly. Not wanting her to have any second thoughts, I quickly climbed on top of her and began to massage her shoulders. "Wow Mom, your body is super tight. You are clearly super stressed. What is causing all this tension, Mom?" I smirked to myself, as I knew exactly what was causing all that tension.
"Just work," she lied.
"Nothing else?" I questioned. "Problems with your Mistress?" After I said it, I froze, realizing she had not yet mentioned that piece of information to me.
"Pardon?" she asked, her shoulders instantly tensing back up.
I covered, "Oh sorry, I was just being facetious."
She let her guard back down with an awkward chuckle. I remained silent for the next few minutes as I slowly moved lower down her back. When I reached her ass I calmly lifted her dress up before Mom had a chance to react.
"Victoria please no," she said alarmed as my hands began to caress her panty-clad ass, the butt plug outline obvious.
"It's ok, Mommy," I replied, explaining, "where the back meets the ass needs to be worked over too."
"But...." She began.
"No buts," I cut her off, before giggling, "No buts...that is funny since I am massaging yours."
She sighed, again clearly tight again, but after a minute she said, "Victoria I need to tell you something."
"What is left?" I questioned, "Are we not yet out of secrets?"
"I do have a Mistress," she finally admitted.
"No way," I faked shock.
"And she is a very powerful woman," Mom continued, ignoring my shock.
"How so?" I asked.
"She is very manipulative and impossible to say no to," she tried to explain.
"I find that hard to believe," I pushed.
There was a brief pause before Mom finally revealed, "She wants you."
"What?" I gasped.
"Please let me get up so we can have a normal conversation," Mom requested.
I began to move but purposely stumbled so my hand fell directly on the butt plug. Mom froze. I said, "Um Mom, there is something in your ass."
"I know," Mom replied, mortified before adding, "My Mistress made me wear it."
"Why?" I asked, moving off her.
"To punish me," she admitted, as she slowly turned around to face me.
"Punish you, why?" I questioned, enjoying watching Mom struggle.
"Because I had not fulfilled an order," she said, unable to make eye contact with me.
"What would that be?" I asked, my tone implying this was absurd.
Still avoiding eye contact, Mom said, "You will hate me."
"I will never hate you," I replied, suddenly feeling guilty for playing with her this way. I took her hand in mine and added, "You can tell me anything, Mom."
"I am...I am...I am supposed...I am," she was unable to say it, never mind accomplish the crazy task she had been instructed to complete.
Tears streamed down her face and my heart broke. Deciding it was time to come clean myself and assist my mother in accomplishing her task, I put my hands on her cheeks and made her look at me.
Looking at her face all messy with a mixture of tears and make-up I realized just how much I loved my Mom. Not just like a mother-daughter, but also much deeper. With that in mind I crossed the invisible barrier we had both been approaching, yet avoiding, for a few days. I leaned in and kissed her.
She sat there frozen as I plastered her lips with kisses until finally she opened her mouth just enough for my tongue to slip inside. She briefly kissed me back before breaking the kiss and saying, "Victoria, this is wrong."
"Mom, I know everything," I admitted.
Her face went pale. "What do you mean?"
"Your task is to have me ready to serve her on Saturday," I revealed.
"But how?" she asked, confused.
I ignored the question before adding, "I also know who your Mistress is."
"Oh my God Victoria, I am so sorry," Mom said, her face horrified.
"It is ok, Mommy," I smiled, before going in for the kill. "But if my wonderful beautiful Mommy is going to be a submissive slut for an eighteen year old, it isn't going to be for that bitch Olivia."
I moved closer, my intent obvious.
"But, I...."
I put my finger to her lips. "Shut up, Mommy. Starting now, I am your Mistress, is that understood?"
I moved my finger away and watched my bewildered Mom try and process all this information. "Victoria, I am a horrible mother."
"Stop!" I barked, startling her. My tone instantly shifted back to normal as I said, "Don't you dare say that. You are a submissive slut, Mommy and you need someone to protect you."
She just stared at me, shocked by my controlling manner.
I continued, "Olivia won't protect you, she will eventually end your career as she is a ruthless, scheming shit-ass bitch. But don't worry I have already started our revenge plan."
"Revenge," she repeated, unable to keep up with all my revelations.
"Yes, but I will explain all that later," I said, pushing my Mother into her back. "Now, we start your training."
Her eyes went wide as I straddled her face and lowered my sopping wet pussy on Mom's shocked face. Time stood still as my pussy lingered over my confined Mom and she didn't do as I expected she would....submit.
I leaned back with my left hand, slipped my hand inside her underwear and felt Mom's cunt. I said, "Oh my Mommy, your cunt is dripping wet. Is it because you want to fuck your daughter, Mommy?"
I began tapping on her clit with my finger as I pushed her on. "Go ahead, Mommy, lick your daughter's cunt." I continued teasing her swollen clit until the inevitable happened...Mom began licking my pussy.
I moaned on contact. "Hmmmm, good Mommy, lick your baby's cunt."
Like most dykes who had licked my sweetness, after a couple of quick licks, Mom shifted from tentative to eager. I quit teasing Mom's clit and leaned back up to focus on the pleasure Mom was giving me.
Although I had already came earlier today from Olivia's dyke mom, having my own mother lick my box had me revved up very quickly. After less than five minutes of Mom's eager tongue pleasuring my twat, I felt my orgasm building and I lowered myself and began rubbing my cunt on Mom's face. Mom continued licking as I fucked her face until I exploded my juices all over her face. Mom continued licking hungrily her daughter's juices as my orgasm flowed out of me. Finally spent, I rolled off my submissive mother and onto my side.
Silence lingered as I looked at my Mom, her face glistening with my cum...her daughter's cum.
Mom finally turned to face me. Her eyes spoke volumes, even though she remained speechless. I saw her anxiety, I saw her uncertainty and I saw her eagerness to be accepted. I leaned in and kissed her. Unlike last time, she kissed me back allowing our tongues to explore every crevice of each other.
I finally broke the kiss and before she could speak, I explained everything. How I caught her in the act, how I snooped through her computer and how I made Olivia's mother my submissive.
Mom listened intently, her facial expression changing from embarrassed, to horrified, to angry as I spoke.
Finally, speaking for the first time since I had made her eat me, she said, "We can't do this."
"Do what?" I asked, unsure what she meant.
"We can't have sex," she said.
"We already did," I pointed out.
"But it is incest," she said.
"So?" I shrugged. "Did you not enjoy eating your daughter's cunt?" I asked bluntly.
"Please don't speak like that," she said.
I said with attitude. "Oh Mommy, I have heard you say so much worse, so don't you dare be all high and mighty."
"That is not what I meant." Mom tried to defend herself.
"Stop!" I ordered.
She froze, startled by my tone.
"Don't you dare! You were the one trying to make me a submissive to your Mistress," I pointed out.
"But...."
"Look Mother," I said laying down the ground rules. "You were sloppy and have got yourself in a shit load of trouble and I have to fix it. The price you must pay is obedience to me...which shouldn't be too difficult based on all the slut things you did for your bitch of a Mistress."
The look on her face was as if I had just slapped her across the face.
"I am now your Mistress. Do you understand?" I said.
There was a lengthy silence before she whispered, "Yes."
"Yes, what?" I pushed.
"Yes, Mistress," my mother acknowledged finally.
"Good, slut," I replied, my hand going to her pussy. "You are still very wet. Does being your daughter's sub turn you on?"
Her face went flushed and I could tell the answer was yes.
"Do you want to come?" I asked, my finger gently tracing her pussy lips.
She moaned, "Yeeeeeees."
"Ask permission," I ordered.
"Can I come, Mistress Victoria?" she moaned, closing her eyes as my fingers teased her.
Unable to resist, I moved between her legs and tasted my Mom's wet cunt. As soon as my tongue touched her pussy, she moaned. After a minute or two she surprised me, "Oh yes, lick me, lick Mommy's cunt."
I purred, as her breathing got heavier, "You want your daughter to get you off, Mommy?"
"Oh God yes, Mistress. Make Mommy your slut," she moaned, her Mommy filter disappearing completely as soon as her pussy was hot.
I slid two fingers in Mom's cunt and quickly searched for her g-spot. In seconds I found it as Mom's legs stiffened and she screamed, "Fuuuuuuuuck, baby, you are making Mommy commmmmmmmme."
I kept pressure on her clit throughout Mom's entire orgasm. Once spent, I pulled my fingers out of my Mom's cunt and sucked her juices off my fingers.
"You taste delicious, Mommy," I complimented her.
"As did you," Mom replied, seemingly accepting the power shift in the house.
"Roll over Mommy," I ordered.
"Honey, I have nothing left," she answered.
"Now!" I snapped.
She quickly obeyed.
I asked my tone again calm. "Don't you want this plug out of your arse?"
"Oh God yes," she admitted, relieved.
I pulled it out and gasped. "Holy shit Mom, how could you take this in your arse?"
She rolled back over, her face red. "I don't know."
"I have never had anything in my arse," I admitted. "Does it feel good?"
"After you get used to it," Mom answered, before adding, "then it adds another dimension."
"Interesting," I pondered, thinking it was something I would have to try one day. Standing up, I said, "Get dressed, Mommy, we have an e-mail to write. It is time to turn the tables on Olivia."
Mom sat up and said with concern, "Be careful Victoria, Olivia is not one to lose."
"Neither am I Mommy, neither am I," I replied, confident in my plan.
The End 4 Now...
Coming In 2013: Catching Mommy: Evening the Score



        "Oh" Submission Town: A Mother Falls

        Wholesome MILF gets pulled into submission by Domme daughter.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/oh-submission-town-a-mother-falls

Title: "Oh" Submission Town: A Mother Falls

Author: silkstockingslover

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: Wholesome MILF gets pulled into submission by Domme daughter.

Tags: mother, daughter, eighteen-year-old, humiliation, submission, blackmail, stockings, lesbian, oral, threesome

Series: "Oh" Submission Town


"Oh" Submission Town: A Mother Falls
Summary: Wholesome MILF gets pulled into submission by domme daughter.

Note 1: This is a Christmas 2012 Contest Story so please vote.
Note 2: The story is dedicated to Chuck who sent me the original idea for this story.
Note 3: Thanks to Mab7991 and LaRascasse for editing this work.
"Oh" Submission Town: A Mother Calls
Kimberly Martin was not used to it being so quiet in her house. As the wife of a Minister, she had a very full schedule that either had her out and about in the small community of Spring Creek, at home doing her many household chores, that her old fashioned husband referred to as woman's work, or at home fighting with her eighteen year old daughter, Cinthia, who had been a hellion for years, but who had become particularly worse since turning eighteen a few weeks ago.
Actually, the house was particularly quiet since Cinthia had stormed out of the house after another argument about her risqué fashion sense. She had come downstairs dressed in a plaid skirt so short the top of her white thigh high stockings were completely visible, with a white blouse that was so see-through Kimberly could see her daughter's black bra.
"You are not going out dressed like that," the forty-two year old mother said, as she stopped decorating the tree that she was suppose to be doing with her daughter and not alone.
"Like what?" Cinthia asked, acting as if such an outfit was perfectly normal.
"Like a harlot," the pretty, but conservative mom replied.
The eighteen year old daughter, who was the spitting image of her mom, laughed, "Really, Mother, harlot, can we at least get in the right century?"
"Don't use that tone with me young lady," a growingly frustrated Kimberly responded.
"What tone?" Cinthia shrugged, being sure to add tone to her question, before adding, as if her Mother had no say in the decision, "Tommy and I are going out."
"Not in that, not dressed like a...," the mother paused unsure what word to choose.
"Like a what, Mother?" Cinthia asked with a challenging glare.
"Like a slut," Kimberly finally blurted out.
"Are you calling me a slut?" the daughter questioned, the tension in the room growing instantly.
"No, my dear," the mother replied, her hair in a bun, hiding just how pretty she could be with her hair down, said, "It's just...."
"Now am I, a dear or a slut, Mother?" Cinthia snapped, her anger bubbling over.
Regretting her word choice, Kimberly tried to rephrase, "Please Cinthia. We have an image to uphold for your Father`s sake."
"Fuck Mom," Cinthia exploded, "Everything is about our image. I am sick of the facade we have to endure in this fucking God awful town."
The mother was shocked. Sure they had fought, more frequently as her only daughter got older, and since her only son, Ben had left for college, but Cinthia had never before swore in her presence and had never used the Lord's name in vain. The stunned mother's own anger exploded, "That is enough young lady. Do not swear in our house and don't you ever use the Lord's name in vain, is that clear?"
Cinthia's next words were poisonous. "Yes, for God fucking sakes, could you fucking imagine if people in the community knew that the Minister's daughter was some fucking cheap slut and that the Minster and his wife are in a sham of a fucking marriage? Holy shit, the fabric of our town would crumble right before our eyes, wouldn't it Mommy dearest?" As she finished a smile crossed her face as if she had some deep dark secret.
Before Kimberly knew what she was doing, she slapped her daughter in the face.
Instantly the mother was apologizing, "I-I-I am so sorry. I can't believe I just did that."
Instead of feeling offended, Cinthia seemed relieved. She smiled and said, "Well, good to know there is some emotion behind the pretentious perfection you exude in front of everyone."
"Cinthia, please let's talk like two mature women," the mother, near tears, pleaded.
"Ok, Mom. When was the last time dad fucked you?" Cinthia asked, smiling, knowing she had
long ago crossed the line.
"Cinthia!" Kimberly gasped at the shocking question.
"Mom, even though you try to hide it with your hair in a bun, conservative blouses, long skirts, dresses and no make-up. You are very beautiful. Stop hiding your sexuality, Mom. It is 2012, not 1955," Cinthia said, her tone no longer angry, but sincere.
Kimberly was weakened by the rare compliment of her looks, before she could respond she heard a car honking.
"That is Tommy," Cinthia said, leaning in and kissing her mom on the cheek, before adding, "I'll be home by midnight."
Cinthia started to leave and Kimberly tried to be the one in control. "Do not leave this house, young lady."
Cinthia stopped, turned around and said, "And what are you going to do to stop me?"
The words every parent dreads, the utter defiance and the moment when you know that you can't win.
"That's what I thought, Mommy," Cinthia said smiling, using the word 'Mommy' condescendingly. "Just like with Father, you are submissive. Now be a good Mommy and go finish putting up the tree and then clean my room." Patting her mother on the cheek, Cinthia turned and left through the front door.
Tears flooded her eyes as the defeated mother stood there devastated by the treatment of her daughter, the utter disrespect and at the accusation of her being submissive. After a moment, Kimberly moved robotically to the tree and continued the lonely job of putting up the family Christmas tree by herself.
As the mother did as she was expected, she wished her husband was home. There is no way Cinthia would have walked out of the house dressed like that if he was home. She never considered herself submissive, but rather just a faithful wife who did the duties a stereotypical 'woman who stays at home' does. In reflection, Robert was a very demanding man, stern, but fair. With Robert, there was only black and white, never any shade of grey in between. Yet, Robert would not be home for a few days as he was giving a special sermon at the biggest church in Tennessee and then staying for a few days for a big religious conference where he was the closing keynote.
Kimberly finished putting up the tree which had always been a special tradition for herself and her children. Kimberly went up to clean her daughter's room but stopped, she began shaking her head as she thought to herself, 'What am I doing? I am doing exactly what she told me to.'
Kimberly instead returned downstairs and seated herself at the table in the rectory dining room. Kimberly was in charge of almost every fundraiser for the church and the upcoming annual Christmas pageant was no different. She sighed thinking about how predictable her life had become, something she had not considered before the harsh accusations of her daughter. She spent the next hour organizing things for the upcoming pageant: she called and chatted with Mrs. Weber who was in charge of the show itself and somehow ended up agreeing to be the virgin Mary; she called Mrs. Addleton to confirm food was all organized and ended up agreeing to make her famous beef stew; she called Mr. Hamilton about the hall and ended up agreeing to pick up more Christmas lights for the show. She quickly decided no more calls as her workload kept increasing with each call.
'Am I submissive?' Kimberly thought to herself. Everyone just expects I will do what they ask: my husband, my daughter, the community. She was suddenly frustrated and was about to call it quits for the evening when she remembered Mr. Hamilton mentioning that the special hand carved chest that had been used in all of the pageants, the one held by one of the three kings could not be found when they had done an inventory. It was a lovely piece and she recalled seeing it not too long ago in the church basement in one of the storage rooms. She thought about leaving it till tomorrow, but she was rather anal about things. Still wide-awake after her fight with her daughter and knowing she wouldn't sleep well until she at least checked if it was there.
Outside it had just finished snowing and the town looked beautiful with fresh snow. Kimberly decided to walk the three blocks instead of driving to enjoy the fresh winter air. Seldom had she just walked around at night and enjoyed the calm beauty of the town. Every house had Christmas decorations on their front lawn and lights on their homes; she smiled as she began to sing, "It's beginning to look a lot like Christmas."
The three-block stroll took over twenty minutes as Mrs. Martin just admired the houses, chatted with Mr. and Mrs. Smith who were out for a walk themselves, and just enjoyed the freedom of being alone.
When she arrived at the church, Kimberly found the door locked and sighed as she realized she had not brought her keys. The church never used to be locked, until an unfortunate incident a few months ago where it had been vandalized in the middle of the night. She was about to turn back and go home when she noticed the lights were on in the basement. She wondered if someone was downstairs, probably looking for the chest just as she was about to do, and decided to go take a peek.
There were fresh footprints in the snow leading to the back door and sure enough, it was unlocked. Kimberly went inside, took off her snow covered boots and went downstairs. As she reached the bottom she was about to say hello, when she heard grunts and moans coming from the far back room. The one used for marriage counselling usually. She was suddenly extremely anxious and slowly tiptoed to the door that was slightly ajar.
As the curious Minister's wife slowly looked inside, her mouth dropped open and she had to cover her mouth to keep from gasping at what she was seeing. On the table used to discuss the sanctity of marriage was her daughter, naked except for her blouse and she was clearly having sex with Tommy Chase, her bad boy boyfriend that Robert greatly disapproved of. Only the Mother, Caroline, came to church, neither her slimy car salesman husband, nor their only son Tommy ever came to the Sunday services.
Kimberly's first instinct was to walk in and stop this as any mother would do in this situation, yet that is not what she did. Instead, she watched transfixed by her daughter being fucked so thoroughly by the surprisingly muscular teenage boy.

Cinthia moaned, "Harder Tommy. Slam that big snake of yours all the way in me."
Hearing her daughter's filthy mouth was also shocking, even after their explosive fight earlier. Yet, while the words last time went directly to her heart, this time the words went directly somewhere else. Kimberly couldn't deny the sudden twitch in her vagina. So instead of stopping the sexual debauchery, the Mom who couldn't remember the last time she actually had sex watched in voyeuristic awe.
Meanwhile, Cinthia was getting even more animated as Tommy continued hard deep thrusts into her. "Oh fuck, oh fuck, Tommy, I'm getting close."
Tommy grunted back, "You love my big cock, don't you, slut?"
Kimberly again gasped at hearing her daughter being called such a derogatory name, yet it only seemed to enhance the euphoria growing in her daughter.
"Yes, baby, your cock fits my slutty wet little cunt so perfectly," she moaned back.
Again Kimberly could not believe it. Sure Cinthia had been a handful, but never in a million years would she have anticipated her daughter not only allowing herself to be called a slut, but calling herself one as well.
"I am going to take your back door one of these days, slut," Tommy said, his hands squeezing Kimberly's daughter's breasts through her shirt.
"I don't know, baby," Cinthia moaned.
"I wasn't asking your opinion bitch. You're my cunt now and you will do as you are told," Tommy said with a confidence that implied this was not negotiable.
The firmness of his voice sent pulse waves to the voyeuristic mother, her own submissive personality bubbling to the forefront.
"Just get me off, baby," Cinthia demanded, clearly two strong-willed people both trying to control the situation and each other.
Tommy obliged, sweat pouring off his body as he slammed into the near climactic Cinthia.
Cinthia's body bounced back like a Raggedy Ann doll as she screamed, "Shiiiiit, I'm coming."
Kimberly watched her daughter orgasm and imagined it was her getting fucked so hard. She couldn't resist the temptation any longer as her hand went under her dress and to her wanton, long-neglected vagina.
A minute after Cinthia orgasmed, Tommy grunted, "Suck my big fat snake, cocksucker."
Again Kimberly couldn't believe what she was hearing, or what she was witnessing or the effect it was having on her. She was now rubbing herself quickly, desperate to get off as she watched her daughter hop of the table and quickly devour what was easily the biggest cock she had ever seen. Although she was not close enough to see exactly how big it was, she was sure it was substantially longer and thicker than her husband's five inches.

Cinthia bobbed eagerly on Tommy's cock, tasting her own cum. She loved sucking Tommy's thick long cock and although she didn't love the taste of cum, getting her face coated with his sticky goo was a turn-on for some reason. Possibly, because her home life was such a boring, rigorous structure of goodness that being slutty was just a natural release for her frustrations.
"Here it comes, baby," Tommy grunted and pulled out of Cinthia's mouth pumping his cock furiously.
The mother was just as furiously rubbing herself as she too was close to orgasm.
Kimberly covered her mouth with her free hand to smother her scream as her orgasm hit, just as she saw her daughter's face getting coated with stream after stream of white goo.
"Hmmmmm, I love your cum baby," Cinthia purred as she licked Tommy's cockhead. Hearing a slight sound, she glanced to the door. She gasped as she saw her Mother watching her.
Kimberly thinking she may be caught, quickly backed away from the door and quickly, but quietly, moved up the stairs.
Cinthia whispered to Tommy, "My mom is here."
"Shit," he cursed, quickly pulling up his pants.
"No, no, no, it's ok," Cinthia smiled, devilishly. "She was watching us."
"Fuck off," Tommy replied, his own devious smile crossing his lips.
"I'm serious," Cinthia smiled, quickly deep throating her boyfriend's cock.
"So now what?" Tommy asked, knowing his girlfriend's often devious, naughty ideas.
Taking Tommy's cock out of her mouth and standing up, Cinthia smiled, "I think it is time to have some fun."
"And what was what we just did?" Tommy joked.
"Oh, tomorrow we get my Mommy on this table," Cinthia announced.
"Are you shitting me?" Tommy asked.
"Nope," Cinthia said, "I finally have Mommy dearest exactly where I want her."
"And where is that?" Tommy asked, finishing putting his cock away.
"Blackmail," Cinthia smiled.
"You are not saying what I think you are saying," Tommy questioned, his cock staying hard with just the thought of fucking Mrs. Martin."
"Well, you said my Mom is a MILF," Cinthia teased, already visually planning having her mother eating her pussy.
Meanwhile, Kimberly ran home, almost falling twice as she tried to collect her thoughts. She couldn't believe she just masturbated while watching her daughter have sex...in church! She was mortified by her actions, horrified by her daughter's actions, and petrified by the reality that having watched her daughter having sex and being treated as a complete slut, brought back so many memories of her own wild sexual exploits in college.
Before Kimberly met Robert, she was a bit of a wild child, but that all stopped the moment she met Robert. He was ten years older than her, but Kimberly was sick of the crazy life she was leading and was drawn in by his high moral values. In very little time, her naughty past faded and she was pulled in by Robert's strong resolve and his smooth way with words. He was the yin to her yang, the calm to her storm and they were married just over a year after they met. Her son Ben came a year later, and fourteen months after that Cinthia was born and although Robert was thrilled to have children, he never seemed to get past seeing Kimberly as big and pregnant. After the children's births, he lost all interest in intimacy and once in a while, a flicker of disgust crossed his face as if he could still visualize her being pregnant. So although Kimberly lost all the baby weight and was still a very attractive woman, actually in better shape than when she was in college, they had not had sex in years.
Occasionally the temptation to pleasure herself occurred, but she combated the urges by keeping herself super busy. However, seeing her daughter being fucked had brought back her repressed sexuality and when the dam had burst, she had masturbated in church while watching her daughter used as a slut, flashbacks of herself being used as a slut returning to her head like a vintage old movie.
Once home, she went directly to the shower to wash away her sin. The hot water warmed Kimberly, but she couldn't completely cool the fire that was still flickering down below. She tried desperately to forget what she saw, what she felt, but once the apple is bit there is no going back and she had taken a very big bite.
.....
Usually Kimberly waited up for Cinthia to get home before retiring to bed, but decided she really didn't know how to face her daughter after what she just saw. So after getting in her pajamas, she went down stairs to get a glass of milk. She was just putting the milk back in the refrigerator when the front door opened. She tried to finish her milk and escape back to her bedroom, before her daughter came into the kitchen. However, she failed; they were now standing there face-to-face.

Cinthia had decided she was going to play mind games with her mom and not just come out and blurt that she knew what she knew. She opened with fake sincerity, "Sorry about my earlier outburst, Mom."
Kimberly was surprised by the softness of her daughter's voice and doubly surprised when she came and hugged her. She had craved such mother-daughter intimacy for years, ever since it had stopped a few years ago, yet now it just felt awkward. Instead of the normal innocence of a mother-daughter hug, she noticed her breasts crushed together with her daughters. Her daughter's hand landed harmlessly on her lower back, the fingers just touching her backside. Kimberly felt another rush of excitement which mortified her (even in her wild college days she had never been with another woman).
As soon as the embrace ended, Kimberly tried to remain cool. "I'm sorry too, Cinthia. You are eighteen and old enough to make your own decisions, even if I don't always approve. I was young once too you know."
"You were?" Cinthia teased her mother, "I just assumed you were born as an adult."
"It feels that way some times," Kimberly replied.
"Tommy is taking me to the Christmas formal tomorrow," Cinthia said, stirring the pot by mentioning Tommy.
Kimberly's face flushed at just hearing Tommy's name, his cock instantly flashing into her head.
"You ok, Mom? You look all flushed," Cinthia said, feigning concern.
Kimberly stammered as she tried to justify her burning cheeks. "O-o-oh, I just feel a little under the weather."
Cinthia put her hand on her mom's forehead. "No fever, Mommy, maybe you just need some TLC."
Kimberly's red faced cheeks burned even more as the thought of her daughter's boyfriend being the one to give her a very special kind of TLC popped again into her head. Mortified by the sick and twisted thoughts that continued to recur in her mind, she decided to finish the conversation. "I think you are right, Cinthia. I am going to hit the hay."



"Me too," Cinthia agreed, throwing another innuendo at her mother, "I am really worn out myself."
The Mother's mind flashed back to seeing her daughter getting fucked by Tommy's big, thick, hard cock.
Cinthia added, confident that her Mother was currently remembering what she had witnessed earlier, "It really was a long hard night."
Kimberly oblivious to her daughter's innuendo agreed, "Yes it has been a long night."
"Long and hard," Cinthia corrected, barely able to hold back her laughter.
"Sure, long and hard," Kimberly replied, her mind again thinking of her daughter's boyfriend's cock.
"What are you thinking about, Mom?" Cinthia asked, knowing exactly what her mother was thinking.
"What? Sorry, I am just way past exhaustion," the dazed and increasingly horny mother replied.
Cinthia yawned, finally deciding to let her mom off the hook for the night, "I'm exhausted too."
"Good night," Kimberly said.
"Night Mom," Cinthia replied, new ideas forming on how to make her mom her plaything.
In her bed, Kimberly couldn't resist the temptation of pleasuring herself for the second time that night and the second time in years while thinking of Tommy's cock fucking her deep and hard like he had her daughter. She came hard again and like the last time she was horrified by her weakness. How was she going to face her daughter or Tommy tomorrow? A million thoughts bounced in her head as she drifted into slumber.
.....


The next morning, last night just seemed like a strange dream as Kimberly woke up from the best night's sleep she could remember. Yet, as the memories from last night returned, she sat straight up ashamed. Looking at the clock she gasped it was 9:10. Over two hours later then she normally woke up. She was suppose to be at the hall by ten to help set up for the dance tonight. She quickly got ready, happy she showered last night, and made herself a quick breakfast.
The day itself flew by like most days did, as Kimberly was kept busy running around doing other people's jobs to make sure the dance would be ready. By the time she arrived home at three, half an hour before Cinthia should be home, she was already exhausted.
For the second time in less than twenty-four hours, Kimberly was going to witness her daughrer engaged in sexual activity. This time though the shock value would double. Closing her front door, she instantly heard the moans of pleasure, but this time there was no hiding.
Cinthia called out, "Hi, Mooooommy," through an exaggerated moan.
Kimberly again froze in her tracks, just like she had last night.
"Get your ass in here Mother," Cinthia ordered, her tone changing in a heartbeat.
Kimberly's face went flush not with embarrassment, but anger at her daughter talking to her like that. She turned the corner into the living room with guns a blazing. "Don't you ever talk to me like...." The mother stopped in mid-sentence as she stared at her daughter, naked, with her legs open and a girl kneeling between them licking away.
"Like what Mommy? Cat got your tongue?" Cinthia smiled.
Regaining her composure, the mother snapped, "What do you think you are doing, Cinthia?"
"I am having my cunt licked, Mommy. You should try it sometime. It is absolutely divine. Isn't that a word from your generation?" Cinthia moaned.
"Stop it this second!" Kimberly demanded, rage boiling over, even as her own vagina began to get wet.
Instead of stopping, Cinthia grabbed the girl's head between her legs and pulled it deeper inside her cunt. Ignoring her mother's protest, Cinthia asked, "Did you know that Dad added cameras in the church after the break-in last year?"
"I don't know what..." the angry mother began not realizing the true implication of her daughter's words.
"Shhh, Mommy. Your Mistress was talking," Cinthia said smiling.
"Excuse me," the mother gasped.
"Your Mistress, I own you now Mommy," the daughter said rather matter-of-factly.
"Cinthia this has gone too far," the mother said, already feeling herself losing the power struggle.
Cinthia ignored her mother's lame protests and explained, "Anyway, the point being that a camera was on and filmed someone masturbating in a hallway last night, Any chance you know who that was, Mommy?"
Kimberly's face went from ruby red with anger to pale white instantly.
"There is also one in the room where you watched Tommy fuck me, but I already took care of that tape, aaaaah," Cinthia moaned, as she continued the explanation.
"Cinthia please," the rattled mother began.
"Give me a second, Mommy. Lucy has me so fucking cloooose," Cinthia moaned.
Kimberly had been so thrown by the whole ordeal; she had never really focused on who was between her daughter's legs. Looking closer now, she recognized Lucy's red hair. The domino effect of shocking revelations continued to fall for the bewildered mother, Minister's wife, and community leader. Lucy was the church choir leader, married to the town mayor, and the second most influential woman in the town...after Kimberly herself. No matter how she spun it, she couldn't figure out how Lucy Winters could possibly end up between her daughter's legs.
"That's it you fucking cunt-licking slut, faster, faster, oh fuck, oh fuck, fuuuuuuck," Cinthia screamed as she had her intense orgasm cascaded through her. The thrill of knowing her mother was watching helplessly and of her mother's inevitable submission, served only to intensify her earth-shaking orgasm.
Kimberly couldn't believe the words out of her daughter's mouth or the fact that she herself felt her panties getting excessively wet. She decided to leave, feeling helpless to stop the dominos.
As her mother turned to leave, Cinthia demanded, "Don't you dare fucking leave, Mother. We are not done talking."
Kimberly froze, startled by the dominating tone of her daughter, so similar to her father's.
"Good Mommy, now turn around like a good girl," Cinthia purred, as she finally released the head of
the MILF between her legs. "Pet Lucy, say hi to my new pet."

Lucy looked up from between the teenager's legs, her face dripping with pussy juice, and looking directly at her good friend Kimberly, said, "I'm so sorry, Kim."
Cinthia scolded her pet. "Pet Lucy, is that what I fucking asked you to do?"
"S-s-sorry Mistress," Lucy stammered as she quickly apologized, an obvious fear in her eyes not wanting to be punished by her powerful Mistress.

Kimberly stood frozen as she watched her best friend's humiliation.
"I am sure you are wondering how Pet Lucy ended up my personal cunt licker," Cinthia said, before adding, "But this is actually about you, my Mommy pet."
"Mommy pet?" Kimberly repeated, in a sexual daze.
"Yes, Mommy, you are going to do what I say without hesitation or question, or the tape of you masturbating in the church will go public," the smiling daughter revealed.
Kimberly gasped. "You wouldn't."
"Would I slut Lucy?" Cinthia asked, looking down at her MILF pet.
"Yes, Mistress, you would," Lucy nodded.
"You see Mommy, I am a lot like daddy. I love to be in charge," Cinthia explained, looking back down to Lucy. "Clean up my cunt, pet Lucy."
"Yes, Mistress," Lucy replied, returning to her submissive position between the teen's legs.
"You see Mommy; there are two types of people. People like daddy and I, who are dominant personalities and people like Pet Lucy and you who have submissive personalities," the powerful teen explained.
Kimberly finally spoke. "Cinthia this is wrong."
"But it feels soooooo right," the daughter purred. "Now up in your room is your outfit for the dance tonight. You will wear exactly what I laid out for you, including the little toy I left for you. Any disobedience and the tape goes public Mommy."
"Please Cinthia," Kimberly pleaded.
"What you want to replace Pet Lucy now?" Cinthia asked smiling.
"What? No, that is incest," Kimberly gasped.
"Yes it is," Cinthia purred, "Is your cunt wet now, Mommy? I bet it is."
Kimberly's face went red as she couldn't deny just how wet she was.
"I thought so," Cinthia smiled. "Now go get dressed Mommy. Your friend has me pretty revved up again."
Having permission to leave, Kimberly quickly dashed out of the living room and up to her bedroom. Her door closed, the tears began to flow. 'What had just happened? How did Lucy end up being her daughter's pet? Why was her pussy so damn wet?' Kimberly had never even considered another woman sexually and yet now she couldn't get her own daughter out of her head.
The mom's eyes still watery, she glanced over to her bed. Curious what her daughter expected her to wear, she walked over. The dress was one she seldom wore, a red number usually worn at weddings. It was her most provocative dress, but nothing that was inappropriate. Beside the dress, was a pair of beige pantyhose still in the package, also nothing out of the ordinary as she always wore pantyhose. The panties and bra too were her usually ones...no frills. She then grabbed the little box. Opening it she pulled out an egg shaped object. As she held it in her hand she tried to figure out what it was.
The mother was startled by the voice of her friend. "It's a vibrating egg."
Kimberly turned around confused. "A what?"
"A vibrating egg. It is suppose to go in your vagina," Lucy explained.
"Oh," Kimberly said, even though she couldn't fathom why anyone would want to put such a thing inside their vagina.
Lucy walked over to the bed, grabbed the remote from the box and explained, "This controls it."
The egg suddenly started vibrating in Kimberly's hand.
"I am so sorry, Kim," Lucy said, taking the egg.
"How?" Kimberly asked, needing to know.
"It's a long story. But to make a long story short, she learned of my many infidelities with a few other women in the community and used it to blackmail me," Lucy explained.
"You're a lesbian?" Kimberly asked, trying to process the thought of her best friend and others in the community being lesbians.
"No, but I am bi. So are many others in town," Lucy explained.
"I can't believe it," Kimberly said, such a revelation unfathomable.
"Anyway, I have been instructed to help you get ready for the dance," Lucy said, reaching for the package of stockings.
"I can get dressed myself," Kimberly snapped, her anger coming back.
"I have no choice. It is an order from your daughter. If I don't I will be punished," Lucy said, opening the package.
"Punished?" Kimberly questioned.
"Yes, last time I disobeyed she made me masturbate at church during the service," Lucy explained.
"No!" Kimberly said, still unable to believe such a thing.
"Yes and if I disobey this time she promised to release a video of me and another woman in the community," Lucy explained sheepishly.
"Oh my, who?" Kimberly asked, just beginning to understand the full complexity of what was happening.
"That is for your daughter to tell you," Lucy answered.
"Can't you stop her?" Kimberly asked.
"No, she runs this town," Lucy revealed.
"She runs this town?" Kimberly repeated.
"Yes, you will see," Lucy promised as she said, "Please get undressed, Kim."
"You can't be serious?" Kimberly asked.
"Please," Lucy said, her tone desperate.
"So she will do it?" Kimberly questioned.
"Definitely," Lucy said.
Kimberly slowly got undressed. Her hands trembled as she unbuttoned each button. She had not been naked in front of another person other than her husband since college and even now, that was a rarity. Naked except for her bra and panties the modest mother hesitated.
"Everything, Kim," Lucy instructed.
Kimberly's face flushed at the thought of being naked in front of a friend.
"Now!" Lucy ordered, her tone demanding obedience. Kimberly was startled and about to respond, but the look in her friend's eyes stopped her. Instead she nervously unclasped her bra and slipped out of her panties.
Once naked, Lucy smiled, "Wow, you have done quite a good job of hiding your body."
Kimberly feeling so awkward and insecure asked confused, "What do you mean?"
"Your body is perfect," Lucy said.
"Really?" Kimberly asked, flattered by the compliment especially considering no one had given her such a compliment in years.
"Seriously," Lucy said, moving forward and cupping her best friend's breasts. "Do you know how long I have wanted you?"
"What are you...what?" Kimberly asked, surprised by her best friends actions and words.
"You would be a great addition to our weekly housewives club," Lucy said softly, as she let go of her friend's firm breasts, grabbed the bra from the bed, and slowly, teasingly, put it on her naked friend.
Kimberly just silently allowed herself to be a real life Barbie as she was dressed by her friend. She lifted up her leg to allow her panties to be put on. As her friend slid the panties up her legs, she could feel her friend's hot breath so close to her burning vagina.
Lucy smiled, knowing her friend could be seduced right here, right now. She said, "Kimberly, when was the last time you trimmed this thing?"
"T-t-trim?" Kimberly stammered, her excitement growing against her will with her friend's face just inches from her vagina.
"Yes, have you ever trimmed your cunt?" Lucy asked, pushing the boundaries with the nasty 'C' word.
"Never," Kimberly admitted, the thought never once occurring to her, not since college.
"Interesting," Lucy smiled, standing back up and gently pushing Kimberly on to the edge of the bed.
"What are you doing?" Kimberly asked.
"I have to put on the stockings," Lucy explained, taking one of the two thigh high stockings from the bed.
Kimberly watched confused, realizing the package was not the normal pantyhose she always wore. "They make them like that?"
Lucy laughed. "You really are innocent, aren't you?"
The way she said it made it sound like an insult and Kimberly quipped, "Well, I don't submit to teenagers like some cheap slut."
Lucy looked at Kim, as if Kim had slapped her in the face. Her face recovered quickly as she retorted, her tone biting, "Oh don't worry, I give you only a few more hours and then that statement will no longer be true. Then you will be just another cheap slut like me."
Lucy was no longer sweet and smooth as she rolled the first thigh high stocking up Kimberly's legs.
Kimberly wanted to apologize for calling her best friend a slut, but couldn't get the words to leave her mouth even as her thoughts were formulated. She robotically gave Lucy her other leg and watched the stocking slide up her leg.
"Stand up," Lucy ordered, the earlier wariness gone.
Kimberly obeyed.
Lucy noticed the quick obedience and pointed out, "You really are obedient, Kim."
Kimberly blushed but admitted, "I have always been the good wife."
Lucy put the dress on Kimberly and her tone now softened again as she said, "I really am sorry. I never imagined you being pulled into your daughter's web."
"It is not your fault," Kimberly said, feeling bad herself for calling her best friend a slut when she had been having such nasty thoughts herself, before adding, "Well, your predicament is your fault, but my current dilemma is not."
"Oh shit, I almost forgot," Lucy said. "Cinthia would punish me big time if I forgot the most important part."
Kimberly watched Lucy reach for the egg.
"Be warned, this may feel a bit cold at first," Lucy warned.
"You are not seriously going to...." Kimberly stopped mid sentence as her best friend, quickly reached under her dress, pulled her panties to the side, and slipped the toy easily inside her vagina. "Aaaaaaaah," Kimberly gasped as her vagina was violated by her friend.
Standing back up, Lucy explained, "That is to stay inside your cunt until your daughter retrieves it."
"Really?" Kimberly said, more rhetorical than a question.
"Really, really," Lucy smiled cheerily, trying to relax a tense situation.
"I have to find a way out of this, Lucy," Kimberly said.
"I thought that at first too, but now I couldn't fathom living without it," Lucy replied.
"Without what?" the still bewildered Kimberly asked.
"A Mistress," Lucy revealed, slowly pulling her best friend deeper into the sweet sin of submission.
"But what about Gary?" Kimberly asked, pointing out her best friend was married.
Lucy laughed, before explaining, "We have been going through the motions for years. Our marriage is a charade and as soon as Janet finishes high school I will leave him."
"Really? Why didn't you tell me?" Kimberly asked, concerned for her friend, briefly forgetting the absurd situation she was currently in.
"I was living the charade," Lucy said with a shrug as she turned and walked to the door, before leaving with a lingering question, "The real question is, are you living a charade of a marriage too?"
Before Kimberly could respond, Lucy was gone and she was left alone thinking about the absurdity of it at first, but not so absurd when much consideration was put in it. She loved Robert, but in reality, she loved him the way you would a father; they had not had sex in years, other than occasional blow jobs when he demanded them, and they were definitely just going through the motions. Yet, you didn't leave your minister husband. Then again, you didn't allow your best friend to dress you and shove a toy inside your vagina either; nor did you drool over your daughter's boyfriend's cock and you definitely didn't get wet thinking of your 18-year-old daughter becoming your Mistress. Yet, all these had happened and the guilt of earlier was fading as the excitement of real sexual pleasure began to build.
As the Minister's wife looked in the mirror, she wasn't sure she recognized the woman whose reflection was staring back at her. Trying to change her image of purity, she took her hair out of her traditional bun and let her hair down. Her blonde hair fell happily down and created a whole new look for the conservative mother. Kimberly opened her unused make-up bag and pulled out the red lipstick, which her husband called harlot red. She painted her lips. She followed this by taking her thigh high stockings off and painting both her fingernails and toenails a matching red. The everyday task for most women was liberating for the long tamed woman and a clear statement that Kimberly was coming out of her sexual cocoon. Once her toes were dried, she put the stockings back on her legs and was surprised how naughty she felt wearing them. The dress was plenty long to hide her stockings, yet just the thought of dressing sexy excited her. Suddenly a thought popped inside the mother's head.
Kimberly went to her closet and pulled out a pair of black boots she had never worn. She bought them a couple of years ago in New York while her husband was at a conference. She was so excited by the boots, but when she showed them to Robert when they got home he disapproved saying, 'No wife of mine is going out in public in screw-me boots'. Thus, they had sat at the back of her closet ever since. Robert gone, she decided to rebel secretly against her husband's authority by putting the four inch heeled leather black boots on her stocking-clad legs. Make-up added, boots on, Kimberly looked back in the mirror after her own self-created transformation. She smiled at how a few simple changes (eyeliner, lipstick, boots and hair down) could so drastically change her look. For the first time in years she felt sexy and a tingle triggered again down below.
Kimberly went downstairs, still nervous about having another confrontation with her daughter, and was thankful to find she wasn't home. Looking at the clock, she realized she was already late for last minute set-up at the dance and quickly headed into the evening. A mixture of trepidation and excitement rattled inside the long ignored woman...but excitement was winning.





.....


The dance itself was uneventful for the first couple of hours for Kimberly. She quickly got used to the egg inside her vagina and spent most of the time solving crisis after crisis. Trivial things like no one was manning the punch bowl, no one got a cash box for the door and so forth. When time did permit Kimberly to think, she looked at every female for some sort of hint which of them, if any, we're in Lucy's housewives' club. She also kept looking for her daughter to show up, but it was Lucy she first saw.

Lucy joined Kimberly at the punch table and said, "Oh my, you look good enough to eat."
Kimberly blushed at the naughty compliment, catching the obvious innuendo.
Lucy said, "Wow, you are even more beautiful with your hair down."
"T-t-thanks," Kimberly stammered, flattered by the words of her best friend and yet confused at the slight tingle down below.
"And those boots, where did you get them?" Lucy asked.
"New York, long time ago," Kimberly admitted.
"Why have you never worn them before?" Lucy asked.
"Robert said they were too slutty," Kimberly answered and then covered her mouth for swearing.
"You are so precious," Lucy laughed, squeezing her best friend's hand softly. "Trust me, before you know it you will be using a lot of profanity."
"I would never...," Kimberly began, before being interrupted by Lucy.
Lucy looked over to the adults supervising and quipped, "They all look so wholesome, don't they?"
Kimberly turned and said frustrated, "Yes. I keep looking for any hint, but can't find any."
Lucy said, "Well, like you, they are all very good at keeping secrets."
"So some are here?" Kimberly asked curiously.
"Some what?" Lucy playfully asked back.
"You know," Kimberly replied frustrated.
"I do, I just want to hear you say it," Lucy smiled.
"Say what?" an increasingly frustrated Kimberly asked.
"That you want to know who here tonight are housewife lesbians," Lucy began, before adding, leaning into the future addition to the group, "who look all prim and proper and yet love to eat pussy, get fucked my strap-ons and wear butt plugs in public," Lucy clarified.

"What?" Kimberly whimpered, her friend's hot breath and nasty talk distracting the once unflappable woman.
"One woman here has a butt plug in her ass right now," Lucy added, "Don't you wish you knew who it was?"

"Fine!" an aggravated Kimberly said, asking, "So who are the housewife lesbians here?"
"Well, there is me and you," Lucy smiled.
"I am not a lesbian," Kimberly declared adamantly.
"No? Your pussy was soaked from watching me munch on your daughter's cunt and I bet you wouldn't have stopped me if I would have offered the same service to you," Lucy challenged, moving away from her friend's ear.
"What? No, I," Kimberly stammered, just as a few kids came to get some punch.
Once the kids left, Lucy let her best friend consider who at the dance were also in the housewives' club. "I'll give you a hint, there are two others here, Kimberly and neither has any clue that you know a thing."
Kimberly went to ask another question but Lucy was gone. She sighed as she again looked around at the different women in the building. There was Mrs. Queenston who at fifty-eight would be a big surprise; there was Mrs. Kramdall who was the school principal and also an unlikely choice since these housewives' club meetings assumedly happened during the day when the men were at work; there was PTA co-chair Mrs. Anger who was a stay-at home wife with both her kids in school, but she was way too sweet to be involved (although Kimberly would have thought that of Lucy just a few hours ago too); there was Mrs. Churchill who was married to the owner of the car dealership in town and only worked part time; there was a couple other teachers Ms. Cooper and Ms. Tremble, but both would have the same alibi as Mrs. Kramdall; and lastly, there was Mrs. Smith, the bank manager and again someone who worked during the day. Kimberly could not come up with any clue to how any one of these ladies could be involved in lesbian escapades, never mind two. Her curiosity to know who, had her spend the next forty-five minutes in brief conversations with each of them. However, her detective skills were lacking; leaving her convinced she was right and none of them were afternoon lesbians. On the bright side, almost all her friends complimented her hair being down and how amazing she looked.

As Kimberly returned from the washroom, peeing with an egg inside was a bit weird; she almost doubled over as a buzzing began suddenly in her vagina. She instantly found a chair in an empty, reclusive back area and sat down. A moment later her daughter, dressed elegantly in a blue dress she didn't recall her having. The dress had a long generous side slit, which showed she too was wearing similar colored thigh highs, said, "Mom? Is that you? I almost didn't recognize you, you look super fucking hot with your hair down. A new order of yours to obey is to always wear your hair down. Is that understood?"
Flustered, the suddenly horny mother, stammered, "O-o-ok,"
"O-o-o, good," Cinthia teased, before asking, "So how is my lovely Mother this evening?"

Kimberly looked at a smiling Cinthia and Tommy and said weakly, "Good."

"Dam Mrs. Martin you are one hot MILF, you look good enough to...," Tommy quipped, with a lecherous smile, before being interrupted by Cinthia.
Turning to Tommy, Cinthia said, "Down boy, all in good time," foreshadowing the fall of her mother. Turning back to her flushed, pretty mother she asked, playing with her words, "It seems things here are a buzz."
Kimberly's red cheeks turned redder at the obvious implications of her daughter's words as well as the buzzing down below.
"Enjoying yourself, Mommy?" Cinthia asked as she turned up the speed with the remote control in her hand.
"Yeeees," the mother replied, letting out an uncontrollable and embarrassing moan as the sensations inside her sped up.
"You ok, Mommy?" Cinthia asked, sitting down beside her.
Kimberly just held onto the table as the increased vibrations inside her had an orgasm on the rise whether she wanted it or not.
Cinthia leaned into her mother and whispered, her hot breath adding to the sexual build up, "Come for me, Mommy."
The mother embarrassed by her lack of control closed her eyes, clenched her teeth to avoid the scream that wanted to break free, and obeyed her daughter's order. Her legs stiffened under the table as the orgasm that had been simmering inside her all day since walking in on her daughter and best friend cascaded through her like a waterfall breaking through a dam.
"Good Mommy," Cinthia purred in her mother's ear, already learning that praise of a task of obedience only added another layer of submission and loyalty.
The mother's head was mush as the orgasm overwhelmed her. Finally, as the last waves slowly crashed in she opened her eyes and saw Tommy with his cell phone. He smiled and said, "Mrs. Martin, that was the hottest thing ever."
Kimberly actually smiled at the absurdity of it all and asked, "Is that so?"
Cinthia stood up and said, "Let's go dance, Tommy. Mommy clearly needs to recover before the big finale."
Kimberly watched her daughter sashayed away, Tommy's hand clearly on her daughter's ass as she contemplated the last ominous words of her daughter. What was the implication she wondered? Oddly, instead of being fearful, she was intrigued and even a bit excited.
She watched her daughter dance before Mrs. Smith came and asked her to help with getting appetizers ready for the late night snack.
The dance was near ending an hour later when the buzzing started again. Kimberly sighed as she was standing with a few ladies when it started and worried it could be heard.
Lucy waved her over and Kimberly said, "Excuse me ladies."
Thankfully, the vibrations were on low and Kimberly, although her panties were quite wet, made it to a smiling Lucy.
"So, have you guessed who the two are?"
"I can't fathom any of the ladies here being involved in such unladylike behavior."
"Would you have guessed me before today?" Lucy asked.
"God, no," Kimberly replied, and then gasped at her use of the Lord's name in vain.
"I will give you a hint," Lucy smiled. "One works at the school."
"How?" I asked, "She would be working during the day."
"Principals can leave for meetings," Lucy said, putting quotation marks around the word 'meetings'.
"Betty?" Kimberly questioned, still in a daze of disbelief.
"Yes, it is usually at her house," Lucy revealed, adding another layer to the stunning revelations of small town sin.
"Wow," was all Kimberly could say.
"The other one is for you to figure out yourself, beautiful," Lucy smiled.
"I can't even gander a guess," Kimberly said, wanting to know. "Just tell me."
"On one condition," Lucy said, smiling.
"And that is?" Kimberly asked.
"You come to one of our afternoon gatherings," Lucy revealed.
"You can't be serious," Kimberly gasped.
"Of course, I am. The ladies would be thrilled to have you in our housewives' club," Lucy added.
"Oh my," Kimberly gasped as her friend's hand touched her leg.
Their conversation was interrupted by another crisis a moment later, with Kimberly's head spinning, while her pussy continued to tingle uncontrollably.
Twenty minutes later, Kimberly got a text from her daughter, "Same place as yesterday, Mommy...NOW!"
Kimberly's face went red again at the aggressive demand of her daughter. Yet, before she even had time to consider her options or rationalize the consequences, she was walking out the door. As she made her way to the church, only a few doors down from the hall (not wanting anyone to see her car at the church), she contemplated the expectations of her daughter. Even though her vagina was burning with a need she had long forgotten existed, she had to stand up to her daughter once and for all...she was the mother after all.
The nervous mother went down the stairs as she had the night before and again heard the sounds of sex. The door was wide open this time and she wasn't surprised to see Tommy again fucking her daughter. What surprised her was the video camera on a Tri-pod filming the action.
"Hi, Mommy, come in and get a better view," Cinthia smiled, Tommy slowly sliding his cock in and out of her.
"Hi, Mrs. Martin, nice boots" Tommy smiled, continuing the slow in and out of his hot girlfriend, not wanting to come until the time was right.
Cinthia noticed her mom's black boots and purred, "Oh, Mommy, I love your boots. We are both wearing fuck-me-like-a-dirty-slut boots. You really were dying to break out of your restrictive shell weren't you?"
Kimberly stammered, "W-w-what? No, they are just boots your father wouldn't let me wear."
"Because they are slut boots," Cinthia judged.
"That is what your father called them," Kimberly admitted, avoiding eye contact.
"So Mommy, dress like a slut, you must be ready to sin; are you ready to officially become my Mommy pet?" Cinthia asked, naked except for a pair of beige thigh high stockings and black, stiletto boots.
"Please, Cinthia," a distracted Kimberly said, the back and forth of Tommy's cock, creating an almost hypnotic state for the long neglected woman, images of the teen's big cock fucking her flashing again inside her head.
"Hmmmm, begging, that is a good start," Cinthia teased, before adding, "Come to me, Mommy."
Kimberly obeyed the trance like state controlling her, the brief resistance considered on the short walk over already fading to oblivion.
"Kiss me, Mommy," Cinthia ordered.
The Mother hesitated. Although she had watched her daughter get fucked, watched her daughter get licked, and personally had an egg inserted in her vagina at the request of her daughter, kissing her daughter was crossing an invisible line...one where there would be no turning back. Plus the video camera staring at her caused a whole new level of trepidation.
"Oh, the camera, that Mommy is just for my collection. I always tape the first time a new pet slut submits to me. It is actually a pretty fast growing collection," Cinthia smiled, as she briefly reflected on the four adults and three fellow classmates that had submitted to her like the regressed lesbians they were, but this would be the ultimate addition to her small, but growing collection.
"Cinthia, you are my daughter," Kimberly tried to rationalize with her beautiful daughter, whose firm breasts suddenly looked appealing to the straight as an arrow Mother.
"And you are my Mother," Cinthia replied, "and you have kissed me almost every night since I was born."
"Yes, but," Kimberly began, her weak resolve melting away like butter in a frying pan.
"No buts, Mommy, kiss me now," Cinthia ordered.
Her daughter's tone was not rude, but it was firm and the mother did as she always did when given a firm order, she obeyed. She nervously leaned forward to kiss her daughter. She planned just a peck on the cheek like she did every night, but instead her daughter turned at the last moment and her daughter's lips met hers.
Cinthia moved her hand to her mother's cheeks and kissed her gently, but with a passion that was not suppose to exist between parent and child.
Tommy watched the mother-daughter kiss with the eager fascination of every boy in the world. Every boy at one point fantasies, often obsessively, about fucking their Mother. Cinthia had promised last night that after they finished the submission of her mother, she would help seduce his. Just the thought of fucking his mother had his balls boiling, as did watching the incestuous act in front of him. He grunted, "I am going to come soon, slut."
Breaking the kiss she moaned, "Come in me, baby. Fill my cunt with your sweet cum."
Kimberly turned instinctively to watch her daughter get filled with cum.
Cinthia purred, "Mmmmm, baby, come in me. Mommy is watching; show her how much you come."
"Aaaaah," grunted Tommy as stream after stream of cum exploded inside his gorgeous girlfriend. After a few more strokes, he pulled out, stepped closer to a still watching Kimberly, put his hands on her shoulders, and ordered, "Clean my cock, Mrs. Martin."
Kimberly felt her legs weaken at his touch and she slowly fell to her knees any last moment resistance suddenly non-existent.
"Suck him Mommy," Cinthia ordered. "Clean my cum off his beautiful fuck stick."
Kimberly's mouth was open, watering with hunger, yet she froze at the realization that she would be tasting her own daughter's pussy juice.
The mother's decision was made for her when Tommy grabbed her head and slipped his cock in her open mouth. "Get sucking cocksucker."
Her mouth full of cock, the stunned but hungry mother had no choice but to obey. As Kimberly slowly moved back and forth on the teenager's big cock, her still buzzing vagina tingled with hunger for attention. Tasting her own daughter's cum made the submission so much dirtier and yet only seemed to enhance her hunger.
It was Cinthia's turn to watch in voyeuristic awe. Watching her mother sucking her boyfriend's cock was the hottest thing she had ever seen, especially since her mom was tasting her own daughter's cum.
"Cinthia, I see where you get your cocksucking skills, your mother is a natural," Tommy commented.
Such words should have humiliated the mother, yet it only made her want to impress the sexy tattooed teenager more. Kimberly began bobbing back and forth faster, trying to eventually take all eight inches of cock in her long neglected mouth. She hadn't sucked cock in years, although in college it could have been her major. She loved the taste of cum, or used too, and suddenly wanted to taste it again. Cocksucking it seems was like riding a bike, even if you don't do it for years, you never forget how.
Cinthia quipped, "Holy shit, Mommy! You are one eager slut. Are you trying to get your daughter's boyfriend to cum in your mouth?"
Kimberly froze. The question should have been ludicrous, yet it was exactly what she had been trying to do.
Tommy pulled out and asked, "Are you hungry for my cum, Mrs. Martin?"
Forgetting where she was, in a church, forgetting her daughter was in the room, her daughter, the horny mother whimpered, "God, yes."
Cinthia almost made a remark about her mother's use of the Lord's name in vain but refrained as she watched the fall of her mother.
"Good, beg for it," Tommy demanded, tapping his hard cock on the MILF's ruby red lips.
There was no hesitation as the lust filled woman begged, "Please Tommy, let me suck your big hard cock until you cum in my mouth."
"And you will let me fuck your cunt?" Tommy questioned, seeing just how far he could push his girlfriend's hot mom.
Cinthia moved her hand to her clit and began rubbing herself as she watched her mother's sexual submission. The next words out of her mother's mouth shocked even the foul-mouthed teenager.
"Yes, Tommy, my cunt is yours to fuck if my daughter will allow it," Kimberly said, completely turned on and willing to give in unconditionally to her daughter's power.

Cinthia smiled, her fantasy of her mom's submission so deliciously close, "Mommy, are you ready to submit to your Mistress unconditionally?"
The question lingered in the air as Kimberly stared at the big hard cock in front of her face. She had no idea what her daughter had in store for her, yet she also knew she could not go back to the sexless vanilla life she had been living for years. She wanted to swallow Tommy's cum; she wanted to be a part of the town's kinky housewives' club; she wanted to feel Tommy's big cock inside her burning inferno of lust; she wanted to obey. The two words out if her mouth sealed her fate. "Yes, Mistress," the mother said, turning to look up at her beautiful daughter.
"And you are hungry for my boyfriend's cum, my pet?" the smiling daughter asked.
"Yes, Mistress," Kimberly answered, starring into the eyes of her daughter.
"Well my cunt is full of his cum, it is literally leaking out of me," the powerful teen seductress pointed out.
The mother took a couple of seconds to realize the implication of her daughter's words. She stammered, "Y-y-you want me to lick your vagina."
"No," Cinthia corrected, "I want you to eat my cunt."
Tommy lifted up the dazed mother as if she was a feather and positioned her between her daughter's stocking-clad legs.

Kimberly stared at her daughter's cunt. She could see the yummy white goo leaking out of her daughter. There should have been hesitation, a brief refusal. It was her daughter's cunt and she had never before this day, even in her wildest college days, ever licked a pussy. Yet there was no hesitation, no refusal. The mother leaned forward and escalated the earlier brief moment of incest by kissing her daughter's much more inappropriate lips.
Cinthia moaned on first contact of her mother's tongue and Tommy gasped, "Holy shit." Kimberly meanwhile, began lapping his cum from her daughter's cunt. The taste a mixture of salty and sweet only enhanced the mom's now insatiable hunger. Once the taste hit her taste buds, she was addicted and hungrily licked and sucked, attempting to retrieve every drop of Tommy's cum.
"Oh God, Mommy! You have a great pussy pleasing tongue," Cinthia moaned, her pussy getting revved up by her mother's tongue.
Kimberly's moral fortitude broken, she no longer cared about the taboo of incest and instead just wanted to taste her daughter's pussy and make her come.
"Does Mommy want to make her daughter come?" Cinthia asked, her orgasm that was building but didn't explode when Tommy shot into her was rising again.
"Get her off, slut," Tommy demanded, spanking the MILF's ass.
The derogatory treatment and order by the buff teenager only enhanced the eagerness to obey for the submissive mother. She took her daughter's clit in her mouth and slid two fingers inside her daughter's sloppy wet pussy.



"Fuuuuuuck, Mommmmmmy," Cinthia screamed, her mother bringing her to climax.
Kimberly opened her mouth and learned that her daughter was a flooder like herself as a river of cum exploded out of her daughter's pussy and into her mouth.
"Ohhhh shiiiit," Cinthia quaked, shocked at just how intense her orgasm was. She had had plenty of girls lick her to orgasm and Tommy's big cock got her off too, but nothing had brought her this utter euphoria. Her body kept trembling, wave after wave of pulsating pleasure cascaded through every nerve of her body.
Tommy, his cock rock hard, lifted up the dress of his girlfriend's mother, pulled her panties down enough to get access to the hot mom and before the sexy MILF could protest or respond he slid his cock inside her hot inferno.
Kimberly felt her dress being pulled up, and felt Tommy's hands yank her panties down and moaned loudly into her daughter's cunt as the cock slid inside her, pushing the vibrating egg deep inside her.
"Shit," Tommy chuckled, "I forget the egg was still in your cunt, Mommy-slut."
Tommy pulled his cock out, slid two fingers easily inside the wet woman and pulled out the vibrating egg. He tossed it to an amused Cinthia whose orgasm was just starting to subside and ordered, "Clean off your Mom's cunt juice, bitch."
A dominant to women, but a submissive to her man, Cinthia caught the still vibrating egg, and began licking her mom's cum, "You taste like me, Mommy."
"Well then I must taste heavenly," the horny and submissive mother replied smiling up at her daughter, waiting to have Tommy's big cock back in her.
"Beg, slut," Tommy demanded, rubbing his cock on the desperately horny MILF's wet pussy lips.
"Shit, Tommy, shove that big snake in me," Kimberly begged.
"But according to daddy and the Bible, snakes are sinful," Cinthia pointed out.
"Then I must be a sinner," the mother admitted, looking directly in the camera. "I want to eat the apple whole."
"Shit, Mother. How long have you been holding in this hunger?" the daughter asked, her legs still wide open and her pussy still in front of her mother.
"Since you were born, Mistress," Kimberly admitted, adding Mistress to imply she wanted to be controlled, forced to sin.
"Well, sin away," Cinthia smiled.
Kimberly looked behind her and demanded, in the authoritarian tone she often used when getting something done at church, "Fuck me, Tommy. Shove that big snake in my hot cunt. I am yours to use."
Tommy couldn't resist any longer, the words from the minister's wife too much and plunged into the eager mother. Her pussy was so tight and wet; he was in a state of delirium at making one of his two greatest fantasies come true.
"One mother down, one to go, baby," Cinthia purred, as if reading her boyfriend's mind.
"Fuck your mother is super tight," Tommy grunted.
"Well, she hasn't been fucked in years and daddy's cock is puny," Cinthia added.
Kimberly was already near orgasm the second her cunt was filled with Tommy's big cock and had to agree her husband's cock was tiny. The thought that crossed her mind was 'but how would her daughter know?' Focusing on her own pleasure, she continued her submissive persona. "Oh thank you, Mistress for letting your boyfriend fuck me with is big hard cock."
"You are welcome, Mommy. I did all this for you," the daughter smiled.
"For meeeee me?" Kimberly asked, as Tommy began to slam into her from behind. The fucking was so raw and rugged, so animalistic and barbarian that Kimberly knew she would not last long before her orgasm hit.
"Of course, Mommy. It has been obvious you have been in sexual denial for years and when I saw the look in your eyes when I caught you watching me get pounded last night; I knew what I had to do. I had to save you from yourself," Cinthia explained, as if seducing her mother was just a natural thing like saving a puppy from drowning.
The daughter stood up and moved underneath her mother while Kimberly processed her daughter's odd, but true, assessment. 'Did she look sex deprived in public? Is that how others saw her?' The mother decided it didn't matter; all that mattered was the impending orgasm.
"Shit, Mommy. Your tree needs trimming," Cinthia said, stunned at how hairy her mother's cunt was. "You're going to have to keep this shaved from now on."
"Whatever you say, Mistress," the hungry mother whimpered as her orgasm built, seconds later as her daughter sucked her clit, while the cock inside continued to ravish her hard and deep, the orgasm exploded through her. "Fuuuuuuuuuuuck, I'm coming," the delirious mother screamed loud enough to wake the dead as her orgasm continued to explode inside her like fireworks.
Tommy didn't slow down, the thought of giving his girlfriend's mother a facial already in his teenage mind.
Cinthia put pressure on her mother's clit, enjoying the power she now had over her mother.
The double sensation to Kimberly's long neglected cunt was overwhelming and the pleasure seemed to keep coming and coming as she came and came, flooding Tommy's cock and her daughter's face.
Suddenly Tommy pulled out and a river of cum exploded out of the mother's cunt and coated her daughter's face. Cinthia smiled at the similarities in her and her mother's orgasms.
Tommy grabbed the MILF roughly and pulled her onto her knees, Cinthia moving out of the way.
The submissive Mother needed no instructions as she gobbled his cock whole hoping for a full load of teenage cum this time, and not the leftovers of a good fuck in her daughter. She tasted her own juices as she eagerly deep throated the big, hard, teenage cock.
"Shit, Cinthia, your Mom is going to give you a run for your money as best cocksucker in town," Tommy grunted.
Cinthia, not one to be outdone, moved beside her mother and took the cock out of her mother's mouth and replicated her mother's deep throating technique.
Kimberly watched hungrily, jealous of the thought of her daughter getting all of Tommy's sweet seed.
A Moment later, Cinthia came up with a naughty idea. Taking her boyfriend's cock out of her mouth she asked, "Wanna try something new?"
"Sure, but I am not going to last much longer," Tommy grunted.
"Mommy move beside Tommy's cock and face me," Cinthia said, also moving herself to the other side of Tommy's ready to erupt missile.
"Yes, Mistress," the cum hungry mother obeyed instantly.
"Kiss me, Mommy," Cinthia said, leaning forward and putting her top lip on top of Tommy's cock.
Kimberly smiled at the kinky idea, realizing the unique way they were going to share the cock. She too leaned forward and their top lips touched, as did their tongues underneath.
Tommy needed no instructions as he grunted, "Shit baby, you are one sick bitch."
The mother and daughter licked each other's tongues as the cock began moving slowly in and out of their new made up position.
As Tommy got used to the unique sensation, his balls began boiling again and he began fucking both their faces.
Both girls struggled to keep their lips touching and their tongues teasing, while Tommy pleasured himself. Tommy feeling his cum rising suddenly grabbed both girls' heads, forcing them to adjust their mouths to the hard piston moving back and forth. "Fuck you incest sluts. I am going to use both of you anytime I want. Mrs. Martin, I plan to tap your ass next time."
Kimberly had never even remotely considered ass play, but suddenly the idea sounded intriguing. Her response was a moan as she continued focusing on his cum she was sure was soon on its way.
The hungry MILF was not mistaken as Tommy grunted, pulled back and demanded, "Open your mouth, Mommy slave."
Kimberly eagerly obeyed, a spark in her cunt again at being called a slave. She watched for a few seconds as her daughter stood up, grabbed his big cock, and began pumping it.
"Does Mommy want a face full of cum?" Cinthia asked.
"Yes, Mistress, sooooo fucking badly," Kimberly moaned, her hand automatically going to her burning cunt.
"Are you my slut, Mommy?" the smiling, triumphant daughter questioned.
"Yes, Mistress, I am yours," the submissive mother admitted, her caged sexually finally released from years of harsh oppression.
"Hmmmmm," Cinthia purred, just as the first rope of cum shot out of Tommy's cannon and landed directly on the famished mother's face, mostly hitting her forehead and nose, a little landing in her hair.
The mother opened her mouth wide hoping to catch the white goo she had been craving like an addict in withdrawal, all the while frantically rubbing her burning cunt. A second solid rope of cum mostly landed in her mouth while the third hit her chin and the fourth sputtering shot missed the mark hitting her dress.
"Fuck, Mom. Thank god I saved you," Cinthia said.
The mother swallowed the cum that landed inside her mouth and took Tommy's cock back in her mouth sucking it desperately searching for any last drop of cum.
"We have created a monster," Tommy moaned, surprised by the ferocious hunger of the seemingly prude mother before yesterday.
"We have our own Frankenslut," Cinthia joked.
"A really hot one," Tommy added.
Kimberly should have been mortified by her actions, her sin, at being called Frankenslut. Yet, with a dormant volcano awakened after all these years, there was no holding her back. She wanted more, she needed more. Taking the cock out of her mouth, she looked up at her daughter, her Mistress now, and whimpered, "Thank you for saving me, Mistress, I am yours."
"You will always obey?" the daughter asked.
"Yes, Mistress," the Mother replied without hesitation.
"You will fuck who I say, when I say, where I say?" the daughter added, pushing the full extent of her power.
Kimberly's eyes went big at the full spectrum of her daughter's intentions and asked, "What about your father?"
"For now, we will keep him in the dark," Cinthia said, "We can keep living his delusional value system and keep up the perception of the perfect family, but the true reality will be anything but that."
"I see," Kimberly said, not really convinced.
"Trust me Mother. When he is home, things will remain the same. The changes will be all beneath the exterior."
"Ok," the mother said, still full of trepidation about her reputation in the community.
Again the daughter could read her mother's mind. "Mom don't worry about your reputation. For most of the community it will still be the same old, same old. But for the select few who are in my elite web of lesbians, as well as the housewives' lesbian cunt-munching club that Lucy is a part of, no one will know any difference. So I will ask you one more time, Mommy. Will you obey unconditionally?"
Deciding the line was long ago crossed, the submissive mother, her fingers still on her pussy, agreed, "Of course, Mistress."
"And you will go to the play party on Tuesday?"
"With bells on," the mother playfully replied.
"You will be the best Christmas present ever," Cinthia smiled. "Now take your dress off."
"Of course, Mistress," the mother again obeyed, standing up and allowing her dress to quickly fall to the floor.
"Shit, your Mom's tits are bigger than yours," Tommy gasped starring at the C cup breasts of the MILF.
"The bra and panties too, slut," Cinthia ordered, not liking Tommy's comment.
The mother obeyed, even as the cool chill of the basement made her nipples even harder.
"On the desk, slave," Cinthia demanded.
Again the mother obeyed as she watched her daughter go to her purse. The daughter returned with a candy cane she unwrapped smiling.
Kimberly instantly knew what her daughter expected and opened her hand for the Christmas fuck stick.
"Fuck yourself Mommy," Cinthia ordered as she handed her mother the long candy cane.
"Yes, Mistress," Kimberly eagerly obeyed, so badly wanting to come. She slid the long red and white pleasure cane in her wet pussy and began fucking herself.
Both Tommy and Cinthia watched the obscene act of the Minister's wife, the leader of the community, the controlling mother, fucking herself with a candy cane while squeezing her big tits.
After a couple of minutes, Tommy ordered, now completely dressed, "Go get your Mother off, slut."
"Yes, Master," Cinthia said for the very first time.
"Master, about fucking time bitch," Tommy agreed, slapping his girlfriend's ass. "I got to get going sluts. Have fun with each other."
"Bye baby," Cinthia purred, turning around and giving him a quick hard kiss.
"Bye big cock," Kimberly said, still pumping her cunt with the striped stick.
"Don't you ever forget it, my MILF pet," Tommy said as he was leaving.
Cinthia turned back to her Mother and dove between her mother's open legs, taking the candy cane from her mother. "Do you want me to fuck you Mommy?" the daughter asked, her voice syrupy sweet.
"Oh God, yes," Kimberly moaned.
"You shouldn't use the Lord's name in vain," Cinthia teased, pumping the candy cane all the way in her mother and licking her mother's clit at the same time. The next few minutes were sweet, sweaty lesbian sex.
"Fuuuuck, oh God, oh God, oh God, fuck me baby, fuck mommy, make mommy cum," Kimberly babbled, her second orgasm in minutes on the rise.
Cinthia, a naughty idea in her mind, decided to add another level to the crazy kinky submission, used her free hand and slid a finger up her mother's ass.
"Oh Gooooooooooooooooooooooooooood," the mother screamed, as her orgasm riddled her again. She wrapped her stocking legs around her daughter as she quaked again and again.
Again Cinthia's face was covered with a river of her mother's cum and she eagerly lapped it up until she was paralyzed by surprise.
"Mom, what are you doing?" Ben asked, stunned by what he was witnessing. He had arrived a week earlier than originally planned. Ben and his mom were always close and he could tell during their long conversations on Skype with his mother that the past few months had been rough on her and he thought his early arrival would be a great surprise, but obviously it was he who was surprised. His mother was having an affair with a woman.
Kimberly opened her eyes and looked at her son in the doorway. She stammered, "B-B-Ben?"
Cinthia lifted her head from between her mother's thighs, her face dripping with pussy cum, and was surprised at see her big cute brother staring at them.
Ben gasped. His mother was having sex with her daughter, his sister. He had just walked in on his sister and mother in the throes of lesbian lust. He should have been appalled, yet the full tent in his trousers begging to get out implied differently.
Cinthia controlling the situation like she usually did, pulled the candy cane out of her Mother's sloppy cunt and put it to her mouth before she asked, "So, big brother. Are you going to stand there with that dumb ass look on your face, or are you going to get out of those clothes and come and join us?"
THE END
Author's Note:
Did you like the story? If so, please vote and comment. Potential future installments could be any of the following:
"Oh" Submission Town: Brother and Son Fun...what happens next? Does Ben join the fun?
"Oh" Submission Town: Cum Cum Lesbian Fun...what happens when Kimberly goes to an afternoon Housewives' Club?
"Oh" Submissive Town: Best Friends...what happens when Lucy gets Kimberly home alone?
Other suggestions or ideas...comment below or send me an e-mail.
Thanks for reading, voting and your comments....
Jasmine
Merry Christmas 2012!
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Note 1: This is a Christmas 2012 Contest Story.
Note 2: Thanks to Mab7991 for editing this story.
*
College life was pretty crazy. Between classes, basketball (I was on a basketball scholarship) and chicks I was swamped. The hardest part was balancing the three. Because I an academically strong, I took a heavy class load (I was not on the road to the NBA...I was just using basketball to get my education for free), I was starting on the basketball team as a freshman (a rarity) and I had a few co-ed's who were usually more than eager to suck or fuck me.
I am not being arrogant, but I am decent looking, a good guy, funny, easy going and decently equipped.
I had never considered having sex with a guy, even after years of hanging with naked guys in the shower, until one fateful weekend during first term finals. The week was intense with finals and practice and it had been almost two weeks since either Matt, my roommate, or I had got our canes polished.
It was Friday night, the day after the last first term finals when everything changed.
My roommate Matt and I decided to celebrate the end of mid-terms with a night at the pub for food, beer, and chicks, the night before we were both heading home for the holidays. By the end of the night, we had agreed that two out of three wasn't bad. Neither of us had been able to score with the ladies so we called it a night and returned to our dorm room drunk and horny.
Matt complained, "Shit, I can't believe I struck out with that redhead, I was so sure I was going to get in her pants."
"Well, you had a pretty creative pick-up line," I quipped, laughing.
"I know," Matt shrugged, "Hey baby, do you want a piece of my candy cane, was pretty witty I thought."
"And festive," I added.
"Exactly," Matt complained, grabbing a beer from the fridge. "How could I possible strike out with a line that good?"
"That's nothing," I sighed, "Cara with a C, as she stressed three times during our painful conversation about her family, squeezed my cock teasingly before telling me her boyfriend just walked in."
"Ok, Ok your luck was worse than mine you win," Matt laughed, as he pulled out his rather impressive collection of porn.
The munchies kicking in, I realized after looking into our empty fridge that all we had to eat was candy canes, I chuckled at the irony after the failed candy cane pick up line. I grabbed one and put the long end in my mouth as I walked back to the living room where a fake big breasted, fake blonde bounced on a big cock on the TV screen. Her just as fake moans echoed in surround sound as Matt already had his cock out.
We often stroked to porn when we both struck out with the ladies, not in a gay way, but rather just a simple confidence in our sexuality kind of way. We both had similar six inch cocks and neither of us was shy or ashamed to masturbate, as long as porn was playing. It was weird the first time I walked in after a date and saw Matt stroking his cock to porn, but as time progressed, we started watching porn together after strike out days and eventually I got comfortable enough to yank it myself with him in the room. We never touched each other, always sitting at opposite end s of the couch, but we would both shoot our loads to poorly directed porn with little or no real story line.
I laughed, sucking on my candy cane, "Usually, you watch a scene or two before pulling your dick out."
Matt looked at me and shrugged, "It has been a while."
I continued sucking the candy cane and Matt stared at me. "What?" I asked.
"Nothing," he said, his face going red as he returned to watching porn. The big breasted slut was really screaming her fake orgasm so over the top it was ludicrous.
I joked, "Shit, I wish I could get a chick to scream like that."
"Make a porn movie and you can," Matt retorted, really beating his meat now.
"If I drop out of school that may be a viable alternative," I joked, the candy cane in my mouth, as I sat down on the other end of the couch opposite Matt chair.
"Shit dude, I must be drunker than I thought," Matt said, shaking his head.
"How so?" I asked.
"I can't seem to shoot my wad," he answered, quitting the self-abuse.
"You need a good blow job," I suggested.
"Isn't that the truth," Matt sighed, looking at me in a way that was unusual for him.
"What?" I asked, the candy came in my mouth, not yet realizing the obvious accidental implication.
"Nothing," he repeated again.
"Seriously, only chicks say nothing is wrong," I countered.
"Fine, watching you suck that candy cane got me thinking weird shit," my straight roommate admitted.
"Fuck off," I joked, taking the candy cane and imitated giving it a slow blow job. I swirled my tongue around the top of the cane like I was teasing a cock head.
"Shit dude, you look like a natural cocksucker," my drunk friend assessed, laughing.
Drunk myself, I tried to be absurd as I sucked the thin but long candy cane like it was a cock.
Matt watched me bob back and forth on the cane and slowly his laughter stopped and he stared at me intently.
I still had not even remotely considered sucking his cock at that moment, but was just having a bit of stupid fun at his expense. A minute later, I stood up and walked over to him and said trying to sound flirty and sexy like a chick, "Am I turning you on big boy."
Matt grabbed his cock and began fist pumping again. I don't know what suddenly came over me at that exact moment, but I suddenly wanted to help him, to taste his candy cane. I had seen him stroke his cock many times, seem him shoot his goo up in the air many times and even saw him get blow jobs from a couple chicks, but I had never once thought of him sexually. I had never even once considered sucking a cock. Yet, suddenly my mouth watered with a hunger that was undeniable and unexplainable.
Silently, I fell to my knees in front of him and his eyes went wide with surprise. Neither of us said a word. Our eyes met and a silent agreement was made: I was going to suck his cock and he was going to be ok with it.
I felt my hand replace his and I took my candy cane out of my mouth and placed it on a nearby table.
I would like to say there was some hesitation or that Matt somehow forced me to do what I was about to do, but that would be a lie. I would also like to say that it was because I was so hammered, but that wasn't true either, I wasn't sober, but I wasn't plastered either.
I opened my mouth, leaned forward and took his stiff six inches in my mouth. I couldn't believe how natural his cock felt in my mouth. It wasn't grouse, it felt natural, and I didn't feel that I was secretly gay.
Replicating what I liked when I had my cock sucked; I started by swirling my tongue around my friend's mushroom top, wanting him to enjoy this as much as I was.
"Oh shit," he moaned, which somehow helped give me a new confidence that I was indeed pleasing him.
A minute of concentrated teasing of his cock head and I began to slowly moving up and down his stiff rod, as I got used to having his cock in my mouth. The task was strange and yet at the same time enthralling.
Again he grunted, "Aaaah, Jon, your mouth feels so good on my cock."
The words would have seemed absurd fifteen minutes ago, yet know the compliment made me even more eager to give him a first class blow job.
I continued bobbing up and down until all six inches of his cock filled my mouth. The more of his cock that I took in my mouth the more excited I got myself, my own candy cane ready for action. Like everything else I did, I wanted to be good at it, to succeed at my goal. My goal now was to deep throat my roommates cock until he came.
His moans of pleasure intensified my eagerness to get my roommate off, sucking his cock becoming as natural as beating myself off to porn. In the background, the guy grunted "I'm coming, slut," and seconds later Matt warned, "I'm going to come soon, baby."
The word 'baby' seemed so out of place between two guys yet so right considering I had a mouthful of cock. I decided then I was going to swallow Matt's cum. I hated when chicks wouldn't swallow and decided even though I didn't want to taste his cum, that seemed making me more gay than sucking a cock, I kept sucking, wanting to get him off and yet curious to taste his cum.
"Shit, you are going to swallow my cum?" Matt grunted grunted. Seconds later I felt his hot cum hit the back of my throat. I gagged slightly, surprised at the volume of cum filling my mouth. I continued milking his cock, albeit slower, wanting to please him, to be a good cocksucker. The taste was surprisingly tasty after getting past the odd texture.
Finally, Matt pulled his cock out of my mouth and looked down at me. My own cock was begging to be paid attention to, but my thoughts were 'oh shit, now what?'
Matt grinned, "Apparently my pick up line didn't fail after all."
I laughed, "I guess not."
"I can't believe how good a blow job you gave me."
I shrugged, standing up, "I guess it helps that I have the same equipment."
He laughed back looking at the obvious tent in my pants. "I see you are hard too."
I shrugged and joked quoting his line, "Hey baby, do you want a piece of my candy cane?"
Suddenly the laughter stopped. Matt hesitated briefly before dropping to his knees. He fished my cock out of my pants, his hands trembling slightly, as he said, "I can't believe I am doing this."
"Me either," I moaned as his hand wrapped around my desperate cock.
Then his lips were around my cock head. Like me, he focused on my swollen mushroom top first as I again moaned, "Oh shit Matt."
My own horniness already revved up from my first time sucking cock I knew I wouldn't last long. Replicating what I did to him, he began slowly bobbing back and forth.
"That feels so good, Matt," I groaned.
He moaned on my cock as he continued to slowly take more and more of my cock in his mouth.
I closed my eyes and just allowed Matt's mouth to bring me to euphoria. Although he had never sucked cock before, it was easily the best blow job I had ever had. Maybe it was the taboo gay act that enhanced the pleasure or maybe it was just that being a guy Matt knew what made a blow job great. Soon Matt had taken all my cock in his mouth and once he was comfortable with a mouthful of cock, he began to bob back and forth hungrily.
The sudden shift of pace had my balls boiling and I gave him a courtesy warning like he did me, "I'm close, Matt."
Like me, thankfully, he didn't slow down and instead moved his hand behind me and surprised me by slipping a finger in my ass. I gasped out of shock as a pleasure unlike anything I had ever felt before, an intensity that brought chills throughout my body, exploded through me as I came in his mouth instantly. He continued bobbing, impressively swallowing all my cum without really slowing down, his finger wiggling in my ass.
I couldn't believe how good the double stimulation could felt, but I suddenly couldn't believe the thought that popped into my head. 'What would a cock feel like in my ass?'
Spent, Matt slipped his finger from my ass and allowed my still hard cock out of his mouth and he fell back on the couch. "Holy shit," he said, his eyes showing he couldn't believe what he had just done.
"Holy shit indeed," I replied, complimenting him, "Shit Matt, that was the best blow job I have ever had."
"But I am not gay," he said, defending his manhood, as if I had questioned it.
"Neither am I," I said, although I noticed his cock still stiff and begging attention. "But that was too good to not do again."
He laughed, "Well, it was a different way to solve the munchies."
"And the finger in the ass, well that was a surprise," I said.
"Crystal did that to me a few weeks ago and it was the best feeling ever," Matt explained.
"Well, it was a surprisingly good pleasure," I said.
"You liked that did you," Matt smiled.
"It was amazing," I admitted.
"You want my cock in your ass, don't you?" Matt smugly smiled.
I didn't reply. On the one hand, my ass felt empty since his finger left it and my curiosity of what a cock would feel like in me was suddenly very intriguing. On the other hand, this took things to a whole new level and enhanced the concept of being gay.
Matt stood up and said, "Kneel on the couch, Jon."
"I don't know," I hesitated.
"I do, Jon. It is obvious you want my cock in your ass. Now get on all fours on the couch," Matt ordered, a sudden shift in tone.
It was as if he was reading my mind. I did want it, I suddenly craved it, but I didn't want to make it look obvious. I slowly moved to the couch and got in position.
Matt grabbed the lube he had nearby for jerking off and generously coated his cock. He asked, "Do you want my candy cane, baby."
Again the term 'baby' made the gay act more intimate. I replied, as I felt his hands on my hips and his cock touching my ass, "Yes, but please go slow."
"Sure thing," he smiled, rubbing his cock up and down between my ass cheeks.
I don't know if he was teasing me or preparing me, but I moaned all the same with anticipation.
"Ohhh," he purred, "Does my baby want to get ass-fucked?"
"Yes, Matt, fuck me," I begged, the need to feel his cock in me taking over.
Slowly, I felt his cock enter me. The pain at first was dull, but not the intensity I anticipated.
Matt grunted, "Fuck, Jon, your ass is so fucking tight."
I quipped, "Well it is my first candy cane."
Matt laughed back as he slowly pushed deeper in me. I gripped the couch as the pain increased slightly; all the while, the pleasure of being filled counteracted the pain. My cock was a stiff missile wishing it had someplace to go into.
"Fuuuck, Matt, your cock is tearing me apart," I whimpered.
"You love it, don't you Jon," Matt grunted as I felt his body crash into mine. I had taken all his cock in my ass.
"Shit Matt, I can't believe how good it feels," I said through clenched teeth as I let the pain simmer.
"Tell me baby, tell me how much you love my cock in your ass," Matt ordered.
The pain fading, I admitted the truth, "I love it Matt. My ass was made for your big cock."
We both had crossed over the line of straightness, as Matt began fucking my ass harder, causing a sudden pleasure that I cannot put into words. I whimpered like a school girl, "Oh god Matt, don't stop Matt, keep fucking me."
"Fucking what?" he asked.
"My ass Matt, fuck my ass hard," I begged.
My ass soon became accustomed to his size; the pain was now gone and only an increasing pleasure remained. Matt's body continued to slam into me. "I love your ass, baby," Matt grunted.
"I love your cock in my ass, baby," I replied, meaning it.
For a few more minutes, I am not sure how many, Matt took my anal cherry as he ravished my ass thoroughly and I loved every second of it.
Finally Matt grunted, "I'm going to come baby."
Suddenly wanting to taste his cum again, I begged, suddenly craving his cum, "Can I taste you again?"
"On your knees, cocksucker," he ordered.
The term 'cocksucker' surprised me, but I quickly got off the couch and took his cock back in my mouth, ignoring where it just had been. Matt was close to coming , as he grabbed my head and fucked my face recklessly. I could feel and hear his balls hitting my chin, it sounded so nasty and yet so hot. Seconds later, I swallowed his second load of the evening. I again swallowed all of it, although with his hands holding my head I really had no other option.
"You are a natural cocksucker, Jon," Matt said, smiling down at me.
Taking his cock out of my mouth I heard myself say, "I will be for you."
"That you will be," Matt said, again collapsing on the couch.
Standing up, my ass felt empty now and my cock was ready to explode.
Matt asked, "Did you really like getting ass fucked, Jon."
Now facing him and not filled with his cock the question seemed more intimidating than intimate.
I looked away and said, "Yes."
"Good, because I hope to be able o fuck you whenever I don't get any from the ladies," Matt announced, sounding more confident, in charge like he was when he was with a woman. "You would like that wouldn't you, Jon?"
I nodded, embarrassed that my answer was yes.
"I am serious, Jon. I plan to shoot a load in your mouth every morning," he said, slowly building on our changing roommate relationship.
My cock flinched at the idea, one that was both exciting and humiliating.
"You like the idea," he assessed, wrapping his hand around my cock.
"You will be my live-in cocksucker?" he asked, slowly moving his hand up and down my cock.
I nodded.
"Say it, Jon," he ordered, "Tell me you want to be my cocksucker."
My face went red as I realized this drunken spur of the moment event was turning into something long term. Yet, I answered, "I want to be your cocksucker."
"And I can fuck your ass whenever I want too?" he added.
"Yes," I whimpered, my balls boiling as he stroked my cock.
"Come for me, baby," he demanded.
The intimacy after the name calling was the final push I needed; I wanted to be both his baby and his cocksucker and I groaned, "I'm going to come, baby."
"Good boy," he complimented, pumping my cock vigorously until I started spraying my cum in the air and onto the floor.
He kept pumping until I was done coming before saying, "Well, to think it all started with a candy cane."
I laughed, "Shit, I guess that was what started it."
"And now you love candy canes," Matt quipped as he walked to the kitchen.
"Well, I am not sure about all candy canes, but I will take your candy cane whenever it is offered."
"Shit man," he said, turning back to me, "I think I may have turned you into a complete queer."
I winced at the word, yet even as he turned back to me and his semi-hard cock was before my eyes I could feel a hunger in my mouth and ass. Instead of denying my craving, I asked, "You think you can get it up one more time, baby?"
He chuckled, "Well like a candy cane, I am always hard."
"And I will be your perfect Christmas gift," I countered, "the one that keeps giving and giving."
"Actually, I think I will be doing the giving," he smiled, walking back to me, his cock already rising.
I opened my mouth and he slid his candy cane in and began bobbing...for me Christmas was coming early and often.
The End.
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Sorority Submission
Prologue (Saturday)
I knew in high school I was bi; well I was pretty sure I was bi. I admired a woman's bodies way too much and ninety percent of my masturbation fantasies had me at the whim of some pretty cheerleader or a sexy teacher. Strangely, unlike many girls who were shy around boys, I was the opposite, which made sense I suppose due to my confusing sexuality. Around boys I was confident and truth be told a bit domineering...I slept with two guys in my grade twelve year, but in both cases I controlled the situation...I called the shots. Yet, around girls, especially those I had a crush on, I stammered and got shy like a wimpy school boy would do. Thus I never acted on my feelings though due to shyness and the fact that back in m small town high school being bi was still considered taboo (unlike at college where a girl is considered a prude if she has never at the very least, as Katy Perry put it, 'Kissed a Girl').
To make matters worse, although I am pretty, with blue eyes and dirty blonde hair, I did not develop early and the breasts I dreamed of never did arrive, unlike the promises my grandma made that they one day would. My 32a breasts were practically non-existent, although my nipples were super sensitive, I suppose begging to be important on my otherwise flat chest.
When I started college, I moved three hours away and decided to make a new start. I promised myself I would be more outgoing and hopefully confirm if I was bi. I decided I would pledge a sorority, the same one my mother was in years ago, and make the most of my stereotypical college years.
Being a second generation pledge, I was supposed to be a sure thing. But I learned that was not the case the very first day.
I arrived on time to the Pi Delta greet and meet initiation in a pink semi-casual dress and bubbling with excitement. I was introduced to the other potential pledges and we were wined and dined and wined some more...it was all very decadent and fake. Although I enjoyed the attention, I could tell there was something going on beneath the surface that I could not put my finger on, just an ominous feeling that wouldn't go away.
Finally, Beth, the senior sorority President, who was a solid twelve out of ten with flaming red hair, green eyes and voluptuous breasts, spoke. "Ladies, you are here tonight because you are the best of the best and we only take the best. Alumni of this prestigious sorority are lawyers, doctors, judges, politicians, actresses, and many other influential positions. Actually our current Dean, Ms. Walker, is a former member of this sorority. Yet, with such power comes sacrifice. We need to know you will be loyal Pi Delta as sisters, and that the sorority comes first. Over the next week you will partake in Rush Week and will be given five tasks to complete. These tasks will test your character and your loyalty. If you do not fulfill any one of the five tasks, you will not be allowed to pledge our sorority. With that said, each of you will be interviewed tomorrow by myself, Jamie, your pledge leader, and Kim our Vice-President." Jamie and Kim were physical clones of Beth, with huge breasts, their hair color being the only distinctive difference. While Beth had red hair, Jamie was a brunette and Kim a blonde. Beth, a permanent smile on her face, continued, "With all the formalities out of the way, please enjoy the rest of the festivities. Tomorrow rush week begins."
There was polite clapping and the music was started again. I met a ton of nice girls and was very excited about joining the sorority and fitting in.

The Interview (Sunday)
I arrived to the interview early and waited and waited for over forty-five minutes before I was called to be interviewed. When I entered the room I was surprised by the very formal setting. The three girls were at a board table of sorts and I was supposed to sit across from them.
Beth started. "Tell us a bit about yourself Anne."
"Well, I am eighteen, from Harrisburg, Pennsylvania and my Mom is an alumni of Pi Delta. I am a dancer, love reading, tennis, softball, chess and...."
Jamie interrupted, with an impatient wave of the hand, "Ok, ok, enough of your life story, let's get to the questions."
The abruptness surprised me, but I quit talking and waited for a question.
Beth smiled, "Ignore Jamie. It is her time of month and this is our fiftieth interview of the day."
"No worries," I smiled, attempting to just go with the flow, even though I felt butterflies in my stomach.
"So, question one. What would you bring to our sorority?" Beth asked.
I paused, trying to come up with a good answer. "Well, I am very athletic; I am a very good listener and...."
Jamie interrupted me again. "So you are flexible?" she asked.
"Very," I answered. "I have been a gymnast for years."
A strange smile crossed Jamie's face.
Beth said, giving Jamie a look, "Go on, Anne."
"Um, I am a people person and love to help out. I am also always eager to learn new things," I continued, trying to sell myself like I would in a job interview.
"Interesting," Jamie said, the same odd look on her face, as if she was thinking about something completely different from what we were discussing.
Kim asked, "What do you do for fun, girlfriend?"
Being called girlfriend relaxed me as it made me feel like part of them. I answered, "I love to read. I write poetry. I like to travel and just relax."
"So you are an introvert?" Jamie asked.
Having taking a few quizzes in my psychology class, I knew I was indeed an extreme introvert. "Yes," I admitted, before adding, "but I am hoping to change that by joining Pi Delta."
"Oh that you will," Jamie said as if it was a promise, yet something in her tone was very foreboding, making me slightly uncomfortable.
Beth chuckled, giving the brunette another quick look, "What Jamie means is that we are like one big family and we like to think we give all our girls opportunities to find their true selves."

"We dig very deep," Jamie added, not even a hint of a smile on her face.
"That sounds awesome," I gushed, excited to be in such a warm supportive environment.
The next few questions were about my grades, best subjects, had I tried drugs, where I had travelled and so forth. Then Beth warned, "These next few questions are very personal. But they need to be answered honestly. There are no secrets among sorority sisters."
"We share everything," Jamie added, stressing the word 'everything'."
"Ok," I replied, although I was instantly nervous, unable to fathom what kind of questions were to follow the already rather thorough interview.
"Are you a virgin?" Beth asked.
"Pardon?" I asked, surprised by the frank question.
Jamie repeated, her tone condescending, "It is a simple yes or no question. Are you a virgin?"
"No," I blushed.
"How many guys has a slut like you fucked?" Jamie asked, crudely.
Being called a slut was a slap across the face, but I answered as if I wasn't offended. "Just two."
"Have you licked any pussy?" Jamie questioned.
"No," I replied, flabbergasted by the question.
"Figures," Jamie sarcastically grumbled.
"Well then the next question may seem a bit redundant, after Jamie's rather abrupt question," Beth said, glaring at Jamie, "but I must ask it anyway. Are you straight, bi or a lesbian?"
I was again almost too shocked to answer and even though I was pretty sure I liked girls and boys, I stammered, "S-s-straight."
"How can you be so sure, if you have never been with a girl?" Jamie asked, a smile suddenly spreading across her lips. Was she flirting with me?
Beth shushed her. "Sssh, Jamie, it's nice to have a pledge who isn't already a whore."
"Thank you, ma'am," I said, feeling better that Beth was on my side.
"I assume you have not had anal sex then," Beth accused as if not having had anal sex made me a prude.
"God, no," I gasped, and then added, "Sorry for using the Lord's name in vain."
Jamie cackled, "Oh my, you are so fucking precious."
"Thank you, ma'am," I replied, not catching on to the obvious sarcasm.
"No threesomes, orgies, trains, obviously," Beth listed.
The parade of obscenities was shocking and I just shook my head no, as I kept waiting to discover I was on Candid Camera. Just the thought of any of these slutty acts was absurd even if many of my solo pleasure times included more than one partner.
"How often do you masturbate?" Beth asked.
I paused before answering, "Once a week maybe twice."
"That is it?" Jamie asked, "If I don't get off daily by myself, a guy or someone else, I am a ballistic bitch."
The way she said 'someone else' had me nervous as the brunette's eyes bore into me. Before I could even stop myself, I quipped back, "I guess it has been a couple of days then." The other two girls exploded with laughter as Jamie glared at me with a look that could kill. As soon as I said it, I wished I could take it back. I apologized, "I am so sorry, that was completely uncalled for." Although I didn't really feel sorry, I didn't want a brief moment of being sassy to hurt my chances of joining the sorority.
Jamie's glare quickly faded as she smiled and said, "That is alright, you have a little spunk. I wasn't sure a good girl like you had any. Training you will be a lot more fun than I thought."
The word 'training' caught my attention, but I just assumed it was a poor choice of words.
Beth continued what felt to me more like an interrogation than an interview. "And how do you pleasure yourself, Anne?"
"Do I really have to answer that?" I asked, feeling this was getting way too personal.
"There are no secrets between sisters," the mostly quiet Kim pointed out.
I thought to myself that my sister and I had never had a conversation even remotely as personal as this. "Just my fingers," I admitted.
"I bet you don't even own any toys, do you?" Jamie again chirped, her tone full of accusation.
"No I don't," I admitted, but trying to impress them, I released a secret I had ever told anyone, "but I have used my brush often."
"You fucked yourself with a brush?" Jamie crudely reworded.
"No...yes...I guess so," I replied, my face instantly red with shame, mortified by how dirty she made it sound.
"Well, that is all for the interview, Anne," Beth said, "thank you for your time."
I couldn't tell if Beth's flippant attitude was a good or bad sign. I asked, "Is there anything else?"
"Not today," Beth said, before adding, "but your first task will be given to you tomorrow."
"Ok," I said, eager to start the real pledging, although kind of nervous about what lay ahead after this bizarre interview.
Jamie didn't say anything, but the look in her eyes as I left was creepy, I couldn't quite place it, other than to say it felt like she was assessing me, sizing me up...but I had no clue for what.

RUSH TASK #1: Dress Like a Slut (Monday)
The first task arrived the next morning. Each of us potential pledges were given an outfit to wear that was definitely not high school appropriate, but apparently colleges don't have dress codes.
A sorority sister named Camree brought me an outfit and a note. She smiled, clearly in on something us rush week pledges were not and said, "Make sure you follow the instructions completely."
I nodded and she was gone. I looked at the outfit I was expected to wear. It was ludicrous. It was a school girl's uniform: a white blouse and a very short plaid skirt, but instead of knee high socks that are most common with such an outfit there were white thigh high stockings, the tops of which obviously would be completely visible given the length of the skirt. I sighed being so shy I wasn't really comfortable bringing such obvious attention to myself. I grabbed the note:
Wannabe Sorority Sister
Your journey begins today. Task one is a simple one. Wear the outfit that has been hand-picked for you.
Pledge Leader Jamie
P.S.: You are also not allowed to wear any undergarments with your outfit. No BRA and no PANTIES. (Unless it is that time of month, then panties are allowed).
P.S.S.: A reminder if you do not fulfill any of the tasks, you will be eliminated from the OPPORTUNITY to become a sister.
P.S.S.S.: You are expected to be at the sorority house at seven...DO NOT BE LATE!

...
I gasped. I had never gone in public without underwear. My breasts were so small that a bra had always been more of a fashion accessory than a necessity, but no underwear was nerve-wrecking. I wouldn't even fathom doing such a thing...until now.
I sighed as I started to get out of my conservative warm pajamas and dressed in the expected attire, unable to figure out why they would want to dress us up so absurdly. Although I was mortified by the thought of being seen in public dressed so scantily, my determination to become a sorority sister won out.
Once dressed, I checked myself in the mirror and was pleasantly surprised by how cute I looked...kind of slutty...but cute. I grabbed my backpack and headed off to my first class.
As soon as I walked out my door and started down the stairs I realized that not all the girls were dressed the same. Each was dressed in some sort of naughty schoolboy stroke fantasy outfit. I saw a maid's outfit, a nurse, a pirate, a princess, just to name a few, but all were the sluttiest versions possible.
I realized I was going to be late for class if I didn't hurry. At least, they hadn't chosen my shoes, so I was able to wear flats. I walked, almost ran, to my class, my right hand keeping my skirt from flying up from the brisk breeze. Arriving in class, I sat in the very back row as to limit the number of people who might see me dressed this way; at the very least no one would be able to see me from behind.
Another sorority sister wannabe, Rose, sat beside me in a hooters outfit. She gave a knowing, embarrassed, smile and joked, "Seems a little early for Halloween."
"Especially, a risqué Halloween," I replied, sharing her mutual discomfort.

"Actually, you look nice," Rose complimented.
"Really?" I asked.
"Yes and at least you look relatively fashionable," she sighed, before pointing to her large breasts against a tight t-shirt that advertised 'Hooters' right on it, "and at least you are not advertising yourself as a ditz."
"Well, if nothing else," I said, trying to compliment her, "the outfit sure showcases your assets."
"That it does," she chuckled. "As does yours."
"How so?" I asked.
"You have amazing legs and the thigh highs really direct people's eyes to them," she pointed out.
"Thanks," I said, my face going red with the compliment.
Class began and as I became immersed in the lecture, ironically on women's rights, I forgot about my attire. Class ended and both Rose and I waited until the class left as we briefly discussed rush week. We both agreed that although our outfits were a bit embarrassing, it wasn't that big a deal.
We went our separate ways. Unlike the empty campus in the morning, many more students were out and about and I felt every set of eyes looking at me, judging me. I kept my head down and quickly headed to my literature class. Again, I sat in the back row.
The rest of the morning had me an anxious mess feeling as if everyone was judging me. Three times I was whistled at, two guys complimented my legs and one creepy guy asked me out. But it was the attention from other girls that was the worst. I could feel their glares. I could see their disapproval and at least twice I heard someone call me a slut. I was almost in tears by lunch, when I bumped into Beth who was dressed casually in jeans and a t-shirt.
"You ok, sexy?" Beth asked.
I blushed at being called sexy as I replied, "Some people are so mean."
"Other girls?" she asked, knowingly.
"Yes," I whispered, trying to hold back my tears.
"They are jealous," Beth explained.
"Of me?" I asked.
"Of course," Beth smiled. "You look absolutely delicious in your outfit and most girls going here know about our different tasks and are jealous that you may become something they never can...a sister of the Pi Deltas."
"Oh," I said, surprised, and suddenly a bit more relaxed.
"I need more confidence than that from a future Pi Delta," Beth said.
Hearing her imply I was going to be a Pi Delta gave me a boost of confidence I needed. "Ok," I replied, "why do I care what others think?"
"Exactly. All you need are your sisters," Beth smiled, pulling me in for a hug. Her large breasts felt so warm against my body. I suddenly had an urge to cup them in my hands, but, of course, resisted the temptation, even as a spark was lit down below.
Letting me go, Beth's smile shifted from sweet to something unexplainable. "Did you obey the letter?"
"Yes, ma'am," I admitted, my face beet red.
"How does it feel?" she asked.
"Weird, at first, but you get used to it," I replied honestly.
Pulling me into a nearby bathroom she said, "Panty check. Let me see."
"Pardon?" I asked, confused.
"Lift up your skirt. I need to make sure you obeyed the instructions," she said, her tone shifting just slightly from the sweet-as-pie tone to something a bit more authoritative.
"Here?" I asked, suddenly very uncomfortable, even as my pussy continued to beg for attention.
"Yes, now hurry up before someone comes in," Beth instructed, her tone implying she was losing patience with me.
Not wanting to upset her, I lifted up my skirt to show my obedience to the task.
"Your cunt looks wet," Beth said, surprising me by moving her hand to my exposed vagina.
I gasped as she touched me quickly and moved her fingers to her mouth. "You are wet, my pet." I wondered being called 'my pet' but let it go as I nervously stood still during inspection.
She sucked her finger with my juice on it and smiled, "Hmmmm, delicious." She finished sucking her finger, winked and said, "See you at seven."
She left me alone in the washroom stunned. I quickly allowed my skirt to fall back down hiding my wet and excited pussy. Undeniably horny and desperately needing to get off, I went to a stall and began pleasuring myself. As I rubbed my swollen clit, I Beth referring to me as her pet returned into my head. Although I had fantasized many times about being with a girl, after one endearing name and one forbidden touch, I became obsessed. Imagining being with Beth was all it took for me to reach my much needed orgasm. I bit my lip as my orgasm spread through me as someone else entered the washroom, oblivious to my naughty deed.



I sat frozen as the orgasm simmered and waited for the other girl to leave. A couple of minutes went by before I was alone again. I quickly stood up, left the stall and freshened up. Looking in the mirror, my red cheeks were the scarlet letter of my sin. I shook my head and headed for lunch feeling a strange liberation I couldn't explain.
I walked to the cafeteria where a nerdy guy wearing a bow-tie didn't even attempt to pretend he wasn't staring at me. Walking into the cafeteria I could feel eyes on me from every direction, yet instead of embarrassment, I heeded Beth's words and walked with an air of confidence.
In line, the guy behind me asked, "Pledging for Pi Delta?"
I turned and was eye to eye with the hottest guy I had ever seen in person. Imagine Brad Pitt and Matt Damon and you would be close to just how perfect this guy was. I stammered, "Y-y-yes, is it that obvious?"
"Well, they have a rep for pushing their pledges and making them do some crazy things," he smiled, making him look even more like Matt Damon.
"Yes, this isn't my everyday attire," I joked.
"Too bad," he replied.
I could feel the heat on my cheeks. Was he flirting with me? Unable to come up with a witty come back, I turned back to the line and grabbed a tray.
He said, "I don't know what it is, but a chick in stockings is always really hot."
Again I was always confident with guys, so I turned around and said, "Well, I always wear stockings."
"You do, do you?" he said back, looking impressed, "You may just be my dream girl."
"You are not too bad yourself," I responded, playing it cool.
"Well, that is very flattering," he joked. "The name is Harvey."
He extended his hand and I offered mine. "Anne."
Being the player he obviously was, he lifted my hand to his lips and kissed it gently.
"How Prince Charming of you," I flirted.
"Get a room," someone called out from behind with a laugh.
My face went red and I pulled my hand away before continuing in the line.
He continued his flirtation. "So if I am Prince Charming, who are you?"
I grabbed a sandwich and without looking replied, "Who do you think I am?"
Grabbing milk and a banana, I waited for his response. "Well, that is a dangerous question. You could be Cinderella," he began, looking down at my feet, "but you are not missing any footwear. You could be Princess Jasmine, but thankfully, you don't have a big tiger protecting you. You could be Snow White, but I can't fathom someone trying to kill you. Thus, I deduce..." he smiled, his smoothness leaving me a bit dizzy, "you are Belle."
"Really," I smiled. "Why Belle?"
"She is pretty, smart, and judges men based on more than looks," he replied.
I quipped, without even thinking, "But you are no beast." After realizing how flirtatious that had just come across I turned to pay, desperate to hide my flustered look and glowing cheeks.
I didn't wait for him and went and sat down at a table by myself. I wasn't surprised when he joined me. He said, "You didn't think you could ditch me after such a flattering compliment."
Still flushed, although already becoming comfortable around this handsome guy, pointing towards my breasts, "I am pretty sure Belle had a decent rack."
"Wow," he said, shaking his head.
"What?" I asked, getting more confident at seeing I had made him uncomfortable.
"I have never heard a girl refer to her breasts as a rack."
I shrugged, "I am not like most girls."
"That I can see," he agreed, before adding with the corny line, "Plus, I have always been told that the best things come in small packages."
I quipped, my tone dripping with innuendo, and shifting the conversation from my non-existent breasts to his hopefully impressive penis. "Girls say that all the time too, but we are lying."
Although it was clear I had startled him, he regrouped quickly. "I knew it. Size does matter."
"Of course, but so does everything else," I added.
"How so?" he asked.
"Well, we are looking for the complete package," I replied, with a sultry smile.
"Which is?" he questioned, seemingly really interested in what I had to say.
"Honestly?" I asked, surprised at just how far this conversation had went, from casual flirting, to honest expectations.
"Of course," he smiled, "I have always wanted to know what women want. Maxim has not been as reliable as one would expect. And don't even get me started with the advice in Playboy."
I actually choked on my drink as I began laughing so hard. "Sorry, that is so embarrassing."
"I thought it was sexy," he replied.
"Oh yes, I ooze sexuality as I have milk coming out my nose," I laughed, adding, "well, you clearly have the so-called prerequisite all girls say is important, a sense of humor."
"That is what all girls say they want, but I have always thought it was crap," he countered.
"How so?" I questioned, curious where he was going with that statement.
"The cheerleader dates the football star. It is as simple as that and he is always a humorless ass," Harvey said, clearly resentful of the high school hierarchy.
"That is high school sure, but the real world is much different," I smiled, surprised by the shift of the conversation.
Before we could chat more, we were interrupted by another of my rush week pledge sisters dressed as a maid. Suddenly, I was thankful for my outfit. The maid said, all cheery, "How is your day going?"
"Embarrassing," I said, before saying with a glance to Harvey, "but getting better."
She sat down, oblivious to the flirty conversation I was currently involved in. Her large breasts seemed to barely be kept held in check by her outfit, as she said, "Oh my God, it has been so awkward."
"Tell me about it," I replied, my tone implying I really didn't care. I was enjoying my conversation with a sexy guy.
Ignoring my tone, she spent the next five minutes babbling while Harvey and I exchanged knowing glances. Unfortunately, after a few more mundane root canal minutes of her talking, Harvey stood up and said, "Sorry, I have to go. It was really nice to meet you."
"You too," I replied seductively.

He grabbed my cell phone and boldly typed in his number before kissing my hand again. "I hope to continue this life-changing conversation another time."
"Me too," I agreed, this time blushing.
And just like that my potential Prince Charming was gone.

Only then did the vapid girl's light bulb go on. "Did I interrupt something?"
I lied. "Oh no, but I do need to get to my next class."
The rest of the day was rather uneventful other than a few catcalls and a couple bitchy comments; yet, I couldn't get Harvey out of my mind. There was something about him, something very intriguing.
As expected, I arrived at the sorority house at seven o'clock with the other girls. As I looked around at the other pretty girls each was in a similarly humiliating outfit; it was like slutty Halloween. Yet, other than the outfits and abundance of breasts barely concealed by the skimpy attire, it was just like the Saturday introductory gathering. There were hors d'oeuvres, cocktails and lots of socializing. I chatted with a few other and shared horror stories of the day. As I continued to survey the room, I noticed something odd. Every other girl, every single one, had large breasts, I was clearly the only one without voluptuous breasts. Most girls may not notice such a thing, but when your biggest insecurity is your own tiny breasts, it was impossible not to notice.
Before I had time to consider this revelation, Beth spoke. "If we could have all of you line up that would be great."
Like sheep in a herd, we quickly lined up in a row. I was between a slutty nurse and a slutty airline stewardess.
Jamie, dressed in the tightest t-shirt possible, walked up and down the line seemingly inspecting each of us. She paused at each one, looked us over before moving to the next one, her facial expression never changing from her usual disapproving smirk.
After giving each girl a thorough inspection, she returned to me and said, "Pledge, Anne, please step forward."
I moved forward with trepidation as there was something about her tone and her smile that hinted at something sinister.
She took my hand and led me to the end of the line. "Kneel," she said.
"Pardon?" I asked, confused. I had heard the word, I just couldn't comprehend she meant what she was saying.
"Kneel, now!" she repeated, her tone bossy.
I could feel everyone's eyes boring into me. Nervous and shocked, I knelt, unable to make eye contact with Jamie.
"Good girl," Jamie purred, her tone instantly softening and similar to a mother praising her young child.
I could feel the heat on my cheeks scalding hot, again feeling all eyes watching my public humiliation.
"Today, Anne, you are our inspection girl," Jamie informed all of us.
I remained silent.
Jamie explained, "Each of you had clear instructions. One, wear the outfit you were left, which each of you has done. Two, not to wear any underwear. To make sure you all obeyed our instructions, our little inspector here, will check each of you to make sure you obeyed."
I couldn't believe what was expected of me. I also couldn't believe the dampness that was beginning to form down below.
"Go ahead, Little Anne, look under Amber's outfit and see if she is wearing any panties," Jamie instructed.
I looked up, my eyes pleading for her to reconsider, praying that this was some kind of bizarre test. Yet, in her cold eyes and her smirk, I knew there would be no mercy. Turning towards Amber, I lifted my hand to her one piece pirate dress, grasped it and lifted it up; I was suddenly staring at her completely shaved vagina.
"And?" Jamie asked, her tone implying impatience. "Did she comply?"
"Yes," I whispered, my shame reaching new depths.
"Move along then," Jamie ordered condescendingly, "unless you are hungry."
I went to stand up and move to the next girl but Jamie put her hand on my shoulder and pushed me back to the floor. "Crawl."
This got a few laughs from the older sorority sisters as my shame compounded, mortified by the sudden hunger to indeed taste Amber, doubly mortified by the slight leaking I felt down below and triple humiliated by being forced to crawl like I was a puppy.
I silently moved to the next dressed up girl and repeated the inspection this time staring at a natural red-haired vagina. The red hair made it hard to clearly see her vagina lips but she obviously had obeyed the task.
"She's good," I said.
"She is good like she has a nice cunt or she is good like she obeyed the instructions?"Jamie asked obviously enjoying humiliating me.
I stammered, not thinking I could go any redder, "S-s-she obeyed."
"Next," she bellowed, and I continued my factory line vagina inspection. There are 49 girls hoping to join the sorority, not counting me, and I looked up close and personal at each of their vaginas. It was utterly surreal, as I progressed down the line of pledges in their ludicrous outfits; I began to secretly enjoy myself. Every vagina was unique: some were hairy, some were trimmed and some were as bare as the day they were born. Each vagina had a distinct scent that had my mouth watering and the temptation to taste a girl grew stronger as each tantalizing scent reached me.
All the while, I inspected my fellow pledges, Jamie continued to humiliate me and yet most of what she said was true, although I would never have admitted it at the time. "Our Little Annie sure seems to be enjoying herself," or "Our Little Annie seems to be lingering longer at each girl's cunt," or "Is it just me or does our Little Annie seem like she might just dive into one of our pledge's cunts?" Sadly, each was true. I was enjoying myself even as the ridicule piled up; I was lingering longer at each new vagina as I tried to get a strong whiff of each girl; I was getting more and more tempted to do exactly what Jamie said. All my fantasies of tasting a girl flooded into my mind, the temptation was there, yet I was way too shy to follow through with my growing desire.
Once I finished the last inspection, I waited on my knees to be told I was done.
"Stand up, Little Annie," Jamie ordered, now directly beside me.
I obeyed, thankful to be off my knees.
She lifted up my skirt suddenly and her hand went directly to my wet vagina. Involuntarily, I let out a half-gasp, half moan as she announced, "Our Little Annie is very wet. Did inspecting your fellow pledge's cunts get you horny?"
I lied, again my shame burning, "God, no!"
"I don't believe you," she said, moving her finger to her lips.
"Do you know why I have nicknamed you Little Annie," she asked.
Once again, I felt everyone's eyes watching my humiliation. Although, I was pretty sure I knew the reason, I answered, "No."
Jamie laughed. "You may be blonde, but you are not stupid. You know, don't you?"
I nodded.
"Why?" she asked, clearly enjoying humiliating me and building on my already very insecure body image.
"I have small breasts," I whispered.
"Yes, you have tiny, raisin tits," Jamie announced, her hand cupping my small but very sensitive breasts.
"I-I-I know," I said, desperate for this to end, even as my vagina got hotter and hotter.
"You have one last inspection task, Little Annie," Jamie revealed, as she unbuttoned my blouse, her smile somehow turning me on even more. Even as my humiliation at the way she treated me grew, my excitement down below grew too. It was unexplainable, it was absurd and yet it was true.
"What?" I asked, petrified at others seeing my tiny breasts and yet equally excited at being touched by a girl.
"Go make sure each of our pledges isn't wearing a bra," she instructed as she unbuttoned the last button.
"Oh," was all I could muster, as she took off my blouse.
"Fuck they are even smaller then I imagined," Jamie assessed, before adding with an amused chuckle, "Go ahead and cop a feel of your rush sister' tits while you inspect them'. Feel what real tits feel like."
I turned to the first pledge and as I reached for her big breasts, barely held in by her skimpy Snow White dress, I stammered, "S-s-sorry."
Yet even though the task was humiliating, it was also making a fantasy come true. I felt her firm, heavy breasts in my hands and instantly wished I could see them. I wanted to know if her nipples were hard; I wanted to put her breast in my mouth.
I cupped her breasts for a while, suddenly forgetting where I was.
Jamie said, "Do you want us to leave you alone for play time, Little Annie?"
I quickly dropped my hand away, again mortified, but this time by the brief daydream I was having. I again stammered, "S-s-sorry."
"Keep moving, Little Annie," Jamie instructed, "you are suppose to be inspecting for bras not molesting every girl in line.
My face flushed with the implied accusation, but I moved to the maid from lunch time and cupped her breasts. This time I just as quickly let go.
Jamie laughed. "Carla's weren't as impressive, Little Anne?"
"No, I mean, yes, I mean," I tried to explain myself.
"They look pretty impressive to me," Jamie said, moving to Carla and pulling her top down releasing the voluptuous breasts from their restrictive containment.
I stared at them. I tried to look away, but they were so mesmerizing I couldn't look away. They were so big and beautiful; I desperately wanted to touch them again.
"Go ahead, Little Annie," Jamie said, "Kiss them. You know you want to."
I stood frozen, wanting to do just that, but not wanting to be perceived as some lesbian.
Carla softly smiled, "Go ahead, kiss them."
Suddenly it seemed so natural, so right. Just as suddenly, all my insecurities faded away as did all the witnesses. In my head there was just me and Carla's massive breasts. I leaned forward and took her big stiff nipple in my mouth.
I only was in this state of sweet euphoria for a few seconds before Jamie interrupted. "Enjoying yourself, Little Annie?"
Returning to reality, I moved away and continued my Daffy Duck speech impediment, "W-w-what? Oh my, oh."
"Are you going to have an orgasm right in front of your fellow pledges, Little Annie?" Jamie asked.
Again I was the brunt of a joke that had laughter echoing through the group of sorority sisters watching.
When I didn't answer, Jamie ordered, "Keep moving down the line, Little Annie. Feel what real tits feel like."
I obeyed, hating the concentrated ridicule of my tiny breasts, but enjoying the task of feeling up my fellow pledges. Eventually, I reached the end of the line, which was actually the start from my earlier vagina inspection.
As soon as I felt up the last big-breasted girl. Jamie announced, "Congratulations, you have all passed your first task and lets all give a special thank you to our special Little Annie for being such a good sport today."
Suddenly all the sorority sisters were clapping...for me.... I felt a rush of excitement and for the first time in my life felt like I fit in, that I could be one of them, I could be a Pi Delta...I was both really right and really wrong.
THE END FOR NOW
NEXT: Task 2: Measuring Up!!!
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DP Mommy-Slut!
I'm sure you've heard the saying about being careful not to awaken a sleeping giant. Well, I awakened the giant both figuratively and literally with my son Michael.
Before I seduced him he'd been a meek, shy and conservative boy who often secretly stroked himself to incest fantasies online. But once he had a taste of my forbidden fruit (peach, not apple), he turned from boy to man, from mouse to lion.
I knew I'd changed our relationship irrevocably that glorious first night when I gave myself to my son unconditionally, offering him the use of all three of my holes. I was still his mother and still loved him as a mother does with unconditional acceptance, but now I also loved him as a lover, as my Master.
In essence I felt like Shelley's Victor Frankenstein: I'd created a monster... oh, but what a beautiful monster it was: eight inches of hard meat and always ready to go... that's right, with a healthy eighteen-year-old's powers of rejuvenation... always.
The morning after the glorious seduction of my son, I woke up to the distinctive feel of a cock tapping my lips. I'm not a morning person and I swatted it away, trying to get a few more minutes of shut-eye, but was startled awake by the stern words of my recently shy son.
"Open your mouth, cock sucker," I heard him demand.
My eyes flew open wide, and I was staring at my son's fully erect eight-inch cock. I attempted to speak, but the instant I opened my mouth, I was silenced by my son shoving his cock into it.
He began slowly fucking my lips as he explained how things were going to be different from now on. "From now on Mommy, you're my pet. You play when I want to play, and unless secrecy or something else in our circumstances dictates otherwise, you obey me all the time. You never let me have a dog when I was young and desperately wanted one, so I've decided it's time for me to get one."
I hadn't let him get a dog because I'm allergic to them, but it was impossible to argue my case with his big cock in my mouth. I was also surprised by his talking about getting a pet at the same time he was slowly pumping his cock in and out of my mouth... until he completed his thought.
"Do you know what kind of pet I want, Mommy?" he asked, taking his hard rod out of my mouth.
Gazing up lovingly at his stern countenance, hungry to get his cock back between my lips, but even more desirous of learning his wishes so I could fulfill them I replied, "What kind do you want, Michael?"
He chuckled softly as he filled my mouth once again with his lovely cock. "You will be my pet, Mom, my pet puppy."
My eyes went wide at his certainty, but of course I was unable to say anything with my mouth full.
He continued to explain. "This bed will now be our bed, we'll sleep in it together, and I expect all three of your fuck holes to be available to me at all times."
Hearing my mild son saying fuck holes was both shocking and a complete turn-on. Taking in his dominant, man-in-charge attitude had gotten my cunt wet. I was now wide awake and ready to be fucked.
"So starting today, panties are a no-no at all times, all your nylons will continue to be stockings or thigh highs (you good girl for already doing that), and you may only wear a bra while you're out in public," he said, continuing to scaffold the expectations of our new Dom-sub relationship.
"Fuck, do I love my cock in your mouth, Mommy," he moaned, before adding, "you look so fucking hot sucking my cock."
I moaned what I intended to be a thank you.
He asked, already able to read my mind, "Is Mommy horny?"
He pulled his cock out of my mouth and placed his hand against my wet, still-naked-from-last-night cunt and smiled, "Oh, my Mommy is horny."
"Please Michael, fuck Mommy," I moaned as he flicked my clit with his finger.
"I don't know," he said, "you swatted it away quite rudely when I first offered it to you."
"S-s-sorry, Master," I stammered. "I was still asleep, and I didn't know what was going on."
He shoved his cock back in my mouth and began fucking my face faster. With each of his thrusts all of his eight delicious inches filled my mouth and I could feel his balls bouncing off my chin. The incestuous act was so naughty and wrong, which made it so naughty and right.
I concentrated on not gagging as he roughly used my mouth for his personal pleasure, and I was soon rewarded with his warm salty seed coating my throat. He held still as he shot his load and I took over the action, bobbing back and forth, lavishly extracting any last remnants of my son's cum.
Finally pulling his cock out of my mouth, he shifted from dominant to apologetic. "Sorry Mom, I just couldn't resist."
Licking the last little drop of cum from the head of his cock, I smiled, my cunt already alive and hungry, "Like I told you last night Master, you never need to apologize; I'm always happy to serve you in any way you please."
"It still seems weird," he said, looking down at me.
"What seems weird?" I asked, surprised by his sudden change right after he'd fucked my face with wild abandon.
"All of this," he said, bewildered.
"It didn't seem weird last night when you were using my face as your personal cum canvas," I pointed out.
"It's just... I mean..." my genius son struggled to form a complete sentence as he tried to rationalize the shift in our relationship.
I interrupted him and took charge, "Michael, I am still your mother and you are still my son."
"Yes, but..." he began, but I sat up and interrupted him again.
"Shhhh, baby, your Mother is talking right now, not your slut," I said, putting my finger to his lips. I continued, moving to his ear, "And I still love you like a mother loves a son. I'm still going to care for you like a mother cares for her son. But now I also love you as a lover, as a very well-equipped, attentive and dominant lover."
I removed my finger from his lips, nibbling teasingly on his ear as I squeezed his stiff cock.
He stammered, a mixture of bewilderment and growing horniness, "But you're my Mother."
"Whom you just face-fucked, rather aggressively I might add, and I loved it. Your balls were bouncing off my chin like it was a hardwood floor and they were basketballs," I pointed out, my tongue swirling in his ear.
"I don't know what got into me; I woke up horny like I always do, and remembering last night turned something on inside me and before I knew it, my cock was tapping your lips," he explained through soft moans.
"I know what got into me," I whispered, my left hand squeezing his ready-to-go-again cock before adding, "which is also what Mommy now wants slamming into her wet cunt. And don't look now, but your Mother has just gone off duty and your Pet Mommy is back, so you're in charge."
"Oh Mom," he moaned, the dual pleasure of my mouth nibbling on his ear and my hand stroking his cock distracting him.
"Does my baby want to fuck me?" I asked, gliding my tongue down his neck and to his nipple.
"Aaaah, Mom," he moaned as I took the nipple in my mouth.
I teasingly nibbled his nipple before asking, "Aaaah, Mom, what?"
I moved to the other nipple and replicated the teasing as he stammered, "Are y-y-you sure we should keep doing this?"
Looking up at him, my hand stroking his big hard cock faster, I asked, my lips all pouty and my tone like some talking baby doll, "Does my sonny not want to fuck-y his Mommy?"
"Oh God, Mom," he moaned, his gentle demeanor shifting again to aggressive, like a sexual Hulk, as he forcefully shoved me back down on the bed.
Without another word, he climbed on top of me and slid his cock easily into my warm oasis.
"Oh son, your cock feels so good inside Mommy," I moaned the instant my son's cock filled me. For some inexplicable naughty reason, continually calling him my son and referring to myself as Mommy enhanced my sexual rush. It seemed that the greater my attention on the taboo, the greater the thrill.
He muscled hard, deep thrusts into my heat, which had my whole body striving to match him. "I want to see your breasts, Mommy."
I laughed, as I struggled to pull off the t-shirt I'd worn to bed, "They're called my boobs, baby. Or Mommy has tits, big tits just for my darling son."
"Or jugs," he added, cupping both of my voluptuous tits the second they were available.
"Yes, baby, play with Mommy's jugs," I moaned, another naughty word added to out sinful litany as he took my left nipple in his mouth. My breathing increased as my son kept pumping his cock in my cunt while pleasing my jugs. In only a couple of minutes and way quicker than usual, I could feel the bubbling rise of my orgasmic tide.
Pulling out and hopping backwards, Michael ordered, "On all fours, Mommy. Now."
My hunger both to submit and to come taking control of me, I obeyed without hesitation. I flipped into position, he knee-walked closer behind me and slipped his cock deep inside my pussy, but then stopped moving. I pleaded, desperate for release, "Oh God, Michael, fuck Mommy, please, baby."
"No Mom," he replied, his tone amused, "Fuck yourself on your son's cock."
"Ooooooooh, you diiirty boooooy," I moaned, as happy again, I began bouncing back on his cock, each time forcing it to fill me completely.
"That's right, fuck yourself, Mommy-slut," he ordered again, slapping my ass.
His calling me Mommy-slut only enhanced the naughty reality of the taboo sin I was committing. My backward thrusts onto my son's missile got faster and harder as I used his cock to get myself off.
"Come, Pet Mommy, come for your new Master," he ordered, understanding my need to be controlled and used.
"Yeeeeeees, Master," I moaned, "thank you, Master, Mommy is so close."
"Now slut," he ordered, "come now."
"Aaaaaaaah!" I came on command, my every fibre wanting to be obedient. The orgasm hit me hard and fast, and I collapsed forward.
As I continued to ride out my orgasm, Michael had followed me down to the bed and returned to pounding me hard, and after a couple more minutes I felt him come inside me for the second time this morning.
"Fill me with your cum, baby," I moaned, loving the sensations and emotions of my son exploding inside of me.
Once he was spent, he slipped out and I felt his cum begin leaking out of my freshly fucked cunt.
"I love you, Mom," he said, still collapsed on the bed on top of me and reaching beneath me to shove his hands beneath my boobs and pinch my hard nipples. It hurt, but it was a good pain, even a loving one.
"I love you too, son," I replied, feeling so safe and secure in my son's embrace.
Michael rolled away and I closed my eyes and faded back into slumber, feeling contented and warm in a way I hadn't felt in years.
**********

When I reawakened, Michael had gone to school and I reflected on what we'd done. Many times in my life, the day after has begun with Oh my God, I can't believe I did that, followed by days of anxiety and guilt. Surprisingly, after committing a taboo act so contrary to society's standards, I felt no guilt, no anxiety, just contentment. I still couldn't believe I'd done that, but this time in a really good way.
The rest of the day was busy with several houses to show, and it was almost five before I got home.
Michael and Frederick were playing some video game involving killing and being killed, as usual. Seeing my son through the eyes of a lover made everything appear different. He was no longer my shy, geeky son, but was now a sexy, well-equipped stud whom I loved with all my heart and soul.
I loved him as a son.
I loved him as a lover.
I loved him as the sweet but assertive young man he had become.
I loved him as the dominant Master he was capable of transforming himself into.
I loved him unconditionally, and even after less than one full day, the line between mother and lover was greying and merging into a murky mix of complexity.
I left the boys alone and made supper, even as I craved more of the powerful intimacy of the past twenty-four hours.
I joined the boys briefly to ask, "Is Frederick staying for dinner?"
"If I may, Ms. Lodge," Frederick replied, polite as always.
"Of course, you're always welcome to dinner with us, Frederick," I smiled while giving Michael a quick meaningful look that hopefully signalled I was hoping to have him for a digestif after dinner.
During supper, I slipped my heels off and moved my stocking-clad foot under the table between Michael's legs.
At my first touch, Michael gave a surprised little gasp, followed by a slight smirk.
I slowly rubbed his cock through his pants throughout dinner, keeping him distracted, as demonstrated by his lack of completed sentences throughout the meal.
Dinner done, I cleaned up as the boys returned to their video game. Just as I was finishing putting the last dish in the dishwasher, Michael stalked into the kitchen. He paced over to me pantherlike, a devious grin on his face. He unzipped his pants, pulled out his stiff hot-and-ready cock and pointed at it. "Get sucking, Mommy."

"But Frederick is in the next room," I protested, surprised by his lack of caution.
"Was I asking your opinion?" he asked, placing his hands on my shoulders. Like a good little submissive, I allowed myself to be guided onto my knees. Thankfully, my kitchen island would block our act of incest if Frederick happened to walk in unannounced. My cunt was burning with hunger as I took his cock in my mouth and hungrily bobbed back and forth on it. I was on a quest to get him off quickly, the fear of getting caught in an act of incest enhancing the thrill.
He moaned softly as I frantically devoured his cock like a cheap porn slut. "Fuck Mommy, you're such a great cock sucker."
I moaned on his cock in agreement, as my left hand reached under my dress to my naked cunt (no panties of course, since my Master had declared them verboten) and began rubbing myself.
He continued speaking. "I bet if I told you to crawl out there like a puppy dog and suck Frederick's cock, you'd do it, wouldn't you Mommy-slut?"
The thought of outing myself like that terrified me, but the thought of obeying him to such an extreme turned me on even more, so once again I moaned and nodded my head vigorously in the affirmative as I continued to suck on his cock furiously.
"Such a fucking slut," he moaned, getting close. "You do know Frederick wants to fuck you? I know he jerks off thinking about you all the time. Do you want to fuck my friend, Mommy?"
Another moan, not so much in agreement to the question, but to the increasing pleasure I was giving myself with my hand, although the news that I was an eighteen-year-old's stroke fantasy added to the turn-on.
Seconds later my mouth was filled with my son's sticky seed, and I relished every drop as I worked to suck him dry.
Pulling out his cock, he looked sternly down at me and ordered, "Don't come, Mommy, I'll finish you later."
He tapped my nose with his cock as I stopped touching myself just seconds before an orgasm. He wrangled his cock back into his pants and I'd just stood up when Frederick entered the kitchen. I silently thanked the Fates that my Master had allowed me to swallow this time instead of giving me a facial.
"Dude, what's taking so long?" he asked.
"I just had to help mom with a full load," he replied smoothly as he closed the dishwasher, even though the naughty implication was obvious to me and had my cheeks turning red.
"Dude, I'm dying on my own," Frederick complained as if the video game was real life and death.
Adding to the innuendo, the thought of fucking Frederick in my head, I quipped, "Sorry Frederick, but Michael needs to do his chores, which include unloading daily."
Michael laughed and Frederick looked confused, wondering what was so funny.
Soon I was alone with the sweet aftertaste of my son's cum lingering in my mouth, a constant reminder of my submissive position, and hungry for more.
I was upstairs on my laptop a couple hours later when Michael came into my room and asked, "Did Mommy obey me and not come?"
Closing my laptop, I placed it on the nightstand and turned to answer, "Yes Master, Mommy was a good girl."
"Does she want to be a bad girl?" he asked, moving to the bed.
"I can be whatever my big boy wants me to be," I purred, ready for utter submission.
He smiled and after a few seconds he replied, "Hold that thought, I have an idea."
"I just bet you do," I retorted playfully, getting down on all fours.
"Mommy, do you like role playing?" he asked.
"Sure," I smiled, crawling closer to him. "Last night I really enjoyed playing the horny Mother who becomes a dirty slut for her innocent, virginal son."
"I liked that one too," he smiled, before adding, "I plan on playing that scenario over and over and over again. Leaving out the innocent and virginal bits, of course."
I reached for his concealed weapon and purred, "You'd better not be teasing Mommy."
He put his finger to my lips. "Shhhh, Mommy. I am teasing you and I'm about to do it some more. I want you to check your closet and figure out how best to dress like a teacher with what's there, is that clear?"
I nodded in agreement as his finger remained on my lips.
"Good Mommy," he smiled, adding, "I'll be downstairs setting things up. Come down when you're ready."
I watched him stride out, impressed by his self-control (I was pretty much throwing myself at him) and his assertiveness (he was quickly transitioning into his new role as cock of the house).
I got off the bed and pondered how a teacher would dress. I decided to dress conservatively on the outside but sexy underneath.
I kept on my black thigh highs, discarded my bra (I'd been allowed to wear the bra this evening since Frederick was in the house, although panties had now become a garment of the past 24/7 no matter what) and put on a pencil skirt and blue blouse. I arranged my hair in a bun to add to the teacher look before finishing my preparations by removing my contacts and donning my seldom-worn glasses. Looking in the mirror, I thought I looked more like a librarian than a teacher, but it should do.
I went downstairs and was surprised that Michael wasn't in the kitchen or the living room. I called out, "Michael, where are you?"
He called back, "I'm in your classroom, Ms. Lodge."
That must mean my home office, as that was where his voice was coming from. I went into my office and was surprised to see he'd set up my desk in a different way and created a mock desk for himself out of a small table and a chair. My desk even had an apple on it... and a banana, strangely enough.
Realizing we were already role playing and acting out some naughty fantasy of my son's, I walked over to my desk and demurely sat on top of it, legs crossed, the tops of my thigh high stockings just barely visible. (Okay, kind of demurely.)
I began the role-playing scenario by saying, "Good morning class." That's what any teacher would say for openers, so it should work.
"Good morning, Ms. Lodge," my lone student replied, staring quite obviously at my stocking-clad legs.



"So where did we leave off yesterday?" I asked, cuing my son to control the scenario.
"You were discussing the underlying incestuous plot of Hamlet and his mother," he smiled.
I replied, trying to remember a play I hadn't read in twenty years, "Well to continue, there have been many Shakespearian experts who point out there is plenty of naughty innuendo about an incestuous relationship between the two."
"Isn't that wrong?" Michael asked.
Dangling my heel from my left foot, I answered, "Well, society tells us it's wrong."
Michael stood up and asked, "But do you think it is wrong, Ms. Lodge?"
"I'm not one to judge," I answered, being professionally unbiased and non-committal.
"But in your personal opinion?" Michael pushed, just as my heel fell to the hardwood floor with a thud.
"Well, throughout history, incest has actually been pretty common, particularly among royal families such as the Habsburgs," I began lecturing, opening the door for my smiling student.
He kneeled on the floor and instead of retrieving my heel for me, he took my stocking-clad foot in his hands.
"Michael, what are you doing?" I asked, feigning displeasure.
"Just giving you a foot massage, Ms. Lodge," he answered as he began massaging my foot.
I stammered, "I don't think that's very appropriate, young man: I'm your teacher. If you continued, what would we do if your mother found out, for instance."
Ignoring my protest, Michael replied obliquely, "Speaking of whom, you know you look a lot like my Mother, Ms. Lodge."
"Michael, please stop this," I protested.
Instead he said, "Shhhh, Ms. Lodge, I know exactly what my teacher needs."
"Michael, enough," I objected, standing up and huffing, "I am your teacher."
Michael also stood up and spun me around and unzipped my skirt as he said, "Yes you are Ms. Lodge, and you're also one hot fucking MILF."
I again feigned taking offense. "Please stop this, Michael," as my skirt fell to the floor.
"My, my, my, teacher, you aren't even wearing panties. Only sluts go without panties, Ms. Lodge," he purred, bending me over the desk.
I let out a surprised yelp as I once again protested, trying to sound adamant, "Michael, stop it this instant!"
"Shut up, Ms. Lodge," he said firmly. "Dressing like a slut all this time, going without a bra, teasing me with those big tits swaying around under your blouses, you've obviously wanted this for a long time."
I whimpered as I continued playing the helpless victim even as I felt something cold penetrating me from behind. "Nooooooo!"
"Your mouth says no, but your wet cunt with the banana in it says yes, yes, yes," Michael smirked, as he pumped the slippery yellow fruit in and out of my undeniably wet box.
"Oh God," I moaned, as the orgasm I'd been forced to delay earlier began to bubble back to the surface.
"You like that, Ms. Lodge?" he asked as he stopped pumping, but with my pussy still filled with banana.
"Yes... I mean, no," I stammered, caught between the conflicting desires of continuing to resist in my role of teacher, or just giving in to my own very real carnal impulses.
He left the banana in my pussy as he strolled around the end of my desk to the other side and facing me, undid his pants. "Is teacher hungry?" he asked, releasing his firm cock.
Distracted by my own hunger to come, I moaned, "Famished."
"Beg for my cock, Ms. Lodge," he ordered, holding his cock inches away from my salivating mouth.
Giving in to my craving and to my submission, I begged, "Please Michael, let me teach your cock how to come."
"Teach away," he quipped, offering it to me.
I climbed up onto my hands and knees on my desk, the banana still inside me, as I took his cock into my mouth. Wanting him in my cunt, I teased him this time, using my mouth like an ocean of pleasure. I swirled my tongue around his mushroom top, I teased him relentlessly, but not allowing him any more than a slow build.
A few minutes of this cock-sucking teasing and Michael finally spoke. "You dress like a tease Ms. Lodge, and you suck cock like a whore. I think it's obvious that you want your student's cock to fuck your pussy, don't you Ms. Lodge?"
Looking up to him eagerly, I replied seductively, "Yes, Michael, please fuck your teacher's cunt. I've wanted you for so long."
He ordered, "Remain in place, Ms. Lodge."
I obeyed, remaining on my hands and knees on the desk and waiting for him to walk back around the desk and for my craving to be filled.
"Good girl, you're a very obedient teacher, Ms. Lodge," he said, patting my ass condescendingly. "Ever take a cock in your ass, Ms. Lodge?"
Back into acting mode, in real life he'd plugged my back door just last night after I'd almost begged him to, I pleaded with false fervour, "No, Michael, never that! Please shove that big cock in your teacher's cunt instead."
He chuckled as he rubbed his cockhead at my puckered back door. Even though I feigned resistance, the anticipation of his cock once more in my ass was delicious. He slowly pushed forward, penetrating my pucker and I whimpered, still playing the teacher and not the naughty Mommy-slut who craved his cock back in my ass, "Oh God, Michael, not there. That's way too nasty!"
"Your ass is letting me in pretty easily, Ms. Lodge," he pointed out as he slowly filled my back door.
"You're filling me so fuuuuuull," I whimpered, truthfully this time, as my being bent over and the banana still in my pussy made the sensation of his large cock in my ass feel even more intense.
"You like that, Ms. Lodge?" he asked, undoing my bun and grabbing a fistful of my hair.
"Noooooo," I moaned, the need I felt for him apparent in my moan, saying the opposite of the actual word.
"You're such a fucking liar, Ms. Lodge," he accused, pulling painfully on my hair. "You fucking love it, the body doesn't lie."
"Please stop doing this," I protested weakly, as I felt his hips pressing solidly against me, his cock firmly inside my ass.
"Sure, why not?" he agreed, "I'll just stand here with my cock buried in your poop chute."
For a long moment he stood there filling my ass with his perfect cock, all the while reaching around and wiggling the banana in my pussy. Finally, desperate to be fucked hard like I craved, I... both teacher and Pet Mommy... gave in and whimpered, "Please."
"Please what, Ms. Lodge?" he asked, still not moving at all.
"Please fuck me," I begged.
"Fuck you where, Ms. Lodge?" he questioned.
Giving in completely, I'm sure like he'd fantasized some teacher doing many times, I admitted, "My ass, dammit, I need you to fuck your teacher's tight ass."
"Oooooohhh," he moaned, beginning to pump his cock in and out of me.
My hunger to come had been simmering for so long, it took only a few strokes before I was pleading, "Harder Michael, please fuck my ass harder."
He obliged, and as his thrusts slammed into me, I held onto the corners of my desk for support. "Oh God, yes, fuck my ass, you big-dicked stud," I moaned, encouraging him to increase his forceful aggression.
"You like that, teach? You like your student's cock in your ass?" he demanded, his tone dripping with smugness.
"Oh yes, Michael, make teacher your slut, make me your ass-slut," I confirmed, my orgasm on the rise.
"I'm going to fuck you every day after class, Ms. Lodge," he said, continuing to slam into me from behind.
"I'm all yours, Michael," I whimpered, before adding, "I'm going to come soon, please tell me that's ok."
"Are you going to come from getting your ass fucked on your desk, Ms. Lodge?" he tormented my teacher character, I'm sure loving the idea of humiliating one of his real teachers.
"Yes, your cock fits so perfectly in my ass, baby," I complimented, seconds away from utopia.
"Then come, Ms. Lodge, come like the slutty teacher you are," he demanded, as he yanked back on my hair, pulling my head back.
Almost instantly my orgasm shivered, quaked and exploded through me and I screamed, "Ooooooooooh Michael, I'm coooooooooming."
He grunted seconds later, "Me too," as my juices flooded out of me with such force the makeshift banana cock was propelled out of me and onto the floor as my son's cum filled my ass.
Exhausted himself, he collapsed onto my back and held onto me as I continued to tremble from the pleasure he'd just given me.
He finally pulled out of my ass and turned me around. I smiled, "And, my dear boy, who were you really pretending to fuck while you fucked your Mommy's ass?"
He blushed, just like he had when his confidence had faded last night right after he'd come in me for the first time and then felt guilty. "No one," he whispered.
"Tell Mommy, is there a teacher you want to fuck?"
"Maybe," he admitted, not making eye contact.
"Michael, I raised you to look a woman in the eye when you're talking to her," I said, back in Mother mode.
"S-s-sorry," he apologized, looking into my eyes.
"Don't be sorry son, be strong. I need a strong man to be in control, and not just in the bedroom, but in my life," I explained, before adding, but first kissing him softly, "You are that man. Besides, you should know by now I won't judge you."
"Ok," he said, kissing me back with more force.
Breaking the kiss, I asked, "So is there a teacher you want to fuck?"
"Yes," he admitted, "Ms. Hughes."
"Your English teacher," I smiled, before adding, "That explains a lot."
He shrugged, "It's just an unreachable fantasy."
"So was fucking your Mother before last night," I pointed out.
He laughed, "That's true."
"And what is less likely, plugging your Mother's ass in her office, or getting your pretty young teacher onto all fours?" I asked, making it more simple than it was. Last night, I'd been the one putting the moves on him, at least at first.
"Well, when you put it that way," he smiled.
"I'm not saying you should throw her over her desk like a savage caveman, but nothing is impossible," I pointed out, lowering myself back onto my knees.
Looking down at me, my son asked, "So you think getting into Ms. Hughes' panties might be possible?"
I shrugged, "Maybe, especially if she learns how big her smartest student is."
"Mmmmmmm," he moaned as I took his cock back in my mouth, cleaning it off with my saliva, hoping for another good fucking fairly soon.
**********
Michael became insatiable. After the first couple days of taboo mother-son sex, he couldn't get enough of me. He continued sleeping in bed with me, and he could never get enough Mommy loving. It was like a child getting full access to a candy store, but this candy was his Mommy.
Over the next couple of weeks Michael and I played many different role-playing games. I was a nurse reviving a patient; I was a police officer interrogating a suspect; I was a queen disciplining a peasant. They were all fun, and they greatly expanded our repertoire of sexual positions.
Michael surprised me in early May with a naughty twist to our already kinky Submissive-Dom relationship. By now Michael had comfortably fit into the role of Dom and no longer had bouts of guilt, although he was still insecure at school with girls his own age, and he hadn't attempted anything at all towards wooing his cute teacher. In our house it was clear he was the man and I was the slut. Well, almost always: sometimes I had to step up to the plate and be his Mother.
I'd come home from work exhausted from four straight showings. Michael and Frederick were in their usual spots, playing video games.
Michael called out, "Mom, can you get Frederick and me a couple of cokes?"
"Sure, honey," I replied, knowing full well Michael's intent. Last night after depositing a load of his salty seed down my throat, he'd suggested that I tease Frederick the next time he was over.
I took a moment to remove my bra and stuff it in a drawer, undid a couple of extra buttons, grabbed a couple of glasses, poured some coke into each, added some ice and sauntered out like their maid.
After handing Michael his drink without any fanfare, I sauntered over to Frederick and bent down, allowing him a very generous up-close-and-personal look into my ample cleavage. He wouldn't be able to say he'd seen my bra this time, I was fairly sure he could see my nipples.
Lingering there way longer than necessary, I asked, my voice all flirty, "Can I get you anything else, Frederick?"
He stammered, "N-n-no."
"That's too bad," I purred, placing my hands on his legs very near his crotch to push myself up. From start to finish, his eyes hadn't wandered for an instant from my cleavage. Or at least I think it was cleavage: if your blouse gapes open enough that a guy can pretty much see your entire boobs, is it still called cleavage?
I returned to the kitchen, a big smile on my face and a tingle down below from my naughty flirtation.
A couple minutes later, I decided to tease Frederick some more.
I returned to the living room and lifted my heel with a buckle strap onto the couch. "Michael baby, could you unbuckle Mommy's shoe?"
He smiled knowingly, "Sure, Mom."
As he took his time unbuckling the strap of my heel, I positioned myself so the tops of my stockings were clearly visible to the young Frederick.
Just as Michael got my shoe unbuckled, I sighed dramatically, "Damn stockings, this garter-belt doesn't hold them up at all." I kept my foot on the couch directly in front of Frederick, who was almost drooling at the sight, and adjusted my stocking.
I slipped my shoe off and offered my son my other foot as I said, winking at Frederick playfully, "The things woman have to wear to please men."
Once Michael had unbuckled my second shoe, I asked, again with a tone of soft playful banter, "Can I get you two studs anything else?"
"No, we're fine," Michael replied, a devious smirk on his face and a confident look in his eyes as he glanced at his rattled friend.
I returned to the kitchen and was just beginning supper when Michael came into the kitchen.
He arrived behind me, reached under my skirt and slid a finger inside my wet pussy. "Did you like teasing my friend?"
I shrugged and turned it back on him asking playfully, but not meaning it, "Why? Does my big boy want me to fuck his friend?"
"Maybe I do. Would my slut Mommy like to take another virgin's cherry?" he asked, turning it back on me again.
At the time I thought we were just sharing some harmless playful banter, so I answered, "I'd fuck his brains out."
He yanked his finger out of me and my skirt fell back into place just as Frederick walked into the kitchen.
Michael said, "Thanks Mom, we'll make sure that happens."
"What happens?" a clueless Frederick asked.
Michael informed both of us. "We're going to have our own prom."
"We are?" Frederick asked, surprised by the suggestion.
"Yes, we are," Michael repeated, before revealing his plan. "You and I will go out for supper at Welton's and then come back here for a marathon evening of Call of Duty."
"That's brilliant," Frederick said.
Welton's is a five-star, two-hour meal type of place, and hard to get reservations, but I knew the owner personally, having sold her two houses. I pointed out, "If you're going to have your own prom, we'll need to rent you guys a couple of tuxes."
"It's done, then," Michael said with finality. "We'll create our own prom."
"Rad," Frederick agreed excitedly.
"And Mom will chauffeur us around, won't you Mom?" he asked.
"Of course, son," I replied, obediently, "it'll be fun to see you studs dressed so sexy. I can be the lucky gal dating you two studs at your own prom."
Frederick's face went red at that, and I pushed it even a shade further when I added, walking over to a bewildered Frederick, "Plus? There's something so sexy about a handsome boy in a tux: that really gets me revved up."
I winked saucily at Frederick and disappeared upstairs, leaving Frederick with a pretty impressive tent in his trousers.
**********

That night as Michael fucked me in the ass, his favorite before-bedtime activity, he asked, as my increasing moans of ecstasy told him my orgasm was on the rise, "Will Mommy obey every order I give her?"
I moaned without hesitation, loving to do whatever my son ordered me to do, "Oh God yes, I'm yours to do with as you please."
His strong hands grabbed my hips and held me in place, his perfect cock deep in my ass. "You will do whatever I say?" he asked again.
"Fuck Michael, yes, whatever you want, always," I replied, frustrated at being denied the hard fucking I was craving.
As he began fucking me again, Michael asked, "We were kind of kidding around in the kitchen tonight, but now I'm asking you a serious question: would you like to take Frederick's virginity?"
I moaned, his cock feeling so good pumping in and out of my ass, "Is that what my big boy wants? Does he want his Pet Mommy to fuck his friend?"
"Now that you ask, that's exactly what I want you to do," my son informed me, his tone not nearly as playful as mine.
I looked him in the eye the best I could, since I was on all fours and his hands were firmly on my hips as he continued fucking my back door. "Are you actually serious, Michael?"
"Deadly," he smiled, revealing his plan to me. "We're going to have our own prom, which will include what usually happens on prom night."
"Dancing?" I quipped, trying to be funny.
"Nope. Fucking," Michael countered, smacking my ass.
"You've put some thought into this already," I smiled, the naughty ideas in my son's dirty mind both exciting me and scaring me.
"You ever been double penetrated, Mommy?" he asked, as casual as if he were asking if I'd ever been to Europe.
He slammed into my ass and remained there, his big cock lodged deep in my ass. I moaned, "No, that would be a first for me."
"Ever fantasized about it?" he questioned.
"Of course, baby," I replied, wiggling my ass, trying to entice him back into fucking me.
"You'll obey whatever I order you to do, Mommy-slut?" he asked again as he gave me one quick, hard, in and out.
"Fuuuuck, yes," I screamed, adding, "I will fuck Frederick, baby, if that's what you want."
"Good slut," Michael said before returning to pounding me from behind.
By now the idea of becoming a slut for my son's best friend was getting me really excited. I moaned, "Oh yes, baby, please let Mommy be a slut for Frederick."
"You may come now, Mommy," he grunted as I felt his sticky seed explode in my ass.
I obeyed, letting the rising tide flood over me, the sexy thought of being a virgin taker for the second time washing through my mind.
Pulling out, his white spunk leaking out of my well-fucked ass, he collapsed onto the bed beside me and looked me in the eye. "I'm serious, I want you to let Frederick fuck you."
"I understand and I agree," I acknowledged weakly as I gradually recovered from my orgasm. "Do you want him to learn you're a Mother-fucker?"
"I don't know yet, but I think so. It's a fucking amazing secret, and I'm dying to tell someone," he said, my shy nerdy Michael surfacing again.
"I do have a career to protect," I pointed out. "And you wouldn't want it to get around your school."
"I know," Michael said, contemplating my words.
After a couple minutes of silence, Michael promised, "I've got it covered, Mommy."
He wrapped his arms around me and even though the thought of the truth coming out scared me, I trusted him unconditionally.
**********
Prom was May 14th and as Michael had promised, he'd come up with a plan. I was just finishing smoothing on my mocha thigh highs, when Michael came into our bedroom dressed in a tux, looking hot as Hell, the spitting image of his father. Although I'd always thought my son was handsome, the tux moved him to a different level. He was downright sexy. He came up behind me, squeezed my ass possessively and said confidently, "So... I've decided what I'll expect from you tonight, Mommy."



I turned around in just my bra and thigh highs and asked, my hand reaching for his cock, "And what would that be, sexy?"
"At the restaurant, I want you to flirt excessively with Frederick under the table," he replied.
"Hmmmmm," I said.
He smiled, putting his hands on my shoulders and guiding me down to my very regular submissive position.
Without instructions, I retrieved his cock from his trousers and stroked him gently. "You're such a very naughty boy to whore your Mother out like this," I teased, before asking, "May I have an appetizer to get me in the mood?"
"Of course," he smirked, as I opened my mouth and took his cock in my mouth.
Knowing time was of the essence before we'd have to leave, I bobbed back and forth hungrily, eager to taste his addictive seed. As I sucked his cock like a dirty slut, Michael continued explaining his plans for me. "Then I want you to give Frederick a hand job."
I stopped sucking and took my son's eight inches of meat out of my mouth and asked, "Really? At the restaurant?"
"Yes," he said, adding, "Until he comes."
"How am I supposed to make that happen?" I asked, unable to fathom how I could accomplish such a daring task with such a shy boy.
"That's for you to figure out, Mommy-slut," Michael smirked, "now get back to work."
Over the past two weeks, Michael had become more dominant and his expectations of me had steadily increased. The line between son and Dom no longer fazed him, and his treatment of me had become bolder. Acknowledging my role in this power shift and pleased by it, I didn't argue but simply replied, "Yes, Master," and took his cock back in my mouth.
As I went for the kill, Michael continued, "Lastly, I trust Frederick and I know he can keep our dirty little secret. So not only will you take Frederick's virginity, but tonight you'll also receive your first double penetration."
The thought of Frederick's knowing scared me, yet the thought of my giving Michael unconditional control over me was exhilarating. I continued my furious assault on his cock and was rewarded with a load of my son's sweet seed, plus getting double penetrated had always been a fantasy of mine, one that Michael now was obsessed with ever since our earlier conversations on the subject.
Once I'd swallowed every last drop, I allowed his cock to slip out of my mouth and asked from my submissive position, "You're absolutely certain you can trust Frederick?"
"Do you trust me?" Michael asked, as he tucked his cock away for the time being.
"Of course, with all my heart and soul; you own me, Michael," I replied, meaning every word.
"Then trust me in this," he smiled, helping me to my feet. "I love you and I won't ever do anything to hurt you."
He kissed me passionately, like two lovers would do. It was soft and tender yet contained the fierce passion of a young couple in love.
Twenty-five minutes later we all arrived at the restaurant. It was obvious that Frederick was obsessed with my very generous display of cleavage as he continually took quick glances, which he thought were sly and discreet but were anything but. We were seated, and I surprised Frederick when I told him to "Slide over, good looking," and sat beside him instead of the obvious choice, my son.
"Kkkkk," he said, his face flushing both at my compliment and my hand on his leg as I sat down, pretending to use it for balance.
"Thanks, sweetie," I smiled, sitting down and giving his leg a friendly squeeze before removing my hand.
"N-n-no problem," he stammered, adorably flustered.
I ordered a bottle of wine; yes, they were underage, but when you know the owner, such trivialities can be overlooked. I was hoping the wine would help, both by providing an excuse for what was about to happen, and also to relax me a bit, as the task at hand was still a bit nerve-wracking.
Once we'd ordered our meals, I made a toast, "To the best prom ever."
The boys concurred and after clinking glasses, they each drank their wine and each made that first time tasting red wine face, and then tried to hide it... all of which was hilarious.
As we ate our salads a few minutes later, our first glasses of wine almost done, I placed my hand on Frederick's leg again, this time keeping it there. His eyes went big as he tried to process what I was doing. Michael smiled knowingly.
I chatted with my son casually as my hand slowly crept towards his best friend's cock. I was worried Frederick would pass out, as he was holding his breath.
Amused by Frederick's bewilderment, I boldly placed my hand directly onto his fully erect, and impressively sized, cock. He let out a gasp.
Michael asked, "You ok, Frederick?"
"Y-y-yes, f-f-fine," Frederick stammered as my hand continued resting on his cock.
Entertaining myself, I added, the innuendo obvious to us all, "So Frederick, what's up?"
"W-w-what?" he stammered, as I began rubbing his cock through his pants.
The waiter arrived with our main course, not ending poor Frederick's focused attention, since my motionless hand still lingered there, a constant tease.
Once our meals were placed before us, I gave Frederick one final squeeze before returning my hand to the table. We ate mostly in silence, each of us thinking different, yet similar thoughts.
I gave Michael a nod as we finished eating our dinners and accepting my cue he said, "I need to go to the washroom."
Seconds after my son was gone, I went to work. I returned my hand to Frederick's cock and after giving it a firm squeeze, I unzipped his pants. "Frederick dear, is it ok if I get some dessert from you?"
"M-M-Ms. Lodge?" he stammered again, overwhelmed by my suggestion.
"Yes?" I smiled, fishing out his fully erect cock from his trousers, which were still fastened at the top.
"W-w-what are y-y-you doing, Ms. L-L-Lodge?" Frederick stuttered, looking around, probably for some morality squad to show up and begin condemning us in loud voices.
Sitting in the back of the restaurant like we were, no one could see my hand stroking his cock. "Just whipping up some dessert, baby," I purred.
"Oh God," he moaned, watching me with frozen delight.
"Do you find me sexy, Frederick?" I asked, demurely.
"S-s-sexy? Y-y-you? Y-y-yes," he moaned.
"Would you like me to suck your cock later on, baby?" I purred as I continued stroking his cock.
"W-w-what?" he gasped at my shocking question.
Ignoring his rhetorical question, I continued, "Or would you rather fuck me?"
"Aaaaah," he groaned a moment later and I felt his warm liquid coating my hand as I continued pumping his throbbing cock.
"Hmmmm, I'll take that nice warm rainfall as a yes, baby," I smiled, as I released his cock and brought my hand to my mouth. He watched in stunned silence as I licked all his cum up and swallowed it. "Hmmmm, delicious, I think I may need a bedtime snack later tonight. You do provide refills, don't you?"
"I-I-I," he babbled.
Becoming the slut my son wanted me to be, I went even further than he'd instructed as I said, "Ohhhh, I missed some." I bent down below the tabletop and swallowed Frederick's big cock in one quick deep throat before just as quickly sitting back up. "Fuck, baby, you must have to beat the girls off with a stick with such a sweet cock."
Before he could reply, Michael returned to the table and asked, seeing my devious smile, "Did I miss anything?"
"Oh, no," I purred, "I was just getting to know your best friend a bit better." I glanced down and saw Frederick awkwardly putting his cock away.
"Really?" Michael said, "What did you learn?"
"That's my delicious little secret," I quipped, at which Frederick gasped.
Frederick stammered, "I-I-I have to go the washroom."
I stood up in the aisle so he could slide out of the booth, giving his ass a sly squeeze as he lurched past me.
He let out another gasp and was gone, and I burst out laughing.
"Obviously you completed task one," Michael deduced.
Still laughing, I reported, "The looks on his face were well worth the price of admission."
"I bet they were," my son smiled before adding, "By the way, I think you have a little leftover dessert on your chin."
Moving my hand to my chin, I felt a bit of overlooked Frederick goo, which got me laughing again as I retrieved the final remaining evidence and sucked it into my mouth.
When Frederick returned, Michael and I immediately stood up and I said, my innuendo playful and full of promise, "Well my virile prom dates, let's go home and share some yummy dessert."
We drove home, and the boys chatted randomly as I contemplated the upcoming DP my son was planning for me. Mostly I was excited, the thought of two cocks filling me simultaneously was a fantasy of mine (although not one I'd ever anticipated becoming a reality), yet I still worried that allowing another person to learn of my intimate relationship with my son was risky.
I pulled into the driveway and my son quipped, "Let's go continue our very special prom."
Frederick joked, "You make it sound like some made for TV after school special."
"Well, it will be special," I added, my tone dripping with sexual innuendo.
"Promises, promises," Michael quipped.
As I opened my car door, I winked subtly to Frederick, "It's already been a special night, hasn't it, Frederick?"
Frederick's face again went tomato-coloured as he stammered, "Y-y-yes, Ms. Lodge."
While we waited for Michael to unlock the door, I sidled up to Frederick and whispered, "Frederick, please call me Betty now, especially after all we've shared together." I slyly squeezed his cock briefly before entering the house.
Frederick stood paralyzed as Michael opened the front door for me like a proper gentleman.
Once we were in the house, I went into the kitchen and poured three glasses of wine as Frederick, still stunned, joined Michael and me. I walked over to the bewildered horny teenager and handed him a drink. Grabbing mine, as Michael grabbed his, I proposed, "A toast... to a prom to remember."
We all clinked, and Frederick drank almost his entire glass in a single swallow.
I asked, "So what are you two sexy studs going to do now?"
"Probably play some Call of Duty like we planned," Michael shrugged.
"Well, go play while I fix you two sexy studs some snacks," I suggested.
The boys left, and I made a big plate of appetizers as the set-up continued. I joined the boys in the living room and like I had before, I made sure to bend directly in front of Frederick so he could take a good long look into my cleavage. Not braless this time, I was saving some things for later.
"Shit Frederick, what are you doing?" Michael asked, even though he knew exactly what his friend was doing, staring at his mother's tits.
"W-w-what?" Frederick stammered, turning back to the game to see that he'd just been killed.
"Sorry, sexy," I shrugged, and asked, "But since you're dead, could you be a dear and unbuckle my shoes? My feet are killing me."
"S-s-sure," the adorable boy, so out of his league, stammered, as I rested my foot on the coffee table.
"Mom, move your ass, it's in my way," Michael complained.
I turned, wiggled it in his face and quipped, "Is this better?"
Michael surprised Frederick with some audacity for the first time as he smiled, "Actually Mommy, that's much better."
Meanwhile, Frederick had moved his hands, shaking noticeably, to my shoe and was awkwardly unbuckling it. Once he was done, I switched feet and he removed my other shoe. Both shoes off, I stood up, stretched towards the ceiling like that other evening, allowing my breasts once again to become the focus of attention before saying, "Thanks darling, I owe you one."
I collapsed on the couch beside the stunned teen and watched the two resume their game. I positioned myself so my feet were on the coffee table and stretched out so my dress rode up enough to show the tops of my stockings and a bit of skin.
Frederick continued taking quick glances at my legs as he attempted to focus on the game.
Finally, I complained, "Guys, this is boring. It's time to make this more like a proper prom."
Frederick asked, still unable to pry his eyes away from my legs. "How?"
Standing up, I announced, "We should dance."
"I don't dance," both boys said in unison.
I went to the stereo, put on a sappy ballad, then returned and grabbed Frederick's hands and pulled him up. I smiled, "Every boy should get at least one prom night slow dance with a hot girl," I said, before fishing, "Unless you studs don't think I'm hot?"
Frederick looked to Michael for help, but Michael just chuckled teasingly, "Go ahead, tell my Mom what you say about her when she isn't around."
Frederick's face went red.
I asked playfully, "What do you say, Freddy?"
Michael, setting up the alone time I needed to finish the easiest seduction ever, acted all concerned all of a sudden, "Oh crap, I left my wallet at the restaurant."
"You did?" I asked, turning towards him, my ass slyly brushing against the protrusion in Frederick's pants.
"Yes, I remember setting it down on the table before we left, and I don't have it now," he lied.
"Well, you'd better go back and get it," I suggested.
"Sorry Frederick, will you be alright till I get back?" Michael asked.
I answered for him, my ass moving back to make firm contact with Frederick to signal my intentions. "Don't worry Michael, I'll take very good care of your friend."
"You do that," Michael replied, Frederick oblivious to the full breadth of our plan.
Michael left and I turned around and smiled, "Now... where were we? Oh yes, your slow dance."
I pulled the befuddled teenager into me, his face literally inches away from my big breasts as we danced, if you could call it that.
A couple minutes of slow close dancing and I leaned into his ear and asked, "Are you a virgin, Frederick?"
He stammered, "Y-y-yes m-m-ma'am."
I bit his ear playfully. "It's Betty, sexy. Remember?"
"S-s-sorry, Betty," he babbled, his face again as red as red can be.
"So what do you say about me to my son that you'd rather I didn't hear?" I asked, my free hand squeezing his ass.
"N-n-nothing," he again stammered.
"Tell Betty," I purred, "Maybe I can make your fantasy into a reality."
"Ummm... I said you were hot... and that..." he began, then blurted out in a rush, "... that I wished I could f-f-fuck you."
"You'd like to fuck me?" I asked delightedly as if this were news, my hand going directly to his front bulge, "with this?"
"Yeeeeess," he whimpered the moment I touched him.
"Well, I think proms should end with everyone having sex, shouldn't they?" I asked.
"In the movies they do," Frederick agreed.
"Well then, shall we make our own movie version of tonight's prom?" I asked, dropping to my knees and fishing his cock out of his trousers.
"Oh God," the adorable teen gasped, as my hand wrapped around his nine-inch hard cock, even longer than my son's impressive fuck stick.
"Oh God indeed, I plan to worship this delicious cock, baby," I teased, my tongue flicking his cock head.
"Ms. Lodge," he whimpered.
"No, you need to call me slut," I purred back.
"W-w-what?" he gasped, not able to process the extremities of what was happening to him.
"Tonight, I am yours Freddy, and I want you to use me as you've fantasized doing all those times you were checking out my legs, tits and ass. You've even fantasized about me while you jerked off, haven't you, big boy?" I asked, taking all of his cock in my mouth and then slowly pulling back until his lollipop top popped out of my mouth.
"Aaaaaaah, yes, erm, Betty... umm, slut?... I fantasize about you all the time," he admitted.
"What do you imagine?" I asked, swirling my tongue around his mushroom top.
"Well... feeling your legs in pantyhose," he offered.
One quick deep throat. "Actually, I wore stockings tonight so you'd have easier access to my wet cunt."
"Shiiiiit," he whimpered, not used to hearing such words from a friend's mother.
"What else do you imagine, baby?" I questioned, licking all the way down his solid shaft.
"Your tits," he groaned, "I've always wanted to see them."
Licking my tongue back up to the tip of his prick, I then stood up, turned around and asked, "Whatever you wish. Will you please unzip me, baby?"
I felt his hands trembling as he awkwardly unzipped me. Once it was free, I allowed my dress to cascade harmlessly to the floor.
Turning around I smiled, and silently reached my hands behind my back to unclasp my bra. His eyes were like the ones in those Roger Rabbit cartoons, bugged out, and his open mouth was watering like the big bad wolf's. I allowed my bra to hit the floor as well. My firm breasts were now right in the face of the virgin teenager. He was so captivated by them that I thought it could be a long time before he'd even notice my naked snatch. Smiling coyly, I asked, "So sexy, do you think seeing them is enough for you, or would you like to touch them?"
His eyes never left my breasts as he asked, like a kid at a candy store longing for a treat he's never been allowed, "May I?"
"On two conditions," I said.
"Anything," he said in a trance.
"First, you have to suck both of my nipples, they're dying for attention."
"Ooooookay," he said, his thin propriety line being all that was remaining between him and doing whatever he wanted with me right now.
"And second," I said, cupping my breasts towards his mouth, "you have to promise to fuck me like a dirty slut."
"Kkkk," he agreed, I doubt really comprehending my words as I offered him my left nipple. But he did manage to open his mouth and take it between his lips.
"Hmmmmm," I moaned, my voice over the top with sexy ups and downs, "Mommy likes."
He licked and sucked and explored like the virgin he was. What he lacked in experience, he made up for with his eagerness to please. He moved to my other breast and replicated the concentrated attention.
Finally I said, "So Frederick, I'm your prom slut tonight. What do you want to do to me?"
The shift from shy to stud seemed to have shifted sometime while he was making love to my breasts as he said, apparently having processed my earlier condition, "On your knees, slut."
I smiled and said while obeying his order, "I love a man who knows what he wants."
"Then I want you to suck my cock," he ordered, holding it out for me.
"Hmmmm, yes Master," I said, now giving him all the power possible before taking his cock in my mouth.
Unlike my teasing of before, this time I sucked him like the expert cock sucker that I am. I bobbed back and forth, taking his entire cock in my mouth while sucking it like a porn star on a deadline. I wanted him to come in my mouth, I wanted to be his first everything. I'd already given him his first hand job, and I hoped before the night was through to take his virginity and maybe even take him in my ass.
"Oh shit," he groaned, only a few bobs into my royal cock sucking treatment, and I already felt his load of cum spraying down my throat. I didn't slow down until long after every sweet speck of his seed had been deposited in me.
Finally removing his cock from my mouth, I asked, "Think you can go again, stud?"
"Um-I..." I stammered.
I took his cock back into my mouth for a quick couple of bobs, before asking, looking demure, "Will you fuck me, sexy?"
"Bend over, slut," he ordered arrogantly, surprising me. A welcome surprise, of course.
I climbed onto the couch and got on my knees, "Like this?" I asked.
He moved behind me and was about to slip his cock inside me when Michael's loud voice spoke up as if from nowhere. "What's going on here?"
Frederick jumped back and stammered, "U-u-um, I..."
"Frederick was about to fuck me, Master," I replied.
Frederick stared at me, struggling to comprehend my words.



"Get over here, slut," Michael demanded.
I obediently slid off the couch and crawled over to my son as Frederick watched, bewildered.
"How dare you start without me, Mommy-slave?" Michael berated me, pulling his pants down.
No instructions were needed as I pulled my son's semi-hard cock out of his Saxx underwear (I'd upgraded him since our first night) and took it into my mouth.
Frederick gasped.
Michael explained, while his cock grew in my mouth, "My Mom is my slut, Frederick. I am her Master and she is my personal fuck toy, my sex slave."
"But that's incest," Frederick objected.
"Sex is sex Frederick, and there's nothing better than my Mom's beautiful lips wrapped around my cock," Michael explained, before adding, "Well, other than maybe my cock in her cunt or her ass."
"You have sex with your Mom?"
"Every day I fuck one, two or all three of her holes, don't I Mommy?"
"Yes, Master, my entire body is yours to use whenever you want" I declared, and added, looking back to Frederick, "and with whomever you want."
Michael asked Frederick, as I returned to sucking my son's delicious cock, "You can keep this a secret, right?"
"I can't believe it," I heard Frederick say.
"That's not an answer," Michael said, before adding, "Mommy here wants to be double penetrated, and I thought you would be the perfect choice to help us make that happen. Plus, if you can keep our secret, you can have my Mom however you want and whenever you want."
"Seriously?" Frederick asked.
"Am I serious, Mother?"
Taking Michael's beautiful cock out of my mouth, I stood up and sauntered seductively, nakedly displaying all my charms, to the stunned Frederick. I said demurely, "Frederick, if you can keep our itty-bitty sinful secret, you can shoot your cum in my mouth whenever you want, you can fuck my cunt whenever you want, and you can bury that sweet cock of yours in my ass whenever you want. You can do lots of other things too, we'll just have to think of them."
"Fuck him now, Mother," Michael ordered.
I pushed Frederick onto the couch and straddled him. Lowering my cunt within an inch of his erect cock I asked, "So sweetie, do you think you can keep all this a secret?"
"God, yeeees," he moaned, an instant before my pussy swallowed his cock.
"You can't tell anyone at all," I reminded him, his cock now fully inside me.
"I swear," he whimpered.
"Not ever, baby," I purred.
"Kkkk," he barely got out.
"I ground my hips on his cock and added, "Good, because I'll do absolutely anything to make you happy enough to keep this secret no matter what." I leaned in and kissed him while I started slowly riding his cock.
For a couple minutes we kissed while I rode him, gradually going faster and faster.
As expected, Michael joined us. I felt his hands on my hips and he ordered, "Hold still, Mommy, it's time for your first double penetration."
"Yes, Master," I agreed, breaking my kiss with Frederick.
Michael's cock slowly filled my ass and I whimpered, the sensations of a cock in my ass feeling so different when another one was already in my cunt.
Frederick watched in voyeuristic awe as his best friend sodomized his mother.
Michael explained, as his cock filled my ass, "Frederick, it's a long crazy story, but Mom has become my unconditional slut, my very own sex pet, as obedient as any loyal puppy; isn't that right, Mommy?"
I barked in agreement.
"But how?" Frederick asked, still bewildered.
"I'll tell you the whole story later, but for now let's concentrate on making this the best prom ever," Michael said.
"Already there," Frederick smiled, finally beginning to get comfortable with the bizarreness.
"Ride us, Mommy," my son, my Master, ordered.
I obeyed eagerly, although I was stymied by how awkward it was to move with two cocks buried in me. I moved slowly, experimentally, trying to find a motion that worked, but after a couple minutes of constant awkwardness Michael suggested, "Maybe we should fuck you instead, Mommy."
"God, yes," I agreed, totally frustrated from all this stop and go, which also had my orgasm on hold, not building, instead it just being an infuriating constant tease.
"Hold still, Mother," Michael ordered.
I obeyed.
"You ready to really fuck my Mom, Frederick?" Michael asked, I assume with a big grin on his face.
"Fuck, yes," a growingly confident Frederick groaned.
"Buck your ass up Frederick, as I slam forward... on three, ok?" Michael instructed.
"Yep."
"One, two, three," Michael counted as they thrust into me, my breasts crashing into Frederick's face as I screamed, the double deepness bringing intense pleasure, "Yes, Fuuuuuuck meeeeeeeee, boooooooys."
And in perfect unison I rose and fell helplessly as my son and his best friend double penetrated me. When they both thrust deep into me, I felt so filled up that it almost felt like their cocks were touching. Each deep thrust had me making sounds I'd never heard escape me before.
After only a few deep thrusts, my orgasm, which had been simmering in no cum land forever, began rising quickly. "Don't stop," I whimpered as my orgasm continued its rise to eruption.
"Is Mommy close?" Michael asked.
"Yes, Master, your sluuuuuuut is sooo close," I answered, as another double thrust riddled my sexual senses.
After a few minutes of hardcore double pleasure, my breathing was getting erratic and Michael knew I was close. He softly instructed, "I want you to come for us, my pet."
Frederick added, surprising me as he barked like a drill sergeant, "Come now slut, come for your Masters."
"Yes! Harder!" I screamed, knowing the breakers were about to crash over me.
Both boys added something extra to their pummeling as Frederick bucked up into me reaching new unexplored depths, as Michael slammed into me, and as my tits crashed over and over into Frederick's face, my orgasm hit, one unlike any I'd ever felt before. "Fuuuuuuck, you mother fuckers, your sluuuuut is coming!"
Both of them continued their hardcore double penetration as my orgasm cascaded through me like a waterfall, washing through me, carrying me to a state of euphoria.
Watching me come was too much for the no-longer-virgin Frederick who grunted, "I'm coming too," and I felt my pussy walls sprayed with cum.
My son pulled out of my ass, walked around the couch and shoved his cock in my mouth. He face fucked me, his balls bouncing off my chin as he used my mouth as his cum bank. I desperately tried to control my gag reflex as he slammed into my mouth, and I was thankful when his grunt and spray soon followed. He slowed down immediately after shooting, allowing me to savour the taste of his cum before swallowing it down.
Pulling out of my mouth, he asked Frederick, who was being suffocated by my tits, "Was fucking my Mom as good as you imagined?"
I leaned back so Frederick could breathe and talk.
"God yes, but it seems like a dream," Frederick gasped, bewilderment still on his face.
I smiled, "Well then keep dreaming, baby, I want you in my ass before this prom is done."
"You can't be serious?" an exhausted Frederick replied.
Michael laughed, "That's why I had to get you involved. Mom can go all night and again in the morning and again the next evening: it's a vicious exhausting circle."
"You poor baby," I quipped, grabbing his still hard cock. "You sexy fuckers are young and virile, and thank God you have quick recovery time."
Michael agreed, "Well, let's take a few minutes to recover, grab some wine, and maybe some whipped cream and strawberries before going another round."
"You have ten minutes, and then I want you boys reloaded," I demanded, standing up to stretch my legs, cum leaking down my leg. "Fuck Frederick, you came buckets."
"Years of solo practice," he shrugged.
"Well, now you've joined the big leagues," I quipped.
Suddenly the phone rang. I walked, naked except for my thigh highs, to the phone and answered it. "Oh hi, Crystal."
Michael smiled at an earlier promise of mine to seduce my daughter, his sister. So far I'd been able to avoid doing it because Crystal lived three hours away, on the other coast. Michael whispered to Frederick, who nodded in agreement and walked over to begin licking my cunt while I spoke with my daughter.
"Yes, dear, I'll pick you up at the airport. What time does your flight arrive, which airline and what's the flight number?"
She gave me the details while Frederick eagerly licked my wet pussy, making it hard to concentrate, and even harder when I realized with a barely suppressed gasp that he was probably licking up his own cum.
"Why don't you just email it to me, it's late, I've been drinking, and I can't concentrate," I suggested, just as I felt cold liquid sliding down my chest. I yelped, startled by Michael pouring wine down my front.
"No, no, I'm ok, sweetheart, just spilled some wine on myself; I told you I was drinking. Can I call you back tomorrow? I'm kind of in a sticky situation," I said, which made Michael laugh.
"Bye honey, look forward to seeing you," I said.
"To seeing all of you dear sister," Michael added, but thankfully Crystal had hung up by then. "So she's coming for my graduation?"
"Yes, she arrives neeeeext Thursday," I said, letting out a moan as Frederick slid a finger inside me.
"Delicious," Michael said.
"Yes, she is," Frederick agreed, licking my pussy mixed with wine, oblivious to the next naughty plan Michael had in store for his Pet Mommy.
An hour later Frederick had completed his trifecta of fucking, having fucked all three of my holes, and even a fulfilling a quadfecta if you include the hand job at the restaurant. After a long ass fuck, he shot his final load all over my face at the suggestion of my son, who'd already done the same a couple minutes earlier, following a long blow job from yours truly.
Frederick in the shower, Michael said to me, "Well that was fun."
"Fuck Michael, I haven't ever been fucked so thoroughly," I admitted, my knees sore, my jaw aching, and my ass and cunt raw.
"So I finally found a way to fuck you into submission," Michael smiled.
"You fucked me into submission long ago, Master," I smiled, noticing his cock was growing again and believe it or not I was still craving his cum, like an addict. I asked, "A midnight snack?"
"Snack away, my pet," Michael offered. "And pretty soon you'll be snacking on Crystal's cunt."
Stopping just before taking his cock back in my mouth, "About that," I said.
"Yes?"
"I'm not sure it's such a good idea."
"You're not going to disobey an order from your Master, are you?"
"It's just... how am I supposed to seduce my own daughter?"
"You seduced me," he pointed out, "and you did it very well."
"I know, but seducing a guy is pretty easy, and I already knew you fantasized about me," I pointed out. "Plus, we have no reason to believe Crystal is even bi."
"Well, I guess this time will be more of a challenge," Michael said, snapping his fingers.
Like a dog diving for a bone, I'd been conditioned to begin sucking at the snap of my son's fingers. As I bobbed up and down on his cock, I tried to figure out how I could go about seducing my daughter. The idea turned me on, obeying Michael turned me on, yet making his next fantasy into a reality was truly going to be a challenge.
That said, like all submissive sluts, I was always up for a challenge.
THE END
Continued in part 3: "Pet Mommy": Fucking with Mommy-Slut where Betty must seduce her daughter.
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Manipulating Mommy
Did you ever watch the movie 'Footloose'? Either version works for my point, as in both versions of the movie, the main character, who is a girl, rebels against her overpowering preacher Father and questions her own faith.
Well at eighteen, living in a crazy world and watching my own Father unable to practice what he preaches in regards of how he raises his son, me, or how he treats my very obedient mother. I too, like the girl in the movie, had lost faith.
I was angry at losing my grandmother prematurely, who I loved more than anything else. Angry at a Father who believed the Bible was his to use to manipulate people as he wished. It wasn't that I didn't believe in God, because I did and do, but I didn't believe my Father's version.
I was sixteen when I first realized how my dad manipulated scripture. Now don't get me wrong I had listened to many sermons and saw how he played with the content to get his point across, but the underlying truth was always still the truth. We were at supper and my mom was standing up for me after my report card came home and it was not up to my Father's 'all-mighty' standards.
Mom defended, "Bill, he is a good student; he just struggles with the math."
My Father, whose rage could go from zero to ten on the Richter scale in a heartbeat, snapped, "Stop defending him, Erin."
"But...." Mom began, but was interrupted by the most pretentious and absurd thing I had ever seen.
My Father actually quoted scripture. "I Corinthians 14:34, Women should remain silent in the churches. They are not allowed to speak, but must be in submission, as the law says. If they want to inquire about something, they should ask their own husbands at home; for it is disgraceful for a woman to speak in the church. And this home is our church is it not?"
Mom nodded submissively.
Dad continued, "I am the man of this house and you Erin are my wife. Ephesians 5:22 Wives, submit to your own husbands, as to the Lord."
Mom instantly stopped, being loyal to the lord and taking every word of the Bible as the gospel, regardless of how it was manipulated. Mom was an innocent virgin when dad met her in college and according to them neither had sex until their wedding day...something I would not be able to follow as I lost my virginity at prom to Carrie in the bathroom of Joey's house...romantic it wasn't....
Turning to me with fiery in his eyes, he quoted scripture to me as well. "Proverbs 22:6 Train up a child in the way he should go: and when he is old, he will not depart from it."
At the time I was still too young to stand-up to my powerful preacher Father, but that was the moment when I started questioning everything. I just remained silent as my Father lambasted my lack of effort and how in his day blah blah blah as I tuned him out, like I had become gifted at doing over the years from the lectures of how I was not good enough.
Two years later, I was ready to explode myself. Two more years of watching my mother be a door mat to my Father and I was at the point that I resented my mother just as much for having no backbone, just as much as I did my Father.
With dad gone for a month, gone down south to be a guest preacher, mom and I were home alone. The first day dad was gone, I came home late drunk out of my mine and was startled to see mom waiting up for me.
"You are in such big trouble young man," she said, her facial expression a mixture of relief that I was home and anger that I had kept her up worrying.
"Sorry, I lost track of time," I apologized, with a slight slur.
"You are grounded," she said.
"I am 18, Mother," I countered, stating the obvious.
"As long as you live in this house you will abide by our rules," she said, showing a strength she never showed to daddy dearest.
Wanting to get off the hook, I racked my brain for ideas. Maybe it was my drunkenness combined with years of bible study, but an idea formed. Using the same authoritative voice as my Father, I said "Matthew 11, all things have been committed to me by my Father. No one knows the Son except the Father."
"What?" Mom asked, clearly confused by my quoting of scripture.
"Well, in modern terms, when dad is gone, the son is the man of the house," I explained.
"But...."
Cutting Mom off like my Father would do, and encouraged by the shift in power, I continued the scripture assault. "Titus. Remind them to be submissive to rulers and authorities, to be obedient, to be ready to obey the son." I reworded the last few words but was confident mom wouldn't catch on...she didn't.
"Well, I suppose you are right," she said, her tone changing from the earlier anger to her usual obedient tone with my Father.
"Good night, Mom," I said, kissing her on the cheek and heading to bed pondering how well that went.
In bed, drunk and horny after not getting any, I began jerking off. My eyes closed, I began fantasizing about Mom sucking my cock. Mom was a very pretty woman, with large breasts, and great legs. As a preacher's wife, image was everything and she always looked amazing whether in public or at home. She worked out every day, always dressed professional, and always wore pantyhose which was probably why I had a major pantyhose fetish. I convinced Carrie to wear pantyhose for me at prom, but otherwise she just thought my fetish weird. As I pumped my cock faster a naughty plan suddenly popped into my head. Originally I thought I would just use scripture to get a later curfew or out of chores, but a much more subversive idea popped into my head... I was going to seduce my mother. Imagining my mother obeying me was too much and I shot a load all over myself. As I drifted into slumber, I tried to remember which scripture included instructions of worship.
*****
The next morning, well almost afternoon I slept in so late, I recalled last night, and I smiled at my devious thoughts. My cock instantly became stiff in my underwear and instead of getting dressed like I usually would when I went for breakfast, I sauntered downstairs in only my underwear which did not remotely hide my current state of arousal.
Mom was in the kitchen reading the newspaper in her usual long skirt, beige pantyhose her stocking-clad feet only making my erection flinch begging for release. "Good morning, Mommy," I greeted, using the more ludicrous term of endearment.
Mom looked up and her mouth dropped. "Jack what are you doing? Get dressed this instant."
I noticed she took a double take down below at my erection which only assisted in building more confidence for me to proceed with my plan.
"Mom," I smiled, "Genesis 2 and they were both naked, man and woman, and were not ashamed." I changed his wife to woman, but I was confident such a small change wouldn't be noticed by Mom.
"Yes, but," Mom began, again rattled by the scripture defense.
I continued, "If anything Mom, you are probably overdressed. Do you think God ever really intended us to cover ourselves so fully. If anything he suggested the bare minimum. Genesis 3, then the eyes of both were opened and they realized that they were naked; so they sewed fig leaves together and made coverings for themselves. As you can see Mommy, our bodies were meant to be seen as the beautiful things God created." I was amazed at how much scripture I had stuffed in the hidden crevices of my brain...I guess after 18 years of listening to my Father and Bible study I retained way more than I thought.
Clearly she was overwhelmed as she tried weakly to argue. "But, that was two...."
"Mommy, you are not questioning our Lord are you?" I questioned, confident this would end her resistance.
"No!" she exclaimed, as expected.
"Good, Mommy," I said, moving to her and massaging gently her very tight shoulders. "Mom you are tense. Clearly not having Father home to make your decisions for you has brought a heavy burden on you."
"It's not that," Mom began to protest my assessment.
"It's ok Mom. With Dad gone, I will replace him in the role of man in this household. Is that understood?" I asked, my hands gently massaging my stiff as a board Mother.
She whispered like the obedient woman she was. "Yes, Jack."
"Good, Mommy," I said, trying to reward her with approval each time she was good...like a puppy per say.
"Now I think we need to take you shopping for some new clothes, don't you think?"
"I don't know," Mom replied, clearly overwhelmed by what had just transpired.
"It was a rhetorical question Mother," I replied. "I am the man of the house now and my decision is final, is that understood?"
Noticing my tone of finality, a gift I had inherited from my Father, she whispered in agreement. "Yes."
"Good, now make me some scrambled eggs and bacon while I go shower," I ordered, leaving her still sitting and in a state of utter bewilderment.
In the shower I resisted my desire to shoot my load at how successful I just controlled my Mother. Once out of the shower I called Carrie, "Carrie can you meet me at the mall in an hour?"
"Probably, what's up?" she asked.
"Believe it or not, Mom wants to buy some new clothes that are from this century," I answered.
"Really?" Carrie asked, surprised. She had met my Mother and knew how conservative she was.
"Yep. Dad is out of town for a month and Mom figured it was a good time to try something modern."
"I wouldn't miss that for anything," Carrie said. Carrie had commented numerous times, how she couldn't figure out how an average looking man like my Father got a looker like my Mother. Carrie was not a lesbian, having had sex with me and everything, but being a cheerleader she had also played the other side on occasion.
"See you at Forever 21," I set up.
"Oh, this is going to be priceless," she said amused.
"Like the MasterCard commercial," I quipped.
I went back downstairs and my breakfast was on the table as expected with a glass of orange juice too.
"Thanks Mom, this is perfect," I complimented.
"You're welcome," she replied.
I started eating as Mom cleaned up the dishes. "Mom, we will head out as soon as I am done eating."
"Ok," she agreed, although her tone still implied she was resistant.
Twenty minutes later we were on our way to the mall. Silence lingered with intensity as I was giddy with excitement and Mom was sweating with trepidation. Traffic and construction actually got us to the mall a little late, but when we got to Forever 21 Mom saw Carrie and asked mortified, "Carrie is joining us?"
"Of course" I answered, "We need a female's opinion of what is hip. I am not really known for my fashion sense."
Mom showing a quick wit I seldom saw from her quipped, "If that isn't the truth."
Carrie was dressed in a sexy coloured sundress. As always she looked both sexy and cute, a mix that few girls could pull off. I think it was the glasses which somehow made her nerd hot if that makes any sense, even though she was definitely not a nerd.
"Hi, Mrs. Hamilton," Carrie greeted, her smile melting even the coldest of hearts.
"HI, Carrie, you look lovely today," Mom replied.
"Thank you, Mrs. Hamilton. I hear we are helping you get a new wardrobe."
"Yes, your boyfriend seems to think my look is a bit outdated," Mom answered, feigning like it wasn't a big deal.
"The 1950s called, they want their wardrobe back," I joked.
Mom hit me playfully. Out in public, away from the strict arm of my Father, she was a different woman...one I liked so much more.
Carrie asked, "Shall we?"
"We shall," I answered, grabbing Mom's hand and leading her into a store aimed at girls not old enough to legally drink.
Mom didn't pull her hand away and allowed me to lead her into the store.
We followed Carrie and soon she was rifling through clothing like a woman obsessed. She stopped, a bunch of items in her hands, and looked over to Mom. "36C?" she asked.
"Yes," Mom said, both impressed and embarrassed.
Carrie returned to her clothes hunting for another minute before instructing. "Mrs. Hamilton, follow me."
"You can call me Erin," Mom offered.
"Well Erin follow me," Carrie smiled leading Mom to a changing room.
I followed too, curious as hell to what Carrie had grabbed for her.
Mom stood outside the room as Carrie organized the outfits. "Ok," Carrie began, so organized like she was when leading the cheerleaders on a cheer. "Let's start with a couple sexier, but still conservative outfits."
"Ok," Mom said, taking the red blouse and black skirt from Carrie.
Once Mom disappeared into the dressing room Carrie whispered, "This is going to be so much fun."
"She isn't a Barbie," I joked.
"Oh that is exactly what she is. A real living Barbie," Carrie disagreed.
Mom came out a moment later looking better than I had ever seen her. The red blouse although not slutty was considerably tighter than anything Mom usually wore and showed every curve of her ample breasts. The pencil skirt she wore although long still showcased her still hourglass figure at the hips. Any doubts I had of my plan faded the moment Carrie began playing Barbie with Mom.
"Wow!" I exclaimed.
Carrie added, "You look like a MILF."
"A what?" My innocent Mom asked.
"A Mother I would like to," I answered.
"Fuck," Carrie finished, seemingly much more comfortable to be frank than I was still.
"Oh my," Mom blushed beet red.
"Take a look for yourself," Carrie suggested, pointing to the mirror.
Mom turned and froze. Before repeating the words, "Oh my."
"Oh my indeed," Carrie said, her tone just hinting at sultry. "And this is the most conservative of the outfits."
"Really?" Mom asked, still staring at herself in the mirror.
Carrie put her hand on Mom's back and said, "Try this one."
Mom grabbed the outfit, rather obediently, and returned to the dressing room.
Carrie said, "Ohhhh, I got an idea," and left before I could find out what it was.
Mom called out, just as Carrie returned, "I can't come out dressed in this."
Carrie asked, "Are you already wearing the outfit?"
"Yes, but it is too short," Mom countered.
I called back. "Corinthians. Do you not know that your body is a temple of the Holy Spirit, who is in you, whom you have received from God? In other words Mom, God created you and your body so you should never be ashamed of it."
Carrie looked at me with a confused what-the-fuck look, but I just shrugged and smiled. A moment later the door opened, Mom came out dressed in a plaid skirt, a white blouse and a red jacket.
"Wow," I gasped, my Mom had transformed into a hot school girl.
"You just took ten years off your age in this one, Erin," Carrie complimented.
Mom stared at herself in the mirror as if looking at a complete stranger. "I would be shunned from our church community," Mom said, although she continued admiring herself.
Carrie countered, "Or you will be the envy of all."
I could tell Mom was conflicted. She clearly liked how she looked, but being the wife of a Minister, to her this was clearly pushing the boundaries of propriety.
I added, "Mom, God created you in his likeness and wouldn't want you to hide what he created."
"I suppose so," she said, my rational all she needed to accept her transformation.
"Here is another outfit, Erin," Carrie said, handing her what looked like a simple black dress. As Mom disappeared into the room, Carrie added, "This next one is for you."
"How so?" I asked.
"You will see," she smiled, as she disappeared for a minute.
Carrie returned with a pair of black thigh highs in her hand. "You are trying to fuck your Mom, right?"
"Oh my God," I gasped at her frankness.
"And using 'his' words to make it happen," she smiled, as she reached over to rub my stiff cock through my pants.
"Well, I," I struggled to answer, rattled by both her hand on my cock and her catching on to my plan.
"It's ok," she smiled, "as long as you understand I plan to make her lick me as well."
"You naughty lesbian," I teased.
"I am a naughty bisexual," she corrected.
Mom called out, "This barely keeps my breasts in."
Carrie knocked on the door. "Let me in Erin."
"Ok," Mom replied, tentatively.
I watched Carrie turn to me, wink and disappear into the room with my naive Mother. I heard Carrie compliment "Wow, Erin. I hope I look half this good when I am your age."
"You are so sweet," Mom replied.
"But you are missing one last piece of clothing," Carrie said.
"What would that be?" Mom asked, I heard clearly, as I now was at the door eve-dropping on their conversation.
"Stockings," she said.
"I am wearing pantyhose," Mom countered.
"I know. They are always beige. You need some color and a little spice," Carrie said, her tone flirty.
There was a brief silence before Mom said, "Oh my, these are not pantyhose."
Carrie laughed as she came back out of the room. She mouthed, "This is too easy."
Mom came out, her face slightly flushed, in a sexy black cocktail dress. The black thigh highs seemed to shine, although the dress was just long enough to hide her naughty stocking tops. Although I assumed if she sat down her secret would be revealed to all.
"Wow, Mom, you look radiant," I complimented, adding "You are literally glowing."
"Really?" Mom asked, again staring at an image of herself in the mirror she didn't recognize.
"Absolutely," Carrie added.
A few more outfits which included the tightest jeans in the history of mankind, a leather skirt, another dress, a couple tight blouses, some cute panties and three pairs of different colored stockings. My cock was about to explode by the time we had finished getting Mom her new wardrobe.
Carrie insisted that Mom also needed new shoes for her outfits. An hour later, Mom had purchased a four inch pair of heels, a three inch pair of open-toe shoes and a pair of black boots that went almost to her knee. Carrie was a miracle worker...she had literally played real life Barbie with my Mother.
Carrie hugged me goodbye and not wanting my Mom to hear whispered in my ear, "You have one day, stud. Then she is mine."
"You think you can get her?" I asked.
"Is that a challenge?" she asked.
"I guess it is," I countered.
"Tomorrow, I will have her eating pussy," Carrie promised, squeezing my cock slyly
"Tonight I will be fucking her," I promised back.
Carrie let my cock go and headed over to Mom, giving her a lengthy hug.
I smiled as I considered my plan.
.....
When we got home I asked Mom. "Do you know what it says in Timothy, Mommy?"
"Of course I do," she replied, offended that I would question her knowledge of the Word.
"Well, I will repeat it to refresh your memory, anyway. I do not permit a woman to teach or to assume authority over a man;[b] she must be quiet."
"Yes," she agreed.
"Well, Carrie doesn't understand this."
Mom chuckled, "Yes, she is a very independent woman."
"And she has been tempting me to commit a sin," I said, adding, "I don't think I can resist the temptation much longer."
"You must resist the temptation, Jack," Mom said, in her usual wife-of-a-Minister kind of way.
In a flash of inspiration, I said, "A pious mother must ensure with vigilance that her son's body does not become unclean. Doesn't that mean you should help me?"

"I suppose so," Mom said, considering my logic.




"So I need to be cleansed and have the sin washed off of me," I suggested.
"Yes, you do," Mom said, agreeing completely.
"I need you to wash away my sin, Mom," I announced.
"But you are my son," she pointed out.
"But right now I am head of the house and you do recall John 2?"
"Of course," Mom replied.
"Do whatever he tells you," I reminded her.
"Fine. You're right, it does," Mom said. "How can I help cleanse you?"

I said, "Follow me, Mommy."
She did and once in the bathroom she asked, "So how do we do this?"
I turned the shower on and started undressing.
"I guess you can come into the shower with me? That way we'll avoid getting water everywhere."
Mom nodded as if this was a rational solution. "Get in the shower while I get prepared," she said while her eyes were looking anywhere but at me.
"Sure, Mom," I replied, hopping into the shower.
A minute later Mom joined me in the shower wearing a night gown.
I gave her a look, but she explained. "You silly boy, we can't be naked together like that, it wouldn't be right." Oblivious to the fact that the sheer white material had become immediately completely transparent once she had stepped into the spray of the shower.

I handed Mom the soap and asked, "Please wash away my sin, Mommy."
She took the soap and soaped me up, diligently avoiding my dick as it jut out between us. After a couple of minutes, I instructed, "All over, mom."
Mom hesitated briefly before putting the washcloth where I wanted. Almost immediately, I shot my cum all over her night gown.

"Jack! Remember the story of Onan, you mustn't spill your seed!"

"I'm sorry, I couldn't help it, but you saved me from sin," I said, hugging her.

"Well, try to be more careful, this is serious!" Mom replied, ignoring my cock so close to her vagina and my body crushed into her wet breasts.

Mom left the shower and I smiled knowing I would fuck my Mom tonight.
*****
Once out of the shower, I got dressed all nice and went downstairs preparing to execute the next part of my plan. Mom was dressed in her usual conservative attire making supper.
"You look handsome," Mom said. "Where are you going tonight?"

"Nowhere," I said, "Just spending the night in with my Mom. But I thought we should dress-up and have a nice supper."
"Really?" Mom asked, "You haven't done that in ages, I can't even remember when the last time was."
"Now go get dressed in one of the outfits Carrie chose for you today," I suggested.
"No, that is silly," she protested.
"No, it is not. How often do we get to just relax and spend time together," I asked.
"Well," she hesitated.
I knew I had her as I added, "And where some of those new stockings."
"But...." she protested.
"Remember, John 17?" I asked.
"Of course," Mom said, stirring the spaghetti.
"Glorify your Son that the Son may glorify you," I quoted.
"Yes, I suppose," she said, wavering.
"Go get dressed now, Mother," I instructed. "'I will keep an eye on dinner while you get dressed."
"Ok," she said, rationalizing to herself. "It will be nice to dress up for once."
"Agreed," I smiled, taking the wooden spoon from Mom.
She went upstairs and I smiled as my plan slowly was nearing its final stage.
I had both our meals prepared and filled a glass of wine poured for each of us when she returned down stairs. She had chosen the leather skirt, black thigh highs and red blouse and she even had on the black boots. She looked amazing.
She said shyly, "Your dad would die if he saw me in this."
I complimented. "Maybe, but Mom you look utterly amazing."
"Thanks, Jack," she smiled, seeing I had set the table. "How nice."
"Only the best for you, Mom," I smiled back, pulling out her chair for her.
"You are such a good son," Mom said, sitting down.
"I am here to glorify you, Mom, like the Bible says," I added, giving her a gentle squeeze on her shoulders.
"And I will glorify you as well," she smiled back, unaware just how true her statement was about to be.
"I plan to keep you to your word on that, Mommy," I said, sitting down myself.
We had a pleasant dinner in which Mom had two glasses of wine as if subconsciously she knew she was about to sin.
I had three myself and once dinner was done I said, "Mom, did I tell you we were going out tonight?"
"We are?" she said, surprised.
"Yes, I am taking you to a movie," I announced.
"Well, I have not been to the movies in years," she said, as if reminiscing about when she used to go.
"Well, today is a day of redemption, Mom. A day to break the rules," I smiled, pulling her up from her chair as I foreshadowed my plan rather obviously I thought.
"You're not going to get me in trouble," she said, a hint of playfulness in her tone.
I quickly retorted, "No, Mommy, you are going to keep me out of trouble."
"I can't go out like this," Mom said, her conservative personality now brainwashed into her.
"Yes you can," I said and added, "Yes you will. Who is man of the house now?"
"You are," she admitted, looking down.
"Just as the Bible says, does it not?" I questioned.
"Yes, son," she agreed.
"So enough of this nonsense Mom, God created you as a beautiful woman with so much to offer and you should not be ashamed by your beauty, you should revel in it," I said.
"Ok," Mom whispered, her face red from the flattery. Looking at me she said, "Thank you, son. It has been a long time since I have felt beautiful."
I took Mom's hands in mine and said, "Mom, you are the most beautiful woman I know. Now let's go tempt the sinners."
She laughed, "You are just a little devil."
"Red hot," I joked as I kissed her on the cheek, lingering just a moment longer than usual.
We put the dishes away together and caught a cab to the movie theatre, neither of us willing to drink and drive....drink and fuck sure...but not drink and drive.
We arrived at the theatre and it was fun to watch quite a few boys and men take a second and third look checking out my Mom.
The movie itself was lame, but being a standard horror flick, it had all I wanted it to. It had a couple of redundant over the top sex scenes between clueless teenagers and a numberous scary as hell scenes. Looking over to Mom part way through the movie as the prerequisite teaser music played foreshadowing a kill I leaned over and took Mom's hand in mine. She held it tight the rest of the movie, squeezing it to pieces on a few occasions.
Once home, I asked Mom, "Did you enjoy the movie?"
"Not really," she said, "but it was really nice to get out of the house."
"Yeah, but it did get me rather revved up," I said, beginning to get undressed.
"What are you doing, Jack?" she asked.
"Isaiah 20 said take off his clothing, including his shoes, and to walk around naked and barefoot," I said, changing the words to suit my needs.
"Oh yes, I remember that," she said, as if that explained everything.
"I suggest you get undressed too, Mother."
"I don't know, Jack," Mom hesitated.
"Now, Mother," I said, my tone implying this was no longer a negotiation, now only in my underwear.
"Yes, Jack," she said, her true submissive nature coming to the forefront.
Her hand trembled as she unbuttoned her blouse as I took off my last piece of restrictive clothing, saluting her with my fully erect eight inch cock.
Mom noticed my erection as her cheeks flushed as she slowly took off her blouse.
"The skirt now, Mommy," I instructed.
She obeyed, her eyes continually going back to my cock even as she seemed to try and resist staring.
Once the skirt fell to the floor, I saw she was wearing a red thong which actually made my cock jump.
"The bra and panties, Mother," I instructed, reminding her, "Just like Eve."
Again she obeyed silently, unclasping her bra and allowing her only slightly sagging big breasts to be revealed to me.
"Mom, you have very impressive tits," I said.
"Jack, don't swear in this house," she scolded.
I chuckled to myself as Mom was still trying to keep her moral fabric strong.
"Sorry, Mom," I apologized, "but they are very impressive."
"Thanks," she said, "your Father considers them a nuisance."
"Why?" I gasped.
"He believes they are too big and a sign that I was a sinner when I was younger," she explained, her hands reaching for her thong.
"That is ridiculous. God didn't punish you with glorious breasts because you were a sinner," I shook my head. "If anything, he blessed you with a beauty that others only dream they could reach."
"Oh Jack," she whispered, my flattery warming her from within.
"The thong, Mommy," I insisted, now standing directly in front of her.
"Will you do it for me," she asked, her trepidation holding her back.
"Of course, Mom," I replied, putting my hands on her hips and slowly lowering her thong as I lowered myself. Her hairy bush had a slight shine to it and her scent was strong and fruity. Either her time with Carrie had excited her or her time with me...I hoped it was me.
She lifted her legs up to allow me to take her thong off.
I stood up and said, "Mom, you are the ultimate Eve...God's greatest creation."
"Thanks, son," she whispered, her face flush. "No one has complimented me for my beauty since before I met your Father."
"That is a sin," I said, deciding she was close to the brink of submission to me.
"What about the boots and stockings?" Mom asked, her obedience making this even hotter.
I returned to my knees and slowly unzipped each boot, taking them off slowly, her stocking-clad feet staring at me.
I stood back up and said, "Mom, I think it is time for bed."
Mom said, "I suppose so," as she reached for her thigh highs.
"No, Mommy. Keep the stockings on," I instructed.
"Ok," she said, stopping, before asking, "but why?"
"Because they are there to remind you of your sexuality," I made up.
"Oh, that makes sense," she said, standing in front of me completely naked except for her black thigh high stockings.
I had no good scripture piece for what I wanted to do next so I made one up, confident Mom was not as up on her scripture as she pretended to be. "You know what the bible says, mom. If a man is away from home, his wife must not tempt her neighbors with an empty bed. Her first-born son must sleep next to her to protect her virtue from strangers."

"I know that," Mom said, "I've always lived by the rules of the good book!"
"Lead the way, Mom," I said.
I followed behind her, up the stairs, her ass wiggling perfectly in front of me.
Once in her room, she said, "You may sleep in your Father's spot."
"Sounds good," I said, moving to the bed.
"Not so fast, young man," she said, her motherly tone back. "Go wash your face and brush your teeth."
"Yes, Mom," I sighed, even as I chuckled at the absurdity of our relationship.
When I returned a few minutes later, Mom was already in bed and in a nightie.
Still butt naked myself, I scolded, stressing the word 'our', "Mother, you are to be naked in our bed."
"Sorry," she apologized, "I thought you would want me dressed properly in bed."
I walked over to her side of the bed as she sat up. She lifted her arms up obediently and I took off her nightie.
"Are you wearing underwear?" I asked.
"No," she admitted.
I lifted the sheet up and moved my hand to her still nylon-clad legs. "Good Mommy, keeping the stockings on."
I moved my hand gently on her leg. "Your legs are so soft in these nylons, Mommy."
"Thank you," she moaned slightly, my hand clearly distracting her. "Now, come to bed."
Oh, how I planned to do that. I pulled the blanket back up and went to my Father's side of the bed.
Turning the lights out, I leaned into Mom, my arm going over her and landing on the side of her breast. She didn't say anything although I could feel her trembling.
"Mom, I was thinking about the story of Onan," I whispered in her ear.

"What about it?" she asked, my hot breath causing her to be greatly distracted.

"Well, I have to tell you that I often have wet dreams, and having a Mother as beautiful as you, I'm worried about what God will think of me spilling my seed," I said, my erect cock resting between her ass cheeks.

"I don't think that is a problem, if it happens in the innocence of night, when we are free from sin," Mom responded, moving her ass slightly.

"But what if it is? I don't want to sully that innocence with sinful emissions," I worried.

"What are you getting at?" Mom asked, turning onto her other side and facing me.

"Onan was struck down because he spilled his seed, and I don't want that to happen to me, so maybe you could help me," I said, lifting up the sheets and revealing my fully erect cock.

"How could I possibly do that?" she asked, even as she stared at my cock.

"If you allow me to deposit my seed in you, God will see that it is good," I rationalized.

In the ensuing silence, I swallowed hard as my heart pounded in my ears.

"You're right Jack. I will help you be pure in the eyes of God. Let me know if you are worried that it might happen one night," she said, trying to maintain eye contact with me but her gaze still kept going back to my cock.

I was ready to explode, with difficulty I forced myself to calmly say, "I am worried it might happen tonight."
"Really?" Mom asked, her hand going to my cock.
"Yes, Mom, I know it is going to happen tonight, if you don't save me," I said.
Mom lowered her face towards my cock and then stared at it for a moment. "I am doing this to save your soul and mine too. I must do everything in my power to keep you pure and innocent," Mom said, before taking my cock into her mouth.
"Ohhhhhh," I whimpered, as she surprisingly took all my cock in her mouth.
As she bobbed up and down on my cock, I watched in awe. For someone so innocent and pure, she really knew how to suck a cock, better than Carrie who is quite the slut herself.
Not surprisingly, after only a couple of minutes of having my cock sucked by my Mother I was ready to burst. I moaned, "Mommy I am coming. That's it Mommy, swallow my seed Mommy."
Rope after rope of my cum shot into my Mom's mouth and she continued bobbing up and down retrieving every last speck of my sin.
Finally completely spent, Mom took my cock out of her mouth and moved back to her pillow. As if nothing had just happened, she kissed my forehead and said, "Good night, son."
"Good night, Mommy," I said, my cock not even remotely going down.
Thirty minutes later, Mom was lying on her back and my hand was firmly cupping her breast when I realized she was pleasuring herself.
I whispered, "Mom are you sinning?"
"Oh God, Jack, I thought you were asleep," she gasped, her hand moving away from her vagina lightning quicxk.
"I think it is my turn to save you, Mommy," I smiled.
"No, I can resist the temptation," Mom protested, as I already was beginning to move under the covers.
"No, Mommy, let me do this for you. Let me glorify you," I added, pushing the scripture piece again, already positioned between her legs.
Before she could respond, I buried my face in her hairy pussy. "Oh God," she moaned on contact.
I lifted my head and quipped, "Don't use the God's name in vain."
"Sorry," she moaned, begging, "Please save me son."
"Yes, Mommy," I smiled, going back to her pussy.
Unlike Carrie's completely shaved cunt, eating a pussy with this much hair was a challenge at first. However, I paved a path with my tongue and focused on her engorged clit.
"Oh yes, son, you are making Mommy feel so good," she moaned, her breathing increasing.
"Is Mommy going to come?" I asked.
"God yes," she moaned.
"Using God's name again, Mommy," I teased.
"Just lick me, son, Mommy needs it so bad," she begged.
I slid a finger inside her wetness and ordered, "Come for me Mommy, let me catch your sin."
"Oh yes, oh yes, finger me faster, baby," she begged, her whole body wiggling.
I added a second finger and she screamed as her orgasm exploded, "Oh god, oh god, oh glorious god, fuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuck."
I couldn't believe she just swore, nor could I believe the amount of cum squirting out of her, completely coating my face. Her legs twitched, her hips bucked and she couldn't stop mumbling, "Oh god, oh god, thank you for saving me, Jack."
I pulled my fingers out of her and moved up to witness her in her glow of pleasure.
A couple of minutes later, I said, "Mom, I think I am about to sin again."
Mom smiled, surprising me for the first time, "You want to fuck Mommy, don't you?"
"Mom!" I gasped.
"You think I didn't know what you were up to?" she smirked, shocking me to the core.
"You knew?" I asked.
"Yes, how gullible do you think I am?" she said, reaching for my cock.
"It's just, I, well, wow I am speechless," I said, unable to complete a rational thought.
"So did Carrie know of your sinister plan to fuck your mother?" Mom asked, slowly stroking my cock.
"She figured it out," I said, adding, "She plans to seduce you tomorrow."
"Reeeeeally," Mom said, with her own devious smile on her face.
"Yes, she plays both fields," I said.
"I used to too," Mom revealed.
"No way," I gasped, unable to fathom my Mom having a sex life before I turned her...or thought I turned her.
"I used to be young once too, Jack. I was quite the popular girl in high school. I was a cheerleader and I experimented a fair amount...but," she paused.
"But what," I asked.
"Well, I became pregnant and your grandparents sent me away to avoid the humiliation of their daughter having a child out of wedlock. Six months later, I was wed to Bill and the charade of propriety began."
"You mean my dad is not my dad?" I asked, Mom shocking me to the core for the second time in two minutes.
"No, he is not," she admitted, "I am so sorry."
"Well, that explains so much," I said, more relieved than devastated.
"That is why he is so hard on you. He sees you as a mistake...as a sin that he has to deal with," Mom said, before adding, "but I didn't sin, I created something wonderful."
"Oh Mom, I am utterly speechless," I replied.
"I can't make up for eighteen years of lies, but I can introduce you to your Father if you wish," she said, adding, "We have been conversing through e-mail for a while now."
"I think I would like that," I replied, still trying to put together the puzzle pieces of my life.
"And I can at least make up for it by becoming your live-in Mommy-slut," she said, as she moved to my hips and took my cock back in her mouth.
I watched in awe as I realized the player had been played. I couldn't believe it.
A minute later she looked up to me and said, "So son, do you want to fuck Mommy?"
"God, yes," I joked.
"You are such a sinner," she smiled playfully, pushing me onto my back.
"And you are my savior," I quipped as she straddled my cock, her big tits staring at me and began riding me.
THE END
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Summary: A young curious lawyer explores her lesbian submissive side
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IT ALL BEGAN WITH A MUNCH
1. WHAT IS A MUNCH?
Jill after the harsh break-up with her boyfriend of almost a year had sworn off men. They were just too much work, not worthy of her respect and constantly crushed her self-esteem. Being single, she began reading more online porn and the more she read the more she began to question not only her sexuality (she gravitated mostly to lesbian stories), but also what turned her on. When with her past boyfriends, just two, she never got off from sex. Her only orgasms had always been self-inflicted and although both her boyfriends were nice guys, she had always wished they were more forceful. Yet, she could never come up with the nerve to tell them exactly what she wanted.
'Um, baby, grab my hair.'
'Baby, tie me up.'
'Baby call me a slut and face-fuck me.'
'Baby, go get your friend and double penetrate me like some cheap slut.'
Strangely, each of these things had crossed her mind hundreds of times before, during and after sex and yet at twenty-five she was still just a missionary position girl who craved more...but ending always the nice girl.
When not horny, Jill was mortified by her twisted fantasies. She was a good girl. She was a feminist. She was about to graduate college in one more year with honors and a law degree. Yet, as soon as her libido kicked in, her dark side, her repressed cravings, began bubbling.
Jill became addicted to late night porn reading where strong, beautiful women were made to be sex slaves or sluts to men. After an innocent encounter with a radiant woman during research for a case, a strange new pattern emerged. Her fantasies changed from men to women. In each fantasy, she was seduced by an older woman, taught how to be a perfect slut and made into a lesbian slave. The settings changed, the seductions changed and yet the one constant was always complete submission...giving herself unconditionally mind, body and soul to a Mistress. Sometimes she was tied up, sometimes she was forced to service woman after woman, and sometimes she was treated like a puppy, but always she came harder than she ever had when she thought she was straight.
Now in her first year at a prestigious law firm, she found her stress levels were rising with the pressure to be the best and eventually become partner, a position she highly sought. The more she stressed the more she desperately felt she needed to confront the sexual cravings that were holding her back, distracting her.
Online, trying to understand her possible sexuality crisis, she ended up talking to an intriguing stranger. After admitting her curiosity and strange fantasies to the unidentified woman, or man who really knows online, the conversation shifted to advice.
MistressMichelle: Clearly u need to try it once. Either you will realize it is what you want and need, or you will get it out of your system. If you don't you will always wonder, end up resenting the man you do SETTLE down with and live an unsatisfying sex life.

Curiousbutshy: I suppose you are right, but I can't fathom how to go about it.

MistressMichelle: How old are you?

Curiousbutshy: 25

MistressMichelle: Hmmmm...and you have only slept with two men if I recall.

Curiousbutshy: Yes, sad, but true.

MistressMichelle: And have never experienced an orgasm from sex with a man, right?

Curiousbutshy: Sad, but true, again.

MistressMichelle: What do you do for a living?

Curiousbutshy: I am a lawyer.

MistressMichelle: Oh my, a high stress job.

Curiousbutshy: I suppose that is true.

MistressMichelle: Well, it is just a theory of mine, that the more high pressure job a woman has, the more sexual relief they will need...and...

Curiousbutshy: And...what???

MistressMichelle: Well, most women in high pressure jobs: lawyer, doctor, business owner, teacher and so forth...generally woman in power, tend to be the most submissive.

Curiousbutshy: Submissive?

Jill had heard the term before but never considered herself submissive. She was a go-getter and a woman who went after what she wanted...except in the bedroom she sighed to herself.
MistressMichelle: Yes, you need to be told what to do.

Curiousbutshy: I don't think I am submissive. I like to be in control.

MistressMichelle: At work?

Curiousbutshy: Yes.

MistressMichelle: At school?

Curiousbutshy: Yes.

MistressMichelle: Your house is organized...always clean...

Curiousbutshy: I suppose...

MistressMichelle: Yes or no?

Curiousbutshy: Fine, yes.

Jill was stunned at just how accurately a stranger she had never met or talked to before today could know her so well. She was a control freak and lived a very structured life. Always awake at exactly six-thirty, always working out for an hour, a long shower, breakfast, etc...she was a woman of routine. When her routine was interrupted, she would be rattled all day.
MistressMichelle: You could be the poster girl for a submissive in denial.

Curiousbutshy: Really?

MistressMichelle: Do u have any toys?

Curiousbutshy: A vibrator.

Jill sighed. Her only toy was the one she bought at a girl's toy party years ago and it seldom got her off like it used to. She wanted it to be longer, to go deeper; she wanted it to be wider, spread her apart. But, she never seemed to get around to buying new toys.
MistressMichelle: Get it.
Jill paused only briefly before replying.
Curiousbutshy: Um, ok...brb
Jill, already horny from the discussion, scurried to her bedroom to grab her toy.

Curiousbutshy: Back...

MistressMichelle: What r u wearing?

Curiousbutshy: Jeans and a t-shirt
Jill was lying. She was actually in a sundress and thigh high beige stockings. Her first boyfriend had a nylon fetish and even though he was long out of the picture, she still loved wearing them...they made her feel sexy...naughty. Even at school in jeans she would have the stockings on underneath, she seldom went out without wearing stockings or pantyhose. Jill loved the feel of the silk and often would wear knee-high stockings on her hands: one to masturbate with, the other to caress her big very firm and sensitive breasts.
It was actually a girlfriend of a client that first had Jill questioning the assumption that she was straight. Her name was Elizabeth and her boyfriend had been a victim of a hate crime and was in the hospital with a variety of injuries. It wasn't life-threatening, but a broken leg and jaw was going to keep him in rehab for a while. Jill could still remember everything about Elizabeth that first brief encounter. She came in dressed in four-inch black leather open toed heels, two perfectly manicured red toenails visible. She wore a black skirt with a generous side slit that would on more than one occasion reveal she too, like Jill, was wearing thigh high stockings. Her stockings were dark beige, mocha was the color Jill would later learn, and they literally seemed to shimmer and shine. Her blouse was a simple flower print, yet it somehow showcased every curve of her ample breasts. Her hair was so blonde that it was almost white and the unique color seemed to draw even more attention to her crystal blue eyes.
Inexplicably, Jill felt flushed at the sight of this radiant woman and a spark was lit inside her...one that took root and began to grow. That night, instead of fantasizing about one of the two hunk lawyers from her firm she wanted to fuck, her fantasy was of this blonde stranger, this beautiful muse, the woman who had no idea that she had changed Jill forever.
Jill had been reading more and more lesbian porn to the point that her curiosity had become an unhealthy obsession, which led to the online conversation she was currently having.
MistressMichelle: Get completely naked...my dear

Curiousbutshy: k?

Jill could have lied again, pretended to do as she was told, but instead she did exactly as she was told, pulled her sundress over her head, slipped off her pink thong, and took off the matching pink bra...of course, she kept her stockings on.
MistressMichelle: R u naked yet?

Curiousbutshy: Yes.

MistressMichelle: Why?

Curiousbutshy: What?

MistressMichelle: Why r u naked?

Curiousbutshy: Because u told me to

Jill thought the questioning strange.
MistressMichelle: Exactly, because u r submissive!!!
Jill gasped. Why had she done as she was told. Oddly, it just seemed natural to obey this woman and truth be told she was very horny after the hour-long conversation with this online stranger.
Curiousbutshy: Oh...

MistressMichelle: And I imagine your pussy is very wet

Jill could feel the wetness leaking slightly out of her fevered pussy, it was undeniable, although she wasn't sure if that was because of Michelle or just her overactive libido.
MistressMichelle: Is it?

Curiousbutshy: Yes

MistressMichelle: Why?

Curiousbutshy: I have no idea.

Jill really didn't.
MistressMichelle: I think you do. You are horny because u crave obedience. You want to let go...you want to be seen as a smart, attractive and successful woman in public, but you also have your sexual needs...your desire to let go...to be a slut...to be a...
Jill was being pulled into the web of submission without even knowing it. Her free hand was rubbing her clit as she was drawn in by the words of this complete stranger.
Curiousbutshy: What? To be a?

MistressMichelle: Slave...a submissive sex slave.

Curiousbutshy: Oh God...
Her first orgasm hit her hard at the thought of being a sex slave, something she had always wanted when with her boyfriends. It was also a constant fantasy as she got herself off, although now the Master had been replaced by a Mistress.

MistressMichelle: You fantasize about it, don't you?

Curiousbutshy: I...sometimes...<blush>
Jill trembled as the orgasm pulsed through her. Jill was stunned at how a stranger could know her so well.
MistressMichelle: Always!!!

Curiousbutshy: Mostly

MistressMichelle: Always...say it my dear....you crave to be a slut...

Curiousbutshy: I

MistressMichelle: SAY IT

Curiousbutshy: Yes, I do...I fantasize about it all the time...
Jill finally admitted it to someone for the first time ever. Her obsession to submit to an experienced woman all she ever thought about late at night and sometimes while at work.
MistressMichelle: a lesbian slave?

Curiousbutshy: God, Yes...
Jill's first orgasm had not even completely subsided and she was back rubbing her clit, the naughty declaration getting her revved up again like nothing she had ever experienced.
MistressMichelle: Like I said before, until you try it you will never know if it is what you fantasize or what you need

Curiousbutshy: but even if I accept your assessment of me...how do I make it a reality?
Jill desperately wanted to try it...even though it seemed unrealistic in her real world. How does someone even meet a lesbian woman, none-the-less a dominant lesbian woman?

MistressMichelle: do u live in a big city?

Curiousbutshy: yes.

MistressMichelle: Where?

Curiousbutshy: Boston

MistressMichelle: Perfect!

Curiousbutshy: How so?

MistressMichelle: Big enough to live a dual life...

Curiousbutshy: I don't understand.

Jill felt she already lived a dual life: a determined lawyer who would save hundreds of lives by day and a sexual deviant who was obsessed with lesbian porn at night.
MistressMichelle: First, Boston has the best lesbian bar ever...the Le Chateau Club and two, it has a monthly Munch.

Curiousbutshy: A Munch?
'There is a lesbian bar in Boston?' Jill thought to herself. Followed by what is a Munch?
MistressMichelle: Yes, it is a place where men and women, curious about the BDSM lifestyle meet without judgement or expectations to socialize, learn and maybe get together.

Curiousbutshy: WOW...but I am not into bondage.
Although she liked the idea of being tied up and made to be a slut, she didn't remotely however like the idea of pain.
MistressMichelle: BDSM is not just bondage...although it can be...it is about sexual play, about submission and domination, Mistress or Master and slave. Oh sure some extremists out there will do all sorts of crazy shit, but the people at Munches are just like you...average people, with average lives who want a little KINK in their sex lives.

Curiousbutshy: Double WOW!
Michelle's description of BDSM had Jill's second orgasm on the rise.
MistressMichelle: if you really want to be WOW'ed, try a Munch.

Curiousbutshy: I don't know.

MistressMichelle: it is low risk, no commitment and if you are uncomfortable you leave.

Curiousbutshy: I can't fathom going

MistressMichelle: You need to...for your own good...find out once and for all if submission is for you, if a
girl-girl relationship is for you...

Curiousbutshy: but...
Jill knew that fantasy and reality were two very different beasts. She loved the idea of submission, as Michelle called it, yet bringing such a fantasy to reality was scary as hell to the usually in control Jill.
MistressMichelle: Is your pussy wet?

Curiousbutshy: Dripping

MistressMichelle: Well, then your body has spoken.

Curiousbutshy: I suppose...

MistressMichelle: This is no longer a negotiation. You will go to one. Is that clear?
Jill was startled by the shift in the conversation from advice to control. She was also slightly surprised by the gush of juice that squirted out of her at being told what to do. She hesitated obeying an order until Michelle repeated her question.
MistressMichelle: I ASKED, IS THAT CLEAR?
Jill's second orgasm on the rise, the thought of obeying this stranger only enhanced the building climatic rush and there was no hesitation in her response.
Curiousbutshy: Yes.

MistressMichelle: Good...I expect you to follow through with your commitment. I expect you to be a good girl.
Being called a good girl created another gush of juice to leak out of her pussy, similar to so many stories she had read that used other endearing, yet humiliating terms like pet.
Curiousbutshy: Ok...

MistressMichelle: Ok, what?
Jill considered saying Mistress, her body screamed to call her Mistress, but she settled on a more conservative, yet still implying her submissive position.
Curiousbutshy: Ok, ma'am.

MistressMichelle: Good girl. I looked it up, the next Munch is a special formal cocktail evening on December 15th. How perfect.
Jill gasped. December 15th was in three days.

Curiousbutshy: How so?

MistressMichelle: You can dress up all pretty. Showcase your assets.

Curiousbutshy: I suppose it could.

MistressMichelle: and you will go?

Curiousbutshy: I think so.

MistressMichelle: Pardon?

Curiousbutshy: I am just a little nervous...

MistressMichelle: r u nervous when working on a case?

Curiousbutshy: No.

MistressMichelle: but u were the first time?

Curiousbutshy: Of course

MistressMichelle: Well, this is no different...

Curiousbutshy: I guess...




MistressMichelle: I have to go. The Munch is at Peter's Cafe at 8PM on the 15th.

Curiousbutshy: Ok...

MistressMichelle: You promise you will go

Curiousbutshy: Yes

MistressMichelle: Yes, what?

Curiousbutshy: Yes, I promise ma'am

MistressMichelle: Good girl. You may make someone a very good pet, yet. Now go fuck yourself to a frenzy fantasizing about being the submissive plaything you want to be.
Jill already near orgasmic bliss reached for her toy, turned it on and slipped it easily inside her sopping wet vagina. In seconds, her second orgasm erupted through her as every pore of her body felt the tremors of ecstasy.
Once Jill had recovered from back-to-back intense orgasms, she went to Google and typed in 'Munch'.
She was in awe of the different Munches throughout America. She read different definitions of Munch but the basic theory was the same: a non-threatening, non-judging environment to meet others who are interested or experienced in BDSM (Bondage & Discipline, Dominance and submission, sadomasochism).
Although Jill was not exactly into anything close to that extreme, she was instantly curious about going to a MUNCH. It seemed low risk and she loved dressing up sexy, something she seldom had occasion for.
As she read more, she became even more comfortable as she learned that there would be a variety of ages, men and women, tops and bottoms, and switches. She also learned that a Munch was not a place to pick up partners, although that did happen on occasion, but rather a place for people, of a certain a sexual kink, which many in society judge harshly, to meet.
Jill researched the Boston Munch and got all the details. As Jill logged off her computer and got dressed, a mixture of anxiety and excitement filled her.

2. OVERWHELMED WITH POSSIBILITY

The next three days for Jill were an anxiety riddled mess. She constantly pondered whether she should go through with it. Her mind was like a never ending ping-pong game. Depending on her mood, her decision bounced back and forth from 'no way in Hell am I going to this' to 'I wish it was today'.
The thought of the Munch distracted her at work as well. Every pretty girl she saw she wondered to herself 'Does she have a dark side too?' Every time she saw one of the many drop dead gorgeous secretaries in their skirts, heels and pantyhose her pussy tingled a bit. Elizabeth, the beautiful blonde girlfriend of a client, had become the focus of Jill's late night fantasies the past couple of days. Each fantasy ended with Jill submitting sexually to the tall, forty-something bombshell.
Finally the night before the Munch and after returning from a sex shop where she had purchased herself a new vibrator and a rabbit, Jill was in desperate need of confirmation of her decision to go through with the potential life changing promise she had made to Mistress Michelle. She logged onto her computer and saw that MistressMichelle was online.
Curiousbutshy: Hi do you have a moment to chat?
Jill waited a few minutes hopeful to ask a few lingering questions.
MistressMichelle: Hi, my pet, prepared for tomorrow?

Curiousbutshy: Yes, ma'am.

MistressMichelle: Good girl. What r u wearing?

Curiousbutshy: I don't know...something elegant.
MistressMichelle: Good call...treat it like you are going to a ball...a BDSM ball...so what are you thinking of wearing?
Curiousbutshy: Gold cocktail dress, beige stockings, heels...

MistressMichelle: Yummy!!!

Curiousbutshy: <blushing>

MistressMichelle: Get a toy.

Curiousbutshy: I bought some new ones!!!
MistressMichelle: Well, grab a new one then.
Curuousbutshy: Ok, BRB.
Jill grabbed the rabbit toy, curious to see how it worked. She took off her skirt, leaving herself in her blouse, thong and thigh high stockings.
Curiousbutshy: Back, ma'am.

MistressMichelle: Good girl.

Curiousbutshy: <blushing>

MistressMichelle: Are you excited about tomorrow?

Curiousbutshy: Yes!!! But I am very nervous. I have kept these feelings hidden for a while now.

MistressMichelle: Exactly why a Munch is perfect for you. You WILL NOT be judged.

Curiousbutshy: But what will I talk about?

MistressMichelle: Everything. Work, the weather, likes, dislikes...and if u wish more.

Curiousbutshy: I could never start a conversation.

Although Jill was now excited about going to the Munch, she still lacked the confidence of what to say.
MistressMichelle: I bet you could, but if you are nervous, grab a drink and take a seat. Someone will come to you. One thing is always the same at Munches: people are very friendly and can recognize a nervous newbie.

Curiousbutshy: Ok.

MistressMichelle: Ok, what?

Curiousbutshy: Ok, ma'am.

MistressMichelle: Good pet. Are you horny now?

Curiousbutshy: Yes.

MistressMichelle: Put your toy in you as we talk.

Curiousbutshy: Yes, Ma'am.
Jill turned on the rabbit and was surprised by the strong pulsations. She put it in and instantly moaned, the intensity much different from her old vibrator.
MistressMichelle: So, what are u hoping to find in the end my pet?

Curiousbutshy: I don't know.

And truthfully, Jill didn't. She knew she needed to allow her curiosities to be tested, but she was also scared by how much they had become an obsession.
MistressMichelle: Yes, you do, my pet!
Being called 'pet' made Jill's pussy gush.
Curiousbutshy: I just need to confirm my pent up sexual curiosity one way or another.

MistressMichelle: That you do!!!

Curiousbutshy: But how do I let people there know of my curiosity?

MistressMichelle: Just let the conversations lead the way and eventually someone will figure out you're submissive.

Curiousbutshy: Really?

MistressMichelle: Oh yes, both men and women will be assessing u

Curiousbutshy: They will???

MistressMichelle: Of course...r u sub or domme? What level of BDSM are u? Etc...

Curiousbutshy: Oh...my...
Jill was again feeling her trepidation rising.
MistressMichelle: is your cunt wet?

Curiousbutshy: Yes, ma'am

MistressMichelle: Describe it.

Curiousbutshy: My vagina?

MistressMichelle: Your cunt. Submissive sluts have cunts not vaginas
Being called a slut startled Jill as did the word cunt. Jill despised the word and had never used it. She had also never been called a slut before. Yet, as she thought about the two words and their demeaning implications, her vagina gushed. Jill was rattled by her mixed feelings of her feminist values and her sexual desires.
MistressMichelle: Did I offend you by calling you what you crave to be? Let go of your false propriety, you crave submission, you crave being a slut. Don't you?
Jill wanted to deny it, but her leaking pussy was speaking for her.
MistressMichelle: Your cunt is soaked isn't it, slut?
Jill's mind faded as her desire to come overtook her. Michelle was right. The thought of submitting to someone was all she could think about. Being made into a slut was one of her greatest fantasies not fulfilled by her earlier men, but just the thought of being Elizabeth's slut had her near the brink of orgasmic bliss.
MistressMichelle: Answer me, CUNT!!!
Jill's pussy, no her cunt, was burning with lust as she gave in completely to her desire to submit...something she had secretly been craving for a while now.
Curiousbutshy: Yes.

MistressMichelle: Yes what, slut?

Curiousbutshy: Yes, my cunt is dripping.

MistressMichelle: Why?
Accepting her weakness, her insatiable hunger to submit, she quit hiding behind propriety.
Curiousbutshy: Because I want to submit.

MistressMichelle: To be a slave?
Just the word slave brought a tingle throughout Jill's whole body.
Curiousbutshy: Yes.

MistressMichelle: A cunt-licking lesbian?
Again, the name calling added to Jill's growing euphoria, as did the rabbit toy buzzing in and out of her drenched cunt.
Curiousbutshy: God, yes.

MistressMichelle: Describe your cunt!

Curiousbutshy: My clit is hard and swollen and my pussy lips are puffy and wet

MistressMichelle: Your cunt lips

Curiousbutshy: Yes my cunt lips

MistressMichelle: Fuck yourself to orgasm my pet

MistressMichelle: My slut!!!

MistressMichelle: my cunt-craving slave!

MistressMichelle: Come now slut...come for your Mistress!
The constant name-calling and the word 'Mistress' was the final push needed to bring Jill to her earth-shattering orgasm.
Curiousbutshy: Fuuuuuuuck, I'm coming Mistress

MistressMichelle: Good slave.
The orgasm riddled Jill's body as she gave in to her lust.
MistressMichelle: How was the orgasm?
Jill catching her breath returned to her computer.
Curiousbutshy: Amazing!

MistressMichelle: Good. You got off from the domination didn't you?

Curiousbutshy: Yes, sad but true.

MistressMichelle: It is who u r...don't fight it

Curiousbutshy: I don't think I can any longer.

MistressMichelle: Go to the Munch tomorrow and allow fate to lead the way.
Jill allowing her submissive side to lead the way acknowledged what she wanted and needed.
Curiousbutshy: Yes, Mistress.

MistressMichelle: Good luck, my pet.
Michelle logged out and Jill logged off too, before getting into her pajamas and watching some TV.
Tomorrow was going to a long day and Jill crashed before the early evening news even ended.

3. THE MUNCH
Having an appointment the next morning with Elizabeth only added to Jill's distraction the rest of the day, her panties literally getting wet while Elizabeth talked to her about the case. The clock slowly ticked by, way too slowly for Jill. Although trepidation still lingered in the back of her mind, she was determined to go to the Munch and see what happened.
After work, she drove home, had dinner, showered, and dressed up in her gold cocktail dress and stockings. Looking in the mirror she smiled, knowing she looked amazing. Taking a deep breath, she walked out the door and got into her car.
She drove the twenty minutes to Peter's and arrived fifteen minutes early. As she parked, she suddenly froze. She loved the idea of the Munch, she loved the idea of potential submission and she loved the idea of meeting a dominant lesbian, yet the reality of making it happen was suddenly petrifying. She spent the next ten minutes doing what she always did when she was trying to make a major decision, she created a pros and cons list:
Pros:
-it is only a harmless evening
-it is all I think about
-I want to learn more -I want to try being with a woman
-I needed to try it
-I want to meet someone
-sex is sex

Cons:
-aaaaaaaaaah
-what if someone I know is here?
-what if people judge me?
-what do I talk about?
-what if I do meet someone and submit? Is that a healthy thing?
-can I just have sex without love?
Deciding factor:
I promised Mistress Michelle I would go.
Jill stared at the list, took a deep breath and said fuck-it. She got out and at two minutes after eight walked through the doors into a world she had only until now imagined.
Once inside, Jill paused at the door. She wasn't sure what she was expecting, lots of leather she supposed, but the eight people who were there all were dressed in classy attire and conversing with each other.
"Hi, are you here for the Munch?" a voice startled the voyeur Jill.
Jill looked to her left where the voice had come from. A woman, in her forties she judged and in a bright red cocktail dress, was at a table with name tags. Jill noticed her name was Tammy. Jill stammered, "Y-y-yes."
"First time?" Tammy smiled, her voice warm and inviting.
"How could you tell?" Jill joked.
"The dear in the headlights look and the stammering were subtle clues and, of course," she paused, seemingly for dramatic effect, "I run the Munches and I have never seen you before."
"You are quite the detective," Jill replied, surprised at just how easy the conversation flowed.
Handing Jill a clipboard, she explained, "We don't take your address or phone number or anything that will identify where you live, but if you want to be added to our mailing list you will be notified of upcoming Munches and any other special events."
"Ok," Jill said, taking the clipboard, before asking, "What type of special events."
Tammy smiled wide and joked, "I think that may be a little too much information for your first time, my dear."
The simple term of endearment sent a gentle tingle inside Jill. "Fair enough," she replied, writing her private e-mail address she used for writing to Literotica authors and a couple other chat buddies.
Jill handed the clipboard back and Tammy said, pointing to her name tag, "I am Tammy."
"I am Supergirl," Jill joked, pointing to her firm breasts.
"That you are," Tammy replied, the first flirtation now in play.
Jill felt the heat in her cheeks again, but this was a good heat. "I am Jill."
Extending her hand, Tammy said, "It is nice to meet you, Jill. I hope you have a good time this evening."
Jill shook the woman's soft hands and replied, "I hope so too. I am a little nervous."
"Don't worry, we don't bite," Tammy smiled, although her smile had shifted from friendly to naughty, "unless you want us too."
"Good to know," Jill smiled back, the gentle flirtation between them fun and harmless.
"Since this is your first time here your first drink is on us?" Tammy said, handing her a small green ticket.
"Thank you very much," Jill replied, taking the ticket, her hand again touching Tammy's.
The door opened behind her and Jill knew their moment was over. She smiled and headed to the bar to order a drink. After ordering, she looked around. A few more people had entered behind her and the ratio was pretty much 50/50 guy-girl.
A guy dressed in a suit and girl in a cocktail dress had green tickets in their hands and were chatting.

"This is crazy, Mike," the girl said.
"It was your idea," he replied.
"I know, but now what?" she asked, her tone implying she was very nervous.
"We have a drink and socialize," he said. "If things gets out of hand we will leave," he assured her.
Jill's drink arrived, feeling better that she was not the only new person here and that they were feeling just as nervous as her. She went to a table by herself and sat down
She was alone less than a minute when a very pretty woman in her early forties approached her wearing a loud flower sundress that was a size or two too small for her voluptuous breasts.

"Hi, I am Amanda mind if I sit down and share your table?" the curly haired brunette asked as she extended her hand to shake Jill's.
Jill took Amanda's hand, instantly a tingle began between her legs, "Please have a seat" Jill offered, nervous, but excited to be talking to a woman.
"Nice to meet you. Your first time?" Amanda asked.
"Is it written on my forehead?" Jill joked.
"Actually yes," the older woman joked back, before adding, "the quick glances, sitting alone, avoiding eye contact are all pretty subtle clues."
"Well, I am kind of nervous," Jill admitted the obvious.
"Don't be. Everyone here is really nice and we all respect each other in ways you would never see in most places," Amanda said, as she sipped her bottled of water.
"Everyone seems so normal," Jill said.
Amanda laughed.
"What?" Jill asked, she hated when people laughed at her as it reminded her of high school where being smart was mocked and being vapid was in.
"Nothing," Amanda smiled sincerely, "it's just I remember my first time here, I was expecting leather chaps, collars and whips."
Jill laughed now too. "That was the first thing that popped into my head. I really had no idea what to expect when I walked through those doors."
Amanda shrugged."We are just normal people, living normal lives with a side dish of kink."
Jill blushed as she considered her kink. Jill asked, "How long you been coming here?"
"I have been coming here for three years, give or take," Amanda said, "with my husband's approval."
"Oh my," Jill replied, this time her tone curious. The conversation continued for a few minutes while Jill learned Amanda has been married for twenty-one years, she is a massage therapist, and she has an eighteen year old daughter.
Eventually the conversation veered to flirtation. Amanda her constant smile not fading, but her tone subtly changing from friendly to flirty said, "I love my husband, but I have other needs too."
"You do," Jill asked, easily being pulled into the sultry woman's web.
"Yes, he doesn't have a vagina," Amanda revealed.
Jill laughed then joked, even as her pussy tingled, "I guess that is a good thing."
"Usually," Amanda laughed, before adding, "but sometimes I need the touch and taste of a woman."
It was now out there, lingering above them ominously, the conversation had shifted to sex.
Jill was speechless. She was excited, but did not know what to say.
Amanda, seeing the trepidation of the first timer, asked, "Have you ever been with a woman before?"
Jill whispered, "No."
"But you would like to?" Amanda asked.
"I think so," Jill admitted sheepishly.
"You are so cute I literally want to ravish you right here and now," Amanda said.
Jill's eyes went big as her pussy leaked slightly.
Amanda noticing Jill's reaction smiled with dripping flirtation, "Oh, you would like that wouldn't you?"
Jill could literally feel her cheeks burning and although the idea turned her on greatly, she was unable to say a word.
"I would love to make you my little pet right here and now, my kitten, but the rules here are very clear," Amanda said.
Jill's cunt was begging for attention and it took all her willpower to resist the temptation. She stammered, "R-r-rules."
"Yes, unfortunately, it is the one unbreakable rule. No one can take a newbie home on the first day," Amanda informed Jill.



A sudden disappointment swarmed Jill as she asked, "Really?"
Amanda smiled. "You are one eager virgin, aren't you?"
Jill's face went even redder.
"Are you an obedient girl?" Amanda asked flirtatiously.
Jill was flustered like she had never been before, while her juices filled her panties. "Um-I-um."
"Would you crawl under the table and eat my cunt, my kitty?" Amanda continued, pushing the lesbian-to-be.
"Oh God," Jill whimpered, the naughty talk pushing Jill nearer her need to submit.
"If you submit to me, my kitty, I expect obedience," Amanda explained.
"H-h-how so?" Jill asked, wanting to know.
"Well when you are not at work, you are on call to me," Amanda informed the flushed and clearly horny submissive.
"Oh," Jill said, distracted by her burning cunt.
"What are you thinking, kitty?" Amanda asked.
"I-um-I'm kinda overwhelmed," Jill finally got out.
"Your cunt is leaking isn't it?" Amanda questioned with a smile.
"How did you know?" Jill gasped.
"It is in your hungry eyes kitty," Amanda said, her hand touching Jill's.
The touch sent a lightning spark directly to Jill's wanton cunt.
"It is written all over your face. You're red cheeks and you're hungry lips," Amanda continued, her fingers slowly meandering up Jill's arm.
Jill was completely at the whim of this beautiful older woman.
"It is also your stammering and your inability to look me in the eyes, my kitty," Amanda added.
Being called kitty turned Jill into mental-mush, but the addition of the word 'my' implying she was owned had Jill on the brink of a sexual meltdown. She desperately needed to come.
"If you want to be my kitty, say it, Jill," Amanda instructed, lifting Jill's fingers to her mouth.
Jill let out a moan as she felt the woman's lips wrap around her middle finger. Jill was about to submit unconditionally when Tammy's voice pulled Jill out of her hypnotic state of sexual submission.
"Amanda always on the hunt," Tammy said.
"For new cunt," Amanda added, chuckling at her own rhythm.
"You are so bad," Tammy purred, before adding, "You are not breaking the gospel rule are you?'
"God no, just making sure I make a good first impression," Amanda smiled, her tongue swirling around Jill's finger. Clamping around Jill's finger, she slowly pulled back until there was a small pop sound as her lips left Jill's finger. She asked, "My kitty, have I made a good first impression?"

"God, yes," Jill replied, now staring at the beautiful seductive woman with a hunger she desperately wanted to satisfy.
Tammy laughed, "Be careful Jill, Amanda is a predator."
Amanda quipped, "You didn't fight to hard to get a taste."
Tammy quipped back, "I didn't want to be the only one to not sample your goods."
Jill watched the quick-witted flirty word play, suddenly jealous that Tammy had already been with Amanda. Jill surprised herself, suddenly knowing exactly what she wanted, when she asked Tammy all the while staring at Amanda, "Is it true that I can't submit to Amanda today?"
"Yes, dear," Tammy smiled gently. "It is for your own protection."
"But, I am capable to make my own decisions," Jill replied, her foot under the table slipping out of her shoe and moving her foot between Amanda's legs.
Amanda was the one now surprised as she looked at the intriguing submissive.
Tammy continued, glancing at Amanda while talking, "The reality is we have had some experiences in the past where a newbie made a rash decision or was seduced by a hungry predator when she wasn't ready."
Jill declared her feelings. "Trust me, Tammy; I have never been surer of anything in my life."
"I bet you are," Tammy smiled, "but rules are rules. Plus if you really are confident you are ready, you are welcome to meet with her any other day."
"Like tomorrow," Amanda purred.
Tammy laughed again. "Down, girl, down."
Amanda stood up.
Jill felt a rush of disappointment. Why was she leaving?
Tammy walked away to chat with others as Amanda moved beside Jill and leaned down, her hot breath blowing directly on Jill's ear. "I want you, Jill."
Jill let out an involuntarily moan her body eager to give in unconditionally.
"I want you to be my pet kitty," Amanda continued, her tongue teasing Jill's ear.
Jill's cunt was so hot, so needy, that she thought she may actually come without having her pussy touched.
"I want you to be my slave, my cunt-licking kitty," Amanda whispered, tugging on Jill's ear hard.
Jill whimpered weakly.
"Do you want to be my kitty, Jill?" Amanda asked.
There was no hesitation at all as Jill whispered, "Yes."
"Yes what?" Amanda asked, her tongue back in Jill's ear.
"Yes, I want to be your kitty," Jill declared, wanting nothing more.
"You want to crawl on all fours, like a pet, between my legs and become my pussy-licking slave?" Amanda asked, pushing her new pet.
"God, yes," Jill moaned, the assault on her senses having her willing to agree to anything.
"Tell me you are a slut," Amanda ordered.
Jill couldn't believe the words out of her mouth. "I am a slut, a cunt-licking slave."
"Fuck, I can't wait to fuck the shit out of you," Amanda said, standing back up. Amanda pulled out her phone, typed something quickly and then handed her phone to Jill."Type your digits, my kitty."
Jill took the phone and saw her designated name: 'SlaveJill'. The name seemed so fitting and she quickly typed her number in and handed Amanda back the phone.
Amanda smiled and said, "I will be texting you. Obey every order I give. Is that understood, my kitty?"
Reading too much Literotica, Jill didn't even realize she had said it until the words were out of her mouth. "Yes, Mistress."
Amanda's smile grew wider. "Mistress, hmmmm. You will be a great addition, my kitty, a great addition. Stay, my pet, I have a gift I want to give you."
Jill blushed and wondered what Amanda meant by a great addition as the older beauty went to the bathroom.
Jill looked around the room and saw a variety of people and ages socializing. She wondered which of the woman were straight, which were dominant, which were switches. She looked at two guys talking and couldn't fathom which one was the aggressive top and which the willing bottom.
About five minutes later, Jill jumped when she felt something land on her hand. Looking down it was a pair of red panties. Looking back up, she saw a smiling Amanda.
"A gift for you until you can taste the real thing. I just came hard thinking of you on all fours, begging to lick my cunt," Amanda whispered, before adding, "you may want to put those away before anyone sees."
Jill grabbed the panties and was surprised at how wet they were before she put them in her purse.
"Sorry, slut," Amanda explained, "thinking of you licking my cunt made me come and come." Amanda leaned down again, whispered, "I had to break the rules just a bit, but I can't let an adorable little pet like you get away or be seduced by another seductress," as she leaned down and kissed Jill.
The kiss lasted three seconds, no more, but for Jill it was the final piece of her sexuality puzzle. She was a lesbian. One soft kiss, tender and yet urgent, and she was hooked. The muddled mess of earlier was now as clear as the ocean is blue.
"Until we meet again," Amanda finished and walked away leaving Jill high and wet.
A butch looking girl began walking toward Jill's table and Jill, desperate to come, she decided she had to leave.
The butch woman asked, "Where you going sweet stuff?"
Jill stammered, "I-I-I need to go." She high-tailed it out before that woman or anyone else could talk to her, as she needed to come and come now. As soon as she was in her car, her need to come overpowering her common sense, she pulled out the wet panties and moved them to her nose. The scent was heavenly. Her hand went to her soaking wet panties and she rubbed her clit frantically as she moved the panties to her mouth and tried to suck the cum from the wet fabric. The taste was uniquely satisfying, a mixture of sticky sweetness and cotton fabric. The hot flirtation and naughty implications had Jill delirious, and it took only seconds for her orgasm to hit. When it did, she screamed at the top of her lungs. Like yesterdays' orgasm, this one weakened every inch of her body as the pleasure pulsated through her again and again. Opening her eyes, the panties still in her mouth she saw that a middle aged man was staring at her. Horrified, she pulled the panties out of her mouth, pulled her hand out of her still twitching cunt and started her car. Suddenly figuring fuck-it, she blew the pervert a kiss as she pulled away her head still spinning.
She just pulled into her driveway when she got the first text from Amanda:
Slave Jill
Did you come yet?
Mistress A
Jill wondered how she knew. Was she that transparent?
Mistress A
Yes...blush.
Jill waited in the car eagerly for another text from her. It only took a minute, but it seemed like forever.
Slave Jill
Did I give you permission to come?
Mistress A
Her eyes went wide. Had she already disobeyed her? She replayed their conversation and couldn't recall any such discussion. Even though during the whole conversation her head was in a sexual fog she was pretty sure she could transcript every word.
Mistress A
I'm sorry. I did not know I needed permission.
Jill got out of the car and headed into her house, feeling her own juices slowly dripping down her leg as she walked.
Slave Jill
Starting now you only come with my permission is that clear?
Mistress A
Jill didn't even hesitate, texting while on her front step.
Mistress A
It is crystal clear.
Jill got inside her house and put her purse down when another text arrived.
Slave Jill
Take a picture of your cunt and send it to me RIGHT NOW!
Mistress A
Jill gasped at the order. She considered the expectation before realizing it would only be of her pussy and would not give away whom it was if it ever did get out there in cyber space. She took off her gold cocktail dress, spread her legs slightly and took a picture with her phone. She looked at the picture of her cunt and had second thoughts when her phone buzzed in her hand startling her.
NOW SLUT!!!
Two words and three exclamation marks was all it took for Jill to obey the order. She took a deep breath, clicked on the picture and sent it.
Jill stared at her phone waiting for the response to her very risky obedience. One minute became two which became five which became ten. A plethora of insecurities hit Jill as the phone didn't buzz. Suddenly the phone rang and it was her mother. Her face flushed at the irony of her mother calling while she was waiting for a message from a potential Mistress.
Quarter past ten was late for her Mother to be calling, but not unheard of. She answered the phone and chatted for only a couple of minutes before she got a text. The next couple of minutes were excruciating as her mother talked about plans for Christmas next week all the while Jill desperately wanted to check the message. Finally, when her Mother finished talking, Jill said she would call her back in the morning as she was just finishing up the briefs for a case. As soon as she hung up the phone she clicked on her messages.
Slave Jill
What a delicious cunt. I look forward to making it officially mine. Are you ready for your next task?
Mistress A
Jill again didn't hesitate, instead just thankful to still be wanted by the older woman.
Mistress A
I am ready for whatever you wish, ma'am.
Your eager slave Jill
Jill was going all in, every lingering doubt gone; all she wanted was to taste the sweet sin of submission.
Slave Jill
Hmmmmmm...you are going to be such a good pet. I want you to be in a slutty maid outfit when I pick you up at EXACTLY 8 o'clock tomorrow. Will that be a problem?
Mistress A
Jill tried to figure out where she would find such an outfit. She also wondered what Amanda had in mind for tomorrow.
Mistress A
I am not sure where to find such an outfit, but I will come up with something.
Jill was already on her iPad searching local shops when the next text came.
Slave Jill
Go to Pleasure Palace...they have everything. While there pick a toy you want me to use on you.
Tomorrow you officially become my pet, my kitty, my cunt-licker, my slave.
Mistress A
Jill felt a chill go up her spine at reading the list of humiliating, yet cunt leaking orders.
Mistress A
I will obey!!!
I desire nothing more than to be your willing pet, your eager kitty, your wannabe cunt-licker, your obedient slave.
Jill reread her last text and smiled at just how naughty it seemed and yet it seemed so right.
Slave Jill
Good night, my pet.
And no masturbating!!!
Mistress A
Jill sighed, her pussy was already begging for a repeat performance from the car.
Mistress A
Yes, Mistress Amanda.
Your eager pet
Assuming her text conversation with Amanda was done Jill returned her mother's call thinking it would be a good cunt-dryer...it was.

Jill considered talking to Mistress Michelle and telling her about the Munch, but didn't because she knew reliving the evening would just turn her on. Instead she read a book, cover to cover, and went to bed expecting tomorrow to be a very long day.
4. MAID 2 PLEASE
When Jill woke up, she replayed the strange events of last night. Had she really sent a picture of her pussy to a stranger? Had she really agreed to go shopping for a slutty maid outfit? Had she agreed to be picked up at 8 o'clock with said stranger? The answer to all the questions were yes and oddly instead of anxiety what she felt was excitement.
When she checked her phone after showering there was a message from Amanda.
Slave Jill
When you get to Pleasure Palace ask for Beth. She will help you with your attire for this evening.
Mistress A
PS: Soon you will be on your knees and ready to pleasure me my pet.
Just reading the words 'my pet' excited Jill in ways she couldn't explain. Her pussy tingled and she could already envision tasting the real thing directly from the source instead of just in Amanda's soiled panties.
Mistress A
I am getting ready to leave now.
Pet Jill
Amanda sent another text to get Jill's address and she sent it to her without hesitation, the final chance to back out gone.
Being a Saturday, Jill waited till the early afternoon to drive to the Pleasure Palace and once inside went to the front desk. Jill was aggressive in her job and thus usually just went for what she wanted, which seemed to contradict her sudden need for sexual submission, although Mistress Michelle had pointed out that Jill was the perfect stereotype of the power-sub oxymoron (the more powerful and determined at work, the more likely to submit sexually at home). A pretty woman was at the counter and Jill said, "Hi, I am looking for Beth."
"Well, you found her love," the brunette replied with a sexy British accent.
Jill nervously said, "Amanda sent me."
"Hmmmm," Beth said, assessing the big breasted blonde. "So you are her new experiment."
"Excuse me?" Jill asked.
"Oh nothing," Beth smiled, calling to the back, "Cassie come work the till. I have to assist a customer. Come with me."
Jill followed Beth to a corner of the store where a wide range of naughty costumes hung on the walls. There were naughty cowgirl outfits, slutty nurse outfits, kinky cop outfits and so many more. As she stared at the wall, Beth handed Jill a maid outfit that matched the naughtiness of the ones on the wall.
"Oh my," Jill said, realizing just how skimpy the outfit she was expected to wear to her secret rendezvous with Amanda.
"Oh my, indeed," Beth teased. "Go try it on."
"What? Here?" the surprised blonde asked.
"Yes," a clearly impatient Beth replied.
Jill took the outfit and went to the changing room. As she got undressed, she wondered what Amanda had planned for her. Beth had just said that 'she was Amanda's new experiment' and Jill felt both excited and nervous by the unknown implications of such a reference. Only in her bra and panties, there was a knock on her door.
Beth said, "Open up."
Jill obeyed, like she was beginning to get accustomed to doing.
Beth walked in and ordered, "Remove the bra and knickers too."
"Really?" Jill asked surprised.
"Just do as you're told," Beth ordered, her impatience clear.
Jill's hands shook as she obeyed, unclasping her bra and allowing her large breasts to pop free.
Beth nodded, "Very impressive. The knickers too."
Jill again obeyed, her hands trembling as she slowly slid her panties down her legs.
Beth smiled, as she handed Jill the outfit, her English accent somehow turning Jill on more, "I would love to eat that wet cunt of yours, but Amanda owns that cunt, although I may have to ask Amanda if I can borrow it sometime."
A chill at such a crude declaration pulsated through Jill, yet her pussy instantly got wetter.
"Get dressed, Jill. Amanda said you are to stay in the outfit until she picks you up."
"Yes, ma'am," Jill replied, as Beth left.
Jill put the stockings and skirt on and as she looked in the mirror realized the skirt was so short anyone could see the tops of her lace top stockings and if she bent over even a little her panty less cunt. Jill put on the somewhat see-through blouse and buttoned it up and tucked it in. Looking in the mirror, her stiff nipples were clearly protruding from the thin fabric of the blouse.
"Are you done, yet?" Beth called from the other side of the door.
"Yes," Jill responded.
"Come out so I can see if it fits," Beth said.
Jill took a deep breath and obeyed yet another order.
Beth looked at the young sub and smiled as if knowing what would be happening to the pretty blonde later tonight.
Beth walked around Jill as she stood nervously, feeling like she used to when men checked her out when she was at a club. She felt dirty in the outfit, she felt humiliated at obeying the orders of a complete stranger and yet she felt an exhilaration she could not even begin to explain, a growing need to just let go and obey every order given.
Beth sensed the mixture of apprehension and excitement in the big breasted new submissive. Beth knew her friend Amanda loved to take innocent bi-curious woman and turn them into complete submissive lesbian playthings and Jill here seemed like the perfect victim for Amanda's growing harem of eager subs. Knowing the power of leaving a woman wanting more, she didn't compliment Jill but instead said, "Now go pick a toy."
Jill watched Beth leave and suddenly she was alone. Taking another deep breath, she slipped on her shoes and left the changing room and returned to the store dressed like a slutty maid. Thankfully only one other person was in the store and she was busy looking at lingerie. Jill walked to the toy section and froze not sure what to buy or where to even start.



Beth returned, "I assume you have never been with a woman?"
Jill whispered, "You are correct, I have not."
Beth handed her a double-ended dildo and said, "This is a fun one."
Jill took the long toy trying to fathom how it would actually work.
"We also have strap-ons, vibrators, handcuffs and butt plugs," Beth listed the many options to Jill.
"Oh my," Jill said, bewildered by the plethora of options.
Taking the double-ended dildo back, Beth continued, "This is probably too much for your first time as a submissive. You need something to tell Amanda what you want, what you crave."
Jill watched as Beth reached up and grabbed a strap-on cock.
Beth handed it to Jill, "This says one thing and one thing only."
"What is that?" Jill asked as she took the strange contraption.
"You want her to fuck you," Beth said rather matter-of-factly. "You do want Amanda to fuck you?"
"Yes," Jill whispered, embarrassed by the question and the obvious answer.
"Of course, we could go even kinkier," Beth began.
Jill said, desperate to get out of here, the choices overwhelming and her attire causing added anxiety, "I'll take this."
"Good choice," Beth approved.
"Thank you," Jill replied, following Beth to the cash register.
Once paid, Beth handed Jill a card with a phone number on it and said, "In case you need another Mistress."
Jill blushed, took the card and exited the store.
Outside, people were everywhere. Jill could feel every pair of eyes on her as she walked to her car.
.....
The rest of the day the clock seemed to stand still as Jill waited for the unknown. The outfit implied either a role play or some sort of servitude and just the thought of what was to come excited her greatly. Having made her choice to obey Amanda, she no longer had any doubts, but that didn't mean she wasn't nervous. She was terrified. Terrified she would disappoint Amanda.
Around 4, Jill received a text from Amanda.
Slave Jill
Send me a picture right now of you in your maid's outfit!!!
Mistress A
Jill quickly obeyed; grabbing her phone and taking a picture as best she could to show she had completed the task.
Once the picture was sent she waited eagerly for another text. A few minutes later, Amanda texted again.
Slave Jill
Good girl! You are a very obedient pet. Beth said you were very good as well.
See you soon!
Mistress A
Jill texted back.
Mistress Amanda
I look forward to whatever you have in store for me.
Pet Jill
Jill made supper, desperate to distract herself until it was time for Amanda to arrive. She was startled when at 5:30 her doorbell rang. She quickly went to the door and opened it assuming Amanda was early.
Jill gasped when she opened the door and was staring at her neighbor Melanie.
"H-h-hi Melanie," Jill babbled, mortified by being seen dressed so inappropriately.
Melanie, a slightly chubby married woman in her early forties, handed Jill an envelope, "I got your mail by accident and thought you may might need it."
Her questioning expression had me rattled and incoherent. "Oh-oh—oh thanks."
"Well, have fun," she said, her tone condescending.
Jill closed the door her face burning with shame. Was she ready for this? Was she capable of submitting as Amanda expected? Was she ready to make her fantasy life reality? As these and many other questions bounced around Jill's head, the clock continued to tick at a snail's pace. Finally, five minutes after eight Jill's doorbell rang. Taking one last deep breath, Jill looked in the mirror and smiled knowing life as she knew it was about to change. Walking to her door, she opened it and Amanda was standing there dressed in an emerald green dress and mocha stockings.
The beautiful temptress walked in to her pet-to-be's house and once Jill closed the door Amanda pulled Jill into a passionate kiss.
Jill instantly went weak at the knees at the older woman's touch and she melted into her.
The kiss lasted only a few seconds before Amanda broke it and said approvingly, "You look delicious in your outfit, my pet."
"T-t-thanks," Jill stammered, her mixed emotions exploding inside her.
"Are you ready to start your training, my pet?" Amanda asked.
"Yes, ma'am," Jill too quickly replied, unable to hide her excitement.
"You are a very eager little pet, aren't you?" Amanda softly laughed.
Jill's face went red at the truth of Amanda's words.
"On your knees, my pet," Amanda ordered.
Jill lowered herself slowly her pussy getting wet instantly.
"Crawl to your bedroom, my pet," Amanda instructed.
Jill obeyed, feeling her own wetness leaking slightly as she began moving towards the stairs to her bedroom. As she climbed each step, the anticipation to finally making a long held in fantasy a reality was overtaking her every thought.
Once in her pet-to-be's room, Amanda complimented her eager submissive, "You have been very obedient so far, Jill."
"Yes, ma'am," Jill replied, her pussy tingling.
"You are so fucking adorable," Amanda smiled down at her, wanting to devour her here and now, but she had plans for her new pet.
"Thank you, Mistress," Jill replied, enamored by the beautiful older woman.
"How badly do you want to taste me?" Amanda asked.
Jill's mouth watered at the thought of finally making her fantasy a reality. She answered, "I can truthfully say I have never wanted to taste anything more."
"Good answer," Amanda smiled, moving to her pet's bed. Sitting on the edge, she opened her legs and ordered, "Crawl to me, my little slut."
Jill again obeyed, moving to Amanda's mocha colored stocking-clad legs.
Amanda lifted up her dress and opened her legs revealing she wasn't wearing panties as she displayed her hairy full bush.
Jill leaned up and stared at the pussy briefly, the scent stronger and more appealing than she imagined. Having always kept hers trimmed or completely shaved, Amanda's pussy looked rather strange to her. Slowly, without further instruction, she leaned forward, extended her tongue and finally tasted the sweet taboo nectar of another woman. Creating a path with her tongue through the black hair, she found the wet pussy lips of her Mistress and began tentatively licking. Any lingering doubt dissipated the second the mixture of Amanda's intoxicating scent mixed with Amanda's addictive taste did a double explosion on Jill's senses. Jill's slow licks quickly increased as she wanted more of the unique taste.
Amanda smiled knowing she had another sexy submissive addicted; no one had ever crawled between her legs and tasted her sweet perfection and not come crawling back for more. She let out a soft moan from the eager pet's licking.
Jill didn't want this moment to end and yet she also wanted to please Amanda unequivocally.
Amanda moaned, the rookie pussy licker making up for a lack of technique with an eagerness that was a great tease.
Jill heard Amanda's moans which encouraged her even more to please her Mistress and be rewarded with her cum. She began to take Amanda's clit into her mouth, swirling her tongue around like she had read about online (her male lovers had always been very inadequate in the pussy licking department).
Amanda let out a quivering moan surprised by her pet's sudden aggressive approach knowing her first orgasm of the night was on the rise.
Jill felt a chill pulse through her at hearing Amanda's loud moan, felt her quiver and concentrated her attention entirely on her Mistress's clit.
"That's it baby, you got me close," Amanda purred.
Jill sucked Amanda's clit between her lips.
Amanda grabbed her pet's head and pulled her deep into her wetness as her orgasm cascaded through her. Holding a woman's face deep in her pussy was how she always got herself off and this was no exception as her cum flooded out of her like Niagara Falls, coating her pet's innocent face.
Jill eagerly lapped and lapped the heavenly nectar as best she could in her awkward position.
Finally, Amanda let go of her pet and collapsed onto the bed to allow the rest of her orgasm course through her.
Jill watched in voyeuristic awe at the woman she met just yesterday having an orgasm on her bed because of her.
Finally, Amanda sat up and said, looking down at the shiny faced woman, "You are a natural, my pet."
"Thank you," Jill replied, happy for the approval of her Mistress.
"So what toy did you buy for me to use on you my pet?" Amanda asked.
Jill's pussy tingled with anticipation of having her burning pussy filled with the strap-on cock she had purchased earlier. "A strap-on, Mistress."
"Interesting," Amanda smiled, "You are rather presumptuous thinking I would let you come on our first training session."
Jill stammered, "It-it-it was Beth's suggestion."
"Oh how she knows me," Amanda smiled, standing up. "Plus, it would be a waste to not fuck my maid, which by the way you look amazing in that outfit."
"Thank you, Mistress," Jill replied, getting goose bumps all over her body from the compliment.
"You understand why I choose a maid outfit," Amanda asked.
"Because maids serve," Jill guessed.
"Exactly and you were MADE TO SERVE," Amanda smiled, before adding, "and a maid's outfit is also super sexy. Where is this toy, my eager pet?"
"In my closet," Jill answered.
"Well, fetch it," Amanda ordered with a wave of her hand.
Jill crawled to her closet and grabbed the bag. Assuming she was to stay on all fours, she put the bag handles in her mouth and crawled back to the feet of her Mistress.
"You continue to impress me my slut," Amanda smiled approvingly as she reached down and grabbed the bag.
Amanda pulled her dress over her head revealing a near perfect body and a lace gold bra, a color Jill had never seen in undergarments.
Jill watched as her Mistress took the toy and strapped it onto her waist.
Once on, Amanda looked down at her clearly horny pet and asked, "Does my pet want me to fuck her?"
"Yes, Mistress," Jill answered immediately, not even trying to hide her desperate need to come.
"Well, I don't know," Amanda paused. "Usually I make my pets wait a day or two before I let them come."
"Oh god, Mistress, I will do anything. Please fuck your dirty little slut," Jill pleaded from her puppy position, calling herself names.
"Well, you are so adorable and completely irresistible," Amanda said, moving her plastic cock to her pet's lips.
Jill opened her mouth and began sucking the plastic fuck-toy.
"Convince me you want this cock," Amanda demanded.
Jill desperate to prove her worth began bobbing back and forth on the plastic cock like the slutty whore she was. Soon she had all seven inches sliding in and out of her mouth.
"Very impressive," Amanda commented, "Can you take all seven inches in your other two holes?"
"Yes, Mistress," Jill instantly replied without really considering the question, although the thought of that cock in her ass was a bit nerve-wracking.
"So compliant," Amanda approved, as she pulled her pet up from the floor. "Now where to fuck you."
Jill's pussy tingled with anticipation at her burning desire finally about to be fulfilled.
"Get on your bed on all fours, my horny little slut," Amanda finally ordered after considering other more devious options like downstairs in the living room with the curtains open or out in her back yard, but decided she would save such extremities for later, plus she already had other plans for her pet tonight.
Jill eagerly obeyed, crawling onto her bed and in the position instructed.
"Fuck you have one tight body," Amanda complimented, as she joined her submissive on the bed.
"Thank you, Mistress," Jill responded, her voice trembling at the mere thought of being fucked.
Amanda chuckled softly as she moved behind Jill and rubbed her plastic cock up and down her pet's ass cheeks. "Now which hole to fill," Amanda pondered out loud.
Jill wanted to scream 'my pussy' but just waited as patiently as possible as she gave herself unquestionably to the older seductress.
"I want your ass one day, Jill, but for now your cunt clearly needs attention," Amanda said, as she positioned her rubber cock at her pet's wet pussy lips.
Jill moaned on first touch and her legs quivered.
Amanda demanded, "Beg for me to fuck you, slut."
Jill didn't hesitate as she responded using every dirty word she knew to impress the experienced Mistress, "Oh God Mistress, fuck my cunt, my box, my fuck hole, pound my twat, use me as your sex toy, your slut, your submissive whore, your diiiiiiirty... "
Jill couldn't even finish the sentence as Amanda plunged all seven inches inside her wanton cunt.
Amanda was not making love to her eager slut, she was fucking her. Each forward thrust, her body slammed into Jill's as the plastic cock completely filled the submissive's cunt.
Jill's breathing instantly increased exponentially and she was instantly delirious as she was fucked so thoroughly.
Amanda grabbed Jill's hair as the fucking continued and Jill surprised Amanda as she begged, "Tell me you own me, Mistress, I need to hear it."
Amanda smiled at just how perfect her new submissive was. Amanda obliged the slut's request, knowing that the more extreme she was the more the submissive would get off. "I own you Jill. I own your tits, your cunt-licking tongue which will no longer pleasure men, is that understood?"
"Yeeeees, Mistress," Jill agreed, the thought of a man no longer even a remotely appealing consideration.
"And your tight cunt is mine as well," Amanda continued. "And as my newest pet, you are on the bottom of the food chain and will be used by other sluts of mine."
"Whoever you wiiiish," Jill moaned, the idea of a sexual hierarchy somehow only getting her hornier.
"And whenever I wish?" Amanda asked, stopping with her cock fully inside the near apocalyptically orgasmic submissive,
Jill whimpered frustrated at Amanda stopping when she was so close. "Yes, whenever and wherever."
"In your office?" Amanda pushed.
"Yes," Jill agreed, the idea both turning her on and freaking her out.
"Imagine your face shining with my cunt juice before you went to meet a client or go to trial," Amanda suggested.
Jill did just that and her pussy burned with excitement at the humiliation even as her head screamed no. Yet the words out of her mouth betrayed her last remaining moral fiber. "You own me Mistress, use me as you wish."
"That I plan to do, my pet," Amanda promised, her head full of possibility for the most submissive woman she had ever met. "Are you ready to come, my cunt-licker?"
"God, yes," Jill answered, never wanting or needing an orgasm more in her life.
"Fuck yourself on my cock like the horny fuck you are," Amanda ordered.
Jill again didn't hesitate, her only thought to come and began bouncing back on the cock of her Mistress. Surprisingly, as her ass collided onto the cock and conversely the thighs of Amanda, the cock reached new depths in her cunt which only enhanced her already near delirium pleasure.
In seconds Jill's orgasm was again on the rise as sweat dripped off her body.
Amanda hearing the moans of near ecstasy pet demanded, "Come now my cunt-licker, my slave, my personal fuck-toy, come now!"
The invisible damn burst in a frenzy of internal fireworks as Jill's orgasm hit her with Mach 4 force. "Oh my fuuuuuuuucking god," Jill screamed as she fell forward no longer in control of any part of her body.
Amanda watched as the submissive quivered on her bed as the cock slipped out of her pussy.
Jill's juices flooded out of her like never before as her orgasm cascaded through her like a river flowing down stream.
If Amanda didn't have other plans tonight for herself and her pet she would have plunged the cock back inside the pet's cunt and fucked her to a second and third and forth orgasm. Alas, Amanda did have other plans for her pet, plans that had her on somewhat of a schedule. Looking at the clock she knew she would be arriving at her next stop a little later than she had planned but it had been worth it.
Jill could barely move feeling completely exhausted and weak after the most intense, mind-shattering orgasm of her life. She had no idea sex could be do fulfilling and no idea just how great sexual submission was.
Finally, Amanda broke the lengthy silence, "My pet, I would love to fuck you again, but we need to get going soon."
Jill heard the word 'we' and her eyes instantly went big as she wondered where Amanda planned to take her. Jill rolled over slowly, her energy still usurped from the sweaty sex session and asked, "Where are we going, Mistress?"
Amanda didn't answer the question instead ordering, "Go change into something glamorous and sexy, of course, refrain from any underwear but keep on the thigh highs."
"Yes, Mistress," Jill said, before asking, "May I stand up to change?"
"Of course, my pet," Amanda smiled, thrilled with how obedient her new pet had become so quickly.
Jill went to her closet curious where they were going and yet excited to be able to dress up. She pulled out her fire engine red dress that would just barely hide the tops of her stocking and after slipping out of her maid's outfit she turned to her Mistress and asked, "Will this do, Mistress?"
Amanda smiled, "That is delicious, my pet."
Amanda's approval only enhanced Jill's eagerness and she slowly slithered into her red dress.
"You look good enough to eat," Amanda purred.
"T-t-thank you," Jill stammered, exhilarated by her Mistress's praise.
"We better go," Amanda said, "We have a fun night ahead."
"Yes, ma'am," Jill said, as she followed Amanda down the stairs, out the door and to Amanda's car.
The drive was made in complete silence as Amanda allowed Jill to ponder what was about to happen, while Jill stewed with excitement and trepidation at whatever lie ahead. Jill had no poker face, she was all in and ready to do whatever her Mistress expected her do to.
Amanda pulled into the parking lot of Le Chateau Club, the most elite lesbian club in America, something that Jill seemed completely oblivious to.
"You ready for a night that will change your life forever, my pet," Amanda asked.
"God, yes," Jill answered, without hesitation.
"You are so beautiful when you are so eager, my little pet," Amanda purred, before adding, "Let's go."
Jill got out of the car and Amanda took her pet's hand and led her into the exclusive club.
A big bouncer welcomed them, "Good evening, Amanda, I see you have a new guest tonight."
"Jill, Markus, Markus, Jill," Amanda introduced.
"H-h-hi, Markus," Jill stammered.
"Welcome, Jill, I am sure you will enjoy yourself tonight," Markus said and allowed the two well-dressed women in.
As Jill entered the club she was star struck. Everywhere she looked there were beautiful women dressed in their finest.
Amanda leaned into Jill's ear and explained, "Tonight is a by invite only night."
"A-a-a lesbian club?" Jill asked, the question rather rhetorical.
"Yes, my dear," Amanda smiled, so amused by her innocent pet. She pulled her pet along slowly to her reserved table.
Jill couldn't get enough of her surroundings as she saw young girls being led by older woman, older women being led by young girls, women dancing with each other, a girl in her late forties on all fours with a collar around her neck being led by a girl maybe in her early twenties, a young black woman at a table had not one, but two older women on their knees licking her stocking-clad feet, a young girl in a school girl's outfit was with a woman that could be her teacher and just as they reached the table Jill saw a pair of black pumps sticking out from under another table while a chubby, but very pretty, brunette winked at her.



Amanda pulled Jill into the comfortable chairs and explained, "This is the most elite lesbian club in the country. What happens at Le Chateau Club stays at the Le Chateau Club. There are cameras everywhere filming everything and if someone ever let out the truth about what happens here, well their naughty indiscretions would be online instantly."
"Oh my," Jill said, her head spinning.
"You may see celebrities, politicians, lawyers and every other profession letting go here tonight," Amanda continued.
"Wow," Jill acknowledged she was listening even as she continued looking around.
"Indeed, wow," Amanda chuckled softly. "I wanted to devour you for hours at your house tonight, but decided to resist the temptation and instead brought you to the ten year anniversary party tonight of the Le Chateau Club and well, here we are."
"I can't believe it," Jill said, her eyes finally returning to her Mistress.
"Is it everything you imagined?" Amanda asked.
"I heard of it, but never would have imagined anything quite like this," Jill replied, returning her gaze to the plethora of beautiful lesbians.
"It's a very exclusive secret society of lesbians who often let go of society's expectations of the demure woman here. There are Mistresses, submissives and switches here," Amanda explained.
"Switches?" Jill asked, returning her gaze to Amanda.
"Yes, some girls can play either role, submissive or dominant," Amanda replied.
"Oh," Jill said, intrigued by someone who could be either.
"Truth is almost all women can be both. It just takes the right circumstances to make someone a switch," Amanda smiled.
"I see," Jill said, even though she wasn't sure herself.
"Now my pet, you can look but no touching without my permission, is that understand my little eager pet?" Amanda instructed.
"Yes, Mistress," Jill answered, her body and mind bubbling like a bottle of shook coke.
"You see that woman in the black and white gown," Amanda pointed out.
Jill looked over and gasped when she realized who she was staring at, it was Governor Daphne Green, potential 2016 President Nominee Daphne Green. "Oh...my...God!" Jill spoke like a teenage girl.
"Oh my God, indeed," Amanda smiled, amused by the shock in her pet's face. "She owns the club."
"No way," Jill said, not able to take her eyes off the powerful woman.
"Way," Amanda laughed. "Would you like to meet her? I bet she will take an instant liking to you."
"God, yes," Jill replied, the Governor one of her heroes, a woman who was very successful in a man's world.
"We will see, my pet," Amanda said. The next half hour they drank champagne and had a few appetizers and watched the various scenes occurring in the bar. Women dancing and making out on the dance floor, the odd submissive crawling on the floor on a leash, but mostly just beautiful women off all ages socializing with other beautiful women. Finally, Amanda asked her pet, "You see those heels under that table there?"
"Yes, ma'am," Jill said, her pussy tingling that such a naughty act would be happening so indiscreetly.
"I think it is time for you to cross the threshold from curious to full-fledge pussy pleaser, my pet," Amanda purred.
Jill understood her Mistress's intention, but waited for clarification, wanting and needing to be told what to do, "Yes, ma'am."
Amanda knew her pet very well already. She needed to be pushed across the threshold with an order. "Crawl under the table and taste your Mistress's pussy again, my cunt being just the first of many that you will taste my pet."
Jill's whole body tingled with excitement, not even remotely concerned by the reality that she was going to do her first sexual act in a public place. She replied, "Yes, Mistress," and slowly slid under the table. Although dark, her Mistress lifted up the table cloth enough to bring in a ray of light just in time to watch the beautiful woman lift up her ass and pull up her dress once again.
Amanda spread her legs showcasing her hairy pussy, she loved to be all natural, her unique cunt scent captured so perfectly by her pubic hair.
Jill leaned forward and licked Amanda's pussy for a second time. Her Mistress's scent was much stronger after having come earlier and Jill allowed the sweet scent to take her into a state of bliss. Jill took her time slowly licking up and down with wide paintbrush style tongue strokes creating a pathway to Amanda's cunt.
Amanda sipped on her wine enjoying the slow lavish pussy pleasing for a few minutes before Governor Daphne Green joined her. "Hi, Amanda, I see you have a new pet today."
"A twenty-five year old virgin," Amanda answered.
"No way, how irresistibly delicious," Governor Green smiled deviously.
"Agreed, but she is very eager to please," Amanda complimented.
Jill heard the conversation only vaguely from her submissive position, but did recognize the Governor's voice. She briefly froze from her concentrated pleasing as she tried to listen to the conversation.
"Well, if you and your pet want to join me in my room upstairs come up ASAP," the Governor offered.
"I think she is listening," Amanda assumed. Lifting up the table cloth, she asked, "Would my pet like to go to a private room and join our Governor for a drink?"
Jill stammered, "I-I-I would love too."
"I bet you would," Amanda smiled.
"I'll be up in a couple of minutes, I need to check on something first," the radiant Governor said and headed to the bar.
"Keep licking my pet," Amanda instructed.
Jill returned to her task at hand, her head suddenly spinning with the stunning turn of events that she was about to go to some private room with the Governor of her state. Wanting to get Amanda off and wondering what would happen in the private room of the Governor, she got aggressive sucking in Amanda's clit, while sliding two fingers inside her Mistress's cunt.
"You little slut, you are really eager to suuuubmit to her too," Amanda moaned, her submissive's fingers somehow finding her g-spot.
Jill continued tapping on Amanda's g-spot sensing she was close as she continued pleasing her clit simultaneously, while she considered just how absurd it was that she went from straight to lesbian in one night and how she could serve two very different yet powerful women during the same strange night.
"Shiiiit, you little sluuuuuut," Amanda moaned, biting her lip as her orgasm came hard and out of nowhere.
Jill eagerly licked and licked Amanda's cum accepting she was addicted to the unique taste.
A minute later, Amanda's orgasm simmering, she ordered, "Follow me, my pet."
Jill crawled from underneath the table and began to stand up.
"No, crawl, my pet," Amanda smiled, showing her power.
Jill returned to her submissive position on her knees and followed her face both sticky with cum and red with embarrassment.
Amanda smiled wide as she slowly walked upstairs to the Governor's private room.
Jill heard other women talk about her as she crawled submissively behind her Mistress. "Mmmmmm, fresh meat," and "Nice, very nice," and "Willing to share?" Jill was flattered by the comments and humiliated at the same time. Each step up the stairs was an exhilarating rush as she anticipated her submission with the Governor of her state.
Once at the top of the stairs, Amanda saw a long line for another of the private rooms with almost a dozen girls waiting in a line outside. Perplexed, she kept walking to the Governor's room. Reaching it, Amanda knocked on the door.
"Come in," the Governor called back.
Amanda opened the door and Jill crawled behind her into a luxurious room.
"Well, isn't she adorable," the Governor said as she looked down at the first day submissive.
"That she is," Amanda agreed. "What is up with the line in the hall?"
"I finally upgraded Big Rosie from the bathroom to her own private suite. It is much classier, don't you think?" the Governor answered.
"A very good call," Amanda agreed.
The Governor looked down at Jill and said, "You see the most heavenly tasting pussy in the entire world, and I have tasted a lot, is our Big Rosie. She really is a must for any young little cunt-licker."
"Big Rosie?" Jill repeated, confused.
"Yes, a big black woman with the sweetest pussy nectar in the world. Girls line up and eagerly wait their turn for the privilege of tasting her perfection," Amanda explained, before adding, "I have on numerous occasions myself."
"As have I?" the Governor admitted, before ordering, "Amanda, please leave me alone with your pet for a little while."
"Yes, ma'am," Amanda agreed and instructed Jill, "You are to obey the Governor as you would me is that understood?"
"Yes, Mistress," Jill agreed a little too eagerly.
Amanda winked at Jill and without another word left her new pet with the Governor.
"Come join me for a drink," the Governor offered, tapping a spot beside her on the couch.
Thankful to be off her knees, Jill stood up and joined the beautiful Governor on the couch. The Governor handed her a cocktail and said, "So tell me a bit about yourself."
Jill said, "My name is Jill Waters and I am a lawyer." The next fifteen minutes the Governor listened and asked questions learning more about the beautiful young lady.
The Governor finally said, "Well, I am sure I can help you with getting a pretty good job, my dear."
"Oh, thanks, but I am doing pretty well on my own," Jill replied, determined to do it because of her skill and not who she knew.
"That is very commendable," the Governor smiled, leaning in and kissing the young woman.
Jill couldn't believe what was happening to her. She returned the kiss tentatively at first until the Governor parted her lips with her tongue. Jill returned the exploration with her tongue and soon their tongues were dancing in each other's mouths.
The Governor broke the kiss and said, "Take off your dress, my dear."
"Yes, ma'am," Jill obeyed, standing up and taking off her dress, her hands trembling not out of nervousness, but excitement.
"Mmmmm, very delicious," the Governor assessed standing up as she looked over the pretty girl. "Now you got to understand something Jill, I don't take no for an answer."
"Ok," Jill replied, a chill going down her spine as the Governor's finger moved gently up her arm.
"And if I decide you are going to work for me, you will work for me, is that understood?"
"Y-y-yes, ma'am," Jill stammered.
"Good," the Governor smiled, "now bend over the table my dear."
Jill obeyed and waited for what seemed like an eternity, but was really less than a couple of minutes, before she felt hands on her waist.
"Do you want me to fuck you?" the Governor cooed.
"God, yes," Jill moaned, the head of a strap-on cock teasing her pussy lips.
"Beg my dear," the Governor whispered, her hands gently caressing Jill's ass.
"Oh please fuck me, Governor," Jill begged, "I need to come so badly."
Without another word, the Governor slid her massive and thick nine inch dildo inside the young blondes' pussy.
"Aaaaaaah," Jill let out as the cock, the biggest she had ever had inside her, slid inside her wanton volcano of need.
The Governor's strokes started slow as she allowed the sweet girl to get used to the wide cock.
Jill could feel the bubbling orgasm in only a couple of minutes, her anticipation having been building for the past hour. But she desperately tried to control her orgasm, to hold back as long as humanly possible.
The Governor had a great sense of when a woman was close and decided to shift from slow smooth strokes to hard and rough. She grabbed her pet's blonde hair and began slamming her cock hard and deep inside the hungry nymph.
"Oh Goooooooooooooood," Jill screamed the first time the Governor slammed into her. "Harder, Mistress, harder," Jill begged, wanting to be fucked and used like the slut she had always fantasized being.
The Governor smiled at the term 'Mistress' as she continued to fuck her soon-to-be loyal pet.
Jill couldn't hold back any longer and letting loose allowed her orgasm to cascade through her bringing her a euphoria she never knew existed. "I'm cooooooooming," she screamed loud enough for the whole bar to hear.
The Governor didn't slow down as she watched the blonde writhe and moan as she came hard.
Eventually the Governor pulled out and said, "Well, that was fun."
"I have never come that hard," Jill admitted, turning around sweating and still panting trying to regain her breath.
"Good, and if you are a good girl I will fuck you again one day," the Governor smiled.
"C-c-can I do you?" Jill asked timidly.
"One day if you earn it," the Governor said, "but I need to be returning to my party so get dressed."
"O-o-ok," Jill said, disappointed.
"You are so adorable," the Governor smiled, as she took off her cock. "I am serious, I want you to come by my office next week and we will have a real interview and after the interview we will have some fun and I don't take no for an answer."
"Yes, ma'am," Jill said, excited at the possibility of working for the Governor and also under her.
Jill got dressed and the Governor handed her a card. "Call my secretary and make an appointment, my dear."
"Yes, ma'am," Jill agreed.
"And it is Daphne, my dear," the Governor smiled, kissing her gently before they both left the room.
As Jill stepped into the hall, she was surprised to see Amanda was last in line for Big Rosie's room behind only two others.
Amanda and Daphne exchanged glances of acknowledgement as the Governor pasted by Amanda on her way back downstairs.
Amanda smiled with pride that Daphne had enjoyed Jill, "Come my pet, cut in front of me and get your reward for being such a good little slut for Daphne."
Jill, of course, unable to satiate her newly discovered addiction to pussy, obeyed her Mistress's order not ever wanting this night to end.
THE END
Character Notes:
Amanda milf seductress big breasted
Tammy girl in charge of munch
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A Sibling Love Story
He Said:
Do you have any idea what it is like to have a sister that is easily the hottest girl I had ever met in real life? Jayda is pretty much every guy's ultimate stroke fantasy. She has that rare blonde hair that is almost white, the bluest eyes imaginable, and a smile that makes pretty much any man melt. You would assume she would be a cheerleader and dating the football quarterback, yet she was actually a nerd of sorts who broke all the stereotypes of high school. Yet, oddly despite her undisputed beauty, she was actually a very shy and insecure young woman. It seemed those rumors were true, women who are visual perfection are to intimidating to actually ask out as I had never seen Jayda actually go out on a date. It didn't help that she rebuked the stereotypes by not going to parties, not hanging with jocks and not dressing like a skank.
She was on the debate team, the school choir and spent her after school time split between dance and volunteering. Although it was only December she had scholarship offers to most of the Ivy League schools once she graduated high school.
As for fashion, she seemed to actually try to hide her beauty by wearing very little make-up, wearing her hair in pigtails or a ponytail most days, and dressing as if she was from a different decade. She wore long sundresses most days, with pantyhose and a variety of, as she called them, funky shoes.
To make matters worse, every girl I dated I compared to my sister. I dated a few very pretty girls but couldn't get past how they were so shallow, so vapid or just downright mean. Although I liked them from the outside, their insides were tainted. Sadly, no one compared to Jayda. It was never a conscious comparison, but that was always the end result. Is such a theory creepy, I suppose, although obviously this wasn't information I shared with my buddies when I invariably dumped some hot girl.
I didn't realize it then, but in retrospect it is all crystal clear...I was in love with my younger sister.
I had just finished the fall semester of my junior year of college and Jayda had completed the fall semester of her senior year of high school when the stars all lined up. And I swear, I didn't plan what was about to happen. Truthfully, although I knew my sister was drop dead gorgeous, I had never thought of her sexually...she was my sister.
Jayda turned eighteen on December 21st, the day after Christmas holidays started, and I had surprised my Broadway obsessed sister with two fourth row center stage tickets to a showing of her favorite musical Phantom of the Opera...in New York City.
I originally bought the tickets for my sister and mom, while dad and I would find something more manly to do, but again the stars lined up and fate was clearly smiling amused. The basement of our family home flooded because of a broken pipe. Mom and Dad had to stay one more day for a plumber to arrive. Mom insisted Jayda take a bus to NYC and not miss the show and that I was going to go to the show with her.
I met her at the bus station just after three PM and like every other time I saw her, I was mesmerized by her beauty. After a quick brother-sister hug, I have to admit my cock got a slight tingle we headed to the hotel to get ready. Mom had originally booked supper for the two of them at some fancy restaurant before the show.
On the walk to the hotel, Jayda thanked me profusely for:
A) getting the tickets
B) agreeing to go with her
C) and renting a tux (which she noticed me carrying slung over my shoulder)
I shrugged, and said, "You deserve it sis. You only turn eighteen once."
We arrived at the hotel, while checking in at the front desk the desk clerk mistook us as being a couple which Jayda thought was hilarious. She laughed even harder when the woman handed me the key and said, "Enjoy your stay, Mr. Clark."
She chirped as we headed to the elevator, "Can I help you with your bags, Mr. Clark?"
"Respect your elders," I playfully retorted, being three years older than her.
"Sure thing, Mr. Clark," she smirked as we got in the elevator.
Once in the room, which was actually a suite (I couldn't imagine how much our parents had paid for this for three nights), we were in awe. After looking around the room acting all decadent and rich, I pointed out, "Dinner reservations are in just over an hour."
"Oh my God, oh my God," Jayda freaked out. "I need to shower, do my hair and make-up and get dressed."
"You look great," I said, thinking all I planned to do was put on some more deodorant and change into the tux.
Frantic, she ignored my brotherly compliment and headed to the bathroom.
I quickly changed into my tux and gazed out over the city from the eighteenth story. It was fun to watch the ant-like people scurrying every which way but yet seemingly going nowhere.
Looking at the clock, I knocked on the door, "Forty minutes, Ms. Clark."
"Shit," she cursed, her tone so frantically cute; plus I don't think I had ever heard her swear before.
Making it worse, I pointed out, "Of course you really only have thirty minutes since it is a couple of blocks away."
"I hate you," she called out, playful yet clearly in rush mode.
A few minutes later, the bathroom door opened and the moment I saw her I knew my sister had changed from a girl to a woman, from a teenager to an adult. If she was beautiful before she had transcended to a whole new level of beauty. The only word that could remotely do her justice was stunning. A part of me, undeniably, lusted for her. Perfection was so close to me, yet completely out of my reach. The only word out of my mouth was "Wow!!!" with an infinity of exclamation marks. I felt my cock uncontrollably salute her radiant beauty.
Her facial expression and response was so Jayda, her insecurity on her sleeve, "Really?"
"You look like you are ready for the red carpet," I complimented, her hair down which somehow enhanced her beauty even more, I couldn't remember the last time I saw her without her hair in a ponytail, a bun or pigtails. Her almost white blonde hair also seemed to bring extra attention to her blue as the ocean eyes, as did the slight make-up she was wearing. It seemed to me, she literally glowed. Lastly, she was wearing red lipstick that made her luscious lips stand out and my dirty mind instantly imagined them wrapped around my cock. I quickly tried to squelch the naughty thoughts that my typical man brain brought to life against my will.
"Don't tease me," she replied, clearly not believing me, still somehow insecure.
Trying to prove my sincerity, I pointed out the obvious, "Jayda if you were not my sister I would hit on you relentlessly." Her red dress was classy and yet fit her curves with such smoothness it was as if the dress was a second layer of skin. The dress held her firm breasts perfectly and showed just enough cleavage it would hypnotize any man.
"As if," she said, turning sideways to look in the mirror. A grimace on her face had her seeing some imaginary flaw that girls always seemed to see in themselves.
From this new angle I could see every curve of her body like a silhouette. Besides her breasts that stood out even more, her ass curved perfectly, elevating her perfection to an 11 out of 10. It was clear that God had finally perfected geometry and biology with my sister. "I am serious, Jayda. You are a very pretty woman." I considered all the bitches from high school who were pretty outside and how the way they treated people made them ugly to me, but in Jayda her insides were just as pure and beautiful as her outside.
She turned to me, looking so perfect and vulnerable, and asked, her tone full of insecurity, yet a slight smile on her face now, "Do you really think so?"
"I know so," I smiled warmly, looking down at her legs in tan pantyhose, her toes painted red to match her dress, standing out. My cock ached to be released, the sight of her pantyhose feet impossible to ignore. I imagined rubbing her feet with my hands, I imagined sucking each of her toes in those silk stockings, and I imagined her stocking-clad feet moving up and down on my raging hard-on. I added, my voice sincere, my intent still pure, regardless of a growing hunger down below and in my horny mind, "Jayda, you are a very beautiful woman and any man would be honored to be with you."
Her cheeks blushed and she said, "Oh Andy, thank you."
"That said," I had to break the rare moment of honest intimacy between brother and sister, "the clock is ticking."
"Okay, okay," she said, bending down to reach for her ruby red heels that matched her dress. Watching her with inappropriate thoughts for a brother, I imagined lifting up her dress and taking her from behind. She sat on the edge of the bed; slipped into her four inch open-toe heels and buckled them. Even though the act itself was innocent, it only made me want her more. Looking up at me, her smile genuine and wide, she said, "You look pretty handsome yourself big brother."
It was my turn to blush, my sister complimenting me. Although I wasn't the perfect specimen my sister was, I came from the same gene pool and had never had a problem with the ladies. I got lucky as often as I struck out, but overall I did pretty well. Joking, I said, "Yes, I look very dapper."
"Dapper indeed," she smiled, her tone just a hint of sexiness I was used to getting from a girls I would hook up with. Standing up, she stumbled forward and crashed directly into me.
Temptation giggled like a school girl, as I caught my sister by her breasts. It happened so quickly that I didn't have time to react other than to just catch her. Time seemed to stand still even though it was probably no more than a couple of seconds that her firm breasts were cupped in my hands as I caught her and quickly pushed her back up.
I stammered, "S-s-sorry."
Her cheeks almost as red as her lipstick stammered back, "N-n-no, it's my fault, I am so clumsy."
Trying to break the sudden awkwardness I suggested, "We should go."
"Alright," she agreed, unable to make eye contact with me.
Silence lingered between us as we each tried to figure out how to get past our awkward moment. All I could think about was how big, and firm her breasts were.
Once in the elevator, I couldn't help but look at her teasing white flesh. The contrast between the red dress and her white breasts a delicious untouchable tease.
It was Jayda who broke the silence. "So thanks for coming."
"No problem," I replied, meaning it.
Exiting the elevator, we began walking and I noticed Jayda still struggling with walking in her four-inch heels. I offered her my arm, which she graciously took. The comfort and stability of my arm seemed to instantly relax her. She explained, "Other than practicing in my room, I have never walked in four-inch heels before."
"Why today?" I asked, even as I realized just how good and natural having her arm hooked with mine felt. If only she wasn't my sister.
"I wanted to feel like a woman," she answered, before adding, trying to hide her insecurity, "Plus not many reasons to dress up back home."
"Touché," I agreed, our town to small for many dress up events.
Jayda walked in tourist like awe as we slowly walked the four blocks to the restaurant, looking like a couple and not brother and sister. I had been to New York twice before and knew the area a bit.
The four-block walk took ten minutes because of the pedestrian traffic and Jayda's star-struck gazing.
"Here we are," I announced as we reached our destination.
Jayda smiled, "Thank goodness, my feet are already killing me and I am starving."
"Well being Cinderella is painful," I joked.
"Are you my fairy god-brother?" she countered.
We laughed as we entered the restaurant, her arm still draped around mine.
Ten minutes later, we were seated and had ordered from the menu. "Heels are off," she announced, with a sigh.
"Thanks for the update," I quipped back, even as I resisted the temptation to take another good look at her stocking-clad feet.
"I figured you would want to know," she smiled, with what seemed to be a hint of flirtation.
I briefly wondered if she somehow knew of my foot fetish, but couldn't think how. I don't know why I said it but I did. "Does baby sister need a foot massage?" I asked.
I expected her to say no or to at least not take me seriously, but she answered, "God, yes."
Before I had time to react, her stocking-clad left foot was under the table and in my lap, just inches from my suddenly erect cock. Instinct took over and I took her foot in both my hands. Having a stocking foot fetish, I had given many women foot massages and am quite good at it.
On first touch, she let out a soft moan and my cock involuntarily flinched, desperate to break free from its restrictive cotton prison. Much to my surprise, her stockings were pure silk, so much softer than nylon pantyhose or stockings. I briefly wondered how she ended up purchasing not only pantyhose, but silk pantyhose.
We continued chatting although it was clear that my hands were making her feel good as her responses were delayed. After about five minutes, I asked, "Does Cinderella need her other foot massaged?"
I asked the question trying to keep this fairy tale evening continuing as surreally as possible.
"Please," she replied, again just the slightest tad of sultriness in her voice, throwing me off a bit.
I let go of her foot and a moment later felt her right one replace it, and she startled me completely when her stocking-clad foot landed on my crotch. It lingered there for two, maybe three, seconds before she looked at me in a way I couldn't quite place, as if she put her foot on my crotch on purpose, she said, "Oopsies."
She moved her foot away, but so slowly that her toes seemed to slide down my cock, as if she was investigating my size. If she wasn't my sister, I would have taken this as a clear indication that she was game for whatever naughty ideas I had in store for later in the evening.
I took her foot tentatively in my hands, all the while trying to ignore my cock that was desperately crying for freedom considering what had just occurred. It could have been an accident, but her slow removal and her smile, which implied flirtation, had my head spinning and my cock demanding attention.
A couple of minutes later our salads arrived and I reluctantly let her foot go. Her smile dazzled brighter than the Christmas lights behind her, "Thanks big brother."
I replied playfully, "You are welcome baby sister," yet I was beginning to really wonder if Jayda was flirting with me, even though the thought itself seemed absurd.
The rest of dinner consisted of eating a delicious meal, drinking a full bottle of wine (I looked twenty-five and Jayda somehow passed for twenty-one, so we had lucked out not being carded), and a lot of conversation. I couldn't help but feel there was an underlying sexual tension that was simmering below the surface...I felt it and I was growing more confident she felt it too.
For desert she ordered the 'Chocolate Climax' and quipped to me, after the waiter left, "I have never had a climax before."
I actually had wine shoot out my nose as I gasped at my sister's words.
She smiled a look dripping with a naughtiness I didn't really think existed in her, "What?"
"I can't believe I'm talking about climaxes with my sister," I replied, adding, "I like to think of you as a sweet, pure virgin so "I hope you are referring to the dessert."
"I am all of those things," she replied with a sigh, before adding, her naughty smile back, "but I hope not for much longer."
I was stunned into silence. Was she implying that she wanted me, her brother, to take her virginity?
She continued, "I am so sick of people treating me like a sweet innocent girl. If they only knew how many hours I spent online reading and watching porn, I even have written a couple of stories."
"Porn stories?" I asked stunned, trying to get my head around this bizarre conversation.
"Dirty stories of innocent virgins who become sluts," she said, no longer smiling.
"You are fucking with me right?" I asked, completely unravelled by what I had just heard.
"Maybe," she smiled, the double-entendre obvious. Did she mean she was 'fucking' with me like she was kidding or that she wouldn't mind 'fucking me'?
The waiter arrived with dessert and she joked, "Come help me with my CLIMAX big brother."
My cock screamed for attention as I stammered, trying to play along and act casual, "S-s-sure baby sister, I would love to help you with your CLIMAX."
Without missing a beat, my so-called innocent sister replied, "That is a promise I plan to make you keep," before taking a bite of the chocolate dessert. She let out a moan like Meg Ryan did in her orgasm scene in 'When Harry Met Sally', "Mmmmmmm, this is so good."
My cock again flinched in my pants demanding, begging, for release. I took my fork and decided I too could play the flirtation game. "Yes, I bet I could eat this all night long."
It was her turn for her face to go red. I had called her bluff. We ate in silence, the playful, clearly sibling inappropriate, banter lingering ominously in the air.
Desert done, the bill paid, we headed to the theatre. She again hooked her arm around mine, but the banter had turned everything to awkwardness. Neither of us knew what to say or how to return to our usual sibling conversation.
The huge FAO Schwarz store with the massive Barbie display finally broke the conversation fog. "OMG," Jayda gasped, stopping in her tracks and tittering on her heels; if her arm wasn't hooked to mine I am sure she would have face dived into the sidewalk.
"I didn't think you were a Barbie Girl anymore," I joked, remembering her saying she wasn't a kid anymore on her sixteenth birthday, 'that Barbies were for kids'.
"Shut up!" she said, singing that horrific song from the one hit wonder band Aqua, "I'm a Barbie girl, in a Barbie world."
Suddenly noticing it myself, I pointed out, "Actually, you know you really do look just like a Barbie."
"Really?" she asked, with such an innocence that made it obvious my statement had flattered her.
"Seriously, if they were making a live action Barbie movie you would be the perfect casting choice," I continued.
Her hand slid down my arm and she took my hand in hers, our fingers intertwining. A simple everyday thing, holding hands, we had done it many times when we were younger, yet this time it was intimate and the feeling inside me spoke volumes. I wanted my sister; not in a 'nasty fuck her brains out' way, no sadly I wanted her in an 'I want to make love to her all night' way.



She seemed to feel the same way as for a moment there was silence. Finally, I said, "We have a few minutes, Barbie Girl."
"We do?" she asked, her eyes big as a little girl on Christmas morning.
"Come on," I smiled, pulling her into the pink haven of a childhood past.
Once in the store her eyes lit up like the Fourth of July, her head ping-ponging from one crazy elaborate display to another.
I noticed a Grease Barbie doll display and reluctantly let go of my sister's hand and said, "I will meet you at the front in five minutes."
"Ok," she agreed, distracted by the overall girly ambiance.
I snuck away and grabbed two Sandy dolls knowing they were the perfect present. She loves musicals and her favorite movie as a kid was Grease. I have heard the soundtrack a thousand times blaring out of her room or in the car on road trips. I quickly paid for them and had them double bagged so baby sister couldn't see what I bought.
I was a couple of minutes late as the line of moms and daughters was long; I felt a bit strange being the only male in line and the only one without a daughter with me. I almost shit at the price, but figured it would be worth it to see the look on her face.
She was waiting for me at the door and teased me when she saw me with a bright glow in the dark pink bag. "Pink really is your color."
"I know, it really brings out my inner feminine side," I quipped.
She took my arm and I led her back out into the hustle and bustle of early evening in New York City. There were men in suits talking on their headpieces; there were ladies in dresses with bags from overpriced stores; there were teens with baggy pants with their underwear showing; tourists snapping pictures left and right; there was every race, every religion, walking side by side. If only the world could move with such smooth motion, such randomness and such multiculturalism.
A couple of minutes later, we reached the theatre. Suits and ties, dresses and heels everywhere, another smorgasbord of races and ages, waiting for a night of musical entertainment, waiting for a fun escape from their day to day lives.
We got into line as Jayda looked around star-struck. I let her look and just enjoyed the strange feeling of tranquility that washed over me just by holding her hand.
Finally, the doors opened to the theatre and we walked in together looking like a young couple to anyone looking our way.
"Enjoying yourself?" I asked, after our tickets were scanned.
"It is even more amazing than I had imagined," she said, still overwhelmed by the sheer thrill of being here.
"New York City does go over the top better than anywhere else," I joked, giving her hand a gentle squeeze.
After a few minutes of celebrity searching, Jayda said, "I really should go to the ladies' room before the show starts."
She gave my hand a gentle squeeze and let go leaving a sudden emptiness in me. As I watched my beautiful sister saunter away, I shook my head. What was wrong with me? Sure she was flirting with me. Sure she was the most beautiful person inside and out I knew. Sure she was the perfect woman for me. Yet, she was my sister. I could feel the internal fight between right and wrong, my head vs my other head, and yet I flip-flopped back and forth between the two extremes. I wanted nothing more than to make love to my sister, yet obviously that was wrong. Why did doing wrong seem so right? Why was the apple so tempting? Why was Eve so perfect?
"I'm back," she said, taking my hand and comfortably fitting back into me like the puzzle piece lost long ago and finally found. Seeing me lost in thought, she asked, again giving my hand a slight squeeze, "What you thinking, big brother?"
"Oh, nothing," I lied.
"Too bad," she purred, as if reading my dirty thoughts.
We looked at souvenirs; I bought her a t-shirt and a poster and got a quick kiss on the lips for my thoughtfulness. "Thanks big brother," she said, a sultry sweetness in her voice, another hint of her flirtation with me.
Hands again perfectly entwined like they were meant to be, we headed into the auditorium and to our seats.
She said:
Once seated, we were silent. I had given a plethora of flirtatious hints of my intent, my hunger to commit incest, yet I wasn't sure my sexy brother was catching on. I wanted to lose my virginity to my older brother. I pretty much screamed it to him with my words, my actions, and my dress, and he had responded in kind with his own flirtation, yet I wasn't sure if he understood my true intent.
I am eighteen; I am a virgin; I love my brother more than any boy or man I know. He is funny; he is sweet; he is drop dead sexy; he is compassionate and caring; he is perfect boyfriend material, perfect for anyone, but me...his sister.
Although my friends always talked about how lucky I was to have such a hot brother, I always disagreed. I had perfection in my reach, but was not allowed to touch it. I had the shiny red apple in my garden, but could not take a bite. I was completely handcuffed by society's draconian views of incest. I knew, even more as this glorious evening transpired, that I loved him, not only as a brother but also as a potential lover. I am determined to lose my virginity to him tonight, to give myself unconditionally to him. But how does one say such a thing to your own flesh and blood? What if he doesn't feel how I feel? What if he thinks I'm sick and twisted for wanting such a thing?
The idea of seducing my brother occurred rather accidentally while reading porn online. I had read quite a few stories online and had come to read a lot of one author's stories. Her stories of seduction, submission and stockings hit all my hot spots. Sadly, after reading all the lesbian, non consensual, mature, group and even gay stories, I craved more. The author had a variety of incest stories and hungry to submerge myself more into her words, I reluctantly clicked on an incest story.
After reading just one incest story the light bulb went on.
One story and a naughty, socially unacceptable idea popped inside my head. I tried to push it out of my thoughts and fantasies, but the more I tried to push it away the more I wanted it. I began fantasizing about seducing my brother; having him make love to me, take my virginity. I tried to shake the naughty, inappropriate thoughts out of my head, yet the dreams and fantasies only got more intense and more constant.
Becoming obsessed with my brother, I searched Andy's home computer which he had left,instead taking his laptop to college and learned of his fetish for pantyhose and stocking-clad feet. I always wore pantyhose and wondered if I had somehow triggered his fetish. I decided I would dress to tease him during the Christmas holidays even though I never expected for my fantasies to become a reality. Yet, then fate decided to allow the dominoes to all fall into place; the flooding, the play, a hotel alone and a night out in NYC all seemed to set the scene of seduction.
I put my hand on Andy's leg just as the lights went down and gave a squeeze. I exclaimed giddily, "This is so exciting."
"I can't wait," he replied, mocking my excitement.
My hand moved up just a smidge, desperately trying to say what I couldn't say with words. I noticed his eyes go big and it took all my internal strength not to go for broke and find out if my brief foot assessment was right, he is big.
Instead, I focused on the musical I had dreamed of seeing since I can't remember when. The next hour flew by as I immersed myself in the haunting love story of Christine and the Phantom. Their relationship was so complex and so taboo that I instantly made the parallel between their relationship and the one I was considering.
As the lights came up for break, I turned to my brother and said, trying to stir up the heat, "Well, first a chocolate climax and now I am near an oratory orgasm."
"This may not be the best place for that sis," Andy replied, always quick with a one liner.
"I guess I will have to wait until I get back to the hotel," I countered, literally throwing myself at him with innuendo.
I noticed him slyly adjust himself, using his program to attempt to hide the impact my words were having on him. I could also see he was trying to process my intent and I revelled in the thought that I was making him hard. I could literally taste the forbidden fruit, so tantalizingly close and I wanted to take a big bite. I leaned in and kissed him on the lips, just for a second longer than a sibling kiss would be, before standing up and saying, "I need to powder my nose or whatever else these dressed up women do during intermission."
He laughed uncomfortably as he stood up too. "I will get us something to drink."
"Wine," I suggested, "I want to get a little wild tonight." I started walking through the aisle before turning around and adding, "Actually, I want to get a lot wild tonight." I saw his jaw drop just as I turned and continued down the aisle, leaving him little doubt of my intent I hoped. Was I crossing 'The Point of No Return'?
After my restroom break, which was tediously long (why are women's restrooms not bigger?), Andy was waiting for me with a glass of wine. I sauntered over to him and taking the wine I again pushed the invisible line we were seemingly balancing on, "Are you trying to get your sister drunk?"
"That would be fun to see," he replied, "I have never seen you drunk before."
Frustrated by his answer, I quipped, dripping with intention, "Well, you may see a whole new side of me before the night is over, BIG brother."
"I would like that," he smiled back, finally hinting he was catching onto my obvious flirtation. I was literally throwing myself at him (as I had I even did when I fell into his arms back at the hotel).
"I am not sure you can handle me," I retorted, moving in as if going for another kiss.
He stared at me like a deer in the headlights.
I leaned in whispering into his ear, making sure my hot breath lingered on his ear, "Do you think you can handle me big brother?"
He stammered, clearly surprised by how aggressive his sweet sister could be, "I-I-I can handle whatever you thrust at me."
Moving away, I retorted, making sure I had the final word, "I was hoping you would be doing the thrusting." I grabbed his hand, and led him back to our seats, assuming any last doubts of my intentions were hopefully gone.
Once seated, I could tell Andy was uncomfortable. I could also tell that he had a pretty obvious tent in his pants.
I considered just reaching over and squeezing my brother's cock, but resisted as the occupants of the seats beside us were both back now...but the temptation was becoming hard to resist, pun intended.
He handed me the pink bag and said, "One last gift for my adorable sister."
"You shouldn't have, you have already got me so much," I replied, taking the bag, giddy with getting another present. I opened the bag and pulled out the first of two boxes, a Grease musical doll of Sandy dressed in her Rydel cheerleader's outfit looking so sweet and innocent. I pulled out the second box which was of Sandy after her transformation, dressed in a black leather pants she wore at the end of the film. I looked up at him, giddy with the thoughtfulness of my brother and warmed by the thought that he remembered something from so many years ago.
He smiled, "In many ways you remind me of Sandy."
"I do?" I asked, curious where he was going with this.
"Of course," he explained. "You are sweet, innocent and beautiful like cheerleader Sandy and..."
He stopped and I pushed him on frustrated by his not finishing his thought, "And?"
"And," he continued, "yet, it seems, you are also naughty, sexy and drop dead hot like leather pants Sandy."
"Oh my," I gasped, my whole body melting by my brother's very accurate understanding of me. I was innocent like Cheerleader Sandy and yet I had a naughty side, a wild side, desperate to break out like Leather Pants Sandy.
"You are perfection, Jayda no matter what version of Sandy you want to be," he said, taking my hand and giving it a soft squeeze.
I wanted to fuck him right then and there, to give myself to him unconditionally and would have if I wasn't in the Majestic Theatre just about to watch Act 2 of my favorite musical ever.
As if on cue, to protect me from a growing hunger I was beginning not to be able to sedate, the lights dimmed and I was again pulled into the romantic world of over a hundred years ago. I again envisioned I was Christine and trying to balance the expectations of society with her own desires, my own desires.
As Christine loved the Phantom, I loved my brother; as Christine couldn't resist the temptation of the Phantom, I could no longer resist the temptation of my brother. As my favorite song of the play was performed, I crossed the last invisible boundary, my own Point of No Return, as I slyly moved my hand to his leg and slowly slithered up until my hand rested firmly on his, I was happy to find, fully erect cock. A slight gasp left his lips on contact, but he didn't move my hand away, instead, moving his right hand to my leg.
His hand on my leg had my pussy burning up and I wanted his hand to move further north, to touch my tingling pussy. Yet, as if he knew that was what I wanted and knew the power he had over me, he just allowed his strong hand to linger there...a tease...a temptation...a major fucking distraction.
Trying to imply my need, my permission, I slowly rubbed his cock through his dress pants, but his hand remained glued to my leg, his face remained stoic and unreadable.
Time could not move fast enough as I returned my attention to the play, trying to focus on the climatic ending, to the show I had wanted to see since I can't remember when...yet now I had a new climatic ending I wanted to see and, in this case, perform.
Once the play finale came to an end, we both stood up to give a standing ovation as the cast came out for their final bows. I took quick glances at my sexy brother and he seemed to be glancing at me as well, both of us assumedly thinking the same thing...what now?
Once the applause faded, I wandered if my Cinderella story would have a happy ending, but instead of my foot perfectly fitting into a glass slipper, I wanted my brother's cock to perfectly fit my pussy.
He reached for my hand and slowly, silently, we exited the theatre. Once out in the late winter New York evening, Christmas lights everywhere, Andy asked, "Would you like to go to Rockefeller Centre and see the Christmas tree?"
"Sure," I agreed, although my tone couldn't hide my disappointment. Before the past few hours, I would have been super excited to see such a popular tourist attraction, but now all I wanted was to finish what I had desperately tried to start.
He smiled, as if reading my mind, "We have all night, Jayda."
"Ok," I replied, shivering as the evening had cooled off dramatically while we were inside watching the show.
Andy took off his jacket like a gentleman and put it over my shoulders and took my hand and we began walking in the most beautiful city in the world, not as brother and sister, but as something undefined...something unexplainable.
As if on cue, the clouds began to drop the smallest snowflakes I had ever seen, a reminder that it was winter, it was Christmas.
TV does not do reality justice. Once I was standing in front of the massive Christmas tree, I was in complete awe with just how big and beautiful it was. Looking at Andy, he was staring at me and not the tree.
"Isn't she beautiful," I asked.
"Yes, yes she is," he replied, never breaking away from looking at me.
My face flushed and I felt a heat burn in my cheeks even as the cold breeze brought me chills.
Again, as if on cue, as if Cupid was singlehandedly making sure an act of incest was consummated on this glorious night, a man walked over to us and raised his hand over us, revealing a sprig of mistletoe.
Andy smiled at me; I smiled at him. We leaned towards each other in perfect unison, in perfect symmetry, the whole massive city going silent as the inevitable moment occurred. Our lips touch like a whisper as we gently allowed our lips to meet. At first the kiss was soft and tentative, both of us just allowing the kiss to elevate us to a higher plane. Once our mouths opened our tongues explored each other, the original tentativeness was replaced with a fiery passion I had never felt before. My body tingled, my mind went blank and my knees weakened, as I gave in completely to the simple sensation of a kiss.
The man chuckled, "Well, I guess I know what you two will be doing later."
Andy looked at me; I looked at him, we each blushed at the man's words, before without a word quickly heading back to the hotel.
As soon as the elevator door closed, like two magnets, we were pulled together as he pushed me against the wall with an intense urgency. His hands roamed my hips, my ass and my legs, purposely he avoided both my breasts and pussy it seemed.
The elevator slowed to a stop and as soon as it opened, he pulled me like a caveman to our room where he fumbled with the key before, we finally were alone. The door closed, both our breathing stilted, we froze in place taking a moment to take each other in.
Andy asked, "Are you sure about this, Jayda?"
Although cliché, I responded, "I have never been more certain about anything in my life."
"But I'm your brother," he said, as if trying to convince himself this was a bad idea.
"If I wasn't your sister, what would you be doing to me right now?" I asked.
"I would be doing naughty, nasty things to you," he admitted.
"Well, let's pretend for one night I am not your sister and you are not my brother. For one evening we are just two lovers who just want to be with each other," I suggested, as I slowly, moved my hand to my shoulder and teasingly allowed my dress to fall to the floor.
"Oh God, Jayda, you are so beautiful," Andy complimented, literally drooling at my now near-naked body, as he stared at my tiny thong that was the last line of defense from Andy seeing my pussy, suddenly wishing I had gone commando like I had considered but chickened out.
I sauntered over to him, and as I stopped directly in front of him and I quoted Grease, "You're the one that I want."
"Sandy," he whimpered, as my hand reached for his cock.
"Tell me about it, stud," I quipped, as I lowered myself to my knees.
"Oh God," he gasped, as I hungrily pulled his cock out of his pants.
His big stiff cock, eight inches at least, in my hand, I asked, "Is this hard because of me?"
"It is all for you," he groaned, as I slowly moved my hand up and down my big brother's cock as I had fantasied about so many times.
"You know I have never done this before," I explained, looking up at him, before adding, "unless the banana I practised on counts."
"Fuck, Jayda, I can't believe you," he grunted.
"Well, believe this, Andy. I want to suck your cock," I admitted, opening my mouth and leaning forward.
"Aaaaaah," Andy moaned, as my lips wrapped around his warm cock.



I focused on the mushroom head at first, just slowly moving back and forth, getting used to my brother's girth in my mouth.
"That's it sis," Andy instructed, his hand gently going through my hair, "take your time."
I used my tongue and swirled around his cockhead while creating extra saliva like I had read online somewhere. It seemed to work as he grunted approvingly. His approval had me wanting to make him moan more and I began to slowly take more and more of his cock in my mouth.
He Said:
"Oh God, Jayda," I whispered, as I watched my cock slowly disappear between the perfect lips of my sister. She was a magician with her mouth and tongue and I knew I wasn't going to last long after having been constantly teased all night.
I respected her determination as she slowly engulfed all my cock inside her mouth. Once the last inch disappeared, I complimented her, "You took it all, baby-sis."
She moaned on my cock at my words and I felt subtle vibrations pulse through me. She began to pick up the pace and was soon bobbing back and forth on my cock, not like some cocksucking whore, but with a growing hunger to get me off.
I knew I wouldn't last much longer and warned, "You are going to make me cum soon, sis."
She took my cock out of her mouth, smiled naughtily and said, stroking my cock with her hand, "I want to taste you."
Before I could respond, she returned to my cock and devoured my cock like a woman on a mission. Within only a few seconds I could feel the bubbling in my balls and I was soon coating my sister's throat with an abundance of my cum. Impressively, she didn't slow down swallowing it all. It seemed she really was amazing at everything.
Finally, she pulled my cock out and looked up at me. I smiled down and said, "Wow, and you have never done that before?"
"No," she said, as I grabbed her hands and pulled her up.
Looking into her eyes, I said, "That was amazing, Jayda."
"Agreed," she smiled, adding naughtily, "it tastes way better than I imagined."
I joked, "It is my rigorous diet."
"Well, I think I could start my own new diet," she smiled back, grabbing my still semi-erect cock.
"Take off your bra," I instructed.
"Is that an order?" she asked playfully.
"Indeed, it is," I replied.
She slowly moved her hands behind her back and a second later her breasts popped into full view as her lace bra fell to the floor. She asked, smiling playfully, "Do you like?"
"Like is not the right word, I love them," I said, moving my hands forward and cupping them in my hands.
It was her turn to let out a little moan.
"You have no idea how long I have wanted to see you like this," I whispered, as I leaned forward and took her very stiff left nipple in my mouth.
Again she moaned, this time louder and I felt her body quiver at my touch. Like her focused attention on my mushroom top, I replicated the pleasure on her nipple. Between slightly heavier breathing, she asked, her insecurity brimming back to the surface, "You have?"
Moving to her other nipple, I replied, "Jayda you are so naive. You really don't know how beautiful you are, do you?"
"Aaaaah," she moaned at my slight nibble on her nipple.
A moment later, I moved back up, took her hand and looked into her crystal blue eyes and said, meaning it with all my heart, "Jayda, you are the most beautiful woman I have ever met, both inside and out. Besides having beautiful eyes, luscious lips, glorious hair, firm breasts, a tight ass and amazing legs, especially in pantyhose may I add, you are also the kindest soul I know."
She replied, her voice showing she seriously didn't believe my words, "You really think so?"
"I know so," I replied, leaning in and kissing her softly.
Breaking the kiss, she smirked, "Glorious hair, really?"
I pinched her right nipple playfully, "I am an engineering student, not a wordsmith, brat."
"Oooooh, playing rough are we?" she teased.
I surprised her, picking her up and carrying her to the room that was supposed to be for our parents, but was ours for the night. I tossed her onto the king sized bed and after quickly getting out of my clothes joined her, climbing on top of her and returning to her lips, this time with aggressive passion.
Our tongues danced as we explored each other's mouths with the fervent hunger of two first time lovers, which in reality we were. Five minutes became ten as we just kissed and explored. My hands explored her entire being, I gently moved them through her hair, I slid my hands down her sides and hips, I cupped her firm, heavy breasts and I rubbed the top of her pantyhose getting dangerously close to her pink pleasure, yet never touching. She in return put her hands in my hair, pulled me closer to her, caressed my back and finished with her hands squeezing my ass.
Finally, I broke the kiss, "So you really are you a virgin, baby sister?"
She nodded, before clarifying, "Unless you count the times I fucked myself with my hair brush fantasizing about this very moment."
"Slut," I joked.
"Your slut," she countered.
"Is that so?" I asked, as I began to kiss her neck.
"I'm yours, big brother," she moaned, as I splattered her neck with more kisses.
I slowly moved down her body, kissing her arms, her breasts, her belly and listened to her slightly increased breathing at my tender touch. I reached her pantyhose covered legs, the soft silk of her pantyhose and her tiny thong the last thin fabrics keeping me from and my sister's cunt. The forbidden fruit now so close I wanted the moment to last forever; there would never be another first time with Jayda, there may never even be a second time.
I leaned forward and put my mouth directly on her silk covered pussy and she let out a loud moan. I could taste her wetness through the silk pantyhose and instantly wanted more, but I also wanted to tease my sister.
She Said:
His lips on my pussy brought a pleasure I couldn't fathom existed, and I whimpered in frustration when he moved away from my needy pussy and moved down my leg. He kissed my inner thigh, he caressed my silky legs and slowly found his way to my feet. Taking my foot in his hand, he slowly took each of my toes in his mouth. The intimate act, the focused attention, triggered more teases of pleasure in my body and I wanted more. I finally couldn't take it anymore and begged, "Andy, please, please fuck me."
He ignored my pleading and replicated the attention on my other foot. His hand simultaneously caressing my ankle and calf as his mouth did wonders.
I again pleaded, trying to be nasty, this time to get his attention, "Big brother, come fuck your baby sister."
He smiled, "All good things come to those who wait."
"That's what I want...to come," I whimpered, using my legs to pull him back to me.
He fell forward and was again directly between my legs. He asked, his finger tracing ever so gently my wet pussy lips, "Has anyone had the privilege of licking this pink perfection?"
"You will be my first everything, big brother," I whimpered, his gentle tease driving me wild and making me even more desperate to come.
"Mmmmmm, I like that, I am your first," he purred, gently tapping my clit.
"Aaaah-ah-aaahh," I echoed, his direct touch to my swollen clit like drum beats of pleasure.
The next words out of my brother's mouth surprised me. "Do you have scissors?"
"What? Why?" I asked, frustrated.
"It's a simple yes or no question," he replied, smiling, clearly knowing his teasing was driving me mad.
"Not real scissors," I answered before adding "but in my purse is a small pair in my manicure case."
"Awesome," he said, standing up and leaving me alone in the room. I considered getting myself off, I was so hungry for a climax but I resisted the temptation curious what my naughty brother had in mind.
He returned and positioned himself back between my legs. I watched curiously as he cut a hole in my pantyhose. More surprisingly he then instructed, "Lift up your ass, sexy."
I obeyed and he pulled my pantyhose down a bit. He then surprised me again as he began cutting my thong. "What are you doing, Andy?"
"Getting rid of this inconvenience," he answered.
Once cut, he tossed my ruined Victoria Secret thong on the floor and instructed, "Lift up your ass, gorgeous."
I again obeyed, responding playfully, "Getting a little bossy big brother."
He yanked my panties off and pulled my pantyhose back up as he explained, "I want to make love to you with your pantyhose on."
"Hmmmm," I moaned softly, anticipation building excessively.
He Said:
I looked down at my beautiful baby sister her legs wide open, pussy glistening and had to resist the temptation to just plunge inside her. I wanted this to last forever; it was still surreal that the most beautiful girl, no woman, in the entire world, was still a virgin and wanting me, her big brother, to take her virginity, but before I took her virginity I had to taste her pussy.
I stared at her damp pussy, so perfectly framed by her trimmed naturally blonde pussy hair. I wanted to take a picture of her perfect pussy that was begging to be pleased. I leaned forward, extended my tongue and tasted my sister's sweet nectar.
On touch, she her legs trembled and she moaned loud, "Oh myyyyy."
Not surprising, her taste was like champagne and I licked her slowly in no hurry to quit tasting her. I moved my tongue up and down like a paint brush, slowly parting her pussy lips. I smiled to myself knowing that I was going to drive her fucking crazy with lust before finally allowing her to reach her climatic peak.
She Said:
I couldn't believe Andy was licking my pussy, nor could I believe just how amazing it felt. It was a new sensation unlike anything I had ever done while alone and my breathing got heavier in seconds.
Looking down at my brother between my legs was surreal and it only made me wetter and hotter at the incestuous act we were committing. Wanting him to know how good it felt, I moaned, "Oh God big brother, that feels so good."
He hummed on my pussy lips in return which brought a new rush of pleasure pulsing through my body.
A couple of minutes later his slow licking it had my breathing beginning to get more erratic as I could feel the bubbling of my orgasm. As if sensing my growing lust, he swirled his tongue around my clit which caused yet another sensation of pleasure to cascade through me. "Oh fuck, yes Andy, shit that feels so good, don't stop."
Looking up from his sinful position between my legs, he asked, flicking my clit with his tongue after each word, "Do-you-like-your-brother-licking-your-sweet-little-cunt?"
"God, yes," I screamed, as each flick of my clit had me near euphoric pleasure. "Make me come, big brother, make me your sister slut."
He took my clit in his lips and licked aggressively and instantly my orgasm exploded out of me like Hoover Dam breaking. "Shiiiiiiiiiit, Aaaaaaaaandy," I screamed, as I grabbed his head and pulled his face deeper into my flooding cunt.
He Said:
I eagerly drank the champagne of my goddess sister who was a flooder as she continued coming and aggressively began rubbing her cunt up and down on my face as she came.
Her rough use of my face for her own sexual pleasure turned me on even more and I continued licking and pleasing her the best I could.
Finally, she let my head go and I crawled up and watched her as the last trembles of her orgasm flushed through her. Her pursed lips, her red cheeks, her closed eyes and her slightly messy hair turned me on and my cock was rock hard and ready to fuck my sister.
I leaned down and kissed her gently. She opened her eyes and said, "I didn't have a clue I could feel that good."
"Well, I think I can make you feel even better, baby sis," I smiled, biting her lip playfully.
"You better not be writing a check you can't cash," she countered.
"Oh I can cash it, sis, it's just whether you can handle the deposit," I smugly retorted.
"Well, my till is wide open," she replied, her tone dripping with sultry seductiveness.
I slowly moved back down and staring into her eyes began rubbing my cock up and down her very damp pussy lips, a chill going up my spine as she moaned hungrily.
I teased her pussy lips, my cockhead almost sliding inside her, but resisting the almost impossible temptation to fuck her as I heard my baby sister string together the most swear words I had ever heard her say in her entire life.
She pleaded, "Please fuck me, big brother, Fill my cunt and make me a woman." Such words coming from the most beautiful woman I had ever seen made it impossible, to deny my hunger any longer, never mind they were coming from my sister. Her control over me continued as she pouted her lips and asked me in a voice so sultry my dick flinched, "Big brother does want to fuck his baby sister with his big cock and make me his sister slut, doesn't he?"
She reached for my cock and tried to pull it in herself. No longer able to resist the taboo act any longer, I leaned forward, my cock at her pussy entrance, I leaned down and kissed her agan. Our tongues twirled in each other's mouth as I slowly slid my cock inside my sister's pussy.
She Said:
I couldn't fathom a more glorious sensation than what I felt as my brother's cock slowly slid inside my wanton pussy, his tongue dancing inside my warm mouth and his naked body was pressed against me. I moaned into my brother's mouth as his cock slowly went deeper inside me. It was like slow motion, I literally felt every nerve-endings in my body spark as his cock finally filled me, the last remnants of my orgasm still trembling through me.
Breaking the kiss, Andy looked down at me, his dashing smile only enhancing this perfect moment, and said, "I love you, Jayda."
"I love you too, Andy," I whispered back, our eyes locked into each other's.
His eyes never broke contact with mine as he began to slowly move his hips. I moaned, smiling, "I love all of you, big brother."
"Ditto," he groaned back.
For a few minutes the only sounds in the room were my soft moaning and his low grunting as we both enjoyed the sweet sensations of each other's bodies.
The slow love making was amazing and yet I needed more to get off, my orgasm bubbling just below the surface...a dormant volcano that was dying to explode. I continued to look into my brother's eyes and begged, "Harder, big brother, fuck me harder."
He smiled back and without a word shifted from the slow burn of love making to the hardcore thrusts of lust and a new pleasure instantly cascaded through me as the bubbling lava inside me began boiling. "Oh God yes," I screamed, as my brother's cock slammed into me, his body colliding into mine as two became one.
He Said:
Her increasing moans, her begging and how even during sex she looked radiant and beautiful had my balls boiling in only a few hardcore thrusts. Her pussy was the tightest I had ever felt and I couldn't explain how for the first time in my life during sex it was about more than just me. I didn't care about my orgasm, I wanted Jayda's first time to be perfect.
I tried to think about anything but the reality that I was fucking my sister as I tried to hold back my inevitable orgasm as sweat poured off my body as I thrust in and out of her.
Her moans increased and my virtuous sister suddenly became a foul-mouthed sex fiend, "Oh fuuuuck, Andy, pound my pussy, harder big brother, fuck your baby sister."
Her foul language made it almost impossible to hold back and I knew I was not going to last much longer.
She Said:
It is crazy how your body can simply take control of you. All I could think about was coming again and conservative shy me was replaced by insatiable hungry me. It was like my brain was turned off and I was turned into a babbling bimbo who would do anything to come, which somehow was turning me on even more. My orgasm was bubbling to the surface as Andy continued hard deep thrusts inside me bringing increasing pleasure to me.
"I'm soooooo close," I moaned. "Are you close, big brother?"
"Sooooo close," he grunted back, looking so sexy while he fucked me.
"Come in me, Andy," I begged, wrapping my pantyhose clad legs around him and pulling him even deeper into me.
"Oh fuck, Jayda," he groaned, as he continued slamming into me.
"Oh God, yes, Andy, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me, fuuuuuuuuuck," I screamed, as fireworks exploded in my head, tingling sensations quivered through the very core of my being as my orgasm erupted through me causing my long dormant lava to flow out of me like a never ending waterfall.
As the eruptions of pleasure continued to quake my very being, my eyes closed, I heard him grunt, "I'm coming too, little sister."
Warm gushes of cum coated my pussy walls as my brother shot his seed deep inside of me. "Yeeeees, come in me, fuuuuck," I screamed, the sensation of being filled as I flooded out simultaneously somehow enhancing the already perfect bliss I was experiencing.
He collapsed on top of me as his cock continued to pulsate inside me as my own quivering sensations refused to dissipate. He kissed me gently as we both just glowed in the aftermath of our intimacy.
Minutes later, the final tremors of volcanic pleasure finally fading, Andy rolled over and said, "Holy shit."
"How eloquent," I quipped, hitting him playfully.
He Said:
"I just mean, WOW," I re-worded trying to put into words just how amazing the intimate experience had been. The feelings inside me were indescribable. Usually after sex, I was already planning my escape or regretting the experience, yet after having sexual intercourse with my sister an act of incest, I felt no guilt, no regret...only an afterglow I don't ever recall happening with anyone else. I wanted to just hold her in my arms.
"WOW, indeed," she smiled back, the aftermath of a taboo act now lingering awkwardly between us.
"I can't believe we just did that," I said.
She blushed as she replied, "Me neither."
I put my hand on her belly and traced her stomach gently as I said, again staring into her eyes, suddenly nervous at how she may react, "I do love you, Jayda. As a brother, but also as a...."
She Said:
My heart warmed at his sincerity and his cute nervousness as he tried to break the awkwardness we were both feeling. I reached down for his impressively still pretty firm cock and said, "I don't want this to be a onetime thing either, big brother."
"Aaaaah, you are insatiable," he groaned from my touch, seemingly relieved.
"We only have just this one night in this luxurious hotel until mom and dad arrive," I coyly pointed out, slowly stroking his cock.
"That is a good point," he smiled back, his hand cupping my breast.
Just as he leaned to kiss me, my phone rang. I sighed, "It may be Mom."
"Well, don't FaceTime her," Andy quipped pinching my nipple.
"Behave," I retorted, slapping his hand as I got off the bed and grabbed my phone. "It is Mom. Hi, Mom."
Five minutes later, I had told Mom about dinner, the show and the luxury hotel and she had informed me that unfortunately she and dad were not going to be making it to New York after all as the basement fix had turned into a nightmare. While Mom chatted on and on, Andy came over to me and falling to his knees began licking my pussy. I tried to push him away, but he had a firm grip on my ass.



"Yes, Mom, Andy has been very, very accommodating," I agreed, the irony of the question and the reality of the situation utterly hilarious.
A moment later, Andy's tongue distracting me I said, "But I need to go, Mom, it has been a long, day full of wonderful surprises and I am exhausted."
Hanging up the phone, I pushed him away and said, "You fucker."
"Sister fucker," he retorted.
I smiled down at my sexy brother and said, "I got some good news and some bad news."
Looking up at me, he asked, "What is the bad news?"
"The basement situation is worse than expected and Mom and dad are not coming to New York after all."
"That's terrible," Andy said, standing up. Moving towards me, "And what is the good news?"
"We have two more days in New York City, just you and I," I said, grabbing for his cock and slowly stroking it hoping he had enough energy to go one more round.
His arms pulling me into him, he said, "And what are we possibly going to do in New York City for two more days?"
"I can't think of a single thing," I playfully retorted, kissing his cheek, moving my stocking clad left leg up and down his leg.
"How many orgasms do you think you can have in one night," he asked, squeezing my ass cheeks.
"Only one way to find out," I smiled as our lips crashed into each other, no longer sister and brother, but lovers.
THE END
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Cupid had spent centuries helping others find love and spent almost as much time watching the love he sparked come crashing down in a fiery blaze. Not surprisingly, the plethora of failed relationships that he had been instrumental in starting had slowly eaten away at the once optimistic God of Love.
Cupid used to love his job; watching the undeniable glow of a woman when she knows she has found the one or watching a man who had been a player his whole life quit cold turkey when he meets one that challenges him in ways he didn't know a woman could. Those were the moments that warmed Cupid's heart.
Yet, the past thirty years had been very disillusioning for the love God. With over fifty percent of marriages ending in divorce and most teens losing their virginity to someone, they didn't even love as if love and sex were not connected. Society was crumbling right before his eyes. Sex had become a commodity and not something special or intimate.
Cupid himself had felt the glow of love many times throughout the centuries, yet had always denied himself the inner lust that had simmered inside him. He gave people love, but never felt it himself. As the centuries flew by, the temptation to just give in to the growing hunger to love, to feel something real and concrete was becoming harder to resist. He too craved the kind of love that transcends time and existence and would give up being Cupid in a heartbeat if he ever found the one.
Unfortunately, his mother Venus told him centuries ago, when Cupid was young and coming to grips with his fate, his gift, his curse, all true descriptors for Cupid depending on his emotional state that the rules of one sexually intimate transgression with a human.
His mother explained: There is no black or white Cupid. Once you have consummated a relationship with a mortal you yourself become mortal and lose not only your ability to live forever, but also your unique gift to bring love to a world in turmoil. I know it is tempting my dear, but you are a beacon of hope for Mother Earth, a constant good in a world where sometimes love is the only thing keeping a person alive.
So although Cupid had been tempted many times throughout history to cross the invisible line between Gods and humans, he remained celibate.
Centuries of the same job became rather monotonous to Cupid and in the last few decades he had been responsible for many of the top headlines of the year. It started accidentally when his shot missed the woman he was aiming for and hit Marilyn Monroe instead. Who turned around simultaneously and fell instantly for the playwright Arthur Miller. Cupid thought maybe the God of fate Moirae had spun her magic and Cupid figured it was meant to be. It wasn't until the 1990's that because he had become so bored with his job that he became rather mischievous putting together couples who logically made no sense. The first was Lyle Lovett and Julia Roberts, then it was Michael Jackson and Lisa Marie Presley. Once Cupid got started he couldn't stop, he cast his spell on Angelina Jolie and Billy Bob Thornton, Ted Danson and Whoopi Goldberg, Demi Moore and Ashton Kutcher, Macaulay Culkin and Mila Kunis, Renee Zellweger and Jack White and most recently on Katy Perry and Russell Brand and David Cross and Amber Tamblyn.
2013 should have been just another year like so many proceeding it, where Cupid controlled his inner hunger to feel love, yet for Cupid 2013 would be both the ending of one life and a start to another.
.....
Cupid was feeling melancholy as the month of love started. Valentine's Day had become a commercial fiasco just like Christmas and Easter, the true meaning had been skewed over the years so much that the true meaning was just a facade. Valentine's Day was supposed to be a day for people in love to celebrate their lives together...no more and no less.
No lame cards that had replaced love letters; no flowers which had become a symbol of how much a man loved a woman, which Cupid thought hilariously ironic considering flowers die (a rather depressing metaphor for love, although since so many relationships ended in epic failure Cupid assumed it was more foreshadowing than metaphoric).
Also, as soon as Christmas ended, the plethora of Valentine's Day overpriced propaganda hit the stores just adding to Cupid's frustration of how real love was portrayed. To make matters worse, Cupid had always resented how he was portrayed in the media. The long historical image of him as a baby with wings was ludicrous, he did not look anything like a baby, nor did he have wings. The truth was much cooler. Cupid could not fly, but he could teleport anywhere in the world. It was the best perk in this crazy gig. Cupid had traveled every inch of this glorious world. He had seen empires rise and fall and seen the happiness and horror that mankind can experience from every possible way imaginable. He could also make himself invisible which was a pretty sweet party trick.
Cupid was, of course not a baby, but a handsome man who had not aged a day since his 25th birthday. He wasn't a Greek God like Adonis but he was very handsome. After centuries of plying his trade as the bringer of love had given him the gift of understanding exactly what any woman wanted. He also understood that all women were different but for the most part they fell into four basic categories.
1. The pleaser: This was a very generic descriptor that hits a wide range of women.
A. The Insecure Syndrome These are women who often had limited relationship experience and clings onto someone who gives her attention, even if it is not positive attention. Often they end up in a loveless marriage with an overbearing loser. They stay married because it is better to be with someone than to be alone.
B. The Daddy Syndrome The pleaser could also be a woman who grew up with an authoritative old school father and a stay at home, do EVERYTHING, mother, who was bound to fall for a man just like her father thus continuing the cycle. Ironically, she is often oblivious to the reality that her man walks all over her (also an insecure syndrome trait).
C. The Needy Syndrome The needy may sometimes be a mixture of an insecure and a daddy syndrome or just someone who ALWAYS needs to be with someone. They often settle (actually all types of pleasers usually settle) because they NEED to feel important, to feel NEEDED even if they are treated like crap by their man.
2. The diva: this too is a descriptor that can hit a broad range of diverse woman, all beautiful and all dangerous.
A. The Bitchy Snob Syndrome As the title suggests, these woman are bitches. Odds are they are daddy's girls with lots of money who have always gotten what they wanted and expect relationships to work the same way. A bitch is self-centered and quickly angered and usually as fake as she seems to be. Yet, if you can break past her fierce outer shell, she can be tamed from lion to kitten rather easily.
B. The Seductress Syndrome These woman are always on the prowl. They ooze sex appeal and they know exactly how to use it to get what they want. They tend to drift from man to man and are not interested in settling down. They like to be noticed and put up on a pedestal, yet they almost always have ulterior motives. Tigers in the bedroom, they are the toughest to tame.
C. The Social Butterfly Syndrome These woman love to be the center of attention and are uncomfortable when they are not. They are gossip queens, fashion obsessed and live and breathe Cosmo Magazine. They too love to be noticed, but unlike the seductress they want to be wooed, wined, dined and treated like the Goddess they have convinced themselves they are.
3. The lost: these woman have lost who they are or never found it and can't break out of the cycle they find themselves in.
A. The Slut Syndrome Somewhat of an unfair label, as men in the same syndrome are called studs, but these woman find self-worth through sex. They believe love and sex are synonymous. Many of these women hate themselves in the morning when they realize who they have slept with and yet fall into an unbreakable cycle as they search for their twisted view of love. B. The Abused Syndrome The saddest of the syndromes, the abused have been in one or more horrible relationships where they were bombarded with physical or emotional abuse (often both). Unfortunately, often their self worth becomes nothing and they clutch onto even the smallest fragments of a loving relationship, creating often a love-hate relationship.
C. The Bitter Syndrome These woman are the toughest to label as their reasons for their current situation can very. Most often it is because they have been betrayed by a man they loved who cheated on them. It could be a string of men who lied to them or just one relationship that ended horribly bad, either way these woman put up a shield, usually through sarcasm and cold stares that keep men who could warm them at a distance. Sadly, these women are most likely to end up alone because their hard shells have become impenetrable.
4. The hopeless romantic: Of course, for every pessimist, there is an optimist, and thus we have the women who dream of the perfect man.
A. Serendipity Syndrome These women are eternal optimists who know their Prince Charming will come. They read their daily horoscope, are usually sweet as pie, and love Nicholas Sparks. They probably still have all their teddy bears from their childhood and still watch every princess Disney movie imagining they are Snow White, Belle or Cinderella.
B. White Wedding Syndrome These women have had their wedding planned since they were teenagers or younger. They have hand sketches of their perfect dress, know the exact shade of blue their bridesmaids will wear and has already written her vows a thousand times. The church, the hotel and the honeymoon are already meticulously planned...the only variable missing is the groom.
C. Saving Herself Syndrome These women are a dying breed unfortunately, as sex itself has become less meaningful than it once was. Teenage girls are blossoming earlier than ever and movies, magazines and music have created a culture value system that uses sex as a weapon. The few of these who remain are usually shy and reserved or idealistic and independent or religiously moral...sometimes all three. They resist the temptation to conform to today's expectations as they save themselves for their perfect man.
Cupid understands women completely and could easily woo any woman he wanted and yet he refrained because he knew the consequences, yet the longing to feel the love he so freely gave to others had grown to epic new heights during the past few years.
So Cupid wasn't looking for love when it happened, but like the powerful arrows he shot so many others with, when it happened he was unable to resist the temptation, unable to break the spell and unable to deny the inner hunger to feel love...true love.
.....
It was February 11th, a Monday, and Cupid was in a rather foul mood like he usually was the week before the big day of love. His last arrow was shot rather spitefully at a man in a three piece suit being rude to a chubby waitress. He chuckled at how the conversation changed from hostile and loud to sweet and tender in an instant...the man never knew what hit him.
Cupid was watching amused at the sudden shift in behaviour of the rude man when a young woman with tears in her eyes crashed into him spilling her coffee on him.
"I am so sorry," the young brunette apologized; clearly, she had been crying.
Cupid instantly felt a spark with the young woman, he replied, "No, I am sorry. I just stopped in the middle of the sidewalk."
She pulled a Kleenex out of her purse and began wiping Cupid's jacket. "I am not myself today."
"I never am," Cupid joked back, the true meaning of three simple words so much more complex than the young woman would ever understand.
She laughed conservatively, "Well sorry again," and she began walking away.
Cupid didn't want this brief moment to end, but no words formed in his head and he stood there speechless as she walked away. He watched as she got on a subway train assumedly headed to work. Cupid intrigued, followed her, an unexplainable burning inside him, pulled him after her.
She exited the subway, her tears done falling but she still looked pale as a ghost. She entered a big building and Cupid, turning invisible, continued following her into the elevator. Cupid could literally feel her pain and knew without a doubt she had been betrayed by a man recently. Reaching her floor she got off and Cupid followed her to her office where he learned she was a secretary at a law firm.
Over the next hour, Cupid learned her name was Beth, she liked her coffee black, she was a diligent worker, yet even though she hid her pain well to others, he could feel her inner turmoil and the hope of love fading.
At the time, Cupid had no intention of falling for her as he soon would; he was just trying to mend a broken heart. He left Beth alone and found the nearest flower shop where he purchased a beautiful bouquet of red roses. He wrote a sweet yet simple note to make her feel worthy of the love she so greatly deserved.
Beth, You are beautiful and deserve nothing but the best. Your secret admirer
The delivery was scheduled for after one pm and Cupid went along his merry way with his arrows ready to spark the flame of love in other couples. Unfortunately, Cupid lacked focus. Every time he saw a woman or man who could use their fire to be lit, Beth's face popped into Cupid's head. Unable to focus, he decided to return and check on Beth.
As Cupid was walking towards the building, a strange fate that he usually controlled occurred, as Beth appeared with another woman assumedly heading to lunch. Cupid smiling, attempting to turn on his rusty charm, joked as they passed, "I am paying attention this time."
She turned to Cupid startled and laughed, "You survived my attack."
"Barely, it was kind of like a hit and run," Cupid flirted.
"Sorry, I didn't want to be late to work," she replied, "Ummmm...."
"Cupid," Cupid replied, before realizing he had not made up a suave fake name like he usually does.
"Cupid?" Both women repeated simultaneously.
He quickly covered, he had made the mistake before decades ago, when he fell for a woman back in the fifties and almost gave it all up, "Yes, my parents were real romantics when they named me."
"I love it," Beth said meaning it, a romantic at heart too.
"Well it sucked during high school," Cupid joked.
"I imagine," the other woman said, before adding, "We need to get going Beth."
Beth seemed a bit disoriented, feeling a tiny connection with Cupid, a small sense of serendipity tingling inside her, "Um, right, ok, it was nice to meet you officially, Cupid."
"You too," Cupid replied, shaking her hand and almost calling her Beth, a name she had not yet given him.
Beth cheeks went slightly red at the brief moment of intimacy, before she let go of his hand and started walking with her unnamed friend.
Cupid watched her go and as hoped, Beth turned around and gave a quick glance back, the ultimate tradition that had lasted for centuries to show an interest or curiosity with someone of the opposite sex after a chance meeting.
Cupid gave a nod, smiled and Beth quickly turned back embarrassed that she was caught.
Cupid thought about turning invisible and following her, but decided not to, instead he went to get a bite to eat. As he ate, he couldn't get Beth out of his mind. She seemed so genuinely sweet, unlike the fake personas of so many people of today. Society had become so superficial and Valentine's Day was one of the most superficial days of all. How many men bought their girlfriend or wives presents because they are suppose to and not because they wanted to? How many women caught on to the fact that the gifts were not sincere? Yet, thinking of Beth, Cupid couldn't get past her sweet vulnerability.
Cupid decided to turn invisible and be there when the flowers arrived.
Beth returned to work a few minutes early and instantly got to work. Cupid watched her, knowing it is the small things that really defined a person. For example, starting work the moment you arrived instead of waiting until the very last moment; her voice on the phone with clients always so soft and sincere; the way she looked everyone in the eyes even she spoke to them even though inside she was hurting. Beth was exactly the kind of woman he would want to date if he was a real human.
The flowers arrived a little after two, later than expected but that was ok as it gave Cupid time to just watch the trivial day to day activities of Beth, only confirming his already strong feelings that she was a genuinely good person.
Beth's expression when the flowers first arrived was complete shock. Her ex had never bought her flowers of any kind during their relationship, but if there was ever going to be a day she assumed it would be today. Usually he gave her his adorable puppy dog look when he was in the dog house and Beth always gave in, but he also knew she was a romantic at heart. Her anger at his betrayal began bubbling and she was just about to throw the flowers in the trash when something inside told her to read the note.
Grabbing the envelope, Beth opened it and read the card.
Cupid watched as Beth's face changed from one of inner anger to one of genuine intrigue.
Beth looked around her gaze ended where Cupid was standing; it was as if she was seeing past Cupid's invisibility.
Cupid could feel her looking into him, even though it wasn't possible for her to see him.
The moment lasted only a few seconds before the girl from lunch interrupted the surreal moment of unknown intimacy. "The douche bag sends flowers, are you f-ing kidding me?"
"I don't think they are from him, Cassidy" Beth replied, handing her the card as she tried to figure out who else would send her flowers.
"Wow," Cassidy said, praying this wasn't another manipulation of Jared's. Cassidy was happy Beth finally dumped that loser as Beth deserved someone so much better. She asked, "Do you think it was from that Cupid guy?"
Beth's face flushed as she again looked directly where Cupid was, as she remembered the spark that she felt when they touched hands. "Impossible. He doesn't know my name or where I work," Beth replied, wishing secretly that he was the secret admirer.
Cupid watched in voyeuristic awe at the reaction his flowers had brought. His feelings towards her only increased as he felt feelings inside he had not felt in decades.
"Well whoever it is the man has taste. These are the nicest flowers I have ever seen," Cassidy said, trying to build up her good friend's spirits.



Beth moved her nose to the flowers and let the sweet scent of nature envelop her. She hadn't received flowers in years, high school actually, and her heart suddenly warmed after being so cold just hours ago when she learned of her boyfriend's cheating.
Cupid knew he should have left then and continued on his way, continue with making love connections around the world, but he couldn't leave. Instead, he watched her all afternoon. He smiled as she continued to be distracted by the big bouquet of flowers and smiled even more at how such a small gesture had completely changed her day.
Beth meanwhile was so preoccupied with who sent the flowers that she was a bit out of it the rest of the afternoon. The thought that she had a secret admirer was really exciting and yet she didn't want to get her hopes up as it seemed rather farfetched that she would get a secret admirer on the exact same day she leaned of Jared's unfaithfulness. Yet, the glimmer of hope was enough to have Beth able to let go of her anger and move forward.
That night, Cupid watched the city from high in the sky. From his perch above it all, everything looked so small and insignificant, yet it was the small seemingly trivial and insignificant that mattered the most in life. People got so immersed in their problems, whatever they are, that they didn't enjoy the simple things in life: watching the sunrise or sunset, seeing a child's smile, having simple banter with a stranger while in line or just saying thank you when someone opens a door for you. Instead people give a person the finger when they get cut off, are oblivious to the true beauty of the world and allow the petty things in life to bring them down.
Yet, Cupid knew what really mattered...in the end when someone was on their deathbed their regrets are always the same: I didn't spend enough time with my family, I never told people how much they meant to me, I never got to see this glorious world; it was never: I wish I made more money, I wish I worked more, I wish I was alone more. That is the great irony of life; people generally don't know what they want from life until it is too late...even though the meaning of life is so damn simple.
Beth meanwhile, put her flowers in a vase she bought years ago and had never gotten to use. She had supper, watched one of her favourite romance movies Serendipity and pondered if her two brief moments with Cupid were serendipitous. On her way home, she kept looking around as if sensing he was around. Yet, she didn't see him again and although it seemed virtually impossible that Cupid was her secret admirer it was what she kept hoping, the optimist she was.
Ironically, Cupid was there near her the whole way home and he couldn't believe how often she seemed to be looking directly at him even though he was invisible. For Cupid, who was used to being invisible and not being noticed, it felt strange to think that Beth could somehow sense his aura.
That night, as both went to bed, they both wondered about the other, both unaware the other was thinking the exact same thoughts.
.....
Tuesday, Cupid had originally planned to teleport to San Francisco, the best place to be mischievous before Valentine's Day, yet he couldn't deny the rare sensation his heart was feeling every time he thought of Beth.
So instead, he pondered how to bump into her again.
Beth felt much better about her sudden break-up with Jared a day later, realizing suddenly just how bad he was for her. He was selfish, insensitive and distant, yet like many people in a relationship you can't see the forest from the trees when you are right in the middle of it. Yet, as soon as you leave the forest the problems become crystal clear.
Cupid got up early, got to Beth's desk and using candy hearts he wrote, 'you intrigue me'. He knew it was corny, yet had a hunch that Beth would appreciate the corny sweetness of it. He waited patiently, until Beth arrived looking more alive than yesterday with her hair down today which somehow made her seem even more beautiful. She also was wearing a green sweater, black skirt and beige pantyhose, something that Cupid had always thought were sexy and enhanced a woman's legs.
Beth got to her desk and froze. She stared at the three simple words for a long time as if unable to comprehend their meaning or that they were for her. She again looked around for the person responsible, again looking right through Cupid, as if sensing her secret admirer was nearby.
Cupid felt a chill go through his entire being as he felt Beth look his way as if she was seeing through the invisible shield and into his lost soul.
Cassidy arrived at Beth's desk and saw the candy hearts. "Well this definitely isn't Jared."
"That is for sure," Beth smiled, confident Cassidy was right. But if it wasn't Jared, who was it.
Beth took a picture with her phone before taking a candy that said 'be mine' and popping it in her mouth.
Cupid watched with silent satisfaction at the joy his small acts of kindness brought to Beth as he teleported out of her office. The rest of the morning he went to work creating three new love connections, all which he felt confident could stand the test of time. Beth had somehow inspired him and rekindled the flame of love. There was a time being the God of Love was fun and he had lost it, yet suddenly it was back, suddenly he could feel love in the air.
All the while, Cupid thought of Beth and her sweet smile. He avoided her all day, but her pull was too strong and around four he found himself in front of her building pondering how he was going to bump into her again. He thought and thought and yet nothing came to him, the irony that the God of Love couldn't think of anything romantic not wasted on him. He sighed as he watched a young teenage couple walking together holding hands. His sigh switched to a smile as he wondered what such a simple thing like holding hands with Beth would feel like. What would kissing her feel like? What would giving up everything to make love to her feel like. He was the world's oldest virgin and suddenly the idea of ending that curse of celibacy was becoming more tempting...the apple ripe for the picking.
Beth walked out into the fresh February air with a smile on her face and warmth in her heart. She put a candy heart in her mouth; she still had a dozen in her pocket, as she contemplated her day. Her work day done, she wanted to know who this secret admirer was, yet on the other hand the secret revealed may be a great let down and thus she also didn't want to know who he was. She felt like a character in another of her favorite romantic comedies You've Got Mail. She was Meg Ryan and her secret admirer was Tom Hanks. Suddenly in the mood for a movie, it was cheap Tuesday after all, she got on the subway deciding she would get a bite to eat and hit a movie alone...and suddenly she was ok with that.
Invisible, Cupid followed Beth. He wanted to just walk up to her and say hi and yet he had no idea what to say after that.
Beth and Cupid both had dinner at the mall, Cupid cautious to not be seen, but when she headed into the movie theatre he saw his opportunity. He knew instantly in his heart the movie she would be going to and bought a ticket to the same show confident he was right. He got in the popcorn line before her and hoped she would notice him.
Beth usually didn't buy popcorn, too fattening, but she decided what the hell and got in line. She was in line a minute, maybe two, when she glanced to her left and froze. It was Cupid. She turned away and looked back to make sure it wasn't a mirage. He was even handsomer than her memory of him and she couldn't help but stare. Usually shy and reserved, Beth continued to break her usual habits as she heard herself say, "Cupid, is that you?"
Cupid's heart warmed that she took the initiative to speak to him. Turning around and acting surprised, he said, "It's you again."
"Yes, I am stalking you," Beth joked.
"Well, I am flattered," Cupid smiled, before offering, "Come join me in line."
Beth paused a second before moving to him.
Cupid began, "I just realized I don't even know the name of my stalker."
"I'm Beth, Beth Peters," she offered her name.
"It is nice to officially meet you Beth," Cupid smiled, again taking her hand.
Both of them felt a spark on contact.
"Are you here by yourself too?" Cupid asked, already knowing the answer.
Beth admitted, "Yes, I don't usually go to movies by myself, but I just felt the urge to come to the theatre."
"Weird, me too," Cupid added, "this is a rather serendipitous meeting then."
Beth couldn't believe he had used the word 'serendipitous', especially because that was exactly what she was thinking. Beth joked, "Yes, maybe the real Cupid is watching over us."
Cupid thought, if you only knew, but said, flirting a bit more than he usually would, "Well I must have been shot with his arrow."
Beth's face went beet red at the forward flirtation.
Cupid sensing her embarrassment asked, "So what movie are you going to?"
"The Love Game," Beth answered, her tone implying it was an embarrassing choice.
"Me too," Cupid said, showing her his ticket.
"What are the odds," Beth said, of bumping into him again and going to the same movie. She was beginning to feel like Kate Beckensale's character in the movie Serendipity. If that was so, Cupid was a very good looking John Cusack.
"Apparently, really good," Cupid joked, as it was his turn in line. "What would you like?" He asked.
Beth protested, "You don't have to."
Cupid replied softly, "I know I don't have to, but I want to."
Beth felt a rush of warmth at his kindness and said, "Popcorn and a coke."
"With real butter?" Cupid asked.
"Is there any other way to have it?" Beth asked back.
Cupid ordered a large popcorn and two-drink combo which ironically came with a bag of candy hearts. 'Serendipity' Cupid thought to himself. He handed the bag of candy hearts to Beth and said, "Here, take my heart."
Beth couldn't believe the crazy coincidences of the day, it really was as if Cupid or serendipity was at play. She stammered, "T-t-thanks," as she began to wonder if there was any way possible Cupid could be her secret admirer.
"You are welcome," Cupid answered as they began walking to the theatre where their movie was to play.
Trying to learn more about this mysterious, sexy man, Beth asked, "So what do you do for a living?"
Cupid was ready for the question and had created a couple dozen pretend career jobs over the years. "I work in psychological therapy," Cupid answered, which wasn't a complete lie if one really thought about it.
"Oh-oh," Beth responded.
"Oh-oh, what," Cupid asked concerned.
"If you try to psychoanalyze me I am petrified what you may find," Beth joked.
"I don't psychoanalyze until the third date," Cupid quipped back, as they headed to theatre seven.
"This is a date?" Beth asked, hoping it was.
Cupid stopped and looked into her hazel eyes and asked back, "Is it?"
Beth's heart fluttered with excitement as she replied with a smile, "Well, a date usually includes dinner."
"Popcorn doesn't count?" Cupid slyly smiled.
"I don't know," Beth smiled, trying to play slightly hard to get.
Cupid loving the playful flirtation asked, "So how about we break the rules of dating and do it backwards?"
"I'm listening," Beth smiled, her whole body giddy with the excitement people only feel on those rare moments of romantic potential.
"Movie first, and a late dinner second," Cupid offered.
"It's a date," Beth agreed.
"Great?" Cupid replied, as they looked into each other's eyes, both feeling a longing they couldn't deny.
Beth finally stammered, feeling a slight dampness in her panties, "W-w-we should probably get a seat."
"I suppose so," Cupid laughed. "It is tough to watch the movie from the hallway."
They entered the semi-dark room and Cupid slyly took Beth's hand. The intention way more meaningful than their first two brief touches, Beth's heart began to pitter-patter like crazy.
The hand holding lasted only a minute but any lingering doubt for either of them if there was a connection was gone. Beth couldn't deny the spark she felt and Cupid was feeling emotions he thought had disappeared decades ago.
During the movie, first date etiquette and trepidation peppered both Beth and Cupid. Evening reaching for popcorn was an adventure as both didn't want to be too aggressive. It wasn't until half way through the movie that Cupid took the risk. As Emma Stone kissed Channing Tatum for the first time onscreen, Cupid moved his hand and took Beth's into his, entwining their fingers.
Beth again felt giddy with warmth, like she hadn't felt in years, Cupid meanwhile felt something stir inside him he didn't remember feelings in...well...ever. The movie became just background noise as Cupid really began to consider seriously if Beth could be the one. It had been so long since he enjoyed his job, he had long considered being human yet couldn't find the one who could accept the reality. He remembered the last time he thought he was in love in 1953. Things were going well with Judith, well enough Cupid thought he could tell her the truth. He couldn't and wouldn't cross the line from God to human without letting her know the truth. Alas, she freaked out, refusing to believe him and ending it then and there. Yet, even after just two days, somehow he knew Beth would understand. Somehow this was different. Somehow, he sensed she was the one.
Beth meanwhile couldn't place what it was about Cupid that was different and yet she somehow sensed he was the one. Of course, she thought Jared was the one just a couple of days ago, yet now that betrayal seemed so much less painful, as if the real Cupid knew her destiny was coming along. The stars had lined up perfectly and she somehow just knew he was the one.
Both enjoyed the simple act of holding hands as the remainder of the movie's predictable fall in love, misunderstanding keeps them apart and finally love conquers all. Beth loved the predictability of the romantic comedy formula, while Cupid resented how simple they made love. Only he made love simple.
Once the movie ended, the credits began to roll and neither of them knew what to do next. The perfect moment of simplicity when nothing else mattered was ending and the real world had a great way of wrecking the simplicity of life and love.
Cupid finally asked, "Dinner?"
"Appetizers?" Beth countered.
"Sounds good," Cupid agreed, reluctantly letting go of her hand as he stood up.
Beth followed and it was her turn to take the initiative as she grabbed Cupid's hand. After agreeing they would go to Tony's a Greek pub a couple of blocks away, they walked together in silence.
At the pub, they ordered cocktails, appetizers and got to know each other. Beth informed Cupid she was originally from Texas and had two older brothers. Cupid said he was an only child and he was from up there which was the vaguest truth he could tell. Beth assumed he meant Canada and he allowed her to think that.
They talked about places Beth wished she could go having never left the country, other than Canada. While Cupid told vivid stories of places he had been.
Two hours flew by like seconds as they chatted with each other before it was time to call it a night. Beth wanted him, wanted to make love to him, yet knew this had been a perfect night and you don't mess with a perfect night.
Cupid meanwhile wanted to capture this night forever as it had been the most memorable in his centuries of life. Cupid asked, "What are you doing on Valentine's Day?"
Beth didn't hesitate as she answered her heart on her sleeve, "Something with you."
Cupid blushed feeling a warmth he didn't know was possible. "I was hoping you would say that. How about tomorrow?" Cupid asked, getting a little too eager.
Beth sighed, "I have plans for a girls' party tomorrow night." Beth didn't admit that it was actually a sex toy party being held by a friend of hers, an annual February 13th party held originally because all six of her best friends were single at the time and needed their own toy for the big day.
"So Thursday it is," Cupid smiled. "Can I pick you up at five?"
"Sounds perfect," Beth agreed, already making plans to leave work early on Thursday by working through lunch.
They headed outside and Beth hailed a taxi. As it pulled up, way too quick for Cupid's liking, Beth said, "I had a very wonderful time, Cupid."
"Me too, Beth," Cupid answered, wanting to kiss her but having not kissed a girl in over fifty years he was nervous.
Beth waited for the kiss, and when Cupid didn't take the opening she offered, she took it upon herself. She leaned in and kissed him. For her it was like she had never kissed anyone before this moment, the sensation was completely new and she could feel fireworks exploding inside her.
For Cupid any lingering doubts that she was the one he had been waiting centuries for vanished the moment their lips met. The kiss was soft and sweet, gentle and timid and yet also passionate and pure. He was in love. Some would scoff at the idea of falling in love at first sight, but Cupid knew the reality of love. When it arrived it washed through you, it didn't follow rules or logic, it just filled your heart with a sensation one had never felt before and was unexplainable with words.
When Beth broke the kiss, Cupid in a dazed state said, "Wow!"
Beth who although rather shy in most situations was anything but as she countered, "If you think that is wow, wait until Thursday."
Cupid's cock grew instantly hard at the obvious innuendo as Beth let the words hang there as she got into the taxi and pulled away, leaving Cupid hard as a rock and begging for release.
That night, each of them in their own rooms (Cupid a hotel), they got themselves off with almost identical fantasies...with two becoming one.
.....
Wednesday morning it occurred to Cupid it was critical that Beth know that he was the secret admirer. He ordered more flowers and this time signed the card.
Beth had been to work twenty minutes when the two dozen red roses showed up on her desk. Her heart warmed as she stared at the lovely bouquet. Seeing the card she opened it feeling confident it was from Cupid. She had told him about her job and where she worked during their late night appetizers.
She opened the card:
Dear Beth, Yesterday was an amazing evening. I look forward to tomorrow and have a secret to let you in on.
I am your secret admirer.
With love, Cupid
Beth's heart warmed at the thought that Cupid was indeed her secret admirer, although after a few minutes something popped into her head. How did he know where she worked on Monday? Or Tuesday? This alarmed her a bit as it was rather strange to get the flowers on Monday when they had only met twice, by accident, that day. Or was it an accident? She wanted to ask him, to find out, but realized they had never exchanged numbers.
That night, Beth had a blast at the sex toy party going on a bit of a spending spree. She bought a pair of silk thigh high stockings for her date, something she had never done before, being more of a pantyhose girl. She bought a new vibrator that she used later that night, she bought a vibrating egg not for tomorrow but because she thought it would be fun and she bought three pair of thong panties something she used to wear in college while dating an old flame. She had also bought a gorgeous red dress after work for tomorrow that was both elegant and sexy, something that was way out of her usual comfort zone as it had a generous v-neck line and a side slit that would probably show her thigh high lace tops if anyone was paying attention. Yet, she was feeling sexy and wanted, and those two are a great mixture to open up a girl's conservative nature.



Cupid got himself a tux for tomorrow and rented a limo as he prepared to woo her like she had never been wooed before. He also planned to tell her the truth of who he really was.
That night, both of them went to bed with anticipation and anxiety of the day that lay ahead. For Beth she worried that Cupid was hiding a dark secret, no man was as perfect as he seemed to be; Cupid, meanwhile, had made a decision, he would tell her the truth and let her decide his fate.
.....
Both spent all day filled with excitement and trepidation at the hope that maybe this was the one...again.
After work, Beth went home and got dressed for her hopeful romantic date. She dressed in the thong and thigh high stockings she had bought last night as well as the fire engine red dress she had purchased yesterday. Her hair was down, something she seldom did, and she actually wore a bit of eye liner and blush. She had just slipped on her three inch heels, something she hadn't worn since a wedding a couple of years ago, when there was a knock at the door.
Cupid had on a tux and champagne cooling in the limo. Butterflies tickled inside as he waited to see the woman he felt he loved. Taking a deep breath, he knocked on the door.
"Wow," Cupid said, speechless as he looked at Beth.
"Wow, yourself," Beth smiled, feeling both the warmth of feeling the sincerity of the impact she had on Cupid and the instant tingle down below at seeing Cupid in a tux. He was utterly gorgeous.
Cupid felt his cock rise just looking at Beth as he stammered, "You look radiant."
Beth complimented back, "You clean up pretty nice yourself."
"It's the tux," Cupid joked.
"I disagree," Beth retorted.
After a brief silence, Cupid said, "Well we should go. I have us reservations at Ardells."
"You do not," Beth gasped, unable to believe Cupid could possibly get a reservation at the most prestigious restaurant in town, on Valentine's Day no less.
"I do," Cupid said, smiling at how he got the reservation with one shot of his arrow, killing two birds with one stone. Offering his arm, "Shall we go, my lady?"
"Why yes, my gentleman," Beth replied with an English accent.
Cupid led her outside and Beth stammered, "Y-y-you got a limo?"
"My Porsche is in the shop," Cupid joked.
"Well that explains it," Beth laughed as they reached the limo.
The driver opened the door for the couple and Beth slipped into the limo. Sitting down, she couldn't believe just how amazing the inside looked. There was light jazz playing on the stereo and champagne chilling. Cupid joined her and asked, "Can I offer you a drink?"
"Yes, please," Beth replied, beginning to feel like a celebrity.
Cupid poured two glasses and said, "A toast."
"To what?" Beth asked, although she could think of a few things.
"To new beginnings," Cupid said, the full meaning of his toast not yet revealed.
"To new beginnings," Beth agreed wholeheartedly.
Their glasses went clink and they drank their champagne their eyes locked on each other.
The next two and a half hours were the best two and a half hours of both Beth's and Cupid's life. They drank, they chatted, they ate, chatted some more, both offering new tidbits of information about each other. The five course meal was the best Beth had ever had and the best in years for Cupid (travelling the world for centuries he had way too many favourite meals).
Once desert was done and the bill paid, Cupid decided it was now or never. He asked, "Beth do you trust me?"
"Of course," Beth answered, realizing she did completely. He was everything Jared wasn't.
"I have something I have to tell you," Cupid continued.
Beth let out the slightest of sighs. That one sentence bringing every insecurity in her to the forefront. That sentence was never good news. She tried to hide her worry, "Ok."
Cupid saw the shift in Beth and trying to comfort her explained, "It is nothing bad, Beth. I am not married, or crazy, or anything, but what I have to tell you is a bit hard to believe."
"What is it?" Beth desperate to know, feeling a mixture of curiosity and fear.
"It is best if I show you?" Cupid said, standing up and taking her hand.
Beth followed Cupid out the door and into the fresh air. He led her silently to a secluded spot and said, "Now don't be scared, but this is going to get weird."
"How do I not get scared when you say that?" Beth asked, her mind spinning with anxiety over the vague explanation.
Cupid took her hands and asked, "Have you ever been to the Eiffel Tower?"
"What? No, why?" Beth asked.
"That is where we are going," Cupid replied.
"When?" Beth asked, trying to keep playing along with Cupid's strangeness.
"Promise you won't freak out," Cupid asked.
"Yes, I promise," Beth said, frustrated.
Instantly, they were at the top of the Eiffel Tower.
Beth's eyes went big as she was high up on what seemed to be the Eiffel Tower. "What, how?"
"Relax, my love," Cupid said, holding her tight.
The words 'my love' did relax Beth as she took a deep breath and looked around. She was definitely in Paris in the early morning. But how? "H-h-how did you do this?"
"I'm Cupid," Cupid answered.
"I know that," Beth began, before clarity hit her. "You...are...the...real...Cupid?"
"Yes," Cupid nodded.
"Wow?" Beth said, her head spinning at this revelation.
"It gets stranger," Cupid said.
"How is that possible?" Beth asked, unable to fathom the true reality of the moment.
"I have been searching for the perfect woman for centuries," Cupid began.
"Centuries?" Beth repeated as a question.
Cupid nodded and explained, "And when we bumped into each other I felt something I had not felt in decades and as I got to know you better I knew you were the one."
"Me?" Beth said, suddenly feeling like she was dreaming.
"Yes you, Beth," Cupid smiled, "You are perfect."
Beth's heart melted as tears began to stream down her cheeks.
Cupid continued, "I love you, Beth."
Beth knew as sure as she knew she was on the Eiffel Tower that she loved him too. "I love you too, Cupid."
Their kiss was intimate and sweet, yet passionate and hungry and it lasted an eternity. Cupid never wanted this moment to end, but he couldn't keep back the secret that was still inside him. Breaking the kiss, he said, suddenly nervous, "There is one more thing."
Beth could see Cupid's anxiety as he looked into her eyes. She asked warmly, "What is it?"
"I-I-I am a virgin," Cupid admitted.
"Really?" Beth asked, thinking that seemed impossible. "But you have lived for centuries."
"Ay, there's the rub," Cupid smiled, quoting Hamlet.
"I don't understand," Beth said.
"I have kissed girls, but the rules of being Cupid are pretty clear. I must stay untainted. If I make love to a woman I become mortal," Cupid explained.
Beth just stared at Cupid, before finally asking, "Y-y-you stop being Cupid?"
"Yes," Cupid nodded.
Suddenly Beth was conflicted. She knew without questioning it that she loved Cupid, yet she also didn't want to be the one that took Cupid away from his duty of spreading love throughout the world. "I don't know what to say," Beth finally said.
Cupid smiled, "I have already made up my mind, Beth. I want to be with you."
"But what about all the good you do?" Beth asked.
"Well the way I see it, people will fall in love with or without me. There was no Cupid that brought you and I together," Cupid explained. Beth gave him a look, and Cupid defended, "I did not use my arrows on you Beth, I swear."
"I believe you," she said, leaning in for a kiss. Breaking the kiss, Beth asked, her hand going to his crotch, "So how do we go about making you human?"
Cupid blushed as all the blood shifted from one head to another. "W-w-we need to make love."
"Hmmmmmm," Beth purred, her hand squeezing his hard cock as her mouth went to his ear. "No one seems to be here this early in the morning."
Cupid stammered, "Well, it is five thirty in the morning here."
"France is six hours ahead of New York?" Beth asked, still trying to come to grips with the weirdness of it all.
"Yep," Cupid shrugged, before taking Beth's hands and asking, "Ready for our next rendezvous?"
"I am ready for anything as long as it is with you," Beth replied.
A second later they were in a luxury hotel room.
"Where are we?" Beth asked.
"Venice, I booked a room here and checked in last night Venice time," Cupid smiled.
"A little presumptuous, don't you think?" Beth questioned playfully.
"Better safe than sorry," Cupid replied, "I wanted tonight to be perfect."
"Looks like it is morning," Beth replied, looking out their balcony and to the river, where people just seemed to be waking up for the day, another reminder of just how bizarre the whole thing was, it wasn't even midnight her time.
Cupid came up behind her and said, "Venice is one of my favorite places."
Beth turned around and into his arms, "Well it is quickly becoming my favorite place."
The kiss began soft and tender, each exploring each other's mouths with their tongues. It started tentative and sweet, but as time passed the intensity increased. Five minutes became ten and ten became twenty before Beth finally broke the kiss. There was an undeniable hunger in her eyes as she lowered herself to her knees. She unfastened his belt, pulled down his pants and underwear, releasing Cupid's cock from its captive position.
Cupid watched in awe as she opened her mouth and took his cock in-between her sweet lips. If Cupid thought she was beautiful before, it didn't compare to the sight of her slowly moving back and forth on his cock.
"Oh yes," Cupid groaned, as the seemingly innocent Beth revealed another thing she was very good at. Cupid had had oral sex before, both giving and receiving (absurd but the definition of sex was clearly defined as penis into vagina and thus oral sex doesn't count), but like every other experience with Beth this was like the first time all over.
Beth loved hearing the soft moans from Cupid and wanted to make him come with her mouth so the love making session would last longer. Although shy in public, in the bedroom Beth came to life. She enjoyed giving head, she liked taking risks and just letting go.
Cupid knew he wouldn't last long, not having received oral sex since the 1950s. He warned after only a couple of minutes of Beth's lips wrapped around his cock, "Damn, Beth, I am going to come soon."
Beth didn't slow down, she sped up, hungry to taste the God of Love's cum. She was not disappointed as a few seconds later Cupid's sweet cum coated her throat.
Cupid couldn't believe how great his orgasm felt as Beth took all his cum.
After receiving every last drop, Beth allowed Cupid's cock to slip out of her mouth. Getting off her knees, Beth moved back up and pushed Cupid onto the bed. She pulled off his shoes, yanked off his pants and socks and crawled onto him.
This time it was Cupid's turn to take control. He flipped Beth onto her back and kissed her passionately. It was now his turn to be hungry. He had pleasured many women with his tongue over the centuries and had mastered the skill including the elusive g-spot mystery. He pulled her up and Beth quickly discarded her dress, now only in bra, thong, stockings and heels. "Hmmmm, stockings, I love stockings."
Beth smiled, flipping her heels off and rubbing her stocking-clad feet around Cupid pulling him back down onto her. "I will wear them every day for you, Cupid."
"Delicious," Cupid replied, again slowly moving down Beth's beautiful body. Reaching her breasts, he buried his face between her small, but firm breasts.
Beth chuckled, "Would you like better access?"
"That would be very nice," Cupid replied, and watched amazed as Beth quickly took off her bra like it was a magic trick.
As soon as Beth's fully erect nipples were free, Cupid took each one in his mouth, going back and forth between the two. Beth moaned, her nipples being excessively sensitive and a direct trigger to her pussy. "Oh, that feels so nice, Cupid."
Cupid continued the lavish attention on her breasts for another minute or two, before he slowly moved to her thong covered pussy, a wetness already displaying her excitement. He put his lips on her pussy through the thin fabric and breathed hard onto her pussy.
"Ohhhhhhhhhh, Cuuuuupid," Beth whimpered, the direct contact creating a burning desire instantly.
Cupid put his hands on her lips and Beth naturally lifted up her ass. Cupid slid the thong down Beth's stocking-clad legs and once off, instead of returning to Beth's pussy, he took her feet into his hand's and kissed her silk-clad toes.
Beth had never had a man pleasure her feet so intimately and it only enhanced the burning fire inside her.
Cupid sucked each toe into his mouth before slowly moving down her leg and back to Beth's wet glistening pussy, her swollen clit begging for attention.
Beth begged, suddenly desperate to feel Cupid in her, "I need you in me now."
Cupid instead buried his face in her pussy and began licking slowly, parting Beth's lips with his tongue.
"Oh, yeeees," Beth moaned.
Cupid continued the slow simmering for a couple of minutes before swirling his tongue around Beth's clit and then flicking her clit with his tongue.
"Oooooooooh please, stop teasing me, baby," Beth whimpered, his tongue driving her wild.
Cupid sensing she was close, he slipped his finger inside her and quickly found her g-spot. As he put pressure on Beth's clit with his mouth and began to shake his head left and right, he tapped on her g-spot like a drum.
"Oh God, oh God, shiiiiiiiiiiit," Beth screamed, Cupid bringing new pleasure she never knew existed. The orgasm was the most intense she had ever felt as her legs stiffened and her body quaked and quaked, a solid 9.9 on the Richter scale.
Cupid lapped the sweet champagne from the most beautiful girl in the world and it tasted better than water after being lost in the desert for years.
Beth pulled Cupid's head deeper into her as the never ending orgasm continued to riddle her body. Finally, she let go of Cupid's head and Cupid slid his finger out of Beth's leaking pussy.
Cupid looked at Beth's red cheeks, his cock hard and ready to end his time as the God of Love by finding love himself.
Beth opened her eyes and looked into Cupid's. She could see through him and she said, "You were there when I got the flowers, weren't you? When I found the candy?"
"Yes," Cupid replied, you looked like at me each time.
"I could sense someone there. I thought I was going crazy," Beth smiled.
"I'm crazy for you," Cupid playfully replied.
"This whole thing is crazy," Beth said, pulling him to her.
"Let's be crazy together," Cupid suggested.
"Are you ready?" Beth asked.
"I have never been more ready than I am at this moment," Cupid answered.
"Make love to me, Cupid," Beth said, opening her stocking-clad legs.
Cupid positioned himself between Beth's legs and moved his cock to her pussy.
"I love you Beth," Cupid said, looking into Beth's eyes and seeing forever in them.
"I love you too, Cupid," Beth returned, seeing the man behind the God.
Cupid looked up, saying goodbye to the Gods, before he leaned forward and began his life as a man.
THE END!!!
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Summary: Mom, son, girlfriend and busty seductress get nasty in Vegas.
Note 1: This is part five of a continuing incest series (although it is much more complex than simply an incest story). I highly recommend you read the first four parts as the layered subplots may be confusing without the background information...but here is a very brief primer of the series so far:
In WHAT MOM DOESN'T KNOW WILL FUCK HER eighteen-year-old Curtis goes to a Halloween party dressed in a costume designed for his absent father and fucks his beautiful mother.
In WHAT MOM KNOWS FUCKS HER AGAIN Curtis enjoys an amazing threesome with his mother and his fantasy girl the TV weather girl Miranda Collington.
In WHAT MOM KNOWS FUCKS HER ASS Curtis begins dating the sexually exotic MILF Miranda while also continuing to fuck his Mother; and as the title suggests Curtis takes his mother's ass during a legendary evening where he fulfills a Trifecta, coming in his Mother's mouth, pussy and ass.
In WHAT MOM KNOWS FUCKS HER IN THE AIR Curtis joins the Mile-High Club during an epic first class flight to Vegas with his Mom, his celebrity girlfriend Miranda, Mom's friend and ex-Mistress Ellie and a very submissive stewardess.
A massive rewrite was done with Tex Beethoven in December 2018.
What Mom Knows Fucks Her in Vegas
It wasn't until all four of us were waiting for a taxi to take us from McCarren Airport to our hotel on the Las Vegas Strip that the conversation and power struggle resumed.
Ellie complained, trying to stake her claim as the one the rest of us should strive to please, "I thought I was just going to a wedding."
"And?" Miranda asked, not seeing Ellie's point.
"It should be obvious: I packed for a wedding, not for a weekend with a submissive," Ellie smiled, looking directly at my mother, whose face went flushed. Ellie added, never taking her eyes off my submissive Mother, "It's just that if I would have known I would have brought my toys."
"Like what?" Miranda asked.
"Ben Wa balls, Alexis used to love those things in her cunt; handcuffs and butt plugs for discipline, Alexis is in desperate need to be put back in her proper place having strayed for so long; and strap-ons for some good old-fashioned fucking," Ellie listed.
Miranda offered, "Well they say what happens in Vegas, stays in Vegas and I'm sure you can find all those and more; but first, how do you propose to seduce Brittany?"
I smiled at how a submissive adorable sexpot like Miranda who obeys my every wish, could be so controlling of an experienced Domme like Ellie. Miranda had made it clear that Ellie couldn't have my mother as her submissive until she completed the task Miranda wanted done...to seduce her ex-boyfriend's fiancée the day before her wedding.
Ellie smiled, breaking eye contact with my mom and looking at Miranda, a silent look that spoke volumes, and then said only, "That will have to wait till tomorrow."
The taxi arrived before anything else could be discussed, or promised, or perhaps threatened, and we each sat quietly on the short ride to the heart of sin city, rather appropriate considering how much we were all planning to sin.
.....
Once we were inside the hotel, a glorious example of over-the-top decadence, Miranda whispered to my Mom, "Back to the scene of the crime, Alexis."
Mom's face seemed to be constantly flushed as her cheeks again went rose red. But unlike how she was with Ellie she wasn't the least bit intimidated by her pet Miranda. She smiled fondly, "I remember it like it was yesterday."
"Remember what?" Ellie asked, joining the conversation.
Mom stammered, "N-n-nothing," intimidated.
Miranda answered, a challenging smile across her face, "This is the hotel where Alexis and I first played together."
"Really, is that so?" Ellie asked, curious yet giving my Mom a look of disapproval, as if she'd been unfaithful, which in a sense she had been... for almost twenty years.
Miranda, always one for shock value, added, "Yes, a couple bottles of wine, a porn movie on the TV and the two wine bottles suddenly found other uses, didn't they Alexis?"
My naughty mind automatically imagined my Mom and my girlfriend fucking each other with wine bottles.
Mom again blushed. "You make it sound so dirty."
Miranda said, "Well, you did fuck me with a wine bottle and then rode my face to orgasm if I recall correctly. You really took charge of me!"
I gasped.
Mom gasped too. "Miranda, not here!" gazing around at all the people within earshot.
Ellie added fuel, "Wine bottle, hey Miranda? Good to know."
Miranda shrugged, turned to me and said, "That was the night your mother became my Mistress."
Ellie shook her head. "I can't fucking believe you didn't come to me, Alexis."
Mom apologized, "It wasn't planned, Mistr...." She suddenly froze when she realized what she'd almost said.
"Go ahead, Alexis, say the words your body and mind are dying to say," Ellie ordered, moving closer to her.
I grabbed Mom's hand and pulled her away toward the front entrance.
Ellie called out, "It's only a matter of time Alexis, you know you're mine."
Mom was trembling when we got outside. "I won't last the weekend, Curtis. Now that she knows I'm playing with girls again she'll be relentless."
"Do you want to submit to her, Mom?" I asked, trying to be caring under the bizarre circumstances.
"Yes! No! I don't know," she answered, frustrated.
"Tell me about Cancun," I instructed.
"It was a crazy night," Mom said, shaking her head even as her eyes lit up at the memory.
"That good?" I questioned.
"Depends how you look at it," Mom shrugged.
"Tell me," I ordered.
"Let's go for a walk," Mom said, grabbing my hand as if we were a May-December couple, which in Vegas wasn't that out of the ordinary. In truth, we had a complex relationship. When I asserted myself I could order her to do anything I wished: could humiliate her, call her filthy names, give her facials, you name it and she loved it; but when she chose she could switch at the drop of a hat and be my loving, nurturing, assertive Mother again. So even as she was leading me down the Strip, she also began obediently narrating one of the most extreme and embarrassing nights of her life from her college days when she had been Ellie's willing sex slave.
The first night in Cancun I met a guy at the bar and ended up back at his hotel where we had sex. It was my first time with a guy since I'd submitted to Ellie and when I returned to the hotel the next morning she was furious. She ranted: "This trip was about you and me Alexis, not about you being a fucking skank."
I apologized profusely, feeling overwhelming guilt as if I had cheated on her, which I had. Any sexual activity whatsoever, even including a quiet masturbation session alone was considered cheating if I didn't have my Mistress' specific permission. But a few drinks with a hot hunky guy and his promise to me, "Once we're alone I'll do anything you say, Mistress... anything!" had gone completely to my head. He'd kept his promise and the night had been empowering and fabulous! But now it was time to pay. In a way I didn't even mind: I loved being degraded and punished by my impetuous Mistress. The look of fury on her face only enhanced my delicious guilt and made me willing to do anything I could to make her happy.
I remember her saying, "You need to be punished don't you, my pet."
I eagerly agreed, happy just to see her anger fade and inwardly looking forward to my humiliation.
"You will obey me without question or hesitation this evening?" she asked, although the question was rhetorical. She wasn't asking, she was telling.
I agreed without consideration of any consequences, just desperate to belong to her again; to obey.
"Good, now go get some sleep, tonight will be a very long night for you," she said, hinting at something extreme. I was impatient to get on with it but forcing me to wait for things was part of her game.
That night she dressed me up in a bright pink dress that made me look like a real-life Barbie, sans any underwear at all, and took me to a club. She spoke briefly with a large bouncer who nodded and pointed and she led me to the back of the club and into a small room. I knew in seconds I was in a gloryhole. I looked at Ellie with pleading eyes and she said, "You wanted cock, so tonight you're going to get an entire night of cock."
A cock popped through the hole and Ellie ordered, "Get sucking, Alexis. By the time you leave here tonight you're going to never want cock again." I realized she was using a tough love tactic, like my dad did to my younger sister when he busted her for smoking and made her smoke a whole pack of cigarettes one right after the other, until she had smoked the entire pack before vomiting. Mistress Ellie was trying to condition me to be a true lesbian with no desire for men through extreme discipline. My occasional peccadillo aside, I had a deep-seated need to make Ellie happy at all costs, to obey her unconditionally, so I soon found myself sitting on a wooden stool and after one last pleading look to Ellie, which got me no sympathy but just a tongue poking out her cheek to indicate I should get sucking, I opened my mouth and took a faceless stranger's cock in my mouth.
As I bobbed back and forth on the first of many cocks that night, Ellie moved beside me and whispered, "Good girl." The condescending words should have been humiliating and they were, yet my need for her approval and praise made me eager to obey her every whim.
I don't know how many cocks I sucked that night, at least fifty, and I swallowed every load before the sun was rising and Ellie finally asked, "Have you learned your lesson, my pet?"
I remember my answer clearly, "Yes, Mistress, my mouth and my cunt belong to you and I will always obey you."
She was then 'kind' enough to escort me to a filthy alley so I could vomit up what must have been a gallon of cum, it took forever for me to regurgitate it all, and I actually felt grateful to her for being so considerate.
"Wow," was all I could muster, even as my well-used cock called for attention again.
Mom finished by saying, "it was a promise I kept until I met your dad and realized I had to quit her cold turkey if I was ever going to have a normal life, a normal family, which of course seems pretty ironic now."
"I suppose so, we are anything but normal," I laughed softly.
"If that isn't the truth," Mom smiled and kissed me. Breaking the kiss, Mom added, "I should also mention dear boy, that your cum is still leaking out of my ass."
I shrugged, thinking of pounding her ass in the airplane bathroom a couple of hours ago, "Well if your dear son would allow you to wear panties..."
"Fucker," she said, playfully.
"Mother-fucker," I corrected.
"Yes," she smiled, "you are one dirty Mother-fucker."
"Fuck Mom, now you've made me hard again," I pointed out what was literally pointing out.
She gave my point a quick squeeze and said, "Maybe we should return to the madness."
"Can you resist Ellie?" I asked.
"For a little while," she said, although her look told me she wasn't convinced.
"Let's play it by ear, Mom," I said, squeezing her hand.
"Ok," she agreed.
"Ellie will be busy tomorrow with her task," I reminded her.
"Which she will achieve, no doubt," Mom predicted.
"Is she that good?" I asked, our hotel now in sight.
"She doesn't take no for an answer," Mom replied.
"Yet you resisted her," I pointed out, trying to build her resilience against the powerful temptress.
"It was because of you," Mom said, adding, "I was pregnant, I desperately wanted to have a child and my mother wolf instincts kicked in. I would have killed someone if necessary to protect you... even Ellie!"
"Well, I thank you profusely for that protection, loba mía," I laughed.
"Well, you have been thanking me rather thoroughly lately," she teased.
As we returned to the hotel I said, "Welcome to the jungle."
Mom quoted Guns and Roses, which only convinced me one more time how cool she was, "We've got fun and games."
"You're perfect, Mom," I complimented, meaning it.
"You're not too bad yourself," Mom smiled.
I texted Miranda and learned our 'room' was a suite on the top floor...the penthouse. As usual I was in awe of my life. We went to the elevator and as soon as the door closed, Mom and I were kissing like two horny teenagers.
Once we reached our floor, Mom broke our kiss and said, her face flushed with a hunger I had only seen in her eyes a couple of times, "Promise me you'll fuck me tonight."
"That is a promise I think I can keep, Mom," I replied.
"Fuck, do I want you inside me right now," she said.
My phone buzzed just as we got out of the elevator and Miranda told me she'd left us a cardkey at the front desk and that she and Ellie were in the bar having a drink. "The key is at the front desk."
"Well, that figures," Mom replied.
The elevator doors began to close and I hit the open button. "Thinking of submitting to Ellie has you on the brink, doesn't it?" I asked.
"Just the thought has my cunt gushing," Mom admitted.
I pulled her back into the elevator and waited until the doors closed, removed my shirt and tossed it onto the overhead camera and hit the Stop button. The elevator came to an abrupt halt and froze in place.
Mom smiled playfully, "You naughty boy. What are you going to make me do?"
Not wasting time, knowing we probably had only a couple of minutes, I ordered, "Get my cock out, slut."
She obeyed, correcting me, "Mommy-slut."
My finger still on the stop button, I watched her eagerly take my cock into her mouth, which had last been inside her ass on the plane, and bob up and down like a porn star.
After a few seconds, I ordered, "Bend over and fuck yourself on me."
She obeyed, using the handrails for stability, lifted her dress over her ass and backed up on my erect missile. Watching my cock slowly disappear into her was enthralling, as it always was. Soon she had all of my cock in her wet cunt and was bouncing back on me.
Her moans echoed in the small space, "Oh God baby, your cock feels so good in Mommy's cunt!"
"Tell me who owns you," I grunted, her hard thrusts bringing me great pleasure as I seemed to go deeper into her than I ever had before.
"You do, baby, you own your Mommy," she moaned, her breathing already erratic.
"And you will never disobey me?" I questioned.
"Neeeeever, baby, I'll always be a good Mommy to my masterful son," she whimpered, loving the deepness my cock was reaching.
The intercom came on and a man asked, "Is there anyone in there? If so, Press the blue intercom button to speak."
"We don't have much time, Mommy-slut," I said, "Come for your son. Come for your owner! Come for your Master!"
That was all it took as my Mom screamed, "Oh fuuuuuuck, yes Curtis, be my Master, use me whenever and wherever you wiiiiish!"
I could feel her cum coat my cock and I pulled out and began stroking my cock. "On your knees, Mommy."
She fell to her knees, rubbing her clit with her left hand as she opened her mouth and begged, "Come on Mommy, Master. Mark me as yours. Shoot your white goo all over your Mommy-slut's face!"
"When we get to the main floor, you will walk to the front desk and get the room-key Miranda left for us with my cum all over your face," I said.
"Oh God, you dirty fucker. You want to humiliate Mommy?" she asked.
"Will you obey?" I questioned, my balls about to burst.
"Yes, Master," she agreed, "for you I'll do anything!" just as the first stream of cum hit her on the forehead. A second followed between her eyes and hit her nose, while a third hit her lips and chin. The sight of my cum on her face was so hot I wished I had more to coat it with.
I released the Stop button and hit the Lobby button.
Standing up, her face coated with streams of cum, her legs still twitching from her orgasm, she said, "You're turning into one kinky little bastard."
"And you love it," I teased, as the elevator slowed to a stop at the eleventh floor.
I reached for my shirt and pulled it on just before the door opened.
A young couple got on the elevator and neither could help but notice Mom's cum-coated face.
Both were surprised, but following proper elevator etiquette, they looked away and didn't say anything although both were blushing furiously.
As the elevator started to descend, Mom turned to the red-faced brunette and asked, "Where you two from?"
The girl stammered, "T-T-Texas."
"On your honeymoon?" Mom asked, acting as if she weren't wearing a full facial of cum.
"No, we're just dating," the girl answered, squirming with discomfort.
The guy looked an eyebrow at me and I shrugged as if saying 'what you gonna do?'
Mom then asked the girl, "Do I have any in my hair?"
"Pardon?" the girl asked, shocked by the question.
The elevator was just reaching the lobby when Mom said something even I couldn't believe, "Do I have any of my son's cum in my hair?"
Both the guy's and the girl's mouths dropped open at the outrageous question with all its taboo implications.
The elevator door opened and Mom said, "I'll be right back, son."
"Hurry back, slut," I ordered, finally speaking.
Both looked at me as Mom walked out of the elevator and into the lobby, which was rather full.
The girl asked, "She isn't really your Mom?"
"No," I lied, "She just likes the shock value. She's actually my English teacher."
"Well done, dude," the guy said, impressed.
His girlfriend glared at him and they left, the guy searching around for another look at my cum-faced mother.
Mom was in line behind a couple of other guests checking in, pretending to be oblivious to the fact that she was a sticky mess and people were staring at her.
I watched, amused and with a sense of power at Mom obeying such an extreme order. She turned to me and winked, surprisingly not embarrassed by the stares. Like I had thanked Ellie for on the airplane, her long-ago training of my Mom was turning out to be useful, even as I now used that very training against her.
When it was Mom's turn, she spoke with the desk clerk who did a double take, but after listening to whatever mom said, checked her identification and handed her a room-key. Mom walked back to me and handed me the key before saying, "Miranda texted me to go meet the girls for a drink."
"Ok," I said, wishing the drinking age was eighteen, not the ridiculously conservative twenty-one.
"It's girl time," mom smiled, kissing me on the lips and inadvertently returning some of my own cum to me, which I didn't mind.
"That worries me," I admitted.
"Me too," she shrugged, "but I'll have Miranda there to protect me."
"Have fun," I smiled.
"I can't imagine it will be as much fun as we just had," Mom smiled.
"I hope not," I chuckled back.
Another sticky kiss and she was gone. I went up the elevator and into the room, which is not a correct description for it. It was massive! I spent the next twenty minutes looking around before taking a much-needed shower.
When I got out I could hear the three MILFs laughing and I walked out of the bathroom wearing only my towel.



"Speaking of the boy toy," Ellie said, her tone not about flattery.
"Ladies," I said, trying to be suave.
"Go get dressed sexy, we're going out for supper and a show," Miranda said.
I asked. "And which room is mine?"
"Our room is the first on the left," Miranda said.
"Cool," I said casually. I left the ladies, rolled my luggage into the room and got dressed.
Strangely, the rest of the evening proceeded completely uneventfully. I learned later that during their brief girls' only time they'd agreed there would be no sexual conversation, flirting, not even word play for the remainder of the evening. In some ways this was good news as I was a bit worn out by the constant sexual tension between Ellie and Mom that had her so stressed out.
Supper was amazing, the show, a Cirque de Soleil, was stupendous and a late-night walk along the brightly-lit Strip was the coolest thing ever. By the time we got back to our penthouse suite we were all wiped and we all crashed rather quickly.
Miranda and I got a room together, while both mom and Ellie had separate rooms, although Ellie stressed they'd be sharing one room before the weekend was over.
Miranda and I shared silent nods of agreement. That sharing was an agreed-upon portion of our master plan for the weekend, albeit the most risky portion.
After Ellie had retired, Mom snuck in for the good fucking I'd promised her for tonight, and she rode me to completion while Miranda rode her ass with a strap-on. In addition to it being over-the-top sex for all three of us, it was yet another layer of our three-way emotional bond which Miranda and I knew Mom needed to have in place as strongly as possible.
.....
The next morning started amazingly as I was woken up the best way possible, with a blowjob. Opening my eyes, I saw Miranda bobbing up and down leisurely on my cock.
Seeing me awake, she smiled, "Good morning, sleepyhead."
"Good morning, beautiful," I replied.
"I bet you say that to all the girls who wake you up this way," she teased, returning to my cock.
"Now that you mention it, that's true," I agreed, thinking of the many times recently Mom had awakened me the same way.
"You male slut," she joked, briefly taking my cock out of her mouth.
"There are worse things to be called," I quipped.
"And the Mommy facial, that was so naughty," Miranda commented, as she returned to deep throating my cock.
I moaned, but not because of her gentle reprimand, "I didn't think she would go through with it."
Five minutes later the conversation continued after I had shot cum down my beautiful girlfriend. "Your mom kept the cum on her face the whole time we were in the bar."
"Really?" I asked, surprised by mom's full obedience.
"Yes, it was so fucking hot," Miranda said, still stroking my cock.
"That it was," I agreed.
"Your Mom can be really wild, and being in a city where no one knows her gives her the freedom to cut loose without any worry of consequences," Miranda explained.
"Like the last time you two were in Vegas for example," I smiled.
"For example," she agreed, smiling.
Positioning myself between her legs, I smiled, "I think it's time I return the favor."
She purred, "You treat me so well, baby."
"I bet you say that to all the eighteen-year-olds you bring to Vegas," I teased.
"Every single one," she played along as I began licking. As much as I loved fucking Miranda and Mom, I particularly loved the sweet intimacy that came from licking their pussies. I loved hearing their breathing slowly escalate, I loved hearing their moans increase in volume... and all because of me.
Hearing Miranda coo, "Oh Curtis, don't stop," and "Yes, baby, I love your tongue, baby," and "Oh God, you're getting me so fucking wet," only enhances my eagerness to please.
I took my time enjoying the slow build of Miranda's orgasm. Finally, ten minutes later give or take, her moans had escalated and I knew she was near the brink of euphoria, so I sucked her clit into my mouth and slid two fingers inside her very wet pussy.
"Fuuuuuuuuuuuck!" Miranda screamed, as she wrapped her legs around my head and quaked, her pussy juice flowing out of her.
I savored her sweetness as her body continued trembling... all because of me.
When she finally released me from her leg embrace/leglock, I crawled up her body and kissed her tenderly.
When I broke the kiss a few seconds later she smiled, "Fuck, do I taste good."
"You won't ever hear me complaining," I agreed.
She leaned up and kissed me again. This time the kiss had a tenderness I'd never felt from her before. This wasn't the same intense urgency it often was, nor was it full of hungry passion, but something more: as if we had transcended to a different world where only we existed.
When she broke the kiss she looked nervous and vulnerable; an insecurity I rarely saw in my confident, celebrity girlfriend. Our eyes locked as time stood still and for a brief moment there was only us, and nothing else mattered.
Finally my dream woman affirmed the words she'd said the other night at the TV station that had prompted my long, heartfelt declaration to her. "I love you, Curtis."
Those three words and my name and I was speechless. I knew that fifty years from now if she repeated them again I'd still be thrilled to hear them. I knew that, but apparently my new but enduring love for her hadn't yet sunk in.
She kissed me softly before continuing, her vulnerability clearly on her sleeve, if she had been wearing clothes, "I know it sounds crazy, you're just a boy and we haven't known each other long even though I've told you before," she continued between sweet kisses. "And I don't expect you to say it back this time, but I had to let you know."
They say when you fall in love you just know. It's like every earlier relationship was just a milestone on the journey to real love. I'd long lusted after Miranda, then once I began seeing her with Mom occasionally I knew I liked her a lot, but (ironically the day after the first time I'd fucked her and right after the second time she'd stood up for me against her blowhard ex) the moment I looked into her sincere eyes, past the beautiful exterior, past the sexual seductress, I saw the real Miranda...the girl behind the woman, the girl who longed for unconditional love and not the superficial surface love just based on looks and sex. No, behind her tough confident exterior was a vulnerable woman wanting someone to love the real her. I knew right then, just like I know the sky is blue and the grass is green that I loved her. Not the pantyhose-wearing sex goddess that I grew up masturbating to, but the woman who was sweet, caring, sassy, warm, funny, quirky, and a million other traits was the one with whom I'd fallen in love. And it was at that moment as I saw deep into her soul, I took her heart and claimed it. "I've said it before and I'll say it again: I love you too, Miranda Collington."
She shook her head. "I wasn't saying it to get you to say it. I was...."
I put my finger to her lips. "Shhhh, my sweet Miranda. I would never have said if I didn't mean it, and now you will please permit me to say it again." It was time to repeat my litany of love to her, this time with fresh observations. I gave her quick soft kisses between each beloved quality as I spoke. "I love your loyalty."
"I love your smile," I continued, kissing just her upper lip.
"I love your compassion," I added, replicating my gentle kiss on her lower lip.
"I love your sarcastic wit," I said, kissing her left cheek.
"I love the twinkle in your eye," I complimented, kissing her other cheek.
"But most of all I love your heart, Miranda," I finished, our eyes locked to each other's. I hoped she saw the sincerity in my eyes the way I saw it in hers.
We kissed like the two lovers we were.
After a brief moment her sweet smile curved to mischievous. Rubbing her stocking feet on me she asked, "You don't love my pantyhose legs?"
"Sure, they're all right," I shrugged playfully.
She laughed before adding, her shift from insecure and vulnerable to sexy and confident instant, "So should I take it that the fact I am a submissive who loves swallowing your cum and taking your cock up my ass is also irrelevant?"
I shrugged, "Those qualities are awesome bonuses, as are your tight cunt, dirty mouth and lesbian tendencies, but I have my Mom for all those."
"You fucker," she said, hitting me playfully.
"That's Mother fucker to you, thanks," I quipped back, before standing up and tossing off frivolously, "But now that you know I love you with all my heart for reasons besides awesome sex, I really have to pee."
I grabbed a robe and went to the bathroom. When I returned, Miranda had a robe on too and was on the phone.
When she hung up she said, "Room service will be here soon."
"Good, I'm famished," I said, looking at the clock. "Is it really eleven?"
"That's what the clock says, and the lamp told me it only lies when we've been drinking," Miranda quipped, her sarcastic wit on full display.
We left our private room and I was surprised not to see Mom up and about yet.
A moment later Miranda said, her tone concerned, "Oh no."
"What?" I asked.
She handed me a note.
I read the note:
I have Alexis for the day...
Mistress Ellie
"I hope Alexis is ok," Miranda said.
"Me too," I replied, as I texted her.
Mom,
You ok? Where r u?
A minute later she texted back:
I'm fine. Ellie is determined she will have me, but she also wants me looking perfect for her when she wins and I become, in her words, her forever plaything.
She has booked us full body massages, manicures, pedicures and other appointments at a spa.
She said she is reinventing me...whatever that means...
I am nervous and excited...
So far I am in my right mind and not doing anything crazy for her...
I don't know when we will be back.
Love Mommy
Satisfied Mom was ok for now, Miranda and I took breakfast and a shower together where I shot a second load of the morning in her as we had a lengthy fuck session... no, this time more of a lovemaking session, a bonding session that included sex... in the steamy shower.
Once we were dressed, Miranda and I had a great day just enjoying the sights of Vegas. We wandered through the hotels, had lunch at 'Joe's Seafood, Prime Steak & Stone Crab' and just enjoyed being a normal anonymous couple, something we usually didn't get to do. We held hands, we took photos of each other and selfies together. It was surreal and it was easily one of the most enjoyable and pleasant days of my life. We were more than just sex partners, we were a loving couple. However, although we remained anonymous, thanks to Miranda we didn't quite blend into the crowd. It was fun to see all the double takes we got from the other tourists, my girlfriend dressed in black thigh highs, a red leather skirt with matching five-inch heels and me casually in jeans and a t-shirt...an odd couple to say the least. If there had been a spotlight travelling around with us it would have been shining directly on Miranda the entire time... not that I would have minded in the least.
In the end I was just enjoying being with Miranda and I think she felt the same way. There was no sex talk, no innuendos or even discussion of plans for the evening, we were just a couple enjoying Vegas like so many others.
Mom texted me around 2 o'clock:
Got tickets for a show tonight. Meet you at Excalibur at 7. It is a dinner show so don't eat before. The show is called Defending the Caveman.
Kisses Mom
After a lovely day with my beautiful girlfriend that only made me love her more, I began to think about the evening.
Hours later as we walked to the Excalibur, I said to Miranda, "We don't have to do this."
"Do what?" she asked.
"Ellie and me, Ellie and Mom," I said.
"Oh yes we do," Miranda disagreed seriously, "I always finish what I start. And as scary as it is, your Mom needs this... both parts, including you and Ellie."
"That is very true," I agreed, before saying sincerely, "It's just, you are enough for me."
"How sweet," she said, stopping and kissing me. "But of course you mean me and your Mom are enough for you."
"Well, yes, you two are a handful," I countered.
"I hope you meant that plural," she smiled, cupping her breasts for me and drawing a few startled glances from passersby.
"Indeed," I laughed, as we reached the hotel.
"So, the plan remains the same. We all fuck Ellie," Miranda said as if it were that simple.
"We?" I asked.
"Yes, we," she smiled back. "Alexis, you and me; not necessarily in that order."
How?" I asked, still confident that Ellie wasn't remotely interested in me.
"Still in the works, my dear," Miranda said as we reached our destination.
I looked around for Mom but didn't recognize her at first and even walked right by her. She had to slap my shoulder and ask me, "Don't you even recognize your own mother?"
We stopped and turned to see my mother had indeed benefitted from a complete makeover. Her long, trademark chestnut hair had been replaced with the blondest hair I'd ever seen and it had been cut much shorter. "Mom?"
"In the flesh," she smiled, her distinctive sexy smile still very much present.
"Wow Mom, that hairdo completely changes your look," I said, not sure I liked it, especially because I loved long hair, especially hers.
"I hope you like, baby," she purred, batting her eyes playfully.
"I love everything about you," I smiled back.
Miranda chimed in, "That is quite the outfit, Alexis."
Mom was wearing a blood red blouse, a black leather skirt, black thigh high stockings and five-inch heels.
Mom shrugged, "Ellie insisted I buy this outfit."
"Well, it works. Where is the drama queen anyway?" I asked.
"On a recon mission for her seduction of Brittany tonight," Mom answered.
Miranda laughed, "Recon mission?"
"Her words," Mom shrugged, "She's taking this task and the so-called reward very seriously."
"How are you feeling about being the reward?" I asked.
"Well, away from the real world it's much easier just to let whatever happens, happen," Mom shrugged.
"A good philosophy," Miranda agreed.
"Let's go enjoy the show," Mom suggested, taking my right arm. Miranda took my left and we entered the huge theater as an adorable threesome.
The next couple of hours were filled with great food, a hilarious comedian and constant under-the-table teasing by my two beautiful companions. By the time the show was over, I thought I might burst.
Ellie texted Mom:
DO NOT COME TO BACHELORETTE PARTY!!! I will accomplish task but can't have Miranda show up.
Mom showed us the message and Miranda agreed to not go. We finished our drinks, well they did, I had club soda and my ladies got frisky.
Miranda whispered in one ear, "I'm going to devour you once we get back to the room."
Mom whispered similar sentiments in my other ear, "Mommy has naughty plans in mind for her bad son, trying to get rid of me with Ellie."
My cock was hard and at one point both of my horny ladies reached for it at the same time and instead grabbed each other.
Both burst out laughing and Miranda suggested, "Let's get out of here."
"Agreed," Mom said, hunger in her eyes.
I teased, "Did spending the day with Ellie get Mommy horny?"
"Well, she was surprisingly well-behaved in that she didn't order me to do anything all day except harmless things like 'try on this dress'. My makeover and new wardrobe were completely under her control but she didn't tell me to do anything sexual or even risqué. Nevertheless I almost ate her at the spa without her asking and I would have if we'd had any privacy," Mom admitted, before adding, "and all day regardless of her refraining from any attempts to domme me, Ellie constantly teased me with touches, drowned me with innuendos and taunted me with descriptions of things to come once she'd completed her task and could take the gloves off."
"And?" I asked.
"And I felt like I was her college sub again," Mom admitted.
"And?' I pushed.
"And I fucking loved it, you bastard," Mom admitted, slapping my leg.
"Well, let's take this conversation somewhere where we can be wearing much less clothing," I suggested.
"This is Vegas, that could be anywhere, such as right here," My Mom quipped. "What would you like me to remove, Master?" she teased. "Your wish is my command, except that anything you make me remove, I'll require my sub Miranda to remove as well."
"That would be very entertaining, but as the Dom in charge I'd probably be the one to get arrested. Let's just go back to the hotel and have a good, old-fashioned threesome," I offered with a laugh.
"Now that works for me," Miranda smiled, standing up, grabbing our hands and leading us off.
Fifteen minutes later we were in the bedroom and I was on my back as my Mom straddled my face, her pussy scent intoxicating me while Miranda was going to town on my cock with her sweet lips.
I savored the crazy reality I was living. I eagerly lapped Mom's pussy while my girlfriend, Mom's submissive, lavishly sucked my cock. None of us were in a hurry as we just enjoyed each other. Five minutes became ten before Mom and I reached orgasm almost simultaneously. I shot my cum down my girlfriend's throat as Mom filled my mouth with hers.
Next, Mom and I double-teamed Miranda. We kissed and licked and nibbled her breasts for a while before we both teased her stocking-clad legs with our lips and hands. Working in tandem, mirror images of each other, we spent an eternity lavishly worshipping Miranda's feet and legs with only brief forays by one or the other of us to her pussy until she was begging to be fucked.
"Please, eat my pussy or fuck me, this teasing is driving me fucking crazy," Miranda moaned as she writhed desperately on the bed.
In a great collaborative effort mom and I did both as I knelt between Miranda's legs and buried my cock into her wanton pussy while Mom straddled Miranda's face before leaning down and licking Miranda's clit, which was an added turn on. As Miranda began licking Mom, everyone was servicing someone and everyone was on the road to getting off.
"Oh fuck, yes," Miranda bellowed as my cock slammed into her, which after Mom's and my lengthy slow burn tease such a sudden shift had her near an apocalyptic orgasm in seconds.
Mom hungrily licked and sucked on Miranda's clit as I continued to pound my girlfriend, Mom's submissive, hard and deep. Even after all the things I'd done with my Mother and Miranda, this seemed oddly surreal.
It took twenty seconds, thirty at the most, before Miranda was begging, her words muffled by Mom's cunt, "Harder, fuck me harder."
I shifted from slow thrusts to hard deep penetration and now each thrust was slamming into her body.
Since she was already near the brink from hours without an orgasm, it took less than a minute of the double onslaught of my powerful thrusts and Mom's clit licking to have Miranda exploding like a weather balloon that had ascended too far into the heavens. Suddenly her juice flooded out of her, bathing my cock and balls as Mom licked and licked!
Miranda quaked and quivered as her orgasm riddled her. I continued pounding her wet box. "Oh God yes, more, more, mooooooore," she screamed.
"Eat my cunt, slut," Mom ordered her, which was a major turn on for me.
Still quivering in ecstasy, my obedient girlfriend obeyed, grabbing Mom's ass and pulling her cunt down to her mouth.
Minutes ticked by as I continued fucking her, this close to shooting my second load of the evening.



Mom was close to her own orgasm as she sat straight up and used her full weight to press her cunt onto her submissive's face. She used my girlfriend's face roughly as she fucked herself to orgasm.
The hot bisexual scene had my balls finally boiling as I continued fucking Miranda.
"That's it, you hot little slut! That's how to make your Mistress come! Aaaaaaahhhhhh!" cried Mom.
"Fuuuuuuuuck!" Miranda screamed as her second orgasm in several moments convulsed through her.
Deciding to give Miranda a hot double facial, I kept pumping in and out of her until Mom's orgasm finished, before pulling out and ordering her, "Move aside, baby."
"You dirty fucker," Mom teased, but obeying my order.
Miranda's face was shining with pussy cum as I straddled her chest and pumped my cock right over her mouth.
Mom scurried around me to Miranda's feet, dove back into Miranda's wet leaking cunt and began licking the sweet pussy juice, her short new coiffure tickling my butt.
As Miranda opened her mouth to moan, I did kind of a swan dive forward and filled it with my cock, my belly now being tickled by her hair.
Although it was awkward, Miranda took my cock in her mouth and bobbed up and down hungrily, taking all eight inches in her mouth even as her body continued trembling from her back to back orgasms.
Her mouth was a warm haven and I held back my orgasm as long as possible as I was in awe of hearing my Mom eating her pussy and watching Miranda eagerly devouring my cock.
Mom's pussy-licking tongue was doing its usual magic, so Miranda shoved my hips strongly upward, ejecting my cock from her mouth both so she could breathe, but also so she could scream, "Fuuuck, I'm coooooooooming again!!"
As a third orgasm cascaded through her, I straight-armed the bed to hold myself up with one hand and used my other one to furiously beat my cock before shooting rope after rope of white goo all over the face of my girlfriend while she was still orgasming!
Miranda was surprised by the first spray as it hit her cheek, but she turned her head and opened her mouth to catch the second and third streams, a look of complete satisfaction on her face.
Mom and I collapsed on the bed as well with similar feelings of satisfaction.
I was fading into slumber when Mom's cell rang. She sat up and said, "That must be Ellie."
"Well, go check," I suggested.
Mom, naked except for her stockings, walked over to her purse and grabbed her phone. She read the message briefly and reported, "She did it."
Miranda asked, "Like she did it, did it?"
"So she says," Mom nodded, already realizing the implications of the text to her own rapidly approaching future.
"How do we know for sure?" Miranda asked.
Mom texted back, Miranda wants proof.
Mom returned to the bed with her phone just as it buzzed again. She looked at it and as her face went red, she turned her phone around to show us a video clip confirming the task had been accomplished.
Miranda and I were watching a brief video of Brittany on her knees in a bathroom stall licking Ellie's pussy. We couldn't see Ellie's face but there was no denying whose demanding words were being said. "Look up at me, slut. Tell me how much you love my cunt."
I would have loved to hear Brittany's reply but the clip ended, frozen on Brittany looking up rapturously, her face shiny with pussy juice as if she were staring right at us.
"Fucking delicious," Miranda said, giddy with excitement at getting back at Mark, her ex.
"Now what?" I asked Miranda.
Mom said, her tone showing not fear, but acceptance, "Well, there's no doubt that Ellie will be expecting me to submit to her unconditionally as soon as we next meet."
"You don't have to," I said, not wanting Mom to do anything she didn't want to, feeling guilty at Miranda and I using Mom as leverage in our twisted game to get Ellie to fuck me.
"Ooooooooh, yes I do," she said, her eyes showing a sparkle.
Miranda asked, "It's not because of a debt or a promise; you want to, don't you?"
"Desperately," Mom answered. "I've always wanted to submit to her again. It has taken every ounce of courage I had in me to resist the temptation to submit again, especially during the past year, but now that you're an adult Curtis, I think it's time to do more than just submit to Ellie on an occasion or two."
I realized what she was about to say and yet couldn't quite get my head around it, even though it made perfect sense.
"I'm sorry Curtis, but I don't love your father, I love Ellie, I've always loved Ellie," Mom said, tears beginning to stream down her face.
I put my hand on her arm and said warmly, "It's ok, Mom."
Silence lingered as this new revelation hung in the air. Finally Mom spoke, her devilish side clearly back, having rather quickly come to grips with her decision, "Of course I'll only submit to Ellie after she submits to you."
"You don't have to Mom," I said.
"Yes, I do," Mom smiled, kissing me, "I will only submit to her if she accepts our relationship. Although I don't love your father, I do love you, and I need you at least as much as I do Ellie!"
Miranda smiled, "Delicious."
"Indeed, delicious," I concurred.
Mom yawned. "I have a hunch tomorrow is going to be a long, eventful day."
Yawning is contagious and I yawned too. "I love you Mom."
"I love you too," she smiled back.
"And what about me?" Miranda asked, playfully.
I turned to her, "You're not so bad."
"Bastard," she said, hitting me playfully.
Mom said, "Hard to believe I got you two together on just a whim."
I smiled, "I love both of you."
Both women laid their heads on my shoulders and in minutes, our arms entwined in indescribable but loving fashions, we were all asleep.
.....
The next morning I was surprised to wake up the old-fashioned way...on my own. Both my lovely ladies were gone and I glanced at the clock; it was almost ten.
I grabbed a robe and went to find my lovely submissives. Both my Mom and Miranda were having breakfast on the balcony and were already dressed in their elegant dresses for the day's wedding.
"Good morning, sleepyhead," Mom teased.
"You need to go clean yourself up," Miranda added.
Mom added, "Ellie just called. She wants us at the church early, she has a surprise for us."
A ton of ideas popped into my head as I nodded and headed to the shower.
Thirty minutes later I was showered, shaved and suited up and a limousine was waiting for us downstairs. The three of us were mostly silent as we pondered the day ahead as Mom drew closer to her moment of submission to Ellie. Ellie was going to submit to me although she didn't know it yet and Miranda was going to revel in the glory of knowing she had humiliated her ex one more time.
We arrived at the church an hour early and met Ellie at the back door. She was wearing a dark green gown and had never looked better. The first things she did upon seeing us was to smile at my Mom and say, "Good to see you, my pet."
"You too, Mistress," Mom replied without hesitation.
"Follow me," Ellie said and the three of us followed her into the church and into the dressing room of the bride-to-be.
Standing there in her wedding dress was Brittany, who was clearly embarrassed, although she said and did nothing except tremble noticeably as we approached her.
"On your knees," Ellie ordered.
"Yes, Mistress," Brittany obeyed. She was unable to make eye contact with any of us.
"Fucking awesome," Miranda said.
"Miranda, I thought it would be fun to have her wear your pussy juice on her lips as she walks down the aisle and when she kisses her husband for the first time," Ellie explained.
"Brilliant," Miranda said, "that's even more devious than I could have come up with."
"Why thank you," Ellie replied, basking in the glow of her latest conquest.
Miranda added, "Actually I think I can raise the humiliation a notch or two."
"Go on," Ellie said.
"Let's have Curtis fuck her and then she can walk down the aisle with his cum leaking out of her cunt," Miranda suggested.
"Or maybe her ass," Mom suggested.
"Please no," Brittany gasped as nuances of her humiliation were discussed as if she weren't even here.
"Do you want that video going viral, slut?" Ellie hissed, her tone clearly don't-you-dare-fuck-with-me.
"S-s-sorry, Mistress," Brittany stammered, petrified by Ellie's threat.
"Pussy or ass, pussy or ass?" Ellie asked, all sing-song.
Miranda hiked up her dress, sat down on a couch and spread her legs, "Crawl to me, bride slut."
Brittany's face was burning beet red with blotches of humiliation and anger as she slowly obeyed the order, crawling awkwardly in her long dress.
As the humiliated but obedient bride reached Miranda's feet, Miranda slipped out of her heels and raised a stocking-clad foot and placed it in Brittany's mouth. Brittany began tentatively sucking on Miranda's toes as Ellie turned to Mom, "So now to collect my prize."
Mom blushed but said, "Not so fast, Ellie."
"Not playing hard to submit, are we?" Ellie cautioned.
"Not exactly, but I need to make something clear," Mom said, sounding much stronger than I knew she really felt.
"You do, do you?" Ellie said, trying to keep control of the situation, doing her best to project without needing to say so, that any choices my Mom might face from here on out were Ellie's to decide.
"Yes...I...do," Mom replied, stressing each word, fighting through the inner turmoil she was feeling.
"Well, I'm all ears," Ellie replied.
"I am prepared to leave Ted and move in with you, Mistress," Mom began.
Even Ellie was surprised by this news. She stammered, "Y-y-you are? y-y-you will?"
"Yes, I have always loved you Ellie," Mom admitted, moving to Ellie, grasping her shoulders and looking her straight in the eye. "I've always needed you."
Ellie was flushed now. "I can't believe it."
Mom kissed Ellie tenderly, my own cock begging for attention.
Interrupting the intimate moment, Miranda ordered, "Beg to eat my pussy, Brittany."
"Oh please don't make me do this," Brittany pleaded.
Ellie interrupted back, saying, "Slut Brittany, since you don't seem to listen well, you've just answered the pussy or ass question. Curtis, go fuck the bride-to-be in the ass."
Horny as hell, but also intrigued by the power play between Mom and Ellie, which I knew wasn't yet over, I was torn.
However, Brittany's power play was definitely over, she was now thoroughly intimidated and she begged Miranda, "Can I please lick your pussy Miranda?"
"On your wedding day?" Miranda twisted the knife.
"Yes," Brittany admitted, her face red with shame.
"Say it."
"May I please lick your hot, wet pussy on my wedding day, Mistress Miranda?"
"Lick away, slut," Miranda ordered.
Brittany leaned forward and began licking her husband-to-be's ex-girlfriend's pussy.
"Go fuck her ass, Curtis," Ellie ordered me again.
Mom surprised Ellie by modifying the order, "Yes do, Curtis. But fuck Ellie first."
"Pardon me?" Ellie asked.
Mom was steadfast as she pledged, "I will submit to you unconditionally Ellie, divorce Ted and move in with you or you move in with me, but you must understand that I love my son. Curtis and I are a package deal."
"There was never any mention of any conditions to your submitting to me, you're my bitch now. Is that clear?" Ellie insisted threateningly.
Mom stood her ground, "Miranda never mentioned it as a condition, but this is my condition: either you accept Curtis, or you go home empty handed."
"W-w-hy you b-b-bitch!" Ellie stammered, angry adrenalin flooding her body as she glared first at my Mother and then at me. Time seemed to stand still as she took several deep breaths before she turned back to Mom, her tone now annoyed but not angry anymore. "Is that the only condition?"
"Yes, Mistress," Mom replied, "if you accept Curtis I'll be all yours," shifting instantly from firm and strong to compliant and submissive.
"Dammit," Ellie cursed, turning again to me, "Well played."
Miranda moaned to Brittany, "You eat pussy a lot better than your useless groom."
"You'd better be as good as your Mom and Miranda say you are, stud," Ellie said, challenging me.
"You'd better be as good as you say you are," I retorted, playing her game.
I took a step towards her and ordered, "On your knees, Ellie."
Ellie smirked as she walked over to me, "I'm no submissive, Curtis."
Reaching me, she reached down and unbuckled my belt and pulled my pants and underwear down before pushing me onto the couch right beside Miranda. She yanked on my knees until I was lying on my back with my butt was right past the edge of the couch, then still facing me, she lifted up her dress, straddled me and slowly lowered her naked pussy onto my erect cock. I was hard enough that it needed no steadying: it rose up like a flagpole to meet her.
"Shiiiit," I moaned, as her warmth engulfed my cock.
"Your Mom is right Curtis, you have a damn nice cock," Ellie smiled, not submissively but more patronizingly as she began riding me, her big breasts bouncing up and down. I wanted to cup them in my hands, to suck on her erect nipples, but her dress, still completely in place above her waist, obstructed me.
As she rode my cock, she tightened her cunt around my cock, creating a sensation I'd never experienced before.
Noticing the impact her cunt was having on me, she assessed, "You like that don't you, big boy."
"Fuck, are you tight," I grunted.
"Tighter than your slut mother?" Ellie asked, grinding her body so perfectly on my cock.
I admitted, "Fuuuck, yes." I hated to throw Mom under the bus, but it was true.
"And don't you forget it," she purred, leaning her clothed tits into my face, only enhancing my frustration that I couldn't suck them into my mouth.
Ellie increased the speed and vigor of her cock-riding and soon I was groaning a warning, "I'm going to come soon."
Her pussy grip on my cock got even tighter as she continued, her tits bouncing in my face and a few seconds later her pussy was milking my cock as I sprayed my hot seed inside my fantasy teacher.
"Hmmmmm," she moaned smiling, sensing she was in control of the situation, and of me. I didn't think she was right, but I couldn't guarantee it. Her physical and psychological appeal was formidable.
She got off me leaving me wanting more, walked over to my Mom and ordered, "On your knees, slut."
I watched as Mom dropped to her knees.
"Want to taste my pussy filled with your son's cum?" Ellie asked.
Mom admitted, hungry as hell, "God, yes."
"Lick away slut, while we re-establish your proper place between your Mistress' legs," Ellie ordered, a glow on her face that showed how happy she was about finally getting my Mother back.
I watched as Mom leaned forward and licked my cum from Ellie, who looked particularly imposing as she towered above her slut.
I was torn away from one lesbian scene to another as Miranda screamed, "Fuuuuuuck, I'm coming, you little sluuuuuuuuut."
I turned to watch Miranda pull Brittany's face deep into her flooding cunt, covering the bride-to-be's face with an amazing amount of pussy juice. Miranda, attempting to humiliate Brittany as much as possible, began moving her hips up and down, washing Brittany's face in her flooding cum juice.
Thankfully I was eighteen and my just-fucked cock was already ready for round two. I stood up and raised the white bridal dress to see that the slutty little bride was sans panties and was wearing a white garter-belt and stockings.
Brittany tightened her ass cheeks as I moved behind her.
Miranda advised, letting go of Brittany's face, "I'd relax my butt hole if I were you. Curtis's cock is substantially bigger than that piece of shit you're about to marry."
Brittany looked back, her make-up a mess and her face shiny. "Please fuck my cunt."
"As you wish," I obliged, ignoring Ellie's instruction to me and sliding easily into her drenched cunt. "Holy shit is her cunt soaked, Miranda."
"Is that so?" Miranda asked. "Did licking your husband-to-be's ex-girlfriend's cunt get you off, Brittany?"
"Y-y-yes," she stammered, ashamed and already moaning as I slammed into her from behind.
"You know you are fucking another of my boyfriends," Miranda pointed out.
"S-s-sorry," she whimpered, as my cock filled her completely.
"It's ok," Miranda shrugged, "I'm sure Curtis won't mind fucking you anytime you want a real cock."
"T-t-thank you, Mistress," Brittany replied, which surprised both of us.
Ellie explained, "She is my gift to you since you are returning my slut to me. Going forward she'll do whatever you say and love it."
"Is that right, Brittany, you'll do anything I say?"
"Yes Mistress, anything!" Brittany replied earnestly as I began sliding my cock, still particularly sensitive from cumming in Ellie, in and out of her wet, warm sheath.
"Isn't that thoughtful?" Miranda smiled as she turned to watch her own Mistress eagerly licking Ellie's pussy.
"I thought so," Ellie smiled.
"Oh fuck, harder, fuck me harder," Brittany screamed to me, forgetting she was in a church.
Deciding to add to her humiliation, I slid out and without warning plunged my cock into her ridiculously tight ass.
"Holy shit, fuuuuuck, noooooo," Brittany whined, as she took all eight inches of my manhood in her backdoor.
"I want you to come with my cock in your ass, slut," I ordered, wanting to impress Ellie with my own dominant authority.
"Kkkkkkk," Brittany whimpered, as her left hand moved to her pussy and she began frantically rubbing herself.
"Aaaaaaah," Ellie moaned, as her long held back orgasm exploded out of her and onto the face of her reclaimed submissive, my Mom.
I watched my Mom lose herself in heartfelt submission to her long-resisted Mistress as her face was flooded with girl-cum and my cum and she licked maniacally, desperate to absorb every drop, lost in Ellie's world and thrilled to be home at last! I was glad for her even while continuing to sodomize my girlfriend's ex's fiancée. This was another new high during my past few weeks of high after high!
"Come in her ass, baby," Miranda purred to me.
"I will, baby," I promised, adding, "but having just cum in slut Ellie it may take a while."
Ellie turned to me with a scowl and objected, "Slut Ellie?"
Going for broke, sensing I had control of the situation, I ordered the big-busted teacher, "Slut Ellie, get between Miranda's legs and get licking." Instinctively I knew that one trick to establishing dominance over someone was to order them to do something they already longed to do, and I'd been noticing the way Ellie had been lusting after my girlfriend.
Ellie glared at me. My Mom, sensing this was a critical moment in her future, backed her head away from her Mistress's cunt and watched from her submissive position on her knees as I looked steadily at Ellie even as I continued to pound the bride's tight ass.
"Oh god, I'm so close," Brittany moaned, unaware of the tension between the rest of us.
Miranda too looked steadily at Ellie, an inviting smile on her face as she reclined back on the couch, her glistening pink pussy singing a siren's song of wet sounds from between her wide-spread legs as she slowly fingered herself. Given the devoted commitment she already had to my Mom and to me, she felt no temptation to submit to Ellie, but she was very willing to offer herself as bait. She was irresistible and she knew it.
Ellie resisted for a full minute, but as I expected, walked over to the couch, dropped to her knees and crawled between Miranda's legs.
I winked at Mom who was stunned by the power shift and Miranda winked at me as Ellie's tongue began licking her pussy and she began moaning loudly. Even in defeat (but only temporary?) Ellie's skills around a pussy were amazing.



I roughly slammed into the bride, treating her like the fuck-toy she was, eager to shoot a full load in her ass. Sensing she needed a verbal push to come, I bombarded her with nasty names, "Come my ass-slut, my bride cunt, our pussy pleaser. I want you thinking of my big cock in your ass as you walk down the aisle, as you say your vows with my cum in your ass, as you kiss your new husband with his ex's pussy juice on your lips. Come now, you fucking slut!"
"Fuuuuuuuck, yeeeeeeees," she screamed as her orgasm came crashing through her.
Her ass tightened around my cock milking it, as I filled her ass with my white seed, while her orgasm continued to course through her.
Just as I finished spraying, there was a knock on the door.
"Brittany, you ok?" a voice called, trying to open the locked door.
Brittany's eyes went big as she replied, "Yes, just stubbed my toe."
All of us in lightening quick speed abandoned our acts of sin and got ourselves looking respectable.
Ellie, her own face shiny with pussy juice, took control of her recent conquest, "Have a good wedding day, slut."
"Thank you, Mistress," Brittany replied, as she stood up. "Shit, cum is leaking out of my ass."
As Miranda, Mom and I left the way we'd come in, Ellie grabbed from a desk the white matching panties that went with Brittany's garter-belt and helped put them on the flustered and well-fucked bride.
"I want this cum leaking into your underwear as a constant reminder that you have two Mistresses and a Master. Is that understood?"
"Yes," Brittany replied, as there was more knocking at the door.
"Open up, Brittany," a different voice called.
We left the room, Ellie bringing up the rear with the biggest smile on her face.
Once we were outside, Ellie took my Mom's hand and said, shocking us all, "I love you, Alexis. I accept your condition of submission to me; I can't let you ever get away from me again."
"I love you too, Ellie," Mom replied with a sweetness and sincerity that were about love, not submission.
Miranda took my hand and whispered into my ear, "I told you I'd get you Ellie."
The four of us walked around to the front of the church as two couples looking elegant but smelling of sex, ignoring the odd looks we received from the other wedding guests.
"Miranda, glad you could make it," Kristina said, a co-worker from the TV station.
"I wouldn't miss this for the world," Miranda smiled, the four of us barely able to hold in our laughter at the nuances behind Miranda's words.
"You look radiant," Kristina added, seeing Miranda's glow and giving her cheek a saucy, knowing little lick.
"Well, having a young boyfriend has really rejuvenated me again, I feel eighteen again," Miranda said, squeezing my hand.
"Awesome," Kristina laughed. "We'll touch base at the wedding reception."
"I'll count on that," Miranda agreed, definitely implying some touching.
I watched the black beauty walk away, her bubble butt delicious, as Miranda stuck an elbow in my ribs, "Her too?"
"What? No, I was, just..." I babbled.
"Never had any chocolate?" Ellie asked.
"No," I admitted.
Miranda smiled as she led me into the church, "We'll have to change that."
Mom and Ellie laughed about something just between the two of them as I once again realized that I had the best girlfriend in the world.
I could barely contain myself during the entire ceremony.
Brittany walked slightly bowlegged down the aisle, the aftermath of my big cock in her ass having unexpected side effects. Her face was ruby red and she was extremely fidgety as she said her vows with my cum leaking out of her ass. Lastly, the puzzled look on Mark's face was utterly priceless as he clearly smelt sex on his bride's face as he kissed her for the first time as his wife.
Once the service was done, we stepped out into the fresh Vegas air. Ellie dragged Mom to a taxi and assumedly back to the hotel.
Miranda looked at me with yet another strange look in her eyes as she said, "You said you love me and you meant it, right?"
"With all my heart," I confirmed, taking her hands in mine.
"Do you want to do something fucking crazy?" she asked.
"Crazier than fucking a bride in the ass just before she's about to get married?" I asked, eyebrows raised.
"Actually, yes," Miranda smiled, "Crazier than fucking a bride in the ass, crazier than giving your Mom a facial in an elevator before sending her out in public and crazier than seducing Ellie the way we did."
"You have me curious," I replied, wondering what else she could have in mind, the only thought was Kristina, but even our sharing some hot chocolate couldn't outdo the craziness of everything else we'd done so far.
She lowered herself to her knees right here in front of the church with people beginning to stare, and my eyes went big, thinking this was too brazen even for her. I began to say, "Damn girl, not here,' but was interrupted by the shocking words coming out of her mouth.
"Curtis Charlesworth, will you marry me?" she asked with the same vulnerability as this morning.
My heart melted and I knew the answer without thinking. I pulled her up, kissed her passionately and fell down to one knee myself, deciding if we were going to do this we were going to do this right. "I'll ask the questions if you don't mind, my pet. Miranda Collington, will you marry me?"
"Yes, baby," she smiled and I stood back up and kissed her with a mixture of tenderness, passion and dominance.
When our kiss finally broke to the sounds of applause from wedding guests and passersby alike, Miranda said, "So we need to really hurry if we're going to get married today."
"Today?" I repeated, surprised by her words.
"Well, when in Rome," she shrugged, leading me to a taxi. "But first I need a dress without any cum stains on it."
THE END
The sixth part in this series, What Mom Knows Fucks Her in White was released in December 2013.
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Summary: A new teacher is oblivious to the sex secrets of the school.
Note 1: I was asked by a fan if I would ever write a she-male story a couple of years ago. At the time I didn't put much thought into the idea as I focused on my lesbian, gay and incest stories and truthfully knew very little about transgendered people. Yet another fan sent me pictures of cartoon Dickgirls and it stimulated an idea and made me curious. I began reading transgender cartoons and stories and researching the different terms like transgender, trans woman, trans man, dickgirl, t-girl, she-male, intersex, and hermaphrodite. The more I read the more intrigued I became and soon a story idea was formed. The story was supposed to be a simple story about a bi-curious teacher who is seduced by a she-male, completely unaware of the student's uniqueness, thinking she is being seduced by a girl for a lesbian encounter. But, like many of my stories, the story took on a mind of its own. In the end, the story became a novella of sorts that wouldn't end and I hope you enjoy.
Note 2: Deciding to have some fun with this story, I also made the narrator ME! This version of me is pretty accurate (except I am still happily married and my children are much younger) and refers too many of my earlier stories. It is not necessary to have read any of my earlier works, but the references are fun winks at my writing past and do give some clues to the real me.
Thank You's: As always thanks to MAB7991 for editing.
Warning: Please note that the story has a VERY lengthy set-up before any real sex occurs. If you are looking for a stroke story I hope you like a lot of foreplay, innuendo and teasing first...I mean a lot...but once the sex begins....
SHE-MALE SCHOOL: A Teacher Seduced

1. A PROLOGUE
After over fifteen years of teaching in public school systems in Canada, I was offered a job at a reclusive private school in southern California. I was in desperate need of a change in my teaching career, having been living an exhaustive mind-numbing routine. I was sick of the pressure to just pass everybody, I was sick of the entitlement issues of today's students and truth be told I was sick of the six months of winter (it really is depressing when there is snow on the ground by mid-October).

At first, I balked at the job offer, but when the school's Headmistress committed to paying all my relocation costs and offered a salary that was double my current salary in Canada, I couldn't resist. Not to mention, southern California doesn't get snow.

When the Headmistress of the school called me about the job, I was quite surprised since I never actually applied, but I remember the phone call vividly:

"Hi, is this Ms. Jasmine Winston?" asked a friendly female voice.

"Yes it is," I answered, having just gotten home from work a few minutes earlier, after a rather exhausting day that had tested my patience.

"My name is Headmistress Alexis Carleton and I am in charge of an all girls' school in southern California," she introduced herself.

I assumed I was about to be invited to come and speak to her school staff about one of my keynote presentations. Although not an expert, I have written about teaching assessments that work and also spoke on bringing learning to life. Last year, I won a teaching excellence award in Canada as one of the most innovative teachers in the country.

She continued, "After seeing you speak a few weeks ago, I found myself wishing I had someone like you on my staff with such enthusiasm and such passion for teaching. I went back to my school rejuvenated by your lecture. Then a couple of days ago as I was planning for next years' school year a thought popped into my head. If I want someone like you, why not just go out and get you."

I listened vaguely, tired from the day, even though her flattery was cheering me up slightly. Yet, her last sentence pulled me right into the conversation. "Pardon?"

"I want to interview you for a position at my school, although I am already confident I want to hire you," she informed me.

I was flattered and surprised. "Really?" I asked, still a bit dumbfounded by the call.

"I must have you," she said, her voice showing a determination even over the phone.

We spent ten more minutes on the phone before I agreed I would get back to her in a couple of days with an answer if I was interested in setting up a Skype interview.

Over the next couple of days I considered the opportunity. My youngest son was in grade twelve and was already accepted to a university playing football hours away, my daughter was in second year university in Toronto, over 30 hours away and I was already worried about empty nest syndrome. A new school, a new start would be a great distraction from being home alone without kids.

Secondly, since I divorced my husband after he cheated on me with his secretary a couple of years ago, how cliché is that, I had wanted to start over and had already been applying for jobs in other provinces...although California was in a whole other country.

So, if I hadn't been bitter with my current job and lack of a strong education system, if my children were younger or if my husband hadn't been a cheating bastard I probably never would have considered such an extreme move, but the stars were all aligned and I decided what the fuck...why not?.

Of course, I did my due diligence first and researched the school extensively.

The school, Chateau Johnson for Girls, was a by invitation only school for gifted girls. Located in southern California, the school was in the middle of nowhere and all the girls lived in dorms at the school. The teachers also lived on campus and besides teaching duties were expected to be dorm mothers. The more I read the more mixed were my feelings about this unique opportunity.

Reasons to take the job:
1. The idea of teaching only strong academic girls, young women, was really exciting, but all those hormones would also be exhausting.

2. I loved the idea of living in the fresh air of southern California, but wasn't so keen on living in the vast emptiness the school was located. The nearest town was forty minutes away.

3. The thought of being a dorm mother was also quite interesting; in public school I had over 200 students a year and truthfully only made real teacher-student relationships with a few. I spent so much time working with kids failing, skipping class and so forth, that making real connections with students was rare. Yet, at Chateau Johnson for Girls class size was capped at 18 (at my current school the cap was 28, but that was only a suggestion and 35 students in a room made for 30 maximum was very common).
4. I was thrilled I would be teaching the same girls all the classes I love: English, World History, Creative Writing, and Drama. I would finally get to teach creative writing. I had always wanted to but the Creative Writing teacher at every school I had ever worked at was already entrenched in the position (and trust me teaching staffs are like high school, full of cliques and hard to change).
5. Free housing was included as part of my salary thus saving me a ton of money on rent.
6. I would get six free round trip flights a year (with no restrictions to where I went).
7. I also had 20 percent preparation time (20 percent more than I had at my last school),
8. I would be in charge of the drama club, the graduation ceremony and would be the faculty advisor for the student council. I was excited by the additional duties as a dorm mother that would afford me the chance to interact with the students outside the classroom environment.
9. Also, I was in awe of the many famous alumni that this small school had. Politicians, lawyers, celebrities, doctors and every other high profile job was represented by the school's small, but seemingly elite, alumni.

10. Lastly, I was in awe with the dress code of the school. In every school I had ever worked at the dress code was just a suggestion. If I got a dollar for every time I saw a girl's thong or a boy's underwear I would be rich; if I got another dollar for every skirt that was too short, or cleavage too low I could feed a third world country. Yet, at the elite school there wasn't a complete school uniform but very clear rules the girls must follow:
-they must wear a blouse (only one button could be undone) or sweater
-they must wear one of three skirt choices (given to them by the school)
-they must wear pantyhose (also given by the school)

I was fascinated by the fact that pantyhose were mandatory (I had never seen that before; some schools required tights if the skirt was too short or leggings, but that had seldom been enforced). If I saw a dozen girls in pantyhose in a whole year that would be a lot at my school, unlike the eighties when I was in high school and they were worn every day. I had been wearing pantyhose or thigh highs since college when my boyfriend of the time liked me in them. I have always loved the feel of silky nylon on my legs and felt they accentuate my strongest asset perfectly. I have small breasts, 34b and a decent ass, but my legs are easily my best asset. Conversely, I always noticed women in pantyhose and although I am straight, I often fantasize about being with a woman.

I am a published writer with a few plays published, a book of poetry, and a few articles on education. Yet, my most prolific writing was under the pseudonym Jasmine Walker. I love writing porn. I have written more than eighty stories on a website called Literotica, the majority of them rather popular.
My themes are almost always about submission, seduction, humiliation, and stockings. My genres are varied, but my most common are lesbian, incest, group sex and gay. This was my dirty little secret, I lived vicariously through my writing. My real life being a lot less riveting and exciting in comparison to my fictional world, thus this move was a chance to rekindle the adventurous part of me that had never really taken the risks my characters took.
I wanted to be like my characters, and every story always has pieces of the real me, yet I am much more conservative in real life (although I am not a complete innocent either), although like many of my characters I was just one temptation away from breaking free from the invisible chains society had put on me. Although no one who knows me knew this, it was the naughty side of me simmering just below the surface...bubbling like a volcano long dormant, but like all volcanoes they eventually erupt.

In the end, the offer was too good to refuse, both financially and professionally and after two Skype interviews I was officially offered the job. I accepted, but due to an already planned trip with a couple of girlfriends, I could not arrive till the day before school started, not ideal but the reality.


2. THE FIRST DAY

I arrived, disheveled, exhausted and PMS-ing after a five day drive that was one disaster after another and had me arriving a day later than anticipated.

Headmistress Alexis, she refused to allow anyone to refer to her by her last name (and I quickly learned that all the teachers allowed their students to call them by their first names as well), was so sweet and helpful when I arrived. She wasn't fazed at all when I called her about my travel problems and after I finally did arrive she had students help me get settled in. I arrived just after 3:30 of the first day of school; I ended up finally meeting Headmistress Alexis in person at her office, curious if she was as commanding in person as she was on the phone and on Skype.

Her secretary, a very pretty young woman, greeted me, "Headmistress Alexis, will be with you in a moment, ma'am."

I smiled, "Please call me Jasmine."

"Of course, Ms. Jasmine" the blonde smiled, before disappearing behind the door.

I waited a couple of minutes before I was finally face to face with the woman who changed my life and would change it even more later.

She walked directly to me and surprised me by embracing me in a warm hug the moment we met. Breaking the hug which seemed longer than usual non-family hugs she said, "Jasmine, I am so happy you made it here."

"Sorry, I am late," I repeated my apology from a couple previous phone calls.

"No problem, I am just so happy you have agreed to be a part of our family," she said, squeezing my arm.

I thought she was very pretty during our Skype interview, but the Internet did not do her justice. She was a black haired beauty (like the ones you only see in fashion magazines or movies), dressed in a professional business suit, black pantyhose and five inch heels that had me feeling overwhelmed. She oozed a mixture of power and sex, something I always wished I had; I was instantly intimidated by her even though she was soft spoken, caring and excessively touchy-feely. I felt even more inferior as I was dressed in jeans and a t-shirt, perfect for driving but not for meeting your well-dressed boss.

"I am very thrilled to have been offered this opportunity," I replied, as she sat on her desk and crossed her pantyhose clad legs. My eyes watched her legs briefly, the pantyhose seeming to literally shine.

Unfortunately, she noticed me looking and smiled, as if she knew of my secret fascination for pantyhose and my secret fantasies of submitting to a woman. "They are Wolffords."

"What is?" I asked, confused.

"My pantyhose," she said, seemingly noticing I was staring at her legs.

"Ok," I said blushing, but trying to be casual about it.

"Feel them," she offered, her voice soft and inviting.

"Pardon?" I asked.

"You need to feel how soft they are," she said, her heel dangling from her foot.

"Ok," I said, nervous and yet curious. I moved to her and touched near her knee. I had worn silky smooth pantyhose my whole life, but I had never felt anything so outrageously soft. "Oh my," I said out loud.

She agreed, "I know. They are what all the students wear too. I believe that for our school to be the best we must be the best in everything. We recruit the best students, we hire the best teachers, we have the best technology, and we must dress the best as well."
"Wow," I said, so used to getting by with outdated computers, worn out textbooks, and teachers who hated their jobs.
She continued, "The skirts the girls wear are Ralph Lauren and the pantyhose Wolford, I considered making the shirts all uniform too but I wanted the students to have it all."
"How so?" I asked, impressed but curious.
"Well the skirt and pantyhose implies conformity, family and team," she explained, before adding, "yet, choosing their own blouse or sweater gives them a chance to show their individuality."

"Wow giving the resemblance of choice while still controlling it," I assessed impressed.
"It's a mirage," she smiled back.
"Ahhhh, with you being the puppet master," I joked back.
Her smile widened, "I control everything that happens here, Jasmine."

"So it seems," I replied, amazed by just how manipulative and yet brilliant the Headmistress was.

She pressed her intercom and said, "Amanda, please bring in the pantyhose."

"I have always believed how you dress commands a certain respect that is almost never questioned," she explained, her shoe slipping from her foot and dropping to the floor.

I noticed her toenails were ruby red and the pantyhose were sandlefoot, the same kind I always wear.

"I agree," I said, before adding, "I would have liked to meet you in person dressed more professionally than I am today."

She laughed. "I don't always dress like this either."

Amanda entered and I noticed she was wearing the same shiny type of pantyhose, although hers were a mocha color, the kind I liked the most (it made the pale me look like I have a tan). "Here you go, Headmistress."

"Thank you Amanda," the Headmistress said, taking a small bag.

I watched as Amanda silently knelt down, picked up Alexis's shoe and slipped it back on her foot.

"Good girl," Alexis said, as if she was speaking to a child and Amanda left the room without a word.

I must have looked as perplexed as I felt as the Headmistress explained, "Amanda used to be quite a handful, but through constant discipline she has learned to be very obedient."

In retrospect, this was the second oddity that should have set off alarms in my head (the first was letting me touch her leg), but I was so in awe of her confidence and unexplainable allure I missed the clues completely.

I nodded, "I wish students at my old schools were so obedient."

"Oh here, you will learn the students are very well-behaved," she said, yet her tone implied she wasn't talking about school. Again, In retrospect there were so many clues as to what was underneath the surface (pun intended), but I was so taken with her confidence, beauty and intelligence that it never occurred to me that I was being pulled into a web of sin, being groomed for a position much different than what I was hired for.

"I think I am going to like it here," I smiled. "I have never felt I had the support of my administration at any of my old schools. Oh sure they talked the talk, but they tripped anytime they tried to walk."

She laughed, before her tone got serious, "That is funny. But here, I back up everything I say."

I stammered, not wanting to imply I was doubting her, "I-I-I didn't mean to imply I was questioning you."

"I know, dear," she smiled warmly. Being called 'dear' was odd considering I was no doubt a few years older than her. She handed me the bag and said, "Here are a dozen pair of Wolfford pantyhose for you in a variety of colors."

Taking the bag, I replied, my face showing my surprise at such an odd gift, "Thank you."

"You are welcome, Ms. Walker," she replied.

My face went beet red. No one knew my secret erotica identity.

She instantly corrected herself, "I mean, Ms. Winston. Sorry, I was just on the phone with a Mrs. Walker about a coaching opportunity at our school.

I let out a sigh of relief, feeling my secret was still safe, completely oblivious to the reality that it wasn't an error and that the labyrinth of innuendo and seduction was underway.

Again, in retrospect it was so obvious....

"Go have a shower and dress up, Jasmine, we have a faculty supper we delayed a day so you could meet the rest of the staff," she instructed.

Happy to have a shower and present myself respectively, I didn't notice her words were an order and not a suggestion. "Ok, I definitely could use a long hot shower."
"I will have Amanda come and get you at ten to seven," Alexis said.
"Sounds good, I don't think I would be able to find anything around here on my own," I joked.
Alexis smiled, "Don't worry my dear, we will look after you here."

An hour later I had been shown my fully furnished apartment (it was nearly as luxurious as a Penthouse of a hotel), I unpacked a few dresses and clean undergarments and had a nice, long, hot shower. Deciding to try to impress the immaculate Headmistress, I choose a dress rather glamorous for a faculty supper, a red dress that I had only worn once at a wedding and I pulled out a pair of mocha pantyhose, identical to the ones Amanda was wearing earlier, and put them on. As I slid them on my legs I felt rich and decadent. It was like the time I was upgraded to first class and was treated like royalty. The nylon was so soft I got myself slightly damp touching my own legs. I resisted the temptation to masturbate even though I had not had an orgasm for a few days (the long days of driving exhausting me past the point of my usual daily self-exploration and I was just finishing my period). Instead, I did my make-up and hair and tried to look my best.



A knock on my door, at exactly ten to seven startled me as did Amanda's outfit. She was dressed in a skin tight red dress, five-inch heels and black pantyhose that seemed to shimmer and shine. She was easily one of the prettiest young women I had ever seen in person and I knew the temptation to misbehave was going to be very difficult. The apple was right in front of me and seemingly offering for me to take a bite.
"You look beautiful, Ms. Walker," she complimented.
"As do you," I returned the compliment.
"Are you ready?" she asked.
"Almost," I said, adding, "I just have to slip on my heels."
"Let me help you with that," she offered, entering my room.
"It's ok," I replied, but she was already on her knees grabbing my foot.
"No, I insist, Ms. Walker," she countered, as I looked down at her, my pussy getting an uncontrollable tingle.
I lifted up my foot and she slipped my first heel on and then did the same to the other. Once done, she stood back up and smiled, "There, is there anything else I can do for you, Ms. Walker?"
Her tone was so sweet, sincere and yet seemingly implying almost anything I was so distracted by her beauty, eagerness and unspoken implications. I stammered, "N-n-no I think that will be all."
"Yes, Ma'am," she shrugged, "Well are you ready to go then?"
"As ready as I ever will be," I said, nervous to be meeting all my new colleagues.
She offered her arm, which was strange, but I took it and she began leading me through endless hallways with my arm hooked in hers, feeling a little lightheaded by her touch, no matter how innocent it was. A slight wetness formed in my panties as my body pondered the taboo possibilities with this young beauty.

Thankfully before I got to wet, we arrived at the hall, which was rather extravagant like everything else at the school so far. I was the last to arrive and as soon as I did I was thankful I spent the time to look my best. Each member of the faculty was dressed in either a skirt and blouse or a dress, and all were wearing similar glimmering pantyhose.

I was introduced to the rest of the small staff, each one seemed as sweet and genuine as the next. They all offered their assistance in whatever I needed. I learned that everyone on staff had been here at least five years and the woman I was replacing resigned only because she was offered a job on Senator Erica Smith's staff, an alumnus of the school.

We had a great evening of getting to know each other and socializing. The dinner was delicious and I was surprised when three hours had so quickly passed. When I realized the time, my body suddenly hit the wall and I said to Alexis, "Thanks for the great welcome, but I am completely beat."

"You're welcome," she smiled, squeezing my hand. "Let me just text Nicole and make sure they are done in your room."

"Done what?" I asked.

"Unpacking you," she answered, as if the answer was obvious.

Instantly I panicked. What if they opened my box of toys? Being single for a while now I had purchased a few self-help toys. Although it wasn't a massive collection, it was definitely in the category of things students didn't need to know about me.

"They are just finishing up," Alexis said. "You can meet some of your seniors before you officially meet them in class tomorrow."

The thought of meeting some of my students was exciting, the thought of my students holding my dildo, vibrator, rabbit, or butt plug (I bought out of curiosity, but had never actually tried always chickening out at the last second) was mortifying. I said my goodbyes and headed back to my room.

After all the surprises of the day, I received another one when I entered my room and four girls, all still dressed in their school uniforms, were breaking boxes down.

A pretty blonde saw me first and said, her accent heavily English, "Welcome to Chateau Johnson, I am Lisa."

"And I am Priya," added a dark skinned beauty who's breasts were barely held in by her tight blouse, two buttons at the top undone, her pink lace bra easy to see. "Wow, you are a knockout," she added.

I blushed at the compliment from a student, but before I could respond a red haired beauty, with green eyes, sauntered over to me, clearly the leader of the group, extended her hand and greeted, "Hi, Ms. Jasmine, I am Nicole. President of the Class of 2013."

"Hi Lisa, Priya and Nicole," I replied, scanning for the box that had my toys in it.

"Don't forget me," called a girl with a very clear Aussie accent from the kitchen. Peaking around the corner, a short hair blonde greeted, "Hi, I'm Christine."

"Well it is nice to meet you all," I smiled, "but I hope there won't be a name test tomorrow, I am way too tired to promise I will remember."

Lisa joked, "I thought you were supposed to give the tests?"

I laughed back, "Good, we are on the same wavelength."

"Well, we will let you get some rest before you are fed to the lions," Nicole smiled, her eyes drawing me in.

"Thanks ladies, you saved me hours of work," I said.

"At Chateau Johnson we are one big happy family," Priya added.

"Well, thanks again," I said.

"My cell number is on the table in case you can't find anything," Nicole added, before moving to my ear and whispering, "Your box of toys is under your bed."

My face flushed and I stammered, "T-t-thanks."

"No worries, Ms. Jasmine, we all have our skeletons," the redhead added, her tone ominous.

The girls said goodbye and left me alone. I was a bit rattled and worried that the whole school would end up knowing about my box of toys. Luckily, I was so overtired, I got undressed and collapsed into bed, oblivious to the many subtle clues that hinted at the things to come.


3. DRIPPING WITH INNUENDO

The first couple of days flew by and I was in awe of just how different the school was. It was like I had been beamed up by a UFO and transported to an alternative universe where all students respected their teachers, used manners and cared about their grades.

During the school week the curfew is 10:30, while it is midnight on the weekends, except on special events, the first which was homecoming in three weeks.

The school had quite a variety of activities for the girls after school. There were a lot of clubs to join: debate, drama, cosmetology, fashion, culture club, cooking, United Nations, student council among others that held meetings Tuesday and Thursday after classes. On Monday and Wednesday the student council held fun activities. For example on Wednesday they did a massive scavenger hunt. Sports teams practiced after dinner, which was held in a large dining hall for the entire student body, and free time for homework followed. It was a very full packed schedule with the belief that busy students were good students without time to get in trouble. It was a theory that seemed to be working brilliantly, as every student was involved in clubs or sports, most both.

The evenings were fun but allowed for little downtime. I did drama on Tuesdays, helped with student council on Thursdays and helped run other events on Mondays and Wednesdays. I didn't coach sports so I did get some downtime which I used to have a nice bubble bath, read a novel, prepare lesson plans or write one of my stories. Not surprisingly, the first new story I began writing was a lesbian story about a submissive teacher being seduced by her headmistress, although the plot was rather vague so far I based my characters on Alexis and myself.

My seniors were like a world UN, a multicultural smorgasbord of races and nationalities.

My English class consisted of students from Australia, Canada, China, England, France, Germany, India, Italy, Japan, Mexico, Peru, Russia, South Africa and the United States.

My other classes were equally diverse and overall there was over forty different countries represented at the school (and over eighty in the history of the school), something the school was very proud of and celebrated.

The rest of the first week was amazing, truthfully the best week of my teaching career. I loved the diversity, I loved how every girl was academically strong, I loved that most girls eagerly offered their opinion and I just loved the positive learning environment.

The only oddity during the first week was the daily interruption of my senior English class by Headmistress Alexis. Each day she would have Amanda come to my classroom and remove a girl to go see Headmistress Alexis for the majority of the class which ended right before lunch.
It wouldn't be out if the ordinary in theory as she made it clear she was a hands on leader and wanted to know what each student's goals were for their senior year and beyond. It was actually a very proactive piece that I greatly supported when she mentioned it to me that first day.
But each day the girl who was taken from my class returned looking completely flushed (their faces red, seeming slightly sweaty and their uniforms slightly askew). I noticed it the first day when Lisa was called to the Headmistress's office, but didn't think much of it and again the second day when my student from Japan Reiko returned similarly flushed.
The third day, which was Thursday because I missed Monday, I watched intently out of curiosity for the return of the dark skinned Priya; unfortunately although I thought she too looked flushed, I couldn't tell for sure because of her dark skin, but her hair which was in a ponytail when she left was now down. On Friday when the very shy Kala returned flushed and unable to make eye contact with anyone I was baffled.

My preparation period was after lunch so I decided to go and inform Alexis that her meetings with the girls had the girls coming back from seeing her rather flustered and out of sorts.
Amanda wasn't back from lunch yet so I knocked on the door and Alexis called, "Come on in."
I entered and was surprised by how she was seated. Her black pantyhose covered legs on her desk, her heels off as she reclined back in her chair. I asked distracted by her legs, "D-d-do you have a moment to speak with me?"
"I always have time for my staff," she smiled.
"Thank you," I said, pulling my eyes away from her pantyhose-clad legs.
"Please sit down, Jasmine," she offered.

I sat down on the chair where I was only a few feet away from her feet. Nylon clad legs and feet are my fetish, my weakness...the one thing that turned me on even though I had never crossed the line from straight to, well, less straight.

"I hope you don't mind me being comfortable. I am trying to get used to five inch heels and it has been a bit of a transition," she explained, stretching her leg up in the air. "My feet are killing me."

I laughed. "No problem at all. I can barely wear two inch heels without wanting to end my life before the day is through. Balance is not one of my strengths."

"We will have to work on that," she said, although she didn't clarify if she meant my balance or walking in heels.

After a brief moment, she asked, "What can I do for you, Jasmine?" she asked

I couldn't take my eyes of the soles of her feet, as I stammered, "U-u-um, I was curious about what you discuss with the girls when you see them. They all came back flushed and, well, disoriented."

"I imagine they do," Alexis smiled.

"I just thought I would let you know that once they come back from seeing you they are pretty much useless for the rest of the class," I explained, breaking my eyes away from her perfect feet and instead staring into her just as alluring eyes.

"That is very flattering," she said, her answers cryptic riddles that only had me more mystified, more intrigued, more frustrated and more concerned.

"Um," I began, not sure what to say.

"Do you know why I really hired you, Jasmine?" she asked, lifting her left leg up and repositioning her legs so the right was crossing the left.

"I thought it was because you had to have me," I replied smiling, the words that had flattered me so much and started the ball rolling in my dramatic move to another country, not realizing the meaning of those same words could be construed in a completely different manner.

"Exactly," she said, smiling wide, her tone playful.

When she said no more, I continued, "And because you saw something in me that impressed you and thought I was perfect for this position."

"Again, exactly," she agreed, adding, more cryptic words," you will be perfect in many POSITIONS."

"Ok," I agreed, dragging out the word, clearly showing my confusion at the way she stressed the word 'positions'.

"I take a very keen interest in every student in this school. The individual meetings are for me to get to know each one IN and OUT," she said, the stressing of 'in and out' confusing me.

"Oh, oh, ok," I stammered, completely overwhelmed by the powerful Headmistress, my eyes unable to stop taking quick peeks at her legs and feet.

"I give every student and teacher here exactly what they need, but it is only through understanding their every need that I can keep them completely SATISFIED," she explained.

Although hard to confirm or pinpoint, it seemed every last word of her responses were dripping with sexual innuendo. I replied, "Well that is very commendable of you. I have never had a principal that really seemed to care about the staff or students. They were always too busy playing the education game."

Her tone shifted slightly, hinting at annoyance, "I am not a principal Jasmine, I am a Headmistress and the distinction is important. I am only accountable to MY students and MY staff and I take my job very seriously."

I stammered, not wanting in any way to imply I was questioning her dedication or leadership. "S-s-sorry if you misinterpreted my words, I simply meant that is actually why I came here, to serve under someone who is more than just a paper pusher or a career climber." I noticed after I used 'serve' which was an odd word choice, but her stocking-clad legs were a real distraction and after having touched them once, ever so briefly, I wanted to again. So many of my fantasies, especially after the betrayal of that bastard who will remain nameless, involved being seduced by a woman (sometimes younger like in my stories Pet Teacher, Deconstructing the Professor or the Lesbian MILF Seductress series and sometimes older like in Training Teacher or Turning Teacher Black). My fetish for stockings always figured into the seduction as it was always what I first noticed in a woman (well that and their eyes which made Alexis two for two). Yet, living in Canada, where it snows six months of the year, very few girls or women wear stockings or pantyhose...tights were more the logical fashion (although tights look sexy, they do not feel sexy).

She smiled, her brief annoyance gone as quick as it had surfaced, "Sorry. I get a little defensive when I am associated with the pencil pushers of the public school systems."

Trying to compliment her I replied, "Well, as far as I can tell you are the exact opposite of all the past administrators I have worked under."

Again I noticed my own accidental potentially sexual implication of my word choice, first 'serve' and now 'work under'. Was my subconscious desperately screaming to get out and make one of my long-time fantasies a reality? Alexis was beautiful, was powerful, and assumedly dominant, and she wore pantyhose every day. If ever there was a person to make my fantasy a reality it was her, but she was my boss and mixing work and pleasure is never a good idea.

Her answer only enhanced my naughty thoughts as she quipped, her voice seemingly sensual, yet it could have been my growing libido that made it seem that way. "Oh I hope you will be working UNDER me for a long, long time, Jasmine."

My pussy leaked a bit at her words, that could easily be taken as sexual, although could just as easily just be a response to a statement, although Alexis's tone, smile and facial expression spoke to the former.

"Now back to your concern, Jasmine. I will be spending a lot of one on one time and sometimes two or three on one time with each of the senior girls," she said, her words innocent and yet my head went into the sexual gutter of lesbian orgies. I tried to push away my growing inappropriate thoughts and yet they wouldn't go away. It didn't help that Alexis's voice was naturally sultry and that her legs and feet were a constant distraction. I desperately wanted to see her toes in the sheer fabric as all I could see from my current sitting position was the soles of her feet and glimpses of her legs.

She continued, as I tried to focus on her words, "They need lots of guidance in all aspects of their life and with coming to grips with who they are and what makes them different."

Her words were again cryptic, particularly in hindsight, but at the time her answers seemed very logical. I agreed, "Yes, in today's still male dominated world, it is important for young woman to understand who they are as they prepare for the sometimes unfair work world."

"I couldn't agree more, although the girls here have a 99 percent college graduation rate and an almost as impressive professional career rate. Here at Chateau Johnson we prepare our girls to be successful no matter the circumstances," Alexis bragged.

"I love how proactive and inspirational you are, Alexis," I agreed, her philosophy of preparation similar to mine.

She smiled, "We make sure they always RISE to the challenge so to speak."

"A great philosophy," I concurred, oblivious to plethora of hints thrown at me that nothing was as at appeared on the surface.

She seemed to hold back a laugh as she added, "Whenever they are in a HARD situation they just go with it and use their unique gifts to their advantage."

"And I hope I can be a BIG part of the preparation for these girls," I eagerly added, stressing the word 'big' like she had 'rise' and 'hard', again oblivious to the real commitment I was making.

Unable to completely hold back her laughter, she chuckled softly, "Oh Jasmine, trust me you are indeed going to play a very BIG role in fulfilling our students EVERY need. Although I must stress such a commitment is exhausting."

"I am here to give everything for my students," I again offered, making a commitment much broader and deeper than I meant at the time.

She added, "Of course you do, Jasmine. That is one of the reasons I recruited you so aggressively, your dedication to doing whatever it takes to assist in your students' learning. Of course, you understand that true pleasure COMES from complete servitude to your students."

So pulled into her inspirational words, words I had always said myself but never saw come to fruition in the schools I had worked at, had me buying in completely to her every word and missing every obvious innuendo. "I do get a weird tingling sensation of accomplishment any time one of my students succeeds."

"Yes, It is can be completely FULFILLING in so many unexpected ways," she smiled, uncrossing her legs. As I watched transfixed, it felt like the simple shift was in slow motion. "Sorry, my leg was falling asleep."

"No problem," I shrugged, adding, "my butt was constantly asleep on that tedious drive from Canada to here."

"Well I hope that we keep you hopping here so that never happens again," Alexis quipped back.

"Actually, it is happening now," I said, standing up on the pretense of my butt going numb but really so I could get a better view of her legs and feet.

Standing up I did get a much better view of her perfect legs, displayed so tantalizingly on her desk and in those shimmering pantyhose.



It was like she knew my real intentions, her smile so knowing, her eyes so smug (can eyes be smug?). "Well," she began before being interrupted by the intercom.

"Headmistress, your car is here," Amanda announced.

"Well, if that isn't perfect timing. I was building up the rising action in hopes of a riveting climax," she sighed, using the plot diagram of a short story to symbolize our conversation, before moving her legs off the desk and standing up.

"I have to get ready for class anyways," I shrugged, even as I wondered where she was going with so many odd references.

"We will continue this conversation later, Jasmine," she promised.

"I am not going anywhere," I joked, referring to our middle of nowhere location.

She smiled, " Good, because I want to FILL you in completely." After a moment as she slipped into her high heeled shoes, a different pair than last time I saw her and added, "With our full expectations of your role here in the school."

"I look forward to it," I replied, wanting to be a team player.

"I bet you are," she quipped ominously, sending a chill down my spine. She hugged me, definitely longer than social rules would dictate, her breath on my ear, "You and I are going to have so much fun."

Another chill tingled through me but this one went directly down below as I took her hot breath, soft tone, and earlier conversation to all add up to something more than just teacher colleagues. I replied, my voice shaky, attempting to just give the slightest subtle hint that I would be interested in crossing the line from colleagues to something more, "I am a team player, Alexis, and am willing to do ANYTHING to prove it."

As she moved away, she smiled, "You know the word anything has a pretty wide scope."

Like when I was with my ex-husband, once my pussy started burning my mind shifted from shy and full of trepidation to hungry and eager (my ex would call it submissive). No longer breaking eye contact, I agreed, "Yes, yes it does."

"We are going to get along famously," she replied, not seeming to miss my counter innuendo.
She gave my hand a squeeze and said, "We will continue this conversation, my dear."
"Again, I look forward to that day," I smiled back.
Once she left, I took a deep breath and wondered...what was I getting myself into?
4. A STRANGE WEEKEND OF INTRIGUE

I returned to my classroom with a few minutes to calm down before I had to teach creative writing. Each girl was to write a poem for class that they would read aloud. The idea was that the class was a comfortable and safe environment to present your writing. The first time there would be no commentary or discussion from the class just listening. In future weeks we would have different focuses on what was expected.

Creative writing was scheduled the same time as media studies and journalism and thus I got only some of my senior class while the rest of the class was filled with seniors from Ms. Angela's class. This was only my second class in creative writing as it occurred every second day as the last class of the day, while on the other days I had drama which was backed with home economics, thus I was still getting to know the students who were not in my home room. Because there were three classes offered at once, I only had twelve students which made the classroom more intimate for sharing.

Each student read their poem to the class and I was in awe of the breadth of talent these girls had. The girls used tone, they used metaphors and they wrote poems that were honest and raw. I was giddy with excitement of where I could take these girls as the year progressed.

Yet, it was Nicole's poem that had me intrigued, because even as she told me exactly what she was I didn't hear a word of the truth but instead heard words she didn't say.

Ambivalence

What do you see?
Do you see the real me?
Because...
Perception is deception as the flickering light obscures the truth.

What do you want?
Do you like what I flaunt?
Because...
Underneath the exterior is a stunning interior that defies society's conformity.

What do you see?
Who do you want me to be?
Because...
I am man AND woman a blurred reality to Adam and Eve's simplicity.

What do you crave?
Are you mistress or slave?
Because...
Behind the power and control lies the submission we all dream to extoll.

What do you see?
A she or a he?
Because...
What you see is not what you get
You don't know the half of it yet
Because...
I can give and I can become a fog consumed between what's real and fake.
You can't see,
The real me,
I can be man
or
woman
or
both
like the moon can be all or nothing but usually is somewhere in between....

I thought it was a cry of hope from a girl who was questioning her sexuality when in reality she was playing me like a fiddle, reeling me in with her words.

After all the girls presented their work, I asked them to hand in a hard copy of their poem, so I could assess their format and style, even though really it was so I could read Nicole's poem again and try to understand her heartfelt confession.

I considered telling Nicole if she needed to talk to someone, I was always available, but realized that offering such a thing was breaking the sanctuary of the creative writing classroom. The poets could write, share their words and not be judged. It was just a poem after all, yet it lingered with me all weekend.

.....

The weekend was a blast as they had silly initiation activities with the freshman all Friday evening and Saturday. I won't get into all the events but, again in retrospect, there were so many clues that I was not at a normal school. Some of the games included:

On Friday a banana relay where each freshman had to walk, or waddle would be the better term, from one end of the soccer field to the other. Of course, it looked like they had small curved cocks. It was hilarious to watch.


On Saturday a fashion show where each of the freshman were dressed up as a man and they had a fashion show where the freshman hammed it up.


In total there were over a dozen fun team-building activities and the Saturday evening ended with a dance where each of the girls dressed up like princesses. The shift from boy to girl was stunning.

After a supper and dancing, there was the final initiation. Each freshman was given a glass of non-alcoholic bubbly just as a big screen popped up and Headmistress Alexis appeared on the screen.

Although Alexis could not be present, she Skyped from Washington where she was working with Senator Smith, to give a speech officially welcoming the freshman to the elite school. I noticed that this time it was Alexis who was quite flushed, but didn't put much thought into it at the time. In retrospect, her speech should have added pieces to an already big puzzle.

Sorry ladies I could not be there in person, but I am in Washington with Senator Smith word-smithing a bill for school funding, it is not riveting stuff but it can't all be glamorous. Anyway, without further adieu here is my welcome speech:

Young ladies of Chateau Johnson for Girls,
I hope each of you had a good first week and an enjoyable initiation. It is only through constant mingling with your peers that you will slowly come to accept who you are. Here we do not judge. Here we only help in building on your unlimited potential.

Being different isn't bad, it's good. Society has forever labelled us as outcasts as not equal. Yet, the reality is it is women like us that really rule this world. We allow men to live in their charade of power, but the truth is they bow down to us and are literally at our beck and call. Here we are one big family.

You were selected because you have the perfect mix of strengths and you will spend the next four years grooming those strengths until you graduate. Then you will be whatever you want to be. A lawyer, a doctor, a teacher, a politician, a fashion designer, an actress or whatever you dream to be. Our alumni are very loyal to the school and to you...our future...if you are loyal to us.

And where is Ms. Winston?

I realized she was speaking to me. I moved in view of the camera.

Oh there you are. You are one of us now too, Ms. Winston. So please join the freshman for our Chateau Johnson pledge. Repeat after me:

I did as suggested, honored to be included in such an elite circle.

I am now a sister.
A lifelong member of the Chateau Johnson sisterhood.
Sisterhood is family and family is sisterhood.
I will always protect my sisters, love my sisters and respect my sisters.
I will be proud of who I am, my differences and will ignore societies judgmental attitudes towards me.
I will always rise to any challenge and overcome any obstacle.
I will be an advocate for my sisters, the school, and others like us.
I am now a sister.
A sister of Chateau Johnson.

Girls you are all now forever members of one of the most powerful groups in the world. If you work hard, play even harder, you can achieve whatever you want. There are Chateau Johnson alumni in every major profession in the world in over 50 countries and Chateau Johnson alumni ALWAYS look after fellow alumni.

Now raise your glass for a toast to you. As of today you are forever Chateau Johnson ladies.

After a quick toast, Alexis finished her speech:

Have a good rest of the evening and a great first year here at Chateau Johnson for Girls and remember once a Chateau Johnson girl forever a Chateau Johnson girl.

She waved and signed off.

The dance continued for another hour before I noticed something that caught my attention. My fellow colleague Ms. Angela came out the bathroom red faced and her hair a mess. A moment later Nicole came out of the bathroom similarly red faced but her hair still perfectly in place.
Instantly a naughty thought popped into my head. Did Ms. Angela just have sex with Nicole, a student? It seemed unlikely, especially in such a public place, but yet the red cheeks and messed hair did imply something. I have never once seriously considered crossing the line with a student.
Sure there had been some very sexy girls in my classes, but other than brief thoughts while home alone with my toys it was nothing more than a harmless fantasy. I did have one student a couple of years ago, right after I got rid of my cheating bastard of a husband that proved very tempting.
He was sexy, rugged and domineering all things that turn me on. He flirted with me shamelessly and being single I suddenly felt eighteen again. The temptation, like Eve's apple was very appealing and I was both hungry and vulnerable, but I resisted the temptation, no matter how appetizing the forbidden fruit appeared.
Yet, I had only been here a few days and already I could feel my pussy begging for attention, the temptation of taking a bite out of the juicy, ripe apple becoming more and more tantalizing. The conversation with Alexis only intensified the hunger, the innuendos dripping with temptation.

Of course, I had been consumed with thoughts of sexual submission with Alexis, but after one fleeting moment of potentially seeing what may have been a lesbian rendezvous between a teacher and a student, had my mind reeling.
I spent over three hours a day teaching my students and noticing their legs clad in the most sensual pantyhose I had ever felt. The Wolford pantyhose literally seemed to shine and caused me to get distracted on numerous occasions already.
Nicole was sitting in the front row of my English class when her shoe hit the floor and like Pavlov's dog I instantly looked at her stocking-clad foot. Over the course of the past week, Nicole had on many occasions allowed her shoe to hit the ground or simply slid her feet out of her shoes (one day three inch heels, another day flats another day open toed two inch heels and sadly on Friday boots...don't get me wrong the boots were hot and really brought out the best of her but there was no foot glimpses).
I thought it was all coincidence, that Nicole had no idea what she was doing to me, but after seeing her leave the bathroom seconds after my colleague I began to wonder was I Pavlov's dog and she the sexy psychologist?

Curious, I walked over to Ms Angela who was getting a drink of punch which she downed completely. "Are the social events always this much fun?" I asked, trying to be casual.

She shrugged, oblivious to what I was thinking, "They tend to be pretty crazy usually."

"The girl's can just go and go," I said, adding, "I am not sure I can keep up." again, in retrospect my last two sentences were greatly ironic, but I did not know that yet.

She laughed not in fun, but in an odd resignation, "If you only knew the half of it."

Looking closer I noticed some white in her black as night hair. Oblivious to what it actually was, my mind still not putting the puzzle pieces together, I pointed out, "You got something in your hair."

Her face went flush again as she moved her hand to her hair and sighed. "I should probably go and get this out," she said and left me before I could ask any more questions.

I turned around, poured myself some punch and saw Nicole staring at me, a wide smile on her face. She lifted up her glass to me and after a slight nod she downed her drink.

The night ended shortly after and I went home horny as hell and slightly dazed.

On Friday evening, after the first couple of initiation activities were done I went home and wrote more on my new lesbian submission story about a teacher being seduced by her powerful principal. The story hit a road block when I tried to figure out how to make the seduction believable. By then though I was horny as hell and pulled out my wi-vibe and got myself off imagining what could have happened if Alexis would not have had to leave. I imagined her opening her legs and revealing her silk pantyhose were crotchless and her pussy was displayed perfectly. My orgasm came hard and fast as I replayed our conversation, the innuendos, and my own hopeful fantasy.

On Saturday night after everything I thought I saw, I again retired to my room horny and this time I went directly to my bedroom and toys. I put the wi-vibe in my pussy and opened my laptop, deciding to tease myself while I wrote. After ten minutes of starts and stops on my Alexis story, I gave up and started a story about a teacher being seduced by a student. The story flowed with ease as I created a vivid tale of a divorced teacher being pulled into the wonderful world of lesbian seduction by a student.
Closing my eyes, my story getting me revved up, I imagined being taken on my desk, a fantasy I had never made a reality; I imagined her under my desk as I taught, while she was licking my pussy; I imagined her sneaking into my room after curfew and making me her pet; lastly, I imagined her sharing me with the whole class as I was made to sexually pleasure each of my beautiful, young, just barely legal students. I came even harder than last night at the naughty thought of such a twisted submission.

On Sunday, I spent the day prepping for my next week's classes, had lunch with the other teachers (where I constantly wanted to ask Angela a question I couldn't get out of my mouth). I worked out in the gym, had a long bath, watched a movie and relaxed, purposely avoiding writing and getting myself horny again. Like always, once I came, I am ashamed of my naughty fantasies and my very unprofessional thoughts.

I checked my author e-mail account after supper, which I had not checked in a week and was surprised to have so many e-mails. My new story 'Finding Euphoria' had been released and was doing pretty well in the Literotica summer contest, it wouldn't win but it had lots of personal responses from females wanting to explore their own lesbian curiosity. I answered every e-mail as I usually try to do including giving advice on how to dress, answering questions about how to let someone know you were submissive. Rejecting offers to meet in person, taking suggestions for future stories, admitting I didn't plan a sequel to a story. Lastly, I occasionally gave advice to a few women who saw themselves in my main characters and were bi-curious and wanted guidance as they came to grips with their sexuality or feelings of submission. Yet, it wasn't till near the end of reading all the e-mails, when I was getting tired, that I was shocked awake, as if a bucket of cold water had been poured on me.

From: MistressA
To: Jasmine Walker
You WOW me Silkstockinglover

Ms. Jasmine
I have read all your stories and had to write to you. Your underlying theme of submission is clearly a cry for help as you write your fantasies instead of living them.

You need a Mistress! You crave submission and the need to just let go and allow someone to guide you to real sexual enlightenment.

Thankfully, your princess in shiny pantyhose has cum (yes cum not come).

I expect you to respond to my e-mail instantly by replying instantly with three fantasies you have. I can only help you if I know you inside and out.

Now be a good girl and obey your new Mistress.

Luv
Mistress A

P.S.: Don't hesitate, don't consider the pros and cons of my offer...OBEY now.

I stared at the e-mail. I have had lots of aggressive presumptuous e-mails in my years of writing, but mostly by men. I had been asked to be a Mistress to submissive women and, to help guide them in their self-discovery. I have even helped men come to grips with their own curiosity, but this was new. I should have pressed delete and moved on, but instead I clicked reply.

I don't know why I clicked reply (well I was damn curious truth be told) but before I knew it I was responding.

From: Jasmine Walker
To: MistressA
Re: You WOW me Silkstockinglover

Miss A,
Thank you for the e-mail, which stories did you most enjoy?

I don't know why I am answering, but below are my three biggest fantasies:


1. I recently started a new job and although I know it is wrong, I have started to fantasize about my students...particularly one. I imagine her seducing me or blackmailing me to submit to her unconditionally...because I have fantasized for years of submitting to a woman but have never been able to cross that invisible line between fantasy and reality.

2. I have a new principal and she is easily one of the most beautiful, powerful women I have ever met. I was instantly smitten with her and have had many fantasies of being her submissive pet. Being taken in her office or licking her pussy under her desk as she meets with a student. The idea of doing things no one expects me to do is a major turn on, so is the risk that I could be caught.

3. Being the centerpiece of an orgy. It sounds nasty and it is I guess, but I have always wanted to be a part of a threesome or more some. Being ravished by cock after cock, or licked by tongue after tongue. Conversely, the idea of a glory hole and sucking cock after cock or a sorority party where I licked pussy after pussy is also a major turn-on.

Anyway, again I am not sure why I am answering this e-mail, but it was nice to just list my fantasies.

Jaz

I clicked send before I had a chance to reconsider. I checked the remainder of my e-mails and was intrigued by another that requested I write a she-male story. I had never considered such a story even though I had written gay stories and a cross-dressing story.
I responded back that I was curious about the idea and asked for suggestions on what the plot would be. As I clicked send I noticed the e-mail ID was prettyandhung, which made me even more curious. Was she an actual she-male, I just assumed it was some guy with a she-male fantasy. I wished I would have asked, but figured if she-he(?) was serious they would respond back.



I finished the last three e-mails, including a couple replies from my earlier replies before deciding it was time for bed. I brushed my teeth, washed my face and redid my nails, ruby red like Alexis (a color I usually refrained from using during the school year).
I was about to get into bed when I decided to check if MistressA had responded to my e-mail yet, I know I shouldn't care but it I was curious to see her response. Also, writing the fantasies to her, no matter how brief, had my pussy begging for some attention. I opened up my laptop and was excited to see an email from the intriguing stranger.

From: MistressA
To: Jasmine Walker
Re: You WOW me Silkstockinglover

Pet Jaz,
I was quite disappointed by your response. Do I sound like someone who is a Miss? I am a Mistress, your Mistress.

Also, I know why you responded to my e-mail I knew you were lost from your stories...which screamed sexually repressed and yet ready to erupt.

As your fantasies scream out, you need to make them a reality and you need someone who can make that happen. That someone is me.

I will send you a task once a week...every Sunday...and you WILL obey.

Respond immediately to learn your first task.

YOUR MistressA
PS: I loved Pet Teacher, Training Teacher, Deconstructing the Professor, and Spanked to Submission.

I stared at the words...reading them over and over. It was impossible to deny she was wrong. My stories have, for the most part, been my fantasies, the things I wished I had the reckless carefree attitude to full fill.

Yet, like the first email I felt myself hitting reply even as my mind still pondered the decision.

From: Jasmine Walker
To: MistressA
Re: You WOW me Silkstockinglover

MistressA
Sorry for not referring to you properly, it will not happen again.

I am curious what you have in mind for me.

Jaz

I waited wanting to know the task and knowing there was no way I could go to bed without knowing, even though I wasn't convinced I planned to actually obey.

From: MistressA
To: Jasmine Walker
Re: You WOW me Silkstockinglover

Pet Jaz,
You are such a good girl.

Task 1: Starting tomorrow you will no longer where panties (unless of course Aunt Ruby is visiting).

Is that understood, my pet?

MistressA

I didn't even hesitate as I quickly replied, being pulled into the harmless game.

From: Jasmine Walker
To: MistressA
Re: You WOW me Silkstockinglover

MistressA
I will obey.
Pet Jasmine

Using the word 'pet' seemed satisfying in a way I couldn't explain. I had written many stories about being a submissive pet, but using the words in reference to myself was somehow quite exciting.

I went to bed horny yet again and this time I pleasured myself imagining being a pet. Crawling on all fours between the legs of my Mistress. Looking up I saw Alexis smiling down at me and yet heard the voice of Nicole ordering, "Lick me my pet,"

I came moments later, delirious at the fantasy of submitting to both Alexis and Nicole.


5. PANTYHOSE TEMPTATION

I woke up and considered not obeying the order of some stranger, but then decided 'What the Hell?' With my pantyhose on, it was not going to be much different and the slight rush of obedience was kind of exciting. During my first class of the day it was liberating to know that all the students saw was their history teacher, oblivious to the fact that I had gone commando.

Alexis was still not back from her emergency trip to Washington, so my English class was not interrupted for the first time.

By lunch, I was used to not having underwear on and the day proceeded as it usually did until drama.

For drama class, we played a game where they each drew a word out of a hat and then had to go in front of the class and create a one-minute monologue involving their word.

The class went as I hoped with lots of hilarity and some serious pieces.

Maria got the word 'stars' and did a humorous one about becoming a movie star one day.

Ambra got the word 'cell phone' and created a mock eulogy for her just killed phone. I laughed so hard I almost peed into my pantyhose.

Estrella drew the word 'pink' and spent her whole time acting as Barbie having a pink breakdown. She finished with, "Why always pink? What about green, or blue or any other color? Why is society deciding what I wear and who I am? What if I decide to hate pink, play rugby and get myself a girlfriend?"

We exploded with laughter at her over-the-top breakdown Barbie.

Then Lisa shocked us all.

"You know what I love more than anything in the world?
No?
I give you a hint. They come in so many different sizes and thicknesses and are always so, so, so, juicy. I mean there really is nothing as appetizing as a glistening...long...foot long...jumbo...hot dog.
I mean does anyone ever forget their first hotdog? All the excitement and anticipation of how good it will taste and how utterly satisfying it will feel once it is in your mouth.
I mean I love all hotdogs. Foot longs, wiener dogs, sausages of all kinds, each satisfy me in different ways.
Actually, I am craving a nice juicy foot long right now."

Lisa looked directly at Nicole.

Nicole quipped, "Thank God it is almost lunch then."

Samantha got stuck with the color 'blue' and did a whole ordeal about being blue because she was blue, but inside she felt red. The color crisis was tearing her apart as she tried to let her inner red out, but the powerful outer blue kept her trapped.

Nicole went last. As if fate was giggling hysterically, Nicole drew the word 'pantyhose'. Her speech dripped with innuendo that everyone in the class got but me.

"The greatest inventions of all time include the cell phone, TV, computers and, of course, pantyhose," the beautiful girl started. She lifted her leg onto a desk and explained while rubbing her hands up and down her legs, "You see pantyhose like these have a ton of purposes. They are so soft, smooth and comfortable I couldn't imagine not wearing them. They also accentuate my legs that have men and women taking a second and third looks."

Putting her foot down she walked towards me at the back of the room as she continued again, her confidence oozing out of her, "Pantyhose are to women what suits are to men...POWER. They tease and they please."

Arriving at where I was sitting, she slipped her foot out of her high heeled shoe and asked, "And don't my blue painted toenails look so tantalizing in these sheer pantyhose?"

My pussy tingled and I had to resist the urge to touch her nylon-clad stocking toes or do what I loved having done to me, suck her toes through the nylon.

Before I could respond, she moved her foot back down and continued her monologue, her smile seemingly so knowing of the impact she and her pantyhose had on me. "Of course pantyhose do more than just tease and please and woo and wow, they also keep everything underneath kept in perfect place, don't they girls?"

Laughter exploded as Nicole finished her monologue and I was lost in thought at how hungry I was to make my submission fantasies a reality. I briefly wondered if Nicole could see past my strong teacher exterior to the insecure, submissive sexual being I wanted to be.

Putting on my teacher facade I said, "Well, that was enlightening Nicole."

"I aim to please," she quipped back, sitting back down at her desk.

I wanted to stand up, but without panties on I was worried that my wetness would leak down my pantyhose clad leg. But desperate to clean myself up, I stood up, suggested they could chat for the last few minutes of class and headed to the nearest restroom which are shared with students and staff (another inclusion piece that Alexis believed in).

I was sitting on the toilet after wiping myself when the bell rang. A couple of girls entered the restroom and their conversation stunned me.

"Did you see Ms. Jasmine's face? I thought she was going to bend down and kiss Nicole's foot," a voice said, which I recognized was Sarah.

"I did! Nicole is clearly already on the hunt for a new teacher plaything," another voice agreed.

My head was spinning at the perception these girl's had of me...was I that transparent? Teacher plaything?

"For sure. Nicole will have her on her knees ready to please in no time," Sarah predicted.

"Like she did you?" the other voice questioned, her tone playful.

"Fuck you, Samantha, ass if you said no the first time she called you to her room," Sarah countered.

"I played hard to get," Samantha replied, her tone playful.

"Until you got hard," Sarah joked back as the girls started leaving the bathroom.

I barely heard Samantha's reply other than the phrase, "I couldn't believe how big...."

My head was spinning. I was completely pulled into the bizarre banter of my two eighteen year old students. They had both obviously had sex with Nicole. Who else was a part of this? Was I Nicole's next target? My pussy gushed at the thought and I couldn't help but begin to pleasure myself, my need to come overtaking any sense of propriety. I closed my eyes imagined submitting to Nicole and allowed the build up of the past hour to rush through me. The orgasm hit hard and fast and I had to clench my teeth together to not allow the scream that was desperate to escape.

Once done, I shook my head, wiped my pussy clean of my cum and quickly exited the restroom my head spinning.

.....

That night I worked on my story of lesbian submission, which was becoming more real in both my mind and body.

Around 10:30 I decided to check my e-mail after refraining from checking all day. A few replies from my e-mails last night, a couple new fan mails, one comment that I should get a day job and a new one from MistressA.

From: MistressA
To: Jasmine Walker
Did you obey my pet?

Pet Jaz,
Did you obey my order? If you did like the good girl you are, please tell me how you felt going to work without panties.

MistressA

I didn't hesitate as I clicked reply and answered.

From: Jasmine Walker
To: MistressA
Re: Did you obey my pet?

MistressA
Yes ma'am, I obeyed your order like a good girl. Going sans panties was very liberating although a bit intense when I got kind of horny because of a student.

Your pet Jaz

As soon as I clicked send, I wondered why it felt so good to obey an order from a complete stranger.

I replied to a couple of e-mails and was just about to call it a night when there was a reply from my online Mistress.

From: MistressA
To: Jasmine Walker
Re: Did you obey my pet?

My pet,
You really are a nasty little slut wannabe aren't you? I want you to go and get yourself off pleasuring yourself thinking of submitting to this student and tomorrow I want you to compliment this student at least three times.

Obey like the good pet you crave to be...
MistressA

Her orders triggered a gush of wetness in my pantyhose crotch and I knew I was going to obey her first order, but her second one seemed more challenging. Regardless, I figured I would continue obeying, at least in theory.

From: Jasmine Walker
To: MistressA
Re: Did you obey my pet?

MistressA
I will obey every order you give. I am going to go and use my wi-vibe to pleasure myself and will find a way to compliment my sexy student as instructed.

Good night....
Your eager pet

I quickly undressed and slipped under my covers. I pleasured myself with my wi-vibe as my
Lesbian submission fantasy shifted from Alexis to Nicole.
I imagined doing a last late night check of the rooms and noticing that Nicole's door was ajar. I could hear clear moans of pleasure coming from inside and I slowly opened the door.

Nicole seeing the door open called, "Come in Ms. Jasmine, I have been waiting for you."

I blushed but obeyed and as I entered the room, I saw Samantha between Nicole's legs eagerly lapping away.

"Did you come to submit to me, Ms. Jasmine?" Nicole asked, smiling.

"What, no?" I protested weakly.

"Come get a closer look, Ms. Jasmine," the teenage seductress offered, letting out a slight moan, submitting becoming even more tantalizing.

I obeyed, so taken in by the lesbian act occurring before me.

I watched for a minute, forgetting I was the adult in charge of stopping such inappropriate acts, yet instead I just stared.

Nicole finally spoke, "Go ahead, Ms. Jasmine, do what you are dying to do, submit to me. Fall to your knees and replace pet Sammy."

I froze. I knew it was wrong, I was her teacher. Yet, I was no longer in control of my mind or body as I felt myself fall to my knees like a leaf falls from a tree...helpless.

"Good girl," Nicole purred, as Samantha crawled out from beneath Nicole's pantyhose-clad legs leaving a path for me to continue my journey of submission.

Without instruction, as if I was being drawn in by a magnet of submission, I crawled between my teenage student's legs. Her pussy was so perfectly framed by her dark mocha pantyhose, a convenient hole revealing her trimmed pussy. My mouth watered as years of fantasy were about to became reality. I leaned forward, extended my tongue and began my journey into submission.

"Shiiiiit," I screamed, my naughty teen submission fantasy bringing me to a messy, hot climax. My body quivered for an eternity as my fantasy of lesbian submission seemed so real.

Once the orgasm had finished its thorough journey through me, I lay in my bed spent and confused. The temptations were getting harder and harder to resist. Yet, like the rest of my life I convinced myself fantasy is just that...a healthy way to rejuvenate yourself. Alas...sometimes the lines between fantasy and reality merge and once they do there is no turning back.
6. SHADES OF SUBMISSION

I woke up refreshed and determined to resist the growing temptation and yet still I wanted to obey my online Mistress.

The morning flew by until English class when I learned Alexis was back when she called Maria out of my class for her one-on-one meeting.

Today's class was about each student's favorite book. The assignment given last week was for each student to write a brief summary of the best book they have ever read. The girls tastes in literature were quite diverse and thus their choices ranged from Charles Dickens Great Expectations, to Shakespeare's Hamlet, to Steven King's Shawshank Redemption, to Jane Austin's Sense and Sensibility, to Lord of the Rings by J.R.R. Tolkien, to To Kill a Mockingbird by Harper Lee. A few others picked more recent literature like Steven King's 9/22/63, J.K. Rowling's Harry Potter series, John Green's A Fault in Our Stars and sadly two picked Twilight.

Of course, not surprisingly, it was Nicole whose choice surprised me the most. I had already complimented her hair in the hallway this morning which was simple and inconspicuous. She stood up and said, "Although the writing itself needs work, the psychological inner workings of Christian and Anastasia in 50 Shades of Grey was masterful."

Her eyes bore into me as she continued her summary of the trashy submission novel that millions of lonely housewives had read this past year. "You see, everybody by nature is either submissive or dominant and yet most women live in denial of their true sexuality. They marry someone who fits the image of today's society of job, marriage and kids; but never reaches the true euphoria and enlightenment that all women get from letting go from society's long held mainstream beliefs."

It felt as if she was seeing right into my soul. I felt completely vulnerable and again the hunger to submit to this teenage seductress grew.

"In the end, although the sex scenes are weak and boring, the books psychological manipulation is fascinating," Nicole concluded.

I could feel the heat on my cheeks as I stood up from behind my desk and moved to the front sitting on the edge, crossing my legs. I tried to hide my true inner turmoil as I joked, "Shakespeare, Dickens, Austen and James...hmmmm...which one of these doesn't belong?"

Nicole shrugged, "Just because it's old doesn't make it good. I like Dickens and some Shakespeare although Hamlet is terrible. Like seriously, what is the message? Indecision is bad? Thanks Shakespeare, really enlightening. And don't get me started on the pretentious crap Austen wrote...all women must be married to be happy? Are you kidding me?"

I played along, "Tell us how you really feel Nicole."

Nicole laughed before asking, "What is your favorite book, Ms. Jasmine?"

I paused in reflection. "Well it is hard to narrow it down to one book, but if I had to I would have to say the book that has stayed with me all these years is To Kill A Mockingbird."

"Bzzzzzzz," Nicole said, "No, no, no, I want a non teacher answer."

"You do, do you?" I questioned jokingly.

Her tone was firm. "Yes, I do, Ms. Jasmine."

I thought about it for awhile and admitted, "Well I love those James Patterson murder mysteries, I like the odd 18th century romance book and if I want to laugh I read Dave Barry's Big Trouble."

"She is a person," Nicole joked, her usual playful tone back.

"What is the last book you read?" Samantha asked.

"David Levithan's Everyday," I answered, the book a strange one that questioned religion, society and sexuality.

Just then Maria returned to class, her face similarly flushed like the previous students who had visited Alexis.

The bell rang a moment later and I gave Nicole her second compliment of the day. "Nicole I am really impressed with your oratory skills. You have great potential."

"So do you, Ms. Jasmine," Nicole smiled, before adding ominously, "so do you."

She sauntered out of class with a smug confidence that oozed sex and again it triggered a fire down below. I shook my head and tried to focus on the rest of my day.

I gave Nicole another compliment in drama class and fulfilled MistressA's task. The rest of the day was uneventful until bedtime. It was my day to be on supervision and as I ushered the girls into their room at curfew I saw Emily come out of Nicole's room, her face flushed, her hair a mess and what looked like cum all over her face. She saw me, her face went ghostly white and she quickly turned the other way guilt written all over her face.

Assuming Nicole had a boy in her room, I walked in her room unannounced to hear the shower running. It figures that Nicole would have her own bathroom while the others had communal bathroom and showers. I looked around. The bed was a mess, but there was no evidence of a boy. I went to the window and looked outside, but again saw nothing. I pondered the possibilities. Either there was a boy in the shower with Nicole, or the boy had somehow snuck out without being caught or Nicole was a flooder whose juices had coated Emily's face. That seemed to be the obvious reality, yet no matter how I spun it, it sure looked like cum.

I patiently waited to see Nicole come out and when she did, in a long black robe, it was she who was surprised. She quickly recovered, readjusting her robe, "What can I do for you, Ms. Jasmine?"

"Oh, I was just doing curfew rounds," I said, walking casually into the steamy bathroom, which was empty.

"You are very thorough, Ms. Jasmine," Nicole said.

"Well, I take pride in my work," I replied, realizing immediately it sounded pretentious.

"Hmmmmm, is that so?" she responded playfully, which I instantly could feel was a power play on her part.



"Well, good night," I said, deciding to get out of her room before Sarah's prediction from earlier became true.

"You can COME by to visit anytime you want," Nicole purred, not even remotely hiding her flirtatious innuendo.

Lisa, Nicole's roommate, walked in and gave a look of amusement. "Oh hi, Ms. Jasmine."

"Hi, Lisa. I was just leaving," I replied.

"Oh, because I can give you two alone time if you need to talk about anything," Lisa smiled.

My face flushed as I stammered, rattled by all the implied innuendo, "N-n-no, I was just finishing my rounds."

"Ok," Lisa shrugged.

Nicole purred, "Sweet dreams, Ms. Jasmine."

"You too," I absurdly replied and left.

Fifteen minutes later I was in my room and checking my e-mail. There was no e-mail from MistressA which was actually rather disappointing, but there was an intriguing new e-mail from a reader.

From: TransNikki
To: silkstockingslover
Literotica: feedback for

Ma'am,
I really have enjoyed all your stories and your underlying theme of submission, particularly submission of older woman to younger, even more particularly teacher to student. Your vivid details and character development makes for authentic reading and makes me wonder about your sexuality (are you domme or submissive for example, although I think I know).

My real reason for writing though is three-fold:
1. To let you know how much I enjoy your writing
2. Hopefully to get to know you better
3. Lastly, to request you write a type of story you have never written before.

If interested, please get back to me by e-mail or on yahoo at the same e-mail address. I will be on for a while.

TransNikki

Many fans request stories and I write some as time permits and if it turns me on. Stories like Deconstructing the Professor, Spanked to Submission, "Oh" Submissive Town, Sorority Submission and Hot Tub Fuck Machine were all requests from fans to name a few. Her vague hint had me curious and I was pretty wired after my brief conversation with Nicole so I logged into yahoo and clicked on her username.

Nylon_lover69: Hi, Nikki it is silkstockingslover
TransNikki: Hi...<blush> I was hoping but not expecting you to reply. You must get many fan e-mails.
Nylon_lover69: Some days I do, usually on the day a story is released, but your request for a story had me curious.
TransNikki: Cool! Are your stories true?
Nylon_lover69: Sadly, mostly no. They are fantasies of mine mostly, although A Night of Unconditional Surrender is mostly true
TransNikki: So you write instead of do?
Nylon_lover69: I suppose. I am a teacher and thus making fantasy a reality is rather difficult.
TransNikki: What do you teach?
Nylon_lover69: high school
TransNikki: it must be hard resisting the temptations of all those boys and girls
Nylon_lover69: don't even get me started <blush>
TransNikki: So I don't mean to be blunt, but I assume you are submissive
Nylon_lover69: mostly yes...what do u do for a living?
TransNikki: I am in high school
Nylon_lover69: Oh god...
TransNikki: Don't worry, I am 18...19 in a couple of months
Nylon_lover69: Ok
TransNikki: So do you ever fantasize about your students?
Nylon_lover69: Usually not...once you get to know them they become students and nothing more
TransNikki: Always?
Nylon_lover69: Usually
TransNikki: Do you always wear nylons?
Nylon_lover69: Usually
TransNikki: me too...I think they give me a sense of POWER
Nylon_lover69: Me too, plus my legs are my best asset and I like to showcase them which nylons do.
TransNikki: We think alike. So I have a story idea for you
Nylon_lover69: Share away
TransNikki: Well, have you ever met a transgendered person?

At first I thought what an odd question, but then realized her username implied she was transgendered.

Nylon_lover69: I don't think so
TransNikki: How would you know?
Nylon_lover69: Good point.
TransNikki: I am transgendered, or t-girl or a she-male or the more crude term chick with a dick
Nylon_lover69: Well I don't judge
TransNikki: That is exactly why I choose to ask you to write my story idea
Nylon_lover69: which is?
TransNikki: a story of a teacher who is seduced and then dommed by her beautiful she-male student completely unaware that she has a penis
Nylon_lover69: Interesting...
TransNikki: the teacher is bi-curious, but unable to cross that ethical line with a student nor can she cross the society expectation line of a lesbian affair

It was like she was describing me.

Nylon_lover69: Sounds like me
TransNikki: Exactly what I thought from reading your stories. But imagine if you did cross that ethical line and the girl had a penis
Nylon_lover69: Wow
TransNikki: a big hard penis
Nylon_lover69: double wow
TransNikki: will you write it?
Nylon_lover69: I can try, the idea is unique and something different for me
TransNikki: exactly and yet fits into your style of writing
Nylon_lover69: true
TransNikki: can I be the main character?
Nylon_lover69: sure
TransNikki: and can you be the teacher?
Nylon_lover69: I guess
TransNikki: Yummy...
Nylon_lover69: tell me about yourself
TransNikki: I have red hair, green eyes, 36c breasts and a nine inch member
Nylon_lover69: No?!?!?!
TransNikki: Yes!!!!
Nylon_lover69: And you have used it?
TransNikki: Almost every day for quite some time
Nylon_lover69: Wow
TransNikki: So you will write it?
Nylon_lover69: Yes...an idea is already forming
TransNikki: Awesome...
Nylon_lover69: but I need to hit the hay it has been a long day
TransNikki: Mine was LONG and HARD
Nylon_lover69: U r so bad
TransNikki: if u only knew!
Nylon_lover69: Good night, I will e-mail u a draft once I write it
TransNikki: Please do...good night and do me a favor
Nylon_lover69: sure
TransNikki: masturbate about being seduced by a girl with a lovely nine inch cock
Nylon_lover69: I don't think that will be a problem
TransNikki: good night, my pet

Her reference to me being her pet surprised me and had my pussy tingling with needy attention.

Nylon_lover69: Good night Ms. Nikki

I logged out and saw there was another e-mail from MistressA.

From: MistressA
To: Jasmine Walker
Cum 4 Me Now!!!

Slut Jasmine
As soon as you get this, grab something to fuck your tight little cunt, it can't be a toy, and come like the submissive little slut you are.

YOUR MISTRESS

I gasped at the aggressive sentence and task and yet the wetness in my pantyhose liked the suggestion.

I quickly went to the fridge, opened it up and pulled out a long, thick cucumber. I scurried to my couch, my need to obey and come controlling me, and pulled my pantyhose down and began rubbing the cucumber up and down my wet pussy lips. In one quick swoosh I slid the thick green vegetable fuck-toy inside my wanton pussy. Closing my eyes, I pumped the hard perfect green cock in and out if me like a hungry slut and allowed my fantasies to run wild.

Nicole walked out of the shower in her robe and said, "What can I do for you, Ms. Jasmine?"

"Oh, I was just doing my nightly curfew rounds," I said, walking casually into the steamy bathroom, which was empty.

"You are very thorough, Ms. Jasmine," Nicole said.

"Well, I take pride in my work," I replied, realizing immediately it sounded pretentious.

"Hmmmmm, is that so?" she responded playfully, allowing her robe to drop to the floor as she added, "Let's see just how thoroughly you suck cock."

I stared at her nine inch penis saluting me where a vagina should be.

"Y-y-you have a penis," I stammered shocked, but unable to tear my eyes away from the most beautiful penis I had ever seen.

"It's a cock, Ms. Jasmine. A big hard cock that has your mouth watering, doesn't it?" she confidently assessed.

"Well, I, um, should go," I babbled, although my legs refused to move.

"Or you could stay, get on your knees, crawl over here and suck my cock like we both know you want to do," she countered, smiling.

She was right. I loved sucking cock, I loved the power I had over a man when his member was in my mouth. I controlled his pleasure. I also loved the feeling of being told what to do. Combine that with the fact I had not had sex with anyone in over two years, I was an easy target. My pussy was on fire, my mouth was drooling, and my submissive nature was dying to break out. My last weak resistance was, "but I am your teacher."

"My pet teacher," she purred, before adding, "now crawl over here, and worship your Mistress's cock."

Being called her pet only enhanced my desire to submit as did the blunt reality that I indeed wanted her to be my mistress. I felt myself falling to my knees. I crawled robotically to her big cock and looked up from my submissive position.

"Go ahead my pet, take your Mistress's cock in your cocksucking mouth," she ordered, tapping her cock onto my lips.

I obeyed, opening my mouth and taking her huge member between my lips.

The sordid submission was too much and I came like Niagara Falls all over the cucumber. I continued pumping it in and out of my cunt throughout my orgasm that I never wanted to end. As soon as my orgasm subsided as always I felt guilt and that feeling led to a sense of shame.

Unfortunately, the pleasure pulses eventually came to an end and I pulled the now a little less hard cucumber out of my cunt and tossed it in the garbage.

I returned to my computer and quickly typed an e-mail to my online Mistress.

From: Jasmine Walker
To: MistressA
Re: Cum 4 Me Now!!!

MistressA
I obeyed your command, I used a cucumber from the fridge and fucked myself to an earth-shattering orgasm. It has completely wiped me out.

I will check my e-mail in the morning for any further tasks from you.

Good night your obedient pet Jaz

I shut my computer down, walked to my bedroom and collapsed into my bed...diving into slumber in seconds.


7. THE POWER (HISTORICALLY SPEAKING)

The next morning after showering, I checked my e-mail and was excited to find e-mails from both MistressA and TransNikki.

I clicked on MistressA first.

From: MistressA
To: Jasmine Walker
Orgasm Control

Good girl my pet. A cucumber was a delicious substitute.

Now in order to train you properly, you must learn orgasm control. Thus, you will not be allowed to come until Friday at 11:25.

MistressA

Usually such a task would be no big deal, I could go a few days without pleasuring myself. But this recent onslaught of sexual innuendo had really revved up my sexual appetite and this task would be difficult. I also wondered if she meant AM or PM, but figured it didn't really matter at this moment.

I replied.

From: Jasmine Walker
To: MistressA
Re: Orgasm Control

MistressA
I will obey.
Your eager submissive
Jasmine

It was bizarre, but putting the words and obedience out there, I suddenly felt more free, which was odd considering I was doing as I was told from a complete stranger.

I clicked on the email from TransNikki which included attachments.

From: TransNikki
To: Jasmine Walker
To motivate my pet

My pet teacher,
You want to be my pet teacher, don't you Jasmine?

Attached are a few pictures of me so you know I am real.

The first one is of my cock hard and ready for your mouth, or pussy or ass (have you ever had a cock in your ass, pet teacher?).

The second photo is off me in a dress I wore at wedding of my aunt this summer. You can see my long beautiful legs in black pantyhose and heels.

The third photo is of my feet, toenails painted red, also from this summer, as I assume you have a foot fetish based on your many stocking-clad foot references in your stories.

The forth picture is also from the wedding. The girl was a bridesmaid who got more than she bargained for when she hit on me at the reception dinner. Doesn't she look adorable with a mouthful of cock? I bet you would look equally adorable with a mouthful of my cock.

Anyway, I hope you enjoy your day, my pictures and are ready to be the pet teacher you have written about in so many of your stories.

Your Mistress to be Nikki

My pussy was tingling already, the earlier promise to MistressA now seeming very inconvenient; I clicked on the first picture. I was now staring at the biggest cock I had ever seen. Like in my fantasy fuck session last night, I could feel my mouth watering and wishing I could submit to it. After saving the picture to my hard drive, I clicked on the second picture. Unfortunately, it was only from the waist down but her legs looked absolutely delicious. The third pic of her toes was also tantalizing and had me wanting to touch myself, but I refrained....always being one to keep any promise or commitment I made. Lastly, I clicked on the last picture and my jaw dropped open. A pretty blonde, probably in her mid-twenties in a green dress, was on her knees and had half of Nikki's cock in her mouth. Nikki's red dress was lifted up and her black pantyhose were down to her ankles. Again, the photo was from the waist down, but curiously the photo was taken from far enough away there was no way it could have been taken by Nikki herself.

I saved the last three pictures and replied to Nikki's e-mail, realizing I had to start getting ready for work soon.

From: Jasmine Walker
To: TransNikki
Re: To motivate my pet

WOW! WOW! Did I mention...WOW!!!!!

I am literally in awe of your beautiful bottom half...ass, legs and cock. I am not sure I would be able to resist the temptation if you were my student!!!!!

I will start the story as time permits, a dozen ideas are bouncing around in my head.

Your very motivated pet,
Jasmine

I closed my computer without reading any of my other e-mails and headed for breakfast.

.....

Today it was in History class when the sexual innuendos started flowing. The discussion was what defines power in today's world. It started as a military discussion through history with the Romans, Vikings, Turks, British, French, Russians and Americans being talked about as powerful at one time. Yet, it was Hua, my Chinese student, that pointed out that in 2013 it is economy that matters and not military.

This led to a lengthy, intriguing discussion over whether the military powers that still ran the UN were actually relevant. Clearly superpowers like Britain and France had faded over the years and the fall of Communism in Russia had weakened its power and the global recession had greatly hindered the once dominant United States. So who was a world power now was when the discussion got heated.

Arguments arose over what country was most powerful in 2013. Hua argued China had a strong military, a stable economy and the population to thrive, while Priya pointed out that India also has a large population, economy and isn't communist.
Lisa argued that the British empire never died but was still a powerful economic country because of its vast alliances in the commonwealth, while Kala pointed out that although Canada's population is tiny and it's army inconsequential in terms of power (although she argued it played a key role in the UN as a mediator) it had a vast, diverse economy that could withstand the global recession better than most.
Reiko pointed out that Japan has just silently kept on producing consumer goods immune to the ups and downs of the stock markets.
Erin pointed out that even in a recession, the United States has the greatest global impact on economy, military, entertainment and is the only 21st century world power that still remains.

Finally, as usual, Nicole spoke. "This debate is futile. This discussion is all glorified, yet delusional, nationalistic patriotism, which is so World War One. Half of China lives in fear, half of India's jobs are from outsourcing, Britain hasn't been relevant in decades, Canada is like our 51st state, we just let them think they are a country and Japan doesn't even have a military it is defended by America. That said, America is in similar turmoil as we have lost our identity as half the country supports Obama, while the other half resents him. Again, nationalism is deceiving in that people are blind to their countries flaws or dirty little secrets and focus instead on their glory days. But the truth is countries don't matter. What matters is money and who has it controls everybody and everything. The rich get richer, the poor get poorer and the middle class bounces around like a buoy on a stormy day."

I asked, curious by her theory, "So you are saying politicians don't matter, the rich CEO's do?"

"Exactly. The rich control the price of oil, the rich allowed the market to crash, the rich control the government," Nicole continued.

"What do you think of Nicole's theory, Hua?" I asked, Hua who had come out of her shy shell and being the most defensive about her country.

"Nicole is right," Hua replied avoiding eye contact, suddenly back to her shy self.

"How about you Kala?" I asked.

"Nicole is right," Kala repeated Hua's three word answer.

"Well, Nicole you seem to be very persuasive," I said, although it was obvious that there was an unwritten rule that you didn't question your President, or maybe it was you didn't question Nicole. Either way, it was obvious who ran the senior class.

She shrugged, "I have been told that before."

The bell rang and I pondered the unique dynamics of the senior class where it seemed nationalities didn't matter, only power did and Nicole clearly had the power.

.....

In English class, Christine was called down for her visit with the Headmistress and like all the others came back to class face flushed as if she had just ran a marathon. I was dying to know what transpired during these sessions and decided to question Christine after class.

"Christine, could you stay a moment," I asked.

"Of course, Ms. Jasmine," she agreed.

After the rest of the class left for lunch, I asked, "If you don't mind me asking, you seem a little out of sorts after you returned to class, are you ok?"

"Never better," Christine replied.

"Can I ask what you and Headmistress Alexis discussed?" I queried.

"Everything. Headmistress Alexis is very thorough," she answered, with an odd smile.

"How so?" I asked, trying to get past the vague cryptic answers.

"She has got to know me inside and out," the Australian answered, again giving me no real explanation.

Trying to get any sort of inside information I said, "I was worried you were not feeling well. You returned to class all flushed."

"Oh, Headmistress Alexis had me sweating," Christine said, as she stood up. "Is that all, Ms. Jasmine."

Giving up, I said, "Yes, yes, you may go."

After she left, I sat at my desk, curious what could possibly be happening to have the girl's come back so red faced. Not knowing I would find out for myself in a couple of days.

.....

The rest of the day flew by and I spent the evening starting my she-male story. I only got a few pages written as I spent time researching the concept of transgender, intersex and she-males. The more I read, the more complex the issue became and my head was spinning. In the end, I decided to stick with she-male as my story focus, ignoring the Biology aspect.



I checked my e-mail every hour or so, but there were no new ones which surprisingly sent a wave of disappointment through me. I suddenly craved the tasks, the simple submission. My pussy tingling for attention, I decided to take a long bath to squelch the flame below.

By the time I got out, I had three e-mails, one from TransNikki. After skimming and replying to two readers flattering comments from previous stories, I clicked on the e-mail from TransNikki.

From: TransNikki
To: Jasmine Walker
Hungry?

How was your day my pet? Did my pictures get you hungry? Did you imagine one of your pretty students with a big cock underneath their skirt or dress?

Be honest...would you have sex with someone like me?

Your Mistress to be Nikki

Questions that a couple of days ago would not even pop into my head, yet last night's fantasy was of Nicole indeed having a big cock.

I responded:

From: Jasmine Walker
To: TransNikki
Re: Hungry?

Ms. Nikki,
Truth be told I had never in my life considered a transgendered person before, yet since your e-mails and our chat it has become a bit of an obsession. I have read a few stories on Literotica about she-males the most intriguing being 'T-Girl University' by vicjohnson and 'Tortured by the T-Girl Tutor' by SugarandSalt and I have done some research on the different variants of transgendered people before I began writing your story.


So yes, your pictures made me hungry.
And yes, I did imagine one of my students with a big cock.
And double yes, I would LOVE to have sex with someone like you.

Your very intrigued teacher pet,
Jasmine

I clicked send and finished getting ready for bed. Just before hitting the sheets, I checked my e-mail and saw a response with an attachment from TransNikki.

From: TransNikki
To: Jasmine Walker
Re: Hungry? (1)

My pet,
I have a task for you. Tomorrow I want you to squeeze the hand of the girl you fantasized about. She, of course, will have no idea what the squeeze means, but you will.

Also, here are a few photos taken just a few minutes ago in my dorm room.

Would you do what this slut eagerly did?

Sweet dreams my pet
Your Mistress Nikki

I noticed the shift in her name, but was too excited about the pictures to focus on the underlying intent of such a change.

I clicked on the first picture:
A black girl's lips were wrapped around Nikki's big cock.

My pussy tingled at just how much I suddenly wanted that cock.

I clicked on the second photo:
A black ass was bent over and Nikki's big cock was half way in it. It was a close-up side view.

I suddenly wondered what it would be like to have such a big cock not only in my mouth and pussy, but in my ass.

I clicked on the last photo:
The black ass was covered with white sticky goo.

My mouth watered, my pussy tingled and yet I refrained from doing what I desperately wanted to do...deciding to instead obey MistressA.

Instead I quickly wrote a reply, one where my needy cunt was doing the talking:

From: Jasmine Walker
To: TransNikki
Re: Hungry (2)

Mistress Nikki,
The pictures got me so horny and so wet. I would do anything you ask me to do if I was there with you. I would suck your big cock taking as much into my cocksucking mouth as I could; I would eagerly spread my legs while you fucked my wet HUNGRY cunt; I would bend over and let you ravage my virgin ass...giving myself to you utterly and without hesitation.

Your submissive pet teacher
Jasmine

My e-mail only made me hotter and I decided to shut my computer down, before I couldn't resist the temptation to pleasure myself any longer.

I went to bed, but truthfully, my sleep was not really great...I tossed and turned as thoughts of submitting to a teenage she-male bounced inside my head.


8. THE APPLE IS RIPE

I woke up and, of course, went directly to my laptop. There were messages from both MistressA and TransNikki.

I clicked on TransNikki first:

From: TransNikki
To: Jasmine Walker
Re: Hungry (3)

My pet teacher,
Your e-mail got me instantly hard and I had my roommate suck my cock while I finished up my homework for my HOT English teacher.

E-mail me tonight to let me know if you accomplish your task.

Attached is a pic of my cum all over my roommates' cocksucking mouth. I bet you wish it was you...don't you slut?

Mistress Nikki

Again I clicked on the picture and gasped at what I saw. A close-up of a girl's lips, chin and nose coated with sticky white goo.

My pussy woke up instantly and I ignored its tingling neediness as I clicked on the message from Mistress A.

From: MistressA
To: Jasmine Walker
Did u obey?

My pet,
I assumed you obeyed my order like a good girl.

If you did, I bet you didn't sleep well and your needy little cunt is begging for attention. I promise you the resistance will be worth the wait. On Friday, you will have the most glorious, earth-shattering orgasm of your life...one that will change your life FOREVER!

Your MistressA

The promise was intriguing, although seemed a bit farfetched. I have gone days without orgasm before and there was little if any difference in pleasure between dry spells. But like a good girl, I replied.

From: Jasmine Walker
To: MistressA
Re: Did u obey?

Mistress,
Yes, I obeyed like a good girl.
It was very difficult as temptation suddenly seemed to appear everywhere since you gave me the task. The story I am writing is also quite exhilarating and gets me rather revved up.

But I will refrain...no matter how difficult it becomes.

Your pet Jaz

I showered, had breakfast and headed to work my only task being to somehow, squeeze Nicole's hand before the day's end.

As usual, the morning went by rather uneventful, until English class, when Emily, my German student, was called at the beginning of class for her one-on-one with Alexis.

Today's lesson was on the introduction of Shakespeare as we prepared for an intensive look at Shakespeare's Hamlet. I always believed understanding society at the time and the life of the author was important. For example, reading the book 'To Kill A Mockingbird' the racism is so obviously wrong to us reading it now, yet was way more common back then. Like Atticus says in the book, "You have got to walk in another man's shoes," to truly understand his motivation.

So in class we watched a brief documentary about the life and times of Shakespeare, one of the more current ones that discussed his assumed bisexuality and that many of his love poems were likely written about men. It also highlighted how all girl roles were played in theatre by young boys, as women were not allowed to act.

Once the video was done, I asked, "So what did you learn about life back in Shakespearean times?"

Estrella answered, "It is the same as now. Men try to control and manipulate the world."

Christine agreed, "I agree. It is still a big boy's club where the rich get richer and the poor get poorer."

"Or die," added my Mexican student Maria.

Priya, my dark skinned student, disagreed, "I disagree. Women have come a long way in equality since the time of Shakespeare."

"Especially the past fifty years," Lisa added.

"Have we? How many female Presidents have we had?" Erin asked.

"We had Thatcher," Lisa proudly beamed.

"And she ran the country like a man," Kala retorted.

"She did not," Lisa argued back.

"Maybe she was a man," Kala teased the proud Brit.

"That is what we need then," Nicole finally spoke and silence instantly filled the room.

"What?" I asked, curious where she was going with her statement.

"A woman with balls," Nicole smiled, before adding, "literally a woman on the outside, but a man underneath. What do they call them?"

"A she-male?" Lisa answered, smiling slightly herself.

My face went red as my mind flashed back to TransNikki.

Nicole added, "But seriously. Men don't rule the world anymore, we just let them think they do. During Shakespearean times they dress as women in plays and truthfully in fashion and now they play dress-up too, but as men with power. They say behind every great man is a woman and that has never been more true than today. Oh sure it looks like men rule the world in their suit-and-tie-Wall-Street- corporate-buyout-oil-company-environment-killing-sort-of-way, but the reality is they play dress up. They write a script and do whatever they have to, to make the script real, but it is all a charade. Real power lays in the hands of the 21st century women. We still let them think they are running things, but it is all smoke and mirrors."

I heard her words but they didn't compute as a stunning reality popped into my head.
Could Nicole be TransNikki?

"Are you alright, Ms. Jasmine?" Nicole asked, standing up. "You look like you just saw a ghost."

I stammered, "I-I-I'm fine."

Nicole reached me and said, "You need to sit down. Someone go get Ms. Jasmine some water."

Three girls quickly got up as Nicole led me to my desk, I had been standing at my podium. As I sat down, I took her hand and gave it a gentle squeeze, obeying the order that may have come from her. Thankfully, she gave no recognition of my submissive act and my suspicions quickly began to subside.

The next few minutes the girls looked after me with water and fruit. Emily returned, red-faced like all the other girls who had spent time with Headmistress Alexis. Then the bell rang and the girls disappeared for lunch and I was alone in my room with Nicole
I finally thought I was safe, when my whole world came crumbling down in one brief moment. Nicole leaned into my ear, her hot breath sending a chill up my spine as her hand fell onto my knee, "I think I know what you need to get some color in your cheeks, Ms. Jasmine,"

"P-p-pardon?" I stammered, even though it was becoming crystal clear what she was implying.

"My favorite story of yours was Pet Teacher," she whispered, her hand moving ever so slightly under my skirt. Her warm hand on my leg and her hot breath on my ear and neck had me a complete mess as my career flashed before my eyes as she added, "Now you are my pet teacher, aren't you?"

I was paralyzed by both fear and excitement. I couldn't deny the impact her touch was having on my body, nor could I ignore just how hot her e-mails and pictures made me, her big cock suddenly flashing into my head.

"Y-y-you are TransNikki?" I weakly got out.

"In the flesh," she smiled, her hand slithering further under my skirt.

"Do-do-do you really have a...." I began, but couldn't finish.

"A cock?" she finished for me.

"Y-y-yes," I barely got out.

"I do, my pet, does that excite you? I know in your e-mails it did," she purred, her hand now at my pantyhose clad pussy.

"Please stop," I said, although my wet pussy begged to differ.

"I was impressed that even as the thought that I was TransNikki you were still focused on completing the task I gave you," the sultry teen said, her finger rubbing ever so gently my pussy lips through the sheer nylon.

"I've got to go," I said, abruptly standing up.

"Ok, my pet," she smiled, putting her finger to her nose. "Hmmmm, you smell heavenly, my pet. Plus, no panties, Ms. Jasmine, very, very interesting."

My face went beat red and I started to leave when she called out, "Very soon I will take you up on those promises you made me, Ms. Jasmine."

I scurried out of the classroom, out of the school and directly to my room where tears began to stream...as I realized the predicament I was in. Not only was I writing naughty submission e-mails with one of my students, I was also writing a sex story for her and she knew my secret alter-ego...Jasmine Walker the writer.

Calming down, I called Alexis and told her I was not feeling well and she told me she would cancel my afternoon classes for me (the nice thing about a small, private school) and that I should get some much-needed rest.

Hanging up, I tried to figure out what I was going to do. As I replayed all my interactions with Nicole suddenly everything made sense. She gave so many hints that she was different, I just didn't realize how different. Also, the more I replayed my time here, I concluded that Nicole was clearly running the school. Assumedly having sex with a few of the girls and her next target was me.

I was so exhausted from my morning and lack of sleep last night; I decided to take an afternoon nap. Surprisingly, I crashed instantly, not waking up for a few hours.

.....

When I woke up everything felt like a dream...a crazy very authentic feeling dream. As I opened my eyes though, reality came flooding back like a fast flowing river. Looking at the clock, I took a deep breath and decided to check my e-mail.

I was just logging in when there was a knock at my door.

I called out, petrified it was Nicole, "Who is it?"

"Cherise, Ms. Jasmine," her French accent unmistakeable.

Relaxing a bit, I went to the door and opened it. She handed me a tray of food. "Ms. Nicole thought you might be hungry."

I wondered if Cherise had been fucked by Nicole as I took the tray and replied, "Thank you, Cherise. Please thank Nicole for her thoughtfulness."

"Yes, Ms. Jasmine I will. I am also suppose to tell you that if you decide you would like some dessert to stop by her room later," Cherise said, clearly embarrassed to say it to me, but doing as she was told.

"I will keep that in mind, Cherise," I replied using my best poker face, before closing the door.

Once alone again, I took a deep breath and returned to my computer. As I ate, I had a few new e-mails including one from MistressA and thankfully none from TransNikki which relaxed me just a bit.

I took a deep breath and clicked on her e-mail.

From: MistressA
To: Jasmine Walker
U may CUM soon!

My pet,
Under 24 hours until you get to reach the crescendo of euphoria. I promised you pleasure that you can only have imagined until now, as long as you resist the growing almost irresistible temptation to pleasure yourself.

Promise me and yourself you can obey this simple command as with such complete obedience will CUM unlimited life-altering pleasure.

Your Mistress

Yesterday such words would have had my pussy gushing with anticipation and eagerness, yet after this morning's stunning revelation I was played out. I had no idea how I was going to face Nicole tomorrow, never mind the rest of my class that may know my secret as well.

The rest of the night, I considered my options:
1. Quit immediately!

2. Have a talk with Nicole praying she had kept my secret and clarify in no uncertain terms that we must keep our teacher-student relationship professional.

3. Admit to Headmistress Alexis my secret past and my current predicament and let the chips fall as they may.

4. Get a sweet Delorean and go back in time a few days before I responded to Nicole's seemingly innocent fan e-mail.

5. Give in, and submit to Nicole completely, allowing my long held-in temptation to submit to a woman (was Nicole a woman? A half woman? Would a sexual relationship with her still be considered a lesbian relationship?) and risk my career.

As I looked at my options, I was always a list person, I considered the pros and cons of each of my 5 choices:
1. Of course this was the most expedient of the options, it solved all my issues (except I would be jobless in a different country).

2. This was also a logical option, although it would be such an awkward conversation, and I had no idea if she had told anyone what she knew or that she would agree with me.


3. Also a reasonable solution as if anyone could quell such a critical situation it would be Alexis, yet I would surely be fired (which is worse than quitting).


4. The best of the options if you ignored the fact that time travel is impossible.


5. Appealing in theory, yet but deep down I knew the real me. In writing erotica, I was a risk-taker, a sexual explorer and did not worry about consequences (disease, pregnancy, moral issues, etc.). Yet in reality I was a coward who talked the talk but didn't often walk the walk. In the end, I was like so many other women in the world following society's expectations and never crossing the line that was so tempting.

As I got ready for bed, deciding to not respond to MistressA either or answer any of my fan e-mails which were beginning to grow due to neglect, I concluded that the best course of action was a heartfelt one-on-one plea with Nicole.

I quickly typed an e-mail to her:

From: Jasmine Walker
To: TransNikki
Urgent

Please stop by my classroom at 8:30 tomorrow morning for a quick discussion about our situation.

J

I went to the bathroom, pulled out a sleeping pill (I often can't sleep...one of the reasons I have become such a prolific writer quantity wise the past three years) and took it, desperate to get a great night's sleep before dealing with the life-altering discussion I had to have. Oddly, I was completely oblivious to the life-altering conversation I was actually going to have tomorrow.


9. THE APPLE IS EATEN

The sleeping pill really worked as I was awakened by banging on my door. Looking at my clock it was five after nine; I was late for class and had completely missed my meeting with Nicole.

I went to the door and my whole class was there.

"We were so worried about you," Samantha said, giving me a hug.

"Yeah, you are never late and when we realized no one saw you last night we got worried," Lisa added.

I laughed, "I'm fine, just took a really good sleeping pill last night apparently. Go back to class and I will be there in a few minutes."

I saw Nicole at the back, her usual smile on her face, one that was unreadable.

I quickly got dressed, thankfully I had showered last night and got to class.

The morning flew by as I resisted looking towards Nicole and she thankfully refrained from talking, giving me the space, I needed to teach and think.

It was the beginning of English class when Ms. Penelope, a lovely woman who taught juniors, came and said, "I was to go and see Headmistress Alexis."

"Now?" I asked, petrified my secret was out.

"No worries, I got your class covered," Ms. Penelope answered, her voice cheery giving me a brief moment of hope that it was just a quick meeting. I gave her my lesson plan for today's class and headed to see Alexis, my fate unknown.

As I walked to the gallows, I figured that the worst-case scenario was I would be fired. Even though I had not deliberately or knowingly done anything unprofessional.

When I arrived at the Headmistress's office Amanda seemed oblivious to my arrival. I went to speak when I realized what Amanda was doing. She was reading a story from Literotica on her computer, the website that I was a regular contributor. At the time it never occurred to me that she could be reading one of my stories, there are over 250,000 stories on the website, but I asked, pretending to not notice she was reading porn at work, that was not my role, "What you reading?"

"A story called 'Taking Jasmine Walker'," she replied looking up at me. "It's a pretty good story."

My face I imagined went sunburn red as I realized it was not only one of my stories, but a story with me as the main character getting sexually dominated by a young British girl.

"You are here to see Mistress Alexis are you not, Ms. Jasmine?" she asked.



I noticed the fact she said 'Mistress' and not 'Headmistress'. I stammered, my mind reeling from the domino of oddities, "Y-y-yes."

"I will check if she is ready to meet with you," Amanda said, standing up, leaving my story up on the screen as she disappeared.

The coincidences were getting to close to home and I now assumed they knew I was 'the' Jasmine Walker?' Yet, the more I pondered it while I waited the more I figured it just didn't seem possible. I had been very protective of my identity and why would they hire me if they did know the truth? Yet, Alexis called me by my Literotica pseudonym the first day we met and now Amanda had a story about me as a submissive lesbian was all a little too much of a coincidence.

Amanda came out smiling and said, "She will see you now, Ms. Jasmine."

I walked in the room a bundle of anxiety desperate to make sure my crazy fears were just that...crazy fears.

Like the last time I was in her office, her legs were on her desk, although this time she had thigh high black boots on that somehow made her look even more powerful.

"Take a seat, Ms. Jasmine," Alexis greeted, her tone giving away nothing.

"Yes, ma'am," I obeyed, moving to the chair across from her desk.

The Headmistress opened with a surprise. "Jasmine, remember our first conversation? I didn't get to finish telling you the real reason you were hired. Your compassion for students and your vast academic past were impressive, but there are tons of qualified teachers who have similar experience as you?"

Her statement confused me even more. The first half was the reason I assumed I was hired and yet she was clearly implying that was not why I was hired.

"Then why was I hired?" I asked, my insecurity suddenly bubbling to the surface, desperately trying to ignore the Headmistress's knee high black boots.

"Shoot, please hold onto that question for a moment," Alexis said, pressing her intercom button. "Amanda, please come in here now."

"Yes, Mistress Alexis," Amanda's voice replied through the intercom, before joining us in the office a brief moment later.

"These boots are killing me, please take them off for me," Alexis ordered.

I thought it was a strange request, but I watched in intrigued voyeuristic awe.

As Amanda unzipped the first boot, Alexis explained, "I got these new boots, but I think I may have gotten them a size to small. Senator Smith bought them for me while I was in Washington."

"They are very nice," I said, as I imagined the two powerful women shopping, my thoughts briefly going to the gutter as I imagined the Senator on her knees between Alexis' legs.

"I know, but I have never worn boots before. They take a while to get used to" Alexis explained, as the first boot slipped off her foot.

I couldn't help but take a look at her stocking-clad foot and her perfectly painted toenails, so close to me, suddenly forgetting my predicament, my hunger to submit suddenly taking control...again.

As the second boot was taken off, Alexis cursed, "Ah shit, there is a run in my pantyhose. Go get me a new pair, Amanda."

"Of course," Amanda replied, immediately leaving to retrieve another pair of pantyhose as ordered.

"There is nothing worse than a run in your pantyhose," the beautiful woman said.

I joked, "Other than world poverty."

"Well yes, obviously after world poverty," she joked back.

I was slowly getting more relaxed as I realized if she was going to fire me it would already have happened by now.

Amanda returned with a package of pantyhose and Alexis stood up and in one quick motion, she tore off her pantyhose. Alexis sat back down and I watched as Amanda fell to her knees and slowly put the new pantyhose on her boss. I could only see the top of Amanda's head from my chair and again imagined Alexis having her pussy pleasured by the pretty blonde.

Alexis continued talking as if it was normal to have another woman put pantyhose on her. "So where were we?"

"The real reason I was hired," I reminded her, curious where she was going with that statement before the boot situation.

"Right," Alexis smiled, "just one more moment." Suddenly she stood up, turned around so her back was facing me as Amanda pulled the pantyhose up her boss's legs. I got a good look at her red panties that seemed to match perfectly her painted toenails.

"Thanks my dear," Alexis said, turning back around and returning to her chair.

"It was my pleasure," Amanda replied, although she was looking directly at me.

"Ok, back to our conversation," Alexis continued, as she returned her stocking-clad feet to her desk, again a constant distraction to my crazy fetish mind.

"Y-y-yes," I stammered, distracted.

"You love pantyhose don't you?" Alexis asked, wiggling her toes.

"I do find them s-s-sexy," I admitted, memorized by her toes.

"Go ahead," she said.

"Go ahead, what?" I asked, confused.

"Massage my feet," she offered, shocking me.

I didn't say a word, surprised by what she just said.

"You can't resist, Jasmine. Your eyes don't lie," she assessed correctly.

"I-I-I should get back to work," I stammered, the temptation to obey becoming increasingly tempting.

"You are working," she said.

"Pardon?" I asked, unable to not take another glance at her legs and feet.

Her tone shifted slightly, "Look Jasmine I know everything about you."

My eyes went big as all my earlier worries bubbled to the surface.

"You have a stocking fetish, particularly stocking-clad feet and even more particularly stocking-clad toes, am I correct?"

"How do you...." I began.

"Answer the question," Alexis interrupted her tone suddenly authoritative.

"Yes?" I admitted in a whisper, unable to make eye contact.

"My feet, Jasmine, they need attention. Start with a nice massage, my pet," she ordered, before adding, stressing each word, "my pet teacher."

My red face went another shade darker at her referencing a story I had wrote about a submissive teacher becoming a submissive pet to a strong-willed seductive student. I knew I should protest, I knew from years of writing about submissive characters that once you obeyed even the tiniest trivial order of intimacy the fall was inevitable. Yet her words seemed logical, like it was what I was meant to do...to obey her commands. Still avoiding eye contact, I moved to her desk, and took her foot in my hands.

"Good girl," Alex purred.

The pantyhose were so silky smooth that I felt my pussy tingling the moment I touched her foot. I gently rubbed her foot as she continued talking. "As I was saying Jasmine, I know everything about you. I know you are submissive for example and have been sexually lost since your husband left you. To fill the emptiness of your sexual hunger, you started writing out your naughty submission fantasies," she revealed yet another bombshell of her knowledge of me.

I tried not to react as I continued rubbing her beautiful nylon covered foot trying to figure out how she found out.

As if reading my mind, she said, "I bet you are wondering how I know that you write under the pseudonym of Jasmine Walker."

I nodded.

"I expect you to look at me when you answer me, is that clear?" she asked, her tone implying there was only one answer to the question.

I looked at her and answered, purposely avoiding any terms that would increase her power, "Yes."

"Good girl, Jasmine," she said, her voice sweet again.

"Well, after you spoke at the conference I thought you were interesting and I wanted to talk to you about your assessment ideas," she began, as I continued massaging her silky foot.

"Unfortunately, I didn't get the chance that day, but as fate would have it you were at the airport in the Internet cafe when I was grabbing a mocha, do you remember what you were doing?"

I flashed back and recalled that I had arrived extra early and was editing an updated version of my story Spanked to Submission as I fixed a bunch of errors from the original release suggested by my new and thorough editor MAB7991. "Yeah, I was doing some editing."

"Yes, a story I have read online and enjoyed immensely. Actually, it gave me some great ideas to use myself," she complimented, before ordering, "Other foot, my pet."

I obeyed and continued the submissive task as she continued, "It was a BDSM interracial story that was full of naughtiness. I recall even a scene where a phone is used to get the submissive pet off. Have you ever done that, Jasmine?"

"No, ma'am," I answered and then cursed myself for using the word ma'am.

"Well, it was an intriguing idea but not overly useful at this school," she said, which was odd. I assumed she meant because they were students, but the true reality would not be revealed yet.

I remained silent massaging her stocking-clad foot like a servant as I tried to figure out what was really happening.

"So why did I hire you then, you are probably asking yourself," she said, again reading my mind.

'Yes, dammit I wanted to scream', but instead answered, "I thought I knew that answer."

My insecure tone must have been obvious as she said, trying to build me back up, "Oh Jasmine, your education background played a key role in your hiring, as did your passion for student learning and your creative style of teaching, but besides all those great assets you are the complete package of what we were looking for here."

"The complete package," I asked, oblivious to her full intent.

"Yes. After reading your whole online catalogue of erotica I was confident I knew you and how you would be a perfect addition to my school," she continued.

"I-I-I don't understand. You hired me knowing I write porn," I asked.

"Porn? God, no. You don't write porn, porn is wham-bam-thank-you-ma'am crap. No you write deeply developed, believable erotica that brings out the inner slut in everyone," she complimented.

"Thanks," I said, bewildered by just how odd this conversation was, as was what I was currently doing.

"You are welcome my pet," she smiled. "So, I was confident that you would be the complete package for our school."

"I still don't understand," I said.

"It's 11:30," she announced out of the blue.

"Yes, it is," I agreed, looking at her clock.

"I need to quickly send a text," she said, grabbing her phone.

"Ok," I said, moving my hand to her calf.

A few seconds later my phone buzzed.

"You should check that in case it is Ms. Penelope," Alexis suggested.

Reluctantly, I let go of Alexis's perfect legs and reached for my phone. Grabbing it, I saw an unknown number from this area code. Assuming it was Ms. Penelope I clicked on the message.

My pet,
It is time for the orgasmic bliss I promised. Fall to your knees instantly and crawl to your Mistress. Mistress Alexis!

I dropped my phone as the waterfalls of reality cascaded through me. MistressA was Headmistress Alexis. My face flushed, my head got light and instead of obeying I passed out from the shock of the stunning revelation.

When I came to, I was on the couch still in Alexis's office and she was standing above me with a glass of water. "Drink up, my pet."

I took the water and shot the whole glass as my surreal last twenty-four hours continued.

"Have you heard of the story of Hermaphroditus?" she asked.

I shook my head no.

"Well in Greek mythology he is the child of the Gods Hermes and Aphrodite. He-she was a two-sexed being that historically has been portrayed as a female figure with male genitals, what we could label now as intersex, transgendered or she-male. Regardless the term used, today's society, and history itself, has mostly condemned them as blasphemies of nature. Ironically, the mixtures of masculine and feminine qualities were perceived as a scared symbol of marriage when two become one. Anyway, the point my pet is that she-males have always been judged based on things out of their control, their genetic DNA, and thus this school was created as a safe haven for them."

Suddenly it was like the sun came out from behind a dark ominous cloud and I saw the light. I asked, confirming my clarity, "All my students are she-males?"

"Yes, my pet," she smiled, joining me on the couch, her hand slowly caressing my legs.

"And all the alumni?" I continued.

"Yes?" she smiled gently.

"You too?" I questioned, although I already knew the answer.

"Again, yes," she confirmed, before adding, "Your Mistress has a cock."

Hearing your boss use the word 'cock' was strange and yet during this surreal moment it was just a natural progression.

"Are all the teachers?" I asked, the only thing I wasn't sure of.

"No, we have a strict no she-male teacher rule," she said, her hand sliding under my skirt.

"So, w-w-why me?" I questioned, as I eagerly anticipated her touch.

"As I said you are the complete package," Alexis said, adding, "Did you obey my order?"

"Yes, Mistress," I replied, covering my mouth when I realized I had declared my submissiveness to her.

"It's ok, my pet. I am your Mistress, it was meant to be when I realized who you were at the airport," she continued, her finger touching my wet crotch through my pantyhose.

"I still don't understand," I said, desperate to understand why me.

"You are a great teacher, open-minded, dedicated, beautiful and submissive," she said, before adding as she flicked my clit, "and someone who would fit in perfectly in my school."

I let out a low moan at having my clit touched.

"On your knees, my pet, it is time to make all my promises come true," Alexis ordered, standing up.

I didn't hesitate as I slid off the couch and onto my knees.

"Good girl," she purred. "You see usually by now I would have done a very thorough inspection of one of my students."

"Y-y-you have sex with them?" I asked, once again surprised.

"You must understand Jasmine the benefits of being a member of our secret she-male society. Once you are in you are in for life, but like a sorority undying loyalty is critical. Their senior meeting, once they have officially turned 18, is where they submit to me unconditionally and become an official member of the secret society of the she-male sisterhood for life," Alexis explained.

She looked down at me from her position of power and asked, "Are you ready to join the sisterhood, Jasmine?"

I walked into the room expecting to get fired and was now about to declare my loyalty to a secret sisterhood...it obviously had been a strange last twenty-four hours. I answered, like a good submissive, "Yes, Mistress."

"Bow down to your Mistress and kiss my feet," she ordered.

I bent down and kissed each of her ten toes individually.

"Your cunt must be soaking wet," Alexis predicted correctly.

"I am leaking into my pantyhose," I admitted.

"Do you want to see my cock?" she asked.

Looking up into her eyes, hungry to be sucking her cock, dying to be fucked by her cock, I honestly answered, "Desperately."

"It's been a while since you had a nice big cock in you," she questioned.

"Since college," I smiled, my ex-husband not really having been blessed in the size department.

"Well, then you must be famished," she again correctly assessed.

"I'm a woman who has been in the desert of denial for many years, Mistress," I replied.

She unzipped her skirt and let it fall to the floor. Her firm package barely being held in by her panties, the black pantyhose showcasing her cock so beautifully.

"Go ahead, retrieve my cock," she ordered.

Wanting to be mysterious and intriguing myself, I didn't go directly to her very appetizing cock, but instead extended my tongue and slowly slithered up her silky leg to her crotch. I put my mouth directly on her cock and blew warm air onto her stiffness. I felt it flinch in its restrictive shell and smiled as I moved away from her cock, slithering down her other leg.

"You naughty little cock-tease," Alexis purred, "I am going to make you pay for that my slut."

Being called a slut was a surprise, yet the gush into my pantyhose betrayed any hint that I was offended. I moved back to her cock, my hands trembling, I pulled her pantyhose down, followed by her underwear and unleashed the biggest cock I had ever seen in person. It was over nine inches erect and ready.

"You like my cock, my pet?" Alexis asked, her tone implying she knew the answer.

"It is so huge," I said, in awe of it as I put my left hand around it.

"Show me how much you like it, Jasmine," Alexis instructed.

I obeyed, my mouth watering in anticipation. I opened my mouth and took her mushroom top in my mouth. I used my tongue teasingly as I swirled around and around clockwise, bathing her cockhead.

"You are a natural little cocksucker, aren't you Jasmine?" she moaned.

I moaned in agreement on her cock, creating slight vibrations that were meant to tease. I wanted to give her the best flow job ever, to prove my worth to her and thus did my special saliva trick. I created an abundance of wetness in my mouth which created a whirlpool effect on her cock (my ex-bastard loved it and I hoped she would too).

"Oh, my, that feels soooo good, my pet," she teased, her fingers in my hair, her tone sounding pleasantly surprised.

I continued my unique style as I ever so slowly began taking more of her cock in my mouth. I wasn't convinced I could get all nine inches in, it was twice the size of my husband's pathetic cock, but I was sure going to try.

"Fuuuck, I clearly made a good choice hiring you," Alexis said as I took over two-thirds of her rock hard perfection in my mouth the head now teasing the entrance to my throat.

I again moaned in agreement, as I continued my determination to deep throat my first ever she-male cock.

As if reading my mind, she purred, "You want it all, don't you my little cocksucking teacher?"

I took her cock out briefly to move my jaw and answered, "Yes, Mistress, I want all of you in my mouth."

"And cunt?" she questioned.

"Fuck, yes," I replied, my pussy again gushing at the thought.

"And how about your ass, my pet? Is that mine, too?" she asked.

"It has been years, Mistress, but I am your pet so you know what is best for me," I answered, like a good submissive.

"That sounds like a line out of one of your stories," she smiled, pulling me up and kissing me hard.

Breaking the kiss, she asked, her hand going under my skirt and directly to my wet, needy pussy, "Is reality as good as fantasy, my pet?"

"Aaaah, yes," I babbled.

"You are soaking wet, my slut? Why?" she asked, wanting me to say it.

"Years of fantasy becoming reality, becoming the submissive I've longed to be, a lengthy dry spell and, of course, your big cock," I answered.

"Ready for my big cock, Jasmine?" she asked.

"Ready and willing," I whimpered, her finger putting pressure on my pussy lips through my sheer pantyhose.

"Now bend over my desk, my pet," she ordered.

I scurried a little too eagerly to her desk, lifted up my skirt and bent over.

"So fucking eager just as I anticipated when I hired you," she said, sauntering over to me, her big fuck stick swaying in the wind.

I wanted her in me more than I had ever wanted anyone in me before.

Reaching me, she pulled my pantyhose down and rubbed her cock up and down my ass crack. I was praying she wasn't going to take my ass, at least not now and was thankful when I felt her cock touch my pussy lips. She leaned over me and asked, "Ready for me to make my earlier e-mail promises come true."

"Yeeeeeees," I moaned, her cock between my pussy lips but not yet in me.



"You will always obey?" she asked, her cock so close to being in me.

"Yes, Mistress, like in my stories I will be a very good submissive," I replied.

"Hmmmm," was all she said before slowly pushing forward into my hot box.

"Fuuuuuck," I half-screamed, the feeling of a cock in me bringing instant euphoria.

She slowly filled me and I was surprised when I felt her full body against my ass cheeks meaning all nine inches were in me. I felt so full, yet wanted more. "I'm all in your cunt, my pet."

"It feels soooooooo good," I moaned, before asking, "Will you fuck me, Mistress?"

"As you wish," she answered and began to slide in and out of me slowly.

"Fuck yes, sooooo good," I whimpered deliriously as my cunt was given the attention it had long craved.

For a couple of minutes she fucked me slowly and my over two day orgasm build-up was growing. As if reading my body, Alexis instructed, "You may want to hold onto the desk, my pet, it is time for you to get a good hard fucking."

I grabbed the corner of the desk for balance and screamed as her body slammed into me, going deeper than anything had ever gone inside me. "Shiiiiiiiiiit."

Unlike the smooth strokes earlier, Alexis began pounding me. "You like that, slut," she grunted, as she continued slamming into me aggressively.

"Yes, Mistreeeeess," I answered, by body giving in entirely to the pleasure her hard fucking was giving it.

"Don't come yet," Alexis ordered, as her body continued her fast-paced assault on mine.

"Kkkkkk," I weakly answered, not sure I would be able to control my body or the rising tide when it was so close to come crashing down.

"I want us to come together my pet," she said, before adding with a warning, "So don't you dare come until I tell you."

"Yes, Mistress," I agreed, her threatening tone a departure from her usual sweet demeanor.

Another minute or two of hard, deep thrusts in my pussy and I knew I was on the brink of bliss and would have to concentrate to not explode before I was told.

Her owns grunts were getting heavier and I wasn't surprised when she grunted, "I'm close my pet, are you?"

"Yeeeeeeess," I answered, concentrating fully now on not coming until the magic words were said.

"So close, my pet, in five, four, three, get ready my slut, two, one, now!" she demanded as her first spray of cum filled me triggering my own life-changing, earth-quaking orgasm.

The sounds out of my mouth did not sound human as I screamed like a dog in heat. "Aaaaaahfuuuuuuuckoooooooooheeeeeeeeeeeeeegod."

Our juices collided in one lust filled climatic moment as my body became limp as the most euphoric, unreal pleasure quaked through me like an earthquake hitting ten on the Richter Scale.

Unlike men who seemed to just quit the moment they had shot their load, Alexis continued fucking me throughout my orgasm which didn't seem to want to end.

Finally, a couple of the most satisfying minutes of my life came to an end as she pulled her cock out of me and just as quickly pulled me up, turned me around and kissed me hard. Her tongue danced inside mine and I returned the intensity as I explored hers.

Breaking the kiss, she looked at the clock and said, "Sorry, my pet, but you need to get back to class."

"I do?" I asked surprised.

"The girls need to see your red I-just-got-totally-fucked-by-the-Headmistress cheeks to know that you are one of us," Alexis explained, bending down and pulling my pantyhose back up.

"O-I-ok," I stammered, reality becoming apparent. All my students would know I just got fucked.

"We will continue your training later, my pet, now go," Alexis ordered, smacking my ass.

"Yes, Mistress," I agreed, walking a bit disoriented out of her office.

Amanda looked at me knowingly and said smiling, "I am happy you have decided to stay, Ms. Jasmine."

"Me too," I agreed, meaning it.

"By the way, 'Taking Jasmine Walker' is a great story," Amanda complimented.

"Thanks," I blushed, the conversation seeming so surreal.

"I hope to take Jasmine one day soon too," she smiled deviously.

"I look forward to that," I replied flirtatiously, already imagining her cock.

Our playful banter ended and I began the brief walk back to class entering my classroom, with my submissive sin written all over my face. Reaching my classroom door, I took a deep breath and figured 'What the hell? Half my class had already did what I just did, no one was going to judge.'

I opened the door and walked into my classroom as I silently declared my new role as a full member of the secret she-male society with my red cheeks and a just been fucked smell as my cum and Alexis' cum leaked out of me and into my very soiled pantyhose.


10. THE SEXUAL FOOD CHAIN (REVELATIONS)

In class, my students were in groups doing questions from the first two scenes of Hamlet when I entered. I am not sure it is true, but it felt like everyone there was judging me and knew exactly where I had been and what I just did.

I went to my desk and asked Ms. Penelope, "Did things go well?"

"Perfectly," she answered, "these girls have really matured since I taught them."

"Great," I said, "well thanks for covering for me."

"No problem," she said, "It is always nice to see my ex-students again and I miss teaching Hamlet."

Although nervous and feeling every set of eyes bearing in on me, I acted nonchalant as I walked up and down the room checking how the girls were doing with the quiz questions I had scheduled for class today.

Not surprisingly, it was Nicole who asked me a question, "I understand why Hamlet is so melancholy, but what I don't understand is why he isn't speaking up over his disgust of his Mother's marriage with his uncle."

"Back then you didn't question the king," I answered, "plus Hamlet's flaw we will see is his indecisiveness and lack of being able to act on his feelings in a timely manner."

"That is a problem I think I just had," Nicole smiled, just as the bell rang.

As students filtered out, Nicole came over to me and whispered, "Did Headmistress Alexis get you first?"

I didn't respond, but my bright red cheeks and lack of eye contact was an answer in itself.

"Just like Hamlet," she said. "I waited a day to long. I originally planned to make you mine last night, but decided to give you time to come to grips with your fate."

"My fate?" I asked, confused by her word choice.

"Yes, as my personal teacher plaything," she said. As she began moving away, added, her tone authoritative, "Leave your door unlocked tomorrow night, Ms. Jasmine."

She walked away as I protested, "Nicole, this can't happen."

Nicole turned at the door, smiled and said, "Ms. Jasmine, this isn't a negotiation. Do as you're told and leave the door unlocked."

"But," I began, but was cut off by a cold as ice Nicole.

"Enough, one more hint of disobedience and you will be punished," Nicole threatened, playing her power threat on me (the one I had used so many times in my erotica at the key moment of my plot when the submissive is torn between crossing the line to the unknown, scary and exciting, world of submission).

I didn't respond, instead giving her a look I hoped pleaded reconsideration.

"Good girl, Ms. Jasmine, tomorrow your ass is mine," she promised and was gone before I could say anything else.

I went to my desk and collapsed into my chair as I replayed the past hour. A mixture of emotions suddenly swarmed me as I tried to truly understand the school, the secret society and my role. In the end, I realized Alexis never explained why me, she inferred it and gave a few examples but not enough to make me understand.

Had she always planned to make me her submissive?

Did she hire me for my teaching credentials or my submissive tendencies from my stories?

Are all the teachers submissive to her? That would make sense in retrospect.

Am I just one of her many submissive fuck-toys?

What does she expect from me now?

Also, does she know about Nicole's intentions for me and the power Nicole seems to have in her peer group?

What now?

What now?

What now?

The question kept repeating in my head as I tried to come to grips with a future that was out of my control. I have always been in control, always knew my role as a teacher, a mother and a wife; yet, as I pondered my predicament I didn't know my role as a teacher, or as a submissive.

I was so confused, but had no one to ask questions. Frustrated, I went to the staff room and ate my lunch trying to act as if my whole world hadn't change in a heartbeat.

.....


The afternoon classes were anti-climatic as Nicole and many others were absent as they travelled for a volleyball tournament and wouldn't be back until tomorrow at some point depending how far they progressed in their tournament. Thankfully, Alexis coached the team so she too would be gone till tomorrow, giving me time to reflect.

That evening, I looked for evidence of a bizarre secret society among the students or teachers, but everything looked normal. We played the board game Taboo which was hilarious and watched the movie Ted on the big screen TV which was also surprisingly hilarious for such a stupid premise.

It wasn't till I was alone in my room that the memories of the day, the past few days, came rushing back. Curious, I clicked on my computer to see if either Alexis or Nicole had e-mailed me now that the cat was out of the bag so to speak in regards to all our secret identities.

Checking my e-mails, I saw I had over seventy-five, the positive impact of the release of a new story, especially an illustrated story. I clicked on my Literotica account and was pleasantly surprised to see my new story, Sorority Submission, a mostly lesbian themed story about pledge week had finally been released (illustrated stories take a lot longer to be approved because of the pictures...something I learned when my first illustrated story Stocking Tales: Office Seduction took almost a month to get released...way longer than the usual 2-5 days). It had over 40,000 hits, 200 votes and a decent if slightly disappointing 4.51 score. I clicked on the comments from readers and was pleased that all were positive (occasionally you get some pretty interesting negative comments).

I returned to my e-mail and started reading and replying. Many of the e-mails were from regular supporters who tended to send in their praise, comments or concerns. After reading every comment (which are greatly appreciated), others were comments about how the illustrations had greatly enhanced the story, others were asking when part two was going to be released, others were comments mostly praising the story although two pointed out that it ended without much really happening (which was true as I originally planned to release it as a massive novella, but due to the time the artist needs to draw the images I decided to release it in chapters) and lastly other e-mails were comments about other stories and when were the sequels coming out (sequels by the way are a lot tougher to write than new original stories...I am much more about the journey than I am about the final destination).

An hour and a half later, I was done with all the e-mails when one more popped up. The e-mails are one of the reasons I write. It was a heartfelt e-mail thanking me for my stories and how it helped inspire her to finally accept her own sexual curiosity.

From: Tabitha Takk
To: Jasmine Walker
Literotica: Feedback for

Dear Ms. Jasmine
I am sure you get this all the time, but I really love your writing. I have always questioned my sexuality and all my curiosity came to a climax after reading your Bedding the Babysitter series, yet any lingering doubts disappeared as I came to embrace my submissive side. As I read the story, I felt you were writing about my life. I felt Jenny's insecurities as I too have questioned my sexuality. Like Jenny, I am shy, cute and a bookworm, who is not an outcast, but also not running in the popular crowd. Yet when Jenny and Ashley fell for each other I felt a sweet heat in both my heart and my loins.

The story has finally helped me accept that I am a lesbian and now I just have to figure out how to tell the girl I have been crushing on forever how I feel (I think she is a lesbian too).

Thank you for inspiring me and I hope to read all your stories as time permits.

A new fan
Tab

P.S.: No matter which way you take the story in future parts please keep Jenny and Ashley together...their relationship was so romantic, so sweet and yet the sex was downright hot (and a bit nasty)

My own heart warmed at the thought that my stories had helped this young girl come to grips with her own sexuality and suddenly it occurred to me that my writing had done the same thing for me. I wanted to experiment with a woman and my writing has assisted on making that a reality (sure she was a she-male, but that is mostly semantics...although I did still want to taste a pussy directly from the source).

I typed up a response to Tabitha, I tried to always reply to all my e-mails as time permitted as I enjoyed getting e-mail and if they spent the time to write to me, I should do the same.

Finally exhausted, I shut down my computer and hit the hay, my body so thoroughly wiped from the day that I was out the minute my head hit the pillow.

....


The next morning there was a knock at my door just after ten in the morning, apparently I had slept over eleven hours. I grabbed my robe and went to the door.

"Who is it?" I asked.

"Penelope," the voice on the other side responded.

I opened the door and a tray with breakfast was in her hands. "May I come in?" she asked, politely.

"Sure," I said with a yawn, still waking up.

"I had to make sure you were ok. Learning the truth can be rather stressful," Penelope said as she put the tray down on the kitchen table.

"I'm fine," I answered, truthfully still not sure if I had come to grips with everything yet.

She laughed. "I remember vividly when I learned. I was called to her office just like you, completely oblivious to what was about to transpire. Did you have any clue?"

"No, although in retrospect there were lots of clues," I answered, sitting down suddenly rather famished.

"Isn't that the truth," Penelope replied, as if she was reflecting back to her own innocence being shattered.

"So she had sex with you too?" I asked.

"All of us," Penelope admitted. "She hand picks her staff based on a mixture of quality teaching, beauty and submissiveness."

"I am still finding the whole she-male school concept to be rather shocking," I said, taking a sip of orange juice.

"Me too, and it has been six years," Penelope agreed, adding, "Yet, the power this school has is in the same category as Harvard and that is a college."

"So it's true. All the alumni are she-males too?" I asked.

"Yes."

"Even Senator Smith?"

"Definitely Senator Smith," Penelope nodded her tone shifting as she added, "Where do you think the funding comes from?"

"I assumed tuition," I said.

"Every girl here is on scholarship based on a very thorough recruiting program," Penelope explained.

"Wow," I said, the avalanche of information continuing to snowball.

"It is a very impressive system actually," Penelope continued.

"So it seems," I agreed.

"So how are you taking all this?" Penelope asked, waving her hands in the air, implying everything.

"Well, I must admit it has been quite a shock," I began and paused.

"But...." she said, her tone implying she knew exactly what I was about to say.

"But I can't deny it was," I paused again, unsure what I should say.

"The best orgasm of your life," she finished for me.

"You too?" I asked, excited that I wasn't the only one who felt so liberated by my submission to a she-male.

"It was the first time I ever came from fuuuu," she paused, unsure if she should swear in front of me.

It was my turn to finish her thought, letting all the invisible barriers of propriety disappear, "Being fucked by a big cocked she-male."

She laughed and blushed, "Yes, I had only come from oral sex until that fateful day."

"Well, I have come from a cock in my pussy before," I admitted, before adding, "but it was like I was in the sexual minor leagues my whole life and suddenly I was pulled up to the majors."

"Well, once you are called up to the majors, you are never sent back down," she joked.

"I just can't imagine it bring that good again," I said.

"Oh trust me. It is always amazing. Plus she has the ability to push you to new sexual heights then you ever envisioned possible," Penelope promised.

"Like what?" I asked, instantly curious.

"Oh, I will let you find those out for yourself, Jasmine," she smiled, before leaning in and kissing me.

I was surprised, but I melted into her lips as we tentatively explored each other's tongues. Breaking the kiss, she apologized, "Sorry, it is just you are so adorably sweet."

I blushed, before admitting, "I have a confession to make."

"Confess away," she joked, before adding, "of course, confession usually happens when one is on their knees."

Taking the suggestive order I immediately slid off my chair and onto my knees.

"Oh you just got more adorable," she smiled, looking down at me.

Deciding to just say the words, I admitted, "I have never been with a woman before."

"A woman with a cunt that is," she smiled, opening her legs, her dress still hiding her forbidden fruit.

I blushed, before flirtatiously saying, " Yes, but I hope to change that right now."

"Did I mention how fucking adorable you are," Penelope purred, as she lifted up her dress and opened her legs wide to reveal she was not wearing panties.

I crawled between her legs and without another word sucked on her clit through her pantyhose.

"Oh myyyyyy," she moaned, surprised by my aggressiveness.

Another first, one I had fantasized about for years, had a new me emerge. No longer worried about society's expectations was liberating and allowed my long held in carnal desires to come to the surface. I shook my head back and forth and up and down on her quickly very wet pussy for a minute or two before she ripped her expensive pantyhose at the crotch.

"Lick me, you hungry little slut," the younger, Penelope, ordered.

I didn't hesitate as I dove between her legs as I started licking her glistening pussy lips. All my years of watching porn, writing fantasies and masturbating late at night couldn't prepare me for just how fantastic a pussy tastes or just how empowering it was to know that her moans and whimpers were because of me. I wanted to be her slut, her cunt-licking little slave. Her pussy was completely shaved, unlike my trimmed cunt, and I just drowned in the submissiveness.

"That's it, Jasmine, you love my cunt, don't you?" she asked.

"Yes," I moaned into her pussy.

She moved my head away and looked down at me, "Beg for it, my eager little dyke."

I looked up, my face already wet with her juice, and begged, "Oh please, Penelope, let me get you off, I need to taste your cum. Please let me serve you."

She smiled, "You understand you are now low slut on the food chain."

I didn't. "I don't understand what you mean."

"There is a clear hierarchy based on seniority here at Chateau Johnson for Girls. I have been the bottom slut for over five years, serving the every sexual whim of the other teachers, but now that will be you," she announced.

My cunt gushed at the revelation, but I tried to play shocked, "You are not serious?"



"You are not a good actress, Jasmine. I can tell you are turned on by the news," she correctly assessed. "You couldn't be touched or initiated until after Headmistress Alexis had officially turned you, but now you are officially bottom slut."

"What does that entail?" I asked, turned on, but wary.

"Work is work, you are still treated as an equal there. Actually, we are all very impressed by your credentials. But in the evenings and weekends, when you are no longer Ms. Jasmine teacher, but pet Jasmine, slave Jasmine, cunt-licker Jasmine, or whatever other name any of your Mistresses' wish to call you. You are literally at our beck and call," she revealed.

"But what about the students?" I asked, my head once again spinning.

"The younger ones have no clue about the sexual depravity that goes on here, but the seniors do after they are initiated by our the Headmistress, but they also understand the secret society code," Penelope continued.

"But I saw Ms. Angela come out of the bathroom last weekend with what was in retrospect obviously cum in her hair," I said, trying to put all the puzzle pieces together.

"Yes, well Nicole and her posse kind of have free reign around here," Penelope answered.

I had to ask, I had to know. "Why?"

"You really don't know, do you?" Penelope said, smiling.

"Know what?" I asked, frustrated at how little I seemed to know.

"Nicole is Headmistress Alexis' niece," Penelope revealed.

"Oh!" was all I could muster as a dozen puzzle pieces suddenly came together as the missing piece fell into place.

"Before this year, no student had ever tried fucking a teacher, thus why the bottom slut on the rung is so important," Penelope continued. "But this year, Nicole has been having a fair amount of fun slowly seducing each teacher here."

"Have you?" I asked.

"I was first," she admitted. "She surprised me in my room the first evening of school. I protested that I was her teacher, but it was a rather weak protest as I was horny having just got back from servicing Ms. Cameron and getting nothing back in return."

"This is all just so crazy," I said, still not truly coming to grip with the reality I was now living.

"No what is crazy is how long we have been chatting here while my pussy was neglected," she said, snapping her fingers.

Understanding her expectations, I again leaned forward and returned to making another fantasy a reality. I took my time as I enjoyed the syrupy sweetness of her pussy. I slowly licked up and down her pussy lips while exploring her pussy, every once and a while reaching her clit for a brief tease.

I don't know how long I licked her lavishly before Penelope demanded, "Finger me, slut."

I smiled knowing I was driving her crazy as I obeyed slipping not one, but two fingers in her pussy.

"Fuuuck, yes," she moaned, "Finger fuck me hard."

I again obeyed, pumping my fingers in and out if her as I shifted my oral attention to her clit. I sucked her swollen clit into my mouth and instantly felt her pleasure increase.

"Oh shit, don't stooooop," Penelope whimpered, suddenly completely at my mercy. The pet was now in control and loving it.

Her clit in my mouth, I swirled my tongue around it while simultaneously shaking my head back and forth and after only a few seconds of this concentrated attention, I was rewarded with her cum.

"I'm coooooooooming," she screamed, as her legs tightened and she grabbed my head and pulled me deep into her.

As her juices flooded out of her, I eagerly lapped and lapped her juices. Like I knew the second I submitted to Alexis that it was right, I also knew submitting to Penelope was right too.

Once her orgasm calmed down she pushed me away. "Sorry, it is getting a bit sensitive."

"Sorry," I replied, looking up at her, my face coated with her cum.

"Don't be sorry, that was amazing. I can't believe you have never eaten pussy before," she said, her breathing still erratic.

"Well, I have fantasized about it enough," I admitted.

"Well, don't worry, living here there is never a need to fantasize," she said, pulling me up off my knees and onto her lap before she kissed me.

I returned the brief moment of intimacy, enjoying it equally as much as I enjoyed the submission.

Breaking the kiss, Penelope said, "I have to go. I would love to return the favor, but you are off limits until told otherwise."

"Off limits?" I asked.

"Yes, but I have already said too much," Penelope said, as she began sitting up, so I too stood up. Looking into my eyes she continued, "Jasmine, I am always here if you need someone to talk to. I remember how overwhelming it was when I first learned the truth. Yet, I would never go back to the mundane life I had before I joined the sisterhood."

Admitting the truth, "I have no intention of leaving, I am just trying to get my head around the whole complex system that seems to exist."

"Understandable," Penelope nodded, "but I still don't completely understand it. We are just pawns in a much bigger game."

I laughed at the chess metaphor. "Well, thanks for coming to see me."

"Oh, I will be COMING again," she smiled back.

"I hope so," I volleyed back, hopefully implying my eagerness to submit to her again,

"Fuck, I want you," she said, shaking her head as she headed to the door,

Deciding to tempt her, my pussy dying for attention now, I opened my robe and asked, "Sure you can't stay for a while."

"You little temptress," Penelope said, "If I hadn't been ordered to not touch you, I would be fucking the shit out of you right now, Jasmine."

My pussy leaked a bit at her naughty words. "Well, fuck away," I said, my robe dropping to the floor.

"Shit, you are making this tough," Penelope wavered, taking me in.

"No one will have to know," I said, provocatively walking towards her.

"Oh, Jasmine, I would love to devour you whole, but orders are orders," she said, although she wasn't looking in my eyes.

"Who ordered you?" I asked, getting closer.

"Stop!" Penelope ordered, her voice breaking as she attempted to be authoritative, clearly years of being at the bottom of the sexual submission chain had not made her very good at being in control, but I obeyed.

"Yes, Mistress Penelope," deciding to try a different approach, by looking innocent and eager.

Her face was red and I was confident I had her. "Fuck it," she said and came at me and kissed me hard leading me to the table. She surprised me by lifting me up onto the table and aggressively spreading my legs.

There was no intimacy, no talking, just raw insatiable hunger as she dove between my legs and began licking my already very wet pussy. She had me breathing heavy in a minute and I could feel my orgasm starting to rise when she suddenly stopped.

Standing back up, she said, smiling, but authoritative, "You are not to cum until Nicole allows it, is that understood?"

"Y-y-yes," I whimpered, weakly, my body begging for the finale that was supposed to follow such foreplay.

"I have to go, you are almost impossible to resist," she said, licking her lips.

"D-d-does everyone know about Nicole and her plans for me?" I asked, concerned.

"No," Penelope said, "I am not even sure Headmistress Alexis knows about Nicole's escapades, but it is only a matter of time."

"Ok," I said, sitting back up frustrated that my orgasm would have to wait.

"Remember don't come until tonight, my pet. Nicole can be quite harsh to disobedience," Penelope warned.

"How so?" I asked.

"Well, she did fuck Ms. Angela at the dance and came all over her and made her walk around with cum on her face," Penelope pointed out.

"True," I nodded, remembering the moment.

"I have to go," Penelope said.

"Ok."

She leaned in for one more kiss before promising, "We will have lots of good times, Jasmine. That I promise you."

"You are on," I replied, smiling playfully.

"Stupid orders," she sighed, shaking her head and leaving me alone again, my pussy literally on fire.

Trying to get rid of the burning flame down below, I went and had a long shower. The rest of the day I kept myself busy with cleaning, grading papers and a long walk, anything to keep me distracted...to keep me from thinking about my inevitable submission.

11. A BOX OF SELF-SUBMISSION

It wasn't until after supper when temptation finally got the better of me and I turned on my computer. I was just about to click on my eighteen new messages when there was another knock on my door. It was again Penelope who this time had a box for me. "Mistress Nicole wants you to be wearing this when she returns."

I took the box and asked, "What is it?"

"I don't know," she admitted, before adding, "But they just won the tournament and should be back in about two hours."

"Ok," I said, my pussy tingling at the assumed submission that was to follow.

"You little slut, you are looking forward to it, aren't you?" Penelope noticed.

"Well someone didn't finish what they started so I guess I will have to let Nicole do what you refused to," I returned back.

"Oh, you little minx, when I do finish what I started you will be completely at my mercy," she volleyed back.

"Promises, promises," I teased, before winking and closing my door.

"This isn't over," she called from behind the closed door.

"I hope not," I answered back, before going to my room to see what the teenage she-male expected me to wear, when my computer dinged telling me I have another e-mail. Curious if it or any were from Nicole, I went to my computer.

The most recent e-mail was from Nicole. I clicked on it:

From: TransNikki
To: Jasmine Walker
Submission 2 Me

My pet,
I am on my way home now and in a celebrating mood. My aunt may have got that pussy of yours, but I plan to take your other hole.

I suggest you start preparing yourself for me with the gifts in the box slut Penelope brought you as I am probably much bigger than anything you have had in your back end.

I expect you on your knees, dressed to please at your door for when I arrive. Leave the door unlocked.

Your journey to submission pet Jasmine is almost here.

Your Mistress Nicole

P.S.: You will be disciplined for trying to tempt Penelope to disobey.

I finished the e-mail and was instantly excited, I had accepted that I was helpless to stop or refuse Nicole, but the thought of anal sex with such a big cock was rather stressful. I also feared her discipline after knowing what she had done to Ms. Angela.

I decided not to return the e-mail. I didn't know what to say and I didn't want to seem as eager as I obviously was. Instead, I headed to the bedroom full of trepidation of what was in the box.

I opened it carefully, my OCD kicking in, and gasped at what I saw. First was a cheerleader's outfit, followed by a pair of mocha pantyhose, a vibrating egg, three different sized butt plugs and lube. At the very bottom was an envelope.

Grabbing the envelope, I tore it open and pulled out the typed letter:

My pet teacher,

My expectations are as follows:
1. Get completely naked now.

I quickly obeyed before continuing with the instructions, my body giving me a chill of excitement at obeying the teenage goddess.

2. Stop reading the letter and turn the vibrating egg on low and slide it inside your, I assume, already wet pussy. (Then come back and read task 3)

I obeyed, putting the letter down and going over to the box. I pulled out the vibrating egg, I used to have one back when I was married, and turned it on. I reminisced about my ex having the remote and turning it on high while we were at a dinner party keeping me a rattled mess until he took me to a bathroom and fucked me. I slipped the egg inside rather easily as my natural pussy lubrication from anticipation of the evening had me very wet.

3. Grab the smallest butt plug, lubricate it generously, get on all fours and put it in your tight little fuckable ass.

I sighed, having never enjoyed anal sex, but doing it just to please my husband on the rare occasion. That said, the thought of ultimate submission to Nicole had me willing to do anything, regardless of my own personal taste.

I returned to the box and pulled out the smallest butt plug. I coated it very generously with the lubrication and also coated my anal entrance with a lot of lube before getting on all fours as instructed and slowly sliding the small black plug into my bottom. Surprisingly, other than a slight burn at first, the toy in my rear was not uncomfortable.

I crawled back to the letter and continued reading:

4. Crawl around for ten minutes with the small plug in your ass. Prepare yourself for my big hard cock.

I sighed, the task somehow more humiliating then just putting a plug in my ass. I considered just pretending, but somehow that seemed wrong. So I glanced at the clock before starting to crawl around my residence like a dog. As I crawled, I reflected on the bizarre past week and how I ended up in this situation.

Would I do it differently if I could?

No!

Was I nervous about what was about to happen?

Yes!

Was I excited about what was about to happen?

Yes!

Did I care about the consequences?

Yes and no. I was no longer worried about being fired or having my career ended, but I was worried about students not respecting me if they knew of all my sexual depravity. I was nervous that if they knew of my submission to Nicole, they would no longer respect me as the adult, as the educator...and that I wasn't sure I could handle that.

By the time I got back to my bedroom it had been twelve minutes. I reached for the letter:

5. Take out butt plug one and put in butt plug two. Once in, put on a pair of panties to keep it in place and sit down at your laptop and return fan e-mails for the next twenty minutes. (I recommend more lube)

I again sighed remembering she knew of my secret writer's identity. As well as having to sit with the medium sized plug in my ass. Yet again I obeyed. After pulling the small plug out, I was surprised how suddenly empty my ass felt. I grabbed the second plug and generously lubed it up. I got onto my bed, bend my body to allow my ass to open up and slowly pushed the medium sized butt plug into my ass. Like the small plug, there was a slight burn as it filled me, but again not as intense as I expected it would be. Once it was all the way in, I lay on my bed for a couple of minutes while I got used to the plug inside my rectum. Eventually comfortable, I slowly slid off the bed and waddled awkwardly to my dresser where I grabbed a pair of panties. It was awkward to put panties on with a butt plug in my butt and it started falling out as I bent down but by clenching my ass cheeks I kept it in.

Panties on I awkwardly walked to my computer and slowly sat down, grimacing before my ass even hit the chair. A sharp pain burned through me as the plug went deeper as I sat down. I closed my eyes and just sat allowing the burning pain to dissipate, the light buzzing of the egg in my pussy helped. After a couple of minutes the pain faded and I checked my e-mails. I sent a few responses to fans that had sent feedback, I politely denied a story plot that was not up my alley and I added two fans to my mailing list. I also sent out a twitter update having forgotten to do so yesterday when my new story was released. There were no e-mails from Alexis or Nicole to elevate any addition stress, as my twenty minutes quickly ticked by.

Having completed task five, I slowly got off the chair, causing a new burning sensation and slowly walked back to my bedroom to read task six.

6. Text me at the number inside the box NOW to see where I am.

I grabbed my phone and typed in her number.

I am on task six now.

Almost instantly I received a reply:

Is that how a pet addresses her Mistress?

I sighed again, before quickly replying:

Mistress Nicole
I am on task 6 and in my bedroom with a butt plug deep in my ass.
Pet Jasmine

I don't know why I went from one extreme to another, but I did. She replied:

Much better, my pet. After all you have written about submissive subs I would assume you know the expectations. I will be back in about half an hour which gives you just enough time to finish the rest of the tasks.
Fucking you soon...
Your Mistress

The words 'Fucking you soon' sent a rush of pleasure directly to my needy cunt. I reached for the list of tasks and continued reading:

7. Get dressed. No panties or bra. Do not put the pantyhose on yet.

Finally, an easy task. Although I pondered how I would keep the butt plug in my ass without the underwear. I put on the cheerleader's skirt and the sweater with a big C on it and looked in the mirror. Being dressed like a teenager dropped a few years off my life.

I reached for the list:

8. Put your hair in pigtails. Is your underwear off? Is the butt plug still in your ass?

I realized I was still wearing the panties from the earlier task and felt an eerie chill at the thought she assumed I would disobey that task. I quickly rectified that error, slipping my panties off while trying to stay as straight as possible. Once I had them off, I awkwardly walked to my dresser to grab two elastic bands to put my hair in pigtails, something I had not done since I was actually a teenager in high school. Once done, I returned to my bed and again looked at myself in the mirror. The pigtails made me look even younger, which at almost forty is always a nice thing.

I grabbed the paper to read my ninth task.

9. Take out butt plug 2 and replace it with butt plug 3. The first two plugs should have prepared your tight little asshole for the third plug. Again, lubrication is your friend.
P.S.: turn it on!

I quit clenching my ass cheeks and the medium sized butt plug slipped out of my ass and onto the floor. I grabbed the third one and realized it was a vibrating plug. I turned it on and wondered if such vibrations would enhance the pleasure or intensify the pain. I again lubed the toy excessively (I think I used half the bottle on the three toys) and got myself back on the bed in the same position as I did for butt plug two and slowly slid it in my ass. The buzzing from the egg in my cunt, mixed with the toy vibrating as it slowly entered my ass was a new sensation unlike any I had felt before. It had my mind spinning and I had to focus to continue filling my ass with the vibrating butt plug. I don't know if it was the excessive lubrication, the gentle buzzing pulsations or the preparation of the first two, but I felt no pain at all as I took the biggest of the three toys in my back door. I lay there for a couple minutes enjoying the strange double sensation when my phone buzzed.

Thankfully it was on my bed and I reached for it.

I will be there in 15 minutes my pet...I hope you have plug three in by now. Don't you fucking dare come Ms. Jasmine!
Finish the last three tasks before I arrive.

Realizing time was of the essence, I reached for the list and read task 10.

10. Put on the pantyhose to keep your toy in place.

I opened the package and as I sat on my bed to put the pantyhose on I pushed the plug deeper into my ass than anything had ever been inside me. I yelped at the sudden violation and pain and moaned as well as I accidental sped up the speed. I quickly put the silky pantyhose on and once dressed as a slutty cheerleader I again looked in the mirror. I looked eighteen again.



Running out if time, I quickly read the next task:

11. Pour us both a glass of red wine and make us an appetizer plate.

After all the sexual instructions, this one seemed odd. I was not just submitting to her sexually, I was now giving alcohol to a minor and serving her like a maid, these should have been the things that caused me to reconsider my whole submission, but it didn't. I sat on my bed and considered just how ludicrous this all was. As my mind considered my options, the double buzzing inside me caused me to no longer be thinking straight and before I had made a decision mentally, my body had already decided for me.

I walked into the kitchen and pulled out some lunch meat, cucumbers and cheese. Once the plate was full, I opened a new bottle of wine and poured us both a glass. I quickly gulped down my first one, some liquid courage in case I had any more second or third thoughts, and poured myself a second glass, before heading back to my room to read the last task.

12. Go to your door with my glass of wine, get on your knees, and wait for your Mistress to arrive.

I assumed she would be here any moment and I hurried to the kitchen, grabbed both our glasses of wine and got in my submissive position on my knees, in my own home and waited for my teenage she-male Mistress. I had finally accepted I was no longer in control of my life.



12. FINAL SUBMISSION

Do you know when perspective really sets in? When you are sitting on your knees, holding an empty glass of wine in one hand, having finished my second full glass in fifteen minutes, and a full one in the other for your student, your she-male student who has promised to fuck your ass...which is, of course, currently filled by a large vibrating butt plug at the order of said student. Each minute that ticked by had me an anxious mess. How had I allowed this to happen? Why did I allow this to happen? Why was I still on my knees waiting for her? These and many other equally good, but unanswerable questions bounced inside my head as I continued to wait.

My knees ached, my pussy leaked and my ass was tingling as Nicole continued to not arrive. Finally, almost half an hour later than she said she would be there, Nicole came sauntering in.

Nicole grabbed the wine and said, "Sorry, I was late I realized I should shower and change out of my sweaty volleyball uniform." She spun around in her red dress and black pantyhose and asked, "You like, my pet?"

"You look very nice," I answered, still on my knees.

"Nice? Really? That is how you describe your Mistress?" she asked, clearly offended by my answer.

I stammered, "S-s-sorry, you are radiant."

"Radiant, I like that?" she smiled, sipping from her wine. "So I assume you obeyed each of my preparation tasks."

"Yes, Mistress," I admitted, the double buzzing and her incredible beauty making me weak and ready for submission.

"Hmmmm, hearing you say the words Mistress is way more rewarding than reading them in an e-mail," she smiled. She snapped her fingers and ordered, "Follow me, my pet, I have been looking forward to this for a long time."

"Yes, Mistress," I obeyed, putting the empty glass down and began crawling on all fours behind the long-legged she-male seductress, my pussy tingling with anticipation.

"Soooo obedient," she said impressed.

Once in my room, she sat on the edge of my bed and said, "So you had a nylon fetish before you came here?"

"Yes, Mistress," I nodded from my subservient position.

"When I set up your computer and decided to snoop I was not expecting to find such incriminating secrets," the sexy teen explained, as her left shoe tangled precariously from her foot. She continued as I stared like I was being hypnotized and the shoe was the watch, "I downloaded your whole library on a memory stick that night and quickly devoured your whole erotica library, including many not finished stories and a few you seem to have finished and not released, why is that?"

I explained, "I like to release a story every week or two so my readers are constantly getting fresh pieces of writing."

"When do you have time to write so much?" she asked, adding, "you are a very prolific writer in under three years."

I bathed in the compliments as I explained, "I have a story or two going on my iPad, another one or two on my iPod and another on my laptop. I write while in line, I write at work when students are writing exams or watching a movie, I write in bed."

"What dedication, my pet. I hope I can expect the same dedication as my submissive," she said, her shoe dropping to the floor revealing newly painted blue toenails.

"Of course, Mistress, I am very focused at being the best at EVERYTHING I do," I replied stressing the word 'everything'.

"I loved all your stories I have read so far, my pet, particularly the teacher submission stories and the very revealing 'Taking Jasmine Walker' story, I learned a lot about you from that. But it was your 'Blackmailed: Cheerleader's Cherry' and 'Blackmailed: Cheerleader's Mom' that really got my cock revved up. Your vivid details of preparing an ass inspired me and I replicated such preparation tonight as you prepared yourself for my cock," Nicole explained, wiggling her nylon-clad toes just inches from my face.

"I am happy my stories turn you on, Mistress," I said, meaning it. Every fan e-mail is still a rush and every fan criticism still hurts, so it was extra thrilling to be told in person my stories were appreciated.

"That it did. Do you plan a part three for the blackmailed series?" the teasing teen asked.

I had came up with a title and plot in my head during the drive here a couple of weeks ago, but had actually forgot all about it since I arrived. I answered, "Although I have not started writing it, it will be called 'Blackmailed: Cheerleader's Orgy', I think."

"Mmmmmm, delicious and do you have a plot in mind?" Nicole asked, her foot sliding slowly up the back of her other pantyhose-clad leg.

"Not really, just an orgy after the graduation, but not sure of the specifics or how many girls will get sodomized by the big cocked principal," I explained.

"Big cocked principal isn't that ironic," Nicole chuckled, the implication clearly about our Headmistress's impressive member.

"I suppose so," I laughed back, before adding, "a lot of things have been ironic or foreshadowing since I arrived."

"Actually, your own literature has foreshadowed almost everything that has or will happen to you," the sultry seductress smirked.

"I guess you could look at it that way," I nodded.

"For example, how many of your stories include nylons?" Nicole asked.

"Almost every one," I confirmed.

"And how many include the submissive sucking the sheer toes of another woman or licking the stocking soles of a powerful figure?" Nicole questioned.

"Quite a few," I answered.

"Well, maybe we are just characters in one of your stories, right now. I am the tantalizing teen with a strong personality and you are the innocent submissive who has always fantasized of a thrilling sex life, but been living in the doldrums of society's expectations," Nicole said, as she stretched her leg straight out, her stocking toes touching my nose.

"It would be a good story," I encouraged.

"Wouldn't it?" she asked. "What would Jasmine Walker have her character be forced to do next?"

"Suck each toe through the sheer nylon like they were ten tiny cocks," I admitted, both what I would actually write and what I actually wanted to do that very second.

"Well, make your story come alive, my pet teacher," she gently ordered, rubbing my face with the sheerest nylon that existed.

I briefly allowed her to caress my face, the feeling so relaxing and sexually satisfying in a way I couldn't even begin to explain. I said, "This face rubbing is new and something I will have to add to a future story."

"I can be your muse," she said, flirtatiously.

"And I your obedient slave," I replied, wanting to give myself to her mind, body and soul in a way I never had with my husband or any other man. She knew my secrets, she knew my sexual weaknesses, and she knew my desires, with such knowledge she had a power that was way beyond my control to prevent nor did I want to.

"Fuck you are hot, Jasmine," she said, as she allowed her other shoe to hit the floor and she rubbed both her silky soles on my face.

I finally made another fantasy a reality, another constant sex plot in my stories as I took her stocking-clad foot into my hands and took each of her delicate toes in my mouth one at a time. I took my time as I wanted this sordid submission to last forever. Her moans were soft, my tease was gentle. After thoroughly sucking each of her toes on her left foot, I switched to the right and replicated the dedicated attention.

As I finished the last of her ten toes, she asked, "What would your character do next, Jasmine?"

"Whatever she was told," I slyly replied, trying to give her total control over me.

"Well, obviously you silly girl," she teased, again rubbing her foot on my face. "But if you were writing the story, what would the powerful teen seductress make her eager pet teacher do?"

"Probably slowly move up your legs splattering them with butterfly kisses," I admitted.

"Well, kiss away, my pet," a smiling Nicole ordered, watching amused from her perch of power.

"Yes, Mistress," I agreed, loving saying the word 'Mistress', it seemed to just roll off my tongue and liberated me at the same time.

I caressed her leg with both hands as I surveyed every inch of her foot, her ankle, calf, knee and thigh, before grazing past the tantalizing temptation of her fully hard and begging to be released cock and replicating the pampering pleasure down her other leg in reverse order: thigh, knee, calf, ankle and foot.

Again, she asked, "And then what would happen in this sultry tale?"

I answered, "That is where my plots usually diverge into possibility."

"What are my options, my pet?" she asked, once again rubbing her amazing silk feet on my face.

It was distracting, but I listed off the potential options, "One would be for you to force me to undress. Two would be for you to have me pleasure you orally. Three would be to move up to your ripe firm breasts and continue my oral assault on your body. Four would be for you to turn the tables on your eager slut and fuck me."

"Don't multiple choice questions usually have five choices?" she questioned.

Going all teacher philosophy on her, I apparently couldn't turn it off, I explained, "Research shows that usually the fifth choice is absurd and always wrong so thus good multiple choice questions instead have only four options."

"Hmmmm, well give me a fifth absurd option then," she suggested, her nylon toe slowly moving around my lips.

I didn't even hesitate as I throw out another fantasy. "Five would be you make me crawl through the dorm and pleasure every senior as I am used over and over as the senior classes' personal pleasure plaything."

"Wow what a number five. I will have to keep that option in mind my pet," she smiled, and added, "and I see you love using alliteration."

"It is the witty writer in me," I replied, not even realizing till after I said it that I had again used alliteration. I joked, "Apparently I can't stop."

"Sexy submissive should slowly and slyly slither up my silky stockings and smoothly slip and slide over my," she paused, the word play tantalizingly delicious, "Damn I was doing well, but what is another word for tits starting with an 's'?"

As my tongue slivered slowly up her silky stockings I suggested, "stacked spheres."

She laughed, cupping her large breasts, "Stacked spheres is a new one."

I reached her package and she quickly stood up, pulled her dress over her head and tossed it onto the bed.

I needed no instructions to continue exploring the tightest, most beautiful body I had ever seen. I kissed every inch of her firm belly, I swirled my tongue inside her belly button as I slowly slithered up to her large breasts, held ever so teasingly in her lacy black bra.

I kissed every inch where her bra and flesh met below her breasts, before continuing my thorough tongue examination. I reached between her breasts and slid my tongue between her two firm spheres of sin. Her breathing began to get heavier and I felt her move her arms and seconds later her luscious breasts were liberate from their restrictive clothing jail.

I moaned myself, my tingling pussy begging for attention, as I moved my tongue and began the concentrated kissing of her left breast. I continued taking my time as I left no area of her breasts free of attention, except her stiff erect nipple with I purposely ignored. I replicated the attention on her right breast before cupping both her tits in my hands and taking her right nipple in my mouth. I swirled my tongue around it, over it and around it again and again. I kissed her nipple and sucked hard taking her nipple and whole areola into my mouth.

Nicole who hadn't said a word in over ten minutes finally whimpered, "Oh God, Jasmine, that feels soooooo good."

I let a smile cross my lips, well as best as one can smile with a mouthful of tit, before I replicated the intense teasing on her left nipple. I continued my Christopher Columbus exploration as I moved to her neck where I continued to gently kiss everywhere. Finally I reached her ear, my weakness when someone wants to quickly get me revved up for pleasure, and I breathed into her ear. I tugged on her earlobe. I swirled my tongue around and in her ear. I moved my lips down her cheek, to her chin, avoided the magnetic pull to her lips, moved to her other cheek and then replicated the exhaustive ear attention. Finally, I whispered to the heavily breathing teen, "Now what, Mistress?"

"Shiiit, Jasmine, I have never been so, so, so," she stammered unable to finish her thought.

Again, I was flattered and I broke the intimacy by trying to shock her again. I love being unpredictable, something I always fantasized about being, but rarely was. "Does my sexy student want her slut teacher to suck her cock? Or maybe you want to shove that snake in my slut box? Or maybe you want to fulfill your promise by pounding my back door?"

"Oh, fuck, your little teacher tease," she moaned, pulling me in and kissing me hard. The kiss wasn't intimate or sweet, but rather intense and lustful.

Breaking the kiss, she pushed me back down to my knees and I immediately moved my mouth over her pantyhose covered cock. I swarmed her with hot breath which caused her cock to constantly flinch. I had never felt more powerful or sexy than I did during that moment.

Nicole groaned, stood up and pulled her pantyhose down and unleashed her eight inches of perfection.

I grabbed her stiff cock and took it in my mouth. Unlike, the sweet sultry slowness of my lavish attention of her body, I gobbled her cock like a cheap cock-hungry whore. I bobbed up and down wanting her to desperately want to fuck me. I needed to come so bad that nothing else mattered. If my own parents walked in at that moment I would not have stopped, my insatiable appetite to please and to submit overcoming every fibre of my being.

I was rewarded for my eagerness as she groaned, "You really are a hungry little slut, aren't you?"

"Famished," I moaned back.

"Famished," she laughed. "You're a whore now, a slave. Talk like one."

"Yes, Mistress," I agreed, instantly turning into the insipid bimbo I envisioned I could be. "I am so hungry for your big cock. Use your slutty slave teacher as you wish."

I returned to devouring her cock, eventually taking all eight inches in my mouth.

"Shiiiit," she said impressed, "Almost no one can deep throat me."

Again a warm sense of pride hit me at impressing my she-male student.

Pulling out, she ordered, "Take out your egg, slut."

"Yes, Mistress," I agreed, and began to pull down my pantyhose.

"No, rip a whole for access to your cunt," she demanded.

I quickly obeyed, my pussy soaking wet with anticipation, as I ripped, with a bit of work, my pantyhose in the crotch.

Nicole lay back on the bed, her cock standing straight up and ordered, "Come fuck yourself, Ms. Jasmine."

The formal name was a quick reminder of who I was, her teacher, but I didn't care anymore. In the classroom I was the teacher and she the student, but in the bedroom she was the teacher and I the student. I quickly climbed on the bed and straddled her, slowly lowering myself onto her big cock. "Aaaaaaaaaaah," I moaned loud enough to let anyone nearby know I was being fucked. A wave of pleasure cascaded through me, followed by a searing pain as the butt plug still in my ass reached new unexpected depths as I landed firmly on it as I crashed down on Nicole's body.

"Ride me, my slut," she ordered. I began bouncing up and down as she continued the verbal assault that only enhanced the wave of euphoria I was experiencing.

"Faster, my pet cunt," and "You love my cock, don't you my hungry whore?"

"Yeeeeesssss," I admitted, my orgasm on the rise.

"Take off your shirt, Ms. Jasmine, I want to see my teacher's titties while she rides her student like a dirty fucking whore."

I tore off my cheerleader's shirt in a heartbeat, and was now naked except for the pantyhose and cheerleader's skirt.

"Such nice small titties," she admired, as they bounced up and down in unison with my body.

"Thaaaaank yoooou," I moaned. A minute later I could feel my orgasm about to burst after only a few minutes of fucking myself on her cock, "I am going to come soon, Mistress, can your slave come please?" I begged.

"What do I get in return?" she asked, grabbing my hips and holding me in place, her cock buried deep inside me.

"Anything you want," I whimpered, meaning it.

"Anywhere I want?" she questioned.

"Yes," I immediately agreed, consequences be damned.

"Any time?" she continued.

"I am your twenty-four seven three hole fuck doll," I answered shocking both of us with my over-the-top declaration.

"Come, my slut," she ordered, as she held me in place and began to furiously buck her hips up, fucking me hard and deep, also making the vibrating butt plug also fuck me hard and deep.

As the orgasm came rising in like a wave and then came crashing down to the shore with full force, she continued to call me names and treat me like a whore, knowing it is exactly what I wanted to hear.

"I'm going to fuck your ass next my slut," and "Lisa and I are going to double penetrate you like the dirty whore you are," and "I will take you to our glory hole where you can suck cock after cock after cock," and finally "Tell me what you are, cunt."

As I answered her my orgasm reached a fevered pitch, "I'm your pet teacher, your slut, your cocksucker, your submissive, your slave, your twenty-four seven plaything, oh god, oh god, oh fucking yeeeeeees, I love you, make me yours foreveeeeeer."

Gibberish continued to spew out of my mouth as the greatest wave of euphoric bliss shuddered through me, like a tidal wave of pleasure crashing in wave after wave while Nicole continued to thrust her magic wand in me.

"Keep coming," she ordered, as if I had any choice. After years of ones and twos on the Richter scale of sexual euphoria I had finally hit a ten and the tremors and aftershocks continued to register long after the original earthquake hit.

I don't even remember when or how I ended up on all fours, the lingering remnants of the euphoria still trickling through, but I was brought back to reality when the vibrating plug was pulled out and my she-male student asked, "Ready to be ass-fucked, Ms. Jasmine?"



Every time she used my name, I chill of cold reality hit me as I remembered instantly that I was the adult, the role model, the one who was suppose to be in charge; yet my body didn't care what my mind thought. "Yes, Mistress Nicole, take your teacher's tight ass."

"Again with the alliteration, slut, you really can't stop can you?" she teased, her cockhead rubbing up and down between my ass cheeks, spreading excess lubrication.

"It's just one of my quirks," I replied, grabbing onto the corner of the bed as I braced myself for the expected pain.

"As is writing porn," she retorted, as she positioned her cock at my open rose bud, the cold lube a contrast with the heat of her wide mushroom top.

"As is being a submissive," I added.

"Touché," she laughed as she put her hands on my hips and slowly pushed forward.

"Aaah, aaah," I whimpered as her wide cock broke past my restrictive backdoor.

"I am a bit wider than the plugs I used to prepare you with," she explained.

"You are so fucking big," I whimpered, trying to focus on breathing as I dealt with the widening of my ass.

"Why thank you. I know I am not as long as my Aunt Alexis, but I make up for it in girth, don't you think, my pet?"

"God, yes," I replied, still getting used to the stretching of my ass and the odd unexplainable mixture of pleasure and pain.

"You are so fucking tight, my pet. It is like fucking a virgin," Nicole commented, as she continued her snail's pace invasion of my ass.

I said nothing as I focused on not tensing up as she slowly went deeper inside me. Silence, other than my stunted breathing, filled the room as the teacher submitted completely to her student. Finally, the pain about to burst at the seams she announced, "Holy shit, my pet, you took it all in you."

"Good," I whimpered trying to sound proud, but the wavering in my voice gave away the pain I was currently feeling.

"Just relax. I promise the pain will dissipate and an indescribable pleasure will replace it," my confident teen Mistress explained, not moving as I got accustomed to having my ass so full of her cock.

"Kkkkk," I agreed, but wasn't convinced I would ever enjoy being fucked in the ass. I loved the idea of anal sex, it seemed like the ultimate submission, giving yourself to another by such a taboo act (that taboo act doubled because she was a student and I a teacher and tripled when one added the fact that she was a she-male).

Her hand gently caressed my back, an act so intimate and smoothing, a sharp contrast to her dominant personality and current reality that she had her eight inches of stiff cock buried in my ass.

After a minute or two of the calm she whispered, "I'm going to slowly move in and out of your ass Ms. Jasmine."

Finally adjusted to her cock in me, I said, "Ok."

"Ok, what?" she asked.

"Ok, Mistress," I answered.

"Good girl," she purred, as she slowly pulled her cock almost all the way out of me before filling me back up. The new pain I anticipated didn't arrive and instead a surprising yearning began to grow.

After a couple more minutes of a very slow deliberate fucking of my ass I wanted it faster and harder. I couldn't believe the words out of my mouth. "Faster, Mistress, and harder."

"Tell me exactly what you want me to do, Ms. Jasmine," she teased, not going any faster or harder.

Frustration began to build as I yearned to be fucked hard. I begged, the foul-mouthed me coming alive, "Fuck my tight ass, Mistress. Pound your teacher like the submissive slut she is."

"Delicious," she said and began to pump her cock in and out of my new pleasure hole. The sensations I was experiencing were unexplainable, but undeniable. I could feel a second orgasm beginning to build which has never occurred for me during a sexual encounter...ever. I did not experience multiple orgasms, it was something I had come to accept after years of attempting to make it happen...yet there it was stirring inside me.

Wanting to make the impossible possible, I begged, trying to sound as dirty as possible, "Harder Mistress, slam your salami stick up my shit-hole, ream my rectum with your rock hard rod, pound my poop shoot with your prick."

"That is so fucking hot slut," she grunted, before adding, "Thank God I had Reika swallow a load on the bus or I would have cum long ago."

She picked up the pace, slamming into me, her body colliding into mine as each forward thrust seemed to reach new forbidden depths in my ass.

As my breathing increased, and my unfathomable second orgasm began to increase in potential, she asked, "So in your stories, how would the horny slutty teacher finish off her Mistress?"

I didn't hesitate as I answered, "She would fuck herself on her student's cock like a cheap whore until her ass was filled with her Mistress's full load of gooey perfection."

"What a delightful suggestion," Nicole said, stopping her hard deep thrusts. "Fuck yourself, Ms. Jasmine."

"Yes, Mistress Nicole," I answered, as I began to bounce back on her cock. It was awkward at first as I tried to get into a rhythm, but once I did it was the most beautiful feeling ever....pure sexual poetry in motion.

A couple minutes later, my breathing an erratic mess, Nicole's almost as erratic, she asked, "Is my ass-slut going to cum from having a cock in her ass?"

"I thiiiink soooooo," I struggled to answer as I continued to literally fuck my own ass.

"You have me close, slut. Are you close too?" she asked.

"Sooooo close," I admitted, desperate to reach a second orgasm for the first time ever, yet frustrated that it wasn't completely rising to euphoria, it continuing to be just a tantalizing tease.

"I want you to come on the count of five, Ms. Jasmine," Nicole ordered, grabbing my pigtails.

"Kkkkk," I whimpered, before adding, "But I am not sure it is possible."

"I wasn't asking for a commentary. You come when I tell you to, is that fucking clear," she demanded, her tone shifting to aggressive, as she tugged on my pigtails.

"Yes, Mistress," I agreed, although not convinced I could obey her demand,

"One, my dirty cock-sucker, which of your student's do you want to suck next?" she asked.

The first name that popped into my head was Lisa so I answered, "Lisa."

"Oooooh, you love her accent?" Nicole tightly guessed.

"Yeeeees," I answered, my orgasm continuing to bubble but not burst.

"Two, my pet teacher, which student would you like under your desk licking away at your cunt while you write your naughty stories?" she asked, again giving a firm tug on my pigtails.

The shy but good at everything Japanese Reika was the obvious choice. "Reika," I admitted, not remotely ashamed at my inappropriate thoughts of my students.

"Three, tell me how much you love my cock in your ass," she ordered.

The orgasm rising, bubbling just below the surface, I answered, "I fucking love it. I am so close to having my first multiple orgasm because of it."

"Ever?" she asked, surprised.

"Yes, I have neeeever had multiple orgasms," I admitted, my desperate desire to change that reality overwhelming me.

"Well four, we are going to change that my cunt, my slut, my ass whore, my cocksucker," she rattled off, each one sending quivers of humiliating pleasure directly to my core of submission.

And on five, the long dormant multiple orgasm volcano erupted as she ordered, as she pulled back on my pigtails as she slammed forward meeting my backwards movement, "Five, cum now or I will never fuck you again, you she-male lover."

"Fuuuuuck, yeeeeees, oooooh, god, Ohh, Fuuuuck," I quaked as the impossible became possible and I collapsed onto the bed, Nicole thankfully knowing to let go off my pigtails.

Nicole took control continuing to fuck my ass as my second orgasm erupted through me. Seconds later, I heard the undeniable grunt and felt my insides being coated with cum which sent another eruption of pleasure through my body.

"Take my cum in your ass, Ms. Jasmine," she grunted as she continued pumping her cock in and out of my ass as stream after stream of cum filled me.

As she pulled out, even though I was exhausted and weak, without thinking I turned around and took her cock in my mouth, desperately searching for any last remnants of her cum.

"Shiiiiit, you are the biggest little cock slut I have ever had, Ms. Jasmine," she moaned, as I deep throated her still erect and pulsing member.

A minute later, I allowed her cock to slip out of my mouth and I collapsed back onto the bed, cum leaking out of my ass and onto the sheets.

Nicole stood up and smiled. "Well, I hope you have enough for a good she-male seduction story."

I laughed weakly, "Ohhh, I think I have a lengthy tale to write."

"You can call it She-Male School," Nicole suggested, as she bent down to grab her dress.

I stared at her perfect ass and wondered if she ever got fucked herself. After a moment, I added, "And the sub title could be 'A Teacher Falls'."

As she put her dress on, she paused and considered the title, "She-male School: A Teacher Falls...I think it could just work."

Five minutes later she was gone and I, although exhausted, knew I had a tale to tell. I walked to my computer, my ass now a bit sore and started typing.

She-male School: A Teacher Falls....

The End
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BECOMING A LESBIAN SLAVE
1. A trivial beginning
I couldn't believe it had come to this...getting outside help. I had run this business for almost twenty years as the owner and main decision maker and we had been successful throughout our run. My small, but amazing staff ran like clockwork and I had not hired anyone new in over five years.
But since the recession hit, sales had plummeted and after many failed attempts of rebuilding my business I was desperate.
I own a bridal shop called White Wedding in downtown New York City and although a small shop in comparison to the massive corporate takeover of today's society, it had always been quite successful. I believed in creating an experience for my customers so I hired only amazing people and treated them exceptionally well. We sold everything needed for the bride and her party: wedding dresses, bridesmaid dresses, veils, pantyhose and stockings (depending on the bride's preference), matching shoes, garters and so forth. Many of my customers were referrals from previous satisfied brides or family members. We had opportunities to grow over the years, but I liked the family setting and avoided becoming a big corporate non-feeling identity like so many others had become.
The domino effect that would change my life and my business started like I suppose it always does with a casual conversation and no hint of what was to come.
I was chatting with my hosiery supplier on the phone when I asked, "Who did your restructuring last year?" My exclusive hosiery supplier had their own financial issues and I recalled Ariel telling me they had hired some big shot restructuring guru to assess every aspect of their business.
Ariel replied her tone changing slightly, "Amber Anderson."
"Was she worth it?" I asked, thinking the name Amber Anderson sounded like a stripper at some sleazy strip-joint written all over it.
"Well, our profits have quadrupled and many celebrities are wearing our products now?" Ariel said.
"She got the celebrities?" I asked.
"She is a very powerful and cunning woman who does not take no for an answer," Ariel explained.
That seemed like exactly the type of person I needed to turn around the steady decline in my profit margins, which had hit below the breakeven point for the past eight straight quarters, even after I had made various changes to get out of the slow decline. "Is she available?" I asked, seeing the potential to turn this sinking ship around.
"I don't know, she left here a couple of months ago, but shows up every week or two. She was given ten percent of profits in the company as part of her contract," Ariel revealed.
"Isn't that a lot?" I asked, thinking that was a crazy amount.
"Well, I thought so at first, but based on our most recent numbers, I would say it was well worth it. We just had our best quarter in twenty years."
"Wow," she seems to be a miracle worker."
"That she is," Ariel replied, before adding, "But be warned she will drastically change how your store is run and she will want total control while she works with you."
"That seems pretty extreme," I said, hesitantly, having always been the soul decision maker.
"I suppose so, but she gets results," Ariel said.
"So you would recommend her," I asked.
"Wholeheartedly," Ariel said.
"Well, desperate times call for desperate measures," I joked and after getting the woman's contact information I hung up the phone.
Did I need a restructuring person? I didn't think so, but if she was available, it wouldn't hurt to at least hear what she had to say.
.....
After contacting her, she sent me her references which were the most glowing references I had ever read. This woman had seemingly turned around several other financially troubled businesses in the past five years. But I have never put much stock in paper references and thus called each of her references, which, in a rarity in a still male dominated business world, were all women.
Each woman, they were all women ran business's I realized, raved about this miracle worker who not only stopped the steady decline in sales, but turned their businesses into such successes that each quarter since Amber's assistance had bested the quarter before. Although all three ladies praised her lavishly, I thought it odd that each referred to her as Ms. Amber and not Ms. Anderson which would have seemed like the logical way to address her.
Confident that the references checked out and desperate that if I didn't do something soon I would lose the store I had spent years building, I decided to make the call.
She was on a holiday in Europe, but agreed to fly back a couple of days early to meet with me on Friday.
Content with my decision, even though asking for help was not a trait I was usually comfortable with, I continued on with my day to day responsibilities.
2. The Interview
It wasn't an auspicious start. This production guru was four hours late, with no phone call. I had given up on her arriving when Sophia, my secretary, came into my office, which she didn't usually do.
"Your 10 o'clock appointment is here, Cassandra," Sophia announced her tone hinting a warning. All my employees called me by my first name, I felt it built friendships and trust and an equal playing field between employer and employee.
I looked at my clock, I sighed, it was 2:12.
I was just about to tell Sophia to make her wait when a young, blonde haired, woman, in a checkered mini-skirt, a white blouse with two buttons opened that allowed her ample cleavage to be the center of attention, sauntered into my office unannounced.
She sat down on the chair across from me sitting her briefcase beside the chair and opened with, "So your little store is in trouble."
I was shocked by her abrupt opening and the fact that she didn't look to be older than twenty, not to mention referring to my store as little. Her hair in a ponytail made her look like a college freshman and not the elite restructuring guru I was expecting.
She sighed as if reading my mind. "I am twenty-five and my age is irrelevant. What is important is analyzing how you allowed your business to fade into potential oblivion."
"Excuse me?" I asked, insulted by her implication.
"That is why I am here is it not?" she asked, impatiently.
"Yes...no. You are here to help me rebrand my store after the economic downturn," I countered, shifting the blame away from me and to the market crash.
"Excuses, excuses," she responded with a roll of the eyes and a flippant wave of the hand. "The reality is your business is falling apart and I am here to fix it, yes or no?"
"Yes," I admitted, slightly rattled by being treated so disrespectfully, especially by such a younger woman.
"And you need me to fix it?" the smug young blonde asked, surprising me again by planting her five-inch black heels on my desk, her legs encased in black pantyhose.
I was flabbergasted by the gall of this young woman, but attempted to hide my growing anger. "Yes, I guess," I answered.
"You guess," she mocked. "Either you need me or you don't."
I hated to admit it, disliking this cocky bitch and her pretentious and condescending attitude, but I was desperate, so I swallowed my pride. "Yes, I need you."
"Good, and Ariel explained my terms?" she asked, blowing a bubble with the gum she so rudely had been chewing.
Part of me couldn't believe I was willing to give my store's fate and reputation over to this bitch, but again my fear of my store going bankrupt overruled my dislike for her. "Somewhat," I answered, wanting to be able to set my own terms.
"Well listen closely," she said, her tone implying she was speaking to a child, which pissed me off even more, "because these are non-negotiable."
"Ok," I replied, although I was very nervous over what I was saying ok too.
"Good, first I get ten percent of all profits, based on the assumption that your earnings improve under my leadership," she explained, standing up and walking behind me.
I'd read books on the power of leadership and knew exactly what she was up to...positional power. Yet, hearing the number of ten percent seemed awfully high. I said, looking up from my still seated position and having to crane my neck to make eye contact which I knew was important in what was clearly becoming a pissing match, "Ten percent is a bit steep from my perspective."
"Take it or leave it," she responded, her tone implying she really didn't care one way or another. "But keep in mind I only get paid if I am successful. If I fail and make your profits any worse than you already have, which is practically impossible, I don't get paid. Therefore your earnings will go up even while paying me my reasonable fee."
Although I hated her tone, hated her attitude and hated her implications that I was to blame, her explanation was tough to argue. All of a sudden, it was a win-win situation for her and me. If she was successful, my store would increase its profit margin even while paying her, much more than I pay my long-time employees, but would not hurt my bottom line. Alas, if she failed, I was back where I started from and I could enjoy tarnishing her name through my many powerful contacts. "Fair enough," I agreed, happy with my internal rationale.
"Good, you are smarter than I initially took you for," Amber said, her hand going to my shoulder.
It lingered there as I tried to understand the purpose of this move and tried not to snap at yet another insult thrown my way.
"Second, I have complete authority to make any changes I feel necessary to save this little store from the bankruptcy abyss it is currently spinning towards," she revealed, squeezing my tight shoulders.
Was she really saying what I thought she was saying? She was making herself temporary CEO, not that my store was big enough to have a CEO, a store I had created and built for the past nineteen years. Not over my dead body I thought.
As I fumed over this absurd second condition, the younger woman assessed, "You seem tense, maybe you need to get away for a week. I know just the place for you to go and relax while I save your business."
I stammered, "W-w-what?"
"Sophia get in here right now," she demanded her tone impatient as if Sophia should have known she was about to be beckoned.
Sophia rushed in concerned that something was wrong, not being accustomed to being called in such a manner.
"Pretty quick, Sophia, you may be worth keeping," Amber assessed, her version it seemed of flattery.
"Thank you, ma'am," Sophia responded, being polite like she always was with all guests to the store.
"You are welcome," Amber replied before asking, "could you please look up the number for Relaxation Sensation."
"Yes, ma'am," Sophia replied, while giving me a look of what the hell?
I just gave a slight nod that implied just do it, a very subtle facial expression I had used before, Sophia and I having our own facial language after all these years, which we both understood.
"And Sophia," Amber added, Sophia stopping at the door, "You will refer to me as Ms. Amber, is that understood?"
Sophia again looked my way, but Amber interrupted. "Sophia from now on I am in charge, so you need not look to Cassie."
"That would be Ms. Williams, or at the very least Cassandra," I shot back, hating both her pretentious attitude and people's willingness to shorten my name. If I wanted to be called Cassie I would say so, it is Cassandra.
"Whatever," she waved me off trivially, not even looking my way as she instructed MY secretary to do her biding. "Get me that number, now!"
Sophia replied, avoiding eye contact with me this time, "Yes, Ms. Amber."
"Good girl," she replied, as if my secretary was a dog.
I was furious and had decided that she wasn't worth it when she turned to me a smile on her face for the first time as she addressed me by my shortened first name. "You see, Cassie, the key to success has three pieces."
"Oh this I am dying to hear," I quipped, sarcastically.
"You really are a stubborn mule aren't you, that should make this way more fun," she said, her words clearly full of intent I couldn't fathom.
"Please, speak to me with respect," I replied, attempting to sound tough, although the power shift lost some in the please translation.
"I am," she said, seemingly surprised by my accusation.
"It doesn't feel that way," I answered.
"Sorry," she began her tone suddenly sounding sincere. "I can come off as brash, aggressive and well, let's be honest here among friends, an utter bitch. I was called the ice bitch throughout high school, which I graduated at sixteen and even worse in college which I graduated at twenty, with full honors. The reality is I don't lose...ever...and if that is perceived as me being a bitch, so be it."
Suddenly I felt bad. She had been judged solely on the basis she is a very smart woman and extremely attractive. "I see your point. I too had been judged harshly because of my dedication to this store over having a man in my life." I realized I was getting too personal something I did a good job of usually avoiding.
Her next words shocked me.
"Are you a dyke?" Amber asked, her social filter clearly not on.
"God, no," I gasped and then joked, "I just don't need some needy man around...love them and leave them I always say."
"A good philosophy," the younger woman replied, our original cold relationship seeming to warm.
Sophia returned and handed Amber a piece of paper.
"Can you get them on the line for me?" Amber asked, her tone though implied annoyance at what she clearly saw as implied when she made the earlier request.
"Sorry, Ms. Amber, I will get them on the line, ASAP," Sophia replied, her facial expression showing her anxiety of again not being good enough.
"And hurry," Amber added, even as Sophia was out the door.
"Could you please try treating my employees with more respect," I requested, still annoyed at her abrupt attitude.
"People work harder when there is a clear line between employee and employer," Amber explained.
"I run my business like we are all a family," I explained proudly.
"And therein lies the problem," Amber countered, as if it was obvious.
"Excuse me?" I asked.
"Family members who work for family members never work as hard as they would for non-family. It is not on purpose, but family takes advantage of family that is just how families work," she explained.
"But none of them are actually family," I explained.
"But you treat them as such," Amber assessed. "Therefore their productivity will be less than if you treated them with a clear employer-employee relationship."
"They are all very hard workers," I argued. "The family piece enhances a sense of community and pride for their work."
"How many weeks of vacation do your employees get?" she asked.
"Four," I answered, proud of my generosity.
"Are you kidding me? You are losing weeks of productivity or you are wasting money galore on temps," she accused, her facial expression like she had just seen a horrific murder live.
"Well, again I believe if you treat your employees right and make them feel like family, give them a sense of ownership, they will work to the best of their ability," I explained my philosophy.
"How Karl Marx of you," she sarcastically quipped, just as Sophia's voice interrupted us on the intercom.
"Ms. Amber, Relaxation Sensation is on line two for you," Sophia announced.
"Thank you Sophia," Ms. Amber replied politely, like a normal, person would. Moving to my desk, she asked, again politely, "Do you mind if I use your phone?"
Using my usual courtesy for a guest, I stood up and allowed Amber to sit at my desk while she took the call.
As I stood, Amber plopped into my leather chair, flipped her heels off and put her feet up on my desk. I watched in stunned awe as she took over MY desk as if it was hers. She reached for the phone and said, "Hello, this is Amber Anderson."
She giggled like a school girl. "I know it has been a while."
Amber looked at me comfortable in MY chair, at MY desk and in MY office and waved her hand at me as if implying she wanted us to leave.
I stood my ground, flabbergasted at the implication that I was to leave MY own office.
Amber said to the person on the phone she was chatting to like an old lost friend, "Could you give me a minute, Betty?"
Looking up at me, her stocking-clad feet and long legs a bit of a distraction, she said politely, "Could you please give me just a few minutes of privacy?"
Her tone was so polite and unlike her demeanor most of this interview (funny this started as an interview didn't it?), I suddenly felt obliged to give her the privacy. Without a word, I turned and left the room...left MY office...let someone else use MY desk.
In the reception area, Sophia was back at her desk. I looked down at the store through the glass window...not a customer in sight as my two employees, Camree and Tilley, chatted to each other. As much as I hated the idea of allowing a pragmatic woman like Amber to try to fix my store, I really didn't have any other choice. Without a major influx of customers, I would be forced to close my business...and my store...White Wedding... would fade into the oblivion like so many other stores and businesses since the market crash...it seemed the big got bigger, the small got crushed. Determined to keep my shop alive, I sighed at the obvious reality that I needed this woman.
Staring at the empty store, Sophia asked, "Is she the one?"
"I don't know," I said, still staring at the abyss of my store. "Sadly, I don't think we have any other options."
"It's ok," Sophia said, her hand on my shoulder, "We will adapt. Remember, you researched her before inviting her. She is the best, even if she is a bit standoffish."
"That's a nice way to put it," I smiled, turning to look at my secretary since we first opened. She was easily the sweetest, most compassionate woman I had ever met...as well as loyal.
She hugged me like she did when my father died, and when my fiancée dumped me for a younger version and suddenly everything felt right.
"Over the intercom, Amber's voice crackled, "Sophia, could you please send in Ms. Williams."
Rolling her eyes, she went to the machine and replied, "Yes, Ms. Amber."
Turning to me, she asked, "Why Ms. Amber and not Ms. Anderson?"
"Beats me," I shrugged. "But watch out, everything she does seems to have a purpose."
"Agreed," my chubby secretary nodded, but her facial expression hinted at fear.
I walked back into MY office, determined to regain control of this power play game Amber was playing. She was still in the same place as when I left...at MY desk, legs up and heels off. "Sit down, Cassandra," she offered, pointing to my guest chair.
I was again fuming, although happy to see she was using my full name, but after having looked at my empty store yet again, in the middle of the day, I squelched that anger, my humility and sat on MY guest chair. The smile that crossed her face, as I sat on the chair she should have been in, was devious and only increased my fury.
"So good news," she opened with.
"And what would that be?" I asked, desperately trying to contain my sarcasm and anger.
"I got you in," she announced.
"In where?" I asked, sick of playing games already.
"To Relaxation Sensation, of course," she replied, before adding, "although you don't have much time, your flight leaves in four hours."
"Flight? Where?" I asked, my head spinning at both her pretentious tone as well as the feeling of power slipping through my hands.
"Hawaii," she said, "a weeklong trip. I even got you a first class flight."



"I can't go to Hawaii," I replied, the suggestion ludicrous.
"You can and you will," she said, her tone firm, as she stood up and slipped back into her heels.
I stared at her stunned and stammered, "I-I-I can't...."
She bent down and put her perfectly red manicured finger nail to my lips. "Sssssshhh, Cassie," she said, again using my shortened name, again attempting to show her power. "The last piece of my non-negotiable contract is that the owner leaves for at least a week, so I am not dealing with him or her as I try to restructure the company."
"You want me to leave?" I said, bewildered.
"Yes," she said, pulling me up from the chair, "now go home, pack for the heat of Hawaii and let me do my job."
"But...." I began but was again interrupted.
"Simple question," she began, towering over me. "Do you want your store to boom again and not look like a western ghost town?"
"Yes, but...." I was again stopped.
"Then leave it to me. I have taken stores and companies much bigger than yours from the depth of disaster to the top of the market, I can do the same for you, if you let me," she said, sitting on MY desk directly in front of me, again I was losing the power play as she positioned herself firmly in control.
I was staring at her black stocking-clad legs which were distracting me even though I didn't remotely find women sexually attractive.
"Earth to Cassie," she said, her heel now tangling on her toes. "Do you need me or not? I have other business's who would hire me in a second."
"Sorry, yes I need you," I admitted, breaking my daze.
"Good, then do as I tell you," she said, her heel falling to the floor.
I stared at her toes which were just as perfectly manicured as her fingers. Everything about her was perfect, why would I expect anything less for my store. Before I could regret my decision, I announced, standing up, "You are hired."
"Can you get me my shoe," she asked, showing no happiness or surprise by my declaration.
I instinctively grabbed the shoe, even though deep inside I knew this was a test. I handed her the shoe and she pushed me even further. "Could you please put it on for me, Cassie?"
I was already beginning to regret my just declared offer as she continued to attempt to put me in my place. But I ignored the urge to snap, my store more important than my pride, and I grabbed her ankle and was shocked at how soft the nylon was.
As if reading my mind, she explained, "The newest stocking from Hotwear Hosiery, an invention I concocted...sexy, silky smooth and seductive, don't you think?"
"Yes," I agreed, my hand without permission from my mind slowly caressing her stocking-clad ankle.
"The shoe Cassie, the shoe," she said, her tone amused at my obsession with her ankle.
"Sorry, Amber," I apologized, embarrassed by my actions as I put on her shoe.
"It's Ms. Amber, Cassie," she corrected, standing up and again towering over me. She was at least 5'8 in her five inch heels compared to my 5'1 in my comfortable, but not fashionable flats, which only helped to exaggerate the height difference.
I refused to apologize but instead asked, "What now?"
Amber pulled out a contract from her briefcase and ordered, "Just sign the contract."
I began to read it, knowing never to sign a contract without reading the fine print. She said, "It is all standard except for the non-negotiable items we have already discussed and my ten percent."
Very unlike me, I signed the document without reading it entirely, something I would regret later.
She took the papers and said, "You should get going or you will miss your flight."
Dazed by everything, the power I was giving up, my business in the hands of a cold twenty-five year old and the fact that I had to stay away for a week, I was unable to move.
Amber again brought me out of another daze, "Cassie, leave now," she instructed, with a very clear finality to it.
"Kkkkk," I agreed, my head in a fog as I walked out of the office, leaving it in the seemingly capable hands of a young woman I had met just over an hour ago.
"You ok, Cassandra," Sophia asked, seeing my dazed look.
"Fine, fine," I said, before adding, "Ms. Amber will be in charge for the next week."
"Where are you going?" Sophia asked shocked by my sudden decision to leave.
"On a much needed vacation," I answered, just as Amber called out.
"Sophia please come in here this instant."
"Go," I said, adding, although I wasn't sure I believed it myself, "Everything will be all right."
I headed down the stairs, into the empty store and out the door, everything I worked for now literally in the hands of a stranger.
It was hours later, while on the flight to Hawaii that it occurred to me that she never told me the three pieces of success.
3. Relaxation and Masturbation
My week in Hawaii was the most relaxing of my life...eventually. Located right on the beach of Maui, my luxurious room had a beautiful view of the ocean...the scene was so serene that I felt at peace with life for the first time in years. It didn't start out that way though. I considered turning around and returning home the whole flight as I replayed the bizarre day in my head over and over...watching the most bizarre rerun ever. I flip-flopped back and forth a million times. Had I really just given my store to a twenty-three year old to run for a week?
Finally, just as we were landing, I decided I would stay the night and return tomorrow...but that all changed when reality set in.
Once off the plane, I was greeted by a handsome Hawaiian man who had my name on a sign...Cassie Williams I noted, but it wasn't his fault. He took my bags, called me ma'am and took me on an hour long drive to the middle of nowhere. I checked into the hotel and was given an agenda by a young blonde woman who introduced herself as Betty.
"We have been expecting you, Ms. Williams," she greeted with the warmest of smiles.
"You have?" I asked.
"Ms. Amber has booked you in for the full service celebrity package," Betty explained.
I noticed the use of the Ms. again and tried to recall if this was a place that Amber had rebuilt. Ignoring that curiosity for the moment, I asked, "And what does that include?"
"A week long journey of serenity and self-discovery," she smiled, before adding, "in layman terms you get to live like the stars do, except with no media to distract your mediation."
"No media?" I asked, my cell phone my best friend.
"None," she repeated, adding, "no phone service, no Internet service, not even a T.V."
"I didn't know such a place even existed in this world," I said, shocked.
"Here is your key," Betty said, her smile so sweet and comforting.
I asked, taking the key, a serious question, "What will I do here for a week?"
"Don't you worry about that; your whole schedule for the week has been pre-planned by Ms. Amber," the pony-tailed blonde explained.
"Figures," I mumbled under my breath, before asking, having to know, "Why do you call her Ms. Amber?"
"That is her name," she responded, as if the answer was obvious.
"Yes, but you called me Ms. Williams," I pointed out.
"Which is your name, isn't it," she said, seemingly genuinely confused by my confusion.
Figuring this was enough of the 'Who's on First' routine, I said, "Thank you, Betty, all I need now is a glass of Chardonnay and a good long night's sleep."
"I will have Spencer carry your bags up and bring you a list of all our exotic drinks," Betty said, ringing the bell.
Suddenly, as if out of nowhere, a shirtless Roman God with muscles like a wrestler appeared.
"Room 69, Spencer?" Betty instructed.
"Yes, Ms. Betty," the Greek God said taking my bags.
Again the Ms. and first name, it was driving me nuts. I followed behind him and quickly learned he was just as perfect from behind as he was from the front. Suddenly feeling adventurous and horny, I wondered if he would enjoy a blow job as a tip. I let my teenage lust out as we arrived at my room...which would be a very inaccurate description. It was a Penthouse, with its own library wall. Candles were lit throughout the massive spread and classical music played that seemed to be coming from all directions.
I turned to Spencer the God of all Men and attempting to turn on my charm I smiled, "Can you stay for a drink?"
"Sorry, Ms. Williams, the help is not allowed to fraternize with the guests," he replied.
My hand on his chest, I asked, on full attack mode, "You sure? You look like a rule breaker."
"I am flattered, ma'am," he said, "but I must decline."
"If you change your mind just knock three times," I flirted, the implication of what I was offering obvious.
"Ok, ma'am," he said, trying to be polite, but clearly not interested.
"Can you please bring me a bottle of Chardonnay?" I requested, trying to regain a shred of integrity.
"Of course, Ms. Williams," he said, leaving me standing there frustrated by his rebuff of my offer.
I walked around the room in awe at the luxurious room before going to the balcony. Opening the door, I walked out and was instantly on the beach and a hundred yards from the ocean. The fresh air was vitalizing and seemed to be clearing my senses.
A knock at the door brought me back into the room. Opening my door, Spencer was there with a full bottle of Chardonnay and walked in and placed it on the glorious oak table. "Do you need anything else, Ms. Williams?"
"Not unless you have reconsidered my offer," I smiled, coyly.
"Sorry, ma'am, rules are rules," he said.
Once he was gone, I poured myself a glass of wine and returned outside. I tried to think of the last time a man had refused my advances. I had never married because the thought of a man I would have to look after was exhausting. Instead, I went from fling to fling, the men staying the same age even as I got older. Not having the baggage that a relationship carries had afforded me the opportunity to build my business, to travel to exotic places and to have a great home and many of the other luxuries of my life.
Very few people believed me when I said I was forty. Like my mother, I have aged well due to a mixture of things including: my DNA, my rigorous work out regiment, and a healthy diet. I have hazel eyes that many men have complimented, pitch black hair that shines and a smile that has always been my secret weapon to get what I want (until Spencer that is). I have firm strong legs that I usually showcase in my trademark silky shine mocha pantyhose, I still have firm 38D breasts that I accentuate with tight blouses and dresses and a pretty perfect ass that is highlighted when I do wear jeans..which isn't too often. In other words, I never had much problem getting a man when I needed one, I just seldom needed one.
With today's technology it isn't just phones that have improved greatly, so have the toys, which I sure was wishing I would have thought to have brought with me instead of forgetting in my rush to catch my abrupt flight. I did have to admit though, first class was a whole new world of flying. Not sure I could afford it every time I flew, but I would definitely be considering it if my store took off like Amber implied it would in her hands.
My first glass gone, mixed with the crazy day, a lengthy flight and my exhaustion hit me hard. After taking one more look at the ocean and the waves lazily hitting the shore, I returned to my glorious room. I put the rest of the Chardonnay in the fridge behind the bar and after all the usual night time routines, I collapsed into my bed. I was so tired, I don't even remember falling asleep...but I do remember waking up.
The dream that shook me awake felt so real.
Spencer was in my room having changed his mind. "Ma'am, you are impossible to resist," he said, as he lifted me into his arms and carried me outside. The warm breeze and fresh air hit us both as he laid me on the soft sandy beach just a few feet from where the waves continued to gently roll in and roll back out.
He lowered himself on top of me kissing me gently. My hunger to be pleased, to be fucked hard the way I usually like it, had me breaking the kiss and pushing him onto his back. I tugged off his pants and underwear and eagerly took his disappointingly still flaccid cock in my mouth. The feeling of a cock growing inside my mouth has always been a turn-on to me...I like the power...the knowledge that it is me making him grow. Although flaccid, it did look impressive, once fully erect he was a solid seven inches and thick. I bobbed up and down on his cock, enjoying the first cock I have had in a while until I couldn't wait any longer.
Pulling his cock out of my mouth, I ordered, "Fuck me Spencer."
He smiled back, holding his cock straight up, "No you fuck me."
I didn't hesitate as I tore my panties off and was left in only my flimsy nightie covering me up. I straddled his cock and lowered myself on him. His girth widened my wet pussy, making me feel full and hungry for more. I began riding his cock filling myself completely with each downward bounce. My body felt chills of euphoria as my impending orgasm began building inside me.
Surprising me, he lifted me up like I was a leaf and flipped me onto my back. Looking down at me, his smile began to change as his cock slid back into me. I closed my eyes enjoying his hard deep thrusts into me, my orgasm about to explode. Finally, he spoke, "Do you want to come, slut?"
I moaned, surprised by the sudden name-calling of this perfect gentleman, "God, yes, I am so close."
"Beg for it," he ordered, squeezing my tits roughly.
"Fuck yes, can I come baby, can I come like the dirty slut I am," I begged, the orgasm imminent, and my own derogatory words surprising me.
"Come for me slut," he ordered, and seconds later did just that, my body being swept away with an intensity I hadn't felt for a long time.
He kept pounding away inside me...hard and deep...like I wanted it, as the orgasm continued to flow through me. Finally, opening my eyes, I screamed, as I was no longer being fucked my Spencer, but his face and body had been replaced by Amber who had a devious smile on her face.
...
I woke up flushed and my panties were soaked, my left hand still in them. I sat up and looked around, confused by my surroundings. Slowly, yesterday came flooding back as I stood up, my knees weak from the orgasm I apparently had in sleep. I walked to the sink and poured myself a glass of water as I tried to make sense of my dream. Still exhausted and deciding it was nothing more than a lack of sleep, I downed the water and returned to bed. I drifted back into slumber rather quickly...but deep in my subconscious I was really rattled by the strange end to my dream.
SATURDAY
The next morning I was woke up by a knock at the door. I groggily staggered to the door and asked, "Who is it?"
"Room service, Ms. Williams," a female voice answered.
"What time is it?" I asked, starting to wake up.
"Eight o'clock," she answered, "your breakfast is here for you."
"Ok," I replied, surprised by the scheduled breakfast. I opened the door and a petite Chinese girl dressed in a shockingly revealing hostess outfit stood in front of me, holding a tray. The top of her white thigh high stockings were in clear view and her matching blouse was way too tight for her large breasts...and she was wearing five inch opened toe heels that allowed her pink toenails to peak through.
"Good morning, ma'am," she said, bowing to me slightly before coming into my room and placing the tray on the table made for eight. "How was your slumber, ma'am?"
"Very refreshing," I answered, realizing how good I felt. I was not a morning person, so feeling so alert and fresh after being woken up was rare for me.
"Excellent," the young Chinese woman replied, before adding, "My name is Bao and I will be your hostess for the week?"
"What happened to Spencer?" I asked, hoping to see more eye candy.
"He is on the evening shift ma'am," she answered.
Always interested in the origin of names, another quirk of mine, I asked, "And where does the name Bao originate from?"
"It means precious treasure, ma'am," she answered.
"Very cool," I said.
She smiled softly and said, "Ma'am, your full body massage is at nine."
"How do they know I want a full body massage?" I asked, even though nothing in the world sounded better.
"Your whole visit here has been scheduled by Ms. Amber," she answered.
"Have you met Ms. Amber?" I asked, digging for dirt.
"Yes, Ma'am," she replied.
"Did she reinvent this business?"
"Yes, ma'am, she changed everything."
"Everything?" I asked.
"Yes, Ma'am she changed this location from an obscure secret location to the ultimate hot spot for the rich and famous."
"Like who?" I asked.
"I am not allowed to say, Ma'am."
"Understood," I said, understanding the concept of confidentiality.
"Can I get you anything else?" she asked.
"No, I am good," I said, not used to being pampered.
"I will be back to get you ready at eight forty-five, Ma'am," she said.
"Thank you, Bao," I replied.
She bowed, this time without the tray, like a servant and said, "You are welcome."
She left and I shook my head at just how bizarre this experience had been so far and deciding since I was already here I would stay for the week...already feeling refreshed after just one evening.
I took a bite of my eggs and almost instantly had a food orgasm as they were literally the best tasting eggs I have ever had. The rest of the meal was just as amazing as I relaxed and ate in peace...something that seldom happened.
I was startled when there was a knock at the door.
I called, "Come in," as I glanced at the clock and realized I had been eating for forty-five minutes.
Bao walked in and asked, "How was breakfast, ma'am?"
"Almost orgasmic," I joked.
She quickly replied, with just the slightest hint of a smile, "Well, then just wait until you have had your massage."
"Oh my," I said standing up with a soft playful laugh.
Bao went to my bedroom and returned with a robe. She put it on me and said, "Follow me."
I did, amazed at the grace this petite woman had while wearing such ridiculously high heels.
I was led into a room with at least a couple of dozen candles which gave off a sweet fruity aroma, while light jazz played in the background. Bao said, "Please get undressed and comfortable on the massage table. Tiffany will be with you shortly."
Bao left and I undressed and got comfortable. A few minutes later, the mixture of the sweet aroma and the light jazz and I was falling back asleep when yet another ridiculously pretty woman came in. Just as ridiculous was her outfit. Although the attire itself was what one would expect, the white stockings and five inch heels were not. She was a ravenous redhead, with exotic blue eyes and looked to be in her earlier thirties.
"Good morning, Ms. Williams, my name is Tiffany. How are you enjoying your stay so far?" she asked, grabbing the oil.
"Exquisite so far," I smiled.
"Great word choice," she smiled, before instructing me. "Now just relax."
"Will do," I agreed, already well on my way.
The next two hours were pure heaven. She worked every nerve ending of my body it seemed as I became jelly from her touch.
When she was done, she instructed, "Drink a lot of water today and I will see you again Monday."
"You will?" I asked.
"You get me three times," she smiled with a wink.
Once she left, I lay there for a couple of minutes before Bao startled me by returning. She handed me my robe and suggested, "You may want to shower to get all the oil off of you."
I took the robe and agreed as she led me back to my room. The shower turned into a bath and I almost fell asleep when there was a knock on the door. I yelled, "Come in," as I got out of the bathtub.



"Lunch is served," Bao called.
Grabbing a robe after I dried off, I headed back to the dining room where another crazy spread of food awaited me.
Bao said, "Your next appointment is at one."
I looked at the clock it was just after twelve.
"And what would that be?" I asked.
"A meeting with Dr. Washington."
"And he is?"
"Your emotional consultant," Bao answered.
"What does that mean?" I asked, confused by her answer.
"It is best if you find out for yourself," she answered.
I ate lunch, got dressed and as expected Bao arrived to take me to my appointment.
I was led into another surreal room with books on three walls, a desk, a chair, a couch, and candles everywhere.
Again, like the massage, the room was very relaxing. I sat down on a comfortable chair and was again beginning to drift off when the door opened and a husky male voice spoke.
"Good afternoon, Ms. Williams," a voice spoke.
I opened my eyes and was face to face with another ridiculously good looking man, around my age, with a beard and rare green eyes. "Hi, Doctor."
"Please call me Phillip," he said, shaking my hand.
"Call me Cassandra," I replied, turning on my flirt mode.
"Well, Cassandra let's have you move over to the couch," he said, pulling me up.
I flirted, my libido still revved up and ready to go after last night's flirtations with Spencer, "Hmmmm, are you going to join me?"
He chuckled, "Let's just start the old fashioned way."
"Ok," I agreed, lying down on the comfortable couch, my sexual charms again rebuffed.
"So tell me about your business," he began.
"Well, you want the short or long version?" I asked.
"The long," he replied, with a clipboard in his hand.
The next forty minutes I retold my life story from the opening of my store to the glory days of the late 1990s and finally to the recent downward spiral I was currently dealing with.
"So your store is the most important thing in your life?" he finally asked, forty minutes of only nodding and making odd hmm-mmmm sounds.
"Yes, it has been my life," I admitted.
"Any regrets?" he asked, a strange out of the blue question.
"No," I instantly answered.
"Not one?" he questioned, digging deeper.
"Well, only that my business is floundering," I sighed.
"Interesting," he said.
"How so?" I asked.
He chuckled, but ignored my question. "I was informed by Ms. Amber that you are not married or in a relationship?"
"No," I admitted, explaining, "men are way too much work." Feeling very annoyed that Amber had been speaking to anyone about my personal life. Besides how did she know whether or not I was or wasn't in a relationship.
"So your store being successful is more important than a romantic relationship?"
"God, yes," I said.
"What causes you stress?" he asked.
I thought about this a while before realizing that all my stress was from running my store, twenty-four seven. We spent a few minutes discussing the in and outs, up and downs of having a store, the growing stress that had been compounded by the economic slowdown which had conversely had an impact on my bottom line.
Finally, my time was up and he suggested, "Well, I think you have come here at the perfect time, Cassandra. I recommend you really enjoy your time here and reflect on what you really want in your life."
I thought I knew exactly what I wanted in my life before this, but this hour had me reflecting about my obsession with my store and just how much of my life and energy I had spent on it.
"I will see you on Monday," he finished.
I walked out of his office and Bao was waiting for me. She led me back to my room and said, "Please change into your swimming suit as your hot tub treatment is next."
"When?" I asked, really wanting to take a nap.
"Thirty-minutes."
"Ok," I said, yawning, "it has been a rather exhausting day."
"This is your last scheduled activity for the day," Bao informed me.
"Good," I said and Bao left. I sat on the couch and reflected on my weird hour with Dr. Washington and how without saying it he questioned everything I had spent my life working on. Yet, the more I thought about it the more I disagreed with him. My store was who I was...you couldn't separate one without killing the other...as White Wedding had become the essence of who I was. I couldn't fathom living a life without my business.
After a few minutes, I changed into my two piece swimsuit that I bought to showcase my body while in Mexico last year.
Again, Bao arrived and led me this time to a luxurious indoor hot springs. The next hour, I just relaxed in the hot water letting my mine go blank.
Once done, I had supper in my room and sat on the beach until long after sundown just enjoying the beauty of the setting I was at.
Exhausted, I staggered to bed and fell asleep instantly.
I began to dream and again it was vividly real. Dr. Washington said, "Let's take your mind off of your store for a while," as he unbuckled his pants and offered me his cock.
I smiled, "Is this part of the regular session?"
"Each patient gets what they need," he smiled, before ordering, "Now get sucking, slut."
I had never been one to like name calling, yet his firm order had my pussy gushing. I opened my mouth and took his six-inch already fully erect cock in my mouth.
I started slow, enjoying his cock in my mouth, until he demanded, "I said suck my cock."
I obeyed the order, shifting instantly to faster bobbing.
"That's better cocksucker," he grunted.
Suddenly, I was craving his sweet cum. I began deep-throating his cock hungrily.
"Does my slut want my cum," he questioned.
"God, yes," I replied, taking his cock out of my mouth, before just as quickly taking it back in my mouth.
I bobbed back and forth like the slut he said I was for another minute before I was rewarded with the first shots of cum exploding into my mouth. I didn't slow down as I swallowed every drop of the doctor's salty seed.
I didn't stop until I heard the strange feminine voice say, "Good girl, Cassie."
Looking up, I was no longer staring up at Dr. Washington, but instead seeing Amber's face.
For the second straight night, I woke up a wet mess and confused at the bizarreness of Amber being in them.
SUNDAY
Day two was the complete opposite of day one. After breakfast, I was taken for a day on the ocean where I swam with dolphins, went scuba diving, and went on a three-hour ocean cruise. It was one of the most exotic days of my life. By the time I returned to my room at seven in the evening I was so exhausted I ended up falling asleep on the couch not waking up until there was knocking on my door thirteen hours later.
MONDAY
Day three was a repeat of day one where I had a long massage in the morning, although this time the masseuse spent a long time on my buttocks, her hand getting awfully close to my pussy which, although she never touched, had it begging for attention. I couldn't believe how her touch, so innocent in nature, somehow had my pussy begging for attention. I wondered what I would do if she crossed the line and touched my pussy.
My second meeting with Dr. Washington was more intense than our first meeting as he questioned my long-term goals, both professional and personal. I opened up more admitting to a couple of heartbreaking break-ups when I was in college that had led to my reverse serial monogamist lifestyle and to my focus on satisfying my emptiness through work. He then asked me why a bridal shop. I explained that I had always loved weddings, ever since I was a kid, and always wanted to have a bridal shop.
He asked, "Do you ever think that maybe you are living vicariously through your job?"
"No," I quickly replied without even thinking about it.
"Think about it Cassandra, are you happy?" he asked, just as time was up.
Back in my room, I couldn't get his last question out of my head. I chuckled at the cliché sentence 'always the bridesmaid never the bride' as I tried to justify the life I had been living for years. 'Am I happy?' What a stupid fucking question. Three simple words and my head was spinning with a question that should have been so easy to answer. Yet, it wasn't as black and white as it should have been.
The question continued to nag at me as I relaxed in the hot springs and the answer continued to elude me throughout dinner and all evening as I sat on the beach alone...alone...alone.
As Tiffany gently massaged my ass, I felt my pussy tingle with a sudden need of attention as I let out a slight moan.
Tiffany asked, "Are you all right, Cassie?"
"S-s-sure," I stammered distracted and suddenly embarrassed.
Her hands returned to my buttocks and she slowly moved my legs apart. My eyes went big as her hands slid between my legs and gliding ever so slowly towards my wetness. She asked, her voice dripping with innuendo, "Would Cassie like the full massage service treatment?"
"Yeeees," I whimpered, praying I understood her intent properly.
Her fingers slid down my ass cheeks and to my wanton pussy. A moan again escaped my lips. Her fingers teased my pussy lips for a minute before she said, "Role onto your back, Cassie."
I obeyed quickly and opened my legs suddenly wanting nothing more than to experience my first lesbian experience. Once her outfit was off, she surprised me by joining me on the table but instead of going between my legs she straddled my face, lowering her completely shaved pussy onto my face. Even though I had never seriously considered being with a woman, I didn't hesitate as I extended my tongue to her slightly glistening pussy lips. Her taste was unlike anything I had ever experienced and after a few tentative licks, I became eager.
Her moans increased as my eagerness did, and I was surprised when I suddenly felt a slap on my clit. It stung, but in a good way, adding fuel to an already well kindled fire. I moaned into her pussy as an intense pleasure rumbled through me. I continued licking as Tiffany continued spanking my pussy. I knew my orgasm was imminent.
"Beg to cum, slut," I heard.
I screamed, "Oh God, yes, please let me come," I begged, as I continued licking her pussy wanting to get her off.
"Call me Mistress Amber," the voice ordered.
I didn't even hesitate as I responded, my body desperate for release, "Mistress Amber, please let your little slut come."
My clit was suddenly frantically rubbed and in seconds my orgasm hit me just as my face was coated with pussy juice from the cunt above my face.
Waking up yet again from an orgasm induced dream, I couldn't believe how I got off being called slut and calling Amber Mistress. Why were all my dreams having Amber pop up in them? It was a frustrating question that I had no reasonable answer. I wasn't a lesbian and even if I was going to experiment it wasn't going to be with a bitch like Amber.
TUESDAY
Day four was another pampering day where I spent hours getting every inch of my body made over. I had a full skin revitalising as my skin was exfoliated, nourished and pampered, my skin literally becoming softer. A vitality wrap followed as did a manicure, a pedicure, foot soak and much to my shock a Brazilian (I had always went with the all natural look, so this took quite a bit of time and hurt a fair amount). Time in the Jacuzzi and a facial occurred after lunch and the afternoon ended with a haircut and red streaks added which seemed to make me look even younger. All the while, I was fed the most delicious cocktails ever and by the time I had supper I was not drunk, but well past tipsy.
Alone in my room, my hand went to my completely shaved pussy and I began rubbing myself. Horny as hell, my fingers were not enough and I went to the mini-bar and grabbed an empty wine bottle. I fell on the nearby couch, closed my eyes and began rubbing the bottle up and down my wet pussy lips.
Again Spencer who had continued to ignore my relentless flirtation popped into my head as the bottle neck slowly slid between my swollen lips and inside my needy pussy. But as I began sliding the makeshift cock in and out of me the images of who was fucking me changed. First it was Bao with a strap-on cock, then Marty the clearly gay black who had done my hair, next was the red haired Tiffany pumping her fingers into me, then it was Matthew my first boyfriend and it ended again with Amber this time slamming a strap-on cock in and out of me with that same smug smile she had in my office.
I screamed as my much needed orgasm waved through me as my mind played tricks on me. I had never considered a woman sexually, yet I couldn't help but notice the beauty of every woman who worked here, nor could I deny the reality that as much as I hated Amber's attitude, her long legs and confident demeanor had me in awe of her.
Like every other day at this relaxation paradise, I crashed early and slept through the night.
WEDNESDAY
Day five was another repeat of days one and three. Again, Tiffany gave me a thorough massage, her hands so smooth and tender. It was like she put me on constant tease, her hands tantalizing close to my breasts and pussy. In the end, leaving me high and wet.
I was to meet with Dr. Washington after lunch. I approached the meeting with apprehension as I realized I had not been able to answer his very simple question.
As soon as the session started, he asked, "So, were you able to answer the question I left you with yet, Cassandra?"
An hour later, I had thoroughly been psychoanalysed and felt like I had been mentally mind-fucked. As I returned to my room so many questions still lingered in my head as did my answers to his questions:
"What makes you happy?" he opened with.
I considered the answer a long time. "My store being successful," I finally answered.
"Are you currently happy?" he pressed on.
Again I pondered the question and his real intention for asking such a question. "Of course, I am happy. I enjoy my life and have very few regrets."
"What regrets do you have?" he asked, pulling out one word from my response.
"Well of course I have made sacrifices to have a successful store, mostly in regards to losing touch with friends and making White Wedding more important than any relationship."
"Do you regret those sacrifices?" he dug deeper.
"Oh sure, every once and in a while a 'what if' thought pops in my head, but that is natural for everyone," I said, trivializing the assessment.
Changing topics it seemed, he asked, "What do you want in life?"
I answered without hesitation. "For my store to be successful enough, that I could travel more and maybe have time for a relationship."
"Can't you have both? A successful store and a happy relationship?"
"I have never found that to be the case," I admitted.
A while later after he questioned my view of love, my definition of success and questions about my past relationships before he changed topics again. "What would you do if your shop failed?"
"It can't," I answered.
"Why not?" he pushed.
"It is all I have," I admitted. I couldn't imagine my store ever failing, as my identity and White Wedding had blurred into one. I was my White Wedding and White Wedding was me.
"What you have to ask yourself is if you are ok with that?" he asked, just as time was up.
As I was leaving, my mind spinning with more questions than answers after my time with the doctor, "I want you to spend tonight making up a bucket list. What you want to do before you die," the doctor instructed me.
These questions bounced inside my head while I was relaxing in the hot springs, during supper and as I sat on the beach and watched the sunset. I made up my bucket list which came flowing out of me way easier than I thought it would.
1. To have my store successful again.
2. To travel all of Europe.
3. To fall in love.
4. To learn another language.
5. To write a book.
6. To read more.
7. To see the Rolling Stones live.
8. To become a better cook.
9. To meet Brad Pitt (actually to fuck Brad Pitt)
10. To learn to make my own wine.
11. To wear a wedding dress.
12. To kiss a girl and maybe more.
After writing number twelve, I paused and re-read it. Before a few days ago such an idea would never have popped into my head, but there it was. Closing my eyes I again imagined Bao, Tiffany and Amber seducing me.
My hand wandered to my already slightly damp pussy and I began rubbing my clit as yet another fantasy popped into my head. There was no Spencer this time, just Bao, Tiffany and Amber each taking me. I begged Bao to lick my pussy, I begged Tiffany to fuck me with a strap-on cock, and I begged Amber to let me please her, by licking her pussy.
Amber smiled suddenly at my desk, in my chair, as she ordered, "Crawl to me Cassie."
I obeyed silently, my face burning with shame and excitement. This was MY office.
"Good girl, Cassie," she purred as I crawled towards her.
"Under my desk like a good little pet," she ordered.
I instantly obeyed, turned on by the order even as my head screamed no. Once under my desk, she opened her legs and asked, "Does Cassie want to eat my cunt?"
"Yes," I answered without hesitation.
"Yes what, slut?" she asked.
Although being called 'slut' was like a slap in the face, I reworded, "Yes, ma'am."
"It's Mistress you dumb cunt," Amber snapped, her glare burning right through me.
"S-s-sorry, yes Mistress Amber," I stammered, ashamed at my eagerness to please and yet desperate to make her happy.
"Beg bitch," she ordered, her fingers slowly spreading her pussy lips.
An insatiable hunger welled up inside of me and the words out of my mouth were unlike any I had ever said before (when with a man I was always the one in charge), "Please, let your slut eat your wet cunt. Make me your cunt pleaser."
Her smile was smug, just like it was in my office that first day, as she grabbed me by the hair and pulled me into her wetness.
I came hard on the beach as the bizarre fantasy brought an intense rush of pleasure through me. Realizing where I was, I opened my eyes and went red in shame as I saw a few others were watching me rub myself to orgasm. Even as my body continued to twitch with pleasure, I grabbed my journal and scurried into my room mortified by my actions.
Once inside, I burst out laughing suddenly amused at the reality of what I had done. Although embarrassed, I didn't know any of those people and it was liberating to think that I had done something so taboo.
I finished my bucket list while having a hot bath and went to bed wondering what was planned for me my last full day.
THURSDAY
Day six started shockingly with me having an orgasm in my sleep.
In my vivid dream, I was woken up with a tongue lapping at my pussy. I shot up and stammered, pulling the sheets off me and staring into Bao's sweet eyes, "W-w-what are you doing?"
Bao looked up and explained, "Ms. Amber instructed I must wake you up with an orgasm."
"What?" I said, equally flabbergasted by both the act and the reason.



"Sorry ma'am, but Amber's instructions were very clear," Bao explained, still between my legs. Without another word, Bao returned between my legs licking me gently, slowly getting me warmed up and wet, a slow burn wake-up call. I lay back and enjoyed the gentleness surprised at just how good having my pussy licked could be. Most men I was intimate with were either terrible pussy lickers, or didn't even bother going down on me, but Bao had obviously done this before.
The slow increasing build up finally came to a crashing wave after an eternity of sweet tease and I came harder than I ever had with a man.
I jolted up and saw that I was alone in my room. I couldn't believe just how real the dream felt and that evidence was prevalent from the wetness between my legs. The dream itself was strange, but stranger was the fact that somehow Amber had again been a part of it.
After a shower and breakfast, where I couldn't help but look at Bao in a different light before I was surprised once again.
Bao said, "Today Ms. Amber has planned a very full last day for you."
The mention of Ms. Amber had my naughty wet dream popping instantly into my head. "She did?" I asked.
Bao nodded, "Yes, please follow me."
I followed Bao to a new room that had a fashion show runway where I met Eleanor, a well dressed woman in, of course, five inch heels.
"Hi, Ms. Williams," the ridiculously beautiful woman greeted.
"Hi," I replied, before asking, "And what do you have in store for me?"
"Cat walk training," she answered, pointing to the runway.
"Really?" I asked.
"Yes, Ms. Amber insisted you have a couple of hours of practice," Eleanor explained.
"Why?" I questioned, the expectation absurd.
"No idea, but Ms. Amber expects women to dress to impress and to walk the walk," she answered, pointing to her heels, "in five inch heels."
"Why does everyone wear such ludicrous heels?" I asked.
She smiled, as if my question was silly, "Ms. Amber expects all her employees to wear five inch heels."
"But she is my employee," I pointed out.
Eleanor shrugged, "I have no idea about your situation, but here she trained all of us to dress professionally but with a touch of sexiness and five inch heels."
"Oh," was all I could get out.
"Ms. Amber sent over three outfits and a few pairs of heels for you to try on and expects you wearing one of them when you return," Eleanor explained.
"Well, I think I am fine with what I always wear," I replied, turning to leave.
Eleanor's tone shifted to worried as she pleaded, "Ms. Williams, please reconsider. If Ms. Amber has requested it, trust me there is a reason. She turned our near bankrupt spa into the most sought after spa in America. She knows what she is doing."
"Well, it could be fun," I shrugged, not wanting to give in, but seeing an odd fear in Eleanor's tone and demeanor.
Clearly relieved, she said, "Come this way."
The next fifteen minutes I tried on all three outfits and all five pairs of five inch heels. Each outfit was professional and yet sexy at the same time and somehow enhanced perfectly my voluptuous breasts. The heels, however, were ludicrous and I almost killed myself trying them on, never mind trying to walk while wearing them.
Eleanor said, "Up next, high heel walking."
"Don't you mean high heel homicide?" I joked, standing up in the heels that had me wavering like a buoy in rough waters.
She laughed, "Don't worry, it just takes practice."
"I am pretty sure there is not enough time left in my lifetime to survive walking in these things," I replied.
"You would be amazed," she softly encouraged. "It was like when I went to visit a friend in Canada in December last year. I never thought I would survive the blizzard freezing cold, but I did and after a few days my body began to adjust to the biting chill."
"Well, you only die once," I quipped.
"And at least you will have a story for heaven," she quipped right back.
I laughed as I followed her awkwardly in the ludicrous five-inch heels onto what looked to be an actual fashion runway.
I won't get into the details but for the next hour, I strutted my stuff on the runway slowly getting more used to wearing the heels and slowly building confidence as Eleanor complimented me and gave me advice. It was bizarrely exhilarating to walk the runway even if no one was watching other than Eleanor.
When Eleanor announced, "Well time is up," I was actually disappointed and stunned to learn over an hour and a half had flew by.
"Oh, ok," I said, trying not to act disappointed.
Eleanor explained, "Ms. Amber made it clear you are to wear the five inch heels and one of the outfits she choose when you return to the store tomorrow and on the flight."
"Why?" I asked, thinking such an outfit and heels very inconvenient for such a flight.
"Ms. Amber always has a purpose," Eleanor replied, as if Amber was Yoda.
"Well, we will see," I replied, not planning to obey the silly expectation.
"Please, do," Eleanor said, "You don't want to get on Ms. Amber's bad side."
Her tone again alarmed me and I wondered what Amber had over her. To pacify her I agreed, "Ok, I will wear one of the outfits."
"And the heels?" she questioned.
"And the heels," I agreed.
"Great," Eleanor said, suddenly her chipper self again. She gave me a hug and said, "Now for the best part of your week."
"I can't fathom what could possibly be left," I replied, meaning it.
She smiled, "Oh, you haven't seen anything yet.
And she was right. A three hour personal flight tour over Hawaii was the most thrilling moment of my life. I have never seen such beauty as I did during those three hours as it was just a chance to revel in the awe of the natural beauty of the world.
I never wanted it to end, but of course all good things do and I spent the evening packing and then watching the sunset while laying leisurely on the beach, reflecting on my bucket list and everything I wanted from my life. I decided I would work with Amber once I returned to make my business successful again, but I also would not be the workaholic I had been. It was time to start enjoying the small pleasures in life and I knew that this week of seclusion had forever changed me.
My last night I had yet another intense sex dream, my most intense yet.
I was walking the runway, finally getting pretty good with the ridiculous five inch heels when Amber sauntered in.
"On your knees," Amber ordered.
Eleanor instantly fell to her knees.
Amber glared at me and demanded, her tone ice cold, "You too, Cassie."
I had no intention of obeying yet I felt my body lowering itself to the floor.
"Good girl," she purred as she slipped out of her skirt revealing she was wearing a big strap-on. I watched hypnotized by her big cock as she said, "Hmmmm, does my little slut want my cock?"
I didn't respond, although the dampness in my pussy spoke volumes.
"Crawl to me my slut," Amber instructed, stepping onto the runway.
"Again I wanted to stop myself, but instead felt my body crawling towards her.
"Good girl," she purred smiling. "You want me to fuck you?"
I admitted as I reached her feet, "Yes."
"Yes, what?" she questioned as she tapped my head with her rubber cock, adding to the humiliation which somehow made me even wetter.
"Yes, Mistress," I reworded, submitting to her, giving her the power.
"Suck my cock, get it ready for your cunt," Amber demanded.
She shoved the plastic cock in my mouth and began slowly fucking my mouth. I responded by sucking it like I would a real cock. A couple of minutes of sucking the distasteful rubber cock, and she pulled out and demanded, "Turn around, slut."
I didn't hesitate as I turned around. She lifted my skirt up, yanked my panties aside, and thrust her cock in me without any warning.
She fucked me like a man, hard and fast, just how I liked it. I whimpered, "Fuuuuuck, yes."
"You like being my slut?" she asked, spanking my ass.
"Yes, Mistress, I love being your slut," I moaned, as she continued thrusting into me.
"Come slut, come on my cock like the dirty dyke whore you are," Amber demanded.
"Oh yes, oh, oh, oh, uh yes, fuuuuuuuuuuuuck, I'm comiiiiiiing," I screamed as my humiliating orgasm came flooding through me.
I woke up with my fingers in my cunt and my juices leaking out liberally. I shook my head frustrated by my inner mind's obsession with Amber. I was determined to deal with her once and for all when I returned tomorrow; yet, I had no idea what was waiting for me once I returned to the real world after my sojourn of tranquility.
4. MY RETURN
My morning flight left at 6 in the morning and thus I was up at 3:30, dressed according to Amber's expectations figuring it was not worth the fight.
I actually slept during the flight, something I never usually do and arrived home relatively refreshed after the flight (thank God for first class).
I waited for my luggage and was watching CNN on a television in the baggage area for a few minutes where I heard the newscaster announce that Taylor Wilson, the super movie star, was apparently getting married. I couldn't care less about celebrity gossip or their lives and was just about to turn away from the television when I saw her in a wedding dress in what was definitely my store.
Suddenly Amber was being interviewed but the volume was off and I couldn't understand what she was saying. I watched stunned as I saw a couple of very pretty young women seemingly helping other customers that were definitely not my employees. The store seemed packed and at the bottom of the television screen was Amber Anderson CEO of White Wedding (Ironic because my store was too small to have a CEO). Taylor Wilson was also interviewed seemingly gushing over the dress.
I grabbed my luggage and headed to the taxi lane. As I waited impatiently for a taxi, I grabbed my phone, which I remembered I could now use, and called the office.
Sophia answered.
I interrupted her usual greeting we had established as our phone protocol years ago and said, "Hi Sophia, it's me Cassandra."
"Hi, Cassie," she replied.
I was surprised by her using 'Cassie' something she knew I hated and something she had never in all our years working together had ever used. Yet, I ignored it as I wanted to know what was going on. "How was the week without me?"
"Life changing," Sophia answered, without any hint of sarcasm.
"I saw Amber on the news while I was waiting for my luggage," I said.
Sophia replied, "Yes, Ms. Amber and Ms. Wilson called a press conference yesterday to announce her upcoming wedding."
"At my store?" I asked, even though I knew the answer.
"Yes, Cassie," Sophia said again.
"Why are you calling me Cassie?" I asked, now annoyed, just as a taxi rolled up.
"That is what Ms. Amber insisted you be called now," my best friend answered.
"But why did you agree to do so?" I asked, as the taxi driver took my luggage and I stepped into the taxi.
"There is only obeying Ms. Amber," Sophia explained, as if that answered everything.
"Well, please don't do it anymore," I instructed.
Suddenly I heard Amber's voice in the background, "Get in here, Sophia."
"I have to go," Sophia quickly blurted out and hung up the phone.
I was furious. Clearly Amber had bullied Sophia and was now treating her with disrespect. That is not how I ran my store, even if it meant being successful.
On the taxi ride to my store, I pulled out my phone and quickly searched for news on Taylor Wilson and White Wedding, but very little showed up.
I had the taxi take me directly to White Wedding curious to see what the so-called miracle worker could do in a week and yet more focused on putting the bitch in her place, no one treated my employees with such disrespect. Yet, the moment I walked into my store I knew instantly she was indeed a miracle worker. There were customers everywhere and I had a few new employees, each ridiculously attractive and all dressed in attractive, yet classy outfits that showcased their large breasts and long legs. Not surprisingly, each young woman was also wearing five inch heels. Also, the store had been completely re-organized. The walls were newly painted, the lay-out was more open and even the cashier area had been rebuilt. It was like I was walking into a brand new store and not one I had spent the past fifteen years building with blood, sweat and tears.
I walked through my store in awe of how busy it was; busier than it ever had been even when we were relatively successful. I got to the back, climbed the stairs and was surprised when Sophia was not at her desk.
I walked into my office and Amber was at my desk on the phone while Sophia was on the floor on her knees massaging Amber's pantyhose-clad foot. Amber put her hand up in the air, implying I should wait until she was done on the phone.
I stared at Sophia who did not make eye contact with me as she resumed her odd menial task.
"Sophia what are you..." I began to say but was hushed by Amber.
Covering up the mouthpiece Amber glared at me and said her tone condoning, "I am on the phone."
My calmness was already fading, as I kept looking at Sophia who continued massaging Amber's foot while refusing to look my way. I impatiently waited as I surveyed my office, which was surprisingly, after seeing the massive renovations downstairs, still exactly the same as when I left.
Amber hung up the phone after a couple more minutes before asking, acting as if it wasn't absurd that my secretary was giving her a foot massage. "Welcome back, Cassie, how was your sojourn?"
"It was surprisingly relaxing," I replied, playing nice, before asking, "What is going on here?"
"Sophia is giving me a foot massage," Amber responded as if that explained everything.
"I see that," I said frustrated. "I mean why is she giving you a foot massage?"
"Because I told her to," Amber answered, again responding as if this wasn't strange.
I sighed and realizing quickly Amber was playing a game, I re-worded my question. "Why is Sophia not at her desk?"
Ignoring my question completely, she asked, "Do you like our stores' new look?"
The word 'our' pissed me off too, but I remained calm, my trip to Relaxation Sensation apparently paying off. "I have to admit it is very impressive, shocking actually."
"I am a magic worker," Amber quipped back, before adding, "I see you wore one of the outfits I chose for you?"
I again could tell she was playing me, trying to control the situation. So I shrugged, sloughing off the fact that I obeyed her, "The heels were a bit much."
"Oh no, the heels are the most important part," she smiled. "It is the first part of my success theory; I began to tell you about the other day."
I recalled that smug attitude that first day and the theory she hinted at but never revealed. I feigned curiosity, "I do recall you mentioning something about three keys to success."
"Do you want to hear it?" she asked, as she dramatically shifted her legs giving Sophia her other foot.
"Why not?" I shrugged, curious of her so-called success plan and distracted by Sophia's treatment.
"Well the first key is rather simple, dress for success. As a woman we must use every asset we have," she explained.
I countered, "I think I have done quite well without flaunting my body."
"Have you?" she asked, "last I checked you were near bankruptcy."
"Well, the market killed me," I again defended.
"Excuses, excuses," she waved her hand. "Excuses are for losers."
"Are you calling me a loser?" I asked, anger beginning to simmer.
"I didn't say that," she said softly, before adding, "but you did."
"I will not have you insult me in my office," I said, my anger continued to bubble.
She shrugged, looking at her watch, "Actually the rest of my leadership lesson will have to wait. I am heading out in a few minutes for the weekend to Paris. We will meet Monday morning at 9:00 to discuss my plan for our business," she answered.
"But I..." I started.
"And I have put Nicole in charge while I am gone," Amber said, standing up.
"Nicole?" I repeated.
"Yes, I have worked with her before in business transformations and she knows exactly what I expect," Amber said, lifting her foot up.
I watched in stunned awe as Sophia put Amber's leather boot on for her left foot. "I think I can run the store while you are gone," I said.
"You are welcome to work downstairs, we could use another salesperson we are swamped. But Nicole will be in charge," Amber said.
"But..." I began, as Amber switched feet and Sophia put the other boot on.
"Cassie my dear, trust me. You have put your business in very capable hands. Let me do what I do," she said.
I sighed, realizing I had given her a job to do and although I didn't like her style or blunt personality, the results so far were impossible to ignore. "Ok, but I want to see your whole plan Monday morning," I said, firmly.
Once her boots were on, she smiled and said, "Of course, Cassie."
Sophia stood up and followed Amber silently to the door. Amber stopped, turned and said, "Cassie, we will start YOUR training on Monday."
Before I had time to process her odd statement she was gone and Sophia followed her out. A minute later, I was still standing in my office trying to understand what had just occurred when a young red haired woman walked into my office.
She walked up to me and introduced herself, "Hi, I am Nicole McCafferty."
"I'm Cassandra Williams," I smiled, breaking out of my trance like confusion.
"It is nice to meet you," she smiled, so warm and charming, unlike Amber.
"You as well," I returned.
Suddenly, the phone rang. Nicole moved to my desk and said, "Could you please get that Ms. Williams?"
I assumed Sophia would get it, but when it kept ringing, I moved to my desk and answered it. While I was talking to a customer about directions to our store, Nicole was on my computer.
Once off, I asked, "So how do you know Amber?"
"Sorority sisters," Nicole answered.
"I was never in a sorority," I said, one of my regrets.
"It was a pretty crazy time," Nicole smiled, as if reminiscing.
"I imagine so," I replied, feeling like I was making a connection with Nicole the way I usually do when I meet someone new.
We chatted for the next few minutes about trivial things such as the weather and how my flight had gone. Before she revealed how Amber had gotten Taylor Wilson as a customer through her sorority alumni connections and that all the new hires downstairs were hired on temporary contracts and worked on commission based pay. It was something I had never believed in, commission, instead treating employees like family instead of dollar signs, but when Nicole showed me the sales report for the week I was gone I almost shit myself. The numbers were twenty times what I had made last month and Nicole suggested the numbers were deceivingly low as most of the sales hadn't really started until Tuesday.
As much as I disliked Amber's people skills, I had to admit she had made the impossible, possible in one week.
Nicole suggested, "I hate to be so forward, I understand this is your store and all, but the girls downstairs are swamped, could you go on the floor and help?"
"Sure," I replied, actually liking being on the floor with the customers. I started to leave, but finally remembered to ask where Camree and Tilley were, as they should have been working at this moment. "Where are Camree and Tilley?"



Nicole looked at me apologetically, "Amber let them go."
"What?" I gasped.
"She said they didn't fit into the new White Wedding image," Nicole explained.
"Why, because they aren't a size zero?" I said, suddenly angry again.
Nicole stood up and walked towards me, "I am not saying Amber's decisions are always fair, but they are always successful. Plus, both were given very good severance packages."
"I could be sued for wrongful dismissal," I said.
"Amber made sure they signed non-disclosure agreements before they received their severance packages," Nicole said, putting her hand on my arm.
Strangely, her touch sent a spark inside me. Nicole was easily one of the most beautiful women I have ever met in person and my week of self-discovery had made me reconsider my sexuality. I stammered, "W-w-well, I will talk to Amber about this on Monday."
Nicole squeezed my arm gently, "You are welcome to do as you wish, but I suggest you let Amber do what Amber does."
"I don't know," I sighed.
"Well think about it," Nicole said, returning to my desk. "But the girls downstairs could really use another body."
I left my office and noticed that Sophia was not there which was odd. Did she go with Amber? That seemed unlikely, but the more I learned about Amber the more the unlikely seemed likely. The next three hours flew by as I assisted customers, met my three new employees I didn't hire (each seemingly very nice) and watched my merchandise fly off the racks.
Exhausted, I went home and texted Sophia.
Where are u?
The reply came three hours later while I was in the bath tub right before bed. Getting out, I gasped when I saw the answer.
In Paris with Ms. Amber
I instantly texted back.
What? Why?
I got in my pajamas and flipped on the television waiting for a reply.
Amber wanted me to come with her as her personal assistant as she met with fashion designers this weekend.
I couldn't believe what I read. Was I paying for this sojourn to Paris for the weekend?
What? What about Jack and the kids?
She responded almost immediately.
The kids are with Mom and Jack is thrilled to have the house to himself for a weekend. Sorry, the taxi has arrived I have to go.
Deciding I had no control over the situation and it seemed Sophia had decided to go with Amber on her own cognition. Although I was worried about her, Amber seemed to be manipulating her; I pretended to support her decision.
Have fun! Don't do anything I wouldn't do!
She didn't respond back.
That night, even though back in my own bed, I had another wet dream.
Amber's legs were wide open and propped on my desk and I was under the desk between her legs licking her pussy; then I was licking Nicole's pussy; back and forth like a yo-yo as I pleased them both, a collar around my neck with an attached leash being held by Amber.
Amber explained, speaking as if I wasn't there, "You see Nicole, women like Cassie here are all the same. They think they are feminists, they think they are in control, and they don't even realize what they are missing out on until someone like me puts them in their place."
"Which is?" Nicole asked.
"On their knees eating cunt, of course," Amber laughed, "Isn't that right, Cassie?"
"Yes, Mistress," I replied, while I continued licking Nicole's pussy.
"What are you, Cassie?" Amber questioned, testing me.
"A slut, your slut, Mistress," I answered without hesitation.
"And what do slut's do?" Amber added.
"Obey," I answered.
Waking up, I kept repeating the word obey over and over again. My panties were drenched as I tried to understand my mental obsession with Amber, a woman I detested. Yet, there was something about her that had drawn my subconscious into a new world, one that I couldn't quite get my head around yet.
The rest of the weekend flew by as I went to work on Saturday and worked on the floor all day and actually had a night where I didn't have a wet dream. Sunday I went in and tried to go through the weekly receipts, only to find they were all gone. I texted Sophia to have her ask Amber where the receipts were.
She replied:
Ms. Amber told me to tell you that Nicole is in charge of the store in her absence.
Although frustrated, there was nothing I could do about it until I spoke with Amber on Monday. So I enjoyed a leisurely Sunday as I prepared for Monday's meeting...a conversation I played in my mind again and again.
I went to bed thinking of Amber and what was sure to be another power struggle and not surprisingly I had another frustrating wet dream.
This time it was me massaging Amber's stocking-clad feet.
"You look good on your knees, Cassie," Amber complimented.
"Thank you," I replied, her comment meant to humiliate, yet somehow making me proud.
"You want to fuck yourself with my foot, don't you, slut?" Amber asked, moving her stocking-clad foot to my face.
"What?" I asked, not sure I heard the question.
"You want to get off on my foot, say it, Cassie," Amber ordered.
The thought had not even remotely popped into my head, yet now that it was there, the idea was all I could think of. "Yes, Mistress," I admitted.
"Straddle my foot, slut," Amber offered, moving her foot straight up, her nylon toes standing up.
Embarrassed, but horny, I awkwardly straddled her leg and foot and hesitated not sure what to do.
"Well fuck yourself, dummy," Amber said, condescendingly.
I lowered my pussy directly onto her foot, the scene absurd, and used her toes as tiny cocks. I began to slowly buck back and forth, my wet pussy, opening up wanting more.
"Shit, your cunt is soaked, slut. You love being a little submissive slave, don't you," Amber smirked.
"Yes, Mistress, I love being your whooooore," I moaned, as more of her toes slipped between my pussy lips.
"Get all my foot in," she demanded.
"Yeeeees, Mistress," I whimpered, wiggling back and forth like a slutty porn star as all five toes disappeared inside me.
"Now ride my foot cock," she ordered, the smirk on her face one of utter amusement at just how desperate I was to obey, to come.
"Fuuuuuuck," I moaned, as I began to fuck myself with her foot. It was utterly humiliating and doubly satisfying.
A couple of minutes of fucking myself, Amber finally demanded, "Come my pet, my whore, my slave, my pussy pleaser, my slut."
Each derogatory name triggered a sensational pulsation of pleasure in my body and my orgasm exploded through me.
I woke up sweating and my pussy again leaking from a very vivid wet dream. What the hell? What was happening to me? Why was I continually having such stupid, yet authentic feeling dreams? I concluded whether it was good for business or not, Amber had to go.
5. A SHOCKING REVELATION
I arrived early for my so-called meeting with Amber. I wasn't the least bit shocked that neither her or Sophia were there. Around 9:30, I texted Sophia.
Where are you?
I got no answer and sighed as I continued waiting. Nicole showed up around ten and I asked, my tone clearly annoyed, "Do you know where Amber is?"
"No, but Amber lives on Amber time," Nicole shrugged, as if Amber usually did this.
"Well, I can't have such unreliability at my store," I said frustrated. "Plus, where is Sophia. She has never just not showed up before."
"I imagine she is still with Amber," Nicole said.
"None of this makes sense," I said, flabbergasted.
"I agree. Amber has an unorthodox style. But she has never failed...at anything," Nicole explained, before adding, her tone unreadable, "She always gets what she wants."
"No one always gets what they want," I replied, the statement rather extreme.
"Well," Nicole chuckled, "There is an exception to every rule and Amber is definitely the exception to the rules."
Nicole's phone buzzed and she answered it. "Oh hi, Amber how was Paris...Two o'clock...Ok, I will send her out...I imagine so...Sunday was pretty busy as well...ok, see you this afternoon...bye." Once off the phone, "They missed their flight last night and are on their way back as we speak."
"Figures," I said, again wondering if I was paying for this trip.
"She also asked me to send you on an errand," Nicole added.
"I am not her assistant," I said, coldly.
"She wants you to deliver the dress to Ms. Wilson," Nicole explained.
"Oh," I replied, suddenly no longer defensive. Amber was sending me to meet the celebrity who had obviously had a big part in White Wedding's overnight resurrection. "Well, I guess I can do that."
Nicole gave me the dress and the address and I headed to the hotel she was staying at, just a few blocks away. As I made the brief walk, in my five-inch heels which I had finally got used to, I pondered that maybe Amber was not so bad. She could have sent Nicole to do this, or did it herself when she returned, but sending me clearly made a statement that she still understood it was my store.
I had to pass security to get up to the penthouse and then had to wait over three hours before I was allowed up. Hungry and crabby, not a good mix, I headed up the elevator to meet one of the most famous women in the world. I was surprised when Ms. Wilson answered the door herself in a robe. "Excellent, I have been expecting you," she smiled.
"It is a pleasure to meet you, Ms. Wilson," I said.
"I am sure it is," she replied, as she said, "Follow me."
I followed her into the penthouse suite which was nice, but much to my chagrin not as impressive as my suite at Relaxation Sensation.
We were in the bedroom when she took off her robe, now in only white panties and bra and said, "Grab the stockings from the bed."
"Um, ok," I said, laying the dress on the bed as I picked up the white stockings.
Sitting on a chair, she ordered, as if I was her servant, "Put my stockings on."
"Pardon?" I asked, completely taken aback by her expectations.
"I don't have all day," she sighed.
Mortified by being treated like a servant, yet not wanting to upset my star client, I walked to her, dropped to my knees and slowly rolled the first stocking up her leg. I couldn't believe what I was doing, nor could I believe that my mind stared at her panty covered pussy as I finished putting the first stocking on.
Noticing I was staring, Ms. Wilson laughed, "Hungry are we?"
"W-w-what? No, I was just distracted by your beauty," I admitted, which was true but hopefully hid my brief naughty thought.
"Sure, sure," she waved, clearly not buying my reply. I put the other stocking on her before standing up. "The dress," she said.
I returned to the bed, grabbed the dress and took it out of its protective wrap. Once out, I returned to Ms. Wilson and assisted her with putting the dress on.
Once on, she went to the mirror and looked at herself. Her cheeks went red and she smiled for the first time since my arrival. "Perfect, Ms. Amber, really knows what she is doing."
Even Taylor Wilson one of the biggest celebrities in the world called her Ms. Amber. Only Nicole didn't, which was curious. "You look beautiful, Ms. Wilson," I complimented.
"You are still here?" she asked.
"Sorry, ma'am," I apologized, cut down to size in just four words.
She didn't respond or turn around and I took that as her way of telling me I was to go. I was almost out of the room when she said, not turning around, "Have fun with your training."
I had nothing to say to that, so I left her room, her penthouse suite and the hotel. It was almost two, but decided I couldn't meet Amber until I had eaten as I am a total bitch when I am hungry...and I was starving. I grabbed a bite to eat and returned to the store a quarter after two.
I was surprised that Sophia was still not at her desk. I walked into my office and Amber was at my desk typing on the computer.
"You are late," she said, not looking up.
I defended myself. "I had to wait for three hours before seeing Ms. Wilson."
"I just talked to Taylor. She said you left a little after 1:30," she countered, still not looking up. "It doesn't take forty-five minutes to walk a few blocks."
Her tone was like my mother's when I came home past curfew, I explained, "I was starving, so I got a bite to eat."
"Well, lucky you have me to run your store while you have lunch," she said, finally looking at me.
"I don't have to defend myself to you," I retorted, my anger again beginning to bubble as she clearly knew exactly how to push my buttons.
"Sit down, Cassie," Amber ordered, her tone firm.
"I will not," I said, standing my ground.
"Sit the fuck down this very second," Amber demanded.
I don't know why but I obeyed, suddenly scared of her.
"Now was that so fucking difficult?" Amber questioned like I was a child.
I wanted to snap, but held in my anger, as I ignored the question and asked, "So what now?"
Looking down, I suddenly noticed something I hadn't until now. I gasped as I noticed a pair of heels, of course five inches, poking out from underneath the desk. I said, each word dripping with venom, "There is someone under MY desk."
Her tone not changing, as if such an observation was obvious, "Yes, it is Sophia, she is actually a pretty good FULL service employee, although it took a fair amount of training."
I didn't know what to say as I sat there speechless from the revelation that my best friend and secretary was under my desk assumedly pleasuring Amber's vagina.
"Would you like Sophia to lick you?" Amber asked, her smile so frustrating I wanted to slap it right off your face.
"This has got to stop," I said, before adding, "Now."
"I agree," she replied.
"Good," I said thinking she understood the conviction in my tone.
"Let's make something perfectly clear, Cassie. I am in charge here, not you. You do as I say. You signed away your rights to decision making when you signed the papers last week," she informed me.
"That is ludicrous," I replied, suddenly petrified she may not be bluffing.
"No what is ludicrous is you almost ran this store into the ground with your ineptitude," she retorted, suddenly letting out a moan. She smiled while she mocked an apology, "Sophia has gotten quite good at this since I added it to her employment duties during your weekend getaway."
"Sophia come out from under that desk this very second," I ordered.
Amber smiled, staring at me, "Yes, go ahead Sophia do whatever you wish. You can crawl out from under the desk and you will never have the privilege of tasting me again or you can stay under MY desk where you belong as my personal cunt licker."
I assumed Sophia would leave, yet I should have known better. Amber had a power I couldn't quite understand, but it seemed to work on many women.
Yet Sophia didn't crawl out from under the desk.
Amber continued staring at me as she asked, "Sophia, where do you belong?"
There was a brief pause before I heard the unmistakable voice of my best friend, "Between your legs, Mistress."
The word 'Mistress' shocked me even more than the rest of the answer, my mind suddenly recalling the recurring dreams of Amber being my Mistress. Sophia was happily married, she had never even considered being with a woman before, like myself, and yet there she was under my desk pleasing a relative stranger, it just made no sense.
"Will you lick Cassie's cunt if I tell you to?" Amber asked, her smug smile driving me mad.
"Yes, Mistress," Sophia replied, without hesitation.
"Now back to the three keys of success I was telling you about on Friday," Amber continued.
I stared at her in a daze, still unable to comprehend what was really happening, it was so surreal.
"Number one is dress for success, number two is control your own destiny," she continued.
"I have done that for years," I retorted, proud of being the sole owner for all these years.
"Yes, you did," she said, implying past tense.
"What are you saying?" I asked, annoyed.
"Well you gave up your destiny and created a new one once you gave me control," she explained.
"I did not," I said.
"Really?" she asked, rolling the chair back. "Sophia, go grab the contract."
"Yes, Ms. Amber," Sophia replied, from under the desk. A moment later she emerged her face clearly wet as she avoided eye contact with me.
As Sophia left the office, my head spinning with confusion, Amber continued, "And then there is number three. Employees must know who is boss and obey without hesitation."
"But you have made Sophia a sex slave," I said, the words out of my mouth unbelievable.
"That is one way to look at it, I look at it another way," the bitch shrugged.
"And what would that be?" I asked sarcastically.
Ignoring my sarcasm, she explained, "I just redefined her job description."
"Are you serious?" I laughed the response so absurd.
"I understand people, Cassie," she continued, "and I knew as soon as I met Sophia that she was submissive and needed someone to guide her in her journey to self-discovery."
"By making her pleasure you?" I scoffed.
Again ignoring my response, "Just like I know what you need."
"Is that so?" I again replied sarcastically.
Before she could reveal her brilliant psychological assessment of me, Sophia returned with the contract.
"Page 12, section 9, subsection 3b," Amber said as I flipped through the contract.
I glanced up to see Sophia, without instruction, return to her knees and crawl back under the desk. I instantly wondered how it happened, and a chill went up my spine as I felt a tingle in my pussy. I shook my head as I flipped to the page.
"Good girl," Amber purred, as she rolled the chair back in position.
I read the contract piece and gasped.
9.3.b. All business decisions from now hereafter must be decided by Ms. Amber.
"You can't be serious," I said, wondering how I missed that during my quick scan of the document last week.
"Of course I am serious. When I am hired, I take control of every aspect of the business," she explained.
"But I am the owner," I said.
"Yes, I let you keep that title," she smiled, before adding, "Now Cassie, go to Sophia's desk and answer the phones while I continue to run your business," Amber ordered.
"Excuse me?" I questioned, stunned by her expectations yet again.
"Unless you want to replace Sophia under my desk," she smirked, before adding, "Although I assume that is where you will end up since you are submissive just like her."
"I'm submissive now?" I retorted, knowing of all the things I was, submissive wasn't one of them.
"You are the prototype of a submissive," she assessed.
"How so?" I asked, curious to hear her absurd logic to this absurd conversation.
"You have spent your whole life using your business as a facade to hide what you really need," Amber explained.
"Are you kidding..." I began, but was shot down.
"Don't interrupt me when I am talking, Cassie," she snapped. "Now as I was saying before I was so rudely interrupted, Cassie you hide behind your work, you spend so much time and energy in making it successful that you need your brain to be allowed to go into neutral when not at work. You NEED to be told what to do."
I waited to make sure she was done, which I suppose was a submissive act, before saying, "I disagree completely."



"Of course you do, you are in denial," Amber continued. "Such a cold harsh reality is hard to accept, but lucky for you I am here to help you accept it."
"Oh, lucky me," I sarcastically shot back.
"When was the last time you were sexually satisfied?" she asked.
Infuriated, I stood up and said, "I want you out of my office now."
She laughed. "You really don't get it, do you?"
"Now!" I ordered, standing firm.
She stood up and her skirt fell back down as she moved towards me. "You are fucking stupid, aren't you, Cassie," Amber shot back condescendingly, "this isn't your office anymore, it is MY fucking office. Now get your fucking ass out of MY office and just be happy I am letting you to be my secretary."
"No," I answered; even though I was scared, she would hit me.
I looked up at her as she towered over me. "I am counting to three for you to get your fucking ass out of MY office and do as you're told before I punish you."
Her tone sent a cold chill up my spine as her icy glare bore into me. Even though I wanted to fight back, to stand up for myself, to prove her wrong and to help Sophia, I felt my body start towards the door.
"Good girl," she purred, the condescending tone dripping like melted wax.
My face went even redder with frustrated anger, but I just kept walking out of my office and to the secretary's desk to have time to think about my next action.
As soon as I sat down the phone rang. I paused a second before picking up the phone. Of course, it was for Amber. I sighed and said, "Please wait a moment."
I walked back into my office and Amber glared, "Knock before entering my office, Cassie."
I began to speak, but she again interrupted me, "No, get out and see if you can do it right."
My anger was burning inside me, but again did as I was told. I exited MY office and then knocked on MY door.
"Yes, come in," Amber called out all cheery which somehow made me angrier.
I re-entered my office and said, "There is a phone call on line two for you."
"Better," she said, again behind MY desk and Sophia's heels still under MY desk. "But, you must address me properly."
There was no way I was going to call her Mistress.
She continued, "As Ms. Amber."
I sighed, loud enough to show my annoyance, yet I again conformed to her expectations, "There is a phone call on line two for you, Ms. Amber."
"Thank you," she smiled back, "you may return to YOUR desk, Cassie."
I turned and left imagining I was Yosemite Sam after he would lose to Bugs Bunny as I cursed in my head a bunch of mumbo jumbo, 'frickin' frackin'.
Back at Sophia's desk, I stewed as I pondered a way out of my seemingly legally binding situation. I couldn't afford a lawyer and I imagine she probably had one already in her pocket, or pussy for that matter. Suddenly without even realizing I was thinking it, I imagined myself under the desk and between her legs. Just as quickly as the thought popped into my head, I pushed it out. What was becoming of me? Why couldn't I stand up to her?
I looked up at the different video monitor screens that showed the whole store. The store was swamped and I just couldn't fathom how she could make such a drastic turn around in one week. Was Taylor Wilson that popular to infuse that much business so quickly? No, there had to be more to it than that. Also, although she had clearly hired a few strikingly beautiful women as employees, this was a bridal shop and not a place where sex sells. As I scanned the screens there were probably only three men among the fifty plus customers looking at the merchandise for sale. Also, none of the merchandise was different. Somehow she had made my store hip, the more I scanned the screens the more I realized that the majority of women in my shop were under thirty. A million questions and no concrete answers popped into my head as I tried to balance my happiness with the sudden success of my shop to the anger at the treatment and utter disrespect Amber had for me and Sophia.
"Fuuuuck, yes, drink my come," Amber screamed, assumedly for my benefit, as she assumedly came from Sophia's tongue.
A minute later, Sophia finally came out of MY office and asked, her face shiny with Amber's pussy juice, shocking me as she asked, "Do you want your cunt licked, Cassie?"
"What? Sophia, what has happened to you?" I asked.
"I don't even know where to start," Sophia replied, her eyes and tone apologetic.
"Well, start at the beginning," I suggested.
"Not here," Sophia said, glancing towards the door. "I need to go home; I haven't been home since Friday morning before leaving that afternoon to go to Paris with Ms. Amber."
"Ok," I said, "but I really need to know what is going on here."
"I know," Sophia nodded. "I still need time to come to grips with it too."
"Call me when you have time to talk," I said.
"Ok," she nodded before leaving me with even more questions.
The next two hours I did secretarial duties much to my own dismay. I answered phones, I addressed Amber as she expected and I organized a plethora of new files that were on Sophia's desk.
It was almost five when Amber finally came out of the office. Her first words to me were, "Did you take Sophia up on her offer to eat your cunt?"
"What? No," I said, appalled by the question.
"You should have, she is a natural," Amber said, smiling, before adding, "I gave Sophia tomorrow and Wednesday off since she worked very hard long hours over the weekend. I will need you to take over her secretarial duties while she is gone."
"Fine," I said, my tone implying it wasn't remotely fine.
"Great, I take my coffee with two sugar and one cream," Amber said, as she continued out of the office, before stopping at the stairs and adding, "Dress in one of the other outfits I picked out for you tomorrow for your training, Cassie."
"My training?" I asked.
"Yes your training," she sighed clearly annoyed. "Now please go, I have to finish the contract with the French designer Willington for him to sign before I leave." Leaving before I could ask any more questions, but her tone and smile were both very ominous.
I sighed again, it was becoming part of my reaction to almost every word Amber said, as I logged off the computer and went to go in my office. I was surprised to learn it was locked. I grabbed my key and learned not only was it locked; she had obviously had the locks changed. They were not changed yesterday when I came in, so when in the hell did she have time to change them? Frustrated, I cursed and headed out, taking a copy of the contract with me intending on finding a loophole to this absurd contract.
That night, I went through every word of the contract with a fine tooth comb but came up with no loophole, no escape clause. I couldn't even fire her for six months based on the disclaimer I somehow missed.
I tried calling Sophia all night but never got an answer which only increased my frustration and anxiety. Eventually past exhaustion, I crawled into bed hoping I wouldn't dream.
"Who owns you?" Amber asked, as I sat on the floor of my office naked except for the heels she insisted I keep on.
"You do, Mistress," I answered embarrassed by my need to obey.
"And what will you do to please me?" she questioned.
"Whatever you want," I replied.
She too was naked, except for thigh high stockings and black boots. "So you will eat my cunt?"
"Yes, Mistress," I answered.
"Eat Sophia's cunt?" she questioned and suddenly Sophia was in the office too, naked and legs spread wide open on my desk.
The question was ludicrous and the answer obviously no, yet the words out of my mouth were, "Yes, Mistress, I would eat Sophia's cunt."
"And you would rim her ass?" Amber added.
I had never even remotely considered such a disgusting act, yet I had also never considered lesbian sex before, and again my words were out of character, "Of course, Mistress, I would love to rim Sophia's ass."
"Good girl," Amber purred. "Now go and get Sophia off, today you are her pet. Sophia tell slut Cassie what you want."
Shy, quiet Sophia stunned me as she demanded, "Get your ass over here and lick my cunt, slut."
Dazed, yet surprisingly wet, I crawled over to my desk and buried my face in Sophia's hairy cunt. Her scent was incredibly strong. As soon as I began licking, she grabbed my head, began rubbing her pussy up and down on my face as she said, "I have wanted to fuck your face and make you mine for years, Cassie."
I jolted awake. My hand was in my panties. Instead of stopping though, I quickly rubbed myself to release an orgasm to close to just to let it go. Seconds later, I came hard, my head spinning at the thought that now Sophia, my best friend, was in my sex dreams. Desperate to control these feelings, I decided that I may have to call my psychologist Mrs. Carter who I had seen in the past.
6. MY TRAINING BEGINS
I got dressed, purposely not wearing one of the outfits Amber had recommended, deciding it was time to start making a clear statement.
I left a rather frantic message at Mrs. Carter's office, before heading to work hoping to get to my office before she did. I arrived a couple of hours before Amber, but forgot that the locks had been changed. I cursed Amber and ended up working at Sophia's desk doing the duties she usually did and Amber arrived just after ten.
"Good morning, Cassie," Amber greeted, dressed perfectly in a brown dress with mocha pantyhose and, of course, five inch heels. Nicole was with her also dressed fashionably.
"Good morning, Amber," I greeted back.
"It's Ms. Amber, Cassie," Amber said, her tone shifting from sweet to annoyed instantly.
"It's Cassandra, Amber," I countered, standing up, two being able to play this game.
"In my office," Amber ordered, as she unlocked the door. "Nicole please cover Cassie's desk."
"Of course, Amber," Nicole agreed.
"Follow me," Amber ordered.
I followed her, ready to confront her once and for all.
"Close the door," Amber demanded, as she went to MY desk.
I again did as told, agreeing this conversation was best between just the two of us.
As had become her trademark, she slipped out of her heels and put her feet onto MY desk. I noticed, that with her dress rising that she wasn't wearing pantyhose but thigh high stockings or garter belt and stockings. I shouldn't have cared, but my mind instantly flashed to my past wet dreams. I quickly pushed that thought out of my mind as I walked to my desk. Yet, instead of standing up to her, I opened with, "So what is your long term plan for my store."
"Sit down, Cassie," she ordered.
"I'll stand."
"Sit!" she repeated, her voice unwavering.
Already feeling my earlier determination fading, as I again eventually obeyed an order of hers.
Smiling now, she answered, "Well, now that the rebranding is already under way, the next key point is training you."
"Training me how?" I asked, unaware of the sexual implication she was implying.
"As my pet," she answered, rather matter-of-factly.
"Excuse me?" I questioned, shocked even though after all the foreshadowing.
"I have always wanted an older pet," she continued.
"This is getting silly," I sighed.
"Agreed," Amber sighed right back. "You like my legs and feet I see."
"What?" I asked, pulling my eyes away from her stocking-clad feet.
"Stop pretending," Amber smiled, "It is obvious that you want to be exactly where Sophia was on Friday, massaging my feet."
"I do not," I adamantly protested.
She chuckled, "Oh stop this vague act of propriety, I can see right through you, my pet."
The words 'my pet' lingered in the air and regardless of my own mental denial, my body betrayed me as my panties dampened.
"And why are you not dressed as I instructed?" Amber questioned, as if I was a child and she the adult, as she took her feet off the desk and stood up.
My face was red as I tried to stay dignified, "Because I am quite capable of choosing my own clothes and deciding what I will wear."
She walked around and sat on the desk directly in front of me, crossing her legs so her nylon-clad toes of her left foot were dangling inches from me. "I disagree completely, Cassie," she said, "you are a fashion disaster, just like your store before I arrived and saved it." She paused, slowly swinging her foot towards me, before adding, "now I must save you."
"From what?" I scoffed, even though I was curious what she thought she was saving me from, as I continued to be distracted from Amber's toes so close to me. I don't know why but I wanted to massage her feet like she accused me of wanting me to do, I wanted to kiss her toes, it was absurd, but true.
"From yourself, of course," Amber laughed.
I laughed back, asking sarcastically, "Am I a hazard to myself?"
"That is one way of putting it," she smiled, moving the sole of her foot to my lips. "Go ahead. Lick, my foot pet."
Her voice was shockingly soothing and although what she was asking was absurd and demeaning, it actually seemed a natural progression. I opened my mouth and was about to extend my tongue when I caught myself.
She laughed, "You are a stubborn one, Cassie. I can see your internal struggle between giving in to your carnal desires that are building inside you and acting like the proper lady you have convinced yourself you are."
I began to stand up, knowing I was already losing this power struggle, when she ordered, her voice suddenly stern, "Sit back down, Cassie."
I froze, "But...."
"But nothing" she interrupted, "we are not done here. Actually we have barely got started."
For some unexplainable reason, I obeyed, sitting back down, sensing a shift in myself and my ability to stand up for myself. Her words, although harsh, somehow seemed necessary, like I had to obey. I couldn't explain it at all, it refuted logic, yet it was the feelings I was having.
Her tone instantly shifted from stern to soft, although tinged with confidence, she purred, "Good girl, Cassie."
I weakly fought back, "Please let's treat each other with respect."
"Let's start by clarifying my expectations," Amber said, her foot now resting on my leg. "How do you address me?"
I sighed, not as dramatically as before and also not for the same reason. Before it was out of irritability of her arrogance, this time it was out of my weakness and acceptance of the power shift I had lost control of completely. "Ms. Amber."
"Good girl, Cassie," she rewarded, her tone so condescending that it should have had me wanting to smack her in the face, yet instead it warmed me to know I had made her happy and I couldn't deny my panties were sopping wet.
"And who is in charge of this store?" Amber questioned.
"Ms. Amber," I admitted, lowering my eyes away from her.
"Look at me when you speak, my pet," Amber ordered.
"S-s-sorry," I stammered, looking up and into her eyes.
"Good girl," she purred, again her soft tone soothed me when it should have infuriated me.
Amber put her stocking foot to my mouth, her toes on my lips and said, "Go ahead, Cassie, suck my toes."
I knew I shouldn't. I knew it as soon as I obeyed any sort of sexual order no matter how small I was done. Luckily, I refrained from the temptation, although I could feel my panties getting damp.
"You are a stubborn mule," Amber said amused. "So back to disobeying me with your clothing choice."
I shrugged, her toes still on my lips. Moving my head, I answered, trying to be strong, "Like I said before, I am quite capable of making my own choices."
"Anyone is capable of such choices, yet very few are competent at doing it," Amber responded, shoving her stocking-clad toes into my open mouth. "Now suck your Mistress's toes," she demanded, my mouth full of her foot.
The word 'Mistress' had a similar impact as it did in my dreams, sending instant shock waves of submission through my entire being. I had heard Sophia call Amber mistress and had promised myself I would never repeat the submissive word, the word that officially separated her and I. Yet, instead of moving away like I should have done, I obeyed, sucking on her perfectly manicured toes as best I could.
"About time," Amber said, her tone clearly amused at my obedience.
Again, part of me wanted to stand up and leave, screw the consequences of my business possibly failing, yet a growing part of me was so overwhelmed by her power, by her beauty, that I was frozen in place obeying her ludicrous orders and eagerly looking forward to the next one.
I had sucked each of her toes awkwardly when she pulled her foot away and uncrossed her legs, which gave me a brief look at her panty less pussy the confirmation that she was wearing a garter belt to hold up her stockings.
She caught my glance up her skirt and chuckled, "All in good time my hungry little pet."
Humiliation burned through me as I had been caught staring at her pussy. Yet, even as I was caught, I didn't avert my eyes from the tiny gateway to Amber's pussy.
She crossed her legs, her pussy vanishing from view and put her other nylon-clad foot in front of me. This time she didn't put it in my mouth, instead allowing it to linger there, the expectation unspoken but clear.
I knew this was a test, one more power play, but feeling completely defeated and at the whim of this young, beautiful, powerful woman I did as she expected, leaning forward and taking her pinky toe into my mouth. Having more control this time, I pleasured each individual toe as best I could, the silky nylon a barrier.
"Hmmm, you are an eager little pet," Ms. Amber purred, which only compounded both the excitement and the humiliation of my current predicament.
Once I had finished pleasuring the big toe, I found myself moving to the soul of her foot, kissing every inch of her stocking-clad foot. I didn't even realize I was doing it until I was.
"Are you ready to start your training, slut?" Ms. Amber asked, being called a 'slut' was like getting a bucket of cold water poured on me, instantly reality set in.
"I-I-I am not a slut," I defiantly retorted.
"You go from guy to guy quicker than Lindsay Lohan ends up in court," Amber quipped.
"I do not," I protested, although I did go through guys rather quickly.
"So pet is ok, but slut is insulting?" Amber questioned.
"Neither is ok," I countered, although I knew where she was going with this.
"Stand up," she ordered.
Without hesitation I did and then cursed to myself for obeying her command.
"A pencil skirt, are you serious?" Amber condemned, standing up, before adding, "Although you wore the five-inch heels. You really couldn't decide whether you should stand up to me, or bow down to me, could you?"
"Can we get back to business?" I asked, trying to change the subject, even as my pussy burned with an insatiable hunger I don't ever recall feeling.
"This is business," Amber replied, before adding, "You need to be punished for disobeying me, Cassie and continually questioning my authority."
"This is...," I began but was harshly stopped.
"Shut up," Amber snapped. "Take off your skirt now."
"What?" I asked.
"Take off your fucking skirt this second," Amber demanded.
Her glare and ice cold tone startled me and I again obeyed as I unzipped my skirt and allowed it to drop to the floor.
"Good girl," Amber again purred, her tone instantly soft again, "you may make a good pet yet."
Again her implication was smug and yet my head flashed to all my strange wet dreams I had over the past week.
"We obviously need to get you some new underwear or have you go commando," Amber said, looking at my full brief panties. "Sluts like you should dress like sluts underneath their business attire."



I again repeated, "I am not a slut."
"Sorry," she laughed, "Lesbian pets like you should dress like sluts underneath their business attire."
"Please stop," I weakly protested, even as my pussy betrayed me my leaking into my panties and my head flashed to her shaved pussy I had got a brief glimpse of earlier.
"Begging, I like that," Amber smirked, before ordering her tone again implying this was not a negotiation, "Take off your blouse."
My hands trembled as I began to unbutton my blouse. Once unbuttoned, I paused, uncomfortable with taking it off, which was absurd since I was already just in my pantyhose and panties.
"You really like being told what to do, don't you," Amber smirked. "Take off your fucking blouse, Cassie, let's see those big tits of yours."
Oddly, her calling my tits big flattered me, being the first time she had given me a compliment, and I again obeyed, revealing my large 38D breasts held up in a comfortable sports bra.
"A sports bra?" Amber scoffed, "You really have no idea how to dress, do you? We really are going to have to do a complete wardrobe makeover."
"It supports my breasts," I defended.
"You mean your tits," Amber corrected, "Sluts, pets, lesbian slaves have tits or maybe in your case udders depending on how firm they still are at your advanced age."
Again her words were meant to belittle and humiliate, yet I took great pride in my breasts and how well they had held up over the years due to my vigorous workout routine. I responded, "My tits are still very firm, Mist...Ms. Amber." I caught myself at the last minute from saying Mistress, but Amber had obviously caught it.
"Still a little fight in you, my pet," she smiled, clearly enjoying the slow deterioration of my stubbornness and pride.
Amber finally stood up from the desk and walked over to me just as the phone rang.
"Please get that slut," she ordered, moving to her desk.
Half naked, humiliated and horny, I walked to the desk and reached for the phone. I answered it and said, "Yes, she is in, please wait a moment." Pressing hold on the phone, I handed it to Ms. Amber as she sat down behind the desk. "It is for you, Ms. Amber."
"Thank you, Cassie," she replied, so politely like I would do when Sophia would have told me I had a call.
Taking the phone, she said, "Good morning. Oh hi, darling...lunch today?...Sure I can make it..." As she continued chatting, she snapped her fingers and pointed to the ground in front of her.
I stared at her, understanding what she expected of me, yet unable to obey.
"Just a minute, Angela, my secretary is fucking too stupid to understand a simple order," Amber said, before turning to me not covering up the mouth piece.
"Cassie, get on your fucking knees like a good pet and crawl to me now," she ordered.
Again her tone had the power to weaken every ounce of resistance I seemed to occasionally muster and I felt myself lowering to the ground in MY office, and then crawling to MY desk. Once I arrived, she instructed, "Massage my feet."
I obeyed as she returned to the phone. "Sorry about that. My new secretary needs some work....I know watching them come to grips with their new position is entertaining...what, a party this weekend?...sure, she should be trained by then...for the whole weekend?...why not, it is not like she has a life...sounds good, we will make arrangements at lunch. Ciao."
As I heard her talking assumedly about me, my face went white. Was she planning to have me serve other people? I continued massaging her foot as I tried to understand why I was allowing this to happen.
Looking down at me, Ms. Amber said, "Look Cassie, I need to get to work soon and continue to save and rebuild the business you managed to run into the ground so I am done with this whole act of pretending you are not a cunt-licking, submissive slave to me."
Her words were so powerful and confident, I couldn't even begin to know how to respond, and instead I just continued massaging her foot.
"Are you wet?" she asked.
"Yes," I whispered almost inaudibly, again avoiding eye contact.
"Look at me when you speak to me slut," she demanded, her tone implying a clear annoyance with me.
Looking up at her smirking smile, I stammered, "Y-y-yes, Ms. Amber."
"Why?" she asked, knowingly.
"I don't know," I answered, which was as honest an answer I had. I had no idea why I was obeying her; I had no idea why obeying her had my pussy juice leaking out of me. I had no idea why ever since I met her I had suddenly started having dreams of submission, dreams of being a lesbian.
"Yes you do," she said, "Tell me what you want right now."
I wanted so many things, each contradicting the other. I wanted my desk back, yet I wanted to crawl underneath it and pleasure Amber just like Sophia had. I wanted to stand up and demand respect, yet I also wanted to be on my knees and being told what to do. I hated everything Amber stood for and yet I craved submission to her all the same. Yet, again I avoided an answer. "I don't know."
"Answer my question now, Cassie, or I walk out of here forever," Amber threatened, even as she repositioned her legs opening up her tunnel to submission.
Seeing her pussy again beckoning me in, any last resolve, any last second determination washed away as I finally admitted what my body had long ago accepted. "I want to please you."
"How?" she asked, opening her legs wider and giving me a clear look at her shaved pussy and its slight shine.
"By licking you," I admitted, the words seeming so natural and yet so absurd.
"Be specific, slut," Amber demanded, clearly impatient with me.
"I want to lick your pussy, Ms. Amber," I reworded.
"You mean my cunt?" Amber asked.
"Yes, Ms. Amber, I want to lick your cunt," I repeated, getting frustrated with myself suddenly wanting nothing else than to actually taste her...her scent lingering heavenly but her cunt was just out of reach.
"You understand that once you taste my cunt I own you," Ms. Amber added, pushing me further into the web of her sin.
"W-w-what does that mean?" I stammered, even though I knew no matter what her answer was I was destined to submit to her.
"You obey every order I ever give. You please who I tell you to please. Your mouth, cunt and ass, yes ass, are mine to use or share as I please," she clarified.
Her declaration should have mortified me, or at the very least had me having second thoughts, but my hunger to submit, my desire to taste her, the fire in my pussy, no my cunt, had me only thinking submission.
"Are you ready for such unconditional submission," she asked, as she rolled her chair a couple inches to me, so I was now between her legs and her pussy was inches from me.
I didn't hesitate, my eyes and mind transfixed on her cunt as I finally said the words my body had been craving, "Yes, Mistress."
"Good girl," she purred, before adding, using my last name for the first time ever, "Go ahead, Ms. Williams, become my slave. One lick and you are mine."
The use of my last name was clearly another power play as she wanted to remind me of the position of power I used to have, yet I was long past caring about names anymore. I repositioned myself the few inches needed to be directly between her thigh high stocking legs and now my face was directly in front of her pussy. Her scent was strong and appealing and drew me in as I opened my mouth, extended my tongue, and became a slave.
Her taste was better than I could have imagined as I slowly licked her wet pussy lips. Like giving head to a guy, I instantly enjoyed licking pussy knowing her wetness, her moans, were because of me. Unlike this whole situation, where I had no control and was completely at the whim of this young twenty-five year old, as I licked her pussy I was in control of when she came.
"Hmmmm, you are a natural, my pet slut," Ms. Amber purred, which somehow only enhanced my eagerness to please. As she got wetter and her moans began to increase, I began to flick her swollen clit which is what always got me off when a man was between my legs. Her legs twitched with each flick until she grabbed my head and began rubbing her cunt all over my face as she said, "You fucking tease, get me off now."
I struggled to lick her while I drowned in her wetness which a few seconds later was a river of wetness as she came. "Fuuuuuuuck, I'm comiiiiiiing my peeeeeeeet."
Her cum was like wine as I savored every last drop of her sweetness. Finally, she let go and looking down at me she asked, seemingly surprised, "And you have never done that before?"
"No, Mistress," I admitted, feeling a glow of pride at the fact that I had obviously pleased her.
"Well, you are a quick learner," she approved, as she regained her breath.
I watched from my submissive position on my knees, on the floor, while she closed her eyes and allowed the last remnants of her orgasm to shiver through her. My own desire to cum burning inside me stuck on hold.
Finally, she opened her eyes and said, "Get naked slave."
I didn't hesitate, the thought of her pleasuring me making my panties even wetter. I stood up and quickly discarded by bra, yanked down my pantyhose and pulled off my panties revealing my recently Brazilian hairless pussy.
Ms. Amber stood up and slipped back into her heels before going to a file cabinet and pulling out a strange whip like contraption and a bottle. "Back on all fours, my pet, it is time to really make you a dirty slut whore."
I obeyed, suddenly very nervous of what she had planned for me. On all fours I felt her hands on my ass and then warm liquid poured between my ass cheeks. My eyes went big as other than a couple failed anal attempts while drunk, I was rather an anal virgin.
"I wouldn't tighten your ass up that will only make it worse, my pet," Amber explained, before adding, "Just relax."
"Are you ready to be my real pet?" Ms. Amber asked.
I didn't want to be sodomized, yet I wanted to continue to please her as I responded, "Yes, Mistress Amber, I am ready to be your pet."
"Well, most pets have tails don't they?" she asked.
"Yes, Mistress," I agreed, suddenly understanding exactly what she had intended for me.
"Now just relax this will sting a bit," she advised.
I tried to relax, but it was rather hard as I felt the toy now rubbing between my ass cheeks before stopping right at my rosebud.
"Bark for me, my pet," Ms. Amber ordered, adding to the humiliation.
"Woof," I barked and then whimpered as she pushed forward sliding the well lubricated plug slowly into my ass.
"That's it puppy," Ms. Amber calmly soothed.
The pain in my ass burned and yet somehow soothed at the same time.
A moment later, she stood up and announced, "All in. Now chase your tail, puppy-slut."
I thought she was kidding, until I felt a slap on my ass. Eyes wide, I began crawling in circles trying to make the impossible possible, all the while she laughed. A minute later, she ordered, "Now sit up and beg like a good puppy."
I again obeyed, my shame reaching new depths, and as I looked up I saw her phone pointing directly at me. Speaking to me like I was a real puppy she said, "Good puppy, does puppy want a treat?"
I couldn't believe my response. I woofed.
She went to the intercom, while trying to stifle her laughter, and paged over the intercom, "Nicole please come into my office please."
My eyes went wide.
Ms. Amber said, "What? Puppy wants a treat and puppy is going to get a treat. While I am gone, you are not to get off all fours is that understood?"
"Yes, Mistress," I agreed.
"I will have Nicole get you some water and food," she added.
"But she is one of my employees," I protested.
"Yes she is," Amber agreed.
"I can't have her see me like this," I tried to reason.
"Oh don't worry," Amber waved off my objections, "they don't have to respect you to work here."
"But I spent the past almost twenty years building a family atmosphere," I countered.
"And you were almost bankrupt," she refuted.
Before I could continue my reasoning there was a knock on the door.
Amber winked and called out, "Come in."
Nicole entered the office. "You called for me, Ms. Amber?"
"Yes, Nicole, you see my pet there," Amber said, pointing down at me.
Nicole looked down at me with an amused look on her face. "Yes, Ms. Amber."
"Well, she needs fresh water. There is a dog bowl in the top filing cabinet, could you please fill it up for our pet," Amber instructed.
"Of course," Nicole agreed, her look of amusement turning into a knowing smirk, as she went to the file cabinet and grabbed a dog dish.
As Nicole left the office, Ms. Amber said, "Oh, and while I am gone you are to obey any order Nicole gives you, is that clear?"
"Y-y-yes, Ms. Amber," I weakly agreed.
"Oh and one more thing my pet, don't you dare come until I get back," Ms. Amber warned.
"Yes, Mistress," I agreed, even though I knew it would take literally seconds to get off if I touched myself.
Amber left and a second later Nicole returned with the dog bowl and put it on the floor in the corner. As I looked at it, I gasped as I read the name on the bowl: Ms. Williams.
Nicole who was so sweet this weekend, said, her treatment of me shifting completely, "Is puppy hungry?"
I turned around and saw she was on the couch, her skirt had already been discarded and she too was wearing a garter belt and stockings. My head was spinning. It was one thing to be humiliated by Ms. Amber, but completely another to have one of my new employees treat me with such disrespect. Yet, as she opened her legs, my mouth began to water.
"Come here, puppy," she said, patting her legs like I was a real dog.
"But you are my employee," I protested.
"And you are on all fours with a butt plug tail in your ass," she countered.
"But..." I began.
"Do you want some pussy or not?" she asked, having the same lack of patience that Ms. Amber had.
"Yes," I admitted.
"Well, then get over here," she instructed, "I have a conference call in fifteen minutes."
Humiliated, but craving more pussy, I crawled over to her. Once between her legs I was surprised to see that unlike Ms. Amber, she had a full bush of red hair just above her pussy lips.
"Go ahead," she offered, "it is obvious you want to."
I moved forward extended my tongue and began licking tentatively. After all the strange dreams, and the flashes of submission during the verbal humiliation of Amber and licking her, I was suddenly eager to taste another pussy. Nicole's wetness was like a firecracker that ignited my taste buds causing a flavour explosion in my mouth. I slowly licked between her pussy lips, her wetness slowly leaking out the longer I lapped up and down. Her moans increased slowly as I continued licking, forgetting completely that I was the boss and she my employee.
"That's it, you are a natural Cassie," she moaned a couple of minutes into my pleasing her.
Somehow the compliment only enhanced my eagerness to please her, to get her off, to taste her full explosion of cum. I began to move my head right and left, flicking over her clit, like I remember some sexy Italian hunk did to me in a hotel in Venice a couple of years ago that really got me off. It seemed to have a similar effect on Nicole as her breathing got heavier and she demanded, "Faster, slut, faster."
Being called a slut didn't faze me this time instead, it actually seemed to excite me, I obeyed her demand and was soon rewarded with a mouthful of her pussy juice as she came all over me. I licked and licked hungry for more of her juice.
A minute later she pushed me away as she said, "Stop, I have to pee."
She stood up and disappeared into the bathroom while I sat on the floor dazed and confused at how I had so easily submitted to Nicole.
After she was done in the washroom, Nicole walked out of the office, leaving me alone. I waited a few minutes before deciding that sitting on the floor of MY office was absurd. I stood up and went to MY desk. I pilfered through MY computer searching all the work Amber had been doing in my absence. I was stunned at the distribution changes and the wholesale cost prices she received, almost twice as low as the prices I had been receiving from suppliers. Over the next hour, I perused all the new files on my computer and was in the midst of reading her rather ambitious expansion plan when she returned from lunch.
"You got to be fucking kidding me," she said, slamming the door, each word sharp as knives.
I looked up and saw her glare.
"I give you one simple fucking order and you can't even obey that," she said, shaking her head.
Ignoring her anger, I asked, "You want to expand to Beverly Hills?"
Walking towards me, she said, her tone surprisingly softer, "No I am, expanding to Beverly Hills, I already got a location set-up."
"How?" I asked, such a reversal of fortunes unprecedented.
"That is what I do," she shrugged, before asking, "Can I ask why you are at my desk and not on the floor like you are supposed to be?"
"Amber, I need to be informed with any major changes you are making to my business," I said, trying to sound strong and firm.
"Well, right now I am working on a major restructuring," she said.
"I didn't read about that," I said, not catching on.
"Back on the floor, Cassie," she demanded, "I see you are a rather slow learner."
"But, we were talking business," I protested.
"And know we will continue the restructuring of your business," she smirked, before asking, "Did you enjoy Nicole's cunt? It looked like you were enjoying yourself."
"Please, Amber," I said, trying to regain a bit of dignity after the earlier humiliation, although her last sentence alarmed me.
She snapped her fingers and pointed to the floor.
I sighed.
She pulled out her phone and turned it towards me, "Do you like my new security camera I got put in while you were gone?"
I stared at me, on my knees, between Nicole's legs.
"I even got the cameras in high definition, pretty impressive hey?" she asked, clearly amused.
Defeated, I got off the chair and returned to the floor.
"Now for your punishment," she said, going back to the filing cabinet.
She pulled out a dildo and I wondered what the hell else did she have in that filing cabinet? She moved to the wall near my water dish and put the dildo, which apparently had a suction cup, to the wall.
"And to think, I brought you lunch," she said, tossing a Styrofoam container on the floor.
She returned to my desk and sat down, again slipping out of her heels. For the next twenty minutes, she worked on the computer not saying a word to me.
I looked at the dildo on the wall, the Styrofoam container and the water dish and realized she was testing me. She knew I was horny, she knew I was hungry and she wanted to see me break. Frustration again began to build as I tried to figure a way out of this continually more complex predicament. I also kept getting distracted by her toes that she wiggled freely on the floor as she worked.
"You must be starving," Amber finally said. "I brought you my leftover salad, or if you would prefer you can have a snack between my legs."
My face went red and burned with shame at the reality that as soon as she said the words I imagined myself doing just that.
"You want to eat my cunt again, don't you, Cassie?" she teased.
I didn't answer, as I tried to refuse the temptation to fall deeper into the depths of her web of submission.
"Just crawl like a good pet to me and get your treat," she continued.
I wanted to resist, I wanted to stand up and slap her in the face, yet the thought of tasting her was already pulling me towards her.
Without a word, I crawled towards her and she rolled her chair back and allowed me to position myself under what used to be my desk, just like Sophia had done.



She chuckled, opening her legs to allow me a clear view of her perfectly shaved pussy, "Beg, to please your Mistress."
Her pussy so tantalizing close to me, her scent lingering teasingly, I answered, giving in yet again unconditionally, "Please Mistress Amber, may I eat your cunt."
"And are we going to have any more of these silly disobediences," she asked.
"No, Mistress Amber," I answered, suddenly feeling guilty for disobeying.
"Look closely at my cunt, slave," she ordered.
I obeyed, my mouth watering.
"How bad do you want it?" she asked, rolling her chair away again.
"Soooooo bad," I whimpered, my pussy tingling.
"Go fuck yourself on your new toy, my pet," Amber ordered.
I looked up and saw her devilish smile.
I knew this was just another level of humiliation, I also knew that the camera would film me fucking myself like some two-bit whore, yet I crawled out from under the desk and over to the wall with the six-inch dildo.
"Back up slowly, my pet," she instructed, as she put her legs on the desk and watched amused at my complete submission to her.
I could feel my pussy leak as I anticipated the cock in me. I closed my eyes, not wanting to see Amber watching me, as I slowly backed up. I felt the head of the cock hit my dog tail. I lifted my legs up a bit and the cock easily slipped inside my wanton pussy.
"Ohhhhh," I moaned, the pleasure instantly tingling inside me.
"Now fuck yourself, slut," Amber instructed.
I didn't need any further instructions as I began bouncing back and forth on the plastic toy.
"Don't you come without permission, Cassie," Amber demanded, her voice closer.
I opened my eyes and saw she had walked over to me.
"Who owns you?" she asked, grabbing a chair.
"You doooooo," I whimpered in admission.
"And who is in charge of this company?" she questioned, putting the chair directly in front of me.
"You arrrrrre, Ms. Amber," I admitted, knowing I had lost and she had won.
Lifting up her skirt and sitting down on the chair, her pussy again so close to me, she asked, "What are you?"
I didn't even hesitate, my desire to come overriding any last remnants of dignity or common sense, "Your slave, your pet, your slut."
"You can come when I do, Cassie Williams," she said, sliding down the chair until her pussy was in my face.
Hearing my name was one last reminder of who I was and how quickly I had fell, yet I didn't care. I began licking eagerly wanting to get her off so I too could get off. I slowed down fucking myself, desperate to obey and not come yet as I continued licking. I licked for what seemed like an eternity of surreal near orgasmic bliss until her moans increased again and I did the same head turning clit tease I had with Nicole.
"Oh shit, slut, you are soooo good at this," Amber moaned, before adding, "faster, faster, fuck, fuck, come with me, slut, come with me."
I let go, began fucking myself furiously while my face bounced into her cunt with each forward movement and in seconds my orgasm shot through me with erotic precision just as Amber's cascaded through her. My face was coated with cum as I continued to bounce back and forth onto the dildo and into her quivering pussy.
Finally spent, I fell forward into Amber's pussy as the cock slipped out of my pussy and juices leaked out liberally.
Amber patted my head like a dog as she said, "You will make a very good pet, Cassie, a very good pet indeed."
The words which would have been ludicrous and offensive a week ago were suddenly comforting. I looked up and woofed.
THE END
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Note 1: This is the forth part of my cocksucking college sister series. Here is a brief summary of each previous part.
Part 1: Cocksucking College Sister In part one Anthony accidentally gets his cock sucked by his sister at a gloryhole and again a second time at a sorority party.
Part 2: Cocksucking College Sister: Again In the sequel, they are at their parents' 25th wedding anniversary and Anthony returns the favour by going down on his sister in their parents' wine cellar.
Part 3: Cocksucking College Sister: Fucked In the third part, it is later that evening at their parents' anniversary when the two siblings finally cross the final taboo and have sex with each other as Anthony takes his sister's virginity.
Note 2: A special thanks to MAB7991 for his editing expertise.
Quick reminder of the ending of part 3:
While dancing with his mother, Anthony is shocked to learn she knows about him and his sister; he is doubly shocked with the words: "So Anthony, do you want to fuck Mommy?"
Cocksucking College Sister: Mom & Dad
Mom let her shocking question linger in the air for the remainder of the song.
My head spun with the double revelation that:
1. Mom knew about Lilly and I having sex and was not outraged by it.
2. Mom had just asked if I would like to fuck her.
My cock was instantly at launch and ready for takeoff mode at the thought of fucking mom. She had been a constant stroke fantasy throughout high school by myself and all my buddies who called her a MILF. Unlike my shy sister who had always dressed rather conservatively, hiding her nice body, mom had always dressed provocatively but classy (if that is a combination that makes sense). She had always been a dress or skirt type of woman and my obsession with nylon legs definitely began with her. I remember sneaking into her room as a teenager and using her pantyhose to masturbate myself, envisioning losing my virginity to her. My head was spinning at the possibility of making my longest running sexual fantasy a reality.
Just as the song was nearing completion, I felt Mom's hand on my cock as she whispered in my ear, "Are you hard because of me?"
My cock flinched in her hand as all I could do was whimper.
"I'll take that as a yes, Anthony," she purred.
"Oh God Mom," I barely got out.
"I have to cut the cake and dance with your father but I should be able to disappear for a few minutes in about half an hour," Mom explained, looking completely insatiable.
"Are you serious?" I asked, even though her hand firmly on my cock there on the dance floor was a pretty good indication she was.
"I plan to show you just how serious I am as soon as I can disappear from my wifely duties Anthony. I have never been hornier than I was watching you fuck your sister," Mom answered, giving my cock one last squeeze.
"Meet me in the wine cellar at 12:15 is that understood?" she asked, like she would when she was laying down the law when I lived at home.
"Yes, Mom," I agreed, still unable to fathom the reality I was currently living.
"Good," Mom smiled as the song ended. Pulling me in for a hug, her breasts firmly pressed into me, she whispered, "Now don't you be late son."
Before I could respond she was gone, and the massive tent in my pants was no longer obscured by mom. I quickly moved to a table and sat down giving my cock time to settle down and my brain time to process what had just transpired.
I was alone only a minute when Lilly joined me.
"You ok, big brother you look completely frazzled," she asked, stressing the word big flirtatiously.
"Dazed and confused," I joked.
"What's going on?" Lilly asked suddenly worried. "Did mom find out?"
"Yes, but that is not the weird part," I answered.
Instantly near hyperventilating, her face went snow white, as she repeated, "Oh my God, oh my God, oh my God."
"That's what she said," I joked.
"This is not funny, Anthony," she said, in extreme panic mode.
"We have nothing to worry about," I said, putting my hand on her leg.
"Don't you dare start with me. You are to blame for this," she snapped, slapping my hand away.
"You didn't seem too concerned while I was you were coming on my face or when you begged me to fuck you," I smirked, having fun with my high-strung sister. Although if I didn't know what I knew, I am sure I would be freaking out just like she was.
"Stop it Anthony, this is serious," she said, tears beginning to flow.
"Ok, ok, I'm sorry, but let me explain," I said, realizing I had to tell her the truth. "But you can't freak out."
"It's a little too late for that," Lilly said, surveying the area for mom.
"Mom is ok with it," I said.
"What?" Lilly asked flabbergasted by my seemingly absurd statement.
"Actually she is more than ok with it," I added.
"What the hell are you talking about?" she asked frustrated by my vagueness.
"Mom..." I began, but was interrupted.
"Mom what?" came a voice from behind us.
Lilly who had just begun to regain some color in her face again went ghost white.
"I was just beginning to tell Lilly about our discussion Mom," I answered.
"I don't recall our conversation being a tell all," Mom replied, putting her hands on Lilly's shoulders.
Lilly froze in place like a statute completely overwhelmed by the situation. Finally, Lilly spoke, "I'm so sorry Mom."
"Sorry about what?" dad's voice asked out of the blue.
It was my turn to replicate Lilly's white face.
Mom tried to cover for her children whose faces had guilt written all over them saying, "Oh Jack, she was just telling me she wasn't feeling well and may have to call it a night."

"Oh, that's ok honey," Dad said, "all that is left is cutting cake and watching relatives get drunk."
Mom laughed, her response dripping with innuendo, "Yes, all the interesting things to see have already happened."
I noticed mom give Lilly's shoulders a knowing squeeze which had Lilly's mouth drop open in shock.
Dad grabbed Mom's arm and led her to the dance floor as mom looked back at both her children with a look that implied do as you are told.
"Oh my god," Lilly began freaking out.
"Calm down we are not in trouble," I said.
"How can you say that? Mom knows we had sex doesn't she?" Lilly whispered in case anyone walked by
"Yes, but," I smiled.
"But what?" she asked, her anxiety building quickly.
"She wants to meet me in the wine cellar," I revealed.
"No way," Lilly said, the words she just heard me say not remotely possible in her mind. They wouldn't be in mine either if I hadn't just had the conversation I had with Mom just minutes ago.
"Yes," I nodded and briefly retold as best I could remember the surreal conversation I had with mom on the dance floor.
"I can't believe it," Lilly said looking towards the dance floor to our parents dancing and laughing.
"It's the truth," I said.
Silence lingered as Lilly processed the stunning reality. When she did speak she continued the avalanche of bizarre conversations. Her tone was insecure. "So are you already planning to replace me with mom?"
"What?" I gasped looking directly into her eyes.
"Are you going to do it?" she asked, suddenly seeming possessive of me.
"I don't know," I answered, which was the truth. The thought of fucking mom was exhilarating, yet the thought of making Lilly sad, especially after how intimate we had become, tore me up inside.
Lilly turned away and back to the dance floor and a couple of seconds later she gasped.
I turned to look and mom was pointing at her and then me, seemingly implying we were both to meet her in the wine cellar.
To clarify, I pointed to me, then Lilly and then to the vicinity of the house where the cellar was.
Mom gave a slight nod in the affirmative.
"Well, apparently mom wants a threesome or she just wants to talk to us," I said, hoping for the threesome.
"You are not serious?" Lilly asked.
"Half an hour ago no, but now I really have no clue," I admitted, realizing for once that I may be in over my head.
"What are we going to do?" she asked, clearly getting really stressed out.
"Meet her," I said, although clueless to how to play the actual meeting when it took place.
"I can't," Lilly said shaking, "I can't look her in the eye knowing she knows what we did."
"Lilly, she just asked if I want to fuck her. She is not mad at us," I replied, trying to comfort her.
"I just can't believe mom would say that," she said, in disbelief.
"Did you think you would let me take your virginity?" I asked, trying to put it in perspective.
"That is different," she said.
"How?" I asked.
Standing up, she said without any logic to back it, "It just is." She stomped away leaving me alone my head spinning and my cock pulsing.
I finished a drink at the table that wasn't mine before heading to the free bar and getting a double whiskey. I shot that down rather quickly before getting another. I surveyed the party and saw mom was cutting the cake with dad's arms around her. They both seemed so happy. I knew instantly I couldn't have sex with my mom. I loved my dad and would never do anything that would ever hurt him. My cock shrank as the excitement I first felt at the thought of fucking mom shifted to anger at the thought that she would betray dad.
Once they were done cutting the cake, I watched mom feed dad before heading to the secret rendezvous with mom and Lilly, hoping Lilly would be there.
I quickly texted her for confirmation she was coming, hoping if temptation got too hard to resist, me being a guy who often thinks with his other head, rather than the one between his ears, that she would be there to protect me from myself.

Lilly didn't respond to my text, but she was already at the wine cellar when I arrived, pacing back and forth.
"You are here, thank god," I greeted.
"I am really freaking out," she said, continuing to pace.
Trying to relax her I joked, "I can see that. You are making quite the pathway."
"Shut up, Anthony, this is serious," she snapped.
"I need your help," I said.
"Isn't that what got us in this predicament in the first place," she replied, which was kind of funny but her tone implied she was not going for humor.
"Don't let me do anything with mom," I said.
"Do what with mom?" the voice asked from behind, the voice of my father.
If I thought Lilly went pale when she learned of Mom's knowledge of sexual impropriety that was nothing compared to the ghostly sick near death white she went when she saw dad.
I am sure I was a similar white as I turned around and saw dad behind me. "Um nothing," I lied, not even remotely able to come up with a reasonable lie at the moment.
He laughed, "Shit, you are as terrible a liar as your mother."
Neither Lilly nor I had anything to say as we tried to interpret dad's odd facial expression...as if he knew something.
After a long nerve-wracking silence, dad continued the domino of shocking revelations as he said, "So your mother says you two are having sex."
My mouth dropped open and Lilly's tears began instantly, yet again neither of us said anything.
Dad laughed, "I guess it's like father like son."
"W-w-what," I barely got out getting even more confused.
Lilly through sniffles and tears said, "I am so sorry, daddy."
Looking at Lilly he said, "Come here, my sugar boo."
Lilly went to dad's arms and broke down completely.
Compassionately, he said, "It's ok, Aunt Sarah and I have been intimate since we were about your age."
It was yet another stunning revelation in a day full if them. It was like bring a detective in a James Patterson novel, every time you think you had solved the crime another plot twist occurs. I looked at Lilly who was looking at me, both of us with bewildered looks on our faces.

"Let me explain everything," he said, in his usual calm soothing way. "Your Aunt Sarah, Uncle Walter, your mom and I have been having sex with each other since college."

I couldn't believe that mom and her sister were having sex, never mind Aunt Sarah's political aid husband who always seemed like such a stiff.

Lilly pulled back from dad and looked at him, while I gasped, "No way." Aunt Sarah was slightly chubby but with the biggest tits I had ever attempted to see (she loved wearing cleavage enhancing blouses or dresses that were like magnets to any man's eyes).
"Really?" Lilly asked, her tone unbelieving yet curious.
"Wanna hear another secret?" Dad asked.
"I am not sure I can handle many more surprises, daddy," Lilly said, although it was obvious her attitude had quickly shifted from embarrassed to curious.
"Your mother and I had planned to tell you guys next month at the cottage of our incest past in hope..." he said, allowing the sentence to remain unfinished for us to finish.
Silence lingered between us until I finally asked, the words sounding rather blunt, "Dad are you implying you want to fuck Lilly?"
"Well that is a crude way to say it, but yes I had hoped all four of us would become intimate," Dad confirmed.
Lilly stared at dad trying to process the reality that our father wanted to have sex with her.
Suddenly the door closed and mom joined us. "So has your father explained the situation yet?"
I replied, "The picture is still a bit murky."
Mom walked over to me and unlike dad who was clearly finding the situation awkward, mom kissed me in a way a mother doesn't ever kiss their son.
It was short, but intense before mom said, "Look you two, you discovered the beauty of incestuous sex and now that it is out in the open I think we should show each other just how much we truly love each other."
"I'm in," I said, needing no more convincing.
"What about you sweetheart?" Mom asked, going to her daughter.
"It-it-it is a lot to take in," Lilly said, as mom leaned in and kissed her.
I watched in perverted voyeuristic awe as my mom and sister kissed. At first Lilly was stiff, like she was with me the first time, yet the longer the kiss continued I could see Lilly's weak resistance melting away. The kiss became more primal the longer it lasted.
I glanced at dad who was equally enjoying the lesbian mother-daughter passion.
I instantly assumed that mom and Aunt Sarah were lovers and the thought of mom in between Sarah's legs flashed in my head.
"Jack, Anthony, come and help me," Mom instructed.
Lilly looked overwhelmed, but her red cheeks also gave away her sexual arousal.
We both tentatively joined Mom as we as a family made love to Lilly.
Dad unzipped Lilly's dress, while Mom helped taking it off a clearly bewildered Lilly, who looked over to me with a look that could only be described as disbelieving.
I joined the undressing of my sister as I smiled at her as I reached behind and unclasped her bra.
"Pantyhose ripped at the crotch my dear, how deliciously naughty," Mom purred, as she lifted up her dress to reveal she was wearing a garter and stockings, my cock again flinching.
"Anthony did that," Lilly spoke for the first time in a while.
"And you like to please your brother don't you, honey?" Mom smiled.
Lilly blushed again, now naked except her torn pantyhose, "I suppose," she whispered.
"Because you are submissive by dear, aren't you?" Mom assessed accurately, taking her daughter's left nipple in her mouth.
Lilly whimpered weakly, "I guess."
"You like to please don't you?" Mom asked, moving to Lilly's right nipple.
"Yeeees," Lilly moaned as her mother nibbled on her nipple. Meanwhile dad was kissing his daughter's neck from behind.
"And you have always been a daddy's girl, haven't you, Lilly?" Mom asked, lowering herself to her knees.
Lilly looked down at Mom, clearly still stunned yet obviously horny as hell. "I suppose."
"Do you want mommy to lick your pussy and get it ready for daddy, sweetheart?" Mom asked, her voice the same as if she was asking Lilly if she wanted cream in her coffee.
"I-I-I don't know," Lilly stammered, looking at me for help.
I nodded.
Mom continued her sexual teasing her daughter. "Lilly we would never make you do anything you don't want to do. Do you understand?"
"Yes," Lilly nodded.
"Do you want mommy to lick your sweet little pussy?" Mom asked, moving so close it looked from my advantage point that she had to be lip to lip. "Hmmmm, you smell good enough to devour whole."
Lilly trembled as she looked at me overwhelmed by the situation and her own growing desire to be pleasured. Her voice cracked as she weakly said, "Yes, Mommy."
Mom leaned forward and licked her daughter's pussy and my cock flinched with eager anticipation of when it would be my turn for Mom's ministrations to my now rock hard member.
Lilly let out a long moan as Mom's tongue touched her pussy and after a few seconds of lesbian incest intimacy, Mom said, "Boys don't just stand there, lets pleasure her whole body."

Dad continued staying behind Lilly kissing her back and squeezing her ass cheeks.
Lilly's eyes went wide as I moved in and kissed her. Our tongues moved tentatively in each other mouths as Lilly was so distracted by our parents' double onslaught on her senses.
Lilly eventually broke the kiss as her breathing began to get erratic. Looking down, mom lapping away and dad groping freely as he whispered, "Does my little girl want daddy to fuck her?"
Lilly's sounds were a type of sexual pleasure I had only heard in porn movies.
Both my parents were pleasuring their daughter begged, a hunger in her eyes, "Daddy, please fuck me."
Hearing such words from my sister had my cock begging to get some attention as dad stood up, pulled down his pants hastily, his cock a literal twin to mine, and taking control, ordered, "Move to the table for support, sweetheart."
Lilly didn't need to be told twice as mom moved out from underneath her daughter, her face shiny with pussy juice, and Lilly returned to the table where I earlier this evening (hard to believe that had been just a few hours ago) had taken her virginity.
Dad had the same look of insatiable hunger I had, as he positioned himself behind his daughter, whose left hand was rapidly rubbing her clit.
"Hurry Daddy," Lilly begged, adding even more taboo naughtiness as she had obviously accepted the kinky reality of our incestuous act, "Fuck your baby girl, daddy."
Dad clearly didn't need any further convincing as he easily slid his stiff cock inside his daughter.
"Ooooooooh, yeeees, daaaaaddy," Lilly moaned loudly as she was filled completely in one hard thrust.
"Your pussy is so tight baby," Dad groaned a look of euphoria on his face.
Mom moved to me, still on the floor, and asked as her hand went directly to my stiff erection, "Is my big boy needing some attention to?"
I mumbled, "God yes."
I watched as mom unbuckled my belt, tugged down my pants and underwear and took my hard rod in her hands. She purred, "Hmmmm, is this all for me?"
Trying to be suave under the circumstances, I replied, "All for you, Mom."
"Mmmmm, delicious," she smiled before opening her mouth and taking my cock in it.
Instantly I wondered if cocksucking was a DNA trait as mother and daughter had a similar style of pleasing a man with their whole mouth including their tongue. Many girls think giving head is just a back and forth bob, which usually gets the job done, but a true cocksucker uses her lips, mouth, hands and saliva to create an onslaught of sensations that has the man's knees bucking. Mom's was that kind of blow job and so much more.
I looked at my sister who was ferociously rubbing her clit as dad slammed into her from behind. Unlike my one time making love to her, dad was fucking her. Lilly's body was bouncing like a rag doll with each firm deep thrust dad made into her. Lilly meanwhile was clearly in sexual ecstasy as she moaned and begged for more.



"Harder daddy, fuck your slutty daughter harder," she begged, which only turned me on more.
I returned my gaze to my mother who was worshipping my cock like it was the holy grail of cocks. Deciding to be aggressive myself, confident in my assessment that she was submissive, I ordered, "Let's see you bend over beside Lilly, my mommy slut."
Mom looked up, her mouth full of cock as if asking me with her eyes if I had just called her a slut.
Reading her mind, I confirmed my authority over her, as I continued, "I plan to make you my full time mommy slut, Julie."
I had never used her first name before or called her a slut, but my hunch was right (like I knew I had to be slow and sweet with Lilly, I knew I had to be firm and aggressive with mom).
Mom took my cock out of her mouth and she asked, her hand firmly on my cock, "Are you trying to Dom your mother?"
Her tone surprisingly stern as if I was in trouble had me considering had I misjudged the situation and mother's submissiveness.
I pondered backing down but having started the power play I figured I may as well finish it.
Staying firm, I threatened, "If you want your son's big cock in that sweet cunt of yours you will get over there and bend over like a good mommy-slut or I will go find Aunt Sarah. I bet she would be a good little fuck-toy."
Time stood still as mom stared at me from her submissive position on her knees while I stared down at her firmly.
"Shit you got mommy all fucking wet," she finally said, standing up and going to join her daughter who was still getting pounded hard from dad.
Mom bent over, lifted up her dress, surprising me by being commando and leaned in and kissed her daughter.
I moved towards my mom's perfect ass, so perfect in every curve, and put my hands on her hips.
"Beg your son to fuck you mommy-slut," I demanded, my cock between her legs teasing her pussy.
Breaking the lesbian incest kiss, she begged, "Please shove that big snake in mommy, make mommy your fuck-toy."
I couldn't believe the words I was hearing, but was not one to disobey my mother and I pushed forward filling my mom's cunt with my cock.
"Oh yes, Anthony," Mom moaned as my body slammed into hers.
"You like my cock in your cunt," I asked, not moving as I allowed myself to enjoy the forbidden warmth of mom's volcano of pleasure.
"I fucking love it, baby," Mom resounded.
Lilly meanwhile was in an orgasmic frenzy as she screamed, "Oh my, oh my, oh my God daddyyyyyyyyyy, you made your daughter coooome."
Dad smiled at me as he continued to thrust into his daughter even as she orgasmed.
"You look so beautiful baby," Mom purred as she watched her baby girl come from her dad's cock.
"You too, Mommmmmmy," she whimpered as her orgasm continued to quiver through her.
I continued slowly fucking mom, enjoying her warmth as I watched my sister's beautiful lips as her post orgasm whimpers continued to escape.
Dad grunted and demanded, "On your knees, slut. Get ready to take daddy's come."
I winced knowing that Lilly didn't like the derogatory terms, but was surprised when she quickly turned around, fell to her knees and devoured dad's cock. She hungrily bobbed up and down like the amazing cocksucker she was.
"Shit baby, you are just like your mother," Dad moaned.
Watching her daughter give her husband a blow job seemed to turn Mom on as she demanded, "Harder son, fuck Mommy harder."
Obliging her request, I began to replicate the sex scene I had just watched unfold. I began to slam into Mom my body crashing against her with each deep forward thrust.
Mom got incredibly animated as I fucked her. "Ooooooh yes, son. Fuck Mommy's cunt," and "Yes, baby, pound me baby," and "Oh God, I love being your Mommy-sluuuut."
Meanwhile dad grunted, "I'm coming, baby girl."
Lilly didn't slow down as she impressed dad by easily swallowing every last drop.
"Fuck baby, soooooo good," Dad groaned his facial expression one of pure satisfaction.
"Harder, Anthony, fuck your mommy-slut, fill my cunt with your cum," Mommy moaned, as she somehow tightened her cunt muscles around my cock bringing a new sensation I had never felt before like she was milking me for all I was worth.
The mixture of watching dad and Lilly and the crazy tight cunt of mom was too much and I grunted, "Here comes my cum mommmmmmmmmy!"
I unloaded my cum in my mother's cunt as she demanded, "Keep fucking me baby, I'm close too."
I didn't slow down as mom milked every last ounce of my cum from her pussy death grip.
"Oh yes baby, yes, so cloooooose, yes, yes, shiiiiit," Mom screamed as her orgasm hit her. A smile crossed my face knowing I had made my mother come as I slowed down exhausted.
To my surprise, I felt hands pull me back out of mom and was surprised to learn it was Lilly who said, "Move it big brother."
Lilly fell to her knees and buried her face into mom's leaking pussy...a mixture of mom's and my cum.
The sight was so nasty hot my shrinking cock flinched.
Mom moaned, "That's it my little cunt licker, clean mommy's cunt."
Dad laughed, "I think we may have created a monster."
I chuckled, "A beautiful fucking monster."
THE END
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STRAIGHT NO MORE
I was getting ready for a trip to Washington on business, for work when Bill, a guy I didn't like at all, said at coffee, "If you are in D.C. you have got to go to the Iron Rod."
"The what?" I asked, barely listening since all the guy did was bullshit.
"The Iron Rod is the best pick-up bar in Washington. You are literally guaranteed to get fucked," he explained.
In retrospect that was the hint of what was about to happen to me, but I didn't catch it. His smug smile should also have been another clue. I quipped, "Yeah and you will fuck anything."
"True," he agreed, "but this place is legendary. I fucking guarantee even an average looking dude like you will be a sure thing."
I said I already had plans but we would see what happens.
The second night in D.C. after a long boring day of meetings, a supper with clients that included a little too much booze and goggling at hot waitresses in short skirts, I returned to my hotel drunk and horny.
Remembering Bill's mentioning of that sure thing bar I figured what the hell, I would check it out, maybe even get laid.
The bar was a bit out of the way, so I got a taxi to get me there. On the drive, I concluded although I was not hammered, I was feeling pretty buzzed.
Buzzed enough to pay the ridiculous thirty dollar cover, buzzed enough to not question when the massively steroid built bouncer insisted that they keep my driver's license till I left the club, buzzed enough to sign a piece of paper just to get into the bar and buzzed enough to not notice the complete lack of women in the place as I sat at the bar and ordered a drink.
I had one good long sip of my drink before I surveyed the bar. It took me only a few seconds to realize Bill had sent me to a fucking gay bar. There was not a woman in the place, unless you counted some of the fairies wearing punk scarfs or prancing around like queer pipe blowers and poop chute takers they were. I instantly cursed Bill and texted him.
You fucker, I will get you back for this.
I decided to shoot my drink and get the fuck out of there before some queer thought I played on their fucking side.
As I shot my first drink, the bartender placed a second drink in front of me.
I said, "I didn't order a second drink."
"It is from Bulldog," the bartender said, as if that ended the conversation.
There was no way I was accepting a drunk from some faggot. "No Thanks," I said, pushing the drink back.
The bartender looked at me alarmed. He leaned in and whispered, "You don't say no to Bulldog."
"Who is Bulldog?" I asked, amused by the name.
"The master of the house," he answered, before adding, "and he loves fresh white meat."
"I am not a fag," I said.
"Oh you will be by the time Bulldog is through with you," the bartender promised with a knowing smile.
Curious who supposedly had so much power, I asked, "And who is this Bulldog?"
"See that big muscular guy with all the tats," he said, pointing to a table in the corner.
I looked to the table where a big, bald, black guy was sitting staring at me. "Holy shit, he is huge," I gasped.
The bartender agreed playing with my words, "That he is, even with his pants on."
I glanced back at him, he had his drink in the air and was clearly giving me a toast.
Not wanting to offend the man who could break me in two with his bare hands, I took the drink he had bought and raised it to him.
He gave a nod, as if giving me permission to have a drink. Trying to prove I was a man I downed the drink.
As I looked at him again, I noticed something I hadn't before. Some queer's head was bobbing up and down, assumedly on Bulldog's cock.
Shaking my head after the instant buzz from the drink, I quipped, "Looks like he already has some queer blowing him."
"Be careful what you say, straight boy, or you will end up in the hospital," the bartender said, not offended but clearly issuing a warning.
A guy who looked a lot like Matt Damon, but younger, came to the bar and said, "Ken, Bulldog wants another cocktail and another one for his new friend."
"Of course," Ken the bartender replied.
The ridiculously good-looking guy who could easily get any chick he wanted with just this looks alone, was obviously a knob polisher, which I bet a ton of woman felt was a shame, said, "Bulldog would like you to join him for a cocktail."
I was proud of myself for not saying what I was thinking, which was shit you are a cocktail (he had a cock and he takes it in the tail). But I replied, "Um thanks, but I was just leaving."
The pretty boy said, "Well, you have a drink to finish and it would be very impolite to not at least say thanks."
Every time he kept saying cocktail I had to hold back laughter, men did not say cocktail. Finally, I realized it would be easier if I just ended this personally. As Ken returned with my whiskey, I gave a nod and said to the pretty boy, stressing the word 'cocktail' as two separate words, "Lead the way cock tail."
Oblivious to my intended insult, he smiled, his voice going disconcertingly high, "Right this way."
Bulldog's eyes never seemed to leave mine as I walked over to his table, the faggot still bobbing up and down, oblivious to how absurd he looked sucking cock in public, even in a gay bar.
Arriving at the table, I took control, "Thanks for the drinks, but I've really got to get back to the hotel."
Ignoring what I had just said, he spoke, his voice soft yet strong, "Where you from?"
"Detroit," I answered, my eyes gravitating against my will to my first live queer scene.
He kept talking to me as if it were natural to have someone sucking his cock while having a conversation (which for him it probably was). "Cool, I am a Red Wings fan."
I am a diehard fan and not realizing I was being pulled into a conversation I had come over to prevent, I said, "Me too. I grew up when they sucked in the late eighties and have met Yzerman on a few occasions."
"Very cool. I loved Yzerman too, too bad he ended up in Tampa Bay, not really a Mecca for hockey," he said.
"So true," I laughed.
"Take a seat," he said, not rudely, yet it was clearly an order and not a suggestion.
I don't know why I obeyed, but I felt my legs bending and soon I was sitting on the opposite side of the cocksucker.
Closer now I could see the blow job clearly and my jaw dropped open even wider, when I saw how big Bulldog's cock was. It was obvious why he was called Bulldog: his cock was long and thick. It made my five inch cock look like a child's toy.
"Eleven inches," Bulldog said.
"What?" I asked, only partially hearing him.
He said matter-of-factly, "My cock is eleven inches long."
Trying to act casual, I commented, "That must get you a lot of action."
Ignoring my assessment, he asked me, "So why are you in D.C.?"
"Work," I said, trying to avoid what was natural to want to look at. It was like driving by a car accident, you don't want to look but you can't resist.
He chuckled, "Want to replace him?"
"Pardon?" I asked realizing I was staring. I quickly looked away at what was the biggest cock I had ever seen not in a porn movie and quickly clarified, "I'm not gay."
"Then why are you here," he asked.
My eyes gravitated back to the older white guy sucking away on the massive cock. "A co-worker of mine told me I was guaranteed to get fucked here," I admitted.
He laughed, "Well that is a guarantee I can make you too."
I began to get up knowing I was getting in way over my head and quite nervous about the implication of his guarantee.
As soon as I stood up he ordered, his tone firm and authoritative, "Sit down, Martin."
I didn't sit down but instead asked, "How do you know my name?"
Pulling something out of his pocket he read what appeared to be my drivers' license. "Martin White, born April 3."
I demanded, "Give that back to me."
"All in good time. Now sit," he ordered, his tone more aggressive and clearly absolutely intolerant of any insubordination.
This time I did as I was told.
"So we have a bit of a predicament Martin," he began.
"And what would that be?" I asked, shooting down the rest of my drink and getting rather annoyed by the whole situation.
Bulldog snapped his fingers and the Matt Damon looking faggot got up and went to the bar, assumedly to get me another drink.
"You see when you entered here you became part of the Iron Rod family," he continued.
"Which means?" I asked, glancing back to the white dude still slobbering up and down on Bulldog's cock. A thought of sucking cock flashed in my head and I just as quickly dismissed it.
"Still in denial aren't you Martin?" Bulldog asked.
"What!" I asked, just as another drink arrived.
"You are having flashes in your mind of sucking my chocolate perfection," he correctly assessed.
I stammered, after taking a long dug at my drink, "I-I-I am m-n-not."
"Liquid courage," he said, before continuing, "Do you remember signing a paper when you entered the club?"
The booze beginning to get to me, I vaguely remembered signing a piece of paper and joking I was signing my life away, the irony of that statement now becoming crystal clear. "Yeah, so what?" I shrugged.
"Every person here, a top or a bottom, signed the same confidentiality waiver, but as you probably know waivers aren't worth the paper they are written on," Bulldog continued.
"Are you getting to the point anytime soon?" I asked, trying desperately to ignore the temptation to look at the cocksucker sucking Bulldog's cock, while trying to look tough and straight.
"The tough man bullshit doesn't impress me, if anything all it does is further convince me you are a bottom in denial," he said, calling my bluff.
"I don't even know what a bottom is," I countered.
"You will soon enough," he laughed. "So where was I?"
"Explaining that waivers are shit," I offered, my years in legal experience confirming he was right.
"Of course, you are a good listener Martin. So anyway since waivers are not legally helpful and utter discretion is needed to protect our clientele, many who are celebrities, or in positions of power, we need to have something damaging on you to make sure you don't out any of our members."
"Why would I do that? I don't even know anyone here," I asked.
"Don't you?" he asked. "Say hi, Judge Wellington."
The cocksucker took the huge black cock out of his mouth and looked up and said, "Hi."
It took me a moment to correlate that the man who had been slowly sucking on Bulldog's huge cock was one of our countries federal judges.
Bulldog snapped his fingers and one of the most powerful men in the country returned to sucking cock. "Did you take a good look at the men in the bar?"
I still was in shock but really I hadn't in retrospect. Once I realized I was in a gay bar, I got disgusted and avoided eye contact, although truth be told I was always rather oblivious to my surroundings (something that drove many ex-girlfriends nuts). "Not really," I admitted, adding, "once I realized where I was I quickly decided to finish my drink and head back to my hotel."
"Yet here you are," Bulldog smiled.
"Not by choice," I countered.
"You always have a choice Martin," he responded, before suggesting, "Look around. Take a good long look."
Curious, I did as suggested. I turned around and was suddenly overwhelmed by reality. First off there was a stage at the back that I couldn't see from the bar earlier. Currently on the stage was a male stripper dressed as a fireman, a guy who was easily one of the most ridiculously good looking men I had ever seen. Although I am not gay, I know when someone is good looking.
As I continued scanning the room I became overwhelmed with the shocking reality of what I was witnessing.
At another table was Senator Hawkings and he had some young black man bobbing furiously like his life depended on it. At another table a middle age white guy was seemingly riding the cock of a similarly aged white man. On the dance floor guys were making out, slow dancing and so forth.
Yet, the biggest shock came as I was turning back around to Bulldog. In the corner, Carter Harper the tough guy for the Washington Capitals, was bent over getting fucked by some older man in his early fifties. It was unfathomable that such a tough guy could be a faggot. Even more shocking was the clear facial expressions of pleasure that was on his face; he loved getting ass fucked by this old dude and didn't seem to care who saw.
Bulldog laughed, assumedly at my stunned face as I couldn't stop watching the tough guy get roughly fucked by some old dude. "You see that is the luxury of the Iron Rod Martin, complete anonymity. No one in the city knows that the resident tough guy loves nothing more than to be fucked in the ass. He will take a half-dozen cocks up his backdoor in one night regularly, although his record is 21."
"Fuck off," I said to know one, still unable to believe what I was seeing.
"Look at me, Martin. You can fuck him later tonight if you want," Bulldog said.
My cock flinched in my pants at the thought even though before today I had never once considered fucking a guy. I reluctantly quit watching the bizarre scene and returned my gaze to Bulldog.
"When you signed that waiver at the door, you agree to be filmed tonight and any other night you are here," Bulldog informed me.
"I won't be here again," I responded, desperate to hold onto every last straight fibre in my being.
"Oh, I have heard that before. But they all come back," he chuckled, confident in his words, before repeating, "they all come back."
I didn't respond as I just tried to process everything going on around me.
He continued, "To guarantee the protection of our clientele we have to make sure you never have any inclination or temptation to reveal what happens here or who frequents our establishment."
"I won't," I promised, thinking who would believe me anyway.
"Oh, I believe you," he said, before adding, "but your word isn't enough to guarantee your silence."
I was beginning to understand his unsaid intent. "You are not serious."
"Deadly," he said, with not even a hint of a smile. Snapping his fingers, the judge who had been slowly bobbing up and down for over twenty minutes sat up. Bulldog's facial expression didn't change as he said, "Your turn."
A million thoughts ricocheted in my drunken brain, yet his big cock saluting me was blurring my straightness. I could feel the urge to suck his cock growing, thinking to myself no one will ever know. Yet, the lingering masculine side of me, the one that made gay jokes and mocked gay men was yelling for me to walk away.
Assumedly seeing my inner struggle, he said, "Go on, Martin, fate led you here, and woke up a long repressed inner desire you didn't even know existed. Just relax and let it happen. I know and you know you want to suck my cock. Don't fight it."
His words no longer seemed ludicrous like they had earlier, instead they seemed logical. Yet, I was still paralyzed by indecision.
He chuckled, "Plus, my cock is going in one of your holes Martin, and I am not sure your little ass is ready for me."
My eyes went big and suddenly I rationalized I was going to obey not because I wanted to, but because I had no choice. I was trapped in his gay bar and clearly wasn't going to be allowed to leave until they had me in a similarly compromising position as they obviously had everyone else here. Slowly, I moved closer and leaned forward, taking his cock in my hand. I couldn't believe how rock hard it was and suddenly imagined him fucking me with it.
As if reading my mind, he smugly said, "All in good time. But let's start with making you a good little cocksucker."
The name should have offended me, but yet instead I felt my mouth opening as I leaned forward and took the mushroom top of his huge cock in-between my lips.
"Good boy," he purred, "enjoy my big chocolate stick."
Another condescending name and yet it only made me want more. I blamed the booze, I blamed the bizarre situation and I blamed Bill, but those were all just excuses. In the end I wanted to suck his cock. I slowly took more of his long, thick cock in my virgin mouth, suddenly feeling determined to not suck at cocksucking, I know, ironic.
"I think you were born to suck cock, Martin," he complimented when I had a third of his cock sliding in and out of my mouth.
Each sly compliment only deepened my submission and enhanced my eagerness to please.
"Fuck, you have a suction grip on my cock," he groaned as I tried to replicate the best blow jobs I ever received, which always had a girl making her mouth feel like my cock was tight like in a glove.
"Faster, Martin, convince me you want to taste my cum," he ordered, over half his cock now in my mouth and I obeyed, suddenly hungry to do just that, taste his cum.
"You look so hot with a big cock in your mouth, faggot," he moaned, a minute later, the derogatory name became a harsh quick hit of reality, yet instead of a burning shame I should have felt, I heard myself moan on his cock as I tried to take more of his monster in.
"Shit man," he groaned, "you really are a natural little cocksucker. I bet you are already imaging my cock in your virgin little man pussy."
The suggestion and term man pussy should have been absurd, yet the idea suddenly seemed like a natural next step, my cock dying to break free from its restrictive home.
"Proof of your worth, faggot," he grunted and without warning shot his cum in my mouth. I don't know what I expected it to taste like, but it was shockingly salty sweet. I swallowed as much as I could but I gagged on the excessive amount and some came out my mouth. Much to my own shock, I apologized, "Sorry, it was just too much cum."
"It's ok, cocksucker, you did pretty good for a virgin," Bulldog replied, "getting over two-thirds of me in your mouth on your first time was pretty impressive."
"Thanks," I said absurdly, oddly flattered by his compliments, proud I had impressed him.
"Ready for your movie?" he asked.
"Pardon?" I asked, thinking I was done.
"That was just your appetizer. To guarantee your undying loyalty we need you in a very compromising position," he informed me, his cock surprisingly still fully erect.
"What else am I expected to do?" I asked, although deep down I already knew.
"You must first get naked, get a cock nice and hard with your mouth and then have him take you in your man-pussy," he informed me, casually like he was talking about the weather.
"My man pussy?" I questioned as if that were the only odd thing said.
"Yes, straight faking faggots like you get fucked in your man pussy, or your ass if that makes you feel better," he said, before ordering "Get naked."
"Here?" I asked, praying there was somewhere private having accepted the reality that I was going to get fucked, Bill's promise coming true. Oddly, an acceptance had come over me and instead of fear and disgust, I felt instead intrigue and excitement. My cock was rock hard and had been for awhile.
"No, go onto the stage," he pointed.
"Please no," I pleaded.
"This isn't a negotiation," he replied firmly. "Now, go. We have a pretty big surprise for you, both literally and figuratively."
Anxieties now filling me with dread and fear at being the center of attention, I slowly walked to the currently empty stage.
"Our newest dancer is Martin, he is a marketing representative out of Detroit here to seal a deal with Parker's House. An hour ago he was as straight as an arrow, but one look at Bulldog's magic wand and another straight one is converted. Without further ado I give you our newest addition to the Iron Rod family, Martin," a speaker said over the intercom like you would hear when a stripper was introduced.



Music started to the obnoxious 'Sexy and I know it' song as hoots and hollers began from the crowd.
I stood frozen at first but after looking to Bulldog who just nodded and I noticed the judge had returned to the slow up and down on his big chocolate stick. I couldn't believe how my mouth instantly watered and I felt a hunger to suck his cock again even though his semen aftertaste was still in my mouth. Suddenly wanting to impress him, I started my dance. It was awkward and uncomfortable at first but when the first whistles came followed by money thrown on the stage I began getting into it. I just let go and allowed the rhythm to pulse through me. After the first chorus, I took off my shirt and tossed it in the growing crowd on the dance floor. More whistles, comments of take it all off and crumbled money had a huge adrenaline rush flow through me. I flipped out of my shoes as the spotlight stayed on me.
As the second chorus ended a chant began, "Pants, pants, pants...."
I obliged, adrenaline taking over as I unbuckled my belt and in one quick pull it was off. I tossed it on the floor as I unbuttoned my dress pants and unzipped it slowly as I looked directly at Bulldog.
Finally, I pulled my pants down, again awkwardly, and was standing in front of over sixty men in my boxers, my erect cock poking out.
I continued dancing, feeling somehow liberated at being almost naked. And as the song ended, I went for broke and pulled down my last remaining piece of clothing, revealing to all my six inch erect cock.
The guys on the dance floor hooted, hollered, whistled and clapped as I stood in my birthday suit in a gay bar.
An announcer returned, "What a riveting performance from our newest member. And now for his initiation."
Anxiety again pulsed through me. "Walker, please join us on stage."
My eyes went big, my face red as I saw Mr. Parker, the CEO of Parker's house who I spent all day with trying to convince him our company was best for his upcoming campaign, sauntering towards me.
He smiled as he joined me on stage. "Surprised, boy?" he asked, his southern accent heavy.
"S-s-sorry," I stammered.
"Sorry, who do you think set you up? Bill became a good little bottom for us last year when he got the account and he suggested you would be a perfect addition to my boy harem," he revealed, unbuckling his pants.
I was stunned. Even after sucking a cock and doing a strip tease, this was a shocking turn of events. The boss of the company I was trying to win over earlier today had somehow set this all up.
The look on my face must have been equivalent to what I was feeling as he chuckled as his fully erect cock was unleashed. "How willing are you to get this contract?"
A part of me wanted to punch him in his smiling face, yet another part of me knew I would do almost anything to get this deal and the promotion that would likely go with it. Yet, both these conflicting realities were overpowered by an undeniable hunger to suck his cock. I don't know what changed in me, as a couple hours ago there was no way I would even have considered sucking cock or any other faggot activity, yet there I was the thought of sucking cock overriding anything else.
So instead of talking, I did what felt suddenly natural, I crawled to his stiff appetizing cock and took it in my mouth.
"Good boy," he groaned as I began slowly bobbing back and forth, on his much more reasonable six inch cock. Determined to do what I couldn't with Bulldog, I continued taking more of Mr. Parker's delicious cock in my mouth suddenly wanting nothing more than to get him off. After a couple of minutes of adjusting to his cock in my mouth I finally deep throated him.
He grunted, "You are one determined little cocksucker aren't you?"
I moaned on his cock and was literally disappointed when he pulled his cock out of my mouth.
"Time to make you forever a bottom," he said, just as I felt hands on my ass and cold liquid between my ass cheeks.
I looked back and saw some young guy rubbing my ass with what was apparently lube. Three hours ago if any guy would have even vaguely touched my ass I would have put him in the hospital, yet now I was thankful for any assistance that would ease the impending pain.
Mr. Parker moved behind me and said, "Beg me to fuck your ass, Martin."
The added instruction enhanced the humiliation factor and yet I was no longer resisting my reality, but embracing it. The words out of my mouth sounded so absurd. "Please fuck my ass," I said.
He rubbed his cock in-between my ass cheeks and said, "You can do better than that. A good bottom is an eager one."
His cock rubbing between my ass cheeks was driving me crazy with anticipation and I didn't even hesitate as I moaned, "Please, sir, I need your cock in my ass so badly. Make me your bottom."
"My personal faggot?" he questioned, his cock now at my anal ring.
"God, yes," was all I could muster as the only thing on my mind now was his cock inside me. The thought so unthinkable a few hours ago was now all I wanted.
"Tell me what you are," he demanded, as his cock head pushed forward.
"Fuuuuck," I whimpered, as I felt my ass opened up and I admitted the inevitable. "I am a faggot, your faggot."
"Good boy," he purred, as his mushroom cock broke through my last weak resistance.
I don't know what I expected to feel, but the actual feeling was a blend of euphoria and pain. The feeling of letting go, giving in was intensely satisfying and yet the burn inside my ass hurt with a sharp pain that enhanced the pleasure-pain principle ten-fold. The sound out of my mouth was a similar moan of confusion, "Aaaaaaahhhhhoooooh."
Mr. Parker's laugh, his hands on my hips, seemed to vibrate through me enhancing the stimulation and humiliation equally. He moved slowly forward, each inch inside bringing new pleasure and pain. My cock ached for attention as it stood erect even while I was being sodomized.
I closed my eyes to control the pain and enjoy the pleasure, the conflicting feelings tossing and turning inside me. Time stood still as this odd equilibrium of pleasure and pain cascaded through me inch by inch.
Suddenly he announced, "Good boy, my little bottom, you took all your Master's cock."
I felt a rush of pleasure at knowing I had taken it all, yet was shocked at Mr. Parker referring to himself as my Master.
"Say it faggot, say you want your ass fucked by your Master," Mr. Parker ordered, his tone shifting to authoritative and dominant.
His cock was lodged deep inside me and all I could think about was having him fuck me. His cock had me feeling so full, yet the pleasure I wanted was just simmering below the surface and I hoped when he began fucking me the pleasure would come in waves.
I didn't care about the audience, I didn't care about my dignity, I only cared for what I suddenly craved...to be fucked. So I replied like a good eager bottom, which apparently I had become, "Please Master, fuck your faggot's virgin ass. Make me your fuck-toy."
"You are way more eager than your colleague," Mr. Parker said, as he began pulling his cock out of me.
"Fuuuuck," I moaned as he began slow deliberate strokes.
"You like that faggot," Mr. Parker asked.
I couldn't deny how good it felt to have a cock sliding in and out of my ass. I moaned, "Yeeeeeeees."
His strokes continued moving in and out slowly as I got used to having my ass filled and when another hard cock suddenly was tapping my lips. I didn't even hesitate to open my mouth, without even opening my eyes to see who it was, and I simply allowed another stranger's cock in my mouth.
On all fours, it was awkward to suck, so I just allowed what came natural, I allowed him to fuck my face. Thankfully, his cock was small, but with each forward thrust I could feel his balls hitting my chin, which made the submission seem more humiliating and dirty. Yet, like each act of submission, I instantly craved the stranger's cum.
After only a couple minutes, I heard a grunt and felt my mouth filled with the stranger's hot seed. I swallowed it all and opened my eyes to see a very flamboyant young man pulling his cock out of my mouth.
"Welcome to our side," he said, his high pitched voice making my submission more humiliating as he was the stereotype of a queer I had always mocked so scathingly.
An older gentleman replaced the queer, his cock still only semi-erect. Without instruction, I opened my mouth unbelievably still hungry for more cock.
Mr. Parker asked, "James, ready for a back and forth?"
"Sounds like a plan, Walker," the old man groaned, as his cock grew in my mouth, a feeling which was oddly satisfying, knowing it was my mouth making him grow.
"Faggot, are you ready to fuck us both," Mr. Parker said, letting go of my hips.
It took me a couple of seconds to understand his expectations. I was to fuck myself on his cock. Yet, another additional humiliation to this bizarre day. Yet, my eagerness to please him was all that mattered, and I began to slowly move back on his cock. Once it was fully in me, I moved forward, taking the older man's now fully erect cock completely in my mouth. I started slowly moving back and forth, taking all of Mr. Parker's cock in my ass and then all the older man's cock in my mouth. As I got into a constant rhythm, I began to pick up the pace wanting to be fucked faster, harder and deeper. It was unthinkable but true all I wanted was to be used.
A couple of minutes of the back and forth, my ass slamming back onto Mr. Parker's cock, his cock going even deeper inside my ass, and I thought I may come without having my cock touched. Suddenly, the older man pulled his cock out of my mouth and furiously pumped his cock until I felt his sticky seed on my face as he used me like some cheap sorority whore. The act built on the humiliation and yet it only seemed to make me want more. Another cock replaced the last one and I continued my cocksucking train.
"Where do you want my cum, faggot?" Mr. Parker asked.
I didn't hesitate when I took the small cock out of my mouth and begged, "Fill my ass, my man pussy with your hot cum. I want to feel you fill me completely."
"As you wish," he grunted and in a few more strokes I felt the incredibly bizarre yet ultimately satisfying feeling of being filled so full. My own cock quaked and shockingly I came harder than I had ever come before, as pulsation after pulsation shook my cock.
Mr. Parker chuckled, "Wow, coming from having your man pussy pounded, you really are a little faggot aren't you?"
"Yeeeees," I trembled as the greatest sensation ever quivered through me.
Wanting more, I took the small cock back in my mouth and hungrily bobbed up and down again like I was some slutty co-ed.
As Mr. Parker pulled out, I felt his cum leak out of my ass, again adding to the complete humiliation.
To my surprise, a few seconds later my ass was full again with some stranger's cock which I couldn't see because I had a mouthful of cock.
An hour later, my mouth had serviced over a dozen cocks (I lost count after six) most which I swallowed, a couple who coated my face and had my ass fucked by almost as many.
By the time they were done with me my knees were throbbing, my ass burning and my jaw aching.
Mr. Parker asked, "So did you enjoy your initiation?"
I weakly answered, "Yes."
"We have one more treat for you if you have any energy left," he said.
Although my whole body was aching, my cock was still hard. I looked up my face sticky with cum, and answered, "Sure."
"Well, it's your turn to top. Choose anyone you want, they will likely bend over for you. We are very accommodating here," Mr. Parker said.
"So it seems," I replied, laughing slightly.
I looked around and saw my hockey idol, but he was already being fucked by some large black man.
I looked around suddenly hungry to fuck a man, again something that had never been a thought before today. Scanning the crowd, I saw the most flamboyantly gay guy I had ever seen and knew instantly he was who I wanted to fuck. In reality, he was almost a girl.
I walked over towards him at the bar and he smiled instantly, as if knowing my intentions.
He looked down at my cock fully erect and smirked, his voice disconcertingly high, "They always come to me."
I suddenly was speechless. If he was a girl I would know exactly what to say and how to play the flirt game. Yet with this queer I was suddenly lacking confidence and feeling inferior to him.
He said, "Use a line on me, baby."
His high pitched voice which I would have made fun of before today was suddenly a turn on. I tried to be suave as I said, "I like your outfit."
"That's all you got," he said.
Sighing, I said, frustrated that he was making me work for it, "Look, I find you incredibly sexy and I choose you out of all the available men."
"Kiss me."
"P-p-pardon," I asked.
"If you want to fuck me you have to kiss me," he said, knowing that he was trying to push me. Oddly, I had sucked cock, swallowed cum and been ass fucked and yet this seemed more gayer than any of those.
"Here?" I asked.
"Right here," he replied, smiling.
I strangely found his smile sexy and suddenly kissing him was not so gay; instead it seemed natural. I leaned forward, tentatively, and kissed him. His lips were softer than any woman I had ever kissed and before I knew it I was being pulled into him. I slipped my tongue inside his mouth, hungry for more.
Oddly, it was he who broke the kiss. "And you were straight before today?" he asked.
Just as quickly as I was pulled in, I was pulled back to reality. "What? Yes, I am straight," I protested, even though such a declaration was really absurd now.
"Yes, you are as straight as they come," he laughed, grabbing my hand and leading me to a corner booth at the back of the bar.
I followed him, my eyes on his tight ass the whole time.
"So what do you want, Sugar?" he asked as we reached a somewhat secluded part of the bar.
I wanted to fuck him, but saying the words suddenly seemed difficult to say. "I um, I...."
"You are so cute," he said, waving his fairy hand at me.
Again what would have followed before today was my fist in his face, instead it had me blushing.
"Aaaah, am I making you blush," he purred, as his hand went to my erect cock.
I moaned on contact as he moved towards me and said, "I warn you, baby. Once you have had me, no woman will ever be good enough."
As I looked at him speechless and horny, he slowly fell to his knees and took my cock in his mouth. His tongue swirled around my sensitive mushroom top slowly drawing me in. Somehow creating a whirlpool sensation on my cock with his mouth and saliva. I could see why he was so confident about his promise as it was easily the best blow job I had ever experienced.
He easily took my whole cock in his mouth, not stopping until he had completely deep-throated my cock
He then wowed me again as he grabbed my ass cheeks and pulled me deeper into his mouth somehow. "Shiiiiiit," I whimpered, his mouth doing things to me I didn't even know were possible.
Suddenly desperate to fuck him, I reluctantly pulled out of his perfect mouth and demanded, "Bend over faggot."
He stood up and said, his tone surprisingly manly and in charge. "You are not in charge here, faggot, I am. Is that clear?"
I stammered, "S-s-sorry."
"Tell me you're my faggot," he ordered.
"I am your faggot," I instantly repeated.
He pulled his skinny jeans down and revealed he was wearing a bright pink thong.
Take my panties off, straight boy," he ordered, his tone dripping with sarcasm.
I grabbed the thin fabric and pulled it down his legs revealing he had at least an eight inch cock which seemed so big on his petite girl-like body.
"Go ahead, suck it cocksucker," he ordered.
I had come to fuck him and now I was back to being a submissive and oddly loving it. I took his cock in my mouth and tried to replicate what he had done to me. I don't know how he created so much saliva while having my cock in his mouth, but I tried.
"Stop making love to it, queer," he said, "bob up and down like the eager little cocksucker you are."
Again such verbal insults should have infuriated me but instead had my cock flinching. I obeyed, trying to take as much of his cock in my mouth as possible.
After a couple of minutes of cocksucking, he pulled out and bent over the couch. I assumed he was finally going to let me fuck him, but instead he demanded, "Come lick my asshole, fag-boy."
Again a new low of humiliation for me, yet the thought that he would eventually let me fuck him had me doing the disgusting task. I moved between his ass cheeks and paused as I stared at his white cheeks.
"Hurry up bitch, I don't have all night," he impatiently demanded, before adding, "now get licking."
I put my hands on his ass cheeks and pulled them apart revealing the small rosebud. It was hard to believe looking at the tiny hole that it could fit my cock in it. I leaned forward, extended my tongue and began licking.
"That's it straight-boy, become the ass-slut you were born to be," he ridiculed, as I swirled my tongue around his rosebud.
The taste was surprisingly not disgusting, not great by any means but no worse than some of the slut pussy I had munched on over the years.
After a brief amount of time, he ordered, "Fuck my asshole with your tongue ass-licker, get it ready for your cock."
My cock flinched at the implication that he was going to allow me to fuck him. I obeyed again, pushing my tongue like a small cock at his anal entrance. Slowly, but surely, I slightly penetrated his asshole and, although the act itself was so dirty, I felt a strange sensation of accomplishment at completing the task and hearing him moan.
"That's it my pet," he moaned, "you love my ass don't you?"
"Yes," I admitted awkwardly without taking my tongue out of his ass.
"And what are you willing to do to fuck it?" he asked.
"Anything," I said.
"That is a pretty big scope of possibility," he said amused.
"Anything," I again repeated, so intoxicated by him.
"You will take me on a date tomorrow night?" he asked.
My eyes went big at the question and yet such a concept no longer revolted me. "Yes," I agreed.
"Out to dinner and a show?" he asked.
"Wherever you want to go," I offered.
"Hmmmm, and you will hold my hand and kiss me in public?" he pushed.
I hesitated briefly as he was clearly seeing just how far I would go. Yet realizing I was in a city no one knew me, I figured such acts would be humiliating but worth it. Plus, if I changed my mind tomorrow, I already would have fucked him. "With pleasure," I finally answered.
"Tell me how sexy you think I am," he asked.
"You are beautiful, um," I began, realizing I didn't know his name.
"Char," he offered.
"You are beautiful, Char. Your lips, your eyes, your tight body and your ass are perfect," I complimented, as I surveyed each curve.
"And my cock?" he questioned.
"As delicious as the rest of you," I admitted.
"Fuck you are a cute little submissive straight boy, I might just keep you as my personal plaything," he smiled.
"I am yours to play with," I replied, without even realizing I had said it, the suggestion such a turn on.
"Hmmmm, I can't wait to see what you say when you wake up in the morning," he smiled, before adding, "Now come fuck me straight-boy. Learn what it is to really be pleasured."
I didn't need to be told twice as I quickly moved up behind his perfect ass and placed by cock between his ass cheeks.
"Slide it in, princess," he purred.
I obeyed, pushing forward and slowly sliding inside his tightness. For a guy who I assumed has been fucked many times in his ass, it was tighter than any cunt I had ever been in. He easily took all six inches of me and once I was fully in I paused in such awe of how perfect I fit in him.



"Fuck your cock feels great in my ass, baby," he moaned, his voice back to his girly gayness.
I slowly started moving in and out and each stroke seemed tighter than the last as if he was somehow tightening his ass around my cock.
"Fuck, you are so tight," I groaned, as I began pumping faster.
"Just for you, princess," he moaned back.
Being called princess was again a reminder of what had become of me and yet I just continued fucking his amazing ass. Thankfully having came a while ago on stage, I had a reasonable amount of stamina left in me.
"Harder bitch, fuck your boyfriend's ass harder," he demanded.
Being called his boyfriend surprised me and yet suddenly the idea was exciting. I obeyed, slamming into his tight ass as he continued to milk my cock with his ass.
"Tell me what you are," he grunted, as I continued pounding him from behind.
"I'm a faggot," I grunted; "a cocksucker," I groaned; "a submissive queer," I declared.
"And what else," he asked, tightening his ass even more.
"Your boyfriend," I admitted as I felt my balls explode into his ass.
"That's it princess, shoot your cum in your boyfriend," he grunted, meeting my thrusts with his ass.
"Fuck, yes, fuck," I babbled, as the most exhilarating orgasm off my life filled me with a pleasure way more intense than I thought possible.
"Tell me you love me, princess," he said.
"Oh fuck yes, I love you Char," I declared, the words seemingly real even though they were absurd.
Spent, I pulled out of his ass and he turned around and ordered, "Suck me, bitch."
I took his cock back in my mouth and bobbed back and forth desperate to take his cum.
As I sucked him like the cocksucking whore I had apparently become, he said in his high faggot voice, "You love being my boyfriend don't you?"
I moaned in the affirmative.
"You will take me home to your parents and introduce me as your boyfriend," he added.
The thought of my military father seeing me on my knees sucking cock suddenly popped into my head and fear cascaded through me.
"Say it cocksucker, tell me you will take me home to mommy and daddy," he demanded, pulling his cock out of my mouth.
I stared up at him, pleading for him not to make me declare such a thing.
He tapped his cock on my lips and said, "Do as you're told, faggot or you will never have me again."
The thought suddenly seemed impossible. I had to feel his lips around my dick, I had to feel my cock in his ass, I had to taste his cum shooting down my throat. Finally, I told him what he wanted to hear, "Fuck yes, I will take you home and introduce you to my parents."
"And show me of to your friends," he added, outlining my lips with his mushroom top.
"Yes," I agreed, so desperate to have his cock back in my mouth.
"Good boy," he smiled, shoving hic cock back into my mouth. Surprisingly me again, he grabbed my head, holding me tight, and ruthlessly fucked my face, his balls bouncing off my chin each time he filled me.
I struggled desperately to not gag as he used me as his personal cum deposit. Thankfully, his load came quickly as he coated my throat with a full load of gooey sweetness. There was so much cum I couldn't swallow it all and some dripped out of my mouth and onto the floor.
Without even thinking, I lowered to the floor and licked the small pool of cum I had not swallowed.
"And you used to be straight," Char said amused.
Sitting back up, I took his cock back in my mouth searching for any last remnants of his addicting seed.
He laughed, "I told you once you had me you would be addicted."
Finally allowing his slowly shrinking cock to leave my mouth, I looked up and admitted, "I can't believe how good that was."
"So where are you taking me tomorrow?" he asked, looking down at me.
Standing up, I pulled him in for a kiss. As our tongues swirled around each other exploring every crevice of each other's mouths, I realized I had long sobered up. I also realized that everything I had just done with Char was of my own cognition. Although I wasn't sure I loved him, that seemed pretty extreme after just one time (even though my parents fell in love at first sight), but I strangely had feelings inside me right now that were unlike anything I had ever felt when I thought I was in love.
Breaking the kiss and looking into his crystal blue eyes, I said, "Wherever my boyfriend wants to go."
"You are such a faggot," he joked.
"Your faggot," I quipped back.
"That you are," he smiled as he bent back over and said, "Now come clean your boyfriend's ass. Your cum is leaking out of me like crazy."
One final test, one final humiliation...eating my own cum. Yet, willing to do anything to please him (when had I become submissive?), I looked around at the bar that had changed my life (had this all began just a couple of hours ago with me hoping to get laid?), shook my head at the craziness of it all (had I really been the centerpiece of a gay orgy?), before falling to my knees (I was getting pretty used to being in this position) and burying my face in my boyfriend's ass (did I really have a boyfriend) to retrieve my cum.
If this wasn't love, I don't know what was.
EPILOGUE
Back at my hotel, after having my ass-fucked by Char once more in a lengthy fuck session, I checked my phone messages and saw two from Bill.
I hope you are enjoying yourself.
No reply. You must be buried deep in cock.
A smile crossed my face as I texted him back:
When I return tomorrow your ass is mine Bill!!!
My cock suddenly hard again at the revenge I had in mind, I returned to the bed and asked Char, "Ready for one more round, baby?"
The End
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MY BROTHER, MY MASTER
Summary: A trip to the Amazon has sister submit to her nerdy brother.
Note 1: This is a 2013 Earth Day Contest Story so please vote.
Note 2: A special thanks to MAB7991 for editing this and so many of my other stories.
MY BROTHER, MY MASTER
Kevin slammed his hard cock inside my wanton pussy. My pussy tightened around his cock hungry to feel his hot seed explode inside me. "Harder, fuck me harder," I begged, each forward thrust getting me closer to my own orgasm.
"Come for me sis," he grunted, slapping my ass.
Obeying like I always did, I frantically rubbed my hard clit as he pounded me hard and fast.
"I'm cloosssse," I moaned.
"Now slut," he demanded.
"Fuuuuck," I screamed, as my orgasm and his hit simultaneously. His cum exploded into me as my juices fought to get out.
A couple of minutes later as we both recovered from our orgasms, Kevin smiled, "Happy Earth Day."
I laughed, "Happy Earth Day to you too." As I waited for the traditional ass fuck that was too follow, I reminisced to twenty years ago when we started our incest relations in the Amazon rainforest...on Earth Day.
.....
"You are not serious?" I asked, dad's words so ludicrous that I was sure I must of heard him wrong.
"Yes, Kerry, it is time we get away from the twenty-four seven plugged in world you and Kevin are so obsessed with," dad explained.
Sarcasm dripping from me, I retorted, "It's not the eighties anymore, dad."
"Well for two weeks it will be the eighties, the eighteen eighties," he replied back quickly, with his usually corny humour.
"Mom!" I said, looking for help. There is no way she liked this idea. She hated camping, there was no way she wanted to go to Amazon rainforest.
"Your dad is right. It will be good for you and Kevin to go see another part of the world," Mom answered, before adding, "your brother is excited about the trip."
"Of course he is," I quipped sarcastically, glaring at him. It was hard to believe that we had any of the same DNA, despite the fact that we were twins.
"Plus it will be a great way to celebrate Earth Day," Dad added.
"What day?" I asked.
"Earth Day," Dad repeated as if that made it clear.
"Earth Day is not a real thing," I argued.
"Of course it is," Dad said, clearly beginning to get annoyed by me.
"It's not a real holiday if we have to go to school," I pointed out.
"Well this year you will be missing school on Earth Day," dad shrugged, smiling at his wit.
Twenty more minutes of futile protest landed on deaf ears and apparently instead of doing something cool like going to the mountains, or a beach in Mexico, we were going to the Amazon rain forests.
To make matters worse, I would be celebrating my eighteenth birthday on a plane on our way to a foreign country with my family....my life officially sucked.
.....
The trip there was exhausting as flights were delayed, food was terrible, and I was on the tail end of my period. Because I was miserable and unhappy with this whole trip, I was a complete whiny bitch the entire time. I was clearly getting on my father's last nerve and it made me try even harder to push him over the edge. My mother, meanwhile, just acted like the journey to hell was all fine and dandy.
To make matters worse, Kevin and I celebrated our 18th birthday in an airport. Mom and dad tried to make it memorable, but I wouldn't let them. I was pissed off; I should have been celebrating my birthday with my friends not stuck at an airport while our flight was delayed by six hours.
When we finally got onto a plane, a day later, I wished I was back in the airport. The flight was on an eight-passenger plane and had me a nervous wreck. Clearly not the time to learn you may be claustrophobic. I actually held onto my brother and when we hit some turbulence, my hand actually landed directly on Kevin's very hard cock. I quickly moved it away but two things instantly popped into my head: 1. Was he hard because of me? 2. Wow...by brother was well-endowed.
The look of embarrassment on his face was hilarious. I just shrugged and said, "Oops."
He didn't say anything, clearly mortified by having his hard cock felt by his sister. Somehow though it relaxed me as I was no longer worried about the tiny plane crashing as I became fixated on just how big a cock my nerdy brother had.
Deciding to entertain myself during this brutal day, I whispered in his ear, quiet enough no one else could hear, "Was baby brother hard because of me?"
When he didn't respond, I pushed further, curious if I could provoke an even deeper shade of red in his cheeks. I asked, my tone soft and seductive, "Does my baby brother want to fuck his sister?"
Apparently there was another shade as Kevin's eyes went big at the question.
"You're a virgin, aren't you, baby brother?" I asked, very confident I was right, this time purposely allowing my hand to land briefly on his stiff cock.
He gasped as I gave his cock a solid squeeze. He finally spoke as he asked, "Kerry, what are you doing?"
"Just bonding with my brother like mom and dad suggested we do," I smiled back, my hand still on his cock that just flinched in my hand. "Hmmmmm, am I getting you excited?"
"Kerry, stop," he demanded quietly, although he never attempted to move my hand.
"So what made your snake come alive?" I asked, slowly rubbing his cock through his jeans.
"I-I-I don't know," he stammered clearly distracted by my teasing.
"I think I do," I purred, as I began to rub his cock faster.
"Oh God," he groaned.
"Come for your sister, baby brother," I whispered in his ear, giving a quick nibble on his ear lobe.
A few seconds later he let out a strange, noise as he came in his pants the whole time biting his lip so as to not let out a sound that would make what he just did obvious to the other passengers and especially not to our parents.
I moved my hand away, put my headphones on and closed my eyes amused as hell. At that moment, I still had no intentions of fucking my brother, it was just harmless fun, but apparently, I had planted the seed for him to want to fuck me whether I intended to or not.
We arrived jet lagged, and each of us snappy and needing sleep. Yet, we still had two more hours to travel by vehicle with others. We were squished into a compact bus where I had to sit on my brother's lap the whole time. It was like the Gods of incest where manipulating our situation from above.
Kevin and I were in the back with an older couple. Once we got started, the journey was a bumpy one and I learned rather quickly that my brother: 1. Has a quick recovery time. 2. Got hard having his sister on his lap.
It probably didn't help that I purposely ground my ass onto his crotch every time we hit a bump. I wondered if I was wearing my cheerleader skirt right now, could I ride his cock during the long bumpy journey. As soon as the thought popped into my head, I realized I was thinking about fucking my brother. I shook my head at the silly thought and yet the slight dampness in my pussy was impossible to deny.
I glanced at the older couple and saw they were both asleep. Trying to drive my horny brother crazy, I leaned back into him and whispered, "They are asleep. Why don't you just pull that big cock of yours out of your jeans and let me ride you, baby brother?"
I wasn't being serious and was taken by surprise when he said firmly, "Get up."
"Pardon?" I asked.
"Get up so you can touch it first hand, big sister," Kevin ordered, his confidence coming out of nowhere.
"I was just teasing you," I replied, suddenly realizing I may have gone too far.
His hand went directly to my crotch area and as his fingers touched my pussy through the thin fabric of my shorts as he said with a smug smile I had never seen him use on me before, "Looks like you were getting off dry humping me."
"Stop, Kevin," I weakly protested, even as I moaned lightly, defeating any pretense that I wasn't getting turned on by my brother's touch.
This time he whispered in my ear like I had him earlier, all the while his hand was firmly on my now burning pussy, "I think big sister wants her brother's big cock in her."
I stammered, "W-w-what, I-no-I." Even as I protested, the sudden transformation of Kevin was an instant turn-on as I liked my men to be in control.
"Your words say no, but the wetness in that hot cunt of yours and the hunger in your eyes say yes, yes, yes," he replied, a confidence and cockiness in him I didn't know existed underneath his nerdy exterior. Also, hearing my brother who can recite verbatim every word of The Lord of the Rings movies saying cunt was shocking...and had my pussy literally ready to burst.
I tried to regain control of the strange power shift that had just occurred. "Do you want me to pull my shorts and panties to the side and ride your cock, baby brother?"
He laughed but a cocky laugh, "No, no, you need to earn my cock."
"Excuse me?" I questioned stunned by his answer.
"Actually, for now you can straddle my leg and get yourself off like a good little slut," he said.
"That is enough..." I began, but he put his finger to my lips.
"Ssshhhhh, my sister slut, you wouldn't want everyone on the bus to know that you are cock hungry for your brother's cock. Now stop pretending you don't want this and get yourself off...NOW!"
I couldn't believe the audacity of my nerdy brother, nor could I believe just how turned on I was. Part of me wanted to slap him silly, to let him know I am the one in charge; yet a larger part of me wanted to obey him and an even larger part of me was dying to get off. I felt my body reposition itself and lower down on his leg. After a brief hesitation, I began grinding my pussy onto his leg like the slut he said I was.
He whispered, "Good girl," which both humiliated me and at the same time turned me on.
I closed my eyes and just allowed myself to enjoy the submissive task, ignoring who was controlling me, getting closer and closer to orgasm.
As my breathing began to increase my brother surprised me again as he held onto my hips. "Stop," he ordered.
I did and looked back at him. "Why?"
"Because you need to earn your right to come, my slut," he informed me, before adding as my mouth dropped open at his answer, "I think we are about to arrive."
I turned to look ahead and indeed we were slowing down. I moved off Kevin's leg, my pussy wet and still needy and glared at him as I whispered, "Don't you ever call me a slut again."
Kevin smiled, put his hand to my pussy and returned, "Big sister, you are a slut, my slut and I will call you slut and whatever else I want."
I let out a moan at his touch, my pussy so close to eruption, and noticed the old man watching like a pervert. Impulsively, I winked at him and deciding to play along with my brother for the old man. I put my hand on Kevin's cock and said, "May I come, baby brother?"
He chuckled, as he moved his hand away, "We're here."
The bus stopped and I was frustrated as Hell.
We got off the bus and mom asked me, "Are you ok, dear?"
"W-w-What? W-w-Why?" I stammered.
"Your cheeks are really red," she said, concerned and felt my head. "You are a little warm."
"I-I-I'm fine," I struggled to get out, mortified that mom might catch on I was burning up all right, and explained, "the bus was a sauna Mom, just one more disaster on this trip of disasters."
Mom sighed, as I acted like my normal bitchy self and went to dad.
Kevin walked up behind me and whispered, with a chuckle, "Nice cover, sis."
"Fuck you," I snapped back.
"All in good time," he retorted smugly and walked away, leaving me with a thought I had never, ever seriously considered...until now...fucking my brother.
.....
The next two hours was spent hiking and it was exhausting as the heat was unbearable. On top of the heat, my brother drove me nuts as he ignored me completely and was his usual nerdy self, talking to dad about the environment and what different animal species we may find on our trip. Finally, we arrived where we were staying that night...in FUCKING tents.
I asked, my tone implying my disgust, "We are not sleeping here?"
Kevin talked for the first time and it dripped with sarcasm, another thing I didn't know existed in him, "No Kerry, the five star hotel is just over that hill."
"Fuck you," I snapped.
"Language," my mother said robotically.
Dad said, "Just embrace nature, sweetheart."
I quipped back, "I want to embrace my cell phone."
Kevin suggested, his words full of innuendo our parents wouldn't understand, "Yes, big sis, we are in a new world, embrace new things, try things you have never considered before today, just let yourself go and submit to what you really desire."
My face went red at the innuendo as my dad agreed, "Exactly, just free yourself of all the crazy social expectations of home and just let go."
I laughed softly as dad was vaguely agreeing that I should fuck my brother, which right now was beginning to seem like an increasingly good idea. My period gone, I was horny as hell. Kevin's sexual teasing and shocking aggressive behaviour had me in a sexual state that hadn't completely simmered.
I finally agreed, looking at Kevin, as I asked dad, "So I should try new things and allow whatever COMES to COME?"
"Exactly sweetheart, what a great philosophy, allow whatever comes to come," dad agreed excitedly.
Kevin couldn't hold back a laugh as he agreed, "Yes be sure to take everything that comes your way, no matter how big and hard the obstacle."
Keeping up with the dripping innuendos, I countered confidently, "I love obstacles to be long and hard, to push me to places I usually wouldn't go."
"That's the spirit, embrace the challenge," dad said beaming with parental pride.
"Challenge accepted," I said, staring directly into my brother's hazel eyes.
"Challenge doubly accepted," Kevin countered, his nerdy smile suddenly sexy.
"Rad," Dad said, still stick in his eighties slang. "I knew you would get into it once we got here." Dad went to get some food ready leaving Kevin and I alone.
"I can't wait to get into it," Kevin said.
Playing coy, I retorted, "I'm not sure you would know what to do if you did get into it."
He moved towards me, sauntering confidently, as he continued, "So many holes to fill and so little time."
"You're bluffing," I countered, my pussy tingling at the possibilities and his cockiness.
"Let's go for a walk," he said.
Calling his bluff, I said, "Lead the way, Master," playing flirtatiously.
"Master, I like that," he nodded, before turning to our parents, "Mom, dad, Kerry and I are going for a walk."
"Sounds good, but stay on the paths and be back in an hour for dinner," Dad said.
"Will do," Kevin agreed, grabbing my hand and leading me to the path.
Once out of our parent's sight, I asked coyly, "Are you taking me somewhere secluded to ravish me?"
"Something like that," he responded, his tone implying duplicity.
I followed curious and horny, although I was still convinced he was just playing me, like I was him. As we walked along, I pondered, 'What if he is serious? Would I actually commit incest with my brother? His cock sure seemed impressive hidden in his jeans, and I do love a big cock, but he is my brother, my nerdy brother.'
I was pulled back from my strange conversation with myself when Kevin eventually stopped and said, "This is perfect."
"What is perfect?" I asked seeing nothing out of the ordinary I hadn't seen the past ten minutes of walking.
"This place," he said, surprising me once more as he unbuckled his belt and pulled his pants down. His hard cock outlined in his blue briefs.
"What are you doing?" I gasped, knowing full well what he was doing just not able to fully believe all the innuendo had been more than just harmless teasing.
"Making my sister, my slut," he answered.
"Excuse me?" I asked, surprised by his frankness and name calling, even as my panties got undeniably damp.
"Stop playing innocent. Your mouth is literally watering, I can see it from here. Plus, your cunt is probably soaking wet like it was when you were humping my leg," he confidently assessed.
"That was just playful teasing," I said, even as I stared at his cock in his underwear.
"Was it?" He asked, "Your red cheeks and moaning seemed to say something else."
"It was a sauna in there," I defended.
"We'll that could defend the cheeks, but not the moaning or the wet spot you left on my knee," he countered.
"I did?" I asked, surprised.
"Want to smell?" asked, pointing to his knee.
"No, I think I am alright," I replied.
"Now come and suck my cock," he ordered, pulling down his shorts and revealing seven solid inches of hardness.
My pussy leaked slightly at the sight of my brother's cock, but I pretended otherwise. "In your dreams."
"No, in my dreams you and Carla are in a lesbo sixty-nine and I saunter in and make you both my cheerleading sex slaves," he countered, slowly stroking his cock.
"You pervert," I shot back. Carla was my best friend and cheerleading captain, and although she was gorgeous, we had never dyked out.
"You're the one drooling over your brother's cock," he said.
"You're the one who wants your sister to suck your cock," I shot back, even as I imagined his cock shooting his load down my throat. Although common among girls, most give head because it is expected not because they like it, as for me I love it. I loved a cock growing in my mouth, loved the stiff warmth in my mouth and loved the unique taste of cum, every man different, even each load from the same guy subtly different.
"Funny how you didn't deny you are hungry for my cock," he continued.
"Funny how you can't get laid so you think you can bully me," I countered, trying to one up him.
"I have been laid many times," he answered, surprising me.
"As if," I quipped.
"I lost my virginity to Mrs. Sheets and the band trip at Christmas was quite the learning experience. Apparently that American Pie chick wasn't lying about band chicks," Kevin revealed.
I gasped. Mrs. Sheets was mom's best friend and married to a handsome lawyer. "Bullshit," I said, calling his bluff.
He shrugged, "If I had my cell I could show you some photos. She is an amazing cocksucker, you could probably learn a thing or two from her."
"I have never had any complaints," I shrugged.
"Well let me compare, on your knees my sister slut," he ordered.
Part of me wanted to slap him in the face, but a bigger part of me wanted to obey. His cock looked so deliciously appetizing.
"This is a onetime offer, sis," he said. "On your knees now or forever hold your peace."
Letting go of my moral issues of incest, I moved towards him and dropped to my knees.
"Good girl," he said, holding his cock for me.
"You are turning me into a bad girl," I teased, reaching for his cock.
"My bad girl," he firmly clarified.
"Mmmmmm, you are so naughty, Kevin," I purred, his throbbing cock in my hand.
"You have no idea," he smiled ominously. "Now suck your brother's cock."
Unable to deny the forbidden fruit any longer, I opened my mouth and took his mushroom top between my lips. The soft moan from his mouth made me smile around his cock as I shifted the power back to me. I was now in control and I revelled in that power.
I swirled my tongue around his cockhead, recalling his words that Mrs. Sheets was an amazing cocksucker and deciding to prove to him I was better. I realized as I began to slowly move up and down the first couple of inches of his cock that I was trying to prove to my brother I was a good cocksucker, but ignored the ridiculousness of it and focused on giving him an amazing blow job.



"Hmmmm, you are quite the tease," he moaned as I bobbed slowly back and forth taking just over half his cock in.
I moaned on his cock as I began slowly taking his cock in my mouth. After I had half his cock in my mouth, I began slowly bobbing back and forth, each forward movement taking more of my brother's stiff rod in my mouth.
"That's it cocksucker, nice and slow, worship your brother's cock," he moaned authoritatively.
I obeyed, the name calling somehow triggering a wetness in my pussy I couldn't explain. My left hand went to my wetness under my shorts and I began rubbing myself as I continued taking more of his cock in my mouth. A couple of minutes later, I had six inches of Kevin's thick rod in my mouth and was determined to take it all.
Kevin grunted, "Do you think you can take it all slut?"
My fingers frantically rubbed my clit as I focused on getting the last inch in my throat. I leaned forward, gagging slightly as I took the last of Kevin's hard cock on into my throat, my nose buried in his pubic hair. I lingered there impressed I had taken all of him and for some reason wanting to impress my brother.
"Shiiit, you did it cocksucker. Now get me off like the dirty incest cum slut you are," he ordered.
I had always been treated like a princess so I couldn't believe the litany of derogatory names he threw at me. I should have been furious, yet it only turned me on more for some unknown reason.
I hungrily bobbed up and down desperate to get him off, to taste his cum. Unlike all my friends, I liked the taste of cum, enjoyed the odd texture lingering on my tongue and liked the aftertaste that lingered long after the deed was done.
I was again surprised by my brother's transformation from meek to mighty when he ordered, "Stop rubbing yourself slut. You only get to come after your Master does and only if I decide you deserve the privilege."
I couldn't believe what I was hearing, yet I obeyed as I quit rubbing my needy pussy my building orgasm just below the surface, a volcano ready to burst on a moment's notice. I continued my aggressive assault on my brother's cock all the while trying to figure out why I was obeying him and why it was turning me on so much. The word 'Master' was also a shock that sent a chill up my spine. It was another ludicrous word out of my brother's mouth and yet it again enhanced my eagerness to play, my hunger to come.
"I'm close, cocksucker, don't you drop any of your Master's cum," he ordered, through stunted breathing.
My head bobbed like I was in the Olympics speed cocksucking finals and I was determined to win the gold medal.
"I'm coming," he grunted before I felt his full load of sticky goo glide onto my tongue and down my throat as if my lips, tongue and throat were made perfectly for his cock. As rope after rope filled my mouth and slithered down my throat and into my belly. I continued my hungry cocksucking, wanting, no craving, more of his addictive cum, a taste like nothing I had ever tasted before...salty, sweet and bitter.
A couple more minutes of retrieving every last drop of Kevin's cum, he pulled his cock out of my mouth. As he pulled his underwear and jeans back up, he said, not recognizing my need to come or of him acknowledging just how amazing I was, "We should probably get back before mom and dad come looking for us."
I couldn't believe it, I just blew my brother and now he was acting as if nothing happened.
I wearily got up and Kevin started walking back the way we came, leaving me behind. Pissed off and horny, but also worried if I didn't follow him I may not find my way back to camp, I quickly composed myself and reluctantly followed.
As we silently walked back through the forest, I decided two could play this game. I would ignore him as well, I was the popular one, and he was the geek. Yet, no matter how much I tried I couldn't get my brother's cock out of my head. Also, no matter how much I tried to cool down my fevered cunt, it kept begging for attention. I knew I had to come so I could focus and stop thinking of my brother's yummy, hard, long, and thick, cock and how good it would fit fucking my needy, wet cunt.
Just as we were arriving back to camp, Kevin turned to me and finally spoke. "I know your cunt is probably leaking like a funnel, but don't you dare come until I give you permission."
Before I could respond to his condescending expectations, he turned and left me alone. I was furious at his treatment of me, yet another gush of wetness soaked my panties.
I again followed him and was about to yell at him when I heard mom's voice ask, "Where is your sister?"
"Right behind me," Kevin answered.
My frustration and anger boiled but I had to hold it all inside until I was again alone with him.
The rest of the night was exhausting as my pussy eventually cooled down but never completely, causing me lots of anxiety. Meanwhile, Kevin was his usual geek self as he and dad talked about the environment, the rest of the trip and eventually about how excited they were that they were making three more Star Wars movies. I gave Kevin a plethora of glares throughout the evening, but he seemed oblivious to my anger.
At bedtime, I learned much to my surprise, that I was sharing a tent with Kevin. I was looking forward to being alone so I could finally get the release my body had been craving for hours.
Kevin, a smug smile on his face, asked me, "Ready for bed, sis?"
Mom and dad, of course, didn't notice the smugness. Wanting him alone to set him straight, I faked a yawn, "I guess so, baby brother." I stressed the word baby as I tried to re-establish the sister-brother hierarchy that had been in place since birth. I was in charge, not him.
Ten minutes later, both of us in the tent, Kevin said, "Damn it is still hot." He stripped down to his underwear and looking at me asked, "Does my cocksucker need a bedtime snack?"
I hadn't realized I had been staring at his crotch area and his semi-erect cock outlined so well. Snapping out of my sudden hunger to suck his cock again, I said firmly, "This has got to stop."
"What does?" He asked innocently.
"You fucking know exactly what," I snapped.
He shrugged, as he lay on top of his sleeping bag, "I just thought you might be hungry."
His casual attitude frustrated me even more. "We are never doing that again."
"Whatever," he said, closing his eyes.
"You are such an ass," I shot back.
He opened his eyes, looked into my eyes and asked, "Did you say you wanted it in your ass?"
"Fuck what the hell has gotten into you?" I asked, super frustrated by his new attitude.
"The better question is what do you wish was in you," he countered.
I gasped again not able to believe the complete cockiness of my usually quiet, meek brother.
"I am going to sleep, if you decide you need a bed time snack I will leave my cock out for you," he said, tugging his underwear down and unleashing his still semi-erect cock. "Or if you need to relieve yourself of your hunger down below feel free to just climb on top and get yourself off."
He closed his eyes, smiling, his cock now totally hard stood at attention causing another gush down below. Staying strong verbally, even as my body ached in longing. I said confidently, "That is never going to happen."
"Your loss," he said, not even opening his eyes. A few seconds later he said, "Good night, my slut."
"Stop calling me that," I snapped.
"Do you prefer cocksucker?" He asked, opening his eyes again.
"Enough," I demanded, holding onto the last shreds of dignity I had left. "This ends now."
"Whatever you say," he said, again closing his eyes, although his smug tone implied he thought he was still in charge.
"I'm serious," I countered. He didn't respond and I closed my eyes, desperate to win this power struggle.
The next ten minutes were literally hell. Angry at my brother's pretentious, confident attitude mixed with an undeniable and unexplainable lust for him. I kept taking quick glances at his still very erect and ready for action cock and cursed its beauty. My pussy was leaking, the fire was burning and my moral fibre was dissolving rapidly as my hunger for his cock was overwhelming my very being.
"It's now or never, my slut. If you want to come tonight, Crawl over to your Master and get my cock ready for that cunt of yours," Kevin said, never opening his eyes.
I looked at his cock, beginning to shrink and before I even knew what I was doing I was obeying my brother's orders, verbatim. I crawled to him, leaned forward and took his cock in my mouth determined to restore it to all its erect glory. Even as I pleasured his warm cock I pondered why I was doing it. Yet, the answer was obvious; I wanted and needed his cock in me.
"Good slut," Kevin moaned, "I knew you couldn't resist."
I could feel the heat in my cheeks, he was right I couldn't resist. My insatiable hunger was all that mattered. Unlike last time when I was hungry to make him come, this time I wanted to tease him. I used my tongue and moved down slowly to his balls, taking each in my mouth individually, before returning to his stiff cock.
A couple of minutes later, Kevin asked, "So what does sis want to do next?"
Taking control, I straddled his cock pulling my panties aside and lowered myself onto his erection. "I want to ride your big cock, baby brother," I answered, as I leaned down and kissed him.
As his cock filled me, I allowed myself to enjoy being filled so completely as my tongue explored Kevin's mouth. For a couple of minutes, there was no movement other than our lips and tongue as we gave in completely to our sin.
Finally, he broke the kiss, again trying to take control. He put his arms behind his head and ordered, "Take off your t-shirt, I want to see my slut's tits."
I sat straight up, his cock going deeper into my wet cunt, and asked coyly, as I ground my pussy on him, "You want to see your sister's tits, do you?"
He grabbed my hips and thrust upward forcing out an undeniable moan. "Now, slut."
Overwhelmed with hunger and enthralled by my brother's dominant power, I quickly pulled off my t-shirt allowing my firm breasts and hard nipples freedom. "Nice tits, sis," he complimented as he pulled me down and my left breast went into his mouth.
The warmth of his mouth on my breasts sent chills up my back and sparks down below, my burning need to come becoming impossible to deny. My head was spinning, my body burning as my breathing became erratic. I began slowly moving my hips to fuck myself on his cock as he pleasured my breasts with his lips, tongue and teeth.
He whispered, "That's it slut, fuck yourself like the little slut you are."
Again such words should have been offensive and yet instead turned me on more. I whispered back, "You want your own personal live-in slut don't you?"
"If you are worthy," he quipped back, just as I began riding his cock faster.
Trying to take control once again, I leaned back, grinding my pussy on his cock and allowing myself to be filled completely. "Do you like my tits, big brother?" I asked, calling him big brother for the first time.
"They are very nice," he nodded, as he watched me cup my breasts, as I bounced up and down on his cock feeling so full.
"Just nice," I pouted.
"They are not as big as Mrs. Sheets," he replied.
"You're an ass," I shot back, grinding my pussy on his cock.
"Soon I'll be in your ass," he smugly retorted.
"That is an exit only area," I countered back.
"We will see about that," he smirked, lifting me up and flipping me onto my back all the while keeping his cock in me.
"Oh God," I moaned, as he manhandled me with such power and authority.
Looking down on me he said, his cock deep in me, "You are my fucktoy now sis. Your mouth, cunt and ass are mine, is that clear?"
"Just fuck me," I replied, ignoring the question.
"Answer the question, my slut," he repeated, his cock deep in me, but not moving.
"Damn it, Kevin, just fuck me hard," I begged, moving my hips to fuck myself on his cock.
"Obey," he said firmly, grabbing my hips and holding me in place.
"Please," I begged, not wanting to give in to his absurd expectations, but desperate to reach my long delayed orgasm.
"Please what," he smiled, his cock somehow flinching inside me.
So desperate to come, I heard the words out of my mouth before I had time to think about them, "Please make me your slut."
"Real sluts take in the ass," he clarified.
Again so desperate to please, to come, I responded without thinking, "My ass is yours, big brother."
"Good girl," he purred, which for some reason actually only made my submission to him hotter.
Getting into the role playing I responded, "I am here to serve my Master."
His smile getting wider, he returned to slow hard strokes which continued kindling the flame but refusing to allow it to grow to a full scale furry.
"Oh yes," I moaned, "Harder, fuck your sister harder." Hearing the words made the taboo act even hotter.
"On all fours, slut," he grunted.
I didn't hesitate, so drawn into his world of submission and my need to come that it seemed natural to obey.
"Good girl," he again approved of my obedience, my pussy juice literally leaking out of me in this position.
I felt his fingers slip inside my pussy and after three quick pumps, he pulled them out and moved to my ass. I instinctively tightened up as I realized his intent.
"Relax, slut," he instructed as his finger teased my anal entrance.
I asked nervously, "Did you fuck Mrs. Sheets ass?"
"Of course," he answered, "she was reluctant at first too, but true sluts have three holes and all three are meant to be used."
Strangely in my erotic state that logic made sense, plus if Mrs. Sheets could do it so could I. In retrospect, a bizarre reason to do something, but suddenly pleasing my brother, my master, and allowing him to take my anal cherry seemed the right thing to do. "O-o-ok," I stammered nervously, yet excited at the possibility of pleasing Kevin.
"Ok what my little plaything," he answered, continuing to draw me deeper into his obedience web.
"Fuck my ass, Kevin, take my anal virginity with your big hard cock," I replied, trying to shock him, trying to get him to just take me, my need to come all that remained.
"Quite down, slut, or Mom and Dad will be witnessing you taking a cock up your ass," he said, his tone more amused than warning.
Remembering where we were and what we were doing, I obeyed and whispered, "Sorry Master, please make me your slut."
He laughed as his finger penetrated my back door making my one way only rule no longer relevant. I winced slightly at the intrusion but was surprised how the slight pain faded almost as quickly as it came.
"Now I am going to prep your ass for my cock, sis. Just relax and this will be good for both of us," he explained, his tone shifting from domineering to soft and soothing.
"Kkkkk," I whimpered, his finger wiggling inside my ass.
"This is called gaping," he explained.
The thought of my brother teaching me sex lingo would have been hilarious less than twenty-four hours ago, yet at this moment I was completely at his whim.
"Kkkkkk," I again barely got out trying to get used to the strange, uncomfortable feeling inside my ass.
The next few minutes my ass was slowly widened as Kevin eventually slipped in a second finger causing a new burning that didn't fade as quickly as the first. The whole time Kevin kept talking, explaining what he was doing, calming my nerves, relaxing me when I should have been anything but relaxed. Eventually I got used to the two fingers and although the burn never completely dissipated, as I relaxed I began enjoying the absurd submission to my brother.
Finally, wanting to feel his cock in my ass, I whispered, "Fuck my ass, Kevin."
As his fingers left my ass, I suddenly felt empty. It didn't last long as I felt his hands back on my hips, and his cockhead between my ass cheeks.
"Are you ready to give your ass to me, slut?" he asked, his tone back to authoritative.
I didn't hesitate as I moaned, "Fill my ass with your cock, Masteeeeeeer." He didn't wait for me to finish my answer before sliding his cock inside my ass.
"Relax," he instructed, as his cock slowly moved deeper inside me.
"It huuuurts," I whimpered, the pain much more intense than his so-called gaping earlier.
"The pain will go away," he promised, as he continued his slow intrusion in my no longer virgin ass.
"Shit," was all I could counter with.
Silence persisted as I bit my lip trying to deal with the incredible discomfort in my ass as his cock went deeper than his fingers ever did.
I let out a gasp when he announced, "All in, big sister."
"I am sooooo full," I whimpered, shocked and yet proud to have taken all his cock.
"Just let yourself get used to a big cock in your ass, sis," he explained.
"Kkkk," I obeyed, the pain still blunt and yet the thought of Kevin fucking my ass turning me on at the same time.
A minute later, Kevin said, "I'm going to slowly start fucking you Kerry."
Hearing my name after the name calling and sister references was startling and intimate. "Ok, Kevin, please be gentle."
My whole body burned, a mixture of pleasure and pain, as his cock slowly pulled out and pistoned slowly back in and out again. The sensation was unlike anything I had ever felt before, a feeling of hunger, of crazed desire, that made me want more. After a few slow strokes, I moaned, "Faster Kevin."
"Tell me exactly what you want, slut," he demanded.
Falling into the submissive nature that I didn't really know existed before today, I responded, "My ass, Kevin, fuck my ass."
Obliging, his strokes in and out of my ass picked up speed and the burning sensation began to fade as the pleasure pulsations began to increase. I wanted more, I needed more and begged, "Harder, Kevin, fuck your sister's ass."
"Who owns your ass, Kerry?" he grunted, as his cock slammed into me.
"Yooooooou do, Maaaaster," I admitted through a long moan as a renewed sharp pain trembled through my body even as a new rush of pleasure cascaded through me simultaneously.
"And you will obey me at all times," he questioned, pulling his cock almost all the way out of my ass.
"Yeeeessss," I agreed, not even thinking how big a scope such an agreement may encompass.
"Your mouth, cunt and ass are mine to use as I wish?" as he continued his clear domination of me.
"They are all yours, Master," I agreed, desperate to feel his cock back in my ass.
"Ready to come, my ass slut?" he asked, his cock just barely in me.
"Yes," I whimpered, so hungry to feel him in me and to reach my long simmering orgasm.
"Fuck yourself, slut," he ordered.
I didn't hesitate realizing I was finally going to be in control of my own orgasm. I slowly backed my ass onto his cock, taking it all back in my ass. Once all in, I slowly moved back and forth getting used to fucking myself. Once in a constant rhythm, I began moving my ass back faster, filling myself completely, even reaching new depths in my ass, causing new sensations of pleasure and pain. The pain somehow enhanced the pleasure, making me feel dirtier, hornier and more desperate to come. My orgasm continued to build and bubble, just below the surface of explosion.
Frustrated, I realized what was missing, Kevin's nasty words. I begged, as I began slamming my ass back onto my brother's big cock, "Tell me what I am Master."
I could sense his smug smile without looking as he assaulted me with names: "Ride my cock ass-slut; pound yourself like the hungry little slut you are; fuck yourself on your brother's cock like the incest slave you are; your cocksucking lips are mine, your big titties are mine, your cunt is mine and your tight ass is mine." The litany of names was the final pin that burst the bubble and my orgasm bubbled over the surface as my moans and whimpers began to rise as well. The eruption came when he finished his verbal assault with, "Now come sister slave, come for your Master, come now my cunt, my slut, my slave."



"Fuuuuuck," I moaned, biting my lips to not scream and alert my parent's to their children's sexual debauchery. The orgasm riddled through me unlike any that I had ever experienced, realizing my previous sexual past was just a charade of real pleasure.
Collapsing forward, weak from the never ending earthquake of pleasure, Kevin began pumping his cock hard into my ass somehow enhancing even more my orgasm.
I babbled like a blithering idiot, "Oh God, shit, fuck, cum, God, oh, shit, yes, more, aaah, harder, fuck, fuck, I love youuuuuuu."
I couldn't believe I declared such a thing as my brother took my anal cherry, yet at that moment I was his and wanted him to know just how much I wanted to be his unconditional slave.
"I love you too, sis," he grunted, as I felt my ass being filled with his cum.
"Oh yes, fill my ass with your come, Kevin, it feels so good," I moaned, loving being used as his cum bucket. I tightened my ass as best I could to milk every drop of his cum.
"Shit you are so tight and eager, slut," he grunted, as he slowed down and eventually pulled out.
Wanting to show him just how much of a slut I was for him, as soon as his cock left my ass I turned around and took his cock back in my mouth and retrieved any last remnants of his cum.
"Fuck sis, you really are a bigger slut than I thought," he groaned, looking down at me.
Taking his cock out of my mouth, I looked up and said, giving his delicious cock a firm squeeze, "Your sister slut, big brother."
Finally, both exhausted, we collapsed to the ground and into each other's arms.
After a couple minutes of silence, I whispered, "I can't believe we just did that."
"It's just the beginning," he promised, kissing the back of my neck.
"I hope so," I whispered back, knowing that there was no going back, nor did I want to.
"By the way, happy Earth Day," he said, moving his mouth to my ear.
"There really is such a thing," I laughed.
I felt his cock, still hard, poking between my legs, as he said, "I think we have started a new tradition for Earth Day."
"We have, have we," I purred, reaching behind and grabbing his hard cock and guiding it into my very wet and yet feeling rather neglected pussy.
"I guess there is one hole of mine I haven't filled yet, have I my sister cum bucket," he said, his cock sliding easily inside my cunt.
.....
Remembering our first Earth Day all those years ago, my first time submitting submissively to my brother in the rainforests of the Amazon, had my pussy soaking wet and my ass begging for attention.
I reached for his semi-erect cock and began stroking it back to fullness.
"Ready for round three, big sis?" he smiled.
"Always," I smiled, getting onto all fours.
"No, no, this time I want to try something different," he smiled, standing up, grabbing a chair and sitting on it.
"What do you have in mind?" I coyly asked.
"Straddle me and ride my cock with your ass," he instructed.
"Really?" I asked, thinking this virtually impossible.
"You may want more lube," he suggested, ignoring my question.
Knowing his tone meant the conversation was done, I grabbed the lube and generously coated his cock. After adding excess lube on my ass, I slowly straddled the chair and lowered my body down. Finding his cock, I aimed it at my ass and slowly lowered myself onto his cock. Although awkward at first, I slowly took all his cock in my ass, the feeling in this position a new sensation. Once all in, I began riding his cock slowly as I got used to the fullness and angle.
"Good girl," he purred, as I finally got in a comfortable rhythm.
"Fuck, this is awesome," I moaned, as I began to really ride his hard cock.
"Bounce," he demanded.
I obeyed, allowing my whole body to collapse on his cock and allowing his cock to reach new unimaginable depths inside my ass. "Oh shiiiit," I whimpered, as the mixture of pleasure and pain, long gone after years of backdoor fucking returned.
"Harder, slut," he ordered.
Again I obeyed, whimpering like a virgin school girl as I devoured his cock with my ass.
A few minutes of deep anal riding and I could feel my orgasm rising and I began to frantically rub my clit as I smoothly continued fucking my brother.
"Don't come until I do, my little whore," he groaned, his tone implying he too was close.
"Of course, Master," I replied weakly, slowing down my self-pleasuring to not come until told.
"On five my fuck slut, come like the little ass slut you are," he demanded.
"Oh yes, Master thank you," I whimpered, loving the traditional countdown to pleasure he had initiated during our second earth day fuck-fest at college.
"Four my whore," he counted down, the orgasm rising in me begging for release.
"Oh fuck, yes, I love being your whore," I declared, my body never feeling as fulfilled with pleasure as when Kevin and I were intimate. Mike, my husband, was a great man and a sweet tender lover, but sometimes I needed to fucked like a two-bit fuck-toy and only Kevin could get me off like that.
"Three, my cum bucket," he continued, getting close to finishing his usual Earth Day tri-fecta he had achieved every year since that first fateful day in the Amazon.
"Oh yes, Master, fill my ass with your cum," I begged, loving the feeling of his cum sliding inside any of my three fuck holes.
"Two, my sister slave," he said, loving to remind me of the incest taboo we continued to commit year after year, even though we were both happily married with children of our own.
"Oh yes, Kevin, I love being your full-service sister, ready to obey any order, and eager to please," I admitted, meaning every word of it.
"One, I want you to sacrifice one more thing to be allowed to cum, my incest pet," he said, surprising me.
"Whaaaaat?" I asked, expecting one to be the simultaneous orgasm we had mastered years ago.
"Didn't Kimberly turn eighteen last week?" he asked, holding my shoulders down on his cock and forcing me to stop pleasuring myself, in turn stopped my orgasm that was bubbling so fucking close to the surface.
"Y-y-yes," I stammered, already knowing his intent but not able to respond in my current state of mind.
"You will bring her with you next year for our Earth Day celebration," he informed me, his tone implying this wasn't a question, but an order.
"But, how will I do that?" I asked, the family Earth Day tradition somehow believed by my husband and Kevin's wife, of course they were both unaware of what really occurred during these special weekends.
"That is up to you, my slave," he said, "but I will not take no for an answer."
"Fuck Kevin, you are one sick fuck," I replied, both turned on and mortified by what he was expecting of me.
"Well, it takes one to know one," he quipped back, before adding, "Just agree like you know you eventually will and I will let you come."
I didn't want to agree, knowing a mother should protect her daughter, yet I wanted to agree to come and to allow my daughter to experience the rare pleasure that only Kevin had brought me. "Fine," I eventually sighed.
"Fine what?" he asked, like he always did.
"You can fuck Kimberly," I agreed, the words sounding so ludicrous.
"In all three holes," he questioned.
"Yes, dammit, you can come in her mouth, her pussy and her ass," I declared, my need to come again overtaking any sort of common sense.
"And you will clean my cum from her pussy and ass?" he asked, surprisingly me again.
I said teasingly, "You really are one dirty old man."
"Answer the question," he ordered, bucking his knees up so his cock went deeper up my ass.
"Yes, I will eat Kimberly's pussy with you're cum leaking out," I agreed, "Now fuck my ass, dammit."
He let go of my shoulders and without a word I rode his cock like a woman possessed. In seconds, my orgasm was back on the rise and as usual my brother's nasty words brought me over the edge.
"That's it sister slut, come like the dirty little whore you are, while imagining me taking your daughter's virgin ass while you licked her ripe young pussy," he whispered.
"Can I come?" I asked.
When no response came, I repeated, "Can I come, Master."
"On five," he announced, and I cursed to myself not sure I could hold on for the short countdown.
"In four, my cunt licking sister slut," he said.
"I'll eat pussy for you, Master, just let me come," I begged, holding my orgasm from exploding taking every ounce of determination I had.
"Three you slutty lesbian whore," he continued, adding, "I can't wait to see you two munching each other's boxes."
"Oh yes, I'll make her a good slut, just like her Mommy," I whimpered, the idea of eating my daughter's cunt never once popping into my mind was now suddenly an obsession.
"Two, my dirty sex slave."
"Oh yes, Master, I will never disobeeeeeey," I replied, the orgasm ready to burst.
"Come nooooow, my sluuuuut," he groaned as his cum shot into my well fucked ass.
On cue, my orgasm exploded out of me as I screamed, "Oh yes Masssssssster, I love your coooooock so fuuucking muuuuch!"
I continued bouncing throughout both our orgasms until we were both spent.
Finally I climbed off him and felt his cum slide out of my ass and down my leg.
Looking at me, he said disapprovingly, "Look at all that cum you are wasting. Next year we will have someone to make sure every drop of my cum is savoured like it should be."
I scooped the cum from my leg and put it in my mouth. "You are serious about Kimberly aren't you?"
"Deadly," he said. "And I can tell you are already thinking of eating her cunt aren't you?"
I shrugged, "I haven't ate pussy since Vegas," another Earth Day rendezvous and another crazy day.
He laughed "That was one crazy night, as was the first time you munched pussy with Mrs. Sheets."
"You made me her personal pussy pleaser the rest of grade twelve," I retorted, remembering how mortified I was at first and yet how much I ended loving being used and made into a very well-trained pussy pleaser.
"You are welcome," he shrugged.
"Thank you Master," I replied, falling to my knees before him and taking his now shrinking cock back in my mouth.
"Shit, sister slut, do you ever get enough?" he chuckled.
I didn't answer as I began to resurrect his cock.
Until Next earth Day...The END!
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I finally had the Bastard where I wanted him. Two years, a dozen protests, letters to every level of government and finally I got the injunction temporary stopping him from cutting down the sacred pine trees he planned to get rid of for a new hotel.
A couple of days after the injunction was imposed, I received a call from his secretary for a meeting. Finally, I would meet him face to face. I dressed professionally and yet allowing my assets, my 36C breasts, firm ass and long legs to be showcased. I wore my hair up, three inch heels, black pantyhose and skirt, white blouse and a black blazer. Confident I was finally going to see this bastard squirm, I headed out.
Once there, I was surprised when the secretary was a woman in her early forties dressed in a short skirt, and tight blouse. I said, "I am here to meet with Mr. Jones, I am Hilary White."
She looked up at me and said, "I am sure you are."
"Excuse me?" I asked, not liking her tone.
"You may go in, he is expecting you," she said, again her tone seemingly ominous.
Shaking my head at the secretary's attitude, I smiled realizing he must really be concerned enough about me as a threat to not make me wait.
As I entered his office, he was at his desk, his usual smug smile plastered on his face. He greeted me, "Thank you for coming Mrs. White."
I sarcastically shot back, "Thanks for finally finding time in your busy schedule to meet with me face to face."
Not seeming to catch my sarcasm, he responded pleasantly, "Yes, it is great to finally meet you in person."
To my surprise, he didn't get up to shake hands, instead gesturing to the seat in front of his desk.
I shook my head. "I think I will stand."
"Suit yourself, Mrs. White," he shrugged, not remotely phased by my stubbornness. After a brief moment, he said, "So I am going to be frank with you."
"You were quite frank with me over the phone many times," I quipped back, enjoying the thought that I now had the power, something he was clearly not used to.
He chuckled, "I suppose so." After a brief pause he said, "I want you to request the injunction be canceled."
Now it was my turn to chuckle. "And I want you to withdraw your building plans and respect the citizens of my community."
He replied, "Mrs. White we can do this the easy way or the hard way."
"Are you threatening me?" I questioned, surprised by his smugness and pissed off by his attitude.
"Me? Goodness no, I am just looking out for your best interests," he replied, his smile really beginning to piss me off.
I scoffed, "You only look out for yourself and your big business cronies. I told you I was going to stop the development of your insipid project and protect the pines and park. I will not stop until you have withdrawn your project and the area is rezoned."
"Are you sure there is nothing that can change your mind?" He asked.
"You can't buy your way out of this, Mr. Jones," I countered.
"What about your daughter?" He replied, changing the subject and oddly letting out what sounded like a moan.
"Leave my family out of this," I snapped, not going to be bullied by this rich prick.
"I can't do that, she is already involved," he replied, his smug smile getting even smugger if that was even possible.
"What the fuck are you talking about," I questioned, losing my cool.
"Now, now, Mrs. White, try to be civil," he quipped back, cool as a cucumber which only fueled my rage.
"I have had enough of this," I said, my tone as cold as ice. "Next time you talk to me it will be with my lawyer."
I turned and began to leave when he said, "Open wide and take it all over your face, slut."
I stopped in my tracks, turned around and said, so hot with anger I could feel the steam rising, "What did you just say?"
He put his hand up as he made a facial expression that implied he was coming. "Shiiiit," he grunted.
I froze. I looked down and noticed a pair of runners underneath his desk that I somehow hadn't noticed before. Someone was under his desk giving him a blow job while he was talking to me.
"Of all the nerve," I said, appalled by his behaviour.
"Money may not be able to buy everything Mrs. White, but what it can't get blackmail usually will," he explained. Looking down at the slut who had been pleasuring him, he ordered, "Clean my cock, cocksucker."
"You are one sick fuck," I said, shaking my head in disgust, again turning to leave.
"I wouldn't leave the room just yet, Mrs. White," he said, his tone amused.
"I am done playing your sick little power game," I retorted, reaching the door.
"Get over here and join your daughter on your knees where you belong," he ordered, his words shocking me in every possible way. First he was implying it was my daughter under the desk sucking his cock, second he was ordering me to submit to him sexually.
I stood there frozen in shock, I prayed he was bluffing, that the woman under his desk was some slut trying to get ahead, yet a growing part of me knew he wasn't bluffing. Taking a deep breath, I turned around and called his bluff. "Whoever is under that desk, get out and show your face."
The few seconds felt like hours as he rolled his chair back and allowed the woman under the desk to crawl out. I prayed with every ounce of hope I had that it wasn't my eighteen-year-old daughter Hilary. As blonde hair slowly emerged, followed by the back of a cheerleader's outfit identical to Hilary's Falcons red and white, my mouth dropped open and my face went pale.
"I am so sorry Mom," Hilary said, as she turned around, her face coated with cum.
"Why are you sorry," he asked, standing up behind her. "Your mother is the one to blame."
"Hilary come here this second," I demanded through grit teeth.
"Bend over the desk, slut, I am not done with you yet," he ordered, causing my last bubble to burst.
"That is fucking enough you bastard. When I am through with you your precious company will be in flames," I snapped.
Hilary ignored my order and obeyed his. She bent over the desk as instructed by this monster, as tears filled her eyes. His tone not changing, he replied, his hands now on my daughter's hips, "You need to calm down and be rational about this."
"Get your grubby hands off my daughter," I seethed, beginning to move towards him.
"Stop, bitch," he said, his tone shifting from amused to authoritative. To my surprise I obeyed, startled by his tone. "Good. Now before you say anything else stupid let me make my position very clear. I own you."
I glared at him, but waited for more of an explanation knowing all the power I thought I just had was now gone.
"After you won the injunction I started to do some background research to find dirty little secrets about you, your husband and your daughter. Much to my surprise we came up empty at first. Your husband is a very upright and noble man. Your daughter is equally good, which is surprising with how reckless teenagers are this day in the era of twitter, Facebook and YouTube. But, luckily, your past isn't so squeaky clean is it?" He smiled, as he grabbed his cock and began rubbing it up and down my daughter's ass cheeks. I stared at his cock briefly, surprised by how large it was, seemingly seven plus inches.
In a great big wave of realization, I realized I was potentially to blame for Hilary's current humiliating situation, I stammered, "L-l-let's leave my daughter out of this."
"It's a little too late for that don't you think. Plus your daughter has become a rather good submissive little pet, haven't you my ass slut?" He asked as he reached for a bottle of what appeared to be lube and poured it on my daughter's ass.
"Yeeeees, Sir," my daughter answered without hesitation.
"Tell her how you became my eager little slut, Hilary," he ordered, putting the bottle back on the desk.
Hilary didn't look at me when she answered, "I did it to protect you, Mom. He showed me the video of you back in college and he said he wouldn't make it public if I just sucked his cock once."
"Y-y-you did it for me," I stammered, mortified that I was definitely to blame for her being used by this repulsive man.
"Yes, Mooooommy," she moaned as the bastard penetrated her.
"Please stop using my daughter," I demanded, although my earlier angry tone was replaced with pleading.
"I don't know, she loves my cock in her ass, don't you slut?" He replied, his smile one of the utmost smugness.
"Yeeees, sir, I love your cock in my ass," my daughter whimpered, her tone implying she really did. She grabbed the corner of the desk with her hands for grip as she got ass fucked in front of her mother.
"What did you do to her?" I accused. "Did you give her some date rape drug?"
He laughed. "No, I did blackmail her though. Yet, once I opened up her reserved, conservative, personality, the repressed sexual hunger was released and truthfully the rest of her submission was rather easy."
My daughter's moans were distracting as he continued to slowly pump his cock in and out of my once sweet, innocent daughter's ass. I should have done something, but I was mesmerized by the ludicrous sight in front of me and riddled with guilt that I was to blame for it.
"So back to the injunction," he said, bringing me back to reality. "You will cancel it ASAP or else the video of you getting gangbanged at the fraternity goes viral."
"If I do will you leave my daughter alone?" I asked, suddenly realizing I was defeated, as the memory of one pot filled night of sexual debauchery came flashing back to me.
"If you replace her," he answered, still smiling, before adding, "Reminiscing are we?"
"Excuse me?" I asked.
"Get on your knees, crawl over to me and take my cock in your mouth like the cock hungry slut you used to be," he responded, while continuing to fuck my daughter's ass.
"You're not serious?" I questioned, repulsed by this man.
"Do I seem like much of a kidder?" He asked, as he really began slamming his body into my daughter making Hilary's moans get louder and more animated.
"Oh God, yes, harder," Hilary begged, seemingly forgetting I was in the room.
"Please you win, just let us go," I pleaded, running out of options to keep what little integrity I had left.
"Oh fuck, your cock feels so good in my ass, Sir," my daughter moaned, her pleasure undeniable, my head spinning with both the reality that my daughter had become my enemies seemingly eager sex slave and that I was to blame.
"I always win, you dumb fucking bitch, that is why I am where I am, why your daughter is where she is and why you will soon be where she is," he smirked, before asking my daughter, "Does my cum slut want to come?"
"Yes, siiiir, soooooo bad," Hilary instantly answered with a hunger that spoke volumes.
"You want to come from getting your ass fucked like the whore you have become while your Mommy watches?" he asked.
"Yes, sir," Hilary moaned.
"You're a whore just like your mother, aren't you?" he asked, adding humiliation on top of humiliation.
"I'm a dirty whore just like Mommy," she agreed without hesitation, opening her eyes and looking at me for the first time since her anal violation began.
"Come for Mommy," he ordered.
"Thaaaaank you," my daughter moaned loudly as her left hand moved to her vagina. Her eyes were closed the entire time but there was no denying she was in euphoric bliss. This only angered me more as I was helpless to stop the sodomy of my daughter and more devastatingly I was to blame for her sexual submission.
His eyes stayed on me the whole time he ravished my daughter, his smug smile a constant reminder of his victory. "Fine," I said, "you win, I'll call off the injunction."
"Of course you will," he replied, continuing to thrust into my daughter's ass, "but it is too late for just that. You must submit to me sexually as well."
"Never!" I retorted quickly, the thought completely disgusting, even as I watched my daughter's expression of euphoria twist her face as her orgasm was obviously close.
He put his hand up to me to wait as he demanded, "Come right now slut, let your mother see how well you have been trained in a very short time."
"Yes, Siiiir," she screamed as instantly her orgasm hit her and she opened her eyes looking directly at me. "Fuuuck, Mommy, I caaaan't resist."
"Who owns you?" He asked, continuing to thrust his cock in and out of my daughter.
"You do, siiiir," my daughter admitted as her orgasm continued to cascade through her.
"Who owns your mother?" he continued.
"You do, sir," Hilary answered, looking at me with pleading eyes.
"Please stop this," I begged, desperate to find some way out of this predicament.
"On your knees now, you dumb bitch," he ordered, as he pulled his cock out of my daughter and moved around the desk, his massive cock now pointing directly at me.
"No," I answered, weakly, knowing I was completely at his whim, yet unable to admit it.
"Well then the video of you goes viral as does the video of your daughter sucking cock at a gloryhole," he countered.
"What?" I questioned.
He clicked on the remote on his desk and the TV on the wall came on and there on the screen was my daughter sucking a big black cock sticking through a hole in a wall.
"Now I really like your daughter and would hate to publicly humiliate her, but I guess that is completely up to you. She protected you from public humiliation, will you do the same for your daughter?" He asked.
I watched in stunned awe as my daughter bobbed back and forth, in her cheerleader's outfit, on the biggest cock I had ever seen. I had always been curious and fantasized about black cock so even though I should have been disgusted, my body weakened at the thought of a long repressed fantasy having been lived by my daughter.
"Aaaah, is that your weakness, Mrs. White, you have a thing for black cock," he said, somehow able to read my mind.
"What? That is ridiculous," I responded, trying to hide my true secret desire.
"Is it?" he said, amused, "If you hunger for black cock, I can get Mr. Witherspoon in here."
Mr. Witherspoon was his main spokesperson in the media and a handsome black man. I responded, ignoring his offer, "Can we please just go now?"
Looking back at my daughter who was still bent over the desk, her body still trembling from her orgasm, he said, "Hilary, my cum is dripping onto the floor."
I watched aghast as she immediately turned around, dropped to her knees, bent down and licked the cum that had leaked out of her ass and onto the carpeted floor.
He continued, "You are running out of time. Are you going to get on your knees and submit to me or am I going to have to send this video to the web?"
I looked back at the screen and saw that my daughter was now sucking a smaller white cock now. Defeated, I asked, "What do you expect from me?"
"First, to drop to your knees and crawl over to me," he informed me.
"Will you let Hilary go?" I asked.
"Of course," he answered, before adding, "for now."
Taking a last grasp of control of this disgusting ordeal I said, "Hilary please go home right now."
She didn't move from her position on the floor until he said, "It's ok, my pet, you may go now. I need to train your mother."
The word 'train' made me wince, but I was thankful to get my daughter away from this monster. She stood up, and composed herself.
"Go see if Mrs. Quill needs you," he instructed.
"Yes, sir," she said, nodding and walking past me and out the door.
"Your daughter is also becoming a pretty good cunt-licker," he informed me, piling on more shocking, humiliating information.
"If I submit to you, will you please leave my daughter alone?" I asked, grasping at straws.
"Let's focus on you now, Mrs. White," he said. "Take off your blouse."
"Please, don't make me," I protested, pleadingly.
He laughed. "Make you; this is of your own doing."
"Because I tried to protect the environment?" I asked, bitterness in my tone.
"Partly, but more because of the critical names you have thrown at me in the media," he replied. "Now take off your fucking blouse and show me those big titties of yours."
Calling my breasts 'titties' only made my predicament worse, I was a lady and was used to being treated as such. My hands trembled as I slowly unbuttoned my blouse.
Once my blouse was off, he ordered, "And the bra."
I unclasped my bra and allowed my breasts to be presented to the monster.
"Nice, how often do you work out?" he asked.
"Every day," I admitted, proud that my body was in such great shape after forty-one years.
"Take off the skirt, I want to see if your ass is as perfect as your daughters," he ordered.
Oddly, having him compliment my body, somehow made obeying him easier. My husband never commented on my body and how hard I worked to keep it perfect for him, so these flattering comments, even from a letch like him, excited me.
I obeyed, unzipping my skirt and allowing it to drop to the floor. Standing in front of the man I hated the most in the world in only my pantyhose and thong.
"Turn around," he ordered.
I obeyed.
"Very nice," he commented. "And a thong, nice touch."
"Thank you," I responded, before realizing that I had just thanked him for leering at my body.
"You are welcome," he laughed. "Crawl to me, your daughter didn't get me off."
I lowered myself to my hands and knees, then slowly crawled to him my face burning with anger and shame.
"Do you suck your husband's cock?" he asked, his cock still fully erect right in front of me.
"That is none of your business," I snapped.
"How fucking stupid are you?" he asked, tapping my forehead with his cock, which I realized from up close was almost eight inches and thick, almost twice the size of my husband's cock.
"Please don't talk to me like that," I requested, again surprised by his sudden outburst.
"I will talk to you as I wish," he said, moving his cockhead down my nose and to my lips. "I fucking own you. Your mouth is mine to use, your cunt is mine to fuck and your ass is mine to pound."
"Please, no," I begged, the thought of him using me in such vile ways mortified me.
"I have a meeting in five minutes, so we will have to delay your training," he said, suddenly allowing a rush of relief to fill me. The relief faded just as quickly when he added, "So, crawl under my desk."
"You can't be serious," I replied, mortified yet again by his expectations of me.
"Now, slut," he ordered, again raising his voice.
Morally crushed, I obeyed crawling under his desk.
Once under the desk, he sat back down in his chair and rolled it towards me. "I expect my cock in your mouth the whole time, sucking slowly, is that clear?"
I answered reluctantly, "Yes."
"Yes, what?" he asked.
"Yes, sir," I sighed.
"Actually, I think you can refer to me as Master," he said.
I didn't respond, but instead took his cock in my mouth, a cock that had recently been in my daughter's ass. Much to my surprise, the scent and taste was not all that disgusting.
"Good girl," he moaned.
My face burned in humiliation as I slowly moved back and forth.
"Mrs. Quill, is my next appointment here?" he asked.
A voice over the intercom replied, "Yes, sir."
"Send him in," he instructed.
"Of course, sir," the voice replied.
A moment later, the door opened and closed and the bastard said, "Jim, great to see you."
"You as well, Mr. Jones," the man replied.
The next eternity, probably only fifteen minutes, was a conversation about another building project hours away. Such information would have been great evidence for my cause if my cause hadn't been completely derailed already. Not having sucked cock in years, my jaw was already getting stiff and I prayed this would end soon. I began to wonder if I got him off, would I be able to go?



Finally their conversation ended and he asked, "Are you ready to begin your training Mrs. White?"
I tried one last time to convince him to change his mind. Taking his cock out of mouth, and stretching my jaw, I replied, "Please, Mr. Jones, I promise I will never be a bother again."
"Oh trust me, that I believe," he chuckled, rolling his chair back. "Now bend over the desk like your daughter did."
I reluctantly crawled out from under the desk, petrified of what he planned next. Yet, knowing I had no choice if I was to protect my daughter and my past, I obeyed the order surprised how cold the desk was on my breasts and belly.
"You really have a nice ass," he complimented, as the letch squeezed my pantyhose-clad ass. His touch sent a chill up my spine against my will and triggered an undeniable wetness down below.
Suddenly, I felt my pantyhose ripped apart. "The thong was a nice touch, Mrs. White, were you anticipating becoming my little fuck-toy?"
"God, no," I answered.
"I don't know," he responded smugly, his finger gentle touching my wet vagina. "Your cunt is pretty wet. Did you like watching me fuck your daughter's ass?"
"What? N-n-no," I stammered, distracted by his finger teasing my vaginal lips.
"I think you did," he quipped back, his finger parting my pussy lips.
"Please, stop," I protested, knowing that for whatever despicable reason by body was betraying me.
He laughed, as he reached for the bottle of lube on the table. "Your determination isn't as strong anymore is it?"
I realized then that he planned to fuck my ass and not my vagina. I stammered, "N-n-not my ass."
He laughed again, "This isn't a negotiation, slut."
Being called a slut was another slap in the face. I have not fucked or sucked another man in twenty years. "I am not a slut," I snapped back, as I felt lube on my ass cheeks.
"You're my slut," he countered, as he coated his cock with lube as well.
Suddenly desperate to avoid being sodomized, yet knowing I wasn't getting out of here without getting used by him, I begged, "My pussy, fuck my pussy."
"Pardon," he asked, surprised by my sudden shift of attitude.
"I want you inside my pussy," I said, trying to be seductive.
"You do, do you?" he asked, seemingly falling for my sudden shift in attitude.
"God, yes, I want your big cock in my cunt," I said, really trying to lay it on.
"Is my cock bigger than your husbands?" he asked.
I didn't have to lie when I said, "Yes, you are much bigger."
He rubbed his cock up and down my pussy lips and I moaned, thinking I had avoided being sodomized.
"Tell me what you want slut," he ordered, before adding, "and be believable."
"Oh God, sir, I want your big cock slamming into my hungry cunt, pounding me from behind deep and hard, make me your little fuck puppet," I said, the words so ludicrous, and yet somehow getting me hornier.
"You are such a slut, Mrs. White," he said, his cock slipping between my pussy lips.
"Aaaah, yes sir, I am your slut," I replied, his cock teasing me and turning me into something I wasn't.
"But you know something," he said, his cock so close to entering me.
"Whaaaaaat?" I whimpered, my need to be fucked beginning to control me.
"The only cunt I fuck is my wife's," he said, moving his cock away from my pussy and in one hard thrust penetrating my ass.
"Nooooo, fuuuuuuuuuck," I screamed as my ass was literally on fire.
"You see," he explained, his cock buried deep in my ass, "I like to take what most women won't give, their ass. Taking something they never imagined ever giving is the ultimate thrill. Plus, most sluts like you, women who pretend to be so righteous and moral, are often the biggest fuck sluts, cum buckets and ass whores out there."
"That is fucking stupid," I got out through clenched teeth, the pain burning through every pore of my being.
"Do you recognize my secretary Mrs. Quill at all?" he asked, slowly moving his cock out and then slamming it back inside my on fire ass.
"Fuuuuuck," I screamed, a new searing pain hitting me as he slammed deeper into me than I thought humanly possible.
"Answer the question, slut," he ordered.
"She looks vaguely familiar," I barely was able to sputter out, the pain inside tearing me apart.
"She should, she must have come up during some of your research on my company," he said. "Vanessa Quill, wife of Reverend Quill."
"Oh my God!" I gasped. "That is Vanessa Quill?"
"In the flesh," he chuckled, implying she too had been put in her place.
Vanessa Quill had led a major protest against his company a couple years ago a few hours away and yet they ended up settling out of court. I had called her home and left messages a few times to find out more about her protest and cause but she never returned my calls. "I can't believe it."
"Everyone succumbs to my charm eventually, most I can buy off, but sometimes with women so morally uptight like Vanessa and yourself I have to get creative," he explained, as he began slowly thrusting his cock in and out of my ass.
I whispered, almost to myself, "I can't believe it."
Although the pain was still intense, his slow movements helped me get accustomed to his cock in my ass. Over the next few silent minutes, the pain began to dissipate and much to my horror a subtle pleasure began to build in me. Like a small camp fire, starting with just kindling but eventually building into a wildfire of heat. My whimpers of pain had long since quit and had been replaced by soft moans of pleasure.
"You see my ass-slut, women like you are always the easiest to turn," he said, as his movements began to pick up.
"Women like me?" I questioned annoyed, his talking reminding me of who was dominating me and instantly throwing water on the small flame.
"I don't like your tone, slut," he said. "You really are not a very quick learner, are you?"
"Just fucking get yourself off," I snapped back, sick of his pretentious attitude. He could blackmail me into having my body, but he wasn't going to get my mind.
He laughed, "You understand this is only the beginning."
"What, no?" I protested.
"I own you, I made that clear when I was pounding your daughter's back door," he said, slamming his body into mine.
"Fuuuuck," I whimpered, the pain back in a flash, but also a pleasure I tried to squelch.
Leaning towards his intercom, he pressed the button and asked, "Mrs. Quill, would you please come in here."
"Of course, sir," she replied
"I think you need to understand more your new reality," he said, as he began quickly and firmly thrusting in and out of my ass.
Mrs. Quill entered and seeing me bent over the desk smiled.
"Did you like your new pussy pleasing pet, Mrs. Quill?" he asked.
"Very much, although she needs lots of practice," she answered, never taking her eyes and smile off of me.
"Well, she is yours to train both work-wise and play-wise, I have hired her to work after school and weekends," he said.
"Y-y-you are making my daughter work for you?" I asked, this somehow even more depraved then making her a sex slave.
"Yes, keep your friends close and your enemies even closer I always say," he chuckled, continuing to thrust his cock in and out of my ass.
"Fuck you are one sick bastard," I snapped, so frustrated by my predicament and his smugness.
"I'll take that as a compliment," he countered, before instructing, "Mrs. Quill get under the desk and lick our new slut's cunt."
"Of course, sir," the Reverend wife, now a submissive secretary, obeyed, walking towards me and crawling under the desk.
I couldn't believe what was happening and let out a loud moan when her lips went directly to my clit. "You like that," he chuckled.
"Nooo," I whimpered, as the intensity of her lips on my clit somehow made his cock in my ass feel better.
"Get used to it, Mrs. White. After I shoot my load in your ass, after you cum like a cheap slut all over Mrs. Quill's face you will become my new secretary, after the press conference of course," he said.
"W-w-what press conference," I questioned, my world falling apart.
"The one where you announce you are rescinding the injunction against our company before coming up to my office where you will begin your tenure as my full-service secretary," he informed me.
His cock slamming in my ass, the lips on my pussy had my head spinning and only partially hearing his evil plans.
"Dammiiiiit," I whimpered, his cock feeling undeniably good in my ass now, the double sensation bringing me a pleasure I never had experienced before.
"My slut is getting close to coming," he purred, before ordering, "bounce back on my cock slut, get yourself off riding my cock in your ass, Mrs. White."
Before my mind could react, my body betrayed me again as I obeyed his order. "Shiiiit," I moaned, both from the pleasure and the accidental obedience.
"That's it slut, come my whore, come on my big cock," he demanded, his breathing getting heavier too.
After a few seconds, I screamed, "Fuuuuuuuck," as my orgasm hit me like none I had ever felt before. I got lightheaded, my fingers numbed and my body trembled uncontrollably as I continued bouncing on his cock while spraying my cum all over Mrs. Quill's face.
"Keep coming, my slut," he ordered, "work for my cum."
In another world, I continued to obey, suddenly wanting to feel his cum inside me, wanting to get him off.
A minute later I heard him grunt and felt my ass filled with cum. I slowed down and just continued to milk his cock with my ass until he pulled out.
"Well Mrs. White, that was fun," he said, pulling his pants back up.
"Can I go?" I asked, desperate to get out of there, my body controlling me.
"You should probably freshen up, your press conference is in twenty minutes," he said.
"You can't be serious?" I asked, his cum beginning to leak out of my ass.
"As I mentioned before, I am not much of a kidder," he shrugged.
Looking down at a cum-covered Mrs. Quill, he said, "And Mrs. Quill, you are moving up the ladder. The next two weeks you will train the White girls on their job, both the actual job and the many fringe benefits they will be offering to our employees and clients."
Getting off her knees, her face shiny with my cum, she said, "Thank you sir."
"Mrs. White, you will obey every order any employee here asks of you. You will suck cock, eat pussy, allow all three of your holes to be used, is that clear?" he explained.
"Do I have a choice?" I asked, my brain trying to find a way out of this.
"Of course," he laughed, "you can allow the videos to go viral and let the cards fall where they may."
"You really are a bastard," I said, glaring at him.
"Thank you," he said, taking it as a compliment. "Mrs. Quill once Mrs. White and I are done at the news conference, please take our new employee to Mr. Witherspoon, I think she will be a great bonus for all he has done of late, plus it is obvious Mrs. White fantasizes about big black cock."
"Of course," Mrs. Quill agreed. Looking at me, she added, "His cock is ten inches slut."
I gasped. I couldn't fathom a cock that big. Again, my body betrayed me as my pussy began to get wet thinking of having a big black cock in me.
Reading my mind, Mr. Jones said, "I guess I have awakened your inner slut haven't I?"
When I didn't say anything, he said, "Answer me now slut or I will have a couple employees come shoot their loads over your face before you go to the press conference."
Defeated, I answered, "I am not a slut."
"You came from riding my cock in your ass," he pointed out. "What else would you call that?"
"Blackmail," I answered.
"I forced you to bend over the table, I slid my cock inside your ass, but I sure didn't make you come," he laughed, "That my slut was all you. Now go get ready, you look like a cheap whore who just got fucked in the ass."
He walked out of his office and Mrs. Quill took my hand and said, "Come with me, my new pet."
"Ok," I answered dazed.
"And call me Mistress," she added.
THE END
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"Pantyhose Tales": Blackmailed MILF
It was a normal Thursday when Rebecca's life forever changed. Her only daughter had just left for school, her husband Jake was gone for the week to Los Angeles on business like he often was and she had another hour to kill before her yoga class.
It was a typical morning: Rebecca had breakfast, read the newspaper, cleaned up a bit and checked her e-mails. She had half a dozen new messages, most about next Friday's school dance (as PTA chairperson she was in charge of organizing the refreshments). But the last e-mail was strange. It was from a strange name: MissA. Normally Rebecca would have deleted it without reading it as she figured it was spam or some other silliness but the subject line startled her: Becky a memory from your past!
Rebecca stared at the subject line a long time. Becky was her real name long, long ago when she was a different person. But once she left high school and her home town behind, she had created a new persona and changed her name to the more sophisticated Rebecca. She had cleverly and systematically erased any evidence of her past as she closed the door on the sinful past of her youth.
Curiosity and nervous trepidation got the better of her and she clicked on the e-mail. Suddenly, with the click of a button, she was taken back twenty years to a memory she had long erased from existence.
All the e-mail contained was a picture of her, eighteen years of age, looking cute in an old cheerleader's outfit from a photo shoot years ago. Memories flooded back to her as she remembered her past and the submissive sins she had committed.
Staring at the image of herself twenty years ago, back when she was a brunette, brought back so many memories of a past she had locked away in her mind and thrown away the key.
One sentence below the picture sent chills up Rebecca's back and fear in her heart.

I KNOW WHO YOU ARE...BECKY!!!
The sentence was ominous and seemingly threatening in its bold capitalization.
Who would send this to her? How did they get it or know who she was? What did they want? These and many other thoughts ricocheted in Rebecca's head as she tried to fathom the cryptic message in just six bolded words.
Rebecca stared at herself. She had tried so hard to avoid the past and now with one simple picture her whole house of cards could come crumbling down.
Suddenly angry, Rebecca responded back:
Who are you? What do you want?
Rebecca stared at the computer waiting for a response before realizing she had to get going. As she drove, she kept checking her e-mail, but no response came.
Thankfully, yoga always relaxed and brought the mother of two, a feeling of serenity. In this tranquil state, Rebecca realized she was over reacting. The photo was not inappropriate and if her husband found out about her past, twenty years of marriage should supersede a naughty teenage past.
After a great workout, the relaxed mother was just heading out of the building when she saw Alexis, one of her daughter's cheerleader friends stretching.
Alexis smiled, "Hi, Mrs. Walsh."
Rebecca had always thought Alexis was a bad influence on her daughter ever since she convinced Lacie to get a tattoo last summer while on a road trip. Alexis was very aggressive and seemed to be able to easily manipulate Lacie who was rather reserved otherwise. On the other hand, Alexis had befriended her when they first moved to the suburbs and was the one that got Lacie involved in cheer leading which had really opened up a new side of Lacie. As a parent it is hard to let go, but Rebecca knew from her own teenage years of rebellion that if a parent didn't give their child enough freedom they could make some very bad choices...like she had.
"What are you doing here?" Rebecca asked.
"Gymnastics for physical education," Alexis answered, before adding, "our gym isn't big enough for two classes at once."
"Really?" the PTA chair asked, surprised she did not know this.
"Yep, this is way better than our gorilla sweatshop," Alexis shrugged stretching once again, attempting to allow her perky breasts to be noticed by the MILF mom she was trying to seduce.
Rebecca noticed Alexis's erect nipples through the thin fabric and secretly sighed at the young girl's lack of propriety. As she learned long ago, you are judged by the way you dress. "I will have to look into that," she said, wondering how this had never been mentioned during her numerous meetings with Principal Jones.
Alexis complimented, "How do you stay in such good shape, Mrs. Walsh?"
Rebecca shrugged, enjoying the compliment, "Yoga, aerobics, and eating healthy."
Alexis continued the sugary flattery, "I hope I look as good as you when I am your age."
"I am sure you will," Rebecca complimented back, just as she turned and was greeted by her daughter.
"Hi, mom," Lacie greeted her mom with a big hug.
"Oh, hi dear," Rebecca said, surprised to see her daughter and just as surprised by the skimpy outfit she was wearing.
"Coming or going?" Lacie asked.
"Just leaving," Rebecca replied, giving her daughter the unspoken look that implied she wasn't approving of her daughters' attire.
"Ok, well we are about to start class and I haven't stretched yet," Lacie said, ignoring her mom's disapproving look and going over to join Alexis.
The mother refrained from saying anything even though she had a very powerful 'young lady' speech in mind that she would give once her daughter got home. She also noticed just as she was leaving that Alexis seemed to be scolding Lacie. Her daughter just kept nodding as if in complete agreement to whatever Alexis was saying.
During the drive home, Rebecca tried to figure out what Alexis and Lacie could have been talking about and decided she would add that to her discussion with her daughter later that night.
Once home, Rebecca took a long hot shower before she finally decided to check her e-mail again. She felt a nervous chill when another e-mail from MissA was sitting in her inbox and again with an attachment, the subject line this time: Just getting started PET Becky.
Before even clicking on the message, a sudden sickness hit Rebecca's gut as she assumed it was another picture of her past as well the word 'PET' brought back a flood of memories from her teenage past. Scared to see what the click of a button would reveal, she went to the kitchen first and poured herself a glass of wine. She didn't usually drink in the early afternoon, but a glass of wine always calmed her nerves and her nerves were a wreck.
The nervous mother returned to her computer, after downing half her wine, she clicked on the e-mail and was again staring at another picture of herself in the same cheerleader's outfit but slightly more provocative.
Rebecca's face went red as she remembered the photo shoot and how seemingly innocently her life changed.
It started as they took pictures for the city cheerleader's calendar to raise money for charity. Two girls from each high school were chosen for the calendar. Tara, her best friend, and she were chosen from their school. Each girl would wear an outfit from a top college in the country.
She also remembered how Tara suggested for the two of them to go without panties underneath their pantyhose (Tara thought it would be a hilarious inside joke just the two of them knew). Things began to get out of hand when she and Tara got a little to touchy feely during the shoot. It all started innocently enough as they both flirted faux lesbian for the camera where there was lots of girly giggling and touching. It was the late eighties and although all the cheerleaders had fun being faux lesbians for the boys, Becky had never been with a girl or seriously considered it. She was more a fuck em' and leave em' kind of girl.
Rebecca's pussy began to tingle as she continued to flash back to the aftermath of the photo shoot and how it changed the rest of her high school experience. Giving into her lust once led to a downward spiral that she couldn't stop, like a roller coaster ride without breaks.
A phone call from her mother had Tara having to leave and that ended the photo shoot. The photographer left and Becky went quickly to the washroom to freshen up. When she returned to the locker room to grab her bag she was startled to find Jessica, her archenemy from the preppy rich school across the tracks was sitting on the bench with a smug smile on her face. Becky replicated the smile as she recalled fucking Jessica's boyfriend last week at a party.
"Hi, Jessica," Becky said, her tone not even remotely able to hide her disdain at seeing the stuck-up rich bitch.
"Hi, slut," Jessica snapped back, her voice like venom.
Becky smiled back, "Still dating Jimmy?"
Jessica took out her phone and said, "Jimmy is good. He is an even better actor."
Jessica tossed a photo to Becky and Becky was staring at a photo of herself on all fours as she got fucked from behind. Jessica clicked on a small cassette recorder and Becky also heard her voice as she begged, "That's it fuck me harder."
Becky's face went white as she wondered what her arch rival planned to do with these incriminating photo and tape.
Trying to look calm, Becky quipped, "The camera really brings out my eyes."
"And your complete sluttiness," Jessica added.
"And that," Becky shrugged, not letting the blonde bitch get to her.
"So I saw you and that other slut of your dive of a school dyking out during your photo shoot. I didn't know besides being a cheap slut you were a cunt-muncher too," she accused.
"P-p-pardon?" Becky stammered shocked by the accusation.
"Y-y-you are a lesbian," Jessica mocked standing up, her smile suddenly deviously coy.
"I-I-I am not," Becky protested, losing her composure.
"Really?" Jessica questioned with a laugh now standing directly in front of the suddenly rattled Becky. Her hand went under Becky's skirt and directly to her damp pantyhose covered crotch. "Why are you so wet then?"
"I-I-um-I..." Becky struggled, her head spinning at both Jessica's forbidden touch and her sudden conflicting desire of wanting to kiss Jessica.
Jessica said, "Touch yourself."
"What? Here?" Becky asked, before realizing her response should have been a clear no instead of this wishy-washy response.
"No, outside in public," Jessica sarcastically replied.
"But someone might see," Becky countered, again not adamantly saying no like she should have.
"Look you dumb slut. Do as your fucking told or this picture will be plastered in your school, in boy's bathrooms and at your mom's work. Now touch yourself," Jessica demanded, pushing Becky down onto a bench.
Startled by Jessica's domineering tone, and suddenly believing the blackmail threat, Becky moved to her pantyhose covered crotch cursing Tara for the no panties dare.
"Good girl," Jessica purred sarcastically, her authoritative tone gone as quick as it had come.
Becky's face was blood red as she trembled at her own touch and at the chill that went up her spine at being called a good girl. The simple words were condescending on purpose, but having never heard those words from her alcoholic mother or overbearing step-father they brought a warmth and feeling of belonging that she had longed for her whole life.
Jessica pulled a camera out of her gym bag and ordered Becky to move her hand away. Jessica snapped, "Don't you dare disobey me, slave."
"I am not your slave," Becky retorted, the situation getting ridiculous.
"Fuck you are stupid. Do as you are told or I mail the picture to every porno magazine and your mother and whoever else I find prudent," Jessica snapped.
"Are you trying to blackmail me?" Becky asked.
"The light bulb flickers," Jessica quipped. "Now get back to masturbating and think about all the things I have planned for you."
"Please, let's talk about this," Becky replied trying to bargain with the devious bitch.
"Just fucking do as you are told. I don't have all day," Jessica ordered, as she snapped picture after picture of Becky.
Defeated, Becky returned her hand to her pussy touching herself through her pantyhose.
"Wow, only sluts go without panties," Jessica criticized as she began taking off her skirt.
Becky watched her enemy undress and felt an undeniable gush in her pussy as she rubbed herself slowly over her pantyhose.
"You have had fantasizes about this before, haven't you?" Jessica asked smugly.
Becky hadn't truthfully as she said, "Not even in my worst nightmare."
"Notice how a real woman with class wears panties underneath her uniform so her cunt isn't exposed," Jessica smirked as her skirt fell to the floor revealing a purple thong.
"I am not sure that dental floss you call underwear is much better," Becky retorted.
Jessica grabbed her camera again and said, "I am not the one masturbating in a locker-room."
"You are maaaaking me," Becky argued, letting out a moan.
"I aaaaaaaaam," Jessica mocked with a laughed.
"Fuck you," Becky snarled.
"I am not going to be done with you until you come like the dirty little whore you are," Jessica said, as she sat down beside Becky and began to untie her shoes.
Becky closed her eyes, distracted suddenly by Jessica's intoxicating perfume.
"Are you thinking about eating my cunt as you pleasure yourself?" Jessica asked, her breath near my ear.
"What? God, no!" Becky protested.
"I think you are. I think you want to eat my cunt," Jessica continued.
Becky had never considered eating pussy, yet suddenly it was the only thought in her head.
Silence lingered briefly as Jessica took off her shoes and moved away from Becky. Becky opened her eyes a moment later to see that Jessica had moved to the corner and sat down on the floor.
Jessica smiled and asked, "Are you looking forward to crawling over to me and licking my cunt, lezzie?"
"Never," Becky replied, although nowhere near as defiant as it should have been.
"Oh, never say never, my pet," Jessica smirked.
"I am not your peeeet," Becky snapped, unable to hold in a moan as her orgasm began to build.
"You are obeying me like a good puppy, which makes you my pet," Jessica explained.
"That is ridiculous," Becky said, annoyed by Jessica's pretentious attitude, yet unable to do anything about it, the picture her enemy's ace in the hole.
Jessica opened her legs more and ordered, "I want you to come on the count of ten or you eat my cunt."
Becky's eyes went big, but instead of protesting, began rubbing herself frantically.
"Nine, you are mine," Jessica said.
"Eight, my pet," Jessica added.
"Seven, my plaything," Jessica continued the countdown as Becky closed her eyes her orgasm building quickly.
"Open your eyes slave, I want you looking at me when you come" Jessica snapped, standing up.
Becky opened her eyes startled by Jessica's firm authoritative tone.
"Six, five, my obedient little girl," Jessica smiled at Becky's quick obedience.
Becky could feel her orgasm on the brim and wasn't sure she could hold out until Jessica finally reached one.
"Four, my cunt licker," Jessica continued as she pulled down her pantyhose.
Becky's breathing got heavier as her orgasm was imminent.
"Don't you come without my permission my pet, I own that cunt of yours now," Jessica ordered as she finished pulling her pantyhose off her right foot.
"I can't hold it any longeeeeeeer," Becky screamed, as she closed her eyes and came the most powerful orgasm of her young life, cascading through her like a dam broke after years of being held in check.
"You fucking slut," Jessica yelled, "I didn't give you permission to come yet."
"Soooooooorry," Becky apologized as she continued to feel surge after surge of pleasure tingle through every inch of her body.
"Oh you will be," Jessica threatened as she took off her thong her plan to make this bitch pay for fucking her boyfriend.
Becky was scared by Jessica's foreboding tone and opened her eyes to see that her arch enemy was naked from the waist down.
"Like?" Jessica smiled.
"Like what?" Becky asked, her tone implying impatience.
"The pussy you are about to please," Jessica said rather matter-of-factly.
"You've got to be kidding," Becky said, her breathing slowly recovering.
"I allowed you an orgasm, it is time to return the favor," Jessica said, before adding, "Plus, as I have said already, I own you."
"Bullshit," Becky called.
"On your knees, slut," Jessica ordered.
"I will not...." Becky began but was cut off.
"Now!" Jessica roared.
Becky quickly obeyed, the aggressive tone similar to her evil stepfather's.
"That is better," Jessica said. "Now be a good puppy and crawl to your Mistress."



Becky cringed at the condescending tone and words, especially the word 'Mistress', yet obeyed the command. Reaching Jessica's feet, she looked up to the shaved pussy and instantly wished hers was shaved. She had never even considered shaving herself completely until that moment.
"Go ahead my pet. Lick your Mistress's pussy. Get used to it slut, you will be doing this a lot," Jessica smiled down at her defeated nemesis.
Becky should have fought the order, yet the slight scent of Jessica's pussy pulled her in and she felt her body moving on its own towards Jessica's pussy. Reaching Jessica's pussy, she hesitated briefly before extending her tongue and licking. Becky was stunned by how sweet the taste was. Sure she had tasted herself, but licking directly from the source was an experience unlike any other Becky ever had.
"That's it, my pet, you will be a good pet, won't you?" Jessica moaned, softly.
Becky hadn't even thought of a response when she heard herself say, "Yes."
"Yes, what?" Jessica asked, putting her hands through Becky's hair.
Becky was instantly addicted to the delicious taste of pussy, answered robotically, "Yes, Mistress, I will be a good pet."
"Goood, girl," Jessica purred, Becky's tongue beginning to get her off as she plotted her next naughty blackmail of the submissive slut.
Becky sensing she was pleasing Jessica began to lick faster and knowing what got her off, she began flicking Jessica's swollen clit with her tongue.
A minute or two later, Jessica grabbed Becky's head and pulled her deep between her legs and began using the slut's face to get off. Jessica's breathing increased quickly and soon she screamed, "Take my cunt juice my sluuuuuut."
Becky opened her mouth hungry to taste the full explosion after all the tantalizing appetizers she had been licking the past few minutes. The cum flowed freely like champagne out of Jessica's pussy and into the first time pussy pleasing Becky's mouth. She couldn't believe how amazing the taste was and knew instantly that she was no longer straight, but bi.
Jessica eventually let Becky go and looking down at her pet's shiny face said, "Don't move."
Becky obeyed and a moment later Jessica returned with her camera and snapped a picture. "This one is for my personal collection of the day I turned my pet."
"Please don't tell anyone," Becky pleaded, no longer embarrassed by what she had done, but just not wanting anyone else to know.
"Obey unconditionally my pet," Becky smiled, as she reached for her thong, "and this will be our fun little secret."
"Yes, Mistress," Becky obediently agreed, happy that the humiliating secret may stay just between the two of them and excited by the thought that she would be able to taste Jessica again.
Rebecca came hard as the memory of her first time came flooding back, both figuratively and literally, as her cum leaked out of her excessively. Opening her eyes and realizing where she was she shook her head at how real the memory just felt. Memories of her submissive lesbian exploits her last semester of high school, she shook her head and cursed at her weakness. She had locked away that dirty little secret, that brief glimpse of time where she was a lesbian pet to Jessica and Mrs. Heart.
Rebecca quickly responded to the e-mail:
Please leave me alone!
Rebecca shut down her computer and went to her bedroom to take a nap, exhausted by the stress of the day and the intense orgasm she had just given herself.
.....
Lacie texted saying she wouldn't be home until late as she was studying with Alexis for some chemistry test, although Rebecca wanted to say no, she couldn't come up with a reasonable reason for such a reaction and instead texted her to be home by ten.
Usually, Rebecca enjoyed the alone time. Yet, tonight her nerves were on edge, she worried about what else this unknown person may have on her and what they may have in mind. She was quite well off financially her husband a VP of a fortune 500 company, so the most obvious reason was an attempt at blackmail. Rebecca considered how much she could pay to end this if it went that way without her husband Jack noticing.
Rebecca's anxiety getting the best of her, she logged onto her computer. As she dreaded, there were three emails from the stranger and each with an attachment.
Rebecca again went and poured herself a glass of wine and brought the bottle with her as she just sensed the reality that this was going to get complicated.
Sitting back down, she scanned the three e-mail titles:
Do you remember this day?
Aren't you adorable?
You are quite the agreeable model it seems.
Rebecca's hand was trembling as she clicked on the first e-mail titled: Do you remember this day?
A flood of memories came back as Rebecca remembered Jessica showing up at her ballet practice and demanding she go back to her place.
Rebecca remembered standing tall and saying she was not playing her little games but Jessica threatened to show the picture once again.
Twenty minutes later Rebecca was at Jessica's house, a mansion really, and Jessica demanded Rebecca pose for her again.
Rebecca didn't know how many photos were taken but she remembered being forced to pose with smiles like she was enjoying myself. She also remembered that the more she was made to pose slutty, the more names she was called, the more turned on she got. She also remembered hoping she could taste Jessica again, even though she knew that would only give the blonde bitch more power over her.
Rebecca finished her glass of wine and poured another as she clicked out of the first wordless e-mail and clicked onto the second which was more revealing than the first.
Looking at the picture Rebecca realized there was no way to prove that in that photo she was being blackmailed at that moment. Her smile implied otherwise.
Rebecca also remembered that at this moment Jessica was teasing her by taking off her skirt and shirt and asking questions like:
"You want to play with my tits don't you, my little lez girl?"
"You're dying to drop to your knees and crawl between my legs aren't you my little cunt-licker?"
"Go ahead, tell me what you want, the hunger in your eyes is impossible to ignore."
Becky refused to answer any of the questions, knowing it would only make her look weak. She may be obeying because she was being blackmailed, but she couldn't let her rival think she actually enjoying the humiliation even though the slight dampness in her pussy was hard to deny.
Jessica's breasts barely concealed in her bra and legs looking so luscious in her pantyhose had Becky not thinking straight as she could literally imagine herself on her knees between Jessica's legs tasting her sweetness.
Jessica noticed Becky's weakness, it was a gift of hers to know when a girl was submissive, when they could be manipulated and her arch enemy was the perfect prototype...the perfect submissive.
"Show me your cunt, my slut," Jessica demanded, her camera in hand. "If it is wet I know you are a hungry little cunt licking lez."
Becky could feel a tingling down below from the name calling, against her own will her cunt was getting wetter, which only frustrated her more. Yet, instead of protesting, she felt herself beginning to obey the command.
"Good girl," Jessica purred, "you are going to be a very good little pet, aren't you Becky?"
The word 'pet' which should have been humiliating only made Becky hornier as she felt the need to obey Jessica. She agreed, saying the words she never thought would escape her mouth, "Yes, I will be a good pet."
"A good little cunt-licker?" Jessica pushed.
Becky nodded, repeating the words of submission, "Yes, I will be a good cunt-licker."
Rebecca stood up quickly, the memories of her fall into submission so powerful, so real as if it happened just yesterday.
Rebecca paced back and forth unable to deal with the memories or the undeniable burning in her cunt...a burn she hadn't felt in years. Oh sure Jack was a good lover, a tender person and an amazing provider, yet he had never been able to totally satisfy her sexually in bed. He had no clue because Rebecca had long ago perfected the fake throes of passion, followed by the fake orgasm. One he was asleep, usually within five minutes, she would finish herself off imagining him rougher, stronger and more dominant, refusing to allow her body and mind to transgress into the submissive lesbian slut she was in her senior year.

She downed the rest of her wine and took a deep breath as she clicked onto the last of the e-mails. She wasn't surprised to see it was one of the naughty ones and tears began to stream down her face as the rest of that second submission flashed back in her head.
"Pose sexy for me, like you are seducing me cunt-tease," Jessica ordered, taking off her bra releasing her firm breasts.
Staring at Jessica's breasts, Becky's hunger to submit and please suddenly overwhelming every last inch of her moral fibre she slid her pantyhose down and parted her legs enough to give a teasingly appetizing glimpse at her perfectly shaved pussy, which she had shaven to imitate Jessica. She wasn't sure she could pull off sexy, but she tried to be natural as she posed trying to give a look of hunger that she was currently feeling. She wanted to suck on Jessica' tits, she wanted to taste her pussy again, she wanted to be her pet...no matter how ridiculous, how humiliating or how degrading it was. She needed to please Jessica and no matter how much she tried to deny her feelings the reality was she couldn't resist neither the temptation nor the hypnotic power Jessica seemed to have over her.
"Do you want to please me, Becky?" Jessica asked.
"Yes," Becky replied, watching Jessica slide her hand underneath her pantyhose.
"How badly?" Jessica questioned.
"Desperately," Becky answered, unable to tear her gaze away from Jessica's body.
Sitting down, Jessica ordered, "Crawl to your Mistress."
Becky's eyes went big, 'Mistress' a reminder of Jessica's power over her, a power that Becky was seemingly unable and slowly becoming unwilling to break. It seemed to bring a brief moment of clarity of her situation as she paused trying to deal with the continual downfall into sexual servitude she seemed to be in.
Jessica's voice got firmer, "Now slut, my mother will be home soon and I want my cunt slave to get me off before then...unless you want spectators."
Becky defeated, hungry and scared, got off the couch and crawled to Jessica.
Again Jessica rewarded her pet with praise, "Good girl, Mistress is very happy with her little pet."
Shame burned Becky's face as she crawled to Jessica's feet and yet passion burned in her pussy. The contradicting feelings had Becky in a sexual and moral daze, unfortunately her sexual hunger trumped her dignity or morals.
"Kiss my feet," Jessica ordered.
Becky's red cheeks burned as she lowered her head and obeyed the absurd request.
"Suck my toes," Jessica demanded.
Again, Becky obeyed, the taste of the stockings a mixture of silk and sweat which was surprisingly degrading tasty.
Once Becky had sucked each toe on each foot, Jessica demanded, "Tell me, my pet, what you want?"
"To lick your pussy," Becky admitted.
"And how do you address me, dyke?" Jessica asked.
The word 'dyke' was a slap in the face as Becky always thought of a dyke as a butch lesbian. Becky stammered, "I-I-I want to lick your pussy, Mistress."
"Too bad," Jessica said, slipping into her shoes and suddenly standing up. Becky watched confused as she then grabbed her sweater and put it back on as she explained, her tone dripping with disappointment, "Only good obedient sluts get to please me."
Becky begged, desperate to eat her archenemies pussy, "Please Mistress, I will do better."
Jessica stopped, bent her ass toward the eager sub, and said, "Come lick my ass, slave. Prove your worthiness to me."
The word 'slave' another power word and yet another one that somehow had Becky's cunt leaking as she crawled over without a word to Jessica's pantyhose covered ass.
"Next time I will have you thoroughly clean my asshole, but today we don't have time. Lick my pantyhose covered ass, shove your tongue between my ass cheeks, my lesbian slave."
The task was even more absurd than the rest and yet Becky felt her body moving instinctively to obey her blonde archenemies' ass. She licked the silky fabric and as she made her way between the nylon-clad ass cheeks, she wished she could tugged the pantyhose down and bury her face between Jessica's beautiful white ass cheeks.
"That's it, puppy, you are such a good pet," Jessica purred, adding to the humiliation layer upon layer.
Suddenly a door opened and Jessica quickly stood up and ordered, "Get dressed slut, unless you want my mother to see you as the whore you are."
Becky quickly dressed and had been fully clothed for less than thirty seconds when Jessica's mom, a MILF twin of her daughter, walked in.
Rebecca was furiously rubbing her clit as she remembered this and so many other times she was used by Jessica. She was close to coming when the doorbell rang. The bell ringing brought her crashing back to the present. She pulled her hands away from her feverous cunt, closed her laptop rubbed her sticky fingers on her skirt, and went to the door.
It was elementary students collecting for MS. Rebecca quickly found her purse, wrote a cheque for a 100 dollars and once the two children were gone she collapsed against the door...her world falling apart.
.....
When Lacie did come home, her hair a bit of a mess, Rebecca couldn't get the nerve or energy to talk to Lacie about her outfit. Instead she decided she would just try to keep better track of what Lacie was up to. She trusted her daughter unequivocally, but knew from experience that sometimes people did things out of character...like she had all those years ago.
Yet, as Lacie leaned in to kiss her mom on the lips, like she always did when she arrived home, Rebecca was positive the scent on her daughter's lips was pussy.
Rebecca gasped.
Lacie looked at her mom, with her usual innocent sweet look, and asked, "What's the matter Mom?"
"N-n-nothing," Rebecca stammered, as she tried to rationalize that what she smelt was wrong, that her daughter wasn't a lesbian, that she wasn't having sex with Alexis...that she wasn't falling down exactly the same path as she had when she was eighteen.
"Well, ok, I got to finish my homework and give Danny a call," Lacie said, a bit embarrassed and yet excited at obeying Alexis's order to kiss her Mom with Alexis's pussy juice on her lips. As she headed to her room, her body tingled in a way it had never before.
Lacie and Alexis had been playing together for a while now, a relationship that had slowly evolved into something completely different from how it had started, but Lacie liked it...even if she didn't really completely understand the full breadth of the relationship that was evolving. Alexis was convinced her Mom was a lesbian and although Lacie couldn't fathom such a silly notion, she thought it would be fun to prove the usually right Alexis wrong.
Once Lacie was gone, Rebecca licked her lips wanting another taste to make sure she was right. And although she couldn't be a 100 percent positive, she was pretty damn sure that it was pussy juice. Rebecca spent the next hour before bed desperately trying to come up with the nerve to talk openly with her daughter about her suspicions about her relationship with Alexis, but couldn't. What would she say? 'Um, honey, are you a submissive pet to Alexis?', or 'Honey, I don't want you to go down the same sexual destructive past I did?' or 'Honey, Mommy used to be a submissive lesbian who was used by her archenemy, other cheerleaders and a teacher.' She sighed as she realized her past may have finally caught up to her after all these years.
.....
Avoiding her emails the rest of the night, Rebecca unfortunately tossed and turned as she replayed her many encounters with Jessica in her head. No matter how much she tried to shut off the memories of her past and fall asleep, her body remained wide-awake. Finally figuring it was easier just give in to her body and let go, she remembered the next time Jessica had humiliated her pushing her deeper into the utter control of her beautiful and impossible to resist archenemy.
Jessica called and demanded, "I expect you at Miller Park tomorrow at 8am in your cheerleader's outfit. Don't be late."
Before Becky had a chance to respond, Jessica hung up and she was left with another ominous future moment.
The next day, Becky arrived as instructed on her bike as she couldn't get the car. The ride while in a cheerleader's outfit was an adventure in itself but nothing compared to what was to come once she arrived at the park.
Jessica showed up late and once she was out of her brand new 1988 Porsche she smirked, "Nice wheels."
Becky snapped back, "Not all of us have rich mom's and dad's."
"Well at least I have a mom and a dad," she retorted, stressing the word dad.
Becky moved towards the rich blonde bitch and snapped, "Don't you ever talk about my family again, is that clear?"
Jessica actually backed off briefly as she said, "Sorry, I didn't know you would be so touchy about it. Anyways, are you ready to get back in my good graces?"
"How?" Becky asked, not remotely horny but only annoyed by the bitch. She couldn't believe she had been allowed to be bullied by the big-titted blonde Barbie.
"Another photo session," Jessica said. "I am hoping to make a very special calendar for my boyfriend."
"The one I fucked?" Becky shot back, enjoying the brief moment where she could win.
"Yes, the one that put you in the position you are in now. Although I suppose in retrospect it was fate," Jessica smiled, not letting Becky see any hint of weakness.



"Fate," Becky scoffed.
"Yes, you clearly were in needed of a Mistress and I am in need of a new plaything," Jessica answered, her smug tone so frustrating.
"I don't need a fucking Mistress," Becky snapped back.
"Really?" Jessica asked. "If I recall you begged to please me last time we met."
"Because you were blackmailing me," Becky reasoned.
"Nice try," Jessica smiled. "Oh sure, I did blackmail you and will continue to do so. Stubborn girls like you might have second thoughts on occasion. Yet last time when I told you I wasn't going to let you lick my cunt you were disappointed, it was written all over your face. Then when I demanded you lick my ass, you quickly obeyed without any hesitation. You are submissive, Becky, accept it."
"It isn't that black or white," Becky replied, although she was beginning to have a tougher time deciding what shade of grey she was.
"Look the quicker we do this the less likely you will be showing your tits to strangers," Jessica said impatiently.
"Excuse me," Becky asked.
"On all fours and pose for me," Jessica demanded, pulling out her camera.
"Not again," Becky sighed back, "Don't you have enough pictures of me?"
"Probably, but this time I want tasteful pictures, not the usual slutty ones I imagine you like to make," Jessica said, her smile getting even smugger.
"Then get someone who actually likes you," Becky said.
"This is getting old, you dumb slut. I am your Mistress, you're my pet, so do as you're fucking told. Now get on all fours like the pet slave you are," Jessica demanded, her tone and glare implying don't you dare fuck with me.
Scared, Becky fell onto all fours.
"Take off your shoes," Jessica said.
"Why?" Becky asked confused.
"Just fucking do it," Jessica snapped her tolerance non-existent.
Becky obeyed the odd order. Once done, Jessica instructed, her camera ready, "Pose, for me."
Becky obeyed half-heartedly.
"Make it look believable. Imagine if you impress me I will let you lick my cunt," Jessica said, lifting up her skirt slightly.
Becky felt a tingle in her pussy as she posed with her legs crossed and with a sultry smile at the camera.
"Good girl," Jessica said, as she snapped picture after picture.
For some reason the condescending compliment was exhilarating for Becky as she began to get into the posing.
"Show your Mistress how flexible her little lesbian plaything is, suck your toes, my slut," Jessica ordered.
Becky didn't even hesitate as she closed her eyes and pulled her silky stocking-clad toes to her mouth. The act had her flashing back to sucking Jessica's toes the last time they met. Her pussy tingled at the submissive task and the oddness that she was craving kissing Jessica's stocking toes again, was craving obedience.
"Fuck, once you start obeying you are a very eager little pet," Jessica smiled, happy with her archrivals' submissive nature.
Jessica snapped more pictures before she finally said, "On second thought, let's see those small titties, my pet and make it look like you are love showing your body."
Becky got onto her knees and looked around suddenly thankful at the secluded areas that Jessica had chosen. She did a variety of poses where she slowly slid her uniform top up until her breasts were released from the thin fabric hiding them from view.
"Don't tease, slut, show me your titties," Jessica demanded.
Becky pulled her uniform top off over her head suddenly enjoying the risky voyeuristic order.
"Cup them for me," Jessica demanded.
Becky obeyed.
"Are you horny, my small tittied slut?" Jessica asked, already knowing the answer.
"Yes, Mistress," Becky admitted yet again falling under the charismatic sexual spell of her archenemy.
"There you go, my pet, answering like a good sub should," Jessica smiled. "For that I am going to reward you."
"Thank you, Mistress," Becky replied, her mouth already salivating with hope.
"Get yourself off, my slut," Jessica demanded.
Becky's wetness down below had her obeying yet again as she repositioned herself for easy access to her cunt.
Becky slipped her hand inside her pantyhose and began frantically rubbing her pussy.
"That's it slave, come for me," Jessica demanded, as more pictures were taken.
Becky was already quite horny so only a couple of minutes of self-affliction and she was near orgasm. Without even thinking about the consequences for the question she was about to ask, she moaned, "May I come, Mistress."
Jessica smiled, "You may my pet."
"Fuuuuuuuuck," Becky screamed, unable to hold it in as another amazing orgasm came at the verbal humiliation from her archenemy.
"Fuuuuuuuuuuuuck," Rebecca screamed as she brought herself to another orgasm reminiscing about her forbidden past. Once, the orgasm finished, she cursed herself for yet again being weak and decided tomorrow she would have to find a way to confront her anonymous blackmailer, although she hadn't really been blackmailed yet.
.....
The next morning, Rebecca was rather refreshed after having a good sleep (her orgasm letting go of a lot of stress), but as soon as she saw Lacie yesterday came flooding back to her. She waited for the kids to get off to school before going directly to the computer to check if there were any more messages. As expected, there was one. Oddly, instead of fearing what was in the e-mail marked: Skater Chick, she had a twinge of excitement. She could already feel her old submissive side bubbling underneath her, trying to break free from years of oppression.
Rebecca clicked on the e-mail and was again greeted to a blast from the past. It was her half-naked in her figure skating outfit. She remembered Jessica showing up taking a few pictures, making Becky her eat her pussy and then going on the ice with her make-up slightly messy with pussy juice.
This time there was a message as well.
My pet-to-be,
I know all about your past. I have pictures from so many naughty days of your submission. If you want these pictures kept a secret from your family and community, you will obey every order I give without hesitation.
I understand you were rather stubborn when you were first trained to be the submissive pet you really are. I do not expect any such disobedience. You are MY pet now and as long as you obey, your secret slutty past will be safe.
TASK 1:
Buy yourself a vibrating egg and wear it in your pussy. You are only allowed to come when I give you permission. Any disobedience will come with a punishment...although if I understand correctly you like being punished.
MissA
P.S.: Buy a new toy for yourself that you want me to use on you one day.
P.S.S.: Finish this task by noon.
P.S.S.S: Disobey and your past becomes your present!
She didn't want to obey the task, but thought overall it was a rather simple thing to do and a new toy would be nice...she had none, another way to avoid the temptation of her old lustful ways.
Rebecca showered, got dressed in a business suit, she had a meeting with the mayor later about funding for a new school football field.
The MILF drove to an adult sex shop on the other side of town to purchase her toys. At the adult store, she was overwhelmed at the variety of toys now available. She remembered the strap-on Jessica used on her, the butt plug she was made to wear in class and a couple of vibrators she had for personal use, but nothing compared to what was available now. Strap-on cocks that had a part to go inside the woman doing the fucking, dildos that stick to a wall, and many other perplexing toys that Rebecca couldn't fathom how they worked. She found a we-vibe toy that looked interesting, but couldn't find the vibrating eggs. Nervous, she went to the saleswoman who was about her age and asked, "Do you have vibrating eggs?"
"Of course, follow me," the polite woman said. The woman led Rebecca to the section where the eggs were on display before asking, "Do you want one with a remote control or not?"
Rebecca couldn't believe such a thing existed. She said, "A remote control I guess."
"Good choice," the woman nodded and showed her three options.
Rebecca choose one, grabbed a dildo that stuck to a wall, she had always enjoyed being fucked doggy style and also bought the we-vibe toy. Her naughty purchases in a bag, she returned to the car and drove to city hall.
Rebecca had just parked when her phone buzzed alerting her she had a text.
The number was not familiar but that wasn't uncommon because of the mother's position as PTA Chairperson.
Rebecca clicked on the message and her face went white:
My pet-to-be
Put the egg in your cunt before you go to see the mayor.
Miss A
Rebecca couldn't believe the blackmailer had her cell number. Who was she? How did she know she was going to see the mayor. Frustrated she texted back:
Who the Hell are you?
Rebecca impatiently waited for the reply text as she refused to obey the command. The response back was eerily familiar to her past:
My slut-to-be
That is one!
Do as you are told!
Miss A
Rebecca remembered that was the exact warning that Mrs. Heart used every time she disobeyed. If her teacher Mistress reached three there was a punishment.
Rebecca felt a chill go up her spine at the memory of her beautiful, dominant teacher who had blackmailed her. Her hand trembled as the scope of her blackmailer and who she was got even more mysterious and confusing. She responded trying to not upset her, but also trying to get information.
MissA
Why are you doing this to me?
Rebecca waited in her car for a response. When it came, another chill went through her body:
My disobedient-whore-to-be
That is two!
Turn it on low and put the toy in your cunt now!
Or else....
The threatening words petrified Rebecca who knew she was already walking a fine line between her past and present. Taking the toy out of her brown plastic bag, she looked around before awkwardly lifting herself up, tugging down her pantyhose to her ankles and sliding the slow buzzing toy in her pussy. The buzzing was instantly stimulating. She quickly pulled up her pantyhose and sat in the car getting used to the surprisingly quiet buzzing. She grabbed her phone wanting to make sure MissA knew she had obeyed texted:
MissA
I obeyed your command.
Realizing she was going to be late, Rebecca got out of her car and walked to the building. The egg inside her was strange, but not as awkward to walk with as she anticipated. The next half-an-hour was torture as she couldn't stay focused with the soft teasing of the toy. The meeting was just coming to an end when the buzzing inside her sped up and Rebecca let out an uncontrollable, "Ooooooh."
The mayor asked, "Are you ok, Mrs. Walsh?"
Rebecca stammered, standing up, "S-s-sorry, I am just not feeling that well."
"I will get right on your request," the mayor said, standing up as well and extending his hand.
Rebecca shook the mayor's hand even as her body trembled with an intense pulsation. "T-t-thank you, Mayor Hamill."
"You are welcome, Mrs. Walsh," the mayor replied.
Rebecca left his office and walked awkwardly towards her car even as the vibrations increased again as a text arrived.
My pet-to-be
COME NOW!!!
Finally a suggestion Rebecca wanted to obey, she scurried to her car and once inside, slid her hand under her skirt and pantyhose frantically rubbing herself. She wanted to close her eyes and let the pleasure pulse through her, but she didn't want to be caught so she kept looking for people. This extended the journey to orgasm as her anxiety of being caught and her eagerness to come crashed into each other. Finally, she bit her lip and let out a scream as her building orgasm cascaded through her. Her body quivered uncontrollably, the rush of coming and obeying bringing pulses of pleasure she had long ago quit having. Once her orgasm had traveled its course, she sat in her car and was surprised when the buzzing stopped.
Another text arrived:
Good girl,
You may take the egg out and clean it off with your mouth.
Also, thank you for the remote control it was a pleasant surprise.
And a wall dildo you really are a little slut aren't you?
MissA
Rebecca's eyes went wide again, she looked in her bag and saw that the remote control was gone. She quickly got out of the car and scanned the parking lot for her blackmailer who had to be close by. Of course, there was no one. Rebecca returned to her car frustrated by her weakness and the lack of control she suddenly had in her life. Tears rolled down her face as she realized she was reliving a past she had fought so hard to keep in the past.
.....
That night Jack arrived home and for a brief moment of time Rebecca was able to live in the present she had created. They went out for dinner, enjoyed each other's company and he made love to her. Yet, the whole time he was making love to her, she wanted to beg him to pound her, to pull her hair to use her as a slut; yet, that wasn't who Jack was, he had no idea of her past, her dirty dark past, and it needed to stay that way.
.....
Saturday morning, Rebecca avoided her e-mail worried she might receive more tasks. Unfortunately, the task came by text.
My pet,
Check your e-mail...NOW!!!
MissA
Rebecca went to her computer, nervous at what the next task was and yet a small part of her was excited by the potential task as well.
The e-mail was titled: Task2 and like all the others had an attachment with it.
Rebecca clicked on the message and saw yet another picture of her submissive past. This was another picture of her time with Mrs. Heart. This was one of the last times before she broke away from the powerful control of Jessica and Mrs. Heart as she realized the lack of control she had in her life. She remembered also how she had become accustomed to posing and got off completely on being told what to do...long ago losing any of her shame or dignity at her willingness and need to obey.
Rebecca then read the instructions:
My pet,
You accomplished task one with only a little disobedience. Good girl. I understand your insecurities and doubts, but like your past Mistresses I know what you really are, what you really need, what you really want to be...so let go of her false pride and let your new MISTRESS guide you along your journey to true self-discovery and obedience.
Task 2:
Go to the theatre and see the 1:00 showing of the animated movie Fish in the Sea. Dress in a cocktail outfit. Oh and of course, but the egg back in your cunt.
Enjoy.
P.S.: I see your hubby is home...I hope you enjoyed his cock in you, pretty soon it will be my cock in you.
Rebecca was confused by the strange task. Why a children's movie? She had assumed she was being blackmailed by a woman and yet the P.S. implied she had been deceived by that too.
Jack was with his buddies golfing for the afternoon and thus Rebecca was free to obey the strange, yet seemingly harmless task.
Rebecca wore a gold cocktail dress, beige pantyhose and with the egg in, but turned off, she headed to the theatre. She bought her ticket and as she walked to the theatre entrance, she felt the egg buzzing in her pussy. She had been anticipating it since she arrived and was oddly happy to feel the buzz start. She instantly looked around to catch someone watching her, yet the throng of patrons was just a blur of people.
Rebecca gave the ticket clerk her ticket and went to the movie.
About half way into the movie the buzzing increased inside Rebecca's pussy. She let out a surprised gasp as the toy teased her relentlessly. She looked around trying to find someone who may be in control of the toy. All she saw was mothers, fathers and children, none that were logical choices to be in control of the device.
Just as suddenly as the toy had sped up it slowed back down. A couple of minutes later the toy sped up again and began a half hour onslaught of teasing Rebecca. Her pussy was getting wetter and wetter as she was tormented by the constant teasing. She tried desperately to ignore the burning down below mortified by the thought of coming in a theatre full of children.
Rebecca was about to leave when there was a vibration from her phone which she had thankfully turned on vibrate mode before the movie started. She reluctantly checked the text:
My pet,
Come now!
I am watching!!
NOW!!!
Rebecca looked around again, sensing the blackmailer must be in the theatre. Yet again there was just a sea of faces.
Another text came:
Now slut!!!
The order and name calling made Rebecca wetter, remembering when she was young and had been unable to disobey any order given by her Mistresses. Such an order made her feel eighteen again and although she knew she shouldn't obey, she closed her legs tightly together and let the toy pleasure her.
Instantly the intense buzzing brought Rebecca increasing pleasure and her orgasm was imminent. Frustratingly, the orgasm wouldn't cross the threshold and she cursed the long cocktail dress. Instead, she moved her legs slightly apart and back together causing a new sensation in her pussy and within seconds the orgasm bubbled over. She bit her lower lip to hold in the moan of pleasure attempting to escape as her body tingled all over the mixture of obedience and humiliation making the orgasm more intense.
The rest of movie the toy inside her buzzed on low teasing her as she tried to watch the movie assuming there was a purpose to such a strange task. The movie ended and the egg shut off. She exited the theatre and was heading out when she bumped into Alexis and Lacie. Her face instantly went red as she realized she had no explanation to why she was at a theatre in a cocktail dress.



"Mom?" Lacie asked, surprised.
"Hi, girls," Rebecca said, trying to act casual.
"Hi, Mrs. Walsh," Alexis greeted.
"What are you doing here?" Lacie asked.
"Just thought I would go out and see a flick," Rebecca answered.
Alexis said sarcastically, "Well, you are sure dressed for it."
Rebecca laughed and lied, "I am supposed to meet some friends for a late brunch."
"What movie did you see?" Alexis asked.
Rebecca's face went red as she tried to come up with a quick lie. "Um-I-well, Fish in the Sea."
"The cartoon?" Lacie asked.
Rebecca shrugged and lied again, "Yeah, it was the only one not sold out. Well, I need to get going."
"Ok, love you," Lacie said, even though the look on her face showed complete confusion.
"Love you too, sweetheart," Rebecca said, starting to leave.
"It was good to see you, Mrs. Walsh," Alexis called out. Rebecca gave a quick wave even as she pondered Alexis's smug tone.
As Rebecca drove home, she briefly pondered that maybe Alexis was the blackmailer. Her name matched the MissA codename and her smug smile implied she knew more than she was letting on. It would have even made more sense before the cock implication in the last e-mail. The conflicting clues just added to Rebecca's confusion as she tried to come to grips with her predicament and the growing reality that she felt herself slipping back into the woman she used to be.
.....
Sunday Rebecca was left alone: no e-mails and no texts, just a nice relaxing day with her husband and daughter before he flew out Monday morning again. Even though she was left alone, Rebecca was on edge as she kept expecting to be forced to do something.
That night in bed, after John had come inside her, she felt a rush of disappointment at being ignored by her blackmailer...again falling deeper into the persona she fought so hard to break free from all those years ago.
.....
Monday morning, after the kids and Jack were gone, Rebecca checked her e-mail and saw a new e-mail from MissA with the title: Task3. A rush of excitement pulsed through the mom as she clicked on the e-mail.
Rebecca saw the picture of the time that had started the domino effect of her fall to unconditional submission and suddenly was eighteen again.
Jessica had shown up at Becky's school after cheerleading practice as she was getting undressed and said, "Miss my cunt, slut?"
The blunt opening words surprised Becky and she reacted coldly, even as her pussy already tingled at what may come next, "Like I miss gonorrhea."
Jessica laughed, "I imagine you have had that already being the little cock-slut you used to be."
"Fuck off," Becky snapped, so sick of the bitch's entitled attitude and equally frustrated at how obeying her archenemy somehow made her horny.
"You really are a slow learner. I guess I shouldn't expect more based on your upbringing and the school you are at," Jessica said, her smug smile plastered on her face.
"Just leave," Becky sighed, knowing she couldn't win the battle because of Jessica's photo evidence.
"Time for some discipline," Jessica said, "Until you understand who is boss. Let's be honest in five minutes you are going to be begging to suck on my toes, lick my ass, suck on my big-girl tits, eat my pussy, so stop pretending you are anything more than my submissive plaything."
Hearing all the things she had already done with Jessica had Becky's pussy burning, her head spinning and her mouth drooling. She wanted to pretend it wasn't true, wanted to be strong and proud and stand up to the rich uppity bitch and yet she was speechless.
"That's better, only speaking when spoken to," Jessica smiled. "Maybe you aren't as slow on the uptake as I thought."
Again Becky felt a mixture of anger and hunger as she was being cut down to size by the one girl in the whole city she wanted to cut down to size herself just a few weeks earlier.
"Get on the bench on all fours with your ass up, my slut. It is time for your punishment," Jessica ordered.
Becky hesitated only a second before obeying, her pantyhose clad ass on display.
A couple of seconds later came the spank. "Whaaaaaat?" Becky screamed surprised by the sudden searing pain on her buttocks.
"When a bad girl doesn't behave she gets spanked and you slut have been a very bad girl," Jessica explained before crashing down on her ass with her right hand.
"Nooooooo," Becky whined in pain.
"Ask for another," Jessica demanded.
"Please, nooooooooo," Becky pleaded, before the third spank was administrated.
"Wrong answer," Jessica said.
Becky realizing she was completely at the whim of Jessica, sighed as tears formed in her eyes, "Please Mistress may I have another?"
"Of course you can," Jessica responded spanking her pet one more time before moving her hand to her pantyhose clad, panty-less covered, crotch. "I see you have obeyed Mistress's orders and quit wearing panties."
"Yes, Mistress," Becky replied, trying to be as obedient as possible in hopes Jessica would stop spanking her.
Jessica said, her fingers teasing Becky's pussy through the pantyhose, "Your cunt is pretty wet is that because you just love seeing me or do you enjoy being spanked?"
"I love seeing you Mistress," Becky said, not able to admit she liked being spanked and strangely realizing that she was happy to see Jessica, hoping she could once again taste the cheerleader's pussy.
"Good," Jessica said, "Let's see you pose for me, my pet, show me your flexibility."
"Yes, Mistress," Becky agreed, thankful to be off her knees and to allow the burning sensation on her ass to fade.
Becky did a few different poses as again Jessica snapped photo after photo of Becky in somewhat compromising poses.
"Tell me Becky do you crave my cunt when I am not around?" Jessica asked.
Becky again no longer thinking properly, looked at Jessica's crotch area completely covered by her orange shorts, and said, "It is all I think about Mistress."
"And you are not going to disobey me anymore or give me any more sass?" Jessica questioned as she put her hand underneath her tight shorts to give something for her pet to drool over.
"No Mistress, I apologize profusely, I understand my role in our relationship," Becky admitted, unable to take her gaze off Jessica's hand in her shorts.
"Show me your baby tits," Jessica demanded.
"Yes, Mistress," Becky agreed without hesitation as she repositioned herself to take off her cheerleading outfit.
She straddled the bench, feeling her wetness as her pussy almost stuck to it, and pulled her sweater over her head.
"No bra, either, you are such a slut," Jessica smiled approvingly.
"I'm your slut," Becky corrected, now completely drawn into the world of submission.
"Fuck, you really are a good little submissive," Jessica smiled as she asked, "Do you want to see some big girl tits?"
"Yes, Mistress," Becky answered.
"Pose for me first," Jessica ordered.
"Of course, Mistress," Becky agreed, trying to look innocent and sexy at the same time.
"Hmmmm, you really are hungry to see my big girl breasts aren't you, my pet?" Jessica smiled as she continued taking pictures of her submissive.
"Yes, Mistress, I am dying to see your big breasts, squeeze them, kiss them, lick them and worship them like they deserved to be worshipped.
Jessica obliged her hungry little pet as she began to pull off her shirt and bra. She paused in just her bra and asked, "Are you sure you want to see what big girl tits look like?"
Becky had always been self-conscious of her smaller breasts. She answered hungrily, "Yes, very much so."
Jessica tossed the bra to a bench and sat on her knees as she released her beautiful firm breasts.
"Do you like?" Jessica smiled posing sweetly.
"God, yes," Becky said, unable to remotely hide her hunger for the blonde and her huge breasts.
"Prove it, slut," Jessica said, adding, "finger yourself for me as you tell me what you are."
Becky moved her hand to her crotch as she used derogatory terms to describe herself. "I am a cunt licking slut."
"And?" Jessica asked.
"Your submissive plaything," Becky continued.
"And?"
"Your slave," Becky added, as she moved her hand underneath her pantyhose and to her fevered cunt.
"And?"
"Whatever you want me to be," Becky moaned as she began rubbing herself no longer caring about anything else but her own pleasure and obeying her Mistress in the hopes that she would please her.
"So you will lick any cunt if I tell you to?" Jessica asked.
"Yes, Mistress," Becky moaned, not really realizing what she was agreeing too as her mind focused on the self pleasure.
Jessica was suddenly horny too and after tearing off her pantyhose and panties, she pushed Becky back onto the bench and straddled her face. Becky eagerly began licking without instruction as she was swarmed with the exotic scent of Jessica's cunt. She licked and licked hungry for more and desperate to make her Mistress come.
A few minutes of licking Jessica and rubbing herself and both girls were close to orgasmic bliss. Jessica moaned, "Don't come until I do cunt-licker."
Becky slowed down her fingers or she would have came in seconds and concentrated on getting Jessica to come so she could come too.
She leaned up more, found Jessica's swollen clit and teased it which was the final push needed as Becky was coated with an avalanche of cum from Jessica as she screamed, "Thaaaaaat's it, sluuuuuuuuuuut."
Becky kept licking, hungrily swallowing every drop of Jessica's champagne until she was suddenly frozen in fright by the voice she knew too well.
"What is going on in here?" Mrs. Heart, her English teacher bellowed.
Rebecca was brought back to reality by the ringing of the phone. She shook her head at the crazy memory before going to grab the phone. Twenty minutes later, after dealing with two PTA issues, she returned to the computer to read the task she hadn't yet read.
My pet,
Did you enjoy the movie? Did you enjoy your day off? I am guessing you missed me yesterday. I am also guessing you are excited by this morning's email.
TASK 3:
Go to the Pier at lunch and show your legs to the sailors. Wear something provocative.
Of course, the egg should be in place and on.
Rebecca shook her head at another absurd task, but figured it would be easy to complete. She chose a sexy, edgy and yet not slutty outfit and drove to the pier as instructed. She used to love showing off her body when she was young and submissive, and the current task had her excited to showcase her body like she used to.
At the pier, Rebecca sauntered in her heels and trying to look casual she bent over a boat as if reaching for something and took her time as a few rugged men walked by.
The first whistle brought a chill to Rebecca and enhanced the wetness in her pussy.
Over the next fifteen minutes Rebecca allowed her long legs to be noticed and her tight ass to be goggled. Again out of the blue the vibrations started and Rebecca looked around as she closed her legs allowing the buzzing to tingle through her.
A text startled Rebecca:
Enjoying yourself my pet?
Come now!
MissA
Rebecca was already close to orgasm and in her now rather secluded spot she subtly got herself off rather quickly.
Once done, she headed back to her car and home, again frustrated at how easily she had obeyed a task of coming in public. Thinking clearly, she began brainstorming ways out of her situation.
.....
The next morning there was another e-mail and another task for Rebecca.
Rebecca clicked on the e-mail titled Task 4.
My good girl,
You looked good by the pier and I think you made many men quite happy.
Today, my pet, you must complete a completely different task.
TASK 4:
Go to Wellingston High and take a picture of one of the girls there you would like to pleasure. You will then text the picture to me.
You have until one o'clock.
MissA
Rebecca sighed at the silly task. The task itself was easy as her high powered camera could take a picture from quite a ways away. Everything until now was her past or something she could defend and maybe her husband would forgive her...but stalking a teenager was crossing the line.
.....
Rebecca drove to the school for lunch, parked and scanned a location that would get her the required photo.
As Rebecca walked around, she suddenly felt nervous and creepy thinking she was going to take a photo of an unsuspecting teenager. As she walked around during lunch hour, she realized this was ludicrous. She was just about to turn around and go back to her car when walking straight towards her was a long-legged, sexily dressed preppy teenager.
Rebecca slyly grabbed her phone and quickly snapped a photo of the stunning brunette who gave her a friendly smile as she passed.
When Rebecca got back to the car she looked at the photo she took. She was surprised at just how great the picture had turned out and how because of the angle of the stairs she saw some crotch shot. Rebecca's pussy quickly dampened and she quickly drove home frustrated once again by her weakness and her obedience. Once home, she deleted the photo deciding she was no longer playing this silly game. She would come clean with Jack and pray that he would forgive her for a dirty past years before they met.
.....
Right after one o'clock, a text arrived:
Bad pet!!!
Rebecca quickly texted back:
We are done! Show the pictures I don't care. Jack will forgive me.
A wave of relief crashed through her as soon as she sent the text.
A few minutes later another text arrived.
Check your e-mail slut! You may want to reconsider your brief moment of defiance.
Anxiety quickly came back to Rebecca as she tentatively went to her computer. Once logged in, Rebecca's whole world crashed at the impact her past suddenly had on not only her, but her daughter. The subject line this time was: Does the outfit bring back memories?
Rebecca clicked on the e-mail and her mouth dropped open. The picture wasn't of her this time, but her daughter.
The outfit was retro 80s from the 1988 cheerleading all-star team. Rebecca herself wasn't chosen for the all-stars but Jessica was. This meant that somehow her blackmailer and Jessica knew each other. The mystery kept getting more confusing and now somehow Lacie was involved. Rebecca panicked at how deep Lacie may be involved.
Was Lacie being blackmailed too?
Did Lacie have any clue about my past?
Was Lacie aware I was being blackmailed?
Could Lacie actually be a willing accomplice in this twisted game that was being played?
Rebecca wondered if somehow Jessica had found her and was know seducing or blackmailing her daughter. The photo of her daughter was eerily similar to photos Jessica had Becky take of her and also the way Jessica liked to pose.
Rebecca remembered vividly Jessica in the tight club cheer outfit and how amazing she looked in it. She also remembered Jessica making her pleasure every member of the team at the hotel the night before the cheerleading competition and how that was the night Rebecca knew, she had no control at all over her choices or body. Rebecca's head was spinning as she tried to put all the puzzle pieces together but none of them seemed to fit together.
Anger began boiling inside Rebecca; it was one thing to blackmail her, to humiliate her, but it was quite another thing to pull her daughter into this sick game the blackmailer was playing.
Rebecca reached for her phone and texted her blackmailer:
I don't care what you do to me anymore, but leave my daughter out of this or else!!!
Rebecca looked at the rest of the e-mail.
My pet,
Before you overreact, your daughter has no idea of your past. That said, she has been my pet for a while now. I think like mother, like daughter is definitely true for you and Lacie.
Also before you overreact, you should understand I also have pictures of my sub Lacie in compromising situations too. So be a good pet and continue to obey and no more of this silly stubborn nonsense. You are a submissive, you crave a Mistress and soon you will be at my feet, between my legs and serving like you used to do so well.
TASK 5: Another pet of mine will be coming over to your house at exactly 2. She will be taking pictures of you. Do as you are told or else pictures of you and of Lacie go viral.
MissA
PS: Dress in pantyhose and something easy to take off.
Rebecca looked at the clock and realized she had less than forty minutes before she was to have a stranger at her house taking pictures of her.
A text arrived:
Do as you're told and your daughter's submissive slut secret will not become public knowledge.
All Rebecca's brief bravado and confidence faded away as she knew she was trapped and also knew she had to obey.
Rebecca texted back:



OK, you win. But please leave my daughter out of this.
No reply occurred, as Rebecca quivered with nervous trepidation at who would be coming to her home. She quickly changed into something easy to take off and waited. When the knock came, a curiosity at who else would be a submissive to this MissA as well as the anxiety that soon there would be real new evidence of her submissiveness, which would be much more difficult to defend.
Rebecca reached the door and opened it and gasped as she was face to face with Alexis.
Alexis smiled as she walked in and greeted, "Hello, Mrs. Walsh."
"H-h-hi Alexis," Rebecca stammered, stunned that she was also a submissive to the unknown blackmailer. She had briefly considered Alexis the mastermind behind the whole blackmail and the thought had came to her again today.
"Can we please get this over with? I need to get back to school for cheerleading practice and MissA wants these photos ASAP," Alexis said, walking up the stairs and towards Rebecca's room.
"Who is MissA?" Rebecca asked, following the teenager and praying for an answer.
"I am not at liberty to answer that," Alexis said as she pulled out a camera from her backpack, slipped out of her shoes and sat on a chair across from the bed.
Rebecca stood unsure what to do.
Alexis instructed, "Get on the bed Mrs. Walsh."
"Why are you doing this?" Rebecca asked, delaying the inevitable.
"Because MissA told me to," Alexis said, her tone implying she wasn't in the mood for chit chat. "Now please just pose for me so I can get this over with, apparently you used to love to pose for pictures."
Alexis' trite attitude convinced Rebecca she wasn't MissA and she got on the bed.
"Lay on your stomach and open your legs," Alexis instructed standing up.
Rebecca obeyed, a mixture of humiliation at obeying her daughter's friend and an undeniable excitement at posing for the same young woman.
A snap and flash followed instantly Rebecca felt as if she was back in the 1980s, back to her eighteen year old self, the one she had tried so hard to kill off permanently when she left all those years ago.
"You have very nice legs Mrs. Walsh," Alexis complimented.
"Thank you," Rebecca said, flattered by the compliment and yet finding it so awkward to be posing for her daughter's best friend.
A few more pictures were snapped before Alexis complimented the pretty mother again. "Your ass is amazing, Mrs. Walsh."
"Thank you, Alexis," Rebecca again replied, her pussy getting damp as she slowly became the submissive she used to be...easily manipulated by flattery, easily turned on by obedience and getting wetter and wetter with each compliment, each command.
"Grab your ankles, Mrs. Walsh and bend your legs back for me," Alexis instructed her request so soft and easy to obey.
Rebecca obeyed the request still very limber for her age.
"Delicious," Alexis purred, which forced a gush of wetness in Rebecca's crotch.
"You take it up your ass, Mrs. Walsh?" the teenager asked out of the blue.
"Excuse me?" Rebecca asked shocked by the question.
"I was just curious if you like a cock in your ass, you seem like a rather missionary position type of person but MissA seems to think you are a naughty slut," Alexis said, her softness gone.
"Please don't speak to me like that, I am your best friend's mother," Rebecca said.
"Right now you are MissA's new pet," Alexis shrugged before adding, "Let's see those tits Mrs. Walsh, I have been curious about them forever.
"Please, no," Rebecca pleaded.
"This is not a negotiation Mrs. Walsh, I am just following orders and I suggest you do the same," Alexis sighed impatiently.
Rebecca turned around, sat up and opened up her skimpy outfit to present her tits to her daughter's best friend.
"Nice tits. They are bigger than the pics of your teen years," Alexis pointed out.
"I got them redone and implants," Rebecca admitted, always so ashamed of her small tits when she was younger.
"Well your plastic surgeon should be commended," Alexis nodded in approval, before instructing "pose for me."
Rebecca couldn't help but laugh as she posed but covered her face.
"Really, you think now is the time for modesty," Alexis commented. "Pose for me like you did when you were Becky the submissive lesbian."
A chill went down Rebecca's spine at the memories of posing so many times for Jessica and Mrs. Heart. Deciding she had no way out of her predicament she began posing like she used to and once she did she began getting into the photo shoot.
"That's it, Mrs. Walsh, you look amazing," Alexis complemented as she continued snapping picture after picture.
Without instruction, she discarded her skimpy outfit and began posing in more risqué poses.
"Very good, Becky," Alexis said, trying to pull the submissive mother deeper into her past.
Rebecca heard her old name and instead of shame felt liberation at finally being able to be herself after all these years of pretending to be the perfect wife, the perfect mother, and the perfect community leader.
Alexis continued pushing the mother harder, "You like me taking pictures of you, don't you Becky?"
"Yes," Rebecca admitted.
"And I bet your cunt is wet isn't it, Becky?" Alexis pushed on.
Rebecca felt the heat in her cheeks at being treated with such disrespect by a friend of her daughters, yet her damp pantyhose clad crotch was proof that she was enjoying the orders.
"Answer me," Alexis demanded.
"Yes, dammit," Rebecca snapped out of frustration. "My fucking cunt is soaking wet, are you happy?"
Alexis shrugged, "Happy no, entertained yes. No let's see that wet cunt."
Please don't you have enough pictures?" Rebecca asked, knowing she was going to obey whatever she was told to do but trying to show a vague resemblance of control.
"Probably," Alexis shrugged. "Take off your pantyhose, now."
Rebecca sighed, but began pulling down her pantyhose as more flashes occurred.
Just as the pantyhose were at her ankles Alexis said, "I have to get to practice."
Rebecca stopped her stripping and watched as Alexis put her shoes back on, put the camera in her backpack and left without a word, leaving the horny mother's head spinning.
Rebecca waited until she heard the door slam shut before she reached to her night stand grabbed her wi-vibe toy she had yet to use and turned it on. As the vibrations began to pulse both inside and outside of her cunt she allowed her mind wander and not surprisingly it went directly to Alexis.
"You want to suck on my stocking-clad toes like you used to for your Mistress in the past, don't you Mrs. Walsh?" Alexis asked as she opened her legs to reveal her pantyhose clad treasure.
"Yes."
"You want to lick your daughter's friend's pussy, don't you Mrs. Walsh?"
"Yes."
"You want to suck on my tits, don't you Mrs. Walsh?"
"God, yes," Rebecca said, literally drooling at the thought of sucking each of the teenager's stocking-clad toes in her mouth, licking the teenager's ripe juicy pussy and pleasuring the teenager's firm, voluptuous breasts.
"How about my ass, Mrs. Walsh, would you like to lick my asshole?" Alexis asked, standing up and turning around to showcase her perfect ass.
"Yes."
"Yes, what?" Alexis asked with a smile, looking back at her.
"Yes, I would love to lick your asshole," Rebecca said without hesitation or shame, just an undeniable hunger.
"Crawl to me," Alexis ordered.
Rebecca instantly got off the bed and slowly crawled to the teenage goddess.
"Good girl," Alexis purred, just like Jessica and Mrs. Heart had all those years ago.
Rebecca reached the beautiful seductress and waited further instruction like she had been taught long ago.
Before Rebecca could submit her orgasm exploded out of her so hard the vibrating toy slid out like it was a canoe going over the edge of a waterfall.
Rebecca lay in bed drained completely as the orgasm continued to riddle her body with pleasure long forgotten until she drifted into slumber.
.....
Rebecca was awakened by her cell phone ringing. Groggily she reached for it. "Hello."
"Mom, did I wake you?" Lacie asked.
"What no, yes, well I wasn't feeling well so I took a nap," Rebecca lied.
"Oh, ok, well Alexis and I are going to go hit the mall so I won't be home for supper," Lacie said.
"Oh, ok," Rebecca answered, even as her face went pale as a ghost remembering her afternoon and petrified that Alexis might tell her daughter, even though MissA promised to keep it a secret if she obeyed...which she had.
"I'll be home by nine," Lacie said.
"Make it eight," Rebecca countered trying to still be a motherly figure even as her world was collapsing all around her.
"8:30," Lacie bargained.
Rebecca smiled at the usual banter between mother and daughter. "Fine, 8:30 and not a second later."
Once she hung up, Rebecca went and had a shower to wash away her sin. It wasn't until after supper that she received another text:
My pretty MILF pet,
Very nice pictures.
I will reward you tomorrow with some very nice pictures as well and your last task before you get to meet me face to pussy.
MissA
Rebecca's pussy began to tingle again, but she refused to give in and instead made some phone calls that she should have been made during the day.
Rebecca wanted to talk to her daughter and somehow find out who she was submissive too, but when her daughter did get home she couldn't find the words to even begin to start the conversation. Instead she searched her school directory for any female teachers with a last name ending in 'A'...there were none. There was one teacher whose first name ended in 'A', but at sixty-two she seemed an unlikely lesbian Mistress.
Reluctantly, Rebecca went to bed with no answers, but a growing list of questions.
.....
Next morning Rebecca went directly to her computer the second her daughter closed the front door. Rebecca was curious about what MissA would send her next even though she shouldn't be excited...she was.
As anticipated there was an e-mail waiting for Rebecca and the subject line was: A trip down memory lane.
Rebecca clicked on the e-mail and was indeed brought back to her past as she was staring at a picture of herself tearing her pantyhose as she submitted to Mrs. Heart for the first time, this being just one of many photos her teacher Mistress took that day. The memories came flooding back:
Becky was petrified the next day at school knowing her last class of the day was Mrs. Heart. She had told her the day before when she caught Jessica and her in the compromising position that she needed a day to think about what to do and would discuss it after school.
Becky was a bundle of nerves all day and double so during class where Mrs. Heart gave no remote inkling of knowing what she knew.
Once class was done, Mrs. Heart closed her door, locked it, and began, "So what are we going to do about our little predicament?"
Becky had no idea what to say, but babbled, "I'm so sorry, Mrs. Heart, it will never happen again."
"Can you really make that promise?" Mrs. Heart asked, before adding, "It seems to me you had very little say about what was going on yesterday."
Becky's face went red, but she was unable to say anything.
"You are submissive, I assume," Mrs. Heart stated, as she sat on the end of her desk and crossed her legs.
"Yes, ma'am," Becky answered in a whisper, ashamed to be admitting such a thing to her favorite teacher.
"And you seem to get turned on from obeying orders," Mrs. Heart said, as she dangled her heel on her foot.
Becky watched the heel like an hypnotic watch, unable to make eye contact as she again confirmed the question. "Yes, ma'am."
"Look at me young lady when I am talking to you," Mrs. Heart demanded, her voice suddenly authoritative.
"S-s-sorry ma'am," Becky quickly apologized as she looked into the eyes of her teacher.
"That's better, my pet," Mrs. Heart said softly.
Becky's eyes went wide at the words 'my pet' suddenly realizing what Mrs. Heart had in mind.
"Yes, my pet, I think I know exactly how to deal with this little need of yours," Mrs. Heart, said.
"Y-y-you do," Becky stammered again, stunned by the sudden shift in the intent of this conversation. She worried she may be expelled and her mom notified, but instead it seemed she was going to be blackmailed yet again.
"Let's see that ass of yours, my dear," Mrs. Heart ordered.
Becky complied, standing up and bending over slightly, using the desk to balance her.
"Very nice and no panties I see," Mrs. Heart approved.
"Mistress Jessica instructed I don't wear any panties or bra anymore," Becky explained figuring there was no reason to hide anything anymore.
"Well those are very good, logical instructions for a pet like you," Mrs. Heart said with a smile. After a brief pause, Mrs. Heart asked, "Have you ever been with an older woman?"
"No, ma'am," Becky admitted, even as her pussy got wet at the thought of pleasuring her attractive teacher.
"But you would like to?" Mrs. Heart asked, her eyebrows raised.
"Very much so," Becky quickly agreed, quickly falling into submission mode just like she had with Jessica.
"Let's see that cunt of yours, my dear," Mrs. Heart ordered.
"Yes, ma'am," Becky obeyed moving her hands to pull her pantyhose down.
"No, no, no, my pet, hike up your dress, sit on your desk and tear your pantyhose at the crotch. I want my pet's tight little cunt easy to access but I also want her legs encased in sheer pantyhose," Mrs. Heart explained.
Becky again obeyed and was soon attempting to rip her pantyhose which was surprisingly harder than anticipated. She smirked as she pondered how easily she could get a small run in her pantyhose and yet when trying to create one it was virtually impossible.
"Here my pet, let me help you," Mrs. Heart said, as she kicked off her heels and got off her desk. She grabbed a pair of scissors and walked over to her struggling but eager pet. "Now don't move, my dear," Mrs. Heart suggested as she gently cut a small hole in her pet's sexy stockings.
"There you go, my pet, that should make it much easier," Mrs. Heart said, before cupping her pet's breasts through her dress.
Becky let out an accidental moan.
"You like your teacher Mistress touching your breasts?" Mrs. Heart asked, playfully.
The word 'Mistress' sent a gush directly to her cunt as Becky realized it was happening again.
"Yes, Mistress," Becky answered, giving herself easily to her teacher.
"Good girl," Mrs. Heart smiled leaning in and kissing her new pet.
Becky couldn't believe how intimate the kiss was, so much softer than any boy she had made out with and realizing that during all her submissive encounters with Jessica she had not once been kissed by her.
Breaking the kiss, Mrs. Heart said, "Now my pet let's finish what you started."
Becky put her fingers in the holes made by her teacher Mistress and pulled, the fabric ripping much easier now.
"Hmmmm, you shave your cunt I see," Mrs. Heart smiled approvingly.
"Yes, Mistress, I shaved it after seeing Jessica's shaved cunt," Becky admitted.
"Well, it turns me on too," Mrs. Heart said, as she returned to her desk and hiked up her own skirt revealing she was wearing thigh high stockings and was sans any underwear.
Becky watched intently as Mrs. Heart opened her legs to reveal her hairy pussy.
"Mine is all natural, do you like?" Mrs. Heart asked.
"Yes, Mistress," Becky nodded, as she stared at her teacher's pussy.
Mrs. Heart beckoned, "Come to me."
Becky got off her desk, submissively fell onto her knees and crawled to her teacher.
"Suck my toes," Mrs. Heart ordered.
Becky obeyed the task eagerly as she sucked each toe the best she could through the sheer stockings. Once both feet were pleasured, Mrs. Heart grabbed her pet's head and pulled her into her forest of pleasure.
Becky couldn't believe how strong the scent was as the scent seemed to be captured perfectly by the pubic hair. Although awkward at first, Becky hungrily licked and licked her teacher's cunt.
"That's it my pet," Mrs. Heart moaned, impressed by the eagerness of her pet.
Becky loved knowing she was making her happy, loved hearing the moans she caused and worked even harder to make her teacher come.
After a few minutes, Mrs. Heart's breathing began to get erratic and she moaned, "I'm coming my pet, take your Mistresses' cum."
Becky opened wide and swallowed as much as she could as her teacher's cum flooded out. Becky licked and licked eagerly until she was told to stop.
"Stop, stop," Mrs. Heart said, pushing her pet's head away. "It's beginning to tickle."



Becky looked up and waited further instructions.
"Go back to your desk, my pet," Mrs. Heart ordered.
Becky, of course, obeyed.
"Get those socks and shoes off my pet, I like stocking feet," Mrs. Heart instructed.
Becky again didn't hesitate as she quickly got out of her shoes and began taking off her socks.
Once off, Mrs. Heart moved to her pet and fell to her knees returning the favor as she sucked her student's pantyhose covered toes.
Becky's eyes went wide at the thought of Mrs. Heart pleasing her; she was used to being the one giving the pleasure not receiving it.
Mrs. Heart massaged her pet's feet while slowly taking each toe in her mouth and sucking each like they were small cocks.
After briefly pleasuring each toe, Mrs. Heart stood up and said, "Bend over the desk, my pet."
Again, Becky obeyed, praying Mrs. Heart was going to allow her to come.
"Does my pet need to come," Mrs. Heart asked, as if reading her submissive's mind.
"Yes, Mistress, reeeallly bad," Becky admitted, feeling wetness leaking slowly out of her.
"Rub yourself, my pet," Mrs. Heart ordered.
Becky quickly obeyed the command knowing it wouldn't take long to get herself off in her current sexual state.
"Hmmmm, you look so sexy playing with yourself, my pet," Mrs. Heart said.
"Thank you, Miistress," Becky moaned loving being watched by her sexy teacher.
Mrs. Heart fell to her knees behind her horny pet and said, "Just a quick taste if you don't mind, my pet." Mrs. Heart leaned forward without waiting for permission and licked the already very wet pussy lips of her submissive.
"Aaaaaah," Becky moaned the moment her teacher's tongue made contact with her pussy.
"Hmmmm, your pussy is as delicious as I imagined it would be," Mrs. Heart said, as she continued licking Becky's pussy.
"Thaaaaaank you," Becky absurdly said as she was feeling overwhelmed with the pleasure she was feeling at the hands of her teacher.
"Does my pet want to come on her teacher's face?" Mrs. Heart asked, as she parted her pet's pussy lips with her tongue.
"God yeeeess," Becky whimpered in response, her orgasm already on the rise.
"Tell me what you want, my pet," Mrs. Heart purred, her mouth vibrating on her teenage pet's pussy.
"To come on your face, Mistress," Becky replied frantically as Mrs. Heart's tongue was doing wonders on her.
Mrs. Heart said, as she slipped two fingers inside her pet's lustful inferno and pumped quickly.
"Oh sooooo close, can I come Mistress," Becky asked like a good submissive.
Mrs. Heart pulled her fingers out and without warning slid her cunt juice coated finger into her pet's ass and demanded, "Come right now all over my face you dirty fucking slut."
Becky couldn't help it, being called names always got her off, and the stunning sensation of a finger in her ass brought her orgasm crashing down hard as she screamed, "Aaaaaaah, yes, Miiistress, I'm comiiiiiiing."
Mrs. Heart kept pumping her finger in and out of her wanton slut's ass as the orgasm shuddered through her like a 9.5 on the Richter scale.
"Oh god, oh, oh, fuck, shit," Becky babbled incoherently as her orgasm refused to end as tremor after tremor continued to cause aftershocks long after the originally quake.
Rebecca came hard pumping two fingers in her pussy as she remembered the first of many after school meetings with her teacher Mistress.
Once her orgasm had finished running its course she pondered a new dilemma. How did her blackmailer have pictures of her submitting to both Jessica and Mrs. Heart? The mystery of her blackmailer was getting more and more confusing.
She finally read the email:
TASK 6: You will go to Edderton Park (the marriage spot) at 2:00 wearing the outfit that has been left for you at your front door. A pet of mine will be there to take pictures of you. You are close to final submission my pet...very, very close.
MissA
Rebecca got up and rushed to the front door. A box was on her front steps. She took it inside and quickly opened it wondering what it would be. She pulled open a cheerleader's outfit, pantyhose, and socks. Rebecca sighed as she instantly realized the issue with this task. Edderton was a huge park and she would definitely be noticed in such an inappropriate outfit. The blackmailer liked to push her limits each time pulling her further into submissive humiliation.
A text arrived as Rebecca stared at the outfit unsure if she was capable of following through with this task. In some ways it was not as extreme as allowing a teenager into her room and posing sexually, but the unknown of what she would be expected to do was the alarming part. She remembered how each time Jessica had used her, the submission became more intense, more humiliating and more out of her control.
Her phone buzzed and Rebecca took a deep breath before clicking on the new text she gasped at her complete lack of control of her own fate:
In case you have second thoughts of not obeying.
Rebecca stared at her daughter in red pantyhose and a yellow bra and realized she no longer had any choice but to obey. Maybe her life would be ruined, maybe her marriage, but she had to protect Lacie at all costs.

.....
Dressed in the outfit not made for a forty-plus year old, Rebecca headed to the park, arriving a few minutes early. Already there was Alexis with her camera in hand.
"We got to stop meeting like this, Mrs. Walsh," Alexis greeted.
A relief welled through Rebecca at the reality that at least her secret was so far just her blackmailer and Alexis, she was nervous another teenager would be meeting her. "I'd rather be meeting under different circumstances," Rebecca smiled softly, feeling a strange sense of solidarity with the pretty teenager who seemed to be in a similar predicament as she was.
Alexis quipped, "Well I can say I have greatly enjoyed these little rendezvous with you, Mrs. Walsh."
Rebecca blushed but didn't say anything.
"You still can pull off the cheerleader outfit rather well," Alexis complimented.
"You think?" Rebecca asked, getting pulled into my simple compliments.
"I am sure," Alexis smiled, moving towards the MILF.
Rebecca tensed up expecting to be kissed by the young girl.
Alexis knew she could easily seduce the MILF right now but had other plans for the final submission and moved to Rebecca's ear and whispered, "Let's get this done."
Rebecca's pussy dampened as she felt Alexis's hot breath linger.
Alexis moved away amused at the impact she was having on the submissive as she said, "Go pose over by the railing, Mrs. Walsh."
Rebecca's legs felt like rubber but she obeyed the teenager's instructions without any protest. Rebecca didn't see anyone in the vicinity and just allowed her brain to shut off as she continued to pose as instructed by her daughter's best friend.
"That's it," Alexis encouraged. "Let's see more of that pantyhose covered ass of yours."
Rebecca suddenly felt a power to tease and obeyed shifting her skirt up slowly to tempt the young girl.
"You like obeying me, don't you Mrs. Walsh?" Alexis questioned.
"A little," Rebecca admitted, not admitting that she was really enjoying the attention.
"I think it is more than a little," Alexis smiled.
Rebecca blushed and felt another slight leakage in her pussy but didn't respond.
"You used to be on the track team?" Alexis asked.
"A lifetime ago," Rebecca admitted.
"Pose as if you are getting ready to run a race," Alexis instructed.
Rebecca thought it an odd request but again obeyed.
"Hmmmmm, nice," Alexis smiled as she took a bunch of photos.
"How did you end up a submissive?" Rebecca asked, curious to know how someone as seemingly strong headed ended up being a submissive to this mysterious MissA.
"What makes you think I am a submissive?" Alexis asked smiling.
"Aren't you?" Rebecca asked, suddenly confused.
"I didn't say that," Alexis replied, not answering the question like her politician daddy did every day.
Every time Rebecca thought she understood something she was thrown for another loop as she couldn't read Alexis's meaning.
"We are almost done, Mrs. Walsh, one more pose up on the stairs," Alexis pointed.
Rebecca stood up and feeling sultry positioned herself with her pantyhose clad ass in clear view. Trying to be sexy she posed provocatively as Alexis snapped picture after picture.
"You really are a natural, Mrs. Walsh, just like Lacie," Alexis added, adding another level to the complexity of Rebecca's blackmail.
"P-p-pardon?" Rebecca stammered, hearing her daughter's name.
"She is just like you," Alexis continued, "very eager to pose, very eager to obey."
Rebecca turned around and stood up and asked, "Are you and my daughter intimate?"
"That is one way to put it," Alexis smiled, before adding, "She is my submissive, a very eager submissive. I, on the other hand, am a domme."
"Y-y-you are my blackmailer?" Rebecca asked.
"Y-y-yes," Alexis smiled.
"Why? How?" Rebecca questioned, overwhelmed and wanting answers to so many questions.
"Those will all be answered tonight. Be at the school at 10:00 room 232," Alexis instructed.
"I can't," Rebecca replied.
"I wasn't asking if you could make it," Alexis said, her tone shifting quickly from sweet to assertive. "Be there or the pictures of you and the pictures of Lacie go viral."
"Why are you doing this to us?" Rebecca asked.
"I'll explain everything tonight, I promise," Alexis said, before finishing, "but for now I need to get to cheerleading practice. But just to let you get a peak of what you will soon be worshipping from head to toe."
Alexis handed Rebecca her cell phone.
Rebecca gasped and her pussy burned for attention as she stared at Alexis's pierced nipples, shaved pussy and sultry pose.
Alexis smiled, "That one was taken by your daughter just after she ate me to orgasm."
Rebecca was speechless as Alexis took her phone back. "I really have got to go," Alexis said, talking to you has got me horny as hell and I have a pet back at school who is probably salivating for my cunt.
Alexis winked and left the blonde MILF alone.
Rebecca watched the teenager leave, her head spinning as some answers to questions were answered and yet new questions had emerged. Frustrated she headed home knowing that she would have to meet Alexis tonight and that somehow she had to have a conversation with her daughter...the words 'like mother, like daughter' echoing in her head.
Rebecca called Lacie but got her voice mail. She then tried texting her instead:
Please call Mom ASAP!!!
.....
Rebecca was at home stressed about her upcoming meeting with Alexis. She was desperate to find out how Alexis knew of her past and why she was doing this to her. Also, as much as she tried to deny it, getting blackmailed had rekindled her submissive past and a growing part of her was eager to submit to the sexy dominant teenager. That, of course, was opposite to the reality that her daughter had become involved in this blackmail and Rebecca was determined to protect her from taking the same sinful road to submission.
Finally, at 5:30, a text arrived from Lacie:
Your daughter is busy licking my cunt right now you silly slut. Have you really not learned yet? Eight o'clock be there...or ALL the pictures past and present, of you and your good little cunt-licking daughter get released to the world.
Here is a picture of her taken just moments ago, before she crawled between my legs.
PS: She is a very natural pussy-pleasure...I hope you are as eager to please.
Rebecca stared at her daughter posing and felt so helpless.

A couple questions popped into Rebecca's head:
1. Was Lacie already submissive to Alexis before the blackmail started?
2. Was Lacie aware of her mother's submissive past?
3. Was Lacie in any way involved with the blackmail?
Lacie didn't seem to be acting any different since this whole blackmail started, so Rebecca was content in believing she was not a willing participant of the blackmail, but she wasn't so sure that Lacie wasn't already submissive to Alexis before the blackmail started. The more she thought about it, the more it seemed that Alexis had been controlling Lacie long before the blackmail started.
The phone rang and a half hour chat with Jack allowed her to think about something other than the 8' o'clock meeting that waited for her ominously.
.....
Rebecca arrived at the school early and used her key to get in and go to the classroom she was going to meet Alexis in. The mixture of feelings inside her had her feeling sick and yet she knew she had to do this to find out answers and to protect her daughter.
Rebecca entered the room and was staring at Alexis in a chair already posing for her. Rebecca was staring directly at the teenager's pantyhose clad pussy. A wetness instantly formed in her panties as her head began spinning.
"You should probably close the door, Mrs. Walsh," Alexis suggested with a smile.
Rebecca did as suggested and locked it too.
"Do you like what you see?" Alexis asked, opening her legs wider.
Rebecca trying to be strong ignored the question and demanded, "I want answers."
"I am sure you do," Alexis nodded. "Ask away."
"How did you find out about my past?" Rebecca asked.
"That is a long story," Alexis said.
"I have the time," Rebecca said back.
"Sit down on the teacher's desk, my pet," Alexis instructed.
"I rather stand," Rebecca said, desperately trying to stand her ground.
"It wasn't an offer, it was an order," Alexis said, her smile fading away. "Now sit down!"
Rebecca obeyed reluctantly, deciding she had to fight bigger battles yet.
"Good girl," Alexis purred, the words, the tone, so eerily similar to Jessica's and Mrs. Heart's.
Rebecca again asked, "How did you find out?"
Alexis repositioned herself in the desk and smiled, "A domino of fate."
Rebecca was getting annoyed by the cryptic yet vague answers. "Please get to the how."
"Well my grandmother was quite sick and we were watching TV together when you were on the news. My grandmother who was still very sharp mentally, it was her body that was shutting down, gasped, 'That's her'. I asked who and she pointed to you and explained the whole story of her past with you. By this time grandmother knew I was a lesbian and knew that in many ways I was just like her. She told me you had just disappeared one day and that she always wondered what happened to you. Grandmother, or Mrs. Heart to you, told me I should go and hunt you down and bring you back to her."
"You are Mrs. Heart's granddaughter?" Rebecca gasped, more puzzle pieces falling into place.
"I am," Alexis smiled, as she continued, "Unfortunately she passed away shortly after but before she did she gave me a box of pictures of you and of this Jessica girl. I scanned them all on my computer and convinced mom to move here, we lived only two hours away believe it or not, by telling her it was the best school in the state. Anyways, I befriended your daughter, turned her into my lesbian fuck slave and now will finish the task by making you my submissive as well."
Rebecca was stunned. She knew that Mrs. Heart blackmailed Jessica too and knew that Jessica was now married and living in Beverly Hills to some big named talent agent...becoming the trophy wife she was destined to be.
"What you wanted to know and now that I have told you, you are silent?" Alexis said, as she stood up and turned around giving her stunned pet-to-be a very good view of her pantyhose clad ass.
Rebecca was so bewildered by the revelations that she was unable to speak.
Alexis chuckled, "You look as stunned as when I told Lacie today just after I coated her adorable face with my cum that you were a submissive cunt-licker just like her."
"You didn't," Rebecca gasped, although she knew she had.
"She didn't believe me but the pictures are hard to not believe," Alexis smiled.
"Why tell Lacie?" Rebecca asked.
"There was no way to hide it, especially with all I have planned for you," Alexis smiled.
"Can't we find a way to resolve this?" Rebecca asked, praying for compassion.
Alexis lifted up her skirt and asked, "Are you able to resist this?"
Rebecca lied, again trying to look strong and not as weak as her body and mind really were, her pussy already leaking into her pantyhose. "Of course, I can."
Alexis turned around and sat back on the desk and cupped her breasts over her shirt. "How about these? Can you resist my young, juicy, firm tits. Grandmother said you loved her tits, don't you want to suck on mine?"
Rebecca's insides were on fire, but she responded and tried to sound strong. "I am not the same person as I was when I was eighteen.
"How about now?" Alexis asked, lifting up her shirt to tease the weak MILF.
Rebecca could see the teenager's pierced nipples and couldn't resist the thought of sucking them into her mouth.
"Aren't they perfect tits?" Alexis asked while posing seductively.
"T-t-they are very nice," Rebecca admitted, the sexual trance beginning to take over like it always did back when she was young.
"You want to suck them, don't you Lacie's mom?" Alexis said, purposely reminding her of her submissive daughter.
Hearing her daughter's name quickly brought Rebecca back to her senses. "I am leaving," Rebecca said, knowing if she didn't leave now she would soon be submitting sexually to this teenager and loving it.



"Go ahead," Alexis smiled, as she pulled down her skirt. "But once you walk out that door, I will never let you please me. I will fuck your daughter in front of you, I will have her eating my pussy on your kitchen table and I will take her anal virginity in your bed, but you will never, ever, be allowed to submit to me."
Rebecca was paralyzed. She was being given an out, although at the cost of huge humiliation to her daughter.
Alexis pulled her pantyhose down slightly revealing her shaved pussy. She posed briefly before asking, "Are you sure you can resist this?"
Rebecca again was unable to speak. Her body was craving submission and her mind was no longer far behind.
"On your knees, my pet," Alexis ordered.
Rebecca asked softly, "Do you promise to not let anyone else know about this?"
Alexis shrugged, "If you are a perfect pet."
Rebecca lowered herself to her knees. "And what about Lacie?"
"What about her? She is submissive, just like you, and needs a Mistress just like you," Alexis said.
"I just don't want her to be shamed like I was in high school when Jessica..." Rebecca stopped, unable to continue the sentence.
"When Jessica shared you with her whole cheerleading team," Alexis finished.
"Yes," Rebecca whispered.
"Well I would truthfully never do that to Lacie, unless she wanted to or disobeyed," Alexis said, her tone seemingly sincere to Rebecca.
"Thank you," Rebecca said relieved somewhat.
Alexis repositioned herself again, standing up, bending over and giving her new older sub a perfect pose of her pussy. "Here is your reward then, my pet."
Rebecca's mouth reactively opened as she craved tasting this teenage goddess. Rebecca had refrained from licking pussy for so many years even when the temptation arose (like smoking, the craving never goes away) and now there was no turning back. She remembered how amazing Jessica tasted, how intoxicating Mrs. Heart's pussy was and now she wanted to dive back in and taste Alexis. Rebecca crawled on all fours like a good submissive would and reach the tempting teen.
Alexis asked, "Who am I?"
"My Mistress," Rebecca answered without hesitation. Just saying the words after all these years was liberating and with the declaration every last resistance inside the MILF faded away as she accepted her fate...her submission.
"And what are you?" Alexis asked.
"Your pet," Rebecca admitted, like she had to Jessica and Mrs. Heart all those years ago.
"And?"
"Your slave," Rebecca declared, her pussy leaking at the submission.
"And?"
"Your cunt-licker," Rebecca added, hoping to make that true that very second.
"And, you will never disobey me again," Alexis questioned, before adding, "Jessica told me you often disobeyed and were a very stubborn slave."
Rebecca gasped again, "You have talked to Jessica?"
"Actually she is at your house training your daughter," Alexis revealed.
"No, it can't be," Rebecca said, although Alexis didn't seem like someone who bluffed.
"Oh it is, don't worry we will be joining them soon," Alexis said, turning around, slipping out of her heels and sitting back on the desk. "Suck my toes, my pet."
Alexis moved her toes to the submissive, overwhelmed mother's mouth. Instinct took over, as did her hunger, and Rebecca began sucking the teen's toes, even as she attempted to deal with yet another revelation.
"Hmmmm, very good," Alexis moaned, enjoying the lavish foot play.
Rebecca moaned slightly herself as she let the submission take control. She sucked each toe individually, she massaged the teen's calf and she licked the soles of her feet.
Alexis finally said, "Are you ready to taste heaven?"
"God, yes," Rebecca moaned, staring between the legs and directly at the wet, appetizing cunt of Alexis.
Alexis laughed at the response, but ordered, "Go ahead, my slut, lick your mistress's cunt."
Rebecca looked up at her Mistress briefly before leaning forward and falling completely back to 1988. She was no longer a mother, a wife or a PTA chair, she was a slut, a slave, a pet, a cunt-licker and she loved it. Alexis's pussy was the sweetest taste she had experienced since all those years ago and she wanted to stay between the teen's legs, licking slowly, forever.
"That's it, slut, lick my cunt just like Lacie did a few hours ago," Alexis moaned.
Rebecca was no longer fazed by the mention of her daughter. One lick and she was addicted and imagined her daughter was addicted just as quickly. Rebecca responded, between licks, "My daughter has good taste."
Alexis laughed, "That she does."
Rebecca began with slow deliberate strokes teasing the young woman.
For the next few minutes time stood still as Rebecca wondered how she had resisted the temptation all these years. Rebecca hearing Alexis's increased moans sensed she was close and went in for the kill. She swirled her tongue around and around Alexis's swollen clit and once the moaning increased more she began flicking the clit.
"Eat me faster Lacie's mom," Alexis moaned.
Rebecca obeyed so drawn in by the pleasing that nothing could have stopped her from getting her teenage Mistress off.
"That's it slut, get me off just like Lacie did earlier," Alexis demanded.
The humiliation no longer mattered to Rebecca, only obeying, only pleasing. The years of denial of her true personality were over as she succumbed unconditionally to the power teenager and accepted her submissive nature...her need to obey.
"Oh fuck you naughty little cunt licker, don't stop," Alexis demanded before grabbing the MILF's head and pulling her deep into her cunt. Alexis began rubbing her pussy all over her pet until the inevitable happened and she came hard all over her slut. "Fuuuuuuuuuck," she screamed.
Rebecca opened wide and savored every drop of her mistress's flooding pussy, a sense of pride washing over her at getting the teen off.
A couple of minutes later, Alexis's orgasm fading away, she said, "It really is like mother, like daughter."
"I'll take that as a compliment," the cum-covered mother said.
"As you should, my pet," Alexis said, standing up and pulling her pantyhose back up.
Rebecca remained on her knees in her submissive position waiting instructions happy to know that she hadn't lost her skill over all these years.
Alexis looked down at the beautiful MILF and said, "Let's go back to your place."
"Yes, Mistress," Rebecca agreed although nervous to be face to face with Jessica after all these years and doubly nervous to be face to face with her daughter. Standing up she followed her Mistress out the door, allowing her fate to be completely in the hands of her new Mistress.
.....
An hour later, Rebecca was on her bed, on all fours as instructed by Mistress Alexis, as she had been for over fifteen minutes. Down the hallway, she could hear her daughter's sounds of sexual pleasure. "Oh God, yeeeees, fuck me Mistress Jessica," Lacie screamed as she came from the big strap-on cock pounding her pussy while Alexis licked her clit at the same time.
Rebecca should have been protecting her daughter from such sexual submission, yet the feelings she was having were not of motherly protection but jealousy. She wanted to see Jessica again, she needed to see Jessica again.

A couple minutes passed before Rebecca heard the voice she never thought she would hear again. "Hi, my slut, long time, no submission."
Rebecca still on all fours, turned her head to see her long lost Mistress. "Hi, Mistress, how may I serve you?"
THE END!!!
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Catching Up! A crash course reminder of what happened previously in the Catching Mommy series:
Part 1: A Shocking Secret: An 18-year-old English girl transplanted to Boston, Victoria, stays home sick one day and accidentally learns that her proud, dignified, lawyer Mom is a submissive lesbian to another 18-year-old girl. To make matters worse her Mom's Mistress is none other than Victoria's arch-enemy. (Don't deny it, if you are a female you had one in high school too!!!)
Part 2: Blackmailing a MILF: Shocked by Olivia's attack on her mother and her disgusting attitude, Victoria decides to get revenge by blackmailing her arch-enemy's Mother and making her a lesbian sub. (They say revenge is a dish best served sweaty and hot!!!)
Part 3: Creating a Slut: Victoria announces to her Mom she is a lesbian, as she begins to set up her Mother for the inevitable seduction. Meanwhile, her Mom begins her own plan to seduce her daughter. Lastly, Victoria continues the training of her new pet...her arch enemy's Mother and her own mother's Mistress.
Part 4: Daughter's Domme: Victoria confronts her mother about her dark secret and makes her Mother her personal submissive.
Catching Mommy: Housewife Lesbians
After a long shower where I replayed the final seduction of my mother, I smiled at how successful it had been. I then shifted my focus to the next part of my master plan...to seduce Olivia. I got out of the shower, tossed on a robe and went to mom's room with an idea of emailing Olivia while pretending to be my Mom but was surprised to see she was already on her computer sitting in the middle of her bed. As soon as she saw me enter the room, she quickly closed her computer, her red cheeks screaming guilty.
I asked, "What are you doing, Mommy?"
"N-n-nothing," she stammered.
"Open your computer," I ordered.
"Honey, no it's nothing," my mom started.
"Then you won't mind me taking a look," I said, grabbing her laptop from her.
"Please, don't, I can't help it," my mother pleaded, tears welling in her eyes.
"Can't help what?" I asked as I opened the laptop.
"I am too weak to disobey her, Victoria," she admitted, tears now freely falling down her face.
The laptop screen came back on, and she was in her e-mail. Even after all the things I had recently learned about my mother and the fact that we had just had sex, I couldn't believe she would betray me.
From: Slut Sarah
To: Mistress Olivia
Time: 10:33 pm Thursday February 28, 2008
Subject: Task Accomplished
Dear Mistress,
I did it!!! I fucked Victoria. I will be on chat to give you all the details.
Your obedient Slut Kate
"You emailed this?" I questioned, shocked.
"Yes," she sheepishly admitted.
"Why?" I asked, staring at the words and noticing the three exclamation points that implied she was proud of her accomplishment.
"I need her approval," she answered.
"What?" I gasped.
"I can't help it. Once you went to shower my only thought was I had to tell Olivia," she explained. "I argued with myself at how wrong it was to do such a thing, but my body was already moving up the stairs and to my room."
"But I thought we agreed that we were going to stop her?" I said.
"I know," she sighed, "but I...."
"Stop!" I snapped.
She obeyed, becoming silent and ending her feeble attempts to justify her actions.
"I can't believe you sent this. You just gave her more power," I ranted.
A ding sound from her computer told me mom had a message.
I opened the chat window and read Olivia's response to mom's email.
Olivia: You seduced your daughter, slut? Details NOW!!!
I stared at the demand made by the pretentious bitch. Anger rose in me instantly and I wasn't even thinking when I typed back.
Sarah: Yes, Mistress! It was crazy.
Olivia: Details slut!!!
I briefly pondered what to tell her, my pussy beginning to tingle at the thought of making Olivia my slut. I glanced to Mom who looked petrified at what I may do next, a mixture of guilt and anxiety.
Sarah: She came home upset and she told me her crush, you, didn't like her.
Olivia: And...
Sarah: I offered her a massage to relax her, which she reluctantly agreed to.
Looking at mom fretting, I snapped my fingers and pointed to my cunt. Mom sheepishly moved between my legs as I continued typing.
Olivia: And...I am losing patience.
Sarah: Sorry, she is between my legs right now as I type this.
Olivia: OMG! You slut.
Sarah: Thank you, Mistress. I did it all for you.
Olivia: Continue on.
Sarah: So after a lengthy massage, I suggested she get undressed so I could do a better job. She was shy at first, but with a little coaxing she got undressed.
Olivia: Nice.
Sarah: Thank you. I continued the massage focusing on her lower back before I began caressing her ass. She tensed up a bit but didn't say anything so I moved lower. When I parted her legs she let me. I could smell her scent and I purred, 'Let Mommy take care of you, my princess'. She then let out the softest of whimpers as my finger touched her wetness.
Olivia: She is as big a slut as you are.
Sarah: I think she will make a great addition to your harem, Mistress.
I was really getting into my story and pretending to be a sub. Mom's tongue gently lapping away at my cunt helped as well.
Olivia: Did you eat her cunt.
Sarah: Yes, and she ate mine.
Olivia: Excellent. You did good my slut. I will reward you tomorrow afternoon.
I instantly wondered what the reward would be, briefly forgetting I was not the submissive in this conversation and that I was just pretending to be my mom.
Sarah: How so?
Olivia: Don't ask questions, cunt. Just be home at 2:00.
Sarah: Yes, Mistress.
A chill went up my spine as I pondered what she had planned for my mom next.
Olivia: I will have Katrina drop off a cheerleading outfit tomorrow morning. I expect you in it when I arrive, with pantyhose with the crotch open for easy access to your two fuck-holes.
Sarah: Yes, Mistress.
Her demands were turning me on and I without realizing it I kept thinking of myself as the sub in this devious twisted little game of hers.
Olivia: See you tomorrow afternoon...I need to go and plan the final seduction of your whore of a daughter.
Sarah: I will be here ready for you, Mistress.
She didn't respond and I was surprised as I waited for a response how disappointed I was by no more words from her. I shook my head frustrated that I had been pulled into her web of submission and grabbed my mother's head and began rubbing my wet, needy cunt up and down. It didn't take long for my orgasm to hit, but it came as a shock to me when my orgasm peaked that it was Olivia's smiling face that I saw.
Once my orgasm was done, I let go of my mother and said, snidely, "You better read your conversation I just had with your Mistress as she has big plans for you tomorrow."
I stood up and walked out of her room, leaving her face shiny with my cum. I peeked into her room a minute later and as expected she was reading the conversation. I understood now that Mom was in way deeper than I thought and it was up to me to save her before she ruined her career and her life.
.....
The next morning, I woke up to find Mom had already left for work, to avoid the awkward day after tension. I headed to school and was not surprised to find a smiling Olivia waiting for me by my locker, the only surprise was she was alone.
"Good morning, Victoria," she greeted, her voice so cheery it made me want to punch her in the face.
"Hi, Satan," I quipped back.
"Now is that any way to greet someone," she smiled, moving in front of me. "Especially someone you have a crush on."
"Excuse me?" I questioned, surprised she used this knowledge now, and not when she was with her dimwit posse.
Leaning in towards me she whispered in my ear, her hot breath making my pussy unwillingly tingle, "I know you are a cunt-muncher, and I know you have a crush on me."
"T-t-that is ludicrous," I stammered, suddenly feeling weak at the knees even as I tried to be strong.
"I-I-is that so," she mocked me as she moved away from my ear.
"You are delusional," I retorted. "Just because the whole school falls on their knees to worship you doesn't mean I do." As soon as I said it I realized the unintentional sexual implication of my words.
"Interesting visual," she smiled as she turned and walked away, leaving me rattled, my pussy wet and confused by my weakness around her.
Frustrated and horny, I slipped in the bathroom and to an open stall at the end. Lifting my skirt up, I slid my panties down and began to pleasure myself knowing I would be distracted until I came and I needed to be focused if I was to beat the devious bitch.
I had barely begun pleasuring myself when others entered the bathroom. I froze knowing that being caught masturbating was social suicide. I lifted myself up so my feet were not showing and after a few seconds I heard the voice of Becka, the senior class genius and the first girl to befriend me when I moved here say, "We are alone, Mistress."
The word 'Mistress' surprised me, but the voice that followed didn't. "Excellent! We only have a few minutes slut, so go put the sign out and get back in here."
"Of course, Mistress," Becka said.
I heard Olivia's heels click-clack to the stall beside me. A moment later, Becka returned and joined her in the stall. I reached for my phone and pressed record hoping to add another piece of blackmail to my arsenal of weapons to use against Olivia.
"Hurry up, we don't have all day," Olivia demanded, and I saw Becka's, trademark long flowered skirt below the stall wall, as she dropped to her knees.
I held in a gasp even as my pussy began burning for attention.
"Yes, Mistress," Becka again replied.
"That's it slut, get me off quick, that bitch friend of yours really got me horny," Olivia moaned, Becka's tongue obviously already at work.
A few seconds later Olivia asked, "Did you know that Victoria is a cunt-muncher just like you?"
Becka's tone was one of surprise, "No, Mistress, I never would have imagined."
"Well, she will soon be joining you on her knees pleasing me, does that excite you," Olivia said, even as her breathing increased.
"Yes, Mistress, I have fantasized about her ever since I met her," Becka admitted, which surprised me.
"You really are a little lesbian slut, aren't you," Olivia continued.
"Yes, Mistress," Becka admitted.
I couldn't believe my ears. Becka had fantasized about me. If I had to pick the one girl in the whole school who would be sexually unspoiled it would have been Becka, yet there she was on her knees, eagerly pleasuring Olivia and maybe even fantasizing Olivia was me.
"You will help me make her my slut, won't you?" Olivia asked.
"Anything you wish," Becka replied between licks.
My pussy was on fire and as I closed my eyes the first image that popped into my head was not revenge on Olivia, or making Becka my pussy pleaser, but me on my knees replacing Becka. I opened my eyes just as quickly, frustrated by the way my mine was suddenly playing tricks on me.
Nearby, Olivia's moans were increasing and she moaned, "Faster, yes, yes, shit, fuuuuuuuck."
Listening to Olivia come right beside me had me desperate to come as well. Yet, I refrained not wanting Olivia to know I had heard the whole conversation until I was ready to use it against her.
A minute later, Olivia said, "You really are good at everything you do, aren't you?"
Becka still on her knees, replied, "I aim to please, Mistress."
"Well, then I expect you to make me happy by getting Victoria between your legs on video, is that clear?" Olivia instructed.
"Yes, Mistress, although I have never tried to seduce anyone before," Becka said, her tone showing her insecurity.
"I am sure you will find a way. You excel at everything you do and you wouldn't want to disappoint me, would you?" Olivia said, standing up and opening the stall.
"Of course not, Mistress," Becka answered, clearly showing her submissive nature in her insecure tone.
"Good girl," Olivia said. "I will leave the sign up so you have a few minutes to clean yourself up before class."
"Thank you, Mistress," Becka replied and stood up as the clicking of heels faded away and out the door.
Horny as hell and needing to get off, I said the words before I even had time to think of the ramifications of them. "Slut, get over here and get me off."
Becka gasped. "W-w-who is there?"
"Your new Mistress," I answered, standing up to unlock my stall.
"V-V-Victoria is that you?" Becka asked, her tone implying she was clearly shocked to hear my voice.
"Hurry up, Becka, class begins soon and listening to you eat out that bitch has me revved up and ready to burst," I said, opening the door and staring eye to eye with a white as a ghost Becka.
"You heard?" she asked, not moving.
"Every moan," I replied, grabbing her hand and pulling her into the stall.
"I am so sorry," she said, tears beginning to form.
"It's ok, she is hard to resist," I said, "but so am I."
I lifted up my skirt and opened my legs.
It was like a switch occurred inside Becka. The tears stopped, the nervousness stopped, the second she saw my shaved pussy. Without a word, she returned to her submissive position on her knees.
"Good girl," I purred, knowing that soft guidance was what she needed to cross the invisible barrier between us.
Olivia was right; Becka really was good at everything she did. Her tongue was surprisingly wide and she lapped back and forth like a paint brush. I was already horny as hell from my bizarre morning so it didn't take long to shift from brimming to come to exploding my pussy juice all over her face. Becka, lapped and lapped right through my orgasm as eager to please my pussy as she was to get a 100 percent on a test.
I pushed her head away to avoid the temptation to have her bring me to a second orgasm, I quipped, "That was an A plus performance Becka."
Looking up at me, she laughed tentatively, "So you heard her ordering me to video us together."
"I did," I nodded, standing up and pulling her up as well.
"She doesn't take well to failure," Becka explained, her face showing genuine concern.
"Don't worry, I've got it covered," I replied, moving in and kissing her gently, before remarking, "And to think of all the damage we could have been doing to each other instead of wasting all that time studying."
Becka again laughed tentatively. "Yes, our breaks could have been a lot more rewarding."
"How did you end up being used by that bitch?" I asked.
"It's a long story," Becka said, clearly not wanting to get into it.
"Tell you what, we will make a video this weekend," I promised, my plan rather fun and if it went right Olivia would join her cunt-muncher brethren on her knees before me, "How about Sunday, my place?"
"What about your mom?" Becka asked, still anxiety riddled, but mellowing a bit at the thought of not disobeying Queen Olivia.
"Trust me, she will not be a problem," I answered, thinking she may actually be a part of it.
"OK," she said, before adding, "We need to get out before someone ignores the bathroom closed sign."
"Good call," I said, kissing her again, tasting my own nectar on her lips. "Damn, I taste good."
"That you do," Becka responded, flirting with me.
"You little lesbian," I teased, cupping her small breasts. "Damn it, no time to play."
I let Becka leave and I exited a few seconds later and headed to class my head spinning with the new possibilities to trap Olivia with Becka's help.
.....
I was so curious as to what Olivia had planned for my mother, I called my pet MILF, Olivia's mom, and told her I would be rescheduling our little encounter and addition of Katrina's mother to my bitch harem until another time. I did stress that she was to tape her lesbian playtime with Katrina's mom and have a DVD ready for me tomorrow. I also stressed that I expected her to be on call tomorrow evening in case I needed her.
When I left school, instead of going to my previously planned rendezvous, where I had planned to dominate, two MILF bitches. I drove home, parked a block away and entered my house just after lunch through the back door. Mom was already home, but not yet in her assigned outfit.
"Hi, mother," I greeted as I entered the kitchen.
"W-w-what are you doing here, Victoria?" she asked.
"I wanted to see Olivia in action," I answered.
"Please leave," Mom replied her eyes big and frantic.
"What are you worried about?" I asked, slightly amused by my mother's sudden insecurity. She was the most secure woman I knew before this whole Olivia ordeal.
"I don't want you to submit to her too," Mom answered, clearly convinced I would just eagerly drop to my knees at the snap of that bitches' fingers.
"Mom," I said, softening my tone and pulling her in for a hug. "I am playing her, she is not playing me."
"She is very manipulative," Mom warned, her tone clearly not convinced I could stand-up to Olivia.
"So am I," I countered.
Mom laughed, "That is true."
"That said," I continued, as she backed away and I looked her in the eye, "I can't prevent whatever she has in store for you today."
"I know," she answered.
"You are looking forward to it, aren't you?" I asked, seeing a eagerness behind the façade of motherhood.
Looking away from me, she answered clearly ashamed, "Yes."
"Why?" I asked, unable to understand even though after my brief encounter with Olivia this morning and Becka's submission, it had a strange perverse logic.
"I wish I could explain it," she began, adding, "It's like an addiction."
"How so?" I pushed, truly wanting to understand.
"I know it is bad for me, I know I should just quit cold turkey, but that only makes me want to submit more," Mom admitted.
"Well, after tomorrow I will help you break free from her clutches while submitting to a new Mistress...me," I promised.
"Ok," she smiled tentatively.
"Now go get dressed up in the cheerleading outfit, I am curious to see what you look like dressed as a slutty teenager," I quipped.
"Just like you, I imagine," my Mom quipped right back, her usual wit suddenly back.



I slapped her ass and once she was gone I went to grab the video camera I planned to hide in my room, assuming the bitch would humiliate my mother on my bed again. I set it up and hid it pretty well in the corner, taking the remote with me.
I went into mom's room just in time to see her finish putting on the dark beige pantyhose that really brought out her legs. She turned to me and asked, clearly insecure, "How do I look?"
"Good enough to make me want to devour you whole," I countered, my pussy getting a bit damp looking at my mother in such an outfit.
"Thank you, honey," she replied, appreciating the very inappropriate but very honest answer from her daughter.
"I like to keep my mommy slut happy," I quipped, moving in and kissing her hard. Breaking the kiss, I reminded her, "Just remember who your real Mistress is."
"Yes, dear," she answered, her tone already shifting to one of insecurity that Olivia clearly brought out in her.
"I am serious, Mother, you are my slut," I said, annoyed by her doubt.
"Ok, ok, I'm sorry," she said, trying hard to believe my words.
I was about to say more when I heard the front door open, earlier than expected.
"Have fun," I quipped, strangely looking forward to watching Olivia in action now aware of her full power. I also wanted to try and see if I could find any weaknesses.
"Slut, you better be dressed," Olivia yelled out.
"Of course, Mistress," Mom called back down, giving me a helpless look as she was already moving towards the door.
I waited a few minutes upstairs in my mother's room, assuming that Olivia would want to take my mother to my room, but was surprised when they didn't make their way upstairs. I could hear talking, both Olivia and Katrina were downstairs, but I couldn't clearly here the conversation.
Frustrated, I snuck out the door to hear more and I heard that Mom was doing the talking, telling the whole story of our night of intimacy together.
A couple of minutes later, Mom finished the vivid retelling before Olivia finally spoke. "Did you enjoy committing incest, slut?"
"Yes, Mistress," Mom admitted.
"And you are willing to help me make your daughter my slut?" Olivia asked.
"Yes, Mistress," Mom agreed, her tone hinting she wasn't proud of her answer.
"What, slut? Are you ashamed of your Mistress?" Olivia snapped.
"N-n-no," Mom stammered, "It's just I don't want her to be corrupted because of me."
"A little late for that you dumb bitch," Katrina attacked Mom.
"You are going to invite me over for supper tomorrow," Olivia said. "Make it seem innocent; say I am doing research for a paper I am doing on powerful women and their inspirations and I asked to interview you."
Katrina, "That is funny."
"Technically true," Olivia chuckled. "although my research is how to make powerful women submissive little cunt-licking slaves."
"You should probably already have your Masters," Katrina giggled.
"I'm working on my PHd," she retorted.
"Can I fuck her, yet?" Katrina asked.
"Let's reconvene upstairs to my slut-to-be's room," Olivia said, forcing me to scurry back to the bathroom to hide, my pussy already wet with anticipation of watching mom be dominated by two teens.
A minute later, all three where in my room, as was a video camera on a tripod and I gasped worried that they had videotaped mom's detailed retelling of her and my incestuous shagging. I tiptoed from the bathroom, to spy through the thin crack of the door to my room, as mom's humiliation continued. I pressed record on the remote control so I too would have video evidence at my disposal if need be.
Katrina moved the camera towards my bed as Olivia ordered, "Slut get on your daughter's bed."
"Yes, Mistress," Mom obeyed, moving to my bed.
"Look at the camera, whore, and fuck yourself with this," Olivia ordered, tossing a huge black cock shaped dildo on the bed.
Mom reached for it and without even the slightest hesitation or any signs of restraint, she spread her legs and slid it into her already wet cunt. I couldn't believe how quickly my practical mother turned into an obedient slut.
Olivia asked, "Who owns you?"
"You do, Mistress," Mom replied through moans.
"What about your bitch of a daughter?" Olivia added.
"You will soon own her too," Mom answered, betraying me in seconds, before adding as if an afterthought, remembering I was in the house, "but she is a lot stronger than me."
"I don't think so," Olivia laughed, "I could have had her eating me today, but I want to make her submission epic."
"H-h-how so," Mom asked, suddenly seeming concerned by Olivia's ominous tone as I flashed back to my brief moment of weakness this morning.
"Dumb sluts don't ask questions, is that clear?" Olivia snapped at Mom.
"S-s-sorry, Mistress," Mom stammered back.
Katrina raised her skirt and joined mom on the bed, her body perfectly curved like Olivia's, and straddled mom's face. "Lick away slut."
Mom leaned up, the angle clearly awkward, and buried her face in another of my high school nemeses. I hated Olivia the most, but Katrina was a close second and that was before I had learned the truth of my mom's submissive submission.
Olivia smirked, "I can't wait until I have you and your daughter pleasing all the cheerleaders."
My pussy undeniably got wet at hearing Olivia's plans for me even though I had no intention of allowing her to win, even though the video currently being filmed greatly complicated things.
Deciding I had to get my own video of Olivia's mother and frustrated that I was getting turned on by the humiliation my mother was enduring and the implications of my future involvement. I quietly snuck out worried of getting caught and already planning my next move. Once outside, I went to my car and drove directly to Olivia's house to do to her mother what she was doing to mine. I sped the whole way, my pussy wet from what I had just witnessed.
As I drove to the Phillips, I pondered if I should have not tried to save Mom today, even though I still wasn't sure how. I chuckled to myself as I realized ironically while Olivia was fucking my mother, I would be fucking hers.
I walked right into the house and up to Lauren's room, the sounds of sex coming from her room...she had obeyed my order.
When I reached the bedroom door I peeked inside. Lauren was on the bed and Mrs. Neilsen, Katrina's mother, had her face buried between Lauren's legs.
I pulled out my phone and filmed for a couple of minutes as Lauren, not surprisingly, was the domme in this relationship, as she moaned, "That's it, lick my cunt."
I finally walked in startling both ladies as I said, "And what is going on here?"
Mrs. Neilsen's jumped up and turned to look at whose voice was behind her.
"Hi, Katrina's mom," I greeted, as I walked over to the bed.
"W-w-who are you?" she asked, her face glistening with pussy juice, as she tried to cover herself up.
"Its ok, you don't know me," I smiled, moving to my slut and sliding my finger inside her, I added, "but you will very soon. I am your new Mistress."
"Excuse me?" she asked.
Ignoring her, I snapped my fingers and Lauren crawled off the bed, without a word, dropped to her knees and knelt at my feet.
"What is going on here?" the dignified and startled mother asked.
"Slut, tell her who owns you," I instructed, copying Olivia's earlier words used on my mother.
Without looking up, she answered, "You do, Mistress."
"Look at the other slut when answering," I demanded.
"How dare you?" Katrina's mom said, standing up.
"Sit down, cunt-licker," I ordered, putting my hands on her shoulders and pushing her back onto the bed. "By the way, nice tits for an old hag."
"Fuck you," she glared, beginning to get up again.
"Oh trust me, I intend to," I promised playing with her words as I again pushed her onto the bed.
Katrina's mom glared at me, glanced quickly to her friend for help, before asking, "What the hell is going on here?"
I smiled, "Your daughter, along with my slut's daughter, have turned my mother into their sex slave. I thought I would return the favor."
"I am not going to be your sex slave," she said defiantly.
"I beg to differ," I smiled. "I know you and slut here have been secretly shagging for a while."
Her face which had been red with anger, instantly faded to white, as she stammered, "I-I-I."
"Y-y-you what?" I laughed, as I snapped my fingers at Lauren again and she instantly went under my skirt and to my already slightly damp pussy.
"Please," Katrina's mom whispered.
"Please what?" I asked amused.
"Please, I have money," she offered, like all rich people do, thinking that their money can buy them out of any situation.
"Funny, that is exactly what your friend here said before she became my submissive little fuck toy," I countered.
She looked at her friend under my skirt and looked back up and said, "What do you want?"
"Revenge," I answered, simply.
"Meaning," she said, her tone as cold as ice.
"I want to crush your daughter," I replied, before adding, "to do that, I must first take control of her mother...you."
"That is ridiculous," she answered, more defiant than I anticipated, her daughter being such a follower.
"I have video of your daughter munching pussy," I lied, all I really had was e-mails and whatever got filmed today. I added, "I also have video of you just a few minutes ago on my phone here I could put online."
Her face grimaced briefly, but she remained strong. "Go ahead."
"Sure," I agreed, "Is there any specific porn site you want to be on? MILF dykes? Mom sluts? Mommies at home?"
"You're not serious?" Katrina's mom asked, her tone a mixture of defiance and disbelief.
"Come join your friend on your knees, slave," I ordered, "or your daughter's and your own cunt-munching exploits go viral...either way I win."
The MILF was grasping at straws a she said to Lauren, "She can't be serious, Lauren?"
I tapped her head from between my legs and she obediently showed her face from underneath my skirt.
"Tell your friend how serious I am," I ordered.
Lauren answered, "June, I didn't believe it at first either, but...."
"How could you?" June interrupted.
Lauren eyes changed and she instantly got annoyed, "Don't get all high and mighty, June. You are submissive to me in the bedroom whether you think so or not and out in public for that matter, so don't you be judging me."
"I'm not," June replied, clearly insulted.
Lauren laughed, her true uppity personality coming out, "Are you kidding me. You are a follower, a social climber who does pretty much anything I say."
"Lauren," June said, hurt by the words of her friend.
"I am doing what I have to do to protect my reputation and family and I suggest you do the same," Lauren replied, even better than I could have myself.
I sat on the edge of the bed and guided my right foot to my pet, who then took my shoe off without instruction and took my manicured toes in her mouth.
"But this is ludicrous," June answered very weakly.
Lauren couldn't answer with my foot in her mouth, so I countered, "No more ludicrous than your bitch daughter and Lauren's bitch daughter corrupting my mother."
"I won't submit," she weakly replied.
"I don't have time for this. Either get on the floor and join your friend or get the fuck out of here and you and your daughter will be an internet sensation, I don't really care," I threatened, confident she was on the brink of submitting.
June's face went red with anger as I saw her fuming and yet clearly unsure how to play the hand I had just dealt her.
June's face paled as she realized she had just been handed an unwinnable hand.
"On your knees, June, I own you," I ordered, making her predicament clear for her.
"Please," she said weakly.
"This isn't a negotiation," I countered, "although the longer this takes the better the chances you will be caught by Olivia or your daughter, who may arrive at any moment."
June looked at Lauren pleading for assistance, but Lauren already knew she too had been defeated. "Do you promise to leave my daughter alone?"
"If you obey unconditionally," I answered, not sure I planned to keep my word.
She seemed to be considering her options, but wasn't quite ready to submit.
"Now, slut," I demanded, knowing the pivotal moment had arrived.
June hesitated a second longer before slowly dropping to her knees, refusing to make any eye contact with me.
"Good slut," I purred, as if I was rewarding a puppy as I moved my left foot to her lips.
"Suck my toes, my new pet."
I could see her cheeks becoming red again as she took my foot in her hand.
"Lauren, are you recording?" I asked.
"Yes, Mistress," she answered, pointing to a video camera subtly hidden on her dresser.
"You are taping this?" June gasped, so close to having obeyed my order.
"Of course, Lauren is a good obedient slut, aren't you?" I said, rubbing her head playfully as if I was talking to a puppy.
"Yes, Mistress," she agreed.
"Now, my toes," I ordered, looking directly into June's eyes.
After one more brief hesitation, my second MILF seduction began her submission to me. She opened her mouth and took my big toe in her mouth.
I allowed her to obey the humiliating task in silence as I watched amused until I asked Lauren, "Do you want to come slut?"
"I didn't get to before your arrived," she answered, glancing at her friend sucking my toes.
"You two get back in your positions before I arrived," I ordered.
"Yes, Mistress," Lauren agreed, getting off her knees and pulling her friend up with her. "Get back between my legs and finish what you started June."
June was surprised by her friend's authoritative order and said, "Lauren, please don't."
Lauren, seemingly enjoying the small amount of power I was allowing her to have, ordered, as she moved onto the bed, "Don't get all shy now, you have been pleasing me for years."
June gasped, "Lauren, stop."
"Now slut," Lauren ordered, spreading her legs wide.
"Do as you're told, slut," I added, as I gently pushed her onto the bed.
June was surprised as she landed half on the bed. Obeying though, obviously both ashamed and defeated, she crawled the rest of the way onto the bed and between Lauren's legs. I watched as June, after a brief hesitation, leaned forward and began licking her friend's pussy. I moved to the video camera and picked it up and filmed close-ups of the two older women.
After a couple of minutes, I sat the camera down, angling it so it had a great view of June's ass. Then went to my duffle bag, pulled out my strap-on and lube and after strapping myself in, I joined my sluts on the bed and without any warning I slid my cock inside June's pussy.
"Aaaaaaaaaaah," June moaned, as I filled her cunt.
"You like that, slut?" I asked, as I began fucking her hard, my hands firmly on her hips.
When she didn't answer, I pushed a finger in her back door and she screamed, "What are you doing?"
"Disciplining my slut for not answering a simple question," I replied, as I slowly pumped my finger in her ass, while my plastic cock rested deep inside her.
"Please stop," she whimpered as my finger explored her clearly virgin ass.
"Will you be a good pet?" I asked.
"Yeeees," she said, the finger clearly bringing her a pleasure she didn't understand.
"So I will ask again, do you like it slut?" I repeated, as I kept my finger in her ass and began pumping my cock in and out of her cunt.
"Yeeees," she moaned, the double pleasure obviously working.
"And you will be a good slut?" I questioned, gaping her ass without her knowing my true intent.
"Yeeees," she whimpered, the mixture of pleasure and pain clearly causing her confusion.
"Good girl," I purred, as I continued slamming into her, forcing her face deeper into my other pet's cunt. A couple of minutes of deep, hard pounding and my new slut was obviously close to orgasm. "Are you ready to have your arse fucked?"
"Yeeesss, wait noooo," she answered, clearly answering before she had time to comprehend my question.
Before she could say anything else, I pulled the cock out of her cunt and replaced my fingers in her arse with the thin, long plastic cock.
"Noooooooooo," she screamed, as I held tightly onto her hips and pushed inside her tight back door.
"Beg me to fuck your arse, slut," I demanded, as my cock slowly disappeared between the MILF's ass cheeks.
"Please, no more," she whimpered, the cock going much deeper than my finger and widening her more as well.
"Wrong answer," I said, slamming my body into hers plunging the cock deep into her arse.
"Ohhhhhhh, God," June screamed, from having her back door violated.
"Now just relax slut and let the pain subside," I instructed. "Lauren, crawl underneath her and get in a sixty-nine to distract her."
"Of course, Mistress," she agreed, watching the sodomy of her friend with a peculiar sense of intrigue.
June didn't speak, her body stiffened as she tried to deal with the burning sensation overwhelming her.
Once Lauren was in position and began licking, I ordered, "Get back to eating pussy, slut, as I fuck your arse." She obeyed this time as I slowly began moving in and out of her butt.
"Now it is time to give you a good rodgering," I purred, as I grabbed her hair and began fucking her ass.
"Fuuuuuck," the slut screamed as I began pumping her arse with my strap-on cock as my other slut licked away at her cunt.
I can't explain the power that comes with taking someone so dominantly and even as I sodomized June, I was imagining doing the exact same thing to her daughter and more importantly to Olivia.
"Please it huuuurts," my new arse whore whined which only made me slam the cock into her arse harder.
"I am going to keep rodgering your arse until you cum, my nasty arse slut," I replied.
"Oh God," she whimpered.
"Now come for your Mistress," I ordered, as I continued to abuse her arse, the power its own aphrodisiac.
"I caaaaan't," she moaned, even as her breathing began to change, the shift from pain to pleasure obviously beginning.
"Well, I would guess we have an hour or less until bitch Olivia comes home, maybe even with your dyke daughter with her, so it is really is up to you," I pointed out, amused as hell by the complete humiliation I was causing this bitch.
"Shit," she whimpered, before surprising me when she demanded, "Lauren, suck my clit hard, you fucking cuuuunt."
The next couple of minutes were hot as sin as I slammed her arse and Lauren really went to work on her clit. The mumbling of the now submissive arse slut was hilarious. "Oh God, shit, it huuuuuuurts so good," and "Fuuuuuuck, I'm so close," and "Finger my cunt, Lauren, geeeeet me off."
"Come my little arse slut, come like the nasty little dyke whore you are," I demanded, as Lauren fingered her cunt as I fucked her arse.
"Yeeeeeeeees, fuuuuuuuck," my new slut screamed as she came from the double pleasure.
I continued reaming her arse throughout her orgasm, a variety of strange sounds escaping her mouth.
Realizing I had not came myself, I took my strap-on off, roughly flipped the still trembling slut over and sat on her face. When she didn't start licking, I ground my cunt on her face and ordered, "First a rodgering and now a queening, you are really getting the royal treatment, slut."
Her tongue began licking my very wet pussy, the crazy day of sexual submission having me reaching orgasmic bliss in less than a minute. I grinded my cunt on the MILF sub's face literally fucking her face with my cunt. "Here it comes," I moaned, as I coated the slut's face with my cunt juice.
Once my orgasm subsided a minute later, I got off the defeated, exhausted, slut and ordered, "You too, get each other off, cunt to cunt. I want to see a good shagging."



June looked too exhausted to move, but Lauren, clearly horny, got in position and as the two women scissored themselves together as I went to the camera and filmed for a couple of minutes.
Smiling, I looked at my watch and realized I was probably playing with fire, and stopped the camera, popped out the tape, and said, "I will be in contact sluts. Both of you keep tomorrow evening free in case I need you."
"Yes, Mistress," they both said in unison as they ground their cunts together.
I headed out, my mind spinning with blackmail possibilities knowing that tomorrow was the pivotal confrontation day. I wasn't sure how I planned to play it yet, but I knew it was now or never.
The end for now!
READER'S CHOICE:
Who should win? Olivia or Victoria? You decide.
Leave your suggestions below and I will base my final chapter on whoever the readers decide.
Coming fall of 2013 (I hope): The climatic ending to the Olivia & Victoria saga.
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BEST PRESENT EVER: MILF NEIGHBOR
It was the 31st of December and other than a quick blow job from my baby sister Sandra, life returned to normal. The family had done our traditional double feature at the movie theatre we did every December 27 (I have no idea why, but it had become a tradition nonetheless), I met up with my old buddies for an all-night Marathon of Dungeons and Dragons on the 28th, and spent the 29th working on a paper in the day and played board games with the family and grandma, minus sis who was working.
That night, while the family played taboo, Sandra texted me.
Allison is back and she will be coming to meet you tomorrow afternoon...she is dying to learn more about Harvard.
I smiled, although I hadn't met her yet, there was something about her I couldn't quite place. Oh sure I enjoyed fucking my sister and Beth, but their shallow personalities and vapid intellect was annoying. Allison was an intellectual and obviously a submissive sexual being...maybe I could have the best of both worlds...a submissive girlfriend who I could actually converse with at a higher level than 'I need shoes to match this outfit.' I hated stupid and vain people.
On the 30th, I shot an early load down Sandra's throat and continued on my research paper until Allison arrived later that afternoon.
Her shy smile enhanced her adorable dimples, her crystal blues eyes sparkled behind her too nerdy for her own good glasses and her brown hair in pigtails had me smitten the moment I met her. Unlike Beth who I just wanted to fuck, Allison I wanted to get to know before I fucked her.
Sandra introduced us. "Allison this is my big brother Matthew," she said slyly stressing the word 'big'.
Allison shyly said, "It is very nice to meet you."
"You as well," I smiled, "I hear from Sandra that you are hoping to attend Harvard."
"That is my dream," she replied, a sudden twinkle in her eyes.
The next hour we talked academia and I was instantly smitten with her. Unlike most insipid girls, I could actually have an intellectual conversation with her. I asked her if she would like to come down to Harvard for a tour sometime. She was giddy at the offer and we agreed on a date in February if her parents approved, which they would, and I asked if she would like to go out to a movie tonight.
Her face went flush as she stammered, clearly surprised by my offer, "I-I-I can't. I am spending New Years babysitting."
"Oh, ok," I replied.
She quickly added, "But otherwise I would love to."
"Well, I fly out on the second, so are you free tomorrow afternoon for a matinee and dinner," I asked.
"S-s-sure," she stuttered, clearly excited by the idea of a date with me, something I was not accustomed to.
"It's a date," I announced, clarifying any doubt she may have had of my intentions.
"Ok," she said, seemingly as surprised at my request for a date as I was to have a girl say yes for a date.
We chatted some more before she had to head back home to get ready for babysitting after she said goodbye to my sister.
Once she was gone, Sandra popped into my room and said, "You sly dog, a date. What are you planning on doing, adding her to your harem of whores?"
I instantly got defensive. "No slut, I actually want to date her."
Her face went red, but she didn't respond like she would have a week ago before she became my little sister slut slave. Instead, she asked, "So what is the plan for tonight?"
"Mrs. Raske is my New Year's Eve gift to myself," I answered. Mrs. Raske is our hot MILF neighbor and mother of my high school nemesis Tyson. But, best of all she is Sandra's lesbian pet and has guaranteed she will obey me.
"She will love you," Sandra said, before adding, "but doing her at her son's party may be a challenge."
"I want to have my cum leaking out of her while she talks to him," I added.
"You really are a conniving bastard," Sandra smiled, clearly liking my plan.
"Make it happen," I ordered.
"Will do, big brother," Sandra agreed.
.....
Although still farfetched I had also began planting the seeds for the potential seduction of my mom. I had been complimenting her, giving her hugs, kisses on the cheek and spending more time around her. She noticed, "What has gotten into you, Matthew? You haven't paid this much attention to me in years?"
"Living at college makes one realize how much motherly nurturing is critical to proper psychological development," I said, which was true, although I knew that years ago.
"Well anytime you need me, I am here for you," Mom offered, giving me a hug.
I smiled thinking what I needed her for as I said, "I plan to take you up on your offer very soon."

.....

At the party, I came in with cheerleader Beth, who a few days earlier would have rather died than have been seen with me. She had her arm hooked in mine with a big smile on her face, feigning to be oblivious to the surprised looks she was getting.
Having a popular cheerleader on your arm changes everything. Suddenly I wasn't the geek kids mocked, but the college dude dating the hottest chick at their school. It was extremely gratifying, especially when Tyson saw me at the party.
"What the fuck are you doing..." he began than froze when he saw Beth holding my hand."You got to be kidding me."
Beth spoke for me, "Matthew is here with me. Do you have a problem with that?"
Tyson glared at me, but said, "No, no problem at all."
Beth smiled, "I thought so."
Once Tyson walked away, Beth whispered, "He acts tough but he is a pussy with a small cock."
"You fucked him?" I asked,
"If you can count his cock in me as fucking," she shrugged, which had me laughing hard.
Beth said, "I am going to find your MILF slut-to-be."
"You do that," I said.
The next hour I learned what high school parties were like, all the ones I hadn't been invited to. Although dancing with Beth in such tight quarters was fun, the whole scene was not. Getting bumped into by drunks, having drinks spilt on me, the loud repetitive dance music was annoying. Finally Sandra gave me a nod from afar, her hand in the air to imply five minutes and my cock grew instantly. A song later, Beth and I squirmed our way through the throng of drunk, insipid high schoolers.
Eventually we meandered our way upstairs. Beth knocked on a door three times and a moment later it was opened by Mrs. Raske who was clearly nervous and uncomfortable. She stammered, "C-c-come in."
We quickly did as she closed and locked the door.
"Get back to your task," Sandra demanded, sitting on the edge of the bed, her legs spread open.
"P-p-please my husband will be home in half an hour," she pleaded.
"Then you better hurry," Sandra demanded.
She looked at me, humiliation all over her face, dressed classy in a red cocktail dress, black pantyhose and three inch heels. She turned away and went to my sister, dropping to her knees and leaning forward towards my sister's pussy.
Beth surprised me also dropping to her knees and retrieving my fully erect and awkwardly positioned cock from my pants. Without a word, she took my cock into her mouth and sucked like the pro she was.
Sandra said, "Matthew, I hate to rush you, but we sent Mr. Raske out for more ice and appetizers. We don't have a lot of time to use our slut."
Deciding to impress Mrs. Raske with my control over two of the hottest girls around, I said firmly, "Sandra come and get my cock ready."
Sandra didn't hesitate as she moved off the bed and joined Beth on the floor, both cheerleaders now worshipping my cock.
Mrs. Raske turned around, but remained on her knees as she watched the two girls take turns sucking my cock.
"Hungry, Mrs. Raske?" I asked, smiling with the newfound confidence that the past week had given me.
Surprisingly, her earlier shame had disappeared completely as she crawled towards me with a hunger in her eyes like a predator going in for the kill as she answered, "I am famished Matthew."
Reaching me, Beth and Sandra moved away and the sexy MILF looked up at me as she reached for my cock. "How long have you fantasized fucking me Matthew?"
I groaned, "Since I was old enough to stroke myself off."
She opened her mouth and took my cock between her lips. She bobbed hungrily for a couple of minutes, deep throating me with ease, and somehow creating a tornado like sensation in her mouth with her lips, tongue and excess saliva.
Taking my cock out of her mouth, she looked up and said, "I want to feel your cock in me sexy, but my husband will be home soon. So please fill my mouth with your cum and then meet me at midnight across the street at the Wilson's for the best New Year's Ever."
I looked at my sister and she explained, " Apparently the Wilson's are gone for the week and she has the keys because she is sort of house sitting."
"What about your husband?" I asked, moving my cock around her sexy lips.
"Don't worry about him," she smiled, taking my cock back in her mouth.
Her lips were like a vacuum as she gave me the most amazing head I had experienced in my brief experience. I knew I wasn't going to last long and moaned as she bobbed back and forth with such beautiful perfection. "Does my new fuck-toy want my cum?"

She grabbed my ass cheeks and pulled me deeper into her mouth than I thought physically feasible and then grabbed my hips and moved them back and forth.
I was confused at first until Sandra laughed and said, "Fuck your slut's face."
Catching on, I grabbed Mrs. Raske's head and began pumping my cock in and out of her perfect lips. The cocksucking sounds were loud and the tornado sensation, plus the reality of a long held fantasy coming true was too much and I shot my load into the MILF's mouth.
As I slowed down, she returned to her hungry bobbing, retrieving every last drop of my cum.
"He's home," Beth called out from where she was standing by the window, she had been keeping lookout for Mr. Raske.

Mrs. Raske slowed down, swirling her tongue around the top of my now sensitive cock head, not panicking about being caught in such an act. Finally, she allowed my cock to leave her mouth and she stood up smiling. "That was delicious, Master."
I tried to hide my awe as I replied, "That is nothing my pet. Wait till I get you alone at midnight."
Looking at me, she purred, her tone dripping with submissive sexiness, "I can't wait."
I pulled my pants up just as there was a crash at the door, thankfully locked, followed by Tyson's voice, "Mom are you in there?"
I could have hid, but instead made sure Mrs. Raske was respectable before I opened the door.
"Hey, Tyson," I greeted, smiling smugly. The look of confusion on his face was priceless.
"What the hell are you doing in my parents' room?" He asked, instantly pissed.
"Just helping your mother with her," I paused, causing anxiety for all I imagine, "computer issues."
Tyson's anger quickly faded as he said, "Well get the hell out of here."
Mrs. Raske, her tone clearly in mother mode, scolded her son, "Tyson apologize this second. Matthew comes here and helps me selflessly and you treat him with disrespect."
Tyson went from tough and smug, to weak in a heartbeat, as he said sheepishly, clearly embarrassed by being scolded in front of his peers, "Sorry Matthew."
"No problem," I shrugged, "I will always be available if your mother needs her system looked after."
Sandra laughed at my sexual innuendo, but Mrs. Raske surprised us both when she added, her meaning dripping with naughtiness, "Thanks a lot Matthew, you really have a way with the mother board."
"I'm still learning," I shrugged.
"Well practice makes perfect," the MILF quipped back.
I laughed, looking smugly at Tyson, "I have learned that is always the case."
I turned to Beth and said, "Let's go babe, l am sick of hanging out with these children."
Beth quickly joined me, adding, while looking directly at Tyson, "Yes, Iets go somewhere we can be alone." She stressed the word 'alone' in case Tyson was too insipid to catch on to the obvious implication.
I grabbed her hand and led her past my ex-bully, down the stairs and out of the house. Once outside, I burst out laughing. "Shit, that was fun."
"The look on his face was priceless," Beth agreed. "By the way, watching his mom gobble your cock got me all hot and horny." She grabbed my cock through my pants and gave a firm squeeze. "Think you got enough for me, sexy?"
Playing coy, I replied, "I don't know."
Surprising me, Beth pulled me back into the party, back up the stairs, passing Tyson as he headed down the stairs back to the party, and into the bathroom. The hunger in her eyes made her intentions obvious. As I passed Tyson again, I shrugged, giving him a 'what can you do' look.

Reaching the bathroom, I turned and gave him one last wink before I disappeared into the bathroom with my beautiful cheerleader plaything.
As soon as the door was closed and locked, Beth's body crashed into mine, my back crashing into the door. Her firm breasts pressed against my chest and her tongue swirled inside my mouth. A minute of intense passion was finally broken when she said, "Please, Matthew, fuck me."
"I could use a snack first," I quipped, pushing her to the sink counter and them lifting her up on it.
I parted her stocking-clad legs apart and buried my face in her sweet, already very wet, nectar. Her scent was addicting and I lapped hungrily determined to get her off with my tongue. Pleased that she had done as instructed and gone commando.
She seemed to like it as her moans got louder exponentially in just a few seconds before she began to get animated. "Oh yes, baby, your tongue feels so good on my cunt."
Hearing the words, especially in her sexy English accent, had my clock rock hard and I was determined to get her screaming with pleasure. I explored every inch of her pussy lips, inside and out, before focusing on her engorged clit.
"Fuuuck, oh God, don't stooooop," she moaned, wrapping her legs around my back and grappling my head pulling me deeper into her oasis of sin.
Her clit between my lips, I shook my head sideways and seconds later was rewarded with a gush of Beth's cum.
"Fuuuuuuck, yeeees, I'm comiiiing," my fake girlfriend bellowed, loud enough that anyone in the hallway would know exactly what we were doing.
I lapped up all her juices before I stood up, helped her off the counter, turned her around, bent her over the counter and, after quickly pulling my cock out, I slammed my cock into her still trembling cunt.
"Oh yes, Matthew, fuck your slut," she said loudly, clearly not caring what others may hear on the other side of the door.
Having came recently, I knew we were in for a mini-marathon. I fucked her from behind for a few minutes, even as people began knocking on the door.
"Fuuuuck off, buggers," Beth snapped between moans, her second orgasm seemingly on the rise.
A minute later, Beth begged, "Come in me baby, I want to feel your cum fill me up."
I grunted, "Keep talking dirty slut."
Looking at me in the mirror, she smiled deviously, "Pound my cunt, Master, and make me your little personal fuck slave. Take my arse baby, do you want to fuck my tight perfect little rosebud?. Will you pound my buttocks, baby?"
"Shiiiit," I groaned, hearing her say arse so much dirtier than ass, and I unloaded my cum in her pussy. Instantly, she somehow tightened her pussy literally milking my cock with her tight cunt.
"Oh yes baby, fill my cunt with your cum," she moaned, her fingers now frantically rubbing herself.
"Come now slut, come for your Master," I demanded, still thrusting in and out if her.
"Oh yes, oh yes, fuck, fuck, fuuuuuck," Beth screamed, alerting the house to her second orgasm in a few minutes.
"Good sluuuut," I acknowledged as I slowed down.
"Thank yoooooou, Master," Beth whimpered, her body shaking as her orgasm pulsed through her.
Pulling out, I put my cock away and watched the beautiful blonde finish her orgasm. Finally, she turned around and said, "Fuck, you know how to press my buttons."
I shrugged, "You are not too bad yourself."
People banged on the door and after Beth straightened out her slightly disheveled clothes, we opened the door.
A brunette snapped, "About fucking time."
Beth snapped back, "Agreed, fucking takes time."
"Slut," the brunette retorted, pushing past us and into the washroom.
"Prude," Beth quipped back, as the door closed.
Everyone stared at us and I smiled knowing that my reputation was forever changed. I was now the man among these high school boys. There was a time this would have made me feel awesome, now I realized these kids were all pathetic...peaking in high school was hilarious to me.
Beth smiling led me down the stairs and back to the dance floor. Pulling me close, we danced like no one else in the room mattered. As we danced, her hand was firmly on my ass. I realized that Beth was the perfect fuck-toy, someone to shoot a load in, yet she wasn't someone I could date, we were just not academically compatible. Allison, on the other hand, she could be everything: an academic equivalent, a girlfriend and a submissive. I wondered, could I have it all?
An hour later, dancing and drinking the time had flown by, and suddenly it was quarter-to-midnight. I gave Beth an early New Years kiss and sauntered confidently out the door and to my midnight rendezvous.
The lights were already on in the Wilson house and I walked right in. I followed the dim light up the stairs and to the master bedroom where I expect to find Mrs. Raske waiting for me.
"You are early," Mrs. Raske said, lying on the bed in a red nightie and matching garter and stockings.
"As are you," I replied, walking over to the bed.
"I couldn't wait to finish what we started," she smiled, moving onto all fours and crawling demurely to the edge of the bed.
"What about your husband?" I asked, still worried about him somehow still potentially busting in on us.
"He's a cuck," she shrugged, pulling my belt off.
"A cuck?" I asked, unfamiliar with the word.
"A cuckold," she clarified, unzipping my trousers. "I wear the pants in our relationship so to speak."
"He knows you fuck around?" I asked, as my pants fell to the floor.
"Yes, and it turns him on. He watched me fake getting seduced by your sister, and was actually in the closet watching the last time your sister dommed me," she explained.
"He saw you submit to my sister?" I asked, shocked.
"Yes," she smiled, "he loves watching is wife be used."
"Wow," I said, as she tugged my underwear down, releasing my fully erect and ready to go cock. "And what do you mean my sister fake seduced you."
"I know Sandra thinks she seduced me and made me her slut, but I set it up, played it up and videotaped the whole thing," she revealed.
"Wow, again," I said, as she took my cock in her mouth.
After a couple slow deep throats, she asked, "You obviously fucked Beth since I last saw you, I taste cunt."
I shrugged, "She wouldn't take no for an answer."
"You poor boy," she mocked, swirling her tongue around the head of my cock head.
A minute later, she continued, falling back onto the bed and sliding her left leg slowly down her right, "Your sister says you have a fetish for nylons."



"Guilty," I admitted, mesmerized by her stocking-clad legs and feet.
"Ever had a foot job," the seductive MILF asked.
"No," I answered, never taking my eyes off her red stockings and blue painted toenails.

"Then obviously you have never had a nylon foot job," she purred, wiggling her toes.
"No," I mindlessly answered, completely drawn in to Mrs. Raske's every seductive word.

"Well time to change that," she decided, repositioning herself so both her feet were on my cock. Slowly she put her feet together and began masturbating my cock with her silky feet.
The feeling was unreal and I worried that I would come without ever getting a chance to fuck her. Plus, her legs bent as she gave me a stocking foot job, which gave me a perfect view of her trimmed pussy. I was in heaven. My head bounced like a yo-yo from her toenails to her pussy, back and forth, in sexual A.D.D. heaven.
After a few minutes, I decided it was time to take control. "If I recall correctly you promised your ass to me, Mrs. Raske."

She gave me a motherly scowl that send a chill up my spine, "Now Matthew after all we have done and are about to do...don't you think it's time to you started calling me Vivian...or do you prefer slut?"

Relieved I replied, "Answer me Vivian...did my slut promise me her ass or not?"

"Did I?" she asked, flirtatiously, moving her left foot up to my mouth.
I took her toes on my mouth, one by one, another fantasy becoming a reality. Once I had pleasured each toe individually, she offered me her other foot and I replicated the concentrated pleasuring of her toes.
"You really are one kinky little nerd," she said, her other foot sliding underneath my shirt and onto my chest.
"You're one slutty little MILF neighbor," I retorted.

"Are you ready to ring in the New Year with a bang?" She asked.
I looked at the clock. It was 11:58. "On all fours," I demanded, joining her on the bed.
"Hmmm, I like a man who knows what he wants," she smiled, obeying my command.
"This man wants your ass," I said firmly as I positioned myself behind her perfectly curved ass.
"Then take it," she replied, looking back at me over her shoulder.
I rubbed my cock up and down her pussy lips to teased, "Wrong hole baby."
I laughed as I positioned my cock between her ass cheeks. Slowly I pushed forward and after a brief resistance, my cockhead slipped inside her amazing tightness.
She whimpered, "Happy New Year."
The clock said 12:00. I responded, my cock now fully inside her ass, "Happy New Year to you too, my new slut."
She turned her head and said, "I'm your slut now, am I?"
I moved my cock slowly out and back in as I replied, "Yes, my ass slut, my MILF toy and my accomplice in the seduction of my mom."
"Ooooooooh," she moaned as I began to slowly move in and out of her ass. "You want to be a mother fucker too do you?"
"I'm already a sister fucker," I quipped back.
"Touché," she laughed as I continued slow strokes inside her amazingly tight ass.
"So you will help?" I asked.
"Of course, the thought of your mom eating pussy is hot, but the thought of her eating Sandra while you pound her back door is fucking delicious," she answered.
"Fuck you're hot," I grunted.
"Enough chit-chat stud, now fuck my ass," she demanded.
Deciding to make sure she understood who was in charge, I ordered, "Actually my slut, fuck yourself on my cock."
"You bad boy," she purred, obeying my order and beginning to back her ass onto my cock.

I thought the sex with Sandra, Beth and Della was amazing, but that had not prepared me for the pleasure Vivian was currently giving me. Her ass was like a milking device, bringing such tightness that it didn't compare to anything I had experienced this past week. Even though I had come twice in just over an hour and a half, my balls were bubbling in only a few minutes.
"Shit, Vivian, I don't know what you are doing with your ass but I am not going to last long," I moaned.
"Fill my ass with your cum, baby," she moaned back, slamming her ass even harder back on me.
"Fuck," I grunted, a few strokes later as I shot my load deep in my MILF slut's bowels.
"Yeeeees," she screamed, her orgasm apparently triggered by having her ass filled with cum.
A couple minutes transpired as each of us allowed our orgasms to cascade through us.
Finally, I pulled out and crashed on the bed beside her. She rolled onto her side too and smiled, "Well, Sandra didn't lie, you really have a nice cock."
"You have a pretty amazing ass," I countered.
"So I should probably be getting back to my party," she smiled.
"With my cum leaking out of your ass," I pointed out.
"I suppose so," she answered, her smile so naughty I instantly wanted to fuck her again.
"Next time your husband can watch," I quipped, confident in my power over her already.
"He will like that," Vivian replied, leaning in for a kiss.
A minute later, her cell rang. Getting up, she walked to the dresser and sighed, "It's Tyson." She didn't answer it, but said, "Well, I guess our little rendezvous is over for now."
"I still have one more hole to fill yet," I replied.
She seemed surprised by my answer. She looked at the clock and down to my still very hard cock. "You are really ready for a forth load so soon?"
"I'm young and virile," I shrugged, walking to her.
"Can we save this for another day?" she asked, as I cupped her breast in my hand.
"Is that what you want?" I asked.
"Damn you," she smiled, "Meatloaf said two out of three ain't bad, but of course three out of three is even better."
I lifted her up, put her on the dresser, and spread her legs as she purred, "Oh my."
"Time for some sweet American pie," I quipped, lowering myself between her legs and diving into her cunt.
"This is not the quickie I had in mind," she moaned, as my tongue began exploring her wetness.
"I am in no hurry, my pet," I responded, enjoying causing her a bit of anxiety.
"So I see," she whimpered, my tongue having the anticipated impact.
I really did take my time, exploring every millimetre of her pussy with my tongue. Her breathing after a few minutes of slow tease began to increase so I went to her clit and nibbled on it while sliding a finger inside her wetness.
"Oh yes, baby, finger-fuck my cunt," she begged, as I pumped one, then two fingers inside her cunt.
"Come for me my slut," I demanded, wanting to taste her cum leaking out of her and into my mouth.
"Oh God, oh God, Oh Gooooooooood," she screamed, a moment later as she obeyed my command and her juices flooded out of her and onto my lips, tongue and mouth.
I lapped and lapped for another minute or two, her orgasm still trembling through her, before I pulled my fingers out and put them to her mouth. She didn't hesitate as she sucked her own juices while I positioned my cock at her pussy.
As she sucked my fingers like they were a cock, I pushed forward into her volcanic warmth. "Hmmmmmm," she moaned, although I was unsure if it was from her own juices or my cock penetrating her making her moan.
The phone rang again, but she ignored it as I continue slow, deep strokes.
I don't know how long I slowly fucked her enjoying another long held in fantasy becoming a reality until she whimpered, "Get on the bed baby, I want to ride that big cock of yours."
I lifted her off the dresser, and impressing even myself, carried her to the bed, my cock never completely leaving her warmth.
On the bed, she pushed me onto my back, straddled me and devoured my cock with her pussy. She milked my cock with an ability that only comes with experience. Time again stood still until she moaned, "Come in my cunt, baby," bouncing up and down taking all of my cock deep inside her.
"I'm close," I groaned, knowing I was close to an explosion.
"Yes, baby, fill Mommy with your cum," she moaned, adding, "just like you will be doing to your mother soon."
"Fuck," I moaned, a few strokes later as another orgasm shuttered through me as she milked my cum inside her cunt, the idea of my Mom filling my head.
Getting off me, Mrs. Raske said, "Well, that was fun."
"Indeed," I smirked, watching her stand up.
"I really need to get back to my party," she said.
I looked at the clock, it was 12:45. "I imagine you do."
Getting dressed, she said, "Any time you are in town, sexy."
"You have a task to finish between now and then," I reminded her.
"Don't worry, the seduction is already well under way. By the time you return your mom will be an experienced cunt-muncher," she promised.
"How do you know?" I asked, not believing it possible.
"Trust me, your mother is not as innocent as she seems," she winked heading out of the room.
I laid back on the bed my head spinning with what is easily the best Christmas holiday ever. Unfortunately, once I had a taste of what I had been missing all these years, I was addicted. I had Sandra and Beth and Della and now Mrs. Raske my long time fantasy MILF...but I still had one more mountain to climb...my mother (two if you included Allison).
THE END
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1. The one where I tell you relevant but somewhat boring info about my life up until the fateful day and the brief moment of weakness that changed everything!
I wouldn't say I was a prude, but I was definitely rather conservative. I was nineteen, and on an academic biology scholarship. I spent hours with my head in a book and although not a virgin, I found sex rather dull. I gave my boyfriend head and even swallowed it usually (even though I hated the taste of his cum), not being one to usually say no or liking confrontation. Yet, at nineteen my only orgasms had been self-inflicted. Ethan usually only lasting less than two minutes inside me, not enough time to do more than get me starting to enjoy it, before he would pull out and come on my firm large breasts that he loved so much. As soon as he was done, I would go to the bathroom and rubbed myself to orgasm.
My vanilla life came to an abrupt end completely by accident. Ethan was hornier than usual and wouldn't stop pestering me as I was trying to study at the library late one Saturday night when he figured we should be out partying or having sex instead.
"No one else is here, Jess," he said, cupping my breasts from behind while I tried to read.
"Stop, Ethan, this is not the time or place," I protested.
"Come on, just a quickie," he begged, as I thought 'if that isn't the truth'.
"No," I said, already knowing it would be easier to pacify him with a blow job than keep thwarting his advances, he was relentlessly needy.
"A blow job then," he suggested.
"Fine," I said, "let's go back to your dorm."
"No, let's do it here," he pleaded.
"What? God, no," I said, even though the idea of such a risky setting had my panties suddenly getting damp.
"Come on, Jessica, take a risk," he said, unzipping his pants and pulling out his hard four inch cock.
I looked around and finally said, "Ok, but you better be watching for people."
"Sure," he said, clearly focused on getting head.
I fell to my knees and reluctantly took his cock in my mouth. I bobbed back and forth quickly, desperate to get him off as fast as possible. Yet, as I did suck him I felt a rush at knowing I was doing something in public. As usual, he took only a couple of minutes before he surprised me pulling out and shooting his cum all over my face.
"What the hell, Ethan," I gasped, suddenly mortified someone would see my face covered with cum.
"Sorry, babe, it has always been a fantasy of mine," he shrugged as if it was no big deal.
I got up and wiped my face with my sweater, before grabbing my books and admonished him, "You are such an asshole."
I went straight to a bathroom to make sure I had got all his disgusting cum off of me. I had some in my hair and I wiped it out with a Kleenex and sighed at the already white sticky residue on my black sweater.
I returned to my dorm and tossed the sweater in with a load of laundry. I ignored Ethan's constant texts of apology and phone calls and was about to go to bed when I got a text with an attachment. Usually, I would ignore it as I don't usually respond to anybody I don't know but the sender name intrigued me:Blackmaster.
Figuring what the hell, I clicked on the text message and gasped. It was a picture of me on my knees with Ethan's cock in my mouth, although the quality wasn't great, I could tell it was me.
The only words in the text were:Monday 7:30 pm Elster Field.
I stared at the picture forever. There was no mistaking it was me. Tears streamed down my face as I tried to figure out what to do. How did someone get such a picture? There was nobody around.
I texted the number back:
Who is this? What do you want?
A few minutes later another text arrived with another picture, this time a close-up of my face coated with cum. The same words accompanied it:Monday 7:30 pm Elster Field.
My tears stung my eyes as I drowned in my own sorrows. I called Ethan, "Are you responsible for this?"
"For what?" He asked, his tone instantly telling me he had no idea what I was talking about.
"Never mind," I snapped, hanging up on him.
After an hour of considering my options, I decided I had to meet with whoever had these pictures and reason with them. My parents are quite well off and I hoped I could buy my way out of this. Unlike my older sister, I had never used my family's fortune to get ahead; I actually tried to distance myself from my family's wealth as much as possible. Yet, I didn't see any other choice.
I went to bed and tossed and turned all night and all day Sunday I wondered what the blackmailer may want from me as I dreaded Monday coming.

2. The one where I go to a Gloryhole and begin my fall into the depths of my own sexual depravity.
Monday's classes were a write off as I couldn't concentrate at all. It wasn't until I was returning to my dorm that I got a new text from my potential blackmailer.
Jessica my pet,
Go to locker 721 in Allister Hall and get a package from it. The Combination is 22-33-06. Follow the instructions word for word or the pictures and video go viral.
Blackmaster
I froze in my tracks. There was a video? Tears began welling up again as I turned around and went to Allister Hall. My head was spinning as it was officially now confirmed that I was being blackmailed and now the picture evidence had been compounded by some supposed video evidence as well. I cursed my brief moment of spontaneity and my weakness at not being able to say no means no as I entered Allister Hall. Another thought popped into my head: how did he know my name? Also, how did he get my cell number? A plethora of confusion ricocheted in my head as I tried to understand my current predicament.
I looked at everyone I walked past trying to get some clue to my blackmailer, not surprisingly, I got none. Reaching the locker, I looked around to see if anyone was watching me, yet everyone seemed oblivious to my inner turmoil. My hands trembled as I turned the lock, screwing up the combination three times before finally getting it right. Inside the locker was a box, which I took and after locking the now empty locker, I returned to my dorm, extremely curious as to what was in the box. Oddly, even though I was riddled with anxiety and fear of what lie ahead, I felt a strange feeling of excitement from not knowing what was in the box. It was an absurd feeling during such a stressful time.
Once in my room, I opened the box and saw that it was an outfit...a ridiculously revealing outfit. I had always been a long skirts and sweaters or jeans and sweater sort of girl, yet as I pulled the outfit out of the box I gasped. It was our school's cheerleading outfit with Pompoms. Seeing an envelope, I opened it praying this was some kind of joke.
Pet Jessica,
I have assigned you four tasks to complete. Any disobedience will result in the pictures and video of you going viral.
1. Get naked...that includes EVERYTHING...including your bra and panties...SLUTS like you don't need to wear either...NOW!
Being called a slut, even on paper, felt like getting slapped across the face. I was anything but a slut having only had sex with Ethan. I had gone without underwear a couple of times for Ethan's sake, but my 38dd breasts were not built to run wild and free. I couldn't fathom walking in public without the proper support. Yet, feeling like I had to obey, even though I had two hours until I was to meet my blackmailer, I got undressed. Once naked, I returned to the letter.
2. Put on the outfit given for you as a gift ...NOW!
The capitalized NOW rattled me, somehow compelling me to obey. I pulled out the skimpy white skirt and put it on. I pulled the sweater on and quickly realized my large breasts would be held up by the very tight sweater. Thankfully the sweater was thick enough to hide my erect nipples, my body somehow getting turned on by the ridiculous blackmail tasks. I grabbed the pantyhose package that was there as will and gasped as I saw that they were Hooters pantyhose. As I put them on, I could literally feel myself feeling sexier. The dark brown nylon fabric showcasing my legs in a way no other pantyhose ever had. Once on, I looked in the mirror and thought WOW I looked pretty damn good. Task 2 done, I returned to the blackmailer's instructions.
3. Put your hair up in two ponytails...like you usually do.
I froze at the words 'like you usually do'. That implied whoever was blackmailing me knew enough about me to know I usually wore my hair in pigtails. It was also obviously a guy as he wrote two ponytails instead of pigtails which no girl would do. My hair was already in pigtails so task three was already done.
4. Be at Elster Field at exactly 6:30, section 12.
Looking at the clock, I still had an hour so I finished reading the blackmailer's instructions.
Just a reminder, any disobedience to any task given today or in the future will lead to your photos going online.
P.S.: Bring the Pompoms with you.
I grabbed the Pompoms and looked in the mirror again. I had never considered being a cheerleader, but having the outfit on, one that was identical to the one's our school cheerleaders wore, was kinda exhilarating. Especially for someone who had went unnoticed throughout most of high school, albeit at my own cognition.
I paced my dorm unable to even try and do any school work, as each minute ticked by my anxiety doubled. I was also very nervous of being seen in a school cheerleader's outfit.
Finally it was time to leave and I, after a brief consideration of not meeting my blackmailer, took the ten minute walk across campus to our football field, praying no real cheerleader saw me dressed as an imposter (What would I say if I was confronted by one?). I wondered, as I walked nervously, if my blackmailer was a football player.

The campus was relatively empty thankfully and very few people actually saw me. A couple boys did seem to give me a second look which doesn't usually happen. I am by nature insecure as hell, yet a small part of me liked the idea of people paying attention to me.
I arrived at the field just a couple of minutes early and the football practice was just ending. Every player walking towards me, apparently section twelve was the entrance to their locker room, each was my potential blackmailer. Many didn't notice me, as I was standing above the entrance, but a few did, each giving me a smile. It was surreal to be recognized for something I was not.
Soon every player had left the field and I stood alone confused what to do next. How long was I to wait? A couple of minutes later, I heard a girl's voice from behind me, "You must be her."
I turned around and was staring at easily the prettiest black girl I had ever seen. She was dressed in casual jeans and a t-shirt. I was speechless.
She walked towards me and asked, making me go instantly pale, "Are you the cocksucker?"
My mouth dropped open at the frank humiliating question.
"It's a simple question whitey. Are you the cocksucker?" She repeated, her tone implying she was disgusted by me.
"Yes," I replied, never having felt more ashamed than I did at that moment, as I admitted such a humiliating thing.
"Here, cocksucker," she said, handing me an envelope.
Just as quickly as she appeared, she turned and walked away. I wanted to ask her who she was, or who gave her the envelope, but I was so mortified by the brief encounter I dared not.
Hands trembling, I opened the envelope.
Pet Jessica,
You obeyed the first instruction. Good girl.
Go to the girls' bathroom under the east end now, section 23. Go into the third stall from the end.
Blackmaster
P.S.: Your reward for your obedience will be waiting for you.
I looked around, but there was no one around. I took the lengthy walk around the stadium and nervously walked down the stairs to the seemingly deserted area. I paused at the girls' bathroom entrance before walking inside. Not surprisingly, it was empty and I went to the assigned stall.
Another envelope addressed to Pet Jessica was taped inside the wall separating it from the next stall.
I opened it and read:
Pet Jessica,
Look on your right, your left if you are sitting down on the toilet, and you will see a hole. Do you know what this is? I bet a hungry cocksucker like you does. But in case you don't (you seemed so innocent when I saw you blowing that nerd), it is a glory hole.
I gasped. I finally knew what I was going to be blackmailed into doing. The humiliation burned through me.
Your task is simple. You will quench your thirst for cum by swallowing three loads of cum that will be supplied for you soon.
Blackmaster
Three? I felt a sudden twinge at just the thought of it. I hated the taste of cum. I cursed Ethan for pressuring me and I cursed myself for giving in just as I heard the bathroom door open. The conversation I overheard only compounded my humiliation.
"The slut is sucking me first," a voice said.
"I'll go last, they say you always save the best for last," another voice joked, as tears began rolling down my cheeks.
"No I am going first. I have to get back and study for my Econ test tomorrow," yet another voice argued. I had an Econ test tomorrow too. This guy was probably a classmate.
"Fine, you go first. You have the smallest cock anyway," the first voice quipped.
"Fuck you," the third voice shot back.
"No fuck the cocksucker's mouth," a voice joked.
I heard the door slam shut and a voice said, "I hope you are hungry, cocksucker, I haven't shot a load in like three days."
I didn't respond, trying to come to grips with what was expected of me, when a cock popped through the glory hole. I stared at it as if it was a figment of my imagination.
I was brought back to reality when a voice said, "Get sucking cocksucker, unless you want my cock in that cunt of yours."
Fear at these guys seeing me, I opened my mouth, leaned forward and took the five inch cock in my mouth.
"That's it cocksucker," the first stranger groaned, as I took his mushroom cock head in my mouth. Being called such a name again was humiliating and yet strangely I could feel my pussy getting wet.
Sucking a cock with a wall in-between was awkward at first, but after a couple of minutes I got used to it. I bobbed back and forth, my forehead hitting the wall a couple of times as I tried to get him off quickly.
"Swallow it all, cocksucker," stranger number one demanded a few seconds before I felt the first stream of his cum hit the back of my mouth. I obeyed, continuing to suck his cock while an abundance of cum, way more than Ethan every spewed, slid down my throat.
A few seconds later, stranger one pulled his cock out and said, "Thanks cocksucker."
Before I had time to think, I replied with my usual southern politeness, "You're welcome." As soon as I did, I covered my mouth horrified that I had responded and had actually thanked him for coming in my mouth.
The stranger left the stall and said, "We have an eager cocksucker today boys."
"Good, I haven't shot a load yet today," stranger number two said, as he entered the stall.
I nervously waited for a second cock to pop through the whole. I heard his zipper and the rustling of his pants falling before I got yet another surprise. The cock was seven inches, almost double Ethan's cock and black. I grew up in the south with my racist parents and siblings, where segregation was over, but not forgotten. My grandfather even talked about how things used to be when blacks knew their place. I moved north for school partly to get away from the extreme racism that I had grew up with and disagreed with.
"What you waiting for cocksucker, not used to a big black cock?" The second voice questioned.
Although hesitant, I leaned forward and took his dark cock in my mouth.
"Good white girl," he moaned, "none of you cocksuckers can resist a nice big black cock."
As I began getting used to the bigger cock in my mouth my mind betrayed me as I wondered what it would be like to have it in my pussy. I never felt full when Ethan was in me and maybe that is why I never got off, his cock was too small. I tried to get the thought of a black cock fucking me out of my head, but it wouldn't go away. Thankfully, like Ethan and cock number one, it didn't take long to get him off as after three or four minutes he grunted, "Here it comes cocksucker."
I continued bobbing furiously back and forth suddenly wanting to feel him come in my mouth. Seconds later his hot seed exploded into my mouth and I was again surprised by the different taste, almost appealing unlike Ethan's. I slowed down, but kept his cock in my mouth until he was completely done.
"Shit girl, you loved my black meat didn't you," he asked, as his cock left my mouth and disappeared back through the hole.
Suddenly feeling flirtatious, I answered rather cheeky, "It wasn't bad."
"Fuck," he laughed as he exited the stall.
"Maybe another time," I quipped back, and then covered my mouth when I realized what I had just implied.
"We have a real nasty little white slut here," the third voice said, his voice seemingly amused as he entered the stall.
"Next time maybe we fuck the white bitch," the black cock guy said.
My face went pale at how I had somehow made things worse than they already were.
"Let's see if she can handle a real cock," the third voice said, before speaking directly at me, "Cocksucker, the first two cocks were just appetizers, here is the main course."
Through the hole came another black cock, ten inches long and thick, was staring at me. I just stared back unable to fathom how I would get that all in my mouth, even as my pussy leaked at the thought of it in my pussy.
"What's the problem cocksucker, haven't you ever seen a ten inch cock?" He asked.
"No," I replied, my voice implying my awe.
"Yeah, that boyfriend of yours cock is tiny, if you can even call it a cock," he laughed.
I instantly assumed he was my blackmailer...blackmaster...as I instinctively reached for his cock with my right hand to make sure it wasn't a mirage. As I held the rock hard cock in my hand, pussy juice leaked out of me and I leaned forward and took just the mushroom top of his cock in my mouth.
"That's it Jessica, get used to my cock in your mouth," he said.
My eyes went big when I heard my name said out loud by my blackmailer.
"It's ok, Jessica, you be a good little white slut and your secret is safe with me," he continued. "Now get sucking."
I hadn't moved since hearing my name as a million horrific humiliations popped into my head suddenly as reality came crashing down in a heartbeat. I began to slowly bob back and forth, taking a bit more of his cock in my mouth, his girth taking a while to get used to.
"Good girl," he groaned a couple of minutes later. "You will be a good white slut for me won't you?"
I didn't answer my mouth full of his cock and I had no idea what to say.
"Answer me slut," he demanded, his tone authoritative.
A chill went up my spine, as I took his cock out of my mouth, and stammered, "Y-y-Yes, I'll be a good slut." Just hearing myself declare such a ludicrous thing was embarrassing and yet it somehow was turning me on too.



"A good obedient white slave for black cock?" He questioned.
My hand went to my pussy as another tingle trembled through me at bring called a white slave, the irony of my family's past obvious to me. I admitted, letting out an accidental moan, and answered, "Yes Master, a good obedient white slave for black cock."
After I answered his question, I gasped as I realized I had called him Master.
He chuckled, "Master, I like that. You already know your place like a white slut should. Get back to sucking whore and no more touching that white cunt of yours without your Master's permission."
"Yes, Master," I again replied, stopping instantly, even though he couldn't see what I was doing, unable to stop my downward spiral of humiliation. It was like my moral compass had been shut off and all I was left with was carnal lust. I reluctantly moved my hand away from my burning inferno and took his cock back in my mouth. I have always been a perfectionist, always a pleaser who wants to impress, and suddenly I was determined to get all of his huge black cock in my mouth. I wanted to please, I wanted to impress, I wanted...suddenly...to be the best white cocksucking slave he had ever had. The thought was ridiculous, but I had become exactly what he had called me.
I bobbed back and forth on his cock hungrily, taking over seven inches in my mouth. With each forward push, I tried to get more of his chocolate candy in my mouth. I wanted it all...I needed it all.
He groaned, "Holy shit cocksucker, you really are an eager little white slut. You sure didn't work so hard on your boyfriend's white boy's cock."
Mesmerized by his cock and my desire to please, I took his cock out of my mouth and explained, "I have never had a real cock before."
He instantly replied, "Is whitey the only guy have you ever fucked?"
"Yes, sadly," I answered, so horny that I was desperately trying to entice him to fuck me.
"You want me to fuck your white cunt?" He asked, even though he should already know the answer.
"God, yes," I answered, gobbling his cock again this time taking over eight inches in my mouth.
"What would your white southern daddy say, Jessica?"
Using my name again and mentioning my father was a quick jolt of reality, yet my desire to come and to please overrode any sort of moral decency.
I answered one word at a time as I tried taking more of his cock in my mouth between words.
"Daddy."
I took eight inches.
"Would."
I took a bit more.
"Kill."
Eight and a half almost...a slight gag.
"You."
Over eight and a half.
"He wouldn't appreciate a negro like me face fucking his good little daughter would he?" He pushed on, as I continued bobbing on his beautiful black cock.
I let out a moan that could have meant anything, but mostly was just so he knew I was listening to his words...and that I wanted to hear more.
"He wouldn't want a big black cock drilling for oil in his petite little girl, Jessica Ferguson," he continued, the visual of his cock pounding me leapt into my head.
I moaned on his cock, sending vibrations through me and onto his stiff missile, his use of my full name somehow enhancing my eagerness to please as I took a full nine inches into my mouth.
"And your ass. I bet daddy, or your grand pa-pa wouldn't want to see their sweet, innocent, girl get her ass sodomized by a nigger, would they SLAVE?"
The word 'nigger' so taboo, even down south, sent shock waves of pleasure at the naughty thought of breaking the greatest southern taboo of all...fucking a black man. Even though I had never considered having anal sex, not even when drunk, the idea was crazy and yet suddenly the impossible seemed possible. Also, the way he stressed slave brought another gush of my pussy juice out of my cunt.
I pulled his cock out of my mouth and begged, willing to do anything to come, to feel his cock in me, "Please fuck me, Master."
"Ok," he said, sending waves of excitement through me. Yet they were quickly crushed as he added, "Put your lips against the hole."
He pulled his cock out and I sat there confused.
"Hurray up cocksucker, do as you are told," he ordered.
Again, I obeyed the strange demand.
"Now once I slide my cock in your cocksucking mouth, wrap your lips around my black snake and relax as I fuck your face," he instructed.
The expectation was ridiculous and humiliating and yet I eagerly waited for him to continue to use me for his own personal pleasure. His cock slid into my mouth and I wrapped my lips around it as instructed. Without a warning, he began to pump his cock in and out of my mouth as if he was fucking my pussy.
"That's it Jessica, be the whore you were meant to be. A white whore for black cock," he grunted as he continued pumping his cock in and out of my mouth.
The statement was absurd and yet I suddenly wanted to be a white whore, I wanted his black cock, I wanted to swallow his cum.
"Jack me off," he groaned.
"Ok," I obeyed, surprised by the order, as I backed off his cock and began pumping his cock with my hand. My pale white skin was an absurd contrast to his black cock.
"Keep your face close, slut. You are going to wear my cum on your face all the way home as a constant reminder of who owns you," he declared.
I gasped at his words and expectations.
He grunted, "Here it comes, my white slave, keep your mouth closed I want all my sticky sweetness to coat your pretty face."
I felt a tingle of happiness at being called pretty and I pumped faster, wanting to see his cock erupt. A moment later my wish came true as the first rope of his cum shot out like a cannon onto my forehead and hair. A second rope hit my nose and just missed my right eye. A third rope hit my lips and chin and the last spurt hit my cheek as I flinched slightly.
"Get your phone out," he ordered, his cock still poking out at me.
I obeyed, the feeling of his cum on my face strangely erotic and satisfying.
"I have it," I said, not even remotely concerned of what he may expect from me.
"Take a picture of your cum-coated face and text it to me," he ordered.
"Ok," I agreed, even though the consequences of sending sex pictures of yourself was obviously a serious no-no. Obeying him just seemed natural to me, even though I didn't even know him.
I took the picture and quickly sent it to him.
"Sent, Master," I proudly announced, his cock still sitting there for me...a constant tease. I desperately wanted it in me.
"Ready to cum?" He asked.
"God, yes," I replied, way too eagerly, his big cock and his powerful voice having cast a sexual spell over me.
"Rub yourself to orgasm, my white slave," he demanded. "I will even keep my cock in view for you to look at and fantasize about what you would like to do with it when we next meet...face to face."
The thought that I was going to meet him again was exciting and I instantly obeyed his order, lifting up the cheerleader skirt he had ordered me to wear, tugging down the pantyhose, attacking my clit with reckless abandon.
In seconds I was moaning loudly and my stifled orgasm instantly began bubbling over.
Knowing exactly what I needed, he asked, "What are you, Jessica?"
"A cocksucker," I answered, the self-deprivation adding to the pleasure.
"And?" He questioned.
"A white slut for black cock," I screamed my orgasm on the brink of euphoria.
"And a slave," he added.
"Yeeeeees, your slave," I bellowed as my orgasm hit me with a sheer force of intense pleasure I had never experienced before. My legs stiffened and cum flooded out of me. I closed my eyes and allowed the orgasm to spread through me.
When I finally opened my eyes, his cock was gone and apparently so was he.
My orgasm over, a shame hit me just as hard as the recent orgasm. What had I just done? What had come over me? I quickly stood up, my phone falling to the floor just as it buzzed alerting me I had a new text. With trepidation, I checked it, remembering with horrific clarity the picture I had just sent to a black stranger who would surely use it to blackmail me further.
Slave Jessica,
Do not wipe off my cum from your face until you get home.
Blackmaster
Even after all the humiliation I had just endured and the stunning revelation of how hot it made me, which was even worse. Yet, knowing he had pictures of me, the worst being the one I had voluntarily given him, I felt I had no choice but to obey. I walked out of the stall, and looked at myself in the mirror. The cum had started to dry and unless someone was up close I doubted they would notice my face was coated with cum.
I quickly left the women's washroom and scurried out of the stadium. Thankfully, it seemed completely empty. I was half way to my dorm when a couple holding hands was walking together towards me. I avoided them, by crossing onto the grass, neither of them even giving me a second glance.
Then my phone rang, I looked at the number and it was blocked. I considered ignoring it, but was scared of the consequences.
I kept walking at a very brisk pace as I said, "Hello."
"Slow down, slave, enjoy the beautiful fall day," he chuckled.
I stopped and looked around suddenly wanting to confront my blackmailer. Anger began to build in me at how he was taking advantage of me. I couldn't believe how easily I got pulled into his sexual web of submission, but thinking clearly now I was brimming with anger.
"Go ask that young couple for directions to Allister Hall," he ordered.
I again looked around, but saw no one else.
"I know where Allister Hall is," I replied.
"I know, ask anyways," he said.
"Please don't make me," I pleaded.
"Now, slut," he demanded, before hanging up on me.
I sighed, but knowing I was being watched, I walked over to the couple, who were now sitting on a bench. I stammered, "C-c-can you tell me how to get to Allister Hall?"
The girl looked up and began to answer, "It is just passed...."
She paused as she looked at me and saw my face.
"Just passed the statue to your left," she finished, her facial expression shifting from polite to terse in an instant.
"T-t-thank you," I stammered and quickly left, humiliated once again.
Thankfully, I made it all the way to my dorm room without further incident, although I did go up an extra set of stairs and down the other side to avoid Carol and Tammy who were coming my way.
Once in my room, I quickly washed my face before going and having a long shower trying to wash away my sin. Yet, like Lady Macbeth trying to wash away the blood, I could still feel my sin long after my outer body was clean.
Back in my room, I saw my phone flashing telling me I had missed a call or text. Tentatively I grabbed my phone and saw I'd missed a call from mom.
I suddenly felt so dirty for what I had done and how it had gotten me off. I decided to not return the call ashamed of my behaviour that had me feeling guilty. Instead, I decided to just go to bed and pray that my blackmailer had had enough fun with me.
3. The one where I pay the cheerleader back for borrowing her outfit.
The whole next day I was on pins and needles expecting a text, a call, yet I got neither...well at least not from him. Every time I passed a black guy I wondered if he was Blackmaster. The anxiety kept me unfocused all day and I was thankful when I made it back to my room without incident.
Ethan called me as did mom and I began to relax a bit as it turned into a normal Tuesday.
I had just finished reading the book I was reading when there was a knock on my door.
I put the book down and answered the door.
A black girl was at my door. "I need my outfit back," she opened as she walked into my room.
I closed the door, not wanting anyone else to hear the conversation.
"Did you get cum on it, cocksucker?" She asked, her tone showing her distain towards me.
I was speechless as yet another stranger, a girl this time, treated me with such disrespect.
"Answer me, slut. Did you get cum on my cheerleader's uniform?" She asked, raising her voice.
Not wanting others to hear, I stammered, "Y-y-yes, but I washed it yesterday."
"Good," she said, collapsing on my bed.
I went and grabbed her folded outfit and handed it to her.
"How are you going to repay me for using my uniform?" She asked, opening her legs slightly.
"P-p-pardon," I stammered.
"Fuck he really found a keeper this time, didn't he. Pretty, slutty and dumb. Are you a natural blonde?" She questioned, piling on the derogatory comments.
"Please leave," I said, tears already welling in my eyes.
"On your knees, slut," she demanded, ignoring my plea for her to leave.
"Excuse me," I asked, surprised by her order.
"Good submissive cocksuckers should always be on their knees," she said, rather matter-of-factly.
"I am not a..." I began, but was interrupted.
"Unless you want me to go to the dean and accuse you of theft," she said, her look one implying she wasn't joking.
"But I didn't steal it," I protested.
"Well, I didn't give it to you either," she smirked.
"Please, I...."
"On your knees, now!!!" She bellowed, my neighbours easily able to hear her.
I quickly obeyed; scared of what she may do to me and realizing I was submissive, a term I had never considered applying to myself until now.
"Crawl to me," she demanded, her tone softening but still authoritative.
Feeling helpless yet again, I obeyed, as I began crawling to her.
"Take off my shoes," she ordered, as she sat on the edge of the bed.
Hands trembling, I obeyed the submissive task ordered.
"My socks too," she added.
Her socks were slightly wet, which groused me out.
"Clean my feet with your tongue," she ordered.
"You can't be serious?" I questioned, as I assumed she had been wearing her socks and shoes all day.
"Do I look like I kid?" She asked, looking down at me and lifting the soul of her foot to my face.
Tears beginning to form, I obeyed the order and did the disgusting task. Her foot was a salty mix of sweat that was made worse by the odor.
"My toes too, cocksucker. Treat each toe like a tiny cock. Like a white boy's cock," she laughed.
Comparing Ethan's cock to the black cock's of yesterday and the joke wasn't that far-fetched. I took each toe in my mouth individually and swirled my tongue around it like I would the mushroom top of a cock. After finishing her big toe, she replaced her left foot with her right and I replicated the personal tongue bath.
Finally moving her foot away, she stood up and ordered, "Now my panties."
My face went red as I reached up under her skirt and pulled down her black panties.
"Give them to me," she ordered.
I handed them to her.
She bent down and put her wet panties on my head, her strong-scented and damp crotch now positioned directly over my mouth and nose. The scent was overpowering and although not completely disgusting, the smell was not pleasant. The humiliation continued to be compounded as she said, "Sit up on your hind legs like a good puppy."
I obeyed the order, tears streaming down my face, her heavy scent distracting me greatly.
"Bark," she ordered.
The panties covered my eyes, so I couldn't see her, but her tone was clearly revealing her amusement.
Reluctantly, I barked. "Woof." Shockingly, I felt my panties suddenly get damp which made me even more bewildered. Why was such humiliation getting me wet?
"Role over," she demanded, a snicker escaping her lips.
I knew I had space to my right and thus I again obeyed, rolling over like a dog onto my back.
"Paws up, puppy-slut," she ordered.
I shot my hands and legs up, the sight properly as ridiculous to see as I felt doing it.
"Lick my panties," she instructed.
I didn't hesitate, her strong scent drawing me in without me even realizing it. I wanted to taste it, my curiosity overriding common sense. Still on my back, I extended my tongue and began licking her soiled panties. Surprisingly, the taste although mixed with cotton, was teasing my taste buds, I wanted more.
She laughed, "Holy shit, you really are one submissive white slut."
Another derogatory mark that was meant to humiliate yet instead made me wetter.
"Bark if you are hungry for more," she said.
Again without hesitation I barked not once, but twice, before even realizing what I had done.
"Back on all fours puppy-lez," she demanded.
I again obeyed, all the while trying to suck her wetness from the cotton fabric, again too far gone, my fiery pussy making my decisions for me.
The panties were suddenly pulled off and I was staring straight ahead at her and her phone. My mouth dropped open.
"Bark for the camera," she ordered.
"Woof," I obeyed, even as I feared where the picture or video would go.
"Pant for my cunt, puppy-lez," she demanded, her smile wide, her legs spreading wider, her completely shaved pussy staring back at me. I had often considered shaving my pussy, but had never had the courage to do it. I had no idea how to pant, but I let my tongue hang out and began breathing heavy...again feeling utterly ridiculous.
"Does puppy-lez want to lick my cunt?" She asked, her fingers slowly rubbing herself.
"Yes," I answered, feeling literally hypnotized by her fingers and pussy. Her pinkness looking so delicious between her chocolate skin.
"One bark is yes and two no, puppy-lez," she scolded.
"Woof," I barked, continuing to pant, a slight amount of drool leaving my mouth.
"Go ahead, crawl between my legs," she offered.
Desperate to taste her, desperate to come myself, I obeyed, moving between her long black legs.
"Look at the camera, slave," she demanded.
I obeyed, a chill going up my spine at being called slave.
"You may use words now. What is your name?" She asked, her phone clearly taping my lesbian submission.
"Jessica."
"Jessica what?"
"Jessica Ferguson."
"What is your middle name?"
"Carol-Anne."
"How very southern of you," she chuckled. "Do you want to add cunt-licking to your duties, as a slave?"
"Yes," I admitted, glancing down at her cunt.
"Keeping your eyes on the prize, are we, Jessica Carol-Anne Ferguson?" She asked.
Hearing my whole name, a reminder of who I really was, a straight 'A' student who many perceived as a prude in high school, sent a shiver throughout me. Yet, even though I knew I was not a slut, or a lesbian, having never even once kissed a girl, I was willing to become exactly what she said I was. "Yes, ma'am," I answered.
"Ma'am," she cackled, "you are priceless. I assume you have never eaten pussy before."
"No, ma'am," I shamelessly admitted.
"But you are dying to eat my puffy black pussy lips, aren't you nigger lover?" She asked, as she slowly fingered herself.
"God, yes," I admitted, my mouth salivating from just the thought, the 'n' word turning me on in ways I knew it shouldn't.
"Tell me what you want, slave," she moaned, her finger pumping in and out of her cunt.
"To eat your pussy," I blurted out, desperate to please her.
"My cunt?" She questioned.
"Yes, your cunt, Mistress," I quickly rephrased before realizing what I had said.
"You're black Mistress," she purred, pulling her finger out of her black box and extending it to me.
I opened my mouth and sucked on her finger like it was a thin cock. The taste was heavenly directly from the source as I replied, "Yes, you are my black Mistress."
"And you will obey my every order?" She questioned, returning her finger to her cunt.
"Yes, Mistress," I replied without hesitation, giving myself to her freely and without restrictions, my desire to please and obey again superseding common sense.
"The cheerleader's could use another white pussy-pleaser," she said, as she grabbed my head and pulled me into her wetness.
I licked hungrily as I replayed the words 'another white pussy-pleaser' wondering how many there were. The taste was even better directly from her cunt. Holding my head, she began bucking her hips up and down, rubbing her wet pussy all over my face. I desperately tried to lick, but I was really just a toy for her pleasure.



"Get used to this," she moaned, "your face was made for fucking."
It was the most absurd statement, yet somehow I found it flattering.
"Suck my clit, cunt-licker," she demanded.
I struggled to find her clit as she continued rubbing her pussy on my face, but once I found it, I sucked it between my lips and held on.
It seemed to do the trick as a few seconds later, she screamed, as she grabbed me by the back of my head and pulled me hard into her, "I'm comiiiiing, you fucking white cunt-licking slaaaave."
A flush of wetness covered my face as I desperately tried to both catch her cum all the while trying to breath in this confined space.
Thankfully, she let go and demanded, "Get licking lez."
Her cum was leaking out of her pussy and I eagerly lapped it up.
"Gooooood puppy," she moaned, as her body continued to spasm.
I licked and licked for another minute before she pushed my head away. "Shit, you are a keeper."
I looked up from my submissive position and wondered what now.
"Does puppy-lez want to cum?" She asked.
"Woof," I barked, without thinking.
She laughed standing up, "Hmmmm. What to use?"
I watched her walk over to my dresser before grabbing my hairbrush. "Lay on your back and take off your pants and panties, slut."
I obeyed, struggling to get them off in my awkward position.
"Holy shit, have you ever shaved that thing?" She said, her face seemingly horrified by my hairy bush.
"No, Mistress," I admitted.
"Well, that will have to change," she said as she tossed me the hairbrush.
"Go ahead slave, come for your Mistress," she ordered, turning her camera back on.
My pussy so needy, I grabbed the brush, ignoring the camera, I slid the handle easily into my pussy. "Aaaaah," I moaned the instant I filled myself with the wood handle.
"What do you want to be?" She asked.
"A slaaaaave," I moaned, wanting nothing more than to obey her orders.
"A white slave?" She questioned.
"Yes, Mistreeeeess, a white slave ready to please her black Mistress and Master," I whimpered, my orgasm already on the rise.
"What would your daddy say?" She asked.
"Fuck daddy, I'm yoooours," I replied, furiously pumping the makeshift cock in and out of me.
Kneeling down beside me, she slapped my clit hard as she said, "Slut."
I screamed, the pain and pleasure causing a new erotic sensation.
"Slave," she said, again slapping my hard clit.
"Oh God," I whimpered, my orgasm imminent.
"Cunt-licking, Cocksucking, white slut slave," she splattered me with assaults of humiliating terms, each word coming with a slap on my clit until I screamed an orgasm on the word 'slave'.
"Shiiiiiiiiit," I screamed, as the most intense orgasm of my life cascaded through me like a never-ending earthquake. I felt tremors from my head all the way to my toes as my cum leaked out of me like a broken faucet. I had no idea an orgasm could bring such pleasure.
"Fuck you are one nasty little submissive slut," she said, as she stood up.
Absurdly, I replied weakly, "Thank you."
"For what?" She asked, sitting on the edge of my bed, as she put her socks back on.
"T-t-that was the best orgasm I've ever had," I admitted, before adding, "and still having."
"Fuck slut, if that got you off wait until I bring you to an overnighter with the girls," she promised.
"Can't this just be between you and I," I asked, the thought of others being involved suddenly scaring me as I calmed down from my sexual euphoria.
"You are dumb and funny," she laughed as she put on her shoes.
Oddly being called dumb offended me more than the litany of verbal abuses she through at me earlier. "I am not dumb," I replied.
"You let me tape you licking my cunt and fucking yourself, I would say you are the dumbest smart girl ever," she countered, standing up.
She typed into her phone and handed it to me. "Type in your cell number."
I sat up, and screeched as I accidentally pushed the brush that was still in my cunt deeper in me with the bristles.
"And you say you are not a dumb fucking white bimbo," she shook her head.
Embarrassed and in pain, I looked at her phone. The username was dumbblondeslave. Shame burned through me as I typed my number in, purposely changing the last number by one. Suddenly thinking straight, I just wanted her out of my room.
I handed her back the phone and she said, "I'll be in touch."
She grabbed her cheerleader's outfit and walked out of the room, leaving the door wide open. I scurried to the door and slammed it shut before anyone saw me.
Rattled, I moved to my bed, curled up into a fetal position, and cried myself to sleep.
4. The one where I am forced to wear a vibrating egg and am humiliated in class.
The next morning, as I replayed the second straight bizarre day it occurred to me I had no idea what the name was of the girl who had dominated me.
Tears streamed down my face as I realized the full extent of my predicament and how easily I willingly obeyed her orders. It was like I was a completely different person, one that couldn't control herself.
I went and had a long shower to again try to wash away my sin and guilt and yet it didn't help at all. I considered skipping classes for the day, but I had a literature test today. I had just finished getting dressed when my phone buzzed.
Slave Jessica
Wear a skirt today.
Blackmaster
I noticed the shift from Pet Jessica to Slave Jessica and got frustrated at the slight chill it sent directly to my pussy. It was absurd, but the idea of being a slave to this blackmailing stranger with the big black cock turned me on regardless of logic.
I pulled off my jeans I had just finished putting on and looked for a skirt, not something I wore often and never to class. I grabbed a fun flower skirt I had worn only once, during the summer, and put on beige pantyhose to go with it, never feeling comfortable in a skirt or dress without pantyhose.
I was headed past Allister Hall on my way to Literature class when another text came.
Slave Jessica
There is a new package for you in Allister Hall. Locker 721 and combination 23-33-06. Go get it NOW and follow the instructions.
Blackmaster
Any sort of disobedience will lead to severe punishment.
My face went pale at the threat and I turned right into the building. I went to the locker, again stopping to look around for witnesses, before quickly opening the locker.
Inside was a small egg shaped thing and a letter.
I grabbed the letter and opened it.
Slave Jessica
Put the egg in that white cunt of yours. Leave it in until someone comes to retrieve it.
Blackmaster
I was again aghast. I quickly grabbed the egg, closed the locker and went to the bathroom. Sitting in a stall I considered my options;
1. Obey.
2. Try to bargain.
3. Disobey.
I knew from his firm expectations already that option 2 was out. I seriously considered disobeying as I looked at the odd shaped toy. Yet, the thought of those pictures, or those video if he was working with that cheerleader being posted to the internet was too risky. I instantly wished I would have given the right number to her as I worried about the repercussions of lying to her.
Realizing I had to obey, I pulled down my pantyhose and panties and slowly slid the toy in my surprisingly wet pussy. Why did obeying get me turned on? It was a question I had no good answer to which only added to my growing frustration. The toy felt cold inside me and awkward. I practiced walking in the bathroom with the strange, seemingly purposeless, contraption inside me.
Realizing I was going to be late, I headed to class, the egg an annoyance but not overly awkward to walk with as I thought it would be. I got to class and took my lit test, completely forgetting about the egg inside me.
Finishing the test late, I hurried to my psychology class arriving a couple minutes into the professor's lecture. The only open seats were in the front row where I went to sit and got a disapproving look from the professor.
It was a good half an hour into her lecture when I let out a yelp as my pussy began buzzing. This prompted a second disapproving look from my professor. I waited for the professor to return to her lecture as I closed my legs tight so the light sound of the buzzing would not be heard by the people nearby or behind. Thankfully, being in the front row, there was no one directly beside me on either side. The buzzing, although very low, was a constant distraction. I desperately wanted to leave the class, but I did not want to disrupt the professor's lecture again. I wanted to look behind me and try to find my blackmailer in the class, assuming he was here to have turned on the strange contraption buzzing inside me. I tried to focus on the lecture, but it was impossible as my pussy continued to get wetter. I just stared at the professor no longer listening to her words, but just concentrating on not getting hornier from the slow buzzing inside me.
The professor finished with, "On your way out grab your latest assignment. It is a social experiment. The experiment you decide to do is up to you, but you need to have a hypothesis in advance. Have fun with this as you can really analysis human nature if you pick the right experiment. See you tomorrow."
As soon as she was done, the buzzing inside accelerated in intensity and I clenched my teeth shut to prevent a moan from escaping.
The professor walked over to me and asked, "Are you alright?"
I stammered, "Y-y-y-yes, Professor Allen, I am just not feeling myself today."
"Well get some rest my dear," she said, before walking away and out of the classroom.
Looking behind me, I realized the room was empty and I just closed my eyes and allowed the growing sensations of pleasure to take over. It literally took seconds, ten maybe fifteen, before I felt the gush of cum and the orgasmic quivering overtake my body. I had to bite my lip to keep from letting the scream of pleasure escape my mouth. My orgasm still quaking through me, I opened my eyes realizing what I just had done...in public...and petrified, that someone would realize that I had just came. Thankfully, no one was in the room as I stood up and began walking out of the auditorium. The buzzing was still strong, causing tingling aftershocks throughout me, and my soaking wet panties made walking feel incredibly uncomfortable.
Once out in the hallway, the egg instantly shut off. Again I looked around for the assailant to my sexual torture. Yet, students were everywhere heading to classes and many black men walked by, none giving me any sort of indication they were my blackmailer.
Frustrated, I decided to go back to my room, my soiled panties definitely needing replacing. I was walking for a minute or two before my phone vibrated, I had put it on vibrate before my lit test.
Slave Jessica,
Did you enjoy your orgasm?
You must have one in each class today.
I was generous and didn't turn the egg on during your literature class.
Have fun...
Blackmaster
I sighed. Obviously he was watching me or had spies involved in this growingly elaborate blackmail.
Frustrated, I texted him back.
What do you want from me? I have lots of money. Please this has to stop.
As soon as I sent it I began to fret. I expected a quick response, but was surprised when none came. Looking at the clock, I decided fuck-it and went to History class, hoping he was considering my offer.
History class was nearing completion when the buzzing began again, full throttle. Although I had been anticipating it all class, it still surprised me when it began so suddenly. I had again made sure to sit alone, in the far left front corner, making my predicament pretty much invisible to the class.
My phone vibrated, over and over, an onslaught of messages coming one right after another. Nervous to be caught looking at my phone while the professor droned on about America's Civil War, I slyly looked at my messages.
Slave Jessica
HOW DARE YOU ADDRESS ME WITH SUCH DISRESPECT. THAT WILL CAUSE YOU ONE PUNISHMENT.
You are my slave. A mindless white bimbo to be used as I see fit.
DO YOU UNDERSTAND, SLUT!
Maybe I should send out these pictures to your white ass daddy, is that what you want COCKSUCKER? MY COCKSUCKER.
What do I want from you?
LOYALTY
RESPECT
OBEDIENCE
YOUR MOUTH
YOUR CUNT
YOUR ASS
YOUR MIND
I OWN YOU...IS THAT FUCKING UNDERSTAND?
My face went pale at the litany of threats and expectations thrown at me. Fearing his threats, I realized I must not upset him again. The buzzing in my cunt also had me shifting from my earlier thoughts of defiance to thoughts of compliance. I quickly texted back, trying to look inconspicuous even as my hands trembled.
Blackmaster
I am sorry. It won't happen again.
Your slave Jessica
Typing the words somehow turned me on as I could feel my cunt getting wetter as I imagined his big cock fucking me.
Slave Jessica
Come for me now...in class...as Professor Adams discusses Lincoln.
NOW!
Slut
Was he in the room? Was he watching me at this very minute? Such a clear order: that he was in charge and I was to obey somehow had me even wetter and suddenly my need to obey this dominant stranger over took me.
I closed my legs tight, moving my hand underneath my note pad to hide what my hand was about to do. I looked up one last time to see if Professor Adams was remotely looking my way before I moved my hand over my skirt and rubbed my clit. A part of me wanted to pull up the skirt and just rub myself to orgasm, but thankfully a part of me still knew better.
The thought that my blackmailer was watching, knew what I was doing somehow made the voyeuristic slut act more enthralling and I knew I was going to come soon. I continued to awkwardly rub myself over my skirt which made the climatic bliss take longer, but it was the safest way. Finally a couple of minutes after I started pleasuring myself, my orgasm hit, although thankfully it was a lot less intense than the first one. Again, I had to focus to hold in every sound trying to escape me as I stretched out my legs and quivered in pleasure while the class remained oblivious to me.
My phone vibrated again while simultaneously the toy inside me stopped.
I looked up at Professor Adams who was looking at me this time but thankfully he turned away just as quickly as he wrapped up his lecture.
I ignored the phone, even when it buzzed one more time, until class was dismissed.
I check my messages.
Slut Jessica,
Good girl.
Blackmaster
I looked behind me, but only saw a swarm of students heading out. A few black men were in the crowd, but all were turned away from me.
I returned to my phone and checked my second message. Oddly, I felt disappointed when I saw it was from Ethan.
Lunch?
At Weatherbees?
I quickly typed back sure hoping I would be left alone for the hour, going off campus. I was still mad at him for nagging compulsively to get a blow job in the library, yet I could have said no. I considered telling him my problem, but I really couldn't see how he could help and thought it best to keep it as down low as possible.
We had lunch, he made me laugh (his greatest strength) and I agreed we would fit a movie on the weekend.
I got to my next class just in time. Being Wednesday, I only had one afternoon class and it was a smaller fifteen student tutorial class. We all sat around one big desk and discussed philosophy. Confident my blackmailer was not in class, I relaxed able to concentrate on a class for the first time today. The conversation, like it usually did, got rather heated and I, as usual, listened only giving my opinion when asked. As if living in my own version of Bill Murray's Groundhog Day, the vibrations began during the last half of class. The order that I must come in each class playing in my head, I moved my hand under the table, lifted up my skirt and began rubbing my clit as the constant pulsations buzzed inside me. My orgasm was seconds away when I was interrupted.
"What do you think, Jessica?" Professor Wells asked.
I had tuned out a couple of minutes earlier as the buzzing continued inside me. I stopped rubbing my clit and stammered, "I-I-I don't know."
"Are you OK, Jessica, your face is very flushed," he asked.
"F-f-fine," I struggled to get out without moaning, the egg inside keeping me near the brink of orgasm.
The Professor asked another student and I put my hand back on my clit and closed my legs tightly together. The extra enhanced pressure and rubbing was all it took and my orgasm hit me. "Oooooh God," I whimpered, unable to hold in my pleasure.
Everyone looked at me as I quickly pulled my skirt down and stood up holding my stomach. "Sorry Professor Wells, but I am suddenly not feeling well at all." I quickly scurried out of there praying they thought my odd behaviour was based on the flu or some other sickness. As soon as I was in the hallway the buzzing stopped and I called out, frustrated, "Where are you?"
A couple students looked at me strangely but no one revealed themselves as the man behind the remote control. Frustrated, I went straight back to my room and closed my door.
Three hours later, I received another text from Blackmaster.
Slave Jessica,
If you want the egg out of your slut box go to Allister Hall and wait for someone to come and retrieve it.
Blackmaster
I sighed, but desperate to get the thing out of me so I could focus clearly I quickly headed to Allister Hall. I waited ten minutes with the odd person walking by me, every person a potential accomplice in my blackmailer's scheme. A few times I assumed the person walking towards me was the one, yet they would walk by oblivious to my plight. So, I was quite surprised when it was Professor Allen who walked up to me.
"I see he has something on you too," Professor Allen opened with.
"You too?" I gasped, unable to fathom how my very prim and proper professor could possibly be tangled in this web of sin.
"Yes," she nodded, not seemingly humiliated by it like I was.
"Who is he?" I asked, thinking I finally had an ally.
"You will find out soon enough I imagine," Professor answered, cryptically. "He likes to play games."
"But how did he get yooooooou?" I asked, just as the buzzing returned.
"It is a long story, but long story short I was rather wild in my college days and he somehow found pictures of me in rather compromising situations," she admitted.
"And you didn't fight back?" I asked.
"Are you?" She countered, the first hint of annoyance at our conversation, annoyance of me and not our helpless situation.
"Sorry, Professor," I said, "I didn't mean to insult you."
"It's ok," she shrugged, "Apparently I am here to retrieve something from you."
"A vibrating egg," I whimpered, the buzzing now on full speed.
"And it's in you now, I assume," she said.
"Yes, Professor," I nodded.
"Well, lets go back to my office where it is more discreet," she suggested.
"Okkkk," I moaned, and followed her walking awkwardly as the high speed buzzing was making it hard to walk.
We didn't talk during our long walk to the opposite end of campus. She replied to a text during the walk which I wondered if it was from him. Once in her office, she said, "So how did you end up in this predicament."
"Can we get the egg out fiiiiirst please," I asked, an orgasm beginning to build inside me.
"Sorry, Master insisted you must come first," she said.
Hearing my white Professor call someone Master only made my strange week stranger. I stammered, "M-m-master?"
"Yes, he owns me like I am sure he plans to own you," she said, as if it was a foregone conclusion.
"Can you help me?" I asked.
"Sure," she said, as she ordered, "Lift up your skirt."



"I meant can you help me out of this situation," I replied, stunned that she planned to go down on me.
"Do as you are told, Jessica," she demanded, her tone suddenly shifting from compassionate to authoritative.
I quickly obeyed and she moved to her knees and tugged down my soaking wet panties.
Once they were off, she buried her face in my wet pussy and began licking. Unlike Ethan who couldn't find my erogenous zones ever, Professor Allen knew exactly how to please me.
"Oh God," I whimpered, the instant her tongue made contact with my pussy.
My orgasm already simmering from the egg, it didn't take long to reach a fevered pitch and when I moaned, "I'm close, Professor," she attacked my clit and I grabbed her head and held it in my pussy as my orgasm riddled through me. "Fuuuuck, yeeeees, Professor," I screamed as I closed my eyes and just let the pleasure travel through me.
Finally I let go of her head and she lifted up her skirt, jumping up on her desk, revealing she was not wearing panties and demanded, "Now get over here and return the favor."
Although I was still trembling and the egg was still vibrating, I didn't hesitate as I moved to her desk and moved between my Professor's legs. Her pussy was hairy and as I tried to create a path to her pussy with my tongue her strong sweet scent was perfectly captured in her pubic hair. Although awkward at first, I licked slowly as I got used to the odd hair in my mouth. After a few minutes of licking up and down, her moans got louder and I took her clit in between my lips while I simultaneously slid two fingers inside her wet pussy and searched for her g-spot.
"Oh sweet mother of God," she screamed when I found her g-spot as she wrapped her legs around my head and squeezed them tightly.
I was surprised by the abundance of cum that covered my face as she came from my tongue, lips and fingers.
I continued licking, retrieving her sweet nectar until she pushed me away. Looking down at me she said, "Sorry, I am a flooder."
I laughed, "So I see."
"No one has found my g-spot in a long time," she said, her breathing still erratic.
"I just tried to do what I want done to me," I answered, my face feeling sticky with her cum.
"Well I give you an A on pussy pleasing," she laughed.
"Darn, I was hoping for an A+," I joked, standing up.
"Well we may have to have more one on one sessions for you to earn an A+," she smiled back.
Liking the naughty idea, and realizing how much I had enjoyed pleasing her, I flirted back, "I will do any extra credit needed to get that an A+ Professor Allen."
"Hmmmm...do you want that egg out of you?" She asked, her breathing still erratic.
"Yes, please, I actually feel numb from all the orgasms he has made me have today," I admitted.
My brilliant and pretty Professor fell to her knees and pushed her fingers inside me expertly pulling the still buzzing toy out of my still very wet cunt.
"Thanks," I said, my pussy suddenly feeling empty without the weird shaped toy.
"You are welcome," she smiled, standing back up and surprising me again by kissing me. The kiss was tender and sweet, easily the best kiss I had ever had.
Once she broke the kiss she said, "Well this was a pleasant surprise."
"Agreed," I said, wanting to feel her lips on mine again.
We said goodbye and I walked quickly back to my room praying there would not be another text with yet another task. Thankfully there wasn't. I spent the night head spinning at yet another sexual submission.
5. The one where the cheerleader disciplines me for giving her the wrong number.
The next morning I couldn't get out of bed. The shame of the all the things I had done the past few days riddling me with guilt. Unable to look Professor Allen in the eye, I decided to skip all my classes. Thankfully, the blackmailer left me alone and I spent the day working on my psychology essay.
Of course, just as I thought I was in the clear for the day there was a knock on the door. I instantly decided to ignore it, but that plan was quickly crushed as the female voice from Tuesday threatened, "You have five seconds to open this door or else."
The 'or else' scared me and I quickly went to the door and opened it. Hands on hips, she asked, "Are you going to invite me in or what?"
"Please come in," I offered, not really having a choice.
Walking past me with a backpack on her shoulders she said, "Are you ready for your punishment?"
"Pardon?" I asked, quickly closing the door.
"You need to be disciplined for lying to me," she sighed, taking her backpack off.
Instantly I knew she was talking about the number. I apologized, "I am sorry, but the whole ordeal was pretty stressful and I panicked."
"Oh you will be sorry," she foreshadowed. "Now get undressed."
"Please Tuesday was a mistake," I protested.
Her laugh was harsh. "The only mistake you are making is adding to your punishment by continuing to be disobedient. I thought I made myself pretty fucking clear on Tuesday, I am the Mistress and you are my slave, my cunt-licker, my property."
The verbal assault did two things: humiliated me and got my pussy tingling.
As if reading my mind, she continued, "Fuck you really are a slut. Just being called names got you wet didn't it?"
"N-n-no," I lied.
"Well, tell you what Jessica. If your panties are dry, I will walk out of this room right now, and never bother you again. If they are wet, and we both know they are, you will stop playing fucking games with me and start doing as a good slave does...obey."
I silently cursed myself as I was being given an option, but my body was betraying me. Each submissive term only enhanced the wetness building below.
As she walked to me she asked a few questions each causing my resolve to weaken.
"Is your cunt wet, slut?"
"Did you miss licking my black cunt, lez?"
"Are you craving being on your knees begging to lick my cunt, taste my perfection, and obey like a good white slave?"
Reaching me, she moved her hand inside my comfy sweatpants I was wearing and touched my now soaking wet cunt.
Somehow this only made me more ashamed and yet even more excited...as I became my own oxymoron...good girl and bad, sweet and slutty, nothing anymore was black and white.
"Shit, white girl, is it because you love nigger cunt, or are you just a submissive little slut that only comes from pleasing others?" She asked, rubbing my clit through my wet panties.
A few days ago the answer would have been no and no, yet suddenly the answer wasn't so simple. I loved tasting her last time and obeying her orders and my body was already excited with the anticipation of submitting to her again.
"Get naked, slut," she ordered, as her fingers left my pussy making me feel a rush of disappointment.
Again accepting my fate and again getting turned on by it, I began undressing by removing my top. "You have some nice titties for a white chick," she commented, cupping them in her hand.
"Thank you," I replied, flattered she liked my titties. Did I just refer to my breasts as titties?
As I took of my comfy sweats and panties, strangely not feeling self-conscious like I should, she sat down on my love seat.
Once I was naked, she tapped her lap. I was confused by her expectations, but I went to her.
"Time for your punishment, bad girl, lay yourself over my lap," she explained.
My face instantly went red as I realized she planned to spank me.
"Hurry up, I have to be at practice in half an hour," she said impatiently.
Humiliation again burning through me, I awkwardly put myself across her lap, ass up. Her hands gently caressed my ass causing an instant tingling down below. "How many swats do you think you deserve for your act of disobedience?"
"I-I-I don't know," I stammered nervously.
SMACK!
"I don't know is not a number," she said, a searing pain coursing through my buttocks.
"t-t-three," I replied, hoping for pity.
SMACK!
She laughed, "Is that your final answer."
Tears began streaming down my face as the pain burned. "Seven," I screamed.
"Seven more?" She asked, "Or seven total?"
"Whatever Mistress decides," I answered, not wanting to choose the wrong answer.
"Good answer, my slave," she said, rubbing my ass cheeks which somehow made the pain instantly fade away.
I was just relaxing, happy to have appeased her, when the third and forth slap hit my ass.
SMACK! SMACK!
"Aaaaaaaah," I screamed, surprised by the double punishments, both my ass cheeks simultaneously on fire.
"Ask for more, my nerdy little cunt-licker," she demanded, again massaging my ass.
Asking for such a thing was absurd and yet obeying somehow turned me on. "Mistress, may I please have another."
"Another what?" She asked, pushing me further.
"May I have another slap on my ass," I requested.
"On your white ass?" She questioned.
"Yes, Mistress, on my white ass," I agreed.
SMACK!
I let out another yelp.
SMACK!
I screamed as the pain seared through me, yet incomprehensibly I felt pussy juice leak out of me.
"Shit you really are one nasty slut. Are you leaking on me from having your white ass spanked?" She asked clearly amused.
"Yes, Mistress," I admitted, mortified by my own body's weakness.
"Maybe I should spank you to orgasm," she said.
The idea seemed ludicrous and yet I wondered briefly if I could come from it.
SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!
The triple onslaught on my ass had me screaming and moaning, sounding like a wounded cow, as my pussy burned with pleasure as my ass burned with pain.
"Does my slut need to come?" She asked.
"God yes," I whimpered, suddenly realizing jut how badly I indeed did need to.
"Stand up!" She ordered.
I obeyed which caused a new searing pain on my red ass.
"Straddle my leg," she instructed.
I eagerly did.
"Fuck yourself," she demanded, amused.
Pride long washed away, I instantly began rubbing my pussy, back and forth on her leg. The wetter I got, the better it felt and the more the pain on my rear dissipated.
"Tell me what you are," she demanded.
"A slave," I moaned, my orgasm close.
"To who," she asked.
"To you," I answered without hesitation, her power over me undeniable.
"To all niggers," she declared.
I had never used the 'N' word, but I did for the first time as my orgasm hit hard. "Yes, Mistress, I am a slaaaaaave to you, to my blackmailer and to aaaaaaall niggers. I am your white sluuuuuuut."
My cum flooded out of me and onto her leg as I continued rubbing myself like some cheap whore.
Finally opening my eyes, I saw she had her phone pointed at me, assumedly filming me. "Tell the camera who you are."
No longer worried about my dignity or reputation, I answered, "My name is Jessica and I am an owned white slave for any nigger who wants to use me."
Just saying the words that should have humiliated me instead sent another gush of cum out of me.
"Fuck that got me hot, slut. Now get me off," she demanded.
I quickly, got off her leg, my cunt sticking to her, and fell between her legs. I buried myself in between her chocolate perfection and eagerly licked her. She too was wet and it didn't take long before her moans increased exponentially. "Keep licking slave," she moaned loudly and seconds later my face was covered by her excessive pussy juice.
I continued slowly licking until she stood up, pushed down her skirt and said, "Saturday is going to be a lot of fun, slut."
"My eyes went big as I asked, "What is Saturday?"
"The day after Friday," she answered going to the door.
Reaching the door, she turned and said, "Be ready at five."
"Yes, Mistress," I agreed, with no idea what she planned.
"Your outfit will be in your locker by lunch on Saturday," she said, before leaving me alone.
In the bubble bath five minutes later, tears streamed down my face as I tried to heal my ass. Why did I so easily succumb to any order given? Why did it turn me on? Why couldn't I stand up for myself?
Unable to fathom what was becoming of me, I soaked in the bath for an eternity dreading tomorrow and the day after and the day after that.

6. The one where I finally feel what it is like to be fucked by a real man...or men...or twice...
I decided to go to classes again and Professor Allen gave me a slight nod, but otherwise class went along as usual.
Like yesterday, I was left alone for the day until the text came while I was returning to my room.
Slave Jessica
Are you hungry for some big black cock?
Blackmaster
Eight words and my pussy was instantly wet. Eight words and any resolve I had for standing up for myself faded. Eight words and I craved the cock I had sucked a few days ago.
Without really thinking, without realizing until later that I was not being blackmailed at this moment, I responded, quickly.
Blackmaster
I am famished!
Slave Jessica
A couple of minutes later, while I waited with eager anticipation, he responded.
Are you ready to meet your Master?
I quickly answered back, my pussy already on fire with the thought of his big cock fucking me.
Yes, Master!
I got overly frustrated when he didn't respond quickly. Although I knew it was wrong, I suddenly couldn't help but want to submit to my blackmailer. His big cock flashed back in my head as I recalled how long, thick and black it was. Yet as I waited for his response, like a girl waiting by the phone for a guy to call, I realized just how insipid I had become. I was not some whore who needed to wait for a man...especially a black stranger who had blackmailed me into sucking his cock, attempted to humiliate me in my classes with the egg and assumedly set up my lesbian encounters with both the still unnamed cheerleader and Professor Allen.
Yet as soon as my phone buzzed alerting me I had a text I quickly checked it.
Dirty white whore
Same place as last time...
NOW!!!
Blackmaster
Here was my chance. Don't go. Make a statement that I was not a weak woman who submitted sexually like a cheap slut. Here was my opportunity to say fuck it...send the pictures or video out to the world. Yet, as my mind smiled inside at the great potential of regaining my life, my legs were already walking to the football stadium. I told myself it was because I was being blackmailed and didn't want to shame my family, yet that was only part of the reality. As much as I wanted to adamantly deny it, the truth was I got off being told what to do.
I arrived at the field where players seemed to just be taking the field for practice. I again considered turning around and running like hell, yet like every other brief moment of clarity and hardened resolve, I chickened out and continued to obey.
Soon I was at the door that started it all. I paused knowing this was just another step down my journey of humiliation, yet the wetness in my panties was evidence of what I wanted. I pushed open the door and entered the boy's washroom. Leaning on the edge of the sink was a hot six foot four, bald, and muscularly built black man that could easily crush me with his bare hands.
He smiled and said, "Glad you could make it Jessica."
I didn't know what to say. What does one say when finally coming face to face with the blackmailer that had verbally and sexually used you.
"Do you want my cock in your mouth or cunt?" He asked, his casual demeanour throwing me even more.
Again, I didn't know what to say even as my pussy screamed 'pick me, pick me.'
He laughed. "I am trying to be a gentleman here Jessica. If I make the decision, I am going to fuck your ass."
My eyes went wide and before I could even process a rational thought I blurted out, "My pussy."
"You mean your cunt, don't you?" He asked, smugly.
Using dirty words used to disgust me, yet hearing him say it only turned me on more. Deciding to try and shock him, my sudden need to be fucked and come taking over, I replied, as I walked over to him, my voice trying to be sultry, "Yes, I want your big black cock to fuck my tight white cunt."
I thought I would surprise him, but his face made no recognizable shift as he asked, "You are ready to serve me unconditional slave?"
I reached him and without instruction fell to my knees. Looking up from my submissive position, which for some reason seemed so natural, I said, "Yes, Master, your slave is ready to be used as you wish."
"Get me ready, slut," he demanded, his voice firm, which I found undeniably sexy.
I unbuckled his belt, unzipped his pants and tugged them down. The large bulge in his pants had my mouth watering and light headed as I prepared to willingly please him.
I pulled his boxers down and his large cock sprang to attention right in my face. I didn't even finish removing his boxers as I took his stiff rod in my hands. It seemed huge in the glory hole, but in my small white hands and no cold restrictive barrier between us it seemed mammoth. I couldn't fathom anyway it could possibly fit inside my yearning cunt.
"Stop admiring it and get sucking, cocksucker," he ordered.
Again I used to hate sucking cock, and would have been mortified to be called a cocksucker, yet now I craved his cock between my lips and the name calling only seemed to enhance the thrill of submission.
I took his cock in my mouth and a chill went up my spine as his warm cock created even more sensations of eager obedience in me. I slowly got accustomed to his large cock in my mouth trying to get more of it in me. I wanted to hear him moan because of me. I wanted to hear him call me names and tell me I was his. I wanted to please him like no other cocksucker ever had. The thoughts were ridiculous but for some reason as soon as my pussy got wet, my moral fibre shut off and I turned into a cock hungry, or cunt hungry, slut whose only purpose was sexually pleasure. It made no rational sense, yet logic too faded in these brief moments of utter sexual submission.
Each dirty comment only enhanced my eagerness and he seemed to know it as he peppered me with an onslaught of verbal humiliations:
"You love nigger cock, don't you?"
"Fuck you are a good little cocksucker."
'I bet you love my big black cock a lot more than that white toothpick your boyfriend has."
"Good pet, get more of my cock in that slut mouth of yours."
"I can't wait to see you munching cunt this weekend."
"That's it slave make your Black Master proud."
Incredibly I could feel the complete dampness in my panties as he spoke...each word getting me hotter and hotter. Finally, he pulled out and asked. "Ready to get fucked?"
"God yes," I admitted, hornier than I had ever been.
"Bend over the sink, slut," he demanded.
I quickly stood up and obeyed.
Lifting up my skirt, he sighed, "Why are you wearing panties?"
"I don't know," was my lame response.
"Do slutty cock whores wear panties?" He asked, as he tugged them down roughly.
"No," I said ashamed not because of the name calling but because I had disappointed him.
"Will you wear panties again?" He asked.
"No, Master," I quickly replied, loving the way the word 'Master' flowed off my tongue.
"Good, slave," he said, slapping my ass. "Now beg for my cock and be convincing. There are dozens of white sluts who would line up for this chocolate stick."
Suddenly jealous of any girl who may replace me I begged like someone whose life depended on keeping their Master happy. "Oh please fuck me with your big cock. I want to feel what it feels to be fucked by a real man, a real cock. Use me as your slave, your white whore, fuck me like the dirty fuck toy I am. Pound my cunt with your big black coooooooock," I screamed, as he slammed his cock fully into me.
The pleasure was amazing even as a dull pain hit me as he filled me way deeper than Ethan or any of my toys ever had. He lingered deep in me, his hands on my waist, his body pressed firmly against mine.



"You like that, Jessica?" He asked, whispering into my ear.
I trembled as his hot breath hit my ear and neck. "Y-y-yeeeeees."
"What are you?" He asked, licking the back of my neck.
"Your slut," I moaned.
"What else?" He questioned, gently moving his lips to the side of my neck.
"Your slave, your pet, your whore, your plaything, your fuck toy, your cocksucker," I listed trying not to miss any possible answer that might delay his fucking me.
"Good," he said, biting my neck. "But you are missing one more."
I wracked my brain trying to figure out what he was looking for as he continued sucking on my neck like a vacuum. This only distracted me more, as did a flinching in my cunt as he seemed to flick his cock. Finally, clarity hit and I knew exactly what he wanted to hear. "Please fuck me, Master, make me a nigger lover."
Like saying the magic word that opened Aladdin's cave and all its treasure, I was instantly rewarded for my right answer as he began slowly pumping in and out of my needy cunt.
"Shit, your cunt is tight," he groaned.
"Oh god yes," I babbled, the sensations of his cock inside me unlike anything I had ever felt before.
"Does white boy get you off with his tooth pick!" He asked as he began pumping his cock faster into me.
"Nooooo, I have never come from seeeeeex," I admitted.
"Well that is about to change slut," he predicted.
"Oh yes," I moaned.
For a couple of minutes he continued fucking me until he said, "Time to come, whore," and began slamming his whole body at me, his cock reaching even new depths inside my fiery box.
"Oh my God, Maaaaaster," I bellowed, feeling a growing crescendo in my body that I had never felt during sex. I begged, "Harder, fuck me haaaaarder."
"I'm going to shoot my cum deep in you slave," he announced.
My eyes went big. I wasn't on the pill and Ethan either wore a condom or pulled out. I pleaded, "Please not in me."
"If you ever want my cock in your slut hole again you will beg me to full your white box with my dominant seed," he demanded as he continued hard deep thrusts inside me.
The thought of never feeling his cock in me again was impossible to imagine and even though I was petrified of getting pregnant, a fear born from the fact that mom got pregnant young as did my grandmother, I had been excessively cautious. Yet, caution flew into the wind as the saying goes as I heard myself say, "Come in me Master, use meeee as your personaaaal cum bucket." Even after hearing myself say the words I couldn't believe they had left my mouth. I also couldn't believe how after saying them I was dying to know what it felt like to have my pussy filled with cum which somehow enhanced my building orgasm.
His breathing was getting heavier, my moans louder and somehow the quake of euphoria, occurred simultaneously as he exploded his dominant seed deep inside me. "Oh shit, I'm cooooooming," I screamed, as the greatest sexual bliss of my life washed over me.
I felt his seed shoot into me and couldn't believe the euphoric pleasure I had been missing all these years. I just held on for dear life as my body gave into the pure pleasure of my orgasm as he remained motionless with his cock still buried deep in me.
For a minute, there was just silence as he allowed my orgasm to run its course through my very being. Eventually he pulled out and without an order, I just knew what I was expected to do, what I wanted to do.
I turned around, fell to my knees and took his still mostly hard cock in my mouth. The mixture of his and my cum on his cock was unexplainably unique in taste and the thought of tasting myself turned me on. As I cleaned his cock, I could feel his cum leaking out of my pussy.
Finally, he said, pulling his cock out of my mouth, "I would love to go for round two and there is one more hole for me to break in, but I have practice in a few minutes."
He began getting dressed, my lust now satisfied I gained clarity of what I had just done, that I had let him come in my unprotected womb came flashing into my head.
I tried to hide my sudden anxiety as he said, "Slut, I expect you at my dorm room at exactly eight o'clock tonight. I will text you the room number. Also, you will wear the outfit I left for you in our usual locker, is that understood?"
"Of course, Master," I replied, even as my head screamed, 'you might be pregnant, you might be pregnant.'
"Good slut. Also, if you don't want a black baby to take home for daddy to see, you may want to make sure you are protected. Me and the boys don't wear condoms."
The words 'me and the boys' added to the growing anxiety filling me as I nodded in the affirmative.
"See you tonight, Jessica," he said, as he left me on the floor with cum leaking out of me and my mind spinning. Using my name after all the derogatory terms was a quick reminder that brought me back to reality.
I quickly stood up and hurried out, even as cum slowly leaked out if me, as (damn it I don't know his name either) Master took my panties with him.
Like every other time, as I walked back to my room I tried to figure out my doppelgänger personality, but came up mystified and growingly weaker in my ability to even pretend to resist.

7. The one where I am dressed like a two-bit whore and am shared by his poker buddies
Checking my watch, I headed to a free medical clinic to get protection , the fear of getting pregnant looming over me. Yet as I waited my turn, the thought of my blackmailer's big cock had me thinking about tonight and my pussy getting wet. I tried desperately to get his cock out of my head, but it wouldn't go away. I had no idea what he had planned for me and that scared the crap out of me, even as my pussy tingled with hopeful anticipation.
On my way home, I stopped at the locker and grabbed what was obviously a maid's outfit. I quickly put it in my backpack scared others would see. I returned to my room my anxiety again on the rise.
I checked my phone and again ignored the twelve texts from Ethan and for some unexplainable reason I was disappointed there was none from my blackmailer. I nervously watched the clock as both my anxiety and excitement grew at what he had planned for me tonight. The thought of his cock in me again had me wet, yet the thought that others may see me with him was a whole different matter.
A text finally came at 7:30:
Slave Jessica
Room 239.
DO NOT BE LATE!
Blackmaster
P.S.: No underwear of any sorts...WHITE SLUTS LIKE U DON'T NEED SUCH RESTRICTIVE CLOTHING
Reading the capitalized words again sent an obedient shiver through my body. For some reason obeying him turned me on. I was beginning to crave his orders, or hers for that matter but to a lesser degree. I wanted to please him; I wanted to be told what to do; I wanted to be his submissive pet. Even as I thought these things, I realized how foolish the thoughts were. I am an adult; a woman of the new millennium...I should be able to control my hormones...yet...there I was in my room putting on the very revealing and slutty maid's outfit. The skirt was so short that the whole top of the black fishnet stockings were in clear view. The white blouse was so tight that if my nipples got hard, which they do very easily, they would easily protrude out of the tight thin white tight fabric.
Looking in the mirror, once dressed, I knew what any logical self-respecting woman would do...change and refuse to obey the orders of a blackmailing stranger. Yet, I found myself grabbing my long dress coat that I had only used for fall weddings and after covering myself up, I was walking to my unknown destiny (although I am not sure destiny is what others would call it).
I arrived early and after taking a deep breath I knocked on the door.
"Come in slut," the voice called out.
I quickly entered and closed the door, my cheeks going red that anyone in the, thankfully empty, hallway might hear.
I was soon face to face with my blackmailer. He was sitting on the couch, my other blackmailer in her cheerleader's outfit, was on her knees between his legs bobbing up and down.
First reactions to moments always tell you a lot about yourself and my immediate reaction was one of jealousy. I wanted to be the one sucking his cock. It should have been anger at the reality that these two had completely humiliated and used me all week.
"Go do the dishes," he ordered, as if he wasn't getting head right in front of me.
Shame again burned in me, but I began going to his small kitchenette.
"You forgot something," he said.
I turned to look at him, my gaze lowering to his big cock that appeared and disappeared completely, my female manipulator a magician it seemed.
"How do you address me, slut?" He asked.
"Sorry, Master," I apologized, another shade of red compounding my already red cheeks.
"Don't let it happen again," he said firmly, his tone implying he meant it.
"Yes, Master," I nodded and turned to the menial task.
I washed dishes for a couple of minutes before he got animated. "That's it, Miranda, keep deep throating me, baby."
Finally I learned the name of the woman who had blackmailed me into eating her pussy.
A moment later, as I mentally wished it was me hungrily bobbing on his thick rod, I heard him grunt, "Here it comes, oh yes, shit, yeeeees."
My pussy tingled with the thought of his cum shooting into my mouth and sliding down my throat.
As I stood at the sink in a daze, I felt a hand on my shoulders as I was spun around like a rag doll. Miranda kissed me hard and as my mouth opened I felt Master's salty seed transferred from her to me. The act was naughty and only made me wetter as I eagerly savoured his taste.
The kiss lasted only a minute, if that, but it was enough to make my pussy burn. When she broke the kiss she smiled and said, "Enjoy that slut?"
"Yes, Mistress," I honestly replied, back into full submission mode as soon as my pussy's pilot light was lit.
"Good girl," she purred, as her hand went to my wet pussy lips. "Shit Bubba, our slut is already revved up and ready to go."
'My blackmailer's name is Bubba; Bubba, really?'
"Good," he said, standing up and walking towards us as he buckled his belt. "She is in for a very fun night."
"That she is," Miranda smiled as her finger parted my pussy lips, her fingertip teasing close to penetrating me.
I held my breath waiting for her to slip her finger in me, but instead she turned and kissed Bubba. Distracted and frustrated, I returned to finishing the dishes.
"Have fun," Miranda said as she squeezed my ass.
"Thanks," I replied, having no idea what was in store for me.
She left and Bubba said, "I'm going to have a shower before the boys get here. Finish the dishes, make an appetizer plate from the food in the fridge and then wait by the bathroom door on your knees."
"Yes, Master," I replied without hesitation even though the tasks were menial, the thought of waiting for him at the door not humiliating but exciting.
Fifteen minutes later, I was on my knees waiting for him. I waited another ten before he came out his flaccid cock still bigger than Ethan's fully erect cock. He smiled looking down at me and walked past me to his room as he chuckled, "Sorry cocksucker, you are going to have to work for it tonight."
I was confused as I sat there on my knees unsure what to do until there was a knock at the door.
"Go get the door," he demanded from another room.
Anxiety came crashing through me as I realized the obvious, that others were going to see me dressed as a slutty maid. With trepidation, I stood up and walked to the door and paused.
A second knock occurred and Bubba bellowed, "Get the fucking door, slut!"
I opened the door and was greeted by two big, although smaller than Bubba, black men.
"Nice," the first one said as he walked past me.
The second concurred, "Bubba, you really outdid yourself this time."
Strangely I was being treated like a piece of meat and yet their comments flattered me.
I closed the door and doing my assumed maid role I asked, "May I get you a drink?"
"Priceless, where does Bubba find girls like you?" the second black man asked.
I didn't know what to say so remained silent.
The other man said, "I'll take a beer, sweet cheeks."
"As will I," the other guy added.
I quickly left and grabbed them their beers as there was another knock at the door. I brought the beers to the two men and grabbed the door.
Opening it I was looking at the largest black man I had ever seen. He was easily three hundred pounds. "Hi, my lady," he acknowledged before entering.
Bubba's face echoed from behind, "Joe, ready to lose your money."
"Last time was luck," Joe responded.
"What about the dozen times before that," Bubba joked as he shook the huge man's hand. Turning to me, he said, "a beer for Joe and a double whiskey for me."
"Yes, sir," I replied. He gave me a glare that made a chill go up my spine. "I mean, yes, Master."
"Better, but for being such a bad girl, you can crawl to the kitchen," Bubba instructed.
I fell to the ground and obediently crawled as I felt all four men's eyes on me, which oddly turned me on.
"Fuck, she is the cutest piece of ass yet," Joe said.
"We will find out just how great a piece of ass she is soon," Bubba said with a chuckle, just before I reached the kitchen.
When I returned with the drinks, the four men were at the table and Bubba was shuffling cards. "Jessica, this is Joe, Kyle and Omar."
"Hi," I said trying to act as if it was natural for a girl to be dressed like a slutty maid for four black men.
"My slut, every time one person wins three hands they get to spin the wheel and whatever it lands on they get to do to you, is that understood?" Bubba explained.
"Yes, Master," I agreed as I looked at the wheel that was originally a crown and ankers wheel for some poker game. The options were shocking and had my pussy burning, my mouth watering and my ass clenching shut. The options were:
Blow job under the table
Titty fuck
Pussy licking
Cunt filled
Ass drilled
Winners' choice
Hand job
Kinky shit: Fist fuck or DP fun two-cock one hole
I let out a gasp as I saw the options, especially the kinky shit options. Looking at Joe's massive hand the fist fuck had me fearing being ripped apart, DP fun had me slightly curious yet scared, while two-cock one hole confused me.
As I served drinks, I watched the game with intense interest knowing what the prize was...me. Luckily, early fate was on my side as each of the four men won one hand each. After Bubba won a second hand, Joe won back-to-back hands and I waited in anxious excitement and fear as he stood up and spun the wheel.
The wheel spun and spun, before finally beginning to slow down. I winced as it slowed down on 'kinky shit'. Thankfully, it moved past it and landed on 'blow job under the table'.
Bubba instructed, "Slut, crawl under the table and suck our big boy. Take your time though; he isn't to come until someone else gets three victories."
"Of course, Master," I agreed, moving to the large man, unbuckling his belt, pulling down his pants and underwear before crawling under the table.
He sat down and slid his chair back under the table. I leaned forward in my cramped space and took his semi-erect, thankful to learn not all black men had large cocks, his dick, finally hard in my mouth after a minute or two, barely five inches.
I don't know how long I slowly bobbed back and forth on Joe's small cock. It wasn't overly appealing as Joe's body odour was rather unpleasant. Also, I was in very cramped quarters, I had been kicked a few times and my knees were beginning to get sore.
Finally, I am guessing over half an hour had past when one of the voices said, "Yes, that is three."
"Get him off, slut," I heard Bubba say. Strangely thrilled by the order, I shifted from slow paced, to hungry cocksucker. As expected it didn't take long to get him revved up and a minute, give or take, and I felt a full load of cum spray in my mouth and glide down my throat smoothly. Surprisingly, his salty seed was very fulfilling after the long time with his cock in my mouth.
I heard the spinning of the wheel and crawled out from underneath the table, thankful to be off my knees. Standing up, I looked at the wheel and saw it pointed at cunt filled. Smiling was Omar already pulling off his jeans.
Bubba said, "Well lets take a break while Omar takes his prize."
Joe chuckled, "This is the best reality show ever."
Bubba laughed back, "I should film this as a reality show. You imagine the money we could make."
My eyes went wide at the thought, as Omar, his eight inch cock already stiff and ready to go, said, "Bend over the table, whore."
"Yes, sir," I replied, moving to him and bending over the table they were just playing cards on.
Pulling up my skirt, he grunted, "No underwear, nice."
I felt his cock rubbing around my pussy, accidentally teasing me, as he searched for my opening. Finally finding it, he slid in and his cock easily filled me.
Loving being filled by big cock, especially it seemed big black cock, I moaned, "Yes, fuck me with that big black cock." Saying the words only enhanced my own eagerness to submit.
The next couple of minutes he slammed into me, fucking me hard, fast and deep. Joe and Bubba returned with beers in hand, talked sports as they watched Omar fuck me.
Joe finally asked, "Where did you find this one?"
"The library," Bubba answered.
It hurt to hear the implication that he often did this, yet the cock pounding my pussy didn't give me time to really think about it.
"Shit man, she is the hottest little white whore you have recruited yet," Joe said.
Being talked about like I wasn't there should have been offensive, yet learning I was the hottest little white whore perversely turned me on and made me proud.
"And eager as hell," Bubba laughed, watching me get fucked, my moans getting louder as my orgasm began bubbling to the surface.
A couple more minutes of hardcore fucking and my breathing was getting erratic and my orgasm was close when Bubba said, "Shoot your load in her Omar, it's time to get playing again."
Omar grunted, "I'm close."
"Me tooooo," I moaned, knowing that the moment I felt his cum spray in me I too would come.
"Here it comes, sluuuuut," he announced, and I felt his cum explode inside me.
He kept pumping his cock in and out of my cunt as my own orgasm was triggered by his. I kept my eyes closed, self-conscious that I was bring watched by others while I was being fucked like a cheap slut.
Eventually, he pulled his cock out of my pussy and a gush of his and my cum leaked out of me and down my leg.
"Slut, go get Omar a drink," Bubba ordered.
"Of course, Master," I agreed, walking away my orgasm still trembling and cum leaking out of me.
In the kitchen, I quickly wiped myself off and grabbed a drink for the man who had just fucked me. I handed him a beer as Bubba dealt the cards for the next round of poker.
Forty minutes went by as they talked about football, other sluts they were fucking and played the odd hand of poker. Again Joe was the first to get two wins, but this time Bubba, Omar and Kyle also got two wins and it was obvious the winner of the next hand got me.
"Well slut, it looks like the winner of the next hand gets playtime with you," Bubba announced.
Trying to look sultry and game, I replied, "I can't wait."
"I bet you can't," Kyle said chuckling softly as he grabbed my ass.
"Don't be touching the prize until it's yours," Bubba said, grabbing my ass as well.
The hand got intense it seemed to me as each of the men knew the winner won more than just the hand. Finally, Bubba won the hand, beating Kyle.
"Fuck," Kyle cursed, clearly pissed to lose the hand.



"You always give away when you are bluffing," Bubba chuckled as he stood up.
"I do not," Kyle protested.
"No, I am just making it up," Bubba sarcastically quipped back as he spun the wheel.
I watched the wheel spin with excitement, hungry to feel his cock in me. It eventually landed on hand job. Bubba shrugged and spun again as he said, "I don't think so."
The guys laughed and I watched as it slowed down and stopped on winner's choice.
"You guys want to play more cards or is it time for a little gangbang?" Bubba asked.
The three guys were already getting undressed in lieu of an answer. I joked, officially the slut he had turned me in to, looking at their cocks, "I am not sure it is going to be a little gangbang."
Bubba laughed, "Isn't that the truth."
"Kyle go sit on the couch," Bubba instructed, which he quickly did.
"Slut, go straddle his cock," Bubba ordered.
I obeyed, sheepishly, as I climbed on top of Kyle and lowered my very wet pussy onto his eight-inch cock.
Bubba grabbed a bottle from the table and said, "Joe, you want to be her first ass fuck?"
My eyes went big as I realized Bubba's intent.
"Fuck, yes," Joe said, eagerly.
Omar chuckled, "Bubba would kill her with his snake."
Bubba laughed, "Just need to prepare her for it with your guys' tiny peckers."
"Fuck off," Joe quipped, as he moved behind me.
I felt cold liquid on my ass cheeks and a moment later the head of Bubba's cock pushing against my back door.
Bubba warned, "Relax, slut. This will burn at first, but soon you will be begging for your ass to be fucked."
I winced as I felt Joe's cock slowly break through my virgin ass.
A second later, Omar's cock was in front of my face, I opened my mouth and took it between my lips.
Slowly, my ass was widened and filled, the burning pain so sharp I would have screamed if my mouth hadn't been full of cock.
"Just let it simmer," Bubba instructed, his hand rubbing my back gently, an act of affection that warmed me even as he allowed his three friends to fill all three of my holes.
I moaned on Omar's cock in response as I slowly moved back and forth on his cock.
I felt Joe's body against mine, thankful that he was now completely in my ass as I wasn't sure I could take much more.
I couldn't believe all three of my holes were filled. I never felt so dirty, so slutty and so fucking good. I just let the old me go and allowed myself to be the pleasure vessel to all three cocks. The two in my pussy and ass filled me so completely, I thought I may tear apart and yet the pleasure began to build with each thrust inside my ass.
I don't know how long I was triple teamed, and I was so delirious with pleasure that I never heard the door open, but I wasn't overly surprised to hear Miranda's voice. "Holy shit, that was quick."
Bubba laughed, "We have a winner for biggest submissive white slut."
"She really has," Miranda laughed.
"Wow!" Another female voice said, although with a cock in my mouth, I really could not see anything but black pubic hair, skin and cock.
I should have been embarrassed, but the three cocks inside me and the past few days of humiliation, I accepted what I was...a slut for black cock...and pussy. As I thought this, I heard Omar say, "I'm coming, slut," and felt his cum slide in my mouth and down my throat. swallowing it easily, like a good slut.
"Hi, slut," Miranda smiled, lifting up her skirt.
"Hi, Mistress," I robotically replied.
"Still hungry?" she asked, as she placed her pussy in my face.
"Always, Mistress," I answered, extending my tongue and beginning to lick just as I felt cum fill my ass. The feeling was undeniable, completely unlike the sensation of having my cunt filled, yet equally enthralling, as my orgasm began to rise.
As soon as Joe slid out of my ass, I could feel cum leaking out and suddenly felt empty. The emptiness didn't last long before I felt hands on my hips and Bubba saying, "Thanks for prepping her for me, tiny."
"I got her ass first," Joe shrugged, "You're getting my sloppy seconds."
"Well, once I am done with her, see won't even feel your cock in her ass," Bubba laughed, as I felt more lube on my ass. The reality that Bubba was going to put his massive cock in my ass had my eyes go big. I barely could take all of Joe's cock in my ass, and Bubba was much bigger both in length and girth.
"Relax, slut, here comes a real cock," Bubba instructed, as he pushed forward.
"Holy fuuuuuck," I screamed into Miranda's cunt, the pain as he widened my ass stretching it beyond reason.
"Don't tighten up, slut, it will only make it hurt worse," Bubba warned, as he slowly push forward ignoring the clear attempt at rejection from my ass.
"Is she tight?" Miranda asked.
Bubba laughed, "I am not sure I will be able to pull out it is so snug."
"That won't be the case for long," Miranda quipped.
Bubba laughed, vibrations tingling in my ass, as he retorted, "Isn't that the truth?"
I just kept licking, trying to ignore the searing pain that wasn't fading away like when Joe was inside my ass.
Finally, Bubba said, no longer invading my ass, "Let's get you used to me, my slut."
The pain continued, but the sharpness dulled, as both cocks in me just filled me, neither moving. All the while I continued slowly licking Miranda's cunt.
Miranda asked, "Ready to become a nigger ass slut, Jessica?"
It was weird to hear my name, getting used to the belittling names, yet oddly, even though the pain was still lingering, I answered, "Yes, Mistress, I want to be a good ass slut."
"Fuck her ass, Bubba," Miranda ordered.
"Yes, Mistress," he answered, although his tone implied he was mocking me.
He began to slowly move his cock in and out of my ass, a new pain burning through me, even as a new pleasure hit as well.
"The shift is beginning isn't it, my slut," Bubba questioned.
"Whaaaaat?" I asked, unsure what he meant.
"The pain is still there, but a new pleasure is beginning to grow, isn't there ass slut?" Bubba clarified.
"Yeeeesssssss," I agreed, because that was exactly what was happening.
"She is insatiable," Miranda purred, grabbing my head and pulling my face her deeper into her cunt.
Bubba continued slowly, moving back and forth, each forward thrust going a little deeper inside me, reaching new depths that seemed impossibly impenetrable. Suddenly, I was determined to take all of him. To feel Bubba's body slamming into me, to take all ten inches of his mammoth black python in my ass, wanting to become the nigger ass slut they wanted me to be, so I begged, "Oh God fuck my ass harder. Fill me with your big fucking nigger cock."
"You like that don't you, you fucking white whore," Bubba grunted, as he grabbed my pigtails with his hands and pounded me deeper than was humanly possible.
"Fuuuuuuuuck," I screamed, as my face bounced into Miranda's wet pussy, the cock in my cunt bucked up into me meeting Bubba's powerful thrusts the double fucking sensation creating a pain-pleasure principal and stirrings inside me that were driving me wild with lust. I was simply a conduit for their pleasure and conversely they were a conduit for mine.
"Get back to licking slut", the beautiful black cheerleader demanded as she grabbed my head and shoved it deep into her wetness.
"Yes, Mistress," I mumbled, as I attempted to lick the best I could as I was being used so roughly.
A few minutes passed by my orgasm continuing to bubble just below the surface, a volcano close to an eruption and it exploded out of nowhere when I felt Bubba's whole body meet mine as I took all his cock in my ass. "Fuuuuuuuuck, shiiiiiiiiiit, oooooooh, mmmmmmmmy, God, fuck, fuck, fuck, yeeeeeessss," I mumbled as my orgasm, the greatest in my life, cascaded through me causing every nerve in my body to quiver.
"You came before me, slut," Bubba said, yanking on my pigtails, as he continued thrusting forcefully in my ass.
"Come in her ass, baby," Miranda purred, as she held my face deep in her cunt.
I continued licking the best I could, distracted by the never-ending orgasm, an earthquake that seemed to have tremor after tremor.
I felt cum fill my pussy, as Kyle finally came after forty minutes in my cunt and moments later I felt Bubba's hands squeeze my ass, grunt and fill my ass with his cum.
"Yeeeees, fill my ass with your dominant seed," I screamed, loving the feeling of cum squirting in my ass.
Miranda grabbed my head again and began rubbing her cunt on my face as she said, "I'm close to cunt-licker." I tried licking, but focused more on breathing as she roughly used my face for her own pleasure.
Eventually, Bubba pulled out of my ass, Miranda let go of my head and I fell onto my side, completely worn out, with cum leaking from my pussy and ass. I never felt more sexually satisfied or worn out as I was right then. My body and mind past exhaustion, I closed my eyes and began drifting into slumber completely content with what I had become.
THE END
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LIKE MOMMY, LIKE DAUGHTER
1. SOMEBODY THAT I USED TO SERVE
Sandra didn't recognize the number on the cell, but she answered it anyway. "Hello?"
"Hi, slut, isn't today your daughter's eighteenth birthday?"
In one instant everything changed. Sandra had spent the last eighteen years protecting her daughter from her dark nasty past, from the dominant woman on the phone, but in the blink of an eye everything had caught up with her.
Sandra stammered, still praying she was wrong, "M-M-Mariah, is that you?"
"Shouldn't it still be Mistress Mariah to you, my long-lost slut?" the voice on the phone corrected her abruptly. Even over the phone her tone rattled Sandra, bringing back emotions from times long buried.
I mustn't give her that! But... Sandra looked around to make sure her daughter wasn't nearby before whispering, "Hi, Mistress Mariah."
Sandra hadn't seen Mariah in just under eighteen years. Sandra had known she had to break free from the life-controlling power Mariah had exercised over her throughout her college years. The power that had reached its pinnacle when Sandra, eight months pregnant, while bound and being fucked in the ass by Mariah's big strap-on, had promised Mariah that she would give her Mistress full control of the daughter she was going to give birth to. It was a ridiculous promise, but Sandra had been a completely obedient sub back then. She would do anything to please her Mistress... ANYTHING. Christ, Sandra had even gotten pregnant at a sperm bank a month after Mariah had learned she was pregnant, just so they could raise their children together. It was ridiculous, so one night, Sandra fearing for the future of her soon-to-be-born child, just up and disappeared, created a new identity for herself and her child in another country... Canada.
"Hi, slut. Miss me?" Mariah asked, her tone playful. Well, playful in the way a cat is with a mouse.
Sandra thought to herself how much she hated her past reliance on Mariah for all her sexual needs and the humiliation that always went with it all those years ago.
Plus, the true reality that she had denied all these years which was she hadn't remotely been sexually fulfilled since those wild submissive days when she a mindless slave to her college roommate.
"What, slut? The thought of my pussy got you tongue tied?" Mariah snapped sarcastically.
"Sorry, I'm just really surprised to hear from you." Sandra said, her head spinning with all the potential threats to her orderly life that flooded into her thoughts with this phone call, even as her pussy dampened uncontrollably.
Sandra flashed back:
Images of being on my knees between Mariah's legs while my Mistress wrote essays, while she watched TV and even once under a crowded table at a charity fund raiser meeting, flooding back to my mind and to my cunt.
"Well, I suppose your surprise is understandable since you did run away from me," Mariah pointed out, not condoning but stating a fact.
"I had to," Sandra replied, determined to be strong.
Sandra flashed back:
Mariah telling me how her child would eventually become my Mistress when she was old enough, (she knew she was having a girl), while she would become my daughter's Mistress (I too had learned I was going to have a girl).
"Why?" Mariah asked, although her tone implied she knew.
"To protect Kelly," Sandra replied, still determined to stand strong.
"From what?" the Mistress asked, innocently.
"From becoming like me," Sandra admitted.
Sandra flashed back:
To my freshman year, much of which I had spent sleeping and even doing homework in a dog house in my own room while training to be Mariah's perfectly obedient pet. We were living together in a rather upscale dorm, where instead of sharing just a room, we had an actual suite, with a small sitting room just off the common hallway where our desks and a sofa were, a bedroom for each of us, our own bathroom and even a small kitchenette.
"Well, that's an impossible goal," Mariah responded confidently, "Like Mother, like Daughter, it's one of the only laws of evolution that matter."
"That's absurd," Sandra replied, praying her (former? Once again?) Mistress was wrong.
Sandra flashed back to the first time she'd submitted to Mariah:
It was an absurdity that started it all. I had been watching TV in the common area with some other girls, when I returned upstairs to our suite to find Mariah waiting for me. She was standing across the room from me naked except for her ubiquitous thigh high stockings and a strap-on cock attached to her hips. I was unable to take my eyes off her firm breasts. I was still a virgin. I had dated a few boys in high school but had never gone further than giving a couple of blow jobs, which I'd hated doing. I'd even wondered if maybe deep down I wasn't gay. My late-night dreams usually included girls and since moving into the girls' dorm, those fantasies had begun including my outgoing, voluptuous, blonde, pretty, aggressive roommate Mariah. My gay curiosity was about to be satisfied by Mariah herself who smiled at me confidently and ordered, "Get naked, Sandra."
"What?" I gasped.
"Get naked, now," she demanded, her tone aggressive.
"This is absurd," I said, turning to go to my room.
"Stop, or else," Mariah threatened me.
I stopped, startled by her threatening tone and turned back to look at my roommate. "Or else what?" I asked her, nervously.
"You don't want to know," she replied ominously, her glare daring me to challenge her. I was pretty sure she knew I'd been drooling over her since we met but was too shy to do anything about it, and even though I myself wasn't sure of my sexuality, I could tell she'd already decided on my behalf that it wasn't hetero. She'd decided I was a lesbian and she was going to seduce me, and what's more, she planned to slowly but inexorably turn me into a perfect pet plaything. I felt like a deer in the headlights, frozen in place as Mariah confidently walked over to me.
"But..." I attempted to find something to say as I stood there helplessly, watching her approach.
"But nothing, unless you want this dick in your butt instead of your cunt," Mariah smirked, playing on the word but. Stepping up to me, she began to unbutton my blouse, the anticipation of what her actions portended adding to the wetness of my already damp vagina.
"No, I..." I again tried to find words to stop this, but my resolve was weakening. My roommate's full, naked breasts with their obviously hard nipples looked so appetizing, and the plastic penis poking through her skirt at my vagina had my head spinning.
"Look, Sandra," Mariah began, as she pulled off my blouse. "You are a lesbian. A submissive one. I know it and you know it. And starting right now, you will be trained to become my personal pet. I know you'll want to be a good one."
Mariah's words were absurd, but her touch had me feeling docile and weak. She unclasped my bra. "Such small titties," my seductress pointed out, not in a kind way but intended to humiliate. "You could almost be a boy."
Her criticism shamed me. I'd always felt self-conscious about my small breasts, but instead of criticizing her in return or even saying something timidly defensive about people liking my pretty eyes or something, all I could do was stand there paralyzed as my vagina got wetter.
Already feeling resigned to becoming her pet-to-be, I allowed her to yank down my skirt, pull my panties to my ankles and aggressively bend me over the couch. I felt dazed as she rubbed the plastic cock head up and down my wet vagina until she asked, "Do you want me to fuck you, Sandra?"
All I could do was involuntarily moan, my mind a fog of conflicting emotions. Yes, in the short time since we'd met I already had a secret crush on Mariah and wanted desperately to have her approval, but I'd always been a romantic and, well, this was far from romantic.
"All you have to do Sandra, is ask me to fuck you and you are mine," Mariah promised.
The dominating eighteen-year-old's hands grasping my hips and her teasing of my virginal vagina were too much and I heard myself whimpering, "Please."
"Please what?" my temptress asked insistently, tapping her cock on my very wet pussy and its sensitive lips, almost sending me into a swoon.
"Please have sex with me," I managed, weakly.
"Don't you mean to say you want me to fuck you?" Mariah asked crudely.
I was a shy, reserved girl and wasn't much of a swearer and Mariah had previously commented on that, but my desire to lose my virginity to this forceful girl overpowered my normal morality so I begged, desperate to succumb, "Please then, fuck me, Mariah."
"You want me to shove my cock in your wet cunt you cute, submissive little slut?" Mariah asked, relishing her power as she pushed me my first few steps down a long road of lesbian domination.
Mariah's plastic cock was now poised between my virginal but eager pussy lips. I heard in my head alarm bells clamouring loudly for me to 'run', but the rest of my body was filled with an overpowering urgency for release, so instead of running I begged, "Yes, Mariah, fuck my cunt with that big cock, take my virginity."
Mariah plunged the cock deep inside her slave-to-be and my descent as her submissive slave began. It's said that you never forget your first time and that was certainly true for me, as my first was the beginning of a long transformation from sweet, shy Sandra to submissive, slut Sandra.
A part of myself I'd never known existed was awakened the moment my pussy was filled by the plastic cock. This previously undiscovered part sprang alive in a heartbeat, the sexual being that had lain dormant for the majority of my life other than the small, timid, late-night pleasures I had given myself. The real thing was so different from those experimental baby steps and so electrifying that I felt alive for the first time in my entire life. My pussy was being ravished and all I wanted was more.
Reserved Sandra was gone, horny Sandra moaned and begged, "Oh God yes, more, Mariah."
Mariah later told me she smiled as she watched her shy roommate transform in front of her eyes, knowing it was only a matter of time before she had her own live-in pet. Having been on the receiving end it came as no surprise to me when Mariah said she hadn't had the faintest intention of making love to me, she wanted to fuck me hard, and she took great pleasure that with each forward thrust her entire body collided with mine. The slapping sounds of two bodies meeting echoed through the room, as did the increasingly loud moans of the no-longer-a-virgin Sandra. I was so overwhelmed that it felt like an out-of-body experience as the physical Sandra writhed and cried out in frantic ecstasy while my consciousness was no more than a bodiless observer.
Not surprisingly, all this time of pent-up desire soon exploded into one intense, body-numbing orgasm as I screamed, "Aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaah, I'm coming!"
I'd brought myself to orgasm before, but it was apparent I hadn't been very good at it. The orgasm that was currently riddling my body with pulses of pleasure from my head down to my toes was like nothing I'd ever experienced. The pleasure kept coming in wave after wave after wave and I can still remember almost passing out when I forgot to breathe, being so overwhelmed by the pleasure cascading through my body.
Looking back, I'm sure Mariah was smiling as she knew her pet was experiencing a newfound pleasure (and I certainly was) and knew that the first step in the lengthy training process was completed (and it certainly was). Mariah pulled out of me while I was still quivering and left the room, knowing she was leaving me wanting more and knowing when my orgasm had subsided I would be riddled with insecurity, self-doubt, shame and craving... the perfect mixture needed to manipulate me with later. And she'd been right.
And so it had begun.
"Oh, we will see how well you have protected your daughter," Mariah said, her tone so confident and foreboding, a chill went up Sandra's spine. "Now go get yourself off, slut. I know you're about to burst at the seams just from hearing your Mistress's voice."
Thankfully there was a knock at the door, even as Sandra's hand automatically moved under her sundress to her wanton pussy, beginning to obey the order without thought.
Realizing what was happening, using all her will power to prevent herself following through, knowing how easily she could fall and be right back where she'd been all those years ago, a submissive slave to Mariah.
Sandra said, "Someone is at the door, I've got to go. Please don't call me again." Before Mariah could respond, Sandra hung up and took a deep breath, using her yoga breathing to calm herself after the stressful phone call.
A second knock at the door brought her back to reality and she went to answer it.
Opening the door, Sandra froze. There she was... Mariah herself, looking just like she had all those years ago. Her blonde hair straight, her blue eyes piercing and her smile disarming.
Sandra froze and Mariah spoke, her smile smug, "Thank you for hanging up on an old friend just to answer me at the door. Are you going to invite me in or what?"
Sandra stammered, shocked to her core as all her memories of the past flooded back like a never-ending tidal wave, "W-w-what are you doing here?"
"Is that any way to greet your Mistress?" Mariah asked with a smile.
"Sssshhhh," the rattled ex-sub whispered, "my daughter is upstairs."
"Then you'd better be a good kitty and go fetch my things," the blonde bombshell ordered, pointing to her car parked at the curb. She thought to herself, assessing the black-haired sub, 'The slut looks just as cute and innocent as ever'.
"What? Why?" Sandra asked, praying she wasn't planning on staying more than a minute or two.
"Taylor and I will be staying here for," Mariah paused for dramatic effect, "well, indefinitely."
"You can't!" Sandra gasped, terrified at the thoughts of what Mariah might do... both to her and her daughter.
The Mistress's bantering tone shifted in a heartbeat to one of menace. "Look, slut. Either you be a good sub and do as you're told or I go up there, find your daughter and make her my slut this instant."
Fear growing, as Mariah had never been one to bluff, Sandra panicked. "OK, OK, I'll get your things."
"Good girl," the Mistress smiled warmly, realizing the domme-sub relationship from years ago was going to be easier to re-establish than she'd anticipated, her harshness gone as quickly as it had arrived. Mariah said, sweet as honey, "And you must be Kelly. I've heard so much about you."
Sandra turned to see her daughter Kelly, in a t-shirt and short shorts walking away from the staircase and towards them. "Um, hi," Kelly greeted the stranger politely, her expression curious.
Mariah introduced herself warmly, "Hi, I'm Mariah, your Mom's old college roommate... I've just arrived from California down in the States, and your sweet Mom has offered to let my daughter and me stay here while we look for a place to live."
"Well it's great to meet you, ma'am," Kelly smiled warmly like she always did, not mentioning the fact that her Mom hadn't ever mentioned this roommate before, which was strange.
Her mother and she had an amazingly close mother-daughter relationship, so this lapse was totally out of character for her mom, not mentioning they were going to have house guests, or even mentioning the existence of this person.
"I'm delighted to meet you as well," Mariah replied, giving Sandra a look that said 'go get the bags', as she pulled Kelly into a hug. Sandra sighed, not wanting to leave her daughter alone with such a predator, but fearing the consequences of disobeying Mariah.
Kelly was surprised to be getting a close hug from a big-busted stranger, but had been brought up to respect her elders and just went with it.
Outside, Sandra's mouth dropped open when she saw a younger version of Mariah. Taylor was leaning against the car, dressed in a skimpy sundress that hid very little, that she must have known would have every guy in the world drooling over her and every gal calling her a slut.
Taylor looked up as Sandra approached the car. Putting the MILF in her place with her very first words, she assessed, "Well, you're cuter than I thought you'd be, slut."
Sandra gasped, shocked that this eighteen-year-old would be so disrespectful and forward. "Excuse me," she objected with self-defensive affront.
Taylor smiled, looking her over, "I think I was pretty clear. I was just assessing the merchandise."
Sandra ignored the teenager's crudeness and went to get the bags, her worries about Mariah now doubled with Taylor in the picture.
'Like Mother, Like Daughter,' Mariah had remarked on the phone just minutes ago. Taylor appeared to be another example of that truism, which was terrifying. Sandra grabbed a couple of suitcases.
As Sandra began walking back to her house, Taylor asked, "I see Mommy already has you doing her bidding, slut?"
Sandra's cheeks went red as she ignored the shot by the teenager. Back in her house, her daughter was unwrapping a present the size and shape of a garment box even as she protested, "You shouldn't have."
"You only get one eighteenth birthday," Mariah smiled, befriending her future pet, while giving a quick glance to Sandra.
Sandra put the bags down and walked over to the couch to see what Mariah thought would be an appropriate present for her eighteen-year-old.
Kelly pulled out a gorgeous gold dress. "Oh my God, it's beautiful," she gasped excitedly, amazed to receive such a nice gown.
Mariah, her smile seemingly genuine to Kelly but fake as could be to the older and wiser Sandra, who knew (but still seemed to fall for) all her tricks, asked, "Isn't prom soon?"
"Yes," Kelly squealed, realizing the dress she'd purchased for the event was now superseded by a gown far more wonderful.
"Oh, but there's more," Mariah purred.
Kelly looked back in the box and dubiously pulled out a package of mocha thigh highs which surprised her. Pantyhose were so 1980s.
Mariah pointed out. "I know, I know, pantyhose are out, but my dear, stockings are so in. Trust me, the boys will be drooling."
"Really?" Kelly asked innocently, unsure of the difference between stockings and pantyhose.
Sandra sighed to herself, recalling that Mariah's fetish was stockings.



Sandra flashed back:
For all four years of my humiliating sub life either I wore a garter belt and stockings, thigh high stockings, or crotchless pantyhose every day.
I licked Mariah's feet while she was wearing stockings practically every day when we returned from school. Since breaking free from Mariah's clutches, I hadn't worn stockings of any sort. Not once!!!
Mariah looked down at Sandra's legs, condemning her without a word before turning back to Kelly and explaining, "Trust me. Boys love stockings."
"OK, Aunt Mariah," Kelly replied, although she was skeptical.
Sandra gasped, "Aunt Mariah?"
Mariah gave her another silent look and Sandra scurried away to fetch the rest of the suitcases.
Mariah pointed out. "If you look at my legs in these dark brown, called mocha, stockings, the same as yours, you'll notice my legs come alive in them."
Kelly looked at the woman's legs and had to agree the dark color really did seem to accentuate her legs. "They do look nice," Kelly agreed.
"While if you check your Mom and her pale white legs, you can see they are less appealing. With a pair of stockings, even your mother's skinny legs would have some color and come alive," Mariah continued.
Kelly wondered if these new stockings would do the same for her.
As if reading the girl's mind, Mariah offered, "Why don't you try on the dress and stockings? You can see for yourself what stockings can do for you; plus, I want to make sure I got you the right size."
"Sure," Kelly agreed, excited to play dress up. Her mom was much more a jeans and t-shirt type, and thus Kelly had grown up wearing a similar style. For Kelly, this new look was like a Disney movie, an opportunity to play a princess. She was Cinderella and Mariah was her fairy Godmother.
Outside, Taylor had been awaiting Sandra's return and she resumed her verbal assault on the MILF she knew would soon be hers. "So Sub-Sandra, are you happy to see your Mistress again, or are you delighted?"
Sandra was mortified that the girl knew about her dark past, but she decided just to ignore her. Perhaps she would have better luck in resisting this arrogant teenager than she had when her mother was this age.
As Sandra pulled the last two suitcases out of the car, Taylor sauntered leisurely in front of her, carrying nothing except her purse. Her smile, a virtual replica of her mother's as she turned back, spoke volumes. "You know what my Mother gave me for my eighteenth birthday?"
"I have no idea," Sandra said flippantly, trying to maneuver herself around the blonde beauty, who was walking too slowly and hogging the walkway.
"Stop, slut," Taylor snapped, her tone identical to her mother's. Sandra froze in her tracks out of both shock and fear.
The young Domme's tone instantly turned soft as if speaking to a small child as she praised the older woman. "Good girl. I am hoping you won't cause me any trouble, because my birthday present was you, and I've had to wait over a month to claim my present."
"Pardon?" Sandra asked, shocked, even though she had heard what was said. Mariah had given her away as a gift. To a teenager! Her mind spun with the implications.
"Isn't it clear? Mom is going to take your daughter as her new slave, so she is giving me her old one. But instead of getting an old car for a hand-me-down like most eighteen-year-olds, I'm getting an old woman."
At forty-one Sandra felt old sometimes, but being called old by a teenager who was acting like she owned her cut rather deeply.
Yet, realizing her situation was far more dire than she'd originally thought, instead of fighting her, Sandra asked, attempting to buy herself some time without confrontation, "How is this going to work?"
"Good question, my pet," her new Mistress purred, her tone again condescending. "Well, for now we'll keep it on the down-low." She paused, her hand slyly cupping the overwhelmed woman's small breasts, before warning, "As long as you're good."
The teenage girl's hands on her long-neglected breasts set off fireworks inside Sandra and her dire situation became even worse as she felt an inner urge to submit to this girl building inside her. She heard her words before she thought them. "I'll be good."
"Awesome," Taylor said, her eighteen-year-old exuberance shining through. "I can't believe it. I have my very own slut. If you remember your training, even better!" She squeezed her new slave's breasts once more and started strutting towards her new residence.
Sandra was certain she remembered her training only too well as she watched the attractive girl leave, her shapely ass wiggling freely. She sighed, knowing she was already in way over her head. A second sigh followed before she resumed dragging in the bags of both her old and her seemingly new Mistresses.
Back in the house, Mariah was helping the sweet, innocent Kelly get her stockings on. "Now pay attention, Kelly," the seductress explained, "if you roll the stockings on like this, they'll slide easily up your leg."
Sandra arrived to see her former Mistress on her knees draping stockings on her sweet, innocent daughter.
Kelly was in awe. She watched the stocking slide up her leg and felt a strange tingle she couldn't place, as her Mom's friend's hands glided up her leg and to her upper thigh.
Mariah watched her daughter's expression and as expected, the girl's face was flushed... a sure sign the woman's attention... treating the girl like a diva... was causing her libido to warm up.
Taylor watched the scene, then turned back and whispered to Sandra, who had paused just inside the front door to stare, "By the way, make sure you offer your bedroom to my mother."
"What?" Sandra asked, "Why?"
"You really are a dense bitch," Taylor said insultingly. "To save time, of course. She'll be Mistress of this home soon, so why inconvenience her?"
Both of Kelly's stockings in place, Mariah stood, and grabbing the shy girl's hands pulled her up, purposely a bit too hard so Kelly overbalanced and stumbled into Mariah.
Kelly apologized like a nice girl would do even though it wasn't her fault. "Sorry, ma'am."
"Ma'am," Mariah roared with laughter. "I'm not a ma'am, I'm just your Aunt Mariah."
Again apologizing, Kelly said, "Sorry, Aunt Mariah."
"Good girl," Mariah replied, planting a seed in the young girl for later. Respecting Aunt Mariah was the right thing to do and earned approval.
Sandra watched the scene and knew exactly what the manipulative Mariah was doing and although she desperately wanted to stop it, she was already feeling helpless against not one, but two strong, overbearing personalities.
Sandra flashed back:
"You are such a good kitty, aren't you," Mariah purred.
I warmed at my Mistress's praise and meowed in return.
"Come on Kitty, get your reward," Mariah offered, opening her legs to me.
"Wow," Mariah praised the daughter dramatically, "you look absolutely ravishing."
"I do?" Kelly asked, not used to such flattery. She knew she was cute, but ravishing was not a word ever used to describe her.
"Truthfully, you remind me of a young Audrey Hepburn," Mariah added, knowing she was Sandra's favorite actress and that Kelly probably knew exactly who she was.
"Really?" Kelly asked excitedly, "I love her!"
"Well, in this dress, with these stockings, you're a stunning replica of her, except that you have more sex appeal," Mariah said, piling on the compliments.
Again Kelly was in awe with the flattery. She said, "I need to see what I look like," and disappeared up the stairs to admire herself in the full-length mirror in her bedroom.
Once gone, Mariah turned to her daughter and her ex-submissive and said, "So I assume you two have met."
Taylor said curtly, "We have, but you didn't tell me how insipid she is."
Mariah said, "Well, this is a lot for the poor thing to take in so quickly. An hour ago she had no Mistresses, now she has two."
Sandra, desperate to end this before it started ordered with conviction, "You two have got to go. I'm not going to put up with this treatment."
Mariah's smile didn't fade as she objected all sing-song, "But we just got here."
"I can't go through this again," Sandra explained.
"You can't go through what?" Mariah smiled, pushing the submissive into saying it.
"I can't be your slave again," Sandra said, her assertiveness already fading, as just admitting what she used to be had her pussy tingling even more.
Mariah walked over to Sandra, her smile never fading. "Look me in my eyes my pet, and tell me that you didn't miss me, that you didn't crave the submission and didn't fantasize about this exact moment every night since you skulked away."
Sandra had missed her submission to Mariah, more than she would ever care to admit, had craved it constantly when she was alone in her bed at night and every masturbatory fantasy she'd had over the years were flashbacks to her time as an obedient pet to Mariah. She tried to make eye contact and lie to her former Mistress, but she couldn't force any words out and instead of assertiveness, her eyes displayed only helplessness.
Mariah smiled, knowing she had her long-lost pet exactly where she wanted her. "I tell you what, my pet. If your cunt is dry, Taylor and I will leave immediately and never bother you again, and you will have protected your pretty daughter from a similar fate to the one you lived through all those years ago. On the other hand, if your cunt is as wet as I know it is, your panties damp already just from seeing me, then you will resume your role as my submissive slave, you will also accept my daughter as your new Mistress, and you will passively allow me to seduce your daughter, which deep down we both know you want to happen."
Sandra's face went beet red with shame at the options before her. Her cunt was sopping wet as eighteen years of unfulfilled sexual desires all came flooding back. If she could control her desire, like she had more or less done since Kelly was born, she could even now prevent the coup that was about to occur. Yet, even though she desperately wanted to protect her daughter, even though she had sacrificed her sexuality to that end for years already, the arrival of Mariah had trumped everything, the line between black and white had blended into confusion, even though she in no way wanted to see her daughter succumb like she herself had done.
Mortified by her weakness, Sandra whispered as Mariah slipped her hand into her shorts, "Just please leave my daughter out of this."
"You were supposed to give her to me on her eighteenth birthday," Mariah said, her fingers teasing the submissive pet's clit. "It's Princess Aurora's birthday and the fairies have arrived to take her to bed as promised."
"Aaaaah, but that was a ludicrous promise you forced on me while I was desperate to come," Sandra protested.
Mariah's self-confident smile never faded, ignoring her pet's weak protests, as her fingers rolled over Sandra's swollen clit, "Fuck, slut, you're soaking wet. What exactly is turning you on? The thought of submitting to me again, the thought of being a sub for my daughter, or the thought of my making your daughter my pet?"
Fingers penetrated her and Sandra let out a soft, uncontrollable moan. "Please, not here," she pleaded, ignoring the question.
Mariah reminded her again, "Regardless of the circumstances, you promised me your daughter a long time ago and I have come to collect."
Sandra flashed back to how she'd been coerced into offering her daughter to her Mistress:
It was two weeks after we had graduated from college, Mariah with a degree in psychology and me with one in marketing. Despite our extra-curricular activities we had both been excellent students and graduated a semester early.
We had moved off-campus into a two-bedroom apartment where we were going to live until we'd both had our babies, Mariah's expected in early March and mine about five weeks later around mid-April. But I decided not to remain until I gave birth, and instead to flee.
What prompted that decision was an event that happened when I was almost eight months pregnant.
In spite of my condition I was bound to my bed where I'd been on my knees for two hours with a vibrating egg in my cunt.
Mariah was out doing whatever she did when she left me bound, often for hours at a time. By Mariah's nefarious design, the egg had given me sexual stimulation insufficient to make me come, but plenty sufficient to drive me crazy with need.
I heard the door to the apartment open and thanked the heavens. Being bound on all fours had become a frequent motif of my submission long ago, but being in advanced pregnancy, this was way more uncomfortable and frustrating than normal.
A couple minutes later Mariah entered my room and stripped down. Grabbing a strap-on from her box of toys, she climbed onto the bed and asked, "Is my slut ready to be fucked?"
"God, yes," I whimpered, the egg in my cunt having had me on the brink of bursting for hours, and being pregnant having enhanced my already overactive sex drive.
I moaned as Mariah's fingers went to my sopping wet and leaking pussy and teased me almost, but not quite dammit, enough to make me come. "Fuck, you must really need it," she assessed.
"Yes, Mistress Mariah, I can't handle it much more," I whined in desperation.
Rubbing her cock up and down my pussy lips for lubrication and still teasing, Mariah announced, "I decided the name of your daughter today."
"What?" I asked, stunned by the declaration. I don't even get to name my own daughter?
"Tamara," Mariah revealed, adding, "Taylor and Tamara, don't they sound like adorable siblings?"
"I guess," I replied, trying to get my head wrapped around having no say in the naming of my own child, as the cock began to push into my ass. My ass having been thoroughly trained during my third year of slave training, it could by now easily swallow the big cock.
Although not as pleasurable as having my cunt fucked, being ass-fucked still could get me off, and with the egg already teasing my cunt, I didn't care where I was fucked, just so long as I was. I moaned from the anticipation of a cock in my ass triggering a release that I badly needed.
Mariah was in a fucking mood and began pounding me. The sight of a pregnant woman being fucked by another pregnant woman probably would have looked absurd, but all I cared about was coming.
Five minutes into this hard deep fucking I was almost there, but had been trained not to come without permission. I begged, "Mistress, please may I come?"
"All you have to do is make one promise, my pet," my Mistress said innocently.
Oh oh, I thought, this innocent tone always means trouble. "Whaaaaaaaat?" my desperation to come made me moan.
"You have to promise me your daughter," Mariah revealed.
"Whaaaaaaaat?" I cried out. That was a crazy request, but I really needed to come.
"You must promise to give me your daughter as my pet on her eighteenth birthday," Mariah repeated, each thrust into me going as deep as humanly possible, driving me as insane as her demand was.
"Noooooooooo," I moaned, but as soon as I did, my Mistress stopped... her cock buried deep in my ass.
"No, what?" Mariah asked.
"No I can't do that," I answered. "That's too much to ask."
Mariah responded by giving me five quick hard deep thrusts before stopping again... her cock again buried deep in my ass. Just one more and I might have been forced over the top, permission or not, but it was only five, so I managed to hold it back.
"Oh please let me come, Mistress," I begged her, my mind in a complete fog from the hours of teasing.
"Give me your daughter," Mariah repeated, three more quick thrusts bringing me once more to the brink.
"Please, anything but that," I moaned, it taking all my will power not to come.
"Very well, I'm counting to five before I pull out of you and go to bed," Mariah threatened.
I had learned by now that my Mistress never made an idle threat. My desperate need to come clouded my judgement as I heard the countdown begin.
I tried to rationalize what such an agreement would mean, I tried to be strong to protect my unborn child, but at the count of four I heard myself offering, submitting like I always did, "She is yours Mistress, just please let me come."
Mariah getting what she wanted, replied, as she began fucking my ass again, "Then come my pet, come from your ass-fucking."
"Fuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuck," I screamed loud enough for the neighboring apartments on our floor to know exactly what was happening.
Taylor finally spoke, having enjoyed watching a master Mistress like her mother at work. "Answer the question, slut! Why are you so wet?"
Sandra stammered, the finger in her cunt distracting her as was the overwhelming desire to succumb unconditionally to Mariah like she had all those years ago, "I-I-I don't know, this is all j-j-just too much."
Taylor mocked the bewildered weak MILF. "Y-y-you don't know? What are you, f-f-five? Answer the fucking question or when your daughter gets back down here she'll witness you between my legs."
Petrified that Taylor wasn't bluffing, she admitted, "All of them, dammit."
"See that wasn't do hard now, was it?" Mariah whispered, her finger still roaming inside the humiliated sub.
Hearing footsteps, Mariah quickly pulled out her finger and put it to her daughter's mouth, and without hesitation Taylor sucked the juice off her mother's fingers.
"Not bad for an old cunt," she whispered in Sandra's ear just as Kelly returned to the room, glowing.
"OMG!" Kelly cried out.
Sandra panicked, thinking her daughter must have witnessed the humiliating ordeal she'd just gone through.
Luckily Kelly was talking about herself. "I can't believe how different I look in this!"
Mariah, back in her seduction mode, turned and buttered the young girl up even more. "Well, you have a very natural beauty my dear, you just need to bring it out."
"I do?" Kelly asked, always being insecure about her body. Like mine, her breasts were virtually non-existent and being tall, almost six feet, she often towered above her peers, which made her a great athlete, but not cheerleader-quality eye candy for the boys.
Mariah loved how insecure the girl was, those ones were always the easiest to take control of. They desperately wanted to be wanted and needed to be needed.
Mariah continued her sugar-coated flattery. "You have hypnotic emerald green eyes, you have silky black-as-night hair, legs I would die for, and a sweet-as-pie smile that would slay any boy," she flattered, before adding the first of many subtle hints of what was to come, "or any girl, for that matter."
Kelly bathed in the compliments, but was startled by the older woman's last words. 'Girls?' the naïve sub-to-be wondered what could have prompted that statement.
Mariah shrugged, "Well according to my daughter Taylor, if you aren't bi in 2018, you're a nobody." Before Kelly could process this startling comment, Mariah took the opportunity to introduce the two teen girls. "On that note, Kelly, this is my daughter Taylor."



Taylor's bitch facade disappeared as she greeted Kelly like a stereotypical cheerleader blonde, bubbly and fake, "Hi, Kelly, it's like a pleasure to meet you."
Kelly went to shake the girl's hand but was surprised to be pulled into a warm embrace, where the blonde's big breasts, very much like her mother's, almost knocked the wind out of her.
Mariah added, "Taylor will be joining you in school, starting tomorrow."
Kelly asked, "With only two months until graduation?"
Mariah shrugged, "Don't get me started on the events that transpired to lead us here." A quick look to Sandra was a subtle explanation.
"Well, cool, I can show you around," Kelly offered, adding, "you can be the sister I never had," unaware of the real reason these two Dommes were here.
"That would be like totally awesome," Valley Girl Taylor agreed, kissing Kelly's cheeks and agreeing, "like sisters."
Mariah suggested, already controlling the household with soft subtlety, "Why don't you take Taylor for a tour of the town while you're Mother and I get reacquainted?"
Sandra's face went pale, as conversely her cunt got wetter with the knowledge of what this 'getting reacquainted' would likely entail.
"Sure," Kelly said, "I was just about to go meet some friends for some birthday shopping therapy."
Mariah turned to Sandra and asked, "And where will we be staying, Sandra?"
Sandra glanced nervously at Taylor, whose expression warned her that there was only one acceptable answer to this question. Sandra sighed to herself before saying, "Why don't you take my room, and Taylor can have the spare bedroom in the basement?"
"Are you sure?" Mariah asked with fake sincerity, "I don't want to be a burden."
Sandra knew she planned on being a lot more than a burden, but replied cordially, acting her ass off, "Oh, no burden at all."
"Well, I can't have you sleeping on your own couch," Mariah said showing real concern. "How about Taylor and Kelly share a room?"
Kelly shrugged, "That's fine with me, my room is pretty big and I have a king-sized bed."
Mariah said, "Well then, that takes care of that. Thank you so much, Kelly." Mariah pulled her in for a breast-smashing hug of her own before the two girls went upstairs to get ready for shopping.
Sandra watched mortified, as the whole charade of respectability she'd created for her and Kelly was tumbling down like a house of cards in just a few minutes.
Now with only the Mistress and the sub remaining in the room, Mariah's expression shifted from sweet and friendly to strong and controlling. "As soon as they're gone I'm going to fuck you like you've never been fucked before, my slut."
Sandra's face went red and her cunt leaked a little. But she remained silent as no begging, pleading, threats or anything else could possibly change this appalling situation or alter what Mariah decided was inevitably going to happen. Even as she knew she still wanted to protect her daughter, she realized she was already craving the submission she had long ago left behind. Also, maybe if she was a very good sub, a perfect pet, perhaps she could convince Mariah to leave Kelly alone. It was a long shot, but it was all she had left, as she knew there was no way she could ever stand up to Mariah. That was why she had left without warning and moved to a different country, a country with six months of fucking winter, for Christ sakes.
"Now stop daydreaming of my fucking your useless box and take my things upstairs," Mariah ordered, "my suitcases are that one and that one," she pointed before disappearing into the washroom with her small travel bag.
Sandra sighed, following the order, already a servant in her own home. As she carried the suitcases upstairs she wondered how Mariah had ever found her. It wasn't because Alberta was a place that fit her lifestyle. She was a Californian, born and raised. Sandra chuckled to herself at the thought of Mariah surviving a Canadian winter. That wasn't something the bossy bitch could control!
Five minutes later, Kelly dressed casually for shopping, she and Taylor left, leaving Mariah and Sandra alone together for the first time in just over eighteen years.
Mariah emerged from the washroom naked except for a nine-inch strap-on that was wider than anything Sandra could recall ever taking before, and of course her trademark thigh high stockings, black this time.
Sandra stared at her former Mistress, and realized she was no longer her former Mistress, but once again her current Mistress. Her panties were so wet she could feel her juices overflowing them and leaking slightly down her leg. Her mouth watered at the thought of her lips once again sucking her Mistress's massive tits. Everything she had fought so hard to resist, never to go back to a time where her life was controlled by another, was over. She was exactly where she was before she got pregnant... an eager sub willing to do anything to please her Mistress.
Mariah walked over to the couch and sat down. Smiling devilishly she ordered, "On your knees, slut, we have a lot of fucking time to catch up on."
Sandra didn't even hesitate as she dropped to her knees, her juices leaking farther down her leg.
"How badly do you want to be fucked?" Mariah asked, sauntering over to her reclaimed pet.
Sandra wanted nothing more. In retrospect, she had to admit she'd never been happier than when she was being used by Mariah; with utter submission came utter joy, a euphoria she hadn't felt in years.
2. THE FIRST LICK IS THE SWEETEST
Sandra flashed back:
The first time I tasted Mariah's pussy was three weeks after my first surprising sexual encounter with her.
I'd been fucked by Mariah, but since then she'd acted like nothing had happened. Each day of being ignored confused me and made me feel insecure: the sex had made me think I'd found love, but ever since then I'd been rejected. What had I done wrong?
I was riddled with insecurities, even though I tried to hide them by being my usual chipper self and by focusing on my studies.
It was after midnight on a Tuesday and I was fast asleep when I was awakened by Mariah, who was naked from the waist down. She ordered me, "Wake up Sandra, I need your help."
I woke up groggily and asked her with concern, "What's wrong, Mariah? Are you OK?"
"Just follow me," she demanded, turning and leaving my bedroom.
I got up and followed my mostly naked roommate, completely confused. She sat down at her desk in our sitting room and said, "I have writer's block and need to be motivated."
"What can I do to help?" I yawned, still half asleep. There is nothing worse than being awakened less than an hour after you hit your REM cycle.
"Glad you asked, my pet," Mariah replied, and my cheeks instantly went red at being called pet. "I want you to eat my cunt. I haven't gotten off in over a week and I think I'm going through orgasm withdrawal."
She wants me to do what? My mouth dropped open and I stammered, "Y-y-you want me to lick your vagina?"
"God no," Mariah responded dramatically.
"Oh good," I replied, relieved.
Mariah deflated my brief glimmer of hope when she explained, "No, I'm a grown woman, as are you. I have a pussy, or better yet, a cunt. A little girl has a vagina. Now get your ass over here and eat my cunt."
I stared at my roommate, shocked even more by the absurd request than when I'd walked in to find her nonchalantly waiting for me with a strap-on around her waist and she'd proceeded to take my virginity.
Impatient, Mariah explained, "Look, I got you off that time, the least you can do is return the favor."
Oddly, that seemed logical to me. I felt I was in love with this confident girl... I mean woman... I was shy and inexperienced and had no basis for knowing what intimate behaviour was commonplace between two women, as opposed to what might be considered outrageous.
But my inexperience raised another issue. "I guess I could try, but I've never done that before," I cautioned, hating to be bad at anything.
Mariah turned her swivel chair around, smiled and promised, "Don't worry, practice makes perfect my pet, and going forward you'll get lots and lots of practice."
The thought of pleasing my beautiful blonde roommate had my vagina, no my pussy, no my cunt, tingling.
"Well don't just stand there, my cunt isn't going to eat itself," Mariah ordered me before turning back around.
I began moving towards her but realized there was no way for me to get between her legs. Tentatively, I asked, "Um, how am I going to..."
"To eat my cunt?"
"Yes..." I answered, my emotions torn between the excitement of pleasing Mariah sending a chill up my spine even as the heat of anxiety washed over me.
"Yes, what, my pet?" Mariah asked, her impatience obvious.
I paused briefly before worrying, "How am I going to eat your cunt? How am I even going to get to it?"
Mariah rolled her chair out a bit and ordered, "Crawl underneath the desk, my pet."
I felt like an actual pet, like perhaps a dog, as I lowered myself onto the floor, and on all fours crawled under the desk. Humiliation at being treated like an animal burned inside me, which triggered a slight leakage from my pussy. I'm getting off on being humiliated?
Once I was under the desk and facing Mariah, she rolled her chair back, opened her legs and ordered, "Now get to work, my kitty, lick away."
I stared at my roommate's trimmed pussy, her limited patch of hair neat and tidy, unlike my own unruly thatch. I admired the prettiness of my friend's pussy and thought I too should make mine look nicer.
Mariah barked, "Stop staring at my cunt and get licking, I don't have all night."
I leaned forward a bit and extended my tongue. I'd already tasted myself on occasion and found it wasn't an unpleasant taste, but when Mariah's taste hit my taste buds it was like a switch turned on inside my brain. Her taste was the final aphrodisiac that I needed to commit solely to the task at hand. I tentatively used my tongue like a paintbrush, using slow but wide strokes between Mariah's pussy lips.
Mariah moaned lightly, which was the signal I needed to confirm I was doing OK. I'd always been a perfectionist, and if I was going to do this, I wanted to do it right. Time became irrelevant as I savoured my roommate's tangy taste. The only sounds in the room during this lengthy licking were soft moans from Mariah and the clicking of her keyboard.
Eventually Mariah told me, "You're a life-saver, my pet. My essay is done and now it's time for me to get off." Mariah rolled her chair back several feet away from where I remained under the desk. "Crawl over here, kitty."
I was ashamed that such a pet name had my pussy tingling again. However, I felt compelled to obey; I crawled over to my half-naked roommate.
Mariah reached down and ran her fingers through my hair. "You'll always be a good kitty for me, won't you my pet?"
I looked up into Mariah's aqua blue eyes, and was captivated by them. I wanted nothing more at that moment than to be the perfect pet. I replied in a timid voice, "I will always be a good pet."
"And you'll always obey me?" Mariah questioned.
I wasn't sure what such a commitment entailed, but the sweet aftertaste of Mariah's pussy had me hungry for more and I answered the way I assumed Mariah wanted me to. "Yes."
"Yes, what?"
I had no idea what was expected of me. Being from the south originally, I answered the way I would respond to an elder or a teacher. "Yes, Miss Mariah."
"Hmmmmm, not what I had in mind, but I like it," she said.
I wondered what the correct form was and was frustrated I hadn't said the right thing. I hated when I was wrong or when I disappointed someone.
Mariah asked me, "Do you want to finish what you started, kitty?"
"Yes, Miss Mariah," I answered back eagerly.
"Go ahead," she offered, opening her legs wide.
I looked at the appetizing pussy that was drawing me in, with both the tantalizing scent and the glistening shine. I crawled back between my roommate's legs and resumed licking. A few minutes later Mariah's moans began getting consistently louder, which made me assume, correctly as it turned out, that she was close. I moved upwards a bit and sucked in her swollen clit.
Mariah screamed on contact, "Holy shit you fucking dyke, don't you dare stop!"
The sudden shift from belittling endearments to abusive name calling surprised and worried me, shy as I was, but it made me more eager to please. My tongue swirled around the clit in my mouth and deciding to be aggressive, something I usually wasn't, I slid a finger into my moaning roommate's dripping wet pussy.
That did the trick as Mariah demanded, "Yes, that's perfect! Fuck my cunt, slave. Finger-fuck me hard!"
Loving the power I suddenly had over my horny and bossy roommate, I obeyed, fingering her hard and fast.
Mariah's screams hit a fevered roar as a minute later she came hard, squirting her juice all over my eager face. "Yes, slut, more, more, fuuuuuuuuuck, yeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeees!"
I didn't stop as Mariah squirted a torrent of cum on my face. I bathed in the sweet stickiness, allowing it to coat both the inside and outside of my mouth even as I drank it up.
Looking up, I saw her open her eyes and look down on me, her expression one of amusement at her once shy, reserved roommate, my face soaked with cum, her cum, eagerly licking her cunt like a famished dyke. "Lick it all up, my pet. It's your reward for being such a good kitty."
I felt the warmth of pleasure course throughout my body at the reassurance I'd been a good pet and assisted Mariah in reaching orgasm.
A minute later she stood up and said, "Goodnight, Sandra," and went to bed.
I stood up, my knees aching, looking over at the clock and realizing I'd been on them for almost an hour. My pussy was on fire and I rushed into my room to fan the flames until they engulfed my entire body.
3. I WANT YOU TO FUCK ME, I NEED YOU TO FUCK ME
"Crawl to me, my kitty," Mariah ordered.
Her freshman year nickname brought back memories that warmed Sandra even more as she tentatively crawled to her old Mistress. It was odd how easily she reverted to her old mentality and how natural crawling on her knees like a pet was. Forgetting about her daughter for the moment, her mind and body wondered why she had resisted this servitude all these years.
Reaching Mariah's stocking clad feet, Sandra awaited instruction as she used to do, often sitting on the floor like an obedient puppy waiting to be played with.
Sometimes Sandra would sit there for hours and be ignored completely, other times she was expected to massage and or clean Mariah's stocking-clad feet, other times she was commanded to lick Mariah's pussy for extended periods of time and sometimes she was fucked like the slut she had become.
Mariah looked down at her pet and asked, "Miss me?"
"I tried not to," Sandra answered, avoiding answering the question.
Mariah lifted up her left stocking-clad foot to Sandra's face. Without instruction Sandra instinctively did what was expected of her and started licking Mariah's stocking-clad sole. She could taste the sweet sweat.
Mariah explained, "The last leg of the trip here was a six-hour drive, so they may be a little extra sweaty today, my pet. Now back to the question you attempted to avoid, did you miss me?"
Sandra sighed to herself, knowing Mariah could see right through her and would know if she was lying. She took Mariah's foot in her hands and looked up. "Yes, I missed you."
"As your Mistress?" Mariah questioned.
"Yes," Sandra admitted, her pussy dampening at the thought of having a Mistress again.
"Yes, what?" Mariah questioned.
For the needy sub, the answer felt strangely good to say. "Yes, Mistress Mariah."
"Oh, you are such a good kitty," Mariah purred. "Now get back to cleaning my feet."
Sandra obeyed and the eighteen years apart suddenly seemed like mere minutes. During the next few minutes Sandra licked every inch of Mariah's feet and ended by sucking each stocking-clad toe into her mouth like the tiniest of cocks, something that had always been a turn-on for Mariah.
Mariah watched in complete satisfaction at how quickly her pet regressed to her old ways. The four years of training and conditioning were still paying off.
Mariah stood up and ordered, "Take me to your daughter's room."
Sandra begged, still on her knees, "Can we please leave my daughter out of this?"
Mariah sighed, "Are you still under the delusion you have any say in what happens?"
Tears welled up in Sandra as she tried to reason with her stone cold Mistress. "It's just that Kelly has no idea of my past, of where she came from."
"She doesn't even know that it was my idea for her to be born?" Mariah asked, adding, "if anything, she's my child. You're just the one who carried her."
Sandra was mortified by the obliteration of her eighteen years of parenthood.
Mariah asked, "What did you tell her about her father?"
Sandra replied, "I told her he was a one night stand when I was in college, which isn't completely a lie."
"Well, if that lets you sleep at night," Mariah said, "we will talk more about everything later. Now take me to our daughter's room, now!"
Sandra had heard that exact tone before and knew that even the slightest disobedience would result in a punishment of some sort. A punishment she couldn't risk if it ended up outing her or drawing her daughter into the twisted web.
Sandra flashed back:
The first time I disobeyed Mariah was when she tried to finger me in a crowded movie theatre, and without thinking I pushed her hand away. That was very early in our relationship, if a domme-sub hierarchy can be considered a relationship.
I came home the next day and my bedroom had been transformed. My bed was gone and replaced by a large plywood doghouse painted pink, and with the name Sandra painted in dark blue above the door. The remainder of my freshman year when I didn't sleep at the foot of Mariah's bed, I slept in my doghouse, a constant reminder of my role as a pet and of my solitary disobedience.
"May I walk?" Sandra asked.
"No, my pet, when we're alone you'll always be on all fours, just like before. Taylor and I will have to retrain our pet, she seems to have regressed from her training," Mariah critiqued, giving yet another subtle hint of what life was now going to be like for Sandra.
Sandra should have known better than to ask such a stupid question, and she winced at the thought of being trained again. She crawled to the stairs and awkwardly up them. She went to Kelly's room and waited outside, since the door was closed.
"So helpless," Mariah remarked, as she opened the door to allow her pet in.



Shame compounded shame as she crawled into her daughter's room.
Mariah ordered, "Get naked, slut."
Laying on her back like a puppy wanting to have her belly rubbed, Sandra undressed, although it must have looked absurd.
As Sandra got naked, Mariah gave her more criticism. "I can't believe how far you've regressed. You have panties on, a bra and no stockings... you must really want me to punish you."
"No," Sandra grew defensive, "it's just when I broke free of you I couldn't bear to have any reminders of the old me. I had to become the complete opposite of your pet."
"I see," Mariah mused, "well, as time permits, I will create a new list of rules for you to begin complying with, but I expect you to be in stockings at all times starting tomorrow when you go to purchase a new wardrobe, is that understood?"
"Yes, Mistress Mariah," Sandra agreed, knowing that complying with this requirement would add one more subtle, at first, layer to her submission.
Sandra flashed back to the first time she wore stockings before she was first fucked by Mariah:
"Are you really going out like that?" Mariah asked me.
"Like what?" I asked, confused. I thought I looked professional in my black skirt, white blouse and blazer.
"You're an adult now, so you should be wearing stockings," Mariah informed me, as if that was the most obvious thing in the world.
"Oh, I hate pantyhose," I told her.
"I hate getting my period, but that's just life," Mariah countered then, "wait here," going into her room. Returning, she ordered, "Sit down, Sandra."
I obeyed the order although I was confused.
Mariah fell to her knees and removed my flats. "And these shoes? You've got to be kidding me."
"I hate heels," I defended, adding, "I'm kind of clumsy."
"Well, then you need to practice wearing them until you're not. You're a woman now, not some teenager," Mariah scolded, even though we were both still teens, both turning nineteen in the first week of September. Mariah was six days older, which she would remind me about many times throughout the next four years.
Mariah rolled up a black stocking and slid it up my legs as I watched, stunned. A girl's hands, especially ones belonging to someone as pretty and sophisticated as Mariah, had me flushing with a certain excitement I tried to ignore.
"I can't wear these in public." I objected, realizing Mariah was rolling up a stocking and not pantyhose.
"You can and you will," responded a confident Mariah. "Your skirt will be long enough to hide the lace top of the stockings most of the time, and it will make you look professional at your dinner."
"But..." I began.
"No, buts," Mariah interrupted me, moving to my second leg, "I know what's best for you. Don't forget I'm older than you."
"By six days," I pointed out.
"And two hours," Mariah added.
"Actually, one hour and fifty-seven minutes if we're playing that game," I countered, my roommate's hand on my thigh.
Mariah's hands lingered on my thigh once the second stocking was on, knowing that in the near future that cunt would be hers.
Mariah told me later that she knew the first day she met her shy, southern roommate (me) that I was submissive and after a few days, she was confident I was a lesbian but just didn't know it yet.
I held my breath, my pussy getting wet just from the touch of my roommate's hand on my leg.
Mariah stood up and instructed, "Wait here."
I waited obediently even as I looked nervously at the clock. I always wanted to be at least fifteen minutes early to any event.
Mariah returned with black pumps. "Now if we had more time we'd paint your toenails, but that will have to wait for another day, and we'll also need to spend some time getting you used to real high heels."
"Real high heels?" I asked, slightly flustered. "These aren't?"
"Yes, at least three inches, preferably four or five," Mariah explained casually. I couldn't fathom even attempting to walk on such stilts. "But for tonight I'm giving you a nice simple two-inch heel."
I was protesting even as Mariah returned to her knees and started putting the shoe on her slave-to-be's foot. "I can't wear these, I'll kill myself.'
Mariah laughed, "No one's ever been killed wearing two-inch heels, silly."
She slipped the second heel on me and after getting up, pulled me up. A brief wobble followed. "Now walk," Mariah ordered.
I took a deep breath and tried walking. After a few steps of awkwardness, I got used to the slight angle and height difference. I realized they made me feel more feminine and even slightly sexy.
Mariah complimented me. "Well done, Sandra, you probably could have handled the three-inch pumps."
I cautioned as I reached for my purse, "Let's take baby steps."
As I reached the door, Mariah teased, "Now don't go fucking the first hottie that notices you looking so fuckable."
I shook my head and went out the door, but my pussy tingled at the thought of Mariah, a goddess of sexuality, thinking I was fuckable.
"Crawl onto your daughter's bed, my kitty," Mariah ordered.
Sandra crawled reluctantly to her daughter's bed and onto it, assuming some sort of humiliation was coming next.
Once her pet was on the bed, Mariah instructed, "On all fours, like a good puppy."
Again Sandra obeyed, the excitement of being fucked overcoming any thought of humiliation or future consequences of disobedience.
"You're such an obedient little thing," Mariah praised, "it's hard to believe you had the guts to try living without me."
Sandra felt the cock head between her legs and zoned out to whatever Mariah was saying. Her integrity and morals put on hold, Sandra was focused on allowing herself the extreme pleasure she'd denied herself for all these years.
Mariah asked, as she teased her pet's wet fuck hole, "Do you want Mommy to fuck you?"
Sandra cringed at the question. Mariah had started requiring her pet to call her Mommy during their dual pregnancies, which enhanced the pleasure of their taboo acts.
Sandra, delirious with anticipation (eighteen years denying one's sexual needs will do that), whimpered, "Yes, Mommy, please fuck your slut."
"Did my baby miss me?" Mariah teased, allowing just the head of the cock to penetrate the eager bitch.
The eager bitch wanted to back up and swallow the cock whole, but knew she had to be a good girl and wait on Mommy's pleasure. Her answer was sincere, at least from the point of view of her body. "Yes, Mommy, baby missed you so much."
"Will baby ever leave Mommy again?" Mariah asked, the first couple inches of her plastic pleasure wand disappearing inside her pet, who was already desperate to come.
"No, Mommy, I was a bad girl, but now I'll be a good girl," Sandra whimpered. The cock inside her but not moving, was driving her crazy.
"You were a bad, bad widdle girl," Mariah agreed, talking to Sandra like she was a baby, as another inch disappeared inside her sub.
"I'm sorry, Mommy," Sandra apologized with a whimper, willing to say anything to be fucked like she so badly wanted.
"For promising to be a good girl, Mommy is going to let you fuck yourself," Mariah said.
Sandra didn't hesitate when permission was given, beginning to bounce her pussy back on the long, wide cock. After getting half of it inside her wanton pussy, she began moving back and forth, each backwards thrust taking a bit more in her cunt as her juices really began to flow.
Mariah chuckled, "Just like old times, my slut."
"Oh God yes," Sandra moaned, her body finally remembering the thrill of submission and the ultimate pleasure that came with it.
"Don't forget, you're not to come without permission," Mariah warned.
Sandra moaned in understanding as almost all the cock filled her long neglected pussy.
"Fuck, your box has almost taken it all, slut," Mariah announced, impressed.
Sandra flashed back to early in her sophomore year:
"Your three holes are mine to use as I please, when I please and with whom I please!" Mariah roared after I balked at the idea of a threesome with her boyfriend.
Quivering in fear, having never seen my Mistress so angry with me, I apologized profusely. "I'm so sorry, Mistress, but I thought our relationship just included you and me."
Mariah laughed, "Relationship? This is no relationship, I own you! I own your expert pussy-licking tongue, I own your cock-sucking mouth, I own your barely existent tits, I own your ass which I will fuck very soon, and I own your cunt, your pussy, your twat, your beaver, your box. Is that fucking understood?"
"Y-y-yes, Mistress Mariah," I answered, the humiliation from such a verbal barrage making my pussy wet.
Mariah, always able to read my mind smirked, her tone shifting, as she correctly recognized, "You got turned on from my declaration, didn't you?"
Looking down ashamed, I admitted, "Yes, Mistress Mariah."
"What got you all hot and heavy?" Mariah asked, genuinely curious.
"I don't know," I answered, before adding, knowing Mariah hated such a pathetic answer, "I guess it was the word 'box'."
"Interesting," Mariah pondered, adding, "But that's what it is, and a box is to be filled."
Sandra remembered how humiliated she'd felt to have her body categorized in such a way, but now all she cared about was having her box filled. She closed her eyes and after three more quick back and forth movements, she pushed back hard, her ass colliding into Mariah as all nine inches filled her. She'd had longer cocks fill her before, but none with such girth. She felt completely full and after getting used to it, she began to fuck herself hard, each backwards thrust filling her entirely.
Mariah asked, "Are you close, my pet?"
"Fuck, yes," she moaned, sweat pouring off her as she was literally fucking herself.
"And you want to come, my kitty?"
"More than anything," Sandra whimpered, her orgasm on the rise and near the point of climax.
"You may come my pet, as soon as you agree to just two simple things," Mariah teased, getting ready to set the stage for all that would follow.
"Whaaaaaat?" in near delirium, nevertheless her internal alarms began clamoring and Sandra asked, terrified by what these two so-called 'simple things' might be. She knew when it came to Mariah, nothing was ever simple, especially when they were labeled as such. The last 'simple' request had been a demand for her unborn daughter!
"One, you agree to receiving eighteen punishments that will be given to you as I see fit," Mariah revealed, grabbing Sandra's hips and making her stop fucking herself.
Sandra had been punished by Mariah many times in the past, and each time usually ended with her feeling totally humiliated and yet sexually gratified. Not thinking of the potential consequences or how extreme they might be, she agreed. "I can accept that, Mistress."
"And the second," Mariah began, sliding two fingers deep inside Sandra's asshole without warning, forcing a surprised scream from her pet, "you will keep your promise you made just over eighteen years ago. You will allow me to claim your daughter as my pet."
The cock in her box and the fingers in her ass had Sandra disorientated, and just like that night over eighteen years ago, she was willing to agree to anything, including promising her daughter to the ultimate seductress for a second time. "Kkkkkkkk," Sandra whispered, defeated and focused only on one thing... coming.
"Kkkkkk, what?" Mariah asked, wanting the declaration to be given unequivocally.
"I give you my daughter," Sandra finally broke down, her desire to come overpowering her desire to defend her daughter against Mariah's upcoming seduction.
"Good girl," the powerful Domme purred, "now come for Mommy, slut."
Sandra frantically began bucking her ass back, taking both the cock and the fingers deeper in her, and in less than twenty seconds her orgasm hit like thunder and lightning. Sparks flew, her scream exploded and her body quaked as an orgasm that had been over eighteen years in repression surged forth to overcome her body.
As Sandra collapsed forward, Mariah continued the double assault on her pet's holes, wanting this orgasm to be the one that Sandra focused on any time she had second thoughts about her total submission.
As the never-ending orgasm pulsed through Sandra's entire being, and as her pussy and ass continued to be ravished, she found bliss. In this brief moment of clarity, during the precious seconds after an orgasm hits and before euphoria takes over, Sandra knew she would never run away again. No matter the implications of what lay ahead as she accepted her need to submit unconditionally, she knew she was Mariah's without question, and now it seemed she was Taylor's too. Hopefully Kelly was stronger than her.
Eventually, Mariah pulled out of her exhausted slut and tossed off the fake cock. Horny herself, especially after all that had transpired today, she flipped her pet onto her back and straddled her face.
Without a word she lowered her perfectly trimmed cunt and teased as she rubbed her pussy all over Sandra's face, "You've probably missed this too, haven't you?
Sandra had licked Mariah's pussy so many times in their four-year relationship that it became like water for her, a necessity of life. She craved it and had craved the taste ever since she'd left, like someone who quits smoking will sometimes crave a smoke even twenty years later, and like someone who starts up after all those years of resisting the temptation, one brief drag and they're addicted again. As Sandra tasted Mariah's wetness on her lips and was drawn into the intoxicating and hypnotizing scent she was addicted again. "Yes, Mistress, I have," she admitted, extending her tongue to her addiction of choice.
At that moment, Mariah's cell rang. "Fuck!" Mariah reluctantly got off her pet and ran downstairs to her phone.
Sandra lay on her daughter's bed, too exhausted to move.
Downstairs, Mariah answered the phone. "This better be good," she greeted.
Taylor was on the line. "We're on our way home."
"That was quicker than I expected," Mariah replied, annoyed that Taylor hadn't done her job.
"She forgot her wallet," Taylor explained in justification, having known her mother wouldn't be happy.
"Fine," Mariah said and hung up. Returning to Kelly's room she said, "Our daughters are on their way back, so you'd better get dressed."
Sandra got her second wind in a heartbeat of worry as she bolted up frantically. She quickly tidied the bed and ran out of the room. Mariah smiled at the determination of her sub to hide the truth.
It was inevitable that the secret would come out, but Mariah would allow her pet to have it kept safe for a little while longer. She grabbed the strap-on, headed to her new room and opened her suitcase. She found a pair of thigh highs and brought them downstairs.
Her pet was dressed already and pacing back and forth. "Relax, my pet," Mariah said, offering a comforting thought, "Taylor knows me well enough that she will have guessed of your slutty transgression, but Kelly will have no idea unless you start acting all weird."
"I suppose you're right," Sandra sighed, and caught the stockings her Mistress tossed at her.
"Put those on," the Mistress ordered, all part of her submissive dressing protocol.
Sandra asked incredulously, "With these shorts?"
"If you wish, although I would suggest perhaps a different outfit, especially for the supper we're going to later tonight," Mariah revealed.
"Supper?" Sandra repeated.
"Yes, the birthday supper you booked for your daughter tonight at The Rose House."
"How did you know about that?" Sandra asked.
"Oh, I know many, many things, my pet," Mariah replied, adding another bombshell to the already devastated landscape that was Sandra's new life.
"I'd better go change then," Sandra said, wondering what else Mariah knew.
"Yes, you'd better," Mariah agreed, already looking forward to tonight.
As Sandra walked up the stairs to the room that was no longer hers, she wondered how she was ever going to protect her daughter from the life-altering fate she herself was trapped in.
4. HUNGRY LIKE A SLUT
Mariah had convinced everyone to dress up for Kelly's eighteenth birthday supper, and as they walked into the restaurant, all eyes were directed at the four attractive women dressed to the nines. All four had dresses on, and all four wore thigh high stockings underneath. A number of men and a couple of women spent a fair amount of their dinnertime ogling the four beauties.
Mariah had phoned ahead, expanding Sandra's reservation to four and seated the four strategically, so her pet Sandra was at her side, and they were against the wall so she could see everything.
Once they were seated, they scanned the menus and exchanged chit-chat about what there was to do in this northern Canadian city. Edmonton was large for a Canadian city, but tiny compared to where Mariah was from... although she was excited about seeing one of the biggest malls in the world, where the Patrick Swayze movie 'Christmas in Wonderland' had been filmed.
The breadsticks arrived, and as soon as the waiter left Taylor announced, "I need to go to the ladies room. Kelly, come with me?"
Kelly shrugged. "Sure."
The moment they were out of view, Mariah took a breadstick and smiled, "I think this needs some special sauce. Don't you think, slut?"
Sandra gasped, "You aren't serious?"
Mariah smirked, "Oh, I'm deadly serious. Now open your legs, slave."
Sandra obeyed reluctantly, thankful their table was somewhat secluded and no one would be able to see what they were doing.
"You've got to be kidding me," Mariah said annoyed, "you're fucking wearing panties."
"S-s-sorry," Sandra stammered, knowing from past experience that Mariah getting annoyed usually resulted in Sandra getting punished.
"Take them off immediately," Mariah demanded, her tone teetering on anger.
"Here?" Sandra asked, even though the answer was obvious.
"Now!" Mariah snapped, her limited patience already reaching a boiling point.
Sandra looked around quickly and then lifted her ass up and rather smoothly, considering her sitting position, pulled them down to her ankles.
"Give them to me," Mariah ordered, her hand held open and higher than the tabletop.
Sandra reluctantly lifted a foot up so she could reach and nervously handed them over. The thought of how Mariah might use them stressed her out. Unlike her removing them, this exchange was made in plain view of other diners, and an observer might easily guess what was being handed over.
Mariah placed them openly not on Sandra's empty plate but on Kelly's, before roughly moving the breadstick between her sub's legs and shoving one end into her cunt. A couple quick pumps and she pulled it out and flipped it around before shoving the other end of the baked good into her shocked slave's cunt.
The waiter returned to fill up their glasses and saw the panties on the table. The boy, clearly in his early twenties, did a doubletake, but pretended not to notice as he filled the water glasses, oblivious to the breadstick currently lodged in the pretty brunette's cunt.



As soon as the waiter left, the process was repeated for all but two of the breadsticks, which Mariah placed, unjuiced, on her own plate. The final Sandra-flavored breadstick was replaced in the basket just before the girls returned.
Sandra sweated, seeing the girls coming back and her slightly soiled panties still sitting on her daughter's plate.
Mariah smiled, "After your disobedience, I should leave them out for your daughter to discover."
Sandra flashed back to an earlier threat:
A couple of months after first submitting to Mariah, I was studying in the library for a test when I was startled by her voice.
"What a surprise to see a dyke like you in a place like this," Mariah said, all sing-song.
My face burned with embarrassment and I shushed my Mistress. "Shhhhh, not here."
Mariah's face shifted from playful to angry in a heartbeat. She grabbed a pencil from the desk and whispered in her disobedient pet's ear, "Embarrassed someone might hear that you're a dyke? Fuck yourself with this pencil so they can also see that you're a slut."
"Please, no," I whispered, mortified at the instruction.
"Now!" Mariah snapped.
I looked around nervously as I took the pencil, fearful of facing Mariah's full wrath. Turning my body sideways, I brought the pencil under my dress and slipped it inside my pussy.
Mariah watched me do it as she whispered in my ear. "I was just grabbing a book for my essay and had no intention of making you do anything, but your disrespect forced you into immediate punishment. Now come like the fucking slut you are... right here in the library."
I felt simultaneous shame and frustration for my ill-considered disobedience and the consequences resulting from that disobedience. I rotated the pencil vigorously in a circle, trying to get myself off quickly.
Mariah nibbled on my ear, and the odds of someone noticing something skyrocketed as she demanded, not softly, "Come, my slut. Come like the little whore you are. Now!"
It took a few more seconds, but I came from fucking herself with a pencil in the library, grinding my teeth together not to scream.
Sandra pleaded, "I wasn't thinking, Mistress. Please, I'll be a good girl."
Mariah reached for the panties and put them on the seat between us, out of view of the two girls, just seconds before they returned, talking a mile a minute like teenage girls do.
Sitting down, Taylor looked a question to her Mom, who answered with a glance at the breadsticks. Taylor smiled, understanding with one subtle glance what had transpired during the brief time they were gone.
Sandra watched in absolute terror as her daughter picked up a breadstick saying, "This place has the best breadsticks in the world."
Mariah quipped, the innuendo understood by all but the innocent daughter, "I hear their special marinade is out of this world."
Kelly dipped her breadstick in the dipping sauce, Sandra praying it would conceal the scent and taste of her pussy juice on it. Sandra then grimaced as her daughter put it to her mouth and took a bite, unknowingly sampling her own Mother's juices.
Mariah asked, "How is it? Good?"
Kelly, glowing, answered, "Amazing, there even seems to be something slightly different about it this time."
"What do you think it might be?" Mariah asked curiously, piling on her pet's humiliation.
"I can't explain it. It just seems extra tangy," Kelly answered. "I like it."
Taylor burst out laughing.
"What?" Kelly asked.
"Oh nothing," Taylor covered, a glare from her Mother quickly making her compose herself, "I just find the word 'tangy' to be funny."
Kelly thought about it for a moment before agreeing, "It is kind of funny, isn't it?"
Mariah took a bite of one of her untreated ones and Taylor did the same, with the marinade although without the dipping sauce, and smiled, looking directly at her MILF pet-to-be, and said, "Oh my goodness Kelly, these really are quite tangy."
Sandra burned in embarrassment but said nothing.
Mariah asked, "Are you not going to try one, Sandra?"
"I'm watching my carbs," Sandra replied, trying to cover the real reason she didn't want to have one.
Mariah insisted, "Nonsense! You've got to try one, they're heavenly, so sweet and tangy," which had both teenage girls laughing.
Kelly ordered, very unlike her, "Mom, I insist you try one. It's my birthday and the carb rules are on hold for the day."
Defeated, Sandra took one and said, desperate to take the attention off her, "Fine, but if this turns me into a big fatty, you are so grounded."
Everyone laughed, and both Taylor and Mariah watched with quiet intensity as Sandra crunched down on the breadstick with her own pussy juice on it.
Not surprisingly, Sandra coated it with dipping sauce, trying to disguise her own taste. She took a bite, and if she hadn't known what she'd added, it was unlikely she would have noticed. Relieved, she ate the rest of the breadstick.
The rest of the meal went without incident, other than Taylor's foot between Sandra's legs constantly teasing her throughout the meal.
Taylor and Kelly were in the bathroom again, as the grownups waited for the bill. Mariah asked, "Do you think our waiter was good?"
"I guess," Sandra answered, unaware of Mariah's intent, even though she shouldn't have been.
Mariah handed Sandra back her panties.
Sandra looked at her, unsure of what to do with them until Mariah ordered, "Give them to him as a tip, and be sexy about it."
"Oh my," Sandra blushed.
"You should hurry, your daughter could be back any second and you'll still have to do it," Mariah warned.
Sandra looked for the waiter and was thankful he was coming their way. You know things have gone drastically wrong when you're thankful the waiter is on his way over so you can give him your panties, Sandra thought to herself.
The waiter arrived and Sandra gave him her credit card and her panties, and smiled seductively, trying to be a good pet for Mariah, and yet hurrying to get it done before her daughter returned. "Put it on my credit card, sexy, and here's a little gift for such good service." He was clearly shocked by the gift, as he held it like it was gold. Feeling sexy for the first time in a while she added, her lips close to his ear, "They may be a little wet, my friend here fucked the shit out of me earlier."
His eyes went wide as she bit his earlobe, before he moved away.
He stammered, "T-t-thanks," as he hurriedly put the intimate cargo in his pants pocket.
"Anytime, sexy," Sandra purred back. The waiter left with her credit card.
Mariah complimented her slut. "That was very good, especially the end part. Maybe I won't have to completely retrain you like I thought."
"Thank you, Mistress," Sandra replied, happy to have made her Mistress proud, as she saw the girls returning.
The waiter retuned with the charge slip, which Sandra signed. The copy he gave her had his name and phone number on it. Sandra smiled, feeling sexy and wanted, something she had longed for for a long, long time.
They drove home and Sandra gave Kelly her birthday present, an iPad, all the while silently stressing about what Mariah may still have in store. She expected to be used in some way by either Mariah or Taylor, yet while she was getting her pajamas from her bedroom, Mariah ignored her completely.
In Kelly's bedroom the naïve birthday girl had no idea that she had welcomed a predator into her boudoir. Taylor, on the other hand, was salivating with the thoughts of all she wanted to do with this young, pretty slave-to-be. Alas, her Mistress Mother had made it very clear that things would happen in her time frame, not Taylor's.
In bed that night each female pondered the day that was:
Kelly was thrilled with the thought of finally having a sister of sorts, having been an only child.
Taylor was excited about having her own MILF pet and couldn't wait to play with her new toy... although having to wait was driving her nuts.
Sandra tossed and turned as she replayed the day in her head.
As a mother she was ashamed of her weakness, of her inability to say no and to stand up for herself... and in doing so had allowed her daughter to become prey for the hungriest wolf she knew. Yet, for the first time in almost two decades, she felt like herself, felt like a woman and felt wanted.
Her pussy burned with need as she fondly remembered being Mariah's sub. Funny how time can play tricks on you. Gone were all the stressful memories of her past, and all she could remember were the exciting memories of how it had felt when she was an obedient pet for Mariah.
Her fingers roaming freely to her cunt, she brought herself not to one, not two, but to three orgasms, as she reminisced about her many submissions over her college years.
Mariah was thrilled with how the day had gone. She was confident that Sandra would fall right back into the role she was born to play, but really had no idea until now what kind of personality Kelly would have... luckily it appeared it was like mother, like daughter.
5. MAN, KELLY FEELS LIKE A WOMAN
The next morning was a Monday and the girls had school to attend. Kelly was already dressed in her usual jeans and t-shirt when Taylor came back from her shower in just a towel and asked, "Is that what you're wearing to school?"
Kelly looked up, surprised by the question. "That's the plan, why?"
"Oh nothing," Taylor asked, acting nonchalant, knowing that if Kelly was submissive deep down, she would want to know why. A submissive never wants to disappoint anyone at any time.
"No seriously," Kelly asked, "what is it?"
Taylor, tossing her towel on the bed to reveal her voluptuous 38C breasts and her shaved pussy, reeled her in. "Oh, it's just that where I come from, we always dress to impress."
"You do?" Kelly asked, unable not to stare at Taylor's large breasts.
"We do," Taylor confirmed, pulling out a pair of stockings.
"You're going to wear stockings?" Kelly asked, watching the pretty blonde put on her first dark brown stocking.
"I always wear them. Like Mom says, they really enhance my legs and make me stand out in a crowd. Plus, I feel so sexy when I wear them," Taylor explained, posing sexily like she was a model in an otherwise nude stocking commercial.
"Oh," was all Kelly could get out.
Taylor, reaching for the other stocking added, "I hate pantyhose. They're too restrictive and get in the way when I need some action."
Kelly was taken aback by her new roommate's forthright declaration.
"Plus," Taylor added, "boys love the feel of my stocking clad legs when they fuck me."
"Oh my God," Kelly gasped, her pussy tingling a bit from this unexpectedly frank conversation.
"You're not a virgin, are you?" Taylor asked, as if that would be the most shocking state in the history of the world, even though deep down she suspected the answer was yes.
Kelly's face went beet red but she adamantly defended her virginity. "Yes, but that is by choice. I haven't met the right guy yet."
"Wow!" Taylor said overdramatically, "I can't fathom not having sex at least every few days."
"Really?" Kelly gasped, surprised again by such a frank admission.
"Do you do yourself?"
Kelly was again taken aback by the frank question. Her mother didn't talk about sex, and only on rare occasions did her friends talk about it. Kelly shrugged, feeling dirty admitting to such a truth, "On occasion."
"Oh my God," Taylor replied, "if I don't get off every day I turn into a fucking psychopath. You have toys at least?"
"No," admitted, ashamed, feeling like she was in a whole different league compared to this blonde vixen.
"Well, we're going to have to change that," Taylor announced, as if it was a done deal. "Now about your outfit," Taylor said, changing topics.
Kelly stood silently, every insecurity she had now prickling each thought.
Taylor pulled out a blue sundress, tossed it to Kelly and instructed, "Put this on."
Kelly looked at the long sundress and wondered what her friends would say if she wore a dress to school. Some girls in school wore dresses, but not many and she wasn't one of them.
Taylor, knowing Kelly needed some prodding suggested, "Just try it on, Kelly. I bet you'll look amazing in it."
Figuring why not, she was eighteen now and a woman, Kelly pulled off her t-shirt, but then felt naked in just her sports bra.
Taylor considered questioning the sports bra as well, but figured that may be too much too soon for this already overwhelmed pet-to-be.
Kelly pulled the sundress on before taking off her jeans, still too uncomfortable to be seen in her panties by this relative stranger.
Taylor smiled to herself, thinking about how sweet and innocent and pure Kelly was, and how soon propriety and modesty would become things of the past.
Once the jeans were off, Taylor buttered up the insecure girl. "You look delicious."
"Really?" Kelly asked, not catching the innuendo.
"Really, really," Taylor responded before adding, "obviously you would look even better with stockings."
"You think so?" Kelly asked, effortlessly being drawn into Taylor's web.
"I know so," Taylor smiled. "When it comes to fashion, I'm your girl."
"I only have the pair your Mom gave me yesterday," Kelly admitted.
"Would you like to borrow a pair of mine?"
"No, I'm ok," Kelly answered, deciding the stockings would be too much of a new statement.
"Whatever suits your fancy," Taylor replied, showing just the slightest hint of annoyance.
Kelly noticed it but let it go, leaving Taylor to finish getting dressed.
6. SANDRA CAN'T GET NO SATISFACTION
Sandra woke up in a hot sweat. What a crazy dream she'd had! Opening her eyes, she rubbed the sleep out of them and realized she was in the spare bedroom in the basement, which meant the recent events hadn't been a dream.
Which meant her Mistress from college was in her house dominating her and planning to seduce her daughter.
Sandra knew she had to stop this before it went any further. She rushed upstairs and found Mariah in the kitchen making breakfast. Sandra's resolve weakened the moment she saw the beautiful blonde bombshell. Instead of demanding she leave as she had intended, she said, "Good morning, Mariah."
"Good morning, my pet," Mariah smiled. "Did you have a good sleep?"
"It was ok."
"I slept like a baby," Mariah shared. "Your bed is really comfortable."
Sandra sighed to herself, knowing that comment was just another shot at a power shift that Sandra had no control over.
Kelly arrived downstairs for breakfast and Sandra noticed the dress. She looked down for stockings and was happy to see she had none on.
Mariah looked too. "Good morning, Kelly," she greeted. "I hope you're hungry."
Kelly shrugged, not used to big breakfasts, "Sure, it smells amazing."
Breakfast came and went and as soon as the front door closed leaving Sandra and Mariah alone, Mariah said, "We need to talk."
"Agreed," Sandra said, hoping there was still a chance to end this before it got completely out of hand.
Mariah continued, "Let's go through the training rules."
Sandra's Pollyanna hopes crashed and burned. "The training rules?"
"Clearly a part of you is desperately trying to fight me for your freedom, yet it's obvious that part is losing to your yearning to submit to me," Mariah assessed.
Sandra ignored her own plight and said with all the determination she had in her, "Regardless of my own desires, I need you to promise to leave Kelly alone."
Mariah laughed. "This isn't a fucking negotiation, slut. You really have regressed. I may have to add a few fillips to the rules."
"Please," Sandra pleaded, grasping at straws.
"Please, what?" Mariah asked, impatient.
"Can we make an arrangement where once Kelly has graduated and goes off to college, I return to being your..." Sandra began bargaining, but became unsure what to call herself.
"My pet, my slut, my whore, my kitty," Mariah listed, a collection of labels she'd used in the past.
"Yes, all those and any more you want," Sandra agreed, her last ditch attempt at saving her daughter from the same hopeless addiction she was subject to.
Mariah, giving the pet a glimmer of hope she never intended to follow through with, suggested, "Today, let's focus on you."
Sandra glanced at the clock and noticing the time cautioned, "I need to be at work in an hour."
"Then we'd better get started. This won't take long," Mariah ordered.
"But..."
Mariah ignored her sub's weak protest, reached in her purse and handed Sandra a piece of paper with the words: 'The non-negotiable rules for SANDRA'S retraining' printed at the top.
Sandra reluctantly took the paper, dreading the expectations that would be entered like tombstone engravings on the piece of paper. She looked at the paper and read the lengthy list:
The Retraining of Slave Sandra
1. You will obey EVERY command MISTRESS MARIAH or MISTRESS TAYLOR gives you no matter what it is.
2. You will ONLY wear panties when your period is visiting... otherwise you will never wear panties... unless instructed by either of your Mistresses.
3. You will NEVER wear a bra unless at a significant work function or required by a Mistress to enhance an outfit.
4. You will wear stockings EVERY DAY from the moment you get out of your morning shower until you wake up the following day.
5. When alone with either or both of your Mistresses you will address them as MISTRESS.
6. You are a 24-hour pet and thus are on call at all times whether at work or not.
7. You will have your cellphone turned on AT ALL TIMES in case either Mistress decides to contact you.
8. You will have your nails... fingers and toes... painted at all times... RED!
9. You will ALWAYS wear dresses or skirts unless otherwise instructed.
10. Since you are a PET and OWNED unconditionally by your two Mistresses, you must give your body to them without restriction. Thus, you may only COME with the permission of a Mistress. If you are unable to contact a Mistress, BAD LUCK.
11. Other rules may be added as either Mistress sees fit.

Of course, any disobedience of these simple rules will result in punishment.
Sandra flashed back to the when the original rules list had been introduced:
"My pet, I think you need guidelines," Mariah announced just after coming all over her still-in-training pet.
"Pardon, Mistress?" I responded, unsure what my Mistress meant.
"I think you will be more content if I make all your decisions for you," Mariah explained, as if this was just common sense.
"I don't understand," I replied.
"You are my pet. A puppy doesn't make choices on what to wear does she?" Mariah asked.
"Well, no," I replied, surprised by such an inter-species breakdown of our relationship.
"A kitty doesn't choose what to eat, does she?" Mariah added.
"You want to decide what I eat?" I asked, stunned to the core.
"Well, not completely, but I am going to start choosing your outfits for you every day," Mariah informed me.
"You are?" I asked, still in denial about yet another level in my bizarre relationship with my roommate. I loved the attention, I loved to please and I had become reliant on Mariah for my pleasure, but this new declaration seemed a bit extreme.



"Yes, it seems logical. You already wear stockings every day as a reminder of your obedience to me," Mariah pointed out.
I'd thought I was wearing the stockings to make me look sexier, but had to admit that in theory it was also to please my Mistress.
"So, every morning I will lay out your clothes for you. Is that understood?" Mariah asked, the question rhetorical.
"Of course, Mistress," I answered, knowing her tone meant the decision had already been made.
And for the remainder of my time as her pet sub, I never chose any of my own clothing to wear or to purchase. Gradually my old conservative wardrobe disappeared and was replaced with a far more provocative one.
Mariah, foreshadowing what lay ahead added, "This is rule two my pet. Rule one is always to wear stockings. More rules will follow in the near future."
"Ok," I agreed, unaware of how strict the additional rules would be.
"Do you accept the rules, my pet?" Mariah asked.
"Do I have a choice?" a defeated, yet horny, Sandra replied.
"Don't you go playing the victim, my slut," Mariah scolded. "Everyone has a choice."
"But what if I refuse?" Sandra asked, not convinced she had a choice.
Mariah answered the question with a question. "Can you refuse me, my pet? You never were able to before. Stop playing the victim, Sandra. You need me more than I need you."
Sandra contemplated Mariah's assessment. In truth she had never felt more alive than when she was back in college and living as Mariah's pet. All those feelings had come rushing back with Mariah's arrival, and if it weren't for her daughter, her submission to Mariah would occur without hesitation.
Sandra flashed back to a moment in her freshman year:
Having been sent to my doghouse after a brief hesitation to obey an order by Mariah, I had pondered my predicament, and after I'd made a lengthy pros and cons list in my head, I'd decided to stand up for myself. I climbed out of my makeshift doghouse and went to confront Mariah.
Mariah was watching TV when I came out of my banishment and did so on two feet.
Mariah barely reacted as she noticed, "My pet has learned to walk, has she?"
I ignored the condescending tone and said defiantly, "This has to stop."
Looking directly at me, Mariah asked, "What does?"
"The way you treat me," I answered adamantly. "I want to be treated with respect, not like some nonhuman pet."
"But you are my pet puppy," Mariah answered, standing up and striding towards me, "And a proper pet needs to be disciplined when she is disobedient."
All my life I had hated confrontation and I could already feel my resolve slipping away as Mariah reached me. Attempting to be strong, despite the growing weakness inside and an undeniable tingle down below, I muttered, "I can't continue doing this. I deserve better."
Mariah, her smile smug, put her hands on her stubborn pet's shoulders, and gently pushed me to my knees. Not forcefully, but gently. There was no way her physical strength was overpowering me.
I wanted to resist, but even as my mind protested, I felt my knees giving way and myself falling to my natural submissive place on the floor.
"Good girl," Mariah purred, "just remember my pet, I always know what is best for you."
I looked up from my position of submission and sighed in defeat. My adamant resolve of just a few minutes ago while alone in my doghouse had vanished and my abject need to obey my Mistress had returned in full force.
Mariah, able to read me perfectly ordered, "Go ahead, Kitty, lick your Mistress's feet. I'm wearing these lovely stockings you so love to worship."
I desperately wanted to resist but knew I was too weak as I remained in my accustomed position on all fours and began licking my Mistress's feet like a kitty would lick milk from a bowl.
"So I'll ask you the question again, my pet. Do you accept the rules?" Mariah asked again, confident she already knew the answer.
"I don't know," Sandra answered, her body screaming Yes as her moral compass screamed No.
Mariah chuckled softly. "You're so adorable when you try to be strong."
"I'm not trying to be adorable," Sandra replied, annoyed by Mariah's condescending tone.
"I know, you're trying to be something you aren't, my pet. That comes to an end now," Mariah said, her tone shifting from amused to firm. "Is your pussy wet?"
Sandra didn't answer, which on its own answered the question.
"I'll take that as a yes," Mariah said smugly. "You need to let go of the notion that you have any control in your life any more. I have returned, and I will once again make all your decisions for you."
Sandra winced at the promise.
"And for heaven's sake get down on your knees, I can't believe you've been permitting yourself to stand this long in my presence!" Mariah added.
"But..." Sandra began.
"NOW!" Mariah demanded.
Sandra instantly fell to her knees.
"That's better. I thought we made our situation clear last night. I own you; can it get any more black and white than that?"
Sandra knew she couldn't win, deep down she didn't want to win, yet she needed to be strong for her daughter. She had to protect her daughter. "Yes Mistress, I understand, and I even agree where I am concerned. But will you please reconsider and leave my daughter out of this?"
Mariah shrugged and conceded for the time being. "I know how hard you're struggling with that, and I even understand why. Right now, you are my priority, my pet. So we'll worry about Kelly and the promise you remade just last night at a later time. Understood?"
Sandra felt as if the weight of the world had been lifted from her shoulders! Even if this wasn't a permanent reprieve, it was far more than she'd expected. "Yes, I do understand Mistress, and thank you so much!"
"You're most welcome. But now I will ask you again, my cunt-licking slut, do you accept all conditions of the new rules?"
Distracted by her relief about Kelly and her wet pussy doing all the thinking for her as far as her own situation was concerned, Sandra whispered, "Yes."
"Yes, what?" Mariah sighed.
"Yes, Mistress, I will I obey the rules," Sandra agreed, knowing it was easier to agree now than if she were forced to agree later.
"Good," Mariah said, suddenly chipper. "Now go shower and come back to me once you've dressed for work."
"Yes, Mistress," Sandra replied, hoping a cold shower would calm her down.
While in the shower, Sandra desperately tried to think of some way to protect her daughter permanently from these two predators.
Other than up and leaving, which would be tough to explain to her daughter during track season, where Kelly was a star, and so close to her graduation, the other options seemed impossible.
How do you tell your daughter about a past as dark and naughty as hers? Eventually it occurred to her that the best idea would be to warn her daughter without going into all the sordid details.
Sandra concluded she would go to Kelly's school and talk to her at lunch. She wasn't sure what she would say yet, but she knew she had to warn her.
Content with her plan, fragile as it was, she finished showering, then dressed in a long flowered sundress, sans panties and bra, which was a little nerve-wracking for her, and the only pair of stockings she currently owned, given to her yesterday by Mariah.
Once dressed, hair done and make-up on, she returned to the living room and said, "Mistress, I need to get going soon."
"I know my pet, I won't keep you much longer," Mariah replied. "I only have one more thing for you to do before you go."
Sandra's mouth suddenly watered at the thought of tasting Mariah's perfection again. "What would that be, Mistress?"
Mariah handed her a pair of silver balls connected with a narrow strap that appeared to be silicone. "Ironically after all the trouble you've been, I'm going to allow you to break a rule this week. All week you are to wear these Ben Wa balls in that cunt of yours. Is that understood?"
Sandra looked at the small balls and wondered at their purpose. "Even at work?"
"All the time," Mariah said. "This is punishment number one of the eighteen punishments I owe you for eighteen years of betrayal... which is you may not come for a week."
"A full week?" Sandra asked, thinking that before Mariah's arrival a week would have been no problem, she had sometimes gone months without even thinking about an orgasm, but now such a lack seemed impossible and painful.
"Yes. You need to relearn your place," Mariah said, lifting up her pet's dress. She leaned over and rubbed the balls slowly along Sandra's slightly wet pussy lips before inserting both balls.
Sandra let out a small gasp as the second ball went in.
"You will eventually learn how to control your pussy muscles so you don't need panties, but while you're at work I will grant you this rare privilege," Mariah explained, as if she were doing her pet a great favor, before adding, "but at home you are to remain panty-less, is that clear?"
Sandra agreed, even as she tried to deal with the two balls inside her, "Yes, Mistress."
"When are you finished at work?"
"Four-thirty," Sandra answered nervously, figuring Mariah already had something in mind for the evening.
"I'll meet you at the West Edmonton Mall at five. Is that doable?" Mariah asked.
"Yes, Mistress, I believe it will be."
"Good, I'll see you then," Mariah answered, adding, "We will meet in front of Forever 21."
"Yes, Mistress," Sandra agreed, wondering what was in store for her, before going downstairs to put some panties on. Each step at first was awkward and a distraction. In her new room in the basement, she practiced walking for a couple of minutes before she felt slightly accustomed to having the weird balls inside her. Content as she could be in her current predicament, she headed to work.
At work, the balls were a constant reminder of her past, her present and her future. Sandra was in the middle of preparing a new summer ad campaign and it was crucial to get all her slides ready for her multimedia presentation on Thursday. The balls inside her were a distraction, but she realized if she sat at her desk and didn't move her legs, eventually she forgot they were inside her. However every time she moved, she got a constant reminder and her pussy would beg for a quick release she wasn't allowed.
Sandra worked her ass off all day and it wasn't till after one that she realized she'd worked through lunch and missed her opportunity to go meet with her daughter. She knew Kelly had track practice after school and she had promised to meet with Mariah, so the much-needed conversation would have to wait.
The rest of the day flew by; only on occasion was Sandra distracted by the balls in her cunt. Glancing at the clock, she saved her work on her computer and drove over to meet Mariah, knowing one of Mariah's biggest pet peeves was tardiness.
Driving was a major distraction as her foot continually shifting from gas pedal to brake moved the balls in a rather circular movement. Sandra was craving a satisfaction she knew she couldn't receive. She sighed; this was going to be a really long week.
7. LICKING IN THE GIRLS' ROOM
Sandra arrived early and waited till almost quarter after five before she saw Mariah dressed in a black leather skirt, black fuck-me boots, black stockings and a fire engine red blouse. Men and women took second looks as she sauntered by. The men drooled, the women glared, a mixture of envy and jealousy being thrown at the blonde vixen.
Mariah actually apologized, something as rare as an eclipse, "Sorry Sandra, I got lost, really, really lost."
Sandra shrugged, "It happens to everyone the first time they come here."
"It's fucking huge. Hard to believe capitalist, anything to make a buck, California hasn't built a super mall like this," Mariah said, impressed by how overblown this place was.
Sandra, suddenly proud to be an Edmontonian, explained, "It has rides, waterslides, a hotel, a shooting range, a movie theatre, a skating rink, and so much more. It even has a floating pirate ship."
"I see they also have a sex shop here," Mariah smiled, her usual mischievous grin back. "So let's get you a new wardrobe."
Sandra assumed that was why they were here, her outfits being very conservative and business formal. Two hours, five hundred bucks and six stores later and Sandra had a few new outfits. None were skanky, but all were definitely hipper and aimed at making her look younger, including a front zippered dress and a plaid skirt that looked like it would better fit a teenager.
They stopped for a bite to eat at Hooters, which for a stocking fetish freak like Mariah was pure heaven. Sandra could almost see the wheels turning inside Mariah's devious brain and started to worry.
Mariah decided that she wanted a few pair of Hooters pantyhose for herself, her daughter, her slut and her young slut-to-be.
Mariah scanned the various waitresses and studied them like the sexual predator she was. They ate in relative silence as Mariah assessed who her participant would be in let's make a deal.
Deciding to go with a cute brunette, who Mariah noticed had glanced their way a few times and who she confidently assessed was a dyke, or at the very least bi.
Mariah walked over to the pretty brunette, who was even younger than she'd thought from afar (she would later learn you only have to be eighteen in Alberta to work in or go to a bar).
Turning on her charm, checking the name tag on her uniform just above the girl's voluptuous breasts, she opened with, "Hi, Robyn, my name is Mariah."
Robyn smiled back, accustomed to being friendly with her customers. "Hi, Mariah."
"I have to ask," Mariah said smoothly, "Where do you get your pantyhose?"
"We just buy them from our boss," she replied.
Mariah continued, "The color really accentuates your legs."
"Thanks," she blushed.
"Do you have a break coming up?" Mariah asked, not wasting time.
The waitress was slightly surprised, but answered, "In about fifteen."
"I'm going to be very blunt with you. My pet over there, the slender brunette, is hungry for dessert," Mariah offered.
"Oh my," Robyn gasped, surprised by the unorthodox offer.
"All I want in return is the opportunity to buy a dozen pairs of those sexy pantyhose." Mariah explained.
Robyn looked over to Sandra, who was watching, and then back to Mariah. "She looks adorable. Submissive you say?"
Mariah nodded.
"I can easily get you the pantyhose."
"I can easily get you my slut," Mariah countered. Taking control, she said, "I'll have her upstairs in the washroom in ten minutes." Before the cute big-breasted brunette could respond, Mariah returned to her table.
Sandra had watched, knowing the conversation was about her as the pretty brunette had kept glancing over at her with more than casual interest.
When Mariah returned, she sat down beside Sandra this time instead of across the table and returned to her drink in silence. The anticipation was driving Sandra nuts, as the smug silence from her Mistress hinted at something inevitable.
Finally, Mariah still not speaking, she slipped her hand under Sandra's dress, pulled her panties aside and found the string. While Mariah finished her drink, her eyes were directly on Robyn as she tugged on the string.
Sandra moaned reactively.
Mariah tugged again.
Sandra whimpered and closed her eyes.
Mariah tugged again. "Don't you dare come, slut," Mariah warned.
Sandra tried to ignore the pleasure the balls' movement was giving her.
Mariah asked, "Are you hungry for dessert?"
Sandra, assuming the obvious, she was being offered in some form to the brunette waitress, answered, "F-f-famished."
Sandra flashed back to her sophomore year:
It wasn't until Spring Break of our sophomore year that Mariah made me service another girl. We were in Florida for Spring Break and at a bar where Mariah had already made me compete in a wet t-shirt contest. I was quite drunk when Mariah surprised me yet again.
"Which girl here do you want to lick?" Mariah asked.
"P-p-pardon?" I stammered.
"Choose a girl," Mariah repeated. "Any girl."
"I pick you," I played safe.
"Aaaah, how cute," Mariah purred. "But tonight I'm offering your expertise to another girl... one of your choosing."
"But..." I protested, sobering up quickly.
"Shhhhhhh, pick a girl," Mariah instructed.
"Do I have to?" I asked like the shy schoolgirl I was.
"Yes you do," Mariah answered. "Choose, now."
I scanned the room, wondering who I could choose who would reject me. Seeing a chubby blonde, with glasses and with a guy, who seemed unlikely to take my Mistress up on the ridiculous offer. I sighed and pointed, "The chubby blonde."
"The nerdy chick?" Mariah asked, confirming.
"Sure," I agreed, confident in my choice.
Mariah stood up and left me alone. I watched as my Mistress joined the couple and chatted for a couple of minutes. At one point all three of them looked at me, which made me quickly look away.
Mariah returned a couple of minutes later and revealed, "Would you believe they're siblings?"
"Really?" I asked, a bit deflated as I glanced over to the table and saw the girl was gone.
"Really, really," Mariah smiled before adding, "Go to the washroom right now. She'll be waiting for you in a stall."
"She's gay?"
"Nope, but I told her that you're the best cunt-licker there is and that she wouldn't have to return the favor," Mariah explained, adding, "after that she was game. Her brother would like to fuck you, if you're interested."
"God, no."
"So just pussy and no cock?"
"Is there a third option?"
"Go now, slut," Mariah ordered me.
I gave her one last plea with my eyes before standing up and nervously going to the bathroom where I would bring the unnamed stranger to two orgasms in the girls' washroom.
Now some twenty years later, Sandra felt a crazy sense of déjà vu as Mariah instructed, "Go to the washroom upstairs and wait for her."
"Yes, Mistress," Sandra replied, at this point in her sexual journey not nervous at all about what she was expected to do. She couldn't even begin to count how many pussies she'd pleasured in random bathrooms during her college years.
As she climbed the stairs, she recalled how she became addicted to eating strangers' pussies during her junior year of college. She was like an alcoholic as she became reliant on it and craved it.
Reaching the bathroom she feared failure, but entered the washroom, eager to taste the pretty brunette.
A few minutes later, after three customers had come and gone, the brunette server entered and said, "Don't worry about getting caught, I put an out of order sign on the door."
The brunette entered the stall and asked, "Are you really her slave? Willingly?"
"Yes, Miss," Sandra answered, even though she was twice the server's age.
"That's fucking crazy," the brunette responded. After a pause, she asked, "So you want to eat my cunt?"



"Yes, Miss," Sandra agreed with a mixture of embarrassment and hunger. The taste of a new cunt had always been thrilling to her after she overcame her early fears.
"Miss, I love that," the girl said, pulling her orange shorts, followed by her dark pantyhose and her pink panties down just past her knees.
Sandra could feel her mouth-watering.
Facing Sandra, the stranger put one foot on top of the toilet and presented a hairy pussy to the MILF sub. "Have a hair pie," the brunette offered.
Sandra preferred a shaved, or at least trimmed cunt, as long pubes made the job tougher to do, although she did enjoy how a girl's unique scent was always captured like a bouquet of flowers in more luxuriant pubic hair. Sandra leaned forward and began licking, clearing a path to the girl's pussy lips.
Once she began licking, Sandra was transported back to her college days. Her only goal back then was to give girls pleasure, and that was her goal at this exact moment. The girl's strong scent cleared Sandra's senses as she licked and licked. In only a couple of minutes, Sandra felt her head being pulled into the girl's cunt and the Hooters waitress began to rub herself on Sandra's face.
Less than a minute later, Sandra felt her face getting coated with the girl's cum as the stranger continued to grind her pussy all over her face.
Once done, the waitress pulled up her layers of clothing and asked, "How did you end up a slave?"
Her face shiny with cum, Sandra answered, "That is a long, long story."
"Well, if you ever get hungry again," the waitress offered, handing Sandra a card.
Sandra took the card and learned the name of the girl she had just pleasured, the girl's cunt droplets still on her lips.
Back at the table, Mariah had paid the bill and had the twelve pairs of pantyhose she had bargained for, as well as a pair of the tight orange shorts and a Hooters t-shirt extra small. Mariah smiled as yet another naughty idea popped into her head.
8. CUM ON, FEEL MY TOYS
The next three days were anti-climactic, as Mariah agreed to let Sandra focus on her big presentation at work. Mariah continued to compliment Kelly, but was allowing her daughter, who was in training to be a seductress, to do most of the dirty work. Honouring her promise to Sandra, she cautioned her daughter not to go too far for now. Teasing was okay, maybe even offering Kelly a toy or two, but no touching.
Every night Taylor pleasured herself to sleep, making sure that what she was doing was obvious to her roommate. Her moans were exaggerated, and her toys buzzed audibly. It was Thursday evening, after they had watched a movie starring Taylor Lautner at the Mall theater, that Taylor, getting ready for bed, went to the next level. She went to her suitcase and pulled out a six-inch vibrator. Waving it in front of her like a wand, she asked Kelly, "Do you want to try?"
"What? God, no," Kelly responded, stunned by the question.
"Your loss," Taylor shrugged, "but after a few days of only my fingers and trying to be quiet, I can't hold back any longer."
Kelly was shocked. Was Taylor really going to pleasure herself openly while she was in the room, even in the same bed? Kelly had noticed Taylor masturbating the past few nights, but ignored it, even though she wanted to do the same as it kind of turned her on. But trying to act cool in front of the worldly girl, she said flippantly, "Go ahead."
Taylor pulled out some other toys and showed, or rather offered them to the naive teen. "I also have a tiny bullet, which is more for clit teasing, if you wish. Or I have a wi-vibe, which stimulates the clit while also causing sweet vibrations inside, if you know what I mean. Then I have another longer vibrator that is for when you really need to experience a big cock." After a brief pause, Taylor said, "Actually I think I'll use that one right now since I've thought of it."
Kelly was flustered, unaccustomed to such frank sharing.
Taylor, seeing the teen was overwhelmed, nevertheless pulled out a strap-on as if it was by accident. "Oops, this one's for girl on girl play." She tossed it back in her toy box, just adding one more tidbit of titillation to her prey.
Kelly was stunned. Was Taylor a lesbian? Based on her drooling for Taylor Lautner at the movie, she surely couldn't be.
"Then I also have a dildo for wide stretching and some extra toys for anal play," Taylor finished, the sexual assault with the plethora of sex toy options complete, although she didn't bring out the other category which included handcuffs, blindfolds, a double-ended dildo, nipple clamps, anal beads and various other kinkier toys.
"Have you used all of those?" Kelly asked, not even able to fathom how most of them would fit inside her, or how a teenager could have collected such a massive collection of toys.
"Of course," Taylor smiled, reaching into her box and tossing a small pink vibe across the bed to Kelly. "Here, this is a starter toy."
"I couldn't," Kelly protested, although by now her vagina was tingling for attention.
"You can and you will," Taylor responded, with just a hint of authority.
Kelly picked up the small toy, curiosity getting the best of her.
Taylor got naked and slipped under the covers, turning on her toy and inviting, "Cum join me."
Kelly was frozen as she heard the buzzing, followed by a moan, which Kelly assumed meant the toy had been slipped inside the blonde's vagina.
Taylor, continuing the soft push moaned, "Kelly, stop being a prude. You have no idea what a real orgasm is like until you fuck yourself with a toy."
Kelly couldn't resist the growing temptation, even though she thought it weird to do so in the same bed as another girl. Although she had surreptitiously gotten herself off in a hotel room while sharing a bed during basketball season last year.
Kelly reached for the switch, but Taylor said, "No, leave the lights on for now," and Kelly complied. She got into bed, still dressed, modesty still an issue for her, particularly when she compared her athletic straight-up-and-down look to the curvy blonde perfection beside her. Under the covers she pulled her pajama bottoms and panties down tentatively while the growing sounds of unabashed pleasure beside her turned her on.
Looking at the toy, Kelly turned on the bottom piece and was startled by the power.
Taylor opened her eyes and softly whisper-moaned, "Go ahead gorgeous, fuck yourself. And make all the noise you want."
Kelly blushed, but wanting to be cool like Taylor, she obeyed, moving the toy to her wet vagina. As soon as it touched her clit, an electric bolt like electricity pulsed through her body. Suddenly controlled by a lust she'd never before felt, a desperate desire for more, she opened her legs and allowed the vibrating toy to slip inside her. "Aaaaaaaah," she moaned involuntarily, the feeling inside her so different from her fingers. The pulsing sensations had her head a muddled mess in seconds, and she completely forgot that about a foot away was another girl who would be aware of everything she was doing.
Taylor smiled to herself as she listened to the sexual awakening of the young innocent.
Kelly, feeling her orgasm building in only a couple of minutes, which was unprecedented for her, began to pump the small toy rapidly in and out of her vagina, by now totally forgetting there was someone in the bed with her. Her moans increased, louder than they ever did with her fingers, as the pleasure the toy was bringing caused sensations inside her the girl hadn't known existed. With the dam about to burst, she let out a scream, "Oh god, yeeeeeeeeees!"
Taylor turned on her side and watched the series of expressions on the pet-to-be's face, as watching a woman in the throes of an orgasm is the sexiest thing in the world. Taylor wanted to lean over and kiss her, but she refrained, knowing that going beyond the plan her Mom had laid out would lead to a punishment.
Kelly couldn't believe she'd waited this long to experience such intense pleasure. The orgasm spread through her like wildfire, enflaming every inch of her body and her mind. The quivering sensations seemed to keep coming in nerve-ending wave after wave.
Taylor pumped her own toy in her cunt, desperate to come herself. Watching the adorable innocent come provided the final straw for her as well, and she screamed, "Oh fuck, I'm coming toooooooo!"
Kelly, suddenly reminded she wasn't alone, opened her eyes in fear and found herself face to face with Taylor. Kelly watched the blonde girl's quivering eyelids (fortunately closed), her red cheeks, and her sweet smile as the orgasm pulsed through her. Kelly had never considered another woman sexy until this moment. Sure, she knew when a girl was attractive, but never had a girl seemed sexy to her. Never had a woman's beauty affected her emotionally. As Taylor, obviously still in the throes of her climax, opened her eyes and smiled directly at her Kelly turned away, embarrassed to be caught watching.
Taylor comforted, "It's ok, sexy. Masturbation is natural, although if you thought that felt amazing, wait until someone eats that pussy of yours." Taylor stood up before Kelly could respond and said, "I think I need a quick shower to cool off."
With Taylor gone, Kelly had time to replay what had just occurred. She had just pleasured herself with a toy while another girl was with her in bed. The thought shocked her and yet excited her too, which she couldn't explain, but she blamed it on the vibrator that was still teasing her. She pulled it out so she could think straight again, even as small spasms of pleasure continued to course through her body. She was surprised at how great a toy could feel, and was really curious what it would feel like to have someone licking her down below.
Taylor, naked, returned from the bathroom and said as she grabbed her robe, "By the way beautiful, that toy is yours to keep."
"Thanks, are you sure?" Kelly replied, excited to be able to use this again whenever she liked.
"Actually, feel free to use anything that strikes your fancy in my toy box, girlfriend," Taylor offered, before returning to the bathroom.
Kelly was curious what else was in the toy box, but resisted... for now... the temptation to investigate.
9. DAUGHTER LICK ME ONE MORE TIME
By Friday Sandra was an exhausted mess. Left alone by Mariah to work on her presentation, Sandra worked long hours. These long hours mixed with the Ben Wa balls residing permanently in her pussy had driven her to the brink of insanity. She was tired and horny, and she wasn't sure she'd be able to last much longer without coming. She already had sixteen more punishments to endure (the first being wearing the balls, the second being ordered to pleasure the Hooters waitress), so what was one day?
The Thursday presentation went remarkably well and next Thursday she was being sent to Toronto for a presentation with the owner of the target company. If Sandra could get this client to hire her firm exclusively, a long-sought promotion would be hers.
Arriving home after work on Friday, she was expecting some sort of training by Mariah. Mariah had kept her word and left Sandra alone all week, but she'd staked a claim that this weekend she was all hers. Kelly was gone for a track meet in Calgary and wouldn't be home until midday Sunday, it being a three-hour drive, so there was no reason to hold anything back until then.
Opening the door, she heard Mariah's soft moans coming from the living room. Sandra stopped and wondered who else could be here. Or was Mariah pleasuring herself?
Sandra didn't have long to consider what was making Mariah moan as she was summoned. "Slut, get your ass in here."
As she was expected to, Sandra slipped out of her heels, lowered herself onto all fours and began crawling to her Mistress. But as she reached the living room she stopped, realizing someone was between Mariah's legs.
Mariah, seeing her sub stop, snapped, "Get over here, slut! We had to start without you."
We? Sandra pondered, as she resumed her slow crawl to her Mistress, praying the unknown girl between Mariah's legs wasn't someone she knew or that knew her.
As Sandra reached the lesbian scene already in action, she saw Mariah sitting on the couch, naked except for red thigh highs, with somebody else, a girl, also naked except for green thigh highs, noisily busy between her legs. In addition to the clue of wearing thigh highs the girl had blonde hair, and Sandra briefly wondered if it was Taylor between her own Mother's legs, but she concluded that having sex with her own daughter was too extreme even for Mariah. As was often the case with such conclusions, she was wrong.
Sandra flashed back to another shocking time:
In my sophomore year, things were pretty clear in my domme-sub relationship with Mariah. I was in love with my Mistress and had become a very loyal, obedient sub. But I came home one night after volleyball to find Mariah on the couch with someone between her legs. I was devastated. Although our relationship was unorthodox, I'd believed we were in an exclusive lesbian relationship (except for the guys Mariah brought home on occasion). I felt betrayed and could feel my heart breaking.
Mariah smiled at me, saw my despair and reassured me in a tender voice, "My pet, you'll always be my favorite, but variety is the spice of life. Now get over here and lick Professor Wilson for me."
"P-p-professor Wilson?" I asked, shocked to the core at who she was telling me was on her knees licking her. Professor Wilson was our Psychology professor and in her early fifties. She was pretty, a bit chubby, with massive breasts that the male students drooled over.
"Yes, none other," Mariah confirmed, "and she's a damn fine pussy-pleaser."
I remained in place, staring and trying to figure out how Professor Wilson could have ended up where she was.
Mariah seemed to read my mind and asked, "Wondering how I ended up getting the Professor to eat my cunt, my pet?"
I nodded, watching the scene with a growing sense of jealousy. Her cunt was mine to eat.
"Pretty simple," Mariah began. "It was obvious she was a dyke by the way she was always checking us both out. Oh sure, she thought she was being subtle, but she wasn't."
I couldn't believe our Professor had been checking us, and particularly uncurvy me, out.
"So after class last week, I walked into her office and asked bluntly if she was hungry for my cunt. She feigned innocence, but a few minutes later her door was locked and she was on her knees dining on my cunt. Isn't that right, Professor?"
The Professor looked up, her face red with shame, and admitted, "Yes ma'am, that is correct."
"And you love eating my cunt, don't you?" Mariah questioned.
"Yes, Mistress Mariah," the embarrassed Professor agreed, looking at Mariah but not at me.
"And you're going to be our pet for the rest of the year, aren't you, Professor?" Mariah asked, revealing yet another surprise.
The Professor answered, her voice almost a whisper, "Yes, Mistress Mariah."
I was in awe at the power Mariah had over the Professor, even though based on how easily I myself had fallen under Mariah's hypnotic spell, it shouldn't have come as too much of a surprise.
"Go crawl to Sandra and offer her your services," Mariah ordered.
The Professor turned and crawled the few steps to where I was still standing near the door and looking up asked me, "May I eat your cunt, Mistress Sandra?"
I was flabbergasted at hearing the word 'Mistress' used by someone referring to myself. I looked to my own Mistress who nodded in confirmation that this was my next task, to be eaten by the Professor. Looking back down, the Professor looking up at me so eager and sexy and hopeful from her submissive position had my pussy on fire. I asked her, horny but still the sweet person I always had been and both unaccustomed to and ill-prepared for a dominant role, "You sure? You don't have to."
The Professor replied, surprising me again, "Yes, Mistress Sandra, I want to lick your cunt. I want to be your teacher slave." Then she began untying my shoes.
I allowed myself to be worshipfully undressed out of my volleyball gear. The Professor stayed on her knees as she removed my socks and shorts. I was no longer allowed to wear panties even when playing sports and the extra absorbency might be helpful. The Professor rose up on her knees and began licking my pussy. She was a very experienced cunt-licker, and had me on the brink of orgasm in only a few minutes, even with my awkward standing position.
I wasn't one to use profanity very often, I'm still not, but I couldn't control myself as I grabbed my Professor's head and pulled her face as deep inside me as I could. I rubbed my Professor's face up and down on my cunt until I screamed, "Oh fuck, yes, fuck, fuck, fuuuuuck!"
The rest of our sophomore year, Professor Wilson was an eager sub to both Mariah and me until she left the school at the end of the school year. I found it a confusing year as I never quite understood my place in my relationship with Mariah. It was clear Mariah was in charge, but whenever we interacted with anyone else it was always unpredictable what my role would be.
"Get your paws on the couch, my pet. I want you to watch this," Mariah instructed, with a devious smile.
Sandra obeyed the strange demand, curious to see who was between Mariah's red stocking-clad legs. Once her 'paws' were on the couch and she was sitting next to Mariah, she got a very good look at who was between her Mistress' legs when Taylor looked up at her with a saucy grin.
Mariah asked, "Surprised?"
"Yes, Mistress, and shocked; this is incest," Sandra answered, watching in voyeuristic awe as a daughter licked her mother. Of course, she had witnessed years ago Mariah's mother submitting too so it shouldn't have been that big a shock.
"Yes it is, my pet, but I bet your slut box is already leaking from watching, isn't it?" Mariah predicted confidently.
Sandra couldn't deny her pussy was soaked, but it had been like that all week because of those two silver balls bouncing around inside her. "Yes, but it's these damn balls that are driving me crazy."
"And the fact you haven't come for a week," Mariah added.
Sandra agreed, unable to take her eyes off Taylor eagerly licking her mother, "Yes Mistress, that's also driving me crazy."
"A penny for your thoughts," Mariah said.
Sandra had a trillion thoughts rocketing through her head, but the main one was what she was currently witnessing. Sandra admitted, "I just can't believe you're committing incest."
"You will be too, and soon," Mariah promised.
"Pardon?" Sandra gasped.
"Pardon, what?" Mariah asked, knowing she needed to be consistent while retraining her sub.
"Pardon, Mistress Mariah," Sandra corrected herself, hiding the annoyance she felt at being corrected.
"Well, it is the natural next step," Mariah answered as if that explained everything.
"It's very unnatural," Sandra protested, determined that this time she must now stand up for herself and her pure daughter.
Mariah's tone shifted slightly as she let out a moan and scolded her daughter, "Slut, slow down, Mommy isn't ready yet."
"Yes, Mistress Mommy," Taylor mumbled in return, her lips never leaving her Mother's delicious nectar.



Turning back to her bewildered pet, she explained, "You see, there is most of a very clear hierarchy here right now. I am the Queen and everybody here is to serve my every whim. Taylor here is the princess, so everybody other than her Queen Mistress is here to serve her without question. Although Kelly so far remains ignorant of all this. The only question that still exists is who is third in line. Is it you, my slut? Will your pretty daughter become your pet, or will you become hers?"
Sandra, defiant in a way she'd never been before, ever, stamped her feet standing straight up from the couch and declared, almost shouting, "Neither of those are ever going to happen."
Mariah smiled, her tone hinting at being impressed, "Is my pet standing up to her Mistress?"
Sandra wavered only briefly, realizing the consequences of her defiance if she lost this argument would be brutal, "Yes, I am. I can't allow you to seduce my daughter, and I will never allow myself to commit the act of incest!"
Mariah sighed dramatically. "I really thought we were past this."
Sandra's tone shifted from strong to pleading as she felt Mariah's disappointment and guilt hitting her. By this time she was incapable of displeasing Mariah for any reason without feeling very badly about it. "Mistress, please, this is asking far too much."
"Have I ever guided you wrong?" Mariah asked gently.
Sandra considered this point. As she reflected back to the many humiliating moments in her life that had been orchestrated by Mariah, every single one of them had ended up bringing her pleasure beyond what she could have predicted. Even being coerced into becoming pregnant had ended well, with the birth of Kelly, who had consistently been her pride and joy.
Mariah tapped the couch, instructing without words for Sandra to sit back down.
Sandra was in a quagmire of epic proportions. By now she was willing and eager to resume submitting to Mariah, knowing deep down that ironically the only time she was ever sexually free was when she had no say in anything. Yet, she couldn't commit incest and she couldn't assist in the corruption of her loving, trusting daughter.
Hesitantly she sat down beside Mariah, visibly trembling.
Mariah, who knew when to be aggressive, knew when to dominate, but also knowing when to be caring, spoke softly. "Sandra, I love you and I assume you love me."
Sandra nodded. "Yes, I do love you, Mariah."
"And I need you as much as you need me," Mariah explained.
"You need me? That comes as a surprise."
"Of course I do," Mariah smiled, so tender, "like you, I've been lost these past eighteen years. I tried to replace you, I tried to let you go, but you'd become irreplaceable."
Sandra's entire combative attitude fell apart at hearing words she hadn't known she'd been craving all these years. "Thank you," Sandra said, all she could muster as tears began streaming down her face.
Mariah leaned closer and Sandra followed suit and they were locked in a tender kiss.
Mariah breaking the kiss eventually, she said, "I'm going to reward you for being such a good girl by letting you come tonight."
"Really?" Sandra asked, a chill of excitement at the week-long teasing coming to fruition.
"Yes, my pet, but I've got to come first," Mariah moaned, her daughter's tongue doing wonders.
Shifting from soft and sensitive to direct and dominant, she ordered, "Get me off, daughter-slut."
Taylor, who had been listening to the whole bizarre conversation, obeyed, shifting from slow teasing to fast licking.
Sandra watched in perverse shock, her pussy unable to deny what the sight was doing to her.
Mariah, close to orgasm, grabbed her daughter's head and began pushing it back and forth across her cunt. It was Mariah's signature move when she wanted a super orgasm. Each push forward was like a spank against her pussy.
Taylor desperately attempted to lick while her face was being pounded by her mother's pussy.
Sandra watched the incestuous moment of raw heat with mixed emotions. Incest was morally wrong, yet watching it live, in its rawest carnal form, had her desperate to come.
Sandra flashed back to the first time Mariah had used her face roughly:
It had been two months after my submission to Mariah had begun and I had begun pleasuring my roommate at least once a day (except when her Aunt Ruby visited), as Mariah believed and enforced that practice makes perfect.
I was getting better at knowing when and where the trigger spots were for my lovely blonde roommate, and I loved nothing more than to hear her moans of pleasure rise, her legs stiffen and her scream echo when Mariah came because of the actions of my very own tongue.
This time Mariah's moans were louder than usual, her breathing heavier than usual, and suddenly she grabbed me by both sides of the head and began using my face as a cock.
I was surprised and helpless as she pulled me forward and back, each forward pull causing my face to collide with my Mistress's wetness. Mariah's screams exploded and after less than thirty seconds of the facial pounding, she jettisoned an explosive spray of cum from her cunt, coating my face.
I was dazed and bewildered at what had just happened, but without even touching myself I came the same time she did.
"Fuuuuuuuck, yes baby, fuck Mommy's cunt like a gooooood giiiiiiirl," Mariah screamed as her cum exploded out of her. These orgasms were always the most intense for her, and they led to copious squirting.
Taylor loved the taste of her mother's juices and opened her mouth wide, knowing the squirting was coming and managed to catch most of it.
Once done, and a couple of minutes later, Mariah still breathing erratically ordered, "Taylor my slut, go get the box of toys."
"Yes, Mistress Mommy," Taylor obeyed eagerly, standing up, her face shiny with her Mother's juices. Looking at Sandra, her smile widened, "Hi, my slut."
Sandra, knowing what was expected, replied, "Hi, Mistress Taylor."
"Did you enjoy the show?" Taylor asked.
Mariah interrupted, "Go get the fucking toys, slut."
"S-s-sorry, Mommy," Taylor apologized, shifting from mistress to sub in an instant, before rushing off to get the requested toys.
Mariah looked into Sandra's eyes and asked, "You agree that I know what's best for you, right?"
"Yes, Mistress," Sandra agreed without hesitation, knowing that deep down she always ended up loving whatever Mariah made her do, no matter how unwelcome it seemed at first, how taboo or how humiliating.
"Good, so there will be no more questioning, will there?"
"I will obey," Sandra agreed submissively, knowing she didn't have the strength to fight the powerful Mistress, nor deep down did she want to. She wanted to be able to shut off her brain and be trusting and obedient, like she used to be.
"Always?" Mariah questioned.
Sandra agreed, accepting whatever consequences might lie ahead. "Unless I get really stupid again, always, Mistress Mariah."
"Hmmmmmmmm," Mariah pondered, considering releasing Sandra from her invisible binds that constrained her from orgasm. "You have been a very good girl so far." After a brief pause, Mariah shifted back to the dominatrix she really was. "Now get back down on the floor like a good pet."
Sandra returned to her earlier position on the floor with her hands resting paw-like on the seat of the couch.
Mariah stood up as Taylor returned to the room with a large box.
She smiled, promising to do exactly what Sandra wanted, the literal meaning not yet obvious, "Now I'm really going to fuck the shit out of you."
10. TWO OUT OF THREE IS GOOD!
"Get me the Slim Shady," Mariah ordered her daughter.
Taylor put the box of kink on the coffee table and reached in for the requested slim strap-on, perfect for ass fucking. Taylor walked to her Mother and like a good servant silently fastened the fuck toy in place on her mistress mother.
Once it was on, Mariah said, "Put one on yourself, Taylor, it's time you finally got to use your birthday present."
"Yes, Mistress Mommy," Taylor assented, thrilled to finally be able to fuck her bitch. Wanting to show the MILF slut who was boss, she grabbed what had become known as the pile driver, a nine-inch long, thick, black strap-on dildo.
As Taylor attached the big cock to herself, Mariah quipped, "Is my daughter trying to overcompensate for something?"
Taylor retorted, "I just want my first time with my new plaything to be memorable."
"Oh, that it will be," Mariah promised. "Take the Ben Wa balls out of her first, Taylor."
Taylor went behind the fine assed submissive and lifting up the slut's skirt, reached inside her and snatched out the balls rather roughly, causing Sandra to release a small yelp.
Taylor, morphing from daughter sub to teenage Mistress, ordered, "Slut, get undressed!"
Sandra obediently obeyed the teenage goddess, her wet cunt doing all her thinking for her.
Once she was naked except for her beige thigh high stockings, she resumed her pet-like position.
Mariah asked, "When was your last ass-fuck, slut?"
Sandra admitted, her body tingling with the expectation of a cock in her ass, "Not since before I left you."
Mariah chuckled, "You really did just quit cold turkey. You used to love your ass being filled."
"Yes, Mistress, but then I avoided anything that would remind me of my past," Sandra explained.
"Do you want your slut ass filled?" Taylor interjected.
"My body is yours to do with as you please, Mistress," Sandra answered, "but yes, I also want this," willingly giving herself over lock, stock and barrel to the two Mistresses.
Taylor sat on the couch beside where Sandra was, the opposite side from her mother's, her cock sticking straight up and ordered, "Let's see how well my slut sucks cock."
Sandra crawled between her young Mistress's stocking-clad legs and went directly to the plastic cock. She had sucked a few cocks during these past eighteen years, as it had become pretty much expected by a second date. Yet it had been almost a year since her most recent date and sexual encounter. She opened her mouth and began by swirling her tongue round the head.
Taylor ordered, "You aren't supposed to make love to my cock, slut, it doesn't have any nerve endings; your job is just to get it nice and wet for that slut box of yours. Now slobber all over it like the whore you are."
Sandra felt a slight tinge of humiliation at being treated so harshly by an eighteen-year-old, but she obeyed the order as she began to bob up and down on the big thick cock, poking the end against her throat to generate the requested slobber. Sandra was a great cock sucker, and easily got into a decent rhythm even with such an absurdly big cock.
"That's better," Taylor purred, "I can't wait to watch you do that with a real cock."
Sandra shivered at this promise Taylor no doubt planned to keep.
A minute or two later Taylor ordered, "That's good enough. Straddle my cock, slut."
Taking the plastic cock out of her mouth, Sandra replied placidly, enjoying her state of mindless surrender, "Yes, Mistress Taylor," and she quickly and eagerly climbed onto the big cock. Already very wet, she lowered herself slowly onto the enormous fake cock. The cock widened her long-neglected cunt and she moaned, "Aaaaaah, shit!"
"That's it slut, take it all," Taylor smiled, watching her slut's expression, a mixture of pleasure and pain.
Slowly but surely Sandra did take it all and couldn't remember a time her cunt had felt so full... well other than the first reunion fuck with Mistress Mariah of course.
Feeling hands on her ass, she instinctively leaned forward, used to being double penetrated by Mariah.
Sandra flashed back to her final year of college:
By now, I'd been trained to take a cock in my ass and even needed it to reach the most intense of my orgasms.
Mariah regularly fucked my ass and I'd now learned from long experience that with ultimate submission comes ultimate pleasure. I always came hardest when my ass was being fucked... hard. This ultimate taboo was so naughty that it freed me in ways my submission never had during my first three years.
The morning of my first DP started as it often did with a vague innuendo from Mariah. "Tonight, I have something very special in mind for you."
"I can't wait, Mistress," I replied sincerely, a tingle hitting me down below.
"Nor I," Mariah smiled, her tone hinting at something new.
All day at school I wondered what my Mistress had in store for me. When I returned home, my pussy having been on fire all day with anticipation, so addicted to submission as I'd been conditioned to be, I was surprised to see another girl present with Mariah.
Mariah, her tone powerful, ordered as soon as I walked in the door, "Get into position, slut!"
I felt my face going ruby red at being humiliated like this in front of a stranger, but without hesitation I began undressing.
As I undressed, briskly and efficiently, Mariah explained, "You see Alexandra, it takes time, but a good pet can be conditioned to obey instantly."
"I wouldn't have believed it if I hadn't seen it for myself," the short, chubby but pretty brunette replied, clearly impressed. "I don't think she knows me from Adam, I could be a photojournalist from the National Enquirer or something, but even with me here, she hopped right to it."
My face was burning red as my last piece of clothing was discarded, leaving me only in my standard thigh high stockings.
I then fell to my knees and began crawling across the carpet to my Mistress, who was still fully clothed, as was her guest. Once I arrived at Mariah's stocking-clad feet I sat on my heels and awaited further instructions.
"Good girl," Mariah complimented, before instructing me, "Now lick my feet."
"Yes, Mistress Mariah," I replied, burning in shame because of this other person watching, but nevertheless bending down to lick my Mistress's stocking-clad foot.
"Wow," Alexandra gasped, still stunned, watching the submissive act.
Mariah smiled, loving to show off her power, "Would you like for her to eat your cunt?"
"Really?" Alexandra asked.
"Yes. She's become a great pussy pleaser," Mariah explained. I was proud of the compliment.
"I thought I was just going to fuck her," the chubby girl said.
"You want to do that first?" Mariah asked, implying it was going to be a long night.
I switched feet, replicating my tongue bathing foot cleansing, my pussy on fire with both embarrassment and excitement.
"Sure, I've never gotten to fuck a girl before," an eager Alexander said.
"But you've had your cunt munched?" Mariah asked.
"We psych geeks like to experiment," the chubby girl flirted back.
"I just bet you do," Mariah quipped, before ordering, "Slut, go get the box of toys."
I obeyed, crawling into Mariah's room for her box of toys. I then returned, pushing the box across the carpet with my forehead, still on all fours.
By this time both girls were naked, except Mariah of course still had on her white thigh highs. I looked up and couldn't believe the size of Alexandra's breasts... they defied physiology and were literally as big as her head. I dearly wanted to touch them, and as usual Mariah seemed able to read my mind.
"Liking those titties, slut?"
"Yes, Mistress, they're very impressive," I responded hungrily, unable to take my eyes off them.
"Yes, they are," Mariah agreed, taking one in her mouth.
The chubby brunette let out a surprised moan. I watched in envy from my puppy dog position.
Finally, a couple of minutes later and after Mariah had thoroughly explored each of Alexandra's huge breasts, Mariah walked to the box and asked Alexandra, while her eyes bored into mine, "Would you prefer to fuck my slut's cunt or her ass?'
"Oh God, can I do her ass?" Alexandra asked, her excitement similar to a guy being asked if he wanted a blow-job from a trio of hot women.
"Of course you can," Mariah replied, as if the question was trivial. Mariah gave me a wink before reaching into the box for the smaller strap-on cock. She sauntered over and strapped the cock on the chubby, eager psychology student.
Once it was on, Mariah surprised the girl by saying, as she nibbled on her neck, "You understand I plan to fuck you after we double team her, right?"
"You do?" Alexandra asked, surprised by the announcement.
Meanwhile I contemplated the possible meaning of 'double team', a term I'd never encountered before, although many naughty ideas began to percolate in my head.
"Oh yes, I do," Mariah purred, her tongue slithering down the girl's neck and back to those massive tits. "Tell me you won't mind if I do that."
"Kkkkkkkk," the surprised psychology student moaned, clearly overwhelmed by the turn of events.
"Good girl," Mariah purred as she bit playfully on the fat nipples of her new plaything.
I jealously watched the seduction of the chubby girl, hating when the attention wasn't on me. Desperate for some attention, I did something I'd never done before: I barked. "Woof!"
Mariah turned instantly, her turn to be surprised. The surprise was short-lived as she smiled and asked, "Is my pet puppy jealous?"
"Yes, Mistress," I answered.
Mariah smiled as she moved away from my big-titted competition and moved back to the box of fun. She reached for another strap-on and sauntered sexily back to an overwhelmed Alexandra. "Could you fasten this onto me, my pet?"
Alexandra's face went blotchy at her demotion in status as she fumbled to put the strap-on cock around the blonde goddess.
Once it was on, Mariah sat on the couch and ordered me, "Slut, climb on my cock. You want some attention? You're about to become the center of attention."
I pounced like a cheetah, onto the couch and then swallowed the plastic cock into my twat with ease.
Mariah quipped, "Horny, are we?"
"Yes, Mistress. All day I couldn't stop thinking about being fucked, ever since this morning when you hinted at something special," I moaned as my cunt surged up and down on her cock.
Mariah looked at Alexandra, who was still stunned. "As you can see, with proper training a shy, reserved, nerd like Sandra here can become a submissive, raging slut who obeys without hesitation, and for a few years now she's been enjoying the most powerful and exciting orgasms of her life."
Alexandra just stood in place staring at the lesbian scene occurring live in front of her. Sure, she'd eaten pussy a few times with a couple of her classmates, to relieve stress during studying or just to experiment, but mostly she liked being fucked.
But she was captivated by the powerful blonde and a growing part of her wanted to be just like the slut who was eagerly bouncing up and down on the plastic cock.



Mariah, able to read the mind of a girl on the edge of submission promised, "Don't worry Alexandra, soon you too will get your chance to be my pet. But first, let's DP this slut."
"Ok," Alexandra agreed nervously, feeling vulnerable by the presumptive words of the blonde and yet excited all the same. She moved behind the pretty brunette riding the cock, me, and being a little aggressive grabbed me by the hips and ordered, "Sit still, slut."
Unused to being shared, I nevertheless stopped immediately and replied, "Yes, Miss." It now became clear as day what double team meant, as I felt the smaller plastic cock head probing between my ass cheeks.
Mariah asked, "Ready for two cocks at once, my pet?"
"Oh God yes, Mistress, double team your slut," I moaned, my body dying with the anticipation of two cocks inside me at once. Since I loved a cock in my cunt and I also loved a cock in my ass, theoretically I would love both at the same time, and that theory was about to be put to the test.
Alexandra didn't wait for instructions as she began to push her cock in my ass.
I screamed as the lack of any lube created an intense burning sensation at first.
Disregarding my pain, Alexandra continued to push forward until all six inches of her slender cock had disappeared inside my rectum.
Mariah was watching my face carefully and could tell I was in a state of overwhelmed sexual intensity as my expressions changed from pleasure to pain and then back to pleasure. "Are you full, my pet?" she asked caringly. "Can you handle this?"
"Yeeeees," I whimpered, the pain fading as I became accustomed to the bizarre feeling of being so completely filled.
"Are you ready for the ride of your life?" Mariah asked, her tone promising euphoria.
"Desperately," I answered desperately, my eyes begging for more.
"Pet Alexandra, fuck her ass," Mariah ordered, adding, "hard."
Alexandra obeyed, and I could feel her shivering with pleasure as she began moving slowly in and out of my ass.
Mariah scolded, "I didn't ask you to make love to my slut, I ordered you to fuck her whore ass."
"Sorry," Alexandra said, her voice revealing shame at being scolded. She began to pump into my butt faster, her pelvis now slamming against my ass cheeks with each forward thrust.
"Sorry, what?" Mariah asked, pushing the chubby girl to her final destination, to being a sub.
Alexandra was confused at first, distracted by the fact she was fucking a stranger in the ass. "Sorry, um...."
I was amused at how innocent this new girl was, and how innocent I must have been three years ago, and I instructed this inexperienced new pet by moaning, "You must call her Mistress, tell her 'sorry Mistress'."
Alexandra's eyes went big as she looked at the smiling blonde. Unsure that she ever wanted to be owned like this slut she was fucking, yet sure she wanted to be fucked tonight, she obediently said the required words, "Sorry, Mistress."
"It's ok, my pet," Mariah smiled, as she bucked her ass up at the exact same moment as Alexandra buried her cock in my ass.
"Aaaaah," I screamed, as the cock in my cunt filled me simultaneously with the cock deep in my ass.
"Now ream her ass, slut," Mariah demanded.
Alexandra seemed startled to be called a slut and jerked in reaction, but she must have been so captivated by the activity she was involved in, she just did as she was told. She began giving me a fast-paced fucking, listening to my increasingly louder whimpers and moans. My Mistress had been right: this was wonderful!
I couldn't believe how full I felt, how the feeling was something new and was getting me overheated in a way different to anything I'd ever felt before. I was beginning to feel lightheaded as my inevitable orgasm began to build. I begged, "Harder, I beg you, please double fuck me harder!"
Mariah began to buck her ass up with each forward thrust by her big-titted slut-to-be, sending me into a chaotic delirium.
I mumbled incoherently, my head swimming in ecstasy as my orgasm rose to the brink, "Yes, fuck, aaah, god, oh my, oh my, aah, shit, shit, oh god, yes, my, my, aaaaah, shit, may I c-c-c-c, may, may I, c-come, Mistress?"
I sensed Mariah could tell I was too far gone to hold back any longer and with deeply appreciated beneficence she demanded, "Come, my slut."
Instantly, the invisible dam broke, my orgasm hit me like a tidal wave as I screamed, the loudest scream of my life, "Fuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuck!"
I collapsed forward onto my Mistress as the pleasure overwhelmed me. So fixated was I on the pleasure cascading through my body, I forgot to keep breathing and passed out.
Mariah told me later that as she smiled at the intensity of her pet's orgasm, she snapped her fingers at Alexandra, who instantly pulled out of my ass. Mariah snapped her fingers a second time and pointed to my leaking cunt.
I was barely regaining consciousness as Alexandra fell to her knees and I could feel the heavenly sensations as she licked the sweet nectar from my freshly fucked cunt.
I heard her murmur, "So sweet, so delicious, I had no idea," and after a couple of tentative licks as with thoughtless intuition I began sucking on my Mistress's nipple as I reclined against her, and Alexandra immersed herself in my wetness, eagerly lapping up all my cum.
As the cock between her ass cheeks teased her, Sandra wondered whatever had happened to Alexandra. She came to their dorm a few times over the next month, but never returned after the Christmas holidays. Her brief pondering was halted as she felt Mariah's cock begin pushing into her ass.
Taylor smiled, seeming to have her Mother's gift to read the mind of her sub, "Reminiscing about your first DP, slut?"
Sandra blushed even redder, as she whimpered, the burn in her ass coming back too, "Kind of."
Mariah laughed, "Didn't you pass out during your first dp?"
Sandra felt her ass getting full, the dull pain lingering. "I guess I did."
Taylor pinched her pet's nipples. "Enough fucking reminiscing about your early slut days. Who owns you now?"
Sandra grimaced at the twist of her sensitive nipples, but she answered as expected. "You do, Mistress Taylor."
"Good girl," Taylor smiled, giving one last twist of the nipple, her tone a stunning replica of her mother's.
"Thank you, Mistress Taylor," Sandra replied, like the obedient pet she had once been trained to be.
As the last inch of her cock disappeared in Sandra's ass, Mariah watched, amazed at how quickly Sandra had reverted to her submissive self. It was like the last eighteen years had never happened.
Both cocks filled Sandra, a dull pain still lingering, but a growing sense of building pleasure now usurping the pain.
"Fuck my slut's ass, Mommy," Taylor ordered. "She's ready."
"My pleasure, dear," Mariah returned, slowly beginning to move her plastic cock in and out of her pet's long neglected ass. "You used to love a cock in your ass, Sandra. How did you go so long without it?"
As the pleasure of a cock in her ass Increased, bringing pulses of pleasure throughout her body, she wondered the same thing. How had she ever found the strength to leave the first time? How had she ever resisted such pleasure all these years? Sandra stammered honestly, "I-I-I don't know."
The next few minutes were a blur as Sandra was ravished front and back. Taylor sucked and bit on her nipples and tits, Mariah's fucking her ass increased in speed, and every once in a while Taylor would buck her ass up to remind Sandra of the cock in her cunt.
Sandra could feel the building orgasm and the sensations of euphoria that went with it. She begged Taylor, "Mistress, can I please come?"
Taylor smiled, "Not until you promise me one thing."
"Anything," Sandra agreed, her need to come overriding the fear of whatever expectations Taylor might have.
"Assist with the seduction of your daughter," Taylor revealed, her smile dripping with power.
"Noooooo," Sandra whimpered, begging, "Please, anything but that!"
Mariah slammed forward, the cock reaching new depths in Sandra's ass. "All you have to do to be allowed to come is to give me what is already rightfully mine."
Sandra was already weakening as she pleaded, "Please Mistresses, leave Kelly alone."
Taylor chuckled as she thrust upwards three straight times to meet her Mom's forward thrusts. "It's a done deal, slut. Soon she will join you in serving us. Like mother, like daughter. Isn't that right, Mommy?"
"Of course, honey," Mariah agreed, admiring her domme daughter in training.
"Give Mommy your daughter, slut," Taylor demanded.
Sandra's head was clouded by the need to come and prayed that her daughter could be strong enough to resist what she couldn't hold back then and couldn't hold back now.
The simultaneous thrusts were the final nail in her motherly coffin as she simply HAD to come. "Fine, she's yours," Sandra agreed, exasperated.
"Who is?" Taylor asked.
"My daughter," Sandra said, still avoiding saying her name.
"Be specific slut, or you'll remain in pre-orgasmic limbo all fucking night," Taylor snapped.
"Fuuuuck," Sandra moaned, her orgasm on the bubble of ecstasy. Finally, giving in completely as she had all those years ago, she agreed, for a third time, "Mistress Mariah, I give you my daughter Kelly as your pet."
"And you will help us?" Taylor added.
"Yes, dammit, I'll even help, now let me the fuck come!" Sandra demanded back, her mind in a sexual haze of almost a week-long frustration.
"How dare you..." Taylor began, but was interrupted by her mother.
"Come now, my slut!" Mariah cried out, allowing her pet the fleeting experience of euphoria she had longed for.
Sandra let go completely, and instantly the violent volcano of yesteryear erupted again after eighteen years of being dormant. "Fuuuuuuck, yeeeeees, thank yooooooou," Sandra screamed incoherently.
Both women watched intently as their pet quivered, shook and screamed through an intensity of pleasure few women had ever experienced.
And like Sandra had done all those years ago when she first reached orgasm from being double penetrated, she passed out. When she woke up a couple of minutes later, Mariah was fucking her daughter and explaining the responsibilities of a Mistress.
"Now do you see, Taylor? Once your sub gives you exactly what you ask her for, you must reward her, like you would a puppy who does a trick. If you don't reward her with the thing you promised her, the next time she won't feel the need to obey so strongly. She needs to be conditioned to know without any doubt at all that complete obedience is rewarded with ultimate pleasure, is that understood?"
"Yes, Mommy," Taylor whimpered, as her Mother really fucked her.
Sandra pretended still to be unconscious, but she was already trying to come to grips with the cold harsh reality that for the second time since Mariah arrived she had willingly exchanged her daughter's fate for an orgasm.
The end of this novel for now!
Continued in Like Mommy, Like Daughter: 2 Obey
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NUDE Lesbian Wrestling: Coed Tricked
TRICKED
The accusation was a complete slap in the face. Professor Bells accused me of cheating on my test.
I protested, "Professor Bells, I would never do such a thing."
She placed my test and Shay's, the rich blonde bimbo that always sat beside me in class, in front of me. "You two have the exact same answers for the whole last page...word...for...word."
I was speechless as I looked at our tests. Realizing Shay must have copied off me I rationalized, "Shay must have cheated off me."
"Then it's a she said-she said thing," Professor Bells sighed. "I will just send this to the dean and he can deal with it.
"Please no?" I said, hating confrontation. "I will take a new test to prove my innocence."
"I don't have time to make up another test," she said, annoyed at the thought. "I'll just give you a zero until this whole issue is resolved."
"A-a-a zero," I stammered.
"Yes, there is a zero tolerance policy for plagiarism and cheating at this college, this isn't high school, Miss Appleton," she said, clearly convinced I had indeed cheated.
A zero grade was unacceptable, I was a nineties student and a bit of a perfectionist. I begged, "Please, I will do anything Professor Bells."
She stared at me for what felt like an eternity before saying, "Well there is one way I might overlook this."
"What? I'll do anything," I replied, my desperation obvious.
"I need someone to step in tonight at Le Chateau Club," she said.
I had no idea what The La Chateau Club was, but I quickly agreed, "I'll do it."
"You sure," she asked, "I would need you to sign a waiver for the privacy of the club."
I was instantly curious, but agreed, not thinking there could be anything nefarious by her intentions, "Whatever you need Professor."
To my surprise, Professor Bells opened her desk drawer and pulled out a contract. She explained, trivializing it, "It's just a standard waiver promising you won't cheat or steal."
"Ok," I said, thinking this was a bit strange, but not overly concerned.
Once I signed it, Professor Bells said, her tone dripping with condescension, "Shay will be there as well tonight since you two are so close."
I wanted to point out that Shay and I are nothing alike, but she had already made up her mind and I felt the best way to get her to change her opinion of me was to just do as she asked. "Ok," I nodded, even though truth be told anger was bubbling underneath, not a feeling I was used to.
"Great," she said, as she wrote something on a note pad. Once finished she handed me the paper and said, "Be at the address on the paper no later than seven o'clock and tell them that Caroline sent you."
Again I nodded in agreement, even as something in the pit of my stomach felt queasy.
"See you tonight," she said, returning to the papers on her desk, her words implying our conversation was done.
I left and, as soon as I was out of her office, broke down; tears streaming down like a rainstorm. I never got into trouble and I would never cheat, but one accusation was all it took to tarnish years of a pristine reputation.
I hadn't looked at the address until after I returned back to my dorm room and showered.
Once dressed, I looked at the address, already forgetting the name she had mentioned earlier and decided to Google it. What came up next shocked me. It was a place called Le Chateau Club and it appeared to be a lesbian nightclub. I stared at the website as if somehow the information would change before my eyes...of course it didn't.
What did Professor Bells expect of me at this club?
Did she think I was a lesbian?
Was Professor Bells a lesbian?
These and a plethora of other questions popped into my head, all unanswerable.
Reluctantly, I headed to this club, trepidation pulsing through every fibre of my being.
SHOCKING EXPECTATIONS
I arrived at the club fifteen minutes earlier than instructed, I hated being late. I was greeted by a large doorman. Being only nineteen, I suddenly had hopes I had a loophole out of this uncomfortable situation.
"ID Miss?" the large black man asked.
"Caroline sent me, sir," I replied, praying he was going to turn me away.
A smile crossed the stern man's face. "Aaah, she does recruit adorably innocent looking ones."
"Recruit for what?" I asked, praying for some insight into what was expected of me.
He chuckled, his laugh echoing around me, "You really are innocent, that makes it even better." He picked up the phone mounted on the wall at his station, pressed a couple numbers and then said, "Big Rosie, a new recruit is here sent personally by the professor."
I stood still, shaking uncontrollably, for a moment until a large, pretty, black woman showed up.
"Aren't you adorable?" Big Rosie smiled genuinely.
"That was what I said," the doorman added approvingly.
"Follow me sweetheart," Big Rosie said, her soft tone causing me to suddenly feel somewhat relaxed.
We walked past an open door where I glanced inside and saw a girl in a vibrant pink dress on her knees between a another girl's legs. I gasped at the sight of them.
Big Rosie chuckled, but didn't say anything.
She led me to a small room and asked, "I assume the professor had you sign the contact?"
"Yes, ma'am," I nodded, something about Big Rosie's demeanor drawing me in.
"And I am guessing by the sheer terror and confusion on your face you have no idea why you are here?" Big Rosie continued, she assumed, correctly.
"Yes, ma'am," I again agreed.
"Today is our weekly wrestling charity fundraiser," Big Rosie began.
A felt a big weight lifted off my shoulders at her explanation, even though I still didn't know my exact purpose for being here. "Ok," I replied, waiting for more.
"You will need to change into one of the green bikinis on the shelf there," Big Rosie explained, pointing to very thin pieces of fabric.
I instantly knew my role. I was going to be one of those card girls walking around holding up signs announcing which round it was. I again nodded, "Ok, ma'am."
Big Rosie smiled sincerely, "I will be back in a few minutes so you can meet your teammate."
"Teammate?" I asked, suddenly thrown for yet another loop.
"Just get dressed dear," Big Rosie smiled, her hand giving a soft squeeze on my shoulder.
"Yes. Ma'am," I nodded and watched her leave. I am not a lesbian, I had never even once had lesbian fantasies, and yet something was drawing me to the large, pretty, black woman. I shook my head at the odd thoughts in my head and looked at the many different sized, but identical, green bikinis.
I searched a bit until I found the right cup size. Although I am skinny, I weigh just 115 pounds, and am only five foot two. I have large, at least for my tiny body, 36C breasts. I have always been rather self-conscious about how large my breasts are proportion to the rest of my body, and have always tried to hide my breasts to keep from getting unwanted attention. That said, wearing one of these bikinis, that was going to be impossible to do.
I sighed and began getting undressed, still with no clue what was expected of me. Once in the bikini, my body shivered, as I realized this was ludicrous. I didn't cheat. I would go to the Dean if I had to, and prove my innocence.
Deciding to change back into my usual conservative attire, I was just about to undo my bikini top when there was a knock at the door.
"Are you dressed?" Professor Bells' voice came through the door.
"Yes," I answered, crossing my arms across my breasts.
Professor Bells entered and said with a smile, "Where have you been hiding those?"
Ignoring her question, I said adamantly. "I am leaving."
"I don't think so," she replied, dismissing my outburst completely.
"I didn't cheat," I said firmly.
"I know," she responded, surprising me.
"You know?" I asked, perplexed.
"I always knew," she said.
"Then why accuse me?" I asked, frustrated.
"I needed fresh blood and when I saw Shay cheating off your paper, mixed with your polite demeanour, I knew you would be perfect. I could get a buy one, get one free deal."
"For what?" I asked, anger beginning to bubble inside me.
"To be one of my new wrestlers," she explained.
"What are you talking about?" I asked, tersely.
"You signed an exclusive deal to wrestle tonight," she answered, pulling out the contract I had signed that afternoon.
"You can't be serious?" I snapped. "That was signed under false pretenses."
She ignored my protests as she explained, "You agreed to wrestle three rounds plus a bonus round tonight. In exchange you will be paid two thousand dollars."
"Two...thousand...dollars," I repeated, the number almost as much as I earned all last summer.
"That usually changes one's perspective," she smirked. "Plus, if they like you, and they will like you, you can earn even more in the tournament circuit."
My head was spinning with such a ludicrous amount of money for girl wrestling. I asked, "I just have to wrestle?"
"Four rounds," she replied.
"Only four?" I asked.
"Actually, three eight minute rounds and then a bonus round," she clarified.
I thought to myself that isn't that long to make two thousand dollars, although I was still very hesitant. "This is rather unorthodox."
She shrugged, "Actually the rules are what are unorthodox."
"How so?" I asked.
She handed me a sheet of paper and said, "You are on in twenty minutes. I will send your tag team partner Jenny in right away, she is absolutely adorable, you'll love her."
She left and I looked at the paper, curious to the rules and gasped as I read:
Lesbian Sexual Wrestling
The title alone had a rush of anxiety wash over me and it only got worse from there.
General Rules
The No-nos
1. No unsportsmanlike conduct will be allowed. Wrestlers may be disqualified and automatically be sent to an EXTREME BONUS ROUND.
2. The list of unsportsmanlike contact activities:
-punching, slapping or kicking
-biting or pinching
-choking, hairpulling, eye gouging or head butting
The format:
1. Each match has three wrestling rounds and one BONUS round.
2. Each round is eight minutes in length. (Bonus round can be a maximum of thirty)
Scoring:
Points Activity
5.......................Bikini top off
10.....................Bikini bottom off
2 per sec.........Kissing lips
1 per sec.........Kissing neck or body
1 per sec.........Breast fondling
2 per sec.........Ear nibbling
2 per sec.........Breast nipple sucking
1 per sec.........Pussy touching
3 per sec.........Pussy finger insertion
5 per sec.........Pussy licking
10 per sec.......Pussy fisting
3 per sec.........Ass finger insertion
1 per sec.........Breast smothering
4 per sec.........Face sitting (pussy must be making contact with opponent's mouth or nose)
50....................Your opponent orgasms on the mat
Tag Team Rules
1. A tag made by the out of bound wrestler can be made on any part of her partner's body.
2. The wrestler not in the ring can move around, but not go inside the ring to make a tag.
3. Once a tag has been made the two have one minute together on the mat; a buzzer will alert the tagged wrestler when she must leave the ring.
4. Once a double tag assault has ended, you are not allowed to tag your partner again for at least one minute.
The bonus round:
Whoever gets the most points after three rounds is declared the winner. The loser must obey every sexual command of the winner and be her submissive. This may include: pussy eating, strap-on sex in your mouth, pussy or ass, verbal humiliation. Playful spanking, hair pulling, double maybe even triple penetration and any other submissive act ordered by the winner.
EXTREME BONUS ROUND:
If you are assessed an extreme bonus round you will be bound and used by any wrestlers at the end of the night who wish to do so.
I stared at the bonus round in complete disbelief. If I lost, I would be sexually humiliated by the winner. If I won I would have to sexually dominate another woman. Both were absurd. Both were unfathomable. I couldn't even imagine being a part of either scenario.
First, I was straight. Secondly, I was a good girl. I didn't fight, I didn't wrestle and I sure as heck didn't have sex in front of an audience. Don't get me wrong, I liked sex and I loved to be fucked hard, both my long term boyfriends who were pretty aggressive in the bedroom, something which somehow turned me on. Even though I was shy, I liked to please. I l researched my personality change during sex one day on the Internet and learned that exhibited many traits that were submissive...it was unexplainable, but when horny I shifted from shy, timid and reserved to outspoken, vulgar, and vivacious. I did LOVE sex and hadn't had it in over three months unless you count my fingers and vibrator.
I felt a rush of shame wash over me when I realized there was a slight dampness in my vagina.
Suddenly the door opened and a girl walked in who was a lot like me: young, nerdy, sweet looking and wearing a bikini identical to the one I was wearing.
"Hi, I'm Jenny," she smiled sweetly offering her hand.
"Hi, I'm Emma," I offered back, shaking her hand.
"First time?" She correctly assessed.
"How can you tell?" I asked, drawn in by her sweetness.
"The tenseness in your shoulders and the utter fear in your eyes," she smiled, pulling me in for a hug.
I was shocked by her motherly tenderness, considering she looked to be younger than me. Yet, somehow, her arms around me brought out a sudden calmness in me, her aura soothing mine by her touch alone.
When she let go of me, I asked, "How old are you?"
"Eighteen," she responded. "You?"
"Nineteen," I replied.
"Were the rules explained to you," Jenny asked.
"Not really, but I read them. They seem rather extreme," I pointed out.
"That they are," Jenny laughed softly.
"Have you done this before?" I asked, praying she was a veteran who in spite of her petite figure was an expert wrestler.
"This is my third tag team bout. I also have wrestled in two singles matches," Jenny answered.
"Tell me you won them all," I said.
"Well I am 0-2 in singles matches, but I did win my last tag team match," my partner answered, clearly excited by her one victory.
"Well let's hope that we can get you back to back wins," I joked nervously.
"I hear Mistress Caroline recruited you," Jenny said.
Hearing my professor referred to as a Mistress was just another level of strangeness in my own version of Alice in Wonderland, and like Alice, I had no idea how to get back to my own world. I stammered, bewildered, "M-m-mistress?"
"She isn't your Mistress?" Jenny asked surprised.
"Is she yours?" I countered, the avalanche of surprises continuing to crash down on me.
"No, my Mistress is Megan," Jenny answered.
"Are you a lesbian?" I asked, never having met one in person that I knew of.
"Of course," Jenny replied. "Aren't you?"
Professor Bells came in and Jenny greeted her politely, "Hi, Miss Caroline."
"Hi, Jenny. Emma you could learn a thing or two about obedience and respect from Jenny here," Professor Bells said.
My face flushed at the shot, as I was loved by every teacher I ever had because I was polite, dedicated and determined. Yet, here I was having my character questioned by someone who was essentially blackmailing me into erotic wrestling. The irony was dripping, yet I was too intimidated to respond.
"How is Megan?" Professor Bells asked Jenny.
"Mistress Megan is doing very well. She has been training my mother as well," Jenny answered casually as if she was talking about the weather.
"Megan really is irresistible," Professor Bells said as she walked towards Jenny and added, "and you my dear Jenny, just like Megan, you are also really irresistible."
I watched in voyeuristic disbelief as my professor and my teenage teammate began kissing passionately before my eyes. I would like to say I was revolted by the lesbian kiss, but the wetness in my bikini bottom would say otherwise.
Breaking the kiss, the professor sat down on a chair and said, "I think we have time for you to have a pre-game snack, my pet."
Jenny didn't hesitate as she moved to the professor, fell to her knees and buried herself between the professor's legs as she giggled, "I would love to."
As the professor had her vagina pleasured by Jenny, she explained, "Emma, you're a submissive."
"Excuse me?" I questioned, even though I already knew I was....at least I was with men, but with women, I was still unsure.
"You are just in denial," she continued.
Frustrated by her attitude, but also distracted by Jenny between her legs, I asked, trying to sound strong, "In denial of what?"
"That your cunt is wet right now at the sight of Jenny between my legs and even though your mind hasn't accepted it yet, your body is already giving in to the desire to submit," she said, her fingers going through Jenny's hair.
My body did feel weak, my vagina did feel wet, but I had no desire to submit. I stood my ground as I countered, "Professor, I am not a lesbian."
"I didn't say you were," she responded back. "I said you are submissive."
"I am done with..." I began to reply, but was cut off.
"On your knees, Emma!" Professor Bells demanded her tone sharp and powerful.
I could feel my knees weaken, my body suddenly feeling heavy, as I struggled to stay in control of the situation.
The professor, sensing my internal struggle, continued, "Emma my pet, you need a Mistress, you love to please, to make people happy. Let's be honest, it is the only time you are happy, isn't it?"
The psychoanalysis of my personality was both stereotypical yet so very true, which only frustrated me more.
"Emma, knees, now!" she ordered a few seconds later, my head spinning with a plethora of emotions I didn't understand.
I looked at her; I looked at Jenny between her legs and felt a magnetic pull to be on my knees, to replace Jenny, even though I had never once considered another woman sexually before today. My mind was still spinning when I felt my body slowly fall like a leaf to the ground...slow but inevitable, as if nature was speaking.
"Good girl," I heard the professor purr and I felt an undeniable tingle at her approval, even though I should have felt shame. "Crawl to me, my pet," she softly ordered, with my head in a haze, her voice seemed soothing, and her words suddenly seemed so logical. I crawled to her as if hypnotized and not in control of my very being anymore.



At her feet, I suddenly realized what I was doing. Part of me wanted to stand up and walk out like I knew I should do. Conversely, another part of me wanted to be where Jenny was, absurd but true. I wasn't a lesbian? Yet, the thought of pleasing my professor somehow was all I could think about. In many ways it was like oral sex with my boyfriends. Did I like the taste of cum? Not really. Did I swallow it anyway? Yes, because it made them happy. The professor's accusation of my submissiveness brought back my sexual past and my hunger to please, which I was feeling at that moment.
"Earth to Emma," I distantly heard and looked up to my professor. "Already thinking about replacing Jenny are you?"
My face flushed, my bikini bottom dampened and my head dizzy at the question. I finally spoke. "Why are you doing this to me?" I asked, using every ounce of strength I had to potentially stand up to her, even though my eyes couldn't help but be drawn to the forbidden abyss where Jenny was currently lodged.
She laughed, not harshly, but amused, by my question. "Have I not already made that crystal clear? You are submissive. Your writing, your eagerness in class, practically begged for me to draw you into the world of submission. Go ahead my pet, crawl between my legs where you belong."
I watched as Jenny backed up and looked at me, her face covered with a slight glean that somehow made her look sexy to me.
I was just about to crawl between my professor's legs and cross the line into submission when there was a knock on the door. "Three minutes," a voice announced.
"I guess your submission will have to wait my pet," Professor Bells shrugged. "I was hoping to be your first."
My eyes went wide as I suddenly recalled what I was expected to do: wrestle. "Please don't make me go out there," I pleaded, still on my knees.
"You signed the contract," she shrugged with a smile as she closed her legs and stood up. Looking down at me, she added, "Don't worry my pet, my legs will reopen for your training very, very soon."
Jenny asked me as she helped me off my knees and the professor left the room, "Are you ready?"
"God no," I said, anxiety filling every pore of my being.
"It is a lot of fun," Jenny said, "although, it can also be quite exhausting."
"I can't do this," I said.
Jenny took my hands in hers; I was surprised how soft they were. "It is ok Emma. I was pretty scared at first too, and I had at least seen a few matches before my Mistress entered me."
"You really have a Mistress?" I asked, the concept so new and foreign to me.
"Oh yes, I actually have two, but Megan is my first and most powerful Mistress," Jenny explained with an undeniable twinkle in her eye.
"Wow," was all I could muster.
"Wow, indeed," Jenny said, before leaning in and kissing me.
I was stiff at first, frozen in shock at being kissed by another girl, yet her lips were so soft, the kiss so tender, my body slowly melted and I began returning the kiss. At first tentatively, but as I heated up, the kiss became more animalistic as I hungered for more.
The brief moment of intimacy was broke when Big Rosie entered the room. "I see you two are getting to know each other."
I broke the kiss, embarrassed at getting caught in the act.
Big Rosie continued, "It's time."
ROUND ONE
Jenny took my hand and led me wordlessly out of the room and into an underworld I didn't know even existed less than an hour ago. My head was spinning again with a new set of questions.
Was I a lesbian?
How submissive am I?
Was I about to crawl between Professor Bell's legs and lick her vagina?
Why was the kiss with Jenny so erotic?
Was I really going to wrestle another women sexually?
As we walked onto the ring, a chill went up my spine as I realized there were about a hundred women around the ring sitting at tables; obviously they were there to watch the entertainment. Many where dressed elegantly while others were dressed in a variety of outfits (cheerleader, maid and cowgirl just to name a few); the ages seemed to range from early twenties to late sixties; while most were seated in chairs, a few were on the floor on all fours, on their knees or even laying down. I couldn't take my eyes off the audience, especially when I saw a pair of heels poking out from underneath a table. I looked up to see a pretty-middle-aged woman wink at me. I blushed yet again before lowering my head until we reached our destination.
The referee dressed logically in a slutty referee costume, her large breasts barely concealed and her shorts so tight you could see every curve of her ass. Called us over to the middle of the ring.
I followed and was soon face to face with Shay, the bitch that had made this all happen. I glared at her and she glared back at me, my anger instantly flared up. I wondered if this was her first time too, I prayed it was. I wanted to beat her, to get revenge on her for getting me in this predicament.
The referee explained the rules as I glanced at Shay's partner. She was, like Jenny, young but looked a little more athletic. She was staring at Jenny with a predator's hunger. Her look sent a chill went up my spine at the thought of what would happen if we lost.
"Do you understand the rules?" The referee asked.
I hadn't heard a word she said; instead, I had been contemplating my predicament, but nodded as if I had heard. I hoped there were not any additional rules added to the rules I had read earlier.
Back on our side of the ring, Jenny said, "So if I look in trouble, or if I call your name, do your best to tag me. We are going to have to work as a team if we are going to have any chance at all of beating these two. Jamie is a fierce competitor, very aggressive, but she also has an orgasm trigger if you can suck on her clit."
I heard the words, but they seemed miles away. I nodded again and Jenny squeezed my hands. "Focus, Emma. Also, keep your legs closed as best you can. Jamie has very strong arms and once she gets between your legs breaking free is virtually impossible...plus she loves to fist-fuck her opponent."
"Fist -fuck," I repeated, the words sounding so strange out of such an innocent looking girl's lips.
"Yes, she will get you wet, finger-fuck you to get you wetter and then get her whole fist in you. Trust me it feels fucking amazing, but if you come on the map they get a ton of points and you get weaker," Jenny explained.
The absurdity of it was so obvious, I finally played along. "So suck Jamie's clit when the possibility presents itself, keep your legs closed at all costs and don't come on the mat."
"Yes," Jenny smiled, seeing through my defence mechanism of joking to avoid the harsh reality I was about to face. "Also, that other girl is a rookie too, so I don't know her weakness."
I looked across the mat and glared at Shay who was glaring back at me. "Don't worry, I will crush her," I said, a new side of me beginning to come to the forefront.
"Awesome," Jenny said, giving me one quick hand squeeze just as the whistle blew to signal the start of the first round.
I watched Jenny go to the centre of the ring and get on her knees as did Jamie. A moment later the whistle was blown and the two girls moved at each other on their knees. For a few seconds they slowly circled each other, two predators sizing up their prey, before Jamie reached for Jenny. In a flash, Jenny was on her back and Jamie was on top attempting to hold Jenny down. Jenny fought valiantly; the next minute was a blur. I heard five points blue as Jenny's bikini top came off and a few seconds later Jenny returned the favour as Jamie's bikini top was torn off. The two girls continued grunting as they fought for position, with Jenny finally rolling over and getting on top of Jamie. Jenny buried her face in Jamie's breasts and I heard binging sounds and looked up to see we had a seven to five lead.
The next minute or two, I watched like a spectator, in awe of what I was watching, the scene so surreal, I briefly forgot I wasn't a spectator but a participant. Both girls were completely naked now and when I glanced at the score blue -- 31 green - 27 we were now losing.
Suddenly Jamie tagged Shay and I continued to watch as my teammate was double-teamed. Shay, not surprisingly was very aggressive, as she pulled Jenny's legs apart, while Jamie straddled Jenny's face lowering her vagina right onto Jenny's face.
"Lick it slut, you will be soon anyway," Jamie demanded with a smirk as she looked at me and winked, which instantly enraged me. My instinct to protect my teammate suddenly kicking in.
The referee called out, "Face sitting started blue," and I watched as the score began escalating as Jenny helplessly fought to break free. A few seconds later, the referee called out, "Pussy finger insertion started blue," and the points really began to explode.
I wanted to go save her, I moved around the ring so I was a foot away from the aggressive sexual abuse of Jenny, my anger over her abuse bubbling over. I reached to tag her, but the referee moved towards me and said, "Not until the one minute is up, you eager thing."
I looked at the clock, there was still fifteen seconds showing before I could be tagged in. Suddenly Jenny twisted, getting herself onto her stomach, knocking Jamie off her as well as getting Shay's hand out of her vagina.
"Both free," the referee announced as Jamie sat on Jenny's back, while Shay attempted to pull apart Jenny's crossed legs.
Jenny was strong as she held her legs together a while before she screamed as Jamie put a finger in her ass.
"Anal insertion, blue," the referee declared as Jenny whimpered as her ass was fingered. I knew instantly I would avoid at all costs being on my belly and opening up my ass for such an assault. I glanced at the score and gasped as they now had 156 points.
I leaned forward, waiting for the second their minute was up so I could help save Jenny.
The referee moved away as the buzzer sounded indicating the double team was over. Jamie pulled her finger out of Jenny's ass and moved off the mat. The score now read blue -165 green - 50, I slapped Jenny's foot.
Quickly I entered the ring, startling Shay, I flipped her over and onto her back.
"You fucking bitch," Shay snapped, clearly startled by the blind side attack.
I ripped off her bikini top just as Jenny joined me and sat on Shay's face, replicating the face sitting Jamie had just done to her.
"Five points green...top off." the referee announced.
Shay tried to shake her head, wiggling back and forth like a fish out of water.
"Face sitting engaged, green," the referee announced.
I slid down and leaned forward and took her breast in my mouth and smiled as the referee announced, "Nipple sucking started, green."
The thought that I was winning points for our team excited me. I wasn't sucking her nipples for sexual enjoyment, but rather to win. That strange rationale helped in making me become more aggressive. While still sucking on Shay's nipples, even as she tried to move me off, I used my knee to drill down between her legs and spread them apart. I yanked off her bikini bottom scoring us more points and aggressively put my whole body between her legs, as she attempted to squirm away.
Jenny leaned forward, holding Shay's arms down, she said, "Lick her cunt."
Before even having time to think about the act, definitely a lesbian act, I slid down further and began licking my first vagina.
"Pussy licking commenced, green," the referee announced and a chill of pride went down my spine as I licked her vagina. Her taste was surprisingly fruity and I licked hungrily trying to get as many points as I possibly could. Shay's legs wrapped around me as she tried to yank me off her, but I clamped my mouth onto her swollen clit trying to hold on as long as possible.
I heard the referee say "clit sucking green." Suddenly, I felt hands on my head and I was pushed away. As I came up for air, I saw that Jenny was walking toward the sidelines. I was so focused on sucking Shay's clit, I hadn't heard the buzzer ending the double team.
Shay pounced on top of me, pulling my bikini top off, allowing my breasts to be seen by all, she asked, "Did you like eating my cunt, slut? Because you will soon be eating it again and again, once I make you my bitch."
Her name-calling pissed me off and I pushed hard, tossing her off me. The words out of my mouth were not mine, they came out of the mouth of my doppelgänger that I didn't know existed before this very moment, "When I am through with you, you will be begging me to let you come you cheating slut."
"Wow, the Virgin Mary has some backbone," Shay laughed. She moved towards me. I prepared for the contact, then lunged at her and fell on my face as she moved out of the way. "For a smart girl you are pretty fucking stupid," she laughed as she rolled past me and tagged her partner.
My eyes went big as I realized I was about to be double-teamed. I rolled onto my back and prepared to defend myself. Jamie and Shay grabbed me simultaneously pulling my legs apart. I desperately tried to keep them closed and did so for a few precious seconds, but they were way too strong for me to hold them off for long,
My bikini bottom was ripped off and Shay said, "Holy shit, you hairy cunt. Don't you ever shave that thing?"
I tried desperately to close my legs but was helpless against the two girls.
"Eat her cunt," Jamie ordered, as Shay fell between my legs burying her face in my vagina, and simultaneously sliding two fingers inside me.
"Pussy licking and finger insertion commenced, blue" the referee declared as I struggled to break free.
I sat up and tried to push Shay away knowing she was making major points with the double action, even as my vagina began to get excessively wet. Jamie pushed me roughly back onto my back and cupped my breasts in her hands. "Breast fondling started, blue," the referee called out.
Her hands on my breasts and the assault on my pussy had my body betraying me as the pleasure began overwhelming me. My resistance weakened as Jamie grabbed my arms and leaned forward taking my left nipple in her mouth. Again, the referee called out the action, "breast nipple sucking started, blue."
I continued to try to fight, but the building orgasm inside me had me giving into the pleasure I was experiencing, more intense than any pleasure I had ever experienced before.
I began moaning, and heard Jenny scream, "Don't come, Emma, don't come."
Hearing my name, brought me back to the reality of my predicament. I bucked my ass up, and groaned, as I pushed my vagina unintentionally into Shay's face.
Shay chuckled, as she pumped her fingers in and out of my vagina even faster, "Just come, slut, you know you want to."
Thankfully, my orgasm on the rise, the buzzer sounded and Shay gave one last deep penetration before leaving me, with my vagina burning for sexual release. It was a struggle, but I finally pushed Jamie off of me, as I rolled to my side and tried to catch my breath, and quell the orgasm that was so close to exploding.
Jamie was relentless as she flipped me over like a rag doll and continued to sexually assault me. Grabbing my hands, she held me in place and kissed my neck, nibbled my ear, and I was completely helpless against her. "You are close to coming aren't you?" She hissed in my ear.
I vaguely heard the referee announce something blue as I let out a moan as her knee went to my vagina. The pressure on my vagina brought another wave of pleasure to me and I focused on ignoring it as best I could. Using all the strength I could muster, I pushed her off me and crawled quickly to Jenny. I was almost within reach when I was yanked back and flipped on my back. I struggled to break free as Jamie held me in an embrace and said, "Just relax and give in you little dyke."
My vagina begged for release, but the name-calling seemed to give me an adrenaline rush and I pushed her off me and fell on top of her, my breasts in her face. "Breast smothering begun, green," I heard, a rush of pride at getting some points back.
I lay on top of her for a few seconds, before she pushed me off and we began a stand-off that lasted until the whistle blew announcing the end of round one.
Exhausted, I crawled to the side and Jenny handed me a bottle of water. I downed almost all the bottle before looking up at the score blue -245 green -104. I sighed; we were down by a lot. I sighed again when I realized there were two more rounds to go.
Jenny said, "You did good out there."
"Thanks, but I was a complete mess out there," I countered.
"The first round is usually pretty intense," Jenny said.
"Agreed," I replied.
"Unfortunately, you have to start round two," Jenny informed me, explaining, "the second round starts with the wrestlers who didn't start the first round."
"Oh," I sighed, my body still drained from just the first round.
"Just tag me as soon as you can," Jenny said.
"I was trying," I pointed out. I finished the bottle of water and looked at the clock, thirty seconds left.
"Be strong," Jenny said.
"I tried," I laughed back, realizing for the first time that I was naked in front of all these women.
ROUND 2
I returned to the ring and was staring at Shay who was again facing me. Seeing her smug face, rejuvenated me and doubled my determination to be strong. I glared at her trying to harden my resolve to be victorious.
Shay smiled, "Two more rounds until you're mine, brainiac."
I shot back, the words out of my mouth very unlike me, "Two more rounds till I make you my slut."
She laughed just as the whistle blew signaling us to begin.
Both of us were tentative at first, not wanting to lose our position. For over a minute we didn't touch each other, until she reached in and pushed me back, I pushed her right back and she stumbled onto her back. I pounced and tried to hold her down. We tumbled and fought over another minute before I got her head between my legs to hold her off. As I kept her neutralized, I leaned forward between her legs and slid my finger inside her vagina.
"Pussy insertion green," the referee declared.
"You fucker," Shay cursed, struggling to get out if my leg grasp.
"You're dying for me to fuck you aren't you slut?" I quipped back, getting into the banter.
I only had a few seconds of insertion before she bucked away. As she laid there recovering from my leg grasp, I crawled over and tagged Jenny. Together we held Shay in place. This time, Jenny moved between Shay's legs while I put my legs on her arms and began playing with her breasts.
"Pussy licking and breast foundling are under way, green," the referee announced.
"Like that, slut?" I asked.
"Fuck you," Shay said through gritted teeth.
"Jenny, she wants to be fucked," I said and watched as Jenny moved her hand to Shay's completely shaved vagina.
"Fuuuuck," Shay groaned, as Jenny's finger filled her.
"Finger insertion too, green," the referee declared.
After a few seconds, I got greedy for more points and in a quick move; I slid my legs back, and my vagina in her face, as I tried to get vagina smothering points. Unfortunately, this gave Shay some leverage and she pushed Jenny back. I grabbed her arms, but lost my balance and in a blink if an eye I was tossed onto my side.
Jenny quickly held Shay down and I began to as well when the buzzer sounded ending the double-team and I reluctantly moved to the side, exhausted, and downed more water. I looked up at the scoreboard blue -- 245 green -- 231; we were only down by fourteen points. I now understood that the points really came about in the two on one time. I cursed myself. If I wouldn't have been greedy we would probably be in the lead
now.
In the ring, Jenny and Shay were battling for position, neither one of them able to get into a dominant position. They eventually lunged at each other and began rolling around. Again neither was able to get on top and take control. Eventually, they both rolled towards Jamie and me, both reaching for us and just as Jenny was about to touch my hand, Jamie pushed me away and tagged Shay.



I went to tag as well but the referee said, "Only one tag at a time."
Jamie smirked at me as she joined Shay. Shay held Jenny in a sitting position, binding Jenny's arms behind her back, as Jamie fought to pry Jenny's legs open. Jenny valiantly struggled to resist the double-teaming, but eventually her legs were opened, and Jamie began frantically rubbing Jenny's vagina.
Jenny whimpered even as she tried to break free the referee declared, "Pussy touching commenced, blue."
"Lean her back," Jamie demanded.
Jenny was pulled back and the referee declared, "Pussy insertion, blue."
Shay began kissing Jenny's neck.
"Neck kissing started, blue," the referee called out.
A few seconds later, there was twenty seconds still left before I could tag Jenny again, when Jenny screamed out loud and the referee declared, "Pussy fisting began, blue."
Jenny's face was distorted in a mixture of pleasure and pain, her moans escalating as Jamie pumped her hand in and out of Jenny's vagina.
"Come slut," Shay ordered, as she continued plastering Jenny with kisses.
"Noooooo," Jenny responded, her body clearly betraying her.
Jamie leaned forward and began sucking Jenny's clit while fisting her.
"Fisting, pussy licking and neck kissing, blue," the referee announced, the score climbing at a ridiculously accelerated pace.
A few seconds later, Jenny was moaning loudly, so close to orgasm, when thankfully, the buzzer sounded and Shay reluctantly let go of her, but it was too late.
Jenny bucked her hips desperately trying to free herself from the powerful hold Jamie had on her, but in the end it was futile.
"Aaaaaaaaaah," Jenny let out, even as she tried to keep her mouth closed to hide her orgasm.
"Orgasm reached, points blue," the referee announced, as Jenny lay trembling on the mat.
"Nooooooo," Jenny weakly protested, but it was obvious she was orgasming there live in front of all these women.
I wanted to help her, but she was out of reach. Jenny looked over at me with apologetic eyes as she continued trying to break free from Jamie's hand.
"Break," the referee said.
Jamie pulled her hand out from Jenny's vagina and offered it to the referee who surprised me by sucking one of Jamie's fingers. "Mmmmmm, as sweet as always."
"Reset," the referee declared as Jamie got on all fours and Jenny weakly moved behind her getting into the "on top" position. I glanced at the clock and gasped. They had scored over 500 points in the brief minute and the scoreboard now read blue-811 green-231, their lead seeming almost insurmountable.
Jenny looked at me, implying she was going to try and get over to me as soon as she could.
The whistle blew and she held on to Jamie, not allowing Jamie to break from her submissive position. Jenny seemed determined to hold control as she glanced at the clock. Two minutes left. Suddenly she flipped over Jamie rolled twice and tagged me.
Jamie rolled the other way trying to escape us as much as possible during the precious few seconds left we had to double-team her. Jenny was still clearly weak as it took us a dozen seconds to both begin holding Jamie down. I wanted to return the favour, fisting being the quickest way to earn points.
I said words I never thought would come out of my mouth, "Let's fist her."
Jenny nodded, as Jamie clamped her legs together and fought to hold us off. It was a struggle, but we got her legs apart. Jenny went between her legs I moved my legs and body onto her chest to hold her down. The struggle continued as she fought hard and I had to really fight to keep her hands down as Jenny began fingering her.
"Pussy insertion, green," the referee declared.
I continued trying to restrain our writhing opponent so Jenny could get her fist in.
"Do it," I said, knowing we had a limited amount of time.
I watched in awe as her small hand slowly disappeared into Jamie's cunt.
"Fist insertion, green," the referee declared and we began getting more points.
I was surprised when suddenly Jamie just quit fighting. I looked back to see why and let my guard down just a second and she got her hands free and instead of pushing Jenny away, pulled my vagina to her face and began licking.
"Pussy licking both teams," the referee declared.
I tried to break free, but she was holding onto me firmly even as she was fisted by Jenny and her clit was sucked on.
After a few seconds, I finally broke free and dropped my vagina on her face smothering her.
"Face sitting, green," the referee declared, "pussy licking blue over."
I grabbed her breasts to gain more points and mostly just holding on to them for stability.
"Breast fondling, green."
A second later, I sensed Jamie was close to coming, the buzzer sounded again signaling Jenny had to leave. I leaned forward and buried my face in Jamie's cunt, taking her clit in my mouth.
"Cunt licking, green," the referee announced.
She wrapped her legs around me and tried to turn me over, but I held on as long as possible desperate to gain more points.
When she did get me off her, I was turned over, we were in the strangest sixty-nine ever. My head was buried in her cunt, unable to move and she had positioned herself at mine. We both licked each other trying to get each other off before the whistle blew signalling the round was over.
"Cunt licking, blue and green," the referee announced with a chuckle.
Unfortunately, the whistle blew before I could get her off. She opened her legs to free me and rolled onto her back clearly exhausted and trying to hold back from coming.
I crawled to the sidelines and Jenny said, "Great job. We still have a chance."
I looked at the score. We were still down, but had gained a lot of ground during those final two minutes. It was blue -- 891 green - 776. We still had a ways to go, but we still had a chance to be victorious.
Jenny suddenly yelled, "That's not fair."
I looked onto the mat and Shay was between Jamie's legs licking away.
The referee shrugged, "There are no rules for what happens between rounds. Actually, it is pretty brilliant truth be told."
"Fuck," Jenny cursed.
Just then Jamie yelled, "Shove a finger in my ass."
Shay eagerly obliged and a few seconds later Jamie screamed, "Yeeeeeeees."
"Fuck, fuck, fuck," Jenny cursed, our slight advantage of an exhausted, near orgasmic Jamie now gone.
"Now what?" I asked.
"We must get one more two on one than they do," she said.
"Ok," I nodded. "Who starts round three?"
"You and Jamie," Jenny said.
"Oh," I sighed, realizing the key to us winning was for me getting to tag Jenny before Jamie tagged Shay.
"Stay focused. You have been great out there. I was the one who came on the fucking mat?" Jenny said, clearly frustrated by her weakness.
"We need to get Shay off," I said.
"Good plan. Get the early tag so we can get points on Jamie. Then I will take one for the team allowing them to double-team me and then I will tag you and we finish by sexually crushing Shay," Jenny said.
"I love it," I agreed. The thought of making Shay come on the mat was all I could think of.
The whistle blew and Jamie and I were back on the mat.
ROUND 3
Jamie taunted, "Thanks for the orgasm."
"Ready for another one?" I quipped back, trying to sound firm and confident.
"Sure," she smiled as the whistle blew again to start the action.
Unlike the previous two rounds, there was no slow beginning, Jamie grabbed me and flipped me onto my back. Startled, I hesitated a bit, and she rolled me over and five seconds into the match she tagged Shay.
I cursed under my breath as I prepared for a minute of sexual defense.
Reaching me at the same time, Jamie got me on my back and again sat on my face.
"Pussy smothering, blue," was announced.
I focused instead on keeping my legs closed and was surprised when I felt my legs instead of being pried apart, being lifted up. Startled, I lost my focus and my legs were spread open. I watched as Jamie dove into my vagina while Shay held my legs apart in this contorted position. Thankfully, I was a gymnast back in middle school and that had made me very flexible. Not so thankfully, I was completely at the whim of these two women.
"Pussy licking, blue," the referee declared.
"Fist that goody-two-shoe's cunt," Shay said.
"As you wish," Jamie said, as I felt fingers easily slide into my wet vagina.
"Aaaaah," I moaned into Jamie's vagina, as the pleasure began to build.
""Finger fucking started, blue," I distantly heard.
I tried to wiggle free, but it was futile, I was completely trapped, so I just tried to concentrate on not coming.
A few seconds of deep hard finger thrusts and I felt my vagina widen to unnatural widths. It burned a bit, but I also had never felt so full in my life. "Fuuuuuuuuck," I screamed, thankfully muffled by Jamie's cunt.
"Fist fucking started, blue," the referee announced, confirming my assumption that she had somehow fit her whole hand in my tiny vagina.
She somehow sucked on my clit while fisting me and all I could do was pray for the buzzer as my orgasm continued to build.
My moaning increased, my body began to tremble just when the buzzer occurred.
Jamie cursed, "Fuck, five more seconds was all I needed," as she pulled her hand out.
My legs were let go and I lay on my back, squeezing my legs together, just as Shay got on top of me. "It's only a matter of time before you come," she smiled as she leaned in and kissed me.
Trying to get energy back, I didn't resist, instead kissing her back.
"Kissing lips, blue," the referee declared.
Jenny called out, "Don't kiss her Emma, they are getting points."
I knew they were, but knew it was the only way to quell the burning down below and get the strength back I needed to get to the side of the ring and tag Jenny.
A few seconds later, Shay broke the kiss and asked, "Do you want to come, my little lesbian slave?"
"God yes," I moaned, allowing her to think I was sexually defeated.
"Open your legs for me," she ordered, as she cupped my breasts.
"Breast fondling, blue."
I obliged and waited for the perfect moment as she slithered down to my vagina.
Jamie suddenly realizing I was smiling yelled out, "Shay, it's a trap," but she was a second too late.
I quickly moved both my knees up, moved my feet to her shoulders and pushed hard.
Shay unbalanced and surprised fell backwards and I quickly crawled and tagged a smiling Jenny.
"Good plan," Jenny nodded, as she got onto the mat. "Let's repay the favor."
"Agreed," I said, although I was still feeling rather weak.
Jenny attacked Shay aggressively and I joined a couple of seconds later. The break seemed to have given Shay some strength as she fought us off pretty well as we tried to get her in a similar position to the one I had just been in.
Jenny held Shay's arms down and after another brief struggle, got her vagina over Shay's face.
"Face smothering, green," the referee announced.
I wanted to look at the score, but stayed focus as I grabbed her wildly flailing legs and struggled with all my might to pull them open as she had mine.
Unfortunately, I was still weak and her one leg slipped out of my hand and I fell on top of her.
"Just go for points," Jenny said, realizing I was too weak, as she began fondling Shay's breasts.
"Breast fondling commenced, green," the referee said.
I moved lower, pushed my hand between her legs with all my might and somehow pushed inside her vagina.
"Um, I think pussy fingering, green," the referee announced.
A few seconds of point getting and the buzzer sounded. I returned to the sideline.
Exhausted, I asked the referee, "Can I come on the sidelines?"
"Not during the round," she answered, winking at me.
"Dammit," I cursed as I glanced at the clock. I felt literally crushed as I saw that the score, even after our double attack, had us down even more, 1162 to 939. I grabbed another bottle of water and after a long drink, poured some on my vagina. The coldness seemed to extinguish some of the burning urge to come as I returned my gaze to the action in the ring.
Jenny had Shay in a bear hug of sorts but other than cupping her breasts was not scoring a lot of points.
The round clock had three minutes left. If Jenny could tag me next, there was a slim chance we could win as Shay had been on the mat for quite some time. Jenny thinking the same thing gave me a slight nod implying move left before she flipped Shay over and suddenly I was almost in reach. Jamie realizing what was happening began moving towards me but she was too late as Jenny tagged me.
"Suck it, bitch," I said to Jamie, happy to have gotten tagged first.
"Fuck," Jamie cursed, slapping my ass as I entered the ring.
Refreshed, I was a girl on a mission. Jenny had Shay on her stomach, and without even a second of hesitation I joined Jenny and shoved a finger in Shay's ass.
"You fuuuuuucker," Shay screamed.
"Ass insertion, green," the referee announced.
"Let's flip her onto her back," Jenny said, knowing we needed big points.
Shay's resistance was weaker as we easily flipped her onto her back and I reinserted my finger in her ass, as Jenny sat on her face and began fondling her breasts.
"Face smothering and breast fondling, green," the referee announced.
"Eat her pussy, fist fuck her cunt, make the slut cum," Jenny said.
I obeyed, as I buried my face in Shay's pussy and began licking her, as I removed my finger from her ass and slid three fingers inside her very wet cunt.
"Cunt fingering and pussy licking commenced, green," the referee announced.
"Shove your whole fist in, Emma," Jenny screamed, her urgency obvious.
"Kkkkk," I said, as I shoved the rest of my hand into Shay's vagina. Suddenly feeling strong and wanting to make her come, I pumped my hand in and out of her cunt and sucked on her clit simultaneously.
She tried to buck me away, but I had a firm hold on her and was determined to get her off. Her taste was addicting and I wanted to taste more of her cum.
Again, the buzzer sounded and Jenny reluctantly got off the near orgasmic Shay who began writhing back and forth, trying to get my hand out of her cunt.
I said, "Just come slut and it will be over."
"Neeeeever," she moaned back, moving her legs up to my shoulders.
I continued licking and fisting as long as I could as she slowly pushed me back.
My hand slowly slid out of her and I fell backwards. I glanced at the clock. Two minutes left and we were up by thirty-two. The fisting had really racked up the points.
Shay rolled to her side, trying to recover, while I realized I couldn't tag Jenny for another forty seconds. So I pushed Shay onto her stomach and decided to keep her weak. I moved to her ass and was about to insert my finger in when she bucked hard tossing me to the side. She began crawling to Jamie and I grabbed both her legs trying to keep her from making a tag that easily could cost us the match.
It was like slow motion as she pulled me slowly, I tried to get a better grip but my hand slipped and I watched as she tagged Jamie.
"Get in a ball," Jenny screamed.
I quickly curled into a ball as I prepared for the onslaught that was to come. Four hands reached me at the same time and I held on for dear life as they tried to pry me apart. I held on for as long as possible, but soon I was on my back, Jenny screamed, "Only forty more seconds."
I had lasted one-third of the time without giving up any points. Unfortunately that didn't last long as my legs were pulled open, as they worked together, and even as I bucked and fought to fend them off. I felt Shay's tongue on my vagina as my hands were held by Jamie. They didn't go for extra points, knowing that they only needed to take the lead and hold on.
"Pussy licking started, blue," I heard and knew that I was unable to break free even as I desperately tried to do so.
Shay's tongue on my vagina felt amazing, and I could feel my resistance weakening, as my body began to give in to the pleasure I had somehow against all odds resisted until now.
Jamie held my wrists firmly as she purred, "Just let it happen, Emma, it is over. You are ours."
Such smug confidence, ticked me off, and I again focused on just surviving the last few seconds and hoping I could reach Jenny in time for one last grasp.
The buzzer sounded and Jenny yelled, "Tag me."
Unfortunately, Jamie was still on top of me and I couldn't break free. I bucked, I wiggled until finally, I was able to push her off, but she still had a solid grip on me.
"Thirty seconds," I heard declared.
I continued fighting to break free and with one hard yank, I was free and rolled quickly to Jenny who tagged me and rushed at Jamie.
I quickly joined Jenny, but Jamie on her knees managed to keep pushing us away.
Simultaneously, we got Jamie on her back; I quickly straddled her face and lowered my wet vagina onto her face.
"Pussy smothering commenced, green," I heard and glanced at the scoreboard, blue -1240 green - 1200 we were down forty points with only 5 seconds left.
"Eat her cunt," I screamed, using the c-word for the first time ever, a word I hated.
Jenny desperately tried to prey Jamie's legs apart just as the whistle sounded.
I glanced at the score blue -- 1240 green -- 1220. "FUCK!" I cursed we had lost. I rolled off Jamie as polite applause echoed around the ring, as I flopped on my back totally exhausted.
Jenny stood up, bent down, took my hand and pulled me up, drawing me into a big hug. "You were awesome."
I was too exhausted to talk.
I heard Shay say, "Told you brainiac, you're mine."
THE BONUS ROUND
The referee called us over and I watched as another pretty young girl, dressed in a plaid skirt, handed Shay and Jamie strap-on cocks.
Once they were on, the referee said, "In the closest score in history, Shay and Jamie are today's winners, which makes Jenny and Emma today's...."
"Losers," the crowd yelled out.
"Let the bonus round begin," the referee announced and the ladies clapped.
In seconds, Shay was in front of me and she roughly pushed me onto my knees. "I am so going to enjoy this."
"Fuck you," I shot back, still mad we had lost and even more furious to have lost to her.
"Close," she laughed, as she ordered, "Get sucking slave."
Having no choice, I quipped "Whatever turns you on dyke," and took the blue plastic cock in my mouth. It had been a while since I had a cock in my mouth, but like most things in life you don't lose the skill.
"By the end of the night you will never want real cock again, brainiac," Shay taunted.
Nearby, I heard Jamie order, "Faster slut."
"You aren't making love to this plastic cock, although I imagine that is about the only thing that regularly fucks you, isn't it?" Shay criticized.
Taking the cock out of my mouth, I responded, "Just because you fuck everyone with a cock and I am selective doesn't make me a prude."
"You bitch," she snapped, as she shoved the cock back into my mouth, held my head and began fucking my face. I briefly flashed back to Matthew my last boyfriend, who loved fucking my face, although his cock was smaller than this long plastic one that kept making me gag.
She did this for a couple of minutes, before she pulled out and said, "For such a prude, you clearly have sucked cock before."
"Sure, just not every guy in our psychology class like you," I shot back defiantly.
People in the audience clapped, which only made me more determined to continue to stand up to the bitch.
"On all fours," she demanded, yanking my arms so I fell forward.
"Isn't this the position you are in every night?" I quipped, smiling. In front of me, Jamie was fucking Jenny doggie style.
Shay rubbed the cock on my pussy lips and I said, again trying to show I wasn't remotely intimidated by her, "Are you going to fuck me or are you just so used to being the one on all fours?"



Shay was clearly pissed and ordered, "Jamie back up. Let this slut lick your asshole."
"Hmmmm," Jamie purred, backing up until her ass was in my face.
"Lick her rosebud," Shay ordered, grabbing my head and shoving my face between Jamie's ass cheeks.
Realizing my defiant behaviour had backfired, I reluctantly licked between Jamie's ass cheeks, tasting her salty sweat.
"Who is the slut now?" Shay asked, as she filled my cunt with her cock.
I moaned, no witty comeback popping into my head, as her body slammed into mine making my face go deeper between Jamie's ass cheeks.
"Lick my rosebud, slut," Jamie demanded, reaching behind grapping my hair and holding my face between her cheeks.
I tried to obey, but it was difficult as Shay slammed into me with her plastic cock. I licked the best I could as shame built inside me because my naturally obedient nature and because of the dark secret reality that I was enjoying being used by these two girls.
After a couple minutes of ass licking and hard deep fucking, my long held in orgasm was on the rise, this time the tidal wave uncontrollable. My moans increased and I begged, "Fuck me harder."
"Fuck what harder?" Shay asked.
"My cunt, fuck my cunt harder," I whimpered, even as I continued to lick Jamie's ass.
"I thought you weren't a slut?" Shay asked, as she stopped fucking me, the plastic toy still deep in my pussy.
"I'm not," I whimpered, although I was trying to fuck myself on the cock.
"Tell me what you are," Shay demanded, adding, "if you want me to get you off."
I cursed under my breath, before answering, "A slut."
"You can do better than that," Shay smirked.
"Fine, I'm a slutty lesbian who wants you to fuck her wet cunt," I said, trying to sound dirty, before adding, "now please pound your slut with your big cock."
Instead she pulled out and I whimpered, "Noooooo."
Shay instead rubbed my pussy frantically and then slid a finger in my ass. "Ever had your ass fucked, brainiac?"
I flash backed to Matthew who had convinced me when drunk it was a good idea. Wanting to please him, I allowed him to sodomize me, and much to my surprise after the blunt pain simmered, I enjoyed the utter submission of being ass fucked.
When I didn't answer, Shay laughed, "You have, haven't you? There is a lot more than meets the eye with you."
Jamie moved away and I watched as Jenny sucked her own pussy juice off the strap-on cock, a sight that only enhanced my own desire to come.
"Fuuuuck," I screamed, as Shay slammed the plastic cock in my ass.
"Beg me to fuck your ass, Emma," Shay ordered, once her thin, long plastic cock penetrated me.
I didn't want to give in to her again, but my desperate desire to come overwhelmed any defiant scathing comebacks, I instead begged like a cheap slut, "Please Shay, fuck my ass."
"In front of all these people?" Shay asked.
"Yes, dammit, just make your slut come," I snapped, not even hearing the words I was saying.
"Ass fuck yourself like the slut you are," Shay demanded.
I didn't hesitate, as I began bouncing back on the plastic cock, fucking my ass in front of a room of women, my only reprieve being they were assumedly all lesbians and many had been in my exact position, or Shay's position.
"You like my cock in your ass, slut?" Shay asked, clearly amused.
"Yeeeees," I moaned, at the pleasure of submission overwhelming every pore of my being.
After a couple of minutes of riding a cock in my ass, I saw a pair of heels in front of me. I looked up and saw another plastic cock in my face. Continuing my gaze up, I was soon looking into the eyes of Professor Bells. "Time to begin your training, my pet. Shay come lie down."
I watched as Shay laid on the ground beside me, her plastic cock standing at attention.
"Straddle her cock, Emma," Professor Bells ordered.
So close to coming, yet again, I moved, the cock no longer in my ass leaving me feeling surprisingly barren and empty, and crawled on top of Shay. I looked at Professor Bells and asked, "In my cunt or ass?"
"Such an obedient little pet," Professor purred. "Your cunt my dear."
"Yes, Mistress," I replied, before I even realized what I had said.
"Mistress, I like that," Professor Bells said. "You will refer to me as Mistress Caroline for now, is that understood?"
"Yes, Mistress Caroline," I agreed, accepting my new submissive expectations, as I straddled Shay's plastic cock and lowered my fevered cunt onto it. Suddenly, having a Mistress just seemed like a natural next step, my natural hunger to please taking over any sense of logic.
"Ever been DP'd my pet?" My new Mistress asked.
"No, Mistress Caroline," I answered, the thought having never occurred to me before this very moment.
"Are you ready for your first, my pet?" Mistress Caroline asked.
Again my only focus now was submission and I answered, "Yes, Mistress Caroline, my body is yours."
"Good girl," Mistress Caroline purred, putting her fingers in my hair as she slid her plastic cock in my mouth. I heard a snapping of fingers and soon felt what was obviously Jamie's plastic cock from behind and slowly my first double penetration occurred.
I whimpered onto Mistress Caroline's plastic cock as the double sensation brought a new sensation that I had never even imagined before. All my dignity long gone, I babbled like the slut I accused Shay of being, "Oh holy mother fucking God, shiiiit."
Shay laughed, "How profound, brainiac."
"I've become you," I snapped back, still fighting any reality that had me giving into Shay.
"Bounce back on both cocks, my pet," Mistress Caroline instructed, her tone soft but authoritative.
Although awkward at first, I slowly began riding both cocks inside me, as well as bobbing back and forth on the cock in my mouth. After a couple of minutes, I began to get into a steady rhythm as I rode on both cocks. Again, my long denied orgasm began boiling and unlike the stops and starts of the past hour, my first of multiple orgasms shuttered through me like a lightning bolt. My whole body coursed with pleasure unlike any I had ever experienced at any other time.
The cock in my mouth slipped out as I screamed, "Oooooooooh fucking God."
I fell forward unable to hold myself up as the sexual spasms continued to pulse through me.
As I quit fucking myself, both Jamie and Shay took over as Shay began bucking her cock up in me, while Jamie moved her right leg over top of me and been plunging deep into my ass. The double fucking, allowed my orgasm to continue through me even as a second orgasm began to build.
"Oh yes, oh, oh, God, fuck meeeee, shiiiiit, yes, oh," I mumbled and a lot of other incoherent babble as my two wrestling adversaries fucked me hard and deep.
Suddenly Jenny was in front of me and I watched her facial expressions change as Mistress Caroline began fucking her from behind , Jenny leaned in and kissed me. I tried kissing her back, but it began getting dangerous as we both got fucked from behind.
Meanwhile, my second orgasm was continuing to build. I wanted it deeper, I wanted it harder, I wanted to be fucked into complete sexual submission. I demanded, "Harder sluts, fuck me harder."
The girls obliged as they began to simultaneously thrust into me, reaching new depths inside me and in only a few well-timed strokes I screamed, "Yeeeees, I'm cooooooomimg."
They continued their piston like thrusts in and out of me throughout my second straight orgasm, before Jamie finally pulled out. My knees sore, I rolled onto my back, Jamie's cock slipping out of my cunt, just in time to see Jamie straddle my face with the cock that had just been in my ass.
"Open up, cocksucker," Jamie demanded.
As I obeyed, she began fucking my face in a way it was never meant to be fucked. As I gagged, she pulled my head up and continued to roughly fuck my face.
Tears rolled down my face as I tried not to gag. Thankfully, she pulled out, quickly got out of her strap-on harness, and lowered her cunt onto my face. Her scent enveloped me completely, a scent that was strong and yet appealing. No instructions were necessary as I extended my tongue and began licking.
After a few licks, I felt my numb legs pulled apart and fingers soon were exploring my still very wet cunt. Two fingers, then three and soon I felt a whole fist slide between my cunt lips and into my fiery volcano.
I screamed into Jamie's cunt, as I felt Shay, I assumed it was Shay, open her clenched hand once inside me creating a new sensation of pleasure as my cunt felt fuller than it ever had before.
I lifted my head up and began tugging on Jamie's clit with my lips. My new focus to get her to come from my lips around her clit sucking hard.
I heard vague moans from her, moans that were echoed by me as my cunt began to be fist-fucked hard causing both painful and pleasurable sensations that contradicted each other into yet another new erotic feeling of utter submission.
I don't know how long I licked, or how long I was fist-fucked, time stood still as I became just a sexual vessel of pleasure: both giving and receiving. I couldn't believe just twelve hours ago I had been just a regular, sex-deprived co-ed focusing on getting straight A's and now I was a submissive, sex-depraved, lesbian focused on eating and pleasing pussy. The concept was surreal and unbelievable, except it was real and sensational.
My third orgasm crashed into me seconds before I made Jamie come. My face was covered with pussy juice as if I was lying under a dam that had finally burst. I hungrily licked up her cum instantly realizing I had a new addiction. I couldn't get enough of her cum and continued licking and licking until her cunt moved away.
Shay pulled her fist out of me and my own cum gushed. Lifting my head weakly up to see what else was happening, I saw Jenny crawl between my legs and clean me up as the crowd erupted in applause.
Suddenly, I was pulled up off the floor onto my hands and knees, Shay ordering me, "Follow me on all fours."
I obeyed, refusing to look at the many women I passed as we returned to the dressing rooms.
Once in the room, to my surprise, there were two massage tables. I was instructed to get on one and was greatly surprised when a pretty woman in her forties came in and silently began massaging me.
Jenny too had a masseuse and explained, "Just relax, Tamara here will make you feel brand new."
"Ok," I weakly agreed, my body and mind fading into slumber.
When I woke up, I was still on the massage table, but Jenny was dressed in an adorable school girl outfit, although her beige thigh highs tops were completely visible.
"Good, I was about to wake you up," Jenny said, all smiles.
"How long was I asleep?" I asked, feeling like I had slept for hours.
"About an hour and a half," Jenny answered, "but it is time for the charity auction as soon as the last match is over."
"The what?" I asked.
"The charity auction. Each one of us is auctioned off with all money going to charity," Jenny explained as if the answer was obvious.
"Oh," I said, unable to believe my night wasn't over.
"Trust me, it is a lot of fun," Jenny said.
"What does the winner of the auction get?" I asked, even though I had already guessed.
"Well you are her submissive for the night," Jenny answered, just as I expected.
Professor Caroline entered and said, "You're not dressed yet?"
I sat up and said, "Sorry, I fell asleep it seems."
She laughed, "Those masseuses do have the magic touch."
Jenny handed me an identical school girl costume as hers. I asked the Professor, "Do I really have to wear this?"
"You do, my pet," she smiled, her use of the word 'pet' somehow instantly triggering wetness down below.
My resistance to my crazy night was long gone, I took the outfit and began to get dressed, not remotely surprised to see I had no underwear to go with it. Just a plaid skirt, a white blouse, and beige thigh high stockings.
Once dressed, Mistress said, "You look good enough to eat, my pet."
"Thank you, Mistress," I replied, somehow flattered by her compliment.
"Follow me girls" she ordered.
Jenny and I followed, returning to the ring where a redhead and the referee were double teaming a skinny tattooed blonde. I watched in voyeuristic awe, my pussy again getting undeniably wet. My mind flashed images of me with a cock in my pussy and mouth.
'What had become of me?' I thought to myself.
A few minutes later, the sexual submission in the ring was done and the referee now naked except for her strap-on cock, called Shay up on stage.
Shay walked past me, "I bet I get double what you do."
"I'll take that bet," I quipped before I even had time to think.
Shay smugly asked, "What is the wager?"
Mistress Bells said, "The loser is the complete submissive servant for an entire weekend to the other."
"I'm in," I responded instantly.
"It will be good to have you for a full weekend," Shay smirked. "I'm in too."
Once she walked away, Jenny said, "Holy shit, that was intense."
"What did I just do?" I said out loud.
"Got yourself a slave for an entire weekend," Mistress Bells said giving me a playful wink.
I watched as Shay was introduced and the bidding started. In seconds, the price was over a thousand dollars and my hopes crashed quickly. The price continued to rise before a woman in her sixties, dressed to the nines, won Shay for 1700 dollars.
Jenny kissed my cheek and said, "Be adorable, you can go for two."
"What is the most you went for?" I asked.
"3300 my first time," Jenny answered.
"I imagine you were worth it," I flirted.
"I like to think so," Jenny smiled back as I was called onto the mat.
When I reached the referee she asked me, "So how was your first fight?"
"Orgasmic," I quipped, which got a chuckle from the audience.
"Anything you would like to say before bidding begins?" she asked.
"Just this," I said, falling to my knees and taking her strap-on cock in my mouth.
"Oh my," she laughed, "That's a new one."
I only bobbed up and down a few times, before taking it out of my mouth and staying on my knees as I turned to the audience, showing my submissive nature.
"Well, we will start the bidding at...." the referee began but was interrupted.
"10,000 dollars," a young girl, looking no older than eighteen, called out.
"Oh my," the referee said yet again as my mouth dropped open.
My head spun as I vaguely heard the referee say, "Going once, going twice, sold."
The referee helped me stand up and the young girl took my hand and led me through the crowd, up the stairs I hadn't noticed when I was wrestling and to a private room.
The door opened, the young girl said, "Mom, your pet is here."
"Come in darling," a familiar voice said.
The young girl ordered, "On your knees."
I obeyed.
"Emma, you were very impressive down there tonight, very, very impressive," the woman said, although I couldn't see her yet.
"Thank you, ma'am," I answered.
"Crawl to me," the sultry voice ordered.
I obeyed and as I crawled to her, rounding a couch I first saw a pair of black heels, followed by black nylons, and as I continued looking up my bizarre night got twilight zone strange as I recognized instantly who I was about to serve.
She looked down at me as she said, a glass of wine in her hand, "Nice to meet you Emma."
"Y-y-you too, Governor Greene," I stammered in complete shock, my night of lesbian submission apparently just getting started.
THE END
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WHITE COCKSUCKER
I went through my mid-life crisis recently, but instead of buying a Porsche or a 800 inch flat screen TV or fucking my twenty-two year old secretary (although it was tempting) Instead I decided to get back in shape. I was an athlete in high school and college, but in my thirties work, family and neglect have added a few more pounds than I was proud to admit. So now in my early forties, I bought a year membership at a fitness club, knowing I was way too cheap not to use it if I paid for it.
I went after work a few times the first week but it was way too busy and by the time I got home it was almost seven...the evening already half gone.
So the second week I shifted to morning workouts. There were only a few people there and it was more of a relaxed atmosphere. By Wednesday, I was getting into a routine and I pushed myself to get to the next level. Unfortunately, my body ached and even after fifteen minutes in the hot tub I was kind of stiff and decided to hit the sauna.
I had been in the sauna maybe a minute when a well-built black man, probably in his late twenties, sat directly across from me. He was made like a football linebacker with tattoos everywhere. I didn't mean to look, but his legs were wide open, and his large black cock was dangling right in front of me. I had heard black guys were hung; but had never put any thought into it until the moment one was right in front of me. Even flaccid, it was bigger than mine when it was completely hard. I didn't mean to stare, but I was in such awe of its length and girth I couldn't take my eyes off it.
"You're new here," he said, distracting me away from his large package.
My face felt flush at the thought of being caught staring at a man's cock, but thankfully I could blame the hot sauna for my red face, and not my embarrassment at staring at his cock. I replied, "Yes, well I worked out last week after work, but found it too busy and I was too tired from the long day at work."
"It is much quieter here in the morning," he agreed.
"I am enjoying it much more," I answered, doing all I could to not be drawn back down between his legs, an invisible magnet seeming to be drawing me down. "Plus I feel more refreshed and energetic all day."
"It is a great way to start the day," he agreed. "What do you do for a living?" He asked.
"Banker, stocks and bonds," I replied. "You?"
Ignoring my question, he said, "That's a pretty stressful job."
"It can be," I shrugged, just as the door opened and another man walked in. He seemed surprised to see me as he stopped looking unsure.
"It's okay, he is new and doesn't know the rules yet," the black man said.
The mid-fifties man still seemed unsure what to do, which baffled me.
"Either in or out, cocksucker," the black man ordered, his soft friendly demeanour suddenly changing.
It was like watching something in slow motion. I know I had heard the words correctly, yet I couldn't quite accept I had. I stared as the older man walked over to the black man, dropped to his knees and took the huge cock in his mouth.
The black man continued talking as if he wasn't getting head in a sauna in front of a stranger, as if it was a natural every day thing. "So banking is a pretty stressful job. What do you do to relieve the stress?"
"I don't know, watch TV, read, work out," I shrugged and joked, unable to avert my eyes from the scene right before me.
"Sorry, what is your name?" He asked.
"Jim," I replied, "you?"
"Doug," he replied. "Married?"
"Yep," I replied, showing the ring, "twenty-one years."
"Marriage a bit stale?" He asked.
"It can be, like all marriages," I shrugged, answering all his questions for some reason.
"You suck cock, Jim?" He asked.
Pulling my eyes away from the blow job, unaware I was again staring, I stammered, "W-w-what?"
"Do you suck cock? Or are you just curious?" He asked.
"Sorry, I'm straight," I clarified.
"You sure?" He asked, implying I wasn't.
"Yeah, I'm sure," I replied, even as my cock began to harden, thankful I had put the towel over me when originally sitting down. "I should get going," I said, beginning to get up.
"Sit down Jim," Doug ordered, his tone instantly shifting again from friendly to authoritative.
For some unexplainable reason I obeyed, and I am not usually one who obeys orders.
"I just need to make sure you know the rules of the morning sauna, Jim," he said, his voice again friendly.
"I didn't realize there were rules," I said, trying to act casual during the very awkward situation.
He chuckled. "In the morning very few people come, although many that do come really come."
I didn't completely understand what he was saying, but did get the 'really come' reference as I watched the live gay act right in front of me, my cock betraying me.
"You see the morning ritual is a mixture of people working out and people getting worked on if you get my drift," he continued.
"I am catching on," I joked, my cock continuing its rise, even as I begged it to behave.
"I doubt you noticed but there are colours on the side of the door outside. Each has a specific significance. Blue means the sauna is currently empty, which it was when you first came in here. Yellow means someone is in the sauna but is actually using the sauna as a sauna like you were assumedly doing."
"Y-y-yes, I was, I mean I didn't know there were rules," I said, again desperate to defend my manhood.
"So I see," he smirked, seeing the tent growing under my towel. "Anyways, green means someone is waiting for a blow job, black means someone black is waiting for a blow job, purple means someone is inside waiting to give head, while orange means someone is inside waiting for some backdoor action."
"Oh my, that is pretty complex," I joked, continuing to act casual about the whole strange experience.
"Lastly, if you see red you are being warned that the sauna is in use like it is right now," he finished.
"I see," I said.
"Do you?" He asked, "It is important you understand the rules."
"It's pretty straight forward," I replied.
"Nice pun," he laughed.
"So I should just avoid the sauna, is that what you are suggesting," I said.
"Unless you want to suck, get sucked, fuck or get fucked," he clarified.
"I don't think so," I said, although I couldn't remember the last time I got a blow job. Looking at the older man bobbing up and down, I wondered briefly if gay men sucked cock better than women.
"I have heard that before," he said, a smirk on his face.
"Oh I am pretty positive. So these are some rather unorthodox rules," I said, before asking, "How do people know these rules and not end up walking in on a...situation?"
"Word of mouth," he replied, laughing at his own pun. "Of course, over time it gets a reputation. Kind of like Cohen's Pub for the ladies."
"What about Cohen's Pub?" I asked, which I knew by reputation was a sports bar in a seedier part of town.
"White sluts, usually married white sluts, who want black cock go there. The color of their nylons defines what they are into," he explained.
"Wow," I said, even as an image of my wife going to such a bar popped into my head, "apparently you learn something new every day."
"That we do," he chuckled.
"I need to get going," I said, trying to hide my now fully erect cock from being seen.
"Go ahead," he smiled.
I stood up, my tent impossible to conceal. "It was nice to meet you Doug."
"You too, Jim," I said. As I reached the door, he added, "When you change your mind I will be here same time, same place, but it is first come, first serve, and I stress the word serve."
"I am not gay," I re-confirmed.
"Either is Samuel here," Doug pointed down. "Are you, Samuel?"
"No sir," the older man replied, as he took the big black cock, which I got to briefly see fully erect, out of his mouth. Just as quickly, the black cock disappeared in the older man's mouth.
"You see, Jim, most white men like yourself are just a trigger away from becoming a cocksucker," he said, the words ludicrous and yet his tone confident.
"Trigger?" I questioned, curious about this theory.
"Yes, a key moment where the idea or opportunity to cross a forbidden line occurs. I imagine yours just occurred today," he said.
"How so?" I asked, even though I should have left right then and there instead of allowing myself to be drawn into this ridiculous theory.
"You are straight and have never had sex with a man, right?" He said.
"Correct," I nodded.
"It has probably never seriously even crossed your mind that you may one day crave a cock in your mouth, has it?" He continued.
"Agreed," I replied, continuing to stay firm, even as I continued to watch the older man bob up and down on Doug's big cock.
"And I imagine your sex life with your wife is predictable, boring and nowhere near frequent enough in your opinion," he said, sadly completely accurate.
"It is fine," I replied, not wanting to admit he was correctly pegging me.
"Fine," he chuckled, "that is a non-descript word if there ever was one. The reality is right now your cock is stiff and ready to shoot and you are in complete denial to the reason why."
"I'm in denial now?" I replied, annoyed by his smug assessment of me. Sure I was hard, and sure watching a guy with another guy getting a blow job turned me on, but that didn't make me gay.
"You will leave now pissed at what I said. You will go to work and do your daily blah routine, but in the back of your mind will be this," he said, standing up, his cock slipping out of the older man's mouth.
I stared at it against my will. It was so thick, so long, so dark and yet undeniably I was drawn to it. I had never in my life seen a black cock, nor had I ever in my life considered a cock to be juicy, yet there was no other way to describe his cock. My mouth salivated and my head got light, which I could blame on how long I had been in the sauna and not a sudden desire to...to...to...suck cock.
His cock swayed like a hypnotist's watch, unable to look away from his big black monster. "Ready to cross the line, cocksucker," he asked.
Being called a cocksucker pulled me out of my daze, even as a chill went up my spine. I was suddenly desperate to get out of there, I stammered, "I-I-I got to go."
He laughed as I rushed out of there, "See you soon."
I quickly got dressed and hurried out of the gym. As I drove to work, I tried to understand what had just transpired.
Why had I gotten hard?
I wasn't gay.
Why couldn't I stop staring at his big black cock?
I wasn't gay.
Why did my mouth water at seeing the full length and width of his juicy cock all wet with another man's slobber?
I wasn't gay.
Why had I just called a cock juicy?
I wasn't gay.
Why could I still see his cock so perfectly in my head?
I wasn't gay.
Why was my cock still straining to get free in my pants?
"I am not gay, I am not gay, I am not gay," I repeated to myself.
At work, I was able to focus on my work until the early afternoon when another co-worker, James, a younger black man, was in the bathroom when I was. I was taking a piss when he moved to the urinal beside me and pulled out his cock. The first thing that popped in my head was 'I wonder if he had a big cock too'. I desperately tried to finish urinating, but my eyes began to move to look down over the divider between the urinals and get an answer my question. Before I knew it I was staring at my co-worker's cock. As soon as I got a good look, which confirmed the rumour that black men are hung, I stared back at the wall. I finished peeing even as my cock began growing.
Back in my office, I cursed myself, praying he didn't notice me glance at his smaller than Doug's but still very thick and long cock. I locked my office door and decided to just jerk off. I figured once I shot a load, I could focus properly. It was like when I was in college and fucked an unattractive chick: I rationalized, while horny, a mouth is a mouth and a cunt is a cunt. However, once I shot my load in or on her, I was mortified by my lack of judgement.
I pulled my cock out, closed my eyes and began pumping. I usually stroked myself fantasizing about Janice my blonde big breasted twenty-two year old secretary, or Allison another co-worker who was a fiery redhead with the tightest ass ever, or Mrs. Walker, my daughter's long-legged English teacher. Yet, as my balls began to boil, it was Doug's big, juicy, black cock that popped in my head. Horny as hell, I allowed the fantasy to get me off.
"Come get your treat, cocksucker," Doug ordered, his big cock lying flaccid between his legs.
I walked over to him, dropped to my knees and took his cock in my mouth.
"That's it cocksucker, suck me the way your wife used to suck yours when she was young," he ordered.
Remembering when Susan used to deep throat cock suck and swallow, I bobbed hungrily taking more of his thick cock with each forward bob.
"Good boy," he moaned, as I took all his cock in my mouth.
I moaned back on his cock, excited that I was pleasing him.
My cum sprayed up in the air like a missile launch as my orgasm exploded out of me, an orgasm way more intense than any my usual quick stroke fantasies. I shook my head, quickly cleaned myself off and put my cock away.
Thankfully, having come, I again thought the idea of blowing a man was ridiculous; although I was embarrassed the idea got me off in the first place, I was once again able to focus on work.
That night at home, I vaguely listened to my wife, Susan, ramble on about her day, was reminded that my daughter's high school graduation was in a week and stammered when she asked, "How was your day?"
"I-I-I um fine," I answered, laughing at myself as I remembered Doug's definition of 'fine',
"You sure?" Susan asked, noticing me babble.
"Just a long day and my body is a bit sore," I said, which was true.
"Did you use the sauna after your workout?" She asked.
"Yeah for a bit?" I said, deciding not to tell her what I witnessed.
The rest of the night was normal. At bedtime, I tried to get some action with Susan, but she said she was too tired. As I lay in bed, I pondered if I should go workout in the morning. Deciding I would just avoid the sauna, I wasn't going to let some stranger change my routine which I had began to enjoy.
.....
The next morning, I arrived at my regular time and worked out with only a couple others in the gym. Doug wasn't there, although I didn't recall seeing him working out the last time either.
My workout done, I was going to the locker room when, like a magnet, I was drawn to the sauna.
Walking towards the sauna, I saw a chubby black man from behind take the orange card out and put the red card in. My cock began to rise at the thought of what was about to happen in the sauna, as I tried to remember what orange meant. I pulled open my phone to check as I typed them all in yesterday out of amusement. He was going to be fucked in the ass by some guy! I shook my head at how surreal this all felt as I headed to the locker room.
As I headed to the locker, I felt a strange sense of disappointment even though I had no intention of going in the sauna. Yet, as I got dressed, an undeniable growing hunger filled me. My cock was again hard at the thought of what was occurring in that sauna right then. Once dressed, I decided fuck it; I went to the far bathroom stall to shoot a load, thinking a quick pump and shoot would get me focused on my work today.
I was furiously pumping my meat when I heard footsteps and then Doug's voice in the stall beside me. "That you, Jim?"
I froze. I considered lying, I considered not speaking, but in the end I answered, "Yeah."
"You jerking off?" He asked.
I stammered, "N-n-no."
"I think you are. I think you went to the sauna and saw it was being used and were disappointed. But it got you hard, even though you don't know why, do you, Jim?" He said, completely summarizing my current emotional state.
"No, I don't," I admitted, just as I noticed a hole in the panel between us.
"I know why," he said as his big, thick, cock snaked through the hole. "You crave black cock. You didn't know you did, but once you saw mine yesterday it is all you have been able to think about, isn't it Jim?"
I stared at it, now just inches from my face, looking even bigger up close. Like Pavlov's dog, my mouth instantly watered as if I was conditioned to salivate when I saw a juicy black cock.
"Did you masturbate yesterday after seeing my cock, Jim?"
"No," I lied.
"You're lying to me, Jim. I can hear it in your voice. Be honest Jim, you masturbated yesterday didn't you?" He asked again.
"Yes," I admitted, embarrassed.
"And you thought about my cock, didn't you, Jim?" he asked, his tone implying he already knew the answer.
"Yes, fine, that doesn't make me gay," I frustratingly answered.
"I never called you gay," he clarified, his cock staring me in the face. My mouth was watering as if his cock was a juicy steak.
"What else would I be if I sucked cock?" I asked.
"A straight cocksucker," he answered.
"That isn't gay?" I asked, moving closer to his cock to take a closer look.
"No, you are gay if you only suck and fuck men, Jim. You don't just suck and fuck men do you, Jim?"
"Of course not," I said, his logic making strange logical sense in my confused mind.
"I can feel your hot breath on my cock, Jim," Doug pointed out. "It's okay, Jim, I know what you want, what you need. Just go ahead, Jim. Get rid of the curiosity that has overwhelmed you since yesterday. Accept that you are hungry for black cock and submit to your natural born submissive desires," Doug said, his words somehow sounding logical.
I knew this was it. The moment that would forever change who I saw myself as sexually. The moment I stood up and walked out proving my straightness or the moment I leaned forward, crossed the invisible line of straightness.
"Now or never, straight cocksucker," Doug ordered. "There are lots of other white straight boys who would beg to be in your position right now."
Being called a cocksucker somehow turned me on. The thought of sucking his cock took over my every thought. I leaned forward, opened my mouth and took the thick, juicy, semi-erect black cock head in my mouth.
"That's it, Jim," he purred. "Worship my cock like you have craved to do since you first saw it."
Somehow the absurdity of his words soothed me. His dick in my mouth, I suddenly wanted to please him, to worship him, to be his good straight cocksucker. I swirled my tongue around his mushroom top, loving the rare times my wife would tease me with her tongue.
"Making love to my cock, are you?" He chuckled. "How long have you been holding back these repressed desires? You are obviously a natural born cocksucker."
Again his words were ridiculous, but all I cared about now was his juicy cock in my mouth. I took more in and marvelled at how it hardened in my mouth like magic. A sudden pride washed over me knowing his cock was becoming iron stiff because of my mouth. I only had maybe a quarter in my mouth and wondered if getting all of it in my mouth could even be possible.
He moaned as his cock became fully stiff which sent a chill of excitement up my back. I couldn't believe I was sucking a cock, a black cock, in a public bathroom and yet I couldn't imagine not doing it now. I loved the feeling of his cock in my mouth, it felt so natural so fulfilling.
"Do you like my cock in your mouth, cocksucker?" He asked a couple of minutes into my slow back and forth bobbing, as I attempted to adjust to taking more of him in my mouth.



I moaned my answer.
"Use words, cocksucker, I want to hear you tell me," he ordered.
Taking his cock out of my mouth, just long enough to answer, I replied, "I love it."
I instantly took his cock, glistening in my saliva, back into my mouth as he said, "Be more descriptive cocksucker, convince me you deserve the privilege of sucking my cock."
The word 'privilege' just added to the absurdity, yet in reality I would say anything he wanted now to get his cock back in my mouth. I was addicted already and my mouth seemed empty without his juicy meat between my lips. I replied, my tone pleading and submissive, "I love your big black cock in my mouth it is so juicy."
"Juicy?" He roared. "That is a new one. You really did just need a little push to cross the line, didn't you?"
"I guess," I replied, as I took his cock back in my mouth.
"You guess," he said annoyed, pulling his cock out of the hole.
I stammered, panicking as he moved away, "S-s-sorry, I mean yes."
"Do you still want my cock?" He asked.
"Yes, sir," I replied.
"How bad?" He asked.
"More than anything," I admitted, desperate to get back in his good graces, to get his big cock back in my mouth.
"Crawl under the stall and join me," he ordered.
I didn't even hesitate, understanding any sense of trepidation may hinder my chances of having his juicy member back in my mouth. I pulled up my pants, not yet having finished the task I had originally come in here to do and crawled under the stall wall. It was a tight fit and must have looked hilarious or pathetic or probably both doing so. In the stall with him, he looked down at me and said, "Are you my cocksucker?"
"Yes, sir," I nodded, his cock looking even juicier in its entirety.
"Beg to be my cocksucker, Jim," he ordered.
Hearing him use my name added another dimension to my submission, as he traced my lips with his cock head.
"Sir, please let me be your cocksucker and take your big, hard, juicy black snake between my lips," I said, the words out of my mouth seeming so distant from the real me.
"I expect my cocksuckers to be very obedient," Doug said, as he stroked his cock with his hand.
"Yes, sir, I will be a good cocksucker," I replied, my eyes never leaving his massive missile.
He pulled out his phone and said, "Get to sucking, cocksucker."
The thought of him taking a picture or a video of me sucking his cock frightened me, yet my hunger to have his cock in my mouth overrode common sense or the fear of what he may do with such pictures or video. So I opened my mouth and took his cock back in my mouth.
"Good boy," he purred, as I bobbed eagerly up and down on his cock. "You look so pretty with a cock in your mouth. This will be a very good video my straight cocksucker's first cock."
The derogatory compliment meant to humiliate somehow turned me on more, my own cock stiff and begging for attention, allowing the reality of me being filmed to seem irrelevant. I wanted to be a good cocksucker, a good boy.
"I expect you to practice until you can get all nine inches in that pretty mouth of yours," he continued, the thought seemingly impossible, yet a challenge I revelled in. I loved making the impossible possible, thus why I was so good at my job.
In response, I sucked faster, always being the kind of guy who wanted to be the best. I continued bobbing back and forth, slowly swallowing more and more of his cock. A couple more minutes of concentrated cock sucking and he asked, "Do you want my cum, my straight cocksucker?"
I moaned on his cock, the thought of tasting his cum somehow a turn-on, knowing it would be my mouth that got him off.
He pulled out and explained, as he stroked his beautiful cock, "Once you swallow my load you become mine. That means if I text you to meet me somewhere you obey, if I show up at your office to dump a load in your mouth, you obey. Over time I will train your ass for my cock, as all cocksuckers should also be willing to have their man-pussy fucked."
My mouth was open waiting to catch his cum as I listened to the extreme expectations. I never planned to obey them, never planned to have my 'man-pussy' used, I just wanted to taste his cum, to finish what I started, to have his cock back in my mouth, as I replied. "I understand, sir."
"Good boy," he purred, as he slid his cock back into my mouth and began pumping his cock harder into my mouth, literally fucking my face.
I just focused on not gagging and after only a few more strokes, he grunted, "Here it comes cocksucker."
Seconds later, I felt the first shot fill my mouth and eagerly I swallowed as more and more continued to shoot out of Doug's cock. I don't know what I expected cum to taste like, but it was nothing I could have imagined. It was almost tasteless, yet slightly bitter, warmer than I expected and gooey. Yet, as soon as his load had been deposited in me, shot down my throat and into my belly, I wanted more. I couldn't explain it, but I craved more.
Pulling out of my mouth, he said, his phone still out, "Tell me your phone number, cocksucker."
I gave it to him, knowing I should lie and never come back here, yet knowing I would be back again and again.
"Tell me where you work," he ordered.
I again gave him too much information, putting my marriage and career at risk for black cock.
"You work close to me," he said.
"Where do you work?" I asked, still on my knees, as he put his phone in his shirt pocket.
"The Eggerton building," he said.
That was a building across the street from me.
"You already want more, don't you?" He asked, as if able to read my mind.
"Yes, sir," I admitted, still staring at his still semi-erect cock.
"I could come by your work sometime today to deposit a load if you like," he offered as casually as if he were offering to drop off a coffee.
I knew I should say no, yet my mouth already watered at the thought of his cock back in it. I answered like a cum-hungry slut, "I would love that."
"I bet you would," he replied as he pulled up his pants his beautiful cock disappearing from view. "See you soon, my straight cocksucker."
"Yes, sir," I replied back absurdly.
He patted my head, opened the stall and left me there with my head spinning in different directions. Did I just ask him to come to my work and deposit a load? Did I give him my cell number? Had I actually crawl under a bathroom stall to suck his cock? Obviously, the answer to all these were yes and even though I was mortified by my conduct, my weakness, I couldn't deny I wanted more.
I was brought back to reality when I heard a voice ask, "Are you going to blow me or what?"
Looking up, I saw another black cock, this one smaller but still much bigger than mine, poking through a hole.
I should be getting to work my brain said, yet my body was already moving towards yet another juicy black cock.
One quick come and go I said to myself as I opened my mouth and took another black cock in my mouth.
I wasn't gay; I was just a white cocksucker.
The End
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CAUGHT IN THE ACT
I came home early from work and was surprised to see my son's car in the driveway. It was only two o'clock; he should still have been at school.
I pulled in, parked, and entered the house. I called out, "Joey," but there was no answer.
I went upstairs and saw his jeans on the floor in his room and assumed he was in the pool. I walked to his window and looked out. I gasped.
He indeed was in the pool, well his legs were. He was sitting on the edge while a blonde bobbed on his cock. I didn't recognize the girl, I was too far away, but the window was open, and I could hear my son say, "That's it slut, suck my cock."
I was stunned; strangely, this seemed to excite the blonde who began bobbing faster, her whole body in the water except her head. I couldn't believe my son, a straight 'A' student, a member of the church choir and going to Harvard this fall, on an all paid scholarship, was calling another girl a slut.
Part of me was furious at his disrespect for the girl, but also for his disrespect towards me by having sex in my pool. Yet, another part of me was turned on watching the sexual act, myself not having had sex with anyone but myself in over a year, since my husband Jack was killed in a tragic car accident.
I should have pulled myself away from the window and watching my son getting head, I should have went downstairs and confronted him. At the very least, I should have left and dealt with it later. Yet, I did none of those things; instead, I continued to watch him get a blow job, as he continued to humiliate the blonde mystery girl verbally calling her a slut, a cocksucker and his bitch. I tried to get a closer look at the blonde, she looked vaguely familiar, yet I couldn't place her yet. I couldn't help but notice that my son, a dead ringer for his father, had a very impressive package down below, at least it looked to be from this distance.
"Ready to get fucked, my MILF plaything?" my son asked, as he slid into the pool.
I suddenly recognized who the mystery blonde was. Jane Wilkinson, a trophy wife from down the street, a stuck-up bitch who wouldn't give me the time of day and who detested me for being a working woman, a psychiatrist. Luckily, my husband's life insurance policy was very generous and we were still capable to live the same lifestyle we were accustomed to. We were not rich, like the Wilkinsons, but we were still financially stable and able to live in a rather upscale neighborhood.
I smirked at the thought that the stuck-up bitch was being put in her place by my son.
"You love my cock don't you, my little slut?"
"God, yes," she moaned as she bent over the side of the pool as he got positioned behind her.
"Beg slut," Joey demanded.
"Fuck me, baby, shove that big snake in my cunt," she begged, listening to her obey him like a bitch in heat was both amazing and arousing.
"Not your ass, slut?" my son questioned, surprising me yet again. I had only had anal sex a couple times, both in college and both times I was very, very drunk. Both times I walked a bit bow-legged the next day, my college ex had a small but thick cock. I would have let Jack take my ass, if he had ever been aggressive enough to try. But he was the utmost gentleman and we always had rather bland sex. I loved him unconditionally, but in the bedroom, I longed for more. I knew without a doubt I was definitely submissive and liked being told what to do...I liked to please...to obey...to be a good bad girl...an oxymoron if there ever was one.
"All my holes are yours, baby," she answered, sounding just like me all those years ago in my wild college days.
"Tomorrow I am going to pound your ass while your husband is outside entertaining guests," my son said, as he clearly penetrated her.
"You are such a dirty boy," she moaned.
"And you're a dirty slut," my son countered, as he began fucking her.
"Oh God, I love your cock in me," she whimpered, as my son slammed into her. My mind flashed back to when I was fucked hard like that, pounded, and used as a fuck-slut. My cunt dampened in my panties at the thought of someday again being fucked hard like my son was fucking that bitch Jane Wilkerson.
"What about your husband's cock?" Joey asked, although his tone implied he already knew the answer.
"He couldn't fuck his way out of a wet paper bag," she said, her tone harsh, her marriage the facade I assumed it was.
"Who owns your cunt?" Joey asked, as he continued fucking her.
"You do, Masssssster," she squealed.
"Come finish me off me," Joey demanded, pulling out of her and getting out of the pool, his hard cock swaying like an elephant's trunk, long and thick. I couldn't take my eyes off his cock. He laid down on a lawn chair his cock standing completely erect. Jane got out of the pool completely naked and I saw what thousands of dollars can do. Her fake breasts didn't move as she climbed out of the pool and sauntered like a teenage slut to my son's cock.
Joey snapped his fingers and pointed to the ground. Jane immediately dropped onto all fours and crawled the rest of the way. Once the submissive slut reached him, he snapped his fingers again and pointed to his cock.
Jane moved to his cock and began bobbing up and down impressively taking most of his cock in her mouth. 'Well at least she is good at something' I thought rather cattily.
"That's it slut, get it all in those sweet cocksucking lips," Joey groaned.
My hand went inside my pantyhose, inside my drenched panties and to my burning cunt as I continued to watch the taboo act of my son getting head.
I frantically rubbed myself for a couple of minutes and was close to coming when my son turned me on even more by ordering, "Open wide, slut and take your Master's cum." Joey sat up and started pumping his cock aimed at her open mouth. I watched as rope after rope after rope of his cum sprayed into the bitches' mouth and across her face.
I flashbacked once again to my college ex coming on my face while at the lake and making me walk around all night with it on my face. It was so humiliating, yet so satisfying allowing myself to be controlled. Thankfully, it was dark and only my friend Kim noticed the white goo in my hair.
The slut was back deep throating Joey, apparently trying to retrieve any last remnants of his cum.
I fell onto my son's bed and brought myself to orgasm reminiscing about my slutty college days: my many lesbian encounters, my time as a submissive to my college roommate, my one black man, my one four-way (is that a gang bang?) and my multiple threesomes. As my orgasm crashed through me, I envisioned my face being coated with cum by my son as I eagerly kept my mouth open from my submissive position on my knees. When I finally opened my eyes, my son was smiling down at me.
It was like a cold splash of water as I was instantly brought out of my fantasy and into a cruel reality where I just subconsciously fantasized about my eighteen-year-old son shooting his cum all over my face.
I pulled my hand out of my still trembling cunt and weakly walked out of his room, down the stairs and back to my car. I pulled out of the drive way my head spinning.
INQUIRING MINDS WANT TO KNOW
Two hours later, I returned home still flushed and rattled by what I had seen and what I had done in my son's room. I decided I would confront him about what I saw but when I tried to during dinner I couldn't even begin to bring it up. Near the end of dinner, I attempted to bring it up again.
I asked, "How was school?"
He answered with the most overused answer to the question, "Fine."
"What did you learn today?" I continued.
"Nothing," he answered, like he always did, apparently high school was just a glorified babysitting school.
"I saw, I mean I um, so prom is soon," I finally got out after attempting to bring up what I had witnessed.
"Yep," he said, his one-word answers suddenly driving me nuts.
"We should go rent you a tux soon," I suggested.
"I was planning to just wear one of dads," he replied. My husband had three, as he often had to go to formal dress events as part of his job. I looked at my son, my mind flashing back against my will to his earlier nakedness, and I realized he had a very similar build to his father.
"We'll let's try them on," I suggested. "Make sure they fit."
"Ok," he said.
After dinner, I called Joey upstairs and laid out the first tux onto my bed. He came in and I said, "Try it on. Call me when you are done."
A couple of minutes later he called me and I returned to my room. I gasped. I briefly didn't see my son, but rather I saw my husband. I stammered, "Y-y-you look exactly like your father."
"Really?" He said, looking at himself in my full-length mirror.
Without realizing it, I checked out his ass. I quickly shook my head as I realized he had inherited his father's perfect ass too. "Yes, you look dashingly handsome."
"It fits perfect," he said, turning back to me.
I glanced at his crotch, unable to resist, as I agreed, "Yes it does."
I zoned out for a minute remembering his father and the one time I sucked him off in this very room while Joey was banging on the door. He must have been five and was mad as hell that we were leaving him with a babysitter. Jack was in the same tux and I couldn't resist devouring him whole.
"Earth to mom," Joey said.
"What? Oh, sorry, a brief moment of early menopause," I joked. My face flushed as I wondered how long I was staring at his crotch.
"Mom, you are too young for menopause," he said, although he had a slight smirk on his face.
I playfully hit him. "Trust me, your mom isn't getting any younger."
Joey surprised me when he said, "Mom, maybe it is time you started dating again."
I was surprised by the sudden turn of events; Joey becoming the adult, while I was the insecure teenager. "I am not ready," I admitted.
"I hope it is not because of me," Joey said.
"It is a variety of things," I answered, which was true. I wasn't ready to replace Jack, I was worried how Joey would react, and truthfully, I was scared of going back into the open market after being out of the game for over twenty years.
"Mom, you are still a very beautiful woman," he complimented.
I felt a chill go up my back, as his voice too had transformed to sounding like his father. I stammered, "T-t-thanks, but you have to say that."
Joey laughed, "Trust me, I am not the only one who says that."
"What do you mean?" I asked, confused by his innuendo.
"Mom, you must know you are a MILF," Joey said.
"What's a MILF?" I asked, the term one I had heard before, but never bothered to inquire the meaning.
"A mom I would like to...." He answered.
"Like to what?" I asked, still clueless.
"Rhymes with duck," he said, clearly amused by my complete cluelessness.
"Ooooooh," I said, the light bulb finally flickering on.
"All my friends say so," Joey continued.
"Oh my God," I said with a chuckle, "this conversation has taken a turn."
"The point is Mom, you are still a very hot woman and need to get back out there," Joey said, a slight shift in his demeanor.
"Did you just call your Mother hot?" I asked, smiling, even as my face felt flushed, memories of earlier today popping into my head.
"Mom you are the hottest woman I know," he said, moving towards me and giving me a hug.
The words were out of my mouth before I had time to process them. "Hotter than Mrs. Wilkinson?" I asked.
He let go and asked, "W-w-what?"
Realizing what I had just said, I joked, "Oh nothing, you know she just thinks she is all that and a bag of chips."
He relaxed a bit, assuming his secret was still safe, "You and your eighties sayings. Plus she is all show."
"How so?" I asked.
"She is all outside dressing," Joey said.
"You and your 2000s sayings," I quipped, wanting him to say more.
"She looks good all prim and proper, but underneath she is completely different," Joey said, a confidence he rarely showed in front of me revealing itself.
"What do you mean?" I asked, trying to get him to admit the truth I already knew.
"Well her breasts are definitely fake," he said.
"But they are huge," I pointed out.
"And unnatural," he countered.
"How so?" I asked, setting him up to tell the truth.
"They don't move when she jogs," he covered nicely, before admitting, "I'm a guy, sorry I look."
"Men are all the same," I replied, playfully hitting him on the shoulder.
"Mom you are an incredibly intelligent, slightly corny, very attractive woman, who would be a great catch," Joey said. "You deserve a man who knows that."
I squeezed his hand, apparently flirting with my own son, as I said, "I do have a man who knows that."
There was a strange silence as our conversation shifted tone. I couldn't believe what I just said, nor could I believe how giddy I was as I waited for his response, like I was a high school girl in the eighties waiting by the phone for a boy to call.
I broke the awkward silence as I said, "I'll let you change." I high tailed it out of my room mortified that I had just hit on my son.
Nothing else was said the rest of the night about that conversation, both of us returning to the superficial mother-son conversations.
A DISTURBING WET DREAM
That night, in bed, my subconscious drew me deeper into the underlying thoughts that lay just below the surface.
Joey, wearing his father's tux, in my room, looked at me with a smug smile, "How do I look, mother?"
The way he said mother was completely different from his usual tone and I felt a sexual tension between us, my pussy getting wet staring at my handsome son. "You look very handsome."
"Not hot?" He asked, his smile, crooked and playful.
"Yes, Joey, you look really hot," I played along, even though deep down I thought he looked good enough to devour whole.
"On your knees, mother," he ordered, as he walked over to me in what felt like slow motion.
"P-p-pardon?" I stammered, my cunt instantly damp at his words even as my mind tried to comprehend the four words my son had just said.
"On---your---knees," he repeated, slowly, as he reached me and placed his hands on my shoulders.
"B-b-but you are my son," I weakly protested, even as I felt my body giving in to the gentle pressure from his hands guiding me to my knees.
"You crave submission, don't you Mommy?" he asked, somehow knowing what I craved.
I didn't respond as I was now crotch level and in a daze.
"Answer the question, Mommy," he ordered, his stiff cock outlined by the rather tight black pants.
"This is wrong," I said, even though I couldn't pull my eyes away from his outlined cock.
"Take it out, Mother," he instructed. "We both know you want to see it up close."
"I-I-I shouldn't," I weakly replied, even as my hand went and unzipped his zipper.
"Yes, you should," he firmly responded.
"But I'm your mother," I pointed out, even as I could see the tip of his cock poking out of his underwear.
"Right now you are just another MILF for my personal enjoyment," he corrected as he released his fully erect cock out of its restrictive cloth barrier.
"But..." I began but couldn't finish as I was mesmerized by his long, thick hard cock.
"But what?" He asked, his tone implying he knew exactly why I hadn't finished my sentence.
Unable to put into words my reasoning to why I shouldn't be on my knees in front of my eighteen-year-old son, I just sat there frozen unable to take my eyes off his perfect cock.
Seeing he had me exactly where he wanted me, he ordered, "Take my cock in your hands."
I obeyed, his cock feeling like steel in my small hands.
"Stroke it," he demanded.
I again obeyed, distancing myself from reality as I focused entirely on the task at hand (pun intended).
"Do you want to suck it?" He asked, a minute later.
"I-I-I don't know," I stammered, even as my mouth watered with an insatiable hunger.
He tapped his mushroom top onto my lips as he asked, "Are you sure, you don't know?"
"Joey, you are my son," I said, looking up at him.
"And you are a slut, my slut now," he countered, as he traced my lips with his cock.
My face burned with shame, yet I opened my mouth and took it between my lips.
"Good Mommy," he purred. "You look so good with my cock in your mouth."
I slowly swirled my tongue around his cock, in awe with the reality that I was sucking my son's cock.
"Tell me what you want, Mommy," he ordered, as he pulled his cock out of my mouth, showing amazing restraint for a teenager.
A switch turned on in my head, I was no longer his mother nor he my son, I was a hungry slut and he a studly teen. I answered, "I want to suck your big hard cock."
"But you are my Mother," he replied, using my own weak earlier resistance against me.
His cock swaying slowly like a watch that hypnotized I responded, "No, I am your cock-hungry slut ready to please you."
"You'll give me your cunt?" He asked as he shoved his cock in my mouth and back out, a teasing appetizer.
"Yes, fuck my cunt as you wish with that long, thick rod of yours," I replied, my only focus now giving him pleasure, obeying his words.
"And your ass?" He questioned, as he again shoved his cock in my mouth, slowly fucking my face with his stiff cock.
I didn't answer because I had a mouth full of cock, but when he pulled out I answered like a good slut is supposed to, "All my holes are yours to use as you wish."
"Good Mommy," he purred, as he slid his cock back into my mouth and began slowly fucking my face. My hand went to my cunt and I frantically rubbed my clit trying to bring my fevered cunt to a climax. "That's it Mommy-slut, get yourself off thinking of being my full-service plaything; my personal fuck-toy; my very own cum bucket; my very own Mommy-slave."
I rubbed and rubbed, his nasty talk only enhancing my desire to come and to make my son come. My orgasm continued building and just as my son shot a full load of his white seed down my throat my cum flooded out of me like a rapid river.
I woke up in a sweat, my hand in my soaked panties, having apparently came from my shockingly vivid dream. My eyes wide open, my dream came rushing back to me. Had I really just dreamed of becoming my son's sex slave? Obviously, I had based on my very wet panties. I was mortified by my own thoughts, even if only in dream. Being a psychiatrist, I understand that dreams are often deep down truths in our sub consciousness and thus my incestuous dream was all the more alarming.
I got up, changed my soiled panties, and returned to bed still disturbed by very authentic dream. I eventually concluded it was a mixture of what I saw today and a lack of sex since my husband's death. I tossed and turned for a while before falling asleep.
I REALLY NEED TO GET LAID AND MORE DIRTY DARK SECRETS ABOUT MY SON



I slept in and was surprised at how refreshed I felt before I again recalled my wet dream. I got up, stretched, grabbed my robe, and had a long shower.
At lunch, Joey was still asleep and I knew we were supposed to be over at the Wilkinson's soon for their annual block party barbecue, which they had every year. It was always an over the top affair with food, servants and music. I knocked on Joey's door and when he didn't answer I walked in to wake him up like I had all my life. Yet, when I walked in he was lying in his bed, completely uncovered, on his back, and his penis was fully erect in his boxers. Again, I had seen him in such attire before, but since having caught him yesterday in the act, at that moment I saw him no longer as just my son, but as a man. I froze, staring at his crotch, my head again clouded. Shaking my head, my sudden thoughts ridiculous, I moved to him and shook him awake. "Wake up sleepy-head; we have to be at the Wilkerson's in a couple of hours."
He stretched and as I glanced back at his crotch, I saw it flinch, last night's dream flooding into my head again. My pussy began getting damp again, against my will, and I gave him one more quick shake and left him so I could calm myself down.
In the bathroom, I looked at myself in the mirror. What was happening to me? I was still quite attractive at 42 (a natural redhead, with green eyes, mostly firm 34C breasts, a tight ass and long legs), I could easily still get a man if I tried, I had rejected many overtures since Jack's death, but obviously my lack of real physical contact was beginning to have a psychological impact on me.
Did I find my son attractive? Although I had never considered it other than in a maternal way before yesterday, I had to admit he was very handsome, being a younger version of his father.
Did my son turn me on? Before yesterday such a question would have been ludicrous but my masturbation while watching him with Jane yesterday, plus my very real dream and my undeniable reaction to him almost naked this morning had me confused.
Did his rugged, dominant behaviour turn me on? It was so opposite of his father and yet so much like a couple of my ex's, the men who I had the best sex with. I loved Jack, we were great together, yet sexually the heat was never close to as hot as my college lovers. I just assumed that the difference between love and lust were prevalent in the differences in relationships. That said, hearing my son's dirty talk and his controlling attitude was an undeniable turn-on, just like it was when I was in college. I liked to be talked dirty to, be called names; it was so much the opposite of my rather dull day-to-day life and personality. I didn't want to be made love to, I wanted to be fucked, pounded, and drilled. I missed the passionate lust, the insatiable hunger of a man and a woman letting go of society's prim and proper expectations to break down the barriers and return to the carnal natural urges of humans.
I concluded as I looked at myself in the mirror that I needed to get laid...SOON!
I finished getting ready for the picnic, the thought that my son planned to fuck Jane at her own party permanently etched in my mind.
Joey came downstairs in shorts and a t-shirt dressed casually as he always was and said, after kissing me on the cheek like he always did, "Good morning, mom."
"It's afternoon," I pointed out.
He laughed, kissed my other cheek and said, "Good afternoon, Mom."
I blushed as such an innocent act like being kissed by my son was suddenly feeling taboo, even if he didn't realize it. My hands got clammy, like they did back when I was in high school and waited for my boyfriend to take my hand. The feelings were ridiculous, yet I couldn't get rid of it or the sudden butterflies in my stomach.
He said, "I'm going to meet Adam for lunch before going to the Wilkinson's."
"Ok," I said, having already decided what I planned to do next.
Once he was gone, I watched out the window to see him pull away before I went to his room to search his computer. I knew I was violating his privacy and what I was doing was wrong, but I was curious what other secrets my son might have. Being a psychiatrist, I long ago have learned that a computer is where the secret truths of all of us are. On your computer, when alone, feeling safe with no one to judge your kinks or fetishes, you can be your true self. I logged into his computer, he trusted me so much he didn't even have a password, which only made me feel guiltier at invading his privacy, breaking his trust. Yet, I had to know...it had become an obsession.
I went to his favorites and, like most boys or men, I saw a long list of porn sites. I clicked on the most recent and saw it was a MILF stockings site, the next one was a site about submissive sluts, I clicked on a few more and a pattern began to emerge: the women were usually older, they usually included pantyhose or stockings, and they often included women in submissive positions.
I decided to search his files out of curiosity and saw he had a folder called Literotica. Curious I clicked on it, and saw more folders labelled: blackmail, illustrated, group, submission and incest. I froze as I saw the word incest even as an undeniable tingle occurred down below instantly.
I moved the cursor and clicked on the incest folder and was stunned to see over a hundred stories and another folder marked 'best'. Again curious, I clicked on that folder and saw a dozen more stories, all of them with 'mom' or 'mother' in the title. A chill went up my spine at the thought of my son fantasizing about me, just as I had about him last night.
I skimmed the titles:
How to Dom Your Mom
Taking Mom
Seducing Mom
Mom's New Owner
Mom's Progressive Submission
Mom's Leggy Attic Attack
Mom's Hidden Urges
Making Mommy Mine
I read a couple of them. Both were about a mother and son, with the son dominating at some level his mother and each of them included pantyhose or stockings, something I often wore. Before yesterday finding such information out about my son would have been alarming, yet after yesterday it only enhanced a growing desire inside me...a taboo I had never considered before...a sudden obsession to sleep with my son.
I heard the front door open and I panicked and reached down and hit the off button on his computer, knowing I didn't have time to log off properly. I quickly rushed out of his room and into mine where I returned to my mirror and stared at myself.
What was becoming of me?
Did I really want to have sex with my son?
Did he want to have sex with me?
Why can't I get these thoughts about him out of my mind?
"Mom, you still here?" He called out from downstairs.
I called back, "Yes, Joey, just finishing getting ready." I considered adding pantyhose to my attire, to turn him on more, but decided that would look absurd at an outdoor summer gathering.
After one more deep breath, I prepared for the torture that this event usually was, pretentious, fake and long.
PLAYFUL BANTER WITH MY SON
"Ready?" Joey asked, offering me his arm, a gesture he often did. I always thought it was so sweet how he always treated me with such chivalry, especially since his father's death, yet now I pondered what his real intent had been all this time.
I took his arm and asked, "Are you my date for the day?"
He was briefly taken aback by the question before he said, "I would be your date any day, Mom."
His sweetness warmed my heart and simultaneously warmed my cunt, my emotions mixed between motherly love and incestuous lust. I replied, hinting at my submissiveness, "And I would follow you anywhere, son."
Joey didn't seem to catch the slight hint as we headed out of the house and down the block. Wanting to see his reaction, I sighed dramatically during the brief walk, my arm wrapped in his feeling so comfortable, so right.
"What?" Joey asked.
"Oh nothing, it's just these events at the Wilkerson's are always so pretentious," I answered, trying to draw out his thoughts on her.
"How so?" He asked, clearly curious by my accusation.
"Jane always walks around all high and mighty, talks all condescending which I find ironic considering," I said, deciding all of a sudden to stir the pot.
"Considering what?" Joey asked.
"Rumour has it she is banging some teenager on the side," I revealed, although I had no idea where this plan of mine was going.
"Really?" He asked, not really alarmed, but more curious. "Where did you hear this?"
"The grapevine," I shrugged. "Plus let's be honest, she dresses like a slut, walks like a slut, odds are...."
"She's a slut," Joey played along, brilliantly hiding any hint that the teenager in question was him.
"Exactly," I said, adding, "Although I guess she is a MILF, even if her kids are not hers."
Joey laughed, "I teach you a new word, and it is already added into your vocabulary."
"Of course," I said, posing playfully I asked, "Am I a hotter MILF than Mrs. Wilkerson?"
Joey's laughter stopped as he paused before saying, "You are the hottest MILF of all, say all my friends, and have been since they were old enough to get it up."
"You are just saying that," I playfully replied, trying to draw out his feelings.
It was his turn to look awkward. "Trust me mom; I'm not just saying that."
Squeezing his arm, I playfully said, the innuendo dripping, "Too bad you're my son and twenty years younger than me. Twenty year old me would be all over you."
Joey stopped, his eyes going big, "Now you are just saying that."
I took both his hands in mine and said, "Baby, I am serious. You are the spitting image of your father." After a brief moment, I added, "And I was all over your father when we first met."
"Mom," he squeaked, looking so adorably uncomfortable, so unlike his powerful domination of that slut Jane yesterday.
"What?" I asked playfully. "I am still a woman with needs."
"Oh my God," he said, flabbergasted by my frank talk.
"What you think your mother doesn't have needs? Many that have not been fulfilled in a long, long time I might add," I continued, making him squirm even though my intent was to plant a seed I hoped he would allow to grow.
"TMI, TMI," he said, his hands going up.
"What does that mean?" I asked, my quick wit ad-libbing, "Totally Mommy Irresistible?"
"It means too much information. Mom, what has gotten into you?" he asked.
"Nothing, that is the problem," I quipped.
"TMI again, Mom," he said exasperated as I glanced down and saw without a doubt his physical reaction to my naughty conversation.
I laughed. "Sorry Joey, I will keep my lack of sexual satisfaction talk to my girlfriends."
"Thanks," he said.
"Although watching you squirm was a lot of fun, you remind me of your father and his awkwardness when it came to sex," I said.
"I am not awkward about sex," he countered, "just sex conversations with my Mom."
"Your MILF Mom," I corrected.
"Aaaah," he screamed playfully, "this is the most surreal conversation I have ever had."
Taking his hands back in mine, I said seriously, "Honey, you are eighteen now, you are an adult. If your dad was here he would be having these conversations with you, but since he isn't I think it is important for me to be there for you if you have questions."
"Trust me, Mom, I know all I need to know," he said, the confident swagger he had while dominating Jane back.
"You do, do you?" I playfully teased.
"I haven't had any complaints," he shrugged.
"Honey, I hate to break it to you, but we ladies are great actresses. If you were not great you would never know," I said, my tone a mixture of flirtatious and playful.
"Trust me, I would know," he replied, again his tone firm, confident.
"How?" I asked.
"This conversation once again is crossing the awkward stage," Joey replied.
"Would you answer if you were talking to your father?" I asked.
"Probably, I don't know," he shrugged, his confidence again fading into awkward confusion.
"Honey, I understand you find this awkward, so do I, but I want you to know I will always be here if you need to talk about anything...anything at all including sex," I smiled.
"I know," he said, unable to look me in the eye.
"I love you, Joey," I said, kissing him on the lips just briefly.
His eyes went wide again, but he quickly composed himself, "I love you too, Mom."
"Shall we?" I asked, pointing to the party already under way, thinking I had pushed about as much as I could. I needed our conversation to marinate in his head until he was good and ready to understand the offer I had begun laying out in front of him.
THE RETURN OF MY SUBMISSIVE NATURE
Joey led me to the party and I was surprised when I saw Jane in a sundress and pantyhose. I cursed her and myself for not wearing them when I considered it. Everyone else there was in casual summer attire: bikinis, sundresses, shorts, except for Jane and Breanna, my next door neighbour and best friend. She was also in a fun white skirt, beige pantyhose, and a cute blue blouse. The first thing that popped into my head was: 'was Breanna fucking my son too?' It was a ludicrous thought but it was the first one that occurred seeing her in those pantyhose.
Breanna, was Mrs. Salmon Joey's English teacher. She was only twenty-eight, a third year teacher, and currently pregnant with her first child. Another thought popped into my head...'what if the baby was Joey's?' I shook my head as I continued to jump to extreme conclusions without even a thread of evidence to back it other than she was wearing pantyhose on a very hot day.
I squeezed Joey's arm and joked, "Well let's see you in action."
"Pardon," he asked, his gaze directly at Breanna.
"Who here are you in to?" I asked. "How about Beth?"
"Are you serious?" He asked.
"She is a cheerleader, pretty and has that wicked British accent," I said, using my own pretty good British accent.
"She has the IQ of a bag of potato chips, plus I like them a bit more experienced," Joey said, his tone seemingly to be flirty and directed towards me.
"How much more experienced?" I questioned.
"Twenty years," he revealed.
"You're a MILF hunter are you?" I coyly joked.
"And I am on the hunt," he joked with a smile as he left me alone.
I watched as he didn't even pretend to be sly as he walked directly to Jane and started talking. He glanced over to me to see if I was looking, before continuing his conversation. Not wanting to look like I was stalking my son, I meandered my way over to Breanna.
On my walk, a waiter who looked straight out of a GQ magazine walked by with wine and I took not one, but two. I finally reached Breanna who was rather intently watching Joey chatting with Jane.
I said, "Rather dressed up for an outdoor gathering, aren't you."
Her face flushed as she saw me and my random suspicions that she had slept with my son continued to become more credible. "My man likes my legs in nylon."
"I was going to wear some too, but thought I would have looked strange," I replied.
Breanna laughed, "That would have been interesting."
"Why?" I asked.
"Oh nothing," she said, her eyes glancing back to where Joey and Jane were standing.
"So what's new?" I asked, before adding, "Besides the obvious."
"Were you always horny when pregnant with Joey?" She asked, out of the blue, moving closer to me.
Reflecting back, I wasn't, except near the end. "Not really, except when I couldn't handle him in me anymore and read that sex was a good way to trigger labor."
She laughed, "I need it every day. I have turned into a nympho since getting pregnant, although I got it pretty regular before then."
My head went to my last time, over a year ago.
As if able to read my mind, she squeezed my hand, "I'm sorry Sarah, have you, I mean when was."
"Over a year ago," I answered the question she couldn't finish.
"Oh my God," Breanna said as if I had said I was dying. She added, "Wow, I went a week once and I thought I would die,"
"You get used to not getting it," I smiled back.
"I can't fathom," she said. "It is my addiction. Some girls love chocolate, others shoes, I love sex." After a brief pause, she added, her tone shifting slightly to flirtatious, "all kinds of sex."
A chill went up my spine at what I perceived as her hitting on me, my last lesbian experience over twenty years ago.
She glanced over again to where Jane and my son had been talking but her facial expression changed and I looked over to see neither was still there. I recalled yesterday's declaration that he planned to fuck her in the ass at this party and couldn't help but feel slightly envious at the thought.
I turned back and asked, "Is something wrong?"
Hiding her anger, there was no longer any doubt in my mind that Joey was fucking her too, she said, her tone rather dominant, "Come with me back to my place, my appetizers should be ready now and I could use a hand bringing them over.
"Okay," I said, following her.
Once in her house, she turned around and said, "Your son is fucking Jane."
"I know," I said.
"You do?" She said, her face going pitch white.
"I saw them yesterday afternoon in the pool," I replied.
"What did you do?" She asked, clearly curious.
"I wanted to freak out, but I didn't," I answered, slightly ashamed by my answer.
"He is fucking other women too," Breanna said.
"And one of them is you," I guessed, "isn't it?"
"How do you know?" she asked.
"The way you kept looking over to him and the look of jealousy that was written all over your face when they disappeared. Plus, only two of you were wearing nylons today and I know he has a thing for them," I answered.
"Stockings really are his one fetish," Breanna stated.
"We all have our kinks," I shrugged.
"We do, do we?" She questioned, her tone shifting. "And what is yours?"
"You know of my past," I said. Although Breanna was quite a bit younger than me, we had coffee regularly and our discussions were often very frank. I knew Breanna was bi, and she had implied on more than one occasion that she would love to draw me back into my wild past, often touching me playfully or talking very openly and candidly about her lesbian trysts. The temptation to give in to Breanna's relentless advances were constant before Jack's death, but Breanna had quit the sexual flirting since he died probably thinking too much too soon. We talked about our wild pasts and our less wild present, of course she had neglected to talk about the fact she was fucking my son.
"I do," she purred, as she lifted up her skirt, revealing her pantyhose were actually stockings and sat on a chair.
I watched frozen in place, remembering the many times I had pleased girls back in college.
"Come please me, Sarah," she ordered; her tone soft yet firm. "You know you want to."
"Breanna," I said, "I am not a lesbian anymore." Even though as I said it, the idea of tasting her had my own pussy wet, my horniness not yet subsiding since Joey's and my earlier conversation.
"Me either, but we have both switched teams on occasion and since your son isn't here to do as he promised he would do to me, I think I will get the next best thing," she said, opening her legs, "his mom."
I flashed back to college again and the memories of my roommate and I regularly getting each other off when our men didn't.
"I don't think we should," I said weakly, even as I could feel a hunger growing. I hadn't eaten pussy since college, yet the second such an opportunity was presented to me the hunger was back as if I had never quit.
"I wasn't asking your opinion, Sarah," Breanna said, as if knowing all I needed was a firm push to obey. Her tone firm, in control, she ordered, "Get on your knees, crawl between my legs and eat my cunt."



I could never refuse orders, flashing back again to college when my roommate Debra had me lick two of her friends to orgasm because she told me to. Obeying orders, making people happy, had always been my two greatest aphrodisiacs. My mind and body were already giving in, as my legs began to bend and my mind rationalized that I had done this many times before.
"Good girl," she purred as I obeyed her command and once on my knees, fell onto all fours and crawled towards her. I didn't look up as I moved between her legs and to her surprisingly hairy cunt.
She said, "Sorry, sweetheart, shaving down there has been a challenge the last couple of months."
I laughed remembering how big I was in my eighth month and said, "Been there, done that."
"And you have been there, done what you are about to do," Breanna joked.
"But that was a long, long time ago," I replied.
"It's like riding a bike, you never really lose the ability," Breanna said, grabbing my head and gently pulling me into her hairy bush.
Her scent was strong, captured and held in by her hairy bush, and yet it was instantly like I was back in college. I loved licking pussy back then, especially Debra's and as soon as I began licking her pussy and tasted her wetness, I wanted more. I created a clear path through her pubic hair, and then began licking slowly remembering how much I used to love to tease Debra or any of the other girl's cunts I ate until their moans got loud and they begged for sexual release. It was like sucking cock, when I was between someone's legs I had the power, I was in control of their pleasure, when they came and I reveled in it. I also loved to please, both in and out of the bedroom, and as in this situation, the living room.
"Clearly you haven't lost your skills," Breanna moaned as I continued to lick her.
The compliment increased my hunger to please as I began flicking her swollen clit with each upward tongue stroke.
"Shiiit," she whimpered, the first time my tongue made contact on her clit. Each following tease she flinched on contact and her breathing began to escalate.
"Get me off, Sarah, I need to come soooo bad," she moaned, her hands drawing me in deeper.
Going for the kill, I slid two fingers inside her wet cunt and began pumping them in and out getting her closer to eruption. As her breathing again increased, I found her g-spot and tapped on it like it was a drum. As expected, her orgasm cascaded through her and my mouth was rewarded with an abundance of her cum as she screamed, "Oh yeeeeeeeees, I'm comiiiing, don't stop, fuuuuuuck."
I didn't of course, as I continued tapping her g-spot and licking her clit making her whole body have convulsions of pleasure.
"Shiiiit, you are going to be doing this a lot morrrrre," Breanna whimpered, as she let go of my head.
Looking up at her, I said, "I look forward to it."
"I can't believe I have let you get away with not dyking out with me all these years," she said, her breathing beginning to return to normal.
"I felt it was cheating on Jack and then you quit hitting on me," I replied, standing up.
"I just thought you needed time," Breanna said. "I have wanted to fuck you since we first met, you know that don't you?"
"Yes," I replied, smiling.
Sitting back up, Breanna said, "Let's taste that sweet cunt of yours. Straddle my face."
I quickly got out of my shorts and panties as Breanna laughed, "Horny are we?"
"It's been over a year since I was intimate with someone," I admitted.
"Shit, I still can't believe it, I would shrivel up and die," Breanna said, her face wrinkled up in a look that showed complete bewilderment. "How could you go so long?"
"Well one week becomes two, two becomes a month, a month becomes two and suddenly it's a year," I shrugged, before adding, "Plus I was never sure how Joey would take having me date again."
"I'll be right back, I think this moment requires something special," Breanna said, standing up and kissing me softly. Walking away, more of a waddle really, she said, "A year, a fucking year."
My body trembled at what she had planned for me, my pussy tingled with eager anticipation. I couldn't believe I had resisted her for so long, the taste of pussy as addicting as I remember it to be. Yet, I could never cheat on Jack, but now that he was gone, this didn't seem at all wrong...actually it felt so right. I wondered if Joey was fucking Jane right now. I assumed he was, although it seemed damn risky with so many people at the party.
"Get on the couch, my new pet," Breanna said, as she came down the stairs completely naked except for a strap-on cock and her thigh highs.
I didn't move as I stared at her as she walked towards me. Her large belly and even larger breasts were so sexy in only a way a pregnant woman can radiate.
"What? Never been fucked by an eight month pregnant woman before?" She joked, her usually sarcastic sexual playfulness back, as it was before Jack's untimely death.
"Now that you mention it, you are my first pregnant woman," I smiled back, my pussy beginning to leak a bit as I moved onto the couch. I asked, coyly, "Do you want me on my knees or my back?"
"Compliant, I like that," Breanna purred, before adding, "On your knees, my fucking options are pretty limited with this belly."
"As you command," I joked back, hinting at my submissiveness without being blatantly obvious.
I got into position, on my knees, my body leaning into the couch, as Breanna said, "You understand this is not a onetime thing?"
"I hope not," I answered back, her hands on my hips sending electric shocks of excitement directly to my fevered cunt.
"Tell me what you want, Sarah?" Breanna asked, her cock head rubbing up and down my wet pussy lips.
"For you to fuck me," I whimpered, the teasing only enhancing my desperation to be fucked.
"In your cunt, Sarah?" she questioned.
"Yes, dammit, fuck my cunt Breanna with that big cock of yours, I need it so bad," I begged, my only focus now coming.
"You sure," she continued to tease. "Once I fuck you there is no going back."
"There was no going back when you ordered me to crawl between your legs and eat you," I countered before begging, "Please, just fuck me."
"As you wish," she said, her whole cock filling my very wet cunt completely with one deep forward thrust.
"Yeeeeees," I moaned, the feeling of a cock and a real person touching me causing unbelievable pleasure to course through my very being. The intimacy of another person's touch during sex bringing a level of pleasure no toy can replicate.
"I have wanted to fuck you for so long, Sarah," Breanna said, her hands firmly grasping my hips.
"Then make up for lost tiiiime," I said back, as she began slowly fucking me.
"Oh I plan to," Breanna promised, giving my hips a subtle squeeze.
For a couple of minutes, she pumped her cock in and out of me slowly, until I pleaded, "Harder, Breanna, fuck my cunt harder."
She obliged my request and soon her body was crashing into mine, the physical contact that had always turned me on, and the urgent hunger of two bodies becoming one.
"Oh yes, I fucking love it," I whimpered, my orgasm on the rise.
"Don't come until I tell you," Breanna ordered, her tone shifting from sweet and tender to authoritative suddenly.
"Kkkkk," I obediently agreed like I had always done during sex.
"You are a submissive little thing, aren't you?" She assessed as she continued deep thrusts inside my burning cunt.
"I-I-I don't know," I stammered, even though I knew I was, knowing it since I was in college.
"You like to be told what to do, to obey, to please," Breanna clarified.
"I guuuuess," I replied, not wanting to admit to her my true nature even as the thought of submitting unconditionally to Breanna, like I had Debra on occasion, had my head spinning.
"You know," Breanna said, as she stopped fucking me, but left her cock buried deep within me.
"Don't stop," I whined, not wanting this fucking to ever end.
"I want you to fuck yourself on my cock," Breanna said, as she gently slapped my ass.
"Kkkk," I replied, willing to do anything to bring myself to my long overdue orgasm, as I tried to move back to fuck myself.
"But don't you come until I tell you, is that clear?" She clarified, holding my hips firmly in place.
"Yes, Breanna," I agreed, even though I knew it was going to take very little for me to reach the holy land.
"You see Sarah, I am submissive to Zack, but when it comes to my lesbian relationships I like to be in charge," Breanna explained.
"That doesn't surprise me," I smirked back.
"Are you ready to obey me," Breanna asked, as she slowly moved her cock in and out of me.
Finally giving in to my past submissiveness, to my desire to please, to the idea of being submissive to Breanna, I replied subserviently, "Yes, my queen."
"Queen, I like that," she purred, as she filled me again with the plastic fuck-toy.
"Aaaaah," I moaned, as her body met mine again.
"Fuck yourself," Breanna demanded.
I didn't need to be told twice as I began to move back and forth on her plastic cock.
"You look so hot fucking yourself, my pet," she complimented, as I bounced back smoothly on her cock.
"Thank you, my queen," I moaned back, as my breathing began to escalate again.
"Do you want to come?" She asked.
"Yes, so badly, my queen," I replied.
"Tell me a dirty secret of yours first," she ordered.
I don't know why, but before I even had time to think, I blurted out, "I got turned on by watching Joey fuck Jane yesterday."
"Oh my," she said, clearly surprised. "What did you do?"
My face burned red, but I admitted, ignoring the details like I masturbated myself to orgasm, "I watched, I didn't want to but I couldn't turn away."
"Was he dominant?" Breanna asked.
"Veeeeeery," I admitted, thinking of my son while I fucked myself on Breanna's plastic cock.
"Did you see his big cock?" She continued the interrogation.
"Yes," I moaned, both from fucking myself and from the image of my son's hard cock that was now back in my head.
"Did watching your son fuck another woman turn you on?" She asked.
"I am taking the fifth," I joked, not wanting to admit to another that I had incestuous thoughts, still in denial myself over last night's dream and my flirting like a school girl with him earlier this afternoon.
"I'll take that as a yes," she laughed.
"I didn't say that," I protested.
"But you didn't say it didn't either now did you?" Brianna pointed out.
"I again take the fifth," I said, realizing I was only going to make this worse if I continued talking.
"Ready to come?" She asked.
Thankful to change the topic, especially to one about me coming, I replied, "More than ever."
"You may come when I say the word slave, is that understood, my new pet slut?" Breanna questioned.
"Yeeees, my queen," I eagerly agreed, the thought that I would soon come had chills coursing through my very being.
"Faster, my pet, fuck yourself faster," she ordered, which I again eagerly obeyed.
"Close your eyes, my submissive," she instructed, as I slammed back onto her cock allowing the plastic clock to reach new depths inside my burning inferno.
I again obeyed, allowing my mind to just give in to the orders of my good friend and now lover. Instantly the first image in my head was my son's hard cock.
"What popped into your head, my pet?" She asked.
I didn't want to admit the truth, but she followed her question with a strong-willed order, "And don't you lie to me, Sarah. I can see right through you and into your true submissive soul."
Such a blunt declaration sent yet another chill up my spine as I admitted, through a moan, as I continued bouncing on the fuck-toy, "Joey."
"Just Joey or anything particular?" She asked, digging deeper.
"Dammiiiiit, his big cock, does that make you haaaaappy?" I frustratingly answered, my orgasm so close to eruption I would answer any fucking thing she asked if it allowed me to get off.
"Yes it often does," she replied, the innuendo obvious, before adding, "the real question is does it get you off?"
I didn't answer, instead begging, "May I please come."
"On one simple condition," Breanna said coyly.
"Anything," I replied without hesitation.
"Be careful of such a word choice, my pet," Breanna cautioned, hinting at pulling me deeper into her web of submission.
Craving an orgasm and the thrill of ultimate sexual submission which I had long forgotten how good it felt, I declared, "I am yours, my queen. Just please let me come."
"You will do anything?" She asked, clearly curious about the depths of my commitment.
"Yeeeees," I said, as she again grabbed my hips and held me in place, "noooooooooo!"
"Anything I want," she reworded.
"If I can come," I answered, frustrated at the long refused orgasm making me sound like a bimbo.
"You will be my complete submissive?" She asked.
"God, yes," I replied, the idea sending pulses of excitement through me.
"You will let me fuck all three of your holes?" She continued.
"Do it now," I responded in compliance, ready to take it in the ass to show my willingness to obey.
"What if I want to share you with some of my friends, my husband," she questioned. "You know Zach and I are swingers?"
"You are?" I asked, her bi-sexual affairs and her affair with my son making more sense.
"I thought it was obvious," she replied. "So will you be my slut at my next swinger's party?"
"If you command it," I answered, the thought an equal mix of excitement, trepidation and utter fear.
"Shit I can't believe all the time we wasted with you being all prim and proper," Breanna said.
"I have always hid my secret sexual desires," I admitted, "Well since I got married."
"That won't be happening anymore," Breanna declared. "I have so many plans for you, my pet."
"Can one be getting me off," I joked, although it really wasn't a joke.
"You may if you commit to one tiny test of obedience," Breanna said.
"I already said I will obey you," I paused, turned to look her in the eyes, before saying the word I had not said since college, a word more powerful than any in distinguishing roles, "Mistress."
"Mistress, I like that, you really are ready to go all in," she said impressed.
"Like you are now," I teased, wiggling my ass.
Breanna laughed, "You really are a slut, Sarah."
"I'll take that as a compliment coming from you," I quipped.
"Are you calling your new Mistress a slut?" She asked.
"A slut worth worshipping completely," I clarified.
"Well when you put it that way," she laughed, as she slowly began fucking me again.
"Oh yes, fuck your slut," I whimpered, degrading myself only adding to the submission, to the humiliation to the official transition into my new life.
"You may come after agreeing to complete a task that you have already decided you want to do," Breanna said.
She didn't have to say it, I knew what the task was, and as she implied a growing part of me was wanting to cross societies line of rules and just let Joey take me, all I needed was the final push; Breanna was giving me that final push, making my decision for me. This was my chance to back down and be a good mother, but instead I agreed to become the bad mommy. "I will seduce my son," I declared.
"Oh my," Breanna replied surprised, "I was just going to make you seduce Jane. You are sick."
I stammered, "oh my God, I am so sorry, I just, I mean I, um, I...."
Breanna's stunned face exploded into laughter as she said, "I'm just kidding, the task is to seduce your son."
"You bitch," I shot back, both frustrated by her joke and equally relived.
"Queen bitch," she corrected.
"Mistress Queen bitch," I corrected.
"Close your eyes again and imagine it is Joey fucking your wet cunt from behind with his big hard cock," Breanna ordered.
I obeyed, closing my eyes and allowing my sick twisted mind to just loose and break free from the restrictive chains binding my sexual desires, desires I had kept under lock and key for so long.
My orgasm began to again rise. My mind free to roam, I instantly envisioned that it was Joey, not Breanna, fucking me. I moaned, "That's it baby, fuck your Mommy."
"You love your son's cock in your cunt, don't you Mommy-slut?" Joey replied, as he filled me completely with his cock and long hard strokes.
My orgasm continued to rise as I replied, "Mommy loves your cock, baby."
"Are you ready to be my full time fuck-toy, Mommy?" he asked, as his cock continued to piston in and out of me.
"God, yes, son, I'll be your full-service plaything," I moaned, the idea bringing another rush of pleasure through me, my orgasm imminent.
"Ready to come, Mommy-slut?" He asked a few strokes later.
"Oh yes, can I come son? Please let Mommy come," I begged, the dam ready to burst.
"Come my slut, my whore, my slave," Joey rattled off my new roles of servitude to him as the orgasm hit like no other I had ever had.
"Fuuuuuuuck, Joooooooey, Mommy is coooooomimg," I screamed, loud enough to wake the dead, as my own dormant sex life awoke with a literal bang.
His cock continued to fuck me as my body quaked, my mind spun and my screams echoed.
Unfortunately, all good things must end and I felt his cock slip out of my well-fucked wet cunt.
"That was fun," Breanna said.
Hearing her voice, I was instantly brought back to the reality that it was Breanna fucking me and not Joey. I was so drawn into my fantasy, I believed it was Joey. I asked, confused, praying it was all in my head, "Did I scream out Joey's name?"
"You did," she smiled as she moved around the couch and placed the cock covered in my cum in front of me. "Clean off my cock, my slut."
Although exhausted, my knees suddenly aching, I opened up and retrieved my own cum. I had always liked my own taste, often licking my fingers clean after a solo session, yet somehow it was way more erotic and demeaning to be doing it off a plastic cock strapped to my neighbour.
"You realize you talked to me as if I was Joey while I fucked you," she said.
The cock sliding out of my mouth, I asked, "I did?"
"You really got into it my pet. You really thought Joey was fucking you, didn't you?" Breanna asked, clearly amazed.
I stammered, "I-I-I guess I did."
"Shit, I can't wait to watch you and Joey live," she said, as she began to take off the strap-on harness.
"Are you serious about that?" I asked, my mind no longer fogged by the need to come, my conscious suddenly returning and asking lots of internal questions.
"Deadly," she said seriously. "The idea of incest turns me on a lot, as it does you it seems, and I know Joey would fuck you in a heartbeat."
"H-h-how do you know that?" I asked, yet another shocking revelation in a domino of them.
"He has pretty much said as much," Breanna shrugged as she headed to the stairs. Stopping at the foot of the stairs she said, "You should probably get dressed so we can get back to the facade of a neighbourhood gathering."
I laughed at her thinking of the gathering just like I had as I bent down to grab my clothing, a gush of my own cum leaking out of me. I got dressed, my head spinning with both my submission to Breanna and how great and natural it felt as well as the thought that I had been ordered to seduce my son.
Breanna arrived back downstairs with a package in her hand and a black skirt. "Take off your shorts, sexy."
"You just told me to get dressed," I playfully replied, curious of her intent.
"We are going to give your son a hint of your willingness to join his MILF harem," Breanna revealed.
"Harem?" I repeated.
"There are a few of us in the neighbourhood he regularly services," she said rather nonchalantly.



"There is?" I questioned, still shocked by my son's growing sexually prowess. I would have guessed he was still a virgin a day ago.
"You already know about me and queen bitch," she said. "There is also Zelda, Eleanor and Bridget for sure and I think he finished his conquest of Pearl but I have not seen him since his attempt last week."
"I can't believe it," I said, as she handed me the skirt. The list of women in our community listed were a diverse group of women with little in common, except apparently all fucking my son.
Zelda is in her late fifties, although looks much younger, a recent widow and liked to have bridge nights and tea parties. She is an old school lady and reminded me of someone out of the play Pygmalion. Of all listed, she seemed to be the one who didn't belong. How in a million years did my son end up fucking her?
Eleanor is Norwegian, a blonde beauty, who is a stay-at-home mom as she raises her triplets who are in kindergarten this year; her husband is in the military and often gone for long stretches of time.
Bridget is a TV news anchor and has been married for a couple of years. She is a fiery redhead, with blue eyes and is always dressed to impress. I hadn't seen her at the gathering, but if she was there she would be dressed to the nines. Her career has been more important than having children and thus even though she is in her early forties, like me, she has no children and travels extensively.
Lastly Pearl, she is the sweetest woman in the neighbourhood. She is in charge of the community welcome wagon, chair of the PTA, head of the church choir Joey is a part of, the best baker in the world in my opinion and the hub of the community. Her two children are in high school, her eldest graduating with Joey later this month. Pearl has a very pretty face, but is somewhat chubby having not lost the baby weight all those years ago and having a weakness for her own baking. That said, she always radiated with her big smile, soft tone and warm heart. Again, the thought of this mother of two fucking Joey, her husband is a big time lawyer, was incomprehensible.
"Put this on," she ordered, handing me a black mini skirt, as I tried to wrap my head around all this information, "Your son is a fucking stallion, Sarah. First off he can shoot five or six loads with little or no recovery time, he loves to eat pussy, he is very dominant in the sack and he is sexy as hell."
"How did he get all these women?" I asked, trying to figure out how he could possibly woo all these older, mostly married, women.
"A mixture of alluring charisma, nerd cliché sexiness, and great word of mouth," Breanna answered.
"Word of mouth?" I asked, sounding more and more like a bimbo as I kept repeating her words, the black skirt now on.
"Women talk, Sarah," Breanna said, "and when Eleanor and I were having coffee one morning when the kids were at school she let slip of her torrid affair with your son and how well equipped he was and boom the rumour mill began to spin."
"This is a lot to take in," I said.
"So is his cock, especially in the ass, but fuck does he know how to use it," Breanna said.
"He has ass fucked you?" I asked, even though she just said he had.
"Fuck yes, I love a cock in my ass, and his is just the perfect length and girth to open me up and get me off," Breanna answered.
"I can't believe we are having this conversation," I said, sitting down.
"Don't worry soon enough his cock will be buried in your ass and you will understand exactly what I am talking about," she promised as she handed me the package. "Put these on."
They were black thigh highs. I opened the package and asked, "Why stockings?"
"For your son's nylon fetish which he blames you for by the way," Breanna revealed.
"Me, why?" I asked, although I could guess. I wore pantyhose pretty much every day as I liked how they made my usually white legs darker thus more alluring, something Debra had pointed out early in our relationship.
"He grew up with you always walking around in nylons, your toes always perfectly manicured and it eventually became his fetish. He has come in your pantyhose many times," Breanna said.
"No way," I gasped, as I put the first stocking on.
"Way," she laughed. "All his MILF sluts, although I guess Bridget isn't technically a MILF are to wear nylons whenever we are around him to imply we are available. Nylons mean you are ready to suck or fuck."
"Oh my God," I gasped again, as I finished putting on the first stocking.
"I usually scream that when your son's cock gets me off," Breanna said, taking the second stocking and dropping to her knees.
My pussy dampened again as I looked at my beautiful, pregnant neighbor between my legs. Her hands felt electric as she slowly slid the silk stocking up my leg. "We really should be getting back, but I can't resist at least a taste."
She pulled my soaked panties off. "Joey's sluts don't wear underwear."
"Does Breanna's slut wear underwear?" I retorted.
"No, she doesn't," Breanna smiled at my wit as she tossed them onto the couch. "The queen needs easy access to her pet's cunt at all times."
I opened my legs more, the anticipation of her tongue sending chills up my spine. Like the electricity of her hands on my legs a moment ago, her tongue on my cunt was electrifying. I moaned on contact, not having had anyone down below for an eternity. Jack did it only rarely and he was never even remotely as good at it was during my lesbian trysts or even my ex-boyfriends.
No toy can replicate the thrilling sensation of someone's tongue on your pussy, the hot breath between your legs. As her tongue explored my cunt slowly a second orgasm began to bubble inside me.
Just as the crescendo of pleasure was rising, Breanna's cell buzzed three times.
Instantly, Breanna's demeanour changed as she stood up and said, "It's your son."
"How do you know?" I asked.
"All his sluts must have a special ring tone just for him," she answered as she walked to the table and grabbed her phone. She read the message and said, "Time to get back to the party."
"What does it say?" I asked.
She tossed me the phone. I looked at the message and my cheeks went redder.
Slut
Where are you?
I got a load just for you.
Master J
Downstairs storage room...5 minutes.
"That is rather blunt," I said, slightly mortified by my son's obnoxious behaviour.
"That is what I like about him. Everything is black and white with him. He is in charge and I just obey," Breanna replied, clearly giddy with anticipation.
"I guess," I replied, standing up annoyed that my son had prevented me from the orgasm that was on its way.
"I'll finish what I started later, my pet," she smiled. "By the way, when I kiss your son, your pussy juice will still be on my lips."
"Oh my," I blushed again, the thought both naughty and embarrassing.
"Oh my indeed," she smiled back. "Let's go."
"Yes, my queen," I responded, loving the way queen rolled off my tongue.
"So step one for seducing your son," she said, as we walked out of her house.
"Yes," I said, listening intently.
"Always wear thigh high stockings and skirts short enough that at the right angle he will see. Also paint your nails red and always walked around in your stocking feet."
"Easy enough," I agreed, that not being much of a stretch from my usual attire. Although in the now plus 90 weather, it was a little impractical.
"And make sure they are always sandlefoot stockings," she added, just as we were reaching the party.
I usually bought that kind when I was going out as they were just sexier, but wore reinforced for work because they didn't rip as easy. "Why?"
"He has a thing for toes in sheer nylon," she shrugged. "So wear only those."
"Can do," I agreed, adding, "I will probably have to go stocking shopping."
"You should take him with you," Breanna suggested. "I am off to get fucked by your son...hard."
"Have fun," I said, the words feeling as ludicrous as they sounded.
"Oh trust me, I will," she smiled.
"What about when he sees me in this outfit? He knows I came in shorts," I said, realizing my predicament.
"You did come in your shorts," she quipped back, before adding, "Figure it out." She left leaving me alone and still horny.
I considered leaving the superficial gathering, it was the easiest solution, and just go home. Yet, curious if my son's other supposed submissives were here, I decided to walk around, even though I felt awkward in the thigh highs at an outdoor picnic.
THE OTHER SUBMISSIVE SLUTS AND JOEY'S TWISTED MIND
At first I didn't see any of the accused, until I saw Eleanor, with her three little girls, dressed as Breanna said a Joey sub would be...in dark beige pantyhose, or assumedly stockings, although her lengthy sundress hid that well. For a woman of triplets who stayed home all day, she was in ridiculously good shape. I imagined that she would be really flexible in the bedroom and wondered if she was bi-sexual as well. Just as quick as the thought popped into my head, I tried to shake it out. One relapse in lesbian lust and I was addicted again which concerned me as my submissive hunger in college definitely impacted my marks and I didn't want it to impact my career.
A minute later I heard my name called, it was Carol another neighbor and thankfully she was not wearing pantyhose. I wasn't sure what I would say to one of Joey's subs knowing what I now knew. I spent the next twenty minutes chatting with Carol, as we got ourselves cocktails from the bar. I did notice Bridget during this time. She was dressed as if she was about to go on air in a blouse, blazer, skirt and, of course, nylons. Her walk so confident, her look so perfect, it was hard to believe she would be submissive. Yet she too was kind of a bitch like Jane and the thought of her being forced to please, after all the ways she dressed to tease, was kind of a turn on. I also noticed Jane socializing like she usually did. I wondered if Joey had kept his promise of taking her ass. Strangely, I hope he had.
Carol went to check on her son in the pool as I surveyed the crowd. No one else was wearing pantyhose. I was most curious about Pearl. Did she submit? No doubt she would be here. Suddenly I knew exactly where she was...in the kitchen. Knowing Pearl she was making sure everything went perfect.
I saw Breanna come out of the house and look around, I waved at her and she headed towards me. As she reached me, without a word, she extended her hand and grabbed my drink. Turning away from me, she took a drink. Once done, she handed me back my drink and said, "Fuck your son is a pervert."
"That seems to be the pot calling the kettle black," I retorted.
"The 1950s just called they want their sayings back," Breanna quipped right back. Scanning the crowd, she asked, "Where is the hostess with the mostest?"
"Over there," I pointed to, where Jane was standing with a group of people with her legs oddly crossed.
"That is so funny," Breanna said, watching Jane with a strange amusement.
I shot the rest of my drink, which had a strange taste to it, as I asked, "What is?"
Turning back to me, she said, "Did you just finish your drink?"
"Yes," I replied, dumping my cup upside down to show her.
"Delicious," she laughed.
"What is?" I asked confused.
"You just drank your son's cum," she revealed, before adding, "Whatever I didn't swallow that is."
"You're not serious?" I said, even though I knew she was as it explained the strange salty taste.
"Like I said your son is a sick twisted pervert," she smiled. "He has decided to shoot a load on or in every one of his sluts today and make them do something extreme."
"Like making his mother drink his cum," I quipped.
"Yes, I told him I had been hanging out with you today and he ordered me to catch his cum in my mouth and put it in your drink."
"Why?" I asked, suddenly paranoid. "You didn't tell him about us."
"No, I will let that come out in its own good time," she smiled. "He just gets turned on by making us do kinkier and kinkier things, plus he clearly as an Oedipus Syndrome."
"Thank God," I sighed relived he didn't know, before realizing that it sounded like I was happy he wanted to fuck his mother.
"You will soon be praising more than just God," Breanna joked.
I stammered, "I meant thank God he doesn't know about you and I."
"Or your task?" she added.
"Yes," I replied, before correlating that she had referred to Joey and I and the Oedipus Syndrome. I had many times diagnosed men with the Syndrome, but had never considered it for my son...until now. I considered saying more, but decided not to.
"You see how awkward Jane is standing," she said.
"Yes," I answered, thankful to change the subject.
"Her ass is filled with his cum. He put a small butt plug in her ass to keep it in there," she revealed.
"Oh my God," I gasped, shocked by my son's sexual depravity.
"I find it funny as hell," Breanna said, clearly amused.
"It is twisted," I said, hiding the reality that my pussy was tingling at the humiliation of it all.
"Just wait and see what he has in store for Bridget, Eleanor and Pearl who he has indeed added to his growing collection of fuck-toys as he calls us," Breanna said, not remotely phased by the name.
Curiosity overriding common sense I asked, "What does he have in mind?"
"Ask him yourself," Breanna said, pointing to him sitting with a couple of his friends by the pool.
"Not sure we are quite there yet," I smiled, although the thought of being his fuck-toy was playing in my mind.
"Have you had any of the surprise spread yet?" Breanna asked.
"Not yet," I replied, suddenly craving some, it is my favorite appetizer.
"Let's go get some," she said.
We grabbed another drink and some surprise spread just as Pearl walked out with a plate of appetizers. Like the others, she was wearing nylons. When she saw me her face went instantly beet red, guilt written all over her face. Of course, she had no idea I knew she had fucked my son.
"Hi Pearl," I greeted, wanting to play with her a bit. Instantly, for some strange reason, the idea of making her my submissive pet popped into my head, although I was usually submissive, on the rare occasion I met someone outright wholesome back in college I fantasized about making them mine.
"Hi, Sarah," she greeted back in her usual southern drawl, which was sexy as hell.
"Come hang out with us. Jane has servants to bring out food," Breanna said, clearly amused as well by making the situation more awkward for Pearl.
"I-I-in a bit," Pearl stammered, clearly flustered. "I just need to finish one more batch of surprise spread."
"I love surprises," Breanna replied back, as she took a cracker scooped up some surprise spread and put it in her mouth.
Pearl winced slightly it seemed as she said, "I got to go."
I filled my plate with surprise spread, one of my favorite snacks, and some crackers. We sat down at a table. Realizing I was famished, I devoured the delicious, as always, surprise spread made by Pearl.
"Was it good?" Breanna asked.
"Amazing as always. Pearl's surprise spread is addictive," I replied, using my finger to get the last of it.
Breanna laughed out loud.
"What?" I asked.
"So Joey's first load of the day was with Pearl this afternoon," she said.
"He really gets around," I joked, his stamina and ability to reload a turn-on. I suddenly realized he lied to me about having lunch with Adam.
"As does his cum," Breanna said, clearly as a joke I didn't understand.
"Ok," I said, her intentions beyond me.
"Do you know what makes surprise spread a surprise?" Breanna asked.
"Of course," I replied, making it myself many times. "You can make it different every time."
"Exactly," Breanna nodded.
"Breanna I am not getting where you are going with this," I said.
"The surprise in this surprise spread is a full load of your son's cum," Breanna revealed, a wide smile on her face.
"No way," I gasped, realizing Pearl knew I was about to eat my own son's cum.
"Hilarious, isn't it?" Breanna asked still laughing.
"Well it sure explains Pearl's reaction to me filling my plate," I said.
"And she is your son's newest submissive fuck-toy," Breanna added rather matter-of-factly.
"Well yes and that of course," I joked, playing along, the situation getting so absurd there was nothing left to do but laugh. "I just can't fathom how my son got Pearl to submit."
"He is irresistible," Breanna said.
"So it seems," I said.
"And creatively twisted," she added.
"So it seems," I repeated.
"So Bridget is actually filming a brief segment here today for the news about small-knit communities," Breanna said.
I couldn't resist saying, "Older women who fuck my son?" I joked.
"Well it is a growing community," Breanna laughed, before adding, looking directly at me, "and soon to get bigger."
I blushed but didn't say anything.
"Once he is ready for round four, he is going to text her for a quickie and shoot his load all over her black blazer and make her keep it on during the newscast," Breanna said.
"He always was creative," I joked, impressed by his strong personality and the clear power he had over these women.
"You don't know the half of it," Breanna smiled, as we walked to get another drink, one without my son's cum in it.
We joined a few other ladies for a while before Breanna nudged me. I looked up and saw Bridget looking at her phone. She stood up, looked around, and made her way into the house. Oddly, I felt jealousy at knowing she was about to get my son's cock.
Another twenty minutes went by with more inane chitchat about the weather, fashion, the Bachelorette, prom and graduation in a couple weeks before Bridget returned. Her face was red as she walked by us, Joey's cum was splattered everywhere on her blazer, skirt and even her stockings. I couldn't help but let out a laugh that only Breanna and I understood.
A few minutes later she had a microphone in her hand, cum on her outfit and was getting ready to be filmed. It wasn't obvious it was cum staining her outfit, but it was obvious that her outfit was stained. In the piece she joked about the hazards of her job, blaming baby puke for making a mess on her outfit as she soldiered on keeping hidden her secret slut persona.
I glanced over and saw Joey grinning from ear to ear amused as he watched her obey his order, only he, Breanna, and unknown to him, me aware of her humiliating reality.
I went to grab another drink, the beginning of tipsy on its way, when I saw Eleanor looking at her phone and then around. Deciding to make the situation more entertaining for me and awkward for her, I walked over and asked, "Everything okay, Eleanor?"
She stammered, seeing me, "F-f-fine."
"You look a bit distressed," I said.
"Oh, it's just I am having a delivery at my house right now, but the kids don't want to leave yet," Eleanor lied.
"I can watch them until you are done receiving your delivery," I responded, again the innuendo hilarious to me.
"Would you?" she said, even as her face flushed, "That would be great. If I miss this delivery it may be a while before I can get it again."
I could barely contain my laughter as I said, trying to add to her awkwardness, "Get what again?"
"My delivery," she replied, before adding, "I got to go, he is waiting for me. I will be quick."
"Take your time," I said, as she rushed off across the street.
Breanna joined me. "You are almost as twisted as your son."
"Well like mother like son they always say," I joked.
"So it seems," Breanna mused.
"So what does Joey have in store for Eleanor?" I asked.
"After he fucks her, he is going make her put pantyhose on and make her pee in them before returning to the party," Breanna said.



"No way," I said, still not able to comprehend just how sick and twisted my son was.
"Ever peed your pantyhose?" Breanna asked.
"Can't say I have," I replied.
"You should add it to your bucket list," Breanna smiled. "It is a very unique, submissive sensation.
"I'll do that," I replied, although I wasn't sure that was up my sexual ally.
We chatted and joked like we usually did until I saw my son walking back to the party. Breanna went to get us more drinks just as Joey, seeing me, walked over and gave a strange look as he saw my altered outfit. Reaching me he said, "You changed."
"You noticed," I quipped back, feeling like a schoolgirl again.
"Hard not to," he replied. "You kind of stand out."
"I am not the only one who is dressed like this," I pointed out.
"I suppose not," he said, acting casual like he didn't know why a few select women were dressed like they were.
"Did you enjoy the surprise spread?" He asked, "I hear it is delicious."
I couldn't believe what he was asking. He wanted to know if I had eaten his cum unknowingly and if I enjoyed it. Realizing it was the perfect moment to start my task of seduction, I replied, "I had a plateful. It was the best I ever had. I may have to get the recipe; I could eat it all day long."
His smirk was adorable as his face went red at my seemingly accidental innuendo.
"So why did you change mom?" he asked a moment later.
"I saw Breanna dressed in pantyhose and a few others and thought I would class the place up too," I said. "Plus Breanna says nylons make a statement."
"What kind of statement?" He asked, his eyebrow raised.
"She never said," I shrugged. "But as you may already know having spent most of your life seeing me in stockings you know I am always more comfortable in them. My legs are so white."
"Your legs are perfect, Mom," he complimented.
"You are such a sweet son," I smiled back, squeezing his arm. Seeing one of the triplets hitting another of the triplets I yelled, "Maddie and Sadie stop."
"You are watching Mrs. Zevin's kids?" he asked, both surprise and amusement on his face.
"Yes, she said she had to go home for a delivery and I offered to watch her kids," I explained.
He laughed.
"What?" I asked, innocently, even though I knew exactly why he was laughing.
"Oh nothing," he said. He kissed my cheek and said, "I am supposed to go with the boys for supper and pool."
"Have fun," I said.
"Oh, I plan to," he said, his ominous tone implying something more fun than pool with the boys.
I watched him walk away noticing for the first time ever how nice his ass was.
A couple of minutes later, Eleanor returned looking humiliated and awkward, her pantyhose clearly wet. She said, "Thanks for watching the girls."
"Did the delivery go well?" I asked.
"Great," she said. "I need to get the girls home for a bath. Thanks again."
"You're welcome," I said, before going in search of Breanna hoping maybe I could get fucked one more time.
A few minutes later, we were chatting when I said, "I never saw Zelda here."
"That is where Joey is off too right now," Breanna said, before adding, "She has to be at the airport in an hour and he is going to give her a goodbye bang."
"Goodbye bang, really?" I laughed at the ludicrous casualness of it all.
"His plans for her are pretty devious too," Breanna smiled.
"How so?" I asked, curious what more sexual depravity my son had left.
"He plans to shoot a load of his cum in her hair and on her face and it must stay there till she gets to the hotel," Breanna explained.
"Oh my, I would just say I did and not really do it," I replied, unable to imagine such a public humiliation.
"Really?" She said, her tone shifting. "You would disobey an order given by your Master or Mistress?"
"What? No, I am, that is different," I protested, suddenly on the defensive.
Breanna laughed, "I was just teasing you, Sarah."
"This is all so new," I said. My mind still spinning a million miles a minute.
"I understand," she smiled as her cell rang. "Shoot I was going to give you another snack and finish what I stated earlier, but apparently my husband is on his way home."
"Bastard," I mocked, although deep down I was disappointed. The dam had been broken and now that it had I wanted more and more.
"Don't worry, my pet, I am planning to play with you a lot," Breanna smiled, squeezing my hand. "Now go seduce your son."
"Yes, Mistress," I whispered, the idea of seducing my son getting me even wetter.
The rest of the gathering was fine. I chatted with Jane a bit, who treated me with the same vague contempt she usually did. I almost asked her if she was enjoying her ass filled with cum, but I behaved myself. I wanted to put her in her place, but now wasn't the right time.
I returned home and stayed in my sexy attire waiting for Joey to come home. I was on my laptop reading Literotica incest stories about sons and moms while watching television when Joey got home. My cunt was burning after reading or skimming almost a dozen incest sex stories when he came into the living room.
My legs were on the coffee table, thus the top of my thigh high stockings were definitely visible.
"Mom, I'm hoooome," he paused, as he saw me on the couch. He was clearly distracted by my legs.
"You're hooooome, are you?" I playfully teased.
He recovered quickly as he said, "Sorry, I wasn't expecting you to be in the living room."
"Where were you expecting me to be?" I asked.
"I have no idea," he laughed.
"Can you do your old Mom a favour, honey?" I asked, a new plan in my seduction just popping into my head.
"Anything Mom," he replied, more eager and less self-confident than he was with Jane, in his text to Breanna or at the picnic.
"Anything son, that is a pretty wide scope of possibilities," I teased.
"I mean it Mom, I would do anything for you," he replied, his tone sincere and not remotely full of the innuendo I was giving him.
"Could you massage my feet, they are killing me," I sighed.
"S-s-sure," he stammered, clearly excited by the offer, but equally surprised. I was offering to make one of his fantasies come true.
"Come sit," I said, patting the spot beside me as I minimized the website, putting my laptop on the table away from him but still open.
He joined me on the couch and I spun around putting my stocking-clad feet onto his lap. He tentatively took my right foot and began gently massaging it.
After a couple minutes, with not a word said between us, I said, "Harder, honey."
I smiled at the accidental innuendo as I imagined I would soon be saying these words to him as he slammed his cock into me.
He began to give a firmer foot massage and I let out the odd over-exaggerated moan, ones I hoped to soon be giving out of unbridled passion.
His face was red and I felt his cock growing underneath my other leg.
I asked, "So I didn't see you around much at the picnic."
"Oh, I was around," he said.
"Did you have a good time?" I asked.
"I had a blast," he said, his naughty innuendo caught by me unknown to him.
"I sure could use a good blast one day soon," I sighed.
"Mom!" He gasped, surprised by my blunt declaration.
"Sorry honey, but it has been a long, long, long time," I admitted. "And a woman has needs."
His face was full of confusion as I sensed he was trying to figure out if the stockings, the requested foot massage and the frank sex needs discussion were hints at him or not.
I apologized, suddenly having fun playing with his mind, "Sorry son, I doubt you care to hear about your mother's sexual needs."
I lifted up my other foot and he changed feet, a glimpse at my cunt available if he looked at the right angle.
"It's ok, Mom, share away," he said, clearly trying to get more intel about my predicament and potential willingness to commit incest.
"Oh no, I shouldn't have opened the door, honey, especially to you," I said, continuing to string him along.
He remained quiet for a while until I asked, "You are really going alone to the prom?"
"Yep," he answered.
"There must be a dozen girls begging for you to take them," I said, the visual of Jane begging for his cock popping into my head.
He laughed, his tone suddenly more cocky, "I wouldn't say that many."
"How many then?" I asked.
"A few," he shrugged, before adding, "but they are all out if school."
"College girls," I teased. "You sly boy."
He didn't respond even though it was obvious he would love to.
"Did dad have the birds and the bees talk with you before he passed, honey?" I asked, after another brief lull in the conversation.
"No Mom, but I got it figured out," he said.
"You do, do you?" I asked, playfully.
"Oh yeah," he said, his hand moving to my calf as he began a more tender, sensual massage.
"Well if you ever need to know more let me know," I said.
"Thanks Mom, I will keep that in mind," he said.
I stretched my arms, letting my breasts be outlined perfectly for my son to stare at.
He took the opportunity as his cock flinched under my leg.
I purposely put some pressure on his cock with my free leg and he let out a whimper.
I asked all concerned, "You okay, Joey?"
He weakly said, "I'm fine."
A couple of minutes later, I sat up, leaned in, and kissed his cheek, "Thanks son that felt great."
"Anytime," he said, his face red.
"I'm going to bed, honey," I said as I stood up and left the room leaving him high and hard, the first piece of my seduction plan completed.
A few minutes later, after having washed my face and brushed my teeth, alone in my room and horny, I decided to get myself off. I was about to read more porn when I realized I left my computer downstairs, still open and on a Literotica story about a son and mom called 'Pet Mommy: Becoming a Mommy-Slut'.
I hurried downstairs and saw Joey reading on my computer. It was my turn for cheeks to go red.
Even after all the women he had shot loads in or on, he still was horny, it was unfathomable. He was furiously pumping his cock while reading the story about a mom who seduced her son and became his unconditional submissive slut. I watched from a distance and considered just walking over to him, dropping to my knees and taking his cock in my mouth, but my legs wouldn't budge and allow me to cross that invisible line.
My body begged me to just submit and yet my motherly morals held me back. I needed to know for sure that he was alright with fucking me, with crossing that line too. The idea of being my son's sex slave was powerful, yet making it happen was more of a struggle. I was shivering with confusion as I watched my son masturbate and my cunt leaked when he moaned, "That's it Mom, suck my cock like a good Mommy-slut."
I finally decided 'fuck it' and was about to cross the line and become his surprise Mommy-slut, when he grunted, "Here it comes, Mom," and his cum shot in the air. My mouth watered at the thought of tasting his cum, but the moment to cross the line past, I quietly backed up and returned to my room where I, like my son, got off quickly thinking about mother-son sex.
MORE PLAYFUL BANTER
Sunday, I woke Joey up for church, already wearing thigh highs but nothing else other than my robe. "Rise and shine, sleepyhead."
He rolled over, his morning wood prevalent as he groggily said, "Is it morning already?"
"It apparently is," I joked, looking directly at his well framed cock in his briefs.
He instinctively covered up and stammered, "S-s-sorry."
I laughed. "You are a man and a man wakes up with morning wood."
"Morning wood?" He questioned.
"Yes, an erection. A hard on, morning wood," I listed. "What do you guys call it now-a -days?"
"Any of those are fine," he laughed just as he noticed I was wearing nylons.
He shifted to quiet as if in deep thought so I said, "I'll go get breakfast started...so get moving and no playing around," giving him a devilish smile to wonder about.
I left him alone and made our usual Sunday morning breakfast of bacon, eggs, hash browns, and toast. I remained in just my robe and stockings as I continued to have fun both obeying Breanna's orders and seeing the reaction of my son.
When he came downstairs, his hair still wet from his shower and dressed in his usual Sunday attire I wondered if he had finished his task with Zelda.
He took a long look at my legs before sitting down still in deep thought.
We had breakfast and chatted about next week's prom, he didn't have a date and was okay with it. We also chatted about graduation which was also on the horizon.
Once done, I said I was going to go get dressed and he offered to do the dishes as he always did. It was a usual Sunday other than the fact that I was dying to sin.
I got dressed in a conservative skirt and blouse that would hide my thigh high stockings and we headed to church.
Joey and I split up at church as he was in the choir and I was to help by sitting at the fundraising table for camp.
I joined the church service late, after all the parishioners had arrived, and sat in my usual spot. The choir was singing and I couldn't help but stare at Pearl who was dressed in black nylons. I still couldn't fathom how my son ended up seducing her or any of the other women in his so-called harem.
Joey joined me just as the sermon began. The minister seemed to be speaking directly to me as he ranted about resisting temptation that is everywhere in the world. Guilt riddled me at how much I had sinned and how much more I was considering sinning. Yet, looking at Joey, I noticed he kept doing two things: one checking out my feet in my open toed three inch heels and glancing over to where the Minister's wife, Cassie Chamberlain was sitting. She was a very conservative woman, in her early fifties, who was still pretty and very voluptuous, especially in the breast area. I instantly felt jealous as my son was clearing assessing his next prey and it wasn't me.
My guilt was quickly replaced with jealousy which was replaced by a competitive hunger to be noticed. I played onto his fetish as I allowed my shoe to hit the floor to distract him. I then wiggled my toes, rubbed them with my fingers or stretched out my leg throughout the rest of the sermon which I was no longer listening to. My only attention was now to constantly tease my son.
I smiled when I saw constant glances at my feet and toes, which I painted red just this morning as suggested by Breanna. I also smiled to myself when I saw him constantly adjusting himself, my feet apparently getting him hard.
The service ending, Joey returned to the stage to sing and I went to the washroom to splash my face with water to cool me down.
Church over, I asked Joey, "Want to come shopping with me?"
"I promised Mrs. Addison I would help her after service."
"I bet you did," I said before I had time to realize what I said, jealous of Pearl and the help I assumed she was about to get.
"Pardon?" he asked confused.
"Oh nothing," I shrugged. "Plus what I am shopping for you would probably find awkward."
"I would, would I?" He smiled.
"Breanna suggested I get some thigh high stockings, she lent me a pair yesterday saying they would make me look sexier," I revealed.
"Really? Mrs. Salmon said that?" He asked, his mind clearly spinning at his slut's intentions.
"Yes, all I have are pantyhose as I really had no purpose for thigh highs since your dad died," I continued, before adding, "I use to wear them all the time."
"Oh," was all he said, clearly still in deep thought.
"Plus, Breanna said I should get some new self-help toys until I can find a man," I added.
"TMI, again," Joey said, although this time he was laughing.
"Toys for Mommy's insertion," I teased.
"You are literally killing me," he said, I hoped with the innuendo of driving him sexually nuts.
"That is my job, to bust your balls," I replied, pushing the envelope even further.
"Killing me," he repeated, turning away.
"Have fun helping Mrs. Addison," I called out.
"Oh, I will," he replied, turning around and looking me in the eye.
I blew him a kiss and headed out to shop for a few new things to continue my seduction.
TOY TIME
I hadn't really shopped much since Jack's death. I didn't go out almost ever, thus I never really needed to get a new outfit, or heels or stockings or sexy underwear.
I first went to a few clothing stores were I really stretched my credit card buying a few blouses, new lace bras, a few skirts all shorter than my usual attire, a couple of dresses and a dozen pairs of thigh high stockings in a variety of colours, all of course, sandlefoot. I felt young and rejuvenated as I shopped to dress sexy, both to seduce my son but equally to reclaim the sexuality I had lost long ago.
I then went to an adult store in a secluded strip mall. I walked in realizing I had never been in such a store even during my crazy college days.
Inside I was like a fat kid in a candy store for the first time...where do I even begin?
I was stunned at all the bondage contraptions, whips, gags for your mouth and other strange things, all of which did little for me, but the thought of being handcuffed was kind of a turn on.
I came looking for a new vibrator as mine was a bridal shower present over twenty years ago and I was in awe at the technological advancements since my thin silver toy. They came in so many shapes and sizes that I was overwhelmed.
A woman about my age, dressed casually in jeans and a blouse, asked, as if reading my mind, "Can I help you? You look a little overwhelmed."
"I don't even know where to begin," I joked.
"What are you looking for?" she asked.
"I don't know," I replied, before adding, "I was just trying to buy a new vibrator."
"Still got the one from college?" She joked.
"Close, bridal shower over twenty years ago," I admitted.
She laughed. "Well technology has improved a lot since then."
"I can tell," I said.
"Would you like me to recommend one I think is amazing?" She asked.
"Please do, otherwise I will be here all day," I joked.
"There are lots of good ones, but the best bang for your buck in my opinion are the rabbit vibes," she said, grabbing a unique shaped toy and handing it to me.
"How does it work?" I asked, a bit confused by the extra part.
"It buzzes inside of you like a normal vibe but the other part here stimulates your clit for an amazing double sensation," she explained.
"Wow!" I said, my clit being intensively sensitive, the thought of using this toy instantly had me excited.
"It does the trick every time," she smiled.
"I'll take it," I said, a little too excited.
"Can I help you with anything else?" She asked.
"Um, well," I stammered, finding asking about anal toys awkward.
"It's okay my dear, we are all women with needs and kinks," she smiled, squeezing my arm.
"I want to try anal sex," I whispered.
"This way," she smiled, her smile so warm and inviting.
I gasped at the large variety of choices of anal toys. Some so ridiculously big I couldn't fathom it ever going in without doing lifelong damage while others were shaped assumedly for the prostate.
"Have you had anal sex before?" She asked.
"In a galaxy a far, far away," I joked, "the early nineties."
"Then we better start with an anal training kit," she said, grabbing a box. She handed it to me and explained, "This is the most popular beginners' package. The kit has three plugs, each bigger than the next, lubrication and instructions on how to prepare your bottom."
"Oh my," I said, realizing this conversation was so unreal.
"I'll take it," I said, the thought of something in my ass both exciting and daunting, yet it was obvious my son expected his sluts to have all three holes at his disposal.



"You won't regret it," she smiled, "anything else?"
"I am going to sound like a nympho, but I would like to look at strap-ons."
Her smile changed slightly, "For a man or a woman."
My face went red as I whispered, "A woman."
"Delicious," she smiled as she led me a few feet over to another smaller display.
Again there was a vast array of colours and sizes. "Do you want to see something really cool?"
"Always," I replied.
"This is called a strapless dual penetrator," she said, handing me what looked like two vibrators.
"How does it work?" I asked, realizing the second vibe was not in the right position to make it hit both the pussy and ass thus double penetrating.
"You put the top part there inside you, while you use the other on your lover," she explained.
"Oh my, that is creative," I said, looking at the toy closer trying to envision how it worked.
"It's all the rave with the lesbians or bi girls," she said, "that way you can both get off, both the giver and the receiver."
"Wouldn't it fall out?" I asked.
"It is made to be a tight fit," she said. Leaning in closer, she whispered, her hot breath innocent yet causing my cheeks to flame, "I have used one a few times, it is amazing, no matter which end you are on."
I stammered, slightly rattled knowing she was a lesbian or bi, "I-I-wow-I will take it too."
"Be sure to give as well as recieve," she joked playfully, her tone dripping with innuendo.
"I will," I smiled back.
"Shoot someone is at the register. If you need any more help let me now," she smiled warmly, giving my hand a squeeze, then added, "I'll hold these for you at the register."
"Thanks," I replied.
"Oh, by the way, there are some unique items in the corner back there, take a peak," she suggested, pointing to the back of the store before walking away.
Curious, I meandered back to the area she mentioned and saw a variety of items. Most of it I didn't understand its purpose, but then I saw the craziest, coolest thing ever: it was called a wallbanger, a vibrator that could suction to a wall. I flashed back to yesterday and bouncing back on Breanna's cock and how much I had always loved being on my hands and knees getting fucked or fucking myself. With this toy I could literally fuck myself. I grabbed it, my pussy getting wetter as I added it to my growing collection of kink and headed towards the counter.
I stopped when I saw costumes in front of me. Although Halloween was a ways away, I thought I would buy one now and maybe use it to tease Joey somehow. I looked through all the different costumes before finding the perfect costume: Super Girl. Joey was obsessed with Superman since he was a child and this would, with a couple additions, be sexy as hell.
I also noticed they had full body nylon suits and crotchless pantyhose, both which would be perfect additions to the Super Girl outfit. I grabbed two of each and finally made it to the register.
"You done, darling," she smiled.
"I better be," I joked.
She rang the items up and said, as she grabbed the suction cup vibrator, "I haven't tried this yet, you have got to let me know if it is worth buying."
My face was red, but I agreed, "I'll let you know."
Once done, she said, "Wait a second there is one more thing you need."
I was curious; she returned a moment later with small balls. She explained, "These are black glass Ben-Wa balls. Put them inside when you are out and about and it will keep you revved all day long."
"Thank you," I blushed.
"You are welcome, my dear," she said, before adding, "Since I have a hunch you will be back for more, I am going to give you a twenty percent discount."
"Thank you so much," I said as I paid her. As the receipt printed, she wrote something on it and said, her tone definitely implying more than just business. "So you can let me know how the toy works or if you just want to chat."
I said, trying to show my own potential interest, "Great, my name is Sarah."
"Pamela," she smiled. "Enjoy."
"Oh I plan to," I smiled back.
I returned to my car horny and broke having spent way more in my sexual rebirth than I had planned. I drove home already thinking of which toy I would try first, although unable to decide. I looked at the receipt and saw Pam's name and number was on it. I smiled at the thought that she was definitely hitting on me...I was back in the game in seemed and it felt exhilarating.
TIME FOR A PEEP SHOW
I got home, took the bag of toys to my room and went through them inspecting each one closer. I took each toy out of its wrap and pulled out my toy box. Realizing my toy box was way too small now, I left the toys on the bed realizing I would have to go downstairs to get a bigger box.
Yet, I wanted to try on the bodystocking, curious how the nylon bodysuit would look and feel like on me. I got completely undressed and then put it on. It was a tight fit to be sure, but the nylon on the stomach, breasts and arms made me feel luxurious, sexy and naughty all at the same time. My nipples poked through the sheer nylon as I posed in front of the mirror.
I heard a subtle sound just outside my door and knew without looking that my son was watching me from behind the bedroom door that was slightly ajar. Deciding it was a perfect opportunity to really tease him, I began talking to myself.
"What toy should I try first?" as I went to my bed and bent over giving my son a perfect look at my ass. I grabbed the largest butt plug and looked it over. "I haven't had anything in my ass in years, I better start with something a little smaller."
I grabbed the smallest one and said, "This is better, I don't want my ass to gaped for him," leaving the him vague.
I grabbed the lube and then said, "Shit, this would be so much easier with someone to help." I smirked at myself at the obvious offer I had just given to my son.
I climbed onto the bed, generously lubed the three-inch black plug and also my fingers. I coated my ass with the lube as I giggled, "He will so love this body stocking and the conveniently placed hole."
Taking the well-lubed toy, my ass directly facing my peeping Tom son, I slowly inserted it into my ass.
"Aaaaaah," I moaned as it slowly broke through my long ignored back door. There was a brief numbing pain, but it faded almost as quickly as it came.
I stayed posed, like a picture, for a minute allowing my ass to get used to the rubber violation. I then stood up, picking up the wallbanger and said, "Now where should I put this?"
I walked around my room, looking for a reasonable place, although none instantly came to mind.
"Dammit, where would it work?" I sighed.
I kept looking, before I said, "Oh, this will be perfect."
I got back on my bed and put the suction cup on my headboard. "Is that the right height?" I said out loud, trying to eye ball it. "I guess there is only one way to find out for sure," I shrugged as I turned around and slowly backed up towards the vibrator.
There was no way for Joey to not get caught peeking at me as I was now staring straight at the door, but he wasn't there. I assumed he was just beside the door and could still hear me, so I continued backing up until the toy was at my pussy entrance, it was a tad high, so I quickly turned around adjusting it to the perfect height, and again slowly backed up. "Aaaaaah, that's it," I moaned as I slowly backed onto the vibrating toy.
Once my ass was against the headboard, the toy completely in me, I moaned loudly, for both Joey's eavesdropping ears and my own hunger to come. I closed my eyes and began fucking myself again imagining it was Joey's cock buried in my cunt and not a toy.
I could sense I was being watched again and pondered if I should begin talking like I had yesterday when Breanna was fucking me. Knowing that my son had a harem of MILF sluts; knowing he had purposely had me eat his cum; knowing he knew I was reading incest porn as he did and knowing he was watching me fuck myself; I decided to go for broke, to let him hear me declare my hunger to fuck him. "Oh yes, Joey, fuck Mommy's cunt," I moaned, "Your big cock feels so good."
Over the next few minutes as my orgasm continued to build I said a variety of naughty things including:
"That's it Joey, make mommy yours."
"Oh God Joey, fuck your mother harder, fill her wet cunt completely."
"Oooooh Joey, is Mommy a good fuck pet?"
"Oh yes, baby, my ass is yours too. All my holes are for you."
Finally, my orgasm exploded through me, the nastiness of knowing my son was watching making it take longer but the climax was even bigger as I screamed, "Yes, Joey, make Mommy your Fuuuuck-toooooy."
I collapsed forward and allowed the orgasm to course through my entire body all the while wondering if Joey was watching.
After a couple of minutes, I rolled over and yelped, forgetting I had a butt plug in my ass. Standing up, I put on a robe and went to get a box for my toys, leaving the just fucked vibrator on my headboard.
Joey was gone, and I smirked realizing he probably left just like I did once the sex act he was watching was over. I grabbed a plastic storage container from the basement just as Joey walked in the door, his cheeks still red.
"Hi, Joey, how was your afternoon?" I asked, casual as if I hadn't just allowed him to watch me fuck myself while verbally pretending it was him.
"Oh, it was full of surprises," he said, his smug tone clearly back.
"I hope they were good surprises," I replied, acting innocent, pretending I didn't know that he had just watched me.
"Oh they were," he said, hugging me tightly.
Letting go, I asked, "What was that for?"
"To let you know how much I love you," he said.
I hugged him back, "I love you too son.
"You about to have a shower?" He asked.
"No, why?" I asked.
"You're in a robe," he pointed out.
"Oh yeah, no I was just trying out some new clothes I bought today and didn't want you to see your old Mom almost naked," I joked, the irony that he had just seen me obvious.
He smirked, "That would be terrible."
It was obvious by his tone he was playing me, but I acted oblivious, "Exactly, son's aren't supposed to see their mom's almost naked."
"No, that would scar me forever," he retorted, looking at my nylon covered arms with curiosity.
"And I can't have that," I said, before adding, "I'm going to get dressed."
Back in my room, my cunt was still burning, but I got dressed, taking the body stocking off and tried on the crotchless pantyhose. I added a red blouse and a too short for hanging at home skirt and headed downstairs to make supper. As I did a rush of frustration hit me. Why didn't Joey just walk in when he heard me fucking myself fantasizing about him? Why was he so aloof in our conversation? Was he not interested? What more did I have to do to get him to make me his? Frustrated, I walked past his room, the door closed, and headed downstairs to make supper.
Joey stayed in his room and until I called him down for supper forty minutes later.
All during dinner there was an underlying tension as we both skirted the issue unsure how to get from A to B.
Dinner done, Joey said, as he began to clean up the table, "Mom, you need to start dating again."
"I am not sure I want to," I replied, which was true. I had no interest in dating anyone, I just wanted my son.
"You need someone, Mom," he replied, coming up behind me and began massaging my shoulders.
"That I agree with," I moaned softly, his hands on my tight shoulders feeling great.
"You are really tense," he said.
I replied, "I have a lot on my mind of late. I think I may be going through a female version of a kid-life crisis...or withdrawal."
He laughed, "We can't have that."
"Agreed," I said, thinking he was about to make a move on me, understanding I was too weak and nervous to make the first move.
His hands moved down my shoulders and I thought he was going to go to my breasts but instead gave my arms a squeeze and moved away. Disappointment cascaded through me as I realized he had moved away.
"I am going to the movies with Jake," he said, as he grabbed the plates and put them in the dishwasher.
"O-o-okay," I stammered rattled by his touch.
I got up and said, "You better get going or you will be late. I'll finish up here."
"You sure?" He asked.
"Of course, now go," I said.
"Okay, thanks Mom, I'm just going to go change," he said.
"Okay," I said, as I continued cleaning up.
I finished cleaning up when Joey came downstairs and said, "I'm off."
"What movie?" I asked.
"World War Z," he answered.
"Sounds romantic," I joked.
"It's a zombie apocalypse movie," he clarified.
"If you say so," I shrugged.
"I left something for you in your room, Mom," he said.
"You did?" I asked, surprised.
"Yep, although wait till I leave to go check what it is," he said.
"Okay," I agreed, having no clue what he may have left me
"By the way Mom," he added, at the door, "that is quite the addition to your headboard."
My cheeks burned red, but he left before I could respond, although I really have no idea what I would have said.
Curious, I scurried upstairs and saw on my bed a small cup and a note.
Mom,
Since you seemed to like the surprise spread so much I thought I would give you the special ingredient to make your own or just eat whole.
Love
Joey
I knew without looking what my son had left me, my face went red and my cunt dampened at the forwardness of my son.
The moment had come...literally. The cat was out of the bag...the elephant in the room was finally addressed and the avalanche of life altering consequences had begun.
I could, of course, deny everything and attempt to maintain the traditional mother-son relationship we had always had; yet, that thought lasted only a minute before my hunger to submit, to give in to my taboo desires took over.
I took the small cup and swirled it around as if I was about to sip on a glass of wine.
Then before I had time to contemplate my decision I poured my son's semen in my mouth. My cunt leaked instantly, the act on its own so naughty and submissive, but the fact it was my son's cum quadrupled the naughtiness.
The taste was salty, sweet and I wanted more. Without even thinking, I used my finger to scoop up any more of his addictive seed in the cup.
As soon as I had retrieved every last spec of my son's cum, I still wanted more; I wanted it directly for the source.
Deciding to go for broke, I texted Joey.
Thanks for the appetizer. Though, I would prefer the full course meal.
As soon as I pressed send, I panicked. I just propositioned my son. I fretted, pacing back and forth waiting for his response, wishing I could go turn back time a few seconds.
My anxiety continued to build as he didn't respond.
Stressed and freaking out, I texted Breanna.
Can you come over? I am freaking out.
A couple of minutes later she texted back.
Be there in five my pet.
Tranquility transcended over me at seeing the words my pet as my body shifted from stressed to horny in a flash.
PLAY TIME
She walked in a few minutes later and called out, "My pet, come get your snack."
I quickly went downstairs and saw she was in a sundress and beige stockings.
"Crawl to me, my pet," she smiled as she moved to my couch and sat down.
I obeyed, dropping to my knees and crawling to her, my anxiety fading as my natural need to obey and please again took over.
Reaching her, she asked, "Are you hungry my pet?"
"Starving," I admitted, the thought of being between her legs and licking her unique nectar drawing me in like a moth to a flame.
She opened her legs and said, "Good, because I am so fucking horny."
I didn't need any further instructions as I leaned forward and buried my face in her hairy cunt. Her scent was even stronger today than yesterday which only enhanced my hunger. I licked slowly at first enjoying her wetness.
I explored every inch if her cunt with my mouth and tongue for a few minutes before she said, "Shit, I need to get fucked sooo bad."
I looked up and said, "I bought something today that just may do the trick."
"You did? You really are an eager optimistic little sub, aren't you?" She smiled.
"For you, I am," I playfully replied,
"What did you buy?" Breanna asked.
"Lots of things," I answered.
"Show me," she said.
A minute later I was pulling my new toy box out from under my bed, I had since taken down my suction cup vibe, and she was reading the note that Joey had left me.
"Holy shit," she said. Then looking at the empty cup added, "You drank it."
My face burned with shame as I nodded, "That is why I texted you." I then recapped the whole story of fucking myself with my wallbanger, knowing he was watching me and then talking dirty to myself using his name.
"Tonight is the night then," she smiled.
"Here is the text I sent," I added, handing her my phone.
"Fuck," she gasped. "That is soooo hot."
"But now I am freaking out. I pretty much told him to come home and cum in his mother's mouth," I said, my anxiety again building.
"Yes, you did," Breanna said. "Which is exactly what you want him to do right?"
"Yes, but now it is out there," I tried to explain.
"It obviously is based on this note. He is just playing with you. He loves the initial conquest," Breanna said.
"But now what?" I asked.
"You wait his response and do as he says," she answered.
"Is it that simple?" I questioned.
"It really is. He wants you, you want him. Case closed," Breanna said, as she began to rummage through my new collection of toys.
"You make it sound so easy," I said, still tentative.
"It is," she said, "You are my sub and you have an order to fulfill do you not?"
"Yes, Mistress," I replied.
"Do you plan to finish the task?" she questioned, holding the strapless dildo.
"Of course," I said, not wanting to disappoint her and wanting to fulfill the task for my own selfish desires.
"Then no more questioning yourself. Just do what comes naturally," she smiled, "pun intended."
I laughed, "Yes, Mistress."
"How does this work?" she asked.
I took the strapless cock from her and explained, "This part goes in the one getting fucked like a regular strap-on, while this goes in the one doing the fucking. It's a strapless cock."
"Put it on or in or whatever, we are so trying this right now," she said, getting out of her dress.
I got undressed too and she questioned, "You're wearing panties?"
"To keep the plug in my ass," I sheepishly explained.
"Fair enough," she laughed, now only in stockings and bra. She climbed onto the bed on her hands and knees and said, "Let's see how that thing works."
Panties off, I pulled the plug out of my ass not wanting it to fall out during the fucking. I turned the strange contraption on and slid the smaller planting cock in my cunt.
I joined Breanna on the bed, her ass bent over in eager anticipation.
I placed my hands on her hips and moved into position.
"Hurray up, Sarah, fuck your Mistress hard and deep," she demanded, implying that patience wasn't one of her virtues.
Obeying like a good submissive, I pushed forward my vibrating cock easily disappearing inside her cunt.
"Gooooooood," she moaned, the moment I filled her cunt.
"Was that God or good," I teased, as I began pumping my cock in and out of her.
"Boooooth," she moaned.
I couldn't believe I was fucking Breanna, I couldn't believe how everything had changed in just two days. The buzzing in my own cunt was also quite thrilling as it was a constant tease. Not enough to get me off, but enough to keep it in a constant state of arousal, a perpetual state of tease.
Breanna's moans echoed throughout my room, increasing with each deep thrust. Eventually the moans became whimpers as her orgasm continued to build and she demanded, "Harder Sarah, fuck me harder."



I obliged as my body slammed into hers.
"Fuuuuck, yeeees," she screamed as I filled her completely. "Don't stop," she whimpered her breathing now erratic.
Watching her so close to orgasm was a complete turn on, I decided to surprise her as I slid a finger, without warning, up her ass, hoping to trigger her orgasm.
"Oh fuuuuck, you dirty cuuuunt," she screamed, her whole body trembled as she collapsed forward as the tidal wave of euphoria crashed through her.
I continued pumping my cock in her cunt even as her body quaked with joy, my finger slipping out of her ass as she fell forward.
Finally she said, "No more," and I pulled out.
She rolled onto her back, looked up at me and said, "Holy shit, that is the best toy ever."
"I don't know, my wallbanger is pretty sweet," I countered, staring at her large breasts and even larger belly which somehow made her even sexier.
"How does it feel in you?" she asked.
"Good, it's like a perpetual tease. I couldn't come this way, but it is a great way to get me ready," I answered, hoping she would take the hint and finish me off.
"Let me see it," she said, opening her hand.
I pulled it out if my hungry cunt and handed it to her.
She looked it over before taking the smaller cock in her mouth. "You taste heavenly."
"Want some direct from the source," I asked.
"Would love some," she smiled, before adding, "but I think I am going to keep you in what did you call it? Oh yes, perpetual tease."
"Please no, I'm so horny," I pleaded, disappointment coursing through me.
"No, Joey may want to fill his mother's mouth, cunt or ass with his big cock and I want my pet thinking about it all night," she smiled.
A small gush of cunt juice leaked out if me at the thought. "I still can't believe I texted him that."
"He is irresistible," Breanna shrugged.
Curious, I asked, "How did he get you?"
BREANNA'S SUBMISSION STORY
"You want to hear how your son made me his personal fuck-toy?" She smiled, opening her legs slightly.
"Yes," I admitted, instantly imagining being his personal fuck-toy too."
"Okay, but you are not allowed to touch yourself," Breanna ordered.
"Yes, Mistress," I agreed, even though my cunt was a burning inferno in desperate need for an eruption.
"Lay beside me, my pet," she said.
I did and she rolled onto her side. We were now looking into each other's eyes, it was a very intimate moment especially considering what we had just done and what she was about to tell me.
"A few days after I learned about Joey and Eleanor, he was in class and really seemed to be checking me out. Eleanor had explained to me his nylon fetish and I had worn them to work each day after that, having gone shopping on the weekend to purchase stockings. Anyway, he definitely noticed and to enhance my hint of interest and to tease him ruthlessly, I continually sat on top of my desk, legs crossed and dangled my shoe. My skirts were just long enough to hide the top of my thigh high stockings, but it was exhilarating to know underneath my conservative teacher attire I was dressed sexy: lace bra, thong, and thigh high stockings. I didn't know what sandlefoot was originally so looked it up and learned it was stockings with clear toes. I also painted my toenails fire engine red to accentuate my whole foot look. I felt like a teenager again trying to impress some hot football player," Breanna explained.
"You are such a tease," I quipped.
"As are you," she quipped back. "At least I didn't try to pretend I was something I wasn't."
"That facade is long shattered," I replied.
"Indeed it is," she said, before instructing me, "Massage my feet as I continue my little story."
"Of course, Mistress," I agreed, eager to obey and to hear her sordid tale of sexual submission to my son.
I moved in position at the foot of the bed and took her right foot in my hands and began a gentle massage if her stocking-clad leg.
"Even as I teased him I had no real intentions of becoming his sex slave, but it was fun to see him clearly hot and bothered. I mean he was your son and a student, two lines I didn't plan to cross. I just enjoyed the attention I wasn't getting at home as Zach had quit fawning over me ever since I began to show.
Anyway, one day at the beginning of class he brought me a coffee and said "I got you your usually Mrs. Salmon. Two sugars and two specialty creams." Yet it was the way he stressed cream that instantly had me thinking, 'He came in my coffee'.
Playing his game, I replied, "I do love specialty cream."
He quipped right back, "Well this is a one of a kind cream," and then went and sat down. I stared directly at him as I took a long drink of his cum coffee before looking away and getting ready for class. When class ended, he jettisoned out of class before I could thank him for the coffee."
"Other foot," Breanna ordered.
"Of course, Mistress," I obeyed, letting go of her right foot and taking her left.
"All day I was full of excitement over Joey's bold move and how horny it had made me. Yet, equally full of trepidation because he was my student and your son. I wasn't surprised when he walked in after school and asked, "Did you enjoy the coffee, Mrs. Salmon?"
I looked up from my desk and said, staring straight into his eyes, "Yes, Joey, I loved it, especially the cream."
He smiled, "Would you like more cream?"
I paused knowing my answer would either end this here and now or open the door to a journey I would have no control over. Finally I answered, "I would love more cream."
Joey walked over to the door closing and locking it before returning to my desk. Reaching me, he stood right beside me, his crotch at my eye level. My body trembled like I was in high school, waiting for the inevitable. Finally he said, "Go ahead, Mrs. Salmon, pull out my cock."
"'Here?" I questioned, the thought of getting caught and losing my job instantly popping into my head.
His tone shifted from his usual soft spoken to assertive as he ordered, "I wasn't asking, Mrs. Salmon. Now take out my cock and get some of my special cream."
Even though I wanted to and even though Eleanor told me he was aggressive, hearing the words out of his mouth shocked me. I stammered, "Joey, we are at school".
He smirked down at me and said, "And you are hungry for my cock. If you don't want to, I will find someone else. It's now or never, Mrs. Salmon."
I let out a sigh as I saw the outline of his cock in his jeans. My mind was still debating, but my body had a mind of its own as my hands fished out his fully erect cock from his pants.
"Go ahead; take it in your mouth, Mrs. Salmon."
My body in control, I opened my mouth and took his cock between my lips. I can't explain it, but it just felt so right. I swirled my tongue around his thick mushroom cock as I forgot I was in my classroom and just let myself become consumed by my submission."
"Shit, telling this story is getting me horny again, why don't you come crawl between my legs and please me," she suggested.
I let go of her foot and moved between her legs and buried my face in her hairy pussy. Still wet from her earlier orgasm, her bouquet of pleasure was captured perfectly in her pubic hair.
"That's it, Sarah, get used to being between my legs," she moaned.
"It's already very comfortable," I replied between licks.
"So I slowly bobbed back and forth, taking more of Joey's long, thick cock in my mouth. I loved his cock in my mouth and all the things he said to me while I slowly blew him in my classroom. I don't remember it word for word but he talked the whole time.
"That's it, Mrs. Salmon, your mouth feels just like I imagined it all this semester."
"You look so hot with a cock in your mouth, Mrs. Salmon."
"I have thought about this forever Mrs. Salmon."
"Is your cunt yet, Mrs. Salmon?"
Hearing him repeat my married name over and over somehow made the submission to him hotter, dirtier and yet my panties were soaked. I took his stiff rod out of my mouth and admitted, "I am very wet, Joey," and took his cock back between my lips.
As I bobbed faster, attempting to take all his cock in my mouth, suddenly craving his cum, he asked, "Mrs. Salmon, do you want to be my pet?"
I again took his cock out of my mouth and asked, curious, "What does that entail?"
"Complete obedience to me and access to all three of your holes, Mrs. Salmon. Essentially, you become my personal plaything," he explained.
"But I'm pregnant," I pointed out.
"Makes that sweet cunt of yours a perfect cum deposit, doesn't it, Mrs. Salmon?"
"I-I-I guess," I stammered, the thought of him fucking me causing a gush of pussy juice flooding out of me. Giving someone head was cheating, but I didn't feel overly guilty, it was just oral sex. And as I mentioned yesterday, Zach and I are swingers, but he knows everyone I fuck and is always there...this would be cheating.
"I'm going to fuck your mouth now, Mrs. Salmon. If you accept my terms of complete submission to me swallow my load. If you don't accept these terms, ask me to leave," he said, as he shoved his cock in mouth.
I would like to pretend I seriously attempted to get his cock out of my mouth or remotely considered saying no to his outrageous expectations but I didn't. I was so drawn in by his confident demeanour and his big cock all I cared about was obeying. He fucked my face hard, his whole cock now in my throat and I had to really focus not to gag. It felt so good being used, I felt so dirty as his balls bounced off my chin with each aggressive forward thrust. Finally, he grunted a couple of minutes later, "Here it comes Mrs. Salmon, my new slut." A chill went up my spine at his words and a second later I was getting a mouthful of cum exploding into my mouth. I have swallowed a lot of cum in my life, but none had the addicting taste his did. Swallowing cum was always just part of the sex act, something I expected to do, something submissive that got me off, but his cum was addictive in a way unlike any I had ever swallowed. When he finally pulled out, I leaned forward and took it back in my mouth hungry to get every last drop of his addictive seed.
He laughed, "I knew you would be an eager little slut."
Without hesitation I replied, "For you I will be."
"I know," he smugly replied as he took his cock away and put it back in his pants.
The aftertaste of his cum lingered in my mouth as he started walking out of my classroom without another word. I wanted to say something, my cunt was on fire, yet I just watched him leave wondering what he had in store for me. Once he left, closing my door for me, I lifted up my skirt and frantically rubbed myself to an orgasm as I imagined his cock fucking me."
"God I'm close, suck my clit, Sarah," Breanna moaned her story seemingly done.
My cunt was on fire too listening to her story of my son taking her in her own classroom. I sucked her clit between my lips and shook my head left to right which had Breanna screaming in pleasure. Her orgasm followed a few seconds later as she screamed, "Yeeeeesssss."
Her cum flowed out if her cunt and into my mouth as I eagerly lapped her sweetness.
Finally, she pulled me up and said, "Fuck you are good at that."
"Thanks, Mistress," I smiled back, my face shiny with her cum.
"So next morning, seconds after Zach left for work, there was a knock on my door. I had just finished showering and was in my robe. I assumed it was Zach forgetting something, his keys again probably, when I opened the door though it was your son. He walked in and asked if I still had my wedding dress. I admitted I did although joked it may not fit with this new belly that seemed to be growing each day. He ordered I put it on, as well as thigh highs, and get on all fours on my bed for him. Again I was stunned by his aggressiveness, stunned by the instant wetness down below, and stunned by how extreme his expectations were. Yet, without a word I went upstairs and dressed as ordered. Once on all fours on my bed, in my wedding dress, I called out I was ready and he sauntered in, got in position behind me and asked if I wanted him to fuck me. He loves to be in control, but also revels in the thrill of having his submissive give in unconditionally. I begged him to fuck me, to make me his slut and the instant his cock filled me I knew without a doubt I was his."
"Wow," I said, I can't believe how kinky he is.
"He just left you a cup of his semen and you drank it," Breanna pointed out.
"Touché," I laughed.
"You look like you're ready to burst," Breanna said, as her hand went to my cunt.
"I'm a volcano ready to erupt," I replied, her fingers teasing me.
Suddenly she stood up and said, "Good and it will stay that way until Joey gets home," she announced, deflating me in an instant.
Breanna got herself looking respectable, but noticed my disappointment. "Sarah, I am positive he plans to take you tonight."
"How do you know? He could have walked in when I was in my bedroom fucking myself or in the kitchen, maybe he is as unsure as I am," I said, feeling insecurity unlike I had not experienced since I was a teenager.
"He plays games, it's his thing. The cum in a cup is a delicious test and if he had any lingering doubts, which I doubt he does, you quelled them with that text," Breanna reassured as she pulled me up off the bed.
"I guess," I laughed, thinking just how strange this whole conversation was.
"Trust me, I know your son, and he has plans to fuck you tonight," Breanna said, as she reached into my box of toys. "Get on all fours my pet."
"Okay," I agreed unsure what she had in store for me.
"I doubt he will want your ass first time, but just in case let's get your backside ready," Breanna said, as I felt warm liquid poured between my ass cheeks.
I closed my eyes, clenched my teeth as I prepared to have a bigger plug slipped into my ass.
"Ready, sexy?" She asked, her hand gently rubbing my lower back.
"Yes, Mistress," I replied, agreeing to be sodomized.
"I'll go slow," Breanna promised, as the toy poked between my ass cheeks. Slowly she pushed forward and the toy after a brief resistance broke through and inside my ass. Much wider than the first one I was wearing earlier, I could feel my ass burning as it tried to get used to the self-violation. I tried to keep my breathing regular until the pain dulled and as I got accustomed to having the big plug in my ass. Breanna caressed my ass and back gently during this time understanding when to be firm and when to be gentle.
Finally, I cautiously moved off the bed and stood up. Looking at my toy box, I realized Breanna had bypassed plug number two and went directly to the largest plug.
Breanna shrugged, "Go big or go home."
"I am already home," I quipped.
"And you are soon going to get something big," she quipped right back.
"God, I hope so," I said, my pussy still burning with hunger.
"I know so," she said, as she moved to me and kissed me tenderly. I melted into her kiss, the tenseness something else I had missed since my husband died.
When the kiss was broken a couple of minutes later, she said, "I should get back home, eventually Zach will wonder where I am."
"Just tell him I needed you," I said.
"Which was true," she smiled.
"You would be completely telling the truth," I agreed.
"And he won't ask anything deeper," she said.
"Doesn't he know that it is always important to go deeper," I played.
"Not as much since I got this belly," Breanna replied.
"I think you look sexy," I said, which was true.
"Ditto," she smiled, giving me one quick kiss and heading out.
I got dressed in the same outfit I was wearing before Breanna came over, adding panties to make sure the plug in my ass didn't fall out when I walked, and slowly made my way down stairs.
I saw my phone flashing meaning I missed a call or text message. A chill went up my spine at the possibility that it was from Joey. I grabbed my phone and saw it was indeed a text message from Joey. I took a deep breath and clicked on the text message.
Mom,
I'll be home at 9:30.
Master Joey
We need to talk.
I re-read the short text a dozen times before glancing at the clock. It was 8:43. Dressed still rather provocative, I did what I usually did when stressed, I cleaned the house. It was a great distraction to my spinning head and burning cunt. I dusted the house, cleaned the windows and was vacuuming the living room when I was startled by my son's voice.
FINAL SUBMISSION
"I'm home, Mother," Joey announced.
"How 1950s?" I replied, turning around.
"Vacuuming the house while dressed up is also so 1950s," he countered, a sly smile on his face.
"Back then the man of the house was in charge," I pointed out, shifting the conversation to where we both wanted it to go.
"And the woman of the house was usually subservient to the man," he countered, walking towards me.
He looked so sexy, something I had never noticed before I learned of his reputation. "Those were simpler times," I said coyly, my hand trembling on the vacuum cleaner.
"Things have went astray," he replied, now directly in front of me. "For example, it is rare for a man to properly compliment a woman."
"Very true," I nodded, my hands clammy, "especially when we work so hard to look so good for our man."
"You look beautiful Mom," he said, as he took my hands in his.
My face went red. I expected an aggressive dominance; instead he was being sweet and gentle; yet another surprise in this weekend of surprises. "Thank you, you look handsome yourself," I smiled back.
"Not rugged or sexy," he asked playfully.
"A little rugged, a little aloof, a little bad boy and a lot sexy," I complimented, squeezing his hand and looking directly into his eyes.
"Just like dad?" He said, his tone implying it was a question.
"In all ways but one," I flirted back, no longer his mother, but rather a cougar on a prowl.
"And what would that be?" He asked, his hand moving up my arm.
"Well you are both sexy, both have hypnotic eyes and both were born well equipped," I complimented, my hand taking the risk and going to his cock.
He was surprised briefly by my aggressiveness, but recovered fast, "And what is our one major difference?"
"He was a nice guy in the bedroom and sometimes a woman doesn't want a nice guy in the bedroom," I flirted, rubbing his cock through his jeans.
"Knees, Mother," he finally ordered, his hands now firmly on my shoulders.
Like a leaf, my legs felt so light they floated to the ground.
"What do you want Mother?" Joey asked, looking down at me.
So many words spun in my head, yet I was speechless as the climactic moment had finally arrived. I wanted to suck his cock, to obey his every word, to get fucked by him, to become his submissive.
His hands still on my shoulders, he repeated the question, "What do you want, Mother?"
"Everything," I answered, which made perfect sense to me but probably not to him.
Joey chuckled, "That is a pretty broad scope."
Letting go of the last of my inhibitions, I answered, "I want you to be my Master and I your unconditional slave."
"But I'm your son," he said, clearly enjoying this moment he had assumedly fantasized about for years.
"No, you're the man of the house," I corrected, unzipping his jeans.
"And your my Mother," he continued.
"And also your pet, your whore, your sex toy, your slave, your cum bucket, your mommy-slut," I rattled off getting hornier with each self-degradation. I fished out his cock and like a hungry slut took it into my mouth.



"Shiiiit," he groaned, as I took the majority of his cock in my mouth and began bobbing back and forth.
Silence, other than my slobbering sounds, existed for a minute or two as I worshipped Joey's cock and Joey relished the reality of the moment.
Finally, he spoke, "Mom, I have fantasized about this moment for years."
I took his big hard cock out of my mouth and looking up sexily asked, "Is it how you imagined?" I slid my tongue down his shaft and took a ball in my mouth.
"What triggered your submission?" He asked, clearly curious to how I went from wholesome mother to eager cocksucker.
"I saw you banging that bitch Jane in the pool and I couldn't believe how turned on it got me. I also dreamt that night I was your slut," I admitted, switching to his other ball.
"That was all it took?" He asked, seemingly surprised by the trigger.
I slid my tongue back up his shaft and looking up at him I explained, "It brought back memories of my youth when I was very submissive to my boyfriends," I explained, pausing for dramatic effect by swirling my tongue around his mushroom top, before adding, "or girlfriends."
"You are bi?" He asked, clearly surprised by my declaration. Obviously, Breanna had not told him about our new relationship.
"Very much so," I smiled. "College was a pretty wild time."
"Apparently," he chuckled, as I took his mushroom top between my lips and sucked back. "So seeing me with Jane made you want to submit to me?"
"Well it was the trigger. I then searched your computer and found that Literotica site and all those stories. I read a few and then learned of your growing MILF harem from Breanna," I revealed.
"You did?" He asked, again surprised.
"She admitted her submission to you seconds before she made me her sub," I revealed, before deep-throating his great cock.
"Oh God," he grunted, although I wasn't sure if it was from my revelation or his cock deep in my mouth.
After a few quick bobs, I pulled out and retold everything that had transpired since I first saw him with Jane, including just fucking Breanna in my bed and that I knew he was watching when I fucked myself.
"Wow," he said, clearly amazed by all I just told him. "Slut Breanna ordered you to seduce me."
"Yes, but I think I would have anyway, although probably not as aggressively or quickly. I would probably be up in my room right now fantasizing doing this," I answered, as I again took his pulsing member between my lips.
Silence again lingered as I bobbed back and forth all my secrets out in the open. After a couple of minutes of steady cocksucking, he grunted, "Here comes your first full load, Mommy-slut, swallow all my cum."
I bobbed faster hungry to obey his command and taste a full load if his yummy seed.
"Aaaaaaaah, yes Mommy," he groaned, his hands squeezing my shoulders as he shot a full load of his cum in my mouth.
I continued bobbing wanting to retrieve every last drop of my son's cum from his pulsating cock.
Finally, he said, "That was amazing, Mom."
Taking his cock out if my mouth, I concurred, "Agreed."
"So Breanna really didn't let you come?" Joey asked, still looking down at me.
"No," I replied.
"And you obeyed?" He questioned.
"Of course, I always obey," I answered.
"Always?" He asked, for clarification.
"Always," I repeated.
"I will test that," he said, his tone implying he would.
"I am yours, son, if that is what you want," I said back, a part of me scared he wouldn't want me.
He pulled me up, looked into my eyes and said, "Mom, I love you and I have never wanted anything more in my life."
"Even more than the Mac book you pleaded for, for two years?" I joked.
He laughed, and replied sarcastically, "Don't press your luck."
"Yes, Master," I replied, throwing out the word I had hungered to say to him since I first saw his dominance of Jane that had awakened my submissive slumber.
"Master, I like that Mom," he said, leaning in and kissing me gently. It wasn't a son-mother kiss, nor was it a Master-submissive kiss either, it was something totally different: tender, sweet, passionate, it was like falling in love.
Our tongues explored each other's mouth at first with a tentative sweetness, but the longer our lips were locked the more aggressive and intense the kiss became. It was raw, it was hunger, it was unbridled and it had my cunt burning again.
Finally breaking the kiss, he looked into my eyes and asked, with compassion and not the dominance he had used with Breanna, "You sure you want this, Mom?"
"Without a doubt, son," I replied. "I have longed for years for your father to take the plethora of hints I gave him, but he was too much a gentleman to catch on to my need to be used. Sadly, I was too much a lady to just come out and say what I needed."
"Which is?" Joey asked.
"To be used as the submissive I am. My job has me always on, always the listener, always the one giving advice, but once I get home I want to let go and just be told what to do," I admitted.
"In all ways," he asked, clearly unsure of exactly what I was saying.
"I want to be a fifties woman in regards to the role, but a submissive porn star who can't say no as well," I revealed. "Is that too much?"
"God, no," Joey replied. "We both want the same thing."
"We do?" I asked.
"I too want a fifties mother as well as a dirty cum deposit mother for my personal sexual satisfaction," he said, finally shifting the moment from oddly romantic to powerful Domme.
I purred playfully like a playboy bunny, "Does my sonny, wonny, to fucky-wucky his yummy-mommy?"
"I want to do a lot more than that Mom," he smirked.
"Do away," I replied.
"Get undressed for me Mommy-pet," Joey ordered.
My hands didn't tremble anymore; I wanted this, I needed this. I unbuttoned my blouse, tossed it aside, allowing my firm breasts to be seen by my son. I asked, "Does Master like Mommy's tits?"
"Very much so," he said, reaching forward and cupping both my breasts with his strong hands.
"Mmmmm," I moaned, his touch sending electric jolts of lust through me.
He leaned forward and took my right nipple, hard as a diamond, in his mouth.
Again I moaned, "Yes, Joey, suck on Mommy's nipples."
He sucked, nibbled and bit on my nipple before moving to my left and replicated the attention.
A moment later, Joey ordered, "Take off the skirt Mommy-pet."
I didn't hesitate as I unzipped the skirt and allowed it to fall to the ground.
"Panties?" He questioned, "Apparently, Breanna didn't explain the rules well."
I stammered, "I didn't have any on until Mistress Breanna put a large but plug in my ass."
"Let's see," he ordered.
I turned around and bent over showcasing my pantyhose and panty covered ass.
His hands went to my hips and slowly pulled down my panties revealing the large butt plug and my very wet vagina. He squeezed my ass and suddenly pulled out the large butt plug.
"Can you grab your ankles, Mother?" He asked.
Still very flexible, I could, and without a word did so.
Without another word being said, I felt his hands on my hips and then quickly his cock filled my ass.
"Ohhhhh God," I screamed as I almost fell over, bent as I was, but Joey held me in place. A mixture of pleasure and pain cascading through me.
"Fuck your ass is tight mom," he grunted.
"Fuck your cock is big," I whimpered back, the sharp pain fading as he remained lodged deep in my ass.
"Ready to get ass fucked, Mommy-whore?" Joey asked.
"Pound Mommy's ass, son," I replied, "it hasn't been fucked for twenty years."
"Dad never fucked your tight back door?" Joey asked, as he began slowly moving his cock in and out of my long neglected ass.
"No, it was too dirty for him. He was a perfect gentleman," I answered.
"Do you want a perfect gentleman or a powerful Domme?" Joey asked, his cock beginning to move in and out of my ass faster.
"A big cocked Master you uses me as he wishes," I answered.
"Fuck Mommy, I can't believe I didn't go after you first," he grunted.
"Better late than never," I whimpered, as he began to slam into me, my balance precarious at best.
"I plan to make up for lost time," he promised, his hands firmly holding me up even as he moved me like a yoyo.
"Gooooood," I moaned, before adding, "I can't hold this position much longer Master."
He pulled out, lifted me up in one quick swoop, put me over his shoulder and carried me caveman style up the stairs and to my bedroom. Once at my bed, he tossed me onto the bed, grabbed my feet, bending my knees so my stocking-clad feet were on his chest and slammed his cock into my fiery cunt.
"Oh yes, Joey, fuck Mommy's cuuuuuunt," I screamed, my long-neglected cunt finally getting the attention it craved.
Raw, carnal, forbidden lust shivered through me as he slammed his cock inside me. In seconds, my orgasm was already on the rise as Joey thrust in and out of me. "Yes Master, fuck Mommy, pound Mommy's cunt harder."
"Does Mommy want to come?" he asked, as he stopped deep inside me.
"No, yes," I whimpered, "Yes, I want to come; no, please don't stop fucking Mommy."
"Beg me slut," Joey ordered, his cock still deep in me, as he moved his fingers to my clit.
"Oh please, Master," I whimpered, my orgasm so close, yet so far away. "Can Mommy come from your big hard cock?"
"That's all you have?" he asked, rubbing my clit, bringing me even closer to bubbling over.
"Oh Joooooey," I moaned, my mind muddled by my need to come. "Please fuck your slut Mother, make her your cum-deposit, use Mommy's holes whenever and wherever you want, just let Mommmmmmmy come."
He sucked on my toes through my sheer nylon, his cock never moving, before he grabbed my legs, pushed them on either side of my head, and said, "You may come after fifty strokes, is that clear, my cum-bucket-Mommy?"
"Yeeees," I whimpered, as his cock, in this position, hit depths I didn't know existed. My ankles were at my ears and his whole body was pressed against me.
"I am going to go back and forth between your cunt and ass, Mommy-slave," he announced, as his cock pulled out of my cunt and filled my ass.
"Fuuuuuck," I screamed, the angle making his cock go deeper than I could imagine.
The next few minutes were sexual euphoria as my body was riddled with pleasure from the unorthodox and yet completely mind-numbing fucking. He went back and forth between my pussy and ass, stroke after stroke, creating a slow but rising pleasure that had my whole body trembling. I tried to count, but couldn't concentrate properly as my son fucked my cunt and ass hard and deep.
"Like this Mommy," he asked.
"Looooove it, Master," I screamed.
"Where do you want my cum, Mommy-slut?" he asked, as he continued to pull out of one hole and into another.
"Wherever you want, Joeeeeey," I moaned.
"Is my slut's cunt protected?" he asked.
"Nooooooo," I moaned, never even considering the thought of getting pregnant until then.
"Your wet, slut cunt it is," he announced, as he filled my ass once more.
"Okkkkkkay," I whimpered, not caring about anything but the impending orgasm that was near apocalyptic measures.
"Only ten more strokes, Mom," he said, his cock now filling my cunt.
"I can't last much longer, Joey," I weakly admitted.
"Come before fifty and you will be punished," he threatened as he filled my ass again.
"I'm tryyyyyying," I whined, the orgasm so close I could anticipate it in every pore of my very being.
"I'll make you go through the drive-through at McDonalds with your face coated in cum," he threatened.
The thought only turned me on more even as it horrified me and was the final straw that broke the camel's back as I screamed, "Soooooooooorry Maaaaster." My body tingled from my head to my toes as the most electrifying orgasm of my life surged through me.
"You dumb slut," Joey cursed, even though he was smiling, as he slammed into my ass.
My body continued to shake and quiver as my son continued to pound my cunt and ass, my ankles still at my ears.
Finally, a minute or two later, my orgasm still not having completed its journey through me, Joey began fucking just my cunt. He asked, "Does my bad Mommy want her cunt filled with her son's cum?"
I screamed, the idea so hot, dirty and wrong, which made it feel so fucking right, Yeeees. Joey, fill Mommy's cunt with your cum."
"Tell me what you are," he demanded, even as his breathing increased, his orgasm obviously imminent.
I told him exactly what he wanted to hear. "I am your Mommy-slut, your slave, your cum-bucket, your blow job queen, Breanna's lesbian whore, your fuck-toy, your Mommy, your whore, your pet."
"Fuuuuuuuuuuck," he grunted, and I felt his cum coat my cunt walls.
"That's it baby, fill Mommy's cunt with your cum," I purred, as he continued to pump in and out of my cunt but slower.
After a few more strokes, he pulled out, and rolled beside me. I could feel his cum leaking out of me as I finally was allowed to move my legs into a normal position. I rolled to my side and said, "I have never been fucked so thoroughly."
He smiled, "I could tell, you couldn't even obey my simple instructions."
"Sorry, it was just too much," I said.
"I will have to punish you," he said.
"Yes, Master," I nodded, the thoughts of going through a drive-thru with my son's cum on my face deliciously naughty. "Could we at least make it on the other end of town?"
"I suppose," he shrugged. "Also, you may not come now for three days."
"Three days!" I gasped.
"Should I make it a week?" he threatened.
"No. No, three days is fine," I said, devastated. Now that the dam had been broke, three days seemed like an eternity.
"By the way, I loved the crotchless pantyhose," he said, caressing my legs.
"What about the body stocking?" I asked, playfully.
"That was hot too," he said.
"It's all for you, everything is for you, Joey," I said, kissing his lips.
"I do love you Mom," he said back, returning the soft kiss.
A couple of minutes later, breaking the kiss, he asked, "Is Aunt Carissa coming to my graduation?"
Not even thinking of any scrupulous intent, I replied, "Of course."
"Excellent," he said, his tone suddenly making it very clear of his intention. Suddenly an image of my sister, eight years younger than me, with two younger girls and recently divorced popped into my head.
"You don't plan to add my sister to your harem of MILF sluts?" I asked, even though I already knew the answer.
"Well she is a MILF?" he said.
"That she is," I laughed.
"And I want you to bring her to me," he added, surprising me once again.
I stammered "Y-y-you want me to seduce my sister?"
"Is that a problem?" he asked.
"I-I-I have never been the seductress," I said.
"Well you can practice on one of my MILF sluts first," he said. "Confront them about knowing I am fucking them."
Jane popped into my head. "I would love to put Jane in her place."
"Good, it's a plan," he said.
"What is?" I asked, unclear of what I had just agreed to.
"You will make Jane your bitch and then you will seduce your sister," Joey said.
"Oh," I replied, my head spinning with both trepidation and possibility.
"But first, get dressed we are going to McDonalds," he said, standing up.
"Now?" I asked.
"I think I got one more load in me," he said, his cock shockingly still rock hard.
"What do you feed that thing?" I joked, standing up, realising in only a couple of days my whole world had been turned upside down. I was no longer a lonely single mother, I was now a submissive lesbian to my best friend and a submissive mommy-slut to my son and I wouldn't change a thing.
THE END
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Mommy: Daughter Begins Training Mom
The vibrating egg my daughter, my new Mistress, had left for me was buzzing inside me, I reread the note she had left me for me this morning over and over.
Mom,
It is the morning after...a morning where you may regret the decision you made. That is why I am giving you an out. If you want, we will pretend this never happened and go on with our lives as a traditional family hierarchy: you the mother and me the daughter.
If this is what you want...STOP READING NOW!!!
Signed your loving daughter...
On the other hand, MOMMY-SLUT, if you want to become my unconditional, COMPLETE, sub...my pet, my slut, my obedient slave...well then follow these instructions:
1. Move all your clothes and items into my room and move mine into yours...clearly the Mistress of the house should have the biggest room.
2. You will be naked in the house at all times...but you may have a robe near the door in case company unexpectedly arrives.
3. You will address me as Mistress at all times when we are alone and whenever else I tell you to.
4. There will be no hesitation to my orders any such hesitation...even the slightest...will result in a punishment.
5. You will only orgasm when you have asked for and received my permission.
If you agree to these 5 conditions (and many more that I may add as time goes on), I expect you to go into my room and on my bed, I have left you a present. I expect it to be inside you all day, turned on low, until I get home. You may not come, I want you on the verge of orgasmic bliss all day as you anticipate the beginning of your training as the Mommy-slut you are about to become...a training that will bring you pleasure you can not even imagine (although I am guessing you have been imagining it for a while...haven't you MOMMY-SLUT?)
Now obey, like a good pet...
Signed your dominant daughter Mistress.
It took the majority of the day to switch the rooms around and when I did have free time I had a brief chat with MsAnn about my submission to my daughter. She was thrilled with the progress and told me to keep her up to date.
All day anxiety filled me, as did the constant buzzing of the egg that kept teasing me all day. I was thrilled that I had accomplished my goal of submitting to my beautiful eighteen-year-old daughter; but uncertainty about what was going to happen next had me on eggshells. Every time the phone rang, I hoped it would be her and yet feared it just as much. I was a bundle of nerves and it was almost dinner when I got a text from her.
Have you decided to be my Mommy-slut or return to your role as my traditional mother?
Reading the one sentence flooded me with shame. The ache and loss I felt at the words 'traditional mother' seemed to bring the harsh reality of what I had done to light. I briefly thought what I was throwing away.
Yet, overpowering my shame was my hunger for submission. I flashbacked to Chloe's submission to my daughter that fateful night where what I saw my daughter do changed my life forever; I flashbacked to last night when my daughter had fucked me and declared me her pet. Each brought changes in me, changes I could not undo nor did I want to. Accepting my new role with both excitement and trepidation, I took a deep breath before officially accepting my new role, my leaking eager pussy answering the question for me.
Mistress Kaylee,
Yes, I have accepted my role.
After sending it, I realized that she now had digital evidence of my sin. Instantly stress overwhelmed me and I was trying to calm myself down when another text came.
Mommy-slut,
That is great to hear. I will be home in fifteen minutes with friends. Get dressed. No bra or panties, just a dress and thigh high stockings.
Mistress Kaylee
I stared at the order briefly before quickly going into my new room, Kaylee's room before today, and found a dress, the longest one I could find. Putting it on, I realized it would not hold my 36C breasts in firmly. Keeping the egg in my cunt was a challenge and yet another worry when Kaylee's friends got here. Three more dresses had similar problems and I decided to ignore the no bra instruction. I had just finished putting on black thigh highs when I heard the front door open.
Seconds later, I heard Kaylee call out, "I'm home, Mommy."
I went downstairs trying to be casual as I slowly walked down the stairs terrified that the egg might fall out. I walked into the living room and saw that besides Kaylee, was Chloe Malloy, the Reverend's daughter, who was Kaylee's submissive pet, Erika White the co-cheerleading captain with Kaylee, and Beth Saunders another cheerleader I had only met a couple of times.
"Hi, girls," I greeted, like I would always do when Kaylee brought a friend over.
"Mommy, order us pizza," Kaylee ordered, looking at me with a smile that shifted the second she looked at my chest.
Nervous by her disapproving look, I quickly obeyed, like a maid, "Yes, dear, what would you girls like?"
Kaylee, her tone ice cold, said, "Just bring us the menus, Mother."
The way she said 'Mother', with such disrespect, was utterly humiliating in front of three other teens, yet my response was, "Yes, dear," and I immediately left.
I returned a minute later with the menus and stood waiting patiently, like a servant, while the three girls surveyed the different pizza place menus. Finally, they decided and Kaylee continued to treat me like a servant. She told me what to order then handed me the menus and said, with a wave of her hand implying my dismissal, "Here."
I took the menus, felt the other three girls' eyes on me as I turned and walked to the kitchen. In the kitchen, I phoned in the girls' order and tried to regain my composure. The thought of submitting to Kaylee excited me, yet being treated with such disrespect in front of others was not something I expected.
A sat in the kitchen for a few minutes an emotional mess until Kaylee bellowed, "Mother."
I sighed and returned to the potential humiliation. "Yes, Kaylee," I said, once in the room.
"Where are our drinks?" she said, her tone an accusation.
Even though she hadn't asked for or ordered drinks, I knew my answer should be an apology. "Oh sorry girls," I said, with an insipid giggle, "What would you girls like?"
"Four cokes," Kaylee ordered, clearly the one in charge of her group.
I instantly wondered if Erica or Beth were submissives to Kaylee too, but pushed the thought aside as I said "Coming right up."
I returned to the kitchen, grabbed four cans of coke, and returned to the living room and heard just the end of a sentence out of Erica's mouth. "So you fucked her?"
I instantly went red with the instant fear they were talking about me. I nervously handed each of the girls a coke and asked, "Can I get you ladies anything else?"
Kaylee waved me off again. "Nothing now, Mother," again her tone on the word 'Mother' implying a great disrespect towards me.
"I'll be upstairs if you need anything," I offered, before leaving the girls alone.
In my new room a minute later, the buzzing in my pussy was really driving me crazy. I ignored the growing temptation to disobey my daughter's no coming without permission order, but seeing the look of death I received for wearing a bra I decided against it.
I heard giggles, I heard chatter, and every time I wondered if they knew. Trying to distract myself with a book, I grabbed the novel I had been reading. It worked as a distraction until the doorbell rang.
Instantly, Kaylee bellowed, "Mother, the door."
I sighed and quickly hurried down the stairs. As I did, the egg slipped out of my wet cunt and bounced down the stairs. I gasped mortified and quickly picked it up and shoved it back in before anyone could notice. Flushed, my cunt's scent on my fingers, I answered the door. I paid the pizza girl and brought the pizzas into the living room.
"Plates?" Kaylee said, the question rhetorical, the expectation clear.
"Coming right up," I responded cheerfully.
I returned a minute later with plates and handed one to each girl.
"Thanks Ms. Pierce," Beth said.
"Yes, thank you so much Mother," Kaylee said, her tone dripping with condescension.
Ignoring it, I replied, "You girls are so welcome. Is there anything else?"
"No, Mother, that is all," Kaylee replied her words firm and clearly implying I was to go.
Back upstairs, I sighed, as I looked in the mirror and tried to come to grips with my treatment. I was turned on thinking of submitting to Kaylee, yet the treatment downstairs, the utter disrespect, was not a turn on at all.
I went onto my laptop and logged in. I quickly sent a lengthy message to MsAnn explaining all that had transpired the past twenty-four hours. A few minutes later, MsAnn replied.
MsAnn: U did it? WOW!!!
Evesub: Thanks...your advice was instrumental.
MsAnn: Well now we are both daughter fuckers.
Evesub: I guess we are
MsAnn: So now what?
Evesub: She is downstairs and has been treating me like a maid.
MsAnn: She is testing u
Evesub: So what do I do?
MsAnn: That is up to you. Are you willing to allow others to know of your incest act?
Evesub: Not if possible. Plus I don't like her treating me with such disrespect in front of her friends.
MsAnn: A tricky fine line. She is testing you like she would with a late curfew. So you must make it clear that as a mother you are to be respected when others are around
Evesub: That makes sense, but what if she doesn't agree
MsAnn: Well, you crossed the line, my dear...Pandora's Box has been opened and with it does come potential consequences.
Evesub: I didn't think that through completely, did I?
MsAnn: No, but would you go back in time and not do what you did?
I thought about that briefly and realized I wouldn't. I never felt more alive than in that brief moment of submission, and I wanted and craved more.
Evesub: No.
MsAnn: No, what?
Evesub: I wouldn't not do it. I mean I don't regret it, I just don't want the whole world to know I am a submissive to my own daughter.
MsAnn: But you are.
Evesub: Yes, but....
MsAnn: Accept the reality that your life has changed...but if you are honest with her off the bat maybe she will respect your wishes for both confidentiality and using you sexually
Evesub: I guess
"Mother, what are you doing in my room?" Kaylee said as I sat on what was now her bed.
I stammered, quickly closing my computer, "Just chatting online."
She walked in and said with a heavy, condescending sigh, "You really are going to need a lot of training."
"Kaylee," I began sheepishly, trying to start the conversation.
"I am Mistress when alone," she turned and snapped.
I again stammered, "S-s-sorry, Mistress Kaylee, can we talk?"
"That is what we are doing," she replied, going to the closet.
"I mean can we clarify boundaries," I struggled to get out, as she began getting undressed in front of me.
"I think I made the boundaries pretty clear already, did I not?" she questioned, not even looking at me as she was now only in her panties and bra.
"Yes, but I was referring to your treatment of me in front of your friends," I continued on, even though her tone was menacing.
Turning to me as her bra hit the floor, my eyes magnetically drawn to them, she asked, "What about it?"
"I am still your mother," I tried to explain.
"Don't you mean my mommy-slave," she asked back, as she tugged her panties down, her perfect ass staring me in the face.
I felt my pussy tingle at the name, as she seemed to frame her ass for me.
"What Mommy, are you distracted by your hunger to eat your daughter's ass while her friends are downstairs waiting for her?" she asked, pulling her ass cheeks apart.
"Please, Kaylee," I weakly protested, my brief moment of standing up for yourself already fading.
"Crawl to me, Mother," she ordered her use of the word 'mother' clearly derogatory.
"What about your friends?" I asked, even as I began moving towards her like a moth drawn to a flame.
She smirked at the reality I was moving even as I asked the question. "Mother dearest, who runs this house now?"
"You do, Mistress," I answered, reaching her.
"And does the Mistress of the house ever get questioned?" she asked.

"No, Mistress," I said, reluctantly.
"Yet, you just questioned her, did you not?" she continued.
"Yes," I whispered.
"So you need to be disciplined for your disobedience," Kaylee concluded spreading her cheeks, her tight rosebud staring me in the eyes.
"Yes, Mistress," I agreed, suddenly wanting to lick her ass, something that had never once in my life been a consideration or turn-on.
"Beg to lick your daughter's ass, slut," Kaylee ordered, her ass just inches from my face.
I stammered, talking dirty making myself wet at the same time, distracted by her ass, drawn into the submission, forgetting her friends downstairs, "M-M-Mistress, may your slut mother eat your asshole?"
"What a dirty mouth you have, my dear," she quipped back, playing on the words of her favorite childhood story 'Little Red Riding Hood'.
"All the more for eating you with," I replied back, playing along like a good submissive, my cunt beginning to leak down my leg.
"Fuck Mom, you really are one submissive little dyke," she said, seemingly impressed as she reached back grabbed my head and pulled me between her ass cheeks.
Like a good eager slut, I extended my tongue and began licking my daughter's ass. The submission was so humiliating, yet equally exhilarating as I committed the taboo twisted act. I wanted to please my daughter at all costs, my brief moment of trepidation forgotten in the moment it took for my daughter to threaten disciplining me.
The taste of her ass was surprisingly not as unpleasant as I anticipated, it was more salty sweet sweat then the other more disgusting assumption.
After just a few seconds of the submissive sexual task, Kaylee moved away and began getting dressed again as I watched on my knees waiting further instructions. Once she was dressed, she turned around and said, "See you later, Mommy-slut the girls and I are going to a party. Be sure to clean up downstairs."
"Yes, Mistress," I agreed, as I watched her walk out of the room again leaving me wanting more.
I didn't leave the room until after I heard the front door close. My pussy was on fire, but obeying the expectations laid out for me, I refrained from fanning the flames of the fire and instead tried to squelch them with a cold shower. It didn't work, but it did relax me a bit. I straightened out the mess left by the girls in the living room with no idea how long she would be gone. When the task was competed I sat down thinking what I should do next. I probably should call MsAnn back but it seemed our conversation had reached a conclusion. I tried to relax by reading a book. Exhausted, I was just getting ready for bed when I received a text from Kaylee.
Mommy-slut,
I will be home in a few minutes, I expect you at the door, naked, except for your thigh high stockings. It is time for your training to begin!!!
Mistress Kaylee
The fire in my cunt that had been lingering like a constant reminder of my submission instantly rekindled and began to burn bright. My hands trembled with excitement as I texted back:
Mistress Kaylee
I eagerly wait on my knees for you.
Your mommy-slut
Strangely, typing such words only enhanced my eagerness to submit. My hunger to taste her overriding every other natural instinct I had.
Each second felt like a minute, each minute felt like an hour as I waited, my nipples hard, my pussy juice leaking slightly, as I waited by the door like a puppy waiting for its master.
As soon as the door opened, I realized my daughter was not alone as I heard more than one voice from just outside the door.
I wanted to cover myself up, the thought of others seeing my submission suddenly mortifying, yet before I had time to react, I was staring at the one friend returning with my daughter Erica.
Erica stopped in her tracks, mouth wide open, as she followed behind Kaylee.
Kaylee said, "Good girl, crawl over here to get your reward, Mommy slut."
Humiliated, I fell to all fours and crawled like a puppy to her as her pretty brunette friend watched in stunned silence. When I reached Kaylee, she bent down and patted my head. "You are such a good girl," she repeated, treating me like a puppy.
"I can't fucking believe it," Erica said, her tone implying a mixture of shock and awe.
Kaylee responded in her usual confident tone, "Told you."
Erica finally spoke. "I know you said you thought your mom was a dyke, but this...this is...."
"Awesome," my daughter finished the sentence.
"Stunning, I was going to say."
"My mom is my pet. She will obey any order, won't you, Mommy?"
I nodded in the affirmative, my humiliation burning through my very core, yet unable to actually say the words.
"Use words, Mommy-slut," Kaylee ordered, able to see right through my insecurities.
"Yes," I whispered.
"Yes, what?" she demanded.
"Yes, I will obey you."
"Bark!" she ordered.
Mortified by the demand, yet oddly tantalized, I barked
"Roll over," she ordered.
Humiliation building, I rolled over awkwardly, my cunt now on display to my daughter and her friend.
Kaylee slipped out of her heels and tossed one a few feet away. "Fetch, Mommy."
A new shade of red was created at that moment as my cheeks already ruby red went even darker I imagine. Yet, already so far over the line, I crawled quickly to the heel, bent down and grabbed it between my teeth and brought it back to my very amused daughter.
"This is fucking amazing," Erica raved, "Can you make Elaine a pet too?"
Elaine was Erica's mother, someone I had coffee with on occasion, we were not best friends but in the same mother circle because of our daughters.
"Think you can seduce Mrs. White, Mommy-slut?" Kaylee asked.
"I-I-I don't know," I stammered, the idea unfathomable.
"The question was rhetorical you dumb slut," Kaylee sighed. "You are to make it happen, is that clear?"
"Y-y-yes, Mistress," I babbled, humiliated by my treatment, yet turned on just the same.
Erica was giddy with excitement. "I can't wait, I want my own Mommy-pet."
"Until then," Kaylee asked Erica, "Do you want to play with my pet?"
"Oh my God, yes," Erica admitted, her face also flushed, hinting at just how horny she was.
"Get undressed sexy," Kaylee suggested.
I watched from my subservient position, as Erica quickly discarded her skimpy outfit. She was very attractive, with small but firm tits and a trimmed but still hairy pussy.
Kaylee sat down on her usual chair and said, "Mommy pet, you may have a snack."
Erica sat on the couch, spread her legs, and patted her pussy. This was my last chance to stand up and keep what little dignity I had left, but the magnetic pull was too powerful, my desire to obey too strong and my need to please all I could think of. Like a puppy, I quickly obeyed and was between the teenager's tanned legs. I hesitated briefly before Erica ordered, "Start licking, puppy."
I leaned forward and began lapping my daughter's friend's cunt in front of her. Erica's pussy was hairier than I thought when I began licking, but her pubes captured her heavenly scent. Although I was nervous and tentative at first, I soon got into a rhythm and began pleasing her. I explored her cunt like Christopher Columbus explored America, with wonder and amazement. Each new sound excited me, each slight gush of wetness created a hunger for more and her hands in my hair fulfilled by need of utter submission regardless of the cost. As I explored every inch of her cunt, her moans began softly, but as I continued to explore, to use my tongue to spread open her canyon of pleasure, eventually digging deeply inside her pleasure canal with my tongue she got wetter and soon her moans got louder.



My daughter asked, "Is my Mom a good cunt-muncher?"
"Yeeeees," Erica moaned, her body trembling, "she will maaaaake a good addition to our dyke cluuuuub."
"I thought she might," my daughter announced, as I wondered how many other girls were a part of the dyke club.
"Oh yeeees, she will be a great addition," Erica moaned as her breathing increased.
Eager to get her off, I sucked her swollen clit into my mouth while sliding a finger inside her volcano of lust, as I watched and lapped as an eruption exploded out of her.
"Aaaaaaaaaah, your Mom is making me come, oh fuck, oh fuck, oh, oh, oh, fuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuck!"
I was rewarded with a gush of her sweet lava coating my mouth and face. I eagerly lapped up as much of her cum as I could while feeling hands on my hips.
Erica spoke, once her breathing finally had become less erratic, "That was fucking hot. Crazy hot."
"Go get me a strap-on Erica. It is time I fucked my Mommy-slut."
Erica quickly stood up and disappeared as my daughter continued, "Mom, we are going to have so much fun. Next week I am going to have a cheerleader sleepover and you will be the maid."
"Oh my," I blurted, stunned by her idea.
"Oh my, indeed," she smiled. "You will be a full-service maid."
"You switched rooms?" Erica called from upstairs.
"Of course, I am the Mistress of the house I should have the master bedroom shouldn't I?" Kaylee called back.
"You are fucking brilliant," Erica called back.
"But won't someone say something?" I asked, petrified of the truth of my incestuous submission being revealed.
She chuckled. "They are all under me. Every one of them are my dykes. I have incriminating evidence against them all. They know their place, just as you will."
"Oh," I replied, overwhelmed with all I didn't know about my daughter before this journey of seduction and submission began; yet equally impressed by the confidence that exuded out of her.
Erica returned carrying one of Kaylee's strap-ons. Erica put it on my daughter, as she sat back on the couch, while I watched eagerly knowing where that big cock was going. Kaylee's cock standing like a missile, she ordered, "Come straddle me, Mommy slut."
Thankful to be off my knees and desperate to get fucked, I quickly straddled my daughter and slowly lowered myself onto her cock before letting out a yelp the vibrating egg still in me.
Kaylee laughed, "Maybe we should take that out."
Straddling Kaylee, I awkwardly moved off the cock, pulled out the sticky egg, tossed it aside and quickly swallowed the toy with my burning cunt.I was so wet, the toy easily filled my desperate cunt. I began riding the cock, wanting nothing more than an orgasm at the hands of my beautiful daughter. I bounced up and down, taking the whole cock inside my pussy, wanting it to go deeper and deeper. A couple of minutes in, Kaylee began bucking her hips up, meeting my bounce and fulfilling my desire to have the cock go deeper. The first pump hurt, but was soon replaced with a burning pleasure.
Kaylee demanded, "I want you to come for me in 10 seconds, slut. No more, no less."
Eager to obey, I continued bouncing, while my hand went to my swollen clit. I heard her count down as I frantically tried to time my orgasm. Feeling the crescendo building, at five I began slapping my clit and each slap shot a convulsion though me. I timed it perfectly my orgasm quaked through me as my daughter demanded, "Now, slut. Come for your Mistress, Mommy-slut."
"Aaaaaaaaaaah, fuuuuuuuuuck, yes Mistreeeeeeeess, I'm your slut, oh godddddddddddddd yeeeeeees!!" I bellowed as the most intense orgasm in my life blasted through my entire body.
I fell forward into her, my body weak, and allowed the orgasm to continue its journey through me. I don't know how long I was leaning on my daughter with my eyes closed, but when I opened them, Erica was smiling at me. "Go get me a drink of water, Mommy-slut."
"Yes, Mistress," I agreed, as I weakly stood up, my legs still feeling like rubber. I gingerly made my way to the kitchen, even as my pussy juice continued to stream down my leg, the aftershocks of the earthquake continuing to tremble through me.
In the kitchen, I poured myself a drink as well and took a breath to recover. I shook my head at everything I had just done, mortified by my weakness and yet completely sexually satisfied in ways I never had been before. I returned a moment later with a glass of water for my daughter who was now being eaten by Erica who was between my daughter's legs. I was instantly jealous, eager to taste from the source the juice I had savoured a few times in her panties.
Kaylee, seeing me watching longingly, smiled, "Does Mommy want to taste her daughter's cunt?"
"Yes, badly," I admitted.
"Crawl to me, slut," my daughter demanded.
I obeyed and Erica moved away, allowing me access to my daughter's pussy.
I crawled between Kaylee's legs and stared at her perfect pussy. My fantasy now about to become a reality, I leaned forward.
Kaylee stopped me. "I didn't say you could lick me yet, did I?"
"Sorry, no, you didn't," I replied scorned.
"Beg to eat your daughter's cunt," she demanded.
I didn't hesitate obeying the order, hungry to both submit without reservation and taste my daughter's cunt which was so close now, I could nearly taste it. "Please Mistress Kaylee, can Mommy lick your cunt? Mommy wants to get her Mistress, her daughter, off like a good submissive cunt-licking slut." The self-degradation somehow turned me on even more as I looked up at my beautiful smiling daughter.
Erica said, "I got that on video."
"Good," Kaylee said, as I let out a surprised gasp.
"It's ok, Mother, I don't show such humiliating images unless provoked, and you will be making a much more humiliating video for me later anyways, like all my other dyke sluts," she explained.
"Okay?" I said, my tone clearly showing my insecurity.
"Erica, what did you do on video?" Kaylee asked.
"Sucked Elmer Wells's cock," Erica said. I gasped again as Elmer was a seventy year old member of our church.
"And," Kaylee continued.
"Then I let him fuck my ass in church a couple of hours before the service," Erica admitted, strangely without a hint of shame.
"What should we make my Mommy-slut do?" Kaylee asked, as she grabbed my head and pulled me into her wet cunt.
I tried to listen while I began licking, but the intoxicating scent and taste had my brain shifting to sexual pleasure toy and I zoned out even though the conversation was about me and some humiliating sexual act. That said, I couldn't imagine a more humiliating act to have as blackmail then eating my own daughter's cunt.
Although I could hear odd words like, ass, public, and orgy, I focused on getting my daughter off. I wanted to get her off and wanted to taste her cum as it flowed out of her because of my tongue. I licked Kaylee's pussy lips, I sucked her clit between my lips and as her legs tightened around my head I slid a finger inside her wet cunt.
Kaylee moaned, "That's it Mommy, get your Mistress daughter off."
I searched for her g-spot as I teased her clit relentlessly. Finally, finding the often elusive g-spot, something no man had ever found in me, I began to tap it like a drum.
Kaylee's moans increased instantly and I could tell she was going to come soon. "Oh yes, dooooon't stop Mommmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmy -sluuuuuuuuut."
I obeyed continuing to give as much pleasure as I possibly could to my beautiful Mistress, to prove I would indeed be a good pet.
"Fuuuuuuuuuuuck," Kaylee screamed as her orgasm hit her and I was rewarded with a gush of her cum as it flooded out of her and into my eager mouth. Her cum tasted like the finest of wines as I couldn't get enough of Kaylee's addicting taste. I continued licking, my finger still inside her until she pushed me away, "Stop, I'm going to pee."
Erica quipped, "We haven't made anyone do that before."
Kaylee laughed, "That is true."
My finger covered in my daughter's cum, I put my finger in my mouth and retrieved every drop of Kaylee's cum.
"You really are an eager lez, Mommy-slut," Kaylee said, as she stood up. "I really do need to pee."
I watched Kaylee disappear as Erica asked, "So are you really going to seduce my Mother?"
"It seems so," I replied, thinking I wouldn't even know where to begin.
"I can't wait," Erica said, just the thought of it seemed to get her horny as she said, "Come get me off, you little slut, until I have my own Mommy-slut to use."
"Yes, Erica," I replied, crawling back between her legs. As I began licking, I wondered what my daughter had in store for me. My cunt leaked at the thought of being drawn further into the world of lesbian submission.
I licked slowly as I pondered my future as a submissive lesbian to my flesh and blood and wondering besides a weekend slave for a group of teen cheerleaders, what was the other humiliating tasks Kaylee had in mind. A chill went up my spine as my mind spun with possibilities and I felt hands on my hips.
"Ready to get ass fucked, Mommy?" my daughter asked.
I didn't even hesitate as I said, between licks, "Yes, Mistress, fuck Mommy's ass."
I felt warm liquid between my ass cheeks and after some rubbing of my puckered back door, Kaylee slowly pushed forward and after a brief resistance I felt my ass get filled.
I whimpered, "Aaaaaaaaaaah," as a burning pain seared through me. Yet, I allowed the pain to linger, then simmer, as Kaylee slowly fucked my ass.
"Good, Mommy," Kaylee purred, as she promised, "This is just the beginning, Mommy."
"I hoooooooope so," I whimpered, my body now just a vessel of pleasure for my daughter...and I wouldn't have it any other way.
THE END
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Summary: A brief essay about my philosophy on writing sequels.
Thanks: To MAB7991 for a quick edit of this brief essay.
To my fans,
I am greatly appreciative of your support for my stories. I love when you leave comments and when you e-mail your thoughts. I love getting requests for original stories and I also love the fevered requests I get for sequels. Alas, therein lies the rub to quote Shakespeare.
The more stories I write the more requests I get for sequels. I try to balance my writing in the following order:
-Contest stories...there are six contests a year and I try to write at least two, sometimes three original stories for the contest (sequels are not allowed)
-Sequels
-Requested stories...although I don't do a lot of those due to time (the concept being if it turns me on enough I may do it)
-Novellas...I try to do one a year at least that are different from my usual themes (She-Male School, Deconstructing the Professor, or the newest the just released DARK Desires)
-New stories in my usually categories (lesbian, incest, gay, interracial, anal or group mostly)
Now I hope you see my dilemma. Every story I have written has had numerous sequel requests. For example, I had three contest stories in the most recent 2013 Nude Day contest: NUDE Lesbian Wrestling: Coed Tricked, Straight Cocksucker and Mom Submission. Each of these stories has had many sequel requests...meanwhile I am busy writing other stories and sequels.
The most common complaint is why I don't finish one series before I start another. There are a few reasons:

	I am already writing other stories (I actually am always writing at least two at a time...thank goodness for my editor MAB7991 for catching continuity errors I sometimes have)




	I never know which story will be popular. For example, I thought Like Mother, Like Daughter is one of my best stories and yet it has very few reads...although a good score.




	Lastly, writing sequels is much more work than writing a new story.




Difficulty of Writing Sequels:
The biggest problem is that I believe my greatest strength is creating interesting characters and setting-up enticing, fun sexual situations. In sequels, the set-up is already done thus continuing to build on the characters or the set-up is a lot more difficult.

For example, it has worked well in What Mom Knows series where the story evolved from a mom-son incest story...to a complex MILF-teen love story, while still keeping the incest.
On the other hand, Making Mommy Mine two was a complete mess...a story just to write a sequel (in all fairness it was one of my first sequels and I really didn't know what I was doing). However, I have gone back and read that now and realize it added nothing to the characters or the plot, if anything it took away from part one.
So, now when I write a sequel...I am determined to make it as good as possible and worth reading. For example, Bedding the Babysitter has had just six chapters in three years and that is because each chapter had been very difficult to write. I wrote seven different version starts before I finally came up with the chapter six that is now published. I have started part seven at least three times and yet I have not come up with the right plot, one that I wish to continue as of yet (although I am trying something a little different which I hope turns into part 7). Sometimes inspiration takes time.
As an author, it is important to understand each story is a journey. For example, Mom Submission was supposed to be a quick stroke mom-son incest story for the 2013 Nude Day Contest, but as I continued to write, it evolved into the lengthy meandering complex story it is.
In conclusion, as I don't want to beat a dead horse to death, I write a lot (too much truthfully) and will always do my best to write stories that are interesting and also write sequels to stories my readers most request.
That said....they take time.
My newest story (Mommy: Daughter Begins Training Mom), a sequel strangely, has had strange comments about me not writing sequels fast enough...which led to this author's rant.
So if you really loved a story leave a comment, e-mail me your suggestions for sequels and, of course, vote. I do read all online comments and check my e-mail almost daily (and respond to the majority of my e-mail) and respond as best I can as time permits (I do have a full time teaching career, have two children and a husband that take up a major portion of my time). The stories that get the most requests for sequels are often the ones I write first...I will also be honest with you if I don't intend to write another sequel (for example I doubt I will ever write a sequel to Blackmailing Beauty or another chapter to my first story The Complete Submission).
That all said, besides two contest stories, I will be releasing Pet Mommy 3: Falling Deeper into Incest in August 2013 and am starting sequels to a few other stories including a very big surprise to the most requested sequel with over 200 comments: CATCHING MOMMY...hopefully to out in October 2013.
Thanks for reading my rant, reading my stories and all the support you have given me.
PS: I could write another essay on grammar errors comments. But to keep it short, I am a good writer, I have great editors but due to my excessive writing some minor things do often get missed (of instead of if for example). Although I wish every story was perfect, creating such perfection would greatly slow down my productivity.
For example, DARK Desires which was just released was edited by three different people, besides myself, and I estimate over forty hours of editing by my editors and another 5-10 hours as I made the edits, changed minor plot issues, and so forth.
Again, I appreciate all the support I get, but felt it was important to put some perspective and explain my rationale for why I do what I do.
Your humble author
Jasmine
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Summary: Couple live out bisexual fantasies with dominant BLACK teens.
Note 1: This story is dedicated to TheOriginalAnonymous who suggested the idea and was a sounding board as this lengthy tale developed.
Note 2: Thanks to MAB7991, LeAnn and TheOriginalAnonymous for their editing.
Note 3: EROTIC MOVIE SCENES WATCHED ARE IN BOLD ITALICS; flashbacks and dreams are just in italics.
WARNING: Although this is in the INTERRACIAL category, there is a fair amount of gay sex (white coach submitting to his 18-year-old star black basketball player) and lesbian sex (coach's outgoing sexually aggressive white girlfriend submitting to an 18-year-old black cheerleader and twin sister to the black basketball player) in the story. Yet, the story really is about a young couple's journey into interracial submission but in a loving, supportive way. That said, if gay sex, lesbian sex, interracial submission and nasty language offend you, please don't read any further.
In conclusion, the heart of the story is a very, very, very unorthodox love story...just with a lot of gay, lesbian and interracial sex.
I hope you enjoy...JASMINE
Couple's Bi-sexual DARK Desires
1. A BIG Surprise
It's funny how you never really see things coming until they hit you right in the face.
My life was about as normal as possible. I am thirty-two, still in great physical shape, and a basketball coach at one of the top ten high school basketball programs in Texas. I have a younger girlfriend who keeps me on my toes and in great shape from all the sex. She is a nymphomaniac and very adventurous. My first sexual encounter in public, my first blow job while driving, and my first time having anal sex have all been with Ashley.
It wasn't like I didn't have lots of experience before Ashley, I was a basketball star in high school dating the prettiest cheerleader and getting plenty of sex with her. I had a scholarship to a college where I dated many hot coeds and since becoming a teacher I had bedded quite a few women before I met Ashley. I am gifted with a solid thick seven-inch cock that has impressed many of the ladies I have been with throughout the years. That said, even after an active sex life, being with Ashley made me realize that I had lived a rather vanilla sex life. I just assumed the girls in porn existed only in porn. Then I met Ashley.
I still remember our first meeting. We met at a bar, I was there with some buddies to watch the NCAA basketball playoffs, while she was there at a bachelorette party for a sorority sister of hers. She was nearing the end of her courses for a nursing degree at the time and was just finishing her residency. Her white pantyhose caught my eye, nylons being a weakness of mine. She quickly discovered this, and subsequently wore thigh high stockings for me on all our dates. She even surprised me one time on the carnival, showing me that she was going commando on the Tunnel of Love ride before riding me to a mutually enjoyable climax.
Besides being a sexual savant, she also loves basketball, understands the rules (rare for a woman in my experience), loves eighties pop music, is an avid reader and loves kids movies (although we eventually agreed to disagree on best animated film of all time: she is adamant it is Toy Story (which is a great choice), but I am just as adamant it is the rarely seen but equally brilliant Meet the Robinsons).
As I was saying, you never really know at the time when a seed has been planted. For our one year anniversary, Ashley insisted that instead of going out, we would spend the night indoors. She also insisted that we only buy each other one present and it must be a sex present. I, of course, wasn't convinced that she was serious, so I bought her some very nice jewelry (I long ago learned diamonds are a girl's best friend), but also bought her a slutty school girl outfit complete with plaid skirt and knee high stockings...another fantasy of mine (teaching high school seniors is often torture when some of the girls come to class dressed in tight sweaters, short skirts or, on rare occasion, wearing pantyhose. It hasn't helped that I am still a pretty good looking guy, if I do say so myself and have had my fair share of pretty students imply that they were more than willing to cross the inappropriate line between teacher and student...thankfully I have been able to resist the temptation).
I came home from work with flowers (flowers being a necessity for any sort of anniversary) and was surprised to see my beautiful blonde girlfriend in a tiny apron, beige thigh highs, and nothing else. She asked seductively, "Are you hungry?"
I stammered, "F-f-famished."
"Good, I have your favourite," she smiled, lifting up her apron to reveal her trimmed, ready to eat, pussy.
I love eating pussy. Some guys think it is disgusting, but to me it is just the gentlemanly thing to do. If I expected a blow job, I should be willing to give as well as receive.
Over time, I have gotten very good at it and, although most women loved my big cock, they loved my expert tongue even more. I loved to tease, get them revved up until they begged for release, or as in Ashley's case, she usually grabbed my head and fucked herself to orgasm on my face. Ashley looked prim, proper and sweet in public, but behind closed doors when her libido was running, which was almost always, she transformed into a powerful, insatiable nympho.
I moved to her and kissed her passionately. Breaking the kiss, I began to lower myself to her sweet nectar but she stopped me. "All in good time, my love. I really did make you your favourite meal."
We ate, my cock on constant alert, as we talked about basketball and this Friday's division championship game (a win and we would be going to the state championships in two weeks), about her crazy morning at the hospital (that included a women having quintuplets and a child swallowing a hot wheels car) and about our upcoming trip to Europe for Easter break.
Once dinner was done and we polished off the first bottle of wine, Ashley asked, "So what did you get me?"
I smiled, "Actually I got you two presents."
"You cheated," she said, slapping me, her breast almost falling out of her thin apron.
"I just wanted to show you how much you really mean to me," I answered, handing her the small box.
"You shouldn't have," she said, her eyes betraying how pleased she was that I had ignored her present perimeters.
"Yes I should've, you deserve to be treated like the perfection you are," I replied, realizing just how corny I sounded as soon as I heard my words aloud.
"Perfection am I?" She laughed, as she began opening the box.
"I teach math and coach basketball, flowery odes of love are not really my forte," I countered, defending myself.
"That is why I fell for you, Adam, your caveman romance," she quipped, opening the box. After a pause, as she stared at it, she said, "It-it-it is beautiful."
"As are you," I added, meaning it. Her crystal blue eyes, glowing red cheeks, adorable dimples and sultry sweet lips created the most beautiful woman I had ever known.
She took the promise ring out of the box and put it on her finger. "Wow!"
"So you like it?" I asked relieved. "It took me forever to choose the right one."
"It is perfect," she smiled radiantly. After a long, tender kiss, she said, "I really did only get you one sex present."
"That's okay, all I really need is you," I answered, meaning it. I didn't need presents, I just needed her love.
Grabbing my hand, she led me to the living room. "I didn't bother wrapping it," she explained, letting my hand go and going over to my blu ray player.
"Before we start, you still have to unwrap your other present," I pointed out.
"Give me, give me," she said, reaching for the package behind my back.
"I don't know," I teased, moving the package out of her reach, her firm small breasts crashing into me.
Demonstrating impressive flexibility, she swung around me and with lightning speed grabbed the box from me. She opened it and smiled, "You dirty, dirty man. You want me to dress up like some slutty little twelfth grader for you to fuck."
Her tone was playful and I loved it when she talked dirty. "Better you in a school girl outfit then some actual slutty eighteen-year-old, and trust me there are lots to choose from."
"I bet there are," she smirked playfully before kissing me hard. Breaking the kiss a minute later, she gave my stiff cock a firm squeeze through my pants and said with naughty promise, "I'll be back in five, Teach."
I watched her leave, my mind envisioning all the things I wanted her to do in my schoolgirl fantasy. Even though I had envisioned it in my head exactly what she would look like in the sexy outfit, nothing prepared me for what she actually looked like, especially since she had completed the image by putting her hair in pigtails.
"Holy shit," I elegantly complimented, my inner Neanderthal coming out in full force.
"Oh, you really do know how to flatter a girl," she teased, turning around to show me the outfit from behind.
"I can officially die and go to heaven now," I quipped back.
"Oh honey, you haven't seen anything yet," she purred, sauntering over to the blu ray player and putting a disc in. I stared at her legs in the sheer white knee-high nylon stockings; her pink painted toenails looking tantalizing and the pigtails driving me crazy. "Are you ready for your present, Mr. Jarvis?"
Hearing her address me as Mr. Jarvis, as my students do only enhanced the fantasy as I stammered, "y-y-yes, Ms. Grisham."
She pressed play and walked over to me slowly, with such a deliberate strut that I felt like I was the prey and she the hunter. She reached me and said, "When I saw this I instantly knew it was perfect for you."
On the screen, the movie started, it was a porno, called Teaching Teacher. I gasped, just as she sat beside me on the sofa, "You bought me porn."
"I did," she nodded, moving her mouth to my ear. "Do you like?"
"V-v-very much," I stammered, distracted by her hot breath on my ear and the beginning of the movie.
She tugged on my ear, before whispering, "I am going to make every fantasy you ever imagined come true, Mr. Jarvis."
My hand went to her leg, but she snapped her fingers and I stopped; I had learned to obey her commands. As I moved my hand away obediently, I really would do anything for this woman, she said, "First, the movie."
She sat back, put her hand in mine, and we began watching the movie as if it were Sleepless in Seattle or some other romantic comedy and not a porno called Teaching Teacher.
The scene started with a teacher at his desk grading papers at home. His wife, dressed in a fuck me skirt, stockings and boots, and leading a handsome black man, who we later learned was her boss, came into his home office and made idle chit chat with her husband. The boss's hand was clearly on the wife's ass and as he was looking at the husband, he put his hands on the pretty redhead's shoulders and wordlessly pushed her onto her knees. The husband gasped as his wife wordlessly unbuckled the black man's belt, pulled down his trousers, tugged down his underwear, and released a black python of a cock.
The massive cock slapped her in the face and the camera zoomed in on the stunned husband's face as he watched his wife open wide and take the nine-inch cock in her mouth. The camera panned back and forth between the wife, who was clearly not sucking the big cock for the first time and her husband, frozen in awe.
She bobbed greedily on the black dick before, finally, she took the huge cock out of her mouth. Shockingly, she then started trying to convince her husband to come join her in worshipping the black gentleman's perfect cock. The husband feebly protested, even though he was clearly in awe of both his wife's actions and the huge cock he couldn't take his eyes off of.
Reluctantly, after more sweet talk from his wife, the teacher walked over and joined his beautiful wife on his knees. He stared at the cock for an eternity before finally, after yet more encouragement from his wife, took it in his hand, barely wrapping his hand around the monstrous cock. His eyes went wide at its hardness and he slowly, tentatively opened his mouth and leaned forward. Being porn, after a few seconds of slow sucking, the teacher began to get into it and his wife held his hands behind his back as he really went to town.
I glimpsed over to Ashley whose mouth was watering and her hand had slid under her plaid skirt. My own cock was ridiculously hard and wanting some attention. I had never seen a guy suck another guy and much to my surprise it didn't gross me out like I thought it would.
Seeing me look at her, she looked at my crotch and assessed correctly, "Does Mr. Jarvis want to come out to play?"
"Desperately," I answered, as she reached over and fished my cock out of my pants. She gently stroked it as she returned her gaze to the gay oral sex scene currently playing on the screen.
The teacher was hungrily bobbing up and down while his wife shifted from soft encouragement to more taunting language. "You love that black cock deep down your throat, don't you?"
The husband moaned, oddly encouraged and turned on by the sudden shift to ridicule.
She rattled a litany of humiliating words at her husband as he pleasured the big black cock for her: "You love that chocolate stick, don't you, Cocksucker?" and "You were made to be on your knees," and "I can't wait to see that big cock up your ass, my little cock lover."
I personally had never considered another man of any race sexually, but somehow the odd thought of being on my knees sucking that huge erection undeniably popped into my head.
The black man grunted as he started coming, and he pulled out his cock, shooting rope after rope of cum onto the white teacher. Cum coated his hair, forehead, nose, mouth and chin. The teacher didn't hesitate as he took the pulsing cock back in his mouth to retrieve any lingering cum.
"Fuck that is hot," Ashley moaned, her one hand stroking my cock, while the other tended to her pussy; her plaid skirt was hiked up enough to reveal she went commando under her school girl uniform.
"What is?" I asked, wanting clarity, "the big black cock the size of Texas or the man on man sex?"
"Both?" She moaned.
"Gay sex turns you on?" I asked, yet another revelation into the kinky side of her.
"Of course," she shrugged. "You like watching two chicks go at it, don't you?"
"It is every man's fantasy," I joked.
"Well, for girls watching two guys go at it is equally hot," she explained.
"I have never heard that before," I responded, as the teacher's wife was now sucking the black man's cock again as her husband ate her out.
"It's true, at least for me anyways," she shrugged, leaning over and taking my cock in her mouth.
After bobbing up and down on my cock for a couple of minutes, she snapped her fingers and ordered, controlling the action as always, "Get undressed, Mr. Jarvis."
I stood up and obliged my eager student.
Ashley slid onto the floor and looked up and asked, "What can I do to earn an 'A', Mr. Jarvis?"
"Deep throating me, Ms. Grisham would be a good start," I answered, once I was completely naked, my seven-inch cock now completely at attention and staring her directly in her face.
"Mmmmmm, Mr. Jarvis, what a big cock you have," she purred, extending her tongue and licking my cock head.
"And what pretty cocksucking lips you have, Ms. Grisham," I countered.
"The better to please you with," she smiled as she took my cock back in her mouth and went to work on one of her earth-shattering, pleasure-inducing, knee-buckling blow jobs. I don't know how she did it, but unlike every other girl who had wrapped their lips around my cock, she created a watery sensation that was similar to fucking a pussy using both her tongue and lips. She could easily take all seven inches of me in her mouth without gagging or missing a beat.
My first load of the evening began boiling after only a couple of minutes of her deep throat sauna and as my breathing began to pick up, my own warning sign to Ashley that I was close to coming, I felt her hands squeeze my ass and was stunned when she slid a finger without warning deep up my ass.
The sensation was dual: a slight burn overwhelmed by an instant orgasm as she triggered my prostate. I grunted, "What the...shiiiiiit," as I filled her mouth with my cum.
As usual, she didn't lose a beat as she expertly swallowed every last drop of cum. As she took my cock out of her mouth once my load was fully retrieved, she asked innocently, her finger still lodged in my ass, "Was that okay, Mr. Jarvis?"
"Amazing, Ms. Grisham," I replied, "but usually I don't allow my students to violate my ass."
She shrugged, "It's just something I learned at band camp."
"Let me return the favour," I smiled, pulling her off her knees and guiding her to the couch.
Staying in character, she asked all innocently, as if she wasn't sure of my intentions, "What are you going to do to me, Mr. Jarvis?"
Dropping to my knees, between her tanned legs, I answered, "I am going to show you how a man shows a woman his gratitude."
I leaned forward and extended my tongue to her beautiful pussy. Already slightly wet, her addicting aroma was captured perfectly in her small bouquet of hair. I allowed myself to be enveloped in the intoxicating scent as I slowly began licking her pussy. I licked slowly, intending to thoroughly enjoy pleasuring her.
After a bit of teasing, my tongue parted her pussy lips and started her on her euphoric rise to orgasmic bliss. She moaned, "That feels so good, Mr. Jarvis."
I pleasured her pussy with paintbrush like tongue strokes until her breathing got heavier and she began getting animated, forgetting our role playing and shifting into her usual near orgasmic dominant personality. She crossed her ankles around my back, grabbed my head, and pulled me in deeper as she began grinding her pussy all over my face and cursing like a drunk sailor. "Yes, yes, lick my cunt, I'm going to fuck your face with my pussy. Oh yes, don't fucking slow down, yes, yes, yeeeeesssss."
She came like a gusher and when she came my face was covered with her pussy juice as it exploded out of her like a dam bursting. I hungrily swallowed as much of her sweet nectar as possible, being addicted to her pussy juices.
Finally, she let go of my head and snapped her fingers as she pointed to the TV and said, "I have got to watch this."
Curious, why she was so excited, I got off my knees and joined Ashley, her legs still trembling from the aftershocks of the orgasm I had just given her and I looked towards the TV.
The married teacher was now on all fours licking his wife's asshole, preparing it for the black man's huge cock.
"Holy shit," I gasped, looking at Ashley, "I can't imagine anyone taking a cock that big in their ass.
Ashley smiled, responded cryptically, "It's possible."
I stammered, "Y-y-you have taken a cock that big in your ass?"
"You fit nicely, don't you?" She asked in reply.
"Yes, but I'm seven inches, he's at least eight, maybe nine. The widescreen makes such judgements hard to make," I joked.



She shrugged, repeating, "It's possible."
"Nice job avoiding answering the question," I quipped back, knowing her well enough to know she wasn't going to give me an answer until she was good and ready. Besides being beautiful and intelligent, she was damn stubborn; unlike me (I am very laid back and more of a people pleaser...except when I coach).
"On that note, are you ready for round two?" She asked, squeezing my still very erect cock.
"It seems so," I joked.
"You ready for a little back door fun?" She teased.
"Always," I eagerly agreed. She didn't let me fuck her ass often, but when she did it was pure heaven, a completely different sensation than her mouth or pussy, not better or worse, just different (you know what they say variety is the spice of life).
"I want you do to that to me," she said, pointing to the screen.
"You want me to lick your ass?" I asked, surprised by her suggestion...this was definitely new.
"Will you, baby?" She asked, pouting her lips, which was an automatic yes as I could never say no to her, and that was doubly true when her pouty face came out.
"If you want me to," I replied, not even pretending to show excitement about it.
Ignoring my tentative tone, she replied, "Delicious," as she got on her knees on the couch and bent over, her perfect ass curved to showcase yet another of her hypnotizing, man controlling assets.
Although not excited by the thought of licking her ass, I moved towards her just as the wife on screen screamed, "That's it, my bitch, eat my ass." Hearing the words made what I was about to do more vulgar and yet oddly turned me on more. I found that every new intimacy initiated by Ashley turned me on more; I found great sexual satisfaction from obeying every crazy sexual demand Ashley threw at me and each one had always ended with a great orgasm for me. Yet this was the most extreme yet of my obedience to her sexually.
Imitating the demanding, overbearing wife in the movie, Ashley turned her head around and ordered, "Let's go baby, eat my ass." Her smile was playful, but her tone was deadly serious.
I pulled her ass cheeks open and admired her tight rosebud. After a brief hesitation, I leaned forward, extended my tongue, and began licking. The taste was indescribable, not tasty, but not disgusting. She instantly said, "That's it baby, eat my ass," her tone playful in comparison to the video playing behind us.
Once I started, it was as natural as eating pussy, as I swirled my tongue around her rosebud, teasing it as I would her pussy. Once it was very wet, I began using my tongue aggressively trying to get my tongue inside her ass, being drawn into the naughtiness of the act.
"That's it, baby, fuck my ass with your tongue," she moaned, seemingly getting turned on as my tongue slowly broke through her tight back door gate.
After a couple of minutes of awkward tongue fucking, she said, "Come on fuck my ass, baby."
As usual, I obeyed, what guy wouldn't, as I got off my knees and stood behind her.
"Wait a second," she said, moving away. "I want to be able to watch the TV while you plow my back door."
On the screen, the black guy was now pounding the wife's ass doggy style, while the submissive white husband was underneath licking his wife's pussy.
The wife on screen asked, "Do you like watching his big black cock slide in and out of your wife?"
He answered, "Yes," while continuing to lick his wife's pussy.
"Do you want this big black cock up your ass?" She asked, as she began bouncing back on the huge black stick, forcing her husband to watch from up close.
"W-w-what? N-no-no," he stammered, surprised by the question.
"You already eagerly took it in your mouth, Cocksucker," she pointed out; as she moaned from the deep ass fucking she was giving herself.
"No," he weakly protested.
"I think you want his big black cock up your white ass," she disagreed, reaching for and stroking his very erect cock. "Your cock is stiff just thinking of becoming a little faggot for black cock, isn't it?"
"But, I---no," he feebly answered, his cock evidence to the contrary.
"Say it, Faggot, say you want that big black juicy cock up your ass," she demanded, stroking her husband's modest cock.
The thought of a black cock being juicy should've been absurd, yet as I stared at the huge black rod pumping in and out of the hot wife's ass, when I suddenly found myself agreeing completely...it was juicy. I shook my head, telling myself I wasn't gay as I moved behind Ashley who was now on all fours on the floor watching the porno scene, seemingly as completely mesmerized as I was.
As I moved behind Ashley, I returned my gaze to the porno.
The cuckolded husband stammered, clearly completely overwhelmed by his predicament and a sudden newfound lust he never knew existed, "I-I-I want his c-c-cock."
"Where, Faggot?" She demanded, tugging roughly on his cock.
"I-I-in my ass," he weakly answered, clearly mortified by the words out of his mouth, even though his gaze never wandered from the huge member.
"Say it all Faggot, declare yourself a white faggot for big black cock," she ordered, stroking his cock furiously.
"F-f-fuuuuck, make me a f-f-faggot for black c-c-cock," he begged, his wife's hand job clearly getting him off.
"Don't you dare come, Faggot," she demanded, "faggots like you only get to come when they have a cock in their ass."
"Please," he pleaded, clearly near orgasm.
She instantly let go of his cock as she begged her black boss, "Fill my ass with your come, baby. Then our new faggot can retrieve your cum from my ass."
"Fuck, you are a dirty little slut," her boss commented with a smile as he slammed his huge cock deeply into her ass.
"Stop fantasizing about his black cock and get your cock in my ass," Ashley demanded, her tone playful, but her words nonetheless shocked me.
I was immersed in the interracial fucking, but having her accuse me of fantasizing about black cock surprised me. I shook myself mentally and positioned my cock in between her ass cheeks and was surprised when she pushed back taking my cock in her ass, just like the gal in the movie.
As Ashley began fucking herself, my curiosity got the better of me and I returned to watching the video. I had missed the black boss coming, but returned in time to see the next submissive act.
The wimp husband crawled behind his wife, cum dripping out of her ass, and began retrieving the black man's cum.
As if the cocksucking and facial wasn't humiliating enough, this was even worse. The act of being coerced to lick another man's cum out of your wife's ass has to be the ultimate humiliation.
"You like that, baby?" Ashley asked, now taking all my cock in her ass with each backwards bounce.
"Yes sexy, I fucking love it," I answered.
"I thought you would," she purred.
It was then I realized she meant the movie and not the feeling of her ass milking me. I stammered, in defence of my manhood, "I-I-I meant I love fucking your ass."
"Sure you did," she purred, somehow tightening her ass muscles making the pleasure even more intense.
"Seriously," I protested, but she had already returned to watching the movie while she fucked me.
Letting it go for now, I returned my gaze to the television just in time to see the husband taking the big black cock that had just been in his wife's ass, back in his mouth.
The wife said, "That's it, Cocksucker, get that big cock nice and hard for your ass."
The husband, to my surprise, bobbed back and forth with much more confidence and hunger than the first time.
Of course, I thought to myself, this was porn and not real life. The actor was a faggot in real life and thus naturally an eager cocksucker.
"I want you to come in my ass, baby," Ashley grunted, her orgasm clearly imminent.
Although I had fucked her ass a few times, she had never allowed me to cum inside her back door. I stammered excitedly, "R-r-really?"
"Yes, baby, fill my ass with your cum baby just like that big black cock did her," she answered, her breathing erratic.
Such an offer was the final push I needed as my balls boiled and I grunted a few seconds later, "I'm coming, baby."
"Yeeeeees," she screamed her orgasm hitting simultaneously, as my cum was going in one door while her cum flooded out the other.
I could feel her body trembling on my cock which only enhanced my own pleasure, as she leaned forward; I took control continuing to fuck her throughout her orgasm.
Finally, both of us spent I pulled out and watched my cum leaking more out of her ass. Instantly my mind went back to the porn and the husband eating the boss's cum, yet I refrained from replicating the act.
Getting off her knees, Ashley reached for the remote and pressed pause, the black cock half way in the mouth of the white cocksucking husband. "Shit, your cum is fucking leaking right out of me."
I joked, "Well, if I was well trained like him I would clean up that mess."
"Is that an offer?" She smiled.
Realizing I had just put my foot in my mouth, I put it back in her hands, "You know I would do anything for you."
"Anything?" She asked, as she grabbed my shirt and put it on the couch before sitting down, my shirt now acting as my cum catcher.
I let out a thankful sigh as she didn't ask me to eat my own cum, something that didn't remotely appeal to me. I answered, saying those fateful words for the first time to her or any woman actually, "Ashley, I love you and love making you happy."
"You love me?" She asked, clearly surprised by my declaration.
"Yes, and I don't take those words lightly," I clarified.
"And you will do anything to make me happy?" She continued.
"Of course," I smiled, believing my words.
"I do have a fantasy," she teased, making me instantly curious, adding, "Something I have never seen live."
"What would that be?" I asked, wondering what was left for us to do.
"It is really kinky," she warned, drawing me in slowly.
"So was that porno," I quipped, before the light bulb went on. I said, suddenly crestfallen, "Oh."
"Oh, what," she asked, suddenly concerned.
"You want to have sex with a black man," I deduced. Like all men, I could easily have accepted, probably rather eagerly, if she would have wanted to have sex with a black woman, or any woman for that matter, but another guy was not something I was comfortable with.
She gasped, reaching for my shrinking cock, "God no, you are man enough for me, baby."
A wave of relief fell over me and I asked, suddenly confused, "Then what is your fantasy?"
"Never mind," she shook her head.
"It's okay honey, it's a fantasy, you can share it with me," I comforted, dying to know what it was.
"First, what is yours?" She asked, continually stroking my cock gently.
"Since I met you I have checked off all my sexual bucket list items," I answered.
"All?" She questioned.
Thinking like a typical man, I shrugged, "Well, I have never seen two girls in the throes of passion."
She joked, her vulgar mouth back, "You want to see two girls dyking out?"
I blushed, "It's every man's fantasy."
"I could probably make that fantasy a reality," she teased, my cock rock hard again.
I stammered, imagining her with her best friend, Carla, "Y-y-you could?"
She shrugged, "Sure, it wouldn't be the first time."
"What? With who?" I asked, this new information was definitely a need to know now.
"That is for me to know and you, if you are good, to find out," she teased, rolling her thumb over my mushroom tip.
The thought of her with another woman plastered in my head forever, I asked, "And what is your fantasy?"
"It is not much different than yours actually," she said.
"What is it?" I asked exasperated, praying it was a lesbian orgy with a bunch of nurses in white stockings.
"Well I love watching gay sex," she began before pausing. Finally, she blurted out, clearly wanting me to know, yet uncomfortable admitting it, "I would love to see you sucking a cock."
Out of all the words that could have possibly come out of her mouth, none could have surprised me more than those words did. I was silent for a moment as I tried to process this rather surprising revelation. Suddenly, the video choice made sense.
She broke the silence. "It's okay, it's not like I expected you to do it."
Seeing her look slightly vulnerable, I took her free hand and kissed it. "I do love you, Ashley, and I'd do anything for you, but I am not sure I am ready for that."
She smiled, yet she couldn't hide the disappointment in her voice, "It's okay baby, I didn't expect you to, as I said, it's a fantasy I have."
Another brief silence lingered before I joked, "Of course, if it was a big thick juicy black cock like the one you have had staring at us for the past fifteen minutes on pause I might reconsider."
"You would suck a black cock for me?" she asked, moving back onto the floor and between my legs, her smile implying it was all playful harmless banter.
"I would devour it whole," I joked.
"Like this?" She questioned, taking all of my cock in her mouth.
"Exactly," I moaned, my cock in her mouth still being the best feeling in the world.
After a couple of minutes of slow teasing pleasure, she climbed onto my lap and lowered her pussy onto my cock. "What say we try doing this the old fashioned way?"
I joked, "How creative of you."
She leaned in and kissed me passionately as she began slowly riding my cock as we began a marathon session. Unlike most of our sessions where I fucked her or she fucked me, this time we made love.
Who knows how much later, having deposited a third load in her, completing the sexual hat trick, we retired to my bedroom where we fell asleep in seconds , her in my arms.
2. An Even BIGGER Surprise
It had been a week since that crazy night and I had nearly forgotten Ashley's fantasy when the strangest thing happened.
I was walking into the gym locker room, having forgotten my duffle bag a good two hours after our basketball division championship game, a tense, hair graying, 88-86 victory, where Troy, our team captain, drained a three pointer with four seconds left on the clock for the win.
I wasn't expecting anyone to be in the locker room, which I had to walk past to get to my office. I assumed the whole team would be out celebrating. So I was very surprised when I heard voices. I was about to call out who was there when I heard the unmistakable voice of Troy, "That's it slut, wrap your lips around my black meat."

I froze. Who the hell was Troy talking to so crudely? Having played basketball in high school and college, it wasn't uncommon for us to have some girl in the locker room sucking or fucking one of us...our booster club in college had been very, very accommodating in keeping our needs met.
Anyway, I slowly walked to the door and peeked around the corner. On her knees, sucking Troy's cock, was Eve Rose, the minister's daughter at the church we went to and the President of the Chastity Club. Eve was going to be the Valedictorian, she had already been accepted into a dozen Ivy League schools, was very prudish, always dressed in long sixties skirts (with pantyhose mind you...I only noticed because she often slipped her feet out of her shoes during my Advanced Pre-Calculus class allowing her pantyhose-clad toenails to tease me without her knowledge). The only thing more shocking than Ashley announcing she would like to see me suck cock was Eve on her knees actually sucking on a black cock while being verbally abused...it was unreal.
Troy talked trash on the court and apparently during sex as well as a variety of things were said while I stood frozen unable to stop the humiliation of my best student: "That's it Cocksucker, worship my cock," and "You white girls sure know how to please a black man," and "I can't wait to cum all over your face," and "You love my nigger cock, don't you?"
Taking his cock out of her mouth she quickly answered, "Yes Troy."
I gasped quietly, although I was a ways away, Troy's cock looked like it was almost ten inches long. He rubbed his cock around her lips as he said, "You can do better than that, Cocksucker."
"Please don't call me that," Eve said, clearly not liking the verbal humiliation, yet the hunger in her eyes said she loved his cock in her mouth.
"But you are a cocksucker, Eve; my very own personal white cum bucket," he said, shoving his cock back in her mouth.
To my surprise, yet again, Eve returned to bobbing up and down on the massive black erection.
Pulling his cock out, he asked again, "You love my nigger cock, don't you Cocksucker?"
Grabbing his cock with her left hand, the white-black contrast so very enticing, my best student, my most polite and sweetest student, answered, "I love your nigger cock in my white whore mouth!"
"And my cum?" He added.
"I love your cum in my mouth," she answered.
"How much?" He asked.
"This is my third load today," she answered, shockingly playful.
"True, very true," he laughed. "And you are offended by being called a cocksucker?"
"It's just so crude," Eve answered, slowly stroking Troy's cock.
"But you love sucking my cock, right?"
"God, yes," she answered and then gasped at her answer.
"And you love my cum sliding down your throat," he continued.
"Yes," she admitted unable to look Troy in the eye.
"Look me in the eye when you answer me Cocksucker," Troy demanded firmly.
Eve shyly looked up, clearly embarrassed by her situation and yet not standing up for herself.
"That's it, Cocksucker, now get back to worshipping my big snake," he smirked, clearly revelling in the power he clearly had over her.
As I watched the shocking scene, I couldn't help but notice the stunning contrast between Troy and the white as snow Eve. As a teacher and coach, I should have stopped the inappropriate act, yet I couldn't take my eyes off it. It was like driving by a car crash, you don't want to look, but once you do you can't take your eyes off it. At first it was just the stunning reality that Eve would do such a thing, but the longer I watched the more immersed I became in the voyeuristic naughtiness of it, especially Troy's dominant treatment of her. I just couldn't fathom Eve allowing herself to be treated with such disrespect. My cock was rock hard in my pants and I was gently rubbing myself as I watched Eve struggle to take more of Troy's cock in her mouth.
After a couple of minutes bobbing up and down, she seemed to be taking almost all of his huge cock in her mouth. Troy continued his dominating attitude, "I bet you are already imagining this big cock taking your virginity," and "What would your daddy say if he saw you right now?" Lastly, he asked, "Do you want my cock in your cunt, Eve?"
Her voice was desperate and yet hungry at the same time. "Please no, Troy, I made a promise to God. Please just fuck my face like last week."
"You want me to fuck your face like last week? I don't remember that, remind me, where were we?" He asked, his tone implying he did indeed remember and just wanted to hear her say it.
"Remember, we were..." she blushed, "...in church," she whispered.
He chuckled, "You liked my balls bouncing off your chin, didn't you?"



"Yes," she nodded, swirling her tongue around the mushroom head of Troy's cock.
"I won't take your cunt today Eve, but it is mine, is that understood?" He asked, even though it wasn't really a question.
"I am saving myself for marriage," Eve said, her voice trembling and weak, clearly she didn't want to lose her virginity, yet it was obvious she would give in to Troy when the time came.
"I respect that, Cocksucker, but a man like me has needs. I bet Beth would eagerly offer up that white cunt of hers to me," Troy responded, literally threatening to not let her suck his cock anymore. The threat should have been ludicrous, Beth was the senior class president, her dad was the mayor and Eve strongly disliked her, and vice versa.
Eve pleaded, "Troy, please, anything but my vagina."
"Anything?" He asked his interest piqued.
"Yes," she said, taking Troy's cock back in her mouth and bobbing furiously while lifting up her long skirt and moving her right hand underneath, obviously to finger her pussy.
Troy groaned, "Holy shit, Cocksucker, you almost got it all the way down that throat of yours."
Another minute went by and Troy pulled his cock out and started pumping it as he demanded, "Tell me what you are."
Eve her mouth open, frantically frigging herself, anticipating Troy's cum, didn't even hesitate as she answered, "I'm your cocksucker Troy, your personal plaything, your submissive slave and your cum bucket. Come on me stud, come all over my face, I want your cum, I need your cum, I...yeeeeeeeees."
I watched, my mouth open I realized, as stream after stream of white goo rocketed out of Troy's massive cock and onto the eager Eve. It hit her hair, forehead, nose and mouth and as soon as the facial was done, Eve devoured Troy's cock attempting to retrieve every last drop of his cum, while she too seemed to be orgasming.
Troy said, smiling down at Eve, "So back to that promise of anything but your cunt. You know you have two holes down there you know."
Eve looked up at him, her eyes huge with surprise, Troy's cock still in her mouth.
Troy continued, "And taking a cock in your ass would keep you a virgin, wouldn't it?"
Eve allowed the cock to slip out of her mouth. "I-I-I guess," she stammered, realizing Troy's intent.
"Next time we are together Eve, I am taking your ass," he announced, again his tone clear this wasn't a negotiation, before adding, "unless you'd rather I go offer my cock to Beth's ass?"
"No...no..." Eve pleaded, her brain obviously trying to rationalize that taking a cock in her ass would not be real sex. "Okay," she whimpered.
"Okay, what?" Troy asked, pulling his pants up.
"You can have my ass," she sighed.
"What do you want me to do to your ass, Cocksucker?" Troy asked his power over her very strong.
"Fuck it," she answered.
"With my big black cock," he continued.
"Yes, dammit, I want you to fill my white virgin ass with your big black cock," she snapped, clearly frustrated and yet equally turned on by her submission to him.
"Good girl," he smiled, before adding, "get up, I need a ride home."
I quickly left and hid in a bathroom stall until they were definitely gone. While alone, I tried to understand how Eve could allow herself to be humiliated so extremely by anyone, especially Troy. She was so sweet, so pure and yet.... I thought of my relationship with Ashley, and although nowhere near as extreme as what I just witnessed, I realized I was submissive to her in our relationship, always willing to do whatever Ashley wanted in the bedroom, always following her lead. It wasn't the same, but I could suddenly understand Eve's need to please, I had the same need, a compulsive desire to make Ashley happy, going way out of my comfort zone, and being rewarded with her love. Yet still...how in a million years did Eve end up as Troy's little slut...no matter how I pondered, it there was just no rational scenario.
Confident they were gone, I quickly retrieved my bag and headed back home, my mind reeling from Eve's submissiveness, my own realization of my submissiveness and the strange respect, not disgust, I had for the power Troy could have over another human being.
3. DARK Desires
That night, I woke up in a sweat at 3:30 in the morning from a dream that was so authentically real.
The Troy and Eve scene replayed in my head only in my dream Troy saw me watching, smiled and snapped his fingers before pointing to the ground.
I was mortified, but without hesitating, I fell to my knees and crawled over to him. He took his cock out of Eve's mouth and offered it to me. On my knees, his cock suddenly looked juicy, appetizing, and without a second thought, my mouth opened and I leaned forward to take his big black cock in my mouth.
"First time with a cock in your mouth, Coach?" He joked, my lack of technique, occasional gagging and awkwardness clear signs it was my first time to suck a cock.
After a minute or two, where I barely got more than a third of his cock in my mouth, he pulled out and offered it back to Eve who eagerly went back to work taking over two-thirds of his lengthy member with ease. I watched in awe at how easily she bobbed back and forth on the massive rod and couldn't help but feel jealous that it wasn't in my mouth and that I wasn't as good as her at sucking cock.
When Troy offered his cock a second time, I was determined to be a better cocksucker. I concentrated just on pleasing him as I began to bob back and forth, now more used to a cock in my mouth.
"That's it, Coach, suck my cock," he groaned, Troy's tone his usual smug confidence.
Hearing his words of encouragement, I continued sucking his cock suddenly hungry for something I had never once craved in my whole life, cum. I wanted to taste it, to feel the texture in my mouth to be the one to get him off.
Just as I thought I was pleasing him better, he pulled out and again offered his cock to Eve. My lust for his cock was obvious, as I watched his black member disappear and reappear as Eve seemed equally determined to get Troy's load.
"Shit, you both want my cum, don't you?" He grunted, amused at having not one, but two eager white cocksuckers.
I was too ashamed to admit such a thing and continued waiting my turn, praying I would get another chance to try and get him off.
He pulled out again, offered his cock and said, "Finish me off, Coach Cocksucker."
I opened my mouth to take his cock in once again when I woke up.
My body was sweaty and my cock rock hard. I shook my head to wake up and realized it had just been a dream. However, as I returned my head to my pillow, I couldn't get Troy's cock out of my head.
.....
All weekend Ashley worked double shifts, now a first year nurse; she got all the worst shifts, so I spent the weekend alone. After watching hours of video of other teams we might be facing during the playoffs for the state championship, the schedule wouldn't be released until Monday, I was exhausted. Yet, I still couldn't get Eve sucking off Troy out of my head. I replayed it in my head over and over, mystified by both Eve's obedience and Troy's dominance.
Frustrated and horny, I found myself turning on the video Ashley had bought me which was still in the player.
Curious where the porno went next, I skipped the husband getting ass fucked and started on the next scene.
The teacher was behind his desk, assisting two of his students. They were the only three in the classroom apparently staying after school for extra help. One looked like your typical All-American, tall and fair-skinned, with blonde hair and blue eyes. He was even wearing a dress shirt, sleeves rolled up to his forearms, shirt half-tucked in to his khakis. The other looked more bookish, like the Hollywood concept of a nerd. His dark hair was artfully mussed; he had on glasses, jeans, and a graphic t-shirt. While the All-American was standing beside the teacher's desk, the nerd was sitting at a desk writing his paper.
A group of black students entered the room, all wearing letterman jackets. The teacher looked up from the paper he had been reading, "I'll be with you all in a minute, I'm working on Jason and Kyle's essays right now."
"Oh, we're not here about schoolwork," a good looking black kid said, "I just need to find out if my uncle was telling the truth."
The teacher asked, clearly annoyed by this student's attitude, "And what would that be?"
"He told me you love big black cock," he announced in front of the two very good, white, students.
The teacher's head snapped up, looking at the black student with surprise and shame, a guilt that couldn't be hidden as his face went white as a ghost and he squeaked, "Um...ex-ex-excuse me?"
"Well, is it true?" The leader of the group asked as he snapped his fingers and one of the other black students went to close and lock the door.
"T-t-that is ludicrous," the teacher stammered, trying not to look guilty even though his facial expression and his stammering implied otherwise.
"I-i-is that so," the leader mocked back. "My uncle tells me you sucked his cock in front of your wife, ate her cunt while he fucked her ass and then squealed like a little girlie-girl when he took your back door."
The teacher said nothing his bright red cheeks answering for him.
The leader, confident the teacher was going to be the cocksucking bitch his uncle promised he would be, dropped his pants, unleashing a nine-plus-inch cock, hard and ready. "Well, Teach, you want some dark meat? Come and get it."
The teacher weakly protested, "Please, just go," even as he stared at the big black cock,
"This is a onetime offer, Cocksucker?" The black teen smugly offered, holding his cock.
After a moment, the teacher looked at his students, eyes pleading for them to forgive him as he whispered, "I am so sorry." He couldn't control himself as he crawled to the offered cock and without a word took it in his mouth. The other students circled around him, fingers undoing belts, each one putting their impressive black cocks out on display for the teacher. He went from one cock to the next, greedily sucking all of them, using his mouth and hands to please as many as he could at once.
I had never purposely watched gay sex, actually the first time was with Ashley last week, yet I couldn't take my eyes off the action as the white teacher eagerly pleased all the big black teen cocks. The camera zoomed in on the teacher's face, and almost the entire rest of the screen was filled with black cock. I gasped; the sight of so many black cocks stirring something within me, and within my pants. I couldn't believe how depraved this film was; did Ashley have any idea? Why had Ashley chosen this film to buy me? Why was it turning me on? I should have stopped the video, not wanting to be turned on by such sexual depravity, yet I couldn't take my eyes of the screen.
On screen, the leader's big cock waving freely, he looked at the two bewildered white students watching and said, "See something you like, white bitches? You can help yourself too."
The All-American stammered, "T-t-that is sick."
The leader chuckled, "Pretend all you want. I have seen the hunger of a straight white boy in denial before and you, my preppy little faggot-to-be are, definitely in denial. You keep trying not to look, but you're mesmerized by my cock. Your mouth is watering with anticipation, the cock in your pants is probably rock hard...it is only a matter of time before you join your cocksucking teacher on your knees."
The All-American didn't say anything as the leader of the group smugly walked over to him.
Reaching the bewildered white boy, the black leader put his hands on the white boy's shoulders and gently, wordlessly, guided him to his knees. The All-American didn't give any resistance, looking both dazed and hungry.
"Go ahead, take it in your hands white boy," the leader offered.
The All-American obeyed, his eyes wide as he grabbed the hard black cock.
"Stroke it," the leader ordered.
Again the All-American obeyed mindlessly, clearly completely mesmerized by the massive black cock currently in his hands.
The camera panned to the nerdy white student who was watching the scene, clearly overwhelmed by what was occurring in front of the likely virgin. He was staring at his fellow student who when the camera panned back to him was now stroking two black cocks.
The teacher, meanwhile, had a cock in his mouth and one in each hand as he tried to multitask, his hunger apparent. A variety of ridiculing things were said to the teacher by the black teens including: "You were born for this, Teach," and "You're right where you belong, Mr. Hamilton on your knees," and "Shit, Mr. Hamilton, you're one hungry cock-loving faggot," and "You are quite the cocksucker, Teach," and "I bet he would look good getting double-teamed."
Any humiliation the teacher had at being a BBC slut in front of his two white students was gone as he moaned at the words being said to him as he bobbed back and forth on one of the big black cocks.
The leader ordered the All-American, pointing to the black guy beside him, "Go ahead, suck on Matt's cock."
It seemed that was all the encouragement that was needed to have him switch from hand jobs to blow jobs as he leaned forward and took a big black cock in his mouth.
"Good boy," the leader purred, encouraging the virgin cocksucker, before turning to the last remaining white boy. "Join your friend on your knees,"
The nerd shook his head unconvincingly as he stared at the leader's massive cock.
"Darnell, go help the white boy decide," the leader ordered.
The boy with the smallest cock (smallest being relative, he was still about 7 inches) kicked his pants off over his shoes, and walked over to the desk to stand directly in front of the dazed and confused nerd. Darnell's cock was level with the nerd's mouth, and he just stood there, waiting expectantly. Time seemed to stand still as the nerd's face gave away both his hunger and his fear. Darnell purred, "Go ahead, I can see the desire in your eyes."
The nerd looked at his teacher who was now completely naked and having his ass fingered all the while he continued sucking cock; he looked at his fellow classmate who was now bobbing back and forth hungrily from one big black cock to another. Finally, the nerd gave in as he began licking the cock before him as if he were in a desert and had just been given a popsicle. He covered every inch of the long shaft and soon Darnell's cock was gleaming with saliva.
"Take it in your mouth," Darnell ordered.
"It won't fit," the nerd replied, his hand now stroking Darnell's cock as he licked the big mushroom head.
"Let's see how much you can fit, then we'll work on the rest," Darnell suggested softly, knowing to be gentle when first breaking in a new white cocksucker.
"Okay," the nerd agreed taking a deep breath. He leaned forward, opened his mouth and took the stiff black cock between his lips.
After a few slow, tentative back and forth bobs, the nerd's hunger grew and he began sucking with more confidence, slowly taking more and more of the stiff missile in his mouth. Another black cock joined Darnell and the nerd began stroking it with his hand as he continued slobbering over Darnell's cock. Each student now had two juicy black cocks to play with, while the teacher had two of his own.
As I watched, I couldn't believe how hard I was and I quickly paused the movie as I rushed upstairs to grab my rarely used (rarely since I met Ashley, abused regularly before then) fleshlight, the best masturbation toy ever.
As soon as I was back in front of the television, I pressed play again as I got undressed and really lathered my cock with lube (critical to enjoy the fleshlight properly). Once lubed well I began slowly masturbating myself with the well-made fuck-toy.
On the TV, the teacher was now bent over his desk, bobbing back and forth over an eight plus inch cock while the leader moved behind him and without any warning slammed his cock inside the teacher's ass.
"Holy fuuuuck," the teacher screamed the sudden burn in his ass obvious.
"You like that Mr. Hamilton?" The leader asked.
"Fuck yes," the teacher answered, returning his attention to the cock in front of him.
The teacher tried to attend to the cock in front of him properly while being fucked, but occasionally opened his mouth and the cock slipped out, not being able to concentrate on giving a proper blowjob while he got fucked.
Meanwhile, the two eighteen year old white students had fallen completely into their role of cock hungry faggots as they each bobbed with enthusiasm on the cocks in front of them.
A litany of insults echoed through the classroom as the gay orgy commenced: "That's it white boy, you are a natural cocksucker," or "Let's see you letter in cocksucking, Faggot," or "Teacher loves it up his ass," or "Good, Faggot, you love black cock don't you?"
The All-American moaned at the question as he took almost all the big cock in his mouth, bobbing like a porn star slut.
The nerd meanwhile, was more methodical, as he slowly took the majority of the black cock in his mouth.
The scene of three white cocksuckers sucking cock after cock went on for nearly another fifteen minutes as I stroked my own cock slowly not wanting to burst until the scene itself climaxed.
It was then the facial explosions started. Each of the three white cocksuckers was coated with a large dose of cum all over their face and as soon as the first big cock finished spewing its white cream, the next black cock was shoved into their submissive white mouths.
The All-American's head was grabbed as the next black student pumped his cock in and out of the rookie cocksucker's mouth and his eyes watered as he desperately tried not to gag.
Meanwhile, the teacher was groaning like a bitch in heat as the leader slammed his cock hard up the teacher's ass, each forward thrust making the desk move slightly forward. The teacher gave up trying to suck the cock in front of him as he just held on for dear life.
The scene turned to the nerd who was sucking the large balls of the last remaining black student in front of him as the black boy pumped his eight-inch cock.
Simultaneously, a second load of cum coated the All-American and the nerd as each black teen exploded onto the white cocksuckers' face.



The leader of the group grunted, "I'm going to come in your ass Mr. Hamilton."
"Yeeees, full my ass with your cum," the teacher begged eagerly, as he gripped the desk.
The All-American without a word crawled to the cock in front of the teacher and took it in his mouth.
"Why aren't you an eager little so called straight boy," the surprised black stud smirked at how quickly the white boys had been converted.
The All-American moaned on the big juicy cock as he bobbed back and forth, his hair and face coated with cum was somehow one of the sexiest, dirtiest things I had ever seen.
"Here it comes, Faggot," the leader grunted as he filled the teacher's ass with his cum.
"Fuuuuuck, yeeees," the teacher moaned, his own much smaller cock spewing cum as he came without even having his cock touched.
"Holy shit, Mr. Hamilton, I have fucked a lot of white faggots like you, but none have ever come just from being ass reamed," he laughed, as he pulled out.
The teacher remained slumped over the desk, drained and humiliated.
The leader snapped to the nerd sitting at the desk and ordered, his tone firm and implying this was not negotiable, "Come retrieve my cum, Faggot."
The nerd's eyes went big, but he got up and moved to the leader's massive gleaming rod.
The leader laughed, "I meant go clean teacher's ass."
The nerd's eyes went even bigger and he stammered, "Y-y-you are not serious?"
"Now," the leader demanded, staring down at the nerd.
The nerd reluctantly moved behind the desk and to the teacher's ass, cum already leaking out.
"Get it all, Faggot," the leader ordered, as he pulled up his pants.
Meanwhile, a third load coated the face of the All-American, his face now completely covered in cum.
The black teens all pulled up their pants as the nerd's face was buried in the teacher's ass.
The leader pulled out his phone and took a few pictures of his new white cocksuckers. As the dominant black students left, he smiled, "I'll be in touch."
I was pumping my cock furiously, the fleshlight now pleasuring me almost as good as a real pussy, I closed my eyes and images of big juicy black cocks being sucked filled my internal widescreen. I imagined it was me being forced into sexual submission to black cock, being forced to obey and suck cock after cock. The taboo images had my balls boiling and I camelike a racehorse filling the fleshlight with an excessive amount of cum.
After I was spent, the fleshlight still on my cock, I wondered what exactly it was in the movie that turned me on? Was it the submission? Was it the powerful domination of the leader? Was it their huge black cocks? Suddenly, the thought of making Ashley's fantasy come true wasn't as ridiculous as it first seemed. I wasn't gay and the idea of taking a cock in my ass was not even remotely open for discussion, yet the idea of sucking a cock, a big juicy black cock, suddenly had my cock aching.
Shutting the video off, I texted Ashley and asked if she would be at church tomorrow. She said she would and that she had the whole day off tomorrow and I was hers for the day.
As I cleaned up and prepared for bed, I wondered what church would be like with Eve in the choir and her oblivious father preaching about who knows what. The thought amused me as I hit the sheets crashing in mere seconds.
4. Yet Another BIG Surprise
I picked Ashley up at her apartment for church and told her the whole Troy and Eve story as I drove us to the church. Once I was done, she said, "You're bullshitting me."
"I'm one hundred percent telling you the truth," I countered, putting up my hand and adding, "scout's honor."
"I can't fucking believe it. She is such a prim and proper girl, although Troy doesn't surprise me," she said.
She knew Eve from church and Troy from watching many of the school's basketball games.
"Why do you say that?" I asked.
"Well, Troy is commanding on the court and comes from an upper class family of entitlement, in many ways he is flipping traditional racism on its head," Ashley said, going all Freudian on me.
"How so?" I asked, curious as I continued driving.
"Racism has been around for centuries, white over black, now that equality is in vogue, the kids of entitled black families want to show their power, and dominating a white girl from another family of privilege would be a power trip, don't you think?"
"I suppose so, but nothing is that black and white," I retorted.
"Pun intended," she laughed, "but it is that simple. Absolute power corrupts absolutely."
"Now you're quoting Shakespeare on me?" I teased.
"So now what?" She asked.
"I have no idea," I answered, realizing I really had no idea how I would face Eve or Troy when the time came.
"I can't deny it, the idea of them is kind if a turn on," Ashley said, as I pulled into the parking lot.
"I was too stunned to even begin to think of it that way," I lied.
"Sure, sure," she purred, giving my cock, semi-erect in my trousers, a squeeze.
After adjusting my cock, I got out of the car, took Ashley's hand in mine and headed into church.
As fate would have it, Eve was walking out from a side office directly towards us. Her face was ruby red and she was avoiding eye contact until Ashley, being Ashley, stopped her.
"Good morning, Eve," Ashley greeted, stepping in front of her.
Eve looked up, her face literally glistening, specs of white goo in her hair, perhaps another may have dismissed it as sweat, but I knew better. Eve stammered, "G-g-good morning, Ms. Grisham, Mr. Jarvis."
"You look rather flushed," Ashley said, noticing what I had noticed.
"I am not feeling well, I was just going to the washroom," Eve explained, her face so red with embarrassment I thought she might pass out.
"Well don't let us stop you," Ashley said, before adding, "By the way, Eve you have something on your blouse."
"Oh God," she gasped and hurried away from us and down the hallway.
"That was very mean, Ashley," I said with a smirk.
"And you loved it," she said, squeezing my hand.
I thought the most bizarre thing to ever happen to me was Ashley saying she wanted to see me sucking a cock, but that was topped when I accidentally caught Eve sucking off Troy in the boy's locker room. Yet that too was outdone when Rhianna, Troy's sister, walked out of the same room from which Eve had just scurried. The realization hit me that the glistening on Eve's face was Rhianna's pussy juice. Before I could say a word, my head spinning with another stunning development in the secret life of Eve Rose, Rhianna walked towards us.
"No way," Ashley said, as she came to the same realization as me, that the shine on Eve's face was Rhianna's pussy juice.
"I thought that was cum," I whispered, the sticky white goo in her hair was surely cum.
"Hi, Coach, Ma'am," Rhianna greeted, her usual well-mannered self. Like her brother, she is a vocal leader. A co-captain cheerleader she has large breasts and a J-Lo bubble butt, she is easily one of the most attractive students at our school.
"Hello, Rhianna," I greeted.
"Please, call me Ashley, my mother is Ma'am," Ashley said, hating any inferences that she is old...which at twenty-six she isn't.
"Of course," Rhianna smiled.
"Your look flushed," Ashley pointed out, stirring the pot, trying to confirm our hypothesis.
"I was just showing Eve a few things," she answered, not realizing that, knowing what we knew, we didn't miss her innuendo.
Ashley, sly as a fox, quipped back, "Yes, I'm sure she drained you."
I had to hold in a laugh at Ashley's rather blunt response.
Rhianna, still unaware we suspected Eve had just ate her out, replied, "It's very rewarding to show someone their place on a team."
I couldn't resist. "That's very generous of you, Rhianna."
Rhianna shrugged, looking directly at Ashley as she said it, "As head cheerleader, it's my privilege to instruct."
Ashley's face went red as Rhianna implied something that we were not supposed to catch, but clearly did. Ashley stammered just a bit, "I-um," before looking at me with her mischievous smile as she recovered relatively gracefully, "I-um-don't think I've seen you in action before. I'd love to correct that oversight."
Rhianna was taken aback at that, now unsure if we got her double entendres. She, too, recovered quickly, "I'm not sure you would approve of my methods they are a bit...unorthodox and I wouldn't want to offend your sensibilities."
Ashley, really into it now, answered, "Oh, you would be surprised; I am VERY open-minded and IMPOSSIBLE to offend."
My cock got hard as the eighteen year old black beauty in her tight fitting blue dress and beige pantyhose (thigh highs maybe if she was just serviced by Eve) was trading sexual innuendo barbs with my girlfriend, who had just recently implied that she has had at least one, assumedly more than one, lesbian encounters in the past.
"Well maybe we can chat more about this, another time Ashley?" Rhianna offered.
"I look forward to it," Ashley replied, not backing down.
"Until then," Rhianna smiled, turned to me her smile seemingly amused, "Enjoy the service, Coach."
"You too," I barely got out, my lower head doing all my thinking.
As soon as Rhianna walked away, another surprise hit us as Troy too sauntered out of the same office Eve had left earlier and he walked towards us.
"Well, that explains everything, doesn't it?" Ashley said, just before Troy reached us.
"Hi, Coach," he said, oblivious to our knowledge, of what had been going on in that office, even as the image of his cock in Eve's mouth popped into my head.
"Did you go out and celebrate Friday's victory," I asked.
"Not really," he shrugged, "we haven't really won anything yet."
"I like that attitude, Troy," I said, his winning focus similar to mine when I was a player.
"You didn't do anything to celebrate your victory," Ashley asked, digging for information.
"Nothing out of the ordinary," he shrugged.
Ashley glanced down subtly at the unmistakable bulge in Troy's pants before replying, "Well we expect big things from you, Troy, big, big things."
Troy, flirting back, quipped, "I never disappoint."
Breaking the growingly awkward conversation, Troy's big cock refusing to leave my head, I said, "See you at practice tomorrow."
"Of course," he nodded, before adding, "It's always a pleasure Ms. Grisham."
"I'm not an old woman, Troy, please call me Ashley," my girlfriend said.
"Sure thing, Ashley," he smiled, as he left.
As soon as he was out of ear shot I said, "He was flirting with you."
"He is quite the player," Ashley quipped back, implying the double meaning of the term player.
"That he is?" I replied as we walked into the house of worship.
I watched Eve in the choir, the image of her hungrily bobbing on Troy's big black cock refusing to leave my head, I listened to her father preach about resisting temptation, the irony obvious to him as his Eve had submitted to Troy's temptation unconditionally. I glimpsed across the church to Troy listening intently with his family, a slightly smug smile on his face throughout the sermon. Obviously not listening, sitting beside Troy was Rhianna who kept glancing over our way, as if sizing up her next prey...my girlfriend.
I began to wonder if Ashley was turned on by Rhianna's flirting or if she knew she was being checked out all service; I also wondered if she was right about her philosophy on Troy's dominant personality; his father is a big contributor to the church and a very prominent surgeon; his mother is also a doctor, albeit part time, a very influential person in the community, a member of our school's PTA and the leader of the basketball booster's club. The Brown's also have three more children: away at college out east was the eldest Latisha (whom I had only met once), at community college in town is the oldest brother Jamal (another great basketball player, playing and getting a degree in film) and DeDreana is the youngest in tenth grade (also a basketball player, playing on the girl's junior varsity team).
The more I thought about it, the stranger I found the whole Eve and Troy thing was; if I hadn't seen it with my own eyes I would have never believed it...but I had seen it and I couldn't get it out of my head.
After the service, Ashley and I were chatting with fellow parishioners, many giving congratulations for our big win on Friday and wishing me luck on our state finals tournament. When Mr. Brown walked over, his beautiful wife's arm wrapped around his, and said, "Well done, Coach, you really got the boys playing to a whole higher level of team work."
"Thanks," I shrugged, "they really have begun to gel as a team. Of course, your boy has been pretty instrumental in our journey to the state championship tournament."
"He works hard, but he has definitely needed a coach who could push him and not take any of his guff?" Mr. Brown remarked.
"He has been a complete team player," I responded, which was true. Troy was without a doubt the best player on our team, but he was also a natural leader, understanding how to best involve his teammates to maximize the team's chances to be successful. Not many players grasped it as well as he did, at any age.
"Well, keep it up, Coach," Mr. Brown said, patting my back, "Let's get that darn trophy here after all these years."
"That is the goal," I agreed.
Once gone, Ashley pulled me towards the exit, "Do you think Troy gets his dominance from Andre?"
"Like father, like son," I joked, seeing many similarities between father and son.
"I don't know, I can't fathom Vanessa being submissive like Eve," Ashley said, a naughty smile crossing her face.
"Is that Troy's mother's name? Yeah, she doesn't seem the docile type." I laughed as we reached the fresh air of a spring day. "But I also didn't think I would see Troy face fucking Eve either, or Eve with pussy juice on her face...in church" I added, intentionally being crude.
"Touché," Ashley laughed, before adding, "Which for the record had my cunt burning throughout the service. I wouldn't mind a good face-fucking myself."
"I think that could be arranged," I offered, as we reached the car.
Ashley stopped and looked around.
I asked, "What are you looking for?"
"I'm serious, seeing cunt juice on Eve's face, cum in her hair and hearing of her being dominated by Troy has had me unable to think straight. I almost burst out laughing when the minister talked about resisting the snake of temptation," Ashley answered, grabbed my hand and led me across the street to a Chinese restaurant.
Unable to resist, I quipped, "Yes, she devoured the tempting black snake whole."
"You never told me, how big is his tempting snake?" Ashley asked, as we reached the restaurant.
"Near ten inches I think, maybe longer," I answered.
"Fuck off," she said, stopping and looking at me, her expression one of disbelief.
"I was a ways away, but it looked like a tree stump," I joked, realizing I had seen him naked many times in the dressing room and shower, but never really paid any attention to his cock size.
"Fuck that makes it even hotter," Ashley said, a hunger in her eyes that she often got when she was super horny (which thankfully was often). "Let's go."
"What are you planning?" I asked.
"I'm taking you into the bathroom and let you fuck my face," she answered, casually as if the answer was obvious.
"Here?" I asked.
"Better than in the church parking lot," she quipped, tugging my arm and leading me into the restaurant.
Once inside, we were seated by a pretty Asian teenager. Ashley was literally vibrating as she waited to order, her foot under the table was between my legs rubbing my crotch. "Once we order, I am going to the bathroom; I will text you if no one else is in there. As soon as I do, get your ass in the bathroom."
"Okay," I agreed, turned on by her insatiable hunger and nervous about going into a woman's bathroom, although the restaurant was almost completely empty. I massaged her stocking-clad foot (I loved that she always wore nylons for me), until the waitress came and took our order.
As soon as she left, Ashley stood up and disappeared into the bathroom without a word.
Seconds later the text came. "NOW!!!"
Without thinking, I quickly stood up and headed to the bathrooms. I stopped at the ladies' room door, looked to make sure no one was around, and entered the forbidden area.
Ashley was waiting just inside the door; she grabbed me and tugged me into the corner stall. She fished my cock out of my pants without taking them down at all and deep-throated my seven-inch cock instantly.
Looking down and watching her bob back and forth so eagerly was an incredible turn-on that I couldn't help but wonder how I had been so fortunate to meet this perfect woman. Standing up, she said, "Sorry, baby, I was just going to blow you, but I need it bad."
She put a foot on the toilet seat, lifted up her sundress (a very convenient dress for a quickie), up over her ass, tugged aside her pink thong, and said, "Shove that big snake of yours in me."
I laughed at the reference to the earlier sermon, as I obliged her request, moving behind her and filling her pussy.
"Fuck me hard, pound my cunt, baby," she demanded, her right hand on the wall, her left going to her pussy.
I slammed into her hard, knowing there were times like these when the sex was raw, carnal, and we were just two lustful beings bringing undeniable pleasure to each other.
Both of us already being horny for the same reason, it didn't take long before Ashley was panting, her fingers rapidly stimulating her clit, as she moaned, "Fuck I love your big cock deep in me, baby."
After seeing the porn and plethora of ridiculously huge black cocks, it was good to hear from the love of my life that my seven inches were enough for her. I moaned back, "and I love your tight pussy, sexy."
"Faster," she demanded, now moving her ass backwards to meet my forward thrusts.
Seconds later, she screamed, "Fuuuuuck," as her orgasm quaked through her and onto my cock.
Hunger still in her eyes, she turned around, dropped to her knees and devoured my cock once again, even as her orgasm still rumbled through her. After a few seconds of deep throating me, she slapped my ass, her intent clear, I began aggressively fucking her face.
My balls bouncing off her chin, my cock fucking her face my orgasm began bubbling instantly. Like the last time, her mouth was wrapped around my cock, her hand slithered to my ass crack and this time I wasn't surprised when her finger penetrated my back door. Unlike last time when she had just pushed her finger in, this time she pumped her finger in and out of my ass. All of which triggered my orgasm shooting my load inside her mouth as I fucked both her mouth and her finger. I couldn't believe how her finger in my ass enhanced the pleasure and got me off with an even more ferocious intensity than usual.
Her mouth was still wrapped around my cock when we heard the door open to the bathroom and heard two voices.
She moved away as I quickly shuffled myself to stand on the toilet. Ashley followed sitting down on the toilet even as my cock lingered above her, a drop of my cum landing in her hair.
"Mom, I am supposed to meet up with Jasmine, Carol and Tasia at the mall," a young girl's voice said.



The other voice replied, "Honey, a quick bite to eat with your family will not kill you." The voice seemed familiar and yet I couldn't place it.
"And if it does," the first voice said, sighing.
"Then Troy gets your college money," the older voice said.
My eyes went wide as I realized it was Mrs. Brown and her daughter, Rhianna, in the bathroom.
Ashley, turned around and smiled, before another drop of my cum fell and landed on her forehead. She mouthed, "You fucker."
I mouthed back, "Now what?"
"We wait," she mouthed back, stretching up and taking my cock in her mouth.
Thankfully, Mrs. Brown and Rhianna were just freshening up and left quickly as my slutty girlfriend enjoyed my clear discomfort.
Taking my cock out of her mouth, she said, "I will go check and text you when the coast is clear."
"Thanks," I stammered, climbing off the toilet and quickly putting my cock away.
She left and a few seconds later texted me, "Someone is coming."
I quickly locked the stall door and sat on top of the toilet praying the woman wasn't going to try my stall. Thankfully, she didn't, instead taking the stall next to me.
I quickly texted Ashley asking if the coast was clear and when the yes came, I quickly hurried out of the stall and bathroom before I crossed the hallway to the men's room where I discovered Mr. Brown at one of the two urinals.
Desperate to pee, which often followed an orgasm, I moved to the urinal beside him and joked, "Are you stalking me?"
He laughed, "I was here first, so you must be stalking me."
"Touché," I chuckled, as I begin urinating. I don't know why: curiosity I suppose, but I couldn't resist glancing down and checking out Mr. Brown's cock. It was a quick glimpse, but enough to:
A. See that he too was well hung even when not in a state of arousal.
B. To be caught by Mr. Brown.
He didn't say anything, but the slightest of a smirk, gave away that he may have noticed my interest in his package. He zipped up a moment later and went to wash his hands.
"Have a great day, Coach," he said, a moment later as I stayed at the urinal even though I was long done peeing.
"You too," I answered shakily as I put my cock, growing again despite my recent relief, back in my trousers.
Ashley texted me asking if I was out of my predicament just as I finished washing my hands. I returned to the table where she was chatting with Mrs. Brown and Rhianna.
When I joined them, I gasped to myself, my cum was still on Ashley's forehead, not glaringly obvious, but definitely noticeable if one was paying attention.
After a brief moment more of generic chit-chat, the Brown's left and I said, clearly stressed, "You still have some cum on your forehead."
Not fazed, she moved her finger to her forehead, scooped the small leftover remnants of cum, and put it in her mouth.
"Shit, shit, shit," I cursed, horrified by what the Brown's might think. Double horrified by being caught checking out Mr. Brown's cock at the urinal.
"I doubt they knew it was cum, baby," she smiled, sucking her finger clean.
"What if they did?" I asked, still stressed out.
"Then they officially know that a teacher has had sex," she said brushing aside my concerns.
"How can you be so laissez-faire?" I asked, refusing to look over at the Brown's table.
"I can't change it, so it is what it is," she answered, her casual attitude usually sexy, but now a bit frustrating.
"To make matters worse, I think Mr. Brown thinks I was checking out his cock," I confessed, my anxiety really getting the best if me.
"He what? Why?" Ashley asked, clearly curious.
"Because I was," I admitted. "I couldn't help it. I went to the urinal to pee like I always do after sex,"
"I meant to ask, what is it about you and peeing after sex," she interrupted.
"Don't all men?" I asked, just assuming.
"God, no, most just fall asleep," she answered, laughing softly.
"Well, I like to be different," I joked.
"That you are," she smiled. "Seriously, who gets turned on by pantyhose?"
"All men," I answered, defensively.
"Trust me, I have dated a lot of men and you are the first that gets turned on by them. Most obsess over my tits or ass," she countered.
"I like your tits and ass too," I countered.
"Anyways, you are a twisted man and that is why I love you," she smiled back.
"You love me," I asked, knowing full well she hadn't declared her love when I did.
"Of course, silly," she smiled sweetly, before her expression shifted to coy. "On another note, is Mr. Brown hung?"
"Ashley," I gasped, surprised by her shift from her first declaration of love to the size of a black cock.
"I'm curious, just like you were, obviously," she smiled, her foot again going to my crotch.
My face went red at the truth of her words as I admitted, "Like father, like son, it seems."
"Hmmm, does that mean your dad is big too," she teased.
Realizing we were in play mode, I quipped, "Well, you know your body is based on your mom's DNA."
"Yes, you already know what I will look like in twenty years," she continued, her foot putting extra pressure on my awkwardly positioned and trying to grow cock.
"I will definitely take that," I answered.
"You better," she countered.
Our food arrived and we shifted our conversation to calmer topics like her ridiculous work schedule which would not allow for her to spend much time with me over the next week. I pointed out I would be pretty busy myself with getting prepared for the state championship and grading math tests that I had due this week.
Once done eating, our desert in front of us but both of us needing time for our lunch to settle, Ashley glanced over to the Browns before turning to me and saying, "I can't believe Rhianna was flirting with me like that."
"You loved it," I quipped back, knowing she did.
"Well, it is the purest sign of flattery," she shrugged.
"What is?" I asked.
"Being hit on by someone of the same sex. No different for men. When a gay guy hits on you that is the ultimate compliment," she explained.
"How so?" I asked, curious by yet another strange sexual philosophy of my oversexed girlfriend.
"Isn't it obvious? Gay men have better taste in men than women do," she said, as if that explained everything.
"I am not remotely following this," I replied.
"Well most women are so jaded by past betrayals by men that they lower their standards, while gay men have great taste in clothing and men," she clarified.
"So what you are saying is that you settled for me based on your harsh past and that since I have never been hit on by a gay guy I am not a good catch?" I countered, playing devil's advocate to her bizarre philosophy.
"First off, I am not settling. You are sexy, we have similar interests, your dad is hot so you will be too in twenty years, you have a super tongue and a nice big cock," she replied, splattering me with ego-boosting compliments.
"Those are all tough to argue with," I agreed.
"Plus, Nate thinks you are hot," she added.
"Gay nurse Nate?" I asked, although he was the only Nate I knew.
"The one and only," she confirmed. "That night we met Nate and I were both checking you out. Of course, I won."
"What did he say about me?" I asked and then realized how ludicrous the question was.
"Why do you want to know?" she asked playfully.
"I'm just considering all my options," I countered with a smile.
She laughed as she added, "Well, speaking of things Nate said, he tells me no one gives head better than another man."
"Well, we will just have to take his word for it," I replied, trying to push aside the curiosity tickling at the back of my mind; I wasn't gay, there was no way I was wondering if I could please Troy more than Eve could.
"If you are ever curious," she answered, then laughed at the double-meaning of curious in the context referred.
"Good to know," I laughed, "in case you quit sucking cock after the I do's."
Silence suddenly filled the room as we both realized what I had just said.
Thankfully, it was Rhianna who broke the sudden tension as she passed our table on her way to the washroom. "Hmmmm, that looks good enough to eat whole."
My eyes went wide, but Ashley not missing a beat, retorted, "So I have been told."
Rhianna was already walking away, her bubble butt ass swaying enticingly. Ashley leaned forward, "Do you think I should follow her in there and let her eat me whole?"
"You wouldn't," I gasped, my cock springing immediately to life at the thought of Ashley with another woman, especially someone as delicious as Rhianna.
"Just tell me to do it," she said, her expression one of total sincerity. If I said go for it I was positive she would have did exactly what she said she would do.
"If she wasn't one of my students," I said, briefly being the one in charge, "I would have you and her in a sixty-nine."
"You would?" She smiled.
"Absolutely," I nodded, playing along with her naughty innuendo.
She fed me a bite of the dessert and took one herself, allowing yet another naughty implication linger between us, my cock ready to burst through my pants like the Hulk.
The dessert was almost done when Rhianna sauntered past us again. Ashley said as she passed, "Isn't my dessert delicious, honey?"
Rhianna stopped to look at me and waited to hear my response. Forgetting she was a student, my cock head again controlling my real head, I answered. "It is by far the best dessert I have ever had and I have had a lot."
Rhianna smiled, putting another seed of naughtiness in the air, "Well, I will have to try some... one day very, very soon."
Again, she left before Ashley could counter leaving yet another naughty innuendo lingering between us.
Ashley asked, leaning in, "You wanted to know if I have been with another woman, right?"
"Is that a trick question?" I asked, knowing in past relationships when something is too good to be true, it usually is (although Ashley had dispelled all my relationship theories so far).
"Nope, do you really want to hear about my naughty lesbian past?" She asked, sucking on her straw innocently, yet it wasn't innocent to me. Also, her foot which had returned to the floor throughout our meal was back against my crotch teasing me.
"If you want to tell me," I answered safely.
She moved her foot away and stood up, "If you want to know all about my sordid past and learn another one of my fantasies, you better follow me right fucking now, I am so horny I could go ride her face right here in the restaurant in front of her parents."
I briefly entertained that thought before tossing two twenties on the table for the twenty-six dollar bill and following her out like a puppy following a bone, giving a quick wave to the Browns as we left.
Once in the car, I asked, "Where to?"
"My place," she answered.
"Sounds like a plan to me," I agreed, pulling out of the parking lot my cock hard with anticipation and my mind filled with curiosity.
5. Ashley's DARK Lesbian Desires
Once back at her place, she asked, "Do you ever watch Internet porn, baby?"
"Isn't that the only reason people go on the internet?" I answered without answering the question.
"Nice evasive answer," Ashley noticed.
"Well, I watched a lot more before I met you," I answered, which was true.
"How sweet," Ashley smiled, before surprising me again. "I have subscriptions to a couple websites," she admitted, opening her laptop.
"You do?" I asked, surprised that a woman would pay for Internet porn, it seemed like such a guy thing.
"Yep. After a long day at work I often need to unwind with a glass of wine, one of my toys and a little Internet porn," she revealed.
"How many toys do you have?" I asked.
"More than a few less than a plethora," she vaguely answered.
"Well that narrows it down completely," I joked.
"I like to be an enigma," she smiled, clicking onto a website.
"That you are," I agreed, an enigma being the best word to describe her.
"Turn on the television," she instructed.
"Sure," I obeyed, reaching for the remote.
Once the screen was on, I realized that her computer was hooked up to her TV and the website she had up was all interracial lesbian porn.
"Wow," I said, staring at the screen unable to formulate a complete thought.
"So this website has a variety of hot lesbian submission scenes," Ashley explained, scrolling over a few brief pictures with summaries. "There is a student making her teacher her submissive play thing, that one is pretty hot I will download it for you, for the rare time you are home alone and need something to get you off."
"Thanks," I said, only vaguely knowing what I was saying thanks for. I was so overwhelmed by the different scenes of black and white girls, although these were all tasteful and appropriate pictures. I wasn't surprised Ashley watched porn, I was surprised she paid for porn.
She continued, "Oh this one is hot too, a girl gets pulled over for speeding and ends up paying the fine with her face."
I joked, "Cheaper than the ticket."
"And a lot more fun," Ashley volleyed back.
"Oh this one was crazy. Three prisoners overpower two guards and completely dominate them," Ashley said, as if she was reviewing a book.
"That turns you on?" I asked, not imagining her being taken.
"Fuck yeah," Ashley said, "just the thought of it has my cunt leaking. If we didn't know her parents I would have followed that dyke right into the bathroom and fucked her senseless."
"You would not," I protested.
"In a heartbeat," she countered. "Fantasy number two is me having sex with a black woman."
"That one is a lot hotter than the first one," I said, the thought of her in a sixty-nine with another girl, Rhianna of course popping into my head, was super hot.
"I don't think so," she shrugged, "they are both hot, just different."
"Night and day different," I added.
"I don't know, more night and dusk," she said, scrolling to another page of videos. "This one has the hottest black girl ever and she is even wearing stockings for you."
I read the summary: Carol (the maid) is sick of the demeaning way her white boss treats her and decides to turn the tables on her, making the white boss the maid.
"Oh, oh, here it is," she said, clicking on a chapter called Nursed to Sin. "Take a seat, baby, it's time for a little bit of lesbian submission."
I asked, "Are all the videos black women dominating white women?"
"Yep," she replied matter-of-factly, sitting beside me and watching the scene start.
Another puzzle piece to the enigma that was Ashley. She was pretty aggressive with me in the bedroom, but would she be submissive to a woman? A black woman? Rhianna? Again, Ashley had my head spinning as I began watching porn for the third time in a week.
The scene started with a pretty blonde nurse, in her thirties I would guess, walking into a hospital room of a black teenager lying on the bed. "About fucking time," the pretty black girl snapped.
"Excuse me," the blonde nurse stammered, surprised by the patient's rudeness.
"I have been waiting for twenty fucking minutes," the black girl roared.
"Sorry, Ma'am," the nurse responded, used to pacifying unhappy patients. "It is shift change and they must have missed you."
"Ma'am, I like that," the black girl smirked.
"What can I do for you?" The nurse asked her tone usually effective at calming most verbal storms.
"Massage my feet," the young black girl replied.
"Pardon?" The nurse asked surprised by the request.
"Massage my fucking feet?" the black girl repeated.
"Sorry, Ma'am, we don't do that," the nurse replied, surprisingly keeping her cool.
"It wasn't a fucking request," the black teen patient snapped. "Now get your ass over here and massage my feet."
The nurse seemed bewildered by the treatment, but decided it was better to appease the irate irrational patient before she caused an even bigger commotion. She walked to her and took the black girl's right foot in her hands.
"Good girl," the black teen complimented, the smile on her face implying she had nefarious intentions for the older, pretty nurse.
The nurse's cheeks went red but she continued the servant like task.
I glanced at Ashley who was staring at the television completely intoxicated by the scene that was unfolding. Was it one of her fantasies to be seduced by a patient, a black patient?
I returned my gaze to the movie and noticed the nurse had changed feet.
Ashley flipped her stocking-clad feet onto my lap, and I instinctively took her foot in my hands and began massaging.
"Suck my toes," the patient instructed the nurse.
"I really need to check on my other patients," the nurse replied somewhat flustered by the request.
"Fine," the patient replied, "but I expect you back here during your break. Is that understood?"
The question was in a tone that was clear it wasn't a question but an expectation.
"I will try," the nurse replied.
"If you don't come and get your break time snack, I will come and find you and trust me you don't want that," the teen threatened.
"Yes, ma'am," the nurse said.
"When is your break?" The teen asked.
"It's at eleven," The nurse answered.
"See, you then," the teen stated.
"Yes, ma'am," The nurse nodded in response, clearly desperate to get out of the room.
The nurse walked out and once the door was closed, she leaned herself against the wall her face flushed, her body reacting to the submissive task she had just done.
"Hot, hey?" Ashley asked, raising her other foot to my lips.
"It's very interesting," I answered which was the truth, my mind spinning with the unspoken implications of showing me this particular video.
"That's a very politically correct response," she smiled, bending her one leg so her foot landed right on my very stiff cock. "Interesting, very interesting," she smiled as she turned her head back to the television and I took her nylon-clad toes in my mouth.
On screen, the white nurse was clearly rattled by her brief time with the blunt teenager. At her break, she walked to the door and paused.
"Get in here," the voice came from inside the door.
The nurse paused a couple more seconds before pushing the door open and entering.
"My toes," the teen instructed, as if two hours hadn't transpired since their last conversation.
The nurse didn't move closer to the patient as she explained, although her tone showed her weakness, "Ma'am, please, this is inappropriate."
"Taking care of your patient's needs is inappropriate?" The teen asked, innocently.
"Yes, no," the flustered nurse replied, clearly overwhelmed and unaccustomed to the strong personality of the black teen.
"Come here," the teen ordered.
The nurse tentatively moved towards the bed her nervousness obvious with each step.
The teen lifted up the blanket covering her to reveal she was naked and really stacked.



My eyes went big at just how perfect her body was and I hadn't even gotten a good look at her ass.
The nurse stopped and stammered, "W-w-what are you doing?"
"Getting your snack ready," the black girl responded, her hand going to her cunt.
"I-I-I-can't," the nurse stammered, even as she stared between the legs of the teen goddess, the girl's completely shaved pussy staring back at her.
"You can and you will," the teen responded, before adding, "Now get your ass over here and get to licking my cunt."
"But...." The nurse began but was cut off.
"It is obvious you want to, your mouth is literally watering," the black seductress assessed.
"No-I-...." The white nurse was cut off again, this time harshly.
"Get over here now and pleasure your black mistress," the teen ordered.
The nurse, bewildered and scared to disobey the black patient, obeyed the order as she moved between the legs of the teenager.
"Good girl," the teen said, her tone instantly softening.
The camera angle changed and it was a close up of the nurse just as she extended her tongue and leaned forward.
Glancing at Ashley, even as I continued massaging her foot with my hand as I pleasured her toes, when I noticed her right hand had moved to her pussy.
Ashley was transfixed by the happenings on screen, clearly drawn into the white-black submission. I was dying to ask her if she had ever been with a black woman, the thought of her being submissive hard to fathom.
Back onscreen, the older nurse was licking slowly, clearly unsure how to please another woman. The teen said, "Is this your first time eating cunt, my pet?"
The nurse's already red cheeks turned a darker shade of red from the humiliation as she answered, softly, "Yes, Ma'am."
"Don't worry, they say practice makes perfect," the black teen smiled as she reached for the back of the nurse's head pulling it deeper into her pink perfection.
"Honey, come lick me," Ashley moaned, her eyes never leaving the scene onscreen, as she opened her legs for me.
Although I was enjoying the nurse submission, I repositioned myself between her legs on the couch and went to work pleasing her. Ashley's cunt was sopping wet already and her intoxicating scent swarmed over my senses.
Although I couldn't see the movie, I could hear it, as the scene progressed, the black teen's aggressive verbal domination steadily increasing.
I heard her say, "I think I will have to take you back to my sorority and let you learn how to please a sista," and "Such a good white slave," and "I can't wait to fuck that white box of yours," and "Or maybe I will plug that white ass of yours."
While I heard all the cock stiffening dirty talk, I eagerly licked Ashley whose moans were louder than usual and when the black girl said, "You love nigger pussy, don't you?" Ashley grabbed my head and came all over my face as she screamed, "Fuuuuuuuuck yes."
I wasn't sure if she was talking to me or speaking for the nurse in the movie, but either way my face was coated with Ashley's sticky wetness, my mind spinning with another naughty quirk of hers.
Finally, Ashley let go of my head as I sat up and said, "You were extra wet today."
"I have been dripping since Rhianna flirted with me," she admitted.
"Is that so?" I teased, my hand massaging her leg.
"Fuck yes," Ashley said, adding, "As I said, it is another fantasy of mine to be seduced and taken by a woman of colour."
"That doesn't seem like you," I pointed out.
"I told you, I'm an enigma," she shrugged.
"So what if Rhianna hits on you again?" I asked, my cock creating a tent in my pants.
"Would you let me get fucked by her?" Ashley asked, her tone playful, blurring the intent. Was she serious?
"Could I watch?" I asked.
"If she lets you," Ashley smiled, shifting her body around so it was her turn to please me.
She released my cock from its fabric prison and said, "Watch the rest of the scene and imagine the patient is Rhianna and the nurse moi."
"Aaaah," I moaned as she engulfed my cock whole and I returned to watching the television.
The scene had shifted since I last watched. Somehow, the black patient had gotten herself a strap-on and was fucking the nurse from behind. The nurse, bent over the bed, her skirt up, pantyhose torn, was being fucked hard and her moans displaying just how much she was enjoying it.
"Do you like my cock in that cunt of yours," the black Domme asked.
"Yeeeees," the nurse whimpered.
"And you will be a good white slave for me?" the teen asked, slamming into the nurse so hard the bed moved.
"Yeeees," the horny nurse answered, her breathing getting increasingly erratic.
"Beg to be my white slave," the black goddess demanded, suddenly stopping with the plastic cock still deep inside the nurse.
The nurse was desperate to come, the fucking clearly stopping just before her climax was reached, she didn't hesitate as she answered, "Yes, Mistress, please can I be your white slave?"
"Is that all you got?" the black Mistress asked, her finger moving to the nurses' back door.
"Whaaaaat?" The nurse screamed, as a finger penetrated her ass without warning.
"Good white slaves have three holes for their Mistress to use," the teen Mistress explained as she began slowly pumping her finger in and out of her new slave's ass. "Shit you are tight, haven't you ever taken anything up your ass before?"
"Nooooo," the nurse answered, clearly in pain from the back door violation.
"Well, we better change that," the teen said, as she, with some work, slid a second finger inside.
"Oh myyyyy God," the nurse screamed in pain, loud enough that if this were a real hospital they would have visitors.
"Enjoying the movie?" Ashley asked, taking my cock out of her mouth.
"It's pretty hot," I admitted, looking down at her.
"Just imagine how hot it would be live," Ashley smiled, before returning to pleasuring my cock. She was sucking ever so slowly, making sure to allow me to watch the whole movie scene before allowing me to blow my top.
The idea of watching her with another woman was amazing, the thought it could be an eighteen-year-old student of mine: surreal, hot and scary, but mostly hot. Just the thought of seeing Rhianna's gravity defying breasts bared (I had seen them up close many cock-stiffing times) had my balls beginning to bubble.
Returning to the video just in time, I heard the nurse beg, "Please I will do anything, just please don't fuck my ass."
"You will come to my sorority and please every one of my sista's?" the black teen asked, rubbing her cock between the nurse's white ass cheeks.
"Yes," the nurse agreed, clearly willing to do anything to avoid being sodomized.
"And you will never disobey your chocolate Mistress," the teen asked, the smile on her face giving away her true intent...she was going to fuck the nurse's ass no matter what the nurse said.
"Yes, Mistress, I will be your white slave, your obedient pet," the nurse replied.
"Beg for it in your ass," the teen Mistress ordered, lube magically in reach of her hand as she generously lubed her cock.
"No, please," the nurse pleaded.
SMACK!
"Do as you're told, slut," the teen ordered, as she finished lubricating her cock.
Defeated, the nurse stammered, "P-p-please."
"Please, what, slave?" the teen questioned, pouring lube between the white ass cheeks of the nurse.
"Please fuck my ass," the nurse responded weakly.
"Please fuck my ass, what?" the Mistress questioned, pushing the nurse further into the depths of submission, as she placed the cock back between the ass cheeks of the pretty, disheveled nurse.
"Please fuck my ass, Mistress, my ebony goddess," the nurse answered, even adding a hot extra part.
"As you wish, you fucking cheap ass slut," the teen responded, piling on more and more humiliation to the submissive, bewildered nurse.
"Ooooooooh myyyyyyyy," the nurse screamed, as the strap-on cock began breaking through her back door.
"Oh my indeed," the teen chuckled as the plastic cock slowly disappeared between the white ass cheeks of the nurse.
A close up of the nurse showed the sheer mixture of pain and pleasure that was coursing through her body as she got her ass reamed.
The scene was incredibly hot, just as the thought of Ashley with Rhianna or another woman, as was also the slow burn Ashley was doing on my cock with her mouth and I knew my eruption was imminent.
"You like being an ass slave?" the teen Mistress asked, a couple of minutes later, as she began to really fuck the nurse, her body slamming into the nurse's ass making the bed move with each forward thrust.
"Yeeeeees," the nurse whimpered her orgasm on the rise.
"Come for me, ass slut, come like the slutty white whore you were born to be," the teen continued her verbal abuse.
"Oh God, oh God," the nurse moaned, so close to euphoria.
Not even realizing I was doing it, I grabbed Ashley's head and began fucking her mouth with my cock, bucking my ass up and shoving it deep in her mouth. The slurping sounds echoed through the room as I watched the final submission on screen.
"Fuuuuuuuck," the nurse screamed, as her orgasm cascaded through her.
"Coming from getting fucked in the ass, shit, you really are a fucking whore," the teen belittled, as she pulled out, walked around the bed and shoved the cock into the nurse's mouth.
"Fuuuuuuuuck," I repeated, as I shot my load into Ashley's mouth, suddenly realizing what I was doing and I let go of her head. Thankfully, she took over bobbing up and down as I continued spewing my seed in her mouth.
After a few seconds, she sat up and said, as if nothing had happened, "Oh watch this."
I returned my eyes to the television and away from Ashley to see an older black nurse walk in.
The white nurse tried to move away but was held in place by her teen Mistress.
"You did it, Janet," the black nurse said, as she pulled off her skirt.
"Yes, Mother, and she is all yours," the teen smiled, as she roughly grabbed the white submissive and tossed her onto the bed.
"I didn't think she was doable," the mom said, climbing onto the bed, straddling the dazed white nurse's face.
"They are all doable," the daughter responded. "No white slut has ever been able to refuse."
As the mom smothered her white co-worker's face, she laughed, "Like mother, like daughter."
"Fucking gets me off every time," Ashley said, before adding, "apparently you too."
"Sorry, I got carried away," I apologized.
"No worries, it was kind of hot for you to just take control and use me like your little slut," Ashley smiled, reaching over and giving my semi-erect cock a firm how-are-you-doing squeeze.
Joking, I answered, "Well you are my little slut."
"Your slut plans to flirt like hell with Rhianna the next chance she gets," she promised.
"Flirt away," I replied, the reality of the lesbian act way more fantasy than potential actuality.
We spent the rest of the day together going for a walk and enjoying a nice dinner before parting, without talking about sex again. Before I left, we had a quickie in her kitchen, and agreed that with our hectic week (basketball playoffs to focus on for me and with the hospital short staffed, Ashley would be working double shifts all week) that we probably wouldn't see each other for a few days.
As she kissed me goodbye, she handed me a USB flash drive and said, "A couple scenes I think you may like."
"Thanks, you are turning me into a dirty old man," I joked.
"My dirty old man," she corrected, kissing me again. Breaking the kiss, she said sweetly, "I love you, baby."
"I love you, too, angel," I returned, before heading home feeling completely satisfied in every possible way.
6. Another BIG Surprise
Monday was the most awkward teaching day of my life. It was tough to teach with Eve in class, knowing what I did. She, oblivious to my knowledge, was her usual eager to please in class self. She asked questions, answered them, and took notes. Yet, I couldn't look her in the eye, although I did stare more than usual at her painted toes in her nylons as she slipped her foot in and out of her shoe all during class like a hypnotist's watch.
It was like a couple of years ago. We had a new Chemistry teacher on staff who was easily the hottest woman I had ever met. She had green hypnotic eyes, long black as night hair, a body that begged to be fucked and she always, even on casual Fridays, wore pantyhose. I had been flirting with her casually when Matt, a fellow colleague, said, "She is a fucking nympho."
I quipped back, Matt a well-known bullshitter, "As if you would know."
"I'm serious, she dated my brother's roommate back in college," he countered.
"So?" I shrugged.
"She loves it up the ass," he informed me.
"Fuck off," I said.
"Seriously, I am not bullshitting you," he said.
Whether it was true or not, every time I looked at her, from that moment on all I could think of was 'she loved it up the ass'. Thankfully, she was transferred to another school the next year ending my obsessive thoughts of her liking it up her ass.
After school, practice was just as awkward. Troy was his usual commanding self making it even harder to forget about his power over Eve and the bizarre dream I had. I forced myself to put it out of my mind and focused on the task at hand, getting prepared for the state championships that began on Friday.
However, after practice the awkwardness came back in spades. I had seen my players naked in the locker room a million times but this time was different. I couldn't help but check out the size of my players. It wasn't like I wanted to drop to my knees and suck their cocks, but I was suddenly very curious... I was in awe of many of the black cocks. There were big ones and smaller ones, none bigger than Troy; there were thin ones and thick ones; there were circumcised ones and uncircumcised ones.
The next couple of days flew by as I taught and prepared for the championships by watching hours of video once I got home. Life settled back into a familiar routine until Wednesday evening when I had to stay late for a budget meeting for next year with the school board and the boosters club.
Once the meeting was over, I went to my office to grab a couple more disks of games, when I walked in on Troy again...although this time it wasn't Eve...nor was it a girl! On his knees was Eric, Troy pumping his cock in and out of Eric's mouth, literally getting his face fucked by Troy. Eric is the team's starting small forward, the son of our mayor and nicest kid I had ever had the privilege to teach...he like me, white. He was a good rebounder, strong defender, great passer, and the team's glue guy both on and off the court. He keeps things loose, always quick with a joke and able to make a motivational speech when needed. Definitely not gay and definitely not one I would expect to submit to Troy...yet nothing any more should have surprised me.
The action had obviously been going on awhile, as Troy was really bucking his hips, his cock pumping in and out of Eric's mouth; somehow he was taking it all without gagging. It was literally an unbelievable scene out of a porno, where the straight white guy is actually an amazing cocksucker. Yet, there it was happening right before my eyes.
Troy, talking trash like he did on the court, said, "Shit Eric, you have gotten really good at this. You are a natural born cocksucker."
Obviously Eric couldn't respond as his mouth was full of cock, but he looked up at Troy with worshipful eyes; my own cock was suddenly rising in my pants against my will.
Close to orgasm, Troy grunted, "Here it comes faggot, swallow every last drop princess."
I watched in awe yet again as Troy came in someone's mouth, this time a guy. I couldn't help it: I imagined myself on my knees in Eric's place, picturing Troy feeding his cock to me. I watched a moment more as Troy continued to pump his cum into Eric's mouth; I stumbled forward and briefly into view of the two boys before I slunk away.
I was still in ear shot when Troy said, "This weekend you will be my personal cum bucket, is that clear, cocksucker?"
I didn't hear Eric's answer as I went to the door. Thinking I should probably do something to let Troy know that he could be caught, I opened the door and slammed it shut loud enough they were bound to know they had company. I then walked back up the hallway slowly whistling to give the boys time to cover up their secret rendezvous. I walked in and Troy was grabbing his bag from the locker, while Eric was nowhere to be seen.
"Troy," I said, acting surprised, "you scared the shi--crap out of me."
"Sorry, Coach, just spending some extra time on the court," he lied, his smile smug as if he knew a secret I didn't.
"You're welcome to use the court anytime, but you should probably let me know so no one gives you a hard time," I said.
Troy laughed and said, his innuendo obvious because I knew what he was really doing, "Oh, I usually am the one giving someone a HARD time."
I don't know why I said it, nor could I believe the words out of my mouth, as I replied, "Everyone needs to be given a HARD time once in a while."
Troy laughed, before adding, "I can't imagine many people have given you a HARD time too often.
"Not enough," I answered, and my face burned as I realized what I had said, hoping the innuendo hadn't been too obvious. "Anyways, get home, I need you rested and focused for Friday."
"See ya Coach," Troy nodded, as he walked past me and out the door.
I took a breath and went to my office shaking my head at the realization I had just been trading sexual innuendos with a student. 'Damn you Ashley,' I cursed to myself; I had never once considered a man sexually before her anniversary present, but since then I had watched gay porn, dreamt of sucking cock, checked out Dr. Brown's cock in the bathroom, got hard watching Troy get sucked off and imagined myself briefly on my knees replacing Eric.
Did I want to suck cock? After briefly considering it, I was confident I didn't. The thought had been placed in my head by Ashley and thoughts, even ones you don't agree with, take awhile to fade.
I grabbed the disks and headed out. I noticed movement in the bathroom, assumedly Eric, and decided to let him have what little dignity he had left by ignoring it and heading out.



Once home, I went to pop a DVD into the player and saw the porn DVD on top of the player. Before I knew it, I had popped it in the player instead of the game film and was sitting on my couch watching scene three.
The teacher was back at his desk, when he was paged to the office. He sighed, put his pen down and headed to the office.
Once at the office, the secretary, a very pretty blonde who was smiling knowingly said, "Principal Eagleson will see you now."
"Thanks, Carrie," the teacher answered, his tone implying he didn't know what was about to happen, even though since it was porn it was already obvious to me.
Once in the room, a large, well-built, bald black man was sitting at his desk. "Take a seat, James."
"Yes, sir," James obeyed.
"Did you know that I used to play professional football?" The principal asked.
"Of course," the teacher nodded.
"Do you know what I miss most about it?" Principal Eagleson asked.
"The camaraderie?" James offered.
"That is one way to put it," the built black man chuckled. After a brief pause, "Do you remember the Walton situation?"
"Yes," the teacher nodded, confused by the sudden change of topic.
"Well after he was wrongly accused of hitting on a student, we put cameras in every classroom in the school to protect both our teachers and our students," Principal Eagleson said.
The teacher's eyes went wide as he obviously realized the implication of the principal's words.
"What's the problem James? The thought of you, a big black cock in your mouth, captured on video have you speechless?" The principal chuckled.
"Please, sir," the teacher replied.
"Please what, Cocksucker?" The principal asked, standing up from his chair.
"I was forced," the teacher weakly protested, not meeting the principal's eyes.
"That is not what the video seemed to show," the principal replied a slight smile crossing his face as he stood over the white teacher.
"Y-y-you don't understand," the teacher stammered.
"Oh, I think I understand very well," the principal countered, as he unzipped his pants; at this point the teacher lowered his gaze as the principal continued explaining, "You see, I didn't finish my earlier thought about what I missed about my professional football days. Oh sure I loved the game, the rush of winning, but I also really loved the fringe benefits like having so many eager white cocksuckers who were always around to deposit a load in."
"Groupies?" the teacher asked tentatively.
"All my white teammates... ALL of them." The reply made James swallow uneasily.
I gasped at the revelation of the principal and how large his black cock was, at least ten inches, when he unleashed it from his trousers. As I had mentioned before, I had never seriously considered another man before, and definitely never considered a cock beautiful or juicy, but as I stared at his big black snake, I discovered that both of these descriptions were true: it was big, black, beautiful and juicy...even though such a description...juicy...seemed absurd, no other word properly described the image in my head. I wanted to taste it....
The teacher's eyes went big as he stared at the massive cock in front of him almost poking him in the eye.
"Get sucking, Cocksucker," the principal ordered.
"Sir, please I don't thi..." The teacher's weak plea was silenced when his mouth was filled by black cock.
As if a light switch was turned on the minute black meat filled his mouth, the teacher began bobbing back and forth ignoring where he was or who it was he was sucking.
"That's it Cocksucker. I think we will be adding this to your current duties," the principal smugly commented.
The teacher continued taking more of the massive black snake in his mouth.
I pulled out my cock band began stroking my iron stiff cock as I returned my eyes to the screen.
"I want it all in that cocksucking mouth of yours," the principal ordered as about seven inches continued to disappear in the teacher's mouth.
I couldn't fathom all that fitting in anyone's mouth when my mind automatically went to images of Troy's cock when both Eve and Eric were eagerly bobbing on it, it being very similar in size to the one onscreen right now.
As I slowly stroked myself, I remembered the scene in the locker room earlier, only this time it was me on my knees sucking Troy's cock. I bobbed slowly up and down the huge black muscle, hungry to take more in my mouth. Simultaneously, I pumped my cock as I imagined being a good cocksucker.
I was brought back to reality when I heard the principal in the movie ask, "Does my cocksucker want my cock in his ass?"
My eyes went wide as I realized I had been fantasizing about Troy and serving his cock. I returned my gaze to the TV as I continued stroking my rock hard cock.
The principal, after a couple of minutes of having his cock sucked, pulled his cock out and ordered, "Pull your pants down and bend over my desk."
"Please let me just suck you," the teacher pleaded, although he was already unbuttoning his pants, clenching his ass cheeks in anticipation.
"It wasn't a request. Do as you're fucking told, Faggot," the principal snapped, roughly pulling him out of the chair by her hair.
A fear in the teacher's eyes was clear, as he fumbled with his belt, pulled down his pants and underwear and bent over the desk.
"Ever had a cock this big up your ass?" The principal asked.
"No sir," the teacher answered nervously.
"Do you want me to fuck your ass?" The principal questioned as he sauntered over to the bent over white teacher,
"I'd rather just suck you," he answered.
"You seemed to like getting your ass reamed by your students," the principal pointed out as he put his cock between the teacher's ass cheeks.
"He made me," the teacher weakly defended.
"Well I won't make you," the principal laughed, as his cock was placed at the teacher's back door. "I will just leave my cock here and let you decide what you want."
A close up of the teacher's face showed his conflicting emotions: doing what was socially acceptable vs. doing what his body so obviously wanted. After a few seconds, the teacher whimpered, defeated, "Please fuck me, Sir."
"Pardon?" The principal asked smiling.
The teacher repeated his plea, "Please fuck my ass, Sir."
"You're sure?" the principal smiled, his voice dripping with sarcasm. "I would never want to make you do something you didn't want to do."
"Yes, sir, fuck my ass with your big cock," the teacher begged, moving his ass back trying to take it in him.
"That wasn't so hard now was it?" The principal chuckled as he pushed forward and filled the teacher's ass in one hard forward thrust.
"Ooooooh Gooooood," the teacher screamed, the principal's cock clearly stretching his ass apart.
I began pumping furiously and in seconds cum shot out like a cannon into the air and then back down on me. As my loins pulsed with pleasure, I shook my head at just how turned on I got from watching gay interracial sex. I also couldn't believe that Troy had popped in my subconscious yet again.
I got up and shut the porno off just as the teacher begged to have his ass filled with cum. Oddly, the thought of what it would feel like to have my ass filled with cum popped into my head. I shook the thought out of my head and went to work on the game video for the upcoming weekend, anything to get me focused on what I should be doing.
That night I woke up again in a cold sweat from a dream so vividly real, it felt as if it had really happened.
I was on my knees again head eagerly bobbing back and forth, licking and sucking on his cock as Troy talked trash to me:"That's it, Coach suck my big cock," and "You look good with a mouthful of black cock," and "Coach, if I knew you were such an eager cocksucker we could have had way more fun on our road trips," and finally "You have been drooling over my black cock all season, haven't you, Coach?"
"Do you love my cock, Coach?" Troy asked, pulling his cock out of my mouth.
"Yes..." I admitted, reaching for it with my hand.
"How much do you love it, Coach?"Troy asked, as he moved the head of his cock around my lips.
I woke up shooting cum all over myself, the continual vision of Troy's cock and me on my knees overwhelming me.
Frustrated, I cleaned myself up, determined to keep this just a dirty twisted fantasy. I was not gay or bi-sexual and I had the perfect girlfriend...although I smirked to myself as I realized that if I told her my fantasy she would probably tell me to go for it...as long as she could watch.
Thankfully, I fell asleep eventually and didn't have any further relapses into gay fantasy.
7. Giving into my DARK Desires
I arranged for a substitute teacher Thursday so I could finish up all the game planning for Friday's two games as well as scouting our potential finals opponent on the assumption we won both our games Friday...which I was confident we would. The finals tournament had six teams in two pools of three with the winner of each pool advancing to the final Saturday evening at six.
I also had the players given the afternoon off from classes, so we could head out a day early and get well-rested before our eleven o'clock tip off Friday. We would also play again that evening.
I was so busy I didn't even have any time to even text Ashley, who promised she would drive up Saturday morning if we won our two games Friday.
The bus ride was loud and crazy, like bus rides always are, especially when the cheerleaders are on the bus as well. I worked with the other coaches on game planning and once we arrived at the dorms, where we were staying; we had a two-hour team meeting before sending the boys to their rooms around nine with a firm eleven o'clock curfew.
After a couple more hours of game planning, I am compulsive, I did my curfew checks. The boys each had their own dorm room as we found that they would be less likely to stay up horsing around than if they were sharing rooms; the small roster size of a basketball team made this feasible. The football team, for instance, would never be able to do that.
I knocked on Troy's room, five minutes after curfew, and I was surprised to have Eric, his face red, open the door. He stammered, "S-s-sorry, Coach, I was just going back to my room."
He was clearly embarrassed and I was pretty sure that Troy had been letting him suck his big black cock.
I looked at Troy on his bed and said, "You and Eric discussing strategy for tomorrow?"
"Nah, we were just talking and he was giving me a massage."
"A massage?" I questioned, surprised by his answer.
Troy answered, his next sentence dripping with innuendo, "Eric knows he can't play professionally; he wants to be a personal trainer. Besides, I had some stiffness I needed taking care of."
I could feel the heat in my cheeks at Troy's words. I replied, trying to hide my knowledge as well as the tent in my pants, "Well, don't break curfew."
"Sure thing Coach," Troy shrugged.
The thought of his hard black cock popped into my head. I paused as I tried to compose myself.
"Is there something wrong, Coach?" Troy asked.
"Just tired," I lied, "too many hours watching film and working on a game plan."
"Well, get some sleep, Coach. Tomorrow is going to be a long, hard day," Troy said. Although unbelievable, to me he seemed to stress both the words long and hard.
I stammered, the thought of me on my knees now playing in my head like a movie on loop, "Y-y-you too. I need my captain ready to go tomorrow."
"I am always ready to go, Coach," Troy retorted, again me reading his words and the hidden meaning in between the words.
Desperate to get out of his room, I mumbled something as I left before he could say anything else that had me thinking thoughts I shouldn't be having.
.....
We won our first game handily, 88-64 and now could relax a bit before our evening game.
As we were watching two teams in the other pool, including the first ranked Wolverines, Rhianna sat down beside me, much to my surprise.
"Hi coach," she said, in her cheerleading outfit, her legs glistening in her pantyhose.
"Hi, Rhianna," I smiled, acknowledging her before returning my attention to the game. Watching a team live was better for scouting than video at least that is what I found.
"Where is Ashley?" Rhianna asked, I noticed she didn't refer to her as Ms. Grisham like she had in the past.
"Working," I answered, barely paying attention to the question.
"Oh, I was hoping she would be here," she replied.
Without thinking, barely processing her words because I was so focused on the court action, I replied, "She will be coming up tomorrow morning if we make the finals."
"Delicious," Rhianna said, before adding, "Thanks, Coach."
"No problem," I answered, before realizing as she began walking away that our brief conversation was rather unorthodox. I looked her way and she was chatting with her brother and I just shook my head assuming I was again reading too much into the conversation, as I probably had with Troy also.
I watched the rest of the game, confident I had found a couple ways to exploit the Wolverines should we meet them in the state championships tomorrow. They too won their opener easily 91-53.
The afternoon flew by and other than a half hour meeting with the players before our early dinner, I remained focused on the game at hand.
We won again, this one a lot closer, 80-78, Troy setting up the winning points with a great pass. My stress level was through the roof as we blew a 76-70 lead with just over a minute left. Thankfully, we pulled it out and my emotions instantly shifted from pulling my hair out to pumping my fist in the air in jubilation.
After giving a speech to the team about perseverance, I sent them back to the dorms while I watched the final game of the other draw as the Wolverines battled it out with the also undefeated Buckeyes. Like our game, this one was closer but the Wolverines pulled away in the last few minutes winning 88-77.
Emotionally drained, I headed back to the dorms. I went directly to Troy's room to tell him who we were playing in the final and to briefly talk strategy.
I knocked on his door and was startled by Troy saying clearly perturbed, "You're late."
I took that as a strange invitation and entered to see Troy clearly having just finished showering standing there in only a towel.
"Late for what?" I joked.
Troy was clearly surprised by my appearance; I wondered if he was expecting Eric again. Troy grabbed his phone and quickly hit a few buttons, presumably texting someone.
"Eric was supposed to come and relieve my stiffness again," Troy said, a slight bulge in his towel apparent.
"I won't be long," I said. "We are playing the Wolverines."
"I know," he answered, "I checked online."
"So we are going to have to double team that Walker kid," I said.
"I have never double teamed someone before," Troy replied. My head instantly went sexual even though the comment was obviously about basketball. He was the one often double teamed.
"I think that if we neutralize him, our other players are stronger and we can win by playing a perfect team game," I explained.
Right when I finished speaking, Troy's towel dropped to the floor and Troy didn't even try to cover himself up. Although I had seen his cock from afar and in action, seeing it so close, especially after all I now knew, from three feet away was something completely different. It was semi-erect and seemed to be calling my name. I couldn't take my eyes off it as I flashed to Ashley's fantasy, plus my own strange dreams of late and wondered to myself if maybe I didn't want the same thing she did.
My cock grew rapidly in my trousers as I couldn't tear my gaze from his semi-erect cock. I stared at it in open admiration, and I looked for way too long; I just stared, slack-jawed, as I was completely captivated by my player's enormous cock.
"Coach, are you here to deal with my stiffness?" Troy asked, taking his cock in his hands.
Troy's words broke through my mental fog. My jaw hung open as I stared in wonder. I looked up and stammered, "W-w-what?"
"You can't take your eyes off it, can you, Coach?" Troy asked, smiling as it grew in his hands.
I shook my head weakly, desperate to stay in control as my body betrayed me, my eyes looking down again, his cock like a magnet to my eyes.
"Yeah, I figured as much," Troy said with a smile, before adding, "You seemed pretty in awe when you were watching Eric blow me."
I looked at him in shock, feeling myself rapidly losing control of this situation. My cock stiffened in my pants uncomfortably. He smirked at me. I couldn't meet his gaze so I locked away from him; my attention returned to his massive, throbbing erection. I was losing control of the situation completely; his easy dominance further heightened my arousal. Again I barely got out, "Y-y-you saw me?"

"I did and you seemed pretty intense as you watched," Troy said, his cock now a missile ready to launch, as I took many furtive glances at his beautiful member, completely unable to stop myself, my eyes unable to resist quick peeks, hopefully subtle glances, at his irresistable cock.
"I couldn't believe it," I weakly got out.
"What? That Eric is a cocksucker?" Troy asked, clearly confident with swearing in front of me now.
"I didn't know Eric was gay," I said.
Troy chuckled, "He's not. He's just white and all white boys bend for black cock."
"Excuse me?" I questioned him, even though I seemed to be proof that his words were true.
"Eric is, like all white boys, naturally inclined to want to please black cock," Troy explained, as if it was obvious.
"I don't...." I began.
I was interrupted by Troy asking, "What is it about white boys begging to be cocksuckers for nigger cock?"
"Watch your language," I scolded, trying with every ounce of my brain to keep in control. I was the adult, the coach.
Troy chuckled, "Coach we both know what you want right now. That's to assist me with my stiffness."
I didn't speak...I didn't move.
"On your knees, Coach," he ordered.
"Troy, please...," I protested, finally finding my voice. My protest was undermined however, as I nodded in reply, my mouth watering as I stared at his big black cock, and his hand slowly pumping it."
"Coach, we don't have a lot of time. I texted Eric not to stop by for now, but curfew is in forty-five minutes," Troy pointed out. "If you aren't interested, I will just text Eric to come and deal with my stiffness, he has actually became very good at it."



My head was clouded with flashes of Ashley's approval and my own growing fascination and curiosity, juxtaposed with doing what was morally right. I didn't say anything as Troy moved to me and put his hands on my shoulders. My eyes pleaded for mercy, even as my mouth watered.
Troy firmly guided me down to my knees, my weak resistance shattered as my body allowed the guidance to occur.
I was staring at his black cock just a couple of inches from my mouth. I was in a complete daze unable to think straight with Troy's big juicy cock just a couple of inches away from me.
Troy finally spoke. "Go ahead Coach, we both know you want to."
I hesitated. This was the moment of no return. If I stood up now, I could still maintain the coach-student relationship, yet my body, my mouth, my hunger were thinking otherwise. I could hear Ashley in my head saying, 'Go ahead baby, suck his big black cock for me'. The line between straight and gay, between teacher and student, was impossible to see and I crossed it nonetheless when I leaned forward, opened my mouth and took his big, almost fully erect, black cock into my mouth.
I couldn't believe the feeling of it in my mouth, both soft and hard at the same time, an oxymoron that I couldn't explain, I only had three or four inches in my mouth and was in awe as I felt it stiffen becoming harder, longer...it was like magic. Just the thought that I was making it happen somehow turned me on even more. There was also no taste, other than the slightest hint of soap. I wondered if his cock would taste different in my mouth after a game, his sweat mixed in. Thinking such thoughts was absurd, yet all I could think about at the time was pleasing him. His cock now completely erect, ten inches of long, hard, delicious black cock in front of me, I moved back and focused on just his wide cock head.
"That's it, Coach, take your time," Troy groaned softly, just his mushroom top in my mouth. Even after all the recent fantasies and porn, the real thing was so much different than I had imagined it. It didn't feel gay, or straight, or bisexual, it just seemed natural to be on my knees, his cock in my mouth as I slowly began to worship his massive black cock.
I reflected on how Ashley pleased me with her mouth and I tried to replicate her blow jobs starting to swirl my tongue around his mushroom top.
"That's it, Coach," Troy encouraged after a minute or two of concentrated teasing of his cock head.
Slowly, I began to take a bit of his cock in my mouth and was surprised by the heat coming from it. I was also surprised by how natural a cock felt in my mouth. My mind went blank with my only focus on pleasing the mammoth cock currently in my mouth. I had no delusions of taking it all like in the porno movies, but I was determined to do the best I could.
Over a third easily gliding in and out of my mouth, Troy finally spoke, reminding me who I was sucking, "That's it, Coach, keep taking more of my big nigger cock."
The term 'nigger', so racist, so taboo in society, and yet seemed so extra stimulating to my stiff cock, begging for release as I continued bobbing back and forth on Troy's.
"Is this your first cock, Coach?" Troy asked.
I moaned on his cock in response, my lips spread wide around his cock, a feeling that seemed both surreal and yet so right.
He repeated the question. "Answer me Coach. Is this your first cock?"
Taking his cock out of my mouth, my hand continuing to stroke his massive meat, I looked up, a sudden humiliation washing over me, as reality of my inappropriate act seemed more real when looking up at him, I answered, "Yes."
"Do you like sucking my cock, Coach?" Troy asked, pumping his cock halfway in my mouth and then pulling back out.
"Yes," I admitted, wanting his cock back in my mouth.
"Do you want to swallow my cum or feel it sprayed all over your face?" he asked, again pumping his cock in and out of my mouth quickly.
The rapid movement of his cock in my mouth caused so much arousal and stimulation that I could not concentrate on his question! I had to calm myself and focus on thinking. The thought of my face coated in cum was even more humiliating in my mind and I was curious to taste his cum, having only tasted mine when on occasion Ashley slid some in my mouth after she had taken mine in her mouth. "Both," I answered, keeping my words to a minimum, allowing my submission to him to be unconditional.
"You understand you are my cocksucker now," Troy explained, pumping his cock in and out of my mouth fast, each forward thrust going a little deeper than the time before. After a dozen strokes, he pulled out, my saliva dripping off the head of his firm shiny cock.
"Yes," I whispered, knowing I would do this again in a heartbeat, my craving to have cock in my mouth undeniable.
"And you also know that Rhianna plans to take your girlfriend," Troy added, before holding my head and beginning to fuck my face with his beautiful cock. The act should have been humiliating, yet I just focused on not gagging as at least eight inches of his dark chocolate filled my mouth. "Shit, for a first timer you are a pretty natural cocksucker, Coach."
I was surprised by the bluntness of his announcement of Rhianna's plans, as he pulled out of my mouth again, I asked, "How does she know Ashley will give in?"
"The same way I knew you would," Troy shrugged. "You have a look of hunger in your eyes, the same yearning your pretty little girlfriend had when talking to Rhianna on Sunday." He returned his cock back to my mouth before adding, "Plus no white girl can resist Rhianna. Just like no white boy or man can resist falling to their knees and slobbering over my black cock, no matter how straight they think they are it just seems to be one of the laws of sexual submission."
The idea that this was about race and that no white man could resist his black cock was an obnoxious philosophy yet there I was, straight, white and on my knees sucking his cock, just like Eric had a couple days ago and assumedly yesterday and who knows how many other times.
Troy continued, "I should stress that no white girl can resist my black cobra either, as soon as I unleash this thing the white chicks are ready to drop their facade of propriety as they fight over who can fall to their knees the quickest."
I imagined Eve, the sweet innocent daughter of the minister, bobbing up and down the other weekend, and agreeing to take it up her ass and pondered who else had been on their knees worshipping this perfect cock.
As if reading my mind, he instructed, "Your turn again, Cocksucker."
Being called a 'cocksucker' hit me with another jolt of shame and yet only seemed to enhance my eagerness to please, absurd, irritating, but true.
As I began bobbing again, thankful to be in control and not being face fucked, Troy continued, "No white slut has ever refused my cock. You already know about Eve."
I stopped surprised he knew I knew.
Troy chuckled, "of course, I know. I was surprised and briefly worried when I saw you watching, but when you didn't stop us or freak out, I figured I would test you by letting you catch me using Eric. Get sucking, Cocksucker."
I obeyed, realizing just how much I had been played by my player.
"My first white slut was actually Mrs. Marshall," Troy revealed, implying that our married, no-nonsense vice-principal, had sucked his cock.
I didn't respond since I had a mouthful of cock as Troy continued to list people I knew that had apparently fell under the spell of his dark magic wand.
"After I had my first taste of power over a submissive white woman I was addicted. The excitement of seducing a white woman or girl was thrilling and seeing them on their knees begging to suck my cock became an obsession, every one a challenge," Troy continued. "You wouldn't know all the white sluts who have begged to suck me or to fuck them but you would know a few like Mrs. Rose, Kimberly Atkins, Jessie Amberson, Ms. Waters and Ms. Walker just a couple of weeks ago."
My head spun with the names he listed. Mrs. Rose, of course, is Eve's mother and the minister's wife, a woman that seemed to brim with propriety; Kimberly Atkins is likely to be the prom queen and is dating the quarterback and all that other high school stereotypical jazz; Jessie Amberson is a chubby senior in charge of our school council; Ms. Waters is the cheerleading coach, just twenty-five and an ex-Dallas Cowboys cheerleader (and in the room next to me); lastly, Mrs. Walker is the new English teacher from Canada who had moved here after a bad break-up with her husband and if I were single, I would have been all over her (especially because she wore nylons every day).
"Eric was only the second guy to beg to blow me, the first being at basketball camp this past summer," Troy continued, before adding, "I'm not gay or anything, but a mouth is a mouth and an ass is an ass."
My eyes went big at his last words a lingering hint of his future intentions. It was one thing to suck his big juicy cock, it felt so good and natural in my mouth, and it was a completely different matter to take a cock in my ass. I couldn't explain it but sucking a cock didn't feel gay to me, I was drawn in almost against my will by the sheer majesty of Troy's glorious black cock, yet allowing him to sodomize me seemed pretty gay.
I had no idea how long I had been bobbing back and forth, taking eight inches of his cock in my mouth, not trying to do more, when Troy finally spoke again. "Fuck Coach, you really are a natural cocksucker. Sucking me so slow and casual like that, you love it in your mouth don't you?"
I moaned in agreement, again admitting the obvious.
"It's time to receive your reward, Cocksucker," Troy announced, adding, "now bob back and forth like a eager little cocksucker, show me how much you want my cum."
I didn't hesitate as I shifted into high gear, bobbing back and forth furiously, my obedience a bit embarrassing.
"Good boy," Troy moaned, at my fast-paced assault on his cock.
I craved his cum, I wanted to make him cum, I wanted to feel his cock twitch in my mouth as he spurted his white goo down my throat.
Suddenly, he pulled out and before I could even react, Troy ordered, "Open up, Coach."
Again my obedience was without hesitation as I opened wide, on my knees, waiting for his cum. Troy pumped his cock and the first rope went high and into my hair and onto my forehead, the second rope followed hitting me directly on my nose and lips, while the third rope shot into my mouth and onto my chin. Again without thinking, I leaned forward and took his cock back in my mouth, hungry to retrieve every last drop. I milked his cock like a cheap slut, the taste of his cum more addicting than I could have impossibly imagined. He gave me an appetizer, but I hungered for a full meal.
"Shit, Coach, if I had known how big a cocksucker you were, I would have been filling you up daily," Troy chuckled as he pulled away from me.
My face went red with shame at the obvious humiliation of his words. The cum on my face just adding another level of shame to my complete submission to him.
He reached for his phone and I went to cover my face.
"Don't you dare, Cocksucker," Troy warned his tone surprisingly firm. "This isn't for blackmail, I don't need to resort to such things to shoot my load down someone's throat. No this is for memory; I keep a facial pic of my first time with every cocksucker."
"Please don't," I protested.
"Look up at me or you will never get this cock again," Troy threatened.
The thought of never having him in my mouth, never getting a full load of his sweet seed, was impossible to imagine so I obeyed his demand looking up at his phone.
"I thought so," Troy said, snapping the picture. "No one has been able to resist coming back for seconds and you, Coach, have been the most eager I have ever had."
Again shame filled me as I sat on my knees, my face covered with his cum.
Troy looked on the floor and pointed, "There is a bit on the floor if you are still hungry."
Yet again without hesitation, my humility no longer relevant, I bent down and licked his cum off the dorm room floor, ignoring the thought of what else might have been on that floor.
When I sat back up, his cum taste lingering in my mouth, I was staring at Troy's still completely erect cock.
Troy shrugged, "What can I say, I'm eighteen, I usually shoot four or five loads a day. Most ending up on someone's face or in someone's mouth, I hate to waste it."
I stared at his black cock, the thought of there being another load in his balls for me, had my mouth again watering.
"You can have seconds if you want, Coach Cocksucker," Troy offered, watching me amused from his dominant position standing before me.
Again, my mind thinking with only my hunger to please, I leaned forward and took his cock back into my mouth. I returned to slow back and forth movements until Troy ordered, "Suck my balls, coach."
My lips wrapped around his cock like a suction cup, I moved slowly back until there was a loud pop as his cock head escaped my lips.
"Shit," Troy groaned, "you are better and more eager than most of my white bitches."
Before I had time to stop myself, I quipped back, "I aim to please."
Troy chuckled back, "As do I."
I used my tongue and slithered slowly down his long pulsing shaft, before reaching his balls. I paused briefly unsure where to start, before opening my mouth and taking his black bag in my mouth as I searched, and quickly found, one of his balls. I sucked on it awkwardly for a few seconds, before retrieving the other one and replicating the odd attention.
Returning back to his monster cock, I again slid my tongue up his cock as if I were licking the biggest, most delicious Popsicle ever. Once back to his mushroom top, I swirled my tongue around savouring the opportunity to worship Troy's perfect cock.
Long and hard, I briefly wondered what it would feel like in my ass, but just as quickly I pushed that thought out realizing just how thick he was.
I again took his stiff missile in my mouth and returned to slow bobbing, in no hurry to get him off, revelling in the majesty of his hypnotic black cock.
As I continued back and forth bobs, Troy brought Ashley up again. "So is your girlfriend going to succumb as easily to Rhianna as you did to me?"
His cock left my mouth as I answered, not wanting to give him any insider information about Ashley's weakness for black women, "I don't know."
As he tapped my nose with his rock hard cock, he said, "I think you do. If you want my cock regularly I expect you to be completely obedient."
I sighed. Was I willing to sell out Ashley to be allowed to suck a student's cock? A couple weeks ago such a question would have been absurd, yet there I was on my knees, staring at the black missile directly in front of me considering exactly that. As I pondered my answer, I was confident that Ashley would not be angry I revealed such personal information.
"Answer me, Cocksucker, or I will get Eric in here to finish what you started," Troy demanded with a threat.
"She wouldn't put up much resistance," I revealed, his stiff rod all I could focus on. I wanted it, no I needed it, back in my mouth.
"Is she bi?" He asked.
"Yes," I admitted.
"Delicious," Troy said, the smile on his face already thinking about future plans.
Deciding I should make it clear that he would never get her, at least I hoped she wouldn't succumb to him, although I was hoping she would succumb to his sister, I explained, "Ashley and I have agreed that same sex play isn't cheating."
"Really?" Troy said, sliding his cock back into my waiting mouth. "So you can suck cock, or get sucked by another guy or take it up your ass or fuck another guy's ass and it isn't cheating?"
He pulled his cock out so I could answer.
"We have never talked about whether I could have a man suck me off or if I could f-f-fuck another guy," I explained.
"Shit," Troy laughed, "This is even more interesting than I could have imagined."
He filled my mouth again with his juicy member as he continued, "So she has given you permission to suck another guy?"
Again, pulling out so I could speak.
"Kind of, it is one if her fantasies," I admitted, realizing instantly the mistake I had just made, accidentally setting up a lot of potential situations.
"Hmmmmm," he smiled, "Does she know about your hunger to suck me off?"
"No," I answered, "but she knows I saw you with Eve."
"Interesting," Troy said.
"And she saw you and your sister leave the room at church after Eve," I added.
"That was crazy, watching Eve's first time with a girl while at church was pretty hot," Troy said.
The thought of him watching his sister be pleasured by Eve was strange.
Noticing my quizzical expression, he laughed, "I didn't join in. Sis and I just like to share sluts sometimes."
He shoved his cock back in my mouth and began fucking my face again, this time rougher and deeper, having me choke on occasion as it reached new depths in my mouth. "So Ms. Grisham wants to watch you suck cock?"
I moaned on his cock in response when he didn't give me the opportunity to speak.
"And you want to make her fantasy come true?" Troy asked.
Again I moaned in the affirmative.
"That can be arranged," Troy promised, his tone implying he already had a plan in mind.
He continued fucking my face as he asked, "So, Ashley is allowed to munch cunt and it isn't cheating?"
Again I moaned in agreement.
"But taking my cock in her white cunt would be cheating?" Troy continued.
All I could do was moan in reply as I focused on not gagging as he shoved his cock so deep into my mouth I could feel his balls hit my chin.
"Fuck, I love your mouth, Coach," Troy grunted, as he continued fucking my face, his hands in my hair keeping me immobilized and completely at his mercy, tears rolling down my eyes as I gagged on occasion. He promised, "A mouth I plan to use often."
I worried briefly about keeping this humiliating submission a secret, yet I knew I would be back on my knees in a heartbeat if given the opportunity. Although I didn't remotely want to be sucked off by a guy and I didn't have the remotest interest in fucking a guy, since I already had the perfect woman to please me with her mouth, pussy and ass, yet sucking black cock was irresistible to me.
There was no more talking as Troy continued to assault my mouth, his breathing getting heavier, until I heard a grunt and a second later I felt a spray of cum hit the back of my throat. I eagerly swallowed his cum as shot after shot spurted into my mouth and down my throat. His full load in my mouth, unlike the small taste I got during the facial, fulfilled my hunger, the taste unlike anything I had ever tasted. A mixture of salty sweet and a lingering tang that was inexplicable had me wanting more, even after every last drop had been shot from his cannon.
Pulling out, Troy asked, "Did you enjoy becoming my cocksucker, coach?"
"Yes," I admitted, my shame fading rapidly; rather than quenching my appetite for my student's impressive cock, my hunger had only grown.

"And you want more?" Troy asked, already knowing the answer.

"YES," I replied without hesitating, my urgency scaring me a bit.

"You know I plan to take your ass, Coach," Troy said, as if it had already been decided.

"I don't know," I hesitated, the thought intriguing, but I wasn't sure I was ready to cross that line so soon after my first submission.

"Next time, I take your ass, coach," Troy stated, his tone brooking no argument.

"Can I just suck you again?" I pleaded, hardly believing the words as they left my mouth.

"Oh, you will," Troy promised.

"I am not ready for... that," I said, turned on by the thought of submitting to him so completely, but not ready to admit it, even to myself.




As Troy grabbed some sweats and pulled them up, his finally shrinking cock disappearing from view. "It is a natural progression, Coach. First white men dream of sucking black cock, then you become the cocksucker you so desperately longed to be, then, inevitably, you eagerly submit your ass. You won't be able to deny your hunger for black cock, ass slut."

The term 'ass slut,' for some reason, was even a bigger slap in the face to my manhood and pride than the plethora of times he had called me cocksucker. My cock tightened.

I didn't answer, suddenly feeling vulnerable, his dried cum weighing heavily on my face.
"Tell ya what, Coach," Troy said, as he fell onto his bed. "If we win tomorrow, I get your ass next weekend; if we lose I will let you decide when I fuck your white ass."
A potential out available, where seconds earlier I was beginning to feel hopeless, I quickly took the olive branch of hope. "Ok, but only if we win."
"Ok, what?" Troy asked, I realized instantly he wanted me to say it, suddenly feeling like I was in my own porn movie.
I let out the slightest hint of a sigh as I answered as he wanted me to, realizing I was exactly like the teacher in the porn movie Ashley had bought me that was responsible for my descent into gay submission, "If we win, my ass is yours."
"Coach, you really have a way with incentives," Troy laughed as he grabbed his phone. He added, "Although I wouldn't use that in your per-game speech tomorrow."
I laughed back, finally getting off my very weary knees, "Agreed."
"By the way Coach," Troy said, surprising me one more time. "Did you know Ashley got here just after our victory today?"
My face went pale. "She wasn't coming until tomorrow."
"Oh, I imagine she has been coming for awhile," Troy smirked, his implication obvious.
I stammered, praying it wasn't another player, "W-w-who is she with?"
"All I know for sure that sis was showing her to your room a good hour before you arrived here to begin your time as my cocksucker," Troy revealed.
My mind shifted from worry, to curiosity, as I asked, "You are serious?"
"Why would I lie?" Troy shrugged.
I left Troy's room and quickly went to the communal bathroom where I washed my face and wet my hair. Seconds later, Coach Johnson walked in and saw me.
"Did you check on the players yet?" He asked.
"Not yet, been working on strategy for tomorrow," I answered.
"Well, I'll go enforce curfew and let them know who we're playing, if they don't already know. You get some sleep, we need you fresh tomorrow so you will be at your best," he said.
"Thanks," I replied and headed to my dorm room.
Unlocking my door, I walked in and was staring at Ashley, tied to my bed spread eagle wearing stockings, her legs wide open, a toy buzzing in her pussy and a butt plug in her ass.
"Clooooose the door, baby?" she moaned.
Realizing anyone walking by could see her spread-eagled in this very compromising position, I quickly closed the door, locked it and returned my gaze to her bound on the bed.
"Are you going to come get me off or what? That devious bitch Rhianna has had me on the brink for over an hour," Ashley revealed.
My cock, rock hard and ready to burst after hours of neglect, plus the sight of my bound girlfriend was fucking hot, I got naked in Superman like speed, pulled the plug out of her ass and slid right in.
"Fuck, you nasty bastard," Ashley moaned, as my cock slid into her tight ass.
"And you fucking love it," I countered, pounding her ass hard, trying to prove my manhood after what I had done and what I had just promised to do if we won tomorrow.
"Harder, baby," Ashley begged, clearly frustrated from the teasing.
I slammed into her ass, making the toy in her cunt go deeper, as we both were desperate to release an orgasm that had been held in check for too long.
It took a minute at most, to feel my balls boiling, Ashley was also near orgasm, and as I shot my load in her ass, she came too, gushing so hard the toy in her cunt popped out of her. A couple more pumps to finish my release, and I pulled out and buried my face in her still trembling cunt. Her taste so different than Troy's, was equally addicting as I lapped up her cunt juice like a man lost in the desert for days who suddenly finds water.
Eventually, her orgasm subsided and she weakly asked, "Would you mind untying me?"
I smiled, my face shiny with her pussy juice, "I don't know, you look pretty hot like that."
"I always look hot," she quipped back.
"Touché," I agreed, as I began untying her legs. "So I have a story to tell."
"So do I," Ashley replied.
8. Ashley Gives into Her DARK Desires
Ashley, still naked, sat up on the edge of the bed and I told her what had happened with Troy.
As expected, she was not only ok with it, but ecstatic. She said, all giddy, "So he expects you to do it again?"
"He called me his new cocksucker," I answered, oddly not remotely humiliated by the words when talking to her.
"Fuck that is hot," Ashley said, clearly drawn into my sexual submission.
"And I agreed to let him fuck my ass if we win tomorrow," I added, wanting to impress my sexually deviant girlfriend.
"No way," Ashley gasped, a devious smile on her face.
"Yep, next weekend," I revealed, answering such a major decision so casually, the admitting my submission to her turning me on. I loved making her happy. "But I can't say I am ready for that."
"I can help," Ashley offered.
"How?" I asked.
"We will save that for when we get back home," she said, before asking, "Aren't you curious how I ended up bound to your bed with toys in my cunt and ass?"
"Not really," I shrugged, "I just assumed it was another present for me."
"Well you sure took it as a present, fucker," Ashley quipped, playfully hitting me. Such language from her always turning me on.
"So did you go to the DARK side too?" I asked, although I assumed I already knew the answer.
"Why yes, the pull was too strong to resist," Ashley teased back.
"Rhianna?" I queried.
"She was relentless," Ashley replied.
"And you fought with all your might," I teased.
"Well...." She smiled.
"Tell me what happened," I requested, dying to know what happened between her and Rhianna, I wanted every detail.
Ashley smiled and then recounted her seduction by Rhianna and how she ended up eagle-spread in my room.
So I thought I would surprise you by coming a day early. But when I got here you were nowhere to be found. I got a key for your room and was heading here when I bumped into Rhianna.
"Ashley, Coach said you wouldn't be here until tomorrow," Rhianna greeted me, still in her cheerleader's outfit, and her sing-song voice.
"I wanted to surprise him," I told her, as I checked her out slyly.
"That you will," she answered, her tone ominous, as she added, checking out my outfit, which was classy but sexy, "I see you dress to tease."
I blushed at her words, already feeling a dampness in my cunt.
"Or are you dressed to please," she added, her voice shifting to flirtatious.
Being coy, I retorted back, "A little bit of both."
"Delicious," she smiled back.
I quipped, opening the door wide open for what was to follow, "So I have been told,"
A glimmer of knowing was in her eyes when she said, "Let me help you to coach's room."
She took my suitcase and led me to your room. Walking behind her, I couldn't help but notice her legs and how they shined in her pantyhose.
"Key," she requested, opening her hand.
I handed her the key already wondering if this was going to be more than just harmless flirting.
Once in your room, she sat the suitcase aside and said, "Were you a cheerleader in high school, Ashley?"
"No," I admitted, "more of a nerd."
"Really? That is very intriguing," she replied.
"Why is that?" I asked her.
"Well, I have learned that the shy nerds at my school most often have the most ferocious sexual appetites," she revealed.
I went red in the cheeks, remembering how insecure I was in high school and how I dreamed of sex constantly, but ended up becoming very close friends with my brush, until I found a dildo in sister's closet one day.
"I can't imagine you as shy or a nerd," I interrupted.
"I came out of my shell in college," Ashley shrugged. "Pledging a sorority was very interesting, but that is a story for another day."
"Sorry, please continue," I replied, although her sorority stories were definitely something I was going to inquire about at a later time.
Remembering how in high school many of my fantasies had been of the popular girls, the cheerleaders and so forth, I stammered, "I-I-is that so?"
"From my experience," she shrugged. "They are also the most eager to please."
"They are usually very determined," I countered, playing along.
"That they are," she smiled back, before adding, her tone firm, "Don't go anywhere, I will be right back."
I responded, saluting her, "Yes, ma'am," my tone playful but also hinting at obedience.
"Ma'am, I like that," she said, as she left me alone to think about what was in store. At the time, I wondered if you would be ok with it if I had sex with one of your students. I was confident you would be ok with me having sex with another girl based on our earlier conversations and you knew I had flirted with Rhianna, but flirting, fantasy and reality are often very different things."
"That is what I thought too," I admitted, the memories of sucking Troy's cock flashing back into my head.
"Luckily, we are like two peas in a pod it seems, both submitting to black beauty at the same time," Ashley said.
"I guess we did, didn't we," I realized.
"Yep it seems that while you were busy enjoying Troy's black cock, I was tasting his sister," she said, her crudeness a turn on. The way she could look sweet and innocent one minute then hot and slutty the next was an amazing turn on.
"That makes it sound so bad," I replied.
"We were both very bad," she pointed out.
"True," I agreed as she continued her story.
So she came back a few minutes later, enough time for the ups and downs of excitement versus fear to rise and fall a few times, excitement not surprisingly winning the brief internal battle.
"You're still dressed," Rhianna said as she closed the door, a duffle bag in her hand.
Feigning innocence, I responded, "Of course, why wouldn't I be?"
"Let's quit this charade if propriety, Ashley. I know you want me," she said, confidence oozing out of her, which only enhanced my eagerness to submit to her.
That said, I love playing the game, and I countered, "What makes you say that?"
"The hunger in your eyes last Sunday, the need in your voice when we spoke and the obvious reality that all white women crave sexual submission to black women, especially younger black women," she answered, her black-white philosophy intriguing.
"That seems rather extreme," I countered.
"Knees! Now!" she ordered, her tone form, authoritative.
The playfulness over, I suddenly realized my predicament. As you know my fantasy has been to submit to a black woman and I was now living the fantasy I had long yearned for. Yet crossing the line between fantasy and reality, especially considering she is your student, had me hesitating obeying her order, even as my body begged to give in, causing a gush of my cunt juice to leak into my panties.
As if sensing my trepidation, she pushed me further, somehow knowing exactly what I wanted, "Let's not pretend anymore, Ashley. You are white and a natural submissive for black pussy. I am black and naturally a Domme for white cunt lickers like you, my pet, are destined to follow the natural order of the social sexual hierarchy."
Her logic was bizarre and yet seemed completely logical as I got pulled into her web, my knees suddenly weak and struggling to hold me up, my panties soaked from the situation and my desire to cross the invisible line of her so-called social sexual hierarchy. She put her hands on my shoulders and when she pushed down my knees gave way and I felt myself dropping to the floor.
"Good girl," Rhianna purred as she looked down at me.
I didn't respond, even as my body warmed at her praise.
"Have you ever served a black Mistress before, my pet?" Rhianna asked, as she moved to the bed and sat on the edge.
The words 'Mistress' and 'my pet' both had my head clouding even more as I was drawn into her world of black and white. "No," I admitted, as I without instruction crawled to her feet.
"No, what?" She questioned, as she lifted her foot up to me. I assumed I was supposed to take off her shoes, yet another subservient task. I, of course, didn't hesitate in obeying her unspoken expectations.
As I untied her shoe, submerging deeper into submission, and trying to impress her as I became the willing submissive, I answered, with more detail and proper respect, "No, Mistress, I have never served an ebony goddess."
"Ebony goddess, that is a new one," she laughed softly, as I took off her first shoe. "The sock too," she ordered.
I quickly pulled off the slouch sock she was wearing over her pantyhose and Rhianna changed feet putting her other foot in my hand. I took off her other shoe and sock then and waited for further instruction with a strange mixture of excitement and trepidation.
She put her pantyhose covered foot to my mouth and said, "Suck your Mistress's toes."
I have sucked my own toes through my nylons many times and I loved the feeling of it, but being the one doing it to another woman was very degrading, which not surprisingly triggered another leakage from my cunt. I was really thankful that I chose to wear panties.
I took her foot in my hands, the nylon surprisingly soft, and began massaging her foot, drawn to the feel. I mean I love the feel of silk nylons on my legs and I know the impact it has on you, but I had never felt another woman's leg or foot in nylon. I was like a kid in a candy store as I became fascinated by her nylons.
"Do you have a nylon fetish, my pet?" She asked.
"Adam loves me wearing them and I love the way they make my legs look and feel," I answered, as I continued rubbing her legs, moving my hand up her calf. "But I have never felt them on another woman."
"Obviously you like the feel," she quipped, as she lifted her toes to my mouth. "Now obey your ebony Mistress."
"Sorry, Mistress," I apologized, as I opened my mouth and took her pinky toe into my mouth. The taste was a mixture of sweat and nylon, not really pleasant, yet the submissiveness of it somehow turned me on.
"I have been in these pantyhose, socks and shoes all day," she explained, pointing out to me how disgusting my act of submission really was, as I shifted to her second toe.
I continued the toe pleasure, sucking each toe into my mouth individually, each time another unpleasant taste filling my mouth.
Once the first foot was done, she offered me her other foot and I replicated the submissive act.
Finally done, she asked rather bluntly, "You have eaten cunt before?"
"Yes, Mistress," I admitted, looking up, trying to get a glimpse between her slightly opened legs.
"Nigger, cunt?" She asked, even though she already knew the answer, the taboo word coming out of her mouth surprising me.
I answered, implying my hunger, "No, this will be my first time."
"First time what?" She questioned, opening her legs slightly.
"This will be my first time licking nigger pussy," I answered, the word 'nigger' still very awkward to say.
She opened her legs further and ordered, "Kiss every inch of me, slave."
Another derogatory term, another attempt at distinguishing a clear hierarchy of power between her and me, and another gush of cunt juice left me. I used my hands to caress her nylon legs while I kissed gently every inch of her foot, ankle, calf, and thigh. Time stood still as I plastered her leg with butterfly kisses until I reached her cunt, much to my surprise a pantie-less cunt, her pussy lips framed perfectly by the silky sheer nylon.
"Like what you see, my pet?" Rhianna asked.
"God, yes," I answered, salivating at the mouth.
"Funny, that's what Eve said in church last Sunday," Rhianna quipped back, before instructing, "The other leg too."
I reluctantly moved away from her pussy, so close to me yet out of reach, her scent lingering like a magnet to my senses. I again replicated the attention to her other leg, kissing, licking and nibbling on every inch of her pantyhose clad leg. Finally back at her foot, she said, "Stand up, my pet."
My knees a bit sore, I was thankful for the reprieve.
Once standing up, she ordered, "Get undressed."
A simple order, especially since I already had crossed the line, and I am quite confident with my body, yet getting naked in front of her was a bit scary. Yet, I obeyed, unbuttoning my blouse first and then unzipping my skirt, revealing I was wearing thigh high stockings.
"Stockings, not pantyhose, you really are full of surprises, my pet," she commented.
"I try," I shrugged, now in only bra, panties, thigh highs and heels.
I began to take the thigh highs off but she said, "No, leave those on. But let's get rid of the bra and panties."
My hands trembled lightly as I unfastened my bra and allowed my breasts to be assessed by her.
"34b?" She asked.
"Good guess," I nodded, impressed.
"I am a connoisseur of tits," she shrugged, as she pulled her sweater over her head, her massive breasts barely held in check by her white sports bra. Seeing me stare bewildered at her voluptuous black breasts, she asked, "You like, don't you slut!"
Another new derogatory name, another gush in my panties, as I answered, "No, I love."
"Good girl," she purred, as she pointed to my panties.
I slowly slid them down trying not to get my wetness on my legs, my panties sopping wet.
"Pass them here," she ordered.
My face went redder, if possible, as I warned, "They are a bit wet."
"Now!" She said, her tone so firm and unwavering.
I handed her my panties.
"Holy shit, your cunt leaks like Niagara Falls," she said, before asking, "Is all this wetness because of me?"
"Yes, Mistress," I blushed.
"Do you want to see my tits?" She asked brazenly.
"Yes, please," I eagerly replied, I imagined I looked like one of those cartoon characters where their tongues are outside their mouth salivating.
"Beg," she ordered.
"Please Mistress, let your white slave see what real tits look like," I answered, willing to use derogatory words in reference to myself.
Content with my answer, she took off her bra and allowed her breasts the freedom they were begging for. Her nipples were long and stiff, her areolas a dark sexy contrast to the rest of her breasts, which were stunningly firm. I was simply in awe, as if I was Indiana Jones and staring at the Holy Grail. I wanted to cup them in my hands, to squeeze them, to bury my face in them and yet I waited further instructions.
"Go ahead, my pet, feel what real tits feel like," she offered, clearly a shot at my much smaller tits.



I didn't hesitate, my mind went into auto pilot, as I moved to her and cupped her heavy, dark flesh in my hands. They were firm and yet moved with such ease as I lifted them up captivated like I had just got a new present.
"Suck them, big breast lover," she ordered.
I leaned forward, her erect nipples hard like diamonds as I took her right one in my mouth.
"Mmmmm, that's it white girl," she purred, reminding me of the interracial piece in case I had forgot...of course I hadn't.
I swirled my tongue around her nipple as I would the head of a cock, constantly teasing, before putting my lips firmly on her breast and sucking it as if I was a newborn.
"That's it, slut, suck you're Mistress`s tits," Rhianna moaned, making a chill go up my spine knowing I was turning her on.
I moved to her other breast and replicated the slow tease before I moved my tongue between her massive tits and began slowly slithering down.
"Hungry for nigger pussy are we?" she asked teasingly.
"Famished," I replied, reaching her pussy framed so perfectly in her silk pantyhose. Surprising her, I think, as I sucked her clit through the sheer nylon.
"Oh you dirty little slut," she moaned, as I tasted her sweetness through the nylon, which was exponentially better than her toes earlier.
I continued sucking her clit until she moved her hands to her crotch and ripped an opening for easier access to her black perfection.
"Let's give you some direct access my hungry little slut," she purred, her fingers rubbing her pussy right before my eyes, opening her pussy lips for me.
I didn't need to be told twice, as I leaned forward, extended my tongue and began licking directly from the source. I have eaten pussy before, many, many times before, but her taste was unlike anything I had ever tasted: sweet, tangy and exotic. I started slowly, enjoying her taste and scent as I explored her pussy with my tongue.
"That's it cunt-licker, take your time getting accustomed to my cunt, you will be in this exact position many times after today," she promised, which sent yet another gush of juice out of me and down my legs, as I imagined doing this in front of you.
"That I look forward to," I responded, my cock again stiff and raring to go.
"So I see," Ashley smiled, looking directly at my erect member. "Are you getting turned on hearing about me getting made into a lesbian submissive?" She smiled, as she reached for my cock.
"Is that bad?" I joked, as she began stroking me.
"No worse than how wet my cunt got pleasing her or how much it turned me on to hear you tell me how you became a cocksucker," she smiled.
"But only for black cock," I pointed out.
"And only for black cunt," she countered. "So back to my story."
I licked, probed, and sucked her cunt, not missing an inch of her pussy; addicted to her taste in moments and craving to receive the full gush of her cunt.
As I swirled my tongue around her clit, she moaned, "That's it white bitch, worship your Mistress's pussy."
"You are my goddess," I replied, playing on her words.
"And you my servant," she replied, as she grabbed my hair and pulled me deeper into her oasis of wetness.
Taking that as a sign, I began a more aggressive approach on her cunt. I licked up and down, parting her cunt lips and getting directly to the source. Eventually, her breathing began to increase; I sucked her chit between my lips and was rewarded by her talking dirty to me. "Fuck yes, you dirty little nigger cunt eater, suck my clit."
Sensing her orgasm was on the rise, and knowing how to find a g-spot, I slid two fingers easily into her wetness. After a few seconds of exploring, I found her g-spot and tapped on it continuously. As expected, her orgasm came like a tidal wave crashing onto shore, or more literally on my face, as she too is a flooder.
My face was coated with her cum, her taste stronger and enticing as I hungrily swallowed every trace of her cunt juice.
Her orgasm finally peaked, she then pushed my head away, "You really are an eager little cunt licker, aren't you?"
My face shiny with her cunt juice, I answered, "For you, yes Mistress."
"Get on the bed on your back, slut," Rhianna ordered.
I obeyed, my pussy on fire, anticipating her returning the favour.
She pulled pantyhose from the bag she had brought and used them to tie my wrists to the bed. Then smirked, "I am going to help you add to your surprise for coach."
I watched suddenly nervous at the helplessness I was feeling as she bound me.
She then did the same thing to my legs, binding my ankles as well.
Once bound, she pulled out the toys and asked, "I assume you let coach fuck that white ass of yours."
"Yes, Mistress," I admitted, seeing the two toys and getting excited at the thought of bring double fucked by her.
"I wish I could give you the hard fucking you need, but I have a meeting with another white submissiveness slut, Coach Carter. Actually I am already late, so I am going to have to continue you're slave training another day," she explained as she turned on the vibrator and shoved it in my hot cunt.
"Aaaaah," I moaned, the constant vibrations bringing instant pleasure.
She put some lube on the butt plug and rubbed the medium sized toy at my rosebud before pushing forward, my ass easily taking her toy. She laughed, "I guess I could have used the large plug, but Coach Carter has been wearing it all day."
"Ooooooh myyyyy," I whimpered both at the revelation about Coach Carter and the sensations of the vibrations inside me.
"Until next time," she said, leaning in and kissing me. I eagerly opened my mouth and kissed her back.
Breaking the kiss, she promised, "Next time I will fuck you, my slut."
"Yes, Mistress, I look forward to it," I replied, the buzzing driving me nuts but not enough to get me off.
"Smile," she said, her phone in her hands.
"Please no," I begged, of course I couldn't even attempt to cover up bring bound and all.
"Like you have a choice," she laughed, snapping a picture.
Resigned to my fate, I smiled, praying that this picture would not be used against me one day.
"Don't worry, slut. These are just for me," she reassured me as she put her phone away. When she reached the door, she stopped and said, "I will come retrieve the toys another day."
"Kkkkkk," I moaned. Then she left and the two toys teased me relentlessly until you came in forty-five minutes later.
Her story done, Ashley took my cock into her mouth and bobbed back and forth furiously. "Good to know you still like cock," I joked.
"Happy you like cock too," she quipped back, as she pushed me into my back and straddled my cock.
As I filled her cunt, she moaned, "So now what?"
"You ride me," I answered, as I watched her small but firm tits bounce as she did exactly that.
"No, you shit. What about Troy and Rhianna?" She asked, as she slid her cunt up and down on my cock.
"It is out of our control," I answered, before adding, "I told Troy that you would be ok with me with another guy and I would be ok with you and another girl, but...."
"But not me with a guy or you with a girl," she finished for me.
"Exactly," I nodded.
"Good, we are on the same wave length. You are all the man I need, baby."
"And you are everything I need in a woman," I replied.
She leaned down and kissed me passionately, my cock deep in her.
"I love you," she said, looking into my eyes.
"I love you too," I replied.
"I can't believe how fucked up we are," she smiled playfully as she moved back down and continued riding my cock.
I shrugged, "I was normal before I met you."
"I know, it took a while to fix you," she smirked.
"I didn't know I was broken," I joked back.
"Shut up and fuck me," she demanded, as she got off and onto her hands and knees.
Moving behind her, I positioned my cock at her back door and slid it in.
"You dirty fucker," she moaned as my cock disappeared into her ass.
"I am what you made me," I chuckled, as I began pumping my cock in and out of her tight ass.
"Touché," she half laughed, half moaned, as I slammed into her ass for a long, passionate fuck session.
.....
The next evening, we won the championship game, rather handily 88-69, with Troy scoring 39 points and being named tournament MVP.
We celebrated as a team on the long bus ride home, Troy giving no hints to the power he had over me.
Once we arrived home, just after midnight, all of us exhausted, but still glowing in the aftermath of our school's first state basketball championship. Troy, once most of the players had left to other parties, shook my hand and said firmly, "I guess you owe me something, Coach."
"I guess I do?" I answered, not backing away from my earlier commitment.
"Next Saturday evening, the parents are gone to the lake and I have the house all to myself," he said.
"What about Jamal and DeDreana," I asked.
"They will be going with them," Troy confirmed.
"And Rhianna?" I asked.
"Oh, she will be there too, as will her new pet," Troy added, confirming he knew of Ashley's submission to his sister. "I understand she wants to watch."
"Yes, she does," I admitted, realizing that Ashley would get to watch me submit to black cock soon.
"Well, you should always give your girl what she wants, shouldn't you?" Troy asked.
"I suppose I should," I agreed, my head spinning with the thought of Ashley seeing me be used by Troy.
"By the way, if I were you I would prepare that white ass for me," Troy said smugly, "I am told I can really be an ass-full."
"I imagine you will be, especially in my virgin ass," I said, whispering the last few words, even though no one else was close to hear. I suddenly needed him to understand I was ready and willing for him to use me again and again.
"You want my cock right now, don't you, Cocksucker?" He asked, sensing my hunger.
My face went red as I realized the moment he asked me that I indeed did. "I wouldn't resist if you ordered your cocksucker to please you."
"Let's go to your office," he ordered.
"Meet you there in five," I agreed, glancing at the bus driver who was waiting for me to do a final bus check. "I need to finish with the bus bullshit."
"Don't be late, Cocksucker," Troy ordered. "I need a quick blow and go, I am pretty tired."
"Five minutes, max," I said, my mouth watering, eager to be filled by his cock again.
.....
Five minutes later, I was on my knees, in my office, as Troy unleashed his sleeping giant for me.
It was completely flaccid, but still it was huge; the thought that it would one day soon be in my ass was surreal, although not as much as realizing that the thought of getting ass fucked was turning me on. I took it in my mouth, wanting to feel it grow inside me. I bobbed slowly, coaxing him to arousal. At first, his cock was soft and slightly squishy, a strange but true descriptor, but as I sucked his cock it became harder and harder, until it was eventually stiff as steel in my mouth.
My own cock was equally hard, as I began bobbing back and forth on his. Troy was silent for a long time as I sucked his black missile until he said, "Take it all Coach, a good cocksucker can deep throat."
I had a solid eight inches going in and out of my mouth, an unbelievable amount considering my lack of experience, but had not tried to go further. It was alarming how much I wanted to be a good cocksucker for my student; it was all I could think of as I took more of his stiff meat in my mouth.

"That's it Coach; you're a welcome addition to my cocksucker harem," he groaned, as a ninth inch filled my mouth.
The thought of being just one of many of his cocksuckers annoyed me, I wanted every load of his cum, having already become addicted to serving him. Wanting to be the best of his cocksuckers, I continued taking more of his beautiful rod until my nose was buried in his pubic hair.
"Shit Coach, you are one obedient, eager cocksucking bitch. You sure you haven't done this before?" He taunted me, as I fit all of his cock in my mouth. He laughed, "You don't have to answer that."
Happy to have achieved the impossible, I went to work on his cock, bobbing back and forth like a hungry slut. I craved his cum, I craved his approval, I craved his cock.
A couple of minutes of deep throating and I heard the magical words I had been dying to hear. "Here it comes, slut," he grunted, as his cum was sprayed down my throat. I swallowed the first spray, but did my best to catch the rest in my mouth. I wanted to savour it, to feel its texture.
Once done, he pulled out and said, "Tomorrow at church. Left wing bathroom at 10:30."
I nodded, even as fear filled my mind, my mouth still full of his cum.
"Is my cum still in your mouth?" He asked, surprised.
I again nodded, the texture like heavy yogurt, but salty. I swished it in my mouth as if it was fine wine.
"Coach you are the gayest straight cocksucker I know," he laughed, pulling his pants up.
"Only for you," I said, my mouth still full of cum.
"Well, I always have a load to shoot Coach," he smiled as he began to leave. "Again, I highly recommend you prep your ass for me."
"Yes, Master," I agreed, finally swallowing the last of his addictive seed.
As I got off my knees, my phone vibrated. I checked the message. It was Ashley. 'Get your ass home, Cocksucker.'
I chuckled at her gall to call me cocksucker even as Troy's aftertaste lingered in my mouth.
I replied: 'On my way, rug-muncher.'
That night, I fucked Ashley hard, coming in her cunt after plugging her ass for awhile. Ashley told me that she too was supposed to meet Rhianna in the bathroom at church at 10:30.
It was obvious...this was only the beginning.
9. Worshipping the DARK Side
The next morning, Ashley and I both were somewhat anxious about our 10:30 secret rendezvous with Rhianna and Troy respectively. 10:30 was half way through the service and a few minutes into when Reverend Rose usually began his sermon. It was probably the safest time to meet and not be caught but it still caused a lot of trepidation because:
A. It was still at church
B. We still could be easily caught
C. My career was on the line, as was Ashley's
D. Did I mention it was at church?
Yet, none of those very glaring concerns would have stopped either of us from sinning. We had crossed to the DARK side and like Darth Vader there was no turning back.
Holding hands, during the first part of the service, we didn't see our Master or Mistress until the service started, sitting with their family, as we watched the clock slowly tick towards ground zero. At 10:25, Ashley gave my hand a meaningful squeeze and excused herself. I glanced over and saw that both Rhianna and Troy were no longer with their family.
I waited a couple more minutes, somehow feeling that everyone around was watching me and knew of my sinful intentions. At 10:28, I left my seat and headed towards my secret rendezvous with my 18-year-old student, my 18-year-old player and my eighteen-year-old black Master.
Arriving at the door, I glanced to make sure no one was watching, still subconsciously sensing that I was being watched, even though I knew that that was ridiculous, nobody could sense, just by looking at me, my depraved thoughts and intent, before I walked towards the washroom.
Arriving at the door of the bathroom, I glanced to make sure no one was watching, my subconscious still sensing I was being watched, before I walked into the room.
Troy was at the sink and he wordlessly pointed to the end open stall.
I rushed to it, and he followed me in and closed the door.
"Sit, Cocksucker," Troy ordered.
I obeyed.
He surprised me as he straddled the toilet seat, unbuckled his pants, allowed them to drop to his feet and released his cock for me.
It was directly in my face, semi-erect, and slightly shiny.
Noticing my slight look of confusion, he explained, "You get a special treat today, cocksucker. I drilled Eve's cunt before the service started, in her dad's office, so you will probably taste her cunt on my cock."
Somehow this seemed like cheating. I wasn't fucking Eve, nor was I going down on her, yet I was definitely going to taste her. Yet, as his cock dangled in my face, the technicalities of cheating faded as my mouth watered.
I opened my mouth to take in his juicy irresistible black cock when he ordered, "We are in a place of worship cocksucker, say a prayer of thanks first before eating."
The smug smile on his face was so cocky that usually I would be sure to wipe it right off his face in any other context, yet in my current position of submissive cocksucker all I could do was obey.
The words out of my mouth were so humiliating, so ludicrous and yet somehow turned me on even more. "Thank you, Lord, for creating this wonderful black cock. For creating both black and white and for being patient as society comes to understand who the Masters are and who the slaves are."
Troy said, "You may show your appreciation, Cocksucker."
I opened my mouth and took his semi-erect snake in. I sucked him slowly and deeply, causing his cock to grow inside me, a sensation of power I had already grown to love. Knowing I was making his cock hard made my own cock hard. I swirled my tongue around his thick mushroom top and created extra saliva to enhance the pleasure I was giving him, as Ashley often did to me when she was taking her time blowing me. Although not strong, I could taste Eve's pussy juice on his cock, which somehow made the submission even dirtier, more submissive.
Suddenly I heard the bathroom door open and I froze, my eyes going big. It was then I realized why he was standing on the edge of the toilet seat so only one pair of legs could be seen.
Paralyzed by fear, I didn't move, but Troy seemed even more amused by suddenly having an unknown audience. He began slowly moving his cock in and out of my mouth. I focused on not making the slobbery sucking noises as over half his cock slid in and out of my mouth.
The only sound in the bathroom was someone peeing at the urinal. Thankfully, after a minute or so, the man washed his hands and left, oblivious to the act of submission happening only a few feet from where he was.
As soon as the door closed, Troy chuckled, "You looked worried Cocksucker."
His cock pumping in and out of my mouth, there was nothing I could say.
Troy explained, "Just so you know, I love making my cocksuckers take risks, it adds to the thrill."
Thinking of him with Eve and with Eric, I guess that was rather obvious in retrospect. I pondered, as more of his cock filled my mouth, how far was he willing to go? I was not sure I could resist his demands even if I wanted to, the feeling of submission to him was so erotically fulfilling I had no control over my will. Yet I didn't want to lose my job or have this secret revealed to anyone. I still saw myself as straight, although once he took my ass that would be harder to sell.
As if sensing my worry, Troy added, "Don't worry Coach, I will keep your cocksucking secret safe as long as you obey like a good boy."
He pumped his cock hard in and out of my mouth, my focus now only on not gagging on his massive cock as he fucked my mouth ruthlessly for his pleasure. Suddenly, he pulled out and seconds later my face was covered with cum as he gave me a full facial.
Craving his cum, as soon as he was finished, I took his cock back in my mouth, although I couldn't resist licking my lips, feeling his stickiness everywhere on my face.




He laughed quipping, "I think I've created a cocksucking monster."
Realizing how ridiculous I must have looked, I allowed his cock to slide out of my mouth, his stickiness everywhere on my face.
"You are not allowed to wash your face until you get home," he instructed, as my eyes went wide.
"But you can use your fingers to get most of it," he added.
Permission granted, I began scooping his cum from my face and putting it in my mouth like a cheap whore. The act was so submissive, so wrong, yet felt so right and I wanted more... I was truly frightened by my insatiable hunger for his cock, and his cum.
As he got off the toilet and quickly pulled up his pants, he said, "See you in class...Coach."
He opened the stall door and left it open as he walked out of the bathroom. I continued getting his addictive white stuff off my face and into my mouth, the taste so much less satisfying this way then directly from the source. Finally, all the big gobs retrieved, I went to the mirror and looked at my face. I scooped up a smaller gob under my eye and two tiny specs on my forehead, but otherwise no one could tell I had just received a facial of cum. That said, my face was red and if someone looked close enough the sticky residue may be noticed. I sighed and didn't leave the bathroom until another man entered a couple of minutes later.
I avoided eye contact with anyone and returned to my seat in the pews, shame suddenly cascading through me at both the reality of how badly I had just sinned, where I had just sinned, and with whom I had sinned. I felt overwhelmed with the unnerving feeling that everybody in the congregation could see cum all over my face, even though they couldn't.
I was surprised Ashley wasn't back yet as I glanced over at Troy who looked over and smiled at me.
A couple of minutes later, just as the sermon was ending, Ashley returned sitting down beside me, her face ruby red and a clear shine, obviously pussy juice, on her face. It wasn't obvious to anyone who didn't know what she had just been doing, but it was obvious to me.
She took my hand and squeezed it hard, a rare display of her insecurity. I squeezed it back twice and whispered in her ear, "It isn't obvious."
She looked at me and her mouth dropped open. She whispered back, "You have something white on your collar."
"Oh God," I gasped, realizing I had been so preoccupied with my face I never looked for any droppings elsewhere.
Slyly, she moved her hand to the incriminating evidence and scooped it up with her finger. I expected her to move it to her mouth, I don't know why, but instead she moved her hand underneath the pew seats.
She took my hand again, a smile on her face that allowed me to relax too. We were both completely out of our elements of control and yet were both getting off on the submission as well as the threat of being caught.
I was barely listening when the minister said my name. Looking up with a deer in headlights look, I stared at the minister.
He repeated, "Come on up here, Adam Carter and you too Troy Brown."
I looked at Ashley in panic mode, but she just nodded slightly, implying I looked respectable and not coated in teenage cum, before I stood up and walked to the front of the congregation.
I watched Troy walk smugly towards Minister Rose and me.
I was on one side, Troy on the other as Minister Rose said all excited, "And we couldn't finish the service today without taking a moment to recognize Adam and Troy who returned home last night with our first state championships in boys' basketball ever."
The large congregation clapped rambunctiously.
"Coach would you like to say a few words?" Minister Rose asked. I had long learned that this question was rhetorical. I was to speak and be sure to give God credit for our good fortune.
Every pair of eyes in the church were staring at me causing a rush of anxiety at the reality that my face was still sticky with Troy's cum. Was my discomfort obvious? Could they see through my athletic exterior and see the true submissive me? Could they see the cum still on my face? The fear of being caught was way more stressful now than when I was in the bathroom being face-fucked by Troy. I felt completely naked in front of the congregation, all my sins on display. I took a deep breath, took the microphone and said, "Sometimes all the stars line up perfectly, and for this team that happened. Through hard work, determination and the grace of God, we were able to bring the championship here."
"Amen," Minister Rose bellowed out.
A chorus of "Amen" echoed through the church in response.
I saw Eve, with her mother, and couldn't help but smirk at the reality that they, like me, were cocksucker's for Troy's cock.
"And what about you, my son?" The minister asked Troy.
"Well, Coach was an inspirational leader for the team and found a way to make our diverse group into one team. But his dedication and unwavering loyalty and willingness to go that extra mile for us was what took us over the top," Troy answered, before adding, "Of course, Coach also led through worship."
My face went red and I glanced at Ashley who couldn't help but smile at the true intent of his words.
"Any last words, Coach," Minister Rose asked.
I don't know why I said it, but the words came out of my mouth anyway, "Well it was definitely a LONG, HARD journey and I came to learn lots about myself and the power of being on my KNEES and worshipping the great wonder of God."
"Hallelujah," Minister Rose said, and the whole congregation followed. I glanced again at Ashley who was barely holding in her laughter at the irony of what the congregation was really celebrating.
Once the service was done, "I ended up face to face with Troy's dad, Mr. Brown. He began, "Way to go, Coach."
"Thanks," I said, assuming he meant yesterday's state victory and not deep-throating his son's cock, which was, in my opinion, just as impressive as winning the championship.
"We are all very impressed with how you managed the team and got the most out of them," Troy's dad said.
"It was great working with your son," I replied. "He has really come into his own."
"We would love to have you over one day this week," Mr. Brown surprised me.
I stammered, fearful of being at their house with Troy, and with Rhianna, causing me anxiety, "U-u-um, sure." I didn't want to agree, but what was I going to say, 'Sorry, I don't want to because I am scared you will find out that I am just one of your son's personal cocksuckers and my girlfriend is your daughter's submissive as well?'
Mrs. Brown then corrected him, "It will have to be the week after, we're heading to the cabin on Wednesday."
Mr. Brown nodded, "Right. Ok, the week after. How about Tuesday? Do we have anything going on next Tuesday?" He looked at his wife.
She checked her phone. "No, we're free."
"Not anymore," Mr. Brown said, "We will make it a team celebration. Coach please invite the rest of your coaches and Troy will make sure the team all knows."
"Sure," I agreed, suddenly relived as I assumed I was pretty safe with that many people there.
Ashley squeezed my hand as we said our goodbyes and after a few more congratulatory words from other members of the church, we returned to the car where Ashley burst out laughing. "Long and hard?" She asked.
"Well it was," I replied smiling.
"I need something long and hard too," she smiled back, before adding, "Home, James."
My cock hard, I drove as fast as possible while generally following the laws of the road.
Once at her place, we devoured each other. She pushed me against the wall and shoved her tongue in my mouth. I returned with my tongue to join hers as we explored every inch of each other's mouths while she unbuttoned my shirt and I just allowed my hands to roam.
Breaking the kiss, her urgency was apparent, as she fell to her knees and fished my cock out from my trousers. "Tell me about your trip to the bathroom," she said, before taking my cock in her mouth.
As she hungrily bobbed back and forth, I retold the story of being face-fucked in the bathroom and the facial I received. She moaned a couple of times, clearly turned on by my submission to black cock, as she deep-throated me.
"I'm getting close," I warned, always the gentleman.
Her hand went to my ass and I wasn't surprised when her finger penetrated me, although this time she pumped her finger in and out, instantly triggering an orgasm as I shot my cum down Ashley's throat. I pondered what it would feel like to have a real cock in my ass; the erotic sensation of her finger fucking my ass was thrilling, would Troy's thick cock be even more pleasurable? Yet, the idea of Troy's mammoth snake still scared the shit out of me (pun intended).
Getting off her knees, she grabbed my hand, led me to her bedroom, a place we seldom ever actually fucked, and lifted up her skirt and offered me her perfect pussy pie. "Do you want to hear about my bathroom adventure?"
"Is your pussy perfect?" I asked as an answer.
"Why yes it is," she smiled, falling onto her bed as her hand slowly rubbed her engorged clit. "Can you lick and listen?"
"I am not much of a multi-tasker, but this is one I think I can handle," I smiled, as I crawled between her legs and began licking her already very wet pussy.
"So when I got to the bathroom there was a sign that said closed for cleaning which relaxed me a bit as the fear of getting caught, usually a turn-on, wasn't as exciting while at church. Yet, I couldn't deny obeying Rhianna's order had my cunt wet and there was no way I wasn't going to meet her in the bathroom sign or no sign. Anyway, I got in the bathroom, and Rhianna was there, sitting on the counter.
"Hi, slut," Rhianna smiled.
"Hi, Mistress," I replied.
"Hungry?" She asked, opening her legs.
"Famished," I answered, walking to her.
"This unfortunately, needs to be a dine and go," Rhianna smiled, adding, "Otherwise mom will come looking for me."
"Understood," I nodded, as I dropped to me knees, not even thinking about getting caught my hunger to taste her overriding any fear, I went between her legs and directly to her cunt.
As I licked, she moaned, "You are such an eager white girl."
I took her clit in my mouth in response.
I licked, probed and sucked her cunt, desperate to make her cum, to taste her fountain of juice again. "Shit, slut, you have a wicked little tongue."
I smiled at the compliment all the while continuing to lick.
A minute later, she moaned "Are you ready to be baptized as a nigger pussy slave?"
The words so nasty and so hot, I mumbled, "God, yes" my pussy leaking at the thought of being her slave.
Knowing she was close, I sucked on her swollen clit even as I swirled my tongue around it. Her legs stiffened, she grabbed my head and my face was flooded with my sexual submission baptism. I eagerly lapped her cum as if it was holy water.
Once her orgasm subsided, she asked, letting go of my head, "Does my slut accept the terms of her white slave baptism?"
I looked up, eager to agree, yet worried at the full breadth of such an admission. I stammered slightly, "W-w-what does it entail?"
She smiled down at me and answered, "Complete obedience to all black women."
"All?" I asked, wanting this to remain a secret.
"Yes, through your baptism you accept that you are a white slave to all black pussy, no matter how young or old?" She reiterated, before adding, "Of legal age of course."
"Oh," I said, my trepidation obvious.
"Don't worry, nigger lover," she smiled, "I won't be sharing you with every black girl in town, you just have to accept that you crave submission to black cunt and you can't resist, like all white women, the chance to serve and obey black women."
When she put it that way it just made sense, as absurd as that is to say, and I agreed, "I accept by baptism to be a slave to all black Mistresses."
"Unconditionally?" She asked, her eyebrow raised.
"Without hesitation," I agreed.
"Good girl," she purred, before adding, "Now crawl to the last stall. It is time to test your vow."
My face went red and my eyes big as my body trembled with insecurity.
"Go now, my slut," she ordered, firmly.
"Yes, Mistress," I agreed, getting onto all fours as I began crawling to the stall noticing there was someone sitting on the toilet seat.
I paused briefly, the reality of my predicament becoming crystal clear, before I crossed yet another invisible line and entered the stall.
"Slave Ashley meet my aunt, Big Rosie from Boston," Rhianna introduced.
My face burned as I looked at a large black woman, sitting on the toilet, her legs already spread wide.
She smiled, "Well hello, nigger lover, come in here, and get your treat slut."
If a redder shade was possible, I went it, as I obeyed this complete stranger's order and crawled between her legs, her scent the strongest of any pussy I have ever tasted. Yet, it drew me in, the musky sweetness short circuiting my brain and turning me into the pleasure slave I`ve become.
Rhianna called out, "I am told Aunt Rosie has the best tasting cunt of any women."
My tongue extended, I got my first taste of the large woman's pussy and it was like drinking the Champagne of champions. The taste was indescribable; tangy and sweet, I was in awe of her perfection. No longer caring about anything other than bathing in the pure sexual submission, intoxicating scent and addictive taste, I began licking like a woman who has finally found her true calling.
Rosie laughed, "You like my nectar, white girl?"
I replied, so drawn in by her scent, her taste, "I never want to leave from this position."
Her laugh echoed around me, loud and rambunctious, "You really got a live one this time, Rhianna."
"I know, she is a great addition to my harem of white slaves," Rhianna said, nervous at being just another notch on the wall. I don't like competition, unless I win of course, thus I wanted to be her best slave, her first choice to please her.
"She is very eager," Big Rosie moaned, my tongue beginning to have an impact on her.
"That she is," Rhianna concurred, her voice louder now, assumedly right behind me watching me eat her aunt's cunt.
"I may have to bring her to Boston for a weekend and bring her to Le Chateau Club," Rosie said, talking about me as if I wasn't there.
"Not unless you take me like you promised," Rhianna countered.
"Well, why don't you have your new slut prove her worth by driving you up to see your auntie for a weekend?" Big Rosie suggested.
Rhianna sounding suddenly like the eighteen year old she was and not the sophisticated Domme seductress replied all giddy, "Really Aunt Rosie, are you serious?"
"You're eighteen, legally an adult, so it is time you saw how lesbians really play," Big Rosie said, simultaneously putting her hand through my hair, the intimate act turning me on even more.
"When?" Rhianna asked.
"How about as soon as school is done? It can be your graduation present from me. A shopping excursion in the day, a nice supper and then a night cap at Le Chateau Club," Rosie offered.
"You are the best aunt ever," Rhianna giggled, bumping into my shoulder as she gave her aunt a hug.
"So true," Big Rosie agreed. "Now get back to the service before your mother comes looking for you."
Rhianna agreed, "Good call, I have been gone longer than planned."
I felt a slap on my ass as Rhianna said, "You and I are going on a road trip my pet."
The idea had my cunt gushing and my head spinning, the thought I could eat from this delicacy again making my decision a no brainer. "I can't wait, Mistress."
"I bet you can't," Rhianna replied, lifting up my skirt and sliding two fingers inside my wanton cunt. "Shit slut, you are soaked."
I moaned into Rosie's cunt as my orgasm began building instantly.
Unfortunately, she pulled out just as quickly and said, "White girls don't come during worship."
"Of course," I agreed, disappointed.
"And don't you dare wash your face after you finish servicing Aunt Rosie," Rhianna ordered.
"Yes, Mistress," I again agreed without hesitation, even though the consequence was potentially quite alarming.
"Get back to worshipping what you really idolize, white girl," Big Rosie demanded, pulling my head deeper into her wetness.
"Yes, Mistress," I replied, realizing I just called Big Rosie Mistress.
"Mistress, am I?" She questioned. "I like that. You understand your place don't you?"
"Yes, Mistress," I agreed without hesitation. I continued licking her cunt until I felt her hand on the back of my head and seconds later I was coated with a second gush of cum. If Rhianna's cum was delicious, Big Rosie's was the cum of the gods, which seemed appropriate since we were in church.
I lapped up all her pussy cum, never wanting the Champaign of pussy perfection to stop leaking out of her cunt. Sadly, all good things come to an end and Rosie pushed me away. "You are insatiable," Big Rosie smiled down at me.
"For black pussy, I am," I agreed, looking up at her, my face feeling sticky with her and Rhianna's cum.
Rosie stood up and said, "You may want to wash your face, you look like you've just been well-fucked."
"I wish," I quipped, my pussy dying to get the attention it craved.
"I bet you do," Rosie smirked, walking past me and out of the washroom.
Dazed slightly, realizing I was alone in a bathroom on my knees, I got up, stretched my legs, and went to the sink. My face had an undeniable glen from the abundance of cum that coated my face. I pulled my phone out and took a picture of my face for you before cleaning up to hide my secret submission to the congregation.
I was about to wash my face when I recalled Rhianna's earlier order not to and instead just tried to wipe away the glean.
The whole time she told the story, I licked her slowly, my cock growing rock hard as I listened to her naughty submission.
Her story done, she put her hands in my hair and drew me deeper into her, the wordless gesture telling me it was time to get her off. I began flicking her clit, causing quick convulsions to her body.
"Faster, baby, I need to come so fucking bad," she moaned, her desperation clear in her tone.
Copying her naughty move she had been doing to me, I licked faster and slid a finger into her ass.
"You fucker," she moaned. "Finger my cunt too, baby. Finger-fuck both my slut holes you bastard."
Hearing such derogatory words from her turned me on and I sucked her clit between my lips and began shaking my head back and forth, as I pumped a finger in and out of her cunt and another in her ass.
Her orgasm shook the bed as she screamed, "Oh God, oh, oh, fuuuuuuckity-fuck-fuck-fuck."
Her legs wrapped around my head as her cunt trembled on my face, her cum flowed out and into my open mouth.
Eventually, she let go and just lay there weak and exhausted, her face aglow with the aftermath of euphoria.
I crawled out from between her legs and looked into her eyes. "We're getting ourselves in pretty deep."
"Speaking of deep, get that big cock of yours in me," she smiled, ignoring the discussion of our obvious situation.
Quoting Big Rosie, whom I didn't meet, although I did recall seeing a large black woman sitting with the Browns, "You are insatiable."



"Only to black pussy and you," she smirked back.
"Don't you mean me and black pussy?" I asked.
"Don't you quibble about semantics, just get your cock in me now," she demanded.
"Which hole?" I asked.
"I'm feeling pretty dirty right now," she smiled, rolling onto her side. "Fill my ass with your cock, baby."
Rolling beside her, I cradled her into my arms, as I slid my cock into her extra tight back door.
"I love you, baby," she moaned, as my cock filled her ass.
"I love you more," I countered, as I began slowly fucking her ass.
"Semantics, Cocksucker," she retorted, the intimate moment over as quickly as it started.
"Takes one, to know one," I quipped back, as I cupped her breast for leverage as I shifted from slow strokes, to deep hard thrusts into her ass.
I fucked her ass hard for an eternity, just enjoying the closeness of our bodies together as both of us had thoughts of our black submission. Eventually, we both came a second time as I filled her ass with cum and she flooded a second time staining the sheets.
My cock still in her ass, but slowly shrinking, Ashley asked, "So are you going to give Troy your ass?"
"I don't think I have a choice," I replied.
"Do you want help preparing yourself for him?" She asked.
"How?" I asked.
"I have a few butt plugs in my toy chest," she smiled, turning around, my cock slipping out of her ass.
"What else is in your toy chest?" I asked, as I looked into her eyes.
"That is for me to know and you to find out," she smiled back, flicking my nose.
"What did you have in mind?" I asked, my ass clenching just at the thought of a butt plug.
"Do you trust me?" She asked.
"Of course," I said.
"Wait here," she smiled, getting off the bed and going to the closet.
A moment later she returned with five, yes five, black butt plugs of different sizes.
"Oh my," I said, especially when I saw the biggest one.
"Lube," she said out loud, returning to her closet. It was then I realized she was planning to start this now.
When she returned the second time, she ordered, "Stand up and bend over."
"Last time I heard that was at the doctor," I joked, trying to get myself comfortable.
"This is exactly the same, but it won't be leaving you," she smiled, as she generously lubed a rather small butt plug.
I bent over and closed my eyes not wanting to watch myself being sodomized by a toy.
I felt her cold sticky hands on my ass. Ashley said, "This may stung a bit at first, but you will get used to it fast."
"If you say so," I replied, not convinced she was right.
"Would I lie to you?" She said, her tone sing-song happy.
"I hope not," I replied, as I felt her pull my ass cheeks apart.
"You have such a cute little rosebud," she exclaimed.
The compliment seemed so bizarre, as did what I felt next...her tongue. "Let's loosen that ass up baby," she purred, as she began licking my ass.
The feeling was unlike anything I had experienced before. It made my cock grow rapidly.
After a couple of minutes of ass licking, she asked, "You ready, baby?"
"As ready as I will ever be," I replied, feeling my ass tense up.
"Relax, baby," she suggested, as I felt lube being poured on my ass. "I am going to finger you first. Get your ass nice and ready."
"Kkkkk," I whimpered, as her finger easily slipped inside my ass.
"Good boy," she complimented, rubbing my back with her free hand even as she began slowly finger fucking me.
It didn't hurt or burn and oddly as she fingered me, I wanted more. I didn't want to admit it though, as shame cascaded through me for enjoying being finger-fucked. She noticed, though, as I started rocking back, causing her finger to penetrate me deeper. "Such an eager asshole," she commented, causing my face to turn red.
My cock again stiff as a rock, she finally pulled her finger out and announced, "I think you are ready for butt plug one."
I clenched my teeth, expecting a searing pain, but was surprised when she pushed it in and all I got was a small burn, although it was wider than her finger.
"You are to keep this in your ass until I replace it tomorrow for you with butt plug two," Ashley commanded as she gave my ass a firm slap.
"Are you serious?" I asked.
"Training your ass will take time and walking around with one in your ass will speed up the process," she explained, before adding, as she got off the bed, "We don't have a lot of time before your Master plans to take your ass whether you are ready or not."
Hearing her refer to Troy as my master sounded odd, even though it was appropriate after all we had been through.
Soon, I was dressed, and Ashley had me walking around like I was on a runway. A first it was awkward, but over time I got used to it and almost forgot it was in me. We spent the afternoon like normal people, instead of deviant sexual misfits; we went for a walk, talked about the upcoming holidays and so forth. By the time I returned to my car early in the evening, I was completely accustomed to the plug in my ass...until I sat down in my vehicle and a searing pain hit me as the butt plug hit new depths in my ass. I sat in my car for a minute until the pain began to subside. I chuckled to myself as I drove home, reflecting on my odd journey from a completely straight man. One who had never once considered gay sex, to the reality that I was driving home with a butt plug in my ass as I prepared myself to be sodomized by my eighteen year old student and player...surreal, true and addictive.
10. A Double Load of the DARK Seed
Monday at school there was a big pep rally for our victory and as I spoke to the whole school there were two secrets I was hiding. One, I could still taste the load Troy shot in my mouth for lunch and two, I was wearing a second butt plug that Ashley had come by and inserted in me early this morning when she showed up at my house with the black gift.
After a rim job, she filled my ass with the plug and soon I was walking around with the second of four butt plugs in my ass. This one was wider and longer, and when I sat down it was impossible to not feel it fill me entirely. This time, instead of feeling shame, I felt disappointed that it didn't do anything: it just sat there lodged in my ass. I couldn't believe it, but I wanted to feel it going in and out of me; I imagined Troy's cock doing just that all throughout the day. Ashley also said I couldn't cum all week as part of the training; somehow agreeing to her order turned me on more; I wanted to be a faggot for black cock for her...I wanted to make her fantasy cone true...I wanted to impress her.
Tuesday was like living through the movie Groundhog Day as Ashley stopped by, inserted the third butt plug in me, one that two days ago I couldn't fathom fitting it in my ass, yet once in I still craved more. It filled me completely, but I undeniably wanted more, I wanted to feel what it felt like to be fucked in the ass. At lunch, Troy deposited a load down my throat and asked if I had started training my ass for him. I admitted I had and he patted me on the head like I was a dog as he left me on my knees in my own office.
Wednesday completed the trilogy of my week. Ashley again stopped by, again filled my ass with a thicker and longer butt plug and at lunch, I was again treated with my daily dose of Troy's addictive seed. My cock ached to shoot the load I was told not to, each act of submission turning me on more and more.
On Thursday, Ashley stopped by with the biggest of her butt plugs and I protested that there was no way I could take it in my ass and even if I could there was no way I could walk normally with it in me. She wouldn't take no for an answer though and soon I was at school, teaching class with a huge butt plug in my ass. I didn't dare sit down at school, knowing it could create a searing pain and potential yelp like I had when I sat in my car that first time. At lunch, Troy dumped his load down my throat and after three days of general blow and go, he asked, "Are you ready to give me your ass, Coach?"
"Ready may not be the right word," I replied, even as I licked the last of his cum from his shrinking snake.
"That was the wrong answer, Cocksucker," he said, pulling up his pants and walking out. Suddenly feeling guilty, knowing the answer should have been, 'Yes, Master, I can't wait to give you my ass.' That is what I wanted, to please him and please Ashley at the same time.
After school, I paged Troy to my office wanting to apologize for my disobedience, which may seem absurd to anyone reading, but it was exactly how I felt. Unfortunately, he didn't come. I couldn't believe how insecure I felt, not something I was used to feeling. I got ready to go home an hour later than usual when I received a text message from Troy.
Are you ready for your punishment, Cocksucker?
I didn't hesitate when I responded back.
Yes, Master!!!
A moment later he responded,
Go to the boys washroom at McCab's, go to the last stall and wait. NOW!
I confirmed I would be there without even remotely thinking about what my punishment may be.
Yes, Master, I'm on my way.
I arrived at the bookstore, which was relatively dead, and went directly to the bathroom. I walked to the last stall, locked the door and sat down. I instantly noticed a hole in the wall. I was at a glory hole.
My anxiety instantly rose as I realized what Troy was expecting. I prayed that he wasn't going to make me suck off someone else, but why else would he bring me here? Then I prayed it would at least be a black cock; white cock did nothing for me, and I didn't know if I could do that, even for him.

Five minutes became ten, and my anxiety only increased as I waited. Suddenly, the door opened and a chill went up my spine. I worried that it may not even be Troy. Would he send me here to blow the first person who came along?
"You're telling me there is someone in the final stall willing to blow me?" I recognized the voice instantly as that of Andrew Hood, our back up point guard.
"Yep, he's a very eager cocksucker and just loves big black cock," Troy explained.
"As much as Eric does?" Andrew asked. I suddenly wondered who else knew about Eric?
"Much more. This cocksucker needs black cock," Troy promised, even as I blushed at the undeniable truth of his words.
"Well, now you got me curious," Andrew said, as he entered the stall beside me.
"Remember the rule. You can call him names, humiliate him, but he will not speak. His identity must stay a secret, he can't have his employer knowing he slobbers over black cock every chance he gets," Troy continued, my face burning with both shame and acceptance.
"Man now you have me even more curious," Andrew said, as he put his cock through the hole.
My hunger dissipated any trepidation instantly as my mouth opened and I took his smaller, but still very impressive juicy black cock in my mouth.
Andrew laughed, "No how do you do, faggot?"
Being called a faggot didn't appeal to me, it tarnished the task somehow and questioned my manhood. I still saw myself as a man, but no longer as straight as I once was. It used to be black and white, I was as straight as an arrow, but now it was a hundred shades of grey.
I loved the sensation as his cock grew in my mouth. The feeling of power never got old, the power of pleasing a black cock with my eager mouth. It didn't get as steel-like hard as Troy's , but it still felt great in my mouth.
"Don't just sit there faggot, suck my cock," Andrew ordered.
Obeying his instructions, I began bobbing back and forth getting into a steady rhythm as I hungrily sucked his cock.
"Shit Troy, this bitch is like a vacuum," Andrew groaned.
"He's gotten a lot better recently. What does Coach always say, practice every time like it is game time," Troy pointed out.
My eyes widened at that, but I continued bobbing, not reacting, even as Andrew responded, "Well this faggot definitely is in game mode."
Eventually I got all his cock in my mouth and grew frustrated by the steel wall between us, wanting to take all of his cock in my mouth, to feel his balls slapping against my chin, eager to deep-throat another big black cock.
"Don't move bitch, I'm going to fuck your mouth bitch," Andrew ordered.
My lips making contact with the wall, I knelt forward as he began pumping his cock between my lips. His body hit the wall with each forward thrust and I couldn't help but wish I could just crawl to the other side and let him face fuck me properly. Yet, I knew that Andrew was not known for keeping secrets. A couple of minutes of having my mouth fucked by another of my students and I heard his grunt and seconds later my mouth was filled with his cum. His taste had an extra salty taste to it and I swallowed it instantly, not wanting to have its odd taste lingering in my mouth.
Once done, he pulled out and said, "Thanks faggot."
I almost replied, but caught myself in the nick of time.
Andrew said, "See you at the pool hall, Troy."
"Give me ten," Troy responded.
"Going to shoot a load in your faggot?" Andrew asked.
"What do you think?" Troy replied, his confident tone serving to further arouse my submissiveness.
Andrew chuckled and I heard him leave.
Troy warned, "Next time you disobey cocksucker, there won't be any wall to protect your identity."

"Yes, Master," I replied, not doubting his threat.

"Want another load, Cocksucker?" Troy asked.
"Always," I replied, giving a proper answer.
"Open up," he ordered.
I opened the door and he walked in, put his hands on my shoulders and guided me onto my knees.
"I don't have much time, Coach," he said.
Like the hungry cocksucker I had become, I quickly fished his cock out of his pants and took it in my mouth. The wall gone, this blow job was more intimate and I sucked his cock hungrily, wasting no time with tease and please.
"Could you imagine if all the guys could see you now, Coach," Troy said, his tone clearly amused at the thought.
I just kept sucking knowing there was nothing to say to that.
"Imagine getting split-roasted by Andrew and I as the best post-game victory party ever," Troy continued.
I didn't know for sure what split-roasted meant, but I assumed, correctly (I looked it up when I got home), that it was one cock in my mouth and one in my ass at the same time.
"I bet Ashley would love to see you get split-roasted by two big black cocks," Troy continued, as I furiously bobbed on his cock, somehow getting even more turned on by the ludicrous suggestions he was making.
He laughed, "I bet your cock is hard thinking of being used as a gangbang fucktoy for black cock."
He was right; my cock wanted to burst as I worked as hard as possible to get him off.
"I am joining a black fraternity in the fall down south, Coach. Maybe I will have to let you come for a visit and let you service black cock after black cock after black cock. What do you think, about that, Coach?" Troy asked, as he pulled his cock out of my mouth and began pumping his cock with his fist.
I answered, horny as hell and willing to do whatever he said, "I am yours to use as you wish, Master."
"Good answer," he grunted, as he shoved his cock back in my mouth just in time for me to swallow his delicious load. I bobbed hungrily, retrieving every drop of his cum and savouring it like it was candy.
Once spent, he pulled out and said, "Two o'clock Saturday, Coach. You and Ashley, don't be late."
"Yes, Master," I replied, looking up at him as he put his cock away. I asked, "What about tomorrow?"
"I'm going to be busy tux shopping tomorrow with the guys. Unless you want to come and entertain us with that cocksucking mouth of yours," Troy smiled.
"If you wish, Master," I replied, praying he wasn't serious.
"You are finally learning Coach," Troy said, patting my head. "You might be coachable yet."
I laughed, as did he, as he said, "See you Saturday."
"Yes, Master," I nodded, not getting off my knees until he left the bathroom.
Looking in the mirror, a minute later, I wondered just how far I was willing to go to please Troy? When in the act of submission my obedience seemed to have no restrictions, yet after the fact such future acts were scary...my career and reputation at risk. Split-roasted? Being secretly used by members of my team? A whole fraternity of black cock?
What was becoming of me?
I called Ashley and said, "We need to talk."
11. Ashley's BIG Strap-on Surprise
Two hours later I was at Ashley's and she could tell instantly I was stressed. I explained what just happened and all the things Troy had suggested that he may make me do one day.
Once done, Ashley joked, "I've created a monster."
"This isn't funny. My career is in jeopardy," I replied.
"Do you want to quit?" Ashley asked softly, taking my hands in hers.
I paused. "I don't know," I finally answered.
"Adam, I love you and when this whole crazy thing began I never thought it would go this far. If you want to stop, I will stop too," Ashley said, her voice so compassionate and sincere.
"I love you too, Ashley," I replied, kissing her gently. "This has just gotten out of hand."
"I know," Ashley agreed. "I ate a stranger's cunt in a church bathroom as the service was going on,"
"I sucked a student during the same service," I countered.
"Slut," Ashley joked.
"Whore," I retorted.
"Cocksucker," she volleyed back, rubbing my cock through my pants, her tone still playful but shifting to a sexual hunger. The name-calling was turning her on; it was also turning me on.
"Lesbian," I whispered with a smile, my hands cupping her small firm breasts.
"Nigger lover," she smiled, tugging down my pants.
"Right back at you," I replied back.
"So, now what?" She asked. I could tell she would quit if I asked her to, but that she didn't want me to.
"I can't explain it, Ashley. As soon as a black cock appears in front of me, my mouth waters, my morals dissolve and my brain turns into eager pleasing mode. It's like I can't control myself, I must have it in my mouth, I must obey," I explained, my cock getting hard in Ashley's hand as I tried to explain my misgivings.
"I understand, I feel the exact same way when Rhianna's black pussy is offered to me. My brain shifts into automatic drive but I am not the one driving," she responded.
"That's what scares me, the complete lack of control, the pull to submit and obey, the desire to please," I continued.
"I understand completely," she nodded. "I'm like a junkie, but my drug of choice is submission and black pussy, and twice as addicting."
"Do you want to stop?" I asked.
"Do you?" She asked.
The answer was obvious...yes, yes, yes...yet the words out of my mouth was, "No."
"Me neither," she said, hugging me, clearly a sense of relief in my answer.
When she broke the hug, she said, "We just need to be strong together. No matter what, we have each other."
"You really are perfect," I smiled.
"You're not too bad yourself," she smiled back playfully pushing me onto the couch.
"Mother fucker," I yelped, as the biggest of the five plugs to fill my ass reached new unchartered territory.
"Sorry, sorry, sorry," Ashley apologized profusely as she kissed me.
"That is not where it hurts," I smiled.
"Is that so," she smiled, as she moved lower.
Reaching my cock she began doing her trademark slow burn blow job which was like a water treatment massage for my cock.
I enjoyed the blow job for the next twenty minutes as she made love to my cock with her mouth. She milked my cock with precision as I eventually blew my load in her mouth even as she never once increased her pace, slow and steady indeed winning the race.
Once she had finished the blow job a couple of minutes after I finished coming, she asked, her tone playful, "Is my baby all better now?"



"Actually, that isn't where it hurt," I smiled back.
"Really?" She said, surprised but intrigued by my intent.
"It was my ass you hurt," I pointed out.
"You want me to kiss your ass better," she smiled.
I shrugged.
"That seems like a good transition to the surprise I have for you?" Ashley smiled.
"Now you have me curious," I replied.
"Good word choice," she said, squeezing my cock before adding, "Don't you go anywhere, I'll be right back."
As I waited, I realized her tone dripped with sexual promise. I waited a few minutes, more than I expected, but when she returned I gasped. She was in white thigh high stockings and was wearing a black strap-on cock.
"Do you like?" She asked, posing seductively.
"I am speechless?" I replied, even as I realized the obvious intent of her attire.
"Are you ready for the last part of your training?" She asked, walking over to me, the big plastic cock bouncing confidently with her every step.
"Do I have a choice?" I asked, trying to avoid answering the question.
"Everyone has a choice, silly," she smiled as she reached me. "But if you are going to be ready to even attempt taking Troy's cock in you, you better get used to the feeling of getting fucked."
I fluttered my eyelids, "Oh you just know exactly the right words to say."
"Get undressed," she said, her playfulness gone.
I obeyed, the thought of getting my ass fucked by her turning me on in ways I never would have imagined just a few days ago.
"Let's see how your ass is doing with your gaping process," she ordered.
"There is no way anything bigger can ever fit in my ass," I said, even though Ashley's cock was longer than the plug, as I got onto my knees doggie style on the couch.
"You would be surprised what can fit in that tiny hole of yours," she countered, pulling out the last butt plug and replacing it with two fingers.
"Ohhhh," I groaned softly.
"Fuck, I know it shouldn't, but the thought of watching you suck Troy's cock and take his cock in your ass has my cunt dripping, baby," Ashley said, as she wiggled her fingers inside my ass.
"Imagining you eating Rhianna's cunt does the same for me, baby," I whimpered, as she stretched my ass with her fingers.
"Can I fuck you, Adam?" She asked, leaning into my ear, her tone tentative, but excited.
"I-I-I-don't know," I stammered, distracted by the fingers in my ass and her hot sultry breath on my ear.
"I want to be your first, baby. Can I be your first?" She asked, tugging on my ear with her teeth.
The days of butt plugs in my ass and the thoughts of always wanting more in my head, I knew I wanted her to fuck me, yet as a man such words are hard to allow to escape your lips, even after everything I had already done. "Just do it," I said, answering yes, but vaguely.
She knew enough not to make me repeat it, not to humiliate me like Troy had done, as she moved her tongue down my neck. "I will be gentle, baby. I want to do everything with you."
Such tenderness enhanced my eagerness to make her happy and any trepidation of being ass fucked dissipated as I gave in to her unconditionally, to pleasing her however she wished. "Kkkk," I cautiously answered.
A moment later I felt lube on my ass and a few seconds later she asked, "Ready, baby?"
"Yes," I answered, suddenly turned on by the act of submission I was about to commit with her, I added, "Take my anal cherry."
Noticing my shift from insecure and tentative, to eager and anticipatory, she paused, the head of her fake cock teasing my rosebud, "You want me to fuck your ass?"
She pushed in, just breaking through my defensive wall, as I answered, "Yes, baby, I want you to be the first to fuck my ass."
Slowly she eased her cock deeper into me, widening me naturally, the last few days of butt gaping paid off, as the pain was almost non-existent, just a slight burn to remind me of the taboo act I was committing.
"Half way," she announced, I assume to relax me, but it did the opposite. I thought she was almost all the way in and suddenly doubts reappeared. I grabbed onto the top of the couch for support as I felt the cock continue its inward exploration of my virgin back door.
"Just relax," she reassured, her left hand caressing my back.
"Okay," I weakly replied, the cock going officially deeper than the butt plugs had, save the time when Ashley impaled me onto the big one earlier by accident.
"Good boy," she purred, not condescending, but soothing as she continued her slow advance.
The pain increased and yet the thrill of submission, in making Ashley happy, somehow dulled my senses and allowed a sense of euphoria to build simultaneously.
"Two-thirds in, baby," she announced, even as I clenched my teeth.
"Ok," I said, my voice trembling.
"I'm going to stop now, and began slowly fucking you, get you used to my cock," Ashley said.
I just nodded in understanding, the idea of getting fucked a turn on, the reality not quite yet feeling as sensational as I had fantasized. I wasn't in major pain, nor was I in major pleasure, I was just there, my body trying to adapt to the two conflicting sensations.
She started fucking me slowly.
The feeling was a collision of teasing pleasure, taunting burn, helplessness, and eagerness.
It felt good, but yet I wanted more.
It felt bad, but I wanted more.
I felt defenceless and completely at the mercy of the cock in my ass; yet I felt a hunger to be used, to be fucked.
I understood in one brief moment of clarity what it felt to be a man, and a woman and in this brief moment there was no longer gender, just sexual ambiguity and a slow, but undeniable building of pleasure coursing through my very being.
As she slowly sodomized me, there was no talking, just my quiet, but audible whimpers and moans, the difference between the two almost unrecognizable.
I don't know how long she slowly moved in and out of me before she finally spoke. "I'm going to start going deeper, baby."
"Ok," I replied, accepting that I was completely at her whim and her black cock.
I wanted to feel the cock deeper in me.
I wanted her to fuck me faster.
I wanted to be pounded like a dirty little slut...but I couldn't say the words.
The thoughts were endless in my mind, but releasing the thoughts verbally, I just couldn't do.
The pain returned as the black cock, began to explore new never before reached depths and yet I kept wishing she would just slam it in me. Filling my ass full, the pain would be sharp, but it would be worth it and the pleasure that followed would surely be amazing.
Her strokes were still slow, but each forward movement continued to go deeper, driving me crazy as I wanted to be fucked, not made love to. After a few more slow deliberate strokes and I couldn't take it anymore. I burst out, "Please, fill my ass with your cock. Fuck me and make me your ass-slut."
My outcry was all she had been waiting for it seemed, as she immediately shifted from sweet, compassionate, and tender, into aggressive, rough, and assertive. "You want me to fill your ass, baby," she demanded, not really asking, stopping with her cock almost out of me.
"Yes," I whimpered, suddenly feeling empty.
Her hands squeezed my hips as she pounded me, her cock moving faster inside me, going deeper and deeper inside the seemingly never-ending abyss of my ass.
"Oh God," I whimpered, unable to put into real words how good it felt being fucked.
"You're worshipping now are you," she chuckled, referring to our crazy church submission.
"You are my Goddess, baaaaaby," I replied, gasping from the fucking.
She kept fucking me, the strokes longer and faster.
"Is it all in?" I questioned.
"Not yet," she admitted.
"Do it," I said, determined to feel the big cock's full magical power inside me.
"Ok," she agreed, "Here it comes."
"Fuuuuck," I screamed as she filled my ass with her cock, the pleasure-pain principal an oxymoron of tantalizing euphoria.
"You like my cock in your ass, baby?" Ashley taunted me as she began pumping my ass with hard deep thrusts, our hips slapping violently against one another.

"Yeeeeess," I was barely able to get out, all my energy focused on the intense feeling of her cock inside me, filling me.
"Your cock is rock hard baby," she noticed, after a couple of minutes of hard fucking later.
I moaned, my own cock feeling like it could burst at any moment, "I knooooow."
A few more minutes of deep anal penetrations and I knew I was going to burst. The pain had long faded away and each forward stroke brought a new wave of indescribable pleasure. It was a constant tease of almost orgasmic euphoria as I could feel the constant pulses of pleasure, my cock begging for release and yet unable to cross the threshold.
Finally, desperate to come, I weakly said, "Ashley I need to come so bad."
"Stroke yourself," she told me as she continued to slam into me.
The idea had never occurred to me and yet as soon as she said it my left hand went directly to my stiff cock and it took three strokes from my hand for the first stream of cum to spray onto the couch. "Fuuuuck," I grunted, from both the pleasure pulsating through my cock as well as the pleasure in my ass.
"That's it baby, come for me," Ashley encouraged, her cock still fucking me with reckless abandon.
I coated her couch with my cum as I shot the biggest load of my life, spray after spray exiting me.
Once done, my whole body was drained and I rolled to my left, her cock sliding out of my ass.
Ashley joked, "Look what you did to my couch."
I pointed to my well-fucked ass, "Look what you did to my ass."
"Wait till Saturday, a real stiff warm cock is twice as nice," she promised, reminding me of the submission ahead.
"I can't imagine it gets better than this," I said, meaning it.
"Trust me, I have had a fake cock and a real cock up my ass and a real one is infinity times better," she promised.
"Jesus, I can't imagine," I said, my body still twitching.
She scooped a big wad of cum from the couch and put it in her mouth. "Not as good as directly from the source, but still quite good."
She took off the strap-on cock and straddled my face. "I think it's time for me to get off, don't you think?"
"I don't know, I'm kinda tired," I smiled.
"It wasn't a question," she smiled back as she lowered her very wet cunt onto my face.
An orgasm later, we were laying there both exhausted and sweaty, when she said, "So are you ready for Saturday?"
"I lot more than I was an hour ago," I answered.
"Touché," she smiled.
"Are you?" I asked back.
"I can't wait to see you suck Troy's cock," she admitted, her eyes literally twinkling with excitement.
"I can't wait to see you eat out Rhianna," I countered, the thought of the white-black contrast such a turn-on.
"I can't wait to see you take Troy's cock up your ass," she added.
"I can't wait for you to get fucked in the ass by Rhianna too," I retorted.
"We really are two sick fucks," she smiled.
"But you are my sick fuck," I answered back kissing her.
"And you're mine," she replied, as we kissed, a kiss that was tender and sweet.
"I love you, Ashley," I said.
"I love you too, Adam," she returned.
A few minutes later, after a long, passionate kiss, I said, "So I was thinking,"
"Are you sure that is a good idea?" She joked.
"This time I think it is," I answered my tone serious.
"And what are you thinking?"
"I think I stained your couch," I said.
"Profound," she responded, clearly not expecting me to say that.
"And maybe instead of buying a new one, you could just move in with me and share mine," I offered.
"You're serious?" She asked, clearly surprised by where the conversation had turned.
"Deadly," I replied. "I want to spend the rest of my life with you, Ashley."
She kissed me hard before saying, very excitedly, "Let's do it."
Playing dumb, I asked, "Do you mean have sex again or move in together?"
As she lowered herself to the floor and took my semi-erect cock in her hand she answered, "Why both of course."
12. DARK Fantasies Become Reality
Friday was uneventful, as I didn't see Troy or Ashley, who had to work a double to get tomorrow off. I flip-flopped like a fish out of water the pros and cons of Saturday's anal submission to Troy. Yet, in the end, it always came back to both how excited it made Ashley, and how good it felt being used by Troy.
.....
Saturday I woke up early, a mixture of excitement and trepidation equally pin balling back and forth inside me.
I picked Ashley up and my cock twitched at the sight of her. She was in a green dress with mocha stockings and matching five-inch green heels. I was so proud to know that she was mine and that she would soon be living with me. I did some research on engagement rings the night before, deciding I would ask her in the near future. I wasn't getting any younger, I had never loved anyone like I love her and I would be the luckiest man in the world if she would agree to be my bride. These thoughts were re-confirmed the second I saw her walking towards me: her radiant smile, her long hair blowing lightly in the wind, the twinkle in her eye and, of course, her legs wrapped in nylon. She was perfection and I was never going to let her not know that.
I got out of the car and opened the door for her. "You look amazing," I complimented, once she reached me.
"Thanks, baby, you clean up pretty good yourself," she smiled back.
"No seriously," I said, taking her hands in mine, "you are the most beautiful woman I have ever met. You are my destiny."
She laughed softly, "Are you quoting Back to the Future to me?"
"It is my favourite movie," I replied.
"What's mine?" She asked.
"You had me at hello," I responded with the famous line from her favorite movie.
She kissed me passionately. "I am surprised you didn't choose show me the money."
"And kill this romantic moment," I retorted.
"Not to be a killjoy, but we really need to get going. I don't want to be late," she said, clearly anxious about what we were about to do.
"Good call," I agreed, and waited until she sat down to get a nice glimpse of her legs before closing the door.
Oddly, we drove in silence, both I assume, considering the ramifications of what we were about to do. Once at Troy's parents' large home, we looked at each other knowing this was the last chance to turn back. Yet, we both knew we had no intention of turning back...we both wanted this, we both needed this and together we would cross another invisible line of propriety.
"Ready?" I asked.
"Yes, you?" She replied.
"Nervous," I admitted.
"Me too," she admitted, before adding, "but I am also really excited."
"Me too," I concurred.
"Let's go," she said, opening her door.
I did too and soon we were walking up the steps of the big house.
"Well, here goes everything," I joked, as I pressed the doorbell.
Time stood still as we waited, hand in hand, for the door to open, for us to be let in and to continue our journey of black submission.
It was a big surprise when it was not Troy, nor Rhianna, that answered the door but their older brother Jamal, in only a pair of shorts. "Hi, Coach," he greeted. I had coached Jamal when he was in high school before he started going to college and playing as a starter his rookie season.
"H-h-hi, Jamal," I stammered, my surprise at being face to face with him obvious.
Jamal, looked Ashley over, before saying, "Come on in, we've been expecting you."
The term 'we' sent a chill up my spine at who else may be included in the collective 'we'. I glanced nervously at Ashley who didn't seem as rattled as she squeezed my hand, a sign of reassurance, as she led me inside.
Silently we followed Jamal into the house and down the stairs into a large recreational room. Sitting on one couch was Troy, also just in shorts, while on another chair was Rhianna in a bikini that did little to cover her voluptuous breasts.
"Hi, Cocksucker," Troy greeted, snapping his fingers and pointing to his crotch.
I froze, the greeting in front of his brother adding another level of humiliation to my long list of indiscretions.
Jamal laughed as he tugged his shorts down, sat down beside Troy, revealing another glorious, big, juicy black cock and said, "Coach if I would've known you were a cocksucker when I was in high school I would have trained you to be a much more obedient bitch. Now get your ass over here."
His firmness was even more authoritative than Troy's and I glanced at Ashley, who was watching with voyeuristic awe, before I walked over to the two brothers.
"Knees, Cocksucker," Troy ordered, standing up, clearly trying to maintain his power over me in front of his older brother. I fell to my knees.
"Come sit with me, Ashley, let's watch your boyfriend in action," Rhianna offered, patting the spot beside her.
Ashley was behind me, so I couldn't see if she obeyed, but I assumed she had. Troy tugged his shorts down too and I was staring at two massive, black, cocks both begging to be sucked. Without instruction, I took a cock in each of my hands and began slowly stroking.
Jamal ordered, "Get to work with that mouth, Cocksucker. Troy tells me you are quite talented."
Oddly, hearing that Troy complimented my cocksucking ability made me flush with pride as I leaned forward and took Jamal's large cock, although slightly smaller than Troy's in length, but wider in girth, in my mouth, while continuing to slowly stroke Troy's with my hand.
"Do you like watching your boyfriend suck cock?" I heard Rhianna ask Ashley.
"Yes," she admitted, her tone sounding as if in awe of seeing it live, her fantasy now becoming a reality right before her eyes.
I wanted to prove my cocksucking worth to Jamal, another person knowing of my sick twisted secret no longer an issue once his big dark meat was in front of me, as I allowed his cock to grow in my mouth. I also wanted to make Ashley proud as bizarre as that sounds.
As I had with Troy several times before, I focused first on Jamal's thick mushroom top, swirling my tongue around while beginning to create the extra saliva that would cause the whirlwind sensation.
"Now mine, Cocksucker," Troy ordered.
I, of course, obeyed, taking Jamal's thick meat out of my mouth and replacing it with Troy's pulsing member. I replicated the mushroom top focus while I stroked Jamal's cock with my hand.
"Now mine, faggot," Jamal ordered and I began going back and forth between the two juicy black snakes. Over the next few minutes, I was in cocksucker heaven as I went back and forth between the two cocks so drawn into my cocksucking world of submission that I had forgot Ashley and Rhianna were watching the whole submissive scene.
"Shit, slut, your boyfriend is one hungry cocksucker," I heard Rhianna remark, jolting me back to reality.
"Mmmmmm," I vaguely heard Ashley moan in response, obviously turned on by my nasty act of submission.
This only turned me on more, my own cock begging for attention, as I began deep-throating Jamal's thick cock.
"Fuck, you are better than all the college bitches and faggots," Jamal grunted, surprised it seemed by my ability to deep-throat.
Troy laughed, "He loves being a cock slave for black cock, don't you Coach?"
I moaned on Jamal's cock in response as I continued bobbing back and forth now craving cum.
Troy grabbed me by the hair and pulled me back onto his cock as he began to face fuck me. I made a variety of sounds as I focused on not gagging on his beautiful member.
Rhianna asked, "Does he fuck your face?"
"Not like that," Ashley answered.
"So he is a bigger cocksucking slut than you?" Rhianna questioned.
"I guess," Ashley said, her tone implying she wasn't sure how to answer the question.



"This was your fantasy, to see your boyfriend suck cock, wasn't it?" Rhianna continued.
"Yes," Ashley admitted.
"Is it all you imagined?"
"God, yes," Ashley said, clearly turned on by watching me suck cock.
"Tell him?" Rhianna ordered.
"Shit baby, you look so hot with a big black cock in your mouth?" Ashley complimented, as I was face-fucked by Troy's stiff iron black rod.
"Don't call him baby, call him what he is," Rhianna ordered.
There was a slight delay before Ashley, who obviously wasn't sure how this fit in to our fantasy situation, said, "That's it, Cocksucker, take all that big black cock in your mouth."
"That's better," Rhianna purred. "Now go sit beside your cocksucker boyfriend to get a closer look."
Troy ordered, as he stopped face fucking me, as he pulled his cock out of my mouth, "Let's show your girlfriend how much you love sucking big black cock."
I looked into Ashley's eyes, as she knelt beside me, and saw her eagerness and support. I reached for Troy's cock and asked Ashley, "Do you want to see me deep throat this big juicy black cock?"
Ashley knelt beside me, clearly horny as hell watching me submit to two younger black men. "Suck him, baby, take it all in your mouth, Cocksucker." Clearly she was over her discomfort at verbally abusing me.
I leaned forward and took Troy's cock back in my mouth while also returning to stroking Jamal's stiff member with my free hand.
"That's it, Cocksucker, teach your girlfriend how to worship a black cock," Troy groaned, as I began bobbing back and forth hungrily, wanting to impress Troy, Ashley, Jamal and Rhianna.
After a couple of minutes of cocksucking, I could sense Troy was close as I deep-throated his marvellous member.
"Holy shit," Ashley gasped, "You did it."
A sense of pride washed over me at knowing I had wowed my very sexually aggressive and experienced girlfriend.
"Ready for my cum, slut?" Troy asked.
I moaned on his cock, craving his delicious seed.
"Here it comes," he grunted, pulling out and surprising us both as he turned and covered her face with his cum.
Ashley's eyes went wide and my first feeling was strangely jealousy as I wanted his cum.
"Go ahead, Cocksucker, retrieve my cum from your girlfriend's face," Troy smirked, clearly revelling in his power over me.
I didn't hesitate, as I moved to Ashley and began kissing and licking her face, retrieving Troy's sweet seed. I took my time, the act so nasty and so hot; Ashley's eyes sparkled and her shocked look shifted to her often seen sexy and playful.
She said coyly, "Don't miss any, Cocksucker."
"I won't cunt-licker?" I countered, each of us trying to turn on our audience and each other.
Once I had retrieved and savoured all of Troy's cum, Ashley kissed me her tongue swirling in my mouth.
Suddenly, I felt my hair pulled as Jamal ordered, "Get back to your job, Cocksucker," as he shoved his cock into my mouth.
"Cunt-licker, get your ass over here," Rhianna demanded, as Jamal began fucking my face, a lot rougher than Troy ever had, his hands firmly holding onto my head as his balls bounced off my chin with each deep thrust.
"Yes, Mistress," I heard Ashley reply, wanting to watch her crawl to Rhianna, to submit sexually to another black like I just had.
I was unable to move, however, as Jamal pumped his cock in and out of my mouth. I gagged a couple of times and was scolded. "Good cocksuckers don't gag on cock, you fucking white faggot."
I winced at the 'faggot' shot, but focused on not gagging anymore, which was incredibly difficult as he fucked my face so roughly.
Jamal pulled his cock out and asked, "facial or swallow, Cocksucker?"
"Swallow," I answered, hungry for another load of cum; plus I was curious what his cum tasted like.
"Come and get it," Jamal ordered.
I took his cock back in my mouth and bobbed back and forth like a faggot craving cum. Less than a minute later, I felt his cock pulse and his cum bullets shot into my mouth. I swallowed the first couple shots and then caught the rest allowing its heavy texture, like sweet pudding, to linger in my mouth.
Jamal pulled out and Troy said, "Want to see your dyke girlfriend eat cunt?"
"Yes, Master," I said, dying to see Ashley between Rhianna's dark legs.
"Turn around and crawl over," Troy ordered, "Jamal and I need a bit of time to recover before we take your ass."
I crawled over beside Ashley, who was already between Rhianna's lean, ebony legs, licking away. I pondered the impending ass-fucking Troy had just promised as I enjoyed the show.
Reaching the lesbian action, I watched, in I assume the same voyeuristic awe Ashley displayed earlier, my stiff cock still begging for attention. Watching porn on television was hot, but seeing it live, especially when your girlfriend was one of the participants involved, was a whole new level of eroticism.
"Slut, your cocksucking boyfriend is watching," Rhianna said, her hands in Ashley's hair pulling her up.
Ashley looked at me, her face with just a slight glean, an undeniable hunger and determination in her eyes. "You like watching me eat cunt, baby?"
Encouraging her, I replied, "I fucking love it."
Rhianna pulled Ashley back between her legs as she said, "Aren't you two adorable? Now get back to licking me pet."
"Yes, Mistress." Ashley replied obediently.
"You love serving me don't you, my pet," Rhianna asked, gently moving her hands through Ashley's hair.
"Yes, Mistress, I love serving you," Ashley replied between licks.
"And you will be a good white slut to all black pussy?" Rhianna continued, the whole time her eyes were on me.
"Whatever you wish, Mistress, I am your white slave to use as you wish," Ashley replied, as I got turned on by her submissive declarations.
"Will you seduce my mom?" Rhianna asked, a devious smile on her face, her mischievous eyes burrowing into me.
This surprised Ashley as she stammered, "Y-y-you want me to seduce your mom?"
"That would be the most amazing coup ever my slut, do you think you are up to the challenge?" Rhianna asked, pulling Ashley's head away from her wet cunt, now perfectly framed for me to see her wet glistening cunt.
Ashley looked at me, unsure how to answer, so I spoke for her. "Ashley will do whatever you want, Mistress Rhianna. She will turn your mom into a cunt-hungry lesbian and bring her to you if you wish."
"Oh my," Rhianna smiled, "your boyfriend has set the bar up pretty high my little cunt-pleaser."
"And I will make it happen," Ashley smiled, winking at me.
"Delicious," Rhianna smiled.
"As are you Mistress," Ashley smiled back, returning between her Mistress's dark legs.
Troy said, "So does that mean you want to be on your knees for my father, Cocksucker?"
I turned to Troy almost forgetting they were here and stammered, "P-p-pardon?"
"Do you want to be a cocksucker for my father?" He repeated.
"If you want me to," I answered, knowing those were the right words to say, but paralyzed by fear of being made to commit such an act and brief bathroom encounter with Mr. Brown popping into my head.
"Good to know," Troy said ominously, leaving the door open to such an extreme, humiliating possibility.
"That's it slut, suck my clit, nigger lover...slave...slut...whore...cunt-licker...white submissive," Rhianna near an orgasm, suddenly shot a litany of derogatory names at my beautiful girlfriend, each one making my cock twitch.
"Fuck that's hot," Jamal said.
"Ready for round two big brother?" Troy asked.
"Indeed I am," Jamal agreed, stroking his semi-erect cock.
"Get over here, Cocksucker," Troy ordered, "Let's get my cock nice and hard for that man-pussy of yours."
"Yes, Master," I obeyed, crawling to him just as Rhianna reached orgasm.
"Mother fuuuuucking, yeeeeeees, keeeep licking, cuuuuuunt," Rhianna bellowed.
I reached Troy's juicy semi-erect cock and took it in my mouth, preparing it for my own sodomy.
"You ready for your first ass-fucking, Coach?" Troy asked a couple of minutes later.
Taking his cock out of my mouth, my ass twitching with anticipation, both excited and scared, "Yes, Master, Ashley has been preparing me for you."
"Has she?" Troy smirked. "Did you fuck him, cunt-licker?"
"I pounded his ass nice and hard for you Master?" Ashley bragged, which somehow turned me on remembering the night she took my anal virginity.
"Did he whimper like a little girl?" Troy asked, as I made his cock nice and stiff for my ass.
"At first," Ashley admitted, then added, "but then he begged for more. He took it like a man."
Again the words should have been humiliating, but instead just made me want Troy's cock in me more. A couple of minutes later, Troy's cock was iron hard and ready for action.
"Are you ready, Coach?" Troy asked.
"Yes, Master," I answered.
"Get undressed," Troy demanded.
I quickly got out of my clothes and returned to my knees. "Such an eager little nigger loving slave," Jamal chuckled.
"Lets see how well your ass was prepared," Troy said, moving behind me. "Toss me the lube, sis."
Rhianna reached over, grabbed a bottle from the table and tossed it to her brother.
I felt the liquid on my ass cheeks and my stiff cock flinched at the thought of what was about to transpire.
"Ashley, come here," Troy ordered.
Ashley, her face covered with pussy juice, immediately crawled over to Troy. "Yes, Master."
I was instantly worried that Troy would make her submit to him and I wasn't sure if Ashley could refuse such an offer...I know I couldn't. We had agreed we would allow each other our bi-sexual needs but wouldn't cross the line otherwise. I was petrified if she felt his cock in her mouth or in her cunt, she would be addicted and I would never be enough for her. Thankfully, Troy didn't force her into that decision.
"I want you to spread your boyfriend's ass cheeks open for me, Ashley," Troy suggested.
"Ok," Ashley agreed, crawled up beside me, and pulled my ass cheeks apart offering my ass to him.
"Do you want me to fuck your boyfriend's ass, Ashley?" Troy asked, his lubricated cock rubbing around my rosebud.
"God, yes," she admitted, assumedly watching his cock teasing my back door.
"Tell me what to do, baby," Troy said.
"Slowly, slide that big black cock of yours in my boyfriend's ass," Ashley instructed, adding, "I want to see him take all your cock in his sexy tight ass."
"As you wish, sexy," Troy agreed, clearly flirting with her.
"Aaaah," I whimpered, as his thick cock began its inward journey, spreading my ass apart more than any of the butt plugs or Ashley's cock had. The burn was intense, but the feeling of submission was equally intense.
I tried to focus on the cock in my mouth, but the distraction of Troy's cock slowly slithering inside me from behind was impossible to ignore.
"Fuck, your ass is tight," Troy groaned, He grabbed my wrists and brought my hands behind my back, immobilizing me. My chest rested on the floor, thrusting my ass high in the air. I felt helpless, completely under his control; my helplessness turned me on even more.
"He has the sexiest ass in the world," Ashley complimented, her warm hands still holding my ass cheeks apart for easier entry for Troy.
"Well I'm not sure about that, your ass is pretty fucking fine," Troy countered, clearly already considering his next conquest. I prayed Ashley could resist the temptation of such a physical specimen, but wasn't convinced she could.
"Mine is pretty darn tight too," Ashley purred back, being drawn into Troy's sexual web.
"It won't be once I'm done with you, my pet," Rhianna added, the thought of her fucking Ashley's ass making my cock involuntarily flinch.
Ashley, not missing a beat, asked, "Will you fuck my ass now Mistress?"
"You really are a nasty slut, aren't you?" Rhianna asked, standing up.
"For you I am whatever you want me to be," Ashley answered back.
"I'll be right back, I hadn't planned to fuck your ass today," Rhianna said.
Meanwhile, my ass was burning, Troy's wide cock making my ass feel like a virgin again. Each slow inch created new sensations of burning pain and fiery lust, my body eager to feel myself getting fucked, yet my body also knowing I wasn't yet accustomed to his mammoth dick.
I continued to make strange whimpers as the pain didn't simmer as quickly as I had hoped.
"Let's shut that mouth of yours, faggot," Jamal said, as he grabbed me by the hair and pulled my head up, so that he could shove his cock in my mouth.
"I don't think you will be able to take all my cock, Coach," Troy said.
Ashley spoke for me, "He wants it all, Master, he wants to give himself to you completely."
"Is that true, Coach?" Troy asked.
Jamal pulled his cock out of my mouth so I could speak. I didn't hesitate, Ashley's answer was definitely the truth, "Yes, Master, I want all your cock in my ass."
"You mean your man-pussy, your cunt," Troy corrected.
"Sorry, Master, yes I want your big black cock in my virgin cunt, I want you to fuck me like you would any of your other sluts," I said, my lust taking over any last remnants of a moral code.
"You got it Coach," Troy said, as in one hard forward thrust, he reached unimaginable depths inside me.
"Oh aaaaaah, Godddddddd," I screamed, as my ass felt like it was being torn in two.
"Still want me to fuck you like my other sluts?" Troy asked amused.
"Yeeees, Master," I whimpered, the burning sensation in my ass almost unbearable and yet I wanted to feel him begin to pump my ass. "Fuck my cunt, but please go slowly at first."
Rhianna arrived back and ordered, "Slut, get on all fours beside your boyfriend."
Ashley let go of my ass cheeks and moved beside me, her hands now on my back, "Yes, Mistress."
Troy started slowly moving his cock in and out of my ass, the burn continuing, but simmering with each slow stroke, as a new pleasure began to build inside me, the sensation of being used as a fuck-toy thrilling in ways I can't explain. Getting fucked was a completely different feeling and brought with it an entirely different euphoria than being the one doing the fucking.
"Oh yes," Ashley moaned, her fingernails going into my back as she assumedly was joining me in having her ass filled.
Meanwhile, the cock in my mouth which had just been sitting inside me as I got used to Troy's cock, began slowly moving between my lips. "I hope you can multi-task, faggot," Jamal said.
I tried to concentrate on the cock in my mouth, but the slowly growing pleasure in my ass was distracting me, as were the moans from Ashley as Rhianna began fucking her ass.
"You like getting ass-fucked like your boyfriend, my pet?" Rhianna asked.
"God yes," Ashley moaned, "My mouth, cunt and ass are yours to use as you wish Mistress."
"What if I want to share you with my cheerleading friends?" Rhianna asked.
Ashley, her moans letting me know she was in lust mode, replied, "Share away, Mistress."
Troy's cock in my ass was still going slow and I suddenly wanted more. I needed to be fucked...hard and deep. Yet, I couldn't get the words out of my mouth with Jamal's stiff cock slowly fucking my face.
Rhianna continued testing Ashley. "So you will seduce my mom, take me to Boston, to the lesbian club as my pet slut and please all my cheerleader teammates, how about getting dp'd by my two brothers?"
My eyes again went wide as again the possibility of crossing the line we had both agreed we wouldn't cross was questioned.
Ashley squeezed my body, a hint of her concern over what to say. Trying to help Ashley out by distracting Rhianna, I moved my head to free my mouth of Jamal's black meat and begged, "Harder, Master, please fuck my ass harder."
"You mean your cunt," Troy corrected.
"Yes, Master," I whimpered, showing him my eager submission I continued, my hunger undeniable, "Please Master, fuck my pussy, my man-cunt, my faggot ass, I am yours to use as you pleeeeeease."
Troy's cock slammed into me hard and he began fucking me fast and deep, my moans and whimpers sounding so feminine and yet I loved every second of it. The pain ignored because of the intense pleasure and the thrill of being fucked. I loved fucking Ashley, but the thrill of being fucked was the most intense pleasure I had ever experienced, just giving in without reservation to the pure submission of black dominant cock.
"You like that, Coach?" Troy grunted, as his body crashed into mine.
"Yeeees, I love your black cock in my white ass," I moaned like a cheap slut.
"Harder, Mistress," Ashley begged too, both of us hungry to be fucked as deep and hard as humanly possible in our forbidden back door.
"My body shook both side to side from Ashley's body movements and front to back from Troy's deep hard thrusts, my body a literal rag doll of pleasure.
The next few minutes the sounds of Ashley and myself echoed through the room as we were fucked by our dominant black Master and Mistress.
Troy breaking the few minutes of silence said, "Time for you to fuck yourself, Coach."
"Actually time for the little fairy to get split roasted," Jamal added.
I began bouncing back onto Troy's cock, the thrill of suddenly being in control exciting, my ass crashing into his body. Meanwhile, Jamal placed his stiff cock in front of my face and I took it in my mouth as I began going back and forth taking all Troy's cock in my ass and then taking all of Jamal's cock in my mouth. I soon got into a perfect rhythm as I bounced back and forth in perfect unison.
"Can I come, Mistress?" Ashley begged, her voice trembling as she asked.
"Are you getting turned on watching your boyfriend getting it from both ends, my pet?" Rhianna asked.
"It's soooooo fucking hot," Ashley admitted, her hands firmly on my body.
"Come, slut, come as you fall deeper into your complete submission to me," Rhianna demanded.
"Yeeeeesssss," Ashley screamed, seconds later as her orgasm quaked through her body, and conversely through mine as well.
I too wanted to come, my cock stiff and hard as it had been for the entire time I was being used by Troy and Jamal.
A couple more minutes of me fucking myself on Troy's cock had me wanting to feel Troy come in my ass, to take another of Jamal's loads down my throat and to hopefully shoot a load myself.
"Keep milking my cock, Coach," Troy groaned, and a few seconds later I felt the indescribable feeling of him coming in my ass, a feeling that sent trembles of intense pleasure to my cock that was beginning to hurt from lack of sexual release.
Jamal, close himself, grabbed my head and began fucking my face as Troy pulled out and I felt a gush of cum slip out of my ass and began sliding down my leg. The feeling was so submissively wrong and yet felt so right.
Suddenly, I felt Ashley move off me and seconds later I felt someone crawling underneath me, as I felt a mouth, assumedly hers, wrap around my cock. Desperation taking over, I began awkwardly fucking her mouth, making her gag while my mouth was simultaneously being fucked as well.
"Come Coach," Troy ordered.
With the permission I had been waiting for, I shot my load into Ashley's eager mouth just as Jamal pulled out and shot his sticky white goo all over my grimacing face, my orgasm so intense I could barely keep myself up from collapsing onto Ashley.
As soon as my orgasm was done, I rolled to my left and fell onto my back, my body exhausted from being used as a fucktoy by my two black masters...being split-roasted.
Ashley moved to me and kissed me passionately, Jamal's cum accidentally being shared between us. The kiss was passionate and urgent a wordless message that we were both thanking each other for allowing one another the liberty to fulfill our dark secret bi-sexual desires.
"Ah isn't that sweet," Jamal chuckled.
Rhianna defended us. "It's actually pretty fucking cool. A couple who have allowed each other such sexual freedom without the jealousy and petty bullshit that usually stunts relationships."



"Whatever," Jamal dismissed Rhianna's words.
"I love you," Ashley whispered, not loud enough for our audience to hear.
"Ditto," I whispered back, quoting another of Ashley's favorite movies.
"I hate to break up you two lovebirds, but we are all supposed to head up to the lake for some quality family time," Troy said.
Jamal laughed, "I think we just had some quality family time."
Rhianna stood up, the strap-on cock still on her waist, "I do want an answer to that earlier question one day soon, my pet. Will you let my brothers dp that white cunt and ass of yours?"
Troy added, "On that note, Coach, will you submit to Rhianna too if she decides she would like to have a white male cunt-licker?"
Ashley and I both looked at each other. Our eyes spoke volumes. We loved each other unconditionally, and nothing would ever change that. Yet, we were not yet ready to cross the last remaining line.
Ashley asked hesitantly, "Mistress, I hope you can understand and appreciate that Adam and I agreed to only allow each other to submit to our bi-sexual needs."
After a brief moments silence, Rhianna smiled, "I respect that. You two are truly a couple that were meant for each other."
"Thank you, Mistress," Ashley smiled.
"Fair enough," Troy agreed, shrugging, "I am not sure you could handle two big cocks in you anyway."
Ashley smiled back, "Who says I haven't already?"
Rhianna laughed, "Right back at you big brother."
Soon we were all dressed and heading our own ways.
Rhianna clarified, "I do want you to try and seduce my mother."
"Of course, Mistress," Ashley smiled, loving a challenge, as she asked, "Why?"
"She is such a prude and a submissive too dad that I think it would be fun to open her up a bit," Rhianna shrugged.
Jamal quipped, "I bet you would like to open her up you little dyke."
"Better than a fag like you," Rhianna shot back.
"Fuck you," Jamal snapped.
"I bet you fantasize about that all the time you perv," Rhianna smirked back.
Troy intervened, "Let's keep the incest innuendo to the family." I instantly wondered if there was more than just watching each other between the siblings...had Troy fucked his sister? I doubted it, it was probably just talking shit like Troy always did, but it did make me wonder.
Rhianna shrugged, "And you are going to take me to Boston, right?"
"That...I am looking forward too," Ashley smiled. "I did some research about this Le Chateau Club; it sounds like the best place in the world."
"Aunt Rosie says it is," Rhianna said, her tone getting giddy again.
"Just give me a date and I will take it off from work," Ashley said.
"We will have a fun, fun drive," Rhianna smiled.
"Oh, I imagine we will," Ashley smiled back.
Rhianna moved in and kissed Ashley passionately. "You were great, my pet."
"Thank you, Mistress," Ashley replied.
"You were great too, Coach," Troy said, moving towards me like he was going to kiss me.
Even though I had sucked cock, swallowed cum, had facials and been sodomized, I still didn't see myself as gay...yet kissing another man seemed...well gay.
Troy laughed as he reached me, clearly seeing the confusion in my eyes, "I'm not going to kiss you, Coach. I'm not gay." Instead he shook my hand and said, "Until next time."
"I can't wait," I replied, my ass already tingling with anticipation.
Once back in the car, Ashley said, "Oh my God."
"Oh my God indeed," I agreed.
"That...was...amazing?" Ashley said, sounding even younger than her age.
"Ditto."
"I loved watching you?" Ashley said, her hand on my leg.
"Ditto."
"I am still fucking horny," Ashley revealed, squeezing my leg with intent.
I started driving home as I answered, "Ditto times infinity."
Her hand went to my crotch and she asked, as she fished out my cock, "Think you can get blown, and drive?"
"Only one way to find out," I replied, knowing I had the best girlfriend in the whole fucking world.
The End
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*
I love Michael, my son.
I love how he's become the man of the household, I love that he always knows what I need sexually.
I love that he's discovered both my long-lost submissive side and his own newly-discovered dominant side.
I love that he uses all three of my holes whenever he wishes, and recently he's even begun sharing me with his best friend Frederick, and that's been amazing.
I love the taste of my son's cum in my mouth, the feel of his cum exploding in my pussy and even the embarrassment of his cum leaking out of my ass.
I love that he is my Master and that I am his submissive.
Yet, it's one thing to make a promise while in the throes of passion, but it's quite another to attempt to fulfill said promise once clarity hits; which leads to his latest expectation of me... to seduce his sister, my daughter, which seems an impossible task to fulfill.
**********
Two days before Crystal was to return home for Michael's high school graduation, he asked, while his cock was pounding my ass slowly, his cum still dripping out of my cunt from his last load just a few minutes ago, for me to explain what my seduction plan was.
"I-I-I don't know," I stammered, distracted by how good his cock felt in my ass, not to mention I had no feasible idea of how to turn such an impossibility into a possibility.
His cock lodged deep in my ass, he stopped fucking me as he pointed out, disappointed by my insufficient answer, "Mother, you've had almost a week to plan. She's going to be here in two nights. I expect her to be on her knees and ready to please me by Saturday evening, is that clear?"
He pulled out and slammed into my ass, hard. I screamed, "Buuuuuuuuut hooooooooow?"
"You want my help?" he asked.
"Of course, Master," I purred, "I feel completely helpless about this," trying desperately to get him to assist me in this crazy conquest he had in mind. Oddly, when I was horny, which was often, the idea of seducing my daughter was quite the turn-on; I'd already crossed the line in every way possible with my son, so doing it a second time with my daughter didn't seem as bad as the on again off again guilt I'd felt while I was seducing him. Accepting yourself for who you are and setting aside society's attitudes about incest was very liberating. So was doing research on incest and realizing three things:
1. Historically, it has been quite common.
2. Although seldom revealed openly, incest is much more common than people let on... once you dig deeper into the underbelly of society's unrealistic expectations.
3. The more I accepted the first two items, the easier it became to convince myself that there was no better way to show how much I loved my son than to give myself to him unconditionally: mind, body and soul. After all, those are the traditional expectations of a woman when she marries a man, and that was exactly what I had done for my husband for those several years before his unexpected death. In the most simplistic terms, Michael had recently stepped in for his father as head of the household, and now received the exact same benefits my husband used to enjoy. Plus, as much as I loved my husband, god bless his soul, I now loved my son even more.
"On Friday, take her shopping somewhere to get her a new dress for the graduation ceremony, and then suggest going to a lingerie store as well, telling her you have a new man in your life," he began.
"Okay," I moaned, his cock pumping in my ass a constant distraction. "I'm not sure that will be enough."
"Well, if she's as big of a slut as her mother it may be, but I thought while you were bonding with her, I could do some reconnaissance on her computer," he continued.
"Oooooh," I moaned, thinking this idea seemed like a good start. Such an approach had been invaluable when I'd first explored the idea of seducing Michael.
"If the eyes are the gateway into the soul of a person, their hard drive is the gateway into their kinks," he concluded, something that was pretty hard to disagree with.
On the computer you could research secret kinks, read stories based on such interests, have chats with people with similar kinks and, of course, watch every type of porn imaginable, many subsets of which I never knew existed. (Did you know there's a cartoon porn site which depicts many of the cartoon characters we grew up watching? I sure hadn't.) Since seducing my son, I've watched online incest porn and read lots of incest stories, each story making my guilt fade away a bit more. Since receiving Michael's order for me to seduce Crystal, I've been reading mother-daughter incest stories not only because they're hot, but also trying to research ideas I can use to come up with a game plan. Yet, incest stories are exactly that, stories, and making such a seduction into a reality was way more complex than putting pen to paper. (Or okay, these days putting keyboard to hard drive.)
"That's a good idea," I moaned, my orgasm starting to build, my greatest orgasms coming from anal sex (strange but true).
"And just to add a little motivation to your task," he announced, surprising me by pulling out of me, he loved coming in my ass.
"Whaaaat?" I whimpered, frustrated that he'd pulled out with me so close to orgasm.
He circled around and shoved his pulsing, stiff cock in my mouth and began fucking my mouth as he explained, "You aren't allowed to come until your task is completed."
My eyes went wide; the gravity of his expectation and the consequences of failure were now clear. I would have responded with pleas for mercy, but his cock was fucking my mouth, his balls spanking my chin with each thrust. I usually loved his aggressive need to come approach, but with my orgasm so close and suddenly knowing I was no longer allowed any, I was super annoyed.
He continued, "You can still get your daily dose of my cum with blow jobs, but you aren't allowed to cooooome."
His sweet white stuff exploded in my mouth and I focused on swallowing it all like I'd been trained to do, wasting cum was way worse than wasting booze. He slowed down as I milked his cock for every last trace of his addicting sperm.
Finally he pulled out and continued the conversation as if it hadn't been interrupted by his shooting his load in his mother's mouth, "Is that understand, Pet Mommy?"
"Yes," I answered, stretching my mouth after the quick pounding it had just taken.
"You don't like the idea?" he asked, catching my disappointed tone.
"May I speak honestly?" I asked, looking up at him.
"Of course," he shrugged, his cock beginning to shrink before me. It really is one of the really great wonders of the world, the beauty of a cock growing to an aroused state or a just-shot-its-load-cock slowly returning into sexual hibernation.
"I'm very close right now, Master," I explained, praying for sexual release.
"All the better for you to understand the full importance of my expectations of you. I want Crystal as my graduation present," he answered.
"I just don't know if I can do it," I admitted.
"I know you can, Mom," he said, putting his cock back in my mouth. I swirled my tongue around, giving his cock a quick wash before he pulled out and cautioned, "Now, no more of this defeatist mindset, is that understood?"
"Yes, I understand," I answered, adding jokingly, "May I go and take a cold shower?"
"Does that work for women?" he asked with a chuckle.
Standing up, I answered, "I'm about to find out."
Although the coldness didn't extinguish my burning flame entirely, it did cool down the fire inside me sufficiently to let me think straight.
The next two days were torture as I tried to resist the temptation to come, especially when each morning's wake up and evening's bedtime included my swallowing a load of Michael's cum. I wanted him in my cunt and ass, I wanted to be fucked, pounded, and used. Yet each time, Michael only reminded me of the task at hand.
When not being used as a cum receptacle, or working (selling real estate), I was reading sex stories, chatting with online mothers who had seduced their daughters (if they really were mothers, there are a surprising number of men out there masquerading as women), and trying to formulate a plan that had a chance of working. In the end, a mixture of flattery, intimate contact and open conversations seemed to be the key... and of course, booze. The major problem was that I was on a very limited timeline.
The morning of the day Crystal was to arrive, Michael deposited a load down my belly for breakfast and asked, "So, is my pet excited for her new task?"
"I'm excited to be allowed to come and to make you happy," I answered.
"You don't want to seduce your daughter?" he asked, surprised by this possibility.
"I'm more scared than anything," I answered. "Even though I knew it was technically wrong when I seduced you, I knew it was your fantasy."
"That it was," he smiled, his beautiful cock beginning to shrink.
"But with Crystal... first of all, girls are different," I began.
"Oh, I beg to differ," he quipped, "you're usually hornier than I am," tracing my willing lips with his cock.
"Okay, but I'm the exception," I smiled back, licking the bottom of his cock.
"Well, Crystal looks like you, has the same body type as you, and the same quirky personality as you," Michael pointed out.
"So if Mommy is an incest slut, then Crystal must be one slut too?" I quipped, moving my tongue to his balls, something I'd never done to him before.
"It's a theory," he moaned, as I took one of his balls in my mouth.
I didn't respond as I pleasured one ball and then the other.
"Shit Slut, you never cease to surprise me," he moaned softly.
"I aim to please," I replied.
"That you do, Mom," he agreed (calling me Mom without adding any derogatory words before or after was rare when we were alone). I was used to Pet Mommy or Mommy slut, Mommy whore, Mommy slave, or during the past couple days, just cum bucket.
I slid my tongue back up his stiff rod, wishing he would just fuck me hard.
As if reading my mind, "Does Crystal's Mom want her back door plugged?"
Using my daughter's name was strange in this context, yet I responded, playing along, "Yes, Master, Crystal's Mom would love her back door to be pillaged."
"Show me that ass," he ordered.
If there were an obedience speed Olympics event, I'm sure I would have set a new world record as I quickly got in position, offering my ass to my son.
"You are such a good bad Mommy," he commented, his cock now between my ass cheeks, teasing my hunger.
"Please Master, I need it soooo bad," I begged, my hunger for his cock more addicting than nicotine.
"What are you willing to do for it?" he asked, the head of his cock pushing into my tight rosebud.
"Whatever you wish, Master," I responded, so horny I would walk into church, drop to my knees and blow our minister during his sermon if ordered.
"You'll eat your daughter's pussy?" he questioned, his beautiful cock so close to filling me.
"I'll be her Mommy-slut too if you want, Master. I'll make sure she's in stockings for you on Saturday when I offer up your sister as a gift for you," I answered, the idea turning me on more than I thought it would.
"If you promise she'll be my slut by Saturday night, I'll let you come from a good hard ass fucking," he offered, as his cock broke through my rectal resistance and slid into my wanton ass.
"Yeeeees," I screamed, a two-day cum fast being two days of frustration too long.
He started slowly but I begged, "Don't make love to Mommy's ass, baby, pound it."
Obliging my unique motherly request, he slammed into my ass, filling me so fully that my orgasm began bubbling inside me after just a few strokes.
"Oh God, Michael, I love your cock in my ass," I screamed. "Promise me you'll never stop using Mommy."
"That's one promise I know I can keep," he laughed between his deep hard thrusts.
He fucked me deep and hard for a while until my orgasm was inevitable.
"Oh yes, Michael, I looooooove yooooooou," I screamed like the slut I was, as I came from being ass fucked by my son.
"I love you too, Mom," he replied, even as he continued hammering away as my orgasm coursed through me.
"Fill my ass with your cream, baby, I want to walk around all day with a constant reminder of you," I begged, the thought so nasty that another gush of pleasure pulsated through me.
"Fuck, you're such a hot little slut, Mom," he groaned.
"Just your slut, son," I moaned back, as my ass began bouncing back on his cock, my ass clenching as I tried to milk his cock dry.
"And Frederick's," Michael reminded me, memories of my first double penetration flooding back to me, causing a second orgasm to begin building inside me.
"Yes, and your best friend's that you shared your Mommy-slut with," I agreed, wishing I had a second cock for my cunt right now, and maybe even a third one to blow, air tight being another fantasy I hadn't yet fulfilled.
"And soon you'll either have a Mistress or a pet of your own," he added, throwing another wrinkle into the upcoming seduction of my college daughter. I'd just assumed I'd be the submissive, but if I could make my demanding daughter into my pet... well, that was a delicious idea.
I asked, "Do you want your bitchy sister to be my Mistress or Mommy's little cunt slave?"
"Both sound delicious, but it would be awesome to see her knocked down a peg or two," he answered, as my ass continued riding his cock.
"Then I'll make her my little eager cunt-licking, cock-sucking, ass-fucking submissive for us," I moaned, getting drawn into the nasty seduction, a second blessed orgasm for me now inevitable.
"Shoot, Mom, you know just the right words to say."
A few more hard bounces back on his stiff rod, and I was about to burst as I begged, "May I come again, my son, my master?"
"You truly are insatiable," Michael responded.
"You turned on my long dormant inner slut, baby, and it has no intention of ever going back into hibernation," I squealed back, holding back the inevitable earthquake.
"Don't you dare cum until I do, slut," he ordered.
"Okay, baby," I moaned, knowing that as soon as I felt my son's seed filling my back door, my orgasm would follow instantly. It seems I had an ass hair trigger, as absurd as that sounds. Knowing he liked dirty talk, I asked, "Should Mommy go and buy a nice big strap-on to fuck your sister?"
"Shit, yes," he grunted, getting close.
"Or maybe a double-ended dildo so we can fuck each other, our stocking-clad feet pressed together?" I continued, turning myself on as I tossed hot visuals into his head to try and get him off.
"Here it comes, you cum slut," he grunted, and the very moment his cum shot inside my ass, my own orgasm triggered simultaneously.
I continued slowly sliding back and forth on his cock as we both enjoyed the aftershocks of our orgasms.
Pulling out eventually, Michael said, "I really do love you, Mom."
"I love you too, son," I replied, the soft words warming my heart.
The brief minute of intimacy was short-lived as Michael spanked my ass and ordered, "Now go forth and make my sister into our slut."
"Yes, Master," I agreed, a little more excited about the possible seduction, now that I was thinking it in terms of her being my pet instead of the other way around. Crystal had been a handful to raise, unlike Michael who'd been very little trouble. The thought of disciplining her sexually made Michael's demand feel more exciting to complete... plus, the payoff would be awesome.
All day at work I was distracted, thinking about the next forty-eight hours and the seemingly impossible, yet incredibly intoxicating, possibility.
**********
That evening, after swallowing loads from both Frederick and Michael, I headed to the airport to pick up Crystal. I had butterflies in my stomach as I contemplated the task at hand.
The flight was late and Crystal, being Crystal, was in a foul mood as she ranted about the inept stewardesses and the turbulence as if the gods were on her case.
Trying to appear as a normal mother, once we were in the vehicle I asked about her first year of college and about how the summer job was going, the college semester already over, and how she was enjoying the west coast. I learned her job working as a secretary at a dental clinic was mind-numbingly boring, she loved the ocean but hated the cool breezes, and she was into an 'I hate all men' phase.
An opening given, I joked, "Well, you could try being a lesbian."
She laughed, "I'm seriously considering it."
Trying to keep the conversation going, I admitted, "Can't deny I miss my college days."
Crystal's eyes went big. "Mom, are you implying what I think you are?"
"I don't know what you think I'm implying, I'm just saying I miss those carefree dorm days," I replied coyly, before adding, another seed planted, "and those nights... those late, late nights."
Crystal was stunned by my hints that I'd played around with other girls in college. After a brief moment of silence, she said, stunned, "I can't believe you dyked out in college."
"I didn't say I did... as you so eloquently put it... dyke out."
"You hinted at it," she countered.
"No, you construed it, darling," I countered right back, enjoying this verbal manipulation and the frustration and confusion I was stirring up in her.
"So Mother, hints aside, do you have any naughty secrets you're willing to share from your past with your oh-so-innocent daughter?" Crystal asked, impressed that her old bag of a mother may have been wild when she was younger.
"Do you have any?" I countered, continuing to elude answering any of her questions.
"Are you asking your daughter if she's a dyke?" Crystal asked, surprised by my strange behaviour.
"Dyke is such a crude word," I replied, continuing to manipulate her, trying to draw her into my web of seduction as I felt her out.
"Sorry, Mother," she said, annoyed with me. Using the bluntness she was well-known for she asked, "Let me put it this way: did you lez out back in college?"
"Don't know. Define 'lez out'," I requested.
"You, Mommy Dearest, are more frustrating than my last boyfriend was," she said, exasperated by my answers. She defined bluntly, "To lez out. Verb phrase. To lick pussy, to munch cunt, to sample snatch."
"Crystal," I scolded her, "watch your language."
"Are you kidding me?" she asked.
I glared at her theatrically for a moment before breaking into laughter and answering her question, but only vaguely, "I too was once young and carefree."
"So you did?" she asked wanting to hear the words coming out of my mouth.



"Did I eat pussy and munch cunt?" I asked with a smile, parroting back her foul language, she still being unaware of how dirty my mouth could get, or the creamed sausage it had been filled with daily ever since my seduction of her brother.
"Mom, what's gotten into you?" she gasped.
"That's a rather personal question," I joked, as we rolled into the driveway.
"I can't believe we even had this conversation," Crystal said, overwhelmed by our frank, yet vague, questions and insinuations.
"You're an adult now Crystal," I said, placing my hand familiarly on her leg. I softened my tone as I said, "Going forward, I want us to have a far deeper relationship than simply mother and daughter," the underlying meaning of my words much more sinister than they sounded.
"Really?" Crystal asked, used to our bumping heads more times than not; I hoped to be doing a whole different type of bumping with her, and soon.
"Of course, honey. You're turning twenty soon. I want our relationship to move to another level," I explained, staring into her blue eyes, my pussy wet with intent.
Crystal was so surprised by the shift in our mother-daughter conversation, she said, "Cool," still sounding like a teenager, which technically she still was.
I gave her leg a firm squeeze as I added, "Of course, I'm still your mother, and I always know what's best for you."
There she is," Crystal smiled.
"There who is?" I asked, knowing exactly what she meant.
"The mother I know and love," she countered, laughing gently.
Leaving her with ominous implications, I responded as I opened my door, "Oh honey, I know you think you know me, but so far you only know me as your mother, not as a woman. And as for love... you ain't seen nothing yet."
Before she could respond, I climbed out of the car, allowing my words to fluster her. I was thrilled with how well the drive had gone, the seeds of seduction slyly planted.
That night Crystal went out to see some friends after agreeing to go shopping with me the next afternoon. The plan was that I would show houses for half a day, pick her up for lunch, and then we'd go and get new outfits for each of us for Saturday's graduation ceremony.
Michael and Frederick went out as well, going to a nine o'clock movie, leaving me home alone. Happy with my progress, I drew myself a bubble bath and relaxed, knowing tomorrow was potentially going to contain another life-altering seduction.
**********
Friday morning, Michael had school and woke me up with his cock tapping on my lips.
I woke up groggily, the bubble bath having prepared me for a great night's sleep. I asked, "With Crystal home?"
"She didn't get home until after two, so she won't be up for hours," Michael told me, filling my mouth before I'd even fully opened it.
In my position between a cock and a pillow case I didn't have room to bob on his cock, so instead I just allowed him to fuck my mouth, which he did slowly. After a few minutes of gentle fucking, he pulled out, tugged me out of bed, and guided me to my natural place of obedience on my knees before him. He shoved his throbbing member back into my mouth, wrapped his hands around my head and began pounding my face. His balls bounced against my chin, as almost half of his cock violated my throat.
Michael must have been fantasizing about adding a second submissive incest slave (Crystal) to his tiny harem, since he was rougher and more aggressive than usual, and I even gagged slightly a couple of times.
Finally without warning, Michael's cum filled my mouth and I gagged again, some cum dripping out of my mouth and onto my pajamas and the floor.
Disappointed in myself for gagging and spilling some of his sweet seed, as soon as he pulled out and released my head from his vise-like grip, I leaned down to the floor and licked up the small puddle of white goo.
"One more day," was all Michael said as he left my room. I got off the floor and began my day.
I dressed in a black knee-high skirt and black thigh highs that I hoped would become a conversation piece when we were trying on dresses. I finished the outfit with a black lace bra and a blue patterned blouse that fit tightly around my breasts.
I texted Crystal at eleven to make sure she was awake and surprisingly she was, although she hadn't showered yet. I told her I'd swing by to pick her up around quarter after twelve.
I arrived home and Crystal came out, surprising me in a flowery sun dress, although not surprisingly she wasn't wearing nylons, something I would need to change. In the car she asked, taking in my attire, "Are we going somewhere fancy?"
I laughed, "Did I use to dress so poorly that this is fancy?"
She responded, "I didn't mean that. You look very good, and the outfit makes you look younger."
As I started driving, I said, "That's the nicest thing you've ever said to me."
Crystal was in a lot better mood this morning and we chatted about her idea of changing her major to secondary education and reducing her current major of psychology into a minor; this was with the goal of becoming a high school teacher which surprised me a bit, but I was just happy she finally seemed confident in her choice.
We had a great lunch, where I skirted anything that would be remotely edgy, keeping the conversation light and relaxed.
It wasn't until we were walking into an upscale clothing store that I began the seduction. I asked, "So what were you thinking of wearing tomorrow?"
"I truthfully haven't put any thought into it," Crystal shrugged.
"I thought we could have some fun and get all dolled up," I said as we reached the cocktail dresses.
"Aren't these a bit too night clubby for a high school graduation?" she asked as I reached for a fire truck red dress.
"You can never be too classy," I shrugged.
"If you say so," Crystal responded.
"Trust me," I countered as I handed her the red dress.
"For me?" she asked, surprised.
"You'll look really hot in this," I said, wanting to build her confidence.
"It's kind of expensive," she said, examining the price tag.
"My treat. Every woman should have two dresses at their disposal: a sexy slinky black fuck me dress, and an elegant tease everybody gown."
"Mother, a 'fuck me' dress?" Crystal questioned, again surprised by my language, before adding, "I don't have either of those dresses."
"Well, it's time to rectify that," I smiled before adding, "Go ahead... try it on."
"Okay," she said, a twinkle of excitement in her eyes.
I grabbed a dress for myself, gold, browsed through another area where I checked out a couple of sexy little black numbers, decided not today, and headed into the dressing room area. Surprising my daughter, I knocked on her door, recognizing her shoes beneath the door.
"Just a second, Mom," Crystal replied.
I waited a few seconds before she came out looking radiant, although the dress was a size too large.
"You look gorgeous," I complimented.
"It's a bit too big," she said.
"You're right; I'll go get you a size smaller," I smiled, joking, "I forgot you're a bit slimmer than I am."
"Oh, you're in amazing shape, Mom," Crystal replied.
"Thanks honey," I said, pulling her in for a close hug.
I held on a bit longer than a normal mother-daughter hug, and even allowed my hand to rest briefly on her ass. Breaking the hug, I said, "Go get undressed, I'll fetch you another one."
Crystal returned into the dressing room as I went to grab the next size down.
When I returned, I walked right into her room as if it weren't a big deal.
"Mom!" Crystal said surprised, only wearing bra and panties, and sadly, unflattering grandma panties.
"Honey, we're two adults," I countered as I handed her the dress, "besides, I've seen you in swimsuits that covered less."
She sighed, but took the dress and put it on as I started getting undressed myself.
Again she was surprised as she asked, "Mom! What are you doing?"
"Trying on a dress," I answered breezily.
By then, my skirt was off and Crystal gasped, going from surprised to scandalized, "Where are your panties?"
I answered, "At home in my drawer."
"Why aren't you wearing any?" she demanded, staring at my shaved pussy.
"I like the thrill of dressing sexy underneath," I replied, adding some sexual naughtiness to our conversation, "Plus, you can see that I shave; I don't want anyone having to eat a hair pie," I replied, each answer revealing a bit more of the new me.
"Oh my God," she gasped, still staring at my shaved cunt.
"Funny, that's what she said," I quipped back.
"And you're wearing stockings?" she continued, stunned by the new me.
I shrugged, "They're called thigh highs, and they not only make me feel sexy, but they provide easier access, if you know what I mean."
"Oh my God, oh my God, oh my God," Crystal gasped again, stunned by my frank sexual innuendos.
"What?" I asked. "You do know your mother has sex, don't you? Quite a lot, actually."
"Please stop," she replied, covering her ears.
I laughed as I removed my blouse and put on my dress while Crystal did the same.
"How do I look?" I asked her; she was rattled by the TMI I'd just revealed.
"Good," she answered.
"Ouch," I replied.
"What?"
"No woman wants to be told she looks good. It's such a so-so term," I said, "for example, I think you look radiant in that dress."
"I do?" she asked, surprised by my choice of words.
"Not only that, but alluring and sensual," I added to the flattery.
Her face went red, surprised by my flattery and flirtatious choices of words.
"That said, it's missing one thing," I said, before adding, "wait here."
Crystal began to ask what it needed, but I was gone before she could finish.
I grabbed a pair of mocha thigh highs which would definitely enhance her legs with that red dress, and returned to the changing room.
Once back, I opened the package and instructed Crystal, "Sit down, dear."
"What? Why?" she asked, still a bit rattled by my strange behaviour.
"Just sit down," I ordered, my tone carrying a hint of impatience.
She obeyed as she sat down on the bench, her expression perplexed. The package opened, I quickly and expertly rolled a stocking up and then knelt in front of her. The sheer shock in her eyes was hilarious as I ordered, "Lift your foot up, honey."
She did, although she looked utterly confused.
I rolled the stocking up her leg, going very slowly, trying to tease her in the process.
"Lift up, dear," I instructed as the lace top reached her upper thigh.
Although she was taken aback by my authoritative behaviour, she obeyed, lifting up her leg so I could finish draping the stocking in place. Once it was on, I replicated my slow, slightly sensual approach in putting on the second stocking whereupon she, without instruction, lifted up her leg to facilitate my completing the act.
"Stand up," I ordered, beginning to think that Crystal may indeed be submissive.
She obeyed.
"Wow," I said, grabbing her hand and turning her to the large mirror in the room.
Her demeanour changed as she stared at herself, as if not believing it was her .
"You look radiant, Crystal, absolutely gorgeous," I sugar-coated the flattery, although I was telling the truth: she did look radiant.
She remained speechless. I whispered into her ear, "Every senior boy is going to want to fuck you, while every senior girl will wish she were you."
"Mom!" Crystal gasped, my hot breath directly on her ear, distracting her.
"Or wish they could eat you, if that's your thing." I added, smiling deviously.
"Mom!" she repeated.
"What, isn't being bi the new 'in' thing?" I asked.
"Mom!" she repeated yet again.
"Sorry Crystal, it's just that I've rediscovered my sexual appetite recently, and it's really played havoc with my naughty talk," I explained.
"TMI," she complained, covering her ears.
I took her hands in mine and said looking directly at her. "Crystal, I don't have many girlfriends, and I was hoping you and I could have some long and frank discussions about life, love and sex."
"Mom, this is just too weird," she answered.
"I know, but how about we pretend I'm not your Mom, but we're just two girls chatting?" I asked, before adding with puppy dog eyes, "Can you please do that for me?"
"O-o-okay," she stammered, nervous about where this might be going.
"Stay here, I'm going to get you the right panties for this outfit," I said, before adding, "unless you want to join me in going commando."
She finally laughed, the ice wall of awkwardness breaking down, as she said, "I think I'll wear some panties to a high school function, as should you."
"Should? That's what makes going without them even more fun," I smiled. "No one knows that underneath the reserved classy exterior is a sexy, horny MILF with no barriers in the way of her getting fucked: just a flip of the skirt and I'm ready to go."
"Oh my God, what's gotten into you?" Crystal gasped.
"Not what I need," I quipped, leaving her before the conversation could continue, letting my unexpected naughtiness marinate in her head.
My phone vibrated, and I checked the message.
Mommy-slut,
I did the recon on her computer. The results are not completely conclusive, but she reads a lot of online porn. A lot of it is lesbian, although a lot isn't. Much of it has submissive female characters. Although I can't tell if she is sub or domme.
Master Michael
I texted back.
Master
She is sub without a doubt. Any incest stories?
Mommy-slut
I selected a red thong that could almost be considered underwear, when I got another text.
Mommy-slut
There were a few, not many, and no brother and sister stories sadly, but there were two or three mother-daughter ones.
Master Michael
This new information in hand, I returned to the changing room and walked in, once again unannounced. Crystal was still admiring herself in the mirror.
"Remove your panties, my dear."
"Pardon?" she asked, again surprised by my words.
"Take them off; I have something sexier for you."
"This just keeps getting weirder," she said, but again obeyed me.
Once they were off, I knelt down and said, "Lift up your foot, honey."
She obeyed, and I slid the thong up to her ankle.
Seeing what I'd brought her, she scoffed, "You call that underwear?"
"We can call it sexy underwear," I shrugged as she cooperatively lifted her other foot even as she expressed mortification at my choice.
"More like dental floss," she quipped back.
"Sexy dental floss," I retorted, "it's red," as I pulled the skimpy fabric up her legs.
"I can do that," Crystal said uncomfortably, reaching down.
Not wishing to scare her off, I let her finish pulling up the thong and asked, "So are you happy with the outfit?"
"It seems a bit much," Crystal said, although she couldn't stop admiring herself in the mirror.
"Every gal needs such an outfit," I countered, before adding, "Plus, like I said before, Mommy's buying."
"Mommy's buying," she repeated, making fun of me for using that word. "Who can resist that offer?"
"No one will be able to resist you in that outfit," I replied, continuing to shovel on the flattery.
"Oh Mommy," she smiled, continuing her playful, unlike her, behaviour. I felt confident I'd broken at least partway through her usual hard shell and cracked open the door to the seduction my Master expected me to complete.
"Oh Mommy indeed," I playfully replied right back, my tone dripping with foreshadowing of those words being used with a very different inflection, and very soon.
"I should probably take all these things off until you pay for them, don't you think?" she asked.
"I suppose that's a good idea," I agreed.
Crystal laughed, "My new Mom is a refreshing surprise."
"You have no idea."
As we got undressed, Crystal began to take the thigh highs off, but I objected, "No, keep those on, and the thong. I still have the packaging for the stockings and the price tag from the thong for them to scan."
"Okay," she shrugged, now obeying every order I gave her with very little hesitation.
We finished undressing and getting redressed in the clothes we'd worn coming in, before heading out of the dressing room and towards the checkout.
I asked Crystal, "Would you like to have a girls' night out tonight?"
"What would that entail?" she asked, not just refusing me like she would have in the past.
"Dinner and dancing," I shrugged.
"Sounds like fun," Crystal casually agreed.
"It's a date," I said.
"Mom, that is so 1980s," the old Crystal shot back.
"I'm from the 80s," I protested.
"Dressed as you are, you don't look it."
"I'll take that as a compliment, you sweet thing," I preened as we reached the cashier.
"You should. I meant it as one," Crystal replied, squeezing my ass. Now that was an encouraging surprise! I thought.
A chill went up my spine at how well the afternoon had gone so far. I paid for our outfits, and we hit two more shops to pick up outfits for our girls' night before we headed home.
At home, Crystal said, "I think I'm going to take a nap, if we're going out on the town."
"Crystal, that's so 1990s," I joked.
"Oh Mom," she said, giving me a surprise hug. "Thanks for this afternoon, it was surprisingly, delightfully fun."
"Then get some rest and wait until tonight," I promised. "I have another big surprise in store."
"I can't wait," she said, yawning.
Once she'd gone upstairs, Michael, who'd been playing video games in the living room, came into the kitchen and said, "How's your assignment coming along?"
"Lots better than anticipated," I replied, which was true. While I wasn't convinced I could seal the deal of seducing his sister and delivering her to him, especially in this ridiculously tight time frame, I was delighted with the many seeds I'd planted.
"Let's see if your afternoon really exhausted her like she said, or she went up to her room to masturbate," he said, opening the laptop he was carrying.
"What are you doing?"
"More recon," he explained, as I realized the screen was showing Crystal's bedroom just as she walked in.
"You put a camera in her room?" I asked, even though the answer was obvious.
"I did it a few days ago," he said as he sat down. "Want to watch?"
"I don't know," I said, part of me feeling guilty about violating her privacy, another part turned on by the idea of watching and seeing if I'd had any impact on her.
"In that case, crawl under the table and blow me," he instructed, his eyes never leaving the computer screen.
I sighed, wishing I'd answered differently, curious to see my impact, as I obeyed, crawling under the kitchen table between my son's legs and fishing out his cock.
"She's going into her closet," Michael announced; apparently he was going to do a play by play account of everything she did. That was certainly better than nothing.
I took his cock out, still almost completely flaccid, and awkwardly in the confined space, took it into my mouth.
"Oooh! She has toys in her closet," Michael announced.
I'd cleaned her room rather thoroughly while she was away at college, so this came as a surprise. I wished I could watch, but instead I slowly sucked Michael's cock as it began to grow in my warm, wet mouth.
"She's on her bed, still dressed in thigh highs but nothing else, good job Mommy by the way getting her into nylons, and she's beginning to use a vibrator on herself," Michael announced, as I imagined the scene in my head. That didn't take long, she just went into her room, stripped down and began fucking herself. Had I turned her on that much? What was she fantasizing about as she pleasured herself? Was tonight's seduction actually possible? These and many other thoughts played through my mind as Michael's cock became rock hard between my lips and I started to bob faster.



I wanted more intel from Michael, but he was silent for a long time as I pleasured him from under the kitchen table. Determined to get him off so I could watch my daughter pleasure herself, I bobbed furiously back and forth on his stiff rod.
Unfortunately before I could get Michael off, Crystal got herself off. Michael said, "She's really a gusher when she comes, Mommy-slut. You're going to get a good mouthful."
I automatically envisioned being between Crystal's legs as she gushed her sweet cum into my mouth and all over my face, something that had seemed so out there when Michael first came up with the idea, but now the possibility of this fantasy coming true had my pussy wet with anticipation.
"Oh my, now she's cleaning the toy in her mouth," Michael said, his tone giddy like a teenage pervert, and not the impressive Dom he'd become.
My head spun with visions of making Crystal submit even as I bobbed hungrily on Michael's cock.
"Oh oh," Michael worried.
"What?" I asked, still under the kitchen table with his hard cock only momentarily out of my mouth.
"She's slipped on a robe and is coming downstairs," he said, as I heard him frantically clicking on his computer. "Keep sucking, Mommy-slut," he ordered.
I obeyed, realizing that even if he'd ordered me otherwise, I wouldn't have had enough time to escape from my very compromised position, so I was just thankful for the long tablecloth that would hide me pretty well, unless she bent down to look for some unimaginable reason, or she heard me make a noise.
A few seconds later, I heard Crystal open the fridge and ask Michael, "Where's Mom?"
"Don't know," he replied, before stirring the pot, speaking in his usual soft, caring, nerdy way, "you look flushed, Crystal, are you feeling okay?"
Crystal stammered, "I-I-I'm a bit tired. Just needed a drink, and then I'm going back up to take a nap."
"I thought you went to take a nap fifteen minutes ago," Michael goaded her.
The longer Michael continued this conversation with Crystal, the more likely I was to get caught. Oddly, the thought of getting caught, even though that would be mortifying and could ruin all our plans (or could instantly fulfill them if I pounced and she didn't freak: she was almost naked after all, and with a very wet snatch beneath that robe). Picturing that snatch had my own pussy dripping wet.
"I was, but like I said, I needed a drink," Crystal fended him off, her tone annoyed, like she often got with her little brother.
"Sure, sure," Michael said, not believing her.
I heard the fridge close and Crystal say, "Like I care what you think."
Michael didn't respond as Crystal left the kitchen and I, relieved that my submissive Pet Mommy secret was still safe, began bobbing faster.
Michael ordered, "Get out from under there, Slut."
I obeyed, thankful to be off my knees. Once I was standing up, he said, his stiff cock wet with my saliva, "Bend over the kitchen table, Mommy, I'm going to fuck your ass."
"With Crystal upstairs?" I asked. "What if she comes back down?"
"Now!" he demanded, his voice rising, annoyed at the way his snobby older sister had treated him.
Obeying like the submissive I was, any consequences of my incestuous submission beyond my control, I bent over the kitchen table and flipped up my skirt, exposing my cunt and ass to him.
"You'd better teach your slut daughter her place in this house, Mother," he said, sounding very little like a Master and more like a petulant teen as he positioned himself behind me.
But whether Michael was being petulant or not, I still knew my place. "Yes, Master, she'll soon learn who rules this house," I replied placatingly, my body's needs helping me to shift from worried about getting caught, to excited about getting fucked.
"That's better," Michael purred, as he rubbed his cock up from my wet pussy lips to the crack of my ass and back down again.
"Fuck me, baby," I moaned, his teasing driving me crazy.
"With your innocent sharp-eared daughter just upstairs?" he teased.
"You mean the slut who'll be your sister slave very soon?" I purred back, getting into the naughty play.
"Yes, my slutty sister slave and her Mistress Mommy," he countered, as his cock slipped into my cunt.
"Oh yes, Michael, fuck Mommy's cunt," I moaned in a whisper, the idea of becoming a Mistress an added turn on, as was the thrill of maybe getting caught.
"Don't you come, Mommy," Michael ordered. "You can't ever come again until your first time from Crystal's tongue."
"Kkkk," I whimpered, frustrated by the no-coming order, an insistent orgasm bubbling inside me already.
"But you can always have my cum," he promised with an ironic pretense at generosity, as he continued pumping his cock in and out of my cunt.
After another minute of hard deep fucking, and my focusing on not coming, he asked, "Where do you want my cum, Mommy-slut?"
"Wherever you want to shoot it," I replied, continuing to allow him to make all the decisions.
"Hmmmmm," he groaned, although his tone was more mischievous than pondering. "On your knees, slut."
He pulled out and I spun around and dropped to my knees. Michael stroked his cock, and seconds later I saw the first rope of cum shoot out of his cock and into my hair. A second shot hit my forehead, before a third smaller one landed right in my open, eager mouth.
As soon as Michael stopped spewing his load on my face and other places on my head, I took his cock, still pulsing, back in my mouth like I always did, to retrieve any last remnants of his seed. But now the clock was ticking: from now on until the moment I escaped into my bedroom, there was a possibility Crystal could emerge from her room and I'd have no place to hide before she discovered me covered in what could only be her brother's cum. I was very worried.
A minute later Michael pulled out, and ignoring my nervousness asked, "Did you know there's a lesbian club in town?"
Still obediently on my knees, I answered, "No, I didn't."
"It's a pretty famous lesbian club," Michael continued, as he assisted me off my knees, but didn't say I could rush upstairs.
"Interesting," I said, hoping he'd hurry and get to the point.
"You should take Crystal there tonight," Michael suggested.
"That'll work. We've already arranged to go out for a girls' night," I said, suppressing my desire to blurt, 'Can I go now?'
"Perfect," he smiled, leaning in and kissing me. Breaking the soft kiss, he said, "I was going to make you walk into Crystal's room with my cum on your face, but I think I'll save that for if you fail tonight."
I gasped at his naughtiness, although relieved for the brief reprieve, "You're such a bad boy."
"And you are such a good Mom," he smiled back.
I scooped some of his cum off my forehead and put it in my mouth. "I doubt I'm going to win Mother of the Year."
"You'd win hands down in my book," he smiled, kissing me again.
"Now go finish your task," he said, slapping my ass, before heading back into the living room.
Finally dismissed, I scurried upstairs and into my room as quickly and silently as possible, and finally safe from discovery, undressed, went into my en suite bathroom and took a cold, cold shower as I scrubbed my face and hair and tried to cool down, that having kind of worked last time. An afternoon of lesbian innuendos with Crystal, capped with more sexual humiliation and risk of discovery from Michael, had gotten me really revved up. Thankfully, although the shower didn't extinguish the fire completely, it did calm me down considerably. As I looked in the mirror checking that I'd washed away all the cum, I pondered: Am I really up to seducing my own daughter?
Three hours later, Crystal and I were dressed in our sexy finest and heading out for a night on the town.
Michael, who had resumed his docile, nerdy persona, complimented us. "Wow, you two look really nice."
"Nice?" Crystal objected, "We were going for hot."
"Yes, Michael, don't Mommy and your sister look hot?" I asked.
Michael stammered, acting his ass off, "Y-y-you both look very good."
Crystal asked, her tone dripping with seductiveness, playing on her perception of her brother's awkwardness, "How good, baby brother?"
I noticed the look in Michael's eyes. He so badly wanted Crystal as his sex kitten, yet he knew this wasn't the time. So he continued his nerdy shy charade, as he came up with, "S-s-super good."
Crystal broke into laughter as she said, "Michael, you're absolutely hopeless."
"Be nice to your brother," I scolded, my tone motherly again, as we headed out.
A moment later we were in the car and Crystal exclaimed, "Michael needs to get himself a woman."
Without even thinking, I replied truthfully, "He has one."
"No... way!" Crystal cried, shocked.
"Yes, and she's absolutely beautiful," I added, secretly complimenting myself.
"Well, he still needs some social skills," she persevered.
"I think in time Michael will really surprise you," I said, finding it quite humorous how surprised I thought she'd soon be.
"How did he meet her?" Crystal asked.
"Oh, they've known each other forever," I replied cryptically.
"How long have they been dating?"
"I don't think they are dating very much, they're mainly just having sex, for a couple of weeks I guess," I answered.
"What?" Crystal gasped yet again.
"I'm very certain about the sex: I've heard them going at it," I reported in hushed tones suitable for sharing a scandal.
"Inside our house? And you could hear?" Crystal asked, unable to believe what I was saying.
"He's an adult too, Crystal," I pointed out.
"So you're telling me that my Mother wouldn't object if I brought someone back to the house so we could have sex?" Crystal asked disbelievingly.
"Well... hopefully not on the kitchen table or the living room couch, but yes, I suppose you could," I said, barely able to hold back my laughter, remembering how often Michael had already fucked me on the kitchen table and how I'd gotten dp'd on the living room couch.
"Wow, you really have changed since I went off to college, Mom," Crystal said, acknowledging the obvious.
"Sweetie, you have no idea," I smiled.
We drove in silence for a few more minutes before reaching the restaurant. As we walked in, we both got a few glances from the men. I was dressed in a black dress, black thigh high stockings, the tops of which wouldn't be completely covered up when I sat down, and five-inch heels. Crystal was in a slightly more conservative, but still sexy as hell blue dress with a black belt that helped emphasize her perfect hour-glass figure, the same mocha thigh high stockings I'd purchased for her, and three-inch heels.
It was obvious during dinner that a middle-aged man who, although he was here with his wife, was checking us out. And our waiter, an adorably cute young gentleman, had trouble focusing on his job while discussing our orders; of course I added to the situation with my teasing cleavage display and flirtation throughout the evening. As we dined, we spent the time catching up as we chatted in more detail about her first year of college, the pain of her catching her boyfriend cheating on her, her period of indecision about her future which had resulted in changing her major, her summer job and her roommate, Vanessa. By the way Crystal talked about Vanessa, I wondered if she had a crush on her.
I observed, "Vanessa sounds like a sweetheart."
Crystal's sparkling eyes spoke volumes as she said, "She really is."
"What's her major?"
"Secondary education, like mine's going to be."
"What's she like?" I continued, grilling for information.
"Oh, she's a lot like me. A diva who's used to getting what she wants."
"Who wins between you two, then?"
"Until recently I was a psychology major, Mother, I can out-manipulate anyone," she bragged, her tone suggesting more than just getting her way with her college roommate.
I briefly wondered whether she was sharp enough to see through my seduction charade, but then she changed the topic completely.
"I still can't fathom Michael having sex," Crystal said, before adding, "And that he's even had sex more recently than I have."
"Neither could I before it started happening, but trust me, there's more to Michael than meets the eye," I said, continuing to drop hints.
"This visit is just full of surprises," Crystal said as she ate her dessert.
We finished our desserts in silence, before I paid the bill and we headed off for the next surprise of the night.
On the drive, Crystal asked, "So it's not just Michael, you're also seeing someone?"
"Depends how you define 'seeing someone'," I replied vaguely.
"Mom, you're getting very frustrating with all these cryptic answers," she sighed.
"Sorry, teasing you is fun, especially after all the crap you put me through when you were a teenager," I smiled, laughing softly.
"Fair enough," Crystal said. "I guess I was a handful back then."
"Now you're a different type of handful," I quipped, cupping my breasts at a red light.
"It's been a while since anyone has wanted to cop a feel of these," Crystal said, cupping her own breasts, beginning to open up about her sex life.
"How long since the breakup?"
"Four months."
"I remember going way longer than that after your father died," I said, before adding, "But now if it's more than a day, I start going through withdrawal."
"When did you last have sex?" She asked.
"Does oral count as sex?" I quipped back playfully as we reached our destination.
"This just keeps getting stranger," Crystal said, shaking her head.
"Well... I hope you're ready to go along with even stranger," I warned, as I parked the car.
"Not sure that's even possible," she countered.
"We'll see," I said ominously. Changing topics, again sidestepping her question, I announced, "Time to dance."
Realizing where we were, she turned to me, suddenly serious, "Mom, this is a lesbian club."
"Is it?" I said, feigning surprise.
"Yes, it's Le Chateau Club, the most infamous lesbian club in the country," Crystal said.
"How much research have you done on infamous American lesbian clubs?" I countered playfully.
Crystal's face went red, as she stammered? "N-n-no, it's not that, it's just something you know if you're from around here."
"I'd never heard of it until someone mentioned it had the best DJ in the area," I said, continuing to act casual.
"I'm sure it might, but it's also a lesbian pick-up bar."
"Well... that should make tonight even more fun," I dismissed her concern, opening the car door.
"You still want to go in?" Crystal asked, once again showing me her scandalized face.
"Now more than ever: it'll be fun to see if we're lesbian hot," I quipped, climbing out of the car.
Crystal got out as well saying, "What?"
"Well, getting a man's attention is pretty easy as we both well know, but getting a lesbian's or better yet, a straight woman's attention... now that is the ultimate form of flattery," I said, closing the door.
"I suppose," Crystal said, clearly thinking about something or someone.
"A penny for your thoughts," I said, as we began walking to the club.
"Oh nothing," she said, although it obviously was something.
"You just seemed to leave me for a moment."
"Yeah, I zoned out for a second," she admitted.
"What were you thinking?"
"Honestly, it was nothing," she said, trying to hide whatever thought she'd just had.
"It's ok, sweetheart, if you don't want to share with me," I said, pretending to be hurt.
"It's just embarrassing," Crystal said, her expression showing her insecurity and embarrassment.
"Honey, would you like to know a secret of mine?" I asked, thinking if I opened up somewhat, it might encourage her to trust me more.
"Sure," she said.
"When I was your age, my roommate and I were lovers," I revealed, before adding, "Although if truth be told, Gretchen was more my pet."
"Your pet?" Crystal questioned.
"Yes, she did whatever I told her," I explained.
"Sexually too?" Crystal asked, drawn into her Mother's secret life.
"Especially sexually; she obeyed me without hesitation," I explained.
"Everything?" Crystal continued asking questions, trying to understand the full scope of Gretchen's submission.
"Yes, for example, one of her duties every morning was to crawl under my sheets and wake me up with her tongue licking you-know-where," I said, adding, "it's really the best way in the world to be woken up."
"I imagine so," Crystal laughed, before saying, "Mom, you kept a lot of secrets when we were young."
"Of course, you were young! But I also keep a lot of secrets now," I added, continuing to orchestrate my plan.
"Like what?" she asked, falling hook, line and sinker for my setup.
"I'm hoping to hook up tonight with some submissive little lesbian," I revealed.
"I thought you said you'd never heard of this place," she challenged.
"I hadn't until Michael told me about it," I admitted.
"Michael... my... brother... Michael... the nerd... who gets... tongue-tied... every time... he tries speaking to a girl... he's the one who told you about a lesbian club?" she gasped, pausing after almost each word.
"I told you, Crystal. Both my children are adults now, and we don't hide anything from each other," I said. "At least that's how it is between Michael and me, since he still lives at home."
"So it seems," she laughed.
"I'd love to establish that kind of trust and openness with my favourite daughter, too. Will you be my wing-girl tonight?" I asked, wrapping my arm around hers.
"Why not? You're my outrageous Mother and this day can't possibly get any weirder," Crystal agreed.
"Great," I said, moving my hand to hers as we walked hand in hand into a new adventure.
Once we were inside, I scanned the club. "Oh my," I whispered.
"Oh my, indeed," Crystal whispered back.
The club was only half full, but it was already a veritable smorgasbord of women. They ranged widely in age and in dress, but they were almost all very attractive. On the dance floor were a couple dozen women dancing, a few tables had women drinking margaritas or other cocktails, but the biggest shock were two youngish girls, each at a separate table from the other, kneeling beside the table with a collar around her neck attached to a leash being held by an older woman seated at the table.
"First time here?" a friendly voice asked.
I turned and smiled, looking at a very pretty woman in her twenties, dressed in a low-cut red leotard, black pantyhose, what looked like four-inch heels, and with large feathers in her hair, "Is it that obvious?"
"First timers tend to freeze when they come through the door and get their first glimpse of a world they've only imagined," the woman explained.
"So we look like tourists with cameras," I joked; "at least we're not wearing Bermuda shorts and sandals with cotton socks." Crystal, usually quick with the repartee, was totally speechless.
"As tourists, I suggest you find a table and just enjoy the ambience," she said. "By the way, my name is Mallory."
"Hi, Mallory, I'm Betty, Mistress Betty Lodge, and this is my sub Crystal," I introduced, squeezing Crystal's hand, as I realized if I didn't put a claim on her, she'd be devoured by the predators I could already see throughout the room looking us over.
Crystal's eyes went wide, I think getting it, but she didn't say anything other than, "It's nice to meet you, Mallory."
"You too, my pet," Mallory smiled, shaking Crystal's hand and signalling her own status as a Mistress.
"It was great to meet you, Mallory, but we really should get a table before they're all filled," I said, wanting some time to explain to Crystal why I'd said what I said.



"Go take one of the booths over there," she pointed to a few tables near to, but not exactly adjacent to the dance floor, with booth-like padded benches behind them, but straight and short, more like love seats. "It will give you the best view of everything happening in the club."
"Thanks for the tip," I smiled, before impulsively adding, "You may come join us for a drink a bit later if you'd like." I immediately liked her and hoped she would, but I was also subtly establishing that I intended to protect my sub, so it was my call who was permitted to join us.
"I may just do that," Mallory smiled, shaking my hand and giving it a firm squeeze.
As we walked to a table, my hand still entwined with Crystal's, she asked, "What just happened?"
"I'll explain once we're seated," I replied, giving her hand a soft squeeze.
"Okay," she said, again obeying my lead with little hesitation.
We seated ourselves and a few seconds later a waitress showed up and took our drink orders. Once we were alone, I explained, "I did that to protect you."
"Protect me?"
"Yes. Look around, we're fresh meat, especially a delicious young thing like you," I said, my hand going to her knee and giving it a squeeze. I continued, "I need to appear like a powerful Mistress, and you must portray my obedient submissive."
"I don't think that's really necessary, Mom," Crystal protested uncertainly.
"You sure? Look around," I replied, seeing a few women taking subtle and sometimes not so subtle looks in our direction.
Crystal looked around and gasped. Following her gaze, I saw a pair of red heels peeking out from beneath a tablecloth.
"Now that is hot," I said, turned on by what I was seeing, and also trying to manipulate Crystal.
"Really?" she asked, although her eyes were still riveted on what was occurring just a few yards away from us.
The waitress brought us our drinks and I immediately requested two more, hoping some liquid courage would bolster my nerve, and at the same time dissolve Crystal's inhibitions.
"To our new relationship," I toasted, the words meaning far more than she'd catch on to yet.
She reluctantly broke her gaze, grabbed her glass, and agreed, "To our new relationship." After clinking our glasses, she downed over half of her glass of wine, as did I.
I quipped, "Be careful, my dear, if you get drunk, you may get taken advantage of by one of these predators."
"Maybe I want to get taken advantage of," she retorted, this being her turn to surprise me.
Not only that, but this time it was her hand on my leg, giving me a squeeze. I stammered, for the first time not feeling in control, "Y-y-you want to be seduced by some cougar?"
"Could be. You're a cougar," she quipped, her hand working its way up my leg and under my dress, her intense expression making me horny and even scaring me a bit.
I was speechless but Crystal continued, her hand going further under my dress, "Mommy, you didn't think I was catching on?"
"T-t-to what?" I asked, her fingers almost touching my very wet cunt.
"You've been trying to seduce me ever since I got off the plane," Crystal replied.
"N-n-no, I haven't," I lied, trying to regain control. I was supposed to be turning her, not the other way around!
"Nice try, Mommy," she said, her fingers grazing ever so gently over my pussy lips. "But like I told you earlier, I've taken lots of psychology and I can read people."
"I d-d-don't know what you're talking about," I stammered.
"I think you do," she smiled, leaning closer into me, which I couldn't help but find frighteningly intimidating. Her finger parting my pussy lips ever so slightly, she asked, "Why are you so wet, my innocent well-intentioned commando Mommy?"
"Please, don't," I whimpered, although my legs opened up, more from reflex than decision.
"Don't what?" she smiled, enjoying my confusion, as her finger went deeper between my pussy lips, but not quite past the inner ones.
"Aaaaah," I moaned, longing for her to slide her finger inside me.
"'Aaaaah'? Is Mommy all horny because of her hot daughter?" Crystal whispered, her finger lingering barely outside my portal, teasing me relentlessly.
"Nooooo! Yesssss!" I answered, overwhelmed by this upheaval in my plans and by my lifelong need to submit.
"Which is it, Mommy?" Crystal purred, "tell me what you want." Her demand for information wasn't obsequious in the least, but rather overpowering, her hot moist breath on my ear making my head spin... as her finger... my God, that irresistible finger... continued lingering, ever so close to entering me, but still remaining tantalizingly just outside.
I was speechless. Without any warning I'd been reduced from hunter to hunted, and I was irresistibly regressing into my natural submissive state. I was no longer remotely in control; I no longer even wanted to be in control.
"Your plan as far as I can tell was first to smother me with flattery, then next to dress me up as a sexy slut, and finally to get me drunk and seduce me at a lesbian club. Am I wrong?" she asked, her finger at long last entering me, but not nearly far enough.
"Oh God!" I gasped.
"Oh, trust me, you'll be doing a lot of worshipping tonight, Mommy," Crystal smiled with evil intent, as she slid her finger deeper inside me.
"Ooooooooh nooooo, not here," I protested desperately, even though I already knew I was lost... completely at her mercy.
"You're no longer in charge, Mother," Crystal said, my defiant daughter Crystal suddenly back, but this time on steroids.
"Crystal, please," I pleaded irrationally with no idea what I was asking for.
"Please what? Please may you eat your daughter's cunt in a lesbian club, Mommy?" she said, smiling deviously.
Before I could respond, but the idea making me delirious with desire, a voluptuous woman about my age, dressed in a gold gown, approached our table. My eyes went wide at the thought of getting caught being fingered by my daughter.
Reaching us, the very pretty woman asked me, "Would you like to dance?"
I stammered, nervous and uncomfortable about the offer, "I-I-I don't know." I looked at Crystal for help.
"Do you want to dance with her, Slut?" Crystal asked me, taking even more control of a situation I'd thought until a few moments ago I was in charge of.
"I-I-um," I stammered, surprised by her name-calling and unable to form a complete sentence.
The woman was perplexed at first, but she rallied apologetically, "I'm sorry, I didn't realize you were owned, in fact I thought you two were related."
Crystal smiled, "We are."
"Oh my, really?" the woman smiled deviously. "How delicious, how absolutely delicious!"
My face burned red as I remained speechless. Crystal continued, "I'm pleased to meet you ma'am, I'm Mistress Crystal and this is my mother Pet Betty; she's a submissive in training."
"Reeeeeeeally?" The woman asked, stressing the 'ee' sound dramatically, both surprised and impressed.
"Isn't that right, my pet?" Crystal asked, peering past my baffled expression and into my soul.
My head was spinning, my heart was racing, and my pussy was burning as I stammered, again just like with Michael, helpless to affect any consequences, just wanting to serve, "Y-y-yes."
"Yes, what?" she asked, enjoying my discomfort immensely as she drew me further into her dominant web.
"Yes, Mistress," I whispered, giving in totally, my red cheeks going even hotter, hellishly hot.
Crystal looked up with a 'what-you-gonna-do' expression and explained, "She's just begun her training."
"I see," the woman said, before adding, "around here, subs are usually not allowed to sit with their Mistresses."
"I'm still learning too," Crystal shrugged with a smile, snapping her fingers and pointing to the floor just as the waitress arrived with our second round of drinks.
The woman said, "Bring them another round please, and my usual."
"Yes, Ms. Addison," the waitress nodded, setting our drinks on the table.
"Oh, and a bowl for the submissive," Ms. Addison added.
"Of course," the waitress agreed before leaving us.
"Floor, Mommy-slut," Crystal ordered again, using the exact same phrase Michael had so many times.
I stared at her, shocked, unbelieving, my eyes begging her to reconsider, yet when no mercy was evident I obeyed, surprised by how relieved I felt to do so, sliding off the seat and lowering myself to the floor.
"Good, Mommy-slut," Crystal purred as if speaking to a child.
Undeniably, even as I sat on the floor on my heels like a dog, my cunt was leaking at the humiliation and the wonderful power of my daughter, as I ignored all the other patrons of the club who could see my humiliation.
Ms. Addison sat down where I'd just been seated and said, "I've never witnessed a live incestuous act."
I glanced at Crystal, who was staring down at me with a confident smile. Her eyes locked on me for a moment before she said, "Not here, or at least not yet. It will be our first time."
"Fair enough," Ms. Addison replied just as the waitress returned, bending down and placing a dog bowl full of wine on the floor in front of me. On the bottom of the bowl through the wine I could read, "Such a good girl!"
Humiliation compounded on top of humiliation as I tried to figure out how my plans had unravelled so quickly. And how would tonight's surrender impact my relations with Michael? With my Master?
Crystal ordered, "Drink your drink, Mother."
"Yes, Mistress," I replied, the honorific flowing out so naturally.
As I lapped up my wine like a puppy, feeling shame and hunger in every pore of my being, I listened to the woman, whose voice dripped sex, inquiring about Crystal. Crystal openly shared everything with this stranger, and I was envious of how open my usually very close-lipped daughter was being with this stranger. Crystal discussed her desire to seduce her roommate in California, how she'd caught on that I was trying to seduce her, then admitting that she was very new to the Domme role, having only online reading as experience, and that I had surrendered to her only moments before Ms. Addison had approached our table, making me Crystal's first and only submissive. The only good news during this lengthy share-all was it didn't appear that Crystal had any clue about Michael's role in all of this.
I had just finished my wine when the waitress returned and poured a refill into my bowl, patting my head and saying, "There you go, you gooood girl."
My face burned yet again, but I didn't reply.
Eavesdropping again, I heard Hannah, the name she'd recently introduced herself as, say to Crystal, "My dear, I think you could use a mentor."
"Is it that obvious that I need help?" Crystal asked.
"Not so much obvious, but you're young, my dear," Hannah said softly, before asking, "Have you even been with a woman before?"
"Only a few occasions in high school," Crystal admitted. I was curious to know which friends of hers, and this was yet another intimate revelation shared with a stranger but not with her mother.
"But you've never dommed anyone?" Hannah drilled down.
"No, it was just girls exploring, but my urges grew with Vanessa, and then when my mother tried to seduce me, a switch flipped into place and my desire to domme my Mom came to life," Crystal answered, glancing down at me. "Again, that was less than a minute before you approached us."
"I see," Hannah said. After a moment she said, "So would you like me to take you under my wing?"
"Would you?" Crystal asked, eager as a child.
"Of course, my dear," Hannah said in a soothing voice. "Let's start with something easy: make your mother-slut do something."
"Like what?" Crystal asked, being drawn in by this manipulative and seductive woman.
"Anything you like. For instance, how about ordering your submissive to give me a foot massage?" Hannah suggested, as she slipped out of her heels and leaned against the back of the booth and raising her knees so her feet were resting at the edge of the seat. This position of course negated her skirt's ability to conceal anything at all, so it was immediately apparent to me and to anyone else nearby that she was commando and had unusually fat labia, but in this club nobody paid much notice.
"Crawl to my new friend's feet and give her a massage," Crystal ordered as she looked down at me, before adding with her naughty smile, "using your mouth."
"Oh, nice twist," Hannah approved.
I considered disobeying, but for only a second before I crawled the couple of feet and took the experienced Domme's left foot in my hand. I hesitated briefly before leaning forward and taking a stocking-clad toe into my mouth.
"That's it, suck each toe individually," Crystal ordered, as I slowly sucked each toe into my mouth. The act was embarrassing, yet equally enthralling, my stocking fetish coming to the fore.
They continued chatting as if I weren't there, as I first pleasured each toe, and then the sole of her foot. After a few more minutes of interrogating Crystal, Hannah said, "Ready to take your pet to the next level?"
"Very much so," Crystal replied, excitedly.
"Time to stretch her obedience," Hannah said.
"How?" Crystal asked.
"Make her do something more blatantly sexual," Hannah said matter-of-factly.
A shiver chilled my insides as they continued to talk about me as if I were more an object than a person.
"Like what?" Crystal inquired.
"There are many options. You can make her go wait in line to service Big Rosie, although I suggest that Mistress or not, you shouldn't miss out on that yourself before you leave."
"Who's Big Rosie?" Crystal asked.
"A very large black woman with the sweetest pussy nectar there is," she replied.
"Oh my," Crystal said.
"But there are other options too. You could have her crawl underneath our table and pleasure you or me, or send her off to another table to offer her services to whomever might be in the mood, or... get her to go off and fuck herself on the wall cock."
"The wall cock?" Crystal asked, her intrigued tone making it obvious that was the one particularly piquing her interest.
"Yes, over there, side stage," I heard Hannah say and saw her point. She added, "I just added that last week."
I followed her finger and saw a bright pink dildo mounted solidly on the wall. Yet again, my cheeks burned and my flooded pussy burned.
"Wow, delicious," Crystal said, before looking down at me and ordering, "crawl over to the wall cock, Mommy-slut, and put on a show for everyone."
"Please, Crystal," I pleaded, terrified at the idea of fucking myself in front of a roomful of strangers.
"Do it now, Mother!" she snapped, her tone condescending like when she was in high school, but now invested with irresistible authority.
Part of me wanted just to stand up and flee to my car, another part wanted to stand up and make her my bitch, but the deciding factor was that my basic nature was too submissive for me to stand up to Crystal, and my body was already crawling across the floor before my mind had time to decide anything. Crystal might be brand new at this, but I was no stranger to a submissive role, and whether my mind was in control or not, and from long experience, my body already knew exactly what was required.
"Good Mommy," Crystal purred, entertained by my humiliating obedience.
Her praise only added to my shame as I crawled across the floor, keeping my head down. Thankfully, just as I was about to reach the stairs, another sub, one on a leash, was led up the same stairs to the wall cock.
A huge sigh of relief washed over me as I watched the Asian woman raise her skirt and back herself onto the pink phallus.
Her Mistress ordered, her tone firm, "And don't you dare come without permission, Slut."
"Yes, Mistress," the pet agreed as she began fucking herself.
I watched for a minute, consumed by the submission of another, until I heard Crystal's voice call out, "Get back over here, Slut."
I sighed, but was thankful she at least didn't call me mother and humiliate me even further.
I crawled back to the table and arrived just as the hostess who'd been at the front door earlier arrived.
She said, "Ms. Addison, the Governor will be here in a few minutes."
"Today? That's unexpected," Hannah said. "May I assume her room is ready?"
"Of course," the hostess said.
"Okay, please let me know when she arrives," Hannah said, before adding, "I'll be in my suite. Also, please retrieve one of my cards for me."
"Of course, Ms. Addison," the hostess nodded and walked back the way she'd come.
As I listened, I wondered, She can't mean Governor Daphne Green? She has a daughter in college, although she's been divorced for years. The thought that our governor frequented this lesbian club was both a major turn-on and incredibly surreal.
Hannah explained to Crystal, "I'm sorry, unfortunately I won't be able to assist you as much as I'd hoped, I need to go. But I really enjoyed meeting you, and I'd love to continue assisting you in your journey to becoming an established domme."
"I'd love that," Crystal replied warmly.
The hostess returned and handed Hannah a business card.
"Thanks, my dear," Ms. Addison said.
"Of course, Ms. Addison," the hostess nodded and left.
Hannah handed Crystal the card. "Send me an email or give me a call whenever you wish, my dear. Mistress Crystal Lodge, correct?"
"That's correct. And thank you, I will," Crystal replied, accepting the card.
"Of course, my dear," Hannah said, squeezing Crystal's hand before standing up. She looked down at me and smiled, "I expect you to be a good Mommy-pet and always to obey your daughter Mistress."
"Yes, Ma'am," I nodded, the idea no longer as shocking or even as unwelcome as it was when my submission began less than an hour ago.
"Good girl," Hannah said, before walking away.
A moment later Crystal surprised me, "Crawl under the table Mommy-slut, and please me."
"H-h-here?" I stammered.
"Don't make me repeat myself every time Mother, or there will be consequences," she snapped.
"S-s-sorry, Mistress," I barely got out as I began crawling under the table.
"That's better, Mommy, you're a goood girl," Crystal purred, back to her soothing self.
She spread her nylon-clad legs and I crawled between them.
It was very dark under the table, so I just allowed her intoxicating scent to draw me in. Reaching her wet pussy, I could tell that either my submitting to her or her frank conversation with Hannah had gotten her very excited.
This far past the mother-daughter line, my final submission of pleasing her sexually was dead easy to accomplish. I just extended my tongue and began licking, surprised to find her commando and wondering when she'd taken that step: before we'd left home, or after she'd conquered me. I was tentative at first, long, slow licks as I explored her pussy. Her taste was strangely exotic, very like my own but more citric, and I was instantly addicted, remembering from long ago just how amazing a pussy that wasn't my own could taste.
After a couple minutes of teasing, I heard Crystal say, "That's it, Mommy-slut, lick your daughter's cunt."
Like submitting to Michael, hearing myself being called naughty names only enhanced my desire to submit unconditionally.
I shifted from teasing to concentrated licking as I flicked her clit, causing her legs to twitch.
Soft moans from above enhanced my excitement as I hungrily licked and nibbled Crystal's sweet cunt. Hearing her breathing increase, her moans stifled as she tried not to scream, I went for broke and slid two fingers inside her.
"Oh God," Crystal gasped.
Taking her clit between my lips as I furiously pumped my fingers in and out of her, it wasn't long before I felt her hands gripping my head, pulling me deep inside her, as her legs tightened around me and her juices flowed out. I hungrily lapped and lapped my daughter's juices down my throat just like I normally swallowed my son's cum. I had without doubt become a Pet Mommy in every sense of the word.
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Summer with Dad
Mom and dad divorced when I was in my senior year of high school; I was old enough to understand that they were really only staying together for me. I was also old enough to understand it had nothing to do with me...they just fell out of love with each other.
It should have been obvious; seriously, I can't even fathom how they ever fell in love with each other. They are polar opposites. It is a miracle they ever got together in the first place.
The only thing they seemed to have in common is that they are both ridiculously attractive for their age and they have me.
That said their differences are numerous.
Mom was born into a very wealthy family in New York City, grew up with everything and followed in both her mother and father's footsteps...becoming a lawyer. She is a no nonsense prosecution lawyer for the city that spends more hours at work than she does with her family. She seldom smiles and has clearly become disillusioned with the legal system and the many loopholes if you have enough money or the right lawyer. She doesn't have a sense of humour, hates television and movies and is a neat freak.
Dad, on the other hand, was born in Hawaii and grew up living forty feet from the ocean. Dad has always been carefree and relaxed about everything...actually I never once saw him get mad or lose his temper...which drove Mom nuts. She called him emotionless which is not true; he is simply a laid-back surfer kid who never really wanted to grow up.
Dad tried, he really did. He left the only home he ever knew to move to the block buildings and smog of New York City. He took a job working with grandpa, but it was obvious he wasn't really a suit and tie type of guy.
As soon as they decided to separate, he moved back to Hawaii and was working as a bartender at a bar on the ocean. It was a simple life, the one he had sacrificed for mom and me.
The agreement was I would finish twelfth grade and then spend the summer with dad before starting school in the fall at Harvard, just like my mother had before me and three other generations of Billings.
After dad left, mom buried herself even more into her work, which I didn't think was possible, even missing the first half of my graduation, but arriving in time to hear my Valedictorian speech. Dad, of course, flew back and was on time, although rather underdressed for such a formal ceremony.
Before, I get into my real story, I should tell you a bit about myself. First off, I was always a daddy's little girl. I adored my father and this too I think drove my mother nuts. Yet, when dad left, just two weeks after I turned eighteen, I rebelled a bit. I desperately tried to get my mother's attention, but to no avail.
I kept my marks up, actually top in my class, but otherwise I did all I could to test the boundaries of my life. I got drunk for the first time (I know I was such a goody-goody I had never had more than a glass of wine until a month after my eighteenth birthday), I tried pot, got my fake id and started going clubbing.
Sexually, I was a virgin when dad left, but soon lost my virginity to the father of the girl I was babysitting; I dated a college senior for three months when I sucked my first cock and had my first threesome when he, his roommate and I got high and drunk and my inhibitions faded; I lost my anal virginity after I broke up with him and ended up in a hotel room with a mid-forties lawyer I met at a sports pub...it was also here I learned two things:
1. I only liked older men. As they:
A) Knew how to pleasure a woman unlike my college boyfriend, who never once got me off
B) Knew what they wanted and were not afraid to ask for it...or better yet order me to do it
2. I was apparently a submissive. After he shot his first load in my mouth, while he talked to me the whole time calling me his high school slut and teenage fuck toy, he ate me out and got me off bringing me an orgasm unlike any I had ever experienced. When he said, after fucking my pussy for an eternity, "It's time for my slut to take it up the ass," I didn't hesitate. I got on all fours and when he ordered me to beg to get ass fucked, my SAT vocabulary disappeared and my slut vocabulary replaced it. "Yes, baby, take my virgin asshole. Shove that big cock up my tight back door and fuck the shit out of me."
After that night, I rejected overtures from anybody still in school...unless they worked there. I fucked a few other older men, each who quickly figured out I was an obedient submissive slut willing to obey almost any order.
That also led to my first lesbian encounter when a man and his wife took me back to their house for a lengthy threesome which included my first time eating cunt, getting DP'd for the first time (albeit the cock in my cunt was a strap-on) that ended with me getting fisted for the first time.
Sadly, mom never once caught me coming home late, or the next day for that matter as she was pre-occupied with work and not me.
I should finish this ridiculously long prologue by at least telling you what I look like. I don't mean to sound like a self-centered bitch, but I come from great genes. Besides being very gifted academically, I am also a great athlete having lettered in swimming, volleyball and track. Lastly, my DNA gave me natural blonde hair, aqua blue eyes and firm 36c breasts. That said, until my slut phase, I always wore my hair in a ponytail and wore sporting attire most of the time, none that even remotely flattered my body except when I was actually playing the sport. Was I the most attractive girl in high school? No. Was I pretty close? Yes, if I would have done myself up for school like I did when I was on the prowl for a DILF (dad I'd like to fuck). At school, I still dressed conservative, really living two lives:
-by day, I was still a scholar student and state championship athlete
-by night, I had become a slutty teenager on the prowl
By the way, I found DILF's perfect. Besides the earlier things I mentioned about them knowing how to please a woman, they were not clingy like my college boyfriend, not insipid like almost all high school boys and they didn't want to date me...they just wanted to fuck me.
Finally, I am ready for the actually story I was meaning to tell...how I ended as my dad's fucktoy.
I arrived in Hawaii excited for a summer of fun in the sun, one last wild time before college started and according to mom I would have no social life. When I quipped back that's what she had now she didn't laugh, rather sighed at how I got what she considered my dad's lame sense of humour.
Now I decided to surprise dad by arriving two days early, but it was me who was in for a surprise. First, my flight which was supposed to arrive at midnight didn't land till just before two am, thus I missed surprising dad at work. By the time the taxi dropped me off at dad's beach house on the ocean it was just after three and I was wiped.
I was walking up the front steps to his rather secluded house in comatose mode when I heard voices. Jerking me awake, I listened closer and gasped as it was obvious two people were fucking.
I moved slowly, as I listened to a woman beg, "Harder, fuck me harder with that big dick of yours."
I had never watched a sex act, unless you count the Internet, and my curiosity was piqued. Strangely, it never occurred to me that maybe my dad was who the woman was begging to fuck her harder.
As I slowly crept my way around to the back, I heard an aggressive male voice say, "Beg for it, slut."
"Oh please pound my pussy with that big horse cock of yours," the woman quickly obeyed, her voice clearly hungry for a good hard fucking.
As I peeked around the corner, my mouth dropped open as I saw my dad, butt naked, fucking some young looking redhead from behind as she leaned on a tree. I stared at his tanned body and tight ass, realizing instantly why I was drawn to older men...I had daddy issues.
"How about your ass, slut?" He questioned, his big hands firmly on her hips.
She giggled, "Betty said you would want my ass and that no one can make getting ass fucked feel amazing like you can."
"I'll take that as a yes," my usually laid back dad said as he pulled out. Strangely, I wanted to see his cock, but from this angle it was impossible. Thankfully, he ordered, "Get my cock ready for that ass of yours, slut."
My dad repositioned himself so I got an amazing side view of his rock hard cock. It was massive. Way bigger than any of the men I had been with. The redhead quickly turned around and dropped to her knees taking dad's cock in her mouth and bobbing back and forth as if she was in a porno movie. She deep throated his cock and I was in awe of her ability. My hand went under my shorts and directly to my burning cunt as I watched the sexual act in front of me, suddenly wide awake. I rubbed my pussy quietly as the scene in front of me continued.
"Are you ready for a good ass fucking, my little ass slut?" My dad asked, as he pulled her up and bent her back over.
"Oh God yes, but I've never had anything as big as your snake in my ass," she said, her tone both obedient and yet cautious.
"I hear that a lot," dad chuckled, as he positioned himself behind her.
I instantly wondered what he meant by 'a lot'. I couldn't fathom dad being a player, yet I also couldn't fathom dad fucking girls half his age or being a Dom. Yet, that was what I was witnessing right in front of my eyes.
My whole body ached with need as I watched him slowly push forward and into the young redhead's ass.
"Mother fuuuucker," the redhead screamed as her ass was split by dad's long, thick cock.
"Just relax, whore, it is going to burn for a while," he said, before adding, "but when it stops you're going to get the fucking of your life."
His confident tone, his promise of sexual pleasure, had my orgasm building at an accelerated pace even as I imagined it was me he was using for his own personal enjoyment.
"Okkkkay," she whimpered, her ass obviously in some major discomfort.
"So are the rumours true," he asked, a minute later, as he began slowly moving in and out of the redhead's ass.
"Fuuuuuck yes," she moaned. "Although I didn't believe iiiit."
"But you believe it now," he said smugly as he shifted from slow strokes to faster, more aggressive ones.
"Yeeeeeeees, daddy," she screamed, in a strange mixture of pleasure and pain.
Hearing her call my daddy, daddy, pissed me off; only I got to call him daddy. My hands on my pussy, I closed my eyes and envisioned it was me bent over getting fucked by Daddy.
"Have you ever come from getting that tight ass of yours fucked?" Dad asked, as he began slamming into her his whole cock somehow fitting in her ass.
"Nooooooo," she screamed.
"Well, we better change that. Real cock sluts like you can come from a good hard ass fucking," he said rather matter-of-factly.
"I'll try," she whimpered, clearly trying to get used to dad's huge cock ravaging her.
"I wasn't asking your opinion, slut. You will come like the hungry whore you are," he said, his tone authoritative and rugged, which only turned me on more as he grabbed her hair and pulled on it. I was close to coming but slowed down my inevitable orgasm by slowing down myself pleasure so I could continue to watch my father fuck this skank.
"Okay," she agreed, her moans increasing slightly as the pain seemed to begin to fade.
"Rub that fat clit of yours, Carrie," he demanded, continuing hard deep thrusts into her.
"It's Caroline," she whimpered, although she obeyed the order, her left hand going directly between her legs as she used her right hand to balance herself against the palm tree.
"Whatever, let's stick with slut," he shrugged, clearly not in it for a relationship.
I couldn't see her face or her facial expression but such blunt words had to hurt. Yet, after a few seconds of silence, other than the slapping of bodies meeting, she said, "Call me whatever you want daddy, as long as you keep fucking me with that big cock of yours."
He chuckled as he continued to pound her from behind. Her moans getting more animated, it was obvious she was close to coming. Finally, he ordered, "Come my little girl, my little ass slut."
Hearing him call her 'my little girl' made me jealous as that endearing term was supposed to be exclusively to me.
"Oh God, I'm so close," she screamed, as she frantically rubbed herself.
"Now daddy's whore," he demanded, firmly slapping her ass so loud I could hear it.
My eyes closed, my hand again frantically rubbed myself, as I listened to his words and imagined I was daddy's whore.
"Yeeeees, harder, fuck my ass haaaaarder, oh, oh, oh, shiiiiiiit," she screamed sounding like a hyena in heat.
I almost laughed at her ridiculous babble, but instead continued the fast-paced rubbing of my clit wanting to time my orgasm with his.
He continued fucking her throughout her orgasm, which always made my orgasm more intense, until he grunted and said, "Here's your first load up that slut ass of yours."
I quickly stopped holding back my orgasm as I began spanking my clit.
"Oh yes, fill my ass with your cum," she whimpered, like the slut she obviously was.
"Aaaaaah," he grunted shooting his load in the slut's ass, simultaneously my own orgasm hit and I had to bite my lower lip to hold in screaming and alerting them I had been watching them.
A moment later, he pulled out and ordered, "Clean me off whore."
She didn't hesitate as she turned around, dropped to her knees, and devoured his cock just seconds after it had been in her ass. I had never done that before and yet would in a heartbeat if told to.
My orgasm still trembled through me as I watched the slut continue to clean dad's cock. Suddenly worried I would be caught; I slowly backed up and returned to the front.
As expected, the front door was unlocked; dad always said when I was young that he never locked his door when he lived back on the island and hated the fact that people no longer trusted each other. I put my suitcase inside and was just about to look around when I heard the back door open. I quickly fell onto a nearby couch and pretended to be asleep.
"Why is the door open?" I heard dad say a few seconds later, as I opened an eye to see I hadn't closed the door.
A second later, I saw his naked ass as he closed the door and paused seeing the suitcase.
"What the? Josie?" He questioned to himself.
My one eye barely open, I saw him turn around and see a sleeping me on the couch, his large semi-erect cock only a few feet from me.
"Oh shit," he said, quickly covering himself up and moving out of my view.
I chuckled to myself at his shift from dominant stud to embarrassed dad in seconds.
I lay there replaying the bizarre yet undeniably hot scene I had just witnessed. I was just fading into slumber when I felt a nudge. Opening my eyes, I smiled, "Hi, Dad."
"Hi, my little girl," he smiled, like he always did and like he had just used on that whore a few minutes ago.
"I'm eighteen Dad, I'm no longer a little girl," I countered.
"Well, you will always be my little girl," he said softly, my mind flashing to his fucking that floozy. After a couple of seconds, he asked, "When did you sneak in?"
He was obviously curious if I saw or heard any of his late night extracurricular activities. Relaxing him a bit, I lied, "Oh a couple hours ago I wanted to surprise you but the flight really wore me out and I just crashed on the couch the second I walked through the door." After the lie, I wondered if he had come in after work which would make my lie get caught, but I doubted it.
"Well, you definitely caught me by surprise," he said, his tone clearly sounding relieved.
"I am full of surprises," I said, hinting at all the naughty things I could let him do to me, even though he had no clue at all.
"Good to know," he laughed. "We can catch up more tomorrow. Get some sleep."
"You too, I plan to wear you out," I quipped back, this time the innuendo more direct.
He laughed, "That I look forward to."
Once he was gone, I shook my head, was I really just flirting obnoxiously with my dad? Obviously I was, but I doubted he caught on to the true meaning of my words. Why would he?
Shaking my head again and laughing at myself, I closed my eyes and indeed did quickly drift into slumber.
I was awakened to something touching my lips.
Opening my eyes, I saw a big stiff cock and heard Dad say, "If you enjoy watching a slut be used then I am sure you will really enjoy being a participant."
As I opened my mouth to speak, he shoved his long, thick cock between my mouth and began fucking my face, although thankfully slowly at first.
He explained, "I saw you watching us, your hand between your legs rubbing yourself while you watched."
My eyes went big realizing he had seen me watching him.
"Yes, I saw and if you are anything like your mother then as soon as you saw my big cock you wished it was you bent over taking it up either of those fuck holes," he continued.
My head spun with the reality that he definitely had caught on to my innuendo and had obviously knew I was watching. His slow strokes began to pick up as his balls began slapping against my chin and I had to focus on not gagging as his full cock filled my mouth unlike any other.
"Rub yourself, my daughter slut," he ordered.
I didn't hesitate as I obeyed like a good girl, a good slut, my hand sliding inside my underwear and to my surprisingly already wet cunt.
"Good girl," he said, like he had so many times before. Hearing the endearing words warned me and yet made me feel dirty as I realized the sin I was committing, albeit completely out of my control.
Wanting to be a good girl, a good cocksucker, a good slut, I focused on his piston like cock going in and out of my mouth. I had learned pretty quickly how to give an amazing blow job, it all had to do with pacing, which I currently had no control over, and saliva which I did. Although awkward in my on my back position, I slowly created the extra saliva needed to create the whirlwind sensation I had perfected.
He groaned, once I began creating the sauna sensation, "Oh my, good girl, you have been very naughty since Daddy last saw you."
I moaned on his cock in response as I rubbed myself furiously as he began really fucking face me which only made my desire to please him and come myself increase.
"Ready to swallow daddy's load, my little princess," he asked, using another of his nicknames for me.
I again moaned on his cock as my own orgasm was bubbling just below the surface and was ready to erupt any second.
"Here it comes," he groaned and seconds later I was swallowing dad's salty seed.
My own orgasm followed and hit me hard as I opened my mouth, even as the last squirt of dad's cum shot out, and screamed, "Yeeeeees daaaaaaaddy."
I jolted myself awake as I realized I was having a very realistic wet dream, my hand was in my panties, and the orgasm I dreamt was apparently real.
I looked around confused by my surroundings for a moment before last night's memories came flooding back. I looked at the clock and saw it was five-thirty in the morning; shaking my head again, I laid back down and tried to get back to sleep.
.....
The next morning, well afternoon truthfully, having woken up at 12:30, I stretched and headed to the kitchen finding a note on the dining room table which said:



Hi sweetheart,
Out surfing...just walk out the back door.
Dad
I grabbed a quick bite to eat and headed out to the ocean. Dad taught me to surf when we came to Hawaii to visit my grandfather back when I was ten. We returned a couple more times before grandfather passed away when I was sixteen. Surfing was my favourite activity with dad and also my favourite activity to do on my own. In the water it was just you and the waves and although I peed myself the first time I surfed, eventually it became the most relaxing thing I could do. My mind just shut down and I relaxed completely...reaching a serenity I never experienced when I was at home. Letting go I didn't stress about my marks, my reputation or which college I should go to. I just was there and that was enough.
I grabbed a surfboard and looked out to the waves. A dozen surfers were out enjoying the waves and there was no way to tell which was dad from here. I walked into the warm ocean, I was always amazed how warm the water was down here, and began heading towards deeper water.
A few minutes later, as I waited for a wave to ride I replayed last night in my head, as well as my eerily authentic dream. I couldn't believe how turned on I was and how I threw naughty innuendoes at dad last night. Not at all horny at the moment, both the conversation and the dream were ludicrous. I didn't really want my dad, it is just a crazy bit of my sexual awakening the past few months, mixed with missing my dad so much and, of course, seeing him in the throes of sexual depravity didn't hurt any either.
When horny though, it seemed my 180 IQ dissipated and I became a different person being controller by my libido. I wasn't proud of my hunger for sexual fulfillment or my daddy issues, but no matter how much I tried to control myself, I only ended up repeating the same cycle of sexual submission again and again.
And based on my past relationships, it suddenly became obvious I was trying to deal with dad leaving by getting an older man who would give me the attention I no longer got at home with dad gone and mom a shadow of a parent.
I concluded, just as a nice wave approached, that last night was a crazy exception to the rule and I would just pretend it never happened.
I got ready for the wave and just let go.
....
An hour later, I was back on shore and saw dad on his balcony watching me. I quivered as I pondered him looking at me in my two piece swimsuit as a woman and not his daughter. I sighed to myself as I continued to have these silly thoughts no matter how much I tried to deny them.
"Enjoy the waves?" Dad asked even though he knew the answer to the question.
"I miss them a lot," I admitted.
"I miss you a lot too," dad smiled.
"I miss you too, Dad," I said, moving to him for a hug.
He pulled me in and said, as he squeezed me deep into him, "I am so happy you are here for the summer."
"Me too," I replied. "Nice to get away from the stress of school and the obliviousness of mom."
"She's still working too much?" Dad asked, letting me go.
"Paying rent is a waste of money," I quipped, my usual sarcasm back.
"I see you haven't lost any of that quick wit of yours," he chuckled.
"I see you got a six pack since I last saw you," I joked, putting my hands on his abs. 'Dammit I am doing it again,' I thought to myself.
He laughed, "It was always there, I just didn't walk around without a shirt on too often."
I couldn't help myself as I replied, my hand tracing his abs rather in-daughterly, "No these are definitely more defined."
He laughed again, "Thanks for noticing."
"No problem," I shrugged, reluctantly moving my hand off his perfect abs.
"Want to go for a tour of the island?" He asked.
"Sure, but can I shower first?" I asked.
"Oh, I suppose," he teased, like he always did. It was obvious I got my sarcasm from him.
I leaned in, gave him a kiss on the cheek, and said, "I'm really looking forward to bonding with you dad."
"It's only been a few months," he said.
"It's been a lifetime for me and a lot has changed since then," I added, clearly unable to stop myself from flirting with my father no matter how much I told myself I wasn't going to anymore.
"I can't wait to hear everything," Dad said.
I left him with the words most fathers never want to hear, "Oh, I don't think you want to hear everything."
I smiled to myself as I returned inside and to the shower emotions again confusing me. Part of me saw him as the same old sweet, caring dad he was, while another part saw him as a sexy older man who could treat me like the submissive slut I was. Although I thought I had control of my desires, it appeared they were controlling me.
.....
The trip around the very small and beautiful island was amazing. Grandfather had lived in Maui which was amazing, but touristy. This small island was super relaxing and seemed like the last unknown island. Oh sure, there were tourists, but they were all younger it seemed. The locals all were really friendly and I instantly fell in love with this reclusive island. It was just such a liberating change from the intense rigour of my normal life.
At three, dad dropped me off at home and said, "Sorry sweetheart but you came a day early and I took the next few nights off, but not tonight."
I almost quipped, 'I did indeed come early' but I refrained, instead saying, "No worries Dad, I will find something on this retched island to pass the time."
"Funny, you brat," he said, playfully slapping my shoulder.
"I learned from the best," I quipped back.
"Touché," he laughed.
"Will I get carded if I come to your quaint establishment for a cocktail?" I asked.
"First off it is the biggest drinking establishment on the island," he disputed.
"Isn't it the only drinking establishment on the island?" I countered.
"That is beside the point we are still the biggest," he said, laughing.
"You have always been a half full type of guy," I said.
"Secondly, since when did you start drinking cocktails?" He asked, raising his eyebrow.
"Forty-five minutes after you left me with workaholic," I quipped back, still smiling.
"Ouch," he said, his hands going to his heart.
"I miss this," I laughed. "Just the two of us."
"Me too, sweetheart, me too," he smiled gently.
After he left, I went and took a nap still kind of tired from arriving so late last night. When I woke up I had a quick shower, dressed in a plaid skirt, a lace bra and orange t-shirt that should make me stand out in a crowd and after watching a bit of television until eleven, I headed to dad's work.
When I arrived there I saw dad at the bar talking to a very pretty, very well-endowed, almost naked brunette who was clearly smitten with him, her hands touching Dad's arm. Dad didn't seem to mind the attention of another woman young enough to be his daughter.
I watched from afar for five minutes surprised by the overwhelming jealousy I was feeling. As dad flirted, I didn't see him as my father anymore but as a sexy older man I suddenly, without a doubt, wanted to fuck.
Dad said something to the other bartender who just laughed and nodded. Dad hopped over the bar, wrapped his arm around the slut and led her through the kitchen. I wondered where it led. It was obvious he was going to fuck her here since he could no longer bring sluts home with me there.
Desperate to stop him from fucking the bitch, I pulled out my phone and texted him.
Daddy,
Your little girl just walked into the bar and I don't see you anywhere. Are you here?
Josie
I hoped he would get the text before he began banging the bimbo.
A minute later, I got a text back:
In the back. Be out in a couple of minutes.
Dad
I kept watching the door for Dad to come out, but after a couple of minutes of staring at the door it seemed he was going to finish his quickie first. I wondered if the slut was sucking or fucking him, both made be envious as I decided then and there I was going to get dad to fuck me.
I was distracted by a pretty brunette in her early thirties who said, "You must be James daughter."
"I must be," I smiled back.
"You look a lot like him," she smiled warmly. "My name is Tia."
"I'm Josie," I said, glancing back at the door.
Tia followed my gaze and she said, "They probably ran out of something at the bar."
"I think he's filling something up," I replied sarcastically, before realizing what I said.
She laughed, clearly understanding my implication, "He is very popular here."
"So I am learning," I said.
"May I join you?" She asked.
"Sure," I shrugged, although I would have rather been alone, there was something about her that intrigued me.
Once she moved in the booth and sat beside me, she asked, "How long you on the island for?"
"Six weeks," I answered.
"Lovely," she nodded.
Her tone was strange although I couldn't put my finger on it. "So what do you do here in this metropolitan?" I asked, trying to be polite.
She laughed, "I'm your dad's boss."
"You own this place?" I asked.
"I do," she smiled.
"Nice," I said, imagining how nice it would be to live here full time.
"Yes, it's a lot more relaxing then my last job," she said, drawing me in.
Curious, I asked, "What was your last job?"
"A lawyer in New York," she revealed.
"Wow, quite a change," I said, unable to fathom the shift from big city lawyer to island bar owner. "What led to such a dramatic location change?"
"It was too stressful and fast paced, this on the other hand is laid back and relaxing," she answered, her hand falling to my leg as she gave me a squeeze.
Before I had time to ponder if she was hitting on me or just being friendly, she said, "Oh, there's your dad."
She gave my leg one more squeeze, the meaning unclear, even though her brief touch shot a spark to my pussy, before moving her hand away.
"Hi, sweetheart," Dad said, "I see you have met Tia."
"I-I-I have," I stammered, feeling as if he had caught me in a compromising position when he, of course, hadn't.
Tia said, her hand returning to my leg, the intent this time more obvious, "Yes, she is a beautiful young lady."
"That she is," Dad concurred, oblivious that his boss was hitting on his daughter.
Her hand moved closer to my now damp pussy as she said, the innuendo obvious to me, but not to dad, "She is absolutely adorably delicious."
He laughed, agreeing to something a lot different than he meant, "Yes, she is."
My face burned red at both the innuendo and her hand slithering ever so slowly towards my cunt.
Dad said, "You are abnormally quiet."
I shrugged, trying to play it cool, yet trying to flirt back and hint at my eagerness to the sexy older woman, "I'm just enjoying the ambiance."
"You and your SAT words," he quipped.
"You and your easy to impress personality," I joked back, as her fingers moved under my skirt, still painfully too far from my burning pussy.
"You two are hilarious," Tia said, her fingers slowly moving closer and yet so far away.
"Want a tour of Tia's establishment," Dad asked.
"You and your SAT wooooords," I joked, a finger touching my pussy lips, as I silently cursed my decision to wear panties.
Dad laughed, "I guess you are wearing off on me."
The distraction of Tia's hand had me shifting from good girl to promiscuous slut as I quipped back, "I do like to wear off peeeople." My body quivered on my last word as Tia's fingers, slipped underneath my panties and made contact on my wet burning pussy.
"Is stressing the last word of your sentence something new?" He asked, his expression showing he was confused.
"So it seeeeeeems," I replied, her finger at the entrance of pleasure.
"Tour?" He asked.
Just as quickly as her finger appeared under my skirt it was gone, creating an instant emptiness and hunger.
Tia slid out from the booth, stood up, and said, "I should go cover the bar, it seems I'm short a bartender."
"Sorry, I'll be back in fifteen," Dad apologized.
"No worries," she said. "Give her a tour and then I'll show her around the beach."
My cunt tingled in anticipation of continuing where she left off. "I really look forward to it."
"Me too," she replied, smiling an all too innocent smile.
As dad gave me a brief tour, first of the outside patio, he warned, "Be careful, Tia is a predator."
"Pardon?" I asked, feigning not understanding.
He stopped and said, "She likes to turn young girls."
"Turn young girls?" I repeated in question form.
He continued, "She is a lesbian."
"Ooooooh," I said, nodding my head, before adding, "that explains her hand on my knee."
"Already?" He asked.
"I didn't think much of it at first," I said, before continuing my sudden plan to seduce my dad, "but then her hand went under my skirt."
"I can't believe it," Dad said, not really annoyed, but more amused.
"What?" I asked.
"Oh, I just thought that she would know you were off limits," he explained.
"So her finger shouldn't have been teasing my vagina while talking to you?"
"Oh my God," he gasped, clearly uncomfortable with where the conversation was going.
"Actually, she got me pretty horny," I continued, which was true.
I followed dad as he ended the brief tour in the room I earlier saw him enter with the floozy.
Dad didn't speak, clearly uncomfortable with the information just provided. I noticed a pair of blue panties on a table and wondered if those were from the girl he just assumedly fucked.
I asked, picking them up, realizing they were still wet, "Is there usually wet panties lying around?"
His face went red as he clearly tried to come up with an excuse.
I let him suffer a bit before compounding his embarrassment. "I assume these are that pretty girl's you went in here with a little while ago.
Already red, his face somehow went redder, as he realized I knew what he had just done. "Honey, it's not what you think."
"You didn't take some young barely legal slut and bang her back here?" I asked, as I moved her panties to my nose. "Hmmmm, she was definitely primed beforehand."
"Josie," he gasped again. "What has got into you?"
"Almost Tia's finger, but obviously not what you put in the slut," I said, really enjoying pushing my father, as I continued my full-scale attack on seducing him.
"J-J-Josie, I can explain," he stammered.
"Oh no need to explain, Daddy, you have needs that need to be satisfied and I assume Mom never really was one to satisfy them for you. I am guessing you are just living your wild carefree sex years you never got to because of mom and I," I said, moving closer to him trying to look sultry.
"It was never about you, sweetheart," he said, seemingly not noticing my predator approach.
"Is it about me now, Daddy?" I asked, now directly in front of him as my hand reached for his cock.
"Josie!" He gasped, but didn't move my hand away.
"Wow! It is as big as it looked last night when you were fucking that slut in the ass," I smiled coyly, revealing all I knew even as my hand remained firmly on his cock through his shorts.
"I'm so s-s-sorry," he again stammered.
"Do you want to make it up to be, Daddy?" I asked. "That dyke boss of yours got me pretty revved up."
"Josie, you're my daughter," he pointed out.
"And you are my Daddy," I said, dropping to my knees. I looked up and said, "They say incest is best, it's time to see if that is indeed the case."
Before he could respond, I fished his cock out of his shorts and took it in my mouth.
He groaned, his protest weak, "Josie, we shouldn't be doing this."
I took his cock out of my mouth and said, my tone pouty and insecure, "Am I not good enough to please you, Daddy?"
"It's not that, sweetheart," he began before I cut him off.
"Call me slut, Daddy, I want to be your slut like all those other whores," I said, before deep-throating his cock desperate to show him just how good a slut I could be.
I sensed dad was having the internal struggle between his two heads: one saying how wrong this was, the other saying how hot this was. For me it was the latter; I wanted to taste his cum, to feel him spray his seed in mouth, to be called his slut.
After a couple of minutes of silence, as I bobbed back and forth on his stiff cock, Dad finally spoke. "Faster, my slut."
I obeyed instantly, shifting from slow, deliberate teasing to fast, deep pleasing.
"You like Daddy's cock?" He asked as all this cock went in and out of my mouth.
I moaned on his cock not believing I had just seduced my father.
"Answer me with words, slut," he ordered, the exact same authoritarian tone he had used last night.
I took his cock out of my mouth, looked up from my submissive position and answered, "I love Daddy's cock. It is so long and thick, although it tastes like dirty cunt."
He laughed, "Sorry, she wouldn't take no for an answer."
"I never say no either," I smiled before taking his cock back into my mouth.
"My daughter has really grown up since I left," he said, as he pulled his cock out of my mouth, pulled me up from my knees and ordered, "Get those panties of, sluts don't wear panties."
"Yeeees, Daddy," I eagerly said, my cunt already dripping with anticipation of getting fucked.
Once I had removed my panties, he ordered, "Bend over the table."
I again obeyed as he complimented as he flipped up my plaid skirt, "Fuck you have a nice ass."
"You made it," I quipped, getting turned on by the incest taboo.
"I guess I did," he laughed, as he moved behind me.
"Are you going to fuck your slut daughter?" I asked, wanting to hear him say the words.
"I think that my daughter actually needs a spanking for turning into such a slut since I left," he said, surprising me as his hand made contact on my left ass cheek.
"Whaaaat?" I began to ask, but it turned into a scream as he spanked my bare ass.
"You obviously need some discipline you so clearly lacked at home with that mother of yours," he said as he slapped my other cheek.
"Yeeeeees, Daaaaaddy," I replied, the pain both burning and beautiful, an oxymoron I couldn't begin to understand.
"Are you going to be a good girl for Daddy?" He asked, a third slap searing my ass.
"Yes, I'll be a very obedient daughter," I replied.
"Good, now get your ass home and wait for me to finish your punishment," he ordered, giving me one last slap on my red ass.
"Yes, Daddy," I said, disappointed that the fucking I thought was about to happen was prorogued...hopefully only for a short time.
He squeezed my ass and said, his tone back to normal, "It's great to have you here Josie."
"It's great to be here," I replied, confused by the sudden shift.
"See you after work," he said, leaving me still bent over the table.
I didn't move at first as I tried to understand what just happened. I seduced my dad, I sucked his cock, I obeyed his orders, bent over the table to get fucked, got spanked instead and was now left horny as hell.
I stood up, a slight pain burned through me, as I grabbed my panties and added them to the other pair. I walked back into the bar and saw dad was already chatting with two pretty young girls. Clearly he had a reputation already. Jealousy burned through me as I stared at them.
I was distracted again by Tia who said, "He is a wanted man."
"So it seems," I concurred, turning to her.
"Want the rest of the tour?" She asked invitingly.
"Sure," I agreed, my cunt still burning and if dad wasn't going to use his hose to squelch the fire I may have to find another way. Plus, I wanted him to be jealous like I was feeling. I called to Dad, "Going out with Tia," and turned around before I could see his face.
I really didn't know what I was getting myself into going out with a woman who obviously was a lesbian and obviously had her eyes set on me, but the idea of being wanted always got me wet and I was ready for an adventure and hopefully a release for my needy cunt.



Surprisingly, over the next half hour she actually showed me around the small downtown strip, introduced me to a couple dozen people, and showed me the best place to see the sun set. Although the sun had long set, she brought me to this very secluded spot.
She smiled as she took my hands, "You have the exact same eyes as your father."
I blushed, knowing that was a compliment because dad's eyes pulled you into him with sincerity and sweetness. "Thanks," I replied, shivering slightly as the breeze hit me.
"You are cold, my dear," she said, moving closer to me, "there is one way to warm you up."
Then her lips were on mine, her breasts crushed against mine and her hands wrapped around me. I melted into her as her tongue slipped into my mouth and we both started exploring each other slowly, neither in a hurry. The kiss lasted a while, neither of us in a hurry to progress any further. After a few minutes of raw, rough sex with my dad, this soft intimacy was a surprisingly pleasant change. As much as I enjoyed being fucked hard, verbally assaulted and dominated, I was completely drawn into this soft, gentle seduction.
When she broke the kiss, she looked into my eyes, "You are a lost girl, aren't you my dear?"
"What do you mean?" I asked, surprised by her words.
"You spend so much time trying to be the best at school, that you really don't know who you are," she smiled so softly, "inside...the real you."
'The real me?' I thought to myself. Of course, she was correct and it was why I had moved from man to man over the past few months trying to find myself and to avoid the obviously longing I had for my now gone father.
Tears began to form as I said, "I really miss my dad."
"As you should, he is a wonderful man," she said, squeezing my hands softly.
Although the moment was tender and sweet, it was my dad's cock that popped into my head. "He was always my rock," I replied, the innuendo to the rock hard cock in my mouth way to vague for her to catch, but saying it was exhilarating to me.
"He still can be," she said, kissing my cheek.
"Oh, I hope so," I said, his cock now the only thing in my head, wishing it was here right now.
"Let him know exactly what you want, my dear," she said, kissing my other cheek.
"That is advice I plan to take to heart," I again agreed, us having two completely different conversations.
"I want to taste you," she whispered, as her mouth went to my ear.
"I want you to taste me," I whimpered back, my ear being one of my weak spots.
"Lay down in the sand, my dear," she instructed gently.
"Okay," I nodded, my mind clouded and my pussy wet by her soft breath and intent.
I lay down on the sand, and watched as she lowered herself and joined me. "I don't bring many people up here," she said, as she kissed my neck.
"Why me?" I asked, unsure why she hit on me so quickly.
"I could just tell you needed some motherly attention," she responded, as she lifted my shirt over my head.
As she kissed between my breasts, I trembled, while asking playfully, "Is this how you give your daughter attention?"
"Of course, my dear, Bethany's first orgasms came from these fingers," she said, as they traced the top of my bra, "and these lips," she continued as she leaned in and kissed me on the lips again.
"Oh my," I gasped, her touch causing euphoria throughout my body.
"Don't you want to fuck your dad?" She asked, her knee now putting pressure on my cunt.
"Whhhhhat?" I asked, shocked by the question.
"It's pretty obvious, my dear," she purred.
"H-h-how?" I stammered, as she splattered my neck with kisses all the while slightly moving her knee in a circular motion.
"The way you were jealous of the younger girl, as well as the look in your eyes," she whispered, before adding, "Plus watching you suck his cock made my hypothesis rather correct."
"What?" I asked, my eyes suddenly going big.
"Even your daddy doesn't know I have a camera in that room. I put it in a few months ago for insurance purposes." she explained, before adding, "It was am investment well worth it."
She kissed me softly again as my head spun at the knowledge she knew of dad's and my incest activity. Trying to protect him, I pleaded, "Please don't fire him, it was all me."
"That's not what the video shows," she smiled, as she somehow unclasped my bra, before continuing, "Plus I just told you I have sex with my daughter. I am not going to fire him, he is my best bartender and clientele is up almost fifty percent since he showed up."
I sighed in relief even though I was still mortified she knew I had sucked Dad's cock, although I was intrigued that she had sex with her daughter. "How old is your daughter?" I asked.
"Nineteen," she said. "You two will get along lovely when she gets back into town in a couple of days."
I couldn't tell if she meant as friends or sex partners, but as she took my breast in her mouth I didn't really care either way.
After a minute of making love to my left breast with her lips and tongue, she said, as she moved to my feeling neglected right breast, "I originally just planned to tease your dad by flirting with you, but you are so adorably cute, that I had to have you."
"I'm yours," I moaned, as she gently bit my nipple.
"I know you are, my dear," she said, giving my nipple a firm tug.
I just closed my eyes and allowed her to make love to my body. Each touch kindled my already burning inferno of lust and caused me to fall deeper under her spell.
Finally, she asked, "Have you ever been with a woman before?"
I admittedly my one very submissive time. "Only once when a married couple picked me up and I pleased both of them."
"You're submissive are you?" she smiled.
"I can't explain it but pleasing others sexually turns me on so much," I admitted.
"I understand, it is your body and mind overcompensating for your high stress life," she said, as she pulled my skirt off. "You really are beautiful, Josie."
I had heard men say it, but always with the intent of bedding me, hearing her say it I believed her and I felt my sexual self-worth raise. "Thank you," I whispered.
"Did you eat her pussy?" She asked, as she slowly slithered my panties down my legs.
"Yes and she fucked me with a strap-on while her husband fucked my ass," I admitted, somehow wanting to impress her.
"Did she eat you in return?" She asked, her body between my legs.
"No," I admitted, that night being about the married couple's pleasure and not mine. "Actually, truth be told I never got off that night."
"Well I won't let that happen again," she said, as she repositioned herself between my legs.
My body trembled with anticipation.
She looked at me from between my legs, and said, "I am about to blow your mind, my dear. There is no better orgasm in the universe than one from another woman."
"Kkkkkk," I weakly replied, as her hot breath so close to my cunt had me desperate to feel more.
"What do you want me to do?" She asked.
I didn't hesitate as I begged, "Please eat my pussy, I need it so bad."
"Did your Daddy get you horny?" She asked, her tongue gently touching my pussy lips.
"Both of you, dammit," I replied, my frustration at the teasing driving me crazy.
"Do you want to fuck your Daddy?" She asked, her tongue tracing my wet pussy lips.
"Yes, I want to be my Daddy's slut," I admitted, wishing he was here to hear my declaration.
"And my slut too?" She asked, suddenly sucking my clit between her lips.
"God, yeeeeeees," I screamed, thankful we were in a very secluded location, the sudden pressure on my clit making my legs twitch.
Just as suddenly she let go of my clit and said, "Just lay back and enjoy, my dear, I am about to take you places you can't even imagine."
"Kkkkk," I whimpered, letting go completely to her touch.
I don't know how long she was between legs, it seed like an eternity as she would build my orgasm to volcanic eruption and then stop allowing it to simmer back down. I was a sexual yoyo as she brought me back and forth so close to sexual euphoria I could taste it and yet couldn't swallow it.
My body dying for eruption, I begged, "Please, Tia, I need to come so baaaaaaaaad."
"Tell me what you want your daddy to do to you," she instructed, as two fingers parted my wetness and easily slipped inside.
"Oooooooh, I want to suck his cock," I began, as she began exploring inside my cunt. "I want to be fucked hard and made into his sex peeeeeeet," I continued as my orgasm again began bubbling to a near explosion. "I want to taste his cum, to feel him cum inside my cunt and be used as his personal daughter cum buuuuuuucket," I screamed as she found my g-spot, and I came instantly, my hot lava flowing out of me like a dormant volcano.
It was easily the most intense orgasm of my life as the pleasure continued to course through me over and over again. No one had ever found my g-spot, no one had actually even looked for it, and I had to agree with Tia that only a woman knows exactly how to touch another woman.
All good things come to an end, both literally and figuratively, and so did this as Tia pulled her fingers out of me. "You taste as good as you look, my dear."
"I'll take that as a compliment," I smiled.
"Oh, that it was," she smiled back, as she stood up, straddled my head and lowered herself onto my face. Her skirt easily widened and I was soon staring at her panty less pussy.
I didn't need encouragement as I leaned up slightly, extended my tongue and began licking.
"Good girl," Tia moaned, after a couple of minutes of hungry exploring. "You are a very quick learner."
The compliment turned me on knowing I was giving her pleasure was the ultimate high. I parted her wet lips, widening them with my tongue. I tried to make my tongue a small cock as I tried to get inside her.
"Oooh, you naughty little girl," she moaned, again making me even more eager to please her.
A couple of minutes later I moved my head up more and sucked her clit between my lips. I wanted to finger her, to find her g-spot like she had mine, but I was handcuffed in my current position.
"That's it, my dear," she moaned, "get Mommy off."
The incest reference made it hotter, the thought that I would soon fuck my dad, I surprised her by quickly moving her off me and onto her back.
She laughed, "Aren't you an aggressive little one."
I buried my face between her legs and slid two fingers easily into her wetness.
"Oh yes, finger fuck me, you little slut," she moaned, her own breathing escalating.
I pumped her cunt while sucking on her clit which had her getting more and more animated.
"Oh yes, doooooon't stoooop," she moaned, her orgasm on the brink.
But I wanted to find her g-spot, so even as I sucked and nibbled on her swollen clit I searched for the great unknown.
Sensing my intent, she pleaded, "To the left, my dear, to the leeeeeeeeeeeeeft."
Finding it, I tapped on it, and her orgasm flooded out of her and onto my lips. I was instantly addicted to her heavenly sweetness as I lapped up her cum.
Like mine, her orgasm seemed to last an eternity as her moans continued although slowly subsided over time.
Finally, she sat up and said, "Well, that was amazing."
"As were you," I smiled.
"You look absolutely adorable covered in my cunt juice," she smiled back.
"Does it bring out my eyes?" I joked.
"Indeed it does," she laughed, as she pulled me towards her and we kissed again.
Breaking the kiss, she said, "Damn I taste good."
"No argument here," I smiled.
She pulled me into her arms and I just laid there looking up at the stars allowing my brain and body to just be.
.....
Twenty minutes later, give or take time being rather irrelevant at the moment, we were walking back towards the bar.
We chatted about my future as if nothing sexual had just transpired. Tia was so warm and caring that it felt like I had known her forever.
Back at the bar, remembering instantly dad's order, I excused myself feigning exhaustion and headed back home, after agreeing to meet her daughter in a couple of days.
Once home, a sudden anxiety hit me. No longer letting my libido rule me having come rather gloriously from Tia's tongue, I realized what I had done, what a can of worms I had opened up. I couldn't believe that I had actually been so sexually aggressive with my father. I had come onto him; I had sucked his cock; I had bent over and let him spank me. OMG!!! Yet, as the images of earlier this evening played in my head, my pussy began to tingle once again.
The clock seemed to be moving in slow motion. For the next couple of hours my mind was a mess. Was my Dad really going to come home and fuck me?
Finally, I heard the front door open...I took a deep breath and waited.
"Josie," he called out, "are you still awake?"
"Yes, Daddy," I called back, as I headed from my bedroom to meet him.
"So, we need to talk," he started, once we were both in the living room.
"Okay, Daddy," I agreed, continuing to keep my tone submissive and obedient.
"What happened earlier, that was a mistake," he began.
"What was?" I asked, playing innocent.
"You know what," he said, clearly uncomfortable talking about it.
Realizing I was going to have to up the ante to get what I wanted, I said, "Did you know that Tia and her daughter have sex."
"What?" He asked.
"Tia told me all about it on her late night tour after also telling me about the camera she has placed in that office room," I revealed.
"Oh God," he said, clearly stressed by this new information.
"She made me say those exact words tonight," I smiled flirtatiously.
"Josie," he said, as I continued to pile on the too much information card.
"Dad," I said, taking his hands. "Since you left I have desperately tried to fill the hollow part in my heart when you left. I have made a lot of bad choices trying to replace you Daddy. But when I saw you with that girl yesterday, and when I saw you go into that room with that girl, I felt extremely jealous, until I realized you too are lost."
"Oh sweetheart," he said, tears willing up into his eyes.
"I realize Daddy that incest is considered wrong, illegal and there are probably another million reasons why what I'm about to suggest is a terrible idea. Yet none of those seem to trump the underlying feeling I am feeling right now. I love you, Daddy."
"I love you too, angel," he replied, both of us now freely allowing the tears to fall.
"And it seems obvious to me that what I have been searching for is you and I think that this wild man party guy you have become is mostly you looking for me," I said, as I leaned in and kissed him.
I was worried he wouldn't kiss me back, but he did. At first, the kiss was tense and slightly awkward as we tried to separate dad and daughter from potential lovers, but as the kiss continued it shifted to tongue exploration, hands groping and increased breathing. Again, like in that room the label of dad and daughter disappeared and was replaced with a man and a woman in lust.
Eventually his hands were firmly on my ass and my right hand squeezed between us and grasped firmly onto his very hard cock.
"Josie," he whimpered in my mouth.
"Yes, Daddy," I asked coyly.
"You really want this?" He asked sincerely, backing up a bit and looking seriously into my eyes.
"More than anything," I smiled back, my fingers tracing his pulsing erection.
"Fish out Daddy's cock, little girl, you've got it all awkwardly positioned in my pants," he ordered, firmly but with a smile on his face.
"I'm not such a little girl anymore," I countered, as I fell to my knees and eagerly retrieved his cock from his shorts.
Once the snake was out of its cage, he asked, as I gently stroked it between my hands, "What does my not so little girl want to do with her Daddy's cock."
I looked up, wetness already forming between my legs, "I want to feel it in my mouth, I want to feel its cum spraying down my throat, I want to feel my face covered in Daddy's sweet seed that made me, I want to feel his big cock in my pussy and ass, I want to be your loyal live-in plaything."
"Shit," he groaned shocked by my rather detailed answer to his question and the fact that I had taken his cock into my mouth.
I understood the power of being a good cocksucker. It didn't matter that I was submissive; when a cock was in my mouth, I controlled the situation, the pleasure, and could usually decide when the man would come, expect for the occasionally face fuck where I just focused on not gagging. I started slow as I drew him into my mouth with my most favorite blow job style which I called Whirlwind Wish as I created extra saliva in my mouth to literally create a whirlwind sensation as I bobbed slowly back and forth while swirling my tongue around the cock. The extra saliva somehow enhances the sensation for him and they seldom last long.
"Oh God, Josie, that feels amazing," he said, his breathing already escalating.
I moaned on his cock in response, which I knew always created extra pulsations, on the cock.
Over the next minute or two, while I continued sucking him, slowly increasing the pace until I was taking all his cock in my mouth. Finally, he grunted, "Shit my little slut, where do you want Daddy's cum."
I wanted to taste him and feel it on my face. I admitted, "I want it all, Daddy. I want to taste you and feel my face covered with your jizz."
"Shit," he grunted, as he shoved his cock into my mouth and began fucking. "The first load is for your belly, my slut."
I again moaned excitedly, as his balls bounced off my chin with each forward thrust.
"Here it comes," he grunted, before I felt the sweet sensation of cum spraying into the back of my throat. I eagerly swallowed his cum which seemed to continue spurting long after the first blast.
"That's it, Josie, take all of Daddy's cum," he ordered, his hands in my hair keeping me from removing my mouth from his exploding cock, not that I wished to escape.
"That's it, Josie, take all Daddy's cum," he ordered, his hands in my hair.
I obeyed, continuing to retrieve every last drop of his cum.
Finally, he pulled out, lifted me up and carried me effortlessly to the kitchen. He put me on the counter and asked, "Is my little girl horny?"
"Yes, Daddy," I answered, my voice sounding like it did when I was five.
"Does my little girl want Daddy to eat her wet pussy?" He asked, as he parted my legs and stared at my wetness.
"Oh please Daddy, please eat my pussy," I pleaded, using baby talk.
"Fuck this is so wrong," he said, as he leaned forward and began licking my pussy.
"But it feels soooo right," I retorted, the naughtiness of incest making the sex so much hotter.
Dad was not as gentle as Tia was earlier in the evening, but it was equally stimulating because it was father, my Dad, licking my pussy.
It didn't take long before he sucked on my clit, while roughly pumping two fingers in and out of me. He didn't search for my g-spot, but he did seem focused on my pleasure.
My breathing increased as my orgasm began to bubble just below the surface. "Yes, Daddddddy," I moaned, "I'm so close."
Suddenly I screamed as he forced a finger up my ass making me come like the slut I was. "Fuuuuuuck, Daddddddddy!!!"
He continued licking and fingering both my holes as my orgasm coursed through me. My legs began to spasm, my head went light, and my whole body quivered.
When he pulled his fingers out, a gush of cum leaked out of me, as he pulled me off the counter and returned me back to my knees.
"Get Daddy ready for that wet cunt of yours, Josie," he ordered, his semi-erect cock directly in my face.
I didn't hesitate as I opened my mouth determined to get his cock hard as a rock so it could soon be in my cunt fucking me. "Good, slut," he complimented, as I sucked his quickly stiffening cock.



"Always for you, Daddy," I replied, between bobs.
Once his cock was fully erect, he ordered, "Stand up and bend over."
I quickly obeyed, excited for him to complete what he earlier teased. I playfully asked, "You aren't going to leave me all horny and wet again, are you?"
He laughed and yet dripped confidence at the same time, "Trust me, you will be well satisfied when I am through with you."
Continuing the playful banter, I teased, "I hope you are more than just talking the talk."
"Oh I walk the walk," he smugly retorted, as his cock head teased my cunt lips. "Actually, I fuck the fuck."
"Aaaah," I moaned loudly as his cock penetrated me, "I like that fuck the fuuuuck."
"I bet you do," he replied, as he completely filled me with his big stiff cock.
"I looove it," I whimpered, the sensation of his cock in me warming my whole body. I loved sucking cock, I really enjoyed my lesbian rendezvous with Tia, but there was nothing better than a cock's piston like motion in and out of me.
"You really have become a dirty little slut since I left," he said, slapping my ass.
"All in preparation to be your slut, Dadddddy," I whimpered, the slap on the ass stinging more than I expected.
"Well this is just the beginning of your training, baby girl," he warned.
"I'm yours to train," I quickly offered, willing to allow my father to do with me as he pleased. I loved him unconditionally as a daughter, so the transition to trust him unconditionally as a lover was easy.
The next few minutes we were silent other than my moans and his slowly escalating breathing. Finally, he said, "Three times in the past few hours is a lot for your old Daddy. I think it is time to earn your keep."
He pulled out and sat on a kitchen chair.
I didn't need instructions as I straddled Daddy's lap and lowered myself onto him. As his cock slid into me easily, euphoria cascaded through me as I began to ride him.
"That's it, slut, ride Daddy's cock," he grunted, as I took all of it in me.
After a couple of minutes of bouncing up and down on Daddy's dick, I repositioned myself so my feet were on his legs and my back leaned onto his chest.
"Flexible too," he approved, "you really are the perfect little slut daughter."
From this angle, I could tighten my cunt around his cock, literally attempting to milk his cum out of him and into me.
As I continued to bounce on his cock, my cunt tightening trick was obviously working as he grunted, "Fuck, Josie, I'm gonna shoot my load in you soon."
"Yes, Daddy, please fill your daughter with your cuuuum," I moaned, the thought of feeling him spray inside me the ultimate turn on.
He obliged a few strokes later as he grunted and I felt his cum explode in me. My own orgasm had been bubbling underneath the surface, but under my control. But as soon as he sprayed his cum into me, I lost control and came seconds after he did.
"Fuuuuuck, Daddddy, I love you soooo much," I screamed, as another amazing orgasm hit me, as I fell back onto Dad, his cock unfortunately sliding out of me.
Surprising me, he flipped me onto my knees and without warning buried his cock in my ass even as my orgasm continued.
"Fuuuuck, Daddy, yes, fuck your daughter's ass," I struggled to get out as my breathing was erratic.
"Good sluts have three holes to offer," he said, rather matter-of-factly.
"And I'll always be your goooood slut," I replied, as he slammed his cock in my back door.
"I know you will," he said softly, his hand rubbing my back as he continued fucking my ass.
After a couple more minutes, my orgasm finally done, he pulled out and said, "Next time, I plan to really give that tight ass of yours a workout."
"I can't wait," I smiled, my body way past exhaustion.
"Let's go to bed, angel," he said softly, pulling me into his muscular tanned arms.
"I love you, Dad," I said, as he and I became one.
"I love you too," he replied, kissing my forehead, as he had so many times before.
Laying in his arms a couple of minutes later it just felt so right. He was my Dad, and he was now my lover; I couldn't fathom turning back the hands of time to not do what we had just done.
The past twenty-four hours had been the most bizarre of my life and now that we had crossed that invisible societal accepted line of propriety, the future was unknown...exciting and scary...yet unknown.
The end
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Tricking Twin Sister
When did the plan to fuck my twin sister formulate?
In truth, ninety percent of my stroke fantasies were of my gorgeous, bitch sister; ninety percent of those were revenge fantasies where I made her my little slut. Although I am a nerd and hardly a ladies' man, I have a sinister side. My fantasies range vastly on how I would make her my submissive little slut but they always include fucking her face, filling her cunt and pounding her ass.
By the way, I am not a virgin like in every movie or book about nerds. I got my first hand job on the bus coming back from a school trip (teachers don't check up on the nerds), got my first oral sex, giving and receiving at a debate tournament, and lost my virginity to a girl dressed as Princess Leia at Comic Con when I fucked her ass in her hotel room while her roommate took on two guys (strangely she wouldn't let me fuck her pussy as she was saving herself for marriage). So here I was eighteen, with some sexual experience, but I had never fucked a girl's pussy...then the perfect opportunity just dropped in my lap.
Wendy's phone rang when she was in the shower. I answered it and her college boyfriend was on the other line.
"Hi," I answered.
"Hey twerp, where's Wendy?" He asked, always treating me like I was his annoying little brother.
"In the shower getting ready for her last high school Halloween party," I replied, the last few words dripping with sarcasm after listening to her and her friend Tara using those exact words.
"Your sis can really be over dramatic," he said.
"No!" I retorted, unable to not use sarcasm whenever the opportunity arose.
"Actually I am happy you answered. This will be easier," he said.
It occurred to me it was strange he was calling since he was supposed to be here any minute. "What will be easier?" I asked.
"I am not going to make it to her high school party," he said.
He was a condescending ass, but a football star and ridiculously good looking it seemed according to all the women, so such a shot at high school, where he was just one year ago, wasn't surprising.
"She is going to kill you," I said, knowing she would freak out completely and overreact like she always did when the world she seemed to think revolved around her didn't work out as planned.
"That is why you are going to tell her," he said.
"No way," I said. "They always kill the messenger."
"I have no choice. The big game is tomorrow and the coach, hearing rumours of a big party, put a 10:30 curfew on us and trust me he will check," he said. I love how big strong football players always are scared of their coaches.
"You tell her," I said, imaging the massacre that was going to happen.
"I got to go, good luck," he said, hanging up on me.
I pondered how to tell her the news when a plan suddenly popped into my head. A plan so, so, so wrong, I knew it was so, so, so right. I already knew what his costume was to be because Wendy hadn't stopped talking about it for two months; I also knew it was here because she didn't trust him to remember to bring it with him; it also was a costume that would hide the identity of the person wearing it and also distort his voice. It was perfect. I was going to be my sister's date and if I played my cards right I would fuck her without her knowing.
Before I even had time to really think through the semantics of the plan or decide whether this was a good or bad idea, Wendy walked out in only a towel, not feeling remotely strange to be almost naked in front of her brother, and snapped, "Why the fuck do you have my phone?"
I said, annoyed as usual by her bitchy attitude, "Your boyfriend called and I figured you would want me to answer it."
"He should be here by now," she said clearly annoyed.
"That was what the call was about," I said.
"Don't you dare tell me he isn't coming," she said, her tone threatening me as if the news would be my fault.
"He is coming, but he is going to be late," I lied.
"Why?" She asked already pissed off and grabbing her phone.
"He has a late meeting with the coaches. He said he wouldn't be able to answer his phone either because his battery was dying," I continued to pile on the lies already seeing where this could go terribly astray.
"Fuck," she cursed.
"He asked me to stay here till he gets here," I added.
"And you will," she said, not as if it was a question, but an order.
I shrugged, asking sarcastically, "Of course, what else do I have to do tonight."
"Exactly," she said, which only pissed me off more and made me want to initiate my plan even more.
She stormed off and I smiled knowing she deserved everything that was coming to her and that would be coming into her.
....
Half an hour later, she came down the stairs dressed like a complete slut...which apparently what makes Halloween great...a day you can purposely dress slutty if you are a female. She was vaguely dressed as Gwen Stacey while her boyfriend, Kevin, was to be Iron Man. I know it made no sense to me either, but when I asked why she wouldn't be Pepper Potts or even the Black Widow she said because they were old. She obviously had no idea who the Black Widow was or how sexy such a costume would be. I considered questioning why she didn't make him be Spider-Man instead but I assumed it would be more of her insipid logic.
She wore a plaid school skirt, with a black tight blouse, with a white lab coat that said Oscorp, which was the only way you would know for sure she was Gwen. Yet to make herself look even sluttier, she was wearing black thigh high stockings that were completely in view, five inch heels and to finish the ensemble, glasses that I have to admit had my cock harden even more. As much as I despised my sister 99 percent of the time, no one made my cock stiff like she did. My cock was already hard when I saw her legs in thigh highs, my personal fetish.
"What are you staring at?" She asked.
"A slut," I countered, like a brother should.
"At least I can get some," she retorted.
"Dressed like that you are pretty much advertising you are for rent," I shot back, enjoying treating her poorly, something I never did.
"Fuck you, you loser," she snapped.
"Shit, dressed so slutty and you are offering incest," I quipped, foreshadowing what I hoped lay ahead.
"You wish," she said, adding, "Make sure you tell Kevin to get his ass to the party the fucking minute he gets here."
"Oh, I will," I said.
"And call me when he is on his way," she ordered.
"No problem," I nodded.
"Have fun jerking off by yourself," she shot as she walked out.
I smiled as I waited till she left, before I went to try on the Iron Man costume. Lying on her bed was the costume. I looked out her window to make sure her car was gone before I got undressed in her room. I have to admit she went all out on the costume. It was not one of the cheap Walmart costumes as it had real muscles and was made well, yet the helmet was crap. I realized my sudden predicament. As soon as I spoke I would be caught. I went to my room and grabbed my voice activated Iron Man helmet that would distort my voice. I returned to her room, put on the outfit and added my helmet. Looking in her mirror, there was no way to remotely tell it was me.
"Hey baby," I said, practicing in the mirror trying to be suave like Kevin. I waited another hour and a half before going back into her room, pulling out one of her stockings and jerking off so I would last longer when the pivotal moment occurred before deciding to head to the party...knowing being fashionably late was all the rage...plus I hoped Wendy would have had a few cocktails, making her less observant and even easier than she usually was.
Giving her a call like I promised, I got a quick confirmation of her alcohol intake. "Wendy, Kevin is on his way."
"What the fuuuuuck," she slurred. "He should have been here an hour ago."
"Don't shoot the messenger," I countered.
She hung up on me. I smiled knowing that the bitch was going to get just what she deserved. All these years of being a stuck-up bitch and dressing provocatively just to tease me is coming back to fuck her in the ass.
Reaching the party, I sat in the car as I started having second thoughts about my plan. Yet, replaying all the bitchy things she had done to me in the past I figured fuck it, and then laughed at the literal meaning of my thought. I had never been to a real high school party so I wasn't prepared for what occurred when I walked in the door. It was wall to wall kids drinking, making out and dancing. I realized instantly finding Wendy would be impossible. I slithered like a lemming going up stream as I searched for Wendy. Five minutes, became ten, became fifteen as I began to feel like I was trying to find a needle in a haystack.
I was just about to give up when I heard my disguised name called out. "Kevin, is that you?"
I turned to see Tiffany, Wendy's best friend, dressed ironically as the Black Widow, wiggling her way towards me.
"Hey, Tiff," I said, trying to sound confident like Kevin would.
"Wendy is pissed, she thought you were standing her up," Tiffany warned.
I replied, "I had to sneak out. Coach put a curfew on us, but I knew I had to be here."
"How sweet," Tiffany smiled, easily impressed it seems.
She grabbed my hand and led me through the throngs of scantily dressed girls and guys trying to get upstairs, to a room at the end of the landing. Tapping on the door she said , "Wendy, its Tiff, I have a surprise for you."
The door opened and Wendy was on the phone. Suddenly I was worried. She turned to me, put her phone down and snapped, "About fucking time. Why are you wearing my loser brother's helmet?"
"It's cooler than the plastic one you left me," I answered.
"Whatever, and why the fuck don't you answer your phone?"
I answered, "My phone is dead, I told Walter that. I had to sneak out and break curfew just to see you."
Instantly her facial expression shifted from anger to puppy dog, it was hilarious but I didn't laugh. She staggered towards me, clearly she had already had a few drinks, "Oh honey, you broke curfew for me?"
She hugged me and I hugged her back.
"I think I owe you something really special for breaking curfew for me," she purred, lowering herself to her knees.
Tiffany said, "I think that is my cue to leave," and she left us alone, unaware she could have witnessed an act of incest any second.
She rubbed my already growing cock through my costume as she said, "I see you have missed me."
Suddenly I realized a problem I hadn't thought about. She had obviously seen Kevin's cock many times, would mine be much smaller or bigger than his. Mine was seven and a half inches which I had measured many times.
"On the bed, baby," I ordered, taking control. Even though I would love to watch her suck my cock, the best way to not get caught was to focus on fucking her where she wouldn't see my cock.
"You bad boy," she teased, squeezing my cock before standing up and sauntering awkwardly in her heels to the bed. I pressed record on my phone and placed it on the edge of the bed knowing this evidence, even if I didn't get any visual, would be great blackmailing material as it would clearly be her voice, but not mine.
"On all fours, my little slut," I ordered, playing my many fantasies in my head out loud. Suddenly I realized I had called her a slut, something I doubted Kevin would ever do.
"Yes, baby," she obeyed, climbing on the bed and lifting up her skirt to reveal she was sans underwear.
I couldn't believe she didn't even flinch at being called a slut. Walking towards her I said, "I think my little slut needs to be disciplined for wearing such a cock teasing outfit to a party.
"You should have seen my geeky brother's face when he saw me in this outfit. The little perv was practically drooling and his little cock was stiff in his pants," she revealed.
I held in a gasp. She talked about me with her boyfriend. She purposely teased me, the fucking bitch. Well, payback is a bitch...both physically and literally. I kept in my role, "Your brother wants to fuck you, you know that right?"
"That's what makes teasing him so much fun. Knowing that he is probably already in his room whacking off to me is fucking funny," she continued.
"You love getting him hard don't you?" I asked, my hands now on her ass, thinking of using her stocking to come just an hour ago.
"It's fun," she shrugged. "Now are you going to give me some of that iron cock of yours, baby. Your little slut needs it soooo bad."
"Not sure you deserve it," I replied, my finger moving between her legs to her very wet pussy lips. "Your cunt is soaked. Did teasing your brother get you that wet? I am beginning to think you get turned on teasing your brother."
"What?" She moaned, at my touch. "No baby, it's just a fun diversion while I wait for you. Now stop teasing me, I haven't seen you in a week. I need to be fucked hard and fucked hard now," she begged.
My hands moved onto her nylon clad legs another fantasy of mine now a reality. I wanted to kiss her feet, to suck on her toes and to feel her stocking legs wrapped around my naked body as I fucked her, but for now I stayed in disguise and focused on just fucking her.
I fished out my cock and filled her cunt in one deep stroke.
"Fuck yeeeeees," she moaned loudly.
"Tell me how much you love my cock, slut," I ordered, enjoying the warmth of her pussy wrapped around my hard stiff cock buried deep in her.
"Stop teasing me baby. You know I worship your cock," she moaned before surprising me and beginning to bounce back on my cock. "If you aren't going to fuck me, I'll fuck you," she added, as her ass began to move back and forth on my cock.
After a couple of minutes of slow movements she began to speed up. The sound her ass colliding into me was a major turn on. "Holy fuck baby, your cock feels bigger like this baby. I feel so fuuuuull."
"Faster slut," I ordered, wondering if my cock was bigger than her boyfriend's, "and tell me how much you love my cock in that slut box of yours."
"You fucking bastard," she moaned, as her breathing began to increase, "I don't know what has gotten into you but this dirty talk is sooooo fucking hot."
"Tell me you're my slut," I demanded.
"Oh God, yes, I'm your slut, your whore, your sex kitten," she rambled, her breathing increasing.
"My slave," I added.
"Yes, baby, just make me coooome," she moaned.
I pushed her onto her back, positioned myself on top of her and began pounding her like a rag doll.
"Oh fuck, oh fuck, so deep, so big, fuck, fuck, shit," she screamed, "your cock feels sooooo fuuucking biiiiig."
Watching her body bounce, listening to her babble and her erratic breathing was
so hot that I could feel my balls beginning to boil. I pinched her nipples and said, "Come you brother teasing slut."
"Oh Kevin," she moaned.
"Don't you mean Walter, you incest slut wannabe?" I continued torturing her nipples as I continued slamming into her.
"No, I, god," she babbled.
"Call me Walter, slut, let's make this naughty fantasy of yours real," I said, taking a major risk stopping deep in her hoping she was so close to coming that she would just give in.
"Don't stoooop," she moaned, "I'm soooo close."
"You can come as soon as you play the game, my little cunt," I said, pushing the line further knowing she hated the word 'cunt'.
"Oh fuck, you diiiirty boy, I'm so close" she moaned, before finally giving in, "yes fuck my cunt Walter, you dirty little booooy."
"You want your brother to fuck you?" I asked, still not moving.
"Oh yes, baby, I want your big cock deep in your sister's cunt, I want you to make me come like never before and I want to feel your cum shoot deep inside my cunt," she said, her tone so sultry, naughty and hungry. "Now fuck your sister and make her your fuck-slut."
Listening to her role play about me, envisioning in her head it was actually me and not her loser boyfriend, I ordered, as I pulled out of her and lay onto my back, my cock a flagpole in the air, "Ride your big brother."
She didn't hesitate as she got off her back and flung her leg across me. She hesitated briefly as she straddled my cock, and I worried she had realized I wasn't Kevin, but the hesitation was brief before she engulfed my cock with her cunt.
I watched my sister bounce up and down on my cock, her big tits shaking freely, seemingly enjoying the ride. My whole cock filled her as her body slammed down on me and her breathing returned to erratic.
I waited a couple of minutes until I sensed she was close before I timed it perfectly as I bucked up to meet her downward motion.
"Oh fucking God," she screamed.
We continued to collide together as I went up and she came down and she became very animated.
"Fuck biiiiig brother," "Fill your slut siiiister," and finally, "I'm coooooomimg."
I felt her juices flow around my cock and onto my groin as she slowed down. I moved my hands up, held her up by her breasts, as I continued thrusting into her throughout her orgasm.
"Don't stooooop," she babbled as she continued coming and coming.
"Like that slut," I questioned, my own balls beginning to boil.
"Fuuuck yeeees," she struggled to answer.
After a couple more deep upward thrusts, I flipped her back onto her back and shoved my cock in her mouth, just like I had seen in a porn movie once. I fucked her mouth, the sound of her slobber as she tried not to gag, an even bigger turn-on. I didn't shove my whole cock in her mouth, but fucked it fast until I could feel my cum ready to be unloaded and pulled out, the fantasy of coming on her face just seconds from reality as well.
The first rope of my cum hit her right on the nose, some even going up her nostrils, the second went right into her still open mouth, and the last hit her chin. Still in dominant mode, I shoved my cock back into her mouth. This time I went slower as I allowed her to retrieve any last remnants of my cum. To my surprise, even in the awkward position she was in, she was trying to move her head back and forth to suck my cock. It was the hottest and most satisfying moment of the whole crazy night.
Instead of being spent, her warm mouth wrapped around my cock, had my cock staying hard as a rock. I let her suck me for a couple more minutes before I asked, taking my cock out of her mouth, "Ready for more, my little slut?"
"It seems you are," she replied, giving my cock a solid squeeze.
"Back on your knees," I ordered.
"What has got into you tonight?" She asked playfully as she obeyed the order.
I shrugged, "I just realized that it was time to teach you your place in our relationship."
"Is that so?" She asked looking back at me with her eye brow raised.
"Yes, baby sister," I purred, as I placed my hands on her hips, playing on the reality that she was eight minutes younger than me.
"Still role playing?" She asked.
"Just making your fantasy come true," I teased as I placed my cock at her back door.
"Is big brother going to fuck his sister's assssss?" She asked, playing along, as I began pushing forward and slowly breaking past her tight anal entrance.
"Does baby sister like her brother's cock in her back door?" I asked, stunned by the warmth as I slowly pushed deeper inside her ass.



"Soooo full," she whimpered, her hands grabbing onto the sheets of the bed.
"Do you want all of your big brother's big cock?" I asked, slowly going deeper only a couple inches left.
"Oh yeeeees," she struggled to say, "Make baby sister your ass slut."
One hard push and I was completely in her. "Aaaaaah, fuck, Walter."
I briefly wondered if she knew it was me as she hasn't been using my name during this perceived role play except when ordered. "Fuck yourself on my cock, ass slut," I ordered.
"Okaaay," she said tentatively, clearly still getting used to my cock so deep in her ass.
I watched, my hands moving to her nylon clad legs for support, as she very slowly moved forward, my cock literally being milked by her tightness. I don't know how much time transpired, but she slowly moved back and forth for a long time as she got used to my big cock in her ass before finally beginning to pick up the pace, and the moans.
"That's it baby sister, fuck your big brother's big cock," I purred.
"Feels sooooo good," she moaned, as her movements became smoother and faster.
"Take all my cock in your ass, slut," I ordered, wanting to see her take it all.
"Yes, biiiiiiig brother," she moaned, as she bounced back on my cock, our bodies colliding into each other.
"Harder, slut sister," I ordered.
She obeyed, and soon she was taking my cock completely in her ass. I wanted to come in her ass, but I also wanted to taste her cunt. This was probably never going to happen again and thus I was going to make sure I got the whole smorgasbord of sexual activity. I had pounded her pussy, fucked her ass, had her suck my cock, beg to be used by her brother, called her a slut and gave her a facial. The only things left were to taste that cunt of hers and shoot my load down her throat, having her suck me again, this time after my cock was in her ass.
I watched her ride me for a couple more minutes before I pulled out, rolled onto my back and said, "Sixty-nine bitch."
"Mmmmmmm," she moaned, not even hesitating as she repositioned herself, straddling my face with her very wet cunt. I moved my mask up enough to extend my tongue to her cunt just as she devoured whole my cock. She bobbed up and down hungrily, deep throating my cock with each downward bob. I licked her pussy and was instantly intoxicated by her scent and taste. I hungrily licked and sucked on her pussy lips, making her moan on my cock as she continued to work over it.
She bobbed, I licked; she deep-throated, I sucked; the two of us became one as we both tried to get each other off...focusing only on each other's pleasure. Knowing she was close, as was I, I grabbed her ass and pulled her onto my face. She grounded on my face, getting herself off on my tongue just as I shot my load down her throat. She didn't slow down at all as she swallowed every last drop of my cum while she too came seconds later, her pussy juice flooding out of her and onto my face.
She kept sucking, I kept licking; she swallowed the last of my cum, I hungrily lapped up the last of hers. Finally spent, she rolled of me and I quickly got my mask back on just in time to hide my true identity.
"That was the most intense fucking you ever gave me baby," she purred, moving towards me.
"You were not too bad yourself," I countered, acting sly, but moving to stand up.
"Where are you going?" She asked, looking annoyed.
"I have to get back to campus, it's a two hour drive and we play tomorrow," I said, putting my pants back on.
"So you are just fucking and leaving me," she snapped.
"That's what a slut is for," I shrugged, before slapping her ass hard and walking out.
"Get back here," she yelled, but I hurried out with the biggest smile on my face.
.....
She got home around two and I was online playing Mindcraft. She said, clearly drunk and still pissed off, "Way to live it up, Walter."
"Oh, I had quite the night," I replied.
"What did you win against the other nerds," she shot back.
"Oh, I won big time," I smiled back.
She walked away and too her room.
I could have let it be, I had got away with fucking her, with dominating her, with making her my slut, yet she still thought she was better than me. I went to my room, grabbed the costume, well the top half and mask, while getting butt naked from the waist below and headed to her room. I was thankful mom and dad were gone for the weekend at some business retreat, thus leaving the two of us alone.
I barged into her room and saw that she had her legs spread open as she fucked herself with a brush. She quickly tried to cover herself up as she snapped, "What the fuck are you..."
"Did I get you that revved up sister slut?" I asked, walking towards her.
"What?" She asked, confused.
I took off the mask and asked smugly, "Was your nerd brother so good you had to get yourself off again?"
"It...was...you?" She asked, her tone not angry, but stunned.
"You knew it was," I said, as I reached her, my cock growing in front of her.
"You are fucking sick," she said, now angry. "You tricked me."
"That is not what it sounds like on my phone," I smiled, pressing play.
She heard her words and gasped mortified. "You fucking manipulated me."
"You fucking loved it," I smiled. "Just like you are hungry for it now. I can see it in your eyes. Go ahead suck your brother's cock, like you did so eagerly at the party.
"Never," she snapped back, even though she didn't move away, her firm resistance already fading.
"My cock will feel a lot better than that brush," I said, putting my hand on my cock and stroking it confidently as I moved my cock just inches from her face.
She seemed transfixed on my almost erect cock. Her tone shifted, "Please, don't Walter."
"Don't what?" I asked as I kneeled at the edge of the bed.
"It's incest," she weakly protested, as I kneeled in front of her.
"It's sex between two consenting adults," I protested, as I tapped my cock on her lips.
She mindlessly said, as if transfixed on my cock, "It's so big."
"Bigger then Kevin's?" I asked.

"Thicker and a bit longer," she said, never taking her eyes off my cock.
"You want it, don't you?" I asked.
"I don't know," she answered, even though the lust in her eyes gave me the answer.
But I wanted to hear her say it. "Tell me slut. Tell me how much you want my cock."
"Shit Walter, what has gotten into you," she asked, clearly impressed by the more confident me.
"Well, we know what got into you, all three of your little slut holes," I replied, as my hand reached down to her wet cunt, the brush still inside her. "Now open wide and get my cock ready for that cunt of yours."
Fucking her twice while incognito was exhilarating; having her open her mouth and take my cock between her lips on her own accord was even better.
"That's it slut," I purred, as she began bobbing back and forth on my cock.
I began fucking her cunt with the brush which made her bob faster.
"Where does my slut sister want my cock?" I asked.
She took my cock out of her mouth, looked up at me and said, her eyes full of hunger, lust and need, stressing the word 'big', "Fuck my cunt, big brother."
"How badly does my slut want her brother's cock?"
"Soooo badly," she purred, as she pulled the brush out of her cunt, and adding to the slut factor, sucked off her cunt juices from it.
I rolled her onto her side and ordered, "Beg for me to fuck you, my slut."
"Oh please, big brother, fuck your bitch sister. Punish her for all the times she teased you," she begged, as I moved beside her.
"You will always be my submissive obedient slut now?" I questioned, as my cock was between her ass cheeks.
"I am yours, big brother, just please fuck me like you did earlier," she begged, her ass moving towards my cock trying to get it inside her.
"Your cunt is mine?" I asked, reaching over and cupping her breasts.
"Yeeeees," she moaned, continuing to try to get my cock inside her wet cunt.
"Your ass is mine?" I continued, as I kissed the back of her neck.
"All my holes are yours big brother, now please fuck your slut," she pleaded desperately.
Thrilled with her unconditional surrender, I thrust deep into her wet cunt knowing that I had not only fucked my sister twice, now three times, but had also made her my live-in fuck-toy.
The end
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SUMMARY: A wife is convinced to try swinging to save her marriage.
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0. PROLOGUE
In every marriage there are ebbs and flows, how a couple deals with these ebbs and flows defines their marriage. With over 50 percent of marriages ending in divorce, it is no surprise that many couples cannot overcome the plethora of challenges that constantly come their way.
Matt and I were recently in one of those ruts that not only caused strain in our marriage but damn near ended it. Our solution, although unorthodox, saved our marriage and although I don't recommend it to everyone, for us it changed everything.
1. A BRIEF HISTORY OF US
Matt and I had been married over thirteen years (both of us are superstitious by the way) and after years of trying had learned we could not have children. We had applied two years earlier to adopt, but that process only added to the exhaustion that was our lives, as we dealt with red tape from all directions.
The recession hit us hard and my husband even harder (I won't get into the details, but we lost a lot of money and Matt, although he didn't lose his job like many others, he was demoted). Being a nurse, my job was relatively secure due to the shortage of qualified nurses. Matt had to work more hours for less pay, while I took extra shifts to make up the financial difference. In the end, financially we ended up about the same, but our lives were way more exhausting and stressful, resulting in little or no time for each other.
Before the recession, we went on yearly trips that seemed to rejuvenate both our personal and sexual lives. It had been three years since our last trip, we were in more than a rut, we were in a gigantic meteor pothole, and I wasn't sure we could get out.
We hadn't had sex for over three months and even that time was anti-climatic for me. We were a couple going through the motions and our relationship desperately needing a boost.
In years past we had sex every couple of days and experimented with a wide variety of sexual positions and locations. Now it was always the missionary position and always in our bed...again the rut was deepening.
2. ONE THING LEADS TO ANOTHER
I was complaining to a colleague at work during a double shift.
"I haven't had sex for three months," I whined rather matter-of-factly.
"Oh my God," my younger co-worker Jessica responded, "If I don't get my pilot lit every couple of days I am one cold bitch."
I laughed, "Always the poet."
Jessica shrugged and quipped. "But seriously, what the fuck...pun intended."
"Life," I shrugged.
"Life is what you make it," she replied using the terrible cliché quote.
"How high school prom," I quipped.
She smiled naughtily and quipped back a dreamy look in her eyes, "Aaah yes, my high school prom and first threesome."
I spit out my coffee when she declared her naughty sexual secret.
She continued, "Ever since then I have never been a one cock woman."
"B-b-but you're engaged," I stuttered.
She shrugged, "So."
"You cheat on him?" I questioned.
"Oh no, no," she chuckled, before responding like she was talking about the weather, "He is usually a part of the threesome, orgy, gangbang or whatever."
"You're shitting me," I replied, assuming she was just yanking my chain.
"I'm not shitting you and truth be told I have a solution to your and Matt's sexual rut," she retorted.
I stared at her still trying to wrap my head around all this information. She had always been rather open with her sexual exploits, but this was very deep into the too-much-information zone.
"You need to come to a swinger's party," she casually announced.
"A swinger's party?" I repeated, mindlessly, the information coming too fast and furious for my somewhat conservative values to comprehend.
"Yes, the next one is on Halloween," Jessica explained.
"How often do they occur?" I asked, still in shock.
"Depends," she shrugged, before adding, "sometimes there are special parties, like Halloween, but the first Saturday of every month is the usual meeting time."
"You are serious?" I asked, finally accepting that she was not pulling my leg.
"Deadly," she smiled, her hand grabbing mine.
"Wow," I uttered.
She added her tone suddenly dripping with sexual innuendo, "And I would love to 'wow' you like you have never been wowed."
"Excuse me," I replied, shocked by her sudden predatory overture.
"Everything is possible at a swinger's party," she purred, moving so close to me that I could almost taste her cherry flavored chap stick.
I stammered, "I-I-I could never do such a thing."
Her finger went to my lips and she leaned towards my ear, her warm breath heating up my dormant oven. "I would bring inconceivable pleasure to you and," she paused as she bit and lightly tugged on my ear.
I let out an uncontrollable soft moan.
"Your husband," she finished, her hot breath lingering in my ear and triggering a sudden wetness in my vagina.
Suddenly considering the ludicrous suggestion, I argued, weakly, "My husband would never agree."
"Really?" she asked, moving away from my ear. I was surprised by the wave of disappointment that rushed through me suddenly. Her smile was playful and yet implying so much. "Your husband wouldn't mind watching you in the throes of girl on girl passion? Or having his choice of at least a dozen hot women to pleasure him?"
I tried to make a joke out of it. "Well what guy wouldn't want that?"
Jessica let my question linger before finishing, "So if you're interested, I can get you in, but there are requirements."
"Like what?" I asked, curiosity killing the cat.
"Are you sure you want to know?" she teased.
Before I could answer, the intercom crackled and announced, "Ms. Kraun to room 1402. Ms. Kraun to room 1402."
Jessica shrugged, "Well, we will have to continue this conversation later." Then she shocked me by leaning in and kissing me quickly on the lips but with authority.
Just as quick as her lips were on mine, she was gone and I was left alone a mental muddled mess. I couldn't deny a spark chilled my entire body when Jessica briefly kissed me. I was shocked by the kiss and confused by the sensations I was feeling. Before I had time to really deal with all this information, I looked up at the clock and realized I was five minutes late for my shift. Ignoring the spark kindling in my vagina, I left the locker room and headed out to my work station.
4. CONSIDERING THE OFFER
The next eight hours were crazy and I didn't have any time to consider the invitation Jessica had offered. I was grabbing my stuff to head home when Jessica entered the locker room.
My face instantly felt warm as I relived our last brief moment of unexpected intimacy, I suddenly felt like a giddy insecure teenager again. Jessica asked, as she began unbuttoning her shirt, "So do you still want to know about the party expectations?"
I barely heard her words as I watched her undress like a horny teenage boy would do, even though I had seen her changing many times, it felt like my first.
"Earth to Trudy," Jessica teased as her final button was unbuttoned.
"What?" I asked, rattled by my sudden obsession with seeing her breasts, considering I had seen her breasts in a bra many times before.
"What were you thinking about?" she asked knowing exactly what I was thinking, as she began pulling down her skirt.
"Oh-oh-oh nothing," I stammered, even as my red face betrayed my words.
Her mischievous smile returned as each word slithered out of her mouth with sexual venom breaking down the last remaining walls of my propriety. "You can't stop thinking of my offer, can you, sexy?"
Being called sexy was another rush as the sweet terms of endearment from my husband quit around the same time the market crashed. I stammered, "I-I-I guess."
With her skirt on the floor, she bent down like a porn star, giving a perfect view of her thong covered ass encased in white pantyhose. Although I was not a lesbian and had never had more than brief lingering thoughts and rare naughty dreams, I was suddenly mesmerized by Jessica's body. Jessica seemingly knowing the impact she was having on me, held her perfect pose as she turned her head to look at me staring at her and asked, "Like what you see, Trudy?"
Only able to speak with a stammer, I answered, "I-I-I-um..."
Thankfully, Jessica saved me from my blithering idiot rambling and asked, as she stood back up, "So I assume you want join us next Saturday?"
My moral conscience still lingering deep inside overcame my carnal desire that was simmering at the surface and begging to be dealt with. "I could never cheat on Matt."
Jessica, grabbing a pair of jeans from her locker, countered, "Who said anything about cheating? Our group is very much against cheating. Every member is married or in a serious relationship. Both man and woman in the relationship must agree to all the rules of the group and can only join as a couple."
"Oh," was all I could muster as I continued to check out Jessica's perfect body as she slowly slithered herself into the tightest jeans ever made.
She continued talking, oblivious to my staring or just used to it based on her perfect body and looks, and explained, "Our group believes that monogamy is a hindrance in a relationship as everyone, regardless of your morale fibre and your love for your partner, will fantasize about others. Usually these fantasies will consume you and either you cheat and betray your spouse or you mentally cheat every time you are intimate with them." She paused, her perky breasts still on display for me in her skimpy black lace bra, "Thus we strongly believe our swinger's group actually saves marriages."
I joked, trying to be casual about an idea that seemed more logical and appealing the more I learned, "Your slogan could be: saving marriages one fuck at a time."
Jessica's smile disappeared and she said, suddenly her tone cold, "Don't be flippant and judgemental Trudy. I was trying to be helpful."
As she grabbed her shirt from her locker, I quickly apologized not wanting to insult her. "Wait! Sorry, Jessica, I was being sarcastic. It is how I deal with situations I am uncomfortable with."
Jessica turned back to me, her shirt in her hand, her eyes softening, "I am sorry too. I don't tell many about Eddie's and my swinger lifestyle, but thought it could really help you. Plus I find you very attractive."
"You do?" I questioned, both confused and turned on.
"Yes I do, sexy," she smiled.
"How did you and Eddie get started in the group?" I asked, wanting to know everything.
Jessica offered, "That is a long story. Let's go out for a drink."
"I am way too tired to be going to a bar," I yawned.
"Did I imply I was asking you?" she asked her tone suddenly firm. Before I could respond she added, "We are going for a drink and I am not taking no for an answer."
"Ok," I agreed distracted by her putting on her blouse and her rather authoritative tone.
"You're not changing?" she questioned, content with my answer.
"I usually just go home after work and hit the shower so I don't bring extra clothes," I explained.
She turned back to her locker and pulled out a blood red blouse and handed it to me. "I have a few outfits in here depending on what I may be doing later. Your skirt is fine, but we can't be going out with you in a stained nurse's smock."
Before I could even respond she was pulling my scrubs off me, revealing my tiny breasts in my sports bra (I found a sports bra more practical for the job...comfort had always came first with me).
"A sports bra," she smiled, adding, "I hope you are less practical at home."
I shrugged, "I am more a sweats and t-shirt kind of gal."
Jessica dressed me like I was her living Barbie Doll and said, "Well, I hate to be critical sugar, but being married doesn't mean you quit working hard on your relationship. If you don't dress feminine and if you don't feel sexy, then your man will quit trying to."
"I suppose," I whispered, as she buttoned up the slightly see through blouse on me.
"No, I suppose. I am not saying the swinger's group is right for you, but even if it isn't you need to do more work on your side to rekindle the fire in your marriage."
Suddenly guilt overwhelmed me. I had been blaming Matt for our lackluster passion, but in just a few words of wisdom from a colleague I realized I was just as much to blame. I replied, "You are right, Jessica. I have gotten lazy."
"It is easy to do," she replied, supporting my realization, "But it is just as easy to fix."
I joked, "I may need a whole new wardrobe."
"Well one thing that always relaxes me is shopping for clothes," she smiled, "let's go, the malls are open for a couple of more hours."
"Now?" I asked.
"No time like the present," Jessica pointed out and added, "plus I need a new outfit for next weekend's Halloween party."
"Are they always themed?" I repeated, curiously.
"Yep, every party has a theme. Last month was a superhero theme to celebrate the opening of the Avengers movie and the month before was a BDSM party."
"Oh," I replied, too nervous to ask what a BDSM party was. We were heading to the parking lot before I asked, "So next is a Halloween party?"
"Yes, actually, it will be a perfect time to join as you can kind of create a slut persona and still hide behind a mask if you are nervous," Jessica revealed as we reached her car. "We'll take my car."
The mall was only a few minutes' drive, but enough time with traffic to allow her to tell me about how she joined this exclusive club.
"So first thing you should know is Eddie and I had been involved in a couple of threesomes before we became actual swingers. We had tried two guys and one girl and two girls and a guy, but we both had the fantasies of a foursome or moresomes. Anyways, as you know Eddie works for the city in economic development and at last Year's Christmas party, not this past Christmas but the one before that, we were quite drunk and ended up in a free for all sexual extravaganza with two other couples at the office Christmas party."
Jessica paused to look at me while at a red light. She could tell I was enthralled by her every word. She smiled, adding, "It was fucking amazing. It was my first double penetration and I became addicted."
"You took it in the butt?" I asked, astonished.
"Fuck yeah," she replied like it was what everyone was doing, adding, "Don't knock it till you try it."
The light changed and she turned her eyes back to the road as she continued the story. "Anyway, once all the men were all spent I recall saying how I still wanted more, but none were capable of fulfilling my need. As we were leaving, one of the wives' handed me a card and suggested I give her a call and the rest is history."
"Wow," I said, the whole story so unbelievable, yet clearly the truth.
"Wow, indeed," she echoed as we arrived at the mall.
Silence lingered between us as we exited the car and made our way into the mall. I followed her into a store called Lace and Grace, a store I had walked past a trillion times, but never entered.
The first thing I noticed when I entered the store (because of its intimate products, it is a closed door shop) was a wall of toys. The only toy I had was a vibrator I had bought in college at a sex party and it really wasn't big enough to properly satisfy me.
Jessica noticed my bug-eyed look and guessed. "Let me guess. You have one vibrator that you have had since before you were married."
"Is it that obvious?"
"You scream sexually repressed, my dear," she dead panned.
I winced at her accurate assessment, and trying to shed this image asked, "And what would you suggest my guru of pleasure."
She smiled at me and said, "Be careful what you ask for, honey. I'd have you wearing a butt plug to work to prepare you for the party, if I had my way."
"Oh my God," I gasped at her frank response.
"That is exactly what you will be screaming over and over at the party," she quipped, grabbing my hand and leading me to the wall of self-pleasure.
I remained silent to avoid digging a deeper hole than I was already in, as I stared at so many inconceivable sex toys I didn't even know where to start.
Jessica teased, "We are not here for these, but clearly you are thinking of upgrading your meager toy collection."
I again stammered, "No-I-um just can't fathom the purpose for some of these toys." I pointed to one that actually had a drill handle, "Like what is this one for."
Jessica quipped without hesitation, "To literally drill you."
"Apparently," I replied.
Jessica reached for a smaller toy. She handed me the box and said, "This is a must have for any sexually needy woman."
"A we-vibe?" I asked, looking at the rather small contraption.
"It may be small but it gives the best sensations," Jessica smiled, "while one part teases your pussy the other pulses on your clit."
"Wow," I mindlessly replied thinking about how awesome that would potentially feel.
"Wow, indeed," Jessica said, "plus with a pair of tight panties you can wear it while you are out and about."
"I would never...."
"Never say never, sweetie," Jessica recommended, reaching for a much bigger toy, "because if I have my way I will be using this on you next Saturday."
She handed me a long dildo that had heads at both ends. At first I couldn't fathom what it could be used for until Jessica explained, "It's a double-ended dildo so we can fuck each other, pussy to pussy."
My face must have been ruby red as she added, taking back the long toy, "Just kidding...probably." She shrugged and dragged me to the bras and shocked me again when she cupped my breasts and asked, "34b?"
My facial expression a mixture of shock at being felt up and her very accurate appraisal, I nodded, "How did you know?"
She shrugged, "It's a gift."
She scanned the many different bras all of which were sexier than any I currently owned before grabbing three and ordering, "Go try these on."
I took the bras tentatively and went into the small changing room. I put on a lacy white push-up bra that definitely enhanced my small breasts. It was like the breast fairy had waved her magic wand and given me the breasts I had always dreamed of having.
As I admired my new breasts, I was startled when Jessica walked in unannounced. "Nice. Isn't it amazing what one tiny piece of lingerie can do for you?"
Although suddenly feeling vulnerable in only a bra, I feigned confidence. "It makes me look like I have breasts."
"Nice, firm, appetizing breasts," Jessica complimented.
"I suppose," I replied, feeling awkward from the compliment.
"Turn around," she instructed.
I did and felt her unhook the bra and toss it on the bench. She reached and grabbed a second bra and dressed me like I was again a full-sized Barbie doll.
Her hands on me was awkward, yet sensual, causing an undeniable stirring down below.
Once the light blue bra was on, she spun me around to face the mirror and said, "Cute, very cute."
I looked in the mirror and had to agree; it was cute and somehow made me look younger.
I felt Jessica's hands expertly unclasped the bra and felt her hot breathe on the back of my neck which caused more tingling down below and made my nipples go as stiff as diamonds.
Her hand never leaving my back, she reached and grabbed the third black bra and put it on me. I wondered if she saw my erect nipples and flushed face. Did she know the impact she was having on me?



Once on, she twirled me around and said, "Wow. Every girl needs a sexy black bra."
"Is that so?" I asked.
"Look for yourself," Jessica said, pointing to the mirror.
Turning around, I looked at myself and again I had to agree it accentuated my breasts in ways I didn't think was possible.
"Now a nice black fuck me dress, some stockings and heels and men will be drooling over you," Jessica complimented, before adding with a mischievous smile, "and some women too."
She let her last words linger before leaving me alone in the room to change.
My panties were very damp and I had to quickly calm myself down from my surprising reaction to Jessica's touch and got dressed.
I returned to the store and Jessica had a basket with panties and pantyhose.
She explained, "Whether or not you join us on Saturday you should have some naughty undergarments. I love it when I am out with Eddie in a sexy, but appropriate cocktail dress, but underneath I'm wearing thigh high stockings, a thong and a lacy bra. Or as I like to say: dress like a lady on the outside and a slut underneath...since in my opinion I am both. I also think all women want to be seen as both deep down, but most are to insecure about their bodies or too worried about what society might think."
Trying to impress her, I said, "Well, then I better take that toy you showed me."
She smiled and joked, "You may make a good slut yet."
"As good as you?" I quipped back.
"Well, I have never...." she joked back, her hands on her hips all diva-like.
Ten minutes later I had spent over 250 bucks, had three new bras, six new thongs, four pairs of thigh high, a new vibrator and a we-vibe.
Ten minutes after that we were at a lounge with some wine and we chatted about work, patients and men's bizarre fascination with sports. Finally, both on our second glasses, and me already tipsy due to being overtired, the conversation returned to the swinger's party.
Jessica asked, "So do you think you are interested in the swinger's party?"
"It may be the wine, but as of now, hell yeah," I replied, wine always loosening my morals.
"Well, I already told you about the couples' only piece and our monogamy philosophy, so the last piece is the loyalty test," she revealed.
Curious, I asked, "What is the loyalty test."
"Well, you become the submissive slave of the person who brought you for the night," Jessica said, an unreadable smile on her face.
My pussy leaked into my panties at the thought and my cheeks returned to ruby red.
I was about to speak, when she added, "Just kidding...unless you like that idea." After a pause, she explained the real rules. "But seriously...To guarantee complete loyalty and secrecy, you will each be expected to perform an act that will be videotaped."
"Oh my," I gasped, already pretty confident Matt would never agree.
"If you somehow betray the confidence of the group, the video goes viral," she explained.
"What did you have to do?" I asked.
She smiled, clearly fondly recalling her loyalty test. "I had to blow three guys and allow each to come on my face and then I had to fuck myself with a cucumber."
"Oh my God," I gasped again, "I could never do that."
She smiled, "Oh yes you could."
"I don't think so," I replied, although the idea had my pussy tingling.
"I can tell by the look on your eyes, you're already thinking about it," she correctly assessed.
"Well a girl can dream," I smiled back, the wine and conversation together stirring up a longing I had long lost.
Jessica surprised me yet again, "I want to fuck you so badly."
"What?" I exclaimed.
"Seriously," she said, "I want to devour you whole."
Such flattery had me tingling as did the idea of Jessica devouring me whole. Seeing I was rattled by her upfront behavior and yet not rejecting it, she added, "I have a plan."
"You do?" I asked, curiosity again getting the better of me.
"Yes, you and Matt are going to come to our house this Friday for a fun night of drinking, cards and fun in the hot tub."
"We are?" I asked, my head spinning with the possibilities such a night would hold.
"Yes you are and I won't take no for an answer," she said confidently.
"Ok," I agreed tentatively, unsure what I was really getting myself into, yet just as excited about the possibilities of the unknown.
Her sexy smile had me overwhelmed, "And then we will let the chips fall where they may."
We finished our wine and headed home the possibilities of Friday night both exciting and scary.
5. CROSSING THE LINE
All week I tried to bring it up to Matt, but I could never get the courage. We did have sex once, but as usual it was literally anti-climatic. He agreed, very reluctantly, to go to Jessica's on Friday. The more I thought about Jessica and the swinger's party, the more excited I got at the possibility.
Friday came and because the weather was so amazing we sat in their backyard, had a barbecue and a few drinks. The good news was that Matt and Eddie really seemed to get along as they talked football, baseball, muscle cars and the stock market. Jessica and I let them chat as we went inside to get changed for the hot tub.
Jessica asked, once alone, "Have you put any more thought into my offer?"
"Too much thought," I replied.
Jessica's sexy smile returned. "Is that so, do tell."
My face went red at what I had obviously implied. "I am going through major withdrawal," I admitted, before adding, "we had sex once since our chat, but I had to wait till after he fell asleep to finish what he didn't."
"And what were you thinking about," she purred, her tone dripping with innuendo.
"Lots of things," I vaguely answered.
Jessica moved in front of me, her seductive eyes pulling me in. "Was I in your fantasy at all?"
I stammered, nervously and excitedly, "Y-y-yes, you were."
"Mmmmmmm," she moaned in a way that I can't properly explain but had my knees weak, my body trembling and my pussy tingling. "Let's go change into our bikinis, sexy," she suggested, grabbing my hand and leading me to her room. I followed like a lovesick puppy.
As soon as we reached her room, she discarded her clothes and was standing in front of me naked. Smiling at me, obviously knowing the impact she had on me, she asked, "Like what you see?"
I replied, my cheeks giving away any pretense her nakedness was not affecting me, "I can't believe how tight your body is."
She shrugged, "I was born this way."
"You don't work out?" I asked, incredulously.
"Only up and down on Eddie's pole," she smiled, before adding, "and of course I do have a monthly marathon."
"You are so bad," I teased.
Bending over, giving me a perfect view of her ass, she reached for her bikini. Turning around and walking towards me, she said, "You can be bad too."
Reaching me, I waited in anticipation for her kiss. Her lips grazed mine, before moving to my ear, "All you have to do is say yes." She bit my ear lobe, tugged it teasingly and ordered, "Now get changed, it is time to amp up this night."
I nervously undressed as she watched. Once naked, she praised me. "Trudy, you have a damn fine body. All the men will be fighting over you tomorrow."
I blushed, thrilled by the compliment, but didn't believe it. "As if, I can't even get my own husband to fuck me," I sighed.
Her tone changing, she scolded, "Don't you dare play the pity card. Men need variety, whether it is more than one woman or different positions or whatever. It is your job as a wife to keep him happy just like it is his job to be romantic."
"Well if that is the case we would both be fired," I quipped.
"Well, let's go save your job," she smiled, moving in and kissing me. I was suddenly weak in the knees as I melted into her.
A moment later, she broke the kiss and asked playfully, "You ready to take this show live?"
"Oh my God, I don't know," I wavered.
"What is the worst that is going to happen?" the sexy bombshell asked.
"Um...." I paused, unsure the answer.
"Exactly," Jessica confirmed. "Your marriage is in trouble and I am going to help you save it by fucking you. Now get in your bathing suit."
Before I could respond, she left me alone stunned by her last declaration. Anxiety overwhelmed me as I got into my bikini and prepared for the unknown.
Five minutes later all four of us were in the hot tub drinking and chatting as if we were lifelong friends. After a few minutes, Jessica's hand appeared on my leg causing me instant excitement and trepidation. Was she really going to do something with my husband right there? The answer came seconds later when her hand slowly moved up until it was between my legs gently teasing my pussy lips. I was thankful I was under water so she couldn't tell how wet she was making me.
The next few minutes I tried to continue to be involved in the conversation, but was distracted by Jessica's touch. Suddenly, Jessica said, "Let's play a game."
Matt said, "What game?"
"Truth or dare," Jessica revealed, her finger moving inside my bikini.
I gasped as her finger penetrated me.
Matt noticed, "You okay?"
"Y-y-yes," I stammered, as Jessica begin to slowly fill my pussy with her finger. "I just haven't played truth or dare since I was a teenager."
"I'm game," Eddie said, knowing where his girlfriend was going.
"Me too," Matt agreed.
"Well, I guess I have no chooooice," I said, stretching the last word as Jessica wiggled her finger now completely in me.
Matt gave a confused look, while Eddie gave a knowing one which somehow turned me on more.
Jessica started, "Trudy , truth or dare?"
"Truth," I said, scared of what she might dare me to do.
Jessica considered for a minute before asking, "When did you last have sex?"
"Tuesday," I answered, thankful for an easy question.
"Matt's turn," Jessica announced all chipper.
"Dare," he shrugged.
Jessica said, "This is for both of you men. I dare you to throw your trunks onto the deck."
Eddie shrugged and quickly took the dare while Matt looked surprised. Once he noticed Eddie had done it, he followed suit.
"My turn, I guess," Jessica smiled. "Matt ask away."
"Truth or dare," Matt asked, his eyes continually lowering to Jessica's voluptuous breasts.
"Dare," Jessica answered.
"Tit for tat, I think, I dare both of the ladies to discard their bikinis," Matt dared.
Jessica laughed, as she turned to me, her finger sliding out of me, and reached behind me to take off my bikini top. My body trembled at her touch as she joked, "Let's show the boys tit for tat."
Once she released my breasts from the bikini top, I moved my hands, suddenly feeling brazen, and leaned my naked breasts onto her and removed her bikini as well. Once off, our breasts were crushed together and I turned to my stunned husband, who I bet didn't think we would take off our bikini tops, and smiled my tone dripping with sexiness, "Is this tit for tat or tit for tit enough for you."
Matt was indeed surprised, but Eddie took control, "You only half completed the dare, ladies."
Jessica ordered, "Stand up, my dear."
"Really?" I asked.
"A dare is a dare," Jessica shrugged.
"Okay," I agreed, nervous and excitement two emotions bouncing inside me.
I stood up and Jessica kneeled in front of me and pulled the string that unfastened by bikini bottom. She let my bottom fall into the hot tub and lingered there, my long neglected hairy cunt directly in her face. I didn't dare look at Matt, instead concentrating on staring at the beautiful younger women who I was completely enchanted by.
"You need a trim, my dear," Jessica finally quipped, before standing up and turning to Matt, "Would you like to do the honours?" I quickly sat back down so my cunt was no longer on display, although my breasts were only partially covered by the bubbles.
Matt was flabbergasted, yet, like me, he avoided making eye contact with his spouse, instead just getting drawn into the beauty that was Jessica. He tugged the string and her bikini bottom quickly joined mine in the water.
Matt couldn't pry his eyes off Jessica's cunt, I am not even sure he blinked, until she turned around towards me and said, "Eddie loves my cunt shaved."
I stared, like Matt, at her cunt with awe. I had never shaved mine before. Sure I had trimmed it, over a year ago truth be told, but never liked the idea of a razor so close to my pussy. Yet, feeling promiscuous and naughty, I wisecracked, "Well I guess it makes it easier to eat."
"Want to find out?" Jessica asked.
The moment of truth was at hand. This time I looked directly at Matt. He gave just the slightest of nods giving me permission to do it.
Jessica straddled me on the hot tub, most of her body outside the tub, taking control as I continued to hesitate, said, "I dare you to eat my cunt, Trudy."
I took a breath for confidence, before I leaned forward and took the dare.
I heard Jessica order, "Matt, please hold me up so I don't fall."
I assumed Matt did, what guy wouldn't touch her naked body given the opportunity, as I tentatively licked her pussy. I imagine the taste would have been much different if she hadn't been in a hot tub, as there was literally no taste at first. As I licked, moving my tongue back and forth between her pussy lips, I began to taste a wetness that I was responsible for...which was exhilarating...knowing she was getting sexually excited because of me. I just tried to do what I like having done to me, which is to be warmed up with slow licking, lubricating my pussy lips, followed by an aggressive attack on the clit.
Once I took her clit in my mouth, she moaned, "That's it Trudy, you are a natural pussy licker."
A chill went down my spine, even as I was quickly brought back to the reality that I was eating a pussy while my husband held up the woman.
"Matt," she asked coyly, "do you like watching your wife eat pussy?" I tensed up as I waited to hear his response. Was he turned on? Mortified?
"Y-y-yes," he stammered, after a brief pause which relaxed me instantly as I sucked her swollen clit between my lips.
"Good, because I plan to use your pretty wife to pleasure me on many occasions now that I know she is such a submissive little thing," Jessica explained, seeing just how far she could push my bewildered husband.
"Fine with me," he replied, clearly taken by Jessica's personality and sensuality just like I had been.
"Gooooood," Jessica moaned, her breathing getting more erratic. "Because I have naughty plaaaans for yoooooou twoooooooooo," she screamed, as she grabbed my head and pulled my face deep into her cunt.
A gush of cum exploded out of her and onto my face. I eagerly licked her unique exotic taste that had me instantly realizing I would drop to my knees to taste from her delicacy with the snap of her fingers...any time and any place.
Eventually, she let go of my head and asked, "Did you enjoy eating my cunt, Trudy?"
"God, yes," I admitted, no longer even remotely worried about playing innocent for my husband.
"You were very good at it," she complimented.
"Thank you," I replied, although it sounded strange coming out of my mouth.
She then asked Matt teasingly, while looking at me, "Is that your cock poking my ass, Matt?"
Matt stammered, "I-I-I guess, s-s-sorry."
"Truth Matt. Do you want to fuck me?" She asked, turning her head around to look at him.
I couldn't see his face from my submissive position still between Jessica's legs, but knew he was trying to decide how to answer.
I pushed him by reminding him, "Honey, it's truth, so just tell the truth."
Jessica added, "Yeah, I need to know if you are going to fuck me or if Eddie is."
Eddie added, "I told you we were swingers earlier man, she is yours for the taking."
"Yes, I want to fuck you," Matt finally admitted, a hunger in his voice I had not heard in a long time.
"My pussy or ass?" She asked.
"Both," Matt answered quickly, like me no longer worried about his significant other but about the moment.
"Well don't just stand there, fuck me," Jessica said, moving beside me, on her knees in the hot tub.
Matt, again like me earlier, avoided eye contact with me, as he moved behind her. Unfortunately, her cunt was still in the water so I couldn't see him penetrate her, but I did watch his facial expressions which told me he was in.
Jessica then ordered, "Trudy get your cunt in front of me now."
I didn't need to be told twice as I got out of the tub, moved in front of her, sat back down and spread my legs excited to have two men watch me get eaten.
Jessica said, "This cunt needs a good trim, Trudy."
"Anything you say," I answered without hesitation.
"Those are an interesting choice of words," Jessica purred.
I stared directly at Matt who finally was looking at me and said, "Well, almost anything."
"Almost anything is a pretty big scope," she pointed out as my husband fucked her.
"So it is," I playfully agreed.
Jessica turned to Matt and said, "I am not your wife, don't make love to me, fuck me, force my face into her neglected cunt."
I wondered if Matt caught the shot at him, but I didn't care. I loved him, but I needed this. Jessica returned to my cunt and dove in.
She licked my pussy lips slowly at first like I had, although it was difficult as her whole face was also pounded into me as Matt shifted to fucking her.
I watched a Matt I hadn't seen in almost a year as he pounded her and even began to talk as he slammed his cock into her simultaneously slamming Jessica's face into me. "Is this hard enough for you?"
"Harder dammit," she replied, clearly enjoying my husband's cock slamming into her.
Eddie laughed, "She is insatiable and impossible to please."
"That's not truuuue," she moaned, "I just make you fuckers work for it."
I glanced at Eddie who was sitting on the side of the hot tub watching his girlfriend in a threesome that didn't include him. His big cock was rock hard and seemed to be pointing directly at me as if beckoning me.
Taking control, I said, "I'll take a rain check on that sweet mouth of yours Jessica. I see something else that needs attention."
Jessica smiled, knowing instantly my intent, "Tit for tat."
I laughed as I moved towards Eddie and his cock, "Indeed tit for tat." But first I moved to Matt and kissed him. Breaking the kiss, I whispered, "I want to see you pound her ass too."
"Oh the things I do to please my wife," he joked.
"Remember those words," I quipped back as I moved to Eddie, dropped to my knees and wordlessly took his stiff rod between my lips.
"About fucking time girl," he groaned as I didn't waste any time with pleasantries and took six inches of his cock in my mouth. I wasn't sure I could take all eight but I was sure willing to try.
I bobbed up and down on Eddie's cock for the next couple minutes slowly taking more and more into my mouth. Jessica's moans were consistent and a constant turn on as she even moaned sexier than me.
I almost had all of his cock in my mouth when he ordered, "Ride me, slut."
I had never been called a slut before during sex. Although I wasn't a feminist by any stretch I had always hated the way that word was used so liberally. Matt knew how much I despised it and never used it. Yet, this time it only turned me on. At the moment I was a slut giving in without hesitation or consequence to my sexual desires. I quickly obeyed, getting out of the hot tub and awkwardly straddling his missile. I also hated being on top, being more a missionary, doggy style or on my side type of girl, yet again just doing as I was told enhanced the sexual stimulation of the already steamy situation.
I lowered myself slowly and moaned loudly as I took his cock in me. From this position I could ride Eddie and watch Matt fuck Jessica.
Jessica finally ordered, "Sit on the edge of the hot tub, boy toy."



I laughed slightly at Matt being called a boy toy. Of course, he didn't hesitate as he was now sitting directly across from me and was watching me get completely filled by a cock two inches bigger than his.
His cock, like Eddie's, was saluting the ladies, as Jessica replicated my position straddling over my husband. The one big difference is she slowly took Matt's cock in her ass. I watched both in awe and envy, at just how easily she took a cock in her ass. Being ass fucked had always been a secret fantasy of mine, but other than my fingers, and a very epic failure when I was drunk in college, which had resulted in it only being an exit hole.
"Ever fucked a woman's ass," Jessica asked once Matt's cock had completely disappeared inside her.
"Noooooo," he groaned, clearly in euphoria at what was currently happening to him.
Watching Jessica slowly riding my husband's cock turned me on and I began bouncing up and down on Eddie's long, thick rod which filled me completely. Each downward bounce reached new depths inside me bringing new sensations of pleasure to flow through me.
In only a couple of minutes of getting his cock milked by Jessica's ass, Matt grunted and warned, "I'm going to come."
Jessica hopped off his cock, and began furiously pumping his cock. "Do you want to come on my face?"
"Yeaaaaah," Matt groaned, something else I didn't ever do, realizing just how vanilla I really was.
Eddie meanwhile ordered, "Tighten that cunt of yours around my cock, slut."
"Kkkkkk," I moaned, my orgasm close as I tried to focus on milking his cock all the while watching the scene directly in front of me. I tightened my cunt as best as I could, trying to really ride his clock fast, my orgasm building quickly.
"Aaaaaaaaaah," Matt grunted as he sprayed his cum onto Jessica's open mouth and face.
"How long have you been holding that big load, stud?" She asked, as five streams of cum covered her face.
"Too looooong," he replied, just as Jessica deep throated his cock that had just been in her ass.
The nasty scene was too much for me, as was my pace and the glorious big cock inside me and I screamed, "Fuuuuuuuck, I'm comiiiiing."
Eddie lifted me up, keeping his cock in me, lowered me back onto the edge of hot tub, and began really fucking me hard. The deep rough pounding as my orgasm was trembling through me unlike any I had ever experienced before had me babbling incoherently, "oh God, yes, fuck, I love your cock, use me, ahhhh, yes, shiiiiit, I'm your sluuuuuuuuut." I couldn't believe I had called myself a 'slut', yet that is exactly what I felt like at the moment and it was an exhilarating feeling.
A couple of minutes later, my orgasm finally subsiding, Eddie demanded, "Finish me off with those pretty cocksucking lips, slut."
I quickly obeyed, reluctantly allowing his cock to slip out of my well fucked cunt and took it in my mouth. I hungrily bobbed back and forth trying to finish what I had started earlier, attempting to take all eight inches of his thick cock into my mouth.
"Yes, take it all like a good little slut, Trudy," he groaned.
That was all the encouragement I needed to take the last half inch into my mouth.
Jessica complimented, "Shit Trudy for a sexually repressed woman you really are eager."
"How bad do you want my cum, slut?" Eddie asked as he pulled out and began pumping his cock.
I didn't hesitate wanting nothing more than to allow him to cum wherever he wanted to. "I have never wanted anything more in my life, sir." I didn't realize I said 'sir' until it was too late, but thankfully no one said anything.
"Does your wife let you coat her pretty face with your jizz?" Eddie asked Matt.
"Never," Matt replied his tone implying he figured I should.
"Are you going to let me shoot my full load of cum all over your pretty face?" Eddie asked as he looked down at me.
Annoyed by Matt's comment, I replied, "Come anywhere you want, my face, my tits or my cunt."
"What about your sweet little ass?" He questioned.
I stammered, realizing I had painted myself into this corner, "I-I-I have never done that before."
Eddie said to Jessica, "well we know what her initiation will be."
"That we do," Jessica agreed, moving to her boyfriend's cock and stroking it for him. "Open wide, Trudy."
I obeyed, opening wide for the cum I was craving.
Seconds later, but it felt like an eternity, his first robe of cum shot out like a cannon hitting me on the forehead. The second hit between my eyes and the third directly in my mouth. I eagerly swallowed the limited sample as more sprayed onto my neck and tits.
"We can't be wasting Eddie's cum," Jessica smiled, her face coated in Matt's juice as she leaned forward and licked the cum off my breast and then moved up my neck. Her hot breath got me hot again as she slowly moved up my body to retrieve her boyfriend's cum. My body shivered at her touch as she moved to my lips and kissed me. It started tender, but soon we were kissing like two teenagers first time, never wanting it to end. Our tongues explored each other's mouths even as our hands explored each others' bodies.
When we finally broke apart, the men had filled up the drinks. Sitting beside our significant other, both of our faces sticky with cum, Jessica said, "So Matt, do you want to come with us tomorrow as our guests?"
"Where to?" he asked.
"A swinger's party," she answered.
Matt choked on his drink.
Jessica and Eddie both laughed.
Jessica explained in detail everything she had told me, with Eddie adding the odd piece of information. I moved my hand under water and grabbed his cock which was stiff again. I stroked him as he listened to everything.
Jessica finished by adding that I had told her about how our marriage had become sexually stagnated and that she had suggested the swinger's party as a remedy.
I said, trying to soften the wording, "I just said that we had lost the creative spark we used to have."
"I guess we have," Matt agreed.
"So are you in?" Jessica asked.
"Do you want to do this?" Matt asked me.
"If you do," I replied.
Matt said, "I can't believe that I didn't want to come here tonight."
"You weren't expecting to watch your wife dyke out, take her friend's ass, and be offered to join a very exclusive swinger's group?" Jessica joked.
"I was thinking more feigning caring while wishing I could just be at home watching the ball game," Matt answered back, before joking, "but this was okay too."
"Fucker," Jessica said playfully.
"Takes one to know one," Matt quipped back, my old witty husband suddenly back from the abyss.
"So I'll take that as a yes," Eddie said.
"Fuck yes," Matt agreed.
A rush of excitement coursed through me as I moved on top of him and slowly straddled my husband's cock.
"You slut," Jessica said.
"Takes one to know one," I retorted repeating my husband's line.
"Just one question," Matt asked.
"Anything," Jessica said, as she straddled Eddie.
"What will be the initiation?" Matt questioned.
"No guarantees," Eddie answered. "I am guessing once Jessica tells the head Mistress that your wife is an anal virgin she will be determined to change that travesty."
"And me?" Matt asked, seemingly okay with his wife getting sodomized by a stranger.
"Ever sucked cock?" Eddie asked.
"God, no," my husband gasped.
"Just kidding," Eddie laughed, before adding, "There are a few bi-men in the group. Anyways, they have a few women who desperately love to get laid and you will fuck one or more of them."
"Sounds ok," Matt shrugged.
"I fucked a seventy year old," Eddie revealed before adding, "and then had to lick my cum from her pussy."
"Your fucking with me again aren't you?" my hubby asked nervously.
"Nope, it is critical that the evidence they have on you is so incriminating that you would never betray the group," Eddie explained.
Jessica asked, as her big tits bounced up and down, "Still in, stud?"
"If my wife is in, I am in," he said.
"I'm all iiiiin," I moaned, as I bounced on his cock.
"Then get off his cock right now," Jessica ordered.
"But I'm close," I protested.
"No sex until tomorrow night. We need you horny as hell and need your hubby with as many loads as possible to shoot," Jessica said. "The women in the club are insatiable."
"So it seems," I said, as I reluctantly got off Matt's cock.
We chatted for a while before getting dressed and agreeing to meet at 8:30 at their house to go together to the party.
On the drive home, I refrained from just lowering my head and sucking his cock while he drove. We didn't talk at all as we drove in silence both pondering the night we just had and the evening that lie before us.
6. SWINGER'S PARTY
The next morning I woke up late and was surprised to see that Matt was gone. On the kitchen table was a note:
My slut wife,
I have to go to work for a while. I also will pick up outfits for tonight. I also expect you to trim that cunt of yours.
Love Matt
I smiled and laughed. He was trying to be forceful seeing how it worked for Eddie and the reaction I had. Yet, he finishes with 'Love Matt'...obviously he still has some work to do at bring more aggressive, yet he is also so adorable.
I was so thrilled that it went so well yesterday. The night could have ended our marriage and yet instead, just like Jessica said, it seems to have saved it. Crazy, but true, swinging had rekindled our marriage and tonight was an opportunity to really spice it up.
I followed his command and trimmed by pussy which took a lot of time. I considered shaving completely but decided against it, as I had always liked the natural look. The floor was a mess and I felt slightly ashamed that I had let it grow so ragged.
Jessica called to confirm we were still on for tonight and asked what I was wearing. I admitted I had no idea and learned she was going to be a slutty pirate wench.
The day ticked by at a snail's pace, until Matt arrived home at 4:30.
"Hi, honey," I called out.
"Hey?" He greeted back.
"What did you buy me?" I asked, like a kid on Christmas morning.
"So eager," he teased, before adding, "Just like last night."
"I couldn't believe how liberating it was, especially after I knew you were game," I said.
His tone turned serious, "If we do this we must promise each other that it is just sex."
"That is what it is," I comforted him. "I love you and love you even more after last night. I trust you enough to know that last night was just sex, as will be tonight, and that you would never do such a thing without me."
"Nor you me," he smiled, kissing me.
"I love you," I whispered, when the kiss ended.
"I love you too," he replied.
"I so want to fuck the shit out of you," I said, horny again.
"I think that may happen to you tonight," he joked.
"That is a bit nerve wracking," I admitted, my ass instantly clenching.
"As is whatever they have planned for me," he added.
"High risk for high reward," I joked.
"Indeed," he laughed.
"Soooooo...what did you get me?" I asked, fluttering my eyes like a child whose dad always brings them a present home from a trip.
"That is for me to know and you to find out," he said. "But first I need a shower and then food."
"Supper will be ready in twenty-five minutes," I announced.
"Great, what we having?" He asked.
"Your favourite," I smiled.
"You haven't made that forever," he said.
"You hadn't deserved it," I quipped.
I finished preparing supper; we ate and then watched Wheel of Fortune like we usually do. Finally it was time to get ready; I had been dying with anticipation for hours to know what he had thought would be a good costume for such an evening.
"Come up in a couple of minutes and I will have your outfit laid out for you," Matt said, standing up.
"Make it one," I countered. "The suspense is driving me nuts."
"It will be worth the wait," he promised before leaving me.
I waited a minute, probably less than that, before heading to our bedroom. As soon as I saw it on the bed I should have known...he was making his childhood fantasies a reality. I could only assume he was going to be Batman. I, it seemed, was going to be Catwoman. This Catwoman outfit was a snug fit and very impractical for the party we were going to...although I liked the idea of wearing a mask...my real identity concealed making me much more comfortable in front of a group of strangers.
I was looking at the vinyl outfit when Matt came out, as expected, in a Batman costume. I have to admit he looked fucking hot.
"Like the outfit?" He asked.
"Yours or mine?"
"Both."
"Well you are definitely save-me-from-the-villain-and-be-rewarded-with-the-fuck-of-your-life," I answered flirtatiously.
"And yours?" He asked.
"It looks very tight," I answered.
"Put it on," he instructed.
"Yes, Batman," I smiled.
I got undressed except for bra and panties when Matt said, "completely naked."
"Hmmmmmm, is Batman trying to seduce me?" I asked, as I allowed my bra to hit the floor.
"Maybe," he smiled, as I got out of my underwear.
I reached for the vinyl outfit when he ordered, "Thigh highs first."
Grabbing the thigh highs I hadn't noticed at first, I teased, "You and your nylon fetish."
"You and your not wearing them for me," he pointed out.
I had always thought his fetish strange. I used to wear them all the time when we were younger, but rarely wore them since I wore pantyhose every day at work. Hinting at my submissive side which he was finally catching onto after all these years, I said, "I'll wear them all the time."
"Really?" He asked.
"I'll walk around the house only in thigh highs and heels if you wish," I continued, as I slid the first thigh high up my leg.
"This is new," he said.
"All you have to do is treat me like I am your everything and I will become your everything," I said, stretching my nylon clad leg towards him.
He took it in his hands and kissed my toes.
I teased, "Don't start what you can't finish."
He laughed, "Oh I can finish it all right."
"No orgasms until tonight, stud," I teased, moving my foot away before putting on the second stocking.
Once on, I stood up and grabbed the outfit. I realized there was a zipper in the front that could be pulled down to get at my breasts and as I pulled it onto my body, tougher to get on than the tightest jeans I used to wear in high school, I realized the outfit was crotchless. I gasped, "Matt you can't be serious."
"As soon as I saw it I knew it was perfect," he smiled.
"I can't go in public like this," I said, mortified of our neighbours seeing my cunt or ass.
"I wasn't really asking your opinion," he shrugged. "Now finish getting dressed."
Half of me was pissed and wanted to slap him across the face, while the other half was turned on by his sudden confident and in control demeanour.
I obeyed, even as my face flushed. Once on, I added the belt that completed the ensemble, well besides the mask.
"Fuck you look hot," Matt complimented.
"Do I look hot or are you fantasizing about the chick that played the part all those years ago?" I asked.
"No, this is all you," he said.
My face again flushed, but this time with flattery. "Oh you know just what to say."
"One more thing," he said.
"What else could I possible add to this?" I asked.
"Heels," he said.
"You bought me shoes?" I asked stunned.
"Kinda."
"How can you kinda buy me shoes?"
He handed me a box and I knew instantly. He hadn't bought me shoes, he had bought me boots.
I opened the box and gasped yet again, he bought me five-inch 'fuck the shit out of me boots'. I hadn't worn heels larger than two inches in years. "You want me to wear these?" I asked before adding, "Theses just might kill me."
"If you're playing the role of slut tonight you should dress the part," he said.
"So I'm a slut now," I asked but with a smile.
"You're my slut," he countered, his hand moving to my already very wet cunt.
"That I am," I moaned at his touch.
"Now put on the boots," he ordered, before waiting a few seconds and adding, "slut."
"Yes, Master," I joked.
"Master, I like that," he smiled, his finger sliding inside me.
"You are going to make me come if you don't stop," I warned.
"Then I better stop," he said, pulling his finger out, but surprising me by pushing it into my ass.
"What the fuuuuuuuck," I gasped, stunned by his sudden penetration.
"Just getting you ready for tonight," he smiled, as he pulled his finger out.
"Get the boots on," he said firmly and left the room.
I watched him go, wondering if I had opened Pandora's box even as I pondered what a cock would feel like in my ass.
.....
I scurried to the car, scurry being a subjective term based on how many times I wobbled in my boots, petrified someone would see me. I had my mask on too, which somehow made me feel more anonymous.
We didn't talk on the drive, each of us contemplating the night ahead.
Arriving at Jessica's place, I again quickly walked up the driveway and to her door. It seemed like an eternity before the door was opened, not by Jessica but Eddie, who complimented me, "Wow, obviously you are hoping to make an entrance."
"Just wearing what Matt told me to," I shrugged.
"Good choice, man," Eddie approved.
"Might as well make another fantasy come true," Matt said.
"Come on in, Jessica is changing again," Eddie said.
"Again?" I asked.
"She learned Miranda was coming dressed as a school girl and now Jessica has to up the slut factor," Eddie explained.
"Slut factor?" I asked.
"Those are her words not mine," he said, before adding, "Can I get you a drink?"
"Please," Matt and I both said at exactly the same time.
We were on our second drinks when I heard Jessica ask, "How do I look?"
I turned around and my mouth dropped open. She was in a Minnie Mouse costume. She looked ridiculously hot with the ears, a skirt so short you could see the lace top stocking of her mocha stockings and she had on six inch open-toe heels. Minnie Mouse of course didn't wear a red micro skirt, a white half shirt that barely held in more than half her voluptuous breasts or a red half shirt that covered her arms and neck. Disney would roll in his grave, but every man alive would be rock hard and any girl dripping wet.
"Oh God Trudy, you look fucking delicious," she complimented when she reached us.
"Care for a taste," I teased, opening my legs and revealing my crotch less area.
"You little slut, are you trying to out slut me?" she asked.
"Just learning the ropes from the best," I teased, my finger opening my cunt for her, the second glass of wine already loosening my inhibitions. "So the offer still stands."
"I will definitely take a rain check," she smiled, kissing me. Breaking the kiss, she moved to Matt and kissed him too. "You don't look too bad yourself," she said.
"You look amazing," Matt said.
"I try," Jessica shrugged. "So are you guys ready for the night that changes everything?"
"I think that was yesterday," Matt joked.
"Oh that was just the appetizer. Tonight you will get the full course meal," Jessica replied.
"Should we have another drink before we go?" Eddie asked.
"Maybe two," Matt joked.
"Or seven," I added, the closer the clock ticked to our rendezvous, the more nervous I got.
"No turning back now, sexy," Jessica said.
"Not turning back, just filled with anticipation and trepidation," I explained.
"I understand," Jessica nodded.
We ended up having two more drinks, me already past tipsy, and then got ready as Jessica pointed out, "We need to get there on time. No one is allowed to play until the initiation is over."
"Oh my, will everyone be watching?" I asked.
"Yep, you too are fresh meat and they will all be conniving who gets first shot at you two," Jessica added.



"Fresh meat," I laughed nervously.
Eddie added, "The odds of you not getting fucked by every guy there is pretty slim."
"How many is everyone?" I asked, Eddie's prediction only adding to my growing anxiety.
"It's Halloween so almost everyone will be there, so at most fifteen couples" Eddie answered.
"Don't worry, two of them will be more into Matt if he is willing to swing that way," Jessica added.
Matt coughed, "There is gay action?"
Jessica shrugged as if it was no big deal, "There is everything action. But you can always say no, but trust me they will be eyeing you, especially if they learn you are straight and a back door virgin."
"I would never do it with another guy," Matt said.
"As I told your wife just a few days ago, never say never," Jessica warned.
Eddie added, "It's kind of reverse sexism. Two girls is hot, two guys is disgusting."
"You have been with a guy?" Matt asked.
"A few times. It's not really my thing, but it is a nice change of pace every once and a while," Eddie said rather casually.
"Don't be modest Eddie. Eddie is a great cocksucker and looks fucking hot getting fucked in the ass," Jessica said.
"I think we have said too much," Eddie said, not remotely embarrassed by Jessica's revelation. "We don't want them having second thoughts."
"Fair enough, but I must clarify who took your sexy butt's virginity?" Jessica asked.
"You did with a strap-on," Eddie admitted, not a hint of shame in his tone. Suddenly I wandered what it would be like to watch a guy get fucked by another guy, or for me to fuck Matt in the ass...wouldn't that be the ultimate tit for tat.
"Shit, we need to go now," Jessica said.
The guys sat in the front, Jessica and I sat in the back seat. As soon as the car was in motion Jessica pulled me in and kissed me. We kissed with sweet tenderness for the first few minutes our lips never breaking contact. But the longer the kiss lasted the more passionate it became. Our tongues danced, our hands groped, both avoiding our cunts, as we warned ourselves up for the party that was about to start.
We didn't come up for air until Eddie said, "Think you two dykes can take a long enough break from molesting each other to walk into the house."
"Not enjoying the show?" Jessica asked.
"Of course, but looking forward to the main attraction," Eddie smiled.
"Touche," Jessica nodded, leaning down and kissing my pussy once before moving away.
"To saving marriages one orgy at a time," she declared.
I laughed as we got out of the car and headed towards the ridiculously big house, not a house, more of a mansion. A chill went up my spine at the thought we were really doing this...really going to have sex with strangers, join an exclusive group of couples that were swingers. My pussy was getting wet at just the thought of what was about to transpire.
Matt held my hand and whispered just before we reached the door, "Having second thoughts?"
"Second, and third and fourth," I replied, squeezing his hand.
"I love you, Trudy," he said.
"I love you too," I replied, stopping to kiss him.
"Ready for the beginning of a whole new world?" Jessica asked.
"Ready as I will ever be," I replied, as Eddie knocked on the door.
"Welcome to the rabbit hole," Jessica smiled as the door was opened by an Asian maid dressed in a normal maid's outfit.
"Good evening," the maid greeted.
"Good evening, Keiko," Jessica said, kissing the maid on the cheek. "This is Trudy and Matt, our special guests for tonight."
"Nice to meet you," Keiko bowed.
"You as well," I said, kissing her cheek like Jessica did.
"Please sign these waivers," Keiko said, handing me a clipboard.
Jessica, seeing my confusion, explained, "Just waivers promising you will never reveal anything that happens here including names...kind of like what happens at the party stays at the party."
I nodded, signing the papers without reading them; Matt did the same.
"Follow me to the initiation room," Keiko said.
We followed her down a hallway and to a room with video cameras and a bed. A chill went up my spine as the reality of what was about to happen became very real.
Jessica said, "Once your initiation is done you can join us downstairs."
"You're not staying?" I asked.
"I will be downstairs watching on the big screen," she smiled, kissing me hard.
Soon Matt and I were alone in the room. Matt and I held hands both of us nervous and unsure. A couple of minutes later, we heard a woman's voice announce over a speaker. "Good evening all. Tonight will be a very special Halloween party. Today we will be adding two members to our group if they pass the initiation. Good evening, Trudy and Matt."
"Good evening," we both said to no one.
"You understand this will be filmed and released on the net if you were ever to reveal anything about our group?" She said all business.
"Yes, Ma'am," I nodded nervously.
"We are going to try something different tonight," she continued. "You two will be together for the initiation."
"Ok, Miss," Matt agreed, his body trembling.
"Matt you are going to go to the other room and choose three men...these three men will fuck your beautiful wife while you watch and help," the voice instructed.
"Yes, Miss," he said, giving my hand a squeeze.
I watched him leave as I waited with a mixture of anxiety and excitement.
Time ticked by so slowly as I waited for the inevitable. It was probably only two or three minutes before three men, all completely naked walked into the room. All three were our age and decent looking and without a word they walked over to me and started kissing me.
The female voice said, "Jessica mentioned you have never had anal sex. That may dear will change as you get triple teamed by these three men. Matt you will guide each cock into one of your wife's three holes. There is lube on the counter there for her backdoor pleasure. Have fun, and welcome to the family."
I was instantly overwhelmed as my neck was kissed by one man, while another unzipped my costume to suck on my tits, and the other dropped to his knees and began licking my pussy. I just stood there and allowed my erogenous zones to be lit on fire while closing my eyes to avoid seeing my husband watching.
After a couple minutes of triple attention, I was led to the bed and ordered to get on all fours by the dark haired gentleman. I obeyed, my pussy already on fire, ready to do whatever it took to join this club, yet nervous to know my husband was watching.
"Come put my cock in her mouth," the blonde whose cock was suddenly in front of my face said.
I watched as Matt moved to me, paused briefly, before grabbing the guy's smallish five-inch cock, yet the thickest I have ever seen, as he guided it between my lips. I, of course, opened my mouth and took in the stranger's cock. I sucked it intently, swirling my tongue around his wide rod, trying to impress him and anyone else who might be watching.
"That's it," the blonde man groaned.
Just a few words of encouragement and I felt a chill up my spine. A few bobs later and I felt my body lifted up as someone slid underneath me. "Lower your wife on my cock," I heard someone say, although I couldn't see, as my mouth was still full of cock.
Yet, I felt myself being lowered onto a big long cock. I moaned on the cock in my mouth as my cunt was filled. I began to ride the cock in my pussy while continuing to suck the cock in my mouth. I fell so slutty, so sexy and so exhilarated all at once.
After starting slowly, I began to ride the cock in my pussy with reckless abandon all the while bobbing back and forth on the small thick cock, easily taking both cocks all the way inside me. Even as I did, my orgasm beginning to build, I kept waiting for the third cock. I wanted it; I needed it; I craved it. Taking the cock out of my mouth, I begged, "Matt, I need a third cock, baby."
"Okay," he said, reaching for the lube as I took the blonde man's cock back in my mouth.
A moment later, I felt a warm liquid poured down my ass crack and I moaned again as I felt a finger rubbing the lube around my virgin asshole.
"Put my cock in her ass," I heard the third guy say as I felt firm hands on my hips that held me from riding the cock already in my cunt.
I tensed; knowing that even with all the lube a sharp pain was assumedly coming.
I took the cock in front of me back in my mouth and reveled in my first ever triple penetration. "Hold her ass cheeks open," a voice said and I assumed it was Matt who pulled them apart just as the stranger's cock began pushing and trying to break through my tight back door.
At first, it refused to be allowed entry, but as more lube was poured on my ass I felt my ass widen and the cock slowly slip inside and continued to push forward and slowly my ass opened up and allowed the stranger to slowly sodomize me.
The pain was instant and yet I wanted more. I wanted to be used as a slut; I wanted to put on a show for all the stranger's currently watching me; I wanted Matt to get turned on watching me get triple teamed. I wanted it all.
"Aaaaaah," I babbled, letting the cock in my mouth slip out.
"Just relax," the guy behind me said.
"Okaaaaaaay," I said through clenched teeth.
Ever so slowly, like a turtle running a race, his cock went deeper in the unknown depths of my ass. The pain continued to burn, yet the euphoria of knowing I was being watched, somehow dulled it.
"Shit, you are tight," the guy behind me groaned.
"You're my first back therrrrrrre," I explained.
"Well, I am honored," he said, caressing my ass.
The cock in my ass went deeper inside my virgin back door causing such contrasting sensations of pleasure and pain that I wanted more. His cock not all the way in me, I tried to be like a porn star in the movies as I tried to pleasure all three cocks at once. It was awkward at first, as I pushed back taking all the cock in my ass. I screamed, "Holy fuuuuuuuck," as my ass cheeks met his body.
"Shit girl, you took it all," the owner of the cock in my ass said.
"I wanted it all," I moaned, even as a pain burned through me. Then I began to fuck myself on the cock in my ass, simultaneously deep-throating the cock in my mouth, while the cock in my cunt just lingered there a constant reminder of my triple penetration.
Matt spoke for the first time. "That's it baby; take all those big cocks my little slut."
Somehow that turned me on more and I continued the slow process of getting into a rhythm of taking all the cocks in me. First a cock buried deep into my ass, then another deep into my mouth, it was the most exhilarating sensation of my life and I didn't want it to end.
As I enjoyed the slow building pleasure, the voice on the intercom announced, "Matt, you have one more task."
"Yes, Miss, anything," he said.
"You will eat your wife's pussy after James comes in her," she announced.
"Okay," I heard him agree, even though his tone implied his dislike.
The owner of the cock in my ass, demanded, "Faster, sexy, let's see that tight body of yours really get a work out."
I moaned in response on the cock in my mouth, my mind thinking the same thing, as I tried to oblige by going faster. I wanted all his cock in my ass and I slammed back onto him reaching new depths in my no longer virgin ass, before moving forward and easily deep-throating the cock in my mouth. I bounced back and forth like a tennis ball, the pleasure overwhelming as the triple penetration was easily the greatest sexual thrill of my life. Suddenly, the cock in my cunt, began slowly moving his hips and the triple sensation hit even harder. The cock in my ass and cunt were different, yet complimentary pleasures and I knew my orgasm was going to hit soon.
Suddenly, I heard, "I'm coming," and was rewarded with a load of cum down my throat. I eagerly swallowed it all while continuing to ride two cocks.
When the cock in my mouth left, I babbled, "Oh God yes, I love your cocks in me."
"Lean forward," said the guy underneath me, as I looked into his sexy blue eyes.
I did and soon both cocks inside me were thrusting simultaneously creating a pleasure unlike any other. My orgasm about to burst, I babbled like a dirty slut, "Oh God, harder, fuck my cunt and ass harder," and "Oh shit, I feel so full," and "Deeper, make my ass yours," and finally, "Oh God, I'm comiiiiiiiing."
My whole body trembled with such intense pleasure, I couldn't hold myself up and I collapsed onto the stranger underneath me.
The guy whose cock was in my ass, leaned over me and even as my orgasm cascaded through me and continued pounding my ass hard, creating an everlasting pleasure of an orgasm that refused to end.
Suddenly I felt my ass being filled with cum, yet another thrilling sensation that brought new chills throughout my body. When he pulled out I could feel cum slip out of my ass, feeling both hot and slutty.
To my surprise, the guy underneath me flipped me over and began fucking my cunt hard and deep.
A second orgasm began building instantly as this gorgeous younger man fucked me harder than I had ever been fucked. It wasn't love making, it was carnal lust both of us being drawn to the moment of sexual fulfillment.
Staring up at him, I begged, "Pound me, sexy, fill my cunt with your big cock."
He smiled, "Your wish is my command pretty lady."
He grabbed my legs, leaned them back towards me until my ankles were beside my ears, and reached a depth I didn't know was possible inside my cunt.
"Oh fucking Lord," I praised, "you are so deep in me."
My legs burned as he stretch me in ways I never knew I could stretch and yet his body leaning on me as he slammed deep into me was all I cared about.
My second orgasm was on the rise and I begged, wanting to feel him come in me when I came, "Don't stop, I'm so close, fill my cunt with your cum when I come."
"I'm close to," he grunted, sweat dripping down his forehead, both of us getting a major workout.
"So close, fuck, I'm waiting for you, baby, fill me up, fuck, come now baby, come for your slut, my cunt, my cunt, my cuuuuuuuuuunt," I screamed as I felt his cock unload its cum into me and I let go of my own orgasm that was begging to be released.
His cock shot rope after rope of his seed deep in me, even as my own juices tried to flood out. Our simultaneous orgasms made it even hotter, and as he moved up a bit, I let my legs wrap around him to keep his cock in me until my orgasm subsided.
"Shit," I said, my body finally collapsing onto the bed.
When he pulled out, I was surprised to feel someone else move between my legs. Looking up I saw Matt look up at me before he leaned forward and began licking my well fucked cunt.
I moaned, "That's it baby, lick my cunt," even as I felt my cum and the stranger's cum leaking out of me.
After a few minutes of his licking me, a third orgasm began to rise and I grabbed his head, knowing we were being watched. I wanted to put on a nasty show, so I pulled him into my cunt then began rubbing my cunt up and down on his face.
"Oh yes, baby, lick all that cum out of your wife's cunt," I demanded, excited by putting on a show.
My third orgasm, although much smaller than my last two, squirted out onto Matt who had licked and sucked my cunt throughout the whole ride.
Finally, I pulled him up to me and kissed him hard. "I love you, baby."
"I love you too," he replied with an ear to ear grin.
Jessica walked into the room and broke up the intimate moment when she said, "Enough fucking lovey dovey shit. Come and meet the rest of the group."
She took my hand, pulled me up and added, "Fuck that was hot by the way."
"I tried to put on a good show. Did you really enjoy watching me getting the hell fucked out of me?" I asked trying to look as slutty as possible.
"Oh yeah and it made me so hot I had to get fucked while watching," she revealed.
"Who fucked you?" I asked curiously.
"Martin, our one black guy who has a huge ten inch cock," she revealed.
"Yummy," I half drooled yet another fantasy I had never fulfilled...a black guy.
"Oh don't worry; he will have a load for you. He is twenty-one and can go all fucking night," she explained.
As we walked down the stairs, I said, "I can't believe it was less than a week ago that you first mentioned this club."
"When you couldn't stop drooling over my body," she quipped back.
"Well if you wouldn't flaunt it so much, you could turn any straight girl gay," I smiled.
"Aaaah, you say the nicest things," she laughed.
The moment we entered the room, Matt right behind us, a pretty redhead, dressed as a nurse ironically, grabbed Matt and said, "You're mine, sexy."
He looked at me and I nodded, "Have fun, baby."
"You too," he said, as he was led away by the sexy redhead.
Jessica led me out into a huge room where a variety of sex acts were currently going on. I watched the crazy orgy that was under way. I saw the redhead bobbing up and down hungrily on Matt's cock, I saw a bed in the middle of the room on which I recognized Miranda Collington the news weatherwoman from TV, dressed as a slutty school girl, sucking some guy's cock, while a woman was between her legs licking away.
I saw an older man dressed in drag bent over getting fucked by a younger guy dressed as a fireman which somehow turned me on.
I saw three women in a circle eating each other's cunts all in various costumes in complete disarray, and there was a chubby woman with the biggest tits I have ever seen bouncing up and down on a cock which made her massive breasts bounce around like basketballs.
Lastly, I saw Eddie giving a guy a hand job, while a girl was sucking his cock. My voyeuristic awe was disrupted when Jessica whistled and all the men and women stopped and looked up.
Jessica said, "Everyone this is Trudy and over there getting blown by Carrie is her husband Matt."
"Hi Trudy and Matt," a chorus of people said.
"Be sure to introduce yourself to our new members throughout the night," Jessica said, as she led me to the black man who was sitting by himself.
"Trudy, this is huge cock, huge cock, this is Trudy," Jessica offered.
The black man whose name I already forgot laughed, "You have such elegance with words, Jessica."
I looked at his cock, not even erect, and gasped at its beauty.
Jessica shrugged, "What can I say your big cock takes my breath away."
The black man said to me, "Hi Trudy, I'm Martin."
"Nice to meet you," I said, trying to look into his eyes and not his cock.
Jessica laughed, "Enough with the small chat and more with the sex. On your knees, you nasty little slut."
I didn't need to be told twice as I fell to my knees and took the semi-erect thick black cock in my mouth.
His cock was so big, so thick; it took a while to get adjusted to his size. The thrill of feeling it grow in my mouth was exhilarating as was knowing the lingering taste on his cock was Jessica's cunt juice. I hadn't had him in my mouth three minutes before I felt hands on my hips and a cock slide inside my cunt.
Looking behind me, I saw a guy I vaguely recognized dressed as Superman. He smiled at me and said, "Hi, I'm Curtis."
"I'm Trudy," I replied, returning to the black cock and realizing that it was Miranda's much younger 19-year-old husband she had just married in Vegas last year...in a rather scandalous relationship.
Curtis took his time slowly fucking me, while I did the same to the juicy black cock in my mouth. I don't know how long I was sucking and fucking before I was consumed by a need to feel a black cock inside me.
I looked up at him and said, "Want to fuck me?"
"Looks like you're already being filled," he smiled.
"I have another hole back there," I smiled.
"You are insatiable," he chuckled.
I looked at Curtis, and said, "Just changing positions stud."



"No problem," he smiled. "I know when I can't compete."
"Oh, I want you too sexy," I purred, as I stood up and saw he had a nice cock himself.
I got out of my heels, turning my ass towards Martin as I straddled him, slowly lowering my ass onto his massive cock, then positioning my stocking-clad feet a top his thighs as I tried another first...the reverse cowgirl position.
"Shit, that's creative," Martin smiled, as I slowly lowered myself onto his cock.
"Aaaaaaaah," I moaned, as his cock slowly widened my ass, the cock definitely wider than the one that had broken my anal cherry.
"Go slow, sexy," he suggested, while Curtis watched patiently.
I looked at him and said, "Don't you go away, I want you in me too."
"I'm not going anywhere," he smiled, as a couple of inches of black cock slowly made its way inside my ass.
As I continued slowly lowering myself on the big cock, a woman in her forties walked over to me, dressed in a Marilyn Monroe famous white dress, the same voluptuous breasts, and said, "I'm June, welcome."
I recognized her voice instantly as the one over the speaker earlier and said, through clenched teeth, "Nice to meet you, June."
"You as well," she smiled, before kneeling before me and taking my clit in her mouth, while simultaneously reaching out and stroking Curtis's cock.
I gasped at her sudden touch as I slowly took more of Martin's cock in my ass. My goal, as ludicrous as it seemed, was to get all ten inches of him inside me. This was my night to slut it up and I was going to be the biggest slut I could possibly be.
After a few seconds, June stood back up, kissed me, my own pussy juice on her lips. When you're done with these two, I expect you to come and find me, is that clear?"
"Yes, Mistress," I replied without thinking.
"Mistress, I like that," she smiled, unzipping my costume and pulling it off my shoulders to release my small breasts. "That's better."
She then sauntered away.
"You aren't trying to take it all are you?" Martin asked.
"Go big or go home," I joked, "both literally and figuratively."
Curtis, stood up on the couch, and surprised me by shoving his cock in my mouth. "Keep me hard, slut."
I loved being called a slut; I loved having two cocks in me; I wanted to have three again; I wanted it all. I moaned on his cock as I continued my slow progression down the big cock.
Martin groaned, "Shit you have the tightest ass ever."
I took the cock out of my mouth and teased, "It won't be once you are done with it."
"That true," he laughed
Curtis ordered, "Get back to sucking, slut."
"Sorry, sexy," I smiled, before taking his rod back between my lips.
"Getting close, just a couple more inches," Martin groaned a minute later.
Deciding I wanted it all in me, but not sure I could take any more, I decided to just take the pain that would surely come as I lifted up and collapsed hard on his cock.
"Mother fuuuuuucker," I screamed, as all ten inches filled my ass creating an intense burn that ripped through me.
"Holy shiiiiit," Martin grunted as well.
I just sat with his cock in my ass for a couple of minutes getting used to being full like I couldn't explain. While I adjusted to having ten inches of cock in my ass, I continued to bob back and forth on Curtis's cock.
Just as I was about to begin slowly riding the cock in my ass Curtis grunted and shot his load down my throat. I eagerly swallowed all his cum, his taste and texture different from the last load I swallowed. When he pulled out, I joked, "Couldn't wait to fuck me?"
"Not with a mouth like that," he smiled.
"Well that was super," I quipped making a joke about his costume.
He laughed as he walked away.
Just as quickly as Curtis left, another man in his early fifties joined us. Dressed as Dracula, he replaced him. Without a word he placed his smaller six inch cock in my mouth. I began sucking slowly as I began to move up and down ever so slow on the big cock in my ass.
The next few minutes I slowly rode and sucked cock, the pain finally now just a numbing reminder while the pleasure continued to slowly grow inside me. Suddenly Dracula, apparently a quick shooter, came in my mouth without warning and pulled out, walking away as quickly as he came (pun intended).
Now it was just Martin and I and I began to pick up the pace of riding his cock. I noticed others watching and I again wanted to put on a show. I began bouncing up and down on his big cock, each downward thrust taking all ten inches of his glorious cock in my no longer virgin ass. I fucking loved it and knew a cock in my ass would be a regular thing from now on. I also knew my fourth orgasm was building, but would need extra help in crossing the finish line.
Seeing the redhead watching me, obviously having swallowed Matt's load, I said, "Get over here and lick my cunt."
She smiled, walked over and without a word buried her face between my legs as I bounced up and down. It must have been awkward to eat me as I rode a cock, but shit her tongue was like a magic wand.
Her tongue was the magic I needed as my orgasm began bubbling and I landed hard on his cock, grabbed her face and held her in my cunt until my orgasm hit.
"Fuuuuck, eat my cunt," I screamed.
She licked and licked and in seconds my unprecedented fourth orgasm rushed out of me and onto the redhead's face.
Exhausted, my legs weak, Martin still having not come, ordered me onto the couch on all fours and I obeyed slowly. Once in position, he went behind me and filled my ass again, this time he was in control of the fucking. His firm hands held my hips as he buried his cock into me again and again. The redhead, wanting a piece of me too, moved onto the back of the couch, spread her legs and said, "By the way, I'm Tiffany."
"Nice to meeeet you Tiiiifany," I whimpered, as Martin hammered his cock into me.
"Return the favor, Trudy," she ordered and I leaned forward burying my face in her slightly hairy bush.
Trying to lick a pussy while your ass is getting reamed is very challenging, but I desperately tried.
After a few more minutes of getting ass fucked by Martin's enormous shlong, he groaned, "I'm about to come," and surprised me as he pulled out and rammed into my cunt.
Seconds later my cunt was sprayed with his cum as I continued licking Tiffany.
Martin's cock slowly continued in my cunt making sure he had deposited every drop inside me while I now could focus on the delicious pussy in front of me. I sucked on her clit, I probed her pussy lips with my tongue and once her moaning increased I slid two fingers inside her wet cunt and fingered her to an orgasm.
Her juices flooded out of her as she screamed, "Yessssssssssss, fuuuuuuuck."
I kept her clit between my lips as I eagerly got her off and tasted her sweet nectar. Once done, I sat up and kissed her, and for a couple of minutes we made out like high school teens.
Finally breaking the kiss, I said, "I am supposed to go and see June."
"Hmmmmmm," Tiffany smiled. "You're in for a treat."
"I am," I asked, as Martin finally took his cock out of me.
"Oh yes, she has the sweetest pussy in the world," Tiffany revealed.
"I don't know, yours was pretty fucking heavenly," I said playfully.
"As was yours," she smiled, "although it seems to be leaking right now."
I laughed, "Martin comes buckets."
"That he does," Tiffany agreed.
"Where is the washroom?" I asked, needing to go pee and clean myself up a bit.
She pointed to the far end of the room and I said, "It was great to meet you Tiffany."
"You too, Trudy" she said kissing me one more time before moving onto the floor and taking Martin's cock, shiny with my pussy juice, in her mouth.
As I walked to the washroom, I looked at the variety of sex acts currently undergoing. The guy dressed as Batman who was earlier sucking cock was now getting his ass fucked by a larger older man dressed as a pirate. I wondered what it would be like to watch Matt suck a cock or get fucked.
Elsewhere, Jessica was getting double teamed by two men, one dressed as Fred Flintstone the other as a sailor, a cock in both her mouth and either her ass or pussy. Eddie was getting sucked by a chubby older woman dressed as Wilma Flintstone. Also on the center bed, a chubby woman, now naked, was getting triple teamed by two women with strap-ons and a real cock in her mouth. Everywhere there was sucking and fucking, moaning and dirty talk echoing throughout the room.
Reaching the washroom, which strangely didn't have a door, I was surprised to see a very cute blonde, no older than twenty, completely naked and sitting by the toilet dripping wet. I didn't catch on at first until Curtis walked in and instantly began urinating on the pretty blonde.
I watched in awe at something that had never once occurred to me. She opened her mouth wide and took as much of his pee in her mouth as possible. I couldn't believe it.
Once Curtis was done, he turned around and saw my astonishment and shrugged, "It's her fetish."
"She likes being peed on?" I asked bewildered.
"Yep," he shrugged, leaving me alone with her.
The blonde, not remotely ashamed by the bizarreness of it, said, "Hi, I'm Tabitha."
"I'm Trudy," I offered, still unable to fathom this current situation, but I was going to pee on myself if I didn't hurry. "I really need to pee."
"Straddle my face," she offered.
"I couldn't?" I said.
"Please," she said, a hunger in her eyes similar to mine for Jessica's pussy or Martin's cock.
"You sure," I said, still tentative.
"Yes, please," she said.
I walked to her, needing desperately to pee, and figuring what the hell. I noticed the plastic underneath her was already kind of wet. I barely made it to her when I started peeing, a bit down my leg before hitting her directly on the face. She moved her head and put her lips on my pee-hole and drank it directly from the source. I couldn't believe how strangely erotic it felt to be peeing in a stranger's mouth. She swallowed my pee eagerly and once done she surprised me again as she licked my cunt.
I don't know why it turned me on, but watching this piss covered pretty stranger licking my cunt had my engine starting to rev yet again.
After about a minute, she moved away and said, "Thank you, Miss."
"No, thank you," I smiled down at her.
Noticing I had gotten some pee on my costume before I reached her, I took it off leaving me in only my thigh high stockings. No longer caring about protecting my identity and truthfully finding it kind of cumbersome, I also took off my mask. 'Catwoman had been unleashed', I thought to myself.
After washing my leg from both my urine and Martin's cum, I waved goodbye, "Until next time."
"I look forward to it," she smiled, just as the guy dressed as Fred Flintstone walked in.
I returned to the orgy and looked for June. I didn't see her at first, but I was surprised when I saw Matt getting head from the gay or at least bisexual Batman. I had to laugh as I watched Batman giving Batman head. He saw me and shrugged before he put his hands on the back of cocksucking Batman's head clearly close to shooting his load down another guy's throat.
Looking around more, I saw Jessica, her face coated in cum, as three men surrounding her finished a bukkake.
"Over here, dear," I heard a voice call out and turned to see June. I saw a girl dressed as Snow White between her legs while three more people, a guy dressed as Iron Man, a girl dressed as a slutty nun and last in line was Miranda Collington, her hair still in pigtails, her schoolgirl costume ridiculously hot.
Once reaching them, confused why there was a line, Miranda noticing my confusion said, "There is always a line for June's nectar."
"Really?" I asked, surprised that when there were so many choices for sex that anyone would wait in line.
"Trust me it is worth the wait," Miranda said. "By the way, I'm Miranda."
"I know who you are," I smiled, shaking her hand. "I'm Trudy."
"I know who you are," she smiled back.
I was about to ask how, but June interrupted us, "Are you enjoying yourself my dear?"
"Immensely," I admitted, looking at her voluptuous breasts, no longer in her Marilyn Monroe costume.
June tapped on Snow White's head and the eager pussy licker looked up. June smiled at her, "Sorry my dear, but time for our newest member to have a taste."
The woman, in her mid-thirties, reluctantly got up, grabbed the guy behind her and said, "Come fuck me, Charles."
I watched him follow her to a nearby love seat and she pushed him onto the leather love seat and lowered herself on his cock.
"Come taste me, my dear," June said, very softly yet firmly.
"Yes, ma'am," I obeyed, lowering myself between her legs.
"What? No Mistress?" She asked.
"Sorry," I smiled, "how may I serve you Mistress?"
"Hmmmm, you really are a delicious addition to our little group," she smiled.
"It doesn't look so small," I said, looking around to the plethora of sexual acts going on.
"Come taste me," she repeated. I leaned forward, her pussy full of pubic hair. Yet, I was instantly drawn by the exotic scent that was captured by her pubic hair. Her scent was unexplainable; yet so addicting I was enveloped with hunger. I tentatively used my tongue to part a path to her pussy and as I tasted her wetness, created by Snow White earlier, I was drawn even deeper into her. Like her scent, her taste was an indescribable mixture of exotic fruits and spices. It was as if God had created the perfect taste and put it inside this woman's cunt.
What started as tentative licks, soon transitioned to hungry, desperate lapping as I couldn't get enough of her teasing taste and wanted to taste her fullness by making her come.
"That's it my pet, lick your Mistress's cunt like a good girl," she moaned, her fingers going through my hair.
I moaned in agreement, as I continued to lick her like my life depended on it, I was totally mesmerized by her soft gentle voice.
"You are a natural little cunt licker, my pet," she purred.
Such a compliment only turned me on more knowing I was pleasing her.
My nose was buried in her wet pubic hair and my tongue in between her pussy lips as I continued pleasing her, wanting to get her off.
"Don't forget my clit, my dear," she reminded me a couple of minutes later.
I obeyed, taking her very hard clit between my lips. On contact, her breathing increased and she moaned, "That's it my pet, get your Mommy off."
The strange incest reference although strange somehow turned me on even more as an image of my beautiful mother popped into my head. I tried to push it out as I swirled my tongue around her clit, flicking and licking, flicking and licking until her breathing increased even more and her moans implied she was close.
"Oh yes, my dear, make Mommy come," she said between moans as I continued to flick and lick her swollen clit. Sensing she was near orgasmic explosion, I slid two fingers inside her wetness and found her g-spot.
Her hands pulled my face hard into her cunt as she screamed, loud enough to wake the dead, "Fuuuuucking yeeeees."
Her cum was unleashed in a powerful wave that crashed hard onto my face as I hungrily opened my mouth to catch all her exotic juices. Fireworks went off inside my taste buds as her taste was even more heavenly than anything I had ever tasted. She came and came a never-ending cascade of waves as her juices flooded out of her and into my eager mouth.
I could barely breathe, and all I could do was lick and suck and take her cum in my mouth and on my face.
Finally, she let go and I looked up at her, my face drenched in her exotic juice, "That was amazing my pet," she purred.
"Thank you Mistress Mommy," I replied without even thinking.
"You're a keeper," she smiled.
"I have never tasted anything like you," I gushed, as my own cunt began leaking.
"So I have been told," she smiled. "Your hubby just got his I assume first guy blow job."
"I know, I saw him getting sucked," I said. "That is the biggest surprise of the night."
"Not Tabitha?"
"That was surprising to," I admitted.
"What about your triple initiation? Martin's huge cock? The taste of my cunt?" she listed.
"All amazing," I agreed.
"Well go meet some more people my pet and don't forget Mommy," she smiled, leaning in and kissing with such gentle tenderness I melted into her. At that moment I was hers, I would obey any command in order to taste her again, to be with her.
As if sensing my weakness for her, she smiled, "I know my dear, you're mine."
"Unconditionally, Mommy," I whispered to her like a child.
"I would love to see your husband with a dick in his mouth or ass," she said.
"Understood," I said, not sure how I was going to convince him but wanting to please the exotic, hypnotic older woman.
"Good girl," she smiled, patting my head.
A rush of juice leaked out of me from her praise and approval.
..........
I didn't make it five feet before Jessica grabbed my hand, her face still sticky with cum from her earlier bukkake, and said, waving the dildo from the other day she purchased, "Ready to put on another show?"
"Always," I smiled deviously, being the centre of attention becoming an addicting rush and eager to see if a fifth orgasm was possible.
She led me to the centre of the room, where the showcase bed existed and pushed me onto it. Joining me, she said, "Ready to fuck ourselves?"
I looked at the long, but flimsy dildo and asked, "How?"
"Oh you are in for a treat," she smiled as she moved to me and moved the plastic snake up and down my pussy lips before slowly slipping it inside.
"And what about you?" I asked, as I moaned.
"Oh just wait and see," she smiled, moving her legs scissor like between mine and inserting the other end in her cunt. "Now slowly move your body towards mine while holding the dildo so it keeps going deeper into you?" she ordered, as a few others gathered around to watch.
I obeyed, and soon our bodies were closer and closer together, the dildo going deeper into me. Eventually, through a bit of awkward adjustments from both of us the last couple of inches of the long rubber snake disappeared inside our cunts.
People clapped and Jessica smiled, "Ready to really put on a show?"
"That wasn't the show?" I asked, impressed at what we had accomplished.
"Not even close," she smiled, as she grabbed my hands and intertwined our fingers. "Now move your ass up and down, sexy."
A bit confused at the purpose until I did it. She did the same and soon our cunts were bumping into each other making the long snake inside both of us move around in all directions causing new yet even more exhilarating sensations.
"Faster," Jessica demanded, once we both got used to the creative position.
"Your wish is my command," I purred.
"I bet you say that to all the girls who bring you to a swinger's party," she teased, her big tits bouncing around, her costume long gone except for her thigh highs.
"I guess that's truuuuue," I moaned, as the snake inside me somehow pushed its way deeper.
We writhed on each other, our pussy lips kissed again and again until both of us were breathing erratically, sweating profusely and near apocalyptic bliss.
"Commmme, Trudy," she demanded.
"You fiiiiirst," I replied.
"Same time," she compromised.
"Whenever you arrrre ready," I agreed.
"Three," she moaned, our bodies slamming into each other with urgency.
"Two," I counted down, knowing I was about to burst in milliseconds.
"One, come," she screamed as we both climaxed on the big snake from fucking each other in front of all these people.
We grabbed each other and pulled each other close as we both trembled with euphoria.
Finally, we let go and both fell backwards spent, the dildo slipping out. Unfortunately, there was no rest for the wicked, as both of us had men get on top of us and filled our cunts with their cocks.



"I'm Trudy," I said, to the Batman cocksucker.
"I'm Blaine," he offered, adding, "Your hubby has a delicious cock."
"I saw you blowing him, how did you ever convince him?" I asked, curious.
"I promised I would be the best he ever had and that a mouth was a mouth," he said, "it almost always works."
"So you are obviously bi," I observed, as he slowly fucked me.
"As are you," he smiled.
"Touché," I laughed, "but it is less in fashion for men."
"It's coming back in," he smiled, as he leaned forward and took my breasts which had been mostly neglected all night in his hands.
"Well I find it hot," I said.
"You want to see him suck cock?" he asked, raising his brow.
"Is that bad?" I asked, strange that we were having a conversation about my husband sucking cock while this bisexual man fucking me, began to go faster.
"Nooo, it's hot, my wife loves watching me suck or getting fucked," he admitted.
"Who is your wife?" I asked, curious.
"Tiffany, the redhead in the nurses' outfit," he answered.
"Hmmm, she has already sucked my hubby, licked my cunt and I returned the favor," I said.
"Well, I guess all that is really left is for him to return the favor," he said, smiling.
"Fuck, I would love to see that," I said, the image of Matt on his knees sucking cock suddenly really hot.
"I'll make it happen," Blaine promised.
"Really?" I asked.
"Most of the guys here, the first cock in their mouth has been mine," he said.
"Okay, go for it, but let's get me off first," I said, wrapping my legs around him, pulling him in deeper.
He buried his face in my tits as he began pumping his cock in and out of my fiery cunt. The image of Matt sucking cock, the thought of pleasing June, had my orgasm rising rather quickly an amazingly sixth time.
"Pound my cunt," I demanded.
He rose up, spread my legs as wide as he possibly could, and obliged my demand. Spread eagle, his cock penetrated in an unusual way and angle, his cock somehow pounding my clit each time he penetrated me.
"Oh yes, oh God, use me, fuck me, shit," I babbled, his cock driving me crazy without getting me over the edge.
"Keep your legs wide," he ordered.
I obeyed, grabbing my ankles while he continued drilling my cunt and then he brought electric sensations as he began slapping my clit while fucking me.
"Holy mother fuuuuuuuuucker," I screamed as my sixth orgasm of the night riddled me yet again. This one was as unique as the previous five. He kept slapping my clit, fucking my cunt, throughout my orgasm until he grunted and deposited yet another load of yummy cum inside me.
Pulling out of me a minute later, he said, "So do you want to see your hubby with a cock in his mouth?"
"Desperately," I said, the only taboo of the night left.
"Watch," he said, as he scanned the crowd and saw Matt was having a drink talking to Eddie.
I was about to sit up when Miranda joined me and buried her face in my cunt while straddling my face. She teased after a couple of licks, "There is no way I wasn't getting a piece of you on your initiation night."
"I'm flattered," I moaned, as her fingers teased my still wet and well fucked pussy.
"You should be," she teased, as she began licking.
Returning the favor, I leaned up and began licking her completely shaved pussy. I could taste cum inside it and wondered who had last come in her.
As if she could sense what I was thinking, she moaned, "Do you recognize your hubby's cum?"
"You slut," I teased, as we began a lengthy sixty-nine session.
We licked; we probed with our fingers for an eternity before she purred, "Ready to come?"
"God yes," I moaned, the constant tease driving me wild.
"I'm going to open you wide," she said, as she repositioned herself in between my legs. I felt her fingers open my pussy and felt my cunt widen further than I ever thought possible.
"Oh God, whaaat are you doing?" I stammered, even though I realized instantly she was about to fist me,
"I'm going to fist that cunt of yours," she said, confirming my thoughts.
"Okaaaaay, shiiiiiiiiiiiiit," I whimpered as she pushed forward and her whole hand filled my cunt.
She moved her fingers inside me, spreading my insides in such unique ways I wanted to scream for her just to fuck me hard.
"Oh God, what are you doiiiiiing?" I moaned.
"Spreading that cunt of yours," she said, flicking my clit with her tongue.
"It feels so strange," I said.
"Good strange?" she questioned.
"Fucking amazing strange," I said, unable to explain the strangeness of having a whole hand inside my cunt.
"Ready to get fist fucked," she purred a couple of minutes later.
"Yes, fist me like a dirty little slut," I said, calling myself a slut strange but true and wanting to come again.
Her hand began pumping in and out of me while she continually flicked my clit with each forward thrust.
In seconds she had me begging with a desperate hunger, "Oh God, harder, fist me harder."
She obliged pumping my cunt frantically while continuing to concentrate on my clit. Orgasm seven hit me suddenly and I screamed, "Oh yes, I'm comiiiiing."
"Cause you're a slut," Miranda purred.
"Yes, a dirty fucking slut," I agreed which was impossible to deny with a fist in my cunt.
"Look to your right," she said.
I looked to my left and saw Tiffany in a Flintstones' sandwich.
"You're other right," Miranda chuckled amused at my error.
I turned my head and gasp at the sight of Matt on all fours with Blaine's cock in his mouth while June, with a small strap-on was behind him slowly penetrating his ass. I couldn't believe that my husband was actually taking cock in both his holes. Blaine looked over at me winked and grinned at me.
Matt was tentative, as he slowly moved back and forth on Blaine's cock, taking just two or three inches into his mouth.
Miranda pulled her hand out of me and I rolled on my side to watch my husband not only sucking his first cock, but also getting sodomized by a strap-on cock.
I watched for a couple of minutes, still on the showcase bed, when I felt someone else join me. I turned my head to see a man I hadn't seen all night. He was older, in his forties, and said, "Since my wife is fucking your husband's ass, I figure I should do yours."
"That seems logical," I smiled, "but can I keep watching my hubby take it up the ass?"
"Sure," he said, as he slipped his cock in my ass rather easily.
The next few minutes, I lay there on my side getting my ass fucked slowly while watching Matt sucking cock as he was his ass fucked.
I could just barely make out Blaine's words as he pulled his cock from Matt's mouth, "Beg to swallow my load Matt."
Matt looked over at me, a hunger in his eyes, a hunger I had never seen before this moment, and I nodded signaling him my approval, he looked back up at Blaine and begged, "Please shoot your load down my throat."
"Are you sure?" Blaine asked.
"Yes, dammit, I want to taste you," Matt admitted, pleading.
Blaine shoved his cock back into Matt's mouth, nodded to June, and soon Matt was being rocked back and forth like a rocking horse between the two cocks.
So turned on by my husband's homosexual act, I begged, "Fuck my ass harder, please."
Soon I was being fucked hard in my ass nowhere near coming, instead just enjoying the sensation of being fucked.
"Open up, Matt," Blaine ordered, as he pulled out and began pumping his cock furiously. Matt kept his mouth wide open as the first rope of cum hit him dead between his eyes, a second rope went directly in his mouth and the third on his chin.
June kept fucking his ass as the Snow White girl crawled underneath Matt and took his cock in her mouth.
Matt groaned, "Oh shit, fuck me, Ohhhhhhhhh Fuckkkk yessssssss."
June continued hard deep thrusts in Matt's ass and in only a few more strokes Matt grunted, and made his priceless I'm coming face.
Meanwhile, my ass was being filled with come from June's husband, who I still didn't know his name. I smirked to myself thinking only a real slut would get her ass fucked and not know the name of who it was spewing his seed into her ass.
The party came to a slow end after that. My legs were weak, my ass was sore and my cunt was raw. I went to Matt and whispered, "That was the hottest thing I have ever seen."
"I tried to resist, but I couldn't," he said, clearly baffled at how he ended up with a cock in his mouth.
"Trust me, I know," I smiled, kissing him. "I love you."
"I love you too," he said.
June now sans her strap-on came over to use and said, "I hope you two will come back."
"Oh we will be coming back again and again," I spoke for both of us.
"Next weekend is a girls' only getaway, if you are interested in Vegas," Jane revealed.
Jessica joked, "And what happens in Vegas stays in Vegas."
"Are you inviting me," I asked.
"Oh my dear, Mommy is telling you, that you're coming," Jane said.
I looked at Matt and he said, "Go for it."
Eddie said, "Yeah, we can have a poker night."
Matt questioned, "You do mean poker right?"
"Or maybe poke her and her," Eddie joked, pointing to Tiffany and the girl dressed in the Flintstone costume I never got to meet.
I asked, "Why isn't Tiffany and Wilma Flintstone not coming to Vegas?"
"Oh it is there turn to stay home and service the boys," June explained. "By the way, her name is Angela."
"Hi, Angela," I waved.
Angela joined us and said, "Next time I get you first."
"Agreed," I smiled, her green eyes exotic and sexy as hell.
"So you are coming?" June asked.
"Oh I plan to come all right," I said, stressing the word come.
"Good girl," June smiled, kissing me one last time.
I said, "Thank you, Mommy, I can't wait for next weekend."
June walked away and the rest of us looked for our clothing.
Realizing I had left my outfit in the washroom I headed back there.
Tabitha was still in there, now soaked from head to toe in pee and currently being ass fucked by someone I hadn't had the pleasure to suck or fuck.
"Pee on me, pleeeease," she begged, as she seemed close to orgasm.
Realizing I did have to pee again, I moved to her, I kneeled down near her and instantly my pee sprayed up into her face.
"Fuuuuuck, yeees," she screamed as my piss spraying her face was the trigger that got her off.
I finished peeing, washed myself off as best I could, before realizing getting back into the costume was too much work. I grabbed a towel, deciding I would return it another day and headed back to Matt.
Matt was now dressed and Jessica said, "Ready."
"I am exhausted," I said, yawning.
"You should be you dirty slut," Jessica quipped.
"Takes one, to know one," I countered.
"Yes, yes it does," she laughed back.
Walking to the car, I had to know, I whispered to Matt, "How did you end up agreeing to suck cock?"
"I don't even know. One minute I was drinking beer, then we were talking about sex, and then Blaine was telling me I had to try it once or I would regret it the rest of my life and well next thing you know," he explained.
Even though Matt and I were whispering Jessica overhead us and quipped, "You're a cocksucker like the rest of us."
"Thanks for putting it so eloquently," Matt joked, his face slightly red.
"It's a gift," Jessica shrugged.
"And June?" I asked.
"She just told me she was going to fuck me and she doesn't seem to be a woman you can say no to," Matt explained.
"Agreed," I said.
"Did you like it?" I asked.
"Yes, way more than I thought I would," Matt admitted as he got a silly grin on his face.
Eddie laughed, "That is exactly what I said the first time."
"But my ass is fucking killing me," Matt said.
"Join the club," I laughed, my own ass quite sore, I repeated, "join the club."
Jessica pointed out, "You did join the club."
"Touche," I laughed as we reached the car, my life changed forever, my marriage through swinging stronger than ever...crazy but true.
THE END
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Summary: A plan to humiliate her arch-enemy completely backfires.
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Note 4: Because two of the characters are English I will sometimes use English words like arse (for ass...it sounds so much dirtier), knickers (for panties...which also somehow sounds naughtier), shag (for fuck...I just imagine the English accent and get wet), slag (for slut...which I think sounds so much worse), snog (for kiss...which I find hard to say with a straight face), bugger (for fuck...also makes sex sound dirtier), rodgering (for arse fucking which again is nasty as hell), dogging (which is public outdoor sex) and fancy (which is a way to say I like you).
Catching Up! A crash course reminder of what happened previously in the Catching Mommy series:
Part 1: A Shocking Secret: An 18-year-old English girl transplanted to Boston, Victoria, stays home sick one day and accidentally learns that her proud, dignified, lawyer Mom is a submissive lesbian to another 18-year-old girl. To make matters worse her Mom's Mistress is none other than Victoria's arch-enemy. (Don't deny it, if you are a female you had one in high school too!!!)
Part 2: Blackmailing a MILF: Shocked by Olivia's attack on her mother and her disgusting attitude, Victoria decides to get revenge by blackmailing her arch-enemy's Mother and making her a lesbian sub. (They say revenge is a dish best served sweaty and hot!!!)
Part 3: Creating a Slut: Victoria announces to her Mom she is a lesbian, as she begins to set up her Mother for the inevitable seduction. Meanwhile, her Mom begins her own plan to seduce her daughter. Lastly, Victoria continues the training of her new pet...her arch enemy's Mother and her own mother's Mistress.
Part 4: Daughter's Domme: Victoria confronts her mother about her dark secret and makes her Mother her personal submissive.
Part 5: Housewife Lesbians: Victoria is betrayed by her mother; Victoria briefly weakens when confronted at school by Olivia; Victoria learns her best friend is also a submissive plaything to Olivia; after seeing her mother again dominated by her nemesis, Victoria seeks revenge my videotaping Olivia's mother and another MILF in very compromising positions.
Catching Mommy: Protecting Slut-Mom
I got home confident after adding June to my suddenly growing harem of MILF pets which now stood at three if you included my mother.
I walked into the house and found Mom in the kitchen making dinner.
"How was your afternoon visit?" I asked, even though I knew how it began, she didn't know how long I had stayed or what I saw.
"It was..." she paused clearly still uncomfortable talking to me about this.
"Orgasmic?" I finished, as I hopped onto the dinner table.
Her face blushed red at my frank innuendo. Trying to keep her motherly role in tack, she said, "Off the table, we eat off that."
"Yes, yes you do," I smirked as I opened my legs.
"Victoria, I am not sure we should continue this," she replied, her attempt at exerting her parental role rather cute.
I laughed, "I wasn't implying this was up for debate, Mother."
Her face was going red yet again, a clear mixture of shame and excitement. "Please, Victoria."
"I like that, Mother, begging to eat your daughter's cunt," I smiled, continuing to establish a clear line between mistress and submissive.
She glanced between my legs, her brief moment of strong will already crumbling, just like it did when she gave into Olivia after she had just submitted to me. "This is too overwhelming," she finally said.
"What? Being your daughter's submissive?" I asked, continuing to remind her who was in charge.
"Yes, no, I mean," she struggled to form a sentence, tears beginning to stream down her face.
"What's wrong?" I asked, getting off the table shifting from dominant to caring daughter.
"It's just Olivia is expecting me to give you to her and you are expecting me to give Olivia to you," she explained.
I pulled her in for a hug realizing just how fucked up the situation had become. I felt a strange maternal instinct to protect my suddenly insecure mother. "Mom, it's okay," I soothed.
For a brief moment of time I held my mom tight, our roles suddenly switched. Finally she spoke. "I love you, Victoria."
"I love you too, Mom," I answered back, before adding, "Mom you are a strong person."
"I used to think so," she smiled.
"Seriously, you brought us to America, raised me single-handedly and created a successful career for yourself," I pointed out, trying to bolster my mother's once iron willed confidence.
"But it is all a house of cards," she replied cryptically.
"What do you mean?" I asked.
"One bad decision, one time giving into temptation and everything I worked so hard to make a reality can come crumbling down," she continued.
"Mom, I can protect you," I said confidently, the video of Olivia's mom's submission on my phone.
"Honey, she has so much more evidence to use against me. I am completely at her mercy and sadly," she paused, breaking eye contact, before she admitted, "and sadly I revel in it."
"I have evidence too," I said pulling out my phone.
"You don't get it," Mom said, her eyes going a little wild. "I can't disobey her, nor do I want to. I don't want to crush her or stop her; I just don't want you drawn into her web of submission."
"I can look after myself," I confidently said.
"I know you believe you can, but I thought so too and now look at me," she said.
"What was her last order?" I asked, knowing my mom needed an intervention of sorts, clearly her addiction was controlling her life.
"There was one thing," she answered, avoiding answering the question which implied it had something to do with me.
"Tell me," I said, curious what Olivia had planned for my mother and potentially, for me.
"I am to videotape you admitting your feelings for Olivia," she began.
"I don't have feelings for her, I just said that to see how you reacted when I began seducing you," I countered.
"I know that, but Olivia doesn't. She only hears what I want her to hear," Mom said, clearly trying her hardest to protect me even though she was too weak to protect herself.
"Hmmmm," I said, trying to decide how to play this.
"She is coming over for dinner tomorrow on the pretense that she is here to learn more about my job, but really will end in her revealing she owns me and consequently you," Mom finished.
I already knew of the dinner plan and instantly an idea popped into my head. "Mom, I have the perfect plan."
"You do?" She asked.
"I will get her mother over here before Olivia arrives and have her under the table. If I know Olivia, and I do, she will reveal her power over you in some dramatic way like making you go under the table and service her in front of me...when that happens, her mother will instead be the one doing the serving. The key will be to videotape it," I said, my plan brilliant.
"What if she doesn't order me under the table?" Mom asked, clearly skeptical of the plan.
"She will," I confidently predicted. "Olivia will want to show me her power by humiliating you in front of me thus humiliating me too."
"Sounds like Olivia," Mom said after a moment.
After our intimate family moment done, I jumped back up onto the kitchen table, and opened my legs, "Now where were we?"
"You really are insatiable," Mom smiled playfully, as she moved between my legs.
"If nothing else, without Olivia we would never have had this," I smiled.
"What? Incest where you use your mother as your submissive play thing," she said, burying her head between my legs.
"Exactly," I laughed as she began licking my cunt. Looking down at her between my legs was sexually stimulating unlike any experience I had ever had, and ironically I had to thank Olivia for turning my mother from super reserved to extremely submissive. Mom also had become very good at licking pussy as she had my orgasm building instantly and after a couple of minutes she slid two fingers inside me and after a few seconds she found my g-spot and I screamed, "Fuck Mooooooommy, don't stop you fucking cunt-muncher."
My orgasm coursed through me intensely as she did things to me no other person had ever done. My breathing was erratic, my body twitched and I babbled incoherently a variety of nonsense.
Once my orgasm had run its course, I pushed her head away, as her tongue had began to make me need to pee. She looked up at me, her eyes full of fear, as if fearing I was disappointed with her. I quickly reassured her, "Oh Mom, I'm not upset with you; you just gave me the best orgasm of my life. It's just you also got me sensitive and if you kept licking me I would have peed on you."
"You may if you wish," she replied instantly, her submissive personality jumping at the potential opportunity to please me.
"Has that bitch peed on you?" I asked in total shock and disgust.
Her face went beet red at my question, before she stammered, "T-t-today she did."
"That fucking bitch," I snapped, standing up anger raging inside me.
Mom tried to defend Olivia which was ludicrous. "She was testing my obedience because I have no real evidence of proving you were my submissive."
"Which I'm not," I snapped.
"I know, but she thinks you are," she countered, clearly stressed about how our conversation had transpired.
"Did you like it?" I asked, not expecting the answer I would get.
"Yes," she whispered looking away.
"Pardon?" I asked, hearing the answer but not believing it.
"Yes," she admitted, looking up at me. "It was surprisingly quite a turn-on."
"You got turned on getting peed on?" I asked.
"I swallowed most of it," Mom sheepishly admitted.
"You drank her piss?" I asked, flabbergasted by her answer.
"I did as I was told," she admitted, her tears freely flowing down her cheeks. "I just can't say no to her."
"This ends tomorrow," I snarled, still furious, both at my mother's pathetic weakness and more so to Olivia's treatment of my mother. I stormed away, no longer wanting to talk about Olivia. Plus, if Olivia was going to continue to humiliate my mother, it was time to return the favor with a little dogging action.
Once in my room, I texted Lauren, Olivia's mother:
Slut, meet me at The Love Shack at 8. Don't be late or you'll be punished severely. Mistress V
I went and had a shower to calm down as I tried to figure out how to crush Olivia once and for all. Yet, as the hot water sprayed down on me, the thought of golden showers popped into my head. What would it taste like? What would it feel like? Suddenly, I cursed myself as I realized I was getting pulled into submissive feelings like my mother...and I am not submissive. Yet, as I closed my eyes to wash my hair Olivia's smug face popped into my head and she said confidently, "You're next."
I threw the shampoo bottle against the wall, angry at the power Olivia had over my mother.
Once out of the shower, I decided I would humiliate Olivia's mother tonight, videotape it on my phone and have it ready for the final confrontation with Olivia.
My phone was flashing that I had received a text. I clicked on it and it was a reply from Lauren:
I can't; I am going to be at a family supper...it is my husband's birthday.
I smiled as a new plan popped into my head; this would be a perfect opportunity to show my power over Lauren by making her leave her husband and daughter.
I texted:
Where, slut?
I worried she may not reply, but she did:
Nadine's.
I inquired:
When, cunt licker?
She replied:
8PM. Please I'll do whatever you wish tomorrow...please allow me to be a good wife for one evening.
I replied lying:
Of course my pet...you can have one night of family time.
Perfect, I thought. Nadine's was the fanciest restaurant in town. I already knew what Lauren would be dining on...my cunt.
.....
After dinner, I was getting ready to go out, while texting friends back in England, when Mom walked in sheepishly and asked, "I'm so sorry, Victoria."
"I am too," I sighed, before adding, "but this ends now. You are my mother, my slut and I will not have you submitting to my enemy any more, is that understood?"
There was a long pause as Mom obviously struggled with my expectations. Finally, she whispered, not making eye contact, "I'll try."
"Try?" I said. "You don't try, you do. It's that black and white."
"But she is so powerful," Mom tried to explain.
"As am I," I countered, knowing I had to be strong for both of us.
"I know, but I," she tried to explain again, but still couldn't get the words out.
"I know, I know," I sighed dramatically, before shifting to sarcasm, "Olivia is irresistible, Olivia is powerful, Olivia is sexy."
"S-s-so are you," she stammered, clearly trying to keep me happy.
"Then choose," I snapped. "Either you are my mom, my pet, my submissive or you are not."
"Okay," Mom said, her tone not remotely believable.
"Okay, what?" I asked.
"Okay, I'm you mother and pet," she answered.
I walked to her and hugged her. "Mom, I will protect you at all costs."
"I know," she replied, tears again streaming down her face, "but can you protect yourself?"
"Of course I can," I replied, taken back by the question.
"Olivia will do whatever she has to do to win," she warned.
"As will I," I replied confidently, my plan for her mother now completely formulated.
I grabbed my phone and texted an ex-boyfriend who was now in college.
Darian Can you get some guys together to triple team a MILF slut? Victoria
Mom asked, "Who are you texting?"
"An old friend, plan 'Crush Olivia' is under way," I smiled, trying to replicate Olivia's smugness.
My phone buzzed.
Victoria What do you have in mind? We have a keg party planned for tonight, so there will be plenty of horny guys here.
I smiled and called him.
"Hi, sweetheart, long time no talk," my player ex-boyfriend oozed.
I snapped my fingers and pointed to my feet. Mom dropped to her knees and crawled to me as I sat at the edge of my bed.
"Indeed. Long story short, I have a slutty MILF whore who I need to test her obedience to me and I thought a nice dogging session would be the ultimate test," I answered.
"You always were more into cunt than cock," he said jokingly.
"I like them both, but I didn't want to share as you seemed to," I countered, reminding him why we broke up.
I lifted my foot to Mom's lips and she began sucking my toes as expected.
"Truce," he chuckled. "So what do you have in mind?"
"I'll bring over the slut and you guys use her as you wish. But the only phone allowed is mine," I explained.
"Fair enough, come over around ten. There should be lots of guys ready to shoot a load by then," he said.
"See you then," I agreed, smiling from ear to ear.
After hanging up, I looked at Mom, whose face was ruby red; obviously she thought I was talking about her. I comforted her, "The dogging is for Olivia's mom at Kappa Lamba frat house."
"Oh," she said, as she sucked my pinky toe.
"I've got to get ready," I said, not remembering the last time I'd had a real cock. I figured I might as well get myself some college cock, as an added bonus, while there to video Olivia's mom being gangbanged. I preferred girls by a long shot, but the odd quickie with a guy was a nice diversion.
I walked to my closet while Mom watched from her subservient position.
"You may go, Mom," I said.
"Yes, Mistress," she replied, and she left without another word.
I felt I had finally got through to her and now just had to finish the plan. I dressed in a black leather skirt, black pantyhose, which I had cut a hole in the crotch for easy access by mouth or cock, a gold blouse that really made me look ravishing, and four inch fuck me pumps. I looked like I was on the prowl and really I was.
.....
I got to Nadine's just after eight, I perused the room for the happy family, only able to see Olivia from where I stood, and then headed to the bathroom.
I texted the Mommy-slut:
Come to the bathroom now....stall at the end.
DON'T MAKE ME COME AND GET YOU!!!
I smiled at my threat as I unzipped my skirt and lowered it to my ankles, sat down on the toilet at the end stall, and waited. Not surprisingly, the click of heels sounded a minute later.
The sounds got nearer before the stall door opened and Lauren appeared dressed elegantly in a red cocktail dress.
"You look delicious, my pet," I complimented.
"Please, not here," she pleaded, as I spread my legs, answering her question before it was even asked.
"It's now or at your house later tonight," I shrugged, "It's your choice."
She looked back as if someone may be behind her, before entering the stall and locking it.
"You better hurry before your bitch daughter wonders what is taking so long," I smiled.
She sighed resigned to her fate as she lowered herself between my legs, slowly, lifting up her dress as she kneeled on her nylon-clad knees.
Without a word she leaned forward slowly, clearly trying to avoid messing up her make-up or hair, and began licking me.
I moaned, "I can't believe you're licking my cunt on your husband's birthday, you must really be a slut."
After a few seconds, I was about to say more when someone else entered the bathroom and soon was in the stall beside us. Lauren froze clearly petrified of being caught publicly in such a compromising position; I grabbed her by the back of her head and pulled her into my cunt. Knowing after my own mom's tongue on me, I would not come as quick with such a slow process, I decided to just rub my cunt juices all over her face making a mess of her make-up.
I ground my cunt on her face and ran my fingers through her hair, making that a mess too. The toilet in the next stall flushed and a minute later whoever it was had left. I was just considering fucking Lauren's face to an orgasm when Olivia came into the bathroom.
"Mother, are you in here?" Olivia asked.
"Go ahead, you may leave," I whispered.
"Like this?" she whispered back, pointing to her face.
"Better your daughter than your husband," I shrugged.
"Mom," Olivia called out again.
Lauren got up, wiped her face with her sleeve, sighed and excited the stall.
Olivia gasped, "What happened to you?"
I pulled up my skirt as I decided on a whim to reveal my cards. I took a deep breath and sauntered out of the stall to face a totally confused Olivia.
Olivia's face was so stunned I wish I would have had a video camera. At first confused and then the realization of what had happened and why her mother was so disheveled became clear.
I had finally made the bitch speechless.
"You came too early Olivia...thus I didn't get to," I said, bubbling with smug confidence. Walking past a still stunned Olivia, I said to the ashamed mother, "we will finish this later, slut."
Olivia's face burned red as I sauntered past her smugly.
Before she could formulate a response, I left the washroom leaving the mother-daughter to deal with their situation the same way I had to with mine not so long ago.



I stopped, realizing that I needed to make clear that I too had blackmail evidence on her mother as well as her; I peeked back into the bathroom in time to hear Lauren trying to explain.
"She...blackmailed...me...because...of...you," Lauren said between sobs.
"How the fuck..." Olivia began before I interrupted.
"Just so you know," I said, Olivia turning around at the sound of my voice with daggers in her eyes, "in case you were planning to get revenge by outing my mother, I have video evidence of your mother in compromising situations as well as you."
"This isn't over," Olivia said through gritted teeth.
"Oh, I know," I smiled.
"Watch your back," she threatened.
"I'll try but it's hard with your mother's face buried in my front all the time," I retorted, then leaving, happy with getting in the last word.
Once back in my car, Thrilled with how it went, and realizing I wouldn't be able to get Lauren to the dogging humiliation I had planned, I texted Darian:
Hey baby, plans changed, but I'm fucking horny as hell.
He texted back:
Great offer, baby. Getting beer right now, can you wait till ten?
I sighed looking at the clock it was only 8:40. I texted back;
Fine...but you better be good.
He replied back:
I usually don't get any complaints.
I drove back home with time to kill and was surprised to find that Mom wasn't home even though her car was in the drive way. I went inside and texted her:
Where are you?
I didn't get a response and an uneasy feeling hit me. What if my plan had backfired? Had Olivia called Mom during this brief time since our meeting in the bathroom. I called her but eventually got her voice mail. "Call me ASAP," I demanded.
I was beginning to freak out when I received a text from her:
At the movies with Brenda.
Relieved, I went to the washroom and then headed over to the frat house.
Arriving there a couple of minutes after ten, I texted:
I'm here big boy where are you?
A text came a few moments later as I entered a surprisingly half empty frat house. Usually these parties were wild and full. The text from Darian explained why and raised my anxiety instantly:
Out back, your slut showed up and is already getting triple teamed as we speak.
I hadn't sent Lauren here, nor even mentioned it to her, and instinctively I knew it was my mom who was the slut he was referring to. I didn't know how Olivia had done it, but obviously she had. How did she even know? Yet, I knew before I even witnessed it with my own eyes.
As I reached the back, I saw a big crowd outside of the house and all the blood drained from my face as I pushed my way through the crowd already knowing what I was going to see.
My mom, dressed in a high school cheerleading outfit from my school, thigh high stockings, a masquerade mask vaguely hiding her identity, was on the ground, leaning forward taking a cock into her mouth, while sitting atop a cock, while yet another boy was pounding her ass. At least a dozen more guys were forming a line to await their turn to fuck the MILF slut provided for the evening's entertainment.
Unexpectedly I got a text from an unknown number:
Check.
I was confused by the one word text as I stared mortified at what I was witnessing. My plan of humiliating Olivia's mother by having her videotaped dogging had backfired miserably. Yet, I couldn't do anything about it. I couldn't go and save my mom as then everyone would know who she was. Instead, I boiled with anger as I tried to think of how to revenge this.
Darian saw me and walked over. "Shit girl, you told me she was a slut but this one is crazy."
Playing along, I said, "She is insatiable."
"Shit, that would be putting it lightly," he laughed.
"What do you mean?" I asked, curious if he knew anything I didn't.
"You said three guys, but when she got here she told me her fantasy was to be watched fucking as many guys as she could," he revealed.
"Are these the first three?" I asked, hopefully.
"The guy on the ground hasn't changed, but it's the second in her mouth and ass. She is the hottest, nastiest, MILF I have ever seen and I have had quite a few," he said.
The disgusting thought that he had not only fucked me, but now had fucked my mom as well I asked, "Did you do her?" even though I already knew the answer before I even asked.
He looked at me confused. "She told me you insisted that I be the first in her ass."
"Oh right," I said feigning forgetfulness.
He smiled, grabbing his junk, "I'll be ready in a bit if you still want a piece of this."
"I'll take a rain check," I said, knowing I had to get out of here.
Before I could turn to leave I heard Mom's pleading voice, "More, I need more."
I shouldn't of, but I looked to see as one guy pulled out of her ass and another was just about to replace him.
"Text me when the slut is done," I ordered.
"Sure," he said, turning back to watch the show.
I began walking back through the crowd needing space to clear my head when I received another text from the unrecognizable number:
What leaving already?
I stopped in my tracks and looked around.
I quickly texted back knowing that it was Olivia and that she was here somewhere:
Two can play this game.
I continued walking, my body burning with anger knowing I had to go and get to Olivia's mother somehow.
Behind me, Mom screamed, "Yes, fuck my ass."
Mortified, I knew I needed to confront Olivia now.
Another text came:
You played your cards to early...Checkmate...bitch.
I laughed and texted back:
Oh you may have my queen, but I have yours too.
Again Mom's desperate sexual hunger echoed around me, she was obviously enjoying the gangbang I accidently set up for her, "Another cock please another cock," she begged frantically.
Shame pulsed through me at how my mom could not stand up for herself. It was up to me to save her from not only Olivia, but herself.
I looked around; knowing Olivia had to be nearby. Unable to spot her, frustration began to build as I wanted to meet her face to face.
As if reading my mind, she texted again:
Let's end this.
A chill went up my spine...a final showdown. This had to end and it had to end now. I texted back:
Just tell me when and where.
I walked back through the frat house and towards my car. I had planned to somehow be here for mom when her humiliation was done...although she sure didn't look or sound humiliated...but I needed to get some insurance in the form of more incriminating video of Lauren.
My phone rang just as I reached my car.
Looking at the number I was surprised it was Becka. I smiled for the first time since arriving at the frat house, reminiscing of her between my legs this morning, although it seemed so long ago considering this crazy day.
Trying to sound casual, I answered, "Hi, Becka."
"Hi, Victoria," she replied, her tone hinting something was amiss.
"What's wrong, Becka?" I asked.
She was clearly upset. "I have a message for you from Olivia."
"Why the fuck can't she do anything herself?" I snapped.
"S-s-she wants you to meet her at my house at midnight," Becka said stammering clearly uncomfortable being involved in this.
I looked at my watch. That was over an hour and a half away. "Is she there now?" I asked.
"No," Becka said.
"Where are your parents?" I asked, finding it strange we would meet at her house.
"In Vegas," she admitted.
"All right," I agreed. "Tell the bitch I will be there."
"Okay," she said, before adding, "and Victoria."
"Yes," I asked, annoyed at her weakness as well.
"I'm so, so sorry," she said and hung up before I could ask why.
I texted Olivia back:
Too scared to just meet one on one...bitch?
I didn't get a response back as I texted her slut mother.
Slut, Where are you right now?
As I waited for a response, I tried to come up with a new plan. I definitely needed Lauren with me when the confrontation took place. Yet, other than the video evidence I had on Olivia's mother, which she had equally embarrassing video of my mom also, I had no trump card to play. On the other hand, her family was way wealthier than mine and such a scandal would shock her world more than mine; although Mom would definitely be out of work if the truth of her sexual proclivity was ever made public.
Finally a response came from Lauren:
I'm with my daughter. She says to tell you check.
"Fuck," I cursed as I sat in my car pondering my next move. I couldn't just show up and face Olivia empty handed.
Looking at the clock, it was almost eleven; I decided to return to the party determined to make sure I got Mom home and not in some other scene of sexual debauchery.
"Where are you going bitch?" I heard from behind me, the unmistakable voice of Olivia.
I turned around and looked at her with daggers in my eyes. She had Kristina to her left and another blonde bimbo follower, Angela to her right.
She smiled as she asked, "To get that slut mother of yours?"
"Takes one to know one," I countered.
She walked towards me with a smug confidence that pissed me off even more. Dressed in a plaid skirt, nylons and blouse she looked straight out of a private school uniform advertisement. Her bimbo posse followed behind her like they always did looking vapid as ever.
"So you got my mother," she said as she reached me.
"It was rather easy, she really is a slut," I said, pulling out my phone, "Want to see?"
She laughed, "You have evidence of me and I you...but there is one major difference."
"And what is that?" I asked.
"I'll share that info at Becka's tonight...if you have the guts to show," she said.
"Why are you here then?" I asked, getting frustrated by this whole conversation.
"To pick up my slut, of course," she revealed. "Plus, I thought I would give you one more chance to admit the obvious."
"That you are a fucking twat," I shot back in anger.
Ignoring my blatant bitterness, she said, "Well using your language, what is the term again, that you fancy me."
Her finger went to my lips and I slapped it away, as I said, "That will be a cold day in hell."
"Your mother told me the whole sordid ordeal of you and her on the drive to her gangbang. Apparently, you are vying to be her Mistress too," she revealed.
"That's ludicrous," I said to both accusations, sensing the situation getting out of hand and a sudden wetness slithering down my leg.
"I agree," Olivia laughed harshly. "You are definitely a submissive like your mother."
"Your mother doesn't think so," I countered, before adding, looking at Katrina, "or yours either."
"You fucking bitch," Katrina snapped, as she lunged towards me.
Olivia snapped her fingers and Katrina stopped instantly.
I sarcastically smirked, "Do you sit up and roll over too?"
Katrina wanted to speak but didn't, the power hierarchy of Olivia's posse obvious.
"Good puppy," I quipped, stirring the pot even more.
"We will continue this conversation somewhere more private, where you can submit to me once and for all," Olivia said smugly.
"It will be you submitting to me," I countered.
"Now that is funny," Olivia laughed before getting serious. "Midnight at Becka's."
"Whatever," I said, acting tough even though I knew I was getting in over my head.
"My mom is already at Becka's; go get your incest loving mommy-slut and meet me at Becka's," Olivia ordered.
"Don't ever tell me what to do," I said, venom in my tone.
"Fine, I'll get her," Olivia said, adding, "she is my submissive anyway."
"Never again," I said firmly.
"Why don't you let your mother decide? I believe you told her tonight to choose between you and me...how did that turn out?" She asked.
"Fuck you," I snapped back, having nothing powerful to counter with.
"Oh I plan to soon enough, Victoria," she smiled. "You will be on your knees begging to please me very soon, very, very soon."
"That will never happen," I replied, even as my cunt continued to betray me.
"Never say never," she said, "no one has been able to resist me yet."
"Well there is always a first time for everything," I retorted.
"Denial is such a sad, sad thing, Victoria," Olivia said smugly. "I know you are a submissive, just like your mother."
She began to walk past me.
"Where are you going?" I asked.
"To get my slut," she said rather matter-of-factly. "Didn't I already make that clear?"
"I'll get her," I said, wanting to talk to her before the upcoming confrontation.
"My slut?" She asked, smiling.
"Just get out of here," I said, the longer the conversation went the worse it kept going for me.
"No, I'm going to get her," Olivia said firmly.
"No, I am," I said.
"Fine," Olivia shrugged. "You go get my slut and make sure she is with you at Becka's."
I glared at her before walking by her, my shoulder slamming into hers as I headed back towards the frat house, realizing I had just obeyed her.
"Don't be late," Olivia called out all sing-song, her friends giggling behind her.
I flashed her the finger without looking back.
Inside the frat house, the party was now getting into full swing and I prayed that meant my mom wasn't still bring used as a cum bucket for every guy in the fraternity. Reaching the now smaller audience, I saw Mom was now servicing four guys at once. She was riding a cock, sucking another while she stroked two more cocks one in each hand.
As I watched, trying to figure out how I was going to get her out of here, I felt hands on my hips.
I turned to slap whoever it was, already being in a pissed off mood. Darian said, seeing my face, "Truce."
"I'll take that rain check now," I said, so horny that I knew I needed to come before I could think straight once again.
"I hoped you'd say that," he smiled.
"Pull that thing out, I need it now," I said hungrily.
"Here?" he asked surprised.
"Yes, just sit on the bench there and I will do the rest," I smiled, pointing to a secluded bench just outside the peripheral of Mom's gangbang.
"Sure thing baby," he said, leading me to my much needed quickie.
As soon as he was sitting and had his cock out, thankfully already hard and ready to get to work, I pulled my skirt down and lowered myself on him.
I bounced on his cock, taking all seven inches in me. My cunt already on fire, I knew it wouldn't take long to get off. Between not getting off at Nadine's and for some fucking unknown reason my conversation with Olivia, I was ready to burst.
I watched from afar as my mom took a load on her face and then took another cock in her mouth as she continued riding the cock she was straddling.
Ironically, mother and daughter were both bouncing up and down on frat boy cock which made me laugh.
"What?" Darian asked.
"Sorry, just watching the slut," I said.
"That slut of yours can really go. She has fucked or sucked over thirty guys," he said.
My orgasm imminent, I closed my eyes, and imagined briefly it was me getting fucked by guy after guy. Just as my orgasm hit, the guys in my fantasy switched to girls and it was Olivia fucking me. "Fuuuuuck," I moaned, the orgasm hitting me hard. I let it wash through me Olivia's smug smiling face refusing to get out of my head.
Pissed off at myself, at Olivia and at my mother for getting me involved in this mess, I got off Darian before he could come and ordered. "Tell the boys these are the last four."
"What about me?" he asked.
"Go finish on her," I said, pointing to my mom.
"Sure," he agreed, calling out, "Shows ending fellas." He slapped my ass and walked over to Mom.
A few minutes later the last of the guys shot their cum on Mom who was now a white, gooey mess from head to toe.
"Let's go slut," I ordered once she was finished getting coated with cum.
She heard my voice and turned to me, the look on her face, as best as I could tell one of surprise.
"Now!" I ordered.
She stood up, her legs clearly weak after the past hour plus of being used as a fuck toy and walked to me...clearly a walk of shame.
Reaching me, I said, "Just follow me."
She nodded and I led her through the frat house and to the car, almost everyone stopping to stare at the older woman dripping with cum from all over her body.
Once in the car, Mom immediately got in apologizing mode, "I'm so sorry, Victoria."
"Don't!" I snapped. "I don't want to hear it."
She immediately stopped although it was obvious she wanted forgiveness.
We drove in silence briefly before I said, tears welling in my eyes, "You chose her over me."
"It-it-it wasn't like that," she responded.
"What was it like then, Mother," I said bitterly. "Olivia somehow knew our whole conversation today."
"I'm just too weak, Victoria," she said. "I can't say no to her no matter how much I try."
"So I see," I said, my tone still sharp.
After a moment, trying to remain calm, I explained everything that had transpired at the restaurant, the dogging plan that backfired, the confrontation with Olivia a little while ago and the midnight showdown about to happen.
"You can't go," she said, genuine fear in her expression.
"I have to go, I must stop her," I said. "Plus, I have to save you as you obviously can't save yourself."
"Please don't go," she pleaded.
"What choice do I have?" I asked. "You're willing to risk everything to obey her every whim."
"But your future is still safe," she said.
"Was that before or after you told your Mistress that we have an incestuous relationship?" I snapped, my anger at her not easy to control.
She again stopped speaking. I knew I had hurt her but sometimes the truth hurts. Finally, I whispered, my tone, expressing my hurt, as I repeated what was really bothering me, "You picked her over me."
"It wasn't like that," Mom said again trying to explain. "I love you with all heart and soul but somehow there is like a hypnotic pull when she speaks. I want to disobey her, I know I should disobey her, yet I don't, I can't."
"I'm dropping you off at home" I said, realizing that it was the only way to protect her.
"You can't go alone," Mom said.
"I can't take you; you just said you always obey her and I am not sure I could handle watching you choose her over me in front of me," I said.
"I wouldn't," she said.
"Are you sure?" I asked as we pulled up into our driveway.
After a brief silence Mom admitted the obvious, "No."
Parked, I said, still wounded from my Mom's weakness, "I will end this tonight."
"How?" Mom asked.
"By standing up to her, someone has to," I said, confident in myself.
"I thought I could too," Mom said.
"Go," I said.
"Please, don't go," Mom said pleadingly.
"Now!" I said, not looking at her, my resolve to finish this firm.
As she got out of the car, she said, "Please be careful, I don't want you turning out like me."
"Mom," I said, turning soft, "All I have ever wanted to be was as strong as you. We will get through this together."
I could feel tears in my eyes and could see tears forming in hers.
"Now go, this ends tonight," I ordered.
The car door closed, I quickly backed up and headed towards Becka's. I really had no idea what I was going to do, what I was going to say, but I knew that I had to end this once and for all. I had to be strong for Mom and resist Olivia at all costs.
Looking in the review mirror, I could see Mom watching me drive away. I turned away, there was no more looking back only looking forward with one goal in mind...to avenge my mother and crush Olivia.
Accepting I couldn't do it on my own, and accepting begrudgingly I had my own weakness towards Olivia, I knew I couldn't go against her alone.



Suddenly, a plan formed. I realized I couldn't beat her on my own...but she could be beat.
I pulled to the side of the road, smiling a plan finally formulating in my mind, I pulled out my phone and dialed.
The end for now...
Will Victoria be able to resist the undeniable charms of the hypnotic dominant bitch Olivia?
Will Olivia be able to crush her nemesis and most challenging conquest yet?
Will Kate, Victoria's mom, ever be able to break free from the powerful invisible chains of sexual submission she is currently bound by?
Will Olivia's mother Lauren's weaknesses lead to the downfall of her dominant daughter at the hands of our sexy protagonist Victoria?
Will Olivia join Victoria in the naughty taboo of incest with her submissive mother Lauren?
What will happen when Olivia and Victoria meet face to face, breast to breast and cunt to cunt?
What role will the adorable submissive Becka play in the final showdown?
Who will win? Victoria? Olivia? Both? Neither?
These and many more questions will be answered in the exciting conclusion of the Catching Mommy series that includes cheerleaders, nerds, MILF submissives, a teacher, a maid, two teen dommes and an epic lesbian orgy coming to a computer screen, phone or ipad near you in 2014.
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Aunt's Stockings & Mom's Pantyhose
Summary: A lucky guy gets his Mom and Aunt as Christmas presents.
Note 1: PICTURE CREDIT...All photographs were taken by myself and my husband. Because this story is about incest and leg/foot/nylon fetish...all the pictures focus ONLY on the legs and feet...a fetish of my husband's.
Note 2: Thanks to Nick Sutcliffe who requested the story; MAB7991, Leann and goamz86 for editing the story.
Note 3: This is a 2013 Christmas story so please vote and enjoy.
Note 4: This is dedicated to all the leg, foot and nylon fetish fans out there.
Aunt's Stockings & Mom's Pantyhose
0. Prologue
A lot of crazy things all occurred over a few weeks that shifted my unhealthy sexual preoccupation with my Mother and Aunt from fantasy to reality.
1. The first revelation...Oedipus Complex
The first happened in early November.
I was in my freshman college psychology class when all my unhealthy obsessions, well at least the biggest one, suddenly made sense. My professor discussed Sigmund Freud's Oedipus complex which he believed was a universal psychological phenomenon that all boys fantasize about having sex with their mothers.
There was utter silence and I wondered instantly if it was because they were all thinking the same thing I was. 'Thank God'. Although I had a steady and very hot girlfriend, who liked giving head and fucked me regularly, every time I masturbated it was not to my girlfriend Kim, but rather to my mother Annabelle that I thought about.
My professor continued to discuss how the Oedipus complex was a theory that deep inside every boy is the desire to sexually possess their mother. These inappropriate thoughts are held deep inside the boys' subconscious and never released, therefore never being dealt with emotionally. In extreme cases, the son wants to murder their father and replace him as the man of the house.
I was floored. I had fantasized about having sex with my mother since puberty and always felt guilty afterwards. I mean when I was horny my fantasies always included my mother being my sexual submissive and obeying my every order, the way I assumed she did my father in the bedroom.
My fantasies were often different, but they always included my Mom in pantyhose or stockings, obeying my every sexual whim. Sometimes I imagined forcing her to suck my cock and shooting my cum down her throat; other times I imagine being woken up by Mom's beautiful lips; other times I fantasized taking her in the back of the car while Aunt Cassie, Mom's younger sister, drove in the front seat oblivious to Mom riding her son's cock. Other times I created crazy tales full of risk like eating Mom's pussy under her desk at school while she graded papers while students were in her class unaware of what was occurring under her desk. However, mostly I just fantasized having Mom suck and fuck me. Yet, as soon as I would cum, an overwhelming guilt hit me as I couldn't believe I would fantasize committing incest and treating my mother so inappropriately and with such disrespect.
Yet, my biggest sexual kink, besides the fact that I wanted to fuck my Mom, was I was obsessed with stocking-clad feet, particularly toes in nylon. This kink too is my Mom's fault. Being a teacher, every since I can remember she always dressed in pantyhose and even after work she would stay in her skirt or dress and pantyhose, walking around the house in her nylon-clad feet.
Besides the kinky dominant persona fantasies that dominated my every thought, I had other more sensual fantasies including: giving Mom a full body massage while she wore her pantyhose, eating her cunt through her sheer pantyhose (when she was of course sans panties) and getting a foot job from her delicious stocking-clad feet.
Over the next couple weeks I couldn't help but literally drool over Mom; I couldn't resist staring at her nylon-clad feet; I couldn't stop wondering if her cunt was shaved, trimmed or hairy; I couldn't stop imagining making her my submissive plaything...after all, it wasn't my fault I had a complex.
2. A bit of more history
Before I get to carried away with the motivation behind my obsession with having sex with my mother, I should tell you a bit about myself and our family history which ironically will play a huge role in the crazy story I am about to tell.
My name is Christian (which is ironic considering the story I am about to tell, not to mention the shunning by our family that my mother received for having a child out of wedlock). I am about as average as they come. I am 5'9, 190 pounds, have black hair and brown eyes. I compensate for my average looks by being humorous, a great listener and quite smart. I am a nerd or geek or whatever you call students who care about their marks, I can quote Star Wars verbatim (the original three not the blasphemy that was the prequels) and I still play MindCraft.
My Mom, Annabelle, had me when she was sixteen, (yep I'm a bastard and an oops) and we since then have been shunned by her super religious family. The only family she still talks to is her younger sister, Cassie; who has been shunned as well for staying in contact with Mom. Mom was shunned because she wanted to keep me; and being from a puritanical home, this wasn't exactly a decision that left her with many options. At 35, Mom is still a complete knock out; 34DD breasts (I checked her bra size), a slim waist that flares just perfectly into a set of wide hips and a tight heart-shaped ass. She's got green eyes and the prettiest smile I've ever seen. Her ravenous look is completed by natural red hair that flows just past her shoulders. I wasn't the only one jerking off to my Mom, my friends called her a MILF as far back as I can remember. As already mentioned, she also enhances her beauty with a keen sense of fashion: blouses that showcase her large breasts without looking inappropriate; skirts long enough to be school appropriate but short enough to distract every guy or lesbian in her class; at work, always three inch heels that added to her sexy allure; lastly, she always wore pantyhose, in a variety of colors (mocha, tan, black, blue, red and even white), that always perfectly complimented her outfit.
Aunt Cassie, although four years younger, is a spitting image of Mom, the same green eyes, the same large breasts, same great body, although she has black as night hair. Although Mom was my number one stroke fantasy, Aunt Cassie was a close second. She too almost always wore pantyhose even under her jeans which I thought was super hot.
The two were so similar that they even took the same career route, both becoming teachers. Mommy, finishing high school by getting her GED when she was twenty-one finally got her teacher degree when she was twenty-six. Mom teaches high school English and is a great teacher. Aunt Cassie teaches kindergarten.
As I grew up, my Mom and aunt would always tell me how much I looked like my father. And it's true; I've seen a few photos of him and even met him when I was 14. He bailed on my Mom when she found out she was pregnant (he'd just graduated from high school). I don't mind though, he's an asshole and my Mom deserves better.
At my graduation, my fantasies changed to incest threesomes when I got a double hug-their tits squishing against me. After that, my late night stroke sessions often included Mom and my aunt pleasuring me and each other. It never occurred to me that one day these fantasies could possibly become a reality.
3. The second revelation...Dad's fetish photos
I was in the garage getting rid of boxes of crap Mom had kept for years when I found the photos. They were in a box of old high school memories including: yearbooks, track ribbons, cheerleader pompoms, pantyhose (dark coloured) and a cheerleader's outfit that I imagined Mom could still pull off today. My naughty mind instantly went to her in such an outfit seducing me.
Also, at the bottom of the box was a small envelope with a few photos of a few different girls, all in pantyhose, all without shoes, all looking fucking hot.
My cock already stiff from the cheerleading outfit, these pictures, none of them overly naughty yet the nylon legs were sexy as hell.
I flipped through the pictures in awe of the extensive collection.
Were these Dad's photos?
Mom's?
It would be weird for Mom to have a collection of pictures that were of women in pantyhose. She had never given any remote hints that she was into women, although in all fairness she had given very little evidence that she was into men either...having not dated one guy that I could remember.
Yet, it would be weird for this collection of photos to be in a collection of Mom's high school things as well.
In the end it didn't matter whose they were, they were super hot and had me ridiculously horny. I picked my favorites and was about to sit down and jerk off when I saw one of Mom when she was in her early twenties. Ironically, she looked almost exactly the same then as she does now. Same adorable smile, same exotic eyes and the same perfect legs.
I pulled out my cock, stared at the picture of Mom as an eighteen year old teenager and began stroking. I imagined her as a cheerleader, I imagined her in the eighties with her big hair, I imagined her on her knees crawling over to me and taking my cock in her mouth. I imagined her giving me a foot job in her silky nylon feet while telling me how much she wanted me to cum all over them.
With such naughty thoughts it didn't take me long to get really going and I shot my load all over the photo of my mother, giving her the long fantasized facial although not quite the way I had envisioned.
I stared at the photo of my Mom, covered in my white goo, and wondered if there was any way to make such a fantasy a reality. At the time it was just a silly adolescent fantasy, yet a domino of revelations, coincidences and long held secrets would soon change the odds of making that fantasy a reality.
4. The third revelation...Mom knows my fetish
Mom and I were at Hooters (yep Mom took me to Hooters) for supper (they do have amazing wings jsut for the record) it was then that I learned Mom knew one of my secrets.
I was checking out a hot brunette waitress, her mocha pantyhose legs seeming to literally shimmer as she moved (Hooter girl pantyhose really are the hottest color in the universe. They are shiny and sexy...and I imagined, though I had never touched them silky) when Mom joked, "You are just like your father."
"So I have been told," I sighed, hating getting compared to him.
"No, no, no, not in looks, although you definitely are sexy like him, but you have the same strange fetish," Mom said.
I couldn't get past the reality that Mom had called me sexy, even as I adjusted my stiff cock under the table. "What are you talking about?" I asked, as I glanced again at the waitress's shiny legs...literally unable to resist the magnetic pull of the nylon.
"You are a legs man," she said.
I shrugged thinking the same words I said, "Who isn't?"
"99 percent of the male population," she laughed. "At least that is my experience."
"Really?" I asked, thinking there was nothing hotter than a woman in nylon.
"Are you really that obtuse," Mom joked. "Do you have any idea how many men stare at these?" She questioned pointing to her own huge breasts as well as waving her hands around the restaurant.
"Oh," I said, realizing she was talking about breasts, particularly her breasts which had me looking directly at them inside her sweater, to just see the canyon that hinted at so much more.
"We are at a restaurant called Hooters," Mom said. "Is there a restaurant called 'Legs'?"
"There should be," I said. "Actually it's a great entrepreneurial idea."
"Or one called Pantyhose," Mom smiled.
"W-w-what?" I stammered.
"Oh honey, you don't remotely conceal your nylon fetish," Mom laughed.
"I don't?" I asked, overwhelmed by Mom's sudden frankness.
"Your father had the exact same fetish," Mom explained. "He particularly had a fetish for toes in nylons." To make the point, she slipped out of her heels and wiggled her nylon-clad red toes.
"I-I-I don't," I lied, the stammering betraying my lie.
"It's okay, honey," Mom said, sadly slipping her feet back into her heels. "Everyone has a few quirky kinks."
Before I even had time to think what I was saying, I blurted out, dying to know, "What's yours?"
Just then the waitress arrived with our wings and Mom expertly shifted our conversation to more conservative normal topics like college.
My cock never shrunk, my head replaying the strange conversation over and over and over again throughout the meal even as I continued to have a normal conversation with Mom.
That night, while Mom was in the shower (she always has her showers in the evening), I snuck into her room, grabbed a pair of Mom's pantyhose and hurried to my room. I had never done this before, but after our surreal conversation I wondered what it would feel like to masturbate in pantyhose. Originally, I planned to just put the pantyhose on my hand and jerk myself off, yet before I knew it I was putting them on. Although way more difficult than one would think to get on, I eventually got the pantyhose up my legs (remembering from watching online porn that I needed to scrunch the pantyhose over the toes and slowly slide it up my leg). Once on, my stiff cock was framed in the nylon, I began rubbing my legs, ass and cock. I couldn't resist touching myself, thinking if I was a woman I wouldn't be able to resist caressing myself in public.
Wearing pantyhose seemed kind of gay, yet the feeling was so amazing I didn't really care. I stared at my feet in the pantyhose and was thankful when I wasn't turned on by that.
I lay on my bed, closed my eyes and rubbed my cock slowly as I imagined Mom in a Hooters outfit, minus the hideous slouch socks they wear, flirting with me. It didn't take long to get my balls boiling and I came in the pantyhose in less than two minutes. Hearing a noise, I looked up to my door which I realized was open a crack. I gasped, mortified at the thought that Mom could have seen me. I quickly tugged the pantyhose off me and peeked out the door. The hallway was empty and the bathroom door was open which meant Mom walked past my room. I closed my door, got dressed and fretted that Mom saw me in her pantyhose.
I waited a few minutes until I heard the television on downstairs before I quickly returned to her room and put her pantyhose back, not thinking of the incriminating white stain I would leave on them once my cum dried. I went back downstairs acting casual and Mom showed no signs of acting different or peculiar, which she probably would if she had seen me in my compromising cross dressing situation. A huge worry off my shoulders I made myself a snack and watched Person of Interest with her like we always did on Tuesdays.
5. The forth revelation...They want to fuck me
On Friday, three days later, I came home late to see Mom and my aunt drinking having just got back themselves from some teacher Christmas party, both past tipsy.
Aunt Cassie really looked ridiculously hot in a one piece black dress that had a zipper down the middle. Leaning against the kitchen counter, wine in hand, her legs in tan nylons, my cock stiffened in my pants and I already knew what my stroke fantasy would be tonight.
I chatted with them a few minutes, quite drunk myself, trying to not stare too much at Aunt Cassie's legs, before heading up to bed. After getting ready to crash, my mouth was super dry so I headed back downstairs partly to quench my thirst and partly to get another look at Aunt Cassie and Mom.
I was about to enter the kitchen when I heard Mom say, "I gave him hints on Tuesday."
I froze. Was she talking about me? What hints was she referring to?
I listened intently out of view.
"You can't be subtle with men. You have to literally tell them," Aunt Cassie said, laughing.
"I am not sure I am able to tell my son that I want to fuck him," Mom responded.
My mouth dropped open as I heard the words I had fantasized about my whole life and yet never in a million, trillion, years thought I would ever hear...for real.
"And be his submissive slut," Aunt Cassie added.
"Well that goes without saying," Mom playfully quipped back.
"So now what?" Aunt Cassie asked.
"Well I know our conversation at Hooters turned him on as he stammered like a horny fool and then I caught him masturbating while wearing my pantyhose," Mom continued, confirming my earlier worry.
"Mmmmmm," Aunt Cassie moaned, instantly making my already stiff cock flinch as I imagined seeing her face make such a sexy noise. "Does he know you saw him?"
"No, I don't think so," Mom answered.
"You should have just walked in his room, crawled into his bed, straddled his cock and rode him like a cowboy," Aunt Cassie said, as I pulled out my cock that was in desperate need of release.
"God, I wish I would have," Mom said, before adding, "I fucking need to get laid soon or my cunt will shrivel up and die."
"Go seduce him now," Aunt Cassie suggested, my eyes going big.
"I can't, I need him to make the first move. I couldn't handle it if he rejected me and thought his mother was some sick dirty slut," Mom said, sounding insecure like my last girlfriend.
"Based on his constant drool over you, I don't think he will reject you," Aunt Cassie correctly predicted.
"Even so," Mom said. After a lengthy pause she added, "I did get to kinda taste his cum."
"Fuck off," Aunt Cassie gasped.
"The pantyhose he jerked off in were back in my drawer I noticed at bedtime and well...."
"You sucked his cum out of your pantyhose, why you dirty little slut," Aunt Cassie said, finishing Mom's sentence.
"Isn't that twisted," Mom said, her tone both mortified and somehow playfully naughty.
"Twisted, yes; fucking hot, for sure," Aunt Cassie said.
"I've got to stop this," Mom said.
"What? Fantasizing about fucking your sexy son?"
"Yes, it's unhealthy."
"So is fast food, but you still eat it again and again," Aunt Cassie said.
"Not sure going to Kentucky Fried Chicken too much and obsessing about my son making me his dirty whore is the same thing."
"Well you are finger lickin' good and you love choking on a bone," Aunt Cassie crudely joked.
"You are so fucked up," Mom said, even as she laughed.
"Two bottles of wine will do that," Aunt Cassie said.
"Maybe when I sober up these uncontrollable sexual urges will go away," Mom said.
"Unlikely, we have been having this discussion since his eighteenth birthday," Aunt Cassie revealed.
"Well, I did think waking him up with a blow job would have been a great birthday present," Mom replied.
"Do you know what you are giving him for Christmas?" Aunt Cassie asked.
"No idea," Mom replied.
"Well maybe you give yourself to him for Christmas," Aunt Cassie suggested.
"You are scandalous," Mom playfully laughed.
"So is this," Aunt Cassie replied sultrily, snapping her fingers.
"Not here, what if Christian comes down," Mom protested.



"Then he will really come," Aunt Cassie replied playing on the word come.
"Oh God?" Mom moaned.
"Now crawl over here and lick your baby sister," Aunt Cassie ordered.
"Yes, Mistress," Mom replied.
"Maybe I should just order you to fuck your son," Aunt Cassie ordered.
"Give me two more weeks, Mistress, I promise I will submit to him by Christmas," Mom promised.
"You'll let his candy cane fill your little wreath," Aunt Cassie playfully asked, drunk enough to think she thought the wreath reference was logical.
Mom laughed, "I am going to fill his Christmas stocking...with me."
"Good, but first come and get your favourite treat," Aunt Cassie cooed.
I peeked around the corner and watched amazed. Aunt Cassie had unzipped her black dress and Mom was between her legs licking her younger sister; watching the incest act between my two greatest stroke fantasies was easily the hottest thing I had ever seen.
After a couple of minutes, Aunt Cassie started talking dirty, "That's it, you little slut, lick my cunt," and, "Only a dirty fucking slut would fantasize about fucking their son," and "Beg to taste my cum, slut."
Mom's hand was frantically rubbing herself it seemed, although I couldn't tell from my angle as she answered, "Mistress Sister, will you please come all over your big sister's slutty face."
"What do you want your son to do to you, slut?" Aunt Cassie asked.
"I want him to fuck me," Mom moaned, all the while still licking.
"That's it, slut? Be more fucking detailed," Aunt Cassie ordered, pushing Mom's head away.
Mom, seemingly hungry to continue licking, she rambled, "Oh God, Mistress Sister, I want to suck his cock and feel his cum slide down my throat; I want to feel his cock fuck my long neglected cunt and feel his cum explode in me; I want to feel my ass pounded hard and be made to be his Mommy-whore; I want to obey his every order, become his submissive slave and he my Master."
Aunt Cassie grabbed Mom's head and said, "Lick me slut, suck baby sister's clit."
Less than a minute later, Aunt Cassie's moans getting increasingly louder, finally came, "Thaaaaaat's it, big sister, swallow all my cuuuuuuuunt juice."
I was about to explode, but quit stroking myself not wanting to come all over the wall.
A moment later, Aunt Cassie let Mom's head go and said, "Fuck big sister you really went to town tonight."
"I have always loved eating your cunt," Mom said.
"Another glass of wine?" Aunt Cassie asked.
"I suppose one more wouldn't hurt," Mom shrugged, standing up.
I quickly moved away, scared of being caught and quickly moved back upstairs. I closed my door, grabbed another picture from Dad's or Mom's collection of photos and jumped on my bed. I began furiously pumping my cock, replaying the incest scene between Mom and my aunt while looking at another photo of a stranger's legs and feet in nylons wishing I hadn't wrecked the one of Mom by coming on it.
Knowing that Mom wanted to fuck me, to be my pet, was surreal and hot and in a few quick strokes, I was coming.
Lying on my bed, covered in my own cum, I began to consider my options. Mom wanted to be my submissive and I was going to make that wish come true.
6. Aunt Cassie First
The next morning, well truthfully it was 12:30 so it was actually afternoon, I came downstairs, my mind a fog of last night. I was pretty hammered last night and even as the memories of last night came flooding back I couldn't really believe they were real.
That Mom wanted to fuck me.
That Mom was a submissive to Aunt Cassie.
That Mom ate out Aunt Cassie in the kitchen.
That Mom wanted to be my submissive slut.
I walked into the front room and was instantly distracted. First, Aunt Cassie had a candy cane in her mouth which had me flash back to calling my cock a candy cane. Secondly, although she was in a different outfit, she was still wearing her thigh highs and I could see the lace tops.
I stammered distracted, "H-h-how was last night?"
Aunt Cassie yawned, obviously still tired, "It was a pretty good time. How about you?"
"Same old, same old," I shrugged, the party itself rather dull.
"Really?" Aunt Cassie asked. "I would think last night was anything but same old, same old."
"What do you mean?" I asked, wondering if she somehow knew I watched last night.
My wondering was instantly answered when she asked, "Did you learn anything about your mother last night?"
"N-n-no," I stammered.
Aunt Cassie stood up and walked towards me as she asked her tone dripping with naughty innuendo, "Nothing at all?"
Her tone making my cock stiffen, I tried to play it cool, shifting from nervous to confident, I said, "You mean that you and Mom dyke out?"
"Well that too," Aunt Cassie smiled, before adding, "but that wasn't the real revelation of the night was it?"
"No, I guess there was a bigger one," I said, grabbing my cock.
Aunt Cassie, surprised me by moving her hand to my cock, "Hmmmmm, very nice."
"You are not too bad yourself," I countered.
"So I hope you are going to take the information you learned last night and use it to your advantage," Aunt Cassie said.
I was about to cup her voluptuous breasts when I heard footsteps.
"Don't waste this opportunity, stud," Aunt Cassie said, giving my cock a firm squeeze before sitting back down just as Mom entered the living room.
All weekend I had pondered the many different ways to fuck my Mom. A dozen times, I went to just take her, yet every time I was in the same room with her I chickened out. I couldn't cross the invisible line of incest even though I knew she was willing, eager and submissive.
On Monday, I decided to go see Aunt Cassie at her school after dinner recalling she said she was staying after school to decorate her classroom for Christmas. I wanted to discuss with her how to best make Mom my slut...yet as soon as I saw her, another plan popped into my head.
I walked into her classroom, which in a kindergarten class is more of Romper Room than a classroom, closed the door and said, "We need to talk."
Aunt Cassie turned around, smiled when she saw me, and asked innocently, "About what?"
Her dress would have caused high school students to drool, but her young students had no idea how hot she was or how big her breasts are, particularly in the dress she was wearing.
"The fact that I have decided to make Mom my slut," I boldly answered.
"Is that so?" she asked coyly.
Going for broke, I added, "But I also plan to make Mom's slut sister my whore too."
Her eyes went big briefly, clearly surprised by my declaration, but she recovered quickly, "How do you know your Mom's slut sister would submit to such an arrangement?"
I walked to her confidently, put my hands on her shoulders, and lowered her to the ground. As expected, she didn't resist as she looked up at me expectantly.
"You will obey everything your Master tells you to do. And right now, he wants you to suck his thick cock," I said, looking down at her.
"Hmmmm, Master, I like that," Aunt Cassie said, before adding, "Just a moment." She stood up and walked to the door, closed the blind and locked the door, before returning to exactly where she was. "So where was I?"
"You were about to serve your Master," I answered.
"Riiiiiight," she purred, fishing my cock out of my pants.
"Mmmmmmmmmm, your mother was right, your cock is big," Aunt Cassie teased as she stroked my eight inch cock. Opening her mouth wide, she took my mushroom top in and swirled her tongue around it.
"That's it, slut," I groaned, thinking of all the stories I had read online about submissive sluts. "Worship your new Master's cock."
She moaned on my cock, making my cock vibrate, as she began to slowly take my cock in her mouth. As I watched my cock disappear in my aunt's mouth in awe at one of my fantasies actually happening.
She bobbed back and forth slowly until she had all eight inches between her lips.
I groaned, "Good slut, now bob back and forth like the slut you are."
She obeyed, shifting from slow and smooth to fast and hungry, and I knew I had less than a minute before I was going to explode in her mouth. I warned a few seconds later, "Here comes my cum, Aunt Slut, swallow it all."
She went faster at my announcement and I sprayed a full load of my cum into her eager mouth. She didn't slow down at all, swallowing every drop of my seed.
A moment later, I pulled my cock out of her mouth and she said, her tone dripping with innuendo, "So does Master want to fuck his slut's cunt?"
"Yes he does, when Master thinks she has earned it," I replied.
"W-w-what?" she stammered, surprised by my answer.
"Once you have helped me turn Mom into my slut, you will earn your privilege to have my cock in your cunt," I answered, before adding, "and ass."
"You bastard," she smiled, realizing my intent.
"Your Master," I corrected, shoving my cock back in her mouth.
I shot another load, this time all over Aunt Cassie's face, before we chatted about the plan to make both Mom's and my fantasy of mother-son incest come true.
7. The Chess Game of Lust
The first plan was to simply wake her up by shoving my cock in her mouth; the second plan was to have Mom catch me fucking her sister's face; the third plan was so much more complex, so much slower and so much more fun. We were going to drive Mom crazy with temptation first, trying to push her to make the first move.
A couple of days later, Mom got home and as she walked into the living room exclaimed, "What a long day."
I joked, "Actually every day is exactly the same length."
"Funny, smart guy," she quipped, collapsing on the couch.
Seeing my opportunity, to start the temptation teasing, I joined her on the couch, lifted her nylon legs up and put them on my lap.
"Does Mom need a foot massage?" I asked, putting my hands on her left foot.
"What?" she asked, surprised by my offer.
"Just relax Mom," I said, as I began massaging her foot.
"That feels nice," Mom said a minute later.
"Good, any time you want a foot massage just ask," I said, my cock stiffening under her legs.
"Be careful what you offer, or you will be massaging my feet every day," Mom playfully joked.
"Then I will massage your feet every day, Mom. I will do anything to make you happy, you know that, right?" I asked, my cock purposely flinching to imply my intent.
Her face flushed, as she stammered, distracted by my stiff cock, "Of-of-of course, dear." After a moment of silence, she offered me the same implied deal that meant way more than the usual words from a mother to a son would mean, "You know I would do anything to make you happy too, right?"
"I do, Mom, but it is you who really needs to just go out and get what you want. After all your sacrifices to raise me," I responded, making my cock flinch on the word 'raise', while continuing with so much innuendo it was ridiculous, "you deserve to get whatever makes you happy over and over again."
Mom's face was beet red as I switched to her other foot and continued the massage while the silence lingered between us, the invisible line of incest all that kept both of us from ravishing each other.
I massaged her feet for a few more minutes before finishing, standing up and saying, "I need to go do some studying."
"Oh, okay," she said, her tone implying disappointment, I assumed she hoped I would take her then and there. But the plan was to tease her relentlessly first...although teasing her was also teasing me.
I went to my room and pulled out a picture of Mom in nylons from Cassie's high school graduation that Cassie had given me to masturbate to once I told her what I had done to the other picture. It didn't show a lot of leg as it was a long gown, but it still showed her sexy feet in nylons.
Replaying Mom's and my naughty conversation in my head, I stared at the picture and masturbated knowing it was going to be pretty soon that I had not one, but two sluts for my personal pleasure.
Not surprisingly, the feel of Mom's silky nylon feet still lingering, it didn't take long for me to erupt.
Over the next few days, it was both pure torture and exhilarating fun. Each of us gave hint after hint after hint that we were interested in inappropriate action, yet neither of us crossed that invisible line.
Mom started dressing in shorter skirts, giving me tit crushing hugs every morning and kissing me on the cheek before she left in the morning and again before bed. Each kiss was closer and closer to my lips and yet she wouldn't kiss my lips. The temptation to grab her, shove her onto her knees and fuck her face was almost impossible to resist, yet I did knowing the end plan was near. Instead, I deposited a load or two or three in Aunt Cassie's mouth every day to lessen my temptation to take Mom.
On December 23rd, Mom was dressed in an outfit so hot, I barely resisted bending her over the couch and fucking her from behind. Yet, I resisted, immediately driving to Aunt Cassie's and fucking her face with my cock so hard my balls bounced off her chin.
Meanwhile, I gave Mom foot massages every day, my hand slyly moving to her ankle, her calf and her knee. She always opened her legs enough to meander as I wanted, keeping her eyes closed, seemingly waiting for me to just take her.
Aunt Cassie told me that Mom told her I was driving her nuts with my teasing and she desperately wanted me to just take her and make her my bitch.
On Christmas Eve, Mom suggested we dress up and have a fancy dinner just her and me. I put on dress pants, a nice shirt and a tie and headed downstairs where Mom had created a Christmas wonderland and was dressed in a sexy black dress and black pantyhose. Around the house was mistletoe...everywhere. I walked under one the instant I walked in the room and she kissed my cheek, lingering longer than necessary, her sweet perfume drawing me in.
In the kitchen, she kissed me again when I walked under the mistletoe and again when I opened the fridge that was also under mistletoe. She giggled, "It seems I may be kissing you all night."
I said back, "If you weren't my Mom, I would think this was a plan to seduce me."
Her face flushed, but it seemed to dishearten her....I hadn't taken the bait. We had dinner, where we talked about Christmas tomorrow, New Year's Eve party that her work friends were throwing and my final exams that had not gone as well as I would have liked (mostly because I was preoccupied with fucking my mother, but I didn't tell her that).
After dinner, I turned on Home Alone, our traditional Christmas movie, and turned around to see my Mom posing. Her sultry look telling me she was mine for the taking...all I had to do was take her.
Yet, I instead just joined her on the couch, started the movie and massaged her feet...which I did the whole movie. Massaging each toe individually, the bottom of her soles, her ankles, calf, and even up to her thigh, which had Mom letting out undeniable moans...yet I resisted the temptation to take her. That would be tomorrow.
8. Best Christmas Present Ever...MOM
After midnight, long after Mom was asleep, Aunt Cassie snuck into the house, into my bedroom and swallowed my load. She then slept at the foot of the bed, like a good submissive, as we eagerly waited for tomorrow morning.
I was woken up the same way I went to sleep, a blow job from my sub Aunt Cassie. I deposited a load in her mouth and she whispered, "Merry Christmas, Master."
"Merry Christmas, slut," I replied.
"When do I get my big Christmas present?" she asked, stressing the word big.
"After your slut sister does," I smiled. "Now go down stairs and make some noise so she wakes up."
After she left, I smiled...it was Christmas Day.
The day that I would make Mom mine.
The day I would give Mom the best Christmas present ever...eight inches of my cock.
The day I would make so many fantasies come true.
I got out of bed and jumped in the shower.
Twenty minutes later, I went downstairs and found Mom and Aunt Cassie having coffee.
"Merry Christmas Mom," I said, kissing her cheek.
"Merry Christmas, Christian," she returned.
"Merry Christmas, Aunt Cassie," I greeted, also kissing her cheek.
"Merry Christmas," she answered back.
We had breakfast and I suggested, "We should get dressed up and take some family pictures today."
"Great idea," the sisters said in unison.
My first hint of power, I said, "I expect you both in nylons."
"Yes, sir," Aunt Cassie replied in a joking manner.
Mom replied, "Isn't he just like his father."
"Only way sexier," Aunt Cassie replied.
Mom laughed, "Creepy, but true."
They headed upstairs and I got the camera and tripod ready.
When they came down finally, after over half an hour, I could tell that Mom had had a pussy snack. Her face was shiny and her cheeks were red. She was also dressed in an outfit that I had never seen before.
I asked, "Is that new?"
"Actually, it is an outfit from high school that your aunt thinks still fits me," Mom said.
"Well, it makes you look a lot younger," I complimented.
"You know just the right words to say," Mom said back.
"Is there something on your face, Mom?" I asked.
"P-p-pardon?" Mom stammered, clearly mortified by the question.
"Your face seems shiny," I explained.
Cassie laughed, "Your face does seem shiny, Annabelle."
Mom said finally, "It's a new cream."
"Well, it makes you look even prettier, Mom, you should use it every day," I said.
"Oh, I think that is a great idea, don't you, Annabelle?" Cassie teased.
"Y-y-yes," Mom agreed sheepishly, embarrassed by the conversation, but I think confident that she had avoided being caught with her sister's pussy juice on her face.
"Let's take these," I said.
We took a few of the three of us and then I suggested we take some of each of us as individuals.
I had Mom pose first, because the next part of the plan was to have slut Cassie show more leg than she should for family pictures.
Mom did a few poses, seeming to enjoy showing a reasonable amount of leg, turning around and giggling like she was a cheerleader in a high school photo shoot.
Cassie said, "Bend over."
Mom laughed, "What and show my son my pantyhose clad ass?"
When Mom didn't do it, Cassie sighed, "Fine, it's my turn."
All of Cassie's poses were sexy and teasing, but then she gave the thigh high stockings pose. "Get a good look at this, nylon fetish boy," Cassie teased.
I acted all upset, "Mom, you told Aunt Cassie?"
Mom protested, "I didn't, like I said you don't hide it well."
"Nor do you hide well the impact checking out your aunt's legs does to you," Cassie said, pointing to my fully erect cock.
"Well, why don't you do something about it slut," I ordered Cassie, finally going for the kill.
Mom gasped.
Cassie ordered, taking control of the situation, "Slut, your son is talking to you."



Mom gasped again as I reached for mistletoe.
I dropped my pants, revealing I was going commando, put the mistletoe over my cock and said, "Mom, come get your Christmas present."
Mom gasped a third time as she stared at my cock.
Cassie said, "Go ahead slut, your Christmas present is right there just waiting for you."
"R-r-really?" Mom asked, like a child who got exactly what they wanted for Christmas.
"It's now or never," I said, stroking my cock.
Mom looked to Aunt Cassie one last time before quickly moving to me and dropping to her knees. She looked up at me and asked, "Are y-y-you sure?"
"Suck my cock now," I ordered, before adding the last word, "Mommy-slut."
She smiled, moaned, opened her mouth and took my cock between her lips.
I groaned, after a minute of her tongue swirling around my mushroom top, "That's it, Mom, you made this cock just for you, didn't you?"
Taking my cock out of her mouth, her tongue slithering down my cock, she answered, "I made a perfect big cock."
"I hope you think so because it is going to be in all three of your holes," I said.
"Hmmmmmm, does my big boy want to fuck Mommy?" She asked, her tone slutty as hell.
"God, yes," I groaned, as she took my balls in her mouth.
Slowly she moved her tongue back up my cock and hungrily bobbed back and forth on my cock.
Aunt Cassie who had been silent during the brief moment of Mom's submission said, "So are you two going to consummate this incestual relationship, or what?"
I was really enjoying watching Mom bob back and forth on my cock, but asked, "Is Mom ready for her big Christmas present?"
"God, yes," Mom said, as she allowed my cock to slip out of my mouth dripping with her saliva.
"Let's take this upstairs," Cassie suggested.
"Good idea," I agreed.
Mom went to stand up, but I ordered, "Crawl, my pet."
Mom smiled, "You are such a bad boy."
Aunt Cassie and I made it to the room first and Cassie pushed me onto the bed and engulfed my cock with her mouth.
Mom reaching the room, still on her knees, crawled to the bed and waited further instructions.
I said, "Do you think you deserve your Christmas present or should I give it to your slutty sister?"
"Oh please, Christian," Mom begged. "I need my Christmas present so badly."
"Slut Cassie, go get Mom's cunt ready for my cock," I ordered.
"Yes, Master," Cassie obeyed, as she allowed my cock to slip out of her mouth. Looking down at Mom, she ordered, "Get on the bed, slut,"
"Yes, Mistress," Mom agreed, crawling onto the bed.
Cassie demanded, "On all fours, my pet."
Mom eagerly obeyed.
Cassie lifted up Mom's skimpy skirt, ripped open Mom's pantyhose at the crotch, before ordering, "Don't move you silly slut, wearing panties...really."
"S-s-sorry," Mom stammered.
Cassie left the room and I patiently waited, watching my Mom on the bed on all fours.
Cassie returned with scissors in her hand. She got back on the bed and warned, "Don't move, sister slave."
"Of course, Mistress Sister," Mom agreed.
Cassie quickly cut Mom's panties and once cut, she pulled them out from the pantyhose and tossed me Mom's underwear.
"Are they wet?" Cassie asked.
"Soaking wet," I said, the crotch very damp.
"You slut," Cassie said, slapping Mom's ass. "Did you get wet thinking about fucking your son?"
"Yeeeees," Mom admitted, as Cassie's finger rubbed her clit.
"Tell me what you want for Christmas," Cassie ordered.
Mom moaned again as Cassie buried her face in Mom's cunt. "All I want for Christmas is my son's big cock."
I chuckled at Mom's answer as I stood up and joined the two lovely women in my life. Deciding I wanted both of these beautiful women at the same time, I ordered, "Cassie get on all fours beside Mom."
"Hmmm, yes Master," Cassie moaned, quitting licking Mom's cunt and positioning herself beside Mom.
"Get that cunt of yours ready for me, Aunt Slut," I demanded.
"Yes, Master," Cassie agreed, quickly discarding her skirt all the while staying on all fours which was super hot to watch, revealing she wasn't wearing any underwear.
I moved behind Mom and plunged my cock into her deeply with one hard thrust.
"Fuuuuuuck, yeees," Mom screamed as I filled her up.
I pulled out just as quickly, moved to Cassie and plunged my cock deeply into her.
"Oh yes, stud, fuck Auntie," Cassie begged as I filled her.
I pulled back out, moved to Mom and filled her again with five deep hard thrusts.
Mom whimpered, "Oh yes, baby, give Mommy all your cock."
I pulled back out and filled Cassie with the exact same five deep hard thrusts.
"Yes, fuck me," Cassie moaned.
Both begged me to just fuck them but I wanted this Christmas present to never end. I went back and forth for the next few minutes, teasing and pleasing both women, without ever getting them close to getting off.
Finally, deciding I wanted to focus just on Mom, I ordered, "Aunt Slut go offer Mom your pussy while I give Mom the rest of her Christmas present."
"You promise to give me my Christmas present too, right?" Cassie asked, as she moved around to Mom's head.
"Oh, I have lots of gifts to give today," I smiled as I slid my cock back in Mom's warm cunt.
"Oh yes, son, fuck Mommy hard," Mom moaned.
"Tell me what you are, Mommy," I grunted, as I slammed into her shoving her face between her sister's spread legs.
"I'm your sluuuuuut, baby," Mom replied.
"My submissive?" I questioned.
"God yes, I'll obey every order, Maaaaaaaaster," she moaned her breathing getting more erratic.
"My cocksucker," I continued.
"Yes, yes," she said, her orgasm obviously getting close.
"My cunt to fuck whenever or wherever I want."
"Oh yessss, Mommy's cunt is yooooooours," she screamed.
"And your ass is mine too," I finished.
"Yes, sooooon, my ass is yours toooooo, please can I commmmmmme, Maaaaaster," Mom babbled, apparently waiting for permission to come.
"Come for your Master, Mommy," I grunted, my own balls close to exploding.
Seconds later, Mom screamed, "You're making Mommmmmmmy cooooome."
Her body shook and she collapsed head first into her sister's cunt. I leaned forward and continued pounding Mom hard for a few more strokes before I grunted, "I'm coming in you, Mommmmmm."
She moaned, breathing stilted, "Yeeeeees, baby, fill Mommy's cunt with your cuuuuuuuuum."
I shot rope after rope of my seed deep inside Mom's cunt until I didn't have a drop of cum left.
Pulling out, I moved to Cassie and shoved my cock in her mouth demanding, "Keep me hard for your cunt."
Although her head was in an awkward position, she cleaned her sister's juices off my cock while Mom recovered from her own orgasm while still slowly licking Cassie's cunt.
After a few minutes, I lied down on my back and ordered, "Aunt Slut, come and get your Christmas present."
Seconds later, Cassie was bouncing up and down on my cock, while Mom moved over to me and began kissing and licking my nipples.
The pleasure from Cassie bouncing hard on my cock, mixed with Mom's tongue on my nipples, had me in a new sexual euphoria.
After ten minutes of my sexy aunt riding me, Mom moved to my ear, bit it playfully and whispered a whole bunch of nasty things:
"I can't wait until you fuck my ass."
"Do you want to watch Auntie and I fuck each other with a double ended dildo?"
"Or in a naughty sixty-nine."
"How about coming all over my face and making me go next door to borrow some milk."
"I love my son, my master."
"Mommy's mouth, cunt and ass are yours to use whenever you wish, wherever you wish, Mommy will never say no."
"I'll crawl under a table at a restaurant and suck you dry."
"Have you eat me under my desk while I teach."
"Have you come in my cunt and leave my panties off while I sit in church."
"I will obey, Master, Mommy is yours to suck, to fuck."
"Oh fuuuuuuuuck," I groaned, as I shot my load deep into Cassie, Mom's nasty talk too much to handle.
Cassie moaned too, "Oh yes, baby, come in Auntie, I'm so close."
I began bucking my ass up to meet her and she screamed, "Oh, yes, yes, harder, yes, fuck, ohhhhh, shiiiit, fuuuck, yeeeeees."
I felt her cunt juice flood out of her and onto my cock and pubes as she continued riding me.
A minute later, her orgasm done, she fell off me and Mom surprised me again my moving her head to my cock and licking up her sister's juices.
A few minutes later, a woman in each arm, I whispered, "Merry Christmas."
Mom laughed, grabbing my cock, "Oh, Merry Christmas indeed, to the gift that just keeps on giving."
EPILOGUE:
That night, I took both Mom and Aunt Cassie's ass, watched them fuck each other with a strap-on and finished my last load all over their faces and watched them share my cum in the hottest, nastiest lesbian incest kiss ever.
This was easily the best Christmas ever.
A few weeks later we learned we received two more belated Christmas presents...both Mom and Aunt Cassie were pregnant.
THE END
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Mistletoe, Candy Canes & a Lesbian
"You haven't had sex in over a year!" I asked my colleague Dave, stunned by his admission a moment ago.
He shook his head as he took another swig of his beer at the pub where we hung out after work, Dave and I the last two remaining. "It wasn't always like this."
"But she is still ridiculously attractive," I pointed out, "and you are not bad yourself if I was into men."
"Good to know I'm attractive to the lesbians," he joked, finishing his fifth beer.
"What happened?" I asked, my head already spinning with the thoughts of the challenge of making a frigid woman my sex slave.
"That is one of the great mysteries of the world," he sighed, clearly very frustrated at his long sexual drought.
"Was she always a prude?" I asked, digging deeper for more intel on my next prey.
"God no," he said, "although I was her first and only."
"She has only fucked just you?" I asked, not able to fathom such a concept. I was 99% lesbian, but I still had fucked more than one guy.
"Yeah," he nodded, as he ordered another beer.
"Was she always so timid?" I asked, curious about a woman who only had been with one man. She was clearly prime material for my lesbian seductive wiles.
"No, but I don't think I should get into the details," he said, although I knew men, and he was dying to talk about it.
"Oh, come on, I am not some guy you are bullshittng with," I challenged, knowing exactly how to manipulate him.
"You won't tell anyone?" He asked.
I thought to myself 'you already have told me way too much', but instead I said, smiling sweetly, "Who am I going to tell?"
"You need to know she came from a very strict upbringing and although at first she was timid and insecure, once she opened up..." he explained, his face spreading into a wide grin.
I teased, "Both literally and figuratively."
He laughed, "I suppose so. Anyway, she really loved it doggy style and for such a reserved girl, she could get pretty vocal. But the best thing was, she was a gymnast in high school and although she is tiny, just over five feet, she is very flexible. Nothing was better than watching her facial expressions, the quiver of her lips and hearing her loud moans as her heels were behind her head. Yet...."
He paused and I probed deeper, even though I already knew what he was going to say, she was obviously a prototype of a woman torn between the intense pleasure sex brings when she lets go and the shame that comes from not being in control. "Yet, what?"
"Yet as soon as she, um," he struggled for the right words to say in front of a colleague.
"After she came," I finished for him.
"Yeah, after she came," he agreed, "she would feel dirty and guilty and then we wouldn't get that intimate again for a long time, usually only with a reasonable amount of wine."
"Wine will loosen up moral values," I smiled, finishing the glass of wine I was drinking.
"It sure did with Lynne," he nodded, before adding, "but now she won't have more than one glass of wine and even that is rare."
"Is she coming to the Christmas party this weekend?" I asked.
"Yes," he said. "We actually got the grandparents to watch the kids for the night, so we can host the party as you suggested."
"Delicious," I smiled, my devious mind seeing the stars lining up for a seduction of my boss's beautiful wife. "What does she do for a living?"
"She doesn't have a job. You know I have started three of these IT businesses and they have left me financially very secure," he said.
"Of course," I nodded, assuming just that. "What does she do all day?"
"She works out almost every day, does a lot of charity work, is chair of our children's PTA and really enjoys shopping," he finished, chuckling.
"But she doesn't have time for sex?" I asked, setting up my next statement.
"It seems not," he sighed.
"Well, maybe your wife is switching to my side," I smiled, already making plans for changing my teasing into reality.
He laughed, "She is way too conservative for such a thing. Her ancestors would be spinning in their graves all the way back to Plymouth Rock."
"I have been told that before," I smiled, thinking of the many older women I have seduced and turned in my life.
"She would never," he said, finishing his drink.
"Never say never, isn't that what James Bond says?" I teased, me being an American in London.
He laughed, "He also has a license to kill."
"I have a license to thrill," I teased, already planning my seduction of his hot MILF wife.
.....
Five days later, it was the staff Christmas party and at my suggestion (before the seduction plan was thought up) Dave had made it a classy gathering at his house. It would start with a cocktail party, followed by a five course meal, before a dance.
Wanting to look completely irresistible, even for a straight woman like Lynne, I dressed in an elegant red dress, beige thigh highs (for easier access later in the evening if my plans went well), and four inch red heels.
I arrived early, to assist with any last minute items and was greeted by Lynne who was dressed elegantly. For a forty-seven year old woman, Lynne was in amazing shape. She was so tiny, just over five feet and not even a hundred pounds and yet her gorgeous blue cocktail dress and matching three inch heels greatly accentuated her small perky breasts and slim figure.
I towered over her at five foot ten and over six feet in my heels; my 38D breasts were each almost as big as her head. I greeted, "Lynne you look absolutely stunning."
Her face flushed, "As do you, as always Stephanie."
"Why thank you, and it is just Steph," I smiled, squeezing her shoulder, the first of many innocent touches meant to set her up. "How do you stay so slim?"
"Swimming and running," she replied, not moving away from my touch.
"Well, it is paying off. Maybe I should start working out too," I said, myself in good shape, at 140 pounds.
"I wish I had a body like yours?" Lynne said.
"And I wish I had a body like yours," I countered, building her trust.
"I wish I had bigger breasts," she admitted.
"I wish mine were smaller," I said, cupping my breasts, I added, "These are a burden to carry around all day."
"I suppose," she said, her eyes lingering a little longer than socially proper.
I joked, "Maybe we should body swap one day."
"I wish," she laughed.
"Is there anything left to do?" I asked.
"I don't think so," she said.
"Well then, let's have a glass of wine," I suggested.
"Okay," she agreed, the first step of my seduction plan fell in motion.
"Actually, what about some egg nog and rum," I suggested.
"That's rather festive," she agreed.
The next twenty minutes we talked about life. I asked her lots of questions, made lots of innocent, yet meaningful, physical contacts. I squeezed her hand, her arm and even her thigh once as I continued to build the intimacy needed to make her trust me when the time came to make my move.
Dave joined us for a drink too and after a little arm twisting by me, Lynne had a second drink also.
Guests started to arrive and the next hour I socialized while visiting other people at the party. Seeing that Lynne no longer had a drink in hand, I got her another and handed it to her. I whispered in her ear jokingly, "I am going to get you drunk tonight and have you switch teams."
Her face went bright red but she took the drink and then asked timidly, "Are you really a lesbian?"
I shrugged."Oh I have had a few men and probably will have a few more," I answered, my hand going to hers, my fingers gently tracing her fingers, "but I have found that only a woman knows how to truly please another woman."
I squeezed her hand and left her alone, allowing my words to marinate in her slightly intoxicated mind. She'd get more relaxed, feeling the lingering pressure withdrawn and maybe letting down her defenses.
After cocktails we had dinner and I again left her be...knowing the more aloof I played the more curious she would become. All women are curious; they just need the right woman, the right moment to cross that line. Tonight I was the right woman, and tonight was the right time.
After dinner, while we were waiting for dessert to arrive, I sat beside Lynne and handed her another drink and she joked, "You really are trying to get me drunk aren't you?"
"Moi?" I asked innocently.
She laughed, "We are in England not France and yes vous."
I laughed back, "And yes I really am trying to get you to try out for my team. There is always an opening."
Her face went as red as a face can possible go and I was about to move the seduction along when Dave returned to take his seat, the one I was currently sitting in.
"Enjoying the party, Steph?"
"What is the English word for this?" I asked, faking an English accent, "It is delightful."
"I don't think it quite qualifies as a bacchanalia. What do you think, my dear?" Dave asked, turning to his red-faced wife.
"I agree with Steph, it has been delightful so far," she answered before adding, "And dinner was delicious."
"Wait until you get dessert," I quipped, the innuendo obvious to her, but not to her husband.
There was a look of shock and excitement in her eyes, a conflicting mixture of emotions that I would use to finish her seduction soon.
"What's for dessert?" Dave asked.
"Oh something super yummy," I quipped, my eyes never leaving Lynne.
"I hope so," Dave said. "I hope it is something sweet."
"Oh it is the sweetest thing you will ever taste," I continued, adding layer after layer of naughty implication upon the red-faced beauty.
"I can't wait," Dave said.
Standing up, I broke eye contact with the dazed Lynne and said, "Well I will leave you two love birds alone."
I left, allowing my less than subtle innuendo to linger in Lynne's head while she ate a desert that would be a constant reminder of me.
Eventually the dance started, after a few toasts and speeches were made, and I pulled out some mistletoe I had brought for this occasion and sauntered over to Lynne.
"I already have a drink," she smiled as I approached.
"Good girl," I smiled, continuing to build her up, the mistletoe behind my back. "Although that wasn't what I had for you this time."
"W-w-what do you have for me this time?" She giggled, like a young teen girl anticipating someone making a move on her.
It was so adorable how drawn into my world she already was. I pulled my hand from behind my back, lifted it above her head and said, "Time for a kiss."
"H-h-here?" She stuttered, instantly nervous.
"It's just a kiss, my dear," I smiled, continuing my soft approach with her.
"O-o-okay," she struggled to say.
"Kiss me," I ordered, wanting her to make the first move.
She looked around, no one was really looking our way so she nervously leaned in and kissed my lips. It was less than a second but she had made the first move.
I smiled, "That wasn't so bad now was it?"
"No," she answered, although I could tell she was still processing her feelings over the kiss.
Confident she was already caught in my seduction net, I handed her the mistletoe and said, "If you want to kiss me again just use this."
I turned and walked away, again leaving her questioning her sexuality and her undeniable attraction to me.
The next twenty minutes or so I didn't see Lynne. When I did, she was across the room looking at me. Her eyes went big with the I-just-got-caught-checking-you-out-and-I-am-embarrassed-by-it look and she looked away. I noticed in her left hand she still was holding the mistletoe.
I had just finished visiting with Janice, a very nice co-worker and as I was going to get another drink, I saw Lynne sheepishly walking towards me.
Reaching me, her hand trembling, she lifted the mistletoe above us.
I grabbed her hand and led her to a secluded hallway. Not surprisingly, she followed.
"Lift it above us, my dear," I said, making her do it again.
She did and I pulled her in and kissed her. It was soft, passionate and intense. It was the kind of kiss that always leads to fireworks, and future fun.
Breaking the kiss, her arm still in the air, I smiled, "You want more my dear?"
She stammered, "W-w-what? I, um, I need to go."
She quickly scurried away. It was obvious she enjoyed the kiss, was likely wet in her panties from it, but was now embarrassed that she liked it, wanted more, yet felt guilty for enjoying it.
I waited a moment before rejoining the party.
A few minutes later, I grabbed a candy cane from the tree and went to the bathroom. I sat on the toilet, unwrapped the candy cane, and slid it in my pussy. I fucked myself briefly, long enough to get the majority of the cane wet with my cunt juice. Pulling it out, I returned to the party and found Lynne talking with Beth, the wife of our company's assistant manager. I grabbed two more candy canes, unwrapped them, popped one into my mouth, and went to join them.
Reaching them, I handed one to each women, the wet one with my cunt juice to Lynne, and said, "Join me for a holiday treat."
They laughed taking the candy canes and both putting them in their mouths.
Lynne's eyes went big after a couple of seconds as the unique taste of candy cane cunt hit her taste buds.
Beth, who was clearly drunk herself, quipped, "It's been a while since I had a cane in my mouth."
"How about you, Lynne, are you enjoying having a cane in your mouth?" I asked.
Lynne stammered again, "Y-y-yes, it is very delicious."
"Well, there is much, much more where that came from," I promised, as I watched Lynne continue to suck the cum coated candy cane.
Again, I left her confused and wanting, confident her inevitable fall would be coming very soon.
Another twenty minutes passed, the lights turned down making the room quite dark, I saw Lynne was sitting at a table snacking on chips. I grabbed another candy cane, two more drinks and sauntered over to her.
Joining her, I handed her a glass and I could see a slight glow on her face. She smiled, "You're getting me drunk."
"I heard that it is a good way to loosen the inhibitions of beautiful, shy women," I countered, my hand going under the table to her leg.
She trembled as she agreed, "It definitely does that."
I handed her the candy cane and said, "I think you owe me a special candy cane treat."
"I don't understand," she said.
My hand went under her dress and directly to her wet pantyhose clad crotch, "I think you do understand."
"Y-y-you want me to put the candy cane in my vagina?" She asked, eyes wide.
"No, no, no," I said, my finger tracing her pussy lips through her pantyhose and panties.
"Oh God," she said, relieved, obvious she would obey me and thankful I hadn't asked her to do such a task.
I leaned forward, my hot breath on her ear and neck, "I want you to fuck your pussy, your cunt, with it, my pet."
"Oh my," she trembled, my finger just barely touching her cunt.
"Rip your pantyhose crotch open, my pet," I ordered, putting just a little more pressure on her cunt.
"R-r-really?" She asked, like a little girl.
"Yes, my pet," I purred, my tongue flicking her ear.
"O-o-okay," she agreed, her trembling hands going under the table.
I moved my hand away and watched her obey my order with nervous eagerness. She struggled, but eventually I heard the tear.
"Good girl," I complimented. "Unwrap the candy cane, my pet."
Again she obeyed.
"Hand it to me, my pet," I ordered softly.
Again, she obeyed, completely in my seductive trance.
I returned my hand between her legs and tugged her panties to the side. My finger brushed her clit and her body twitched and she let out a moan.
I whispered, "Oh, this is just the beginning of those moans, my pet."
"N-n-not here," she pleaded.
Ignoring her pleas, I slid the candy cane into her cunt.
"Ooooooh God," she gasped, as the long thin candy cane slid in her.
I slowly pumped the candy cane in and out of her cunt without saying a word.
A couple of male co-workers joined us a minute later to grab a quick snack. Lynne's eyes again went big, her cheeks red and her body trembling.
Max, a chubby analyst, said, "Having a good time ladies?"
"It is almost orgasmic," I quipped, Max and I having a strange sexual joke filled relationship.
"Apparently you are having even a better time than me," he laughed, finishing his drink, before adding, "And I am having a good time."
"Are you enjoying yourself, Lynne?" I asked, as I continued to slyly fuck her pussy with the candy cane.
Lynne answered, "It has been a revelation."
Danny asked, "How so?"
"Um, I'm just, um, getting to know Dave's employees betteeeer," Lynne answered, unable to hold back a moan in her reply.
Max gave a look, but said, "Well, I need another drink."
Danny joked, "Actually Sandra needs another drink if she is going to lower her standards tonight."
"Fuck you," Max shot back.
"No, no, fuck Sandra," I added.
"Touché," Max nodded as the two guys left.
Lynne said, clearly humiliated, "That was so embarrassing."
"I don't think they knew you were getting fucked during the conversation," I replied, enjoying my power over her.
"Oh God, oh God," she said, mortified, yet not making any attempt to move my hand from her cunt.
I saw the opportunity too good to ignore, as I pulled the candy cane out of her cunt and put it directly into my mouth, "Are you ready to say those words in private, my pet?"
She looked at me with a mixture of shock, trepidation and lust, but was speechless.
"Hmmmmm, this is delicious. I bet it would taste even better directly from the source," I teased.
"We shouldn't do this," she said.
"But we are going to, aren't we?" I asked, my hand going under the table again and directly to her very wet pussy.
"Oh God please," she moaned, my touch having the exact impact I expected it would.
"Oh God, ask me to crawl under the table and eat that sweet cunt of yours," I purred, teasing her clit.
"Oh Steph," she struggled to say. "Please stop."
"It's now or never," I smiled.
She looked around as if everyone was watching us and knew she was being pleasured under the table. Finally, she said, "Meet me in the last room on the right upstairs."
"You sure?" I asked, already knowing the answer.
"God, yes," she moaned as my finger parted her wet pussy lips and wiggled around just a little bit.
"You understand I'm going to give you pleasure unlike any you have ever experienced," I promised.
"Oh my," she moaned at my promise and my finger sliding inside her cunt.
"And you will be a good obedient girl," I added, my finger just lingering inside her.
"I, um, I," she stammered, overwhelmed by my words and touch.
"I expect you upstairs in five minutes, on your knees in the room you already mentioned, is that clear?" I asked, tapping once on her g-spot.
"Aaaaaaaah," she moaned, much louder than she meant to.
"Is that a yes," I asked...tapping her g-spot three times in rapid succession.
"Yes, yes, yeeeees," she moaned, biting her lip to avoid making noises that would draw unwanted attention.
"Yes what?" I asked, wanting her to give into me completely.
"Yes, I'll be a good girl," she barely got out.
I slipped my finger out of her fevered cunt and put it to my mouth. "Hmmmmmm, very yummy."
I stood up and said, "Five minutes, on your knees, ready to obey."



She just nodded as I walked away, smiling wide at the thought of another seduction ready for completion.
I watched her get up, wobble a bit, a mixture of being tipsy and weak from my touch, before she headed up the stairway. She avoided eye contact with others and slyly made her way up the stairs and down a hallway and assumedly to the room in which we were to rendezvous in a few minutes.
I waited a few minutes, got us two more glasses of spiked eggnog, and made my way up the stairs and to my next conquest.
Reaching the door, I opened it and saw Lynne on her knees, her head down, her body trembling ever so lightly, just as I expected she would.
I quickly closed the door and locked it.
I coyly asked, "Are you ready to switch sides?"
Lynne looked up with a look of lust that was undeniable. She answered in a whisper, "Yes."
I put the drinks on a night table and asked, "Is this the guest room?"
"Yes," she answered, her eyes following me as I walked past her.
I sat on the edge of the bed and said, "Crawl to me, my pet."
So drawn into my seduction, Lynne didn't hesitate, didn't break eye contact, as she lowered herself onto all fours and crawled the few feet to where I sat.
"Take off my heels," I ordered.
She obeyed, positioning herself back onto her knees.
My heels off, I said, "Kiss my feet."
She lowered herself to the ground and again without hesitation, she kissed my stocking-clad feet.
I smiled as I replayed Dave's conversation and adamant view that Lynne wouldn't be interested in such submission,
"Are you hungry?" I asked.
"Yes," she again whispered, looking up at me from her submissive position.
"What are you hungry for?" I asked.
"You," she answered.
"What particularly about me are you hungry for?" I asked.
"I want...to...to l-l-lick your cunt," she stammered, saying such words obviously difficult for her.
"You want to eat my cunt," I asked, standing up, unzipping my dress and allowing it to drop to the floor, revealing my thigh high stockings and lack of panties.
"Yes," she admitted, staring between my legs at my shaved cunt.
"Go ahead, my pet," I purred, "taste your Mistress."
Her eyes went big at the word 'Mistress', yet she leaned forward and began licking my cunt. Watching a straight woman become less straight is always the biggest turn on; their nervous trepidation; their shy exploring of my cunt. Then when the taste of my pussy reaches their taste buds, it was like a revelation (a why wasn't I doing this long ago) and then their slow tentative exploration becomes a concentrated, yearning hunger to taste more and more.
I moaned, "That's good, my pet. Tell me how much you love eating my cunt."
"I love it," she said, like most newbies do, continuing to lick like a person lost in the desert finding water. Her thirst could not be completely quenched so she kept licking and licking wanting to satisfy her growingly uncontrollable thirst.
"What do you love?" I asked, loving to watch the complete submission of a straight woman giving in completely to their insatiable lust.
"Your cunt," she answered, her brain on sexual cruise control, "I love the taste of your cunt."
Hearing the prim and proper woman use such words only enhanced the hotness of the scene. Not surprisingly, being tipsy myself, mixed with holding back all night during my seduction of the beautiful MILF, I was pretty horny myself. Although her style was almost non-existent, she made up for it through sheer eagerness.
As she licked and licked, my orgasm began building and I knew it wasn't going be long before I came all over Lynne's pretty face.
"You ready for your Mistress's cum?" I moaned. The question was irrelevant, it was happening either way.
She quickly answered, referring to me properly like a good submissive, "Yes, Mistress."
Smiling, I grabbed her by the back of her head and pulled her deeper into my wetness.
She understood my intent and began licking with more hunger and eagerness, quickly increasing my fevered pitch until I was unable to hold back any longer, and, being a squirter, flooded my new pet's face.
She licked and licked seemingly loving my sweet perfection. I rubbed my pussy all over her face, her absolute submission the ultimate turn-on.
Eventually, I let go of her head, once my orgasm began to wane.
I looked down at her and smiled, her face covered in my pussy juice, a make-up mess of lesbian submission. "Does my new pet need to come?" I asked.
"Yes, Mistress, soooo badly," she admitted, her propriety long gone.
"Bend over the bed, my slut," I ordered, as I stood up.
"Yes, Mistress," she eagerly agreed, getting off her knees and obeying my command.
I moved behind her, pulled up her dress, ripped her pantyhose apart more and asked, "What does my pet want done to her?"
"Oh please, lick your slut's cunt, Mistress," she begged and moaned, as my fingers traced her very wet pussy lips.
"You understand I expect you to obey me from now on and not just tonight," I clarified, as I lowered myself behind her pantyhose clad ass.
"Yes, Mistress, I am yooooours," she agreed and moaned as my tongue gave one flick of her very wet pussy lips.
"Good girl," I purred, as I began lapping her wetness. Although I was a seductress and love to be in control, I also loved to lick pussy. I loved the power I have with my tongue, deciding when my pet would come and to be rewarded with her sweetness.
Not surprisingly, her moans escalated in a few seconds. "Oh yes, Mistress, lick my burning cunt," she moaned, as I recalled Dave saying she used to get quite animated when she got horny.
I slid two fingers in her cunt and began pumping her cunt furiously while sucking her clit between my lips.
"Oh, Mother fuckeeeeeer, fuck, fuck," Lynne screamed, her focus of keeping quiet gone as I pushed her to the brink of euphoria. "Fuck my cunt, suck my clit, make your sluuuuuutty, peeeeeeeeet come."
I obliged, loving watching a straight woman give in to her unconditional lust. I found her g-spot again and tapped it like a drum.
Seconds later, I was covered with cum as she screamed, "Yeeeees, Miiiiistress, I'm comiiiiing."
She continued screaming throughout her orgasm unlike any other women I had ever got off, apparently a year plus of no real sex cumulating in her most intense orgasm ever.
"Oh thank yoooou, yes, god, yes, Mistress, so good, god, fuck, cum, more, aaaaah," Lynne babbled, with an incoherence so sexy and amusing.
I didn't stop tapping on her g-spot, teasing her clit, or licking up her cum as her orgasm seemed to go on and on.
Surprisingly, she begged, a couple of minutes later, "More Mistress."
I again obliged, continuing the ruthless multiple attack on her cunt as her first orgasm ended and a second one came a couple of minutes later, my face covered in more cum, another first in my many sexual conquests.
"Shiiiit, I'm comiiiing again," Lynne whimpered, her voice implying she was exhausted and yet her body was not yet done with the pleasure it was experiencing.
Finally, I slipped my finger out of her cunt, pulled her up, turned her around and pushed her onto the bed. She looked up at me both dazed and longingly as I leaned in and kissed her. She returned the kiss as we explored each other's mouths.
Breaking the kiss a couple of minutes later, I looked down at her and asked, "So did you like your Christmas present?"
She laughed weakly, "It was the best present ever."
"Oh wait till I fuck you with my strap-on, or double ended dido, or take that sweet ass of yours," I listed, already envisioning all I planned to do with her. Somehow there was something different about this seduction. Usually once a conquest was done, I was already getting dressed and walking out the door, yet this time I was imagining all we could do together.
"I can't wait," she weakly said, her whole body obviously completely exhausted from the sexual submission.
"We should probably return to the party," I suggested.
"I suppose so," she sighed.
"Of course, your face looks like you just ate cunt," I pointed out.
"As does yours," she countered with a smile.
"Well let's wear each other's cum on our faces as we return to the party," I suggested.
"As you command, Mistress?" Lynne agreed, still drawn into me even after her sexual urges had been fulfilled.
"Let's go," I said, pulling her up and kissing her again.
When I broke the kiss, she looked in my eyes and whispered, "Thank you."
"You're welcome, my pet," I smiled.
We returned to the party, both our faces hinting at our naughty indiscretions, yet no one thought more than two drunk women at a Christmas gathering.
That said, I couldn't resist letting Dave know what we had done. I whispered to Lynne, "Let's go see how your hubby is doing?"
"Sure," she agreed, showing no trepidation in what may occur.
Reaching Dave, I greeted, "I think this party was a success," although my definition of success was much different than his.
"Indeed," he agreed perusing the room.
Lynne, suddenly verbal, added, wanting me to know it seemed she enjoyed her submission and wasn't embarrassed by it, "Yes, this has easily been the most fun I have had in years, maybe ever."
"Really?" Dave asked. "I haven't seen you much all night."
I smiled, "Don't worry, Dave, I have taken very good care of her."
Dave took a moment before he began to put two and two together; as he looked back and forth at our two messed up faces and disheveled hair.
Lynne added, ending any uncertainty in Dave's assumption, "Yes, Mistress Steph showed me a whole new world," before leaning in and whispering something to him.
Dave's eyes went wide and he looked at me with a mixture of stunned shock and nervousness.
Lynne ordered, as she moved back to me, "What do you have to say?"
"How may I serve you, Mistress?" Dave asked, his eyes looking away from me.
I smiled to myself impressed at just how whipped Lynne had Dave, although I guess that made sense if she could refuse sex with him for a year.
Instead I turned to Lynne and said, "I think we are going to have a lot of fun together."
Lynne smiled back, "I wasn't kidding, Mistress, I will obey you without hesitation. As will Dave."
"Delicious," I smiled, never having had a cuckold to play with. "Why don't we let Dave here continue to play host, while you come back to my place so I can take that ass of yours you promised me?"
Lynne said, "Dave I'm going to Mistress Steph's to get ass fucked is that understood?"
"Yes, dear," he said, clearly still in shock of what had just transpired, even though he had a tent in his pants.
I squeezed his cock slyly, "Does me making your wife a lesbian turn you on?"
"Yes," he whispered.
"What about me fucking your ass with my strap-on?" I questioned, rubbing his cock through his pants.
"Shiiiit, yes," he grunted and came in his pants, a stain forming in his brown trousers.
I laughed, "No wonder you haven't fucked him in over a year."
She sighed, "Go clean yourself up."
"Yes, dear," he sheepishly said and headed up the stairs.
"So, ready to get that ass of yours trained?" I asked with a smile.
"I'm ready for everything as long as it is with you," she said, leaning in and kissing me.
The kiss lasted a while, long enough for others to see the boss's wife making out with a female employee.
"Others are watching," I whispered.
"I don't fucking care, they might need to know where the power really is," she said, kissing me again, her tongue slipping in my mouth.
Grabbing her hand, I led her out of the room, eyes following us out of the house, and to my car.
As I drove away, I couldn't help but sense a feeling I had never felt before, it was a warmth inside that made me giddy. Could I be falling in love with Lynne?
As if reading my mind, Lynne said, "I know this sounds weird, and I am a bit drunk, but not drunk enough to not know what I am doing or saying, but I, um, I...." She paused, a tear forming in her eye, "I think I am in love with you."
I smiled, my strange internal feelings sensing the same thing. "I think I may be falling in love with you too."
The End



        Mistle-Blow: Three Nerds and a Beauty

        Nerds lose their virginity @ an impromptu Christmas gangbang.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/mistle-blow-three-nerds-and-a-beauty

Title: Mistle-Blow: Three Nerds and a Beauty

Author: silkstockingslover

Category: Group Sex

Description: Nerds lose their virginity @ an impromptu Christmas gangbang.

Tags: stockings, anal, orgy, gangbang, nerd, group sex, group, double penetration, foursome, party




Note 1: This is a Christmas 2013 Contest story...so please vote and enjoy.
Note 2: Thanks to goamz86 and MAB7991 for editing this story.
Mistle-Blow: Three Nerds & a Beauty
When we hired Amber we did so with rock hard cocks.
The three of us, Ben, Eugene and I (Blair), were all nerds, who spent way more time working on computers than talking to people.
Yet, when our online computer help business really took off, it became a major hassle to answer the phones, and billing was a bitch to keep up with.
We put an advertisement in the paper for a secretary, preferably with some accounting experience. Thankfully, the market crash had made jobs tough to get and our advertisement had hundreds of applicants.
It ended up being more work than anticipated but after narrowing the field to ten, we interviewed and were in awe with the applicants. They were all great and we really had no clue who we were going to hire, until Amber sauntered into the room.
She walked in, fiery red hair, hypnotic green eyes, in a black dress, with a gold belt that really accessorized the outfit bringing out her voluptuous breasts and hourglass shape body. Her legs in shiny black pantyhose had my cock begging for attention and the five inch gold heels were both sexy and a statement.
Yet, besides being ridiculously hot, a solid twelve on a ten point scale, she was also incredibly intelligent, surprisingly nerdy (she knew how to play Dungeons and Dragons and quoted Lord of the Rings) and was way over qualified for the position. Yet, she really wanted a job and we really wanted her.
Of course, we all had a crush on her. Not surprisingly she had a-just-as-ridiculously-hot-as-she-was boyfriend who actually played professional hockey for the Los Angeles Kings.
The beauty of Amber though was when you got past her cover girl looks and to her warm heart. We were all used to being treated like crap by the pretty people in high school, but Amber treated us as equals and never acted above us. On top of that, she had a wicked sense of humour and a naughty one too, as she instantly spiced up our lives.
She just had a sweet demeanour, and a way of building our self-esteem.
Eugene was a lot like Raj from the Big Bang Theory in how he struggled to complete a sentence when speaking to any girl that wasn't his mother, but through constant work, Amber had got Eugene talking without stammering and to look her in the eyes.
She had also helped Ben with his online profile as he tried to meet a woman and move out of his parent's house, Ben being our Howard.
Lastly, she had helped me by changing my fashion sense and my hairstyle being closest to Leonard in regards of my Big Bang character; of course, Amber was our Penny.
It was amazing how a woman so out of our league fit in so well. On weekends when her boyfriend was on the road for a game, she would often hang out with us playing board games, watching movie marathons and so forth, she had become one of the guys (the only difference being each of us was secretly in love with her).
It was almost Christmas and Amber was fitting in perfectly when one night everything changed.
It started like most days do, with Ben talking about his latest scheme...one that was bound to fail like every other so-called brilliant scheme of his.
"Mistle-blow," he said, walking into the office.
"What?" I asked, hearing his words but not listening.
"The best Christmas outfit ever," he said, "Mistletoe on your belt that is right above your junk...mistle-blow."
"That is the dumbest idea of yours yet," I sighed, Ben always coming up with bizarre ways to get women he could never get.
"You'll see," Ben confidently said, as he did with all his bound to fail ideas.
"Oh I can't wait," I replied, my sarcasm always wasted on Ben.
"You can't wait for what?" Amber asked, walking in looking ravishing as always.
Ben stammered, never able to walk the walk that he talked, "N-n-nothing."
"Go ahead, tell Amber about your new full proof way to get a woman," I teased.
"It's nothing," Ben said.
"Oh come on, what is it?" Amber asked curious.
Ben relented and said, "Mistle-blow."
"Hmmmmm," Amber purred, loving to tease Ben. "So instead of a kiss you get a blow job?"
"Precisely," Ben said, still rather proud of his idea.
"Well, I think it is an adorable idea," Amber smiled.
"Adorable, oh God the kiss of death," Ben sighed dramatically.
"What?" Amber asked. "I like the idea."
"A puppy is adorable, a new baby is adorable," Ben rattled off.
Amber said, trying to make Ben feel better, "Well I guarantee you my boyfriend would love the mistle-blow idea."
"You should market it," I quipped.
"Fuck you," Ben retorted, his usual comeback line.
"Don't you mean suck you," Amber corrected, making Ben blush.
We eventually got to work, which this time of the year is tough to focus on with Christmas just a couple of days away. When unfortunately Amber's world fell apart when she learned that her boyfriend was cheating on her, just a few hours before a Christmas party she was supposed to go to with him.
Unfortunately, dating a semi-celebrity, she found out the hard way, when a reporter came to our work and asked for her thoughts. She broke down on camera and I had to send the nosey reporter out.
We spent the next hour trying to cheer her up.
Between crying she said, "I even bought a new dress for tonight."
I said, "Well that shouldn't go to waste."
"What do you mean?" She asked, her tears finally running out.
"Isn't your dress here?" I asked, recalling her saying she was leaving right from work to meet her boyfriend at his place.
"It is," she said.
"We can have our own Christmas party tonight," I suggested.
"We could?" She asked.
"Sure," I said, the idea actually quite logical the more I thought about it. "We will all get dressed up, go out for supper at Weldon's and come back to the office for a few drinks and games."
"You guys would do that for me?" She asked, her sweet innocence so adorable. I would jump in front of a bullet for her...we all would.
We all chorused, "Of course," each of us willing to do anything for the most beautiful girl in the world.
.....
Four hours later we were at Weldon's, a five star, five course meal, restaurant. It takes six month to get a reservation to this often celebrity sighting hot spot, but we created their website for them and they always got us in somehow.
The conversation and the wine went down rather freely and we were all well on our way to drunk by the time dessert was done.
We were at the door, while Eugene was paying with a company business credit card when Amber said, pointing up, "Look."
I followed her hand and gaze and saw mistletoe directly above her.
She closed her eyes and puckered her lips.
I looked at Ben who was more stunned than me and he just nodded as if vicariously living through me.
I moved forward and kissed her quickly on the cheek.
Opening her eyes, Amber said pouting, "That doesn't count. Stand under it, Blair."
I awkwardly moved under it, nervous and yet with a growing anticipation of being kissed by Amber.
Once under the mistletoe, Amber moved in closer and kissed me. Her lips tasted like strawberries and were so soft and sweet. I was instantly in love (as if I wasn't already) and didn't want the brief tender moment of intimacy to end.
Breaking the kiss, she smiled and winked, reaching up and taking the mistletoe, "There is more of that if you play your cards right."
My cock begged to be released from captivity as the brief kiss sent shockwaves of pleasure throughout my entire being with the promise of more.
Fifteen minutes later, we were back at the office and Amber suggested, flooring all of us, "Let's play poker...strip poker."
Eugene in full anxiety mode stammered, "Y-y-you serious?"
Amber lifted the mistletoe over her head, and said before closing her eyes and puckering her lips, "I'm deadly serious, now come and kiss me, stud."
Eugene had a deer in the headlights look, completely unaware what to do next.
Ben said, trying to act suave after missing his chance at the restaurant, "I'll kiss you, Amber," and moved between the ravenous beauty and the bewildered Eugene kissed Amber.
Once the kiss was done, Amber smiled, "Not bad, sexy."
Ben, always trying to act confidently, said, "That's what all the ladies say."
I joked, making sure to keep Ben in line, "Your mom doesn't count."
"Bite me," Ben quipped back.
Amber, way more flirtatious than usual, added, "Be careful what you wish for."
Ben's eyes went wide at the implied implication.
Amber and I laughed before she moved to Eugene and kissed him before he had time to react.
"You were his first kiss Amber," I joked, although it was the truth.
"Maybe I'll be his first everything," she smiled, shocking us all with her words and a quick squeeze to Eugene's crotch. She added her tone sultry, "I think he liked it."
Eugene's face was beet red and he was paralyzed as Amber walked to our conference table, sat down and said, "Let's get this game started."
Ben joined her at the table with lightning speed and I wasn't far behind. Ben asked, "Are you serious, Amber?"
"About what?" She smiled playfully, knowing full well what Ben was asking.
"Playing strip poker," Ben asked, trying to remain suave and casual when he was anything but.
"Of course," she said, chugging her wine that we had brought from the restaurant. "If you guys are," she paused, before stressing the word 'up', "up for it."
My cock was bursting at the seams as I am sure was Ben's. Playing on her words, I replied. "Oh, I am big time up for it."
She smiled, understanding my implication completely, teasing me relentlessly with her words and look, "We will soon see if that is true."
"Eugene come sit down," Ben demanded, eager to get started.
Eugene, still in a comatose stunned state, wandered to the table and sat down.
"So the rules," she said. "Since I am the only girl we need to level the playing field."
"What would they be?" I asked, anxious to get started myself, before Amber changed her mind.
"If I win all three of you take off a piece of clothing," she said.
"Fair enough," Ben agreed.
"And if we win?" I asked.
She smiled flirtatiously, "I start getting naked."
"Let's play," Ben said, grabbing the cards that were on the table from last night and starting to shuffle them.
Eugene remained quiet, but played the first hand intensely like he always did, hating to lose. The gods, seemingly against the nerds like it often feels they are, had Amber win the first two hands.
Each of us took off a shoe after each loss and I was thankful that I was wearing a suit and had a lot more clothing on than the scantily clad Amber.
She giggled, as she finished her wine. "Can one of you studs get me another glass of wine?"
Ben quickly filled it up and finally in the third hand one of us won as Eugene had a straight flush.
Amber stood up and asked with such sexiness I wanted to come instantly, "Eugene what do you want me to take off, sexy?"
His eyes bugged out like a cartoon character. He was literally speechless.
Amber said, smiling naughtily, "It is getting kind of hot in here isn't it?"
Ben quickly tried to help Eugene out. "It is getting really hot in here."
Eugene, not one to catch on at all, replied oblivious to the hints, "Your shoes?"
"My heels?" She asked, lifting up her leg to Eugene. "Can you take it off for me?"
"S-s-sure," he stammered, his hand shaking as he slipped Amber's nylon-clad foot out of her five-inch heel.
I stared at her red painted toenails in sheer nylons and my already hard cock flinched. I was a legs guy and particularly had a fetish for nylons and seeing her leg and foot in nylon was the hottest thing I had ever seen that wasn't on the internet.
"Thanks," Amber cooed, leaning down and kissing his forehead before sitting back down with one less shoe.
I won the next hand and Amber who was sitting next to me, rolled her chair back just a bit, flipped her leg onto my lap and said, "Would you be a dear?"
I put my hand on the back of her ankle and let out a slight gasp. The nylon was so silky smooth that it turned me on even more, if that was possible. I slowly slipped the heel off her foot, the whole time never taking my eyes off her stocking-clad foot.
"Actually, Blair, would you mind giving me a foot massage? My feet are killing me," she said, as she moved her second foot onto my lap.
"Of-of-of course," I agreed, my fantasy actually happening. I slowly massaged her feet, my stiff cock underneath her legs.
Amber said, after emptying another glass of wine, "Let's take a break and play a bit of truth or dare. Ben, truth or dare."
"Truth," Ben chose.
"How many girls have you fucked?" Amber asked bluntly.
Ben's face went beet red like Eugene earlier.
"You're not serious?" She asked, reading between the lines.
Ben, wanting to defend his humiliation, tossed the rest of us under the bus, "Eugene and Blair are virgins too."
"Fuck off," she gasped, looking at me, "You too Blair?"
"I got head once in high school, but never penis in vagina," I admitted.
"We're not in high school so please don't talk like we are," she said, purposely rubbing her foot on my cock. "I have a pussy or cunt and you have a cock, a seemingly hard one."
"Oh God," I groaned, her words coming from someone so sweet had me ready to burst.
"So have either of you two got head?" Amber asked directing her question to Eugene and Ben.
Ben and Eugene both shook their heads no; meaning Ben was full of shit about last summer and his trip to New Orleans.
"Do you want to?" She asked, pulling out the mistletoe. "What was your idea again?"
Ben's eyes went wide.
"Mistle-blow, wasn't it?" she smiled, dropping to her knees in front of him and putting the mistletoe above his crotch.
Ben stammered, "Are y-y-you serious?"
"Take the mistle-blow," Amber ordered in response.
Ben took it and placed it over his cock.
Amber, shifting from naughty playful flirtation to action, unzipped Ben's pants, fished out his cock and purred, "Hmmmmm, what a delicious cock," and took it in her mouth.
"Oh God," Ben groaned.
Eugene's mouth dropped open and I stared in shock unable to believe the strange turn of events and what I was currently witnessing, a pang of jealousy coursed through me.
Amber moved back and forth, taking all of Ben's cock in her mouth.
Ben, never having had a blow job didn't last long, as he warned, "I'm going to come."
Amber bobbed faster and seconds later Ben's facial expression made it obvious he was coming in Amber's mouth.
Once done, she allowed Ben's cock to slip out of her mouth and she took the mistletoe from Ben's hand, crawled on all fours, which was incredible hot, to Eugene, handed him the mistletoe and ordered, "Hold the mistle-blow above your cock, honey."
Eugene obeyed even though his facial expression implied he couldn't believe what was happening.
Amber fished out his cock, not surprisingly hard as a rock, more surprisingly his cock was huge, and she purred, as she stroked it slowly, "Oh my god! Why have you been hiding this beautiful thing."
She didn't wait for the answer as she took his cock in her mouth.
Eugene, who hadn't said a word in a long time, moaned, "That's it Amber, take more of my cock in your mouth."
Amber obeyed as Ben joked, "He speaks."
Eugene, suddenly a completely different person, put his hands in Amber's red hair and began pulling her further onto her cock.
Surprisingly, Amber moaned on his cock, as she took more of his massive member in her mouth.
After a couple of minutes, Eugene ordered, "Take all my cum," as he closed his eyes and Amber swallowed her second load of cum in ten minutes.
Eugene let go of Amber's head and Amber sat back and said, smiling, "Has the real Eugene just been awakened."
Eugene, having shot his load, realizing what he had just done, returned to his old self, "I'm s-s-so sorry."
"For what?" Amber asked with a smile, reaching back and stroking Eugene's cock again.
"For being so, um, bossy," he explained.
"Oh, I liked it, sexy," Amber purred, swirling her tongue around his cock head. "I like a man who knows what he wants and takes it," she said, as she then made eye contact with me.
Taking her words and facial expression to heart, I said, "I dare you to get naked."
"You do, do you," she smiled, still stroking Eugene's cock.
Sensing that she was submissive, which would make some sense based on many conversations that transpired the past couple of months, plus obeying Eugene's surprising aggressiveness, I replied, "I double dare you."
She smiled, "Well, a dare is a dare," and she stood up and turned her back to Eugene, "Could you unzip me, stud."
It was obvious she loved making Eugene squirm, but to my surprise, he quickly unzipped her dress, I guess wanting to unwrap the best Christmas present ever.
All three of us watched with bated breath as Amber turned back around, looking at each of us, before slipping the dress off her shoulders and allowing it to drop to the floor, revealing pure perfection. Standing in a lace black bra that seemed to be fighting a losing battle to keep her breasts in, black panties that barely hid her cunt and to my utter delight black thigh high stockings, she had us completely under her spell.
"So, what do you boys think?" She asked, posing.
We all stared like the nerds in the eighties movie Weird Science where they created a girl. We had joked more than once that was the only way any of us were ever going to get a beautiful woman, a movie we had watched with her during a eighties movie marathon. If I built a woman she would be exactly like Amber.
"Hmmmm, you said completely naked, didn't you?" She questioned, her hands going behind her back as she unsnapped her bra and allowed it too to drop to the floor.
All of us again stared in stunned silence.
"I'd take off my panties too, but then the butt plug will fall out," she said, shocking us yet again.
"Show us," Ben finally spoke.
"You are so baaaaad," Amber smiled, turning around and pulling her panties down a bit to show a black plug between her ass cheeks. She explained, "This was supposed to be that bastards Christmas present, my virgin ass."
"Wow," I said, thinking how stupid her boyfriend was to cheat on such perfection.
She smiled, "Thank you, Blair. I had spent a month preparing my ass for him, slowly widening it with plug after plug." She pulled the black plug out of her ass and said, "That said, his loss is someone else's gain. Blair, I dare you to fuck my ass."
I joked, as I quickly got out of my trousers, "This is the best Christmas present ever."
Amber, quickly tugged her panties off, leaving on her thigh highs thankfully and moved to the small couch we had in the office for break times. Kneeling down, she positioned her ass up ready for me.
Naked myself, I moved behind her, not really believing what was being offered. Yet, knowing this was probably a once in a lifetime opportunity, the stars lining up perfectly for this moment, I moved my cock first to her cunt and said, "I dare you to beg me to fuck your cunt first."
"You bad boy," she purred, looking back at me as her hand went to her pussy and began rubbing, "Please Blair, fuck my cunt with that long hard cock of yours."
I took my eight inches and in one thrust forward I filled her pussy. It was so warm, so wet and unlike anything I could possibly have imagined. I didn't want to move, I just wanted to enjoy the moment and feeling.
"Hmmmm," she moaned, as my cock filled her. "You are so much bigger than that bastard ex-boyfriend of mine."



Pride washed over me at the compliment as I began to slowly pump my cock in and out of Amber's incredible warmth.
"That's it baby, fuck my cunt harder," she moaned.
The endearing term 'baby' warmed my heart as her cunt warned my cock and I obliged. I began moving faster, my body colliding into hers with each forward thrust.
"Oh God, baby, your cock feels so good in me," Amber moaned, the only other sounds; my grunts, her moans and the slapping of my body colliding into hers.
"Your cunt feels so good," I complimented back and feeling my balls beginning to boil a minute later, I pulled out and positioned my cock at her ass.
"Oh you bad boy. Are you going to leave me so close to orgasm?" She said, her breathing heavy.
"You dared me to take your ass and I never back down from a dare," I answered, my cock moving between her ass cheeks.
"I was so close," she whined.
"Well maybe you need to be double penetrated," I suggested.
"You really are a bad boy," she smiled, looking up and asking Ben and Eugene, "Does anyone want to fuck me?"
Ben quickly said, "I do," as he moved towards us.
"Sit down, stud," Amber ordered, as she moved aside to allow Ben to sit down.
Once Ben was sitting down, his cock standing up like a flagpole, Amber straddled him and lowered herself onto his cock.
"Aaaaah," Ben groaned as his virginity was taken.
Leaning forward, Amber ordered, "Let's get that dare taken care of baby."
Positioning myself behind her again, my cock dying to get back inside her, I slid my cock between her ass cheeks and slowly pushed forward as we both lost our anal virginity at the same time.
Her ass was so tight. She whimpered, "Go slow baby, your cock is bigger than the toys."
"Okay," I replied, the tightness around my cock so intense I wasn't sure I would be able to go much deeper.
Yet slowly, like the tortoise in the tortoise and the hare fable, I pushed forward determined to get it all in.
"Oh God," Amber whimpered, a tone that implied both pleasure and pain.
"I can stop," I said, not wanting to hurt her.
"No, no," she replied, "your cock feels so good in me. Just take it slow."
"Okay," I agreed, my hands on her hips as over half of my eight inches was in her.
As I slowly sodomized Amber, I forgot that Ben's cock was in her cunt and that Eugene was watching from behind. I was just focused on the pleasure I was receiving and bringing equal pleasure to the girl I was secretly in love with.
"Oh God, I feel so fucking full," Amber moaned loudly, when over six inches of my cock were in her back door.
I stopped and said, "I'm going to slowly fuck you, Amber."
"Okay," she said trusting me.
I slowly pulled back, being careful to not slip out, before moving back in.
"Oh, that's it baby, prepare my ass for you," she said after a couple of slow strokes.
"You are so tight," I grunted.
"Just for you, baby," she replied.
A minute or two later, she moved her ass back, surprising me as all my cock filled her ass.
"Oh fuck, shit, yeeeees," she screamed obviously both in pleasure and pain.
"I'm all in," I grunted.
"Gooooood," she moaned, "I wanted all of you baby, I want all of all three of you. Eugene come bring that big snake over here."
Eugene quickly obliged moving on the other side of the couch. Somehow it worked perfectly that standing up his cock was at the perfect height for Amber's mouth.
"Meatloaf said two out of three ain't bad, but let's find out what three out of three feels like," she purred deviously as she leaned forward and took Eugene's cock in her mouth.
Then she began fucking and sucking all three cocks at the same time in one glorious motion. Backing up and taking all my cock, moving forward and taking as much of Eugene as she could, all the while Ben was just along for the ride...literally.
Amber's ass was so tight it felt like she was milking me with each movement, and I knew I was not going to last long. In only a couple of minutes of Amber fucking my cock with her ass, I couldn't hold back any longer and I moaned, "I'm going to come soon."
"I want to taste your cum, baby," she moaned urgently, as she allowed Eugene's cock to slip out of her mouth.
As I pulled out and moved around the couch, Eugene moved to replace me at Amber's now empty back door.
Amber purred, "Is Eugene going to fuck my ass?"
Eugene, a hunger in his eyes, no longer invisibly handcuffed by his shyness, he said, "Oh, I'm going to pound your ass raw."
Amber was about to say something in response but I shoved my cock between her lips. I began pumping my cock in her mouth, fucking her face. It was even hotter to watch than fucking her cunt or ass.
Meanwhile, Eugene began pushing his thicker than mine cock in Amber's ass. I watched her eyes get big, unable to do anything but take it as my cock fucked her face. A moment later, I groaned, "Here it comes," and I deposited a massive load of cum down Amber's throat.
Finally spent, I pulled out and Amber said, "I hope you have more of that for me, baby."
"Oh, I will be ready in a few minutes," I quipped, knowing I would fuck her as many times as she would allow.
Looking back over her shoulder, Amber ordered, "Fuck my ass, stud. I want all of it in me."
Eugene gave his nerdy smile and began moving his cock in and out of her, Amber's moans turning more to squeals as she whimpered, "Oh God Eugene your cock is soooooooo big."
"You love my cock, don't you?" Eugene said, surprising all of us, a minute later.
"Oh a God yes," Amber moaned, "I loooove your biiiiig fucking dick."
Watching Amber's facial expression of euphoria was incredibly hot as the original pain had obviously simmered and she was now loving getting fucked in the ass.
A couple of minutes of increased moaning from Amber and she begged, "Ben buck your ass up, fuck my cunt while Eugene fucks my ass."
Ben had been unusually quiet as his cock sat lodged deep in Amber's cunt, but he obliged as he began bucking up as both guys thrust simultaneously into Amber's two holes.
"Fuuuuuuuck," Amber screamed, "Yes, haaaarder, fuck me, fuck me, make me coooome."
Both guys slammed into Amber and in a few more strokes she screamed, "Fuuuuuuuuuucking fuuuuuck, fuck, fuck, yeeees, I'm coooooming,"
I desperately wanted to fuck her again, but instead watched her whole body twitch with pleasure as her orgasm cascaded through her.
A minute later, Amber's breathing still not completely calmed down, Eugene pulled his cock out, and he flipped Amber over like she was a feather and pumped his cock at a red faced and sexually content and smiling Amber.
Amber purred, moving up so she was just inches from his cock "Does my big boy want to cum all over my face?"
"Yeeeeees," Eugene grunted as his cum shot out like a cannon all over Amber's inviting face.
"That's it stud, cum all over me," she said, as rope after rope covered her face.
Ben, his cock still rock hard, pushed Eugene out of the way and shoved his cock into her mouth. He then began fucking her face like I had.
Amber's slobbering sounds echoed through the room as I watched the facial assault as Ben was determined to come.
"Here it comes, slut," Ben grunted as he deposited a second load of his cum down her throat.
Once Ben was done, he pulled out and Amber looked at me and down at my stiff cock and said, "Come here, baby."
I did as both Ben and Eugene moved aside.
"Do you like my nylons, baby?" She asked, as her nylon-clad foot rubbed my chest.
"Yeeeeees," I weakly replied, the silk on my chest an amazing sensation.
"You're a leg man, aren't you, baby?" She asked, both her feet now moving on my body.
"Yeeees," I again answered, the silk nylon on my body distracting me greatly.
"Especially nylons," she added, both her feet moving lower to my cock.
"H-h-how did you know?" I asked, watching her feet wrap around both sides of my cock.
"Just the way you always check out my legs when I wear them, yet you pretty much ignore my legs when I don't wear any," she properly assessed.
"O-o-oh," I stammered, embarrassed to be caught by my quirky fetish and distracted by the sensational feeling that her nylon-clad feet were doing to my cock as she slowly masturbated me.
Eugene's cell phone rang and he said, "Hi, Mom." A moment later, he sighed, "Yes, I'm on my way."
As Amber continued teasing me with her nylon-clad feet, Eugene said, "Sorry, but I need to get home."
"Me too," Ben said, surprising me.
Amber was focused on me, her eyes never leaving mine as she said, "Goodnight boys," even as she continued moving her feet up and down.
Her hair a mess, her face covered with cum, I still felt she never looked more beautiful than she did that moment, when her focus was entirely on me.
She kept slowly giving me a nylon foot job until the other two left us alone.
"So it's finally just you and me," she purred.
"So it is," I agreed, trying to be suave, thrilled by the fact she said 'finally'..
Sitting up, she sat on the edge of the couch and reached for my cock. She said, "Thank you for a great night, baby."
Her hand around my cock felt so intimate as I said, "I'd do anything for you, Amber."
"Anything?" She asked, flicking my cock head.
"Ooh, yes Amber, I would take a bullet for you, I, um, I," I stammered, before going for broke. The words sounded ludicrous, especially considering the triple penetration she just encountered with my friends and the way we had taken advantage of her vulnerable situation, "I love you."
She looked up, my cock in her hand, so innocent and sweet, her tone shocked at my words, "You do?"
"You are perfect," I said, reaching down and pulling her up.
She looked into my eyes, a vulnerability that seemed impossible for someone so beautiful, "You think so?"
"Remember when we watched Weird Science?" I asked, taking both her hands in mine.
"Yes," she nodded, her eyes never leaving mine.
"If I was going to make a perfect woman...it would be you," I said, the statement so corny and yet exactly how I felt.
"Oh Blair," she said, tears welling in her eyes.
"What?" I asked, nervous that I had said too much.
"I'm so confused," she said.
"I understand," I said, feeling a bit crestfallen at her not saying I love you back, although I never expected to hear those words from her.
"No I don't think you do," she said. She took a deep breath and said, "I have always dated men bad for me and all along the perfect man was right in front of my eyes."
My heart warmed as she squeezed my hands. "I don't expect you to say it back," I said, not wanting to have her say words she didn't mean.
She leaned in and kissed me, softly. Breaking the kiss she said, "I don't know if I love you, Blair. I am not sure I really know what loves means, but I do know something."
"What?" I asked, my insecurity coursing through my very being.
"That you make me happy. You make me smile. You make me feel special," she listed, before adding, "and I deserve someone who makes me feel that way."
"You do, Amber, you are a very special woman. Beyond being beautiful, you are smart, sweet, funny and," I smiled, trying to break the intensity of the situation, I added, "kinda nerdy for a hot chick."
"You think I'm a nerd," she smiled playfully.
"A big nerd," I replied back.
"Would a big nerd do this?" She asked, dropping back to her knees and taking my cock in her mouth.
I moaned as she bobbed back and forth slowly taking all my cock in, "a slutty nerd would."
Taking my cock out of her mouth, she smiled, looking up again with a sweet innocence, "Well then I guess I'm a slutty nerd," before taking my cock back in her mouth.
After a couple of minutes of her bobbing back and forth, she pulled out and asked, "Will you make love to me, Blair?"
"There is nothing I want to do more," I said, as Amber lay back on the couch and I joined her. Moving on top of her, I slipped my cock into her wetness as I leaned down and kissed her. Time stood still as I slowly made love to Amber all the while our tongues explored every crevice of each other's mouths.
Wrapping her nylon legs around me, she moved her feet on my back and ass only enhancing what was already the best night of my life.
I moved to her ears, biting playfully which only increased her moans.
"Oh yes, Blair, I love your touch," she whispered.
I continue slowly moving my cock in and out of her, while I moved down her neck splattering kisses everywhere before finally reaching her voluptuous breasts.
As I took her left nipple in my mouth she moaned, "Oh God, baby, don't stop."
I had no intention of stopping until I had to, this night unlikely to ever be beaten, as I slithered my tongue around her nipple and then kissing my way across to her other breast.
"Oh yes, baby," she continued to encourage, which made me even more eager to bathe her with all my lust.
A minute later, she ordered, "I need it harder baby, will you fuck me hard and deep?"
Although I didn't want this moment to end, I couldn't resist such an offer.
She lifted her legs straight up and then somehow back beyond her ears as she smiled, "Did you know I used to be a gymnast?"
"I do know," I smiled, as I leaned forward, holding onto her ankles and began fucking her hard, filling her completely at a new and very unique angle.
"Oh yes, yes," she moaned, "slam into me baby, fill me with your big cock."
I continued fucking her hard as her moans got louder and I desperately tried to prevent myself from exploding as I never wanted this moment to end.
"Soooo close, baby, are you close too," she moaned.
"Yeeees," I grunted.
"I want you to come inside me baby, will you come inside me?" She asked.
"I'll do whatever you want, Amber, always," I said.
"Come with me, baby," she demanded, "so close, yes, so close, are you ready?"
"Yes," I grunted.
"Noooooooooow," she screamed, her orgasm hitting her. I let go as well and a second later deposited my load deep inside her fevered cunt.
"Oh yes, baby, come in me, you can come in me anytime you want," she said, between heavy breathing.
"Anytime?" I questioned with a smile, playing on my earlier promise of everything.
"Yes, baby, I too will do anything for you," she said, moving her legs out from behind her head and pulling me in for a passionate kiss, my head spinning with her declaration.
A couple of minutes later, my cock still in her, she broke the kiss and said, "I don't know what love is Blair, but I do know that what I am feeling for you right now is very different than anything I have ever felt before."
I smiled, "That is just the booze talking."
She smiled back, "I didn't have any wine since dinner."
"But I saw you," I said.
"We may have to replace the rug," she shrugged pointing to a massive wet spot where she obviously poured her wine, "I just wanted a reason to get back at Jason and a reason to make one of my fantasies come true, well two actually."
"Which ones?" I asked.
"Taking a guy's virginity," she admitted.
"Well you definitely hit a hat trick on that one," I joked, using a hockey term I had learned from her since she began working.
"No more hockey," she scolded.
"Thank God," I sighed, "I still don't know the difference between icing and offside."
"And I wanted to be the centrepiece of an orgy," she admitted, "although doing it with people I work with may have consequences."
I reluctantly pulled out of her and stood up apologizing, "Sorry, a cramp."
She smiled, "It better be just a cramp because you did say you would do anything for me."
"And I will," I said.
"I dare you to ask me out," she smiled playfully.
Even though I had fucked her ass, her cunt and her mouth, these words surprised me more. Could this be the start of something much bigger than one night of amazing surreal sex? Could she seriously want a relationship with me?
I took the dare. "Amber, will you go out with me?"
"On one condition," she said smiling as she pushed me onto a chair.
"Anything," I said again.
"Well you came in my mouth and my pussy, but there is still one hole you have not come in," she said, revealing her naughty intentions.
"Well they say two out of three ain't bad," I joked, referring to her earlier Meatloaf reference.
She countered, as she turned around and lowered her ass on my still fully erect cock, "That may be true, but as I already learned tonight first hand, three out of three is even better."
As her ass completely engulfed my cock, I agreed, quoting a less popular Meatloaf song, "I couldn't have said it better myself."
The end
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Recap: In part one..."Oh" Submissive Town: A Mother Falls...Kimberly, a Minister's wife, catches her rebellious daughter having sex with her boyfriend in the church. This begins a domino effect of shocking revelations that include her best friend is a submissive to her daughter, there is a lesbian housewives club in her conservative Christian community and her daughter is the mistress that ties all these things together. Eventually, she too falls under the hypnotic spell of her daughter and submits to her.
A reminder of how the last chapter ended just after Kimberly had been brought to orgasm by her daughter and her son walks in:
"Mom, what are you doing?" Ben asked, stunned by what he was witnessing. He had arrived a week earlier than originally planned. Ben and his Mom were always close and he could tell during their long conversations on Skype with his mother that the past few months had been rough on her and he thought his early arrival would be a great surprise, but obviously it was he who was surprised. His mother was having an affair with a woman.
Kimberly opened her eyes and looked at her son in the doorway. She stammered, "B-B-Ben?"
Cinthia lifted her head from between her Mother's thighs, her face dripping with pussy cum, and was surprised at seeing her big cute brother staring at them.
Ben gasped. His Mother was having sex with her daughter, his sister. He had just walked in on his sister and mother in the throes of lesbian lust. He should have been appalled, yet the full tent in his trousers begging to get out implied differently.
Cinthia, controlling the situation like she usually did, pulled the candy cane out of her mother's sloppy cunt and put it to her mouth before she asked, "So, big brother. Are you going to stand there with that dumb ass look on your face, or are you going to get out of those clothes and come and join us?"
"Oh" Submission Town: Brother and Son Fun
Time stood still for Kimberly as she listened to the words of her Domme daughter, "So, big brother. Are you going to stand there with that dumb ass look on your face, or are you going to get out of those clothes and come and join us?"
Ben still couldn't believe it. His sister who he had been fucking ever since she turned eighteen had a surprise for him, but this was not what he expected. He had told Cinthia that he would love to fuck their mom while he fucked her one night. She always implied it was possible, but it was still all just a late night stroke fantasy until this moment.
"I told you Ben, I had a surprise for you," Cinthia smiled.
Ben stammered, "Y-y-yes you did, but this was not what I was expecting."
"You don't like your Christmas present, Master?" Cinthia asked pouting.
Kimberly listened to the surreal conversation as they talked as if she wasn't there, bewildered by the events that led her to this humiliating moment and the apparent relationship between her two Christian children.
Ben finally regained his usual confident demeanour and joked, "Oh no, it is the perfect present, although I see you already unwrapped it."
"I couldn't resist," Cinthia shrugged, "our mother is quite the slut, aren't you, Mother?"
"What? Please Cinthia," Kimberly pleaded, totally mortified by the situation.
"More begging," Cinthia smirked, taking her mother's pleading out of context, "You really are an insatiable slut."
"Oh God, Cinthia, please stop," the bewildered mother said.
"Tsk, tsk, using the Lord's name in vain again," Cinthia teased. "So Ben, think you can get mommy screaming those same words?"
Ben began pulling down his pants and Kimberly pleaded, "Please Ben, I'm your mother."
"And apparently my Christmas present," Ben smiled, a long time fantasy now about to become a reality.
Kimberly was rattled, yet as her son's big hard cock popped into view she could feel her resistance to committing yet another sin, another act of incest, weakening.
Cinthia, seeing her mother staring at Ben's big eight inch cock, said, "I think Mommy likes it."
Ben moved to his mother and ordered, "Worship my cock, Mommy slut."
Kimberly stared at his big cock now directly in front of her face, even as she gasped at being called a slut from her well-behaved son. Cinthia had always been a handful to raise, but Ben had always been a perfect gentleman. Yet, at this moment her mouth watered, her cunt tingled. yet she knew she should resist this temptation. Looking up at her son, she said firmly, "Ben we can't do this."
"I don't believe I was asking your opinion, Mother," he said. "We have always been close Mom, and now it is time to get closer." He placed his cock on his mother' lips.
Cinthia, horny herself and wanting a piece of her brother, said, "Mom, either suck your son like we all know you want to, or I am going to."
Kimberly couldn't deny it even though she wanted to. She wanted to suck him. She also couldn't deny that the thought of Cinthia having his cock instead of her made her jealous. So after a brief moment of hesitation, she opened her mouth and took her son's cock in her mouth.
"Good slut," Cinthia purred, biting her mother's ear.
"Good girl," Ben concurred, putting his hands on his mother's head. "I have fantasized about fucking you forever, Mom, but I never thought it would happen, although Cinthia said it was a possibility, I never believed it."
"You didn't believe it when I crawled under your sheets and sucked your cock either did you?" Cinthia added, enjoying revealing yet another shocking secret to her mother.
"Nor when you climbed on top and rode me taking my virginity," Ben added.
"I'm a giver," Cinthia quipped.
"Yes you're a gift that just coming, coming and coming," Ben joked.
Kimberly listened to the revelation that her children had sex and that Cinthia, her daughter, had seduced her older brother. It was so shocking and wrong, yet the burning fire down below, the very heat of this sinful hell, had her so hot she was already imagining her son's cock in her pussy.
"I have one more gift for you," Cinthia said.
"I can't imagine what could top this," Ben moaned, as his mother took more of his cock in her mouth. Again, he had envisioned this exact moment over and over, especially ever since Cinthia seduced him and put the thought of making this crazy fantasy a possibility with her confident talk and promises.
"Mom, have you ever had a cock in your ass?" Cinthia asked, although she knew the answer.
Kimberly froze, her son's cock, deep in her mouth. She thought of her daughter's finger a little earlier tonight being the first time her ass had ever been touched and how it had triggered her most intense orgasm ever.
"Answer the question, Mommy-slut," Ben ordered, pulling his cock out of Kimberly's mouth.
"N-n-never," Kimberly stammered, the thought even nastier than all the other sins she had committed in this night of submission.
"Well, I think I know what your Christmas present is from us," Cinthia said smiling, as she moved over to her purse. Pulling out a bottle of lubricant, she said, "Always come prepared, I always say."
"Nice pun," Ben laughed, as he shoved his cock back in his mom's mouth.
Kimberly sucked on her son's cock both exhilarated by the reality of her submission and the undeniable pleasure it brought her, yet also mortified by the reality of her submission and the inappropriate act of incest she was committing in her husband's church.
"On all fours my pet slut," Cinthia ordered.
Kimberly sat up and pleaded, "We really shouldn't do this."
"Do what?" Cinthia asked innocently.
"Sin here," Kimberly answered.
"A little late for that since you've already sucked your son's cock, don't you think?" Cinthia asked.
"On all fours now, Mommy-slut," Ben ordered sternly.
Kimberly looked at her son with a look of surprise at his new persona, yet obeyed another command as her submissive nature took over.
Cinthia moved behind her mom's still firm ass and poured excessive amounts of lubricant between her mom's ass cheeks. Once done, she moved her hand down her mom's ass crack and her finger teased her mother's inviting rosebud. "Ready to have your ass fucked?"
Kimberly couldn't believe that she was about to commit the act of sodomy, one of the greatest sins, yet the act of obedience and her wet pussy overwhelmed any propriety as she answered, "Yes."
Cinthia pushed her finger in her mom's ass as she questioned, "Yes, what slut?"
"Yes, Mistress," the horny bewildered mom answered correcting herself, as she allowed, her ass to be penetrated again.
"Yes, Mistress what?" Cinthia again questioned as she wiggled her finger inside her mom's ass, enjoying the power over her once stern mother.
The distracted mother wasn't sure what she was supposed to say, but then she realized what her devious daughter wanted from her. Although Kimberly didn't want to be sodomized, did not want to be sexually humiliated by her two children, she did feel compelled to obey. She answered, accepting her sexual fate that was in the hands of her nasty, dominant daughter, "Yes, Mistress, I am ready to have my ass fucked." The words would have been ludicrous a couple of days ago and yet at this moment, they were reality.
"Ben, she is really tight, tighter than when you took my anal cherry," Cinthia said, revealing yet another shocking sexual secret to her mother. "Remember, it was in the girl's bathroom in church while Dad was lecturing about resisting temptation."
"Oh yes, that was so nasty," Ben reminisced about that crazy morning. He then added, continuing his strong demeanor, "Let me decide whose ass is tighter."
Kimberly felt her daughter's finger slip out of her ass and then waited for the inevitable, being sodomized by her son. The act was so sinful, particularly because they were in a church, yet she was completely under the whim of her mistress daughter and seemingly her master son. She felt strong firm hands on her hips, she felt her son's cock poking between her ass cheeks, and as she clenched her teeth expecting pain, she felt his cock poking at her back door.
"Beg me to take your ass, Mommy-slut," Ben demanded.
Kimberly sighed, hating how they tried to push her further into submission when she was already a willing participant. "Please fuck Mommy's ass," she begged, before adding without even thinking, "sodomize Mommy and take her anal virginity."
"Mommy wants it bad," Cinthia teased.
"And what Mommy wants, Mommy gets," Ben said, as he pushed forward breaking through the last barrier of resistance and invading his mom's virgin ass.
"Aaaaaaaaah," Kimberly couldn't help but scream, her son's wide cock spreading her ass wider than it was meant to be opened.
"Relax your ass, Mommy-slut," Ben demanded, as he gently caressed her backside.
"Okaaaaaay," the mother weakly said, not sure how to relax as her ass was being violated and used in ways that were unnatural.
"Once you get past the pain, Mom, you are going to be in heaven," Cinthia said, smiling at another religious reference.
"You'll be moaning to the choir," Ben added.
"Weak," Cinthia scolded playfully.
"Sorry my witty word play isn't as good as yours," Ben shot back, even as his cock continued exploring further into his mom's no longer virgin ass.
Kimberly meanwhile just tried to focus on the intensity of the act she was willingly submitting to. The pain was sharp, yet the excitement at obeying seemed to overshadow the uncomfortable burn in her ass. Undeniably she wanted to feel all her son's cock in her ass; unexplainably she wanted to feel him fucking her ass hard regardless of the pain; inexplicably she wanted to be called names, the term Mommy-slut somehow turning her on more and making her sin more acceptable.
Cinthia asked, another reminder of the ultimate sin her mother was committing, "Do you like your son's cock in your ass, Mother?"
Kimberly no longer wished to pretend to resist her ultimate submission to her daughter and now her son, instead just giving into the pleasure that overwhelmed her through obedience. "Yes, Mistress, I love my son's cock filling my ass."
Cinthia smiled and continued, "How about submitting to the act of sodomy in the house of The Lord?"
Kimberly thought, it's the basement not really the house of The Lord, and using this weak theory to defend her actions replied, "Oh God, so wrong and yet so goooooood."
"Fuuuuck," Ben grunted, "that is the hottest thing I have ever heard."
"And you will worship both of us, and be at our every beck and call?" Cinthia asked.
"Yeeees, Mistress and Maaaaster," Kimberly agreed knowing she could not go back to her facade of happiness in her marriage and couldn't possibly resist the opportunity to taste her daughter's pussy or suck her son's cock.
"You will obey every order?" Cinthia questioned, stressing the word 'every'.
"God, yeeees," Kimberly agreed, even as her brain went to the housewives club, Lucy, Tommy and whoever else was a part of the twisted sexual web of deviancy that her daughter had spun in this supposedly reserved Christian town.
"I'm all in," Ben announced which surprised Kimberly.
Kimberly couldn't believe it. She expected there to be burning fires in her ass when all eight inches had filled her back door, yet although the pain was there, it was not overly intense. "Master," she said.
"Yes, Mommy-slut," Ben asked, as he looked down at his beautiful mother on all fours.
"Please fuck your Mommy-slut's ass, use me as your vessel of sin," Kimberly begged.
Cinthia chuckled, "Vessel of sin, I like that."
Ben began slowly moving is cock in and out of the Velcro like grip of his mom's ass.
Kimberly moaned loud as the strange pleasure of anal submission somehow turned her on.
Cinthia, horny again from watching her mother being sodomized by her son, crawled onto the table and spread her legs, moving her shaved cunt directly in front of her mother's face, "Come lick some holy juice."
Kimberly stared at her daughter's cunt that she had licked less than an hour ago, but seemingly it felt like years, her life forever changed based on decisions she had made in the past hour. She extended her tongue and began licking her daughter again, as her son began moving faster in her ass.
Cinthia moaned, "Oh Mother, I have so many plans and tasks for you."
Kimberly wondered what they were, yet instead of fear, a rush of excitement pulsed through her at the possibilities. She moaned, "I can't wait."
"I bet you can't," Cinthia smiled, her mother even more obedient and a bigger slut than she could have ever imagined. She already had a list of naughty tasks for her mother to fulfill playing in her head.
"I'm not going to last much longer," Ben grunted, unsure where he should come.
Cinthia purred, "Come whenever and wherever you want."
Kimberly wondered what it would feel like to have cum shot in her ass and begged, "Please Ben, fill Mommy's ass with your cum."
"As you wish, you dirty little slut," Ben grunted.
Kimberly moaned back, "Yes, baby, I'm your slut, your Mommy-slut."
"Rub yourself, Mommy-slut," Cinthia demanded, "I want you to cum from getting your ass fucked."
"Yes, Mistress," Kimberly eagerly obeyed, the ass pleasure creating a constant tease. The mother then became the vessel of sin she had said she would be. She licked her daughter's pussy; she rubbed her own clit as she got reamed in the ass by her son.
Ben slammed into his mom's ass with forceful urgent thrusts, each time their bodies collided his mother's face crashed into his sister's cunt. He couldn't believe he was fucking his mom, in the ass no less, but finally the pleasure was too intense, and he erupted; his cum coating his mother's ass walls.
Kimberly felt his cum filling her ass, but couldn't do much more than moan as her face was buried in Cinthia's cunt. The feeling was quite different from when she had her husband come in her pussy, yet it got her off even more. She continued to frantically rub herself as Ben slowed down the assault on her ass, her orgasm so fucking close.
Cinthia ordered, "Come now, you nasty Mommy-slut, you son fucker, ass whore, lesbian cunt licker, you incest slave."
The litany of names was the final straw for the bewildered, no longer straight laced mother, who somehow got turned on even more by the name calling as she screamed, "Yeeeees, mother fuckers, I'm your sluuuuut."
Both children watched their mother come as her body quivered.
Kimberly couldn't fathom how such pleasure could exist, pleasure that she had been oblivious all these years. How sex had become a rare part of her wifely duties, something she did but barely enjoyed enough to get off. This was a euphoria like she had never experienced and she never wanted it to end.
Ben kept his cock lodged in her ass for a couple of minutes until it seemed her orgasm had subsided. He then pulled his cock out, moved around the table and shoved his cock into his surprised sister's face. "Clean me off, slut."
Cinthia was indeed surprised but loved to obey a man who knew what he wanted and she eagerly began bobbing back and forth on his cock. She had never sucked a cock that had been in anyone's ass before, including her own, nevertheless her mother's. It was so nasty, so twisted that it turned her like nothing she could imagine. She grabbed her mother's head, who had quit licking when her own orgasm hit, and she began moving her ass up and down, literally fucking her mother's face with her cunt.
Kimberly simply extended her tongue and tried to pleasure her daughter the best she could all the while feeling cum leaking out of her ass. Her orgasm done, a sense of overwhelming guilt hit her at what she had just done. She had cheated on her husband with two boys (one her son), licked her daughter's pussy, had her ass taken and all of this done in the sanctity of the house of God. She shivered at the complete compass of her sin even as her daughter's pussy juice coated her face.
"I'm comiiiing," Cinthia screamed, her brother's cock slipping out of her mouth.
Ben, still hard, wanted to fuck again but couldn't decide which one, as he watched the adorably cute face of his sister coming.
Kimberly was swallowing as much of her daughter' cum, a taste so exotically delicious that her guilt had already began to fade. Her guilt faded more when she felt hands on her ass again and then a cock filling her cunt. "Wholly fuck," she gasped.
"Holy fuck indeed," Ben quipped, playing with the words of his mother.
As Cinthia moved away, her legs needing a stretch, she quipped, "Fuck, Mommy, you really are an insatiable whore. How did you ever hide your true sluttiness?"
"I-I-I don't know," Kimberly stammered, greatly distracted by her son's cock in her cunt.
"What are you, Mother?" Cinthia asked, as she moved off the table.
"Your Mother, your Mommy-slut, your cunt licker, and Ben's cum bucket," Kimberly admitted, uttering the words turning her on even more.
Ben pulled out of her cunt and sat down on a chair. "Come ride me, Mommy fuck toy."
The lustful mother didn't hesitate as she was thankful to change positions and hungry to have her son's cock back in her wanton pussy. She straddled him and lowered herself slowly on his big rock hard cock, moaning as it filled her from this new position.
She began slowly riding her son's cock as she got used to the position, loving the sudden control she had.



Cinthia asked, as she watched the hot mom-son action, "What about Daddy?"
Kimberly's eyes went wide at the reference to her husband, yet she was too far-gone and hungry for another orgasm to consider the long-term consequences of her sins. "I don't know, Mistress, I guess that is up to you."
Cinthia loved the answer. Her mother was easily the most submissive of the many MILF's she had seduced in her mission to turn her boring religious town into a sinners haven.
Ben ordered, putting his hands on her shoulders, "Take all my cock, Mommy-slut."
Kimberly obeyed, allowing her whole body to land on her son's lap. "Fuuuuck," she screamed, her son's cockhead reaching new depths in her cunt. "I'm so full."
"Wait until you take my ten inch strap-on, Mother," Cinthia smirked, another hint to a growing list of submissive tasks she had in mind for her Mother.
"I caaaaan't wait," the mother moaned, even though she couldn't fathom taking anything bigger than her son inside her.
In a rhythm now, Kimberly began to ride Ben's cock completely, each downward thrust taking every part of her son's cock in her. She cupped her breasts, an erogenous zone ignored completely by her old fashioned husband.
"Hmmmm, does Mommy like her tits to be played with?" Cinthia purred.
"Yes, Mistress," Kimberly admitted, hoping her daughter would join them making the twosome a threesome, even as she thought to herself she couldn't believe she was thinking that.
"Does Mommy want her daughter to suck on her nipples?" Cinthia asked, walking towards her.
"God, yes," Kimberly whimpered, already excited before her tits were even being touched.
"You really love to praise The Lord in your cries of ecstasy don't you, Mother?" Cinthia questioned as she cupped her mom's breasts in her hands as they bounced up and down.
"Aaaaaah," Kimberly moaned as her daughter cupped her breasts, before saying the absurdist thing ever to leave her mouth, "You're my Goddess now, Cinthia, I am but your servant."
"Fuck, that is hot," Cinthia said, as she leaned forward and took her mother's right nipple in her mouth.
"God yes, my Goddess," Kimberly whimpered.
"What about me?" Ben asked.
"Cinthia is my Goddess and you my Sex God, my Himeros," Kimberly declared, her orgasm building.
"And I am Aphrodite?" Cinthia questioned as she swirled her tongue around her mother's nipple.
"Yeeeeeeeeeees," the mother of two agreed as her orgasm begged to be released.
"Don't you dare come until I do, slut," Ben ordered, his orgasm on the build as well.
"Yes, Master," Kimberly weakly got out, the double pleasure of his cock in her pussy and Cinthia's tongue on her nipples putting her in a sexual trance of euphoria.
Cinthia switched to her mother's left breast and replicated the teasing breast attention.
"Oh yes, baby, I love your mouth on Mommy's titties," Kimberly said, watching her daughter smother her breast with attention.
"Ready to come, Mommy whore?" Ben asked.
"Yeeeees," Kimberly eagerly answered.
"On three, Mother," Ben demanded, as he wanted to explode in her simultaneously when she did.
"Okaaaay?" Kimberly again agreed, three seconds seemingly an eternity away at this moment.
"One," Ben announced, bucking his ass up to meet his slut's downward fall.
"Fuuuuuuuck, shit," Kimberly screamed, surprised by the new depths her son's cock had hit. She tried to stop herself from coming, but couldn't as she finished, "Soooooorry, I'm comiiiiiing."
Ben felt the wetness coat his cock and lap and he too shot his load as he continued bucking his ass up and filling his mom's cunt with his seed.
"Oh yes, yes, yes, come in Mommy, baby, fill her cuuuunt with your cum," Kimberly whimpered, always loving the feeling of having her cunt filled with cum, something her husband never understood.
Cinthia moved away and watched her mom and brother orgasm, all because of her.
Finally, a couple of minutes later, all three exhausted, they silently got dressed, each having strange conversations with themselves in their head:
Ben pondered how he was going to continue fucking his mom once his father got home, knowing that it had been the best sex he had ever had.
Cinthia was making a mental list of all the naughty things she had in mind for her new pet mommy. The first being a new haircut for her mother that would shock the community and her father. So many possibilities so little time before her father came home.
Kimberly, cum leaking out of her cunt and ass, couldn't believe what she had just willingly done. She looked at her children and wondered how she could ever look them in the face again. How could she continue to be their mother, to look out for their best interests, to discipline them when they sinned? Yet, all the while she pondered these serious concerns, she was already wondering when Ben would fuck her again, when she would be able to taste Cinthia's pussy again and what did her daughter have in store for her next.
Once back home, Kimberly got the answer to a couple of her questions as her children joined her in her bed. Kimberly lay on her back as Ben fucked her pussy one more time that night, while Cinthia straddled her face.
Tomorrow, Kimberly thought, she would have to have a serious talk with her children about how this was wrong and had to be a one-time thing, but that would be tomorrow.
Unfortunately for Kimberly...tomorrow never comes.
The End....for now
In part three...coming in early 2014 (I hope)...Kimberly must fulfill many tasks for her daughter/mistress, deal with her always horny son and go to her first housewives club meeting.



        Sorority Submission: A Spanking

        Pledge gets disciplined for not completing her task in time.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/sorority-submission-a-spanking-2

Title: Sorority Submission: A Spanking

Author: silkstockingslover

Category: Illustrated

Description: Pledge gets disciplined for not completing her task in time.

Tags: lesbian, stockings, bdsm, submissive, cocksucker, romance, humiliation, spanking, college, sorority

Series: Sorority Submission
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In Part 1 Sorority Submission...Anne sorority pledge fulfills her first task to not wear panties or a bra for the day and where a provocative outfit chosen for her. She is then chosen to be the inspection girl to see if all the other pledges have fulfilled the task as well. Since Anne has very small breasts the task is made extra humiliating. She also meets a very nice boy, Harvey.
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TASK 2: A Spanking for not Measuring Up(Tuesday)
I was woken up the next day again by Camree who just handed me a note. She said, "Have fun," and left, her sing-song tone telling me she knew what today's task was.
I opened the note and read it.
Pledge,
Today is another easy task. You must have a fellow male student allow you to take a picture of his fully erect cock. You must take the picture with your cell phone and send it to Beth by six-thirty. As we will every day during rush week, you must meet at seven at the sorority.
Have fun!
P.S. you get bonus points for each cock you get a picture of.
P.S.S. the biggest cock will get five bonus points.
Although the task was a bit extreme, I instantly thought of Harvey. He knew I was pledging and hopefully would help me with this absurd task. I texted him and asked if we could meet for lunch and he agreed.
Since I had no clothing expectations, I dressed casually in jeans, a t-shirt and stockings. The morning flew by as I prepared to ask Harvey the strangest question ever. Although slightly nervous, I already felt comfortable with Harvey and hoped he would not see my request as slutty as it would sound.
After a morning of lectures, I headed to meet Harvey for lunch. As soon as I saw him I got excited, he was a very attractive man and one I thought he had potential as a boyfriend. He walked over and greeted me, "How is Belle today?"
"Magnificent," I replied, trying to sound just like Belle.
"Nice," he said, quoting the movie, "will you be my guest for lunch."
Either he is really witty, really suave or he prepared for today, any of the three were impressive. I replied back, "Lead the way, Sir."
We chatted for the next forty-five minutes about our lives. I admitted my favorite movie was Sixteen Candles, he admitted he loved John Hughes films although argued Some Kind of Wonderful was his best film. I told him my favorite type of music was country and he promised not to judge me for my horrendous musical taste. He informed me he was stuck in the 1970s and his favorite album was Meatloaf's 'Bat Out of Hell' and I too promised not to judge him (although secretly I love 'Paradise by the Dashboard Light'). We learned we are both avid readers, both love sports and both like musicals (which is rare in a guy). Time flew by and I felt a connection with him I had never felt with any other guy.
Sadly though, we both had classes coming up and I had a task to fulfill. I prefaced my request first. "You know how I am pledging Pi Delta?"
"Yeeeees," he said, clearly already knowing I needed his help.
"Well, I need a favor," I said, trying to be flirty.
He joked, "You need a hot guy to bring back with you tonight."
"Not far off," I replied, my tone unable to hide my awkwardness with what I was about to ask him next.
"What is it?" he asked, grabbing my hand that sent fireworks throughout my body. "I will do anything for you."
One sentence and I relaxed as I coyly teased, "Anything is a pretty strong word."
"I mean it," he smiled, squeezing my hand gently, "What do you need?"
"A picture of your erect cock," I throw out there, my face going red.
His face showed shock, but he recovered quickly. "Is that all? Do you want that as a glossy or matte format?"
I almost choked as I exploded into laughter from the question. Finally calming down, I answered, pulling out my cell phone, "Digital, actually."
"Oh my," he said, realizing I wasn't kidding. "Usually, I make my date pay for supper before she gets to see what's under the hood."
I again laughed because of his geeky, yet adorable smile. I countered, rather aggressively, "Nothing gets in my garage before I have appraised its value."
His eyebrow went up. "I like to think I have a classic corvette."
"I hope not," I countered.
"Why not?" he asked.
"They are all look and speed," I quipped, "I want one that likes to go for long relaxing drives and enjoys the scenery."
Both of us were laughing, covering up the sexual tension that was now dripping with each word and action. "Well, I am an explorer. I love to just roam and see where I end up."
I could feel the heat in my cheeks and the slight chill in my spine from the playful innuendo. I finally returned us to the task at hand. "So, can I get a quick peek of your car for an appraisal of worth?"
"Hmmmmm, and what do I get in return?" he asked.
I countered, using a sports term, "A vague commitment of future considerations."
"I don't know," he said playfully, "I was hoping for something more now."
"Like what?" I asked, excited and nervous by his answer.
"A kiss," he answered, adding, "Maybe you can turn this beast into a man."
I responded playfully as I stood up, "I want both, beast and man."
He stood up too and I leaned in and kissed him. It was tender and sweet and I instantly knew he was the boy...the beast...the man for me.
Breaking the kiss, I smiled and said, "So now for your end of the deal."
He seemed as dazed as I did from the kiss, or at least I hoped so. He stammered, "S-s-so, how about after supper, say six at my dorm."
Noticing his suave confidence fading a bit, I played along, "Excellent, text me your dorm number, I am really looking forward to appraising your merchandise."
Before he could answer, I turned and walked away, knowing to always leave the boys high and hard. Not surprisingly, I received a text five minutes later with a room and a time.
I barely heard a word any of my professors said all afternoon as I waited for my after class rendezvous. I hadn't got laid in a while and although I didn't want to look like a complete slut, the thought of getting laid was very appealing. I also was praying his confidence wasn't falsely gained and his cock was indeed an impressive vehicle.
After class was done, I had a quick dinner before I made my way to his dorm arriving the compulsory five minutes late, not wanting to look too eager. Playing the game himself, he made me wait a few seconds after I knocked on his door.
As he opened the door, he greeted me, "Welcome to my castle."
I entered Harvey's messy dorm room and asked jokingly, "Clearly, you do not have the hired help of the Beast."
"Sadly no, but I do have a very messy roommate," he countered taking my hand and leading me to his room.
I quipped, as I followed, "Do you take all the girls you woo in the cafeteria line here?"
He laughed as we entered his very clean room. "You would be the first."
His door closed, I surveyed his rather immaculate room. Again, I was impressed. Unlike the boys I had dated in the past, Harvey was a man and I knew I wanted him. I sauntered over to him, my voice flirty, "So can I inspect your equipment?"
Again his suave confidence faded, as he was clearly not used to an aggressive woman. "Um, s-s-sure," he babbled, but didn't make a move.
I leaned in again and kissed him, this time with more urgency and passion than the first tentative, exploratory kiss this afternoon. Soon our tongues were exploring every reachable crevice of each other's mouths as we slowly moved to his bed. Staying in control, I pushed him onto his bed, before following him down and returning to our passionate kissing. Minutes ticked by before I began manoeuvring my way down his body, unbuttoning his shirt. I kissed his tanned neck, I nibbled his erect nipples and I licked his firm abdomen, a constant tease.
Finally, I was at his crotch. I asked, ever so polite, "May I?"
He let out a half-grunt, "Yes."
I unbuckled his belt, unzipped his pants and pulled them down and off. I could see his quite impressive, fully erect cock silhouetted in his black briefs begging for release. I asked, my hand squeezing his cock through his underwear, "It looks like your corvette wants to go out for a spin."
"God yes," he moaned, his cock flinching in my hand.
I tugged his underwear free and a very impressive cock, a solid seven inches, saluted me. I complimented, "I must say, the early appraisal is quite high." I don't know why I did it, other than I was horny and loved the idea of surprising this sexy guy, but I leaned forward and took it in my mouth.
Not surprisingly, he moaned loudly. I didn't bob up and down like some hungry co-ed cocksucking slut, instead I just lavishly swirled my tongue around his mushroom top. Every once and a while, I would slowly deep throat him, taking all seven inches in my mouth before returning to teasing just the top.
Once I had him completely at my will (which let's be honest is the second a woman touches a guy's cock, never mind putting it in her mouth), I decided it was time to take the picture. I took his cock out of my mouth and announced, "Picture time."
He opened his eyes, a clear look of disappointment in his face, but stammered, "S-s-sure," before adding, "It's just going to be my cock right? Not my face?"
"Yes, baby," I purred, attempting to calm his insecurities and compliment him. "There will be no facial evidence to the proud ownership of this beautiful cock, this very nice Lincoln Continental."
He laughed awkwardly at my luxury car reference as I reached for my purse and pulled out my phone. I joked, as I zoomed in to his delicious flagpole cock, "Say cheese."
"What?" he asked, suddenly nervous, but not covering his face.
"Just kidding," I replied as I snapped a picture. "Give me a second as I text this to Beth."
A few seconds later, sending the text at 6:33, a few minutes past the deadline, Harvey's cock was in cyberspace, an impressive memory of my second task completed. I returned to Harvey and pulled him to the edge of the bed and asked, "Now, where was I?"
He stood up and smiled, "I think you were making me fall in love with you."
He moved away from the bed slightly and I grabbed him by the cock. "And where do you think you are going? I'm not done with this beautiful cock of yours," I purred playfully.
He stammered, "W-w-where have you been all my life?"
I smiled provocatively, "It doesn't matter where I have been, it matters where I am now."
"Touche," he agreed.
"Do you like where I am right now, Harvey?" I asked, demurely, my hand firmly on his big cock.
"God, yes," he whimpered as I returned to sucking his cock, this time slowly bobbing up and down. Hearing his breathing increase, I allowed his cock to slip out of my mouth. "Tell me when you are going to come, okay baby."
"Sure," he whimpered, clearly he was putty in my hand or my mouth to be more precise.
I took his cock back in my mouth and continued a slow burn blow job. I wanted to savor the moment, let him know just how good it could be, pull him in with sex and soon have him wrapped around my finger like my pervious boyfriends. A couple of minutes of constant, slow, up and down and I decided to go for the kill. I shifted from slow and sweet to faster and in less than a minute I heard him grunt, "Soon, Anne."
I think he assumed I would quit sucking, but instead I took that as my cue and began to hungrily bob up and down, deep throating him with each downward movement. The increased pace was the final straw and he grunted loud as he sprayed his sweet seed down my throat. It was a surprisingly full load and I swallowed it all hungrily. I slowed down to a snail's pace as I retrieved the final remnants of his cum before letting his delicious cock slip out of my mouth.
I moved up and kissed him hard sliding my tongue in his mouth, allowing the last lingering remnants of his own cum to be tasted by him. It obviously surprised him, but as expected he let me take control. Breaking the kiss, I said, "I would say the appraisal will come in quite high."
He smiled nervously as he asked like a gentleman, "Can I return the favor?"
"I'll take a rain check, I need to be back at the sorority in ten minutes," I said, disappointed that I couldn't appraise his cunt licking ability.
"O-o-ok," he said, clearly thinking I was brushing him off.
I tried to clarify I wasn't. "No seriously, I am expecting the royal treatment. I expect my garage thoroughly emptied before you fill it."
"Holy shit," he gasped, a smile crossing his face.
"What?" I asked.
"I think I love you," he replied, clearly in awe.
I winked, "Be careful what you say, sexy. I am a very hard woman to please."
"I am up for the challenge," he replied.
Glancing at his still erect cock, I retorted, "So it seems." I blew him a kiss and left his room, leaving him again wanting more. I hurried across campus just making it to the sorority in time.
"Cutting it kind of close, aren't we, Little Annie?" Jamie smirked as I arrived.
Amazing how after just completely controlling a situation, I could so quickly be cut down to size and feel little. I avoided eye contact as I apologized, "Sorry, it won't happen again."
"Go wait in line," Jamie ordered, slapping my ass.
I quickly joined the other pledges as we patiently waited whatever was in store next.
A couple minutes after seven, Beth arrived and opened with, "Congratulations ladies, you all completed today's task." There was polite applause by the sorority sisters, before Beth pointed out, her tone shifting from praise to disappointment. "But one of you did not make the 6:30 deadline."
I felt my cheeks red with shame, a glowing show of guilt. I prayed someone was later than me...I was only three minutes late. Alas, I learned she was indeed talking about me.
"Unfortunately, when one pledge fails, you all fail," Beth continued, before staring directly at me.
I looked down, feeling every set of eyes on me.
Beth continued, "You see we are all one here, we are a sisterhood. We look after one another."
I felt guilt wash over me and apologized profusely. "I am so, so sorry. I found a guy willing, but it took longer than expected. Please don't punish the others."
Jamie finally spoke. "You are willing to take the punishment for all your fellow pledges?"
"Yes," I quickly agreed, without knowledge of what the punishment would be.
"You are sure?" Jamie asked, implying the punishment was not going to be fun.
"Yes," I repeated, adding, "I am the one who failed, I deserve the consequences."
"Come here, Little Annie," Jamie instructed.
I winced at the derogatory pet name, but I began to walk over, but was stopped. "On all fours, Little Annie," Jamie commanded.
Humiliated yet again, I crawled to Jamie as Beth continued to explain the expectations of the sorority. "Girls you must understand the utter loyalty that exists between us. The sorority comes first...always. It comes before your friends, your boyfriend or girlfriend, whatever your sexual orientation, and even your family. We are your family now."
I reached Jamie and waited patiently, full of complex anxiety, for whatever was about to happen.
Beth explained, "Since pledge Anne has willingly sacrificed herself to take the punishment for all of you, we will not add another day to your tasks. Instead we will proceed with a team approach to punishment."
I listened to every word, petrified yet curious what kind of punishment they had in store for me.
Jamie ordered, "Stand up, Little Annie."
I obeyed, thankful to be off my knees.
Jamie ordered, "Take off your jeans."
"Pardon?" I questioned, having heard the question, but unable to comprehend it properly.
"Take off your fucking jeans," Jamie snapped.
Petrified by her sudden outburst, I quickly fumbled with my jeans and took them off as my level of humiliation continued to build.
"You are wearing thigh highs under your jeans?" Jamie asked, surprised.
"Yes, I think they are sexy," I admitted.
"Hmmmm, that they are," Jamie purred, looking me over like she wanted to devour me whole. "Actually they will come in handy. Take off your thigh highs."
I obeyed, curious what her intent was. I took them off and when she offered her hand I gave them to her.
"Panties too, Little Annie," Jamie ordered, as all the pledges and sorority sisters watched my public humiliation.
I trembled as I slowly pulled my panties down and off. Once naked from the waist down, Jamie took my hand and pulled me towards one of the couches. Once there, standing behind the couch, she ordered, "Bend over, Little Annie."
I complied, even as every inch of my body screamed at me to run. I had never in my life felt more vulnerable, more insecure than I did at this moment, yet I could feel my pussy getting wet.
She then used the thigh highs to tie my hands together, making me even more helpless.
Beth explained, "Form a line behind Sister Jamie."
Quickly my fellow pledges obeyed and I could no longer see any of them.
Beth explained, "Pledge Anne has courageously stood up and accepted responsibility for her actions which I respect, yet no disobedience can be overlooked. Pledges, each of you will spank your fellow pledge firmly on her ass. Anne, after each slap, you will thank the pledge for punishing you. Is that understood?"
"Yes," I replied, even though I was tensing up with fear.
"Remember," Beth finished, "only from true respect, true loyalty and true discipline can we be successful as a sorority. Pledge Angela, you may start."
I closed my eyes and waited for the inevitable pain, stunned by the reality of my punishment.
SMACK! I winced and let out a yelp on contact. I am not sure what I expected it to feel like, but my left ass cheek stung and burned instantly. I almost forgot my part of the task. "Thank you, Angela, for punishing me."
Beth added, "Each time, Pledge Annie, you must thank your punisher with different words."
"OK," I replied, through clenched teeth, unable to fathom forty-eight more slaps.
"Pledge Carlee," Beth announced.
SMACK! This time the right cheek took the full force of the slap, which echoed through the room. A similar pain burned through me as I thanked my fellow pledge. "Thank you, Carlee, for slapping my white ass."
Jamie laughed, "It won't be white for long."
"Pledge Leah," Beth called forward.
SMACK! A second straight slap on my right ass cheek, doubled the burn and I let out a scream. "Thank you, Leah, for teaching me my place."
"Your place?" Jamie questioned with a laugh.
I realized the absurdity of my last words but remained silent as Beth said, "Pledge Amber."



SMACK! A third straight hand made contact with my right ass cheek as I let out another loud scream. Tears began to form as I struggled to speak. "Thank you, Amber, for-for-for spanking me."
A sudden SMACK hit my right ass cheek again startling me as Jamie said, "Didn't Sister Beth say each thank you must be different?"
"S-s-sorry," I stammered through now rolling tears, before adding, "Thank you, Sister Jamie, for punishing me for my disobedience, I was a bad little girl."
"You are welcome, Little Annie," Jamie replied, her hand squeezing my ass cheeks softly, which somehow helped with the burn.
"Pledge Quinn," Beth called out.
SMACK! Thankfully on the left cheek this time and I quickly said, trying to say something different no matter how absurd, "That felt so good, thank you, Quinn."
The next few minutes were a blur as I vaguely got used to the pain. The sharp intensity that occurred on contact, the constant burn that stung then slowly dissipated just in time for the cycle to continue again. I lost track of how many slaps I had taken, as I focused on rephrasing the thank you each time.
Finally, my ass feeling raw, my tear ducts empty, my head a muddled mess, Beth announced, "Last slap goes to Pledge Stephanie."
Both cheeks burned so badly now, I didn't care which cheek she hit and was surprised when Stephanie ordered, "Stand up, Little Annie."
I slowly did, causing new sharp pains to burn in my ass like an uncontrollable forest fire.
Stephanie moved close to me and I thought she was going to kiss me.
I closed my eyes, expecting a kiss and puckered.
Stephanie laughed, "Little Annie thinks I am going to kiss her."
Laughter for the second day in a row echoed around me, at me. My face burned the same color I assumed my burning ass was. I opened my eyes and looked at Stephanie who was smiling deviously, a smirk that she knew something I didn't.
"Open your legs," Stephanie instructed, her finger sliding between my tiny breasts.
I obeyed, my pussy tingling with strange anticipation. Her other hand went directly to my vagina. I stared at her as she smiled, completely taken aback by her touch, her powerful demeanor. I was completely at her will as her finger that was teasing my vagina gently suddenly moved away and returned a second later with an astoundingly loud and hard SMACK!
Instead of a scream of pain, I let out an involuntary moan and began to quiver realizing just how wet my pussy was.
"She is dripping wet," Stephanie announced to everyone.
Jamie quipped, "Little Annie gets turned on from being spanked, does she?"
"N-n-no," I stammered, but was unable to deny the wetness in my pussy and my sudden hunger to get off, even as the pain in my ass continued to throb.
Beth took charge again. "Girls, we will have point totals updated tomorrow, but let's first congratulate Stephanie for getting pictures of nine cocks, a new record."
There was applause and cat calls as I stood there still half naked.
"Lastly, a special thank you for our Anne, who took her punishment with dignity and has once again, earned the trust of all of us."
Again there was applause, but this time for me. I should have been humiliated, yet I, like yesterday, suddenly felt like I fit in. I had sacrificed for all my fellow pledges and, in turn, proved my loyalty to the sorority.
"Good night pledges," Beth said, "you are dismissed."
I went to get my pants and as I bent down, the burn came rushing back. Quinn thankfully picked up my panties and jeans for me and said, "You are one crazy chick."
Taking it as a compliment, I replied, "Thanks, but my ass is cursing me right now."
"Bubble bath and lotion," Quinn suggested, before adding, "lots and lots of lotion."
The sisters dispersed as I realized it was impossible to get my jeans on. After a couple minutes of failed attempts, only Jamie and I remained.
Jamie watched me try to put on my jeans for a couple of minutes before coming over to me. Her smile was sly before she asked, "Need help?"
"My ass hurts too much to put my jeans back on," I explained embarrassed.
"I imagine," she smiled, before surprising me and taking off her skirt and tossing it to me, "You owe me."
"Thank you so much," I replied, as I caught the skirt and noticed how amazing her legs were in black thigh highs.
"Don't thank me, Little Annie," she smiled, "As I have big plans for you, big, big plans."
"You do?" I asked.
"Yes, my pet," Jamie smiled and my pussy again tingled as I stared at the beautiful brunette and wondered what being her pet would entail.
She sauntered in front of me with a seductiveness that had me weak in the knees. Reaching me her hand went directly to my burning vagina. Her finger easily slid inside my wetness and I moaned involuntarily. She leaned into my ear, pumping her finger in and out of my pussy, assisting in simmering the pain on my ass as she brought pleasure to my pussy, "You will be completely mine very soon, Little Annie, completely mine."
My breathing increased at her naughty promise and a couple of seconds later she pulled her finger out and walked away, leaving me confused, nearly naked and horny as hell.
I quickly got the skirt on, and walked, or wobbled is a more fair description, back to my room. Taking Quinn's advice, I had a long hot bath which slowly helped in healing my ass and followed by applying lotion to my ass as if I was going to the beach. Of course, I slept on my belly, but no matter how much I tried to resist I couldn't stop thinking about Jamie's words, Jamie's touch and ended up getting myself off imagining her making me her pet, the vague promise creating a million different possibilities of submission.
Once I had come, I lay there in a mixture of pain from the burn on my ass and pleasure pulses from my powerful orgasm. I was ashamed at how two days of humiliation had somehow got me off greater than I had ever experienced before and yet I was already looking forward to tomorrow's assumedly humiliating task.
Up next: Task 3 Animal Kingdom
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Summary: Three weddings in Vegas and some very submissive brides.
Note 1: Thanks to MAB7991 and goamz86 for editing this chapter. A massive rewrite was written with Tex Beethoven in December 2018.
Note 2: This is part six of a continuing incest series (although it is much more complex than simply an incest story). I highly recommend you read the first five parts as the layered subplots may be confusing without the background information...but here is a very brief primer of the series so far:
In WHAT MOM DOESN'T KNOW WILL FUCK HER Eighteen-year-old Curtis goes to a Halloween party dressed in a costume designed for his absent father and fucks his beautiful mother.
In WHAT MOM KNOWS FUCKS HER AGAIN Curtis takes part in an amazing threesome with his Mother and his fantasy girl the TV weather girl Miranda Collington.
In WHAT MOM KNOWS FUCKS HER ASS Curtis begins dating the sexually exotic MILF Miranda while also continuing to fuck his Mother; and as the title suggests, Curtis takes his Mother's ass during a legendary evening where he fulfills a Trifecta, coming in his Mother's mouth, pussy and ass.
In WHAT MOM KNOWS FUCKS HER IN THE AIR Curtis joins the Mile-High Club during an epic first class flight to Vegas with his Mom, his girlfriend Miranda, Mom's friend and ex-Mistress Ellie and a very submissive stewardess.
In WHAT MOM KNOWS FUCKS HER IN VEGAS Curtis must try desperately to stop Mom's ex-Mistress Ellie from reclaiming his submissive mother; Curtis and his Mom have a heart to heart; Curtis, Miranda, Ellie and his Mom take part in a hot five-some in a church with a bride minutes before her wedding; Curtis and Miranda make a BIG decision.
And a reminder of the last few lines from chapter 5:
"Miranda Collington, will you marry me?" Curtis asked.
"Yes, Master," she smiled and I stood back up and kissed her with a mixture of tenderness, passion and dominance.
When our kiss finally broke to the sounds of applause from wedding guests and passersby alike, Miranda said, "So we need to really hurry if we're going to get married today."
"Today?" I repeated, surprised by her words.
"Well, when in Rome," she shrugged, leading me to a taxi. "But first I need a dress without any cum stains on it."
What Mom Knows Fucks Her in White
Twenty minutes later we were at a bridal shop and Miranda was trying on wedding dresses. I couldn't believe I was about to get married...to the woman of my dreams. The reality of it was absurd, but the past few weeks had been absurd, beautifully absurd and I was the luckiest man on the planet.
As Miranda disappeared into a changing room, I texted Mom:
What are you doing right now? I have big news.
My phone rang a minute later, but it was Ellie. "This better be good, as soon as we get back to the hotel my new slut will start her training."
"Don't you mean our slut?" I countered.
"Semantics," she replied flippantly, "What is this big news?"
"Miranda and I are getting married today," I answered.
"Excuse me?" she asked, surprised.
"In an hour at 'A Little White Wedding Chapel'," I added.
"You're serious?" she asked.
"Very much so," I affirmed, just as Miranda came out of the changing room dressed in white.
"Can you arrange a buy one, get one free wedding deal?" Ellie asked.
I didn't answer as I was completely mesmerized by my beautiful bride-to-be. Miranda stopped, posed and twirled.
"Hello?" Ellie said.
"Oh sorry, I'm just looking at Miranda in a wedding dress," I replied, still unable to take my eyes off her.
"Where are you?" she asked.
I gave her the address and she said, "We just drove past there. We'll be there in five, don't leave."
"Sounds good," I said, not really listening as I hung up and moved towards Miranda who looked even more beautiful in all white.
"So how do I look?" she asked.
"Radiant," I answered, the only word that remotely did her justice.
"I bet you say that to all the older women you decide to marry," she smiled.
"I suppose that's true," I quipped back, my cock hard just from looking at her. "But only the ones I ass fuck."
"Brat," she smiled.
"Big cocked brat," I corrected.
"You sure you want to do this?" she smiled, looking beautiful and insecure just like Julia Roberts in that Notting Hill movie Miranda had made me watch a couple of weeks ago.
"I've never wanted anything more in my life," I said.
"Not even when you banged your Mom?" she questioned, eyebrow raised.
"Which time?" I asked, avoiding answering the question.
"Slut," she teased.
"I prefer stud," I countered.
"So stud, was that your Mom you were talking to?" She asked.
"Ellie," I corrected.
"And?"
"They're on their way here as we speak," I said.
"To stop us?" she asked.
"Wait a minute," I said, realizing what Ellie had said way after the fact. "I think it's to buy some wedding dresses themselves!"
"Really?"
"I think so. I wasn't really listening after I got distracted," I smiled.
"By what?" she asked, her hand going to my crotch.
"Some super hot bride-to-be," I replied casually.
"Already straying," she teased.
"I'll never stray," I said sincerely, before adding, "without your being a part of it."
"Oh, you know just what to say to a gal," she laughed.
"I love you, Miranda," I said, wanting to make sure through all our playful banter that she knew without a doubt what she meant to me.
"I love you too, Curtis," Miranda replied. She leaned in and kissed me before adding, our brief moment of sweetness short-lived as usual, "Do you want one more fuck before you wear a ball and chain?" she teased.
"I hope you mean those in the kinky bondage sense," I replied playfully.
"You're so naughty," she smiled, grabbing my hand and leading me into the changing room.
"Here?" I asked, a few other women meandering through the store.
"Ever fucked a bride-to-be in a bridal shop?" she asked, removing the dress.
"Bride-to-be, yes; bride-to-be in a bridal shop, no," I said, looking at her perfect body, now in only white thigh high stockings.
"Well we'd better change that," she smiled, lowering herself to her knees and fishing out my cock.
Miranda barely had my cock in her mouth before I heard Ellie's voice.
"Stop having sex in the changing room and get out here," Ellie yelled loud enough for the other patrons to hear.
Miranda allowed my cock to slip out of her mouth, "Rain check?"
"Indeed," I smiled, as I put my cock away and Miranda stood up.
After a quick kiss, I left the room and saw Mom and Ellie already looking at wedding dresses.
Mom, seeing me, smiled tentatively, "I hear you're getting married."
"Crazy, isn't it?" I said, the sudden reality of our impulse decision hitting me completely.
"A little," she smiled, glancing over to Ellie.
"You okay with it?" I asked, wanting her approval.
"Of course," she smiled warmly, "You and Miranda are so perfect for each other. If I recall, I was the one who set you two up."
"That's true, isn't it," I laughed, the irony that my wife-to-be was my Mom's lesbian submissive.
"Even with our age difference?" I asked.
"Age is just a number, baby, it's what you feel here that matters," my guru mother of love explained, touching my heart. After a moment, she slyly squeezed my cock and added, "Of course, how you feel here is also pretty important."
"Oh Mom," I laughed.
"Now help me pick out a dress," she said.
"For what?" I asked.
"We're getting married too," Ellie said, interrupting our mother and son moment.
"Are gay marriages even legal in Nevada? Not to mention Mom is still married to Dad?" I asked.
"It won't be legally binding, just a symbol of your slut mother's unconditional loyalty to me," Ellie explained.
"Oh," was all I could muster. Suddenly feeling guilty, which was ironic since I'd been fucking Mom behind Dad's back for a while, I asked, "What about Dad?"
Mom looked guilty but answered, "I just don't love him anymore."
"Because you love me," Ellie added.
"Yes, Mistress, I love you," Mom admitted, her cheeks going red.
"And you are my slut," Ellie continued.
"I'm both of your sluts," Mom corrected.
I added, "Remember Ellie, you and Mom can have a relationship. But I'm still the one in charge."
Ellie glared at me but didn't say anything.
Deciding to push my luck, I ordered, "Tell me who your Master is, slut Ellie."
Her glare would have rattled most men, yet after having her submit to me in the church I felt confident I had her under my thumb so long as I kept reinforcing our roles. Her glare turned to Mom who didn't back her up but said, "Mistress Ellie, my son and I are a package deal, remember?"
Her teeth clenched, steam ready to shoot out of her ears, Ellie answered me, "You are."
"I am what, slave Ellie?" I continued wanting to make her say it.
"My Master," she admitted; even though I knew Mom was going to pay for Ellie's humiliation, I also knew she often craved being punished by her Mistress and sometimes even went out of her way to provoke that punishment, so I pushed even further.
"And your mouth, cunt and ass are mine to use as I please," I clarified.
Ellie stared at Mom again, but Mom again supported me and said, "Ellie, you are my Mistress, but Curtis is not only my Master but your Master too if you want to keep me."
"So I have to submit to your son and obey all his bullshit orders to keep you?" Ellie asked, clearly pissed.
"Without hesitation," Mom said, enjoying her brief moment of power over Ellie.
"And in return?" Ellie asked.
"You get the whole farm: I divorce my husband, move in with you or you with me and become your obedient lover," Mom answered. After a brief moment she added, her tone vulnerable and sincere, "I love you Ellie, I always have, but I love Curtis as well. I know I want to return to my submissive relationship with you, Ellie, and am willing to do every sick and twisted thing you make me do, but I also need Curtis as my son, my Master and, well, my safety next. Truth is, I need you both."
This seemed to soften Ellie's firm resolve, "Fine."
"Fine, what?" I asked, knowing that although I wasn't really a dominant personality, I needed to portray one in this lineup to curb Ellie's strong, impulsive persona.
"Fine, two of my holes are yours," she said, crudely.
"Don't pretend you didn't love my cock fucking you, Ellie, your body betrayed you," I said smugly, deciding not to push the third hole yet.
"How about this one?" Mom asked about a wedding gown, trying to change the topic.
"Go try it on," Ellie ordered, getting back to her dominant persona.
"Yes, Mistress," Mom obeyed.
The next few minutes all three women tried on wedding dresses and I was in white stockings and dress heaven.
On the way back to the church twenty-five minutes later, Ellie demanded we pull over at a sex shop where she ran in and returned with a bag. Her devious smile had me curious but I didn't ask, assuming I would soon find out.
Half an hour later Miranda and I were married. I can't explain how great it felt to say those simple words, "I do." Her smile, the twinkle in her eye and the warmth that spread over me when she repeated those same two words were indescribable. Although I was eighteen and had just married a woman twice my age, nothing had ever felt so right in my life.
Ellie had to really work to convince the minister to fake marry them as it was very unorthodox, yet Ellie usually got her way, and this was another example. The church was closed for the next two hours and only the four of us, the minister and a pretty but chubby twenty-year-old girl who was videotaping our weddings for posterity were present.
The lesbian ceremony was unique, hot and twisted as Ellie and Mom had found some time to make up their own vows, which were hot as hell.
Mom fell to her knees and kissed Ellie's feet before looking up into her Mistress' eyes and saying:
I, Alexis Charlesworth the submissive, take you, Mistress Ellie Weatherton, to be my wedded wife, owner and Mistress. With deepest joy I crawl to my rightful place at your feet. I happily give you my life, my mouth and my... (after a pause) my cunt and ass as I confidently entrust myself to you unconditionally as your loyal servant. I will cleave unto you, loving you, obeying you, submitting to you without hesitation to please you as both a wife and a slave. Therefore, throughout my life, I give you my heart, my mind and my body to use as you please. I pledge unconditional obedience to you as your wife, slave and slut.
The look on the minister's face was priceless as was the one on the woman taping the ceremony. My cock was hard as a rock and Miranda, now my wife, decided to do something crazy to add to this craziest day of my life. She fished out my cock, stood up from the pew to raise her wedding dress and lower her wet cunt onto me. She didn't ride me, she just sat on my lap, her warmth enveloping me as we continued to watch and lend our support to this unique lesbian wedding ceremony.
Ellie said, turning to me with a self-satisfied smile before returning her gaze to Mom, who was still kneeling:
I, Mistress Ellie Weatherton, take you, submissive Alexis Charlesworth, to be my wedded wife, slave and submissive. With the deepest pleasure I come, both literally and figuratively, to my rightful place standing above you. I happily will take control of your entire life, making all your decisions for you, taking your mouth, cunt and ass as I wish both for my pleasure and to satisfy your need for obedience as I become your powerful, caring Mistress. I will cleave unto you, loving you, instructing you, training you with compassion to turn you into a good, loyal and content submissive wife and slave. Therefore, throughout my life, I give you my heart, I give you my cunt to eat, my body to pleasure and honor, I pledge unconditional discipline and training as your wife, Mistress and owner. But even though you are unconditionally mine, I acknowledge I am also unconditionally yours.
Miranda, Ellie's nasty words super twisted and hot, began slowly riding my cock in the tiny church while the wedding was taking place.
"Do you have rings?" The minister asked long-sufferingly. He just wanted this sacrilege to be over.
"Something like that," Ellie smiled, bending down and reaching into a bag next to her feet.
"Oh my," the minister gasped, as Ellie pulled out a collar and leash.
"Oh my indeed," Ellie replied as she leaned down to Mom and fastened the black collar around her neck. The scene was so crazy, so hot and so surreal, I tapped Miranda's ass and she resumed slowly moving up and down on my cock as we continued to watch the ceremony.
Ellie handed the minister a piece of paper. He looked at it and his eyes went big. After a brief pause he looked at Ellie who just nodded, then stammered, clearly stunned by what he had witnessed so far and just read, looked down at Mom and said, "You may pleasure your Mistress."
Miranda and I watched as she rode me, starting to move faster, as Mom rose from a crouched position to an upright kneeling one and Ellie lifted up her dress. Mom leaned forward and licked Ellie's cunt.
Ellie moaned, "That's it, my submissive bride, lick your Mistress's cunt."
The minister, clearly overwhelmed, looked up and saw that Miranda was riding me, the subtleness of her originally sitting on my cock now gone as she began moaning and bouncing up and down on me, filling herself with my cock and her need.
Ellie grabbed Mom's head and rubbed her cunt all over Mom's face before letting her go.
Mom stood back up and returned to her original position, her face now shiny with Ellie's wetness.
"I-I-I now pronounce you dominant wife and submissive wife," the minister declared.
"Yeeeeees," Miranda screamed, both celebrating the faux lesbian marriage as well as the orgasm she was reaching.
"Slut, please reward the minister," Ellie ordered.
Mom was confused.
"Suck his cock, you dumb bimbo," Ellie ordered, before looking at the camera girl and demanding, "Keep filming."
"Yes, Mistress," Mom agreed, dropping back to her hands and knees and fishing out the minister's cock, which was rock hard.
"Oh God," the minister groaned, which made me laugh considering where we were. Was he praying for deliverance or in thanksgiving?
Miranda begged me, "Please hubby, cum in your wife's cunt, I want to feel you fill me up."
Ellie meanwhile pulled out a strap-on cock from the bag, put it on, flipped up Mom's wedding dress and filled her cunt as she continued sucking the stunned minister.
The act was so erotic, the place so sinful, and watching my Mom get fucked while in a wedding dress wearing white thigh highs was too much and I shot my load deep inside my new bride.
Miranda screamed, "Yeeeeessss, I loooove youuu!!"
"I love you tooooooo!" I groaned as she milked my cock of every last drop of cum.
"Aaaaah!" the minister cried out, making a hilarious face while coming in Mom's mouth.
As soon as he pulled out and urgently stuffed himself back in his trousers, Mom got animated, "Oh yes, Mistress, fuck my cunt hard, I'm all yours!"
Miranda stopped riding me but continued sitting on my cock as we watched Ellie consummate her faux marriage with my Mom.
"Tell me who you love," Ellie demanded.
"Yooooou!" Mom declared.
"Who are you married to?" Ellie questioned, slamming hard into her submissive bride.
"My Mistress Ellie," Mom screamed, near her own orgasm.
"Come my slut, come on my cock," Ellie ordered.
"Oh yes...so close...Mistress...shit...harder...damn it...god...so good...yes...yes...fucking shit fuck, fuck, fuuuuuuck!!" Mom screamed as she gave in completely to her submission and the pleasure that came with it.
Miranda leaned back into me and whispered, "That was so fucking hot!"
I glanced over to the chubby girl who was still videotaping and saw she was rubbing herself. I playfully asked my new slut wife, "Want a snack?"
"I can still eat pussy?" Miranda smiled playfully.
"It should have been in the vows," I joked.
"I know, we really should have created our own vows," Miranda teased.
"Maybe in five years when we renew them," I smiled.
Just as Miranda was going to offer her services to the chubby girl, Ellie ordered, "Camera girl, get your ass over here."
The camera girl quickly moved her hand away from her pussy and stammered, "P-p-pardon?"
"Come here, now!" Ellie demanded firmly, as she unstrapped her strap-on.
The girl obeyed tentatively, horny and nervous and completely out of her element.
When the girl reached Ellie, Ellie asked, "Have you ever eaten pussy?"
"O-o-once," the girl admitted, her face flushed with a mixture of embarrassment and horniness.
"Let's make it twice," Ellie countered, putting her hands on the young girl's shoulders and guiding her onto her knees.
The girl stared at Ellie's pussy as Ellie lifted up her dress but was paralyzed with indecision.
"Get licking," Ellie ordered.
The girl leaned forward and buried her face in Ellie's cunt.
"Go eat the poor girl," I whispered to Miranda.
"Yes, Master," she whispered back playfully, getting off me, a mixture of my and her cum leaking onto me. "Sorry," she shrugged, as she lowered her wedding dress.
"It's the price of love," I joked.
"I'll pay that price every day," she smiled, bending down and swallowing my cock whole.



Standing back up, she smiled, "Love you, baby."
"Ditto," I smiled as she winked and walked up to Ellie and the unnamed chubby girl pleasuring Ellie.
Ellie smiled, "I was about to make Alexis do that."
"Our master ordered me to," Miranda said, stressing the first two words, a reminder that I was in charge of all three of these blushing brides.
Ellie didn't say anything, instead grabbing the girl's head and holding her deep in her cunt.
Miranda lifted up her wedding dress, lowered herself behind the kneeling girl, lifted up the girl's skirt, ripped the pantyhose at the crotch, tugged the panties aside and buried her face in the girl's pussy.
As I watched the lesbian threesome, mom came over to me, carrying her own leash and handed it to me as she sat down beside me. My cock was shrinking but still not put away. Mom smiled awkwardly, "So that was strange."
"Strange is the new normal," I joked.
"If that isn't the truth," she smiled.
"You sure about leaving Dad?" I asked, although it was probably way too late to change her mind.
"We've been living a façade of a marriage for a while, baby. The fact that he couldn't attend the Halloween party was just another symptom of our drifting apart," Mom said.
"It's going to be weird," I said, thinking of returning home married and Mom leaving.
"Weird is the new normal," Mom smiled.
"Touché," I laughed.
"Lick faster," Ellie demanded, as Mom and I kept talking.
"We all deserve to be happy son, and I was never happier than when I was with Ellie," Mom said.
"Not even when I was born?" I joked.
"God no, you had a huge head and hurt like hell coming out," she joked, as she grabbed my cock, rolling her fingers around its head before adding, "although now your head feels so good going in."
"Aaaaaaah," I moaned, her fingers teasing me so gently.
"You were the primary blessing of my marriage," Mom smiled, before adding, "first as a son, then second as a lover and Master."
"You will always be my Mom first," I groaned.
"I love you, Curtis," Mom said, leaning in and kissing me, not very motherly.
"I love you too, Mom," I replied, between kisses.
"Fuuuuuck, yes," Ellie screamed, as she came on the girl's tongue.
"Shouldn't you have given Ellie her first post-marriage orgasm?" I asked.
"I suppose so," Mom shrugged, "but it's really all up to her now," then bending down and taking my cock in her mouth, "...and up to you, dear Master."
The girl, who was apparently British based on her accent, began getting animated and vocal once Ellie let her head go. "Oh bloody hell, keep licking that cunnie, whoever you are!" she begged as she looked behind her to see who was giving her such pleasure.
Ellie ordered, "Finger her ass, slut."
Miranda obeyed the order and slipped a finger in the moaning British girl's ass.
"Bollocks, not my arse too!" the girl screamed, her accent so sexy and naughty.
Mom just swirled her tongue around my cock top, leisurely sucking like she would savour a lollipop.
"Oh blooooody fucking heeeeell," the girl screamed as she fell forward, her orgasm hitting her a few seconds later.
Miranda looked up at me, her face glistening, and shook her head playfully as she saw my mother's head in my lap.
Five minutes later, all of us composed and dressed again, we were back outside, the only obvious difference between before and after being mom was still wearing a collar, although Ellie had kindly unclasped the leash.
"So now what?" I asked.
"We have two hours until the supper," Miranda said, glancing at her watch.
"And I need time to recover," I joked.
"Let's go shop for a bit," Ellie suggested.
"In your wedding dresses?" I asked.
"Why not? We're all brides," Ellie shrugged.
"Sounds good to me," Mom said.
We shopped for an hour before returning to the hotel for the ladies to change into dresses for the supper and dance for Brittany and Mark's wedding. I joked, "You should all wear your wedding dresses too."
Miranda smiled, "That would be funny, but I think letting him know his wife is a submissive to us will be more fun."
Ellie agreed, "I concur, let's celebrate our weddings on his dollar."
"Sounds good to me, it is an open bar, right?" I asked.
"Mark is a cheapskate, but it'll be open for us," Miranda said.
Ellie again agreed, "I'll make sure of that."
I stayed in my suit, the girls each kept on their white matching thigh highs and put on new dresses.
Mom wore a white dress, not specifically a wedding dress, but it was obviously symbolic to her new status as submissive bride. Her cheeks red, she still looked delicious with her almost platinum blonde hair and her blue eyes sparkling even more than usual.
Ellie wore a green patterned dress that barely held in her voluptuous breasts. Her red hair, green dress and white thigh highs kind of made her look like she was extra festive for a Christmas party rather than a wedding, but she looked crazy hot.
Miranda, my blushing bride, came out of our bedroom last, dressed in a light blue cocktail dress that was surprisingly long and conservative for her, but which made her look elegant and classy, clearly going for a look to make her ex wish he had her back.
Half an hour later we were at the wedding reception and waiting for the food to be served. The tinkling of glasses being rather passé for getting the newly wedded couple to kiss, Mark's brother, the MC, announced that everyone must tell a story about the bride, groom or couple.
Ellie said, "Watch this," and sauntered up to the microphone near the newly married couple. She said, "Good evening, I have not known Brittany for very long but I will say she left a lasting impression on me and I think I left a lasting impression on her as well." She blew the blushing bride a saucy kiss.
Our group broke out in laughter at the innuendo that only our group and Brittany caught on to.
Kristina, the black (hot chocolate) co-worker, as well as three other co-workers, all male, were sitting at our table and all looked at us, confused.
Miranda shrugged, "Inside joke."
This had the rest of us break out into laughter even more as we all knew the answer to the unasked question, 'inside what?'
Brittany went beet red and Mark looked confused before Ellie said, "Well, let's see a kiss, you two."
They did, as Ellie strutted triumphantly back to us. Over the next hour we chatted with our tablemates, listened to lame cutesy stories of the couple from their actual friends, and ate a delicious meal, all while drinking three bottles of wine between the eight of us. (Nobody was making an issue of my age, so I joined in.)
Miranda whispered, only five of us still at the table, the guys going for a smoke and not yet returning, "Do you want your wedding present soon?"
I answered sincerely, "You are my wedding present."
"Aaaaaah, how cute," she smiled before adding, "but I was thinking of a reverse Oreo cookie."
"Sounds utterly delicious," I said, glancing at Kristina who was such a black goddess that she could be the poster girl for black gorgeousness.
"Be a good boy tonight and we'll check off one more item on your sexual bucket list," Miranda purred, squeezing my growing cock under the table.
"That list is shrinking fast, I may have to create another, more risqué one," I joked.
"Hmmmmmm," she smiled, glancing at her ex.
"What are you thinking, my devious little bride?" I asked, able to read that she was already thinking of the next game.
Miranda said, "Time to spice up this funeral...for Brittany."
"Do tell," I smiled.
"I'll get her up to her room for a little dessert," she smiled.
"I'm listening," I said.
"Ellie, what room is Brittany in?" Miranda asked.
"She was in 1242, but I believe they have the honeymoon suite for tonight," Ellie answered, "Why?"
"I think it's time for a little re-enactment of this afternoon," Miranda said.
"Hmmmmm?" Ellie smiled.
"What does that mean?" Kristina asked.
"Can you keep a secret?" Ellie asked.
"Knowing Miranda, this will be a secret worth keeping. Of course," Kristina replied, dying to hear the latest gossip.
"We gave Brittany quite the pre-wedding present," Ellie said.
Kristina paused to process the implication of Ellie's words. Her eyes suddenly went big. "Who did?"
"All four of us," Ellie said.
"No way," Kristina said, shocked but smiling.
Miranda asked, "Want to join our growing posse to humiliate Mark?"
"Of course," Kristina said, disliking Mark as much as everybody else did.
Miranda added, stressing the last word, "Just so you know, we share everything."
Kristina again was still working out the implication of Miranda's words when Miranda's other hand went under the table and began stroking Kristina's leg.
Again realization instantly hit as Kristina said playfully, "Oh, my goodness!"
"I will have you screaming those exact sentiments tonight, Kristina," Miranda promised, as Kristina's face blushed, not pink of course but darker, which made her look even hotter.
Ellie added, "Be careful, once you get caught in Miranda's web of lust, it's impossible to break free."
Kristina, already drawn in completely by Miranda like everyone seemed to be, let out a light moan, Miranda's hand apparently no longer just on her leg, as she moaned, "Mmmmmmm... I think I'll take the risk."
"Be back in five," Miranda said, squeezing my cock once more and kissing me quickly.
Mom asked, "Where is she going?"
"To create havoc," I said, following her with my eyes as she bounced over to speak to one of the servers. She spoke with her briefly and then the server went over to Brittany and whispered something in her ear. Brittany instantly glanced to Mark, who was chatting with his brother, before looking towards our table just as Miranda rejoined us.
Ellie beckoned and Brittany nodded before saying something to Mark and then walking towards us.
Reaching our table, Brittany looked doubtfully at Kristina but Ellie said, "It's okay slut, she knows about your eagerness to eat cunt."
Well, I thought to myself, she does now!
"Oh my God, please not here," Brittany gasped, mortified by Ellie's frank words.
"Speak to me like that again you dirty, fucking, lesbian, cunt-licking whore and I will have you crawling under this table and eating us all right here, right now. Is that fucking clear?" Ellie asked, her tone scaring even me.
Brittany's eyes went big and she was close to crying as she stammered, "S-s-sorry."
"Sorry what, slut?" Ellie asked, still terse, enjoying her power over the blushing bride.
"Sorry, Mistress," Brittany corrected.
"Much better," Ellie said her tone softening. "Now Miranda, what did you have in mind for our pet?"
Miranda smiled, "Well, after such a great meal, I think our bride needs some dessert and we could all use to burn a few calories."
"That's a great idea," Ellie nodded. "Slut, lead us to your honeymoon suite."
"N-n-now?" Brittany asked.
"No time like the present," Ellie shrugged.
"But the speeches will be starting in fifteen minutes," Brittany pointed out.
"They won't start without you," Ellie countered, before finishing the conversation, "Let's go, now."
Defeated, Brittany stammered, "O-o-okay."
"Lead the way, cunt licker," Ellie ordered, loving to humiliate the bride (or anyone else).
Brittany turned, not looking back, and obediently marched out of the hall, all of us following. I glanced to the head table and saw that Mark was watching us walking away single file behind his bride. I don't know why, but I waved a cheery 'bye bye' before realizing it was probably a bad idea.
Once in the elevator, Ellie, wanting to shock Kristina by throwing her into the deep end, ordered, "Slut, suck your son."
"Yes, Mistress," Mom obeyed, dropping to her knees and expertly retrieving my stiff cock, as I recalled our romantic time in the elevator just yesterday.
Kristina gasped, as Mom devoured my whole cock, "Is that really his Mom?"
"Yep," Ellie nodded.
"Wow," was all Kristina could say as she watched the incest action being performed right in front of her.
Miranda explained, "Alexis is my Mistress, Ellie is Alexis' Mistress, Curtis is my husband as of a couple of hours ago and he is also the Master of us all."
"Wow?" Kristina asked, trying to take in all she was learning.
"...including very soon...you," Miranda added.
"W-w-what?" Kristina stammered.
"You heard me," Miranda said, moving in close to the black beauty.
"I...don't...know," Kristina said, clearly overwhelmed with what was happening and yet being lured in by the seductive irresistible beauty that was my wife.
"Master, may I kiss Kristina?" Miranda asked.
"Of course," I moaned, Mom really bobbing up and down on my cock like a hungry whore.
Miranda moved in and kissed Kristina, who didn't give the least bit of resistance.
Unfortunately before I could shoot my load in Mom or watch more of Miranda's seduction of Kristina, the elevator began slowing down, a few stories from the top.
Mom allowed my cock to slip out of her mouth and hugged me close so my erection wouldn't show, Miranda stopped kissing a stunned but willing Kristina and Ellie quipped, "To be continued."
The elevator opened and a middle-aged couple, dressed in a dress and a suit, entered the elevator. As soon as the door closed, and the couple pressed the floor directly below ours, Ellie ordered, smiling, "Slut Alexis, return to your task."
Mom had told me some of what Ellie was capable of, but this was the first time Miranda, Kristina or I had ever entered her Never-Never-Land.
Mom's face went beet red but she obeyed, dropping to her knees, retrieving my cock and devouring me whole.
The woman gasped, the man's mouth dropped open.
Ellie, revelling in the power of shock value, asked, "Would you two care to join us in a few minutes of sexual debauchery?"
"What? God, no," the shocked woman responded.
"Too bad, my bride slut here would eat your cunt until you came all over her pretty face, wouldn't you Brittany?" Ellie asked.
"Yes, Mistress," Brittany said, before adding, "I would also take the gentleman's cock in my tight ass while I pleased his wife."
"Enough!" snapped the woman as the elevator again slowed down.
"Your loss," Ellie shrugged.
Mom kept bobbing back and forth on my cock even as the elevator door opened, which was strangely exhilarating.
"Let's go, Bill," the woman said, pulling him out of the elevator. It took two strong tugs to get him moving.
He looked back for one more glimpse at my mother going to town on my cock as Ellie said, "Too bad Bill, now we have only one man to please our five cunts and asses."
Miranda broke into laughter as the door closed and the rest of us followed. "Ellie, you're one of a kind!"
"Don't you dare come yet, stud," Ellie ordered me, her emphasis on the word 'stud' sarcastic. "I have plans for that load of yours."
I quipped, "Why? Do you want it in that ass of yours?"
"You wish," she quipped back.
"Don't make me show you who's in charge, Ellie," I said firmly, trying to replicate her glare.
She glared defiantly back at me just as our elevator reached our destination.
Mom again allowed my cock to slip out of her mouth as she stood back up and said, "You can deposit your load in my ass anytime you want, Master."
"I know Mom, thanks," I smiled playfully.
Brittany led us to her honeymoon suite which was very nice. It had a large Jacuzzi, a bottle of bubbly already chilling on a stand and a huge heart-shaped bed.
Miranda went to the bed, slipped out of her cocktail dress, opened her legs and ordered, "Come get your dessert, you little slut."
Brittany didn't hesitate, her earlier resistance having been swept away in the elevator. Still in her wedding dress, she lowered herself between my wife's legs and began licking.
Meanwhile, Ellie popped open the bubbly cooling for the wedding couple later and poured each of us a glass. After she handed out the glasses, including one to Miranda, we drank while watching Mark's bride pleasure mine.
"So back to why I didn't want you to come on your Mom," Ellie said.
"I'm all ears," I smiled.
"I want you to come all over Brittany's face, hair and dress," Ellie said.
"Delicious," Miranda said, pulling the bride deeper into her cunt.
"I think her face will already be covered with cum," I pointed out.
"True enough," Ellie laughed as Miranda screamed, "I'm coming, you dirty slut!"
"Who's next?" I asked.
"Let's allow our new guest to be serviced," Ellie suggested.
"How courteous of you," I joked.
Miranda said, "Get your black ass over here, sexy. The bride wants to give your Hershey a kiss."
Kristina, whose hand was already under her skirt and pantyhose, didn't need to be told twice as she scurried to the bed.
"Pantyhose?" Miranda questioned, as she reached down and ripped open the crotch of the hose. "Get licking, slut."
"Yes, Mistress," Brittany obeyed as she stole a glance at her watch.
I snapped my fingers at Ellie and pointed to my cock.
"I am not a dog," she said, her ice glare back in place.
"Come get your bone," I wittily quipped, playing on her words.
She gave me a 'you can't be serious' look and was about to say something when I ordered, my voice cracking like a whip, "Now!"
After a moment, she cursed, "Fuck, I hate that I can't resist you," as she moved to me, pulled out my cock and took it in her mouth.
"Funny, I love it," I countered, watching the beautiful domme-sub abide by my wishes.
I enjoyed the leisurely blow job as I watched the animated black beauty getting pleasured by the bride. The black-white contrast was adorably noticeable and turned me on. Of course, so was the idea of fucking Kristina.
Kristina's wicked mouth also enhanced the voyeuristic show. Some of what she said included, "That's it bitch, lick my chocolate sweetness!" and "Keep licking slut, like you'll be doing under my desk at work!" and "Only a dirty cunt-licking whore would leave her own wedding dinner to eat pussy!" and finally a precursor of something I'd never witnessed, "I can't wait to fist that tight box of yours!"
Finally Kristina screamed, "Oh fucking yes, you dirty whore, suck on my black clit, make your nigger Mistress come!"
Such words being horribly racist when said by someone white were an incredible turn on when screamed by someone of color in the heat of sexual bliss.
A moment later Kristina grabbed Brittany's head and pulled her deep inside her cunt as she screamed, "Fuuuuucking yeeeees!"
I replicated the aggressive head-hold as I surprised Ellie by grabbing her head and fucking her face, even as she gagged briefly at the sudden assault on her mouth.
Once Kristina let go of Brittany's head, I did the same to Ellie, who shoved herself away from my cock and snapped, "What the fuck was that?"
"A face fucking, which apparently you need some work on," I replied continuing the power struggle that I refused to lose.
"Fuck you," she snapped, standing up.
"If you insist," I said smugly, feinting a grab for her as she darted away.
"How about you just stick to the plan, go fuck the bride's face and cum all over her?" Ellie asked, not intimidated, just exasperated.
"If you insist," I joked again.
"I do," she said firmly, still trying to take charge in our power struggle.
I moved to Brittany, pulled her to face me, shoved my cock in her mouth and began fucking her face.
She gagged a bit at first but got used to the rough treatment as she moved her hand under her dress and to her cunt. Getting face fucked was turning her on.
Ellie ordered, clearly horny herself, "Slut Alexis, get over here."
"Yes, Mistress," Mom replied, going directly to Ellie, who had lifted up her dress.



Mom needed no instructions as to what was expected of her as she fell to her knees and buried her face into Ellie, who was still standing.
I quipped, "A couple minutes of face fucking and you're ready to burst. Maybe you really are a sub playing a domme."
She just glared at me but didn't say anything, instead grabbing my Mom's head and shoving it deeper between her legs.
Miranda said to me, "That's it baby, fuck her face, bounce your balls off her chin."
I obliged and joked, "You know just the right words to say, my blushing bride."
"Just shove your cock down her fucking throat," Miranda replied, not a blush in sight.
"It's already starting," I sighed with a smile.
"What has?" Miranda asked confused.
"Already bossing me around," I joked.
"I know, I demand so much of you," she joked. "You're just a helpless slave to love!"
My balls were beginning to boil and for some reason the thought of coming on Brittany's face and dress seemed wrong since she already had a nice cunt-sheen on her face, so I decided to do something else.
Pulling my cock out of her mouth I ordered, "Squeeze those tits together."
Although unsure of my intent and close to coming herself from masturbating while I'd used her mouth for my own pleasure, she obeyed, leaning forward and giving me a nice target.
I aimed my cock down, furiously stroking my cock and in less than a minute my cum spurts shot down her cleavage and inside her dress.
Miranda purred, "You naughty boy."
"I learned from the best," I quipped as I shoved my cock back in the bride's mouth.
"We should at least get this accommodating girl off before we send her back to her wedding reception," Miranda said.
"It is the least we can do," I concurred. "Is that bottle of champagne empty yet?"
Miranda went to it. "All gone."
"Please bring it here, my sweet," I asked nicely.
Miranda did so with an evil grin, instantly understanding my intent.
I pointed, "Set it on the floor."
Miranda laughed, "You never stop surprising me. Not."
"So do you," I smiled whimsically, before pulling my cock out of Brittany's mouth and asking, "Do you want to come, slut?"
"God, yes," she moaned, completely forgetting her vows of a few hours earlier as she continued to be a sexual servant to all of us.
"Straddle that bottle and get yourself off," I ordered.
Her eyes went ride. "Can't you just fuck me with your big cock?"
"Oh I could, but I'm saving myself for my special wedding gift," I said, turning my hungry gaze to Kristina, who just smiled.
"I-I-I can't do that," Brittany stammered.
"I wasn't asking your opinion slut, fuck that bottle now," I ordered firmly.
Horny and defeated, Brittany ended her brief and futile defiance and moved to the bottle. Miranda, being the gracious sweetheart she is, held the bottle in place as the bride slowly lowered herself onto the long, thin bottleneck.
Ellie meanwhile screamed, "Yeeeees, I'm coming, slut!"
I glanced again at Kristina who now had her phone out and was recording the bride's nasty submissive act.
As Brittany slowly lowered herself on the bottle, she moaned as her long-neglected cunt was finally given some attention, albeit by a glass bottle. She kept her eyes closed, humiliated by the task as well as her obedience to do it on this...her wedding day.
Ellie asked me, annoyed, "Why didn't you come on her face?"
"I'm a gentleman," I smiled.
"Yes, that's exactly how I'd describe you," she sarcastically shot back.
I returned my gaze to today's original bride, who was awkwardly riding the glass bottle as her moans increased.
We all just sipped our champagne and watched the twisted kinky act.
Brittany kept her eyes closed as she began moaning louder and louder, more and more of the bottle filling her cunt and widening her more and more as well.
"Beg to come, slut," Ellie ordered.
Brittany opened her eyes and pleaded, "Oh Mistresses and Master, can your bride slut please come before going back to face my husband, parents and friends?"
We all sang out "Yes!" simultaneously and watched until a few seconds later Brittany screamed incoherent babble before falling forward and allowing her orgasm to riddle her.
Finishing our bubbly as Brittany finished her orgasm, Miranda began to put her dress back on.
I said, "No, no, my bride, I think you, me and Kristina here may perchance enjoy this room for a bit longer?"
"Hmmmm, ya think?" Miranda purred, looking at Kristina.
"I do," I nodded, moving over to stand in front of Kristina, dangling my semi-erect cock in front of her face.
She looked up at me and smiled, "And what do you want me to do with this?"
"Get it nice and hard for one of your other orifices?" I answered.
"Hmmmm," she moaned, "I believe I do please," opening her mouth and taking my cock between her lips.
Brittany staggered to her feet and asked, "May I please go back to the reception?"
"You may," Ellie and I both said at the same time, both of us looking at each other as if calling each other out like in the old west.
Letting her win this one, I returned my gaze to the beautiful black woman sucking my cock.
Ellie ordered, "Slut, let's go."
"Yes, Mistress," Mom agreed.
I watched them leave and soon it was just the three of us in the beautiful wedding suite.
Miranda joined us and said, "So is this how you imagined your wedding night?"
I laughed, "Can't say I ever imagined having a wedding night."
"Do you like your wedding present?" she asked.
Looking down at Kristina bobbing on my cock, I corrected, "If this fair damsel be willing, she is our wedding present."
"Aaaah, you're so sweet," Miranda smiled moving in and kissing me.
Finally breaking the kiss, I suggested, "I'll fuck her while she eats your pussy."
"I think that's a beautiful idea," Miranda agreed, but added, "Although I think we should relocate this to the Jacuzzi."
"What a great idea," I nodded.
I pulled my cock out of Kristina's sweet mouth and said, "Get naked except the pantyhose, my pet."
"Yes, Master," Kristina instantly obeyed, her lust for my cock undeniable.
A couple minutes later, I was fucking Kristina from behind while she licked Miranda's cunt. Miranda moaned, "That's perfect, my slut, how long have you wanted to please me?"
"Forever, Mistress," Kristina moaned, as my cock slammed into her from behind.
Miranda looked at me and smiled. The moment was strange for a married couple on their wedding night, yet for us it seemed completely appropriate.
I could see her love for me in her eyes and I felt an unconditional love that went way deeper than the crazy sex we had.
"Take her ass, baby," Miranda ordered as she grabbed Kristina's hair and pulled her lovely face deeper inside her cunt.
Pulling out of Kristina's cunt, I positioned my cock between her dark ass cheeks and watched in awe as my white cock slowly disappeared into her chocolate darkness.
As I slowly began fucking her ass, I looked at my bride who was rubbing her pussy up and down on Kristina's face and I thought to myself, I am the luckiest guy in the world.
THE END
The seventh part in this series, What Mom Knows Fucks Her Mom was released in February 2015.
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Debutante MILF Lesbian Submissive

SHOCKED INTO SUBMISSION
Miranda walked into the kitchen, slammed her school bag on the table and cursed, "I hate her so fucking much."
"Mind your language, young lady," I scolded, surprised by my shy daughter's language, as I confirmed the times for our flights to Paris. "Hate who?" I asked, looking up and seeing my daughter ready to burst into tears...something I had seen a lot of since her dad's untimely death in a car accident last year.
"That bitch, Serena," Miranda said through gritted teeth.
"She just loves getting under your skin sweetheart," I said, this being a usual rant of my daughter.
"She told the whole school I was a dyke," Miranda said with venom in her voice.
"She didn't," I gasped. Miranda and Serena had always been natural born enemies, both coming from two of the most powerful families in the city.
"This is the final straw," Miranda seethed.
"Honey, you need to be the bigger woman here. We are a month from the debutantes ball," I reminded her as we had been trying to prepare her for her formal introduction into high society.
"Fuck that," Miranda snapped.
I sighed, never seeing Miranda so angry or hearing her swear so much. "Honey, it's just silly high school name calling."
"I can't take it anymore. It is bad enough she mocks me over my fashion, my intelligence and not having a father," Miranda said, the tears now falling freely.
I pulled my daughter in for a hug, my heart breaking at seeing my daughter so miserable. "High school ends in four months," I comforted.
"That is four months too long," Miranda replied.
"Then you will be with people like you," I said.
"Like me?" Miranda looked up.
I realized my temperamental daughter was easily hurt, especially since her father's untimely death. I explained, "When you go to college without the silly social hierarchy of high school, kids who have similar interests as you and it will be a fresh start where you can just be you."
"I'm always me," Miranda sighed, before adding with a soft laugh, "I guess that is the problem. I'm a nerd living in a plastic world."
Although the shot wasn't aimed at me, it hurt. In high school I was way more like Serena, a popular cheerleader, than I was my daughter, a socially shy nerd who I too would have picked on back in the day. Instead I agreed, "Exactly, soon you will be in a whole school of nerds."
Miranda laughed as her sarcastic humour returned, "You really know how to cheer me up."
"I love you honey," I smiled, as I let her out of our embrace.
"I love you too, Mom," she replied, before adding, "I would still like to publicly humiliate her though.
Just like Miranda and Serena were enemies, Serena's mother Gwen and I were socialites that tolerated each other because we had to. I hated Gwen as much as Miranda hated Serena, but I had long learned how to play the game. "Honey, that is not the solution."
"Maybe not, but I am not sure I can handle the daily abuse for four more months," she said.
"Well, they say revenge is a dish best served cold," I countered.
"This is not a James Bond movie, Mother," she quipped.
"I know, honey but the sweetest revenge will be beating her at her own game," I suggested.
"How?" Miranda asked, curious where I was going.
"By outshining her at the debutante's ball," I said. "Now just remember that tomorrow we are heading to Paris to meet with the top dress designer in the world so you can look more beautiful and elegant than her."
"I still want to punch her in the face," Miranda said, although her tone was less angry and more playful.
"I want to punch Gwen in the face every time I see her too," I admitted.
"Maybe we should go to one of those ultimate surrender wrestling matches as a team," Miranda said smiling, an inside joke when we found dozens of files of girls' sexual wrestling and then the losers were forced to sexually submit to the winner on my husband's computer after he passed away.
"Those are lesbian matches," I pointed out.
"Touché," Miranda laughed, before adding, "although it would be fun to have Serena capitulate to me completely."
"I bet it would," I laughed not completely understanding today's new bisexual fad.
After a moment of awkward silence, I added, "At least you will have the best dress."
"I can't wait to see her face when she sees me in an original Perse dress," Miranda said, her face lighting up.
"There you go," I smiled, loving seeing my daughter smiling, something I hadn't seen much of since the death of her father.
Miranda said, "I just wish I looked more like you."
"Oh honey," I said softly, looking at my daughter who received my husband's red hair and freckles, "you are a beautiful young woman, but you try to hide it."
She looked at her Baggie sweater, long skirt and clumpy shoes and said, "I just dress for comfort."
"I know," I nodded, while I dressed every day in skirts or dresses, Wolford pantyhose, and heels even on days I never left the house. Today I was dressed in an elegant lace and leather-like marguerite dress, beige pantyhose and four inch heels. My blonde hair was perfect, my make-up perfect and I was ready to continue my reputation in high society, for a later meeting I was going to with all the debutante moms. I added, "Your breasts are as big as mine, honey, but you hide them in those bulky sweaters. You have my same long legs but hide them in your long sixties skirts, and you have radiant red flowing hair and hypnotic green eyes, that you hide in pigtails and glasses."
Miranda said with a heavy sigh, "Fitting in is too much work."
I laughed, "Agreed, sweetheart."
"Mom," she said.
"Yes, dear," I asked.
"Will you help make me over?"
Those were words I has been praying for forever. "Oh honey, I would love too."
"I really want to beat her," Miranda said, which was completely out of character for her.
"And we will, my dear," I promised. The thought of getting the diva daughter I had always hoped for was finally a possibility. I mean I loved Miranda with all my heart, but we had little in common. She is a reader of classic literature, I read fashion magazines and Cosmo; she watches black and white or subtitled movies, I love Adam Sandler comedies; she never cared what people think, I spent my life keeping up the image of perfect wife, mother and socialite; she dresses in comfort, I dress for high society. Although I admired her greatly for who she was, the thought of being able to help her in something I was an expert in, was thrilling.
.....
After dinner, I went to Bellmont Hall, where all our galas take place, for a parent's meeting about the upcoming Debutantes Ball. There were seventeen girls who were going to have their official welcome to high society early next month.
The meeting itself was the usual generic reminders. As a debutante myself back in the day, I had been a part of my own ball, and as a member of the Bellmont society I had been involved in running a dozen of these balls already. Yet, it was different when your daughter was one of the participants. I was giddy with excitement for the opportunity for Miranda to join the inner circle. 'Once a debutante, always a debutante' is a guiding principle for the debutante as she takes her rightful place in their parents' society network...even if Miranda was a bit out of the social network with her peers.
Once the meeting was over, I headed back home with the full agenda of the special day now clearly laid out. I was just pulling in the driveway when I realized I had forgot to ask Portia (yes she was named after a Merchant of Venice heroine, just like Miranda was named after the heroine in Shakespeare's The Tempest) a couple of questions about next week's fundraiser for breast cancer. I called her on her cell but received no answer and realizing I was heading to Paris in the morning I decided to return to Bellmont Hall where she was sure to still be...she literally lived there it seemed.
It was almost an hour by the time I left and returned with traffic and was thankful to see Portia's Porsche (I know ironic) in the parking lot. Surprisingly the door was locked, but I had a key and let myself in. The building was dark except, not surprisingly, a light at the end of the hallway where Portia's office was.
I headed down the hallway and froze in my tracks as I heard Portia protest, "Not here."
"I don't believe I was asking your opinion," a young girl's voice countered.
"But what if someone comes in," Portia protested, as I eavesdropped on the curious conversation.
"I locked the door," the very familiar voice replied.
I moved closer so I could hear better and pinpoint the young girl's voice.
"I don't know..." Portia said, her tone implying she was very hesitant.
"In position," the voice demanded firmly.
"Oh God," Portia said.
"Oh, don't you worry, my pet, you will be worshipping very soon," the voice promised.
I gasped, was I hearing what I thought I was hearing?
"Good girl," the young voice said a moment later, Portia assumedly getting into a proper position for whatever.
I moved closer to the door that was slightly ajar.
"So I need you do to something in return for the privilege to eating my cunt," the young voice said, which had my mouth drop open stunned by the implied fact that Portia was a lesbian, I had known her for almost ten years and besides being married with two kids she was the most dignified lady I had ever met. On top of that, I suddenly recognized the young girl's voice.
It was Serena. I almost laughed at the thought that she called my daughter a dyke earlier today, and here she was seemingly participating in a lesbian act with a much older woman. Portia was in her mid-fifties although she still looked amazing and ten years younger than her age.
There was no way that Portia would stand for such disrespect. Yet, I was wrong as the next words I heard were Portia's strong British accent answering, "I'll do anything, Mistress."
Mistress? Anything? Was I in a Twilight Zone episode? I moved to the door, although not close enough to peek inside.
"I want to be the last debutante introduced at the ball," Serena revealed.
That bitch. Based on tradition, Miranda would be last since our last name is Zimmerman.
"But how would I defend that? Tradition is alphabetical order," Portia pointed out, her tone seemingly pleading.
"Is that my problem, cunt licker?" Serena shot back.
"No, Mistress," Portia replied, her tone so submissive, so unlike her usual strong demeanour.
"So you will make it happen?" Serena questioned, her tone implying the question was rhetorical.
"Yes, Mistress, although Petra will throw a fit," Portia correctly predicted, as I planned to do more than just throw a fit.
Serena laughed, "Don't worry, she is all talk no action."
Rage bubbled through me at them talking about me behind my back. I pulled out my phone to record the conversation.
"Come get your reward, my pet," Serena said.
I had to see this, to get the visual on my camera and peeked through the open door just in time to see Portia, on her knees, lean forward between the legs of Serena who was fully dressed in her school cheerleader's outfit.
I couldn't believe what I was seeing, nor could I believe the wetness that was forming in my panties. It had been over a year since I had had sex with anyone other than my wide collection of toys, and it had been twenty years since I last was between the legs of another girl.
I watched quietly as Serena put her hands in Portia's hair and undid Portia's traditional bun. "Good sluts don't dress like nuns," Serena scolded.
"Sorry, Mistress," Portia replied, her head remaining buried between Serena's pantyhose clad legs which confused me considering Portia was obviously licking her pussy.
"That's it slut, lick my cunt. Tell me how much you love my sweet cunt juice," Serena purred, her smug smile showing how much she enjoyed the power she had over poor old Portia.
Portia responded, apparently not being forced or blackmailed to obey, "I love your cunt juice, Mistress, I can't get enough of it."
A couple of minutes later, with more than enough video to crush my daughter's enemy, I was about to back away when I stumbled (stupid four inch heels) and fell forward into the room.
Portia quickly stood up, her face mortified at seeing me, as she stammered, "I-I-it's not what it looks like."
Serena, on the other hand, didn't move at all, her legs still spread open. She smiled, "Actually it is exactly what it looks like." Opening her legs more, she asked me, "Were you enjoying the show?"
"What!" I gasped, as I regained my composure after the stumble, unable to be diverted from the vision her shaved pussy.
"Did you enjoy watching my slut here eat my cunt?" Serena asked bluntly, clearly revelling in humiliating Portia.
"That is ridiculous," I shot back, ignoring the wetness in my panties, as I returned my gaze to hers.
"Well, you staring between my legs suggests otherwise," Serena said, before adding, "as do your red cheeks."
"I just can't believe what I am witnessing," I said, even as I could feel my gaze lowering, like a train wreck you don't want to stare but you can't help it.
"Sure, sure," Serena laughed, hopping off the desk and moving to me.
I turned to walk out and Serena ordered, "Stop, bitch."
Suddenly I stopped. I turned around and threatened, "Don't you ever call me a bitch, you little diva."
She laughed, reaching me, "I'll call you whatever I want: bitch, my slut, my cunt-licker."
"How dare you?" I glared, even though I could feel my body weaken as her hands went to my hands.
"On your knees, you fucking dumb bitch," Serena instructed.
I tried to move, but my legs were like cement, I couldn't leave, although I didn't obey.
"I bet you were envisioning yourself between my legs," Serena confidently said grabbing my phone from my hand. "Delete the evidence, slut," she ordered, handing the phone to a clearly humiliated Portia.
"Y-y-yes, Mistress," Portia stammered, thankful to delete the only real evidence against her nasty transgression.
"So, did you enjoy the brief show, Petra?" Serena asked, her lips moving to my ear.
"What? No, I was just shocked and disappointed," I answered.
"Your cunt isn't wet right now?" Serena asked, her hot breath on my neck, something I hadn't felt in a long time.
"Noooo?" I moaned, which gave away the truth.
"Nooooo," she mocked, her hand going under my dress and directly to my very damp pantyhose and panties.
"Hmmmm, that is interesting," Serena purred. "Your cunt is soaking wet, why?"
Ignoring the question, and desperately trying to ignore her fingers putting pressure on my vagina, I accused, "You were trying to use sex to change the order of the debutantes."
"Yes I was," Serena admitted. "And the order will change."
"Over my dead body," I snapped, going to move away, but she stopped me with her firm voice.
"Stand still," she snapped, before smiling again, tapping my pussy with her fingers "Actually, you will play a key role in the program change."
"I won't be a part of this sick sinister sex play," I firmly said, even as I allowed my vagina to be molested by my daughter's eighteen year old arch enemy.
"Actually, this is just the beginning," she smiled, her right hand pushing down on my shoulder.
I wanted to resist, yet I felt my legs give out and I was slowly guided onto my knees.
"Good girl, get used to being on your knees, my slut," Serena purred.
I couldn't believe I was letting her talk to me that way, but somehow I felt the urge to obey, as ludicrous as it sounded.
"Do you want to lick my cunt, Mrs. Zimmerman?" Serena asked, lifting up her cheerleader's skirt and showing me her shaved cunt framed perfectly in what appeared to be crotchless pantyhose which I didn't even know existed.
I stared at her pussy, it looked so inviting, and my mouth seemed to water. Yet, I couldn't speak.
Serena moved closer, her pussy lips so close I could smell her exotic scent enveloping me, drawing me in against my will.
"You sure you don't want a taste. I know Portia here is very jealous of you at this moment, isn't that right, cunt licker?" Serena said.
Portia replied instantly, "Yes, Mistress."
"Yes, Mistress, what?" Serena sighed.
"Yes, I'm jealous of that bitch Petra getting to pleasure you, Mistress," Portia answered.
I gasped at being called a bitch by Portia but yet couldn't leave the beauty of what was directly in front of me, as I flashed back to my college days and being submissive to my roommate Angela all four years.
"Last time I ask, Mrs. Zimmerman, do you want to lick my cunt?" Serena asked.
I don't know why I said what I did, but at that moment the answer was obvious, "Yes."
"Yes, what?" She asked me, obviously trying to establish her power over me.

"Yes, I want to lick your vagina," I admitted, even as I couldn't believe I was saying the words and hated myself for giving her such power.
"Vagina," she laughed at me. "It's a cunt."
My face burned with shame at being on my knees, at not getting up and leaving and being disrespected by a teenager...nevertheless my daughter's bully.
"What designer dress is your daughter wearing for the ball?" Serena asked, her cunt so close to my lips I couldn't concentrate properly.
"W-w-what?" I asked, so intoxicated by Serena's scent and cunt that I wasn't processing properly.
"What designer is making your daughter's dress?" She repeated.
I didn't even think of the consequences as I answered, both to obey and to throw it in her face, "Perse."
"Really?" Serena asked, sounding impressed. "Have you already gone to Paris?"
"No," I admitted, "we leave tomorrow."
"Interesting," Serena said, before ordering, "Tell me how much you want to serve me, Mrs. Zimmerman."
I again should have stood up and left, again should have refused to play her game, yet I answered, "I want to lick your vagina, I mean cunt."
"Have you eaten cunt before?" She asked.
I admitted, reminiscing again to my wild high school cheerleader days and my crazy submissive sorority years, "Yes, but that was a long time ago."
"But you want to eat mine?" Serena questioned.
"Yes," I admitted, her scent driving me crazy with hunger. I would do anything to get a taste of her pussy.
Serena dropped her skirt and moved away, sitting back on the desk I first caught her on...which now seemed hours ago when in reality it was a few minutes, if that. "You don't get my cunt that easy Mrs. Zimmerman, you've got to earn it."
My already red face flushed at yet another humiliating slap in the face.
Serena opened her legs, snapped her fingers and Portia immediately returned to her submissive place between the cheerleader's legs.
I watched still stunned.
"Of course, Mrs. Zimmerman, you understand this little secret is between the three of us," Serena said, pointing to a video camera in the corner before her hands went through Portia's hair.
I remained speechless...helpless...in a daze of sexual hunger and personal humiliation.
"You may go," Serena ordered.
Bewildered, humiliated and angry, I got off my knees and silently walked out of the room even as I heard Serena say, "That's it, slut, lick my cunt."
I scurried out of the hall, to my car and looked at myself in the mirror. What just happened? Why couldn't I stand up for myself? Why did I say what I said? Shaking my head, I pulled out of the driveway heading home, a million questions ricocheting in my head...and yet no answers.
Once in the house half an hour later, Miranda said, "You're home later than anticipated."



I stammered, all my humiliation flooding back to me, "I-I-I, it was long."
"Are you okay, Mom?" Miranda asked, sensing my anxiety riddled state.
"Yes, yes," I said. "Just tired and realized we have a lot to do before the big day."
"Tell me about it," Miranda sighed, her earlier eagerness to change already seemingly beyond her comprehension.
Immediately an anger grew inside me at myself for what I almost allowed to happen and at for Serena for being such a bitch.
"Oh honey," I smiled, now even more determined to crush that bitch and slap that smug smile off her face. "We will make you the most beautiful, alluring young woman at the ball."
"You are just saying that," Miranda said, not believing my words, her self-confidence not strong when it came to her looks.
"Honey, you are a beautiful young woman. Like I said before, you just have done a great job of hiding your beauty with conservative clothing and a lack of make-up," I said, before asking, "Do you think I am a beautiful woman?"
"Of course, I wish I looked more like you," she said again.
"And I wish I was as smart as you," I said, embarrassed that my eighteen year old daughter was way smarter than me. I then added, "You understand that you look a lot like me."
"Now I know you are lying," Miranda said, knowing that we were polar opposites in looks.
"Oh sure our hair, eyes and face are different, you got those from your father, but your body is exactly what I looked like when I was your age," I explained.
"Really?" Miranda asked.
"Come upstairs," I suggested an idea suddenly popping into my head.
"Okay," Miranda agreed, following me up to the Master bedroom.
In the room, I searched the back of my walk-in closet until I found the box I was looking for. Opening it, I pulled out my old high school cheerleader's outfit. I tossed it to her. "Put it on."
"You're kidding?" Miranda asked, catching the outfit and holding it like it was toxic.
"I want to prove a point," I said.
"I don't know," she said tentatively.
"Trust me," I soothed.
"Okay," she agreed, moving to the bathroom.
"You can undress in front of me," I said, "we are both women."
She again stopped, "Really?"
"Of course," I said, "plus you will be trying on dresses all day with me in a couple days. It's just me seeing you in your underwear."
"Really?" She asked again, her massive vocabulary not overly impressive at the moment, her insecurities pouring out of her.
"Yes, dear, we may as well have a trial run with just you and me," I suggested, suddenly thinking it was a good idea.
"I guess," she cautiously agreed, putting the outfit on my king-sized bed. She nervously got out of her sweater, never making eye contact with me, as she quickly put on the white, tighter than she usually wore, cheerleader's sweater. She then pulled down her long skirt and put on the much shorter and sexier cheerleader's skirt.
Once on, she looked at me as if expecting me to mock her. Instead, I felt my pussy tingle as I flashed back to being on my knees just an hour ago in front of Serena in her cheerleader's outfit. I had never considered my daughter in a sexual manner, yet at this moment I couldn't help it. I complimented her, even as my face flushed, "You look amazing, Miranda."
"I do?" She questioned, not able to fathom herself as anything other than plain.
"Look in the mirror," I pointed, as I wasn't lying, the outfit really accentuated her figure like it did me many years ago.
She stared at herself in the mirror as if seeing herself for the first time.
I added, "Of course, we can make the outfit literally shine."
"How?" She asked, still staring at her reflection.
"Well, tights don't really go with that outfit," I pointed out.
"I suppose," she laughed at herself.
"Do you have pantyhose?" I asked. I didn't do her laundry, Cecilia, our maid did.
"Maybe one black pair," she shrugged, before adding, "somewhere."
I went to my dresser, pulled out a pair of tan Wolford pantyhose still in the package and brought them to her. I said, "These pantyhose will make you instantly feel sexier."
Miranda looked at me perplexed, but pulled off her tights and put on the pantyhose.
Again my mind wandered to earlier today and the image of Serena's pantyhose clad legs. Frustration bubbled in me at the reality that I couldn't stop thinking about Serena and yet I held it in, even as my pussy begged for attention.
"You see the pantyhose completely brings to life your lovely legs, my dear," I complimented, which was true.
She returned her gaze to the mirror and said, still surprised by her transformation just by changing her clothes, "I guess they do."
"Can I make one more suggestion?" I asked.
"Sure," Miranda said, clearly enjoying this rare mom-daughter time.
I went to her and took out her pigtails. "Pigtails are cute, my dear, but they are not sexy."
I allowed her hair to fall and cascade down. As anticipated, it changed the whole look of her face.
"You see, Miranda, you are a beautiful young woman and at the debutantes ball we will reveal that to high society," I said, proud of my daughter and myself.
"I can't wait to see the look on Serena's face," Miranda said, still staring at herself in the mirror.
"Me, either," I said, although the face that popped into my head was Serena smugly looking down at me as I was mesmerized by the sight of her bared pussy.
FLIGHT TO SUBMISSION

A day later we were in Paris and shopping at many of the fanciest shops in the world. It was the perfect place to begin Miranda's makeover as well as shop for the debutantes ball. Besides a designer dress, I wanted to get her new undergarments and heels that would match. We only had two days, before Miranda was going home, a day before me as she had a test on Wednesday and she refused to miss that. It was hard enough to convince her that she would miss two days of school, never mind three and a test.
Away from home, old Miranda surfaced. She was giddy, she was smiling and her youthful exuberance returned as she was in awe of the beautiful city.
We reached Perse's shop and I gasped, as the first person I saw when we entered the shop was Serena. Guilt and anger instantly hit me when I realized why she was here. I told Serena in my brief moment of weakness and she used that information against me and Miranda.
Serena smiled, her greeting so fake I wanted to slap her across the face, standing in a gorgeous cocktail dress, "Hi, Mrs. Zimmerman, Miranda."
Miranda's face dropped and instantly she went from the excited and jubilant to her old shy self.
I said, faking happiness in seeing her, "Hi, Serena."
"Thanks for the tip about Perse," she added, throwing fuel on the fire.
Miranda looked at me with a look of devastation in her eyes.
I said, ignoring her last words, "Where is your mother?"
"Back home," Serena answered, "she couldn't make it on such short notice."
I sighed, realizing this was all my fault. I turned to Miranda who was speechless and clearly upset, and said, "Let's go see Perse."
"Thanks again, Mrs. Zimmerman," Serena called out, adding salt to an already open wound.
Once alone, Miranda accused, a look of devastation and betrayal in her eyes, "You told her?"
I admitted, although not adding the details of my almost sexual submission, "Yes, but I was trying to rub her smug face in it."
"Well, as usual she gets the last laugh," Miranda sighed.
"No," I said firmly. "I will still make sure your dress is better than hers."
"But now I will look like I copied her, especially since I go last," she said.
"Well, they are thinking of changing the order," I pointed out.
"What? That is tradition," Miranda replied.
"But maybe we should go before her if we are both wearing a gown from the same dress designer," I said, somehow fighting for Serena's order change even though I had promised myself to not allow it to happen.
"Whatever," Miranda said flippantly. "It doesn't matter anymore."
"Oh honey, this is still your day and your time," I said.
"I just want to get my dress and get out of here," she said, clearly her exuberance crushed by the surprise of seeing Serena.
"Okay, honey," I agreed, just as Serena called my name.
"Mrs. Zimmerman, may I speak to you for a minute," Serena called out.
I sighed, not having any idea what she may have to say, but happy to be able to talk to her without Miranda listening. "I'll be right back, honey."
Angry, I went to the other room as some young woman measuring the dress was just leaving.
"Just so you know, I told Perse I was your daughter," Serena revealed.
"Why?" I asked.
"Perse would not make two dresses for the same ball, you know he is a bit of a diva," she explained acting rather diva-like herself.
"Are you saying that my daughter won't be getting a Perse dress?" I asked, realizing the full consequences of my actions.
"Not your real daughter anyway," Serena shrugged.
"I will be telling Perse immediately that you are not my daughter, but an impostor," I threatened, already turning to deal with the issue.
"I would look at this first if I were you," Serena replied, her tone dripping with smug confidence.
I stopped and turned to see her holding her phone. I grabbed it and watched in dismay as I saw a photo of myself on my knees, looking up a girl's legs. The camera never showed the identity of the girl in front of me. I felt sick to my stomach...this was my fault. Yet, deciding to call her bluff, I said, "So what, that doesn't prove anything?"
She laughed, "If you say so. I will just tweet the picture out and later the video and see if everyone agrees with you."
Realizing that I would be publicly scorned, and Miranda would be ousted from the Bellmont Society, I had to shift my defiance into pleading.
"Please, we can work something out, this has been Miranda's dream forever," I pleaded.
"And now it is mine. I mean I already had a great dress, but this was too good an offer to refuse," she replied.
"What am I going to tell Miranda?" I asked.
"You could tell her that you are my submissive pet," Serena shrugged.
"I am not," I firmly protested.
"Not yet," she laughed, before repeating ominously, "not yet."
I sighed as I tried to figure out how to overcome my current predicament. "I can't believe you did this."
Serena laughed, as I began walking back to my daughter, "Don't worry, I'll reward you later."
I got back to my daughter, grabbed her by the hand and said, "Let's go."
"Where?" Miranda asked surprised, as she followed me out, past Serena and out of the store.
Once outside, I explained, "We know what Serena's dress looks like. Now we have to find one that is even better."
"We are not going to work with Perse?" Miranda asked confused.
"Not if that bitch is," I replied.
"Mother, watch your language," Miranda said, suddenly smiling.
"Bitch, bitch, bitch," I cursed, smiling now too.
"So where to?" Miranda asked laughing.
"Devilles," I said, where I often went for much of my wardrobe.
"Cool," Miranda said, knowing my preference for Devilles' fashion.
As we caught a taxi, Miranda asked, "What did that bitch have to say?"
I lied, "She apologized."
"Apparently Hell can freeze over," Miranda quipped.
"So it seems," I replied.
We watched the plethora of people and cars as we travelled to our new destination, a place where we already planned to go to get the shoes and undergarments anyways. Now we could get it all in one place.
Arriving at Devilles, we walked in and I was instantly greeted by Marilyn, the owner, who said, after giving me the usual kiss on both cheeks greeting, "You are early, Mrs. Zimmerman."
"We were not happy with the options there," I said, which was technically true, as Marilyn greeted Miranda the same way.
Marilyn said, "Aren't you an adorably cute young lady."
"T-t-thank you," Miranda stammered not used to compliments or the touchy feely nature of a complete stranger.
"So you're looking for a dress as well?" Marilyn asked.
"Indeed we are," I confirmed.
"Great," Marilyn nodded, assessing my daughter.
Miranda was obviously uncomfortable with being stared at as Marilyn did a 360 around her before she finally spoke, "Well, she may have different eyes and hair, but her body is almost identical to yours, Petra."
"That's what I told her," I agreed.
Miranda's cheeks were so adorably red.
Marilyn continued, cupping Miranda's breasts nonchalantly, "Is she a 36C as well?"
"I'm not sure," I shrugged as I watched Miranda's eyes go big at being felt up by Marilyn.
Marilyn asked Miranda as casual as if she were talking about the weather, "Are you a 36C, my dear?"
"Y-y-yes, ma'am," Miranda stammered, obviously bewildered by what was currently happening to her.
"All right, come with me, my dear," Marilyn said, taking Miranda's hand and leading her to the private change rooms reserved for special guests like myself. I followed behind and once we were in the change room, Marilyn instructed the mid-twenties brunette, Allison, "get Mrs. Zimmerman some Chardonnay."
"Of course," Allison agreed, one of Marilyn's employees, immediately going to the corner bar to get my usual Chardonnay.
Over the next two hours, Miranda tried on over a dozen dresses, had her first ever glass of Chardonnay and her second, another dozen sets of shoes and clearly enjoyed herself. For a day, she was a princess and she was bathing in the glow of being treated like royalty having forgotten the disappointing early sight of Serena.
By the time Miranda was done playing princess Barbie, she had picked an ensemble that would definitely outshine whatever Serena ended up getting made by Perse. Her white gown was traditional and sexy, conservative and yet tempting. Diamonds defined her voluptuous bust and draped across the bodice. Strapless, with a sweetheart neckline, puffed out, a ball skirt that went to the floor and a lace-back, the white dress made Miranda look sexy, dignified and radiant. We finished the outfit with a variety of accessories to complete the transformation of my shy, reserved daughter:
-a strapless push-up bra that made her voluptuous, always hidden, breasts stand out even more, accentuating her awesome cleavage
-three inch opened toe heels so her green painted toenails (that matched her eyes and jewelry I already had in mind) could be showcased
-a white thong that Miranda had no idea what it was when Marilyn first gave it to her and blushed when she learned what it was
-white thigh high stockings as Marilyn explained the logic of the thong and the thigh highs: dress like a debutante on the outside, but like a sexual being underneath...thus exemplifying the commonly accepted oxymoron that is the debutant is the unlikely combination of the demure and the sexual.
Miranda said, slightly tipsy after two glasses of Chardonnay, "Thanks Mom."
"Oh we are not done yet," I smiled. "I have some jewelry accessories that will compliment your ensemble as well."
"Oh Mom, I love you," Miranda said, hugging me.
"I love you too, my dear," I said back.
That night, we went to Le Meurice for a fancy dinner and hit an opera as well. The next day we went jewelry shopping where we purchased her emerald and diamond crown, matching earrings and bracelet. I decided the Tiffany necklace she loved that she saw in New York I would purchase for her as a surprise on the big day. The rest of the day was Miranda's to do as she wished and ended up spending hours at the Louvre Museum a place I had never been all the times I was in Paris. After I explained fashion to her the past couple of days, she explained art and history to me. It was an amazing day, an amazing couple of days, and it would be some of the last normality that existed in my life.
The next morning, Miranda flew back home while I did some shopping for myself and visited a couple of old friends, fellow eighties debutantes themselves.
.....
I was in line to get my first class ticket the next evening on the red eye flight, when I heard the undeniable voice of Serena. "Petra, it is so nice to see you again."
Feigning politeness, I replied, "You too, Serena."
"It is Ms. Madison," she corrected, as if she was the adult and I the teenager.
I ignored her power play and asked, praying the answer was no, "Are you on this flight too?"
"I am, but sadly there were no first class seats left," she sighed dramatically.
"That is a shame," I said, unable to hold back my sarcastic tone.
"It is," she agreed, before adding, "for you."
"Excuse me?" I questioned.
"You are going to give me your first class ticket and I will give you my regular seat," she said.
"I don't think so," I said, I had only once sat in the regular seats and I vowed I would never do it again.
"I am not asking you, Petra, I am telling you," she said, her tone shifting from her fake pleasantries to firm bitchiness.
"Look you got the dress, but I am not going to be blackmailed by you," I said.
She laughed. "You are so adorable."
I glared as I asked tersely, "What is that supposed to mean?"
"You think you are still in control," Serena explained as she moved right into my face. "You are my pet, my plaything, my MILF toy, my trophy bitch, my cunt muncher," she listed, each one more crude than the next and yet each making my pussy twitch against my will.
"Enough!" I said, louder than I meant to, making a few heads turn.
Her tone suddenly ice cold, her eyes even colder, she leaned in and asked, "Are we really going to have this out here?"
Somehow her tone and look weakened me, as did her hot breathe on my ear, and I said, "No."
"Good, because any more attitude from you and I will discipline you right here in this airport," she threatened.
Somehow I knew she wasn't bluffing and I also knew I wasn't sure I could stand up to her, my wet pussy already causing me distractions. I didn't say anything as I was lost in limbo between being the proper upper class woman I was and the hungry pussy pleasing woman I was so long ago.
"Good, now go to the fucking desk and get me my first class ticket and before you think about taking a different flight, I expect you to take my ticket and be on the same flight. Is that clear?" She said.
"Yes," I nodded.
"Yes, what?" She asked.
"Yes, Ms. Madison," I reluctantly replied.
"Good, now go," she ordered. "I'll be right behind you."
I did as I was told, although I was embarrassed, especially when I got the perplexed look the lady at the ticket booth gave me at my odd request. I handed Serena my ticket and started walking away.
She asked, loud enough for a few passersby to hear her, "Did I give you permission to leave?"
I froze, turned around with burning fire in my eyes and through clenched teeth said, "No, you didn't."
"I didn't think so," she said. "That is one."
"One what?" I asked annoyed.
"One disobedience, at three you will be punished," she explained.
I rolled my eyes.
"Two," she said with no inflection in her voice.
Suddenly scared of what Serena may try and make me do if she hit three, I didn't say anything, just waited to be told what to do by an eighteens year old bitch.
"Go get me an Avian water, a Cosmopolitan and Godiva truffles," she instructed, as she walked away towards our gate.
I watched her walk away still trying to figure out how I got myself into this situation and how I was going to get out of it. I reluctantly did as commanded, purchasing the items as requested, furious at myself for not standing up to her, at getting myself in such a ludicrous predicament and for being undeniably horny at the same time.

Reaching gate 70, I saw Serena sitting in a chair, on her phone, her long legs in shimmering black pantyhose and five inch heels impossible not to notice; every guy nearby was checking her out either slyly or staring at her. Again, against my better judgement, against my moral fibre, my long neglected pussy dampened at the thought of submitting to Serena, just like I had long ago submitted to Angela who also was a blonde, debutante bitch with long legs.



Serena seeing me standing, still staring at her smiled and waved me over.
I walked the few feet, an anxiety overwhelming me unlike any I could recall in years. Reaching her, I handed her a bag with the items she had requested. She took them and said, "Thank you, my Petra, my pet Petra, how adorable is that?" She laughed as she added, "Even your name was made to be mine."
I sighed and said, her voice loud enough to have others hear, "Could you please not call me that."
"What? Petra or pet?" she asked smiling.
"Pet," I whispered, sitting down beside her.
"But you are my pet," she purred, "My Pet Petra."
"Please," I said, her tone making my pussy damper.
"Please, what?" she asked.
"Let's just pretend that brief moment of weakness never happened," I said, unable to look her in the eyes, instead focusing my gaze on her legs.
She asked, "Is that really what you want?"
"Yes," I said, my head answered, ignoring the burning down below.
"I am not sure I believe you," she said, as she slid one foot out of her heel and moved her right foot up her left. I followed her nylon-clad foot like a hypnotist's watch. "Are you sure, you're sure?" she repeated.
"W-w-what?" I stammered, not really processing her question.
"Massage my feet, Pet Petra," she ordered.
"E-e-excuse me?" I questioned, hearing the words but praying I hadn't.
"Massage my feet, these heels are a killer," she repeated.
"Here?" I asked, looking at her.
"No better place like here," she shrugged.
"I can't," I pleaded.
"Two and a half," she threatened.
I looked around, there were lots of people surrounding us, there was no way to not be seen if I obeyed. Yet, I was compelled to obey, now with an all consuming urge to touch her nylon-clad legs, and not wanting to find out what may happen if I disobeyed and caused her to say three. "Okay."
"Well, get on your knees, Pet Petra," she said, before adding, "that really does have a ring to it."
Shame overwhelmed me as I avoided eye contact with any strangers, moved off my seat, onto my knees and took her foot in my hands and started massaging. Glancing up at Serena, she was smiling down at me as she grabbed the Cosmopolitan magazine I had purchased for her. Her foot was so soft, the nylon so silky, that it was easy to just move to my own world and forget where I was or that I had an audience watching me massage a teenager's feet. Thankfully, after only a couple of minutes, an announcement came that all first class members may board.
Serena moved her foot back into her heel, stood up and looking down at me, said, "We will finish this later, Pet Petra."
I nodded, not getting off my knees until she started walking away.

I got off my knees, grabbed my carry on and went directly to the restroom never looking up to make eye contact with any of the strangers who had witnessed the humiliating act. Once in a stall, I broke down. Tears rolled freely down my face at allowing myself to be humiliated like that.
I am a strong woman.
I am raising a daughter on my own.
I am keeping the family name alive since the passing of my husband.
I am soon releasing my daughter to the world.
I am a strong woman.
Yet, I pulled my jeans down, yanked my panties down, and began relieving the burning fire in my pussy. I closed my eyes, my mind immediately replaying the moment that just took place, imagining Serena pulling me between her legs, me unable to resist even in the crowded airport and making me pleasure her. I had just begun to pleasure myself when I was brought back to reality when my phone buzzed.
I stopped, sensing this was a sign from above, and quickly pulled up my panties and jeans, leaving my burning flame torching me. I looked at my phone and saw it was a text from an unknown number.
I clicked on it and gasped again. It was from Serena.
Pet Petra,
Don't you dare go to the bathroom and get yourself off...your cunt belongs to me now. You come when I say you come.
Mistress Serena
I reread the text a dozen times. Each time got me angrier; each time got me hornier. My own secret rebellion decided, I again tugged down my jeans and panties and furiously rubbed myself determined to disobey, and to finish what I started...even as the words 'Mistress Serena' echoed in my head.
The forbidden lust, my anger, the memories of submission and my fingers had me coming in less than two minutes and I bit my lip to avoid screaming in the restroom and announcing to whoever was in here of my own self-pleasure.
I sat on the toilet and allowed my orgasm to wave through me as my reality again became clear as the fog of submission and Serena's control faded away. Cursing myself, I pulled up my panties and jeans just as I heard my boarding call. I composed myself, left the stall and looked at myself in the mirror.
What was becoming of me?
Why could I not resist her? I fucking hate the bitch!
No more, I said to myself as I washed my hands to get rid of any evidence of my self-pleasure and got in line. As I got closer to boarding, my resolve hardened, as I knew I must stand up to her. I must regain my pride, my dignity.
Handing my boarding pass to the woman, she smiled and said, "Enjoy the flight."
I thanked her and headed down the long hallway and into the plane. Once on, I saw Serena, in my seat, the first row which I always request, sipping on a glass of wine, even though she is too young to legally drink. She stared at me the whole time I walked by, but never said anything, her smug fucking smile saying all she wanted too.
The first two hours of the eight hour flight were pure hell. I was in the middle of three and felt cramped in. I was borderline claustrophobic and being in such confined seats only enhanced the fear. I tried to watch the movie playing, but couldn't get comfortable. Thankfully, I eventually fell asleep. I was awoken by a soft touch and looked up to see a young stewardess, from first class, say, "Mrs. Zimmerman."
"Yes," I said, groggily awakening from a good sleep and confused of my surroundings briefly.
"Ms. Madison one of our first class passengers would like to speak with you," she explained.
"Oh," I said, where I was, my indiscretions and my predicament came flooding back instantly.
"Will you please follow me," she said.
"Of course," I said, thankful for the opportunity to get out of the passenger sandwich I was in and to stretch my poor legs. Yet, nervous to why Serena would want to see me and what she may have in store for me.
Once in the first class section, the woman sitting beside her stood up and asked, clearly embarrassed to be asking such a question, "What is your seat number."
"32b," I said.
She walked away, assumedly to my seat, as Serena said, "Come sit down."
I did, thankful to be in a comfortable seat and to have leg room.
"There really is no comparison to how people like you and I travel and the rest of civilization," Serena said.
"Agreed," I replied, finally able to agree to something the bitch had to say.
"So did you obey?" She asked.
"Obey what?" I asked, thankful there was no one across from us, another thing I liked about the front row seat in first class.
"Did you refrain from coming," she asked.
"Of course," I lied.
"You're lying," she said, before adding, "how disappointing."
"I am not?" I adamantly replied.
"I can tell by the look in your eyes you are lying to me," she sighed. "That really is a shame because you know what that means."
"No," I sighed back, before responding sarcastically, "Why don't you enlighten me on what it means."
"Three," was all she said.
"Four," I replied.
"Okay, four it is," she countered.
"I'm done with this game, Serena," I firmly said.
"What game?" She asked innocently.
"You know exactly what game. Go ahead show the pictures or the video, this is 2013, it will probably make me more famous. It is chic to be bi now," I replied, calling her bluff even though I didn't remotely want that picture or whatever other evidence she had on me released.
"Ooh, does my Pet Petra have a backbone, how adorable," she said, talking to me like she was talking to a child or a puppy.
"I am not your fucking pet," I snapped, standing up.
"Sit down," she ordered, her voice sharp.
I stared at her; she stared at me. It was like a Wild West showdown except no one would die...except my dignity.
She spoke again this time softer, "You can pretend to be strong, but I can see through that exterior." She slipped out of her heels which had me break eye contact and glance at her nylon-clad feet.
She continued, "You are submissive, Petra. You crave it. I can see it in your eyes, in your posture and in your longing."
Her words rang true as I remembered the happiest time in my life was at the feet of my roommate, Angela. Yet, I countered, "Apparently you need glasses as you can't read a thing."
"Can't I?" She asked. "Be honest then if I am so wrong. Did you masturbate in the bathroom after I left?"
"Yes, fine, I did. What does that prove?" I admitted, annoyed by her condescending attitude and at the reality that I was getting wet again. Why couldn't I control my sexual appetite?
"That you are controlled by your sexual desires," she shrugged.
"But I disobeyed you, thus I am not submissive," I countered smugly.
She laughed, "It's not that black and white. First off, if we are being so completely honest, tell me the truth, were you not a submissive in college?"
"Not really," I said, even though I definitely was.
"Not really, means yes," she said.
"Does no mean yes too?" I sarcastically questioned.
"With you, yes it does," she said seriously. "Now sit back down."
For some reason I did.
"Good girl, Pet Petra," she purred. "Now for your punishment."
"Look," I said. "Yes, I had a wild past; yes, I had a momentary lapse of judgement. But I am not your pet."
She ignored my words and said, as she pulled out a vibrator from her purse, "My vibrator is out of batteries. Please go to the dregs of society and offer someone twenty dollars for two triple A batteries."
"You got to be kidding," I said.
"I don't kid," Serena said. "Now go before I double your punishment."
I sighed.
"If you want to earn the right to eat my cunt like the hungry cunt-licker you are you will do as you're told now," she said.
As soon as she said the blunt words my cunt leaked, my mouth watered and I wanted to obey, as frustrating and infuriating as that is to say.
Sensing my weakness, she added, again moving to my very vulnerable ear, "You like being called names, being put in your place, don't you, my little cunt-licker, my slave, my slut, my whore?"
Unfortunately, during the litany of names as well as her hot breath on my ear, I moaned.
"Mmmmmmm, there it is," she purred, her mouth tugging gently on my ear, her hand on my leg, "Say it, Pet Petra, tell me you want to eat my cunt, that you yearn to submit to me."
"Oh God," I moaned again, unable to think straight with her lips teasing my ear and her hand on my leg creating a warmth I could not control.
"Oh God, what?" She questioned, her tongue swirling in my ear.
"I caaaaan't, I doooon't, dammit, fine, yes," I babbled, as her hand moved towards my jean crotch.
"Yes, what?" She questioned, pushing me to the brink as her hand reached my crotch and put pressure directly on my cunt.
"Shiiiiit, yes, I want to eat you," I admitted, frustrated beyond all measure.
"Here, in the plane?" She asked.
"Anywhere, please it has been so long," I whimpered.
"So long since what?" She asked.
"I have been with a woman or been with anyone for thaaaaat matter," I admitted, her hand causing me to struggle to focus.
Moving her hand away, and returning to her seat, she said, "Then go earn it. Get me batteries."
The vibrator in my hand, I asked, "Do I need to take the toy?"
"Of course, that is part of the punishment," she said, closing her eyes making it clear this conversation was over.
I took a deep breath, my mind muddled by our conversation and my conflicting emotions and decided, fuck it I would do it! The problem and the good news was that it was after midnight on the plane and many of the passengers would be asleep.
Standing up, I walked past the curtain to suburbia hell and saw the first couple rows were sleeping. In the third row was a middle aged man reading his kindle. I went to him and asked, "You wouldn't happen to have any triple A batteries, would you?"
He looked at my hand with the toy in it and smiled, "Sorry, I don't, but I could replace that thing for you."
My face flushed and I replied, "Good to know."
I moved down the aisle, past a teenage girl who saw the toy and gave a look, but I wasn't going to ask her. In row seven was a woman my age watching the movie. I asked her, "I hate to be a bother, but you wouldn't happen to have any triple A batteries?"
She looked at the toy, gave a surprised look, but smiled, "It is a long trip. Let me see if I do."
She pulled out her purse while I stood there with a sex toy in my hand both embarrassed and yet exhilarated by what I was doing. I strangely felt free even though I was completely bound.
"I think this has triple A batteries," she said, opening a small flashlight. "It does."
Handing them to me, I said, "Thank you, you are a life savor."
"Oh I imagine right now, that thing is a life savor," she joked.
"That it will be now," I joked back. I handed her a twenty dollar bill.
"No, no," she waved the money away.
"Thanks again," I whispered as I put the new batteries in the toy and turned it on. "It works."
"So it does," she smiled as I winked at her and returned to first class.
Returning to my seat, I sat down unsure what to do as it appeared Serena was asleep.
Yet, a minute later, she opened her legs and without ever opening her eyes she ordered, "Get your treat, Pet Petra."
Again, for the millionth time my mind played good brain, bad brain. Good brain pointed out all the common sense consequences of obeying. This included getting caught by stewardesses, pilots or other passengers, obeying would also pull me deeper into the sick and twisted world of Serena and of course would potentially threaten my image and high position in the social hierarchy of the privileged. Yet, bad brain reminded me of my sexual liberation in college, how long it had been since I tasted pussy or had sex with a person, and how I was naturally submissive and needed to take risks on occasion...after all it wasn't like I knew anyone on this plane nor likely to ever see any one of them again.
Serena said impatiently, "it's now or never, cunt-licker. If you are not going to get into your natural position between my legs, return to your original seat and bring Jasmine back."
"Jasmine?" I questioned.
"Yes, the woman who was sitting here. She is a teacher from Canada and was eating my pussy rather eagerly in the bathroom earlier," Serena explained still not opening her eyes.
Oddly, the feeling inside me was jealousy and even as good brain screamed 'nooooo', I felt my body lowering to the ground and between Serena's nylon-clad legs, the vibrator still in my hand.
"Good choice, Pet Petra," she said, as she lifted up her ass, pulled her skirt up and revealed thigh high stockings and a lack of panties, her shaved pussy now right in front of me.
Bad brain said, "Dive in," and I listened as I leaned forward, drawn in by the beauty of her cunt and an exotic scent, and began licking.
"That's it, slut, worship your Mistress's pussy," she moaned softly.
The word Mistress had me cringe at the implications and yet turned me on simultaneously.
One taste and I was nineteen again; one taste and I was hooked; one taste and I knew there was no going back. I explored her pussy, my tongue moving up and down, in and out. I was in no hurry to make her come, no hurry for this moment to end. My own pussy was on fire, yet I let it burn as I concentrated on pleasuring Serena.
After a few minutes of slow pleasuring, she said, "You like Mistress's taste, Pet Petra?"
"Yes," I admitted, between licks.
"Yes, what?" She asked, putting her hand on my forehead and pushing me away from her delicacy.
"Yes, Mistress," I quickly corrected, before adding, "I love your pussy."
"And you will be an obedient pet from now on?" She questioned, still not allowing me you return to my task.
"Yes, Mistress," I agreed, without a second thought to the full breadth of my agreement.
"Let's see if that is true," she smiled, again testing me.
"How?" I asked, me on my knees in an airplane with a vibrator in my hand a seemingly pretty good example of obedience.
"Take off your jeans," she ordered. "By the way, sluts like you do not wear jeans. That cunt of yours should always be easily accessible."
"Understood, Mistress," I said, standing up, slipping out of my heels and taking my jeans off glancing to see if any of the other passengers were awake...they weren't.
"Thigh highs under your jeans, how sexy and slutty," Serena approved.
"I'm a debutante, dress classy on the outside, trashy on the inside," I shrugged.
"How poetic," she quipped, before adding to her expectations of me, "Your panties too, sluts don't wear panties."
I again obeyed, my hands trembling at what she was expecting me to do next.
"Becky, you here?" Serena called out.
"Of course," the young stewardess said appearing out of nowhere.
Handing Becky her phone, she said, "Could you please record this."
"Of course," Becky agreed, taking the phone even as she smiled at me.
My face flushed red again as I pleaded to Serena, "I will obey, but please don't record me."
"I won't use it against you," she smiled, looking up at me, "unless you disobey me. No, the video is just for my own collection of MILF slut submissions."
My face burned with shame and yet I knew I wasn't going to disobey whatever order she gave me.
She reached in a bag under her seat and I watched as she pulled out a big dildo with a suction cup and put it on the ground. She ordered, "Come sit, my Pet Petra."
Horny as hell, I didn't hesitate, even with the knowledge I was being filmed, as I returned to my precious position on my knees in front of Serena and lowered myself on the long, thick dildo which easily slipped inside my wet pussy.
"Good girl," she smiled, "Fuck yourself, slut."
I closed my eyes, riding the cock, my orgasm building after simmering for so long.
"Don't you come, slut," Serena warned.
"Okaaaay," I agreed, knowing holding back would be never difficult.
"Are you hungry for submission, cunt-licker?" She questioned.
"Yeeees," I admitted, wanting to taste her again, to make her come and also to get off myself.
"Open your eyes," Serena ordered. "A good pet slut isn't ashamed of obedience."
I opened my eyes and looked at the smiling Serena, as almost all the dildo filled me.
"What are you?" Serena asked.
"A submissive," I admitted.
"More," she instructed.
"A slut, a pet, your pet, your cunt-licker, slaaaave," I moaned, saying such words so naughty it only enhanced my pleasure and submission.
"And what am I?" Serena questioned.
"My-my-myyyyy Mistress," I stammered, not liking admitting such a thing.
"And what do you want to do right now?" She asked.
"Eat your cunt," I admitted, her legs still open and her captivating cunt was right in front of me.
"Your daughter's arch enemy's cunt?" Serena questioned, pushing me deeper into her web of twisted submission.
I froze, the dildo deeply in me. Submitting to Serena had happened rather easily, but far away from the reality of home and of my daughter. Serena was clearly testing me by bringing Miranda up at such a moment.
"Is something wrong Mommy cunt-licker?" Serena questioned.



"W-w-what?" I stammered, my head spinning in a million directions. Hearing my daughter's name brought my shame instantly back, a reminder that I was more than just a sexual being, but also a mother. Yet, the exotic scent of Serena's cunt, to the sexual thrill of submission, to the toy currently filling my cunt, I was too overwhelmed to do the right thing for Miranda, instead doing the right thing for my sexual hunger and weakness. "Yes, Mistress, I want to eat my daughter's arch enemy's cunt."
"And you will obey every order," Serena clarified.
Continuing riding the dildo, I agreed, "Yeeeees, Mistress."
"Lean forward and finish what you started," Serena ordered, grabbing my head and pulling me back between her legs.
I just let the toy in me linger there as I concentrated on pleasuring Serena. Her cunt taste and scent was so uniquely exotic I couldn't get enough. I licked, I probed and I explored with my tongue, lavishing in her beauty. I have no idea how long I was between her legs before she ordered, "Fuck me with the vibrator, slut."
I grabbed for the toy I had left on my seat, turned it on high, and easily slid it inside Serena's wet cunt. Understanding by her moans she was getting closer, I took her clit between my lips and concentrated all my focus on it as I fucked her with the toy.
"Thaaat's it, cunt licker," she moaned, her breathing increasing.
A moment later, reminding me again of my betrayal to my daughter, she moaned, "I'm going to come, Miranda's mom."
She grabbed my hair, held my face firm on her cunt and I could barely breath as her cum flooded out of her and splattered my face. I kept trying to lick, wanting to taste and savour every drop of her juice. Her cum even stronger in scent and taste, my taste buds exploded with pleasure at the unique, yet appetizing flavour. I kept licking and sucking, even as I struggled to breathe, my nose awkwardly plugged against her skin.
Finally, she let me go and I looked up at her awaiting further instructions and her approval.
Looking down at me, she complimented, "Apparently you don't lose your ability over the years of neglect to eat cunt."
"Thank you, Mistress, I aim to please," I replied, flashing back to saying those exact words to Angela all those years ago.
"Do you want to come?" She asked.
"God, yes," I admitted, the dildo in me still dormant.
"Well, fuck yourself for the camera, but refer to yourself as Miranda's mom throughout," she instructed.
I hated the constant reminders of my betrayal, yet it turned me on too, and I began riding the dildo again, putting my hands on Serena's nylon-clad legs.
"Talk dirty slut," she ordered, after a minute of me moaning as I rode the plastic toy.
"Oh yes, a Mistress Serena, Miranda's mom loves fucking herself for you," I moaned, the nasty talk only enhancing my submission and my pleasure.
"Who owns you?" She asked.
"Serena Madison, my daughter's bitch arch enemy, owns Miranda's mom," I admitted, getting more and more turned on.

"Bitch?" She questioned her eyebrow raised.
"Yeeees, lovely, dominant, bitch," I added, taking most the cock in me with each downward thrust.
"And who are you?" She questioned.
"Pet Petra, or Miranda Zimmerman's mom," I moaned.
"And you are a slut," she said.
"Yeeeees," I agreed, my orgasm rising.
"A dirty mommy whore."
"Yes, yes," I babbled.
"A slave."
"Your slaaaave," I moaned, so close to orgasm.
"Stop," she demanded.
I obeyed reluctantly, sweat dripping off me.
"Since you came without permission earlier today, you may not come until next time we meet," she said, shocking me.
"Please I'll be a good girl," I begged, desperate to come.
"Sorry, you need discipline," she said, ignoring my pleas. "Stand up."
I reluctantly obeyed, juice leaking down my leg.
She leaned forward, her face so close to my cunt that I could feel her breath as she said, "Shit, you are so fucking wet."
"All for you, Mistress," I replied, praying sucking up would change her mind.
"Will you ever disobey me again?" She questioned, as her tongue flicked my clit.
"Neeeeever," I moaned louder than I meant to.
"Good," she said. "Becky, do you want the slut for anything."
Becky answered, "I'd love too, but it's time for my rounds."
Becky handed Serena the phone as Serena said, "Well, she is yours if you want."
"Good to know," the young stewardess said, looking at me.
"Miranda's cunt licking mom," Serena said, turning her attention back to me.
"Yes, Mistress," I said, praying for permission for sexual release.
"Sit down and shut up, I need some sleep," she said, closing her eyes and denying me the orgasm I so desperately needed.
I obeyed, sitting down still without any panties or jeans. I wanted to ask permission to put my jeans on at least but was scared to disobey an order. Instead, I grabbed a blanket that was on the floor, covered myself up and tried to calm myself down. Exhausted, I crashed rather quickly once my cunt simmered. I slept for hours until I heard over the intercom we were beginning our descent.
I opened my eyes and Serena said, "Good morning, slut."
"Good morning, Mistress," I replied quietly, assuming people behind me were awake now.
"You really are obedient, aren't you?" She said.
"Yes, Mistress," I answered, curious though why she said that.
"You didn't even put your jeans back on," she said.
"I didn't have permission and you told me to shut up so I couldn't ask," I explained, the words ludicrous.
"I'm impressed," she said which somehow made me happy.
"Thank you, Mistress," I said.
"In public, you will refer to me as Miss Serena," she instructed me.
Although odd to speak to her in such formal ways, Miss Madison would be proper if I was going to speak formally, I didn't think it would cause any harm. "Of course, Mistress."
"You may put your jeans on," she said, handing them to me.
"Thank you," I said, awkwardly putting them on without standing up.
She turned away, looking out the window, our conversation apparently over. Once we landed, we went our separate ways and I wondered as I got in the limousine to return home what lie ahead.

ANOTHER HUMILIATING SUBMISSION
The next week I was on pins and needles as I kept expecting Serena to call, text or somehow contact me. Every night I dreamt of Serena, always waking up wet, yet I obeyed her order to not come, knowing she would somehow know if I lied. Every time I saw Miranda I felt guilty for what I had done, yet she was oblivious to it.
Instead, we continued her makeover. I took her to a tanning salon to get her a perfect tan before the ball; we went shopping for a new wardrobe for school...still casual but less frumpy. Miranda was becoming a woman right in front of my eyes and I was so proud of her.
I was at Tiffany's ten days after I last saw Serena purchasing the special necklace that Miranda had adored every time we went shopping. It was going to be her gift from me the day of the ball, and it would perfectly work with the diamond studded dress we purchased in Paris.
"Mrs. Zimmerman," I heard from behind instantly knowing who it was.
I turned around and said, seeing she was with her mother, "Hi Miss Serena, Mrs. Madison."
"How formal," Gwen said looking at me perplexed, we always called each other by our first name.
I joked, "just practising for the ball."
"Two weeks," Gwen said, "I can't believe our girls are becoming women."
Serena's cunt popped into my head and I said, "Oh, I think our girls are already women."
After a couple more minutes of generic conversation about the upcoming debutantes ball, I said, "Well, I need to finish my shopping if I am going to get everything done before tonight's meeting."
Gwen agreed, "See you tonight."
Serena asked, once her mother was out of ear shot, "What do you have there?"
"Oh, just something for Miranda," I said, moving it behind my back.
"Let me see it Pet Petra," she ordered.
"Please not here, your mother is just over there," I said.
"Then obey simple fucking instructions," Serena snapped.
Reluctantly, I showed her the diamond necklace I was planning to purchase for Miranda.
She shrugged, "Cute," and walked away.
Rattled, I quickly paid for the overpriced piece of jewelry and left before I could get in any more trouble with Serena.
I was half way to my car when I got a text. I knew without even looking at it who it was from. I considered not reading it or responding to it; yet, I was intrigued to read it and compelled to respond.
Pet Petra,
You left in a hurry.
Are you hungry?
Craving some cunt?
Meet me at Bellmont Hall in one hour...I know you have a key.
Mistress Serena
Like Pavlov's theory, the words now in my mind, my mouth instantly watered, my legs weakened and my mind shifted from dignified upper class woman to hungry, obedient submissive.
I replied, even though trepidation coursed through my very being:
I'll be there Mistress.
Pet Petra
I was in my car when another text came. I checked it:
Of course you will be.
A chill went up my spine at her assumptions, her correct assumptions, as I shifted into drive and drove to my next stop.
An hour later, I was walking up the steps of Bellmont Hall giddy with excitement of what I was about to do. I hadn't come in almost two weeks and my cunt was definitely in the driver's seat. I also had accepted, like it or not, my need and lust for Serena. My dreams were always of her since that fateful day, my thoughts were always of submission and my hunger was overpowering my day to day life.
I unlocked the door and was surprised to see not only Serena, but her mother, Gwen, too. Instantly, I shifted from eager to please, to strong willed mother, praying that Serena was not going to humiliate me in front of her mother.
My prayers were not answered.
"Pet Petra, on your knees," Serena ordered.
This was the moment. It was one thing to submit the first time in front of an already submitting Portia; it was also one thing to submit and give in to my held in lust and desires on the airplane, but in front of Gwen, in Bellmont Hall, was a completely different, life altering, power shifting decision.
"Now, cunt-licker," Serena demanded, her voice stern, clearly not appreciating the delay in obeying.
Reluctantly, my need to obey overriding my dignity, I lowered myself onto my knees, avoiding eye contact as my face burned with shame.
"Holy shit," Gwen gasped, "You really did it."
"Of course, I did. There has not been a MILF bitch I couldn't turn into my personal plaything," Serena confidently said, glancing oddly at her mother.

Gwen's face went red but she didn't say anything which I thought was odd, but I was brought back to my own situation when Serena asked me a question.

"Have you come since I ordered you not to?" Serena asked.
"No," I answered, this time honestly.
"Look me in the eyes when you answer me slut," Serena ordered.
I lifted my heavy head up and looked at her, trying to avoid eye contact with Gwen.
"Now, answer me again. I need to see your eyes," Serena said, walking closer to me.
"I have not come since ordered not to, Mistress Serena," I answered, drawn in by the beauty of Serena.
"You haven't, have you?" Serena said impressed.
"No Mistress," I admitted, happy she believed me.
"Well, you deserve a treat, my pet," Serena purred, again talking to me like I was a real pet. "Does pet want a treat?"
"Yes," I whispered, ashamed by her belittling tone, and yet desperately hungry for a treat.
"Mom, do you want your cunt eaten?" Serena asked, surprising me.
"I have wanted to put her in her place for years," Gwen not surprisingly said. "Crawl to me, bitch."
Horrified, I looked up at Serena for a reprieve, but I wasn't really expecting any, before I began the humiliating crawl of shame.
Reaching Gwen, she said, "Beg to eat my cunt, Petra."
Even after all the humiliation I had suffered at the hands of Serena, this was worse. Yet, my need to obey overrode my shame and I begged, my cunt getting wetter, "Please, Gwen, may I lick your cunt."
"Is that the best you can do?" Gwen condoned.
Serena said, "I'm going to visit my other debutant slave."
I glanced to watch Serena walk away as Gwen snapped, "Focus on me bitch."
I turned back to Gwen.
"Beg bitch," she ordered again.
"Please Gwen, may your bitch serve you and lick your cunt," I replied trying to say the right things even as my head spun with disastrous consequences of what I was about to do.
"Follow me," Gwen ordered, walking over to a couch, pulling up her dress and sitting down. She too was wearing thigh highs and was sans underwear. Reluctantly, I crawled, even as pussy juice leaked out of me. Was I turned on by submitting to my arch enemy too?
Reaching her, I stared at her heels and awaited further instructions.
"You always thought you were better than me, didn't you?" Gwen asked.
"No," I lied.
"Tell the truth, bitch," she snapped.
Looking up, I admitted, "No more than you think you are better than me."
"But I am better than you," she said condescendingly, grabbing my hair and pulling me between her legs.
Her scent was much stronger than her daughter's and less intoxicating, she also had a hairy pussy, and yet my mouth watered with hunger to taste her.
"Start licking, bitch," Gwen said, as she shoved my face into her hairy cunt.
I obeyed, as I began creating a path in her pubic hair to her cunt. More awkward than a shaved pussy, but twice as pungent scent wise, I began licking her pussy. Her taste, like her daughter's was addictive and as soon as it hit my taste buds I wanted more.
"You are an eager cunt-licking bitch," Gwen moaned a couple of minutes into my submission.
I moaned at the name calling against my will.
"You are such a pretentious little uppity bitch," Gwen laughed, adding, "judging others all the while you are the biggest fake of them all."
Her words were sharp like knives. I had always been critical of other women and their two faced personas and now she was calling me one of them. Yet, on my knees between her legs it was tough to argue. Instead, I kept licking.
"Got nothing to say?" She chuckled, the question seemingly rhetorical.
I didn't. My hunger to please, to submit was way too strong to break. I was handcuffed by my sexual desires and I was no longer the pretentious woman judging others.
"I didn't think so," she said, adding, "especially with your mouth full."
Being humiliated by Gwen was worse than being humiliated by Serena, yet the pleasure pulsing through me was equally as great. I took her clit in between my lips and applied pressure on it and she moaned, "Shit, you got me close, biiiitch."
I concentrated on getting her off, on fulfilling my appetite for her pussy juice, as I flicked her clit with my tongue again and again.
Her moans increased exponentially, high pitched whimpers actually that were quite entertaining, as I brought her to the brink of euphoria.
"Oh God, you biiiitch," she squealed, "Don't you dare fuuucking stoooop."
I didn't and was rewarded seconds later with her cum as it flowed out of her and onto my lips and tongue. Her amusing whimpers continued as I continued licking up all her pussy juice like the addicted lesbian I was.
Finally, she pushed me away and said weakly, "Too sensitive."
My face sticky with her cum, I sat there on my knees, awaiting further instructions, exactly like a pet.
A minute later, she looked down at me as she stood up, allowing her dress to drop back down, and smirked, "Well, this changes everything."
I didn't say anything, as she walked to the bathroom.
On my knees I was unsure what to do. Was she done with me? Did Serena want me? My need to be needed was leading my emotions and paralyzing my ability to make a decision on my own.
I sat on my knees for almost five minutes before Serena walked back into the ballroom. She laughed, "You really are obedient, aren't you?"
"I guess," I agreed, even though the answer was obvious.
"You guess," she laughed even harder as she reached me. She slipped out of her heel and ordered, "Lick the sole of my heel."
Another humiliating task, yet I obeyed, leaning down and licking the sole of her heel. My pussy leaked, the more humiliating the act the wetter I became it seemed.
Gwen's voice startled me, "Fuck, you really are one submissive bitch."
I continued licking like a cat licking milk, the sweaty sole somehow turning me on even as I was humiliated in front of my arch enemy.
"Enough," Serena ordered, as she slipped her foot back into her heel. "Do you want to come?"
"God, yes," I said, my pussy again on fire.
"On your back," she ordered.
I obeyed without hesitation.
Gwen scoffed at my obedience.
"Get yourself off, Pet Petra, with the heel of your shoe," Serena ordered.
Permission to come given after almost two weeks of simmering, I obeyed the extremely embarrassing order, bending my leg, slipping out of my high heel and moving it directly to my burning pussy. I frantically rubbed my clit with the heel of the shoe, my eyes closed, ignoring the reality I was masturbating in front of Gwen and Serena.

"Fuck yourself with it, cum slut," Serena ordered.
I obeyed, so far gone that the idea of fucking myself with the five inch heel seemed natural.

"Slut," Serena said.
"Bitch," Gwen added.
"Cunt licker," Serena continued, each name sending jolts of electrical pleasure to my cunt that was already on the rise of euphoria as I pumped the heel in and out.
"Bimbo," Gwen called me, a term I had used against many of the other mothers in our group.
"Slave, pet, cunt, whore, dyke," Serena listed as my moans increased with each one, the tidal wave of pleasure crashing down on me with earthquake power.
"Aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaah," I screamed as the orgasm riddled through me.
I heard the click of heels fading away as my body quivered with the afterglow of pleasure. I heard the door open and close and I quickly turned around worried someone was coming in, but thankfully it was them leaving.
I remained on the ground for another minute before weakly standing up and slipping my foot back into the new fuck toy. Taking a deep breath, I was about to leave when Portia said, "She got you too."
I turned and said with a reluctant smile, "So it seems."
"I am to announce at the meeting tonight that the alphabetical order tradition is to be changed," she said.
"I figured that may happen," I sighed, the consequences of my indiscretions coming to light. "What is the rationale?" I asked.
"She is writing a script for me to read," Portia sighed back.
"Really?" I asked, although it shouldn't surprise me.
"I am just a pawn in her game of debutante power," she admitted, before adding, "I am so sorry I got you pulled into her sinister web."
I laughed, "You didn't make me fall to my knees in front of her."
"I suppose," she said.
"So are there others?" I asked.
"I believe so. She implies there are, but she has kept her word of keeping my submission to her a secret to all, except of course you and her mother," Portia explained.
"I just got to get past the debutantes ball without my daughter being drawn into my mess," I said.
"Be careful," Portia warned.
"Why?" I asked.
"She never said as much completely, but it seemed obvious to me that she has plans for Miranda," Portia said.
"Fuck," I cursed, guilt washing over me at the thought of Miranda getting drawn into this sick circle of sin.
"I never told you this," Portia said.
"Of course," I nodded, my head already spinning with how to protect my daughter from the predator that was Serena.
.....
That night, in a new outfit after dirtying the last one while writhing on the floor, I went with Miranda to a parent and debutant meeting. I purposely avoided Gwen and Serena during appetizers until the meeting was called to order. Just a few minutes into the meeting, I got a text. I usually don't check my phone when I am in such a meeting, but I forgot to turn my phone onto vibrate.



I apologized to Portia who I interrupted, and checked the message.
Pet Petra,
Go to the bathroom now and masturbate yourself to orgasm.
Mistress Serena
I sighed at the task and cursed myself for forgetting to shut my phone off. If I had, I never would have known I had a task.
I looked over to Serena who just nodded implying I needed to obey now.
I whispered to Miranda, "I need to deal with this."
"Now?" She asked, surprised I would leave.
"Oh honey, I have heard all this a thousand times," I smiled, squeezing her hand before heading to the bathroom.
In the bathroom, I went directly to the far stall when my cell buzzed again. I laughed to myself that I didn't turn it off after the last buzz.
Pet Petra,
Since you enjoyed fucking yourself with your heel...you may not use your fingers to reach orgasm.
You can use the new plunger sitting in the corner of the last stall I imagine you are currently in.
Mistress Serena
P.S.: Take a picture of your new fuck toy.
I sighed as I read the addition to the task. I glanced at the plunger which was sitting in the corner upright. She has got to be kidding? The long wood handle was the width of a cock, but still how humiliating. I wasn't sure if the text meant I must use the plunger or I could use the plunger. Hoping the latter was the case, I searched my purse for items that would be good to fuck myself but all I had was lipstick which would hardly do the trick. I sighed, as I grabbed the least likely sex toy in the world, lifted up my dress/skirt and sat on the toilet. I was just about to start rubbing myself when I received another text. I prayed it was Serena saying she was kidding, alas it was more instructions.
Pet Petra,
Text me for permission when you are close.
Mistress Serena
I sighed again, worried I would get close and she would again leave me brimming to come and yet not let me. Deciding to just complete the task, I began rubbing the top of the plunger up and down my already very wet pussy lips. Surprisingly, the wood makeshift cock felt good and after less than thirty seconds I wanted to feel it in me. I slid it slowly inside me and moaned at having something inside me even if it was a plunger. Closing my eyes, I lifted my legs up (thank you aerobics) and began slowly fucking myself. I pumped the plunger in and out of my cunt, again ignoring the humiliation of what I was doing and instead getting off at obeying. I pumped my cunt for a couple of minutes before grabbing my phone and texting, albeit slowly as I continued fucking myself:
Mistress Serena
May I come?
Pet Petra
I kept fucking myself while I waited with bated breath for permission. She responded:
Picture first Miranda's Mom.
I didn't hesitate, or worry about the consequences of sending such a photo, as I snapped a picture of the plunger, a good five inches plus within me. I sent the picture, eager to get permission at any cost.
A moment later, she responded again:
Pet Slut Cunt-licking Dyke Petra,
You may come when I phone you.
Put your phone on your clit and hold it there until you come.
Let Mistress Serena make you come.
Again I obeyed, putting the phone on my clit and waiting for the vibrations that were bound to follow. I continued fucking myself with the plunger that was the best cock I had had in a long time and as soon as my phone began playing the song, Katy Perry's 'Hot and Cold' my second orgasm of the day shuttered through me. The double pleasure of the plunger and the phone created an orgasm unlike any other I had ever experience as I clamped my mouth shut in case anyone else entered the washroom.
The phone kept ringing, the vibrations kept buzzing and I kept coming, as the sensations created the longest orgasm of my forty plus years. Finally, the phone stopped, and a text followed a moment later.
Slave Miranda's Mom,
Your daughter is looking around for you. Maybe you should stop being a complete orgasm whore and be with your daughter.
Mistress Serena
The harsh words were like throwing water on a fire. I pulled the sticky plunger out of my cunt, put the phone, slightly sticky, in my purse, stood up, fixed my skirt/dress and left the stall. I looked in the mirror. My cheeks were red, but otherwise I looked no worse for the wear.
I returned to the meeting and joined my daughter.
"I was just about to come looking for you," Miranda said, clearly annoyed at how long I was gone.
"I came back as soon as I could," I replied, almost laughing at my accidental pun...the reality that I did come back as soon as I came.
"They change the alphabetical order tradition," Miranda said.
"Really?" I asked, acting surprised.
"There will be a drawing at the end of the meeting which will detail the order," Miranda explained.
"I will have a talk with Portia once the meeting is done," I said, pretending to be confident I could influence a decision I couldn't change.
"Good," Miranda said. "I want to go last."
"As you will," I promised, giving her false hope.
The meeting went on for another forty minutes, my pussy juice leaking slightly from the aftermath of my orgasm.
Finally Portia announced, "And now for the order draw."
Another debutant mother, Cameron, brought out a gold box and Portia began pulling out names and announcing the order as Cameron wrote the new order on the board.
I didn't know then if it was pre-arranged or not, but the final two names left were Miranda and Serena (I would learn later that was indeed on purpose). Of course, Miranda's name was called and Serena, getting what she wanted, would go last.
When Miranda's name was called, she cursed, "Dammit, she wins again."
My heart broke at knowing the role I played in allowing it to happen. Yet, I whispered, "this is even better."
"How?" She questioned.
"Now you go right before her and the new you will outshine her," I promised, praying it was true.
"That's unlikely," Miranda said, knowing that Serena had a beauty that surpassed not only her but almost everyone.
I squeezed her hand and I said, "I'll go talk to Portia now. You go mingle."
"With these girls?" Miranda said, her own pretentious attitude that she was better than them coming through.
"Just for a few minutes," I said, standing up and heading to Portia.
I chatted with Portia about other debutante ball details knowing there was no changing the order.
I returned to my daughter who was standing alone, as usual, and asked, "Ready to go?"
"Definitely."
"Me too," I said.
Just then Serena said, "Thank you, Mrs. Zimmerman."
Not wanting to ask why, I replied, "You're welcome."
"I really appreciate you suggesting we change the order tradition," Serena said, stirring the pot.
"It's nothing," I said, glancing to Miranda who looked completely betrayed.
"No, breaking tradition here is harder than finding a needle in the haystack, but your willingness to lead change is really inspiring," Serena said, her phoniness dripping with syrupy sweetness.
"Again, it's nothing," I said, desperate to get out of this conversation and come up with some explanation to Miranda, even though nothing came to mind.
"I really owe you," Serena said, hugging me and whispering in my ear, "Come three times at home tonight. Each time without your fingers or a sex toy and I want pictures cunt."
She moved away and said to Miranda, "Your mom really is something."
Miranda, barely holding it together, said, "She sure is...something," stressing the word something.
Once outside, Miranda asked, furiously, "What the hell was that about?"
"I have no idea. I had nothing to do with the change, I swear," I explained, which was technically true, although I probably could have stopped it...I didn't have anything to do with the change.
"Then why did she say you did?" Miranda asked.
"She is a manipulative bitch who is trying to stir the pot," I said, which was also true. "I just can't fathom what her end game is."
"To humiliate me," Miranda said, breaking down.
"Oh honey, you need to be the bigger girl," I said. "Remember in a few months you will be far away from all this drama."
"If I survive," Miranda said over dramatically.
"You will outshine her on the big day," I promised, even though I wasn't sure that was true.
"I don't even care if I go anymore," Miranda said disillusioned again.
"Then she wins," I pointed out, not wanting to see my daughter give up. I wanted my debutante daughter.
"She always does," Miranda said as we reached the car.
"Well, let's end her winning streak," I quipped, wanting to make my daughter feel like a woman, a lady.
"And how do we do that?" She asked skeptically.
"We start by dressing up in some of your new fashions from Paris," I suggested. "We continue your makeover."
"Fine," She said, although I couldn't tell if she meant fine 'good idea' or fine 'whatever'.
We drove home no longer discussing the debutantes' ball instead talking about school, summer plans in Europe and college...while I tried to figure out how I was going to deal with Serena's declaration of her intent on my daughter.
TASK ONE: VEGETABLE FUN
That night, I barely slept due to a mixture of sex dreams of Serena that often ended with my daughter submitting to her too.
I woke up in a sweat my pussy burning and yet mortified at the sight of my daughter being pulled into Serena's sick twisted game.
Determined to protect my innocent daughter from the clutches of Serena I decided I would confront Serena the next time the possibility presented itself.
Over the weekend, Serena didn't contact me and I again prayed that maybe she was not going to push this any further, even though I was craving submission again as I went through my own sexual withdrawal like an addict trying to quit.
Monday morning, I received a text from her. Relief and anxiety clashed inside me. I read the text:
Pet Petra
Five days, five tasks.
Complete each and I will give you a very BIG treat!
Mistress Serena
My cunt instantly tingled at the word treat which worried me. Yet, after a year of no sex, I yearned for intimacy no matter how twisted a form it came in.
I replied with only a brief moment of hesitation:

I am ready Mistress.
Pet Petra
Typing 'Pet Petra' felt both liberating and binding, just another example of the tornado of feelings spinning through me.
A few minutes later, I received the first message.

Task 1:
This afternoon:
Fuck yourself for five minutes without coming with both ends of a cucumber.
Then Insert ten carrots in your cunt. Let them marinate inside you for half an hour while you cut up the cucumber and put it on a plate.
Then rub yourself to orgasm with the carrots inside you.
When done, take the carrots out and put them on a plate with the cucumber...serve to your daughter.
As I stared at the humiliating task, one that would draw my daughter deeper into my sin, a second task came moments later:
Pet Petra
of course I want a picture of the cucumber in your cunt, one of your special plate of vegetables and one of your daughter eating them.
Mistress Serena
I didn't move for minutes as I read and reread the first task. I surely couldn't do it. I could fuck myself with a cucumber, I could even fill my cunt with carrots, both sick...both twisted...both turning me on...yet making my daughter unknowingly eat vegetables with my pussy juice on them was too much.
I texted back:
Please Mistress. I will obey the vegetable tasks but please don't make me feed my daughter them.
Pleading Pet Petra
I received no response for a couple of hours, Serena was obviously in class, like my daughter would be. Then it came, of course I wasn't expecting any mercy and I didn't get any:
Pet Petra
The pet obeys, the pet DOESN'T question.
That is one.
Annoyed Mistress Serena
I sighed. I knew in my heart she wasn't going to change the task, yet I asked anyway. I went to the fridge to make sure we had a cucumber and carrots which we did before I headed out for a lunch date with a couple of other debutant mothers.
During the lunch, I wondered if either of them were Serena's pets too. Was I the only one besides Portia? Were there more?
I returned home at two, after a bit of shopping, and went to the fridge to complete my task. Taniesha, my maid, I had sent out for groceries and thus I had the house to myself. I grabbed a plate, a knife and pulled the cucumber and carrots out of the fridge, I put them on the island, lifted up my dress, sat down on a chair and rubbed the cucumber up and down my pussy lips. They were lubricated quickly, and I slowly, awkwardly, slid the thick green fuck stick in my cunt. A rush of naughtiness coursed through me at obedience and I began slowly pumping the vegetable in and out of me. Closing my eyes, I forgot it was a cucumber and imagined it was a strap-on and it was not my hand controlling the cock but Serena's. I took a picture of the cucumber half in me, which somehow only turned me on more...the grater the submission, the greater the humiliation, the greater the pleasure.
I don't know how long I was fucking myself but it was definitely over five minutes. I pulled the cucumber out, put it on the counter, and grabbed the bag of baby carrots. Slowly, I slid one after another inside me until the whole bag was gone. I felt so full, so horny and so bad. I cut the cucumber, shame washing over me at what my intent for cutting the cucumber was. Once done, I grabbed my kindle and began reading, again, 50 Shades of Grey, imagining that instead Grey was not a dominant Master but a Mistress.
So drawn into the story, my own twisted version, I lost track of time and was surprised when I heard the front door open. I quickly moved my hand to my cunt and frantically rubbed myself to get off and fulfill the task instructed. Thankfully, the naughty task and the porn I was reading had me already at a fever pitch and I came quickly just as Taniesha walked in...my cunt still full of carrots.
"Hi, ma'am," Taniesha greeted, her arms full of groceries.
"Hi, Taniesha," I greeted, flushed, my orgasm still sending twitches through my body as a carrot leaked out of my cunt and hit the floor.
She put the groceries on the counter opposite of me and said, "I got two more bags to bring in."
"Okay," I said, thankful as I urgently pulled the carrots out of my cunt, which was ridiculously awkward, difficult to do and put them on the plate. I still had a couple in my cunt when Taniesha returned, but I had twelve on the plate. I stood up, one more carrot slipped out of my cunt, and I reached down and grabbed the two sticky cum coated carrots on the floor. I held them in my hand as Taniesha reached me again.
I still had one more carrot in me and prayed it wouldn't fall out as I walked to the bathroom. I said, "I cut some vegetables for Miranda, you are welcome to have some."
"Thank you ma'am," Taniesha nodded, as she grabbed a cucumber and put it in her mouth.
I froze watching with both perverse pleasure and nervousness as she ate it. There was no facial expression change and I sighed thinking maybe it wasn't as obvious as it looked to me.
I went to the bathroom and with much difficulty I got the last carrot out of my cunt. For some perverse reason I can't even begin to fathom I popped it into my mouth. It still tasted like carrot, but it also undoubtedly had a coating on it.
I returned to the kitchen once Taniesha was gone and took a picture of the plate and noticed a carrot and more cucumber was gone. I smiled to myself at the reality my sweet maid had unknowingly tasted my cunt, I should have felt sinful; I should have felt guilty; yet, I felt naughty, but a good naughty, a very good naughty.
That goodness faded when I came downstairs an hour later and saw Miranda at the counter eating from the plate. I earlier had sent the two pictures to Serena but wasn't sure how I could or if I wanted to take a picture of Miranda eating them. Yet, from the stairs I inconspicuously took a picture of Miranda with a carrot in her hand going to her mouth. I felt guilty, yet I watched as she ate a carrot coated with my pussy juice. I watched as she took another, obviously oblivious to the special coating I had made.
Curious as hell, I joined her at the kitchen and greeted, "How was your day, Miranda?"
"Another day of painful drivel with insipid people," she said.
Somehow her pretentiousness to people like me when I was her age irked me and I asked, "Any Serena sightings?"
"No, of course she doesn't take any classes I take," she said, again her condescending attitude suddenly annoyed me. It used to be a sense of pride that she was so smart and yet now it seemed to bother me.
"Well everyone has their strengths and weaknesses," I countered.
"Yes, we need bimbo actresses, vapid cheerleaders and trophy wives," Miranda quipped. I realized then she was just as pretentious as Serena, just on opposite sides of the scale.
I also winced at the shot at other girls in her school as I was briefly an actress, I was a cheerleader and I supposedly had been a trophy wife by definition, although I married him out of love, not money. Deciding to change the topic, I asked, "Like the carrots? They are organically coated."
"Is that what makes them taste differently?" She asked. "They are really unique."
"Unique good?" I asked.
She popped the last one in her mouth and joked, "Are there any more?"
"I can get some more tomorrow I imagine," I answered.
"Since when did you go organic vegetable shopping," she asked.
"Oh Miranda, I am full of surprises," I replied, the innuendo dripping like the pussy coating of my carrots.
I sent the third picture to Serena without hesitation, annoyed at Miranda's pretentiousness and wanting to finish task 1, already curious what task two was.
Serena didn't respond until after ten at night:
Good slut.
That was all I got for completing my task. I was a bit crestfallen as I expected more. Disappointed, I went to bed curious what tomorrow's task would be.

TASK TWO: STICKY PILLOW GOO
The next morning I woke up feeling guilt at what I did to my daughter and at being angry at her for not liking her bullies. Yet, just as that guilt was overbearing me, a text came. Instantly, I shifted from guilt ridden to eager and I clicked on the text.
Pet Petra
Did Miranda enjoy her special snack?
Mistress Serena
I replied, remembering her praising the unique tasting carrots:
Mistress
She loved them. Said she wished there were more. I told her they were organic, which is technically true. I promised her I would get her more.
Perverted Pet Petra
My cunt tingled at the naughtiness of the conversation and yet guilt hit me at selling out my daughter.
Serena replied:
Well get her addicted to your cunt juice. Maybe one day she will be getting it directly from the source.
My pussy twitched at the unthinkable incest reference. Yet, my naughty mind was playing tricks on me as an image of Miranda on her knees between my legs flashed in my head. I quickly shook it out as I realized that my withdrawal was making me cross one too many lines.
I replied back:
Mistress
I could never commit incest.
Pet Petra
A moment later as I ignored the growing fire down below, Serena responded:
Silly Pet,
You already have let her taste your cunt juice...thus you have already committed incest...plus if I know you your cunt is wet...is it slut?
Frustratingly she was right on both counts. I technically had committed the ultimate sin of incest and my cunt was a burning inferno of desire.
I sighed, as I admitted:
Mistress
Disturbingly, yes.
Pet Petra
A moment later another response:



Dumb Pet,
It is who you are. A submissive cum hungry slut regardless of whose cunt or cock is in front of you or in you,
Do you want to come?
I typed as fast as I could, praying for permission for sexual release:
Yes, Mistress.

A moment later, task 2 was sent to me:

Task 2:
Every hour on the hour until she comes home you will go to Miranda's room, lay on her bed and get yourself off. Each time you come you will wipe that slut box of yours on her pillow or anything else on her bed that she sleeps with.
My desire to come as usual overtook common sense or consequences as I looked at the clock it was five to nine.
I replied:
I will obey, Mistress.
She replied, as I prepared to commit another sick sin:
One more thing whore,
You will find a pair of Miranda's soiled panties and wear them on your head each time you pleasure your slut box. The crotch of her soiled panties on your nose and mouth.
I gasped. The sick and twisted task became more twisted at the addition. Yet again, common sense on leave, I left my room and went to make sure Miranda had left for school. She was often gone before I got up; like her father she was an early riser, which I wasn't.
Taniesha didn't start till noon on Tuesdays and Thursdays so I had the house to myself.
My cunt still burning with need, I went to Miranda's room and directly to her laundry basket, which I never touch, found a pair of her pink panties and went to her bed.
Still in my nightie, I slipped out of my robe and lay on Miranda's bed. I looked at her panties and noticed they were wet at the crotch. Instinctively I moved them to my nose and inhaled her scent. She had obliviously masturbated this morning. I instantly wondered what she pleasured herself about and what triggered a morning orgasm. Did she usually come in the morning?
Obeying another humiliating order of submission, I put my daughter's panties over my head, her wet remnants of self pleasure on my nose and lips, I began rubbing myself. Her scent overpowering to my senses, I closed my eyes and began licking, sucking my daughter's panties hungry to retrieve any lingering remnants of her cum. My orgasm hit me hard again as I imagined licking Miranda's cum directly from the source.
As my orgasm hit, I reached for her pillow, put it between my legs, and fucked the pillow to completion.
Once spent, reality set in and I quickly pulled Miranda's panties off my head and pulled her pillow out from between my legs.
Guilt again hit me and I went directly to the shower to, like Lady Macbeth, wash away my sin. Of course, Lady Macbeth couldn't wash away her sins and neither could I.
An hour later, I repeated the self pleasure in Miranda's room, this time riding her childhood teddy bear she called Snuggles to orgasm.
I replicated my naughtiness at eleven and just before twelve, before Taniesha would arrive, coming all over Miranda's pillow both times.
I left and went and got carrots as I already envisioned my three o'clock masturbation plan.
Returning a couple minutes after one, Taniesha was outside doing gardening and I scurried to Miranda's room, put the now thoroughly licked by me panties on my head and had my fifth orgasm in five hours.
At two o'clock I again repeated the task, this time finding another pair of Miranda's panties, blue this time, and putting them on my head.
It was at three o'clock, with a dozen plus baby carrots in my cunt that life got even more complicated. The orgasm with my cunt so full was more intense I screamed and Taniesha came rushing into Miranda's room asking, "Are you okay, ma'am?"
I looked up, Miranda's panties over my head, her pillow between my legs and was speechless.
She stammered, her face showing complete shock, "S-s-sorry ma'am," and left me a muddled mess of embarrassment.
I pulled the carrots out of my cunt, put them on the plate I had brought with me and headed downstairs. After putting the carrots on the counter, I pulled out a cucumber and cut it up and saw that Taniesha was back outside but I decided I had to clear the air with her.
I called her into the house and she came in and asked, not making eye contact, "Yes, ma'am."
"I just want to explain what you saw and apologize," I said.
"No need, ma'am," she said, still clearly uncomfortable,
"I do need to explain. It has been a long time since I have been with anyone and well I couldn't resist any longer," I explained, before adding, "but you shouldn't have had to see that."
"Understood, ma'am," she nodded.
"This will remain between the two of us, I hope?" I asked.
"Of course, ma'am" she agreed.
"You may go," I said, confident that my little indiscretion would remain between the two of us.
I again watched Miranda eat my cum covered carrots, this time more turned on by it and less guilty. Would I commit the act of incest? It had never remotely been a thought in my head but as I watched her eagerly saviour my cum without her knowledge and reminisced again to her wet panties on my head as I began to have inappropriate thoughts of my daughter.
It also didn't help that she had listened to my advice and was dressed way more provocatively than she ever had before.
That night, I texted Serena:
I completed the task Mistress. I even got caught masturbating with her panties over my head by the maid.
Pet Petra
After ten, she replied:
Good girl slut. You are 2/5 on your way to your BIG reward.

TASK 3: GLORYHOLE ECSTASY
The next morning I slept in late, accountable I am sure to too many orgasms yesterday.
My phone was flashing I had a message:
Task 3:
Tonight you will go to 69 Playhouse, tell Bill at the counter that Serena sent you and then you will go to a gloryhole where you will suck five cocks.
Have fun
Like the first two tasks, I stared over and over at the words. I hadn't sucked a cock in over a year and even that was rare as Dave liked to just fuck. Yet, I did love sucking cock back in high school and to a lesser extent college, as I spent most of my time between Angela's legs. I liked the power of knowing I controlled his orgasm, I had all the power even when I was in a submissive position like on my knees.
Also, like the two tasks at first I was mortified...sucking stranger's cocks is not what a classy lady does. Yet, I also felt my pussy tingle at the thought of obeying a command, of sucking a cock again reliving my past more carefree days.
A bit later, Serena texted me again:
Pet Petra
Don't worry about photos this time. Bill will tape all your transgressions. I will get you your own blu ray copy if you wish.
Mistress Serena
My face paled at the reality of it all being videotaped...by someone I didn't know. Yet, I figured Serena already had enough evidence on me to disgrace me...this would only compound it.
I texted back:
Mistress Serena
Will only you have a copy?
Paranoid Pet Petra
A few minutes later, as I was about to shower, a response came back:
Pet Petra
Like I own you, I own him.
Be good and your true slut nature remains just between you, me, Portia and my mother.
Mistress Serena
P.S.: Feel free to fuck yourself to orgasm with a gloryhole cock if you wish after you complete your task.
Strangely, the added permission, instead of adding to humiliation, added to my excitement. I hadn't been fucked by a real cock (a plunger and cucumber not withstanding), in over a year and the thought of a real cock, even a stranger's cock had me very wet.
Without instructions, I went to my daughter's room and found a new pair of panties. Like yesterday, they were very wet and indeed she had come this morning.
I took them to my room and put them under my bed for later.
That day, I had a school board meeting and I saw Serena down the hall talking with other cheerleaders. Thankfully, she didn't see me as I turned into the office where the meeting would be.
At home, I made Miranda special carrots again and watched her eat them again which got my cunt wet.
After dinner, I told her I had a meeting, which was not out of the ordinary, and dressed in a black dress, thigh high stockings and five inch heels I headed to suck cock.
Oddly, I was not remotely nervous, but rather eager for the chance to suck anonymous cock.
I reached 69 Playhouse, which was almost an hour away from my home, and walked in. The store was classy as adult shops go and I went to the till and asked, "Are you Bill?"
The older gentleman said, "I am, who is asking?"
"Serena sent me," I whispered, as another man moved behind me in line.
"Oh my," he said, suddenly checking me out. "Follow me,"
I did, down a side hallway and to a room. The room had a water cooler on the side, a stool, and just above, a hole.
He said, "Are you ready? There is a longer than usual line today?"
My cunt dripped at his words even as trepidation coursed through me at another twisted task I was obeying for an eighteen year old bitch. "Ready and willing," I smiled, trying to sound like this wasn't my first time.
"Great," he said, "get comfortable. You can stay as little or as long as possible."
"Thank you, sexy," I flirted.
"Oh no, thank you," he replied ominously, before leaving.
I poured myself some water and when I turned around there was a cock already poking through the hole.
I smiled, moved to my seat, sat down and took it in my mouth.
A moan on the other side sent a chill down my back as I began slowly sucking his cock. It felt strange having a clock in my mouth, but like riding a bike or eating cunt, you never forget how to do it.
I focused on the first three inches, bobbing back and forth, getting accustomed to a cock in my mouth.
A voice on the other side ordered, "Take it all, slut."
As usual, name calling only enhanced my eagerness and I began taking more of his cock in my mouth, eventually taking all six inches in.
"That's better, slut," he groaned, as I bobbed back and forth wanting to taste his cum.
A couple more minutes of deep throat cocksucking and he grunted, "Swallow bitch," and I of course obliged.
He sprayed his hot seed down my throat and I eagerly drained his cock. Once spent, he pulled out and a moment later a smaller, older cock appeared.
I sucked cock after cock for forty-five minutes taking seven loads down my throat before deciding to deal with the fire down below. A black cock popped in front of me and one of my items on my long ago made sexual bucket list was possible. Fuck a black guy. I took it in my mouth and got it nice and hard for me. Then I asked, "Can I fuck your big cock?"
"You a white bitch?" he asked from the other side.
"Yes, sir," I responded, desperate to convince him to let me fuck myself on his cock.
"And let me guess you have never had a nice big black cock in that tight white cunt of yours?" he properly assessed.
"No sir," I answered, "I have not."
"Go ahead, bitch," he said.
I quickly stood up, lifted up my dress and moved backwards toward his cock. It was awkward at first, and it poked my never touched back door first, but once it slid inside my inferno of lust I moaned and moved back more letting myself take as much of his nine inches as I could.
"That's it, bitch, swallow my cock with that white cunt of yours," he demanded, seemingly used to having white girls eagerly fuck him.
Wanting it all, I continued bouncing back on his cock until my ass was hitting the wall and I was taking all his cock. "Fuck, yeeeeees," I screamed, the biggest cock I had ever experienced going deeper than I imagined possible.
"Keep riding slut," he groaned, as I fucked myself on his cock.
My moans increased and for the first time in my life I came from intercourse (I had only come from oral sex, my fingers and toys before now). "Fuuuuuck," I screamed, "I'm cooooooming."
The euphoria quaked through me as I slowed down, resting my ass against the wall. He took over thrusting his big sword in and out of me even as my orgasm continued its trickle-down effect.
He grunted, "I'm close, bitch."
Not wanting to have him inside me, I moved away, knelt down, took his cock in my hand just as cum shot out like a rocket and coated my face.
I felt so dirty and exhilarated at just letting go and being a slut, I licked the black lollipop to retrieve the last of his sweet cream.
Exhausted, body aching, I ignored the new cock in the hole, stood up and went to the table and wiped the cum off my face with a tissue. Cleaned up, I headed out of the gloryhole room, where a Bill was waiting and said, "If you want to hide your identity, go out the side door here."
"Thanks, Bill," I smiled.
"No, thank you," he smiled back.
I wonder if I sucked him off, assumed I did, and left out the back door radiating in submissive contentment.
TASK 4: MAID TO ORDER
My phone woke me up, at seven-thirty as it rang and rang, I grabbed it, and groggily answered, "Hello."
"Check your text slut and get your ass over here," Serena ordered, before hanging up.
I clicked on my texts and saw I had a couple of new ones. One was from a friend Beth, the other was from Serena.
Task 4,
Today you are my mother's maid for a day. Get your ass over here now.
I sighed. This didn't look like fun.
I got up, quickly showered and headed downstairs. Miranda was still home.
She quipped, her sarcasm already wide awake, "I didn't know you knew being awake this early was possible."
"Coffee, get me coffee," I said, still not really awake and not myself until the caffeine kicked in.
Miranda got me some and said, "I'm off."
"Have a great today," I said, as I took my first drink of coffee.
"You too," Miranda said, dressed in a short leather skirt that really showed off her legs.
I complimented. "I like the new fashionable Miranda."
"So do the boys," she quipped with a smile, before heading out.
I smiled at her transformation as I drank my coffee before heading out for a day I was very nervous about.
I drove to the Madison's mansion, which was smaller than ours I was proud to say, and nervously walked up the long walkway to my fourth task.
Reaching the door, I rang the doorbell and was greeted by their maid. She said, "Follow me."
I was surprised by her blunt demeanour, but followed her down a long hallway and to a small room. "Mrs. Madison wants you in this outfit."
I cringed as I saw the maid outfit. Apparently task four was about humbling me. I nodded as she left and I undressed out of my designer clothes and put on the polyester maid outfit. I felt humiliated at being treated like a servant and the day hadn't even began.
I walked out of the room and the maid said, "Your first task is cleaning the washrooms in their entirety."
"Really?" I questioned, grossed out by the task.
The maid, treating me like I was one of them, said, "Yes, and do a thorough job." She led me to the bathroom cleaning supplies and gave me a map of the five washrooms in the house.
I sighed, but spent the next two hours cleaning bathtubs, sinks, mirrors, floors and toilets. I understood suddenly just how hard Taniesha works and got a newfound respect for her work.
Finished, I put the supplies away and the maid said, "Now you are to wash Ms. Serena's floor by hand."
Another hour passed by with me on my knees, but not in a good way.
Gwen showed up just as I was finishing and she asked, "On your knees where you always should be, I see."
I still hated Gwen but I ignored her words instead finishing the cleaning.
"When you are done here, meet me in the kitchen," Gwen instructed.
"Yes, ma'am," I said, staying in my maid persona.
Gwen walked away and once I finished a few minutes later I headed to the kitchen. Her maid was making lunch and Gwen was at the table.
Gwen asked, "Are you hungry?"
"Somewhat," I answered.
"Your lunch is under the table and between my legs," Gwen said nonchalantly.
My face flushed as I looked to the maid who didn't seem fazed at all.
"Now, bitch," Gwen ordered.
Reluctantly, I moved to the table, got on all fours and crawled between her legs. Gwen instructed, "Take your time, bitch."
"Yes, Mistress," I replied, as I began licking and naturally shifting into my submissive role.
I don't know how long I was under there, over forty minutes, licking slowly as Gwen had lunch and talked on the phone. Finally, she ordered, "Finish your lunch, bitch."
I switched from slow and steady to hungry as I sucked on her clit and got her off in a couple of minutes. She came hard flooding my face with her pussy juice.
Once done, she stood up and said, "Crawl out from under the table, bitch."
I obeyed, my face shiny with her juices.
"Vacuum the house, do the dishes and you may go," Gwen said.
"Yes, ma'am," I said, getting off my knees.
Gwen left again and I finished the tasks, desperate to get out of this outfit and out of this house.
That night, I went to the movies with a couple of friends, forgetting ever so briefly, my submissive new life.

TASK 5: TOY DRIVE
I was already showered before the task came along after nine o'clock. I curiously read it, looking forward to finishing the final task and receiving my promised treat:
TASK 5A
You are to go to Satin and Sin on the strip. There you are to purchase me a toy to use on you. You will also buy a sex toy for your daughter as a debutante gift and give it to her this weekend (using it on her is up to you). You will also choose a sexy outfit to wear tonight when you receive your special treat for your obedience.
I read the task and found it tamer than previous tasks but two things were bothersome;
-it was called 5A implying there was more to come
-giving my daughter a sex toy would be super awkward
A second text of the task came moments later:
TASK 5B
In addition, also buy a toy that needs batteries. Go door to door once you get home, with your toy in your hand and ask to borrow some batteries until you get some.
A chill went down my spine at that one. Although being a widow now, relying on a toy would not be judged that harshly I hoped...although walking about with a toy might.
I was just getting ready to leave, I had a brief meeting at the bank, when another text came.
TASK 5C
Book a room at the Ritz for tonight. Be there at nine o'clock. Be dressed in your new outfit. One that should 'wow' me with your sluttiness. One that makes it clear you are my slut.
P.S.: Also, there will be a bag already there for you. Ask for Janie. DO NOT OPEN THIS BAG. BRING IT TO ME WHEN WE MEET TONIGHT.
I quickly booked a room at the Ritz, a five star hotel as my body quivered with trepidation and my cunt leaked with anticipation at the day ahead.
I grabbed my keys and was just getting in the car when I got yet another text.
TASK 5D
Obey EVERYTHING Janie orders you to do.
I sighed as I assumed I would soon be in all likelihood submitting to yet another stranger.
Two hours later I was at Satin & Sin, a fancy upper class sex shop. Truthfully, I could use some new toys for myself, my sexual appetite rekindling excessively since the first partial submission to Serena.
I had a few sex toys from a toy party actually at Gwen's house a few months before my husband passed but none of them prepared me for the options women have now.
I won't go into long boring detail but I bought myself some crazy things:
-a wall suction cup cock (the idea of fucking myself from behind a major turn-on...especially after the one I rode on the airplane)
-a wi-vibe which apparently has the power to pleasure both inside and outside my cunt
-a vibrating egg with remote control
-a strap-on cock that I hoped Serena would use on me tonight
-a waterproof vibrator for Miranda (actually I bought two...one for me as well).



Choosing a costume was harder. What was she expecting me to dress like? There was slutty everything, but I decided to go a bit out there when I choose a naughty nun outfit. In case, that wasn't slutty enough for her, I also bought a slutty nurse outfit and a slutty cowgirl outfit.
I finished by buying a dozen pairs of thigh high stockings in a variety of colours and headed to the cashier. I asked the plump but pretty girl, "Are you, Janie?"
"You must be Pet Petra," she smiled, looking me up and down like I was a piece of meat.
"I am," I said, sensing her predatory needs.
"Cameron come up front please," Janie called out.
A moment later, a young woman in her early twenties came out.
"Please cover the register for me, I have to help a customer with something in the back," Janie explained.
"Sure you do," she smirked back, any doubt that this was going to be sexual gone in three sarcastic words.
"Behave and maybe I'll let her service you too," Janie said, talking about me, a complete stranger, as if I weren't there.
"You better," Cameron said, checking me out with intrigue.
"Follow me," Janie ordered.
"Yes, ma'am," I replied by repulse.
Once in the back room, Janie said, handing me a dildo contraption, "Have you ever seen one of these?"
"Is it a strap-on?" I asked.
"Of sorts," Janie said, as she pulled down her skirt and panties before sitting down on a leather couch.
"Um, I, don't," I said, trying to complete a sentence.
"Don't worry, slut, Serena told me I could use you as I please," she revealed. "And now it is time for you to please."
I stared at her hairy cunt that was spread open. Obviously she had never even had a trim. "Knees, slut."
I obeyed, my ability to reject orders seemingly long gone, my cunt already leaking at submitting to this chubby, pretty stranger.
"Crawl," she instructed.
I, of course, obeyed, until I reached her feet, the toy still in my hand.
"Hand me your new toy," she instructed.
I gave it to her.
She leaned forward and put it on my head. I knelt helplessly as I realized my face was being turned into a cock.
Once done, she looked down at me and said, "I'm assuming by the stunned look on your face this is a new contraption for you."
My mouth covered and replaced with a cock, I nodded in the affirmative.
"Fuck me, slut," she ordered, as she lied back on the couch offering me her hairy cunt.
Oddly, my mouth watered with the hunger to taste her, but that was impossible in my current predicament, and instead I awkwardly moved my head until my cock was at her pussy. She moved her hands to get my cockhead at her entrance and she ordered, "Slowly push forward."
I just obeyed again, my face moving forward as I watched the cock slowly disappear into her forest.
"Thaaaat's it, slut," she moaned, "fill my cunt completely with that cock."
I obeyed, until I could smell her wet exotic scent captured by her pubic hair.
"Good slut," she moaned. "Now, fuck me with your face, cunt."
It was awkward; it was humiliating; it was exhilarating. Her moans, which were more like squeals, echoed around and after only a couple minutes of face fucking, if that is what it is called, she began bucking her ass forward to meet my forward thrusts.
She squealed, "Don't stop sluuuuut, don't you dare fuuuucking stop."
I didn't and she screamed a few seconds later, loud enough the customers on the other side had to hear her, "Oooooooh yeeeeeeeeeeeeeeees."
Her high pitched squeal was funny and yet I refrained from laughing as I continued fucking her cunt as she came.
Once she was finally done, she pushed me away and I fell haphazardly onto my ass.
She said, "That toy is on the house."
"Thank you," I said, already imagining what it would be like to fuck Serena with it.
"Clean my cum from the cock first though," she ordered as she stood up and got dressed.
I took the strange contraption off my head and put it to my mouth. Smaller than the many cocks I sucked a couple of days ago, I easily cleaned her juice off it.
"Stay," she ordered, like I was a dog as she giggled at her order and left.
I waited like a loyal dog for instruction my mind in a cumulus fog.
The young Cameron came in and said, "So you are a pet?"
"Yes, ma'am," I admitted, even as she looked at me condemningly.
"And you will obey my every order?" She asked.
"Yes, ma'am," I agreed, remembering task 5d.
"Roll over," she ordered.
Shame burned through me again as I did indeed obey by rolling over.
"Play dead," she said.
I fell onto my back, my arms and legs up in the air, my naked cunt in clear view to the stranger.
"Chase your tail," she demanded, laughing slightly.
I crawled in circles as if I had a tail.
"Hmmmmm, you probably need a real tail," she said. "Stay."
I again obeyed, the humiliation this time somehow more extreme and yet more erotic than all my past submissions.
She returned with a strange looking thing and a bottle of lube. She lifted up my dress and poured lube down my ass cheeks which was when I realized her devious intent. I wanted to protest, my ass something I had always refused to give up, even to Angela, even when drunk.
Yet, now I seemed compelled to just give in. My body was no longer mine, it was a possession of Serena's and it could be used however she or her friends felt.
"Ever had a butt plug in your ass?" Cameron asked.
"No, ma'am," I admitted.
"Well then we will change your answer for future questions," she said, as I felt a plastic toy between my ass cheeks. "Relax or this will burn more."
"Okay," I whimpered, in anticipation of the pain.
"Here it goes, soon to be ass slut," she said, as she pushed forward and my ass was filled by a thankfully thin plug. She explained, "I started you small but I know there are bigger ones in your bag Mistress Serena had made for you."
My eyes went big as she stood up and ordered again, "Chase your tail and bark."
It was humiliating, yet I obeyed like I always do, pussy juice leaking out of my cunt from the degrading act. I barked at my ass as I chased what I learned was a dog tail as I spun in circle after circle...trying to make the impossible possible.
"Good puppy, does puppy need a treat?" She said, talking to me like I was a brand new puppy.
"Woof," I replied, before even realizing I had done it.
Cameron burst out laughing as she, lifted up her skirt, sat in the exact same place Janie had earlier. "Come here," she tapped her legs.
I crawled to her hungry indeed for my treat.
Between her legs was a completely shaved pussy that gleaned with a slight shine assumedly horny from my obedience. I didn't wait for more instructions as I took my treat by extending my tongue and begging to lick.
"That's it, enjoy your reward," she purred as I began exploring her pussy with my tongue.
I started slowly parting her pussy lips, once I could taste the wetness created by me, I moved my mouth onto her clit and pulled it between my lips.
"Oh God," she quivered, from the shift from tender teasing to concentrated pleasure.
I wanted her to come...to get off because of my lips and tongue; I wanted to taste her...to savor the rush of cum as it flooded out of her.
I was rewarded a little while later as she grabbed my head and began grinding her pussy up and down my face. It didn't take long before her juices flooded out of her and coated my face. She continued fucking my face for another minute or two until her orgasm subsided. She pushed my head away and said, "Not bad for a prima donna bitch."
She stood up, as I remained on my knees, wishing I could come now too.
She seemed to recognize my hunger as she quipped, "Oh, does rich bitch want to come?"
"Yes, ma'am," I admitted.
She looked at her watch. "You have five minutes." She slipped out of her heel, offered her nylon-clad foot and ordered, "Fuck yourself on my foot."
Yet another humiliating task, and yet I again eagerly obeyed, my hunger to come and obey, overriding any sense of shame...as if I had any shame left. I lifted up my dress, straddled her foot, and moved her toes to my cunt. It was awkward at first, but I began rubbing my pussy up and down her nylon-clad toes.
"You are the dirtiest little submissive Serena has sent here yet," Cameron said, amused at watching me fuck myself so ludicrously.
I asked, curious to understand the full breadth of Serena's power, "H-h-how many have there beeeeen?"
"More than a dozen," Cameron answered, before adding, "all of them rich and older like you. I don't know how she does it, but she does."
I wondered if other members of my debutante community were caught in the web of submission to Serena. On one hand I hoped so, it made my submission less humiliating; yet, I felt a rush of jealously at the thought that I wasn't the only one, even though I knew of Portia already.
I continued bucking my hips back and forth on her toes, desperate to get off.
She added to her instructions, "Take my foot in that wet box of yours, rich bitch."
Again the name calling, this one new, only added to my lust and I grabbed her foot and lowered my cunt onto it, slowly allowing her toes to slip inside me.
"Now fuck yourself, rich bitch. You have two minutes or you go home without an orgasm," Cameron informed me.
I knew I would be a muddled mess if I didn't come, so I obeyed, awkwardly moving up and down, her foot somehow going deeper into my cunt than I thought imaginable.
"Holly fuck, rich bitch, you really are taking it," Cameron said impressed.
"So close, Mistress," I moaned, my orgasm building at an escalated pace.
"Come rich bitch, come from a foot fucking, come like the dirty whore you are," she continued, each nasty name causing additional pulsations to trigger through me and a few seconds later I came, flooding her foot with my cum.
A moment later, even as my orgasm continued to pulsate through me, she said, pulling her foot out of me, "Clean my nylon rich bitch."
I sucked my pussy juice off her nylon-clad toes the mixture of sweaty silky nylon and my cum yet another first of sexual submission.
Finally, she slipped her foot back into her shoe and said, "Meet you at the front slut."
"Yes, ma'am," I replied weakly.
"No Mistress?" She questioned looking down at me.
"Sorry, Mistress," I quickly corrected.
"You really are adorably slutty," she said walking away before adding, "Keep that butt plug in your ass until you see Serena."
I considered saying thank you, but that seemed too absurd as I slowly got off my weary knees.
I grabbed my new head dildo toy, returned to the front, and paid for my items as well as the special bag Serena had pre-arranged for me.
674 dollars later, I was walking out of the store as a woman stared at me with a strange look on her face.
I quickly returned to my car and gave a yelp as the plug went deeper into my ass. I looked in the mirror. My hair was a mess, my make-up smeared, I looked like I had just eaten pussy...which of course I had.
I returned directly home and reread the tasks for today. Beth was a good friend of mine two doors down and would probably not raise an eyebrow if I came and borrowed batteries, although holding a vibrator would make it strange.
After fixing my hair and reapplying my make-up so I didn't look like a lesbian whore, I took a vibrator I bought and headed to Beth's house. Her maid answered and I asked if Beth was home. Thankfully she was.
"Hi, Petra, how are you today?" She greeted, coming to me and giving me her trademark kiss-kiss cheek thing she picked up while in Europe a couple of years ago.
"Pretty good," I said, before adding, "although pretty crazy with the debutantes ball for Miranda next weekend."
"She is turning into a woman," Beth said. "Oh, how the time flies."
"Isn't that the truth," I laughed. We chatted for a couple more minutes before Beth noticed what was in my hand. The plug in my ass beginning to slip out.
Her facial expression implying something I just couldn't put my finger on, "And what may I ask is that for?"
I joked, "I hear they are all the buzz."
"I imagine they are," she smiled, before adding, "I assume you need batteries."
How would she know that? Unless...was she under Serena's spell to? "Actually, I do. I bought a few new toys today, but sure didn't think about batteries."
"Been lonely since a Dave died?" She asked sympathetically.
"Yes, and I am not into the whole dating thing," I said.
"Well, I am just heading out for a while, I'll be right back with some batteries for you," she said.
"Thanks, you're a lifesaver," I replied, dying to know if Beth was a submissive too. As soon as I was alone I lifted up my dress and pushed the toy deeper in my ass.
I waited a few minutes before she returned. She handed me a few batteries and joked, "You can never have enough."
"I so agree," I laughed.
"We should do lunch one day next week," Beth offered.
"I'm game for anything," I replied, hinting ever so subtly at more than just lunch.
"Great, it's a date," she said. "I'll give you a call."
"I'll wait for you to buzz," I joked.
"You're so bad," she said, squeezing my shoulder.
I added to my subtleness, "Oh, if you only knew."
We finished chatting and I headed home wondering if Beth was a submissive too. She was younger, only twenty-nine and didn't have kids. So she wasn't in the debutante circle that Serena was in. Thus, the more I thought about it the more I concluded it was unlikely she was under Serena's sexual spell.
MY BACKDOOR TREAT
I texted Serena the room number and arrived a good hour early with a bottle of wine. I felt giddy like I was going on a first date, which was ludicrous since this was anything but a date.
I dressed in the naughty nun outfit. The one piece dress was so short that the curves of my ass were showcased if I bent down at all. The black and white dress, with long sleeves, also came complete with a black and white wimple headpiece. I slutted it up even more with black thigh high stockings and five inch open toed heels.
Of course, she was an hour late and I was on my third glass of wine when she arrived.
"Well, what a creative costume choice, my pet," Serena smiled.
"Thank you, Mistress," I replied, happy she approved of my costume choice.
"Let's see what you bought for today," she said going over to the bags on the bed.
She pulls out each toy and once checking them all she said, "A very nice variety. The suction cup cock is great for when you are alone and need to get fucked, the wi-vibe is the best toy out there, the egg will be great for later on, the strap-on will be great for tonight, and the vibrator is your battery choice I assume?"
"Yes, Mistress," I admitted.
"Who did you go to?" She asked, as she held up the head cock contraption looking confused.
"Beth Saunders," I answered.
"Oh you did, and how is Pet Beth?" She asked.
'I knew it,' I thought to myself. "She was very helpful."
"I imagine she was," Serena said, before asking, "and what is this?"
"It was a gift from Janie," I answered, before explaining, "I wear it on my face to fuck you with it."
"Oh my, how delicious," she purred. "This I need to see in action."
She slipped out of her skirt and blouse, soon naked except for thigh highs.

"Come fuck me, my pet," she ordered, as she climbed onto the king-sized bed and opened her lovely legs.
I grabbed the strange contraption, put it over my head, crawled onto the bed between her legs and moved my face cock to her pussy. I moved my head up and down to tease her and to get her wet. I wanted her to beg me to fuck her.
A couple of minutes of teasing and she demanded, "Don't tease me slut, fuck me."
I obliged as I moved my head forward and the cock slipped inside her cunt.
"Hmmmmm," she moaned.
Although awkward, I began fucking Serena's cunt. I wanted to get her off quick as my neck was getting stiff rather quickly.
After a few minutes, my neck burning, Serena ordered, "Get on your back."
I obeyed, thankful to be in a different position. I went to take the toy off but Serena said, "Keep it on, slut."
A moment later, she straddled my face, lowered her cunt on the plastic cock and began literally riding my face. My head bounced back and forth on the bed as Serena took all my face cock in her cunt.
"You like this?" she moaned, as she continued riding my face.
"Yeeeeeees," I said, talking difficult from this position.
"Do you want your Mistress's cum?" she moaned.
"Yesss," I said, my head really bouncing up and down.
"Here it coooooooomes," she screamed a few moments later.
As she came, she sat on my face the whole cock still in her, pussy juice leaking out of her cunt. I was thankful to just lay there and not have my head fucked anymore.
Finally, she moved off me and said, "Go get your suction cup cock and fuck yourself while I recover."
"Yes, Mistress," I obeyed, taking the head gear off.
"But don't you dare come," she added.
"Yes, Mistress," I again agreed.
As I grabbed the suction cup cock, I pondered where to put it.
Serena snapped her fingers and pointed to the wall near the television.
I went there, put the cock on the wall with a bit of difficulty and turned to ask, "Mistress, may I take the plug that Candace put in my ass out?"
She laughed, "That Candace, always trying to be helpful. You may take it out if you wish...for now."
I took it out and felt a sudden emptiness after hours of having it in. As I moved my body back towards the wall dildo I heard Serena ask, "Are you hungry?"
I looked up and saw she was looking at the room service book. "Um, sure," I said.
"Great," she said, as she picked up the phone and ordered room service. "Get busy fucking yourself."
"Yes, Mistress," I obeyed, the cock half way in me already.
Over the next half hour, I slowly moved back and forth on the wall dildo, as Serena chatted on the phone to friends and watched television. By fucking myself slowly, I never got close to coming, instead more mortified that I was being completely ignored.
A knock on the door had me freeze. I looked up at Serena praying for a reprieve, yet she just smiled and said, "Keep fucking yourself."
I obeyed, as she put on a robe and went to the door and opened it and a young waiter rolled in the food.
Seeing me, he stopped briefly, but didn't say anything as he turned to Serena and asked, "Will you please sign here."
"Of course," Serena said politely.
Once she had signed it, she asked him, "Do you want my pet to suck your cock as a tip?"
"P-p-pardon," he stammered surprised.
"My pet loves sucking cock, don't you?" Serena asked, looking down at me.
My cheeks burning with shame, I admitted, as I continued to fuck myself, "Yes, Mistress, I love sucking cock."
"I-um-need to get back to work," he said quickly and left, rejecting the offer.
"Well, that was disappointing," Serena sighed, as she began making a plate for herself. "You may come and have a bite to eat if you wish."
"Thank you," I said, which was absurd considering I was paying for the food. Yet, I got off my knees and made myself a plate. We ate in silence as she texted at the same time.
Once we were both done, she asked, "Ready for your obedience present?"
"Yes, Mistress," I said, the term 'obedience present' another shot.
"Get on all fours on the bed," she ordered.
I obeyed eager with anticipation.
She went to the unopened bag and opened it. First she pulled out a collar with a leash. She smiled, "I should have put this on you when the waiter was here."
She pulled out some lube, a strap-on cock, some long thing I didn't have a clue what it was, a vibrating egg, and what I was pretty sure was a set of butt plugs.
She walked up behind me, lifted up my dress which was barely necessary it was so short, poured lube on my ass and said, "Since Cameron already began preparing your ass for me, we will start with the medium plug."



"I've never done anal before," I admitted.
"We will change that tonight," Serena said, as she pushed a wider plug in my ass than what was previously in me.
I whimpered.
Serena then grabbed the collar and said, "I think it is time to make you a real pet." She put the collar on my neck and hooked the leash onto it. I was mortified again, yet as always I was also turned on.
She sat beside me and spent the next ten minutes texting before silently pulling the plug out of my ass. Grabbing the strange looking toy she moved back behind me. She lubed my ass and seeing my confused look said, "These are anal beads."
"Oh," was all I could say.
Slowly she pushed them inside, each round ball causing a new burning sensation when it slipped inside me. Six balls later, my ass felt so full.
Suddenly, her phone rang. "Sit still," she joked as she reached for the phone.
As I sat there, my ass stinging and full, Serena chatted on the phone before eventually agreeing she would be there in an hour. Hanging up, she sighed, "Apparently, we are going to have to speed up your ass training."
Serena moved back behind me and slowly pulled the anal beads out of my ass.
"Oh God," I screamed the first time a bead was tugged out of my ass.
"Relax, my pet," she said as a second bead was pulled out.
I tried and slowly all six beads left my ass. Serena grabbed the strap-on from her bag of toys, put it on her waist and moved back behind me. "Ready to get ass fucked, my pet?" she asked.
I wasn't. I imagined an even bigger burning pain. Yet, I also wanted to give my body unconditionally to her. "Please, be gentle," was my response.
She again generously lubed my ass and said, "I'll go slow, slut or at least until you are begging me to fuck your ass harder."
I felt her hands on my hips and her plastic cock poking between my ass cheeks. "Now, relax your ass."
"Okay," I said filled with trepidation.
Slowly she pushed forward and her thankfully thin cock sodomizing me.
It didn't hurt at all, much to my surprise, the butt plugs and anal beads preparing me for the smaller cock.
"That's it, my pet, take all my cock in that ass of yours," she purred as her legs met my ass.
"Yeeees," I moaned, the pleasure of a cock in my ass not as exhilarating as in my pussy, but a riveting sensation of submitting to the ultimate taboo of giving myself to my Mistress completely.
"I should have brought the bigger cock," she laughed as she began to slowly move in and out of my ass.
Obedience and submission taking control, I moaned, "Fuck me harder, Mistress," and I meant it.
"You really are a slut," she laughed, as she obliged my request.
"Oh yeesss, your sluuuut," I responded as her body slammed into mine.
"I'm going to fuck your ass until you come, Miranda's mom," she said; always ready to add to my sexual submission.
"Yes, fuck Miranda's mom," I begged back, wanting to come so badly.
For a few minutes she slammed into me the only sounds were my moans, whimpers and begging. Eventually, I could feel an orgasm coming, and I moaned, "I'm going to commmmme."
"Come my pet, my slut, my ass-fucking whore," she rattled on and then finished with, "You incest wannabe dyke. You want to have sex with Miranda, don't you?"
"I-um," I babbled.
"To eat your daughter's pussy or have her eat yours," she added, continuing to slam into my ass.
"I, um, I," I stammered, the idea only getting me hornier.
"Admit the truth and you can come," she declared as she tugged on my chain and collar.
"Yes, dammit, I want to eat Miranda's cunt," I admitted, the orgasm no longer able to be held back. I screamed as I came at the thought of having sex with my daughter. "Fuuuuuuuuuuuuck."
She continued fucking me throughout my orgasm until I fell onto my side out of exhaustion.
Standing up, she said, "I'm out of town until early next week. You are not to come unless it is at the mouth of your daughter."
"Okay," I weakly said, barely hearing her words.
Five minutes later she was gone and I was a complete mental mess. I stayed the night at the hotel enjoying the beautiful room of shame.
A BRIEF DEFIANCE
All weekend I couldn't get mind off so many things. But mostly, a recurring dream of submitting to Miranda or her to me consumed my thoughts. Thankfully, I didn't let it go any further than fantasy as the final week before the debutante's ball arrived.
It was Wednesday, when I finally got a text from her:
Pet Petra
What are you getting me as a gift to your Mistress for the debutante's ball.
Mistress Serena
I sighed. I had no idea what would be the correct answer to such a question. I longed to submit to her again, I only felt alive, as crazy as that sounds, when I was around her. Although she treated me like a pet, I revelled in that type of attention. Yet, with the debutantes' ball so close, I was beginning to worry my indiscretions may negatively impact my daughter's big day.
Before I could respond a second text came:
Pet Petra
Actually, I know what I want...the necklace you bought at Tiffany's.
Mistress Serena
I gasped at her request. The necklace was a one of a kind that I purchased as Miranda's present for the ball. It was going to be a surprise the day of the ball. A necklace she had personally pointed out a while ago.
I replied:
Mistress
That necklace is for my daughter. I will meet you at Tiffany's to choose one of your liking.
Pet Petra
I finished getting dressed and heard the doorbell ring. A moment later, my maid, Tineasha, knocked on my door.
"Mrs. Zimmerman, you have a guest at the door," Tineasha said.
"Who is it?" I asked, not expecting company this morning.
"A Ms. Madison, ma'am," Tineasha answered.
My face paled and yet my cunt instantly tingled, another mixture of emotions and feelings at the thought of Serena.
"Thank you, I will be right down," I said.
"Yes, ma'am," Tineasha responded and walked away.
Flushed, I finished getting ready and heading down the stairs and to my surprise guest.
"Good morning," Serena said pleasantly. "We need to talk."
I asked, looking over to Tineasha who was in the living room dusting, "Do we need privacy?"
"No, no," she smiled, "I am going to be late for school."
"What can I do for you?" I asked.
"I want my gift now," she said.
"Do you want to go to Tiffany's now?" I asked, even though I knew that was not why she was here.
"You know what I want," Serena said, "Now go get it."
"Please, I bought it for my daughter," I pleaded.
"Choose, cunt licker," Serena said, raising her voice. "Your daughter or me."
"Don't make me choose," I continued, "I'll buy you whatever you want."
"Good, I want the necklace you already bought," she repeated.
"Will you leave my daughter out of this if I give it to you?" I asked, thinking I could obey her and protect my daughter at the same time,
"If she wants me to," Serena said, as if implying Miranda would eagerly submit to her.
I gave a sigh of relief. "Okay, as long as you leave Miranda alone and stop picking on her."
"I don't pick on her, I just call it as it is," she countered.
"As it is?" I questioned.
"Like mother, like daughter," she quipped.
"What does that mean," I shot back, not liking what she was implying.
"You're a submissive cunt licker, it is only natural that your Harvard bound brainiac daughter is a cunt-licker too," she replied.
"This is done," I said, furious at her implications of my daughter.
"Knees, slut," she countered.
"No," I firmly said.
"Now!" She raised her voice, with made Tineasha look over.
"I can't," I said weaker than my last response.
"Fine," she said, walking out of my house and leaving me completely lost at what I had just done.
All day I was on pins and needles expecting retribution from Serena for standing up to her. Yet, none came.
That night I was a nervous wreck. Worried about what Serena would do; worried that Miranda was not home on time and not answering her phone; worried that finally doing the right thing would lead me to getting publicly outed or blackmailed; yet, above all, worried that Serena would dump me as her submissive...the longer the day went the more I yearned to see her, to submit to her, to please her. I began second guessing my decision. The necklace was just a piece of jewelry and I could buy an even more expensive one for Miranda. Yet, I knew I had done the right thing. These conflicting feelings created anxiety for me and every phone call or text had me jumping, hoping it was Serena.
Miranda came home two hours late, after supper, which only added to my inner hysteria. Had Serena got to her somehow? Alas, she had a Club UN meeting she stressed she told me about.
That night, I tossed and turned, tossed and turned my body demanding satisfaction, my mind soothing me with righteousness.
BACK IN HER GRACES
Thursday morning I was awakened to my cell phone ringing and ringing. Groggily, I answered it:
"Hello," I said.
"You will bring my necklace to me at school as a punishment for your disobedience or the consequences will be big," Serena said and then hung up.
In an instant my morning was full of havoc. I was damned if I did and damned if I didn't. I didn't doubt she would be vindictive enough to humiliate me and my daughter in a heartbeat and yet giving in was a betrayal to my daughter. Now no doubt I had betrayed my daughter several times already since the first incident, but somehow this was personal. It was an attempt by Serena to play my daughter and me off each other. Yet, the more I thought about it the more I knew I had little choice. I couldn't risk whatever Serena would do...not so much to me, but to Miranda.
I showered and spent the morning deciding how to go to her school and slyly give her a Tiffany necklace. At lunch, I texted Serena:
Mistress Serena
I have the necklace, where can we meet to give it to you?
Pet Petra
I was heading to my place when she responded:
Good choice you disobedient pet.
You may meet me in the cafeteria.
Mistress Serena
My face paled. This would hardly be inconspicuous. I asked:
Mistress Serena
Are you going to out me?
Pet Petra
Again a quick response:
No my slut, but I do need to show you there are consequences for disobedience.
I drove to the school. Being there at any time was not uncommon since I was involved with the PTA and the upcoming Christmas dance. Arriving, I felt like everyone was watching me, felt that everyone knew what I had become and why I was there. Reaching the cafeteria, I saw her with other cheerleaders and some good looking guys and headed to her. Reaching her, I said, "Ms. Madison, may I speak with you in private a moment?"
"What about?" She asked, feigning innocence.
"It's about this weekend's debutante ball," I said, which was actually the truth.
"Oh. Okay," she smiled, standing up and leading me out of the cafeteria.
Once alone, I handed her the package and said, "So we are good now?"
"For now," she said ominously, taking the package and leaving me without a word.
I quickly got out of the school, avoiding seeing Miranda and drove straight to Tiffany's to buy an even better necklace for Miranda.

.....
Friday night was the usual dress rehearsal although that isn't a fair name as NO one wore their dresses, keeping them as a big surprise on Saturday.
Although I was high strung all night expecting some sort of duplicity from Serena none came. I figured she was too busy with her own debutant concerns to worry about me or Miranda.
I hoped, I prayed, that Saturday could go without a hitch...alas the whole day was a disaster.
ANOTHER SHOCKING SURPRISE
I was again woken up by my cell as Serena said, "Get your ass over here and bring your salon stuff."
A click followed and I looked at the clock. It was almost ten. I was to do Miranda's hair at twelve. In previous years I was often hired out to do some of the debutante's hair, but I said early I wouldn't be doing any since I would be spending it with Miranda.
I quickly got ready and told Miranda who was reading the newspaper, "I got to go out and grab a few last minute hair supplies."
"Rather last minute," Miranda said.
"Sorry, I thought I had it all I needed to make your hairdo perfect, but I don't," I lied.
"Well, I guess that is a pretty good reason," she smiled.
"I'll be back as soon as I can," I said.
I headed straight to Serena's. Once there, she said, "Make me look perfect."
I joked, "You already are perfect."
"So true," she agreed, before adding, "I want something unique."
"Do you want your hair up or down?" I asked.
"Down and curls," she said.
"Hmmmmm," I pondered, before the perfect hairstyle popped into my head, although it would be time consuming and almost surely make me late for my appointment with Miranda. Yet, as soon as the idea came into my head, I knew it was the only one for Serena....even the title of the do, the Tendril Temptress, was undeniably Serena.
The key to this a mixture of a long swoops of bangs to show off up front and yet have one side of your hair pulled back...and curled. The issue is the many layers of curls that had to be done. Thus I spent the next forty-five minutes curling Serena's hair with a one and a quarter curling iron. Then using a mixture of braiding and bobby pins, I secured her hair back to one side of her head. Once done, I fixed her bangs in front, hair sprayed enough to kill the ozone layer and ta-dah - I was done.
Serena looked in the mirror and said, "Wow!"
A chill went up my spine at her one word response. I had succeeded in making her even more beautiful than she already was. I would be lying if my pussy wasn't dampening at the thought of pleasuring her.
Gwen added, "Slut Petra, you really have outdone yourself this time."
Serena snapped, "Knees, Mother."
"Pardon?" Gwen asked, her eyes suddenly big.
"Now, slut," Serena demanded, her eyes bearing into her mother's.
"You said you wouldn't do this," Gwen pleaded, even as she lowered herself to her knees.
"That was before you disrespected my pet," Serena explained. "And I think my pet deserves a reward for doing such a lovely job."
"Please, don't," Gwen pleaded.
"Is that how you speak to your Mistress, Mommy-slut?" Serena asked tersely.
"S-s-sorry," Gwen stammered, the pretentious bitch apparently also under the spell of her daughter. She was no better than me...if anything she was worse. She had obviously committed sins with her daughter.
"Sorry, what?" Serena asked, perturbed.
"Sorry, Mistress Serena," Gwen answered, not looking up at either of us.
"Tell your friend Petra what you love to do the most," Serena instructed, her tone suddenly playful.
"Oh God, Serena, why are you revealing this?" Gwen asked, looking up with pleading eyes.
"Well, I have been training Pet Petra to be an incestual Mommy-slut and it will help her if she sees it in action and understands the concept as a living, breathing idea," Serena said.
"But she could ruin me...us," Gwen tried to rationalize.
"I don't think my pet has any thoughts of betrayal, do you Pet Petra," she asked me.
"No, Mistress, I am your greatest, most obedient, pet," I said, wanting desperately to outshine Gwen.
"Hear that Mother, she is my greatest, most obedient, pet," Serena repeated my words.
Gwen glared at me. "Mistress, I was your first, I am your most loyal and obedient submissive."
"Prove it," Serena ordered.
"Tell me what to do," Gwen requested.
"Lick Pet Petra's asshole," Serena instructed.
Gwen's face scrunched up into a ball and yet she said to me, "Lift up your dress and let me see that fat ass of yours."
"Beg bitch," I instinctively ordered.
"Hmmmmm, pet has some dominance in her...delicious," Serena said amused.
Gwen's glare could kill the average person, but I was revelling in my moment of power over a woman I hated so fucking much.
"Now, Mommy-slut," I said, even though I wondered if I was going to soon join her with that label.
Through gritted teeth Gwen begged, "Can I lick your asshole?"
I bent over, offered her my ass and ordered, "Lick my asshole good, Gwen."
She put her hands on my waist, pulled my ass cheeks apart and tongued my butt hole. I had never had such a thing done to me and it was exhilarating. Knowing she hated it, I added, "Tell me how much you love licking my asshole, my slut."
Begrudgingly, Gwen responded, "I love your asshole."
I looked to Serena who was watching amusedly and asked, "Can I have your Mother-slut eat my cunt?"
"Of course," Serena purred. "She is yours until you leave today."
"Thank you Mistress," I said, as I grabbed Gwen by the hair and pushed her awkwardly to my fevered cunt. "Start licking, bitch."
Gwen surprisingly, obeyed without hesitation, licking hungrily on my wet pussy.
Serena explained, "Mommy is a very good cunt licker, almost as good as you."
I was flattered at the compliment. "I aim to please, Mistress."
"That you do," she smiled, standing up and stretching.
For the next few minutes Gwen licked and licked and just as I was close to orgasm she slipped a finger into my ass and I screamed, "Fuuuuck, you biiiiiitch."
"Come like a nasty ass slut," Gwen said, pumping my ass with her finger as I began quaking and coming.
"Damn iiiiiit," I screamed as I came from her tongue and finger in my ass.
"You two Mommy-sluts were made for each other," Serena laughed, clearly amused at the nasty lesbian act she was witnessing.
Just then my phone rang. Serena grabbed it and answered it as my eyes went big. "Hi, this is Petra's phone." After a pause, she said, "This is Serena. Your mom is just finishing cleansing herself after doing my hair."
'Oh God' I thought to myself, my lie had been revealed.
Serena said, "I think she will be on her way home soon. Okay, bye."
Looking at me, Serena said, "I think she is mad at you."
I sighed, "Shit, I told her I was just going to get more hair product for her."
"Hmmmm, you shouldn't lie to your daughter," Serena shrugged, before adding as she sat down and opened her legs, "Mommy-slut, come get your lunch."
"Yes, Mistress," Gwen obeyed, crawling between her daughter's tanned legs.
I watched in awe at the incest act right in front of my eyes.
Serena smiled, "Don't worry, you will soon be between your daughter's legs too or she yours."
"Mistress, I am not ready for that," I replied, as I stood back up.
"I wasn't asking your thoughts on the issue, but I do suggest you go home and calm down your daughter," Serena ordered.
I sighed, but quickly headed-out of Serena's house and back to mine...almost an hour late.
YET ANOTHER SHOCKING REVELATION
Arriving home, Miranda was on the couch reading, her eyes red from crying. I greeted, "Sorry I was late, but I got some intel about what the bitch Serena is doing with her hair."
"I suppose you should since you did it for her," she shot back bitterly.
"But only to make sure we could make yours even better," I countered, which wasn't true, but could be now that I knew what Serena was doing.
"So you did Serena's hair and lied to me to help me?" Miranda asked not believing a word I was saying.
"I know I have been acting weird lately," I sighed, joining her on the couch. I put her legs on my lap and massaged her foot. "Honey, I am sorry for my behaviour lately. I can't completely explain it, but I just miss your father so much."
"Oh Mom," Miranda immediately softened.
"This is your day, honey," I said, squeezing her foot. "We can talk about everything else another day. Let's get you looking like a queen...my queen." Thoughts of sexually submitting to Miranda suddenly at the forefront of thought after witnessing Gwen going down on Serena I took a glance between her legs.



"Okay," Miranda agreed, suddenly bubbling with enthusiasm.
The next hour plus I created a look I called the Braided Beauty which gave a sexy look of sophistication and class. Plus the braid across the front keeps the rest of her hair out of her face. It was the perfect do for Miranda's adorably cute face.
"Just a second," I said and hurried up to my room and grabbed the new Tiffany necklace I had purchased for her.
I returned downstairs and handed her the gift box. "A gift for a princess."
"You didn't have to," Miranda said as she took the box.
"Yes, I did. You had a dress, a crown, earrings and heels, but you didn't have the final piece to wow everyone," I said.
She opened the box and said, "It's lovely."
I think it will perfectly complete your ensemble for tonight," I said.
"I imagine it will," she agreed.
"Wow, it looks amazing," I said, once it was on. Although it wasn't the first one I had chosen, it was a very pretty extravagant necklace and she would be the envy of most of the debutante's tonight. This would indeed be her coming out party.
Looking down at her legs, I gasped, as I asked, "When was the last time you got your legs waxed?"
"Just past never," she answered. "I don't believe in all that girly overpriced diva crap."
"Show me your legs," I ordered mortified.
She did and I gasped. "Honey, I book you a salon appointment every month."
"And I use that money at the book store every month," she replied.
"You can't go to a debutante's ball with hairy legs," I said mortified by my daughter's lack of understanding of proper etiquette.
"Lord forbid," she mocked.
"My bedroom now," I instructed.
"Yes, drill sergeant," she joked, actually saluting me, but she did follow me to her room.
Once in my room, I instructed, after laying a towel on my bed, "Take off your skirt and lie down."
"Really?" Miranda asked.
"The makeover is not yet complete it seems," I said, grabbing my razor and cream.
She reluctantly agreed and as I saw her in her blue panties I flashed to licking her wetness from them last week. Shaking my head, I got to the task at hand. Forty minutes later, I was lotioning her legs when I wondered something.
"Honey," I asked.
"Yes," she asked, seeming to enjoy the pampering her mother was giving her.
"Tell me you at least shave your you know what," I said.
"Why would I ever do that?" She questioned, seemingly baffled by the thought.
Before I even realized I said it, I quipped, "No one wants to eat a hair pie,"
"Mother!" She gasped and then shocked me back when she added, "And I have never had any complaints."
"Miranda!" I gasped back.
"Mother!" She mocked. "I'm eighteen, you don't think I am a virgin, do you?"
"You're not?" I questioned.
"You know in American Pie and how the nerdy band geek was rather sexually experienced even though she acted all innocent," she asked.
"Yes," I recalled the movie.
"Well debate club is a lot like that," she revealed.
"But your partner is a girl," I said, these new revelations more stunning than all I had learned before now.
"Yes, yes she is," she smiled, seemingly enjoying the shocked look on my face.
"Miranda are you saying what I think you are saying?" I asked, still in shock.
"I don't know, what do you think I am saying?" She questioned, clearly enjoying my discomfort.
"You're a lesbian," I said.
"I'm bi Mom, isn't that what you said was all the rage," Miranda joked.
"Wow!" I said stunned, before clarifying, "So you are not a virgin?"
"Depends how you define virgin," she vaguely replied.
"Have you been with a guy?" I clarified, somehow her playing with girls not phasing me at all.
"I've given head a couple times," she paused before rephrasing, and pointing to her cunt, "But no penis has been down there."
"Thank God," I said.
"Although I have had fingers, a brush and a beer bottle up there," she added to my shock.
"You are full of surprises today," I laughed, both impressed and shocked by my daughter's sexual history I didn't know existed.
"As are you," she ominously replied.
I ignored the vague words as there was a brief moment of silence between us.
"Are you going to shave my hair pie for me, Mother?" Miranda asked.
"You want me to shave your vagina?" I asked.
"You did the rest and I am sure Stacey will be thrilled to be able to get directly to my vagina without the hair," Miranda added, clearly enjoying her sudden power over me.
"If you want," I said, in a daze, trying to figure out how this conversation had taken such a strange and unpredictable turn.
She tugged off her panties and tossed them aside.
I carefully trimmed first and then shaved Miranda's vagina, noticing the undeniable wetness on her pussy lips as I shaved her. My own pussy was wet also and my mouth watered with the unthinkable thought of licking my daughter's pussy, the thought now unable to leave my nasty mind.
I half expected her to order me to eat her cunt, to be her Mommy-slut and yet once she was completely shaven she said, "Thanks Mom," and got up and left me alone in my room, a highly stimulated mess.
I calmed myself down although not easily and got myself ready with my hairdo, make-up and classy dress. Eventually, we were driving to Bellmont Hall when Miranda said, "Sorry for the TMI. It's just once I started I couldn't stop."
"You're eighteen and are old enough to make your own decisions," I said, before adding, "although that was a lot to take in for a first talk about sex."
"Have you ever been with a woman?" Miranda asked a couple of minutes later.
"P-p-pardon," I gasped, again shocked by her sudden candour.
"That answers my question," Miranda replied. "Has it been recently?"
"Oh my God, Miranda," I said, not remotely liking where this conversation was going.
"It's just you have been acting strange lately," Miranda correctly assessed. "At first I thought maybe you had a met a man, but the more I think about it...."
"Enough, Miranda. I am not having a conversation with you about my sex life," I firmly replied.
"Fine," Miranda said. "I thought I could ask you anything."
After a moment, guilt riddled through me. I had always prided myself on being open and honest with my daughter. I apologized, "Sorry, honey, it's just I am not proud of some of my actions over the past couple of weeks."
Miranda was quiet a moment as if pondering what to say next. Finally, she said, "I'm here if you need to talk."
"Thanks, honey, that means a lot," I said.
We drove in silence until we reached Bellmont Hall.
THE DEBUTANT'S BALL
"Well here goes everything," Miranda said.
"Just focus on you, my dear. For each of you it is your special day," I comforted.
"Easier said than done," Miranda replied, getting out of the car.
As soon as we entered the hall, photos were taken. The next hour was photos with mom and daughter and a plethora of photos of the debutantes. I never saw Serena or Gwen during this whirlwind time. It wasn't until the girls were called for lining up that Serena set the ball rolling on her grand end play.
"Miranda you look lovely," Serena complimented.
Miranda turned and froze as she saw the necklace around Serena's neck. It is clear Miranda recognized her necklace.

Serena deciding to add fuel to the fire said, "Yes, your mom got it for me. She is a very generous woman."
Miranda glared back at her, "And you're a bitch."
Serena laughed as Miranda walked away. I quickly followed Miranda into the bathroom.
"You gave her my necklace!" Miranda accused.
"I had no choice," I said. "She was threatening to out me."
"Out you how?" Miranda said, surprisingly more angry than sad.
"She has a video of me in very compromising positions," I admitted.
"Like what?" She asked.
"Sexual, it would ruin me and by association, you," I explained.
"So you were protecting me?" She asked her tone dripping with sarcasm
"After my indiscretions, yes I have done everything I could to keep you out of her line of fire," I answered.
"I don't have time for this," Miranda said, walking back out of the bathroom.
Feeling awful, I stayed in the washroom for a few minutes before joining the rest of the guests for the grand revealing of our debutantes.
To her credit, Miranda shined when she was introduced, no evidence of her earlier anger. She looked beautiful, graceful and perfectly like a debutante. It should have been the greatest moment of my parenting life and yet my insides were churning with guilt.
I let Miranda have her moment. I watched from afar as she chatted with other girls and danced with a few of the boys. She never looked my way and I sat back like a wallflower on this special day.
Gwen asked me, smiling, "So ready to fuck your daughter?"
"What? God, no," I gasped, even though it had been a lingering thought for a while.
"That will be your next task," Gwen said.
"How did you end up under her spell," I asked.
"Everyone eventually does," Gwen shrugged, as if it were inevitable.
"It can't be that simple," I said.
"Isn't it?" Gwen asked. "How long did you resist? How long will your daughter resist?"
"Please leave Miranda out of this twisted game," I said.
"Too late for that," Gwen said. "Way too late for that."
She walked away and I wondered what she meant by her ominous last words. Had Miranda already submitted to Serena? It seemed so unlikely. Yet, so did her being sexually active before our conversation today. Still...it seemed unlikely.
Eventually, I saw Miranda alone and went to her. "You look beautiful, Miranda."
"Thanks, Mom," she said, finally looking at me.
"I'm sorry for everything sweetheart," I said. "You deserve the truth and I will give you the entire truth once we are home."
Just then Serena again interrupted our conversation. "So that was fun."
Miranda replied sarcastically, "It was lovely."
"As are you," Serena countered. "Adorably cute."
"Is that an insult?" Miranda asked.
"Being called lovely and adorably cute?" Serena asked.
"That is like being called nice," Miranda countered.
"Well, you are very, very nice," Serena said, knowing exactly what she was doing.
"Enough," I said.
"I won't take any disobedience from you, Petra. That is one," Serena threatened.
Miranda looked at me and said, "You are such a bitch Serena, you are not even worth it."
"Is that true, Petra, am I not worth it?" Serena asked.
"Not here," I said.
"Two," she said.
Looking at my daughter, I said, "I'm sorry Miranda, but she has too much influence over me."
"Good, Pet Petra," Serena purred.
SMACK! Miranda slapped Serena across her face...hard. "Fuck you, bitch," Miranda said, loud enough for many nearby to hear, before she grabbed my hand and dragged me away.
I looked back and saw Serena's face wasn't stunned but amused as if she got exactly what she wanted.
Miranda led me right out of the hall, to the car and demanded, "Drive."
The drive home was silent and once we got home she simply said, "I'm going to my room."
I broke down in the living room realizing my decisions and weakness had completely ruined her special day.

THE FINAL TWIST IN THIS TWISTED TALE
Half an hour later, I was still on the couch when the doorbell rang. I went to it and was shocked when I opened the door and Serena pushed past me into the house.
"Knees, now!" She ordered, once I closed the door.
I obeyed.
"Where is your daughter?" She asked.
"In her room," I answered.
Serena walked up the stairs and ordered, "Follow me, slut."
I crawled up my stairs and to my room where she was waiting at the edge of my bed.
Serena opened her legs and ordered, "Come lick me, my pet."
"But Miranda is right next door," I protested.
"Three," Serena sighed, before calling, "Miranda, get in here."
"Please, no," I gasped, beginning to get up.
"Get back down now and crawl to me!" Serena ordered firmly.
Her tone firm, I lowered myself back down and reluctantly crawled to her even as I heard my daughter's door open.
"Now lick me, bitch, or I will make this much worse for you," Serena threatened, as she opened her legs.
I obeyed, even as I heard footsteps coming to my room.
I had just begun licking when I heard Miranda's voice, "What the Hell?"
"Hi, Miranda," Serena greeted sing-song. "I just came over to reward my pet for her obedience."
"Your pet?" Miranda asked.
"My pet, my submissive, my slave, my sex toy," Serena listed. "You can choose the term if you wish."
"Mom, what are you doing?" Miranda asked.
Serena grabbed my head and pushed me back a bit. "Go ahead, tell your daughter what you are doing."
My face burns with shame even more extreme than my many humiliating moments already. "I'm so sorry Miranda, I can't resist her."
"Can't resist what?" Serena questioned.
"Pleasing you," I admitted.
"Mom, I can't believe you would submit to...her," Miranda said, her tone dripping with disgust.
"I couldn't help it," I tried to rationalize.
"Really, she forced you to be her cunt-licker!" Miranda snapped, her severity again rather unlike her.
Serena laughed.
"Shut the fuck up, slut," Miranda cursed. "Why her? Why are you so determined to always usurp me?"
"Usurp you?" Serena laughed. "I don't even know what that means. I can't help it, girls and women just submit to me."
"Yeah, right," Miranda scoffed.
"Don't pretend you are not thinking about my cunt right now. I can see past your hate, I can see what you really crave," Serena said calmly.
"Yeah right, because every girl is a secret dyke dying to serve you," Miranda sarcastically replied.
"Well, not all, but most it seems," Serena shrugged, as she grabbed my hair and pulled me back between her legs where I eagerly returned to licking like the mindless submissive I had become.
"Mom, stop that right now!" Miranda demanded.
"Why? Do you want her to lick you? She is very, very good," Serena asked.
"So am I," Miranda countered with a smile, "not that you will ever find out."
"I knew you were a rug muncher," Serena replied.
"More of a receiver than a giver, truth be told," Miranda smugly answered back.
"Come join your Mother," Serena offered.
"Excuse me?" Miranda scoffed.
"You are just like your mother Miranda. I can see it in everything you do," Serena smugly said, as her hands went in my hair and drew me deeper into her cunt.
I licked and licked, my hunger to please her, still compelling me irresistibly.
"I am nothing like my Mother!" Miranda snapped.
That hurt, but at the moment her words made sense.
"Tell you what, Miranda. Want to play a game?" Serena asked.
"Oh, what are we twelve?" Miranda mocked.
"You think you are smarter than me, don't you?" Serena asked.
"I know I am smarter than you," Miranda smugly replied.
"And you have more self-control than me?" Serena continued.
"Obviously my legs are closed," Miranda responded.
"Good for you. Tell you what, I am so confident I know you that I am willing to bet my best new pet," Serena said.
My eyes went wide.
"Keep licking," Serena ordered and I obeyed.
"If I am right about you, I win. If I am wrong, you win and I will leave your mother alone completely and I won't pick on you anymore at school," Serena propositioned.
"And if you win," Miranda asked, getting drawn into a battle with Serena she didn't even realize she was being drawn in to.
"You do what comes naturally to you," Serena said.
"Which would be?" Miranda asked.
"Submit to me like your mother does," Serena revealed.
I was shocked by Miranda's next words, "Fine, what do you think you are right about?"
Serena pushed me away and snapped her fingers for me to stand up.
I obeyed and she whispered in my ear, "Retrieve Miranda's panties for me."
"Pardon?" I asked.
"You heard me," she glared, pointing back to the floor.
I sighed, humiliated, and lowered myself back to the floor. After a brief pause I crawled to my daughter.
Miranda looked down at me. I expected to see her mortified, yet the look on her face was amused.
"I predict that even though you feign disgust at your mother's submission to me or the idea of having your own Mommy-slut pet to play with, your panties are soaked right now," Serena predicted.
"That is your prediction, is it?" Miranda asked seemingly amused.
"It is," Serena smiled. "If your panties are dry. I am wrong and I will free your mother of her sexual chains of submission. But, if I am right and let's be honest, we all know I am right, you will join your slut mother on all fours ready to serve me."
"You think it is that black and white?" Miranda asked.
Serena stood up and said, "Go ahead slut, retrieve your daughter's panties for me."
I looked up at Miranda and mouthed, 'I'm sorry,' as I moved under her dress.
"Mother!" Miranda gasped, although she didn't stop my hands as they pulled down her panties. Miranda even lifted up her feet to allow me to get the panties off.
Serena ordered, "Give them to me, my pet."
I handed the very damp panties to Serena who said with a mixture of excitement and fear, "Wow, not just wet, but drenched," Serena smiled.
Miranda shrugged, walked to Serena and kissed her.
I stared in stunned silence at my daughter making the first move.
Breaking the kiss, Miranda explained to a stunned Serena, "Did you know that there is an exception to every rule?"
"What?" Serena asked, surprised, for the first time not in control.
"Well, for one. There is always a stronger Domme for a Domme and I wasn't horny thinking of submitting to you, I was horny thinking of you submitting to me," Miranda revealed, as she took her panties back and shoved them in Serena's stunned open mouth. Then her tone shifted greatly. "Now kneel, bitch!"
Serena's eyes went big.
"Those were all one syllable words, slut, even you should be able to comprehend," Miranda said harshly, as she put her hands on Serena's shoulders and guided her to the ground.
I expected Serena to refuse, twist the situation to her advantage, or something, yet instead I watched Serena fall onto her knees.
"Good girl," Miranda purred. "Does my little slut, want to taste her Mistress?"
Serena couldn't speak with panties in her mouth so Miranda pulled them out and said, "I know I have a special taste, don't I?"
"Miranda please," Serena begged desperately, suddenly on the other end of a shocking power play.
"Please what?" Miranda asked amused, as she slipped out of her dress.
"We can work something out," Serena tried to bargain.
"Oh, I couldn't agree more. First you can eat my cunt. I imagine you are not that good at it yet, but they say practice makes perfect," Miranda said, as she moved her newly shaven cunt into Serena's face, grabbed Serena by the back of her head and pulled her in.
Finally acknowledging me, Miranda said, "You see Mom. I learned early on, being smart, that to avoid being bullied I had to stand up for myself. You either are the bully or the victim most of the time. I tried to always play politically correct, but unfortunately life isn't fair, especially high school. Thus, after I concluded Serena had somehow made you her bitch, I knew I had to get her back. But I had to make it dramatic, I had to draw her along where I could get her exactly where I wanted...on her knees licking cunt like the little lez-slut she is."
"But how did you know she would come here?" I asked.
"She is a stereotypical diva...always wanting to not only win but make sure the losers know they lost," Miranda said.
"How did you know about me?" I asked.
"Your reaction around her mostly, although going through your phone messages confirmed my suspicions," Miranda revealed. "Did you really wear my panties on your head?"
"Yes," I admitted, ashamed.



"At first I was angry at you betraying me like that. She is my enemy and yet you easily submitted to her. I realized it was partly my fault because I hadn't ever really stood up for myself," Miranda continued.
"I'm sorry," I said.
"Oh I know," Miranda said. "You were vulnerable, weak. You were looking for attention and Serena gave it to you. But don't worry, I have lots of fun plans for you...Mommy."
My pussy tingled at her innuendo, at committing the act of incest I had fantasized ever since it was first brought to my subconscious.
"But first, Mom, go get a strap-on. It is time for you to fuck our new slut," Miranda ordered.
The word 'our' was quite a turn-on and I quickly went to my toys, got out of my dress and put a strap-on around my waist for the first time since college.
"You really are a shitty cunt-licker. I just assumed all you cheerleaders did was suck cock, get fucked and eat pussy," Miranda said, grabbing Serena by her no longer perfect hair I had done for her today and led her to the bed. "Up, slut."
Serena had still not said a word, but her eyes gave away both a hunger and humiliation I had felt for a long time. The two combined are a nasty mix of raw emotion and like a drug it triggers in you a hunger for more.
Miranda lied on the bed and snapped her fingers at her cunt. Serena wordlessly crawled between Miranda's thigh high clad legs and resumed licking.
I, no longer needing instructions, moved behind Serena, lifted up her dress, tugged her panties down and without a word easily slid the whole plastic cock inside her wetness.
"Oh, God," Serena moaned as I began fucking her.
"You like my Mom's cock in your cunt, slut?" Miranda asked.
"Fuck, yes," Serena answered as she moaned.
"Ever had a cock in that tight ass of yours?" Miranda asked a couple of minutes later as I continued to slam hard into Serena, loving the thrill of fucking someone.
"What? Nooooo," Serena moaned.
"A slut like you has never had a cock in her ass? Well, that is a shame, don't you think, Mom?" Miranda asked.
"A real pity," I quipped, before adding, "Of course that can easily be changed."
"Fuck her ass, Mom, like she did yours," Miranda ordered.
I pondered how she knew that, but didn't ask as I pulled out of her cunt and got some lube.
Serena begged, "Please, not my ass."
"Tit for tat or in this case ass for ass," Miranda smirked, grabbing Serena by the head and shoving her face deep into her cunt.
I rejoined them on the bed, generously coating Serena's ass and my plastic cock with lube and put the cock between her ass cheeks. Suddenly enjoying being in charge, I demanded, "Slut Serena, beg to get ass fucked."
Miranda let Serena go by the head and smiled, "Go ahead, beg bitch."
I rubbed the plastic cock between her ass cheeks as she moaned, giving into the lust, "Damn it, fuck my ass, Petra, fuck it like I did yours."
I pushed forward as she answered, enjoying hearing her scream.
"Fuuuuck," Serena screamed, as Miranda grabbed her head and shoved it back into her cunt.
I watched as my cock slowly disappeared inside Serena. I was in awe at the sudden power I had after being so weak. I wanted to make her whimper, scream, and beg. I wanted to see the whole cock disappear in her ass. I wanted to dominate her, punish her for the humiliation she put me through.
Finally it was all in and Serena was making whimpering sounds that were muffled by Miranda's cunt.
I began moving in and out, slowly at first, but soon I was slamming all my cock in her ass.
Miranda smiled, "Enjoying this, Mother?"
"Fuck yes," I grunted.
"Be right back," Miranda said, leaving Serena and me alone for the first time.
As soon as we were alone, Serena said trying to be menacing but her moan weakened her leverage, "You will pay for thiiiiiis."
"I'll pay for thiiiiiis," I mocked.
"You wait, slut," she weakly threatened.
"You look good with a cock in your ass...Slut Serena," I smiled, slapping her ass hard.
"Yoooooou bitch," she screamed.
"Yoooooou slut," I mocked.
"Oh you two and your playful banter," Miranda joked as she returned to the room also wearing a strap-on. She returned to the bed and on her back and said, "Ride my cock, slut."
Serena didn't hesitate or show any signs of defiance like she had to me, instead she moved onto the longer, thicker plastic cock, mine sliding out of her ass, straddled it and slowly took it all in her cunt.
I watched amused as she began riding my daughter's dick, the one she came here to Domme. It was amusing...the Gods obviously had an ironic sense of humour.
After a couple of minutes, Miranda ordered, "Plug our slut's ass, Mother, time for some double penetration action."
"What? Noooooo," Serena whimpered, clearly close to orgasm.
"That's one," Miranda said, using Serena's words against her which made me smile.
I obeyed, reinserting my plastic cock in Serena's ass.
"Holy fuuuuck," Serena screamed as she was filled by two big plastic cocks.
Miranda bucked her ass up to completely fill Serena's cunt while I simultaneously buried my cock deep in her ass.
Serena got excessively animated over the next few minutes of double fucking. "Oh, God," "I'm so full," "Harder, fuck your slut harder," and "I'm so close to comiiiiiiing."
"Tell us what you are," Miranda ordered, clearly amused by the complete turn of events.
"A slut, your slut, fuck I can't believe it," Serena babbled.
"Believe what?" Miranda asked.
"You...could...resist...me," Serena admitted, between hard deep thrusts in her holes.
"And yet you couldn't resist me," Miranda said amused.
"Noooo," Serena admitted as two cocks filled her deeply.
Beg to come," Miranda ordered.
"Fuck, please Miranda, let this slut come," Serena begged.
"You will be a good girl from now on?" Miranda asked.
"Yeeeeess," Serena agreed, clearly using all her might to not come.
"Look up at the camera in the corner and beg to come, slut," Miranda ordered.
Serena looked up, probably mortified by the reality she was being filmed, (I was surprised too, when did she put that there?), but she obeyed, "Oh Miranda and Petra, please allow your slutty diva bitch to come."
I asked, "You want to come from getting your ass fucked?"
"Yeeeess, I love your cock in my ass," Serena trembled.
"Come, now, bitch," Miranda said, bucking her cock harder up into Serena.
"Fuuuuuuuck, thaaaaaank yoooooou," Serena screamed, as her orgasm obviously was released instantly.
I continued slamming into her ass even as her orgasm quivered through her.
Serena moaned, whimpered and squealed as the double penetration continued throughout her orgasm.
Finally, I pulled out, flipped Serena onto her back and shoved my cock in her mouth. I roughly fucked her face with a cock that was just in her ass.
Miranda laughed, "That is hot."
Serena gagged briefly, but took my face fucking as best she could. Pulling out, I quickly slipped out of the strap-on, straddled Serena's face and ordered, "Get me off, Slut Serena."
My cunt was burning already from the reversal of fortune and watching my dominant daughter. Miranda lay beside us and watched quietly as Serena licked my cunt. Obviously, she hadn't eaten much cunt as she wasn't overly good, yet I was so horny I got off anyway flooding Serena's face with my cum.
Spent, I got off Serena and collapsed on the bed.
Miranda said, "So, Serena, I hope we understand each other now."
Serena weakly asked, "What now?"
"We go our separate ways," Miranda said, "unless you decide you need to come over and get dp'd again."
Serena laughed weakly, "You really are not what I expected."
"And you are exactly what I expected," Miranda responded.
Serena winced at the obvious insult.
"Mother, get my necklace back," Miranda ordered.
"Sit up," I ordered.
Serena obeyed, still clearly spent from the orgasm and the turn of events.
I took the necklace off Serena and handed it to Miranda.
"Now everything is as it should be," Miranda said. "Serena, go home. I am exhausted and so, do not need you anymore."
Serena got out of bed defeated, grabbed her clothes and headed out of my room with her head down.
Just as she reached the door, Miranda added, "You really need to work on your pussy pleasing, Slut Serena."
"Yes, Mistress," Serena nodded clearly desperate to leave.
Miranda waved her off and Serena turned and left. I imagine her head spinning with how things had went so drastically wrong for her.
Miranda and I lay in my bed in silence until after the downstairs door closed.
As soon as it did, Miranda ordered, "Pet Petra, get between your new Mistress's legs and finish what the slut couldn't."
"Y-y-you want me to pleasure you?" I asked, surprised, even though I was excited by the idea.
"Yes, I want you to eat your daughter's cunt," Miranda said crudely. "It was obvious you wanted to when you shaved me. Plus, it is also obvious you need a Mistress and I will be a lot less risky than Serena."
I smiled, as I moved between my daughter's legs and said, "Yes, Mistress, I am here to serve you."
"That you are," she agreed, grabbing my hair and pulling me into her wetness.
Extending my tongue, the last line of incest to cross faded, as I eagerly began licking my daughter. Her taste exotic and fruity was unlike any I had ever tasted.
"That's it Mom, lick your daughter's cunt," she moaned.
Wanting to bring her the greatest orgasm of her life, I took my time. I explored every inch of her pussy, teased her clit and parted her pussy lips. Yet, always going slowly not to get her to revved up until I was ready for her to explode.
"Fuck Mommy, stop teasing meeeee," Miranda moaned, clearly enjoying my tongue.
I began swirling my tongue around her clit which enhanced Miranda's breathing.
"More, Mommmy, more," Miranda whimpered.
I began flicking her clit, making her legs twitch involuntarily and as her breathing continued to get more erratic I slid two fingers inside her wet cunt, found her g-spot and began tapping on it like it was a drum.
"Oh yes, Mommmmmmmmmy," Miranda screamed as her juices began flooding out of her and onto my fingers and face. I eagerly lapped up her sweetness never wanting the river of cum to end.
I continued licking and tapping on her g-spot until her orgasm was done. Sliding my fingers out of Miranda's hot cunt I put my fingers in my mouth and sucked them clean of my daughter's delicious pussy juice.
"Fuck Mom, you are one amazing cunt eater," Miranda said, looking up at me lovingly.
"And you Miranda, have one amazingly delicious cunt," I replied.
"That is what all the girls say," Miranda smiled.
"How many is all?" I asked, curious and kind of jealous.
"A couple more after today," she coyly replied.
"Well, I am always available to please you, Miranda," I said, moving beside her on my bed.
"Oh I know," Miranda smiled back, as she moved and crawled between my legs.
"Unlike that bitch Serena, I am a Mistress that likes to not only get, but give," Miranda smiled, from between my legs.
"Well, give away, Mistress Miranda," I smiled, putting my hand on my pussy lips and spreading them open.
"Mistress Miranda," she purred. "I like that Mommy-sub."
"Mommy-sub," I purred back. "I like that."
Miranda leaned forward and began licking my cunt. Like me, she took her time exploring every inch of my cunt.
I closed my eyes and just allowed the pleasure of being pleased by my daughter course through me. I flashed back to the crazy last two weeks that led to this moment. In the end, one thing led to another which led to another which led to this...and I...I wouldn't change a thing.
The end
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STRAIGHT COCKSUCKER: A True Story
I am a straight cocksucker. I know, I know, what you are thinking. That is the most ludicrous oxymoron ever. I would have agreed with you a couple of years ago, but now that I live two parallel lives I have to disagree.
I am happily married with a still quite attractive wife who still gives me head every week or two and we fuck at least 4-5 times a month. I have three children and a great job where I get to travel a lot. While at home, I behave like a normal husband and father doing stereotypical husband, and father things. I live the typical generic vanilla life...not that there is anything wrong with that.
Yet, when I am on a road trip, my other life comes alive. I go to adult theatres, stranger's hotels and gay clubs where I focus on one thing...sucking as many cocks as I possibly can.
That said, I have become the exact oxymoron I mentioned:
I don't want to have sex with a man.
I don't find men remotely attractive.
I don't want to kiss a man.
I don't want to get sucked by a man.
I just want to suck cock.
In other words...I am a straight cocksucker.
It all started a couple years ago....
Silkstockingslover is partly, if not entirely, to blame for my transformation from thinking gay sex is a sin and disgusting to eventually participating in the act. I love her work, especially her lesbian and incest stories. Eventually, I read her entire catalog except for her few gay stories. Bored and horny one night, alone in a hotel, and with no new silkstockingslover stories to read, I decided to read one of her gay stories. By the time I finished one that first story, I couldn't believe how rock hard I was. I ended up reading all her gay stories and without realizing it I began to be curious about gay sex.
I joked to myself it was my early mid-life crisis. I didn't instantly start craving cock, but the seed was planted, the thought that was once disgusting, was now intriguing. I read more gay stories mostly of straight men turned gay, of men who were cuckolded by their wife's (which didn't really do much for me) and more stories focusing on sucking cock. It wasn't long before my stroke fantasies began to include sucking cock and no matter how much I ignored the growing curiosity, it always returned to my sub consciousness.
I created a new yahoo username and email, 'straightbutcurious' where I chatted with many, many gay, straight and bi men, as I began to flesh out my uncontrollable intrigue with sucking cock. I began searching craigslist when on the road for potential gay opportunities, still not expecting to do anything other than talk. I would read the plethora of ads, reply to many, have a few respond back where we talked the talked, but never ended up walking the walk per say.
While on a business trip to Pittsburgh, I chatted with a guy who changed my outlook on the whole labelling of sexual orientation and the myth that it is okay to be bi if you are female but not male:
straightbutcurious: hi...cuminme
cuminme: stats
straightbutcurious: 40, white, 6'0, 200lbs
cuminme: cock size?
straightbutcurious: almost six inches
cuminme: decent
straightbutcurious: u
cuminme: 25, white, 5'9, 165lbs, seven inches
straightbutcurious: impressive
cuminme: so has your curiosity yet been satisfied yet?
straightbutcurious: no, sadly...it only grows with time
cuminme: what is holding u back
straightbutcurious: I'm married, I'm straight, the idea of being caught overwhelms me
cuminme: straight is a state of mind
straightbutcurious: what do u mean?
cuminme: well, let me ask u this first. What r u curious about?
straightbutcurious: sucking cock
cuminme: that's it
straightbutcurious: I think so
cuminme: do u want to fuck a guy?
straightbutcurious: no
cuminme: do u want to take a cock in your ass
straightbutcurious: no
cuminme: but u want to suck one?
straightbutcurious: yes
cuminme: aaaah
straightbutcurious: what
cuminme: U r a straight cocksucker
straightbutcurious: funny
cuminme: I'm serious...let me profile u...
straightbutcurious: okay
cuminme: u are happily married, with kids, good job, still getting laid from ur wife...but it is rather vanilla
straightbutcurious: creepily accurate...although we still have a lot of sex and do try new positions
cuminme: Great...but when u r alone jerking off the thought in ur head is not ur wife, not ur hot secretary or some sexy slut u saw today..it is a cock...a faceless cock
straightbutcurious: shamelessly answering yes
cuminme: and the more u resist the temptation to try, the more the idea appears when u r horny?
straightbutcurious: yes
cuminme: but once u shoot ur load u r mortified by ur thoughts
straightbutcurious: yes again
cuminme: textbook straight cocksucker
straightbutcurious: thanks for the diagnoses
cuminme: no problem...there is a cure
straightbutcurious: there is
cuminme: Suck a cock
straightbutcurious: it's not that simple
cuminme: actually nothing is simpler. Do it once and u will know once and for all and either be mortified by ur weakness and what u did and think 'I will never do it again' or u will revel in it and become a straight cocksucker...
straightbutcurious: I'm scared of both options and yet turned on as well
cuminme: u see many men refuse to allow their curiosity to become reality and will always wonder what if. Based on our conversation u will be one of those guys
straightbutcurious: u may be right
cuminme: Like I said u may feel that a cock in ur mouth and realize it is not u...
straightbutcurious: or
cuminme: Or u will realize u were born to suck cock. You will crave to be on ur knees worshipping a cock. You will salivate when a cock is in front of your face.
straightbutcurious: omg
cuminme: the question becomes r u a natural cocksucker which u will know the moment that first cock is in your mouth
straightbutcurious: how?
cuminme: u will be eager to bring intense pleasure to the cock in your mouth...to get him off...to hear him moan...to swallow his cum
straightbutcurious: omg omg omg
cuminme: R u hard right now right?
straightbutcurious: yes
cuminme: u see for some...after they cross the line and swallow that first cock it becomes a part of who they are.
straightbutcurious: that is what I am afraid of
cuminme: What u must understand is men r like women
straightbutcurious: how so?
cuminme: most women are curious what it would be like to lick a pussy, while most men either are curious about sucking a cock or getting sucked by a guy
straightbutcurious: really
cuminme: I have sucked dozens of straight men...some end up returning the favor, some end up on all fours ass filled by my cock, others shoot their load and shamefully walk away...although they often come back for more
straightbutcurious: wow
cuminme: No guy can eat pussy like a girl can...they know their equipment; conversely no woman can suck a cock like a guy.
straightbutcurious: makes sense
cuminme: so the reality is u r like every other guy...curious
straightbutcurious: Is it really that black and white
cuminme: Yep... I want u to stroke yourself
straightbutcurious: okay
cuminme: what r u thinking about
straightbutcurious: sucking cock
cuminme: a big cock?
straightbutcurious: normal size I guess
cuminme: where?
straightbutcurious: in my hotel room
cuminme: What position would u be in?
straightbutcurious: on my knees
cuminme: why?
straightbutcurious: It makes me feel girly
cuminme: submissive?
straightbutcurious: I suppose that is true
cuminme: would u like to be called names?
straightbutcurious: yes
cuminme: cocksucker?
straightbutcurious: yes!!!
cuminme: faggot
straightbutcurious: maybe
cuminme: bitch
straightbutcurious: yes
cuminme: cum bucket
straightbutcurious: Oh yes!!
cuminme: cocksucker do u want my cum?
straightbutcurious: god yes
cuminme: cum cocksucker
cuminme: cocksucker!
cuminme: cocksucker
cuminme: cocksucker
cuminme: cocksucker
cuminme: cocksucker are you still there?
straightbutcurious: fuuuuuuck
I shot all over myself...coming harder than I ever remembered coming.
cuminme: u really came didn't u....u r not faking it
straightbutcurious: yes
cuminme: u need to suck a cock
straightbutcurious: I know
cuminme: Say it
straightbutcurious: I need to suck a cock
cuminme: say it out loud...repeat these words after me
straightbutcurious: yes sir
straightbutcurious: I need to suck a cock
I said out loud, "I need to suck a cock."
cuminme: I need to be on my knees eager to serve
I repeated, "I need to be on my knees eager to serve."
cuminme: I need to be a cocksucker
I chanted, "I need to be a cocksucker."
cuminme. I need to swallow cum
I said firmly, "I need to swallow cum."
cuminme: I'm a cocksucker.
I said it as I typed it.
straightbutcurious: I'm a cocksucker
cuminme: repeat it again and again
straightbutcurious: I'm a cocksucker
"I'm a cocksucker," I said out loud convincing myself it was true.
straightbutcurious: an on my knees cocksucker
I spoke as I typed, "An on my knees cocksucker."
straightbutcurious: a cum swallowing cocksucker
Drawn into the submissive fantasies I had continued to have even though I had denied them, I said, "A cum swallowing cocksucker."
straightbutcurious: a submissive cocksucker
"A submissive cocksucker," I finished with my mouth watering like he said it would once I had cock. I could only imagine what that would actually feel like.
cuminme: I love cock
straightbutcurious: I love cock
cuminme: I need to get going unfortunately...got my own cravings to be fulfilled
straightbutcurious: u lucky bastard
cuminme: I'm a lucky cocksucker...u can be too
straightbutcurious: I hope to be soon
cuminme: don't deny urself...if u r ever in Toronto get in contact...
straightbutcurious: I WILL
The conversation only deepened my hunger to suck a cock.
A couple of weeks later while in Nashville the opportunity finally occurred that was simply too good to resist.
I did what I usually did. I put an ad up online on craigslist.
Straight, but curious wants to suck a cock
I am 40, white, married and straight and looking to make a long held curiosity become a reality.
I badly want to suck a cock.
Then I responded to the many people who replied, but didn't get further than talking and feeling each other out.
Then just after one am, when I was getting ready to jerk off, I got an email. Usually, at this time I would have ignored it, I wasn't going to drive anywhere at this time of night, but I read it.
Still looking to suck a cock?
My mouth watered at those simple six words. Before I even had time to think, I responded back:
Hi sir,
Yes I am.
Where are u?
How big r u?
I don't even know why I said sir, but I did and then waited eagerly like I was in high school for him to reply, my cock growing hard in an instant.
His reply had me suddenly drooling with possibility:
Hotel downtown
dark room
you come in blow me take my load and go?
Are you looking to get sucked too?
I replied as quickly as I could type:
Hi sir,
Sounds perfect.
I just want to suck u.
What hotel?
His suggestion was perfect. It was exactly what I wanted. I just wanted to go to someone's hotel, in the dark, completely anonymous, suck a cock and go.
I got dressed, praying he was going to respond back and be serious, so many of these potential situations ended around this point and then another response came.
Hilton.
Email me when u get here and I will give u my room #
This is your first time sucking cock?
My cock flinched again. Was this real? The Hilton was only five blocks from my hotel. I again quickly replied:
Sir,
I have not sucked a cock before but really want to...I will be there in fifteen minutes if you still want me to suck your cock.
I grabbed my jacket, made sure I had my hotel key, left my wallet on the table, grabbed my phone and headed out, filled with an indescribable excitement and trepidation.
In the elevator, I realized I was going up and not down and cursed wondering if this was an omen to not go through with it. Yet, just as I was thinking this his response came:
K
Let me know when your here I will give you my room #.
You come in leave the lights off
get on your knees
suck me
then leave.
If you're ok with that then I will see you asap
My cock was ready to burst. Finally the elevator stopped on the nineteenth floor where, an elderly couple got on and we silently travelled down. Once off the elevator, I typed a response as I headed into the crisp fall night:
On my way, sir.
I would like to say I walked, but I jogged the first couple blocks trying to get there before I changed my mind. Yet during the whole brief walk, I never once considered turning around, even after all my hesitation in the past.
I got there in less than ten minutes and e-mailed this total stranger:
Hi sir
In hotel lobby
Please tell me where to meet u
While I waited, staring at my phone, I looked around. A young couple were holding hands as they reached the elevator. I wondered could they see through my normal looking attire and see that I was about to suck cock? Was she about to go suck cock herself? Three guys came out of the elevator and I wondered if one of them was my contact and I was about to be out-ed. I was just beginning to wonder if I was being set-up when the e-mail came.
It was just a number:
1003
I stared at the number. It was now or never. Taking a deep breath, I went to the elevator and pressed up. A positive sign this time as the elevator opened instantly as if saying, "I'll take you where you need to go."
In the elevator, I felt a surprising sense of tranquility. This was something I had to do. This was something I wanted to do. This was something I needed to do.
The elevator opened and again another sign, I turned the corner and there was room 1003.
The door was slightly ajar with the inside lock blocking it open.
In retrospect I didn't hesitate at all; I had no last second anxiety; I just walked to the door, opened it and entered.
It was dark, but there was just a little light coming from somewhere.
A voice ordered, as I saw the silhouette of a man getting off the bed, "Close the door."
Although nervous, I obeyed without saying a word. My cock hardening at the idea of obeying an order and of what I was about to do.
He walked over to me, the dim light coming from wherever was just enough so I could see he was wearing boxers and nothing else.
'I was about to suck a cock' I thought to myself as he reached me. Without a word spoken, just suddenly knowing my role, my proper place, I lowered myself onto my knees...I was ready to worship his cock.
He pulled his boxers down and his cock popped out and was in front of my face.
I took it in my hands. It was warmer than I thought it would be. It was already semi-hard which for some reason flattered me. He was excited to have me in his room. I opened my mouth, my brain on cruise control, and took the stranger's cock between my lips.
Just like cuminme had predicted, I instantly knew I was meant to do this. I sucked on his cockhead and was surprised how thick he was...much thicker than me. I slowly moved my head back and forth taking only two inches in my mouth, getting used to the natural feeling of a cock in my mouth.
He moaned which made my stiff cock flinch in my pants.
I took the moan to imply it was time to go faster and I began moving faster on his cock taking in a bit more, eager to take more in my mouth.
He finally spoke, a moment later, "Slow down."
Oddly, I wished he would have said cocksucker. Yet, I obeyed, slowing down but continuing to try and take more in my mouth. I wanted to hear him moan again. I wanted to be a good cocksucker for him. I wanted to make him come.
For a couple of minutes, I slowly sucked his cock as his moans slowly increased. He startled me when he put his hand on my shoulder, squeezed ever so slightly and a moment later I was surprised by the feeling of gooeyness in my mouth.
I had envisioned it exploding into my mouth like bullets, I was expecting a strange unappealing taste and yet it seemed to just pour out of his cock, into the front of my mouth,the taste was at first non-descript.
I kept sucking, slowly swallowing his cum, not wanting this brief moment of cocksucking to end. I knew I would soon be returning home to my wife, my normal life and yet I also knew everything had changed. As his cum slid down my throat, I got a good taste of cum. The taste wasn't over powering, it wasn't salty as I had read about, it was just subtly tangy.



When he pulled his cock out of my mouth, I didn't know what to do. I was on my knees, his cum taste lingering in my mouth and his cock still in front of my face. I didn't want this to be over so soon. I wanted more.
I waited a couple of moments before I finally stood up, turned around and walked out of the room. I heard the door close behind me as I reached the elevator.
In the elevator, I could see my reflection in the silver metal and thought to myself, 'I am a cocksucker.' I wasn't ashamed of it; I wasn't mortified by what I had just done; I instead felt a sudden hunger for more even as the stranger's cum aftertaste lingered in my mouth.
I walked back to my hotel, my head spinning and strangely I checked my e-mail wondering if he had sent me another. Of course, he hadn't, why would he? I wasn't his girlfriend...I was just his cocksucker...his cum bucket.
That said, there was another response to my message.
I clicked in it and saw it was another guy looking to get sucked. My mouth watered and I replied:
Eager and willing.
Where r u at?
I continued walking back to my hotel, deciding I would drive to wherever he was if he was serious. I had gotten my first taste of cocksucking and according to the words of cuminme, I was a natural born cocksucker and although I wasn't yet convinced that was true...that night was the beginning of my life as a straight cocksucker.
Epilogue:
I didn't end up sucking another cock that night it ended up going nowhere. But ever since that first night, I have craved cock. I still fuck my wife, I still do my job with the same dedication, I still spend quality time with my children, but I am always looking forward to the next time I am in my knees with a cock in my mouth.
I have since been in dozens of hotel rooms.
I have been the centrepiece of a bukkake.
I have gone to adult movie theatres and spent hours retrieving loads of cum.
I have sucked black cock.
I have sucked eighteen year old high school students.
I have sucked a cock on a plane twice (once in the bathroom and once in my seat late, late at night).
I have been to glory holes.
I have sucked she males.
I have been with married couples where I sucked the husband in front of his wife (and barely resisted the temptation to get my cock sucked by the hot wife who didn't want to take no for an answer).
I have sucked guys in their cars.
I have sucked a father and son.
I have sucked a guy in a taxi while we were going to the airport.
I have sucked a celebrity who was staying in my hotel.
I have sucked and sucked and sucked and imagine I will continue to suck and suck and suck although I must admit...the thought of taking a cock in my ass has began to pop in my head more and more.
I have been face-fucked, gagged, given facials, called every nasty name in the book and made to jerk myself off while sucking cock...but I have never been sucked, fucked or even kissed a guy...I am simply a straight cocksucker.
The end
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"Oh" Submission Town: Dutiful Mommy
Summary: Mom fucks son, eats daughter, hairdresser and best friend.
Note: Thanks to Leann and goamz86 for editing this story.
Recap: In part one... "Oh" Submission Town: A Mother Falls...Kimberly, a Minister's wife, catches her rebellious daughter having sex with her boyfriend in the church. This begins a domino effect of shocking revelations that include her best friend is a submissive to her daughter, there is a lesbian housewives club in her conservative Christian community and her daughter is the mistress that ties all these things together. Eventually, she too falls under the hypnotic spell of her daughter and submits to her.
In part two... "Oh" Submission Town: Brother & Son...Kimberly and her daughter are caught in the act of lesbian incest by Ben...her son. Ben doesn't hesitate as he joins the incest activity by taking his mother in both the pussy and ass.
"Oh" Submission Town: Dutiful Mommy
Kimberly woke up and felt an arm wrapped around her which was strange as her husband was not one to cuddle. She opened her eyes and gasped as she saw her daughter sleeping beside her. In a rush, all of last night's memories came flooding back to her. She had sucked her daughter's boyfriend's cock; she had licked her daughter's pussy after it was filled by Tommy's cum; she had come from her daughter's tongue; she got sodomized by her son; she eagerly rode her son's cock and got filled with his cum; she ended the night with a incestuous threesome in her own bedroom.
Kimberly was paralyzed by her actions. Mortified by the memories that continued to flash in her head, tears began to form at the reality of her horrific incest submission and the betrayal she had committed to her husband and the Lord. Yet, even as all her sins washed through her, the guilt overwhelming, she felt an undeniable wetness in her vagina. She cursed her weakness, wondered how she could turn back the hands of time and return to her world of oblivion and innocence. Yet, her pussy continued to beg for attention.
Ben felt his mother move and his cock instantly grew like it always did...his regular morning wood. He cupped his mom's breasts and whispered, "Good morning, Mommy-slut."
Kimberly's eyes went big, her breasts, her most erogenous zone, instantly triggering another rush to her pussy. The name calling also triggered a reaction, one she could not explain. Yet, the morning after, this was the time to stop this before it got out of hand. She said firmly, "Ben, stop this right now."
"Stop what?" Ben asked innocently, as he moved his finger and teased her nipple, his growing cock poking her side.
"This," Kimberly said exasperated, getting more distracted as she felt her son's cock poking her thigh.
"I am not sure I understand, Mom. You are our vessel of sin if I recall your exact words," Ben whispered, moving to her ear and biting her ear lobe.
"I said that?" Kimberly moaned against her will, the hot breath on her neck, nipple teasing and cock poking all distracting her from the firm resolve she was trying to have.
"You also said 'fuck my ass, Master,' 'come in my ass,' and 'come in Mommy's cunt' if I recall," Ben said, listing just a few of the naughty words his prim and proper mother screamed and begged for during the throes of passion.
Kimberly remembered all these and so many more inappropriate things that came out of her mouth during last night's sexual escapades. Shame coursed through her being at what she did yesterday, at not being able to squelch the serpent of lust that coursed through her and yet there was no denying the growing hunger to commit those sins again.
"Do you want to get fucked, Mom?" Ben asked.
"Yes, but we can't continue this," Kimberly answered, not realizing by the first word of her sentence the rest was redundant.
"Mom," Ben chuckled. "The gates of sin have been opened and they are not going to be closed."
Kimberly watched helplessly as her son moved on top of her. She could have protested; she could have resisted; instead she opened the gates of sin again as she spread her legs inviting her son to pull her deeper into the fiery pits of lust.
Ben placed his erect cock at his mother's pussy and again repeated the question, "Do you want to get fucked, Mom?"
Kimberly could feel her son's cock head teasing her increasingly wet pussy lips. She knew resistance was futile. She never felt more alive than she did last night, whether it be sucking Tommy's cock, licking her daughter's pussy or getting fucked in all three holes by her son. "Yes," she admitted embarrassed by her answer.
"Yes, what?" Ben asked, moving his cock up and down between his Mom's pussy lips.
Kimberly moaned, the tease driving her crazy. She wanted to feel his cock in her cunt and she admitted as much. "Oh Ben, please fuck Mommy. I need it sooooo badly."
"As you request," Ben smiled, loving the sexual power he had over his mother...his longest stroke fantasy before last night's revelation and major shift in the family hierarchy.
"Yeeeees," Kimberly moaned as her son's cock slid easily inside her hot inferno.
"Fuck your cunt is tight, Mom," Ben said, as his cock completely filled his mom.
Kimberly had no idea why she said it, but she purred, "As tight as my ass, baby?"
Ben laughed, "No Mom, not as tight as that firm ass of yours."
For the next few minutes Ben fucked his mom. He looked down at her throughout the fucking. Her eyes closed, her lips pursed, only enhanced the pleasure as he knew she was getting off because of him. She was so beautiful and now she was his.
"Starting without me?" Cinthia asked, as she turned on her side and watched her mom and brother fuck.
"You are next," Ben replied, knowing that he could shoot his first load in Mom and be ready to go a couple of minutes later for his sister.
"Better be. I realize now that you fucked Mom three times last night, but completely neglected my cunt," Cinthia pointed out.
"I'll rectify that error in a few minutes," Ben promised as he could feel his balls beginning to boil.
Kimberly meanwhile just allowed the incredible pleasure of being fucked hard to flow through her body...her mind still may have protested succumbing to the sin, but her body had given in without reservation and it was her body that was currently running the show as pleasure pulsed through her very being. She moaned, "So cloooooose, baby."
"Come for me, Mom," Ben grunted, wanting to watch his mother's facial expression as her inevitable orgasm hit.
"Yeeeees, Ben," Kimberly agreed, allowing the last resistance to fade and instantly her body trembled and quaked, her screams echoed through the room and her juices flooded out of her.
Ben was close too, but held back until his mom had completely reached orgasmic bliss and had started to come down. Finally, he erupted, shooting yet another load deep inside his mom's cunt.
"Oh yes, baby, fill Mommy's cunt," Kimberly moaned, as she tightened her cunt muscles around her son's cock trying to milk every drop of his cum.
Once spent, Ben pulled out, pulled his sister up and shoved his cock in her mouth. "Clean Mom's cunt juice from my cock."
Cinthia had little choice but to suck his cock as her brother held her head, although of course she would have eagerly done so.
Kimberly lay on her back and watched her two children, still trying to come to grips with the reality of the past day. Watching her daughter suck her son she felt her mouth water. She wanted to suck his cock again; to taste his cum again.
After a few minutes of slow sucking by Cinthia, Ben pulled his cock out of his sister's mouth; lay back on the king sized bed beside his mom and ordered, "Get riding."
Cinthia didn't need more than those two words to straddle her brother, lowering her cunt onto his flagpole.
Kimberly watched in voyeuristic awe at the incest act occurring just inches from her.
Cinthia rode her brother for a few minutes before her own orgasm hit. She continued riding throughout her orgasm, wanting to feel her brother's cum fill her.
Ben, having just come in his mother, took longer than usual to come, but eventually he shot his second load of the morning and fifth in a few hours.
As soon as her brother finished coming in her, Cinthia got off his cock, straddled her mom's surprised face and allowed cum to leak out of her and onto her mother.
Kimberly would rather have swallowed her son's cum from the source, but craving his seed, after the first drop hit her forehead, she leaned forward and began sucking her son's cum out of her daughter's cunt.
Eventually, the second incest threesome in a dozen hours came to an end.
Cinthia asked, "Is anyone hungry for some breakfast?"
"Real breakfast?" Ben joked.
"Yes, bacon and eggs," Cinthia laughed back.
"Yum," Ben said, always hungry.
"Go make us breakfast, Mom," Cinthia ordered.
Kimberly, suddenly feeling like a mother again, got out of bed, grabbed her robe and left the room her head still spinning from both the euphoria and shame of her actions.
.....
It was after breakfast was done that Cinthia finally brought up her expectations. "So Mother, you understand that last night and this morning was not an anomaly. I expect complete obedience from you at all times."
Kimberly no longer confined to her lust, tried to reason with her daughter, "Cinthia, please I am still your mother."
"Yes, you are," Cinthia agreed, pretending to agree with her mother before adding, "Your Motherly roles have just been expanded."
Ben let out a chuckle.
Kimberly, already sensing she was losing another battle, said, "What about your father?"
"I asked the same question to you last night when your son was fucking you if I recall," Cinthia retorted.
"Last night needs to stay between us," Kimberly tried to argue.
"What about this morning?" Cinthia asked.
"Fine," Kimberly sighed, catching on her daughter was playing a game with her. "Last night and this morning needs to stay between us."
"What about tonight" Cinthia asked.
"No more, we can't do this anymore," Kimberly firmly said.
"Oh Mother, you are a silly woman," Cinthia sighed. "Do you really think you have any say in this anymore?"
"I'm your mother!" Kimberly clarified.
"You're my slut," Cinthia corrected, adding a list of other terms to put her mother in place. "My cunt licker, my pet mommy, my personal sex slave and your son's cum bucket."
"Cinthia!" Kimberly gasped, even as she felt her pussy tingle which frustrated her even more. Why could she not control herself? Why did such disrespectful terms turn her on?
"Slut!" Cinthia mocked back. "Go shower. You have a haircut at eleven."
"I do?" Kimberly asked.
"You have a new life, thus you need a new look," Cinthia said, knowing her father insisted on Mom always having long hair.
"But I," Kimberly began to protest but was quickly shot down.
"Now slut!" Cinthia demanded, raising her voice.
The defeated mother looked with pleading eyes to her son, the rational one, but he just smiled, seemingly enjoying the power struggle between the two women in his life.
Kimberly reluctantly went upstairs and to her bedroom shower. While washing away her sins, including sticky spots on her body, tears streamed down her face. What had she done? How could she have so easily submitted sexually? Why couldn't she resist the temptation? What now? How could she get herself out of a predicament that could only end in forever purgatory in the flames of Hell?
Getting out of the shower, Kimberly decides she would pretend to obey the orders of her daughter, but go and see her best friend Lucy. She too had submitted sexually to her daughter, but hopefully she could understand the full depths of her daughter's power and how she could stop it. Returning to her bedroom in a towel, her son was on her bed, lying down, his cock completely erect as if calling her name. She sighed, her fragile shell of resistance already delicate at best. Her son's cock seemed to have a magnetic pull, drawing her against her will.
Ben watched, didn't say a word, as his mother went through the many emotions in seconds: denial, resistance, hunger, and acceptance.
Kimberly sighed, as she let the towel drop to the floor and joined her son again on her bed, a bed she shared with her husband, "Damn you. Ben."
Ben just smiled as he watched his mother give in again, this time without orders or name calling, but raw sexual hunger.
Kimberly couldn't resist, her mouth watering for her son's cock, forgetting instantly the strong will she had while showering, and took her son's cock in her mouth again. Unlike last time she sucked his cock, this time she took her time, kissing it, licking it, making love to it. She wanted to worship her son's cock and be the best cocksucker to ever worship his glorious cock.
Ben continued to just watch and enjoy. His mother looked so hot with his cock in her mouth. She took her time as she swirled her tongue around his mushroom top, she slithered her tongue down his shaft and then she shocked him by taking his balls in her mouth.
Kimberly didn't know why she decided to suck each of her son's balls into her mouth, but it just seemed the natural thing to do. She really didn't know what she was doing, having never done such a thing before, but her son's moans seemed to imply he was enjoying it.
The lengthy tease by his mother was driving him nuts and Ben finally spoke. "Mom. I want to see you deep throat my cock."
Kimberly smiled, looking at her son, and purred, talking like a bimbo slut and not a dignified mother, "You want Mommy to gag on this big juicy hard cock of yours?"
"I want to deposit a load of cum deep down your throat, Mommy-slut," Ben added.
Kimberly moved her tongue back up the iron rod and took it in her mouth.
Ben moaned, "That's it, Mommy."
Kimberly loved hearing her son moan because of her and she began taking more of his cock in her mouth, unsure if she could take all eight inches, almost three more than her husband.
"I want you to take it all, like a good Mommy-slut," Ben moaned, watching his snake slowly disappear in his Mom's beautiful lips.
Again Kimberly's pussy burned at the name-calling. Her brief resistance was shattered again, and she just wanted to be a good slut, a good Mommy-slut. She continued taking more and more of her son's cock with each downward bob.
"Oh yes, Kimberly," Ben moaned, using his mother's first name, something he had never once done before. "You are a great cocksucker."
Kimberly moaned on his cock, loving the compliment. Seven inches in her mouth she paused getting used to having so much cock in between her lips.
"Take your time, cocksucker," Ben said, enjoying the show as much as he was enjoying the blow job.
Kimberly wanted it all in her mouth; she wanted to obey his command; she wanted to be the best cocksucker he had ever had; she wanted to be better than her daughter. Going for broke, she moved her head up and then back down taking all eight inches in her mouth.
"Holy fuck, Mom, you did it," Ben groaned, surprised his mother could take it all in her mouth.
Kimberly didn't move, adjusting to having eight inches of her son's meat in her mouth. Now that she had accomplished the seemingly impossible task, she wanted to swallow his load. She began bobbing up and down furiously wanting to milk her son's cock dry.
"Oh fuck, Mommy, so good," Ben groaned, this easily being the best blow job he had ever received and he had gotten quite a few from college coeds this semester.
Again these were words that were exciting to the eager Mother's ears and she continued the fast-paced assault on her son's missile.
"Oh God, fuck, Mommy, oh Mommy, oh, oh, fuuuuuck, Mommyyyyyyyyy," Ben screamed like a child as his cum rocketed into his mom's mouth and down her throat.
Kimberly was surprised by the full amount of cum that sprayed the back of her throat and she gagged a bit, some of the cum dripping out of her mouth. Determined, she kept sucking wanting to swallow, to taste, to savor, her son's cum.
The pleasure so intense as his mom kept sucking, Ben had to push his mother's head away as it began to tickle.
Kimberly's eyes got big. What had she done wrong?
Ben, seeing his Mother's facial expression, said, "Sorry Mom, that was just so intense and amazing that after I came I couldn't handle the intensity anymore."
"So you liked it?" Kimberly asked, somehow needing her son's approval.
"God yes," Ben smiled, still recovering from the orgasm, his cock twitching long after he shot his load. "That was the most intense blow job I have ever had."
"Good," Kimberly said, relieved to know she had pleased him.
Cinthia interrupted the brief moment as she walked in and said, "Enough sucking cock, Mommy-slut. Get dressed now, and you are not to wear panties or a bra. Is that clear?"
Kimberly sighed, hating the aggressiveness of her daughter, but agreed, "Yes, Mistress."
"The rest of your outfit for today is lying on my bed," Cinthia said. "Get dressed and meet me downstairs."
"Yes, Mistress," Kimberly agreed, even though she was already dreading what her daughter was thinking she should wear.
Cinthia left the room and Ben stood up, his cock beginning to return to slumber. He said, "Mom, don't disobey her, she is ruthless to those who disobey."
"How do you know?" Kimberly asked,
"I have seen it," Ben admitted.
"When? Who?" Kimberly asked, curious just how involved her son was in her daughter's complex web of sin.
"Mrs. Anger," Ben revealed, before adding, "this past summer at the lake."
"And?" Kimberly asked, drawn into the story and wanting to know more.
"Well she was already Cinthia's pet and Cinthia ordered that she suck me off in her car," Ben explained. "Mrs. Anger was mortified because her husband was at the beach as were her two children. She originally refused but after a lengthy talk with Cinthia, that I have no idea what was said, Mrs. Anger came and met me in the car and I got to fuck her ass instead."
"Oh," Kimberly said, thinking that wasn't so bad.
"Then she had to go and find another teenager to cum on her face," Ben added.
"Oh my," Kimberly gasped, understanding the humiliating potential consequences.
"Don't cross her, Mom," Ben warned. "She is very loyal and can be compassionate if you are obedient, but disobey her and watch out for her wrath."
"Hell hath no fury," Kimberly quipped.
"Than a Mistress scorned," Ben finished with a smile.
"I love you, Ben," the mother said.
"I love you too, Mom," Ben said back, pulling her in for a rather friendly hug, ignoring the reality that they were both completely naked.
Ben's cock, hard again, poked his Mother's leg.
"Does that thing ever shrink?" Kimberly asked, amazed at how quickly her son's cock reloaded, especially considering he had come three times already and it was still morning.
"It's always loaded and ready to go," Ben shrugged.
"Good to know," Kimberly smiled, no longer resisting the sin of incest but willing to go all in.
Kimberly grabbed a robe and headed to her daughter's room where she saw an outfit lying on her daughter's bed. She sighed again. On the bed was a plaid skirt, a white blouse and beige thigh highs that Kimberly instantly fretted would not be hidden by the short skirt. There was no one to protest to so she began getting dressed. She slid the silky thigh highs up her legs feeling decadent and sexy. She ran her hands up and down her legs, loving the touch of the soft silky nylon. She pulled the skirt up her legs and was thankful to see the skirt was longer than she thought and covered completely the lace tops of her thigh high stockings. She walked around a bit and was happy to see that the skirt had her lingerie hidden, as long as she didn't bend down too much. She put on the white blouse and her face flushed, noticing that it fit rather tightly, her breasts impossible to not notice. If her nipples got hard they would poke out like headlights impossible to miss. One more sigh and the mother walked downstairs to see what else her daughter had in store for her.



"You look delicious," Cinthia complimented as she assessed her mother, the outfit making her look years younger.
"Thank you, Mistress," Kimberly smiled; loving getting compliments something she never got from her old-fashioned husband.
"Do you like your new attire?" Cinthia asked.
"It's okay," the mother said, "although the blouse is a little tight."
"It really brings out your figure," Cinthia commented. "No more hiding your beauty behind conservative attire."
"Yes, Mistress," Kimberly agreed, feeling like a Barbie doll for her daughter to dress up.
"Go get your haircut now, Mom," Cinthia ordered, "before offering to pay with your tongue."
"What?" Kimberly gasped, this not remotely being a task she expected her daughter to assign.
"I think my instructions were pretty clear?" Cinthia said, her tone implying she wasn't in the mood to bargain.
The mother and respected minister's wife protested, "But Cinthia, I have a reputation to uphold."
"No, you have a reputation to taint?" Cinthia corrected. "No more faking who you really are."
"But I can't offer that," Kimberly pleaded.
"If it makes you feel better, Caroline already knows how you are planning to pay and she is looking forward to it," Cinthia revealed.
"Oh God! oh God," Kimberly repeated, mortified by the expectations of her daughter.
"Now go before I add to your orders and trust me the additions will be a lot more humiliating," Cinthia threatened, implying the conversation was done.
Kimberly wanted to speak, but understood by the tone of her daughter's last words, as well as the look in her eyes that the conversation was done and any further protest would have consequences. "Yes, Mistress," the mother agreed reluctantly, unsure how she could ever possibly fulfil the task.
"Good, go slut, you don't want to be late," Cinthia ordered.
"Yes, Mistress," Kimberly agreed.
"I left you appropriate shoes for your ensemble at the door," Cinthia added.
Kimberly reached the door and sighed yet again. The black heels were four inches and not something she would usually wear. Anyone who was already her daughter's sub would be suspicious of her based on her new attire. She just prayed that none would suspect she was willing to commit incest.
Heels on, she headed to her car and drove to the salon, her brief idea of rebelling and talking to Lucy long done.
The salon was rather busy for a Saturday but Kimberly was greeted warmly by Caroline who smiled widely when she saw the Reverend's wife. Caroline was told by Cinthia that she would be paying for her haircut in a creative way which intrigued her. Caroline submitted to Cinthia in this salon and was curious how much Kimberly had submitted to her daughter. Would Cinthia commit incest? She did pretty much everything else so nothing would surprise her...but Mrs. Martin was the most proper woman in the community.
Kimberly noticed instantly that Caroline, a thirty something women with a young three year old daughter was also dressed a lot younger than she used to. A tight red blouse, a black leather skirt, black nylons and matching four inch heels. She also noticed that Caroline's breasts were very large and her nipples protruded ever so slightly.
"Take a seat, Mrs. Martin," Caroline offered.
"Oh, it's Kimberly," Kimberly said, trying to make this as casual as she could.
Once seated, "I have a picture of the cut you wanted on my phone," Caroline said.
"You do?" Kimberly asked.
"Yes, your daughter sent it to me. As well as the streaks that go with it," Caroline revealed.
"Oh, okay," Kimberly agreed.
"Is that what you want?" Caroline asked, showing Kimberly the photo.
"Yes, it's time for a change," Kimberly said, the thought rather true after years and years of the exact same hairdo.
"Well this will be a change," Caroline agreed, curious as hell of what led to the sudden change in appearance...even though she had an inkling.
Over the next hour they chatted about the usual generic chit-chat like the weather, the upcoming Christmas pageant, holiday plans and so forth.
Kimberly couldn't believe how much the bob haircut changed her look. She looked younger, she looked more hip and she looked radiant. The streaks in her hair also really changed her look. It was then that Mrs. Krandall, the school principal walked in.
Mrs. Krandall's smile got big as she greeted, "Mrs. Martin, what a glorious new look. The outfit and the hair have shed years off your look."
"Thank you," Kimberly replied, appreciating the compliment even as the image of her leading the housewives lesbian club popped into her head.
Mrs. Krandall had received a text from Mistress Cinthia about coming and inviting Kimberly to a special housewives club Monday afternoon. The idea of adding the Reverend's wife to their growing club was too exciting not to do. "You are very welcome," she smiled back.
Kimberly's anxiety hit her hard as she wondered what Mrs. Krandall knew, her smile seemingly to know more than just hello, also her time at the salon was almost over and she really had no idea how to approach Caroline and offer to pay with her tongue...even though her cunt was wet with the idea.
Mrs. Krandall answered the first of her concerns when she moved to Kimberly, bent down and put her hand on the reverend's wife's thigh and whispered, "I expect you at my house at two o'clock on a Monday, is that understood?"
"Y-y-yes," Kimberly stammered, her head spinning from the woman's touch on her thigh, hot breath on her ear and obvious implications that she knew more than she should know.
"Good, now go to the washroom and I will send Caroline back so you can give her a special tip," Mrs. Krandall instructed, slyly biting the MILF's ear before standing back up.
Kimberly's head was spinning, but she stood up, nodded to Mrs. Krandall and headed to the washroom. Time seemed to stand still although it was really less than two minutes, before there was a knock at the door. Kimberly said, "Please come in."
Caroline came in and said, "June said you wanted to speak with me in private."
"I-I-I, um, can I lick your pussy," Kimberly stammered, before just bluntly saying the words she was to say.
"Hmmmmmm," Caroline purred. "She got you too, how deviously delicious."
Kimberly blushed beet red giving away any pretense that she hadn't submitted sexually to her daughter.
Caroline locked the door, hiked up her skirt, revealing she too was wearing thigh highs, hopped onto the counter, spread her legs and said, "Lick away, Mrs. Martin."
Kimberly stared at the shaved cunt in front of her before her before awkwardly moving to Caroline, kneeling between the nylon legs and leaning forward.
As the reverend's wife began licking she quickly shifted from ashamed to eager as the taste of Caroline's cunt, although different than Cinthia's, was still sweetly addicting.
Caroline watched and enjoyed with curiosity. How had Cinthia got her own mother to submit? Had there been any incest activity involved?
Kimberly kept licking, wanting to make it quick so others didn't notice they were gone together for a long period of time and she wanted to get Caroline off and taste her full sweetness.
Caroline, turned on by the nasty act, her thoughts running wild of incestuous submission reached her orgasm quickly as she grabbed Kimberly's head and shoved her face hard against her own cunt as the orgasm hit.
Kimberly could barely breathe, yet she kept licking as the river of cum exploded onto her. She loved the taste and her own cunt burned with need at committing the submissive act.
Once her orgasm had run its course, Caroline let Kimberly's head go and said, not recognizing at all what had just transpired, "I should get back."
Kimberly felt crestfallen. Was she so bad that Caroline didn't say anything at all? She needed to know, as bizarre as it seemed, "Was I good?"
Caroline, who had just got off the counter and adjusted her skirt, smiled, amused at the insecurity of someone who usually walked with such an aura of pretentiousness, "You were not too bad."
Kimberly wasn't sure if that was good or bad but said, "Thank you."
"No, thank you," Caroline said back as she pulled Kimberly off her knees. "You may want to wash up a bit; your messed up make-up is a dead giveaway."
Kimberly looked in the mirror as Caroline unlocked the door and left her alone. Her face was shiny and her make-up was a disaster. She quickly washed her face and applied new make-up before returning to the salon.
As she did, she felt as if everyone could see through her facade of propriety and into her tormented, sexual soul. That said, everyone just went about their business as Caroline paid for her haircut.
Once paid, Kimberly was just returning to her car when her cell buzzed.
Checking the text it was from Cinthia.
Pet Mommy?
I understand you completed task one...good girl.
Task two is as follows. Go to Bethany's and get the FULL treatment. She knows you are coming.
P.S. she is not one of my submissives.
Kimberly sighed, both at another task, although a manicure was definitely needed as was a massage and with relief at going somewhere that didn't know of her transgressions.
Kimberly drove the few blocks and went inside. Bethany brought her to the back where Kimberly was surprised again.
"I was surprised you wanted the full Brazilian," Bethany said.
Kimberly had no idea what a Brazilian was at first, but faked it. "It just seemed time."
"Are you and the minister going somewhere tropical?" Bethany asked.
"Not that I know of," Kimberly joked, the last trip that wasn't church related being their honeymoon and even that was literally anti-climactic.
"Oh, okay," Bethany said, curious at the rather extensive waxing the minister's wife was requesting. "Get completely undressed and lie face down on the bed."
Kimberly had received massages before but they never included getting completely naked. Yet, once Bethany was gone, she got naked curious what a full Brazilian was.
A terrible painful hour later, Kimberly knew full well what a full Brazilian was. She didn't have a hair on her body other than her head. Her cunt was still burning, the lotion only numbing the pain as she headed back to her car.
Kimberly decided she had a new hair-do, a new Brazilian and thus she also needed some new clothes. She drove a few blocks to a fashionable shop she had never been in before and purchased some new outfits. None were scandalous, yet each skirt was a few inches shorter, each blouse a bit tighter, the dresses showcased her curves and the shoes had higher than her usual conservative heels. She also bought some lace bras, a couple thongs and lace panties, a few pairs of thigh high stockings and even a garter-belt and stockings.
Kimberly felt like a different woman. Strangely, she felt liberated. As if the handcuffs of propriety and being a minister's wife were unlocked and she could be a woman again...a living, breathing sexual being.
Kimberly returned to her car and drove home wanting to change into one of her new outfits.
Reaching home, Kimberly was surprised to see no one was home. She went to her room, had a quick shower and dressed in a black thong, black lace bra, matching black garter-belt and stockings, four inch heels, a black leather skirt and a colourful blouse that barely kept in her voluptuous breasts.
Kimberly couldn't wait for Cinthia to see her new look. Her new haircut really changed her look even though she felt bald with so much hair gone. Down below she was as hairless as a new born baby and it still felt strange, although also sexy.
The mother started making supper like she usually would...making Ben's favourite...her special homemade meatloaf.
Just after Kimberly put the meatloaf in the oven, she got a text from Cinthia:
Pet Mommy
Be home for supper. Bringing two guests. Ben won't be joining us.
Mistress C
Kimberly sighed and quivered. Who were the guests? Where was Ben? Why was her pussy already tingling with anticipation? She made a salad, some dinner rolls and mashed potatoes for Cinthia and her unknown guests.
The mother was just pulling the meatloaf out of the oven when the front door opened.
"Mommy, I'm home," Cinthia called out.
A chill went down Kimberly's spine a mixture of anticipation and trepidation at what guests her daughter was bringing. Taking a deep breath, she put the meatloaf on the counter to cool as she went to greet her guests like a good host.
Turning the corner, Kimberly stopped as she saw the two guests. She had assumed, for some reason, they were going to be adults who were already in the web of sin Cinthia had created. Instead they were two of her high school girlfriends, Anna and Cleo. She instantly froze, paranoid that Cinthia was going to out her in front of her friends.
"Mom, you look amazing," Cinthia complimented.
Kimberly replied, liking getting a compliment, "Well the hair was your idea, but then I thought I should also go and get some new, this century, clothing."
"Well, you look very hip Mrs. Martin," Anna complimented.
"Yes, I barely recognized you," Cleo added.
"I barely recognize myself," the flattered mother joked back, even though it was true.
Thankfully, Cinthia behaved herself and other than using her as a maid all night, she kept their secret.
Around ten, Cinthia and the girls left for some party and she whispered in her mother's ear, "Lucy is on her way over."
"Okay," Kimberly said, nervous at having a conversation with Lucy after she had been so critical of her for sexually submitting to Cinthia. Now Kimberly had sinned way more than she had.
"And she knows what happened last night," Cinthia finished, tugging on her mom's ear as she left.
"Oh," Kimberly said, distracted by the hot breath that was just on her ear and no other profound thoughts coming to mind.
Kimberly wasn't home alone five minutes when there was a knock on the door. She opened it and greeted, "Hi, Lucy, it is great to see you."
"You too," Lucy replied, checking out the new look of her best friend. "You look...amazing!"
"I feel it too," Kimberly admitted, a rush of youthful exuberance coming with her makeover and sexual submission.
"May I come in?" Lucy asked, Kimberly still standing in the door way.
"Sorry, of course," Kimberly said, moving aside so Lucy could come in.
Lucy, dressed in a casual blouse, pencil skirt, thigh high beige stockings and six inch heels walked into her best friend's house remembering how the last time she was here she was caught licking Cinthia's cunt.
"Would you like a glass of wine?" Kimberly asked.
"Sure, if you are," Lucy smiled.
"Of course," Kimberly said, going to the kitchen.
Lucy followed her in, checking out her friend's really tight ass, especially in that skirt.
Kimberly poured two glasses of wine, and suggested, "Why don't we retreat to the living room?"
"Sure," Lucy agreed, again following from behind. Lucy wasn't sure what may happen tonight but was told by Mistress Cinthia that Kimberly wanted to see her.
Once both ladies were seated in the same couch, Kimberly said, "I'm sorry for what I said. I was very surprised at the time and hurt."
"I'm sorry too," Lucy apologized. "I never meant to get you pulled into this twisted community."
"Led by my daughter," Kimberly added, checking out Lucy's legs.
"Yes, she is the initiator of a growing group of us," Lucy admitted, noticing her friend's distraction. Lucy allowed her left heel to dangle from her foot, seeing if she was right about Kimberly checking her out.
"I just couldn't believe it," Kimberly said, downing over half her wine, staring at her friend's dangling shoe like it was a hypnotist's watch.
"Oh, it is unexplainable, but she just has a power that people can't say no to," Lucy said, allowing her heel to fall to the floor.
"So I have learned," Kimberly chuckled, finishing her first glass. "Hmmmm, apparently I am thirsty." Kimberly got up and went to the kitchen to grab the bottle of wine. She thought to herself, 'What is becoming of me. I can't even have a conversation with my best friend without getting horny?'
Kimberly poured herself another glass of wine and brought the bottle with her thinking maybe some liquid encouragement may be needed.
Lucy smiled, "Good, you brought the bottle."
Kimberly laughed, "Two great minds thinking alike."
Lucy laughed, standing up and walking to Kimberly, "Let's see if that is really true."
Reaching her best friend, Lucy leaned forward and kissed Kimberly.
Kimberly was only slightly surprised as she opened her mouth and responded passionately. The two friend's tongues explored each other for a couple of minutes before Kimberly whispered, "Oh God Lucy."
"You want to worship me, Kimberly?" Lucy asked.
"Every inch of you," Kimberly admitted, the door opened to sin by her daughter not one she had any interest in closing.
"Worship away," Lucy said, taking the wine and putting it on the table before sitting back on the couch.
Kimberly moved nervously to Lucy, fell to her knees, and took Lucy's stocking-clad foot in her hands. She gently massaged it before lifting it towards her mouth and beginning to suck each toe through the sheer nylon.
Lucy moaned, "Hmmmm, that feels very nice."
Kimberly loved the soft feel of Lucy's nylons in her hands and on her lips. Once each toe had been sucked, she slid her tongue down the bottom of Lucy's sole.
Lucy giggled, "That tickles."
Kimberly kissed Lucy's heel and then replicated the attention on Lucy's other foot.
Lucy moaned, "No one has ever spent such focus on my feet before."
"I want to worship all of you, Mistress," Kimberly said, using the word that could change everything.
"Mistress," Lucy repeated. "You sure you want to be my pet."
"Just tell me what to do," Kimberly said, loving the feeling of giving up control.
"Take off your skirt," Lucy ordered.
"Yes, Mistress," Kimberly agreed, standing up and sliding out of the skirt.
"A garter-belt and stockings, delicious," Lucy purred. "But good pets don't wear underwear."
"Even sexy underwear like this?" Kimberly said, turning around to showcase her ass in the thin thong.
"Well that is tough to argue," Lucy laughed, before instructing, "Remove it anyway."
"Of course, Mistress," Kimberly agreed, slowly sliding out of the tiny piece of underwear.
"Do you like my heels?" Lucy asked.
"They are very nice," Kimberly said.
"Six inches," Lucy said. "They almost killed me the first time your daughter made me wear them."
"Understandable," Kimberly said, unable to fathom wearing such heels herself.
"But they do have another under-utilized purpose," Lucy smiled.
"What would that be?" Kimberly asked curious.
"They make a good makeshift fuck-toy," Lucy revealed.
"Oh my," Kimberly said surprised by her friends words.
"Fuck yourself with my heel, my pet," Lucy instructed.
"Yes, Mistress," Kimberly agreed, her cunt soaked from just sucking on Lucy's toes. She bent down, grabbed the heel and paused, unsure where to sit to do this.
"Fuck yourself standing up, Kimberly. Good little sluts can come anywhere, anytime and in any position," Lucy explained.
"O-o-okay," Kimberly said, thinking how awkward this would be. She moved the lengthy thin heel to her pussy and began to rub it between her pussy lips. "Mmmmmm," she moaned, as the heel parted her pussy lips.
"Don't tease that cunt of yours, fuck it Kimberly. Fuck it like you allowed your son to fuck your pussy," Lucy said, purposely pushing her friend.
Kimberly blushed at her naughty, incestuous submission and the reality her best friend knew of her twisted obedience. She slid the end of the heel inside her burning box as she asked, "Don't you think it was wrong what I did with Cinthia and Ben?"



"Oh God yes. It was sinful, naughty, immoral and fucking hot," Lucy said. "Knowing behind your serious facade of respectability is a dirty incest slut is the hottest fucking thing ever."
"You know just the right words to say," Kimberly joked, even though the truth was Lucy's words only enhanced her pleasure. She loved being called names, being seen for who she really was.
"You loved your son's cock pounding your ass, didn't you?" Lucy questioned as she came and took the shoe and began fucking Kimberly's cunt faster with it.
"Please, don't," the embarrassed mother began.
"Don't what?" Lucy asked, stopping fucking her friend's cunt.
"Please don't stop fucking my slut cunt," Kimberly said, frustrated Lucy had stopped.
"Then tell me the truth. Did you like Ben pounding that tight ass of yours?" Lucy asked.
"Yes, dammit, I fucking loved it," Kimberly admitted.
"Loved what?" Lucy questioned, wanting to hear Kimberly talk nasty.
"I fucking loved my son sodomizing my ass in church while I ate my daughter's cunt like the incest mommy slut I am," Kimberly answered, her own self-degradation sending chills of pleasure through her.
"That is hot," Lucy purred, continuing to fuck Kimberly with the heel of the shoe.
"So is fucking my cunt with your heel," Kimberly pointed out.
"Touché," Lucy laughed, as she began to really pump the heel in and out of her friend.
"Oh God, Lucy," Kimberly moaned. "I'm going to come pretty soon."
"Come on my heel, my slut," Lucy purred, kissing her friend's neck.
"Oh yes, yes," Kimberly responded, her orgasm close.
"Come now you dirty Mommy-slut," Lucy demanded, biting on her friend's ear.
"Fuuuuuuuuuck," Kimberly screamed as her legs gave out and her orgasm hit her, accidentally allowing the heel of the shoe to go deeper in her.
Lucy held her friend up by the heel in Kimberly's cunt as the orgasm riddled through her.
Eventually, Lucy pulled out the heel and put it on Kimberly's lips. Kimberly opened her mouth and sucked her own pussy juice off the makeshift fuck toy.
Lucy said, moving back to the couch, "Now let's see if your tongue is as amazing as Mistress says it is."
Kimberly watched her best friend slide out of her skirt, revealing a shaved pussy and not surprisingly, thigh highs. Her mouth watered at the task she was about to commit no longer remotely caring about dignity or her role as a minister's wife.
Lucy sat back down, parted her legs and offered, "Come and get it, my pet."
Kimberly didn't hesitate as she moved to her best friend, fell to her knees and buried her face in the shaved cunt. She began licking tentatively, wanting to explore and savor her friend's pussy. Already wet, the taste was instantly addicting and Kimberly wanted to have it all.
Lucy watched, amused at her best friend, the most proper woman she knew, licking her cunt.
The next few minutes Kimberly continued to slowly lick and probe Lucy's pussy while Lucy just closed her eyes and enjoyed having her cunt licked.
Lucy's orgasm was building when she was startled by a voice.
"Well, Merry Christmas to me," Ben said, as he walked in on his mother and his stroke fantasy Lucy having sex.
Lucy stammered, pushing Kimberly's tongue away, "It's n-n-not what it looks like."
"It looks like my mother is eating your cunt," Ben said smiling.
Kimberly, oddly not embarrassed at being caught, this wasn't as bad as being caught in church with her daughter, said, "Are you going to join us?"
"Great idea," Ben smiled, beginning to pull down his pants.
Lucy protested, "I can't cheat on Donald."
"You already have," Kimberly pointed out.
"It's not cheating if it is same sex," Lucy illogically rationalized.
"That is absurd," Kimberly said, as Ben walked to the two hot MILF's.
Ben laughed too, as he moved his stiff cock in front of Lucy and said, "Is oral sex cheating then?"
As Lucy opened her mouth to answer, Ben slid his cock in-between her lips.
Lucy's brief moral resistance ended, as she began bobbing back and forth on the big stiff cock in her mouth...a cock much bigger than her husband's.
Kimberly resumed licking her friend's wet cunt.
Ben said, "That's it Lucy, I have fantasized about this for years."
Lucy took Ben's cock out if her mouth and asked coyly, "What did you fantasize about?"
"Making you my little slut," Ben admitted.
Lucy looked up at Ben and asked, "What does that include?"
"Get on all fours on the couch," Ben ordered.
Lucy quickly obeyed, her cunt burning from Kimberly's tongue and the anticipation of a big cock in her.
"Good girl," Ben ordered, as he moved behind her.
Kimberly moved to the couch to watch her son fuck her best friend.
Ben rubbed his cock up and down Lucy's pussy lips as he asked, "Ready, Lucy?"
"God, yes," Lucy moaned, as she was dying to have that big cock fill her cunt.
Ben moved his cock up a couple of inches and began sliding his cock in Lucy's ass.
"Oh myyyyyy God," Lucy screamed, surprised by the cock sliding in her ass.
"I just love fucking women in the ass," Ben grunted, as his cock disappeared between Lucy's ass cheeks.
"I have neeever had anything so big in my assssssss," Lucy whimpered, through clenched teeth.
"Lick her cunt, Mother," Ben ordered.
"Of course, Master," Kimberly smiled, returning to the floor, crawling awkwardly between both Lucy's and Ben's legs and resumed licking Lucy's very wet cunt.
The tongue on Lucy's cunt slowly dissipated the burn in her ass as Ben continued to slowly fill it.
Ben groaned, "Almost all in, Lucy."
"Okkkkkkkay," Lucy replied, still clenching her teeth.
"Ready to really get ass fucked, Lucy," Ben asked, once all his cock was in the MILF's ass.
"Oh God, be gentle," Lucy pleaded, worried he would rip her ass apart.
"I'll go slowly until you are begging for me to pound your ass," Ben promised.
"Okay," Lucy agreed, completely at the mercy of Ben and his big cock.
Ben had taken a few girls' anal cherry and knew the key was to go very slowly at first. To get the girl's ass used to his big cock and eventually she would be begging to be fucked hard...just like his mother had.
Ben slowly moved his cock in and out of Lucy's ass while Kimberly continued to slowly lick her pussy.
Lucy was slowly getting used to a cock in her ass, the burn was still there but it was simmering as a strange feeling of pleasure began to build.
A couple more minutes of slow ass fucking and Lucy wanted more. She wanted to be fucked...to be used. She begged, "Oh God Ben, fuck my ass, fuck it like you did Kimberly."
Ben obliged with a confident smile as he shifted from slow to medium strokes knowing the MILF would be begging soon for harder deeper thrusts.
Lucy couldn't believe the quivering pleasure that was coursing through her from the cock in her ass and the tongue on her cunt. She could feel her orgasm building and after a couple more minutes of getting ass fucked she begged, "Fuck the shit out of me, Ben, slam that big hard cock in my ass, baby."
Ben thrust deep and Lucy screamed, "Fucccking, yes."
Ben slammed into Lucy, his whole body crashing into hers.
"Yes, yes," Lucy moaned, loving the complete submission at the hands of this sexy stud.
Kimberly sucked Lucy's clit between her lips, sensing Lucy was close.
"I'm going to come," Lucy declared.
"Come my little MILF slut," Ben ordered, continuing to ream her tight ass.
"Oh yes, yes, oh, oh, oh, fuuuuck," Lucy screamed as she came, flodding Kimberly's face with her cum.
Ben grunted, a moment later, "I'm going to come in your ass my little ass slut."
"Oh yes, fill my ass with your seed," Lucy whimpered, as her orgasm continued to riddle through her.
"Aaaaah," Ben grunted, as he shot rope after rope of his cum in the MILF's perfect ass.
Kimberly kept licking and retrieving all her friend's cum until Ben pulled out and ordered, "Suck my cum from Lucy's ass, Mom."
Kimberly didn't hesitate as she moved behind Lucy's ass and began to awkwardly retrieve her son's cum.
Lucy moaned, "You really are one sick little slut."
"Takes one to know one," Kimberly quipped back.
A couple minutes later, Lucy turned around and sat down and asked, "So Ben, do you have one more load in you?"
"Of course," Ben shrugged, his cock still semi-erect.
"I really want to see you fuck your mom," Lucy said.
"I think that can be arranged," Ben smiled, snapping his fingers and pointing to his cock.
Kimberly quickly moved to her son and took his cock between her lips, preparing it for herself.
"Fuck that is hot," Lucy said, watching the incest act.
"Wait till you see this," Ben smugly said, moving to a chair and sitting down. "Come ride me, Mommy."
Kimberly glanced at Lucy who was smiling before moving to Ben, straddling his cock, and slowly lowering herself on it.
"That's it Mommy," Ben groaned, as she engulfed his cock in her hot cunt. "Ride me, Mommy."
Kimberly eagerly obeyed, bouncing up and down on her son's cock, all the while looking at Lucy. "Fuck, your cock feels so good in Mommy's cunt."
"Take it all in, Mommy," Ben ordered, bucking his cock up to meet her downward thrusts.
"Fuuuuuuck, Ben," Kimberly screamed, as his cock went deeper than humanly possible inside her.
"Take it all, Mommy," Ben grunted.
"Do I have a choiiiiice?" Kimberly quipped as she continued riding her son's cock.
Lucy was rubbing her clit while watching the hot incest act, her pussy on fire.
"Does Lucy want to see something even kinkier?" Ben asked.
"Kinkier than your mother riding your cock?" Lucy asked.
"Yes," Ben smiled.
"I can't fathom what would be kinkier, but fuck yeah," Lucy replied curiously.
Ben ordered, "Mom, put your feet on my legs."
"Okay," Kimberly agreed.
Kimberly awkwardly got in that position, while Ben held her by the hips.
"Now lower that ass of yours on my cock, Mommy," Ben instructed.
"Oh God," Kimberly and Lucy both said simultaneously.
Kimberly obeyed, staring at Lucy the whole time, as she slowly, awkwardly, lowered her ass onto Ben's cock.
"That's it," Ben grunted.
Kimberly continued to slowly lower her ass on her son's cock as he held her hips firmly. In this position, her ass easily took his cock and it felt surreal. Once she had most of his cock in her ass, she began to ride his cock.
Lucy watched in awe before deciding to join the incest twosome, turning it into a threesome. She moved between both of them and took Ben's balls in her mouth.
Ben groaned, "The only thing better than one MILF slut is two."
Lucy sucked one of his balls into her mouth, while Kimberly continued riding her son's cock.
Ben sat back, held onto his mom and enjoyed the pleasure both sexy sluts were giving him...in no hurry to come.
Lucy continued to pleasure Ben's balls and Kimberly, finally comfortable, began really riding her son's cock in her ass.
Kimberly moaned, "Oh God Ben, I love your cock sooo much."
Ben grunted, "Come from getting your ass fucked, Mommy-slut."
"Oh God, Ben, call me names," Kimberly asked, knowing she was close.
"Come now, ass slut, Mommy whore, cunt licking dyke, come now, or I'll finish off in your whore friend here," Ben threatened.
"Oh yes, Ben, I'm your sluuuuuuut," Kimberly screamed, as her orgasm cascaded through her.
Lucy moved to her friend's cunt and began savoring her cum.
Kimberly collapsed on her son's cock and just allowed her orgasm to flood out of her, Lucy's tongue only enhancing her pleasure.
Eventually, Ben lifted his mother off of him, carried her to the couch, turned around and slid his cock in Lucy's mouth. Close to coming, he fucked the MILF's face roughly.
Lucy concentrated on not gagging, not used to having such a big cock in her mouth, or having her face fucked. Yet, it turned her on immensely as she continued to rub herself.
Ben grunted a couple of minutes later and exploded his load down Lucy's throat.
Lucy eagerly swallowed all Ben's seed while Kimberly watched from the couch.
Ben pulled out, bent down and kissed Lucy. Breaking the kiss, Ben went and kissed his mother. "Good night, ladies."
As soon as Ben was gone, Lucy sat back on the couch and said, "Watching you two fuck was the hottest thing ever, now come finish what you started earlier."
Kimberly returned to her knees, between Lucy's legs and began licking.
"I can't wait till Monday, Kimberly," Lucy said.
Kimberly looked up and asked, "What do you mean?"
"The special housewives club where you are going to be initiated into our special group," Lucy smiled, grabbing Kimberly by the hair and pulling her deep into her cunt.
Kimberly licked and licked as she pondered what would happen Monday. Her cunt tingled at the possibilities, even as she knew each of these decisions was pulling her deeper and deeper into submission. Yet, she knew she would be there Monday, ready to obey whatever orders she was given.
THE END...for now.
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3 Sisters: A Crazy Lesbian Orgy
Like most great things in life, it happened rather unexpectedly.
Jill, my oldest sister, had caught her boyfriend of over ten years getting head from another guy. Things had not been going well for the past year between Jill and her long time boyfriend, Adam, but this was not something any of us would have ever expected. Adam was a man's man, and apparently that meant having sex with men.
To make matters worse, Jill had caught him just a few days before Valentine's Day. Thus we decided to have a special sister's night out on Valentine's Day. Caroline, the middle child, agreed as her husband was out of town working and, not surprisingly, my husband, Howard, had no problem not going out to an overpriced dinner and instead staying home to watch hockey.
Before I continue this crazy story, I should highlight that although Jill is the oldest and I the youngest, only four years separate all three of us. Mom was a baby making machine, producing Jill, and then, sixteen months later, Caroline and, lastly adorable ol' me just fifteen months after that.
Although we were sisters, I should also note that we all looked very, very different. Jill got the breasts both Caroline and I had wished we had throughout high school and college, but less so now, as we don't have to carry them around all day at work. Jill was also the only blonde, taking after dad, with blue eyes that drew men at will and yet she was the shortest of us at 4'11. And although she wasn't fat, she was big-boned, again like father, and that had always been her insecurity issue. In fact, she is in great shape for 43. That said, usually she was the glue that kept our family together...the one who always had it going right. She was structured, a psychologist not surprisingly, and the one out of us three who dressed for comfort rather than fashion.
Caroline, on the other hand, was Jill's polar opposite. The rebel of the family since high school, she willingly admits that from sixteen to thirty were her 'slut years' (she won't give an official number, but she does admit whatever number we guesstimate...we should probably double that). She loves tattoos, is a brunette with hazel eyes, annoyingly slim, married to a rich banker (we call her 'trophy' to ruffle her feathers, even though she has a job as a nurse and makes very good money) and always wears the latest and hippest fashions. Her insecurity issue is that she never got breasts. I mean, she has them in the most remote sense of the word, but even though she has long legs, a perfect body and tight ass (she works out every day...it would be nice to have a pool in my backyard too), she fixates on her tiny almost non-existent breasts. She has contemplated getting breast implants for years, but so far we have managed to convince her not to.
Then there is me. I am the plain Jane of the group. The shy one; the boring one; the one with kids. Jill didn't have any because Adam didn't want any, and Caroline didn't have any because she learned, after spending a lot of money, that she was physically unable to. I, on the other hand, had three and they fucked up my body good. Besides having thyroid issues, which makes reaching orgasm twice as much work, I have never lost the baby weight, especially in my ass. I have green eyes, brown hair (with tinges of grey if I don't dye it) and an adorable smile. My breasts are an average 34b cup, enough to showcase in the right outfit, but not enough to get much attention. My husband is a leg man and thus doesn't focus much on my breasts. He's more interested in my very toned legs...especially in nylons, which he expects me to wear every day.
My job is very stressful. I am a high school teacher and have to be mentally strong all day, and therefore I like to just let go at home...thus I am very submissive to my husband. Oh, and my biggest secret is that I write erotica on a website called Literotica and not a single one of my friends or family know. My writing over the past three years has covered a variety of genres and themes, with the most common being lesbian and incest. That said, I write fantasy and, truthfully, never considered seriously crossing the line.
Now that you know a little about us, let me get on with my tale. This story is actually about how the three of us crossed a line that we never even considered crossing until that fateful night that I am about to describe.
Caroline had insisted we all get dolled up for our 'Valentine's No Men' evening as she booked us a table at the most expensive restaurant in town. Again, it must be nice to have connections and money. Caroline, being Caroline, insisted we meet her Thursday evening to go clothes shopping...her treat. By the end of the evening, each of us had a dress that you would wear purely to draw attention, with matching heels and new lace undies. It cost over two thousand dollars but Caroline shrugged it off by insisting money is made to be spent. Jill joked it wasn't her money, to which Caroline countered, "All the more reason to spend it."
On Friday, Caroline again insisted we meet right after work, this time at her favourite hair salon where we got our hair, nails and make-up done. By the time we arrived at the restaurant, we had already polished off a bottle of wine and looked like three elegant cougars on the prowl. I was in a red dress, with a black belt that showcased every curve I had (the good and bad), with matching four inch heels and beige pantyhose that really did accentuate by best asset, my legs.
Jill was in a multi-coloured dress that was longer than mine but tighter on the top, making her breasts the obvious attention spot for our waiter or waitress.
Caroline, of course, was in a gold gown, with a side slit that showed off a ton of leg and the fact she was wearing thigh high stockings rather than pantyhose.
I asked, as we drank cocktails at the bar while waiting for our table to be seated, "Aren't thigh highs a little provocative for such an outfit?"
"Cameron insists I only wear thigh highs as it gives him quicker access to the goods." She shrugged, adding, "His words not mine."
I often wore thigh highs for Howard for the exact same reason, but I wasn't one to openly share my sex life. Instead I shrugged, "Whatever floats your boat."
Jill joined in, "I never wear pantyhose, I hate them."
Caroline said, "They are like make-up, or heels, just another way to enhance your look."
"They are uncomfortable," Jill said, before adding, "plus I always get runs in them."
"First, that is why I wear thigh highs, they are very comfortable. Second, if you buy quality hosiery, like Wellford's, they last forever and you feel like you are wearing silk...because you are."
"If you say so," Jill shrugged.
"I am so making you try some on when we get back to my place!" Caroline said.
Jill agreed, because it is always easier to agree with Caroline, "Whatever you say."
Caroline smiled, "Excellent, you are finally learning."
"Just trying to shut you up," Jill countered.
Caroline laughed, "I just aim to please."
Jill quipped, "That is why you were so popular in high school."
"And college," I added.
"Jealousy," Caroline said, all sing-song, knowing it was true and also letting us know she was fine with her slutty past.
A cute host led us to our table and it was obvious he was overwhelmed by the three of us. He stared at Jill's cleavage, my legs and Caroline's everything.
Once we were seated, Caroline asked Jill, "Are you ready to jump on the horse again?"
"God no!" Jill said dramatically, "Men are currently off the menu."
"Does that mean you are switching sides?" Caroline asked playfully.
Jill shrugged, finishing her drink. "It couldn't be any worse than being with a man."
"It's not worse, it's just different," Caroline revealed, surprising both of us.
"You have dyked out?" Jill asked, surprised.
Just before Caroline could reply, our waitress, a cute blonde in her early twenties, arrived at our table.
"Hi, my name is Emma and I will be your server for the evening," she greeted.
"Good evening, Emma," Caroline replied, obnoxiously like she always is.
"Good evening, ma'am," Emma replied politely.
"Ma'am," Caroline gasped as if she had been greatly offended. "I am no ma'am!"
The poor girl went red, obviously not used to such a response. She stammered, "S-s-sorry."
Caroline smiled, "I'm Caroline or Goddess of Beauty, you may choose."
Emma smiled, quickly playing along. "Can I get the Goddess of Beauty something to drink to start?"
"Yes, a bottle of your best wine," Caroline answered.
"Of course, will that be all?" Emma asked.
"For now," Caroline smiled warmly.
Emma left and Jill scolded, "That was a bit much."
Caroline smiled, "Just warming her up for you."
"She is half my age," Jill said, flabbergasted by the suggestion.
"The young ones are usually the most eager to please, or at least the easiest to train. Well, them and married women with husbands who neglect their sexual needs, of course," Caroline shrugged.
I asked, trying to be crude, "Have you eaten cunt since you got married?"
"Is the sky blue?" she answered.
I joked, today being a cloudy miserable day, "Not today."
"Fine, are Jill's tits huge?" Caroline rephrased.
Jill quipped, "Especially in this ludicrously tight dress you made me wear."
"You're getting laid tonight. If not by some college stud with a big cock who can get it up five times, by some sweet lesbian or bisexual," Caroline boldly predicted.
"How can you tell if a girl is a lesbian?" I asked.
"That is hard sometimes, but almost all girls, especially younger ones like our Emma there, are bisexual...it is the new 'in' thing," Caroline explained.
"It's 'in' to suck cock and eat cunt?" I asked.
Caroline laughed, "Where did that nasty mouth of yours come from?"
"I learned from the best," I shrugged.
"We will see if that is true," Caroline said, her tone ominous in a way I couldn't explain. "And trust me, it is 'in' to be bisexual."
"If you say so," I said, the conversation getting a bit uncomfortable. I had fantasized about women for the past three years: mostly younger girls who I fantasized would seduce me and make me their pet teacher. On occasion I would see a black woman and get wet wondering what it would be like to submit to a black woman or a black man for that matter. Yet, that was the reality of fantasy...it was just fantasy.
The thoughts of making my fantasy a reality really changed when a new teacher, Amber Addison, started at school. She was young, fun, beautiful, black, and seemed to flirt with me. She told me how good I looked most days, squeezed my shoulder and arm on many occasions and even put her hand on my leg at the bar during one of the Friday night happy hours. Although nothing had happened, she had definitely triggered my curiosity. My masturbation fantasies of late had not been of my husband, or a gangbang (another secret fantasy of mine) but of Amber seducing me and making me hers.
"Oh my God, Jasmine, you have a crush on someone," Caroline accused.
"I do not," I quickly refuted, even as I felt the heat in my cheeks rising.
"Have you already eaten pussy?" Caroline asked.
Thankfully, I was saved by the waitress who brought us some stupidly expensive wine which she poured for each of us. As she leaned forward, I noticed her breasts were quite voluptuous as well, although not as big as Jill's. After she poured the wine, she also took our appetizer orders.
Once she was gone, Caroline repeated her question, although with a little less frankness. "Is this just a crush or has it already become something more?"
"I would never cheat on Howard," I answered, avoiding the question thus putting automatic admittance in the mind of Caroline.
"Oh my God, Jasmine, you are such a Leave it to Beaver woman," Caroline accused.
"Why, because I am loyal and traditional?" I asked, getting annoyed by my sister's overbearing personality.
Jill chimed in, "Leave Jasmine alone."
"I am just saying it is not cheating if you are just eating cunt or getting your cunt munched by another female," Caroline said.
"Oh I can't wait to hear this logic," I sarcastically responded, even though part of me was curious, particularly with my crush on Amber.
"I would never cheat on Cameron with another guy," Caroline began.
"How 1950's of you," I said, unable to hold back my sarcasm.
Jill giggled as she finished another glass of wine.
"On the other hand, having a little lesbian rendezvous is completely kosher," Caroline said.
"Because?" I asked.
"Because my husband doesn't have a cunt. He can't provide the lesbian experience," Caroline answered.
"So eating pussy, not cheating," I clarified. "Sucking another man's cock, is cheating."
"Exactly," Caroline nodded, as if that cleared up everything.
"Does the lesbian fucking you with a strap-on count as cheating since your husband does have a cock?" I asked, trying to poke holes in her bizarre theory.
"That is a grey area," Caroline answered. "But I can't say I haven't been on both the giving and receiving end of a nice strap-on." Finishing her wine, she looked around to see if the waitress was coming, before she answered, "Can you keep a secret?"
"Of course," Jill and I simultaneously replied. Although we were both disturbed by our sister's slutty behaviour and obnoxious personality, we did seem to live vicariously through her wild nature. Plus, judging by her tone, this was going to be a doozy of a reveal.
"Do you know what pegging is?" Caroline asked.
"No," Jill and I simultaneously answered, both of us leaning forward to hear Caroline's suddenly more discreet voice; although truth be told I did know what 'pegging' was through my writing.
"Are you ready to order?" Emma asked, making all three of us jump.
"I think we are," Caroline answered, smiling. Each of us ordered while an older gentleman brought us our appetizers.
Once we were alone again, Caroline filled each of our wine glasses and said, "A toast."
"To what?" Jill asked.
"To sisters who don't do this enough," Caroline answered.
"Agreed," I said, raising my glass.
"Fair enough," Jill agreed, raising her glass too.
We clanked our glasses, giggled like school girls and each shot half our glass of wine.
"To a crazy night," Caroline added, finishing the glass she had just poured.
Not wanting to be outdone, I finished my glass of wine as well...I was now well on my way to being drunk. "More," I requested, handing my glass to Caroline.
"Is our baby sister getting a little wild tonight?" Caroline asked.
"Maybe," I shrugged coyly.
Caroline poured herself and me another glass as Jill inquired, "So what is pegging?"
"Are you sure you are ready for this?" Caroline asked.
"You can't start a story and not finish it," I said.
"Fair enough," Caroline said. "Pegging is when the girl, wearing a strap-on, fucks a man in the...."
"Ass?" Jill asked, her eyes going big.
"Do you peg Cameron?" I asked, the thought of her big burly husband taking a strap-on in the ass both disturbing and hot.
"I told him if he wanted my ass I got his," Caroline smiled, revealing yet another naughty aspect of her life.
"You take it up the ass?" Jill asked, clearly overwhelmed by all these sexual revelations.
"Oh fuck yes; it is the ultimate act of submission. Giving in to the ultimate taboo and giving complete trust to your lover," Caroline explained. "Plus, once you get used to having a cock in the ass it really feels fucking amazing."
"I would never," Jill said.
"Never say never," Caroline smiled.
"Oh, I'm pretty confident," Jill countered.
I recalled my ex-fiancé, Mike, taking my ass and although I didn't enjoy it the first time, I soon began to crave it and would beg for Mike to fill my ass with his cum. Of course, this was not something I planned to ever share with my sisters...nor was it something a gentleman like Howard would ever think to do to his wife...unfortunately.
I tried it once years ago," Jill admitted, "but it hurt too much."
"Oh, it takes patience and lube and a lot of wine the first time," Caroline smiled.
"When was the last time you took it up the butt?" Jill asked.
"Last weekend," Caroline answered freely with no shame at all.
Jill sighed. "I haven't been laid in six months and you get it in the butt."
"Really? Six months? I would die," Caroline said, as if she were told she had six months to live.
I joked, looking at Caroline, "Does anal sex count as sex?"
"Of course, so does oral," Caroline replied.
"Well, in that case he has had sex with me, but not vice versa," Jill said.
"You give him head, but he doesn't reciprocate?" I asked.
"He will just walk over to me and shove his cock in my mouth," Jill admitted, tears starting to roll.
"Oh, honey," I said, moving to her, even as I tried to figure out how someone so strong as Jill could be used so easily.
Caroline said, "What happens once he shoots his load?"
"Caroline, enough!" I sternly said, giving Jill a big hug.
Jill, between tears, admitted, "Either he comes in my mouth or shoots his cum all over my face or tits. He loves coming on me."
"Wow," Caroline said. Even she was surprised.
"But he thinks eating pussy is gross and he doesn't really like having sex," Jill continued.
"He thinks it's okay for you to give him head and not give it back?" I asked. "What an asshole."
"That is a fucking understatement," Caroline said, before adding, "plus, eating pussy is not gross but rather a sweet, sweet delicacy."
"Oh for Christ's sake, Caroline," I said, frustrated that Caroline never knew when she went too far.
"I am just saying, it is just a pathetic excuse by a pathetic man," Caroline said.
Just then, Emma arrived with our meals. Noticing it was an awkward situation, she handed us our meals and asked, looking at the almost empty bottle of wine, "More wine?"
"For sure," I said, thinking getting Jill shit-faced was definitely in the cards.
Emma left and for a few minutes we ate and drank in silence. As I ate, I tried to figure out how Jill, the strongest of us, could be submissive to a dick like Adam. The thought of Adam walking over to her all pretentious and shoving his cock in her mouth was so shocking and yet, truth be told, the thought of Howard doing that to me was quite a turn on. Howard was a gentleman though, and never caught on to the obvious reality that I was submissive no matter how much I hinted.
My ex-fiancé, Mike, was a dominant man who knew exactly what I needed sexually. I remembered the time he walked into my apartment, walked up to me, put his hands on my shoulders and guided me onto my knees. I sucked him, as expected, swallowing his load before he fucked both my pussy and ass. And then I remembered other times when I had submitted to him like when he made me blow him during Christmas at my parent's house, with both my sisters asleep in the same room; or when I had to suck his cock under the table at a restaurant, and again at a Broadway play; or the time I had to ride him in the back of a taxi.



I missed the clear-cut-man-in-charge relationship I used to have, although I didn't miss the lack of emotion and conversation that had also been a part of it. Yet, I do often yearn to be face-fucked, forced to do something naughty in public, or to feel a cock in my ass again. Being a teacher, I always have to be in control, and thus having a man just take control in the bedroom is a major turn-on.
"A penny for your thoughts?" Caroline asked.
"What?" I replied, drawn back into reality.
"You seemed to be in la-la land," Caroline said.
"Oh, I was just thinking of the past," I answered honestly.
"Mike?" Caroline properly guessed.
"Maybe," I shrugged.
"He had you as whipped as Adam apparently has Jill," Caroline said.
Jill snapped, "I wasn't whipped."
"You were his personal live-in cum deposit," Caroline said bluntly, again not one to beat around the bush.
"Says the girl who takes it up the ass," Jill countered.
"Not because I am submissive, but because I enjoy it. Plus, remember I give and receive," Caroline reminded us.
Drunk enough to say it, I said, "I can't believe Cameron takes it up the ass."
Jill said, "I can't believe my boyfriend is a faggot either, but, hey, life is full of surprises."
I had to laugh. "Who would have thought that my Howard is the manliest of the three of our men?"
Caroline laughed, "Do you actually believe that?"
"Well, Adam is a faggot, quoting Jill, and your man takes it in the ass," I pointed out.
"Well, my man satisfies me sexually and knows exactly what I need," Caroline countered. "Can you say Howard does that for you?"
I could feel the harsh truth of her words as Mike's dominant persona and Howard's oblivious always-a-gentleman persona were polar opposites. I loved Howard more than I had ever loved Mike, yet Howard didn't come close to sexually satisfying me the way Mike had.
I feigned ignorance, "I have no idea what you are implying."
"Mike, Mike and Mike," Caroline smiled. "He was a dominant persona."
"And?" I asked, continuing to play stupid.
"And although you love Howard, you miss the strong firm personality of Mike because you, my dear sister, are..." she paused.
"Annoyed?" I answered.
"Submissive, like Jill," Caroline correctly assessed.
"Riiiiight," I replied, denying her truth.
Jill sighed. "Enough of the psychoanalysis. I'm the doctor here."
"And you solve everyone else's problems, but not your own," Caroline pointed out just as Emma returned to enquire about dessert.
"Can I get you ladies anything for dessert?" Emma asked.
Caroline looked at both Jill and I before asking, "That all depends, are you on the menu?"
Emma blushed bright red as she answered, "No, but the chocolate mousse is to die for."
"Well I'd rather have something more natural," Caroline said dripping with flirtation, "but I guess that will have to do."
Emma left and Jill gasped, "I can't believe you just hit on our waitress."
"I can't believe she rejected me," Caroline said, not used to being rejected.
"I guess everything happens sooner or later," I quipped.
"We will see if that is true later," Caroline answered, with the same ominous tone as before.
Emma came back with our dessert and we again all ate in silence.
A couple of minutes later, Emma returned with the bill and Caroline giggled when she looked at it.
"What? Even more than you expected it to be?" I asked.
"Yes, Cameron is going to shit when he sees the bill, but look at this," Caroline said.
Taking the bill, I saw a note from Emma.
Off at one
Emma (with a heart after the a)
Just below, she included her number.
"Wow," I said, she hasn't been rejected.
"I never get rejected," Caroline said confidently.
"So it seems," Jill laughed.
Half an hour later, we were at Caroline's house and now on our fourth bottle of wine.
"So was Adam always only into oral?" Caroline asked.
"He has always enjoyed oral the most, but he at least would return the favour or fuck me to orgasm," Jill admitted.
"On the bright side you must give amazing head for him to prefer your mouth to your cunt," Caroline pointed out.
"I hate that word," Jill grimaced.
"Head?" Caroline asked, playing innocent.
"The 'c' word," Jill said.
"Cunt...really?" Caroline said, enjoying causing her oldest sister stress. She then added, "Although I love giving head, my gag reflex makes it difficult."
"Super-slut has a sexual deficiency," I quipped.
"I still give head, but I really have to focus and almost always gag when he shoots his load down my throat," Caroline admitted, before adding, "but I am a trooper and always make sure to leave my man completely satisfied."
"I love giving head," I admitted, "especially the feeling of a cock growing in my mouth. Not a big fan of swallowing, but thankfully Howard is more of a cum in the cunt type of guy."
"You too?" Jill said, again wincing at me saying cunt.
"Sorry," I shrugged. "Must be the wine."
"Oh, that reminds me," Caroline said, standing up and going to her room.
Jill asked me, "What was that about?"
"Who knows? Maybe she needed to go and have a quick orgasm," I joked.
"She probably would leave us to get herself off," Jill laughed.
Caroline came back with a couple packages. She handed one to Jill. "Put these on."
"Why?" Jill asked. "I told you I hate pantyhose."
"First, they are thigh highs, and, second, they are Wolfords," Caroline said.
Moving to me, Caroline put her hand on my pantyhose clad knee. "Oh yuck, where did you buy these? Walmart?"
"Yes," I admitted, embarrassed by my lack of purchasing power for nice things.
"I brought you a pair too," Caroline said, handing me a pair.
Curious what expensive nylons would feel like, I said, "Fine, I'll put them on."
Jill, who hadn't yet put hers on, watched as I quickly yanked off my pantyhose and began putting on the expensive silk thigh high stockings. As soon as I slid one stocking up my leg, I let out an accidental moan. "Oh my, these are the softest nylon stockings I have ever felt. Jill you have got to try them on."
Jill did and soon we both had thigh high stockings on.
"So?" Caroline asked, looking at Jill.
"They feel nice," Jill said, moving her hand up and down her leg.
"Plus, the mocha color really hides how white you are...well, like all three of us are," Caroline explained.
Jill agreed, "They really are nice."
"They are another tool of seduction," Caroline said before turning to me. "Now, Jasmine, I realize it is your turn," Caroline said.
"For what?" I asked.
"So I admitted my cocksucking deficiency and Jill has admitted her submissive nature, what about you, baby sister," Caroline said. "What is your sexual weakness?"
"Well you already know I was submissive to Mike and I miss it sometimes," I admitted.
"We all knew that already," Caroline smiled. "Something we don't know."
I sighed. "Well, I have never had an orgasm from intercourse, nor can I have multiple orgasms."
"You have never come from getting fucked?" Caroline asked crudely.
"I only get off from oral sex, and only once each session," I admitted.
"You poor girl," Caroline said, "that needs to change."
"Do you have a magic wand? I joked.
"Actually, I do," Caroline laughed. After a pause where she seemed to be thinking about something, conniving perhaps, she changed topics completely, as she suggested, "Let's play truth or dare."
"Really? We are not teenagers anymore," Jill said.
"But it's nice to live it up once in a while," Caroline countered.
"I'm in," I shrugged, figuring what the hell, it's just the three of us.
"Fine," Jill reluctantly agreed, although it was obvious she wasn't really excited about playing.
"Jasmine, truth or dare?" Caroline asked.
"Why me first?" I protested.
"Because you're the youngest," she rationalized.
"Fine, truth," I chose.
"Spit or swallow?" Caroline asked.
"Swallow, of course," I replied, smiling.
"Slut," Caroline quipped playfully.
"Takes one to know one," I shot right back. Turning to Jill, I asked, "Truth or dare?"
"I have shared too many truths with you two already today, so dare, definitely dare," Jill answered.
I thought about this a while before a naughty, yet fun, dare popped into my head. "I dare you to give head to the empty wine bottle and take as much of it in your mouth as you can."
"Really?" Jill asked, almost certainly surprised it was me who made such a dare.
"I'm curious just how good a cocksucker you are," I explained.
"Oh, I am very, very good," Jill smiled, reaching for the bottle.
Caroline and I watched, both stunned our conversation had gotten so intimate, as Jill took the empty wine bottle and began putting it in her mouth. Jill, her eyes closed, slowly moved the bottle in and out of her mouth, each forward movement taking more and more of the thin bottle neck in between her lips.
Neither Caroline nor I spoke as we watched a silly dare turn into a rather intimate act. Jill treated the wine bottle like it was a real cock. She bobbed back and forth on the long glass fake cock, she swirled her tongue around the top of the bottle before returning to taking a shocking amount of the bottle in her mouth.
I looked to Caroline, whose eyes were big, as she mouthed, 'Holy shit!'
I nodded, as I returned my gaze to watching my oldest sister give fellatio to a wine bottle.
In reality, Jill only sucked the bottle for two or three minutes, but it seemed like so much longer. Taking the bottle out of her mouth, Jill turned to Caroline and asked, acting as if she didn't just perform fellatio on a wine bottle, "Truth or dare?"
Caroline responded, "Wait, wait, wait! That was very impressive."
"I told you, I do it a lot," Jill shrugged.
"You took a silly task and made it super erotic," Caroline said, clearly impressed.
"I try," Jill shrugged.
"No wonder Adam wants blow jobs all the time," I added.
Caroline laughed, "I would have gagged for sure."
"Me too," I concurred.
"Practice makes perfect," Jill smiled. "Truth or dare, Caroline?"
"Truth," Caroline answered.
Jill didn't hesitate. "Have you been with any women we know?"
"Yes," Caroline answered.
"And?" Jill asked.
"And what?" Caroline asked coyly.
"Whose pussies did you eat that we know?" Jill asked crudely, so very unlike her.
"A few," Caroline answered back, still not answering the question.
"Tell us," both Jill and I demanded in unison.
"I answered the question," Caroline shrugged.
"But you can't leave us hanging," I protested, curious as hell.
Jill added, "You can't just reveal such a juicy piece of news and not finish."
After a pause, Caroline said, "Tell you what. You each do three straight truth or dares and I will share my dirty little lesbian secrets."
"Come on," I pleaded, wanting to know.
"Fine, I'm in," Jill said.
"Me too," I agreed with a dramatic sigh.
Looking at me smiling, Caroline asked, "Truth or dare?"
"Truth," I answered again.
"Are you submissive to Howard?" Caroline asked.
"I try, but he is pretty oblivious," I admitted.
"I knew you were with Mike, but wasn't sure Howard had it in him," Caroline smiled, looking at Jill. "Two subs and a domme."
Jill protested, "I'm not submissive."
Caroline laughed, "You are the prototype for submissive in denial."
"You're psychoanalyzing the psychologist?" Jill asked.
"Just like Jasmine, you are always firm and strong at work, thus you want others to make decisions for you at home. That is why you allow Adam to shove his cock in your mouth because although it pisses you off royally to be treated like that, it also turns you on."
Jill didn't say anything.
"Dare," I said, trying to draw the attention away from Jill.
Caroline pondered a moment. "I dare you to kiss Jill for a minute."
Jill surprisingly didn't protest but instead bargained, "But that counts as one of my three as well."
"Fair enough," Caroline shrugged, surprised how quickly Jill agreed.
I looked at Jill, who broke the awkwardness by saying, "Come kiss me, Boo Boo."
Boo Boo was my nickname when I was younger, one that was used to remind me I was the youngest and I laughed, "I haven't heard that nickname in years."
Jill closed her eyes and puckered up, purposely looking ludicrous. I was laughing when I reached her and still giggling when our lips met. Yet, the instant our lips touched my giggling stopped. I couldn't believe how soft her lips were. I was expecting little pecks, but our lips never left each others as the original awkwardness shifted to intimacy. I forgot she was my sister and when her tongue explored my mouth, I assumed she forgot I was her baby sister, too.
I responded with my tongue exploring her mouth as our hunger, passion and urgency increased the longer we kissed. I could feel a wetness down below, something that never happened to me from just kissing. Maybe it was the taboo of kissing my sister, maybe it was the incredible softness of her lips or maybe it was all the wine and sex talk, but my body was on fire.
Caroline's voice brought both of us back to reality. "I could watch you two all night but I have more dares and truths to use."
Jill broke the kiss, looking at me with the same confused 'Wow! That was amazing' look that I had on my own face.
I smiled, trying to make light of our rather intimate moment, "I bet we got our lesbian sister jealous."
"First off I am not a lesbian, but bi. Secondly, you two were making out like horny teenagers for over three minutes," Caroline countered.
"We were not," I protested, even though time had seemed to stand still during the brief kiss.
"My phone backs me," Caroline said, showing us her phone and us kissing.
"You taped us!" I exclaimed, even though it was obvious she had.
"I wanted you two to have a real memory of your first girl-girl kiss," Caroline said, before asking me, "Truth or dare?"
"Definitely truth, who knows what you will be daring me to do next," I quipped.
"Are you the Literotica author Jasmine Walker?" Caroline asked, throwing a bombshell question to me.
I stammered, giving away my answer without actually answering it, "W-w-why would you think that?"
"Your lack of denial is answer enough," Caroline smiled. "Although I got to say I am a little hurt you have never written a lesbian sister story considering all your lesbian and incest stories."
"How did you know it was me?" I asked, denial being futile.
"Well, the story 'A Night of Unconditional Surrender' was the first story where I wondered, especially when you used both your real names. Plus, the picture you use is from your college days and I remember the dress even though I don't recognize the couch and your face is covered. Then I searched your iPad and read your notes and my suspicions were confirmed," Caroline explained.
"You write porn?" Jill asked.
Caroline added, bragging like a proud parent, "Actually, she is the most favorite author on the website."
"I like to call it erotica," I countered, thinking my writing was more than just porn, with character development and believable plots (well, for porn) and somehow feeling proud that Caroline knew how distinguished I was in the field of erotica.
"Wow, it's always the ones you least expect," Jill said, clearly shocked by the revelation.
I exclaimed, "Isn't that serial killers? Anyways, Howard is gone a lot and I started writing fantasies and published one and got addicted to the comments and e-mails."
"How many stories have you written?" Jill asked.
"I don't know, over a hundred," I said, although I thought it was over a hundred and twenty.
"And what do you write about?" Jill asked, very curious of my prolific secret writing career.
"Lesbian, incest, gay, orgies, she-males, younger-older, submission, blackmail, anal, humiliation, just to name a few," I explained casually as if I were discussing the weather.
"Truth or dare, Jill?" Caroline asked, eager to continue her power trip of revelation.
"I'm still coming to grips with the fact that my middle sister is bisexual and my youngest writes erotica," Jill said.
"Truth or dare, my sister-kissing sister," Caroline smiled.
Jill's face went red as she choose, "Truth."
Caroline laughed, "Scared what I would make you do next?"
"Petrified," Jill smiled, getting into this sick twisted game of truth or dare.
"Did your cunt get wet during your marathon make out session with your baby sister?" Caroline asked.
Hearing the question, I was instantly curious. Did the kiss impact her the same way it did me?
Jill, trying to be strong to not be bested by Caroline, answered, using the hated c-word I had never heard her use, "Yes, my cunt got very wet from Boo Boo's kiss."
"Dare or dare?" Caroline asked.
"Hmmm," Jill pondered. "I guess dare."
"Come kiss me," Caroline dared.
Jill shrugged, acting confident (wine will do that), she asked, "That's it? I was expecting something a little more extreme."
"Oh, we are just getting started," Caroline said, as she snapped her fingers for Jill to come.
"What am I, your puppy?" Jill asked, even though she began moving to Caroline.
"No, more like my little pet," Caroline quipped back, reminiscent of lines from many of my stories.
Jill reached Caroline and leaned in to kiss her. I was instantly jealous, feeling left out which, of course, was absurd. Unlike my kiss with Jill, Caroline was clearly the aggressor. She moved her hands and cupped Jill's breasts while assumedly French kissing. I wished I would have been aggressive enough to feel up Jill. Yet, unlike many of my protagonists in my stories, the real me is shy, reserved and conservative.
The kiss lasted a couple of minutes before Caroline broke it.
I instantly demanded, "Spill the beans, whose cunt have you munched on that we know?"
Caroline smiled, "You sure you want to know? Some are people you know very, very well."
"Tell us!" Jill and I screamed in unison, just as Jill returned to her chair and downed the rest of her wine, her face beet red.
"Fine. The first was Mrs. Poole, then Mrs. Waters, then some girls in high school including Tara," Caroline revealed.
"My best friend Tara?" I interrupted. I was curious how she ended up having sex with Mrs. Poole, our school principal in high school, and Mrs. Waters, our chubby sweet next door neighbour, but the thought she had sex with Tara, my best friend, was crazy.
"The one and only," Caroline smiled.
"How?" I asked.
"I ordered her to come to my room after you were asleep during Christmas when I was home from college. She obeyed, and became a very good little cunt-licker," Caroline explained.
"I don't believe it," I gasped. Tara was a mother of four now. The thought of her with Caroline was incomprehensible.
Caroline smiled, adding fuel to the fire. "We still get together every month or two."
"You still see her?" I asked, even though the answer had already been given.
"She is still my submissive pet," Caroline revealed. "She obeys without hesitation."
"Wow!" Jill said. "I'm more stunned by Mrs. Waters."
"Oh she is the most submissive woman I have ever met, besides maybe you two," Caroline said. "There are more, by the way."
Both of us should have been insulted by Caroline's accusation but curiosity overwhelmed humility. "Just tell us," we both demanded.
"Well there was my old roommate Becky, which probably isn't much of a surprise, Professor Hamilton, who loves licking assholes, Jamie Wolfe a couple weeks ago, and the big reveal," she paused, drumming on the table for dramatics.
Becky was a slut, I didn't know Professor Hamilton, but Jamie, who was in my class back in high school, was our reverend's daughter and was currently eight months pregnant. Yet, the pause implied we were in for an even bigger shock.



"Marilyn," Caroline revealed.
"Aunt Marilyn?" Jill asked.
"Our mother's sister?" I asked.
"The one and only," Caroline smiled.
Marilyn was ten years younger than our mom, an 'oops' grandma said (although a pleasant oops), and like Caroline, was in the upper class social circle, as she was married to the CEO of some oil company. She was beautiful and a complete bitch.
"That is incest," Jill said.
"So was you making out with me and Jasmine," Caroline pointed out. "She is also my most obedient pet at the moment. If I call her now she will be here in thirty minutes, ready to please me."
"No way," I said.
"Want me to prove it?" Caroline asked.
It was obvious she was telling the truth and, horny as hell and curious to see that bitch put in her place, I said, "Yes, I do."
Caroline reached for her phone and texted our aunt. As we waited for a response Jill asked, "How did you get that bitch, wait, no, why would you want that bitch Marilyn?"
"Partly because she was such a bitch to mom and us growing up and partly because I love seeing hot women submit to me," Caroline shrugged.
"Well, this is the strangest Valentine's Day ever," I said.
Jill laughed, "Better than being home alone with Ben and Jerry's and my Meg Ryan collection."
Caroline's phone buzzed and she read it to us. "Be there in an hour, Mistress. Have to get rid of small cock first."
"Let me see that," I demanded, giggling at what she had called her husband.
Caroline tossed me her phone and I read the exact same words. Curious, I scrolled up and saw other booty calls or even more intriguing lines like:
-Mistress are you available I am craving your cunt
-Mistress I am home with another cunt licker and she would love to serve you too
-Mistress it has been two weeks please let your worthless slave serve you
-Slut bathroom in five minutes
I asked Caroline, "Where were you when you demanded her to meet you in the bathroom in five minutes?"
"The city hall Christmas party," Caroline answered. "I came on her face and made her walk around the rest of the night with cum on her face."
"No way," Jill gasped, completely drawn into Caroline's story.
"Humiliating her is the most fun I have," Caroline smiled. "Now back to Jasmine. Can you really not come any way but from oral?"
"Sad, but true," I admitted.
Caroline stood up, grabbed my hand and said, "Come with me."
I was so drunk and so horny, I followed as she led me to her bedroom.
Once in her bedroom, she said, "Just wait here."
I watched, curious and confused, as Caroline brought out a big contraption from her massive walk-in closet.
She put the contraption, with an erect dildo on top, on the floor and then returned to the walk-in closet just as Jill walked in with the bottle of wine. "Of course you have a Sybian."
"A what?" I asked, even though it was obviously an expensive sex toy, I had never known its name despite all my sex toy research.
Caroline came out with what looked like a long magic wand.
"Take your panties off, Jasmine," Caroline ordered.
"Excuse me?" I replied, surprised by her demand.
Caroline sighed, "I am going to make the impossible possible. You are going to come from a cock inside you."
"You're my sister," I pointed out.
"Exactly," she said, "and sisters look after each other."
To my surprise, Jill supported Caroline's ludicrous plan. "Psychologically, you have convinced yourself you can't come through sex and thus it has become true. Yet, unless you have tried every position and contraption the odds are you can."
"Really?" I asked, Jill always the rational one among us.
"Yes, I suggest you give it a try. You are safe with us here," Jill said.
"Plus, do you know how many times we heard you masturbate when you were young?" Caroline added.
"But you never saw me have sex," I countered.
"Well, now we will," Caroline shrugged, moving to me, dropping to her knees, moving her hand under my dress and tugging down my panties. I froze like a statue, stunned my sister was taking my panties off and yet my pussy undeniably tingled as my head imagined it was Amber on her knees in front of me.
Standing up, Caroline moved behind me and said, as she unzipped my dress, "Your dress is too tight for the Sybian."
I again was speechless as I felt my dress open and then fall to the ground. I was now naked except for the thigh high stockings and bra. Having written a plethora of stories where this exact same thing happened, it was still surreal, shocking, exhilarating and new...reality so much rawer than the living through fiction.
"Straddle the cock, baby sister," Caroline instructed.
My mind on auto pilot, I walked over to the strange contraption and straddled it. Refusing to look at Jill or Caroline, I slowly lowered my pussy onto the plastic cock. Once it was completely inside me, I felt vibrations start inside me and let out a surprised moan.
My eyes closed, all the sex talk getting me horny, as did all the wine, I just let my morals fade and allowed the pleasure to cascade through me.
"You can either sit on it and allow its vibrations to get you off or you can ride it like a sexy cowgirl," Caroline explained.
Not wanting to have my sisters watch me ride a plastic cock, I just continued to allow the crazy vibrations to cascade through me. In only a couple of minutes I felt my orgasm rising and yet knew that was as far as it would go.
Jill, always in psychologist mode, even when drunk, said, "Just let go, Jasmine, don't be thinking you can't come."
"I'm so close," I whimpered.
Suddenly I felt an intense pleasure on my clit and opened my eyes to see Caroline on her knees again. This time her magic wand was sending ridiculously intense vibrations to my clit. I screamed, "Oh myyyyyyy fuuuuucking God."
"Come, Jasmine," Caroline instructed, tapping my clit with the wand.
"Oh fuck," I gasped, my orgasm building quickly.
"Ride the cock," Caroline ordered.
I obeyed, desperate to come, wanting to reach orgasm without a tongue. "Oh God, yes, so close, yes, yes, yesssssss!" I screamed, as the impossible became possible and my orgasm cascaded through me with an intensity I had never experienced in my life. I collapsed on the cock and allowed the vibrations inside and outside of my cunt to continue as wave after wave after wave of orgasmic euphoria washed through me.
Caroline purred, "I told you, baby sister, never say never."
A moment later, Caroline moved the magic wand away and the pulsations of pleasure began to slow down.
I kept my eyes closed, feeling both euphoric and ashamed at having just come in front of my two sisters. After a couple of minutes of allowing my orgasm to slowly dissipate, I was startled to reality when I heard Caroline.
"Open up, cocksucker," Caroline ordered.
I opened my eyes, thinking she was talking to me, just in time to see Caroline standing in front of Jill, wearing only thigh highs and a strap-on. Jill obeyed taking Caroline's plastic big cock in her mouth.
I stared in voyeuristic stunned awe as Jill bobbed up and down on a large, black plastic cock.
Caroline ordered, "That's it, get it ready for that long-ignored cunt of yours."
That made Jill bob faster, easily taking the majority of the big cock in her mouth. She seemed even more submissive than me. Watching my sister suck cock turned me on and I began slowly riding the Sybian again.
A couple of minutes later, Caroline ordered, pulling the cock out of Jill's mouth, "Get out of your dress."
Jill looked up at her tattooed sister and said, "We probably shouldn't do this."
"Jasmine couldn't come from cock and I fixed that problem and you haven't been fucked in months and I am going to fix that too," Caroline said. "Now get undressed."
Jill hesitated only briefly. The wine, the crazy truths revealed and hunger to get fucked, overriding the reality she was about to commit incest, she stood up and with help from Caroline got out of her dress.
Caroline unclasped Jill's bra too, revealing the massive and yet shockingly firm breasts we both wished we had.
Jill, surprising both of us, begged, "Please Caroline, suck my tits, Adam always ignored them too!"
Caroline moved around to Jill and cupped Jill's breasts in her hands before leaning forward and sucking her sister's left nipple in her mouth. "Ohhhhhhh, mmmmmmmmm," Jill moaned.
"Such beautiful breasts," Caroline complimented as she continued to splatter them with attention.
Undeniably, my mouth watered. I too wanted to give Jill's breasts attention. Even though the pleasure of the Sybian was amazing and I was beginning to wonder if I could have two impossibilities occur, I got off, joined my sisters and took Jill's right nipple in my mouth as I cupped her breast. It was so heavy; I wondered how she could possibly carry such weight all day.
"Oh yes, Boo Boo, suck my nipple, bite itttttttttt," Jill moaned and instructed.
My own breasts and nipples lacked any sort of erogenous zone or sensitivity, so I was fascinated by the impact our mouths had on Jill's breasts. I licked, I nibbled, I bit and I sucked. I made love to Jill's breasts.
"Time to fuck you, Jill. Get on all fours, my pet," Caroline instructed.
Hearing the words 'my pet', I was instantly jealous having wanted those words said to me for so long.
Jill instantly obeyed, a submissive through and through, getting on all fours without protest.
Caroline turned to me, her plastic cock hitting my leg, and ordered, "Get back on the Sybian, my baby pet. You don't get off until you have come two more times. Is that understood?"
"Um, y-y-yes," I answered.
"I've read all your stories, Jasmine. How would your Domme character expect her pet to respond to such instructions?" Caroline inquired, reaching behind me and unclasping my bra.
I knew this was going to change everything if I answered as she expected, although with Jill on all fours ready to get fucked by Caroline and I ready to obey any order given by my strong-willed sister, I knew the change had already occurred. "Yes, Mistress," I answered.
"Good, baby pet," she smiled, leaning forward and taking my right nipple in her mouth. I didn't tell her my breasts were sexual dead zones as I fake moaned. After a rough tug on my nipple, she moved away and ordered, "Now go come again and again, baby pet."
"Yes, Mistress," I replied, loving being ordered around and loving how naturally the word 'Mistress', even to my sister, rolled off my tongue.
I returned to the massive fuck-toy, straddled it and began riding it hungrily as I watched Caroline move behind Jill.
Caroline, not surprisingly, making sure we both submitted to her as the Mistress in this crazy, kinky, incestual, lust-filled night, asked Jill, "Do you want me to fuck you, Jill?"
Jill was distracted by the cock rubbing up and down her pussy lips as she stammered, "Y-y-yes."
"Yes what, Jill?" Caroline asked.
"Yes, I want you to fuck your big sister," Jill answered, clearly frustrated the cock wasn't in her yet.
"You understand, big sister, that once I fill your hairy cunt with my cock you are my pet," Caroline explained.
"Meaning whaaaat?" Jill asked, the pussy teasing driving her crazy.
"You obey me, always," Caroline explained. "Jasmine has already agreed, haven't you, baby pet?"
All the years writing such scenes, I knew exactly what to say and answered like I had fantasized so many times, albeit never thinking the first time I said it would be to my sister. "Yes, Mistress Caroline, I am your submissive cunt-licker ready to serve you. My mouth, pussy and ass are yours to use as you wish and your baby slut sister submissive is yours to play with as you please."
Caroline smiled, clearly impressed by my declaration, "I will take you up on the offer very soon, baby pet."
Jill, her mouth dropped open in shock at my words, finally spoke. "I'm yours too, Mistress Caroline. Teach me to be a good pet."
"You will obey my every order?" Caroline asked.
"Y-y-yes," Jill stammered, clearly overwhelmed with the sudden shift of power as well as her desperate need to come.
"Yes, what?" Caroline sighed, pulling her cock away.
"Yes, Mistress, I'll obey every fucking order," Jill urgently answered, before begging, "Now please, fuck your pet's wet cunt."
The crazy declaration by Jill, mixed with my own recent declaration of submission, caused electric currents of pleasure throughout my body and my second orgasm exploded through me without warning. "Fuuuuuuuck, I'm coming again!" I screamed.
Jill screamed too, as Caroline slammed deep into her cunt. "Yeeeeeeeeees!"
The sounds of sex echoed through the room as I trembled with orgasmic bliss and Jill began breathing heavily as Caroline slammed into her, the sounds of their bodies colliding yet another turn on.
Caroline suddenly, a couple of minutes later with Jill's orgasm obviously building, pulled out.
"Noooooooo, please put it back in!" Jill pleaded, her eyes big and wild with desperation.
"Beg for your sister to get you off," Caroline demanded.
Jill didn't hesitate, her need to come all that mattered, "Oh God, Mistress Sister, please fuck my cunt and let me have my much needed orgasm."
"And you will let me fuck your ass?" Caroline asked.
"Yes, dammit," Jill agreed, bursting with frustration. "Now fuck your pet's burning cunt."
"Pet Jill, Pet Jasmine, both of you on the bed now," Caroline demanded.
"I'm so close, please just fuck me like a slut," Jill begged.
"Bed, now," Caroline ordered, as she went to her magical closet.
Jill reluctantly obeyed, as did I, although my obedience was out of curiosity.
Caroline returned with a long double-ended dildo, just as I reached the bed, and I instantly knew I was about to do something I had only written about or watched in porn.
Jill got on the bed after me just as Caroline instructed, "Move your cunts close together, my pet siblings."
"Yes, Mistress," both Jill and I said, both hungry for pleasure that had been abruptly stopped.
Caroline joined us on the bed and said, "Jill, you have the hairiest cunt I have ever seen. Maybe that is why Adam wouldn't go down on you. We will fix that later, too. Jasmine, yours is cleanly trimmed cunt, very impressive. Although a Brazilian is definitely the way to go if you want your cunts eaten by the ladies."
Neither Jill nor I spoke as we watched Caroline rub one end of the dildo up and down Jill's pussy lips.
Jill moaned as Caroline slid the head inside her wet cunt. Caroline then turned to me and without any teasing slid the other end inside my very wet cunt. About a foot of the dildo was still in view between Jill and I.
Caroline instructed, "I want my pets to fuck themselves to orgasm. But first I want you kissing cunts."
"What does that mean?" Jill asked, confused.
I answered, "We've got to get all of the rubber snake in our cunts until our pussies are touching each other."
"Oh," Jill said, as I began, moving my legs slowly, awkwardly, towards her and allowing the rubber toy to slide deeper inside me. "Oooooh," Jill repeated, seemingly understanding what I was really explaining as she too began moving her body towards me.
Caroline disappeared briefly, but returned with both a video camera and the magical wand.
Jill, seeing the video camera, pleaded, even though she didn't stop moving towards me, "Caroline, please don't film this."
Caroline said tersely, "When we are being intimate like this you will speak to me properly or be punished. And trust me, after reading Boo Boo's stories I have a lot of ways to punish disobedient pets. Don't I, Jasmine?"
"I guess soooo," I answered with a whimper, as the toy shifted deeper in me and at a strange angle.
"Share with big sister some of the punishments you have written about," Caroline demanded.
Over a hundred stories, and yet with a dildo in my cunt and my eyes eye level with Jill's voluptuous tits I couldn't think of any.
"Stop moving my pets," Caroline ordered.
Jill whimpered, "Please Mistress, I can't handle much more teasing."
"You can come once our little sister answers a simple question," Caroline replied turning to me. "Answer me, my little slut, or I will punish you with making you serve Aunt Marilyn using punishments from 'Spanked to Submission'," Caroline threatened.
Finally, a plethora of naughty humiliations popped into my head. "Walking in public with cum dripping down my face; wearing a butt plug in my ass and having to ask a female teaching colleague or worse an eighteen year old student to remove it; made to orgasm in church during a service; going to a gloryhole and sucking cock after cock after cock; shoving my cunt full with carrots and then leaving them on the table in the staff room for all my fellow colleagues, getting fisted by a stranger at a lesbian club; being tattooed with 'Caroline's pet' above my cunt; or." I smiled naughtily, "getting double penetrated by my two sexy sisters."
"Is that last one a punishment or a fantasy?" Caroline asked.
"Depends how much wine I have had," I playfully answered.
"Get each other off, you dirty incest pets," Caroline ordered.
Both Jill and I were burning with lust, each of us a vessel for each other's pleasure, we both bucked our asses forward and soon the plastic snake had disappeared and our pussies were kissing.
"Holy fuuuuuck, Jasmine!" Jill screamed.
"Yeeees!" I screamed too, as I began grinding my cunt onto hers. Caroline taped her two sisters fucking each other with a big smile on her face.
After a minute or two, as both Jill and I aggressively fucked each other, our breathing getting heavier, our orgasms desperate to explode, Caroline, one hand on the camera, the other holding the magic wand, leaned forward and put the buzzing wand on our grinding cunts.
"Oh fuuuuuuuuck," Jill screamed the moment the powerful vibrating wand touched her clit.
"Come now, my big sister pet and my baby sister slut," Caroline ordered, as she tapped the wand on Jill's clit and then mine.
Being called a 'slut' turned me on like crazy as I flashed back to Mike pounding me and calling me a variety of dirty names, each memory was turning me on.
"Call me names, Mistress," I begged, so close, hoping some nasty name calling could be the trigger to reaching my third orgasm in a row.
Caroline obliged, "Jasmine, you are a repressed slut, craving to be used as the dirty whore you want to be. You will be my pet, my slut, my cunt-munching, ass licking slave."
"Yeeeeeeeees!" I screamed, each name causing twitches throughout my body until I came.
Jill begged, "Me too, Mistress."
"Oh Jill, I plan to use your mouth, cunt and ass whenever I want. Take you to a gloryhole and have you suck a dozen stranger's cocks. Have you eat my cunt during break at the hospital and release you from the invisible sexual chains you have been held by all these years. You are my personal fuck-slave, is that understood, slut Jill?"
"Yeeeeees, fuck, make me your sluuuuuuut!" Jill screamed, as her whole body quaked and the dildo slid out of her as cum sprayed out of her cunt, squirting everywhere.
Without thinking, I spun around, the dildo still in me, and buried my face in my oldest sister's cunt. I had wanted to taste pussy for so long, wanted to be a protagonist in one of my stories, and, suddenly now that I'm in one, I was going to submit unconditionally to pleasure and not the consequences that were bound to arise the next day when sober.
Jill's squirting coated my face as I hungrily licked and licked, the taste everything I had fantasized. Jill moaned, "Oh yes, Jasmine, lick my cunt, don't you dare fucking stop."
I wished I could stay buried between Jill's legs forever, as her hairy cunt created an aroma that was so intoxicating I was enveloped in perfection. Combined with the deliciousness of her cum that was utterly irresistible, I knew I was not only Caroline's submissive, but would be Jill's too if the opportunity arose.



Caroline commented, "Shit, Jasmine, you are like a fat kid at a candy store after years on a diet."
I looked up and said, so drawn into the submission, "Oh, Mistress, thank you for helping me become what I have fantasized being for so long."
Jill grabbed my head, and pulled me deep into her cunt, as she ordered, "Keep licking, my cunt-munching baby sister. Once I come, I can come again and again."
My face buried in Jill's pussy, I licked hungrily, my nose also buried in her wet, scented pubic hair.
I don't know how long I was pleasuring Jill's pussy when I heard the unmistakable, grating voice of Aunt Marilyn. "Oh my fucking God!"
I went to move my head, but Jill grabbed me and held me in my submissive position. "Don't stop fucking licking. I'm so close again," Jill demanded, holding my head firmly. I continued licking and tried to hear the conversation between Caroline and Aunt Marilyn.
"Slut, get undressed now," Caroline ordered.
"Yes, Mistress," Aunt Marilyn replied, before asking, "How did this possibly transpire?"
"The same as you, whore," Caroline said. "They are submissive and looking for a Mistress."
"Fucking hot," Aunt Marilyn said, before adding, "the only female left now is your mother."
My eyes went wide at such a thought, but I was quickly distracted when my face was coated with Jill's pussy juice when she came all over my face once again. "Keep licking, slut. Swallow big sister's cuuuuuuunt juice."
I had no choice since she was holding my head deep in her flooding cunt, but I would have obeyed anyway as licking cunt was as exhilarating as I imagined when I wrote about it.
I felt hands on my ass, my cheeks pulled apart and then a tongue licking my butt hole. I had written about such naughty acts, but had never really wanted it done to me. Yet, the wetness as she swirled her tongue and slowly penetrated my ass with her tongue was so dirty, I felt my cunt, the dildo still part way inside me, starting to burn again.
Jill finally let go of my head a couple of minutes later, and I turned around and saw Aunt Marilyn's flaming red hair behind me.
Caroline said, "I told you she would be here. She will obey any order."
Jill ordered, "Tell us what you are, slut Marilyn."
Aunt Marilyn quit licking my ass and replied obediently, which was so hot because she had always been such a bitch to us, "I'm Caroline's unconditional slave."
"And now you are also Jill and Jasmine's unconditional slave too. You will be on call for both my siblings as well. Is that understood?"
Although it was obvious she was not impressed by this, she obediently agreed, "Of course, Mistress Caroline. May I continue licking Mistress Jasmine's beautiful asshole?"
"You may," Caroline said, still filming all the incestuous debauchery. "Jill, come and lick my cunt."
"Yes, Mistress," Jill answered. I watched as Jill got off the bed, moved the few feet to Caroline, dropped to her knees and, without hesitation, lean forward and began licking Caroline's cunt.
I wondered if Caroline would taste similar to Jill; I also wondered what would be the difference of a shaved pussy compared to a hairy pussy. I desperately wanted to taste Caroline. My knees sore, I rolled onto my back, looked at Aunt Marilyn and ordered my new pet, "Keep licking my ass, Aunt Slut."
"Yes, Mistress Jasmine," Aunt Slut responded, lying on her belly and continuing to lick my asshole. I wanted to humiliate her and pondered how as her tongue bathed my rosebud.
Meanwhile, I glanced over to Caroline and Jill, wishing I could see better as all I could see was Jill's back.
Caroline asked, "Do you want to fuck Slut Marilyn's ass?"
"God, yes," I said, the idea of fucking someone's ass a major turn-on.
"Go choose a strap-on from the closet. This slut can take any size in her fat ass," Caroline instructed.
"Get on all fours, bitch," I ordered, getting off the bed and going to the closet.
I couldn't believe how many toys were in her closet. She had at least a dozen strap-ons. I grabbed the biggest one there, ten inches in length and fucking wide. I strapped it on me and felt my cunt get damp, another fantasy coming true. I returned to the room and Marilyn's eyes went big when she saw the size of the cock I was wearing.
Caroline laughed, "Go big or go home, is it?"
I shrugged, "This bitch has been a pain in my ass for years and now I plan to return the favour."
Caroline laughed again, "Oh, you and your puns."
I reached the bed, moved in front of my new pet and shoved the cock in her mouth. I roughly face fucked her, making her gag as I got eight inches in her mouth. Listening to her slobbering sounds was yet another turn-on.
Caroline ordered to Jill like she was a puppy dog in training (which maybe she was), "Stay," and went to her closet of pleasure. She returned with a strange contraption. She walked to Jill and put the contraption with a cock on Jill's head. I gasped as I realized she had made Jill's face a cock. Caroline then ordered, "Sit on your knees."
Jill obeyed, and Caroline straddled Jill's face and lowered her cunt slowly. It was the hottest and strangest moment of the night so far.
I slapped Marilyn's head and said, "Keep sucking, bitch," as I realized I had stopped face-fucking her to watch my two sisters in a kinky sex act.
Suddenly, I really wanted to fuck Marilyn's ass. I pulled out of her mouth and went to the closet of naughty toys to grab some lube. As I grabbed a bottle, I saw handcuffs and smiled deviously. Grabbing them, I returned to the room of sin to see that Jill was now on her back and Caroline was riding our sister's face. Things just kept getting hotter.
Reaching the bed, I ordered, "Slut, put your hands on the bed rail."
Aunt Marilyn saw the handcuffs and obeyed, saying, "I didn't know you were such a devious woman."
"I always assumed you were a slutty whore," I countered, as I handcuffed her to the bed.
Caroline moaned, "Does my slut want her Mistress's cum?"
Jill mumbled, partially muffled by the toy cock strapped around her mouth, "Yes."
Caroline got off the cock, quickly took the toy off Jill's head, and lowered her wet cunt onto Jill's face. "Lick me, my pet."
Jill assumedly obeyed, as Caroline's moans began to increase. I moved behind Marilyn and ordered, as I poured lube between her ass cheeks, "Beg me to fuck your fat ass, bitch."
Aunt Marilyn responded, as I rubbed the big cock up and down between her ass cheeks, "Oh, Mistress Jasmine, fuck my fat ass with that big cock. Punish me for all the times I treated you pooooorly."
I pushed forward, the wide black cock slowly penetrating her ass. I kept pushing forward, even as her whimpers echoed through the room, the wide cock obviously causing an extreme burn. "Shiiiiit," she whimpered, which made me smile.
I kept pushing forward, wanting to see all ten inches buried in her. I wanted to pound her hard, to have her screaming in a mixture of pleasure and pain.
Caroline moaned loudly, "That's it Jill, suck my clit."
I turned to watch Caroline with her eyes closed, cupping her tiny breasts, as she was near the brink of orgasm.
I continued pushing forward until eight inches had disappeared between Marilyn's, tanned, fat ass, all the while she kept whimpering. I then began moving in and out, loving the feeling of fucking someone. Although I loved a cock in my mouth, pussy or ass and loved being fucked hard and deep, it was an exhilarating experience to be the one doing the fucking. I held onto her hips, and as her whimpers shifted to moans I began to move faster in her ass, still determined to fill it completely.
"Yeeeeeees," Caroline screamed, as she was clearly coming on Jill's face.
I watched her facial expressions shift throughout her orgasm as I continued pumping the plastic cock deep into Marilyn's ass.
Marilyn, now enjoying the cock in her ass, begged, "Fuck my ass harder."
I obliged, slamming forward, allowing the whole black cock to disappear in her ass.
"Yeeeeeees!" she screamed, as I went deeper than it seemed possible inside her ass.
My body continued to slam into her for a couple more minutes, her moans increasing, when Caroline stood up and ordered, "Come here, Jasmine. But keep that cock buried deep in the slut's ass."
I undid the strap from my body and with the cock already deep in her ass, I slapped the end of the toy pushing it even further up her ass.
"Oh, fucker!" Marilyn screamed, as it burned her ass.
"Stay," I quipped, laughing at the order since I had her handcuffed to the bed.
Caroline grabbed my hand and led me to the closet, grabbed another strap-on and put it on my waist, all the while kissing my neck and back. "You are still one sexy woman, Jasmine."
My face flushed at the rare compliment in a night of naughty submission. "As are you!" I said, turning around and kissing her.
She returned the kiss and for a couple of minutes we kissed passionately. Breaking away at last, she said, "I want this to be more than just tonight, Jasmine. I want you to be my obedient pet."
I looked into her eyes and answered, "I meant every word I said earlier. I am yours, and Jill's too."
"You really are the submissive character in all your stories aren't you?" she asked, her hand moving to my still wet cunt.
"My stories have been my outlet to avoid succumbing to my submissive nature, and the subservient lifestyle I have always craved," I admitted.
"Well, now you have a great story to write," Caroline said, sliding her finger in my cunt.
"Ohh, you want me to write it?" I asked,
"For sure," Caroline said. "Your fans need to know that you are an incest-whore, just like the women you write about."
"And your pet," I added.
"Exactly," she said, grabbing a thinner strap-on and putting it on herself. "Now let's go double penetrate your big sister."
"Fuck, yes," I agreed, the thought making my pussy juice leak down my leg. "Can I get dp'd too?"
"All in good time, my slutty baby sister," Caroline laughed, grabbing my hand and leading me back to the bedroom. Jill was in the washroom so we both waited for her return.
I walked over to Marilyn and slapped the toy in her ass three times and chuckled as she screamed with each spank.
"You are as devious as some of your dominant characters," Caroline said, impressed, just as Jill came out of the washroom and saw her two younger siblings with strap-ons.
She asked, her eyes big, "Are those for me?"
"It is your Valentine's Day present from us," Caroline said.
"Yes, your first double penetration," I added.
"Oh my," Jill said.
Caroline smiled and said, "Remember, I told you to never say never. Now, Jasmine, lay on the bed on your back beside our bound bitch."
"Yes, Mistress," I agreed, loving the way the word 'Mistress' rolled off my tongue so naturally.
Once I was on the bed, I glanced over to Marilyn, but didn't say anything before turning my gaze back to my sisters.
"Straddle Boo Boo's big cock, Jill," Caroline ordered.
"Yes, Mistress Caroline," Jill replied, eager, I imagine, to get fucked again after her lengthy lesbian session of pleasing Caroline.
Jill joined me on the bed, straddled my cock, lowered herself onto it and leaned forward until our lips met. She slipped her tongue in my mouth again and we made out passionately while we felt the bed move, assumedly Caroline joining us.
As I continued kissing Jill, I thought about the reality that I was about to have my first threesome. I would have never in a million years thought that it would be an incestuous threesome. Yet here I was with my strap-on in Jill's cunt, my tongue in her mouth as we awaited Caroline's sodomizing of Jill.
Caroline asked, "Are you ready to get your ass filled, Jill?"
Jill broke the kiss and answered, "A little scared, but that is no longer my decision to make."
"Whose is it?" Caroline asked, even though she obviously knew the answer.
"Mistress Caroline's," Jill answered, before adding, "and all three of my holes and my big titties are yours to play with as you wish."
'Good answer, slut," Caroline said, spanking Jill's ass.
Jill returned to kissing me as I assumed Caroline generously coated Jill's rosebud with anal lube. "Now relax, Jill, this will be uncomfortable for a bit."
"Okay," Jill said nervously, looking into my eyes.
Trying to comfort my nervous sister, I said, "Trust me, you are going to love it once you get accustomed to the feeling."
"I hope so," she said.
"Now get those lips back onto mine," I said.
We continued to kiss while Caroline began to penetrate Jill's ass. I would have loved to have watched it, but the whimpers that resonated in my mouth as we continued kissing told me the sodomy had begun.
My tongue distracted Jill as best it could while Caroline continued the slow exploration of Jill's virgin ass.
Eventually, Caroline announced, "All in, Jill."
Jill broke the kiss and asked, "Are you going to fuck my ass or just kneel there making obvious announcements?"
"Such a bad little ass-slut," Caroline playfully said, as she began to fuck Jill's ass. I watched Jill's facial expressions as she got used to a cock in her ass.
Jill moaned, "The two cocks are filling me so completely."
"Oh, we are just getting started," Caroline promised, as she began to shift from slow strokes, to long hard strokes, forcing Jill's body to move forward with each thrust, her massive tits slamming into my chin as Jill shifted positions.
"Oh shit, Caroline, pound my ass," Jill begged, the sensation of a cock in her ass finally bringing the pleasure I long recalled feeling.
"Are you an ass-whore now?" Caroline asked, continuing to fuck her sister hard.
"Oooooh yes, a dirty fucking ass-whore, just like Aunt Slut here," Jill replied, moving her hand and viciously slapping the cock in Marilyn's ass.
I had forgotten she was beside us. I was so transfixed with Jill's lips and now her tits as Marilyn screamed, "Bloody fucking hell."
"Meet my strokes, Jasmine," Caroline said. "Let's really double fuck our sister."
I obliged, bucking my ass up, which caused Jill to scream, "Oh my Lord, don't stop, fuck."
Although difficult, I kept bucking my ass up, meeting Caroline's forceful thrusts which caused Jill to make a variety of unique noises and curse like I had never heard her before, while all her sentences became incoherent babble.
"Oh pound my...shit...ass...harder...double team me...oh God...whore...I'm a whore...an incest slut...shit...cunt on fire...close...oh yeah...come...please...oh, oh, oh," Jill babbled.
Jill was so close and I reached for her tits and tugged on them hard while bucking up furiously, wanting to hear her explode.
"My tits, my melons, oh yes, pull them, suck them, fuckity, fuck, fuck," Jill continued to babble.
I leaned forward took her right nipple in my mouth and tugged on it with my teeth just as she screamed, "Fuuuuuuuuuuuck holy shiiiiiiit!"
She collapsed on me, her tits suffocating me as I felt her body tremble.
Caroline kept thrusting into her ass as I just allowed the cock in her cunt to sit lodged in her.
"Keep coming, ass-slut," Caroline demanded.
Jill babbled, "Still...fuuuuck...coming."
I licked and bit her tits thinking what a way to die. Being suffocated by the biggest tits I had ever felt. Finally, Caroline pulled out, Jill weakly rolled off, crashing into our bound bitch and I watched as Caroline shoved the cock, just in Jill's ass, into Aunt Marilyn's mouth, roughly face fucking her.
My appetite still not quenched, I rolled on top of Jill, straddling her, and lowering my cunt on her face. Leaning forward I buried my face in her well fucked cunt as I started a sister 69.
The two of us licked each other lavishly, taking our time, as we listened to the gagging sounds of Marilyn.
After a couple minutes of licking each other, my leg cramped and I had to stand up. I apologized to Jill, "Sorry, sorry, sorry, leg cramp."
Jill laughed, "I forgive you this one time."
Caroline pulled her cock out of Marilyn's mouth and said, "My pets, should we go and get some real food?"
"God yes, getting fucked and eating cunt was quite the work out," I said, dramatically.
"Ditto," Jill laughed.
Caroline said, "Marilyn we will be back later...probably."
"Don't leave me here like this," Marilyn begged.
"You're right," Caroline said, going to her magical closet again. Returning, she walked over to the still bound bitch, turned on a small ball and slid it in Marilyn's pussy. "Don't you dare come until we get back."
"Yeeees, Mistress," Marilyn moaned, both her holes now filled.
Leaving her alone, we went downstairs, and devoured the appetizers Caroline had brought out before this crazy night became epic.
Finally, Jill said, "So now what?"
"Do you mean now or tomorrow?" Caroline asked.
"Both, I suppose," Jill said.
"Well, I am getting pretty tired; I don't think I will even call Emma tonight. But we need to have one finale hurrah. As for the future, this is definitely the beginning," Caroline smiled.
"I am not sure what this will feel like once I sober up completely and realize what we did," Jill said.
I poured each of us a glass of wine and said, "Well, then let's not sober up. Plus, Caroline promised me a double penetration."
"And I do always keep my promises," Caroline smiled, standing up.
"Jill downed half the wine, as she asked, "Can I fuck Boo Boo's ass?"
Caroline laughed, "I think I created a monster."
"Two monsters, Mistress," I purred as Caroline went upstairs to grab a few toys as we prepared for one more round downstairs in the living room.
Truth be told, it ended up being two more rounds. A lengthy double penetration for me, where I came like crazy and we finished up with a three sister daisy chain where we licked, sucked and fingered each other's pussies until we all reached orgasm simultaneously all of us falling asleep out of exhaustion on the living room floor...completely forgetting about Marilyn until the next morning.
Like I said at the beginning of the story...most great things in life happen when you least expect it and this, the most completely sexual experience of my life, the first of many with my beautiful sisters, was completely unexpected.
Not surprisingly, Valentine's Day became an incest tradition without men, although we did add another member the following year...mom.
THE END
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Summary: Straight white, black stud, cheerleader, nerd & submission
Note 1: Although a rather unorthodox love story...this is a Valentine's Day 2014 Contest Entry because I wanted to try something different and because I believe love can occur in so many ways.
Note 2: Choosing a category for this story was a struggle as the more I wrote the more the story took on a mind of its own. It was suppose to be a typical interracial gay story where a straight white protagonist submits to black cock, yet as the story evolved, the plot thickened and the themes took a mind of their own.
In the end, this is a love story...although the most bizarre love story of all time. The story includes gay interracial sex, public humiliation, lesbian sex, threesomes, pegging, and romance.
I hope you enjoy but please note that this is one of my more unorthodox stories even though it has all my usual kinks.
Themes: I originally was going to put this in gay, and then considered a variety of options:
-interracial because of interracial sex
-fetish because of the wide range of kink in this story
-transsexual and cross dressing because there is cross dressing
-romance because at the heart of the story when it is all said and done it is about love
-group sex because on more than one occasion there are three or more people involved
-novella because of its length
-but in the end I choose anal, as the story has quite a few anal scenes between just men, and men and women with anal sex as the underlying bond that ties the characters together.
Note 3: Thanks to mab7991, Wayne and goamz86 for editing this crazy tale.
The Craziest Love Story Ever
1. RIGHT PLACE, RIGHT TIME; WRONG PLACE, WRONG TIME
The saying the right place at the right time or the wrong place at the wrong time is all about perception.
Right or wrong, being where I was, when I was, forever changed my life.
I was a senior, I had turned eighteen in January and it was the third day of varsity basketball tryouts. After an intense practice, I showered and headed home. It was an hour later that I realized, in my state of exhaustion; that I had left my iPad in my gym locker. I was going to just leave it there overnight, but it had my notes for my biology project that I needed to work on tonight.
I hopped in the car and drove back to school hoping there was still a door unlocked. I wasn't surprised to see coach's car in the parking lot as he lived and breathed basketball. I was surprised to see Derrick's car still there though.
Derrick was a senior transfer student who had just moved here a couple weeks ago, just in time to play basketball. He was six foot two, naturally gifted and black as night. He was confident, arrogant and yet there was no doubt he could back his cockiness on the court. Although there was something off about him, he definitely was a strong addition to our already very good team.
The gym door was still unlocked thankfully and I headed to the locker room, figuring I would stop by coach's office and chat with him briefly if he was available. As I got close to his door, I heard Derrick's voice and stopped dead in my tracks.
"That's it coach, you're a natural cocksucker."
I couldn't believe what I just heard. It just didn't seem possible. Coach was married to my guidance councillor, a women all us guys jerked off to. I didn't move, just kept listening to the surreal sounds of someone, supposedly coach, slobbering on a cock.
A minute later, Derrick asked, "Do you like sucking my big black cock, cocksucker?"
Coach stammered a moment later, "I-I-I'm not g-g-gay."
"I know that, you have one fox of a wife. Do you think she would like my black cock too?" Derrick asked.
"Please, don't bring my wife into this?" Coach pleaded.
"I'm just saying if a so-called straight man like yourself can't resist this delicious black meat, how could a hot slut like your wife ever resist it?" Derrick gloated.
I couldn't believe what I was hearing or the reality that my cock was rock hard and dying to be let loose.
"Please, Derrick?" Coach pleaded the tone of his voice weak and desperate.
I couldn't resist, I had to see it with my own eyes. I quietly moved to the door which was opened just a couple of inches, curious to see the unbelievable.
"Please what, cocksucker?" Derrick asked.
"W-w-we can't keep doing this," Coach replied.
Looking into the room, I couldn't believe my eyes, even after everything I had heard. Coach was on his knees in front of his desk, completely dressed, while Derrick was standing in front of him, his huge cock pointing directly in coach's face.
"You were the one begging to suck my cock yesterday," Derrick said, before adding, "and again today."
"I didn't beg," coach protested.
"Really?" Derrick asked his tone amused. "Tell you what coach. If you don't want my cock in that pretty cocksucking mouth of yours, let me know; I have tons of others who are eager to swallow my load. But if I walk out this door, my cock is off limits to you forever."
There was a long silence as coach seemed to be considering his options. Finally, coach asked, "Can we please keep this between just you and me? I could lose my job."
"You sure weren't thinking about that when you dropped to your knees and gobbled up my cock in the shower yesterday," Derrick pointed out amused.
"I-I-I don't know what happened to me, I just couldn't resist it," coach replied, obviously unsure himself why he did what he had done.
"It's obvious coach. You're a straight faggot," Derrick said, the strangest oxymoron I had ever heard. He continued by explaining, as he shoved his long thick cock back into coach's mouth, "You see, lots of white guys think they are straight but once they see a big juicy black cock something awakens in their brain and everything they thought they knew about themselves is changed in an instant. It was obvious in your eyes the moment you looked down and saw my cock."
Coach was bobbing back and forth hungrily, apparently agreeing with the absurd assessment.
My hand, with a mind of its own, began rubbing my cock through my grey sweatpants.
Derrick ordered, pulling his big black cock shiny with coach's' saliva cock out, "Tell me what you are coach."
"Please, don't make me say it," the coach pleaded still trying to avoid even more humiliation than he was already enduring.
"Cocksucker," Derrick snapped, his tone suddenly firm, "Say it, now."
"I'm a-a-a cocksucker," Coach blurted out.
"To all cocks, or just black cocks?" Derrick questioned stroking his hard on.
"Just big juicy black cock," Coach responded, his eyes never leaving the black python in front of his face.
"Beg for my cock, cocksucker," Derrick ordered.
Coach didn't hesitate this time, didn't plead for help, instead answered, "Oh God Derrick, I need your big black cock in my mouth. Please let me suck you until you shoot your hot cum in my-my-my cock sucking mouth."
Derrick shoved his cock back in coach's mouth and began fucking it roughly. "You understand I plan to fuck that pretty mouth of yours anytime I have a load to shoot."
Coach moaned loudly on Derrick's cock, his free hand rubbing his own cock through his shorts.
The gay scene was turning me on unlike anything ever had before as I rubbed myself frantically unable to take my eyes off of coach getting his face fucked.
"And don't think I only want that mouth of yours, a good cocksucker usually also has a super tight man cunt that is dying to be filled," Derrick revealed.
I let out a gasp at both Derrick's new declaration and the fact I had just began coming in my pants.
Derrick looked directly at the office door and seeing me asked, "Eric, are you enjoying the show?"
I stammered, "S-s-sorry, I didn't mean to intrude", as Derrick held coach's head and continued fucking his mouth as if it was a natural thing to be caught doing.
"Get in here and close the door," Derrick ordered.
"I-I-I need to go," I stuttered, desperate to get out of this awkward predicament.
"Get in here now," Derrick said, firmly. "I am almost done with coach here anyways."
I obeyed, going in and closing the door.
"Here it comes coach," Derrick announced a minute later, his cock gliding in and out of coach's mouth like a well-oiled piston. He pulled out, wanting, it seemed, to put on a show for me and show his dominance over coach, by shooting his cum all over coach's surprised beet red face.
Coach didn't look my way, just kept his mouth open as cum covered his face. "I saved that whole load for you coach," Derrick said, as he reached for a phone on coach's desk.
"Please no," coach again pleaded, not wanting photographic evidence of his cock sucking submission.
"Look at me, cocksucker," Derrick ordered, his cock still fully erect.
Coach obeyed, still ignoring me, as Derrick snapped a few pictures.
Turning to me, Derrick took a picture of me and said, looking down at my cum stained sweatpants, "I see you enjoyed the show, Eric. What got you off, thinking of fucking coach's mouth or replacing him and sucking my cock?"
I was ashamed at being caught with cum stained pants, but I didn't have an answer to his question. I wasn't gay, I didn't want coach, my idol the past three years, to suck me and I had no interest at all of sucking Derrick's cock. I answered, trying to sound manly and straight, "I just never saw sex live before."
Derrick laughed, his tone implying he didn't believe me, as he put his cock back in coach's mouth. "Clean me off, coach."
Coach slowly moved back and forth, his redder than the reddest apple cheeks showing his utter humiliation at being caught in the act.
"How long were you watching, Eric?" Derrick asked.
"J-j-just a few minutes," I replied, desperately trying not to look at coach with a mouth full of cock, yet the gravitational pull downward was becoming impossible to resist.
"So you heard my straight faggot theory?" He asked, smiling wide.
"Kind of," I replied.
"I imagine you were too busy jerking off and imagining it was you with a big black cock in your mouth to really listen and think straight," Derrick responded, chuckling at his own pun.
Mortified by his statement, I protested, "What? God, no. It was just such utter racist nonsense I didn't bother to listen."
Derrick laughed hard. "We'll see, I have heard many straight white boys and men say such things, trying to be a man, trying to convince themselves they are not eager white submissive cocksuckers. Yet they almost always, without exception, end up on their knees declaring their hunger to please me. Isn't that right, coach?"
Derrick pulled his cock out of coach's mouth and waited for a response.
Coach still couldn't look at me as he whispered, so quietly I couldn't hear his response.
"Speak up, cocksucker, we have a guest," Derrick demanded.
"Yes, Derrick, your cock is impossible to resist," Coach admitted.
"And you want it in your ass next time don't you?" Derrick pushed.
"Please, not in front of one of my players," Coach weakly pleaded.
"He already saw you suck cock, heard you declare yourself a cocksucker and is looking at you now with your face covered in cum, it's a little late for dignity and decorum," Derrick pointed out. "Do you want my cock again?"
"Yes," coach whispered.
"Where?"
"My mouth."
"And?"
"My ass," Coach admitted, humiliated.
"Your virgin ass?" Derrick clarified.
"From a real cock, yes," Coach answered.
"What does that mean?" Derrick asked, confused by the answer.
"Sally has fucked me in the ass before with her strap-on," Coach admitted, humiliation piling up on humiliation.
"Mrs. Murphy pegged you, that is delicious," Derrick said, amused. "You really are a faggot."
For a moment there were no words. Coach still sat on his knees refusing to look up; I was watching it all wordlessly my eyes constantly betraying me as I took glimpses of Derrick's cock; Derrick meanwhile was seemingly contemplating what next.
Finally, the silence was broken as Derrick turned towards me, his cock still hard and now pointing directly at me, said, "I need to get going soon. Beth is expecting some chocolate tonight. But I could always use another pair of white cock sucking lips to dump a load in. Do you want some, Eric?"
"What?" I asked distracted, looking into his eyes. "No, I am not gay."
"They never think they are," he laughed, as he pulled up his shorts, apparently going commando.
"When you change your mind, and you will change your mind," Derrick confidently said, "Let me know." He patted coach on the head, "See you tomorrow, cocksucker," and left.
Suddenly it was only me and coach and it was even more awkward than when Derrick was there, at least then he was in control of the conversation and the awkwardness was about him.
Finally, after an eternity of silence, I said, "I've got to go," and rushed out of the office forgetting completely about my iPad.
I got to my car and just sat there trying to make sense of everything I just witnessed. It made no sense. Coach was married; coach was a man's man; coach was my idol. Everything in my life that made sense an hour ago was now upside down. Why did watching the homosexual act get me hard? Why did I masturbate? Why did I obey Derrick? Why didn't I stand up for myself and coach? These and a million other questions bounced inside my head as I drove home.
Once home, I tried to do my homework but it was to no avail, my head was just too full of the shocking development to think about chemistry.
Suddenly exhausted, I got ready for bed and crashed rather quickly.
.....
That night I had the strangest dream. I was at the NBA draft, a common dream of mine, where I was drafted first overall by the New York Knicks. This too was a common dream of mine...what happened next was new though. As I stood up and started to shake hands with everyone around me every hand I shook was a big black cock. They came from every direction before I woke up in a sweat.
Shaking my head, I tossed and turned the rest of the night trying to understand what had just transpired.
2. PROVING MY STRAIGHTNESS
The next morning I wondered how I would be able to look Coach or Derrick in the eyes. My plan was to avoid both of them throughout the day, which wouldn't be that hard as I didn't have any classes with Derrick and coach only taught two classes. Unfortunately, there would be no avoiding them at try-outs.
I wasn't at school ten minutes when I was paged by coach to meet him in his office. I cursed to myself wondering how I could look him in the eye knowing what I now knew. I made my way to his office and knocked on his door...flashbacks to last night flooding back to me.
As Coach yelled, "Come in," I shook my head to get the visual out of my head and entered his office.
"Please close the door, Eric," he requested, which I did.
"Take a seat, son," he offered, like he always had during the hundreds of times I had been in this office talking basketball, NFL football and life. Coach wasn't just my coach, nor was he just my idol, he was the father I never had, my own ditching mom and I when I was three.
I sat down and he began. "I am so sorry about what you witnessed last night."
I interrupted, trying to comfort him, "Coach what you do on your own time is your business."
He said, standing up, "Eric, I have never done anything with a student in my life before two days ago and trust me I have had opportunities."
Coach was a good looking, well built man and I knew for a fact of plenty of girls who would quickly lift up their skirts for him.
I again said, "Coach, it is none of my business."
Coach sat on his desk facing me and said, "I just want you to know how sorry I am. You should never have to see such a thing."
"I was surprised," I admitted, "but I have to ask what made you do it?"
He sighed. "That is the question I have asked myself on continuous loop since I first submitted to him two days ago." After a pause, he continued, "It's not like I haven't seen a lot of cock before, playing ball all those years I saw many naked teammates and most were black. Yet, I never once thought of them that way, and trust me, I knew some were very, very gay and eager to turn me. But I was always a chicks only kind of man." He paused again, unable to really understand himself what had changed just two days ago. Finally, trying to make sense of it while he talked, he continued his explanation, "One minute I was walking past the shower, a minute later I had a cock in my mouth, a student's cock."
"It just happened that quickly?" I asked.
"It really did. He turned around just as I was walking by, his cock already hard as he had been soaping it up and he said, all confident and smug, 'Like what you see coach?'"
Coach continued, "At first I laughed, his cock all covered in sudsy soap, I thought he was just being his usually cocky self. But then he put his hand on his cock, stroking it hypnotically while he sauntered over to me and said, so soothing and confident, 'Go ahead coach, I know you want to.' My head was spinning with the whole 'what-the-fuck-is-happening' thought and before I had time to respond he put his hands on my shoulders and guided me to my knees. I would like to say I fought it, protested or at least made a feeble attempt at resistance, but as soon as his cock was directly in my face my mind became mush and all I could think about was his big black cock. When he placed it at my lips, I robotically opened my mouth and took his cock between my lips and well the rest I guess is history."
"Coach, it's okay," I said, although I wasn't sure that was truly the case.
"I could be fired or charged if this gets out," he pointed out.
"I'm not going to tell anyone, Coach," I reassured, "although I don't understand what happened, even after hearing what happened and seeing what happened, you are my coach, my mentor and nothing will ever change that."
"Thanks, son," he said, standing up and pulling me into a hug.
Strangely, as he hugged me I wondered briefly if he would suck my cock. Once the embrace was done, my cock beginning to grow again against my own wishes, I quickly said goodbye and headed to class.
The rest of the day went by like high school days do: a surprise quiz, a terrible science video, another new math equation we will never use and yet another collection of non-rhyming poems that we had to find metaphors and similes and not be allowed to just enjoy the poem.
At lunch, I hung with my best friends and my girlfriend Karen and it wasn't until I saw Beth walking by that I remembered Derrick's words of going to save a load for her later. Was Derrick fucking Beth? He didn't seem to be much of a bluffer so I assumed it was true, yet Beth was in all advanced academic classes, already accepted to some elite music program on a all paid scholarship and not one to be seen at parties. It seemed so unlikely that Derrick and Beth would ever cross paths never mind get to know each other enough to end up fucking.
Beth was cute like Mandy Moore playing Jamie in 'A Walk to Remember' which was sort of why she dressed plain, always in long skirts and old fashioned blouses although she always wore pantyhose which I had noticed, it was/still is, my fetish. She often inadvertently seemed to tease me by sliding her stocking clad feet in and out of her flats all throughout class. Karen never wore nylons other than with her cheerleading uniform and thus Beth was often the one I fantasized about while under the sheets alone. The more I thought about it the more ludicrous it seemed that Derrick would be fucking her, yet it wasn't any more ludicrous than the fact that he was using Coach as his personal cocksucker.



"Earth to Eric," Karen said, squeezing my hand.
"What? Oh, so sorry, I'm kind of out of it today," I said, which was definitely the truth.
"So it seems," she said. "Are you coming over tonight after practice...my parents are gone for the night and I will be home alone."
Karen was sexually insatiable, which is of course any high school boys' dream, but it was hard to do much with her other than sex. She was rather vapid in regards to academics and thus always talked about superficial things like pop music or shoes. During the election last year she asked who that black guy was. My heart sank, but she was so hot, so good in bed, that it was usually easy to ignore. Did I plan to marry her? God, no! But she was a good time throughout high school.
I glimpsed back at Beth sitting with a couple other girls and imagined her on her knees sucking Derrick's black cock. She is so pasty white and Derrick as black as night it would be a crazy contrast.
"Is that a yes?" Karen asked, her tone implying she was annoyed.
"What? Yes, of course," I replied, suddenly turning on the charm. "Tonight you are all mine."
Just as quickly as she was annoyed with me, she was smitten again as she kissed me and slyly squeezed my cock under the table. "I'm going to even wear something special tonight just for you."
"I can't wait," I said, even as I took a sideways glance at Beth.
We finished lunch, and I returned to the monotony that is learning. Usually, I would be counting the seconds until I was on the court, yet today that was not the case. I knew I would eventually have to be face to face with Derrick and I really had no idea what to say.
Thankfully, the practice went like it usually did no hint of anything different. The coach ended the practice with a speech and saying the first cuts will be posted on the wall in fifteen minutes and a reminder of our after school pre-season game tomorrow night. Being a veteran I wasn't worried about being cut, but I was curious which of the young players Coach thought could be key players in our journey to state. We lost in the semis last year and with six seniors this year we figured to be a threat to go all the way, especially with the addition of Derrick.
I went to the locker room and suddenly was paralyzed. I had showered after practice every day since my freshman year, yet now all I saw in my head was coach sucking cock. Yet, I knew I couldn't look like yesterday fazed me to Derrick who implied I may be a cocksucker too. So I got undressed, grabbed my towel and headed to the shower. Of course, nothing happened in the shower and I was just leaving when Derrick walked in.
"How's the water?" He asked me.
"A little cold," I shrugged.
"I may need something to warm me up," he quipped back, the innuendo only obvious to me.
Standing firm on my straightness I countered, "I hope you don't freeze then."
He laughed, as he finished, whispering in my ear, "It's only a matter of time, cocksucker."
Flushed and pissed off, I stormed out of there, got dressed and headed straight to Karen's to prove my straightness to myself.
I texted her I was on my way and she texted back saying to just come in and come straight to her room. Wondering what her surprise was and desperate to get laid, I sped there and quickly made it to her room. She was under the covers.
"Get naked, stud," she said.
I didn't need to be told twice.
"Already rock hard, what have you been thinking about?" she teased.
"You on all fours begging to be fucked," I answered, I loved fucking her from behind.
"I have something a little different planned for you tonight," she smiled playfully.
I began moving towards her but she said, "Stop and Close your eyes," she said.
I did as requested curious as hell.
I heard her move off the bed and walk towards me. "No peeking," she said, grabbing my hand and leading me to the bed.
"Lie on your back, but keep your eyes closed," she ordered.
I again did, dying to know what she had in mind. As I mentioned earlier, she was pretty sexually aggressive. She gave me a hand job in a pretty packed movie theatre on our first date, finishing by sucking my cum off her hand; she rubbed my cock under the table with her foot the first time she met my parents for dinner; she sucked my cock while I drove her home including when we went through a drive through; she made me finger her in the library at school; she fucked me in the boys' washroom after school one day. Anyways, the point is she was always full of surprises.
As I lay on the bed, I felt her join me and a moment later I felt her feet, her nylon covered feet, stroking my cock. I moaned as I opened my eyes to see she was completely naked except for a pair of black thigh highs.
She smiled, "You like?"
"Fuuuuck, yes," I moaned, the stocking sensation feeling so good. I had jerked off with my hand in Mom's stockings before, but this was way different...in a good way.
"I thought you would," she said coyly, as she moved her feet up and down my stiff cock.
I joked after only a minute, "I am not going to last long like this."
"Are you going to come all over my stocking feet?" She asked, continuing her sensual foot job, putting a bit more pressure on my rock hard rock.
I moaned in response.
"Do you want to come on my feet, baby?" She asked.
"God, yes," I moaned, my balls beginning to boil.
"You've already come on my hands, face, tits, belly, pussy and ass I guess my feet seem like a natural next spot," she teased, reminding me of all the different ways she had got me off.
I quipped, "Don't forget down your throat and in that sweet pussy of yours."
"I guess the only place left is in my ass," she smiled, pumping her legs furiously, teasing me about the one thing we had not yet done.
"Shhhhhit," I grunted, the naughty innuendo the final push needed to let my cock erupt as my cum shot in the air and then onto her feet.
"So you want to fuck my ass, do you?" She teased, once I finished coming.
"That is a dangerous question to answer," I said, still out of breath.
She moved her cum covered toe to her mouth and licked my cum off it.
Karen was a cheerleader and a gymnast and ridiculously flexible, but this was a new moment of hotness.
"I love your flexibility," I said.
"Go open my drawer," she said, as she scooped some cum off the sheets.
I quickly did, curious what else she could have in store.
It was a butt plug and lube. I returned to the bed with a questioning look.
"Do you want to fuck my ass?" She asked again.
"Yes," I admitted.
"Right here, right now?" She questioned, her hand moving to her cunt and rubbing her clit.
"Anything you want," I said, my cock never shrinking after my first load.
"I was hoping you would say that," she said, reaching for the butt plug and lube. I watched her lube it up as she explained, "I had this in my ass all day today, preparing myself for your big cock, baby."
"Oh, God," was all I could muster in response, imagining her at lunch sitting beside me or walking down the hallway with this four inch plug in her ass.
"But I want you to do something for me too," she said.
"Anything," I said, willing to do just about anything to get her ass.
"Bend over, baby," she smiled.
"What?" I asked.
"Bend over, you said you would do anything," she said, her hand giving my cock a tug.
"T-t-that's for me?" I stammered, Derrick's promise to Coach suddenly popping into my head.
"It is now," she smiled. "Now bend over."
"I-I-I don't know," I hesitantly said, suddenly worried that it would make me gay.
"Baby, if you want my ass, I want yours," she said, her tone implying that this was the deal, take it or leave it.
I hesitated, but my cock was doing the thinking, and I ended up moving onto my knees. I felt warm liquid between my ass cheeks as she said, "I have been thinking about this all day, baby."
"Plugging my ass?" I asked.
"Both of us taking each other's ass," she said. "I considered buying a strap-on, or borrowing one from one of the girls, but I figured that might freak you out."
"Other girls," I asked, focused more on that then what was about to happen to me.
"Honey, almost all the girls in my gymnastics' club are either full out lesbians or at least bi," she revealed, as I felt the plastic toy pressing between my ass cheeks.
This was news. She had never mentioned any interest in other girls before. I asked, "Have you played with them?"
She pushed the plug and I let out a small yelp as the butt plug slipped into my ass. "That is for me to know and you to find out. How does that feel baby?"
"Strange," I answered, which was true. A slight burn occurred at first, but overall it felt natural.
"Fuck I wish I would have borrowed the strap-on," she said, as she stared at me bent over.
"In not sure I'm ready for you to fuck me," I said.
"Well, I'm ready for you to fuck me," she countered as she stood up, tossed the lube to me, walked over to the wall and bent over. Looking back at me still on my knees, "What are you waiting for?"
I didn't need to be told twice. I stood up, the plug in my ass shifting, but staying in me, I grabbed the lube and went to my bent over girlfriend. Reaching her, she said, "Lube that cock of yours generously and also my ass, baby."
"Sure," I agreed, quickly pouring excess lube on my cock. My hand coated, I moved between her ass cheeks and lubed her pretty butthole well.
"Fuck my ass, baby," she said.
"As you command," I replied, moving behind her.
"You understand I want to fuck your ass too one day soon," she said, as my cock moved between her ass cheeks.
Not really listening, but focusing on the task at hand, I agreed, "Sure thing."
"You will let me fuck your ass?" She repeated, as my cock poked at her rosebud.
Again my brain on auto-pilot, I agreed, "Yes, you can have my ass."
"Goooo slow," she moaned, as my mushroom top squeaked past her tight entrance. "Your cock is a lot longer and wider than that plug I wore all day...in class...at lunch...at cheerleading practice."
The listing made my cock flinch and she giggled, "You like thinking of me with a plug in my ass don't you?"
"It's fucking hot," I agreed, as I slowly pushed deeper into her ass. It was so tight I wasn't sure I would be able to pull out.
"Does your cock in my ass feel hot?" She asked.
"My cock anywhere in you is hot, but this is so fucking tight," I replied, the plug in my ass poking a bit deeper in me as I pushed forward.
"Fuck, it burns baby, I'm burning for you," she moaned, even as her body trembled.
"Do you want me to go deeper?" I asked. "I'm only half way in."
"Yes, baby, I want all of you in my ass," she replied, sounding as if her teeth were clenched.
I continued the slow push forward, my head suddenly going to imagining Derrick's cock slowly going into coach. "Fuck," I said, annoyed.
"What, baby?" She asked.
"Nothing baby, your ass just feels so fucking good," I said, which was true as I tried to get Derrick and coach out of my head.
Yet, as I pushed further I wondered if the thing about Beth was true, had he fucked her, taken her ass? My mind envisioned Beth dressed in her usual conservative school attire, in the boys' locker room, bent over and getting fucked by Derrick's cock.
Karen moaned. "Slowly fuck me now, baby. I want you to fuck my ass."
Karen's words brought me back to reality and I held onto her hips and began slowly pulling back out. It was so tight my whole cock tingled with pleasure.
"Back in, baby, slam it into me," she begged.
I did, and as my body collided with hers, she screamed, "Fuuuuck, shiiiit."
I grunted too, as the plug in my ass readjusted itself in me, "Ohhhhh God."
"Now pound me, Eric, fuck my ass hard," she demanded.
Imitating Derrick, I asked, completely out of character for myself, "You want all my cock, slut."
As soon as I said it I was mortified, yet her response eased my concern that I had gone too far. "Yes, fuck your slut's ass, fuck it hard and deep."
I obliged as I began fucking her ass. Perspiration dripped off me, as I thrust deep into her again and again. Each hard thrust my body slammed into hers had the plug in my ass poking into me. The double sensation was very stimulating and my head again played tricks on me.
I imagined that instead of a plug, it was Derrick fucking my ass as I fucked Karen's; in essence I was the middle piece of a sex sandwich both giving and getting thick meat. As soon as the thought popped into my head, I shook it out focusing on being a dominant man.
"Beg for my cock, bitch," I demanded, again a derogatory word I would normally use.
"Oh yes, Eric, fuck my slut ass, make me your cum hungry bitch. You have come in my mouth and in my cunt baby; I want this load of yours to explode in my ass."
"I can make that wish a reality, my little ass slut," I grunted, continuing to fuck her ass harder than I ever had before.
"Oh shit, oh yes," she moaned, "it feels so goooooood."
"What does slut?" I questioned, getting turned on in this new dominant persona.
"Your cock in myyyyy ass," she screamed, holding herself up with one hand as she moved her other to frantically rub herself.
"Only dirty ass sluts come from getting ass fucked," I teased, even as I began to feel my balls boil.
"I guess I'm a dirty ass slut theeeeeen," she moaned, before shifting to screaming, "because I'm about to come from getting ass-fuuuuuuucked.
I kept fucking her hard as her orgasm coursed through her.
"Oh yes, keep fucking your slut's ass," she demanded, as she babbled, "so good, best, ev-ev-ever, fuck, god, soooo, shit, can't quiiiit comiiiing."
Suddenly her legs gave out and she fell to the ground.
"Shiiiit," she whimpered, as she fell onto her side.
I pulled her up onto her knees and shoved my cock in her mouth and fucked her face. She slobbered and gagged a couple of times as I roughly fucked her face, my own orgasm near eruption. I asked, pulling my cock out of her mouth, "Mouth or ass, slut."
"Fill my ass," she answered, getting on all fours.
I quickly got behind her and filled her ass with one deep hard forward thrust.
"Mother fucking Chriiiiiist," she screamed, as I learned from this angle I could go even deeper into her ass.
"Beg for my cum, Karen," I ordered, as I continued to drill her ass.
"Oh God, come, come, come, in my, my, my, asssss," she struggled to beg, the mixture of pleasure and pain obvious.
Suddenly Beth bent over taking Derrick's cock popped back into my head and my balls erupted and I shot my second load deep into Karen's ass.
"Yeeeeeees," Karen moaned, "Fill my ass with your cum."
I continued pistoning in and out of her ass until every last drop of my cum was unloaded. Pulling out, I ordered, "Clean me off, slut."
Her orgasm done, I worried she would not be so friendly to name-calling, but she quickly turned around, still on her knees and deep throated my cock.
As she did, she surprised me as she moved her hand and pushed the butt plug deeper into my ass, my whole body moved forward and my cock went so deep down her throat she gagged and fell backwards.
Laughing, she said, "Apparently you have an ass reflex."
Laughing back, I pulled her up, "Looks like you have a gag reflex."
"I never had complaints before," she pouted.
"Nor will you again," I said, kissing her hard.
We kissed for a couple of minutes before she said, "We should probably get dressed. The parents will be home in half an hour."
I reached behind to pull out the plug but Karen said, "Keep it in baby. I want that ass nice and ready for me."
"Are you serious?" I asked, the idea of a butt plug in my ass kind of gay.
"Deadly," she said, spanking my ass. "You did me, I get to do you."
"Is that so?" I asked, her brief submissive behaviour gone.
"Tit for tat or in this case ass for ass," she shrugged.
"But it's kind of gay," I said, Derrick's big cock again popping into my head.
"Only if you think of it that way," she shrugged, keeping the thigh highs on under her sweats.
"How so?" I asked, getting dressed myself, the plug still in me.
"I am a girl and you are a guy, thus it can't be gay," she said, rather matter-of-factly.
Her logic made sense. It can't be gay if I am having sex with a woman. "When you put it that way, I guess it isn't gay."
"Sucking a real cock is gay, sucking my cock will be fucking hot," she said, a twinkle in her eye.
"Why do you want to fuck me?" I asked, the timing so strange after all I saw recently.
"I want to do everything with you," she admitted, kissing me, her hand squeezing my cock.
"Tough to argue that logic," I gave in.
"Good, tomorrow night I plan to take your cherry," she said, talking in a deep voice, trying to act manly.
"Don't you ever use that tone again," I laughed, thinking it was strange to hear her talking of taking my cherry.
"Tomorrow after the game, your ass is mine," she said, slapping my ass directly where the butt plug was.
"Fuuuuck," I yelped, the plug going where it wasn't supposed to go.
"And keep it in until you get ready for the game," she ordered.
"Yes, Mistress," I joked, as I followed her downstairs.
"Mistress, I like that," she said.
.....
I hurt myself twice, forgetting the plug was in my ass when I got in my car and when I fell on my bed to go to sleep. Oddly, as I lay in bed, I wondered what it would be like to have the toy in my ass moving in and out. I moved my hand to my ass and moved the toy in and out of my ass. I can't explain it but the feeling was indescribable. I wanted more. I wished it was longer so it would go deeper. Closing my eyes, I tried to imagine Karen with a strap-on fucking me from behind. I pumped the small plug in and out of my ass while simultaneously stroking my suddenly rock hard cock.
Pumping my cock while I tried to fuck myself, I continued envisioning what Karen had planned for Saturday night for me. I imagined me on my knees, as she again in sexy thigh high stockings slowly fucked my ass. I fantasized her telling me how hot it was to see me with her cock in my ass and how she planned to fuck me all the time. I moaned in response as my own orgasm began to boil. I imagined her moving faster in my eager ass when suddenly there was a deep hard thrust and I screamed and heard Derrick's voice, "That's it my straight faggot. You love big black cock up your man cunt don't you?"
I whimpered, "God yes, I love your cock in my man cunt," just as my cock erupted spewing my cum all over my sheets.
Opening my eyes, I gasped at the words I said out loud; mortified my parents might have heard me. I quickly pulled the plug out of my ass, wiped it off with my socks, and went to my bathroom.
Looking in the mirror I was mortified at how Derrick kept getting pulled into my sex fantasies, even during sex with my girlfriend. I just had the most amazing sex of my life and yet images of Derrick popped into my head while I fucked Karen's ass. I'm not gay, or bi, or curious, I said to myself. I need to focus on basketball and Karen. In the end, I thought even though my mind was playing tricks on me, the key was I stayed a man if these strange situations continued to arise, which they did the next morning.
3. THINGS GET EVEN MORE COMPLICATED
I had just got out of the shower, my usual early bird self, when I got a text from coach, which wasn't unusual.
Eric,
Please come over to my office ASAP to discuss the game.
Knock three times.
I often met with coach before the game so this wasn't new, but knocking three times was strange. I hoped it was just game talk, but a feeling in my gut told me Derrick was up to something.
I pondered whether to put the plug in my ass, but decided not to, mostly because I didn't have any lube and well it was really gay.



I drove to school and headed straight to coach's office, mortified that I already had an erection. Why? What was turning me on? Reaching the office, I was surprised to see Beth there.
"Hi Beth, what are you doing here?"
"Just waiting for Derrick?" She answered sheepishly.
"Are you two dating?" I asked, the thought still seeming ludicrous.
"Um, not really," she said, clearly embarrassed to be asked such question.
Wanting to know more, I asked, "What is not really?"
"He doesn't want to label it," she answered, avoiding eye contact.
"Beth, don't let him use you, you deserve someone as special as you," I said, thinking that perfect someone would be me.
Ignoring my nice guy routine, which wasn't so nice since I had a girlfriend, she said, "I am supposed to watch the door."
"For what?" I asked.
"I don't know," she answered.
I repeated, "Beth you are a very special, pretty girl. You deserve to be treated like a lady."
"Go in," she said, still not making eye contact.
Sighing, I said, "If you ever need to talk, I'm a great listener."
Her tone biting suddenly, "Don't you already have Karen?"
"I'm just trying to be a friend," I said, knowing that Karen has never been nice to her. Karen is hot, Karen is a nasty nympho, but Karen is also an elitist bitch who bullies those below her.
"Go," Beth said, tears beginning to form in her eyes.
I walked in and wasn't remotely surprised to see coach bent over his desk as Derrick fucked him. Derrick called out, "Get in here Beth."
Beth sheepishly came in too.
"Lock the door, slut," Derrick ordered.
She obeyed, her face so red with shame I couldn't help but feel sorry for her.
"I thought you would like to see Coach take it in the ass for the first time since you obviously enjoyed watching him suck my cock" Derrick said confidently.
"Derrick I am not playing your game," I said firmly. I turned to leave but heard voices outside the office now.
"You can pretend Eric, but you are a straight cocksucker just like coach here," Derrick said smugly, as he slowly fucked Coach.
Coach moaned, clearly enjoying the cock in his ass, but kept his eyes closed obviously mortified to be caught in such a compromising situation...again.
"You see, Coach loves it. You white guys are all the same. At first you think you are straight, but once you see a big thick black cock your brain begins to wonder. At first you are in denial, like you are right now, but I bet you have already had my cock pop into your head. Wondered what it would be like to have a big black cock like mine between your pretty little lips," he assessed.
I was mortified by his correct assessment of the thoughts in my head, although I thought his black cock theory was ludicrous. I interrupted, "Derrick, you're full of shit."
"If I am full of shit, you won't be hard right now," he said, continually fucking coach's ass while talking to me as if it was a natural thing to do.
My face went red as I realized I was indeed rock hard, something I couldn't explain.
He laughed, "You got hard watching me fuck Coach's ass. Do you wish it was you bent over the desk? Beth, pull out Eric's cock to see if he is hard."
"Please, no," Beth gasped, surprised by the demand.
"It wasn't a suggestion," Derrick said.
I could have stopped her, I should have stopped her. Yet Beth being my secret crush, I was instantly focused on her touching my cock and not the fact that I had a girlfriend, or that she would show off my hard cock.
Beth moved slowly towards me as Derrick explained, "It's ok Beth. Eric has had the hots for you forever."
I wondered how he could possibly know such a thing.
"On your knees, slut," Derrick ordered, continuing to fuck Coach.
I was in awe as I watched Beth, her face red with shame, drop to her knees and fish out my cock. I moaned as her warm hand wrapped around my cock.
"Is it hard, slut?" He asked.
"Yes, hard as a rock," she answered, not looking at me or him.
Derrick said, "My hypothesis again proven correct. Do you want Beth to blow you Eric?"
I should have said no, yet her hand on my cock, looking down at her in her submissive position, I couldn't resist, "God, yes."
"Go ahead Beth, show him how you can get an 'A' in cocksucking too," Derrick ordered.
Beth suddenly looked up at me as if pleading for help, but I said, getting pulled deeper into Derrick's sick power game, "Get to sucking Beth."
Beth looked back down and took my cock in her mouth. I briefly felt guilty, but once she swirled her tongue around my cock my guilt faded. I don't know how she did it, but she created a wavelike water sensation unlike anything I had ever felt before.
I groaned and Derrick laughed, "She has quite the technique, doesn't she?"
"God, yes," I whimpered, knowing I was going to come shamefully quick.
"Her ass is the tightest I have ever fucked if you want a piece of that too," Derrick offered, before focusing on Coach, whose whimpers had been getting louder, "Beg for my cum in your ass faggot."
Coach obviously was too far gone to care that two students were witnessing his humiliating sodomy as he instantly answered, "Oh God, fill my ass with your cum Derrick, my white ass is yours."
The desk began moving as Derrick slammed harder into Coach. For some reason watching Coach get fucked and hearing him moan really turned me on, and I grabbed Beth's head and began fucking her face trying to replicate the deep hard thrusts of Derrick. My whole cock was shoved in Beth's mouth, her slobbering sounds only turning me on more.
Looking up, Derrick somehow had his phone out and was either taping or taking pictures of me.
"Fuck Derrick," I sighed, realizing he had evidence of my unfaithfulness to Karen.
"Never know when such visuals can come in handy," he shrugged, before again shifting to a whimpering like a school girl Coach and saying, "Here it comes, coach faggot."
Coach moaned, "Yeeeeeees, fiiiiiiill myyyy asssssss."
I watched in voyeuristic awe as Coach got an ass full of cum. My own cock flinched and I shot my load down Beth's throat.
Derrick laughed, "You came watching Coach get his ass fucked...deny it all you want Eric, but you are my next cocksucker, my next man cunt."
"Never going to happen," I confidently said, pulling my cock out of Beth's mouth, my seven inches dangling.
Pulling his cock out of Coach's ass, his ten inches swayed confidently, and although I tried to look away it was like a gravitational pull kept my eyes locked on it.
"Slut come and clean me," Derrick ordered.
Beth scurried like a famished woman in the desert and eagerly took his big black cock in her mouth.
Derrick asked, again as I watched, "Sure you don't want a taste?"
"Never going to happen," I said, pulling my pants up.
"Never say never," he laughed, as he pulled his cock out of Beth's mouth and pulled his pants up.
"Beth are you hungry for my cum?" Derrick asked.
"More than anything," she said, looking like a vapid slut and not the academic genius she was.
"Go suck my cum out of Coach's ass," he ordered.
I thought Beth would recoil, but instead she crawled straight to coach and buried her face in his ass.
Derrick took a couple pictures as he explained, "Once you get a taste of black cock you will do pretty much anything to have it again. Isn't that right, Coach?"
"Yes," he admitted, his tone dripping with shame.
I laughed, realizing he was probably right based on what I had just witnessed, "So it seems."
"One taste Eric and you will be hooked too," he said confidently.
Watching Beth move her face up and down hungrily sucking out Derrick's cum I was in awe of Derrick's power.
I was about to say something when there was a knock at the door. Derrick snapped his fingers and Beth quickly stood up. Coach quickly stood up too, fumbled to get his pants up and sat down in his chair, his eyes big with fear and shame.
Derrick unlocked the door and said, "We'll chat later Coach."
"Sounds good," Coach replied, as his wife entered the room.
"Hi, Mrs. Murphy," Derrick greeted, walking out the door.
"Hi Derrick, Eric, Beth," she greeted, her facial expression confused that Beth was in an early basketball meeting and the boys' locker room.
I asked, trying to act casual and keep up the image of a meeting, "Anything else Coach?"
"No Eric, we will see how the game plans works," he said, covering well himself.
I grabbed Beth's hand and led her out.
Once out of earshot she gasped, "Oh my God!"
"That's what I thought too when you sucked my cock," I said, suddenly wanting more of her.
"I can't believe he made me do that," she said.
"I can't fathom how you ended up in this predicament," I countered.
"It's a long story," she said, before adding, her tone suddenly sultry, and shocking, "There is much more to me than meets the eye." She subtly squeezed my cock before walking away, leaving me hard and wanting more.
.....
The rest of the day was the same old, same old, other than every time I saw Beth I imagined her mouth around my cock giving me the best blow job I have ever received. At lunch, guilt washed over me as Karen rubbed my cock underneath the table, unaware of my betrayal.
Karen whispered in my ear part way through lunch, her hand firmly on my cock, "I can't wait to fuck you, baby. You are wearing your plug for me right?"
"I couldn't get it in without lube," I replied back, not admitting I really had no interest in wearing one.
Her hand left my cock instantly and she quit talking to me. Although she was a complete slut in the bedroom, outside of it she always expected others to obey her. Knowing there was no way to make her happy other than to do as she says, I whispered, "It's in my backpack if you have anything to help get it in."
Her anger shifted and she turned back to me, "Can I put it in you now?"
"Not here," I joked.
"Of course not, rendezvous spot, five minutes?" She asked, although it wasn't a question.
Trying to keep her happy, I countered, "Make it four."
She squeezed my cock and said her goodbyes to her friends; I did the same a minute later and headed to meet her. I saw Beth was talking to Derrick at a doorway and not wanting to get involved in that conversation I turned and took another way around.
Karen, being Karen, had convinced the principal that the cheerleaders needed their own room like the football players had, and as I mentioned, what Karen wants, Karen gets. The room was used for meetings, changing and so forth and often for blow jobs or quickies for me.
Once in the room, she dropped to her knees, pulled down my pants and said, "I think there is time for a snack."
I totally enjoyed her love of sucking cock. She would often just suck me off, swallow my load and expect nothing in return. She was the perfect girlfriend and yet even as she bobbed up and down on my cock it was Beth who popped into my head when I closed my eyes. At first it was her on her knees sucking my cock, then it was sucking cum out of coach's ass and then it was her taking Derrick's cock in her pussy.
Even though I had already come once, the constant images of Beth flashing in my brain had my balls boiling rather quickly and I shot a second load of the day, this time down Karen's throat.
Once done, she was back to business, "Bend over baby."
"I feel like your bitch," I joked, even though I knew it wasn't really a joke.
"Tonight you are," she said, as she surprised me by spreading my ass cheeks and licking my ass.
"Oooooooooh," I moaned like a girl, surprised by how good it felt.
A minute later, I felt warm lube coating my ass as she spoke, with a confidence just like Derrick, "I plan to take that ass of yours tonight, right here after the game."
"H-h-here?" I stammered.
"By the time you change, shower and talk to coach, all the girls will be gone, or waiting in the parking lot for the boys," she said, as I felt the toy between my ass cheeks.
"If you say so," I agreed, hoping to prolong this situation a bit.
"Beg for this in your ass," she ordered.
"You got to be kidding meeee," I replied, as she slapped my ass.
"Now, bitch," she ordered.
"Please put that plug in my ass," I quickly begged, shocked by her aggressiveness.
"You mean your man cunt," she corrected.
My eyes went wide at hearing the same words Derrick had used and yet I answered as expected, "Yes, please fill my man cunt?"
"Tonight I'm going to fuck you completely my little slut," she purred as she pushed the small toy in me.
I whimpered, the thought both a turn-on and a turn-off.
I couldn't believe how easily I acquiesced to her, particularly after she was so submissive to me last night. Yet, once it was all the way in me, she slapped my ass pushing the plug deeper in me and said, "Get dressed and don't you dare take that out of your ass until game time."
"Okay," I again joked, as I pulled up my pants.
"And when we are alone, it's Mistress," she ordered.
"Okay," I repeated, my ass full and wanting more, yet my shame of being bossed around overwhelmed me.
"Okay, what? She asked, her tone terse.
"Okay, Mistress," I answered immediately.
"Good," she said, pulling me in and kissing me hard and giving me one more slap on the ass.
The rest of the day was fine, once I got used to sitting cautiously and not moving much with a toy in my rear.
4. BECOMING A STRAIGHT FAGGOT
It was last period, with Mrs. Murphy, Coach's wife that things got weird again. Beth is in this class also and I hadn't heard a word of the teacher's lecture, as I drooled over Beth who continually slipped her stocking-clad feet in and out of her shoes. I noticed her toes...which were painted blood red. A couple of times she looked back at me and smiled as if knowing the impact she was having on me.
When class was done I wanted to talk to her again, but she left with a couple friends, plus I wasn't sure what I would say to her, so I just let it drop.
I was heading to my locker; I had an hour before we needed to be back at school to get ready to go to the game, when I heard Derrick's voice.
"Eric, I need a favor," he said.
My whole body tensed at what he may need. I turned around and asked, acting casual, "What do you need?"
"A ride home. I forgot my uniform in the laundry," he said.
Continuing to act like I would have before I learned what I learned I said, "Sure, ready to go now?"
"No time like the present," he said and we went to my car.
We actually talked basketball on the walk and the beginning of the drive. I had dropped him off on the Monday before so I knew where he lived; it was about a twenty minute drive.
Once out of the school area, he asked, "So did you enjoy Beth?"
I sighed, "Let's stick to talking about the game."
"But, I need to know. Beth wants to know if you were happy with her cocksucking," he said.
"I'm sure she didn't say that," I said, even as her lips wrapped around my cock returned to my head.
"She really likes you," he said.
"Isn't she your girlfriend?" I asked.
"I am not a one girl guy. I have half a dozen eager to take my load, but Beth was special in her innocence and eagerness. Taking her from an innocent virgin to a cock hungry slut was a lot of fun," Derrick explained.
"How?" I asked, my own cock rock hard and dying to know how Beth ended up in her current predicament.
"Like I said," he began, as he pulled out his cock, "once you get a taste of the black side there is no going back."
"Put that away," I snapped, as he wrapped his hand around it and slowly made it grow.
"It's just a cock," he said, adding, "If you are as straight as you say you are this isn't a big deal." He stressed the word big, which made me flush.
"Whatever," I said, not getting myself pulled into his game.
"So did you enjoy Beth?" He asked again.
"Yes fuck, but I can't believe I cheated on Karen," I admitted.
"She will rip your balls off if she finds out," he said, stroking his cock.
"Is that a threat," I asked, looking at him and without meaning to looking down at his growing cock.
"No, no, just a fact," he said. "Oh sure, I could blackmail you to suck my cock, but I know it is only a matter of time before you are eagerly bobbing up and down on it."
"Fuck off, Derrick," I said, as we stopped at a red light.
"Go ahead, grab it," he a said, "you know you want to."
I refused to look, knowing that even though I wasn't gay, there seemed to be a magnetic pull leading me towards his cock.
"Look at it, Eric, it's nice, big, and ready for your lips," he said, his confident demeanor oddly soothing.
I shouldn't have looked, but yet I couldn't resist and took a look at his now firmly stiff ten inch cock.
I stared at it, unable to take my eyes off it, now so close to me. My mouth watered my sudden desire to have it in my mouth growing even as I screamed inside to resist. Thankfully, a honk told me the light had changed and I returned my eyes to the road.
Derrick laughed, "Saved by the horn."
I didn't respond as I focused on the road and having the strength to not look back down.
"Beth likes you, by the way," Derrick said.
"Seems she's more into you," I replied.
"That's just natural selection she can't resist me, but she has had a crush on you forever. She just doesn't think she can compete with Karen," Derrick explained.
It was so strange, his cock was out, he wanted me to suck him, yet he was also seemingly trying to set me up with Beth at the same time. I scoffed at the natural selection theory, "I don't believe there is a sexual hierarchy."
"You're in denial," he said, as we reached another red light. "You know you want my cock, you are using every ounce of strength to hold onto the last remaining threads of your straightness. Go ahead, Eric, just reach over and grab it."
Resistance suddenly seemed futile. I figured I would just touch it, and then return to driving, but that isn't what happened. Once it was in my hand, I felt like my hand was magnetically attached to it. His cock was so much thicker than mine, and it felt so warm in my hand.
"That's it, Eric," Derrick soothed. "Just enjoy it in your hand."
The light changed and I kept my hand on his cock as I continued driving. Derrick continued the Beth conversation as if there was nothing odd with the fact that I was holding his cock. "You see Eric, you and Beth will end up with each other or people like you, that is just the way society works, but that doesn't mean you can't love the life that so many white people fantasize about, submitting to black cock or pussy."
It was so absurd to listen to his words and yet as he spoke them they made sense as well. My hand was on his cock, I had let Beth blow me and unknown to him I had a plug in my ass. "So I should marry a white girl, that has submitted to black cock?" I asked, unable to let him know of my conflicting emotions.
"In essence...eventually you two will settle and this wild time of black submission will fade, but it will always be a lingering effect," he said, as if he was some philosopher.
I let go of his cock to pull into his driveway.
"Ready to submit to your hunger?" Derrick asked.
My response betrayed me as instead of protesting I asked mortified, "Here?"
"In the car?" He laughed, "Maybe a quick suck to wet your appetite."
I froze looking down at his cock. After all the denial, it looked so appetizing, so juicy and I hungered for it.
As if reading my mind, he said, "I can see it in your eyes, Eric. You have an insatiable hunger to lean down and take it in your mouth, yet the unrealistic expectations of society are holding you back. Eric you want my cock, you need my cock, and it is only a matter of time before you accept this."
I continued staring, the invisible line between straight and not-so-straight fading.



"Make a decision Eric, if you're not willing to take my load, I need to text my cheerleading cocksucker to take my load," he explained.
"Who?" I asked, still unable to take my eyes off his big, hard cock.
"Just a slut, they all are," Derrick said, "at least for big black cock."
I looked out the window, we seemed rather secluded, but I couldn't do it here in my car.
"Now, Eric, taste it," Derrick said, reaching for my head.
He gently guided me down and I didn't resist at all, falling slowly like a leaf in fall, until my face was in front of his cock. With no time to think, I just opened my mouth and took his cock in as natural as opening my mouth to eat.
They say when you meet the one you just know, and my feelings right then were exactly the same. I just knew, like he said I would, that I was meant to suck his cock. It felt so natural between my lips, his erection so hard that I suddenly wanted, needed to please him.
"That's it, Eric, take your time with my big snake," he said, I imagined him smiling smugly over adding me to his cocksucker harem. Yet, I didn't care. I wanted more of his cock in my mouth and I began to slowly bob up and down on it.
"Let's take this inside, cocksucker," he ordered, now having got me drawn into the thrill of pleasuring him.
I sat up, suddenly embarrassed by what I had done and being called a cocksucker, and said, "I can't believe I did that."
"Follow me inside," he ordered, putting his cock away and getting out of the car.
I didn't move, knowing if I did I would be unable to resist his cock.
Just before he closed the door, he said, "Eric, I gave you a taste, if you don't come and finish what you started, I will never give you a chance again. It's now or never, cocksucker."
He closed the door and headed to his house. I wanted to just drive away, I wanted to stand up for myself like a man and yet after a brief, futile resistance, I got out of the car and headed inside to suck cock.
In his house, he was sitting on the couch, his pants at his ankles watching sports highlights. "So what is it cocksucker?"
I whispered, ashamed by my own weakness, "I want to finish what I started."
"Finish what?" He asked, not looking at me, but at the television.
"Sucking your cock," I admitted, the words tasting like vinegar out of my mouth.
"Well, don't just stand there cocksucker, get on your knees and crawl to me," he ordered, still not looking at me.
I felt cheap, I felt humiliated, but the hunger to have his cock back in my mouth overruled my emotions and pride. I fell to my knees and crawled to him. Reaching his feet, I looked up and saw he had his phone out. Had he taped my whole crawl towards him?
"Tell me what you want," he said, the camera pointing directly at me.
"Please don't tape this," I said, even as I remained on my knees just inches from his cock.
"This is not for blackmail or show, just for my own personal collection," he said. "Now answer me Eric, what do you want from me?"
I didn't want to answer, but his massive python directly in front of me had such a hypnotic power on me I just had to have it. I whispered, "To suck your cock."
He laughed, "You are in advanced English, you can do better than that."
He tapped my lips with his cock and I instantly opened my mouth to take it. "So eager, cocksucker, but answer my question first."
So enthralled by his cock, so famished to have it in my mouth, I answered like a complete slut. "I want to take that immense, black succulent python between my lips."
"And be a cocksucker?" He asked.
"Yes. Your cocksucker," I added, knowing I would only do this for him.
"Go ahead, cocksucker, become a straight faggot," he smiled.
I winced at the word faggot, but my need to have his cock in my mouth overruled everything else and I leaned forward and took it between my lips. At first I just slowly swirled my tongue around his mushroom top in awe of its width. Slowly though, trying to create saliva like Beth had done on my cock I moved up and down the first few inches.
"Shit Eric, you're a natural at this," he groaned, which somehow turned me on more knowing I was having that sort of effect in him
I continued bobbing back and forth eager to get him off, although not wanting this moment to ever end. You remember your first home run, you remember your first kiss and I was going to forever remember my first time sucking black cock.
A few minutes later, time seeming irrelevant, Derrick said, "Fuck Eric, you really love my cock, don't you?"
I couldn't resist as I admitted, "I fucking love it."
"I knew you would, cocksucker," he said, before adding, "But we need to get going pretty soon or we will be late for the game. So sit up."
I did, but still on my knees.
"I'm going to fuck your face," he announced.
"O-o-okay," I said nervously.
"Open up, slut," he ordered and shoved his cock in my mouth.
Although he didn't shove all ten inches in my mouth, he pumped his cock furiously between my lips and I just focused on not gagging and breathing. Strangely, sitting there being used for someone else's pleasure really turned me on. I just shut my brain off, shut off my morals and was used as a cum bucket.
"I'm going to come down your pretty throat, cocksucker," he grunted before seconds later I felt his salty seed explode in my mouth. I gagged a bit but swallowed all his seed. The taste was unexplainable, but one I knew I would want again.
As he pulled out, he asked, "Did you enjoy it?"
"Yes," I admitted.
"Do you want my cock again?" He asked.
"Yes," I again admitted.
"Do you need to come?"
"God, yes," I said, my cock ready to burst for reasons unfathomable to me.
"You got hard sucking black cock and swallowing cum?" He questioned a smile on his face.
Shame washed over me as I admitted, "I guess so."
"I thought you were straight," he continued, pushing the knife of humiliation deeper into my back.
"So did I," I smiled for the first time.
"Then what are you?" He asked, as he put his beautiful cock away.
"Your cocksucker," I admitted, now understanding all his theories.
"My faggot?" He pushed.
"Yes, whatever you want to call me," I agreed, knowing I would never say no to him again.
"Good faggots you know also take it in the ass," he clarified.
I stammered, even though I liked the idea of Karen fucking me, his cock was too big, "I-I-it's too big."
"I'll train that man cunt of yours first," he said.
I laughed, thinking of the irony that it was already being trained without his knowledge, "I'm not sure."
"Don't worry, I am," he said, before adding, as he made a call. "Slut are you home yet?" After a pause, "good get your ass over here as soon as you get home...and hurry."
"We will be in a hurry when the slut gets here so get your pants off," he said.
"Who? Beth?" I asked, baffled.
He laughed, "Oh no, this cougar is one eager little black cock loving slut."
"How many do you have?" I asked, in awe of his prowess.
"Girls or guys?" He chuckled.
"Both," I asked, wanting to know how I fit into this picture.
"Over two dozen women and you're faggot number six," he said.
"What other guys?" I asked, curiosity taking over, as I got out of my pants and underwear.
"I don't turn straight boys and tell," he laughed.
"Do I know them?" I asked.
"Yep, one is even on the team," he revealed as he noticed my butt plug, which I had got so use to I forgot it was there.
"Is that a plug in your ass?" He asked for the first time surprised.
Shame again hit me as I stammered, "Y-y-yes, Karen made me."
"That is fucking priceless. I knew she wore the pants in your relationship, but I didn't know she also had the cock," he laughed.
"It's not like that," I tried to defend.
"How is it then?" He asked.
"She let me fuck her ass last night, but only if I promised her mine tonight," I explained.
"And after seeing coach get ass fucked you were eager and curious," he added.
"It was before that," I corrected.
"Well, I guess you're already being trained to be a faggot," he said, just as there was a knock at the door.
"Come in, slut," he yelled.
A voice I recognized instantly as our cold as ice principal Mrs. Anderson, as she said, "I thought you would be headed back to school for the game by...."
She stopped when she saw me half naked in front of her.
Derrick said, "Eric here is all hard after giving me his first blow job."
My face went red at the thought of my principal knowing I sucked cock, although obviously she had submitted to him too.
"You can't be serious?" She questioned, her tone firm like she always was in school.
"Knees now, slut," he ordered.
"Derrick this was between you and I," she said.
"Did you mistake this as a conversation where you have any say?" He questioned. "I don't fuck and tell but all my subs are free game amongst each other."
"This is going too far," she continued her defiant behaviour.
"Either do as you're told or leave slut, but if you leave you will never get my cock again," he threatened, his tone firm.
After a brief delay, her resolve dissipated, just like mine had earlier, and she whispered, "What do you want me to do?"
"I was just going to get you to suck my new cocksucker's cock, but now that you were so difficult I think he gets that cunt of yours," he said.
"I'll suck him," she said, moving to me and dropping to her knees. She took me between her lips and began bobbing quickly. I couldn't believe our chubby, pretty, huge tit bitch principal, was also under his spell.
After a minute of sucking, "Derrick said, "Lift up that skirt of yours and beg Eric to fuck that cunt of yours."
"Please, just let me blow him," she pleaded.
"You have five seconds to have that cunt ready," he threatened.
Defeated, she pulled up her skirt, revealing she too was in thigh highs and was not wearing any underwear. She bent over the couch, a humiliated look in her eyes.
"Beg me, slut," I ordered, suddenly feeling powerful over the ice queen bitch.
She glared at me, looked at Derrick before saying, "Please Eric fuck my cunt."
Hearing the ice queen use the word 'cunt' was hot and yet unreal. I slid my cock in her surprisingly wet cunt and groaned, "Shit, she is soaked."
"She is the biggest slut in our school and yet no one knows," Derrick said.
Horny as hell, I slammed my cock into her colliding with her wide ass. After a couple of minutes, Derrick said, "I'll be back in a few going to get my uniform and take a piss."
"Sure," I said, loving hearing the moans of Mrs. Anderson as I pounded her from behind.
Her early resistance faded as she begged, "Harder Eric, fuck me harder."
I obliged as I slammed into her with full force making her scream.
"Oh God yes, Eric, hammer my cunt," she continued.
"I thought you didn't want my cock in that wet box of yours?" I asked, shifting from submissiveness a few minutes ago to dominant.
"Just fuck me," she moaned, her whole demeanor changing from ice cold to hellish hot once her cunt was filled with my cock.
"Tell me you're a slut, Principal Anderson," I ordered.
"Just fuck me," she repeated, although her tone was her usual bossy one.
"Do as you're told," I ordered, trying to be firm like Derrick, as I slapped her fat ass.
"Fuck Eric," she whimpered, before adding, "Fine, your principal is a dirty fucking slut. Is that better?"
"A contradictory bitch," I added.
"Yes," she moaned.
"Who wants to get ass fucked," I continued.
To my surprise, she replied with a smile, "You really are a dirty boy, Eric."
"Beg to have your ass fucked," I ordered, pulling out and moving my cock to her back door.
"Oh God Eric, fuck my ass," she pleaded, actually moving her ass back onto my cock.
As my cock slowly penetrated her ass she pushed back, I added, "You mean your fat ass?"
"Yes, dammiiiiiit, fuck my fat ass," she moaned as my cock disappeared into her.
"Man I wish everyone knew that the ice queen was a fucking ass slut," I said.
"Oh God," she moaned as her ass cheeks made contact with my body all my cock now in her.
"Ride me slut," I instructed, eager to watch our chubby but pretty principal fuck herself in the ass with my cook.
"Yes," she eagerly agreed, beginning to move back and forth.
"Yes, what?" I asked, my cock being milked so well I had very little time left to enjoy my principal.
"Yes, I love your cock in me," she moaned, as she continued bouncing on my cock.
A few more strokes and my balls bubbled and I pulled out, pulled her by the hair to my cock and pumped it vigorously. Without instruction, she opened her mouth wide like the cum slut she was. My first rope of cum shot right into her mouth as did the second. The third and fourth hit her black blouse, my white gooey cum a cool contrast.
She took my cock back in her mouth and cleaned my cock.
Derrick said, obviously back downstairs, "We got to go."
"Get yourself off, slut," I ordered.
"A submissive and a Dom," Derrick chuckled.
I shrugged.
Principal Anderson, obviously hungry to get off, laid back on the floor with no shame and began rubbing her clit.
Derrick said, "Lock up when you are done, slut."
"Yeeeees, Massssster," she nodded as her orgasm got close.
I wanted to bury my face in her cunt, but resisted knowing we had to get going. I said, "Next time I want to taste that cunt of yours in your office."
"Okkkkaaaaaay," she moaned, as her orgasm hit.
Back in the car, I asked amazed, "Is there anyone you can't get?"
"Not yet," he shrugged.
"I can't believe I did what I did," I said, as I began driving.
"Sucking cock or fucking Principal Anderson?" he asked.
"Both," I admitted, my life changing so much after catching him in the act with coach a couple of days ago.
"Well, I got another surprise for you yet," he said.
"What would that be?" I asked.
"Do you like Beth?" he questioned.
"Yes," I admitted.
"You would choose her over Karen wouldn't you?" he asked.
"It's not that black and white," I said.
He laughed, "That is an ironic answer."
I laughed back, "I suppose it is."
"So who would you choose?" he asked.
"I like them both," I admitted, the conversation still surreal considering what he had just made me do.
"Ok, Karen is hot, probably amazingly kinky in bed and a complete bitch outside of it," he properly assessed.
"Very accurate," I concurred.
"Beth is more cute than hot, will be as kinky as you train her to be, and yet has the biggest heart in the world," Derrick said.
"When you put it that way it seems pretty obvious," I said, him ironically making it rather black and white.
"Or to put it another way, not that you are ready for it, but who could you imagine marrying down the road?" he asked.
"What are you the guru of love and bisexuality?" I joked, this conversation just so surreal.
He laughed, "Truthfully I am just about getting laid and lately turning white guys, but Beth is special...even more special than you know"
I agreed, "There is something about her I have always been drawn to."
He smiled, clearly knowing something I didn't, "After today I am quite sure you two are meant to be."
"Why is that?" I asked, thinking sucking another guy's cock not something that usually woos the ladies.
"Trust me, I'm right," he said, as we pulled into the school parking lot.
"Karen will rip me a new one," I said.
"She already plans to tonight," he joked.
"Touche," I laughed.
"Well you have a choice to make my little cocksucker," he said.
My face blushed again as I wondered could I really have Beth? After fifteen minutes of somewhat normal conversation, there it was again. "Can you not call me that?" I asked.
"I won't in public, but when it's just us two you are still my cocksucker," he said adding, "Unless, of course, you don't want to have it in your mouth again."
I sighed, "No, I want it again."
"Right now?" he asked.
I did truthfully, but looking at the clock we were already ten minutes late. "We're already late."
"It's okay, I have something on coach," he joked, grabbing his crotch before getting out of the car.
We won the game rather handily 88-56 and on the court nothing had changed. I was still the man. Could I be both a dominant and a submissive? It seemed so replaying the day.
I decided after the game, I would tell Karen we were through. I wasn't sure how I was going to do it, but I would avoid getting fucked in the ass, although part of me wanted to try it.
The plug in me all day and yesterday causing a growing curiosity to feel what it would be like, yet the reality was I still wanted to keep the facade of being a man's man...despite my obvious hunger for Derrick's cock.
Yet, like everything else this week, things didn't go according to plan.
5. ROYALLY FUCKED
I went to meet Karen with the plan to break up with her, but ended up getting a lot more than I bargained for.
I texted her:
We need to talk.
She responded back almost immediately:
You know where I am.
I sighed knowing just how hard this was going to be. I liked Karen a lot; she was everything a teenage guy could ask for, yet that was no longer enough for me...I wanted more than just sex and I could get that with Beth. Knowing Beth liked me, even though she was Derrick's submissive, overpowered everything else. It was strange but somehow Derrick's strange Cupid like advice had me thinking of a future with Beth...even though we both had submitted to Derrick.
I knocked on the door and Karen called out, "Come in."
I took one more deep breath before heading into the verbal slaughter I knew was coming once I broke up with her.
The first of the domino of surprises that still awaited me that night started when I learned Karen wasn't alone.
Entering the room, I was surprised to find Karen was on a bench legs spread open and even more surprised to see another cheerleader, Skye, on her knees licking Karen's pussy.
"Hey baby, here is your answer to do I play with girls," she smiled.
All my resolve to break up with her vanished as I watched every straight guy's fantasy, of two girls playing with each other.
"Come join us, baby," she moaned, "Skye wants to watch."
My eyes went big at the thought of another girl, a classmate, watching me get sodomized.
"R-r-really?" I stammered.
"Sure, she is very eager," Karen moaned, pulling the brunette deeper into her pussy.
I watched the lesbian action for a minute or two my cock growing instantly.
"Give me your cock, baby," Karen demanded.
I walked over, tentative, having Skye there making me uncomfortable and excited at the same time.
As I stood in front of her, Karen quickly fished out my almost fully-erect cock and began sucking.
As she bobbed, I glanced down to watch Skye licking Karen's pussy. Skye was moving her head sideways while her tongue remained extended. It was the hottest thing I had ever seen in person.
Skye, although not as beautiful as Karen, but she was a solid nine and had the tightest ass in the school. Like Karen, she was a complete bitch to the unpopular kids, a stereotypical cheerleader in every sense of the word.
I suddenly wondered if Karen was going to let me fuck Skye.
I also noticed there was a cheerleading outfit and thigh highs on another bench, which I thought was curious.
Karen allowed my cock to slip out of her mouth as she put her hands on the bench she was sitting on, closed her eyes and allowed the orgasm that had been building to flow through her.
Watching a woman's facial expression immediately before the orgasm hits and during the brief euphoria that follows is super sexy...especially because they are so vulnerable during this moment of pleasure no longer worried about looking perfect.



Opening her eyes, a minute later, Karen asked, "Ready, baby?"
"For what?" I asked, glancing down at Skye, implying I wasn't comfortable to do what we had agreed upon with a witness.
"To get ass fucked," she said bluntly.
Skye looked up, her face coated with Karen's wetness, and upped the ante, "And to take my ass."
My cock flinched at Skye's words.
"I think he likes your proposal," Karen said looking down at Skye, before turning to me and adding, "But first we need to get you in costume."
"Excuse me?" I questioned, distracted by the thought if fucking Skye's perfectly curved ass.
"If I'm going to fuck you like a girl, you need to be dressed as one," she said.
"I didn't agree to that," I protested.
"I wasn't asking your opinion," she replied, her bitchy tone on full display.
"Plus, it will be twice as hot that way when you take my ass," Skye said. "You do want to fuck my ass, don't you Eric?"
What does one say to such a question when your girlfriend is right beside you? I looked for help from Karen.
She shrugged, "I've fucked her ass already, but she has yet to have a real pulsing cock in her ass and I offered her your cock."
"That was awful nice of you," I quipped.
"I know," she smiled, before ordering, "Now put on your uniform, I even bought you nylons since you love them so much."
"On you," I pointed out.
"I think you will look very sexy in them," she countered.
"Show him that ass for motivation, Skye," Karen ordered.
Skye got off her knees, bent over so far she touched her toes and Karen moved over and flipped up Skye's skirt.
"Do you like?" Karen asked.
Skye's ass was pantyhose clad and sans underwear, but with a hole exactly where her rosebud appeared. I stammered, "I-I-I-love."
"Good, now get in your costume," Karen demanded again.
Any doubts about doing as she said dissipated when I glanced back at Skye's inviting pantyhose clad ass. I moved the few feet to the cheerleading outfit and got undressed.
Once in my underwear only, Karen ordered, "Those too."
I obeyed, my stiff cock pointing directly at the two sexy, slutty cheerleaders both still in their uniform...although only Skye still had on her mocha pantyhose.
"Now it's time for you to become my pretty little slut," Karen purred.
The name calling did not turn me on, but the thought of fucking Skye whose ass was begging for attention, kept me obedient. I put on the ridiculously tight sweater and the skirt.
Karen then suggested "Skye, why don't you come and finish dressing up our little slut."
"Hmmmmmmm," Skye purred, finally moving from her obscenely impressive flexible bending, and moved to me. "Sit down, slut."
I obeyed, slightly ashamed that my cock was so hard when I was being treated so demeaning by my girlfriend.
Skye took the first thigh high and kneeling before me rolled the stocking up and slowly, like a snail meandering, moved up my leg. Her breath hot, wet and so near my cock had me ready to do whatever I had too to get her ass.
Finally, the top of the first thigh high reached my thigh. "Is this for me?" she asked, squeezing my iron stiff cock.
"All for you," I replied suavely.
Skye asked, looking at Karen instead of me, "Can I have a taste?"
"Go ahead, get it ready for that ass of yours," Karen said.
I watched as another woman put their mouth around my cock. If this was a porn movie it would be criticized as being even too farfetched for porn.
It was less than a minute, before she allowed my cock to slip out of her mouth as she grabbed the other stocking. She repeated the slow process slithering the stocking up my leg. She joked, "Next time we better shave our little girl."
Being called a little girl should have made me embarrassed, yet at this moment it turned me on. I was theirs to do as they pleased.
Once the second stocking was on my leg, she sat up, grabbed my cock and pulled me up from the bench.
Turning to me, Skye asked, "Ready to fuck my ass with that big cock of yours Eric?"
"If you insist," I joked.
She bent over, gripping the bench to balance herself, her pantyhose clad ass right in front of me.
Karen moved to us, handing me a tube of lube. She grabbed Skye's ass and ripped at the seam of her crotch creating a gaping hole for my erect cock. Karen then lowered herself in-between Skye's legs and buried her face in-between Skye's ass cheeks. My cock flinched at the nasty erotic sight even as my mind wondered to Beth burying her face between coach's cum-leaking ass. Beth. I was going to dump Karen today and instead I am dressed as a girl, getting ready to fuck another girl's ass while eventually getting my own ass fucked. My life was officially out of control.
"That's it, eat my ass," Skye moaned.
Karen eventually stood back up, took the lube and poured some between Skye's ass cheeks.
Turning back to me, she poured lube on my cock, then stroking it. "Ready, baby?" Karen purred.
"Yes, baby," I replied, Skye's ass begging me to fuck it.
"Go ahead, my girl, fuck my slut," Karen said.
Hearing her call Skye 'her slut' made me smile, not remotely surprised that Karen was the one in control in their lesbian relationship.
"More than ready," I agreed, as I moved behind Skye and positioned my cock at her puckered back door.
"Shove it in, Eric," Skye demanded.
I obliged the demand, pushing my cock slowly inside her back door. It was so tight yet I kept pushing my cock deeper.
"Fuuuuuck," Skye whimpered, my cock widening her ass.
"You like that?" I asked, as the last inch of my cock filled her ass.
"Fuuuck, so much bigger than Karen's cooooock," Skye whimpered.
"You're super fucking tight," I groaned.
"Tighter than me," Karen questioned.
I looked back and saw she was now wearing a black strap-on cock, of course it was black...although thankfully a lot smaller than Derrick's massive rod.
"Ready to be in a cheerleader's sandwich," Karen asked, her hand stroking her fake cock.
Karen looked stupidly hot with a cock hanging between her legs and any lingering doubts I had about allowing her to fuck me and take my anal cherry had disappeared.
"Whatever you say, Mistress," I replied, getting into the submissive act.
"Good answer, Erica," she said, pouring lube on her black cock.
My face blushed at how she changed my name from masculine to feminine with just one letter added to my name.
"Yes, you will be Erica for the rest of the night, is that understood, slut?" she asked me, the question rhetorical.
"Yes, Mistress," I agreed, as I began moving my cock in and out of Skye's ass trying to maintain my manhood while preparing to really allow my feminine side to be exposed.
"Good girl, Erica," Karen purred, the tone she gave whenever she got what she want...which was always.
Skye moaned, "Fuck Erica, you are such a bad, bad, giiiirl."
"As are you," I grunted back just as I felt Karen's hands on my hips.
"Relax, slut," Karen ordered.
My cock deep in Skye's ass, I waited for the inevitable. "Yes, Mistress."
"Beg for me to fuck your ass, Erica," she ordered.
Feeling the plastic toy between my cheeks, I begged, curious to feel what it was like to get ass fucked, as I continued to fuck Skye, "Please Karen take your slut's virgin ass."
"Don't you mean cunt, my little sissy?" she questioned as lube was poured between my ass cheeks.
"Yes, Mistress, fuck my cunt with your big cock," I begged, the words sounding as ludicrous as they were.
"Good girl," Karen purred as I felt cock begin to push forward.
I clenched my teeth as even the cockhead of her cock was wider than the toy I had yesterday. My cock remained buried deep in Skye as Karen began her journey deep into me.
The pain was sharp, yet my cock in Skye's ass numbed the pain. I just allowed Karen to sodomize me like a little girly slut.
Eventually, my ass was filled and I was literally sandwiched between two hot cheerleaders.
"How does it feel, Erica?" Karen asked, her tone telling me she loved this.
The burn in my ass was not fading, yet I couldn't deny the reality that it felt good to have my ass filled. I wanted to feel now what it felt like to get fucked...like a girl. I answered, "Good."
"Just good?" she questioned, feeling my ass full I wanted more.
"Please fuck me," I begged, wanting to feel what it felt like to be fucked instead of the one doing the fucking.
"Your tight little cunt?" Karen asked, obviously turned on by my feminization.
"Yes, fuck my tight cunt," I begged.
Karen's hands squeezed my hips, conversely I squeezed Skye's, and I felt the slow pull out of her cock and then back in; as she slowly fucked me, the pain faded away and a strange pleasure replaced it. It was indescribable; it wasn't intense like having Beth's mouth on my cock, but it was a tingling pleasure that created goose bumps throughout my body.
After a couple of minutes of getting slowly fucked, I wanted more. I wanted to be pounded, to be used. I finally said, "Harder, Mistress."
"My little bitch really wants her cunt fucked hard, doesn't she," she teased.
"Oh God yes," I moaned like a girl.
"Let's make this a real sex sandwich," Karen said. "I want you to bounce back on my cock and then slam forward into Skye."
"Your wish is my command," I agreed.
Although awkward at first, as I slowly got used to the rhythm, I began to get fucked and fuck. I filled my ass with Karen's cock and then filled Skye's ass with mine.
The two sensations, polar opposites, created a sexy equilibrium that was impossible to explain. My cock and ass, equally receiving pleasure that contradicted themselves, created a balance of pleasure that was euphoric and yet not climatic (yet another oxymoron).
"Faster, Erica," Karen ordered after a couple of minutes.
"Yes bitch, fuck my ass harder," Skye demanded.
The next few minutes were pure sexual perfection. In a smooth rhythm, I slammed into Karen's cock filling my ass deeply, my cock almost leaving Skye' ass, then I slammed forward penetrating her as deep as I could with my cock.
Skye and I took turns whimpering from getting ass fucked, our breathing getting heavier until I knew I was going to come.
I warned, "I'm going to come soon."
Karen ordered, "Fill my slut's ass, Erica, while I fuck you to orgasm."
"Yes, Mistress," I obeyed, burying my cock as deep as I could into Skye.
I remained buried in her ass, as Karen began fucking me hard. Each forward thrust somehow pushed me to new uncharted depths in Skye and simultaneously it seemed to milk my prostate.
"Fuuuuuck," I grunted, a couple of strokes later as I shot my load in Skye's ass.
"Fuuuuuck," Skye screamed herself as she frantically rubbed her clit bringing herself to orgasm.
Neither Skye nor I moved for a minute as we allowed our orgasms to flow through us. When Karen finally pulled out of me, my ass felt surprisingly empty. I had never come as hard as I had just then.
I pulled out of Skye and watched my cum leak out of her back door.
Shifting back into the dominant mode I was in when I took Karen's ass yesterday, I ordered, "Go get my cum, slut."
"From princess to king?" She smiled, still wearing the cock that had taken my virginity.
"Get licking, don't you dare waste any of your king's cum," I ordered with a smile.
Her smile faded away as she ordered, "No, I think you will retrieve your own cum from Skye's ass."
"Pardon," I stammered.
"You're my bitch tonight, Erica. Now eat your cum," she ordered.
Her glare and cold tone startled me but I obeyed, dropping to my knees between Skye's ass cheeks and stared at my white goo.
I felt a hand on my head that pushed my face into Skye's ass and my cum, "Get eating, Erica."
I had no choice as I sucked my own cum out of Skye's ass.
Was it humiliating? Yes.
Was it disgusting? Kind of.
Did it turn me on? Yes.
"Now my little faggot," she ordered, already impatient with my lack of obedience.
Obeying, like I always did in the end, I lowered myself and tentatively licked Skye's ass. I had never tasted my own cum, although I had been curious about my own taste. It was quite different from Derrick's taste, not necessarily better or worse, just different.
A few seconds later, I felt a hand on my head push me into Skye's ass cheeks as Karen said, "I told you to eat her ass not make love to it."
I extended my tongue and licked Skye's rosebud and my cum that was still leaking out of it. The act was so humiliating, so gay and yet my cock was growing again in spite of it.
"Like the taste of cum, Erica?" Karen asked a minute later.
"Ìt's okay," I shrugged, not wanting to admit that I actually enjoyed the taste of cum, although it was the taste of Derrick's cum that popped into my head.
Skye stood up and said, "Sorry, but my legs are cramping."
Karen laughed, "Well that was fun."
"Orgasmic," Skye quipped.
"And you?" Karen asked, pulling me up and kissing me.
"It was..." I paused, before adding playfully, "a little give and take."
"That it was," Karen laughed back.
"Can I get undressed?" I asked, suddenly self-conscious of my girlie attire.
"I suppose," Karen said, as she sat back down and ordered, "Skye come and get me off again."
I was getting undressed when there was a knock on the door, followed by Derrick's voice, "Are you done banging your girlfriend, Eric. It's time for just the guys."
"Nice," Karen said, "banging."
"I did get banged," I joked, as I finished taking off the dress.
"Keep the thigh highs on, Erica," she ordered, as she held Skye's head between her legs.
"Really?" I asked, protesting, "I'm going out with the guys."
"Do you plan to get naked with them?" she asked.
I thought to myself, 'Good chance', yet answered, "Good point," and pulled my jeans on over the silk thigh high stockings.
"Hurry up or I am coming in there," Derrick called out.
Skye went to move her head obviously not wanting to be caught in the act of lesbian submission. "Keep licking slut."
"Be right there," I called out.
"Be a good girl," Karen joked as I finished getting dressed.
"Yes, Mistress," I joked, thinking I would possibly be doing exactly that, my cock undeniably hard at the thought.
I headed out, slipping out the door to not reveal the lesbian action still going on, wondering what Derrick had in mind for me. Even after fucking Skye in the ass, getting ass fucked myself and all the other sexual conquests I had been a part of, both giving and receiving, today, I was already growing again with anticipation of pleasing Derrick again. I really was a straight faggot.
6. BREAKING UP AND FALLING IN LOVE
Once back in the hallway, I walked around the corner and saw a smiling Derrick who asked, "So I am guessing you didn't dump the ice queen."
"She isn't so bad," I said.
"To you and her posse," he said.
"I suppose," I shrugged. "I can't fathom how I can break up with her and not have her crush me. Breaking up with her is social suicide."
"Unless you catch her cheating on you," he said.
"Ironic, since I have already cheated on her," I replied.
"True, but she doesn't know that," he said. "Is she alone now?"
"No, Skye is with her," I admitted.
"Kinky little fuck isn't she," he smiled.
"Thinking of the ass fucking I just took, I said, "You don't know the half of it."
"Want me to fuck her?" he asked.
"Pardon?" I asked, surprised by his bluntness, although I shouldn't have been.
"My bitch cheerleader is Skye; I could easily walk in there now and I bet within five minutes your girlfriend would be on her knees sucking my cock," he said confidently.
"I don't know," I said hesitantly.
"Give me your phone," he said.
"Why?" I asked.
"Now," he said.
I did and he instructed, "In ten minutes return to the room to get your phone you accidently left in the room. I am pretty sure you will catch us in the act. Play the devastated boyfriend card and storm out."
"You can really get her in ten minutes?" I asked.
"Guaranteed," he confidently said as he texted someone on his phone.
I would have doubted him but I had seen him in action. I watched him walk back the way I just left and waited. I realized I had just chosen to let the guy who had turned me now go and fuck my girlfriend. I also realized I was okay with it if it meant I could end up with Beth when everything was all said and done. One day had changed everything and yet I wouldn't possibly change a thing.
It was the longest ten minutes of my life, yet when he didn't come back out a couple minutes after walking in on Skye assumedly still eating Karen, I assumed he was well on his way to turning another white girl to black cock. Oddly, instead of being devastated that my girlfriend was cheating on me, I was jealous that it wasn't me sucking his cock. I couldn't deny it; I wanted it in my mouth again. I wondered if I could take all his cock in my ass like coach had. I pondered how Beth and I could have a relationship with the baggage that went with our submission to the same guy.
Tentatively, I went to the door and listened. I couldn't hear anything and wondered if he was successful. Taking a deep breath, I opened the door and walked in on Karen, bent over, getting fucked from behind by Derrick as Skye was underneath her seemingly still licking her cunt...which meant theologically Derrick was in Karen's ass. Karen's sounds were a mixture of moaning and whimpering, clearly she was still getting used to the big cock in her ass.
Hearing the door open, she turned to me and her mouth dropped open.
I stared at her pretending to be shocked even though what I was really thinking was again 'was if I could take all his cock in my ass'.
I stammered, "W-w-what the fuck are you doing?"
Derrick answered for her, "S-s-she is taking a cock in her tight ass."
"You fucking bastard," I snapped.
"Sorry man, I can't control who wants my chocolate stick," he said as he continued fucking her.
"Karen," I said, feigning devastation.
"I-I-I'm sorry," she struggled to get out as her ass was filled with cock.
"Stop fucking him then," I demanded, playing the wounded card as well as I could.
"I-I-I can't," she moaned, as she grabbed Skye's shoulders to keep her balance from the extreme ass reaming that was now happening.
"Whatever," I said, getting angry like I had seen in the movies, "Have the slut, I had her first," and stormed out.
I went to my car unsure what to do when I was shocked once again. Waiting at my car was Beth.
I walked over to her and said, "Hi, Beth, what are you doing here?"
"Derrick called me to say you and I had a date," she said confidently.
"Really," I asked.
"Do we?" she asked.
"I think we do," I smiled.
"Good, because I am not taking no for an answer," she said, leaning in and kissing me.
I was in awe. Shy Beth was hitting on me. I melted into her. When Karen and I kissed it was passionate and sloppy; this kiss sent electric shockwaves through me. It was tender, it was passionate, it was urgent and it was perfect.
When the kiss was finally broken, she said, "My parents are out of town this weekend; do you want to go to my place?"
"I'll go anywhere you want to go," I said, knowing the difference between lust and love with just one kiss.
"Good, because tonight you're mine," Beth said, her hand squeezing my cock.
"Yes, Mistress," I joked.
"Hmmm, you will be my bitch tonight?" she asked, rubbing my cock, the words out of her cute lips so hot.
"I'll obey unconditionally," I said, willing to do anything to be with her.
"Well, getting Derrick to fuck that slut of yours was pretty good proof of your willingness to be mine," she said.
"How do you know that?" I asked.
"Derrick texted me," she said. "He said you would be single by the time I got here."



"And so I am," I shrugged.
"No, you are not," she said, "You're mine now."
"Shit, I'm going to come in my pants," I groaned, her hand caressing my cock driving me nuts.
She instantly stopped teasing me. "We can't have that. I have plans for that load."
"Beth I can't believe how outgoing you are," I said surprised completely by her aggressive behaviour.
"Master D told me to go after what I wanted," she said, squeezing my cock through my jeans, before adding, "And what I want is you."
She led me to her car and started driving.
Curious, I asked, "I have to ask, how did you end up in a relationship with Derrick?"
"He saw through my shy exterior and brought out the woman in me," she said.
"I have always had a crush on you," I admitted.
"I have on you too," Beth admitted back.
At her house, she led me in, closed the door, dropped to her knees, fished out my cock and devoured it whole.
After a few seconds, she took my cock out of her mouth and asked demurely from her submissive position, "Whose ass was your cock just in?"
The question wasn't an accusation or judgement, but rather a question. I answered sheepishly, "Skye."
"Oh, she has one tight ass," Beth said, before taking my cock back in her mouth. After another few bobs she added, as I tried to process her comment on Skye's ass, "although I think mine is even tighter."
Beth stood up and ordered, "Let's get you out of those clothes." She pulled my shirt over my head and moved her mouth to my nipples. No one had ever sucked on my nipples before and I moaned on contact. It felt so intimate and erotic. She swirled her tongue around my nipple, sucked it between her lips, bit it and flicked it with her tongue, before moving and replicating the attention on my other nipple.
She slithered down and tugged my pants off and stopped as she saw I was in thigh highs. "This is unexpected."
"It's a long story," I said, having forgotten I was wearing them and embarrassed to be caught in them by the girl I secretly had been in love with for years.
Her hands moved up and down my nylon clad legs, "Hmmmmmm, this is so sexy."
"Really?" I asked.
"Oh yeah," she purred taking my dick back in her mouth as her hands ran up and down my legs. Taking my cock out of her mouth, she explained, "Stockings are my fetish."
I moaned, thinking she was too good to be true, "Mine too."
"I know," she smiled.
"You do?" I asked.
"I've been teasing you forever," she said, stroking my cock slowly.
"You knew?" I gasped, thinking of the hours I spent watching her slip her feet in and out of her shoes trying to get glimpses of her stocking-clad toes.
"It was kind of obvious," she said.
"Do you have any idea the amount of learning I lost because I was distracted by you?" I accused playfully.
"Can I distract you again?" She asked.
"God yes," I whimpered.
She took her blouse off and her perky breasts were barely held in by her lace bra.
"Can I do the honours?" I asked.
"Go ahead," she smiled, moving closer to me.
I reached around and, hands shaking, unclasped the bra releasing her breasts from captivity.
Replicating what she had done to me; I leaned forward and took her left breast in my mouth. I licked, flicked and sucked, her breasts. They were the perfect size not too big that they would be sagging in ten years, yet not too small...they were just the right size...a handful.
I went to move lower but she stopped me. "Not yet."
Instead, she turned around, walked over to the back of the couch, and slipped out of her skirt. My cock flinched seeing she too was wearing thigh highs. My cock flinched again at the sight of her perfect ass.
I went to take off my thigh highs but she said, "Leave them on."
"Okay," I said, strangely liking the feeling of them on my legs, although thinking it was strange to have yet another girl wanting them on me. I stared at her, my cock in full salute mode.
"I want your cock in my ass," Beth said, bending over, using the couch for balance.
The words were another shock, yet I wasn't one to protest the wants of a woman.
Oddly, she still had her panties on.
Reaching her, she pulled her panties down just enough to give me access for her ass.
I moved behind her and asked, "Do you have any lube?"
Mentioning Derrick for the first time in a while, "Master D has been preparing my ass for you."
I hated that Derrick had fucked her before me, I wanted Beth to myself, yet I couldn't change the past and ironically it was him who set us up...unorthodox but true.
"Okay," I said, my cock moving between her ass cheeks.
"Shove it all in, Eric, I have wanted this for so long," Beth begged, her hunger undeniable.
Again not one to refuse a women's needs, I pushed forward past her tight rosebud and into her ass.
"Oh God, yeeeees," she moaned as my cock filled her back door.
She was so tight, I felt like I had put my cock in a vise. "Shit, you're so tight."
"Please, Eric, I have fantasized about this for so long, fuck the shit out of me," she begged.
I slowly began moving in and out of her ass not believing it was really happening. Just over an hour ago I was fucking Skye while getting ass fucked myself and now my greatest fantasy was coming true.
"Pound my ass, baby," she demanded, the use of the endearing term 'baby' bringing chills up my back.
I held her hips and began pumping my cock in and out of her.
"Oh yes, fuck me baby, fuck my ass," she screamed, as I slammed into her, our bodies colliding forcefully.
Having come a few times already, I knew this was going to be a lengthy fuck session, which was perfect because I never wanted it to end.
Minutes passed by as Beth continued to moan, beg and talk nasty. Finally, I could feel my balls boiling and I warned, "I'm going to come soon."
"Fill my ass baby, I want to feel you shoot inside me," she moaned.
Seconds later I obliged, shooting a load of cum in her ass. As soon as I was finished coming, she turned around, dropped to her knees and cleaned my cock. I couldn't believe how a girl who looked so innocent, could be so slutty...I guess you can't judge a book by its cover.
Taking my cock out of her mouth, she said, "I want to fuck you."
"Isn't that what we just did?" I asked playfully.
"No," she said, standing up, taking a deep breath and pulling down her panties, revealing she had a cock, "I want to fuck you."
I stared at what should have been a cunt, but instead was a cock bigger than mine unable to completely fathom what I had just learned.
"Still like me?" She asked, her earlier confidence gone and the insecure girl I thought I knew returning.
"What? Yes," I replied. "Beth this is just a pretty big surprise."
Playing on my words, she asked, "Do you mean big as in I have a big cock or big as in holy shit what is happening?"
"Both," I replied, as I tentatively grabbed her cock with my hand.
She gasped. "I have fantasized about this moment for a long time."
"What did you fantasize?" I asked, my mouth watering with the thought of sucking her cock.
"The romantic version is you accepting me for who I am," she said.
"I do accept you," I said, leaning in and kissing her.
When the tender kiss was done, she added, her tone shifting from shy to nasty, "the naughty side of me wants to see your pretty mouth wrapped around my cock and hear you squeal when I fuck that cute ass of yours."
"Oh my," I said, my head still spinning with the shocking revelation that the girl of my dreams had a cock.
"On your knees," she ordered.
I obeyed.
"Do you want to suck my cock?" Beth asked, stroking her long eight inch cock.
"God, yes," I said, a sequel to Beth's earlier cocksucking submission seemingly replaying itself. My mouth watered and I was again hypnotized by a big cock in my face.
"Suck my cock, Eric, get it nice and wet for that pretty ass of yours," Beth instructed.
I leaned forward, opened my mouth and took my girlfriend (was she my girlfriend?), in between my lips.
"Good boy," she purred. "I always thought you would look hot with my cock in your mouth."
The thought that she had fantasized about me as her cocksucker was both surreal and yet hot. I tried to replicate her earlier blow job, wanting to give her pleasure unlike any she has experienced before.
"You love sucking cock, don't you?" She asked, pulling her cock out of my mouth.
"Yes," I admitted, no shame in my response at all. I wanted to suck cock and be sucked; I wanted to fuck and be fucked. I wanted it all and with Beth I could have it all. A girl I had a crush on; a girl who gave amazing head; a girl who would accept I liked sucking black cock too; a girl who would take it up the ass; a girl who would fuck me and make me her bitch.
Beth shoved her cock back in my mouth and began to fuck my face.
I moaned a yes, somehow turned on by having my mouth used by her.
"Ready to get that ass of yours fucked?" Beth asked, pulling her saliva covered cock out.
"I'm your slut," I said, eagerly positioning myself exactly where she had been just moments earlier.
"No, no," she smiled, moving to the couch and sitting down. "Come sit on my cock."
"Okay," I agreed.
She explained, her cock standing at attention, "When you're fucking me I will be your submissive plaything, but when I am fucking you, you will be my bitch, is that clear?"
"God, you are so perfect?" I said, she somehow knowing I needed both the dominant and the submissive.
"I'll take that as an affirmative. Now ride my cock, Eric, take it all up that cute little ass of yours," she ordered.
I awkwardly straddled her, realizing it wasn't as easy as it looked when Karen had straddled me. I tentatively lowered myself feeling her cock poke my rosebud. After a breath, knowing her cock would widen me more than Karen's toy, I pushed down and gasped as Beth's cock broke into my back door. "Oooooooh," I whimpered, a searing pain coursing through me, yet somehow it was numbed by the thrill of knowing it was Beth whose cock was filling me.
"Fuuuuck, you are the tightest ass I have ever had," Beth groaned.
Her words stunned me. How many asses had she fucked? I joked, "Am I just another conquest for you?"
She laughed, "No you are the final conquest in a lengthy complex plan."
"I aaaaam," I whimpered, her cock going deeper into my ass, her words implying something I didn't understand.
"Oh yes, baby, this night has been a long time in the making," she said.
Her tone was ominous and I immediately wondered what she meant. "W-w-what d-d-do you m-m-mean," I struggled to ask, as her cock reached new never explored depths of my ass.
"This whole night was orchestrated," she revealed.
"I-I-I don't understand," I replied, her hands going to my shoulders.
"This will burn for a second," she said and before I could understand her meaning she pulled me down hard onto her cock.
"Fuuuuuuck," I screamed, the pain intense and her cock in me so completely I wasn't sure I could handle it staying in me.
"Just relax and get used to it in you, baby," she whispered, kissing my chest.
"It burns," I whined.
"It will for a while, but then I am going to rock your world," she promised, her mouth going back to my very sensitive nipples.
"Okay," I said, just trying to relax and allow the pain to fade, the idea of being ass fucked still very appealing.
Her lips on my nipples distracted me, creating pulses of pleasure now simultaneously simmering the pain in my ass.
"So what do you mean tonight was all orchestrated?" I asked.
"Shhhhh," she purred, "I'll explain everything after we are done."
"Okay," I agreed, feeling completely at the whim of this beautiful woman.
A couple minutes of concentrated nipple play and she said, "Ride me slowly, baby. I want to watch you fuck yourself."
I nodded, preparing myself for the return of the burn. I moved my hands onto her shoulders, looked into her eyes and began to slowly move my ass up and back down on Beth's cock.
"You look so hot, baby," she purred, her eyes never leaving mine.
"You do too," I replied, as I got used to the motion of riding her cock. The expected pain never really occurred, but the thrill of submission making my cock get hard yet again.
Beth noticed, "You like my cock in your ass obviously."
"Shit, yes," I said, each up and down movement creating sensations of pleasure.
"You're going to be my good little bitch," she purred, her hand grabbing my cock.
"Yes, I'll be a good girl for you," I replied, liking the idea of being her bitch, before I realized I called myself a girl.
"I knew you would," she moaned herself, obviously enjoying my ass wrapped around her cock. "Now ride me faster, Erica."
Hearing the same name that Karen had used on me confused me and I quickly wondered based on Beth's earlier odd statements if she somehow knew about me being fucked earlier.
As if reading my mind, Beth said, "Is my cock better than Karen's?"
"What?" I asked, the avalanche of surprises continuing to fall.
"I know Karen took your ass tonight," she smiled.
Just as I was about to ask another question, she bucked up just as I moved down somehow reaching even deeper into my ass. I screamed, "Holy shit."
"I'm close baby," she moaned herself, as she continued meeting me on my downward movements.
"Oh fuck," I whimpered, the thrill of getting fucked unlike any other sensation.
"I'm going to come in your ass baby, in that tight man cunt of yours," she said, the naughty language from her innocent face such a nasty oxymoron.
"Oh yes, cum in my cunt," I begged, loving the idea of being her girl.
A few more deep thrusts in me and she moaned, "I'm coming, baby, I'm coming in your cunt."
The feeling of someone coming inside you is utterly indescribable. It made my cock pulse, my body quiver and my ass tingle.
Eventually, she stopped fucking me and pulled me in for a kiss, her cock still in me.
Breaking the kiss, she asked, "Do you want to know a secret?"
"Besides the fact that you have a cock?" I asked.
"Yes," she smiled.
"Sure," I said, although I was nervous.
"I have been fucking Karen and Skye all semester," Beth revealed, this secret somehow more shocking than she had a cock.
"Really?" I asked.
"And the past few days were all orchestrated by Derrick and I," she continued.
"What do you mean?" I asked, confused.
"Karen and Skye are my subs," she revealed, compounding the bizarreness.
"Her giving up her ass, taking your ass and being fake caught by Derrick was all part of the plan to get you and I together," Beth said.
I was speechless.
Beth suddenly showing her insecurity asked, "You're not mad at me are you?"
"You couldn't have set up me walking in on coach and Derrick," I said, trying to wrap my head around this.
"No that was a coincidence that really got the ball rolling," she admitted.
"And you are a sub to Derrick?" I asked.
"Yes," she nodded.
"Did you have anything to do with Derrick trying to turn me?" I asked.
"No," she admitted. "But I do find the idea really hot."
"So now what?" I asked, realizing I had been played and unsure how I felt about it.
"I want you," she said nervously, like Julia Roberts in Notting Hill.
"In a relationship," I asked.
"Yes," she said.
"No more trickery," I smiled.
"I can't make that promise," she said, her hand stroking my cock.
"I have loved you for years from afar," I declared.
"Well, now love me from up close," she smiled and we kissed.
7. Epilogue
That was five years ago.
Did our crazy relationship last?
Well, I am watching her walk down the aisle dressed in white. My mouth is lingering with the aftertaste of Derrick's cum which Beth and I both shared just minutes ago.
Is our relationship...unorthodox?
Yes.
Do I love Beth unconditionally?
Yes.
Would I change a thing?
No.
I have it all. A beautiful woman who loves me and is willing to be my wife, a gorgeous black Master who understands our submissive needs and our wedding gift from our Master is a week at a swinger's beach resort.
When she reaches me, I smile for two reasons:
1. I am about to marry my best friend.
2. She has cum in her hair.
The end.
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Note 1: Thanks to goamz86 for editing this very short story.
Note 2: This is the second story in the straight cocksucker story. The first had the main character, a middle aged straight, married man, and use craigslist to make a long held curiosity a reality. This story the curiosity now fulfilled, he hungers for more.
I am a cocksucker and not a faggot...a distinction that is important to make.
I am married to a sweet wife and I love eating her cunt and fucking her pussy...and ass the rare time she has enough wine. She gives me head on occasion and our sex life is still pretty good. Yet, after sucking my first cock, hoping it would end my curiosity, it only confirmed my thoughts.
I don't want to kiss a man.
I don't find men sexually attractive.
Men don't turn me on...cocks do.
Big ones...
Small ones...
Thick ones...
Juicy ones...
Hard ones...
Soft ones...
Young ones...
Old ones...
I love them all. As soon as a cock is in front of me my hetro mind shuts off and I become a drooling fool eager to please with my mouth.
I don't want to make out with a man.
I don't want to talk to him or get to know him.
I just want to pull down his pants, release his cock from its fabric prison, wake it from its slumber with my mouth and then worship it until it rewards me with its own special sauce.
Again I am not gay, I am a straight cocksucker.
After my first cock, a month went by and a couple Craigslist potential set ups failed before the right opportunity presented itself.
I was in Toronto, visiting my parents, when I attended a Christmas party with them.
Figuring I would try a hook up after the party, I made a Craigslist add:
Eager Cocksucker
Hi,
I sucked my first cock last month and my curiosity for cock was confirmed. Hungry to do it again.
Every time I put up a Craigslist advertisement I get giddy. I check every few minutes to see if it is up. Once it is up I continue checking compulsively to see if I have any responses.
I always get quite a few but often they just feel sketchy. The ones I reply to must be more than:
I'm game.
Or
I have a big cock.
What does draw me to responding is your age, the size of your cock and your race. I am not concerned about race but it is good to know before what I am getting in to it more specifically what is going to be in me. A picture of their cock is also a bonus.
This time I got quite a few responses including a couple that had potential, but as is often the case it ended up being just talk.
I replied to a couple but they couldn't host and I was not into a car experience. The last comedian was on and I was expecting another night without trying my second cock when I got a response I would usually ignore.
Still looking?
Hungry for cock, I decided to reply:
Yes...can u host? Be available in about forty-five minutes. How big r u?
I grabbed another drink and vaguely listened to the comedian before checking my phone again.
Yes...I can host. I am eight inches and thick. Do you have any pics?
My mouth watered at the brief description and I quickly replied:
No I don't. I would like to come to you in the dark, drop to my knees and serve u. What part of town do u live?
I prayed that he was going to be close to where I currently was. A couple of minutes later he responded:
I am on Queens.
Queens included the university and suddenly the thought of sucking a college stud stiffened my cock. Also, I was less than four blocks from Queens. I instantly replied:

Perfect. My party will be done in about half an hour.
I listened to a few minutes of the comedian who was funny, but not hilarious, before checking my phone again. A response was waiting for me. Feeling giddy made me feel slightly ashamed and yet my hunger overshadowed such shame:
Text me when you are leaving and I will give you the address.
I responded:
Great!! I'll text you as soon as I am done here. Where abouts on Queens are you?
I again returned to the comedian but so distracted by the thought of sucking a college guy's cock I wasn't really listening, even though I had no idea if he was even a college student.
I check my phone three times in five minutes and was just getting agitated when a new response popped up:
I'm in the dorms at the University of Toronto.
My mouth watered. It was a college student. I was a five minute walk from the university of Toronto dorms.
I replied back:
Excellent...I am game if you are.
I no longer even pretended to listen to the comedian as I stared at my phone willing a response. I couldn't believe how badly I wanted to do this...to suck a college guy's cock.
He replied a few anxiety riddled minutes later:
You have half an hour.
Buzz 2 to get in and then 2 again once up the stairs. My room is 202.
My door will be open walk in.
My cock was rock hard. I didn't hesitate as I told my family I was heading out early to meet some old friends.
I hugged my mom and shook my dad's hand neither of them aware that their son was turning into a cocksucker.
As I began the walk, I replied to him again:
I'm on my way. Will it be dark?
I hurried out of the club, walked the few blocks at a brisk pace and reached the dorms.
He replied:
Yes.
I pressed the button and a few seconds later I was buzzed in. I walked up the stairs and buzzed the second room. I walked past a couple of college guys before reaching the room.
I took a deep breath, didn't look behind me to the college guys, and entered the room.
"Come here," came a voice in the dark.
I turned the corner and saw a silhouette of a man sitting on a couch.
I walked to him, dropped to my knees between his legs and pulled his cock out of his boxers.
I was here for one reason and one reason only: to suck cock. So I leaned forward and took his already semi-hard cock in my mouth.
His mushroom top was bigger than the first time I sucked a cock. Also, he was sitting down which was a lot different than sucking a cock when he was standing. It was an adjustment and I focused mostly on his mushroom top unsure I could take much more in my mouth.
I swirled my tongue around his swollen head and sucked it like it was a lollipop. After a couple of minutes of this, I felt his hand on the back of my head pushing me down further onto his cock.
I obeyed, a rush of adrenaline pulsing through me at being told what to do, even if it was just a firm hand gesture.
The first cock I sucked was small in comparison and he came very quickly with me never taking more than a couple of inches in my mouth. This time though, with a firm hand on my head, I slowly tried to take more and more of his stiff cock in my mouth, but gagged at first not used to having anything go so deep in my throat. In the dark, I couldn't tell how big he was, but his eight inch description from the text seemed to be accurate, but as he pushed me down on this thick rod I just focused on pleasing him.
Slowly, I continued taking more of his cock in my mouth. I have no idea how many inches I got in my mouth, but soon I was bobbing up and down and his breathing was increasing.
His legs tried to move so I backed up a bit so he could straighten his legs as I continued slobbering all over his delicious cock.
My own cock was rock hard, the hand on my head somehow turning me on more. I wanted to pull my cock out and stroke it, yet that wasn't why I was here, I was here to suck dick.
I wanted his cum.
I wanted to feel him cum in my mouth.
I wanted to swallow every drop like a good cocksucker.
I wanted to continue sucking him until every drop of his seed had been deposited in me.
Finally, he warned, "I'm going to come soon," and I gave my indent to swallow by bobbing faster. My mind was on neutral as I cared only about the task at hand...getting this stranger to come in my mouth.
A few moments later without a sound, I felt his warm seed fill my mouth as his erect missile seemed to allow his cum to just pump out jizz after jizz after jizz.
I eagerly swallowed every drop like the hungry cocksucker I was becoming. I also continued moving up and down on his cock retrieving every last drop of his cum as I didn't want this moment to end.
Alas, it did. I got off my knees, gave a nod in the dark and left his dorm room. I walked past a couple guys as I left the dorm wondering if they could see past my manly exterior to my submissive cocksucker persona. I also wondered if they wondered why a forty year old was walking through a dorm at that time of night.
I returned back to my car that was back at the comedy club and headed back to my parents.
As I drove, I pondered what my sixty-five year old father, who is as old school as there is, would say if he learned his married oldest son left his party to go and suck a stranger's cock. I shuddered at what he may do or say...yet the reality was I was already thinking about the next cock.
The end
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WARNING: This is one of three alternate endings to the Catching Mommy saga. You can also read Catching Mommy: Olivia Wins (for the TEAM OLIVIA fans) and Catching Mommy: Win Win For All (for the kinky romantics at heart).
Note 1: A great, big, super thanks goes to MAB7991, Robert and Goamz for their dedicated copy-editing.
Note 2: Another thanks goes to Goamz86, LaRascasse and MAB7991 for plot suggestions earlier in the series.
Note 3: Lastly, a thank you to all my readers who voted, and left comments for this story so far. Part 5 is the highest rated of the series and with over 275 comments is my most commented on story. The debate of Victoria or Olivia has warmed my heart and pussy, surprised me greatly and pushed me to write an epic story that both is erotic and keeps you guessing...an erotic thriller of sorts. Part 6 disappointed some because I didn't end the series as promised..well here is the ending (or endings if you choose to read all three) and I feel I came up with three fun, sexy and fulfilling ends to this crazy series.
Note 4: Because two of the characters are English, I will sometimes use English words like arse (for ass...it sounds so much dirtier), knickers (for panties...which also somehow sounds naughtier), shag (for fuck...I just imagine the English accent and get wet), slag (for slut...which I think sounds so much worse), snog (for kiss...which I find hard to say with a straight face), bugger (for fuck...also makes sex sound dirtier), rodgering (for arse fucking which again is nasty as hell), dogging (which is public outdoor sex), fancy (which is a way to say I like you).
Catching Up! A crash course reminder of what happened previously in the Catching Mommy series:
Part 1: A Shocking Secret: An 18-year-old English girl transplanted to Boston, Victoria, stays home sick one day and accidentally learns that her proud, dignified, lawyer Mom is a submissive lesbian to another 18-year-old girl. To make matters worse her Mom's Mistress is none other than Victoria's arch-enemy. (Don't deny it, if you are a female you had one in high school too!!)
Part 2: Blackmailing a MILF: Shocked by Olivia's attack on her mother and her disgusting attitude, Victoria decides to get revenge by blackmailing her arch-enemy's Mother and making her a lesbian sub. (They say revenge is a dish best served sweaty and hot!!)
Part 3: Creating a Slut: Victoria announces to her Mom, she is a lesbian, as she begins to set up her Mother for the inevitable seduction. Meanwhile, her Mom begins her own plan to seduce her daughter. Lastly, Victoria continues the training of her new pet...her arch enemy's Mother and her own mother's Mistress.
Part 4: Daughter's Domme: Victoria confronts her mother about her dark secret and makes her Mother her personal submissive.
Part 5: Housewife Lesbians: Victoria is betrayed by her mother; Victoria briefly weakens when confronted at school by Olivia; Victoria learns her best friend is also a submissive plaything to Olivia; after seeing her mother again dominated by her nemesis, Victoria seeks revenge by videotaping Olivia's mother and another MILF in very compromising positions.
Part 6: Protecting Slut-Mom: Victoria forces her mother to make a choice; Victoria party crashes Olivia's father's birthday supper with erotic and surprising results; Olivia is briefly made speechless; a MILF sub is gangbanged at a frat house in front of many; Olivia and Victoria meet face to face both confident they can turn the other.
And now...finally... the exciting conclusion(s) of Catching Mommy: Victoria Wins.
As I drove towards my confrontation with Olivia a plan suddenly popped into my head.
I pulled over and called June, Olivia's mother and my pet.
"Hi, slut," I said.
"It's almost midnight," she said. Clearly, I had woken her up and she wasn't pleased.
"Thanks, clock," I quipped sarcastically. "I expect you to be ready to be picked up in ten minutes."
"That isn't possible," she said.
"I wasn't asking your opinion," I snapped. "Be fucking ready in ten minutes or else the video goes viral."
"And what am I to tell my husband?" she asked.
"That you have a teen Mistress and she needs her cunt licked, or that you have become a submissive play thing because of your bitch daughter," I replied, before adding, "or you could just say that you have to go pick up Olivia from a party."
"Fine," she said, clearly pissed at her predicament.
"See you in ten," I said, all sing-song, "And dress to please."
"Fine," she said again, although it obviously wasn't fine.
I called a dozen of my friends, all victims of Olivia's, or the cheerleader's, nasty ways and told them to meet me at Becka's. I also quickly drove back home and grabbed a few of my toys.
Mom asked, now in her pajamas, "What are you going to do?"
"Get revenge," I said, going to my room and grabbing every toy I had...and handcuffs I had bought long ago but had never used.
Coming back down the stairs, I quickly explained my plan and Mom asked, "Think it can work?"
"I hope so," I said, the plan not really thought out much beyond the impulse it was.
"I really don't want you to go," she said.
"I have no choice," I said. "You are too weak to stand up to her and thus I must."
"But what if she gets you, too?" Mom asked.
"She won't," I said, confidently.
"She is not one to lose," Mom pointed out.
"Neither am I," I countered, kissing her on the lips before adding, "Once I am done tonight, the only Mistress you will have is me."
"I hope so," she said, her tone implying she was sincere.
I left her alone and headed to the Phillips'. As soon as I arrived, Lauren came out in a hurry, her heels in her hand, as she reached the car. Once in, I started driving as she said, "This thing with you and Olivia has gone far enough."
"I couldn't agree more," I said. "That is where you come in."
"How so?" she asked, as she began putting her heels on.
"I am going to confront her right now and you are going to help me put her in her place," I said.
"What's my role?" she asked.
"Blackmail," I smiled ominously, my devious plan beginning to form.
We arrived at Becka's and, as instructed, the rest of the group was waiting across the street. "Let's go, slut."
"Who are those people?" she asked.
"Just a few of your daughter's enemies," I smiled, getting out of the car and grabbing my bag.
Walking across the street, I said, "Thanks for coming, ladies."
"Are you serious?" Tara asked. Tara was an outcast for standing up to Olivia our sophomore year, otherwise she would probably be in the cheerleader cult herself as she was drop dead gorgeous and from a wealthy, prestigious family.
"Deadly," I said, "They say revenge is a bitch and, well, she is a bitch."
"You brought her mother?" Skyler asked, a sweetheart who always wore pigtails. Her parents were hippies, and she was always in long dresses and sandals, although I had noticed more than once, that she always wore pantyhose, too.
"Slut, say hi to your daughter's soon to be Mistresses," I ordered.
"You can't be serious?" Lauren said, looking at the mismatched group of female outcasts.
"Take off your heels, slut," I demanded.
"This needs to end," she repeated.
"It will tonight," I promised, leading her to the grass and beside a van that would hide her from vehicles passing by, but not from people looking out their windows. "Now take off your fucking heels, you stupid fucking cunt."
"Fine," she sighed dramatically, to show the slight hint of stubborn dignity she still had left, as she reluctantly obeyed.
Her heels off, I ordered, "Fuck yourself with one of them."
"Excuse me," she gasped.
"On second thought double fuck yourself, one in your cunt and the other in your arse. One day you will fucking learn to obey or do you like getting punished?"
"Please, Mistress," she begged, looking at the half dozen teenagers she didn't know.
"Any more disobedience and I will have you knock on that door and ask if they will fuck your fat fucking arse with whatever they wish," I threatened.
Her eyes big, finally catching on I was serious, she whispered, "Yes, Mistress," before lifting up her dress and putting the heel in her cunt.
I said, "Tara, why don't you assist her with the other heel."
"Really?" she asked, her eyes going big as she and the others watched the MILF fuck herself with the heel of a shoe.
"Go ahead, the slut would love your assistance, wouldn't you Olivia's mother?" I asked.
"Yes, Mistress, I would love your friend's help," she said, as I gave her a look that said just do as you're told.
Tara tentatively took the heel from Lauren and moved behind the MILF.
"Just shove it in," I instructed, "The slut loves something in her arse, don't you?"
The humiliated Lauren weakly agreed, "Yes, Mistress, I love having my ass filled."
"You mean your arse?" I corrected, the word sounding nastier.
"Yes, Mistress, I meant I love having my arse filled," she moaned, as she pumped the heel in her cunt.
Tara looked at me one more time before slowly pushing the heel into Lauren who whimpered as her arse got filled with the heel of the shoe.
"I expect to see both those heels pumping into our little MILF bitch," I instructed, as Lauren stood awkwardly, on the grass looking absolutely hilarious. "Ladies and Simon, I am sick of these uppity bitches that think they run the school, particularly Olivia. She treats people like commodities and now it is time to return the favor."
"H-h-how?" asked, Eleanor, a chubby redhead with crazy curly hair and too much acne who was humiliated by Olivia because she stutters when nervous.
"A full frontal assault," I answered. "We go in like a team and I will threaten her with social suicide."
"Who is with her?" Skyler asked.
"Not sure, maybe a couple of her bimbo followers and obviously Becka, who I think will side with us when the opportunity arises," I said, hoping I was right.
"Then w-w-what?" Eleanor asked, clearly uncomfortable with this whole plan.
"Then we each get revenge on the bully bitches who have made our high school lives hell and make them our bitches," I smiled, waving the bag around, "and then we really have some fun."
"What's in there?" Skyler asked.
"Toys, lots of toys," I smiled.
"For what?" Skyler confusedly asked, not catching on.
"To literally fuck the living shit out of Olivia," I responded matter-of-factly.
"Oh my God," Eleanor gasped.
"Y-y-you m-m-mean have s-s-s-s-sex with h-h-her?" asked the shy Skyler.
"I mean humiliate her completely in front of all of us. It is time to get back at her for all the teasing, torture and humiliation we have all endured at the hands of that bitch," I said, just as Lauren screamed.
"Too deep," Lauren yelled, extremely loud for the public dogging she was currently a part of.
"On your knees," I instructed, as I opened the bag of toys and pulled out a collar and leash, as Lauren obeyed, both her heels leaving her two holes.
I walked over to Olivia's mother and put the collar around her neck and attached the leash as well. Once on, I asked, "Does anyone want the honor of walking our pet?"
"I do," Skyler said, walking over to me and taking the leash rather eagerly, considering she was the shy one. Before bending down and saying, her tone all playful like she was talking to a real puppy, "Aaaaaah, does puppy need to go for a walk?"
"Y-y-yes," Lauren stuttered, her humiliation burning right through her.
"So ladies, this is our time," I said, feeling like I was making some inspiring speech that would change the world like a nerd-liberation-Ghandi. "Stand tall, don't back down and do as I say."
"I'm still unsure of the plan?" Eleanor said.
"Confront her, and turn her into the grovelling bitch she is, through blackmail and sheer force of numbers," I explained.
"And I get to fuck her?" Simon asked, a Star Wars fanatic who only wore Star Wars clothing and quoted the movies all the time.
"You can put your light sabre in any of her three holes you wish," I smiled.
"Sweet," Simon said, grinning from ear to ear.
"May the force be in her," I quipped, giggling to myself.
"Lead the way, Skyler," I said, my confidence bubbling over. "It's time."
Just as we were about to cross the street, a car drove by, slowing down and getting a good look at a group of teenagers with a pet MILF. I waved as the older gentleman drove by before we crossed the street, led by our MILF pet crawling on all fours.
Finally, reaching the door, I stopped and threatened Lauren. "If you don't obey every fucking order inside or try to prevent our revenge on your bitch daughter, the video of you and June dyking out goes viral."
"Yes, Mistress," she nodded.
I patted her head before I walked right in, having been at Becka's many times before.
"Bitch, we are here," I called out, grabbing the leash and leading Olivia's mother to her.
"Come on...what the fuck," Olivia said, as she saw her mother, on all fours with a collar around her neck and being led by a leash.
Entering the room, I saw it was only Olivia, Katrina, Angela, and Becka, who was in-between Angela's legs.
"What the fuck indeed," I quipped, as I walked over to Becka and pulled her out from between the bimbo bitch cheerleader's legs as the rest of my nerd posse entered the room.
"Oh, this is adorable," Olivia laughed, "It's revenge of the nerds."
"If you recall, the nerds won," Eleanor quipped.
"Or is this revenge of the zits," Olivia snapped back.
"This ends tonight," I said, keeping the focus on Olivia.
"Agreed," Olivia said. "Becka get back between Angela's legs."
"Don't you dare move Becka," I ordered. "It is time to regain your dignity and our school." Becka looked lost as to what she should do next, caught in the middle of two Dommes' orders.
"Olivia laughed, "You think you can turn my own pets on me? How has that worked for your cunt-licking mother?"
"I don't know, I have been too busy with your cunt-licking mother," I countered, before ordering Lauren, "Go suck Simon's cock and I expect a porn star blow job."
"Please no," Lauren said, looking at me in desperation.
Olivia ordered, "Mother, for fuck's sake, stand up."
"Lauren do as you're fucking told or else," I threatened, glaring down at her.
Lauren looked at me, then at Olivia and back to me, before wordlessly crawling to Simon and pulling his cock out of his pants.
"Mother!" Olivia screamed just as Lauren took the teen nerd's cock in her mouth.
"Keep sucking, slut," I ordered, my tone firm.
"Mother, stop right now," Olivia demanded.
Lauren didn't quit sucking Simon's cock as I said, moving in front of Olivia, "So welcome to the new social hierarchy."
"Excuse me?" she asked.
"Where I'm on the top and you're on the bottom, both figuratively and literally," I smiled.
"That will never happen," she said, with her usual ice cold tone.
"Actually it will happen tonight," I said confidently. "You're my bitch now," I said.
"Now that is funny," Olivia said, as she glanced at her mom giving Simon head.
"You see your mom is my slut," I began.
"And your mom is mine," she countered, still smugly confident.
"True, but the difference is my mom is a nobody here. I don't mean that in the real sense, but no one knows us here, and she could easily start over someplace else and forget this whole debacle ever happened. You and your mother, on the other hand, have an image to uphold, a pretentious grasp on the vain belief that your wealth and money matters. So if you release your video then we leave and start over...big deal; if I release my video your family's reputation is completely ruined," I threatened.
"How do I even know that you have this alleged video?" she asked, although I could see her first hint of doubt.
"Your mom is sucking Simon's cock in front of a group of total strangers," I said, turning to watch. Lauren, eyes closed, seemed to be enjoying Simon's surprisingly big cock as she bobbed back and forth rather eagerly.
"Tell you what," Olivia said, realizing her predicament, but still talking tough. "I will leave your mother alone if you'll leave mine alone."
"Or," I said, smiling back at her with the same bitch smile she had used on others so many times, "You and your bimbo cheerleaders drop to your knees, serve me and the other so called outcasts."
"Fuck you," Katrina said, standing up.
"Actually, it will be one of us fucking you very soon," I shot back. "Don't forget, your mother is the other lesbo in the video."
Olivia glared at Katrina, "Shut the fuck up, Katrina."
Katrina glared at me, but sat down.
I quipped, my voice condescending as if I were talking to a puppy, "You're already a well-trained pet, aren't you?"
Katrina was dying to respond but didn't as Olivia continued to try and bargain her way out of this situation, "Victoria, we need to end this pissing match."
"Funny choice of words after what you did to my mother," I said.
"Look, I'm sorry," Olivia apologized, her facial expression and tone implying she realized she was in a bind and was desperately trying to find a way out of a situation she was, for once, not in control of.
"Oh God, yes, I'm coming, fuck," Simon grunted as he came in the MILF's mouth.
Skyler said, "Victoria, I got that all on film."
"Awesome," I said. "Get ready to put it online in case our new pets won't play."
Olivia sighed, as I saw the first look of fear in her eyes and knew I had her. "I can pay you."
"You want to pay to eat my cunt and service all of us?" I asked, knowing that was not her intent. "That's awfully generous of you."
"How much will end this?" Olivia asked, obviously used to getting her way one way or another with either her looks, or the power of her money.
"I am going to make this very clear. Olivia, drop to your knees and beg to please me as you declare your unconditional servitude to me. The other two get on their knees and crawl to one of the so-called social outcasts," I said, knowing I had her if I just remained patient.
"And if we do this, you will delete the evidence?" Olivia asked, her tone shifting from confident to almost pleading.
Angela gasped, standing up, "Olivia!"
"Shut up!" Olivia snapped at her, as Angela recoiled at Olivia's tone and quickly sat back down.
"Of course, if you do the same," I lied. "But you'd better obey every fucking order I make of you tonight, or the video goes viral and, trust me, it is a pretty graphic video."
Olivia looked at her mom, who was now, much to my surprise, between Tara's legs licking away.
"I think it is time for you to follow in your mother's footsteps," I smiled, pointing to Lauren.
Olivia continued to try to bargain. "I can make you a cheerleader."
"So I can shake my tits, suck jock cock and look like a whore?" I asked. "No thanks, I'd rather just finish what you started."
Olivia was furious at the insult, but continued to play nice as she continued to think she could buy her way out of her predicament. "My dad has major connections. He can get you into any college, and on a full scholarship."
I laughed, "I have already been accepted to Harvard and Columbia on full scholarships, but thanks anyways."



Grasping at straws, she said, "You can have Katrina and Angela as unconditional pets."
"What?" they both questioned in unison.
"Just do as you're told," Olivia glared at them.
"I've had enough," Angela said, standing up. "I am not your fucking plaything," she snapped, before starting to leave.
"Get back here," Olivia demanded.
Angela stopped, turned around and said to me, "I have evidence of Olivia cheating on last semester's biology final. I can give it to you if you need any more blackmail evidence."
"You fucking bitch," Olivia yelled, moving towards her.
"Stop!" I ordered.
Olivia froze.
"Look, I am not here to deal with your petty cheerleader squabbling, but Angela I would love that evidence and in return you can have Olivia as your pet once I am done with her," I offered.
Olivia gasped, "This is ridiculous."
"On your knees, Olivia," I ordered, knowing the time to finish this was now. "
"But, I," she began to protest.
"Fucking now, you dumb bitch," I snapped, putting my hand on her shoulders and pushing her onto her knees.
She didn't resist and I stood in front of Olivia kneeling in her rightful subservient position.
"Katrina, join your leader," I ordered.
She glared at me, but obeyed, moving onto the floor and onto her knees.
A chill went up my spine as I had finally won. I had broken the unbreakable. I had saved my mother, and now I was about to get my revenge. Turning to Angela, who hadn't left yet, I offered, "You are welcome to stay if you wish, it is going to be a long night of training these two."
"I'd love to," Angela smiled.
"Tonight I am Queen Victoria, is that clear?" I informed the two bitch cheerleaders below me.
"Yes, Queen Victoria," Olivia whispered.
"Louder, slut," I ordered, looking down on her.
"Yes, Queen Victoria," Olivia said louder.
"Look in your owner's eyes when you talk to her," I demanded.
She looked up at me, tears beginning to form, as she repeated, "Yes, Queen Victoria."
"And what about you Katrina?" I asked. "Who is your owner tonight?"
"You are Queen Victoria," Katrina replied, her tone one of shock.
"Actually, the true answer is we all are your owners," I smiled. "Now go find someone to serve, Katrina, while I train our former queen bee."
"Yes, Queen Victoria," she replied as she began to stand up.
"Get back on your fucking knees, slut!" I roared. "Pets fucking crawl."
"S-s-sorry, Queen Victoria," Katrina stuttered, clearly frightened by my sudden burst of anger.
"You're forgiven," I smiled, instantly speaking in a nice voice. "You are just a mindless sex puppet and sometimes I forget that you can't think for yourself."
Her face burned with anger or shame or a mixture of both.
"Now go fucking please one of your Mistresses," I ordered.
I watched as Katrina was grabbed by the hair by Skyler who said, "I think we are going to give you some pigtails for me to pull." I smiled, knowing that Katrina had tugged on Skyler's many times.
Tara screamed, startling us all, "I'm comiiiiiiing."
I looked over at Becka, who had been silent all this time, a wallflower like she had always been before I learned of her submission to Olivia. "Want to help me with training this bitch?"
"Yes, Mistress Victoria," Becka nodded.
"Becka, we're friends. I'm not your Mistress, although we can definitely role play sometime if you wish," I smiled.
"I would love that," she smiled, before adding, "Now let's teach this bitch her place."
"Did you just say bitch?" I gasped mockingly.
"Bitch, cunt, whore, slut," Becka listed as she moved to a stunned Olivia and slapped Olivia's across her face. "Payback is a bitch...bitch."
"I love this new side of you Becka," I purred.
Looking down at a red-faced and utterly bewildered Olivia, I asked, "Ready to serve?"
"Y-y-yes, Queen Victoria," Olivia nodded.
"You will obey every order without hesitation?" I asked.
"Yes, Queen Victoria," she whimpered.
"Good, Lauren get over here," I ordered, as I went to my bag of toys. Pulling out two strap-on cocks and some lube, I said, looking to the other girls, "Girls, feel free to use the toys if you wish." I smiled as I saw that Katrina was now naked and in pigtails.
"Skyler asked, "Do you have another one of those?"
"Strap-ons?" I asked.
She nodded her head eagerly.
"Yes, in the bag," I smiled.
"Yummy," she said, as she went to get one.
I returned to Olivia and Lauren and asked, "Ready to commit the ultimate sin?"
"What? Please, no," Lauren said.
"Oh yes," I said. "Both of you get naked except for the thigh highs. Olivia, that is at least one quirky kink we have in common."
Both mom and daughter looked at each other before reluctantly obeying the order.
"Becka, get your video camera," I instructed.
"Love to," she said, quickly leaving the room.
"Please don't make us do this," Olivia pleaded.
"You mean like the way you made my mother try to seduce me?" I asked.
"This is your entire fault, Olivia," Lauren coldly exclaimed, now wearing only thigh highs as well.
"What?" Olivia asked. "You're the one on fucking film eating cunt."
"To protect you," Lauren snapped back. "I was blackmailed because Mistress Victoria caught you domming her mother and filmed it."
"I could watch you two bicker all night, but I'd rather make an incest film to make sure you two forever understand the consequences of fucking with me," I said.
Lauren pleaded one more time, "Mistress, make me take Simon's cock in my cunt, make Olivia eat out every girl she ever treated poorly..."
"Mother! Don't you..." Olivia began but was cut off by a harsh slap to the face by her mother.
"You got us in this fucking mess, so shut the fuck up while I try to deal with it," Lauren blasted.
Olivia shut up.
"So here is the deal. You two will get into a 69. Whoever comes first loses and takes Simon's cock in their arse. Is that clear?"
"Please, no," Olivia began.
"Any more complaining and it will be my fist in your arse," I threatened. "Now get eating."
Becka was already filming as the two defeated women moved between each other's legs on the floor and began committing the sin of incest. "Olivia, I want to hear you call her Mommy, and Lauren, I expect to hear you call Olivia your slut daughter."
Behind me, I heard Skyler say, "Beg for it, bitch."
"Oh God, harder, fuck me harder," Katrina begged. I turned around to see Skyler fucking Katrina from behind holding Katrina by her pigtails.
"Who owns you?" Skyler asked.
"You dooooooo," Katrina whimpered, clearly enjoying the hard pounding she was getting.
"And you will be my bitch at school too?" Skyler asked.
"Yeeees, whatever you waaaant," Katrina agreed.
"We will hold hands at school and you will tell everyone I'm your girlfriend?" Skyler asked, stopping her thrusts with the cock buried deep inside Katrina.
"Oh God, Skyler, please don't stop. I will do whatever you wish," Katrina answered.
"Skyler, take her arse," I suggested.
"Hmmmmm, does my new girlfriend pet want a cock in her ass?" Skyler asked.
"Please no, fuck my cunt. Fuck it hard," Katrina pleaded.
"There is lube in the bag," I said, turning back around to watch the main attraction.
Both women were now buried in each other's cunts and the moans had begun. "Talk dirty, whores," I ordered.
Olivia moaned, "Eat my cunt, Mommy."
Lauren countered with, "Suck on Mommy's clit, my fucking slut daughter. Bury your face deep in Mommy."
I watched for a couple of minutes until I heard Katrina scream, "Taaaake it out."
"I own your ass too, Katrina. Tell me, who owns your ass?" Skyler demanded.
"Y-y-you do," Katrina answered through gritted teeth.
"And you want to give me your ass, don't you?" Skyler asked, moving the cock out and then slamming it back into her.
"Yeeeeeeeees," Katrina screamed, answering the question correctly, but being torn apart.
"Eleanor, come and let my slut lick your pussy," Skyler said.
"I-I-I don't know," Eleanor said, her shyness clearly making her uncomfortable watching the mini orgy.
"Now!" Skyler demanded, clearly getting into the role of domme.
Eleanor was startled, but she took off her skirt, pantyhose and panties and parted her legs before Katrina's face, who was now slowly getting fucked in the arse.
I watched Katrina begin licking Eleanor's cunt before turning my attention back to the incest action.
"No fingers," Lauren protested.
But I intervened. "All is fair in love and orgasms."
Lauren then quickly moved her fingers to her daughter's cunt and slid a couple fingers in.
"Mommmmmy nooooo," Olivia moaned, clearly close to coming.
"I'm going to make you come like the fucking bitch you are, Olivia," Lauren said, as she furiously finger-fucked her daughter.
"Oh God, Mommy, oh God, yes, Mommy, yes, yes, Mommmmy," Olivia screamed as her orgasm hit her.
Lauren pulled her fingers out of her trembling daughter, straddled Olivia's face and ordered, "Now get Mommy off."
Lauren ground her cunt on Olivia's face as the sounds of euphoria echoed behind me, as Katrina screamed, "Oh God, I'm going to come."
"From getting ass fucked?" Skyler taunted.
"Yeeees, dammit, ream my ass," Katrina begged, as she buried her face back in Eleanor's cunt.
"That's it my little girl, eat Mommy's cunt, yes you little slut, yes, yes," Lauren demanded, as she cupped her breasts and rode her daughter's face. "Yeeeees," she screamed as she came from fucking her daughter's face.
Turning around, I watched as Eleanor grabbed Katrina's head and held it deep in her cunt. The hard deep thrusts by Skyler into Katrina forced Katrina to pretty much fuck Eleanor's cunt with her whole face.
Eleanor's moans, which were quiet squeaks, increased and she came, without a word, a few seconds later.
As soon as Eleanor let go of Katrina's head, Katrina begged, "Oh God, Mistress, girlfriend, shit, fuck, sooooo close."
"Come you little ass slut, you fucking bitch," Skyler demanded.
Katrina screamed as her orgasm hit, "Yeeeeees, shiiiit."
Turning back to my two incest pets, now both lying on the floor recovering, I said, "Looks like you lost, Olivia."
Lauren said, "But I'll take the punishment."
"But you won," I said.
"Yes, but I just got carried away with a hunger to win to teach her a lesson," Lauren said, "but she is my daughter still, plus she is a virgin back there."
"Oh, Motherly love," I sighed, wishing my mom would have stood up like that for me. "Give each other a passionate kiss."
I watched as they rolled over and kissed. Watching the mother-daughter act I suddenly missed mom. Grabbing my phone, I called her, and as soon as she answered I ordered, "Get over to Becka's now, Mother," and hung up before she could respond.
"Both of you, on your knees," I ordered, as they continued to kiss like lovers not mother and daughter. "And Simon, come and bring that big cock of your over here."
Simon quickly came over, his cock rock hard, as the two sluts got on their knees. "Which arse do you want?"
"Can I have both?" he asked.
"So greedy," I quipped laughing, "go ahead, but first, let me get into a more comfortable position."
I moved to the couch, slipped out of my skirt and said, "Becka, come and join me."
Becka smiled, "I thought you would never ask."
After she joined me, I snapped my fingers at Olivia and pointed to my cunt. She obediently crawled to me and between my legs. Becka did the same and Lauren crawled between her legs. As both sluts licked our cunts, I asked, "Tara, can you grab us the lube."
"Sure thing," Tara said, grabbing it from the table and tossing it to me.
I handed it to Simon and said, "Lube that snake of yours first, otherwise you may tear little Olivia apart."
"Olivia, a slut like you has never taken it up the arse?" I asked.
"No, Queen Victoria," she admitted.
"Yet, you've fucked other girl's arses?" I continued.
"Yes, Queen Victoria," Olivia admitted, her trembling telling me she knew exactly where I was going with this.
"So I think it is only fair turnabout that you get your arse virginity taken," I said.
Olivia nodded, defeated. I pointed back to my cunt. Olivia who was clearly new to giving, obviously used to receiving, crawled between my legs disgusted by the turn of events. I leisurely watched as Tara straddled an exhausted and still recovering Katrina and began rubbing her cunt on the slut's face.
Skyler, taking the strap-on off, asked Eleanor, "Will you fuck me?"
"W-w-with that?" Eleanor asked.
"Please?" Skyler asked. "I'm so horny."
"I-I-I guess so," Eleanor stuttered.
Skyler put the strap-on on Eleanor and positioned herself on all fours. Eleanor got behind her good friend and paused before sliding the plastic cock into Skyler's dripping wet cunt.
"Oh yes Eleanor, please fuck me hard," Skyler begged, obviously wound up after taking Katrina's arse.
"Oooooooh fuck," Olivia whimpered looking up at me as Simon entered her ass, drawing my attention back to her sodomy.
"You look fucking hot with a cock in your arse and a mouth full of cunt," I said, grabbing her head and pulling it back where it belonged...in my cunt.
Olivia returned to licking my cunt as Simon began to slowly move his cock in and out of her arse.
I glanced at Becka, who had her eyes closed and leaned over and kissed her neck.
Over the next few minutes, Simon moved back and forth between Olivia's and Lauren's arses. Skyler came from getting fucked by Eleanor and Tara came on Katrina's face.
Simon asked, "Which of you sluts wants her ass filled with cum?"
"Oh God, I do," Lauren moaned, as Simon slammed into her.
"Oh fuuuuuuuck," Olivia screamed, as Eleanor surprised all of us by filling Olivia's arse with my widest strap-on cock much wider than Simon's cock.
"Pound her hard Eleanor, I want to feel her face fuck my cunt," I moaned.
"My pleasure," she smiled as she continued to fuck Olivia even as Olivia screamed into my cunt, which caused sweet vibrations on my cunt.
Becka moaned and came on Lauren's face a couple of minutes before Simon grunted and deposited a load into her arse.
My own orgasm was close. I pulled Olivia's face deep into my cunt as I began grinding up and down. Suddenly I heard Mom's voice, "Holy shit!"
"Hi, Mommy, I told you I would win," I smiled.
"I can't believe it," she said, her face showing utter shock.
"You chose the wrong side, Mommy," I moaned, my orgasm, epically close.
"I'm so sorry, Victoria," she said again.
"It's okay, Mommy, we have our own pets now," I said, before adding, "get naked now."
"Yes, Mistress," Mom said, in front of all my friends.
"Yes, my mom is my slut and if you want I can probably get your mothers' to be yours," I said, as mom got undressed.
"I'd love that," Tara said, "I fucking hate my step-mom."
"Consider it done," I smiled as I continued fucking Olivia's face.
Eleanor stuttered, "C-c-could you get my bitch s-s-sister."
Her sister was a sorority bitch, an earlier version of Olivia. "Oooooh, she would be fun to turn."
Then euphoria hit hard as I came on Olivia's face, the final climatic moment at hand...or cunt in this case.
I flooded Olivia's face and said, "Someone get a camera for this 'a picture is worth a thousand words' moment."
Simon grabbed the camera and took a couple of pictures of Olivia, her arse being fucked and her head buried in my cunt before I pulled her up and said, "Smile, slut."
Olivia looked up, her face soaked with pussy juice, her make-up a mess, as she weakly smiled before opening her mouth wide as Eleanor slammed into her arse.
"Do you like a cock in your arse Olivia?" I asked.
"Fuuuuuck, yes," she moaned.
"Want to come?" I asked.
"Katrina, get under your partner in whoredom and lick her cunt," I ordered.
Katrina, utterly broken, exhausted, her face used as a fuck toy for the last half an hour, weakly crawled the few feet to Olivia and awkwardly crawled under her.
"Oooooooooooooooooh, so goooooooooood," Olivia babbled, as she was double pleasured.
"Don't you come without permission, cunt," I ordered.
"Ooooookay," she agreed weakly.
"Who owns you?" I asked.
"You do, Queeeeeeeen Victoria," she whimpered, her orgasm close.
"We all do, don't we, slut?" I continued.
"Yessssssss, Queen Victoria, I am a slave to all your princesses," she agreed.
"And one prince," I added.
"Yeeeees," she weakly got out, between heavy breathing.
"And this isn't just for today is it?" I questioned, going in for the kill.
"Nooooooo, I'm yooooours, Mistress," she agreed, so far gone in sexual submission I doubt she even knew what she was saying.
"After you agree to one more thing, you may come," I said.
"Anythiiiiiiiing," she said, desperate to come.
"You and Simon are now a couple and you will take him to prom. He is also your Master," I said.
"Oh God," she said, feeling so close to euphoria, but mixed with the thought of the social suicide such an act would be.
"Oh God, yes," I asked.
"Yeeeees, dammit, Simon will you goooooo to prom with me and be my Massssster," she asked.
"Fuck yes," Simon eagerly agreed, as if he had won the lottery which, quite frankly, he just had.
"You want to come from getting arse fucked?" I asked.
"Yeeees," she shamefully admitted.
"Only real fucking dirty whores come from getting arse-fucked," I said.
"I'm a-a-a dirty arse w-w-whore," she stuttered.
Eleanor laughed, "Y-y-you're a f-f-fucking b-b-bitch."
"Yes, Eleanor, I'm yooooour b-b-bitch," Olivia replied, giving up utter control of her body to Eleanor.
"Come, slut, while thanking me profusely for the privilege of making you the slutty pet submissive you were born to be," I instructed.
"Oh yeeees, Queeeen Victoria," she struggled to speak. "Thank yoooou so much for putting me in myyyyyy place."
"Because you're a slutty rich bitch," I continued.
"Yeees, I'm a biiiiiiiiiiiitch," she admitted as she screamed, her orgasm finally igniting like a rocket going into orbit.
Eleanor kept slamming into Olivia as she continued moaning and trembling from the orgasm.
"Come here," I said to my mom, who was now naked except thigh highs which made me chuckle.
She did and I pulled her into a passionate kiss. "Mom, I love you."
"I love you too," she said.
"Starting now, Olivia and her mother are our pets," I said.
"I still can't believe it," Mom said.
"Believe it," I said. "We will take these two home with us tonight and begin their training as our pet slaves."
"But what about my husband?" Lauren asked.
"What about him?" I asked back.
"He will notice I am not home," she said.
"I imagine he will," I agreed, standing up and grabbing her leash. "Mom, there is another collar and leash in the bag, grab it and put it on your new pet."
Mom did as I said, realizing that Angela had left at some point during the night, "Girls, Katrina is yours for tonight; well, for the year, quite frankly, so stay as long as you like or," I said, noticing that Skyler and Tara were in a sixty-nine, while Eleanor had moved between Becka's legs and was fucking her cunt, "play with each other."
Eleanor declared, "I love having a cock."
"And I bet the girls will love to allow you to use it on them," I smiled. "Keep it, it's my gift to you."
"Thank you, Victoria," she said.
"Hey, your stutter is gone," I pointed out.
"Holy shit it is!" Eleanor said, as she continued fucking Becka.
"Eleanor, make sure someone returns the favor in that sweet cunt of yours," I said.
"Shotgun," Skyler called out, making us all laugh.



"Well, fuck away, ladies, it's time to take our pets home. "Let's go my pets," I said, pulling on the leash.
"What about our clothes?" Lauren asked.
"Clothes? Where you're going you won't need clothes," I quipped.
Mom burst out laughing at the parody on Back to the Future, one of her favourite movies.
"But I will grab them for your eventual return home," I said, as I watched Simon face-fuck Katrina, as she lay on the ground. It didn't look comfortable, but it did look hot. I took a couple pictures for my own personal enjoyment before heading out of the house.
We walked them to our cars, on all fours, naked except their thigh highs and, not surprisingly, there was no one out and about at almost three in the morning.
Back home, Mom and I each got one last orgasm from our new pets with their tongues before getting into bed together while our pets slept in their natural place...on the floor at the foot of the bed.
Mom cuddled into my arms and she whispered, "Thanks for saving me."
"You're welcome," I said, feeling warm inside at saving my mother from the clutches of Olivia and turning the tables completely.
Victory was finally mine. I giggled to myself as I thought 'Victory for Victoria' as I drifted into slumber.
Epilogue:
A lesbian revolution occurred at our school once Katrina and Skyler started walking down the hallway holding hands. Olivia caused a stir when she was seen making out with Simon in the hallway on Monday and then making out with Eleanor in the hallway on Tuesday. Tara and Eleanor also became girlfriends, although they still had time to take Simon's cock in their cunts on occasion. Angela and I became friends, platonic friends which was suddenly a rarity. Becka and I slowly moved our relationship from friends to lovers, although she couldn't handle us being equals, needing to be submissive. And trust me, no one licks cunt better than Becka.
Of course, we added a few cheerleaders and mothers to our growing group of pets, and even added a couple of teachers. We also seduced Tara's mom and dominated Eleanor's sister before making her Eleanor's plaything, which was incredibly hot.
As for Olivia and her mother...well...I left them alone. I had won and there was nothing left to do with them. Oh sure, we had a sweet massive twenty-five person orgy after the prom, and I did make her cheer, along with a few of our other pet cheerleaders, cheer at the cheerleading championships in thigh highs and no panties which led to them getting suspended for two weeks (which ended up being reduced to three days after our pet moms visited our male principal and offered him all three of their holes).
Becka and I are about to start a six week trip to Europe (courtesy of Lauren's credit card) and we have agreed we must seduce a different girl in every city. Oh, you know me, how I love a challenge.
THE END OF VICTORIA WINS...
AUTHOR'S FINAL NOTE:
This story was a lot of fun to write. But as Team Victoria and Team Olivia camps began to form the pressure to write a great ending was slightly overwhelming. That said, I think, I hope, I did so with the three alternate endings.
So please comment on which of the three alternate endings you liked the best (on the assumption you liked one the best):
Catching Mommy: Olivia Wins
Catching Mommy: Win Win For All
Lastly, thanks for supporting this and all my other stories through your comments, e-mails and votes.
Jasmine February 2014



        Catching Mommy: Olivia Wins

        Seductress Olivia humiliates and takes Victoria as her pet.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/catching-mommy-olivia-wins

Title: Catching Mommy: Olivia Wins

Author: silkstockingslover

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: Seductress Olivia humiliates and takes Victoria as her pet.

Tags: mom, daughter, stockings, milf, anal, 18-year-old, submissive, cheerleaders, orgy, lesbian

Series: Catching Mommy


WARNING: This is one of three alternate endings to the Catching Mommy saga. You can also read Catching Mommy: Victoria Wins (for the TEAM VICTORIA fans) and Catching Mommy: Win Win For All (for the kinky romantics at heart).
Note 1: A great, big, super thanks goes to MAB7991, Robert and Goamz86 for their dedicated copy-editing.
Note 2: Another thanks goes to Goamz86, LaRascasse and MAB7991 for plot suggestions earlier in the series.
Note 3: Lastly, a thank you to all my readers who voted, and left comments for this story so far. Part 5 is the highest rated of the series and with over 275 comments is my most commented on story. The debate of Victoria or Olivia has warmed my heart and pussy, surprised me greatly and pushed me to write an epic story that both is erotic and keeps you guessing...an erotic thriller of sorts. Part 6 disappointed some because I didn't end the series as promised..well here is the ending (or endings if you choose to read all three) and I feel I came up with three fun, sexy and fulfilling endings to this crazy series.
Note 4: Because two of the characters are English, I will sometimes use English words like arse (for ass...it sounds so much dirtier), knickers (for panties...which also somehow sounds naughtier), shag (for fuck...I just imagine the English accent and get wet), slag (for slut...which I think sounds so much worse), snog (for kiss...which I find hard to say with a straight face), bugger (for fuck...also makes sex sound dirtier), rodgering (for arse fucking which again is nasty as hell), dogging (which is public outdoor sex), fancy (which is a way to say I like you).
Catching Up! A crash course reminder of what happened previously in the Catching Mommy series:
Part 1: A Shocking Secret: An 18-year-old English girl transplanted to Boston, Victoria, stays home sick one day and accidentally learns that her proud, dignified, lawyer Mom is a submissive lesbian to another 18-year-old girl. To make matters worse her Mom's Mistress is none other than Victoria's arch-enemy. (Don't deny it, if you are a female you had one in high school too!!)
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During the drive to Becka's house I must have bounced a dozen offensive strategies to stand up to Olivia. Yet, even as I reached Becka's, I took a deep breath; I was still unsure which approach I was going to take. Walking into Becka's house ready for the confrontation that had to happen, I opted for aggressive, "I'm here, bitch."
"So you are," Olivia called back, her 'who cares' tone obvious.
I walked into the living room and was surprised to see a lesbian orgy of sorts occurring. Four of Olivia's cheerleader posse were all sitting with their legs spread on a couch, a chair, and love seat with someone between their legs. Between Olivia's legs was her mom, my pet.
"By the way, thank you very much," Olivia scoffed, her hands going through her mother's hair.
"For what?" I asked, my tone ice cold.
"Well I accidentally set you up with your own live in Mommy-slut and I figured I should have one for myself," she grinned.
"You're thanking me for seducing your dim-witted mother and making her a rug munching submissive?" I asked, trying to be obnoxious and extreme.
"No, no," she said. "I always knew she was a cunt-licker, Sandrine long ago told me about her adventures didn't you, slut?"
"Yes, Mistress," Olivia's black maid answered, as she looked up from between Angela's legs.
I finally took a closer look at the array of submissive sluts on their knees. Besides Lauren between her daughter's legs and Sandrine between Angela's, I recognized Becka eagerly licking away at the chubby cheerleader Betty, her massive udders bigger than my head, and apparently incest was the new 'in' thing as Katrina had her mother between her legs. Both my pets were now being used by their daughters.
Katrina smiled, "Thanks bitch. Mom and I have never really gotten along all that well, but that is changing thanks to you. Isn't that right, Mom?"
June's hair was pulled and she looked up at her daughter and replied, clearly mortified by her predicament, "Yes, Mistress Daughter."
I couldn't believe that all my work had somehow helped these bitches. I could feel myself getting frustrated even as I tried to figure out who the last submissive currently between Carrie's legs was.
"Don't recognize the slut between Carrie's legs?" Olivia asked.
I shrugged, "That is not why I'm here."
"Say hi, Miss Watkins," Olivia said.
My mouth dropped open at hearing who the unknown submissive was.
Miss Watkins looked up, her face red with shame, as she said, "Hi, Victoria." She quickly returned to her task at hand. I tried to figure out how our first year English teacher, and easily the prettiest woman in our school had ended up another of Olivia's playthings. She was from England too and her accent had the boys drooling. Rumour had, she was dating, our football coach, Mr. Hammersmith, and didn't seem like someone who would sexually submit to anyone. Yet, there she was between Carrie's legs and I assumed she had been between Olivia's as well.
It seemed that nobody could say no to Olivia. Yet, I knew I had to...not only for mom, but for me.
"This thing with you and my mother ends now," I firmly said, returning my icy glare to the ice queen.
"Oh really," Olivia smiled amused by my threat.
"Or I out your mother," I threatened.
"Yes, you blackmailed my mother, who submitted to you in order to protect me, her loving daughter, and our family name. While your mother submitted to me like a dirty lesbian slut willing to do anything to please me...including seducing her dyke daughter," she said, her smug smile pissing me off.
I glared back, realizing she was right about the difference in our mothers, but I responded, "She never tried to seduce me, she lied to you. She is not as obedient as you think." I knew it was a weak counter, but it was all I had.
Again she laughed, seemingly amused by this whole conversation. "Yes, I learned that. Instead of her seducing you, you took her. Now that is fucked up. I mean, sure, I love to seduce, train and dominate older lonely women, but you took your mom while vulnerable and confused with her sexuality and took advantage of her."
I could feel my house of cards crumbling around me...as I realized I had inadvertently done exactly what Olivia accused me of. I had been the one to commit incest first, not Olivia.
Just then, as my head spun trying to find a way out of this crazy web of sin being woven all around me, and by me as well, Olivia said, "Speaking of the slut."
I turned around and saw Mom behind me.
I said tersely, "I told you to stay home."
"And I told her to come," Olivia countered. "Not cum as in orgasm," she laughed, before adding, "Although that will happen in time, but to come as come to me."
"Thanks for the clarification, bitch," I snapped, pissed off that my mother had again disobeyed me, and had once again chosen Olivia over me. I was hurt by my mother's betrayal, but I hid my pain.
"She will always choose me over you, Victoria," Olivia smiled. "Just like every other cunt licking submissive here. I am the queen bee and you are just another of my servants. You're a disobedient servant, one that needs some very stern discipline, but a servant none-the-less."
"That will never happen," I shot back, still grasping at straws of strength.
"Oh denial is so adorable," Olivia said. "Watching the final moments of strength usurped from you as you accept your place on your knees begging to please me is so adorable."
"Fuck you," I said with defiance, even as I glanced down at her mother between her legs.
She saw my quick glimpse and asked, "Do you want to replace your submissive?"
"Never," I said, turning to my own mom and saying, "We're leaving."
"Slut, don't you dare move," Olivia sternly demanded.
I froze against my will.
Olivia laughed, "I was talking to your mother, but your obedience is a pleasant surprise."
I cursed myself for stopping; showing a sign of weakness to a vulture like Olivia was not good.
Mom finally spoke. "I'm sorry Victoria, but as I told you before I can't resist Olivia. I love her."
"You love being used as a submissive plaything?" I asked, furious and yet near tears.
"Yes," Mom admitted, her tone and inability to look me in the eye implying that she was ashamed by her answer.
"You love your eighteen year old, heartless Mistress over your own daughter?" I asked, tears beginning to form.
"Don't put it like that. It is not that black and white Victoria," Mom tried to rationalize her betrayal to me, while talking to me like a mother scolding her daughter.
Olivia chipped in, adding fuel to the already out of control fire, "Slut Kate, who is prettier, me or your daughter?"
I looked at Mom who paled instantly. "Please, don't make me answer that," Mom pleaded.
Olivia's smile turned as she looked down and ordered, "Mom, move away."
Lauren crawled out from between her daughter's legs, and Olivia opened her legs wide to showcase her cunt. I knew I shouldn't look, but I could feel a magnetic pull drawing my eyes directly to my enemy's cunt.
Olivia said, "So slut Kate, take a good look at your Mistress's cunt."
I tore my thoughts away from Olivia's inviting cunt to see my mother staring between Olivia's legs in an almost hypnotic trance.
"I'll ask you again, my submissive little British slut. Who is prettier? You're Mistress or your daughter?" Olivia asked, her fingers moving to her pussy.
Again, I was being drawn in by the completely, frustrating, undeniable beauty of Olivia. Yes, she is a bitch. Yes, she is a stuck-up whore. And yes, I hated her. Yet, I couldn't pull my eyes away from her beautiful cunt.
I heard Mom say, "I'm so sorry, Victoria."
I pulled my gaze away from Olivia's pussy, my own pussy betraying me as it burned with hunger, to find my mother near tears. Unfortunately, I knew her answer before she even spoke it. Her answer was obvious from all her earlier betrayals leading up to this moment, as well as the look of guilt on her face.
Mom broke eye contact with me and turned her gaze to Olivia. Although I already knew what she was going to say before the words left her mouth, a piece of me still died when she said them out loud. "You are, Mistress."
"I am what, my good little pet," Olivia asked, wanting to add to my humiliation.
"You are prettier than my daughter," Mom answered, refusing to look at me.
"Are you sure?" Olivia asked, snapping her fingers and pointing at her cunt.
"Without a doubt," Mom answered, moving towards Olivia and seemingly forgetting her only daughter was watching and hearing her submission.
"Look at your daughter and tell her who is more beautiful," Olivia instructed, before adding, "Then you will receive your reward."
"Please, leave my daughter out of this," Mom pleaded.
I am sure Olivia was about to scold her, or threaten her, but I said, "Go ahead Mom, do what you have to do."
Mom looked at me with such guilt I could almost feel her pain inside me, yet that didn't make her words hurt any less. "Victoria, Mistress Olivia is prettier than you."
Tears began streaming down my face, even as I tried to will them not to. I shouldn't have shown such weakness in front of Olivia, yet the tears were streaming freely.
Olivia snapped her fingers again and Mom turned around, dropped to her knees and buried her face in Olivia's cunt.
I wanted to pull her out from her submissive position and drag her out of there. Yet, it was obvious, like an alcoholic who refuses to seek help, that she didn't want saving.
I looked around, dazed, bewildered and, for the first time ever, lost.
Olivia said, "Let it out, Victoria, understanding your position is the first step to acceptance."
"My position?" I questioned with spite, although I could feel my strength and resolve were not as strong as they once were.
"Yes, like the social hierarchy of high school, there is a sexual hierarchy too," Olivia explained, before being interrupted by Betty's screams.
I laughed, "A sexual hierarchy?"
"Oh shit, yes, fuuuuuck," Betty bellowed as Becka made her come.
Olivia smiled, "You see, Becka is a perfect example of my theory. Becka is near the bottom of the social hierarchy and thus is eager to be accepted. Thus her submission was one of accepting her role in both hierarchies and eagerly becoming the submissive pet she was born to be."
"We are born into the sexual hierarchy?" I asked, actually laughing at her bizarre logic, forgetting my previous hurt.
"Often," Olivia shrugged. "For some they are born submissive, for others they see it in their mother to their father, for others it's a stressful job like your cunt-licking mother, for others it's about race like Sandrine who is meant to serve at work and at play. Yet,
for others they don't yet know they are submissive, often trying to play a role they were never meant to play...girls like that...girls like you...are in denial."
"I'm in denial that I'm really just a submissive?" I laughed. The suggestion was absurd. "I didn't feel much like a submissive when I turned your mother into a dyke."
Olivia shrugged, "Like I said before, you blackmailed her. The only submissive I blackmailed was Sandrine and I am sure she too could have been turned but I really wanted to have a live-in cunt licker, plus I liked the idea of having a black submissive."
Angela interrupted the conversation as she moaned, "That's it cunt licker, soooo close."
I glanced over to watch Angela grabbing Sandrine by the back of her head and grinding her cunt on the black maid's face. The contrast between black and white was hot.
"Yes, yes, yeeeees," Angela bellowed as she came.
Olivia continued, "It's obvious you are in denial right now, Victoria."
Returning my gaze to her, trying to ignore the reality that my mother was licking her cunt while we chatted, "Is that so?" I asked, realizing I was playing right into her game. Yet, I couldn't leave, my feet felt magnetically held to the floor.
Katrina interrupted, "Thanks Victoria. I have my own live-in cunt licker now."
"You're welcome," I replied, adding, "At least now you have someone you're in charge of unlike being the bimbo follower you're to Olivia."
"Bitch," Katrina weakly shot back.
"Oh, that hurts coming from a bimbo bitch," I countered.
Carrie interrupted our ridiculous banter as she screamed, "Yessssssss."
I again looked over to see Carrie coming, seemingly a squirter, as she sprayed everywhere coating Miss Watkins' face.
Olivia purred, "So Victoria, are you ready to join your mother?"
"As a submissive to you?" I scoffed, even though my pussy was burning for attention.
"Of course, it is obvious you want to," she said, as she put her hands through my mom's hair. "Like mother, like daughter."
Katrina screamed over dramatically, "Yes, Mommy, lick my cunt."
"Don't you see, Victoria, even when you thought you were winning, all you were doing was making me stronger," Olivia said.
My cunt was soaking wet and my head was in a fog. I still wanted to crush Olivia, yet I couldn't deny I was curious what all the fuss was about. Why couldn't my strong-willed mother resist her? Why were these other smart women on their knees serving Olivia's friends? Why was my cunt so wet?
"Becka, come take off my blouse," Olivia ordered, still wearing the blouse and thigh highs she had been wearing at the frat house, but with her plaid skirt on the floor.
"Of course, Mistress," Becka agreed, getting off her knees and moving to Olivia.
I said, "Becka, don't."
Becka ignored me completely as she unbuttoned Olivia's blouse.
"And my bra," Olivia added.
Becka obeyed, releasing Olivia's firm breasts. I knew I shouldn't look, yet I allowed myself to look, all the while sensing I was being drawn in to Olivia's magnetic pull.
"Slut Kate, come suck on your Mistress's tits," Olivia ordered.
Mom got off her knees and went directly to Olivia's right breast.
Olivia said, "Come join your Mom, Victoria, I know you want to, it is in your eyes."
I scoffed again determined to stay strong, even though I was beginning to sense she was right, "My eyes tell you I want to be your submissive?"
"Yes, as does your posture," Olivia added.
I laughed, "I'm not on my knees like the rest of your playthings," I countered.
"Not yet," Olivia said confidently.
"Not ever," I countered.
Ignoring my refusal, Olivia ordered, "Becka, go feel your friend's cunt and see if it's wet."
"Yes, Mistress," Becka nodded, although her facial expression showed grave concern at the task she had just been ordered to perform.
"Don't even think about it, Becka," I said firmly as she reached me.
Olivia said, "Becka if you don't do as I tell you, you will be punished."
"Please Olivia," Becka pleaded, her eyes so full of fear I felt bad for her.
"Stand up for yourself," I said, grabbing her hands.
"It's not that easy," Becka pleaded.
"I'll help you," I said.
"You couldn't protect your mom," Becka said, "and she is a lot stronger than me."
I glanced at my mom, who was stilling nursing hungrily, it seemed, on Olivia's breast.
Olivia, looking directly at me ordered, "Switch," and mom moved to the neglected breast.
"Isn't that ass of yours still untouched?" Olivia asked looking directly at Becka.
"Yes, Mistress," Becka admitted, her eyes going even bigger with fear.
"And I was thinking, I bet Jackson is still a virgin," Olivia added, her threat disgusting. Jackson was a three hundred pound, acne covered, loser who never showered.
"You can't be serious?" I asked with disdain.
"Miss Watkins, tell my pet-to-be how serious I am," Olivia instructed.



My cunt frustratingly tingled at the words 'pet-to-be', my cunt again trying to betray me.
Miss Watkins on the floor, now licking the stocking-clad feet of Angela, said, her tone implying she still hadn't recovered from her punishment, "She isn't bluffing."
I was curious what sort of punishment Olivia had given our pretty teacher, but I didn't ask.
Olivia said, "And why were you punished?"
"I wouldn't lick you after school in my classroom," Miss Watkins admitted.
"You do now though, don't you?" Olivia said.
"Almost every day, Mistress, including today," Miss Watkins admitted.
"Why do you obey now?" Olivia continued, clearly wanting to show me her mystic power to control.
"Because you made it very clear that disobedience has consequences," Miss Watkins answered.
"What was your punishment?" Olivia asked.
"I was the basketball team's cum bucket after their city finals victory last month," Miss Watkins admitted, her face red with shame.
"You're one sick fuck," I said, glaring at Olivia.
"Obedience has its rewards and disobedience has its consequences," Olivia replied, rather matter-of-factly.
"This isn't fucking Stalinist Russia," I quipped.
"It is pretty close," Olivia smiled. "It is a pretty clear dictatorship."
"You risked Miss Watkins job," I said.
"I am not that sinister, at least on the first punishment. She was on the other side of a glory hole as she swallowed half a dozen loads and took another half dozen in her cunt and one final load in her ass," Olivia said.
The visual was undeniably hot; a glory hole being a fantasy of mine.
Olivia instructed, getting us back on topic, "Becka, finish your task or it is punishment time."
Becka pleaded, "Please Victoria, just let me touch your pussy."
"Ten seconds or Becka's ass is Jackson's," Olivia threatened.
"Please, please, please, I'll do anything," Becka begged, totally petrified of Olivia's threat.
I glanced to Olivia who was smiling victoriously, which pissed me off even more. Yet I knew I had to allow Becka to obey as ordered. My conscience couldn't allow Becka's sodomy at the hands of the most repulsive guy at school. I sighed dramatically to let Olivia know clearly I wasn't impressed, "Go ahead."
Becka instantly dropped to her knees, which wasn't necessary, put her hand under my leather skirt, and put her fingers on my cunt lips. I was still in my crotchless pantyhose and sans knickers. She surprised me as she announced to everyone there, "She is soaking wet, Mistress and not wearing any underwear."
"Becka!" I gasped, surprised, angered, and embarrassed by her declaration.
"Sorry, Victoria, but it's true. Your cunt is practically begging for attention," Becka replied, shocking me again, the shy girl using the 'c' word.
"Please, Becka," I pleaded, wanting her to stop.
Olivia intervened, "Victoria, the evidence in favour of my hypothesis is compounding."
"Because I'm wet?" I sneered.
"That, the look in your eyes, your posture, your mother and the fact that you are still here," Olivia smiled.
I instantly wondered why I hadn't walked out already. I had clearly lost the battle over my mother, lost my MILF pets to their daughters, and had just been sexually assaulted by my best friend in front of a dozen people. Yet, there I remained, humiliated, frustrated and overwhelmed.
"Pussy got your tongue?" Olivia asked, trying to be witty. Frustrated I didn't have a witty comeback to her accusations, I could feel the heat rising in my cheeks burning red, I could still feel Becka's finger on my cunt and I could feel the final checkmate in a game I had thought I could win.
"On your knees, Victoria," Olivia instructed.
I didn't obey, but I could literally feel the strength in my legs going away and suddenly, standing up was difficult to do.
"Kate, go help your daughter," Olivia instructed.
"Yes, Mistress," Mom agreed, as she finally stopped sucking on Olivia's tits and walked towards me, her face still riddled with guilt.
Olivia instructed, "Pets, rotate."
As my mother reached me, I watched as a group of very, very different women all on their knees, each moved to their right and between the legs of a new girl. Becka moved to Angela, Sandrine to Carrie, Miss Watkins to Olivia, my pet Lauren to Katrina and my other lost pet June, crawled a distance to big titted Betty. Each submissive buried their face between the legs of the new teenage girl in front of them, except Olivia who instructed, "Suck my toes, Miss Watkins, I want to make sure my pet-to-be has a clear view of my cunt."
"Of course, my goddess," Miss Watkins said, which somehow turned me on more, as did, beyond logical comprehension, the words 'pet to be' and the obvious implication that went with it.
I could feel my brittle shell of resistance shattering, and when mom put her hands on my shoulders and gently pushed me down, whispering, "Just give in, Victoria, this is where you were meant to be," I didn't resist, although her words ricocheted in my head. Did mom really believe I was born to sexually serve a bitch like Olivia? Did mom want her only daughter to become a submissive slut like her? Yet, even as my mind logically argued against such submission, my body betrayed me at every turn. My cunt was soaked, my mouth watered and my legs gave way.
"Good girl," Olivia said, as my knees hit the carpet. "Now crawl to me, my new pet."
I looked up to my mom, my eyes pleading for help and strength to resist the irresistible pull that had transformed me from a strong-willed woman to a submissive-hungry pet. That word was never suppose to be used on me; yet, hearing myself called a pet only enhanced my desire to submit even though I couldn't possibly explain why.
Mom whispered, "Submit, Victoria, join me in submission."
Mom's words were the final straw that broke me. I had lost my mother to Olivia, but if I submitted to Olivia I could still be with my mother, albeit not in the way I had envisioned. We would again be together like we were before this crazy, crazy chain of events. The logic was absurd but that the only way to continue to have a relationship with my mother was to submit to my enemy, but at the moment logic wasn't part of the equation. I felt alone, lost and horny, a mixture that would push me to a place I never thought I would go.
Lowering my head, I crawled the few feet to Olivia. I expected sarcastic remarks from the bimbo squad but none came as I obeyed her order. Reaching Olivia, I paused, unsure what to do, so unfamiliar with being in this position. I could see her pussy, slightly glistening, and I wanted to taste it, to get her off. It occurred to me, that if I licked her I would be in control, I could control the orgasm, and thus her pleasure.
Olivia looked down at me, a smile so big that part of me still wanted to slap her in the face, yet another part of me suddenly saw the allure of her beauty. There was something unexplainable about her, something irresistible and I wondered how I had resisted so long. "Are you ready to begin your life as my pet," she asked, before adding, "our pet."
I stuttered, "'Our' p-p-pet?"
"Yes, since you have been such a bitch, such a handful, you will not only be my pet, but you will be the cheerleading team's pet, our mascot per se. You will come on trips as our trainer and service all of us as we request?" Olivia revealed.
Their mascot? The idea was degrading, the thought was repulsive, although submitting to Olivia seemed inevitable and somehow turned me on, the thought of having to obey Katrina, Angela and the other members of the bimbo squad was incomprehensible. Yet, I didn't see a simple way out of this.
I wasn't able to speak, there were no words to properly get me out of this predicament, as Olivia moved her hand to her pussy and asked, "Are you hungry, my pet?"
I stared at her cunt, suddenly unable to focus on anything else. I didn't want to answer, to admit my weakness, my hunger, but I also wanted to taste her, to see if she tasted as exotically addicting as she must to have so many women obey her every order.
"Answer me, Victoria, or your first punishment will be very unpleasant," Olivia threatened.
I instantly thought of all the twisted things Olivia had done that I knew of and replied without even thinking about the words coming out of my mouth, "yes, I am famished."
"Yes, I am famished, what?" Olivia asked, as her finger slid inside her cunt.
I froze. I knew the word she wanted to hear, I knew exactly the game she was playing and unfortunately I was unable to resist playing her game. "Yes, I am famished, Mistress Olivia." Strangely, just saying the word, one that had been exclusive to me when used up to this moment, felt liberating. I had spent so much time standing strong against Olivia, fought so hard to protect my mother with devastating results. That the thought of just letting go, giving in to my inner lust that was now bubbling to the surface came surprisingly natural.
"Good girl," Olivia purred, as if she were talking to a child.
My face flushed at the condescending comment, yet my pussy tingled. Although I had reveled in the power over her mother, and Katrina's, I never felt more at home, than I did at this moment, on my knees, in front of Olivia, waiting to be instructed. "Thank you, Mistress Olivia," I replied absurdly, the words rolling off my tongue.
"Checkmate," Olivia proudly announced.
"Yes, Queen Olivia," I replied, trying to tie my response to the game of chess.
"Queen Olivia, I like that," Olivia smiled, "Although aren't you named after a queen?"
I had been named after Queen Victoria, one of my mom's heroes. Assumedly, mother had given her that piece of trivia. "Yes, Queen Olivia, I was, but now I am just a peasant ready to serve her queen." I couldn't believe the words I was saying. They were so corny, so absurd and yet in the moment they were exactly how I felt. I was ready to worship her, serve her and obey her.
"So you want to eat my cunt in front of all of these, what did you call them, my bimbo posse?" Olivia asked, pulling her finger out of her cunt and moving it to me. I opened my mouth automatically and felt a rush of disappointment when she said, "Miss Watkins, want a treat?"
"Oh yes, Mistress," the pretty teacher replied, opening her mouth and sucking Olivia's wetness from her finger.
Olivia asked again, "So you want to serve me in front of my posse?"
"Yes, I do, Queen Olivia," I admitted, ashamed, excited, confused, and overwhelmed.
"And you want to eat all the cunts of my bimbo squad, as I believe I remember you also calling them," she continued.
Desperate to taste her, knowing that the longer I took to answer, the longer I denied my unconditional surrender to not only Olivia but all her posse, the longer it would be before I finally got to taste her, I answered, "I am your peasant, Queen, I do as I am told. After all, I AM their mascot."
"So to clarify, you will suck on Betty's big tits, lick Angela's cunt, lick Carrie's butthole, take a strap-on in the ass by Katrina who, by the way, can't wait to train you and make you serve every member of the senior cheerleading team?" She asked, the list disgusting, yet enthralling; humiliating...my new reality.
"My cunt-licking mouth, my wet pussy and my virgin arse are all yours, my Queen," I answered, shocked at the words that came out of my mouth. I had just degraded myself and announced to the deviant, twisted Olivia that I was an anal virgin, while agreeing to take it up the ass by that bitch Katrina.
"She's an anal virgin," Katrina said, finally speaking. "That makes this so much more delicious."
I sighed to myself both at the reality of what was assumedly bound to happen and by her atrocious use of the English language. I would have mocked her any other time, yet this time I remained silent.
"That is a pleasant surprise," Olivia concurred, before continuing my slow personal humiliation, "but I thought you said that being on your knees begging to belong to me would never happen."
Recalling the conversation from just a few hours ago, when I still thought I was in control, even though my mom was being gangbanged at a frat party, I replied, "I was in denial."
"Of what?" Olivia asked.
"Of everything I guess," I said, unsure how to answer the question, not knowing the answer myself.
"You're a smart girl," Olivia said, her finger going back into her cunt, slowly pumping in and out, as I suddenly felt like I was watching a hypnotist's watch. "Explain how you were in denial."
I sighed, just wanting to taste her, lick her, make her cum, yet I had to play her game first. "I thought I could beat you at your own game; I thought you were just a privileged bitch who needed to be put in her place and I thought I could pull my mother out of the twisted fucked up hold you had on her," I admitted honestly.
"And yet now you are willing to join your mother in this twisted fucked up situation," Olivia said.
"Yes," I admitted, ashamed by the truth of her words, at having lost completely.
"Beg to be my pet, my slut, my cunt-licker, my slave, my peasant," she rattled off, each name both demeaning and erotic at the same time.
My mind a muddled mess, my desire to please and come myself overriding dignity or common sense, I suddenly understood my mother's weakness and unconditional loyalty to Olivia. I turned to Mom, who was behind me watching my submission, and said, "Mom, I forgive you, I understand now."
"Oh honey," Mom said, breaking into a smile for the first time since she arrived here, which somehow made me happy.
"I love you, Mom," I said, before adding, "and I can't wait to join you in servitude to our Mistress."
"Oh, I love you too, Victoria," she replied, tears welling in her eyes. Her words sounded so sincere, and yet were so absurd considering our current situation.
"Beg, bitch," Katrina ordered, breaking the strange moment of intimacy in a night that couldn't spell the word.
I turned to her, wanting to bite her head off, but instead replied, "Yes, Mistress."
"I'm not a queen?" She asked.
"A princess, maybe but there is only one queen," I answered, turning my gaze back to Olivia. I said, my words still seeming to come from some unknown part of my subconscious, "Mistress, Queen, Goddess, may I bow down to you?"
"You may," Olivia said, looking down at me with curiosity.
I bowed down and kissed her foot, Miss Watkins having moved back a few minutes before. Olivia lifted it up and I put her nylon-clad toes in my mouth one at a time. The act, one of complete submission, turned me on as I just wanted to please her like no one, including my mother, had ever pleased her.
Olivia asked, "You like nylons, too?"
"I love them," I answered, as I licked the sole of her foot, a mixture of sweet sweat and nylon.
"Ever fucked yourself on a nylon foot?" she asked.
The thought was instantly a naughty visual in my mind and I replied, "No, my Queen."
Lifting her stocking-clad foot up, Olivia instructed, "Ride my foot."
"Oh, yes Mistress," I agreed, way too eagerly. I stood up, my knees a bit numb, and straddled her foot, suddenly noticing that everyone, including the pets, were watching me. I felt self-conscious, but ignored the brief insecurity, my need to obey and to come taking over. I lowered my cunt onto her foot and began rubbing myself on her foot. It felt so naughty and yet so good that in only a few seconds I could feel a burning inside.
Olivia scolded, "I didn't say rub yourself, I said fuck yourself."
I stopped and asked, "You want to foot fuck me?"
"No, you silly slut, I want you to fuck yourself with my foot," she explained.
I stared at her foot, which was dangling over her left leg and tried to figure out how to get it in my cunt while standing.
Mom touched my back and said, "Turn around and face our Mistress."
"Okay, Mommy," I said, never having used the term 'Mommy' before except to put her in her place.
I almost tripped turning around and straddling the foot the other way as Mom asked, "Mistress Olivia, may I assist?"
"You want to help your daughter fuck herself on my foot?" Olivia asked, obviously loving her victory.
"Yes, Mistress," Mom answered.
"You can help her get my foot inside that slut box of hers, but then I want her to fuck herself," Olivia said.
"Of course, Mistress," Mom nodded, as she knelt down and grabbed Olivia's foot. Looking up at me, she instructed, "Now lower your slut box slowly as I hold our beautiful Mistress's foot."
"Yes, Mommy," I moaned, as I lowered my cunt and felt the nylon covered toes in between my pussy lips.
Mom moved Olivia's foot up and down a few times, making me super fucking horny, before she pushed Olivia's toes into my cunt.
"Oh fuuuuck, Mommy," I moaned, my cunt stretching open wider than it ever had before.
"Now slowly bend your knees down and up until you are riding Olivia's foot like the submissive little slut you are," Mom ordered.
"Oh ooh yes Mommy," I whimpered, not used to being ordered by Mom, although it, too, turned me on.
Olivia, noticing my submissive nature to my mother, said, "Slut Kate, you may get your own live-in submissive yet."
I closed my eyes and focused on trying to ride Olivia's foot and give myself a much needed orgasm. My moans began to increase as I slowly fucked myself on Olivia's toes. I don't know if it was the widening of my cunt, the feeling of the nylon, the complete act of submission or just how horny I was, but in only a minute I was beginning to feel my orgasm rise.
Olivia laughed, "Are you close to coming already?"
"Yeeeees," I moaned.
"Don't you dare come without permission," Olivia threatened.
"Okaaaay," I agreed, even as the orgasm continued to rise.
"You are such a condescending slut," Katrina said.
Angela added, "A pretentious little bitch."
"I didn't even know you knew such wooooords," I whimpered, unable to not be the condescending, pretentious bitch they said I was as I realized she had her camera directed at me.
"Please don't," I begged, suddenly stopping riding Olivia's foot.
Olivia scolded, "Don't you dare stop without permission, you fucking cunt."
"S-s-sorry," I stuttered, feeling overwhelming guilt at upsetting Olivia which was illogical, as I continued fucking myself while assumedly being filmed, which mortified me...yet my orgasm was too close to care about the potential public humiliation at the hands of that bitch.
"Don't let her come, Olivia," Katrina said.
A few more seconds and I was ready to explode and begged, "Queen Olivia, please let your dumb slut come." Why did I call myself dumb?
Her foot moved out of my cunt as she said, "On your knees."
"Please, Mistress," I pleaded even as I obeyed the command.
"No bitch of mine gets to come before I or my guests do," Olivia said, snapping her fingers and pointing to her cunt. "Get to work, Victoria, it is time for 'never' to occur."
I smiled internally at her witty 'never' quip, as I quickly thrust my face between her legs and into her cunt. I licked and was instantly taken aback by her taste. It was surprisingly tangy and I knew that any morning after regret and guilt would be dissipated by the reality that I would drop to my knees and lick her cunt anytime or anyplace. I was addicted. I explored her pussy lips, her clit and, eventually, my tongue darted in and out of her pussy as her moans increased. My own cunt was leaking and begging to be finished off, yet I focused on Olivia's cunt, hoping that getting her off would eventually get me off.
I have no idea how long, I licked, nibbled and explored Olivia's cunt, but her hand on the back of my head, implied she was close. I sucked her clit between my lips and heard her moan, "Don't stop, my slut."



I had no intention of stopping, dying to taste the full blast of her come on my lips and tongue.
I felt hands on my ass and I stopped, startled, but felt my head pushed deeper into Olivia's cunt as I returned to the task at hand. I felt fingers playing with my pussy and then without warning I felt something big, a fist I thought shoved into my cunt. I screamed into Olivia's cunt, feeling a mixture of pleasure and pain, as my cunt was unnaturally widened. I quickly learned it was indeed a fist as I felt fingers wiggling inside me.
With my own cunt being violated, it was hard to stay focused on Olivia's cunt, but I literally had no choice as she began grinding her cunt up and down my face. I extended my tongue and just tried to please her as she fucked my face. I was moaning into her cunt and my mouth was wide open when the gush of pussy cum exploded into my mouth and all over my face. She held my face so tight against her cunt, I couldn't breathe anything but her heavenly scent.
I was just beginning to struggle to breathe when she let go of my head and I screamed, "Oh fuck. I'm so full."
"Do you want to come from Carrie's fist?" Olivia asked.
I didn't even look to confirm it was Carrie as I begged, my breathing so erratic, the sentence took forever to finish, "Oh yes, my Queen...please...let Carrie...fist fuuuuuck... me to...orgasm."
"You can come on five," Olivia said.
"Ooooh, thank you, Mistress," I moaned, thrilled that the long denied orgasm was finally going to occur.
"One, tell me who owns you, Victoria Jones," Olivia started the countdown.
A chill went up my spine at hearing my full name. "Olivia Phillips owns my tongue, cunt and aaaaaaaaaass," I declared, as Carrie filled my cunt again.
"Two, tell us what you are."
"A condescending bitch that has finally learned her place as your slave," I declared, wishing Carrie would fuck my cunt with her hand instead of teasing me.
"Three, tell me something you will do to earn my trust."
"Anythiiiing," I screamed, as Carrie fist fucked me quickly three times.
"I want you to bring me an offering, one of your loser friends," Olivia said.
"Okaaaay, which one do you want," I asked, so far gone I would sell my mother to a Sheik to come.
"Tamara," Olivia said.
Tamara was the minister's daughter and definitely a virgin. She hadn't been on a date, or even kissed a boy. She was cute in a nerdy way; although, she hid her body well with baggy sweaters and long skirts. "She is yours," I offered, although I really had no idea how I would possibly make it happen.
"Four, pull out, Carrie," Olivia instructed. Carrie did as ordered and my whole body quivered with broken anticipation, shaking like an addict who had not had a drink or smoke in a week.
"Oh please...Mistress, you...own me, please," I begged, my brain foggy with self lust.
"All in good time," Olivia shrugged. "I just realized it would be very wrong for you to come before your other Mistresses do, don't you think?"
"Of course, Mistress, that...is...very reasonable," I struggled to say through stunted breath.
"Go finger fuck Betty to orgasm," Olivia instructed.
I reluctantly, with pussy juice running down my legs, crawled to the chubby, huge titted cheerleader who opened her legs and ordered, "Suck my clit while fingering me, bitch."
"Yes, Mistress Betty," I agreed as I leaned forward and took her clit between my lips while I slid two fingers easily inside her. Wanting to get this over with, her scent way less appealing than Olivia's, I finger fucked her fast and hard. Thankfully, in only a couple of minutes I felt her grab my head as she came all over my face.
Backing away, a minute later, I heard Olivia say, "Ready for your punishment, Mother?"
"Please, Olivia, I won't ever betray you again. I'm your Mother."
"Yes, that is why I called you Mother," Olivia sarcastically said, as I turned around to see Olivia was wearing a huge strap-on cock, at least eight inches in length and thick.
Katrina added, also wearing an identical big strap-on cock, "Are you ready, Mother dearest?"
June, my ex-pet saw me watching and glared at me before suggesting, "Why don't you fuck that bitch's ass first?"
"All in good time. She wasn't the one who betrayed me, you were," Katrina replied coldly.
"Both of you, on all fours and stop fucking trying to negotiate or I will really give you a punishment worth complaining out," Olivia threatened, slapping her mother's ass hard.
Both mothers reluctantly obeyed, now each naked except thigh highs, getting on all fours side by side.
Olivia and Katrina got behind their respective mothers as Becka poured lube on Lauren's ass cheeks and Sandrine did the same to June.
"Finger fuck their asses my pets, get their asses lubed really well," Olivia instructed, as she moved to the front of her mother and shoved the plastic cock in her mom's mouth; Katrina, like the follower she was, quickly followed suit.
Both Becka and Sandrine obeyed, coating their fingers with lube and sliding them, rather easily, into the MILF bitches asses.
"Two fingers," Katrina instructed, as she fucked her mom's face with the plastic cock.
Both pets obeyed as they slid a second finger in and began finger fucking them. The MILF's moans were muffled by the cocks fucking their faces, which was undeniably hot.
A couple minutes of face fucking and ass fingering and Olivia pulled out, moved behind her mom and without warning slammed her cock into her mom's ass, all eight inches filling the surprised mom.
"Holy shiiiiiit, pull it out," Lauren screamed and begged, her facial expression priceless.
"Sure," Olivia said, pulling out and then slamming it back in again.
"Please, stoooooooop, you're tearing me apart," Lauren pleaded through tears.
June's eyes were big with fear as her daughter pulled the cock out of her mouth and moved behind her. She begged, "Honey, I'm so sorry, I will never betray yooooooooou." She didn't finish her sentence as Katrina replicated Olivia's harsh entry into her mother's ass.
"Will you ever betray me again?" Olivia asked, as she roughly and literally fucked the shit out of her mom.
"N...n...nev...nev...er," Lauren struggled to get out as the pain in her ass burned through her.
"Please take it out Katrina," June begged. "I will pay you."
"How much?" Katrina asked, stopping with her cock buried deep in her mom's ass.
"Whatever you want," June said.
"I don't know," Katrina said, before pulling out as though she was letting her mom off and then slamming into her again and beginning to fuck her hard while holding her mom's hips.
"Nooooo, fuck, Noooooo, shiiiit," June babbled.
Lauren echoed similar babble as she screamed through clenched teeth, "Olivia, please noooo, I'm so sorrrrry."
Olivia snapped her fingers a few strokes later, they both pulled out, swapped places and started fucking each other's mom.
"We're going to continue to fuck your asses until both of you Mommy-sluts come. You both fucking submitted to that bitch and now you both will pay the price together," Olivia said, really fucking June hard.
"And bitch, what are you doing watching? Do you want some anal discipline too?" Olivia asked me.
"N-n-no," I stuttered, "I was just awaiting your instructions."
"Go eat Angela's asshole while Miss Watkins eats her cunt," Olivia instructed.
I had never tasted an asshole before, nor did I want to, I was really enjoying watching the sodomy of those two bitches who had betrayed me as well, but I obeyed praying I was one step closer to being allowed to come.
Miss Watkins lay on the couch, Angela straddled her and I got behind her, pulled her ass cheeks apart and stared at her small rosebud.
"Switch," I heard Olivia announce again and took a peek at the incestuous action, before returning to the humiliating, disgusting task at hand.
I was about to lean forward when Angela scolded, "Stop staring at my ass and fucking eat it, you fucking British bitch."
Startled and turned on by the usually quiet Angela, I leaned forward between her ass cheeks and began licking her rose bud. "That's better," Angela said, adding, "I expect that tongue in my ass."
"Yes, Mistress Angela," I said, just accepting I was the plaything tonight, and until who knew when, for all of Olivia's bitch friends.
Unlike sucking a cock, or a tit, or licking a cunt, eating an ass, such a twisted, dirty phrase, was completely different. The smell at first was non-existent, but as my tongue slowly bathed her rosebud, the slightest scent, not pungent, but definitely ass was undeniable.
I licked and eventually Angela's rosebud softened and I began to try to use my tongue as a cock. It was awkward, difficult and degrading, but strangely, I loved it.
I would have loved to have watched the incest scene, but I did get to hear it.
Olivia and Katrina switched three more times and their moms' painful screams and whimpers had begun to shift to moans.
Olivia asked, "Is Mommy finally enjoying a cock in her ass?"
"Yeeeees," Lauren moaned.
Angela began grinding her cunt on Miss Watkins' face, her ass bouncing into my face with each backwards movement. Her breathing increased and she screamed a few moments later, "Oooooooh, yes."
I kept licking her butthole as she came on Miss Watkins' face.
I felt my head pulled back as Carrie pushed me onto my back, straddled my face and lowered her trimmed cunt onto my face. I had no choice but to lick her cunt. Awkwardly, I licked her already very wet pussy, although I couldn't move much to explore. Also, her legs covered my ears, so I couldn't really hear the incest scene other their moans. After a couple of minutes, I moved my head up as far as I could, found her clit and began flicking it repetitively. Her legs twitched each time I flicked her clit and suddenly she began bouncing up and down on my face. My head was bounced around like a Raggedy Ann doll as Carrie came all over my face. I was just along for the ride as her pussy juice coated my face.
Thankfully, she got off me, just as I was beginning to have trouble breathing.
"I can't take much more of this," Lauren whimpered.
"Then come," Olivia instructed.
"I caaaan't," Lauren replied frustrated.
"Want your cunt licked?" Olivia asked.
"God, yes," Lauren replied, as her daughter continued to ream her ass.
"Becka and Kate get over here, crawl under these Mommy ass sluts and eat their old wrinkled cunts," I heard Olivia order.
"Yes, Mistress," both pets answered in unison.
I watched, only having Katrina left to service, who was currently preoccupied with fucking her mom's ass.
Soon both of my former pets were breathing heavy, Becka and Mom pushing the new ass sluts to the edge of euphoria, creating a double sensation of pleasure.
"Come, Mommy-sluts," Olivia ordered.
"Eat my cunnnnt," June demanded, obviously close to orgasmic bliss.
"My clit, swallow my fucking clit," Lauren moaned.
Both well trained pets did an excellent job as the two MILF ass sluts sounded like hyenas as they screamed, howled and moaned as the double pleasure brought them close to volcanic eruption, but not over the top.
Eventually June screamed, "Fuuuuuck," as she collapsed onto the floor shaking uncontrollably. Katrina continued fucking her ass because Lauren hadn't come yet.
Lauren moaned, "So close."
June begged, the pleasure too much, "Please stop fucking meee."
"Not until your partner in betrayal comes too," Olivia said.
"Fucking come, Lauren," June snapped, her body still trembling uncontrollably as her daughter continued thrusting deep into her.
Lauren, desperate to come, began bucking her ass back to meet the powerful thrusts of her Mistress daughter even as her breathing got more erratic. The scene was hot as hell, as was the continual drilling of June, who was begging her daughter to stop. "I can't take it any moooooore."
Finally, it happened. "Oh God, oh God, oh God, yeeeeees Mistress," Lauren screamed as the inevitable orgasm ripped through her very being, although unlike June who collapsed, Lauren, being the insatiable slut she is, continued fucking herself on the plastic cock filling her back door.
"Pull out, pull out, pull out," June pleaded and Katrina obliged. June immediately rolled over onto her back. Her breathing was still erratic and made worse by the fact that Betty straddled her face.
Katrina looked at me and said, "Ready for your training to start, slut?"
"Yes, Mistress," I agreed.
"But I thought I was a bimbo?" she asked.
"Teach me my place," I replied.
"Oh, that I plan to do," Katrina smiled, her facial expression and tone implying she had already considered this moment. "But first, fucking my Mom really got me revved up. Crawl to me and eat me like I have envisioned you doing for such a long fucking time."
"Yummy," I said, like a bimbo, as I crawled to her, passed a still self-fucking Lauren which was very impressive, as Katrina took off the strap-on cock.
"Get licking bitch," Katrina ordered when I reached her.
"Yes, Mistress," I eagerly agreed, no longer seeing the bimbo bitch I hated, but rather another cunt to please on my journey to final submission to Olivia.
It was awkward, licking her while she was standing, yet I just focused on getting her off as quickly as possible with the hope I would be allowed to come.
"You look really good eating cunt, Victoria," Katrina said, as I began licking her very wet pussy lips.
"Thank you," I replied, as ludicrous as it sounded, her taste surprisingly sweet.
For a few minutes, I just licked and licked, her moans slowly increasing in intensity, when suddenly she grabbed the back of my head and began to use my face to spank her clit. My face bounced into her cunt and then was pulled away and then pushed back in her cunt.
"Oh yes, do you like face fuuucking me," Katrina said.
"Yes," I answered awkwardly as I was moved back and forth like a yoyo.
Then she held my head hard against her wetness as she came seconds later. I eagerly lapped her cum as it streamed out of her and into my mouth. Finally she pushed me away, making me fall backwards onto my ass.
Olivia was back on the couch with a video camera while everybody else was wearing strap-on cocks. I immediately knew I was about to be in for one long ride, both metaphorically and physically.
"Still want to come?" Olivia asked.
"Yes, Mistress," I replied, despite the realization that my lesbian gangbang was going to be filmed.
"All three holes?" Olivia asked.
"Are yours," I replied, finishing her sentence.
"Even your virgin ass?" she asked.
"They're yours to do with as you please," I answered, giving myself mind and body to someone who just over an hour ago I had come to crush.
Betty laid on the ground and ordered, "Straddle me, slut."
I quickly crawled to her and devoured the plastic cock with my cunt.
"Holy shit, you are more obedient than your whore mother," Olivia laughed.
I felt hands on my ass and turned to see that Lauren was pouring lube on my ass crack. She said, "Payback is a bitch."
My head was grabbed and a cock was shoved in my mouth as Angela said, "Let's keep this cock in your mouth to avoid hearing you scream," as she began slowly moving her cock in and out of my mouth.
I felt the warm lube between my ass cheeks, fingers poking inside my ass, creating a small burn. Then Olivia said, "Just fuck her, Mom. Her ass will get used to it...eventually."
My eyes went wide as I prepared for the pain I knew was about to come. I felt a cock in-between my ass cheeks, and then, slowly, Lauren began pushing forward, widening my tight virgin ass, before suddenly slamming forward just as the cock in my mouth pushed forward too and I gagged as my screams of intense pain were indeed muffled by the big cock choking me. I had assumed a cock in my ass would hurt, but as Lauren began pumping the cock in and out of my searing back door, I thought I was going to die. There was no pleasure, just an undeniable pain. Suddenly, Betty began bucking up, timing her thrusts with Lauren and soon I was being fucked by three cocks simultaneously.
Thankfully, Betty fucking my cunt created some pleasure down below and by rekindling the fire in my cunt; it began to distract me from the pain in my ass.
Olivia asked, "Enjoying yourself, my slut?"
Angela pulled the cock out of my mouth and I struggled to answer, "God, yes."
Laughter echoed around me as I was sodomized and humiliated by the cheerleaders and my ex-MILF pet as the plastic cock was shoved roughly back in my mouth.
The next few minutes, all three cocks pumped in and out of me and the longer I was fucked in the ass the more accustomed I got to it. The pain still hadn't faded, but slowly a tingling pleasure began to build.
Suddenly Olivia yelled, "Next."
The cocks were pulled out of my ass and my mouth. Then just as quickly, new cocks filled both of my briefly empty holes. Betty stopped bucking her cock in my cunt, as the other cocks slowly moved in and out, as if slowing down to deliberately deny me the orgasm that had just begun rising in me.
Olivia instructed, "No orgasm until everyone has had a turn."
I sighed on the cock, knowing there were eleven women here and only five had had a turn in me.
For a couple more minutes, I was slowly fucked, which was frustrating as it was a constant tease, bringing me slight pleasure and yet not enough to build up to a fevered frenzy. The pain in my ass, thankfully, was almost non-existent now.
"Switch," Olivia said, and quickly two cocks left and two more cocks replaced them.
This time they both slammed forward filling both my ass and mouth completely causing me to gag again and reviving the blunt pain in my ass. They kept their cocks buried in me before pulling out, waiting a few excruciating seconds, before slamming into me again, repeating the hard, deep rough thrusts, and then waiting anywhere from three to ten seconds before pulling out. After a few deep strokes, Betty joined in and again I was being deeply filled by three cocks. The pleasure began to rise slowly but not enough to do more than fan the flames.
"Switch," Olivia called out again as I realized, seven down only four to go.
As the cock was pulled out of my mouth, I saw that Mom was pleasuring Angela and it was Becka who was now going to fuck my face. I again felt hands on my ass and heard the undeniable British accent of Miss Watkins order, "Fuck yourself on my cock, time for a good dogging."
I pondered the use of dogging, a British term for sex in a public place, usually outside, yet I guess being ass fucked and used by eleven women was pretty public, particularly as it was being videotaped. I, of course, obeyed, and slowly began moving back on the cock onto my ass and then moving forward to swallow Becka's cock in front of me.
I slowly got in a rhythm as I buried one cock in my ass and then the other in my mouth, the whole while the cock in my cunt continuing to tease me.
"Faster, slut," Becka ordered, surprising the shit out of me, but I obeyed, beginning to really fuck myself on both the plastic cocks.
I was just getting into a perfect rhythm, just beginning to really enjoy myself, getting ass fucked now all pleasure, my ass finally accustomed to being so full, when Olivia announced, "Final switch."
As the cocks left my burning, hungry holes, I felt my hair grabbed and saw that it was Katrina who was about to drag me to the couch. I tried to follow as best I could as she threw me on my back, my head bouncing off the side of the couch. Katrina ordered, "Move up so your head is resting on the top of the arm."
I quickly obeyed.



Olivia asked, "Finally ready to cum, our slut?"
"Oh God yes," I answered, my need to come overpowering after all this humiliation, fucking, serving and teasing.
Olivia joined me on the couch with a ten inch strap-on, bigger than anything else I had ever had in my cunt or ass. She grabbed my legs and pushed them backwards towards my shoulders before instructing me, "Hold your ankles and don't you dare fucking let go."
"Yes, Mistress," I agreed, grabbing my ankles, thankful for all the years of gymnastics.
Olivia moved on top of me and slid the massive cock into my dripping cunt.
"Oh yeeeeees, fuck your British slut," I screamed, my long bubbling orgasm beginning to rise again as she pumped my cunt with the massive cock.
After a half dozen deep full thrusts, the cock reaching depths inside me never before explored, she pulled out and quickly shoved the long thick cock in my ass.
"Hollllly shiiiiit," I screamed, the return of the intense burn killing my growing orgasm.
"I am going to go back and forth between your two gaping fuck holes until you come, Victoria. No matter how long it takes." Olivia informed me.
Katrina added, as she straddled me, and shoved her plastic cock in my mouth, "And I am going to fuck your face like the dirty whore you are."
My mouth full, my head in a position I couldn't move, the plastic cock gagged me thrust after thrust.
Olivia's cock in my ass pumped in and out, the pain never disappearing at all. For the next few minutes it was like living through a sexual version of Groundhog Day, that funny Bill Murray movie my mom loves, as it was six deep hard thrusts in my cunt, just enough to start the bubbling in my cunt and then six equally hard deep thrusts in my ass that burned like hell. All the while, I continued to be viciously face fucked by Katrina.
Ever so slowly, my ass began to get used to being filled by ten inches of cock and my orgasm began to build.
Olivia started listing all the things she had planned for me, which only increased my pleasure as the thought of giving myself to her mind, body and soul, was a major turn-on, crazy considering my state of mind less than two hours ago.
"Oh Victoria, my little British slave, I have such grand plans for you. Eating each of us out on the bus, including Coach Williams," Olivia began. Coach Williams was a pretty, stern, black physical education teacher who disliked me strongly for not trying out for any sports teams even though I was quite athletic. "Of course, the bus driver will also need to be served with a blow job or a quick, what do you British tarts call fucking? Oh yes, a shag."
Changing to my ass, she continued with her master plan for me. "You will bring me a new pet every month and at least one of them will be a teacher. You will be the glory hole cocksucker at prom and at the grad party since your reputation will no longer matter you will be naked in the living room and all three of your holes will be offered to all our graduating classmates."
The litany of future submissions should have stirred fear and common sense in me. Yet in my state of undeniable hunger my mind was not remotely rational as I was caught in a tsunami of lust.
Olivia again switched to my cunt as my orgasm continued to build.
Katrina pulled out of my mouth, and asked, "Do you accept Mistress Olivia's plans for you?"
As Olivia pounded my cunt, I moaned loudly, "Yeeeeesssss."
"Are you close, Victoria," Olivia asked.
"Yes, Mistress, sooooo close," I whimpered, as she again pulled out of my cunt and again filled my ass.
Katrina pinched my nipples and demanded, "Come you stupid slut."
"Yeeees, I'm your slut," I moaned, my orgasm so close I could taste it and yet refusing to reach the fevered pitch needed to push me over the edge.
"Stupid slut," Katrina corrected.
"Yesssss, I'm your stupid slut," I said, disparaging myself.
"And a bitch," Katrina continued.
"Yeeees, a fucking bitch," I agreed, as the cock filled my cunt again.
Suddenly, as my cunt was getting fucked, Olivia grabbed my ankles and spread my legs wide, and I looked down to see my Mom licking my clit.
I moaned, "Yes, Mommy, lick your slutty daughter's cunt."
A couple strokes later, the dam holding my orgasm back exploded and I screamed, "Yeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeessssssssssssss."
The rush of pleasure coursed through my very being as Olivia continued fucking my cunt, past the usual six teasing strokes, and my mom continued to lick my clit. The orgasm seemed to be endless as rush after rush of pleasure riddled my body.
Unfortunately, after a couple of minutes, the greatest orgasm in my life began to fade away and the harsh reality of my submission came to light. My brain no longer fogged by uncontrollable lust, I couldn't believe I had given in so easily.
Just as I was thinking about how I failed Mom, she moved up and kissed me, my cum on her lips. She whispered, "I love you Victoria."
"I love you too, Mom," I smiled, remembering that my submission came with a positive. Mother and I were again together, albeit twistedly so.
Olivia, pulling out of my cunt, said to my mother, "Slut, you may go home or sleep over, whatever you wish. Victoria, you will go home with Katrina and live with her for the week as she trains you."
"Yes, Mistress," I agreed, petrified of what Katrina perceived as training, even as my cunt tingled with anticipation.
Katrina pulled me up, put a collar on me with a leash and tugged. Naked except for thigh highs, I was led out of the house, into the dark evening, and to her car. My head spinning with consequence, potential and change, I wondered if I had ever even had a chance to defeat Olivia. It seemed unlikely in retrospect and it no longer mattered, I was hers now and although at times of clarity I cursed my weakness, I wouldn't have it any other way.
Epilogue:
The next couple of months, I did indeed pleasure every cheerleader on the bus, including Coach Williams, who kept me in her hotel room for a night of lengthy submission (she loved getting her ass licked and probed), and the bus driver who loved shooting his load down my throat. I also pleased the cheerleaders after every practice, washing their bodies in the shower, licking their salty sweaty pussies, tits and feet, and occasionally cleaning their pussies after they peed.
I did seduce and bring Tamara to Olivia as well as another friend Skyler. Lastly, although it was a challenge, I also brought her Mrs. Potter, my chemistry teacher.
At prom, I was in a stall in the boy's bathroom which had a glory hole where I sucked over fifty cocks, before taking five in my cunt and the last five in my ass.
Lastly, at the graduation party, I was revealed as the submissive, slut I was when I was gangbanged by dozens of guys, as well as eating a couple dozen cunts.
The following fall, I went to college with Olivia where I became the sorority pet for the next four years, serving all my sorority sisters night and day and sleeping in my pet house (which was a large dog house), unless a sister allowed me to sleep with her.
When Olivia married, I moved in with her and became her full service maid. Besides pleasuring Mistress and Master, I also did all the duties of a maid.
Today, I am carrying their child. Olivia did not want to have her perfect body ruined by carrying a child and thus I was instructed to carry their child. I am currently seven months pregnant and am about to make my fourth pregnant porn film; apparently that is a popular niche online. The first was a gangbang video, the second a lesbian orgy with fisting, the third an incest video with Mom that is apparently going viral and today another gangbang, this time with all black college students.
Getting dressed in a wedding dress for the scene, I looked into the mirror and barely recognized myself. I had become exactly what Olivia said I was and...as I mentioned before...I wouldn't have it any other way.
THE END of OLIVIA WINS...
AUTHOR'S FINAL NOTE:
This story was a lot of fun to write. But as Team Victoria and Team Olivia camps began to form the pressure to write a great ending was slightly overwhelming. That said, I think, I hope, I did so with the three alternate endings.
So please comment on which of the three alternate endings you liked the best (on the assumption you liked one the best):
Catching Mommy: Victoria Wins
Catching Mommy: Win Win For All
Lastly, thanks for supporting this and all my other stories through your comments, e-mails and votes.
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Catching Up! A crash course reminder of what happened previously in the Catching Mommy series:
Part 1: A Shocking Secret: An 18-year-old English girl transplanted to Boston, Victoria, stays home sick one day and accidentally learns that her proud, dignified, lawyer Mom is a submissive lesbian to another 18-year-old girl. To make matters worse her Mom's Mistress is none other than Victoria's arch-enemy. (Don't deny it, if you are a female you had one in high school too!!)
Part 2: Blackmailing a MILF: Shocked by Olivia's attack on her mother and her disgusting attitude, Victoria decides to get revenge by blackmailing her arch-enemy's Mother and making her a lesbian sub. (They say revenge is a dish best served sweaty and hot!!)
Part 3: Creating a Slut: Victoria announces to her Mom, she is a lesbian, as she begins to set up her Mother for the inevitable seduction. Meanwhile, her Mom begins her own plan to seduce her daughter. Lastly, Victoria continues the training of her new pet...her arch enemy's Mother and her own mother's Mistress.
Part 4: Daughter's Domme: Victoria confronts her mother about her dark secret and makes her Mother her personal submissive.
Part 5: Housewife Lesbians: Victoria is betrayed by her mother; Victoria briefly weakens when confronted at school by Olivia; Victoria learns her best friend is also a submissive plaything to Olivia; after seeing her mother again dominated by her nemesis, Victoria seeks revenge by videotaping Olivia's mother and another MILF in very compromising positions.
Part 6: Protecting Slut-Mom: Victoria forces her mother to make a choice; Victoria party crashes Olivia's father's birthday supper with erotic and surprising results; Olivia is briefly made speechless; a MILF sub is gangbanged at a frat house in front of many; Olivia and Victoria meet face to face both confident they can turn the other.
And now...finally... the exciting conclusion(s) of Catching Mommy: Win Win For All.
I walked into Becka's house and announced, "I'm here bitch."
"Please come in," Olivia said, her tone surprisingly polite, instantly catching me off guard.
I walked into the living room and was surprised to see there was only Katrina, Becka and Olivia there. Katrina and Becka were sitting on one couch, while Olivia had the other to herself. They were watching the Real Housewives of Beverly Hills, which seemed just about right. Olivia said, looking at Becka and Katrina, "You two, go pick up a pizza."
"What kind, Mistress?" Becka asked.
"What do you like on your pizza?" Olivia asked me.
"I don't really plan to stay long enough to eat," I said, still glaring at her.
"Well, in case you are still here, what kind?" Olivia asked.
Becka answered for me, "She likes cheese pizza."
"Good. Get two pizzas, the usual and a cheese," Olivia ordered, in her usual bossy persona.
"Of course, Mistress," Becka nodded. Katrina looked confused at being sent away, but like the follower she was, she just obeyed.
Once they were gone, Olivia stood up and walked to me. She said, "I am actually very impressed by you, Victoria."
I was taken aback by her soft tone and what seemed to be a compliment. Yet, I knew her well enough to know that such niceness was most likely a part of some devious plan. "How so?" I asked, waiting for the attack or insult.
"You played the game very well," Olivia said.
"The game?" I questioned.
"This has all been a game, every seduction is," she continued.
"It didn't feel like a game to me," I countered, annoyed by her flippant attitude to all the life changing impacts she had on others.
"You are a lot stronger than I anticipated," she continued.
"You mean I didn't drop to my knees and beg to please you like some slutty bimbo?" I sarcastically replied.
"Truthfully, yes," Olivia smiled, softly. "I am used to getting my way."
"I can see that," I replied.
"But you," she said, "you were strong enough to resist my full-scale assault."
"I have a mind of my own," I said.
"So I've learned, which is why I have such a new found respect for you," Olivia continued the unexpected flattery.
"You respect me?" I questioned, surprised and yet still not trusting her.
"More than you could ever know," Olivia answered. Suddenly she looked slightly nervous. After a brief pause, she revealed, "The whole seduction of your mom was to get to you."
"Really? Why?" I asked.
"Yet, instead of being drawn into the web I had woven, you counter-punched by blackmailing my mother," she continued, before adding, with a rueful smile, "which was an impressive play, by the way."
"I didn't realize I was playing a game, I was trying to protect my mother," I explained.
"Which is even more impressive," Olivia said.
"How?" I asked, confused by this whole conversation.
"Because I finally found someone who is my equal," Olivia said.
"Pardon?" I asked, still sensing some grand scheme to this strange sincerity.
"I will be honest," Olivia said. "I seduced and dominated your mom to get to you."
"Why?" I asked again.
"Well you were pretentious, didn't follow the school's social hierarchy and you were a threat to me," Olivia admitted.
"I was a threat to you?" I scoffed. "You run the school and I knew that before I learned of your submissive lesbian following."
"Yes, but you didn't care and that pissed me off at first. Thus when the opportunity presented itself to train your mom, I saw a bigger opportunity," Olivia admitted.
"To get to me?" I asked.
"Yes, to put you in your place," Olivia admitted. "But the longer the game was played, the more I respected you and after our confrontation tonight at the frat house, I was sure of it."
"Sure of what?" I asked, this implied innuendo driving me nuts.
"That you are my equal," Olivia repeated, before adding, "and together we can be way more powerful than either of us can be alone."
"You're serious?" I asked, cautiously intrigued yet still not buying it completely.
"Is this serious?" She asked as she leaned forward and kissed me.
At first I froze, stunned by the way this supposed confrontation had transpired, but her lips were so soft, her kiss so tender, that my defenses weakened and I began to tentatively return the kiss. At first it was tentative, yet the longer the kiss lasted the more aggressive and passionate it became. It was me, who first began to explore her mouth, but she quickly replicated my sudden aggressiveness and soon our tongues were dancing in each other's mouth.
Finally, I broke the kiss, my mind a muddled mess of 'what the fuck'. I asked, looking into her hypnotic eyes, "you want a partnership?"
"Actually," she said, taking a deep breath and looking completely nervous, quite the opposite of her usual confident aggressive nature. "I want a relationship," she finally said.
I was floored. I didn't know what to say. Finally, I asked, "Like girlfriend and girlfriend?"
"Yes," she said. She actually reminded me at that moment of Julia Roberts in that great American movie filmed in London 'Notting Hill' when she tries to tell Hugh Grant she loves him.
"Like walking down the hallway at school holding hands?" I asked, knowing she would never risk her popularity.
"If you want," she said, "although I'd rather keep it between us and our pets. No reason causing a stir at school. Plus I do like a nice cock once and a while."
"I don't believe it," I said, still unable to fathom her suggestion.
"Let me prove it to you," Olivia said, taking my hand and leading me to a couch. "Sit down," she ordered.
I did, not out of obedience, but out of intrigue.
"Pull out your phone," she said.
I reached for my phone and pulled it out as she dropped to her knees in front of me.
"Take pictures while I massage your feet, suck on your toes through your nylons and, if you allow me, lick your cunt," Olivia said, as she lifted up my foot and took off my right heel.
In a million years, even if I had a trillion fantasies, none would have started like this. Yet, as it happened live in front of me, my cunt burned with intensity and need. I watched, transfixed with Olivia's beauty as she began to massage my foot.
"Take pictures, Victoria," Olivia said. "As many as you like. I want you to have blackmail evidence on me to show you I am serious."
I began taking pictures as she ever so gently massaged my calf, ankle, sole and toes. As she leaned forward to suck on my toes, I switched to video and filmed my arch enemy, my mother's mistress, pleasuring my foot. "Have you ever been submissive before?" I asked.
"I've never even been on my knees," she answered, looking straight into the camera, before adding, "but for you Victoria, I will do anything."
"Anything?" I asked, the word so expansive it was impossible to be true.
"Ask away," she said as she moved to my other foot and replicated the dedicated attention to my foot.
"Have you had anal sex?" I asked.
"Yes, my dad's business partner took it a couple months ago at a retreat after catching his wife eating my cunt," Olivia admitted, knowing full well she was still on camera.
"Did you enjoy it?" I asked.
"Hurt like hell at first, but once I made his bitch wife lick my cunt it began feeling okay, then good and then amazing," Olivia answered, as she massaged the sole of my foot, licking the sweat off the silky nylon.
"Ever fucked yourself with fruits or vegetables?" I asked.
"Can't say I have, I usually have a girl eagerly willing to get me off whether I am at home, work or school," she answered.
"You get eaten out at school?" I asked.
"Every day," She said, sliding her tongue from the bottom of my heel up to my toes.
"By who?" I asked, curious as hell, before adding, "besides Becka."
"Oh, there are a few," Olivia smiled playfully, as she bit my toe through the nylon.
"Tell me," I ordered, my voice stern.
"Do you trust me?" She asked, looking up at me.
"I am beginning to," I admitted, her worshipping of my feet both sweet and erotic.
"To show I trust you, I will tell you their names," Olivia said. "If you decide to work with me they will be your pets too,"
The idea of a bunch of high school girls doing as I told them was an instant turn on, a plethora of attractive girls, cute nerds and stuck-up bitches popping into my head.
She sucked on a toe and then revealed a name. "Amber Kennedy."
Amber was the daughter of our state senator and mostly kept to herself; she had run for school president and won. She always wore business skirts and always wore her hair back. She was an intriguing seduction. "That must be a good story."
"Oh it is," she smiled, before adding, "Mrs. Baker," before sucking my second toe between her lips.
Mrs. Baker was our school councillor and about as nerdy as a teacher comes, but in a cute way. Yet, the fact that Olivia even had a teacher submissive only enhanced the appeal of joining up with her.
Before moving to my middle toe, she continued her list of submissive pets, "My most recent is my mother. Thanks by the way."
"Pardon?" I asked, surprised by this one.
"After you left, I made her serve me and tell me the whole story of how she submitted to you," Olivia answered.
"Didn't your dad wonder where you two were for so long?"
"He has long ago given up on understanding women," she shrugged, spending extra time on my middle toe.
"All men should do that," I joked.
"Agreed," Olivia said moving to my fourth toe. "Tabitha Pollington."
Tabitha was yet another surprise. She was the star of our girls' basketball team, and was dating Ethan James, the star of the boy's team, and she was black, not that there is anything wrong with that. A mixture of Beyonce and Halle Berry she was one of the most beautiful girls I had ever seen...in real life or in pictures.
"She was the second hardest to break after you," Olivia said.
"I was never broken," I pointed out.
"True enough," she smiled. "But once I broke past her hard exterior she became the most submissive little slave I have ever had, including your mother."
"Wow, I want to hear that story some day," I said.
"You can hear her tell you herself if you wish. She is your slave, too, now," Olivia said. "By the way, she likes being called slave."
Although that seemed racist, the thought of having Tabitha, one of the hottest girls I have ever seen in real life as my slave, made my cunt tingle.
Finally, reaching my pinkie toe, she left the biggest surprise for last, "Miss Watkins."
I gasped. Miss Watkins was a first year English teacher who I had befriended because she too was from England. She was a very attractive woman and all the boys drool over her and her very European fashion sense.
"Plus, after getting her, I knew I had to have you too. The accent itself is a major turn-on," Olivia admitted, as she moved between my legs and asked, looking straight at my phone which was still filming, "Want to film me eating your cunt?"
Suddenly deciding to get the most out of Olivia's surprise submission, I ordered, as I opened my legs to showcase my cunt, "Beg, Olivia, beg to pleasure me."
Olivia didn't hesitate, which made all her earlier promises and suggestions suddenly believable, as she responded, "Victoria, may I eat that sweet cunt of yours?"
"Would that be good enough begging, if those were your pet's words to you?" I questioned, wanting to see if I could push her further.
Olivia smiled, "You really are a devious one." She kissed my inner thigh before looking up and saying, "Mistress Victoria, can your eager bitch, hungry cunt-licker earn your trust by eating that cunt of yours until you come all over my face?"
This declaration turned me on and I stood up, slid out of my leather skirt before sitting back down and offering her my wet cunt.
"Crotchless pantyhose, hmmmm," Olivia purred.
I grabbed her head and pulled her into my wetness. It was obvious, as she tentatively licked my cunt, it was not something she had done much. Her style was awkward and all over the place, yet she made up for it with her eagerness. I asked, after a few minutes of her licking me, "You don't do this much, do you?"
Looking up at me, her lips shining with my wetness, she said, "This is only the third time I have ever eaten a pussy. I have learned that to keep your pets in their rightful place it must be a one way street."
"Who have you eaten?" I asked.
"No one you know, truthfully," she said, looking sad.
I put my phone down and demanded, "Tell me."
"The first was just a camp councillor last summer, but while in Europe at Christmas I met a girl from England named Meredith and," she said, showing a sensitivity and emotion I had never seen in her before, "I fell hard."
"You have a thing for English women," I asked.
"That I do," she smiled, moving up and kissing me again. I could taste my own pussy juice on her lips just as the front door opened. Not moving away, she asked, "Are you in?"
"Definitely," I smiled, "plus, I need you to finish what you started," pushing her shoulders down and back between my legs.
Olivia buried her head in my pussy just as her two submissives came into the room and froze on the spot at seeing us in such an act.
Katrina gasped and said, glaring at me, "What is going on here?"
"Isn't it obvious, Olivia is eating my cunt," I answered adding, "you really are not all that bright are you?"
"You fucking bitch," Katrina snapped back.
Olivia moved out from between my legs and ordered, "Slut, get on your knees now."
Becka, holding the pizza, dropped to her knees, while Katrina looked at her, bewildered by what she was witnessing.
"No, not you Becka, the other slut," Olivia said, her firm don't-fuck-with-me glare, now aimed directly at Katrina...the same glare that had been aimed at me just a couple of hours ago. Was it really two hours ago that I was watching my mom get gangbanged at a frat house? Two hours since Olivia and I were face to face challenging each other like in the old west. Yet, now, Olivia, my enemy and my mom's mistress, was licking my pussy and trying to recruit me to join her.
"You're not serious?" Katrina said, her tone as sour as vinegar.
"Do I ever joke about discipline?" Olivia asked.
Katrina glared at me and then reluctantly lowered herself to the floor.
"Good choice. Now crawl between your new Mistress's legs and finish what I started," Olivia ordered.
I opened my legs wide and added, "Yes, my little cheerleading bitch, come serve your new Mistress."
Katrina was furious and she looked over to Olivia one more time, as if hoping this was some kind of sick, twisted joke.
"Starting now, Victoria is my girlfriend and everything that is mine is now hers, too. Is that clear, my pets?"
Becka instantly agreed, "Of course."
Katrina still couldn't believe what she was hearing. Olivia repeated, her tone clearly showing her annoyance, "Is that fucking clear?"
"Y-y-yes," Katrina stuttered, her eyes big with sudden fear.
"Now get your ass between Mistress Victoria's legs and beg to serve her," Olivia sternly ordered. "Becka, go get us some plates for the pizza."
Becka nodded as she went to the kitchen while Katrina began the crawl of shame. It was easily the most satisfying moment so far, watching this bitch submit to me. Reaching me, I ordered, "Beg to pleasure me."
Katrina's glare seemed frozen on her face as she begrudgingly said, "May I please lick your cunt?"
Olivia slapped her ass and ordered, "Obey her with respect or you will be punished."
Again Katrina's eyes went big and I was instantly curious what kind of punishments Olivia had handed out to disobedient pets, besides the ones I already knew about that she'd given to my mother.



"S-s-sorry Mistress," Katrina stuttered looking back at Olivia, before turning to me and begging with much more conviction, "Mistress Victoria, please may your new slutty bitch serve you?"
"Better," I smiled, snapping my fingers and pointing to my cunt.
She crawled the last few inches and buried her face in my very needy, wet cunt.
Olivia said, "She is pretty good at it. Despite her strong exterior, she is quite submissive."
Becka brought out the plates and served us pizza and poured us drinks.
"Thank you Becka," I said, as Becka handed me my plate.
"You're welcome, Mistress," Becka nodded.
"Becka, to you I am just Victoria," I clarified.
She smiled, "Sounds good."
"Of course, I hope to still have you between my legs and me between yours," I added, smiling.
"I look forward to that," Becka said, before serving pizza to Olivia.
I ate pizza, while Katrina ate me. While eating, I asked Olivia, "Is slut Katrina an arse slut?"
"No, I believe she is an arse virgin," Olivia said, before adding, "isn't that right, slut?"
Hearing Olivia say arse was fucking hot and only enhanced the excitement of the evening.
Katrina looked up and said, her eyes showing her fear of my intent, "Yes, Mistresses."
"Should we change that?" I asked, looking at Katrina.
"Please no, I will obey all your orders," Katrina pleaded.
"I was asking Olivia, not you, cunt-licker," I said coldly, grabbing her hair and pulling her roughly back to the task at hand.
"She has shown signs of forgetting her place," Olivia said.
"And greatly disrespected me today, and almost every day since I moved here," I added.
"Becka, go get your toy box," Olivia instructed.
"You have a toy box, Becka?" I asked.
"Of course," she said.
"Shit Becka to think all the times I was over here and instead of doing homework or watching movies, we could have been playing with your toy box," I said. "I'm not impressed, Becka."
"I promise to make it up to you," Becka said, as she winked and left the room.
My own orgasm rising, Katrina a lot better at eating cunt than Olivia, I held the back of her head and began rubbing my cunt up and down all over her face...trying to humiliate her even more by fucking her face like the cheap slut she was.
Just as Becka returned with a box of toys, I came hard, covering Katrina's face.
Finally letting go of Katrina's head a minute later, as Becka pulled out a strap-on cock, I said, "We finally found something you are actually good at, slut."
"Thank you, Mistress," Katrina replied. I think being civil to avoid the threat that her ass was going to get fucked.
I stood up and Olivia handed me the strap-on cock that Becka had just given her.
"For me?" I asked.
"Allow it to be my one hour anniversary gift to you, Katrina's arse," Olivia said.
I looked into her eyes and said, "It is a great gift and exactly what I wanted." I leaned in and kissed her.
Katrina pleaded, "Please not my ass. I'll do anything."
"Shut up, or we will do it without lube," Olivia threatened. "Becka get our new arse slut ready for her sodomy."
Becka nodded, "Of course, Mistress," and reached into the box for an absurdly large bottle of lube.
Olivia helped me with the strap-on cock before whispering in my ear, "Fuck the shit out of her."
"Oh, that's the plan," I nodded, as she nibbled playfully on my ear.
"Finger her arse, Becka. Get her slut arse ready for my big plastic cock," I requested.
Becka nodded and slid not one, but two fingers in Katrina's ass.
"Ooooooh," Katrina groaned, as Becka filled her arse with her fingers and began slowly finger fucking her.
Olivia continued teasing my ear, as she whispered, "I can't wait to go seduce and dominate straight mommies, bitchy teachers, and innocent nerds with you."
"Hmmmm, so many potential submissives, so little time," I joked.
Turning me around and looking into my eyes, "We have all the time in the world Victoria. I mean it, I want you and I want to be more than just tag team Mistresses, I want a relationship."
"Who wears the pants?" I asked, smiling.
"Neither of us," she laughed. "We both always wear skirts and stockings, of course."
"Great minds think alike," I said, kissing her again.
"Now go and use your present," Olivia said.
I moved behind Katrina who was still kneeling from when she was between my legs. "Get your arse up on the couch," I instructed, with a firm slap.
She obeyed, surprisingly without any glare. I flipped up her skirt, put my hands on her hips and rubbed my plastic cock between her cheeks. I could tell she was tense as Becka coated my plastic cock with extra lube.
"Ready, slut?" I asked, my cockhead at her rosebud.
"I-I-I guess," she stuttered, clearly dreading what was about to happen to her, but accepting the reality.
"Beg me to take your arse and be believable or your punishment will be a train of the chess club taking turns depositing a load in your arse," I threatened.
"Good one," Olivia said. "Why didn't I think of those virgins?"
Katrina begged, suddenly realizing I was just as strong and twisted as Olivia, "Mistress Victoria please take my anal virginity. Destroy my ass with your big cock and teach me my place as your ass slut."
"Just like your mother," I added, impressed by her response.
"Yeeeeeeeeeees," she screamed, as I began pushing forward and widening her tight arse.
As I watched the cock disappear into her arse, I smiled widely with great satisfaction at making this bitch pay. I had wanted to crush Olivia, but now, after her declaration I was confused. Reflecting back now, there is no doubt I found her attractive. My cunt got wet whenever we had confrontations and if it wasn't for trying to protect my mother, I have no idea if I could have resisted her aggressive advances.
Yet, now she was my girlfriend. I had never wanted a girlfriend, but now that I apparently had one, I was giddy with excitement. Not for sex, although I was sure that would be great, especially once I gave her enough training licking my cunt, but of something more. I couldn't explain it, but as I glanced back at Olivia, who was watching, I knew this was the beginning of something special.
The cock filled Katrina's arse as she squealed like a pig going to slaughter the whole time. "You loved humiliating my mom and I've got to say that making yours my slut was a lot of fun."
"Fuuuuuck you," she said through gritted teeth.
"Oh no, no, fuck you," I said, pulling back and slamming hard into her arse.
"Mother fuckerrrrrrr," she screamed.
"Yes indeed, I am a mother fucker!" I laughed.
Moving behind me, Olivia added, as she wrapped her arms around me, "A mother fucking huntress."
"Hmmmmm, that would be a great reality TV show," I said, as I pounded the bitch's arse.
"It still huuuuurts," Katrina whined.
"Now you know what your words do to people," I shot back, fucking her hard and deep, fucking her like a cheap whore for every person she had humiliated.
"Tell you what," Olivia whispered, kissing my neck. "Finish your sodomy of Katrina and then let's go hit the clubs."
"I'm eighteen," I pointed out, as I continued slamming into Katrina as Olivia's hands roamed over me.
"So am I," Olivia pointed out, "but I know the owner."
"Let me guess she is a pet of yours," I guessed.
"I don't Domme and tell," she teased, squeezing my tits.
"You better, I want all the dirty details of how you got your sluts," I said. "Like how long has this slut been yours?"
"Fuck, she was my first," Olivia said. "I just grabbed her head and shoved it in my cunt after school one day when she was at my place. She didn't even hesitate as she told me how much she loved me, didn't you slut?"
"Yes, Mistreeeeeess, I have always loved yooooou," she replied, her screams of pain slowly shifting to pleasure.
"Do you like your new position as an arse slut?" I asked.
"I don't knoooow," she answered, still trying to understand why her body was beginning to feel pleasure.
Olivia added, "From now on you're only allowed to come when you have a cock in your ass, is that understood?"
"Please, nooooo," she begged.
"Gangbang?" Olivia questioned.
"Sooooorry, I'm your ass slut," Katrina quickly changed her plea, knowing Olivia wasn't bluffing.
"Good, now fucking come so Victoria and I can go Mommy hunting," Olivia demanded.
Becka, without instruction, joined the sex scene, awkwardly moving under my legs and sliding up to lick Katrina's cunt.
"Oh yes, yes, suck my cunt," Katrina begged, Becka's tongue obviously bringing a new pleasure to her.
"And what about your arse?" I asked.
"Oh yes, Mistress Victoria, fuck my arse, slam that big cock in my ass," she demanded, her breathing telling us she was getting close.
After a few more deep strokes, deciding to humiliate her more, I pulled out, and began to take off the strap-on.
"No, I'm so clooooooose," she whined.
"Close to coming getting your arse reamed?" I questioned.
"Yes, dammit," she replied, clearly frustrated at not being allowed to come.
"On your back, slut," I instructed, the strap-on cock now in my hand.
She quickly obeyed, her desperate need to come over taking her.
I handed her the cock and ordered, "Fuck your arse to orgasm."
Taking the cock, as I pulled out my phone, she shoved it into her arse and began fucking herself.
"Tell me what you are, slut?" I demanded.
"An ass sluuuuut," she answered back, still not aware her declaration was being filmed by me.
"Who owns your slutty mouth, cunt and arse?" I continued, revelling in the complete domination of Katrina.
"Mistress Olivia...and...Mistress Victoria," she answered, as she filled her arse with the toy.
"You may rub that slut box too," I said, wanting to catch it all on film.
"Thank yoooou, Mistress," she moaned as her free hand went directly to her cunt and began to frantically frig herself.
"Come, you stupid slut," I demanded.
"Come, you submissive slave," Olivia chimed in.
Surprising us both Becka added, "You fucking ass slut." She looked at us and shrugged, "Well, she is." We broke into laughter and were still giggling when Katrina finally reached anal euphoria.
"Oh God, oh, oh, oh, fuuuuck, shiiiit, yeeeees," Katrina screamed as she reached orgasm.
I filmed the entire orgasm before Olivia said, "Becka, Katrina is to be your slut for the rest of the night."
"Oh thank you, thank you, thank you, Mistress Olivia!" Becka said all giddy with enthusiasm, "I have always wanted my own cheerleader slut."
I added, "Well, she is yours for the rest of the year."
"Oh, thank you, Mistress Victoria," Becka said, moving to a still trembling Katrina and ordering, "Crawl to my bedroom, slut."
"Yes, Mistress," a defeated Katrina said weakly, moving to the floor and beginning to crawl behind Becka.
"So, want to go hunting?" Olivia asked.
"How about we start tomorrow," I said, moving to her. "Tonight I want to explore my girlfriend's body...inside and out."
"Oh my," Olivia said, as I leaned in and we started snogging.
Epilogue:
That night, Olivia and I spent an eternity exploring each other's bodies, eventually ending in a long 69 marathon.
Although we kept our relationship a secret at school, we added a dozen students, two teachers, and our vice-principal, along with another dozen or more straight MILF's... the MILF seductions the most exciting.
Now heading off to college, we have quit pretending to be straight and plan to be pledges at the most popular sorority at college and once in...well...so many sorority sisters and so little time.
THE END of WIN WIN FOR ALL...
AUTHOR'S FINAL NOTE:
This story was a lot of fun to write. But as Team Victoria and Team Olivia camps began to form the pressure to write a great ending was slightly overwhelming. That said, I think, I hope, I did so with the three alternate endings.
So please comment on which of the three alternate endings you liked the best (on the assumption you liked one the best):
Catching Mommy: Olivia Wins
Catching Mommy: Victoria Wins
Lastly, thanks for supporting this and all my other stories through your comments, e-mails and votes.
Jasmine February 2014
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A plot summary so far:
In Part 1Sorority Submission...Anne sorority pledge fulfills her first task to not wear panties or a bra for the day and where a provocative outfit chosen for her. She is then chosen to be the inspection girl to see if all the other pledges have fulfilled the task as well. Since Anne has very small breasts the task is made extra humiliating. She also meets a very nice boy, Harvey. (This part is illustrated).
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TASK 3: Animal Kingdom (Wednesday)

My whole body ached when I woke up and my ass was still burning. I lied in bed past my alarm and didn't move until I heard a knock at my door. I struggled to get up and struggled even more to get to the door.

I opened the door and Camree smiled and asked, "How is your ass feeling?"

"Not as bad as I expected," I replied, my butt feeling like one tent-sized bruise.

"Well, today is a pretty easy day, no task until we meet at seven," Camree said.

"Good," I said, relieved.

"Be sure to come wearing the stockings from Monday, a dress and no underwear," Camree said.

"Ok," I agreed, before asking, "What is up with the stockings?"

"It has been a tradition for years," Camree explained, pointing to her jeans, "we are even expected to wear them under jeans."

"Odd," I said, adding, "I have always had a thing for them but was considered odd for wearing them, they seemed outdated."

"Well, you will fit in well here then, Little Annie, you will be wearing them till you die," she smiled.

"I could think of worse things to be wearing," I joked, noticing she too called me Little Annie.

She laughed and said, "I concur, see you tonight," and she was gone.

Relaxed that I was not expected to do anything crazy today, I decided to take a sick day, reapplied lotion to my ass and went back to bed.

I woke up to my cell phone vibrating just before lunch. It was a text from Harvey.

My Belle,
Same place, same time...for lunch I mean.
Harvey

I texted back.

My beast,
I'm still kinda full from last night's snack.
Belle
But seriously, I am feeling a bit under the weather. I will have to take a second rain check, one for lunch, and another for you to brunch.

I smiled at my naughty innuendo...it was rather brazen, just like I was yesterday. It was odd I was so comfortable and controlling with guys, but in front of girls and particularly Jamie I was meek and mild. I wanted to see him, but I was too embarrassed to let him potentially see my ass. He texted back'someday soon' and I agreed hopefully.

I had another bubble bath, and applied more lotion to my ass, as I contemplated if I should just quit pledging the sorority. I had been humiliated two days in a row and there were still four more days to go. Yet, even though there were several logical reasons to quit, I didn't want to. I didn't want to disappoint my mother, I also somehow felt like I belonged even though there was growing evidence to the contrary and there was something about Jamie that kept pulling me to her. I tried to rationalize it, but I couldn't, other than the obvious lesbian curiosity I had overflowing inside me.

I arrived early this time and was happy to see none of the other pledges treated me differently after my public humiliation last night. I chatted with a few of them while we awaited tonight's activities.

Finally, almost twenty minutes late, (which I thought was ironic after getting punished for being three minutes later yesterday, but of course I didn't say anything) Kim came in.

"Welcome pledges," Kim greeted with a big smile. "Tonight we all become sisters in a new very intimate way."

It was a rather ominous sentence and I was incredibly curious instantly.

"We are all sisters here and we believe in sharing everything: our clothing, our material things and our bodies," Kim said.

There was utter silence as Kim's words lingered.

Kim explained, "Tonight we are going to play Animal Kingdom. The event will be videotaped and kept forever. If you are uncomfortable being videotaped in the lesbian frolics we have planned, you should probably quit now."

All of the pledges and myself, stood there in stunned silence, looking to each other to see if anyone was about to back out, yet no one left.

"Excellent," Kim said, "you are all quality potential sorority sisters."

"Now first of all, animals don't wear clothes. So get undressed, but keep your stockings on," Kim instructed.

We all obeyed and as I looked around, I again felt inferior as I saw all these women with their voluptuous breasts.

Once we were all naked, Kim instructed, "Of course, most animals walk on all fours."

We all obeyed the implied order, falling to our hands and knees.

"Good girls," Kim purred, like she was talking to puppies. "Last, but not least, most animals have tails."

On cue, third year sisters came behind us and I felt cold liquid, obviously lube, between my ass cheeks. My eyes went wide as I felt something slowly penetrate my ass. Slight yelps, whimpers and moans echoed through the room as we all were sodomized.

"You all look so cute," Kim purred, again talking to us as animals.

We all looked at each other to see what had just been put in our asses. I couldn't tell for sure, but we now all had tails, some different than others.

"First you will be calves," Kim announced, "baby cows. Moo for me."

A quiet echo of moos filled the room.

"Is that the best you can do?" Kim roared, her usual soft demeanor gone in a flash.

Much better moos soon filled the room.

"Better," Kim complimented her usual soft tone back.

"Task number one is simple. Find second year sisters, they are all wearing red pantyhose and are topless so they should be easy to find and go do what calves do, suck tit. Now go."

Some pledges instantly crawled to red legs, while others, like me, sat transfixed unsure what to do. Finally, I saw a big pair of black breasts, something that had always made me curious, and I crawled to her.

She looked at me and asked, "Does Little Annie want to taste some chocolate?"

I nodded and responded politely. "Yes, Ma'am."

Seconds later I felt a smack on my ass, reminding me instantly of Tuesday's humiliation.

Jamie asked, "Do animals talk?"

I frantically nodded no.

"Exactly," Jamie said, rubbing my ass before walking away.

"Well come here my pet," the black goddess smiled.

I climbed onto the couch she was on and waited for final permission.

Holding her big firm left breast up towards my direction, she offered, "Suck away, Little Annie.

I moved forward and took her stiff left nipple in my mouth. I swirled my tongue around her nipple, slowly bathing it with my mouth. I replicated the dedicated concentration on her other nipple, savoring every second of her voluptuous black breasts.

I was disappointed when Kim said to all of us, "Return to the line, my herd."

"Next time maybe you can have some real chocolate," the big-breasted black sorority sister smiled.

I nodded in eager anticipation, as I returned to my position in line.

"You were all good calves, but now it is time for you all to be kittens," Kim announced playfully, "Meow for me."

Instantly meows echoed through the room.

"And of course kitties love to lick and lap," Kim smiled, "so your new task is to find a senior, they are all wearing beige stockings, and you are to bring them to orgasm with your tongue. Go."

My greatest fantasy suddenly within reach, I instantly looked for Jamie. I don't know why, but that was who I hungered for. I scanned the room, and saw that someone was already between her legs. Jamie saw me looking and shrugged, as if able to read my mind. I turned away and started crawling, searching for beige stockings without a fellow pledge already between their legs. A few pledges were already eagerly submitting to their older potential sisters before I noticed that Kim was still standing and surprisingly alone. I quickly crawled to her and once at her feet I rubbed against her legs like a kitty would seeking attention.

Kim laughed, "Oh, my kitty, you are always surprising me."

I meowed.

"Follow me, kitty," she instructed and I followed her to a nearby chair. Once she sat down, she asked, "Is kitty hungry?"

I meowed eagerly.

She opened her legs, revealing she too was not wearing panties, and I was staring at her trimmed natural blonde pussy.

"Lick away, kitty," Kim ordered.

I crawled between her stocking-clad legs and moved to her pussy. Her scent was strong and I closed my eyes, extended my tongue and made a long held in fantasy come true. One taste and any lingering doubts I had vanished, I was bi. I loved the taste of a big hard cock in my mouth, yet it didn't compare to the delicious taste of Kim's sweet pussy. I started slow, wanting to savor her taste and drown in her scent. I slowly licked up and down, making her pussy lips wet, avoiding the clit which is what always got me in a frenzy rather quickly. I don't know how long I was between Kim's legs; time became irrelevant, as I continued my quest to make her orgasm.
Suddenly I felt her hand on my head and vaguely heard her say, "Faster, Slut, suck my clit."
Being called a slut turned me on, even though if a guy said that I would have kneed him in the balls, and I obeyed, taking her clit in my mouth.
I licked, nibbled and shook my mouth and soon felt the gush of juices as she screamed, "I'm coming, Slut, fuuuuck."
I opened my mouth and allowed the flood of her cum to flow into me. I continued licking, not wanting this moment to ever end. Unfortunately, it did, as Kim pushed my head away. Looking down at me, as she caught her breath, she purred, "You are one eager kitty, my pet. Jamie was right about you."
I felt my cheeks go red and wondered what Jamie was right about. 'What had she said?'
Kim said, "Return to the line, Little Annie, you are going to make a very good pet for us."
I nodded as if I understood, even though I didn't remotely understand as I crawled back to the line.
I waited, Beth's cunt juice lingering on my lips, as other pledges finished their tasks. Finally, Kim was ready to continue.

"Well, that was a lot of fun. We have many good kitties here. Are you ready for one more game?"
We all nodded, understanding we couldn't yet speak.
"Lastly, you will first be dogs," Kim announced, "Bark for me."

A variety of barks echoed through the room.

"Gooood puppies," Kim purred, her voice as if she actually were talking to puppies. "Your final task is simple. Go find a third year sister wearing black pantyhose and hump yourself to orgasm on her leg."

A few gasps escaped through the room.
I suddenly felt the tail in my ass pulled out of me and couldn't believe how empty my ass suddenly felt.

"Obviously, the tail would be tough for your required task. Now go puppies, go find your humping pole," Kim instructed, dismissing us.

Some girls instantly moved, searching the girls in black stockings around the room. Only a couple of the girls on the main floor were wearing black pantyhose and they were rushed upon by over-eager puppies. I watched as Stephanie, crawled to a pretty brunette, straddled the brunette's leg, and started rubbing up and down on her stocking covered leg. The scene was utterly absurd, utterly humiliating and yet a complete turn on to watch. I was frozen in place as the beautiful big busted pledge recklessly got herself off on a sorority sister's leg.

The third year sister ridiculed Stephanie. "You like humping my leg like a puppy, don't you?"

"Yeeeees," Stephanie whimpered, clearly enjoying the rubbing sensation.

I was transfixed on the erotic scene when I felt a sharp slap on my naked ass yet again. I let out a yelp, like a puppy having her tail stepped on, as a voice, unmistakably Jamie's, scolded me, "You really are a little dyke, aren't you, Little Annie? What are you staring at? What real breasts look like as they bounce up and down? Or are you looking at Stephanie's pussy with a hunger to lick? Doesn't matter, Little Annie, you have a task to accomplish, now go fucking find a leg to hump."

More shame flooded through me as Jamie was right on both accusations, but I tore my eyes from the scene and searched for my own leg to hump, my pussy now eager for the attention. I crawled around and saw puppies humping legs everywhere, but no black pantyhose legs without a puppy attached to it. After a couple of minutes, on the stairs I saw a pair of lonely black legs and I actually scurried to her.

I looked up and she smiled, extended her finger towards me and summoned me, "Crawl, puppy."

My pussy hungry, I awkwardly crawled up the three stair steps to where she was sitting.

"Good puppy," she purred, "you are such a cute little thing."

I can't believe what I did next. I woofed. It was like all the moaning, mocking and chatting in the room suddenly stopped and all eyes were suddenly on me.

Feeling the pressure of all the eyes on me, I did what came naturally, I woofed again.

The sister patted her legs where she was sitting and said, in a voice like she was talking to a real puppy, "Come here, puppy, come to Mama."

A rush went through my body at the thought for a third straight day all eyes were on me. I crawled up the final step and straddled her while holding onto the stair railing.

"Good puppy," she purred, "does puppy need to come?"

I woofed three times.

I heard laughter in the room, but instead of humiliation, I felt a rush of bliss, just my wet pussy resting on her stocking-clad leg had me acting like a complete bitch in heat. I opened my mouth and let my tongue hang out like a puppy would.

"Hump away," she instructed.

I didn't hesitate, as I began rubbing back and forth on her pantyhose covered leg. I saw another sister with a camera videotaping my scene of submission, but instead of hiding my face, I began panting like a dog. I decided to put on a show, to be the center of attention, something I had never been comfortable with in the past.

I ground my pussy on her leg for a couple of minutes before I could feel the early build-up of the inevitable. I began howling which again had others looking my way, most soon returned to their own submission. I rubbed myself frantically, and when close, I shifted to bouncing up and down on her leg allowing a new more intense pleasure to bring me over the edge.
"Aaaaaaaaahhhoooooooooo," I bellowed as my orgasm came cascading in. I held onto the rail for dear life, as my cunt squeezed tightly on my makeshift fuck toy, a leg, and my juices flooded out of me, like a tap that couldn't be shut off. My moans of ecstasy continued to be animalistic. A raw carnal energy that I didn't know existed in me until this moment. I had never reached such euphoria until this humiliating task. A couple of minutes later, finally spent, I crawled off the leg and as I did I noticed a massive wet spot on her pantyhose.

I looked up and I was still being videotaped. I don't know why I did it, but I leaned in and sniffed my wetness on her pantyhose. The sister, who I did not know, laughed. "Look at this, girls, she is smelling her own scent."

Jamie called, "Clean up your cunt juice, Little Annie."

It was all the push I needed as I began to suck my juice from the sister's very wet pantyhose. I had tasted myself before, but the taste was unique through the nylon fabric and the added humiliation only made me want it more. Although what I really wanted was to taste the sister's pussy directly from the source.

A couple of minutes later, the sorority sister petted my hair and said, "Sit beside me."

I obeyed, sitting beside her on the stairs like a puppy would do. It was awkward and uncomfortable, yet oddly seemed so naturally right. I watched other pledge puppies finish their task and I couldn't help but feel jealous, I wanted more...more what? Finally, I realized what I so desperately wanted...more attention.

A few minutes later, once all the puppies had completed their task, Kim called, "Puppies back in line."

Once we were in line, Kim congratulated us, "Good job, Pledges, you all passed tonight's task. Those of you who survive Rush Week and are allowed to become sorority sisters should know we play Animal Kingdom once a month. Good night, Pledges, tomorrow is our annual 'Hook-up Day', so go home and get some rest."
Back in my room half an hour later, in the tub, I replayed the humiliating night's events. I had tasted pussy and loved it and even though I came just over half an hour ago, I allowed my hand to go to my vagina and bring myself to a second orgasm. Like the night before, the image in my head was Jamie. Would she taste as good as Kim did? I closed my eyes, allowed myself to fantasize about submitting to Jamie and becoming her pet.
Up next: Task 4 Hook Up Day
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COCKSUCKER
I was pissed off. I had rushed my ass off to make my flight only to learn it had been delayed by an hour and a half.
Exhausted, I sat down and texted my wife:
Flight delayed...grrrr.
I looked around and saw many others sitting around, seemingly as annoyed by the delay as I was. Realizing that I hadn't eaten since breakfast and it was now one-thirty, I went to a little bar and grill to have a beer and a meal. I grabbed a seat at the bar, as there were no tables available.
My wife texted back:
Just relax honey...grab a bite to eat.
I texted back:
Already at the bar getting ready to order. Text you later.
She texted back:
Love you!
After ordering, a young guy, maybe twenty-one, asked, "Delayed?"
"That obvious?" I asked.
"You have that frazzled, rushed to get here, and now I have to fucking wait look," he answered.
"There is a look for that?" I joked.
He pulled out his phone and snapped a picture of me. I was about to ask 'what the fuck?', as he turned the phone around and showed me the photo he had just taken.
"Fair enough," I laughed, the photo caught me indeed looking pretty frazzled.
"I'm Gary," he said, extending his hand.
"Chris," I offered back, shaking his hand, amazed at just how blue his eyes were, like the water in the Bahamas, which I had visited last year with my wife.
"You have rather soft hands," he said.
I shrugged, "A business man," still unable to stop looking into his eyes.
"You okay?" He asked.
"What? Oh, it is just that you have ridiculously blue eyes," I said.
"I get that all the time," he shrugged.
"I imagine so," I nodded, again looking into his exotic blue eyes.
"Why don't you buy me a drink?" He said, casually.
Not wanting to be rude, I agreed, "Sure, what are you drinking?"
"Rye and coke," he said, again his eyes boring into me.
I was not gay. I had never even considered a guy sexually attractive, yet something about his eyes had me drawn to him. If I was single, and he was a woman, I would have launched a full on frontal attack.
The bartender came and I ordered a drink for Gary and another one for me.
When the bartender returned with the drinks, Gary put his hand on my leg, gave it a squeeze and said, "Thanks Chris," before just as quickly moving his hand away
"You're welcome," I said, stunned by his sudden contact with my leg and the realization that he might be gay.
We chatted for ten minutes about sports, his school and my work, and I concluded his squeeze on my knee was just him being overly friendly. I would be lying if I denied that there was something unexplainable about him. I wasn't attracted to him, yet his eyes seemed to be causing strange feelings inside me.
He asked, "Buy me another drink?"
"Sure," I shrugged, finding it strange he didn't buy this round but figuring it was because he was just a young first year college student and probably didn't have a lot of money.
So I bought another round and when the bartender left with us our drinks, Gary's hand returned to my leg, but this time it didn't leave. "Thanks, Chris."
"N-n-no problem," I stammered, distracted by his hand on my leg and the sudden growth in my pants.
"What's wrong?" He asked.
I should have said the obvious, 'you're hand is on my leg', but, for some unexplainable reason, those were not the words that came out of my mouth. The words that did come out of my mouth sealed my fate forever, when I didn't protest his sexual advancement, "Oh nothing, I just still can't get past how exotic your eyes are."
A male stranger hits on me and instead of punching him in the face, I give him a compliment. What the hell was wrong with me? Also, why was my cock growing in my pants?
"Exotic as in beautiful?" He asked.
"I guess," I shrugged, knowing how gay it would sound to compliment his eyes with a feminine word like beautiful.
"You guess?" He scoffed, his hand moving up my leg ever so slowly.
"Yes, they're beautiful," I said, for some reason just wanting to please him.
"You're married, I see," he responded.
"Twenty-one years," I said, my tone implying it felt a lot longer.
"You must have a nasty itch," he said.
"What?" I asked confused.
"Well, they say that marriage gets stale after seven years, and you are triple that," he said.
"Oh, I love her it's just..." I began and stopped.
"It's just what?" He asked, his hand moving up a bit more.
"The sex isn't what it used to be," I admitted.
"No more head?" He asked knowingly.
"Only if she is really drunk," I admitted, wondering why I was revealing such intimate details of my pathetic love life to a gay stranger. I reflected on how, for twenty years, our sex life had been good, but over the last year or so it had declined to almost nothing.
"Sex once a month?" he asked.
"On a good month," I joked.
"Give me your wedding ring," he said.
"What?" I asked, surprised from the sudden shift in our conversation as well as the odd request.
"Now!" He said, suddenly authoritative. I looked into his blue eyes and felt compelled to obey.
Taking off my wedding ring, which I never do, I handed it to him without a word.
"Good boy," he said, his tone back to normal as he moved his hand and squeezed my stiff cock. I watched him put the ring in his pocket. Smiling, he seemed to flirt, "You may want to adjust that thing, it seems as if is feeling rather trapped."
Without hesitation, I adjusted my cock so it was comfortable....but still begging for attention. Stunned by the reality that he had just squeezed my cock, and how I wanted his hand back on my leg or, even better, on my cock.
Just then our food arrived and we ate in silence. My head was a mess. I had just given some stranger, a gay stranger, my wedding ring. A stranger had squeezed my cock making it as hard as steel and begging for more attention. Yet, I wasn't gay. I had never even considered doing anything gay before. Oh sure, I could tell when a man was good looking, but I never got hard, never fantasized about a guy and had definitely never masturbated about one. Yet, I ate in silence, waiting for him to talk to me again...like a girl waiting by the phone for the guy to call, I imagine...my cock never really going down.
Both of us done eating, he asked, "Want some dessert?"
"I probably have room," I said, always having a bit of a sweet tooth and completely naive to the real meaning of the question.
"Pay for the meals and meet me in the bathroom in the last open stall, just to the right when you exit the restaurant," he ordered, standing up and leaving before I could protest.
I went to speak, to say this was all a major misunderstanding, but of course by then I was alone...and I was no longer sure if it actually was a misunderstanding. I was definitely attracted to him, he definitely turned me on, and I was drawn to him like a moth to a flame. Yet...I kept telling myself...I am not gay; I am married. I have two children. I would never cheat on Laura.
Yet, it no longer seemed black and white. Straight and gay were suddenly blurred lines and not the distinct definitions I had always perceived them to be.
I paid for both our meals and drinks, and continued to ponder my current situation. It would be rude to just leave him in the washroom, yet I didn't want him to think I was interested. I wasn't...was I? My cock was even harder now, it seemed, yet I still didn't see myself getting involved in a gay sex act. I decided to just go and clarify my position so as not to offend him.
I headed to the bathroom, adjusting my stiff cock again. There were a couple of guys in the washroom washing up and another at the urinals. I realized then that I would have to go into a confined stall with him to explain, yet even though I knew it was wrong, I took a deep breath and entered the second to the last stall.
"Close the door, Chris," he instructed.
I did, but whispered, "Gary, I think there has been a misunderstanding."
"I don't think so, Chris," he said, with the same confidence I have often used in sales presentations when I we knew we were going to get the deal.
"I'm not gay," I said.
"I'm not either," he said, "but I know when a straight guy is dying to cross the line and submit to his inner curiosity to suck cock, and you Chris, are the 'straight but curious' prototype."
"I don't think so," I replied, although after the past hour I wasn't all that sure anymore.
"You are in a marriage of convenience, you are right around your middle age crisis and even though you knew it was wrong, even though you knew what I was expecting when I ordered you here, you came," he continued.
My resolve weakening, I tried to explain my position, "I just came to tell you I can't do this."
"On your knees, Chris," he demanded, ignoring my refusal.
"I can't," I weakly said, his eyes still drawing me in undeniably.
"Tell you what. Get on your knees and pull out my cock. If after one minute it is not in your mouth, I will return your ring and leave you alone," he said.
The ring, shit, I had forgotten about that. "That's all I have to do?" I asked.
"That's it," he shrugged, "resist my cock for one minute."
"Okay," I said, slowly dropping to my knees, a compromise that somehow seemed fair.
"Go ahead, unbuckle my belt," he instructed.
My hands were trembling as I struggled to complete the simple task of undoing a belt. His belt finally unfastened, he said, "now unzip my pants, Chris."
I again obeyed, my head spinning with just how surreal this situation was.
"Zipper," he continued.
Hands still trembling, I pulled down his zipper.
"Pull it out," he ordered.
Tentatively, I did. It wasn't even completely hard, but it was at least seven inches long and growing. I stared at it. My cock twitched in my pants. My mouth watered against my will.
Gary said, "Stroke it."
That wasn't part of the deal, but feeling his cock in my hand felt strangely natural; stroking it just seemed to be the next step. I slowly stroked it as it continued to grow right in front of my eyes.
"Go ahead, Chris, get it nice and hard," he instructed.
I was mesmerized by his cock. Like his eyes, it was drawing me in to a part of myself that I didn't even know existed. I loved the feeling of his cock in my hand and the thought of it in my mouth would not leave my mind. I slowly stroked his cock until it was completely erect and ten inches long, twice the length of mine.
"Impressive isn't it?" He asked smugly.
In a daze of admiration, I said, "It's huge."
"I know. That's why all the ladies, and all the cocksuckers love it," he said.
His declaration clarified that first off that he was not gay, but bisexual, much to my relief. But his view of me as a cocksucker disturbed me.
The term 'cocksucker' was degrading, and yet, as I stared at his massive tool, in utter awe of its majestic beauty, slowly stroking it with my hand, I couldn't pull myself away like I should have.
"Go ahead, Chris, take it in your mouth," he said, his hands going to my head.
My mind screamed 'No!' Yet my body ignored logic, morals and consequences as I felt the magnetic pull, and I leaned forward, opening my mouth.
As his cock slid between my lips, he purred, "There you go, Chris. Now be a good cocksucker and worship my cock like it deserves to be worshipped."
I have no idea what I expected it to feel like, having never fantasized about it until it happened, but it seemed strangely natural. I sucked just on his mushroom head at first, getting used to having a cock in my mouth. My cock head was super sensitive, so I swirled my tongue around his, trying to replicate the way I liked to be sucked.
Gary said, "That's it cocksucker, get used to having a cock in your mouth."
I noticed he said 'a cock' and not 'his cock', but prayed it was just semantics.
As I slowly tried to take a little more of his cock in my mouth, my brain shut off and I concentrated on just pleasuring his tool. I wanted to hear him moan; I wanted to take as much of his cock in my mouth as I could; I wanted to taste his cum.
A couple of minutes later, as I slowly bobbed back and forth on a third of his cock, I heard over the intercom, "Boarding for flight 647 to San Francisco."
"Isn't that your flight?" He asked.
His big cock in my mouth was more important than making my flight as I continued bobbing on his cock hungrily.
"Do you want my cum, cocksucker?" He asked, even though his tone implied he already knew he answer.
Taking his cock out of my mouth, I answered, "Yes."
"Yes, sir," he corrected me.
"Yes, sir, I want your cum," I repeated, calling someone half my age 'sir'.
"But you're married," he said, tapping my lips with his cock.
Although I loved my wife, I surprisingly felt no guilt, as all I wanted was to please him. "And I'm your cocksucker," I said, taking his cock back in my mouth.
Pulling back out, he said, "You understand I plan to use your mouth whenever I want."
"Yes, sir," I said, the thought both undeniably exciting and yet just as undeniably frightening. My whole marriage could fall apart, my children could find out and my career could be ruined, but at this moment, this cock, this big juicy cock, was all I cared about.
"Open up, cocksucker," he ordered, shoving his cock in my mouth and began pumping his cock, "I expect you to eventually be able to take all ten inches of me in that mouth of yours."
I moaned in response, the thought of taking all his cock both a turn-on and yet seemingly impossible. He only pumped half his cock in my mouth for a couple of minutes before pulling out and instantly shooting his sticky white seed all over my stunned face.
I was expecting to swallow his load and not get a facial. My mouth wide open, a few drops of his cum landed in my mouth and on my lips. I swallowed them, getting just a small sample of his taste and instantly wanting more. His cum on my face felt sticky and heavy, as if I had a coat of paint on me.
Once spent, he shoved his cock back into my mouth and said, "I could tell the minute we started talking you were a cocksucker."
I couldn't fathom how that was true, since I had never considered it before this day, yet somehow he was right. I had become his cocksucker.
Pulling out he said, "Give me your phone."
"Yes, sir," I agreed, pulling it out of my suit pocket and handing it to him.
He typed something into my phone and handed it back to me. "First, you will not wash my cum off your face until you get to your hotel room, is that clear?"
"What? But I...." I began to protest, but was shut down.
"Shut up, cocksucker," he said raising his voice loud enough to let anyone in the bathroom know exactly what was happening in this tiny stall. "Second, you will get a stewardess to take a picture of you once you hit the ground in San Francisco, and text it to me to prove you have obeyed. Is that clear?"
"Y-y-yes," I stammered, stunned by his expectations.
Pulling his phone out he ordered, "Smile, cocksucker."
"Please no," I said, not wanting photo evidence of my submission.
"I wasn't asking your opinion, cocksucker," he said, raising his voice again, clearly showing no patience for disobedience.
"Sorry," I whispered, mortified that we might be heard by other travellers.
He snapped a couple pictures and continued his expectations for me tonight, "You will then take another one, a selfie this time, in your hotel room, is that clear?"
"Yes," I nodded, unable to believe what was happening.
"Second call for passengers with tickets to flight 647 to San Francisco," a woman said on the intercom.
"May I have my ring back?" I asked, looking at my watch.
"When you complete all your tasks," he said.
"How many?" I asked, petrified at the power this beautiful young man had over me as I looked up into his blue eyes and back to his still erect cock.
"Seven," he revealed, before adding, "unless you disobey and I have to add more punishments."
"I-I-I'll obey," I stammered, his ominous tone scaring me.
"I'll text you your first task tonight," he said, putting his cock away.
I felt a rush of disappointment as his cock disappeared from my view.
He laughed, "You look like a child who just had their teddy bear taken away." I felt a rush of humiliation at both his assessment and the fact that he was right. My face burned with shame as he asked, "Do you want to kiss it goodbye?"
The question was humiliating, ironic since I already sucked his cock in an airport bathroom stall with people in it and was wearing his cum on my face, but once the question was asked, it was all I wanted to do.
"Yes, sir, may I please kiss it goodbye?"
"Tell me what you are first and say it loud and proud," he ordered.
I could hear people in the washroom, knew that some had to know what had transpired and I knew I would eventually have to leave this stall. Yet, I said, in a loud clear voice, "I am your cocksucker, sir."
"My cum bucket?" He continued.
"Yes, sir, your obedient cum bucket," I repeated, shame and excitement bouncing inside me, battling for control.
"And what about your wife?" He asked.
"I'm yours first, sir," I said, without hesitation, wondering if I had to choose between my almost sexless marriage with a woman I still loved, or serving this gorgeous stranger and his beautiful cock who I would choose.
"So if you are in bed with your wife and I call," he started.
"I will lie to her and come serve you," I said, finishing his sentence.
He pulled his cock back out and said, "Tell it how much you love it."
So drawn into the submission, so in lust with his cock, I said, like a complete queer, "Oh I love you, cock." I kissed the head, before adding, "I'm going to miss you while I'm gone." I kissed the shaft and finished, "And I can't wait to see you again, my love."
"Passenger Chris Wellington, for flight 647 to San Francisco, please report to gate 67 immediately," the female voice announced.
"You better go cocksucker," He said, again putting his cock away.
"Yes, sir," I said, getting off my sore knees.
"And when you get there I want you to turn on your phone recorder and tape yourself telling her why you are late. That will be task one," he instructed.
"Oh God," I gasped, the task mortifying.
"You already have cum all over your face and hair, cocksucker, it won't be much of a mystery," he said.
"Okay, sir," I nodded, defeated, humiliated, late and unable to say no to this stranger.
"Go, cocksucker," he said.
"Yes, sir," I said, opening the door to see a dozen people staring at me.
I lowered my head and quickly scurried out of there, so humiliated I thought I might die. What if I knew one of those people?
I made it to the gate, my phone already on to record my next public humiliation, where a very pretty women my age looked at me smiling and I watched her smile fade as I said, "Sorry, ma'am, I am Chris Wellington, I was just getting a goodbye gift from my master." As soon as I said the word master I gasped to myself.
She said in disdain, "I think you forgot to clean up your goodbye gift, sir."
"Oh no ma'am, my gift goes with me as a reminder of his beautiful penis," I said, trying to be politically correct.
"Ticket," she said, so repulsed by my words and face that I felt yet another rush of shame coursing through me.
"Bye cocksucker," I heard Gary say from behind me.
"Want to say bye to your Master?" She asked, condescendingly.



"No, ma'am," I said, head down.
"I would love to prevent you from getting on this plane, but unfortunately cum on your face is not one of the things I can use, although it is a new one," she said, handing me the ticket before saying, "but for the love of God, please wash your face off when you get on the plane."
"I can't ma'am, I must obey master," I said, taking my ticket and walking down the corridor, unable to fathom how my life had changed so much in less than two hours. Arriving late, the plane was full and I had to take another walk of shame as my seat was six rows from the back. Thankfully, most passengers were too busy reading or on some electronic device to pay any attention to me, but I did get a few looks, although I don't know if anyone really knew for sure if they saw what they thought they saw.
I had a window seat, but both women gave me double takes as I moved past them to get to my seat. Thankfully, the etiquette to ignore the person beside you was followed and although they both knew what was on my face, now drying, they didn't say anything. Although the lady beside gave me many glances as she seemed to be slyly trying to confirm what she thought. I replayed the past couple of hours trying to figure out how I went from straight and oblivious to a cocksucker who was already craving more. Gary's cock wouldn't leave my mind and mine was bulging in my pants as I remembered being on my knees, unable to resist his demands.
Trying to distract myself, I read a book and just tried to blend in like a chameleon. By the time the stewardess, a very pretty younger redhead came by, the cum on my face had dried. She didn't seem to notice until she reached over to hand me my coke and her face scrunched together. I quickly took the coke and put my head back down even as my cheeks burned again.
Once the plane finally landed, I recalled my next task, getting my picture taken by one of the stewardesses. I sighed as I waited until the plane was almost completely empty. Nervously walking up to the older stewardess, I asked, "Could you take a picture of me? It is my first time in San Francisco."
"Sure," she said, dripping with southern hospitality as she took my camera. She snapped the photo and returned it to me. "Enjoy San Fran."
"I hope to," I said, unaware at the time of just how much I was going to enjoy San Francisco.
I went to the washroom and looked in the mirror. If you knew there was cum on my face, then it was obvious, but if you didn't it just looked like very dry skin. I turned my phone on and saw that I had three messages, two from my wife and one from a Sir Big Cock.
I ignored my wife's and clicked on Sir Big Cock.
Hi cocksucker,
Here is a picture of my cock for you to think about while you are in SF.
The picture was one of his fully erect cock. I stared at it and my mouth watered. Shit, why did his cock stir such taboo things in me?
I texted him my picture with a brief message:
Sir Big Cock
Here is the photo you requested.
After pressing send, I went to get my suitcase. While waiting, I checked my messages from my wife and texted back that I had landed. I just was pulling off my suitcase from the conveyer belt when my phone buzzed, I had another text. I assumed it was my wife but I hoped it was Sir Big Cock.
A chill went up my spine when I saw it was indeed from Sir Big Cock.
cocksucker,
You didn't like the photo I sent just for you?
I quickly texted back:
Sir Big Cock,
I'm so sorry. The moment I saw the photo my mouth watered. I will be sure to look at it again and again.
As I headed to the taxi line, another text came:
cocksucker,
Send me the audio file when you get to the hotel, and record another of you showing the person checking you in the picture of my cock and telling them how much you miss it.
I sighed at yet another humiliating demand. I just wanted to get to my room and jerk off. My cock still not getting the attention it desired. I sent him the audio file and then texted him back:
Sir Big Cock,
Audio file sent; I will fulfill the task as instructed.
Half an hour later I was at the hotel lobby and sighed as I pulled out my phone and realized I couldn't show the photo and record audio at the same time. Suddenly I wasn't sure how to complete the task. I texted him back:
Sir Big Cock,
My phone doesn't record when it's displaying photos.
I waited a couple of minutes, unsure how to deal with this, when he texted back:
cocksucker,
Unfortunate. Instead ask the person if you still have any cum on your face.
I sighed, this was no better than the original task, but it was doable. I waited in line and finally reached the front where I was greeted by a clearly gay man. He looked at me and it was obvious he knew exactly what was all over my face.
"Hello, sir, checking in?" He asked, his voice surprisingly high, the stereotypical gay guy I had found disgusting all my life.
"Yes, the name is Wellington," I answered.
He typed on his computer and said all cheery, "Here you are. Staying for three nights I see."
"Yes," I nodded.
"Credit card, please," he said.
I handed it to him and a couple of minutes later he was done. Handing me the key, he said, clearly flirting with me in a subtle, yet not so subtle way, "Is there anything else I can do for you today? Anything at all?"
Clicking record on my phone, I leaned in and asked, "Do I still have cum on my face?"
He smiled, "Oh, honey, it looks like your man wanted to give your face a new coat of paint."
I wasn't sure what he meant as I gave him a confused look.
"He made sure he covered that whole pretty face of yours," he explained.
"Oh," I said.
"If you don't mind me asking, how long has it been drying? Looks like a few hours," he said.
Embarrassed, I went to turn away, but he grabbed my hand. "Here honey, in case you need anything and I mean an-y-thing," he stressed the last word so prominently his intent wasn't remotely unclear, as he handed me a card.
"Um, thanks," I said, adjusting my cock which had betrayed me again, stiffening in my pants at the thought of being hit on by a gay man.
Leaning forward, he whispered, "I may look like a twink and I can suck and get fucked like a twink, but my very impressive member will bring you to heaven and back. Plus, I can give you a new coat of paint if you need one."
"O-o-okay," I stammered, desperate to leave after getting propositioned from a flamboyantly gay man.
I walked to the elevator and while waiting sent the surreal conversation to Gary.
Sir Big Cock
Here is the second audio you requested...it was very awkward.
I got into my room, dropped my suitcase on the bed and collapsed beside it. After over forty years of never once being propositioned by a guy, I had two propositions in one day. Sometimes life really is stranger than fiction. I was lying on the bed when I recalled I had one more task to fulfill. After all the humiliating ones, this one was easy. I grabbed my phone and took a selfie of me, quickly texted it to Gary, before quickly going to the bathroom and jumping in the shower.
Out of the shower, replaying all I did today, I was suddenly mortified. How could I possibly risk my marriage, family and career to obey and serve some college student? Yet, even as I scolded myself for my brief lapse of weakness, my cock grew again. I sighed to myself just as my phone rang.
The ringtone signified it was my wife and I said, "Hello, honey."
"Finally in the hotel?" She asked.
"Yes, and exhausted," I answered, which was true.
"How was your day?" She asked.
"Frustrating," I answered, which was also true. For her, she would assume it was because of the delay (she knew I had zero patience), but for me it was trying to understand why I had allowed what had transpired to occur.
"You don't know how to just go with the flow," she said, always giving me a hard time for getting annoyed so easily.
I thought to myself, reflecting on the day, 'Oh trust me, I went with the flow', but instead said, "I'd rather just go against the flow."
"Honey, you have just got to take what life gives you and go along for the ride," she said, her words so innocent in intent and yet ironic as fucking hell.
"Oh I have been on one crazy roller coaster ride," I said, Laura again oblivious to the innuendo.
"Exactly, just hold on tight to that steel rod and just let your face be hit by the waves of the wind," she giggled.
I could barely keep from exploding with laughter as I pondered the steel rod I had already held onto and the waves of cum that had hit my face. I said, barely able to hold it together, "So I should just hold onto the steel rod and go for a ride?" I asked.
"Ride it for all it's worth, honey," she said. "Just take it all in and savour the moment."
I covered my mouth to avoid Laura hearing me laugh as I thought to myself how I did indeed savour the moment, and then wore the moment on my face for hours. "So I should go outside my comfort zone, take risks and be a little wild?"
"Shit, Chris, I would love to see that. You letting go and not worrying about consequences or what people think would be really hot," she continued, accidentally approving of my cocksucking experience today. She added, "Remember when we were in college?"
"Vaguely," I joked.
"Remember when we were studying late and you decided you were horny?" She asked.
"It was college, I was always horny," I quipped.
"You dragged me to a stall in the bathroom, pushed me onto my knees and made me suck your cock until you came down my throat?" She said, which was so bizarre and so unlike her. Oh sure, when we were young and carefree she blew me often, swallowed usually and would dress like a complete whore. But since we had kids, that side of her had faded into history.
The memories of our wilder times came flooding back, even as a chill went up my spine at the rather strange parallels between the story she was recalling and what happened to me today. "Hmmmmm, you used to love sucking my cock."
"I used to love when you just took what you wanted," she countered, her tone seemingly accusing me. Suddenly, I wondered if the problem in our suddenly stale sex life the past year plus was me and not her.
Horny as hell, I replied, "Well, I will remind you who is the boss when I return home."
"Hmmmmm, I know who the boss is," she said, her tone flirty.
Just then I received a text.
I said, "Honey, I have a text, I better check it in case it is Kevin." Kevin was my boss but it was unlikely he would text me.
Quickly checking my messages, I saw it was a new one from Gary.
cocksucker,
Task 2
Invite faggot boy up to your room.
Suck his cock and let him suck yours.
My eyes went big at the task.
I quickly texted back, trying to reason with him:
Sir Big Cock,
Please I can't invite a stranger to my room.
I got back on the phone and said, "Honey, I've got to go Skype with Kevin about some crisis which probably isn't a crisis, but you know Kevin."
"Okay, sexy," she said. "Don't think of doing anything I wouldn't do."
"No promises," I joked. "Love you."
"Love you too," she said and hung up. I was beginning to feel guilty over cheating on her when another message arrived, Instantly my mind shifted from guilty to curious:
Cocksucker,
Disobey another order and it will be your ass I order you to let him fuck...unless you want to take it in your ass...most cocksuckers eventually do.
My eyes went even bigger. Sucking a cock was one thing, but I couldn't fathom getting fucked in the ass. I had never even fucked a girl in the ass; I just thought it was for porno films and queers.
I texted back:
Sir Big Cock,
Sorry, I will text him immediately.
I looked at his card and texted:
Hi sir,
This is Chris from room 713.
Feel free to come up for a cocktail during your break or when you are off.
After sending it, I realized the accidental pun I had made and gasped. I also noticed that I had called him 'sir', thus automatically giving him power over me.
Another text from Gary:
cocksucker,
Send me his number so I can have a chat with him about how to train you.
I sent him the information requested as I shivered with nervous trepidation at what lie ahead.
A couple minutes went by before I got another text, this one from an unknown number:
Chris
I will be up there in fifteen minutes. I am chatting with your Master right now. Kisses and sucks.
Oliver
I stared at the text. I had just invited a clearly gay man, a twink he called himself and someone I would have called a faggot or queer before today, to my room...for oral sex. I googled twink and learned that twink is a slang term meaning a young man with a slender build with no body hair or facial hair.
I looked back at the picture of Gary's cock. Why did it make me feel so weak and submissive? It was so big and majestic, I could feel my mouth watering at the picture the way I did in high school when looking at my dad's Playboys. I wasn't gay! I was straight! Yet, the fact that I had sucked a stranger's cock in an airport restroom and had invited a twink to my room for sex questioned my sexuality.
I stood up and looked at myself in the mirror. Who was I? What was becoming of me? Why couldn't I resist the orders of a relative stranger a thousand miles away? Why did my mouth water looking at a picture of his stiff cock? Why was my cock rock hard right now?
Was I always a cocksucker deep in my subconscious, and was that why I'd always bashed gays and called them every demeaning name in the book? (My logical mind said no, but lingering doubts were surfacing after I submitted so easily)
These and a million questions ricocheted around my head as I waited eagerly for the twink to come up to my room so I could suck his cock.
I could no longer say I was straight, I also wasn't bi...I didn't want to have sex with another man. I no longer knew who I was as a man, and that scared the shit out of me...yet as I heard the knock on my door I guess labelling no longer mattered.
Straight...bi...gay...it was all semantics...the only thing I knew for sure was that I was about to open the door and eagerly suck a twink stranger's cock as instructed by my Master. As I took a deep breath and headed to open the door, I wanted nothing more than to feel a cock in my mouth...I knew one thing regardless of labels, I was turning into a cocksucker.
Just the beginning....continued next month in Cocksucker Training...
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"Pet Mommy": Creating a Mommy-Slut: A mother learns her son fantasizes about fucking her and, realizing how much he resembles her deceased dominant husband, decides to make his fantasy into a reality... in the end seducing her son and becoming his submissive Pet Mommy.
"Pet Mommy": DP Mommy Slut! Pet Mommy's dominant son makes another fantasy come true... her first double penetration.
"Pet Mommy": Fucking with Mommy-Slut: Pet Mommy's task is to seduce her daughter and give her to her son as a present at his high school graduation... but alas, things go terribly astray when the daughter takes charge of the mother for herself.
Notes: Thanks as always to my editors MAB7991, Robert, Leann and Goamz for the laborious amount of time they spend in helping to make this sequel better in 2014 and Tex Beethoven for giving it a fresh polish in 2019.
My Daughter Submits
Crystal and I got home pretty late that night, and thankfully Crystal didn't insist we sleep together or anything... each of us headed to our own bedrooms.
I was startled when I entered mine to find Michael wasn't asleep, but was sitting up in our bed, on his laptop.
He asked, without looking up from his computer, "So how did it go?"
"Not as anticipated," I answered, nervous at the consequences of yet another sexual weakness on my part.
"Explain," he said, closing his laptop and setting it on the side table.
I retold the whole story, including my own lesbian sexual submission to my daughter Crystal. He seemed slightly shocked at first, but continued listening intently.
Once I was done, I finished with, "I'm sorry, Master, I just wasn't strong enough to stand up to her, but I did manage not to tell her about you."
He snapped his fingers and pointed to his crotch. I crawled onto the bed, tugged down the sheets and blanket and found a very stiff cock waiting for me. I bent down and took it in my mouth.
"Well, tomorrow we'll have to put her in her place," he said, as I devoured his entire cock into my mouth.
"How?" I asked a moment later.
As he grasped my head and guided it back onto his cock he explained but only vaguely, "Psychological warfare."
I bobbed on his cock, enjoying being back in my comfortable submissive position pleasuring my son. I bobbed up and down on his stiff rod, enjoying its familiar presence in my mouth. A few minutes later I was swallowing Michael's seed. Once he was done, I climbed into his arms, glad to be welcomed there in spite of my failure, and I fell asleep in his warm embrace.
The next morning I awakened very close to noontime and alone in bed. I got up, slipped on a robe, and headed down to the kitchen. I was surprised to see Michael already wearing his tux. He greeted me, "Good morning, Mom."
"Good morning," I yawned.
He smiled, "Don't be yawning already, it's going to be a long day."
"Just need some coffee," I mumbled robotically, trudging over to the coffee machine.
"Not cock?" he quipped.
"Oh, that too," I smiled, perking up, always ready to feed his aggressive sexual behaviour and my insatiable appetite for his cum.
"Knees, Mom," he ordered.
"But Crystal could come down any second," I fretted.
"She already knows you're a submissive slut, she proved it herself," Michael shrugged.
"Michael please," I pleaded, normally getting off on his sexual dominance, but thinking this time it seemed out of place with Crystal upstairs, even after she dommed me last night.
"Please what? Please Master shove your cock in my mouth, please Master shove your dick in my cunt, or please Master sodomize me with your massive rod?" Michael asked, stepping towards me.
My cunt dampened at his nasty words, and as usual I shifted from mother to slut, consequences be damned. I answered, ready for whatever he wanted to do to me, "Please Master... use me however you please. My body is yours to use as you please, Master."
"Get me hard, Mommy-pet," he ordered, his hands going to my shoulders and guiding me to my knees. "And you're not hiding under any tables this time."
"Aren't you hard already?" I pouted as I looked up at him.
"Discover for yourself," he smirked, looking down at me.
I fished out his cock and discovered it was already hard and ready for action, but I took it between my lips anyway.
I bobbed back and forth on his gorgeous cock in my own kitchen with my dominant daughter, my Mistress, upstairs. It was nerve-wracking, yet also exhilarating.
As I continued to deep throat his iron-hard rod, I pondered how I now had both a son as a Master and a daughter as a Mistress, and how it could all fall apart in a few seconds.
"Pussy or ass, Mommy-slut?" he asked.
"Your choice, baby, but my cunt is on fire right now," I answered, taking his cock out of my mouth, the risk of being caught turning me on.
"Drop your robe and bend over the table," he instructed.
"If Crystal comes down?" I asked, already obeying by removing my robe, and now wearing nothing but thigh highs.
"Not your problem. It isn't about her coming, it's about my coming," Michael answered, playing on my words.
"Ain't that the truth," I smiled playfully, finally trusting in his control and in his protection from whatever, obediently bending over the table, leaving both my cunt and ass available for my Master's beautiful fuck stick.
I wasn't surprised when he slid his cock in my ass. It had been his favourite hole of late, and the one that got me the most animated. "Oooooh, you're such a bad boy, Michael, fucking Mommy's ass," I moaned as his cock filled my back door.
"Just how you love it," Michael smirked.
"Sooo true," I moaned as he began sliding his big cock in and out of me.
I forgot all about the risk of getting caught and just enjoyed the sensations of being ass fucked by my Master.
For a few minutes he fucked my ass, eventually pounding me so hard the table began to jerk across the kitchen floor. I moaned, "Oh yes, baby, fuck Mommy hard."
"On your knees, Mom," Michael ordered, pulling out of my ass.
I spun around, dropped to my knees, and opened my mouth just in time to feel the first spray of his cum hit my face. A second and third rope hit my face and mouth before I leaned forward and took his cock in my mouth while it was still pulsating.
After only a few seconds, he pulled out and said, "Sorry, but Crystal will be home any minute now."
"She's not here?" I asked, surprised.
"She went for a jog," Michael revealed. "Did you enjoy the suspense of thinking she could come downstairs at any moment and discover us?"
"Actually, yes I did, Master; that was a good tease. So what's the plan now?" I asked, standing up.
"I don't know yet, but make sure she's here and dressed sexy when I get home from the grad party," he instructed.
"That won't be easy," I said.
"Just make sure she's here," Michael ordered. "I'll take care of the rest."
"I do love a confident man," I purred.
"And no coming until Crystal is mine," Michael ordered.
"Okay," I sighed, my pussy burning at the moment, having no idea how I would refuse if Crystal tried to make me come.
"I'm going to shower," Michael said, leaving me alone in the kitchen.
I hurried to the kitchen sink, washed the cum off my face, slipped on my robe and was just drying my face as Crystal came in all sweaty from her run.
"Hi, my dear," I greeted, not sure what our relationship would be like today after yesterday.
"Hi, Mom," she smiled back, looking around for Michael.
"He's in the shower, I think," I said.
"So we have enough time?" she smiled.
"For what?" I asked.
"For you to have some breakfast," Crystal said, tugging down her shorts.
"Not here, Crystal," I said firmly.
"Are you disobeying me?" she asked, raising her eyebrow.
"Last night was a mistake," I said.
"Is that what you think?" Crystal asked.
"Yes," I insisted. "I'm your Mother."
"And my pet," she added, emphasis on the 'my'.
"No," I said. "Plus, you're flying back home in a couple of days."
"All the more reason to enjoy the weekend," she smiled, moving towards me very like Michael had just a few minutes ago.
Still prevaricating, I offered, "Tell you what. We all need to leave soon, but you and I can resume our mommy-daughter time after we return from Michael's graduation."
"Hmmmmm," she said, staring me in the eye.
"Then we'll have enough time for me to be your complete mommy-slave fuck-toy," I offered, speaking crudely in hopes of gaining her agreement to postpone things, and to give Michael time to plot his own seduction plan for her.
"I don't know, my cunt is calling your name," she said.
"Please, just wait till then," I said, adding, "And then I'll do anything you order me to."
"Anything?" she asked, such terms being rather all-inclusive and lacking in wiggle room.
"My body is your canvas," I replied, sounding corny as hell.
"Okay, Mommy, I'll behave until after the graduation. But then you are fucking mine," Crystal said, slapping my ass and leaving me alone in the kitchen.
I shook my head, wondering what I'd gotten myself into. You know the First Rule of Holes? When you find yourself in one, stop digging? I just didn't seem able to stop digging, and between first Michael and now Crystal, I was already in very deep.
**********
The graduation was boring, like they always are, but both Crystal and I got a few extra looks because of our gowns, which were rather over the top for a high school graduation... both of us truthfully outshining many of the teenage girl graduates. Crystal had decided for neither of us to wear bras, and as we mingled with people before and after the ceremony, the freedom our large breasts enjoyed were attracting many an eye. I liked getting those looks and, although I was nervous, I was also really excited to see how Michael planned to deal with Crystal later today.
Michael found us after the ceremony and said, "Wow, you two. This is a graduation, not a pickup bar."
I quipped, "We just wanted to make you look good."
Crystal added sharply, "Especially because you can't do it yourself."
"Love you too," Michael replied, trading shots like they always did. "But seriously Crystal, you look super hot."
"Yuck... like I'm your sister," she said, her face scrunching up like a dried raisin.
"I just said you're hot, not that I wanted to fuck you," Michael rebutted, shocking her.
"Michael!" she gasped.
"I need a picture of my big man," I said, trying to change the subject, the innuendo transparent to Crystal, but not to Michael.
I'd taken a couple of pictures of Michael when Frederick arrived.
Frederick's eyes went instantly to our mobile chests and he repeated Michael's sentiments, "Holy cow, Ms. Lodge and Crystal, you two are the hottest girls here."
Crystal glared, not a diplomatic bone in her body, "And you look just as nerdy as you always have."
Frederick quipped back, "I know you love me, Crystal. One day you'll accept it."
"When hell freezes over," Crystal snapped back.
"With all this climate change, that could be sooner than you think," Michael quipped, clearly foreshadowing his full intentions (at least to me), which Crystal was oblivious to.
"Why don't I take a picture of your whole family," Frederick offered, ignoring the insult.
I agreed, "Thanks, Frederick, that would be great. I don't get my two babies together very often anymore and never while we're dressed so... maturely."
I got Michael to stand between Crystal and me, and Frederick took a few pictures.
Once the impromptu photo op was over, Michael slyly pinched my ass and I yelped.
Crystal looked at me and asked, "You okay, Mom?"
"Oh fine, I just had a bee land on my neck for a moment," I said, blushing.
"So what are you two studs up to now?" I asked.
Crystal laughed, "I'll bet an all-night marathon of dungeons and dragons."
"That was last weekend," Frederick countered, ignoring her sarcastic tone completely.
Michael said, staring directly at Crystal, "Oh, I plan to have a very eventful evening."
Crystal, not catching on at all to the sex in her brother's implications, laughed, "Oh, I'm sure you do."
I said, "Well Michael. You two have fun."
"You too," Michael smiled, giving me a kiss on the cheek.
Once the boys were gone, Crystal asked, "Ready to go home and play?"
"Oh Crystal, let's go and get a bite to eat first," I said, trying to delay the inevitable as long as possible and give Michael more prep time for whatever he had in mind.
"Sure," Crystal said, "Although my plans for our playtime do include you eating a fair amount."
"Crystal!" I gasped playfully, enjoying the sexual word play. All responsibilities for how the remainder of the day turned out were in the hands of Crystal and Michael, so all I had to do was whatever I was told while I enjoyed the sex.
Oh! Except that I couldn't come until Crystal submitted to Michael. That could be a challenge.
"Let's go," Crystal said. "I can't handle all these horny teenagers staring at me."
"Well, you look good enough to eat," I quipped, unable to resist her setup line.
"Mother!" Crystal mocked shock.
I laughed, "Look what you've done to me."
"Oh, it's only the beginning," Crystal purred, as we headed to my car.
At the restaurant, I decided it was time to begin planting seeds in Crystal's mind that she wasn't as dominant as she thought she was. As we waited for the bill following a dinner dripping with sexual innuendo, I announced out of nowhere, "Crystal, I have something I need to tell you."
"What is it now?" Crystal asked irritably, her dislike of surprises one of her biggest flaws.
"I have a Master," I announced. I did it bluntly, to shock her.
"Excuse me?" she gasped.
I repeated, "I have a Master."
"What? Who?" she asked in annoyance.
"I can't say," I answered.
"Tell me!" she demanded.
"I can't," I repeated.
"I'm your Mistress, Mommy-slut," she pointed out.
"But I had a Master first, and my primary loyalty is to him," I stated, before adding, "It was his idea for me to seduce you."
"I can't believe this," Crystal said in frustration, as the waitress showed up with the bill.
I took the bill and stood up.
Crystal warned me, "This conversation isn't over."
"Of course not," I nodded, before adding, "but I won't reveal who he is. He'll reveal himself if he chooses."
"Fuck," Crystal cursed, storming away.
I paid the bill and joined her in the car.
The entire drive home Crystal stewed, pissed off and giving me the silent treatment until she broke the silence and announced, "I think we need some new toys for tonight," and instructed me to pull into an adult store we were passing.
"You going to fuck Mommy?" I asked, unable to turn off my insatiable desire to submit, and to be a complete slut, as well as to continue stirring the pot.
"Or vice versa," she shrugged, leading me into the store.
I learned, in case it wasn't already obvious, that my daughter was as sick, twisted and kinky as her Mother. She made me buy a double ended dildo, two different sizes of strap-ons, some furry handcuffs, a blindfold, a vibrating butt plug, and a choker, which she fastened onto me right in front of the older man at the checkout.
While doing so she intoned an impromptu litany: "This choker is to be worn at all times as a constant reminder of who owns your cunt," before adding for dramatic effect, and to humiliate me even further in front of someone, trying to establish her dominance in spite of what I'd said about a Master, "and who owns your cunt?"
"You do, Mistress," I replied, playing the role of submissive even while I crossed some mental fingers.
"What else am I to you, slut?" she asked, putting the collar on me.
"My daughter," I answered in front of the checkout guy.
"Pay for our sex toys, Mommy-slut," she ordered, before asking the older man, "is there a glory hole in this dump?"
"No, ma'am," the older man replied, as she shocked me once again... willing to have her Mother suck a stranger's cock... which instead of resenting, I found to be a turn on.
"Too bad," Crystal shrugged.
Unfazed... it would probably have been fun ... I couldn't help myself as I tossed out, "I really could use a load or two."
The man's face displayed utter shock, which is really saying something, because one would have to assume he saw a lot of crazy shit going down in that store.
"Pay the man, Mommy-slut," Crystal ordered.
"Yes, Mistress," I replied agreeably, enjoying getting this stranger going. Our tits were still freely swaying around in our bodices, which added to the fun.
Once we were outside, Crystal ordered, "Stick the vibrating butt plug in your ass, Mother."
"Here?" I asked, seeing a few people within viewing distance of us.
"Yes," Crystal said, pointing to a side alley that probably would hide my public act, but no guarantees. "We need to get that ass of yours trained."
I replied, partly to shock her again, partly to avoid having to put it in, but mostly to remind her she wasn't ultimately in charge, "I'll do it if you wish Mistress, but it isn't really necessary. Master pounds my ass regularly."
"You really are a nasty slut, aren't you, Mother?" she asked.
"Master has opened up my inner slut," I replied rather matter-of-factly, before adding with a chuckle, "literally."
"Nevertheless, go plug your ass, Mother," Crystal again instructed.
"Okay," I said, for the first time tentative about obeying an act. What if a cop saw me?
I moved to the concealment of the alley and was just lifting up my dress when Crystal added, "Be sure to turn it onto vibrate."
I turned it on and awkwardly (if anyone was watching, I imagine it would have been hilarious) inserted the vibrating plug in my ass.
I returned to Crystal who quipped, "Ready to buzz off?"
"Frankly I'd rather just get ass fucked," I answered, which, although I was trying to shock her, was the truth.
Back in the car as Crystal drove, it was impossible not to be distracted by the constant vibrations. Although Michael had pounded me back there many times, including earlier today, the vibrations caused a different pleasure. Also, because it just sat lodged inside me and wasn't slamming in and out, it was more of a frustrating tease... not getting me off, just making me want to get fucked... hard. Thinking of Michael's big cock plugging my ass, I moaned.
Crystal said, "Already thinking of getting ass fucked, Mother?"
"God, yes," I moaned, although it was Michael's cock in my mind and not her strap-on.
Crystal pulled into a 7-11 and told me, "I'll be back in a minute."
I seized the opportunity to text Michael:
Master
Crystal has just bought some strap-ons, double-ended dildos, handcuffs and a blindfold. Also a vibrating ass plug which is already inside me. We should be home in twenty minutes.
Michael texted back almost immediately:
Delicious... will text you later... make sure you keep your phone with you at all times.
I texted:
Of course Master.
Just before Crystal returned to the car, I erased our conversation in case Crystal somehow got hold of my phone.
She returned and drove in silence.
Once we were in our driveway, Crystal asked me again, "Who is your Master?"



"I can't tell you."
"Do I know him?"
"Yes, but you'd never in a million years think of him in such a way," I answered, loving that I was giving her so many hints and yet she remained oblivious.
"I'm going to find out."
"Perhaps. But if you do, you'll end up on your knees serving him... not that you'll mind," I warned, praying I was foreshadowing the truth.
"Unlikely," she scoffed.
"He's a very powerful young man," I answered.
"How young?" She asked.
"Close to Michael's age," I answered, barely able to withhold my laughter as I mentioned my Master's name.
"A kid? Holy shit, mother, you really are a slut." Crystal declared. "Is he a friend of Michael's?"
"Not really," I answered truthfully.
"Let's get inside, this conversation is only getting me frustrated."
"Yes, Mistress," I replied, secretly enjoying driving her crazy, as she'd done to me throughout her teen years.
She sighed, "If I were really your Mistress, you'd obey me without conditions."
"True. But no matter how much I enjoy serving you, and I confess that I do, I had a Master first," I replied, "and he's very convincing."
"Fuck!" she snapped, storming out of the car and slamming the door.
I gathered our purchases and followed her in.
The moment we were inside, she was already out of her dress. She grabbed my hand and led me into the kitchen and ordered me, "Get out of that dress."
I obeyed, wondering when Michael planned to arrive home.
"On all fours," she ordered, as I stood in front of her wearing only my thigh highs (in our house, shoes came off the moment we came in the door) and the buzzing butt plug which was still lodged in my ass.

I again obeyed as she reached into the bag of new toys and pulled out a strap-on.
I watched her fasten it to her slender figure and walk over to me.
"I'm going to fuck the shit out of you, Mommy-slut," she said, her tone still brimming with frustration and anger.
"Twice is nice: Master already did that today as well," I said, giving her another major hint as to who he was.
"What!?!"
"Yes, while you were out jogging," I answered, relishing the obvious hints I was giving her.
"You got ass fucked just before I came in from my run?" she asked, incredulous.
"Yep. Remember how I was drying my face off as you walked in? I'd just finished washing my Master's cum off of it," I added, really enjoying the confused, frustrated looks on Crystal's face.
"Where was Michael while this kid was giving you a facial?" Crystal asked.
"Upstairs getting ready," I lied.
"You got ass-fucked while your son was upstairs?" Crystal asked, still skeptical.
"I obey Master without hesitation," I answered, "He owns me."
"So what if he walked in here right now?" Crystal asked, looking down at me.
"You'd see a whole new side of your Mother if Master chose to allow that," I answered, "and before you knew it, you'd more than likely join me on your knees serving him."
Just then my cell buzzed.
Crystal seized my phone and checked the message. "Well, speak of the devil."
"What does it say?" I asked.
"Be there in thirty minutes, slut. I expect you on all fours and ready," Crystal read out.
"Oh dear! You should leave," I urged her, pretending to be concerned for her, even though I knew there was no chance in hell she'd comply.
"Fuck that," she said, "I can't wait for him to catch me fucking you."
"You want my Master to catch us committing incest?" I asked, mock horrified.
"Why not?" she shrugged, "he already knows you're a dirty whore, so we might as well prove it."
"Oh, trust me," I smiled. "I've definitely proven it."
Crystal kneeled behind me, pulled the plug out of my ass and replaced it with her plastic cock.
"Aaaah," I moaned, "Yes, fuck Mommy's ass!"
"How big is your Master?" She asked.
"Eight inches," I moaned between her hard, deep thrusts.
She'd been pounding my ass for a few minutes, when the front door opened, way earlier than the thirty minutes mentioned in the text message.
"You're early," Crystal called out, claiming her territory.
Michael called out "Early for what?" just before turning the corner and feigning shock, "What the fuck?!"
Crystal hurried to cover her breasts as Michael and Frederick walked in on our incestuous act, her strap-on jerking out of my ass as if it had been burned.
Frederick said, staring at us, "Wow!"
"Stop staring, you fucking perverts," Crystal snapped, mortified at being caught by her brother and his friend.
"We're the perverts?" Michael laughed. "You're the one with a strap-on in Mom's ass."
"Wow!" Frederick repeated, drooling over Crystal's bod. Like me, all she was wearing was thigh highs, plus in her case, the strap-on.
"Just go away," Crystal demanded.
"Go away so you can sodomize our Mom?" Michael asked, "I love my Mom!" trying to keep a straight face even though he was thoroughly enjoying Crystal's embarrassment.
I feigned embarrassment, even though I remained on my knees in obedience to both of my dominant teens, "Michael, it's not what it looks like."
"It looks like Crystal was fucking your ass," Michael said, "it's something different?" looking directly at me.
"Okay, it is what it looks like," I said, "but I can explain."
"Okay, go for it," Michael said, looking intrigued.
"Crystal is my Mistress," I confessed shamefacedly as if I were imparting humiliating news, before adding, "and we were setting the stage for my Master to show up, so she could put him in his place."
"You have a Master?" Michael gasped.
"Yes, I'm so sorry my son, I also have a Master," I admitted, pretending to be mortally embarrassed.
Crystal snarled, "So now you know. Leave the room so we can get dressed."
With a smile Michael dropped his horrified façade and ordered, "We won't. Get on your knees, Crystal."
"Excuse me?" she gasped, shocked by her timid brother's astonishing order.
Michael's stern and unaccustomed (to Crystal) expression didn't change at all as he accused, "Crystal, you're such a condescending bitch."
"Excuse me?" she gasped again. This wasn't a Michael she'd ever seen before.
Michael continued smugly, "My apologies. Was 'condescending' too big a word for you?"
"Fuck you," Crystal shot back.
"Thanks for the offer; I plan to," Michael replied.
"Excuse me?" Crystal repeated, again surprised by his response. It was obvious to me just from this brief exchange that Michael was the true dominant here, although I'd already demonstrated that on my own, their Mother couldn't stand up to either of them.
"Your college education really isn't helping you much," Michael quipped, before speaking more slowly, "I'm... going... to... fuck... you."
"You're sick," Crystal said.
"Says the daughter who was just caught using her own mother as a sexual plaything," Michael countered.
Crystal was speechless, which I'd never known was even possible.
Michael continued, "Plus, there can't be a Mistress in this house, there's already a Master. Isn't that right, Mommy-slut?"
All the attention... especially Crystal's... shifted to me as Michael turned his gaze my way.
"Yes, Master," I nodded, feeling liberated at finally having the heavy secret removed from my shoulders as I resumed my true role as submissive to my son.
"Is my Pet Mommy hungry?" Michael asked.
"Famished, Master," I smiled, not only willing and able, but downright eager to submit to him completely. The fact that Crystal was right here watching us was icing on the cake. I also thought it pretty cool that Frederick was present.
"Well, come get your snack," Michael said, turning his gaze back to Crystal.
Crystal watched in stunned silence as I crawled over to Michael, fished out his big erect cock and sucked it into my mouth.
"Mother!" Crystal gasped.
Michael answered for me, as I had a mouthful of cock, "You may have thought you conquered her last night, and you even did somewhat, but that was all part of the plan. You see, our Mommy is my pet... my Pet Mommy."
I bobbed hungrily like a porn star, taking all of Michael's cock in my mouth, trying to impress both him and Crystal.
Crystal asked in disbelief as she finally put the pieces together, "Michael is your Master?"
"I stand corrected, college really has paid off for you. You can add two plus two and figure out that my Mommy-slut doesn't belong to you," Michael quipped, as he ran his fingers through my hair.
"And what do you think you're doing, you stuttering nerd?" Crystal asked, mortified as Fredrick now walked nonchalantly towards me, unfastening his pants.
"Tapping your Mom's cunt," Fredrick answered smoothly without a trace of a speech impediment, as he kneeled down behind me and slid his cock into my wet cunt in one deep thrust.
"Now get on your knees, Crystal," Michael repeated.
"As if," she refused.
"It's obvious that you're a submissive in need of training," Michael said.
"It is, is it?" Crystal shot back not very imaginatively, her voice dripping with its usual sarcasm.
"Well for one thing, you're standing in front of your own brother and his friend with almost no shame that we can see your tits, and all that's hiding that cunt of yours is a strap-on," Michael explained, as he pulled his cock out of my mouth while Frederick kept fucking my cunt.
Crystal snapped, "I'm out of here."
"Stop!" Michael demanded sharply.
Crystal obeyed.
"Mom, do you want Crystal to join you?"
"God, yes," I answered, looking directly at Crystal.
I could see confusion all over Crystal's face as mixed emotions swirled around inside her. She'd just recently become a Domme, but now she'd just gotten caught committing incest by a couple of nerds, a class of people she'd always thought despicable, and one of whom was her own brother. She'd always put him down almost out of habit, but now she'd learned he was my Master. And to top it all off, and I knew exactly what she was feeling for I'd often felt it myself, most recently last night thanks to her, she was being pressured by an undeniable need to submit. And what's more, this urge, this compulsion, wasn't being imposed on her by Michael from the outside, but Michael and this entire situation were drawing this feeling, this need, from deep within her own core.
Nevertheless, she'd always been more stubborn than anyone I knew, so she wasn't giving in. But I could see she was wavering.
I tried pushing her towards her tipping point, "Crystal, come and join Mommy. I know you want to."
"I do not," she said, but her usual ringing confidence wasn't present in her tone.
"Look at my cock, Crystal," Michael said. "It's either going back inside Mom... or it can go into you."
I loved Michael's confident demeanour, one that I knew he hadn't ever experienced before I seduced him. But now he brimmed with an overpowering confidence.
I moaned, wanting to put on a show for Crystal, to inform her how great submission to my two men could feel, "Oh God yes, Frederick, pound my cunt."
Frederick replied, pausing deep inside me, "No, Betty. Not until Crystal joins you."
Crystal glared murder at Frederick as I pleaded, "Honey, please come and join Mommy."
Michael added, seeing the struggle now very apparent in his sister's eyes, "Go ahead, Crystal, come and serve your Master," as he shoved his cock back in my mouth.
Because my face was now buried in Michael's crotch, I couldn't see Crystal, but I could sense her inner struggle, one I only vaguely recalled ever having, and that was decades ago. And was I also sensing jealousy? Was she jealous because Michael and Frederick were fucking me and not her? So unnecessary: I was certainly willing to share!
Frederick's cock was buried deep inside me but not moving, as we all awaited Crystal's response.
Crystal finally asked, looking at the side of my head, "How? Why? When?"
Michael pulled his cock out of my mouth and ordered, "Go ahead, Mommy-slut, tell Crystal how this all came to be."
So as we all remained more or less frozen in this strange tableau, I retold the Cliff Notes version of my son's seduction, explaining my motivation, and went into a bit of detail about Michael's regular usage of all three of my holes. Crystal listened silently through my extensive, graphic, sometimes even sordid story of my journey into incestual submission.
Once I was done, Michael walked over to Crystal and ordered, "Knees, big sister."
Her face burning red, her cunt soaking wet, she looked to me for assistance, but I just nodded and said, "Do it, Crystal. Just like I did. I promise you'll never regret it."
She protested, weakly now, her defiant fire gone, gazing helplessly down at Michael's big hard cock, "But you're my brother."
"And Betty is your Mother, and you used her even though you love her," Michael countered, "so you can't play the 'incest is wrong' card."
"I-don't-can't-think-I-mean-what, oh, I don't know anything at all!" Crystal babbled, too overwhelmed by the shocking revelations and the shift in power to think clearly.
Michael placed his hands on her shoulders gently, no force, no coercion, and instructed, "On your knees, big sister."
I watched as, in beautiful slow motion, Crystal hesitated briefly, like a leaf in autumn hanging on for a few last moments before it falls helplessly to the ground, and then slowly lowered herself to the floor.
"Good girl," Michael purred, his big cock now staring her in the face.
Crystal stared at Michael's cock, in awe of its size and the reality that she was on her knees in front of her nerdy brother, the one she'd ridiculed and bullied for years.
"Go ahead my pet, take my cock in your mouth," Michael instructed.
She looked up at him, her prior disdain for her brother gone and replaced with a look of hunger in her eyes that I knew so well, before returning her gaze to his cock.
I stared in complete voyeuristic awe as she leaned forward and took Michael's cock in her mouth.
Part of me was proud of Crystal for joining me in submission to Master's cock, yet another part was briefly jealous at having to share him...thankful she was only going to be here for a couple more days before heading back west.
Frederick resumed pumping his cock into my cunt as Crystal slowly sucked her brother's cock. The incestuous scene between my two offspring was incredibly hot, and it enhanced the pleasure I was receiving from Frederick.
Michael groaned, "I've imagined this for many years, my new pet."
Crystal didn't respond, but just continued bobbing back and forth on his cock.
After a couple minutes of Crystal sucking and Frederick fucking, Michael pulled out and asked, "Does my big sister want her little brother's big cock in her cunt?"
Crystal looked up and admitted, frustrated, "Yes, damn it."
"On all fours, my pet," Michael instructed, enjoying this newfound power over his sister.
Crystal obeyed without hesitation or protest, her desire to submit having now overridden her stubborn bitchiness.
Michael moved behind her and ordered, "Beg me, big sister."
Crystal sighed, "Just fuck me, Michael."
"That's Master," Michael corrected.
"Fine, fuck me Master," she corrected, not really buying into the Master-pet thing.
"Frederick, come and fuck her face," Michael ordered.
"What?" Crystal gasped. "God, no. Not him!"
"I wasn't asking your opinion, slut," Michael said, his hands firmly on her hips. "You didn't address me properly, and that results in a punishment."
Frederick pulled out of me and grinned, "With pleasure."
Frederick stepped in front of Crystal, who exclaimed upon seeing his big cock, "Shit, do all geeks have big dicks?"
Frederick answered by shoving his cock into her open mouth, and he began slowly fucking her face. "I've wanted to see your lips wrapped around my cock for years."
Michael asked, rubbing his cock up and down her pussy lips "How badly does big sister want to get fucked?"
Frederick pulled out of Crystal's mouth as she answered in frustration. "Stop playing games, just fuck me, Michael. Fuck me like you've wanted to do for years."
He kept teasing her pussy as he continued, "I'm not sure you really want my cock, Crystal. If you don't really want it, I know someone who does."
"Dammit, Michael," Crystal said, exasperated, "I just told you to fuck me, what more do you want?"
"I want begging," Michael answered, slamming his cock deeply inside her and pulling back out. "Not only do I deserve it after all these years of taking your shit, as your new Master I know you need to do it for your own welfare."
"Fuuuuck," Crystal moaned, as her brother filled her. When he pulled back out, she cursed, "Dammit Michael, stop teasing me. Fuck your big sister."
"My slutty big sister?" Michael asked.
"Yes, dammit," Crystal answered in frustration. "Now shove that big cock of yours in your sister's slutty wet cunt."
"You sure?" Michael asked, relishing the power he had over her, "After all, am I not just your annoying geek brother?"
"You're being fucking annoying right now," Crystal snapped, her pretentious persona not yet squelched.
"Call me Master," Michael ordered, slamming his cock deep into her.
"Nooooo..." Crystal moaned.
Michael kept his cock buried in her this time as he repeated, "Call me Master, Crystal."
"Damn it, just fuck me," Crystal demanded, still stubborn.
"Mom, do you want my cock?" Michael asked.
"Oh honey, my beloved Master, you know I want your cock in any of Mommy's holes whenever you wish," I replied, trying to sound sultry and alluring.
Crystal snapped, "Shut up, slut."
I looked at her and said, "Oh baby, you were never really my Mistress... I can't deny I couldn't resist surrendering to you last night, but today I followed your orders because Michael told me to, because I love submitting, and to draw you in."
I stood up, walked over to her and added, "You were always an unruly child, and now it's time to teach you your place. Like our Master told you, you need to do it for your own good, to help you learn not to be a bitch all the time."
Crystal winced like I'd just slapped her in the face, which, in a way I had.
I pushed Frederick aside, he complied, and I stuck my cunt in front of her face and ordered, with my support network now in place able to be truly dominant for the first time, "Lick Mommy's cunt, you lowly slut."
Her shocked look was adorable as I grabbed her head and shoved her face in my cunt. After a brief hesitance, I felt her tongue begin licking my extremely wet pussy lips. I moaned, "That's it, Crystal, be a good cunt licker for Mommy."
Michael began fucking her hard, each forward thrust forcing her face deeper into my cunt.
"That's it, Michael, make your slutty sister your plaything," I moaned.
Crystal's licking was sloppy, her moans increasing as Michael continued fucking her. I asked, moving my cunt away and moving my hand to her chin to force her to look up at me, "Crystal, who's an incest slut now?"
"I-I-I am," Crystal stammered, as Michael shifted from slow fucking to fast.
"You're what?" I asked.
"An incest sluuuut," she answered, her orgasm close.
"And who is your Master?" Michael interjected, still waiting for the response he longed for.
"You arrrre," Crystal finally admitted, her hunger for pleasure finally overriding her strong-willed personality.
"I'm what?" he asked, insisting on the full declaration.
"You're my Master, Michael," she admitted, before surprising me, her face shiny with my juices, "and Mommy is my Mistress."
"Good answer, sister slut," he smiled, as he continued slamming into her. "Frederick, go sit on the couch."
Frederick, who had been a silent bystander for the past few minutes, did as Michael instructed, his cock standing erect like a lighthouse.



Michael pulled his cock out of Crystal, who had been bouncing back on it, riding him hungrily, and she whined, "Nooooo, put it back in."
"Put what back in?" Michael asked smugly.
"Your big fucking cock," Crystal snapped insatiably.
"Nope. Go ride Frederick," Michael ordered, surprising Crystal again.
Crystal looked back at him, "Are you fucking serious?"
"Of course," Michael answered. "Frederick and I share everything. Isn't that right, Mother?"
"They gave me my first DP," I revealed.
Crystal shook her head, "I can't fucking believe this."
"What?" Michael asked. "That Mom is my slut, or that you are too?"
Crystal stood up, turned to face Michael and answered, "That a timid geek like you has such a dark, confident side."
"Mom brought out the Dom in me," Michael replied, winking at me. "Blame her."
"And Michael brought out the complete submissive slut in me," I interjected. "I'll take all the blame you like, it's worth it."
"I've now brought it out in both of you," Michael added, looking directly in Crystal's eyes, his fingers playing with her clit.
"You love this, don't you?" Crystal said, still refusing to approach Frederick.
"If you mean after all these years of my pretentious, hot, popular and condescending big sister finally is being put in her place, yes, it's the second-best moment in my life," Michael smirked.
"What was your first?" Crystal asked, although we all knew what he was going to say.
"My biggest fantasy becoming a reality when Mom offered herself to become my complete, submissive fuck-toy," Michael replied, looking at me.
I smiled, "Oh, Master, you say the sweetest things."
"Now slut sister, do as you're told," Michael ordered.
"Yes, Master," Crystal answered, finally abandoning the last shreds of her defiance.
I watched as she trudged over to Frederick, but as she climbed on top of him she said, her usual snark back, "Geek, I'm going to rock your world."
As Crystal engulfed his cock, Frederick countered, "No slut, I'm going to fuck yours," as he bucked his ass up.
"Aaaaah Gaaaawwd!!!," Crystal screamed, as Frederick went deeper than she knew was possible.
"That's right slut, worship me," Frederick quipped, which sounded as nerdy as nerdy could be.
"Shut up and enjoy the ride," Crystal retorted, as she shoved her tits in his face and began riding his cock.
I went over to Michael and asked, "Are you about to take her ass?"
"Of course," Michael nodded, kissing me. Breaking the kiss, he said, "You did well, Mommy-slut."
"Thank you, Master," I blushed, "now go ass fuck her, make her your and Fredrick's DP bitch."
"You really are the best Mom in the world," Michael complimented.
"And don't you forget it when you're busy banging Crystal or some other slut," I replied, my hand stroking his cock.
"Oh, Mom, you'll always be my number one slut," Michael smiled, kissing me again. This time with the passion of a caring lover and not a dominant Master.
I returned the kiss with equal passion, knowing I would do anything he wanted without hesitation. I loved him as a son, as a lover and as a Master...he was in essence my perfect man.
He broke the kiss and whispered, "Go fetch the video camera, we should have your daughter's first DP on video."
"I wish I had my first DP on video," I smiled.
"Me too," he said, slapping my ass. "Now go."
I ran upstairs to my bedroom and grabbed the video camera, not wanting to miss any of the action. When I returned a couple minutes later, Crystal was pleading, still riding Frederick's cock, "Please, not my ass!"
"Have you never had a cock in your ass?" Michael asked.
"Not as big as yours," she answered, her eyes wide with fear.
"Well then, I guess it's time to fix that," Michael smiled, moving behind her.
"Please noooooooooo," Crystal pleading was adorable and hot... especially after her dominant performance on me the night before.
Michael rammed into his sister without lube, filling her with all eight inches of his rock-hard cock.
"You mother fucker," Crystal screamed, the pain tearing through her.
"Don't you mean sister fucker?" Michael laughed.
"Take iiiiit out," she pleaded.
I moved closer, filming my daughter's sodomy, as I comforted, "It's okay honey, just relax. Once Master starts reaming that tight ass of yours, the pain will fade away and an amazing fucking pleasure will take over."
"You're fucking taping this?" Crystal snapped, asking the obvious.
Michael quipped, as he began slowly moving his cock in and out of his sister's ass, "Language, sis, I'm not sure you're getting your money's worth at that college."
"Fuuuuck," Crystal whimpered.
I continued reassuring her, "Relax honey, the pleasure will come, and then you will, too."
Michael added, "All my sluts must allow easy access to all three of their fuck holes, big sister."
"You perverrrrt," Crystal whimpered, but with a slight smile.
"Slut," Michael countered, picking up the pace.
"Sister fucker," Crystal quipped back.
"Brother fucker," Michael shot back.
"Oooooooh, fuuuuuck!" she screamed.
After a couple minutes of slow ass fucking, Michael ordered, as he slammed his cock deep into her ass, "Beg to get ass fucked, my pet sister."
"Oh shit, fuck, God," Crystal babbled, her body trembling as the mixture of pleasure and pain hit her fully.
"Close enough," Michael laughed, as he began to really fuck her ass. I loved watching my daughter getting double-reamed, but I was also envious, as I too wanted those two big cocks inside me.
She whimpered, getting hysterical and louder with each deep thrust, "Oh yes, shit, fuck, oh Goddddddddddddddd!!"
Frederick quipped, "She likes it! She really, really likes it."
I laughed at the nerdiness Frederick couldn't turn off as he quoted a commercial that was before his time. I giggled, "That she does, just like her mother."
For a couple minutes, the only sounds were Crystal's loud moans and Michael's grunts.
I asked her, "Does my slut daughter like getting her ass fucked?"
"God, yes, Mommmmmmy," Crystal moaned, close to orgasm.
"Is my slut daughter going to come from getting her ass reamed?" I asked, still taping.
"Yesssss, Mommmmmmy," she whimpered, as her body began shaking.
Michael grunted, his warning grunt that he was close, and said, "Sister slut, I'm going to fill your ass with cum."
"Do it! Come in meeeee," Crystal screamed, as her orgasm hit.
"Aaaaaah," Michael grunted simultaneously as my two children reached mutual orgasms.
As soon as Michael pulled out, I thrust the camera into his hands and buried my face in her ass, hungry to retrieve as much of Master's cum as I could.
After a minute, Frederick demanded, "Ride me slut."
"I can't," Crystal said weakly.
Frederick, taking charge, flipped Crystal onto her back on the couch, knocking me out of the way, spread her legs wide and slid his cock back in her cunt. He fucked her hard, and Crystal soon began moaning as I joined Michael, casually stroking his cock while we watched.
After a couple minutes of hardcore fucking, Crystal moaned, "Oh, Freddy, fuck me harder."
"But I thought I was a geek," Frederick said, pulling his cock out.
"Damn it, Freddy, make me your bitch," Crystal demanded.
"My slut?" Frederick asked, rubbing his cock up and down her pussy lips.
"Yes dammit, bitch, slut, whatever you want, now please fuck the shit out of me," she moaned.
"As you wish," Frederick agreed, raising her legs high and slamming his cock not in her cunt, but deep in her ass.
"You fuckerrrrrr," Crystal screamed, surprised by having another cock in her ass
Frederick pounded her hard, so hard the couch moved, before he grunted, pulled out, moved his cock to Crystal's face and shoved it in her mouth.
He fucked her face as he said, "I'm going to come all over your face, you fucking bitch."
He pulled out and began shooting his cum all over Crystal's face.
Crystal, who was close to coming, hungrily took his cock back in her mouth to retrieve any last remnants of cum.
Being the sweet mother I was, I crawled between my daughter's legs and completed what Frederick had almost finished.
I wasn't licking her for more than thirty seconds, when I felt my back door filled for the third time today, while I felt Crystal's hands on my head pulling me deeper into her wetness.
As I licked her and Michael fucked me, I realized our family was having its first incest threesome.
Unfortunately it didn't last long, as Crystal flooded my face with her pussy juice after only a couple minutes while screaming, "I'm coming, Mommmmmmy."
I eagerly lapped her juices as Michael continued pounding my ass.
Michael pulled out a couple minutes later, as my face remained buried in my daughter's cunt.
He moved to Crystal, pumping his cock and ordered, "Open wide, slut."
Crystal, although she was exhausted, opened wide, and seconds later took a second load all over her face and in her mouth.
Frederick, phone in hand, snapped a few pictures of Crystal's cum-coated face as Crystal protested, "Don't fucking take pictures of..."
Her protest was shut down as Michael shoved his cock in her mouth.
"This seems to be the only way to shut this bitch up," Michael quipped.
Frederick and I laughed as Michael slowly fucked his sister's face.
Frederick asked a moment later, looking at me, "Betty, what are the odds of your helping me make my mom into a mommy-slut?"
"Is that an order, Master?" I asked teasingly, the idea of seducing another woman a real turn-on after my failed attempt with Crystal.
"Since you ask, I think it is," Frederick grinned.
I shrugged as I dropped to my knees in front of him, "Tell me what you want me to do Master, and I'll make it happen."
"I want you to turn my mom into a cunt-licking, cock sucking submissive for me to play with," Frederick said, his cock getting hard at the idea.
"Yes, Master," I nodded, before taking his cock in my mouth.
Michael added, "I get first shot at your mom's ass."
"Fuck that," Frederick replied.
"Exactly what I plan to do," Michael retorted.
THE END
Continued in "Pet Mommy": Nerd Orgy
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MIKAELA'S BLACK COCK SUBMISSION STORY
"You need to get back out there or he wins," Candace said, as we finished our second bottle of wine of the evening.
"Yes, you just need to get back on that horse and go along for a ride," Samantha, my more outgoing sexually promiscuous friend, added.
"I wouldn't even know how to get on the horse again," I said, having not been in the dating scene since college.
"The best way to get revenge on that bastard is to get back in the game," Candace suggested.
"And ride the first horse that comes along," Samantha added.
"The game has changed so much since I played it," I sighed.
"The game may have changed, but the end result is the same," Samantha explained.
"And what is that?" I asked.
"To get laid, of course," Samantha quipped, sounding completely like the Samantha character on 'Sex in the City',
"I haven't been laid in over a year," I admitted for the first time.
"But Donald left you only six months ago," Candace said, surprised by my revelation.
"Yep, I guess the writing was on the wall way before I caught him at work," I said, my mind flashing back to surprising Donald at work with dinner when he said he had to work late...and learning that his definition of working late meant banging his secretary on his desk.
"That's unacceptable," Samantha said, standing up.
"There is more to life then getting laid," I pointed out, having completely forgetten what actual sex felt like.
"I'll pretend you didn't say that. Obviously your symptoms of withdrawal are making you disillusional," Samantha said, as if my dilemma was as tragic as third world poverty.
Candace nodded, "For once I agree, Samantha is right. We need to get you back out there."
"Tonight," Samantha added.
"It's almost midnight," I protested. I added, only kind of joking, "Which is two hours past my bedtime."
"It's early," Samantha countered, still living the life of a college student even though she was in her forties.
"For young people," I countered right back. "Plus, I am not dressed to go to a bar."
"I am not taking no for an answer," Samantha said, grabbing my hand and leading me to her bedroom.
I knew when Samantha had made up her mind that she wasn't going to change it. We were going to a bar whether I wanted to or not.
Candace followed and asked, "Where are we going?"
"The Pit," Samantha answered, while going to her closet.
"She is not ready for The Pit," Candace said, clearly surprised by Samantha's choice.
"What's The Pit?" I asked.
"Heaven," Samantha answered vaguely, returning with a black leather skirt and a red blouse.
"I hope that is for you," I said. I was the conservative one of the group by far and the outfit she was holding was definitely way too provocative for me.
"Put it on," Samantha ordered, her usual in control attitude taking over.
"I'm not wearing that in public," I protested.
"Just try it on," Samantha said, her tone implying annoyance at my protest.
Reluctantly, I grabbed the outfit and went to change in her bathroom.
"Just change here," Samantha said. "We've seen you naked before."
"In college," I protested.
"And you're just as hot now," Samantha said playfully.
I again obeyed, knowing it was futile to argue with Samantha. So I started to undress in front of my two best friends, when Candace repeated, "I am not sure she is ready for The Pit."
"You weren't either until I took you there," Samantha said, ignoring Candace's concerns, an inside story between them that I was clearly not a part of.
"What's The Pit?" I asked again, curious...especially with all the vague discussion between Samantha and Candace.
"It's a bar where you are guaranteed to get lucky," Samantha answered, her tone implying something more, "very, very, lucky."
Candace continued, "Let's go to Cowboys."
"Well, she could definitely get back on the horse there too," Samantha quipped.
"Let's just go to The Pit," I said. "You have me curious."
"Done," Samantha announced and gave Candace a look like 'don't say anything else'. Samantha went to the closet and returned with a couple more outfits. She tossed a black dress to Candace and said, "You can't go to The Pit dressed so conservatively."
Candace caught the dress and asked skeptically, "We are really going to do this?"
"Of course," Samantha said, getting out of her clothes, just as I got into my skirt, before adding, "You loved your first time there, didn't you, Candace?"
"Yes, but..." Candace admitted with concern.
"But nothing. Our good friend should get to see what we usually do on Friday nights," Samantha responded.
Candace's face went beet red. I was curious and asked playfully, "What do you girls do without me?"
Samantha said, all sing-song, "You'll see."
Silently, we all got dressed, a strange tension in the air. Samantha went to her dresser drawer and pulled out packages of pantyhose. She tossed a pair to Candace and another to me. "Put these on," she instructed, not remotely implying this was an option.
When I realized they were thigh high stockings and not pantyhose. I protested, "This skirt is too short for these."
"Trust me," Samantha said, "You will want to be wearing thigh highs. Isn't that right, Candace?"
"Yes," Candace whispered, clearly embarrassed by something as she looked directly at Samantha. "You want me to wear red ones?"
"It's time for you to reach the final frontier," Samantha said, as she put on a pair of white thigh highs.
"I don't know," Candace said, with trepidation.
"Have I ever been wrong before?" Samantha asked.
"I guess not, but this is a bit extreme," Candace said, her cheeks still fire red.
"Finish getting dressed, we don't want to miss out," Samantha said, ominously.
My thigh highs were beige and I couldn't get past the feeling that the colour of nylon somehow was significant, although the thought didn't make any logical sense.
Samantha called a taxi and fifteen minutes later, another glass of wine downed, we were heading to The Pit.
Once there, I said, having been there a couple times, years ago, "This used to be Cohen's Pub."
"Yep, but the new name is a lot more logical," Samantha said, as Candace and I got out.
Candace pulled me aside outside and warned, "You don't have to do anything you don't want to in there."
"Of course," I said, finding a worried, concerned look in her eyes. "What is it?"
"This bar isn't like most bars," she said, just as Samantha joined us after flirting with the cute taxi driver.
I wanted to ask more, but Samantha was back in charge. "Let's go and change Mikaela's life forever."
I quipped, "I feel like Cinderella when the Prince slipped the glass slipper on."
"Oh, you will feel more like Sleeping Beauty when your dormant sexual desires are awakened," Samantha quipped back, again an underlying secret hidden inside her words.
A part of me was excited about whatever lay ahead, yet another part of me, based on Candace's earlier reaction, worried me. The thought of playing the flirtation game instantly exhausted me, yet they were right. It was time to get back into the game. My king-sized bed seemed so big all by myself, and watching Meg Ryan movies alone was depressing. So, with an open mind, I headed into the bar with no idea what lay before me.
Once inside, I instantly noticed the obvious. Over ninety-five percent of the men were black. As I perused the establishment, I also noticed that most of the women were my age or older. There didn't seem to be any women there under thirty.
I looked to Samantha and asked, "You brought me to a bar full of black men?"
"Well-endowed, white women pleasing, black men," Samantha corrected, grabbing my hand and leading me to the bar.
She ordered shots for all three of us and a bottle of wine. Once the shots arrived, Samantha said, "A toast."
"To what?" I asked, naive and overwhelmed.
"To the night that forever changes your life," Samantha answered.
"Okay," I agreed, unsure what lay ahead.
We downed our shots, some great liquid courage, as Samantha led us to the dance floor. Wine in hand, we began dancing to some hardcore dance music I had never heard of. As I continued to check out my surroundings, I noticed something else: all the women here were wearing nylons of some colour. I also noticed that without a doubt quite a few of the black men were checking us out...and, although not trying to sound self-centered, most seemed to be checking me out...even though no doubt Samantha was the perfect ten of our group...with her red hair, green eyes, voluptuous breasts and tight ass. She swam daily and was still in amazing shape, which annoyed both Candace and I.
Candace is a brunette, with brown eyes, small breasts, and long legs. She had not completely lost her baby weight from having three children, but she was still very pretty and liked to wear short skirts and five inch heels to showcase her legs.
I wasn't the ugly duckling of the group...but I was the most conservative. I seldom wore heels, I hid my large 38DD breasts behind sweaters and I wore long skirts or dresses that showed little more than my ankles. That said, the outfit Samantha made me wear showed so much of my legs that the men leering could see the top of my lace top stockings and my breasts were outlined clearly in the tight red blouse. I imagined I looked like a cougar on the prowl.
Samantha leaned over once the song was done, while we were downing our wine and said, "Here, look at this."
She handed me her phone. I looked at it and I imagine my face paled. I read:
The Colour Code for The Pit
The colour of nylon you are wearing tells our patrons what exactly you are interested in.
Beige.............first timer
Black.............full face fucking
Fishnet..........deep ass fucking
Pink...............mouth full of cunt
Red...............double or triple penetration (threesome or more some)
White............hard cunt pounding
I looked at Candace's legs and then Samantha's before asking, even though the question was obviously rhetorical based on everything I had noticed since arriving here, "You can't be serious?"
"We can leave now if you want," Candace offered, giving me an out.
Samantha protested, "We're not going anywhere unless it is with one of these big cocked studs." Turning to Candace, she added, "Well, two or three for you, you black cock slut."
"But you're married!" I gasped, not remotely surprised that Samantha would be here fucking some black stranger, but Candace would never cheat on her man...would she?
Candace's face went super red again, apparently answering the question I hadn't asked, but was thinking about.
Samantha explained, "How does that saying go Candace?"
Candace glared at Samantha, but answered, "Once you go black, you never go back."
"To white," Samantha finished, just as a large black man joined us.
"Samantha, I see you brought along a new recruit," he said, his voice super deep. "A very sexy new recruit."
I blushed at the compliment by a complete stranger.
"We were drinking tonight to cheer up my friend here, whose bastard of an ex cheated on her, and we learned she hasn't gotten laid in over a year," Samantha revealed my secret.
"Samantha!" I gasped.
"Just telling the truth," Samantha explained innocently, not seeming to have a clue how revealing such information was a violation of our friendship.
"So you've never had black cock, sweetheart?" He asked, his hand going to my leg.
"No, sir," I said, realizing I sounded ridiculously submissive with such a subservient response. I watched as a chubby white woman in her fifties, wearing a collar around her neck and fishnet stockings, was being led out by a young man who didn't look old enough to be here.
Samantha said, seeing me watching the strange scene, "I see Omar is going to destroy another woman's ass."
"That leash thing was a brilliant idea, wish I would have thought of it," the black man said, his hand sliding up my leg slightly causing an undeniable tingle in my cunt.
Samantha said, "Oh, by the way, this is my friend Mikaela."
The black man offered his hand, leaving my leg; I extended mine and he said, "Nice to meet you, Mikaela. My name is Bruce."
"Bruce is an offensive lineman for the Pittsburgh Steelers," Samantha explained.
"Oh," was all I could muster, understanding suddenly why he was so massive.
Just then a couple other men walked over to us in suits and ties. A tall man in his early thirties looking like a lawyer who had ended up in the wrong bar, said to Candace, "Come with me."
Candace looked at me, her eyes apologizing, as she said, "Yes, Master," and obediently followed the two suit and ties.
The word 'Master' stunned me. The term had always been perceived in my mind as a terrible derogatory term used in the days of slavery...yet there it was being used, ironically, in completely the opposite direction.
Samantha called out, "Have fun, slut."
Candace didn't look back, with a demeanor that showed undeniable excitement as they walked up some stairs.
Samantha explained, "There are some rooms you can rent."
"Oh," I said again, completely overwhelmed by the situation and unable to comprehend the reality that Candace was going with two black strangers to get fucked. Yet, my cunt leaked into my panties, the idea, something I had never once considered (more than one man at a time), suddenly appealing.
"Of course, some men here have their own room, don't they stud," Samantha continued.
"That they do," he smiled. Looking at me, he said, "I need to make a phone call. Nice to meet you, Mikaela. Maybe we can get to know each other better a bit later." The way he said 'better' sent a chill up my spine.
He left and Samantha said, "He has the second biggest cock I have ever had."
"You fucked him?" I asked.
"He was my first," she said, before clarifying, "Well, first big black cock that is."
"How big?" I asked, suddenly curious. Donald, my ex-husband, had a small cock, barely five inches, and when he fucked me I always wished he was bigger....never truly feeling full when he fucked me...my toys are longer and thicker, truthfully.
"Twelve inches," she revealed.
"Fuck off!" I responded, a lot louder than I meant to, such a number unfathomable.
"And thick," she added. "I want to take it in my ass someday, but I'm not sure I can take it all. Then again, you only live once."
"You take it in the ass?" I asked, even though it wasn't much of a surprise, as Samantha was a slut.
"So does Candace. Actually, she has become quite the ass slut since she started coming here," Samantha revealed, her stunning revelation compounded by another stunning revelation. "But this will be her first double penetration."
"Anal sex; double penetration; what the hell? Are we in a 'Twilight Zone' episode?" I asked.
"Trust me, this is very, very real," Samantha smiled.
"I can't believe Candace would cheat on Barry," I said, still trying to understand all I had learned.
"We came here the first time drunk and one thing led to another," Samantha explained. "But trust me, after you've tasted dark chocolate you will be changed forever."
"That is such a stereotype," I said, trying to hide my growing curiosity as I felt dozens of pairs of eyes watching me.
"Most stereotypes are stereotypes for a reason," she shrugged. "Now I need desperately to get fucked," she added and walked away, leaving me alone.
I wasn't alone ten seconds when a handsome, bald, 6'3 black man, wearing enough gold around his neck to feed a third world country said, "Hi, bitch."
"Excuse me?" I asked, shocked by his greeting.
Taking my hand, he said, "It's time to break in that white cunt of yours."
I tried to pull my hand away, but his grip was too strong.
"Or do you just want some black meat in that pretty mouth of yours?" he asked, as he led me away from the bar and to the same stairs Candace had gone up just a few minutes ago.
"I-I-I'm not like that," I stammered, even as I followed behind him without hesitation.
"That's what all you white MILF bitches say," he said, not even looking at me as we headed up the stairs, before adding, "until the black cock is in front of your face and then her tune always changes."
I couldn't believe Samantha and Candace had brought me here; I couldn't believe I was following this black stranger into some unknown room for sex; I couldn't believe my cunt was soaking my panties...apparently withdrawal and wine makes you willing to do unthinkable, uncharacteristic things.
He opened a door, led me inside, closed it and ordered, "Knees, bitch."
I heard the words, yet I couldn't believe how disrespectful he was being.
When I didn't move, he ordered, putting his hands on my shoulders and roughly pushing me onto my knees, "Now, slut. You came here to experience black cock and by God, I am going to give it to you."
I remained silent, unable to completely comprehend the situation I was in.
"Fish out your chocolate treat, bitch," he ordered, his crotch directly in my face.
Partly out of curiosity (was black cock as big as the rumours I had heard my whole life?), partly out of hunger (it had been so long since I had a cock in me) and partly out of obedience (I was both turned on by his powerful dominant persona and slightly scared to disobey), I moved my trembling hands to his pants and unzipped his fly.
"Good white slut," he said, as I obeyed his order.
I remained silent, no words properly able to respond to such a statement aimed at me as I focused on fishing out his cock. As I released it from his underwear, I gasped. It was huge and it wasn't even completely hard.
He chuckled, "Bigger than your husband's, I assume."
"Twice as big," I answered, in awe of its girth.
"Go ahead, bitch, make it nice and hard in that pretty white mouth of yours," he said, continuing to make the act of my submission so naughty.
I opened my mouth and leaned forward, suddenly wanting to feel it grow inside me, mesmerized by the utter beauty of it.
I wrapped my lips around this thick cock and slowly bobbed back and forth.
"That's it, bitch, worship my black python," he groaned, which enhanced my eagerness...having forgotten how much I used to enjoy a cock in my mouth.
I continued slowly taking more of his cock into my mouth, knowing I could never take it all, yet wanting to see how far I could get.
He said, "It seems you are changing your tune, slut."
I moaned on his cock, so enthralled by the majestic nature of it.
After a couple more minutes of sucking his massive cock, he ordered, "Now stop making love to my cock, bitch. Suck it like the nigger lover you are."
I couldn't believe he had just used the 'N' word. Yet, somehow the word only enhanced how naughty and taboo this was. I obeyed, shifting from slow and concentrated sucking, to faster bobs. The extra saliva I created I hoped enhanced the blow job. His groans increased as did his dirty talk...which again only increased my sudden insatiable hunger to please him.
"That's it, bitch," and "You will never want to suck your husband after this," and "You're pretty good for a white slut," and "I bet your kids would be proud to learn their mommy is a nigger lover."



Mandi and Heather, my twin girls, were both freshmen in college and sweethearts on full scholarship rides. They would be mortified to see their prudish mother right now. Yet, I pushed them out of my mind, as at the moment, I wanted nothing more than to feel him shoot his cum in my mouth or bend me over the table and pound the shit out of me.
He pulled his cock out of my mouth and asked, "Are you a nigger lover?"
"Yes," I admitted without hesitation, looking up at him with lust, wanting that beautiful, black cock, glistening with my saliva, in my mouth.
"Say it!" He ordered, as he tapped my lips with his cock.
The words no longer seemed racist and wrong as I answered, "I love big nigger cock."
"And you're a white slut for nigger cock?" He continued, sliding his cock in my mouth further than I had sucked him.
I gagged briefly as he pulled back out and looked down at me waiting for a response.
I again answered like a cheap slut, which tonight I had apparently become, babbling like a coed bimbo, "Yes, I am a white slut who was born to service thick, long, delicious, stiff, nigger cock."
He slid his cock back in my open mouth and began to fuck my face, something that I hadn't had done to me since college. I concentrated on not gagging as his long cock reached new depths in my mouth.
"White bitches are made to serve," he said, as he pumped his cock in and out of my mouth. His breathing increased and I knew I was about to get a load of his cum in my mouth when he pulled out and said, "Open wide."
A rush of disappointment hit me at the realization he wasn't going to come in my mouth and then a chill of embarrassment at the reality he was going to come on my face like I was a cheap whore. A couple of seconds later, I felt the first spray of cum hit me right in the forehead, followed by three more solid squirts of white goo hitting my eyes, nose, cheek, mouth and chin.
I closed my mouth and swallowed the little sample that was shot in my mouth and instantly wanted more. I opened my one eye that wasn't covered with cum and took his cock back in my mouth to retrieve every remnant of his dark seed.
He chuckled, "Once you white MILF's get a black cock in your cocksucking mouth you can't get enough of it."
It was tough to argue his white slut for black cock theory with my mouth wrapped around his cock, hungrily retrieving his cum and my face coated with it.
After another minute or two, he pulled out and said, "Come back with a different colour of nylons and I will fuck the shit out of you."
"Okay," I said, disappointed he wasn't going to fuck me.
"You really want some black cock in that tight white pussy of yours, don't you?" He said, obviously catching the disappointment in my tone.
"Yes," I admitted, looking back at his still very erect cock.
"First, I need a picture for my wall of white sluts," he said.
"What, no!" I exclaimed, not wanting any evidence of my indiscretions and sexual weakness existing.
"You want my cock?" He asked.
"Yes," I admitted again.
"Then do as you're fucking told and smile," he said firmly, reaching for his phone.
So desperate to have his cock in my burning cunt, I reluctantly obeyed, smiling as he took a photo of my cum covered face. I felt so ashamed to so willingly allow such a humiliating and incriminating photo to be taken of me.
"Good slut," he complimented, just as his phone rang. He answered it, "Hi, honey...no just getting ready to leave Bill's now...be home in thirty...love you too." Hanging up, he said, "I guess I will have to take a rain check on destroying that white cunt of yours." He pulled up his pants as I just knelt there...disappointed.
Looking at me, he smiled, "It's okay, slut, there are lots of other men who will fill that white cunt of yours. But don't you dare clean your face of my cum until you get home, is that clear?"
"Yes," I agreed, even though the thought was mortifying.
"I will be asking my boys if you obeyed," he warned. "And if you want this cock one day, which we both know you do, you will obey like the good nigger lover you are."
"Understood," I replied, standing up, my knees sore.
"Good," he said, walking out of the room and leaving me embarrassed yet hungry for more...a conflicting oxymoron.
I stood dazed and confused for a minute as I replayed the craziness that was the past ten minutes and gasped at the realization of my having allowed my photo to be taken...in one moment of weakness I had risked my career. I cursed and decided I had to leave before I got myself pulled any deeper into this sexual submission. I headed back downstairs to find Samantha or Candace.
I stopped at the bottom of the stairs when I saw a pair of heels peeking out from under a table. Making eye contact with the black man sitting at the table, he smiled and winked. I quickly turned away and saw Samantha at the bar with Bruce.
I went to her and said rather urgently, not even looking at Bruce, "We've got to go now."
"Why?" Samantha asked all innocently, smiling as she saw my cum-coated face.
I leaned in and whispered, "I am not sure I can control myself."
"I know, that's the point, they are utterly irresistible," Samantha said.
Bruce asked, looking me over and seeing my cum covered face, "So your first black cock was Jimmy?"
"How did you know that?" I asked.
"Making a woman walk around with his cum drying on her face is his thing," Bruce explained, before adding, "I need a thing."
Samantha put her hand directly on his crotch and said, "I think you already have a thing and it is very well known."
"True enough," he chuckled, looking over to me with a sexy smile.
Samantha asked, the only way she knows, bluntly, "Did you enjoy sucking off Jimmy?"
My face burned blood red as I stammered, "S-S-Samantha!"
"It's written all over your face," she quipped back, which made Bruce's hearty laugh explode.
"Written all over your face...what a pun," Bruce responded, between laughs.
"I'll take your lack of denial as a yes," Samantha smiled.
I countered, deciding 'fuck it' I would play along and just let whatever happens happen, "His cock was delicious."
"Slut," Samantha quipped.
"Takes one to know one," I countered back.
"Well, I think it is time to make you a complete black cock slut," she added.
"Where is Candace?" I asked, trying to direct the conversation off of me.
"Still enjoying her first DP I imagine," Samantha answered, rather flippantly.
"Why don't we go up to my room and have a drink?" Bruce said.
"Great idea, Bruce," Samantha said excitedly, standing up and saying to me, "Let's go."
"I can't," I whispered, trying to stay morally strong (ignoring, apparently, that I already sucked a stranger's cock and was wearing his cum on my face like a scarlet letter), even though my pussy desperately wanted to be filled and I was curious what twelve inches of cock looked like, I knew I wouldn't be able to resist and was scared to end up being like Candace...even as I wondered what it would be like to be DP'd.
"Just come for a drink," Samantha said. "We won't make you do anything you don't want to."
Bruce smiled, "Come on Mikaela, you are safer up in my room than down here with all the predators that see you as fresh meat to break in."
Samantha added, "Yes, you're fresh white meat, virgin meat."
Looking around, a few men were obviously checking me out; I realized they were probably correct. Part of me wanted to run out of the building ASAP, while another part of me wanted to just give in and get fucked by some big black cock...it had been so long since I gotten laid...yet twelve inches seemed unfathomable to fit in my long neglected pussy.
I decided what the hell, and was about to go with Bruce and Samantha when I heard my name called out.

I instantly recognized the voice and was paralyzed by the sudden realization that Mr. Cocksmith of Cocksmith, Bard and Walters, the law firm I most often went head-to-head against, was here. "Mrs. Crutcher."
Slowly, I turned around and said, my face burning red with humiliation, as I looked at the handsome black man, "Hi, Mr. Cocksmith."
"What a surprise to see you here," he said, an unreadable look on his face.
"I can explain," I said, in panic, realizing my explanation would not be overly credible with my face coated in dried cum.
"No explanation needed Mrs. Crutcher," he smiled. "It's just a shame that I didn't know this sooner."
I stammered, "T-t-this is my first time, sir."
"I know, the beige stockings say so," he smiled. Looking at Bruce he asked, "Is she yours?"
Hearing myself referred to as property was both insulting to my feminist side and a strange turn on I couldn't explain...was he thinking of fucking me? Was I willing to let him? My burning cunt said yes, as did the reality that my job meant everything to me and I may have to use my sexual wiles to keep it.
Bruce answered, "It is up to her."
Mr. Cocksmith said, his tone implying it was not up for negotiation, "Mrs. Crutcher, come join me."
"Yes, sir," I replied.
He took my hand and led me to a nearby table where there were two men I knew. One was Judge Harmon, a black judge who had presided over a few cases I had defended, and the other was, Matt Parker, a prosecution lawyer for Mr. Cocksmith's firm whom I had gone head to head with many times. Even after all that had transpired today, this was a new low in humiliation.
Both Judge Harmon and Matt smiled as they saw me.
"Mrs. Crutcher, what a pleasant surprise," said Judge Harmon.
Matt, whom I had defeated many times in cases and had rejected his sexual advances even more times, added, "Yes, a very nice surprise."
I stammered, "N-n-nice to see you both."
Mr. Cocksmith asked, "Judge, can we take this special evening back to your condo?"
"A grand idea," Judge Harmon said. "We should bring her friend, too."
"I'll get her," Matt said, standing up.
It was so surreal to hear Samantha and I treated as pieces of meat, and yet somehow liberating to just be told what to do. Being a lawyer in many high profile cases has always been very stressful and I often was perceived as an ice queen, partly because of my strong, no nonsense demeanour. Yet, the idea of letting go, not being in charge, was strangely liberating.
Judge Harmon stood up and said, "Let's go Mrs. Crutcher, we have a lot to talk about."
"Yes, judge," I replied, petrified that my career was over.
I followed Mr. Cocksmith and Judge Harmon out of The Pit and to a limousine. A white female driver, whom I instantly recognized as a person Matt defended and won the case for a few months ago. I wondered instantly just how complex this white slut syndrome was.
We got inside the limousine and waited for Matt and, maybe, Samantha, to join us.
"I assume this is your first time at The Pit, Mrs. Crutcher," Judge Harmon correctly assumed.
"Yes, judge," I answered, feeling completely uncomfortable.
"It's okay, Mrs. Crutcher," the judge smiled. "You are not the first lawyer we have caught at The Pit."
"I-I-I'm not," I said, curious if other of my colleagues or adversaries have been in a similar predicament as I currently was in.
"God no," the judge laughed boisterously. "It seems most of you high-strung, overworked white women end up at The Pit sooner or later."
I didn't like his implication, even though I had thought the exact same thing about myself just a few minutes ago.
Just then the door opened and Samantha joined us. "You weren't going to leave without me and have all the fun on your own, were you?"
She sat beside me as I remained speechless, unable to come up with a sentence that could answer that question. Was my career in jeopardy? It seemed less and less likely based on the judges' words and the addition of Samantha in the limousine. Matt also joined us and the limousine began taking us somewhere.
Judge Harmon continued, "Now, Mrs. Crutcher, we can't have you going out in public places like The Pit with cum all over your face searching for black cock."
"I'm so sorry," I said, breaking down.
He laughed loud again. "It's okay, Mrs. Crutcher, your need for black cock is natural, it is what all white women crave...although most would never admit it or make their dark fantasies a reality."
Between tears I said, "I had never fantasized about black men before today."
Samantha interjected, explaining the evening and how I ended up at The Pit.
"Do you still have no fantasies for black cock?" the judge asked.
A couple hours ago that answer would have been yes, but now, after sucking Jimmy's big cock, hearing about Bruce's big cock, I could no longer honestly say yes. I answered with a smile, "I plead the fifth."
"Everyone who pleads the fifth is guilty," Matt interjected.
"That is only an assumption," I countered.
"No, it is always the case," Matt continued.
"Stop badgering the witness," I playfully answered.
"We'll let the jury decide," Judge Harmon smiled.
"Decide what?" I asked, no longer sure where this conversation was going.
"If you're guilty of being in denial of lusting after black cock," he answered.
"I'm guilty," Samantha said as she dropped to her knees in front of the Judge and asked, "What is my punishment, Judge?"
"Guilty of what?" He asked coyly.
"Being a slutty white bitch who craves black cock," she answered without hesitation, a hunger in her eyes that you can't fake.
"Hungry enough to obey every order we make of you tonight?" Judge Harmon asked.
"Yes, Master," she answered, my mouth dropping open at the use of such an extreme word.
"Don't you mean Masters?" Judge Harmon clarified.
"Of course, I meant Masters," Samantha said with a giggle, "I'm such a silly white slut."
"Kiss Mikaela," Judge Harmon ordered.
My mouth would have dropped open, but I hadn't closed it since the 'Master' reference.
Samantha moved to me and without a word put her lips on mine. Even after all the surreal events leading up to this moment, having my best friend kissing me in front of three significant black men was the most surreal yet. Her lips were so much softer than any man I had ever kissed and, as her tongue slipped into my mouth, I let go and embraced my first lesbian moment. Like never seriously considering a black cock, I had never seriously considered being with a woman...particularly my best friend. Yet, like when the black cock was first presented to me and a sudden insatiable lust for black cock hit me, as our tongues danced in each other's mouths I didn't want it to end.
The kiss lasted only a couple of minutes when the limousine came to a stop and Judge Harmon suggested, "Let's move this party inside."
"Yes, Master," Samantha said, breaking the intimate tender kiss.
Being drawn into the act of sexual submission, I replicated her answer, "Yes, Master." Saying the words were surprisingly liberating and flowed easily from my lips as it led to an instant dampening of my already wet panties.
Two minutes later, we were in the elevator and as soon as the door closed, Judge Harmon ordered, "Sluts, on your knees and get my guests cocks nice and hard for your white cunts."
Samantha instantly dropped to her knees and quickly fished out Mr. Cocksmith's cock.
"You too, Mrs. Crutcher," Judge Harmon ordered as I watched Samantha in a daze.
Matt added, "Yes, Mikaela, it's time to learn your place."
His attitude pissed me off, I never liked him, his smug and pretentious attitude in court a major turn-off, yet I felt myself dropping to my knees. I glanced over to see that Mr. Cocksmith had a big thick cock and Samantha was really going to town on it.
"Get to work, slut," Matt demanded.
I silently fished out his cock and was surprised to learn that apparently not all black cocks were monsters. His was only a bit bigger than my bastard ex's. I smiled at his inadequacy and almost commented on it, but instead leaned forward and took it in my mouth.
"I've thought of this moment for a long time," Matt said, his tone implying he was very happy to see me on my knees.
I could truthfully say I had never considered this moment, yet there I was on my knees, in an elevator, sucking black cock. Although theoretically I should have been humiliated, a rush of exhilaration at the naughty exhibitionist act of submission coursed through me as I slowly bobbed back and forth on Matt's semi-erect cock, feeling it grow in my mouth.
"Faster, slut," Matt demanded and I obeyed, bobbing back and forth eagerly, wanting to take all six inches in my mouth.
I almost had it all in my mouth when the elevator slowed down.
"Let's finish pet Mikaela's training inside," Judge Harmon said.
The word 'training' continued to compound the continual degradation of my life as a high profile lawyer.
Matt pulled his cock out of my mouth and asked, "Want this in that white box of yours?"
"Yes, sir," I answered without hesitation, my desire to get fucked overriding any consequences and my dignity.
"Only sir," he questioned, putting his cock away.
"Sorry, I meant Master, of course," I apologized, still on my knees.
The elevator opened and I quickly stood back up. Samantha grabbed my hand and led me into what appeared to be a room that was the whole top floor.
"Welcome to my humble abode," Judge Harmon said.
"Holy shit," Samantha said, clearly impressed by the massive spread. This wasn't a condo, but more like a luxury hotel suite that you see in the movies.
"Thank you," he smiled, before adding, "Why don't you two undress each other."
"Yes, Master," Samantha agreed, moving to me. I just stood still and watched as she undressed me, my head still spinning. Soon I was only in thigh highs, panties and bra. She unclasped my bra and tossed it to Judge Harmon who approved, "Those are some nice white titties."
Samantha agreed, as she took my left nipple in her mouth, "So very nice."
I moaned, my nipples ultrasensitive, "Suck my nipples, slut."
She laughed, as she bit my left nipple playfully before moving to my right nipple.
A moment later, she moved lower, her tongue never leaving my body, as it slithered its way down to my burning pussy. "Shit Mikaela, your panties are drenched," she properly assessed as she tugged them down. I lifted my feet and she tossed my soiled panties to Mr. Cocksmith.
I watched as Mr. Cocksmith put my panties to his nose and said, "Mmmmmm, I love the scent of white cunt."
Again, a slutty side of me took control, as I asked, trying to sound as sexy as possible, "Want to get my scent directly from the source?"
He laughed, "Finish getting your friend naked."
"Yes, Master," I replied, feeling completely subservient.
Samantha added, "And I am your Mistress, Mikaela."
I looked at her, surprised by her expectation, yet responded, again giving into the night, "Yes, Mistress, make me your lesbian slut."
"Are you thankful now that I dragged you to The Pit?" she asked, her finger tracing my pussy lips.
"Yes, Mistress," I admitted.
"Come and undress me, my pet," she instructed.
"Yes, Mistress," I replied, enjoying letting my morals, my mind go and just giving into the moment.
I undressed her, replicating what she did to me by taking her erect nipples in my mouth before sliding down to her pussy. Unlike me, her cunt was completely shaved and after I slid her panties to the floor, Samantha ordered, "Go ahead, slut, lick my cunt."
I looked up, again surprised by her words; yet again I obeyed, moving to her cunt. I paused briefly, before leaning forward, extending my tongue, and licking my best friend's pussy in front of three black men. I had no idea what to expect when I first tasted her, but it was a pleasant surprise...a sweetness I wasn't expecting and instantly enjoyed.
"That's it, Mikaela," Samantha moaned, "eat my cunt. Become a good little pussy pleaser just like Candace."



I paused briefly, Samantha surprising me yet again with another revelation that naive me was completely oblivious to before tonight, before returning to licking her wet pussy.
"Get ino a sixty-nine, sluts," Mr. Cocksmith ordered after a couple of minutes of watching me lick pussy.
I looked up at Samantha as she ordered, "Lay down, my pet."
The words 'my pet' sent yet another chill down my spine. Samantha pleasuring my breasts, her hot breath on my body and the teasing of my cunt had me burning with lust and I didn't hesitate as I lay on the soft carpet dying to have her tongue on my cunt.
Samantha straddled my face, and lowered her shaved pussy onto me, as she moved my legs apart and buried her face in my cunt. I moaned as she began licking my pussy. I leaned up a bit and returned the favour, licking again my first pussy ever. I had no idea what a pussy would taste like before today, but after a few licks of her wet pussy just moments earlier, I was addicted. I wanted to get my tongue in her cunt, I wanted to make her cum.
Her tongue was bringing me pleasure unlike any man who had ever been down there before. My orgasm was on the rise in only a couple of minutes and, as my breathing increased, my long-held back orgasm was finally getting close to eruption, when I heard Judge Harmon order, "Sluts, come and get your Masters' cocks ready for your white fuck holes."
Samantha instantly got off of me, a wave of disappointment hitting me at my orgasm again being denied, as I got off the floor weakly to discover all three men were now completely naked.
Samantha went to Mr. Cocksmith and Matt, who were sitting on the same couch. While taking Matt's cock in her mouth, she stroked Mr. Cocksmith's impressive big cock.
Judge Harmon said, "I guess you get mine, Mrs. Crutcher."
I moved to him, dropped to my knees, and stared at his big, not yet erect cock. For a man in his fifties, his was the most impressive member that had ever stared me in the face.
"Go ahead, join my harem of white sluts who serve me," he said.
I looked up at him and asked, dying to know as soon as I heard his words, "Who else is a dirty white black cock slut for you, Master?"
"I will tell you who has served me," he smiled. "Although not until you get my cock nice and hard for that white cunt of yours."
"Of course, Master," I nodded subserviently, as I took his cock in my hand and guided it into my mouth eagerly.
As I slowly moved up and down on his cock, I experienced a rush of excitement as I felt his cock grow in my mouth. Although I was on my knees, I was in a submissive position and I was definitely at the complete whim of these three black men, I felt extremely powerful because Judge Harmon's cock was growing in my mouth because of me.
It also felt enthralling to feel the cock get bigger and bigger in my mouth. I was also in awe as it grew because it just seemed to grow and grow. Once fully hard, his cock was as stiff as steel, I took it out of my mouth to see how big it was. I stared at it like I was looking at the Eiffel Tower, a black, thick, Eiffel Tower. It was easily eleven inches and beautiful.
"Biggest cock you've ever seen, Mrs. Crutcher?" he asked, even though it was obvious he knew the answer.
"Yes, it is huge," I answered, in a lustful rage...the thought of having it in my burning cunt soon had me willing to obey without hesitation.
"Do you want my black cock in your white cunt, Mrs. Crutcher?" he asked. Somehow, having him constantly use my formal name instead of name-calling only enhanced my eagerness to please. All the while reminding me of the complete power shift that I was willingly being a part of.
"God, yes," I answered, my cunt so wet his fist could probably slide inside me.
"Suck my balls, my new white plaything," he ordered.
A rush went up my back at the shift to name-calling...which also somehow inexplicitly turned me on. I obeyed, sliding my tongue down his long shaft and moving to his shaved balls. I had never sucked on a man's balls, but I didn't hesitate as I put his black bag in my mouth and searched for his balls. Finding one, I took it into my mouth and sucked it like a jawbreaker. After a few seconds, I searched for, and found, the other one and did the same thing.
"You really are an eager little slut, my pet," he moaned.
"Only for black cock," I answered instantly, not even thinking before speaking...the words just the natural truth at the moment...as I was willing to do anything to get black cock in me.
"Good answer," Judge Harmon chuckled.
"Thank you, Master," I answered back, desperate to be so obedient to him that he would shove that massive black snake in my cunt.
"Ooooooh God," Samantha screamed. I was so obsessed with worshipping Judge Harmon's massive member, I had forgotten she was there. I looked over and saw that she was being double penetrated, as she had Mr. Cocksmith in her cunt while Matt fucked her ass. Instantly, I was jealous of her, wanting a black cock in my cunt. I had never taken a cock in my ass, it was so dirty and slutty, yet at this moment I would willingly submit to being sodomized if ordered.
"Ready for some black cock, my hungry white cum bucket?" Judge Harmon asked again.
"Yes, Master," I answered, returning my gaze to his huge beautiful cock; wanting to become his cum bucket.
"Straddle me, slave," he ordered.
I quickly got off my knees, slipped out of my heels and climbed on top of Judge Harmon with only one purpose...to ride his glorious cock. Usually I was a missionary woman, but today I was a whatever-position-I-was-told to-be-in woman.
Although awkward, I lowered my body, my cunt, slowly onto Judge Harmon's cock, going reverse cowgirl. As it slowly widened my pussy, I moaned, never having been stretched so wide. My back to him, I could now watch Samantha taking two black cocks in her. She looked at me and smiled, a wordless message of 'I told you you would love it'.
"Oh yes, Mrs. Crutcher, take your Master's cock in that tight white cunt of yours," Judge Harmon groaned.
"Your cock is sooo big," I moaned, more of his cock slowly filling me, as he reminded me of my more dignified name, before I added, so enthralled with serving him, "and call me slut, whore, bitch."
"Tell me how much you love my big black cock, Mrs. Crutcher," he ordered.
"I fucking love it," I replied, my answer completely true,
"You love what?" He asked, grabbing my hips and preventing me from lowering myself further on his cock.
For a moment I was confused what he was asking, but caught on quickly. "I love your big black cock in my wet white cunt."
"I like the alliteration, my white slut," he said tenderly, moving his hands away and allowing me to lower myself further on his cock.
Deciding I wanted it all in me, wanting to be a good white slut, regardless of wether it ripped me apart or not, I dropped my cunt completely onto his chocolate shaft. I screamed, never being remotely that full before, "Fuuuuuuuuuuck."
"Shit, Mrs. Crutcher, you really are an insatiable white slut," he chuckled, as my body quivered from taking eleven inches inside it.
"Yeeeeeees, Masteeeeeer," I trembled, with pleasure so intense that I wasn't sure I would be able to actually ride his cock.
"Pound my ass," Samantha demanded, her moans increasing as she moved her body to meet Matt's hard thrusts in her ass.
Judge Harmon ordered, "Put your feet on my legs, my white bitch."
"O-o-okay," I stammered, coordination not my strong suit.
I awkwardly obeyed, wobbling twice, before he put his strong hands on my waist. My stocking-clad feet firmly on his black legs, I moaned, as his cock somehow went even deeper in me in this position.
Samantha begged, "Harder, harder, fuck my white ass with your fucking cooooock."
"Now ride my cock, Mrs. Crutcher, show me how big a slut you are for black cock," he ordered.
My long refused orgasm simmering just below the surface, I eagerly obeyed, slowly moving my body up and down on his cock. As I got used to the unique, fulfilling position, I began to get into a consistent rhythm. Once I did, I began bouncing up and down on his cock, wanting to ride it hard and fast...apparently really getting back on the horse in a big way.
Samantha screamed, "Fuuuucking yes," as she came from the double penetration.
Judge Harmon said, "Don't forget men, shoot your loads on our newest white slut."
Realizing that I was his new white slut, I also remembered there were others like me and asked, as I continued to ride his long shaft, "So what other white bitches serve this big black missile?"
"I wondered when you would finally ask that," he chuckled softly.
Before I could say anything else, Matt pulled out of Samantha, walked over to us, stood on the couch and shoved his cock, which had just been fucking Samantha's ass, into my shocked mouth. The act was just another of utter submission and yet one that only enhanced my desire to come and serve.
He held my head and fucked my face, as I sat with Judge Harmon's cock buried deep in me, for a few seconds before pulling out and exploding his sticky goo all over my face. He grunted between squirts, "I have imagined you coated with my cum for so long, slut."
My face covered in cum, a cock buried in my cunt, I responded, "I hope you have more than just one load for me."
"Fucking insatiable," Judge Harmon laughed.
Matt shoved his cock back in my mouth and gloated, "Oh yes my next load is going in one of your other fuck holes."
When he pulled out, I said all pretentious and challenging, "I hope you are not all talk like you are in the court room."
Judge Harmon roared with laughter, as Matt, pissed at my attitude, threatened, "I'm going to tame you, bitch."
"Master Harmon has already done that," I continued, unable to turn off lawyer me who loved to debate.
Judge Harmon chuckled again as he added, "I think we have a live one here."
Mr. Cocksmith, his cock shiny with Samantha's pussy juice, presented himself between my legs and asked, "I assume you haven't ever had two cocks at once in that cunt of yours?"
"Is that even possible?" I asked, shocked by the question. My cunt felt completely full with just Judge Harmon's in me, I couldn't imagine it widening any more.
"Only one way to find out," Mr. Cocksmith said, positioning his cock at the entrance of my already full cunt.
"Matt, go behind me and help hold our slut," Judge Harmon instructed.
"Yes, sir," Matt said.
I couldn't help it, even though I knew I shouldn't, as I asked, "Is power here based on cock size or legal seniority...I suppose either way Matt is low cock on the totem pole."
A roar erupted from both Judge Harmon and Mr. Cocksmith.
"You bitch," Matt snapped.
"Thank you," I countered, long being okay with being a bitch in my profession. It was the only way to get respect in a still very male dominated profession.
Judge Harmon whispered in my ear, just as a second massive cock attempted the impossible, "By the way, the first white whore to serve me was Senator Abbotsford, although back then she was still just a judge."
"Noooooo," I gasped, as I felt my cunt attempt to refuse entry. Senator Abbotsford was not only a judge, but was also one of my professors in college and my role model...someone I always tried to emulate.
"Wasn't she your professor back in the day?" Judge Harmon asked.
"Yeeeees," I admitted, unable to fathom a woman who one day may run for President being a slutty white cunt submissive for black cock. I added, "I have always tried to be just like her."
"It seems you are following in her pussy juice," Judge Harmon quipped, making a joke.
"H-h-how did she s-s-submit," I stammered, my cunt rejecting any further widening.
"That is a long story for another day, but I took her in the courtroom the first time and even had her often suck my cock as I presided over cases," the judge revealed. The images both shocking and yet so fucking hot...especially the idea of someone like Senator Abbotsford, who, like me, was an extreme feminist and strong-minded woman being submissive. It made my submission seem okay, more natural, as absurd as that sounded.
So drawn into my role as submissive slut, somehow turned on by the idea of more humiliation, I asked Judge Harmon, while Mr. Cocksmith was still trying to get inside my already full cunt, "Can I beeeeee your white cocksucker during a trial?"
"You want to replace Amanda Kensington?" He asked, revealing another shocking name in the growing number of powerful women who were secret sluts for black cock. Amanda had gone on early maternity leave two weeks ago, at eight months pregnant, due to health issues. Amanda was the top DA in the city and a colleague of mine...her departure was a huge loss for the city.
"Her tooooo?" I asked while screaming, feeling my cunt lips spread. Looking down, I could no longer see Mr. Cocksmith's cock head. In other words, I had two cocks in me.
"Actually, she was under my desk just yesterday while I was listening to the Willaby trial," he continued.
"God, yeeees," I moaned loudly, feeling my cunt becoming fuller than was, I thought, humanly possible, even as I was shocked to learn that Amanda was under the desk at a trial I was involved in just yesterday.
"So you want to be my trial cocksucker?" Judge Harmon asked.
"Yes, Masteeer, make me your trial cocksucker. Cum in my mouth over and over again," I whimpered, my head going light at the mixture of pleasure and pain I was experiencing.
"I'll fit you in, just like you're fitting his cock in," he said, which made Mr. Cocksmith laugh.
I weakly replied, "Thank yooooou."
"Shouldn't you be thanking me?" Samantha asked, as she moved beside me for a better view.
"Thank you for making me a white slut for black cock?" I asked, facetiously.
"Exactly," Samantha nodded, "I knew you would be perfect for the role."
"Thank you, I think," I moaned, as Mr. Cocksmith continued trying to wedge his cock into my cunt.
"This isn't working," Mr. Cocksmith sighed, pulling out.
"Take her ass," Judge Harmon suggested.
My eyes went big as I glanced down at Mr. Cocksmith's massive member.
"Good call," he agreed, ordering me, "Turn around slut, let's give you your first chocolate DP."
"Yes, Master," I agreed, the idea of taking a cock in my ass incomprehensible before this evening and yet now something I was willingly doing without hesitation.
"Grab me some lube, slut," Mr. Cocksmith ordered Samantha.
"Of course, Master," she said, as I repositioned myself so my tits were directly in Judge Harmon's face.
"These are some nice udders," the judge complimented, cupping them in his hands.
"Thank you, Master," I replied to the ridiculous compliment of comparing my breasts to a cow's.
A moment later, I felt a sticky liquid between my ass cheeks just as Judge Harmon sucked on my erect nipples. The euphoric pleasure of having a cock lodged deep in my cunt, hands cupping my breasts and a mouth on my nipples had me willing to do anything...including eagerly taking a massive cock in my virgin ass.
Samantha said softly, "Relax, Mikaela, this is going to burn like a bitch at first, but once you get used to it you are going to want your ass fucked hard."
"Okay," I replied tentatively, wanting to obey and become the white slut they wanted me to be, yet scared of the pain I knew was coming.
"Ready, ass slut?" Mr. Cocksmith asked, as I felt his cockhead between my ass cheeks.
"Yes, Master, take my anal virginity," I answered nervously, wanting to feel the pleasure that I saw on Samantha's face while she was getting DP'd earlier.
His hands went to my waist as I felt his cockhead poking at my anal entrance.
Judge Harmon whispered, "Besides Abbotsford and Kenningston, there is also Williams."
I gasped, both because of the next shocking name and because I felt Mr. Cocksmith's mushroom top break through my anal defence. "Oh, shit," I whimpered, a sharp pain hitting me. Cassandra Williams was my colleague and as no nonsense as me. In her early fifties, she was old school and believed in being the voice for all who had no voice of her own. She was married to a famous CEO in oil, but hated the boys' club that still existed in the legal field. Her sexual submission would diminish her many years of standing up to big business.
"Yes, she has the first to be a member of the white slut's club...shit I remember her being the only woman and taking over a dozen black cocks during a judge retreat down south," Judge Harmon reminisced.
"Oh, God," I whimpered, both turned on as hell at the story of Cassandra's sexual submission and in pain as Mr. Cocksmith's cock slowly invaded my ass.
"She was the one who brought Senator Abbotsford into the club many years ago," Judge Harmon revealed.
"I can't take it," I said, through clenched teeth as the pain in my ass intensified as Mr. Cocksmith's dick went deeper into me.
"Half way in, slut," Mr. Cocksmith informed me.
"Only half," I whined, unable to fathom taking even a millimetre more in me.
"Becky Watson," Judge Harmon revealed next.
"Oh my," I said, each name a juicy piece of gossip that distracted me from the impaling I was receiving in my back door. Becky was a gorgeous redheaded journalist whom I resented because her writing always seemed to favour my opponent.
Matt added, from behind me somewhere, "Yes, she is a great weapon for us in the media and a great slut for us in the board room."
"Figures," I said, her one-sided journalism instantly making sense.
"Want more names?" Judge Harmon asked.
"Yeeeees," I answered, wincing as the anal invasion continued its assault forward.
"Beg for Jake to just slam his cock in your ass, my slut, and become the white ass slut you were meant to be," Judge Harmon ordered.
"M-m-meant to be," I stammered, now recalling Cocksmith's first name to be Jake.
"Of course, white bitches like you are in denial, thinking you can have an influence on society. Your influence is on your knees with your mouth, cunt and ass filled with black cock," he explained, his words sounding ludicrous and yet feeling like the truth.
"But I am more than just a slut," I protested, although it was hard to defend my case with massive black cocks in both my holes.
"I object," Matt quipped.
"Objection taken," Judge Harmon nodded, as he explained firmly. "You are no more than we allow you to be, Mrs. Crutcher. You're our white slut to use and manipulate as we please. Senator Abbotsford does our bidding politically, Becky does it in the media, Amanda and Cassandra lose the cases they are instructed to lose and you will too."
"I can't do that," I said, the thought of dishonouring my sworn loyal oath something I couldn't break.
"We don't make you lose cases where our defendants are guilty," Mr. Cocksmith interjected. "We just speed up the red tape of these cases where innocent victims are charged."
Instantly I thought of Edison Smith, a case that Cassandra could have easily won and yet instead took a plea bargain.
It didn't make much sense at the time, but it sure did now.
I asked, through grit teeth as Jake continued to slowly go deeper in my ass, "Are you saying that Elizabeth Smith was lying?"
"We have evidence, which unfortunately was inadmissible, that proved she was," Jake answered, before clarifying, "we don't cheat to win, we still lose cases as was seen in the Pikerson case, but we just speed up the injustices."
"You're a judicial Nelson Mandela," I quipped.
"Bounce back on my cock, slut," he ordered, his tone implying I had annoyed him.
"Yes, Master," I replied, suddenly feeling guilty that I had potentially disrespected him.
I leaned forward, put my hands on the top of the couch, clenched my teeth and prepared for an intense pain that had already coursed through me. Then on one backwards push, I took all his ten inches in my ass.



I screamed bloody murder, "Fuuuuuuck, it huuuuurts."
"No pain, no gain," Matt quipped the generic cliché.
I didn't respond instead trying to ignore the pain.
"There are others you know, my adorable eager slut, but our favourite white bitch doesn't work in our field at all," Judge Harmon smiled, enjoying revealing the names and seeing my shocked reaction.
"Whhhhhhho," I asked, the pain not going away as I got used to ten inches of black meat in my ass.
"Fuck yourself to orgasm, cum bucket," he ordered.
"Yes, Master," I obeyed, my building orgasm having disappeared instantly once my ass was torn apart...frustrated that another name was not revealed.
I began slowly moving back and forth on Jake's big cock the pain still sharp but bearable.
Judge Harmon said, "I want you to come all over my cock from getting your white ass fucked by black cock."
"I'lllllll try," I moaned, the idea of coming seeming rather impossible, but like childbirth where you knew the joys that followed the pain...I prayed the promised pleasure would come and then I would, too.
The pain didn't instantly disappear, but as I began to get into a constant rhythm, a pleasure began to build inside the very core of my existence.
"Tell me what you are, Mrs. Crutcher," Judge Harmon ordered.
"A sluuuut," I answered, before adding, "for blaaaaack cock."
"A cum bucket for black men?" He asked.
My face coated with two loads of sticky cum, I answered, playing on words from an earlier conversation, I said coyly, "Isn't it written all over my face?"
Judge Harmon roared again, making his cock vibrate in my cunt, as he answered, "Why yes it is."
My orgasm again beginning to build, the pain slowly fading to just a numbing inconvenience, I began fucking my ass faster wanting to become the ultimate slut...as ludicrous as such an idea seemed.
Samantha interjected, "Come Mikaela, come like the little slut you want to be."
"Ooooh, fuck," I whimpered.
"An ass slut, a cum slut," Samantha whispered into my ear, her hot breath enhancing the inevitable orgasm on the rise.
A few moments later, my orgasm continuing to slowly build, a fire in my loins that was desperately trying to be released and start a prairie fire through me that may never end, I begged, "Master, please tell me what I am." I couldn't explain it, but each naughty name only enhanced the pleasure inside me.
"Name-calling gets you off?" Judge Harmon asked.
"It seems soooooo, although I didn't know that until tonight," I admitted, my body slamming back onto Jake.
Judge Harmon smiled and began calling me a variety of derogatory names that brought twitches of pleasure through me.
"Black cock ass slut!"
"Cum bucket!"
"Cunt licker!"
"Slave!"
"Plaything!"
"Submissive sex toy!"
"Pet!"
I was breathing heavy, close to euphoria, dying for release when Judge Harmon added, bringing me over the top because of the naughty social taboo of the 'n' word, and yet another shocking revelation, "You're a nigger cock lover just like your mother," just as he bucked his ass up making his cock go unnaturally deep into my cunt.
"Shiiiiiiiit," I screamed, a rush of adrenaline coursing through my being as my long delayed, much needed orgasm flooded out of me. I didn't know such pleasure existed as wave after wave of intense gratification hit me.
As I crashed forward and onto him, Jake began slamming into my ass as I tried to come to grips with the stunning revelation that my mother was another submissive of the white sluts' club. My mother, who I barely ever talked to, her and I political opposites, was the most pretentious, racist woman I knew. She was also the mayor.
Yet, I couldn't focus on this revelation, as my orgasm was never-ending as I continued to be a vessel for their pleasure.
A couple of minutes later, my first orgasm complete, my second already building like an ocean wave off the Hawaiian coast, Jake asked, "Where do you want my cum, slut?"
"My holes are yours master," I answered, so pulled into my new world of unconditional submission.
"In that big mouth of yours?" He asked, as he pulled out of my ass.
"Shut me up with that big juicy cock," I responded, self-demeaning myself.
"Get on all fours on the floor, slut," he ordered.
I quickly obeyed, thankful to change positions, although sad to feel my cunt suddenly empty as I got off Judge Harmon's perfect cock.
On all fours like a dog, I opened my mouth as Jake shoved his massive python, which had just been in my ass for an eternity, into my mouth. The act was so taboo and twisted, sucking a cock that had just been in my ass, and I loved it. He held my head and fucked my face as I felt hands on my hips.
A second later, my cunt was filled again and I was being fucked from both ends, although I wasn't sure whose cock it was, I was pretty sure it was Judge Harmon's based on how full I instantly felt.
My second orgasm was quickly on the rise again when I felt a tongue on my clit and assumed it was Samantha's tongue. I moaned on Jake's cock seconds before I felt the first spray of his cum shoot in my mouth. I hadn't swallowed cum in an eternity and forgotten the unique, bitter taste. He came buckets, and I eagerly swallowed it all.
When he pulled out of my mouth, I turned around to confirm it was Judge Harmon fucking my cunt. I begged, desperately wanting to feel my cunt filled with cum, "Harder, Master, fill your nigger loving white bitch slut with your cum."
Matt grabbed my head, turned me back around and shoved his cock in my mouth and I again was getting fucked from both ends.
I had never had multiple orgasms before and as my pleasure grew I wondered if the seemingly unbreakable seal of multiple orgasms could be indeed broken.
Judge Harmon slammed into me and asked, "You want my dominant seed shooting inside that white womb of yours?"
I don't know if it was the hypnotic control the black cocks had over me, my own insatiable hunger to come again, or the reality that I had always wanted another child, but I answered, without hesitation, taking Matt's cock out of my mouth, even though I knew I was ovulating and the risk of getting pregnant was definitely there, "Yes, Master, fill my cunt."
"Maybe knock you up like we did Amanda," he continued.
Matt laughed, "Yeah, who knows who the father is."
"Oh yeeees," I moaned, the idea somehow ridiculously hot and getting me close to coming again, "breed me, Master."
"You're begging is my command," he quipped, playing on the common sentence as he continued pounding my cunt.
Matt shoved his cock back in my mouth and roughly fucked my face as Samantha continued flicking my clit with her tongue...causing constant twitches throughout my entire body.
A few strokes later, Judge Harmon grunted, "Here it comes, my nigger baby carrier."
I screamed, the way he stressed the word 'my' as if I was his property and the derogatory term made the impossible possible as a second orgasm exploded through me as he filled me with his cum, "Yeeeeeeees."
As soon as Judge Harmon was done shooting his load deep in my womb, he pulled out and Matt replaced him.
"Oh yes Matt, fill my cunt too," I moaned, no longer anything more than a cum bucket for black cock, even as my second orgasm still hadn't finished its journey through me.
Jake's still hard cock appeared in front of my face and I opened my mouth and took it in.
A couple of minutes later, Matt deposited a load in my cunt and Jake took his turn in my well-fucked cunt.
Samantha, who had crawled out from under me after my second orgasm, appeared in front of me, spread her legs and ordered, "Eat my cunt, slut."
Although briefly surprised by her name-calling, I was so into my submissive mindset that I answered without hesitation, "Yes, Mistress," before leaning down and burying my face in her cunt.
This allowed Jake to somehow go deeper in my cunt, each forward thrust slamming my face into Samantha's wet cunt.
A few minutes of licking and getting fucked hard and a third orgasm was building inside me.
Samantha grabbed my head, held my face tight in her cunt, as she flooded my face with her cum. I eagerly lapped up her juices, knowing being between my best friend's legs would be a routine thing after tonight. Seconds later, Jake grunted and filled my cunt with a third load of cum.
When he pulled out, I rolled into my back, suddenly desperate to come again and demanded, "Bitch, come and eat my cunt."
Samantha eagerly crawled between my legs and quipped playfully, "I thought you would never ask."
Already close to orgasm, it took less than a minute for her tongue on my clit to get me off as I screamed, "Yeees, you fucking cunt-licking slutttttt."
Samantha kept licking throughout my orgasm until I had to push her tongue and face away as my well-fucked pussy lips were suddenly super sensitive.
I lay there for an eternity, so thoroughly fucked I had no strength left in me to get up.
Eventually, Samantha helped me up as Judge Harmon said, "Welcome to the white sluts' club."
I looked at the three black men having a whiskey and cigar and nodded, "Thank you, Masters."
"We called you a taxi, you should probably get dressed," Matt said, casually, now that he was done with me.
A sudden shame hit me at just how used I had just been and how disposable I suddenly was.
Jake said, as if seeing my fear, "Don't worry Mrs. Crutcher, what happens in the white sluts' club, stays in the white sluts' club."
I joked, finding it stranger to have him refer to me properly, "Not sure that is true," as I pointed to the cum leaking down my leg.
"Fuck, you are funny," Judge Harmon roared.
I began getting dressed...knowing for better or worse my life had forever been changed. I asked, still not understanding how it was possible, "My mom is really a member of the white sluts' club?"
"Yes," Judge Harmon answered, "although I can't take credit for her addition."
"How?" I asked, unable to fathom the most racist woman I know being submissive to black cock.
"I'll let your mother tell you that story," Judge Harmon answered, leaving me wanting an answer.
"Okay," I said, disappointed, wanting to know the answer.
Dressed and getting ready to leave, Judge Harmon said with a smile, "Mrs. Crutcher, you're a very welcome addition to our white sluts' club."
Feeling flattered by his strange compliment, I nodded, "Thank you for allowing me to join, Master."
"You're welcome," he laughed again.
Looking down at his cock, still semi-hard, my cunt tingling again with the intrigue of my mother's sin, a sudden hunger for more cum hitting me like the white black cock slut I had become, I asked, "Can I take a load for the road?"
He laughed heartily, snapping his fingers and pointing to his cock, "Yes, Mrs. Crutcher, my eager white slut, you are a very welcome addition."
I dropped to my knees and eagerly took his big cock back in my mouth, wanting nothing more than one more load of his cum.
Behind me, I heard Samantha quip, "And you said I was the slut."
Epilogue:
It's nine months later and I am days away from giving birth to my third child. I may have gotten pregnant the day I became a slut for black cock or it could have been two days later, when I was initiated into the white sluts' club by being gangbanged by over a dozen big juicy black cocks...where I learned the men in the club were not just lawyers and judges but prominent men from throughout the city.
I also left my job with the city and began working for Mr. Cocksmith, my wages doubling. At work, I am still treated as a strong, woman lawyer, although frequently between cases I am on my knees or back serving black cock.
Samantha now works as a secretary at Mr. Cocksmith's firm and Candace has since become another member of the white sluts' club, has left her husband, and lives with me. Although we are not exclusive by any means, she has become a major part of my new lifestyle.
Do Candace and I eat each other's cunt? ... Is black cock black?
Does Samantha make me eat her cunt at work sometimes? ... Is black cock big?
Do I often go into court with black cum leaking out of my cunt? ... Is black cock irresistible?
Am I happy being an unconditional submissive to black cock?
Am I happy carrying a black man's baby in me?
Am I happy being a cum deposit for black men?
Am I happy with my new life?
As I crouch under Judge Harmon's desk during a murder trial sucking his cock, ready to give labour any day, having already taken three loads down my throat from him in the past five hours, the answer is pretty obvious....
I am what I was born to be....a white slut for black cock....just like my slut mother, who I confronted a few days later, Samantha and I are turning her into a lesbian submissive too...and I wouldn't change a thing.
The end
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Simon was in his freshman college psychology class when all his unhealthy obsessions, or at least the biggest one, suddenly made sense. His professor discussed Sigmund Freud's Oedipus Complex, Freud believed it was a universal psychological phenomenon that all boys fantasize about having sex with their mothers.
There was utter silence as their professor spoke and Simon wondered instantly if it was because all the other male students were all thinking the same thing he was. 'Thank God'. Although Simon had a steady and very hot girlfriend, who liked giving head and whom he fucked regularly, every time he masturbated it was not while imagining his girlfriend Kim, but rather to images of his mother, Sara.
As his professor continued to discuss how the Oedipus complex was a theory that deep inside every boys' subconscious is the desire to sexually possess their mother. These inappropriate thoughts are held deep inside the boy's subconscious and never released, therefore never being dealt with emotionally. In extreme cases, the son wants to murder his father and replace him as the man of the house.
Simon was floored. He had fantasized about having sex with his mother forever, and always felt guilty afterwards. He was always horny, being eighteen, and his fantasies always included his mother being his sexual submissive and obeying his every order, the way he assumed she did for his father in the bedroom when he was alive. His fantasies were often different, but they always included his mom in pantyhose, obeying his every sexual whim. Sometimes he imagined forcing her to suck his cock and shooting his cum down her throat; other times he imagined being woken up by his mom's beautiful lips; other times he fantasized taking her in the back of the car while Dad drove in the front seat oblivious to mom riding his son's cock; other times he created crazy tales full of risk, like eating Mom's pussy under the table while his father ate supper unaware of what was occurring right under the table; but mostly he just fantasized having mom suck and fuck him. Yet, as soon as he had cum, an overwhelming guilt would hit him as he couldn't believe he would fantasize about committing incest and treating his sweet, caring mother so inappropriately and with such disrespect.
Simon's obsession with his mother reached new heights after he lost his virginity at prom to Kim. It was a magical night, but as he had sex and closed his eyes, it was his mother whose face popped into his head.
It didn't help that his mother, a teacher, was often walking around the house in a skirt and pantyhose...or that, at forty-one, she was easily the hottest women he had ever seen.
Simon never had any real hope of making his fantasies become a reality, until fate opened the door.
.....
"Simon," Sara called out, her computer not working properly.
"Yes, Mom," Simon called back, coming into his mother's room.
"Can you check out my computer? It keeps freezing up on me," Sara asked.
"Of course," Simon said, taking mom's computer. "I'll work on it tonight as soon as I finish my homework."
"Thanks, sweetheart," Sara said.
Simon returned to his room and finished his homework before beginning to work on his mom's computer. An hour later, he was surprised to learn that his mom had acquired a virus while watching porn. The thought that his beautiful sweet mother was watching online porn was quite the turn on and he began searching her web history. A plethora of adult web sites popped up including movie sites, chat sites and erotica sites. He was just checking out one of the sites when she popped into his room unexpected.
"Fix it yet?" Sara asked, startling him as he quickly exited out of Internet Explorer.
Simon shifted the computer slightly, to hide the erection in his pajamas, as he stammered, "N-n-not yet."
"Okay," Sara shrugged, hoping to have it fixed so she could chat with a couple of men she had been doing some online playing with.
"I'm just doing a virus check right now," Simon lied, trying to buy time to snoop.
"No problem, sweetheart," Sara said, leaving him alone, figuring she would have to get off with one of her toys tonight.
Simon continued searching her computer and found that although she occasionally watched videos, or read erotica, she enjoyed yahoo chat the most. Simon clicked on yahoo and gasped at his mom's handle: Submissivemom.
He located her conversation history and began reading some of her conversations:
Submissivemom: Hi, Mistress
Simon stared at the word Mistress.
Kimlovescunt: Hi, my little cunt.
Submissivemom: I shaved my cunt as u ordered
Kimlovescunt: Send me a picture
Submissivemom: Yes, Mistress...brb
Simon gasped. His mom had an online Mistress. She sent pictures of herself to strangers. Simon quickly searched her photos but didn't find anything there, but doing a more intrusive search, he found a secret file in her pay stub folder. Clicking on it, there were pictures of his mom in thigh highs and nothing else, cupping her breasts while smiling, up close photos of her vagina both shaved and hairy, and one with a wine bottle inside her. Simon's cock was about to burst.
Kimlovescunt: Very nice cunt
Submissivemom: Thank you<blush>
Kimlovescunt: I'd love to eat that cunt of yours
Submissivemom: hmmmmmm
Kimlovescunt: I'd make you come so hard
Submissivemom: oh God, yes
Kimlovescunt: rub your clit my slut
Submissivemom: yes, Mistress
Kimlovescunt: tell me what you want
Submissivemom: to come for my Mistress
Kimlovescunt: slide two fingers inside that cunt of yours
Submissivemom: yes, Mistress
Kimlovescunt: are u wet?
Submissivemom: soaked
Kimlovescunt: cum my little slut
Submissivemom: so close
Kimlovescunt: now slut
Submissivemom: yes, yes, yes
Simon couldn't believe what he read. Curious, he clicked on another conversation.
Submissivemom: Master, I am online and dressed as instructed.
MasterJohn: Describe your outfit.
Submissivemom: cheerleader sweater, skirt and beige thigh highs
MasterJohn: have you come since our last chat
Submissivemom: no master
MasterJohn: have you continued to tease your son as instructed?
Submissivemom: yes master...he loves my legs in nylons
MasterJohn: do you want to fuck him?
Submissivemom: you know I do
Simon froze. He couldn't believe what he was reading.
MasterJohn: and yet you haven't done so
Submissivemom: It is one thing to fantasize about it and yet another to cross that taboo line.
MasterJohn: yes it is, slut. But, the question is do you want to keep living this lame fantasy life or do you want to make both yourself and your son very happy
Submissivemom: how do I know he won't be sickened by me?
MasterJohn: all boys want to fuck their mothers...it is the Oedipus complex
Submissivemom: really?
MasterJohn: of course and u r a very beautiful mommy. I imagine he jerks off daily thinking about fucking u
Submissivemom: u really think so?
MasterJohn: I know so...I have a task for u
Submissivemom: okay
MasterJohn: u will accidentally squeeze his cock
Oh my God, Simon thought to himself, recalling his mom tripping a few days ago and her hand landing directly on his cock to catch her fall. It was super embarrassing at the time, but knowing it was planned made it all the hotter.
Submissivemom: yes, Master
MasterJohn: I expect his cock in all three of your holes one day soon
Submissivemom: I would love it...I haven't had a cock in any of them since Jake died.
MasterJohn: well, u have a live-in cock in your house...use it
Submissivemom: I wish it was that easy
MasterJohn: it really is...but we will start slow with u
Submissivemom: thank u, Master
MasterJohn: now cum for me thinking of ur son pounding that cunt of urs...but u may not use a toy or ur hands
Submissivemom: what should I use?
MasterJohn: be creative
Submissivemom: how about a wine bottle
MasterJohn: perfect
That explains the wine bottle picture, Simon thought to himself.
Realizing he had to hurry, he grabbed a USB drive and saved all her chats and pictures to read later.
He finished fixing her computer and took it back to her room. Usually, he would knock on her door, but hoping to catch her in the act he just walked in. Unfortunately, she was reading a book.
"Did you get it fixed, honey?" she asked, hopeful she could still catch Master or Mistress online.
"Good as new," he answered, handing her the laptop, trying to hint that he knew more than he should about his mother. "You just had a virus. You need to be careful what sites you go on."
Sara's face flushed as she worried he knew about her porn watching.
Simon left and went directly to his laptop, an idea instantly popping in his head. He sent her an invite to chat under the username: Makingmommymine.
Submissivemom
Hi, I am a dominant son who has made his mother his personal plaything. I would love an online pet to train.
If interested add me and send the following message in the next half hour:
"I want your help in becoming a good Mommy-slut!"
I expect your response ASAP!
Master S
After Simon sent it, he freaked out. The words he wrote just flowed out of him naturally and yet they were not him. He would never be so crude with his mother, or any girl, for that matter.
Sara was just about to send a massage to Mistress Kim when the friend request came. She read it and gasped even as her cunt instantly tingled. She loved the forceful, no-nonsense approach and figured the role playing would satisfy her fantasy of sleeping with her son. So after grabbing a toy from her growing box of self-pleasure assistants, she responded.
He hadn't expected a response, but five minutes later:
Submissivemom: I want your help in becoming a good mommy-slut!
Makingmommymine: Hi, slut.
Submissivemom: Hi, sir.
She wanted to call him Master, but held back, not wanting to look over zealous.
Makingmommymine: Tell me about yourself, my pet.
Submissivemom: I am 42, a widow, with two children (my older son moved out and is currently backpacking Europe, while my youngest son lives at home with me while attending college. I have blue eyes, blonde hair, 36D breasts that are still in great shape and long legs that are probably my best asset.
Makingmommymine: Do you want to have sex with your son?
Submissivemom: yes, sir.
Makingmommymine: How old is he?
Submissivemom: 18
Makingmommymine: Perfect. If you obey my orders I am confident I can have his cock in you within a couple of weeks
Submissivemom: Really?
Makingmommymine: All sons want to have sex with their mommy
Submissivemom: Really?
Makingmommymine: it is logical. You are the first female to have any influence on him. Have you ever heard of the Oedipus Complex?
Submissivemom: No.
Makingmommymine: look it up when you have time. In essence it is psychologically proven that all boys want to have sex with their mothers.
Submissivemom: Wow!
Sara googled the theory and couldn't believe it, yet, it made perfect sense in many ways...she recalled Master John saying something similar.
Makingmommymine: Do you want assistance in submitting to your son?
Submissivemom: Yes.
Makingmommymine: I will help you but I expect total obedience.
Simon couldn't believe how easily his mother obeyed.
Submissivemom: Of course, sir.
Simon, deciding to test her early, made a demand he was sure she wouldn't obey.
Makingmommymine: Take a picture of your tits for me.
Sara looked at the demand. Her cunt tingled at the order. She had always been submissive, but always in a generic sort of way. It was only when she started playing online, reading stories on Literotica and watching videos like the lesbian 'Hot & Mean' series did she begin to question whether perhaps she was sexually submissive. Looking back at her life, she realized that she had never been completely sexually satisfied because she had never given herself up to the lust underneath her conservative attire. Yet, as she chatted with strangers online and just let herself say whatever she TRULY felt, she had begun to question herself. Deciding what the hell, she lifted up her sweatshirt and quickly took a picture with the web cam. Before she could even ponder if it was a good idea, she clicked send.
Submissivemom: Here you go, sir.
Simon gasped. His mother had just unknowingly sent him a picture of her still very firm breasts and very erect nipples. His cock, already hard, begged to be pulled out of his underwear. Before responding, he quickly tugged down his pants and underwear to allow his cock to be free.
Makingmommymine: You have delicious titties, Mommy-pet. Would you like your son to suck on them like he did all those years ago?
Sara couldn't believe she had sent someone she had chatted with for only two minutes a photo of her breasts. She also couldn't believe how erect her nipples were or how wet her pussy was.
Submissivemom: I would love my son to suck on my big titties, sir.
Makingmommymine: Are you ready to begin your training as a Mommy-pet?
Sara's right hand responded, while her left hand began pleasuring herself.
Submissivemom: Yes, sir.
Makingmommymine: I will give you quite a few tasks to complete. I will also expect you to dress a certain way and ALWAYS obey without hesitation.
'Oh God', Sara thought to herself. Why are his firm words turning her on so much? She again responded without hesitation or thought.
Submissivemom: Yes, sir.
Makingmommymine: First, I am not sir. I am your Master until such time as your son takes my place.
The word 'Master' was so much more powerful in Sara's mind and she even said the words out loud as she typed them.
Submissivemom: Yes, Master.
Makingmommymine: Good, Mommy-pet.
Somehow, the new title and the positive reinforcement only enhanced Sara's eagerness.
Submissivemom: Thank you, Master.
Makingmommymine: My expectations are as follows: You will wear nylons every day.
Sara smiled to herself, she already did that. She loved the feel of silk nylon on her legs. She liked how the nylons disguised how white her legs were. She liked to accessorize her outfits with different colours of nylons. She also liked to wear thigh high stockings under her skirts and dresses, as it made her feel sexier even if no one knew but her. She also loved knowing that men were checking her legs out.
Submissivemom: I already do that, Master.
Makingmommymine: Good Mommy-pet. Next, you will stay in your nylons when at home, keeping your stocking-clad feet and legs in view of your son.
Submissivemom: So no heels?
Makingmommymine: Right! You, of course, will keep your toe nails painted.
Sara thought the expectation a little strange, but no stranger than all of his other expectations, things she already did...at least partially.
Submissivemom: Of course, Master.
Simon couldn't believe just how obedient his mother was. She seemed to obey everything he said without hesitation. He decided to keep seeing just how far he could push her.
Makingmommymine: Also, I don't share my pets. You are not to have any other online masters or mistresses. Is that clear, Mommy-pet?
Sara really enjoyed chatting with her online Mistress and Master, yet there was something so alluring and intriguing about this Master, that she was willing to temporarily obey and see where this led.
Submissivemom: crystal clear, Master.
Typing the word Master sent another chill through Sara.
Makingmommymine: I also expect you online whenever possible, and you will send a photo each day that shows your obedience to me.
Submissivemom: Yes, Master.
She agreed, even without clarity of what the photos may be, her pussy burning as she continued slowly rubbing it. Not wanting to orgasm yet, instead wanting to build to a slow crescendo until it reached a fever pitch.
Makingmommymine: I will give you some tasks that I believe will assist in fulfilling your fantasy and if done correctly and completely as instructed you should end up with a new live in Master...your son!!!
Sara's cunt tingled at the last few words as she had fantasized about her son a lot since reading stories online, but she had never considered him as a Master with her his submissive until now, even though her username was submissivemom.
Submissivemom: I look forward to obeying your tasks, Master.
Makingmommymine: Good...have you been playing with yourself?
Submissivemom: Yes, Master.
Makingmommymine: Are you close to coming you dirty mommy-slut?
Submissivemom: Yes, Master.
Makingmommymine: Why?
Submissivemom: Your powerful words turn me on, Master.
Makingmommymine: And you want to be your son's Mommy-slut?
Submissivemom: Yes, Master.
Makingmommymine: Get yourself off, Mommy-slut.
Sara began rubbing herself frantically, desperately wanting to come as she imagined Simon fucking her.
Submissivemom: Yessss, Master.
Makingmommymine: his personal cocksucker.
Sara felt her body giving in completely to the thought of committing the ultimate sin.
Makingmommymine: his personal cum bucket.
Simon was pumping away too. The long held fantasy of fucking his mother was no longer a silly boy fantasy, but a real possibility.
Makingmommymine: Mommy-pet.



Makingmommymine: Mommy-slut.
Makingmommymine: Mommy-slave.
The name calling was too much for Sara, who finally let go as her orgasm erupted through her, rating a ten on the Richter Scale.
Submissivemom: Fuuuuuuuuuuck!!!
Simon, meanwhile, shot a load up in the air as he debased his mother.
Neither mother nor son typed for a couple of minutes as they recovered from their online kink.
Sara finally typed, her body still trembling with aftershocks of pleasure.
Submissivemom: Thank you, Master.
Makingmommymine: For what?
Sara felt silly for her last words.
Submissivemom: Allowing me to cum, Master
Makingmommymine: Good Mommy-pets come often.
Sara hoped that was true.
Submissivemom: Whenever you wish, Master.
Simon eventually typed again, curious if he could push her further...make her do something that would test the reality between online role playing and real obedience.
Makingmommymine: Want task one, Mommy-slut?
A chill went up Sara's spine at the thought of a task. Curious and excited to comply she responded.
Submissivemom: Yes, Master.
Makingmommymine: Wipe pussy juice all over those cute cock sucking lips of yours.
Sara obeyed the task. She had tasted herself before so this was actually a trivial task.
Submissivemom: Okay, Master.
Makingmommymine: Now go give your son a good night kiss...on the lips.
Sara gasped. The fantasy role play had been a lot of fun and brought her her biggest orgasm in an eternity...yet it was one thing to role play incest and something else to purposely commit it.
Noticing she was probably hesitating on the task he tried to keep pushing her.
Makingmommymine: Now, Mommy-pet or I go and find myself another slutty mommy to train.
Sara was suddenly worried she wouldn't be allowed to chat with him again and gave in.
Submissivemom: I'll do it, Master.
Makingmommymine: Good! Understand I will know if you don't do it but say you did.
Sara couldn't fathom how he would be able to know such a thing, but decided to just do the simple, slightly naughty task.
Submissivemom: I'll do it now, Master. I don't just role play...I really obey.
Makingmommymine: Go and come back once you kiss your son with pussy juice lips.
Simon quickly slid his computer under his bed, tugged up his underwear and pyjamas and pulled out a book to read. A minute later, giddy with excitement that his mom may obey him, he heard her bedroom door open.
Sara walked to her son's bedroom door and paused. This was silly. Yet, she felt compelled to complete the inappropriate task. Taking a deep breathe, she knocked on Simon's door.
"Come in," Simon called out, not believing she was actually obeying him.
Sara took yet another deep breath before walking in her son's room. Once in, she asked, "What you up to?"
"Just reading before bed," Simon answered.
Sara walked to his bed and said, "I'm getting ready for bed and thought I'd better give you a kiss goodnight before you went to sleep."
"You haven't kissed me goodnight in years," Simon said, trying to act as if this was a surprise.
"Well, that was a mistake," Sara said. "There is nothing wrong with giving your child, no matter how old they are, a goodnight kiss and hug."
"I'm eighteen," Simon protested, continuing to test his mother's resolve to obey.
"Just shut up and give your old hag of a mother a kiss goodnight," Sara said, desperately wanting to get it over with and fulfill her first task.
She leaned in and kissed him on the lips as instructed by her new Master.
Although it was just a subtle taste, a subtle smell, Simon knew without a doubt that his mom had obeyed his order and put her cunt juice on her lips. His cock flinched as she stood back up, her cheeks going red.
"Goodnight, sweetheart," she said cheerfully, before heading out.
"Goodnight, Mom," he replied.
Once out of her son's room, she returned to hers, feeling a sense of fulfillment at completing the task.
Simon pulled out his computer, exhilarated that his mom had obeyed his sexual order.
Sara returned to her computer and typed.
Submissivemom: I did it, Master.
Makingmommymine: Good, Mommy-slut. How did it make you feel?
Submissivemom: Nervous at first, but then the excitement of the task took over.
Makingmommymine: you got turned on kissing your son?
Submissivemom: Yes, Master.
Makingmommymine: You really do want to be a Mommy slut don't you?
Submissivemom: Yes, Master.
Makingmommymine: Tomorrow's task...task 2. Ask him to give you a foot massage. Open your legs enough that he can see between those sexy legs of yours.
Sara thought this would be a doable task.
Submissivemom: Yes, Master.
Makingmommymine: of course, you won't be wearing panties.
Submissivemom: Mmmmmm...naughty.
Makingmommymine: Yes, and you are a naughty Mommy
Sara loved the name calling and the twisted kink of the role playing, still not believing these small tasks were going to cumulate into actual sex, but fantasy is fun.
Submissivemom: Yes, I am.
Makingmommymine: I need to go to bed, my sexy, slutty Mommy-slut.
Submissivemom: Okay, Master
Makingmommymine: of course, no touching yourself or orgasms without my permission
Submissivemom: Of course, Master
Makingmommymine: good night, Mommy-slut-to-be.
Submissivemom: Good night, Master.
Simon logged out, thrilled with his good fortune. Before today, mom was just a constant stroke fantasy. But now, it was a growing possibility that he could not only fuck his mother, but make her his personal slut.
Simon jerked off one more time and went to bed giddy with possibility.
Sara also went to bed with mixed emotions. She knew she was the mother; she knew such thoughts were morally wrong; yet Simon was the mirror image of her deceased husband, and her urges betrayed her parental role...she wanted a real master and she wanted it to be her son.
.....
After school the next day, Simon came home curious if his mom would ask for a foot massage.
Sara came home late from work, having a parent-teacher meeting about a student with attendance issues. Asking her son for a foot massage because her feet were sore wouldn't be a lie, her feet were killing her.
Simon was watching television when his mom came home, purposely being available for his mom's request if she decided to obey her task.
Sara walked into the living room, heels in hand, her toenails, freshly painted red this morning showcased in her tan nylons. "Hi, sweetheart, learn anything riveting at school today?"
Simon answered, planting another seed in his seduction of his mother, "A strange theory in psychology class."
"What theory is that?" Sara asked, sitting on the couch with her son.
"Sigmund Freud's Oedipus complex," Simon revealed, knowing she knew what it was based on yesterday's online chat.
"Pardon?" Sara asked, shocked at the strange coincidence of her son's words.
"Oh, just some silly theory about a son's obsession with his mother," Simon continued.
"I see," Sara said, playing innocent. "So what is the hypothesis of this theory?"
"It's kind of awkward to talk about," Simon said, trying to draw her in even more.
"You started it young man," Sara said, as she sat down and put her feet on his lap and asked sweetly, "Can you massage Mommy's feet, they're killing me."
His cock instantly stiffened under the pressure of her nylon-clad legs. "I'd love to," he almost too eagerly agreed, the fantasy of touching his mom's nylon legs finally coming true.
As he massaged her feet, which felt amazing (Sara forgetting how great it felt just to be touched by a man), she said, hoping her interest in the incestuous theory would be a hint to her son that she was game if he was. "So tell me about this theory."
Simon explained the entire theory as he had learned it in class while massaging her silky feet. He was in son heaven and wanted this to last as long as possible.
As Sara tried to listen, she felt her son's hard cock underneath her leg.
"So," she said, moving her legs apart slightly as instructed yesterday to give her son a glimpse of her naked crotch, "this theory is by Freud?"
"Affirmative," Simon nodded, as he realized his mom had now officially obeyed every order given by him.
Sara noticed her son peek between her legs and felt a slight wetness leak out...she felt both shameful and excited...a mixture of conflicting emotions which confused her greatly.
"And this theory is widely recognized?" she asked, continuing to show interest in the incest theory.
"According to my professor," Simon answered, continuing to give quick looks between her legs.
"What do you think?" she asked, pressing her leg down ever-so-slightly, the thrill of being so close to his cock turning her on even more.
"I am not sure how to answer that," he answered, sensing he could just take her here and now. Yet, he wanted to draw it out, pull her deeper into his web of submission. He suddenly jumped up, rushed to his bedroom up and left his mother, hopefully leaving her with mixed messages.
Sara sat there mortified. She had pretty much thrown herself at him and he had felt so uncomfortable that he had to leave.
Later that night, she went online and hoped to find her new Master online.
Excited to find him there, she quickly messaged him.
Simon was online, hoping his mother would come online.
Submissivemom: Master...things have gone terribly awry.
Makingmommymine: What happened?
Submissivemom: He rejected me.
Makingmommymine: More details...my pet. Things are never that black and white.
Submissivemom: I got him to give me a massage, I opened my legs slightly and when I asked him to explain the Oedipus Complex he got up and left.
Makingmommymine: How long did he massage you?
Submissivemom: 10 minutes.
Makingmommymine: So he obviously enjoyed massaging you.
Submissivemom: I guess.
Makingmommymine: You got to keep in mind Mommy-slut that his biggest fantasy is likely fucking u and when all of a sudden it was possible...
Submissivemom: I don't know...
Makingmommymine: Trust me...I know...I am a guy...we all think the same
Submissivemom: Really?
Makingmommymine: EVERY son wants to fuck his mother...usually sexually dominate them...your son is no different
Submissivemom: He isn't a normal boy
Makingmommymine: That only makes it more likely. Is he a computer geek?
Submissivemom: Yes, how did you know that?
Makingmommymine: Just a hunch. Do you have a vibrator?
Submissivemom: A few.
Makingmommymine: Is your son home?
Submissivemom: In his room.
Makingmommymine: Get a vibrator and fuck yourself with it my pet mommy
Submissivemom: Yes, Master
Sara quickly obeyed, her cunt burning. She grabbed her eight inch black vibrator, slid out of her skirt and returned to her laptop. She began pumping it in her soaking wet pussy as she typed.
Submissivemom: I'm fucking myself Master
Makingmommymine: what is your son's name, slut?
Submissivemom: Simon
Makingmommymine: Call me Master Simon, slut.
Sara moaned at the order, the role playing becoming intensely exciting.
Submissivemom: Yes, Master Simon.
Simon smiled at the continual obedience of his mother. He figured he would give her a couple more tasks before going in for the kill.
Makingmommymine: Good, Mommy-slut.
Submissivemom: Thank you, Master.
Makingmommymine: What do you want your son to do to you?
Submissivemom: To make me his mommy-slut
Makingmommymine: What will you do for him?
Submissivemom: Anything.
Makingmommymine: Suck his cock?
Submissivemom: Yes.
Sara imagined being on her knees servicing her son.
Makingmommymine: Take his cock in your cunt?
Submissivemom: God, yes.
Sara's orgasm was building to a climactic peak.
Makingmommymine: How about your ass, Mommy-slut...will you allow your son to fuck your ass?
Sara had never had anal sex...with a man...although she had bought a butt plug that she had worn a couple of times
Submissivemom: I have never done that before.
Makingmommymine: Never? Not even with your finger or a toy?
Simon was fishing for more information about his mother's sexuality
Submissivemom: I have a butt plug and have worn it a couple of times
Makingmommymine: You will wear it all day tomorrow at work
Sara blushed...feeling a bit slutty with the idea that she would be teaching students who would be oblivious to the reality their teacher had a butt plug in her ass.
Submissivemom: Oh my, yes, Master...that is so naughty
Makingmommymine: Master who?
Submissivemom: Master Simon, sorry sir.
Makingmommymine: Go put it in your ass now, Mommy-slut
Submissivemom: BRB
Sara again obeyed without hesitation, even though she was close to orgasm. After grabbing the rarely used butt plug and lube, she returned to her bed and awkwardly put the plug in, creating a brief burn. Grabbing her vibrator, she slid it back in her cunt, creating her own first ever double penetration.
Simon, meanwhile, wondered if his mother would really obey such an order.
Submissivemom: Back.
Makingmommymine: Is the plug in your ass?
Submissivemom: Yes, Master and I have my vibrator back in my cunt.
Simon, dying to know if that was true, decided to push his luck.
Makingmommymine: Show me!
Sara didn't hesitate; she moved her computer down a bit and awkwardly took a picture of her two holes currently being filled.
Submissivemom: I hope you like, Master.
When the photo arrived, Simon gasped. His mother had obeyed.
Makingmommymine: Good Mommy-slut. I think you're ready to continue with your seduction of your son.
Although he had originally thought to take a few days to seduce his mother, he decided he was going to fuck his mom tomorrow. Tomorrow was Earth Day and his mother had been a major stickler for following the Earth hour in the evening where all electronics and lights are shut off. Usually, they just used candles and played board games...but Simon had something much better in mind for this year's Earth hour.
Submissivemom: Yes, Master.
Makingmommymine: I want you to cum now.
Submissivemom: Yes, Master.
Sara began pumping the vibrator into her fevered cunt as she read her new Master's words.
Makingmommymine: Tomorrow you are going to submit to your son.
Sara gasped at the confident words.
Makingmommymine: To become his personal fuck-toy
Makingmommymine: His mommy-slave.
Makingmommymine: His mommy-slut.
Sara's orgasm was almost there...the nasty incestuous words bringing her closer to climax.
Makingmommymine: His mommy-pet.
Makingmommymine: Come...Mommy...come for Simon...your Master
Sara came when her online Master spoke as if he was her son...making the role play feel so real.
Makingmommymine: Now my slut...you incest slut...you mommy slut....
Submissivemom: cominggggggggg
Makingmommymine: Master Simon is happy
Sara kept the role playing up, even as her body continued to tremble.
Submissivemom: Thank you Master Simon...I love you son
Makingmommymine: Tomorrow is Earth Day
Submissivemom: I know
Makingmommymine: You will spend your hour without power becoming your son's sex slave
Submissivemom: Oh my
Makingmommymine: This isn't a suggestion...but an order
Sara was willing to take the risk...if only she knew for sure her son would be okay with it and not freak out.
Submissivemom: How?
Makingmommymine: A few choices. One is to just drop to your knees and fish his cock out; another is to accidently land on top of him and see what happens; another is to play truth or dare;
Submissivemom: Truth or dare...that could be fun.
Makingmommymine: You figure it out, my slut. I need to go. I will be unavailable tomorrow but I expect a full report of your successful seduction on Sunday.
Submissivemom: Okay...but I am very nervous.
Makingmommymine: Just remember...he wants to fuck you.
Submissivemom: I hope you're right.
Makingmommymine: Trust me I am.
Submissivemom: Okay.
Makingmommymine: Now keep that plug in your ass and go give your son a kiss goodnight...that should be a regular thing now.
Submissivemom: Should I put some pussy juice on my lips?
Makingmommymine: Of course...good night
Submissivemom: Good night Master
Makingmommymine: Good night Mommy-slut
Sara closed her laptop, put on her panties and robe and, after covering her lips with her juices, headed to Simon's room.
Simon clicked out of chat and started working on his iTunes playlist just as his mother walked into his room.
"What is my adorable son up to?" Sara asked.
Simon joked, playing with his mom, "Just watching porn."
Sara gasped, "Really?"
"I am eighteen," Simon pointed out.
"So you are," Sara said, after getting past the surprise of Simon's reaction, she figured she could use this to her advantage. "I suppose it is nylon porn?"
"Pardon?" Simon asked, surprised right back.
"Oh honey," Sara said, moving to his bed, "I know you have a nylon fetish."
"H-h-how?" Simon stammered, his offensive seduction suddenly now being powered by his mom.
"Oh sweetheart," Sara said, sitting on the edge of his bed, the anal plug going deeper in her ass, trying to push the idea of sex with her as a possibility, "I know that you check out my legs, especially when I'm in nylons."
"You dooooooo?" Simon asked, surprised.
"It's natural," Sara shrugged, before adding, "at least according to that theory you were telling me about yesterday."



Simon, trying to act casual and strong, now that the original shock was now gone, said, "If that is true it is your fault then."
"How so?" Sara asked, with a raised eye brow, while considering just lifting up his sheets and taking his cock in her mouth.
"Well, you always dress so sexy," Simon admitted.
"You find me sexy?" Sara asked, surprised by her son's words.
"Mom, you are the hottest woman I know," Simon answered, which was the truth.
"You need to get out more," Sara said, playfully slapping his shoulder.
"I'd rather stay home with you," Simon smiled, hinting at tomorrow.
"Good," Sara said, "because tomorrow is Earth Day and I was hoping we would spend Earth Hour together."
"I wouldn't want to be anywhere else Mom," Simon replied.
"Great, it's a date," Sara said, then shook her head slightly at how corny she sounded.
"Are you going to dress up then?" Simon joked.
Sara smiled, as she leaned in and kissed him good night, this time allowing her kiss to last just slightly longer than a normal mother-son kiss, "Oh, I will be all dolled up for my man."
"Cool," Simon said, and then chastised himself in his head for sounding like such a moron after having such a suave line before.
"Good night, sweetie," Sara said, leaning in and kissing him again.
Simon this time kissed back briefly as his cock begged for attention.
Sara broke the kiss, turned on by her son's words and lips, "Sorry, honey, I forgot I already gave you a kiss good night."
"I'll take as many kisses as you want to give, Mom," Simon said, as he watched her stand up.
She giggled like a school girl flirting, "That is good to know." As she walked out of his room, leaned against the wall in the hallway, and began rubbing herself, so horny she couldn't wait to return to her room.
Simon, meanwhile, flipped off his sheets, grabbed his raging hard cock and began jerking off. Closing his eyes, he imagined his mom was still in his room, on his bed, as he moaned, "That's it, Mommy, suck your son's cock."
Sara gasped when she heard him.
Simon, oblivious to the audience just outside his door, continued to role play with himself, as he asked, "Does Mommy love her son's cock?"
Sara whispered to herself, "Yes, baby, Mommy loves your cock."
Simon pumped his cock furiously, a moment later ordering, "That's it slut, deep throat your Master's cock."
Sara moaned louder than she meant to as she heard his naughty words, just the thought of her son being her master getting her close to another orgasm.
"I'm going to fuck that cunt and ass of yours, Mommy-slut," Simon groaned a minute later, as he sprayed cum straight up in the air.
"Fuuuuck," Sara whimpered, biting her lip, as her own orgasm shuddered through her while she imagined becoming exactly that, Simon's Mommy-slut.
Both mother and son, recovered from their orgasms, both excited about making their fantasies a reality...both frustrated that it would have to wait until tomorrow.
.....
Both Simon and Sara were full of both anticipation and trepidation as Earth Hour wasn't until 8:30 pm and being a Saturday, they had all day together.

After breakfast, Sara asked, "So what are your plans today?"

"Write an essay in response to the Oedipus Complex theory," Simon answered, which was actually true.

"And what will your response be?" Sara asked, curious if his paper would be a lot different if tonight went as planned.

"Well, I originally was going to write it from a male point of view only, but after your comments last night, I am going to write it from a new, fresh point of view," Simon answered.

"And what would that be?" Sara asked, genuinely curious.

"The role of mothers either knowingly or unknowingly tempting their sons," Simon revealed.

"It's the mother's fault?" Sara asked with her eyebrow raised, even as she wiggled her stocking-clad feet to entice him.

"I'm not saying that," Simon said. "but if you know your son gets turned on by your beauty, or in my case your legs in nylons, and you continue to flaunt your sexy legs and always wear nylons, like you are doing right now...I think you are definitely to blame for stimulating that theory."

"You think I have sexy legs?" Sara asked smiling.

"God Mom, you are the hottest woman I know. All my friends call you MILF," Simon answered, which was true.

"Really?" Sara asked, flattered by the thought of Simon's teenage friends checking her out.

"Oh Mom, don't pretend you don't know you're hot," Simon accused, thinking they may not make it to the Earth Day hour at this rate.

"Oh, Simon," Sara gushed, squeezing his shoulders as he finished his orange juice. "I can't believe you and your friends think your old hag of a mother is attractive."

"Mom, you are the most beautiful woman I know," Simon said, which again was true.
"You have to say that, you're my son," Sara said, fishing for more compliments.
"No, you are supposed to say I am the handsomest man you know because I am your son and you created me," Simon countered.

"Oh, I love you," Sara said, giving him a big hug from behind.

"I love you too, Mom," Simon replied.

"So do you want to interview me for your essay?" Sara asked, realizing it would be a great opportunity to cross the invisible line once and for all.

"That's a great idea," Simon nodded, unknowingly thinking the exact same thing as his mother. "Let's do that tonight when we are hanging out during Earth hour."

"Great idea," Sara said, "So how about an afternoon movie?"

"Sure," Simon nodded. "Can we do supper out as well?"

"A great idea," Sara nodded.

"And we can dress up," Simon added.

"Should I wear nylons?" Sara asked. Before playfully adding, "I don't want to compound the evidence on your Oedipus Complex theory and my accidental impact on you."

Simon raised an eyebrow, "Is it all accidental?"

Sara shrugged, her smile playful and sexy, "That is for me to know and you to find out."

"Well then you'd better wear nylons, to keep the theory relevant," Simon suggested.

"Yea, sir," Sara agreed, trying to hint at her submissive side.

"Good Mommy," Simon replied, hinting at his dominant side.

An hour later, they were at the mall. Sara was dressed in a blue cocktail dress that barely covered the top of her tan lace thigh high nylons. She was sans bra and panties prepared to seduce him if the opportunity presented itself.

Simon was dressed in black dress pants, a dark blue dress shirt and tie which Sara thought made him extra handsome...a perfect replica of his father.

Simon was hard throughout the movie at the impending prospect of making his mother his pet. Simon pondered whether his mother would go through with it...she had obeyed every task so far and crossed a few inappropriate lines already...but would she cross the final taboo line of no return?

Sara, meanwhile, had problems staying focused on the movie as she imagined the near distant future when she would become her son's slut at last. Could she follow through with the task she was given? Would Simon respond approvingly to her submission? It seemed so, based on their awkward flirting yesterday and again that morning. Yet, once she crossed the line, there was no going back.
At dinner, they chatted about college, work and entertainment. Both of them sensed the tension, as they both avoided the conversations that had dripped with sexuality earlier.
They arrived home at 8:25 and Simon said, "I'll go and get my laptop to save my notes when I interview you."
"Okay, honey," Sara agreed, slipping out of her heels.

Five minutes later, Simon came back down to see his mom, the top of her thigh high stockings in full view, laying on the couch with her eyes closed.
"Is Mom going to sleep during Earth Hour?" Simon teased, the time to cross the final line now at hand.
Opening her eyes, Sara smiled and asked, "Will you give me a foot massage first, sweetheart?" Sara asked, before going all motherly. "Plus, it is Earth Hour...no electronics!"

"Of course," Simon agreed, putting his laptop on the table. He lifted up his mom's stocking-clad legs, sat down and allowed his mom's feet to fall into his lap. As he massaged her feet, he said, "Ready for your interview?"

"Sure, honey," Sara said, loving the feeling of Simon's hands on her feet, as she wondered what it would be like to have him moving his hands up her legs and to her fevered, long ignored pussy.

"Do you believe the Oedipus Complex syndrome is realistic?" Simon asked first.

Sara pondered the question before answering, "Well, the reality is there is no stronger bond than the love between mother and son. Thus, these feelings can naturally feel like more than just platonic love and blur the line."

"What line?" Simon asked.

"Between platonic and romantic love, of course," Sara answered, before adding, "I went online and read about the Oedipus Complex and learned that in many cases the son not only wants to sleep with his mother, but to dominate her sexually."

"Some do believe that," Simon nodded, his already stiff cock flinching in his pants, as he moved his hand to his mom's calf, just the slightest of hints of his interest in being indeed more than platonic.

"Have you ever fantasized of dominating me?" Sara asked, pushing the envelope...knowing this question should answer any last minute doubts she had of her son's interest being more than platonic.

Simon blushed, surprised at the question. Deciding that the risk of the truth being negative was remote after all he had learned, he answered, "Mom, I fantasize about making you my pet every day."

Sara asked, confident he was going to be as willing as she, "And what would that entail?"

Simon replied, "Unconditional obedience."

"Which means?" Sara asked, trying to draw out all his feelings.

"Being my twenty-four seven sexual submissive," Simon answered, putting it all on the table, as his hand slid just under her dress.

"So I would obey you without hesitation?" Sara asked, for clarification, even though she already knew the answer.

"Yes, you would be my Mommy-pet," Simon added, using the term he had used in his earlier chats.

"And you want that, Simon?" Sara asked, her cunt burning with lust...the answer to this question all that was left to make her willing to cross the line and become exactly that...his Mommy-pet.

"Mom, I have wanted you to be my sexual slave, my plaything, my submissive, my pet mommy, all my life," Simon answered, putting all his cards on the table.

"I'll take that as a yes," Sara smiled, lifting her feet off her son and moving onto her knees between her son's legs.

Simon stared at her, his expression one of disbelief, as his fantasy came to fruition. Wanting to make her work for it, even though he had already made his undeniable sexual lust for her obvious, stammered, "M-m-mommy what are you doing?"
Sara thought to herself, 'the little mother-fucker is trying to make me work for it'. She put her hand directly on his cock and said, "Tonight, son, I am your Mommy-slut, and you're my Master."
Even though Simon was confident that he would have his mother tonight, hearing the words out of her mouth was still shocking, He stammered, this time for real, "Y-y-you're sure."
"Baby, I have never been so sure of anything in my whole life," Sara purred, as she outlined his cock with her fingers. "Just tell your Mommy-slut what to do."
His cock was awkwardly positioned inside his pants and he made his first order to his beautiful mother. "Pull out my cock, Mommy-slut."
"Yes, Master," Sara eagerly agreed, her eyes never leaving her son's as she fished out his cock.
"I've fantasized about this for so long," he moaned, as soon as her hand was wrapped around his stiff member.
"Me too, Master," she admitted, as she stroked and stared, his cock even bigger than she had imagined. It was even bigger than her husband's eight inch cock. She cooed, "It's the biggest cock I have ever seen, Master."
"Too big for you to handle?" he asked, his girlfriend Kim never able to take it all in her mouth.
"Only one way to find out" she smiled playfully up at him as she leaned forward and took his cock in her mouth.
"Oh, God," Simon moaned, the sensation of her lips wrapped around his cock amazing and surreal. Years of fantasy culminating into a shocking reality that was too good to be true.
She couldn't believe she had her son's cock in her mouth. She wanted to be a good slut, even better than his girlfriend Kim. She swirled her tongue around his mushroom top, teasing him like she had her husband.

He moaned in awe while looking down and watching his mother with his cock in her mouth.

Sara slowly took more of Simon's big cock in her mouth, intently determined to take all nine inches in her mouth, even though she had never had more than eight in the past. Hearing the soft moans from her son only enhanced her eagerness as each downward bob took more and more of his cock in her mouth. After a couple of minutes she was bobbing up and down on over six inches, eager to eventually take in all nine inches in her mouth.

Simon moaned, Kim just bobbed back and forth taking only a couple of inches in her mouth before wanting to get fucked. But his mom was treating his cock with focused attention and Simon knew he wasn't going to last much longer. He warned, "I'm going to come soon, Mommy-slut."

Sara wanting to taste his cum, wanting to swallow his full load, and still wanting to devour all nine inches in her mouth, began bobbing faster. She had over seven inches in her mouth when he grunted and unloaded an excessive load of his cum into her mouth.

She continued bobbing, swallowing every drop of his sweet seed.

Simon had his best orgasm ever and couldn't believe how the pleasure continued to course through him as his mom continued servicing his cock.

She finally took his cock out of her mouth and said, wanting to stay in the role of submissive, "Thank you, Master."

"Get undressed, Mommy-slut," Simon ordered, another fantasy of his to see in the flesh those voluptuous tits that she had showcased so well in her tight teasing outfits all these years.

"You want to see Mommy's tits?" Sara asked playfully, as she stood up.

"I want to see all my new playthings," Simon responded, enjoying playing the role of dominant, in charge man.

"Mmmmmmmmm," Sara purred, as she took her dress off, allowing her son to see her erect nipples, big tits and shaved pussy.

Simon smiled, "Delicious, even better than I could have imagined."
Cupping her tits together, she offered, "Well Master, they are yours to play with as you wish."

"And I love that shaved cunt of yours, Mommy-slut," Simon added, wondering what it would taste like.

"It's yours too, Master," she replied, giving, without hesitation, her body, mind and soul to him.

"I want you to fuck yourself Mommy-slut, but be creative, you can't use your fingers or toys," Simon said, wanting to see just how slutty his mother could be.

Sara loved just how naughty her son thought, but decided to outwit him, as she walked over to him, straddled him and lowered herself onto his cock.

"Hey!" Simon protested. "That is cheating."

"It's not a toy or my fingers," the sly mother pointed out, leaning forward so her tits were in his face.

"Fair enough," Simon chuckled, the feeling of his mom riding him another fantasy come true. He sucked and nibbled on his mother's big tits as she slowly rode him.

Sara was in utter euphoria as she enjoyed just slowly riding his cock. A real cock inside her felt amazing and she couldn't fathom how she had allowed herself to have gone so long without it.

After a few minutes of slow riding, Simon quit playing with his mom's tits and ordered, "On the couch and spread your legs, Mommy-slut."

"You don't like your mommy-slut riding you?" Sara pouted teasingly.

"Oh Mother, you will be riding it daily, but I have bigger plans for you tonight," he answered, as she got off his cock.

"How long have you been planning this night?" Sara asked.

"Since I understood I had a cock and you a cunt," he answered truthfully, before adding, "but the plan really took off when I fixed your computer."

"Pardon?" she asked, shocked by his words.

"Mom, I know all about your online activity," he revealed. "I assumed you wanted me to find out when you gave me your computer."

"Oh God!" Sara gasped, suddenly embarrassed, which was rather ludicrous considering she had just swallowed a load of her son's cum.

"Kimlovescunt and MasterJohn," Simon listed off. "Very intriguing reading."

"Y-y-you read those?" Sara asked, stunned.

"They were very hot. But the most interesting one was makingmommymine," Simon revealed.

Sara was shocked, briefly angry that he had violated her privacy, but then it quickly dissipated at the realization that it had led to this. So she responded, "So you took advantage of your mother's sexual secrets to make her your slut?"

"Is that wrong?" he asked innocently.

"Is this wrong?" she asked, grinning, dropping back to her knees and taking his cock back in her mouth.

"Some would say it is sick, twisted, immoral and illegal," he answered, as he grabbed her head and began fucking her face. "But I would say it is the most natural thing in the world."

After a few deep throat thrusts, that she handled with only a slight gag, he pulled out, and looking down at his beautiful, submissive, mother, added, "By the way, I'm makingmommymine."

"No!" Sara gasped again. As the full breadth of how she was played and manipulated came to light.

"And you're submissivemom," Simon added.
"That I am," she smiled, figuring how she was manipulated not really relevant considering she choose to obey.

"It was pretty hot when you kissed me with your pussy juice on your lips," he added. "You are a very bad, bad Mommy."

Sara was somehow even more turned on at the thought that her son had orchestrated all this. She asked, talking all sexy and pouty, looking up at her Master, "Are you going to punish your bad Mommy?"

"On the couch and spread those legs, Mommy-slut," he repeated the order that had been delayed with his revelations.

"Yes, Master," she agreed, getting up, sitting on the couch and spreading her legs as wide as she could.

"I'll be right back," he said, a nasty plan popping into his head.

She watched him walk away, curious what her deviant son had in mind. Her cunt was burning for attention and her mind was spinning with consequence.

He returned with her phone.

She looked at him perplexed as he walked over to her and without a word slid the phone inside her cunt. "Whaaaat are you doing?" Sara asked, surprised again.

"Putting a phone in your cunt," he answered, taking her question literally.

"But why?" she asked, wanting his cock in her badly.

"You'll see," he smiled as he grabbed his phone from the table.

Sara instantly realized what he was about to do. Seconds later her phone started ringing and vibrating inside her. She moaned loudly, "Ohhhhhh."

"Ohhhh what?" he asked.

"Ohhhh you dirty boy," she teased, as the strange pleasure vibrated inside her.

After a couple more rings, he asked, "Are you going to get that?"

Sara moaned, as her orgasm began to rise, "No, I think I'll just let it ring and ring."

Simon watched, knowing his mom was close before hanging up.

"Nooooo," she whimpered, frustrated at how close she was to an orgasm.

He said, his tone suddenly firm, "Mommy-sluts only come when given permission. Is that clear?"

"Yes, Master," she reluctantly agreed, turned on by her son's dominant persona, but frustrated at his not letting her cum.

Simon put his phone down and was coming to get the phone in Sara's cunt when it began ringing again.

"You tease," she moaned.

"That isn't me," he admitted as he laughed.

"Should I get it?" she asked, the vibrations again building her long needed orgasm.

"I think you should," he answered. "It may be someone important."

"I'm with the most important person in my world," Sara replied, trying to delay answering the phone call.

"Answer it!" he ordered.

She awkwardly pulled the phone out of her cunt. When it was out she couldn't believe how sticky with cum it was. She looked at him and said, "It's wet."

"Answer it!" he repeated.

Looking at the number she gasped, "It's nana."

"Answer it!" Simon demanded.

"Fine," she said, pressing answer. "Hi, Mother."

Simon immediately moved to his mother and buried his face in her very wet cunt.

Glenda, Sara's mother, responded, "Hi, honey. What's new?"

She wanted to answer, 'I just became a Mommy-slut for your grandson', but instead replied, "Not much, just spending a pleasant evening home alone with Simon."



"You really need to get out and find a man," Glenda scoffed.
Sara sighed, as it was the same thing she heard from her mother every time they talked. "Mom, I found a man."
"You did?" Glenda asked, surprised as usually the response by her daughter was negative.

"Yes, he is perfect," Sara replied, holding in a moan as her perfect man licked her pussy. "Actually, I think you would really like him."

"That is great," Glenda said, pleased to hear her daughter was happy. "Where did you meet him?"

Simon listened intently to the conversation between his mother and nana as he licked his mom's cunt. As expected, she was delicious and he imagined this would be a regular snack of his from now on.

"Oh, I have known him for a long tiiiime," Sara answered, Simon's tongue a constant distraction.

"Are you okay, dear?" Glenda asked, sensing her daughter sounded strange.

"Yes, Simon and I are just playing a game of chess," Sara lied, a game that was a staple in their family since she was a child.

"Don't let him get your queen," Glenda stressed, believing it was the key piece to victory.

"Ooooh, he already has it," Sara moaned, unable to hold it in as her orgasm built from Simon's impressive tongue work.

Simon spoke up, "Mom, you're just a pawn to me now."

Sara blushed as Glenda asked, "What did he say?"

"Oh he's talking trash because he is winniiiiing," Sara whimpered, her orgasm about to explode.

Simon, his cock rock hard, moved up and in one hard deep thrust filled his mom's cunt, as he quipped, "Here's my king."

"Aaaaaaah," Sara moaned loudly, into the phone.

Glenda was concerned by her daughter's strange behaviour. The last sound sounded more like a sexual moan than anything else. Yet. That was absurd if she was with Simon. "Honey, what's wrong?"

Simon continued slamming into her, reveling in the ultimate power he had over her. His nana, a former Miss Alabama, was a beautiful woman too and the thought of adding her to his incest slut collection suddenly popped into his head.

Sara tried to speak normally, even as her orgasm grew, "N-n-nothng, just about to lose to Simon."

"Well, he is good at chess," Glenda said, still finding the conversation strange.

"He is a master at the game," Sara quipped, looking directly at Simon who was slamming into her, filling her with all nine inches of his cock.

Simon continued fucking her until he suddenly pulled out, lowered himself slightly, and slammed his cock into her ass without warning.
"Mother fuckeeeeer," Sara screamed, as her ass was filled with cock.
"What the hell?" Glenda gasped, at her daughter's language.
"Checkmate," Simon announced, as he flicked her clit with his finger while all nine inches filled her ass.
"S-s-sorry, Mother," Sara stammered, as Simon pounded her ass. "I just lost the game."
"Well that is terrible language to use in front of your child," Glenda scolded.
Sara said, "Mom, I've got to go. We can chat more tomorrow."
"Okay, honey," Glenda answered, although Sara had already hung up...or so she thought.
"You are a bad, bad booooy," Sara scolded playfully, loving the feeling of a cock in her ass.
"You called me a mother fucker on the phone with nana," Simon pointed out, amused.
Glenda couldn't believe what she was hearing. Her daughter was fucking her grandson. Yet, she didn't hang up, she didn't speak, she listened in voyeuristic awe, her own long neglected cunt getting wet as all the strange sounds Sara had made earlier suddenly made sense.
"You are a mother fuckeeeer," Sara pointed out, the double pleasure of a cock in her ass and the constant flicking on her clit making her delirious.
"Come, my Mommy-slut," Simon ordered. "Come like the ass slut you are."
Glenda's hand went mindlessly to her cunt as she listened to the incestuous act. Her husband dead seven years, her last date over a year ago, her last cock over two years, the taboo act was a surprising turn on.
Permission granted, the invisible barrier that had held Sara's orgasm at bay disappeared and the most intense, pleasure to ever cascade through her hit her in rolling waves.
"Yeeeees, Masteeeer," Sara screamed, "I love your cooooock in my fuck holes."
Glenda flashed back to her husband and his dominant behaviour. He was her master for over thirty years and her his submissive slut. How she longed to be dominated, treated like a slut and used as a fuck toy again.
Simon intensely watched Sara's facial expressions of euphoria as he continued to slam his cock into her amazingly tight ass.
"Oh fucking fuck-fuck, mommy's comiiiiiing," Sara babbled, wave after wave of pleasure flowing through her.
Glenda's fingers furiously rubbed her clit as she imagined her grandson fucking her.
Simon asked, "Where does Mommy-slut want her Master's cum?"
"In my ass," Sara answered, having never felt a man come in her ass.
"Beg for it, slut," Simon ordered.
"Oh God Master, fill Mommy's ass with your cum," Sara begged, a surprising second orgasm beginning to build in her even though the first hadn't completely ended.
Glenda grabbed the rolling pin that was on the kitchen table for the cookies she had just made and slid the small handle inside her cunt. Her husband loved to watch her fuck herself with crazy objects, so this wasn't the first time she was intimate with a rolling pin. Closing her eyes, she relived her days as a submissive slut, imagining it was her being used.
"Or how about I cum all over your pretty face and send a picture of her slut daughter to nana?" Simon asked.
"You'd fuck her too if given the chance wouldn't you?" Sara asked, trying to enhance the naughtiness of their first night of incest.
Glenda's orgasm was close already from fucking herself with the rolling pin, but hearing her daughter and grandson talk about her had her near an orgasmic apocalypse.
"I'd make her my nana-slut and take all three of her fuck holes," Simon answered, the idea suddenly super-hot.
Glenda's orgasm hit her with the hot intensity of a thousand suns as she imagined her grandson making her his nana-slut.
"Does the Oedipus Complex count for nanas too?" Sara smiled.
"I imagine it does," Simon laughed, as his second orgasm of the night got close. He added, "Of course, I would make my two incest sluts eat each other's cunts."
"Hmmmm, you are such a naughty boy," Sara teased, the idea of eating her mother's pussy popping into her head for the first time.
"A mother fucker," Simon corrected.
"A nana fucker," Sara teased.
Glenda continued to be stunned by what she was hearing, the thought of eating out her daughter suddenly a vivid image in her mind. She had many times eaten pussy for master at parties, swinger's clubs or threesomes at their home.
"Here it comes," Simon grunted, as he deposited a load of his cum in his mom's ass.
"Oh yes, baby," Sara moaned, loving the feeling of cum exploding in her, as she moved her hand to her clit and began rubbing frantically.
Glenda pulled the makeshift fuck toy out of her cunt and pondered the shocking revelations as she continued to eavesdrop.
"Master, may I come again?" Sara asked, her second orgasm close
"Will you help me make nana my slut?" Simon asked, still fucking his mom's ass, albeit slower.
"I'll do whatever master orders me to," Sara answered, meaning it. The idea of seeing her overbearing perfect mother getting ass fucked enhancing her rising orgasm.
"So you'll eat nana's cunt?" Simon questioned.
"I'll eat her asshole after you come inside it," Sara answered, trying to make it as dirty as possible.
"Come again, Mommy-slut," Simon ordered. "Come while thinking about making nana your cunt licking slave."
Sara moaned loudly as she rubbed her clit furiously at the idea of her mother as her pet slut.
Glenda, meanwhile, couldn't believe the incestuous act her daughter had committed, or the reality that she herself had just got off intensely listening to it, nor could she believe they both were conspiring to add her to their morally wrong act. Yet...her cunt was still leaking cum as she imagined indeed being her grandson's nana-slut and her daughter's mommy-slut.
"Oh God, oh God, fuuuuck," Sara screamed as her second, although smaller, orgasm hit her.
Simon, pulled out, and said, suddenly tender, "I love you, Mom."
"I love you too, son," Sara weakly responded, her body drained from the act of ultimate submission.
Glenda clicked end on her cell and then without thinking about it texted:
I'm flying into Boston next weekend to come and visit for a couple of weeks.
Sara's phone buzzed indicating she had a text, and Simon grabbed the phone.
"Holy shit," Simon said amused, amazed at the timing of the text.
"What?" she asked curious.
"Nana is coming to town next weekend," he answered.
"No way," she said, not believing it.
Simon handed her the phone and said, "I think the incest Gods are on my side."
Sara laughed, as she read the text, "It seems they are."
She texted back, putting a lot of innuendo in the text that her mother wouldn't catch on to:
Great to hear you are coming, Mom. You really don't come enough. Simon will be thrilled to know you are coming too. Remember it is the rainy season here so you may get very wet.
After sending it, Sara showed it to Simon who laughed, "You're a very bad girl."
"Maybe you should discipline me," Sara suggested.
Glenda read the text and saw her daughter's naughty innuendo. She went to the fridge, grabbed a nice long thick cucumber and headed to her bedroom for another orgasm.
Simon leaned in and kissed her softly. He then said, "Best Earth Hour ever."
Looking at the clock, she chuckled, "And with a minute to spare."
Simon moved up and offered his cock to his mother, "Well, we can't have that!"
Sara smiled, "How many times can you fire that loaded weapon?"
"A dozen," he shrugged.
Sara said, before taking his cock in her mouth, "You know, Earth Hour is just starting in the Mountain Time Zone."
"And then it will be another Earth Hour in the Pacific time zone," Simon chuckled.
Sara added, before taking her son's cock back in her mouth, not remotely phased that it had last been in her ass, "Plus, you still have one more fuck hole to cum in."
The end
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"Excuse me?" I asked, not liking the tone of my son's girlfriend.
"Don't you recycle your cans?" She asked, her tone implying she was disgusted by me.
I had only met her twice before and had instantly disliked her. My son, Trevor, had been dating her for a couple of weeks, and just the way she had him so wrapped around her finger annoyed me. She also dressed slutty in tight blouses that didn't even attempt to hide her big breasts, short, tight skirts that advertised her ass, thigh high stockings that were obvious to see when she was sitting because of her short skirt, and four inch heels. She dripped sex and it was obvious she was using it to get my son to do her bidding.
"I guess not," I answered, my tone terse and my glare daring her to push me.
Yet, she did, as she said, "You should always recycle, Tiffany."
"It's, Mrs. Woods," I corrected, shocked by her gall to dare speak to me so informally.
Not correcting her disrespect, she dismissed my concern instead, and repeated, "Either way, you really should recycle."
"I'll keep your two cents in mind," I quipped, trying to make it clear her opinion wasn't worth anything to me.
She said, "Trevor, let's go."
"Okay," Trevor nodded, like an obedient love sick puppy.
Deciding to show the bitch who was in charge, I said, "Trevor, actually I need you to stay home tonight and help me with a couple things."
"Like what?" He asked.
"Just do as you're told, young man," I firmly ordered, my glare and tone always enough to get him to do what I wanted.
She piped in, "We are going to a movie tonight."
"Good for you," I replied sarcastically. "I am sure you can go to the movie with someone else."
"I suppose I can," she shrugged, while she glanced over at Trevor, giving him a look.
A strange look of fear hit him as he said, "Mom, I have plans with Quinn tonight."
"Well, now you have plans with me," I corrected, not used to Trevor standing up to me. I instantly realized why I disliked Quinn so much...she was a younger version of me.
Quinn rose as Trevor stood up to me, "Sorry, Mom, I'm going out with Quinn tonight. I can help you when I get home or on the weekend."
"Fine," I said, seething, when of course it wasn't remotely fine.
Quinn smiling smugly from ear to ear, "Have a good evening, Mrs. Woods."
I didn't respond as I walked out, steam coming out of my ears.
That night, when Damon, my husband, came home, I ranted, "That bitch disrespected me in my own home."
Damon asked, "How?"
I replayed the conversation and once finished saw Damon was smiling. "Why are you smiling?" I asked tersely.
"Sorry, sorry," he repeated, "it's just that it sounds awfully familiar to your early confrontations with my mom."
"That was different," I protested, his mother a complete bitch who hated me. "This girl is a manipulating bitch who is using her looks and body."
"No, not like you at all," he laughed, which only pissed me off more.
"I'll ignore that condescending remark," I snapped. "I don't want him seeing her anymore."
"Honey, he's eighteen and old enough to make his own decisions," he pointed out.
"He's thinking with his dick," I shot back, frustrated he was not supporting me on this.
"Again, he's eighteen," he repeated, as if that explained everything. Fuck, men are stupid, one dimensional assholes.
"You were eighteen when we met," I pointed out.
"Exactly," he said.
"What are you saying?" I asked exasperated.
"Just the most truthful thing about male DNA. We fall for your looks first and then get to know the rest of you, good or bad," he explained.
"So if I was ugly you wouldn't have fallen in love with me?" I asked.
"Honestly?" He asked, realizing the conversation had become dangerous for him.
"Yes, Damon," I said, using his first name instead of any sweet term of endearment, a one word message that this was serious.
"Tiffany, I love you," he said, trying to avoid the conversation.
"Because I'm pretty," I said, not letting him off the hook so easily.
"Yes," he replied. "I asked you out because you were hot...is that really a surprise?"
Realizing suddenly I had said yes for the exact same reason, my icy exterior shattered as I admitted, walking over to him, "I guess not. I said yes because you were the quarterback and looked fucking hot in your uniform."
"I feel so dirty and cheap," he smiled, his humour almost always able to make me smile.
"Do you want me to do something dirty?" I asked, dropping to my knees.
He looked down at me, "I don't know, I'd hate for you to just use me for my cock."
"Don't worry," I smiled, as I fished out his cock, "I use you for your money, too."
He laughed heartily as I took his cock in my mouth.
.....
The next day, Quinn was over again and once we were alone she said, "I see you still have the cans in the garbage can."
"Yes, I do," I said, not even looking at her.
"I'm trying to play nice," she said.
"We aren't friends, Quinn," I said, turning around.
"Oh, trust me. That was not my implication," she said, her tone oddly ominous in an inexplicable way.
"Good that we have that clear," I said, turning away and back to the salad I was making, implying the conversation was over.
Her tone firm, like mine would be when scolding Trevor, she said, "I expect you to have the cans in the recycling container next time I am here."
I scoffed, as I turned around to give her my patented glare, "I expect you to leave and never come back."
Walking to me with a confident swagger that both pissed me off and made me slightly uneasy, she said, now directly in front of me, "Don't make me do this."
"Do what?" I asked, dying to sound confident even though her tone and look in her eyes rattled me slightly.
"Don't make me turn you," she said.
I had no idea what she meant and our showdown was interrupted as Trevor returned and asked, in his usual man-oblivious-to-an-awkward-situation manner, "What's for dinner?"
I broke my stare at Quinn and said, "Your favourite, honey."
"Yummy," he said.
Quinn said, "I need to get going." She moved to me and whispered, "Don't test me, Tiffany."
Before I could respond, she moved away, kissed Trevor on the lips and all sing-song said, "See you tomorrow sexy," even though she was oddly looking at me when she said it.
After dinner, I tossed all three Coke cans in the garbage, a big smile on my face while doing it. Although I could recycle, I should recycle and I would have if it would have not become a power struggle (the first time I tossed a can in the garbage was just carelessness)...but her pretentious attitude made me defiant.
I also googled the definition of 'turn' and laughed to myself at her implication. If I was reading her intention correctly she implied she could turn me...aka...make me a lesbian. I had never, even in high school when I was a cheerleader, or college in my sorority, done anything with a woman.
While tossing and turning later that night, I couldn't get past the pretentious implications of Quinn. When I finally did fall asleep I had a crazy sex dream, or more a sexual nightmare:
"You want my cock don't you, slut?" Quinn asked, naked except for a strap-on.
"God, yes," I moaned, on all fours.
"Beg, my slut," she ordered.
"Please fuck me with that big cock," I begged.
"But I thought you were too classy to be a lesbian submissive play thing?" She asked, rubbing the toy slowly up and down my wet, burning pussy lips.
"I was wrong," I moaned, "I'm just a slut for you to fuck."
"Because you're a good slut," she purred.
"Yesssssss," I moaned, feeling the toy part my pussy lips.
"And an obedient pet," she continued, the head of her cock teasingly right at my cunt hole.
"Woof," I replied, shocked by my own response of eagerness to submit.
She laughed, as she ordered, "Fuck yourself on my cock, Tiffany."
I bounced back on her cock and screamed, "Yessssss." Suddenly, I was woken out of my wicked dream as Damon asked, "Honey, you okay?"
Thankful to realize it was just a dream, even though my pussy was soaked, I rolled on top of him and smiled, "Just having a naughty dream."
Damon smiled, "Want to make it a reality?"
"Hmmmmm," I smiled, as he tugged down his underwear and I swallowed his cock with my fevered cunt. I rode him hungrily, filled with a desire to come, yet frustrated at what had made me horny.
An intense orgasm later, I returned to sleep as Damon quipped, "I don't know what that dream was about...but you should have more of them."
Thankfully, I didn't have another dream that night.
.....
The next morning, I had just gotten dressed, deciding to wear thigh highs, something I only wore on rare outings for Damon, but wanting to feel sexy, and four inch heels, somehow subconsciously competing with Quinn. I had two hours before a PTA meeting to begin preparations for prom in a few weeks, when the doorbell rang.
It rang two more times before I got there which already had me annoyed by the time I opened the door. My annoyance doubled when I was standing face to face with Quinn. "Well, that figures," I said
She walked right past me and into he house.
I snapped, "Don't you dare walk into my home uninvited."
She ignored my words as she headed to the kitchen.
I slammed the door and followed her in just in time to hear her say, "How disappointing."
"Get out of my house," I demanded.
"Why couldn't you just obey my order?" she said with a heavy sigh.
"Because you are a pretentious teenager and I am an adult," I glared. "Now leave this instant."
Ignoring my demand, which pissed me off even more, she said, sighing again, "Just remember, I didn't want to do this, I really like your son, but you have left me no other choice."
"Do what?" I asked, disconcerted slightly by her confident demeanour.
"You know what? It's Earth Day today, so being the kind hearted woman I am, I will give you one more chance to do the right thing," she said, her tone condescending as hell.
"Take them out yourself," I defiantly replied, not backing down.
"Just remember, you made me do this," Quinn repeated, her facial expression hinting regret before shifting to something entirely different.
She walked right past me, out of the kitchen and out of the house. I stood there bewildered by the whole conversation, not used to having anyone treat me that way, particularly a teenager. I was fuming when I heard her return.
She walked directly to me, a duffle bag in her hand, and said, "You don't like me much do you?"
"Not at all," I corrected.
"As you shouldn't," she smiled, which only pissed me off more.
"Why is that?" I asked, although I had my own reasons.
"Well, for one, you and I are a lot alike," she said.
This annoyed me, even though it was true, "We're nothing alike."
"Secondly, I am fucking your son," she said, matter-of-factly, before adding, "And I mean fucking...him."
"Excuse me?" I gasped, somehow still shocked by her disrespect for me.
"He makes a great bitch," she continued.
Suddenly a light bulb went on as I stammered, for the first time feeling overwhelmed by the situation, just like I had last night in that sex dream, "W-w-what do you mean?" I was suddenly praying that he was fucking her, but was pretty confident it was her fucking him.
"He has one tight ass and, man, for such a muscle head, he sure squeals like a bitch," she continued, clearly enjoying revealing this to me.
"He would never," I retorted, although seeing how smitten he was with her, I wasn't confident in my response.
"Oh, trust me, he has become a very good little ass slut," she continued, as she pulled out her phone and turned it around. "See."
I stared at a photo of Trevor on all fours with a strap-on clearly in his ass, although I couldn't see more than the waist of the penetrator...although assumedly it was Quinn.
"You bitch," I said through gritted teeth.
"Actually Trevor is the bitch," she countered, as her hand moved under my dress and directly to my vagina.
"What are you doing?" I gasped, pushing her hand away, last night's' dream again flashing into my head.
"Wearing thigh highs instead of pantyhose," she nodded approvingly. "Like a good slut."
"I'm not a slut," I protested, now regretting at my clothing choice, "now please leave."
"Why are your panties wet?" She asked.
I hadn't noticed, nor could I explain it, but my panties were very damp.
"You want to be on your knees like your son, don't you?" She asked, moving her hand back to my crotch.
"What?" I gasped, completely shocked by this girl's aggressive, pretentious behaviour, even though I couldn't deny the sudden horniness inside me.
"Your cunt tells me you're a submissive slut like your son," she said, her fingers tapping on my clit through my panties.
I let out an uncontrollable moan as her fingers brought pleasure I couldn't ignore, before I pushed her hand away again.
"Knees, Tiffany," she ordered.
"Leave," I said, my face flushed.
"Knees, now," she repeated, her tone stern...like mine usually is.
"Leave," I repeated, completely rattled and desperate to get her out of my house.
"Knees, slut, or you will be punished," she threatened.
I scoffed, "I am not a dog."
"Actually, that is exactly what you are, Tiffany. You are my pet, my PTA pet, my MILF pet," she listed, the terms insulting, but somehow, paradoxically, making my pussy wetter.
"Please, Quinn, just leave," I said weakly, feeling my will power to stand up to her fading as my cunt burned.
"That's one," Quinn said.
"I'm not a child..." I began but was interrupted.
"That's two," she counted, adding, "if I get to three you will be punished."
"Are you threatening me?" I asked, tersely.
"Three," Quinn said, "You must really like being punished."
"Please, Quinn," I pleaded, feeling completely overwhelmed by her strong demeanour.
"Four," she sighed. "You are only making matters worse for yourself."
Somehow sensing she wasn't bluffing, without another word, I felt my body lowering itself to the floor.
"Good girl," she purred, her dominant tone shifting to condescending, as if I was a dog, "although you still need to be punished for taking so long to obey."
I looked up at her with daggers and yet didn't say anything.
"We'll save your punishments for later," she said, before asking me, "Have you ever eaten pussy before?"
I thought she was maybe going to fuck me, like she had Trevor, which frustratingly made my cunt wet, but it had never occurred to me that she may want me to do something as disgusting as eat her out. "God, no," I replied, disgusted.
"Great, I love watching a straight bitch become a pussy lover," she smugly replied.
"I will not," I began, but she interrupted me again.
She ordered, "On all fours."
"What?" I gasped, shocked again by the command.
"On all fours, like a good puppy," she repeated.
"Please, just leave," I protested.
"Now!" She roared.
I quickly obeyed, overwhelmed by her powerful personality, even as the humiliation burned to my core.
"Good girl," she again instantly purred, as she slipped out of her heels.
"Lick my feet," she ordered.
I looked up and stammered, "P-p-please let me pay you."
She laughed, "Trust me, I don't need your money. Plus, what would you be paying me for?"
"To not show those pictures of my son," I pointed out.
"I wouldn't do that to Trevor," she said. "He is a sweetheart."
"Then why am I..." I began, realizing I didn't have to follow the orders of this bitch since she apparently wasn't blackmailing me like I just assumed she was.
"Because like your son, you are submissive deep down," she interrupted. "You can't explain it, but your cunt is soaked, your body hungry for submission...your mind just hasn't caught up to the obvious revelation yet."
"That's absurd," I countered, beginning to get up.
"Sit!" She roared, again scaring me as I instantly dropped back onto all fours.
I quickly obeyed again, her tone frightening me.
She said, her tone smug, "Tell you what, if your panties aren't soaked I will leave now, if they are soaked, which we both know they are, you will be my pet without any more silly acts of disobedience."
I bit my lip, knowing that my panties were drenched, although I couldn't understand why. I wasn't a lesbian...I didn't enjoy being treated like this...and I thought she was a bitch. Yet, there was no denying my cunt was on fire.
She continued, "Right now you are thinking to yourself...why am I so horny? I hate this bitch. But unfortunately, the psychology of the submissive is one where once the invisible barrier that has helped you resist or not even be aware of your sexual needs is broken...you're completely at the whim of your need of sexual submission."
"That's ludicrous," I retorted, even though it felt she was reading my mind.
She moved behind me, lifted up my dress and said, "Yet, you're on all fours, in your kitchen, allowing your son's girlfriend to feel up your cunt."
Before I could respond in protest, to try and defend my submission for fear of blackmail (which was becoming a growingly weak protest), her finger slid under my panties and directly between my pussy lips. So instead of a strong worded firm protest, I moaned.
She chuckled, "Shit, Tiffany, you're fucking revved up and ready to go."
I tried not to moan again, as her fingers teased my pussy, and I responded, "It's not because of yoooou."
"It's not because of meeeeeee," she mocked, slipping a finger inside my pussy.
"Please stooooop," I pleaded with a moan, which betrayed me yet again.
"Okay," she agreed, pulling her finger out of my pussy and returning to her position in front of me.
I felt a shocking disappointment when her finger slipped out of me.
"I imagine you're wishing to reword your last sentence now," she smirked.
"Please, just go," I said for the umpteenth time, knowing I was too weak to stand up to her anymore.
"You sure you want me to leave?" She asked, as her skirt dropped to the floor.
I looked up and was staring at her shaved pussy. I had never really looked at a pussy sexually before, but looking at hers I couldn't help but wonder what it would taste like. Her pussy was like a magnet drawing me in as I couldn't look away, even though I knew I had to.
As if again reading my mind, she said, "I know what you're thinking Tiffany. You're not a lesbian...yet you want to lick it, don't you?"
"Yes," I admitted, before I realized I had answered in the affirmative.
"Ready to lick me?" She asked, her fingers parting her pussy lips for me.
"I shouldn't," I weakly protested, even as I felt my mouth water with anticipation. A taboo I had considered disgusting was suddenly the only thing on my mind.
"But, you want to," she clarified.
"Yes, dammit," I admitted frustrated that ,she continued to be right.
"And you want to be a good pet," she continued, sliding a finger into her cunt.



"Yes, no," I responded confused, her pussy distracting me from any sort of rational thought.
"Which is it?" Quinn asked, bending down and moving her finger that was just inside her to my lips.
I didn't hesitate as I opened my mouth as if I was conditioned to obey.
Her finger moved inside and I sucked on it like it was a small cock...the taste so appealing that I instantly wanted more.
"Good girl," she again purred, before pulling her finger out of my mouth and standing back up.
I couldn't explain it, but a wave of disappointment hit me as I looked back up at her.
"Be a good pet and I will let you have all the pussy juice you want," she smiled down at me.
I just nodded as I awaited her next words. She went to her duffle bag, pulled something out, moved behind me and put it in my pussy.
I moaned, as something inside me began buzzing, "What is that?"
"A vibrating egg," she answered.
"Oooooh," I moaned, the buzzing bringing constant pulses of pleasure.
She returned to her place in front of me and ordered, "Lick my nylon-clad feet."
Humiliated by the order, yet now completely at the whim of this teenager, I leaned down and began kissing and licking the top of her toes.
"Good girl," she again purred, her soft approving tone somehow reassuring even though I knew deep down it was condescending.
For a couple of minutes I moved back and forth kissing and licking the top of her feet. When she lifted up her left foot, I wordlessly continued the thorough attention on the sole of her foot...the mixture of silk nylon and salty sweat somehow appealing. I replicated the attention on her right sole when wordlessly ordered by the movement of her foot.
Quinn sighed, "Shoot, I need to be at school for second period in thirty minutes. We had better accelerate your training."
The word 'training' made me wince as she continued, "Time for you to eat cunt for the first time." She walked over to a kitchen chair, turned it sideways, sat down and ordered, "Crawl to me, my pet."
Humiliation and lust pin-balled inside me as I obeyed another order. Each forward step made my face burn with shame and my cunt burn with need. Reaching her, I moved between her legs and without instruction buried my face in her pussy.
"Mmmmmmm, what an eager pet slut," she moaned, as I began licking. Being called a slut before today would have had me in a rage, yet as I licked her intoxicating sweetness I accepted at this moment that I was exactly what she said I was. At first, I was tentative, as I licked and explored her pussy. Yet, as she began to get wet and moan softly, because of me, I began to get more aggressive: parting her pussy lips with wide paint-like tongue strokes, I sucked her swollen clit between my lips and tried to penetrate her cunt with my tongue.
She asked, "Is my new pet enjoying her treat?"
I replied, "Yes," between licks.
"You understand I plan to make you a well-trained, obedient pet," she continued.
I couldn't fathom what that would entail, but at the moment I would agree to anything, the buzzing in my cunt driving me wild. "Yes," I agreed.
"You will always obey?" She asked, pulling my head up for me to learn I was being recorded by her phone.
My eyes went big as I stammered, "P-p-please no."
"Oh you silly pet, I already have you eagerly licking away," she said, speaking to me like I was a child. "If you want to eat my cunt and taste my cum, answer my questions, Tiffany Woods."
Hearing my name only increased the utter shame I was feeling, yet my desire to come and my hunger to finish what I started took over and I agreed, looking directly into the phone, "I agree to obey every order."
"And why are you being trained?" she asked.
"Because I didn't recycle my soda cans," I admitted, bewildered that such a trivial thing had led to this.
"And now you're my pet?" she questioned.
"Yes," I admitted.
"My cunt licker?" she continued.
"Yes," I admitted, the name calling and buzzing driving me wild.
"My MILF slut?" she added.
Each question for some inexplicable reason enhanced my desire to agree. "Yes, I'm your pet, your cunt-licker, your MILF slut, your boyfriend's mom slave, now please let me lick you."
"So eager," she smiled, grabbing my head and pulling me back into her sweet perfection.
I hungrily licked, wanting to get her off...wanting to taste her cum.
A couple of minutes of licking and I could hear her moans get louder and when she grabbed the back of my head and held it forcing my face deep into her cunt I just licked and licked until I was given a pussy juice facial. When her cum hit my tongue, I continued to eagerly lick, the taste even more exquisite than the teasing samples I had before.
She pushed my head away eventually and said, "Say cheese," as she took a photo of my pussy juice covered face.
"Want to come?" She asked, as I looked up from my position on the floor.
"God, yes," I admitted, the buzzing inside driving me crazy.
She stood up, went to my fridge and returned a moment later with a cucumber. She tossed it to me and said, "Fuck away."
I was so far gone, humility no longer a concern, I grabbed the cucumber, fell onto my back, spread my legs and began fucking myself with it. Each time the cucumber filled me, it banged into the vibrating egg, causing a sharp pleasure to course through me.
Quinn asked, "What are you?"
"A sluuuut," I admitted, my orgasm building.
"A fuck toy for my pleasure," she continued.
"Oh, oh, oh yes," I moaned.
"I plan to fuck your cunt with my strap-on," she continued, "the same one I use to pound your son's ass."
"Oooooh, Godddddd," I whimpered, her words enhancing my submissiveness.
"And that ass, ever had that tight ass of yours fucked?" She asked.
"Noooooo," I admitted, not being one who did the taboos.
"Well, we will change that soon," she promised. "A pet understands that all three holes are at her Mistress's disposal."
The term 'Mistress' sent a chill through my body and was the final straw that broke the camel's back as my orgasm erupted through me.
As I lay trembling on the floor, I heard Quinn curse, "Fuck, I'm going to be late. You will be punished for making me late, slut."
I opened my eyes, my legs twitching, to see her grab her skirt, quickly pull it on, grab the duffle bag and scurry out the door. I remained on the floor, allowing my body to enjoy the remainder of my orgasm. Once it dissipated, I shook my head. What had come over me? Why did I let her dominate me? How was I going to put an end do this? What would she possible do with the video and pictures she took?
I pulled the cucumber and still vibrating egg out of me and wearily stood up...my legs feeling like jelly.
I went to the bathroom and looked in the mirror. My face looked like I had been in a rain storm...my mascara running all over the place. I decided to take a shower, wash off my sin and cool down before I headed to school, praying I wouldn't run into Quinn, as I went to lead the PTA meeting.
I went to get in my car and gasped. On the driver seat was a plastic looking cock, lube and a note. I sighed as I cursed my inability to stand up to her. I moved the items to the passenger seat and sat down. Reluctantly, with trepidation, I read the note:
Pet Slut Punishment 1: You will lube up the small butt plug, insert it in that virgin asshole of yours and wear it throughout your PTA meeting. If you disobey this order, I will punish you with a much more public humiliation...or even worse...I won't let you eat my cunt again. Your Mistress
I couldn't believe what she expected me to do. Frustrated, I grabbed the items and went back into the house. I went to the bedroom and pondered my options:
1. Obey the humiliating task...to sodomize myself.
2. I could purposely disobey...and risk the wrath she implied she would inflict upon me...unfortunately I was confident she wasn't bluffing...
3. I could skip the meeting...that seemed the best option...but I was in charge and couldn't fathom someone else doing what I did.
Cursing, I pulled down my skirt and panties, lubricated both my asshole and the toy very liberally, took a deep breath and slowly slid it in. I expected a major burn or pain, but surprisingly it wasn't much more than a slight discomfort. Thankfully the plug was short and thin, as I imagined a real cock or bigger toy would be a lot more uncomfortable and likely more painful. I pulled up my panties and skirt and practised walking around with the butt plug in me.
Although slightly awkward, after a couple minutes it wasn't really noticeable at all and I returned to my car. I got to school a good thirty minutes early, so I could meet with Principal Patterson and discuss the agenda.
Mrs. Winston greeted me, her smile different than her usual smile, "You may go inside Mrs. Woods."
"Thank you, Mrs. Winston," I smiled, liking that I was so well known here.
I walked into Principal Patterson's office and asked, in my usual happy manner, "How are you today Colleen?"
"Good, and you Tiffany?" She asked back, looking up from her desk, before adding, "Anything new?"
My face instantly went red with the thoughts of what were new, although I answered, "Same old, same old."
"Really, nothing new at all?" she asked standing up, her tone different than I had ever heard. She was a good principal, but also one I easily could control...always getting what I wanted.
"Nope," I shrugged.
She walked towards me, something else she never did, and said, "You sure?"
"What are you implying?" I asked annoyed.
Reaching me, she stated, "According to Quinn, you have a butt plug in your ass and I am supposed to check if you obeyed her order."
"What?" I gasped, shocked by her words.
"Turn around, Tiffany," she ordered, her voice stern like I imagine it is with her students.
"H-h-how do you know?" I stammered.
"Quinn has been my Mistress for a while, she is an irresistible young woman," she revealed.
"You serve a student?" I asked, my face showing my disgust.
"You ate out your son's girlfriend and fucked yourself with a cucumber I hear," she retorted, her usual pleasant demeanour shifting to smug.
"Oh my God!" I gasped. "She told you?"
"The pictures and video are quite vivid," she continued.
"I am going to kill her," I snapped, shifting from shock to anger.
"What are you going to do?" She asked, adding, "In the video you look rather compliant...and obedient."
"Fuck!" I cursed.
"Fuck indeed," she smiled, as she put her hands on my shoulders and firmly pushed me onto my knees.
I questioned, shocked yet again, "What are you doing?"
"Mistress Quinn said you needed more practice at eating cunt," she said matter-of-factly," as she lifted up her skirt to reveal her hairy pussy.
I asked, oddly not standing back up, "You can't be serious?"
"Are you going to disobey Mistress's order and get another punishment added?" She asked.
"But we're adults," I pointed out.
"Yes or no?" She sighed.
My mouth was watering, I was curious if all pussy tasted the same, and frightened of adding more punishments, I sighed dramatically back, "Fine!"
"Don't act like you're doing me a favour. I have Mrs. Winston out there who is a great cunt licker. I am doing you a favour," she said, revealing more duplicity in the lesbian world I was being drawn into and showing a new confident side of her, one I assumed she had when dealing with students.
I reluctantly leaned forward the position way more awkward with her standing than when I had eaten Quinn. Her scent was substantially stronger, the pubic hair seemingly holding in her scent. It was a strong scent...neither appealing nor disgusting. Finding a pathway through her excessive pubic hair, I began licking her wetness. The hair made the task less pleasant to fulfill, yet the act itself inexplicably had my pussy getting damp again...the taste of pussy surprisingly addicting.
She said, "I hope you obeyed Mistress's punishment task."
I replied, between licks, remembering I had a plug in my ass, having become surprisingly comfortable with it in me, "I did."
"Good, because once you are done pleasuring me, I have another task for you from Mistress," she revealed.
I continued licking, my concentration not on the potential punishment or expectation, but instead on getting her off.
"You're a natural cunt licker," she moaned, her hands on the back of my head.
The words were ludicrous, yet somehow only enhanced my eagerness. I teased her clit relentlessly until her breathing got heavier and a moment later I slid two fingers inside her cunt.
She moaned, "You biiiitch," as her pussy juice flooded out and into my eager mouth.
I hungrily lapped up her juices, her cum having a completely different taste than Quinn had and yet still addicting.
Moving away, she said, "Not bad."
"Thanks," I said, instinctively, and then couldn't believe I said it.
"Stand up and bend over my desk," she instructed.
I again obeyed, shame again coursing through my very being...frustrated at my need to obey, and at the growing wetness in my pussy.
She lifted up my skirt, and moved her fingers under my panties and to my pussy. "Holy shit, does eating cunt get you wet?"
My face went even redder at the question.
"Answer me, slut!" She demanded, her fingers parting my wet pussy lips.
Being called a slut was another domino in my humiliating day of submission. I answered, shocked by her aggressive, dominant tone towards me, "I guess it does."
"You guess?" she scoffed. "Your cunt is soaked. Or maybe you just want to be my plaything. Or is it the toy in your ass turning you on?"
"I don't know," I moaned, her fingers teasing me relentlessly.
"Do you want to come, slut?" she asked.
"Yesssss," I whimpered, ashamed at how my body gave in so easily.
"Beg, bitch," she demanded.
I didn't hesitate as I pleaded, "Please let your slut come."
"You'll eat my cunt before every meeting?" she asked, her finger flicking my clit.
"Y-y-yessss."
"You'll come to my house and be my maid at bridge one night?" she asked, her finger sliding inside me.
"W-w-whaaaaat?" I asked, my eyes going wide.
"I expect you to come to my house this weekend and be my hostess...my hostess with the mostest," she chuckled, pulling her finger out of me.
"Noooo," I moaned, wanting her finger back in.
"No, what?" She asked. "No, you won't come to my house or no don't pull out of your wet fuck hole?"
"Please finger fuck me," I pleaded, hungry to get off.
"So you will come to my house this weekend?" She repeated, her finger slowly grazing over my pussy lips.
"Yeeeees," I agreed, not remotely sure of the consequences of such an agreement...but in this moment of lust, I was willing to agree to anything.
"You will be in a maid's outfit," she continued, tugging my panties down before her finger slid back inside me.
"Oooooh," I moaned both out of pleasure and clarity.
"And you will be a full service maid," she added, as her finger moved inside my cunt.
"Ooooh, fuuuuck," I moaned, biting my lip as to not scream and inform the whole school I was having an orgasm in the principal's office, as she found my g-spot and tapped on it like it was a drum.
I felt her other hand suddenly pull the plug out of my ass, shoving it in my mouth, as she ordered, "Suck on this, Mrs. Woods, we would hate for the whole school to know you are a dirty cum slut underneath your fancy clothes."
I gagged briefly, as I tasted my own ass, but was helpless to do anything but obey as she continued to drive me wild with ecstasy.
"Come, slut," she demanded, a moment later.
I again obliged as my body quaked and erupted with my second orgasm of the day trembling through me.
She pulled her finger out as I lay bent over her desk still coming. A moment later, I felt more lube on my ass cheeks as she warned with a slight laugh, "I would keep that butt plug gag in your mouth, this may burn a bit...or a lot."
My eyes went big and before I could react, I felt my ass being widened as a much bigger butt plug was roughly inserted.
I screamed, but thankfully my sounds of agony were muzzled by the butt plug in my mouth.
"Now relax and get used to it," she ordered.
I wanted to tell her to fuck off, the sheer burn in my ass still sharp as hell, but I was completely at her whim.
Over the intercom, Mrs. Winston said, "Ms. Harden is here to see you."
"Send her in," Principal Patterson said, slapping my ass, causing a new intense pain to hit me as the toy went even deeper in me. "Don't you dare fucking move, bitch."
The door opened and Quinn laughed as she closed the door, "Well, what a pretty sight to walk into."
"Mistress, she has been very compliant," Principal Patterson said.
"Excellent," Quinn said, "So she doesn't deserve any extra punishments?"
"No, Mistress."
"The butt plug gag is a nice touch," Quinn said approvingly.
"I thought you would approve."
"It will make a good picture," Quinn said, as she assumedly took a picture of me from behind.
A moment later, I could see her out of my peripheral vision as she snapped pictures of me with her cell.
Quinn instructed, "Mrs. Woods, Principal Patterson is now your mistress. I would be, and I may one day if your son and I break up, but at the moment it's a conflict of interest. Oh sure, I may have you eat my cunt or I may pound that ass on occasion, but Principal Patterson is your owner."
Hearing the word 'owner' was another domino in my complete fall from grace.
"Thank you, Mistresss, you are very kind," Principal Patterson thanked.
"You have been a very good pet, and deserve a reward," Quinn said back, as if giving a child praise.
"I am very grateful," Principal Patterson said.
"As for you Mrs. Woods. You will go to your PTA meeting with that plug in your ass. You will then come back to your Mistress for permission to take it out. You will also stay here the rest of the day and help the environmental club with their recycling program," Quinn said, pulling the plug out of my mouth. "Is that understood?"
"Yes," I agreed, defeated.
She shoved the plug back into my mouth, sat on the desk, her back to me, and ordered, "Now come get your treat, my pet."
I watched as Principal Patterson moved around, dropped to her knees and buried her face between my son's girlfriend's legs.
As I heard Quinn moan, I couldn't help but wish it was me between her legs. I shook my head at the ridiculous thoughts in my head.
Quinn leaned back so she could look at me and asked, pulling the plug out of my mouth again, "Do you wish you would have just put those cans in the recycling?"
The answer should have been yes. Because of one trivial act I had been forced to eat my son's girlfriend's cunt, filmed fucking myself with a cucumber, dominated by the principal, sodomized and then given as a sexual gift...yet the answer out of my mouth, as my cunt began to beg for attention yet again.. .was, "No, Mistress."
THE END
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One more deep breath and I opened the door.
"Hi, sweetie," Oliver said, sauntering in.
I quickly closed the door and turned to see him pulling his pants down. My face flushed at just how quickly my life had quit making sense.
"So, I just finished chatting with Gary and he wants you to practice sucking cock," the twink said, pulling his underwear down and revealing a surprisingly large cock for such a skinny guy.
"Oh," was all I could muster, even though I can't say I was surprised, as I stared at his already hard cock and hairless body.
He shrugged, "Sorry, the thought of training a straight married guy to be a cocksucker for someone else got me damn horny. I mean I have been fucked by many straight guys, but this is new."
I didn't move, overwhelmed with the reality of the situation.
"Don't worry, cutie, I promise to return the favour, and I am very, very, very good," he said, which didn't remotely relax me but, rather, tensed me up even more.
"I am not sure I can do this," I said finally.
"Honey," he said, walking to me, "you already did it once today I am told. Consider this a sequel which will be just as good, or hopefully even better than the original." He put his hand on my cock, which, betraying me yet again, was rock hard and dying for release. "Hmmmmmm, seems someone is excited."
"It's just, I, um, I can't believe I did what I did," I said, letting out a groan as he rubbed my cock through my pants.
"Oh honey," he said, his fingers stroking my cock as he spoke, "you're balancing on the line."
"The line?" I asked, trying to focus on his words even as he did wonders with just two fingers.
"The 'straight' line," he smiled, as he began unbuckling my belt. "You see, you have always assumed you are straight, never even considered otherwise, but once the door is opened, it is impossible to close."
"What if I want it closed?" I asked, as I felt him pull my pants down.
"Do you?" He asked coyly, putting his hands in my underwear and fishing out my fully erect cock.
"I just never, aaaah, thought of myself as...um," I couldn't finish the sentence partly because his stroking my cock felt so good and saying out loud the word cocksucker would make it real.
"Thought of yourself as a cocksucker?" He asked, finishing my sentence.
"Yes," I whimpered, his finger rolling around my mushroom top.
"It's just a silly label," he continued. "Most women suck cock and are not called cocksuckers and most women eat cunt and are not called cunt-lickers...usually."
"Still, my wife," I started.
"Will never understand," he continued, as he lowered himself to his knees in front of me. "Men and women are built differently. Women see sex as love and intimacy, while men see it as a means to an end."
Before I could respond, he deep throated my cock; something Laura, even in her wild days had never done, creating a pleasure that instantly ended my feeble protests. I watched as he slowly bobbed back and forth, pausing at my mushroom top long enough to swirl his tongue around it before moving forward again and devouring my whole cock.
He did this for only a couple of minutes before stopping abruptly and standing up. Smiling, he said, "I promise to finish what I started, but Gary instructed that you get me off first and last."
"Oh-oh-oh-okay," I stammered, dying to shoot my long held in load.
He went to the bed and laid down, his cock standing at attention as if beckoning me to him. My mouth again watered, and suddenly I desperately wanted to feel it in my mouth.
"Come join me, cocksucker in training," he said.
I silently joined him on the bed and moved to my expected position between his legs, not remotely insulted by the name calling.
"Take my cock in your hand," he instructed.
I did, enjoying both its warmth and its incredible stiffness.
"Now I plan to watch you suck my cock, cocksucker. Remember that is what you are...a cocksucker. Your job is to serve, to please, to obey, is that clear?" He asked, not saying it firmly like Gary, but rather matter-of-factly, which somehow relaxed me.
"Yes, sir," I answered, without even thinking of its implications of my words.
"First, cocksucker, I want you to look at me as you run your tongue over your lips to get them good and wet," he ordered.
I did, feeling silly and yet enjoying being told what to do.
"Very hot," he smiled, "I think you are a natural born submissive cocksucker," he commented.
The term submissive startled me, although it sure felt that way at home, as I always did what Laura requested, and again today when I obeyed every order Gary gave me.
"Now begin at the bottom of the shaft and slowly slide your tongue up my cock," he instructed, as if reading from a manual on how to suck cock.
I obeyed, slowly moving up his cock, my tongue spread wide.
"Good boy," he said, sending an awkward chill up my back. "Now get my cock nice and wet, coat it with saliva."
I continued to obey, moving my head around his cock, my tongue creating a light sheen of saliva on his beautiful, delicious cock. Did I just think his cock was beautiful? Worse yet, did I just think it was delicious?
"Good cocksucker, now slide back down and put my balls in your mouth one at a time. Women usually ignore the balls, but a good cocksucker knows that they are an important part of the full package."
I slithered my tongue back down his iron rod and reached his balls. He was right. No woman, not even any of the college sluts, had ever sucked on my balls, or even touched them, for that matter. I looked at them something I can say I never had done before, not even my own for that matter, and wasn't even sure where to begin.
As if reading my mind, he said, "Just put my bag in your mouth, cocksucker, and find one of my two balls. When you find one, suck it into your mouth and pretend you're washing it."
"Okay," I nodded, leaning forward and opening my mouth. The texture was strange, but I found a ball after a moment and did as instructed. His bag and balls had a slightly salty sweaty taste which I assumed was natural as I concentrated on the ball pleasing task.
"Now, my other one, ball sucker," he said, a term I had never heard before.
I obeyed again, finding the other ball and duplicating the attention.
After a minute or two, he instructed, "Now slide back up my shaft, cocksucker."
I obeyed, dying to feel his cock in my mouth and become the cocksucker he said I was. I had just reached the head when my phone rang.
"Ignore it, cocksucker. A good cocksucker, a submissive cocksucker like you particularly, understands that when you are serving your man, your lover or your master, that all that matters is his pleasure, is that understood?"
"Yes, Master, I mean sir," I replied, as my phone continued to ring.
"Good, tell me Chris, do you want to be a good cocksucker?"
"Yes," I replied, the idea of learning to be good at it suddenly very appealing, as the phone stopped ringing.
"Tell me, tell me exactly what you want to be," he said, as I breathed on his cock, his mushroom top an inch away from my eager mouth.
I didn't hesitate. At that moment I wasn't a husband married to a beautiful wife (the term beautiful never to be the same again after today), nor was I a father of a nineteen year old son or eighteen year old daughter, nor was I a professional business man...no, I was a cocksucker, an eager, willing cocksucker. I answered, purposely choosing Master this time, "Master, I am an eager to learn, hungry to please, cocksucker whose place is on my knees or between a man's legs ready to obey and serve." My cock flinched with each derogatory word I used against myself, as it seemed the verbal humiliation only enhanced my pleasure.
"Gary is a very lucky Master and, tonight, so am I," he smiled. "Now open your mouth and just take the head of my cock in."
'Finally', I thought to myself, after fifteen or twenty minutes of him teasing me, I was going to be allowed to have his beautiful, yes beautiful, cock in my mouth. I opened up and took it in between my lips.
"Now swirl your tongue around my mushroom top as you try to create extra saliva in your mouth," he instructed.
I again obeyed, trying to do two things at once, something I was never good at, according to my wife. I created a fair amount of saliva and he groaned for the first time, which made my cock flinch and a chill go up my spine.
"Now cocksucker, slowly move up and down, attempting to take a bit more into that cocksucking mouth every three or four bobs," he instructed.
I moaned on his cock in acknowledgement as I was finally allowed to begin to suck his cock...the anticipation was overwhelming as I slowly took more of his eight inches in my mouth.
Sucking a cock when the man was lying down was surprisingly different than it had been when Gary was standing up. It was a little more difficult and awkward bobbing directly down on the cock in comparison to when I was on my knees. What was the same, though, was the exhilarating natural feeling of having a cock in my mouth.
He said, after a couple of minutes of me taking half his cock in my mouth, "Very good, cocksucker," before adding, "now did you hear my moans and my breathing start to increase?"
I took his cock out of my mouth and said, "Yes."
"That is when you pick up the pace and try to take as much of my cock as you possibly can," he said.
I nodded, took his cock back in my mouth and began moving up and down on it faster, desperate to impress him by taking as much of his cock as I could.
"Faster, cocksucker," he instructed, a minute later.
I again obeyed, really going to town on his cock, each downward bob trying to take more of his stiff rod.
His breathing got heavier and he groaned, "I'm going to cum in your mouth, cocksucker, and I expect you to keep bobbing."
I didn't slow down, the anticipation of tasting his cum a major turn-on. A few more quick bobs and I felt his cum fill my mouth. I expected it to spray in my mouth like Gary's had when he came on my face, but his just seemed to ooze out of his cock and into my mouth.
I continued bobbing, swallowing his cum, which much to my surprise was almost tasteless, although never ending it seemed, as cum continued to leak out of his cock.
"That's it cocksucker, real cocksuckers swallow every drop and keep sucking until told to stop," he ordered, as I continued bobbing on his cock enjoying the knowledge that I had made him cum and oddly not wanting this submissive act to end.
Strangely, with a cock in my mouth, all my other worries disappeared as I just focused on the stiff rod I was pleasuring. I had never been one to deal well with stress, as I could never find something that relaxed me, yet as I continued swallowing a stranger's cock, in my hotel room, my mind was blank and I was stress free...maybe I had finally found a way to relieve my stress...as absurd as that sounds.
Finally, he pushed my head back and laughed, "Hard to believe that you have never sucked cock before today. I mean you're a natural born cocksucker and better than many gay men."
"Thank you very much," I said, flattered by the compliment that would have seemed absurd and ludicrous a day ago.
"Now sometimes a blow job isn't all sweet and nice," he said, standing up and moving to the floor on his knees.
I listened and watched, confused.
"Sometimes a blow job is about survival and just allowing your mouth, your face, to be a fuck hole," he continued, waving me over to him.
I moved off the bed and stood in front of him.
"Now I assume sometimes you just want to fuck the living shit out of your wife," he said.
"Fuck yes," I nodded, reminiscing to when I used to just pound her from behind so hard the headboard bounced off the wall.
"I want you to fuck my face, while paying attention to how my mouth feels wrapped around your cock," he said, opening his mouth open.
I didn't need to be told twice, my orgasm stuck in equilibrium since I first got rock hard back at the bar in the airport, and I slid my cock into his pretty mouth. I began pumping my cock in and out, still tentative trying to not be too rough, even though I wanted to just fuck his girly face.
He grabbed my ass and pulled me forward and I began moving faster, my balls bouncing off his chin with each forward thrust. It was a minute, maybe two, when I felt my balls bubbling and groaned, "I'm going to cum soon."
His hand slid between my ass cheeks and he startled me as he slid a finger deep into my ass which triggered the most intense orgasm of my life. I shot cum deep down his throat. As I slowed down, he bobbed hungrily, continuing to milk every last drop of my cum until my cock began to get sensitive and I had to beg, "Please, stop."
Taking my cock out of his mouth, looking up at me, he said, "I bet you never said that to your wife."
I laughed, "No, can't say I have."
Standing up he said, "I won't make you get face-fucked after I already came, but tomorrow I plan to train you to suck cock the aggressive way."
"Okay," I agreed, strangely looking forward to it.
He leaned in and I thought he was going to kiss me as he whispered, "You're going to be a great cocksucker, Chris."
"Thanks, although I can't fathom being as good as you," I said.
"Practice makes perfect," he smiled, again his lips close enough to imply he was going to kiss me, but then he moved away and got dressed.
Once dressed, he said, "Gary instructed that I was to come by tomorrow to teach you aggressive cocksucking and if you are up for it, I would love to have that cock of yours in my ass."
The idea of sucking his cock had me already looking forward to tomorrow, but the thought of fucking his ass, although a major turn-on, seemed somehow like cheating.
Moving to me, this time without warning, he leaned in and kissed me before saying, "Be careful sexy, or I may convert you completely to our side."
I laughed, "That is a tempting offer."
"Oh baby, once you fuck a man and get fucked my a man, you'll never be the same, similar, I suppose, to how after you once suck cock you can't wait for the next opportunity to get on your knees and suck cock again," he said his tone sultry.
The nervousness of fucking him was compounded by that last thing he threw out there for me to consider, as he implied I, too, would get fucked.
Seeing my eyes go big, he joked, "Don't worry sexy, I won't take that anal cherry of yours unless you want me to."
He kissed me one more time, as he reached down and stroked my cock, "Although it seems your cock likes the idea."
Stunned that I had kissed a man, which somehow seemed more taboo than sucking a cock, which sounds absurd, but it was how I felt, I watched him leave.
At the door, he turned and said, "By the way, I am off at eight tomorrow night."
"Okay, see you then," I said, apparently making a date to get my face fucked.
"For sure," he smiled. "By the way, I may bring a friend or two."
I was about to protest, but he was gone.
I collapsed on my bed and tried to understand my insatiable hunger to please. Just as I was thinking about it, I received a text.
cocksucker,
Oliver tells me that the first training session has been completed. Good boy. Tomorrow you will meet him again for round two. Also tomorrow morning, I will send you task three. Since you are such a pretty little cocksucker, I think it is time you dress as one.
Goodnight and I expect a text thanking me for turning you into what you were born to be.
MASTER G
I stared at the last sentence. 'What I was born to be?' That was ludicrous. I wasn't born to suck cock. Yet, the longer I stared at the message, the more I was compelled to answer.
Finally, I answered, the words coming out of me without thought:
Master G
Thank you sir for looking past my exterior and seeing me for what I really am...a cocksucker...your cocksucker...even though I didn't know it myself. You have unlocked a part of me I didn't know existed and now that the door is open I want to open every possible door.
After pressing send, I read the text I had just written and shook my head at my words...words that were unfortunately very, very true.
I unpacked, brushed my teeth and washed my face and was just getting into bed when I got another text.
Bad Cocksucker,
You disrespected me by not addressing me in capitals!!
I instantly texted back, realizing I had not capitalized the whole word MASTER, although I didn't know that it was an expectation.
MASTER G
I'm so sorry, sir. Please forgive me.
Suddenly wide awake, I stared at my phone for five, and then ten, minutes before he responded:
cocksucker
I forgive you. But you need to be punished to understand that you need to ALWAYS obey. Go to the room beside you, the one that is on the same side as your bed, and tell them that you just learned you are a cocksucker and you just wanted to tell someone since your wife wouldn't understand your newfound love for sucking cock.
Every time I got a new order from him, I was both turned on and mortified. I also noticed that my name, cocksucker, was all in lower case letters...a subtle hint of power.
Another text:
cocksucker,
Of course, I want you to record your declaration.
I took a deep breath and responded:
MASTER G
Yes sir, I am going now.
I got up, put on a robe, opened the door, flipping the latch so I could quickly retreat to my room once this humiliation was over, and moved to the room beside me. I pressed record on my phone and knocked on the door praying it wasn't some young family or underage girls.
The door opened and a man in his late fifties opened it.
Before he could speak, I said, "Hi, sir. I just needed to tell someone my big news."
"Okay," he said, looking at me perplexed.
"I just learned today that I am a cocksucker and love serving strangers with my mouth. My wife wouldn't understand my newfound lust for cock, but I had to tell someone. Thanks for listening," I said, before quickly turning to leave.
The older man said, "Well, why don't you come in and prove your newfound hunger."
I froze.
Part of me wanted to run back to my room and lock my door, yet another part of me was curious how his cock would look and feel in my mouth.
"Come on in," he said again.
I turned and silently walked into his room. Wanting to control the situation, and make this about sucking cock and not conversation, I dropped to my knees in the small hallway between the door and his bed.



He closed the door, walked the few feet in front of me, pulled down his sweats and underwear and offered me his shrivelled up cock.
I took it in my left hand and opened my mouth. I didn't plan to practice my lengthy cocksucking skills this time, but rather just focus on seeing how quickly I could get him hard and make him cum in my mouth. Having a completely soft cock in my mouth was another new experience and I can't deny it felt exhilarating to feel it grow slowly in my mouth.
He groaned the instant my mouth took his cock in and never really stopped throughout the encounter. I just continued to slowly swirl my tongue around his cock, to do slow bobs until he was completely stiff. Much smaller than Gary and Oliver, it was easy to deep throat him, something I couldn't even fathom doing to Gary's massive snake.
"Oh God, it has been so long," he groaned, which only enhanced my eagerness to get him off.
I bobbed hungrily, wanting to feel his cum in my mouth, to be a good cocksucker.
After a couple of minutes, he asked, "Can I come in your mouth?"
I moaned on his cock in the affirmative as I bobbed even faster.
"Oh yeeeees," he grunted, a few seconds later, as he came in my mouth. Unlike the full load Oliver filled me with; this was a couple small squirts that left me wanting more.
I sucked for another minute before standing up and quickly leaving his room, the awkwardness of the aftermath of such an act too much for me to take.
Back in my room, I brushed my teeth again, sent Gary the new audio and got into bed.
Just as I was drifting into slumber, I got a text:
cocksucker,
Did you blow him?
I responded:
MASTER G
Yes, sir. I swallowed his load in his room and then left.
Another response:
cocksucker,
Good girl...you are turning out to be a real cum hungry slut.
I stared at the words ashamed by them and yet already looking forward to when I could taste his.
I responded back:
MASTER G
I can't wait to taste your cum.
He responded:
cocksucker,
All in good time. Good night and be ready to fulfill task three tomorrow my pretty little girl.
I shut my phone off and drifted into sleep wondering what my task would be and noticing that he kept calling me girl.
Surprisingly, I fell asleep rather quickly, not feeling guilty at all for sucking three strangers' cocks in a single day, but actually feeling at peace with who I was, what I had become, and looking forward to the journey ahead.
The end for now...
Coming next month: Cocksucker: Crossdressing
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"You can stay with Robert if you wish," Mary said on the phone.
I looked up from my laptop where I was pretending to be working when, in reality, I was reading, for the hundredth time, the brilliant novella 'Shemale School: a Teacher Seduced'. The story had created a new obsessive fantasy I had never even considered before: to be with a Shemale.
I even contacted the authoress to tell her how much I enjoyed it, and have since became one of her editors. I had just finished editing a gay cocksucking story that, although I am not gay and have no interest in men, did have my mouth watering thinking of sucking a cock...which led me back to the Shemale story.
"No, no, he won't mind," Mary said, speaking for me like wives often do.
Seeing me looking at her perplexed, she just put her hand up as if to tell me she would explain when she got off the phone.
I shrugged and returned to the story as the main character in the story just comes to the realization that the headmistress of the school has a cock. I imagined Beverly a co-worker lifting up her skirt to reveal a cock, or my tomboyish sister-in-law Terry coming into my room during a visit and taking my ass with a surprise cock. Every time I see a beautiful woman now, I don't wonder if they are shaved or hairy. No, I wonder what the odds are that under that skirt, or inside those jeans, is a big cock looking for a place to get warm.
Hanging up, Mary said, "I have offered to let Mia share your hotel room this weekend."
"You have offered your hot friend to stay in a hotel room with me?" I repeated, surprised. Mia was easily her hottest friend with massive tits she loved to show off, was a major flirt and was, surprisingly, single.
"First of all, it would be better if you didn't refer to her as my hot friend," she said playfully, shaking her head.
"What should I call her, then?" I asked.
"Well, her name is Mia, so that seems a logical suggestion," she said coming over to me. I quickly logged out of the guest side of my computer, returning to my regular side, where it looked like I was searching Amazon for blu rays.
"I thought women liked when we gave more than one word answers," I quipped.
"You are insufferable," she said, joining me on the couch.
"I try," I shrugged. I love my wife. She is still as beautiful now as the day I met her. She has a ferocious sexual appetite and, unlike many of my married friends, the "I do's" didn't end the blow jobs, voyeuristic sex and anal sex, if anything I got more sex now after twenty-one years of marriage.
Her hand went to my stiff cock as she asked, "Is this because you were thinking of Mia?"
The truth was it was because I was reading Shemale porn but that didn't seem to be the correct answer. Although she knew I was kinky, I wasn't sure she needed to know that I fantasized about having sex with a Shemale. So I answered, trying to be suave, "I was just thinking it was time to make love to my beautiful wife."
"I call bullshit," she smiled, as she grabbed my computer, put it on the table and fished my cock out of my pants.
"Fine," I answered, deciding to tell her exactly what I was thinking about at the moment. "I was imagining Mia seducing me in my hotel room and surprising me with a big cock between her legs instead of a cunt."
Mary coughed, looking startled by my answer, as she stroked my stiff six inch cock. "Be careful what you wish for."
"So I have permission to have sex with Mia if she has a cock?" I asked, teasing her like I always did.
We had both talked about adding a third person to our sex lives, Mary has admitted she would love to be the centrepiece in a gang bang and I have said I would love to be in the middle of a pussy sandwich.
She bent over and took my cock in my mouth. After bobbing up and down for a couple of minutes, she answered, while stroking my cock, "Yes, if Mia has a cock between her legs, particularly an eight inch python, you are more than welcome to be her bitch."
"Oh God," I groaned, as Mary accidentally described my most constant fantasy.
"Would you suck her cock?" she asked, pumping my cock while swirling her tongue around my mushroom top.
"God, yes," I moaned, closing my eyes, the visual instantly coming alive.
"And you'd swallow her cum?" she asked, taking off her blouse and bra.
She often talked dirty, but usually while I was fucking her with her ankles crossed around her head (she is amazingly flexible), or pounding her ass (she loves the submissive situation of giving herself completely to me) or when I began talking dirty to her about taking her to a frat house to be gang banged (her biggest fantasy being to be at the centre of a massive orgy). My wife is a beautiful oxymoron: she has a baby face, is only 5'2, blue eyes, dirty blonde hair and looks like the normal next door mother of three that she is. On the outside she is conservative and no one would suspect the inner slut inside her. She almost never wears panties, leaving easy access to her shaved cunt, wears thigh high stockings under her seemingly conservative skirts and dresses, has voluptuous 38DD tits that added a forth fuck hole besides her mouth, cunt and ass.
I replied, as she leaned forward and started fucking my cock with her massive tits, literally milking my cock, "If she told me to."
"You fucking cocksucker," she accused, pumping my cock with her tits.
"Aaaah," I groaned, as I sprayed my cum between her voluptuous soft tits.
Mary laughed, "Well that was new."
"So it was," I sheepishly smiled. Sure, Mary had many times insinuated she would be game to a lesbian encounter, but I had never mentioned any interest in cock...even Shemale cock.
"One day we may have to live out some of these fantasies," Mary said, scooping cum from between her tits and putting it in her mouth.
"You first," I playfully smiled.
"So I have permission to eat cunt next weekend?" She asked, her question more brazen than usual.
"Eat away," I offered, the thought of my wife between another woman's legs making my cock start to stiffen again.
"So to be clear," she smiled, her hand back on my cock. "While you are at Jerry's wedding you have permission to have sex with a Shemale and I have permission at Carrie's wedding to have lesbian sex," she clarified.
"So it seems," I replied with a soft smile, as she continued stroking my cock. Both of us had weddings to go to on the same weekend. She was a bridesmaid to one of her best friends since high school and was flying to Ohio on Wednesday for the wedding. Meanwhile, my boss was getting married in the city and I really had no choice but to go.
I asked, "How does Mia fit into all this?"
"She is friends with the bride, apparently," Mary answered, standing up.
"I can't wait to suck her cock," I joked.
Mary replied, as she turned around and lowered herself onto my cock, "I bet she will be happy to hear that."
I laughed, "I bet she will."
She rode my cock for an eternity, as I just sat back and enjoyed the ride. Having already come once, I was in for the long haul and my mind pondered...what if Mia did have a cock?
"Want my ass, baby?" Mary cooed, bringing me back to reality.
"Of course, honey," I answered, loving how my wife believed every hole should be used in almost every love making session.
She got off me, laid on the couch beside me with her legs up and said, "Now fuck my ass hard, cocksucker."
Being called a cocksucker after the playful banter was another surprise, but I answered, as I stood up and positioned myself in front of her, "Just shut up, cunt licker, and take my cock in your ass like the slutty gangbang princess you wish you were."
"Oh, Robert," she moaned, loving the name calling once our fuck sessions got going, as I filled her ass with my cock.
"Taking cock after cock in all three of your fuck holes," I continued, knowing how much she loved the dirty talk when she was close to orgasm.
"Oh yes, plug my ass," she whimpered, close to orgasm, moving her hand to her clit.
"Come, my little ass slut," I demanded, slapping her ass.
Moments later she screamed as her orgasm coursed through her. I continued slamming into her until I had unloaded my cum in her ass.
Once both spent, cuddling on the couch, my cum leaking out of her ass, she said, her breathing still stunted from her orgasm, "One day soon we really need to make our fantasies a reality."
"Just say when," I smiled.
"When," she said back.
I looked at her and asked, "Are you serious?"
"If you want to, I'm game," she admitted.
"Craigslist?" I asked. We had read all the ads and considered replying so many times, but always chickened out. Yet, something in her eyes and tone told me this time was different.
"Set it up for after the weddings," she suggested. "I get my period in a couple of days."
I laughed, "Yeah, we should probably wait until that is over."
The next few days flew by and other than a quick blow job before she headed to the airport, we hadn't had sex since that crazy night.
After she was gone, I started going through Craigslist listings and contacted a couple dozen potential couples. After a few back and forth emails with seven couples I had it narrowed down to three potential couples...which I would show Mary once she got back.
Thursday evening, Mia called me, "Hey Robert, surviving all alone?"
I answered, "The house is eerily quiet."
"What does a man do when he is home alone," Mia asked.
"Watch porn," I joked, although truthfully it wasn't a joke.
"What kind?" Mia asked, always very frank when we chatted.
"All kinds," I answered, not wanting to admit I was watching mostly Shemale porn.
"So, I was wondering if I could catch a ride tomorrow," Mia asked, thankfully dropping the subject.
I quipped, playfully, "Since we are already going to be sleeping together, we might as well ride together."
Mia, a nasty flirt like me, countered, "Oh, I plan on using you for rides all weekend long."
I joked, "Be careful. I could take that the wrong way."
Mia's voice dripping with sexuality countered, "You can take that any way you want to."
I stammered, "I-I-I am leaving from work at three."
"I'll meet you there," she said.
"Ok I could come and get you," I offered.
"No, no," she said, "I don't want to be an extra burden on you."
"Trust me, you're not a burden," I said. "A pain in the ass, sure, but not a burden."
"Oh remember those words Robert," she said ominously, before adding, "I got to go, stud. See you tomorrow."
"Okay, bye," I said, hanging up...my cock stiff as a missile. I instantly clicked on some of my downloaded Shemale porn and as a big cocked dark skinned Shemale face fucked a man in a suit in his office, I fantasized the man being me and the Shemale being Mia. I shot my load in seconds before going to pack.
...
Mia arrived at my office a few minutes early dressed in an incredibly provocative and sultry outfit for a three hour drive. She wore a light blue dress a couple inches below the knee, beige nylons, my fetish being nylons, and five inch heels, which were ridiculously high to wear anytime, but particularly ridiculous for a drive.
I asked, playfully, "Hoping to get lucky on the drive?"
"Always look your best I say," Mia answered.
"It's a good theory," I said, my cock already hard...Mia was a beautiful woman and knew exactly how to flaunt her very sexy assets.
"Ready to go?" She asked.
"Sure," I said, shutting down my computer.
The first hour of the drive we talked about work, love and politics. What made Mia more impressive was she was the full package. She was beautiful, funny and intelligent. The only other woman who I thought met all three of those requirements, I married.
"I need to pee," she announced.
"Good to know," I answered.
"Could we please stop at the next town, smart ass," she said, slapping my leg.
"I could use a coke," I agreed, pulling in a few minutes later at a small gas station.
After our pit stop, we were back on the road when Mia slipped out of her heels. "I hope you don't mind, but my feet are killing me," Mia said, as she leaned her chair back and put her stocking-clad feet on the dash of the car.
I looked at her red painted toenails through the sheer nylon, and my cock stiffened. I loved nylons, and I particularity loved toes in nylons. It is a strange fetish, but it was what turned me on.
I said, "I don't know why women try to kill themselves with such foot wear."
"It's all a part of the illusion," Mia answered.
Glancing over, I realized that her long legs were going to be a constant distraction, way more dangerous than playing with a cell phone. I noticed that her nylons weren't pantyhose, but stockings, seeing the top of her stockings being held up by a garter-belt. The sight was easily one of the hottest I had ever seen in person. It was going to be a tough weekend to behave.
"W-w-what illusion?" I stammered.
"The allure of the woman," she answered, her tone sultry, her answer vague.
"Half sentences don't really answer the question," I pointed out.
She wiggled her toes, causing me to leer way longer than socially acceptable and not an overly safe thing to do while going 65 on the highway.
The heels are part of the full ensemble," she continued, before saying, her tone shifting to regret, "although most women have gotten lazy and think doing half the job is okay."
"Half the job?" I asked, trying to focus on the road and not Mia's lovely legs and feet.
"Yes, men are so easily turned on, most women just wear heels or a tight blouse, or a short skirt, but not the entire package," she explained, shifting her legs again, making it impossible to ignore them.
"Tell me about it," I sighed, having noticed myself the rarity of women in nylons in 2014.
"That was a heavy sigh," she noticed. "Do tell."
"I'm a leg man and over the years the popularity of pantyhose has declined at an alarming and disappointing rate," I said, still trying desperately not to stare at her legs.
"Exactly my point," she said, as she moved her hand to adjust a garter on her left leg. She continued talking as if such an act wasn't quite likely to cause a major collision. "The whole package means accentuating every asset. On the outside you dress sexy, but classy. The outfit should showcase a woman's breasts, ass and legs. High heels and nylons help enhance the sensuality and sexuality of a woman."
"Can't argue with that," I said, smiling at her as I checked out her long legs once again.
"In theory, a woman's outside look should be alluring, while underneath the outer layer is a sexual being," she continued.
"So dress like a lady on the outside and a slut on the inside," I clarified.
"That makes it sound dirty," she said, annoyed by my simplistic analysis of her theory.
"I'm sorry," I quickly apologized.
She laughed, "I'm just kidding, it pretty much is that simple. The key is to get every man to want to fuck you and every woman to want to be you."
"Well, I think it is working," I said, again leering way too long at her legs and feet.
"You want to fuck me?" She asked, her tone sultry, her smile playful.
"If I was single I would devour you whole," I quipped back, our flirting reaching a whole new level.
"Hmmm, remember those words," she smiled, her tone ominous again.
"Hmmm, right back at you," I replied, trying to sound manly even though I was confused by her tone.
Changing topics, after a brief awkward silence, she said, "Mary told me you're a leg man."
"That I am," I nodded, staring at the road, desperate to not look at her legs after such a statement.
"Especially in nylons," she added, moving her legs slightly, which I noticed out of my peripheral.
"What else do you two talk about?" I asked.
"Everything," she answered.
"That's a pretty wide scope," I said, my eyes darting to her nylon-clad toes.
"Our conversations tend to meander," she admitted.
Thinking that is how all women's conversation went, I asked, "What else do you know about me?"
"Don't ask questions you don't want to know the answer to," she teased.
"Fair enough," I laughed.
We drove in silence for a while before she asked, "Do you think Mary will eat cunt this weekend?"
I coughed as I asked, "Where did that come from?"
"She told me you gave her permission to eat pussy and she gave you permission to have sex with a Shemale," she revealed.
My face burned with embarrassment. I replied, "That was just heat of the moment talk."
"Mary has wanted to eat pussy forever," Mia said, so matter-of-factly that it seemed inevitable.
I quipped, "She wants to be gang banged too, but fantasy is fantasy."
"But what if fantasy could become reality?" she asked, her tone suddenly serious.
"It's a dangerous line to cross," I said, knowing that fantasy stayed fantasy for a reason.
"Would you seriously let her if the opportunity arose this weekend?" she asked.
"I don't know," I admitted, the conversation at the time I gave her permission was rather laissez faire.
"And if a Shemale came to you this weekend and offered herself to you, would you take her up on the offer?" Mia asked.
I laughed, "Like that is likely to happen."
"That isn't the point, would you?" she asked again.
"Would you?" I questioned back.
"I have before," she revealed.
"Really?" I asked, surprised.
"Of course, Shemales are the perfect specimen. The beauty of a woman; the sophistication of a woman; the upper body of a woman; and yet the lower equipment of a man, which, let's be honest, the only body part that is sexier on a man is his penis...cunts are incredibly unattractive," Mia said, her face squishing up like she had just sucked on a lemon.
"At least I know you're not a lesbian," I joked.
"God no," she said.
"Tell me how you really feel," I joked.
"I love cock," she answered, talking to me as a guy and not as her friend's husband.
I joked again, repeating the same words, "Tell me how you really feel."
"No, seriously," she said. "All cunts look the same, I can't imagine trying to pick one out of a pussy line-up."
"I'd be willing to try," I quipped.
"On the other hand, every cock is distinctly different," she continued, ignoring my interjection.
"Like no two snowflakes are alike," I pointed out.
"Exactly," she said. "There are big ones, small ones, thick ones, curved ones," she listed.
"Black ones," I joked.
"Not all black cocks are huge, trust me," she said. "Actually, the biggest three cocks I have ever seen are all white. Although I have seen some impressive black cocks, too."
I couldn't resist, "You're quite the cock-connoisseur," playing on the word connoisseur.
"Says the guy obsessed with Shemales," she quipped right back.
"Obsessed is a strong word," I countered.
"Semantics," she shrugged. "Hey, you never answered my question."
"Which was?" I asked, the conversation taking so many twists and turns I couldn't remotely recall the question.
"If a Shemale threw herself at you, would you go for it?" she asked.
"I don't know," I answered, which was a true answer.
"But your wife gave you permission," she pointed out.
"But she wasn't serious," I pointed out.
"Wasn't she?" she asked.
"Fine," I said. "If a Shemale hits on me at the wedding tomorrow, I will take her back to my room."
"And suck her cock?" Mia asked playfully, again wiggling her toes which continued to keep my cock hard.
"Fine," I said exasperated by the strange conversation. "I'll suck her cock."
"How about that sexy ass of yours, Robert, would you give that up, too?" she asked, teasing me relentlessly.



"You think I have a cute ass?" I asked, teasing right back.
"Oh, it's very fuckable," she answered.
"That is good to know," I joked, "that my ass is very fuckable."
"You avoided the question again," Mia pointed out.
"Yes, I did," I agreed.
"I'll take your lack of denial as a yes," she said.
"That is like a man taking a no as a yes," I countered.
"Most no's can be turned into yeses," she countered.
"That would have been great information to have in high school and college," I quipped.
"It's never too late to learn to understand how a woman ticks," Mia suggested.
"Every time I think I have Mary figured out, she changes," I said.
"We got to keep you on your toes," she laughed, which, of course, made me check out her toes.
"That you do," I said, knowing tonight I would be jerking off thinking of Mia's legs and feet in nylon.
"So why legs and feet?" she asked.
"I wish I knew," I shrugged. It was a question my buddies asked me often. I didn't care about big tits, although Mary had a nice pair, or great asses, Mary's was still quite firm, but legs...especially in nylon.
"And why nylons?" she cooed, as she put her hands on her left leg and slowly stroked herself.
"Every women I have ever dated has asked me that question," I answered, never able to understand why they turned me on myself.
"There are a lot stranger fetishes than nylons," Mia pointed out, soothingly.
"I know it's not like I am into bondage, pee sex, scat or anything like that," I said, listing a variety of more extreme fetishes.
"Bondage can be fun," she said playfully.
"I imagine it can," I said, thinking I would get tied up for Mia.
"You can't even imagine," she replied, her tone again dripping with naughtiness.
"Oh, I can imagine," I joked. "Probably all night."
She laughed. "So is it the feel of the nylons or the look of them?"
"It's everything," I answered, because it was.
"Explain," she demanded.
"Well, I love the feel of them, especially if they are real silk," I answered, no longer even trying to not to take lengthy looks of her nylon-clad legs and feet.
"Feel these," she offered, moving her left foot onto my lap with incredible flexibility.
"Are you trying to cause an accident?" I gasped, as her foot briefly hit the steering wheel.
"Do you mean on the road or in your pants?" she playfully asked, as her foot ended up on my leg, just a couple of inches from my raging hard-on.
"Both," I replied, stunned by her aggressive attitude. Although I shouldn't have been. She was a free spirit and a naughty flirt.
"Feel the nylon," she ordered.
"Okay, okay," I said, trying to pay attention to the road as well. I moved my right hand to her ankle and gasped. It was easily the softest nylon I had ever felt. "Wow!" Was all I could muster.
"That's what your wife said too," she said, as she again wiggled her toes.
"Mary felt your legs," I asked, the thought of Mary and Mia together causing instant flinching in my pants.
"Yes, I even ordered her a few pairs," she said. "They come from France."
"How international of you," I joked, sounding like an utter moron.
She moved her foot back and asked, "So you like the feel, what else?"
"The look, especially darker colours like mocha, coffee or tan," I continued, disappointed yet thankful that she had moved her leg.
"You're the only man I know that would know there are nylon colours mocha or coffee," she said, impressed.
"I usually buy Mary's nylons," I admitted.
"Now, I do," she shrugged.
"I also like the way they seem to bring a woman's legs and feet to life," I continued, figuring I may as well let her understand my whole fetish.
"Bring them to life?" She repeated.
"Yes, you can accessorize with different colours and styles and I can't explain it, but the nylons make toes sexy," I said, something I almost never admitted to people...as it usually led to teasing or strange looks.
"That is exactly what I say," she agreed. "My toes, painted and perfectly manicured, stand out way more in nylons. I also like that I can choose different colours or styles depending on my mood or outfit."
"Where have you been my whole life?" I joked. Mary tolerated my fetish, but never understood it. Mia was definitely the first to understand my quirky fetish.
"You couldn't handle me," she said, as if challenging me.
"I would have liked to have tried," I countered...Mia a living dream girl.
Changing topics completely she asked, "So if a Shemale hits on you at the wedding?"
I smiled, already answering the question, "I will be her submissive bitch."
"Delicious," Mia smiled widely, before whispering as she began to text someone, "absolutely delicious."
The next hour passed by mostly in silence. Mia texted with someone while I drooled mentally at her legs and feet. I imagine if I were single I could easily get her in bed, yet I would never cheat on Mary...unless she was a Shemale with a big cock. I chuckled to myself as I imagined Mia lifting up her skirt to reveal a big cock.
Arriving at the hotel, she said, "Mary says hi."
"You've been texting Mary this whole time?" I asked.
"Yep," she answered, not giving me anything else.
"What about?" I asked.
"I wanted to clarify her stand on you and a Shemale," she said ominously.
"Because that is so likely to occur tomorrow!" I quipped, surprised by Mia's obsession with my obsession with Shemales.
"Never say never, Robert," she smiled. "Never say never," she repeated as she got out of the car.
Just then I got a text from Mary:
Sexy
I told Mia you indeed have permission to play if a Shemale hits on you.
I texted back:

That seems unlikely.
I got out of the car and was just checking in when Mary replied:
Never say never.
What an eerie word choice, using the identical phrase that Mia had used just a moment earlier.
I checked in and Mia and I were waiting for the elevator when I got another text from Mary:
Do I have permission to play if a woman hits on me?
I quickly text back answering facetiously:
Of course, you can eat cunt...but I want pictures and details.
In the elevator, Mia asked, "Ever get head in an elevator?"
I gasped, as Mia's relentless flirting was driving me crazy. "Can't say I have."
Her eyes spoke volumes as if she was about to drop to her knees and change my answer to that question forever, yet just then I received a text. "Saved by the text," she joked.
Reluctantly, my dick ready to explode in my pants, I checked the text, it was only one word:
Yummy.
Her one word answer was ironic on many levels.
Mia asked, "You have official permission to suck and fuck a Shemale's cock?"
No longer surprised by her bluntness, I answered, "Apparently I do."
"Delicious," she said again, just as we reached our floor.
That night, we both went our separate ways. I met some of the guys for drinks, while Mia went out to go do whatever it is she does.
All night, of course, I couldn't get Mia out of my mind. I got back to the hotel around midnight and was surprised, although I shouldn't have been, and disappointed, although I should have been thankful that the temptation wasn't available, to see that Mia wasn't there.
I went to bed and woke up hours later to Mia coming into the room.
"Morning sunshine," she greeted.
I groggily looked at the clock.
"Oh, morning wood. Is that for me?" she asked.
"They say a cock a day keeps the doctor away," I quipped.
"I hadn't heard that," she laughed. "Although if that is true I am a very, very healthy person."
"Get showered, I need breakfast," she ordered.
"You sound like my wife," I said, my wife bossy and crusty until she has had her breakfast.
"Hurry up," she sighed.
"Again, just like Mary," I said, getting out of bed in only my underwear.
"Huh!" She asked.
"Huh, what?" I asked.
"Just assumed you were a boxers type of guy," she said, checking me out in my briefs, my stiff cock outlined rather well for her to check out.
"Like my junk to be secured," I said.
"Good to know," she smiled, going to the washroom.
I quickly got dressed, still feeling surreal about the whole weekend. There was no doubt the level of flirtation had elevated from playful to something dangerous.
At breakfast, the surprises just kept on coming. After twenty minutes of generic conversation, I asked, "So did you get lucky last night?"
"She did," she answered.
I gasped, surprised after she said she didn't like cunt yesterday, "You're bi?"
She looked directly into my eyes and said, as if challenging me, "I believe everyone is bi...given the opportunity."
My cock hard again because of Mia's naughty words, I asked, "Are you more straight or bi?"
"Depends on the day," she shrugged. "I like to believe I'm an equal opportunist when it comes to pleasure."
"You really are insatiable," I smiled.
"Oh, that is one way to put it," she smiled.
We finished eating in silence before she asked, "Would you like to see the hot little eager slut I fucked last night?" I loved how she talked like a man.
"Sure," I shrugged, trying to not look overly excited when in truth I was dying to see.
She handed me her phone.
I stared at a beautiful blonde who couldn't be more than twenty, on her knees.
I joked, "Is she even out of high school?"
"First year of college," she answered proudly, like a guy would when bragging about his latest conquest.
"Very impressive," I said, approvingly, curious how she seduced her. "How did you get her?"
"I always get what I want," she answered, her eyes again bearing into me. I felt like she was the hunter and I the prey.
I asked, as I adjusted my cock under the table, "Are you ever rejected?"
Never!" she answered, before adding, "would you reject me?"
"Not if I was single," I answered.
She was silent a moment before she stood up and said, "I have fucked a lot of married people too, Robert."
She walked away, allowing her words to linger there, as I processed the rather blunt statement. She had pretty much offered herself to me. Part of me was turned on, Mia is a beautiful woman: yet, another part of me was pissed at her for tempting me, especially because she was good friends with my wife; yet another part of me was pissed at Mary for putting me in this predicament in the first place.
After paying for breakfast, I returned to the hotel room to see Mia sleeping in my bed. I showered and went for a walk, trying to clear my head and resist the temptation.
Did Mary know just how aggressive Mia would be? Was Mia just being incredibly flirtatious or did she have ulterior motives? Was Mary serious about being with another women if the opportunity arose? There were so many strange coincidences that had my head spinning with possibilities and consequences.
Deciding to avoid Mia until the wedding, I went to a nearby bookstore and spent a couple of hours browsing, which is one of the most relaxing things to do. I also probably was the best dressed person at the book store in my suit and tie.
The church, conveniently, was a block from the hotel. I made it with only a few minutes to spare and was waved over by Mia.
I joined her and she quipped, "If I didn't know better I would think you were avoiding me."
"I returned to the room and you were sleeping," I pointed out, as I checked out her ridiculously hot gold dress.
"Fair enough," she agreed.
"Are you dressed for a wedding or prom?" I joked.
"Always outshine the bride," she said, justifying her outfit.
"Well, congratulations, task accomplished," I commented, her breasts outlined perfectly and her legs, in mocha coloured nylons, a perfect touch. The matching five inch gold heels also were hot as hell.
"Oh, thank you," she smiled. "My goal is always to get the women wet and the men hard."
I joked, looking down at the bulge on my pants, "Task again accomplished."
"Delicious," she smiled, her tone, as usual, sexy as hell.
"You're quite the temptress," I whispered.
"I like the term seductress," she corrected.
"I imagine you do," I smiled back, again feeling like helpless prey in the scopes of a hunter.
Just then, the wedding started, and for forty-five minutes I tried to ignore the bulge in my pants and the utter beauty of Mia. Of course, the seductress, knowing my weakness, teased me relentlessly as she dangled her heel on her toes before eventually allowing it to hit the floor.
I gave up trying to listen to the boring speech the minister was giving about the integrity of marriage, as I envisioned cheating, while I stared at Mia's stocking-clad foot.
She leaned over, just as the oaths began, "Ever gotten a nylon foot job?"
My face went beet red as I stammered, "N-n-no."
"Can you imagine what it would feel like?" she asked, her hot breath on my ear driving me crazy.
"I-I-I-um-yeah," I stammered like a blithering fool.
"Delicious," she whispered, slightly tugging on my ear, before moving back to her seat.
Everything up until now had been flirting, albeit over the top, sensual flirting, but now she had crossed the line. I knew staying faithful to Mary was going to take every ounce of courage and conviction I had.
Leaning back over as the newly married couple signed the register, she said, "Can you imagine if the bride surprised the groom tonight by revealing she had a cock?"
I laughed, even as my cock stiffened, "I imagine they have had sex by now."
"Or which of those bridesmaids do you think is most likely to be packing a big juicy cock?" she asked, her hand resting on my leg.
"I hope the redhead," I answered, greatly distracted by her hand just inches from my stiff cock.
"Hmmmmm, I think the brunette," she said, "it's always the one you least expect."
"Is that the Shemale rule?" I asked, distracted.
"Ohhhh, I think so," she purred, moving her hand and squeezing my cock. "You really are a Shemale slut aren't you?"
Just then, the bride and groom began their walk down the aisle as a married couple and she ended her relentless attack on my senses.
As soon as the wedding was over, Mia continued to leave her stocking-clad toes in full view for me, I stood up and said, knowing I had to get away from her before I gave into my carnal desires, "I need to go."
"Where?" She asked, standing up also.
"To give my congratulations," I said.
"Don't leave without me," Mia said.
"Okay," I said, needing to get away from the temptress and seemingly not able to do so.
I visited with co-workers, briefly chatted with the bride and groom and made plans to go to a pub across the street from the hotel for a cocktail or two.
Mia came over and asked the group of men, "Where to now?"
Adam, the single one of our group, answered, "Wherever you want to go."
Mia smiled, her sexy smile, "And where would you take me?"
"To heaven and back," Adam quipped.
Mia laughed, her usual seductive tone dripping with intent, "Oh, I think it would be me taking you to heaven."
"Lead the way," Adam offered.
"I'll take a rain check. Robert is my date for the night," Mia said, putting her arm inside mine.
"You bastard," said Harry, a co-worker who was in a sexless marriage, and an utter asshole.
I joked, knowing Mia would go along with it, "Mary gave me Mia as a weekend present."
"Fuck off," Harry said.
Mia added, playing the role she loved to play, "Oh yes, Robert will be a whole new man when I am through with him tonight."
Harry shook his head, "Lucky fucker."
Mia quipped, "Stress the fucker."
Gus, the oldest in our group, said, "Get a room, then."
"We have one, don't we stud?" Mia said dripping with innuendo.
"That we do my little slut," I said, praying I wasn't pushing it too far.
Mia quickly countered, "Oh no, no, tonight you're the slut."
"I can't watch this anymore," Harry protested.
Adam added. "I'd love to watch."
Mia grabbed my hand and said, "Let's go, I'm hungry for an appetizer."
Adam quipped, "Come with me and you can have the full meal deal."
Mia quipped right back, "I don't eat from the kids' menu."
"Oh shit, she got you there," Harry roared.
Mia led me away and said, "That was fun."
"You made me a legend," I said, not looking back.
"Oh I meant it, I need a snack," she said.
I stammered, "W-w-what do you mean."
"I'll show you," she said as she led me towards the hotel.
I protested, "I can't cheat on Mary."
"What if she gave you permission?" she asked.
"She wouldn't," I countered.
"She already gave you permission to fuck a Shemale," she pointed out.
"Because that is an unlikely scenario," I replied, clearly overwhelmed with Mia's aggressive approach.
"And you gave her permission to lez out," she countered.
"Because that is hot," I said, imagining Mary eating cunt.
"And I'm not?" Mia pouted, even though she knew that wasn't what I meant.
"You're fucking gorgeous," I said bewildered. "That is the fucking problem. I can't believe Mary put me in this situation."
"What situation?" she asked, as we reached the hotel.
"Resisting you," I said exasperated. "Did she know you were going to go on a full frontal attack?"
"And what if she did?" she asked, as she stopped me in front of the elevator and turned to look at me eye to eye.
"Pardon?" I questioned, Mia's question stopping me in my tracks.
"What if I told you this was all Mary's idea?" she asked, her eyes drawing me in, her lips pulling me in, her scent weakening my resistance.
"I'd call bullshit," I said, using every piece of strength I had to not just give in to this woman.
"I'll prove it," she said, pressing the elevator button.
"How?" I asked, curious and yet still not believing.
"It will be easier to show you," she said, her tone so ominous that I was dying to find out, as the elevator door opened.
She pulled me in and when another couple began to come onto the elevator Mia said firmly, "Take the next one."
The look on their faces was one of total shock, as I imagined mine was, but they backed out.
As soon as the door was closed, she ordered me, in a shocking firm and dominant voice, "On your knees, Robert."
"What?" I asked.
"Now!" she demanded, putting her hands on my shoulders and pushing me to the floor.
I was in complete shock only to have my shock doubled as Mia hiked up her dress and said, "Here is your proof."
I gasped as I stared at a big cock outlined in her pantyhose. I stammered, "Y-y-you're a-a-a Shemale?"
"Go ahead, Robert," she offered, "Make your cocksucking fantasy a reality."
"Mary knew this?" I asked, even though the answer seemed obvious. I stared at her big stiff cock encased perfectly in pantyhose...which made it even hotter.
"Not only did she know it, she knows of your obsession for Shemales. You really should delete your porn browser," she revealed. When I didn't speak, so overwhelmed by the shocking revelations, she added, "So Mary decided to make your fantasy a reality...twice," Mia revealed.
"T-t-twice," I stammered, the situation so surreal I couldn't come to grips with my reality.
"One of you being dominated by a Shemale and two of your wife submitting to a lesbian," she answered.
So many questions to ask in regards to just one sentence as I came to the realization that Mary had obviously planned this...which made it even hotter. I had the best wife ever.
She said, "Time to change the answer to that earlier elevator question. Pull my pantyhose down and retrieve your special surprise."
"Here?" I asked, still frozen in shock.
"No better time than the present," Mia said.
I stared at her big cock, still unable to move even though I could feel my mouth water. Her cock looked so beautiful and enticing encased in the dark pantyhose.
"Go ahead," she purred. "Become my cocksucker."
Somehow being called a cocksucker was the final straw needed to cross the invisible line that was between fantasy and reality. Reading stories on Literotica, the word cocksucker had always gotten me hard, although I couldn't explain it. Yet now, the name-calling directed at me, something I had fantasied about but never imagined actually happening to me (except for Mary's name calling last week), brought me full circle. I moved closer, my hands trembling, as I tugged down Mia's pantyhose to her knees, releasing her massive cock.



"Good boy, Robert," she purred, "Now become my cocksucker, just like your wife."
I looked up again surprised, "My wife? You have been with my wife?"
"I'm just kidding," she smiled, relishing the power she had over me. "But she did promise I could fuck her after I fucked you."
"F-f-fucked me?" I stammered as I came to grips with her full intent.
"You're my bitch this weekend," she revealed, as she shoved her cock in my mouth.
I had wondered for months what it would be like to have a cock in my mouth. Writers make it sound so life-changing, and dammit they're right. As she pumped her hard eight inch cock into my mouth, all I could think of was pleasing her. I wanted to be a good cocksucker. I wanted to make her come. I wanted to taste her cum.
Unfortunately, her cock wasn't in my mouth for more than ten seconds when the elevator slowed down and Mia pulled out, pulled her pantyhose back up and quipped, "To be continued."
I looked up at her from my subservient position on my knees in a daze.
She laughed, "Stand up, cocksucker. Don't worry, you will be back on your knees in a couple of minutes."
I stood up just as the door opened at our floor.
"Let's go cocksucker, you need to finish what you barely started," she said, grabbing my hand and leading me out of the elevator and to our hotel room.
I followed like a puppy, my head spinning with shock and excitement. Once in the room, Mia got out of her dress, tugged her pantyhose back down, sat on the edge of the bed, and ordered, "Get over here, cocksucker."
I obeyed, accepting that I was going to do this, accepting that Mary had set up this crazy situation.
I moved between her legs and dropped to my knees, her big cock staring me straight in the face.
"Get sucking, cocksucker," Mia ordered.
I leaned forward and took her cock back in my mouth. I swirled my tongue around her mushroom top, teasing her like Mary usually teased me. It felt so surreal being on my knees servicing Mia, and yet it seemed equally natural.
"That's it, Robert, worship my cock," she moaned.
Hearing my name instead of cocksucker made the submission feel more real as Mary popped into my head. Yet, obviously my wife had planned this moment. So instead I just focused on giving my first ever blow job. Slowly, I began taking more of her cock in my mouth, taking a couple inches in.
"Take more, cocksucker," she ordered, her hands going through my hair.
I obeyed as I began bobbing back and forth, taking a bit more in my mouth with each forward movement. As I continued sucking, I was surprised when I heard Mia talking.
"Eaten any cunt yet?" she asked.
I froze.
"Keep cocksucking, Robert," she ordered.
I did, as I assumed she was talking to my wife while I sucked her.
Mia continued, "Just a minute, I will put you on speakerphone."
My eyes went wide at the reality that my wife was now going to be a listening witness to my first cocksucking experience.
"Can you hear me?" Mia asked.
"Loud and clear," Mary replied.
"So your husband looks really hot with a cock in his mouth," Mia said.
"I bet he does," Mary replied, "Be sure to send me a picture."
"Good idea," Mia agreed. "Just a second."
"Sure," Mary said.
Mia ordered, "Pose, cocksucker."
I looked up, over half her cock in my mouth, as Mia snapped a photo. The moment was utterly humiliating and yet equally exhilarating, knowing it was for my wife.
"Nice," Mia smiled, before ordering, "Now get back to sucking, bitch."
I obeyed, continuing my descent into cocksucking submission, as Mia returned to conversing with my wife.
"Sent, sexy," Mia said sultry.
"Great," Mary said. "Was it as easy as you thought it would be?"
"Like taking candy from a baby," Mia replied, clearly confident in her power over me.
"Oh my," Mary said, "he looks fucking hot with your cock in his mouth."
"He is a natural," Mia commented, as her hand went to the back of my head.
"So it seems," Mary laughed, before speaking to me. "I hope you're enjoying yourself, Sweetie."
Mia tapped my head and I took her cock out of my mouth as I answered, "I can't believe you set this up."
"I can't believe all these years you wanted to suck cock and never told me," Mary countered.
"I-I-I haven't always wanted to suck cock," I stammered.
"Well, you're a cocksucker now," Mary said.
"Are you a cunt-licker yet?" I asked.
"You will have to wait to find out," Mary said, "now get back to sucking Mia."
"Yes, honey," I answered, as I leaned forward and took Mia's cock back between my lips, more determined than ever to take all eight inches in my mouth.
As I hungrily bobbed on Mia's cock, Mia continued her conversation with my wife. "So, this means I get your ass now, right?"
"A promise is a promise," Mary said, her tone implying she was eager to allow that to happen.
"I am going to make you my little slut," Mia promised.
"I can't wait," Mary purred.
Mia said to me, "Play your cards right, cocksucker, and you may get to watch."
Mary laughed, "I want to watch him get your big cock ready for me."
"Hmmmm," Mia purred, "you're a nasty wife."
"That I am," Mary said, before saying, "I need to go. Photos start in ten."
"I expect you to be eating cunt tonight," Mia said demandingly.
"That's the plan," Mary replied.
"Good. Have fun," Mia teased.
"You too," Mary laughed, before adding, "Have fun too, Robert."
I wanted to respond, but Mia held my head on her cock, and responded for me, "Oh, he will."
Their conversation done, Mia returned her focus to me. "That's it cocksucker, I expect all my cock in that pretty mouth of yours."
I moaned in response, now taking six inches with each forward bob.
"I can't wait to tap your ass, Robert," Mia continued. "I plan to fuck you like a cheap little slut."
The naughty trash talk only enhanced my eagerness, as my cock begged to be released from my pants.
"Tell me how much you love my cock, Robert," she ordered.
I reluctantly took her cock out of my mouth, looked up at her to see she was filming my submission, and answered, "I love your big, hard cock."
"And you want my cum?" she asked.
"God, yes," I moaned, curious to discover what it felt like to have cum sprayed in my mouth.
"And how about your ass, cocksucker," Mia continued, tapping her cock on my lips, "Do you want me to fuck that ass of yours?"
Although I had some trepidation about getting ass fucked, I had long resolved that I was Mia's bitch this weekend as I stammered, "I-I-If you want."
She laughed, standing up, "If I want? You are such a cock tease."
She shoved her cock in my mouth, held my head with both hands, and fucked my face. All eight inches were forcefully slammed into me and all I focused on was not gagging as I was roughly face fucked.
Her balls bounced off my chin, which only made my sexual submission hotter.
"I plan to fuck you and your wife whenever I want," Mia informed me, as she continued to pound my face.
The idea of Mia fucking Mary turned me on as I moaned on her cock.
"You want me to fuck your wife, don't you?" she asked, although I couldn't answer with her cock fucking my face.
After a few more strokes in my mouth, Mia grunted and warned, "I'm coming, cocksucker."
Seconds later, I felt her cum shoot in my mouth as she slowed down her deep thrusts. I eagerly swallowed her surprisingly tasty cum as shot after shot of her seed was deposited in my mouth.
Eventually, she pulled out of my mouth and complimented me. "You are a natural cocksucker, Robert."
"Thanks," I absurdly said, still on my knees.
Pulling her pantyhose back up, she said, "We should probably meet your buddies at the bar."
My cock begging for attention, I replied disappointingly, "Oh, I suppose."
She laughed, "Oh don't worry, Robert, I will let you fuck me tonight, but all good things come to those who wait."
"Okay," I nodded, disappointed, yet excited at the promise of sex later.
"Let's go," Mia ordered, "I could use a drink."
I joked, standing up, "Um, could I have a second to let the snake go to slumber."
Mia moved to me, her hand going directly to my crotch, "Is this for me?"
"It is a full scale salute," I quipped, trying to be witty.
"Hmmmmmm, maybe I could have a snack," she said, dropping to her knees.
I held my breath as I looked down at this ravenous beauty, her hand firmly on my stiff cock. After a brief moment, which felt like an eternity, she stood back up, deflating me, as she said, "I think I'll wait."
"You bitch," I quipped.
"That I am," she smiled, giving my cock one more firm squeeze and saying, "Let's go."
"Yes, Mistress," I sarcastically replied.
"Hmmmmm, Mistress, I like that," she smiled, walking out of the room.
In the elevator, Mia dropped to her knees, fished out my cock and said, "Maybe just a quick sample."
She devoured all six inches of my cock in one forward bob.
I groaned, my long neglected cock finally getting the pleasure it had long desired.
Mia bobbed back and forth for a few seconds before standing back up and saying, "Just enough to wet my appetite."
"Just enough to give me blue balls," I countered, reluctantly putting my cock back in my pants.
"What doesn't kill you makes you stronger," she countered back.
"That is what I am afraid of," I shot back, not sure my cock or my heart could handle the sexual roller coaster ride I was currently on.
"Yes, but what a way to go," she smiled.
"Touché," I nodded.
We made our way to the bar and joined the guys. The next hour was full of drinking and the usual bull shit, the only exciting thing being Mia's hand that roamed freely, constantly teasing me.
Frank finally said, "Shit, we're going to be late!"
We downed our drinks, mine being the fourth I had in just over an hour, and made our way back to the hotel ballroom.
The dinner went without incident, Mia not once touching my cock or making any sexual comments, instead behaving herself with the other couples around us. She even took part in the idle chit chat with the women at the table...all of whom knew that Mia wasn't my wife. Mia, being the polite woman made it clear we were just friends, not wanting to taint my, or Mary's, image in this exclusive, uppity group of women.
When Ken's wife Carrie, a beautiful redhead, excused herself to go to the washroom, Mia whispered, "Time to teach this bitch a lesson."
My mouth dropped open at Mia's intent as she said politely, "I think I'll join you."
I watched as Mia left apparently planning to seduce the vice-President's wife. My cock, which had finally calmed down, instantly jumped to attention at the thought. Carrie was hot, but a complete pretentious bitch. The woman Mary hated the most. I instantly wondered if Mary had anything to do with this.
I texted Mary:
Did you have anything to do with Mia trying to seduce Carrie?
A moment later, Mary replied:
Maybe.
Another text followed:
Want to see what I've been up to since photos?
I quickly texted back:
With a question like that the answer is, of course, yes.
A moment later, which felt like an eternity, a photo came. It was a picture of Mary between a woman's legs, her tongue licking a hairy cunt.
I texted back, my cock again rock hard:
Oh my! Who??????
A text back only enhanced my intrigue:
Someone you know.
I texted back, hating not knowing...a few women I knew all popping into my head:
Stop being so cryptic. Whose cunt are you eating?
I didn't get a response which only fueled my imagination. If it was someone I knew that limited it to only a few people. It was unlikely to be the bride, Jenny, because the thigh highs were tan and the bride assumedly wore white. The other three in the wedding party though I had met. Jenny's younger sister Amber, the maid of honour was very hot. Kimberly and Diane, the other two bridesmaids were friends from high school. It couldn't be Kimberly, as she was larger framed than the legs in the picture. Diane, on the other hand, was a good looking blonde with fake tits. Yet, I couldn't fathom them risking their friendship over sex. Yet, after the past few hours anything was possible.
I texted back:
???
Yet, I didn't get a response, which frustrated me...as I continued staring at my phone, I forgot all about Mia and Carrie...until they came back.
Carrie's face was ruby red and she looked completely humiliated.
I asked, trying to stir the pot and gauge her reaction. "You okay, Carrie? You look flushed."
She stammered, "I-I-I'm fine."
Mia, returning to her seat beside me, added, "More adequate than fine truth be told."
I barely held in a laugh as I knew exactly what she was saying...Carrie was a shitty cocksucker or lay, but her husband gave a perplexed look. Luckily, he had been married long enough to not ask questions to which he didn't want to have to pay attention to the answer.
Carrie's face went redder, as I added, "I hope you're better than fine."
Mia squeezed my cock, as she leaned in and whispered, "She is walking around with my cum leaking out of her cunt." She opened her purse to show me a pair of panties.
I smiled, "Oh my."
"I already sent a picture to Mary," she revealed.
"She isn't responding to my texts," I said.
"Probably eating cunt again," she said nonchalantly.
"How do you know?" I asked.
"She sent me a picture," she shrugged.
"Do you know who?" I asked desperately.
"No," Mia shrugged her shoulders.
I sighed, "She is driving me nuts."
"I think it is almost time for you to play with my nuts," she quipped.
"Didn't you just shoot a load?" I asked.
"True," she said. "Plus, I want you to really want it."
"What?" I asked, even though I knew what she was going to say,
"Me to take your anal cherry," she said.
"I better have a few more drinks," I said, hoping some liquid courage would dull the inevitable pain.
"Don't get too drunk," Mia warned, standing up. "I want you lucid when I pound that tight ass of yours."
Before I could respond, she was gone and I finished my drink.
Over the next two hours, I checked my phone for the reply from Mary that wouldn't come, even though I texted her a dozen times and called her twice; I also had four more drinks, danced with Mia a few times and visited with a few co-workers. The whole time, I kept waiting for Mia to say it was time.
Interestingly enough, the longer Mia waited to make me her bitch, the more I wanted it. I watched her dancing with others, flirting with the younger men and chatting with some women and I was always jealous. I wanted her to myself.
Deciding fuck it, I walked over to her and whispered, "Its time."
"Time for what?" She asked, all innocent.
"You know," I answered, not sure I could say it.
"I might," she said coyly, "but I want to make sure we're both on the same wave length."
I leaned in, even though the music was too loud for anyone to hear me, and whispered, "I want you to take my ass."
"Hmmmmmm," she purred.
"Mens' bathroom in five minutes," she said.
"Can't we go up to the room?" I asked, not liking the possibility of getting caught being sodomized.
"We could," she nodded, giving me a brief glimmer of hope, before saying, "but we won't."
I knew I was so completely under her spell, I was going to do whatever she told me to, but I pleaded, "Please, I'll do anything."
"I know you will," Mia smiled, before firmly saying, "Men's bathroom, five minutes." She walked away, signalling the conversation was over.
...
Five minutes was an eternity, both because of excitement, I couldn't wait to get fucked by her and trepidation as I was scared shitless (pun intended) to get fucked by her and doubly scared to be caught in the act of anal submission. Yet, again I was completely at the whim of this Shemale goddess...willing to risk my career to obey.
I reached the bathroom and Mia smiled, "Ready to get ass fucked?"
"Yes," I answered sheepishly, the question making my cock flinch.
"I also know who your wife's weekend Mistress is," Mia smiled.
"Who?" I immediately asked.
"Be a good ass slut and I may tell you," she smiled in her usual sultry voice.
"Fuck, you make everything sound so sexy," I said.
"Euthanasia," she said the dark word in the same sexy voice.
"Yep, everything," I nodded, my cock dying for attention.
"Time to take that cherry," she said.
"You know just how to woo a man," I joked, enjoying her bluntness.
"Go check if the bathroom is free, cocksucker," she smiled.
"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, just as Matthew, another colleague, walked past us and into the men's washroom.
"I guess that answers that," she smiled. "It's okay, I just wanted to see how far you were willing to go to become an ass slut."
"I'm completely at your whim," I admitted, thankful that she maybe wasn't going to make my sodomy public.
"Delicious," she smiled, "I have a better place to break in that man cunt of yours."
She grabbed my hand and led me to the elevator as I tried to come to grips with the term 'man cunt'.
In the elevator, she pressed the penthouse floor, which surprised me, before she dropped to her knees, fished out my cock and sucked me furiously. Although Mary was a great cocksucker, Mia did something with her tongue I couldn't explain. After less than thirty seconds, I blame it on all the teasing of the day, I warned, "I'm going to cum."
Her hand went to my ass and as her finger entered my asshole, I shot my load down her throat.
"Oh fuuuuck," I grunted, as she kept her finger lodged in my ass and kept bobbing hungrily on my cock.
After a few more seconds, the elevator began slowing down, Mia stood up, smiled and said, "I expect you to last a long longer now."
"I imagine that is possible," I nodded, putting my cock away. The thought of fucking her ass still enough to get me revved up again.
The elevator door opened and I followed her. We entered a huge suite with a hot tub, wine chilled on ice and a heart shaped bed. This was obviously the honeymoon suite. I protested, "We shouldn't be here."
"Get naked," Mia ordered, ignoring my protest.
"But this is my boss's suite," I pointed out.
"Now, or I go find another bitch to fuck," she ordered impatiently.
Knowing I was indeed her bitch, I silently obeyed.
Once naked, she ordered, as she hiked up her dress and tugged down her pantyhose, "Come get my cock ready for that man cunt of yours."
"Yes, Mistress," I agreed, looking forward to having her cock in my mouth again.
On my knees in front of her, I took her semi-erect cock in her mouth, which had a strange taste to it.
Mia, as if reading my mind, asked, "Can you taste that bitch's cunt on my cock?"
"Yes," I admitted, the taste instantly making sense.
"Although I bet when I make her suck my cock again later tonight the taste of my cock will be even more distinct," Mia quipped.
I asked, taking her cock out of my mouth, "How many times can you come?"
"I'm the energizer fucker," she smiled, shoving her almost completely erect cock in my mouth.
She slowly fucked my mouth as she continued, "I can't wait to fuck Mary. She has resisted my aggressive flirtation for years, but she promised if I took your cunt, I could have hers."
I wanted to speak, to clarify, but her cock sliding in and out of my mouth didn't allow it.
She continued, "Plus, Mary has sent me more pictures and has given me permission to show you photos of her weekend Mistress."
My cock flinched at the thought of Mary having a Mistress.
Pulling out of my mouth, she asked, "Ready to be ass fucked, my cute little cocksucker?"
Her words were absurd, yet so was my answer, as I replied eagerly, "Yes, Mistress."
"Yes, Mistress, what?" She questioned, her fully erect cock pointed right at me.
"Yes, Mistress, I want you to fuck my ass, my man-cunt. I want you to make me your bitch," I admitted, each self-derogatory word getting me hornier...making me feel like a little slut.



"And your wife?" She asked, looking down at me.
"Her mouth, cunt and ass are yours too," I eagerly offered, assuming based on this new knowledge she would be okay with it.
"She will be delighted to hear that," Mia said rather matter-of-factly.
"Did she really say she would let you fuck her if you fucked me?" I asked, although I already knew the answer.
"Of course, she did. She orchestrated this whole thing. I don't really know the bride. I just came here to make you my bitch." she revealed.
"M-M-Mary planned the whole thing?" I stammered, surprised.
"It was all her idea," Mia confirmed.
"Wow!" I said, realizing once again that I had the best wife ever.
"Now go bend over the bed," she ordered. "It's time to make you squeal."
Her matter-of-fact attitude somehow turned me on as I obeyed, standing up, walking a few feet and bending over, offering my virgin ass to a Shemale.
She followed me as she said, "You really have a cute ass."
"Thank you," I said, flattered by the compliment.
She went to her purse, pulled out a small bottle of what I figured was lube as she playfully said, mocking the old MasterCard commercials, "Never leave home without it."
I laughed, "I'm happy you have some."
I felt her hands on my ass cheeks as she pulled them apart. I felt excessive liquid on my ass and then a finger poking inside me. It burned slightly. "Shit, you have one tight man-cunt."
I replied, with slight trepidation, "I imagine that won't be true once you are done with me."
She laughed as she wiggled her finger around, "That is a guarantee. Are you ready to become a bitch?"
"Yes," I answered, nervously.
"An ass slut?" She continued.
"Yes, Mistress," I agreed, the name-calling turning me on.
She pulled her finger out and without any warning slammed her cock in me.
"Fuuuuuck," I screamed, as my ass was ripped in two.
"As you wish," she agreed, as she held onto my hips and pounded my ass relentlessly.
I couldn't believe such pain could exist and yet a strange numbness transcended over me as I accepted I was indeed her bitch.
She promised, "Don't worry, cocksucker, eventually the pain will go away and an addicting pleasure will consume you."
"I hopppppe so," I whimpered, through clenched teeth, though not convinced she was right.
Thankfully...eventually...after a few minutes of getting used to being fucked deep and hard...she proved to be right. Slowly, I got used to the massive cock in me, and as I relaxed slightly, the pain slowly faded and a new unexplainable pleasure slowly replaced it. My cock, which had shrivelled like a raisin, slowly grew again.
Mia noticed and quipped, "My little faggot is getting hard from getting ass fucked."
Although I had sucked cock and was currently taking a cock in my ass, the word 'faggot' was a shock. Since she had tits, I had never considered my submission as gay, but rather a twisted kink. Yet, the harsh reality was I had taken a cock, albeit a Shemale cock, in both my mouth and ass.
When I didn't answer, she asked, "Does my little faggot like getting ass fucked?"
By now, the pleasure was growing, the pain almost gone and I answered honestly, "Yes, Mistress."
"You will be a good little cock slut, won't you?" She asked.
"For you, yes Mistress," I clarified, not wanting to be a cock slut for a man.
"What about Mary's big strap-on?" she asked.
"Mary has a strap-on?" I asked back.
"I bought her one a few months ago with the promise I would one day let her use it on me," Mia revealed, before adding, "but she resisted me until I made you an ass slut...which I think I have achieved."
"T-t-that you have," I moaned, as the pleasure shooting directly to my fully erect cock began to get more intense. I desperately wanted to stroke my cock.
"You're close to coming, aren't you?" she correctly noticed.
"Yes," I admitted, embarrassed I was getting turned on by getting ass fucked.
"Only real faggots come from getting anally reamed," Mia said, before ordering, "bounce that ass of yours on my cock, faggot. Get yourself off without touching yourself."
I didn't even hesitate, the idea of fucking myself a ridiculous turn-on.
"That's it faggot, become a good ass slut. Come like a sissy bitch," as she continued the verbal assault.
"Ooh, yes," I moaned, the mixture of name calling, submissive humiliation and an ass filled with cock, bringing undeniable, unexplainable pleasure to my very being.
"Right now Mary is getting ass fucked by her new teenage mistress," she announced.
Looking back, I saw Mia was looking at her phone as I rode her cock. The word 'teenage Mistress' was yet another shock to my bewildered mind. I repeated her words, "Teenage Mistress?"
"Apparently she is getting quite the work out," she said, turning her phone around and showing me a picture of Mary with a strap-on half in her, thigh high tan legs behind her.
"Oh shit," I gasped, both at the photo and the pleasure that made my cock ache with need.
"Want to see more?" Mia asked, teasingly.
"God, yes," I moaned, wondering if it was possible to come without having my cock touched.
"You want to see your wife being used by other women and made into a submissive lesbian?" she questioned.
"God, yes," I repeated, my cock pulsing like it would explode any second.
Mia changed the picture. This time it showed Mary's face buried between white nylon-clad legs while she was still being fucked from behind.
She added to the awe of the visual as she said, "Apparently her young mistress gave your wife to the bride as a present."
I gasped, as I realized that Jenny had a teenage daughter and that Mary was eating one of her best friends' cunt while being ass fucked by her daughter...Angela. Angela was a beautiful young woman I had met a few times, but not since she had come of age.
I stammered, "A-A-Angela is her teen Mistress?"
"So it seems," she agreed, as she continued to ravage my ass.
"Fuuuuuuck," I screamed like a bitch in heat as I felt my cock pulsing like it was coming but without actual coming...causing great frustration.
"I want you to come from being ass-fucked, slut," she ordered.
"So close, but I can't," I whined.
"Imagine me fucking your wife's ass while she eats out Karen," she said.
Karen was our next door neighbour's daughter who had just graduated high school with a full ride to Harvard. She was the poster girl for cute girl next door.
"Ooooooh," I groaned, my cock continuing to twitch.
"Or maybe as I pound your backdoor, Karen is underneath with her lips around your cock," Mia added.
"Oh fuck, shit, aaaaaah," I babbled, my cock aching with need.
"Or maybe, I get the wedding party boys to come up here and take turns spit-roasting my new faggot," She added.
The idea mortified me, yet made my cock pulse more, as I protested, "Please, no."
"You have ten seconds to shoot your load without touching your cock or I get reinforcements, my slut," she threatened.
"Tell me what you are going to do to Mary," I begged, hoping that would do the trick.
"Oh I plan to fuck all three of her holes while you watch," Mia said, her tone implying this was already planned. "I also plan to fuck your tight man-cunt in front of her while you are dressed in her wedding dress."
My cock continued twitching, pulsing, trying desperately to break the invisible seal holding back the inevitable eruption.
"Then I'll make you go to work with my cum in your ass and on your face," she added, before pushing me over the brink, "As I collar you as my cocksucking, ass taking, cum wearing, wife sharing, faggot."
"Fuuuuuck," I screamed, as cum exploded out of my cock and onto the edge of the bed.
"You fucking faggot," she belittled, before adding, "coming like a girl."
"Soooooo goooood," I whimpered, the most intense orgasm in my life ripping through me.
"I know," she smugly acknowledged as she pulled out, roughly pushed me to my knees and shoved her cock in my mouth. The act of sucking a cock just in my ass, added to my humiliation, yet I eagerly bobbed on her cock hungry for cum...my ass suddenly feeling empty.
In less than a minute I felt her cum spray in my mouth and I eagerly swallowed another load of her delicious cum, something I hoped I would be doing more of in the future.
Pulling out, she pulled me up and kissed me hard. Breaking the kiss, she asked, her dominant persona gone, "Was it everything you fantasized it would be?"
"And more," I nodded, completely taken by her.
"Everything I said was true," she said. "I do plan to fuck your wife and fuck you in front of her."
"I hope so," I nodded.
"Good," she nodded. "Let's get back to the wedding, I still need to test Carrie's obedience."
I followed her back to the wedding, my cum drying on the blankets of the honeymoon suite.
As we descended in the elevator, Mia said, her tone dripping with sexy promise, "Robert, this is just the beginning."
"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, looking forward to still take her ass and having her be a part of a crazy threesome with my wife and me.
Returning to the wedding, Mia whispered in my ear, "I'll meet you later in the room."
I watched her walk directly to Carrie before calling Mary.
On the fourth ring Mary answered.
I spoke before she could, "So, Angela is your Mistress?"
The voice that responded wasn't my wife, instead it was Angela who said, "Yes I am, and your wife is my pet."
I stammered, "A-A-Angela."
"Your wife is tied up right now...literally," Angela replied.
"Oh," I said, yet another shock.
"Can I give her a message?" Angela asked.
"Ummmm," I paused, unsure what to say. "Have her give me a call when you are done with her, please."
Angela agreed, "Will do, Mr. Jordan."
"Thanks," I said, the word sounding absurd.
"No problem, Mr. Jordan," she said all cheery.
"Have a good night," I said.
"Ohhhh, I plan to," she answered ominously, before hanging up.
I watched Mia talking with Carrie, curious what they were talking about. I pondered how Mary was tied up. As I wondered if I was going to get to fuck Mia's ass tonight.
My head spinning, my cock beginning to grow again, I got a text.
I clicked on it and gasped at the photo:
My wife was on a bed with her hands handcuffed, her legs spread open with a young girl I didn't know fucking her face with a strap-on, another young girl with another strap on was on the other side waiting her turn, while written on her tits in what looked like lipstick were the words 'Teen cunt slave'.
My cock suddenly stiff again, I looked over to see Mia leading Carrie away to the elevator. My mind spinning with opportunity, I followed, thinking maybe I could watch the bitch be used.
The end
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"I just need to warn you my family is very different," Bradley said out of the blue as we reached their luxury hotel...they occupied the penthouse suite.
The way he stressed the word 'very' and the look of anxiety on his face had me slightly concerned.
I comforted him, "Honey, if they are anything like you then you have nothing to worry about."
"That's the problem, my parents are very, um, what is the best word to use...liberated," he continued as we walked towards the elevator.
"Liberated how?" I asked, thinking it was an odd word choice.
"They're swingers, for one thing," he revealed.
"Oh!" Was all I could muster, this revelation not what I had been expecting.
"They believe we were put on earth as sexual beings and that monogamy is a silly societal expectation made to control the masses," he explained.
I laughed, suddenly realizing that Bradley was playing with me, "That's funny, so I suppose my parents and yours are already up there swapping wives."
"It's entirely possible," he sighed, his tone and deathly white complexion telling me this wasn't a joke.
I asked, suddenly worried, "You're serious?"
"It gets worse," he said, unable to look me in the eye.
"Worse than they are swingers who may try to seduce my parents?" I asked, although the idea of my parents as swingers seemed rather humorous. I liked to think they only had sex three times to produce my two older brothers and me.

He continued, clearly nervous, "I should have told you this a long time ago, but I had no idea how to bring it up."
"It's okay," I said, although I was beginning to wonder if that was true.
"I don't even know how to begin to tell you this."
"Honey, just say it," I said, growing more and more curious about what else there could be.
"Brittany, I love you," he said, as he took both my hands in his and looked into my eyes.
"I love you too, Bradley, and nothing your parents say or do will change that," I said, trying to comfort him. We were getting married in four days and, due to a variety of reasons, I had yet to meet his globe-trotting parents.
"I should have told you this long time ago, but the reality is, I was too scared to lose you," he repeated, continuing to be cryptic and vague.
"Just tell me," I said, getting more worried. Bradley was a strong-willed man and I had never seen him like this...so insecure and nervous...what I loved about him was his powerful persona, especially in the bedroom, "Nothing you say will change how I feel about you."
"We will see about that," he said.
"Honey, tell me now," I demanded, as we finally entered the elevator.
"My family is part of the Order of Syndom," he said.
"What is that?" I asked, as the elevator began its ascent to the penthouse.
"A secret society of families who run the world through a complex male dominated society," he revealed.
"What does that even mean?" I asked, getting slightly annoyed by his vagueness. What I loved about Bradley was he was a real man and understood how to treat and please a woman. We are both lawyers and he understands the high stress pressure of my job. He was also the first man who understood my doppelganger personality. At work I was an ice queen; a determined woman trying to be successful and prominent in a still very male dominated field. On the other hand, he understood that when in the bedroom, I wanted to just turn off that persona and become my polar business opposite...submissive and obedient.
"It means that my family is a member of a very exclusive society that sees men as superior and women as subservient," he continued.
"Like I am to you in the bedroom," I smiled playfully, trying to lighten the tension.
"Yes, but it's much more complex than that," he said, not smiling like he usually did when I got flirty.
Just then, the elevator slowed down, stopping on the tenth floor. An older man, holding hands with a girl who couldn't be more than twenty and was dressed in a plaid school girl skirt, white blouse, thigh high beige stockings which were completely in view, five inch heels, pigtails and a strange looking black choker with a gold symbol I'd never seen before engraved on it, got onto the elevator. She looked like a complete slut and he like a fucking pervert.
Bradley said with a heavy sigh, "Hi, Uncle Bart."
"Hey, big man, long time no see," the good looking, grey haired man greeted, before turning to me and saying, "And you must be the bride-to-be."
"So I'm told," I smiled politely, already not liking him.
He took my hand and kissed it as he said, "Brad, this is my girlfriend Amber, she is the Rockenports' youngest daughter."
The Rockenports were one of the ten richest families in America, being oil Barons in Texas, owners of a fancy line of hotels including the one we were currently in, and, the head of the family, James Rockenport had recently hinted he may run for President.
"Nice to meet you, Amber," Bradley greeted, although he looked incredibly nervous.
"Nice to meet you too, Master Bradley," the young slut replied, bowing to him.
I gasped out of shock and anger...thinking only I get to call Bradley 'Master'!
Bart, seeing my reaction, asked, clearly surprised, "She doesn't know?"
"I was just trying to tell her when you got on the elevator," Bradley explained, clearly anxiety riddled.
"Yes, apparently your family is a member of some sinister secret man society," I flippantly said, wanting to make it clear I wasn't buying into this old school male hierarchy bullshit, as I glared at the blonde bimbo who had called Bradley master.
In the bedroom, I often referred to Bradley as Master and allowed him to call me a variety of derogatory names that always got me off. Yet, in public, I was clearly the one in charge.
"Oh my," Bart said, "this is going to be interesting."
"How?" I asked.
Amber, who had remained mostly silent, said, "You're in for a real revelation."
"I can't believe you didn't tell her," Bart repeated, ignoring my question and shaking his head.
"Tell me what?" I demanded, getting frustrated, like I often did in the law office when men talked around me and not to me.
"Shit," Bradley cursed, as the elevator slowed down. "Honey, please let's go back downstairs so I can explain everything."
"Is the initiation training off?" Amber asked, disappointment in her voice.
Bart said, "Don't worry, the initiation training is definitely still on."
"What initiation training?" I asked again.

Just then, the elevator doors opened and I gasped again.
A ridiculously big breasted, red headed young girl in a maid outfit greeted us, "Welcome to Brittany's initiation training into the Order of Syndom. Please sign in."
I glared at Bradley.
Bart greeted, "You're new."
"I'm Star," she introduced herself, with a heavy French accent.
"Of course you are," I sarcastically quipped.
Ignoring my clear disgust at her, she continued, "My daddy is Mario Cliffton."
Mario Cliffton was a French fashion mogul and the designer of the dress I was wearing Saturday. My head was beginning to spin as I tried to put this avalanche of strange disconnected information together.
"How lovely," Bart smiled, cupping her breasts through her skimpy uniform.
I again glared at Bradley, who was not looking at me but staring at the big chested maid.
I moved to the guest book and cursed, "Shit, my parents are already here."
The redhead said ball bubbly like a bimbo would be, "Oh, they have been here for a couple of hours already."
Bart quipped, "I imagine they are more than just here."
"What does that mean?" I snapped, civility no longer an option.
"I think it is better for you to see for yourself," Bart said, as he stopped feeling up the quasi-celebrity maid, and signed in. "Oh, Candi is already here and so is Dad."
I had met Candi, Bradley's sister, once while in Vegas, and thought she was rather strange and subservient, which was all beginning to make sense as this bizarre day continued.
"Shit," Bradley finally spoke. "Brittany let's get out of here...this was a mistake."
"I'm not leaving until I see that my parents are okay," I said tersely.
Star said, all giddy, "I'll let Master know the guest of honour is here."
She disappeared around a corner as I turned to Bradley and asked, my tone giving no doubt as to my growing anger, "What the hell is going on Bradley?"
He stammered, "I-I-I, um."
Bart interjected, "Brittany, we're a very close family."
"So is mine," I replied. "What does that have to do with anything?"
"We have a family tradition that goes back hundreds of years," he continued, avoiding a clear cut answer like politicians always do.
"Stop giving me cryptic answers," I snapped.
Before he could answer, I heard another voice from behind me, "Brittany, it is so great to finally meet you."
I turned around to see a very good looking older man, a close replica of Bradley, looking at me, dressed only in a robe.
Shifting from hostile to sweet, I greeted, "Hi, Mr. Wolfe, it is a pleasure to finally meet you."
"You as well," he smiled warmly, pulling me into a big hug, his smile so inviting.
This was how I had imagined the meeting, minus the poking of his cock into my thigh during the hug.
Breaking the hug, he took my hand and said, "Come with me, Brittany. My wife is dying to meet you."
"Dad, please," Bradley said.
Mr. Wolfe gave him a look similar to what I give, which shut him up quickly.
I followed my father-in-law to be around the corner, and was quickly overwhelmed with the massive spread of a penthouse suite. It looked like somewhere that movie actors would stay. He led me through the massive living room as I wondered where everybody was.
Stopping at the door, he asked, "What did Brad tell you about me?"
"He was cryptically telling me about a secret society led by men, but we were interrupted by Bart and his high school girlfriend," I answered.
"Bart likes them young," he chuckled as if that explained it, "always trading in for a newer model." After a pause, he said, "Did you know your family is also a part of the Order of Syndom?"
"What?" I asked, shocked.
"Yes, I have known your father for years. I am surprised he was able to resist the obvious temptation," he said, again being cryptic.
"What temptation?" I asked, suddenly leery of where this conversation was going.
"Why, you, of course," he smiled, opening the door to a massive bedroom.
What I saw next shocked me to the very core of my being. I stammered, "M-m-mom!"
My mother, completely naked except for black thigh highs, was straddling a grey haired man in his sixties, assumedly Bradley's grandfather, and riding his cock...in her ass.
Mom, not remotely embarrassed to be caught by her daughter committing sodomized adultery, moaned, as she took the older man's long, thick cock in her ass, "Hiiii, sweetheart."
I hadn't noticed Dad, but was greeted by his voice, "Hi, honey, happy you could make it to your initiation training."
I turned to see he was sitting with a beer in his hand as Bradley's sister, Candi, also naked except thigh highs, hers red, sucked his cock.
"D-d-dad," I stammered, unable to comprehend what I was witnessing.
He ordered, "Come and give Dad a hug."
My mind spinning, I obeyed my father like I always did, as I tentatively walked over to him and bent down to give him a hug, trying to avoid looking at his cock.
I gave him my usual daughter-dad hug, but when I went to move away, he ordered, "Come sit on Daddy's lap so I can explain what is happening here."
"But you're naked," I said, pointing out the obvious, before adding, "and someone who is not Mom is sucking your cock."
"As you should be too," he responded.
"Daddy!" I gasped, unsure if he meant naked or sucking him. As soon as I was around my father, who was and still is a very handsome man and very forceful, I became a little girl again, eager to get his approval and completely unlike my usual strong-willed self.
"Just do as Daddy asks," he said soothingly, somehow making his absurd request seem okay.
Behind me, Mom's moans increased and I looked back to see that an older woman, Bradley's mother I assumed, was now awkwardly licking Mom's pussy as she continued riding the old man's cock.
My pussy was undeniably, inexplicably wet, which only enhanced my confusion.
"Honey, come and get Daddy hard," Mr. Wolfe said behind me.
I turned to watch his daughter, Candi, move away from between my father's legs and scurry to her father, dropping to her knees as he dropped his robe. I stared in voyeuristic awe at the incestuous act as she took her dad's cock into her mouth.
Dad said, drawing me away from the shocking act and back to him, "Time for you to begin your initiation training, Brittany."
I turned to him, his eight inch erect cock pointing up at me, and asked firmly, "Dad, please tell me what is going on."
"Get undressed and I will explain everything," he said.
I was distracted as I heard mom screamed, "Fuuuuuck, fill my ass with your come, Maaaaaster."
I again turned to watch as Mom reached orgasm from riding a stranger's cock in her ass.
"Your Mother has her best orgasms from getting ass fucked," Dad said, behind me.
Ironically, I thought to myself, so do I. I felt it was the ultimate act of submission, giving your ass away that made it so hot. Bradley fucked my ass regularly, filling my ass with cum as he called me nasty names...knowing that the ultimate submission always got me off.
"Earth to Brittany," Dad said, as I was brought back to the crazy reality I was witnessing.
"W-w-what?" I stammered, turning away from Mom's sodomy and back to my naked father.
"What are you thinking?" Dad asked, the smug look on his face showing that he somehow knew it was something naughty.
"N-n-nothing," I stuttered.
"Were you enjoying watching your mother?" he asked.
"What? No," I defended, as I actually hadn't. "It's just I can't begin to understand what is happening here."
"I think you have always known," Dad said, his hand moving to his fully erect cock.
"Known what?" I asked, Dad's cryptic answers as annoying as Bradley's earlier.
"That mom is subservient," he said.
Thinking of how mother was the stay at home wife, so "Leave it to Beaver", and always fawning over Dad it vaguely made sense. She also always wore nylons and was, in retrospect, very obedient.
I joked, "I just thought she never left the fifties."
"Oh, in many ways she hasn't," Dad laughed back. After a moment, he ordered, "Now get undressed, my dear."
"But..." I began, the order so ludicrous.

"No buts, Brittany, everyone else is naked," he pointed out.
"Except for the thigh highs," I quipped, always unable to avoid being a smart ass when the opportunity arose.
"Are you wearing thigh highs?" Dad asked.
"Yes," I admitted, suddenly wondering if the silk thigh high stockings Bradley always had me wear, and were being worn by every woman here, was somehow a symbol of obedience for the women in this strange secret society. Also, I vaguely remembered that mom wore pantyhose every day when I was growing up and wondered now if they had always been thigh highs.
"Good, at least Brad did that right," Dad said, his tone implying annoyance at Bradley.
"What does that mean?" I asked, as I kept asking questions, but got only vague answers and more questions.
"Just that Brad has not followed the Order of Syndom, which is very disappointing, since I chose him for you," Dad revealed, another domino falling in a life that before the past half hour had made sense.
"Excuse me?" I asked, his last few words shocking me yet again.
"Oh honey, do you really not understand yet the breadth of the Order of Syndom?" He said, as he pointed around the room.
I didn't look but instead firmly demanded, "Tell me what you mean by you 'chose him for me'.
He sighed, "I told you I would explain everything once you got undressed, Brittany."
"Fine!" I snapped, frustrated and figuring obeying this preposterous task would get me closer to the answers I was searching for. I took off my dress and stood in front of my father in only my bra, panties and thigh highs...shivering slightly and feeling very vulnerable.
"Bra and panties too," Dad instructed.
"Seriously?" I asked.
"We are all just flesh and bone, my dear," Dad explained, "don't let society's expectations control yours. Nudity is natural."
"Is that why incest is justified?" I quipped, turning to look at Candi sucking her dad's cock rather lavishly.
"Exactly," he nodded, ignoring my sarcasm, as he explained, "Sex is supposed to be between two or more people you love, and who loves you more than your own flesh and blood?"
"You want to have sex with me?" I asked, even though the answer was beginning to be obvious.
"Of course," he nodded, "but this is about much more than just having sex with you."
"It is?" I asked flabbergasted, my father just admitting he wanted to fuck me. My whole father-daughter relationship was suddenly being questioned.
From behind me, Mom put her hand on my shoulder and whispered, "Free your mind of judgement, my dear."
I turned to look at her and said, my tone still bitter, my alpha male personality dying to stay in control, "And how am I supposed to do that?"
"Understand your place," she answered.
"My place?" I repeated, incredulously.
"Yes, honey, there is a natural hierarchy in all relationships," she explained.
"You just fucked another man in front of your husband," I pointed out.
"Because Master instructed me to," she said, as if that explained everything.
"Aaaaaaaaaah," I screamed, frustrated beyond all means.
Mr. Wolfe interjected, "This isn't going anywhere, Cam."
"Agreed, Walker," Dad said with a nod, before standing up and ordering me, his tone firm, "Bra and panties off now, Brittany."
I turned back to Dad and gave him a desperate look, but when his stern facial expression didn't change, I, hands trembling, obeyed, as I unclasped my bra and tugged down my panties...even though I didn't know why I was obeying.
"Good girl," he purred, like he used to when I was a child...making me suddenly feel obedient and desperate to get more of his attention.
Mr. Wolfe continued, as I turned to him, "Brittany, it is time you understood your place. Your dad and your fiancé both did not do their job in preparing you for your role in the Order of Syndom."
"My role?" I scoffed, his words sounding absurd. I noticed that Bradley, Bart and Amber where also in the room now.
"Yes, the social hierarchy of the Order of Syndom is very clear and not negotiable. As it has been throughout history, the man is at the top of the family hierarchy and the woman naturally is below him," he explained.
"How 1950s," I quipped.
He sighed, "Your father should have disciplined you back when you were young...as sometimes women, like you, think they can buck a centuries old system of power and submission. Plus, let's be honest, you dress the role of a feminist, you work the role of feminist, but truthfully you are a submissive underneath your facade of pretentiousness."
"Excuse me?" I asked, pissed at having my character questioned.
"Brad, what is your bride-to-be like in the bedroom?" Mr. Wolfe asked, looking at his son.
Bradley, instantly broke eye contact with me, and answered sheepishly, "She is submissive."
"Does she call you Master?" He asked.
"Yes," Bradley admitted.



"Bradley!" I gasped, shocked that he told his father intimate details of what happened in the bedroom.
"What names do you call her in the bedroom?" My dad asked joining the conversation.
"The usual," Bradley answered, thankfully not going into the details.
"Like what?" Dad asked.
"Dad, this is inappropriate," I protested, although we had long crossed the line of inappropriateness.
"It's therapeutic," he said soothingly, sitting back down. "Now sit on my lap."
"But you're naked," I pointed out. His cock was still completely stiff.
"Now!" He ordered. "Everything will soon make sense."
His tone startling me, I obeyed again, convincing myself I was doing it reluctantly, even though obeying Dad was something I had always felt compelled to do.
I sat on his lap, his cock poking my thigh.
"So Brad, what names do you call my daughter?"
"Slut, bitch, cum bucket, pet, slave," he listed, each one both causing me shame and excitement at the same time...the same contrasting feelings of shame and excitement that always caused my best orgasms.
"Do you like those names, my dear?" Dad asked me gently.
"In the right situation," I whispered, embarrassed.
"That is natural," Dad comforted. "In public you are a working woman and in charge and demand respect, but in the bedroom you want to let go and be told what to do."
I couldn't believe how well Dad knew me. I nodded slightly in agreement, his stiff cock causing me distractions. My cunt was indisputably wet and after watching all the incestuous sex, the thought of fucking my father, although wrong, was lingering in the back of my mind.
"So you need someone to take control," he continued, his hand on my leg.
"Yes," I whispered, my pussy so wet I could feel it slightly leaking out of me.
"Are you wet, honey?" He asked, feeling my wetness on his leg.
"Yes," I whispered again.
"Do you know why you're wet?" He asked.
"No," I answered, which was true. I could not fathom why being naked in a room of my future in-laws, relatives and my own parents was turning me on...yet it definitely was.
"It's because your body is accepting your role," he continued, "even though your mind is still in conflict."
"My role?" I asked yet again, the black and white concept of the term 'role' hard to accept even as I was unable to understand the full scope of the situation...even though it was beginning to become obvious...I still couldn't believe it.
"Yes, as a submissive," he said.
"But," I began, but was interrupted.
"Lift your ass up," he ordered.
I obeyed without hesitation, even though deep inside me I knew where this was going.
"Lower your ass back down on Daddy's lap," he said softly.
"But that's wrong," I protested weakly.
"It's the rightest thing in the world, my dear," he countered. "It's natural, Brittany."
"But you're my dad," I said, pointing out the obvious.
"And doesn't Daddy always know what is best for his daughter?" he asked.
"I guess," I said with trepidation. Dad had always been the person I went to for advice and he had supported me through my journey into law. Yet, the difference between career advice and sexual incest submission seemed a quantum leap in the dad-daughter relationship.
"So, trust Daddy, my little girl," he soothed, making me feel exactly like I was a child again. Always eager and willing to get Daddy's approval.
"I don't know," I paused, talking like I was seven again.
"Go ahead my dear, Daddy always knows what is best for his baby girl," he smiled, stroking his big cock.

"You sure?" I asked, drawn into his soothing voice and an undeniable need to obey, my mouth watering and my pussy leaking at the thought of his cock in me.
"Of course, honey, obey Daddy like a good girl," he continued. "Let me show you how much I love you."
Yes, the words were absurd, the logic ridiculous, and yet it did indeed seem natural. "Okay, Daddy," I agreed, treating the task as something an obedient daughter would do when trusting her father unconditionally.
I lowered myself slowly, his cock sliding inside my very wet and needy cunt.
"Good girl," he purred, as I took all his cock in my cunt and let out a soft moan.
"So to answer your questions," he said. "Did you know that your boss, Mr. Pickerton, is also a member of the Order of Syndom?"
"He is?" I asked distracted, the natural need within me to ride a cock overriding, pun intended, my earlier need to understand what was going on.
"I got you a job there and Walker got Brad a job there with the purpose that you two would hit it off," he explained.
"Y-y-you set Bradley and I up?" I stammered, both because of a couple more revelations and the constant distraction of my father's cock inside me.
"Of course," he said, "it is important that you marry someone in the Order of Syndom."
"Why?" I asked, still overwhelmed with the reality that my Dad set me up without my knowledge and may have gotten me my job...my whole successful life...work and a man...were all apparently orchestrated by my father.
"Because it is an exclusive society, my pet, and only the best families can be a part of it," he explained, adding a new term of submissive endearment to me in 'my pet'.
"Oh," was all I could muster, unable to comprehend that my whole life was a facade.
"It is important to understand your role in the Order of Syndom," he continued.
"My role?" I repeated like a broken record, still not completely accepting my role per se, even as I rode Daddy's cock.
"Yes, my pet," he said. "You must obey, without hesitation, any demands made by any man who is affiliated with the Order of Syndom."
"All orders?" I questioned, imagining the vast amount of options that could entail.
"Yes, for example, watch this," he said. "Brad, order your future mother-in-law to service you."
"Really?" Bradley asked, even as my mouth dropped open.
"It is important for Brittany to understand that you are the Master and she the submissive," Dad continued.
Mr. Wolfe added, "You have been fucking your mother your whole life and even during your courtship with Brittany, anyways."
Bradley went beet red as yet another revelation hit me like a ton of bricks.
Mrs. Wolfe who hadn't spoken at all during the entire crazy escapade, revealed, "Although I haven't had him in me forever."
"Well, go fix that, Mommy-slut," Mr. Wolfe instructed.
"Thank you, Master," Mrs. Wolfe eagerly agreed, going to her son, dropping to her knees, fishing out her son's, my fiancé's, cock and devouring it whole.
Dad ordered, "Go join your future son-in-law worship his cock."
"Yes, Master," Mom agreed, quickly going and joining Mrs. Wolfe on her knees in front of Bradley.
Dad explained, "You see, my pet, tonight and the next three nights following, are about your initiation into the Order of Syndom."
"To be a sex slave?" I asked, not sarcastically, but coming to grips with the reality of the role of women in this secret society.
"It's much more complex than that," he chuckled. Which made his cock inside me vibrate. "But yes, you are to be sexually subservient to all Order of Syndom men."
"Including you," I added.
"Yes, and your brothers," he added.
My two older brothers instantly popped into my head. I asked, the avalanche of revelations continuing to compound, "Are you telling me Peaches and Suzy are submissives too?" My brothers' wives, both teachers, were strong-willed women like me and them being sexual submissives was unfathomable...of course so was the thought of me riding my daddy's cock an hour ago, so perspective is important I suppose.
"Peaches is the most submissive woman I have ever met. Suzy, on the other hand, took a bit of training."
"And you have fucked them?" I asked, already knowing the answer.
"Many times," he admitted. "Your mother loves using Suzy as her personal cunt-licker as well."
"Mom's a lesbian?" I gasped, shocked once again.
"All Order of Syndom women are bi, my pet, again it is just a natural part of the submission," he explained, as if lesbian sex was just a natural connection to a woman's very being.
"Do you expect Mom and me to have sex?" I asked, as I looked over and saw her sucking my fiancé's cock.
"Of course, my pet, but let's focus on your day one training," he said.
Other than a night of fingering each other during a high school sleepover years ago and a couple drunken make-out sessions at college parties and bars, I had never had feelings for other women. Yet, the thought of kissing my mother, sucking on her breasts and licking her pussy suddenly had me excited...although it could have been the big cock buried in me that was manipulating my psychological feelings.
Mr. Wolfe grunted and I looked up to see him shoot his cum all over his daughter's face.
"Go share your treat with our special guest," Mr. Wolfe ordered.
I watched as Candi got off her knees and walked to me.
Dad ordered, "Clean her face, my pet."
"I can't," I protested, the act both twisted and strangely hot.
Reaching me, Candi ordered, "Be a good slut and do as you're told, Brittany, tomorrow night you're mine."
Before I could respond, she kissed me, her lips soft. After a brief reluctance, I returned the kiss.
Breaking it, she ordered, "Lick my daddy's cum off my face, my new slut-in-law."
I couldn't believe her words, yet the crazy sex scene I was witnessing, my dad's cock driving me crazy, and the strange name calling had me horny and thinking with my libido...like a man. So I leaned forward slightly and licked the cum from her cheek.
"Good, girl," Dad purred.
"Yes, good, slut," Candi added, which I thought ironic since it was her face covered in cum, but I didn't say that...instead focusing on retrieving all the cum from her face.
Once all the cum had been retrieved, Dad asked, "Does my baby girl want to come?"
"Yes, Daddy," I admitted, subserviently and somehow turned on intensely by my obedience to him. I had always loved my father, thought I had chosen Bradley because he emulated all of my father's best traits and now I was about to show him just how much I loved him.
"Ride, Daddy," he ordered.
"Aaaaaaahhhh," Bradley grunted and came in my mom's mouth.
As I began slowly riding my dad, I noticed that every pair of eyes was now watching me. Feeling rather self-conscious about being watched, I closed my eyes as I enjoyed the incest act. As I began getting into a rhythm on his cock, I replayed the surreal moments today that had brought me to this moment. My whole world had crumbled before my eyes and seemed to be getting rebuilt simultaneously into a whole new one.

"Look at the slut," Amber said, "she didn't even fight becoming an incest whore."
I ignored her words, realizing she was right...for a strong-willed lawyer who had fought a male dominated world my whole life...it was incredibly ironic that I gave in so easily to a secret society led by men.
Bart laughed, "Says the slut who seduced her father before she even knew of the secret society."
"What can I say, I was born to be an Order of Syndom slut," Amber giggled.
"That you were," Bart chuckled.
"That's it, baby, ride Daddy's cock," I heard Mom whisper, her hot breath on my ear.
I opened my eyes and looked into hers, my vulnerability wide open. "I'm fucking Daddy, Mommy," I said stating the obvious.
"Yes, you are, baby," Mom purred. "Now I want you to really ride him."
"Okkkkkay, Mommy," I moaned, as I began bouncing on his cock, allowing it to go even deeper in me.
Daddy groaned, "That's it Brittany, let out your inner slut and become my daughter slave."
I moaned back, finally giving away my last strand of pride, "Yes, Master."
"Let's begin Brittany's official initiation," Mr. Wolfe said.
I moaned, "I think it is already started," with a playful smile as I continued riding daddy's cock.
"Crawl to me," Mr. Wolfe ordered.
"Daddy!" I whined, my orgasm beginning to build and trepidation at what this man would make me do starting to cause anxiety in me.
"Do as you're told, young lady," he ordered sternly.
Reluctantly, I got off Dad's cock, dropped to my knees and crawled to Bradley's dad...humiliation burning through me even as my cunt leaked slightly.
"Amber, let's see if that ass of yours is as tight as Bart says it is," my dad said, already replacing me.
I turned to watch, with a wave of disappointment, this bimbo bitch serving my dad. He is my daddy and I should be serving him. The jealousy that hit me was both absurd and overwhelming.
Mr. Wolfe chuckled, "Don't worry, Brittany, you will get many opportunities to suck and fuck your dad. But today begins your training."
I watched as Amber, incredibly flexible, put her stocking-clad feet on Daddy's legs and lowered her ass onto daddy's cock.
Bart explained, "She is a gymnast."
"So I see," Dad laughed, as his cock disappeared in the bimbo bitch's ass.
"Focus on me, slut," Mr. Wolfe said. "By marrying my son you become my property."
I turned away from my father ass fucking the bimbo and looking up at Mr. Wolfe asked, "Property?"
"Yes, in the old days a father gave the bride's father a dowry, in our secret society the dowry is reversed," he explained.
"So you own me?" I asked, the words sounding ridiculous...words I couldn't fathom coming out of my mouth just over an hour ago.
"In essence," he explained, his cock dangling flaccid in front of me. "You see you are a submissive pet to every man over eighteen in the secret society in the world. You will also start at the very bottom of the submissives' hierarchy. Lastly, your honeymoon will be spent at a private secret society resort where you will be formally inducted as a submissive of the Order of Syndom."
"But I thought we were going to Hawaii for our honeymoon," I pointed out, as if I had any say anymore.
"It's close to Hawaii if that counts," he shrugged as he shoved his cock in my mouth.
I didn't completely understand the breadth of his expectations, but I did understand my role of submissive. I had always loved sucking cock...especially a flaccid cock that grew in my mouth. I even went to a glory hole back in college where I sucked off a couple dozen cocks, something I had never ever told anyone. His cock slowly grew in my mouth, as I heard furniture being moved around.
He continued explaining, "Your initiation training begins today with serving every member of the groom's immediate family as well as your own. Unfortunately for you, you may not come until every man and woman here has orgasmed because of your mouth, cunt or ass. Bradley, you have been training her ass?"
"Of course, father," Bradley answered, "she is quite the ass slut."
Hearing Bradley talk about me as such was shocking, although I had heard that and much worse in the bedroom.
"Is that true, Brittany, are you an ass slut?" Mr. Wolfe asked.
Taking his now fully erect cock out of my mouth, I admitted, in full submissive mode, so horny that I hoped I was going to get a cock in my ass, "Yes, my owner, I love a big hard cock in my ass."
"My owner," he chuckled, "that is a new one."
"You told me you owned me," I pointed out.
"Oh I do," he laughed again, shaking his head, "but I've never heard a submissive use those words."
"What would you prefer?" I asked.
"Oh, I think I like owner, it is unique. But you may only use that when with me, is that understood, my slave?"
"Of course, my owner," I nodded, taking his cock back into my mouth, wanting to show my eagerness to serve and obey.
"Bart, would you like to give our new slut's ass a trial run?" Mr. Wolfe asked.
"Hell, yeah," Bart said.
"Have you ever been DP'd?" Mr. Wolfe asked.
"No," I admitted, taking his cock back out of my mouth.
"Well, no time like the present," he said as he moved to a bed that had been moved from the corner to the middle of the room and laid down on it. "Come straddle me, my slave."
"Yes, my owner," I obeyed, eager to have a cock in my cunt again.
I looked over to see Amber was bouncing up and down on Daddy's cock, taking all eight inches completely into her asshole.
After straddling Mr. Wolfe's cock, I demanded, "Master Bart come and fill my ass."
"My pleasure," he said, joining us on the bed.
"Oh, I hope it is mine," I quipped back sultrily.
"Now remember, you are not allowed to come," Mr. Wolfe reminded me.
"That will be hard to refrain from," I said back.
"Each disobedience will come with a consequence," he threatened.
"What are you going to do, spank me?" I playfully asked.
"You'd like that, wouldn't you?" he smiled.
"Maybe," I shrugged, just as I felt my ass cheeks pulled apart.
"Mildred, what was your first punishment?" Mr. Wolfe asked.
My Mom, who was being eaten now by my fiancé, answered, "I was taken by your grandfather, my owner per se, to an old folks home where I serviced over two dozen residents."
"Oh my," I gasped, the thought of such a task humiliating beyond belief. Not wanting to be punished, I promised, "I'll be a good girl."
"I know you will," Mr. Wolfe smiled.
"Oooooh," I moaned, as Bart's cock penetrated my back door. As his cock slowly filled my ass, the double penetration created a new sexually stimulating sensation unlike any other act of submission I had performed before.
"Remember, my slut, don't you dare come," Mr. Wolfe ordered.
"Okaaaaay," I whimpered, unsure how I would possibly hold back my orgasm.
He continued, "So your training will continue with tasks each day up to and including your wedding day."
"Okay," I repeated, as Bart began to slowly fuck my ass.
"Tomorrow, you will spend the evening being the family slut," he explained.
I imagined getting triple penetrated by dad and my two brothers. The thought had never crossed my mind before, but now the seed planted. I envisioned it clearly.
"On Thursday, you will return here for an evening of submission with your in-laws to be," he revealed.
"I can't wait," I moaned, trying to focus on not enjoying this too much and coming prematurely.
"On Friday, you get a night with just the ladies," he said.
Amber chirped, "Toy party."
Candi added, "Toy orgy."
Mrs. Wolfe chimed in, "And Brittany you're the toy."
The abundance of upcoming events of submission dedicated to me was overwhelming and I couldn't fathom the full scope of what it all entailed.
Mr. Wolfe, cupping my breasts, added, "And Saturday will be a day you will never forget,"
"I hope not," I moaned.
"Oh, trust me, once you officially say your vows, particularly the 'to love, cherish and obey' piece, once you say I do, you become an official submissive in the Society of the Order of Syndom and will obey without hesitation not only your husband, and owner," he paused, "but all your Masters and Mistresses."
"Mistresses?" I questioned, this a new term to the conversation of submission.
"Yes, as I mentioned," he said, "you are the lowest slut on the totem pole and thus must be subservient to any woman in the Society of Order of Syndom who has joined and been initiated before you...regardless of age."
"Ooooh," I moaned, as Bart began fucking my ass faster and harder. "But the idea of being submissive to women, especially women younger than me, was not something that appealed to me.
Bart grunted a few seconds later, "I'm going to come, slut."
"Mmmmmm, fill my ass with your cum, Master," I offered, always loving the feeling of cum exploding in my mouth, pussy or ass.
"As you wish ass-slut," he grunted and spewed his sticky seed up my rear passage.
Mr. Wolfe ordered, as Bart pulled out of my ass, "Ride my cock, slut."
I obeyed, my pussy dying to feel a cock going in and out.
I leaned back, allowing my firm 36C breasts to be in view as I began bouncing up and down on his cock.




"Shit, you have a nice rack," he complimented, as they bounced up and down in unison.
Old me would have been pissed at such a derogatory word being used for my breasts, but submissive me understood that I didn't have breasts but rather I had a rack or tits. So I responded, "I am happy you like my tits, my owner."
He playfully slapped them as I continued riding his big cock. The slapping of my tits, something I had never experienced before, somehow enhanced my growing pleasure and I could feel the orgasm that I wasn't allowed to have until I had satisfied everyone there, building.
Noticing my increased breathing, Mr. Wolfe warned, "Don't you dare come, my slut."
"Your cock feels too good in my cunt," I moaned loudly, knowing there was no way to hold back the avalanche of euphoria about to crash down on me.
He pinched my nipples, assumedly to cause me pain and dissipate my growing pleasure, but it did the opposite...triggering the avalanche without warning as I screamed, "Sooooooorry," as I collapsed forward, my tits crashing into his face.
"Bad girl," he scolded, even though his tone implied that he was expecting me to come.
"S-s-sorry," I struggled to say, my body trembling with a pleasure unlike any other, and the revelation that I had just fucked my fiancé's father hit me.
Flipping me over like a rag doll, he grabbed my ankles and moved them to my head, before filling my cunt with his cock.
As he fucked me deep and hard, his body slamming into mine, my orgasm not yet completely running its course, I moaned playfully, "This is the best punishment ever."
As he pulled out and without warning plunged his cock in my ass making me scream, his cock substantially bigger then Bart's and thicker then Bradley's, he chuckled, "This isn't your punishment, Brittany. That will come at work at some point tomorrow."
My eyes went big at his ominous promise as he drilled my ass just the way I liked it. I never was one for kissing or love making, when in the bedroom I wanted to be treated like a slut...to be fucked hard.
"No witty remark?" he asked, sweat now beginning to drip form his forehead.
"Noooo," I admitted, his cock stretching my ass wider than it had ever been.
After a couple more minutes of hard core ass fucking, my ass finally adjusting to his girth, he pulled out of my ass and ordered, "Knees, slut."
I quickly obeyed and took his cock, which had just been reaming my ass, something Bradley loved to make me do too, like father like son I suppose, and bobbed hungrily.
"You got yourself a pretty hot piece of submissive ass, son," Mr. Wolfe complimented.
"I know," Bradley agreed, a completely different man than his usual reserved public demeanour in how he spoke, "she is an insatiable slut."
"We'll test that theory over the next few days," Mr. Wolfe said as he grunted and shot a load down my throat.
"Are you saying your bitch bride is better than me?" Candi challenged.
"I didn't say that," Bradley replied.
"Does she know that you fucked me on the kitchen table while she was out getting a massage?" Candi asked,
Mr. Wolfe pulling his cock out of my mouth, I answered, "I do now."
"You may be his bride, but I am the one he really loves to fuck," Candi said, clearly jealous of my relationship with her brother.
"He practised on you to prepare for me," I quipped back, determined to win against her.
She glared, "Crawl to me; bitch."
I looked up at Mr. Wolfe who shrugged, "You're low slut on the totem pole, she is your Mistress, too."
"But she is ten years younger than me!" I protested.
"Now, bitch, or I'll give you a good spanking," she threatened.
Reluctantly, I obeyed. Getting off the bed, I dropped to my knees and crawled to her.
Reaching her, she said smugly, "Get used to being in this position my sister-in-law slut, I plan to use you a lot."
I went to speak, but she grabbed my head and pulled me into her shaved cunt.
The scent was intriguingly exotic and without even thinking, I began licking. Like the scent, her taste was a mixture of tastes that were both tangy and fishy, a strange mixture that instantly had me wanting more. Having never tasted a pussy, other than my own juices on a cock I would suck after it was in me, I was pleasantly surprised by just how good it tasted. Her pussy was already wet and after only a couple of minutes of licking, her moans got louder.
"This can't be your first time, slut," Candi moaned.
I responded between licks, "It is, Mistress." The word 'Mistress' rolling off my tongue rather naturally. Like when I served a man, my only focus now was bringing her pleasure, getting her off. I licked and licked and as her moans increased, I began concentrating on her clit which was what always got me off.
"Fuck, yes," she moaned, as her legs twitched with each flick of her clit.
Seconds later, as she grabbed my head and held my face firmly on her cunt lips, I felt a flood of wetness hit my face, lips and tongue as I made Candi come. A chill went up my spine at getting a woman off and my first thought was I wonder if all women taste like her.
I found out my answer to that question quickly as Candi let go off my head and Amber said, "Let's test out the new slut."
I crawled out from between Candi's legs and looked over to Amber who was sitting on my father's lap, cum leaking out of her asshole.
"Come and clean my asshole," Amber ordered.
I crawled over to her and my father, staring at her well gaped ass, cum slowly leaking out of it.
I paused, as I thought to myself, 'Am I supposed to eat my father's cum out of a young slut's ass?'
The answer was given to me as Dad said, "Clean up my cum, baby girl. Don't worry, the next load will come directly from the source."
Without another word, I obeyed, crawling a couple more feet and licking the cum from Amber's asshole.
"What a fucking slut," Amber teased, "licking your father's cum from a stranger's ass. I thought you were a strong-willed lawyer."
So drawn into the web of submission, I answered, like I often did in the confines of the bedroom with Bradley, "I'm not a feminist, I'm just a slut."
"An incest slut?" Amber questioned.
"Yes, dammit, a dirty, submissive, incest slut," I declared, as I continued to retrieve Daddy's cum like some sick, cum-hungry whore.
"Don't miss any," Amber teased, looking down at me.
"Yes, Mistress," I agreed, licking cum off the chair.
"Now tongue my ass and really get it all," Amber ordered.
I again obeyed, without hesitation, the sick and twisted act of humiliation. The taste wasn't pleasant, but it wasn't unpleasant either. I tongued her ass eagerly for a couple of minutes until I felt hands on my ass.
I looked behind to see Bradley's grandfather moving his cock towards me.
"You may just be good enough for my grandson," he said, as he slid his cock in my cunt.
Before I could respond, Amber grabbed my head and pulled me into her cunt.
Her scent and taste was different than Candi's...stronger and less appealing, yet I still wanted to get her off. I licked and licked, as Bradley's grandfather slowly fucked my pussy.
Amber, after a couple of minutes, asked, "May I come, Master?"
"You may," Daddy said.
Amber then grabbed my head and began rubbing her cunt up and down on my face. I just focused on breathing, keeping my tongue extended as she fucked herself on my face. Meanwhile, Bradley's grandfather pulled out of my cunt and slammed into my ass, making me scream into Amber's cunt. Instantly, it occurred to me his cock had last been in my mom's ass, which made this even more surreal.
Unlike the slow fucking he had been doing in my cunt, he slammed into my ass with each forward thrust, forcing my face deeper into Amber's grinding cunt. It was awkward and yet turned me on immensely, my desire to please literally overriding everything else.
Suddenly Amber screamed, "I'm coming," and my face was covered yet again with pussy juice.
She let go of my head a minute later and I lifted my head up to get some fresh air.
She laughed, "You should see what you look like with pussy juice all over your face."
"Bounce back on my cock, ass slut," Bradley's grandfather ordered.
"Okay," I nodded with a moan, as I began bouncing back on his cock, taking it even deeper into me.
"Tell me what you are," he ordered.
"A sluuut," I moaned, loving the feeling of bouncing on his cock.
"And?" he questioned.
"A slave," I continued, every self-degrading name only enhancing my depths of submission.
"And?"
"A pet, a whore, a play thing," I listed off, more during each backwards slam onto his cock.
"And a cunt-licker?" he added.
"Yeeees," I agreed.
"Good, because its time I see if my daughter-in-law is worthy of my approval," I heard beside me.
Amber moved out of the way, my dad slid over and Brad's mother sat in front of me.
I looked up at her, as I rode Bradley's grandfather and said, "It's nice to finally meet you, Mrs. Wolfe."
"As it is you, my dear," she smiled down at me, opening her legs.
"May I serve you?" I asked.
"Not yet, my dear," she smiled. "Answer a few questions for me first."
"Okay," I moaned.
"Have you ever cheated on Bradley?" she asked.
"Not before today," I smiled.
"How many children do you want?" she asked.
"As many as Bradley wants to have," I answered, although the answer before today was one child if any.
"Get ready for my cum, slut," Bradley's grandfather warned.
"Yeess, Master, fill my ass with your dominant seed," I begged.
A few seconds later I felt another load of cum fill my ass.
"Come serve your new Mistress-in-law," Mrs. Wolfe ordered.
I continued riding his cock, milking all his cum, before leaning forward and licking my third cunt in half an hour.
"Good girl," she purred, as I began licking her pussy.
The term of endearment, after all the nasty name-calling, was a sudden shift, but I indeed wanted to be her good girl.
I replicated the same slow attention on her pussy lips I had given the other two until her moans began increasing. I took her clit between my lips and put pressure on it. A couple more minutes of licking, and teasing and her breathing increased as she screamed, "Swallow your new Mommy's cuuuuum."
I obeyed, as her cum flooded out of her and onto my eager tongue.
Once done, she looked down at me and said, extending her hand, "By the way Brittany, my name is Sasha."
I nodded, "It's nice to finally meet you, Mistress Sasha."
She pulled me up and kissed me, her tongue sliding inside my mouth.
We kissed for a couple of minutes before Mr. Wolfe announced, "And now for the grand finale."
Sasha broke the kiss and I looked to Mr. Wolfe with curiosity.
"All that is left is your mother and father, Brittany," he said.
"What about Bradley?" I asked, as I looked over and saw he was fucking his sister.
"No fucking the groom until your wedding day," he said, before adding, "He seems to be busy getting reacquainted with his sister-slut."
"So it seems," I said, watching them.
"Come to me," Mom said, on the bed with Dad.
"Okay, Mommy," I nodded, getting off my sore knees and joining them on the bed.
Joining my parents on the bed, Mom pulled me to her and we kissed. At first the kiss was tentative, but once mom's tongue slid into my mouth, it became passionate and urgent.
Her hands moved to my ass as she pulled me into her, our big tits crashing into each other. I grabbed her ass, trying to somehow pull her closer to me.
Dad cleared his throat, "Um, I think you two are forgetting someone?"
Mom giggled, as she broke our incestuous kiss, "Sorry, Master, I have wanted to do that forever."
"Don't worry, my pet, you will have plenty of time to play with your daughter. Now I want you to share my cock with her," he said, his cock standing fully at attention.
I asked, my tone all girlish, which somehow enhanced my eager submission, "Does Daddy want his little girlie to suck and fuck his big cock?"
"I want more than that my pet," he said hinting at something even naughtier, "both of you get my cock ready for your cunts."
Mom added, "Come join me, my dear."
I obeyed and soon we were both licking his cock together.
"Suck his balls," Mom ordered, as she swirled her tongue around his thick mushroom top.
I obeyed moving lower and taking dad's balls in my mouth one at a time.
Dad moaned, "That's it baby girl, suck Daddy's balls with your mouth."
I moaned in response with a mouthful of his ball inside.
"Come share my cock, my sluts," he ordered.
I moved back up and Mom said, "Start at the bottom baby."
I obeyed and she did too and soon our lips were touching as we slowly moved up his cock, somehow literally both sucking his cock at the same time.
For a couple of minutes, in amazing unison, we bobbed up and down on his cock.
"Use your tongue too, Brittany," he ordered.
I obeyed, as I sucked his cock and kissed mom simultaneously, easily the hottest sexual moment of submission in my life.
After a couple of minutes of the most unique blow job ever, Dad ordered, "On all fours, my sluts."
Mom quickly got into position like a well-trained pet, and I followed closely behind.
"I have looked forward to this moment for a long time," Dad said, as he got on his knees and moved behind mom. I couldn't believe the wave of disappointment when I realized he was going to fuck her instead of me.
I turned my head and watched as he began fucking Mom.
Mom moaned, "Mmmmmmmm, I love your cock, Master."
Looking at me, Dad asked, "Does my baby girl want her Daddy's fuck stick in her cunt?"
"Yes, Daddy," I admitted, the idea of fucking him now all I could think of.
"You sure, baby girl?" He asked, a big smile on his face.
"Come fuck your baby girl, Daddy," I begged, desperately wanting his cock back in me. "Fuck me like the slut you want me to be," I added, wanting desperately to be the best slut for him I could be.
"What do you think Daddy wants?" He asked, as he continued fucking Mommy.
"To have his Harvard trained daughter turned into a submissive bimbo slut with three holes for his pleasure," I answered, sounding like the vapid cock hungry slut I was.
"You know Daddy so well," he smiled, pulling out and moving to me.
I giggled, "I just realized that all of women here have bimbo names."
"Of course, Brittany," he said, his cock poking my pussy lips.
"Don't tease me Dadddddy, fuck your baby girl like you have wanted to for years," I said, assuming that was true.
Mom added, "Time to fuck the real thing instead of fucking me and calling me Brittany."
"You roll played fucking me?" I purred.
"Honey, I have been fucking your mother and treating her like you since you were legal," he continued.
"Oh Daddy, I wish you would have made me your slut when I was at home," I moaned, thinking of all the years wasted.
"Better start making up for lost time," he said, as he filled my cunt.
"Yeeeeeeees, Daddy, fuck your baby pet," I moaned, as he began pounding me.
Mommy purred, "Fuck your daughter, Cameron, make her your fuck slave."
"Oooooooh, Mommy, it feels so good," I moaned, the exhilaration of the act of incestuous submission overwhelming.
"I know baby, I remember the first time my Daddy fucked me," she responded.
Somehow this was a surprise, although it shouldn't have been after all of today's revelations. "You fuuuuucked grand daddy?" I asked.
"As will you tomorrow, my dear," she revealed, adding another family member to tomorrow's apparent gangbang.
"Is he big?" I asked.
"His nickname is horse, if that gives you an answer," Mom smiled, her hand rubbing herself.
"Hmmmmmmm," I moaned, "sounds yummy."
"Focus on my cock, you silly slut," Daddy said, slapping my ass.
"Soooooory, Daddy," I moaned, "You seem to have awakened the sleeping slut in me."
"It was always there," he quipped.
Bradley added, "I fucked her ass on our second date."
"And I swallowed on the first," I added.
"Let's get our little girl off," Daddy said.
"Hmmmmm,' Mom moaned, as she moved under me and began licking my clit as Daddy fucked me.
"Oh God, yesssss," I moaned instantly. The double pleasure of a tongue on my clit and a cock in my cunt an exhilarating first.
My second orgasm of the night began building and I asked, a couple of minutes later, "Is your little slut allowed to come, Daddy?"
"Yes, my slut, come in front of all your new Masters and Mistresses," he ordered.
"Oh God, Daddy, I can't believe all thiiis," I moaned, as Mom sucked my clit between her lips.
"It's only the beginning, baby," he grunted, as I felt his cum shoot inside me without warning which triggered my own orgasm to riddle me with ecstasy
"Yeeeees, Daddy, I'm coming while you're coming," I declared for all the witnesses watching my incest submission to hear.
Mom kept pressure on my clit as an intense orgasm continued to shudder through me.
When Daddy finally pulled out, a couple of minutes later, Mom ordered, as she moved out from underneath me, "Come and get Mommy off, my baby girl."
"Yes, Mistress Mommy," I obeyed, as I turned around and buried myself between her legs.
"Amber and Candi, get over here and suck my titties," Mom demanded, as I began licking the cunt I once came out of.
"That's it, baby, lick Mommy's cunt," Mom moaned, as I lapped eagerly at her wet pussy.
I licked her for a few minutes, my head spinning as my orgasm had subsided and the true reality of my new life emerged out of the sexual fog I had been under.
I couldn't believe how my life had completely been altered in just under three hours.
I had submitted to a series of firsts and according to the rather full agenda they had for me the next few days...this was only the beginning.

As Mommy came on my face, the thought of all that was expected of me in my new role as a submissive in the Order of Syndom had my cunt tingling again.
I lifted my head up and asked, "Does anyone want to fuck the bride-to-be?"
The End...for now...

Do you want to read more?
If so...please let me know what you would like to read...
Some upcoming potential future parts:
Wed Bride Submission: Boss's Bitch (already written and will be released in June)
Wed Bride Submission: Family Orgy
Thu Bride Submission: In-law Gangbang
Fri Bride Submission: Lesbian Fistful
Sat Bride Submission: Pre-Wedding Sin
Sat Bride Submission: Wedding Day Orgy
Later Bride Submission: Wife of Syndom
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Summary: Teacher is seduced by a cute nylon wearing student.
Note 1: The story idea, and even a few lines of dialogue, was from a friend of mine Jeremy.
Note 2: Of course all participants are of legal age.
Note 3: Thanks to MAB7991, Robert and goamz86.
Note 4: Of course, all characters are at least 18 years old.
Note 5: This will, I hope, be the beginning of a long running series starring myself as a character. Being a writer of erotic fiction, many of my stories are, of course, based on my fantasies...things I would likely never do, yet spend hours writing about and pleasuring myself to.
With that in mind, I have released stories like Taking Jasmine Walker and Shemale School that star myself as the main protagonist of the story, and I find writing such fiction to be both therapeutic and sexually stimulating.

Without further ado, here is one of my longest running fantasies: being seduced by a female student.
*****
As a teacher in a high school, there are many temptations to take a bite of the forbidden fruit. Yet, although I have many fantasies of being seduced by a student, boy or girl, I have resisted the temptation because I love my job and would hate to be caught in a compromising situation that could cost me my career.
That said, when a young lady comes to school dressed in a skirt and pantyhose, when the cheerleaders come to class in their skimpy cheerleader outfits and pantyhose, or when the girls continue to showcase their breasts and asses with tight clothing, it can be difficult...leading to me occasionally pleasuring myself in my classroom by, writing stories on my iPad or laptop or fantasizing about submitting to a student while my husband and I have sex.
The temptation was never greater than this past semester when I had a student named Sarah in one of my classes. The first couple of weeks of the semester Sarah stood out not in a sexual way, but in an intriguing one. She was a unique mix of nerd and cheerleader, an odd combination of studious overachiever and giggly school girl.
To explain this further, she sat in the front row, took notes and asked questions. She made it clear she was determined to get an 'A' in the class...which was very ambitious because of my reputation of being the hardest assessor in the school.
Although she spoke with confidence, she also wore her heart on her sleeve and seemed insecure about her own abilities...often asking questions that she knew the answer to but wasn't positive she was right.
Lastly, her fashion sense was a roller coaster of styles as if she had fashion deficit disorder. I didn't notice this at first, but as the semester progressed I looked forward to seeing what she would wear each day. One day it might be jeans and a t-shirt, the next a longer skirt and a blouse, the next a mini skirt that was borderline breaking dress code (although I didn't call her on it) and the next day sweats and a sweatshirt. Of course, as anyone reading my stories knows, I have a nylon fetish. So I am easily distracted by the rare girl who wears pantyhose to class. Sarah wore them once a week at first, and as the semester progressed, she began to wear them more often. It got so bad that I was disappointed on the days she didn't wear any. Also, all her shoes, even with jeans, were two inch heels or more (boots or high heels) and always very fashionable.
Although a brunette, her hair was dyed blonde which brought out her crystal blue eyes and dazzling smile. She was not pretty in a drop dead gorgeous way, yet her beauty resonated in a much more memorable way. Her hair, eyes and smile drew you in and captivated you, even while contradicting her slightly high pitched valley girl voice. In every way, she was an oxymoron which drew me to her more than most girls I found attractive over the years in my classroom.
The past couple weeks I had noticed a new shift in Sarah's dress and demeanour. She wore skirts or dresses every day, her breasts seemed to be accentuated by her dresses, blouses or tight sweaters, her large breasts, something I hadn't noticed before, plus she wore nylons every day. Unknown to her, or so I thought at the time, she had become a constant distraction to my teaching and the constant focus of my masturbation sessions.
She would dangle her heels on her toes, distracting me as I watched it like a hypnotist's watch. Or she would slide her stocking-clad foot in and out of her heels which would cause me to lose my focus mid-sentence and stammer as I tried to teach.
I had twice in the past three days masturbated at my desk at lunch, my desk thankfully hidden from view from the classroom door, each time imagining submitting to this sexy, sweet, intoxicating young woman.
In the end, she was an intriguing enigma, just thinking of her kept my pussy constantly wet, but I never thought it would go any further until the day it did.
On a Friday, a day when teaching was at a minimum, the weather finally becoming nice and the May long holiday about to start, my life changed forever. Fifteen minutes after the bell rang, the school would be like a ghost town as students and teachers alike headed to the lake for the beginning of summer in Canada.
To my surprise, Sarah asked in the morning if she could meet me after school to ask a couple questions about the psychology essay she was writing. Her topic was women in positions of authority and the psychological impact of it...something very intriguing I thought.
I joked, glancing down at her red painted toenails in beige nylons out of her heels, "Shouldn't you be going to the lake with your friends for the weekend?"
She shrugged, wiggling her toes, "I'm staying home this weekend to test my psychological theory."
"How interesting," I said, curious what kind of testing she planned to do.
As she stood up, sliding her feet back into her heels, which I watched too intensely, she added, her tone ominous, unlike any I had heard from her before, "Oh trust me, it is VERY interesting."
"I can't wait to see where you're going with your theory," I said, expecting a thoughtful paper from her.
"Actually, you are a test case," she added, slipping her foot out of her heel again, as if knowing she was distracting me.
"I am, am I?" I questioned, playfully, curious how I fit into her paper, as I glanced down at her nylon-clad feet.
"Oh, in a big way," she smiled, slipping her foot back into her heel, before saying, in her usual cheerful bubbly manner, "See you after school."
"Sounds good," I added, deciding to text my husband that I may be late and for him to be home when the children arrived home from school.
The rest of the day dragged by, like the last day of school before a break always seems to, students and teachers alike restless and ready for a long weekend away from school.
I was at my desk packing up a few papers to grade over the weekend, although only if the weather ended up keeping us in the house, when Sarah came in. Oddly, she closed the door.
I asked, "So, what can I do for you, Sarah?"
I need you to answer a few questions for me very honestly," she said, sitting at a desk in the front row, directly in front of me.
"I'm an open slate," I smiled, not remotely ready for the questions she was about to ask.
She pulled open a pad of paper and asked, "When was the last time you masturbated?"
"Pardon! Why would you even ask such a question?" I gasped, surprised at the question and embarrassed to admit it was actually at lunch today, while thinking of submitting to her in my classroom. Strangely, many of my fantasies started just like this...alone in my classroom with just a student and me.
"My paper really shifted in focus the more I researched. I know it theoretically isn't appropriate for high school writing, but all my research led me to look into the role of women in authority and the natural role of sexual submission that often correlates with positions of authority," she explained, slipping her stocking-clad feet out of her heels.
"Really?" I asked, hearing her, but staring at her feet.
"Yes, for example, most women in positions of authority at work, like lawyers, doctors and teachers," she continued, stressing the word 'teachers', "look for and crave sexual submission outside of their professional life...needing to let go of the high levels of stress that impact their lives during the work day."
Oddly, her words were definitely true for me. I am very firm and have a reputation as an excellent, no-nonsense teacher who is also compassionate and dedicated to student learning. Yet, at home in the bedroom, I am very submissive to my husband and my writings on Literotica are predominantly stories of submissive women. Still, my response back was to feign denial. "That seems like a rather ludicrous conclusion."
"Oh I have a lot of evidence," she said confidently, stretching her legs out and wiggling her toes.
Again I was distracted by her stocking-clad legs and feet, not yet catching on that I was being played like a puppet...Pavlov's dog theory working in her favour. "Like what?" I asked, curious, even though I should have ended the conversation right then and there.
"Interviews with professional women, professional test studies and my own personal case tests," she continued.
"Well, I look forward to reading your paper," I said, curious as to where her research went...maybe would help explain my own contradictory persona from the classroom to the bedroom.
"So when did you last masturbate?" She repeated.
"I'm not comfortable with answering that type of question, Sarah," I said, suddenly uneasy with the conversation and her tone.
"Jasmine, you're one of my test cases I need an answer," she revealed.
"Excuse me?" I asked, although it had become shockingly clear that she was playing me.
"I know how you look at me, Jasmine, and I know exactly what you want," she revealed, a confidence in her unlike any I had seen before as she stood up.
Trying to remain in control of the situation, even as I could feel it slipping away, I said firmly, "You shouldn't call me Jasmine, Sarah. I am Mrs. Walker to you."
As she sat on top of her desk, crossing her legs, her skirt riding up high enough to show that what I had assumed to be pantyhose were actually thigh highs, she continued, ignoring my protest, "For example, Jasmine," she continued, stressing my name, "I know you have a fetish for nylons."
"I do not," I countered, even as I continued taking lengthy glimpses of her nylon-clad legs and feet, as I wondered how obvious I must have been for her to know that.
"Denial is another symptom of the women in my authority theory, their difficulty in accepting themselves," she continued.
"How so?" I asked, both looking for a way to poke holes in her seemingly logical theory and curious to see if she could continue to be right about my split personality.
"Women like you are strong-willed, determined and passionate," she said, her leg swinging back and forth like a pendulum, pulling my gaze away from her eyes constantly. She continued, "Yet, this work lifestyle is exhausting and once you're at home you want to just let go, don't you Jasmine?"
I shrugged with a playful smile, pulling my eyes away from her legs and back to her eyes, "Of course. A good bubble bath and a glass of wine does wonders."
"Oh, that works for temporary relief of stress," she agreed, uncrossing and re-crossing her legs in what seemed to be slow motion.
I tried not to watch, not to get drawn into the seduction I was now realizing I had become a part of. But the magnetic pull was impossible to resist...my fetish, my inherent submissiveness, overriding my morals and professional ethics.
She continued, her tone having a hint of amusement at my weakness, "But in the end, almost all these prototypical psychological women need sexual submission to become truly free of the intense pressure of their day to day lives."
"I-I-I need to g-g-go," I stammered, standing up, knowing I was no longer in control of this situation, my pussy wet with need and my own moral dignity weakening at the thought of submission to this beautiful, sexy, exotic, seductive young lady.
"Sit down, Jasmine," she ordered, firmly.
Startled by her strong firm voice, so unlike her usual bubbly tone, I obeyed...pussy juice leaking into my panties as I sat.
"Good girl," she purred, her tone not as condescending as one might think and yet making my pussy even wetter.
"This has gone too far," I tried to protest.
"What has?" She asked innocently.
"This," I said, not able to put into words anything more profound.
"You still haven't answered my first simple question," she pointed out.
"At lunch," I admitted frustratingly.
"Was it about me?" She asked, her tone dripping with sexual intent.
"Yes," I whispered, embarrassed that she seemed to see right through my hard exterior.
"Are you submissive in the bedroom?" She asked.
"Sarah, that is completely inappropriate," I protested, although this whole conversation was inappropriate.
"Answer the question, Jasmine," she ordered.
"Sarah, please," I weakly protested, even as my cunt leaked and my mind wandered back to her long, nylon-clad legs.
"Do you want to see some of my research?" She asked, continuing to ignore my protests.
"I guess," I shrugged, trying to act nonchalant.
She stood up, bent over, giving me a long look of her well curved ass and amazingly toned legs, grabbed a binder from her backpack and handed it to me.
She remained standing in front of me as, my hands trembling, I opened the binder. I gasped at the title: Mrs. Walker's submissive tendencies. As I read the observations made about me by a student I felt my cheeks burn red in shame. Was I that transparent? Did others notice my unhealthy obsession with Sarah and my fetish for nylons? What was Sarah going to do with this knowledge? I could be fired.

May 5th-May 14th
1. Checked out my legs several times per class.
2. Looked at me more when I dangled my heel on my foot.
3. ALWAYS looked down at my feet every time I dropped my heel to the floor...even when in mid-sentence.
4. Seemed to attempt to not look down at my legs while teaching, but still took quick glances as she tried to maintain eye contact with the class.
5. Oddly, didn't seem to really notice my breasts even when I wore tight fitting outfits that really accentuated them. However, in the past couple of days, she did take a second look when my cleavage became much more ample.
Conclusion:
Ms. Walker has a nylon fetish and although married will likely submit to a powerful young woman, particularity if the young woman is wearing nylons.

"Is my conclusion correct?" she asked, even though her tone implied she was already confident she knew the answer.
"It's not that black and white," I tried to counter.
"It isn't?" She asked, moving around to my side of the desk, before sitting on my desk and crossing her legs, her right stocking-clad foot now a couple inches from me.
"I just was always intrigued by your diverse fashion sense," I defended, which was true, as I desperately tried to not look at her foot.
"So you don't have a nylon fetish?" she asked.
"My husband does," I explained, the temptation strong to touch her foot and see if it was real silk like I thought it was.
"I don't think he is the only one," she assessed correctly.
I had no good answer to her words so I remained silent, finally glancing down at her nylon-clad foot.
"Go ahead, Jasmine, massage my foot," she offered.
My mind on cruise control, I took her foot in both hands, instantly confirming I was correct...the nylons were expensive silk.
"Good girl," she purred.
I couldn't believe how soft her nylons and foot were, a fantasy many years in the making now finally occurring.
After a moment, she offered, "Go ahead and kiss my foot, Jasmine."
I hesitated. I wanted to obey. Yet, I knew this was crossing a line, although drooling over her in class and massaging her foot had already clearly crossed the moral line between teacher and student.
"Now, Jasmine," she ordered, her tone shifting from soft and sweet to firm.
Feeling completely at her mercy, my will power non-existent, instead of resisting, my submissive DNA to obey and serve took over. I leaned forward and kissed her foot.
"Good girl," she again approved, which only enhanced my eagerness to obey. I continued kissing her foot, then I began taking each toe in my mouth and sucking it like a tiny cock. After sucking each toe, I licked the sole of her foot, the taste of nylon and her natural sweat a salty treat.
She laughed, "That tickles. Does my pet teacher want my other foot?"
Being called 'pet teacher' sent a chill down my back as I briefly recalled actually writing a story called "Pet Teacher", which became my first popular lesbian series (well, that and "Bedding the Babysitter"). I looked up, my mind preoccupied with pleasuring her foot, and I briefly lost where I was. "Yes," I whispered, coming back to reality, and wanting to replicate the same thorough attention to her other foot...equilibrium or balance being important to me. For example, if my husband sucked my left nipple, he sure as hell better suck on my right nipple too. I would obsess with the neglect if it didn't happen and not be able to enjoy myself.
I waited impatiently as she crossed her legs. She began to change legs, but then said, "Stand up, pet teacher."
"Okay," I obeyed, standing up, nervous yet curious where this was going.
She got off the desk and moved her hand under my dress and directly to my really damp panties. "Look at you Jasmine. You're soaking wet; you are a teacher slut. You want it badly, don't you?"
I moaned, her words, name-calling and touch driving me crazy, "Oh, God, Sarah, we can't do this here."
Ignoring my feigned protest, she kissed me. My knees wobbled on contact and I melted into her, kissing her back with the reckless hunger of a teenager kissing for the first time.
Breaking the kiss, she said, her tone showing disappointment, "For such a nylon lover, I am surprised you wear pantyhose instead of thigh highs. An eager submissive slut like you should always have her cunt easily accessible, don't you think?"
Being called a slut by my best student should have been a slap in the face, but instead only enhanced my natural desire to please. I answered, "I often do wear thigh highs to school. But today's dress was a little too short to hide them."
"Starting Tuesday, I expect my pet teacher to always be in thigh highs," she said, her finger tracing my pussy lips through my panties and pantyhose.
"Okaaaaaaay," I agreed in a moan, her fingers teasing me relentlessly.
Removing her hand from underneath my dress, she sat in my chair. "Ooh, this is very comfortable. Is this the chair you masturbated in today?"
"Yes," I admitted, my cheeks already so red with shame and excitement, I doubted they could get any redder.
"On your knees, Jasmine," she ordered.
I had heard these words many times...although for the past twelve years it was by my husband and it always meant I was about to suck cock and swallow a load of his cum (except on the rare occasion when we were in a different city or country, when he liked to give me a facial and have me walk around the bar, restaurant, mall or beach with his cum on my face.
I had also written these words in the majority of my stories at the key plot point where the prey submits to her or his predator and to his or her own submissive tendencies.



Becoming like a character from one of my stories, I obeyed, dropping to my knees, in my own classroom, beside my desk and in front of one of my students.
She moved her foot to my mouth and I replicated the eager thorough attention I had already given her other foot.
As I did, she continued her questioning of me. "Do you like being called names?"
"Pardon?" I asked, not really hearing the question as I focused on sucking her beautifully manicured toes.
"Do you like being called slut, bitch, whore, etc?" she reworded.
"Sometimes," I admitted, figuring I was too far gone into her psychoanalysis and submission to not answer her questions truthfully.
"When?" She asked.
"In the heat of the moment of submission," I answered.
"Why?"
"It's like you said earlier, I suppose. All day I have to be in charge and once I get home and the kids are in bed and the grading is done, I just want to let go," I admitted.
"You want to be a slut?" She clarified.
Deciding to just be as frank as possible, I answered, "I want to be a complete slut. To be my husband's full service plaything to be fuuu."
"You can swear in front of me, Jasmine," she said. "I do plan to make you my full service plaything, my personal teacher fuck toy."
Hearing her say fuck was at first surreal based on her polite manner before today and yet it also broke the last barrier holding me back from complete submission...since she had made her intentions crystal clear. "Yes, dammit, I want to be a fuck toy, a cum bucket, a pussy slave, a submissive slut who obeys without hesitation," I rattled off freely all the names I had fantasized and written about in my stories.
"Do you call him Master?" She asked, her facial expression, as I looked up, not showing any surprise at all by my dirty declaration.
"Sometimes," I nodded, as I lifted her foot up slightly so I could lick the sole.
"So theoretically, I would beeeee?" She asked, not finishing the sentence...obviously wanting me to say it.
"My Mistress," I finished, the words flowing off my tongue smoothly.
"Good pet," she said softly. "Is my pet horny?"
"Yes, Mistress Sarah," I quickly answered, my mouth watering with anticipation of tasting her cunt...a long held fantasy of eating a student tantalizingly close.
"Does my pet want to come?" She asked.
"Yes, Mistress Sarah," I nodded, liking how easily the words 'Mistress Sarah' flowed out of me.
"Does my pet want a treat?" She asked, opening her legs wide, revealing she was sans underwear.
"Yes, Mistress," I repeated, willing to do anything to please her...as I was completely intoxicated by her allure and powerful personality.
Just as I was about to commit the ultimate sin of my profession, the intercom came on, bringing me instantly back to the reality of where I was and what I was doing.
"Mrs. Walker, if you are still in the building, you have a phone call on line three," our secretary announced.
I quickly stood up rattled as Sarah, legs still open, suggested, "You should probably get that."
I went to the phone near the door and answered it.
"Hello, Mrs. Walker speaking," I said, glancing over to my desk where Sarah was writing in her notebook.
"Hi, honey, I tried you on your cell but you didn't answer," my husband said.
"Oh, it's still on vibrate in my purse," I explained, sensing immediately that my husband calling seconds before I was going to sexually submit to a student was a sign that I wasn't supposed to do it.
"Just wanted to know if you wanted to meet up at Chantis for supper," he said, before adding, "I got a babysitter for the night."
"Sure," I agreed, my husband a very thoughtful man...knowing that it had been a long month with him gone in the oil fields a lot lately, making me often a single parent.
"How long will you be?" He asked.
"Not long," I answered, glancing back at my desk where Sarah was watching me with an eyebrow raised.
"Meet you there in an hour," he offered.
"Sounds perfect," I agreed.
"Love you," he said, another reminder of the betrayal I had almost committed.
"Love you too," I replied, thankful that he had called exactly when he had.
Hanging up, Sarah asked, "Plans with hubby?"
"Supper with him. He got a babysitter for the kids," I answered, hoping that would be the hint that this was as far as we were going to go.
"How sweet," she smiled. "Then you'd better hurry," not catching onto my hint.
"Sarah, I'm married," I pointed out, still at the door.
"Is that enough for you?" She asked.
It was a strange question to be asked. Yes, he made me happy as a husband and when he was home he brought me sexual satisfaction unlike any man I had ever been with...yet he couldn't possibly fulfill the growing obsession I had to be with a woman...to taste a cunt. I answered, lying, "Of course he is."
She laughed, "You're a terrible actress, Jasmine. Now get back over here."
"We can't do this," I said firmly.
She sighed. "Oh, another bout with denial. Jasmine, you are who you are...you can't deny it no matter how much you try."
"Denial about what?" I asked.
"Do you find me attractive?" Sarah asked, standing up.
"Yes, but that doesn't make this right," I answered.
"Do you fantasize about serving me sexually?" Sarah continued, as she walked to me.
"Yes, but fantasy is not reality," I pointed out.
Reaching me, she smiled, her voice sultry, "But it can be."
"Please, Sarah, we can't do this," I said, my husband's phone call like a cold shower of reality.
She sighed, "Look, I know you want this. No, no, you need this. And I want another pet teacher."
"Another?" I asked, the revelation surprising and yet instantly I had two mixed contradictory feelings:
Relief: Thank God I'm not the only one!
Jealousy: who else is vying for this beautiful young domme?
"Yes, and I bet she would eagerly replace you between my legs...she is a very eager teacher slut," Sarah said, compounding the mystery.
"Who?" I asked, dying to know who else submitted to Sarah's charms and who else I would possibly be competing against...forgetting my moral resistance to the betrayal of my wedding vows.
"Knees now," she ordered, not answering my question.
I protested, "Someone can see us."
"Crawl back to your position on your knees beside your desk then," she suggested.
When I didn't immediately respond, she sighed heavily, "This is your last chance, Jasmine. If you won't submit like a good pet and eat my cunt, I am sure Ms. Shannon will eagerly do it."
Ms. Shannon, Carol, was a complete bitch who I disliked immensely. She was a lot younger than me. A diva who thought she was better than everyone else and was engaged to marry some big shot attorney this summer. She desperately tried to be cool with the students and really had never grown up.
My facial expression must have given away my dislike for her as Sarah asked, "What? You don't like Ms. Shannon?"
"Not really," I admitted.
She put her hands on my shoulders and guided me back onto my knees...my brittle resistance shattered completely.
She moved her finger under her dress, slipped it inside her cunt, pumped it in and out for a few seconds directly in front of me before pulling it out, coated in her wetness and moving it to my lips, "A sample for my pet teacher."
Her scent was enticing and without even thinking about it, I opened my mouth and sucked the juices from her finger. Any lingering doubts of my desire to taste pussy, to submit to her, faded with the thought of tasting her tantalizing nectar directly from the source.
"So who is eating my cunt, you or Ms. Shannon?" She asked, looking down at me, even though I imagine she already knew my answer.
"Me," I quickly answered, determined suddenly to be a better pet than Carol.
"Good answer, my pet," she smiled down at me before turning around and returning to my desk.
I glanced up to my door window, realizing the past minute of being on my knees could have been witnessed, before I scurried out of view and towards my desk.
Reaching Sarah, her legs spread open again, I stopped at her feet, like a loyal puppy, waiting for encouragement.
"Does my pet teacher want to eat her student's cunt?" She asked.
"Yes, Mistress Sarah," I nodded, looking directly at her inviting shaved pussy.
"Does my pet teacher want to be my slut?" She questioned.
"Yes, Mistress Sarah," I agreed, willing to do whatever she said to get another taste of her pussy.
"Go ahead, Jasmine, begin your journey into lesbian submission," she offered.
I didn't need to be told twice as I leaned forward between her legs and began licking, my fantasy, as she had said earlier, becoming a reality.
"That's it, Mrs. Walker, lick my cunt," she moaned, reminding me of my married status.
Yet, at the moment, I wasn't a teacher, a mother or a wife. I was a submissive lesbian, a pet teacher, a hungry slut that aimed to please...to serve.
As I explored her cunt with my tongue, I couldn't believe how wet she was. Apparently she was as turned on thinking of me submitting to her as I was with the possibility of serving her. I also couldn't believe how intoxicating her scent was or how amazing her pussy tasted...like the first time I tasted chocolate, I knew I would crave this the rest of my life.
"You are a natural, Jasmine," Sarah moaned as I parted her pussy lips with my tongue and tried to fuck her with it. "A natural pussy pleaser."
Hearing her moan, hearing her words of encouragement, I wanted to make her cum, to hear her scream, to prove I was a better pet than that diva bitch...to be the best pussy pleaser I could be. I always strived to be the best at everything I did: teaching, parenting and writing...now I wanted to add perfect pussy pleaser to the list.
I swirled my tongue around her clit, purposely teasing her like my husband teased me, sensing that eventually she would beg for clit attention like I always did. After a couple of minutes of teasing and probing I felt her hands on my head as she ordered, "Suck my clit, Jassssssmine."
Her tone told me she was close, so I focused on her clit, flicking it relentlessly with my tongue. Each flick made her legs twitch and her moans increase, when I knew she was close to orgasmic bliss, I wrapped my lips around her clit and sucked it between my lips.
"Fuuuuuuck," she screamed, grabbing my head and holding me deep into her pussy, loud enough to alert anyone in the building as her cum squirted out of her like the gush from a broken water spout. I eagerly lapped her cum as my face was coated with her sweet wetness.
Letting my head go, I kept licking her juices, my face feeling drenched with wetness.
"You're a quick learner," she said, between breaths.
"Better than Ms. Shannon?" I asked, wanting instant recognition of superiority.
"I think I will keep the comparisons to myself for now," she smiled.
"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, disappointed to not get immediate approval, wiping my eyes that were wet with pussy juice.
Looking down at me, she smiled, "Sorry, I'm a squirter."
"I thought squirting was a myth," I said.
"Well, your face proves it isn't," she smiled, before asking, "Does my pet teacher want to come?"
Forgetting about meeting my husband in under an hour, my desire to get off now all that mattered, I answered, "Yes please, Mistress Sarah."
Sarah opened my desk and pulled out a pair of scissors. "Lift up your dress."
I stood up and obeyed. I watched, frozen like a statue, as she first cut a hole in the crotch of my pantyhose. She then, to my surprise, cut my panties off and tossed them on my desk. "Sluts of mine don't wear panties," she announced.
"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, already wondering what it would feel like to teach a class without underwear.
"So how badly do you want to come, my pet teacher?" She asked, crossing her legs.
"I have never wanted or needed to come more," I admitted.
"You understand this isn't a one-time thing," she revealed.
I hadn't thought past this one encounter, yet I couldn't fathom not tasting her again. So I nodded, "I understand, Mistress Sarah."
"You will meet me whenever and wherever I call for you, will dress as I instruct you and you will call me Mistress Sarah whenever we are alone," she explained, still looking down at me.
"Yes, Mistress, but please understand I have two young children and am often alone with them," I pointed out, not wanting to disappoint her later and pointing out her expectations may be impossible.
"Good point," she nodded. "I will make sure to give you time to get daycare or even provide daycare for you."
"You'd provide daycare for me?" I asked, surprised.
"You and Ms. Shannon are not my only sluts," she revealed, again making me curious.
"Who else?" I asked.
"There are a few," she smiled. "I seem to have the ability to entice straight girls and women to cross to the other side."
"So you do," I smiled back, utterly smitten with her.
"Straddle my foot and fuck yourself to orgasm, Mrs. Walker," she ordered.
"Really?" I asked, expecting her to lick me.
"I don't eat cunt, Jasmine. I just like the power I have over women like you," she revealed, before adding, "although I do like a nice hard cock in my mouth."
I shook my head, "You're really an enigma."
"As were you," she smiled, adding, "before I pulled you out of the depths of vanilla and into the colourful world of submission. Now straddle my foot, you have dinner with the hubby, don't you?"
"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, to both the question and the order. I stood up, awkwardly straddled her foot, my back to her, and grabbing her ankle, slowly lowered my fevered cunt onto her nylon-clad toes...another fantasy I had written about in a couple of my stories (most recently in one of the three 'Catching Mommy' alternate endings).
"Fuck yourself on my foot, my pet teacher," she said from behind me.
Although awkward, I began grinding my pussy back and forth on her nylon-clad foot. The act was so submissive, and I was so horny from all that had transpired, it didn't take long before I felt my orgasm begin to rise.
"Are you going to come on my foot?" she asked, as she squeezed my ass.
"Yeeeessss," I whimpered, trying to get more of her foot in my cunt.
"Tell me what you are," she ordered.
"Your sluuuut," I moaned, feeling completely free announcing it.
"And you will always be a good pet?" she asked.
"Yessssss," I agreed, rubbing my pussy furiously on her foot.
"Come, slut, come like the submissive pet you are," she ordered.
"Kkkkkkkk," I whimpered, so close, continuing to grind my cunt on her foot.
A moment later, my orgasm refusing to break through me, regardless of how hard I ground against her, she said, "Bend over the desk, slut."
I quickly obeyed, watching as she grabbed an empty plastic pop bottle from my desk and, moving behind me, slid it inside my cunt.
"Fuuuuuuuuck!" I screamed, as she began fucking me with the pop bottle.
Filling my cunt, widening it, it didn't take long, fifteen to thirty seconds, of being fucked by the bottle, and I came. "I'm comiiiiiiiiiiing!"
I closed my eyes and just allowed the intense orgasm to course through me with the intensity of a 1000 fires.
Pulling the bottle out of my cunt, Sarah said, "You are one hot teacher slut."
"Thank you," I weakly replied, the compliment embarrassing.
She walked around to the desk she was sitting at an hour ago, hopped onto it, rolled the stocking that I didn't ride off her leg and wordlessly shoved it into her cunt, the whole stocking disappearing completely. She then slowly, as I watched intensely, pulled it back out. Once it was all back out, she walked over to me and put the stocking in my mouth.
As I instinctively sucked on her juices in the sheer nylon, she returned to the desk and did the exact same thing to the other stocking.
Pulling it out of her shaved cunt, she said, "Take your pantyhose off, Mrs. Walker."
Standing up, my knees still feeling like jello, I obeyed, keeping her stocking in my mouth, unsure what her plan was.
Tossing me the other stocking, she ordered "Put these on."
"Really?" I asked, taking the other stocking out of my mouth.
"I want you to be thinking of me all night while you are with your husband," she smiled.
"Okay," I nodded tentatively, sitting on the top of my desk and putting a very wet silk stocking on my leg.
As she grabbed her bag, she pulled out her phone and said, "Pose."
I froze and before I could speak, the stocking halfway up my leg, she snapped a photo.
"For prosperity's sake," she smiled. "Although you should definitely do your make-up...you look like you just ate a pussy."
"Please delete that photo," I pleaded, finishing putting on the first wet stocking...wondering if my husband would be able to smell Sarah's scent on my new nylons.
"I could be fired," I pointed out, the sentence clearly way too after-the-fact.
"Then be a good obedient girl and no one will ever know that underneath your conservative teacher attire is an eager, submissive, pussy pleasing slut," she said, putting her phone back in her purse.
"Okay, but please keep this our secret," I requested, putting on the second stocking, somehow feeling like both a good girl for obeying and, conversely, a bad girl for my sinful behaviour.
"Girl guide's honour," she smiled, grabbing her bag and coming to me.
"You were a girl guide?" I asked.
"A girl guide mother was my first pet," she revealed, as she kissed me.
I again melted into her kiss, feeling a longing to be with her I hadn't felt since I first met my husband.
Breaking the kiss, she said, pulling out her phone and quickly typing something, "Enter your cell number, my pet."
I grabbed the phone and saw that she had named me 'Pet-teacher'. I typed in my number and asked, "What is MS. Shannon's nickname?"
"Dumb bitch pet," she revealed, which made me giddy inside.
"That she is," I agreed, the new stockings on as I stood up and slipped into my heels.
"I think you two have a lot more in common than you would like to believe," she smiled, turning and starting to walk away. At the door, she stopped, turned and added, "At least psychologically speaking that is."
THE END
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Chris, a married straight man, is stuck at the airport when his flight is delayed. While waiting at the bar he is slyly seduced by a younger man. After submitting to him in a restroom stall, he must complete seven humiliating tasks to get his wedding ring back.
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COCKSUCKER: Crossdressing
I woke up in a sweat from the most surreal dream I had ever experienced. I have had many sex dreams in my life but they usually consisted of hot celebrities, Dallas Cowgirl cheerleaders or Hooters waitresses, but this one had me sucking a stranger's cock.
As I became more alert, my eyes went wide as I realized the crazy dream was no dream at all. I had actually done it...I had sucked three strangers' cocks, had given my wedding ring to a stranger, and had committed to doing seven tasks of humiliating obedience to get it back. I had already gotten through two, but still had five more to go.
Looking at the clock, I saw that the alarm was going to go off in three more minutes, so I shut it off and jumped in the shower as I recalled yesterday and all the sin I had committed. I was mortified by my weakness, stunned by my eagerness and alarmed by the tumbling dominoes of consequences that had transpired because of one day of bad decisions. I decided yesterday was an anomaly and I was going to pretend it didn't happen.
I got dressed, had an overpriced breakfast at the hotel restaurant and was heading to the first keynote address, thankful I had gotten a room at the conference hotel, when my phone buzzed.
I checked it:
cocksucker,
Ready for task three?
A chill went up my spine at the simple sentence. Using all the will I had, the need to respond shockingly strong, I put my phone back in my pocket without answering and headed to the auditorium for our first keynote speaker.
Just as I reached the auditorium, I saw Kevin, my boss, who was chatting with someone whose back was to me.
Kevin waved me over and I went to join the conversation. Just as I arrived, the gentleman conversing with him turned and my whole body faded of colour. The man Kevin was talking to was the man I had given head to last night in his hotel room.
He recognized me immediately but didn't say anything as Kevin introduced us, shocking me to my core.
"Chris, this is my dad, James. He drove up from San Diego to see me," Kevin revealed.
I stammered, raising my hand to shake his, all the while thinking 'I sucked your dad's cock last night', "H-h-hi Mr. Carson, nice to meet you. Kevin has told me a lot about you," which was true. His dad had overcome cancer two years ago, just in time to watch his wife die of cancer herself. I imagined I was the first one to touch his cock since his wife.
James squeezed my hand firmly, "It is a pleasure to meet you," stressing the word 'pleasure'.
"How long are you in town?" I asked, praying it was just for today.
"All week," James said, "hanging with Kevin a bit, doing a little sightseeing, and maybe trying new things," he finished while looking directly into my eyes.
Kevin added, "Yes, tell him Chris. To live it up, be reckless."
"I was rather reckless last night," James said.
"Sure you were," Kevin said. "What did you do after we left the bar? Stay up past eleven?"
"I was up until around then," he shrugged, the innuendo aimed at me. It was around eleven when I'd left his room after taking a load of his cum in my mouth.
Kevin said, "Oh shit, I need to meet Amy. Chris, please entertain my dad for a few minutes."
My face flushed at how I had already entertained his dad. "Will do," I nodded, even as Kevin walked away.
James said, "You're a very good entertainer."
"I'm so sorry, Mr. Carson," I said, mortified that the one stranger I sucked in this whole hotel was my boss's father.
"Sorry?" He asked. "I had forgotten what it was like to get head."
"I don't usually do that," I said, which was true.
"Well, I am hoping you do it again," he said.
"But your son is my boss," I pointed out.
"He said to entertain me. You would just be doing as you were instructed," he said.
"I don't think he meant for me to give you head," I countered.
"Semantics," he shrugged. "Actually, I think you should entertain me now."
"What? No," I said, even as my stupid mouth began to water, constantly betraying me.
"As I recall, you declared yourself a cocksucker and a real cocksucker doesn't say no," he said. "There is a bathroom on the third floor. Meet me there in five minutes," he ordered, before adding, "cocksucker."
My hunger to submit and obey apparently much deeper going far beyond just Gary, I nodded, "Yes, sir."
"Good," he said and left towards the elevators.
I took the stairs, wondering how I kept getting myself into a deeper more complex mess.
Reaching the third floor, I saw James enter the bathroom, and I followed suit. The bathroom was empty except for the two of us.
"Hurry up, cocksucker," James said. "We can't miss the opening speech."
"Yes, sir," I obeyed, hurrying into the last stall. James already had his cock out and I, after locking the door, dropped to my knees and took it in my mouth.
"Oh yeah, cocksucker, I bet Kevin would love to have his own personal cocksucker at work when he needed to relieve some stress and shoot a load," James said, as I bobbed back and forth on his cock. The thought petrified me, my job now officially at risk. Yet, the thought of being under Kevin's desk, sucking his cock, while he was on the phone or in a meeting popped into my head and turned me on even more.
"I bet you would love to be at the podium during the keynote speech sucking the speaker's cock while he spoke to a whole room of suits, wouldn't you?" He asked.
The idea was silly, but instantly I imagined doing exactly that. The opening speaker, William Hedge, was a black man and I instantly wondered if all the stereotypes were true.
"Here comes my cum," he said, this time grabbing my head with his hands and fucking my face. The feeling of his balls hitting my chin as he face-fucked me only enhanced my submission. My cock was dying for release from the rough treatment and naughty talk as he shot a load of his seed down my throat.
Pulling out, he patted my head and said, "Thanks, cocksucker."
For some reason wanting to shock him, I said, "Thanks for fucking my face and coming down my throat."
"Ever taken it in the ass, cocksucker?" He asked, putting his cock away.
"No sir," I answered quickly.
"Too bad. I think you would make a very cute faggot," he said, before walking out and leaving me still on my knees.
The word 'faggot' was a slap in the face for some reason. Cocksucker turned me on, but faggot made me feel gay. I shook my head at the absurdity of my own thoughts as I got up and made my way back to the auditorium.
I had felt my phone vibrate a few times while on my knees, so I checked my messages. They were all from Gary.
cocksucker
I don't like waiting.
cocksucker
I think you like being punished
cocksucker
I think maybe I should call your wife...her name is Laura isn't it?
cocksucker
Or maybe better yet your son. I believe he goes to my college. Is he a cocksucker too?
The threats making my stomach queasy, I quickly texted back:
MASTER G
Sorry sir, my mouth was full...of cock. The stranger I sucked yesterday is my boss's dad. Anyways, suffice to say, he just took advantage of this newfound knowledge to blow his load in my mouth in a bathroom. I will always obey and answer!!!
I kept walking to the auditorium and took my seat just as the day got started.
Of course, that is when the next text came:
cocksucker,
Task 3: Go to a lingerie store and buy yourself the following....
The text ended there. I was nervous at what he was expecting but also curious. I vaguely listened to all the generic introductions as I kept waiting for the rest of the expectations.
I was about to text that I didn't get the rest of his text when I got another one. It was from my wife, and I felt a huge rush of disappointment.
Love you.
It was sweet and usually I would have smiled, but waiting for the rest of my task from Gary was all I wanted.
I quickly texted back:
Keynote speaker talking...love u 2
 I waited ten more minutes, anxiety building at the waiting for the unknown...before another text finally came:
6 pairs of pink panties. At least one should be a thong and another should have girly flowers on them.
I couldn't believe that was what was expected. Did he expect me to wear them?
I tried to focus on the keynote speaker, who was apparently funny based on all the laughter around me, yet I couldn't concentrate on his voice. Then another text came:
Three pairs of pantyhose in different colors. They must be real silk.
Then another text:
A matching bra.
Then another text:
You will try these on and ask a worker there how you look in them. You will tell them your Master wants you to look like a girl.
My cock was rock hard, my face pale and my mind spinning. There was no way I could do this.
Then another text:
You should also buy a pair of thigh high stockings for easy access to that man cunt of yours.
'Man cunt'? Did he plan to fuck me eventually? I couldn't fathom his massive cock fitting into me. The idea, ludicrous and disgusting less than twenty-four hours ago, suddenly seemed possible and slightly erotic.
Then another text:
You will wear the bra, panties and pantyhose under your clothing the rest of the conference. You will sleep in them as well. You are no longer a man. You are a cocksucker...a girl...a slut...a bitch...a whore...so dress like one.
I gave up trying to listen to the keynote as I tried to come to grips with not only the task ordered, but the obvious future expectations for me and my raging hard-on as I read the derogatory terms. I also shivered at the thought that this was only task 3.
Another text came a few minutes later:
Of course, I expect a picture sent to me of you dressed as my girl.
The keynote eventually ended and I figured that until I finished this task I would not be able to focus. I was having supper with Kevin, as planned before the trip, and whoever else he invited (I prayed his father wasn't one of them), so I couldn't complete the task after the sessions for the day were over. So I skipped my next session and Googled lingerie stores on my phone. There was actually one just a few blocks from where I was and I decided to go for a walk and enjoy the fresh air.
As I was walking and enjoying the scenery of downtown San Francisco, I got another text. I eagerly pulled it out only to see it was my wife again. I loved my wife, but the strange sense of disappointment I felt when it wasn't Gary was strange.
I clicked on the message:
Hope you are not just sitting around listening to boring presentations. Be a risk-taker baby. Do something that isn't you...skip a session and do something fun.
I smiled at how strangely parallel her texts and words were to what was actually currently happening.
I texted back:
Oh, I am really living it up here.
Reaching the lingerie store, I took a deep breath and walked in. The store was relatively empty, with a couple women giggling while looking at sex toys. I went straight to the clothing section and was instantly overwhelmed with the massive selection of panties to choose from.
 I was there less than a minute when a very pretty redhead, who couldn't be more than twenty, asked, "May I help you, sir?"
"Um, I need to buy six pairs of pink panties. At least one needs to be a thong and at least one must have girly flowers on them," I answered, the words sounding as absurd out loud as they did when I first read them.
"Oh, okay," she said. "That is a very specific order."
Deciding to just get the awkward part out of the way, I said, thankful I was in San Francisco, "It is what my Master instructed I get."
"Oh, they are for you then?" She asked, not acting surprised. Again, thank God I was in San Francisco.
"Yes, ma'am," I nodded, even acting subservient to a saleswomen.
She went to a table and grabbed a few pair. Handing them to me, she said, "These are our newest, silkiest panties."
"Thanks," I said, taking the variety of pink shades of panties.
"And a thong," she said, moving to another table. "Hmmm, most thongs are not made for men but I think this will work."
She handed me a fluorescent pink pair. My facial expression of the brightness must have been obvious as she apologized, "Sorry, the rest of our thongs wouldn't keep your penis in place."
"No problem, it's just very bright," I said.
"I'm sure he will love you in it," she said, talking to me like this was normal, which I suppose in San Francisco it was.
"Um, I also need a matching bra, three pairs of silk pantyhose and a pair of thigh highs," I added, figuring it would speed up the process.
"Mmmmmmm," she paused, looking me up and down. She moved to the bras and brought out a couple including one that was more of a girdle. She asked, "This may sound insulting, but is the bra to wear to humiliate you or to make you look like a girl?"
It was an embarrassing question, especially when asked by such a pretty young woman. It also was awkward because I really didn't know the answer. "I'm not sure. He did say he wanted me to look pretty and he calls me his girl."
"Well, I would suggest this pretty lace number if he just wants to make you look girlish, while I would go with this girdle that gives you breasts if he wants to transform you into a girl," she said.
"Transform me into a girl?" I repeated as a question.
"Well, he may want you to dress up as a real woman with breasts," she said, before adding, "and this will give you some very nice, voluptuous looking breasts if you had breasts forms."
"Oh my," I said, this getting crazier by the second.
"You can try it on if you wish," she offered.
"Actually, I am supposed to try on a bra, panties and pantyhose," I said.
"Oh," she said. "Well, the panties and pantyhose you would have to buy, of course, but the bra and girdle with breast forms you can try on first."
"Of course," I said.
"Go to changing room four and I will bring you some pantyhose," she instructed.
"Thank you," I said, taking my panties and other garments with me.
In the changing room, I got completely naked and looked at the tiny panties. I grabbed a pair of pink panties with little coloured flowers on them and slid them up my legs. My cock, semi-hard, was outlined completely by the tight panties. I stared at the bra and the girdle and decided to put the pink lace bra on first, I had it on my arms when the saleswoman knocked on the door.
"I'm sliding three pairs of pantyhose under the door. I would suggest the mocha coloured ones if you are wearing pink," she suggested.
"Thanks," I replied, taking the packages of pantyhose. I put them on the chair and continued to try to put on the bra. It was awkward, frustrating and, I eventually decided, impossible as although I could put it on where it should be, I couldn't come close to clasping the buckle on the back.
Leaving it half way on, I opened the package with the mocha pantyhose and sat down. This too ended up being an adventure. Eventually, after just trying to pull them on like socks, I recalled Laura bunching them up and slowly rolling them up her legs. I tried that, and eventually got them on. Once on, I couldn't resist rubbing my legs, in awe at how soft and sexy they felt, my own cock growing, struggling to get breathing room in its confined place in both panties and pantyhose.
Then there was another knock on the door. "Are you having any problems with the bra, sir?"
I laughed softly at the ridiculous contradiction of bra and sir before responding, "I can't get the bra done up."
"Open up," she said.
"Okay, I'm only in panties and pantyhose," I warned.
"Just open up," she repeated with a heavy sigh.
I opened the door, and she quickly slipped in and clasped my bra on. "I was hoping to see the girdle," she said, holding something that could best be described as breast implants.
"I'll try that on next," I replied, wanting to please her, too.
"Good, I think you will look hot with some tits. Now turn around," she said, so my back was to her.
I did, my cheeks again going red with embarrassment.
"Hmmmmm, super cute," she said. "I think, your Master will be very pleased."
"Can you take a picture of me in this for him?" I asked.
"Sure," she said, still not surprised by the surreal situation.
I pulled out my phone from my dress pants; I realized by bending down I gave her a long look at my pantyhose-clad ass. I turned around and handed it to her.
"Smile," she said, taking my phone.
I did, as she snapped a couple of pictures. "Actually, if you want a full body picture, we will have to move to the hallway."
"Um...okay," I said, not wanting anyone else to see me dressed like this or see the undeniable bulge in my panties.
"Don't worry," she said, "this is San Francisco, this isn't even a two on the shock scale here."
"Okay," I agreed, following her out of the dressing room.
"Okay," she said, "now pose like you would if he were here to see you."
Without thought, I dropped to my knees.
"Oh my," she laughed. "I was thinking just a sexy pose, but this is even hotter." She snapped a couple pictures before instructing, "Now one more with you standing up, hands on your hips and posing as if you want him to see all of you."
I did as she told me to, arms on my hips, legs spread a few feet apart and with a smile on my face as if I were a model.
"Sooooo hot," she purred, as she snapped a couple more pictures. Once done, she said, "now go and try on the girdle, and I will get you a dress and heels to go with it."
"Yes, ma'am," I nodded, both turned-on and mortified, a relatively constant contradictory sensation the past twenty-four hours.
I returned to my stall and realized I couldn't get my bra off. I sighed as I looked at the girdle. It was huge. I also realized I couldn't do it myself, so I waited for the salesgirl to return.
A couple of minutes later, she returned and said, "I am betting you couldn't get the bra off by yourself."
"No, ma'am," I admitted.
"Open up," she instructed.
I again did as she instructed and she quickly unclasped the bra. "Hand me the girdle."
She assisted me in putting it on. Once on, she grabbed the jelly looking breasts and said, "These are extra large breast forms and will give you very voluptuous, show stopping, tits."
"Okay," I said, as I was dressed up like a slutty Barbie doll.



Once I had tits, she said, "I'll take a picture for your master like this and then one with the dress and heels on."
"Um, okay," I replied, overwhelmed by how casual this whole experience was.
"Pose with a finger on your lips, like you're being flirtatiously coy," she said.
I tried what she instructed.
She laughed, "No, like this," as she posed sexily. My cock flinched and I thought to myself at least I still get turned on by a woman.
I tried to replicate her look as she took a couple more photos.
"Since your master likes pink, I brought you a very sexy pink dress and matching pink high heels. You're a size ten, right?"
"Yes," I nodded, impressed she could get my shoe size right with just a look.
She opened the door, quickly grabbed the dress and returned. "Bend down a bit, this needs to go over your head," she ordered.
I again did as I was told and she assisted putting the dress on me. Once on, she said, "A wig, you need a wig. Do you want to be a blonde?"
Not even considering the reality that I was being turned into a cross dresser, I answered, "How about a redhead?"
"Hmmmm, are you flirting with me?" She asked.
"Is it working?" I countered, completely out of character for me.
"Well, it might, but I only eat cunt," she answered, shocking the hell out of me.
"It's okay," I tried to respond casually; "I'm married anyway."
"And you have a master?" She asked.
"It's complicated," I answered.
"It always is," she shrugged. "That said, with your skin color and high cheek bones I think you would look most natural as a blonde."
"Well, they do have more fun," I joked.
"But redheads are better in bed," she quipped back, as she left me alone in my stall, mouth wide open and my cock dying for attention.
While waiting, I put on the heels and almost fell flat on my face, catching myself on the wall. My wife only wore flats and I guessed these were about four inches high and they completely threw off my balance.
She returned and asked, "Fall?"
"Almost," I answered with a soft chuckle.
"It takes practice," she said, pointing to her heels. "Now I can run in these."
"That would be fun to watch," I said, glancing towards her well-endowed chest.
She smiled, as she put the wig on me. "Wow!" She said.
"Wow, what?" I asked, suddenly feeling completely insecure.
"I may reconsider," she said.
"Reconsider what?" I asked, confused.
"With some lipstick and eye liner, you could be a girl," she said.
"Really?" I asked, suddenly feeling sexy.
"Just wait a second," she said, leaving me again. I wished there was a mirror in this room but there wasn't, which I thought strange for a dressing room.
She returned and said, "Pucker up."
"Please, no! I don't want any lipstick on," I said, that somehow seeming to make this go too far.
"Just pucker up, you know you want to," she said, ignoring my words as she moved the lipstick to my lips.
Reluctantly I obeyed, as I always seemed to do now. She proceeded to put make-up on me; lipstick, eyeliner and something on my cheeks. Once done, she said, looking impressed, "Dammit, you're prettier than me."
"I am?" I asked, bewildered by the whole experience.
"Come take a look," she said, grabbing my hand and leading me into the hallway, where I stumbled on the heels again and almost killed myself.
"Sorry, forgot you're new to those," she said.
"Not sure the heels are me," I said, which was silly considering dressing as a girl wasn't me either.
"I disagree," she said, pointing at the mirror behind me. "Look.
I looked at myself in the mirror and stared. I didn't recognize myself. I was a pretty good looking guy, but I was an even prettier woman.
"Pose," she said.
I did, wobbling ever-so-slightly as she quickly texted someone on my phone.
I asked, "What are you doing?"
"Sending the picture to your master. He liked the earlier ones," she said.
"You have been talking to Gary?" I asked, stunned.
"Isn't he Master or Sir Big Cock?" She asked with her eyebrow raised, making me blush.
"Yes, he is," I nodded.
Just then my phone rang. She clicked answer and handed me the phone.
"Hey cocksucker, you look incredibly cute," Gary said.
"Thank you, Master," I replied, somehow not embarrassed to be seen as a submissive bitch around the pretty salesgirl.
"I'm impressed. You went a bit above and beyond today's task, cocksucker. You must really want to be a girl," he said.
"She just kept adding to the outfit, Master," I explained.
"Carol tells me that tomorrow night is amateur night at Divas, a Crossdressing bar," he said.
I already knew where this was going, as my erect cock twitched in my panties.
"Anyways. Carol has offered to come to your hotel room and get you ready for your grand entrance into the world of being a drag queen," he continued.
"Oh," was all I could muster.
"So, I have a couple more small tasks for you now," he said, my heart racing with anticipation of the humiliation that was bound to go with the task.
"Okay, sir," I said, looking at Carol who was grinning from ear to ear.
"One, you will not change out of this outfit until you fulfill all the tasks given," he started.
"Of course," I nodded, even though he couldn't see me.
"Two, you will go into a ladies washroom in a nearby mall to check your make-up or take a piss if you need to," he began. "Then task three you will offer your oral services to men until one takes you up on the offer."
"Oh God," I groaned at the task.
"I'm your God now," he replied firmly, "your savior from yourself and your denial of who you really are."
"Yes, sir," I agreed, to the ludicrous suggestion.
"Give Carol your hotel room number and make arrangements for tomorrow. Task 5 will be performing at amateur hour tomorrow," he revealed, before adding, "of course you will probably suck a cock or three while there."
"I imagine so," I said, thinking being in disguise would make me way more comfortable in sucking a stranger's cock, even as I thought don't all these small tasks count as tasks? I then realized he had called that task number 5, which meant a task still awaited me before tomorrow night's drag queen expectation.
"Let me talk to Carol, cocksucker," he ordered.
"Yes, Master," I said, handing the phone back to Carol.
"Hi, Master," Carol said taking the phone, which was a curious greeting. "Of course...no...no problem...sure, give me a call when you are in town...I would love to see that in person...okay, bye." Hanging up, she texted him something else and said, "I'll meet you at the register."
"Okay," I said, walking slowly to the dressing room to get my clothes and the rest of my purchases. It took over a minute, another near fall, and dropping the pantyhose packages before I finally had everything in my hands and awkwardly made my way to the register.
Two customers paid for items, neither really paying much attention to me, before I handed Carol my purchases. She put the items and my clothes in a large bag and said, "I'll keep these here until you complete your tasks."
"Oh, okay," I said, kind of embarrassed.
"That will be four hundred and eight dollars," she said.
I almost shit myself. How would I explain this credit card purchase to my wife? Yet, I handed the card over and signed the receipt.
"The mall is two blocks to your right," she said, turning and walking away to help another customer.
I slowly walked out of the store and into the city. Walking in the heels was a struggle, but as long as I focused I didn't wobble or fall. Every person I passed I felt was judging me, yet, in reality, I was just another woman walking the street. The five minute walk to the mall took me ten as I cautiously made my perilous way to fulfill the next of the seemingly never-ending tasks.
Once in the mall, I was thankful that the restrooms were just across the hallway. I went to the restroom, head down and walked into the women's restroom. One woman was at the counter fixing her hair and I joined her praying she wouldn't speak to me. Thankfully, she didn't, and after checking myself out, I quickly exited the washroom...task two accomplished.
Looking around the food court, I wondered how I would possibly fulfill the next task. Even if I found a taker, where would we go to do it? But deciding first things first, I walked over to a nerdy looking chubby guy reading a book at a table alone and said, "Excuse me, this may sound strange, but I was wondering, could I suck your cock?"
"What?" He asked, looking up at me. His facial expression told me he was trying to connect the girlish look with the manly voice.
"I am really hungry and would love to suck your cock," I said.
"Get lost," he said, returning to his book.
After seemingly having had every guy I met wanting me to suck their cock, the first rejection stung. I quickly walked away and out of the mall, cheeks burning red yet again. Walking down the street, I saw an adult store and thought 'perfect' as I made my way there and entered.
A couple men were looking at videos, a middle aged couple were looking at bondage items (which I thought was cool), a girl was looking at vibrators and I, seeing anal toys, instantly wondered what it would feel like to have something in my ass...remembering how Oliver's finger had me shoot a rocket of cum. I went there and looked around. I saw a set of three butt plugs for beginners and decided I would buy it. I was just about to move to the men when I saw a cock on a wall. I looked at it and immediately imagined what it would be like to fuck myself with a cock. But this one was way too big, and just as I was beginning to look for smaller ones like it, a man's voice behind me asked, "Can I help you, pretty lady?"
I turned around and asked, "Do you have one of those but smaller?"
"Are you new to anal play?" He asked, again not showing any reaction to the reality that I was obviously a man.
"A complete virgin," I admitted.
Taking the package in my hand, he grabbed another one and said, "This one is a few bucks cheaper, comes in five sizes and vibrates."
"Oh, okay," I said.
"As for wall bangers," he said, "we have a few choices in size and colour."
I ended up grabbing a six inch pink one, keeping with the theme.
He asked, "Do you have anal lube?"
"No," I realized, thankful he had mentioned it, as I glanced over at the two men still in the store.
Grabbing a bottle, he said, "This is the best one available although it is a bit more money."
"I'll take it," I said, taking another quick look.
"Anything else?" He asked.
"Um...well...I..." I Struggled to say it.
"Are you looking for a gloryhole?" He asked.
"Yes," I nodded, figuring now that it was out there. "My master wants me to suck someone before I can get out of this outfit."
"You should stay in it, you look pretty natural," he said.
"Thanks," I said, flattered by the compliment.
"Second door on your right," he said.
"Thanks," I said.
"You can pay for these after," he said, taking my anal toys.
I walked down the hallway and to the second door on the right. Opening it, I walked in to a small eight by eight room. There was a small table with a water jug on it and a stool in the middle of one wall in front of a hole.
I walked to the hole and looked at it. I wondered how long it would take to have a cock pop through the hole. I waited a couple of minutes before I heard someone on the other side, followed by the sound of pants unzipping and then, staring me in my face, was a big black cock.
I stared at it. It was long and thick and it wasn't even hard yet. Based on my first experience with a black cock, I had to say the rumours of black cock size are true.
"Stop admiring it, cocksucker, and get to work," the man said firmly.
"Yes, sir," I said.
"Sir, that is rich," he chuckled.
This was a cock I would have loved to savour, to suck on his balls and tease him. But obviously that wasn't possible. Instead, I started by licking the bottom of his shaft and slowly slithering up to his wide cock head. His cock had a natural sweatiness which was salty and addictive.
"Hmmmm, we have a cocksucker who likes to worship," he said. "Do you love black cock, cocksucker?"
As I reached the top and licked his pee hole I purred, "You're my first black cock, sir."
"A black cocksucking virgin," he said. "Once you suck on this you will be dreaming of it all the time."
I believed him as I opened my mouth and took his mushroom top in and swirled my tongue around it.
"That's it, cocksucker. Take your time. Worship my black snake," he said. "Get it nice and hard for that cocksucking mouth of yours."
"Yes, sir," I again said, taking it in my mouth and allowing it to grow iron stiff. The feeling of a cock growing in my mouth was an exhilarating feeling. Knowing it was hard because of me was a major turn-on, and my cock was again ready to burst out of my pink panties.
He talked throughout the blow job which only enhanced my eagerness to please. The more degrading the names, the more it turned me on. I rubbed my cock through the pantyhose and panties as I bobbed back and forth on his glorious chocolate stick, eventually getting over eight of this ten plus inches in my mouth.
He called me a plethora of names: cocksucker, bitch, slut, faggot, queer and more, each word getting me hornier and hornier. When he called me a nigger lover I moaned on his cock and when he said I would be a great bitch at the construction site, I actually came in my panties.
A few seconds later, he followed suit, as he ordered, "Swallow every drop of my cum, cocksucker. Don't you dare stop worshipping my cock until I pull it out." As he came in my mouth, shooting much more than the others had, I almost gagged, but caught myself as I continued to truly worship his cock. I kept sucking hungrily for a couple of minutes after his cum had been deposited in me before he pulled out.
I waited for a compliment or something, but he just left. I was about to get up, my task completed, when another cock, a smaller completely erect white one, popped through the hole.
I considered leaving, but the cock was right there and, well, I am a cocksucker.
I took it in my mouth and deep throated it, loving the feeling of being able to take a cock all the way into my mouth. This guy didn't say a word and shot his load in my mouth in just a minute, maybe two.
His cock disappeared and I sat and waited curious if another cock would show up. Of course, one did and so did two more before I finally left the glory hole with five loads of cum in my belly.
I walked out of the booth and over to the cashier, realizing that any of the men in this room could have been the ones who had to cum in my mouth. Suddenly self-conscious, I quickly paid for my items as the man asked, "Did you enjoy yourself?"
"Yes," I said, suddenly ashamed.
"Bart, the big guy you serviced, left me this card for you. Said if you wanted more chocolate meat to give him a call," he said.
"Oh," I said, both proud that I was good enough for him to leave a card and embarrassed by the conversation.
"You must have been pretty good," he said, handing me my cash.
"You didn't find out yourself?" I asked playfully.
"On my own," he shrugged.
I don't know why, other than I was becoming an insatiable cum hungry cocksucking slut, but I said, "I could come back later."
He smiled, "Sorry, my wife would kill me."
"My wife will kill me too," I replied, grabbing my bag and leaving the store.
Outside, I texted Gary:
MASTER G
Sir I sucked five cocks at a glory hole...including my first black cock and purchased some anal toys. I'm going back to retrieve my purchases from Carol.
I returned to the lingerie store and got my packages and gave Carol my room number before going back to the hotel. In the lobby, I saw Kevin and his father walking towards me and panicked, worried about being caught in such an outfit, but neither realized it was me, even though Kevin definitely checked out my voluptuous tits.
I got on the elevator, returned to my room and collapsed on the bed. Had I really just sucked off and swallowed five guys? The lingering aftertaste in my mouth told me yes. I got out of my outfit, which was incredibly difficult alone, and washed up. I was just getting back into my suit and tie when I remembered that I was to wear the girly garments underneath my attire.
I put on a new pair of non-stained panties, the same pantyhose, the pink bra and then my suit.
Gary didn't text me the rest of the afternoon and I actually went to a session and listened. I was just heading to meet Kevin when my phone rang again. It was Laura.
She opened with, "Did you do anything wild, stud?"
Deciding telling her the truth would be the best way to get permission to do more, I said, "I went to a glory hole and sucked on five cocks."
"Only five?" she questioned with a chuckle.
"I thought five was not cheating, but six, well, that might be crossing the line."
She laughed. "When I give you permission to be wild you really go all out."
"You told me to grab the steel rod and ride," I joked. "So I did."
She countered, n her usual playful tone, "Wouldn't that mean you take it up your ass, honey."
"I'm just a cocksucker, honey, not a faggot," I countered back.
"That's good to know. Marrying a cocksucker is one thing, but I draw the line at faggot," she quipped.
"So I can keep sucking every cock I can find?" I asked.
"Suck away," she said, laughing. "Just no eating cunt."
"So cock okay, cunt not okay," I clarified.
"Exactly," she said.
"So have you been living wild since I left?" I asked.
"Just getting fucked by an ex-student," she answered just as playfully.
"Hopefully just in the ass," I protested. "That pussy is mine."
"I don't cheat and tell," she answered, before changing the topic. "But seriously, how is the conference?"
"Riveting," I answered. "Just about to meet Kevin for supper."
"Well, go and have fun. I'm going to go and get fucked again," she quipped.
"Only in the ass," I joked.
"I'll tell him that is what you want," she said.
"If you are talking to him for me tell him to fuck you doggy style in your ass and shoot his load all over your face," I said, then realizing I went too far as soon as I said it.
"Hmmmmm," she moaned softly back. "Where has this authoritative man been all my life?"
"In hiding, but honey he has been released from the chains of propriety," I answered, which had a very clear double meaning.
"Have fun tonight," Laura said.
"I imagine I will," I answered.
"Love you," she said.
"Love you too," I said back.
I shook my head chuckling at the reality that Laura had given me permission, albeit innocently, to suck cock...that said, I had no idea that my day of sucking cock had only just begun.
The end for now....
Coming next month: Cocksucker: Cum Bucket
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Note 2: Thanks to Mab7991, and Leann for editing this chapter.
TASK 4: Hook up Day (Thursday)
The day four task was again given to me from Camree. "Little Annie, here is today's task card and your outfit for the day."

"Thank you," I replied and winced at the still slight pain on my ass.

"You are so adorable, Little Annie," she smiled, before disappearing.

I sighed at the thought that my nickname was catching on. Reluctantly, I opened the card.

Pledges,
Congratulations on completing the first three rush week tasks.

Today all you will wear is the skirt, sweater and thong and the thigh high stockings you were just given.

Your task is to complete the following hook-ups today:

1. Kiss three guys in any of your classes.
2. Kiss one girl in any of your classes (fellow sorority sisters to not count)
3. Take the subway to Le Lingerie and do the following:
A) flash a man your breasts
B) squeeze a man's cock (an older man if possible)
4. At Le Lingerie and mall
A) Buy one sex toy for yourself
B) Ask for a bag with your name on it
C) masturbate in the washroom at mall
D) give your soiled thong to any person of your choosing
5. Subway return:
A) flash a woman your pussy
Or
B) do a reach around (while standing reach around and fondle a guy's junk)
Bonus points for doing both...
6. Return to sorority by 7.

Bonus points:
1. One point for each extra guy you kiss
2. Two points for each extra girl you kiss
3. Five points for most unique toy purchase
Have fun
Pledge Leader Jamie

I stared at the lengthy list. After yesterday, I thought I had seen it all. Three days ago I would have been way too shy to accomplish this list, but now it seemed doable.

I put on an outfit which was more conservative then yesterday: a cute sweater, a black skirt (with easy lift up access) and the black thigh highs I had been given. Looking in the mirror, I smiled, knowing that nylons really did showcase my legs, turning boring into sexy.

I texted Harvey.

Lunch?
Belle

I hadn't even put my phone down when he texted back.

My Belle,
Of course, but how about at Washingtons?
Beast

Washingtons was a semi-nice restaurant a block from campus.

Beast,
Is this a date?
Curious Belle

Another quick reply.

My Belle,
I hope so.
Beast

My heart skipped a beat. After three days of sly romance with a handsome guy mixed with the harsh humiliation at the hands of my potential sorority sisters, I no longer knew what I wanted. I liked Harvey a lot so far and looked forward to getting to know him better, both personally and sexually. I felt comfortable with him and could see a relationship where I controlled the relationship. Yet, licking Kim's pussy had confirmed my interest in women as well and I craved more. Just as oddly, while I loved the power I had when in a relationship with a man, I seemed just as comfortable submitting to the utter will of my sorority sisters.
Could I be dominant to men and submissive to women?
Could I enjoy to control and being controlled?
Each turned me on in a completely different way and yet both were equally thrilling. Knowing I had no easy answer to my complex feelings, I finished getting ready for school.

Once ready for school, I put the list in my purse, and headed to class full of anxiety and a smidge of excitement.

The first class of the day was a write-off, both in accomplishing the first task and in learning anything as I was so preoccupied by the task at hand. As class ended, one of my pledge sisters accomplished task one and much more as she kissed every guy who was willing as they left class. I was instantly jealous at just how outgoing she was. All she did was announce, "Boys, I need to kiss as many of you as possible for a rush week task, any takers?"

I am not sure every guy in class locked lips with her, but the majority did. As I left out the other door, I wondered how I was going to do this task.

My next class, I purposely sat beside a cute boy and after a couple of minutes of nervousness I thought, 'Screw it, a kiss is just a kiss.' I leaned beside him and kissed him on the lips before he had time to respond.

His eyes went big and I explained breaking the very brief kiss, "Sorority task."

He smiled, a dazzling smile, "If you have any other sorority tasks you need to complete, let me know."

I smiled back, suddenly confident, "I'll keep that in mind."

I guy behind us quipped, "I am available too."

I looked up and saw a huge black football player staring down at me. Still feeling the rush of being so aggressive, I said, "Well, I need to kiss two more boys."

He leaned back in his chair and smiled, "Come, kiss away."

The class was still rather empty, so I climbed over my chair and after almost stumbling, my skirt briefly flying up in the air potentially allowing my pussy to be seen, I was in front of him. I bent down, attempting to look seductive, and leaned forward for a kiss.

It was again short and sweet and I was suddenly determined to go three for three this class and accomplish task one. I winked, "Thanks, sexy, but I need one more."

He joked, "I feel so used."

I joked back, "You couldn't handle me."

"Is that a challenge?" he asked.

Suddenly feeling sexy and irresistible, I leaned forward, my tiny breasts in his face, and whispered in his ear, "That is just a fact, stud."

Before he had time to react, I stood up and sauntered away, leaving him hungry for more. I walked up the stairs to the door, feeling some eyes on me, as I decided to kiss the very first guy who walked through the door.

The next guy was a chubby, cute looking nerd and I said, "Excuse me, but can you do me a favor?"

"S-s-sure," he stammered, clearly not used to girls talking to him.

"Kiss me," I said, puckering my lips.

"P-p-pardon?" he asked, shocked by my request.

"Kiss me," I repeated, my lips remaining puckered.

He hesitated, but kissed me.

"Thanks, stud," I winked and gave his cock a squeeze. As soon as I did, I recoiled, shocked by my own brazen behavior. I quickly left him high and hard and returned to my seat beside my first kiss.

I said, "Well, that was fun."

The professor arrived a minute later and class began. I listened more intently to the professor, as I mentally checked off task one and already knew who I was going to try to kiss to complete task two.

Class ended, and I headed for my lunch meeting with Harvey. He was already there and stood up when I arrived, like a gentleman from a time long forgotten. Like our previous lunches, we chatted about life more, this time getting into our families. I learned he had three sisters which explained his calm personality and he learned I had two younger brothers which explained my controlling behavior.

Near the end, he asked, "How is Hell week going?"

"Hellish," I joked back.

"What is today's task?" he asked.

I handed him the paper. "It is Hook-up day."

He read it and his facial expression changed slightly. He quickly recovered but I sensed his jealousy. He handed it back to me, "I am not sure I like these tasks for my potential girlfriend."

I ignored his worries, but instead repeated coyly, "Potential girlfriend?"

He looked up and stammered, even though he was going for suave, which was adorably cute, "I-I-I was hoping you would go out with me on a real date."

"You were, were you?" I smiled, knowing playing a bit hard to get would pay off later.

"You are not making this easy," he said, knowing I was busting his balls.

"Well, you have not really asked me out yet, have you?" I pointed out.

He laughed, realizing I was right. "I guess you're right."

"I am always right," I retorted confidentially.

"Is that so?" he replied with a smile.

"Even when I'm wrong, I'm right," I explained.

"Ohh, how I have heard that before," he chuckled.

"So are you going to ask me out or do I have to ask you?" I said, egging him on.

"Will you go out with me this Saturday for dinner and a movie?" he finally asked.

I quickly answered, "No."

"Oh," he said, clearly crestfallen by my answer.

"Because I have my sorority sister ball on Saturday," I smiled, before adding, "I do need a date for the ball if you are willing to get dressed up and suffer through what I imagine will be a long evening of ceremonies.

"Sure," he said, way too excited, clearly not able to play the calm and cool guy card.

"You will need a tux," I pointed out.

"I have a few at home," he joked, clearly feeling comfortable again.

"Excellent," I smiled, "I knew you would. By the way I will be wearing a gold gown."

"Golden," he geekishly joked.

"You are such a geek," I smiled, standing up, before adding, "Luckily, I think geek is chic."

"And I'm the geek," he quipped, standing up too.

I leaned in and kissed him. Breaking the kiss, I reminded him, "I still have a rain check to collect."

"Anytime," he said, his confidence back.
"I want it now," I smiled.
"Like now, now?" he questioned.

"Let's go to the bathroom," I said, grabbing his hand.

"Seriously," he asked, completely taken aback by my brazen suggestion.

"Deadly," I replied, pulling him to the back of the restaurant. Once there, I instructed, "Wait here. Let me see if the coast is clear." I went into the bathroom and was happy to see it was empty. I quickly opened the door and pulled him in. He was clearly nervous, clearly not a risk-taker, but smitten enough with me to do as I wanted. I pulled him into a stall, put one leg on the closed toilet seat, pulled my thong to the side and lifted up my skirt. I asked naughtily, "Ready for dessert?"

He stared at me like I was crazy, before looking down and seeing I was sans panties. I smiled, "Another sorority task."

He lowered himself to his knees tentatively, having not said a word. I could not tell if he was just in awe of my beauty and pussy or if he was bewildered by what was expected of him. Either way, I guided him along, "Go ahead, Sexy, I need to come so badly."

Still silent, he leaned forward and began licking my pussy. I moaned on contact as I smiled at how submissive Harvey was. He was also clearly nervous because of the situation, but as he began licking me he got more comfortable. He focused on my clit, clearly having some experience with eating pussy and had me revved up rather quickly. The door opened and the click of heels entered the bathroom.

Harvey froze and I moaned, "Don't you dare stop, baby."

He hesitated for a couple of seconds, before returning to the task at hand.

The thought of being heard by a stranger turned me on and I allowed my moans to increase, "Finger me baby, I need to come so bad."

He obeyed, sliding a finger inside my wanton pussy and began pumping it in and out as he sucked my swollen clit. "Fuuuuuuck, I'm coming," I screamed, making what we were doing in the bathroom obvious.

He kept licking and fingering me throughout my orgasm, making it more intense. Once the orgasm had finished its course, I gently pushed him away. "That was awesome," I said, still catching my breath, looking down at my potential boyfriend, his lips shiny with my juices.

He smiled, as he stood back up.

I joked, before kissing him, "Your my knight in shiny juices." We kissed briefly before I broke it and said, "Man, I taste good."

He quipped, trying to keep up with my brazen personality, "Finger licken' good."

I glared at him."Are you comparing me to Kentucky Fried Chicken?"

Realizing he had offended me, he stammered, "N-n-no."

I flicked his nose playfully. "I'm just busting your balls, but we should probably get out of here before we get arrested."

"Good call," he agreed.

I opened the stall door and saw a girl about my age at the mirror that was looking at me through the reflection. I shrugged, "Sorority task."

She shrugged back, and I pulled a dazed Harvey out of the stall and back to our seats. "Well, that was fun," I said.

"I can't believe we just did that," he replied.

"If we had more time, we would have done more than that," I teased, again reeling him in with my sexual aggressiveness.

"Oh, God," he gasped, realizing my implication.

"Oh, God indeed," I replied, before adding, "I need to get to class. I need to kiss a girl, remember."

"I wish I could see that," Harvey replied.

"What is it with guys wanting to see two girls making out?" I asked, adding, "It is not like every girl wants to see two guys making out."

He shrugged, "It is in our DNA. To fantasize what we can't have."

I laughed, "Well, be a good boy and maybe I can make that fantasy come true."

I kissed him quickly and again left him high and hard, already putty in my hands.

I quickly headed to class, my thoughts shifting to kissing a girl, which was way more exciting and nerve wracking then kissing three guys.

I arrived at class early and suddenly felt butterflies again fluttering inside, a mixture of excitement and trepidation bouncing inside me. As usual, Miranda arrived early also and I waved her over. We were partners in the get to know you activity the very first day of class and knew I was pledging Pi Delta Pi.

As she sat down, I said, "I need you to do me a huge favor."

"What is it?" she asked, noticing my obvious nervousness.

"I have to kiss you," I blurted out.

"What?" she asked, her face clearly surprised by my five simple single syllable words.

"It is a task I have to complete for pledging," I explained. "I have to kiss a girl in one of my classes."

"Oh," she smiled, seemingly relieved by my explanation. "As long as there is no tongue," she joked.

Joking back, I retorted, "I can't make any promises."

She laughed, looked around and said, clearly a bit nervous about the task as well, "Do it before we get an audience."

I leaned in and kissed her quickly. It wasn't more than a peck, but I felt a bolt of sexual lightning flash through me. I wanted more. I loved her soft lips and even though the kiss was for only a second, no more, I could taste her watermelon lip-gloss lingering on my lips. Her face was red, and I lightened the mood, hiding just how good one second had felt, joked, "Was it good for you?"

"It was the best lesbo kiss I have ever experienced," she joked back, just as others began filtering into the no longer empty auditorium.

I joked back, "I think I might be a lesbian now."

She laughed, "That is what all the girls who try to kiss me say."

The conversation shifted to our first projects as my pussy tingled, one simple kiss and I wanted more. All class I kept glancing at Miranda and her lips, her soft, luscious red lips. I truthfully don't recall any of the lecture.

Once class was done, I thanked Miranda for being such a good sport and headed to the subway. Reading the instructions again, I sighed. Flashing a man my breasts was both embarrassing and humiliating since they were so small. The squeezing of a man's cock could be a simple accident.

As I waited for the train, I surveyed the many different potential flashing candidates. Although the task was humiliating, I couldn't deny the slight feeling of anticipation of doing it. I pondered someone older as that would be the easiest, yet worried that I may give them a heart-attack (I imagined the headline: co-ed kills elderly man by flashing him her breasts). I considered some young teenager, but that seemed rather inappropriate, and concluded the best bet was someone middle-aged (although I have no idea why).

The train arrived and as I stepped on it, I saw my opportunity. An older man was sitting down directly in front of me. I took a couple of steps and stumbled forward, my hand landing directly on his unsuspecting penis. His eyes went big, as I gave it a quick get-up squeeze that seemed more of a grip and push than an obvious squeeze. I apologized, "I am so sorry, I lost my balance and well, thank you for catching my fall."

"N-n-no problem," he stammered, clearly overwhelmed by the out of the ordinary moment.

I again apologized, "Again, I am sooooo sorry," and moved away to find a seat. As I sat down, I mentally checked off another item from the list. As the train began moving, I scanned who was around me. The cock squeeze was easy and looked like an accident, but to flash some stranger my tiny breasts was impossible to make look like an accident. After flipping and flopping over whether to just lie and not complete the task, I decided to do it because I am a horrible liar and always look guilty when I do lie.

I waited until just before my stop to complete the task. Making eye contact with a handsome man in a suit, I smiled. He smiled back and just as the train came to a stop, I lifted up my shirt, held it up for a second, and as soon as the door opened, I scurried out, petrified of what he or others might say. At first I felt so humiliated by the task, but as I hurried up the stairs a sudden exhilaration pulsed through me for being such a risk taker. I entered the mall and headed to Le Lingerie to fulfill my next task, which seemed so easy after the last couple.

Once in the store I was in complete awe. The amount of toys available was ludicrous, so many I couldn't even begin to imagine what to get. There was a jackhammer with a dildo at the end, a pig butt plug tail which seemed like a good item for next year's Animal Kingdom game and an orgasm ball fucking machine, just to name a few. I assumed whatever toy I bought at the store I would potentially have to reveal tonight so I wanted to pick something conservative.

I looked at the dildos with two ends and the thought of Jamie and me using it together popped in my head. 'Why is it always Jamie?' I pondered to myself, considering how poorly she continually treated me. I looked at the strap-on cock and again Jamie using it on me from behind while I was on all fours popped into my head. I shook my head, confused by the sudden thoughts of Jamie. After looking through a few toys, I ended up buying myself a black, seven inch vibrator with an attachment that supposedly stimulated the clit while pleasuring your insides as well.

I considered buying more toys, but stuck with the one, although I also bought a few more thongs, I had really enjoyed wearing the pair today, for the first time ever. I also bought a few more pairs of thigh highs in a variety of colors to fit most of the outfits I currently had.



At the till, a cute girl about the same age as me, took my items even as I felt my face again blush.

"I assume you are a Pi Delta pledge," she accurately assessed.

"Yes, is it that obvious," I replied, trying to make casual conversation and not look embarrassed like I felt.

"Just a hunch," she shrugged, before adding, "plus there have been quite a few girls in here today buying a toy and getting a bag."

I explained, "Yes, it seems they are really testing our risk-taking factor."

She laughed and asked, "What's your name?"

"Anne," I answered.

She bent down and returned with a plastic bag. She warned, "You are not supposed to open this until you are at your sorority tonight."

"Okay," I said, instantly curious what was in the bag.

She handed it to me and smiled, "I think they have something special planned for you."

Taking the bag, which was surprisingly heavy, I asked, "Why is that?"

"Just a hunch," she shrugged, but her facial expression implied she knew way more than she was letting on.

I paid for my toy, the thing in the bag was already paid for apparently, and went directly to the washroom near the food court to complete my next task...the first one of the day I was eagerly looking forward to, although the location left something to be desired.

Once in my stall, I briefly considered using my new bought toy but refrained, sticking to my fingers. Closing my eyes while my fingers went to work, the image of Jamie again popped in my head. I imagined her making me pleasure each and every one of my fellow pledges while all along continuing to humiliate me. I came in only a couple of minutes, the thoughts of being treated so crudely somehow getting me off. Opening my eyes, as the orgasm continued to pulse through me, I tried to understand my conscience and its automatic need to shift to Jamie. I couldn't explain it and was quite mortified by the reality that such treatment clearly was turning me on. Shaking my head, I pulled my thing up before remembering my next task. I quickly took them off, realizing now I would be giving some lucky (the term is subjective) person a lingering scent to my sin.

I composed myself, put my thong in my purse and left the stall. As I washed my hands I heard slight moans from another stall and smiled, assuming another pledge was completing a task. I left her alone, curious who it was, and noticed I had some time before I had to be back. I went shopping, buying a couple new, more provocative outfits, trying to do my own makeover (neither were slutty, but definitely less conservative than my usual casual wear). Finally, I noticed I had five minutes until the subway and went to finish my last task. I scanned the half-empty food court and saw a guy in his early twenties sitting by himself eating. Smiling, I decided he was perfect for my gift.

I walked over to him, pulled my thong out of my purse and reaching him, dropped them on the table. He looked up, startled and confused. I smiled, oozing a confidence I have with guys, "Here you go, Sexy, I hope you enjoy."

Before he could respond, I sauntered away, smiling. As I reached the exit, I turned back and
as expected, he was staring at me. My confidence bubbling over, I blew a kiss and walked out, leaving him confused and assumedly hard.

The train was already waiting and I boarded it and sat down where anyone could easily accidentally see my pussy. It was by far the easier of the two tasks. Although I was brazen enough to do the reach around at a party, on a bus full of strangers it seemed rather awkward.

There were six stops between the mall and the college. Unfortunately, for the first three, no woman was sitting across from me and I was beginning to worry I would have to do a reach around, when finally a pretty woman in her thirties sat down across from me.
For the next couple of stops, I tried to figure out the best way to flash my pussy. I finally decided to do the oblivious option. I lifted my left foot up onto the chair, allowing my skirt to raise enough and give, I hoped, a clear view to my pussy.

I looked out the window, pretending to be oblivious to what I was revealing so freely. Although I could feel the heat in my cheeks, I waited until the train was slowing down before I made eye contact with the woman. She was looking at me with a look of disgust and gave a nod to my revealed area. I feigned surprise and put my leg back down and mouthed, 'Oops!'

She shook her head, breaking eye contact with me just as the train came to a complete stop. I quickly exited the train, feeling a sense of accomplishment at fulfilling all the ridiculous orders of the day. I went back to my room and did a bit of homework, put more lotion on my ass one more time, before leaving for the sorority meeting.

I arrived early, with my bag and purchased toy, trepidation and excitement after three bizarre evenings coursing through me. We were handed a form to fill out to indicate which tasks we had completed. I filled out mine honestly and with a slight bit of pride.

We lined up as usual, waited a few minutes past seven before Jamie came out and welcomed us, seeming way sweeter than she usually was with me. "Greetings pledges, congratulations on completing your fourth task. You are close to the finish line. If you can first reach in your bag and pull out what you purchased for all of us to see."

We all did and as I stood with my vibrator in my hands, I looked around. Almost every other pledge had chosen something similar, the only real difference being the color or size.

Jamie walked down the line and assessed the toy choices. "How predictable?" she sighed as she looked at us. She shook her head in disapproval until she stopped. "Anal beads, how creative." I couldn't see the rest of the toys but heard mostly disapprovals except for four:

"A butt plug," Jamie declared, before breaking into laughter at her own joke, "now that is thinking outside the box...literally."
And...
"Vibrating eggs," Jamie nodded approvingly, "very creative. And it comes with a remote control, fucking awesome."
And...
"What is this?" Jamie said, taking the box and reading it. "A wi-vibe." She opened the box and took the toy in her hand. "It is so small. Yet it is supposed to hit your g-spot and your clit simultaneously it says. Wow, nice, very nice."
And...
"A strap-on cock, well we know who the domme of the pledges is don't we, Stephanie?" Jamie announced.

Returning to her position in front of us all, she said, "For most of you, what a lack of originality. We expect more from our pledges. We expect risk-takers, originality and passion, yet most of your selections are very disappointing, very disappointing. That said, you have a chance to redeem yourselves. Like yesterday pledges, get undressed except your thigh high stockings."

We quickly obeyed.

"Now before we continue with your task we are going to have a quick pledge battle. Every year, we have the girl with the most points compete with the girl we feel impressed us the most during our evening socials to compete in a battle to climax. Yes, we are about to play the Climax Games," Jamie announced. Laughter exploded among the sisters.

"Getting the most points by a long shot is pledge Stephanie," Jamie announced, "come forward with your toy, Stephanie."

Stephanie did, a confident smile on her face.

"Her opposition has been a pleasant surprise. Meek in demeanor, yet a determined soul, she has taken all the abuse we have thrown at her, sacrificed for her fellow pledges, and continues to come back for more...Pledge Annie please come forward with your toy," Jamie announced.

I couldn't believe I was being recognized for my dedication and was flattered by Jamie's kind words.

I joined Stephanie who was now wearing the strap-on, her plastic eight inch cock almost poking me, we were so close. The look in her eye was one of determination, while I waited for further instructions a bit overwhelmed by what had just transpired.

Jamie announced, "For the preliminary event of the Climax Games the rules are very simple. The first girl to come loses. You may use your toy or any part of your body to get your opponent off. Other than that the only other rule is there are no rules. That said, the winner of the battle will be Sister Pledge Leader for the year."

My mouth dropped wide open at the game we were expected to play. I was still processing when I heard Jamie say, "Let the Climax Games begin, GO!"

Instantly, I felt hands on my body and I was shoved roughly onto a nearby couch, onto my hands and knees, my toy flying out of my hand. Stephanie ordered, "Hold still, Slut."

I was shocked by her aggressive approach and before I even had time to think, I felt her big fake cock sliding inside me. Instead of a protest, I moaned.

"That's it, Little Annie, take my cock," Stephanie purred, grabbing my hair and tugging gently.

I could have fought like I was expected to do, but Stephanie's dominant aggressiveness had me sopping wet. Her hard thrusts had me quickly mentally weak and her hands holding my hips had me held firmly in place. Instead of resisting I just allowed myself to enjoy the act of submission.

A minute of her body slamming into mine from behind and my third orgasm of the day was already on the rise (thankfully I had already came twice or I would have already gave into the pleasure). Suddenly she pulled out and ordered, "Don't you dare fucking move, slave Annie."

Her tone had me obedient instantly and her new derogatory name had me falling deeper into complete submission. I sat on all fours obediently, waiting eagerly for whatever the dominant Stephanie had planned for me.

Jamie asked, her tone so confident and smug it brought added shame to me, "What? Can't you put up a fight, Little Annie?"

I looked up at her and noticed her knowing smile. I realized instantly that she expected me to give in. She saw my submissive nature and was testing her theory. I stammered, "I-I-I...aaaaaah," as my cunt was filled again completely in one hard unexpected thrust.

Girls laughed as my body and mind gave into the pleasure Stephanie was giving me. A second later, I heard a buzzing. I moaned loudly a moment later when assumedly my own vibrator was being used to get me off and lose the competition.

Stephanie laughed, "Does our little pet Annie need to come?"

The echoing laughter suddenly gave me a resolve to hold back from coming and I weakly said, "No!" As I thrust my ass back hard, pushing Stephanie off me and her cock slid out of me.

Stephanie laughed again, "Is Little Annie going to play hard to get?"

I stood up too, trying to figure out a way to defeat her.

She grabbed me and tossed me back onto the couch like I was a rag doll. Although I tried to fight back, she fell on top of me, her massive breasts crashing into my face, suffocating me. "Suck my titties, my pet," she ordered.

I tried to break free, but couldn't as her knee went directly to my pussy and put excess pressure directly on my fiery cunt. I screamed into her tits as she began rubbing her knee back and forth. "Fuck, you are so wet you little cunt."

My breathing increased when I again felt the buzzing toy on my clit.

"Does our pet Annie want to come?" Stephanie asked, lifting her breasts up enough to let me breath.

"Yes, I mean, no," I said, rattled by the euphoria building.

"Beg for me to fuck your ass, Little Annie," Stephanie demanded, as she moved the vibrator between my pussy and her knee.

"Whaaaat?" I gasped and moaned as the pleasure increased, even as her suggestion shocked me.

"Beg for your ass to be fucked, slave Annie," Stephanie demanded, slapping my small tits.

"No, not that, just fuck my pussy," I begged, no longer resisting at all, giving in to my submissiveness.

"On all fours," the voluptuous goddess demanded.

I didn't hesitate as I craved her cock, I craved submission.

"Good pet," Stephanie purred, getting back behind me. She slid my vibrator into my pussy and I again let out a loud moan.

More chuckles echoed in the room.

Stephanie's hands firmly on my hips, I felt her plastic cock between my ass cheeks. She repeated her earlier demand, "Beg for me to fuck your ass, Little Annie."
"Please no," I whimpered, my resolve to resist about to break.
"So adorable, Little Annie," Stephanie chuckled, slapping my ass and pumping the vibrator in and out of my pussy, before pulling it out.
I whimpered, "Please, put it back in."
"Beg me to fuck your ass and I will let you come, my slut," she purred, the vibrator teasing my pussy lips.

Defeated, humiliated, yet completely past the point of no return, my need to orgasm was all that mattered, I heard myself beg, forgetting I had a huge crowd about to watch be get sodomized, "Yes, Mistress, fuck my ass."

"Mistress," she laughed, "I like the sound of that, my slut."

Seconds later, I felt her lean forward and I began whimpering as her cock filled my back door. "Oooooooh myyyyyyy God, you are filling me so completely."

"You like that my Little Annie? You like getting your ass fucked in front of all your fellow pledges and sorority sisters?" Stephanie asked, as she grabbed my hair and pulled on it, her cock now fully in my ass, a slight burn easy to ignore with the buzzing going full throttle in my cunt.

"Fuck yes," I moaned, my only care at the moment, coming. "Please make me come, Mistress."

"As you wish, Little Annie," Stephanie replied and began thrusting her cock in and out.

Instantly I began to babble like a sexual lunatic. "Oh God, oh, oh, fuck, yes, yeeees." My whimpers of pleasure cascaded into screams of pleasure. "Oh my God...Shit...My ass...Harder in my ass. Fuck, fuck, shiiiiit, I'm comiiiiing."

My orgasm hit me with such intensity, I wondered instantly if I had ever really had an orgasm before this moment, as tingling sensations hit every nerve ending: my toes, my fingers, my neck all quivered with an intensity that was unexplainable. Stephanie just held her cock buried deep in my ass as my orgasm pulsed through my very being. "Fuuuuuuuuuuck," was all I could muster as my entire body weakened into nothingness.

I woke up a few minutes later, still on the couch, but surrounded by moans of ecstasy. Sitting up, my complete submission at the hands of Stephanie came flooding back to me. Looking around all the pledges were furiously fucking themselves with their new purchases. I was startled by Stephanie's voice. "Don't worry, Little Annie, you are exempt from the rest of the Climax Games."

I turned to look at her sitting beside me. She asked, "Did you like your ass fuck, my pet?"

I just nodded timidly.

"Come on, tell your, what did you call me again?" she teased, continuing the power trip.

"Mistress," I whispered, ashamed that I let such a powerful word out in the heat of the moment.

"Right, Mistress. Tell your mistress if you liked the ass fucking I gave you?"

"Yes," I admitted, "although it was quite humiliating."

"What, showing your true submissive side?" Stephanie asked.

"I guess," I shrugged, not wanting to be psychoanalyzed.

She opened her legs wide and said, "Let's continue your training, Little Annie. Come taste your mistress, Slut."

Again I could have resisted, but the symphony of moans ricocheting off the walls had my pussy tingling again and, truth be told, I wanted to taste Stephanie. I wanted to be in control of her orgasm as she had been mine a few minutes ago. I wordlessly crawled between her legs and began licking my second pussy in two days. Her taste was stronger than Kim's and wetter, obviously publicly humiliating me had turned her on. I took my time between her legs, slowly teasing her pussy, the complete opposite of the aggressive onslaught of mine minutes ago. I wondered, as I used my tongue like a paint brush, slow up and down strokes, if all pussies had such variety in their taste. I wondered if Jamie's pussy would be as heavenly as I imagined it would be.

A few minutes went by where the only sounds were moaning and the odd orgasmic scream as some fellow pledge got herself off. Stephanie's moans increased too and she got animated again.

"Does Little Annie like licking cunt?" she asked, clearly trying to be over the top.

"Little Annie loves it," I admitted, taking a brief break from my meticulous pussy teasing and using the embarrassing name on myself.

"You do look absolutely adorable between my legs," Stephanie purred, grabbing my head and pulling me deeper into her wetness.

As my full face crashed into her pussy, I felt like I was shoved into a full sink of water, Stephanie was drenched. Taking the action as instruction, I went to her clit and began teasing, licking on it relentlessly. Her moans increased exponentially and knowing she was close, I decided a little tit-for-tat was necessary. I moved my finger to her pussy, got it nice and wet and just as her moans increased again I, without warning, slid my finger inside her tight ass.

She screamed and shook as almost simultaneously she came from the mixture of my mouth on her pussy and clit as well as the finger now buried deep in her ass. I smiled devilishly as I eagerly lapped up her orgasmic sweetness. "Oh shit, you little fuuuuuucker," Stephanie scolded, surprised but enjoying the anal final touch to her orgasm.

I purred, pumping my finger again in and out of her backdoor, "You like that too, Slut? Coming from a finger up her tight ass."

"You little biiiiiitch," she whimpered, through trembles of pleasure.

I used my free hand and tapped on her clit with deliberate force, bringing more uncontrollable quakes of euphoria to rattle her.

Finally, I pulled my finger out of her ass and crawled out from between her legs. Not waiting for praise or punishment, I searched for Jamie and crawled directly to her.

"That was quite the performance Little Annie," she complimented, looking down at me.

"Thank you, Ma'am," I replied, trying to hint at my need to submit to her.

"Ma'am?" she questioned, "Stephanie gets Mistress and I get Ma'am?"

"S-s-sorry, that was in the heat of the moment," I stammered, not wanting to disappoint her.

She laughed, "It's okay, you'll have all day tomorrow to make up for it."

"I do?" I asked, confused, yet excited by her promise.

"Yep, now go wait in line until your fellow sluts are finished with their self-inflicted orgasms," Jamie said.

I waited for fifteen minutes until the last of the pledges had come, curious what she meant by 'all day tomorrow to make up for it.'
Jamie finally spoke, "That was fun to watch, my sluts. Now in your bag is a gift specifically chosen for you by your Friday Mistress, quoting Little Annie's earlier reference. As tomorrow is Slave Day. Each of you will be the unconditional, unquestionable slave of a senior sorority sister for the day. Open your package now and find out what your special gift is and what your Mistress has bought for you."
The thought of Slave Day both excited and scared me, yet either way my curiosity of what was in the bag had me ripping the bag open eagerly. I gasped at what it was, a collar with a leash. I stared at it in disbelief. What was the purpose of this? I looked to my right and saw Caroline with ben wa balls, I looked to my left and saw nipple clamps for Becky. I began to look at others when Jamie was suddenly in front of me. "Don't like your gift?"
"I just don't understand its purpose," I replied.
"Isn't it obvious?" she asked, taking the collar from me.
"Um, no," I said, watching her intently.
"You are my pet," Jamie revealed, putting the collar on my neck.



My head was spinning. I felt an instant tingle the moment the collar was fastened around my neck. The derogatory name, pet, enhanced my need to submit and I asked, "Your pet?"
"Yes, you are my slave for a day tomorrow," Jamie explained.
"I am?" I asked, my pussy already leaking slightly with anticipation.
"Yes, Little Annie," Jamie said, tugging at my chain, "Follow me, my pet."
I followed Jamie a few feet before Jamie explained, "Starting now until 7 o'clock tomorrow, you are the obedient slave of whichever sorority sister comes and gets you in the next few minutes. Have fun pledges and the end is near. Kisses."
Jamie tugged the leash and I followed as other sisters began to collect their pledge pets. I crawled up the three flights of stairs and into her room which was huge.
Sitting on the edge of her bed, Jamie smiled, looked down at me and asked, "Are you ready to begin your journey as my personal plaything?"
I nodded and waited for further instructions a shiver tingling through me at the promise of sexual submission to Jamie and the words 'personal plaything'.
"Good girl," she purred as she reached for her phone.

Up next: Task 5: Slave Day
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Sometime after ten o'clock, following a late administrator's meeting about next year's school year, I pulled into a truck stop that I drove past every day but had never stopped at and went directly to the restroom...barely able to keep from pissing myself...still half an hour from home.
I walked into the restroom and went directly to a stall, pulled out my cock and began pissing.
From a stall directly behind me, I heard someone say, "Hey cocksucker, we have an audience."
I looked behind me, to see the stall was wide open and a burly black truck driver was standing up with a smile on his face, while some man in a suit was on his knees bobbing back and forth.
I quickly turned back, embarrassed to be seeing a gay act.
The black man asked, "So are you a cocksucker too?"
I couldn't believe he would ask such a thing and was frustrated that this was the longest piss of my life...I was desperate to get out of there.
"When you're done pissing, you're welcome to watch, suit and tie here has a great mouth," the black man said, his voice loud and firm, clearly enjoying his position of power.
Oddly, as I finished peeing, my cock inexplicitly began getting stiff. Mortified, by my cock's betrayal, as I had no interest in gay sex, I finished peeing and quickly shoved my growing cock into my pants.
Turning around, the truck driver added, a smug smile on his face, "Unless, of course, you want to join him."
Without even knowing I did it, I adjusted my now almost fully erect cock in my pants, as I began moving away, breaking my stare at the man bobbing back and forth eagerly on what looked to be a massive cock.
The truck driver called out confidently, "You're in denial, cocksucker. If your dick is hard by just catching a couple of glimpses of cocksucking...you're a cocksucker."
I rushed out of the restroom, not even washing my hands, as he finished his hillbilly assessment of me.
I went to my car and collected myself...trying to understand how such a bizarre scene had gotten me so hard. I started the car and was about to leave when I glanced at my fuel gauge and realized I didn't have enough fuel to get home. Sighing, I started the car and drove to the gas pumps. I had just put the nozzle into the car when I saw the man in the suit come outside, his head down, and walk quickly to a Mercedes. I shook my head at the thought that this rich, likely stockbroker bigwig, was a faggot.
I watched him back up and drive away, wondering what would happen if any of his coworkers knew of his secret cocksucker life...especially to a working class black man.
I was startled when the gruff trucker's voice came from behind. "He was a pretty eager cocksucker."
I turned around, trying to be courteous, "He sure scurried out of here."
"He would hate for anyone to know that underneath his thousand dollar suit, he is just a cocksucker eager to swallow black cock," the trucker exclaimed, rather loudly, not caring about the couple other people in hearing distance.
"I guess," I shrugged, completely uncomfortable speaking to this black arrogant man.
"Trust me, I know when someone is a cocksucker," he said, his tone implying, I thought instantly, he thought I was a cocksucker.
I instantly corrected him, "I'm not a cocksucker."
"I never said you were," he shrugged, "you did."
"I'm just saying I'm not," I reiterated confidently.
"I'm sure you believe that," he said, again his tone implying he didn't buy it.
"I'm not gay," I repeated, showing my hand with my wedding ring on it.
"Suit and tie is married too," he countered. "Actually, the majority of white cocksuckers who eagerly search me out are married."
"That's absurd," I said, pulling the gas nozzle out, baffled at the thought of married white guys searching out people to blow.
"It's a fact," he said. "Many, many straight white men are cocksuckers...many, like you, just don't know it yet."
"Like me?" I scoffed.
"You're the prototype of a straight cocksucker," he accused.
I put the nozzle back in the pump and even though I shouldn't have asked, I did. "How am I the prototype?"
He explained, "You're married, probably a couple kids, probably a sex life that is way more bland than it was before you had kids."
"That's most married men," I pointed out, although he was rather accurate in his assessment.
"Exactly proving my point," he nodded. "Most married men live in denial of their curiosity about sucking cock, especially big black cock."
"I'm not in denial," I said, beginning to move away to pay, "and I don't buy into that big black cock bullshit."
"Trust me, you're in denial. You got hard from just a few seconds of hearing and seeing someone on their knees. You are forever changed and don't even know it yet," he said, before adding, "and although it is not always true, stereotypes are stereotypes for a reason...there is usually truth to it."
"That's ludicrous," I countered, although my cock was, frustratingly, getting hard again.
"Tell you what, cocksucker. I will be back at this truck stop in two days at around seven o'clock. I will be stopping for a meal and a blow job. If you're the cocksucker I know you are, you will show up and ask permission to suck my cock," he said, smugly.
"That won't happen," I said, turning and walking away.
"See you in two days, cocksucker," he called out. I ignored him, my face red as a couple other men watched me walk by them and into the store.
I paid quickly and returned to my car, and the semi I assumed was his was no longer there. I drove the last half hour home, my mind spinning at the bizarre conversation. Why would he think I was gay? Why was he so smug and confident? Why was I so fucking hard?
By the time I got home, the wife was already in bed asleep. So I went to the den grabbed my iPad and clicked on my favourite website to stroke to...Literotica. I had an account and a few stories I had tagged as favourites, as well as a few favourite authors that were my go to writers. I read a couple of stories that usually did the trick and, oddly, they didn't get me off like they usually did.
Going to the search engine, I searched for gay stories and clicked on one called 'The Power of Cock' by John Hamilton, thinking at the time it was a ludicrous title and concept. Yet, as I began reading it, I was drawn into the parallels between the story and my own evening.
It was about a straight guy who picks up a black hitchhiker and ends up sucking his cock. An early scene had the black man walking to the guy's car door, and offering his cock to him through the window. The man hesitates, but ends up opening his mouth and taking the hitchhiker's cock.
As I read the story my cock became rock hard and, my brain betraying me, like my cock had earlier and was again, I wondered what I would have done if the truck driver had plopped his cock in my face. Would I have sucked it? I didn't think so. Yet, as I continued to read this straight man's decline into interracial gay submission, I furiously pumped my cock while imagining it was me. I only read a few more paragraphs before cum erupted from my cock.
Once my orgasm was done, I quickly clicked out of the story, ashamed that such a story had turned me on and even more so that I had imagined being that protagonist. I got ready for bed, before joining my beautiful, yet way less sexually aggressive than she had been ten years ago, wife. Ironically, the trucker had pegged me exactly. I loved my wife, but our sex life was bland and the gap between encounters had continued to grow further and further apart...ever since we'd had our kids.
...
Two masturbation sessions and a dozen gay stories of straight men submitting to their first cocksucking experience later, and it was the day of the so-called rendezvous. I never planned to meet him, but I told my wife anyway that I would be staying late to tutor some students and finish assessing some first year projects that were usually painful to assess.
All day while lecturing my US History students, the meeting was in the back of my mind. I felt distracted and flustered, ending my afternoon lecture early. Even when in my office assessing projects I couldn't focus...it didn't help that the students' work were mostly crap.
The harder I tried to not imagine what it would be like to be on my knees sucking the trucker's cock, the more it seemed to make the visual pop into my head. Over the past two days, a variety of questions had come into my head...questions that had never once occurred to me before the strange brief encounter two days ago:
What would it feel like to have a cock in my mouth?
What would it feel like to be on my knees?
What does cum taste like?
Can someone be straight and yet suck cock? According to the short stories on Literotica it was possible. I didn't find men sexually attractive and I sure as hell didn't want to fuck or get fucked by a man, yet I was undeniably curious about sucking a cock. Yet I still wondered.
Was I actually willing to suck a cock?
Was I willing to swallow cum?
Was I willing to be called a cocksucker?
I still wasn't sure of those answers when I glanced at the clock. It was six-thirty. It would take me almost half an hour to drive to the truck stop. As I stood up and grabbed my jacket, I rationalized I wasn't necessarily going to the truck stop to suck cock...it was dinner time and I definitely was getting hungry.
My mind and body on cruise control, I began driving to the truck stop, still unsure of what I was willing to do.
Reaching the truck stop, traffic being brutal, it was a quarter after seven. I sat in my car for another ten minutes as my brain bounced back and forth between a few different options:
1. Shift the car into drive and go home.
2. Just go in and have a bite to eat and go home (I was starving...for food, I mean).
3. Go in and be ready for whatever the trucker was planning on doing.
Just after seven-thirty, I got out of my car, deciding to go into the restaurant to eat dinner and see what happened from there.
I walked into the diner, which was almost empty, with only a couple customers...one being the black trucker. He didn't even look up from his meal as he said amused, "I knew you'd show up."
I froze as the moment of truth was at hand, I could quickly turnaround and leave and pretend none of this had happened, before anything really happened...or I could go and sit down.
After only a brief hesitation, I walked over and joined him.
"Hungry?" He asked, his plate almost done.
"I am," I agreed, grabbing a menu.
"The only thing on the menu for you is cock," he said, matter-of-factly.
I didn't say anything, as I looked over to see if anyone had heard what he said to me. The waitress was no longer in the room and the older gentleman a few tables over didn't seem to be paying attention.
"Have you been craving cock since you realized you were a cocksucker?" He asked, his gruff tone somehow making everything he said seem casual.
"What? No," I protested, not wanting to admit that was why I was here.
"Really?" he asked, raising an eyebrow at me. "You're not here to suck my cock?"
"I don't know," I whispered, embarrassed by his question and nervous as even his normal voice was quite loud.
"You better decide now, cocksucker," he said. "Suit and tie can be here in fifteen minutes to take my load. But I am giving you first right of refusal."
"I've never done this before," I admitted, not looking up at him.
Just then the waitress came over and asked, her southern accent strong, "Can I get anything for you, sugar?"
"You don't have the right body parts for what he is hungry for," the truck driver spoke for me and then chuckled loudly.
My face burned with shame as I stammered, "C-c-could I just have a glass of water?"
"Sure thing, sugar," she nodded, walking away.
"So you never answered me. Have you been craving cock since I last saw you?" He repeated, his tone never changing.
"No," I answered, which was mostly true.
"Really?" He asked. "But you do want to suck my cock?"
My face still burned with shame as I whispered, "I think so."
"I need a yes or no," he said, grabbing his phone as he added, "or I text suit and tie. It really is that black and white." He laughed at his own pun.
Although I still wasn't sure I was ready to do this, I knew I didn't want suit and tie coming here. "Yes," I whispered, ashamed by my answer and yet feeling an uneasy excitement building inside me.
"Yes, what?" He asked.
"Yes, I want to suck your cock," I said, still quiet, looking to see if the waitress was coming.
"Louder," he ordered, "I can't hear you."
"I want to suck your cock," I said louder, just as the waitress came out of nowhere...hearing my declaration.
The waitress put the water down and asked, looking at the truck driver, "Anything else, Darnell?"
"I don't think so, Flo," he said.
'His name is Darnell,' I thought to myself, praying the waitress would go away.
"My new friend here looks pretty hungry for some sausage," Darnell added.
She smiled, shaking her head, seemingly amused, "I don't know how you do it Darnell."
"It's a gift," he shrugged.
After she left, he asked, "What's your name, cocksucker?"
"Richard," I answered, not offering my last name.
He exploded in laughter. "Your name is Dick. Even at birth your parents knew you were going to grow up to be a cocksucker."
It wasn't the first time I had been called Dick, which I hated being called, but this was even more degrading than in high school.
"So does Dick want some dick?" he asked, clearly amused at my name and his playful banter.
"M-m-maybe I should go," I stammered, suddenly feeling overwhelmed by the situation.
"Where do you work?" he asked, ignoring my protest.
"At the college," I freely answered, instantly realizing I had given him too much information and wondering why I would tell him that.
"Professor Dick," he declared, stressing my name, as he stood up, tossing a twenty on the table. "Follow me, cocksucker."
I didn't move at first, but he said, his tone loud so that both the waitress and the only other customer heard him. "Now or never, cocksucker."
Curiosity overriding dignity, I sheepishly, not looking up to avoid making eye contact with the waitress, I stood up and followed Darnell to the restroom that started it all...with butterflies in my stomach.
Once in the restroom, he went to the same stall I had seen him in a while in the act just two days ago, and he ordered, "Come get your black monster, cocksucker."
I stared at him as he dropped his pants. Part of me was eager to do it, to make a growing curiosity a reality, yet I still had a chance to refrain from the gay act of submission. I was a well-respected educator. What would my students say if they saw me on my knees, in a dirty restroom sucking a gruff trucker's cock? I was a married man. What would my wife say if she learned of my indiscretions? I'm a loving father to two children. What would they think of their dear ol' father if they saw me with a big black cock in my mouth?
"Now or never, cocksucker," Darnell repeated, his tone implying impatience, as he pulled his cock out from his blue boxers.
Seeing his semi-erect cock, my brittle resistance was shattered, my many reasons to say no dissipated, as I stared at it. It was much longer and thicker than mine and my eyes were drawn to it. He chuckled, making his cock sway slightly, like a hypnotist's watch...and I was drawn to it like a moth to a flame. Even as my head protested the submission, I felt my legs moving towards him and his cock.
Reaching the stall, he said, "They always crumble when they get a close look at a big juicy black cock."
Although his words seemed absurd, as I stared at his cock, my mouth watered and I was in awe of his nine inches...it indeed looked...juicy.
Standing before him, eyes locked on his cock, mesmerized by its beauty, I resisted the last moment of submission...resisted dropping to my knees...even though I knew it was inevitable. I wanted to feel his cock in my mouth more than I could remember ever wanting anything else...absurd but true.
"Knees, cocksucker, I have to be on the road in fifteen," he ordered.
As soon as I was ordered, I dropped to my knees like an eager cocksucker, I obeyed, dropping to my knees in my mind because I was told to. His juicy cock was now staring me in the face. I grabbed it with my left hand and couldn't believe how hard it was.
He chuckled, "Stop admiring it, cocksucker, and do what you were born to do...suck cock."
Again his words were ridiculous...I wasn't born to suck cock. I had lived forty years never even considering it, yet as I leaned forward and crossed the last line I wondered what made me want to do it now. Why did I come back? Why did I let him humiliate me in the restaurant? Why was my cock stiff?
These questions unanswered, I opened my mouth, leaned forward and took his big cock in. I wasn't sure what I was expecting it to feel like...but it felt so natural...like breathing. My moral mind instantly shut off as I focused on the sensation of having a cock in my mouth.
Darnell groaned, his tone amused, "Ahhhh, another straight man becomes a cocksucker."
I hated that he simplified such an act. Yet, at the moment, I wanted to be a cocksucker. Instead of responding, I began slowly bobbing back and forth, taking a couple inches of his cock in my mouth.
"Already submitting to your natural cocksucker urges," he assessed, which seemed frustratingly true as I wanted to take more of him in my mouth. It was surreal sucking a cock, an act I loved having done to me and yet most women, my wife included, seemed to dislike it and did it out of obligation more than personal enjoyment. Yet, unexplainably, I loved the feel of his cock in my mouth. It seemed, using his word, 'natural', and I couldn't fathom why a woman wouldn't like this.
I continued bobbing back and forth, each forward movement attempting to take more of his nine inch cock, four inches bigger than mine, into my mouth. I couldn't fathom taking it all in my mouth, but I wanted to get as much as I possibly could...strangely...I wanted to be a good cocksucker.
"Such a natural cocksucker," he groaned. "I bet you can't believe you waited this long to become a cocksucker."
Without meaning to, I moaned on his cock in agreement.
He laughed, pulling his cock out of my mouth, "Tell me what you want, cocksucker."
"To suck your cock," I admitted, looking up at him without shame.
"So you're a cocksucker?" He asked, tapping his cock head on my lips.
"Yes," I nodded in agreement.
"Say it," he ordered.
"I'm a cocksucker," I acknowledged with a strange sense of pride.
"And what do you want right now?" He asked, tracing my lips with his stiff dick.
"I want to suck your cock and make you come," I admitted, desperate to have his addicting cock back in my mouth.
"You want to be my white cocksucker?" He asked, his chocolate stick teasing me relentlessly.
"Yes," I agreed, willing to agree to anything to have his big cock back in my mouth...wondering also if I would be so eager, so mesmerized by his cock, if he was white.
"Beg for it," he ordered, slowly stroking himself.
"Oh please let your white cocksucker suck your big, juicy, hard black dick. Use me as your cum bucket and dick gobbling slut," I said, the derogatory names about myself, including my own name, somehow turning me on even more...my cock begging for release.
"Once you take my load, I will expect you to be ready to come and serve me whenever I text you," he revealed.



"Of course," I nodded eagerly, agreeing to his expectations without considering the implications or consequences...my only desire now to serve his cock.
"If I text you at one in the morning?" He asked, as he shoved his cock back in my mouth and face fucked me for a few seconds making me gag.
As soon as he pulled out, I answered, "I'll meet you whenever and wherever you want." At the moment my answer sincere, my sudden insatiable hunger for cock all that mattered at the moment. I wasn't a well-respected professor, I wasn't a loyal loving husband, I wasn't a father to two great children...I was a cocksucker to black cock...nothing more, nothing less.
"I think you will make a great addition to my brood of cocksucker sluts," he said approvingly as he shoved his cock back in my mouth.
Eager to get him off, to be the best of his cocksucker sluts, I bobbed furiously on his cock, taking over six inches in.
"That's it cocksucker, worship my cock," he groaned, which implied I was doing a good job...which only made me want to take even more in my mouth.
I continued bobbing until I heard the restroom door open and went to move my head off his cock, but was held in place as he held my head with both his big hands and began fucking my face as he said, "A true cocksucker doesn't worry about an audience. His role is to worship cock, to obey without hesitation, to retrieve load after load of cum."
I heard the words, my eyes wide with fear of being caught with a cock in my mouth, and yet I couldn't deny I was willing to follow all his growingly extreme conditions.
Pulling out, he said, as he pumped his cock, letting go of my head, "Open wide and get ready to receive your Master's seed."
The term 'Master' a term I criticized regularly as I taught about early American history and the unfair social hierarchy of whites and blacks in the period prior to the Civil War, although it was many centuries after that before true equality was even remotely attempted. Yet, at the moment, he was my Master and I his cock slave, cum bucket and I didn't care who was potentially behind me watching as I said, "Yes, Master, cover your slave's face with your seed," the words so against my political teachings, my social morals and my personal philosophy. Yet, not against my insatiable hunger to suck his cock and taste his seed.
"Here it comes, cocksucker," he grunted, pumping his cock with his massive hands. A couple seconds later, my mouth wide open, my tongue out, I felt the first spray of cum hit me in the forehead. A second rope landed between my wide open eyes, before a third shot landed directly in my mouth. Getting just a slight taste of the salty seed, I leaned forward and took his cock in my mouth, determined to retrieve every last drop of his cum. I bobbed like a high school whore, wanting more cum.
He chuckled again, "Another straight man falls."
A few seconds later, he pulled out and asked, "Do you want to come?"
"Desperately," I nodded, my cock begging for attention.
"Suit and tie, come and suck Professor Dick," he ordered.
I turned around and saw the same man I saw a couple of days ago standing a few feet behind us.
He stammered, "Master, I only want to suck you."
"Obey like the cocksucker you are and I will reward you with a ride in my cab," Darnell said.
"O-o-okay," he nodded sheepishly.
Sucking cock was one thing, but getting a blow job was a completely different matter. Oddly, sucking a stranger's cock didn't feel like cheating, because I couldn't do that to my wife. Yet, I could get a blow job from her, usually only on my birthday, so getting a blow job from someone else seemed like cheating.
"It's okay," I said, trying to get suit and tie out of doing something he didn't want to do either.
"I wasn't asking you," Darnell said with authority, moving out of the stall. "Stand up and pull out your cock."
His tone made me obey, as I pulled down my pants and underwear, my stiff cock happy to be free.
"Go ahead, suit and tie," Darnell ordered.
Suit and tie looked at me with apologetic eyes, before moving to me, dropping to his knees and engulfing my whole cock.
I groaned loudly the moment he deep throated me, something my wife never did. Beth, a college girlfriend had, but that was years ago. I had always liked getting head over actual sex in college, and as this stranger bobbed back and forth, taking all my cock deeper in his mouth each time, I was in heaven. His mouth was perfection and he used his lips, tongue and excessive saliva to create an oral pleasure unlike anything I had ever experienced. My eyes closed, not wanting to see Darnell's look as I got blown, I moaned, "It feels so good."
"Suit and tie is a great cocksucker," Darnell acknowledged, then chuckled, "He is a cum-aholic."
Unfortunately, the pleasure was too much, my cock already ready to explode from my first cocksucking experience, and shamefully, in only a couple of minutes, if that, I warned, "I'm going to come."
He bobbed faster and swallowed the entire load that I shot down his throat a few seconds later.
Opening my eyes, I saw that Darnell had his phone out. I gasped, "Please don't tape this."
He stopped, as he shrugged, "Sure, I got the good stuff already when you had a mouthful of cock and when you allowed a stranger to suck you."
"Please, those would ruin my career," I protested, even as I allowed suit and tie to continue slowly sucking me.
"As long as you're an obedient cocksucker, these stay private," Darnell said, before adding ominously, "although one act of disobedience and I can't be sure I can keep my promise."
"I'll do anything," I pleaded, desperate to get him to delete the incriminating evidence he had on me...and wondering when he filmed me during my cocksucking.
"I know you will, cocksucker," he nodded. "Suit and tie, come join me in my cab. You can give me a nice long blow job while I drive,"
"Yes, sir," Suit and tie agreed, taking my cock out of his mouth and standing up.
I watched bewildered, as they both walked out of the restroom leaving me standing there with my dick slowly shrinking.
That is when shame hit me. I had just sucked a black stranger like some cheap slut. I had just cheated on my wife by letting a stranger suck me off. The door opened and I quickly pulled my pants up just as a teenager walked past me and to another stall...oblivious to what he would have walked in on if he had been just a few seconds earlier.
Like Suit and tie, I scurried to my car. Once inside, I saw a piece of paper on my windshield. I quickly got out and grabbed it. Back in my car, I read it:
Cocksucker,
You have potential as a cocksucker.
Text me ASAP telling me how much you love my cock.
Master Darnell
I read the brief note a dozen times before typing in the number after his name. I wondered if I didn't text back would he really do anything with his evidence. I couldn't chance it. Thus, I replied to his order, although in reality, the image of his big cock still in my head, my mouth with the lingering after taste of his seed...I would have done it anyways...the threat of blackmail was just a nice excuse to justify to my slowly crumbling moral side that I had no choice. So I declared my dedication to him as his cocksucker hoping I would soon again be allowed to service him.
Master Darnell
I can't believe I am saying this but I can't stop thinking of your cock. Its girth, length and beauty are forever imprinted in my mind. I loved being on my knees, I loved your cock in my mouth and I loved the small amount of cum I tasted (wishing I could have swallowed it all).
Thank you for seeing through my façade of straightness and making me a cocksucker for life.
I clicked send and immediately gasped at what I had written. Although it felt true, I already wanted to feel his cock in my mouth again, I couldn't believe I had written such a declaration. Yet, more evidence of my gay transgression.
Like a girl waiting by the phone for the guy to call, I waited in my car for a response. After a few minutes, as I replayed my submission in my mind, my cock getting hard again, I decided to drive home.
I noticed, as I began driving, that suit and tie's Mercedes was still in the parking lot and wondered how he planned to get to get back to pick it up.
A text came back but there was no word response, just a picture of his fully erect cock. Like Pavlov's dog theory, my mouth instantly watered and my cock instantly began to grow. I couldn't believe how much one man, one cock, one accidental moment could change everything. I chuckled to myself, I had become an accidental cocksucker.
Very Brief Epilogue:
It wasn't until a week later, a week riddled with anxiety at why he hadn't texted me (was I not good enough of a cocksucker?), that I saw him again, even though I stopped every day at the truck stop.
I was grading papers in my office, half an hour before I was to lecture, when I heard his deep voice, "Hi, Professor Dick."
I looked up, my cock instantly hardening, my face instantly reddening, my mouth instantly watering, as I stammered, "H-h-hi."
What happened next and how my journey to complete cocksucker to not only Darnell but many other black men, a few white men and a she-male, is a whole other story...or stories, truth be told.
The end...
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BEDDING THE BABYSITTER 7

The Sunday evening I'd walked in on Mom on her knees pleasuring my Mistress was a bizarre ending to the most bizarre weekend of my life.
It had started with a cheerleader lesbian orgy the previous Friday evening, continued with my seduction of my favorite teacher Sunday afternoon, followed by the stunning revelation of my mother submitting to my teenage Mistress Karen (not the one being pleasured by my Mom right now, Mistress Megan is in her thirties) and had finished, or so I thought, with a movie date with Ashley and a very intimate rendezvous in her bedroom. I'd found the sight of Mom pleasuring Mistress Karen shocking because of how humiliating that was for Mom and me; now I found the sight of her pleasuring Mistress Megan heartwarming because I knew how good about herself she'd be feeling right now.
Mistress Megan asked casually, as if my mother weren't between her legs licking her pussy, "How was your date, my dear?"
I stammered, still coming to grips with yet another twist in my life which just a couple of weeks ago was about as mundane as a teenage life could possibly be, "It-it-it was good."
"Only good?" she smiled, already very accurate in reading my expressions.
Unable to contain my excitement, I admitted beaming, "No, it was amazing!"
"Good," Megan smiled. "Now you look exhausted, so off to bed with you my dear, we'll talk about this whole new development tomorrow."
She was right: my body and mind were in comatose mode; I agreed, "Yes, Mistress." As I headed upstairs, I paused, "Good night, Mom."
Mom popped her head up from between Megan's legs and answered, her eyes making contact with mine with a look screaming sorry, yet her voice was happy and I was glad for her, "Good night, dear."
I didn't have to respond to her apologetic look, just to the contented tone in her voice as I said, not cheekily but sincerely, "Have fun, you two," and trudged upstairs. In my bedroom, exhaustion hit instantly and I collapsed on my bed, numb with pleasure and confusion as I fell asleep with no difficulty.
...
I woke up the next morning and a feeling of warmth washed over me as I remembered the sweet intimacy followed by raw sexual lust with Ashley. Was Ashley really my girlfriend? Did I have a girlfriend? I rolled over, grabbed my phone from the nightstand and re-read the last text from her.
Jenny,
I can't wait!! I really LOVE spending time with you and YES you ARE my girlfriend.
I had a girlfriend! Yet I also had two Mistresses and a Mom who was struggling through her own one-day-old sexual identity crisis. As I bathed in the afterglow (but part of it shattered wreckage) of last night's memories, one after another came flooding back.
Had Mom really submitted to Mistress Megan last night? Had Mom really submitted to Karen yesterday afternoon? Was Mom now a submissive lesbian just like me? All those answers seemed to be Yes. As the craziness of yesterday continued to come back to me, I also recalled seducing Miss Morgan yesterday as well. Had all that happened in one day? I had seduced and pleasured Miss Morgan, Mom had submitted to Karen, Ashley and I had our date followed by an intense quickie at her house just before her parents arrived downstairs, oblivious to the fact that I had just licked and eventually fisted their daughter to orgasm. Finally, I'd come home to find Mom submitting to Megan. It sounded like a poorly written porn movie, but that was the reality of my Sassy Sunday...I could only wonder what Stormy Monday had in store for me.
I was just beginning to struggle out of bed when Karen burst into my room. "Get up, slut!"
I was surprised to see Karen dressed not in her usual cheerleader's outfit, but in a white blouse, plaid skirt and dark pantyhose, the typical schoolgirls' uniform for everyone who wasn't a cheerleader or a PomPom. The only part that wasn't typical was that the plaid woolen skirt was scandalously short. (Principal Percival Parker didn't enforce the part of the dress code about skirts being knee-length at all well, surprise surprise.)
I still hadn't come to grips with her seducing and domming my mother, even though she'd been telling me all week she was going to do it. I just couldn't fathom my mom as a lesbian, never mind a submissive lesbian to the same teenager who just happened to be her daughter's friend and Mistress too.
I didn't even have time to respond and was sitting up stretching my arms when she demanded, "Why didn't you answer my calls and texts last night?"
"I was on a date, remember?" I answered.
"You understand I'm going to punish you for such disobedience," she threatened, brooking no excuses.
Her threat should have scared me, but after not getting to come last night after all the buildup, the idea of some sort of sexual submission had my pussy tingling. I assumed she didn't know about Mom and Megan, which I most certainly wasn't going to tell her. "Yes, Mistress," I answered simply.
"Good, now go shower so you can tell me all the juicy details of your date with Ashley," she ordered.
I went and took a long, hot shower as I delayed giving Karen the details of my first-ever date; she'd most likely do her best to trivialize or taint the special night.
When I returned to my bedroom there was an identical schoolgirls' outfit laid out for me, except I had thigh high stockings instead of pantyhose (meaning unlike Karen's, my tops would show most of the time). I sighed but understood the expectations. A couple weeks ago there was no way I would have even considered wearing such a provocative outfit to school or anywhere for that matter, yet now it didn't faze me in the least. I was beginning to like the attention, breaking the old nerd stereotypes and nose-in-the-air judging of me.
I got dressed in the outfit and sighed again as I noticed that yes, when I was just standing, people couldn't see the top of my stockings, but as soon as I moved at all, and definitely when I sat down, my silk stocking tops could be seen by anyone even remotely paying attention. I should have been ashamed or nervous, yet the idea kind of turned me on. After a lifetime of not being noticed, it was quite exhilarating to be the centre of attention.
I walked down the stairs and was worried I'd find Karen and Mom in some sort of sexual act and was thankful when I found Karen just having a glass of milk.
As if reading my mind, she explained, "Don't worry my pet, Mistress Megan has declared your Mom off limits."
"She has? " I asked, surprised.
"Yes, our Mistress has taken your mother under her wing," Karen continued, before adding, "That being said, the same can't be said for you, my slut."
"Sorry, Mistress Karen," I apologized, trying to explain, "It was our first date so I shut my phone off."
Standing up, Karen explained, "You will always be on call for me, is that understood?"
"Yes, Mistress," I agreed.
"Good, let's get going," she instructed, "I'm dying to hear about this date of yours."
Telling her about it felt like a betrayal of Ashley, yet I knew I had no choice. During the drive, I told Karen about the date and our brief intimacy at Ashley's house, but left out the fisting part: that was too special to share and allow her to cheapen it.
Karen asked, "So are you two a couple?"
"I don't know. We want to be," I admitted, "but we're not sure we're ready to be outed yet."
"Good call," Karen nodded as we reached the school parking lot. "I have no problem if you and Ashley play or date, as long as you understand you're still my submissive."
"Of course, Mistress," I agreed.
"And I think you and Ashley should keep it a secret at school for now," Karen said as she unbuckled her seat belt. "High school girls can be ruthless."
"I agree," I concurred.
Once outside, Karen asked, "Ready for your punishment?"
I smiled, "Not really." She knew I was teasing and would obey her.
"Brat," Karen laughed.
"Your brat," I retorted playfully.
"Do you like your outfit?" Karen asked.
"It's rather revealing," I answered.
"That it is," Karen smiled, as we headed towards the school buildings.
We were about to go our separate ways when Karen leaned in to my ear and whispered, "I expect you to tell Miss Morgan that you loved eating her cunt."
"Okay," I said, tentatively, although that seemed like a pretty tame punishment.
"And I want you to obey every order Sabrina gives you today," she added.
"Oh," I said crestfallen.
"She's my sub too now, but after punishing her thoroughly Saturday night I informed her she could remain my number two," Karen said.
"I see," I answered, distracted by her order. Sabrina was the one cheerleader I disliked, and the feeling was mutual.
"Should I make that a week?" she threatened, noticing my hesitation.
"No, Mistress," I sighed softly, "I will obey, of course."
"Good girl," she smiled, before adding, "speak of the devil."
I turned around and saw Sabrina, also dressed in an identical school girl outfit to mine, including similar thigh high stockings, walking towards us, a big smile on her face.
"Hello, Jenny," she grinned smugly, reaching us.
Just then my cell phone rang. I looked at Karen, who nodded I could answer it. The number was private and I answered, "Hello?"
"Is this Jenny Wyatt?" a voice asked.
"Yes," I replied, not recognizing the voice.
"Please hold for Governor Greene," the voice instructed me.
"O-o-okay," I stammered, stunned by who was on the line.
"Who is it?" Karen asked.
"Governor Greene," I answered, realizing Karen knew nothing of my rendezvous with Governor Greene back at Le Chateau Club and all that had happened after she'd whisked me away.
"Sure it is," Sabrina said, her tone snarky.
"Seriously?" Karen asked, less doubtful and more curious. She knew Megan had connections.
I nodded 'yesy just as the Governor spoke. "Hi, Jenny."
"Hi, Governor," I replied, still feeling surreal that I was talking to her on the phone even as I flashed back to my magic night with her the weekend before last.
After leaving Megan at the club, I was escorted to a limo where Governor Greene was already waiting.
Once inside, she offered me a glass of wine and proposed, "A toast."
"To what?" I asked shyly, accepting the wine glass.
"To new friendships," she smiled, so warm and gracious.
"To new friendships," I agreed, as our glasses clinked.
I sipped my wine nervously as the limo drove away. The past couple of days had been overwhelming, but being in a limo with our state's governor, a woman I adored as a role model, was surreal...especially since I was pretty confident I was going to have sex with her not too long from now.
"Are you nervous, my dear?" she asked a moment later.
"A little," I said.
"Only a little?" she pressed with a disarming smile.
"Okay, a lot then," I laughed, already very comfortable with her.
Her hand went to my leg; it was so warm it sent chills up my back as well as icicling straight to my pussy.
"My friend Megan has told me a lot about you my dear, and I would love to get to know you better," she continued.
"Okay," I agreed, all my five-dollar words having been apparently withdrawn from my brain.
She laughed, "Am I making you uncomfortable?"
"No, of course not, Governor Greene," I replied, trying to make a joke: "I hobnob with my feminist idols all the time."
"Touché. Please call me Daphne," she giggled (yes, actually giggled, believe it or not), her fingers making the smallest movements on my leg.
"O-O-Okay, D-daphne," I agreed, again sounding like a high school dropout.
"So, you are just recently coming to grips with your sexuality," she said.
"Yes Governor, I mean Daphne," I replied.
"You don't sound very sure," she said, not accusing, just gently drawing me out, but her hand a constant distraction.
"I'm pretty sure of the part about being a lesbian, but not at all sure about the coming to grips and what it all means part; it's all really new to me," I admitted. "I mean I knew I liked girls in theory, but theory has become reality in a pretty big way last night and tonight."
"It is a lot to take in, my dear," she smiled sympathetically.
"I'm not complaining," I giggled like the school girl I was.
"Nor am I," she countered, leaning in and kissing me.
I couldn't believe I was being kissed by the world's greatest feminist and Governor of my state! I closed my eyes and just allowed myself to let go and enjoy the moment. The kiss started soft and tender but slowly escalated to a more urgent raw passion. Our tongues explored as if we were in a cave without any light source. Eventually she broke the kiss and smiled, "You have such soft lips, my pet."
"Thanks," I blushed at the compliment and the endearing pet designation.
"Are your other lips as soft?" she asked with a sly smile.
"I-I-I don't know," I stammered, surprised by her naughty innuendo. "Mistress Megan hasn't said."
"Well, only one way to find out," she said, as she pushed me gently against the back of the seat and lowered herself between my legs.
I stared, unable to believe that one of my feminist idols was about to go down on me voluntarily. She hadn't asked my permission, but I wouldn't want her to.
"Thigh highs," she commented. "Very, very sexy, my pet."
"T-t-thanks," I barely got out as I felt her hot breath on my thigh.
"And going commando, you really are a deceivingly naughty little girl," she purred, her head going directly to my fevered, recently-shaved-for the-first-time pussy.
"I aim to please," I got out, trying to be playful and then cursing myself when I realized how lame I sounded.
"Oh trust me, I aim to find out exactly how true that is, my pet," she replied, before her tongue made contact with my pussy lips.
"Ooooh, God," I moaned on contact, the crazy submission to Big Rosie at the club having kept me near orgasmic bliss all night.
The next couple of minutes were pure ecstasy as she pleasured my pussy in ways I couldn't have ever imagined before. Her tongue seemed to be everywhere at once: on my clit, teasing my pussy lips and somehow inside me, too. My orgasm having been building steadily ever since she began pleasuring me, it was only a matter of time before I reached rapture. And when it came, my whole body trembled as I screamed, "Oh-oh-oh-oh-yeeeeeeees, I'm comiiiiiiiiiiiiing!"
My whole body was throbbing with pleasure as I allowed my orgasm to run its course through me as Daphne graciously lapped up my freely flowing juices. (I probably keep saying that word, but everything about this icon was gracious, even more so than Megan!)
Eventually the glorious moment ended as Daphne moved from between my legs, moved up to me and kissed me. Her tongue darted into my mouth and I was utterly hers.
Breaking the kiss, she purred, "You taste delicious, Jenny and yes, your other lips are like saturated velvet."
I blushed at the unique compliment from a woman I admired profusely. "T-t-thanks," I stammered, still feeling this was all a dream.
She returned to her seat and said, "We'll be home in a couple of minutes, my pet."
"Okay," I agreed, ready to go anywhere with her. Looking at my hero, her face shiny with my cum, was so surreal and yet, undeniably it was all really happening.
"What are you thinking?" she asked, demurely.
"I can't believe what just happened. You're my hero," I explained.
"Am I still?" she asked, raising an eyebrow.
"I've worshipped you for years, and I still do now," I paused, surprised by my suddenly brazen thought, "And tonight I hope to worship you unconditionally."
"Mmmmmmm," she purred, giving me another affectionate kiss, which only got me more excited. "You really are the most adorable little thing ever."
"Thank you," I said.
The limo glided to a stop and a moment later the driver opened the door for us.
"Come, my pet, our night has just begun," she smiled.
I followed her out of the car and electricity coursed through my veins when she took my hand like we were sweethearts and led me towards her mansion.
The door was opened just before we reached it by a very pretty black woman in a maid's outfit. "Good evening, Governor."
"Good evening, Layla," the Governor responded. "Can you please bring a bottle of Lewis Cabernet Sauvignon and a couple of wine glasses to my room?"
"Of course, Governor," the maid nodded and left.
Daphne led me upstairs and directly to what was obviously her bedroom...although hers was bigger than my entire house. She led me directly to the bed, smiled and said, "You're so beautiful."
I blushed again, such compliments not something I was used to.
Sensing this, she continued, as she kissed my neck, "Let me guess, you dress very conservatively at school, don't you?"



"Yes, Governor," I whispered.
"It's Daphne, my pet," she purred, tugging on my ear.
"Sssssssorry," I replied, distracted.
"Don't apologize, my pet," she whispered, her tongue exploring my ear unlike anything I had ever felt.
"Okkkkkkkay."
Looking back into my eyes, she continued the flattery, her hands going behind my back, "I am serious, Jenny. You're a very beautiful young lady."
My whole body trembled at her soft touch and warm words. "Not many people have ever said that about me, besides my Mom," I admitted, joking but not really.
"Let's get you out of this dress and see the rest of you, my pretty girl," she instructed.
With her assistance, I was soon feeling very vulnerable in her bed wearing only a lace bra and thigh highs.
"Delicious," she purred as she buried her face between my small breasts.
The maid walked in with a tray, not even blinking at the sight on the bed.
Daphne requested, "Can you also pull out box two please, Layla?"
"Of course," she smiled, now glancing at me with a knowing look, even gazing admiringly at my barenaked pussy. I didn't think the best personal servants were supposed to notice things like that; obviously the Gov... Daphne must have different expectations than most.
I felt slightly ashamed being seen by a stranger in such a compromising position, yet my eagerness to obey this beautiful older woman overrode any sense of humiliation.
Daphne unclasped my bra as she whispered playfully, "Let's see these little titties up close and personal, shall we?"
"Oh God," I moaned, as she placed her lips gently on my erect nipple.
"So young and pure," Daphne said, as her tongue swirled around my nipple.
Layla returned to the bed with a gold box and said, again unlike other top of the line servants in an entendre-filled purr, "Here is your box, Governor."
"Thank you, Layla," Daphne said, standing up. "Could you unzip me?"
"Yes, ma'am," she nodded, going behind the Governor, unzipping her and then assisting in allowing the dress to slither down the Governor's body and pool slowly to the floor, then giving her neck a brief kiss which the Governor acknowledged with a soft touch on the side of her head before Layla stepped back. I began to suspect that in Daphne's house almost all activities were accompanied by tiny sensuous rituals.
Not surprisingly, the Governor had voluptuous breasts and my mouth watered with anticipation at the thought of sucking on them. She was also wearing a blue thong and thigh highs herself.
Layla retrieved the dress and attached it to a hanger nearby. "Will there be anything else, ma'am?"
"Not right now," the Governor said, waving her away not officiously but graciously, although her eyes never left mine. "So my pet, do you like what you see?"
"You're the one who is beautiful," I returned her compliment, star-struck.
"Beauty is in the eye of the beholder, my dear," she smiled, as she unclasped her own bra and allowed it to fall to the thick carpet.
I stared at her breasts like a teenage pervert.
She moved to the bed, fell onto her back and instructed, "Come here my pet, let's give you the opportunity of worshipping me, as you so sweetly requested."
"Yes, Mistress," I agreed too eagerly, as I lay down beside her and stared again at her breasts.
"Go ahead, my dear, play away," she smiled.
I leaned forward and cupped both her breasts in my hands. They were so much bigger than mine and heavier, too.
"You have such soft, gentle hands," she moaned ever so softly.
I leaned forward, wanting to hear her moan again just because of me, and took her right nipple between my lips. I licked on it, sucked on it and even bit on it, before moving across and replicating this lengthy attention on her other nipple.
"That's it my good girl, make love to my breasts," she moaned.
After a couple more minutes I began slowly slithering my way down her body, kissing and caressing her belly, her belly button and finally reaching her barely-covered pussy. My hands trembling, I respectfully grasped her thong, gazed up into her warm eyes, and she lifted her ass up to allow me to remove it from her person.
Once it was off, I don't know why I did it, but I brought the thong to my nose. Her personal scent was exotic as it swarmed me like a spray of perfume at a Sax Fifth Avenue fragrance counter.
"That wetness in my thong arrived there all because of you, my dear," the Governor said, pulling me out of my brief reverie and back into what I had been doing.
I smiled, suddenly a bit brazen, "Well, in that case I guess I should sample a taste directly from the source."
"That you should," she smiled back, opening her legs for me in a wide welcome.
I crawled between her silky nylon-covered legs, my hands slowly and appreciatively gliding up them, until I was looking directly at a lovely bald pussy with just the slightest sheen on its lips.
"Go ahead my pet, lick my cunt," she said, the earthy 'c' word plonked within her elegant phraseology so deliciously startling. She knew she was granting a fond wish, knowing I couldn't wait to do exactly that!
I leaned forward, extended my tongue and began parting her pussy lips. Like Big Rosie earlier, her exotic unique taste was addicting and if I had any lingering doubts of my sexuality (which I didn't after the crazy twenty-four hours I'd just had) they were officially put to rest the moment my tongue touched her. I took my time, not wanting this moment ever to end. I was on my heroine's bed, licking her pussy and consumed by her scent and taste. I doubted it could ever get any better than this moment. (Regarding that last thought, I would later learn I was greatly mistaken: I had some difficult and sometimes painful challenges ahead, but also some amazing pinnacles.) I stretched up to flick my tongue across her clitoris and smiled as her legs twitched.
She moaned, "You really are a little tease, my dear."
"I just never want this moment to end, Mistress," I moaned back.
"Don't worry my dear, this will not be a onetime thing. I already have big plans for you," she moaned, her hand combing through my hair and pulling me deeper into her perfection.
A chill went up my spine at her promise. I replied, as I continued licking her wetness, "I am always available for you."
"I know you are," she replied, as she began moving her ass up and down, slowly riding my face for her personal enjoyment. Her wetness gushed onto my face as I desperately tried to lick and suck while she got herself off. "Oh yes, mmmmm, yes my sweet, I'm coooooming," she screamed, rather un-gubernatorial-like like as she held my face tight against her flooding cunt. I savoured every drop of her pussy cum as if it were some kind of artesian water.
Finally she let go of my head, looked down at me, and enquired graciously, "And you only yesterday first indulged in a pussy?"
"Yes, but so far you're the best!" I nodded, my face soaking wet with her pussy juice, easily as delicious as Big Rosie's, which I understood was legendary.
"Well, you're definitely a natural," she smiled. "Now be a dear and bring that gold box over to the bed."
Curious as heck, I crawled off the bed, picked up the large box nearby and returned to the afterglow that was Daphne.
"Open it up," she instructed.
I did and was staring at a plethora of sex toys...many I couldn't even begin to fathom how they might be used.
She sat up and joined me before extending an invitation, "Would you care to join me in fucking each other to euphoria, my pet?"
"God, yes," I said, still staring into the box.
She grabbed a lengthy double-ended dildo and two strange-looking long-handled devices.
"Lay on your back," she instructed. As she rubbed one end of the dildo up and down my pussy lips she added, "I see you're still very wet."
"Drenched," I moaned, as she slowly slid the long, thick dildo inside me. I watched in stunned silence as she then inserted the other end inside her own cunt and gradually moved her body towards mine.
"Oooooooh," I moaned, as the dildo was pushed deeper inside me the closer her cunt got to mine.
"I'm going to fill that tight little cunt, Jenny," she promised, as her legs and mine criss-crossed.
"Okkkkkkkkay," I whimpered, as the dildo went deeper in me than I thought anything was possible.
"Almost there," she moaned, and a moment later our pussy lips were wetly kissing each other's.
"Soooo full," I moaned, as she slowly began rubbing her cunt up and down on mine, creating a new sensation in my body. I followed suit, rubbing up and down too, making the dildo move all around inside me...touching and teasing every inch of my cunt.
We fucked each other pussy to pussy for several minutes, the only sounds our moaning and the bouncing of the bed.
"Now relax," Daphne said, holding a wand, now buzzing.
"Okaaaaay," I obeyed.
"I am going to send you to a whole new universe of euphoria," she promised.
"Aaaaaaaah, fuck," I screamed, the moment the toy touched my clit. The vibrations were intense and created constant waves of pleasure that cascaded right through me, exploding as they went.
"I call this thing the multiply-inator," she moaned and giggled as she added, "It gives me multiple orgasms."
"It is driving me craaaaaazy!" I screamed, louder than the usual shy me would ever vocalise, even when bellowing!
"I want you come again and again, my pet," she instructed.
"I've never had multiple orgasms before," I admitted.
"Well, it's time for you to have them," she purred as she began grinding her ass back and forth, fucking the dildo deeper into me. This, mixed with the crazy sensations of the wand, was too much and I came seconds later.
"Fuuuuuuuuuuuuuck!!" I screamed, as my body quivered like a 10 on the Richter scale. (The highest one ever recorded was only 9.5 in Chile in 1960, so this was crazy special.)
She kept grinding her hips, fucking me throughout my orgasm even as my pussy lips were being kissed again and again by hers.
"I'm not stopping until you come again and again, my pretty little slut," she promised.
Being called a 'pretty little slut' was a major turn on as I was a virgin just the previous day before being seduced by Megan, and I understand sluts fuck a lot. (And lucky sluts even more.)
I screamed, "Yes, Mistress, I'm your sluuuuuut, your submissive little sluuuuut!"
"Yes, you are," she agreed, as she continued fucking me out of my mind.
From then on, none of my orgasms ever really ended before the next one began. The intense double pleasure of the dildo and the wand created a never-ending surge of pleasure that sparked a crazy cycle of sexual enlightenment.
I'd long ago lost count, but my next orgasm of many was already on the rise when she pulled the dildo out of me and instructed, "On all fours, my pet."
My body quivering, my next orgasm begging for release, I obeyed as quickly as possible and watched, quivering with eagerness, as she went to the box and affixed a strap-on to her beautiful body. She explained apologetically, "I needed to change positions."
I empathized with a laugh, "My own body felt like a sexual pretzel."
She laughed back, "Now that's a new one!" She joined me on the bed and slid her plastic cock in my pussy. "Such a tight little cunt you have, my precious."
"Oh yes, fuck my tight little cunt," I begged, wanting to be fucked...hard and deep.
Her body slammed into me for a few minutes, keeping me constantly on the brink of the promised orgasm and yet not pushing me over.
"Want to come, my little high school pet?" she asked.
"God yes," I answered, my body dying for release.
"Onto your back," she ordered, pulling out of me.
I again urgently obeyed, feeling my pussy juice flooding out of me.
"Take the wand and hold it against that swollen clit of yours," she instructed as she spread my legs and filled my cunt with her plastic cock.
I obeyed again and the pleasure multiplied in seconds. I began babbling like a mindless bimbo: "Oh my, yes, fuck, oh, oh, oh, God."
She leaned forward, driving the cock deeper in me and took my nipple into her mouth. "Come for me," she purred into my breast, the vibrations on my nipple and clit causing fireworks through my entire being as seconds later another orgasm hit.
"Aaaaaaaaaah, yes, I'm commmmmming," I screamed, as the triple pleasure extended my orgasm endlessly.
I have no idea how long she fucked my cunt and sucked on my nipples, all while I held the wand to my clit, but this mega orgasm just wouldn't end, creating new sensation after new sensation long after it should have ended. Eventually I drifted off into oblivion.
...
"It's great to hear your voice, my dear," Governor Greene greeted me over my phone.
"Yours too, ma'am," I replied, my face burning red as the memories of that special night flashed through me.
"I have a favor to ask," she said.
"Anything," I quickly agreed.
"I love your eagerness, both that night and now," she said playfully.
"When I think of you I'm always eager," I said, wanting to add Mistress, but finding it awkward with Karen and Sabrina listening to my end of the conversation.
"Tonight I'm having a little event at my house for a few special guests and would love it if you were available to serve as a hostess," she said.
"A hostess?" I asked, unsure of her intent.
"Well, you would serve drinks and appetizers and so forth," she revealed. "Layla has the flu."
"Oh," I said, realizing I would be a maid.
"I hear disappointment in your voice, my pet," she caught on correctly. "Trust me, you will not be disappointed with the experience...plus, please bring along your new girlfriend Ashley."
"You know about Ashley?" I asked.
"Megan tells me you're in a relationship now. She's how I obtained your cell number," she revealed, answering another question that had been spinning in my head.
"Kind of," I said, still not sure what Ashley and I really had.
"Well, tonight you will both be paid very well, get to meet some very powerful and famous women and, if you're interested, serve more than just drinks and food," she added, reeling me in.
"I'm in," I agreed without a second thought.
"Great," she said. "Can you be here by six?"
"I think so, I may have to take a cab to get there," I said.
"No worries, I'll have a driver pick you both up. Just text me the address," she instructed.
"Okay," I said.
"And do bring Ashley, I would love to meet her," Governor added, before giving me her cell number.
As I hung up Karen asked, her tone terse, "What was that about?"
"The Governor needs a couple extra maids tonight so she's hiring Ashley and me." I didn't want it to sound like a big deal, protecting my relationship with the Governor.
"So, Jenny is mine today!" Sabrina crowed excitedly, her look promising revenge for what had happened over the weekend.
"Just until the end of practice. Jenny, it seems, has another commitment," Karen said.
"Then come with me now," Sabrina ordered.
I looked to Karen for help, but didn't get any as she shrugged, "This is your punishment."
I reluctantly followed Sabrina into the school and to the downstairs cheerleaders' only dressing room.
She sat down on the bench, flipped up her skirt, pointed and ordered, "Hurry up, wannabe cheerleader."
I dropped to my knees between Sabrina's legs. "Get licking, Jenny. I would hate for coach to walk in and learn that prim and proper Jenny is a submissive cunt-licking dyke."
I shouldn't have rebutted, I should have just obeyed, but I couldn't ignore her pretentious attitude considering that she also had been a card-carrying submissive cunt-licking dyke just a couple of days ago, "Takes one to know one."
She grabbed me by the hair and pulled me into her cunt. She roughly fucked my face with her pussy until she came a couple minutes later. My face was coated with pussy juice as she came hard.
Pushing me away she ordered, glaring down at me belligerently, "You will keep my cum on your face all day as a reminder of your true position, PomPom...at the bottom."
I pleaded, the idea of going out in public with my face shiny with cum mortifying, "Please, Sabrina."
"You should leave now. I need to pee," she informed me, before adding, "unless you're into that. Would you like to wear something else, too?"
Realizing her horrible implication, I quickly stood up and left. I hurried, head down, to another washroom. Looking at myself in the mirror, I was thankful I didn't wear much make-up this morning. Although there was a slight gleam on my face, I didn't think anyone would know it was pussy juice.
I felt that every person I walked by could tell I had pussy juice all over my face, yet no one spoke or reacted any differently than normal. When I reached my locker, Ashley was there. She greeted me with a beautiful smile that told me she was excited to see me, "Hi, Jenny."
"Hi, Ashley," I replied, happy to see her too...my whole body going warm at just her smile.
Her tone changed as I got closer to her. "What's wrong?" she asked, already able to read me like a book.
"Karen gave Sabrina authority over me for the day as punishment for ignoring her texts during our date," I admitted.
"Bitches," Ashley cursed, going from sweet to concerned to angry in seconds.
"Sabrina won't let me wash my face after she came all over it a few minutes ago," I added quietly.



"This stops today," Ashley said with authority.
"How?" I asked, "Karen runs the school."
"Trust me, I'll deal with it," Ashley said.
"Please be careful," I said with concern. "Karen is powerful and so far she's okay with you and me being a couple."
"We don't need her fucking blessing," she cursed, loud enough to cause passersby to look at us.
"I just don't want you to end up in her crosshairs," I whispered.
Ashley smiled suddenly, ignoring everyone around us as she leaned in and kissed me. My body stiffened at first, shocked by her willingness to make our lesbian relationship public knowledge, but her soft lips quickly melted away any concerns or worries about the consequences of being outed...I was a lesbian, we were girlfriend and girlfriend and I no longer cared who knew! Right there in the school hallway I kissed her back passionately with all my heart!
Breaking the kiss, Ashley looked around and said to a few guys and a couple girls who were staring, "Show's over."
They started moving along as I whispered, "Well, that blows one of my concerns right out of the water."
"I'm crazy about you Jenny and I'm not going to hide my feelings for you," she said, her sweet caring making me feel all warm inside.
"I'll tell the world I'm crazy for you, too," I smiled back, as she took my hand and I was glad to have it!
"From now on, ignore any orders from Karen and Sabrina," she ordered.
"Yes, Mistress," I smiled coyly.
She shook her head, "No, you mustn't do that either! There's no Mistress and slave between you and me, Jenny. I want a real relationship built on equality, honesty and...and hot, hot sex."
I smiled. Ashley really was the one for me, "That's what I want, too."
"Then we have to put an end to Karen and Sabrina's power trip once and for all," she said.
"How?" I asked again.
"Let me worry about that," Ashley answered grimly.
"Okay," I nodded. "Maybe I could ask Mistress Megan to deal with Karen."
"Let me try to deal with it first," Ashley said. "After years of just following along, it's time for us to lead."
"That is soooo hot!" I smiled, leaning forward and kissing her.
Breaking the kiss, I told her about walking in on my mom serving Mistress Megan last night and described the crazy phone call from Governor Greene earlier today and why.
"You've had sex with Governor Greene?" Ashley asked, astonished.
"Yes," I admitted. "I hope you're not upset."
"And she wants us both to come over to her house... to her mansion tonight?" Ashley asked, still processing this astounding information.
"Yes, she's sending a limo to my house for us," I nodded, although unsure what role we would be playing. "She said something about our serving food and drinks... and maybe ourselves, too!"
"Wow!" she said.
"Wow, indeed," I replied, just as the warning bell rang.
She gave me a quick kiss and said, "We can talk more later. Don't forget, don't obey them."
"Okay," I nodded, unsure whether I could actually stand up to them.
"Be strong, beautiful," she said, giving my hand an adoring squeeze.
"Okay, gorgeous," I repeated, this time with more conviction, loving her sweet endearing names for me.
We went our separate ways, my tummy full of butterflies at the excitement of being in a relationship. I went to class and sat down. The butterflies didn't last long as I heard people behind me gossiping about my being a lesbian.
Suddenly defiant, proud of my sexuality, I turned around and asked, "Do you two have something to say to me, or just behind my back?"
The two girls, who were notorious gossip queens, hadn't been expecting any response from timid little nerd Jenny because they must have been asleep all last week, and one said, "Just heard a rumour about you being a lezbo."
I snapped back, "This is 2011. The polite term is 'lesbian'."
"Whatever," she shrugged.
"Plus, I'm frank about my sexuality unlike you two, who are obviously wet-panties in love with each other and in complete denial!" I shot back.
I'm not sure what might have happened next, but our teacher arrived and all they said was a just-loud-enough-for-me-to-hear, "Bitch."
I ignored the slur and focused on the lesson.
At break I received a text from Sabrina, "Same place as this morning, now."
I sighed.
I was just contemplating my response when Ashley came up behind me and gave me a hug. "How's your day so far?
I showed her the text and she said fiercely, "Good! Let's go."
"I'm not sure now is the time to deal with this," I protested, but Ashley was already stalking towards the cheerleaders' locker room like a protective leopardess.
She either didn't hear me or chose to ignore any doubts as she continued her determined walk towards her... our?... confrontation.
I followed, full of trepidation at what may transpire. Ashley was more the silent type, but I was quickly learning she had a strong streak too...which turned me on even more.
Reaching the cheerleaders' room, she stormed in and demanded in a loud voice, "You in here, Sabrina?"
Sabrina called out from the shower room, not recognizing Ashley's voice. "Back here, slut."
I watched as Ashley prowled around the corner and ordered not in a yell but close to it, "You will leave Jenny alone!"
I couldn't see Sabrina's reaction, but I heard it: "Fuck you, Ashley."
"Look, bitch," Ashley snapped. "You can act all high and mighty and pretentious, but we all know you're a submissive slut and a complete puppy dog to Karen, complete with collar and leash!"
"I am not," Sabrina snapped back, always hating when people saw her as second fiddle to Karen.
"Really?" Ashley laughed harshly, as I turned the corner to watch this confrontation.
"You're the follower," Sabrina countered.
"Yes, I was," Ashley agreed, "but no more."
"Yeah right," Sabrina laughed.
"Leave Jenny alone," Ashley repeated.
"Or what?" Sabrina asked.
Ashley pulled out her phone and after a moment showed Sabrina the screen and replied, "Or these go viral."
Sabrina's confident smile crash landed and she stammered, "Y-y-you wouldn't."
"Not unless you force my hand," Ashley warned firmly.
"Karen is going to kill you!" Sabrina warned back.
I was dying to know what blackmail evidence she had on Sabrina.
"Let me worry about that," Ashley said, striding directly to Sabrina. "Meanwhile, let's make sure you understand how serious I am. On your knees, puppy dog."
"You've got to be kidding me," Sabrina sneered, her tone full of spite.
"Do I look like I'm kidding?" Ashley asked, glaring down at her prey from her superior height, displaying a confidence that I found a major turn on.
"I need to get to class," Sabrina pointed out.
"You'll be late," Ashley retorted. "Now get on your fucking knees."
Hearing her swear again enhanced my crush on her. She was so adorable, so cute, so sexy and now so damn confident!
Sabrina pleaded, realizing her predicament wasn't going to back down, "Please, Ashley."
"Do you mean, 'please may I eat your cunt?'" Ashley misinterpreted. "Why yes, you certainly may. Now get down on your fucking knees before I decide to make you a web sensation!" she roared.
Defeated, Sabrina dropped to her knees.
"Crawl to Jenny," Ashley ordered.
Sabrina obeyed, glaring at me as if this were all my fault.
"Beg Jenny to eat her pussy," Ashley instructed, once Sabrina got to me.
"May I eat your pussy?" she asked pathetically.
"You can be more convincing than that!" Ashley demanded.
"Jenny, may I please lick your pussy?" Sabrina asked, her tone slightly more believable.
Now with enormous confidence in Ashley's defence of me (however still not in myself), I answered, turning around, "No, you may lick my asshole instead, slut."
Ashley laughed delightedly, "Jenny, you never stop amazing me!" Then growled at Sabrina, "Do as you're told, ass slut."
I felt hands on my butt cheeks and a moment later Sabrina's tongue was licking my butt hole. It was an oddly satisfying moment, putting this diva bitch bully in her place.
After a minute of ass licking, which made my cunt wet, I turned back around and shoved my cunt in her face and ordered, "Now lick me, cunt-slut."
I looked at Ashley who was smiling at me and filming while I held Sabrina's head between my legs. When she didn't immediately lick I just slapped the back of her head to jump-start her and she began.
Ashley walked over to me and leaned down to kiss me. The contradiction of the softness of her lips and the gentleness of her passion, mixed with the grinding I was now doing on Sabrina's tongue had me near orgasm very quickly and when I came a few moments later, I moaned into Ashley's mouth while holding Sabrina tight against my leaking pussy.
Letting go of Sabrina, I broke Ashley's kiss and, looking down at a cum-covered Sabrina, I asked, "So you understand that you're our bitch now?"
"Yes," she replied, her pretentious persona washed away as she seemed to accept her natural submissiveness...just like I had before.
Ashley took my hand and said sweetly, "Let's go, my love. We're late for class."
I followed my lover a few steps away before turning and adding, "And don't you dare wash your face. I want my pussy juice on your face as a constant reminder that you're now our bitch."
"Okay," she weakly agreed.
"Okay, what?" I asked, finding a newfound confidence because of our triumph over Sabrina.
"Okay, Mistress," she replied.
"Mistresses," I corrected, before taking charge of my fierce but equal partner and pulling Ashley out with me.
Ashley complimented me, "That was so hot, watching you domme her."
"You're hot no matter what you do," I complimented back.
"Ladies," a voice from behind startled us.
We both spun around, letting go of each other's hands and saying in unison, "Hi, Principal Parker."
"Shouldn't you two be in class?" he asked, looking at our outfits and especially our nylon legs. Have I mentioned our principal couldn't help eyeing up the girls?
"Yes, sir, that's where we're going," Ashley answered.
"Shouldn't you already be there?" he asked.
"Yes, but Jenny had girl problems if you know what I mean, and didn't have any pads, so I got one for her from my cheerleader's bag," Ashley explained.
"Okay, okay," he nodded, waving his hands, clearly uncomfortable with the proffered reason, "just get yourselves to class."
Turning back around, I could barely keep from breaking out in laughter until we were out of ear's reach. I quipped, "That was bloody quick!"
Ashley burst out laughing, "That's funny." She kissed me quickly and said, "Meet me at our table at lunch."
"The cheerleaders' table?" I doubted, fearful of Karen's reaction once she learned what we had just done to Sabrina.
"Of course, we're on a roll," she winked and headed off to her class as I reluctantly turned and headed off to mine.
An hour later, trepidation again filling me, I headed for lunch. As I walked towards the table, I saw that Sabrina was already there and sitting with Karen. A chill went up my spine, nervous at what may transpire, but realized we were in the cafeteria so there would be no confrontation here, or at least nothing that would be obvious to anyone else...for Karen, reputation was everything.
I sat down glancing at Sabrina, who was unnaturally quiet. Ashley joined us a moment later and once the other cheerleaders joined us too, we actually discussed adding a new number to our routine as if everything was normal.
Lunch ended, only Ashley, Sabrina, Karen and I remained at the table and very few other people were in the cafeteria. Ashley said, "Karen, we need to talk."
"Talk away," Karen said, although she was typing on her phone and not really listening. I noticed Sabrina, still unnaturally quiet, look up with interest like a spectator just before a boxing match.
"Look at me, Karen," Ashley demanded, her tone again assuming the authority she'd displayed to such good effect earlier.
Karen looked up, surprised by the normally quiet Ashley speaking with such confidence. "Yesssssss?" she questioned.
"Jenny and I are an item," Ashley announced.
"So I read on twitter," she shrugged, showing us the tweet.
Ashley and Jenny are dykes.
I stared at the words...dykes such a crude term for something I felt was so beautiful.
"Coach is going to be pissed at you two," Karen said disapprovingly.
Ashley ignored the condescending tone and continued, "And Jenny is no longer your submissive."
"Is that so?" Karen said smugly, still not taking Ashley seriously.
"Yes, that is so," Ashley replied.
"Jenny, what do you have to say about this?" Karen asked.
Ashley took my hand under the table, lending me the strength I needed. "Karen, I am so thankful for all you have done for me, but I..." I paused, before saying, "...I love Ashley."
"What does that have to do with anything?" Karen asked, before adding, turning to look directly at me possessively, "I have no problem with you two being a couple but Jenny, you're still my pet."
Ashley interjected, "No, she isn't."
"I wasn't asking you, wallflower," Karen dismissed Ashley, her eyes still locked on me.
I felt completely overwhelmed with confusion and conflicting inner currents. Karen had been my first crush for forever, and had opened so many doors for me at school, and assisted in helping me find my true sexuality, opened up my submissive side and even created a sultry side I didn't know existed...ironically I had been the true wallflower before Karen had transformed me into a popular cheerleader in only a couple of days (in essence a lesbian version of an 80s movie). Yet conversely, Ashley had opened up a much deeper, sweet side of me...allowing me to be comfortable in my sexuality and to begin a loving relationship as equals. I went with my heart: "I'm with Ashley. We belong to each other."
Karen stood up. "We'll deal with this later," she said, indicating her command decision that this conversation wasn't done, but it was over for now.
"Yes, Mistress," Ashley countered, although her dripping sarcasm made it clear her so-called submission was a mockery and so was Karen.
Karen, glaring at Ashley, threatened, "You shouldn't fuck with me, Ashley."
Ashley wasn't fazed by Karen's glare that seemed always to work, quipping, "No, you're right, I shouldn't. I'd rather just fuck you."
"This isn't over," Karen warned, before adding "Let's go, Sabrina."
Ashley shot back, as Sabrina stood up like the follower she was, "Plus, don't you already have a pet?"
Sabrina snapped back, "Fuck you!"
"I already did," Ashley shot back, the cheerleaders' room meaning of this unknown to Karen.
Once they were gone I said, "Holy shit, I thought Karen was going to explode!"
"I'm used to her eruptions," Ashley shrugged, before smiling, "although I like your style of eruptions a lot better."
"You're soooo bad," I smiled back.
"And yet, soooo good," she retorted as the bell rang.
Feeling confident in our relationship and no longer caring about what anybody else thought, I leaned in and kissed her.
"Meet you after school?" I asked.
"There's no way I'm letting you go to Governor Greene's alone," she smiled.
"Are you getting jealous?" I teased.
"From now on, we do everything important together," she answered, kissing me again.
"Hmmmm, I really like that," I said, feeling all warm inside.
"Plus, I still owe you one," she smiled.
"One what?" I asked, confused.
"One orgasm, silly," she winked, "once we were so rudely interrupted by my parents."
I laughed, "Darn parents."
We went our separate ways and I was on cloud nine until English class, when I had to see both Karen and Miss Morgan. I wasn't overly nervous about seeing Miss Morgan, knowing she wasn't going to tell anyone; but Karen, after our earlier confrontation, was a wild card.
When I got to class Karen pointed to a seat in front of her. Reluctantly, not as confident on my own as I was with Ashley, I sat where she told me.
"I'm very disappointed with you, pet," Karen whispered.
A chill went up my spine at her tone, but I remained silent, facing ahead.
"I want you to go up to Miss Morgan right now and tell her you want to eat her pussy after class today," she continued.
My face paled. If Ashley were here she would stand up for me. Yet on my own I didn't have the internal fortitude she did. I stammered, "I-I-I can't do t-t-that."
"Now!" she ordered, "before the rest of the class shows up and watches you do it."
"Please," I pleaded, turning around.
"Now, or I will reveal your teacher seduction to the class," she threatened.
Sensing her threatening tone, I stood and, with immense trepidation, walked up to Miss Morgan who smiled warmly at me as I approached. Reaching her, I whispered, "I'm so sorry to say this Miss Morgan, but Karen is blackmailing me."
Miss Morgan looked up at Karen and her face went white.
I continued as students continued filing in, "After class today, I'm supposed to eat your pussy right here in your classroom."
"Oh, God!" she gasped.
"I'm so sorry, Miss Morgan, she's punishing me for my disobedience," I explained. "It's all my fault!"
"Go sit down, Jenny," she instructed, stressed out by my words but in control of herself.
"Yes, Miss Morgan," I nodded, feeling guilty for pulling her into the middle of my roller coaster ride of love and submission... and now betrayal.
Returning to my seat, Karen purred, "Good pet."
My face burning red, I stared straight ahead and prayed she would leave me alone for the rest of the class...which thankfully she did.
Miss Morgan, impressively, was able to set aside the after-class threat and the potential of being outed, as she introduced us to Hamlet and we began reading Act One.
The bell rang and Karen ordered me in a low voice, "Stay, puppy."
The condescending words flustered me; it was obvious she was trying to re-establish that she was the domme in our relationship.
"Karen, please," I pleaded, knowing I wasn't strong enough without Ashley here to stand up to her.
"Please let you eat Miss Morgan's cunt at her desk while I chat with her?" Karen asked arrogantly.
"This isn't appropriate," I pointed out.
"Neither was your disobedience," she countered, walking towards the door as the last of the class exited the room.
Miss Morgan was at her desk, pecking away on her computer, but her red cheeks told me she was nervous about what would happen next.
Karen closed the door and leaned against it, blocking the small window, as she ordered, not loudly, but loudly enough to resonate around the room, "Jenny, crawl under Miss Morgan's desk."
Miss Morgan gasped, looking up from her computer, "Karen!"
"No sorry to decline, I don't usually eat cunt, women usually eat mine," Karen retorted, before offering snarkily, "unless you want to eat mine now?"
I didn't move, paralyzed by the humiliation Karen was dishing out to both of us...feeling tremendous guilt for putting Miss Morgan in this spot.
Miss Morgan stood up and demanded with surprising dignity, "Ms. Pepper, that will be enough."
"Actually it is Mistress Pepper," Karen corrected, and I watched, horrified as Miss Morgan's resolve appeared to crumple.
"Please leave," Miss Morgan asked, now in a timid, tiny voice, her eyes showing complete fear.
"Miss Morgan, this is pretty simple. My pet has been disobedient and needs to be disciplined," Karen explained, before addressing me and asking, "Therefore, cunt-slut, why are you still lollygagging at your desk?"
"Karen, this has nothing to do with Miss Morgan," I countered.
"It does now," Karen shrugged, before ordering, her tone again shifting to do-as-your-fucking-told, "Get under Miss Morgan's desk right now!"



Reluctantly, I stood up and began walking towards Miss Morgan.
"This is not the place," Miss Morgan argued, her tone a mixture of embarrassment, worry and shock.
"Would you rather we go to your place?" Karen asked.
"I have a meeting to attend," Miss Morgan wheedled, trying to get out of the awkward predicament.
"Then we'd better hurry," Karen countered, before throwing down the threat I knew was coming. "Unless you want the whole school and administration to know you're a lesbian."
I reached Miss Morgan just as she pleaded, "Karen, please no."
"Then obey me like a good pet teacher," Karen instructed "and let my pet complete her task."
I said, "I'm so sorry, Miss Morgan," before disappearing under her desk.
"Can't we discuss this?" Miss Morgan asked.
"Sure," Karen agreed, "we can begin as soon as Jenny is kneeling beneath your desk and licking your box."
"My box?" Miss Morgan asked.
"Pussy, cunt, twat," Karen listed, "which word do you prefer?"
"Karen..."
"Return to your chair right now, Miss Morgan," Karen ordered.
Miss Morgan walked back behind her desk as Karen asked from the back of the room, "Pantyhose or thigh highs, Miss Morgan?"
"Pantyhose."
"Pull them down to your ankles," Karen instructed.
I watched Miss Morgan, now standing directly in front of me as she obeyed the 'request'.
"Panties, too."
Miss Morgan obeyed again.
"Sit."
Miss Morgan obeyed, looking down at me.
"Roll your chair in."
Soon I was nestled between Miss Morgan's legs.
"Lick away, Jenny," Karen ordered.
Miss Morgan's pussy directly in front of me, the undeniable pull to obey again so strong, had me eager to obey. I leaned forward and began licking her. To my surprise, Miss Morgan was soaked and I wondered if that was because she too was submissive...she hadn't really shown any hints of submissiveness when I had submitted to her on... had Sunday been just yesterday?
Miss Morgan moaned as my tongue made contact and Karen said, assumedly with a smirk on her face, "It looks like my pet is obeying my order."
There was no talking for a couple minutes while I focused on licking Miss Morgan's pussy.
Finally Karen asked, "Enjoying Jenny's tongue, Miss Morgan?"
"Please, I don't want to lose my job," Miss Morgan pleaded.
"Miss Morgan, I have no intention of outing you," Karen reassured her.
"Thank you," Miss Morgan responded with a slight moan.
"But that said, it's obvious you're in desperate need of a Mistress," Karen continued.
"Excuse me?" Miss Morgan questioned.
"You're letting a student crawl under your desk and eat your pussy just because I told you to," Karen pointed out.
"You threatened to out me," Miss Morgan pointed out.
"You didn't put up much of a fight," Karen countered.
A moment later, I heard a thud as Karen cried out, "What the hell?"
I froze, Miss Morgan's nectar on my lips.
"Karen, where is Jenny?" I heard Ashley demand.
"Why, I have no idea," Karen replied, acting innocent in such a way it was obvious she did indeed know.
"Tell me," Ashley threatened.
Miss Morgan interjected, "Girls, could you please move your conversation somewhere else, I have work to do."
"Oh, s-s-sorry, Miss Morgan." Ashley apologized, realizing she and Karen weren't alone.
"Yes, sorry Miss Morgan, I'm sure you have something to finish," Karen replied, giving a hint to Ashley.
A moment later the door closed and I expected Miss Morgan to roll her chair away from me, but instead she asked, "Jenny sweetheart, please get me off, I'm so close."
Although surprised, I was eager to comply as I buried my face in her pussy and licked hungrily. I sucked her clit between my lips and slid two fingers inside her.
"Oh God," she moaned.
It didn't take long, as I focused on her clit while finger-fucking her cunt, before I felt a gush of cum coat my face. I kept licking until she rolled her chair away a few seconds later and whimpered, "Thank you; now get out of there, Jenny."
I quickly did as she stood up and just as quickly tugged up her panties and pantyhose.
"I'm so sorry for dragging you into this," I apologized abjectly.
"It's my fault, Jenny," she said, "I'm the adult."
"I'm still sorry," I repeated.
"I'll deal with Karen," she said.
"She'll want to make you her submissive," I warned.
"And I may let her do it," she shrugged, giving me a mischievous smile.
I laughed, "It's a lobster trap."
"I really do have a meeting," she said, glancing at her watch, "that I am now late for."
I grabbed my bag and headed out. I was startled when I saw Ashley and Karen still in the hallway, loudly talking to each other.
Ashley was in mid-sentence when she saw me leaving Miss Morgan's room.
Karen, smiling, said, "I'll leave you two to chat."
Ashley threatened, "This isn't over."
"I couldn't agree more," Karen replied, sauntering off.
I walked up to Ashley and apologized, something I seemed to be doing a lot of lately, "I'm sorry, I couldn't stand up to Karen."
A moment later Miss Morgan came out of her class and seeing us, her face went red as she hurried off the other way.
Ashley, perplexed at first and then looking back at me, my face shiny with pussy juice, asked, "Karen made you eat out Miss Morgan?"
"It's a long story," I answered, worried I could lose Ashley.
"I have some time," she said, looking upset, as if I had just betrayed her completely.
I retold the whole story from last week's flirting, to yesterday's seduction and Karen's blackmail today. When I was done I finished with another apology, "I'm so sorry, Ashley. I want to be with you, but I was worried that Karen would out Miss Morgan."
"I'm not mad at you, girlfriend," she said, pulling me into her and kissing me reassuringly.
When she broke the kiss, she smiled and said, "Don't we have a limousine to catch in a couple of hours?"
"Indeed we do," I smiled back, before adding, "and I have a plan for Karen."
"You do?" she asked.
"It's another long story," I admitted, as I took her hand and started telling her the complete story of how I ended up where I was today, abbreviated because of our lack of time but no longer leaving out any essentials as I even told her about Karen domming my mother and my walking in on my mom and Mistress Megan after our date last night.
"Oh my," Ashley said, "you have been a busy naughty girl! You really can't judge a book by its cover, can you?"
I smiled, "But the deeper you get into the book, the more you learn."
"Well, let's go talk to Megan," Ashley said, "I want to devour this book whole and get to the riveting climax. The thought plickens!"
"What about the happy ending?" I coyly teased.
"Oh, we're only in the opening chapters, Jenny," she smiled, as we walked past the gym and towards the parking lot.
I asked, "What about cheerleading practice?"
"Fuck them," she shrugged, as we walked hand in hand towards her car.
"Well, I'd rather you fucked me," I flirted, the words sounding both naughty and romantic.
Ashley asked as we reached the car, "Is your mom going to be home?"
"Not for another hour," I replied.
"Good, then I will do just that," she said.
"Do what?" I asked playfully once we were in the car.
"Fuck you," she smiled, "but in the nicest possible way!" reaching into the backseat and setting a duffle bag on my lap.
As she began driving, I opened the bag and saw a big black strap-on cock. "Oh my," I gasped, the thought of her wearing a strap-on making my cunt dampen. "You really do plan to fuck me."
"Oh, I plan on doing lots more than that," she promised, her hand going to my leg, causing a chill to scamper playfully through my entire body.
"You too are a book I plan to read cover to cover," I smiled, bringing the book metaphor back.
"That's good; I'm a real page-turner," she quipped, giving my leg a firm squeeze. "Especially when you get to the good parts!"
As we drove I was giddy with excitement. Looking at her, I knew I was in love with her, as strange as that seems in such a short time. Yet there was no doubt my feelings for her were way more powerful than those I had for Megan, Karen, Miss Morgan or anyone else. I longed for her and she accepted me for who I was.
We were in this together and starting our journey as a couple. We would talk with Megan together about how to deal with Karen together; we would go to Governor Greene's together and together experience whatever was lying in store; we would walk together at school hand in hand...ready to break through the social expectations that would judge us.
As we pulled up in front of my house, I couldn't wait to make love to her. With Karen it was sex and submission. With Ashley it was something completely different: it was soft and intimate and yet delivered with an even stronger intensity than the thrill of submission...although I revelled in both...and her promise to fuck me created a whole new level of potential naughtiness to our growing intimacy...as I reflected on her begging me to fist fuck her last night.
As we went into the house, I knew we had a crazy night ahead of us and an even crazier week, yet all I wanted was to be in the arms and between the legs of my Ashley (well, maybe also on all fours as she fucked me).
The rest of the craziness...well, that would have to wait upon our pleasure. So to speak.
Continued in Bedding the Babysitter Chapter 8... the Governor Greene party.
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Part 1: A SHOCKING SECRET
Bride-to-be Brittany is finally going to meet the in-laws a few days before the wedding. To her surprise, her whole world comes crumbling down as she learns:
-Not only her in-laws, but her parents as well, are part of a secret sex society called the Order of Syndom. This exclusive male dominated secret society believes that men are dominant and women are submissive. The society believes that incest is natural and is the ultimate way to show true love between family members.
-Brittany also learns that her engagement to Bradley and her career as a lawyer were both set up by her Order of Syndom father.
-Brittany is overwhelmed by all the revelations but eventually accepts her natural position of submission...submitting to her parents, her in-laws and others in a full scale orgy.
Thanks: To MAB7991, Richard, and goamz for editing this story.
*****
The next morning, I woke up in my own bed, with Bradley lying beside me and wondering if yesterday had been real.
Had I really learned that my parents were members of a secret sex society called the Order of Syndom?
Had I really sucked and fucked my father-in-law to be, my fiancé's uncle and his grandfather?
Had I actually eaten pussy for the first time...the pussies of young, bimbo strangers?
Had I fucked my father and pleasured my mother?
Was I now the lowest slut in a bizarre sexual hierarchy?
As I replayed my bizarre first meeting with my future in-laws, I knew the answer to all was yes. I rolled onto my side and looked at my fiancé. I had thought I knew everything about him, yet apparently I knew very little. Of course, that went for my own family too. My mother a sexual submissive? My father a dominant Master? And me...a sexual submissive to all?
Bradley opened his eyes and although groggy he could see in my eyes my confusion and insecurity. "Are you okay?" He asked.
"Well, everything I thought I knew about my life has been a facade. My family, my career, even my relationship with you," I said, recalling the fact that my father had apparently arranged getting me my job and the love of my life.
"I didn't know we were set up," Bradley said. "I fell in love with you without any influence by the order."
"Are you sure?" I asked.
"Yes, Brittany," he said softly. "They may have set us up without our knowledge, but they can't create the feelings I have for you."
"Or that I have for you," I countered, realizing he was right. Regardless of how we met, everything that happened after that were decisions made by Bradley and me.
"We can just run away," he said sincerely.
"Really?" I asked. "Just up and leave our lives?"
"Yes," he nodded. "If we stay, the Order will own us."
"And you don't want that?" I asked, flashing back to yesterday and him telling secrets about our sex life and him having incestuous sex with his sister and mother.
He paused.
"Be honest, Bradley," I said, "I think I can handle anything after last night."
He laughed, "Yes, you seemed to take everything thrown at you last night."
"And in me," I quipped.
He took a deep breath and said, "I love being a member of Syndom. It has been a big part of my life since I was eighteen."
"Have you fucked other Syndom sluts since we started dating?" I asked, before adding, having learned yesterday that he had cheated on me with his sister during our relationship, "besides your slut sister."
"Actually, no," he said. "I have not been to any Syndom events since we started dating."
"Honestly?" I asked, my heart warming at his being so faithful to me.
"Yes," he admitted, "I didn't want to lose you." After a pause, "I still don't want to lose you."
"You still love me after all the sins I committed last night?" I asked, feeling both ashamed of my actions and yet oddly excited...my pussy getting damp under the sheets.
"It's my fault for not warning you in advance," he said, his face showing his guilt.
"No, I could have stood up for myself," I replied, realizing the truth of my own actions. "The reality is I was drawn into the web of sex and my natural sexual desires of submission."
"But I should have told you the full scope of the Order of Syndom," he said.
"Is there even more than I learned last night?" I asked.
"Not really," he said. "But once you officially join the Order, you are bound to it, as they will have a lot of dirt on you."
"Hmmmm, you have never bound me," I teased, my hand going to his cock.
"I'm saving that for the honeymoon," he quipped back.
"Don't make promises you can't keep," I teased.
"Oh, I can keep them," he smiled, leaning in and kissing me.
Breaking the kiss, he rolled away from me and said, standing up, "I also promised not to fuck you until after you say 'I do'."
"I do," I said, wanting a morning fuck.
"Fuck, I love you, Brittany," he said, his hard mushroom top sticking out of his briefs.
"Prove it," I challenged, crawling over to him.
"There will be punishments for both of us if we break the rules," he warned, making me instantly recall I was supposedly getting a punishment today for having come before I was allowed.
Fishing his cock out, I began stroking it, "Am I worth the punishment, baby?"
"Aaaah, you are insatiable," he groaned, as I leaned forward and took his cock in my mouth.
After a few seconds, he said, "I think oral sex wouldn't count as breaking the rules."
"Mmmmmmm," I moaned on his cock, as I began bobbing hungrily.
As usual, when we had morning sex, it didn't take long to get his balls boiling and in a couple of minutes Bradley deposited a load of cum down my throat.
Pulling out, a minute later, he said, "You're going to be late for work."
"Damn you," I whined, "are you really going to leave me all wet and wild?"
He shrugged and teased, "They say patience is a virtue."
"Fine," I sighed, ignoring the fire burning down below and getting out of bed.
"So, you're okay with becoming a part of the Order of Syndom?"
"Yes, Master," I smiled, knowing deep down that last night was the most intense, fulfilling night of my life and had opened up a whole new world for me.
Leaning in, he kissed me again. Breaking the kiss, he said, "I do love you, Brittany."
"I love you too, Bradley," I smiled back, knowing that as long as he was by my side nothing else mattered.
We had breakfast, showered and headed to work, as if today was just a normal day. Of course...it was anything but normal.
...
I was in my office after lunch with a client of mine working on briefs for a case I was dealing with, when my secretary announced that Mr. Pickerton wanted to see me.
Instantly I panicked, knowing that Mr. Pickerton was a member of the Order. Would he have any clue of my many transgressions last night? He often called me in for discussions about cases, so being called by him wasn't out of the ordinary...yet somehow I sensed this wasn't about a case.
Taking a deep breath, I left my office, went to the elevator and headed to the top floor.
Getting off the elevator, I was surprised to see that his secretary, Mrs. Patterson, wasn't there. I waited a couple of minutes before deciding to knock on his closed door.
"Come in, Ms. Peck," Mr. Pickerton called out.
I entered and he added, "Please close the door."
"Yes, sir," I nodded, closing the door...filled with an eerie trepidation at what may lie ahead.
"So how are the wedding preparations going, Ms. Peck?" He asked casually.
"Crazy," I admitted, today being my last day at work, taking off Thursday and Friday for the wedding this weekend and the following week as well for my honeymoon.
"I got an interesting phone call last night from your future father-in-law," he said, my fears instantly realized.
"Oh!" I said.
"Apparently, I am to dish out your punishment," he revealed rather matter-of-factly, "although I doubt you will think it is much of a punishment."
"Please, sir," I pleaded, "I really need to keep my work and private life separate."
"That can be arranged," he nodded in agreement, "the Order can protect you...if you are loyal to it."
"But, I," I began, but was interrupted.
"Come replace Mrs. Patterson, Brittany," he ordered, as he rolled his chair back.
I watched stunned as Mrs. Patterson, a chubby, but very pretty woman in her late forties, who was usually ice cold at her desk, crawled out from under his desk. Without a word, she walked past me and out of the office.
"She has been a member of Syndom for over twenty-five years and man she can suck a cock," he said, rather casually.
"Really?" I asked, shocked and yet after all I had learned recently nothing should have surprised me. Yet, the biggest bitch in the building being a submissive slut at first shocked me and then made me smile thinking how pretentious she was in her demeanour...ironically, just like me.
"Oh, you would be surprised how many members of the society there are in this city," he said, before adding ominously, "more than a few of whom you have met."
"Like who?" I asked, suddenly curious.
"Oh, they will let you know when the time is right," he smiled. "Now, back to the task at hand, or should I say mouth?" he finished pointing to his crotch. I couldn't see his cock from where I was standing, my view obstructed by his desk.
"I'm not sure I am comfortable with this, Mr. Pickerton," I said, hating that already a decision made yesterday had come to my place of work.
"I wasn't asking your opinion. Brittany," he sighed. "Now get on your fucking knees under my desk or I give Walker a call."
"Okay, okay," I said shocked by his aggressive behavior, just beginning to understand the full scope of the Order of Syndom.
"Good girl," he said, as he watched me walk around the desk.
I stopped in my tracks and gasped, "Holy fuck."
He chuckled loudly, "Never seen a big black cock?"
"N-n-no," I stammered, as I stared at the eleven inch black missile that was pointing directly at me.
"Well, then you're in for a chocolate treat," he said smiling. "And I know that all girls love chocolate."
My mouth watered, my cunt leaked slightly at the thought of it in my mouth or cunt.
"Stop drooling over it and get under my desk," he ordered, clearly amused at my stunned silence, "DA Smith will be here in five and he isn't a member of the society."
"Oh my," I said, thinking I'd better hurry and get him off. I quickly got under the surprisingly spacious desk and got on my knees just as he rolled his chair back in.
Suddenly eager to have that big black fuck stick in my mouth, both out of curiosity and for the sake of speed, I took it in my hands, stunned again by how hard it was, as I took his mushroom top in my mouth.
He groaned, "Walker said once you get a cock in front of you the slut switch turns on."
The words should have been insulting, but I had long crossed the line of embarrassment (I was currently on my knees, under a desk, in a professional business suit, sucking my boss's massive cock). Instead, I focused on getting him off.
As I began bobbing back and forth, awkward at first in the confined area, I took four or five inches in. After a minute or two, he rolled back, his cock slipping out of my mouth, "Now Smith will be in here in a couple of minutes. My cock will remain in your cocksucking mouth until our meeting is over. Yet, I don't want to come. Is that clear?"
"Y-y-you want me to stay under the desk during your meeting?" I asked, flabbergasted by his expectations.
"This is a punishment, Brittany. Although the reward for obedience will be eleven plus inches of black cock in that white cunt of yours," he smiled, his plans for me clearly laid out before me, before adding, a devious smile on his face, "or your ass."
"What if he hears me?" I asked.
"Then your career is probably over if he thinks you sucked and fucked your way to the top," he answered, just as the intercom came on.
"DA Smith is here to see you," Mrs. Patterson announced.
"Now be a good slut," he said, rolling his chair back in as he pressed the button and said, "Let him in."
My eyes were big as I took his cock in my mouth, the rest of my body paralyzed with the fear of getting caught.
A moment later, the door opened and DA Smith said, "Thanks for meeting me on such short notice."
Mr. Pickerton welcomed, "I always have time for you, Bill."
I heard him sit down on a chair on the other side of the desk, as I remained frozen with a couple inches of cock in my mouth.
Bill started, "How are the kids?"
"Getting bigger and louder," he replied.
"Isn't that always the truth," Bill laughed.
"And what is new with you?" Mr. Pickerton asked.
"Between you and me, I am running for governor," he revealed.
"Congratulations."
I listened intently. If Bill became the governor, which he would have a great shot at, there would be an opening.
"And I was looking for support from your office," Bill continued.
"Of course, you got it, Bill. Although it would suck to lose you," Mr. Pickerton added, moving his ass up a bit, his cock going deeper into my mouth.
I took that as I was supposed to be sucking him and began slowly, nervously, sucking him as I tried to eavesdrop on the conversation.
"Thanks, I appreciate that," Bill said.
"Of course. So when are you planning to announce that you're running?"
"Next week," Bill answered.
"Well, if I can do anything to help."
"Your support is great."
"On a different note, what do you think of Brittany Peck?" My boss asked, again making my eyes go wide.
"Professional or other?" Bill asked, his tone joking,
"I already know you would love to fuck her," Mr. Pickerton chuckled, his cock vibrating in my mouth.
I couldn't believe they would talk about me like a piece of meat.
"I would love to fuck that face of hers, she has amazing cocksucking lips," Bill said. I again couldn't believe he saw me like that. Although it was obvious Mr. Pickerton was allowing me to hear this, it was also obvious this wasn't the first time I had been talked about so unprofessionally.
"She does have amazing cocksucking lips," Mr. Pickerton agreed, as I continued slowly bobbing on his cock.
"Although I wouldn't mind tapping her ass, too," Bill added, with a laugh.
Mr. Pickerton laughed too. "Your obsession for fucking girls in the ass is an unhealthy fetish."
Bill defended, "I like to see women submit to the naughtiest taboo and give in to me unconditionally."
"Sex equals power," Mr. Pickerton pointed out.
"As true today as it was hundreds of years ago," Bill agreed.
I had always wanted to be a fly in the room able to hear what the men talked about, and now hearing it I was appalled at how little had changed. Yet, ironically, being on my knees, sucking my boss's cock, it was hard to protest and defend that things had changed. I had worked my whole life to become a respected lawyer, to be taken as a professional woman, and yet in just one day my whole journey of feminism was shattered.
Pickerton concurred, "Men will always run the world."
"And women will always reluctantly take it up the ass to climb the ladder thinking they can one day be a leader," Bill added.
"Good to know," Pickerton said.
"I have to go to another meeting, but we should have lunch soon," Bill said.
"I have to finish something I started, too," Pickerton replied, his implication obvious to me.
They said their goodbyes and Pickerton finished with, "Be sure to consider Ms. Peck for the DA position."
"Oh, I consider her all the time," Bill retorted, his tone implying he saw me more as an ass to fuck than a woman to hire, which pissed me off even as I continued slowly sucking cock.
The door closed, Bill rolled back, his cock sliding out of my mouth. "Did you learn anything?"
"All men are pigs," I replied from my position of humiliation under his desk.
"Oink," he shrugged, before ordering, "come bend over my desk I only have a few minutes."
I crawled out from under his desk, thankful to be off my knees, and asked, "Do you guys always talk about women as pieces of meat?"
"Not always," he replied, before adding, "but you need to understand regardless of the Order of Syndom men still run things."
"It doesn't have to be that way," I protested, as I stood up, knees sore, frustrated at the chauvinistic reality...even after all I learned and submitted to yesterday.
"Bend over the desk, Ms. Peck," he ordered, his tone firm, ignoring my soap box protest.
I sighed. After yesterday, I had learned that resistance to the hierarchy is futile, plus undeniably my cunt was wet at the thought of his big black cock inside me. So instead of continuing to protest, I obeyed, frustrated at my weakness, frustrated by my predicament, frustrated at the reality that my determined existence was a facade and yet I was eager to feel his cock in me.
"Good girl," he purred, which added to my shame of obedience.
He flipped up my dress and said approvingly, "Thigh highs, very nice."
"Thank you sir," I nodded, as his hands squeezed my ass.
"But," he said, his tone shifting to disappointment, "an Order of Syndom slut doesn't wear panties."
"Sorry, sir," I apologized, not wanting to be punished.
He pressed the intercom on his desk, "Mrs. Patterson, could you please bring me some scissors."
He sat back in his chair as I remained bent over his desk waiting for further humiliation knowing that his bitch of a secretary would soon see me in a very unprofessional position.
He asked, "Do you want Bill's job?"
"Yes," I admitted, the conversation of my career strange considering the situation.
"He will have the most say in his replacement," he continued.
"So I should offer up my ass?" I asked, not even sarcastically like my mind was thinking, but slutty like I already understood that it was the way to climb the political ladder.
"It definitely wouldn't hurt," he agreed, just as Mrs. Patterson entered.
I looked at her and she smiled a knowing smile.
Mr. Pickerton ordered, "Please cut off the slut's panties."
"She's wearing panties?" she questioned with a condescending admonishment.
"She's a slow learner," he said, as she reached me and roughly cut my panties off.
"I'll help train her, sir," she offered.
"You've wanted her forever haven't you?" he asked, revealing another surprise to me.
"God, yes," she said with disdain, as she shoved my cut panties in my mouth. "I have always wanted to put this bitch in her place."
I gasped into my surprisingly wet panties shocked that this bitch secretary called me a bitch.
"Get her ass ready for my cock," he ordered, as my eyes got wide, his cock much bigger than any that had been in my back door the day before.
"I'd love to," she said, pressing two fingers roughly into my cunt, as she said amused, "She's fucking drenched."
"Wouldn't you be if you knew you were getting a big black cock in you?" he asked.
"You know I would," she replied playfully, as she added a third finger into me.
Although it was rough, it was somehow turning me on, as they talked about me as if I wasn't there.
"Fist her," he ordered.
I again gasped into my panties as another first occurred when she immediately obeyed his order shoving her whole fist up my well lubricated cunt. I screamed, as my cunt was widened unnaturally, my panties falling out of my mouth. "Fuuuuuck."



She slapped my ass hard making me yelp. "Put your panties back in your fucking mouth and don't you dare make a sound, you pretentious little fucking bitch."
Her tone fierce, I quickly obeyed, shoving my panties back in my mouth like an obedient child as she began pumping her arm in and out of my cunt. I whimpered and moaned into my panties as I was fisted and violated like a cheap slut.
"Gape her ass," he ordered.
"With pleasure," she agreed, as she pulled her fist roughly from my cunt and slid two fingers inside my ass. She wiggled her fingers around and said, "It's already pretty loose, sir. I'm guessing she is already a pretty dirty ass slut."
"Is that true, Ms. Peck? Are you already a dirty ass slut?" he asked, pulling my panties out of my mouth.
"Yeeeeeees," I admitted, as she slipped a third finger in my rear.
He shoved the panties back in my mouth and asked, "Is she ready?"
"No one can be ready for that big snake of yours, sir," she answered, clearly lusting after his cock.
He laughed boisterously, "Touché," before I felt his strong hands on my hips. "Get the lube."
"Not sure the bitch deserves it," she said, smirking at me, her disdain for me obvious.
"Don't want to rip her apart before she has all her submission gatherings," he said, reminding me of the many different events my father-in-law had informed me were going to happen between now and my wedding.
"Fine," she shrugged, opening a drawer and pulling out a tube of lube.
She roughly lubed my asshole, her fingers violating me once again, before he ordered, "Lick her cunt, while I fuck her ass."
She sighed heavily, clearly thinking she was below such a task, but I smiled thinking of her pleasuring me.
I closed my eyes, preparing for the burn that was inevitable as his thick cock would widen my ass unnaturally.
Without any more discussion, I felt his cockhead pushing against my asshole and after a brief resistance he broke through and I whimpered into my panties as an intense pain immediately began.
A couple of seconds later, I felt her tongue on my cunt which immediately created an intense contrast of pleasure and pain.
He slowly continued to penetrate deeper into my ass as he said, "For such an ass slut, you have one fucking tight ass."
"Not for long," she quipped from beneath me.
He laughed again, "That's definitely true."
I just kept my teeth clenched together as his violation of my ass continued, the bitch's tongue on my pussy at least countering somewhat the pain that was not fading away.
"Dammit," he sighed. "I have to get going soon, your true anal training will have to wait until after your honeymoon, Brittany." As he began fucking my ass, although only half his cock was in me.
After a few strokes, the pain, like it had the first time I took a cock up my ass, began to fade and an indescribable pleasure began to slowly build.
"Fuck, I love your ass, Brittany," he grunted. "I can't wait to really give it the full Pickerton invasion."
I moaned, as I got used to his thick cock in my ass, and began to want to take more in me.
"You like my cock in your ass?" he asked, as he began fucking me faster.
Spitting out my panties, I admitted, "Oh God yes, fuck my ass harder."
"You really are an insatiable slut just like Walker said you were," he approved, before continuing, "I knew your father was a member of the society, but I couldn't fathom you being a submissive cock slut at first."
"Oh, I am," I moaned.
"But you're such a straight line feminist," he pointed out.
"Can't I be both?" I asked.
"A feminist and a slut?" he questioned.
I knew instantly the terms were contradictory, but the reality was, I was the oxymoron of the two worlds colliding. "Yeeees," I moaned, "now fill your feminist slut's ass with all that big cock of yours."
"You're not ready for it all," he warned.
"Slam that big fucking snake in my asshole," I demanded.
"You asked for it," he said, seemingly surprised by my hunger.
I grabbed the edges of the desk in preparation for the hard thrust I was anticipating, craving and screamed as all eleven inches filled my ass and his body slammed into mine so hard the desk moved. "Fuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuck!" I screamed, a mixture of burning fire and orgasmic euphoria cascading through me.
"Drill her ass," Mrs. Patterson snidely quipped as my head went light.
He continued pounding my ass as the pleasure and pain principle continued to create a sensation that riddled my very being. So close to orgasm, I babbled incoherently, "Oh God, fuck, yes, aaaaah, shiiit, close, close, sooooooo close."
I was so close to coming, the double pleasure and unbelievable feeling of my ass being so full was causing such intensity in pleasure that I thought I might pass out...yet my orgasm, so close, wouldn't burst, instead simmering so close to the surface.
Mrs. Patterson laughed, as she slipped two fingers in my cunt, "Come, you nasty slut."
Finding my g-spot, I obeyed her demand, as I screamed, not even thinking of the words coming out of my mouth, "Thaaaaank you, Mistreeeeeeeess," as the avalanche of euphoria, crashed down on me hard.
I just lay bent over the desk, my body drained of all energy, my mind empty of rational thought, as he continued to pound my ass, and she continued to tap on my clit...my orgasm refusing to stop pulsing through me.
A few deep thrusts later, my black Master announced, "Here comes my cum," as he shot his load deep in my ass.
I moaned, "Oh yes, fill my ass with your cum," as I tightened my ass cheeks trying to milk his cock for every last drop of his sticky seed.
She pulled her fingers out of my cunt, my pussy juice leaking out of me like a tap left running and he pulled out of my ass, his cum dripping out of me. I felt like a dirty slut, humiliation setting in as my orgasm faded and the reality of my submission came flooding back.
Mr. Pickerton said, "I have a meeting to go to. Brittany, congratulations on your upcoming wedding and I look forward to continuing your training when you return to work."
"Yes, sir," I weakly agreed, happy he was leaving.
"Mrs. Patterson, she owes you an orgasm, but don't keep her too long, I imagine she has work to do before she heads out tonight for her family orgy," he said casually, as if he was talking about the weather.
"Hmmmm, I have the perfect place for her to return the favour," she purred, standing up and smiling deviously.
"I'm sure you do," he chuckled, as he walked out of the office.
She said firmly, "Straighten up, slut, and meet me at my desk."
"Okay," I weakly agreed.
"Okay, Mistress," she corrected.
"Sorry, Mistress," I apologized, finally standing straight up.
"Oh, you will be if you are not a hundred percent obedient," she warned, walking out.
I stretched and wobbled, my head still light from the orgasm and wondering how I was ever going to get my life to resemble some sort of normality. Taking a few deep breaths to recover, I walked out of the office, his cum still leaking out of my ass.
"Under my desk," she ordered, not even looking at me, as she rolled her chair back.
Understanding her earlier warning, I didn't protest, even though the area was a lot smaller than the one under Mr. Pickerton's. Once under the desk, she rolled her chair back under, her legs wide open.
I didn't need instructions as I buried my head between her legs, under her dress and began licking her completely shaved pussy.
"Go slow, slut, I want this to last," she ordered.
"Yes, Mistress," I whispered in shame from my submissive position as I continued licking.
Over the next thirty minutes I licked slowly, was ordered to stop each time the phone rang, and sat frozen in fear as another colleague of mine chatted with her. Mrs. Patterson seemed to revel in the fact that I was under the desk and clearly prolonged the conversation longer than necessary.
Eventually, she grabbed my head and began grinding her cunt on my face, finally coming all over me.
Once her orgasm was done, she rolled her chair out and ordered, "You can fix your make-up, you look like a cheap slut, but don't wash my pussy juice off your face."
"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, getting out of the confined space and standing up, my knees aching.
"Go, slut," she said, her tone full of disdain as she waved me off.
I scurried out and rushed directly to the restroom where I looked at myself in the mirror. I barely recognized myself: my face shiny, my make-up running and my hair dishevelled. I couldn't believe that twenty-four hours ago I was living a completely different life. I tried to fix my hair and face as best I could as I had left my purse in my office.
Doing an adequate job, I took the stairs down to my floor, to avoid colleagues, and ignored my secretary who said something to me as I walked into my office and closed my door.
Collapsing in my chair at my desk, I closed my eyes and tried to calm down, my anxiety at a new high.
The intercom came on, "Ms. Peck, DA Smith is here to see you."
My eyes went wide again as I quickly grabbed my purse. I replied, "Please tell him I need a couple of minutes to finish with an issue."
"Of course, Ms. Peck," she agreed.
I went to my private bathroom and tried to make myself respectable as I shifted from submissive slut to professional lawyer...although knowing what I now knew...I would play sexy professional lawyer in an attempt to have him consider me as his replacement.
As I added a fresh coat of lipstick, I wondered, 'would Bradley be okay with me sleeping my way to the DA's job?' Considering he had fucked his sister without my knowledge, I figured I owed him one.
I finished freshening up, confident I had both the professional and physical attributes to get the job.
Deciding that being a part of the Order of Syndom should also enhance my professional life, I went to my desk ready to use my sexy wiles to show DA Smith I was the perfect candidate for the job.
Just then I got a text from Dad:
Baby Slut,
Meet the family at McGavin's at six.
An outfit for the evening will be dropped off at your office this afternoon.
Master Daddy
My cunt tingled as I read the text and the promise of tonight. Would my two brothers be there? Grandpa? Uncles and aunties? Was tonight going to be an incest orgy with me as the center piece?
Horny again, I put my phone away, unbuttoned two buttons on my blouse, creating a valley of flesh to tease, pushed a piece of paper off my desk and pressed the intercom button, "Please let DA Smith in."
Tonight was a few hours away, right now I had to focus on the task at hand...convincing DA Smith I was the right woman for the job.
He walked in and I stood up and walked over to him. I offered my hand and my dazzling smile, "It's great to see you, sir."
"You too, Ms. Peck," he smiled, looking directly down at my ample cleavage I had created just for him, before adding, "It won't be Ms. Peck for much longer, though."
"Oh, I plan on keeping my maiden name," I pointed out, although I wasn't sure that was true after all that had transpired...did I even have a say in such matters anymore?
"Good for you," he nodded.
"What can I do for you?" I asked, walking towards my desk, stopping at the corner of my desk to bend down and pick up the piece of paper I had dropped earlier, allowing him to get a good long look at my firm ass.
"Um, well, I," he struggled, obviously distracted by my curves.
Standing back up, I asked, smiling, "You okay?"
"Y-y-yes," he stammered, trying to regain his composure. "Just need to talk to you quickly about something."
"Sure, what about?" I asked, turning around and leaning on my desk, allowing him a great view of my nylon-clad legs.
He sat down and slyly adjusted himself before he continued, "Can you keep a secret?"
"Of course."
"I am running for governor."
"That is great," I smiled warmly, bending down to give him a congratulatory hug and a lengthy view of my breasts. Standing back up, I added, "You are the perfect candidate."
"Thank you," he nodded, his face clearly showing surprise at my rather uncharacteristic warmth. "The reason I am here is, if I win, there would obviously be an opening for a district attorney and Mr. Pickerton recommended you."
"He did," I replied, moving back to my desk and sitting down. "That was awful big of him."
"And I agree, you would be a great possible candidate," he continued, continuing to look at my breasts more than my eyes.
"Thank you, sir," I said, noticing he used the word 'possible'.
"Oh please, call me Bill."
"Only if you call me Brittany," I smiled back.
"So, are you interested?" he asked.
"Of course," I nodded, before adding, my tone not dripping with flirtation but enough, I hoped, to make my point, "I would do anything to get that job."
"Well, I don't think there is anyone more qualified than you," he complimented.
"Thank you," I smiled, before adding, "but I have seen many men less qualified than me get positions I should have gotten."
Bill shook his head. "At the District Attorney's office you are judged on your ability and not your sex."
I smiled and leaned forward, allowing my breasts to practically fall out of my blouse, "Can't it be both?"
Bill's eyes went wide as he stared at my cleavage utterly speechless.
I stood up and moved back around my desk as I explained, "I know how the game works Bill. The system is one massive boy's club. That said, I have something to offer that none of the boys in the club can offer."
With that, I dropped to my knees and put my hand on his very hard cock.
After a moment of shock at my aggressive approach, he quickly took control, smiling confidently. "So, you are willing to do whatever it takes?"
I squeezed his cock firmly, "I am a hundred percent team player."
"Is that so?" he asked.
"Although for a full hundred percent participation I need to be more than just a 'possible' candidate," I continued, fishing his cock out of his pants.
"I usually do a thorough interview before I ever hire someone," He countered.
"Let's do some oral dictation first," I quipped and devoured his six inch cock.
"Oooooh," he groaned, probably quite surprised that someone he had gone head-to-head with on many occasions was now giving him head.
I bobbed on his cock hungrily, easily deep-throating him, for a couple of minutes, before taking his cock out of my mouth and asking, "What is the next part of the interview?"
"A complete physical," he smiled. "Got to make sure you are healthy and able to work the long gruelling hours that the job entails."
I stood up and asked coyly, "Should I get out of this skirt?"
"I want to see those tits you are always flaunting first," he ordered, no longer surprised by the shift in context.
"You mean these?" I asked coyly, cupping my breasts.
He stood up, and demanded, "I don't have a lot of time to flirt, Brittany. Show me your tits now."
I obeyed, taking off my blouse, willing to do anything for him to give me my dream job.
"Bra too," he ordered.
I again obeyed.
"Very nice," he approved, cupping my breasts.
"I'm happy you approve," I smiled.
"Usually, I would do a very through interview, but I think I will get right to the final question," he said, as he turned me around, pushed me over my desk and tugged down my skirt. "No panties and thigh highs," he said his tone implying he was surprised and impressed.
I replied, "I dress as a professional on the outside and a slut underneath."
"Well done," he approved, "the only question left is do you allow access to all three of your holes?"
"I like to think I'm a fuck two holes and get the third for free kind of girl," I quipped trying to be witty.
He pulled his pants down and said, "I hope to test out all your holes, Brittany, but I have time constraints at the moment."
"I see," I pouted, "well, I guess this will just have to be a test drive for now and you can do a more thorough test when you have time."
His hands went to my hips and I felt his cock between my ass cheeks, "I will definitely take you up on that offer, Brittany."
"I hope you doooo," I moaned, as his cock slowly slid into my ass.
"Fuck, so tight," he groaned, as he slowly slid deeper into my back door.
As he started slowly fucking my ass, he said, "I'm a little surprised by your enthusiasm."
I moaned, "I'm a lot more than meets the eye."
He continued slowly fucking me until I demanded, "Come on stud, don't make love to my ass, pound it."
"Shit, Brittany, you really are a wild one," he chuckled, as he obliged my request, beginning to slam into my ass. His cock much smaller than Mr., Pickerton's, I easily took it all.
A couple more minutes and he warned, "I'm going to come soon, my little ass slut."
Wanting to taste his cum, I moaned, "I want it down my throat."
"As you wish," he agreed, moving back.
I quickly dropped to my knees and devoured his cock. After a couple quick bobs, he grabbed my head and began fucking my face, his balls bouncing off my chin. Soon he grunted, "Here it comes, my slut," and he deposited his load down my throat.
After the majority of his load slid down my throat, he slowed down and let go of my head. Pulling out a moment later, he smiled, "If I win, you win."
"Either way, you win," I smiled back, licking the head of his cock.
He chuckled, pulling up his pants, "Touché."
Once he was gone, I went back to my desk, and tried to work. Yet, the knowledge that tonight I was supposed to be the centerpiece of a family orgy began to dominate my thoughts.
Looking at the clock, I sighed, it was going to be a long next few hours.
The end for now...
Coming next: Bride Submission: Family Orgy
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I got to the restaurant and, of course, James (my boss Kevin's father who I had secretly blown twice) was there, too, and offered me a seat beside him. Besides Kevin and his father, two potential clients were there, too.
Dinner included a lot of whiskey, great food and bullshit sex talk. Once dinner was done, James grabbed my hand under the table and placed it on his cock. I rubbed it slyly under the table for the next few minutes as the conversation shifted to business.
I continued rubbing his cock as I talked business. Eventually, the meeting done, Kevin paid and asked, "Do you want to go to the strip club with us?"
"Oh no, I am supposed to Skype with Laura," I said, seeing it was after eight and I was already late for my next cocksucking session what had already been planned by m Master.
"You are so whipped," he teased me.
James whispered, "I'll be knocking on your door whenever I get home."
"I might be in bed," I said.
"All the better," he replied.
I walked back to the hotel quickly, well, it was more of a run, really, as I worried I would miss Oliver or them (if his promise of bringing a friend, or friends, was true). I shook my head at the silliness that I was worried about missing my chance to suck a twink's cock.
I got to the hotel and saw that Oliver wasn't at the front desk. I got up to my room and opened the door and almost had a heart attack, as I walked in on Oliver getting ass fucked by a hairy Italian looking man while he sucked the cock of another young looking twink.
"Get naked," the Italian looking man ordered, as he slammed into Oliver.
Oliver took the cock out of his mouth and said, "Sorry, cocksucker, we started without you."
"How did you get in here?" I asked.
"I woooork here, silly," he said as he literally squealed from the cock in his ass, before taking the other cock back in his mouth.
The hairy Italian man ordered again, his accent confirming my original assessment of his nationality, "Get naked, cocksucker."
Like I seemed to do all the time lately, I obeyed. Once he saw I was wearing a bra, the Italian looking man laughed, "Shit, we have ourselves an adorable little girl here. Are you wearing panties too?"
"Yes, sir," I nodded, as I began to pull down my pants.
"Sir, I fucking love it," the Italian said, as he continued pounding away hard into Oliver's ass. "Oh shit, he is wearing pantyhose too. This is fucking too rich. Keep on the girlie shit for now, cocksucker and come join me on the bed."
I obeyed again, now only in girl's lingerie.
From the bed, he gestured to me to move beside him. Once I was there, he pulled his cock out of Oliver's ass and shoved it straight into my mouth. Although it wasn't overly long, it was ridiculously thick and it stretched my mouth. He fucked my mouth as if he was fucking a cunt or ass, his whole cock filling my mouth so completely that his abundant pubic hair went up my nose and his balls bounced off my chin.
I should have felt humiliated, but humiliation no longer seemed to be an emotion I could feel. Instead, I just enjoyed the opportunity to be used and to please.
"And you say he never sucked cock before yesterday?" The Italian asked.
"No, he was straight and pure," Oliver said.
"Well, he has a great pair of cocksucking lips," the Italian approved, as he kept fucking my face.
After a few more deep thrusts, he pulled out of my mouth and slid his cock back in Oliver's ass. I watched Oliver take the thick cock in his ass and instantly wondered again what it would be like to have one in mine.
The other guy, whose cock was still in Oliver's mouth, said, "It looks like our new little play toy wants a cock in his ass."
"N-n-no, I don't," I stammered. It was one thing to be curious, but another to actually go through with it.
"You are practically drooling as you watch Oliver get his man pussy pounded," he said.
Oliver took the cock out of his mouth and moaned, "Leave Chris alone, Zeke. He is still coming to grips with who he is."
Truer words had never been spoken. I wanted to suck all their cocks, I wanted to be treated like a cocksucking whore, I wanted to be called names, but I wasn't sure I wanted a cock in my ass...it was intriguing and yet somehow it crossed a line I wasn't ready to cross. Instead, I was hoping the toys I bought would be a good starter to see, at my own pace, if I liked something in my ass.
"What do you say cocksucker? Do you want to become the full service twink you obviously crave to be?" The Italian asked.
The words 'crave to be' fazed me as did being called a twink. Before yesterday they would have been absurd, yet now, after taking a plethora of cocks in my mouth, dressed as a girl, it was becoming confusing. I didn't crave a cock in my ass, but I did crave a cock in my mouth. I answered, "Sir, I am not ready for my ass to be fucked, but I would love to suck all three of your cocks like the hungry cocksucker I am."
Zeke laughed, "Well, I can't resist such an offer. Get on the floor, cocksucker."
I quickly obeyed, giddy with excitement and hungering to have a cock back in my mouth. Zeke quickly shoved his cock in my mouth as Oliver said, still getting reamed from behind, "His Master wants him to practice getting face-fucked today."
"That I can make happen," the twink laughed, as he began pumping his cock in and out of my mouth. It wasn't big, but he was very rough. He held my head, as he fucked my face and said, "Oh, fuck, you have a great cocksucking mouth, faggot."
I just focused on not gagging as he held me firmly and plundered my mouth. My slobbering sounds were loud, and his balls bouncing off my chin turned me on as I began rubbing my cock through my pantyhose and panties.
"Don't you dare touch that cock, cocksucker. Cocksuckers suck cock first and if they are good they may be allowed the privilege of getting to come," The Italian ordered.
I instantly obeyed, moving my hand away from my iron stiff cock and continuing to focus on the cock pounding away at my mouth.
I heard movement on the bed and was instructed, "Take a cock in each hand cocksucker, keep them nice and hard for that pretty mouth of yours."
I again obeyed, stroking the two cocks while sucking a third.
A moment later, Oliver said, "My turn," and the twink let go of my head and pulled his cock out. I looked up and saw I was surrounded by three cocks, three hard, yummy cocks. I leaned forward and took Oliver's long cock in my mouth and, without instruction, began bobbing hungrily back and forth.
"I still can't believe he had no clue he was a cocksucker before yesterday," the Italian said, his tone implying he was in awe of just how big a cocksucker I was.
Oliver laughed, "He seems to be making up for lost time."
"Well, let's help him do that," the Italian said, ordering, "My turn, cocksucker. Come clean Oliver's ass off my cock."
Again, such a task should have been disgusting, but since I had already done it, it was just another perverse moment in the subversion of my old life into my new life as a cocksucker.
Over the next fifteen plus minutes, I just moved from cock to cock, getting face-fucked by three cocks of very different shapes and sizes. Each would slam into my face for a minute or two before giving way to the next cock. My jaw was sore, my knees were burning when the Italian asked, "Ready for the circle jerk boys?"
I didn't know what a circle jerk was but I soon learned as all three men started jerking off, their cockheads aimed directly at my face. I understood instantly that I was going to get covered with cum. Again, it should have been humiliating, but instead I couldn't wait to feel their sticky seed spray my face, although I was disappointed to not be able to feel them shoot their loads in my mouth.
I watched the three men stroke their cocks, unsure which one to be ready for first. Eventually, Zeke, 'what a funny name for a twink' I thought to myself, said, "Look at me twink-in-training." I instantly obeyed even as I processed being called a 'twink-in-training.' Seconds later his cum shot out of his cock covering my forehead, face and chin, I couldn't resist as I leaned forward and devoured his cock, hungry to sample a taste of his cum.
Oliver grunted, "Turn to me, cocksucker." I reluctantly took one cock out of my mouth, getting just enough of his seed to desperately want more. I was just turning my head when the first shot hit me directly on the cheek. The second and third ropes of cum hit my nose, lips and a bit landed in my mouth as I opened wide...wanting as much cum as these men were willing to give me.
The Italian grabbed my head and shoved his cock in my mouth and roughly fucked my face again. I prayed he was going to deposit a load of cum down my throat, but after a few hard deep thrusts he pulled out and added a third load of cum all over me.
All three men spent. The Italian said, "I'm thirsty, cocksucker. Go get me a Coke from the end of the hallway."
I stood up, thankful to be off my knees, as I reached for my jeans. "Go as you are cocksucker. True cocksuckers are not ashamed by who they are."
"Can I at least wash my face?" I asked.
"Of course, not," he laughed. "Cocksuckers swallow or wear the cum they are privileged to have shot on their pretty faces with pride."
"Say cheese," Oliver said, his phone now out.
I smiled like a dirty slut, suddenly curious what I looked like with three loads of cum all over my face.
"Now go get me a fucking Coke," the Italian ordered.
"Get three," Zeke said.
"And ice," Oliver added.
"Yes, sirs," I nodded. Although I thought I couldn't feel humiliation any more...I was wrong. The idea of going out dressed in a bra, panties and pantyhose, my face coated with three loads of cum was definitely humiliating. Yet, I felt compelled to obey.
I grabbed the ice bucket and my wallet, took a deep breath and headed out of the safety of my room and to the hallway praying it would be empty. Thankfully, it was, and I reached the vending machine without incident.
My hands trembled as I tried to quickly put the bills in the machine. I had two sodas done when I heard girls giggling down the hallway. I got the last soda and moved to the ice machine where I quickly got the ice bucket filled as the girls' voices got closer.
Rushing, I dropped all three sodas and was bending down to pick them up when the young women arrived.
"Oh my," one said, as I quickly picked up the cans and stood up, revealing my fully erect cock in my panties.
"Is that cum all over your face?" the other girl asked.
I said, "Excuse me," as I rushed passed them, my face red as the flames of hell, and I scurried to my room.
"Nice ass," one called out from behind laughing. Reaching my door, I realized I didn't leave it open and had to knock...my public humiliation getting extended.
"Hello," Zeke said.
"Please, let me in," I replied, as I heard the elevator door beginning to open.
"What are you?" He asked.
"A cocksucker," I whispered.
"I can't hear you. You better speak up," Zeke said, clearly enjoying my humiliation.
People exited the elevator as I said, "I'm a cocksucker."
"Oh my," said a woman from behind. Her voice appeared to be that of an older woman.
The door opened and I quickly entered my room and slammed the door.
Zeke asked, "Meet any new people?"
"Yes," I said. "A bunch who think I'm a sick, twisted pervert."
"Which you are," the Italian said. "Now bring me my Coke."
I handed out all three Cokes as Oliver said, looking in my bag of toys, "You have made some interesting purchases today."
I couldn't go any redder as I stammered, "M-m-master instructed me to."
"Pull out the wall cock," the Italian said.
"Not now," I said, not comfortable with them watching me experiment.
"I wasn't asking," he said. "It's either the wall cock or my cock, you choose."
I sighed, feeling that I was incapable of saying no, as I went to the bag and pulled it out. I also grabbed the lube knowing I would need a lot of it.
Zeke said, "I would love to watch this faggot sodomize himself, but my shift begins in twenty minutes."
I gasped as I watched him put on a police uniform and I asked, stunned, "You're a cop?"
"Yep," he shrugged.
I always envisioned cops as burly men and to see a clear twink as a cop was just another earth shattering revelation that nothing was as it seemed.
"Oliver, help our little cocksucker," the Italian said.
Oliver grabbed the cock and connected it to the wall across the foot of the bed as Zeke left. "On all fours."
I looked at him and said, "I am not sure I can do this."
"I'm here," he said, all soft and reassuring. "I'll make sure we do it right."
"Okay," I agreed, somehow feeling more relaxed with his help as I dropped onto all fours.
Oliver tugged my panties and pantyhose down enough to get to my asshole and poured an abundance of lube down my ass cheeks.
"Now slowly back up," Oliver instructed.
I wordlessly obeyed, curious to find out what it felt like, yet not liking having an audience.
I felt the cock head between my cheeks and I paused.
"Keep going, Christina," the Italian said.
Hearing him change my name to feminine was another embarrassing moment and yet it made my already stiff cock flinch.
I obeyed, moving back and feeling the cockhead at my anal entrance.
"Go slow," Oliver suggested, his hand gently rubbing my back.
I continued at a snail's pace as I felt my ass reject the first attempt to be violated. Yet, with an extra push I felt my ass widen and allow the mushroom top to enter me. A slight pain hit me, but nowhere near what I was expecting, as I paused and got used to having something just inside my ass.
"Keep going, Christina," the Italian ordered.
I obeyed again, being called a girl somehow only enhancing the thrill of sexual submission.
I had just begun to move back more, taking in another inch, when there was a knock at the door. I froze.
"Ask who it is," the Italian ordered.
I called out nervously, "Who is it?"
"Management," a female voice answered.
The Italian ordered, "Don't move, Christina," as he got up, still buck naked, his semi erect cock dangling between his legs, and went to the door.
He opened the door, to my dismay, and said, "Hello, boss."
"I should have known it was you two. I had a complaint of a man walking down the hallway in girl's clothing," she said, shaking her head and walking in. Seeing me, she said, "This is new."
Oliver explained, "He is leery of taking a cock in the ass, Debbie."
"Doesn't look like it," she said, looking down at me. She was a very pretty brunette with long legs in black pantyhose.
"It's his first time," Oliver explained.
"Her first time," the Italian corrected.
"How did you hook this one in?" She asked, looking me over.
Oliver recapped the story as I sat there silently with a couple inches of plastic cock in my ass.
"Is that true?" She asked me.
"Yes, ma'am," I admitted, being caught in the act by a woman as pretty as her only compounding my humiliation, which apparently had no limitations.
"Well, keep taking that cock in your ass," she instructed.
I obeyed yet another stranger as she asked, "Is he a good cocksucker?"
The Italian answered, "She has potential."
"I think I will see for myself, Antonio," she replied, pulling down her skirt. I looked up to see a cock outlined in her pantyhose.
My eyes went wide as I stopped backing up on the cock that was unnaturally stretching my ass.
She laughed, "Never met a she-male, cocksucker?"
"No, ma'am," I answered, having only seen them in porn.
"Want to suck my cock?" She asked, tugging her pantyhose down and releasing her cock from the nylon prison.
Staring at the smallish five inch cock, my mouth watering as usual, I didn't hesitate as I answered, "I would love to suck your cock, ma'am."
"He is so adorable," she smiled, kneeling down, her cock aimed directly at my mouth.
"She," Antonio corrected.
"Semantics," she shrugged, as her cock dangled like a carrot right in front of me. "But you really are a cute little cocksucker, boy or girl."
"Thank you," I said, like the twink I was beginning to realize I was.
"Now you can have this cock as soon as that ass of yours is full," she said, tapping her cock on my hungry lips.
"Yes, ma'am," I agreed, willing to do almost anything to feel her yummy cock in my mouth.
Slowly, I continued to move back, a pain appearing that burned my insides. I paused again as Antonio said, "Hurry up, Christina, get that ass nice and ready for cock."
My eyes again went wide at the obvious implication of his words. He wanted to fuck my ass.
Oliver tried to comfort me. "Honey, we won't do anything to you that you don't want to do."
"Oh. he wants cock in his ass," Antonio confidently said.
It was true, as I filled my ass with plastic cock; I wondered constantly what it would be like to have a real one in me. The toy in me felt both good, because it was so naughty and bad, but the simmering pain had yet to go away.
Debbie said, "It will hurt at first, baby, but just slam your ass back and take it all inside that cute man-cunt of yours. It will be like jumping in a cold lake...at first it will paralyze you, but once you get used to it...you will be submerged in it."
"O-o-okay," I stammered, not ready for any more searing pain in my ass.
Her hands went onto my shoulders and she said, "I will push you back on three. One, two, three."
"Fuuuuuuuuuuuuck," I screamed, feeling as if I had been impaled. The excruciating pain coursed through my very being and yet I also felt a rush of pleasure at completing the seemingly impossible task.
"Just get used to the cock in your ass while you soothe yourself with this," Debbie said, offering her cock to me.
I opened wide and took her cock in my mouth.
Oliver explained, "Today is supposed to be about training him to get face-fucked."



"Well, that I can definitely oblige," Debbie said, beginning to slowly fuck my mouth. "Get used to my cock, baby. I want to slam all this cock in those girly lips of yours."
I just focused on her cock, which distracted me form the pain still burning in my ass.
Her cock slid in and out slowly, each forward thrust going a little deeper in my mouth.
I gagged briefly as more of her cock filled me. She instructed, "Focus only on my cock, baby. Nothing else in your life matters but my cock."
With my ass full, a she-male fucking my mouth, and two gay men watching me, I somehow felt completely at ease and couldn't remotely disagree with her assessment that nothing else mattered. Not my job, my wife or my kids...just her cock. This was what I was meant to do...suck cock. I had never felt more comfortable about anything in my life as I had these past two days when a cock was in my mouth.
I tried moving my head wanting to impress her; I wanted to hear her moan; I wanted to feel her cum slide down my throat.
After a couple more minutes, she ordered, "Now I want you to move your body forward to take my cock and then back to fuck your own ass."
"Yes, ma'am," I agreed, wanting to just obey and please.
She moved back a couple of inches and said, "Come and get it, baby."
Meanwhile, Antonio ordered, "Oliver, get over here and suck my cock."
I eagerly obeyed Debbie, the idea of obeying her overwhelming everything else, including the reality that I was about to ass-fuck myself while sucking a she-male's cock.
I leaned forward, took her cock in my mouth and then backed up taking the plastic toy back in my ass. The burn was still there but lessened as I slowly got into a rhythm of sucking her and fucking myself. The pain eventually went away and an indescribable pleasure began to rise. I wanted the cock to go deeper, I wanted it to be longer, I wanted it to be thicker. After a few minutes of back and forth sucking and fucking, my pace increasing until I was riding the cock and taking it all in my ass, Debbie finally spoke.
"Will you do something for me, honey?" She asked, as she pulled her delicious cock from my lips.
"Anything, ma'am," I moaned as I continued fucking myself, my insatiable hunger to please all that mattered.
"Will you let me be the first in that cute ass of yours?" She asked.
I wanted something warm and hard in my ass, and she was both. I stammered, "I'd l-l-love too, but I'm still nervous."
"I'll go slow, sexy," she smiled. She was so sexy that her words just screamed 'obey'.
"Okay," I whispered, knowing I was going to be in for one hell of a ride.
"Get up and bend over the table, baby," she instructed.
"Yes, ma'am," I agreed, happy to be off my knees. The plastic cock slid out of me and I stood up and stretched, almost falling, forgetting I had pantyhose on and part way down my legs. I looked to the bed to see Oliver slowly sucking Antonio's cock.
Antonio, meanwhile, was texting. He asked, "Christina, do you want more cocks for those pretty lips?"
The question surprised me. I had assumed we were nearing the end of my hotel submission.
When I didn't answer, he said, "I'll take that as a yes."
I couldn't believe how, once the ball of submission started rolling, it seemed literally impossible to stop it. I didn't have a lot of time to consider the newest development as Debbie's hands were on my hips.
"Relax baby," she purred.
It shouldn't have been easy to relax when I was about to lose my anal virginity, yet an odd tranquility descended upon me. Getting fucked was just the next natural progression in my journey to submissive cocksucker. I replied, "I'm ready for your cock, ma'am."
"Good girl," she said, as I felt her cockhead between my ass cheeks.
"Shove it in," I requested, wanting to feel her cock in me.
"You really want it?" she asked, her cockhead at my rosebud, teasing me relentlessly.
"Fuck my man-cunt," I begged. "I want it baaaaaad."
Her cock slammed into me, a searing pain hit me, yet a coursing pleasure at the realization that I was getting fucked instantly dulled it. "All in, my little slut," Debbie informed me.
"Use me as you wish, Mistress," I whimpered, wanting to feel her cock moving in and out of me. I also added the word 'Mistress' to let her understand I was completely at her whim.
"Shit, you are the most eager little straight slut ever," she said, as she began slowly fucking me.
"Oh yes, fuck your slut," I moaned, the pain, although there, irrelevant as the sexual thrill of submission brought such ultimate pleasure to me.
"Slow down, Oliver. I want to shoot my load in our new faggot's mouth," I heard Antonio say.
My mouth again watered with the thought of Antonio's cock in it, as I moaned, "Come fuck my face, sir."
Antonio laughed, "Fuck, we have created a fucking horny little slut."
I moaned in response as Debbie began pumping my ass faster. I felt like a girl, a slut, and I loved it. I wanted a cock in my mouth, I wanted her cum in my ass, I wanted this euphoria of sexual submission to never end.
Antonio's cock appeared in front of my face, and I opened wide as he shoved it in my mouth. Leaning over the table, I couldn't do anything but take his cock in my mouth and allow him to use it as he pleased...and he did...fucking my face roughly. Meanwhile, Debbie followed suit by slamming her cock into me hard, forcing my body to move forward and have Antonio's cock go even deeper into my mouth.
I felt so full, so slutty and so liberated, just as Gary had predicted, as I was used as a personal fuck-toy by two strangers.
After a couple of minutes of being spit-roasted by two cocks, Antonio grunted and, without a word, filled my mouth with his cum. I eagerly swallowed every drop, not that I had much choice as he continued fucking my face.
Debbie asked, a moment later, "Where do you want my cum, slut?"
"Wherever you want to put it, Mistress," I answered, wanting to let her make all my decisions for me.
"Do you want me to give you your first load of cum up that pretty cunt of yours?" she asked, continuing to pound me hard.
"Oh yes, Mistress, breed my cunt," I moaned, wanting to know what it felt like to be a true girl and have a cock cum inside her cunt.
Just then my phone rang.
Antonio grabbed the phone and ordered, "Answer it."
The ring tone told me it was my wife and I protested, "It's my wiiiiife."
He pressed answer and handed it to me. I said, trying not to moan, "Hi, honey."
"How was supper?" she asked, realizing Antonio had put me on speakerphone.
"It was alright," I answered, as Debbie continued fucking me, but now slower.
"Did you do anything else?" she asked.
"Just came back to the hotel to watch porn," I answered, which was kind of correct if you ignored the reality that I was not really watching it, but living it.
"Gay porn?" she joked, after our last conversation.
"And she-male porn," I quipped, which made Debbie give a harder thrust in my ass.
"Have you come yet?" she asked.
"Not yet," I answered. "I'm allowing the pleasure to last as long as I can."
"Hmmmmm," she said. "Will you come for me now?"
"Tell me a dirty story," I said, as my left hand went to my cock.
"Well, tonight while you were out for dinner, I had dinner too. The big cock of one of my ex-students," she began.
I moaned, "Did he only do your ass as I requested?"
"Well, I took his first load down my throat. At that young viral age they can get it back up in seconds. Well, truthfully, they never go down," she continued.
"Oh God," I moaned, as Oliver moved under the table and took my cock in his mouth.
"You like listening to stories of me cheating on you?" she asked.
"Oh yes, baby," I moaned. "Keep telling me your slutty story."
Debbie resumed slamming her cock into my ass, while Oliver deep throated my cock, as Laura continued, "Well, he ate my cunt for an eternity, getting me off three or four times before he ordered that I straddle his big cock and lower my ass on it."
"Oh God, Laura, I'm soooo close," I moaned. She thought it was because of her dirty story, but Oliver's mouth and Debbie's cock had me feeling pleasure unlike anything I had ever experienced.
"I rode with my ass, taking all eight inches deep in me as I bounced up and down on his delicious cock. He called me his teacher slut," she said, her voice dripping with naughtiness.
"You sluuuut," I moaned, Debbie's thrusts so hard that the table was pushed forward, forcing my cock deeper into Oliver's hot mouth.
"He lasted forever, but eventually he filled my ass with his hot seed," she continued, just as I felt my ass sprayed with cum. Debbie continued fucking my ass, unloading every drop of her cum in my bowels.
"Shhhhhhhhit," I screamed, a moment later, as I shot my own load into Oliver's mouth.
"You coming, baby?" she asked. "Coming from listening to me take a big hard cock up my ass?"
"Yesssss," I whimpered, Debbie's cock still in my ass and Oliver still slowly bobbing on mine.
"You're a very bad boy," she cooed.
"So baaaaad," I agreed.
"Do you like the idea of your wife being a little slut?" she asked.
"God, yes," I answered.
"An ass whore?" she continued.
"As long as that cunt of yours is left for me," I said, Debbie pulling out of my well-fucked ass.
"I can't make any promises," she said.
Just then there was another knock at the door.
Thinking on my feet, I said, "Oh, room service is here. I ordered some special dessert and a cocktail. It has been a LONG, HARD, day. Can I call you tomorrow?"
"Sure, honey, it's been a LONG, HARD, day for me, too," she said, her words dripping, with innuendo.
Another knock on the door.
"Good night, honey," I said, as Oliver moved out from under the table.
"Good night," she replied and hung up.
"The reinforcements are here," Antonio announced, the plural use of reinforcements both turning me on and scaring me.
"I should get back to the front desk," Debbie said, putting her cock away.
"Answer the door, Christina," Antonio ordered.
"Yes, sir," I nodded. I pulled my pantyhose and panties up, walked to the door, cum slightly leaking from my ass, my face sticky with dried cum, to admit more strangers to serve. After coming, I usually am either tired, or feel guilty for jerking off...yet now I felt neither tired nor guilty (I should have felt both). Instead, I felt a hunger to swallow more cum, take another cock in my ass and be used like the girl I had become.
I opened the door without checking the peephole and saw two men standing there. Neither looked remotely gay. One was bald and tattooed, while the other had long hair as if the eighties hadn't ended yet.
"Wow, Antonio wasn't exaggerating," the bald one said.
"Come on in, boys," Antonio called out.
I moved out of the way as the two men entered my room of gay submission.
The long haired one said, "We don't have much time. We are on stage in an hour."
"This is a cum and go," Antonio chuckled.
The bald man looked at me and said, "Knees, faggot."
"Yes, sir," I agreed, moving to him and dropping to my knees.
"Pull out my cock, bitch," he ordered.
My hands no longer trembled out of nervousness as I eagerly pulled out his still small cock.
"Get it nice and big, cocksucker," he instructed.
I obeyed, taking his cock in my mouth, eager to feel it grow inside me. I started slowly, wanting to enjoy the sensation of its slow growth. I moaned on the cock, letting him know I was enjoying serving him.
Debbie said, "Have fun boys," before leaving.
Antonio said, "Ben, his ass is available too."
"Great," I heard the other stranger say.
A moment later I felt hands on my shoulders, and was instructed by Ben, "On all fours, faggot."
"Yes, sir," I said, the bald man's now seven inch thick cock fully hard.
I got onto all fours on the floor as the bald man lay on the carpet.
Ben pulled my pantyhose and panties back down my legs and got behind me.
I took the bald man's cock back in my mouth as I felt my ass cheeks pulled apart. I had no idea what size cock Ben had, but prayed it wasn't any, bigger than Debbie's.
I began bobbing up and down as I felt the other cock slowly enter my ass.
"Holy shit, he is fucking tight," Ben grunted, as he widened my ass more than Debbie had, the mixture of pain and pleasure back again.
"He's a she," Antonio continued to correct all that referred to me in the masculine tense.
"Well, she has the tightest cunt I've fucked in a long time," Ben replied.
"He was a virgin twenty minutes ago," Oliver added.
"Well, let's teach her how to be a cum bucket," Ben said, another new derogatory term that somehow turned me on. I had already taken a lot of loads in my mouth and one in my ass, I was indeed playing the role of cum bucket today.
Ben's cock slowly filled my ass and it was definitely both wider and longer than Debbie's as he reached new depths in my no longer virgin ass.
The bald man surprised me coming rather quickly, giving me a full load of cum in just a couple of minutes. It was the most a man had come in my mouth yet, and a little of his cum slipped out of my mouth and dropped onto the floor.
Ben, meanwhile, began fucking my ass and, instead of slow strokes to get me used to him, he began fucking me hard, creating a new burning sensation that was not going away.
The bald man ordered, "Clean up the cum you missed, cocksucker."
I lowered myself to the ground, even as my body was being slammed forward, and licked up the cum from the carpet.
"Good girl," he condescendingly said, patting my head.
"Thank you, sir," I ridiculously replied.
"Like my cock in your cunt, slut?" Ben asked.
"I loooove it," I whimpered, meaning it even though it was causing me incredible pain...the underlying pleasure had me wanting more.
Bald guy moved away and Oliver replaced him. "Time to return the favour," Oliver smiled.
"Of course," I said, taking his cock back in my mouth like it was candy...which it had become to me.
Ben kept slamming into my ass and after a couple more minutes, the pain almost gone, he grunted and I got a second load of cum in my man-cunt. He kept spraying his seed in me as I continued bobbing up and down on Oliver's erect lollipop.
Ben pulled out and was replaced almost instantly by Antonio who said, "Move it Ben, time to really destroy this girl's cunt."
Antonio slammed into me completely without warning and I screamed on Oliver's cock like the bitch I was, my ass again reaching new depths of invasion.
"That's it slut, take all my cock," Antonio grunted, pounding my ass relentlessly.
I literally squealed like a girl, unable to multi-task getting thoroughly impaled and sucking a cock at the same time.
Oliver supported me, "Put your hands on my legs and just enjoy the ride, cocksucker."
"Okkkkkkkay," I whimpered, feeling like I was being torn in two by Antonio's cock.
"Tell me how much you like it, bitch," Antonio demanded, not slowing down his assault on my man-cunt.
"I loooove it soooo much," I answered, which was true. The sensation of getting fucked was easily the most sexually thrilling moment of my life and I didn't want it to end.
"Beg for it," he ordered, pulling out.
Suddenly feeling empty and wanting to be filled, I begged like a slutty whore, "Oh God, fill my cunt with that big snake of yours. Fill your whore with your manly cum and make me your submissive fuck-toy biiiitch."
He slammed back into me and resumed pounding my pussy. My breathing was erratic as he fucked me hard for a few minutes before finally releasing a third load of cum in my man-cunt.
Oliver ordered, as Antonio pulled out of my cunt, "Finish what you started, cocksucker."
I took his cock back in my mouth and bobbed hungrily, wanting at least one more load sliding down my throat this crazy, life-altering, incredible evening.
Although my knees ached, my ass was leaking cum, all I wanted to do was swallow Oliver's load. I bobbed up and down and after a few minutes, my jaw now aching; I saw his legs tighten and was rewarded with one last load of cum.
Utterly spent, my belly filled with cum, my ass dripping cum and my body aching, I stood up and went to the bathroom, realizing that only Oliver and Antonio were still in the room. I spent a few minutes in the washroom, returning to the room to see that both Oliver and Antonio were dressed.
"Thanks, Christina, you were one good fuck," Antonio said, slapping my ass before heading out.
Oliver said, "Master Gary has asked me to help you with task four tomorrow morning. You are to meet me at the front lobby at 11:30."
"Why?" I asked.
"Master Gary will tell you. By the way, I sent him quite a few pictures of your night, and even a video of the loss of your virginity," Oliver informed me.
"Oh," was all I could muster. I knew that my marriage, my job and my reputation was on the potential brink of ruin, and I also knew that it was now completely out of my control.
Oliver left me alone and I collapsed on the bed, too exhausted to shower. I had barely fallen asleep when there was a knock on my door. Groggily, I walked to it as the knocking persisted. Looking in the peephole, I saw it was James.
Knowing what he wanted, I let him in even though I was no longer hungry for cock.
I opened the door and looking at my attire he laughed. "Wow, you really are a faggot."
I dropped to my knees, just wanting to get it over with, still barely awake, and fished out his cock.
"Cute and eager, a great mix," he laughed, thinking I was eager to suck him and not eager to get rid of him.
I took his cock in my mouth and began sucking. As I became more awake, my hunger for more cum woke up too, and I shifted from reluctant cocksucker to hungry cocksucker.
"That's it," he groaned. "Take it all in that cocksucking mouth."
I did and wasn't surprised when I got his second load of the crazy day a couple minutes later. The day had started with a load of his cum and ended the same way. Once done, he said, "I think you should offer your services to Kevin."
"I could lose my job," I said, suddenly worried James was going to reveal my little secret to his son.
"Or, you will become indispensable," James shrugged, putting his cock away.
"Please don't tell him," I pleaded, still on my knees.
"As long as you continue to be my cum bucket I have no reason to wreck a great thing," he shrugged, walking out the door.
'Cum bucket,' I thought to myself, that is exactly what I had become. I crawled back into bed, completely exhausted, and fell asleep instantly, not even thinking of what lay ahead.
*****
The end for now...
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"Mom-Son": A Love Story
It was a couple of days after my son's eighteenth birthday when I realized I wanted to have sex with him.
I know...I know...it is completely wrong, sick and twisted...I told myself the same thing at first.
To explain my strange sexual hunger, my son, Paul, is a complete ringer for his father, Darren, who died in a car accident when Paul was only three. He had the same blue eyes, the same blonde hair and the same dazzling smile.
I had known these facts for years, but as he turned from an adolescent to a man it became even more apparent.
That all said, I had never considered sex with him at all until I accidentally walked in on him sitting at his computer as he stroked his cock. I could argue it wasn't him I wanted, but just a cock to pound away the cobwebs of my long neglected pussy. Yet, the reality is, putting the pieces together of his good looks, his exact replica voice and his identical big cock, it was definitely him I wanted...it was like I could relive my late teenage years when I originally started dating Darren...or in a morbid sense relive my marriage to the only person I had ever truly loved.
I apologized profusely for not knocking, and it was obvious that Paul was as embarrassed as I was. Yet, that night I couldn't stop replaying the brief encounter in my mind. At first I was mortified by what I saw...then as I laid in bed trying to fall asleep, my mind began playing tricks on me. Every time I closed my eyes and began to try and reach slumber, my son stroking his completely erect, thick cock popped into my head. I would immediately jolt up and shake my head for thinking such an inappropriate thought...yet as soon as I laid back down and closed my eyes the exact same scene would repeat itself...I was in the incest version of the Groundhog Day movie. Eventually, out of sheer exhaustion, I fell asleep. Obviously, it wasn't a great night's sleep.
The next morning, Paul and I pretended it didn't happen, but, of course, you can't erase the past, and an unacknowledged awkwardness began between us.
Over the next month, even as my morals argued it was completely wrong...my too long ignored libido screamed it was okay. I began pleasuring myself while imagining my vibrator was Paul's cock fucking me. I sucked my dildo imagining it was Paul's cock I was sucking.
Whenever I looked at Paul, I saw Darren.
Whenever I talked to Paul, I heard Darren.
It became unhealthy and obsessive, and it soon began to consume all my thoughts and dreams.
I regressed to my teen years as I began, inadvertently at first, attempting to entice my son, like I had his father all those years ago.
Although I wasn't as thin as my perfect body cheerleading days, I was still in decent shape. Sure I could lose a few pounds, but who couldn't? The beginning of grey was showing up in my black as night hair, but so far I hadn't thought it showed enough to dye it. I had always been slightly chubby, being big-boned like my father, thus I had large, all natural, 38DD breasts and a wide ass. Conversely though, I have long thin legs which had both breast men and leg men often checking me out.
For the record, I had dated a few men over the years, a couple even potentially going further, yet none were Darren. Thus, I always found a way to end the relationship before it got to the moving stage. I realized I already had the perfect man in the house...it was now time to make it happen.
I began wearing shorter skirts at home, tighter blouses and heels...the things that had always got me what I wanted from men. Although my son did seem to notice my ample cleavage, I realized even if he was interested sexually in me he was way too shy to make a move...especially since I was his mother.
So at supper one day, six weeks since first seeing his cock, I decided to ask questions and learn more about his preferences.
At the table, I started by asking the usual question, "What did you learn today?"
He responded like he always did, with the teenage staple answer to almost any question asked by a parent, "Nothing."
I quoted, "Why do I pay school taxes then?"
He responded making my mouth drop open, the irony dripping, "So I can learn that some think Hamlet and his mother had an incestuous relationship."
I gasped. My son had brought out the very topic I was planning to try to get to in less than thirty seconds. Did he too know what I was feeling? What I was wanting? Did he want me as much as I wanted him?
I joked composing myself, "Apparently, the message of Hamlet has changed since I was in school."
Paul continued, "No, the message is still about religion, revenge and becoming a man, but if you read deeper into the words of Shakespeare it seems clear that Hamlet and his mom were having a sexual relationship."
I joked again, this time trying to see where his head was about the idea of incest, as I asked, "So you're telling me that according to Shakespeare to become a man you have to sleep with your mother?"
The words out...I realized I had just asked my son the most leading question ever.
His face went red as he stammered, "I'm not saying that, Shakespeare was."
"Do you concur?" I asked, dying to hear his answer...his nervous red cheeks adorable...my pussy sopping wet, I waited a long time to let the idea of incest between him and I linger in his mind before I added, allowing him to save face, "That Shakespeare wrote about incest."
"According to Mrs. Walker, incest back in Shakespeare's time was quite common among both royalty and the peasant classes, so it wouldn't be uncommon for a playwright to write about it," he answered.
I asked, again shifting my strategy to test the waters of his interest, "If incest was once common, did Mrs. Walker discuss when incest became inappropriate?"
Paul shook his head no. "It was a rather brief discussion actually. She just mentioned that if you go to college some professors go much deeper into the subtext of the play and the possible incestuous relationship between Hamlet and his mother."
"I see," I said smiling, adding one more subtle hint, "it's interesting how life always goes full circle."
Paul asked, "What do you mean?"
"In Hamlet, I don't completely recall the plot but I remember a speech about going full circle in life and death," I shrugged, before adding, fishing for a compliment, "but that was a long, long, time ago."
"Oh, mom, you just turned forty," he countered.
"I feel fifty, I countered, with a heavy sigh.
"Oh Mom, you're still a very beautiful woman," he replied, unable to maintain eye contact with me. Was I making him uncomfortable? Was I turning him on?
"Thank you, son," I said, standing up, walking over to him, bending down and giving him a big hug. I made sure my ample breasts pressed into him and that my perfume lingered. I bent down and gave him a kiss on the cheek, before adding, "You're so sweet, just like your dad."
Returning to my seat and sitting down, I noticed he was beet red and clearly overwhelmed by what just occurred.
The rest of the meal we chatted about his upcoming graduation, his summer job at the college library and college...although I asked questions, I am not sure I heard many of the answers as I pondered the reality that the seed for incest had been planted and now I had to help nurture it.
Now completely obsessed with my son, so compulsively obsessed with the idea of committing incest, I started researching just how common incest was and is in today's society.
The more I read, the more I came to see both the pros and cons of having an intimate relationship with my son.
I learned: Throughout history incest was very common among a diverse range of groups particularity the peasants, rural folk and poor people. I also learned that royalty and the very wealthy also participated in it and some secret societies existed for the pleasure of family relations.
Cousin incest is very common even now and almost half the states even allow for first cousins to marry (even though some of these states still prohibit same-sex marriage which is interesting).
Stats also suggest that almost everyone knows someone who has been involved in incest whether it be full-blooded siblings, parents and children, grandparents and their grandchildren, aunts/uncles and nieces/nephews and so forth. Based on that theory, I wondered who I knew who would have participated in an incestuous relationship.
Although not a massive number, ten percent of people surveyed in their early twenties will confide in anonymous surveys that they have been a part of a consensual sexual situation with a sibling.
Also, on the website Literotica the most common search is for incest stories, all the most read stories are incest and mother-son relationships are the most read about erotica stories on the internet. There is even a taboo movie series that creates fictional films of incestuous relationships. Going further incest is the most ignored, or least talked about, taboo even though it has always existed in history, mythology, fiction and so forth.
Many studies have also proven that people are usually attracted to people who look like themselves and thus family members are often sexually attracted to each other but ignore these feelings because of society's standards. (Although Paul looked more like his father, he had my eyes and my cheekbones).
Lastly, a theory called Genetic Sexual Attraction explains the shockingly high incest interactions of family members who do not know they are related. Studies conclude that half of all first introductions of biological relatives lead to sexual attraction and almost a quarter will conclude in a sexual relationship. With rising divorce rates, one-night stands, adoption, and embryo donations this number continues to increase.
After this fascinating research session, my cunt was begging for attention, so I pulled up Literotica and did a search for incest stories and couldn't believe the massive amount of stories about incestuous relationships. There were brother-sister, aunt-nephew, dad-daughter, and mom-son. There were also quite a few mom-daughter stories and other same sex variations. I redefined my search to mom and son and began reading. Although they were fiction, the stories drew me in as I imagined I was the mother and Paul the son. After a few stories, I brought myself to an intense orgasm.
The next day, I went online and read a forum full of people who admitted to having incestuous sex. Eventually I came across one that stirred me:
I started having sex with my son just after his eighteenth birthday. As he grew from teenager to man I couldn't believe how much he resembled his deceased father. When he wore a tux for his prom, I knew I wanted him. I researched the morality of incestuous sex, I chatted online with women who had had sex with their son and decided that for his nineteenth birthday I would give him the present that it seemed many boys fantasized about...his mom. We have been lovers ever since. Although we are not man and wife legally, we act like a married couple. Kennedy
Her story resonated in me as it was the exact same emotions I was feeling. I clicked on her name and was thrilled to see I could contact her by email.
Curious to know more, I emailed her:
Kennedy, I hope I am not being forward, but having read your brief declaration of your intimate relationship with your son, I was hoping for advice. I too want to have sex with my son. I too have lost my husband. I too see my husband in my son's looks, voice and mannerisms. Can you give me advice on how to cross the line? Eager Mother
Pressing send, I went back to Literotica to read a few more stories before heading to work.
Getting back from work around ten at night after a long day at the hospital, where I am a nurse, I slipped out of my shoes and went to check on Paul.
I unbuttoned another button on my blouse before I knocked on his door and said, "Can I come in?"
"Sure," he said.
I stepped into his room and found him on his bed reading a book. "How was your day, honey?"
"Riveting," he sarcastically responded, looking at me.
"Is that an SAT word," I joked going to his bed.
"I don't think so," he shrugged, seemingly looking down at my legs as I walked towards him.
"What are you reading?" I asked, reaching him and sitting on the edge of his bed.
"A Fault in Our Stars," he answered, "I need to finish reading it before the movie comes out later this month."
"Cool," I said. I leaned in and kissed him on the cheek again, before adding, "It was a long day, I'm going to go shower."
"Okay, Mom," he nodded, his cheeks again going red. Obviously my kiss either turned him on or embarrassed him. I was dying to know which.
I stood up and headed to the door. Stopping, I turned around, noticing he was again looking down at my legs. Curious if I was correct, I sighed, "Darn pantyhose," and returned to the bed, put my foot on the end of the bed, bent over and fixed my nylon at the toes.
Although he returned to his book when I looked at him, it was obvious he was checking out my legs. I wondered if he was a leg man. Darren had been a breast man. He would spend hours playing with my breasts. He even loved fucking them with a generous amount of lube. Although he came in my cunt sometimes, and my mouth sometimes, more often than not he finished by pumping his cock in between my tits.
Standing back up and heading out, again stopping at the door, I turned around and again he quickly glanced away. I said, with just a hint of sexiness, "Good night, honey."
"G-g-goodnight, Mom," he briefly stammered.
Leaving his room, I was suddenly confident of two things:
One: he was a leg man
Two: I did turn him on
This newfound knowledge exciting me greatly, I went to the shower and pleasured myself like I occasionally did with the powerful shower head while thinking of Paul fucking me.
In my room, dressed only in my robe, I opened my laptop to check if I had gotten a response from Kennedy. A chill of excitement went up my spine as I clicked on her reply.
Hi, Thank you for the e-mail. I remember when I was in your situation.
My mixed emotions.
I was his mother I shouldn't feel this way.
Incest is wrong.
I will go to Hell.
Yet, the more I denied my own feelings (and can your own feelings be wrong?), the more I fantasized about my son.
I resisted for months, self-destructing the relationship I was currently in with a good man...he just wasn't my son.
In the end, I decided to take the risk and have been in the most loving, most sensual and most sexually satisfying relationship of my life ever since...and that includes my husband who I loved with all my heart.
Sex should be with someone you love and care about and although society frowns on it (although it was once very common), the reality is your own flesh and blood, whether that be son, daughter, mom, father, aunt, uncle, niece, nephew or any other blood relative is someone close to your heart and thus a logical person to be intimate with.
In conclusion, don't be ashamed by your feelings, as I mentioned before what you feel in your heart can't be wrong (no matter what society says); that said, we moved to another state when we decided to live as lovers where no one knows we are biological mother and son.
If you have any questions, feel free to ask.
Kennedy On yahoo as momplussoneequalsfun (I know it is silly but I thought it was humorous at the time)
I read the email three times and, exhausted, decided I would respond tomorrow. I shut down my computer and went to bed...wondering what the odds were that Paul could remotely feel for me the way I felt for him.
.....
The next morning, I responded to her e-mail:
Kennedy Thank you very much for your encouraging response.
I felt overwhelming guilt for having sexual feelings for my son, which were slightly dissipated by my online readings...yet being in a similar situation myself (my husband died when my son was three), I feel much more at ease with my feelings after reading your e-mail.
My question is: How did you go from these early yearnings to eventually having sex with your son?
I hope that is not too personal of a question to ask. If it is I apologize for being so presumptuous as to ask it.
Courtney
This time I signed my name, no longer ashamed by my feelings.
I cleaned the house for a bit, and talked to Mom on the phone before I headed into work where my thoughts of incest faded into the back of my mind while the demands of the job took over.
That night, I again was exhausted, and I again decided to check on Paul, who this time was on his computer playing some online game and didn't even hear me knock.
Entering, I startled him as he had his gaming headphones on. "Mom! Crap, you scared the heck out of me."
"I thought I'd let you know I'm home," I said, going to his bed and taking off my shoes.
He turned away from his game, which I took as flattery, as he watched me. I joked, "I think it's time to get you a girlfriend."
"Why?" He asked, trying to maintain eye contact with me and yet on more than one occasion taking quick, he thought unnoticeable, glimpses of my legs.
"When I was your age I was going to parties, meeting boys and well," I shrugged, as I took my first shoe off, "you know."
"What?" my adorable, but innocent son asked, clearly unable to focus on my words.
"Making out," I answered. "Plus, I met your dad when I was eighteen, too."
"You did?" He asked, "You've never told me how you and Dad met."
"It was lust at first sight," I joked, as I tossed my second shoe on the ground and collapsed backwards onto his bed.
"W-w-what?" He stammered, clearly distracted by both my words and my legs.
I rolled onto my side to face him, my legs stacked onto each other, and said, "You're eighteen, I guess you're old enough to hear this, if you can handle your old bag of a mother telling you about her young, wild days."



I noticed him adjust himself, which made me smile knowing the impact I was having on him. He said, "Mom, you're not old. You're only forty and look even younger."
"Over twice the age of the girls in your school," I pointed out.
Being the sweetheart he is, and a man way beyond his years, he countered, "Oh Mom, you still look like you are in your twenties."
"Oh, I love you for lying to me," I smiled, wiggling my toes.
"I'm not lying," he replied.
"So do you want to hear the story of how your father and I met?" I asked.
"Of course," he nodded.
"It's a bit spicy. I don't want you to lose respect for your mother. I was a lot different in high school than I am now," I warned, wanting him to want to hear about his mom's sex life.
"I'll never lose respect for you Mom," He answered.
"Even if you learn your mother was kind of a slut in her younger years?" I asked, frankly, trying to plant more seeds of my eagerness.
"Mom!" He gasped.
"Well, I was," I admitted, sitting back up.
"I can't believe you called yourself a slut," he said, clearly surprised.
Standing up, I said laughing, "Maybe you're right, hearing about your mother's slut days is probably in the way too much information category for any son."
He didn't say anything as I sensed he wasn't sure how to respond next. It was obvious he wanted to hear more and yet just as obvious that he couldn't possibly verbalize such a want because of his shyness.
I added, moving towards him, "I'm sorry about talking about my sex life. It's just that it's been a long, long, long, time."
He still seemed verbally paralyzed as I reached him, bent down, my very ample cleavage staring him in the face and gave him a kiss on the cheek, but unlike last time a bit closer to his lips.
Standing back up, I went and grabbed my shoes, bending over to give him a good long look at my ass, before getting ready to leave and saying, pointing to the screen, "I think you died."
He turned around and said, "Shoot, I forgot I was playing."
"Good night," I smiled, leaving him alone again...I hoped he would masturbate about me.
I went to my room, got undressed, grabbed the massage vibrator I had bought at a sex party held a few months ago by a fellow nurse, pulled up Literotica on my iPad and began reading more mother-son stories. My libido firing up after a long period of neglect, since I had begun fantasizing about Paul it didn't take long to get myself off as I imagined Paul as the son and me the mom in each story I read.
After my orgasm, I fell asleep almost instantly...my far-fetched fantasy beginning to seem plausible.
I was awakened early by a call from work asking me to come in and do a double shift.
Which led to a three day stretch where I mostly just worked and slept, without once having time to read my emails or do more than have an exhausted zombie-like talk with Paul.
That was followed by Paul's graduation day, with my parents coming down to see their first grandchild graduate. It ended up being a week of family and fun and, although I occasionally looked at Paul with inappropriate feelings, for the most part the idea of incest dissipated. Then came graduation and Paul wearing a tux. As soon as I first saw him in his tux, all the memories of Darren and our wedding came flooding back. I didn't see my son, but again I saw a man I was in love with.
All throughout the ceremony, dinner and family time, I kept looking at Paul as not just my son who had just graduated high school, but as a boy who was now a man who I could spend the rest of my life with. It was ridiculous, but the more I tried to push the idea away, the more I thought that way.
Having purposely avoided an email that had been in my inbox for a few days, once the evening of partying had ended, and I was three sheets to the wind, I logged into my email and finally read her response to my question.
Courtney Thank you for replying with your name. As I mentioned before there is nothing to be ashamed of. Your feelings are your feelings...regardless of whether you decide to act on them.
As for how Jimmy and I ended up lovers. After a few weeks of hints, touching and subtle flirting, I went onto his computer to search what he did online; hoping for hints of what turned him on. I was surprised he spent the majority of his time online not looking up porn (I just assumed that is what all teenage boys do). What I did find helped me cross the invisible line between mother and lover. He had a massive collection of photos of sons and moms having sex both as images or cartoons (I didn't know sex cartoons existed, but since have learned that there is cartoon sex for almost everything). With this knowledge that he too was interested in incest, and presumably with me, I decided the hell with it and came up with a plan.
At our house, Friday night had always been a movie night tradition back when my husband was still alive and we had kept it up even after his death. So the plan was to watch a porn film with him...then an even better idea popped into my head.
I, like you, had spent a lot of time on the internet dealing with my conflicting emotions and had found a website that made professional incest films. I went to the website and spent over an hour reading the descriptions and watching the trailers to quite a few films before choosing three (it was buy two get one free so I figured might as well). The titles were interesting and, I hoped, left no doubt to Jimmy of Mommy's willingness. They were: Pet Mommy Cheerleading for my son Mom, stockings and me These titles appealed to me because I am submissive, my son was the school quarterback and his girlfriend at the time was a cheerleader, and I loved wearing pantyhose (my legs are my best asset, as I have small breasts, and pantyhose only enhanced their visual appeal).
I eagerly waited for two weeks for them to arrive, the long weekend making it take longer even though I chose expedited shipping. When they did, I immediately popped one in and watched it. Three orgasms later, I was ready to go for broke.
On Friday, I stayed dressed in my work outfit. I am a secretary for an oil company that expects professional wear always (no casual Fridays for us) and knowing I would be seducing my son that night, I bought new thigh high silk stockings (over twenty bucks but they paid off with huge dividends), wore a black skirt, red blouse and a black blazer. I looked very good, truth be told, and got a few compliments during the day. I also had gone to the adult store across town and bought a cheerleader's outfit, including sexy crotchless pantyhose.
I told Jimmy that Mommy had chosen the movie this week and that it was something a bit edgier than usual. I had watched 'Pet Mommy' first and has also watched 'Mom, stockings and me' the night before in preparation of what I planned.
So it was 'Cheerleading for my Son' I had chosen for the final seduction. I was already sitting, my legs on the coffee table, the tops of my thigh high stockings visible, when he came in with popcorn and soda. I patted the seat beside me and said, "Come cozy up with Mom."
He did, but not before taking a long look my nylon clad legs.
Once he was seated, I warned, "The movie I chose is a little different."
"Okay," he nodded, with a look of curiosity.
"But your eighteen and I want you and me to be able to watch anything," I continued, surprising him by moving my legs off the coffee table and onto his lap...directly onto his cock, which was definitely hard. I asked, remote in hand, "Could you please rub Mommy's feet? I had a LONG, HARD, day."
His eyes went big, but he indeed massaged my feet. I asked, "Ready for a movie that will change your life?"
"Sure," he said, staring at my feet as he was massaging them.
I had already got it in place, after the title, in hopes of speeding up the process, but without giving away everything before the film started. Pressing play, I realized there was no turning back now.
I won't bore you with the details, but after watching fifteen minutes of the movie, long enough for the mom, dressed in a cheerleader outfit, to drop to her knees and get her son ready for the big game (his girlfriend unavailable to do the pre-game ritual), I excused myself for a moment.
I returned a couple of minutes later in a tight cheerleading outfit, with pom poms and crotchless pantyhose for easy access to my cunt and ass.
On the television, the mom was bobbing hungrily on her son's cock as I asked, posing in front of him, "Does my son want some personal motivation?"
His eyes went wide, as I dropped to my knees in front of him and squeezed his stiff cock through his pants. "Is this hard because of Mommy?"
He stammered, "Y-y-yes."
"Does my son want Mommy to suck his cock?" I asked, looking up at him as I rubbed his cock, more determined than ever to make this happen.
"M-M-Mom!" He moaned.
I fished out his cock, taking his lack of protest as a yes. Once I had his cock out, I moaned, "Mmmmmm, what a beautiful cock." Before, he could respond, I took his cock in my mouth.
I won't bore you with the rest of the details...as this has gone on way longer than I meant to (and got myself all worked up), but after swallowing his first load in only a couple of minutes, he went down on me and we fucked long into the night.
I apologize if this is way too much information...but reminiscing about it really got me drawn back into that special moment.
If you have my more questions please let me know...
Kennedy
.....
My pussy was on fire after reading Kennedy's thorough story of her seduction of her son and I found myself wishing she had given me more details. I closed my eyes and pleasured myself imagining it was me in a cheerleading outfit and my son was the one being seduced. Not surprisingly, I came rather quickly.
I replied back, once I had recovered:
Kennedy, Thank you so much for the detailed, and inspiring story...you didn't bore me and I would have loved to have read the rest of the story. Besides helping me with my own seduction of my son, it brought me to a glorious orgasm. I think I will have to find some of those movies!
How did he respond after you took his cock in your mouth? Was there any reluctance from him? How did you deal with your actions the morning after?
Thanks again for your support.
Courtney
Unfortunately, the next few days I barely saw Paul as he began work and I worked a lot of doubles as summer holidays started. Curious if my son maybe had a nylon fetish, which would explain his constant glances down at my legs, I tried testing it out by wearing them around the house.
So over the next few days, I always wore nylons and it was quite apparent they were a distraction to him.
I also went online and downloaded some incest videos. Watching the previews and reading the summaries had my pussy on fire and it took all my will power to not get myself off before choosing the videos.
There were videos of all combinations of incest, but I focused on mom-son incest. I read a few summaries before finding one I knew I had to get:
Nurse Mommy A mother nurses her son back to health after a sports injury.
I clicked on the preview and it was a nurse who looked, oddly enough, a lot like me in the traditional nurse's white outfit checking on her son...checking his pulse on his arm and then on his cock. It flashed to her sucking him, then riding him and getting a full facial before the brief thirty second preview ended with the nurse saying, "I hope Mommy made you feel better."
My pussy instantly tingled as I clicked on the 'add to basket' button.
I ended up buying two more, I don't know why, 'Nurse Mommy' was obviously the perfect choice:
'Making Mommy Mine' was a video about a son seducing his mom and making her his slut. (the idea of him seducing me instead of the other way around turned me on)
'Backdoor Mommy' was, not surprisingly, a video in which her son took her anal cherry (the idea of having anal sex, another thing I had never done, with my son somehow made me wet...even though I had always refused to do it with Darren).
I ordered the videos and downloaded them to my computer...because of their size and my slow computer, it took all night.
The next few days again flew by with work. It wasn't until a few days after I had responded that I got another email from Kennedy:
Hi my sweet partner in incest, I was worried I had offended you when I didn't get a response for so long. I'm happy to know you enjoyed the story...it is completely true.
How is your seduction going? Is your son a Mother-fucker yet? Oh how I love that term!!!
In regards to your questions: Once I deep throated his cock, I just bobbed hungrily without looking up until he shot his load down my throat in only a couple of minutes. When I was done, I asked if he enjoyed Mommy's motivational approach and he stammered, 'It was amazing'. I asked if there was anything else I could do to motivate him and to my surprise and excitement he took control. He tossed me onto the couch, buried his face in my pussy and ate me to orgasm. He then fucked me long and hard while telling me he planned on making me his pet mommy which only enhanced my euphoria as I came again and again.
Next morning, I woke up to a cock in my mouth to tell you the truth...so there was no awkwardness...just an acknowledgement of our new relationship.
Jimmy understands all my sexual needs: to be used as a slut, yet to be loved. The sentence seems like an oxymoron I suppose, yet it is exactly who I am. I love being called his mommy-slut in the throes of passion. I love having him grab my hair as he fills my pussy or ass with his cock; I also love the intimacy of having his arms wrapped around me as I drift into slumber regardless of whether it is just after he filled me with his cum or we just went to bed as the loving couple we are.
In the end, I got to have my cake and eat it too...both physically and metaphorically.
Good luck in becoming a Mommy-slut or whatever you hope to have in your relationship with your son.
Love Kennedy
My pussy again burning with lust after reading her response, I quickly responded:
Kennedy, Thank you again for your response. Every time I read your responses I get horny as hell. I want to do this...NO...I NEED to do this! I am going to try soon, but still don't know how to cross that final frontier.
Courtney
I clicked on my movie files and selected Making Mommy Mine. As I slowly teased my pussy, wanting this orgasm to build slowly, I watched the action in the video:
"Mom, come in here," the son bellowed from his bedroom...butt-naked and completely hard.
The mother came in and froze when she saw her son naked. "Bruce, what are you doing?"
"Giving you what you want," he answered.
"Excuse me?" The mom asked, even as she kept taking glimpses of her son's hard cock.
"I've been on your computer," he revealed. "I have checked your browser history."
"Bruce, that is my private computer," she said, even as her cheeks went redder...even as she continued to glance down at his cock.
"Do you want to be my Mommy-slut or not?" He asked, bluntly, as he began stroking his cock.
"Bruce, please," she protested weakly (her acting was not why she was hired, obviously).
"Please, what, Mommy-slut?" he smirked.
"Bruce, I'm your Mother!" she said, pointing out the obvious.
"Yes, that is why I called you Mommy-slut and not just slut," he responded smugly.
"Bruce," she began, but was cut off.
"Knees, Mother," he ordered.
Just the thought of hearing those words from Paul sent a chill up my back.
She stared at him for a moment, obviously for dramatic effect, before she reluctantly lowered herself to the floor.
"Good, Mommy-slut," he purred. "Crawl to me."
Again there was a brief moment of hesitation, before she wordlessly obeyed the order and began crawling to her well-endowed son.
"Do you know what day it is, Mommy-slut?" He asked, looking down at her once she reached him.
"No," she whispered, clearly ashamed of what was transpiring even though it was her fantasy.
"It's National Nude Day," he revealed.
"Oh," she said, staring at his cock, which was now directly in front of her face.
"So, shouldn't you be naked?" He asked.
"You want to see me naked?" She asked, seemingly surprised, which was odd considering he was already naked and she was already on her knees.
"It's Nude Day," he said, "of course I expect you nude."
She remained on all fours, clearly unsure what to do next.
"Stand up," he ordered.
She obeyed.
"Strip for me," he instructed.
Hands trembling, just like mine were as I watched the incestuous act, she unbuttoned her blouse. Once undone, she hesitated.
He reached over and helped her take off her blouse. Now in her bra, which held in a pair of large fake tits, he ordered, "Bra, too."
Again there was a brief hesitation as she stared into his eyes, before she moved her hands behind her back, unclasped her bra and let it fall to the ground, revealing her perfectly sculpted breasts.



He cupped them and said, "Do you know how long I have wanted to suck on these, Mommy-slut?"
She moaned as he leaned forward and took his mother's nipple in his mouth. After a few seconds, finally giving in to the act, she instructed, "Yes, baby, suck on Mommy's titties."
He moved from one to the other, squeezing them together, as he kissed, nibbled and bit her breasts and nipples.
After a couple of minutes of concentrated attention on his mom's breasts, he ordered, "Now let's see the rest of you."
Her reluctance faded, she unzipped her jeans, tugged them off, took off her socks and stood in front of her son in only a pair of blue panties.
"Those too," he instructed. "I want to see my Mommy-slut's cunt."
She asked, now flirty, as she slid her last remaining piece of clothing down her legs, "What does my son plan to do with his Mommy?"
"Make you my personal plaything," he answered, as he put his hands on her shoulders and guided her back to her knees.
She took his cock in her hand, and asked, "Does my son want Mommy to suck his cock?"
"A better question," he countered, "is do you want to become an obedient Mommy-slut?"
"God, yes," she moaned, as did I simultaneously, my orgasm close.
"I will expect complete obedience," he continued, taking his cock and moving its mushroom top around his mom's lips.
"Yes, Master," she replied, obviously completely drawn in to the idea of being submissive to her son.
"I'll expect unlimited access to all three of your holes," he continued, as he shoved his cock in her mouth.
Slobber sounds echoed as he roughly face-fucked his mother. I had never had someone do that to me, nor had I wanted to, but seeing it happen made me curious.
He pulled out and asked, "Does my Mommy-slut give me unlimited access to her pretty mouth, her shaved pussy and her beautiful ass?"
"God, yes," she agreed eagerly, as she began rubbing herself.
He went to the bed, lied down, then ordered, "Come ride your Master, Mommy-slut."
She quickly obeyed, while I began quickly frigging myself, my orgasm now dying to erupt.
As she bounced up and down on his cock, I closed my eyes and listened to the moans, as I imagined it was me riding Paul...me becoming a Mommy-slut.
Seconds later, my orgasm hit and I screamed, "Yes, Paaaaul."
A few minutes later, my orgasm having subsided, an idea popped into my head. Nude Day was coming soon and although my idea came from a porno film, I figured it just may work.
For the next couple of weeks, until Nude Day, I was on a roller coaster of emotion and anxiety. When up, I couldn't wait until Nude Day to attempt the final seduction of Paul. When down, I questioned my sanity and moral integrity at my constant obsession. I said as much to Kennedy during a chat, having had a couple during the past week as she continued to strangely be my rock as I wavered back and forth between fantasy and reality.
Momplusoneequalsfun: are you excited about tomorrow?
Curiousmom: one minute I am, the next I chastise myself.
Momplusoneequalsfun: you're so cute
Curiousmom: thanks?
Momplusoneequalsfun: I just remember feeling the exact same way before Jimmy's and my first time
Curiousmom: how did you deal with the conflicting emotions?
Momplusoneequalsfun: alcohol
Curiousmom: seriously?
Momplusoneequalsfun: yes, a couple of cocktails relaxed me substantially
Curiousmom: I may have to drink scotch to get to that state
Momplusoneequalsfun: it is considered a sure fire panty remover
Curiousmom: it often lowered my standards in college lol
Momplusoneequalsfun: ah memories
Curiousmom: do you have any regrets?
Momplusoneequalsfun: only in that generally we have to keep our mother-son relationship a secret even though our relationship as a younger guy dating an older woman is common knowledge in our community
Curiousmom: does anyone in your community know the truth?
Momplusoneequalsfun: no, which is frustrating, always living a lie...yet the overwhelming love I have for Jimmy overrides the secret I must keep
Curiousmom: that must be frustrating
Momplusoneequalsfun: it used to be. At first it really gnawed on me as I wanted to share all my feelings with someone, a girlfriend for example, but couldn't...thank God for the Internet
Curiousmom: are there lots of women like us?
Momplusoneequalsfun: more than I ever could have imagined and quadruple that if u include all the women who fantasize about it
The thought that I wasn't some sick, twisted pervert and there were others like me either fantasizing or actually doing it made me feel better.
Curiousmom: wow!!!
Momplusoneequalsfun: and times it by nine if you factor in that 90 percent of boys and men fantasize about some sort of sexual relationship with their mother
Curiousmom: 90?
Momplusoneequalsfun: and I think that is a low estimate
Curiousmom: really?
Momplusoneequalsfun: it's completely logical if you think about it. There are tons of theories on it
Based on Paul's attention to me the past few weeks, I knew I got him horny...but this too enhanced my comfort with the decision I had already made...to seduce my son tomorrow on Nude Day.
Curiousmom: crazy, so you think there is over a 90 percent likelihood that Paul has fantasized having sex with me
Momplusoneequalsfun: closer to a 100
Suddenly the thought of my brother wanting to fuck my mom popped into my head.
Curiousmom: so my brother likely wanted to have sex with his mother
Momplusoneequalsfun: yep
Curiousmom: wow
Momplusoneequalsfun: the other thing that has been very therapeutic is Walden Island
Curiousmom: what is Walden Island
Momplusoneequalsfun: an incest resort
Curiousmom: no way
Momplusoneequalsfun: there are a few secluded incest retreats in the world, but of the few Jimmy and I have been to it is the best
The thought of a resort that catered to families who committed incest seemed surreal and yet instantly I wanted to go to it....with Paul.
Curiousmom: you're serious
Momplusoneequalsfun: I don't joke about incest
Curiousmom: every time I talk to u I learn something new that shocks the shit out of me
Momplusoneequalsfun: if you're interested in meeting, Jimmy and I are going there in early August
A rush coursed through my body at the offer. I would love to meet others who were living the incest lifestyle (was lifestyle the right word?). Plus, I was super curious to meet Kennedy and Jimmy.
Curiousmom: really?
Momplusoneequalsfun: u have to have a personal invite to come to the resort, but once u come u r a forever member
Curiousmom: u have me curious
Momplusoneequalsfun: finish your seduction and I will make sure to get u an invite
Curiousmom: k
Momplusoneequalsfun: Jimmy just got home and is trying to shove his cock in my mouth
I gasped. I imagined she was just saying that to shock me, but the visual of Paul doing the same thing to me popped into my head.
Curiousmom: that is so hot
Momplusoneequalsfun: a little distracting truthfully
Curiousmom: I bet it is
Momplusoneequalsfun: sorry mommy-slut has a mouthful of cock; so tell me mommy-slut r u going to fuck your son
I gasped, it was Jimmy messaging to me; I was talking to a son who fucked his mother. I paused, unsure what to say...this somehow feeling more surreal talking to him.
Curiousmom: I am thinking about it
Momplusoneequalsfun: u just need to let him know and then like my mommy-slut u can have a mouthful of cock
Curiousmom: I wish I did at the moment
Momplusoneequalsfun: well then seduce your son and u will have a live in cock available at all times
Curiousmom: u make it sound so simple
Momplusoneequalsfun: it is...I know 4 sure ur son wants to bang u
Curiousmom: how can u be so sure?
Momplusoneequalsfun: because I'm a son and I have never met a guy who hasn't thought about it, fantasized about it and obsessed over it
Curiousmom: I hope you are right
Momplusoneequalsfun: the only concern for u is understanding that once u open Pandora's Box there is no closing it
I realized he was right; what if Paul was repulsed by my offer? What if after we committed incest, I decided I didn't want to do it any more?
Curiousmom: that is a very good point
Momplusoneequalsfun: good luck, Mom has got my cock nice and hard and it's definitely time to fuck her
Curiousmom: oh my...that is so hot
Momplusoneequalsfun: want to watch?
I froze. The thought of watching incest live had pussy juice gushing into my panties. Yet, was he serious?
Curiousmom: pardon?
Momplusoneequalsfun: do u have Skype?
Curiousmom: yes
Momplusoneequalsfun: Mom trusts u and says if u want to see the reward for crossing the line with your son u can watch us
I couldn't believe the offer. I desperately wanted to watch, yet if we Skype'd there would not only be a face to the email, but she would have my face. What if she revealed my dirty secrets? After a brief consideration, I just sensed that she would never do that.
Curiousmom: u would do that?
Momplusoneequalsfun: of course, but be warned we r very verbal when in the throes of passion...plus Mom would love to meet u...she doesn't get to be her true self with many people
Curiousmom: okay, I'm in
Momplusoneequalsfun: great give me a minute to get everything ready
We exchanged Skype addresses and a couple of minutes later, trepidation coursing through my very being, I was staring at a women a lot like me...completely and utterly normal. She was pretty, slim, and looked like your typical next door neighbour. No way would I have ever guessed she was a woman who had sex with her son.
As if reading my mind, she said, "I'm not what you expected."
"I really didn't know what to expect," I replied, before adding with a playful smile, "although you don't look to have the massive fake breasts all the moms do in the videos you got me addicted to."
She laughed, actually it was more of a snort which somehow made her more real to me, "These tiny puppies are all natural."
"I wish mine were smaller," I admitted. My 38DD's are a heavy load to carry.
"Let's see them," came a male voice from behind,
Kennedy smiled apologetically, "You don't have to if you don't want to."
After a brief pause, I shrugged, feeling somehow completely comfortable with her, "While in Rome."
"Romans were incest crazy," Kennedy smiled, as I took off my blouse and bra. "Wow, Jimmy would drown himself in those."
Suddenly Jimmy popped into the picture, "Those are some big cans." Jimmy was a good looking man with a couple tattoos.
"He is so eloquent," Kennedy said, shaking her head apologetically.
"Boys, what can you do?" I joked.
"Fuck them," Jimmy said, standing back up, showing only his bottom half, particularly his six inch erect cock, in view. "Come show our new friend your cocksucking skills, Mommy-slut."
Kennedy winked at me, dropped to her knees and took her son's cock in her mouth. Reading Literotica stories was hot, reading forums intriguing and watching online films sexy, but watching a real, authentic act of incest, was the biggest turn on of my life.
Jimmy groaned, "That's it Mommy-slut, deep throat my cock."
I watched Kennedy do just that, easily devouring all six inches with each deep thrust.
My hand went to my cunt, slowly rubbing myself while I watched the taboo act. Kennedy moaned on his cock, slobbering noises only enhancing the authenticity. She loved sucking cock...her son's cock.
A couple of minutes later, Jimmy asked, "What does Mommy-slut want?"
Kennedy allowed his cock to slide out of her mouth, looked up at Jimmy and said, "I want my son's big hard cock in Mommy's cunt."
"What about her ass?" Jimmy questioned.
"My holes are yours," Kennedy replied without hesitation.
"Bend over and stare at our new Mommy-slut, while I bang you from behind," Jimmy ordered.
"Yes, baby," Kennedy eagerly agreed, standing up, bending over, and now staring directly at me. She asked, smiling, "Enjoying the show?"
"God, yes," I moaned, fingering myself wishing I was her.
"This can be you, Courtney," she suggested.
"I know," I nodded.
"Do you want to make your son a Mother-fucker?" she asked.
"God, yes," I repeated, the idea dominating my every thought.
"Fuuuck, yes, Jimmy," Kennedy screamed, as she got filled with cock.
I wondered which hole, but got my answer, as Kennedy got animated, while staring at me the whole time, "That's it baby, fuck Mommy's ass."
I had never had a cock in my ass, never wanted to, but hearing her moans of pleasure, watching her facial expressions of joy, the idea suddenly seemed intriguing. I asked, "Doesn't that hurt?"
"Nooooo," she moaned, as her son fucked her hard, the picture shaking with each thrust. "It's the ultimate act of submission."
After a few more deep thrusts, she added, "Although it took a while to get used to."
Jimmy quipped, "You screamed like hell the first time I buried my cock in your ass."
"That's because I wasn't used to having your big snake pounding it," Kennedy chuckled looking back at her son.
"I can't fathom it feeling good," I said, although her heavy breathing and moans of euphoria sure made a good counter-argument.
Looking back at me, she explained, "Ohhhh, it takes a few times to get used to it and I recommend lube, lots and lots of lube."
"Memo taken," I joked, wondering if I would ever let Paul or any other man sodomize me. Before today, the idea never would have even crossed my mind, but now...well...I no longer knew what my sexual restrictions were.
"Beg, Mommy-slut." Jimmy demanded, "beg for your asshole to be reamed."
Although I loved watching, listening to her moans of pleasure, I wasn't a big fan of his aggressive approach...I wanted to make love to Paul, not be his personal fuck-toy...although maybe I could have both.
She begged, clearly close to reaching orgasm, "Yes, baby, fuck Mommy's ass, show our new friend how big a slut I am for you."
"Come for her, Mommy-slut, come from getting your ass reamed," Jimmy demanded, fucking her so hard from behind I could hear the slapping of skin as he fucked her.
"Oh yes, baby, make mommy your ass slut," Kennedy moaned, her breathing getting heavier as she stared at me.
I couldn't believe I said it, but I was so intoxicated, I added, while frantically fingering myself, "Yes, Kennedy, come for me. Come like the Mommy-sluts we are."
"Ohhhhhh fuuuuck," she screamed, as her orgasm hit.
I followed suit a few seconds later, "Yeeeeeesssss."
A few moments later, Jimmy grunted, moved Kennedy out of the way, his cock now staring me in the face, "Here it comes Mommy-slut, open that hungry mouth of yours." I instantly obeyed, opening my mouth wide, eager to taste his cum.
He stroked his cock furiously and soon the computer screen was coated with his cum as he gave me a virtual facial. I was frustrated as I wanted to taste his cum and was so drawn into the moment I leaned forward and licked my computer screen.
Kennedy did too, getting the real goo as our lips met virtually. I had never kissed a girl, but if she would have actually been there in front of me, I would have melted into her. Our tongues shared the cum as we cleaned the computer screen of every drop of Jimmy's seed.
"I think she is ready," Jimmy acknowledged.
Kennedy, looking into my eyes as she backed up a bit, nodded, "She is definitely ready."
I leaned back too, "That was intense."
"Just wait until we meet in person," she smiled, hinting that she was bisexual.
I smiled back, caught in the moment, "I hope that will be soon."
"August 17th is when we are heading to Walden Island if you want to join us," she said, extending another invitation to this exclusive incest island.
"I will definitely be there," already planning to take time off, I still had three weeks of vacation time not yet used.
"But you got to get banged by your son first," Jimmy added, as his cock, still hard, reappeared on the screen.
Kennedy added, as she began stroking his cock, "Be warned, young men have a lot more stamina and expect it regularly."
"I hope so," I nodded, not even remembering the last time I had had a real cock in me.
"Still one more hole to fill, Mommy-slut," Jimmy said, just as I heard a door slam downstairs.
My eyes wide, I stammered, "I-I-I have to go."
"You should let him come and watch," Jimmy suggested, shoving his cock in his mom's mouth, a cock that was last in her ass.
"Maybe after I finish what I started," I agreed, grabbing my blouse, my bra still on the floor.
"Later, alligator," he quipped.
I closed my laptop, got dressed and headed downstairs to greet my son, wondering if I smelt of sex when a sudden idea popped into my head.
He was just heading into the kitchen when I walked up and gave him a big hug and greeted him like I used to do to my husband, "Hi, honey, how was your day?"
"Surprisingly boring," he answered when I let him go.
"Well, I am going to order pizza and I think I need to finish the story about your dad and I," I said with a smile.
"You did leave me hanging," he said.
"I'll tell you all about it, but be warned it isn't PG-13," I teased.
"Thankfully, I'm not thirteen," he countered, glancing down to my nylon-clad legs.
"Sooooooooo true," I purred, my flirtatious tone not even remotely hidden, as I went to the phone and ordered pizza.
Half an hour later, the pizza arrived and as we ate on the couch side-by-side while watching Wheel of Fortune I decided to add more hints of my willingness for incest by retelling the story of his dad and me.
"So, I promised you a story," I began.
"You have me curious," he said, "I can't fathom you being wild."
I pouted, "Why, because I'm a boring wet rag?"
"No, it's just you're my mom," he answered, which wasn't really an answer.
"Well trust me, your mother is a lot more than meets the eye," I smiled, the innuendo implied not likely obvious to Paul.
"Okay," Paul nodded, clearly unsure where this was going.
"So I was dating Wally when I met your dad," I began, remembering how crazy that night was. I wasn't necessarily a slut back in high school and college, but I also wasn't a prude. I liked sucking cock, I liked getting fucked, I liked being wanted. Yet, I didn't sleep around when dating someone, I just didn't date someone for a long time.



"You cheated on someone to hook up with dad?" he asked, a look of shock on his face...his sweet mother a cheater.
"Not really," I answered, before adding, "but it wasn't a normal situation either."
"You have me confused," he said.
"Let me tell the whole story and it will make sense," I promised, as I realized I had never told anyone the complete story of how I met my husband (although it is a lot simpler than How I Met Your Mother).
"Sorry, you just have me curious," he said, "you seldom mention Dad."
"I don't?" I asked, realizing I suppose that was true.
"Not really," he nodded.
"Well, I will change that," I said, "for starters, you and your dad are a lot alike."
"We are?" he asked.
"Oh, God yes," I smiled, putting my hand on his leg subtly. "You have the same eyes, same smile, same laugh, same voice and, truth be told, the same body."
"Really?" he asked.
"Take off your glasses," I suggested, as I pulled out my phone. Once he did, I snapped a photo and stood up and grabbed a frame with a photo of Darren a few months before he passed and brought it back to the couch. I said, showing him the two photos, "Twins."
He laughed, "I think you need glasses."
"Oh honey," I said sweetly, "you're too hard on yourself, you're a very good looking young man and like your dad, you will be well sought after in college."
"Unlikely," he replied.
"Trust me, in college girls are looking for more than just the football quarterback."
"If you say so," he said, not really believing me.
"Maybe the story of your father and I will give you some confidence," I suggested, before continuing, "So it was a Halloween party and, being college, that meant it was dress like a slut and get away with it night. So to tease the crap out of Wally, who had a thing for superheroes, I dressed in a very skimpy Batgirl outfit, my identity partially hidden by the mask. Now Wally was a bit of a computer dork, back when computers were really a career opportunity. The party we went to was full of who today's youth would call nerds and geeks. I was having my own self-image crisis, sick of dating really good looking, buff, jocks who treated me like crap...thus I began dating a nice guy...Wally."
Paul joked, "That sure doesn't happen at my high school."
"College honey, everything changes in college," I smiled, again squeezing his leg tenderly. "Anyways, after a fair amount of wine and some scotch, which always lowers my inhibitions, Wally and I ended up having a quickie in the bathroom."
Paul gasped, "Mom!"
"Honey, you are eighteen and old enough to have such a conversation. Your father would have had the sex talk a couple of years ago with you if he was alive."
"I have the internet," he pointed out.
"I'm sure you do," I said, teasingly, making him blush. "Anyways, it may have been my inebriated state, it may have been the fact that Wally got off but I didn't, or it could have been how cute your father looked in his Batman suit, but I walked over to him and said."
I paused, wanting to see if Paul was listening.
"What did you say?" he asked excitedly.
"Before I continue," I said, "will you do me a favour?"
"Sure," Paul nodded.
"My feet are killing me," I said, "I wore four inch heels all day."
"That is crazy," he said.
"I know," I smiled, "the things we do to look good for men."
He asked, suddenly looking jealous, I thought, "Who were you wearing heels for?"
"No one particular," I shrugged. After a moment, I asked, "Will you massage my feet for me, honey?"
His eyes went big with a look of excitement as I repositioned myself to put my stocking-clad feet on his lap.
He tried to regain his composure as he said, "Sure, Mom," then began massaging my right foot.
"That feels so nice," I said softly, partly to tease him, but also because it was true.
"So what did you say to Dad?" Paul asked, as he stared at my feet and legs.
"You may never see your old Mother the same," I warned.
"I'll always see you as my Mother," he said.
That deflated me briefly, as I hoped he would see me as a lot more than his mother tomorrow, so I said, "I hope you can see me as more than just your Mother."
"What do you mean?" Paul asked, confused.
"Oh nothing," I sighed. "It's just that, well, sometimes I feel so old."
"Mom, you're forty, that is not even mid-life yet," he comforted me.
"I know, I know," I replied, "it just seems that I have shrivelled up inside."
"You should be dating," he suggested.
I sighed, "I just can't find anyone who is remotely as good for me as your father was." I then added the innuendo with what I had planned for tomorrow, "plus, I already have the perfect man in the house." After a lengthy silence as I allowed my words to marinate in Paul's mind, I continued, "So I walked up to your dad-to-be and asked him 'Does Batman want to fuck Batgirl?'"
"Mom!" he gasped, although he continued massaging my foot.
"I told you I would surprise you," I said, before asking, "Can you do my other foot, too?"
He switched feet as I continued, "I didn't even wait for an answer before I grabbed his hand and led him back to the room I had just been in." I paused, Paul's face of shock telling me he wasn't ready for such detailed information about his mother's sex life. I stammered, suddenly feeling guilty, "I-I-I'm s-s-sorry Paul, I have said too much."
I quickly stood up, even though I was really enjoying the foot massage.
He stood up to and said, "It's okay, Mom."
I smiled, "I'm sorry, it's just I don't have anyone to talk to about your dad."
"I understand," he said sincerely and pulled me into a hug.
As our bodies crashed together, I felt his very stiff cock poking at my leg. I briefly pondered just dropping to my knees, pulling out his cock and devouring it whole, yet I was no longer sure he wanted to have sex with me. Although he was definitely hard, and he practically drooled over my legs and massaging my feet, his verbal response of shock to my story conflicted with the physical evidence.
Breaking the hug, I looked up at him, Paul was over six feet tall like his father, and said, "I love you, son."
"I love you too, Mom," he smiled back.
Deciding to take one more risk before the evening was over, I leaned forward and briefly kissed him on the lips, then said, "I'm going to go and take a bath."
"Okay," he said, looking bewildered, I sensed, with conflicting feelings towards his mother.
In the bath, I hoped I had left enough hints, created enough intrigue and stirred enough sexual lust that tomorrow my plan would come to fruition. I had doubts, more than I had before the conversation, but the more I thought about it, the more I believed he wanted to fuck me as much as I wanted to fuck him. I just had to give him the ultimate, no doubt about it, green light, and that I would do tomorrow.
After my bath, which included a very lengthy intimate encounter with my shower head, I spent a couple hours in my room watching television and trying not to overthink what had just transpired or worry about tomorrow. At bedtime, I knocked on Paul's door and after being allowed in asked, "What are you doing tomorrow?"
"I have no plans," he answered, already in bed, under the sheets, his cheeks red.
"Excellent," I said, "tomorrow, you're all mine."
"Okay," he said, looking at me strangely.
"Trust me," I smiled. Walking over to his bed, I leaned in and kissed him on the lips again, this time lingering just a millisecond longer, making sure my breasts were directly in his point of view, "I have a very full day ahead for you."
"W-w-what do you have planned?" he stammered.
"Oh, that's a surprise," I smiled, glancing towards his crotch area every so slyly, before standing up and heading towards the door.
At the door, I turned and asked, "Did you know tomorrow is National Nude Day?"
"I didn't know such a day existed," he said.
"Now you do," I shrugged and left him to finish what I likely interrupted.
I went to bed excited and nervous about tomorrow...but I decided that the seeds were planted and all I had to do now was let it grow.
.....
I woke up next morning, surprisingly, after ten o'clock...I seldom slept past eight. I lay in bed a few minutes as I contemplated whether or not I was really going to go through with my plan. I pondered the decision by making a mental pros and cons list:
Pros:
-I loved Paul
-I could finally feel the intimacy I had long searched for
-Incest was the ultimate form of love
-I wanted to share everything with Paul
-I desperately wanted him
Cons:
-Lust is a sin
-I would forever change the mother-son relationship with my son
-It was morally wrong
-What if Paul rejected my advances?
-I could lose everything
-Religion?
The religious piece I hadn't really considered, even while at church the past few weeks. I grabbed my robe, grabbed the laptop and logged on, I searched online for religious philosophy on incest. Although I read extremes from both sides, a few things stood out that made me feel comfortable I wouldn't burn in hell for my lust:
-Although the bible definitely doesn't promote incest, Adan and Eve had the same DNA and would clearly be considered brother and sister today.
-Abraham and Sarah were brother and sister.
-All animals started one male, one female, which means all life began through incest.
-Which theoretically implied that every relationship in the world is incestuous if you followed the many, many generations.
Those thoughts made me feel comfortable with my decision to sleep with my son, then I read the following that made me feel that fate was guiding me to finish my seduction today on Nude Day:
-God wanted all people to be nudists, thus another day that celebrates God is Nude Day.
I took a deep breath, I dropped my robe and walked to Paul's room. His door was open and I realized he was already up. I paused, suddenly wondering if not being in his room was a sign I wasn't supposed to do this. I was still contemplating my next move when I jumped from Paul's words.
"Mom!" Paul gasped from behind me.
I turned around, completely naked, allowing my son to see my firm breasts and trimmed pussy, "Good morning, Paul. Happy Nude Day."
He stammered, clearly shocked by seeing me naked, "Y-y-you too."
I smiled, "I hope this doesn't make you uncomfortable, but now that you're eighteen I believe you are old enough to celebrate Nude Day the way it was originally meant to be celebrated."
He stared at me. Clearly unsure what to say, what to do.
Being the aggressor, I walked the few feet to him, and asked, "Are you going to join your Mother in celebrating Nude Day?"
"S-s-sure," he stammered, unable to make eye contact with me.
"Great," I smiled cheerfully, "get undressed and come join me for breakfast."
"O-o-okay," he stuttered, as I walked past him and towards the kitchen.
I put an apron on to protect my front as I began making bacon and eggs, put kept my ass completely visible. I was half done making breakfast when Paul joined me, naked, except in a towel. I didn't question it, deciding to wait until I was done making breakfast. I asked, "How was your sleep?"
"All right," he answered, sitting down at the table.
"Did you finish reading that book?" I asked, trying to make small talk to make him more comfortable in this clearly surreal situation.
"Yes, it was amazing," he said, his voice more like himself. He did love talking about literature.
"How so?" I asked, my ass still in complete view for him.
"The author just created two realistic teenagers," he answered.
"Interesting," I nodded, "when does the movie come out?"
"Next Friday," he answered.
"Maybe I should read it and we can go together," I suggested.
"That would be great," he said.
"It's a date," I quipped, playfully.
I finished making breakfast, made two plates and joined Paul at the table.
I stood back up, took off the apron and tossed it on the counter, before sitting back down, my breasts now in full view for Paul while he ate.
I said, "I hope you are okay with this Paul. I personally feel so liberated being allowed to show this body that God created."
"It's a little strange," he admitted.
"I know, I know," I agreed, wanting to make him comfortable. "But in truth you have seen me naked many times when you were young."
He didn't say anything and we ate in silence as I pondered my next approach.
Once done eating, I stood up and asked, "If you want I will put something on to make you more comfortable."
His face beet red, he nodded, "That may be a good idea."
I smiled, and said, "Be right back."
I quickly went to my room, grabbed a pair of thigh high stockings and put them on. I was going to go back downstairs to finish the seduction, but suddenly realized my bedroom was a much more logical location.
I called out, "Paul would you come to my room please?"
I waited, trepidation no longer there, but instead an insatiable hunger to quench my thirst...in reality my body had been in the desert of sexual denial for so long and Paul was the mirage of satisfaction I planned to make real.
He walked into my room, still in his towel, and froze, seeing that I was still, for all reality's sake, naked.
I smiled, sat on the edge of my bed, crossed my nylon clad legs and asked, "Is this better?"
He was literally speechless. Actually, if my seduction was a cartoon he would have been Roger Rabbit when he sees Jessica walking in all sultry as his mouth was dropped wide open.
Deciding it was now or never, I continued, "I know you're a leg man, and I am pretty sure you are a nylons man too, am I right?"
"I-I-I guess," he stammered, paralysed in shock as, I hoped, I was making his fantasy a reality.
"I see you have a towel on still." I smiled, swinging my foot, wanting to draw him hypnotically to me.
"Um," he vaguely replied, greatly distracted by my feet, legs and nudity.
"Drop your towel, Paul," I instructed, before adding, "let Mommy see how big a man you have become."
He was trembling as he stammered, looking down, his face beet red, "I-I-I can't."
"Why, baby?" I asked, my tone dripping with sexuality.
"I-I-I'm hard," he admitted.
"Are you hard because of Mommy?" I asked, standing up and walking towards him.
"Y-y-yes," he stuttered, looking ashamed.
Reaching him, I admitted, "Paul, my pussy is soaking wet...for you." I leaned forward and kissed him. The kiss, at first, was awkward as our lips touched and he stood frozen like a statue. But like the prince whose kiss wakes up Snow White, my kiss eventually brought to life my son. He began kissing back, although with nervous apprehension.
I whispered, "I love you, Paul and I want to show you just how much." I dropped to my knees, tugged his towel which fell harmlessly to the floor and I was staring at his nice, thick eight inch stiff cock.
Paul was staring down at me, still with the same this-can't-really-be-happening-to-me look. I smiled up as I grabbed his cock and said, "Have you ever dreamt of this happening, Paul?"
"Goddddd, yes," he moaned at my touch.
"How about this?" I asked, as I slid my tongue from the top of his cock down his shaft.
"Ohhhh," he whimpered.
"Or this?" I continued, as I sucked one of his balls into my mouth,
"Mom," he moaned, unable to complete a sentence, which flattered me. I was turning my academically inclined son into a blubbering fool.
I found the other ball and replicated the attention, before slithering slowly back up his shaft. "Or this?" I questioned, as I swirled my tongue around his mushroom top without actually putting his cock in my mouth.
"Mom, I'm g-g-going to coooo," he grunted a warning but it was too late as I was surprised by a full load of his cum on my tongue, lips, and nose.
Wanting to make sure he wasn't embarrassed by his quick trigger, I purred, "Mmmmmm, yummy," and took his cock into my mouth to retrieve the rest of his cum, as his cock continued to pulse.
"Aaaaaah," he moaned, as I sucked his cock slowly, milking every last drop of his cum.
A minute later, I allowed his cock to slip out of my mouth. I stood up, his cum on my face and asked, "Have you ever fantasized about coming on Mommy's face?"
He nodded.
"What else have you fantasized about?" I asked, as I grabbed both his hands and moved them to my breasts. "Ever wanted to play with Mommy's titties?"
"Mom, I, um, yes," he answered, still unable to finish a complete thought.
"Go ahead, baby, suck on Mommy's titties," I offered.
He didn't speak, his eyes still big, as he leaned forward and took my right nipple in his mouth.
"That's it baby, your mouth feels so good on Mommy's titties," I moaned, for some reason getting more turned on using words like 'Mommy' and 'titties'.
He swirled his tongue around my nipple, he sucked it between his lips, and then, slithering his tongue across my breast, between my tits and then to my left nipple, he replicated the hungry attention.
"Paul, I love what you're doing," I moaned, which was the truth...my nipples being one of my erogenous zones that really got me going.
I instructed Paul, a little while later, "Come join Mommy on the bed, baby." I took his hand and led him to my king sized bed.
Reaching the bed, I hopped on the edge of the bed and asked, "What else did you fantasize about, son?"
Paul surprised me as he dropped to his knees and took my left foot into his hands. He then took my nylon-clad toes into his mouth. I had never had my foot or toes pleasured before, other than a foot massage, and was surprised how gentle, soothing and yet erotic it was. I moaned, "That's it baby, suck on Mommy's toes."
He sucked each toe through the sheer nylon, then replicated the action on my other foot.
"Oh God, son, you are getting Mommy very horny," I moaned, his soft tenderness amazing and yet an undeniable tease. I wanted his cock in me.
Paul finally spoke, his wit finally returning, "What else has Mommy fantasized?"
"Everything, baby, kissing you, sucking you and..." I paused, "fucking you."
"Well," he said, standing back up, his cock still as hard as it was when I first dropped in front of him, "we have kissed and you have sucked me."
I answered coyly, as I moved my stocking-clad feet to his cock, trying, slightly awkwardly, to stroke his cock with both my feet, "I guess that only leaves one thing."
He surprised me again, as he grabbed my feet, and began using them to masturbate his cock. "Mom, I have wanted to do this for so long."
"Me too, baby," I moaned, "you remind me so much of your father."
"And I want to be your man," Paul said, as he allowed my feet to drop as he moved into me and kissed me. This time there was no tentativeness, but instead a sweet passion that slowly built in urgency into a hungry lust.
My cunt dying for attention, I broke the kiss, and begged, "Please son, please fuck Mommy."
He smiled, "I can't believe this is happening."
"Me either," I smiled back, opening my legs wide and offering my cunt for his pleasure.
Instead of sliding his cock inside me, he dropped back to his knees and began kissing my thigh.
"Oh baby, stop teasing Mommy," I whined, desperately wanting his cock inside me.
"All in good time," he countered, as he continued splattering my body with kisses. Each kiss got closer to my burning cunt. Reaching my pussy, his hot breath so full of promise, he lingered for a moment before moving away and repeating the butterfly kisses down my other thigh.
"Babbbbbby," I whimpered, "please stop teasing me. I have waited so long for this."
"For what?" he asked, as he slowly moved back towards my nether regions.
"To make love to you baby," I admitted, before adding, with a sly smile, "or to have you fuck me hard...either or."



He laughed for the first time, as he moved directly to my cunt, "We can do both, Mom, but first I want to taste you."
His tongue parted my wet pussy lips and I moaned, "Mmmmm, that feels so good, son."
"You taste so good," he complimented back.
His tongue was amazing. I hadn't had a man between my legs licking me in years and in seconds I could feel my orgasm already building. He explored my cunt like some sort of pussy archeologist, searching every crevice of my cunt. I moaned, "This obviously isn't your first time eating cunt, baby."
He sucked my clit between his lips making my whole body tremble before he let go and admitted, surprising me again, "Chess camp girls are very outgoing."
"Oh myyy," I moaned, the thought of Paul having sex at chess camp a crazy visual.
"Plus, if...we...are...revealing...secrets," he added flicking my clit with his tongue between each word, "I...lost...my...virginity...to...."
He stopped, again taking my clit between his lips, making me moan loudly as I fell onto my back, "Tooooo whooooo."
"You sure you want to know?" he teased, replicating my earlier story teasing, adding, "I'd hate for you to know that I am not just the innocent nerdy son you think I am."
"Oh, you naughty boy," I moaned, frustrated by his teasing tongue and words and somewhat disappointed that I wouldn't be his first.
"You didn't answer the question," he pointed out, as he slid a finger inside my inferno.
"Aaaahh, God," I screamed, "yes, I want to know who you fucked first instead of me."
"She is a good friend of yours," he continued, as his finger explored inside me like a snake meandering around.
"Whooooo?" I questioned, knowing my orgasm was getting close.
He revealed the name, "Mrs. Bell," and simultaneously found my g-spot, while putting excess pressure on my clit.
"Whaaaaat?" I screamed, as my orgasm hit me like a hammer, as did his revelation that his first fuck was my best friend, and neighbor, Laurie Bell.
He shook his head sideways, creating wave after wave of euphoria as the most intense orgasm I can ever remember having cascaded through me like constant waves hitting the shore.
When he finally backed away from my still twitching cunt, he stood up, smiled looking down at me, his face shiny with my cum, "I have wanted to do that for a long, long time."
"Well," I said, trying to recapture my breath, still laying on my back, "I hope it was worth the wait, son."
He climbed onto the bed, laid beside me and kissed me. This time it was soft and tender, romantic like two lovers would do. He kissed my upper lip, my lower lip and then both. I melted into his touch just like I used to with his father.
When he broke the kiss, I asked, with a playful smile, "Enjoying Nude Day?"
"It is easily the best Nude Day of my life," he quipped back with a smile.
"Not the best day of your life?" I pouted back.
"Times infinity," he said back, quoting my response whenever Darren used to respond to how much he loved me all those years ago.
I gasped, "Oh, my God."
"What?" He asked, the look on my face probably worrisome.
"You are just the twin of your father," I said, adding, "in looks, personality, and voice."
He stared at me with his blue eyes, so sweet, sincere, and insecure as he asked, "So you see Dad when you look at me?"
"Oh honey," I smiled, his insecurity only adding to his sexiness, "Although you have so many of your father's traits, I still see you."
I leaned in and kissed him again. After a brief kiss, I said, "Honey, I love you. First as a son, but strangely, hopefully, as a lover."
"I love you too, Mom," he admitted.
I glanced down and saw that his cock was still rock hard and ready for action, "So you've been fucking a married woman?" I questioned raising my eyebrow.
He smiled, "Sometimes, she is very needy."
"I know someone else who is very needy," I retorted, reaching for his cock.
"So I see," he agreed.
"I want to know all about how you and my best friend ended up lovers," I said, slowly stroking his cock, "but right now I have other needs to be fulfilled."
"I don't fuck and tell," he quipped.
"That better be true," I countered, as I pushed him onto his back, straddled him and lowered my cunt onto his stiff missile.
"God, Mommmm," he moaned, as my cunt swallowed his cock.
"God, indeed," I agreed, as all eight inches widened my long neglected cunt. "I can't remember that last time I had a cock inside me."
"Me either," he joked.
"Hmmm, does my boy go both ways?" I asked playfully, as I began slowly riding his cock.
"God, no," he responded, appalled by the accusation.
I laughed, "Good, I want my man to focus on pleasing me."
"That I'll do," he promised, leaning up to suck on my breasts as I continued slowly riding his cock.
The next few minutes were slowly building the pleasure. I was making love to him as he splattered my breasts with kisses and nibbles. I couldn't believe how good it felt to have him inside me; it was even better than I had imagined.
As my second orgasm finally began to build, I got slightly aggressive, putting my hands on his chest as I began riding him faster.
"That's it, Mom, ride me," he groaned.
"As you wish," I smiled back, beginning to bounce on his cock taking all of it inside me.
As my own breathing increased, Paul began bucking up, meeting my downward bounces.
"Oh yes, baby, fuck Mommy," I moaned, as the thrusts made his cock go even deeper inside me.
A few more bounces and he startled me, as in one swift move, he flipped me over onto my back, grabbed my ankles, held them towards my ears and slammed his cock in me.
"Fuuuuuuck," I screamed, as he began fucking me hard and fast. The helpless position also brought enhanced pleasure as it allowed him to reach new depths inside me.
After just a few strokes, his body slamming into mine with each deep thrust, I was babbling like the raging hungry slut I was at the moment. "Yes, baby, fuck Mommy, fuck her hard," and "Shit, baby, your cock feels so good in me," and "Pound my cunt, baby," and "Harder, baby," and finally, as my second orgasm of the day exploded through me, I screamed, "Yesssss, fuckkk me, you Mother-fuckerrrrrrrrrr."
He continued fucking me throughout my orgasm until he warned, "I'm going to come soon."
"Where do you want to come, baby?" I asked, willing to allow him to spray his seed in or on me.
He surprised me when he responded, his own breathing getting erratic, "Beg me to fill your cunt, Mom."
"Oh, you dirty boy," I moaned, not even able to remember what it felt like to have come explode inside me. "Fill Mommy with your cum, baby."
"Oh yes, Mom," he grunted, sweat dripping down his forehead, as he continued pounding me, "I lovvve you," he screamed as he filled my cunt.
"I love you, too," I whimpered back as I felt his cum spray my cunt walls.
He slowed down, continuing to slowly fuck me, allowing every last drop of cum to end up inside me.
When he finally pulled out, I, without hesitation, quickly moved myself to take his cock back in my mouth. I just needed to have to it in my mouth.
"Oh, God," he groaned, as I slowly deep throated him, impressed I could get all eight inches in me.
After a couple minutes, I took it out of my mouth and asked, "So how many times can you get this missile fired up?"
"A few more that's for sure," he said.
"Well, I think today I want to find out just how many times you can reload that thing," I smiled, as I took his cock back into my mouth.
I began bobbing, switching from taking just a couple inches back and forth to deep throating him, he said, "Fuck Mom, even Mrs. Bell can't deep throat me."
A strange sense of pride chilled me as I indeed wanted to be his best lover, but also his best cocksucker. I wanted to do everything with him: swallow his load, take facials, feel his cum on my tits, feel my cunt be sprayed and, eventually, allow him to take my anal cherry. I wanted to do everything with him, regretting that I never gave myself completely to Darren when he was alive.
I sucked his cock for an eternity, worshipping his cock completely until I finally felt his cum spray down my throat...his cum instantly a welcomed addiction.
We both lay in bed, a couple of minutes later, my head resting on his shoulder as he cuddled me. I suggested, "Why don't we take a nap so we can both reenergize our batteries."
"Sure," Paul said, kissing the back of my head.
"I really do love you, son," I said, feeling a sense of serenity unlike any I could ever recall.
"I love you too, Mom," he offered back.
As I moved my nylon feet up and down his leg, I asked, "Does wearing nylons count on Nude Day?"
"For our version of Nude Day, definitely," he agreed, as I saw his cock, which had finally shrunk, start to grow yet again.
My foot went to his cock as I asked, "One more time before the nap?"
He said, as he rolled on top of me, this time going to fuck me in the missionary position, "If you insist."
As his cock, only half hard at the moment, slid inside me I moaned, "Ohhh, son, I insist."
THE END
Do you want to read about Paul and Courtney's incestuous journey?
About Courtney's first time having anal sex?
About their exotic trip to the exclusive incest island?
About Courtney having her first lesbian experience with her best friend Laurie?
Or does this story end just fine as it is.
As always...thanks for reading...
Jasmine June 2014
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Straight No More: Getting Ahead
This was the biggest opportunity of my career. A shot at joining the most respectable law firm in Seattle. I had already gone through two preliminary interviews and today was the big day.
I felt very confident I would get the job.
The interview lasted over two hours, and by the time it was done I no longer felt as confident. The interview went well, yet a lot of their questions were a bit strange. For example:
-Are you willing to do whatever it takes to close a deal?
The question itself was obvious, of course.
Yet the follow up question had me slightly perplexed.
- On that note, are you willing to do things that may upset your wife if she found out?
The question was strange and I joked that I often upset my wife.
One of the partners, Mark, an Italian, pointed out, as if to clarify the oddity of the question, "It's just that you must understand that what happens at the firm, stays at the firm."
Jim, one of the two black partners, added, his tone ominous, "Especially concerning our after work meetings."
"Yes, especially those," Mark agreed.
A few more questions and they asked me to step outside for a few minutes as I tried to wrap my head around the strange questions and peculiar tone that accompanied them.
A few minutes became half an hour which at first had me thinking the longer they talked the better, then I realized that the longer they talked the more likely they had questions about me.
Finally, as my anxiety grew, Mark came out and asked, "Can you stick around for a while?"
"Of course," I nodded, willing to sleep over if I had to.
"Great," Mark nodded. "Sarah here will give you a tour while we finish up some last minute issues."
"Okay," I nodded, as a busty blonde walked out of the office.
"Come with me, Simon," she offered, leading the way in a tight leather skirt and black seamed pantyhose, the kind you never see anymore.
Half an hour later, introduced to a ton of people whose names I wouldn't remember, including two more partners, Arron and Bobby, I was back where we started.
I was brought back into the big interview room where Mark, Jim and now, the head of the firm, Oliver, were sitting.
Oliver greeted me jovially, "My boys here say you are a perfect candidate for the firm."
"That is great, sir," I nodded, thrilled to hear those words.
"This is a very close knit family here, Simon, there are no sirs here," he explained, before adding again ominously, "although at our after work meetings you may meet a few sirs."
Both Mark and Jim broke into laughter at an inside joke I didn't understand.
"Okay, Oliver," I nodded.
"Great," Oliver announced. "Now, Sarah will have a contract for you to sign tomorrow, but first I insist you come and join us for some relaxation."
"Of course," I agreed without hesitation.
"Excellent," Oliver nodded. "Boys, take Simon with you and I will meet you there in a while."
I was curious where we were going, but I just followed along, happy to be close to being hired. When we got downstairs, a car was waiting for us. I asked, "We have a driver?"
"It's better for discretion," Jim answered, which really only confused me more. But not wanting to look like a novice, I just went along with it.
Fifteen minutes later we were pulling up to a place called Steamworks. It wasn't a restaurant like I thought we would be going to, but I thought it may be a strip club...ironically I was kind of right.
Jim stressed as we walked into the building, "Just be casual, Simon."
"Of course," I laughed, casually, even though his words were again ominous.
Inside, I realized it was indeed a club...seemingly an exclusive strip club, as Jim nodded to the Brad Pitt lookalike at the entrance who greeted, "Welcome back, Jim, Mark. And who is the new recruit?"
"Simon, he may be our newest associate," Mark replied, before adding, "just add him to our monthly."
Jim added, "If all plays out as expected here."
Again his tone was ominous, as if I still had a test to pass...at a strip club.
"Welcome, Simon," the ridiculously good looking guy said, not that U was remotely interested in men at the time, I just could tell when a guy was good looking.
"Thanks," I nodded, the treatment very strange.
"You will leave here a different man," he added, again adding to the strange undertones that this day was filled with.
Jim laughed, "That's the truth."
Mark said, "Let's go hit the sauna."
"Sauna?" I asked, "I didn't bring any trunks."
"It's a men's only club," Jim laughed, "you don't need any trunks."
I wanted to protest...I don't get naked with other men usually, yet I didn't want to lose out on my dream job because I was seen as a prude. "Oh, okay," I nodded, pretending to be all right with the awkward situation...still unaware of what kind of club this was. I assumed at the time it was a YMCA type of place.
The attendant gave us towels and I followed along down a long hallway that had a bunch of rooms, a few closed, others open. Glancing inside I realized these were not normal rooms but private rooms like you would see at a strip club...but this wasn't a strip club...suddenly the light bulb went on inside my head. I was in a gay club. A chill went up my spine at all the ominous comments and anxiety began to hit me at the prospect that they expected me to perform some sort of sex act.
We reached the lockers and Mark and Jim both began undressing while I stood there unsure what to do.
Jim, shirt off, said, although it sounded like an order, "Get undressed, Simon. Otherwise the sauna isn't overly comfortable.
I laughed, again trying to be casual when in reality I was freaking out, "Yes, I guess I would stick out like a sore thumb."
"Oh," Jim added, "you already stick out."
I began taking off my tie as the other two began dropping their trousers. I had seen many men naked before, as I had played college football and worked out at the gym almost daily, yet somehow this was different. I mean, I have seen men naked often, yet never even gave a second thought to it. For example, I have seen my good friend Barry naked a thousand times at the gym, yet I couldn't tell you if he has a big or small cock. Yet, as I finished taking off my dress shirt, Jim tugged off his underwear and I was staring at his massive black cock.
I quickly looked away not wanting to give any remote hints that I was anything but 100 percent straight. I finished undressing, never looking towards either of them, as I heard locker doors open and close.
Jim said, "You can put your clothes in locker seventy-three, Simon."
"Okay thanks," I nodded, looking up and seeing him looking directly at me now only in my underwear.
Mark said, as if sensing my trepidation, "Don't worry, Simon, no one here bites."
"Unless you ask them to," Jim added with a laugh.
I couldn't help it, I glanced down again to see his flaccid cock dangling between his legs, which seemed bigger flaccid than mine was erect.
"No worries," I shrugged, as I took off my underwear to reveal to them, if they were looking, a very small, shrivelled up cock.
I put my clothes in the locker, and followed them out of the locker room and shower area to a steam room. It was massive. You could stand or sit and it even had a large television in it. When I glanced to see what was on, expecting sports highlights, I gasped as I saw a white guy taking black cocks in both his mouth and ass. I immediately looked away even as my own cock began to grow against my will.
I begged for it to behave itself, getting an erection in front of a group of men, was definitely not what I wanted...especially at a gay club. A couple men were sitting relaxing, and seemed to be watching us. I continued to follow Mark and Jim as they walked across the steam room.
I gasped a second time as I saw an older man, easily in his sixties, sucking a much younger man's cock. I had never seen a live sex act not involving myself ever...never mind a gay one.
Jim said, "Hey, Calvin."
"Hey Jim," Calvin nodded enjoying the blow job, "Whose the fresh meat?"
"Our newest potential hiring," Jim answered, before adding, "if he passes the last part of the interview."
Calvin laughed, as the old man never stopped bobbing on his cock, "Well, you do have a very through hiring process."
I couldn't believe I was watching this old man suck cock, seemingly not remotely embarrassed to have others watching while he did it; I also couldn't help but feel excessive trepidation at their discussion and the implications I assumed went with it.
Calvin added, now looking at me, "Looks like your new recruit is excited about completing his oral interview."
My face went beet red at the obvious implication and the reality that my cock was almost completely hard.
Jim looked down at my crotch and smiled, but didn't say anything.
I followed along through the sauna and saw there were also glory holes to the one side. Most were empty but one young man was sucking on a cock.
Shockingly, frustratingly, my own cock was now completely stiff...even though the idea of sucking cock was repulsive and the idea of being sucked by a guy definitely felt like cheating on my wife.
Mark and Jim both finally sat down in a somewhat secluded area and Mark began, "Simon, do you believe in loyalty?"
"Of course," I said, still standing, unsure what to do.
Jim clarified, "We mean utter loyalty."
"Sure," I said, although my tone was more a question than an answer.
Mark continued, "You see, our firm is very busy and we often don't see our wives enough...but we still have needs that must be taken care of."
"Okay," I said, unsure whether he was explaining why we were here or what he expected from me.
Jim asked, "Have you ever sucked cock before?"
Even though the question shouldn't have come as a surprise with all that had led up to it, still I was stunned as I stammered, "P-p-pardon?"
"I'll take that as a no," Jim chuckled, amused.
Mark explained, "You see Simon, as he began to explain, we believe in creating a very close knit group, one where trust and loyalty overrides everything else."
Just then a rather flamboyant young man walked in, dropped to his knees and took Jim's cock in his mouth without a word.
Jim continued, as if he wasn't getting his cock sucked by a young man, "So we need to see how far you are willing to go to show your utter loyalty to your new associates."
I heard 'new associates' and understood instantly that if I wanted to join this prestigious firm, I would have to submit sexually. Although I had never even remotely considered man on man sex, my cock was undeniably stiff as I witnessed the gay sex acts that had confronted me...which only confused me more.
I asked, even though I knew the answer, "You want me to suck your cock?"
"Well, that will be part of your duties," Jim nodded.
"Part?" I asked, my shock and awkwardness clearly amusing him.
"Yes, as the newest member you would provide sexual release for all our elder associates when requested," Jim informed me, the cascade of expectations hitting me like Niagara Falls crashing down on me.
Matt added, seemingly playing good cop to Jim's bad cop, "It's not as extreme as Jim makes it sound."
"I'm not sure I understand," I said, even as I continued glancing down at the man bobbing on Jim's big cock. I couldn't fathom how anyone could take that much in their mouth. Many girls gagged on my average six inch cock.
Jim, as if reading my mind, said, "It's okay, I don't expect you to take all nine inches in your mouth the first time." After a pause, he added, "They do say, though, that practice makes perfect."
"I'm not gay," I clarified.
"Neither are we," Jim replied. "We each have beautiful wives."
"My wife wouldn't understand," I pointed out, desperate to get the job and not have to suck cock.
Mark countered, "We don't tell our wives of our Steamworks excursions, and most men here are not gay."
"Really?" I asked, trying to comprehend how that could possibly be true.
"What happens at the Steamworks, at the office or on trip stays at the Steamworks, at the office or wherever we go," Jim added.
"There are a few types of men who come here. One, the guy who adamantly declares he is straight, but loves to suck cock."
"That doesn't even make any sense," I countered.
"It shouldn't," he nodded, "I once thought the same thing. Yet, there are many who fit this description. They won't kiss a guy, they won't allow themselves to be sucked and they definitely won't do anal, yet they love sucking cock," as Mark continued his explanation.
Jim then continued, "You'd be surprised how many men actually fit this description. I'm sure you will meet Adam later today, he is a regular."
"Yes, Adam is the perfect example," Mark continued, flowing freely from Jim as if they were the same person. "Adam is an accountant, married and has five children, yet he is also the best cocksucker here."
"I can't fathom such a person," I said.
"And when you meet him, you would never think he loves nothing better than a cock in his mouth," Jim added.
Mark continued, "The second type is the flamboyant, obviously gay type who loves to suck and be fucked, like our boy Cody here. Isn't that right Cody?"
Cody allowed Jim's stiff cock to slip out of his mouth, shiny with his saliva, as he turned to me and said, his voice so stereotypically gay he could be the poster boy for the movement, "Yes, nothing better than cock in my two fuck holes."
I stared at him, stunned by the phrase 'fuck holes', as he glanced at my cock. "Did I get you that hard?"
I stammered, uncomfortably, "N-n-no."
He moved from Jim and knelt in front of me, grabbing my cock. His voice disconcertingly high, he asked, "Will I be your first cocksucker?"
I was about to protest, when my cock disappeared in his mouth. My eyes went big at the thought of a clearly gay man sucking my cock while men I admired and wanted to work with watched. I also couldn't believe how good his mouth felt...so much better than my wife or any other woman who had ever given me a blow job.
Mark, as if reading my mind, explained, "Men give way better blow jobs than women, just as women, I assume, eat pussy way better than men."
Jim chimed in, "Yes, like who the fuck cares where the g-spot is."
I wanted to talk, to pull my cock out of this guy's mouth, yet whatever he was doing by creating extra saliva was making the pleasure so intense all I could do was enjoy it.
Just then, a middle aged man came in and asked, as casual as if he was asking someone if they wanted to play pool, "Does anyone here want their cock sucked?"
"We were just talking about you, Adam," Mark said.
"All good things, I hope," he responded, looking exactly like an accountant...as stereotypical as that sounds.
"Telling our new potential associate about the straight cocksucker theory," Mark explained.
Adam chuckled loudly, his pot belly shaking, "You and your straight cocksucker theory."
"Do you allow anyone to suck you off?" Mark asked.
"Just my wife," he answered, before adding with another belly laugh, "on my birthday or when she is really drunk."
"And you don't give or receive in the ass?" Mark continued.
"God, no," he said disgusted.
"But you love a nice cock in your mouth?" Mark questioned.
"Nothing better," Adam agreed without a hint of shame.
"And you love to swallow load after load of cum," Mark added, looking at me.
"It tastes better than wine," he nodded, moving to Mark and adding, "on that note, I think I will retrieve my first load of the day."
Jim joked, "Getting a late start today?"
Adam, strangely comfortable with the reality that he was a cocksucker, quipped as he dropped to his knees, "I'm surprised I'm not shaking from going through withdrawal."
Jim added, witty as usual, as Adam took Mark's cock in his mouth, "Well, go and get a withdrawal."
I watched Adam suck Mark as Mark explained, acting natural, "Adam won the cocksucking showdown last year."
I moaned, not in reaction to Mark's words, but the amazing sensations this cocksucker was giving me.
"Better than your wife?" Jim asked.
"God, yesssss," I admitted, my balls beginning to boil.
"He will swallow or take it on his face, the real faggots are cum crazed cum buckets," Jim added.
His words somehow made the dirty act naughtier and I grunted as I spewed my cum down his throat a few seconds later. My wife didn't swallow, so the opportunity to get a blow job to completion for the first time since college was too good an offer to refuse.
He kept bobbing, not slowing down at all, until every last drop of my cum was in his belly.
Finally, he allowed my cock to slip out of his mouth and he looked up at me and said, all high pitched and sincere, "Thanks."
"You're welcome," I absurdly replied.
He turned back to Jim but Jim said, "Maybe later, it's time for our new recruit to finish his interview with a little bit, well actually a lot, of dictation."
Everyone laughed as I stood there realizing all that stood between me and my dream job was sucking a black cock.
Just then I heard voices behind me, "Did we miss the sealing of the deal?"
I looked behind me to see the other two partners I had met briefly during my tour.
Jim said, "Your timing is impeccable."
Bobby, a ridiculously good looking guy, said, "Thank God, I will no longer be low cocksucker on the totem pole."
Jim quipped, "Don't worry, Bobby, I won't let that mouth of yours get neglected."
Arron, the other black partner, complained, "Why do you always get to break in the new cocksucker?"
Being called a cocksucker was a huge slap in the face and Mark apologized, "It's okay Simon, we're all cocksuckers...it is not meant as a derogatory term."
Oddly, that seemed to help. I wasn't gay...I was just doing what I had to do to get ahead...pun intended...like women have had to do their whole existence.
Jim answered Arron's question, "First come, first serve."
I watched the very straight looking Adam bob on Mark's cock and thought 'well, I guess I could be a straight cocksucker.'
"Come on, Simon, join the team," Jim offered, pointing his big cock at me.
Silently, I moved the few feet to him, tentatively dropped to my knees and was staring at his big cock, which looked even bigger when it was directly in front of me. 'It's just lke sucking a lollipop...a live lollipop', I thought to myself.
"Don't worry, it won't bite," Jim joked.
"And you better not either," Arron quipped from behind.
I leaned forward, opened my mouth, and took his cock between my lips.
"There you go," Jim moaned, as the first couple inches of his cock went into my mouth.
I have since read a plethora of stories about straight men who become cocksuckers and, unlike most of those, my mouth didn't water when I first saw cock, I didn't eagerly want to try it and I didn't immediately feel like sucking cock was natural...what I did feel was awkward. His cock was super hard and much thicker than I anticipated...nothing like a lollipop. I slowly moved back and forth taking only the first inch or two in my mouth, the mushroom top feeling strange between my lips.
Jim instructed, after a couple minutes, when I was scared to take more into my mouth, scared I would gag on his cock, "Just relax, Simon, and slowly take more in."
I obeyed, realizing at this pace I would probably never get him off. I began slowly bobbing back and forth, taking a bit more in my mouth each time.
"That's it, cocksucker," Jim groaned, "I think you will make a very good addition to the firm."



The idea that I was about to join the firm excited me, and oddly as I began to bob back and forth, I began to relax.
I was getting almost half his cock in my mouth when I heard Oliver's voice, "You fuckers started without me."
"We left his other hole for you," Jim quipped.
My eyes went wide. Sucking cock was one thing, I was beginning to enjoy it, and they made it seem so casual that it didn't really seem wrong...just a very extreme type of male bonding. Yet, taking a cock in the ass, that seemed to cross every possible line.
"On all fours, Simon," Oliver ordered, not asking my thoughts on the situation.
I took Jim's cock out of my mouth and looked back, my eyes giving away my utter fear of what was expected.
Oliver smiled, "It's okay, Simon, we will get your ass nice and ready for me."
"I've never done this before," I said, instead of the more logical response, which should have been 'hell no!'
"Don't worry, once you get used to it, you'll love it," Oliver said, before ordering me, his tone very firm, "On all fours, Simon."
I didn't want to, I was petrified at how much it may hurt, yet I had already sucked a cock, so it seemed one more taboo act was trivial in regards to the bigger picture of my career. I silently got on all fours as instructed.
Bobby moved behind me and poured lube down my ass crack. He said, "Just relax, I'm going to gape your ass a bit to prepare it for cock."
"Okaaay," I tentatively replied, although I tensed up instead.
I felt his finger rub around my butt hole and then his finger slipped inside. I groaned, surprised by the strange feel of having a finger inside me.
Jim ordered, standing "Finish what you started."
He shoved his cock in my mouth and I began sucking which was oddly a nice distraction from the finger violating my back door.
Bobby wiggled it inside me and then warned a minute later, "Here comes a second finger."
I whimpered as he widened my ass. Jim said, "Just relax, Simon, I'm going to take control now."
I had no choice as he began slowly moving his cock in and out of my mouth. Somehow, this turned me on, my cock growing again. I felt shame that I was getting hard from my face getting fucked while I was simultaneously being fingered.
Bobby spread his fingers in my ass, while Jim began pumping his cock faster into my mouth, about half his cock sliding between my lips. A minute later, Jim grunted, "I'm about to come."
I prepared to swallow and was surprised by a few things when he came...he didn't shoot it deep in me, but rather it poured out of his cock; the taste I expected to be disgusting based on my wife's overdramatic reaction the one time she swallowed before we got married was pleasant and rather non-descript; lastly, and most shocking, as he pulled out once he was completely done filling my mouth with cum, I felt a brief sense of disappointment...I wanted more.
Meanwhile, this feeling was short lived as Arron pulled his fingers out of me and Oliver asked, "Ready to seal the deal, Simon?"
"Yes, sir," I answered, now more curious than petrified about taking a cock in my ass. As I looked behind me, Arron was sucking Oliver's cock.
Oliver smiled, pulled his thankfully small, thin cock, out of Arron's mouth, moved behind me and rubbed his cock between my ass cheeks.
Meanwhile. I was presented with my second black cock, as Arron offered me his cock, which was smaller than Jim's seven inch cock.
Like in the stories I would read after my submission, this was when I became a hungry cocksucker. My mouth watered and I eagerly opened up to take his cock between my lips.
As I began bobbing on Arron's cock, I felt Oliver's cock slowly put pressure on my rosebud. After a brief resistance, I felt his cock slowly slide inside me. I expected a major pain, but instead just felt a slight burn...a constant reminder I was being sodomized.
I heard Bobby say, "Shit, I need my cock sucked."
I was stunned to hear Jim say, "Bring that white thing here."
I would have loved to see Jim take a cock in his mouth, it seemed more impossible to imagine than anything else, but did prove their theory of utter trust.
Instead, I focused on the two cocks inside me.
Oliver continued slowly pushing forward until he declared, "All in, Simon."
As his cock lingered deep inside me, I couldn't deny I wanted to feel him fucking me. I wanted to know what it felt to be fucked. I took Arron's cock out of my mouth and said, sounding completely unlike me, "Please, fuck me, sir."
"He is quite the submissive," Arron acknowledged, as he shoved his cock back in my mouth.
I had never considered myself submissive, yet at this moment it was a rather appropriate description. I was enjoying pleasing the cock in my mouth and I wanted to feel myself get fucked.
"You are going to be a great addition to the firm, Simon," Oliver said, as he obliged my request.
He began slowly fucking me, the slight burn not going away, and yet an undeniable pleasure beginning to build unlike anything I had ever felt before. Meanwhile, like Jim, Arron began fucking my face, although with much more speed and aggression than Jim had. I began making loud slobbering sounds as I tried to not gag on the cock fucking my face. All seven inches eventually filled me as I felt his balls hit my chin. Oddly, I was proud that I could take all his cock in my mouth and wanted to taste his cum.
Oliver continued to slowly fuck me, the pleasure continuing to increase, my own cock now rock hard and begging for attention.
For a couple minutes, I was just a vessel of pleasure, on all fours, as two cocks slid in and out of me, until Arron grunted and without warning came in my mouth. Unlike the first load I swallowed, this one was what I had expected as I felt it spray into the back of my throat. He kept fucking my face until every drop of his seed was deposited into my belly.
When he pulled out, suddenly horny as hell, I begged, "Harder, sir, please fuck me harder."
Arron quipped, "I think we may have created a monster."
"A cock monster," I ridiculously added, before begging, "More cock please." I couldn't believe my hunger, my insatiable desire to have more cock in my mouth.
Mark said, "Straight cocksucker theory hits again."
"Except he is getting his ass reamed," Bobby added, as Oliver shifted from slowly fucking me to indeed reaming my ass.
"Holy fuuuuuck," I screamed, a sharp burn coursing through me as Oliver's cock went deeper in me than before.
"Still want to be fucked harder?" Bobby asked, as Jim bobbed furiously on his cock.
"Yessss," I moaned through gritted teeth, wanting the return of the pleasure the ass fucking was bringing me.
Suddenly a wrinkled cock was in front of me, the same old man I had seen sucking cock earlier. It wasn't the cock I wanted, but it was a cock, so I opened up and took the shrivelled cock in my mouth.
As it slowly grew in my mouth, I felt a sense of pride at the reality it was me getting him stiff. The burn in my ass again dulled as an increasing pleasure again building.
"Such a tight ass." Oliver groaned.
"And a great mouth," the older stranger grunted, as I easily deep throated his now hard five inch cock. The feeling of deep-throating a cock was exhilarating and I bobbed hungrily like a slutty coed.
My deep-throat, fast-paced cocksucking had the old man breathing heavy in only a couple of minutes and soon he deposited a small load of cum in my mouth, I caught it all and waited till he pulled out to swallow the entire load.
Focusing on the pleasure from behind, I continued, "God, I can't believe how good this feels.
"What does?" Oliver asked.
"Getting ass-fucked," I admitted, such words out of my mouth a couple hours ago having been an impossibility.
"Are you willing to be a cocksucker and ass-slut for all of us?" Oliver asked, slamming his whole body into me creating an unfathomable pleasure.
"Yessss," I eagerly agreed, knowing that this past half hour had changed my life entirely.
"Even Jim's beast?" Oliver joked.
"I want them allllll," I declared, my cock dying to burst.
"You're hired," Oliver declared as he filled my ass with cum.
My own body twitched and I came without having my cock touched, shooting a load all over the floor.
"Shit, he just came from getting ass-fucked," Jim declared, having obviously finished getting Bobby off.
The so-called straight Adam, who must have taken Mark's load, asked, "He was a virgin before today?"
"As straight as they come," Jim said, laughing at his pun.
As Oliver pulled out, my orgasm still tingling inside me, I asked Mark, curious where I fit in now (I wasn't a straight cocksucker, having loved a cock in my ass and I wasn't a flamboyant gay man) "so what other types of people come here?"
"If you stay on all fours much longer, I'm going to really fuck your ass," Jim warned.
My knees sore, I stood up, stretched and joked, "I think I'd better take the other guys in my ass first."
Mark continued his conversation about types of men. "There are bisexual men who love fucking men and women, giving and receiving, there are closet gays who are straight in public but come here to suck cock and get fucked and there are straight men who are curious who come here to cross a line they were scared to do for years."
"I'm none of them," I said, sitting down as cum leaked out of my ass.
"Neither are any of us," Mark acknowledged. "We're another type. One that understands sex, with a man or a woman, is simply an ends to a means."
"How so?" I asked, feeling shame suddenly for all I had done. It was one thing to suck cock to get a job, it was another have enjoyed it as much as I did.
"We have high stress jobs and sexual release is critical," Mark explained, "and here we can come and let go."
"Or come and blow," Jim quipped.
I laughed, but admitted, "I just...I...."
"You enjoyed it." Mark finished. And added, reading my mind completely, "and now you're feeling guilty at enjoying it, thus questioning your sexuality."
I nodded.
"We have all felt that way at first," Mark comforted, "Isn't that right, boys?"
"Yep," they all answered.
"That said, as time goes on, we all became comfortable with our sexuality and the reality that sex isn't strictly men and women but any configuration that brings pleasure and sexual release," Oliver added, as he snapped his fingers and Bobby quickly dropped to his knees and took his boss's cock in his mouth.
Jim announced, "Enough touchy feely, bullshit. Let's finish initiating our newest associate."
My eyes went big as I asked, "That wasn't it?"
"That was the final interview," Oliver explained, "the initiation is a full scale orgy."
"Oh my," I said, my cock growing as I stared at all the hard cocks surrounding me.
"Get over here," Arron ordered, stroking his black cock.
I, accepting my new duel life, moved to him, dropped to my knees, and took his cock in my mouth.
The final initiation, I learned, was taking every partner's load on my face. A picture with over half a dozen loads all over my face was taken as leverage in case I ever broke confidentiality.
Yet, as I took the cock of a complete stranger in my ass, while sucking on another stranger, I knew I would never break confidentiality...instead I knew that a new sexual hunger had been created. I wouldn't just be a cocksucker for my colleagues, I would regularly come to Steamworks to suck cock and take cock in my ass...I wasn't a straight cocksucker like Adam...I had become a truly bisexual man who could still fuck his wife and eat her pussy...while, conversely also loving a cock in my mouth or ass.
As the stranger came down my throat and pulled out, I wanted more cock...more cum. Thankfully, at Steamworks there was never a shortage of cocks, big and small, black and white, young and old, to feed my new hunger. My mouth wasn't empty a minute when a chubby, middle-aged man offered me his small cock. I opened my mouth, took it in and continued my double-ended servicing of cock.
Prologue:
The job was everything I imagined it to be...and the fringe benefits of daily cock and cum made it a dream job.
When not in court, I was at Steamworks were I ended almost daily and particularly on special days including:
Bear hump, where I was used as a submissive cum slut for older hairy men who seemed to understand perfectly my desire to serve.
Lights out, where things went dark and often turned into a strangers' orgy.
Fall to your knees, a special Sunday service where I spent hours worshipping the glory of God's creation...COCK!!!
THE END
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Lesbian MILF Seductress: Chocolate
It had been an exhausting day. My case had not gone as smoothly as anticipated, and I needed to do some work over the weekend to prepare for Monday morning when it would resume.
I'd been home less than fifteen minutes, just long enough to get out of my heels and pour myself a glass of wine, when there was a knock at the door.
I put my glass down and went to answer it, and was shocked at what I saw. It was my neighbour Nadine, a woman in her later thirties, about five years or so older than I was, and the librarian at the high school, dressed in a cheerleader's outfit. I don't think I hid my shock too well as I attempted to act normal. "Hi, Nadine."
Nadine blurted out, embarrassed to be at my front door dressed so inappropriately, "Hi, Joan. Can I borrow some batteries for this toy?" She raised her hand to show me a big pink vibrator.
I couldn't believe this reserved mother and community leader was at my front door dressed like a teenager, and who was asking me for batteries for a sex toy. Wanting to get her inside and out of the public eye, I said, still not sure this wasn't some bizarre prank, "Um, ok. Come on in."
Once she was inside, she handed me the toy. Being a lawyer I was used to dealing with surprises, so showing no emotion, so I took the toy, gave one more look at her attire and said, "I think I have some batteries that will fit this in the office."
I went to the office, sat down at my desk and examined the vibrator. It was bigger than the one I had, and it made me think I should probably buy myself a new sex toy. I'd bought my current one way back in college, and it was small and didn't really get me off. I opened the toy to see what kind of batteries it used. I opened a drawer, grabbed the appropriate batteries and headed back to Nadine.
I inserted the batteries as I walked. Reaching Nadine, I turned it on to make sure it worked and was surprised by how much faster and more intense the vibrations were, compared to my old toy, and I became curious to know how it would feel like inside me. Turning it back off, I handed it to her and smiled, "Seems to work now." I was curious as hell to know why she was dressed as she was, and deciding I had to know, I asked, "But I have to ask, Nadine, why are you in a cheerleading outfit?"
Nadine looked uncomfortable, as if trying to decide what to say to me. Eventually, she blurted out, "Bree made me wear this."
Bree was a pretty high school student who lived next door to Nadine on the opposite side of her from me, who seemed rather sure of herself, based on the few times I'd spoken with her at community events. Yet, the answer seemed bizarre. I asked, rather surprised and wanting to make sure I'd heard her right, "She made you?"
"Yes," she admitted, her face beet red, as she continued to shock me, "I can't explain it, but Bree is my Mistress, and I must do everything she requires."
Her answer was so absurd, I asked, beginning to think I was being put on, "Really?"
Although at first she'd been reserved and embarrassed, she now looked me in the eyes as she replied, trying to shock me, "Oh yes really, Joan." After a pause, she added, her tone suddenly seductive, "Oh, and I almost forgot, I'm supposed offer you my services; to do anything you'd like to please you."
"Excuse me?" I asked, completely shocked by her obscene offer and her odd behaviour.
She clarified her offer, "Yes, Joan. I would love to eat your pussy."
I gasped, but said firmly in no uncertain terms, "I think you should leave my house right now, Nadine!"
"Ok," she said, again looking as embarrassed as she had when she'd first arrived on my doorstep, "Sorry to bother you."
She turned and walked away and I closed the door, managing not to slam it behind her... bewildered by the past five minutes. What could possibly have transpired to make Nadine act like that? How in the world could Bree make Nadine do something so out of character? Lastly, why was my pussy wet?
I grabbed my wine, downed it, poured another glass and went to have a bubble bath. In the tub, I couldn't get the bizarre encounter with Nadine out of my head. Maybe it was the conversation, maybe it was the wine, or maybe it was the fact I hadn't had sex in I couldn't remember when, but I was undeniably horny. Closing my eyes, I began pleasuring myself in the tub. I imagined taking Nadine, who was a pretty woman, up on her offer. I wasn't a lesbian by any stretch, never having even kissed a woman, but the idea of having my pussy licked was very appealing. It didn't take long for me to get off, imagining Nadine eating me out. My orgasm done, I shook my head at the strange evening and my reaction to it... I clearly needed to get laid, and soon.
...
The next day, Saturday, I was heading into the office a little after ten to get some work done for the continuing case on Monday, when I saw Bree and Nadine's daughter Katherine, both dressed strangely for a Saturday morning, in skirts, nice blouses and pantyhose, walking towards my car.
Bree, seeing me, waved, "Good morning, Ms. Myers."
My face went darker in embarrassment as I flashed back to Nadine's words about Bree last night. The wind caught her skirt, wafting it up and revealing she was wearing not pantyhose but thigh highs, which made her outfit seem to me even more inappropriate. "Good morning, Bree, Katherine," I called back, reaching my car. "Shouldn't you ladies still be sleeping?"
Bree smiled, "We never went to bed."
"Oh, to be young again," I joked, although I'd been a pretty boring teenager, always focused on getting the highest marks so I could get into Harvard... which I'd done.
Bree walked towards me, a confident look on her face. She asked, "And you? Did you have a good night?"
Recalling my masturbation session in my tub, I felt flushed. I answered, "It was an early bedtime."
Reaching me, she said with an odd confidence, "What a shame on a Friday night. You should have come over and joined us."
Knowing, or assuming, that she'd had sex with Nadine last night, and I couldn't fathom how Nadine's daughter Katherine could have fit into that picture, I answered rather prudishly, "I'm not sure I should be partying with teenage girls."
"First, we're both eighteen and legal adults," Bree pointed out; unable not to sound sultry when she spoke. "And second," she continued, her words dripping with innuendo, "an evening with me would forever change your life." That wouldn't have meant anything if it were said to me prior to yesterday evening, but after the Nadine incident, I knew exactly what she was saying.
Her tone, her determined look, her sultry voice and obvious sexual intentions toward me had me flustered. This eighteen-year-old was succeeding in getting under my skin, where so many high-powered lawyers had failed. I said, "Um, I need to get to work."
"On a Saturday?"
"Work never ends," I shrugged.
"I think, Ms. Myers, you need to get out more," she suggested, before adding, speaking each word slowly with deliberate intent, "relax... experiment... live life... submit to your natural desires."
"My natural desires?"
"Yes, it's obvious you need a sexual outlet from your intense job," Bree said matter-of-factly.
"That's ludicrous," I retorted.
"Is it?" she asked. "When was the last time you got laid?"
"That is none of your business," I said firmly, as I turned to open my car door, shocked by her boldness.
Bree, her aggressive behaviour slightly intimidating, moved so close to me I could smell her perfume and asked, "Why didn't you take up my slut's offer? She's very good at it, you know."
"Young lady, you're being extremely inappropriate," I responded firmly, reminding her of the age gap between us and her legal status notwithstanding, I was being the adult.
"Is your cunt wet right now?" she asked, her tone sultry, completely unfazed by my scolding.
I glanced over to Katherine, who was watching our exchange from next to her own car, before I resumed my scolding, "Young lady, you will not speak to me in such a manner."
"I'll take that as a yes," she smiled, turning away and strolling back to Katherine.
Rattled by her behaviour, I quickly got into my car and pulled out of the driveway. I turned down the street and looked in my rear view mirror, to see Bree watching me and blowing me a kiss.
As I drove to work, I couldn't believe her aggressive, presumptuous behaviour. Was she that aggressive with Nadine? What in the world made her think she could talk to me like that? She'd always been a bit self-centered in my few interactions with her, but this was completely over the top. Lastly, she'd been correct about the state of my 'cunt', and why the hell was I wet?
Arriving at work, I tried to push the strange confrontation out of my mind as I focused on the case I would be defending on Monday. Unfortunately, I couldn't stay focused and after a few hours of getting very little done, I decided to call it a day.
It wasn't until I was driving home a little after three o'clock that I replayed the two strange conversations I'd had with Nadine and with Bree. Passing a sex store, I made an impulsive sharp turn and pulled in, my recurring thought of a new sex toy seeming like a good idea.
In the store, I was quickly overwhelmed... there were toys everywhere... many of which I couldn't even fathom their sexual purpose. In such a store, I felt nervous and out of place, but quickly, keeping my head down, I scuttled to where the female toys were. Once there, I didn't know where to start; like a kid in a candy store, they all looked good to me.
Behind me a feminine voice asked, "May I help you, ma'am?"
I jumped slightly, startled, but remarked, "Sex toys have really evolved since I was in college."
The younger woman laughed, "And this is the tame section."
Pointing at a twelve-inch rubber cock, I asked, "This is tame?"
"Turn the corner if you want your world rocked," she smiled.
"I'm overwhelmed with just these... not sure I'm ready for whatever world rockers are around the corner," I said jokingly, although I meant it. After a pause, I said, "I just want a new vibrator that can help me when a man isn't available."
"For a simple vibrator, this is our best seller," the girl explained, grabbing an eight-inch pink one, that ironically looked identical to the one Nadine had brought over the night before, which had triggered this visit to a sex shop in the first place.
"This is three inches longer than my current one," I again joked, finding humour the easiest way to get me more or less comfortable talking about sex toys.
"I imagine it's a lot more powerful, too. This one has eight speed settings, and a variety of different pulsations to accommodate your mood," she explained.
"My mood?" I questioned. My mood when I used my vibrator, which was rare, was that I was horny. Did horny have eight speeds of nuance with a variety of sub-nuances?
She explained, "This vibrator can be really intense and give you a quick, explosive orgasm; or it can give you a slow, building tease that will keep you coasting on the edge of pleasure forever. It can do everything in between, too."
"Oh," I nodded, never having thought about the possibility of coasting along in the vicinity of an orgasm.
"Also, that doesn't include what you may decide to do with your hands," she said, with a naughty smile.
I laughed, "Is there an instruction manual for this thing?"
She shook her head no. "That's the best part... you can experiment and explore your own body instead of trying to adhere to a rule book."
"I suppose," I said, still feeling uncomfortable even having this discussion. Deciding this toy would do, I said, "I'll take it."
"Now I must show you one more thing before you go," she said excitedly.
I objected, trying to pass it off as humour, "I'm not ready to go around that corner yet."
"I imagine that's true," she agreed, before adding, "but this next toy is the best invention for single women ever."
"Okay, you have me curious," I replied.
She grabbed a big, long wand and said, "It's called a magic wand."
"It looks like it should be called a mini sex-bat," I joked.
"It does give you a major bang for your buck," she joked back, before adding a baseball reference, "and it's guaranteed to hit a home run every time."
"This can't possibly fit inside you," I said, unable to fathom how this long stick with a wide head could possibly be a sex toy.
She laughed. "No, it doesn't. You place it against your clit and pussy lips, sometimes while also using your fingers, a real penis, dildo, vibrator, strap-on, double-ended dildo, or, my favourites, a vibrating egg or ben wa balls."
"You lost me at vibrating egg," I said, bewildered by the lengthy list of things that could go inside a vagina.
"Oooooh, then you should get one of those, too," she said, excited like I get when recommending classic literature to friends. She grabbed an egg-shaped toy and continued, "This one also has a few different speeds and can be used to give you intense or soothing pleasure. I often have one of these inside me when I'm out with the boyfriend."
"Really?" I asked, unable to fathom how that wouldn't be both uncomfortable and distracting.
"It makes the sex later amazing," she added.
"I'm getting a whole lesson on sex toys," I joked, although it wasn't really a joke.
She shrugged, "Sorry, I get excited by toys."
"Pun not intended," I teased, feeling somehow more comfortable the more I took to this unnamed young woman.
She broke out laughing.
Deciding what the hell, I had the money, I said, "I'll buy all three."
"You're making a good choice," she nodded, taking the items from me.
"It's time to enter the twenty-first century, it seems," I nodded.
"Oh no, to do that, you'd have to go around the corner," she winked.
"Maybe next time," I shrugged. "I think three toys are enough of a step forward."
"You'll be all the buzz," she quipped, before adding, "pun intended."
I bought the items, some batteries, got a twenty percent preferred customer discount, and learned her name was Rylee. I thanked her for her advice, and she said you're welcome and please come back anytime. I don't know why I said it, I was never one to say such sexual things, but I quipped, "Oh, I hope to be coming very soon."
Totally unfazed by my innuendo, she replied with twinkling eyes, "And please think of me when you do."
Back in the car, feeling oddly surreal, I drove home, hoping to try out my new toys. The day had been a complete waste and oddly stressful and I definitely needed to relax, and a good orgasm would surely help.
Once inside my house, I hurried to my bedroom to get undressed, excited to experiment with my new toys. Getting naked, I put the toys on my bed, grabbed my laptop and pulled up my favourite erotica site, Literotica.
Although in practice I'm definitely a prim and proper woman, my fantasies are often quite naughty. I particularly enjoy reading about being gangbanged, blackmailed or seduced. I'm way too worried about my career to ever risk it with any actual kinky sex, but the fantasy of being forced has always been a turn-on. So when I go online, I often search out stories about blackmail, coercion, and so forth.
I put batteries in both the vibrator and the wand, and began pleasing myself, both toys on low. I read a couple of blackmail stories, imagined I was the blackmailed protagonist being forced into being a slut and soon was pumping the vibrator in my cunt, while holding the wand on my clit, creating an intense pleasure that had my orgasm building quickly.
Suddenly, the doorbell rang. I considered not answering it, but I reluctantly switched off the toys, pulled the vibrator out, put on a robe and headed downstairs.
I looked through my peephole to see it was Katherine, looking nervous, standing on my doorstep in a Girl Scout uniform. I sighed, assuming this was another strange confrontation orchestrated by Bree. Yet Katherine was a sweet girl and one I thought maybe I could help.
I opened the door and cheerfully greeted, "Good afternoon, Katherine."
"Hi, Ms. Myers," she greeted back, avoiding eye contact.
"What can I do for you?" I asked, curious to know what she was going to say.
"Would you like to buy some Girl Scout panties?" she asked, which shocked me completely.
I was so taken aback by her question; I was literally speechless.
"They've been freshly come in," the young lady continued, though mortified to be saying it.
"Katherine, please come in," I offered, deciding I was going to have to do something about this.
"I can't," she shook her head, before adding, looking up at me with a look of both guilt and hunger, "unless you want the Girl Scout lick special."
"Girl Scout lick special?" I asked, even though I was pretty sure what she was offering.
Out of the blue, Bree showed up from around the corner, and said, "Yes, Ms. Myers, it's a brand-new merit badge Girl Scouts can earn by servicing sexually deprived older women such as yourself."
Her pretentious attitude, even if she was right and I was undersexed, pissed me off and I snapped, "Bree, it's time for you to grow up."
She laughed, "Oh, Ms. Myers, your denial is so adorable."
"Excuse me?" I questioned, somehow allowing myself to get drawn into a battle of personalities I didn't need.



"You're the prototype," she vaguely explained.
I sighed, "I don't have time for this."
Ignoring my words again, she continued, "Overworked and under-pleasured is a bad mixture."
"You're only eighteen, what could you know about the real world?" I shot back, annoyed that her assessments of me continued to be correct... but like in the court room, I wasn't going to admit when my opponent was right.
"Deniaaaal, I'm falling under your spell," she said all sing-song, pretentiousness dripping from every word. She added, "Katherine's mom said very similar words to me, and look at her now... a perfect pussy pleaser."
"I'm not Nadine," I pointed out.
"No, you're in worse condition. At least Nadine has a man at home," Bree countered, moving to stand directly in front of me, before shifting her tone to sultry, "although no one can pleasure a woman like another woman... isn't that correct, Katherine?"
Katherine, her head still lowered, unable to make eye contact, humiliation written all over her red cheeks and posture, responded, "Yes, Mistress Bree."
Bree, never breaking eye contact with me asked, as two fingers flicked beneath my robe to glide along my wet, slippery slit, "So do you want the Girl Scout lick special?"
"Leave," I demanded, pushing her hand away, flustered by her intimate touch.
"Denial," she repeated.
I went to close my door as Bree ordered, "Katherine, give our new recruit a pair of free Girl Scout panties."
Katherine's eyes went big, and she looked around behind her before quickly bending down, pulling off her panties and handing them to me.
I watched the act in frozen bewilderment. I couldn't believe how extreme Bree was, nor could I believe how obedient Katherine was. Without even realizing I was doing it, my hand reached out to accept her panties, noticing how wet they felt against my fingers.
Bree said, taking Katherine by the hand, "Have a good evening, Ms. Myers, it appears that we interrupted you in the middle of something."
Still paralyzed with shock, I watched the two girls stride away, hand in hand, while I held Katherine's pink wet panties in my hand. Realizing if anyone walked by, they would see me in a robe with panties in my hand, I hurriedly closed the door and leaned back against it.
I was furious with Bree's disrespect towards me, and equally furious at her treatment of the sweet Katherine. Yet I couldn't deny my pussy was leaking. And she'd even stroked its slick wetness for a moment! I quickly went to my room, Katherine's panties still in my hand, and grabbing both toys, resumed pleasuring myself... both toys now turned on high, determined to finish what I'd started.
My eyes closed, I imagined Bart, a handsome lawyer colleague leaning over above me, slamming his cock into me. We'd flirted a lot in the past few months, and if time ever permitted it, I figured we could do more than just share the occasional working dinner.
As I pumped my cunt with the vibrator and held the magic wand to my clit, intense sensations pulsing through me, my phone rang.
Deciding I wasn't going to be interrupted twice, and whoever it was could leave a message, I continued my self-pleasuring, ignoring the ringing until the message began.
The voice was Katherine's and she spoke in a surprisingly sexy tone, "Sweet Joan, if you're pleasuring yourself right now, which Mistress Bree is confident you are, please think of me eating that sexy black cunt of yours and be sure to smell my panties; I came in them just before coming to see you, while I thought about you joining Mistress' growing harem of submissive sluts."
My eyes went wide, as I stopped fucking myself to listen to Katherine. Her words were shocking, and yet her picture of being between my legs licking my vagina, or in her terms my cunt, took root in my head. Close to orgasm, I mindlessly obeyed her words as I reached for her panties and smelt them. The thought that she had come while thinking of me turned me on, and as I smelt her unique scent, I returned to pleasuring myself.
I closed my eyes and allowed the taboo fantasy of lesbian lust with a girl of barely legal age to play itself in my head. I needed both hands for the two toys, so without thinking, I lodged the panties in my mouth, her taste strong and tangy, surprisingly tasty, and continued to pleasure myself.
Bart had disappeared from the fantasy to be replaced by Katherine, who eagerly licked my pussy. Her white face, a sharp contrast to the colour of my black legs, turned me on even more, and soon I was close to coming.
As I furiously pumped my vibrator in and out of my cunt, while putting intense pleasure on my clit with the wand, Bree's face popped into my head and I heard her telling me, "That's it, my pet. Give yourself to me like a good girl. Submit to your white goddess."
"Fuuuuuuck," I screamed, the panties dropping from my wide-open mouth as my orgasm hit me, both out of pleasure and out of frustration that Bree's imagined demeaning, racist words were the final straw that had broken the camel's back. As my body twitched and shook, the orgasm seeming to continue pulsing through me like waves against a shore, I couldn't believe how the thought of being her pet and she my white goddess had gotten me off. Those were words my own mind had created, even if the implication had begun with Bree earlier. It was my own cognition, no doubt born of my ongoing fantasy of being sexually coerced, that had brought Bree and her dominant personality into my current fantasy.
The long orgasm finally completing its course, I pulled the vibrator out of my leaking cunt, shut down both of the powerful toys and lay in my bed, trying to assimilate why I'd pulled Bree into my fantasy.
I wasn't submissive except when I was reading online stories about it.
I wasn't a lesbian.
I sure as hell had never imagined having a white goddess. I'd spent my whole life overcoming racism to get where I was in my career, and I'd always fought against racist stereotyping.
Exhausted, even though it was only five o'clock, I closed my eyes and drifted into slumber, hoping a good sleep would clear my head.
...
I woke up four hours later, shocked I'd napped for so long, my face buried in Katherine's panties. I sat up, realizing that all those recent events had actually transpired... the front porch confrontation, the masturbation, Katherine's eerily effective phone message, Bree's imagined words just as I reached orgasm... all of that wasn't some strange dream, but I had really experienced them all. My stomach growling, I got up, reached for my phone and ordered some take-out.
I quickly showered, got into my pajamas and opened my laptop to check my messages. My food arrived a few minutes into replying to a few business emails, and I took a break to eat.
I scarfed down my food, hungrier than I'd realized. Returning to my laptop, I noticed two new emails. One was a response to a question I'd asked Carol, a colleague of mine, and the other was from a MistressB.
I sighed, knowing this had to be a message from Bree. I shouldn't have opened it, but curiosity overrode common sense. I clicked on the message:
Pet-to-be:
If I know you, which I do, you went right to your room and pleasured yourself after we left.
I gasped at her completely preposterous and yet completely accurate assessment.
I also imagine when you saw this message you considered just deleting it and not reading it... yet it was a VERY brief consideration before indeed continuing your reluctant, although inevitable, journey to sexual submission.
I was annoyed that she was again correct, but equally annoyed by her pompous words and assumptions. I should have stopped reading at that point, but again curiosity at her spot-on assessments of me kept me reading.
Are you curious how your next-door neighbour ended up being my pet?
Actually, I was incredibly curious. Nadine had always been a polite, sweet, loyal friend, and I still couldn't fathom how she'd ended up on my doorstep last night.
Are you curious how her daughter also ended up being my pet?
That was also something I was curious about... although with the internet, rainbow parties, bisexuality being in and so forth, Katherine's submission was less perplexing, although based on my few interactions with the sweet girl... still surprising.
Are you curious to know how I've recruited a few other pets?
I was. Bree was eighteen years old... how could she even begin to accumulate the lesbian harem she was claiming to have?
Are you curious why I have chosen you to be my next pet?
I reread that sentence a few times. She had chosen me? Why? I wasn't someone she knew at all well... except that her various correct statements about me made me wonder... nor was I someone who was remotely perceived by people as submissive.
Are you curious why your cunt is wet right now?
I reread that sentence too, again annoyed by her accurate hypotheses, yet as I moved my legs together, I realized that without noticing, I had indeed become wet while reading her email. Why indeed? The thought of lesbian sex, let alone lesbian sex with a bossy eighteen-year-old, didn't interest me in the least.
The answer to those last two questions are black and white... pun intended.
YOU
ARE
SUBMISSIVE
!
Ironically, you've never even considered such a possibility until it was presented to you and yet now, even though you want to deny it, the reality that I am right is confusing you.
Fuuuuck! I cursed to myself. All her words were frustratingly true.
If I am correct, and I usually am, you even consider my accusations and behaviour pretentious.
I'd used that exact word to describe her ever since our confrontation today.
Go ahead my pet-to-be, give in to those deep dark desires hidden in the depths of your stagnant sexuality.
Her words were silly, implying that deep down I was a submissive lesbian just waiting for the right moment to break free from society's inter-gender expectations.
Go ahead my pet-to-be, touch yourself for me. Submit to your increasing desire to serve... to obey.
Again the words were silly, pretentious (damn, I can't stop using that word) and obscene, and yet I felt my hand go under my panties and to my very wet pussy. Although maybe her words were on some subconscious level true, I decided that submitting in my own home, under my own rules, wasn't really obeying her... but I was only letting go of pent-up sexual frustrations I'd long held in... even after the amazing orgasm I'd given myself earlier today.
My eyes closed, I rub my pussy, at first just pleasuring myself, then giving in to the absurd fantasy of sexual submission. I imagine she is walking into my house following our prior conversation and this time taking full control. She raises her skirt, snaps her fingers and I, without hesitation, drop to my knees and crawl to her. She looks down at me with that smug 'I-told-you-so' look as I lean forward and begin licking her hairless pussy.
Like when I used to suck cock, loving to have a man grab my head and fuck my mouth, I love the way she grabs my head and grinds her pussy on my face. As I try to lick while being used as no more than a pleasure vessel, my hand moves to my own needy pussy and I begin rubbing myself.
These thoughts of lesbian submission got me near the point of orgasmic bliss quickly, and I opened my eyes to read more of the letter. The next sentence shamelessly brought me over the top.
Become who you are meant to be... a slave to a white Mistress.
"Shiiiit," I cursed, both because my orgasm was exploding through me, and because I was mortified that reading those racist words were once again the final straw.
I again closed my eyes as the orgasm continued pulsing through my body. Finally, a couple minutes later, my orgasm completed, I opened my eyes to read the rest of the email... unable to believe how her words had gotten me off... especially words culminating in such a racist sentence.
Yet, when I realized that was the end of the email, a wave of disappointment hit me. I couldn't understand my feelings, my sudden weakness, or the strange fantasies swirling through my head.
Pulling me out of my confusion, the phone rang. I was worried it was going to be Bree, but it was actually my Mom. I spent the next hour chatting about my parents' summer plans, Dad's health issues, my college sister's bad decisions and finished with Mom's usual, 'when am I going to get a man?' diatribe.
Also, as usual, I was exhausted and annoyed by the time I'd finished talking with Mom. I loved her, but her stubborn, always-having-to-be-right personality was frustrating... especially after the bizarre day I'd had.
Doing what I usually did after a stressful day, I grabbed a movie, this time 'A Time to Kill', and closeted my brain away from all my stresses.
I was near the end of the movie, a little after midnight, watching, for a hundredth time, Matthew McConaughey's great close, when my phone buzzed, informing me of a text message. I ignored it as I continued to listen to McConaughey's riveting speech. Just as the credits rolled, I received a second text.
I grabbed my phone and wasn't surprised to see they were both from the same unknown number. Like the email, I knew I should ignore the texts, yet again I couldn't resist.
The first said:
Check your mailbox.
The second said:
NOW!
I don't know why... curiosity... my submissive side... but I went to my door and checked my mailbox. I opened the door and looked around to see if anyone was watching. Not seeing anyone, I reached into the mailbox, grabbed the package, and returned inside.
Looking inside the package, I became even more confused. It was a pair of white thigh high stockings.
My phone buzzed again.
I went to grab it, annoyed at the symbolism of white nylons. Some people said black women wore them attempting to be white women. I read the message:
Good girl.
I tossed the package on the couch, suddenly furious. This had gone on long enough.
I texted back:
This ends now.
I waited for a response, but none came. I called the number, but it rang and rang. I considered going to speak with Bree's mother, Carrie, but wasn't sure how to broach the subject. After twenty minutes of anxiety and back-and-forth stewing, I decided to go and confront Carrie about her daughter's inappropriate behaviour... even at this late hour.
I threw on a pair of jeans and a sweatshirt and walked the couple doors down to her place. Taking a deep breath, I knocked on the door, happy to see the lights were still on.
A few moments later, Carrie opened it, a satin robe on that clung to her curves to reveal that's all she was wearing. Ignoring her own dishabille, she greeted me warmly, "Joan, what a pleasant surprise."
"I'm sorry about the late hour, but may I come in for a moment?"
"Of course," she offered, opening the door wide and welcoming me in.
Carrie worked as an advisor for the highly respected Governor Greene and, I expected, would be furious when she learned of her daughter's misbehaviour.
Once I was inside, I noticed she was wearing something under her robe, pantyhose, which seemed strange. I checked, "I hope I'm not interrupting something."
"Nothing that can't wait," she smiled, before asking, "Is something wrong?"
"Is Bree here?" I asked.
"No, she's out with Katherine," she answered. "Why?"
"I don't know how to tell you this," I began, suddenly feeling awkward to be having this conversation with her even before I'd begun it.
"Joan, nothing you tell me can surprise me," she smiled. I'd always known that Carrie was pretty, but with her hair down and her charming smile, I could see just how beautiful she actually was.
"Well, this might," I warned.
"Did Bree try to seduce you?" she asked matter-of-factly, surprising me.
"Yes," I nodded.
"She's getting a bit too ambitious," she sighed.
"Ambitious?" I asked, confused by her tepid response.
"Well, her appetite is a bit insatiable," she continued.
"I'm not following you at all," I replied, confusion compounding confusion.
"Well, you remember the rush you felt after your first courtroom victory?" she asked.
"Of course," I nodded, briefly reminiscing about a few years ago and the Salisbery Case.
"Well, Bree seduced and collared her first submissive pet a few months ago, and she seems to really get a sense of accomplishment each time she adds to her growing harem of submissives," she explained again rather matter-of-factly, as if we were talking about Bree's academic achievements (which I knew nothing about).
"You're okay with that?" I asked flabbergasted.
I didn't know Carrie really well, but considering her high-profile job, I couldn't fathom she'd be okay with her daughter's seedy indiscretions.
"Like mother, like daughter," she shrugged.
"Like mother? But you're married!" I pointed out.
"So is Nadine," she shrugged. "So are most of my pets."
"Most... of... your... pets," I repeated, like a parrot... dazed and confused.
"You really are so naïve," she said, shaking her head, before turning her head and calling out, "Slut, get in here."
Although I should have fled her house, I was paralyzed with shock, and stared at the doorway, curious to know who I was about to see... I assumed Nadine.
A moment later, Mrs. Blair, our church choir director and the most prim and proper woman I knew, appeared on all fours, naked except for a pair of black thigh highs.
"Mrs. Blair!" I gasped.
She looked up, clearly embarrassed, but greeted me politely, "Good evening, Ms. Myers."
Carrie explained, "You see Joan, most women are either dominant or submissive, and both my daughter and I have the natural ability to draw submissive women to us."
I glanced down at Mrs. Blair, her big tits sagging in her on all fours position, my own pussy again betraying me as it began to get wet. Returning my attention to Carrie I said, "Well, please tell your daughter to leave me alone."
"I'll pass along your request to her," Carrie smiled, as she snapped her fingers and Mrs. Blair, her face ruby red, crawled to Carrie's feet. "But I don't think very much of your chances: Bree has turned every woman she's set her eyes on so far."
"Well, I guess her streak is over," I quipped.
"My feet, slut," Carrie ordered, and I watched as Mrs. Blair bent down and began licking the top of Carrie's nylon-covered foot.
I stared, in awe of the submissive act, curious to know how Mrs. Blair had ended up in this situation.
"Wondering how Mrs. Blair became my lesbian plaything?" Carrie asked.
"Yes... no," I said, realizing I had to get out of here. The submissive act was beginning to turn me on.
"Come in and I'll tell you," Carrie said, standing to drop her robe, revealing that she was totally nude except for a pair of thigh highs, not pantyhose, and that her privates were completely hairless. She took my hand to lead me through the door to her bedroom.
"What? No, I've got to go," I responded, tugging my hand away and quickly fleeing her house.
Carrie called out, "Come back any time, pet."
Flustered, I hurried back to my house, my panties drenched... which only frustrated me more.
Reaching my door, I saw a package on my step. I grabbed it quickly and returned inside dishevelled, bewildered and horny. Curious, although I knew it had to be from Bree, I opened the package and saw it contained a pair of white panties. I looked for a note explaining the odd package, but saw none. Curiosity overriding common sense, I went to my email to see if I had any new messages. I did. One from Bree, from ten minutes earlier.



My pet-to-be:
Go and get the package I left on your front step. I expect you to wear these at church as well as the thigh highs I left you earlier. Any disobedience to my expectations will result in a punishment.
Mistress B
Was she serious? Bree and I attended the same church, and I'd often been dismayed by some of the outfits she wore in the house of The Lord. A black woman like myself wearing white nylons would stand out like a sore thumb. Plus, it was obviously an implied racial shot to add to her so-called superiority over me.
Although I was still horny, my anger at her racist assumption had me responding:
Not going to happen!
Clicking Send, I shook my head at the nerve of this teenage girl as I tried to wrap my head around what I'd just witnessed with Carrie and Mrs. Blair. Even though I was angry, it only intensified my burning down below, and for the third time today I went to pleasure myself.
I had barely begun, trying the wand and vibrator on lower speeds, when I was interrupted by the doorbell for a second time.
Angrily, I again grabbed my robe and went downstairs ready to blast Bree. Yet, as I opened the door without checking the peephole, I was shocked to see Mrs. Blair standing in front of me looking nervous. Now dressed respectably.
"May I come in?" she asked, her hands literally shaking.
I looked around to see if anyone was watching, I don't know why, it was too dark outside to tell anyway, before agreeing, "Sure."
Once inside, she said, not making eye contact, "I'm sorry you had to see that."
"It was quite shocking," I admitted, although with my pussy dying for me to finish what I'd barely started, the thought of her eating my pussy popped into my head against my own better judgement.
"I understand," she nodded, looking like a child waiting to be scolded.
"How?" I asked, the question that continued to repeat itself with each revelation.
"It's a long story," she answered, "which I'll tell you another time. I only have a couple of minutes."
"Do you have to go back to your Mistress?" I asked sarcastically.
"No, I have to get home to my husband," she answered, only adding to the complexity of her sin.
Knowing she was here for a reason, I asked, "So why are you here, Mrs. Blair?"
"Mistress Bree sent me over to tell you something," she revealed, in a whisper.
"You have more than one Mistress?" I questioned.
Ignoring my question, she said, her eyes finally making eye contact with me, "Obey or else."
"Obey the pompous demands of an eighteen-year-old?" I questioned.
"It's not that simple."
"How so?" I asked, just as her phone rang.
"Damn it," she cursed atypically. "I have to go."
She turned to leave before adding, "Resistance is futile, Joan."
I scoffed, "That's ridiculous."
"That's what I thought too," she said sadly, before adding, "but Bree is irresistible, and she doesn't take no for an answer."
"That, I find hard to believe," I said, as she opened the door.
Looking directly at me, for the first time not furtively with a look of guilt but earnestly, speaking from the heart, she replied, "Is it? It won't be long until you'll find it dead easy to believe."
She walked out and closed the door behind her as I stood there, pondering her words.
Frustrated, exhausted, and strangely still horny, I locked the door, returned to my room and my bed. My cunt was on fire, in contrast to how I thought I should feel after all that had transpired. I slammed the vibrator into my cunt, wishing I had a man to fuck me hard and take charge, like I desperately wanted. I pumped the buzzing toy furiously as I put pressure on my clit with the wand. My eyes closed, a litany of women paraded through my mind: Nadine, Katherine, Carrie, Mrs. Blair and Bree. Unlike my first two orgasms, which came quickly, this one seemed to refuse to erupt, even though I had both toys on high and was fucking myself as hard and fast as I could.
Frustrated, and somehow knowing what my body wanted, I imagined myself submitting to Bree. I moaned, "Yes, Bree, make me your pet."
The submissive words brought me new pleasure and I continued to go along with this forbidden submission to a white teenager as I declared:
"Oh yes, Mistress."
"Oh God, so close."
"Fuck your slut."
"Make me your bitch."
My orgasm so close, my need to erupt turning me into something I wasn't, I screamed, "My white Mistress, please make me your black pussy slavvvvvve." My legs stiffened, my body convulsed, and my orgasm finally seared through me with the intensity of a thousand suns. I pulled the toy out of my cunt as my cum flooded out of me like a raging river. I lay in bed for several minutes, the pleasure draining my whole body and leaving it helplessly weak. Groggily, my body and mind way past exhaustion; I eventually staggered to my feet and went into the bathroom.
Naked, I stared at myself in the mirror. What had just come over me? Why did humiliating myself get me off? Why can't I resist Bree in my fantasies? Why did I say what I'd said?
Deciding I would confront her tomorrow, I finished in the bathroom and went to bed... drifting off into slumber within seconds.
...
Waking up the next morning, I showered and, deciding to make a statement to Bree, I dressed all in black. I don't know why I did it, but I decided to check my email, knowing it could only be more condescending gibberish from the teenager. To my surprise, there was no email from her, and I wondered if she was done playing this game with me, or if she had something else she intended next.
I was just getting ready to leave, when I heard another knock on the door.
Sighing, I opened the door and wasn't surprised at all to see it was Bree. She walked in, brushing past me, and said, "You don't follow instructions very well."
"Get out of my house," I ordered, annoyed by her entitled attitude.
"Go get dressed as I instructed," she ordered.
"Not going to happen," I responded firmly.
She sighed, "You're a lot more stubborn than most of my conquests."
"Conquests?" I questioned. "You're disrespectful enough to call me a conquest?"
"Yep. I always get what I want," she continued, walking towards me.
"Well, I guess that winning streak just came to an end," I shot back, "my condolences," ironically, not at all unnerved by her threatening persona.
"I admire your confidence," she smiled, now standing directly in front of me.
"Not sure I care," I replied, maintaining my confidence.
"Ever eaten pussy?" she asked.
"No," I answered firmly.
"Mmmmmm, a cunt-licking virgin," she smiled, her tone and the pursing of her lips frustratingly sending a tingle down below against my will.
"Leave my house," I demanded.
"Knees," she retorted, not budging.
"I'm not some mindless bimbo," I countered.
"I know that; I don't go after bimbos, they're too easy," she smiled, before adding, "do you think Mrs. Blair and Nadine are bimbos?"
"No," I admitted, not wanting to condemn them, "but that doesn't mean I'm going to follow their lead."
Her hands cupped my breasts, "You have nice tits."
I slapped her hands away. "How dare you!"
She chuckled softly, "Denial is so adorable."
"Just what am I supposed to be denying?" I questioned, again getting drawn into her game.
"That you want to submit to me," she responded confidently.
"I don't want any such thing," I responded, although last night's fantasy flashed through my head.
"Is your cunt wet right now?" she questioned.
"Yes, it's soaking wet thinking of submitting to you," I shot back sarcastically.
She stood firm as she quipped, "I know that was an attempt at sarcasm, but I also know that within every sarcastic jab there is truth."
"Says the voice of worldly wisdom from an eighteen-year-old," I responded, trying to use her age against her.
Ignoring my words, she said with a sly smile, "Tell you what. If your cunt is dry right now, I'll walk out this door and never bother you again."
I froze as I felt wetness leak out of my pussy and into my panties. I should have responded with a quick retort like I often did in court when a witness threw me a curveball, yet I wasn't able to say a word.
"Your silence is convincing evidence in support of my allegation," she opined.
"Leave," I repeated, although it was weaker than my earlier demand.
"Just let go of your inhibitions," she purred.
"Bree, leave right now," I repeated, desperate to get her out of here as images of last night's fantasy continued to play in my head.
"So is your cunt dry?" she questioned.
"Bree, I'm not going to ask you again," I threatened firmly, using all the resolve I had left in me.
"It's a simple yes or no question," she said, not moving. "Being an experienced lawyer, I'd think you would understand that not answering a direct question implies evasiveness, so in conclusion, your jury of one has determined that you are indeed wet."
I scoffed, although I avoided eye contact, as my pussy got wetter, "You're trying to out-lawyer me?"
"No, just weighing the evidence," she shrugged, as she darted her hand quickly under my skirt and touched my undeniably wet pussy. "Hmmmm, case closed."
I suppressed my knee-jerk reply about her evidence being inadmissible because of the lack of a search warrant, and simply moaned at her touch, it being ages since anyone except she had touched my pussy.
"Unfortunately, I need to get to church," she smiled, tapping her finger on my clit, making me twitch, before she added, "as do you."
She leaned in and kissed me quickly, before moving away and ordering, "I expect you to change into what I ordered you to wear, my pet."
Her words 'my pet' sent another tingle to my pussy as I stood still, paralyzed with apprehension.
"You'd better hurry, aren't you a greeter today?" she asked.
"Just leave," I whispered, mortified by my weakness.
"See you soon," she smiled, with a wink. At the door, she turned back and added, "Obey, my pet."
She finally left, and as soon as the door closed I dropped to the floor. My cunt burning, I rolled onto my back, thrust my hand inside my pantyhose and began frantically rubbing myself. I imagined just giving in and obeying Bree, allowing myself to let go of, as she called them, my inhibitions. The orgasm built quickly, and I was so focussed on getting myself off that I didn't hear the front door open, nor did I know I was being filmed as I screamed as my orgasm hit me, "Yesss, Mistress Bree."
I quickly learned that the door had indeed opened, and that I was being filmed when I heard Bree say, "I don't recall your Mistress Bree giving you permission to come."
I opened my eyes to see Bree standing over me, her phone filming me. "P-p-please don't film this."
She put her phone away, repeating her earlier instructions, "I expect you to change into what I instructed you to wear," and again she left.
I quickly stood up, mortified that I'd given into the temptation and doubly mortified that she now had blackmail evidence against me. Glancing at the clock, I realized I had to get going as I was indeed a greeter at church today. Afraid that if I disobeyed Bree, she'd show someone the video of me pleasuring myself, I went upstairs, got undressed, put on the white panties and white thigh high stockings she'd ordered me to wear, and slipped on a white blouse with a fun flower-patterned skirt that was long enough to cover the stocking tops. I grabbed a pair of flats and hurried out the door, my stress level reaching new heights.
I considered not going to church at all, but in addition to my being a greeter, it was the day of the new parishioners' luncheon which I was in charge of. I prayed that obeying her ludicrous clothing expectations would keep her from outing me in public... since I had to assume she wasn't planning to out herself.
I got to church a couple minutes later than I was expected, hurried in and apologized to the other three greeters, who all gave me surprised looks before pretending that a black woman wearing white nylons was normal.
The next twenty minutes flew by as I chatted with friends, parishioners and a few new people, forgetting that I was dressed as instructed by Bree... until Bree and her mother arrived, both dressed much more conservatively than I was.
Carrie leaned in and whispered, "My dear, you look good enough to ass-fuck."
I gasped, not remotely expecting such words from her, even though the last time I'd seen her she'd been essentially naked.
Bree put a couple of round things in my hand and ordered, "Put these in your cunt, or else."
Before I could respond, she sauntered into the sanctuary with her mother, neither of them looking at all like the devious sluts they really were. Sadly, it was I who looked like a slut in my current attire. I slipped into the restroom to see what the balls were. In a stall, I opened my hand and saw two metal balls. I sighed. I considered not obeying, but sensed that if I didn't obey Bree's every command going forward, the video of me pleasuring myself would go viral. I needed to get her alone, to confront her one on one... but church wasn't the place to do that. Reluctantly, I pulled my panties down and awkwardly inserted the metal balls in my frustratingly wet pussy. Why does she always make me so wet?
Once the balls were in, I left the stall and found that with each step, they moved around inside me, causing teasing pleasure. I returned to my greeting spot, and I didn't dare move a muscle from the waist down until the church service began.
Slowly, cautiously, trying to be casual, I walked as smoothly as possible into the worship area, feeling shame at what I was wearing, why I was wearing it, and from what was inside my vagina. As I watched Mrs. Blair conducting the choir, the image of her naked and on her hands and knees flashed into my head. I glanced over to where Bree and her mother were sitting together, and Bree was staring at me. I quickly looked away, shame coursing through my very being. All during the service, every word the minister said about sin seemed to be directed at me, and yet I often zoned out, since every time I shifted my legs, the balls inside me shifted, serving as a constant reminder of my current predicament. All through the service, I tried to figure a way out of this complicated mess, but every idea that came to my mind required Bree to show some compassion... a trait that in her, seemed unlikely.
The service coming to an end, I left early to prepare for the new parishioners luncheon. Every movement sent teasing pleasure surging through me, and I wasn't sure how I was going to make it through the entire luncheon.
I was just about finished getting the cold cuts ready, when the minister's wife, Allison, asked, "Are you okay, Joan?"
I answered, "Oh, just tired," which was true.
"Why don't I finish up for you?" she offered sweetly.
Thankful to get out of there and get myself off, the balls really beginning to get to me, I agreed, "That would be great. I really am not feeling too well."
"No problem," she said, continuing where I'd left off. "Why don't you just go home and get some rest? I can handle the luncheon."
I thanked her and headed out. Unfortunately, I had barely left the room before I came face to face with a smiling Bree. She asked, "Going somewhere?"
"Home," I answered.
"I think you have something of mine," she said.
"Please, not here," I whispered.
"Of course not," she replied, "but where?"
"At my house," I answered quickly, thinking I might have some control of the situation in my own home.
"And what do you plan to do for me once we meet at your house?" she asked slyly.
I wasn't sure what to say to this question. Yet desperate to take this conversation away from the church and to a less potentially career-ending location, I whispered, "Obey."
"Without hesitation?" Bree questioned.
"Yes," I whispered, terrified of her outing me.
"Yes, what?" she asked, testing me.
I didn't want to say the words, yet I knew this wasn't the place to be defiant, "Yes, Mistress," I whispered.
"Good girl," she smiled, "I'll meet you at your house in half an hour. Leave the ben wa balls in place until I remove them myself."
Yes, Mistress," I nodded, thankful to get out of there with my secret intact.
"You're welcome," she responded, as if she were doing me a favour.
I exited the church and went directly to my car. After taking a deep breath, I drove home. Once there, I wracked my brain for ways to convince Bree not to blackmail me. Half an hour became an hour, as the trepidation continued to rise in me and no real plan formulated.
Then came the inevitable knock on the door.
I walked to the door, the balls again reminding me of my submission to her. Taking a breath, I opened the door and she asked with ironic courtesy, "May I please come in?"
"Yes," I nodded.
"Yes, what?" she questioned, not moving.
"Yes, Mistress," I reworded, wanting to get her alone.
She walked in, carrying a duffle bag with her. Once I'd closed the door, I said, "Bree, we need to make a deal."
"Agreed," she said.
"I need that video deleted," I clarified.
"Knees," she ordered, ignoring my words.
"Please, I... " I began, but was cut off.
"Knees, now," she repeated, her tone not angry, but firm.
I obeyed, a gush of wetness leaking out of my pussy and into my wet panties.
"Crawl to me," she ordered.
I again obeyed, my body leading the way, even as my mind attempted a return to rationality.
Standing over me in her three-inch heels with a gloating expression on her face, when I reached her she lifted one foot and ordered, "Remove my heel, my pet."
I obeyed, hands trembling.
"Lick the sole of my foot, my pet," she continued.
I pleaded, "Please, Bree."
She sighed, "Stand up."
I did.
"Don't move!" she ordered, her tone firm as she stood up, pulled my skirt down to the floor and repeated more gently, "Don't move."
My body trembled with both anxiety and excitement, the conflicting emotions confusing me even more.
She said, as her fingers touched my wet panties and I moaned, "You've been lying to yourself."
"I'm not a lesbian," I pointed out, which was true, although my fantasies during the past couple of days had blurred that notion.
"Neither am I," she shrugged, "but I'm definitely bisexual."
"I'm not bisexual," I clarified.
"You just didn't know you were," she corrected, looking hypnotically into my eyes as her finger slid past my panties and directly into my pussy.
"Aaaaaaaah," I moaned, having someone else's finger inside me bringing out emotions I hadn't felt in a long time.
"Sooooo wet," she purred, as she pulled out one of the balls and popped it in my mouth.
I coughed and almost choked on it, I was so surprised.
She retrieved the second ball and sucked it into her own mouth. "Hmmmmmm, not bad," she said a moment later as she took it back out of her mouth. When she offered her hand to my mouth, I dropped the ball into it. "I have to ask. For someone who isn't a lesbian, or even a bisexual, why is your cunt soaking wet? It's so lubricated right now I could probably fist you."
I stammered, "I-I-I can't explain it."
"Oh, but I can," she smiled, "you're a submissive who dresses as if she isn't."
"It's not that black and white," I countered, and then realized the irony of my phrasing.
She laughed, as she plunged her fingers inside me, "Oh, I think it's very black and white."
"Hmmmmmm," I moaned, again not able to control my body's reactions.
"Now you've got me curious," she pondered, as she slid a third finger inside me. "Have you ever been fisted?"



"What? No!" I exclaimed, as she rapidly pumped her three fingers inside me.
She leaned in and kissed me, and I didn't resist at all. Her lips were so soft I melted into her, giving into the lust that had formed inside me. I felt another finger slip inside me, and realized she really was going to try and fist me.
Breaking the kiss, she ordered, "Bend your legs a bit."
I trembled, my eyes wide with fear, "I can't take your fist."
"Ah, but I think you can," she countered.
I obeyed her order, unable to stand up for myself, bending my legs to an unnatural and awkward position and watched in disbelief as she dropped to her knees and easily slipped her entire hand inside me.
I screamed, "Fuuuuuuck," as my cunt stretched wide open and I suddenly wished she was a man with a cock.
"Want me to fist fuck you?" she asked, looking up at me.
My cunt burning with need, the ridiculous idea suddenly was deliciously attractive, and I answered, "Yes."
"Yes, what?" she questioned yet again.
Her hand inside me driving me crazy in its stationary state, I answered, drawn completely into my need to come, "Yes, Mistress Bree, please fuck my cunt with your fist."
"You sure?" she asked, pulling her phone from her skirt.
I looked at her, perplexed at where she could have possibly been hiding her phone.
She shrugged with a smile, "I often store it in my thigh highs."
I stared at the phone, knowing she was about to film my declaration. I also knew that she already had me deliriously masturbating and if she wanted, she could destroy me with what she already had, but desperate to come, to be fist-fucked... I stared down at her and repeated, "Yes, Mistress Bree, your black pet begs you to fist fuck her to the orgasm I need so badly."
"My black pet?" she questioned, looking surprised that I'd made it about race.
Yet I was so far gone, I elaborated, "Yes, my white goddess, make your black pet into your slave."
"Hmmmm," she purred, "You want to be my slave?"
"Yessssss," I trembled, desperate to get fist-fucked and drawn into the black and white kink of the submission.
"What are you?' she asked, wiggling her fingers inside me.
"Oh God, I'm a slut, a slave, a pet, I'm whatever you want me to be," I declared, the words inexplicably feeling so liberating, as my breathing increased.
"But I thought you would never submit to me?" she pursued, trying either to break me completely or to drive me utterly, sexually, insane.
"Just fist-fuck your nigger," I demanded, and then gasped. I'd just used the hated 'N' word, and I'd used it about myself!
Before I had time to scold myself for such a racist word, she began pumping her fist inside me, and the brief moment of moral mortification disappeared as a renewed hunger to come overwhelmed my body and mind. I babbled like a bimbo and not like the educated lawyer I was, "Oh God, fuck, yes, faster, harder, sheeiiit."
Bree suddenly pulled her fist out, and explained, "You don't get to come before your Mistress."
"Noooooo," I whined, the disappointment of her words and actions like a punch in the gut.
She moved to my couch, pulled off her skirt to reveal she was sans underwear, sat down, and said, "Come begin your training, my pet."
My body weak, I wobbled over to her, dropped to my knees, and stared at her white shaved pussy.
"So you've never eaten pussy?" she asked.
"Nooo," I responded, my pussy twitching still.
"But you want to right now?" she asked, her phone still directed at me.
Looking at her pussy lips, slightly wet, I answered, "Yes."
"Yes, what?" she questioned, always reminding me who she was.
"Yes, Mistress Bree," I corrected.
"Yes, Mistress Bree, what?" she questioned further.
"Yes, Mistress Bree," I continued, looking up at her, wanting to shock her, to please her, even though it made no sense, "Your slave wants to eat your pussy."
"You mean my cunt?" she corrected.
"Yes, Mistress Bree, your black slave wants to bury her face into your white cunt until you come all over her face," I answered thoroughly, her strong scent drawing me in and creating a hunger to taste her, along with an undeniable desire to submit.
"Lick away, my slave," she ordered.
I leaned forward, extended my tongue and tasted her. I was stunned by the taste. I had found semen always to be rather bland, occasionally salty, but mostly nondescript... not something I either craved or was repulsed by. Yet as I licked her pussy, as I parted her pussy lips, I was in awe of her exotic taste: tangy, slightly fishy, and it made me want more. I lapped, wanting to consume more of her nectar.
Bree moaned, her hands going through my hair, "Pretty eager for a reluctant cunt-licker."
I couldn't fathom how I'd gone in only a couple of days from strong-willed to submissive, from defiant to obedient, from straight to bi, yet as I continued licking, exploring every crevice of her pussy, I was happy I'd been shaken out of my tough mindset.
"You're a natural pussy pleaser," Bree continued.
"Thank you," I responded, between licks.
A couple of minutes later her breathing was beginning to increase and I began concentrating on her clit, which was what always triggered my own orgasms.
"That's it slut, suck on my clit, get your Mistress off," Bree responded a few seconds later.
I obeyed, wanting to hear her scream, to taste her cum directly from the source.
She pulled my head deeper into her wetness and began grinding her pussy on my face until I felt a massive gush of cum explode onto my face. I eagerly lapped up her sweetness, not able to get enough of the intoxicating taste. I continued licking until she let go of my head and pushed me away. She smiled down at me, "For a straight woman, you sure are one eager cunt licker."
On my knees, I wasn't sure what would happen next.
"Do you want to come?" she asked.
"Yes, desperately," I admitted, eating her pussy not squelching my burning cunt at all; if anything, it had only fanned the flames she'd created with her fist.
"Get on all fours," she ordered, going to her duffle bag.
I obeyed and watched as she fastened a strap-on cock around her waist. The idea of getting fucked by a strap-on cock, which would have been humiliating two days ago, now had my pussy leaking with anticipation. She moved behind me and tugged my panties to the side. Sighing, she asked, "Where would I find some scissors?"
"In the kitchen drawer beside the fridge," I answered, not knowing the purpose of such a question.
She walked to the kitchen, leaving me all on all fours, panting like a dog in heat.
She returned a minute later with a glass of milk and the scissors. She downed the milk, put the empty glass down and returned behind me. She roughly cut my panties into pieces and said, "A good pet never wears panties."
She tossed the former panties to the floor and without warning, slammed the plastic cock into me.
I moaned loudly, "Yessssssssssss."
"When was the last time you had a cock inside you, my slut?"
"I donnn't remember," I answered truthfully.
"Well, that will never need to be your answer again," she promised, as she began fucking me hard.
"Kkkkkkkk," I moaned, surrendering to the pleasure.
She continued fucking me, filling me completely with each forward thrust as my orgasm again began to build at an expedient pace.
My breathing getting heavier, my moans louder, she asked, "Do you want to come, Joan?"
Hearing my given name used after all the derogatory ones was a reminder of who I really was and who she was, yet I was way too far gone to turn back now. "Yes, Mistressssssss," I answered.
"Ever taken a cock in the ass?" Bree questioned.
"Once," I admitted, having done so during a drunken encounter in college.
"Well, it's time to double that number," she declared, pulling out of me seconds before my orgasm was about to hit.
"Please, Mistress, I'm so close, fuck me, I'll do anything," I whined, begging for release.
"I know you will," she agreed, as she went to her duffle bag and grabbed some lube. She also grabbed another strap-on and I watched as she changed into a... thankfully... smaller and thinner cock.
Returning to me, my body trembling with anticipation for the orgasm that wasn't yet allowed, I silently waited on all fours, willingly allowing my eighteen-year-old neighbour to sodomize me. The idea was ludicrous, shameful, and in the end, thrilling.
I felt lube generously running down my ass crack, I felt her hands spreading my ass cheeks, and then I felt my ass slowly violated by the plastic cock.
I whimpered, a dull pain coursing through me, as my ass was filled for the first time in years. The last time I was intoxicated with booze, this time I was intoxicated with insatiable hunger.
"Such a tight black ass," she purred, as she continued filling me.
I didn't respond, just focusing on controlling the pleasure-pain cocktail that was beginning to take over.
"All in, my pet," she declared a moment later.
I couldn't explain it, but I wanted more. I wanted to be fucked, to be dominated. I begged, "Please fuck my ass, Mistress. Fuck it hard!"
She, of course, obliged and soon her body was slamming into mine.
"Oh yessss," I screamed, as the pleasure overshadowed the pain.
"Do you want to come, my ass-slut?" she asked a couple minutes later.
"Yes, Mistress," I whimpered, as I felt my orgasm building for a third time.
She ordered, "Fuck yourself to orgasm, Joan."
I didn't hesitate, and began bouncing back on the cock. My orgasm was so close, but it wouldn't burst, the most intense tease in history. Lust became frustration, as I bounced furiously on the cock in my ass.
Bree, sensing my predicament, pulled out and instructed me, "Can't come? Lie down on your side."
I quickly did, and removing the strap-on from her waist, she slid it deep in my ass and then slid her whole fist back into my cunt.
I screamed, the double penetration creating the most intense pleasure ever, "Fuuuuuck, yes, fist-fuck your sluuuuuuut!!"
Seconds later, the dam of years of denial and half-assed orgasms broke as the most intense and most satisfying pleasure I'd ever experienced erupted through me. "Aaaaaaaah, fuuuccccck!!"
She kept fisting me throughout my orgasm until I pleaded, the pleasure eventually turning into a strange tickling, "Please, stop."
She pulled her fist out and brought her fingers to my lips. I robotically opened my mouth and tasted my own orgasm on her fingers.
Standing up, Bree looked down at me in a dishevelled mess, "I told you I always get what I want."
"You blackmailed me," I pointed out.
"Did I?" she questioned, her foot going to my still twitching pussy.
"Yes," I said, "you took pictures of me."
"Did I ever threaten to use them?" she questioned, her toes teasing my pussy lips.
"No," I realized, replaying the entire submission. I had submitted on my own.
She continued, tapping my clit, "You submitted of your own free will not out of fear, but because you're a submissive."
She moved her toes to my mouth. I opened and sucked my wetness from her stockings. She added, "And the proof is that now your denial is gone, you're a very eager submissive."
She was right. I hadn't known I was submissive, I hadn't known I wanted such a sub-domme relationship, yet as I sucked my own juices from her nylon-encased foot, it was hard to argue against.
Moving her foot away, she said, "Have a good day, my newest pet."
"You too," I responded strangely, so exhausted that I knew I was going right to my bedroom for a long nap.
"You're welcome," she smiled, as she got herself dressed.
Her pretentiousness was back, yet I was thankful. I didn't say it though. She had enough power over me, I didn't need to add to it.
She said, when dressed, "I think my Mom wants to see you later tonight."
My face went red at the full breadth of her web of submission.
Before I could respond, although I wasn't sure what I would say, she left me alone. I weakly stood up, made it to my bedroom and collapsed onto my bed.
As I quickly fell into slumber, I wondered when I would next see Bree... she had opened up a side of me I didn't know existed, a side that, now that it had been unleashed, was impossible to put back in the kennel.
THE END
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Revenge of the Nerd: Bitch Sister
"I can't believe they fired me," Brandon thought to himself. Oh sure, the prototype didn't go as planned, but it wasn't his fault...he was close and he knew it.
Bitter and wanting revenge for being called "A crackpot, egocentric, and sexist," he spent the next few months on a new project...one that would get revenge on the President of the company, a bitch named Sarah Lodge, who was personally responsible for ending the funding for his project. Although she was beautiful and, rumour had it, slept and blackmailed her way to the top, she had laughed at him when he asked her out and blamed him personally for the failure of the three year project.
Having been rejected his whole life by pretty women who were ugly on the inside, he spent every waking second on his new mind control drug. It was originally intended to be used during interrogations, and made people tell the truth...but he now had other nefarious purposes in mind.
During test trials, it had seemed to work as anticipated for a brief amount of time before the individual being interrogated began randomly taking off their clothes and getting sexually aggressive.
Brandon, friends with the janitors that were always ignored by the bigwigs, had unlimited access to all the company's equipment and chemicals and continued modifying the drug with a new purpose...revenge.
Six months after he was fired, the drug was ready. The drug had been modified to change the moral fibre of a person...in reality, it shifted the decision making of the individual to the low standards they had while drunk...but with even more psychological manipulation:
-the person couldn't lie (like in that Jim Carrey movie 'Liar Liar')
-the person's body would feel the need to obey even though their conscious mind would argue against such obedience
-the person's sexual libido would increase substantially, the part he had really formulated, as part of his master plan to get revenge on not only that bitch Sarah, but others who have treated him poorly over the years.
-the individual would feel constricted by the clothes they were wearing and want to be naked
-he had also played with the formula to create what he believed would be potentially permanent impacts on the person infected (the original drug only lasted an hour). This was the one thing he was still very unsure of: it could last a few hours, days, weeks or maybe forever.
Now back at home, having lost everything when he was fired, he lived with his mother and eighteen year old bitch sister, Carrie, who mocked him profusely for being such a pathetic loser. While he got the brains, she got the looks. She was a cheerleader and, like most stereotypical cheerleaders was a bitch to anyone who didn't fit into her social clique. Deciding he should do a test of the drug before going after Sarah and the corporation that fired him, He decided to test the drug on his bitch sister.
That night, (well, morning since it was a little after seven, but having worked nights so long his days were all messed up) while she was asleep, he went into her room, and sprayed the drug onto her face. Looking at her asleep, she really was beautiful. A brief moment of guilt hit him as he realized the potential consequences he had just inflicted on his own flesh and blood. Yet, the deed already done, it was a little too late for second guessing. With his mom already at work, she worked the morning shift as a nurse at the hospital, he had a few hours to test his drug and, if his theory was right, recondition his sister.
After about a minute, she coughed, the scent strong, and she sat up and screamed when she saw that her brother was staring at her. "What the hell, Brandon?"
"Good morning, sis," he smiled, her large breasts barely held in by her purple nightie.
"Get the fuck out of here, you pervert," she snapped, pissed at his arrogance.
"I was just giving you your new wake up call," he ominously said.
"What's that mean?" she questioned, glaring at him and yet still not totally awake.
"It means that it is time to put you in your place," he said, looking forward to doing just that.
"Fuck off, you unemployed loser," she shot back, mean shots coming natural to her.
"And you're a bimbo bitch," he shot right back. "And I figure that is both figuratively and literally true."
"Ohhh, my smart brother can use big words," she sarcastically said. "How has that worked out for you?"
Eager to test his theory, his cock stiffening in his pants at the potential, he ordered, "Show me your tits, baby sister."
"As if," she scoffed. "I knew you were a fucking virgin, but this is pathetic."
He smiled, knowing she would spit venom at him, just like he knew Sarah would when he went after her, yet as anticipated, even as she talked, she unknowingly lifted up her nightie. "They're as nice as I imagined they would be," he said, looking at her large, firm tits.
She looked down and gasped as she realized she had taken off her nightie. "What the hell?" She said, bewildered.
"Cup those big melons for me," he ordered, enjoying the confused look on her face.
"Get out of my room," she demanded, her words venom, even as she again obeyed her brother's words, cupping her voluptuous tits.
"Okay." he agreed giddy that the product of his long years of research work was working exactly as anticipated so far. He went directly to the kitchen, grabbed a cucumber, and returned unannounced to his sister, who was still cupping her breasts, incapable of pulling her hands away.
"What did you do to me?" She asked, clearly frustrated that she couldn't stop cupping her breasts.
"Just modified your tiny brain," he shrugged, "which was ridiculously easy."
"I'm going to fucking kill you!" she threatened, her face red with anger.
"Actually, you are going to fuck yourself with this cucumber," he ordered, tossing it onto the bed.
"I will not," she defiantly replied, even as she grabbed the cucumber.
"Actually, why don't you give your new green friend a nice blow job first," he instructed instead as he pulled out his cell phone to film her.
"What is wrong with yo..." She questioned, before the cucumber muffled her question. She sucked on it slowly, her eyes big with shock and anger.
He filmed her sucking the cucumber with great amusement. After a couple of minutes, he said, "It looks like you have a fair amount of experience."
She glared daggers at him.
"Now fuck yourself with your new toy," he ordered.
Taking the cucumber out of her mouth, she continued her verbal assault, "You're so pathetic Brandon. You can't get a girl so you get yourself off by watching your sister."
"Oh, you are partially right. But this isn't about getting me off, this is about revenge," he revealed.
"Revenge?" She asked, as she mindlessly pulled down her panties.
"Yes, you have been a complete bitch to me your whole life and now I am going to teach you your place," he explained.
"My place?" She questioned, as she slid the cucumber into her cunt.
"You're like a fucking parrot," he joked. "Although you're obviously such a slut that obeying your brother gets you horny."
"Fuck you," she snapped, as she pumped the cucumber in and out, frustrated that it was indeed turning her on.
"Soon," he promised, foreshadowing his end game...which had nearly arrived.
"You plan to fuck me?" She accidentally moaned, frustrated she couldn't control herself and mortified that her loser brother was in control.
"Once you beg me to," he answered, amused that the drug was obviously working perfectly.
"When hell freezes over," she snapped, still not catching onto her predicament.
"You really are one insipid slut," he accused, amused at how oblivious she was still. "I don't know how you and I are from the same DNA."
"I ask myself that question all the time," she shot back, still adorably defiant as she pumped the cucumber in and out of her cunt.
"You're so adorable with your bimbo like defiance," he shot back, wanting to piss her off even more.
"You fucking bastaaard," she moaned.
"Fuck yourself faster," he demanded. "Fill that cunt with your new fuck toy."
"Shiiiit," she cursed.
"Are you horny?" he asked, already knowing the answer.
"Yes, dammit," she frustratingly admitted, her breathing getting heavier.
"You're horny fucking yourself in front of your brother?" he clarified.
"Yes, damn you," she said, "How did you do this to me?"
"Simple chemistry," he shrugged, "you know, the class you dropped out of."
"You're such a n-n-nerd," she accused, while furiously fucking herself with the cucumber.
"Better than a bimbo slut," he countered, "who fucks herself with veggies."
"You're making me do this," she countered.
"The video looks like you're doing this all on your own," he pointed out, before asking, "Does fucking yourself with a cucumber make you feel good?"
"Yes," she admitted.
"Is it bigger than your steroid boyfriend's cock?" he asked.
"Yes," she admitted, before adding, "he is going to rip you to pieces when he finds out what you have done."
"I'll probably make him a cocksucker," he shrugged, the idea suddenly a very appealing one. Turning a bully into a faggot was true justice.
"He'd never," she said.
"Like you'd never fuck yourself with a cucumber," he countered.
"Damn you," she weakly said, as her orgasm continued to build.
"Each stroke of the cucumber brings you more pleasure," he added to the growing number of orders.
"Oh yessss," she moaned, obviously a few pumps away from orgasm.
"But you can only come with my permission," he added, wanting to see her beg to come.
"Bullshit," she shot back, her breathing getting erratic, clearly thinking this was one rule of the mind she could break.
Knowing she couldn't lie, he asked, "What gives you more pleasure, your new cucumber cock or your boyfriend?"
"Oh God," she moaned, her look becoming more desperate.
"Which one, slut?" he asked again, wanting to humiliate her at the same time.
"The cucumber, dammit," she snapped, furiously pumping the cucumber deep into her cunt, getting frustrated because her orgasm wouldn't come.
"Do you want to come?" he asked.
"Yesssss," she whined.
"Beg, sister slut," he ordered, loving having power over her for once.
"I'm not a sluuuut," she protested.
"Says the girl fucking herself with a cucumber," he countered.
"Just let me commmme," she pleaded, sweat pouring down her face.
"Beg then," he reiterated.
"Please, may I come," she weakly begged.
"You can do better than that," he countered.
"Damn yooooou," she cursed. After a brief pause she begged, as she continued pumping her cunt, "please big brother, let your slutty sister commmmme."
"On three, slut," he said, still filming his sister's submission.
"Please, hurrrrrry," she whimpered, her breathing so erratic she thought she may pass out.
"One, two, three," he quickly counted.
"Fuuuuuuuuuuck," she screamed, loud enough to wake the neighbourhood, as she collapsed back.
His cock rock hard, he put the phone away, thrilled his formula had worked exactly as he had anticipated. He quickly got out of his jeans and underwear as she continued to quiver from the much delayed orgasm.
"Do you like sucking cock?" he asked, his almost eight inch cock standing at attention, inches from his sister's face.
She opened her eyes and was staring at his cock in awe at both its length and girth, almost double the size of her boyfriend's, which seldom satisfied her. "Oh my God, Brandon!"
"Oh my God, what?" he asked, knowing that every girl who had seen his cock up close had been shocked by its size...especially on such a scrawny nerd.
"Put that away," she said, although not turning away from it.
"Do you like sucking cock?" he repeated.
"Yes, I love it," she answered honestly, although she had never had anything this big in her mouth.
"Do you want to suck mine?" I asked.
"God, yes," she answered and then covered her mouth, frustrated that the words out of her mouth weren't the same as what she was thinking. "Why are the words I plan to say different from what are coming out if my mouth?"
"The drug takes away your bullshit filter," he shrugged. "You always tell the truth."
"Shit," she said, before adding, "that's not good."
"Do you swallow?" he asked, continuing his inquisition of his sister's slut factor.
"Sometimes, but I'd rather feel it inside me," she admitted, then cursed, "Damn you, Brandon."
"How about facials?" he continued, getting more and more amused as he watched her baffled by her answers and unable to not keep looking at his cock.
"Yuck," she answered.
"How about come on those big titties of yours?"
"Mike likes to," she admitted.
He stroked his cock and asked, "Baby sister, what are you thinking about right now?"
"Having that big snake inside me," she answered, before looking up at him and adding, "Fuck, I really can't lie."
"Nope, you always say what you really want," he explained.
"Forever?" she asked, worried about the long-term impact.
"That is still up for calculation," he answered, "although it may be."
"So I can never lie to anyone?" she asked, petrified.
"Yep," he nodded, "in essence you will have to always be nice to people."
"Ugggh," she sighed.
"You're my sister slave now," he replied.
"You really want to fuck your sister?" She asked, her face giving a look of disdain.
"Don't you want me to fuck you?" he asked.
"Yes, no, the question is confusing," she babbled, clearly overwhelmed.
"Sorry, for the double negative," he laughed. "I'll simplify it. Do you want to fuck your big brother?"
"God, yes," she admitted, her cunt wanting it, even though her brain thought it was disgusting.
"Am I bigger than your other boyfriends?" he asked.
"Way bigger," she nodded.
"Go ahead and stroke it, I know you want to," he offered.
"It's so big," she said, mesmerized by its sheer length and girth. "And hard," she added, as she grabbed it.
"All for you, my sister slut," he added.
His cock in front of her was mesmerizing, and she took it in her mouth. She swirled her tongue around the thick mushroom top.
He watched awestruck by how well the drug had worked to weaken her inhibitions and marvelling at how she was now sucking on his cock without being told. Her mouth was amazing, creating extra saliva to produce an amazing sensation unlike the few blow jobs he had had.
Backing off his cock, allowing a loud 'pop' sound to occur she asked, "Does big brother like?"
"Very much so," he nodded, loving she was doing this of her own accord, before adding, "Do you?"
"It's so big," she repeated, taking it back in her mouth.
He again smiled, knowing that she was making this decision of her own free will.
After another minute, he asked, "Does my slut sister want to get fucked?"
Her eyes went big as she took her brother's cock out of her mouth. "That would be incest," she pointed out, her hand still on his cock.
He laughed, "You just had my cock in your mouth."
"Oral isn't really sex," she countered, having sucked lots of boys, but having only had two in her pussy.
"That's ludicrous," he laughed, before asking, "So is anal sex, sex?"
"That's gross," she protested, having refused that every time it was brought up.
He smiled.
She saw his smile and begged, realizing the power he had, "Please don't make me want to have anal sex."
He shrugged, "As long as you're a good sister slave, I won't add that to your new conditioning."
Her cunt was wet and begging for attention, and she figured he wasn't bluffing about the ass threat, so she got on all fours, offering her pussy and said, "Well, what are you waiting for, big brother, make your fantasies a reality."
"Are you wanting it in the ass?" he teased, her perfect ass now staring him in the face.
"My pussy big brother, fill your sister's pussy with that big cock of yours," she offered, her tone sultry.
"I don't know," he teased, even as he got on the bed behind her, amused that she was offering her cunt without being instructed to.
"Just fuck your sister slut," she said, praying he would take her up on her offer, really wanting to feel what eight inches felt like inside her and not remotely wanting to be sodomized.
"If you insist," he smiled, as he slid his cock in her.
"Fuuuuuck," she screamed, the length and width filling her unlike any other ever had.
"You like that?" he asked, already knowing the answer, as he rested deep inside her warmth.
"God, yes," she admitted, wanting more. Without even realizing she was doing it, she began bouncing back on his cock.
"Shit, you really are an eager slut," he groaned, watching his bitch sister become his slut sister.
"You're soooo big," she moaned, bouncing on his cock, finally understanding just how good sex could be. She sucked cock to make her man happy; she got fucked because it felt all right and it made her man happy; but this was making her happy and bringing pleasure she hadn't known existed.
"Who would you rather fuck? Your boyfriend or your brother?" he asked, loving the quick transition from bitch to slut.
"You, big brotherrrrrr," she answered, her orgasm building.
"And you will be my personal cum bucket from now on?" he asked, not as a demand.
"Yessssss," she moaned, her breathing already erratic.
"And you will treat me with respect from now on, and talk me up in front of your slut friends?" he continued.
"Yessss, all my friends would love a piece of this big cock," she admitted, although she wasn't sure how to bring up such a topic.
"I'd love to bang Becky," he said. Becky was Carrie's best friend and fellow cheerleader.
"Okayyyy," she said, her orgasm so close and yet not exploding.
He kept watching his sister bounce on his cock, loving the power he had over her, partly because of the drug and partly because of his big cock. He was also amused because he knew she couldn't come until he said she could.
Realizing she couldn't come without permission, she begged, "Please let me commmmme."
"But I thought incest was wrong," he teased, quoting his sister's earlier words.
"Just let me commmmme," she begged, frustrated at not being able to.
"Come slut," he ordered, and watched as she instantly collapsed forward.
"Yessssssss, fuuuuuuuuck," she screamed, as the invisible dam broke and the most intense orgasm of her young sex life erupted through her.
He leaned forward and resumed fucking her, his own orgasm building, as she continued coming.
When he knew he wouldn't last much longer, he pulled out, stood up and ordered, "Slut, on your knees."
She quickly got off the bed and dropped to her knees as he shoved his cock in her mouth.
"From now on, you crave cum," he declared.
Instantly, she indeed craved his cum. She bobbed hungrily on his big cock.
"Tell me what you want, sister slave?"
She took his cock out of her mouth, even as she pumped it, "I want your cum in my mouth."
"Beg for it," he ordered, as he pumped his cock.
"Oh please, big brother," she begged, humiliation hitting her even as her mouth watered for her brother's cum, "Fill your sister's mouth with your cum."
"Open wide," he ordered, before seconds later shooting his cum in her mouth, although the first rope hit her on the nose.
As soon as the cum hit her mouth, she felt a sense of satisfaction, as her sudden hunger was fulfilled, and she leaned forward and took his cock back in her mouth to retrieve every last drop of his addictive seed.
"Good slut," he groaned, as she slowly milked his cock.
Pulling his cock out, he said, "You will never tell anyone about this."



"Who would I tell?" she questioned, part of her disgusted at how much she enjoyed being made into a slut by her brother, yet another part of her undeniably wanting to do it again.
"Also, you will bring me Becky soon," he added.
Her orgasm done, and now thinking straight, she said worriedly, "But she isn't going to be interested in you."
"I can make her do anything I wish," he shrugged.
"Please don't use that on her," she pleaded, not wanting to draw her best friend into the sexual submission of her nerd brother.
"Look, slut, I make the decisions here, you just obey," he said firmly.
"But...."
"Go give head to your door knob," he ordered, wanting to make a point.
"Fuck, Brandon," she sighed, as she walked to her door, "I was just trying to...." She began licking the door knob.
He explained, "Be an obedient slut and I won't humiliate you. Disobey and I will have you ass-fucking every loser in your school, is that clear?"
"Yes!" she agreed, tears beginning to stream down her face at the true breadth of power he had over her.
"Good," he nodded, "you may stop pleasuring your door knob."
She was thankful for that.
He walked to the door and asked, his cock already hard again, "Craving more cum?"
His cock pointing directly at her, she nodded, even as more tears streamed down her face, "Yes."
"I guess I can give you one more load before school," he said.
Carrie leaned forward and took his big juicy cock back in her mouth wondering how she would ever get out of this predicament.
Brandon meanwhile decided he would test it on her friend next, and maybe a few others, to make sure there were no bugs before going after Sarah and the entire firm.
Carrie bobbed for over twenty minutes, until her jaw was aching, before Brandon finally deposited a full load of his cum down her throat.
Pulling out again, he said, "I expect you here with Becky after school, is that clear?"
"Yes," she reluctantly agreed, even as she wracked her brain for a way out of this.
"And if you don't bring her, I'll take your ass," he threatened, something he planned to do anyways one of these days.
"Okay, okay, I'll bring her," she said, still on her knees.
"Good, sister slut," he said, patting her on the head.
She wanted to snap at him, but just sat there frustrated, angry and strangely horny.
He left her alone, already formulating a plan to make a video of two cheerleaders dyking out.
The rejection of the formula by that bitch Sarah just may have been be the best thing that ever happened to him.
The end for now...
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You do not need to read the first four chapters of this story to enjoy this story of a straight man that gets submerged into the drag queen world of San Francisco (but obviously it helps). In case you are curious how this straight married man got into this predicament here is a brief summary of the first four chapters of "Cocksucker":
Chapter 1: Cocksucker
Chapter 2: Cocksucker Training
Chapter 3: Crossdressing
Chapter 4: Cum Bucket
Chris, a married straight man, is stuck at the airport when his flight is delayed and, while waiting at the bar, he is slyly seduced by a younger man. After submitting to him in a washroom stall, he must complete seven humiliating tasks to get his wedding ring back.Task onewas to walk around with cum on his face until he got to his hotel room hundreds of miles away and go tell the women at the check in counter why he was late for his flight "I was sucking cock in the bathroom".
Task twowas to service a very gay hotel clerk and begin his training of being a cocksucker. He also gets his first blow job from a man. Disobeying an order from his Master also leads him to sucking an older man's cock.
Task threewas to go and purchase lingerie at an adult store and wear it underneath his clothes at all times. This led to a visit to a glory hole and the beginning of his crossdressing. He also ends up learning the older man he sucked last night is his boss's father which complicates matters greatly. He also ends up the centerpiece of a gay sex train as he takes his first three loads in his ass...including losing his anal virginity to a she-male.
Task fourhasn't been given yet (it will be in this chapter), buttask fiveis for him to dress up as a girl and enter the amateur drag queen competition at a local drag queen bar.
I hope you enjoy the continuing adventures of a straight married man who not only learns he is a cocksucker, but also loves a cock in the ass and obeying every man's orders.
Thanks to Robert, goamz86 and MAB7991 for editing this story and series.
COCKSUCKER: Cum Slut
I was awakened by my cell phone buzzing a little after nine. Apparently, I hadn't set my alarm, and the day two keynote had already started.
I grabbed it, assuming it was Gary. I also assumed that he knew about my being used by all the men in my room last night. The message was indeed from Gary:
cocksucker
I hope you had fun last night. You're a much bigger FAGGOT than I thought you were. Today, we will continue your evolution into my slut girl by fulfilling two tasks. You already know task five is going and entering an amateur drag queen competition tonight, but first you need to become the TWINK you obviously are.
The text ended, again without the task. His mind games only aggravated this already fucked-up situation. In my hotel bed, replaying yesterday in my head, I was aghast at all I had done. I had been used willingly as a cum bucket by a bunch of strangers and had loved every second of it. I got undressed, still dressed in lingerie from last night, and had a long shower...trying to wash away the cum that was still on my face, ass and legs.
When I returned to the bed, I saw my phone was flashing:
cocksucker
Task 4: You will go for a manicure, pedicure and full Brazilian (shave your whole body including your cock). You will be the prettiest cocksucker there tonight.
I sighed. This would be rather tough to explain to Laura. Yet, as I put on a fresh pair of panties, I knew I was going to obey. I put on a pair of black pantyhose and a bra, before hiding my inner slut with a suit and tie.
With trepidation, I went to meet Oliver. I had seen '40 Year Old Virgin' and the thought of having my legs waxed petrified me. Yet, I was so deep in my submission to Gary, I was no longer pretending to do it just to get my wedding ring back, I was going to obey again...the pain and the consequences be damned.
"Ready?" Oliver asked, when I walked up to him.
"Ready is a strong word," I answered, with a slight smile.
"They say no pain, no gain and that is almost never truer than with what you are about to experience," he said, as we left the hotel. "But in the end, you will look super fucking sexy."
"Great, my wife will be thrilled," I said.
"At least she won't get pubes in her mouth when she sucks you," he shrugged.
"I'm married, that doesn't happen anymore," I quipped back.
The next two hours I was massaged, pampered and tortured. By the time I left the salon, I had no hair anywhere except the top of my head...my whole body slightly burning.
Back at the hotel, Oliver and I got into a sixty-nine and blew each other. Not surprisingly, I came first.
Once we both had shot our loads in each others' mouth, Oliver said, "It was great to meet you, Chris."
"You're not coming tonight for my debut?" I asked.
"No, I'm off to Los Angeles for an Elton John concert," he said.
"Figures," I said, for some reason disappointed that he wouldn't be there and at the realization I would likely never suck his cock again.
"Hey, be careful. Soon you will be joining our gay cult and singing 'I'm Still Standing' and doing your 'Tiny dance'," he joked as he walked out the door.
Once he was gone, I was going through all the crap in my pockets when I found the card of the black guy I had blown yesterday. Realizing I had three hours to kill before Carol would be here to dress me up, I wondered if I could get another load from him.
I texted:
Sir,
I am the cocksucker from the glory hole yesterday. I have some free time if you want to shoot a load in me. I have a hotel room.
Eager cocksucker
I stared at the phone, praying he would text back. My hunger for cum, for being on my knees, possessed my every thought. Unfortunately, he didn't respond, and I turned on the television. After a few minutes, I wondered if Debbie was working or Anthony. I needed cock and I needed it now...what was becoming of me? I then decided to see if James was in his room.
I walked next door and knocked on the door. My cock was stiff and a chill went up my spine when I heard the door open.
James looked at me and smiled. "Are you here to suck cock, Chris?"
"Yes, sir," I answered, wanting to go into his room, but he was blocking my way.
"How bad do you want it?" he asked, clearly amused.
"So bad, sir," I said, using a tone that implied desperation.
"How bad is so bad?" he questioned.
"I am so hungry for your cum, sir," I said, not remotely ashamed by the words out of my mouth and just how gay it must have sounded.
"Come on in," he finally said, letting me in.
"Thank you, sir," I absurdly said, following him in.
I turned the corner and froze. Sitting in a chair with a beer in his hand was James' son, my boss, Kevin.
"My Dad told me you were a cocksucker, but I didn't believe it," Kevin said, taking a long chug of beer.
"I can explain," I began, before realizing I wasn't sure that was true.
"You can explain why you have now twice come to my father's room and begged to suck his cock?" Kevin asked.
"Not really," I sighed, the end of my career and likely my marriage flashing before my very eyes.
"So you really like sucking cock?" Kevin asked.
"I didn't before a couple of days ago," I admitted.
"But now?" he asked for clarification.
"Yes," I nodded, ashamed.
"I'm not going to lie, this is a big surprise," Kevin said.
"I understand," I said.
Kevin stood up and asked, "So do you still want to suck cock?"
"Pardon?" I asked, surprised by his words. I had expected him to tell me I was fired.
"Well, you crave cock, I have a cock, the math seems pretty simple," he said.
"I'm not fired?" I asked.
"Fired?" he chuckled, "I think this only enhances your portfolio," he said, before adding, "if you are as good as Dad says you are."
James finally spoke, "Are you going to suck him or not, cocksucker?"
Being called a cocksucker in front of my boss was humiliating, yet with the secret out, and Kevin seemingly okay with it, I apparently had nothing to lose.
I walked to Kevin, dropped to my knees, my hands trembling slightly, and fished his cock out of his pants.
It was already semi-hard when I took it in my mouth. Kevin groaned, "Shit, you really are a cocksucker. I really thought Dad was bullshitting me."
I just kept bobbing slowly on his cock, allowing it to grow in my mouth, as I pondered what this may all mean when I got back to work. Would I be sucking his cock regularly? Did I want to?
As if reading my mind, James said, "I told you. Just think you will have your own personal cum bucket at the office."
Kevin laughed, making his cock vibrate in my mouth, "I suppose so. Do you want to be my personal cum bucket, Chris?"
The question asked, I really had no choice but to answer yes, partly because I would likely get fired if I said no and honestly the idea of having a cock available to keep my cravings satisfied was a relief. So I answered, taking his now fully erect six inch cock out of my mouth, "Yes, sir, I would love to be your personal cum bucket."
"Very interesting," was all he said, as I returned to sucking his cock.
I began bobbing faster, when I heard James say, "Mine too, cocksucker."
I turned and took James in my mouth, while I stroked Kevin.
Kevin joked, "Well Dad, this is a new father-son activity."
James laughed, "Not one I thought I would be sharing with you."
For the next few minutes, I went back and forth between their two cocks, sucking one while stroking the other.
Finally, James grabbed my head and began fucking my face as he demanded, his balls bouncing off my chin, "Take all my cock, bitch."
I slobbered, focusing on not gagging, until I felt his cum spray down my throat.
As soon as he pulled out, Kevin, shoved his cock in my mouth, and replicated his father's rough treatment of my face.
Like his father, he had a quick trigger release as he fucked my face and I got my second load in a couple of minutes.
When he pulled out, he looked down at me and asked, "Do you take it in your ass too, Chris?"
"Yes," I admitted, flashing back to yesterday's sex orgy in my room.
"Good to know," he nodded, as he put his cock back in his pants. "I need to get back to the conference. Until next time, Chris."
"Thanks for not firing me," I said, still on my knees.
"Thanks for swallowing my load," he replied casually.
A couple of minutes later I was back in my room, my head spinning with the reality that not only had my boss learned about my lurid sexual perversion, but I had sucked him off.
Collapsing on my bed, I noticed my phone was flashing.
A rush of excitement coursed through me that it might be the black guy. The fact was that even though I had just swallowed two loads and should have been satisfied, I instantly wanted more. I grabbed my phone and read the message:
White boy,
I am at across the street from where you blew me yesterday.. Come to the worksite and ask for Bart.
Do it now, cocksucker!
I stared at the message. He wanted me to meet him at his work. That was way more dangerous. I felt safe in my hotel room. I didn't respond at first, and then another message arrived.
It's now or never cocksucker!
Respond!!!
Suddenly feeling compelled to obey, I quickly responded:
Sir
I will be there in a few minutes.
My mouth watering at the thought of not just another cock, but the big black cock I had sucked at the glory hole, common sense flew out the window.
I quickly left my hotel room, walked down the hallway and back outside. It was only a couple block walk, although up hill, to where I was to go. The whole time as I walked past men, I wondered if they too were cocksuckers, or looking for a cocksucker.
Reaching the construction site, I paused. What was I getting myself into? I would have no control over this situation once I walked inside and found Bart. Yet, as seemed to be the new norm, I threw caution to the wind...my hunger for more cock, more cum again overriding common sense. I walked onto the site and towards an older white man, I asked, "Do you know where I can find Bart?"
"Seventh floor," the man said, barely looking at me.
I hoped I would be ignored like that for the rest of my time there. I walked up to the seventh floor, which was a bit exhausting, apparently I wasn't in great shape, and found four men sitting down, obviously on their coffee break. Two of them were black. I froze not sure what I was getting myself into.
Yet, my hunger for cum took over yet again as I asked, "Hi, um, I'm looking for Bart."
The bigger of the two black men smiled and said, "Oh good, cocksucker is here."
My face burned in shame at his blatant attempt at humiliation and control.
"Come here, cocksucker," he ordered.
I put my head down and sheepishly walked over to him.
He chuckled, "Couldn't get enough black cock?"
"No, sir," I whispered as I reached him.
"Sir," he roared, "you're too good to be true. Knees."
I obeyed.
"Well, what are you waiting for?" he asked, as one of the white guys went to the door, closed it and pushed a table in front of it...at least I wouldn't get anyone else walking into my cocksucking submission.
I awkwardly fished his cock out of his pants and, ignoring the fact that I had three strangers watching, took it in my mouth.
"That's it, cocksucker, get me nice and hard," he groaned.
I eagerly obliged, trying to forget I had an audience, as his cock grew in my mouth. The sensation of knowing I was making this big cock hard turned me on. Once it was completely hard, looking way bigger without a wall in the way, I began bobbing hungrily.
A couple of minutes in, the talk from around me began.
"Holy shit, Bart, how do you get these cocksuckers?"
"I have a magic cock," he chuckled, as I wondered how many men came and sucked him off at work.
"Fuck, he is really an eager cocksucker," another said.
And I was...I hungrily bobbed up and down on his big cock, again craving cum, ignoring the commentary from the strangers and the utter shame that should have come with being watched performing such an act. Yet, my thoughts were not of shame, but of whether I would get to suck the other black cock and the two white men.
Bart groaned, "That's it cocksucker, showcase that pretty mouth of yours."
Having my mouth called 'pretty' only enhanced the utter submission I was currently partaking in as I moaned in agreement while I continued bobbing on his glorious cock.
I heard from behind words that enhanced my hunger, "Hurry up, Bart, we want our turn with the cocksucker."
Bart chuckled, "You guys always want my sloppy seconds."
I wondered again how often men came to the worksite to suck his cock.
"Here it comes, cocksucker," he grunted, before filling my mouth a few seconds later.
I hungrily swallowed his tasty seed until every last drop had slid down my throat.
I barely had time to savour his cum when I heard someone say, "Get over here, cocksucker."
I allowed Bart's cock to slip out of my mouth and, without hesitation, turned around to see the other black man had his cock out. To my surprise, apparently not every black man have a huge cock, as hard he was barely five inches.
I quickly crawled over to him, still in complete submissive mode, and took his cock in my mouth.
"That's it cocksucker, deep throat my cock," he groaned as I easily took all five inches in my mouth.
Being able to deep-throat his cock was a completely different experience than pleasing Bart. I continued to do my fast bobs, wanting to feel his cum explode in my mouth, wanting to suck every cock available. I don't think I sucked him for more than a minute or two before I felt his cum coat my throat.
Bart laughed, "Always a quick shooter."
"It's not a race?" the second black man joked.
"Does the cocksucker take it in the ass?" another asked, as I continued slowly retrieving every last drop.
Bart added, "So do you, cocksucker?"
I took the small black cock out of my mouth and admitted, "I took my first cock in my ass yesterday, sir."
"Well, let's keep your streak going," the barely out of high school kid said.
The other white man, quite chubby and in his fifties, said, "He can suck me, while you fuck him."
"Let's see that ass," the young kid said.
"Yes, sir," I nodded, standing up and nervously undoing my belt.
As I pulled my pants down, another laughed, "Your cocksucker is wearing pantyhose."
A cocksucker and a crossdesser," Bart chuckled.
"And an ass slut," the young kid added.
Bart stood up and said, "If you want a real cock up that man pussy give me a text. I will ruin you for all others."
I quipped back, flirting like a slut, "I imagine you would."
He laughed. "There's no imagining."
"Breaks almost over," the older man said, "get over here, cocksucker."
"Yes, sir," I agreed walking to him, pulling down my pantyhose, tugging my panties down too, revealing my hard cock. I dropped to all fours and took the older man's flaccid cock in my mouth, while offering my ass to the young kid.
As his small cock grew in my mouth, Bart said, "Later, cocksucker."
"Bye, sir," I said, quickly taking the cock out of my mouth.
"Sir, fucking priceless," he roared, as I took the cock back in my mouth.
A few seconds later, I felt hands on my hips and wondered if his cock was big or small. I found out a few seconds later it was a mixture of both. His length was not impressive, but his girth was widening my ass.
I focused my attention on sucking on the small cock in my mouth while I slowly got used to the girth of his cock in my ass. He groaned, "Fuck your man-cunt is tight."
I moaned back.
After slowly filling my ass, he asked, "Ready to get reamed?"
I took the cock out of my mouth and begged, "Yes, fuck my man-cunt," the term 'man-cunt' somehow feeling more submissive.
"What a faggot," the young man grunted, as he slammed his cock into my ass.
"Yeeeees," I screamed, as he began fucking me.
"Get back to sucking, cocksucker," the older man ordered, shoving his cock back into my mouth.
I obeyed, and began to enjoy the thrill of feeling myself take a cock from both ends at once. After a couple of minutes, I began bucking back to meet the kid's forward thrusts.
"Shiitttt," the young man groaned, "you're the sluttiest faggot I have ever met."
I kept bouncing back and forth, taking one cock all in my mouth and then the other cock all in my ass, even as my own cock began pulsing.
"Here it comes, cocksucker," the old man announced, as he grabbed my head and began fucking my face.
Meanwhile, the young man behind me continued slamming into me from behind.
Soon I was swallowing my third load in just a few minutes.
Once he was done in my mouth, he let go of my head and I turned around and watched the young man slamming into my ass.
"Ready, cock slut?" he grunted.
"Yes, siiiir," I whimpered, loving having my ass fucked.
Suddenly he pulled out, grabbed me by the hair, and seconds later sprayed his cum all over my face.
As soon as he let go of my hair, I took his cock in my mouth to retrieve every last drop of his cum.
When he pulled out, he pulled up his pants and said, "Thanks. Faggot."
"You're welcome, sir," I absurdly responded, still on my knees.
I stood up and pulled my panties, pantyhose and slacks back up as the others walked away to return to work.
Suddenly, shame coursed through me as I was standing at a construction site with cum all over my face. I quickly wiped the cum off and instinctively put it in my mouth, then hurried out of the building, avoiding others, and returned back to the hotel.
Once in my room, I collapsed on the bed, mortified at my insatiable hunger and the continual risks I have been taking.



Suddenly exhausted, I fell asleep knowing that this day was just getting started.
THE END...for now
Coming in the fall: Cocksucker: Drag Queen
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How did I end up tied to a bed in a sorority house while girls paid money to fuck my pussy or ass (25 for my pussy, 50 for my ass)? It was a fundraiser idea by my daughter who had just pledged the sorority. I, as usual, protested the idea, but having long accepted that I was a personal play thing to my daughter, her friends and now the sorority, I knew my protests would fall on deaf ears.
The fundraiser proceeded as planned and Olivia, the sorority President, fucked me first, in both holes to get things started. After that, a number would be called and they would come and fuck either my pussy or my ass.
As number nine fucked me hard, while squeezing my tits, I flashed back to how I ended up a MILF sorority fuck toy.
.....
Life always changes when you least expect it. I was coming home after a long morning of errands , a good two hours earlier than expected, having ended the PTA meeting early because I wasn't feeling that well. I also had left the welcome basket I was to deliver to a new family on my kitchen counter.
I got a text on the drive home, but waited until I was in the driveway to check it.
It was an audio file, and although it was a blocked number, I clicked on the file out of curiosity:
"That's it, ass slut, suck my big cock, get it nice and ready for that tight asshole of yours," a voice said.
I gasped. Such words would have shocked me no matter who said them, but the voice behind the derogatory words were that of a female...which confused me.
The voice continued, "You will make a great addition to our girls' club, slut."
The voice was vaguely familiar...although I couldn't place it.
"Do you want my cock in that ass of yours, ass slut?" the voice asked.
"God, yes," a reply came, this time I instantly recognized the voice as coming from my eighteen year old daughter Christina.
In shock, I couldn't help but wonder is my daughter a lesbian? Was my daughter really taking it in the butt? My daughter had never dated anyone seriously, but I had never considered her a lesbian. Yet, it suddenly seemed possible.
"Beg, bitch," the voice demanded.
"Oh please, Mistress, fuck my ass," she begged, "I want it sooooo bad."
The audio ended there and I sat in my car wondering who could possibly have sent it.
Just then I received another text from a blocked number:
Did you know your daughter is a lesbian slut?
My shock shifted to rage and I texted back:
Who is this?
The response sent a chill up my spine and increased my anger:
Your new Mistress.
I responded, appalled by this stranger's pretentious attitude and yet wanting to find out about the audio file:
Excuse me??? This is ridiculous!
A moment later, I got another response, although this time it was a Snapchat picture:

This was even more shocking than the audio. My daughter was bent over a table, getting fucked by Miranda Wellington, the richest woman and biggest bitch in the community and my arch enemy. In the background was her daughter, Tamara, my daughter's arch enemy, also wearing a strap-on.
The look on Christina's face was unclear. It could be a look of pleasure or a look of pain. Was she being raped by this bitch? How could this even happen? Tamara and Christina strongly disliked each other as they were polar opposites.
Christina always wore her hair in pigtails or a ponytail, dressed conservatively and got great marks; Tamara, on the other hand, was a stuck-up bitch, like her mother, who dressed like a slut and got by in school on her looks.
Another text followed, just as the photo disappeared into oblivion:
Did you know your daughter was a lesbian fuck slut?
I typed back, as I got out of the car and went towards the house:
I'm calling the cops.
I got into my house, slammed the door and went directly to my kitchen.
"Hi, Mrs. Wilson," a voice said.
I screamed, as I looked directly into the eyes of Tamara, "What the fuck?"
"Calm down," she said.
"Get out of my house," I snapped, furious.
"I don't think so," she smirked, standing up.
"I'm serious," I threatened.
"About what?" she asked, moving towards me.
"Leave," I said, getting nervous by Tamara's smug attitude.
She put her hands on my shoulders and said confidently, "You're my slut, now, Mrs. Wilson."
I tried to pull away, but her grip on my shoulders was firm. "Please, let go," I demanded.
"Resistance is futile, slut," she continued, "Want to see another picture?"
"No," I said, my head already spinning with the revelations of the audio and first photo. Instead, I questioned, "Why did your bitch of a mother rape my daughter?"
She roared with laughter. "You're so adorable in your pretentious naivety."
"What the hell does that even mean?" I asked, again trying to push her away.
Suddenly, she pushed me onto the ground and before I could even attempt to fight back, she straddled my chest.
"Stoppp," I protested, wiggling helplessly.
She slapped my face. "Look, bitch. I have your daughter on video eating pussy, riding a wall cock and, of course, taking it in the ass. I also have a few photos, including the one you saw with Mom and another of your daughter dyking out at the theatre, which started all this."
"Bullshit," I said, still grasping at straws that my daughter was not a willing participant.
"Like I said," she continued, her voice back to normal, "You're daughter was already an eager cunt-licking slut before she submitted to me and Mom."
"I don't believe you," I said tentatively.
She pulled her phone out of her purse, turned her camera to me and showed me a picture.

I gasped. I didn't think anything else could shock me after the past few minutes...but I was wrong. The photo was of Christina, at a movie theatre, eating out a woman...and not just any woman...my next door neighbor and best friend, Mary Spense.
"I know," Tamara said, with condescending surprise, "I was shocked too. Christina seemed like such a sweet and innocent girl."
"She is," I said mindlessly, still staring at the picture of my daughter and my best friend.
"Appearances can be deceiving," Tamara smiled, as she took her phone back.
"H-h-how did you get this picture?" I stammered, still trying to understand this watershed moment of shock that continued to hit me like a tornado...making a complete mess of my rather simple, suburban life.
"It's actually a still photo of a video a friend of mine made when she saw what was happening," she revealed.
"Oh," was all I could muster.
"So are you going to be a good Mommy and keep your daughter's slut reputation a secret?"
"You're blackmailing me?" I asked, still coming to grips with the predicament I was in.
"Consider it protecting your daughter," she shrugged.
Tamara said, "Stay," then stood up and took off her dress, revealing she wasn't wearing panties or a bra, as I said earlier, she was a slut. I took the moment to try and stand up, but she put her foot on my chest as I began standing up. "Didn't I tell you to stay?"
"I'm not a dog," I shot back, getting very annoyed at her condescending treatment of me.
"No, but you're my pet," she corrected, putting her foot to my mouth.
"Stop," I demanded, moving my face away from her foot.
"Suck my toes," Tamara ordered, moving her foot back to my mouth.
"No," I said, again moving my head away.
"You're a little more stubborn than your slut daughter," she smirked, putting her foot back in my face.
"Don't talk about her like that," I demanded, slapping her foot away.
"Enough!" she roared.
I froze, suddenly scared by her tone.
"Go ahead, my pet, I know you want to," she said, looking down at me. "Plus, it's either obey or allow your daughter to become an internet sensation."
"You're a fucking bitch," I snapped, seething.
"I never said I wasn't," she shrugged, keeping her foot in my face. "Now suck on my toes, slut."
I sighed, but feeling like I had no recourse in my current situation, I opened my mouth and sucked on her toes.
"Good girl," she purred condescendingly, which only pissed me off more...shame cascading through me at the demeaning task.
After a moment, she moved her foot away and straddled my face.
I again tried to move away, but her hands on my wrists made me helpless.
"Don't worry, my MILF pet, I bet you are going to love this just like your daughter," she said, as I stared at her completely shaved pussy, her strong scent lingering just above me.
"Never," I fought back, shaking my head.
"Oh really! Christina loves munching on pussy. Shit, I think she thinks it's a food group," she laughed.
"Please get off me," I begged, desperate to get out of this situation, even though I knew it was futile.
Suddenly, I felt a hand go inside my pants and directly to my very wet pussy. "Looks like the pictures of your daughter dyking out got you wet."
"Noooooo" I moaned, my pussy very damp, my body betraying me at her touch.
"Nooooooo," she mocked, as her finger parted my pussy lips.
"Please, stop," I weakly protested, even though her fingers felt unexplainably good.
"Oh, I'm just getting started," she laughed, her finger just barely inside me. "Although I should note, good submissive cunt sluts don't wear fucking pants. They wear skirts or dresses for easy access to their slut holes."
I tried to speak, to protest, yet having her pussy inches away, her derogatory words, her demeaning tone and her finger inside me all had me flustered and unable to think straight. Instead, I stared at her pussy and allowed myself to be molested by a teenager. I also couldn't fathom why my pussy was wet...it didn't make any sense.
"Now, lick my cunt, my MILF slut, and accept your position as my pet," she ordered, before adding, "just like your daughter."
"And if I do this you will leave Christina and me alone?" I questioned, wondering if eating her was an means to an end.
"No, but I won't out your daughter as the cunt-licking slut she is," she countered, before she grabbed my head with her free hand and pulled me into her pussy.
Reluctantly, thinking the quicker I got her off, the quicker it would be done, I licked Tamara's pussy. I was surprised by the strong appealing aroma and how sweet her pussy tasted. I had never been with a woman before and had always imagined the taste would not be appealing...especially considering my husband's complaining on the rare times he ate me out.
After a brief amount of time, she let go of my head and moaned, "That's it, Mommy-slut, join your daughter in my pet club."
"This is only this one time," I protested.
"Sure it is," she said amused.
"Seriously," I reiterated, between licks, even though I wasn't sure I wouldn't crave this exotic taste again.
"Denial is so adorable," Tamara said condescendingly, as her hand withdrew from my pants.
Realizing bargaining in my submissive position was futile, I concentrated on licking her wet pussy.
"Nice," another voice suddenly said.

I looked up and saw Sarah, another of the cheerleader bimbos, had a camcorder in her hand and was filming us. I wanted to shrivel up and die as I realized the consequences of the situation I was currently in.
"Where did you come from?" I asked.
"My mom's cunt," she sarcastically and disgustingly replied.
"How long have you been here?" I asked, praying she hadn't been filming for a while.
"Long enough," she shrugged.
"Please don't film me," I requested, from my helpless position on the kitchen floor.
"Keep licking," Tamara ordered, grabbing my head again and pulling me deeper into her pussy.
I closed my eyes, resigned to the helplessness of my current situation, and focused on licking and finishing the task of getting her off.
"You're a natural pussy-pleaser, Mrs. Wilson," Tamara purred, reminding me I was a mother, a wife.
I ignored her words of humiliation, and focused on getting her off, knowing that was the best way to end this ordeal.
I wondered where my daughter was. I wondered how she ended up on her knees in a movie theatre pleasuring Mary. Why didn't she stand up for herself to that bitch Miranda? Was she being blackmailed? Was she really a lesbian? It seemed so. Ironically, I was also still trying to comprehend how I ended up on the floor licking pussy myself.
"That's it, my MILF slave, lick your Mistress," Tamara moaned.
I winced at the word 'Mistress', but decided not to protest, but to just give in until I could regain control of the situation as I sucked her clit between my lips trying to trigger her orgasm.
"Hmmm, that's it slut, suck on my clit, just like your daughter does," she moaned.
"Like daughter, like mother," Sarah quipped.
I kept licking, sucking and probing, wanting to get her off, to end the humiliation...yet unexplainably I was curious what her cum would taste like. Her scent and taste was intoxicating and confusing, creating feelings I had never felt before.
"Do you want to taste my cum, my slut?" Tamara asked.
The words were out of my mouth before my brain could think about lying, "Yes."
"Beg," she demanded.
Wanting to get her off and hopefully ending the humiliation, I said apathetically, "Please, come on my face."
"Please, come on my face, who?" she questioned.
I knew what she wanted me to say; I knew I was being filmed; I knew saying the words would only empower her more; yet, I said the words she wanted to hear anyway to get this over with (at least that is what I was telling myself), "Please come on my face, Mistress."
She moved off me, rolled onto her back and ordered, "Get naked, slut."
I stammered, her taste lingering on my lips, as I glanced at the camera, "Please, just let me get you off."
"Now!" she demanded firmly, "or the pictures of daughter dearest go viral."
Hands trembling, I obeyed, knowing it was the only way to protect my daughter. I finished getting undressed, never once looking at the camera filming me. Once naked and feeling ridiculously self-conscious of being naked in my own house, in front of two teenage bitches, she ordered, "Now straddle me, my pet."
"Yes, Mistress," I answered, before even realizing I had said it. I straddled her face and without instruction, I buried my face back in her pussy, wanting to get her off.
"Good, slut," she moaned, as I resumed pleasuring her, while her fingers went to my very wet pussy.
Her fingers teased my pussy lips as she scolded me. "My sluts don't have hairy pussies."
"Sorry, Mistress," I said, again using the word, having quit trimming it a couple of years ago, deciding it was too much work for the rare times my husband went down there.
"You'll have it shaved like a newborn baby by the next time I see you," she instructed, making it clear this wasn't a one-time thing.
I considered protesting, but instead focused on the task at hand, getting her off.
I licked and explored for a couple more minutes as her breathing increased. Meanwhile, her fingers teased my pussy lips, without ever actually slipping inside me...and it was driving me nuts.

"Here it comes, my Mommy slave," she moaned, and seconds later she squirted all over my face.
"Keep licking, my pet," Tamara moaned, as I did indeed keep licking, wanting more of her cum, her cum tasting even sweeter when it came in excess.
Eventually, Tamara ordered, "Get off me."
I did.
She stood up, and ordered, "Crawl to the living room, my pet."
I again obeyed, my pussy burning for attention, while shame cascaded through me at what I had just done.
"Do you want to come, Mommy slut?" Tamara asked once we were in the living room.
"Yes," I admitted, ashamed by my sudden desire to cum at all costs.
"Sarah, why don't you fuck our newest pet," Tamara asked, taking the camcorder.
"I'd love to," Sarah said. She snapped her fingers at me and pointed to the chair.
Mortified at being treated like a dog, yet, absurdly, equally turned on, I crawled to the chair and onto it.
Sarah announced, as her fingers played with my pussy, "Mommy-slut is sopping wet."
"Why are you so horny, Mrs. Wilson?" Tamara asked.
"I don't know," I answered, which was true...I couldn't remotely explain why I was so horny considering the humiliation I had just endured.
"Oh, I know," Tamara said with amusement. "You're another submissive in denial."
"A what?" I asked as Sarah's fingers slid inside me.
"You're a strong woman, correct?" Tamara asked.

"Yes," I said, with a whimper, as three of Sarah's fingers widened my pussy.
"And you like to be in charge in all ways," she continued.
"Of course," I nodded, it usually being me doing the bossing around.
"So when you come home you want to just shut off from that world," she continued.
"I suppose," I agreed, her assessment rather obvious.
"So, you are submissive and have unknowingly been searching for a Mistress, since likely your husband is too oblivious of your sexual needs," she added.
"Shit, she's so wet I could probably shove my whole fist in her," Sarah said, as I easily took three fingers inside me.
"Well, only one way to find out," Tamara said.
"Noooooo," I said, too late, as my cunt was widened further as Sarah shoved her whole fist inside me.
The pleasure shifted to pain and back to pleasure as she pumped her fist inside me.
A couple of minutes later, as Sarah continued fisting me, my breathing got erratic and I began to babble, "Oh God, fuck, shit," I babbled, the pain long gone and the pleasure now so intense.
"Only sluts come from getting fisted," Tamara smirked.
"Dirty Mommy whores," Sarah added.
"Cunt licking MILF's," Tamara continued piling on the derogatory names, which somehow enhanced my pleasure.
"Fuuuuuuuuck," I screamed as my orgasm hit hard.
"Another straight slut is turned," Tamara laughed, as my body quaked like I was having an epileptic seizure.
"She really is just like her slut daughter," Sarah added, as she pulled her fist out of me making a loud popping sound.
My body so weak, I just remained static, as my orgasm continued its journey through me.
"Mrs. Wilson, we've got to get going now," Tamara said, "but if you tell anyone about this your daughter and you become internet sensations."



"Okay," I agreed, just wanting them to leave so I could turtle up and cry.
"Good," she said, spanking my ass as she went to the kitchen.
A couple of minutes later they were gone and I broke down. Tears flowed down my face as I realized what had just transpired, what I had done and the plethora of consequences that now existed.
Feeling dirty, I grabbed my clothes and went to the shower trying to wash away my sin like Lady Macbeth tried to...although she couldn't wash away her sin nor could I.
In the shower, tears continued to stream down my face. I knew that tonight I would have to have a serious talk with Christina.
.....
All evening I couldn't think straight. I replayed the events in my head a million times; my daughter's anal audio submission, the Snapchat picture, the photo of my daughter and my best friend, my forced pussy licking, my intense orgasm from being fisted like a slut ,replayed in my head over and over.
I tried to formulate a conversation starter with Christina when she came home looking so normal and obviously oblivious that I knew anything. That night, I went up to her room a few times, but couldn't knock on her door...so ashamed of what I had done...even though my daughter had also seemingly done things just as bad, if not worse.
All evening my pussy continued to be excessively wet, which only added to my frustration as I began to question my sexuality...why had I gotten so wet by being molested? That night, in bed with Gordon, trying to regain my sexuality, I crawled under the sheets and sucked his cock, something I rarely did, and never in such an aggressive way. After a couple of minutes, I straddled his cock and rode him, again something I never did. Unfortunately, he came rather quickly, something he always did, and I wasn't even close to coming. Lying in bed, still horny, I replayed the afternoon's events and I quietly pleasured myself while Gordon, already snoring almost immediately after sex, like he always did, slept.
I came rather quickly, my head spinning with a million questions that had no answers.
.....
The next morning, I decided to go directly to Miranda's house to confront her. I knocked on the door and was soon face to face with her.
"We need to talk," I said firmly.
"I believe we do," she agreed, letting me into her house.
Once inside, she walked to her kitchen and asked, "Can I offer you something to drink?"
"No," I said tersely.
"You sure?" she asked, "My daughter tells me you love to drink."
"You fucking bitch," I snapped, "leave my daughter and me alone."
She responded clearly amused, "I don't think you have a lot of leverage in this situation. Especially after seeing the video I watched last night."
"If you out my daughter and me, your daughter will be outed too," I countered, while cringing at the thought that she had seen the video.
"Oh, videos can be edited to hide the identity of your Mistress," she smirked.
"Fuck you," I snapped, anger building as was a feeling of helplessness.
"Actually, you have very good timing," she said, sipping on her coffee.
"What?" I snapped.
"I could use a morning orgasm," she said.
"Fuck you," I snapped.
"Oh, trust me, that can be arranged," she smirked. "But either get on your knees and eat my cunt or get the fuck out of here and I'll have your daughter come over at lunch."
"You blackmailed her too?" I questioned.
"You really don't know your daughter, do you?" she asked, moving towards me, just like her daughter had yesterday.
"I know her fine," I said, although that clearly wasn't true after yesterday's revelations.
"Sure you do," she laughed, looking at her watch. She continued, "Look, I have to be out of here in fifteen minutes and my daughter says you're a decent cunt-licker. I think it is time for me to find out if her appraisal is correct."
"You're sick," I shot back, turning to leave.
She grabbed my hand, spun me around and said, "Knees, bitch."
I stared at her in defiance, even as I felt my knees giving out beneath me.
"You have two choices, obey like a good pet or you can get the fuck out of here," she said coldly.
After a moment, as my head spun again in indecisiveness, she put her hands on my shoulders and roughly pushed me onto my knees.
She pulled off her shorts and panties while I watched again overwhelmed with a sense of shame. Yet, I was unable to stand up for myself. She leaned against a wall and ordered, "Now come and lick me just like your daughter loves to do."
I glared at her for mentioning my daughter, but looking at her shaved pussy, I felt a sudden hunger to obey. I asked, "If I lick you, will you leave my daughter alone?"
"If that is what she wants," she answered.
"And you will control your daughter?" I added.
"I'll make sure she keeps Christina and your secrets safe," she offered.
"Promise," I said tentatively.
"Yes, I promise, as long as you become my unconditional pet too," she added.
My cheeks burned red with shame, but I was willing to sacrifice myself for my daughter. "Okay," I agreed.
"Good," she smiled, "then get licking, my pet."
I hesitated, my head spinning at the thought that I had come here to stand up for myself and yet I was back on my knees, back staring at a pussy and back salivating to taste it.
"Go ahead, my pet, we both know you want to," she purred.
My strength usurped, I leaned forward to taste her.
I had leaned in only slightly when she grabbed the back of my head and pulled me into her pussy. I began licking, her scent stronger than her daughter's, her taste less tangy. Yet, the more I licked, the more natural it felt to be on my knees. My mind shut off and I just focused on the task at hand...getting her off.
I licked and probed for a few minutes and she was close to coming when I heard another voice, "What the?"

"It's okay, Eleanor," Miranda said, "I'm just disciplining a new pet."
"O-o-okay," the voice stammered, as I tried to look at who was watching, but Miranda grabbed my head and held me in place.
"Keep licking, slut," she ordered, as she explained, "Eleanor is just another one of my many pets."
I did, even though I was curious who Eleanor was and what she looked like. Did someone else know about my secret?
A couple of minutes later, I learned that Miranda was a squirter too as my face was coated with her cum as her orgasm hit. She held my head deep in her pussy throughout her orgasm as I swallowed as much of her cum as I could.
Finally, she let go and said, "Tamara is correct, you're a natural pussy-pleaser."
"You'll leave Christina alone?" I asked, still on my knees, my face covered with pussy juice.
"If that is what she wants," she nodded.
"And your daughter will leave us alone?" I continued, feeling hopeful that this crazy ordeal was coming to an end.
"Again, if that is what she wants," she said, before adding, "and what you want."
"It's what I want," I said.
"I'm sure you think you do," she smiled, grabbing her panties and putting them on. "But remember, regardless what Christina decides, you're my cunt."
I winced at the word 'cunt'. "Can't we make a deal?"
"We just did," she said, "now get out of my house, I need to get ready."
Ashamed, and horny, I left her house, more confused and frustrated than when I arrived.
Again, that evening, I tried to have a conversation with Christina but couldn't even begin to fathom how to initiate such a discussion. Instead I prayed that my submission to Miranda would quell the situation. I also wondered who Eleanor was...yet prayed she hadn't seen my face, but only the back of my head buried in Miranda's cunt.
.....
The next morning, I slept in, both Gordon and Christina had gone out, until I heard the doorbell ring. I ignored it at first, but it continued ringing over and over. Annoyed, I grabbed a robe and went to snap at whoever was at the door.
I opened the door and was saw Sylvia, one of Christina's best friends at the door.
She smiled, "Did I wake you, Mrs. Wilson?"
I smiled back, Sylvia the friend of Christina's I liked best. "Yes, but I probably should be getting up."
"I left my math book in Christina's room a couple of days ago, can I go and get it?" she asked sweetly.
"Of course," I nodded, letting her into the house.
She went to Christina's room as I went to the kitchen to make myself a much needed cup of coffee.
A couple of minutes later, Sylvia called out, "Mrs. Wilson, can you come here for a minute?"
Not even considering any ulterior motive, I went to Christina's room and gasped as I stared at my daughter's friend who was completely naked except for a strap-on cock. "What are you doing, Sylvia?"
"Playing with my birthday present," she answered, walking towards me.
"Excuse me?" I questioned, even though I had heard her clearly, I just couldn't believe this was happening again, especially with someone as sweet as Sylvia.
"Tamara said that my 18th birthday present is you," she said, leaning in and kissing a still bewildered me.
Her lips were soft, and mindlessly I kissed her back...the moment so much more intimate than the debauchery and humiliation of the past two days.
When she broke the kiss, I asked incredulously, "What did Tamara tell you?"
"Just that you were her slave and that you would obey without hesitation whatever I wanted," she answered, tugging open the string of my robe.
"But you're my daughter's best friend," I pointed out.
"You were my first crush, Mrs. Wilson," she admitted, opening my robe.
Her words surprised me and made me blush. My husband took me for granted and hearing that someone found me attractive made me feel good. As she moved her mouth to my breast, I weakly protested, "We shouldn't do this."
"I can't reject a gift so beautiful," she said, as she bit my nipple.
I moaned, "But this is wrong."
"Is it?" she asked, as she moved to my other breast.
"Yesss," I said, her hot breath making my mind become mush.
"I have wanted this forever, Mrs., Wilson," she said, taking my hand and leading me to the bed. I followed like a love-struck child, feeling so good at being wanted, even as part of me screamed this was wrong.
On the bed, she ordered, "Suck my cock, Mrs. Wilson."

The cycle of stunned confusion and undeniable horniness continued as I obeyed her order, eagerly opening my mouth and taking her plastic cock right there on my daughter's bed.
She grabbed my hair and guided me as I looked up at her, turned on and hoping she was going to fuck me...my cunt dripping with desire.
This time I got my wish as a couple of minutes later she ordered, "On all fours."
"Yes, Mistress," I mindlessly said, before again realizing my error.
"Mistress, I like that," she purred, as she moved behind me and slid the plastic toy into my needy cunt.
"Oh, yes," I moaned, as she began fucking me...my morals shutting off entirely as I enjoyed getting fucked by my daughter's best friend.
"You're so hot, Mrs. Wilson," Sylvia said, as she held onto my hips and began fucking me hard.
Her words flattered me, and she fucked me hard for an eternity, but I couldn't come. Frustrated and realizing what was missing, I begged, using derogatory terms on myself, "Fuck your slut, make me your bitch, Mistress."
She didn't catch on to what I needed, so I added, "Call me names, Mistress; treat me like the slut I am."
My need obvious this time, she stopped fucking me and ordered, "Fuck yourself like the slut you are."
"Yes, Mistress," I immediately obeyed, bouncing back on her cock which created a new stimulation.
She continued to talk dirty to me, "That's it you nasty lesbian slut," and "Fuck yourself like the slut you are," and "I love having my own MILF plaything."
My orgasm was near eruption, as I bounced back and took the entire cock in my pussy, wishing it was even bigger, when she said, "Now come you dirty fucking mommy slut, come on your daughter's best friend's cock, right here on your daughter's bed."
I don't know why her mentioning my daughter triggered it, but I screamed, my orgasm instantly hitting me, "Fuuuuuuuuck, yesssssss."
Once done, she pulled out, grabbed Christina's pillow and rubbed it up and down my leaking pussy.
I weakly protested, "Don't."
She ordered, a mischievous grin on her face, "Don't you dare take this pillow case out of this room and wash it."
"Okay," I agreed reluctantly, again overwhelmed, but this time smitten, with my Mistress.
She took the strap-on off, pushed me onto my back and straddle me. "Now eat me, slut."
I didn't hesitate this time, although unlike my first couple pussies, she had hair still on hers. Her scent seemed to be captured in her pubic hair, a scent that drew me into her. Although awkward to find a clear path to her cunt through the hair, once I did, I began licking eagerly.
"That's it, lick my cunt like your daughter did this morning," she moaned.
My head spun again at the thought that not only had Christina and Sylvia had sex, but that I was licking the same pussy that my daughter had already eaten today...it seemed almost like incest. Yet, somehow it also turned me on knowing that my daughter and I shared a secret taboo.
"You like that, don't you?" she moaned.
"Like what?" I asked, between licks.
"That you and Christina are both submissive sluts," she clarified.
"No," I replied, not sure what I thought any more, but no way was I going to admit it regardless.
She sat up, moving her cunt away and I leaned forward to lick her, my hunger to get her off the only thing on my mind.
She put her hand to my face and said, "No pussy until you tell me the truth."
Her pussy so close and yet suddenly unattainable, I admitted what was already obvious, "Yes, I love that Christina and I are both sluts."
"Lesbians," she added.
"Yes, lesbian sluts," I clarified, just saying whatever I had to, to be allowed to taste her again.
She lowered her cunt back into my face and I absurdly said, "Thank you," before continuing to lick.
"You're even a bigger submissive slut than your daughter," she laughed, as she began to grind her pussy on my face.
I licked and licked the best I could and in another minute or so I felt her cum cover my lips.
I kept licking until she moved away and said, "Shit, I can't believe that Tamara got you, too."
"Does she have you too?" I asked, looking up at her.
She smiled, "That is for me to know and you to find out." She leaned down and kissed me. Breaking the kiss, she said, "Looking forward to doing this again."
"Me too," I smiled back, completely smitten with her.
She got dressed and left and I laid there wondering just how deep this lesbian situation went.
It was after supper, when Christina texted to say that she was going out with Sylvia for her birthday celebration and I wondered what else could there possibly be to celebrate...ironically I felt a twinge of jealousy at not being there.
I knew I had to talk to her soon about all this and yet I no longer knew what I would possibly say.
.....
If things weren't already out of hand, they quickly got crazier as more and more people became a part of the twisted lesbian sex game that had both my daughter and me as submissives.
The next morning, I got a phone call from Bertha, a member of my church, and she asked if I could come to her house immediately as it was quite urgent. Although part of me worried she knew my secret, or my daughter's secret, mostly I just assumed it was Bertha overreacting like she often does.
I went to her place and was surprised she was still in her robe and slippers. Immediately, I wondered if she was going to use me like others had. She asked if I wanted coffee, but I said, "No thanks, I have other commitments this morning."
"Well, you may have to change them," Bertha replied, always one for the dramatics.
"What is this about?" I asked, slightly worried this may be about my daughter and praying it wasn't.
"Follow me," she said.

She went to the kitchen and I followed her. She grabbed her phone and handed it to me. "This was an email I received last night."
The title was "A new way to worship."
My stomach dropped as I instantly assumed this was yet another image of my daughter.
I reluctantly clicked on the message and was again staring at a picture of my daughter in a compromising situation...this time while at Bible study it seemed, which was last week. I recognized the girl who was on top of Christina as Rebecca, the Minister's daughter. Just when I thought it couldn't get more shocking, here was the Minister's daughter in an act of ultimate sin with my daughter.
I asked, "Who sent you this?"
"No idea," she shrugged, taking back her phone and sitting down at her kitchen table. "but I then received more e-mails from this anonymous person."
"And what did they say?" I sighed, already sensing the ominous implications of her tone.
"That you will do whatever it takes to keep this a secret," she said.
"Not you too," I said, realizing what she was implying.
"Look," she said, looking uncomfortable with the whole situation. "There is also a very compromising picture of my daughter."
"Let me see," I demanded.
She sighed, typed into her phone, and handed it to me.

I stared at the picture of her daughter holding two cocks and her face coated in cum. I joked, "At least your daughter likes boys."
"I'm happy you can be so flippant," she snapped.
I apologized, "Sorry, it's just been a crazy last few days."
"The blackmailer promises this photo and the one of your daughter would not be released as long as I do one thing," she continued.
"What?" I asked, already expecting something humiliating.
"I make you my slut," she revealed.
"You can't be serious," I gasped, hearing her say 'slut' almost as shocking as all I had seen and been a part of up until now.
"Under the table, Jane," she ordered.
"You can't be serious," I protested.
"I'm told you're really good at it and will do whatever I tell you," she continued.
Just then my phone buzzed telling me I had a text.
I clicked on it expecting the worst. The picture was another of my daughter getting humiliated and had the words, "Your daughter at school."

It was my daughter kissing someone's leg in the girl's locker room, while someone looked on from behind.
"Fuck!" I cursed.
"What?" she asked.
"This is getting out of control," I said angrily.
"It's long past that," she agreed.
Another text followed:
Obey Bertha or your daughter will be punished.
Frustrated, I asked, "And what am I supposed to do for you?"
"Eat me," she answered.
"Let's just say I did and leave it at that," I said, not sure how Tamara would ever know.
"I can't," she said.
"Why?" I asked.
"I'm supposed to call a number when you start so she can listen," she revealed.
"Fuck," I cursed, not sure how to deal with this.
"I'm calling. She said if I didn't call by eleven she would send out the picture of my daughter to the whole school," she said, clearly petrified.
Just then my phone rang. It was a blocked number and assumedly Tamara. I answered it, "What?"



"Is that any way to speak to your Mistress," Tamara asked.
"This has got to end," I said, firmly.
"As I said before, you dumb slut, it is just beginning," she answered, her tone firm and condescending.
"Please," I said, "I can't keep doing this."
"What? Eat cunt?" she questioned. "I disagree, you're a natural pussy muncher and it is my job to help spread the joy."
"But," I began to protest.
"Shut up, slut," she cut me off. "I am the Mistress and you're the sub. For your disobedience you will be punished. Now go eat that church bitch's cunt and keep the phone on so I can listen."
"Please," I desperately pleaded.

"Now your daughter is going to get punished as well," she cut me off again. "Are you too insipid to understand how this works?"
Defeated, I reluctantly dropped to my knees, crawled under the table and began licking Bertha. Her cunt was surprisingly wet and she moaned on contact.
I licked quickly, mortified at what I was again doing and also mortified by the dampness in my own panties. Why did obeying always end up turning me on? Why did eating pussy get me wet? Why was Tamara so determined to humiliate me? These and many more questions bounced around inside my head as I continued licking Bertha.
Thankfully, it didn't take long to get her off and in only a couple of minutes she came. Unlike the previous cunts I licked, barely any pussy juice leaked out of her cunt. I barely could tell she came other than her moaning, "I'm coming."
I crawled out from underneath the table and asked, "Are you happy? I ate Bertha's cunt like you told me to."
"M-M-Mom, is that you?" the voice asked. It was Christina.
I gasped. "Christina?"
"Mom?"
"We need to talk," I said.
"I'll be home right after school," she said, clearly upset.
"I will too," I agreed.
"And Mom," she said.
"Yes?" I asked, mortified that this was how she found out.
"I'm so, so, so sorry," she said, obviously crying.
"It's okay, honey, we'll talk about it when you get home," I comforted.
"This is all my fault," she said through tears.
"It's okay," I continued to comfort. "It will all work out."
We hung up and I looked at Bertha who was still recovering from her orgasm, "We need to end this."
"Agreed," she nodded.
"I'll be in contact," I said, and walked out, determined to end this once and for all.
I got home at three, half an hour before Christina would normally be home, and was treated to yet another shocking moment. I saw Christina's car already in the driveway and decided to walk in quietly. What I heard was my daughter moan, "Yes, Mistress, fuck my asshole and make Mommy suck the cock when she gets home."
I froze.
"And you want to make Mommy your own personal fuck-toy?" Tamara questioned.
"God, yes," Christina moaned, "I'll do whatever you tell me to."
I couldn't believe she just admitted to wanting to make me her submissive.
"No, I want to know if you want your slut mother to become your personal live-in fuck toy," Tamara said.
"Yesssss," Christina replied, "I want my own Mommy-pet."
"Get in here, slut," Tamara called out.

I didn't move at first, ashamed at being caught eavesdropping, but then said, "Tamara, leave now," before walking in and seeing my daughter on our couch assumedly getting ass-fucked.
"Mom!" Christina gasped, trying to cover herself, but Tamara firmly held her hips as she continued fucking her ass.
Tamara said, "Get undressed, slut," even as Christina's moans continued.
"Please leave, I need to talk to my daughter," I said.
"Now, slut," she roared.
Again, my pussy dampened my panties at her authoritative tone and again I obeyed.
"How much do you love getting ass fucked, slut?" Tamara asked my daughter.
Christina looked at me, but moaned, "I love it, Mistress."
"And you really do want your own Mommy-slut, don't you?" Tamara asked again, this time with me in the room.
"Yes," Christina said.
"Yes, what," Tamara questioned.
"Yes, I want my mother to be my personal fuck-toy," Christina admitted.
"Go inspect your new pet," Tamara ordered, pulling out of her ass, walking to me, pushing me roughly onto my knees and shoving the strap-on in my mouth, a strap-on that had just been in my daughter's ass. I felt immense shame and conversely immense pleasure...only through obedience did I get off now it seemed.

After a few seconds, Tamara pulled out and Cristina ordered, "Bend over the table, Mother."
"Honey," I began to protest.
"Now, slut!" Christina demanded, startling me.
I obeyed, and a tear began to trickle down my face as Christina got behind me and began teasing my rosebud.
"Such a tight ass, Mommy," Christina purred, her tone so unlike her.
"Yes, I saved that for you, my slut, I know how much you love getting ass-fucked. I figured you should be the first to break your mother's cherry," Tamara said.
"Thank you," Christina said, as if she had just received the best gift ever.
"It's the least I can do for such an obedient slut," Tamara said, as my daughter pushed a finger in my ass.
"Ohhhh," I whimpered, both out of surprise and a slight burn.
Christina asked, "Ever had a cock in your ass, Mother?"
"What? No," I answered.
"Want one?" she asked with a devious grin.
"Christina! How could you even ask such a question?" I said, trying to stay dignified, which was impossible, in the awkward situation...one that I prayed Christina was only doing this because Tamara was making her.
"Because we're twins," she said.
"Whaaaat?" I questioned, as her finger pushed deeper in my ass.
"We're both submissive sluts," Christina said, "and sluts allow all three of their fuck holes to be used for others' pleasure."
"And discipline," Tamara added.
Christina giggled, like a bimbo school girl, "Yes, of course."
"Christina, this is wrong. All of my submissions were to protect you," I protested, even as I allowed her to continue to finger my ass.
"Did I ask for protection?" Christina asked.
"No, but that is what a Mother does," I pointed out.
"Oh, Mom," she sighed, "you really don't get it, do you?"
"Get what?" I asked, bewildered by the whole conversation and situation.
She pulled her finger out and said, "Mom, this was all part of the plan."
"What plan?" I asked, even more confused.
Christina said, "Follow me upstairs."
"No, tell me here," I demanded.
"Fucking do as you're told," Christina demanded, grabbing me by the hair.
Again scared, I followed her to her room. In her room, to find Tamara on the bed, Christina demanded, as she put her hair in a ponytail, "These whole last few days were orchestrated by me."
"What?" I asked, feeling like I was in one of those Bugs Bunny cartoons where you get hit in the head by a frying pan.
"I wanted to make you my slut, but needed to test your submissiveness," Christina said, as she grabbed a strap-on, with two cocks, which only added to my confusion.
"You planned this?" I questioned, even though the answer was obvious.
"Yes, I was eating out Sarah one day, man she has a great tasting cunt, when I wondered what you would taste like. That set in motion a complex plan that has come to full fruition right now," she revealed, as she lubed the top cock and I realized the purpose of the two cocks. She planned to sodomize her mother.

"Y-y-you planned all this?" I stammered, repeating myself, even as I felt my pussy juice leak down my leg.
Christina bent me over her table roughly and said, "Yes, and now you will be my obedient Mommy-slut."
Before I could respond, she leaned forward and slid the double cocks into both my pussy and ass.
"Oh God, noooo," I whimpered, as my ass widened unnaturally.
"Don't worry, Mommy, there is always pleasure after the pain," she purred, as she reached over and tugged on my nipples.
Her body leaning on mine, her hands on my nipples, and the two cocks inside me had my head full of mush. I didn't respond, didn't protest, I just tried to deal with the pain in my ass that contrasted the pleasure in my pussy.
"I think she likes getting ass-fucked," Tamara quipped.
"Like daughter, like mother," Christina added, as she continued to slowly fuck me.
Unfortunately, both were right. Slowly, the pain went away and it was me who suddenly begged, wanting more, "Harder, baby, fuck Mommy's ass harder."
"You mean Mistress?" Christina questioned.
"Y-y-yes, Mistress," I eagerly agreed, so enthralled by the submission to my own daughter and the pleasure that accompanied it, I was willing to call her whatever she wanted.
"Good, slut," she purred, and obliged my request by beginning to really fuck me. Her body slamming into mine with each forward thrust as I continued to beg for more.
"Oh yes, fuck, it feels so good, baby, Mistress, fuck, asshole, shit, so good, God, Mommy loves, fuck, fuck, fuck," I babbled, like a horny lust-filled bimbo.
After a few minutes of getting fucked hard, Christina surprised me again as she demanded, "Slut, come and lick my Mother's cunt."
"Yes, Mistress," Tamara demanded.
I couldn't believe my own daughter had spearheaded all this...yet it makes perfect sense now in retrospect. She is way too smart to allow herself to be filmed and photographed in such compromising positions.
I watched Tamara crawl underneath the table and soon the triple pleasure, a cock in my pussy and ass as well as my daughter's hands tugging on my nipples became a quadruple pleasure when Tamara began sucking on my clit. The extra attention was all it took as my body started quivering and in less than a minute I screamed, "Fuuuuuuuuuuck, I'm comiiiiiiiing."
Christina continued slamming into both my holes as Tamara eagerly lapped up my pussy juices.
Finally, my body a puddle of goo, Christina pulled out, took off the strap-on cock and ordered, "Mommy, come and get your Mistress off."
I didn't hesitate. I wanted to give her the same pleasure she had given me. I wanted to taste her...to obey her...to give myself unconditionally to her. I went to her and buried my face in her pussy and licked eagerly.
Happy to have some recent experience with eating pussy; wondering if that too was part of her plan, I licked her with an insatiable hunger unlike any other. I explored every inch of her cunt, I savoured her wetness which was the most heavenly tasting thing I had ever experienced and I got her breathing heavy.
"Hmmmmmm, Mommy likes eating cunt, doesn't she?" Christina questioned.
"I fucking love it, Mistress," I admitted, shame no longer an emotion in my repertoire.
"Good, because your three holes are owned by me now," she declared, grabbing my head and beginning to grind her cunt on my face.
I wanted to ask about her father, but couldn't as I tried to breathe while she used my face for her personal pleasure. She came soon after and I eagerly licked up as much of her pussy cum as I could....knowing I would drop to my knees without hesitation when she told me to.
Finally, she let go of my head and said, smiling, "I think Daddy will be home soon. You should probably clean-up, you smell of sex."
"What about your father?" I asked, no longer willing to fight my submission to her.
"Oh, I have a plan for him," she said.
Standing up, I said, "Of course you do."
I left her room with my head spinning and yet oddly feeling a sense of tranquility. I wasn't being blackmailed anymore, apparently I never was and although I should have been furious with her, I finally felt sexually liberated...for the first time ever.
.....

Three weeks later and many pussy-lickings and ass fuckings later, she decided to deal with Gordon. Apparently, my husband had been cheating on me with his much younger secretary for a year and Christina made sure to get back at both of them. First she got Tamara to seduce and dominate the bitch.
The slut admitted that Gordon paid her an extra five hundred a month to suck and fuck him regularly.
She also informed us that he, on occasion, went to a place called Steamworks which was a guy only gay club.
I briefly felt inadequate, as I wasn't enough for him and he had to pay his secretary and also went to a gay club. Yet, Christina reminded me that my true calling was eating pussy and maybe dad's was sucking cock.
Her plan for Gordon was almost as twisted as her plan for me. She simply fucked me with a strap-on in our king-sized bed while he was downstairs watching sports and then called him on his own sexual betrayal.
Hearing the commotion, he came upstairs and walked in on his daughter fucking his wife. "What the hell?" he questioned.

Christina snapped, "So how long have you been fucking your secretary?"
"P-p-pardon?" he stammered, clearly shocked by both what he was witnessing and the reality that he had been busted.
"How long have you been banging that skank," I snapped, even as Christina continued fucking me while her father, my husband, watched.
"And how long have you been a cocksucker?" Christina added.
"What? I-um, what are you two doing?" he finally asked, trying to change the topic.
"I'm fucking Mommy," Christina said, "something you apparently are no good at doing."
"Christina!" he said, shocked by his daughter's treatment of him.
"She's right," I moaned, as she continued fucking me. "Our daughter is a way better fuck than you are."
"Jane, this is incest," he pointed out.
"And you pushed me here by committing adultery with your secretary slut and by sucking cock," I pointed out.
"Get naked," Christina demanded.
"Christina," he gasped.
"Now, cocksucker," she roared.
Surprised, he obeyed, like I had and not surprisingly his pathetic cock was hard when he revealed it.
Christina pulled her cock out of my cunt and ordered "Let's see how good you are at sucking cock." She walked over to him, roughly pushed him onto the ground and shoved her cock in his mouth.
He sucked it and I couldn't help but laugh. I won't bore you with the rest of the details, but after verbally assaulting him, Christina fucked his ass and learned that he enjoyed men more than women. He paid his secretary to be his slut in an attempt to convince himself he wasn't gay, but the reality was he liked sucking cock more than fucking pussy, just like I learned I liked eating pussy more than sucking or fucking men. In the end, we agreed on an amicable split and divorced by the end of the summer.

Over the next couple of months, Christina tested my obedience. She took me to a lesbian club called Le Chateau where I was auctioned off to a beautiful lesbian couple.
Although I felt ashamed at being auctioned off like a prostitute, it ended up being one of the most fulfilling, romantic sexual evenings of my life...as both women didn't fuck me, but made love to me.
I thought nothing could surprise me anymore when Christina found yet another way.
I came home the day before graduation with all the food for the party I was hosting for Christina and her friends when I heard Christina in the living room asking, "Do you like that, slut?"
I asked as I turned the corner, "Who are you fucking instead of me?"

I froze.
I stared.
I stammered, "M-m-m-mother?"
Christina looked up from between her grandmother's legs and said, "You know how grandma always brings treats?"
"Yes," I nodded, as I stared at my naked mother with her granddaughter between her legs.
"Well, I thought I would try a different treat," she smiled.
My mother added, "She really wouldn't take no for an answer."
"That I believe," I laughed.
"Come join us, Mom," Christina suggested, before returning to eating her grandmother's cunt.
For two hours we licked and fucked each other, ending in a three-way daisy chain as we each ate pussy, while fingering each other's assholes. It was sweet and intimate, unlike the majority of my encounters with Christina, where she clearly was in charge.
Not so sweet and intimate was Christina's graduation the next night where all her lesbian conquests came to our house for a night of sexual debauchery. I was tied up, left on my bed, ass up, to be fucked by any of the guests who wanted to fuck me.
Not surprisingly, they all did, and I was fucked a dozen plus times, in both holes.
I, of course, loved being the centre of attention for the evening and although it was humiliating it was equally stimulating.
The rest of the summer was a smorgasbord of sexual encounters and after my daughter pledged her sorority she came up with the ultimate fundraiser...me.
As number nine pulled out and ten got ready to fuck me, I smile at the incredible, fucked up journey that brought me here.
A journey that led me to discover my true sexuality and my true position...a submissive to my daughter.

THE END
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The past few days had been a whirlwind that ended up with me in Milan, Italy for an overnight stay before returning home the next morning.
As a flight attendant for over twenty-four years this wasn't anything new, but due to the time change, and, my husband, David's, crazy schedule as well, I hadn't talked to him for three days other than a couple of quick text messages.
Rather horny, I texted David that I would be at the crash pad in twenty minutes for a little face time and hopefully a little online playtime. It had been a couple of weeks since we were intimate in person due to my flight schedule and David's work schedule...so this was a semi-adequate temporary solution.
Getting to the crash pad, I pulled out my laptop, logged in and got comfortable on the couch, staying in my flight attendant uniform because it turned David on.
Although tired, I was hoping for a quick update of life at home and then some mutual masturbation.
After a longer than usual connection time, I was online and staring at my handsome husband...hard to now imagine all the years we didn't have such technology and only phone sex to keep up the spice in our hectic lives.
"Hi, honey," I smiled, even after all these years finding him as handsome now as I did the day we met.
"Looking tired, beautiful," he properly assessed.
"It has been a crazy few days, especially because we are so understaffed. Some new girl quit without warning before we left the states," I said. The girl, whose name I couldn't recall, couldn't handle being away from her fiancé for such lengthy gaps. I hated it too, but eventually it became the norm and made our time together even more special and hot.
"Shitty," he said. "Only one more night and then you can sleep in your own bed."
"You plan to let me sleep?" I asked, coyly.
He laughed, "I figured I would wear you out until you fell asleep."
"Hmmmmm," I smiled, unbuttoning my blouse. "And how would you do that?"
"I bought a new book of a hundred kinky positions," he answered.
"Only a hundred?" I questioned. "What are we going to do the rest of the evening?"
"You talk big, but I know you," he smiled. "Six or seven orgasms and you will be ready to crash."
"I have at least a dozen inside me waiting to explode," I teased, the last button of my blouse now undone.
"Should we get one of those out of the way now?" He asked.
"Not yet, how was your day?" I asked, delaying playtime.
"I can update you on work when you get home...right now I just want to..." He paused as he went all sultry on me (which was dorky and cute...which is why I love him...he's my cute dork) and finished, "get it on."
"Mmmmmm," I smiled.
"Are you still in nylons?" He asked.
His fetish is nylons. He loved that I had to wear pantyhose as part of my uniform. Although when feeling frisky or naughty, I would wear thigh high stockings or a garter-belt and stockings when I was returning home to give David easy access to my pussy.
I replied, "Of course, baby," as I moved back to give a nice long look of my legs in beige pantyhose.
"Delicious," he said, as he stared at my pantyhose-clad legs.
"What would you want me to do with these?" I asked, playfully.
"Wrap them around my waist and pull me deep into you, baby," he responded.
"Let's see that cock, honey. Is it nice and hard for me?" I asked, as I wiggled my stocking-clad toes for him.
"You sure you deserve it?" He questioned.
I pouted, "Don't you think I deserve it?"
"Is your cunt wet?" He asked.
"Maybe!" I shrugged, coyly.
"Let's see those tits," he ordered. I had 38DDD all natural breasts with big pink nipples that he loved to play with all night. My legs and tits were two assets that got me lots of attention on flights as well, but I had never cheated on him...never even considered it.
I liked his take charge attitude and purred, as I unbuttoned my blouse, revealing my royal blue bra, "Do you mean these?"
"Yes, baby," he groaned. I loved that after all these years he still got turned on by me.
Tossing my blouse aside, I leaned forward showcasing my very ample cleavage. "Don't you wish you were here to fuck these titties?"
"I'd fuck the shit out of them," he retorted. Sure it didn't make much sense, but in the heat of the moment it kind of sounded hot.
"Does my sexy man want to see them up close and personal? I asked, moving my hands behind my back to unclasp my bra.
"Release those beauties from captivity, baby," he demanded.
I unclasped my bra and tossed it aside before leaning forward and putting my tits right in the camera view.
"Fuck, I'd love to suck on them," he said, which he would have if we weren't thousands of miles apart.
"How about my pussy? Would you suck on my pussy too?" I asked, already getting wet.
"I'd suck and fuck your pussy all night long," he promised.
"Let's see that cock, baby," I repeated, "Is it nice and hard for me?"
He stood up and I was staring at his completely erect six inch cock. "Hmmmmmm, looks ready for action."
"How about your pussy? Is it ready too?" He asked.
"I don't know?" I teased, "Maybe you should get a closer look."
I sat up, quickly got out of my skirt, bent over the couch and showcased my pantyhose covered ass.
"Fuck, I love that pantyhose clad ass of yours," he grunted.
"And my panties?" I questioned, wearing his favourite royal blue pair.
"God, yes," he said, slowly stroking his cock.
"Want to watch me masturbate in this position, baby?" I asked, a position I had never done before.
"Hell, ya," he replied.
I slid my hand inside my pantyhose and panties and began rubbing myself. I moaned, "Fuck, I wish you were here to fuck me baby, it's been sooo long,"
"Yeah," he groaned, listening to my soft moans.
"Would you bang me from behind?" I asked, wiggling my ass.
"While pulling on your hair," he added, knowing that when in the heat of the moment I liked it rough. I want a man who takes charge and uses me like the cum hungry slut I love to be.
"I want your cock in me sooooo bad," I moaned, my orgasm already beginning to build after only a couple of minutes of slowly pleasuring myself.
Suddenly, I heard the door burst open as a voice said, "Girl, you are on my shit list!"
I froze. I had checked the crash pad roster and no one was scheduled to be there that night.
I finally looked behind me and saw Kathryn, a black colleague of mine, staring at me. She continued her scolding as if she hadn't just caught me half naked and masturbating, "You left the fucking keys in the door again."
I pulled my hands out of my panties and pantyhose and began to move when she roared, "Don't you dare move!"
My face already beet red, I apologized, "Sorry, I am just over tired."
"You don't look too tired to me," she countered sarcastically.
Kathryn walked to the bed, while I sat there paralyzed with humiliation, as she continued, her anger fading, "Erin, you know I love you, but this is the second time you've left your keys in the door. The first time we got robbed. Now I have to change the locks and get new keys for everyone!"
I repeated my apology while pointing out I'm not the only one to make the mistake, "I'm sorry, but I'm not the only one to ever leave the keys in the door."
Kathryn's anger returned as she said, "I don't think you're sorry... You just don't give a fuck about anyone but yourself."
I stammered, surprised by the harsh accusation, "T-t-that's not true."
Out of the blue, she slapped my ass.
I screamed partly out of shock and partly out of the pain that coursed through me. Before I had time to protest, or react, Kathryn sat on the couch, flipped me onto her lap and continued spanking me, even as I tried to break free of her grip. I begged, tears beginning to stream down my face, "Please stop."
The harsh strikes lasted only thirty or forty seconds, but long enough to make my ass burn, yet because my clit was pressed against her knee, each spank made my pussy feel conversely good.
When she stopped, she said, still angry, "Bitch, you'll never leave your keys in the door here or anywhere, will you?"
Through tears, I promised, "No! I won't! I'm sorry Kat!"
She corrected firmly, "It's Kathryn."
I had always called her Kat, everyone did, but not wanting any more of her wrath, I corrected, "I won't do it again, Kathryn."
Her tone instantly softening, she said, as she began gently caressing my pantyhose-clad ass, "That's good."
Her sudden soft touch was such a contrast to the sharp pain that I was again paralyzed, my mind and body conflicting with what was transpiring...the pleasure-pain principle clearly at work.
As she caressed my ass, slowly the pain dissipated as she explained, "I don't like to be the hard ass, but sometimes it is necessary."
I wanted to respond with one more apology, but instead I accidentally let out a moan and my right leg slipped off her lap.
She then purred, "I'll take that as an invitation."
Her fingers went directly to my very wet pantyhose-clad pussy causing me to involuntarily moan again as I again froze.
"Did getting spanked get you wet?" She asked amused.
I knew, or I assumed, my husband was watching or listening, and I firmly said, not wanting to look weak in front of her or my husband, "I was already wet before you came in."
"So I've had no impact on you?" She asked, as she ripped my pantyhose at the seam.
Startled, as her fingers went between my legs, I protested, "Don't touch me. I don't like that."
"Bullshit!" Kathryn yelled, turning from soft to hard instantly. "I saw you playing with your white pussy on the couch." She flipped me onto my back, held my wrists and began tapping my pussy with her other hand.
I was stunned again, unable to think clearly as she got me undeniably wet.
"Tell me you want it, slut," she demanded.
"I...um...it's just..." I tried to answer, but her hands on me, her fingers now directly on my pussy, had made me a bumbling bimbo. I grew up in a house where same-sex sex was a sin, and although I knew when a woman was pretty, I had never once seriously considered sex with another woman. Yet, as Kathryn's fingers slipped inside my panties, my adamant family values faded away.
"You like that?" she questioned, as her finger brushed my wet pussy lips.
"Aaaah," was all I could answer.
"You're soooo wet," she teased. "Do you want me to finger that white cunt of yours?"
"Oh God," I moaned, her teasing driving me crazy.
"Say it, Erin," she ordered, "tell me what you want."
"For you to finger me," I finally admitted out of frustration, just as I remembered for the first time in a while that my husband was watching. I turned to the computer screen and saw he was indeed watching, with his mouth dropped wide open. I had to smirk, as my husband had always wanted to see me with another woman and now his fantasy was coming true in the most unexpected way ever.
"You want me to get you off in front of your husband?" She questioned, continuing to drive me wild with her teasing.
I looked at Dave as I begged, while staring at him, "Yesss, please."
"What do you think Dave? Should I finger-fuck your wife?" She asked.
"Fuck, yes," Dave nodded, clearly enjoying my humiliation, which somehow only enhanced my desire to come.
I said, out of character for me usually, although not in the bedroom where I am very animated, "You want to watch your wife turned into a lesbian?"
"God, yes," he agreed, clearly stroking his cock, although it was out of view of his video cam.
"Too bad," she smiled, reaching over and closing the laptop. She then said to me, "Tonight, you're my little white plaything."
Part of me was thankful that Dave could no longer see my humiliation, yet another part of me was nervous with what she had in mind for me next.
She asked, "Now, where were we?"
"You were about to finger me," I quickly answered, without even thinking. Clearly, she had a spell over me.
She slid a finger in me and I moaned loudly. Letting go of my wrists, she went directly to my breasts sucking my rock hard nipples. She switched back and forth pleasuring my breasts thoroughly, unlike Dave who roughly teased them usually. She bit lightly, and pulled on my nipples creating a double pleasure. She continued fingering me, faster and then, just as I was getting close, she pulled her fingers out.
"No," I whined, so close to coming.
"You understand you're mine now," she said with authority.
"Okay," I nodded, not really sure what I was agreeing to, my mind only focused on her fingers teasing me.
"But I have a rule," she said, her fingers tracing my very wet trembling pussy.
"What is that?" I moaned frustratingly.
"I always come first," she revealed.
"Oh," was all I could muster as I immediately understood the implication of her words.
"Knees, Erin," she ordered.
"I'm not a lesbian," I protested, again surprised by the sudden shift.
"You are tonight," she countered.
"But, I..." I tried to rationalize, even though I was okay with her fingering me.
"Now, Erin!" she firmly ordered, "This is not a negotiation."
Her firm voice made me feel obedient and I found myself sliding off the couch and onto my knees.
She stood up, turned around and ordered, "Unzip me."
I did, my hands trembling.
She allowed her skirt to fall to the floor and I was surprised to see she was wearing a garter, stockings and a thong.
"You like?" She asked, as I stared at her black ass.
"Your ass is all booty," I joked, trying to make light of an awkward situation.
"Kiss my booty," she ordered.
I hesitated briefly, before leaning forward slightly and kissing her black ass.
"That's it, worship that black booty," she added.
I splattered kisses everywhere, feeling both exhilaration and humiliation simultaneously.
"Pull down my thong, Erin," she ordered, a couple of minutes later.
Hands trembling, nervous like as if I were on my first date back in high school, I slowly slid her thong down her legs.
She then turned around and her pussy was directly in my face. Looking down at me, she said, "I assume you have never eaten pussy before, have you Erin?"
"No," I admitted, shaking my head, even as my head spun with thoughts about what was about to happen.
"But you want to eat mine?" She asked, her fingers parting her pussy lips.
"I-um-well," I struggled to formulate a sentence as I watched her reveal her pinkness to me.
"Go ahead, Erin," she offered, "lick away."
My pussy undeniably wet, my mind confused, I just did as she suggested, leaning forward and licking between her pussy lips.
"Good girl," she moaned.
I wasn't sure what I expected her to taste like, honestly never having considered this moment, yet it was an exotic, slightly fishy taste. As I began tentatively licking, I wondered what Dave would think. He must be going nuts seeing what he saw and then being shut out of this erotic situation.
As I explored, like a child going to a new park, I wanted to explore everywhere. I let my mind shut off and just enjoyed the submissive act. I licked her from top to bottom, teased her swollen clit, and parted her wet pussy lips with my tongue.
She moaned, "For a pussy-pleasing virgin you're pretty eager."
The compliment, though absurd, enhanced my eagerness, as I suddenly wanted to please her, to taste her cum...curious to taste her entirely.
A couple of more minutes of licking and she said, "Do you like black pussy?"
I had not considered it a black pussy, just her pussy, but no doubt I was intoxicated by it. I answered, looking up from my submissive position, "Yes."
"Yes, what?" She asked, looking down at me.
"Yes, I like your pussy," I admitted, words I thought would never leave my mouth.
"My black pussy," she repeated.
"Yes, your black pussy," I nodded.
"And you will be an obedient girl from now on?" She asked.
I wasn't completely sure what she meant by that, but wanting to taste her again, I answered, "Yes, I'll be an obedient girl from now on."
"Good, it's always nice to have an obedient white pussy slut available for those long flights or those overnight stays," she revealed her intentions, shocking me, as she grabbed my head and pulled me back into her wetness.
My head was spinning with the predicament I was currently in, the situation she foreshadowed and the undeniable wetness in my pussy at both what I was currently doing and what she was promising. I resumed licking her, her taste an acquired taste that I was already addicted to (like wine...it was okay at first, kind of tart, but once I had a couple drinks it became my go to drink). She continued talking, "Oh yes, Erin, I can't wait to have you join the pussy pleaser mile high club, to serve passengers, especially first class passengers, with my pussy juice lingering on your lips."
I couldn't believe what she was saying, nor could I believe the impact it had on my very needy cunt...it had me feeling sexy and naughty. At the moment, I would agree to almost anything she said, I wanted to please her, taste her and become her submissive pussy pleaser...it was absurd, it was surreal, yet it was undoubtedly real.
She asked, "What would Dave say if he saw you right now?"
I laughed, thinking he would be jerking off furiously, as his most constant fantasy was watching me with another woman...and taking my ass, "This would have made all his dreams come true."
"Maybe one day, we'll let him watch," she added, implying again this wouldn't be a one-time thing, before grabbing my head once again, but this time beginning to rub her pussy lips up and down on my face. I extended my tongue, trying to lick her as she grinded on my face.
Often, when blowing Dave, I wanted it to end. I mean I love making him happy and enjoy giving head, yet eventually my jaw gets sore and I just want to swallow his load. With Kathryn it was completely different. Maybe because it was my first time, or maybe because of the sexual submission, or maybe because this was spontaneous, or maybe it was the exotic taste that drew me in, but I didn't want it to end. I wanted to please her, to get her off.
Unfortunately, all good things come to an end, this time literally, as she screamed, simultaneously flooding my face with her wetness, "I'm comingggggg, my white pettttt."
I hungrily licked her amazing nectar, swallowing every drop I could get.
When she finally let go of my head, she smiled at me and said, "You look very good in pussy juice."
I felt my face flush as I remained on my knees unsure what to say or do next.
"Is my pet still horny?" She asked, a moment later.
"Yes," I nodded, feeling like a little kid wanting an adult to pay attention to me.
"Sit on the couch," she ordered.
My knees sore, I did, praying she was going to finish what I started before she arrived.
"When my pets are good, they always get rewarded," Kathryn said, moving onto the floor.
I opened my legs, still amazed I was about to let someone other than my husband, particularly a woman, eat me.
Looking up at me, she leaned forward and clamped her mouth on my pussy. I couldn't explain it. I experienced pleasure overload. She looked directly into my eyes. My soul. And I felt an undeniable connection I had only ever felt with my husband. I just lost myself in the pleasure Kathryn was giving me. Her tongue was like a magic wand, as she pushed me to the brink of euphoria in seconds. "Oh God, oh God, fuck," I babbled, as her tongue seemed to be everywhere.



"You like that, slut?" she questioned, as she flicked my swollen clit.
"Oh yessss," I moaned loudly, "I love being your sluuuut," at the moment being called a slut enhancing my euphoria.
"Come for me," she said softly, as she sucked my clit between her lips, slid two fingers inside my cunt, found my never before discovered g-spot in seconds, and I erupted.
My legs stiffened, I grabbed her head and held it tight, as I came harder than I ever had before. "Shiiiiiiit," I screamed, loud enough to wake the dead.
She kept her mouth clamped on my pussy throughout my orgasm.
She finally let go, even as tremors continued quaking through me.
Standing up, Kathryn looked down at me and said, "You can continue your chat with your husband now, my pet."
"O-o-okay," I weakly said.
"And remember Erin, you're mine now," she added, before going to the washroom.
As I recovered from my orgasm, I wasn't sure what would happen next. I got out of my torn pantyhose and into pajamas. I opened my computer, feeling guilt and fulfillment at what I had just done. I hit Skype and waited for the onslaught of questions Dave would have for me.
The end
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I love how today's older people complain that today's generation are all sluts. I mean, we are, but so were our parents and presumably our grandparents (although I'm not a big fan of thinking of grandma being a slut back in the day).
The point is, although I wasn't a slut who fucked just anybody, I was very cock hungry when I was eighteen as was my best friend Kelly...although she was more of a fuck em' and leave them sort of gal. I had been dating Kevin for a few months and had been strictly a one cock, three holes type of girl (my first ass fuck at the hands and cock of Kevin after a little too much alcohol), while Kelly had her boy toy of the week. Although we had different tastes in boys, we were best friends who went to school together and spent time at each other's house almost every day...even if it was clear she wasn't thrilled with how much time I had been spending with Kevin.
Kelly was always the dominant one in our circle of friends and, in many ways, my polar opposite. While she clearly controlled her boyfriends, I was quite easygoing, not submissive per se, but I loved to please and give myself to my boyfriend in the heat of the moment. I mean if he phoned and said he wanted to fuck, I went over to his house and got fucked; if he wanted a quick blow job between classes, I went to his van and swallowed his load; if he wanted to ass fuck me, his favourite hole after the first time, I bent over and took his cock in my ass. That said, I loved it all...I craved cock. Like I said, I was a very horny eighteen year old. I loved sucking cock, I loved having a cock in my pussy or ass and I loved fucking myself with my fingers, hair brush handle, bottles, cucumbers or whatever else I could find as a make shift fuck-toy...though I was too scared to go to the only adult sex store in town and buy a real toy afraid someone would recognize me or know my parents.
Anyways, being as close and open as Kelly and I were, we told each other everything about our sexual escapades. We also liked to masturbate together as we shared our most recent sexual adventures. Kelly stressed that I needed to dump Kevin because dating one boy was so 1950s and because he had a small dick (which was true it wasn't quite five inches, which was miniscule compared to a few of the frat boys that Kelly banged).
When home alone, which was often, we would masturbate together, watching online porn. Although we never touched each other, the temptation...the curiosity...was always there.
After a date that ended in premature ejaculation and a lack of satisfaction, she came over, got undressed and said, "Thank God I finally got myself one of these."
She pulled a vibrator out of her purse.
I gasped, "How did you get that?"
"It's 2012. The internet, of course," she shrugged. "Are you going to join me?"
I didn't need to be asked twice and soon we were lying naked side by side on her bed pleasuring ourselves. Although I was horny (I'm always horny), I couldn't get off as I was distracted by the buzz and by watching my best friend fuck herself with a toy. I wondered what it would feel like inside me. Her facial expressions and moans, louder than usual, implied it was much better than our fingers.
Once she came, she pulled it out, rolled over and surprised me by shoving it in my cunt.
I gasped, both out of surprise and at the thought of how unsanitary it must be. Yet, those thoughts quickly dissipated when I felt the buzzing pulsations of the vibrator...it was a moment of clarity. Sex could feel this good? She pumped my cunt quickly, with a smile on her face, clearly enjoying watching me moan.
As my breathing increased, she ordered, "Come for me, Liz."
Somehow that was all it took to have my orgasm explode out of me as I screamed, "Yesssss, Kellllly."
As she pulled the toy out of me, she said playfully, "I didn't want my best friend slut to only use her fingers."
I quipped back, "Says the girl who fucks a new boy every week."
"Maybe," she shrugged, "but I didn't just let my best friend fuck me."
"I know," I smirked, "You let everyone else fuck you."
She slapped me playfully, "Don't talk to your Mistress like that."
"Sorry, Mistress," I retorted, laughing, "I'll be a better pet slut next time."
"You'd better," she quipped back, before standing up and going to the washroom.
Over the next couple of weeks, she would fuck herself to orgasm and then place the wet toy on my belly, tits, ass, pillow, etc...leaving her pussy juices everywhere...as if she was marking her territory...although she didn't use it on me again...which was a constant disappointment.
Then after a particularly intense orgasm, while she demanded I fuck myself with my brush, my most constant toy, she shoved the still buzzing, extremely wet toy in my mouth. As I tasted her juices for the first time, I came in seconds...the naughty, submissive, forced act somehow getting me off.
Kelly quipped, "You really are a slut, Liz."
"Just for you and Kevin," I smiled back, the aftertaste of her pussy lingering on my taste buds.
"Hmmmm," she smiled, "at least you put me first."
"Of course, Mistress," I sarcastically played along.
Things kept getting weirder as Kelly grew more aggressive. The next time we were pleasuring ourselves, without a toy, because Kelly had forgotten to bring her new best friend, as she got close, she straddled my leg and grinded her way to an orgasm. When she came, my leg was dripping wet from her cum. Again, somehow being used as her vessel of pleasure got me horny and I came seconds later.
As Kelly rolled off me, she teased, "You really are a good submissive, always waiting to come after your Mistress."
"I do aim to please," I quipped back, continuing to play along to the sex tease we were continuing to perform...each new act turning me on more and more.
A couple days later, I was riding Kevin in the driver's seat of his truck when my phone rang. My ringtone telling me it was Kelly, feeling naughty and adventurous, I answered it and said, "Hiiiiii, Kelly."
Kevin grunted, "Are you serious?"
I winked at him as she ordered, "Get your ass over here."
I countered, "My ass is pretty busy right now."
She sighed, "Finish fucking your small dicked boyfriend and get over here, I need you now."
"Kkkkk," I agreed, hanging up, her tone quite dominant.
I continued riding Kevin who asked, clearly annoyed, "What the fuck was that about?"
"Another crisis," I shrugged.
"There's always a crisis," Kevin pointed out. Kevin wasn't a big fan of Kelly's promiscuity or how much time I spent with her. But although I gave him generous access to all three of my holes almost whenever he wanted, I made it clear that Kelly was my best friend and a major part of my life.
"Just fuck me baby," I purred, as I leaned in and kissed him.
A load all over my face a couple minutes later, he loved coming on my face, he dropped me off, reluctantly, at Kelly's house.
Once in her bedroom, her parents were almost never in the country, let alone home (which may have explained her lack of staying with any one person...besides me), she was completely naked while she watched porn on her television. Now I had seen her naked while changing many times, saw her in bra and panties thousands of times, but seeing her completely naked, her large DD breasts so much bigger than mine, I wondered briefly what they would feel like to cup.
"About fucking time," she said, pulling me out of my brief lesbian thought. Her tone implied she was truly perturbed at having to wait so long for me...as if I was at her beck and call.

"I had a man to satisfy," I shrugged.
"Well, now you have a woman to satisfy, too," she countered, before demanding, "get naked, my slut."
Somehow, even though it was absurd, her calling me 'slut' turned me on. It also didn't help that Kevin, as usual, had barely got me off and I was still horny as hell, so I obeyed and began getting undressed. Usually when we masturbated together we still had our tops on...this complete nudity was new...different...exciting and confusing.
"Since you already got off, you can help get me off," she said, as if that was the most logical thing ever.
Maybe because I was still horny, maybe because I was just a slut, or maybe because I didn't know it yet but I was damn curious, I shrugged, trying to be casual, "If you insist."
"Oh I insist," she said confidently, as she slid to the edge of her bed, sat up, opened her legs wide and began rubbing her cunt.
Once I was naked, she ordered, "On your knees, slut."
Again, the derogatory term turned me on, conversely if Kevin ever called me such names I would cut his balls off, yet I obeyed Kelly, now staring at her wet cunt as she rubbed her clit.
I didn't instantly become a lesbian, but I was drawn to her scent. She handed me her vibe and ordered, "Lube it up." I looked at her perplexed and she laughed, "With that cocksucking mouth of yours. You do love sucking."
"That I do," I laughed, as I took the toy, and trying to be funny, treated it like a real cock. I licked up and down the silver steel shaft. I swirled my tongue around the tip, before bobbing up and down on it.
"You look hot when you slut it up," she moaned, rubbing herself the whole time I put on the silly show.
"You always look hot," I quipped back, which was true. Kelly was one of the most beautiful people I had ever met. She's 5'5, 2 inches taller than me, with a hourglass figure, big double D boobs, with wide hips with plenty of ass to grab. She has hypnotizing sexy green eyes with golden blonde hair that runs past her shoulders. Her tanned and toned body gets everybody drooling and for the first time...she had me questioning my sexuality.
"Fuck me," she demanded.
I turned the vibrator on and slid it inside her. Since I had never done this to her before, I was in awe as I watched it disappear inside her, and I started very slow. After a couple of minutes, she ordered, "Don't make love to me, pound my cunt."
I obliged, pumping the toy quickly in and out of her until she pressed her legs tight and screamed through her orgasm.
When she finally opened her legs, I instinctively moved the vibrator to my mouth and licked it clean...tasting her pussy for the second time. It wasn't like I instantly became a cunt-licking eager lesbian at that moment, but I did wonder what it would taste like directly from the source and not with a metal aftertaste.
"I'm turning my best friend into a lesbian," she quipped as I sucked her juices off the metal toy.
Realizing what I was doing, I shrugged, "Just wish it was a real cock "
"Slut," she shot back, her pussy still directly in front of me.
"Whore," I retaliated.
"Lesbian," she quickly countered.
"Yes, I'm a complete dyke," I joked back, as I stood up and joined her on the bed.
That night I slept over and I tossed and turned as I replayed the strange, almost lesbian, encounter in my head. Did I want to really taste her? Could I be bisexual? Was Kelly bisexual or was she just being her usual aggressive, get herself off, self? These and other questions and conflicting emotions bounced around inside my head...making me wet again, causing me to silently pleasure myself in her bed as she slept.
The following weekend, I threw a toga party which was really just an excuse to be almost naked. A night full of booze finally led to what I assumed was inevitable at the accelerated pace of our strange relationship.
After everyone else had left, Kelly said, "Fuck, I'm horny."
"Why didn't you let that college boy take you for a ride?" I asked. Usually, she was pretty much a sure thing for cute frat boys.
She walked over to me, put her hands on my shoulders and said, "I already have my sure thing."
To my surprise, I allowed my body to easily be guided to my knees as she then allowed her toga to drop to the floor. I was again staring at her pussy, this time, though, she was completely shaven.
She said, "I did it for you."
"You shaved for me?" I asked, confused.
"I got a Brazilian for you," she corrected.
"Why for me?" I asked, still confused, even though in retrospect the answer was obvious.
"So when you eat me you won't get any of my pubes in your mouth, of course," she answered, grabbing my head and pulling me into her pussy.
Maybe it was the booze, maybe it was her aggressive behaviour, maybe it was because I was already horny, or maybe it was a mixture of all those things or just the natural progression of the changes in our friendship the past few weeks, but I didn't hesitate, didn't protest, instead I extended my tongue and tasted her directly from the source. I licked, I kissed, I explored her pussy with my tongue, her taste much stronger and more satisfying than the sample I'd gotten off the toy the last two times.
After a couple of minutes of licking her, she moved away and ordered, "Let's continue this in the bedroom." She literally dragged me to the bed, threw me on my back and straddled my face.
I didn't hesitate but returned to licking her, now craving her pussy...curious if her actual cum would taste different. After a couple of minutes of licking her, she moved her pussy away slightly.
I craned my neck to reach her cunt but it was just out of reach in my restricted position.
"Beg for it," she ordered.
I joked, "Shouldn't you be begging me?"
"Do you want to lick my cunt or not?" She questioned.
The only thing I could see was her cunt and I did indeed want to resume licking her. I answered, "Yes."
"Yes, what?" She questioned.
"Let me lick your pussy," I frustratingly said, not liking being teased. When Kevin was fucking me I wanted it deep and hard, and apparently while eating pussy I wanted to drown in her juices.
She laughed, her tone so unlike her usual tone with me, "Only good sluts who beg properly get my cunt."
I briefly wondered if other girls had licked her, before insatiable lust overtook every other emotion as I begged, "Please Kelly, let your slut lick that shaved cunt of yours until you cum all over my face."
Content with my declaration of lust, she lowered her cunt onto my waiting tongue. Although I was new to eating pussy, my drunken eagerness made up for my inexperience as her moans increased and soon she was grinding her cunt on my face.
"Get ready for my cum, slut," she demanded, and I instinctively, like I often did for Kevin's cum, opened wide just in time as she raised herself up a little, just before a gush of pussy juice squirted over my face and into my mouth.
I eagerly swallowed her addictive sweetness, and leaned up to continue licking her cum.
"Such a cum hungry lesbian," Kelly moaned, as I hungrily retrieved the last of her cum.
Suddenly standing up, she said, "For being such a good dyke, I have a reward for you."
Still on my back, I watched her go to her closet, pull something out and returned as she said, "Are you ready to get fucked by a real cock?"
I stared at the eight inch black cock that was attached to a harness. "Where did you get that?"
"The internet, of course," she answered as she put it on her perfect body.
I was speechless as I understood the obvious. My best friend was about to fuck me and I wanted nothing more than to be fucked by her.
Once she had the strap-on on her, which took some time as she struggled to put in on, she repeated, trying to remind me of Kevin's much smaller cock, "Ready to get fucked by a real cock?"
"Yes," I nodded, catching on the second time that it was a not very veiled shot at my boyfriend.
"Get on all fours, my pet," she ordered.
I instantly obeyed, my focus on quelling the burning fire in my cunt.
"You really are a sexy little slut," she commented, as she got on the bed and moved behind me.
"Fuck me, Kelly," I begged, desperate to feel that big plastic cock in me.
In one hard thrust, all eight inches filled me and I screamed, "Yessssss."
She held onto my hips as she began fucking me hard and deep, just the way I always liked it. The difference was when Kevin fucked me like this, I always wanted more, but I learned size does indeed matter as eight inches slamming into me was creating a pleasure unlike any Kevin's cock ever had.
"Oh yes, Kelly, fuck me," I moaned, loving every second of it.
As my orgasm built, and my breathing increased, she suddenly pulled out.
"What the fuck? Stick it back in," I demanded, frustrated that she had stopped when I was so close to coming.
"You can come for me only if you agree to one simple expectation," she said, the cockhead teasing my pussy lips.
"What?" I asked, exasperated.
"You'll be my personal little slut?"
"Just fuck me, bitch" I demanded, her expectation ridiculous.
"That is not how you address your Mistress," Kelly scolded, slapping my ass.
I yelped, and questioned, "My Mistress?"
"Liz, it's obvious you're a submissive and you need a Mistress," she said, her finger teasing my back door.
"Just get me off," I pleaded, trying to avoid agreeing to something that I knew Kelly would hold me to.
She started to move away and, wanting nothing more than to feel that cock back inside me I gave in as I said, "Fine, I'll do it. Just let me come."
"You'll do what?" She questioned, repositioning herself behind me, the cockhead again teasing my wet pussy lips.
"I'll be your little sluuuuut," I declared. As she slammed the cock back into me.
With each hard thrust into me, she continued to verbally assault me, which somehow only enhanced my pleasure as my orgasm built to a feverish pitch:
"My bitch!"
"My cum catcher!"
"My pet!"
"My submissive!"
"My slave!"
"My cunt-licker!"
Grabbing my hair, she ordered, "Come for me, my little lesbian plaything."
"Fuuuuuck," I screamed, the inevitable orgasm cascading through me.
As I collapsed forward, the cock slipping out of me, I rolled onto my back as the orgasm continued coursing through me.
Kelly straddled my face and slid the cock in my open mouth. "Clean up my cock, my pet."
I had no choice as she slowly fucked my mouth with the cock that was just in my cunt.
When she pulled out, she took off the strap-on and joined me in the bed. She whispered, "That was fun."
I agreed it was and we both fell asleep curled beside each other.
When I woke up in the morning, I was somehow staring directly at her pussy. I didn't want to wake her, I never wanted to wake her up on a normal day because she always looked so peaceful sleeping. So I just laid there and stared at her cute pussy and thought about all that had happened last night. Part of me wanted to lean forward and lick her again, yet another part of me was mortified that we had crossed the line from playing to fucking.
When she finally woke up, she rolled over on top of me and rubbed her cunt right across my face. I looked at her and she just smiled "Good morning, my pet slut".
"I was drunk and horny, don't even try to hold me to that," I pointed out, even as my mouth involuntarily watered.
"Don't tell me you didn't enjoy eating my pussy last night," she countered, still straddling my face.
"I was just being horny, and that's it," I countered, knowing I couldn't let her know I was currently salivating. I knew that if I let her know the real impact she had on me she would use it to her advantage,
To my surprise, she got off me and shrugged, "Okay," as she zipped to the bathroom. I watched her perfect hips swaying and realized I was wet just at the thought of eating her cunt.
The rest of our day was spent as any normal best friends would spend a day together, shopping, laughing, gossiping, etc. She didn't mention anything about the previous night for the rest of the day.



I met up with Kevin for a movie, we went back to my house and snuck in trying not to wake my parents so we could have a quickie. Once in my room, we quickly got into a heated embrace. We started fucking doggy style and Kevin, being Kevin, decided to start fucking my ass without warning. I moaned, not even realizing I had said the wrong name, "Yes, Kelly, pound my ass, go deeper."
Kevin immediately stopped and was pissed. "What the fuck are you talking about, why did you say Kelly?"
I didn't have a good answer and made the situation worse when I answered. "Oh, it's just because I was thinking about me and Kelly shopping is all."
"That's messed up. What, is our sex not good enough for you to keep your mind off shopping?" He asked, angrily.
"No, baby, come on just forget about it, let's keep fucking," I pleaded, still quite horny.
"I'm out of here," he said in a huff.
That night, I got myself off, my mind automatically replaying my submission to Kelly and not my quickie with Kevin.
The next day, I told Kelly about what had happened (I tell her everything) and she mocked me. "Just another sign you want to be my little slut."
"It doesn't mean that at all," I protested, although I wasn't sure why I accidentally said her name.
"Plus, he is just jealous that you want my big toy cock over his tiny cock," she smiled.
"He doesn't know about your big cock," I pointed out.
"But you do," she smiled meaningfully.
"You know the sex between Kevin me is good," I countered, always satisfied by him in the past.
"And you know our sex is great," she said with a smirk.
"I'm not a lesbian!" I protested again.
She countered, moving directly in front of me and whispering, "You will be."
My pussy gushed at her tone as I stammered, "W-w-will not."
"Denial is cute on you," she smiled, before winking at me and heading off to class.
A couple days later, she was writing her senior paper while I was studying for a chemistry test when I got pulled deeper into my submission to Kelly.
She was at my computer desk with writer's block and getting very frustrated when she said, "I think I need a break."
I looked up, "Snacks?"
"For you," she nodded, rolling the chair away from the desk.
I instantly knew what she was insinuating. She wanted me under my desk licking her while she worked. I said, "You're not serious?"
"You said you wanted a snack?" She shrugged, pulling off her yoga pants.
"I meant real food," I countered.
"This is very nourishing," she countered back, pulling her panties off.
I didn't move, even though again my mouth was watering, a condition that was frustrating.
"Now, my pet," she ordered, sliding forward in her chair.
"I'm not your pet," I protested weakly.
She opened her legs to showcase her shaved pussy and asked knowingly, "You haven't stopped thinking about servicing me have you, Liz?"
My face went red. Deciding to counter my embarrassment at the fact that she was right, I sarcastically responded crudely, "Yes, Kelly, all I think about is eating your box."
Ignoring my sarcasm, she nodded, "I know, Liz. You're still in denial, but I know you better than you know yourself, and you crave this."
"Crave what?" I questioned, frustrated by just how well she knew me.
"Submission to me," she shrugged, her finger going to her pussy.
"That's silly," I pointed out. "I just like sex."
"Exactly," she nodded, "now come get your snack."
"Fine!" I said dramatically, as if I was just doing it because she was nagging me. I crawled under the desk, my desk, and she rolled the chair back towards me putting me between her legs.
Deciding to tease her, I kissed and licked her thighs for a little while until she said annoyed, "Don't you have a job to do?"
"Sorry" I apologized absurdly and I began licking her pussy lips.
"That's better my lesbian slut, keep licking just like that," she moaned, which oddly made me happy to know she was enjoying it. I kept licking and darting my tongue in between her folds until she demanded, "Finger fuck me while you lick me with your slutty tongue"
Once again I quickly obeyed and inserted 2 fingers inside her wetness.
"You like this don't you Liz, pleasing your best friend?" Kelly questioned.
I had to admit it was very hot and sexy to be eating her pussy under the desk and I admitted, "Yes."
"Yes, what?" She questioned.
"Yes, I like it," I admitted, between licks.
"You like what, liz?" She asked, her tone annoyed at my short answers
"I like pleasing your pussy," I added.
"Is it getting you horny?" She asked.
"Yes," I again admitted, my panties wet.
"Good girl, finger me faster to get your reward, slut," she demanded, as her moans increased.
I sped up, remembering what my reward was the last time, getting fucked with that nice big black strap-on. She finally started quivering and then let loose on my face. I licked completely throughout her orgasm, not wanting to miss any of her addicting cum.
"Good girl, did you like your reward?" she asked, a minute later as she rolled the chair back.
"What, I didn't cum?" I asked, puzzled, thinking of the strap-on.
"Oh, I wasn't planning on getting you off, you have Kevin for that. Go bounce on him"
"Than what was my reward?" I asked again, incredulously.
"You got my cum like I know you have been thinking about since the other night," she shrugged, standing up and reaching for her panties.
Although that was true, I couldn't admit it, so I texted Kevin:
Need your cock now!
I waited fifteen minutes for a response while trying to study, but he didn't answer.
"No response from small dick?" She asked.
"His dick is fine," I said, even as I envisioned her bigger strap-on.
"You'd take mine over his any day," she challenged.
"I'd sure take it now," I countered, still horny from pleasuring her.
"I only fuck people who know their place," she smiled, turning around in the chair to face me.
"Know their place?" I questioned, even though I had a hunch where she was going with this.
"Yes, the hierarchy of sexual submission," she said.
"I assume you're on the top," I smiled, trying to keep it playful.
"Both figuratively and literally," she smiled, standing up and walking towards me on the bed.
Rolling from my tummy onto my side I asked, "But what if I want to be on top?"
She pushed me onto my back, quickly pulled her panties off, straddle my face and clarified, "There can only be one top."
She lowered her cunt back onto my face, and I instinctively did as expected...I pleasured her.
"That's it, my slut," she moaned. "You're such a good pussy pleaser."
The strange compliment turned me on even more.
After a few minutes of licking, she began bouncing on my face. The act was naughty and awkward, yet it again only enhanced my eagerness as she used me for her own personal pleasure. Suddenly she collapsed her cunt on me and began rubbing back and forth, literally grinding on my face. Seconds later, my face, already very wet from her cunt, was drenched as she came a second time.
I continued licking throughout her orgasm, frustratingly becoming addicted to her pussy juices.
When she finally got off me, she said, "You lucky girl...two treats in one evening."
My eyes went wide, as I questioned" "You're not going to return the favour?"
"I'm not a dyke, you are," she shrugged returning to the computer chair.
"You fucking bitch," I snapped, annoyed as hell.
She stood up and asked, "You really want to come?"
My body was literally trembling with need. She went to my wall of Barbies; I know, I was eighteen and still had Barbies, but most were collectible and still in their boxes, and grabbed my only open Ken doll.
I stammered, "W-w-what are you doing?"
"Letting you get fucked by a real man," she smiled, joining me on the bed.
"You can't be serious," I questioned.
"Spread those legs, slut," she ordered, roughly pulling my legs apart.
"It's a doll," I said, pointing out the obvious.
"And your newest fuck toy," she smiled, as she immediately slipped it in my very wet cunt.
"Fuuuuuuck," I screamed, both out of shock at what she had just shoved in my cunt and at the pleasure of how good it surprisingly felt.
"Shit, you easily took Ken's head," she laughed, as she began pumping the Ken doll in and out of me.
"You put his head in?" I moaned, shocked that she had chosen that end.
"His head is like the mushroom top of a cock," she shrugged, continuing to pump half of a Barbie toy in and out of my burning cunt.
"Oh God," I moaned a few seconds later, my long denied orgasm building quickly.
"Oh God, fuck me faster," I demanded.
"With what?" She questioned, her tone hinting at how clearly amused she was.
"Fuck my cunt with my Ken doll," I demanded desperately, the desire to come overriding any sort of humility.
"You mean your new Ken fuck toy?" She corrected.
"Yes, my Ken fuck-toy," I mindlessly agreed, my orgasm already near eruption.
"Come, my little lez slut," she demanded, slamming the Ken doll in me and suddenly flicking my clit with her finger.
"Oh God, oh God, oh, oh, oh, fucking fuuuuuuuck," I incoherently babbled and screamed as the double pleasure created a powerful orgasm that coursed through me.
As my orgasm continued to bring me pleasure, she pulled the doll out and said, "You really are one insatiable slut."
"Takes one to know one," I quipped, trying to regain my breath.
"Touché," she winked, tossed the Ken doll on the bed and quipped, "in case you need another orgasm."
The next hour, we actually did school work, and once she left for home, after reminding me I was her pussy slut, I grabbed the still sticky Ken doll and fucked myself to another orgasm.
It was a week later, a week where Kelly constantly called me her pussy pleaser, pet, slave, lesbo slut, and her new favorite nickname, Lizzie Lezzie and yet she never once allowed me to please her again. The teasing, mixed with the constant hunger I had to taste her again, got me constantly horny and with Kevin still aloof since the accidental Kelly utterance, my Ken doll had indeed become my new best friend.
Then one Friday night, a night Kevin and I had been planning for a couple weeks, he picked me up and instead of going for a fancy dinner like we were supposed to for our six month anniversary, he broke up with me.
He gave me some bullshit about how it had to happen anyways since we would be going off to different colleges soon. I told him he was making a huge mistake and broke down. I called Kelly and asked her to pick me up at the 7-11 that was across the street from where Kevin had so eloquently dumped me.
As I left his car, I said, "You'll regret this you dumb fuck." I slammed the door and then, cold spite taking over, I opened the door again and added, "Plus, you have the smallest dick I have ever seen."
"Bitch," he snapped back, as I slammed the door a second time.
I smiled as I got in one last shot, thinking that Kelly's strap-on and my Ken doll both satisfied me more than his tiny cock anyways. I waited ten minutes, and as soon as Kelly pulled up I broke down and cried as she hugged me. The ride home was a blur of mixed emotions. I thought I loved him and I thought he loved me; yet now I didn't understand what love was.
When we got to her place we changed into pajamas and I laid on her lap on the couch as we watched our favourite movie: Grease.
Kelly, who was always a good friend, regardless of the sexual tension power trip that had transpired the past few weeks, said all the stuff a good friend should:
"Fuck Kevin." (Which made me laugh since that was what probably led to the break-up)
"Who needs a boy." (Which was ironic considering my greatest sexual pleasure lately was with Kelly)
"I never liked him." (Which was obvious...she tolerated him, just like he tolerated her)
"He made a mistake letting you go." (This is exactly what I had said to him)
She said all that and much more while wiping the tears from my eyes and gently caressing my hair. I fell asleep resting on her lap so she snuck away and got a pillow and blanket and covered me up.
I awoke the next morning to discover this, and that she was passed out on the floor next to the couch.
She woke up a few minutes later and gave me a big hug. I was happy to have a friend like her. She declared, "Today is no clothing day."
"What?" I asked.
"Well, my parents are still in Europe or Africa or wherever," she said.
"You're geography skills are alarming," I joked, standing up to stretch.
"Get undressed," Kelly ordered, as she stripped in her living room.
"Yes, drill sergeant," I quipped, saluting her.
"Oh, I can be a drill sergeant, all right," she smiled, the innuendo obvious.
Once we were both naked, she suggested, "You need a shower."
"Are you saying I stink?" I joked.
"No," she smiled, "I'm saying you look like a fucking circus freak from all your crying last night."
I laughed and headed to the shower. I wasn't in there two minutes, when I heard Kelly come into the bathroom. A second later she was in the shower with me.
I went to make a joke about how this is how porn movies start when she leaned in and kissed me. We had kissed each other before to tease our boyfriends, but this was different. Yes, I had eaten her pussy on a few occasions, but that was sex. This was different. It was tender, intimate and all consuming. I melted into her lips and into her as our hands explored each other's bodies. Kissing her felt so much more natural than anything I had ever done...Kevin was a distant memory...the one I really loved was right in front of me.
She washed my body; I washed hers.
Out of the shower, Kelly acted normal as we sat on the couch...utterly naked. I was confused. My feelings for Kelly had changed. Sure, I loved her and adored her...but now that had shifted from friend to...well...that is what I couldn't figure out. The kiss opened a door I didn't know existed. I was a wild girl who loved sex so eating her out was just sex. But now I wanted it to be more than just sex.
As we watched Grease 2...a greatly undervalued movie, if you ask me, she caught me taking quick glimpses of her legs, her breasts and her body.
Twenty minutes into the movie which I wasn't really watching, she asked, "Liz, is something distracting you?"
I feigned, "oh no, I'm just still upset." I could feel my cheeks turning red as I looked back at the television.
"It seemed to me you were starting at my boobs," she pointed out.
God, she was good. "I was not! I was just staring off into space is all," I lied.
As she joked about how it was ludicrous they couldn't tell who was the 'Cool Rider', I returned to staring at her...I couldn't help it. A locked part of me had been unlocked and it was consuming my very being.
She smiled, "Are you staring into space again?"
"What?" I asked, distracted, thinking of sucking on her big DD tits.
"Do you want to score tonight?" She quipped, mocking the song currently playing on the screen.
Without even thinking, I leaned forward and kissed her. We kissed for an eternity, before she broke the kiss and offered, "Go ahead."
"What?" I asked, completely smitten with my best friend.
"Play with my tits," she offered, somehow reading my mind again...she really did know me better than I knew myself.
I leaned forward and cupped her massive breasts. "May I suck them?" I asked, a moment later.
"I insist," she smiled.
I kissed them, licked them, and nibbled them, in awe of how big they were.
"That's it Lizzie Lezzie, worship my tits," she moaned.
"They're so big," I whispered, continuing to swirl my tongue around her nipple.
"You have nice tits too," she complimented.
"They're so small compared to yours," I retorted.
"They're perfect," she smiled, pulling me back up for another kiss.
Our breasts were pressed together as our tongues explored each other's mouths.
Breaking the kiss, she said, "I only do this on special occasions."
"Do what?" I asked, gazing into her green eyes.
"This," she smiled, pushing me onto the couch and burying her face in my cunt.
"Oh, God," I moaned instantly. For someone who didn't eat cunt, she was making me feel amazing. Kevin just roamed around aimlessly the rare time he went down on me, but Kelly explored every inch of my pussy.
"You like this, my pet?" she asked, as her tongue parted my pussy lips.
"I love it," I moaned.
"Tell me what you are," she said, as she moved up to my swollen clit.
"Your pet," I answered, without reservation.
She slid her finger inside my pussy and as she pleasured my clit, she found my elusive (I hadn't even been sure it really existed) g-spot. Instantly, my legs stiffened, my body erupted and I flooded my best friend's face as I screamed, "Fuuuuck, yes, I lovvve you."
She continued licking me until I pushed her away and whined, "Too sensitive."
She sat up and said, "I may do that on more than special occasions."
"You look extra hot with pussy juice all over your face," I countered.
"I think it is time for you to have a similar look," she retorted, straddling my face on the couch, as I sat back.
I didn't hesitate, licking her pussy eagerly.
I replicated the pleasing she had given to me.
"Stop teasing me, slut," she moaned, not liking to be teased.
"As you wish," I replied, sliding two fingers in her cunt and searching for her g-spot. It took some work, especially in my awkward position, but when I did she erupted.
"Oh fuck, yes you cunt licking, slutttttttt," she screamed, grabbing my head and coming all over my face.
I lapped up her juice as if it was wine, savoring every last drop.
As she sat back down beside me, she smiled, "You look good covered in cunt juice, too."
"It's the newest accessory," I smiled.
She laughed and said, "I love you, too, Liz."
I smiled, a warmth pouring through me, "Ditto."
"Did you just 'Ghost' me?' she asked with a smile.
"No," I teased, "I was Patrick Swayze-ing you."
She leaned in and kissed me again. When she broke it, she smiled, "So, revenge on Kevin."
"I'm listening," I smiled, although I no longer gave a fuck, literally and figuratively about the small dicked wonder.
"He has a lot of cute friends," she smiled, her devious sexy mind hard at work.
"Yes, yes he does," I nodded, before adding, "although I'd rather just keep fucking you."
"Oh, that you will, my pet," she smiled, before adding, "but that doesn't mean we can't have other fun too."
"Like what?" I smiled, reading her mind, "A Kevin's friends' gangbang?"
"That is exactly what I am thinking," she smiled, before adding, "although I was thinking orgy."
THE END
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My Best Friend's Hot Mom
My best friend's mom is hot, I mean smoking hot, and she knows it. She walks around in bikinis that showcase her long legs, tight ass and big tits; she also dresses up often in pantyhose and short skirts that have all of us guys drooling. Every one of Barry's friends call her a MILF, much to Barry's chagrin, and each of us have shot a ton of cum out of our cocks fantasizing about her.
For me, fantasy became reality this summer.
Sandra, Barry's mom, asked me if I could help her build a new shed for their back yard. I, of course, said yes, for a few reasons:
1. She offered me good money to do it.
2. It was what I did, build things and I could do it a lot cheaper and faster than a company could.
3. I would be around her house every day for three weeks or so.
4. I hoped to get to fuck her...even though it still seemed like a far-fetched dream.
She suggested I start the second week of July, which happily coincided with Barry would be gone on a two week hiking trip with his father (a dumb ass who divorced Sandra a few years ago...no one can fathom why). I, of course, agreed and shot a load in her honour every day until I started working for her.
The week before I started, I got to see her every day as I brought over designs for the shed. Every day she would suggest changes that required me to bring back a different design. She dressed in sundresses every day, or a t-shirt and short shorts that almost no adult should wear...except her. It was like she was taunting me to take her, even though she had always dressed like this...something I believe frustrated her jealous ex-husband.
Anyway, we finally agreed on a design and as I left she said, "I'm really looking forward to getting to know you better, Evan."
"Me too," I nodded, realizing my response didn't even make sense.
She smiled her dazzling, knee buckling smile, and added, "Be warned it's supposed to be a hundred degrees all week."
"I will dress appropriately," I shrugged.
She winked, the first hint of her ulterior motives, "I'm not sure I will."
Just then Barry came downstairs and we headed out for one last night of partying before he went on his trip...oblivious to the fact that I was hoping that while he was gone I would get to fuck his mother.
I arrived as scheduled at eight the following morning and was greeted by Sandra, in a robe, clearly having just gotten up. I could see a little of her ample cleavage, and briefly fantasized just tugging her robe open and devouring her right then and there. That said, I wanted to take my time, to be sure I had read the many signs of her interest in me right...it would be humiliating and potentially friendship ending if I was wrong.
She sent me out back where the supplies had all arrived the day before, and I started working. I was a couple hours in when she first came out to check on me. Dressed in a two piece bikini that showcased every curve of her perfect body, my cock instantly woke up in my shorts.
She asked, "How's it coming?"
I answered, (ignoring playing on the word coming even though it was tempting, instead using the words my dad always did when asked a similar question, "Slow and steady."
She said, "Going for a swim. Feel free to join me if you like."
"Not at the moment, ma'am," I nodded, because I knew if I did I would be done for the day.
"It's Sandra," she corrected. "My mother is ma'am."
"Of course, Sandra," I nodded, watching her turn around and dive fluidly into the pool.
The next half hour was a constant distraction as I tried to work, while nearby the most beautiful MILF in the world swam laps.
When she got out, it was as if in slow motion, like in that classic 80s movie Fast Times at Ridgemont High, where Phoebe Cates comes out of the pool. My cock again got hard, as she grabbed a towel and asked, "Would you like a lemonade?"
"Sure," I agreed, wanting her to come back outside, and actually quite thirsty. I also took this time to take off my shirt and showcase my upper body which is very toned.
I worked for a couple of minutes until she returned with a glass of lemonade. She was still in her two piece swim suit and complimented, "Looking good."
"How can you tell, it's just a few pieces of wood scattered about?" I joked.
"I wasn't talking about the shed," she said, matter-of-factly, before smiling and turning and going back over to the pool, then sitting on a lounge chair.
I reluctantly returned to work. I wasn't working two minutes, when she called, "Evan, would you be a dear and come give me a hand for a moment."
"Sure," I called back wiping my hands on my shorts and going over to her.
She was applying lotion on her body when I reached her. She asked, "Would you please put some lotion on my neck and back?"
It was every teen boy's fantasy to put suntan lotion on a hot MILF. I, of course, said, "Sure, I'd love to."
She handed me the lotion, rolled onto her stomach and I sat down beside her. "Could you also undo my bikini top? I don't want a tan line for my niece's wedding in a couple of weeks."
I wondered what outfit she could possibly be wearing that such a tan line would be seen, but I agreed like any horny boy would, "Of-of-of course."
The bikini easily fell aside and I could now see the sides of her voluptuous breasts. I thought about going for broke right then and there, but decided to just play along, sensing that the inevitable was close. I thoroughly covered her neck, shoulders and back with lotion, massaging gently while I did. She let out a soft moan as I moved lower, to just above her ass.
Deciding to continue to add to the slow seduction we were both performing on each other, I asked, "Aren't you worried about tan lines on your bottom too?"
"Should I be?" She asked back, playfully.
"Just asking," I countered, in an attempt to be flirtatious, "I'm not sure what the proper tan line etiquette is honestly."
"Better safe than sorry," she said back, lifting up her hips and surprising even me. I watched as she tugged the strings and uncovered her tight ass.
"Agreed," I barely got out, my fantasy MILF now naked in front of me.
"Can you do my torso area, too?" She asked.
"If you insist," I agreed, my already hard cock begging for release in my tight shorts. Although I am a confident guy with the ladies, I felt my hands trembling as I poured lotion on her ass and began rubbing it in. It was surreal, and I made sure to lotion her whole ass and down her thighs a bit.
As I was about to finish she said, "Be sure to get my ass crack, hate to have a tan line there."
"That would be mortifying," I quipped back, as I coated my finger and put lotion between her ass cheeks. I was so tempted to slide my fingers further between her ass cheeks, all the way to her back door, or to attempt to slide my fingers to her pussy in the small window that existed between her legs...I couldn't see her pussy, but I did have access to it if I could just get the nerve to take the risk.
As I contemplated all the things I could do to my best friend's mother, she ended the brief moment of teenage fantasy, "Thanks, sweetie."
I stammered, drawn back to reality, "N-n-no problem."
I stood up, stared at her naked beauty briefly, and returned to work, adjusting my cock as I walked.
The next hour, I worked and tried not to spend too much time staring at the naked perfection lying nearby.
Around eleven, she put her bikini top and bottom back on, and wordlessly went back in the house. I was frustrated that I never got a full look at her rack or her pussy. I assumed a woman like her kept it trimmed or shaved, but inquiring minds want to know.
The sexual tension already high in just the first morning, it seemed obvious we both wanted the same thing. I worked the next hour relentlessly, beating my sexual frustrations away,  and was just getting ready to go and pick something up for lunch when she came back out, now dressed in a sun dress, five inch heels and, shocking in today's heat, pantyhose...which is my fetish. Although she is a beautiful woman, I always loved how she often wore pantyhose while in the house, even under her jeans.
"I'm heading out for a while," she announced.
"I see," I nodded, asking, "Isn't it a little hot for pantyhose?"
"Isn't a little too hot to be wearing a shirt?" She countered.
I laughed, "I just put it on a couple of minutes ago. I was about to go and get a bite to eat and most restaurants have that whole no shirt, no service rule."
"Such a pity," she shrugged. "I'll be back in a couple of hours, I left my cell number on the kitchen table in case you need anything."
"I should be all right," I shrugged.
"I do mean anything," she repeated, stressing the word 'anything'.
"Good to know," I nodded back, the chess game of sexual seduction continuing.
I watched her leave and followed a couple of minutes later.
I didn't see her again all afternoon until I was finishing up at around five. I went inside and saw she was on her couch, her stocking-clad feet on the table, her toenails painted purple which was hot, as she watched CNN.
She turned around, hearing me, and asked, "Done for the day?"
"I think so," I answered, still focusing on her long legs and pretty feet.
"Why don't you take a seat and visit for a bit?" She offered.
"I'm all dirty and sweaty," I replied, not wanting to wreck her white furniture.
"I bet you are," she quipped, the words dripping with sexual implication.
"I need a shower," I admitted.
"I think I have one of those upstairs," she smiled playfully.
"Do you?" I joked.
"I have two, actually," she added, "although the one upstairs in my room has better water pressure."
"Good to know," I nodded.
"Go shower," she ordered, "and I will order some food. I hate eating alone and with Barry gone all week...it's awful lonely here."
The offer too good to reject, the likelihood of something happening later growing greater by the moment, I agreed. "Sure, although I don't have any clean clothes."
"I'll get you some," she said.
I began walking towards the bathroom on the main floor, but she repeated the suggestion, "Go use my shower."
"Okay," I agreed, my cock again fully stiff in my pants with anticipation.
I went to her room, to the bathroom, quickly got undressed and jumped in the shower. I wasn't in there more than a couple of minutes when I heard her voice. "Like the water pressure?"
I froze, ironically lathering my cock at the moment. I finally said, "Yes, it's very powerful."
"It's all steamy in here, you must like it hot," she quipped, every word dripping with flirtation.
"That I do," I responded, not being able to see her making it easier to flirt back.
"Do you need any help?" She asked, as she shocked me by joining me in the shower, unfortunately no longer in pantyhose.
My hand around my cock, I again froze...I was now starring at my very naked MILF fantasy...who was completely shaven and even more perfect than I had fantasized.
"Is that for me?" She asked, looking down at my fully erect and still sudsy eight inch cock. "It's even bigger than I thought it would be."
I couldn't talk. I wanted to say something witty like I would to any of the teen sluts I fucked and often dominated, yet I was speechless.
"I'll take your inability to speak as a yes," she smiled, dropping to her knees and taking my cock in her hand.
I gasped...my long-held fantasy finally coming true.
As if reading my mind, she asked, "I bet you have fantasized about this moment for a long time, haven't you Evan?"
I stammered, "Y-y-yes."
"Did you fantasize this?" She asked, as she learned forward and took my cock in her mouth.
I groaned, "Forever."
I had never had sex in the shower before, but watching her bob up and down on my cock as water sprayed on us was exhilarating.
Sadly, with the fantasy coming true, and her mouth such pure perfection, I lasted just over a minute before I warned, "I'm going to come."
Her response was to bob faster and deep throat all eight inches of my cock. It was too much and I spewed my load down her eager throat. She didn't slow down until every last drop was deposited. Once done, she stood up and said, "What a delicious appetizer."
Before I could speak, she got out of the shower and added, "I left some clothes for you to put on."
"Uh, thanks," I said, bewildered by what had just transpired and by the fact that just as quickly as she had joined me, she had left.
I finished showering in a hurry and got out. On the toilet was a speedo...nothing else. I shook my head amused, dried off and put on the speedo which left nothing to the imagination.
Walking out, I couldn't find her anywhere. Eventually, I went outside and saw she was in the pool again. She waved me over, "Come for a dip."
I joked, finally my old confidence back, "Oh, I think I plan to do more than just dip; I plan to do some deep drilling."
She smiled, "I hope you're not all talk, no action."
I joined her in the pool and aggressively kissed her. She responded back with her tongue in my mouth and her hand going directly to my cock, which was already stiff again.
I began cupping her big tits through her thin bikini top. Breaking the kiss, I sat up on the edge of the pool and ordered, "Suck me."
"Didn't I already do that?" She asked coyly.
"I want to watch those sexy lips worship my cock," I said, looking down at her.
"You're really a naughty boy," she teased, as she tugged my speedo down.
"And you're a really sexy slut," I counted, feeling confident name calling would turn her on.
Once my speedo was off, she devoured my cock, bobbing like many of the teenage sluts who tried to impress me. The difference was she didn't gag, or slow down, and she got all of me in her mouth.
As she sucked, I told her, "I plan to make you my personal MILF fuck toy all summer, my slut."
"Mmmmmmm," she moaned on my cock, not slowing down at all.
After a couple more minutes of watching my MILF fantasy suck cock just as I had envisioned she could, I ordered, "Get naked."
She took my cock out of her mouth and quickly got out of her bikini top and bottom, tossing both at me...with a devious smile.
I got back in the pool, lifted her up, and slowly lifted her onto my cock.
"Oh God, you're so strong," she giggled when I picked her up and she gasped as she realized my intentions as I awkwardly lowered her on my cock. "Oh fuck, I love a man who takes charrrrge."
"And I love a beautiful woman who understands her place," I replied, as my cock slowly, the water a great defensive barrier to getting inside her, penetrated her.
"You think I'm beautiful?" She asked, smiling.
"You're the hottest MILF I know," I replied, as my mushroom top finally slid inside her.
"Ohhhhh," she moaned, as I entered her. "I've wanted you forever."
"I know," I smugly replied, before adding, "I've been fantasizing this moment for a long time."
As my whole cock filled her, she moaned, "Do you know how many times I pleasured myself while you were over, wishing you would sneak into my room and just take me."
"About as many times as I imagined it," I quipped back, as I began to fuck her while still holding her.
"Oh my God," she moaned, "you really are sooooo strong."
I kept fucking her, even as holding her got gruelling, wanting to impress her. After a few minutes of fucking her she began talking dirty to me: "Fuck, I love your cock," and "Drill my cunt," and "Fill my cunt with that big snake of yours," and "I can't believe we waited this long," and "God I love your big cock."
It was amazing having my fantasy come true, but even hotter hearing her talk so nastily.
Finally my arms burned and I slid out of her as she whined, "No, keep fucking me."
Deciding to let her do the work for a while, plus wanting to watch those tits bounce, I ordered, as I got out of the pool and sat down on a lounge chair, "Come straddle me."
She got out of the pool, stared at my completely at attention cock, and joked, "If I ride you I think the whole neighbourhood will hear my screams."
"Then let the whole neighbourhood hear you scream," I shrugged.
"You really are a dirty boy," she smiled, as she straddled me and lowered herself onto my cock.
"And you love it," I smirked, "Don't you?"
"God, yessssss," she moaned as she engulfed my cock.
"I want to see those tits bouncing," I ordered, as all my cock disappeared inside her cunt.
"You're a tit man?" She asked, as she cupped them and leaned forward for them to be in my face.
"I'm a tits, cunt, ass and legs man," I countered, as I took her erect left nipple in my mouth, while simultaneously slapping her ass. "Now ride me, my slut."
"Yes, sir," she moaned, as I bit her nipple and she began riding my cock.
I moved from left to right, replicating the nipple attention before leaning back and ordering, "Sit up straight, I want to see that body shake."
She smiled, "So eloquent."
I smiled as I watched her ride and bounce. Her tits were perfect as were the moans of pleasure coming from her pursed lips. There is nothing hotter than a woman in the quest for pleasure. Her eyes show hunger, her mouth shows pleasure and her body gives into the lust.
Her moans continued to get louder and I knew she was close to coming when I began bucking up to meet her downward movements.
"Fuuuuuck, yesss," she screamed, the first time I met her movements.
"Come, my slut," I grunted, continuing to buck up to meet her.
"God, yes, Evan, I love your cock so fuckiiiing much," she declared loudly.
"And I love having my own personal fuck toy," I declared back.
"Oh yes, make me your slutttttt," she moaned loudly, her breathing getting erratic.
Wanting to fuck her to orgasm, I used my strength to grab her, flip her over like a rag doll, and grab her ankles. With her legs high up in the air I slammed back into her cunt.
"Oh fuuuuuuuck," she screamed, as I reached new depths inside her hot box. "Oh yes, give me that big dick."
I obliged, slamming into her.
"Oh fuck, yes, pound me," she continued, her breathing heavy.
"Are you close?" I asked, even though I knew the answer.
"Ready to erupttttt," she moaned.
"I'm going to come in that slut box of yours," I warned, curious for her reaction.
"Yes, baby, fill my fuck hole with your cum baby, I want it sooo bad," she replied, as I let go of her ankles. She wrapped her legs around me and began trying to pull me in deeper.
I held back from coming, wanting to climax simultaneously with her, then demanded, "Come, my slut, come for me."
Her hand slapped her clit and in seconds she screamed, loud enough to not only make her neighbours aware, but to wake the dead, "Yes, you mother fuckerrrrrrrr."
I grunted too, letting my cum spray inside her, as I thought to myself I was indeed a mother fucker, "Here it comes, sluttttttt."
I pumped my cum inside her, even as she continued quaking with her own orgasm. "Oh fuck, you're soooo good," she moaned.
"You're not too bad yourself," I smiled, as I pulled out of her and watched as a mixture of her cum and mine leaked out of her cunt.
"Fuck," was all she could muster as her body recovered from her orgasm. Finally she said, as my cock finally calmed down, "Maybe we should continue this inside. I'm afraid the neighbours may be wondering if I have been murdered."
"Or fucked thoroughly," I quipped.
"Or that, too," she laughed, standing up.
"You really are fucking hot," I said, her body so amazing.
"As are you," she smiled back, putting her hands on my chest.



Suddenly my belly growled, "So did you order food?"
"Still hungry?" She smiled seductively.
"Oh, we're just getting started," I replied, knowing I had a few loads left in me.
"Fuck I love the recovery time of young men," she said, stroking my cock.
"If I get hard again before I eat," I informed her, testing the waters, "the next hole I take is your ass."
"Is that a promise?" She smiled.
"A one hundred percent guarantee," I smiled, as I had promised when I said I would have her shed done in three weeks.
"Well, I can't question such professional dedication," she flirted, grabbing my hand and leading me into the house.
Once inside, I suggested she order food, which she did. I asked, "I thought you ordered food when I went to shower?"
"I was going to but I decided to just have a cocktail first," she smiled.
I laughed out loud at her joke, before I snapped my fingers and pointed to my cock. She smirked, "Does that work with the teenage sluts?"
"It works for all sluts who want my cock," I confidently retorted.
"So it does," she smiled, as she dropped to her knees in the kitchen and took my cock back in her mouth.
I watched her get my semi-erect cock ready for action before I asked, "Do you have any lube?"
"In the bedroom," she answered.
"Go get it, I want to fuck you in the kitchen," I said with authority.
"I want you to fuck me in every room of this house," she countered, standing up.
"That is a wish I think I can grant," I smiled, thinking how surreal it would be to fuck my friend's mom in his bed or on the couch downstairs where we often played ps4.
When she returned, she handed me the lube and asked, "Where do you want me?"
"Bend over the kitchen counter," I pointed.
She obeyed, and I generously lubed her asshole and my cock. I had only fucked a few girls in the ass and all but one did it reluctantly. The idea that she wanted it in the ass was the ultimate turn-on as I went 3 for 3 in her holes. I moved behind her, spread her ass cheeks apart, and slid my cock, into her ass...her very sexy ass.
She moaned, "Mmmmmm, that's it sexy, fill my ass with that big dick of yours."
"Already am," I moaned myself, her ass so fucking tight.
Once all in, I slowly began moving back and forth, trying to widen her asshole.
She moaned, "That's it, take my ass, stud."
"You're an even bigger slut than I imagined," I groaned, as I continued the slow pumps.
"And your cock is even bigger than I imagined," she countered, "and I have imagined it a LOT."
"As I have you," I admitted.
"Don't make love to my ass," she demanded, "fuck the shit out of it."
I laughed out loud at her hilarious words, but again obliged, as I grabbed her hips and began slamming into her.
"Oh God, yessss," she screamed, as I went deep inside her.
"You like that?" I questioned.
"Fucking love it," she replied, "make me your ass slut."
"That I will," I agreed, continuing to slam into her.
I had fucked her hard for fifteen minutes having already come twice, this was going to be a marathon fuck when she asked, "Can I ride you?"
"Sure," I agreed, curious what she had in mind.
I pulled out, she pushed me onto a kitchen chair, turned her back to me before straddling me and asked, "Can you hold me up?"
"Of course," I nodded, as she put her feet on my legs while I held her waist, and then lowered herself onto my cock, taking it, amazingly, back in her ass.
"Fuuuuuuuck," she screamed, as my cock disappeared in her ass again.
This position created a whole new sensation and as she rode my cock, in only a couple of minutes in this position, I could feel my balls boiling.
She frantically was rubbing her clit and she became the first woman I have ever ass fucked who came from it as she screamed, leaning back on me with all her weight, "Fucking holy shiiiiiit," as she reached orgasm again.
I held her firmly as her orgasm coursed through her. When she was done, I ordered, "Finish me with those cocksucking lips."
"Okay," she agreed, weakly, her body obviously drained from her two orgasms.
She slid off, turned on the floor, between my legs and took the cock that was just up her ass in her mouth. The act was so hot, so dirty, so sexy, that my balls immediately returned to boil.
In only a couple more minutes of getting blown by this beautiful MILF, I was ready to cum. I ordered, as I pulled out, "Open wide."
She obeyed looking even more beautiful with her red cheeks and her wide open mouth waiting to catch my cum. I furiously pumped my cock as she continued to talk dirty, "Come all over your slut's face."
Yet again I obliged her wishes, as my cum shot out of my cock, the first rope hitting her directly between the eyes, the second on her cheek as her head moved slightly and the third on her chin...most not going into her mouth.
I slid my cock back between her eager lips and was pumping my cock to allow her to retrieve every last remnant of my cum when the doorbell rang.
She froze.
I pulled out and said. "You should probably get that."
"Can you?" She asked, suddenly mortified by the cum all over her face.
"Actually you can, and keep that cum on your face," I ordered, loving the power I had over her.
"Seriously?" She questioned, still on her knees.
"Yes." I nodded, "a good slut obeys without hesitation and has no shame."
She licked my cockhead and said with a smile, "You're really a bad boy."
"And you love it," I smirked, as the doorbell rang again.
She stood up, "You know I do."
She grabbed her purse from the table, and a towel that was on the floor from earlier today I assume, wrapped it around her body and went to the door.
I followed and watched from the side, out of view of the delivery person, as she opened the door. She greeted, "Hi. How much?"
The voice stammered, "T-t-twenty-eight seventeen."
She went through her purse, gave him money and said, "Keep the change."
"T-t-thanks," he stammered again.
She took the food and said, "Come again," before closing the door.
"Come again," I roared.
"That was aimed more at you," she smiled, bringing the food to the table.
"Well, I am a cum machine," I joked.
"And I'm a cum bucket," she quipped back, as she dropped to her knees and took my cock back in her mouth.
"Mrs. Robinson," I groaned, "you are insatiable."
She moaned in response as she deep throated my cock while I pulled the food out of the bag. As I began eating, while getting sucked, I doubted life ever would ever get any better than this.
The end
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Chapter 1: Revelation
My wife Helen's death was crushing to our family. She had been having cramps and had lost some
weight, but doctors said it was just colitis. When she was finally diagnosed with ovarian
cancer, it was too late to treat. Being 1973, treatments were far less effective than they are today. She died Thanksgiving weekend and made me a single father of two teens.
Billy had just turned eighteen when his mother passed, and Julie was just about to turn nineteen when the events that started this crazy journey took place (I know we literally had our children back to back). She had just finished her first year at a local college in a pre-vet program. The two kids could not have been more different in their personalities, enough so that many people didn't believe they were siblings. That said, both kids were really good looking. Billy was such a sweet young boy, rarely in trouble for anything and very close to his mother. He was suffering more than any of us and still hadn't come to grips with Helen's death. . Billy was tall, like me, at 6'2", dark haired, and just recently physically growing into his lanky frame.
Julie, on the other hand, was the wild child, always in some sort of mischief. Julie physically was more like her mother, short at 5'2". She was also a bit hippy and chesty like her mother, wearing D cup bras (which I learned when I first did her laundry...one of many chores that fell to me once my wife passed). Her dark hazel eyes were gorgeous and always seemed to draw the boys to her. Still, it was her chest that most everyone saw first in spite of a sparkling smile and beautiful eyes. Julie's outgoing personality bubbled all the time and she seemed a bottomless pit of energy. In high school, she was a cheerleader, in the chorus, the school council and in other clubs I no longer remember. She really was a social butterfly. Her blue eyes and short blond hair topped off a very spicy looking young girl who had plenty of boys wanting to date her.
I tried to have serious talks with both of them about sex and being careful, separately of course, but never felt I got anything more than a dismissive smile and a nod. Julie would be turning 19 in a couple of weeks and I insisted she see her doctor about birth control. She was intent on studying to be a vet and I wasn't going to let an accidental pregnancy derail her future.
We soon fell into a new routine without Helen and soon became relatively functional and always busy. My job at an ad agency kept me hopping, but I declined any travel that I used to do, so as not to be away overnight anymore. We always had dinner together at least four or five nights a week. I'm a decent cook and Julie was very much at home in the kitchen and very accomplished with basic dishes. By spring we were grieving less and beginning to extend our social lives slowly.
I wasn't dating, but I was having an occasional dinner at the golf club with a woman I had known for a few years and who had recently divorced. Our relationship was still platonic but she was fun to be around and enjoyed coming to our house for dinner over the weekend. The kids liked her and she very much enjoyed them. Nita Bradshaw was her name and she was exactly the same size as Julie so they had an instant bond with clothes as both had a hard time with anything fitting up top without being too loose elsewhere. Nita was happy to share from her huge wardrobe if Julie needed something different for some occasion...plus it was great to see Julie have an older female role model.
The Fourth of July long weekend of 1974 was the beginning of a series of events that would change all our lives forever. There was a big cookout at the club after a golf tournament for members and, as usual on Independence Day weekend, there was lots of drinking. Nita was a member as well, as were most of our friends, but we chose to pass on the golf and socialize all afternoon. While I visited with friends, Billy was at the pool most of the day and Julie played tennis with some girlfriends.
I was talking with some male friends when I noticed a very attractive woman come up to Nita and begin talking. I'd seen her at the club a few times but didn't know her. Although I wasn't listening at the beginning of the conversation they were having, as I was involved in one myself, Nita's facial expressions got me curious. I was just close enough to make out what they were saying:
The attractive woman seemed to be on the offensive, "You seemed to enjoy yourself last time."
Nita answered, "That is not true."
"Well, you enjoyed it the first time," the attractive woman countered.
"That's in the past," Nita replied, her tone implying she was clearly uncomfortable with the conversation.
"You should come tonight," the woman suggested.
"I don't think so," Nita answered.
"And when you change your mind, bring Bill," the woman added, ignoring Nita's rejection. "It would be good for him...VERY, VERY good for him."
"I don't think so," Nita said shaking her head.
"Think about it," the woman continued her aggressiveness.
I was drawn back into the conversation with my friends and didn't hear the rest of their conversation, although I was super curious what they were talking about, especially because Nita was not one to look uncomfortable in a conversation.
By the time I turned back to eavesdrop some more, the attractive woman was gone.
The cookout began at 6 0'clock and the kids were ravenous and grabbed some food and joined their friends. Nita and I waited until the line thinned out and we each grabbed a steak before retreating to a table under some shade trees.
"Who was that woman you were talking to this afternoon? I've seen her a few times but don't know her," I asked, fishing for information.
"That's Beth Conley. She and Dan live on Hanover a block down from me," she answered, without adding any hint about what the conversation was about.
"She seemed to want you and me to come to some event tonight," I said, too curious to let it go.
"Were you eavesdropping on my conversation with her?" She asked, her eyebrow raised.
"No, no, no. She was just talking loud enough that I could hear some of what she was saying. She seemed rather insistent," I said, defending myself.
"It wasn't anything we'd be interested in, so I told her we'd pass," she vaguely answered, oddly referring to us as a 'we'.
"Okay, if you say so," I shrugged. That hardly satisfied my curiosity, but I sensed Nita didn't want to go into any detail, at least right then, so I let it drop. Everyone was worn out after an afternoon in the sun and the drinking so we called it an early night.
It was a week later at Saturday morning breakfast when Julie said she was going to meet Dot at Conley's house with some other girls to plan some upcoming church charity event.
"Julie, is Dot's mother Beth Conley?" I asked, the past week the truth of that odd conversation always in the back of my mind.
"Yeah, why, do you know her?" Julie asked.
"No, but I saw her at the club last week and she knows Nita. They were talking and she invited Nita to a party that night but Nita declined," I said, before realizing I gave Julie more information than necessary.
"Did Nita tell you why she didn't want to go?" Julie asked, suddenly curious.
"No, she didn't want to talk about it," I admitted.
"Dad, do you know anything about the Conleys?" Julie asked, implying she knew something.
"No. Is there something I should know?" I asked.
"No. Just asking. Gotta run, I'm late," she said, clearly not comfortable discussing it with me, which only enhanced my growing curiosity (I hate not knowing things).
She was up and out the door before I could get another word out. Curiosity getting the best of me, I called Nita.
"Hi, it's me... Julie just left to go to the Conley's to meet with Dot, Beth Conley's daughter. I asked her if Beth Conley was her mother and she said 'yes' and asked me if I knew anything about them. When I said I didn't she blew it off and ran out the door. What's going on with these mystery people that everyone knows about but me?" I asked, no longer able to bite my tongue.
Nita sighed, before saying, "Bill, this is something we need to talk about in person, but I doubt it's something Julie would know about. Shall we do dinner tonight and I'll try to explain?"
"Sounds good. I'll go get some steaks and wine. Why don't you come over at five? Billy's doing an overnight across the street with friends and I'm not sure when Julie's due home but I'll get her one too," I offered, both of us loving barbecue meals and sitting outside enjoying the summer evening.
"Sounds great," she agreed.
"See you tonight," I said, eager to find out what this big secret was.
I ran my errands, had a shower and was fixing a drink when Nita drove up.
"Hi, right on time as usual. I'm fixing drinks, do, you want one?" I asked with a smile. Nita was a very attractive woman and incredibly sweet. Although I wasn't sure I was ready to actually date someone, I knew in my heart Helen would approve of Nita.
"Sure, the usual for me, although make it a double," she said, before asking, "Need any help getting dinner ready?"
"I'll let you make a salad. I've got the steaks marinating and potatoes to put in the
oven. Let's go outside and relax," I replied. In many ways we were already like a married couple...although we were not even dating.
Once outside and enjoying the early evening warmth, I said, "Your hair looks a little lighter. Did you get it done today?"
"I did. Do you like it? It's a little blonder. Now I need to tan more," she said, putting her hand through her hair.
"I do like it. You look very pretty tonight," I complimented, finding Nita even more attractive today. I hadn't been with anyone since Helen's death and Nita and I hadn't even kissed, but there was definitely chemistry between us.
She gave me a big smile and a wink, "Well, thank you sir. I'm so pleased you like it."
We chatted about our mundane day, with me wanting to know more about last week's conversation, but Nita seeming to avoid it. Each of us finishing our first drink, I finally brought it up, "So, this Conley thing."
She smiled, "I wondered how long it would take for you to bring it up. We should probably talk about it before Julie gets home."
"I would like to know what all the mystery is about. Are they in some kind of witness protection program?" I joked.
"No, but it's something they'd likely want to keep just as much their own secret," she said, clearly uncomfortable and tentative.
"You're only adding to the intrigue," I said, my mind spinning with no real idea in my head at what it could be and why Beth wanted me to become involved.
"It's just a dark side of my past," she ominously answered.
"I'm just so curious about why she wanted me to come to this thing and you said no," I continued, consumed by the desire to find out.
"It's rather complex," she sighed, before she said, "Let me just start at the beginning so you'll understand it all."
"Okay," I nodded, not expecting a story.
"Paul and I were in Atlanta for one of his business meetings and were staying the weekend to do some shopping. We ran into the Conleys at the hotel we were staying at. We were very surprised to see neighbors from down the block in the same hotel away from home and asked what they were doing in Atlanta. They invited us to the bar for drinks and after a few, Dan Conley told us what the deal was. They were what they termed "lifestylers", or swingers. There was a club that met at the hotel in Atlanta each month and took over two floors for their private party. It was a couple's swap party."
"R-r-really?" I stammered, the thought of someone as beautiful as Beth and Nita swinging instantly filling images in my head. Suddenly a thought popped into my head, 'Was the offer referred to the other day a swinger's party?' This, of course, led to other thoughts: 'Was there a swinger's club in our own town? Had Beth wanted me to come to her swinger's party!'
"We were quite shocked," Nita continued.
"I imagine you were," I nodded, trying to listen and be a part of the conversation, all the while my head was spinning with other thoughts.
"A bit embarrassed too, but they kept insisting on us being their guests and attending. We, of course, declined, and said it just wasn't us. They said the party didn't start until nine o'clock and to call them if we changed our mind. We left and went to dinner. All through dinner Paul kept talking about how it might be fun to just go and watch. I kept saying no but he wouldn't let it drop. Our marriage was already pretty stale at the time, and he accused me of being a prude and turning into a cold fish. Annoyed and wanting to prove to him I wasn't a 'cold fish', I snapped and agreed to go to only watch, with the one condition that as soon as I said it was time to leave, we would leave. He, of course, agreed."
"I'm guessing by your tone that you weren't really okay with it," I added, always good at reading people.
"I didn't want to go, especially with people there we knew, yet I was so pissed off at being called a prude that I wanted to prove him wrong," she explained.
"Makes sense," I nodded, "no one wants to be called such things." Ironically, most people assumed the reason their marriage ended was because she was a prude, although I sure hadn't felt that way since we've begun hanging out.
"It didn't really," she shrugged, "but it opened the door to everything else."
"How so?" I asked, the thought of Nita at a swinger's party making my cock hard. I found her incredibly beautiful and had considered many times trying to make a move on her. Yet, I just wasn't sure I was ready to move on.
"Let me continue the story," she said, "before I change my mind."
"Okay, okay, sorry," I said, dying to hear the rest.
"We went back to the hotel and called Beth and Dan. They were excited about introducing us to the "lifestyle" and she asked if I had something 'super sexy' to wear. Of course, I didn't, but she told us to come to their room as she always brought a few outfits with her so she could dress depending on her mood. Not surprisingly, all the outfits were slutty as hell and nothing I would ever wear. Yet, a couple more cocktails and some constant pressure from Beth and I ended up braless in a white blouse so sheer my nipples clear for all to see. I was also dressed in a plaid skirt that barely covered my butt cheeks and a thong that was as thin as dental floss that disappeared in my butt crack. Luckily, I couldn't wear her shoe size so I wasn't in the 5 inch platform porn star shoes, she wanted me to wear."
"It's hard to imagine you in that outfit, Nita. You're such a conservative dresser," I said, although I was completely envisioning the outfit she described.
"I know, when I looked in the mirror I looked like a slutty school girl," she continued, before adding, "but, truthfully, I felt sexy in it."
"I bet you looked hot," I added, my cock stiff.
"Oh, you like your ladies dressing up, do you?" She smiled teasingly.
I stammered, still finding it strange to be flirted with, "I-I-I don't know, Helen never wore or did such things."
"Good to know," she smiled with intent, yet another hint that she was willing and able if I ever decided to cross the 'friends' line. "Anyways, even though I looked really sexy, I was overshadowed by Beth's outfit, which was little more than a black body stocking with rhinestones which had Paul practically drooling and ignoring me completely."
"That's a shame," I said, knowing how insecure women could be.
"Well, it was anger that I believe led me to end up doing what I did," she continued.
"What did you do?" I asked, my cock begging for release from my shorts.
"You sure you want to hear this?" She asked. "I don't want you to change your opinion of me. I greatly value our friendship."
"I don't judge people on their past, Nita," I said, before adding, "trust me, I did some stupid shit when I was younger."
"You weren't always a perfect boy scout?" She asked, her eyebrow raised.
I laughed, "I never even joined the Boy Scouts."
"A pity," she smiled, her tone dripping with flirtation, "Boy Scouts know a lot of ways to tie a knot."
My face flushed at the innuendo. I quipped, flirting back, "I think I'm still pretty good with my hands."
"Good to know," she nodded. "So anyway, we went to the party. There had to be over a hundred people there. A DJ was playing bump and grind music I'd never heard before and the dance floor was filled with gyrating couples bumping and groping each other. It was nothing like I'd imagined...not that I had ever imagined such a party before the moment I was at one."
"I imagined crazy porn music," I joked.
"You watch porn?" she questioned, teasingly.
"Just swinger porn," I quipped back.
She stood up, "I think I will need another drink to finish this story."
"I'll get you one," I offered, standing up.
She glanced down at my crotch, which couldn't hide my arousal, but didn't say anything, just smiled.
A couple of minutes later, we were back outside, drinks full, and she asked, "Ready for the rest of my tale of moral debauchery?"
"You have me on pins and needles," I replied.
She laughed before continuing. "Just about then someone thrust a drink into my hand. I took a sip and it tasted like straight vodka and a hint of olive juice. Beth disappeared into the dancing crowd with a man she seemed to know and Dan pulled Paul over to meet a tall busty redhead he obviously knew from a previous party. Dan walked back up to me just as I watched my husband being led to the dance floor by the redhead. Dan asked me to dance, but I said no, I wanted to sit down and just watch for a while as I glared at Paul who was oblivious to my seething anger."
"He left you alone?" I asked, appalled.
"He did," she said, shaking her head. "So I downed the rest of my drink only to have a young girl replace it with another. I chuckled that an orgy would have waitresses. Meanwhile, Dan wandered off in search of easier pickings. I was steaming and getting ready to go and grab Paul when I felt this presence and looked up to see this distinguished well-dressed man standing by the table. He asked if he could sit down and I said sure. He was in his 50s or maybe even 60s, very nice looking and had this sexy confidence and charm about him. I learned he was a doctor in Atlanta. He also informed me that his wife was much younger than he, and with a wild streak that he indulged one night a month at this party. He seemed to be content to just sit quietly in the lounge while she indulged in her antics. I don't know how many more drinks I had, maybe four or five, but I was getting pretty hammered. I finally suggested we dance to a slow song because I wanted to find Paul and wasn't sure I could walk on my own. I also wanted to make Paul jealous."
"How much time had transpired since Paul left you alone?" I asked.
"An hour, give or take," she shrugged.



"Wow," I said, "that is a lot of alcohol in such a short time."
"Like I said, I was pretty hammered," she repeated.
"And liquor sure does lower inhibitions," I said, recalling my college years.
"That it does," she smiled. "I should warn you the rest of the story gets pretty graphic."
"I think I'm old enough," I joked.
"You're going to think I'm a slut," she said, looking sincerely worried about what I thought of her.
I comforted, "We have all had sex before, including regrettable sex."
"That we have," she sighed heavily, before adding with a smile, "like my whole marriage."
"We learn from our mistakes," I said, all fortune cookie.
"So, I learned his name was Leland and he was a very good dancer. I was a bit unsteady on my feet and let him hold me up. He was rubbing my back and then gripped my butt with one hand. I couldn't help it. Maybe it was the booze, the setting, or the handsome man, but I was undeniably getting turned on. That nothing of a skirt rode up and his hand was on my bare ass squeezing and kneading. I was getting soaking wet in my nothing floss thong and my thighs were even getting wet. Then I felt his hard cock pressing my thigh. My head was spinning and I desperately needed to sit down. He led me back to a leather sofa in a dark corner of the lounge and sat down before pulling me to straddle his lap. One hand behind my neck pulled me to his lips and I felt the other unbuttoning my blouse. His tongue hungrily searched my mouth and I felt his fingers rolling my nipples. Electric shocks shot from my breasts to my pussy like they were wired together. Then his mouth engulfed my left breast and his tongue swirled around the nipple. Both his hands pulled at my bare ass as I was so horny I was grinding back and forth on his pant covered cock. He fumbled with something in his lap and then I felt his cock rubbing my thong covered pussy. Suddenly realizing I had gone too far, that I was about to cheat on my husband, I put both hands on his chest to push back and stop this craziness. Simultaneously, he reached down and pulled my thong to the side and lifted my ass up with the other hand. In one swift move I came down and was impaled on his cock, which was much longer, thicker than Paul's cock penetrating fully inside me. His cock was thick and long enough to take my breath away."
"Wow!" I said, in awe of the sexy story. "Where was Paul during this?"
"Fucking the redhead," she answered, her tone bitter.
"Did he stop?" I asked, wanting to hear more.
"No. I protested weakly, but he put a finger to my lips and reassuringly told me to relax. His cock inside me felt incredibly good, and his hands on my waist seemed so natural as he lifted me up and down on his cock. My moans increased as somehow he stimulated my clit, too, and soon I was losing it. I felt my orgasm beginning and it grew steadily with his big hands pulling my bare ass to and fro. Between the mixture of alcohol, and the likeliness that my husband was fucking some redhead he had just met, I just gave in and began riding Leland's big cock...deciding to prove I was no prude. I rode him with reckless abandon and soon I came harder than I ever had with Paul."
"I can't lie, Nita, that story was pretty hot," I admitted, this conversation way more personal than any of our past ones.
"At the time it was," she smiled.
"But you did enjoy it, didn't you?" I asked, the redness in her cheeks implying she did.
"Yes and no. I sure got caught up in the moment, but the guilt afterwards. I always believed sex was supposed to be with someone you loved. So the next day I felt awful. I felt like such a tramp, even though Paul had cheated too."
"So, you never went back to one of those parties again?" I asked, hoping she had.
"Well...no...sort of," she said, looking away.
"Which means?" I asked.
"About a month later, Beth calls and says they're having a little 'couple's party' on Saturday and that we were invited. I said we couldn't make it and then she said someone you know will be there; Leland and Brittany Carter from Atlanta were in town. Apparently he was speaking at a symposium at the Medical College and they were staying over for the weekend. She then added that Dan had already talked to Paul and Paul had agreed to come."
"So what happened?" I asked.
"After much discussion, we agreed to go. The party had spiced up our sex life the previous month and again Paul insisted and I gave in like I always did. Plus, truth be told, I wanted that big cock again."
"So size matters," I joked.
"It can," she smiled back.
"Good to know," I nodded, although I had been blessed in the size department.
"So Saturday came, and Paul got called to the store late that afternoon for some kind of problem that was causing the cash registers to malfunction. He didn't get it straightened out and back home until nearly nine o'clock. We dressed and went to the Conley's about 10:00. The party was going strong. I recognized a half dozen people and I was very surprised to see them there; they were equally surprised to see us but no one made a big deal of it. We were there about twenty minutes when I went into a sun room on the back of their house. There on a wicker love seat was Leland Carter sucking some twenty-something's tits and rocking her back and forth on his cock where only a month ago I was sitting doing the same thing. He didn't see me and I didn't speak, nor did I intend to. Strangely, I felt like I had been punched in the stomach. That led to anger at being seduced by such a smooth fucking letch. I was ready to leave then when I walked into their kitchen to find my husband leaning back on a counter having his dick sucked by the same redhead he had met in Atlanta. Anger exploded through me as I felt I had been betrayed twice in a matter of seconds, which was irrational considering we were at a swinger's party. After inquiring who her husband was, I found out she was single and attended the parties alone. She came to Augusta at the last minute when she learned Paul would be there. Paul's pants were in the living room and I got our car keys and left. I went home, had three more drinks and went to bed. I had no idea what time he got home or who brought him, nor did I give a shit. That was the beginning of us deciding to split up. As far as I know he's with the redhead now in Atlanta. Haven't heard from him in a year now."
"Wow, I'm sorry, Nita," I said, seeing the hurt in her eyes.
"Do you think I'm a tramp, Bill?" She asked.
"Oh Nita," I smiled. "I am surprised, but I think most would succumb to their carnal desires given the chance to do so. I also have to tell you that I now see a very passionate sexy side of you that I wasn't sure was there."
"Oh really, you thought I was some frigid witch?" She asked, clearly used to being judged as such.
"Aw, c'mon now. I didn't say that. I just didn't see a sexy side. I thought you were more prim and staid which is exactly why I've kept our relationship so platonic."
"I'm not sure what to say to that," she said. "I thought it was because you were still grieving."
"It's a bunch of things, Nita," I said, "but I do find you to be a very great woman."
"That could be taken a lot of ways," she said, finishing her drink.
"I meant it in a sweet sincere way," I said.
"Okay," she said, clearly not sure where the conversation was going.
"Which brings up the question now about what Beth Conley was inviting you to at the club cookout," I said, even though the answer was now obvious.
"Just what you think. They are having a swing party and she wanted me to bring you. Seems some other women around here have their eyes on you," Nita said, with no tone at all.
"I'm not so sure about that. It might be that Dan Conley would like a shot at you after finding out about you and the doctor," I countered, although flattered that some women in town thought of me sexually.
"That could be too. He's a sleazy bastard for sure. I'm not so sure he'd stay with Beth if
she wanted to quit swapping," Nita said.
"What do you think their daughter knows about all this? I'm not so sure I like the idea of Julie hanging out over there," I said. Although I was flattered, I couldn't fathom a situation that ended with me going to such a party.
"I don't know, Bill. From what I understand, they tell Dot they're having out of town guests for the weekend and Dot stays at a friend's house so they can use her room. I'm sure they wouldn't involve her in their parties," Nita said, before adding with a hint of doubt, "I hope."
Before I could respond, the conversation having me aroused and intrigued, Julie walked outside and said, "Hey guys. Hope I didn't miss dinner. I'm starving!"
Realizing I should have started the steaks fifteen minutes ago, I stood up and said, "Nope, you're right on time, I was just about to start barbecuing steaks."
"Fabulous," Julie said, always over dramatic, before turning to Nita and saying, "Hey Nita, your hair looks super. Love the highlights. When did you get it done?"
"This morning and thanks, glad you like it. I'm very pleased at how it turned out. Were Dot's parents' home today, too?" Nita asked, while glancing at me.
"Her mom was there. I don't know where her dad was. And speaking of the Conley's, can I have Dot spend the night next Saturday, Daddy?"
"I guess so. Are her parents going away?" I inquired, although I was pretty sure I knew the purpose.
"No. They're having company from Atlanta for one of their parties," Julie answered.
I glanced at Nita at the Atlanta guest reference, before I asked, wanting to see what Julie knew, "Now what does 'their parties' mean? Is there something I should know?"
"Daddy, I shouldn't have said anything. I promised I wouldn't," Julie said. Looking uncomfortable with the conversation.
"Julie, I don't want to hear about promises you make that keep things from me. Now tell me what you're talking about ... and tell me everything," I demanded firmly.
"Daddy, the Conleys have been having these parties for a few years now and they always have Dot spend the night at a friend's house. Last winter she came home Sunday afternoon and was looking for some shoes she thought were under her bed and there was a rubber on the floor."
"A rubber?" I questioned.
"Yeah, like a condom, but used," she explained.
"I know what a condom is, Julie. Go on," I said, as Nita listened intently.
"Well, she got to wondering who could have been in her room using a rubber. She searched all around her room and found a Polaroid picture stuck between her headboard and the wall. It was a picture of Mrs. Burroughs and Nate the golf pro at the club. She was naked and giving Nate head."
"Julie, what on earth do you mean by 'giving Nate head'?" I asked, not liking the thought of my daughter using such terms.
"You know, Daddy, oral sex, a blow job," she continued, a slight smile on her face.
"Shit, since when does my daughter know about head, blow jobs and oral sex?" I questioned, living with the naive belief that my daughter was an innocent sweetheart.
"Good grief, Daddy, I'm almost nineteen years old. There isn't too much I don't know about," she revealed.
"And what are you doing with all that information, young lady?" I questioned, forgetting Nita was there.
"Nothing. I'm a virgin if that's what you're asking, but I do mess around some," she said, giving me way too much information.
Nita added, "Bill, she is in college, be thankful she isn't already pregnant."
"Nita!" I gasped.
"Just saying its 1974, the girls aren't waiting for marriage anymore," Nita pointed out.
Helen had been my first and I hers and thus still my only. So thinking of my daughter being promiscuous was awkward and not something I was ready for. Nor was I ready for this sex conversation with Nita here. I said, "We'll talk about that 'messing around some' later. Let's get back to Dot's discoveries."
Julie glanced at Nita with a knowing look before continuing, "Well, she got to thinking these parties were pretty wild, so she borrowed a video camera from Lisa Banks and hid it the living room bookcase with a three hour cassette tape in it."
"And?" I questioned, my cock again stiff as a rock.
"She watched it and then showed it to me and Lisa. It was like a sex party. There were couples everywhere having sex but the ones we recognized were not doing it with their wives. They were all having sex with other men and women," Julie explained, seeming to enjoy telling the story.
"Did she have anything to say about her parents having those parties?" I asked.
"Just that she thought it was pretty hot. I have to admit I got sorta turned on too. I mean, you can't watch stuff like that without getting a little turned on, don't you think?" Julie asked, shocking me yet again with her frank sex talk.
"Julie, this is a lot to take in right now and I'm not so sure I like the idea of you hanging out over there," I said.
"Dad, you can't let on that I told you. It would be all over town that I ratted Dot out and broke a promise. Tell me you won't do that," she pleaded.
"I'm not going to say anything. What they do in the privacy of their own home is their business. I don't like the idea of their daughter showing it to you, that's all," I said.
"Who's the prude now?" Nita teased.
"She was going crazy keeping it all to herself. She had to tell someone!" Julie explained.
"I guess," I sighed. Looking at Nita I asked, "What do you think, Nita? How should I handle this?"
"Ohh, don't get me in on this. This is for you and Julie to work out. Would you rather I left?" Nita said, always stressing she never had children because she wasn't the motherly type...but more the friend type.
"No, Nita, don't go. But I want to talk to Julie privately for a moment. Would you mind getting the salad together?" I said.
"Not at all. I think you two need to be alone for a while," Nita said, standing up and going into the house.
"Julie, we will have a discussion later about the Conley's and you're messing around," I said firmly.
Julie nodded, "We can talk, Daddy, but remember, I'm almost nineteen."
"How could I forget," I sighed again, the thought of my daughter having sex making my stomach turn.
We had a nice dinner, but Nita could sense my mind was elsewhere and we called it a night a lot earlier than usual.
Once Nita had left, I went to Julie's room and knocked on the door.
"Come in, Daddy," she called all sugary sweet like she did when she was trying to avoid trouble.
Going instantly on the offensive, I began, "Now, young lady, let's talk about this 'messing around' nonsense, and what you saw on the video."
"Dad, I didn't want to say anything but..." She said, with a dramatic pause.
"What?" I asked frustrated, wanting to stay on topic.
"I don't know how to tell you this," she continued, all ominous.
"What are you talking about? Don't know how to say what?" I asked, getting more perturbed.
"Nita was on the tape," Julie blurted out.
"Oh," I said, before asking, "Are you sure it was her?"
"Oh, very sure but she just walked through the room and seemed to be looking for something or someone. She was also the only person completely dressed. Then she left the room and never came back. Her husband was there for a long time with a few different women," Julie answered.
Apparently Nita's version of the party was accurate. I said, "Julie, I'll explain something I know another time when it's more appropriate, but what happened that night pretty much set the stage for Nita and Paul's breakup and divorce."
"So you're saying you knew about the Conley's swap parties all the time? Why did you
let me go through all that if you already knew?" Julie asked, surprised.
"First I just learned about them today when Nita told me about her one time there," I explained, wanting to be honest with her. I then explained, "I had to know what you knew about it. Don't you understand that?" I said, like the protective parent I was.
"I guess, but I still feel like you tricked me into telling you what I promised I wouldn't," she said, looking betrayed.
"Well Julie, don't make promises not to tell your dad things. That's a bad policy right from the start," I firmly said, as we have always had an honesty policy at home.
"Okay, so now what?" She asked.
"Now, I'm tired and need time to think," I said. "It's a lot to take in."
"What is?" She asked.
"Finding out the woman you may be interested in has been at swinging parties and learning my daughter messes around," I answered.
"Did I mention I'm nineteen?" She teased.
"I think you may have, and you're almost nineteen," I smirked, before adding, "Smart ass."
That night, I tossed and turned as I pondered all these new revelations and the implications.
Chapter 2: Temptation
I was about to leave for work when my phone rang. It was Nita. I greeted, "Hey there, you're up early. What's up?"
"Bill, my brother is going to play in a pro-am golf tournament next weekend and will stay at the course hotel in Aiken but wanted to stop for a visit Sunday night before he goes back to Birmingham on Monday. Can you come for dinner Sunday, you, Julie and Billy?"
"I'll check with everyone's schedule and let you know this evening. Sounds nice. I'd like to meet your brother," I said, having heard a lot about him already.
"You'll like him. He's a great guy and we've always been very close even living so far apart," she said, before adding, "So let me know."
"Count on me even if the kids have other plans, okay?" I promised.
"Will do. See ya later," she agreed.
Although slightly awkward, with a sense that there was something just beneath the surface being ignored, life at my house went back to normal. Billy worked at the club swimming pool for the summer, while Julie worked at the golf course. I considered discussing what she defined messing around as, but decided she was about to be nineteen and I had to give her some freedom, whether I wanted to or not.
Since learning of Nita's swinging days, our flirtation had increased yet she was clearly waiting for me to make the first move. The problem was I couldn't seem to cross the invisible barrier between platonic and intimate without feeling a sense of guilt.
Finally, Sunday came and just Julie and I made it, as Billy was at the lake with friends on a houseboat for the weekend.
As soon as I met Mark, it was obvious he was related to Nita, they looked so similar they could have been twins. Nita took her maiden name back after the divorce and Mark was a successful commercial real estate broker in Birmingham developing office parks and shopping centers. He was three years her junior but they were both very attractive people, he towering at 6'4" over her petite 5'3".
Dinner was spectacular. Nita did a surf and turf with tenderloin filets and lobster tails, baked potatoes and Caesar salad with her amazing homemade dressing. It was a beautiful summer night and we ate by Nita's pool. The wine was perfect, and we all enjoyed each other's company. I was especially proud of my Julie for being such a mature young lady and offering some very intelligent conversation. We brought our swim suits, and Nita announced at 9 o'clock that it was time for a swim to help wash the wine away before we called it a night.
We splashed around for over an hour and I have to admit it was the first time I'd seen my daughter in swimwear in over a year because we didn't have a pool at home. I managed not to show my shock at seeing her in a tiny bikini that barely covered her ample breasts (even bigger than her mother's large breasts) which became damn near translucent when wet. Her nipples and pussy lips were obvious for anyone to see, but I knew any mention would bring down the wrath of the women on my puritanical attitude. She did look great but I wasn't used to seeing my daughter like that. As I spent a little too much time assessing my daughter's body, I realized just how much she looked like her mother at a similar age.



Nita, meanwhile, had an almost identical bikini in white that became just as sheer and transparent. I could almost make out the pores in her skin through the material. My cock was hard as a rock, thankfully hidden under my trunks, as I wrestled mentally over which of them was turning me on the most.
We eventually wrapped up pool time and it was time to go home. We dried and dressed, thanked our hosts and Julie and I headed home. We were half way there when I realized I had left my watch on the table by the pool before going in the water. Julie then exclaimed she'd done the same thing, so both our watches were left behind. Only a few minutes away, I turned around and we pulled into Nita's driveway less than twenty minutes after we had left. The house was already dark, so not wanting to wake them, we decided to walk around the house and through the gate to the pool area. We were both trying to be very quiet and carefully opened the gate. Both of us stopped when we heard sounds that were definitely sex.
Julie, being Julie, decided to keep going and I followed. As we reached the corner of the house and looked around we were frozen in place by the image before us.
Mark was naked on his back laying on a pool mat with Nita on top, also naked, riding his cock and fucking him furiously. We were unable to move, both watching in disbelief as Nita fucked her brother with careless abandon, as he rose to meet her downward strokes.
"That's it Nita, ride my cock," Mark groaned.
"I've missed your cock soooooo much," she moaned loudly, her orgasm obviously close.
"I can tell," he teased.
Seconds later, she froze and became rigid and let out a soft scream, "I'm comiiiiiing!!!!!!"
I pulled on Julie's arm and we slowly backed away and made our way back to the car. I even let it coast back to the street before starting it to avoid making a sound. We drove home without either of us saying a word.
We pulled into our drive and I turned the motor off.
Julie spoke first. "Now what?"
"Now what, what? What do you mean?" I asked, even though I knew exactly what she meant, my head spinning with shock.
"Dad, we just watched Nita fucking her brother by her pool, that's what," Julie bluntly answered.
"'Fucking' is not a word I want to hear from you, young lady!" I scolded, although it seemed absurd after what we had just seen.
"Oh. Then what would you call it? Family intercourse? We just watched your girlfriend fucking her brother. I don't think that's something you can cover up with nice language but I'm sure you'll try," Julie said, annoyed that I was treating her like a child.
"Julie, don't be sarcastic. It doesn't wear well on you," I said, always hating her sarcasm. "We're both in a bit of shock from what we saw and I'm trying to understand how to make sense of it."
"Sorry, Dad, but you don't make sense of incest. You either condemn it or embrace it, but there's no middle ground I can see," Julie philosophised.
"And since when did you become a philosophical person about sexual attitudes? And what's with this 'embrace incest'?" I asked.
"What I'm saying is that incestuous activities aren't as rare as you might think, and you might need to be a little more open minded," she continued.
"Incest is common?" I questioned, flashing back to Julie in her bikini and her big tits bouncing around.
Julie continued, on a tirade for respect, "Plus, I'm nineteen. I'm already a legal adult and I know what's going on in the world, especially right where we live."
I apologized, "Sorry sweetheart, I know you're an adult, but this Nita and Mark thing and now your declaration that incest is more prevalent than I think has me a bit dumbfounded. I can't wrap my head around all this. Tonight is the first time I've run into it in my life."
Julie listed her experience with incest in our community, "Ok, I go to college with a girl who has oral sex with her older brother. He's a senior and they play around several times a week. Dot has been having sex with Brian, her older brother, for a year. Her parents don't know, but she doubts they'd care."
"Dot is not a good influence on you," was all I could muster with this new shocking evidence.
Continuing her litany of shocking statements that may very well give me a heart attack, she added, "Dot is not the problem, and I hate to stress you out Daddy, but although I've never had sex, like intercourse fucking, I've had oral sex, both giving and receiving, and I really, really love it. I've also done a bunch of hand jobs for eager dates who just love getting off. So there."
I don't know how long I sat in the car with my heart pounding and my chest heaving trying to take in that my daughter was giving blow jobs, getting her pussy eaten and jerking off her dates. Where did the years go from her total innocence to this point? I must have been oblivious to my children growing up. Oh, how I needed Helen more than ever at this moment.
Nothing I did next makes much sense, but then nothing I'd just heard was making sense in my world of right and wrong either. We walked in the house and into the kitchen. I asked her, "Are you hungry?"
"No, but if you'll allow me, I'd love a glass of wine," she replied.
"Why not? We seem to have just made a quantum leap in communication and understanding to this point. Yeah, a glass of wine might be nice and we can talk," I agreed, thinking I could use a glass, or maybe a whole bottle to calm my nerves.
"We do need to talk, Dad. We've got some catching up to do. You haven't been paying attention the last few years with what's going on with me. I'm growing up. I've got hormones, big boobs, a cute butt and sexual desires. I can't go back to being a little girl. I'm an adult woman right now, whether you want to see me that way or not."
She was right. In front of me was a fully developed, very mature and extremely beautiful young woman. After a pause, deciding to talk to her like an adult, even though I wasn't sure I wanted to hear her answer, "So you're telling me that you've given and received oral sex, manual sex and what else?"
"That's pretty much it. I've let a few boys I really like finger me and that felt really good. None of them are good at giving oral, except Jack. He was really good at it," she said, rather matter-of-factly.
"Who the hell is Jack? Is he in your school?" I asked, both mortified that she was so sexually active, yet equally thankful that somehow she was a virgin.
"Forget about that. I shouldn't have said anything about him," she said, realizing she had said too much.
"Why, do you go to school with him?" I repeated, always asking the question I really didn't want the answer to.
"Daddy, he's not in school. He's twenty-six," she admitted.
"Shit, you're letting some twenty-six year old bastard give you oral sex? I'll kill that bastard!" I roared.
"Stop it. It was months ago at a party and he doesn't live here. It was just a passing thing and he's gone. Won't be back," she said, again as if it was no big deal.
"Good," I said firmly.
"And besides, nothing we did was illegal, whether you like it or not," she pointed out.
"Well, at least you're still a virgin," I said, thankful to have that.
"You can thank Mommy for that," Julie said.
"Why?" I asked, suddenly softening at the mention of Helen.
"Because she made me promise a couple of things the last time I saw her," she revealed.
That was so like Helen. Even on her deathbed she was parenting, watching out for me and our children. "What did she make you promise?" I asked, curiously.
To stay home for college to watch over you," she answered.
"Is that why you didn't go to California?" I asked, her strange decision to not go to Berkeley, her dream school since she was fourteen, rather surprising at the time.
"Yes," she admitted.
I felt bad. I had prevented one of her dreams. "Honey," I said, pulling her into a hug, "I didn't want you to not follow your dreams."
"Oh, Daddy," she said softly, "I'm just doing the first two years here and then transferring."
"Oh, O-o-okay," I stammered, suddenly realizing I only had one year left with her at home then.
"Although, that is a long time away," Julie added, trying to soften the blow.
"What else did you promise?" I asked.
"To not lose my virginity until I was sure and with someone I loved unconditionally," she answered.
"That's a great theory," I nodded, adding, "both your mother and I have only been with each other."
"That's so old school," Julie teased.
"Well, I'm definitely old school," I agreed. After refilling each of our wine glasses, I asked, "So, anything else to tell me? Although I'm scared to know what else could be left."
"There is one more thing," she added, although I could tell in her tone and eyes she was nervous to tell me.
"It's okay," I said, "you're an adult, as you keep reminding me, and you need to be comfortable telling me anything, since your Mom isn't here to listen."
"I've been giving Billy hand jobs," she quickly spat out, which caused me to spit out the wine I was drinking.
"Holy Shit. What's happening to this family? Are we all going insane?" I babbled, this compounding the other shocks of the day.
"No. We're not crazy, we're trying to help each other because we love each other," Julie explained as if giving her brother hand jobs was a normal, caring family thing.
"That's, well, that's," I babbled, not able to get a complete sentence out.
"Okay, okay, just hear me out," Julie said, trying to defend her actions. "Billy's a really sensitive guy and he loves girls but he's having some, well, how do I say it, I guess you'd say 'sexual problems."
"What kind of sexual problems?" I asked, worried about my son's manhood.
"Billy's having premature ejaculation problems, Dad. He's cumming in his pants when he's making out with dates. It's embarrassing him so badly he's scared to even kiss a girl," Julie revealed, yet another bombshell on the sexual battlefield.
"I still don't see what that has to do with what you're doing," I countered.
"Dad, he gets really excited if he's making out and cums in his pants. Then he panics. He doesn't want her to see his wet pants so he finds an excuse to run away. The girls get all pissed because they think he doesn't like what they did so they don't want to date him again. He's getting a bad rep in school. I told him to jerk off before his dates and he said he did, but it wasn't helping much. So I asked him why he didn't jerk off twice and he said he couldn't do it right away. When I asked him why, he said he couldn't come a second time right away when he jerked it," Julie continued.
"I'm still not getting this," I said, the two not connecting in my head.
"I volunteered to help," Julie said, again matter-of-factly.
"You volunteered to do what?" I asked, although the answer was obvious.
"Get him off. Like I do lots of my dates. Daddy, I don't want them to screw me but they get all worked up and their balls get all swollen and hurt. It's easy to jerk them off and they're so happy to cum and my virginity stays intact. Some of them I really like I'll let touch me and I can cum too if they rub me just right. What's wrong with that? I'm still a virgin and having fun, too. I've always gotten the guys to come, so I told Billy I could probably help him get off before he went out. I did, and so far he says it's working. He's happier and I'm happy to be able to help him. Now what is wrong with that?" She explained, again making incest sound like a sweet thing to do.
I have to admit that one stumped me for a bit. My daughter was preserving her virginity by giving hand jobs and getting off herself by letting a few of them finger her a little. Sounded like a logical solution to a problem that's been getting young girls pregnant for years. And, her brother was having a better social life because she was helping him through a difficult time, one I remember only too well when I was much younger. Still, I felt obligated to tell her it was wrong, just plain wrong. Incest is still incest.
"Julie, don't ask me to condone what you're doing, but I'll give you credit for preserving your virginity in a novel and effective way. But what you're doing with your brother is wrong, plain and simple. You just don't have any kind of sex with a member of your family...period," I said firmly, even as Nita riding Mark popped into my head.
"You mean like Nita and Mark?" She countered, reading my mind.
"Yes, I mean no...I mean...dammit, you know what I mean. It's just wrong," I said, like parents do when they have no good reasoning for an answer they have given.
"So why did it look like they were loving it and enjoying each other so much?" She asked, yet another question I had no answer to.
"I can't answer that. I don't know how they came to be like that. I just don't know," I responded.
"Daddy, will you still see Nita? Will you tell her what you saw?" She asked.
"I can't answer either question, sweetheart. I just don't know. I'm very confused about it all," I replied sincerely. My whole world turned upside down in a couple of hours. Both women closest to me where committing different acts of incest and now I was being asked my opinion on an issue I had never once considered in any real sense.
"You'd better decide. She'll be calling you soon and you need to know what you're going to say," Julie pointed out logically.
"You're right. I need to think this through and decide what I'm going to do. Right now, I just don't know," I said, nothing making any sense anymore.
"You haven't been to bed with her, have you Daddy?" She asked.
"That's a very private question, Julie. Why do you ask?" I said, speaking to her as an adult and not my child.
"It's been a long time since Mom died and you've been alone. It must be very hard for you to be without a woman. I saw you at the pool at Nita's. You were super turned on. You were hard as a rock and tenting your swim suit. But we left and I know you won't get any relief unless you take care of it yourself. That's just not right, Daddy. You should have someone who takes care of your needs," Julie continued, genuine concern expressed in her face. If she wasn't my daughter I would have thought she was offering to help me with my erection.
"Julie, that's not something for you to concern yourself with. When I meet someone I want to be with, those kinds of things will come naturally," I said, embarrassed that she had seen my erection in my trunks.
"But when, Daddy. What about now? Aren't you hurting?" She asked.
"Not really. I'll be okay, darling," I said, although I probably would jerk off once alone.
"So why won't your let someone help you, someone who really loves you?" She asked.
"What are you talking about, Julie?" I asked, although I was beginning to sense where she was going with her line of questioning. I stood up to get ready to end this conversation before it got out of hand like everything else today.
"I'm talking about letting me help you," she said, standing up too.
"Out of the question, missy. No way. Now go to bed and stop thinking things like that," I scolded, even as my cock began to grow against my will.
"Daddy, if I just touched you, just held you in my hand, would it be all that bad? I would love to do that if you'd let me," she continued the seductive assault, standing now directly in front of me.
"Yes, it would be all bad. It's not something we can do. No way. Not going to happen," I firmly responded, even as Nita riding Mark popped into my head again, but they were siblings which somehow made it less wrong than a father-daughter situation.
"Then why is your cock getting hard, Daddy? I can see it in your shorts and it's getting bigger and bigger," she smiled, glancing down at my tent.
"Stop it. It's just this talk is somehow getting me aroused," I explained, since I had no real logical response for my massive erection.
"Please, let me touch it. Let me at least look at it," Julie continued, not giving up.
"No. Now stop it. This is wrong, all wrong," I resisted, even though my cock begged for attention.
"But, Daddy, I can see the outline of it in your shorts and it's growing, getting bigger. Let me see," she said, as she reached out and touched my cock through my shorts. Her touch was electric. I almost couldn't catch my breath. I reached down to remove her hand but she had a solid grip on my cock through my shorts and my hand felt paralyzed. I could touch her hand, but I was unable to move it away. Subconsciously, I didn't want to. Then she leaned in close and whispered in my ear, "I love you Daddy, let me show you how much."
Her smell was intoxicating. Her large breasts pressed to my chest and I felt her breath on my neck. She was gripping my cock in her small hand and I closed my eyes, unable to move or speak. I knew I should tell her to stop, yet instead, as she nibbled on my ear, her hands unbuttoned my shorts and soon my fully erect cock was in her hand. Her soft stroking was like velvet on my skin. Her soft kisses on my neck, her hand on my cock and her scent drove me crazy. At the moment she wasn't my daughter, but a vessel to pleasure I had forgotten existed. Without even realizing it, I started to thrust up into her hand.
I closed my eyes and just let the pleasure overwhelm me, as she kissed my neck. I tried to hold back from coming, the pleasure so amazing that I didn't want this to ever end.
A moment later, I was shocked again, as I felt the warmth and wetness of her mouth on my mushroom top, my balls instantly boiled and I groaned, "Oh, God."
She bobbed on my cock and in less than twenty seconds I warned, "I'm going to come."
She continued pumping my cock as she allowed my cock to slip out of her mouth and seconds later stream after stream of semen hit all over her face, hair and blouse.
Guilt hit instantly. What had I done? I was surely going to hell. I had cum all over my daughter as she sucked me and I knew then and there I was the worst parent on planet earth. I looked down at my daughter and stammered, "W-w-what have we done?"
She smiled up at me, simultaneously licking a little cum off the head of my cock, "Just creating family memories."
"So wrong," I mumbled, even as my cock continued to flinch.
Less guilt ridden, my daughter looked up at me with cum all over her and repeated, "I love you, Daddy."
"I love you, too," I replied, before adding, "I can't believe I just let you do that."
"You didn't let me," she smiled, taking my cock back in her mouth.
I pulled my cock back out and said, "No more," as if I could put the rabbit back in the hat.
She shrugged and quipped, "It's okay, I need a shower," as she scooped some of my cum off her blouse and put it in her mouth.
It was the naughtiest thing I had ever seen.
"Good night, Daddy," she smiled, kissing me on the lips, giving my cock one last firm squeeze and leaving me alone.
I lay awake for a few hours before succumbing to sleep but vowed to do some form of penance in the morning for my misdeeds...although I wasn't sure what I could possibly do to get forgiveness for my wicked sin.
All that went to hell when I awoke the next morning to the feeling of my cock being sucked. It was 7am on a Monday and the sheets were moving up and down over my crotch. I had never been woken up in such a way and although it felt amazing, I lifted my sheets to see, as expected, that Julie was the one sucking my dick.
"Good morning, Daddy," she chirped cheerfully, like she was serving me orange juice, like she often did in the morning, before returning to sucking me.
"What the hell do you think you're doing under there?" I asked, trying to return to the father-daughter relationship.
"Sucking you off, Daddy, don't you like?" She asked, so literal.
"Not the point. This cannot go on," I protested, even though her mouth and hands on my cock felt amazing.



"Why not?" She asked.
Another stumper I couldn't answer, besides the obvious moral issue which she obviously wasn't concerned with. What reason do you give to a woman who's sucking your cock why she should stop, regardless of blood relation? "It's wrong, Julie. We can't keep doing this," I repeated, not really answering the question.
"Why not?" She repeated.
"Because it's wrong." I repeated.
"Do you feel that it's wrong?" She asked, her hand continuing to stroke my cock.
"That's not the point, it's illegal and it's wrong," I pointed out, knowing she was very good at seeing through me.
"If it's so wrong, why does it feel so good? And why do I feel like I'm loving the people I care for most?" She asked.
"I don't know," I answered, even though her sincerity and logic were hard to argue. She loved me and wanted me to be happy and thus was giving herself to me mind, body and soul. It was flattering, heartwarming and yet still morally wrong.
"It's just that I love you and Billy with all my heart and you're the most important people in my life. Why can't you tell me why pleasuring you and making you feel good is wrong? I love sex, Daddy. I love everything about it. I love making guys feel good and love them making me feel good even more. Most of all, I love you so much and want to make you feel good more than anything. That makes sense to me," she continued, before adding, "Especially since you don't have Mommy anymore to do that for you."
Hearing her refer to Helen only confused me more. What would Helen think of all this? Would she approve? I didn't think so, yet I didn't think any of this would happen. I pointed out, trying to use logic over feeling, "Julie, listen to me. Incest is both morally wrong and illegal whether you're of legal age or not. Can't you understand that?"
"Daddy, what I understand is the genie is out of the bottle and we can't put it back inside. Can you forget how your cock feels when I suck it? Can you look at me and not remember that? Can you honestly tell me you didn't like it? The facial expressions you gave me tell me you did," she continued, again pointing out facts I couldn't deny. When I didn't respond, she asked frustrated, "Well?"
I sat there staring at the ceiling. I couldn't answer her. I had no answers. She was right, and worse, she knew it.
"I don't have the answer, Julie. Maybe you're right. But that doesn't mean we can continue this. It has to stop and stop for good," I repeated, knowing that as her father I had to resist such temptations. In many ways she was Eve and I Adam...although in theory I had already taken a pretty big bite out of the apple, and was seriously tempted to eat it to the core.
She sat up, ran her fingers through her hair and started walking to the door, only in a flimsy nightie that didn't really hide her tits, and said, "Fine, if you think you can be that way. But remember, I'm willing and able. I'll take care of you if you'll let me, and I'm going to continue to tempt you, but you can choose to stop me if you wish, although I know you want me Daddy, just like I want you."
Her words filled me with lust, yet I ignored my raging hard-on and said, "It's for the best, sweetheart."
She shrugged, "I think you're being foolish but you do as you wish. Remember that old Bogart movie we watched last month?"
"Yes," I nodded, my all-time favourite movie.
Looking as seductive and sexy as ever, she sultry said, replicating Lauren Bacall in 'To Have and Have Not', "If you decide you want me, just whistle. You do know how to whistle, don't you, Daddy?"
She gave me a saucy wink, spun around and left. There I sat in my bed feeling like a rotten parent, a lousy friend, a jerk, an asshole and horny as hell. She had me by the balls and she knew it. It was a side of my daughter I didn't know existed, but should have suspected. She was a headstrong child that grew up to be a headstrong teenager and now I had an even more headstrong woman in my house determined to have her way and the men of the house were helpless to resist her beauty.
My cock dying for release had me questioning my moral high ground. Should I just say "fuck it" and shove my dick in her mouth like she wanted? What the hell do I care about the morality of it all? It's not like everyone was going to look at me funny in church...the one I never attended. I loved Julie and Julie loves me. My sole argument would be that she wasn't mature enough to make that kind of decision, but that just got blown out the window. Who was taken advantage of whom? I can pretend I'm resisting her offer but she knows that's all it is...a pretense. Shit....
Nita called me at work to say she'd found our watches on her patio table and offered to bring them to the club after work where we usually met for drinks. I agreed, still not sure how I was going to deal with her incest situation (although having committed incest myself I really couldn't question her as much...not to mention all day at work I couldn't get the image of my cock in Julie's mouth out of my head). I arrived a few minutes late and she was already at a table by the bar. "Hi. Sorry I'm late," I greeted.
"Hi. I just got here myself. I ordered for you if that's ok. How was your day?" She asked, oblivious to the knowledge I now had of her incestuous relationship with her brother.
"Good. Sorry about leaving our watches on the table. I was hoping you'd find them," I replied, still unsure if I was going to bring up what Julie and I had seen last night.
"I saw them when we were cleaning up outside, so I brought them inside so they didn't stay out overnight in the dampness," she said.
"Did Mark get away early this morning?" I asked, somehow, thinking saying Mark would have her freely reveal she fucked him last night. Part of me was jealous of Mark, although we were not officially dating, I considered her my unofficial girlfriend and had hoped to have sex with her soon.
"Oh yes. He woke me at six to say he was leaving. He was already dressed and had packed his car. I offered to make him some breakfast but he said he needed to get going, he wanted to be home by ten. Did you realize you both left your watches when you got home?" She asked, which seemed like the perfect segue to tell her the truth.
"Actually, Nita, we noticed before we got home," I admitted. After a pause, I continued, "I have something to tell you, we actually turned around and went back."
Nita went pale and you could hear her sucking in a deep breath as her mind raced through what likely happened. She didn't say a word.
"The house was dark when we drove up and I didn't want to wake anyone if you were already in bed, so we walked around the side to the back," I continued.
Her head dropped and she stared at her hands on the table. The silence was deafening. Then she whispered, almost inaudibly, "I was eighteen."
"What? I'm sorry, I didn't hear you," I said.
"I said I was eighteen. Ohh God, why did you have to find out? I was trying to have an honest real relationship with you. A new start," she said, clearly mortified and upset.
"It's okay," I began, but she continued talking.
"That was so careless of me, and outside no less. I'm so very sorry, really I am. Was Julie with you, too?" She asked.
"Yes."
"Oh my God. I'll never be able to face that child again. I'm so ashamed," she continued, as she downed her drink.
"Trust me, Julie was not mortified by what she saw," I said with a slight smile recalling last night's conversation, trying to comfort her.
"Really?" She asked, surprised.
"She thought it was hot," I continued.
"And you?" She asked, looking desperately for a hint I wasn't disgusted by her.
"I had mixed feelings," I admitted. "Shock at first, then jealousy as I was wishing I was the one on the bottom and undeniably it got me excited."
"You don't find it morally wrong?" She asked.
"I did at first and am still not completely sure what I think," I said, which was true, "but Julie pointed out that incest is much more common than I would believe."
"I don't know about that," she shrugged, "but Mark and I started long ago, when I was just a few months younger than Julie."
"Tell me the story," I requested, curious as hell as I tried to justify my own act of incest.
"God, last week you learned I was a swinger and now this, you must think I'm a deviant slut," she said.
"I think you're beautiful," I answered, which was true. "Growingly complex, but beautiful."
She blushed, "That's the first time you have given me such a compliment."
"The first of many," I smiled, as the waitress arrived and we ordered more drinks. "So tell me the story."
"I had just turned 18 and was at a party at the lake. Some of the kids' older brothers had gotten some booze and beer and a bunch of us were drinking. I had a beer or two then someone gave me a drink of punch. It was good, but I didn't know it was laced with vodka. I got pretty tipsy. Then we all went skinny dipping. I was getting more and more unsteady on my feet and went to lie down on my blanket. I think I went to sleep or passed out, whatever, but I woke up to this guy on top of me. He had some sun tan oil
and shoved his finger in my pussy. I tried to roll away and get up and he pushed my face down on the blanket. Next thing I knew he shoved his dick in me from behind and was fucking me. It lasted all of maybe 10 seconds and he came on my back, laughed, got up and walked off. I just lay there crying, my pussy hurt and the blanket had blood on it," she said.
"I'm so sorry," I said, "no one deserves that."
"I know," she sighed. "Anyway, a girlfriend saw me and offered to drive me home. I ran in my house and straight up to my room. Mark was the only one home and he saw me come in and was knocking on my door wanting to know what was wrong. I kept telling him to go away but he wouldn't leave. He finally said he'd break the door in so I opened it. I fell into his arms crying. At first I didn't want him to know what had happened but he wouldn't stop asking or leave. I finally told him. He was furious and kept asking who it was. I wouldn't tell him and never have because I was afraid he'd hurt him or worse and end up in jail.
Mark held me close and just let me cry it out. He was so kind, so loving and so protective of me. Then I looked up at him and he was crying. I asked him what was wrong and he said he'd always protected me and never let anything bad happen to me and now he had let me down. He said he had failed me. Bill, that was breaking my heart. We just lay there holding each other. My dad was a bad drunk and could be abusive to me and my mom, but Mark was too big and he stayed away from Mark. Mark protected me and Mom. A year before, my father was driving drunk and drove into a bridge abutment the year before and was killed. Mark was all we had left," she continued, sharing more with me in this story than in the past six month combined.
"I'm sorry," I repeated, her past explaining a lot of her present aloofness and maybe her excessive drinking.
"I told him how much I loved him and always would. That he was my protector. And then I told him something I never thought I could. That I had always fantasized that I would lose my virginity to him because I never loved any man like I loved him. I kissed his forehead and his cheek. Then it seemed our lips were touching. Before long we were both undressed. I begged him, Bill. I asked him to make the afternoon go away. To be my first, to make love to me. Make me forget what happened and just remember him. He kissed me deeply and I almost cried with joy when I felt him enter me. It was like he was pushing my rapist out and replacing him with his own body. I felt some sort of redemption or rebirth, if you will. Does any of this make any sense, Bill?" She asked, after explaining how her sexual relationship with her brother began.
"Nita, considering what's gone on in the last twenty-four hours, it makes as much sense as anything," I said.
"I don't understand," she said confused.
"I know. There's too much to tell right now. I need to get dinner for the kids. Let's plan on Saturday, my house, okay?" I suggested, "We have a lot to talk about."
"Okay, so you're not angry with me?" She asked nervously.
"No, not angry. But how long has this continued with you and Mark?" I asked, trying to get a complete picture.
"We were sexually active for the next year until Mark went to Florida State. I dated this guy my senior year and after six months we were having sex. Mark met Lydia his first year at FSU and they got married right after graduation. Then I met and married Paul. We hadn't been together sexually since. So, before yesterday, it had been 18 years."
"Wow! So it was a sort of reunion thing?" I joked.
"I don't know what it was, Bill," she answered. "But with the divorce and you never making a move, well, I wasn't feeling overly attractive and I wanted to feel loved again."
I joked, "So I pushed you to incest."
"Smart ass," she said, slapping me. "I had had a few more drinks. Next thing I knew he dared me to skinny dip and we were naked in the pool. A few kisses were all it took and we were all over each other. But I guess you saw that, huh?"
"Yeah...we saw. It was pretty hot," I admitted again.
"Oh yes, it was. Bill, it could be that way with us. That is, if that was what you want," she flirted.
"I would never say no, that's for sure," I responded, visualizing her riding me.
"But you've never made a move or even asked or hinted," she pointed out.
"I know. I've been trying to take a little time after Helen's death. I'm lonely, but I didn't want the kids to feel that her loss wasn't important or that I just wanted to hop in the sack with someone new," I explained.
"We could have been discreet at my house," she pointed out.
"I know. I just didn't want to start something and then have to hide it," I said, although the truth was I wasn't sure I was ready to move on.
"You're a complicated guy, Bill, but I'll stick with you for now and try to figure you out." And with a big smile and quick kiss she was clicking across the marble floor of the club, those beautiful hips popping from side to side like a sports car suspension. Life was definitely getting more complicated by the day but it also held promise of some serious fun in the immediate future. I was on the verge of surrendering my life to the women closest to me and seeing what would happen next.
Chapter 3: Eavesdropping
A couple days later, Julie relatively behaving with Billy home, although her attire was much more revealing, I came home early from work, and was walking towards my bedroom when I heard my kids talking in Billy's room.
"Stop it. Okay, so I'm horny. What's new? I get horny every day and I bet you do, too," Billy said.
"I do, but not every day, well not as much as you, but that's not what I wanted to talk to you about. It's about Dad and Nita," Julie said, I was instantly became curious what she was going to say.
"What about them? They're not breaking up are they?" Billy asked.
"No, although I'm not sure they are actually dating officially, but I just want to fill you in on some recent goings on since you've been off with friends and sleepovers," Julie said.
I listened as Julie recounted the events at Nita's house and our return to get our watches, my cock undeniably hard as I replayed the events in my head. I should have stopped her story, worried she may reveal our little encounter, yet I just listened.
"Holy Shit! I'll bet that was one really hot sight," Billy said, clearly turned on himself.
"Oh yeah, it was. They were fucking their brains out. Both of them are really hot looking and I was instantly wet from seeing them," Julie said, excited herself.
"Damn, wish I'd been there. Nita has a smoking body anyway. I'd love to see her tits and ass," Billy said, talking about my kind-of girlfriend.
"She looks damn fine, no doubt about that. Do you think she looks better than me?" Julie asked, suddenly sounding insecure. I peeked into the room, the door slightly ajar, to see Julie making a pouty look and squeezing her voluptuous tits together.
Billy's eyed were big as she continued, "You think my tits look as good as Nita's?"
"You've got great tits, sis. I didn't say hers were better, just hot," Billy replied, staring at her tits through her t-shirt.
"Okay, I'll accept that, but now you're all hard. What are you going to do about that?" Julie asked, playfully.
"Why don't you help me out?" Billy suggested.
"I can do that. And I have something to tell you while I do it, but you have to promise me something," Julie said.
"What?" He asked.
"I want you to do something new for me first, I want you to lick my pussy," Julie answered.
"I'll try. I've never done it. I might not do it right. Can't I just finger you?" Billy asked, not wanting to disappoint.
"You need to learn. I'll tell you what feels good and what doesn't," Julie replied.
"Okay," he nodded.
"Get those shorts off before you punch a hole in them and lay down on the bed," Julie ordered, clearly the one usually in charge.
Julie got naked too and crawled onto the bed with Billy.
I noticed his cock was almost a replica of mine, about 8 inches long and with good girth.
Julie began by just stroking his cock, like she had mine. Billy let out a soft groan. After a couple of minutes of just giving him a hand job, she said, "Billy, I'm going to swing my legs over you and put my pussy in your face."
My mouth dropped as I watched my two children in a sixty-nine. Again, a good parent would have stopped them right then and there, but I had already proved I wasn't a morally upright parent when I let Julie give me a hand job and then a brief blow job.
Julie, taking control like she usually did, ordered, "I want you to just use the tip of your tongue right now, just move it up and down my slit."
"Okay, how is that?" Billy asked, a moment later.
"Ohhh, yesssss, very good. Keep doing that. And lick all the way to the front, where my clit is, not just the back," she instructed.
"Am I doing good?" Billy asked.
"Oh yeah, it feels great. Do I taste good? Do you like it?" Julie asked, her breathing increasing.
"Oh yeah, I love it. I love the taste of your pussy. Not like anything else in the world, is it?" Billy answered, clearly immersed in the pussy pleasing he was doing.
"Nope, sort of like cum. It has a taste all its own. And I bet every pussy tastes a little different. I know different guys' cum tastes different," Julie observed, which made me wonder how many different guys my beautiful daughter had tasted.
"Do you like the taste of my cum?" Billy asked.
"I do...I like it very much," Julie admitted, "it has an addictive taste."
"Good, cause it won't be much longer," he warned.
"Don't you come before me," Julie threatened, taking her mouth off his cock.
"Can you come soon?" a very horny Billy asked.
"I can if you do something for me," Julie said.
"Anything," he replied.
"Can you lick my ass too?" Julie asked.
"Really? You mean your butt hole?" Billy asked, as surprised as I was.
"Will you?" She asked, clearly wanting him to.
"I guess. Does that feel real good too?" Billy asked tentatively.
"God yes," she replied, as Billy's tongue began licking her ass.
After a minute, she ordered, her breathing increasing, "Rub my butt hole with your thumb and suck on my clit... see if you can suck and tongue it at the same time."
I couldn't get a completely clear view of what Billy was doing, but it seemed to work as Julie deep throated his cock and bobbed like a hungry slut.
A few minutes later, Julie stopped sucking, and moaned loudly, "Ohhhh Goddd, now, Billy. Shove your thumb in my ass while you suck my clit!"



As she furiously pumped on his cock, she screamed "I'm coming" just as Billy's cum rocketed in the air. Julie took his still coming cock in her mouth, even as she trembled, and eagerly swallowed the rest of his cum. The scene was undeniably hot as my own cock seemed ready to burst.
She rolled beside him and said, her breathing still erratic, "That was spectacular, bro. Really good for a first time. I came super hard."
"Me too. Did you really like my thumb in your ass? It didn't hurt?" Billy asked.
"No, it felt really good. I've never had anyone do that but I liked it. Would you like me to stick something in your butt for you?" Julie teased.
"Oh, hell no! Stay away from my butt." Billy adamantly clarified.
They both laughed and lay there before Billy asked, "So you said you had something to tell me. What is it?"
"I gave Dad a blow job. I sucked him off...twice. Well, almost twice. He stopped me the second time but I have a feeling he'll let me do it next time," Julie revealed, as I had worried she might when I began eavesdropping.
"Wow, when did that happen?" Billy asked, eyes wide.
"A couple days ago, after we came home from Nita's. After we saw them together," she continued.
"So it got you both turned on?" Billy assumed correctly.
"We talked about it...and incest. Dad was getting a hard on, I could see it. I asked him why he wouldn't let me help him with it, like I do with you," Julie explained so casually.
"Wow! So he just whipped his dick out for you?" Billy questioned.
"Oh no! He protested and kept ranting about how wrong it was, but I touched it through his shorts and he just froze. I pulled it out and stroked it. Billy, it looks just like yours, really pretty. Anyway, his eyes were closed and he was breathing hard when I took it in my mouth. Billy, swear to God, it wasn't ten seconds and he started cumming and cumming. Never saw so much cum. Like it just wouldn't stop. I bet it was the first time he's cum in over a few year, but it shot in my mouth, on my face, then in my hair and all over my blouse. I was covered in his cum and it was tasty, too," Julie explained, which made me want to cum all over her again.
"Wow! That's so crazy and hot," Billy acknowledged, which, when she described it so vividly, it was.
"It was hot and I got off so hard when I got into the bathroom. I rubbed my pussy and licked his cum off my fingers and just exploded," Julie continued, telling him information I didn't know.
"You're really going to do it again, aren't you?" Billy asked.
"I want to. I loved sucking him. I love the idea of pleasing him, but I can't help it, I just love sucking big cocks like yours and Dad's," Julie revealed what I had already assumed.
"Do you think he'll get you off, like lick you or finger you?" Billy questioned, thoughts that were already bouncing around my head, "or even fuck you?"
"I don't know. He thinks he's a rotten parent right now. I've got to figure out how to get him over that. We need to get past that crap and do what comes naturally, at least naturally for me, which is pleasing the two men in my life," Julie finished.
"Well, I'm always a willing and able participant," Billy smiled.
Changing topics suddenly without any transition like only a woman can do, she said, "I'm hungry. Want me to make us some sandwiches?"
"That would be great. I'll be down in a minute. I'm going to grab a shower. Julie, do you think Dad has screwed Nita?" Billy asked.
"I don't think so. I might be wrong, but I don't think he has," she answered correctly.
"Well, after seeing her fucking her brother do you think he will now?" Billy continued, having my children talk about my sex life, or lack of it, surreal.
"He's got to be thinking about it. I'm sure it's a game changer for their relationship. That is if he keeps seeing her. I just don't know," she shrugged.
"Hell, I'd screw her. She's hot and now I think she's even hotter," Billy surmised.
"Billy, get that thought out of your head. Nita's not going to fuck you, so don't plan on losing your cherry to her," Julie scolded.
"Am I going to lose my cherry to you, Julie?" Billy quickly retorted, obviously very comfortable around his sister.
"Not sure about that either. Just be happy with things like they are for now, okay?" she answered, clearly unsure and not ready for that step.
"Okay, I'm very happy with things as they are," he wisely replied.
I quickly scurried away and out of the house as Julie stood up. Back outside, my cock ready to erupt, I wondered what advice Helen would give in this situation.
Chapter 4: The Ultimate Submission
It was the following Friday that I crossed the line in every possibly way.
I was about to leave for work when my phone rang.
"Hello."
"Hi, did I catch you at a bad time?" Nita asked.
"Hi Nita. No, just leaving for work."
"Will you have time after work to meet for a drink at the club?" She asked.
"Sure. I need to get dinner for the kids, so maybe just one or two," I answered. Our conversations had been brief and generic, neither of us talking again about the incestuous act I had witnessed between her and her brother, nor had I told her about my own act of incest.
"I just thought there were a few things we need to talk about going forward," she said, which had me curious.
"I agree and I think we need more than a few minutes. Why don't you come over for dinner and we can talk after," I offered.
"Even better, I'll do dinner by the pool. Just get changed and come over. Tell Julie and Billy they can come over and swim earlier if they want, she offered, which made the conversation I thought we were going to have unlikely.
"Okay," I agreed, "they've both left for school, but I'll leave a note for them. They'll both be home early this afternoon. Are you home all day?"
"I'll do my shopping this morning and be home by noon. Tell them to come over any time after," she offered.
"I'll do it. Thanks, Nita. See you this evening."
Unfortunately, my day didn't go as planned and I called Nita at five to tell her I was going to be late.
She said, slurring slightly, "Why aren't you here yet?"
"Sorry," I sighed, "it's been a long day."
"Get over here soon," she demanded.
"Are the kids there yet?" I asked.
"They've been here since two," she answered.
"I'm sorry," I apologized, thinking that was way too early.
"For what?" She asked, "we're having a blast, although...."
"Although what?" I asked skeptically.
"I've let them have a drink or two," she admitted.
"Or three or four," Julie yelled from the background.
"You got my kids drunk?" I asked.
"Not drunk, but definitely tipsy," she countered.
"Get here soon, Daddy," Julie yelled from the background.
"I'll be there soon," I promised, curious what the three of them had been doing for three hours. If Julie would tell Nita about our act of incest, as she had Billy?
"Looking forward to seeing you, sexy," Nita said in full flirt mode, before hanging up.
It took another hour to get out of my office and it was 6:30 before I finally made it to Nita's place.
The parade of surprises continued as I walked into the patio to see Nita and Julie in the pool...both topless. Each had a salt rimmed margarita and the radio was turned up on some salsa station. Both let out a shriek of greeting when they saw me, like high school girls do when they see their friends.
Both got out of the pool to get me a drink. I was staring at the two biggest pairs of titties I had ever seen up close.
Nita greeted me with a big wet kiss and, pressing her wet tits to my shirt, immediately created a bulge in my shorts. Julie greeted me with hug and a kiss that was not what you should get from a daughter with her tongue stabbing between my lips for a second. It seemed obvious that Nita knew about Julie and me...although I was going to play oblivious as long as I could.
I passed on the tequila and opted for a dry vodka martini as I suggested, "But your bikini tops back on ladies."
"Spoil sport," Nita teased.
"Yes, party pooper," Julie added.
They reluctantly obeyed my request, although once their tits were barely covered I wished I hadn't made such a demand.
"Where's Billy?" I asked.
"Probably in the house whacking off," Julie quipped.
"About you or me?" Nita added.
I shook my head and went inside to change into my swim suit. I went to the guest bedroom and heard sounds from the bathroom; the door not quite closed. As I neared the door, I heard the heavy breathing and familiar sound of a male furiously masturbating.
I was about to leave and use another bathroom when I heard Billy's raspy voice grunting while saying, "Julie, Nita, open your mouths and take my cum!" and several more grunts. That left nothing to the imagination about what had just happened, but I did wonder if he too had seen the girls topless. I wasn't going to ask but didn't exit quickly enough and he caught me leaving the hall outside the door.
He looked embarrassed as he said, "Oh, um, Hi Dad, I didn't know you were here."
I joked, "You don't have to explain, I was once young myself."
He warned, "They're both wild tonight, so watch out. No telling what either of them will do next."
I laughed, "So it seems."
A couple of minutes later, I was back outside unsure what lay ahead.
Dinner was really a snack fest. We did skewers of beef and chicken teriyaki and they had ordered some fried rice and egg rolls from a takeout place. Everyone was too buzzed to really eat a good dinner, but the sexual tension was running very high. Nita squeezed my crotch a few times while we were at the patio table and was flirting like crazy...her intent undeniably obvious...we were fucking tonight. Also, judging from arm positions and movements I'd say Julie and Billy were groping each other too, not realizing I could tell from their upper arms what they were doing. My dick was hard and I was becoming less inhibited with each drink.
As Nita and I cleaned up, Julie and Billy were roughhousing in the pool until I heard a shriek and saw Julie's top flying out of the pool and landing on the deck. She was attacking Billy and got his suit down and off, and it came flying through the air also.
I was about to say something, to scold them, when Julie came out of the pool and in one shift motion pushed Nita in. In a flash, she had Nita's top off and we now had a naked teen boy and two topless women in the pool...all yelling for me to join them.
"Come join us, Daddy, we have been waiting all day," Julie said.
Nita added, "Yes, it has been a long, hard day waiting for you."
"Jump in, Dad," Billy added, with less sexual implication.
"Fuck it," I shrugged, finally going with the theory 'if you can't beat them, join them', as I dove into the pool between all three of them.
All three splashed me as Nita giggled and pressed her huge tits onto my chest. My cock was now rigid against her thighs and she knew it. She reached up and pulled my suit down to my ankles. "Not fair that you still have your trunks on if Billy doesn't."
I tried to cover myself in front of the kids... something that proved futile as the evening took flight.
I decided to give back, as I countered, once she tossed mine away, "Not fair that I'm naked in your pool and you still have on your bikini bottom."
"This bikini bottom?" she asked, as it was already in her hand.
Before I could speak, I was hit in the face by another bikini bottom, as Julie quipped, "Now we are all as naked as the day we were born."
Before I could respond, Nita shoved her tongue down my throat and then sucked mine into her mouth. It was hot and raw and with an urgent intensity I had long forgotten could exist.
Suddenly I felt someone behind me and Julie whispered, as she grabbed my cock, "Does Daddy want to fuck Nita."
Before I could respond, Nita reached down too and I had two hands on my cock. Nita smiled, "I want that in me." She jumped up wrapping her legs around me and began grinding her pussy on my cock. I was harder than I'd been in years and didn't fight it. With both hands lifting her ass, I raised and lowered her a few times before hitting the mark and sinking into her pussy.
Billy, not wanting to be left out of the surreal situation, moved behind Nita and took both breasts in his hands.
Giving in completely to the lust, I began fucking her slowly and deliberately, caught up in an endless kiss, and ignoring the reality that my two children were watching their father have sex.
Nita was incredibly wet, not from the water but from her own oily lubricant. She was not all that tight but velvety and she could squeeze her pussy to give such amazing pleasure. I wasn't even thinking about my kids by this point, both of them involved in the intimacy as I fucked my girlfriend for the first time.
I closed my eyes and just let the feeling sweep me away as she panted and whispered, "Fuck me," over and over in my ear. I went to reach around her and grab her ass, but couldn't, realizing Billy was still behind her.
I was about to say something about this being a bit awkward when Nita moaned loudly, "Slide that big cock in my ass, Billy," before she shoved her tongue back in my mouth.
Before I could respond, I felt a new sensation. It was obvious that his cock was in her ass as I could feel it moving inside against me
I was bewildered, yet too overwhelmed with the pleasure of my first time fucking someone since Helen had died to deal with the reality I was not only double teaming my girlfriend with my son, but I was also witnessing him losing his virginity...with my girlfriend.
Our tongues danced with an urgency that came with both too much alcohol and a lust that had been on tease for far too long. Although awkward in the water, I somehow got into a rhythm with my son as we held Nita up and continued to double penetrate her.
After only a couple minutes of double pleasure, Nita broke the kiss again and got animated as she came, "Oh fuck, yessss, my cunt, my ass, oh God, fuuuuuuuck!"
Her nasty talk, her sweet pussy and the double teaming reality was too much for me as I blew my load inside her. Billy didn't last much longer as he grunted and assumedly filled her ass with his load.
Nita, in the throes of an orgasm, almost sank under the water as I grabbed her and held her close. Billy was floating on his back away from her slapping the water in celebration of losing his virginity, not to some school girl, but in a gorgeous older woman's ass. He was in heaven.
We were all catching our breath and taking in what had just happened when I noticed Julie was nowhere to be seen. She was behind me in the pool when this all started, but she must have left once it got too heated. I had a few ideas on why she left and grabbed a towel to wrap around me and went looking for her. "I'm going to go check on Julie."
Nita called out, still in the pool, "Do you need help? Can I do something?"
"No, I'm okay," I said, as I went into the house.
I wasn't sure what to expect, but I found her getting dressed and crying. I also saw she had her car keys in her hand.
"You're not drinking and driving, sweetheart," I said, even though it was obvious she was crying because of being ignored by me. This had become seriously screwed up.
She was really upset and screamed through her tears, "This is not fair... you're all getting off and having hot sex and leaving me to watch and wonder what it's like... just not fair! I can go to any bar right now and get fucked and I think it's what I ought to do. No one here cares a shit about me."
I pulled her in for a hug and said, "Honey, I love you."
She cried in my arms as she continued, "It's just, you all ignored me."
"I'm so sorry, honey," I replied. "It got out of hand rather quickly."
"Billy lost his virginity before I did," she pointed out.
Looking so vulnerable and beautiful, I leaned in and kissed her. She was my daughter, but she was also the women I loved most in my life. The kiss started soft and tender, unlike the urgent lust that was Nita and I. Yet, the longer it lasted the more passionate it became.
Breaking the kiss, she said, "Mommy made me promise to not have sex unless I was completely sure I loved him."
"That Mother of yours was a wise woman," I nodded, even though I knew where she was going with this.
She asked, looking at me with such insecurity, afraid that I might say no, "Daddy, will you be my first?"
I looked into her eyes, wordlessly picked her up and carried her to the spare bedroom. I lowered her onto the bed, pulled her shirt back off, leaned down and kissed her again. Wanting to make her happy, to make her first time memorable and pleasurable, I plastered her body with kisses as I slithered down her neck and to her breasts. I teased her hard nipples, as she moaned, "Ohhhh, Daddy, it feels sooo good."
My body controlling my mind, I lowered myself to her sweet pussy. I began licking and she grew more animated.
"Oh, God, Daddy, yes, eat my cunt," she moaned, as her hands went to my head.
I licked her pussy hungrily, another thing I hadn't done since before Helen died, and her taste was like the most powerful aphrodisiac on earth. It was mind blowing.
Julie, being Julie, suddenly took control. "Roll on your back, Daddy."
I obeyed, assuming she was going to ride me. But instead, she straddled my face, before leaning down and taking my cock in her mouth.
I leaned up and resumed licking her pussy as my beautiful daughter and I began a sixty-nine. Her mouth was like heaven and I was thankful I had already come once or I wouldn't have lasted long at all.
After a couple of minutes, my cock turned to a steel rod and I knew then I had to fuck her.
Apparently, reading my mind, she suddenly moved quickly as a fox and, straddling my erect cock, said, her pussy lips touching my mushroom top, "I love you, Daddy."
"I love you, too," I replied, staring at her.
And as she engulfed my cock, she added, "And I kept my promise to Mommmmmmmmmmy!"
"That you didddddddd," I moaned, as my entire cock filled her. There's no way to describe how she felt. Tight beyond belief and yet lubed to accept me. It was amazing and what was even more amazing was that I had thrown off all the restrictive moral thoughts in my head and accepted that making love to my daughter wasn't a sin, but rather the most intimate moment a father and daughter could have.
As she rode me, her massive tits bouncing around, her lips pursed as she focused on her own pleasure, I couldn't help but revel in how beautiful she was.
She moaned, "Oh, Daddy, I can't believe how good this feels."
"There is nothing better, sweetheart," I moaned back.
"Than fucking your daughter," she smiled.
"Yes, baby," I smiled back, as I just allowed the intimate moment of father and daughter to continue.
A moment later, she said, her breathing changing, "Oh God, Daddy, I'm so closssse."
Wanting to get her off, I began thrusting up to meet her downward movements which caused a new euphoria in her.
"Oh yes, Daddy, so deep, oh yes, harder Daddy, fuck me harder," she demanded.
I slammed up as hard as I could and in a few more strokes, she screamed, "Yesssssss, Daddddddddddddy."
I could feel her juices on my cock as she leaned forward, her breasts slamming onto my chest.
"That's it, sweetheart, come for Daddy," I whispered, as her body continued twitching.
My own orgasm close, I at least had the presence of mind to not cum in her. I pulled out and she rolled over and said, "Come all over my tits Daddy."
I obliged as I stroked my cock staring at the most beautiful woman in the whole world...my daughter. Soon my cum was shooting out like a cannon and covering her huge firm tits.
"Mmmmmmmmm, Daddy," she moaned, as she watched me erupt.



"Good God," I groaned, as my second orgasm in an hour hit, something I couldn't recall happening since college.
She scooped my cum from her tits and put it to her lips, and said, "I love you, Daddy," before putting my cum in her mouth.
"I love you too, sweetheart," I said, smiling down at her.
"So tired," she said, a moment later.
The intensity of the orgasm, the emotional roller coaster and the excessive alcohol did her in and she passed out seconds later.
I kissed her forehead, covered her up with a blanket and walked over to the window. Looking down at the patio and pool I saw Nita on her hands and knees with Billy behind her fucking doggy style on a towel by the pool. I stood there, listening to my daughter begin snoring and watching my son fuck my girlfriend.
After a minute, I went to the bathroom to find another towel, unsure where I left my last one, and to take a much needed piss. I then went to Nita's bar in the basement and found some very nice brandy that I used to lace my coffee before I began walking back outside.
Just as I walked outside, Billy staggered towards me with a big grin on his face and slurred, "Night Dad," as he passed by, clearly drunk and needing to go to bed.
I walked towards Nita who was using a towel to wipe her chest. "Miss me?"
"Fuck," she jumped, turning around clearly startled by me.
"Sorry, I didn't mean to scare you," I smiled.
"Well, you did," she said, tossing the towel, which I assumed had my son's cum on it at me.
"Sorry, I just got Julie to bed and came back out," I said, which was technically true.
She smiled, a smile implying she knew what actually transpired in her home with my daughter, but instead asked, "Ready for bed? I'm suddenly exhausted."
I walked to her and gave her a kiss and noticed a big white glob of cum in her hair. I thought to myself, 'I'm going to see just how she explains this' as she grabbed my hand and led me into her house.
We walked upstairs together and split up to separate bathrooms to wash up before bed. I went to Nita's bedroom, crawled into bed and flipped on the television to some late night programming. When she came in I saw the scolding look on her face. Then with a glint in her eyes and a smile she said, "You could have told me outside that I had a glob of cum in my hair."
"Well, I knew it wasn't mine so I thought I'd let you find it for yourself," I shrugged.
"Bill, I'm not going to apologize. Your son came down from the upstairs bathroom and said we might want to wait before going up, that you and Julie were involved and needed to be alone," she revealed.
"He said we were involved?" I asked.
"No, actually he said Julie was on top of you fucking your brains out. And Billy had a massive hard on from watching you two," she continued.
"So since he already took your ass," I joked.
"Don't be flippant," she said, suddenly annoyed.
"Sorry," I backed off, "It's been a long and crazy night."
"That is has," she agreed, softening her tone.
"And I'm not going to try to explain what happened with Julie. I should have stopped it and I didn't. I'll likely go to hell for it, but I can't lie and say I didn't love it and enjoy it, just like I enjoyed being with you earlier."
"Bill, I grew up in the same period as you and I completely understand the judgements people make about incest and fathers being with their daughters. You're painted as a monster, destroying a young girl's life, corrupting her and pointing her toward a life of misery and possibly crime. Is that what you see when you look at your children?"
"No, but it's all so very wrong and...."
"Stop right there. Just stop and hear me out. I know what your first reaction is, but you need to stop and think it through...and carefully. When Mark and I had our first encounter there was a tendency to go into some form of self-punishing penance but that would have also impacted the other person, throwing guilt on them. Julie loves you very much and I doubt she has any remorse right now. Are you going to reject her love for you just because it became physical in a way society says is immoral? Did it feel immoral when you were with her? Or did you feel you loved her and she loved you? Face it, you didn't rape her and she didn't trick you. Ok, you crossed a line society has set for us but neither of you did it for any ulterior motive. It was just the ultimate expression of love between a man and a woman...the way you're supposed to express it to a mate, but not a daughter. I'm supposed to happily have sex with the man I love as long as he's not my son or brother or my father. But what if I fall in love with my brother or find him sexually irresistible?"
"Ok, I hear what you're saying but we still can't flaunt this. Where do we go from here?" I asked, relived I was with someone who understood my emotional turmoil, and, having committed incest herself, didn't see me as a twisted monster.
"I'm not sure, but there's no denying it happened and I don't see how to stop it without having someone feel punished," she pointed out.
"Nita, I don't want the kids feeling like they're evil or bad kids. But I'm not sure I know how to sit down and talk about all of this and have it make sense," I said, my head thinking a million different thoughts.
"I don't think we need a meeting right now. Let's just let it sort itself out and show some understanding and compassion for each other. And let's not forget it was an expression of love each time," she pointed out.
Unable to not be flippant, I teased, "Was that love when Billy fucked you doggy style?"
"Well, the man I love was getting ridden by his daughter, so I found the next best thing, his duplicate cock," she shot back.
"You love me?" I asked.
"Oh shit," she sighed, "I wasn't supposed to say it first. I'm blaming the booze."
"I love you too, Nita," I countered, wanting to put her at ease. "We can say we said it at the same time."
"You really are a good man, Bill," she smile, slipping under the covers with me.
"Agreed," I smiled, as she playfully hit me.
"I need some sleep," she yawned.
"Me too," I agreed, my body suddenly feeling exhausted now that I was in bed.
We were both out like a light the instant we hit the bed.
.....
Epilogue:
As Julie put it earlier, the genie was out of the bottle and, now that it was, there was no way we could go back to normality.
Over the next year:
Julie would eat her first pussy, get her first cock in the ass and her first double penetration.
Nita and I would go to our first Conley's swinger's party...the first of many.
Nita and I would be married, and celebrate with a five-some with our children and Mark.
Nita, Julie and I would also go to Jamaica and end up in a crazy week long orgy with a plethora of people.
But those stories are for another place, another time. The reality is the summer of 1974 changed my life forever and began a life long journey of love and sex...where, truth be told, the two blurred together into one.
THE END
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Lesbian Polygamy: A Beginning
I am a lesbian...through and through...the only cock that goes in my cunt is a strap-on, dildo or vibe.
That said, my family didn't approve of the way they found out or of the lifestyle I lived then or now.
Once I was outed, my parents having caught me in the act of lesbian domination of a very powerful married woman, I decided to use my exotic gift to my advantage.
What is an exotic gift you ask? I don't exactly know why, but older women, usually straight older women, are sexually drawn to me. I have had numerous affairs with married women in my young life, and have dominated most of them sexually. I know, through asking submissive lovelorn women, that it is a mixture of my looks, my strong personality, my body and my amazing cunt taste, which apparently based on how many women come crawling back to submit to me is pretty addicting. One of my first conquests, a married doctor, compared her addiction to eating me out and serving me to smoking or drugs...which I thought silly at the time...yet as time has passed it seems obvious she knew what she was talking about.
I am not boasting here...I know I am not the prettiest girl around (although I have a very cute, appealing, wholesome, girl next door look...which is quite ironic), nor do I have the best body (I have 34b breasts, strong arms from farming, great legs and a wide ass), yet somehow my allure and personality draw older women to me like a moth to a flame.
I am also an oxymoron in many ways. On the one hand, I look like any normal twenty year old when out on the town in a mini skirt and tight blouse that showcase my assets; on the other hand, I am a farm girl who shears sheep and have always been more comfortable with animals and wearing wranglers then I have been with humans or dressing in pretentious rich fashion.
I am the daughter of a wealthy farmer in Yorkshire, near Beverley and I ran one of the family farms which was all livestock, I can shear sheep by myself and am a very good polo player. I excelled at Agricultural College and took over a dairy farm to run when only 20.
What do I look like? In many ways like so many other girls: brunette shoulder length hair, blue-grey eyes that seem to draw people in, and a smile that disarms everyone I meet.
Anyways, enough about me...I will tell the story of how my lesbian polygamy lifestyle started all by accident. Then in future stories, if you want to hear, I will have my five submissive live-in wives tell their stories of how they went from being happily married to rich men to my live-in playthings...each always competing for my attention, my bedroom and my pussy.
Up first: the one that started the harem although she herself is not one of them now...Farrah.
I was at the Royal Ascot Championship, which we attend every year, It is a very high society horse race meeting each June attended by the Royal Family, who are major race horse owners, as is my father. He is a member there and so sits in the main stand full of royalty, aristocracy and very wealthy people. I went to play polo, watch the horse races and be shown off by my daddy because of my farming ability...very unlike most of the diva daughters of aristocracy.
It was here I met the wife of an Earl, therefore a Countess, who became the first member of my lesbian harem. She was, and is, quite popular because of her beauty and often shows up in the society pages.
Dressed in my polo uniform, having just finished competing in a match, I saw that she kept checking me out...not uncommon for me, truth be told...but uncommon here. I had chatted with her a few times in the past and I was curious if she had talked to one of my other conquests, which were also quite common. By this time, having seduced a couple dozen older women, I could tell when a woman was about to fall...and she was about to fall.
I sauntered over to her and asked, "Hungry?"
She stammered, surprised by the question, "W-w-what do you mean?"
I took a cherry from her cocktail, put it in my mouth, and shrugged, my innuendo hit-you-in-the-face obvious, "I just love taking people's cherries."
Her face flushed, obviously understanding my upfront implication. Unfortunately, her drab husband arrived and the conversation shifted to the banalities of high society chit chat. While the generic conversation transpired, I put my hand under the table and onto her nylon-clad leg, which in the ninety degree heat was crazy...but high society always has to look the part.
As expected, she didn't push my hand away and thus I moved my hand under her skirt...although not enough to touch her pussy. I lingered long enough to tease her, make her uncomfortable and horny, before I excused myself, while subtly giving her thigh a meaningful squeeze.
I always leave them wanting more as that is a seduction piece of mine that works eighty percent of the time.
I visited with friends, family and other members of aristocracy, feigning interest, while glancing back at my target.
Every time I glanced her way, she was looking at me with an unmistakable lust in her eyes. It was a look I often saw from women like her: married, straight, lonely and questioning their sexuality...all because of me.
After an hour, I sauntered over to her and I could tell by her body posture that she was excited and nervous at my approach.
Reaching her, I asked, being very blunt, "Who told you?"
"Who told me what?" She questioned, clearly feigning ignorance...but doing it poorly.
"Don't lie to me," I tersely said. "It is obvious what you want."
"I was just about to go freshen and redo my make-up for tonight's formal," she informed me, not answering the question, but instead offering herself to me.
"That's a good idea," I said with just a hint of a smile, before adding, "because when I am through with you, you will definitely need to freshen up."
She stammered, still a sliver of doubt inside her, "I-I-I'm not sure about this."
I shrugged, "Whatever," and walked away, again very confident that she would come to me.
I didn't look back, but went to grab my polo stick which I thought would make a great fuck toy this hot summer day.
Fifteen minutes later, I had just finished talking to Daddy and some very boring people when today's prey sheepishly walked to me.
I asked tersely, "And what do you want?"
"I was going to my car for a drink to get out of this heat and would love some company," she offered, clearly nervous about what she was offering.
I loved that even though she was married, rich, confident and dignified, in front of me she was just a timid, insecure woman wanting to submit.
I asked again, "Who told you?"
"Carol," she answered.
Carol was my accountant and someone I had taken just a few weeks earlier. I would have to punish her for letting our little secret out. "Lead the way," I ordered.
When we got to the car, I found that it wasn't simply a car but a specially fitted Rolls Royce.
Reaching the Rolls, she looked around to make sure no one was watching and quickly got in. I followed, amused by her attempt at secrecy.
The inside of the car was like a limo with a full range of amenities including a bar.
She poured us both a wine and tried to continue a banal conversation.
I downed the whole glass of wine, then said with intention, "I haven't come all this way, and missed races, just for idle talk."
"So," she said, trying to act innocent, which was just absurd since she invited me here with a purpose, "What have you come for?"
I laughed, "Knees, Farrah."
"Excuse me?" She said, adorably surprised by my frankness.
"Why did you invite me here?" I asked, as I joined her side.
"I don't know," she said, avoiding eye contact.
"Patience is not one of my strong suits," I sighed.
"It's just," she began, before finally saying, "You intrigue me."
"How so?" I asked, always wanting them to accept their natural place of submission. I didn't blackmail, although I had a lot of dirty secrets on many high society men and women (high society was a mirage, just like forever ever after was...both concepts built on quicksand).
"I can't explain it," she whispered.
"Try," I sighed overdramatically to make a point, before adding, "if you're not willing than I have a couple other sure things here who would drop to their knees without hesitation."
"It's just I've never done this before," she says, her body and mind fighting for control of the situation.
I leaned in and kissed her knowing one touch of intimacy would be all it took to have her brittle resistance shatter.
As anticipated she melted into me, giving in completely to the lust that confused and overwhelmed her.
I slid my hand under her skirt and wasn't surprised to feel her wetness leaking through both her pantyhose and her panties. She moaned into my mouth as I lightly teased her pussy lips.
I asked, even though I knew the answer, as I broke the kiss, "Why are you so wet, Farrah?"
She finally admitted, "All polo match I drooled over you and ever since you put your hand on my leg at the table I have been a wet mess."
"Have you munched on cunt before?" I asked, being excessively vulgar.
"No," she whispered, moaning as I put just a little pressure on her pussy.
"But you want to taste mine?" I questioned, moving to her ear.
"Yes," she admitted, clearly flushed and overwhelmed by my touch.
"Right here and now in your decadent Rolls Royce?" I asked, tugging at her ear.
"Yes," she moaned, the double assault on her by my fingers and mouth making her body tremble.
"With all those other high society bitches and assholes so close by?" I continued, loving to push my pet to be to the breaking point of lust and shame.
"Yesss," she agreed, as her breathing increased.
"Your husband out there wondering where his beautiful wife is," I continued, pushing her to the limits of guilt and desire.
"He thinks I went back to the cottage," she admitted. "I told him the heat was getting to me."
"The heat does indeed seem to be getting to you," I teased, as I continued rubbing her cunt and ordered her to unbutton her blouse.
She looked at me with a hunger I have seen many times before. A look wherein years of denial or lack of real sexual pleasure finally culminate when they give in body, mind and soul to me. Her hands trembling, she obeyed, unbuttoning her blouse.
Once undone, I instructed, "Take it off."
She obeyed, still nervous.
She handed it to me and I tossed her blouse aside.
"The bra, too," I continued, forcing her to give herself for me.
She unclasped her bra. Her tits were surprisingly small, a much padded push-up bra having given the illusion of much more.
I then returned to my side of the car and said, repeating the order from a few minutes ago, "Knees."
This time she obeyed without hesitation. I lifted my foot to her and she took off my boot. I gave her my other foot and she took off my other boot.
I gave her both feet and lifted my ass up and she pulled my tight white pants off. I always made my pets undress me the first time they submitted, again creating a clear understanding of Mistress and submissive.
"My panties too," I ordered.
Her hands no longer trembled as lust overcame trepidation and she tugged my panties down my legs.
I leaned back on the huge plush seats, getting comfortable, opened my legs, grabbed the older woman's hair and pulled her head down so that her face was so close to my cunt she could smell my unique aroma...which after a polo match would have been much stronger than usual.
"Do you want this?" I asked.
"Yes," she said, staring at my wet pussy lips.
"What do you want?" I questioned, always wanting to hear them say the words.
"To lick you," she answered, still in a hungry trance.
"To lick my what?" I questioned, pulling her deeper into her submission to me.
"Your cunt, I want to lick your cunt," she admitted, with an insatiable hunger that was sexy as hell.
I demanded, "Then lick me slut, lick me until I tell you to stop."
She obeyed instantly, diving in as if my pussy was a lake and she had been lost in the desert for days. It was obvious she had never done it before, as her technique was non-existent. Yet, what she lacked in style, she made up for in eagerness. After a few minutes she got me off and I flooded her pretty face with my cum.
Once she was finished and emerged from my legs, I was amused that her hair was awry, her lipstick smudged and her make-up smeared...she looked exactly like what she was...a lesbian slut who had just eaten pussy.
I asked her, "Do you want to come, my slut?"
"God, yes," she answered, hunger still in her eyes.
"Get out of your skirt," I demanded.
She didn't hesitate, quickly discarding her skirt with reckless abandon, which amused me as I assumed it had cost a thousand pounds or more.
"Sit down and spread those legs, Countess," I ordered, loving the power I had over someone so rich and famous.
Again she obeyed immediately like a well-trained dog.
I moved to her, ripped the expensive pantyhose at the crotch, tugged her thong to the side and easily slid two fingers into her very wet cunt. She moaned, "Oh, God, yes."
I fingered her for a few seconds before reaching for my polo stick. I always like to fuck my newest pet with something original the first time around (I have used quite a few creative things in the past, including: a curling iron, a cucumber, my foot, and the end of a stapler, among other things)...a polo stick would be a first.
I couldn't decide between the handle and the mallet. The handle would go deeper, but the mallet would be hotter. Her eyes went wide as I moved the steel mallet to her cunt. I ordered, as the one end was at her pussy lips, "Fuck yourself, slut."
She hesitated, shocked by the order, yet after a brief delay, she lifted her ass up and began awkwardly, humorously, moving back and forth, taking the small metal make-shift cock inside her.
I handed her the polo stick and watched as the last remaining shreds of her dignity faded and she began to really fuck herself with the stick, clearly frustrated the mallet head wasn't longer...just enough to tease her, but not enough to fill her cunt like she desperately wanted.
Suddenly, my phone rang. I sighed, "It's my Dad, I have to answer this."
"Where are you?" He asked, without any hello.
"Just teaching the Countess how to use a mallet," I answered, with a devious smile, he being oblivious to my true meaning.
"Well, I need you here to meet with Penny Morner," he said, his tone annoyed like it always was.
Penny was an up and coming politician and incredibly cute. I wondered if I could add her to my list of older cunt lickers. I said, "I'll be right there."
"Hurry up," my always impatient father ordered.
Hanging up, I said, "We will have to continue this another time. I have another engagement I must be at."
"Okay," she said, clearly disappointed, as I got dressed.
Once dressed, I took my polo stick and said, as I put my panties on her head, "You can finish yourself while sucking on my panties."
"Okay," she said, her fingers going directly to her cunt.
Looking at the wine bottle, I grabbed it and said, handing it to her, "Finish yourself off with this."
Again she obeyed immediately sliding the bottle into her cunt and beginning to fuck herself.
"Also, tomorrow I expect you in stockings so I can easily get to that cunt of yours," I finished.
"Yes, Miss," she moaned, as she sucked in the crotch of my panties and fucked herself with the bottle. The scene looked so hot and ludicrous I quickly took a photo with my camera without her knowing.
"Until tomorrow," I smiled, knowing there were three more days here. Three more days to really dominate her.
"I can't waiiiiit," she moaned, consumed by her own lust.
I left the car and headed back wondering if today was going to be a fuck one slut, get a second one free deal.
Unfortunately, although Penny was incredibly cute and I sensed seducible, she was heading back to London later that night, although she did offer me a personal tour of the parliament buildings if I was ever in London. I promised I would take her up on her generous offer and left the possibly of making her my bitch out there.
.....
The next day, I was watching the races, dressed in a fun light blue dress that was just below the knee, according to Daddy's very thorough guidelines for propriety. He also insisted on pantyhose, because according to him that is what distinguishes high society from the rest. I pointed out that half the women here were bare legged, but he just went on another rant about husbands and fathers having no control over their women.
Of course, I choose to go sans panties as my own protest, plus I wondered what it would be like to be eaten out through my overpriced hosiery.
Throughout the day, as I sweated in the pantyhose, it being a sauna out there, I noticed the countess checking me out constantly. It was crazy everyone else was oblivious to the lust-filled woman. That said, the rich and aristocratic are notoriously unfussy about sexual promiscuity...except my father of course.
Excusing myself after a race, I looked over at the lust filled submissive and snapped my fingers and pointed in the direction of the washrooms. She nodded, excusing herself immediately from the group of women she was with, and followed behind me.
I didn't once glance behind me as I walked up the stairs to a second floor washroom I knew existed, (I had played there before) but was likely not occupied.
Reaching it, I went inside and as expected the bathroom was empty. A moment later, a knock followed and I said, "Come in."
She came in, closed the door and locked it.
I asked, "Hungry?"
"Yes, Miss," she nodded, already completely in submissive mode.
I hopped onto the large bathroom counter, pulled up my skirt and said, "Come and get it."
She quickly came to me and moved between my legs. She went to rip my pantyhose as I had hers yesterday but I said, "No, suck me through the pantyhose."
She nodded, "Yes, Miss," as she buried her face in my pantyhose clad crotch.
It was amusing to watch as she struggled to sucked on my pussy lips and clit through the hosiery, although not very satisfying after the initial touch. After a couple of minutes, I ripped my own crotch and ordered, "Now get it directly from the source."
She didn't hesitate, burying her face in my wetness. She presented a facade of utter propriety and was condescending to most people below her social status. So watching her eagerness, considering her social position, greatly enhanced my pleasure. When I was close, I grabbed her head and rubbed my cunt up and down her pretty perfectly done face. I came hard and covered her with my cum.
When I let go of her head, I smiled and said, "You're getting better."
"Thank you," she replied, looking up at me with her make-up again a mess.
I got off the counter and said, "I should be returning to the races. Daddy's horse should be racing soon."
"Okay," she said crestfallen.
"It's okay, I'm not cheap with my pussy," I smiled, "but only obedient sluts get rewarded."
"I'll be obedient," she said quickly.
"Good," I smiled, "No touching that cunt of yours until I give you permission."
"Yes, Miss," she nodded.
"Good pet," I smiled and walked out, leaving the door wide open while she was still on the floor.
The rest of the day I spent with polo teammates and as a result ended up getting rather shit faced.
Still hung-over the next morning, I was in a crabby mood and when I saw the Countess. I decided to test her obedience and simultaneously amuse myself. I grabbed a polo ball and sat beside her, her husband also with her.



I had met him on a few occasions and considered him a pretentious dick, but in all fairness I considered 99% percent of high society to be pretentious dicks or bitches...myself included.
As he talked about some new castle he had purchased in Catterick, I put my hand under the table, beneath her dress, and began teasing her pussy, getting it wet enough to slide the polo ball inside. Watching her try to keep a straight face was incredibly amusing as he continued to ramble on oblivious to the fact I was now fingering his wife and that no one was listening to him.
Content she was wet enough, I said, my meaning two-fold, "It must be a big spread."
The Countess didn't immediately catch on and I roughly spread her legs apart.
He nodded and continued his boring description of the castle while I moved the polo ball to her pussy; her eyes went big as she realized I was trying to insert something inside her. After a brief struggle, the angle incredibly awkward, I slipped the polo ball inside her cunt. She let out a gasp.
"You okay, honey?" her husband asked.
"Oh, just feeling really full," she responded, which made me laugh.
I stood up, "Well, great catching up with you."
"You too," he nodded, even though he hadn't asked me one question.
"And I'll catch up with you later, Countess," I smiled.
"I look forward to it," she smiled back.
I leaned in and whispered in her ear, "And that stays in until I come to retrieve it."
I walked away before she could respond and decided to let her dangle all day with the ball in her box.
That night was a special dinner to celebrate the birthday of one of the royal family members and due to a long nap, I hadn't had a chance to retrieve the polo ball before the dinner. I was curious if she had obeyed and kept the polo ball in her all day.
During dinner we were a few tables apart, but conveniently we were straight across from each other. All dinner long I could feel her watching me. I only looked up at her a few times to see she was desperately pleading with her eyes for me to remove the ball.
I excused myself after dinner, but before dessert, and went to the washroom. I wasn't surprised that a couple of minutes later she was there too.
I smiled, "How was your day, Countess?"
"Stimulating," she responded, with a nervous smile.
I pointed to the stalls, as there was someone in one of them. She nodded.
"Did you enjoy the polo match today?" I asked, as my hand went under her dress, inside her panties and directly to her cunt.
"The ball certainly moved around a lot," she answered, playfully, "it was hard to follow it all day."
My fingers went inside her pussy and I struggled to get the ball while she was standing up. After a couple tries, the door opened and I quickly pulled my hand out just before my Mom entered the washroom.
"There you are," Mom said, "your father was wondering where you were."
"It's been three minutes," I sighed.
"You know your father," she said, going to the mirror to check her make-up.
"That I do," I said sarcastically.
"Be nice," Mom said, before saying, "And how is Farrah this evening?"
"Having a ball," the Countess answered, just as a toilet flushed.
I smiled at the ball, pun intended, by the Countess as I too checked myself in the mirror.
"We'd better get back," Mom said.
"Yes, God forbid we were in the bathroom too long. What would they think of us?" I sarcastically replied over dramatically.
"This isn't the place," Mom sighed, used to my defiant attitude.
"It never is," I replied, walking out leaving my Mother and my newest pet alone together.
Annoyed, I returned to my table in a foul mood. Dad sensed it and was smart enough to not say anything and we ate dessert in silence.
After a plethora of boring speeches, that left me almost comatose, the dance started and I went outside to get some fresh air. A couple teammates were out there having a cigarette and I joined them. I didn't smoke, but talking to people my age was definitely needed. As we chatted, I glanced behind me and saw that a somewhat frantic Countess was behind me. I let her fret a moment before walking over to her.
I asked, "Are you still keeping my ball warm?"
"Yes," she whispered, "but my husband has implied he wants sex tonight and well the ball would be difficult to explain."
"That actually makes me want to leave it in you," I teased, the visual of him fucking her and discovering it quite amusing.
"Please, I'll do anything," she pleaded.
"Anything is a pretty wide spectrum," I pointed out.
"Please," she whined, "it's also driving me nuts."
"Give it to me," I ordered.
"Here?" She questioned, people everywhere.
"No place like the present," I smiled, wanting to see how far she would go to obey.
She looked around, a nervous mess which only amused me more. "Will you cover me?"
"Like in a buddy action movie?" I quipped.
"Please, just block others' view," she begged.
"Oh, the things I do for my cunt-licking sluts," I dramatically sighed, as I did oblige her desperate request. I wished I could have watched her awkward struggle to get the polo ball out of her cunt, but I played protective shield and didn't see anything.
Finally, she said, "Here, Miss."
I turned around and saw the polo ball shiny with her wetness.
I smiled, "No you keep it as a souvenir...in your purse."
Before she could respond, I walked away and joined my friends again...knowing leaving her hanging would have her confused and more desperate tomorrow to gain my approval.
.....
Thursday, my last day there, I decided to really push her limits. As I walked past her at breakfast, I whispered, "I want you to come at the table during breakfast."
Her face instantly flushed as I joined my family for breakfast. I watched amused throughout my meal, not really listening to the conversation, even though part of it was about me, as I watched my pet clearly reach orgasm at the table full of other prestigious women.
When I saw her at lunch, I joined her and whispered to her, "Come again, this time with one of the utensils."
Her face went beet red as she took the spoon and slyly slid it under the table while somehow continuing to converse about handbags...apparently, Coach handbags, whatever the hell they are, were this years' popular choice.
I joined the conversation, asking questions I really didn't listen to the answers to, just to stay around long enough to watch her get off while other members of high society were oblivious.
It took longer this time, apparently a spoon not a very good makeshift cock, but eventually she did, squeezing my leg when she did.
I whispered, "Same time, same place as the first time?"
"Of course," she agreed, as I decided I would reward her for her obedience the past couple of days...it really was the least I could do.
Arriving a few minutes late, always keep them waiting, I reached her car and she was, of course, already there.
Once I closed the door, she said, "I can't believe the things you made me do."
"I can't believe you did them," I countered, although truth be told it didn't surprise me at all. The reality was older women have done almost anything I ever asked them to do to have a taste of my pussy...I'm not bragging, just telling the truth.
"I can't say no to you," she admitted, looking at me with such eagerness to please.
"Well, I always reward my pets' loyalty," I smiled, spreading my legs.
She didn't hesitate, dropping to her knees, and burying herself between mine. This time I had worn thigh highs and again gone sans underwear to give her easy access to my perfect pussy.
Apparently, third time is the charm as this time she was a lot better at pleasing me. She explored, she teased, she got me extremely stimulated. I moaned after a couple of minutes, "Have you been practicing eating cunt?"
She looked up, her lips shiny with my wetness, "No, Miss, but I have been watching a lot of online lesbian porn on my phone."
"You're really an insatiable little slut," I said approvingly as she returned to licking me.
I was so close to coming, a few minutes later, when the door suddenly opened and a male voice said, "I have a few minutes to suck that big hard cock of yours."
The Countess didn't have time to move from between my legs before her husband climbed in, as did a very prominent son of a high up politician.
"What the hell?" He gasped, as he caught his wife between my legs.
I smiled, having heard his words, as the Countess moved away from my pussy, "So you're a cocksucker and your wife is a cunt-licker. I think you two need to have a talk."
"What? No, I," he babbled, as he tried to comprehend the whole situation.
Meanwhile, the young man, Wilbur, who had hit on me since we were teens, stared in shock, before smiling no more embarrassed by his gay act than I was by mine, "Interesting."
The Earl demanded, pushing him out the door, "Go, just go and don't you peep a word of this,"
Wilbur, clearly not liking being told what to do, quipped, "Whatever you say, cocksucker. But I expect you on your knees begging like you usually do before this day is over."
"Fuck off," the Earl snapped, clearly humiliated.
"Feel free to bring your wife to watch," Wilbur added, before walking out.
The Countess began to apologize, "I'm so sorry."
"Don't apologize," I interrupted. "Your husband was coming here to suck cock."
"You stay out of this or I will tell your father," he threatened.
"Tell him what?" I questioned, "that you suck dick?"
"Young lady," he said, mortified by my response.
"Old man," I shot back sarcastically, never one to back down.
"Well, I never," he said, while glaring at his wife.
"So this is what is going to happen," I began.
"You're not calling the shots," he said firmly, interrupting me.
"Look here cocksucker," I snapped. "This is how it's going to work. First get Wilbur back here."
"I will not," he began.
"Now, cocksucker," I roared," Unless you want everyone to know you blow young men."
"I can out you too," he countered.
"Everyone knows I prefer pussy to cock," I countered, not completely true, but not really a secret to those who knew me. "Plus you would out your wife too."
"Fine," he snarled, grabbing his phone and dialing. "Come back."
Wilbur responded, "I don't think so."
I grabbed the phone, "Get here now Wilbur, I have a delicious proposal to discuss."
"Well, since you put it that way," Wilbur flirted.
"Now, stud," I ordered and hung up the phone. "Now where were we? Oh yes, how this is going to work. You keep your mouth shut, except to suck cock, and I will do the same...well...except the sucking cock part. That is just disgusting."
Looking defeated, yet still trying to control the situation, he glared at his wife, "How could you?"
Finally standing up for herself, she shot back, "How could I? You're the one sucking cock! How long have you been a dick flamer?"
"Farrah," he said, shocked by his usually obedient wife standing up to him.
"Cocksucker," she shot back, just as the door opened.
"I hope I'm not too late for the party," Wilbur quipped.
"Oh, the fireworks are just getting started," I smiled, as I ordered, "Slut, get back to what you were doing before we were so rudely interrupted."
"Yes, Mistress," she said, using the term 'Mistress' for the first time, all the while staring at her soon to be cuckold husband.
He watched, mouth dropped open, as his wife dropped to her knees, between my legs and buried herself in my cunt.
Wilbur quipped, "Well, that is a good boost to my ego. You're a dyke."
"Yes, I prefer women," I smiled, "but you really are out of my league either way."
He laughed, before turning to the Earl, "Emulate your wife, cocksucker."
"Please, no," the Earl pleaded, clearly humiliated.
"Now or never again, cocksucker," Wilbur firmly threatened, "and we all know you can't live without cock."
The Earl, beet red, dropped to his knees, fished out Wilbur's rather impressive seven inch uncut cock and took it in his mouth. I had never watched a gay act between two men before, but it sure was a turn-on.
I asked Wilbur, "So how long has the Earl been a flamer?"
Wilbur answered, "Shit, he's been regularly swallowing my load for a couple of years now."
The Countess said, lifting her head with eyes on fire, "You've been cheating on me for two years."
Wilbur continued, "Actually, he sucked cock on your wedding night."
I snapped my fingers and she returned to her task as I asked, "How do you know that?"
"He has always been a cocksucker," Wilbur answered.
"How very political of you to not answer the question," I smirked.
"And how long have you had the Countess as your personal rug muncher?" He asked.
"So eloquent," I quipped, before adding, "just since Monday. Until then, I think she was a loyal, obedient wife...now she is a loyal, obedient pussy pleaser."
"Nice," he nodded, closely watching as the Countess worked between my pussy lips.
I reached for my phone and began filming the Earl, knowing it would be perfect blackmail. Wilbur went to speak, but I pointed down to imply it was just the Earl I was getting.
"So do you have a harem of cocksuckers?" I asked.
"Do you have a harem of cunt lickers?" He countered.
"I asked you first," I smiled.
"Actually the Earl here is my only flamer," he admitted, "although I have a long list of chicks who love sucking my dick or more."
"I bet you do," I said. Wilbur was a very good looking man and had money which drew women to him.
"And do you have a harem?" He asked again.
I shrugged, not wanting to say too much, "I am never in short supply of being pleased."
"I bet you aren't," he nodded, before turning to the Earl and demanding, "Deep throat, cocksucker."
The Earl immediately obeyed, which was kind of hot, and my own orgasm built. We remained silent, each of us watching the other get off, until Wilbur grunted and said, "Swallow it all."
I watched the Earl continued to bob all the while rubbing his cock through his pants.
Watching the gay act turned me on even though I had no interest in cock, and my own orgasm followed shortly after as I grabbed the Countess's head and came all over her pretty face.
"Fuck that's hot," Wilbur grunted, as the Earl continued sucking his cock.
"As is that," I countered, putting my phone away.
A minute later, Wilbur sighed, "Hate to shoot my load and leave, but I'm late for an engagement."
"An engagement," I sarcastically said, with air quotes.
He laughed, "It's actually a meeting, sadly." He pushed the Earl away and put his cock back in his pants.
"I need to go pretty soon too," I said, even as I let the Countess keep licking.
"Later, cocksucker, Countess," Wilbur said smugly, before leaving the car.
The Earl didn't respond, still on the floor, head down.
I said, "I think it may be time for some marriage counselling," as I pushed the Countess away.
The Countess, her face again shiny with my pussy juice, said, "Thank you, Mistress."
"You're welcome, my pet," I smiled back.
"And as for you, cocksucker," she said, surprising me, "you are going to offer Lucy the dairy farm at the new castle."
"What?" He asked, finally looking up, completely in a daze.
She continued, "And she will live in the house with a full staff."
"Farrah!" he gasped, her demands clearly excessive.
"That is, if you want it?" the Countess asked, ignoring him and looking at me.
"I'll consider it, once I see the operation," I said, the offer appealing.
"It's the biggest dairy farm in the area," she added.
"Interesting," I said, before adding, looking at the Earl, "You be a good boy and your secret stays safe with me. Is that clear, Cocksucker?"
"Please. We can work something out," he pleaded.
"We just did," I shrugged, before getting up and leaving the married couple to deal with the consequences of their infidelity.
.....
The Earl sent me all the business information a few days later and I decided to take the very generous offer for a few reasons:
1. It was a new challenge and I loved challenges.
2. Daddy had caught me in a rather compromising position with Carol our accountant, and to put it lightly he didn't approve.
3. I would have virtually my own castle, with a full staff.
So I moved, started working, and had the Countess moved in temporarily as my live-in pet. The Earl and Countess agreed to stay married, and she would still be seen in public with him at events, but their marriage was otherwise a facade.
Over the next couple of years, I began building the business while accidentally beginning to build my own stable of live-in pets, although the Countess eventually only came by on occasion as I trained her to be a switch.
Besides accumulating massive wealth, I also accumulated five more live-in pets, each of whom fight for my attention, but also have to live in harmony with each other. I have essentially created my own lesbian polygamy home...but that is a whole other story.

THE END
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Note 4: This story stands on its own more or less, but if you want to read more BREE stories, check out the following (listed in chronological, not date published, order):
Lesbian MILF Seductress: Pre-MILF (in Bree's senior year of high school)
Lesbian MILF Seductress: Mom (late in her senior year)
Lesbian MILF Seductress: Neighbor (late in her senior year)
Lesbian MILF Seductress: Chocolate (immediately following Neighbor)
Lesbian MILF Seductress: Bakery (a couple weeks after Neighbor & Chocolate)
Lesbian MILF Seductress: 30th B'day (late summer, last weekend before her beginning college)
Lesbian MILF Seductress: Secret Santa (during her first year of college)
Lesbian MILF Seductress: Nurse (during her first and third years of college)
Lesbian MILF Seductress: Cop (summer after her first year of college)
Lesbian MILF Seductress: Pop Star (summer between sophomore and junior years of college)
Lesbian MILF Seductress: Church Mom (immediately after Pop Star)
Lesbian MILF Seductress: Spa (during the beginning of her junior year)
Lesbian MILF Seductress: Bride (End of third year of college)
Lesbian MILF Seductress: In Flight (summer job after college)

*****

Lesbian MILF Seductress: MOM

I'd come home an hour earlier than anticipated, Governor Greene having headed out of town for a meeting, and having a few groceries, I came into the house through the kitchen door. Since I could hear my daughter Bree speaking, I decided to set the groceries down quietly and listen in.
"Now leave, slut, and, by the way, I expect no panties at school tomorrow. Lesbian pets keep their cunts easily accessible," my daughter was instructing someone.
I gasped, but quietly, and continued to eavesdrop.
"But we have that assembly in the gym tomorrow and I'll be performing," a girl replied. At first I couldn't place the voice, even though it sounded vaguely familiar. It wasn't her best friend and our next-door neighbor Katherine, but it was someone who'd been here before.
"Did you just question me, bitch?" Bree roared.
"N-n-no, Mistress Bree, I just didn't know if you were aware," stammered the girl, whose voice I now recognized. It was Laurie, the cheerleading captain at Bree's high school. She was a bit snooty, actually. Last year her older sister Micah had been captain before her, and her younger sister Kendra would probably fill the position next year. Snobbery was in their blood. Yet I was even more surprised at hearing the words, Mistress Bree. Although my daughter was a very strong-willed person (a trait she got from me), I couldn't fathom Laurie being obedient to anyone.
"Do you want to continue tasting my pussy, Laurie?" Bree asked, her tone softer now.
I could hear the quiver in Laurie's voice as she admitted, "Yes, Mistress Bree."
"Then do not fucking question me, whore. Perhaps that stuck up older sister of yours would like a taste, or perhaps that fake innocent younger sister would look good between my legs," Bree continued.
"Please no, Mistress Bree! You said no one would know if I was good. And Kendra's still only seventeen!" Laurie pleaded, desperation dripping from her voice. Besides protecting her siblings, which was honourable, it was obvious she didn't want her popular image tainted.
"So? That's the legal age in our state. And if I desire it bitch, I'll not only have them feasting on my honey pot, I'll also have you licking their twats," Bree continued, exhibiting a vicious streak in her like I often saw in our occasional mother-daughter conflicts.
"B-b-but they're my sisters, Bree, I couldn't!" she stammered incredulously.
"You can and you will if I say so," Bree responded, again raising her voice.
Shockingly, Laurie's subdued response was, "Yes, Mistress."
"Mistress, what?" Bree questioned.
"Yes, Mistress Bree," Laurie corrected.
Bree's tone again softened, "Don't worry your pretty little airhead, my pet. If I want Kendra, I'll wait for her to turn eighteen."
"Thank you, Mistress Bree," Laurie replied, clearly thankful to avoid Bree's making good on any of the threats she'd made.
"And I'll keep your secret, cunt... if you're obedient," Bree added.
"I won't wear panties tomorrow," sighed Laurie.
"Good pet. Now off with you," Bree dismissed. A moment later I heard the front door open and close.
I was stunned. Not angry, but stunned. Unbeknownst to my daughter, I'd long been a dominant; Bree had inherited that trait from me. Actually, my job working with the secretly lesbian Governor Daphne Greene had come about during a lesbian orgy at Le Chateau Club a few years ago when I'd shared one of my pets with her.
But I realized that Bree was a diamond in the rough. Yes, your subs need to learn obedience, but Bree seemed only to know the punishment aspect. She hadn't learned the joy of their freely submitting. That along with punishment, there also had to be reward. Bree needed guidance to polish her dominance, and who better for a mentor than her own mother?
I entered the living room and greeted, "Bree."
"Yes, Mother," she answered from the couch as she texted someone.
"Honey, I heard you and your friend fighting. Is everything OK?" I asked, feigning concern.
"Just peachy, Mom," she answered, "but she's not really my friend."
"Oh, did she do something to hurt you?" I asked, testing where she was going with this.
"No Mom, she's my pet," Bree answered, trying to shock me... always the drama queen.
I was shocked, but not for the reason Bree thought. Bree was going about this all wrong. She had no couth. She had great potential, but she was far too crude in her dominance technique.
Before I could respond, Bree had a gleam in her eyes, "Does that shock you, Mother?"
"Well, hearing you say that about the head cheerleader is a bit much," I replied, keeping my cards close to my chest. I added, "I mean, I've heard of this sort of thing, but I would never have thought of my daughter being involved in it, nor Laurie."
"Oh you've heard of it, have you?" she asked, smiling.
"Kind of," I shrugged, playing the innocent in such things.
"How much would you like to learn, Mommy? Bree asked with a devilish grin.
Did she really think I'd just fall to my knees for her? Did she really think I'd not only commit incest (which I'd do in a heartbeat if the situation were right), but also become her sub and be at her beck and call (not a chance)? For a start, she had to know from long experience that I'm twice as stubborn as she is. Even though she was ignorant of our family tradition, Bree had overplayed her hand by implying she'd commit incest. I both sighed and fumed inwardly. I'd played this game for years, ever since I was her age, actually. My daughter needed a firm guiding hand, but I wouldn't start yet, I'd let her dangle in the wind as she wondered what I really thought, and maybe she'd even think she could dominate me too. I answered flippantly, "Oh, not much, really. I was just curious what you two were up to, and now I know. Dinner will be ready at six."
I could tell she was confused. That didn't go as she'd planned. She'd expected me to freak, probably even hoped I'd submit to her. Instead, I strolled away unconcernedly, leaving her in doubt.
A couple of weeks later I again came in through the kitchen door, although this time arriving at my usual time so Bree couldn't be surprised by my arrival.
She was again berating Laurie in the living room. "Do you want to eat her pussy, bitch?"
"No, Mistress Bree!" Laurie responded with a similar desperation as last time.
"But you will if I command it?" Bree questioned.
I heard a murmured, "Yes, Mistress Bree."
"See, that wasn't so fucking hard, was it, pet?" Bree teased her, before continuing her demeaning variety of dominance, "And since you had the right answer in that pea brain of yours, I won't make you do it."
Absurdly, Laurie thanked her. "Thank you, Mistress."
Bree demonstrated her deviousness by continuing, "No, you won't have to lick her pussy, she'll lick yours."
"Please no!" came another feminine voice.
"She's been an obedient cunt," Bree said, before scolding the other voice. "However, you wore panties to the mall when I instructed you not to. Besides, from the inept way you ate my pussy last time, you need the practice. You're a year older than she, so you should lick twat better than that."
"But I can't!" sobbed the other girl whose voice I still didn't recognize.
"Please don't make her, Mistress," Laurie pleaded. "I've been obedient, even if she hasn't. And you promised!"
"Shut up, cunt. Or should I add a third member of your family to my pet zoo?" Bree threatened, still using threats instead of true discipline.
No!" cried the other girl. "We have to think of Kendra."
"Maybe I'm referring to your mother," Bree quipped.
Laurie reluctantly said, "Just do as you're told, Micah."
So the other girl was Laurie's older sister in college. Somehow Bree was about to get her to go down on her younger sibling. I had mixed feelings about that. Believe it or not, part of me was proud and very impressed by Bree's ability to force two siblings, both of them stuck-up bitches, not only to submit to her, but willingly (okay that term was questionable, but there was no physical coercion) to commit incest. This was quite an accomplishment for my precocious daughter, and I was proud of her. The apple clearly didn't fall far from the tree as I reminisced making my own Mom's best friend eat out her daughter in front of me after a church service in the Reverend's office. But Bree still had much to learn before she qualified as a polished Domme. She was so heartless, and she clearly didn't understand the true relationship, the mutually beneficial relationship, between a Mistress and her submissive. Certainly her ego was being stroked and her subs kept coming back for more, so they were also getting something out of it, but so much more was possible.
"Oh fuck, her tongue feels so good, Mistress!" Laurie moaned as her sister pleasured her.
"But she could be better, bitch," Bree responded coldly, again not remotely understanding that a Mistress was to love and care for her submissive.
I peeked around the corner to watch, my own pussy wet at the thought of seeing a lesbian act of incest. I'd seen many in my life, but it was still a thrill.
Bree ordered, "Tell your sister how her cunt tastes, incest slut."
"Sooooo good," Micah moaned.
"You'll be Laurie's slut from now on," Bree informed Micah.
"Okay, Mistress Bree," Micah agreed between licks.
The fascinating thing about almost all incestuous relationships was their initial denial that they should commit the taboo act, yet the ultimate pleasure once it was committed... breaking society's morals... almost always led to a feeling of euphoria for the submissive and one of accomplishment for the Domme.
Wanting to make a grand entrance, not to mention to let these sister sluts know that I knew what was going on, I stormed into the living room and feigned shock, "What's going on here?"
Bree didn't look shocked... rather she looked amused... as the two sisters immediately ceased their act of incest and tried to cover up.
Micah stammered, "I'm s-s-sorry, ma'am."
Continuing my Oscar-winning performance I continued, "Isn't that your sister you were... servicing?"
"Oh my God," Laurie started crying hysterically. "Please don't tell our Mom."
"Get dressed, all of you," I snapped, and walked back to the kitchen, turning away quickly so none of them would see the huge smile on my face. I could already envision a delightful evening with these girls as I taught my daughter how to treat her submissive pets properly.
A couple minutes later, the sisters, now dressed, came into the kitchen. Micah again apologized, "I'm so sorry, ma'am."
"Just go," I said, turning away.
"You won't tell our parents, will you?" Laurie pleaded, her tears streaming again.
"I haven't decided; I'm going to deal with my own daughter first," I responded, not answering her question. Leaving them unsure and insecure about the future always played well in continuing their training. "Now go."
They both slinked out and I called, my tone indicating this was about to get ugly, "Bree, get in here right now."
She walked in and apologized, "Mom, I'm sorry, I didn't notice what time it was."
"Young lady, you knew very well when I was getting home, and you did that on purpose," I accused, slamming my palm against the fridge door.
"Mother, we've had this discussion before," she responded. "I'm eighteen and I'm legally an adult."
"And I've pointed out time and again that as long as you live under my roof you will follow my rules," I rebutted.
Cheeky as hell and ready for a fight, she countered, "You never said I couldn't have my own pets."
"Bree, don't try to play me," I threatened. "I know what's been going on, and it's not right."
"Whatever do you mean Mommy?" she asked all sing song, playing the innocent.
"How dumb do you think your mother is?" I questioned, even though I realized that's never a question you should ask your teenage daughter.
"I don't," she responded, knowing not to get sucked into answering the question.
"Don't be foolish Bree, I know you've had those girls servicing you, and you forced them into committing incest," I said, pretending to be appalled.
"Well, I guess I'm caught then, Mom. But my pets are my pets. And I don't intend to give them up," Bree said.
I marched out of the kitchen and into the living room, the scene of the crime that had just taken place, and Bree followed. I sat down, crossed my legs and continued, "Oh Bree, you misunderstand me; I'm not chastising you. I'm actually a little jealous."
Bree smiled, looking smug, coy and pretentious, "Who were you jealous of Mom, me... or them?"
I briefly gave her a puzzled look, and then I smiled. The little vixen was trying to dominate me. She thought I was about to submit, which was so adorable. I admired her moxie, but she'd gone too far and needed to be taught a lesson.
"Do you really think your mother is going to drop to her knees and submit to you?" I asked.
"I can see it in your eyes," she responded.
"See what?" I asked, pretending to fall under her spell, curious to see how she was going to try and play me.
"I see a hunger," she answered, opening her legs, her short cheerleading skirt the only thing between me and her pussy.
I broke character and laughed at her. "Does that really work?"
"Does what work?" she asked, taken aback.
"Your absurd theories and just spreading your legs and voilà," I replied.
"Well yes, usually," she answered, so flummoxed by my question that she too broke character and answered frankly.
"Well, I must confess, I wasn't very forthcoming when I told you earlier that I'd heard about such things as D/s, Bree," I began, as I allowed my heel to dangle from my toes like a hypnotist's watch... a seductive ploy that often worked for me. "In truth, I've done a little more than just hear about them."
Bree was giddy. I could tell she still thought I was about to submit to her, even though my last few words and actions signalled no such thing. "You have, have you?" she questioned playfully.
"Yes, a bit more than hear things, or in other words, I know a little about this game," I continued.
"Game?"
"You need to use both the stick and the carrot, Bree," I explained, most likely speaking in riddles.
"What?" she asked, having no idea of where I was going.
"Do you want me to submit to you?" I asked bluntly.
"Yes I do," she answered far too quickly, again playing her cards too soon, allowing me to see she was way too eager to add me to her collection of pets.
"Got it. And if I do, what's my reward?" I asked.
"My pussy," she answered rather matter-of-factly.
"You're so adorable in your naïvety," I quipped.
"What?" she asked again, once more thrown off balance by my surprising responses.
Continuing my lecture on Domme/sub relationships, I explained, "There should always be a reward to make your pet want to submit. The stick should only be used in extreme circumstances. The carrot is always preferable."
Now Bree was totally confused. "What the fuck are you talking about?"
Ignoring the question, I simply continued, "But it's true there are also times when the stick is called for."
I allowed my heel to drop to the floor and smiled as her gaze followed the sound down to my stocking-clad foot.
"So with that being said, my darling daughter, come and give Mommy a foot massage," I ordered.
"Excuse me?" she blurted, shocked by the turn of events.
"Your Mother needs a foot massage after a long day at work, and you're going to give me one," I said firmly.
Confused, she nevertheless rose to walk over to me from her chair.
"No, my pet daughter, you must crawl to Mommy," I instructed soothingly.
Bree was lost. She was beginning to see maybe she'd read things completely wrong, as I uncrossed my legs and revealed above my stockings that I was wearing no panties, having taken them off while I was in the kitchen, and now revealing to her my shaved cunt.
Her eyes went big. I joked, "Yes, your mother keeps her pussy shaved. Governor Greene prefers it that way."
"Y-y-you're a lesbian?" Bree stammered, her whole world of dominance, her entire facade of power shattered in a moment.
"Among many things," I laughed, sliding my hand up my nylon-covered legs. "You see, the real power of seduction, the real power of dominance, is all about the allure."
"I don't understand," she said, watching my hands caressing my own legs.
"Do you know that I only wear thigh high stockings?" I said.
"Why? Pantyhose of any kind are so uncomfortable," she said.
"Such an amateur," I sighed.
"I have eight pets," she countered pompously. I was curious who the others were, but I didn't ask. Maybe later.
"I have dozens," I shrugged, "and I have had a plethora more, but the number doesn't matter."
"What does, then?" she asked, still seeing sex only as power.
"Ultimate submission," I answered.
"I have that with all of mine," she said, and I believe she thought she did.
I laughed again. "No dear, what you have is blackmail and intimidation."
"Same thing," she shrugged.
I sighed again, "I have so much to teach you."
Bree shot back, glancing again at my shaved pussy, "I think I'm doing okay."
"Is that all you strive for, Bree, to be okay?" I challenged.
"That's not what I mean," she said in frustration.
"Crawl, my daughter pet," I ordered, as my finger went to my pussy. "Crawl and learn."
B-b-but you're my Mom!" she protested.
"Yes, and Micah and Laurie are sisters, yet look what you had them do," I pointed out.
"But..."she began, but I stopped her.
"Knees, Bree!" I ordered, raising my voice.
As if in a trance, Bree slowly dropped to her knees, a look of... not submission quite, but complete confusion on her face.



"Good girl," I purred, "now crawl to Mommy."
She obeyed, her head in a cloud of bewilderment.
Once she reached my feet, her eyes fixated on my cunt, I ordered, raising my foot, "Remove my heel, my daughter pet."
Her hands trembling, she reached for my heel and took it off.
"Good girl," I purred, using positive reinforcement to build trust before ordering, "now massage Mommy's feet."
Wordless, Bree obeyed, taking my stocking-clad, perfectly manicured foot in her hand.
I continued my earlier dissertation, "You see Bree, a Domme must first look the part. That means dressing the part."
Bree looked up at me, still dazed by the sudden shift in power, as she asked, "What does that mean?"
"It means looking classy and feminine on the outside, yet dressing sexy underneath," I explained, "The allure of power is more in the look than the words."
"I haven't needed that," Bree countered, even as she continued massaging my foot.
"Oh, getting a couple of bimbo cheerleaders or other high school sluts is easy," I said, "I really shouldn't have spoken so disparagingly just now, because I'm actually quite proud of you, honey. You showed those snotty sisters their true place. It's obvious to me you'll make a great Domme someday. But to succeed in getting straight older women or the more challenging seductions, it can't just be through blackmailing or threats."
"They love the taste of my cunt," Bree replied.
"Another similarity between us," I shrugged. "I've had many straight women begging to eat my pussy as they tell me how heavenly I taste."
She glanced at my pussy, and joked, "Like mother, like daughter."
I considered offering it to her right here and now, but again I wanted to train her... to teach her restraint. Instead, I ordered, "Other foot, my pet."
She again obeyed as she continued gazing at my pussy. Like so many before her, I could see her look of insatiable hunger.
I again continued, "For example regarding looking the part, I agree pantyhose are neither comfortable nor sexy. But as you can tell, silk thigh high stockings are incredibly sexy, super soft and have multiple advantages. One, they accentuate my legs; I can't even begin to tell you the impact thigh highs have had on my seducing pets. Two, they give easy access for your pets to pleasure you without the disruption to your momentum of having to bother stripping them off."
"But they don't look comfortable," Bree protested.
"Once you start wearing them they'll become a part of who you are," I promised, "no different than panties and a bra."
"I suppose," she shrugged, not really believing me.
"Stay right there," I ordered as I stood up, went upstairs to my room, grabbed a brand new pair of thigh high stockings and returned to Bree, who impressed me by still being exactly where I'd left her.
"Put these on," I instructed, handing her the package.
"Really?" she asked, a hint of her usual defiance back.
"Yes, trust me, Bree," I said, before adding, "Do you want to be a real Domme, or just an amateur?"
"I'm already a real Domme," she countered, not yet obeying my order.
"I agree you can become one," I said, "but so far you're too crass. You have to learn to make them want to do your bidding from desire, not intimidation. From a heartfelt surrender, not just your making them do things... the difference is subtle, but it's the difference between your approach and mine."
"I don't understand and frankly, that's frustrating."
"Put on the stockings and I'll explain," I ordered, demonstrating my theory on her even as I explained it to her.
She sighed heavily, but took off her socks and began to slip on the thigh high stockings. I wasn't surprised to see that she too was commando.
I continued, "You need to learn to make your pets want nothing more than to please you."
"But they do that already," she countered, as she slid the first stocking up her leg.
"Do they?" I questioned. "Or do they do it out of fear?"
"Both," she answered after thinking about it, as she finished donning the first thigh high.
"Agreed," I nodded, "I mean, you do have unmistakeable raw ability, my dear. You're also very beautiful and, with my help, you'll learn to be irresistible to all women, not just to insipid teenagers."
Bree gave away her hand again; or perhaps I'm being too critical: I wasn't her adversary after all; I was her Mistress, even though she didn't realize that yet. "One of my pets is an adult."
"Is she?" I asked. "I'm impressed. But was she already a lesbian?"
"Yes," she answered, as she began putting on the second stocking. "Why?"
"I mean it's still impressive, Bree, but a true Domme can pull the submissive side out of the straightest women you could ever meet."
"I did that with Katherine," Bree name dropped.
"Impressive, she's incredibly sweet," I agreed, "but she's been your best friend pretty much forever, so she's not really where I was going. Now getting her mother Nadine to submit, that would be truly impressive."
Bree smiled as she finished putting on the second stocking, "Challenge accepted."
"Feel how soft they are," I instructed.
She did. "They do feel nice."
"And they look amazing on you," I added.
"I suppose they do," she nodded.
"Now I can help you get the impossible women like Nadine. You obviously didn't know until now, but I have a wealth of knowledge in this."
"So I'm learning," she said, still surprised by my revelations, yet beginning to realize she should listen to her mother for once.
"Trust me when I tell you that you catch more flies with honey than vinegar. Who wants a pussy tasting of vinegar? And speaking of honey," I said, glancing at my own honeypot, I think it's time my daughter pet received her reward."
"You really want me to lick your cunt?" she asked as she glanced down at it.
"The better question is, do you want to lick your mother's cunt?" I asked, already knowing the answer.
"Kind of," she answered.
"Knees, my daughter pet," I instructed again.
She obeyed again.
"Crawl to your Mommy Mistress," I instructed, using the word 'Mistress' for the first time.
She again obeyed, unable to draw her eyes away from my cunt.
Reaching me, I asked, "What do you want, my daughter pet?"
"To taste you," she admitted.
"Because right now, you want nothing more than to please Mommy, isn't that right?" I questioned, knowing the answer.
"Yes," she nodded.
"Yes, what?" I questioned, mimicking her earlier attempt at discipline.
"Yes, Mistress Mommy," she corrected.
"Good girl," I purred, "Now get Mommy off, my daughter pet."
I smiled as she leaned forward and began licking me. It was obvious she was accustomed to receiving instead of giving, as her technique was non-existent. Yet, watching my beautiful daughter, a spitting image of myself at eighteen, between my legs, just as I had been between my own mother's at her age, had my orgasm building quickly.
After just a few minutes, and usually it takes me a long time to attain that first orgasm, I screamed, "Here comes Mommy's cum, my little slut!"
She kept licking, and soon was rewarded with my sweetness.
Once my orgasm was done, I explained, "You need to understand how a submissive thinks, to truly dominate one."
"Okay," she said, her face looking adorable, all shiny with my pussy juice.
"Because there's always someone who's a stronger Domme than you," I explained.
She smiled, "So I just learned."
"Oh," I smiled, "I've been dommed before, too. That's how we learn."
"By whom?" she asked.
"Several women, primarily by Governor Greene right now. Your grandma was my first Mistress," I revealed, and loved seeing the shocked look on her face.
"Nana and you had sex?" Bree gasped.
"And my own Mistress Mommy and I still do," I said, reminiscing both to last month and back to being eighteen again, "Your Nana was the first one to fuck my cunt and my ass."
"No way," she said, shocked to the core.
"Oh yes," I nodded, "She trained me to be the Domme I am today."
"I can't fucking believe it," Bree said, starting to stand up.
"Did I give you permission to stand?" I queried, today's lesson not yet over.
"No, Mistress Mommy," she smiled, quickly understanding her place in this new mother-daughter relationship.
"Now crawl up to my bedroom," I ordered, "It's time for your Mistress Mommy to fuck that cunt of yours."
"Yes, Mistress," she agreed eagerly and began crawling up the stairs to my room.
In my room I got undressed except for the stockings, put on my strap-on and ordered, "On all fours, my little slut."
"Yes, Mistress Mommy," Bree nodded, her tone betraying her eagerness as she saw my eight-inch thick black cock.
I moved up behind her, flipped up her skirt, and slid my plastic cock inside her wet cunt.
"Oh God, yesssssss," she moaned loudly, as I slid all eight inches in.
"You like Mommy's cock?" I asked.
"I fucking love it," Bree moaned, as I didn't make love to her, but fucked her hard.
"Who owns that cunt of yours?" I asked a couple minutes later, as I grabbed her hips and began slamming into her even harder.
"Mommy does," she moaned.
"And what are you?" I questioned.
"Mommy's sluttttt," she declared, her own orgasm close.
Wanting to give her a massive orgasm and yet continue to shock her, I sucked on my finger and then without warning slipped it in her ass. "Come, my little slut."
"Oh fuccccccccck, "Bree screamed, as I double penetrated her.
"Such a little slut, coming from getting fingered in the ass," I teased, as her body trembled from the orgasm.
"Oh God, Mommy," she gasped weakly, struggling for breath, as I quit fucking her and just sat there with the cock buried in her cunt and my finger deep in her ass.
"I hope now you're beginning to understand the mindset of your submissives," I said.
"Yes, Mommy," she whimpered.
"Because... did I blackmail you?" I questioned.
"No."
"Force you?"
"No."
"Then why did you obey me?"
"Because I felt I had to," she answered, before correcting herself, "No... I needed to."
"And that's what your submissives will feel like too, if you train them and build trust," I explained. "You see, a good submissive is like a good guard dog, she will sacrifice herself for you, and feel proud to do so."
"I understand," she nodded, as I pulled out of both her tight holes.
"Now, I think it's time to put your training into action," I said, with thoughts of my neighbor Nadine as the perfect first candidate.
"You want me to please you again?" Bree asked, rolling onto her back.
"Hmmm, that's a delicious idea," I smiled, removing the strap-on. "But I was thinking... your next target can be Katherine's mom."
"You really want me to seduce Mrs. Winston?" she asked, even though she'd already smugly agreed to do just that when she was trying to impress me.
"It will be a perfect test to see if you can put into practice what I've taught you and what I'll continue to teach you," I said, straddling her face, "such as how to eat cunt like a good submissive. Quite frankly, you're terrible at it."
"I haven't eaten any pussy at all before today, Mommy," Bree said, as I lowered my cunt onto her lips.
"Well, practice and competent instruction make perfect," I said, smiling at the idea of all the fun we could have as a mother-daughter Domme tag team. "Now begin by probing your tongue between my labia... both sets..."
THE END
PS: You can read Bree's first real MILF seduction, the domination of Mrs. Winston in Lesbian MILF Seductress: Neighbor which is already published...as well as at least a dozen more Bree adventures.
Jasmine
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I was in a bar in the big city an hour from where I taught. One of my favorite eighties bands was playing and although my wife didn't want to come, I wasn't missing it for the world.
I wasn't in the bar five minutes when I heard my name being called out, "Mr. James, Mr. James!"
I turned around and saw two of my ex-students and former players from a couple of years ago coming towards me.
"Mr. James, what are you doing here?" asked Matt, the quarterback on my old team.
"Came to see Blonde Ambition," I said. "They were my favourite band when I was your age."
"I hear they're pretty good," said Jake, my big black linebacker, who would have gotten a full scholarship to college if he hadn't blown out his knee during his senior year in a devastating semi-final loss.
"A better question is what are you guys doing at a concert for some has been eighties band?" I asked.
Matt said, "We won tickets on the radio. Back stage passes, actually."
"No way," I said, acting as if I was a giddy teenager.
"Way," Jake joked. "Actually we are to go meet them in a few minutes."
"That is amazing," I said.
Matt added, "Yeah, they even had a limo to pick us up from the frat house."
"Nice," I said.
"Where is Mrs. James?" asked Jake.
"At home with the kids, she is not much of a club person," I answered.
"So you're going solo tonight," Jake joked.
"I suppose so," I shrugged, never really considering it like that.
Jake asked, "Can we get you a beer, Mr. James?"
"Sure," I shrugged, "but please, boys, call me Nathan."
"Go get us three beers, Matt," Jake ordered.
Matt immediately left to get us beers, which I thought slightly strange.
"Do you want to meet the band?" Jake asked.
"Really?" I asked. "You would give me your pass?"
"No, you can have Matt's," he replied.
"No, I couldn't do that," I said.
Jake said, "No, no, it's okay, he isn't really interest in meeting them anyway."
"I don't know," I said, finding it strange that Jake was speaking for Matt.
Matt returned with beers and Jake said, "Coach would like to meet Blonde Ambition."
"Hey, he can have my backstage pass," Matt instantly replied, Jake apparently being correct.
"You're sure?" I asked.
"Oh yes, Coach, I didn't even know who they are, I just came for the ride," Matt shrugged.
"Well thanks," I said, giddy with excitement at meeting my favourite band and the lead singer who I jerked off to a million times in high school and college.
"It's the least I can do after all you did for me," Matt said.
We drank our beers, I bought a round of shots and then I met the band. They were really nice, I got a picture with them, that I texted to my wife, and Maddie Wild, lead singer of Blonde Ambition, kissed me on the cheek. My cock was hard the rest of the night from the brief ten minutes of celebrity time. The concert was amazing as well, Maddie Wild dressed in her usual leather skirt and black pantyhose.
The guys and I drank and drank until I was definitely too drunk to drive the hour back home.
The concert done, the guys suggested I come and crash at their place. Thinking it was easier and cheaper than a hotel, I agreed.
I texted my wife I was staying overnight, which we had discussed may happen if I got tired, and I followed the boys out.
The limo was waiting out front for them, and Jake told the driver to take us on a drive through the city. A bottle of wine later, we were at their dorm room.
We were not in the dorm room five minutes, when I got the shock of my life.
Jake and Matt were sitting on the couch, while I was on a bean bag chair, when Jake snapped his fingers and Matt instantly moved off his seat, dropped to the floor and pulled Jake's cock out of his pants.
I stared in utter disbelief. First at Matt, my all star quarterback just a couple of years ago, dropping to his knees and then at the size of Jake's black cock. I mean, I had seen my players naked many times, knew that some guys were more blessed than others, but the cocks were always flaccid and not fully erect.
I didn't speak, I didn't blink as I watched Matt open his mouth and take Jake's huge cock in his mouth.
Jake asked, as if it wasn't strange to have his cock sucked in front of another guy, "So that band was pretty good."
"Y-y-yeah, they can still rock it," I said, moving my stare away from the shocking act and trying to make eye contact with Jake.
"And that singer was fucking hot," Jake continued.
I couldn't not stop watching the blow job happening before me, even as I agreed by admitting, "She was probably my greatest stroke fantasy."
"You horny, Coach?" Jake asked.
"Pardon?" I asked, somehow surprised by the question.
"Did you get horny watching that chick pump and grind?" He rephrased.
"Somewhat," I admitted, shrugging, "I'm a guy."
"Want Matt to suck your cock?" Jake asked out of the blue.
"P-p-pardon?" I stammered, surprised by the question even as I continued to watch Matt bob up and down on Jake's thick cock.
"Or do you want to replace Matt?" Jake questioned, a smile on his face.
"What?" I asked, before protesting, "I'm not gay."
"Me neither," Jake laughed. "But no one sucks cock like another guy, isn't that right cocksucker?"
Matt took the big black cock out of his mouth and admitted, looking directly at me, "Yes, Mr. James, once you have a guy suck you, no woman will ever do."
I laughed, even as my own cock grew against my will, "My wife does a decent job."
Jake snapped his fingers and Matt returned to sucking cock while Jake asked, "Not really much of an endorsement...decent."
"Fair enough," I shrugged.
"Are you hard right now, Coach?" He asked.
I didn't answer.
"No reason to be ashamed. Wanting to get your dick sucked doesn't make you gay. Christ, even sucking cock doesn't make you gay."
"I'm pretty sure it does," I countered, even as my cock flinched in my pants.
"If two girls dyke out it is hot," Jake said, "but that doesn't mean they're lesbians."
"It's not the same," I countered although I had no rational argument to back it.
"How so?" He asked.
"I don't know," I admitted.
"Plus, there is just something in the male white boy psyche that they can't resist submitting to black cock," he added.
His words were silly, a cock is a cock, but I had to admit his cock was impressive and I couldn't stop staring at it. Trying to keep the strange situation light, I joked, "Is it really that black and white?"
"Pull out your cock, Coach," Jake instructed, ignoring my bad joke.
"I don't know," I replied, although the alcohol and Matt's slobbering noises had me ready to bust a nut.
"Do it," he ordered, his tone slightly authoritative.
I shrugged, "What the hell?" I fished out my stiff cock, not remotely thinking this through.
"Nice cock, Coach," Jake complimented.
"You too," I absurdly replied, as I absently began stroking my cock.
"Matt, take a look at Coach's cock," Jake suggested.
Matt took Jake's cock from his mouth, turned around and said, with a smile, "Did my cocksucking get that nice cock of yours hard, Coach?"
Before I could answer, he crawled between my legs and took it in his mouth. I involuntarily moaned out of both shock and pleasure. Unlike my wife, who never took more than the top couple of inches in her mouth, Matt deep-throated my six inch cock immediately.
Jake comforted, "Just relax, Coach, and enjoy Matt's mouth."
"Do I have a choice?" I joked, trying to act casual as an ex-student sucked my cock...easily getting the best blow job of my life.
Jake stroked his cock and I couldn't help but stare at it. His hand slowly moving up and down was like a hypnotist's watch. I couldn't help but suddenly wonder what it would be like to have his big black cock in my mouth.
Jake smiled, "You probably had a choice until you released that cock of yours. Once Matt gets a cock in his mouth he devours it whole."
I chuckled, "That he does."
Jake stood up, moved to me, his cock now directly in front of my face and said, with a confidence that drew me in, "Go ahead, Coach, I know you want to."
It was strange. I had never once wanted to suck a cock, but when presented with a long eight inch black cock my mind went to mush. I could blame the booze, but the reality was the black cock was having an unexplainable effect on me. Without speaking a word, I opened my mouth, leaned forward and took it in.
"That's it Coach," he groaned.
I don't know what I was expecting it to feel like, having never considered taking a cock in my mouth before the moment the opportunity presented itself, but it felt oddly natural. His cock was hard and thick and as soon as I had it in my mouth, I began bobbing back and forth, as if cocksucking was a natural part of my DNA.
Meanwhile, Matt continued swallowing all six inches of my cock. Whatever he was doing with the excessive saliva, created a sensation unlike any other...his mouth was virtually a pussy. I wondered if I could replicate it on Jake's cock?
Jake said after a brief amount of time, "Coach, you look so sexy with my cock in your mouth."
The strange compliment somehow flattered me and I moaned on his cock in response.
He continued, as I finally began taking more than just his mushroom tip in my mouth, "As soon as I saw you at the bar tonight, I told Matt we were going to take you home."
I couldn't believe it, yet based on how the evening was going, a few of the odd statements all made sense now.
He added, "I have imagined you with a mouthful of my cock since senior year, Coach."
The odd revelations both enhanced my eagerness and shocked me to the core, things like this didn't happen in the small town where I was from. Everyone was straight and if you weren't you sure as hell didn't declare it.
I had to ask, taking his big cock out of my mouth, "Were you guys gay in high school?"
Jake laughed, "I'm not gay Coach, I love to fuck ladies. But guys suck cock better and turning straight white men is a major turn on."
"Turning straight men?" I repeated, realizing he was referring to me.
"Straight white men," Jake corrected. "Almost every one of you married straight men are just the opportunity presenting itself away from being turned."
"Turned?" I repeated, my mind spinning with the ludicrous, yet in regards to me, true theory.
"Like I said Coach, the moment I saw you at the bar I knew tonight I was going to turn you. Make you another white cocksucker for black dick," he explained.
The term 'cocksucker' was like a punch in the gut, yet at the moment I wanted nothing more than to indeed be his cocksucker. I eagerly, with humiliation burning through me, took his cock back in my mouth.
A couple of minutes of sucking while being sucked, and Matt took my cock out of his mouth, somehow knowing I was getting close, and asked, "Coach, do you want to come down my throat or all over my face?"
My head still spinning with the concept of being turned, I took the black cock out of my mouth, looked down at Matt's eager face, back to Jake's big cock in front of me, pondered how Sarah never swallowed, and replied, "Swallow it all, Matt."
"Yes, Coach," he eagerly nodded, quickly devouring my cock again.
Jake shoved his cock back in my mouth and I returned to sucking him. It was less than a minute, Matt now bobbing furiously on my cock unlike any girl ever had, that I let Jake's cock slip out of my mouth again and grunted, "Oh fuuuuuuuck," as I sprayed my cum in his mouth. Matt didn't slow down at all as he swallowed all my cum.
Jake returned to the couch, got completely naked, and, once I was completely spent, said, "Coach get undressed."
I stammered, "R-r-really?"
"Yes, Coach," he nodded, "you have seen Matt and me naked many times, I think it is time we get to see you naked."
"Okay," I nodded, his answer seeming logical in my inebriated and horny mind.
Matt stood up and also got undressed, revealing a smaller five inch cock that was also completely stiff.
I don't know why I did it...to thank him for sucking me maybe, but I dropped to my knees in front of him and took his cock in my mouth.
Matt groaned and Jake laughed, "I think we've created a monster."
Matt's cock smaller than Jake's, both in length and girth, I easily took over half of it in my mouth immediately, determined to get it all in.
Yet, after only a few seconds, Jake said, "Coach, I think you should finish what you started over here first."
I took Matt's cock out of my mouth and, without a word, suddenly cock hungry (as unexplainable as it was), moved to Jake and took his cock in my mouth again.
After a couple of minutes, where I was finally getting almost half of his eight inches in my mouth without gagging, Jake commented, "You're a natural cocksucker, Coach."
I froze. Even though I had a cock in my mouth and was eagerly sucking it, being called a cocksucker again still made me feel weird.
He continued, "Keep sucking Coach! Don't let labels change the reality that you love having my black cock in your mouth."
As absurd as his words were, they were true. I was loving having his cock in my mouth, I loved the idea I was pleasing him, and I loved the fact that it felt so natural. I resumed sucking, determined now, more than ever, to be a good cocksucker for him.
A couple more minutes flew by when Jake ordered, "Get on all fours, Coach. Matt wants to eat your ass."
Those were words I never had heard before. Yet, curious, I obeyed, which made sucking Jake a bit more awkward as I struggled to maintain my balance.
As I continued sucking, now taking over half in my mouth, I felt hands on my ass, which felt so strange, and then a tongue licking my asshole. I couldn't believe what was happening and how good such a disgusting act felt. What started as going to a concert to see my favourite eighties band, had transgressed into me sucking an ex-student's cock, while another ex-student licked my butt hole.
More time transpired, before Jake asked, "Ever fuck someone in the ass, Coach?"
Never my wife, but in college when I was a star football player, potentially going pro (before a knee injury ended that dream), I always had willing coed's eagerly offering me their mouth, pussy or ass. I answered, "Not since college."
"Mrs. James, doesn't take it up the butt?" Jake asked.
"She barely does this," I countered, taking his cock back in my mouth, feeling like a slut...which somehow turned me on.
"You understand Coach, I also plan on fucking that ass of yours," Jake revealed.
My eyes went big. It was one thing to suck a cock, it seemed inexplicably natural, yet it was completely another thing to get fucked.
Jake chuckled, making his cock vibrate in my mouth, "It's okay, Coach, you'll love it, just like you love my big black dick in your mouth."
His confidence oddly relaxed me, yet I had no intention of getting fucked. Conversely though, I wanted to get him off. I was curious what it would feel like; I was curious what it would taste like; but mostly, I had an undeniable desire to please. Yet, the ass rimming Matt was giving me undeniably felt good.
"Get the lube Matt," Jake ordered, as I continued sucking his cock.
I stammered, not that drunk, "Jake, I'm not ready for that. You'll tear me apart."
He smiled, "Don't worry, Matt will break in your virgin ass first."
I countered, trying to be crystal clear, "I meant, I don't want to get fucked."
He stood up and shoved his cock back in my mouth. After three quick strokes, he asked, "What do you want?"
"To suck you," I admitted, his cock in front of me so appetizing, his pulling it out teasing me. He shoved his cock back in my mouth for a few more strokes.
"To swallow my load?" He questioned, moving his cock head around my lips.
"Yes," I nodded, wanting to taste his cum, as I licked his cockhead.
"But you don't want to get fucked?" He questioned.
"No," I answered, even as a slight curiosity lingered in the back of my mind.
"Your cock says otherwise," he smiled, pointing to my completely erect cock.
"I love sucking you," I replied, hoping that was a good enough answer.
"Tell you what," he smiled. "Watch me fuck Matt and see if you change your mind."
"Okay," I absurdly replied, keeping the door open on an option that should have been locked shut.
Matt returned with the lube and Jake said, "Coach wants to watch you get fucked."
That wasn't what I said, but Matt smiled, "Sounds good to me." He got on the couch, bent over and said, as he lubed his own asshole, "Fuck me with that big cock in front of Coach."
Jake shoved his cock back in my mouth, pumped it in and out a few times, making me gag and said, "Watch what you're missing, Coach."
Jake moved behind Matt and slid his cock easily into Matt's ass. I couldn't believe how all eight inches disappeared in an instant.
Matt moaned, but with pleasure and not pain, which had me in awe...that big cock should be tearing him apart. My cock already hard, flinched like crazy, pondering what it would feel like to fuck an ass again.
Jake pulled out after a couple of minutes of slow fucking and surprised me again by shoving his cock back in my mouth. I could do nothing but let him fuck my face. I was surprised that it didn't taste like shit, like I assumed it would. Jake repeated an earlier compliment, "You really do have a great cocksucking mouth, Coach."
He pulled back out and slammed back into Matt, this time fucking him fast and hard.
Matt's moans turned into almost squeals and my steadfast belief that I wouldn't take it up the ass began to waver. Jake fucked him hard for a couple more minutes before pulling out, turning towards me and instantly spraying his cum on my face.
The moment I saw the first rope of cum shoot out of his canon, I instinctively opened my mouth to catch the rest. The first rope hit me on the forehead and nose, the second went directly in my mouth and wanting more, I leaned forward and took his still shooting cock in my mouth.
"Such a cum hungry cocksucker," Jake groaned as I bobbed on his cock trying to fish out any last remnants of his cum.
Matt begged, sounding like so many of those coed sluts years ago, "Coach, come fuck me."
Jake pulled his cock out of my mouth and said, "Go ahead, Coach, he can never get enough."
My cock doing all my thinking, I didn't even hesitate. I stood up, got behind Matt and slid my cock into his ass. I forgot how warm an ass could be, and how tight, even after Jake's massive snake had fucked him.
"Yesssssss, Coach," he moaned.
"You're so tight," I groaned back, as I slowly fucked him.
"He likes it hard, Coach," Jake added, as he stood right beside us and watched.
"Yes, Coach, pound my asshole, make me your bitch," Matt begged, which sounded so strange from a young man I had always seen as a polite young man.
Yet, I obliged, slamming into him. When Sarah and I fucked, it was usually missionary, so hammering away at Matt from behind was an exhilarating change.
"Oh yes, Coach, ream my asshole," Matt moaned, clearly loving the hard fucking I was giving him.
Having come once already, I was in for the long haul and fucked him hard for a few minutes until he said, "Oh fuck, I need to come."
"Coach will suck you," Jake offered.
I pulled out and Matt stood up and shoved his cock in my mouth. It was my turn to bob hungrily on Matt's cock, wanting to feel what a full load would feel like in my mouth. I didn't have to wait long as he held my head, began fucking my face, his balls bouncing off my chin, before he grunted and deposited a load of cum in my mouth. I expected it to spray like Jake's did, but his just leaked out of his cock and into the bottom of my mouth. I kept sucking and swallowing, his taste almost non-descript.



Finally, he let go of my head and apologized, "Sorry, Coach."
"For what?" I asked, looking up at him.
"For not warning you," he said, before adding, "but getting butt-fucked by you, my first crush, was too much."
"I was your first crush?" I asked, stunned.
"You're almost every guy's first crush," Matt said, continuing to surprise me.
Jake added, "Mine was actually Markus Abner."
"He's gay?" I asked, my other linebacker from that team, now on a full ride to a school in Texas.
"Sadly, no," Jake sighed, although his mom was a great fuck.
"You fucked Celeste?" I asked, stunned yet again. Celeste was easily the most beautiful woman I had ever met in person, a Catherine Zeta-Jones lookalike with double d tits.
"I still do every time I go back home," Jake said, she will do anything for black cock.
"Shit," I said, shaking my head, "I clearly live in an alternate universe."
"So Coach," Jake smiled, stroking his again stiff cock. "I have one more load for you. Do you want it in your mouth or can I take that virgin ass of yours?"
"I don't know," I said tentatively, having mixed feelings.
"Come suck my cock, while Matt gets that ass of yours ready," Jake ordered, making the decision for me.
I silently moved back to my knees, back between his legs and again took Jake's cock in my mouth. As I slowly sucked his cock, I felt my ass cheeks spread and lube poured on it.
Jake explained, "Matt's going to gape your ass."
I had heard the term in porn movies, although always towards porn sluts, but never in a million years imagined the term would be used about me. Yet, I never thought I would be called a cocksucker, never thought I would have sex with an ex-student, let alone two (and both male), and I never thought I would fuck anyone in the ass ever again.
I felt a finger push at my asshole and then poke though and I groaned on Jake's cock.
"Relax Coach," Jake instructed. "You always said no pain, no gain in your halftime speeches and well, that is definitely true today."
I laughed to myself at Jake using my own words against me, yet focused on sucking on his cock as a distraction to the invasion in my ass. I wanted to get as much of Jake's cock in my mouth as I could...a challenge that kept me focused.
Matt wiggled his finger around my ass and then warned, "I'm adding another finger, Coach."
This time a sharper pain hit me, as my ass was unnaturally widened.
Jake reminded me, "Relax, Coach, just focus on my cock."
That was exactly what I was trying to do.
For a couple of minutes, I sucked cock, while Matt fingered my ass.
"Matt is great at preparing white virgin asses for my cock," Jake revealed.
I instantly wondered and had to ask, "How many white virgin asses has he prepared for you?"
"Quite a few," he shrugged. "Turning straight men is what we do."
"That gets you off?" I asked, curious to his mindset.
"It's a rush and a lot more fun and more challenging than getting some sorority slut to take it in the rear," Jake explained.
"Oh," was all I could say, as I realized I was just another straight man turned, which somehow diminished this strange, exhilarating night.
Jake, sensing my shift, added, "But Coach, you're special, you're an impossibility made possible, a fantasy made reality."
I wasn't sure what to say to that.
Matt added, "I wanted to be your submissive all senior year, Coach."
"Wow," was all I could say.
Matt pulled his fingers out and said, "The last part of preparing your ass Coach, is me fucking you."
"Okay, Matt," I nodded, wanting to make his fantasy true, and now wanting to feel what it felt like to get fucked.
Jake added, "Time to be spit-roasted Coach."
"What is thaaaaaat," I asked, as Matt slid his cock in my ass, creating a new sharp pain, while simultaneously Jake filled my mouth with his cock.
"This is, Coach," Jake answered, as I took cock from both ends.
I couldn't believe how oddly fulfilling it was to have two cocks in me. Although there was slight discomfort in my ass, the thrill of pleasing two people at once was enthralling. Soon I was smoothly taking both cocks and moaning like a bitch in heat.
"Fuck, Coach, you're one hot cocksucker," Jake groaned.
"And you have one sexy ass," Matt added, as he shifted from slow fucking, to grabbing my hips and ramming me.
"Ahhhhh," I screamed, when he slammed into me, reaching new depths.
Jake smiled, "You love a cock in your ass, don't you, Coach?"
"God, yessss," I admitted, wanting Matt to fuck me harder, as the pain had turned to pleasure.
Matt continued pounding me for couple more minutes before Jake said, "Switch."
I knew this was coming, and part of me was excited to feel his big black cock in my ass, yet another part was still worried he would tear me apart.
I watched them switch places and Jake asked, "Ready, Coach?"
"As ready as I ever will be," I answered.
"Tell me what you want, Coach," Jake said, his cock poking at my anal entrance.
I didn't hesitate, "I want you to fuck my ass with that big cock of yours, Jaaaaaake."
"Big what?" he questioned.
"Big black cock," I corrected, "pound your Coach with that massive dark snake."
He slowly pushed forward, widening my ass again. "Sooo tight, Coach."
I whimpered, as his cock slid into me, reaching new depths that Matt's smaller cock couldn't reach.
Matt offered me his cock and I took it in my mouth, realizing I was now sucking a cock that had just been in my ass. The thought should have disgusted me, yet instead it only enhanced my submission and my eagerness to please.
The pain in my ass was severe, and I almost fainted when Jake said, "Only two inches left to go."
I couldn't fathom taking any more, yet he kept pushing forward. I hungrily bobbed on Matt's cock, trying to distract myself from the pain, confident that pleasure would follow like it had with Matt.
"All in Coach," Jake declared finally.
I sat there, feeling completely full. After a moment, once I got used to his cock lodged deep in my ass, a sudden need to be fucked hit me. I began moving my ass back and forth, literally fucking myself.
"So insatiable," Jake moaned.
"We've created a lifer," Matt added.
And as I began moving faster on both cocks, again being spit-roasted, I assumed I was a lifer. A door had been opened. A door I didn't know existed and now that it was open I wasn't sure I could ever close it. The sensation of having a cock in my mouth, a cock in my ass, was incredible and I didn't want it to end.
As I rode Jake's cock, the pain eventually faded and euphoria overcame me.
I bounced back on his cock for an eternity, while simultaneously deep throating Matt's cock as I became a cock pleasing yoyo.
My own cock was stiff, the pleasure of being a cock slut getting me off.
Jake warned, "I'm going to come soon, Coach."
"Fill my ass," I demanded, wanting to know what it felt like to get filled with cum.
"As you wish," he agreed.
A few bounces back on his cock and he grunted and filled my ass with cum. My own cock twitched simultaneously and another load shot out of me and onto the floor.
Matt said, "That's new,"
I apologized, "S-s-sorry."
"You came without being touched," Jake said in awe, "I guess it is possible."
"I told you it was," Matt said, putting his cock back in my mouth and again holding my head and fucking my face.
Again, it didn't take long once his balls bounced off my chin until I was swallowing a second load of cum.
Both cocks pulled out of me a moment later and I collapsed on the floor exhausted.
"Shit Coach, you're the hottest straight guy ever," Jake commented.
"Not sure I'm straight anymore," I weakly quipped, feeling cum leak out of my ass.
"Damon will be thrilled to hear that," Jake quipped, as he shoved his cock in Matt's mouth.
My eyes went big. Damon was Jake's brother and my current team captain.
"I'm just saying if you crave cock at home, he would be more than willing to give you his wood," Jake offered.
"Please, don't tell him," I pleaded.
"Oh, this is our little secret, Coach, I don't turn and tell," Jake said, reassuringly. "I'm just saying, if you need some cock at school, I know he would willingly oblige."
"Good to know," I joked.
We all crashed until the next morning, when I was woken up by my cell and a call from my wife.
I groggily answered it, last night's adventures and sodomy suddenly flashing back in my head.
"Hi," I said.
"You're not on your way back yet?" She asked, clearly annoyed.
"Sorry, just waking up," I admitted.
"Really?" She sighed, over dramatically.
"Sorry, it ended up being a crazy night," I said, which was an understatement.
"Well, hurry up, the kids want to go swimming and you know I hate swimming," she said tersely.
"I'll be on the road soon," I said, appeasing her.
"Fine," she said, which, of course, meant it wasn't fine and I should have already been home.
After hanging up, I heard Jake ask, "A quick one for the road?"
I turned around, saw his black cock swinging flaccidly between his legs, and knew what I was having for breakfast.
The end
Jake 8 inch black linebacker
Matt 5 inch white qb
Damon brother of jake
Nathan james..coach,...six inch cock...wife sarah
Band: blonde ambition.
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Mom's a Gangbang Cum Bucket
"They got one!" Darren said excited, walking in on me getting head in my room.
The redhead whose name I couldn't remember began to take my cock out of her mouth, but I held her on my cock and she resumed sucking...chicks loved hockey players.
I smiled. A hockey rookie tradition at our college going back decades was for the freshmen to find and bring a hot MILF to be our personal cum bucket fuck toy at the end of our annual Halloween initiation bash. Although a bizarre tradition, it was the final task that our rookies had to accomplish. Every freshmen would cum in or on the MILF slut, occasionally a teammate would even lose their big "V" in front of his teammates.
That would usually be followed by the rest of team shooting their own load if they had one left to deposit, the Halloween party often a wild party as there was never a shortage of pucks (a Canadian term for girls who put out for hockey players). I had already fucked a cute blonde I couldn't remotely pick out of a police line-up because I was quite drunk and I was already onto my next conquest...a redhead who was bobbing on my cock with enthusiasm, not even commenting or complaining about the obvious reality it smelt like pussy.
The rookies were late; I was beginning to think they may have failed. The bar had closed twenty minutes earlier. In Alberta, the drinking age was eighteen, so all our rookies were legal here. "They were cutting it close."
"But you'll be impressed, she's even wearing thigh highs," Darren added.
It was no secret that I was a leg man. The blonde I fucked earlier was one of only three girls wearing nylons at the party. "Nice," I approved.
"Cutter is confidently bragging he has dethroned you," Darren warned me.
I scoffed. When I was a rookie, I set the record for bringing the ultimate MILF when I brought Mrs. Edison, the dean's hot wife, and then took her ass in front of the seniors. It had become legendary and I had become a God among the boys because of it. I sure as hell wasn't going to have some punk rookie challenge me like that. I said, "I'll be there in a few."
"Take your time," Darren chuckled, leaving me alone with the redhead whose name I still couldn't remember. I originally planned on fucking her, but decided that as long as she was going to bob up and down, I was going to let her.
The redhead was eager and experienced, and once I focused on the pleasure she was giving me, my balls began boiling in a couple of minutes. I used to warn the ladies when I was about to come, but I had really begun to get off shooting my load on a puck's face. I had mastered the art of pulling out a millisecond before I shot my load so she had no time to respond. The look of shock as my cum splattered a puck's face was always a turn on for me.
Feeling my balls about to erupt, I waited a couple more seconds, before pulling out just as the first stream of cum shot out hitting her directly in the face.
She gasped as the second stream hit her in her open mouth as I pumped my cock.
Like most pucks, she didn't freak out, instead opened up her mouth wide to retrieve my cum. After my last stream hit her chin, I slid my cock back in her mouth.
A minute later, I pulled out and she looked up at me, her face coated with cum, ""You could have warned me."
I shrugged, "Next time," although it was unlikely there would be a next time.
"There better be a next time," she said, showing me just how slutty she was as she scooped up the cum on her face and put it in her mouth.
"Of course, Sherry," I nodded, not meaning it.
"It's Beverly," she replied, clearly pissed at me not remembering her name.
Instead of apologizing, I asked, "You sure you're not Sherry?"
"You don't think I know my name?" she snapped, getting off her knees.
"Sorry," I shrugged, feeling bad, but too drunk to really care much...plus I was curious how the gangbang was going.
"You asshole," she snapped and walked out before I could respond. I guess there wasn't going to be a next time after all.
I finished my beer and headed to the locker room where the gangbang had been taking place since the rink was built in the early 1980s.
........
I texted Darren, "No one gets the ass before me."
Just then my sister called. "Hi, what's up?" I asked.
"Mom's not home," Clarissa said frantically.
Clarissa was a senior in high school and still lived at home with Mom. I could have too, as I was going to college and playing hockey in my hometown, but I loved the freedom of the dorms...especially for bringing the ladies back for some late night fun (plus I was on a full ride scholarship so it wasn't costing me anything). I pointed out the obvious, "She's an adult, she can look after herself."
"It's three o'clock," she pointed the obvious at me.
"Where did she go tonight?" I asked, trying to calm down my frantic sister. It didn't help that our father had died three years ago in a car accident late at night. So Clarissa's worry came from a natural feeling.
"Out with friends to some Halloween party," she answered.
"Then I'm sure she is fine," I said, although she was not really a night owl.
"She isn't answering her phone," she continued, my comforting words not seeming to help.
"If she is at a party, she probably can't hear her phone," I suggested.
"Based on what she was wearing there was nowhere to put a phone anyway," she said.
Mom was a secretary at an oil company and was always dressed prim and proper. She had big tits, wearing a 38DD bra, as I learned snooping one day when I still lived at home, but hid them with blouses and blazers. She had great legs and always wore pantyhose, which is likely where my own nylon fetish began, seeing her legs and feet in nylons every day growing up (she didn't get out of her work outfit until after dinner at the earliest). Curious, many fantasies popping into my head, I asked, "What was she wearing?"
"You won't believe it," she said.
"Just tell me," I sighed, hating how over dramatic she could be.
"A school girl's outfit," she revealed. "A very slutty one."
"No way," I said, imagining my hot mom in such an outfit. I had shot so many loads fantasizing about my mother I could fill up a sperm bank...singlehandedly.
"Plaid skirt, white blouse and thigh high stockings she borrowed from me," she continued.
The idea of my sister owning thigh high stockings quickly made my already growing cock completely erect. My sister was cute in that nerdy short of way. That said, she had a big rack like Mom. "What did she borrow from you?" I asked, unsure if it was just the thigh high stockings or everything, Clarissa didn't go to a school that required uniforms.
"The thigh highs," she responded exasperated. "Why does that matter?"
"It doesn't," I replied, getting the answer I was curious about.
"Well, what are we going to do?" She asked.
Horny as hell, the thought of my mom wearing thigh high stockings a major turn on, and wanting to go and bang the recruited MILF slut, I said, "I'm just out for a walk. Give me twenty minutes and if she still isn't home we'll come up with a plan."
"Fine, but I'm really worried," she said.
"It's Mom, she is the most responsible person we know. She is fine," I reassured her, confident that was the case.
"Okay, okay, you're probably right," she said, slightly relieved.
"You'll make a good nagging wife one day," I joked.
"Bite me," she said back before hanging up.
With only five rookies this season, I imagined it would be time for the rest of us to have our turn. I went into the rink, to the locker room and walked in on a woman getting banged from behind although I couldn't see the rest of her.
"The ass is yours," Cutter said greeting me.
"Bang her already?" I asked the punk rookie.
"I shot a load in her cunt," he nodded, handing me lube.
I laughed, looking at the lube, "You always have lube on you?"
He shrugged, "Always be prepared."
"Apparently," I said, shaking my head, as I quickly got out of my pants.
Jimmy had pulled out of her and both her back holes were available for me. The lighting was shitty, so I couldn't get a good look at her face, plus she was blindfolded, which was also a tradition of ours, but I didn't care what she looked like...I wanted a piece of MILF ass. I moved behind her, lubed her ass and said, as Joey face fucked her, "Hope you like it in the ass."
I heard a muffled response, but Joey was now holding her head as he roughly face fucked her. Deciding that was not a no, I lubed my cock and slid it inside her tight ass. As asses always are, it was heaven. So tight, so warm and so taboo, it was the way I got off the quickest.
All six inches slowly disappeared between her ass cheeks and it was obvious that she either had never had a cock in her ass, or it was very rare. Her body tensed and she whimpered even as Joey continued fucking her face.
Once all in, I savoured the moment like I always do, before I began to slowly fuck her. I love to get an ass loose before I really ream it. Anal virgins always feel the pain first, but once I prep it with some slow penetration, they eventually get into it and begin to enjoy it. Lots of women, I had also learned, after taking it in the ass once, start to crave it.
Joey grunted and winked at me as he deposited his load down the MILF's mouth. I chuckled, "At least warn her."
He shrugged, "This slut is an insatiable cum guzzler."
Cutter, who was smilingly from ear to ear added, "I knew she was the one when she blew me under a table at the bar."
"And me on the cab ride here," added Sam.
"Fuck, she is a wild one," I agreed, as the MILF began bouncing back on my cock.
"Shit, she loves it in the ass," Brent added.
"Oh yes, take my cock," I grunted, reaching and grabbing her pigtails.
"Aaaaah," she whimpered, as she slammed into me just as my brain began to recognize that voice.
Suddenly, Louie Louie began playing and I froze. In a heartbeat, an obvious revelation hit me. That was my Mom's ringtone, she was last seen wearing a school girl outfit, and she was missing. It was obvious I was ass-fucking my mom.
With no one else really in ear shot, she whispered, as she kept bouncing on my dick, "Keep fucking me, we can't let them know you know."
Mom knew I was fucking her. She had already known before I had realized it and had been enthusiastically bouncing on my cock. The thought was surreal and yet undeniably true. Realizing I had to act natural, I continued meeting my mom's backwards thrusts.
My mind was spinning. On the one hand, years of stroke fantasies were coming true. Yet, on the other hand, most of my teammates were unknowingly watching an act of incest.
I wanted to come quickly and find a way to get her out of there, before someone recognized she was my mom, and I cursed already having shot two loads in two random coeds. All the players who were not rookies would definitely recognize her if they got an up close and personal look (she came to all the games). Yet, I also never wanted this to end...fucking her, especially in the ass, was the most amazingly surreal moment of my life.
Suddenly Darren appeared in front of Mom and shoved his cock in her mouth.
Mom, not knowing it was Darren, my best friend and someone who had known my mom for years, grabbed his ass and pulled him closer to her as she went back and forth on our two cocks. My mom was the hungriest, sluttiest MILF we had ever had...which was both really cool and really fucked up.
Darren and I had tag teamed a few sluts in our day, but this was something else.
After a couple more minutes of Mom bouncing back on my cock and then deep-throating Darren's, her cell phone rang again. "Maybe we should let the slut get it."
Brent quipped, "Yeah, maybe it's her husband."
That pissed me off. Usually the joke would have been funny, as banging married MILFs was my thing, yet knowing her husband, my dad, was dead, really ticked me off.
Darren agreed with me, although out of amusement and not protection of my mother, "I'll get it for the slut."
I glanced at Cutter. who was smiling from ear to ear.
"Harder, fuck my ass harder," Mom demanded, either desperately trying to get me off or really enjoying being sodomized by her son. Both were frankly a turn on.
Darren took the phone out of her purse, clicked talk and held it to my mom's ear.
"H-h-hello," she stammered, as I no longer cared that she was my mother, but rather more turned on by pounding her as she talked to my sister.
I didn't slow down as she continued to try and have a conversation.
"Sorry, honey, my phone dieddddd," she answered, before adding, "and is almost dead again."
"I'm next," Blaine said, our only black teammate with a cock that made the stereotype about black cocks seem true.
"Oh, the party is still crazyyyyyyy," Mom answered.
Blaine walked over to my mom, his nine inch cock dangling between his legs, as Mom promised, "I'll be home soon, honey."
"Don't count on it," Blaine said, shoving his cock in her mouth.
The slippery sounds of cocksucking as Blaine roughly fucked her face echoed throughout the room as Darren held the phone still by her ear.
"Hang up, dumb ass," I ordered, worried my sister would catch on that Mom was sucking cock.
Darren shrugged, but did as I said, tossing the phone back in her purse.
"Only one hole unoccupied," he shrugged.
"Let me finish first," I ordered, my balls beginning to boil and her pussy unavailable in this position. Plus, I was still trying to get her out of there unrecognized.
Soon my Mom was again riding back and forth, although this time taking a much bigger cock in her mouth. Watching my mom take such a big cock made me wonder if this wasn't her first gangbang.
A minute later, I finally came, shooting a load in her ass, something I loved doing. Pulling out, cum leaking out of her ass, I joked, "That hole is probably done for the night."
"Shit, don't pull out," Darren scolded, "I sure as hell don't want to be fucking her ass and your cum.
"That's why I'm the captain," I shrugged as Darren slid his cock in her pussy.
"We should probably send the bitch home pretty soon," I suggested, very unlike me.
"Why?" Cutter asked, still fucking smiling. Did he know she was my mom? "Still a couple guys who want a go."
I really had no answer. We usually fucked the MILF until every guy here had spent a load in her, sometimes two.
"Plus, every MILF gets finished off in a triple penetration," Brent said.
Only Brent and Charlie hadn't fucked her yet. I was thankful a few veterans hadn't made it back here tonight, so I figured maybe having her triple penetrated would end her night.
Blaine agreed, "Not until she rides me."
He pulled out, lifted my Mom up like she was a feather and, while holding her, sat back down and lowered Mom on his nine inch thick missile.
"Holy shitttttt," Mom screamed, as her cunt was widened and filled, I imagine, unlike ever before.
"Ride me, bitch," Blaine ordered.
Mom obeyed, like a good slut, as she began bouncing up and down and breathing heavy. "Holy fuck, your cock is so fucking big."
"And your cunt is so fucking tight," he groaned.
After another minute of my mother breathing heavy, Blaine asked, "You like my cock, you slut?"
"God, yessssss," she screamed, her orgasm hitting her. "I fucccccking love it."
Thankfully Blaine has a quick trigger and he soon shot a load in her cunt, as my mom collapsed into him.
"Triple penetration time," Darren declared.
"No more," Mom weakly protested, clearly spent.
"Just three more, slut," Darren said, as he lifted her up and Blaine moved, cum gushing out of mom.
Soon the final three were triple penetrating her, as Cutter walked over to me.
"I can't believe you fucked your mom," he whispered.
I glared at him. "You knew?"
"You knew?" he countered.
"Not until it was too late," I said.
"Reallly?" he asked, "you seemed to catch on long before you finished fucking her."
"This stays between you and I," I threatened.
"I didn't know it was her when I first drew her in, but eventually she told me about her college hockey son and I knew," he smugly continued.
"This goes nowhere," I repeated my threat.
"Don't worry, only I saw her whole face. I blindfolded her when we left," he added.
"What do you want?" I asked.
"No more condescending bullshit from you," he began.
"Agreed," I nodded, hoping that was all.
"And you owe me three favours, no questions asked, when I request them," he added.
"Fine," I agreed, desperate to keep the secret between just the two of us.
"It was fucking cool watching you ass fuck your mother," he said, as he turned to look at Mom taking all three cocks again and seemingly getting more energy as she was bounced back on both cocks in her pussy and ass.
"Shut up," I snapped.
"Just saying, I wouldn't mind fucking my mom," he added.
A smile crossed my face. "Is that one of your favours?"
"Maybe," he shrugged, just as Brent pulled out and shot his load all over mom's face.
Charlie pulled out of her ass, moved around and crudely ordered, "taste your chocolate, slut," before he shoved his cock in her mouth.
Mom rode Darren's cock furiously, before he grunted and shot his cum in her cunt. Charlie followed suit with a grunt as he deposited a load in her mouth.
I threatened, "If you break this deal, I'll break your face."
Cutter didn't say anything, just smiled, as I grabbed my phone and dialed for a cab.
As mom lay there trying to recover from her gangbang, the other boys chatted about hockey as they got dressed and quickly headed out.
I helped Mom stand up, whispered in her ear, "It's over," and helped her towards the cab that would arrive shortly.
Darren was the last one left and offered to stick around, but I said I was just going to make sure she got in a cab...I joked it was the least I could do.
Once alone, I took off her blindfold and said, "I'm so sorry."
Her eyes were bloodshot, clearly she was drunk, as tears began instantly streaming, "I can't believe you saw me like that."
I thought to myself, I did a lot more than see, but instead said, "It's okay, Mom."
"Okay?" she asked, "I just let my son fuck my ass and got gangbanged by all his teammates."
"But no one knew it was you," I comforted, even though that wasn't completely true.
"I'm soooo sorry," she cried, crashing into me.
I held onto her silently, just holding her.
Finally I whispered, "I love you, Mom."
Sniffling, "How could you love me after that?"
"Want my honest answer?" I asked.
She looked up at me, "Yes."
"Mom, you are beautiful and I've fantasized about you my whole life," I admitted.
"Y-y-you have?" she stammered, surprised.
"God, yes. You're beautiful, have huge breasts and my nylon fetish started because of your legs and feet in nylons every day," I said, throwing it all on the table.
"You really think I'm beautiful?" she asked.
"No, I know you're beautiful," I admitted, as I looked into her eyes and, without even realizing I was doing it, kissed her.
She kissed me back and it was soft and tender, such a contrast to the ganging I was just a part of.
Breaking the kiss, she apologized again, "Sorry."
"Mom, never be sorry," I smiled. "You are an adult and can make your own decisions."
"But I fucked you," she said.
"And I fucked you," I admitted, and deciding to go for broke, "and I would do it again."
"You want to have sex with your Mom?" she asked, surprised and yet clearly flattered.
"You have two holes I haven't explored," I smiled, being my suave self.



"Cancel the taxi," she said, as she dropped to her knees and fished out my cock again.
As she took me in her mouth, I pulled out my phone, cancelled the taxi and said, "By the way, Mom, you look fucking hot in that school girl uniform."
She moaned on my cock as it grew again in her mouth.
Was this a one night only thing? I had no idea, but I hope not.
Either way, after all the moms I had fucked over the years, I was going to enjoy one night of being a REAL mother fucker.
THE END
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White Slut Wife: Black Cock Fantasy
We were watching porn in the hotel after a wedding in late August, both intoxicated and horny, when a scene came on that led to another naughty night of role playing.
The movie was called Gangbang Fantasies, and included three lengthy gangbang scenes. The first one was okay as a pretty redhead with massive fake tits got stranded on the side of the road and was picked up by a hippie van going to a Grateful Dead concert. She ended up fucking all five hippies and was triple penetrated often.
Pam had picked the movie, her most constant fantasy being about getting gangbanged, something we have discussed actually making a reality many times in the heat of passion, but once she reached orgasm she always came back to her prim and proper morals.
Pam at 48 is just as beautiful and vibrant as the day I met her, and twice as horny.
As the first gangbang scene came to an end, both of us naked except for her thigh high stockings, my finger inside her pussy, I asked, "Which three at the wedding tonight would you like to join us so we could make your own gangbang fantasy?"
She moaned, "Are you one of the three?"
"No," I smiled, sliding a second finger inside her.
"I don't know," Pam moaned, obviously not wanting to answer the question.
"I'd bang the redhead bridesmaid," I said, trying to open the door for honesty.
"You and redheads," she playfully teased. " I'm surprised you even married me."
"You love sucking cock and swallowing cum," I quipped back. What made Pam the perfect wife was the beautiful oxymoron she was. She was a teacher and perceived by all as a sweet, caring woman, which she was. Yet, underneath her conservative teacher persona was a constantly horny, sexually wild and almost limit free vixen.
On our first date she swallowed my load in the car and I was in love...yes, men are that shallow. Of course, besides being insatiable in bed and willing to do almost anything (especially after a couple glasses of wine), she was also beautiful, funny, compassionate and just the most amazing person I had ever met (and she still is).
"I'd also dyke out for you with that redhead," she moaned, my finger turning her on, as was the second scene, which was just starting.
"You're all talk," I teased, the idea of her dyking out another fantasy she hadn't yet made a reality.
"Want to go back?" She asked.
Of course I did, but I also knew that she was too drunk to make such decisions, one that she may regret. I answered, "I'd rather hear the answer to the question first."
"Who do I want to gangbang me?" She asked, her tone dripping with naughtiness. Hearing your wife say 'gangbang' is one of the hottest things ever.
"Yes," I nodded, curious who she would choose.
"Put your cock in me and I'll tell you," she moaned, staring at the television.
"You want a black cock, don't you?" I asked, glancing at the television and realizing the scene was now of a white bride getting molested by three black men and that she was staring at it.
"God, yes,"' she said, while staring at the fake video bride sucking a big black cock.
"So if Bruce walked in here right now?" I questioned.
"I'd devour him whole," she lustfully answered.
"I bet he has a massive cock," I added, sliding three fingers inside her.
"Fuuuuck," she moaned, as I widened her cunt.
I glanced at the television that she had her eyes glued to and saw the bride was sucking one massive black cock while stroking the other two.
"You wish that was you," I said, as I pumped my fingers in her.
"Yessssss," she moaned, not taking her eyes off the three black cocks.
"On your knees, you dirty little gangbang slut," I ordered, knowing name calling always worked when she was drunk and horny.
She quickly obeyed, the anticipation of getting fucked making her completely submissive, even though she was a strong-willed teacher during the day.
"Watch the bride slut while I take your ass," I demanded, another thing that only happened during these drunken adventures. She actually didn't like anal sex and was dead against it usually, but when drunk and in that certain state of euphoria, she was willing to obey every demand I gave her including being sodomized.
"Oh, you bad boy," she purred, wiggling her nice ass.
I moved behind her, coincidently just as the bride was also on her knees, taking a cock in both ends. I teased her asshole with my cock until she begged, "Bruce, just shove that big black snake in my ass."
We role played often and more and more lately it had been about me being black. I had even bought black condoms to make the role play more authentic. So I obliged my horny wife, sliding my cock in her always tight ass.
"Fuuuuck," she screamed, getting her ass filled so rarely, the pleasure-pain principle always came into effect. Although, in theory, I guess it was the pain-pleasure principle as the burn came first and then the pleasure later.
"You like my black cock in your white ass?" I asked, after a few strokes, trying to stay in the character I was apparently playing.
"Oh God, yes. Slam that big black cock in your white slut," she replied, watching the blonde now taking all three cocks in her three pleasure holes.
I obliged, fucking her hard, deep and fast as I held onto her hips, my body slamming into her with each forward thrust.
"Fuck, I lovvvvvve your black coooooock," she screamed, a couple minutes later as her orgasm got close. When drunk she could come from a hard ass fucking.
"Come, you white slut," I demanded, slapping her ass as I continued pounding her rear.
She was always ashamed the following morning that she had come from getting ass-fucked, but in the heat of the moment, it seemed it was when she reached her most intense orgasms, when she gave in mind, body and soul to me. "Yes, fuck me, ream my ass," she demanded, clearly close to eruption.
"Now, slut, come on my black cock, you fucking white slut," I demanded firmly.
"Yes, Masteeerrrrrrrr," she screamed, as her orgasm hit her a couple of strokes later, just as the bride on screen got her first facial.
"I'm going to get you your own gangbang of black cocks, my little white slut," I continued, as her orgasm coursed through her.
"Yes, make me a white slave for black cock," she struggled to get out as she continued to come while I continued fucking her ass.
My balls boiling, after a few more deep thrusts, I pulled out, turned her around and came all over her face, another thing I was only allowed to do during these nasty, drunken, slut encounters.
Drawn into the act, she opened her mouth wide as my cum splattered her face. Still in slut mode, she then deep throated my cock, which had just spent the last few minutes deep in her ass.
Both exhausted, we crashed pretty hard a few minutes later, but with Halloween coming I wondered if it was time to make her greatest fantasy a reality.
.....
Now I should describe my wife. She is a grade three teacher, is 5'7", 115 pounds, brunette, blue eyes, 32A breasts, and very, very sensitive nipples. She's in amazing shape for a 48 year old woman as she works out daily with Zumba, piloxing and yoga.
At school she dressed as a professional to all who saw her, but underneath her conservative teacher attire, she wore a garter and stockings, lace push up bras that enhanced her small breasts, and thongs.
Although we have a great sex life, I get head or sex at least four times a week, even during her period (actually she is hornier during her period which is unlike most women I dated before meeting her). But when she drinks, she gets really wild and there are no limits. Her first facial, first anal, first fisting and first double penetration (a vibrator in her cunt while I fucked her ass) all happened while she was drunk. The next morning she always felt a little ashamed at how out of control she let herself get, but then the next time she drank the same thing would happened.
Over the next couple of weeks, I kept talking to her about her black fantasies. Even while sober she admitted she would love to try a black cock if the opportunity presented itself and that her biggest fantasy was getting triple teamed by three black cocks.
Now, some men would feel inadequate or insecure if their wife had such fantasies. Yet, it was my fantasy too. I didn't want to fuck other women, and had no interest in having sex with men, black or white, but for whatever reason the idea of watching my wife submit to her fantasy was an amazing turn on.
Coincidently, in September, Pam had had another of her fantasies come true when she was a seduced and dominated by a young black woman named Alicia, her intern, while at a teacher's conference and it had only enhanced her eagerness to fulfill her other fantasy (you can read about that in the story called Turning Teacher Black).
Her submission to her intern was done while she was out of town; over the next month Pam was used by Alicia a few more times, but I was never invited, although I got to listen on the phone and the young intern, did imply that if I continued to be a good supportive husband, she may let me watch.
Thus, I decided, without a doubt, to make one of her other fantasies a reality, and this time get to see it live.
The Halloween party was at a rich friend's mansion and the theme this year was movies. Pam suggested Grease (see would have made a hot Sandy).
But wanting to have my face covered, my plan already under way, I suggested we do Phantom of the Opera. She loved the idea, it being her favourite musical, and she got all dressed up in a very short flapper dress, garter belt and old fashioned silky seamed stockings that were completely in view (the skirt being so short), and four inch heels. I, on the other hand, wore a mask, gloves and a cloak that completely hid my identity.
That Halloween, like the last past two years, she expected to get laid. We had fucked in a downstairs bathroom a couple of years ago and repeated the new Halloween tradition last year by having sex in one of the seven guest rooms.
Pam asked, on the drive over, "Are we going for a three-peat?"
I laughed, "Of course, let's plan to meet in the same room exactly at midnight."
"Can you wait that long?" She asked.
"Can you?" I countered.
"Challenge accepted," she quipped, quoting 'How I met Your Mother' like we often did when we got playful. Pushing me, she fished out my cock while I was driving.
I asked, "What are you doing?"
Instead of answering, she did something she had never done before, she leaned down and began sucking my flaccid cock while I drove.
My cock quickly grew in her mouth, in stunned awe of Pam's naughty, sober act. Since her submission to her young intern she had become even more adventurous and this was the newest example. Who would have thought my wife submitting to a black college girl would pay off for me?
After a couple minutes, she sat back up and smiled provocatively just as I was getting close, "You sure you can wait?"
"You brat," I said, my balls ready to burst.
"I'll finish you off here and now if you admit you can't last as long as I can," she smiled, her hand going to my leg.
I wanted to come in her mouth while I drove, something that had never been a fantasy until it just almost occurred, but I also hated to lose. I shrugged, "I'll remember this when you are begging to come tonight."
"I don't beg," she countered.
"Like a dog," I quipped back.
"Yes or no?" she smiled, her hand moving to my cock and stroking it.
"No," I said firmly. "But you will finish what you started on the drive home."
"Only if I come first," she challenged, knowing that most of the time I came first.
"Deal," I smiled, knowing that she was definitely going to come first, although not from my cock.
"But no cheating," she said, moving her hand back to herself. "No masturbating in the washroom."
"Deal," I repeated, my head spinning with the delicious visuals I was already imagining occurring in under four fours.
Suddenly her phone buzzed. She looked at it and sighed,
"What?" I asked.
"Mistress Alicia won't take no for an answer," she began, "she expects me to show up at her friend's Halloween party, even though I've already told her that this was a commitment I couldn't break."
Shit, I thought to myself, this could ruin my whole plan. I also loved hearing my beautiful wife use the word 'Mistress'.
Her phone buzzed with another text.
"She just texted that you can come and watch," Pam added, her cheeks going red. She had become a complete nymphomaniac (although she had always loved sex) since her lesbian submission and I could tell she wanted to go to the other party now.
"Tell you what," I said, thinking maybe I could have my cake and eat it too. "Let's stay at this party until midnight, have our three-peat and then head over to the other party."
She smiled, all giddy like our sixteen year old daughter when she got her way, "Really?"
"Of course, I've wanted to see you eat pussy forever," I said, the visual now etched in my head.
She quickly texted Alicia.
Another sigh, "She insists I be there by midnight or she will punish me."
Pam was punished two weeks ago, by having to wear a butt plug in her ass all week while at work. The punishment almost killed her, especially since each day she recieved a bigger plug.
"Let's change our rendezvous to 10:30," I suggested, still wanting to give her my surprise and then witness her eating pussy.
"Great," she agreed, instantly excited again as she texted her black Mistress.
I reminded her, "But no coming until we get together."
We arrived at the party and like we usually did we separated and mingled with friends. Trent, a co-worker of mine, and black, was dressed as Napoleon Dynamite which of course was doubly hilarious because he was black as night.
I asked, "Still game?"
"If you are," he nodded, glancing over to my wife. "She looks fucking hot."
"That she does," I agreed. I explained the plan once more. "A few minutes before 10:30 go to the last room on the right upstairs, switch into the Phantom outfit that will be on the bed, and then wait for her to arrive,"
"I thought the plan was midnight?" He asked.
"Change of plans, my little slut is already revved up for action," I explained, which was true. But I was hoping two hours of wine would have her in the perfect state of slutdom she often reached.
"Okay," he agreed, "but you're sure she is into this?"
"It's her ultimate fantasy," I nodded, before clarifying, "actually her ultimate fantasy is three big black cocks. But I think we will start small."
"Trust me, we're not starting small," he confidently replied.
I laughed, having seen his black snake a few times at the gym, "Trust me, that wasn't my implication."
He said firmly, "Just saying, nothing about me is small."
"Fair enough," I nodded.
"And I can fuck any of her three holes?" He clarified.
"I think so. She'll eagerly suck your cock and take it in her cunt, but you may have to smooth talk your way into her ass," I said, not sure she would be willing, even drunk, to take something that big in her ass, although the last butt plug was almost as big as him (and she walked around all day while teaching with it in her). I was seven inches and reasonably well equipped, but Trent was easily ten inches, although no thicker than I was.
"She'll take it in the ass," he confidently nodded. "Bitches can't say no to the chocolate hammer."
I chuckled at his name for his cock, thinking I needed a name for mine.
I chatted with others for a while, had a few drinks, before going to chat with my wife. "Half an hour," I whispered.
"Want to go now?" She asked, her eyes telling me she was drunk and ready for action.
"I thought you said you could wait?" I asked, coyly.
"You playing hard to get?" She asked, slyly squeezing my cock.
"Just following the deal we made," I shrugged.
"Fine," she sighed, clearly annoyed at me, but like me, hating to lose.
"See you in half an hour," I whispered in her ear, giving her ear a firm tug. "I'm going to make you come like a hungry slut."
Before she could respond, I left her alone.
A few minutes before our rendezvous time, I headed up to the room, changed out of my outfit, leaving it on the bed, and snuck into the closet with my phone on silent.
A couple minutes later, Trent walked in, got undressed and put on the outfit. He said, "Shit, it's a little tight."
"Sorry," I said from the closet, "I didn't put much thought into the fact that you are bigger than me."
Once dressed, you couldn't tell he wasn't me unless you were really paying attention that he was two inches taller and a little wider in the shoulders.
Pam came in almost on cue, closed the door, locked it and said, "Are you ready to see who comes first?"
Trent walked over to her, picked her up and tossed her on the bed, something I would never do. Yet, instead of catching on, she purred, "Playing rough, I like that."
Trent had been instructed not to talk until he had to, and instead, joined her on the bed, moved between her legs, roughly pulled her panties off and tossed them towards me, before he buried his face between her legs.
She protested, as she moaned, "not fair, I get to suuuuck you toooooo."
Trent ignored my wife's protests and I was already frustrated that I couldn't see what he was doing.
She kept moaning, and weakly protested, "This doesn't count as a wiiiiiiiin."
I tried to watch through the small crack, but couldn't see the up close action. Trent continued licking and Pam's moaning increased rather quickly. She moaned, after a couple of minutes, "Oh, licking my asshole, that's new. Are you prepping my ass for that big cock of yours?"
Trent made a moaning sound that was rather non-descript and kept his identity hidden, but agreed to her question.
Pam's moans increased and she continued talking, "Oh yes, baby, finger fuck my cunt, you fucking bastard."
Trent's' arm began furiously pumping in and out of her cunt and she eventually went crazy, "Oh fuck, baby, shiiiiiit, please, shove that big cock of yours in my cunt."
Trent moved up, moving his outfit out of the way and moved his cock to her pussy lips.
She moaned, "Shove it in, baby. You got me so worked up, you can win, just get me off."
He rubbed her pussy lips as she tried to move the mask off. He pushed her hand away and slid his cock inside.
"Fuuuuuuuck," she screamed, as his black cock filled her. Laying on her back, she still didn't know it wasn't me.
Trent slyly only slid about half his cock in her, keeping his secret a secret a little bit longer.
Pam's moans continued and she begged, "Love all your big cock in me, baby. I want it all in my slut box."
"As you wish," Trent finally spoke, slamming all ten inches of his black cock in her.
Pam screamed in pleasure and shock, as she tried to move up, coming to the realization that the man fucking her wasn't her husband.
"Relax, slut," he ordered, while continuing to fuck her cunt deep. "I'm making your black cock fantasy come true."
"W-w-where's John?" she barely got out, while interestingly enough not trying to push him away.
"Focus on me slut," he ordered, taking control.
"Buttttt, I, fuuuck," she babbled, her body and brain at war with each other and her body winning.
He pulled out and asked firmly, as he stood up and moved to the side of the bed where my wife's head was, "Do you want my chocolate hammer or not? I have other white bitches that would love this in their white holes."



He made sure I had a great look at my wife, as she stared at his massive erect cock. The lust in her eyes was clear and she asked, "Does my husband know?"
"Does it matter?" he asked, tapping his cock on her lips.
"I don't know," she said, unable to take her eyes off his cock.
"Open up, slut," he ordered, "I know, you know and your husband knows this is what you want, what you need, what you crave. To be a black cock lover. Now open those cocksucking lips and make your fantasy come true."
She didn't resist any longer, as she leaned forward and took his cock in her mouth.
"That's it slut, show me how much you really want black cock," he ordered.
Pam loves sucking cock. She sucked and swallowed my load a dozen times before she ever let me fuck her when we first started dating. She has sucked me off in public washrooms, under the table at a restaurant, in the kitchen when the kids were in the other room, in the backseat at a drive-in with another couple up front, at a movie theatre, in a hospital bed when I had knee surgery, and in a taxi, just to name a few places. Anyway, she bobbed hungrily on his black cock, taking over half of it instantly and then continuing to take more with each bob.
"Shit, John wasn't lying, you can really go to town on a cock," he groaned, impressed by her cocksucking skills.
This only made her more eager it seemed as she slid off the bed, onto her knees and took his meat back in her mouth. Now she bobbed with reckless abandon, seemingly determined to take all ten inches. She could deep throat me, but three more inches didn't seem possible. Loud slobbery cocksucking sounds echoed in the room, as she sucked like a porn star.
"Shiiiit, slut," he groaned, after only a couple minutes of her cocksucking, "here comes my cum."
She didn't slow down or back off his cock and swallowed his load. She kept bobbing until he pulled out and asked, "Ready for a real fucking?"
"God, yes," she responded, no longer hesitant.
"Bend over the bed, bitch," he ordered, his cock still rock hard.
She quickly obeyed.
"What do you want, slut?" he questioned.
"For you to fuck me," she admitted.
"What about your husband?" he asked.
"Tell him to come out of the closet and watch up close," she responded.
Busted, I came out and asked, "How did you know?"
She turned to look at me and smiled, "I heard a noise when I moved off the bed."
"Enough fucking talking," Trent said, and slid his cock in my wife's cunt.
"Oh fuuuuuck," she moaned. "And thannnnnnk you."
I held my phone in front of me and filmed her getting fucked. Over the next couple minutes of fucking, Pam got very animated:
"Oh yes, fill my white box with your black cock."
"Make me your white slut."
"Drill my ass with that big snake."
"Pound my cunt with that black hammer."
Trent then pulled out and she whined, "Noooooooooooo."
She looked up at me, right into my phone and begged, "Shove that black cock in my white cunt. Fuck me in front of my husband like the white slut I am."
He slammed back into her once hard.
"Aaaaaah, fuck," she screamed.
For the next few strokes, he pulled out and slammed hard into her. Each time making my wife scream, but not allowing her to orgasm, just keeping her on the brink of eruption,
Finally he asked, slamming back into her. "Do you want to come like the nasty nigger loving slut you are?"
"Yesssss," she screamed, "I want to be a slut for nigger cock." I couldn't believe she had used the 'n' word.
"How bad?" he asked, repeating the extreme teasing.
"I'll do anythiiiiiiiiing," she declared, clearly on the verge of a sexual mental breakdown.
"Beg for my cock in your ass," he ordered, slamming into her cunt again.
I expected hesitation, but all I got was her eyes going big, before she gave into her lust and pleaded, "Fill my white ass with that big black cock and split your nasty whore in two."
Her nasty tongue and complete submission to him was fucking hot and my cock was stiff in my pants. I wanted to shove my cock in her mouth, but Trent insisted I was not to participate if he was going to 'blacken' my wife, his term, not mine.
He pulled out and, without any lube (thank God for the anal training a couple of weeks ago), he slowly began pushing his cock into her ass.
"Ohhh myyyy," she whimpered, clenching her teeth, as she grabbed the comforter and held on for dear life.
"Shit, this is the tightest white ass I've ever had," he grunted, as his snake slowly slithered inside her ass.
Pam just kept her teeth clenched as she dealt with the obvious pain coursing through her ass, which had clearly dissipated the orgasm that was close.
I moved to the side and filmed his cock disappearing inside her ass, this looked like some sort of magic trick as all ten plus inches disappeared in her tiny back door.
"All in, slut," he declared, once the magic trick was finished.
"I'm so fucking fulllll," she barely got out.
He chuckled, "And now to really show you what it's like to be a nigger slut," he said. I would never use such a word, but hearing a black man say it to my wife only enhanced the hotness of the taboo act.
"Kkkkkk," was all she could muster, still not used to his massive dick in her ass.
Again, he wasn't gentle with my wife, as he began sliding in and out, although not slamming into her, just moving quickly.
I moved back to focus on Pam's facial expressions. It was amazing to watch the transformation over a couple of minutes as she went from gritting her teeth in obvious pain and whimpers, to a look of complacency and soft moans as she began to get used to it, to a slow evolution as her breathing picked up, her lips pursed and she began clearly enjoying it.
Trent, sensing the shift as he fucked her from behind, asked, "Ready to really get ass fucked like the white cock slut you are?"
"Fuck yes," my beautiful bride of 25 years replied, "Make me your ass-slut."
"My white ass slut," he corrected.
"Yes, your slutty, obedient, three hole white cum bucket," she replied, easily the hottest thing that had ever come out of her mouth.
"Shit, John, you told me she would love this, but fuck she is the sluttiest white MILF I've ever fucked," he said to me, as he slammed into her ass hard.
"Fuuuuuuuck," she screamed, her facial expression a mixture of utter pain and pleasure, his cock obviously reaching new depths with that deep thrust.
"I'm a very lucky guy," I responded knowing I had the best wife in the world.
"Oh Godddddd,' She whimpered, as he continued ripping into her ass.
After a couple of minutes of hardcore ass fucking, my wife finally in the last stage of complete submissive pleasure and close to orgasm, asked, "John baby, do you like watching me get filled with black dick?"
"It's fucking hot," I admitted.
"You like your wife being an ass fucking nigger slut?" she asked, clearly trying to shock me.
"I love it," I nodded.
Trent grabbed her hair and ordered, "Focus on me, slut. I want to see you come like the nasty ass slut you are."
"Yes, sir," she moaned, closing her eyes to really focus on the pleasure that was building inside her.
Each deep thrust made her squeal with delight until she screamed, enough to alert all in the house that she was getting fucked, "I'm commmmmming."
Trent kept fucking her hard as her body began to tremble uncontrollably.
"Fuuck, bloody, God," she babbled.
Trent kept fucking her for another minute before he aggressively flipped her over, pushed her to her knees and shoved his cock in her mouth.
Even as her body continued to twitch, her orgasm not complete, she hungrily bobbed on the cock that had just been reaming her ass. She continued where she left off earlier, attempting, although without success, to take all ten inches in her mouth.
"Fuck, slut, here comes your Master's cum," he groaned loudly, using the term 'Master' for the first time.
She continued her hungry quest of black cock submission, taking almost nine inches down her throat as he came in her mouth. She didn't slow down, an expert at swallowing cum.
He finally pulled out, looked at her and said with dominant authority, "What do you say, slut?"
"Thank you for fucking my mouth, cunt and ass and shooting your sweet cum down my throat," she answered, like the slut she was, before adding one powerful word, "Master."
Trent looked at me and complimented, "You have one insatiable wife."
"That I do," I nodded, my cock ready to burst in my pants. Looking at my watch, this had been over 40 minutes of hardcore sex and we had to go ASAP if we were going to make it to the other party. "Shit, we need to get going, honey."
"I'm not sure I can walk," she replied, still on her knees, still slightly shivering.
"Because you were so thoroughly fucked and spent by the orgasm," I asked, "or because he tore you apart?"
"The answer is all of the above," she answered, leaning forward and licking the head of Trent's cock to retrieve one last drop of his cum.
"Well, I expect to see you again, my slut," he said, getting undressed.
"Yes, Master," she replied without hesitation, me instantly realizing I had opened a door I wasn't going to be able to close.
Trent got dressed, as did I back into my Phantom costume, and Pam finally stood up. Trent left us alone and I took Pam's hand and asked, "Was it all you fantasized?"
"And then some," she admitted.
I led her out, we said goodbye to our friends and host, feigning Pam not feeling well, and headed to the car. I began driving and said, "Time to finish what you started."
"I'm protesting this victory," she said, even as she fished out my cock.
"The deal was simply who came first, not how," I pointed out.
"Still, you didn't play fair," she countered.
"Do you wish I played fair?" I questioned.
"Just shut up and drive," she said, before leaning forward and taking my cock back in her mouth.
Unlike her slut bobbing on Trent's cock, she slowly sucked my cock. It was a twenty minute drive and Pam spent the whole drive teasing me relentlessly. As we reached the address Alicia texted Pam I ordered, "Now get me off."
Pam began bobbing furiously, her hungry slobbers echoing in the car as I parked.
As soon as I stopped, she sat up and said, "Great, we're here."
"Get back down there," I ordered, my balls already going blue.
"I can play unfair too," she winked and got out of the car, leaving me high and hard.
"Get back here," I called out as she began walking up the driveway.
Frustrated and a little pissed off, I shoved my cock reluctantly back in my pants, and followed her inside. I didn't have time to feel sorry for myself with the promise that awaited me...watching my wife eat pussy...black pussy.
"Wait up," I called, just as Pam entered the house as if already in a trance of obedience.
I scurried into the house and gasped when I entered. The living room was a full lesbian orgy, with half a dozen white women either eating black pussy or getting fucked by black women.
"Slut, get over here right now," I heard a voice call.
Pam didn't look back at me at all as she dropped to her knees and crawled over to Alicia who had a chubby woman already between her legs.
I stared in awe at the hottest sight I had ever seen. It was the dream of every man to walk into something like this.
Alicia said, "John, you will wait back in the car until I text you."
"But," I began.
"Obey, and I will reward you when I am ready for you," she said.
I looked at Pam, who looked at me and nodded that I should do as I was told.
"Okay," I nodded, my cock about to rip out of my pants. Reluctantly, I left the lesbian orgy and returned to my empty car.
I sat in the car for almost an hour before a beautiful redhead who couldn't be more than eighteen and a pretty older version of her knocked on my door.
I rolled down the window and the young redhead dressed in the sluttiest little red riding hood outfit ever said, "You're supposed to drive Mom and I back to our house and in return we will both be your fuck toys for the evening."
"P-p-pardon?" I stammered, hearing her words but not comprehending them.
The older woman added, "Your wife is staying here tonight."
"Oh" was all I said, as both beautiful redheads got in. I protested, "I-I-I can't do this."
The younger redhead, who sat in the front seat, handed me her phone and pressed play.
The video was of my wife on her knees, between a pair of black legs, her face shiny with pussy juice, "I'm sorry I didn't finish what I started baby, but to make up for it and for giving me my fantasy tonight, here is yours. A threesome with two natural redheads. I'll be staying here tonight as Mistress has some nasty plans for me." Her head was grabbed and pulled back into a cunt before the camera flipped around and Alicia added, "Now go fuck the bimbo mother-daughter team. They will obey every order you give them...and I mean every one."
The video went black and the older redhead said, "Master, will you take us home?"
My head spinning, the crazy night getting to a new level of crazy, I started driving as I pondered all the things I could possibly do to these two beautiful redheads.
As I drove, the young redhead wordlessly fished out my cock, leaned forward and took it between her lips.
"Fuck," I groaned, realizing, without a doubt, I had the best wife and the best marriage ever.
The End
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Minister Harper was listening to two of his parishioners' marital problems. After forty minutes, he decided to suggest something rather radical. "May I be blunt with you two?"
They both nodded, "Of course, Minister Harper."
"James, you want your wife to be more spontaneous in the bedroom, correct?"
"Yes."
"And Eleanor, you want him to be more passionate and open, correct?"
"Yes."
"Tomorrow is Halloween," Minister Harper began.
"Don't you mean Fall Festival?" Eleanor corrected, surprised to hear him refer to it as Halloween without mentioning Satan's birthday.
"Correct, in Angelwood it's Fall Festival, correct," he nodded, thinking of how wholesome he had made the small town since coming here ten years ago. "But in Rockwell, it's Halloween and I am suggesting you two go out on the town for the evening and go to Mr. Hamilton's Halloween bash. Dress up sexy, Eleanor. James, hold her hand in public, kiss her, show her you still find her attractive."
"Really?" Eleanor said. "But Rockwell is so...."
The minister interrupted her. "Rockwell is a good place, with a few misguided individuals. That said, the Halloween party held by Mr. Hamilton is always a very good time. We have been going for years, after the activities here have been completed."
"Really?" Eleanor asked again, shocked that the Minister would go to a Halloween party.
Ignoring the question, he continued, "Eleanor you are a very beautiful woman and I have to agree with your husband, you hide it very well."
"But I'm trying to be a proper lady," she pointed out.
"I understand," he nodded, "and it's likely partly my fault because I talk about temptation so much. But when a man and a woman love each other, you must be willing to give yourself to the other completely."
"Okay," Eleanor agreed tentatively, although still skeptical.
"Eleanor, I see your hesitation, and that's why I made the suggestion to go to Rockwell. Dress up as a sultry nurse, wear thigh high stockings, and get a bit wild. Recapture the lust you two once had for each other," he continued, knowing the advice seemed so contradictory to his hell and brimstone sermons.
James took her hand and added, "I still remember when I first saw you in that Batgirl costume back in college,"
Eleanor blushed.
"Relive that moment," Minister Harper suggested.
"Okay," Eleanor nodded.
James stood up, "Thank you, Minister Harper."
"Yes, thank you," Eleanor agreed, a spark of her youthful sexuality beginning to show.
"Enjoy the night and, for one night, just do what comes naturally," Minister Harper finished, before adding, "And James, I'd like to meet with you one on one someday soon."
"Okay," James agreed, although not sure why.
The couple left, hand in hand, and as soon as the door closed he groaned, "Straddle me, slut."
The eighteen year old high school student, head cheerleader and daughter of Eleanor and James took the Minister's cock out of her mouth, her jaw aching, from having been slowly sucking him, and having already swallowed one load during the almost hour long session.
She had listened intently to her parents' marital problems, including discussion about her, all the while slowly sucking the Minister's nine inch cock. She had almost gagged when the first load surprised her, as it exploded in her mouth, yet she swallowed it all and continued sucking as instructed before her parents arrived.
Not wearing panties, as instructed, and with her plaid skirt hiked up, she straddled the Minister's erect massive rod and lowered herself onto it obediently. The Minister was hot for a man in his late forties, he had a huge cock, bigger than any of the college boys she had fucked, and he knew how to make her squeal like an insatiable bitch in heat.
"So, did you learn anything?" Minister Harper asked, as he leaned back in his chair and let the pretty blonde bounce on his cock.
"A loooooot," the beautiful blue eyed blonde cheerleader Katie moaned, as all nine inches filled her wet, wanton, cunt.
"I bet if you want to fuck your Dad, he wouldn't resist, especially based on how frigid your mother has become," he said, a seed he had planted a couple weeks ago after coating her face with cum during a marathon session where he fucked all three of her holes.
"I donnnnn't know," she moaned, the idea so taboo and morally wrong that it made her even hornier. Fucking a Minster was taboo and hot, which got her off, but the idea of fucking her own father was a whole other level of taboo...not one she was sure she could do.
"I think you do," he countered, knowing that young sluts like her would do almost anything if pushed to it, if given the right motivation...in this case, his cock.
"Would you fuck Eve?" She asked, throwing the incest thing back in his court. Eve was the Minister's very wholesome daughter, who was oblivious to the long line of teenage and MILF sluts who were regularly riding her father's cock.
Eve was equally oblivious to the many boys who, with regularity, fucked her mother, often while she was home, or to the few bi girls or lesbians who occasionally ate her mother's cunt. Ironically, Eve was one of the few oblivious to the naughty secrets of the community.
The Minister laughed, because he had plans to take his daughter's cherry tomorrow, "Let's focus on you, my little cheerleading slut."
"Kkkkkk," she moaned, now riding with reckless abandon on his big thick cock, taking all nine inches as deep as humanly possible, as she began simultaneously rubbing her clit as she knew the inevitable eruption of lust was about to hit.
A couple of minutes later, her orgasm near, the Minister lifted her up effortlessly, bent her over his desk and slammed his cock into her tight ass. The first time she had gotten ass fucked she thought she would die, but after weekly fucks, she loved it in the ass and came the hardest when used as the slut she was, the slut the religious leader had created. "Oh yes, fuck my asssssss," she screamed, as her orgasm came after only a few strokes.
"Do you think your mother would take it in the ass?" He asked, the idea of taking the rather prudish mother of three and making her an ass slut was a turn-on. In truth, every conquest, every transformation from upright wife to on their knees begging to suck his cock, legs behind their ears as he slammed his cock in their cunt, screaming to the heavens above as he took their anal cherry and coating their pure, sweet face with a sticky rocket of his cum, was the most exhilarating thing ever. Every seduction was different, but every result was always the same. A women willing to do anything, anytime, to serve have his cock in any of their three fuck holes.
"I beeeet you could couuuld convince heeeeer," she struggled to get out. Her body pulsed with intensity as her orgasm hit and he continued slamming deep into her. She recalled how he had convinced her to not only offer her ass up to him, but had her begging to be sodimized for the first time, something she wouldn't let any of the college boys do to her.
Yet, his cock was like a magic wand and once you saw it, had it in your hands; you wanted it in your mouth; once in your mouth, you wanted if in your cunt; and once in your cunt, you eventually wanted it in your ass. His strong persona, confident demeanour, sexy smile, and firm tone were utterly irresistible, which was proved by the lengthy list of married woman who had given him access to all three holes (most who were true Christians and morally upright ladies) and the plethora of teenagers and college girls who had lost their anal virginity to him.
"Maybe I'll make her my personal slut for under my desk," he groaned, as his second orgasm was getting close and he continued fucking her ass even as her juices flooded out of her cunt. The idea of adding the slut's mother and then eventually making the two lesbian lovers was, as usual, appealing. Although Eleanor dressed and acted very conservative, a perfect church going loyal follower, he knew that he could turn her into a submissive slut like he had her daughter and so many of the other fine, upright, women of his seemingly religious community.
"Nooooo, that's my job," she whined, loving that she was clearly his favourite slut, the one he called upon the most; although she was oblivious to his other favourite slut Beth or that he planned to add his crowning achievement, his shy, naive, daughter, to his growing harem of submissive cum buckets tomorrow during the Fall Festival.
"Well, be a good slut and seduce your father," he instructed, loving to see good girls turned to sluts, sluts turned into anal loving whores and anal loving whores willing to commit incest just to please him. There were already five families regularly committing incest in this small town and all of that had started because of him. He could see through a woman's prude exterior, her training of propriety she had received her whole life, and see the inner slut, the bad girl, who was begging to be released. A sixth family, his own, would be added to the growing list tomorrow once he added his daughter, who was turning eighteen on Halloween, to his lengthy list of submissive sluts.
"Kkkkkk," Katie agreed mindlessly, knowing she would do anything to please him, to stay his favourite, to regularly get his big cock.
"Tell me what you plan to do," he demanded, continuing to ream the cheerleader's ass so hard, the desk began to move. Wanting to get even deeper into the cheerleader's tight ass, he lifted her left leg onto his desk onto his desk. He loved to be able to touch and see the silk stockings on her leg which often was the final straw to getting him to shoot his load...especially since he already deposited one big load down her throat only half an hour ago.
"I'll seduce my daddyyyyyyy," she declared, the idea turning her on now, plus she would do anything to keep getting fucked by the Minister.
"Good slut," he complimented, before asking, "Does my slut want my cum?"
"God, yes," she screamed, knowing that screaming the Lord's name only enhanced her devilish act, and desperately wanting to feel him come in her ass, in her cunt, down her throat or all over her face. The dirtier the act, the hotter it was and the more intense her orgasm was.
"Here it comes, my dirty Christian girl," he declared, as he spewed his first rocket of cum in her ass tight ass. Pulling his cock out, his cum squirted everywhere: on her stocking-clad legs that she always wore as instructed, on her beautiful shaved cunt, onto his desk and even, ironically, some landed on his Holy Bible. He slammed his cock back into her ass, loving the feeling of his cum spraying in a tight ass and everywhere else.

"Yes, fill my ass with your cummmmmm," Katie screamed, loving the feeling of being filled with cum in any of her three fuck holes...a term she now used at the insistence of the Minister.
After a couple more deep pumps, the Minister pulled out, spun the slut onto her knees and fucked her face so she could retrieve any last remnants of his seed.
Katie slowly bobbed on the big cock, loving the combined taste of his cum and her ass juices, knowing that he enjoyed a slow milking once he had come.
"You really are a good slut, Katie," he complimented, putting his fingers through her hair.
She moaned on his cock, a sexy thank you as she continued slowly bobbing back and forth, worshipping God through the Minister's cock.
A couple minutes later, he pulled his cock out of the eager cocksucker's mouth and instructed, "Now, go clean yourself up and head home."
"Yes, sir," she agreed, standing back up and scooping the cum off the desk. "Hmmm, missed some," she said, before, like a good slut, she put the cum in her mouth.
"There's some on the Bible too," Dylan pointed out.
Katie leaned down, her perfect ass on full display, and licked the cum off the Bible. Dylan's cock flinched, but he wasn't ready for a third deposit at the moment...even though it was tempting.
"Now, go start the plan to seduce your father," he ordered.
"And you start your plan to seduce my mother," she countered back.
"Already in motion," he nodded, the earlier request for a meeting with just her part of the plan.
"Delicious," she nodded.
"The plan or my cum?" he questioned.
"Well, both of course," she smiled devilishly.
Once she was gone, Minister Harper finished up some paper work and headed home, his plan to give his daughter the ultimate eighteenth birthday present already under way.
.....
"You want me to wear a devil costume at the Fall Festival?" Eve asked, looking at the rather skimpy all red attire.
"Yes," her mother nodded. "It's part of your father's plan to cleanse you from the misfortune of being born on the devil's birthday." Eve's mother wasn't lying, but the cleansing that her husband had in mind was going to be very shocking to her naive daughter.
"Okay," Eve nodded. She had been told for years that on her eighteenth birthday her father planned to correct the misfortune fate brought upon her by being born on the devil's birthday by performing a ceremony that would cleanse any potential sin that lay in her. Eve, knowing that the devil's sin could be buried inside her, had done everything she could to lead a wholesome life. She had never dated a boy, even though many had been interested and had spent her entire life walking in the footsteps of God.
"Tomorrow is a big day," her mother, who was an older replica of her daughter, declared.
"I can't wait," Eve said, very excited to have the demons that may be inside her exorcized, so the temptation of sin would no longer consume her...a temptation that had grown over the past few months. Although she hadn't been with a boy, she often fantasized about them. Her vagina would tingle with need and she would have to really focus on not wanting to touch herself. Yet, she knew it was just the devil tempting her, and that rationale was all that was needed to resist the constant temptation.
Her mother smiled as she offered, "Now go get the table ready for dinner, your father should be home any minute."
"Yes, Mother," her sweet, obedient daughter agreed.
.....
That night, Minister Harper, as he always did, came to kiss his daughter goodnight. After kissing her forehead he promised, "By midnight tomorrow, my dear, you will be completely free of the chains of sin."
"Oh, Daddy, I can't wait," his naive daughter replied.
"Me neither," he replied, knowing tomorrow he would turn his little girl into a woman.
.....
In his bedroom, his submissive wife waited on her knees by the side of the bed for her husband to arrive. Dressed in a school girl outfit, one of five she rotated every day to please her husband's constant fantasy at bedtime, which included her wearing thigh high stockings and putting her hair in pigtails, like her daughter often wore. She patiently waited for the fucking she anticipated she would get the night before her daughter's initiation to sexual submission.
Minister Dylan Harper walked into his room, went up to his beautiful, submissive wife Lilly, dropped his pyjamas and shoved his cock in her mouth. "So close," he began, as he started fucking his wife's face.
When he pulled out after a couple of minutes, Lilly asked, tasting pussy on her husband's cock, "Is this Beth's or Katie's cunt juice on your dick?"
Dylan laughed, "You do know your pussy."
"That's not an answer," she teased, stroking her husband's cock.
"Do the two taste similar?" He asked, as he pulled up his wife.
"Not really," she shrugged, "they are just your two favourites."
He laughed, as he pushed her onto the bed, "You do know me." He decided he would have Beth, his daughter's best friend, and most recent addition to his teenage slut club just a few weeks ago, be a part of tomorrow's seduction of his daughter.
"That I do," Lilly agreed, annoyed he didn't answer the question, as she got on all fours knowing that her husband loved to do her doggy style...the only question was which hole he planned to fuck.
"Tomorrow you get your own live-in pussy pleaser," Dylan said, as he climbed onto the bed behind her.
"I already have lots of eager pussy pleasers," Lilly pointed out, having been eaten by the principal of the school earlier today while she was there for a PTA meeting.
"Who munched your cunt today?" He asked, as he positioned his cock at her ass.
"Wouldn't you like to know," Lilly teased, wiggling her ass teasingly on his cock.
"It's Thursday, which means PTA meeting, which likely means Principal Peck," he deducted, as his cock slipped inside her very tight back door.
"Ohhhh, God," she groaned, even after all these years of getting sodomized (the first time being her own father when she was nineteen, beginning her life of submission to the men she loved), the initial penetration still caused a slight burn.
"That's it slut, praise The Lord," the Minister remarked, as he slid all nine inches inside his wife's well fucked, yet shockingly still tight, back door.
""Thank you, Lordddd," she moaned, loving giving herself completely to her husband as the Bible states in Ephesians 5:22-24. 'Wives, submit yourselves to your own husbands as you do to the Lord. For the husband is the head of the wife as Christ is the head of the church, his body, of which he is the Savior. Now as the church submits to Christ, so also wives should submit to their husbands in everything'. The God fearing wife had read that passage thousands of times when her pussy wasn't on fire and pondered if God really wanted her to seduce teenage boys and girls, to seduce married men and women, to willingly became a cum bucket for her husband and to actually assist in the sexual submission of their daughter. Yet, the Bible's words are very clear that she should submit to her husband unconditionally and without question and for years she had done just that.
"That's it my little girl, beg for it in your ass," he grunted.
Lilly knew that meant they were shifting into role play, something they often did, especially lately, and now she was no longer his wife, but his daughter. "Oh yes, Daddy, fuck your baby girl's ass, cleanse my sin with your magic wand."



Dylan loved how submissive his wife was, how beautiful she was and how nasty she could get when in the bedroom. Her usual good wife and community member tongue became wicked.
"Oh fuuuuck," Lilly moaned loudly, as the slow ass-fucking sped up and her husband began to slam into her. "I love your cock, Dadddddddy, I want you to wash away my sin with your magical seed."
"You've been a very bad girl," he grunted, talking to his wife, but visualizing his daughter.
"So badddd, Daddy," she whimpered, his cock bringing such pleasure to her.
"You need to be taught a lesson that bad girls must be punished," he continued, deciding he was about to do something he had never done before.
"Yes, Daddy, your baby girl is yours to punish," she mindlessly replied, always playing along with whatever game he had in mind.
He flipped her onto her back, grabbed a candle from the night stand and slid it up her gaped ass.
Lilly's eyes went big at the surprising insertion, but before she could respond, she watched as he began fingering her. Her orgasm already on the rise, she began thrusting to meet his fingers, even as he pumped the long candle in her ass simultaneously.
The double insertion was oddly erotic, like the first time her father and new husband double teamed her on her wedding night, her Daddy saying this was God's will of transferring her undying loyalty from one man of God to another. She wished it was two cocks in her, something she hadn't felt since that wedding night, as she moaned, still in character, "Oh Godddddd, Daddddddy."
"Hold your legs wide open, slut," he demanded.
She obeyed like she always did, the burn in her ass mixed with his fingers in her cunt creating a strange euphoria.
His wife's cunt dripping wet, he decided to do something else he had never done before, and he slid his whole fist inside her without warning.
"Holy Chriiiiiiiiiist," she screamed, as the widening of her cunt burned and simultaneously, as he began pumping her cunt, with his entire fist her orgasm built quickly.
"That's it, slut, scream to God to be purified from the sins of the devil," he ordered, imagining saying similar words to his daughter tomorrow.
"Oh yes, God, fuck, God, thaaaank yoooooou," she screamed as one of her most intense orgasms ever hit as he fist-fucked her roughly.
"You're washed of sin, my girl," the Minister declared as he watched her quake and spasm as if she was having a seizure.
"Yesssss, Massssster," she agreed, a name she only called him in the throes of passion.
His dick hard, Dylan allowed his wife her orgasm, before pulling his hand out of her leaking cunt, rolling onto his back and ordering, "Stocking job, slut."
Lilly instantly rolled over, candle still in her ass, pussy juice leaking out of her, opened her night stand, grabbed a pair of expensive silk knee high stockings, put them on her hands, and moved to his erect missile being careful to not break the candle. She began jerking him off with her nylon clad hand while simultaneously swirling her tongue around his thick mushroom top.
"Good sluuuut," he groaned, loving the double sensation of the nylon on his cock and her incredible lips and tongue.
She also moved her nylon left hand up and down his leg, creating yet another teasing pleasure knowing how much he loved nylon.
As usual, the stocking job had his balls boiling and as he was about to erupt, he grabbed his wife's head and pushed it down on his cock.
For Lilly, not gagging in this position while cum coated the back of her throat had taken years of practice, but knowing this was his favourite way to come she had finally mastered it. Cum coated the back of her throat, as it did most nights, and she leaned back just slightly so it would go down her throat and not back into her mouth.
Once he was spent, he let go of her head and she slowly moved up, retrieving any last remnants of cum.
Moving up, she asked, "May I remove the candle?"
He chuckled, "Sorry, honey, I forgot it was there."
Being called honey after being called slut, role playing being his daughter, getting sodomized by his big dick and a candle, getting fisted and face fucked was, strange and yet made her feel loved. "Is that a yes?" she asked, smiling.
"Yes, dear," he nodded, rolling over and getting ready to crash.
She slowly pulled out the candle out as her husband added, "Just think, starting tomorrow you're going to have competition."
As she stood up, a rush of jealousy coursed through her. She had long ago gotten accustomed to him fucking 18-year-olds and others, but he always ended the night in their bed and in one of her three holes. Even when she was on her period, they had nightly sex since she had two other available holes. Yet, suddenly she wondered if he would lose interest with an 18-year-old in the next room to use as he pleased...assuming tomorrow went as planned.
As Lilly washed up, she realized that God had a plan and as always she would obey her husband completely knowing that was what her role was.
.....
Lilly was awakened up earlier than usual by her husband pumping his cock in and out of her pussy. This wasn't unusual, but 6:30 was. She didn't really enjoy morning sex, although it was something that happened daily. During her period, getting woken up with a cock in the ass was not pleasant. She wondered as he slammed into her, if having her daughter become a submissive for her husband could have a morning benefit. Luckily, he usually came quickly in the morning and today was no exception.
Pulling out, he said, "Go wake up our daughter."
"Okay," she agreed, although unsure why. This wasn't part of the plan.
She went to grab her robe when he ordered, "No, do it naked."
"Really?" She asked, not one to usually question him. But she knew the plan was to have a ceremony of cleansing tonight and wasn't sure what the purpose of this was.
"Yes," he said, standing up, "you will explain how starting now, since she is eighteen, this will be a house of nudity. There is no shame in the naked body. But like the virgin daughter of Babylon, you will explain it to her by washing her this morning to start the process."
"Oh," Lilly nodded, knowing exactly what scripture he was talking about although quite sure he was using it way out of context. That said, using the Bible out of context was something ministers, preachers and lawyers did all the time.
"Any questions?" He asked, getting dressed.
"No," Lilly said, nervous to be seen naked, with cum still slightly leaking out of her, in front of her daughter.
"Then go," he waved her off, before adding, "and remember, she needs to be shaved."
Lilly nodded, and left with trepidation, feeling vulnerable in the nude, even though she still had a great body and was not insecure about it.
She hesitated at her daughter's door, before taking a deep breath and obeying her husband, as she always did, and walking in.
She went to her daughter, looking so sweet and innocent in her slumber, which she was, and wondering briefly if what they were about to do was actually the right thing. They had spent a long time discussing it, well Dylan mostly, and in the end, although she had reservations, she had gone along with it. Her faith in God and the Bible always superseding any lingering doubts she may have.
Reaching down, Lilly shook her daughter awake, "Honey, wake up."
Eve was having a slightly naughty dream where she was kissing Adam, a basketball player she thought was cute, when she was gently brought out of her dream state. She opened her eyes slowly and was perplexed to see her mom naked before her. She thought she was still dreaming until her mother spoke to her again.
"Happy birthday Eve, you're officially an adult," Lilly said, smiling, trying to forget she was naked and attempting to have a normal talk with her...even though nothing about today was going to be normal for her daughter.
"Mom? You're naked," The birthday girl pointed out the obvious.
"Yes, my dear," she nodded, "you're an adult now and it's time to liberate you from the chains of society's clothing expectations."
"Really?" Eve asked, staring at her mom's large breasts.
"Yes, honey, do you remember Isaiah 47?" Lilly asked standing up right, deciding to let her daughter see all of her, including her completely shaved cunt.
"Y-y-yes," Eve nodded, knowing the Bible in its entirety, as she involuntarily glanced and saw that her mother had no hair on her vagina. "That is the daughter of Babylon, correct?"
"Yes," her mom agreed, feeling cum leaking out of her pussy still, before clarifying "the virgin daughter of Babylon."
Noticing something slithering down her mom's legs, the innocent, confused daughter pointed out, "Mom, something is running down your legs."
"That is your daddy's sperm, honey," Lilly replied, figuring blunt honesty was the way to go.
"Oh!" Eve said, her head spinning with confusion.
"Honey, your father and I make love often, every morning and evening," Lilly continued. "Sperm is just the natural end result of an act God wants us to have."
Eve was overwhelmed. She had assumed her parents still made love, but did not fathom it would ever be a conversation piece. Confused, and trying to understand, she asked, "Does it always leak out of you?"
"Usually, if he deposits his sperm in my vagina," Lilly answered, refraining from using pussy or cunt, the words her husband used for it, although simultaneously setting up that there are other holes, other places, to deposit sperm.
"What do you mean if?" Eve asked, her confusion only compounding the longer the conversation continued.
Deciding to go for broke, she continued, "Well, honey, sometimes Daddy wants to make love even when the vaginal isn't available."
Eve didn't understand. Did her mother suck her Dad's penis? She knew lots of girls in town did it, but she couldn't fathom her mother doing it.
"Honey, you are old enough now to understand that making love and obeying your husband is much more than just vagina penetration," she explained. "You know the message of Ephesians 5:22-24?"
"Of course," Eve nodded, her father repeating those words many times in sermons throughout the years.
"Well, to make your man happy you must be willing to do anything he needs to be happy," the mom continued, oddly enjoying being the one to first corrupt her daughter, "and I do mean anything."
"I don't understand," Eve said, although she was beginning to assume that her mother did indeed suck her father's penis.
"Daddy likes to have his penis sucked, actually all men like to have their penises sucked," Lilly continued.
"And you do it?" Eve asked, even though the answer was obvious. She just couldn't fathom how her prim and proper mother could be doing such a sinful thing.
"Oral sex isn't a sin, my dear," the mother said, now sitting on the edge of her daughter's bed. "Actually, obeying your husband without hesitation and bringing him sexual pleasure is the greatest thing you can do as a woman of God."
"I just," Eve tried to say, "I can't."
"I understand," Lilly smiled in a motherly way, putting her hand through her daughter's hair. "It's a big surprise for you. But trust me, pleasing your father is the most satisfying thing I do...besides, of course, raising you."
"Do you swallow his sperm?" Eve asked, an act she had heard her high school peers talking about once.
"Almost every day," Lilly laughed playfully. "Your daddy has a very active sexual appetite and believes that sperm is like holy water...to savour and never waste." Lilly, trying to make a point, scooped a bit of cum leaking out of her pussy and put it to her lips.
"Oh," was all Eve could say, as she watched her mommy eat her daddy's sperm.
"So, since you are a woman now, it is time for you to become one body, mind and spirit," Lilly said.
"What does that mean?" Eve asked, still staring at a drop of her father's sperm on her mom's lips.
Standing up, Lilly instructed, "Stand up, my dear."
Eve got out of bed wondering what sperm tasted like. She asked, "Mommy, what does it taste like?"
"What, honey?' Lilly asked, even though she knew exactly what her daughter was asking.
"Sperm," she clarified.
"It's heavenly," Lilly smiled, before ordering, "Now, take off your nightie," Lilly instructed.
"But I'm not wearing a bra," Eve pointed out.
"It's okay, honey," her mother comforted, cupping her own breasts, "I've seen you naked before, and you have seen me."
Eve obeyed, her hands trembling.
"Now your panties, too," Lilly continued.
Eve was about to question the instructions, but obeying her mother as she always did, like the Bible had taught her to in Exodus 20:12, Esphesians 6:1 and Colossians 3:20, 'Children, obey your parents in everything, for this pleases the Lord.' She took off her panties.
"Now, as a woman, your body becomes a temple," Lilly explained, "a temple of beauty and a temple of womanhood that will please a man."
"I don't understand," Lilly's naked daughter said.
"Follow me," Lilly said, taking her daughter's hand and leading her to the bathroom.
"Your pussy, I mean vagina, needs to be shaved," Lilly said.
Eve looked for her father in the hallway and was happy when she didn't see him in her born state.
"Sit on the toilet," Lilly ordered, as she grabbed a razor and shaving cream.
Eve obeyed although she couldn't fathom what her mother planned.
Lilly knelt before her daughter, razor in hand, and instructed, "Open your legs, dear."
"W-w-why?" The usually obedient daughter asked, even though the razor in her Mom's hands made the question redundant.
"You're a woman now," Lilly replied, "It's time you start acting and looking like one."
"But...." Eve began to protest.
"Now enough nonsensical protesting," Lilly said firmly, as she pushed her daughter's legs apart, "Mom's going to shave your vagina."
Eve was stunned, yet she just sat there and stared down at her mother kneeling between her legs with a razor.
Lilly slowly and gently shaved her daughter, wondering what she tasted like. The thought of burying her face in her daughter's cunt popped into her head, yet she resisted the temptation knowing that her husband had a much grander plan for Eve tonight. Patience was a virtue and soon the patience would pay off in spades.
Once done, her daughter's cunt completely shaved, Lilly grabbed the lotion and began gently rubbing it into her daughter's cunt and pubic area.
Eve moaned inadvertently at her mother's touch, the first time her vagina had ever been touched by another person. She couldn't believe the odd feeling of pleasure that triggered through her. She was overwhelmed by guilt at getting excited while being touched by her mother.
When Lilly was done, she smirked, noticing that getting her pussy lotioned had sexually stimulated her daughter. "Is your vagina feeling good, my dear?" Lilly asked, even though she knew the answer.
"A little," Eve admitted, her cheeks burning with sin.
"It's okay, honey, those are natural feelings," Lilly said, moving her finger to her daughter's swollen clit.
"Aaaaaah," Eve trembled, the light touch bringing intense pulses of pleasure throughout her very being.
"That's your clit, honey," her mother explained. "When it is swollen like that it usually means you are horny and your body needs a sexual release."
Eve asked, suddenly curious, as she often had less intense feelings like this, "H-h-how do you make them go away?"
"Go away?" the mother laughed. "No, no, no, you succumb to the pleasure by having an orgasm."
"But I'm not married," the innocent girl pointed out.
"Oh honey, masturbation is a very natural thing to do," the mother continued, before adding, "not only natural, but often necessary."
"D-d-do you masturbate?" Eve asked, the question seemingly preposterous before this surreal morning.
"Oh yes," Lilly admitted, still on her knees in front of her daughter's shaved cunt. The temptation to bury her face in her daughter's virgin cunt was almost irresistible. "Almost every day."
"Really?" Eve asked, her pussy undeniable tingly at the moment.
"Of course. Masturbation is a way to make sure the devil doesn't temp you into doing something with someone you don't love," Lilly explained, even though she often fucked boys, men, girls and women she didn't love, but that would come in time for her daughter.
"Really?" The big eyed daughter repeated, like a broken record.
"I know this is all really overwhelming, honey. It's a lot to take in in twenty minutes," her mother comforted. "Go shower and put some of this lotion on your vagina when you get out."
Eve took the lotion, still bewildered, yet undeniably horny, and went into the shower. While in the shower, she pondered rubbing her vagina, but resisted the temptation, unsure whether it was the devil tempting her or just her own body looking for release. After talking to her mother she was even more confused about what was sin and what was natural.
Meanwhile, Lilly wasn't sure whether to go downstairs naked, where likely Dylan was waiting for her to make breakfast as he read the newspaper or to put on a robe.
She decided on a mixture of both as she grabbed her robe, but didn't put it on. Reaching the kitchen, he was indeed at the table, indeed reading the newspaper and indeed naked. Understanding the obvious, she tossed her robe aside and walked into the kitchen. "Bacon and eggs, honey?" She asked.
"Just oatmeal today, please," he replied, glancing up to make sure she was still naked.
"That's a nice change," she agreed.
"How did it go?" He asked.
As she began making oatmeal, the old fashioned way, not the instant crap you can buy nowadays, she retold the strange, surreal conversation with her daughter, including that Eve got wet while she shaved her.
"I bet you wanted to bury your face in her virgin cunt, didn't you?" He questioned.
Lilly admitted with a sly smile, knowing that her husband loved that she was an insatiable slut as well as a demure woman in the community, "It did pop into my head."
"I want her in thigh highs all day at school and with a vibrating egg inside her," he said.
"Why?" Lilly asked, curious and surprised, something that Dylan could seldom do to her since he had allowed a whole group of ministers at a conference to gangbang her, although only in the mouth and ass; yet, it was almost eight o'clock and he had surprised her twice.
"I'll explain it to her when she comes down for breakfast," he replied, as his wife placed the bowl of oatmeal in front of him.
"Okay," she nodded, long ago understanding that when he didn't answer immediately when asked he wasn't planning to.
"Now crawl under the table and slowly worship me," Dylan ordered.
Lilly was shocked. Eve would be down any moment. Yet, as always, she obeyed her husband, dropping to her knees, crawling under the table and taking his completely flaccid cock in her mouth, riddled with anxiety.
Meanwhile, Eve finished showering, put on her robe, she always had breakfast with her parents before getting dressed, and headed downstairs. She knew today was a special day, a day she had been waiting for since she was thirteen, yet she was completely baffled by the strange way her mother had acted. Reaching the kitchen, she stopped in her tracks as she saw her mother under the table, her head bobbing up and down
"Take off your robe, Eve," Dylan instructed. "You will be naked in this house of sanctuary like Job's philosophy in 1:21."
Eve was speechless. Her parents were both naked in the kitchen, her mother was giving her father oral sex, and her father wanted to see her naked.
"Naked I came from my mother's womb, and naked shall I return," Dylan spoke scripture to her. "The Lord created us as bodies of beauty and there is no need for modesty in this home. Is that clear, my dear?"



Eve couldn't take her eyes off her mother. She couldn't see her daddy's penis from the angle she was standing, but she could definitely see her mother slowly bobbing back and forth. She finally spoke, "Yes, Daddy." Nervously, she slowly took off her robe.
Once his daughter was naked and vulnerable in front of him, her eyes not making eye contact, either looking at the floor or her mother, Dylan couldn't tell, he complimented, "God created a perfect body for you to inhabit in this journey, my dear."
"Thank you," Eve blushed, feeling flattered by the compliment and equally awkward at being naked in front of her father.
"And I imagine you are wondering what your mother is doing," he asked.
"S-s-she's giving you a blow job," Eve stammered, that being the term she had heard her classmates call it.
"Eve!" The minister scolded. "Do not taint this act with the nastiness the devil is getting your peers to do."
Eve apologized, even more confused now, "S-s-sorry, Daddy."
The Minister quickly softened his tone, like he could often do when preaching, "It's okay, honey. It's just that I know you may still have the devil's sin in you, and I get overly protective at times."
"I know, Daddy," she agreed, knowing today was the day the devil would be expelled from her.
"Anyway, your mother is worshipping the Lord through me. By retrieving the seed that God created, she is staying holy and pure," Dylan explained, an absurd explanation he had used on many women over the years, and which they had often swallowed hook, line and sinker.
"Oh," Eve said, the explanation somehow making sense.
"You see, my dear," he continued, "humans were created with a weakness...temptation. To control such temptation, wives must remain purified and protected from the temptation of sin by being cleansed with the semen of their husband."
Oddly, this too made sense to Eve, yet instantly she wondered about unmarried girls like her. "So what protects unmarried girls from the corruption of the devil, Daddy?"
"Great question, my dear," he groaned, close to coming in his wife's mouth. "That will be explained tonight when we have start your journey of purification. Now to keep a woman ultimately free of sin they must take their man's purifying seed in different locations."
Eve was confused and watched as her Daddy pushed his chair back, stood up and revealed his penis. She had never seen one before but instantly wondered how something so big could fit in her Mother's mouth.
"Come be purified, my bride," Dylan instructed.
The obedient wife crawled out from under the table, glanced quickly at her naked, stunned daughter and moved on her knees in front of her man.
Dylan ordered, "Beg to be cleansed of your sins."
Although he usually came in one of her three vessels of pleasure, she knew this meant she was getting a facial. "Master of the house," she began, "please let me repent my sins and cleanse me of impurity."
Dylan stroked his cock and asked, "What do you want to repent?"
She considered what to say here, how much to reveal to her still innocent daughter, yet decided to be extreme and admit the truth, foreshadowing all that was soon going to be a part of her daughter's Christian life of obedience, "I have been feeling the temptation of the devil when my vagina gets wet while at the high school."
Dylan loved his wife's declaration, her mindless obedience to what he wanted, "And what exactly tempts you?"
Lilly admitted, as she would even if her daughter wasn't there, "I want to protect the girls from becoming sluts by taking all the boys' semen."
"Would you do that?" he asked, knowing she was already doing exactly that.
"It would be a way to protect our young ladies from the sin that is everywhere," Lilly admitted, she was already doing quite a bit of taking loads from seniors and college boys.
"I see," he nodded, deciding not to prolong his conversation more, noticing the confusion on his daughter's face. "Anything else?"
Looking at her daughter, she admitted also, "Shaving my daughter, I can't deny a moment of impurity."
"How so?" he asked, knowing his load was coming very soon.
"I was drawn to her vagina," she admitted.
"That is natural," he groaned, "as you want to assist her in protecting her from the sins of the devil."
"I do, I do," Lilly admitted, noticing her husband's legs stiffening.
Eve couldn't deny how much her pussy tingled. It was taking all her will power to not touch herself.
Looking at his flushed daughter, he asked, "Is your vagina wet?"
"Yes, Daddy," she admitted.
"If you want some protection until this evening come join your mother on your knees, my dear," he offered, implementing his plan a little earlier than he originally intended.
Eve didn't even hesitate, the intense feelings inside her driving her crazy, she moved beside her mother dropped to her knees and stared at her daddy's penis.
Seeing his beautiful 18-year-old daughter on her knees in front of him, her massive 34DD tits, still smaller than her mother's 34FFs was the final straw and he grunted, "You are forgivennnnn," as his load rocketed out of him and onto his smiling wife's face. He turned immediately so the second rocket of cum hit his daughter directly on the nose and lips. He wanted to slide his cock in her mouth once the third and fourth much smaller sprays hit her chin and neck, but refrained knowing he had much grander plans for tonight.
Eve couldn't believe how instantly the burning in her loins began to fade once her dad's sperm hit her face. She felt a strange rush of equilibrium as her sin was washed away.
Dylan looked at the two women in his house, both coated with his cum, and said, "Now, let's finish breakfast."
Lilly sat up, pulled up her daughter, scooped up the cum on her own face, put it in her mouth and said, "God bless you, my dear."
"Thank you, Mommy," Eve said, staring at the white goo on her Mom's face.
"Oatmeal?" Lilly asked her daughter.
"Yes, please," Eve nodded, as life instantly returned to the morning ritual, except they were all naked.
They all ate in silence and once done, Dylan stood up and said, "My dear, you are wearing the angel costume at the school this afternoon for Fall Festival, correct?"
"Yes, Daddy," Eve said, as she was playing the angel in the school play, glancing at her dad's now flaccid penis.
"You will also be wearing a pair of thigh high stockings instead of pantyhose," Dylan said.
"What are those?" Eve asked.
"Your mother will show you," he answered. "We need to tempt the devil today by leaving him access to your vagina."
"Okay," Eve nodded, although she was confused by the conversation.
"Your mother will also be putting a plastic egg inside your vagina," Dylan continued. "You must resist the temptation to reach orgasm...even though the temptation will grow throughout the day."
"Okay, Daddy," Eve agreed, even though she didn't understand what he was talking about.
"Go help Eve get ready, Lilly," Dylan instructed, bending over and kissing his daughter's forehead like he always did.
"Come with me," Lilly said, standing up.
"Yes, Mommy," Eve agreed, standing up and following her mother.
First they washed their sticky faces, before Lilly helped her put the thigh high stockings on.
Eve asked, "Daddy wants me to wear these?"
"Daddy always knows best," Lilly pointed out.
"But the top of my stockings will be seen when I am sitting down at my desk," Eve pointed out, self-conscious of being noticed like some of the other girls at her school.
"We need to tempt the devil as much as possible, my dear," Lilly said, quoting her husband. "Now relax, honey, I need to get your vagina slightly wet for this to go in."
"O-o-okay," Eve agreed, as she watched her mother move her finger to her vagina. "Ooooooh," she moaned as her vagina lips were touched.
"You're already wet, my dear," Lilly acknowledged, before she slid the vibrating egg inside her virgin vagina, curious what perverse plans her husband had for her daughter with this.
"Oh God," Eve gasped as her vagina was filled, before realizing what she had just said. "I'm so sorry."
"It's okay, honey," Lilly smiled and comforted. "I scream out the Lord's name often when Daddy fucks, I mean makes love, to me. It is the ultimate declaration to thank the Lord for the pleasure you are experiencing and give yourself to him completely.
"Okay," Eve said, feeling better but still awkward.
Lilly reached for a pair of panties and helped slide them on her daughter. "Now, walk around a bit, it may take a while to get used to," recalling wearing one for the first time while performing as Cinderella in a musical in college.
"Okay," Eve said, standing up. "Ohhhh," she whimpered, the egg moving around inside her, stimulating her vagina.
"And don't do that," Lilly joked.
"It feels weird," Eve admitted, as she continued walking back and forth.
Lilly added, "Don't forget, what happened downstairs, our new nude home philosophy and the devil's sin you are fighting must be kept a secret.
"Of course, Mommmmy," Eve moaned, still not used to having something inside her. The pleasure was increasing and the temptation to touch herself was already there.
Lilly left her daughter alone to get used to the egg inside her, while she went downstairs to clean up the breakfast dishes.
Eve slowly got dressed, all in white, white stockings, white panties, white bra, white blouse and her school uniform skirt that was just long enough to hide the stocking tops (while standing), and white flats. Today she was going to be a bit of an oxymoron as she dressed all day in white and later as an angel and then was to dress all in red and be dressed as a she-devil in the evening. She walked around, sat down and back up, as she continued to get used to the egg in her. Eventually, she got accustomed to having it inside her, the pleasure a constant distraction, yet knowing she must refuse the temptation.
.....
The morning flew by for Dylan as he finished plans for the exorcism of the devil in his daughter. Eve, meanwhile, got somewhat used to the egg in her vagina, although there was a constant tease, and it was impossible to hide the tops of her thigh high stockings, making her feel like she was being stared at, judged, whispered about. Yet, she couldn't completely stop thinking of the pleasure she was resisting, always barely lingering below the surface. She barely listened in class, couldn't remember dates on her history quiz and could feel the many eyes watching her. Also, wearing thigh highs instead of pantyhose, made her feel naked and vulnerable, yet oddly sexy as well; as if she was one of her peers and not the good girl outcast pariah she was usually seen as.
Before lunch, Dylan called Principal Peck. "Hi Ms. Peck, could you please send Beth over at lunch?"
"Of course," she agreed, used to such calls from the Minister, although Beth, his daughter's best friend, was a new one to his lunchtime booty calls.
"Thank you," Dylan said, knowing she never asked questions.
"By the way, Minister," the horny Principal added, the Minister's big cock a constant visual in her head since he had first fucked her in her office the day she was first a taste of that big cock, "I would love to come see you one day at lunch soon to repent my many sins."
Dylan smiled, Principal Peck another of the many adult women in the community who were always eager to get a piece of his cock. "I'm free on Monday, Principal Peck, but understand that there is still one hole of yours that needs purification."
Principal Peck blushed, the idea of being sodimized by the Minister in church both a naughty, twisted thing and yet an equally intriguing one. She had only taken it in the ass once, while drunk in college, but was willing to do almost anything to have that big dick in her again. She answered, "I understand."
"Good," he nodded to himself out of habit, "Be here precisely at noon on Monday and have thigh highs on for easy access to those two holes of yours."
"Yes, sir," she eagerly agreed, which was odd for the strong-willed women. At school she was seen as no nonsense, yet she melted like butter and obeyed the sexist demands of the Minister and other strong-willed men; she also submitted without hesitation to Lilly, even though she had never once considered lesbian sex before being seduced and dominated by the big busted Minister's wife.
"Good, now send Beth here soon," Dylan said, before hanging up. The thought of taking Principal Peck's ass was appealing and something to look forward to, yet for now he had to focus on the task at hand.
Lilly, meanwhile, horny from the crazy morning, called Principal Peck and demanded, "Get your ass here as soon as lunch begins."
The Principal, shaking her head at the sexual appetite of the two supposedly upright Christian people agreed, the thought of the Minister's cock still in her head, "Of course, Mistress, I can leave early if you wish."
"Good, see you soon," Lilly said, before hanging up.
The Principal went on the intercom, "Beth Anderson to the office please."
Eve asked Beth, "What is that about?"
Beth shrugged, having no clue, "I don't know."
"Text me if you are not going to make lunch," Eve said, trying not to move and have the egg inside tease her, "I want to practice my lines before the play this afternoon."
"Sure," Beth agreed, "I can't imagine it will take all lunch."
Beth headed to see Principal Peck.
Once Beth arrived, the principal, who had made pets of the other three girls called to see Minister Harper, decided to add to her growing teenage lesbian harem, the privilege of keeping such a saucy secret a secret. "Hi, Beth, you're to go immediately to see Minister Harper."
Beth's face flushed instantly. Since allowing him to take her virginity three weeks ago, she had become an obsessed orgasm addict. She had been fucked by him three times, but in-between those sessions, she downloaded lots of online porn videos and read lots of online stories on websites like Literotica. She was amazed at how many perverse stories were out there and how each made her vagina, no, her cunt as Minister Harper call it, so wet. She had also been on many online chats where she learned that most teen girls were already sexually active and over half had even kissed a girl...which led to her greatest fantasy, to kiss Eve. "Oh, okay," Beth nodded, trying to act casual even as her face burned with Scarlet Letter red guilt and her cunt instantly got wet.
"I expect you to come see me Monday morning before school," Principal Peck instructed.
"Why?" Beth asked, still rather oblivious and innocent regardless of her sudden accelerated libido.
"Just to catch up," the Principal smiled, saving the beginning of the nerdy, but cute girl's lesbian training for Monday. "Be here at eight."
"Yes, ma'am," Beth nodded, unaware of what would be expected of her on Monday.
"Now go meet Minister Harper, he is expecting you ASAP," Ms. Peck ordered.
"Yes, ma'am," Beth repeated, heading out and walking the one block to the church, her panties undeniably wet at what she assumed and hoped was about to happen.
The Minister was preparing Sunday's sermon when there was a knock on this office door. "Come in," he called out.
Beth came in nervously, excited to get fucked again, yet still shy. "Principal Peck sent me over."
"She is a good messenger," he smiled.
His tone had Beth wondering if Principal Peck knew the real reason she was called here and if so, what did that mean about Monday's morning's meeting. "I guess," she nodded, feeling butterflies in her stomach.
"Do you have a crush on my daughter?" The Minister asked bluntly.
Beth gasped. Although she did, this was not what she was anticipating. She stammered, "N-n-no," not wanting him to know she had many fantasies about Eve.
"Don't lie to me, Beth, especially in The Lord's house," he said sternly. "Now I'll repeat the question. Do you have a crush on my daughter?"
Guilt filling her for both lying to him and for lusting after another girl, particularly his daughter, she whispered, "Yes."
"And what do you fantasize about?" Dylan asked, enjoying the discomfort he was causing the shy girl. He wasn't sure he could turn her into a slut when he had first seduced her, but he had and now he was preparing to have her play a pivotal part in his plan to fuck his own daughter.
"I'm too embarrassed," she answered, feeling overwhelmed with shame.
"It's okay," he softly said, "you can tell me anything, I don't judge, I just assist in repenting your sins."
"I want to feel and suck on her breasts," she blurted out. Beth was envious of her best friend's massive breasts, especially considering her own were almost non-existent.
"And her cunt?" He questioned, "Have you ever fantasized about her cunt?"
It was surreal to have her best friend's father, never mind a Minister, asking such questions. Yet, her fantasies, after reading and watching porn were often about seducing her best friend. She was curious what she would taste like, what any cunt would taste like, the many stories she had read implying a cunt had a unique taste to it. Finally, she admitted, tears of shame beginning to roll down her eyes, "Yes, I have."
"Oh Beth, don't cry, lust is a natural human emotion," he comforted, standing up and going over to the young girl.
"I'm just so ashamed," she continued, tears coming full force now.
"The best way to deal with lust, my dear, is to commit the sins you crave in the safety of The Lord," he explained, pulling her into his arms.
"R-r-really?" She stuttered. Was he suggesting she have sex with her daughter in church?
"Yes, I believe that to protect our teenagers and young adults we must give them a safe place to understand their lust and experiment with their desires while under the sanctuary of The Lord," he explained, similar to the words he often used as he first seduced teenage, college or married women, as he let go of her.
"I don't understand," she said, it indeed did sound like he wanted her to have sex with his daughter in church.
"Tonight is the Fall Festival dance," he started. "And tonight we must cleanse my tainted daughter by expelling the devil from her body."
"I don't," she began.
"Shhhhh," he said, putting his finger to her lips. "Let me explain, while you practice your oral pleasing."
She lowered to her knees, eager to have his dick in her mouth, guided gently by his strong hands on her shoulders. She fished out his cock, this making sense to her. Worshiping his cock was a direct way to be serving The Lord and she wanted to get better at it for when she was married.
The shy submissive took his cock in her mouth as he continued, "So tonight, we must cleanse her of her impurities by filling her with the passion of The Lord. To do that completely, she must taste all the sweet nectar The Lord created for us to enjoy as two bodies become one."
The Minister's words made logical sense to her. Since he had first filled her with The Lord's seed she had felt closer to him and thus had quit having doubts about her faith. Her insatiable desire and lust was justified by him as a way to worship The Lord as long as her actions of sexual submission where to someone holy. And although she had only sucked and fucked him, her curiosity only increased with every day.
"So after the play, my pet," he began, putting his hands through her hair, "you will kiss her and tell her you want her to eat your vagina, don't use cunt as you've been trained."
Although her pussy was on fire both because she loved having a cock in her mouth and at the scenario of ordering Eve to eat her. Although a constant fantasy, however, she couldn't fathom actually saying the words.
He pulled his cock out and asked, "Do you understand?"



"Um, I understand," she nodded, from her submissive position on her knees. "But I'm not sure I could say such words to my best friend. I don't think she will react favourably to such a demand."
"How she reacts isn't the point. The point is we must tempt her to the very brink to prepare for tonight's Satan extraction," he explained.
Beth knew today was a special day for Eve, turning eighteen and finally being old enough for the extraction of the devil's temptation.
"Okay," Beth nodded tentatively. "I just don't want to lose my best friend."
"Leave that to me," he smiled. "I will explain that I told you to as a test. My daughter is very submissive, like you but way more-so, I see a potential dominant side in you. And if this goes as planned, Eve will be your personal pussy pleaser whenever you wish."
"Really?" Beth asked excitedly, so turned on by the possibility that she forgot she was talking about taking advantage of her best friend.
Pulling her up, he bent her over his desk, flipped up her skirt, tugged down her panties and asked, "What do you want, my pet?"
"Your big cock in my slut cunt," she answered, trying to shock him after watching all that nasty porn.
Dylan was surprised by the nasty language, the previous three times she had been mostly silent and he had planned to make her beg this time. Yet, such sin off her wicked tongue was enough to get him riled up. He slid into her amazingly tight pussy and wondered instantly if his daughter's pussy would be as tight.
"Oh God, thank you, fuuuuuuckkkkk," the shy girl screamed, wanting to shed the conservative persona all saw her as and become a wanton women. He was fucking her slowly and she wanted it hard and deep, like the sluts in the videos and stories. "Slam that big dick in my slutty cunt."
He obliged, slamming into the young eager slut, loving hearing the sweet teenager talk like a nasty slut.
"Yesssss, fuck me harder," she screamed, completely in the throes of lust.
Suddenly, his office phone rang. He reached for it and chuckled, "It's my daughter. You may want to quiet down a bit."
"Kkkkkk," she agreed, unsure she could actually muffle her intense moans of pleasure.
He answered the phone, while returning to slower strokes, "Hi, honey, how is your day going?"
Eve was frantic. "The devil is tempting me constantly."
"You must stay strong," he said, "the devil knows that today is his last day to pull you to his side."
"Okay, but, but, but, the egg thing is driving me crazy, I can't concentrate. I'm petrified I won't be able to remember my lines for the play this afternoon," Eve pointed out, her pussy literally on fire.
"Tell you what, honey, I'm going to do something rather unorthodox," he said, "but it is going to be very shocking."
"W-w-what is it?" Eve asked.
"I've been working with Beth over some secret plans we had for your birthday, but I'm almost done filling her in," he said, smiling at his naughty pun, "I'll send her to you with a very unorthodox suggestion."
Beth was curious what he had in mind, but more focused on the orgasm that was lingering just below the surface, waiting to erupt when the hard fucking continued.
"Okay," Eve said, tentatively.
"Do exactly as she tells you, I will instruct her with how to relieve the sexual tension the devil is trying to stir in you," he ordered.
"Yes, Daddy," she agreed, trusting blindly in her father and hopeful for anything that would stop the intense teasing that was driving her mad, making her not feel like herself.
"Are you in your angel costume?" He asked, a new plan suddenly forming in his devious mind.
"Not yet," she answered.
"Put it on first and then come to my office ASAP," he instructed.
"Okay," Eve agreed.
"Now, come now!" he instructed, hanging up and slamming furiously into the increasingly insatiable slut, saying the same words to two different girls with two completely different meanings.
"Oh Goddddddddddd," Beth screamed, as the Minister continued slamming into her hard and deep, her orgasm rising quickly.
"Come now, my pet slut," he grunted, wanting to hear her scream, but knowing time was limited.
Beth's right hand held onto the desk for balance, while her left hand went to her clit and rubbed it frantically. In only a few deep thrusts her orgasm exploded out of her. "Yessss, I'm fucking comiiiiiiiing."
Dylan was close himself and he pulled out, spun her around, pushed her back onto her knees and slid his cock into her mouth. He would have come in her face, as he loved seeing teen girls dripping with cum, but another new idea popped into his head. He decided to deposit his seed down her throat.
Beth loved being manhandled, used, and she loved the way the Minister took control. She was a vessel of pleasure and eagerly focused on serving him even as her own orgasm continued to pulse through her. She was still very new at sucking cock, but after reading tips on how to deep throat she had become good at not gagging through proper breathing techniques.
She expected him to pull out and come on her face, like he always had, yet suddenly he grabbed her head and grunted. Instantly, a load of his seed exploded into her mouth. She swallowed eagerly as if she were drinking holy water, feeling like a chosen one to be given such a gift.
"Swallow it all, my pet," he approved, as his cum continued spurting inside her beautiful mouth.
Pulling out a moment later, he said, "Now, you will do as I tell you once Eve arrives."
"Of course," she nodded, still on her knees and savouring the aftertaste of his seed.
"I'm going to have her eat your pussy," he instructed.
Beth replied eagerly, like the eighteen-year-old she was, "Awesome."
"Awesome," he chuckled, "no truer word could be spoken."
He pulled up his pants, sat back down at his desk and continued working on Sunday's sermon while waiting for his daughter's arrival.
After a minute, Beth asked, "Where should I go?"
"Stay on your knees like the subservient women you are to The Lord," Dylan answered, his own head spinning with the acceleration of his plan.
A couple of minutes later, Eve knocked on her father's door.
"Come in," Dylan called out.
Eve walked in, saw Beth on her knees, looking ominously similiar to her mom earlier today and instantly she wondered if Beth had sucked her dad's penis. Yet, as soon as the naughty thought popped into her head, she shook it out as it was too absurd.
Dylan took control before questions could be asked, "So has the Devil pushed you to reach an orgasm?"
"No, Daddy, but it is very distracting," she answered, the temptation to touch herself all she could think of the past hour, the temptation building and building as the morning went along.
"Do you want more protection?" He asked.
"Yes, please," Eve nodded, the devil driving her mad, even as she looked down at her best friend and her red cheeks.
"What I am suggesting is very unorthodox," he warned, even as he mused how kinky and creative it was.
"Anything, Daddy," she whined, "just please make it stop."
"Beth, take off your panties and sit on the couch," the Minister instructed, noticing they were still at her ankles.
"Yes, sir," she agreed, standing up, slipping out of her panties without looking at Eve as she moved to the couch.
Eve watched in shocked awe, even though she had an inkling that her father had done something with her best friend.
"Now, my dear. The first protection seems to have failed. Likely, the devil is not overly eager to be expelled from your body and is going to try and push you over the brink all day," he began.
Her pussy on fire, she begged, "Please make it stop."
Dylan said, "Extreme situations call for extreme measures. Since you can't get the protection directly from the source, as that would be incest, Beth here sacrificed herself by swallowing the Lord's seed for you."
"Oh," Eve said, her assumption now confirmed...although still shocking.
"So, the only way to protect you before tonight's exorcism is to have you get the Lord's seed another way," Dylan said, trying not to smile. "You must retrieve it through Beth's vagina."
"Really?" Eve said, shocked once again by her Dad's words.
Dylan knew this wasn't logical, nor biologically feasible but he bet on his daughter's blind obedience. "Yes, honey, it's the only way. Plus, Beth has sacrificed herself greatly to protect you from yourself."
"O-o-okay," Eve struggled to get out, as she moved to her best friend, whose legs were now parted.
"It's okay, honey, you're in the sanctuary of The Lord and retrieving his gift is not a sin but a powerful bond of faith that will bring you even closer to him," the Minister explained, able to justify his preserve, twisted, kink with 'Christian' nonsense. Then going for the metaphorical kill he finished, his tone so soft, comforting and knowing, "Now, drop to your knees, my angel, and taste heaven."
Eve, just like when she'd dropped to her knees in front of her father this morning, obeyed, feeling a weight pulling her down to obey, as if God's hand was guiding her. She stared at Beth's vagina, realizing how pretty and inviting it was. The lips glistened and drew her in. She leaned forward, a light hypnotic scent lingered, and moved her mouth to her best friend's completely shaved vagina.
"Now extend your tongue and lap the luxury of The Lord," he said, in the powerful fire and brimstone tone he would give in a sermon to a church full of parishioners.
Eve obeyed, extending her tongue, and began to lick between Beth's pussy lips feeling as if she was fulfilling The Lord's wishes.
Beth moaned on contact, her eyes and body not able to believe such a fantasy was becoming a reality. She had read so many stories of how great having her pussy licked would feel, but nothing compared to the real act. Completely different than having a cock in her, this pleasure was a slow tease that made her body want more.
Eve couldn't believe the taste. To her it was holy water, a flavoured holy water, but holy water nonetheless. And she licked, tentatively at first, but getting more eager as she tried to retrieve as much of the purifying juice as she could.
Dylan watched in satisfied awe, knowing his plan was going even better than anticipated. He instructed, "Now Eve, you must keep licking until Beth reaches orgasm. Only from a complete withdrawal of the Lord's seed from her vagina will you be protected until tonight."
Eve thought it strange Beth was allowed to orgasm, but she couldn't, but trusted her father to understand what he was doing. She kept licking, unsure what she was really doing, although Beth's moans implied she was doing okay.
Beth put her hands through Eve's hair and pulled her in deeper as she moaned, "The Lord wants you closer, to go deeper, to become one."
Dylan smiled at Beth's words, knowing although she wasn't as beautiful as the cheerleaders he had at his disposal, she made up for it in eagerness and a sly deviousness that was just coming to the surface. Beth would be the next one to join the growing incest families if he played his cards right. Plus, he would love to turn the biggest prude in town, Beth's mom Linda, into a nasty ass cum bucket.
Eve obeyed, licking faster, pushing her tongue into Beth's vagina as best she could, hungry to get as much of the sweet holy nectar as she could. The taste was indeed "heavenly" as Daddy called it and she wanted it all. She wasn't licking her best friend's vagina, she was lapping the juices of the heavens.
Getting close, the sensation of having her cunt licked even more amazing than she anticipated, Beth began grinding her pussy up and down Eve's face declaring, "Here comes The Lord's holiness."
Eve struggled to lick the moving vagina as she was held in place by Beth's hand. Yet, in only a few seconds her face was coated with heaven's juice as Beth screamed, "Holy Chriiiiiist."
Eve kept licking as much of the holy juice as she could, praying that it would help protect her from the intensity of the devil's temptation today.
Dylan's cock was stiff again and he had his own temptation; to slam his cock into his daughter's cunt. He resisted, but the temptation was growing. Looking at the clock, he said, "I hate to rush such a beautiful declaration of the Lord's love, but your play starts in twenty minutes."
Eve sat up, her face shiny with vagina juice.
Beth looked down and smiled, turned on by her best friend's cum coated face.
"How do you feel, Eve?" he asked.
Eve stood up, the egg inside her moving slightly, but only a slight distraction. They were just a devil's nuisance to deal with, like all her life had been. She answered, "I feel pure and cleansed."
"Be warned," Dylan said, knowing the egg inside her would continue to drive her wild as the day unfolded. "This is only temporary protection, honey. If you need one more dose after school, the Lord's seed will remain inside Beth's vagina for twelve hours."
Beth smiled at the brilliance of his offer. Beth asked, praying she would be tempted again, "Does it have to be in church?"
Dylan answered, "No, as long as it is a place of Christian faith."
Beth smiled, their school would work then and so would her home.
Eve looked at Beth and apologized, "I'm so sorry you had to sacrifice so much to protect me."
Beth smiled, "The sacrifice was my pleasure," glancing to the Minister, before adding, "I love you, Eve, and will do anything to help you, and if you feel yourself being tempted again, I am more than willing to offer myself again."
Eve smiled awkwardly, her friend's taste still on her lips, "You're the best friend ever."
Beth gave her a hug and said, "Ditto."
"You'd better get going girls or you'll be late for the play," Dylan reminded them, content with how well things had gone.
"Bye, Daddy," Eve smiled, giving him a kiss on the cheek like she always did.
"Bye, angel," he replied, before watching the two adorable teens saunter out.
.....
Lilly went birthday shopping in Rockwell. They had already bought Eve an iPad they had planned to give her in the morning, but had forgotten with the craziness that went on that morning. But Lilly decided a few toys and some new lingerie would also be good additions for her.
She returned with a variety of toys including a vibrator as a present, a wall suction cup dildo, which she thought was cool, a double ended dildo for the two of them one day, a new strap-on that vibrated to add to her growing collection of them, some anal lube for the inevitable end goal of her husband and a magic wand, which the sales lady said was her new best friend.
She also bought a dozen pairs of thigh highs, some thongs, a garter-belt and stockings and lace bras to make her daughter the woman she was now going to be.
.....
By the time the bell rang to end school for the day, Eve was again a lustful mess. She texted Beth, after waiting for her for a few minutes at their lockers, "WHERE ARE YOU? I NEED YOU NOW!!!!"
Beth received the text and smiled from ear to ear. She texted back, "I'm in the art room finishing up posters for next week's spirit activities."
Eve sighed. She needed the Lord's protection and she needed it now. The play had gone well, but by the end, the temptations were increasing and over the past hour the pleasure inside her continued to build as the egg seemed to have a mind of their own. She texted, desperate to be protected again. "Is anyone there?"
Beth smiled, loving her friend's desperation and texted. "I'm all alone."
Eve was already walking to the art room which was, thankfully, at the end of the school and relatively secluded. She walked in, closed the door, looked around and pleaded, "Can I please taste you again?"
"If you want to," Beth agreed, trying not to look too eager.
"No, I need to," Eve said walking to her. "I feel I like I'm losing myself again."
"Well, you can lose yourself in me," Beth countered, as she stood up and surprised Eve by kissing her.
Eve had never been kissed on the lips, other than quick pecks from family members, and couldn't believe how soft Beth's lips were. Her body was stiff at first, unsure how to respond, but after a couple seconds she began kissing back.
Breaking the kiss, confident she was pulling Eve in as her own submissive Beth asked, "So you need to lick my pussy?"
Eve was shocked by the word choice of 'pussy', but was so overwhelmed with lust at the moment she nodded, "Yes."
Beth opened her legs to offer her pussy to her best friend again, "I forgot my panties at church."
Eve looked around to make sure no one was at the door, before dropping to her knees and, without hesitation, only hunger, buried her face once again in her best friend's vagina.
After only a couple of minutes, Beth pushed her best friend's head away and ordered, "Take off your panties too."
"Why?" Eve asked.
"Because, if mine are off so should yours be too," Beth explained.
Eve wanting to get the protection from Satan, decided it wasn't worth arguing and pulled off her white panties from underneath her angel outfit.
Beth laid on the floor, finding standing while being licked uncomfortable, and ordered, "Now come and finish what you started."
Eve crawled to Beth and buried her face in her best friend's vagina.
"Oh yes, Eve, lick me," Beth moaned, feeling a sense of power at watching her best friend between her legs.

Eve hungrily licked and licked, desperate to retrieve the Lord's juice that would protect her from the growing sin inside her. She wanted to pleasure herself, she wanted to have Beth do to her what she was currently doing, yet knew that was a sin, although not completely understanding why. So, instead she focused on protecting herself the best she could by serving The Lord through this act.
Beth instructed, "Now move your tongue to my clit and flick it with your tongue. It'll make my orgasm more intense and make more of the Lord's juice flood out of me.
Eve obeyed, moving up slightly and beginning to concentrate on the clit, obeying every order her best friend gave.
Beth's legs twitched with each flick and she moaned, "You're so good at this, Eve, such a natural."
Eve was happy she could bring pleasure to her friend, although her heavy breathing and intense moaning made her envious. She wanted to feel such pleasure. Yet, she also felt guilty for Beth having to sacrifice herself so much to protect her.
Getting close, Beth lifted her hips up and began grinding on Eve's tongue.
Eve felt a rush of excitement at sensing the vagina juice protection was coming soon as he friend's moans got louder and her body moved with lust and desperation.
Beth so close ordered, in the throes of lust herself, declared, "I'm so close, lick my cunt faster, make me cum with that nasty tongue of yours." After saying 'cunt' she realized what she had said, but it was too late.
Eve kept licking, ignoring the crazy words coming out of her friend's mouth, determined to get more of the Lord's protection. Seconds later, she was rewarded with an abundance of the Lord's juice again flooding her mouth and face. She continued licking hungrily, wanting every last remnant of this special juice.
Beth screamed, "Jesus Chriiiiiiist," as the orgasm rushed out of her, the pulsations hitting her hard.
Eve licked and licked, devouring the sweet taste of heaven where nothing mattered but serving.
Beth finally moved away, suddenly needing to pee, and said, again looking at her best friend coated in her cunt juice. "God, you are perfection, Eve."
Eve laughed, "I don't feel that way."
Beth pulled Eve up and kissed her, tasting herself on her best friend's lips.



Katie, the head cheerleader, watched through the door window, her own plan spinning in her head as she put her phone away, having filmed the lesbian scene for the past few minutes. She walked away, not wanting them to know that she knew of their lesbianism as she formulated a full plan, the idea of having a couple nerd dykes to serve her appealing, even if one was the Minister's daughter.
A chill went up Eve's spine at the intimacy of the kiss. She didn't want it to end, although it seemed to trigger a gush in her vagina that had finally just begun to be squelched by the Lord's juice.
Breaking the kiss, Beth said, "I love you, Eve and want you to be safe."
"I love you, too," Eve replied back, knowing Beth would do anything for her.
"That said, you may wish to go wash your face, you look like you," she paused, unsure what to say, but decided the hell with it, "just ate pussy."
Eve gasped, surprised by her word choice again, even though she had heard her use the same word and other naughty things during the earlier act, "You're language!"
"You're eighteen now, Eve, don't be a prude," Beth scolded. "Vagina, pussy, cunt," she listed, "they are all just words that describe a body part of a female. It is only dirty if you want it to be."
"I guess," Eve said unsure.
"Trust me, Eve," Beth smiled, "starting today everything changes for us."
Eve wondered what that meant, yet decided not to question it as she went and washed her face before heading home.
.....
Dressed in the devil costume, a red outfit, with a tail, pink red thigh high stockings, sans any underwear, panties or bra as Daddy insisted the temptation from the devil must be at the peak of submission, Eve looked in the mirror. She looked sexy or slutty, depending on your view of the look, but she definitely looked a complete 180 from her pure white angel costume of the afternoon.
Coming downstairs, Lilly complimented, her cunt getting instantly wet thinking of having her daughter as her pet, "You look devilishly delightful."
Eve blushed, not used to compliments, but decided to be playful as she posed, "Do I look tempting?"
"Oh, I bet the devil is circling you with intent," her Mom added, her own cunt getting wet at how deliciously naughty her daughter looked.
"It's not only around me," Eve joked, the teasing of the egg inside her, as well as an undeniable hunger to taste Beth again, controlling her thoughts.
"Oh, I almost forgot," Lilly said, "Your presents."
Eve said, "You didn't have to get me anything."
"You're my daughter, of course I did," Lilly countered, handing her the wrapped box. "This is from your father and me."
Eve sat down, making the egg move around, causing more teasing pleasure, as she unwrapped the box. "An iPad! Thanks. I can't believe you spent so much."
"No price is too much for you, my dear," Lilly smiled, like a normal mother. And then, unlike a normal mother, she added, "And these three presents are just from me." She pulled out boxes from underneath the kitchen table.
"Mom!" Eve gasped, shocked by the many gifts.
"These are just between you and me," Lilly winked.
"Okay," Eve nodded, curious what the secret would be. She opened the smallest box and saw it was a pink silver thing.
"It's a vibrator," Lilly explained, "so you can give yourself pleasure."
"Oh," Eve said shocked by the gift.
"Trust me, it's a girl's best friend, I use mine all the time," Lilly winked again, as she pointed to the next box. "Open the next one."
Eve did and this one was the long massager called the magic wand.
"That is another toy for self-pleasure. The saleswoman told me I must buy it. I think we may have to share that one," Lilly said, "I'm quite curious how it works."
"Okay," Eve nodded, in awe of the presents and confused as she wasn't to touch herself all day. She finally asked, "But I thought I wasn't to touch myself or I was giving in to the devil."
"True," the mom nodded, "but once the expulsion is finished today, you will be free of the invisible chains of Satan and free to explore your body as you wish."
That idea sent chills up her spine and she mindlessly said, "I can't wait."
"I imagine so," Lilly smiled, Dylan telling her in vivid detail about the lesbian encounter in his office between Beth and Eve and suggesting she could offer her own cunt for protection if she was horny and wanted a quickie before tonight's festivities. "Now the last one."
Eve opened the last, bigger box and was again shocked to see a lot of clothing, although very skimpy, sexy clothing.
Lilly explained, "You're a woman now and need to start dressing as one to allure the many men who will pine over you and a husband who will take care of you."
"But these are so thin," Eve said, looking at a thong.
Lifting up her witch dress, Dylan's idea, to reveal thigh high stockings and a black thong, she said, "Trust me, they do the job. They make you feel sexy and tease the boys relentlessly when they see it."
"Wow!" Eve said, staring at her mom's crotch, although not sure when boys would see such underwear. A sudden vision popped into her head as she imagined herself on her knees getting the Lord's juice from her mom.
"You okay?" Lilly asked, noticing her daughter's glazed over look.
"What? Oh, I, um," Eve struggled to finish a sentence, shaking the naughty inappropriate vision from her head.
Lilly, sensing the reason, asked, "Is the devil tempting you again?"
"It's almost unbearable," Eve admitted, still staring at her mom's barely covered vagina.
"Do you want a brief reprieve?" Lilly asked.
"God, yes," Eve eagerly responded, both to tame down the lust inside her and equally eager to taste more of God's nectar.
"Fortunately, your father filled me with the Lord's seed this morning. Although that was this morning, the remnants of the Lord's power is still lingering," Lilly said, hopping up on a bar stool and spreading her legs to reveal her wet pussy hidden only by her flimsy thong.
"But that is incest," Eve pointed out, even though she was barely resisting the temptation, staring at her mom's barely covered vagina.
Lilly, anticipating this moment, this potential concern, quoted, "Ezekiel 16:44 points out the mother and daughter are one: as the mother, so is her daughter. So, in other words, for a mother and daughter to become one, to fulfill Ezekiel's words we must at some point worship each other mind, body and soul." Lilly pulled her thong to the side, so her beautiful daughter could access her cunt.
Eve had never completely understood Ezekiel, but her mother pointing out this act between mother and daughter was directing her to do this, and she didn't hesitate. Her insatiable hunger controlling her, she moved to her mother, bent over as her mother was too high for her to go on her knees, and began licking her mom's vagina.
Lilly had a chill go up her spine as her daughter's tongue licked her cunt.
Eve was surprised that her mother's taste was subtly different from Beth's. The scent was stronger as well. Wanting to taste the full flavor of her mother's juice, as she had Beth's, she began licking aggressively, focusing on the clit that worked so well on Beth.
Lilly moaned loudly, the pleasure more intense because of the situation.
Eve, who prided herself for always being good at everything she did, was determined to bring her mother to orgasm both for her mother's own pleasure and to once again keep the devil at bay...the extraction of Satan so close.
Lilly closed her eyes, as the orgasm began building inside her. "Good girl, such a good girl," she moaned. Imagining this being a regular thing from now on.
While Eve kept licking, hearing her mom's increased moaning, she began flicking on her mother's clit with constant pressure.
Lilly's leg twitched with each flick and she moaned with pleasure, "Don't stop baby, you're making Mommy feel real good."
Eve, drawn into the act of giving pleasure, focused on hearing her mother scream and receiving her mother's juice.
"Oh God, Jesus fucking Chriiiist," Lilly screamed, a moment later as her orgasm coursed through her like a rapidly flowing river.
Eve was intrigued by how women became vulgar while in the throes of passion. Of course, Eve just kept licking, desperately hoping this would be enough of the Lord's juice to protect her. Her mother produced a lot more juice than Beth did, which she eagerly lapped up.
Lilly knew she said things she shouldn't have, but in the intense pleasure her daughter brought her she wasn't thinking straight.
Eve kept licking, desperate to get all the Lord's seed from her mom. It wasn't an act of incest, it was an act of love and sacrifice, and connecting to her mom in this way only made her feel even closer to both the Lord and her mother.
Lilly finally said, pushing her away, her daughter's tongue now making her need to pee, "We should probably get to the Fall Festival."
Eve looked up at her mother, her face coated with her mother's pussy juice and said, "Thank you, Mom, I feel so much better."
"As do I," Lilly replied, standing up and then pulling her daughter up to. "Go wash up quickly and we will get going, my dear."
"Okay," Eve nodded knowing the end of this day of torture, turmoil and temptation was almost done. In a few hours she would have her life back and be completely at the will of God.
.....
On the drive, Eve said, her hands trembling, "Mom, I'm not sure I can go into the House of the Lord dressed like this."
"Oh, honey," Lilly comforted, putting her hand on her daughter's nylon-clad leg, "I understand your trepidation, but you must tempt the devil to make sure he tries to capture you once and for all so we can expunge his hold on you forever."
"I know," Eve sighed, "but I don't want others to judge me even more than they already do."
"Eve, I expect more from you." Lilly said firmly. "You must follow Jesus's past and do what is right and not be another follower."
"You're right," Eve nodded, knowing that she must continue to follow the oath of the Lord and never question her father who always knew what was right.
Reaching the church, Lilly said, "Eve, today is the beginning of the rest of my life. Enjoy your rebirth and just follow the Lord through your father's words."
"Yes, Mother," Eve nodded, "And thank you."
"I love you, honey," Lilly smiled, giving her daughter a hug. Moving back away, "And Eve, you look incredibly radiant."
"Thanks Mom," Eve smiled, feeling slightly better. "I love you, too."
Eve got out of the car, and walked into the church feeling anxiety at being dressed so provocatively. Dressed in a skimpy red dress, pink thigh highs, three inch open-toed heels, a red collar, devil horns, a long tail and a pitchfork, she indeed looked the sexiest devil in history.

"Holy shit," the not very religious Peter said, his mouth dropping, when he saw Eve walk into the church hall. "Is that Eve?"
The dress Eve wore was tight and showcased every curve and revealed without any doubt her breasts were the largest in the school, including all the cheerleaders.
"Look at her tits," Adam said, drooling over Eve's massive tits.
Eve could feel all the eyes on her, sensing that people were seeing her in a different light. Part of her felt self-conscious, while another part felt sexy and alluring. She liked that she wasn't the wallflower tonight, she wasn't the minister's shy, reserved daughter.

Peter envisioned the goody-goody with an even sluttier outfit on underneath that skimpy Halloween costume and imagined all the things he could do to the Minister's daughter.
Peter walked to Eve and said, all confident, "Eve, if you really want to sin I can help you with that."
Eve's face began to blush, but thankfully she was saved by Beth who walked over and said, "Peter, I imagine she rather be sent to Hell."
"Screw you," Peter shot back.
"You wish," Beth shot right back, taking Eve's hand and pulling her away from the drooling boys. "Wow, you look good enough to eat,"
Eve continued blushing, "We're in church."
"As we were the first time you ate me out," Beth whispered.
"Please, not here," Eve pleaded, petrified someone would hear them talking.
"Okay," Beth nodded, "but seeing you dressed like this has my cunt rather wet and needing some attention."
"Later," Eve whispered, although the temptation for one more taste before she was purified was undoubtedly enticing,
The next hour there were games for young kids and then, as the younger children went home, a dance started for the older ones. As Eve danced with friends, including Beth, the egg inside her moved around more than usual. Suddenly, the egg inside her started vibrating, and she gasped, "Ohhhhhhh."
"What's wrong?" Lacey, another friend of Eve's, asked, as Eve fell to the floor.
Just as suddenly as the buzzing started, it stopped. The teasing pleasure that had been inside her all day accelerated rapidly and her whole body became weak. "Sorry, just a cramp," Eve weakly responded, as she tried to catch her breath.
Beth helped her up and whispered in her ear, "Temptation from the devil?"
"Full body attack," Eve answered, still trying to recover from the brief intense pleasure. "I need to see my dad now."
"Okay," Beth nodded, knowing that he was in his office. At least that was where he told her he would be if Eve was tempted.
The two girls went to his office and knocked.
Dylan smiled, the remote control in his hand, knowing that this would push his daughter to the edge of submission. "Come in," he called.
The girls came into his office and Dylan said, "Please leave Eve and I alone, Beth."
"Yes, sir," Beth nodded, slightly disappointed that she wasn't going to somehow be a part of whatever was about to happen.
Once he was alone with his daughter he said, "Is the temptation back?"
"It's worse than ever, Daddy," she said frantically. "The egg thing inside me started magically buzzing inside me."
"Oh, it's worse than I thought," he said, standing up just as he also turned the egg on again to continue pushing her daughter.
"Aaaaaaaah," Eve screamed, as the vibrations returned, and frantically pleaded, "The devil is in me, Daddy. Please get it out."
He just as quickly shut it off. "Oh my, we are going to have to go to some drastic measures."
"Please, Daddy, I can't take it anymore, I'm being drawn to Satan," she cried.
The Minister walked to her and said, "We will start the extraction now, honey. But we are going to have to go to the most extreme measure ever as the devil is clearly trying to pull you to his side."
"Okkkkkay," Eve nodded, weakly, her body feeling like Jello.
"I have tried to protect you through second sources," Dylan said, "but it's obvious the devil is living deep inside you."
Eve heard her daddy's words, and was suddenly petrified at not being able to be saved.
"The only way to eradicate the devil in you completely and forever is very unorthodox, even more so than what you have already tried today," he continued, "but it has always worked."
"I'll do anything, Daddy," she agreed, tears still streaming, "Please just make him go away."
"On your knees, Eve," he ordered, now standing in front of her.
Eve obeyed kneeling in front of him as she had this morning.
"The only way to guarantee the exorcism of the devil is to have the Lord's seed deposited in each of your three potential sin holes," he said, his cock rock hard at what was about to happen.
"I don't understand," Eve said, not understanding what the three sin holes were.
"I'll explain as the evening goes along, no need to make this even more stressful than it already is, but to make sure this works, each hour we must deal with a potential temptation hole," he continued. He unbuckled his pants and said, "Are you ready to retrieve The Lord's seed?"
"Yes, Daddy," she nodded, as her Dad presented his cock to her again.
"Now for this to work properly you must work like God's servant to earn his seed," he explained, his stiff erection now pointing at his daughter's face.
"I have to put it on my mouth?" She asked, strangely feeling her mouth-watering.
"Yes, dear, it's the only way," he answered, dying to see his cock disappear inside her mouth.
He turned the buzzing back on and she began quivering, "Oh, he's back, Daddy."
"Take it in your mouth now dear, hurry," he urgently ordered.
Frantic to have the intensity of the vibrating stop, knowing she couldn't resist reaching orgasm much longer if it continued, she leaned forward and took her Dad's penis in her mouth.
Instantly the buzzing stopped as her father declared, "Devil be gone, glory of God shine through!"
Instantly, she felt free as the teasing down below was squelched by her father's words.
Having a penis in her mouth felt strange, yet oddly natural, as if this was a way to be one with God. She really had no idea what she was doing. She had watched her mom bob up and down rather quickly this morning, so she instead focused on getting used to having it in her mouth.
She was also surprised at how warm and hard it was. Treating it like an old style lollipop, she focused on swirling her tongue around the strange top of her Dad's penis.
"That's it, baby girl," he groaned, the sight of his daughter with his cock in her mouth a fantasy come true.
Eve liked hearing she was doing it right, as she tentatively began bobbing back and forth slowly. It felt awkward at first, yet as she got used to having it in her mouth, it became easier.
"Oh yes, Eve," he moaned, surprised at how quickly she caught on to worshiping a cock. "Yes, worship Daddy's penis."
On her knees, praying the devil would stay away, she was indeed worshipping her father's penis. She bobbed back and forth for a couple of minutes, eventually taking a little more than half of her father in her mouth.
The minister, the father, the sexual predator, was in awe at both the visual of his daughter bobbing on his cock and the incredible sensations of her mouth. He could feel his balls boiling and grunted, "Here comes The Lord's seed."
Eve kept bobbing, enjoying what she was doing, liking hearing her Dad's moans of pleasure, and was surprised when the liquid exploded in her mouth and down her throat. She kept bobbing, even faster, wanting every last remnant of her father's powerful seed, the taste not as sweet and exotic as Beth's or her Mom's vagina, but salty and equally addicting.
"Good girl," he groaned, "take every last drop of The Lord's protection."
Eve was already doing that and continued until her father pulled out.
"How do you feel, Eve?" He asked, looking down at her.
"Free," she said, the buzz gone and no tempting sensations at all inside her.
"This will only keep you safe for a while, in exactly an hour, we must do the second deposit," Dylan said, allowing his cock to stay directly in front of his daughter's face like a hypnotist's watch.
"Okay, Daddy," she nodded, eager to rid herself once and for all of Satan's powerful allure.
"Go enjoy yourself, but understand the next task is a lot more intrusive," he added.
"How so?" She asked.
"Go enjoy yourself," he repeated. "I need to pray for you and prepare for the second part of the exorcism."
"Okay, Daddy," she nodded, standing up. The egg inside her moved and a slight tease hit her. She sighed to herself understanding it wasn't done yet. "Can I take this devil's device out of me, Daddy?"
"Soon, honey," he smiled. "But not until the third task is about to begin. We must let the devil think he is winning, that he has you in his grasp."



"Okay, Daddy," she nodded, deflated, already feeling the devil's temptation beginning again.
.....
Eve tried dancing with friends, but the more she moved, the more the temptation increased. The devil and God were at war in her body and she was praying The Lord would win. Yet, the temptation continued growing and growing.
After only a few minutes, she went to the washroom. She put water on her face just as Katie sauntered in.
"Hi, Eve," she said, all sing song cheery, unlike her usual negative demeanour towards the goody goody girl.
"Hi, Katie," Eve responded, although not in the mood to deal with her.
"You really aren't all you portray are you?" Katie ominously said.
Assuming it was the outfit, "It was my dad's idea to mock the devil."
"Eating Beth's cunt was your father's idea?" Katie asked, getting bluntly to the point.
Eve's face burned scarlet red. In reality, that was exactly the truth, yet she couldn't say that. Anxiety hit her as she realized her reputation could be soiled because of one act to protect herself from the devil. "What? No, I meant the outfit."
"It was quite surprising, although it did make a good video," Katie added, pulling out her phone.
"Please, don't tell anyone," Eve pleaded, knowing this was the devil's work, and mortified to learn she had captured the act on video.
"Oh, I can keep a secret," she smiled, smirking at the irony that the secret she was keeping was fucking this goody goody's father.
"What do you want?" Eve asked.
"My own pussy pleaser, my own cunt licker, my own nerd to play with as I wish," Katie asked, loving being vulgar in front of the usually uptight girl, who she always felt was judging her and the other cheerleaders.
"Please," Eve replied, her head spinning, unsure what to do next.
"Begging, I like that," Katie smirked.
Just then Carol came in and Katie whispered, "10:30, the sanctuary and don't mention anything to Beth."
Before Eve could process or respond, Katie turned and walked away.
Carol asked, "Are you okay, Eve?"
"Feeling a bit ill," Eve admitted, before heading to a stall. She sat in the stall forever, her head spinning with consequence and guilt. The devil's temptation has pushed her into acts of lesbianism and now she was being blackmailed. She pondered telling her father; she pondered telling her mother; she pondered telling Beth, yet she just couldn't bring herself to leave the stall.
Suddenly her vagina began vibrating again. She closed she legs together, which made the buzzing more intense and quickly moved her legs apart. Looking at her watch, she saw it was time to meet her father again for the second of three steps to expunging this sin forever. She stood up just as it shut off again and she quickly tried to make it to her father's office without being seen by anyone.
Almost at his office, the buzzing started again and she moaned, "Nooooo," just as her mother was walking out of another office.
"You okay, honey?" Lilly asked, although she knew exactly why her daughter was so frazzled.
"Need to see Daddy now," she barely got out, as the buzzing again ended.
Lilly took her daughter's hand and walked her to the office.
Once inside, Dylan sighed dramatically, "It's still bad?"
"I want to touch myself, to give in to the pleasure he is promising," Eve said.
"You want to bite the apple like your namesake did?" He asked.
"I can't last much longgggger," she whimpered, just as the buzzing started.
"You must resist," Dylan firmly said, "you're so close to extinguishing his hold forever."
"I need God's seed," she pleaded.
"Lilly, prepare her for the sodomy of The Lord," Dylan instructed, all business.
Eve's eyes went wide, knowing what sodomy meant.
Lilly ordered, "Bend over, honey, this is a very delicate process."
"H-h-have you been sodomized?" Eve asked, as she obeyed the order, leaning on her father's desk.
"Yes, honey, all good Christian women must be willing to be protected from the temptations of sin all around us by protecting all the access points of the devil," Lilly explained, as she pulled her daughter's panties down, before adding, "Once you're married, your husband can protect you as The Lord's seed lives through him. Until then, your father, being a man of God, can protect you."
"Okay," Eve nodded, feeling vulnerable as her mother exposed her behind.
Eve's father comforted, as he again unbuckled his pants, "Honey, you have done so well. The devil is throwing all he can at you and yet you have resisted every dirty trick he has thrown your way. We are so close to extinguishing his hold on you forever."
Lilly explained, "I'm going to prepare you for The Lord's protection. But it is going to hurt a bit."
"Okay," Eve agreed, nervous, but willing to do anything to end this day of temptation.
Lilly generously coated her daughter's rosebud and then her own fingers with lube, before slowly inserting one finger inside her daughter's tight virgin ass.
"Ohhhhh, it hurts," Eve whimpered, the pain sharp.
"It will get better," Lilly promised. "Now I love the feeling having your father sodomize me brings. When his penis is deep in my ass, pardon the swearing, I feel as if I am one with him, and thus one with The Lord."
That oddly made sense to Eve. She couldn't fathom such an act, didn't even know it was a real option, but now that it was presented to her as something that would help end the torture she was currently living in, she was willing.
Lilly wiggled her finger inside her daughter.
Just as Eve was getting used to having her Mom's finger in her ass, Lilly slipped a second inside and the pain returned again.
"Just relax," Dylan suggested, "and the pain will dissipate quicker."
Eve tried to, but as her Mom moved her two fingers around she felt the constant burn, which on the bright side had ended the teasing in her vagina.
"She's ready," Lilly declared, pulling her fingers out of her daughter's ass.
Dylan moved behind his daughter, as his wife generously coated his cock with lube, and said, "Devil be gone, glory of God shine through," as he slowly pushed his long cock into his daughter's ass.
"Oh, fuuuuuck," Eve screamed, swearing for the first time in her life as an intense pain cascaded through her. As soon as she said it, she apologized, "I'm so sorry."
"It's okay," Dylan said, "those were the devil's words. Through cursing you can keep him at bay. Say as many as you wish during this, it will only confuse him."
"Okay, Daddy, it fucking hurts so much," Eve said, tears beginning to form in her eyes, but she felt so free being able to say the words everyone else seemed to.
"Unfortunately, my cock, and call it a cock, only little girls call it a penis, is much bigger than most men. The Lord blessed me with a large magic wand that can cure," Dylan declared as his cock began slithering inside her virgin asshole.
"Shit, shit, shit," Eve cursed, saying that word too for the first time.
"Relax, honey," Dylan said, caressing her back. "I'm half in."
"Only half?" She gasped. "I can't take much more of your big cock Daddy." Oddly, swearing made her feel like she was controlling the situation, not the devil.
"You must, or forever be destined to the fiery walls of Hell," he declared, continuing his slow progression.
"Okaaaaaaay," she whimpered, her Daddy's cock going much deeper than her mom's fingers.
Lilly was watching with jealousy and lust, her own hand going to her pussy.
"Daddy, God, Jesus, fuck, Christ," Eve babbled, attempting to pray or plead for some brief reprieve from the pain in her ass.
"Almost all in," Dylan grunted, her tightness unlike any other he could recall, and he had fucked a lot of girls' asses, many times being the first one to penetrate the forbidden back door.
"Kkkkkkkkkk," Eve said, through gritted teeth, as she held onto the desk.
"God is in you," Lilly said, rubbing her daughter's back, even as she slyly touched herself.
"Oh Godddddd," Eve whimpered, the pain not fading at all, as her inner core burned.
"You did it," he said, "you took all my cock in your virgin asshole."
Her Daddy's words were odd, yet she felt a rush of accomplishment at taking all his cock inside her, knowing that this was all necessary to end the devil's hold on her.
"Now relax, and get accustomed to The Lord's sword buried inside you. Memorize in your head, this feeling of utter submission, utter obedience," he said.
Suddenly the vibrating started again. "Nooooo, Daddy, he's back."
"You must demand I fuck your ass, pound you hard, fuck the hell out of you," her father demanded. "Only through such a declaration, will this determined devil go away."
Delirious, her vagina burning, her ass finally only a dull pain, she begged, "Oh Daddy, fuck my ass, fuck it until that evil bastard is out of me."
The buzzing instantly stopped as her dad began thrusting in and out of her ass.
"Oh God, fuck it, Dadddddy," she whimpered in pain and yet euphoria as the buzzing ended.
"Do you love The Lord's cock in your ass?" Dylan asked, as he slid in and out of her.
"Oh yes, God, it fills me so full. It hurts, it burns, yet it feels goodddddddd," the bewildered daughter declared, the pleasure-pain principle at play.
Dylan could feel his balls already starting to boil, his daughter's nasty tongue and super tight ass milking him for all he was worth.
Lilly, whispered in her daughter's ear, "You will make The Lord a great seed bucket, make your future husband a great seed bucket," playing on the words 'cum bucket'.
"Oh yes, I want to be the best seed bucket," Eve responded, drawn completely into the sin she was involuntarily becoming a part of.
"You want to be Daddy's seed bucket?" Dylan asked.
"Yes, Daddy," she mindlessly agreed, the pain beginning to fade away, "I want to be your seed bucket, anything to keep the devil away."
His daughter's nasty tongue, her incredible tight ass, had him ready to erupt his fifth load of the day a couple of minutes later. "Do you want Daddy's cum?"
"Yes, Daddy, please fill my ass with our saviour's seed," she begged, wanting to feel his seed shoot inside her, to protect her from the sin corroding her moral fibre.
"Here it comes, my seed bucket, my beautiful angel," he grunted, before shooting his load deep in his daughter's ass. "Fuuuuuuck, take my seed my cum bucket."
"Yes, Daddy, save me, fill my asshole with your cum, make me a servant of God through your big dick," she begged, the feeling of his cock in her ass no longer hurting, but creating weird feelings of pleasure inside her.
Dylan stayed in her ass, enjoying the moment, before finally pulling out.
Eve lied bent over her Dad's desk, feeling exhausted, yet confused. She asked, suddenly feeling guilty, maybe the devil was still controlling her, "Daddy, I think I'm still in trouble. Near the end I really began to enjoy that."
"You enjoyed my cock in your ass?" He asked bluntly.
"Yes, Daddy, it began feeling really good," she admitted.
"What did?" he asked, wanting her to say the dirty words again.
"Having your cock in my ass, moving in and out so fast, made me start feeling feelings similar to the teasing temptations of the devil in my vagina," she admitted.
"You have a cunt dear," he corrected, before adding, "and I want you to refer to my cock always as big. Is that clear?"
"Yes, Daddy, your big cock really made me feel good," she reworded.
"That's because the expulsion is almost complete," he said. "Your mother loves my cock in her ass. Good seed buckets love having a cock in their mouth, a cock in their ass and a cock in their cunt."
"Not all at once?" Eve asked.
"Some seed buckets need more to stay true to their faith. But no, usually not all at once," he smiled.
"Now put your panties back on and go enjoy the last few songs of the dance," he ordered, "your mother and I have got to prepare for the final extraction."
"Are you going to fuck my cunt next, Daddy?" She asked, feeling like a good Christian woman.
"Yes, I am, baby, I'm going to fill that cunt with The Lord's seed, but it must be before midnight, so be here exactly at eleven," he instructed.
"I can't wait Daddy, I want you to fuck the hell out of me. I want your seed to forever extinguish the sin inside me," Eve said, feeling so liberated being so blunt with her father.
"I can't wait to fuck your cunt too, baby," he smiled. "Now go, and remember this is a secret between just you, me, your mother and The Lord."
"Of course, Daddy," she nodded, finally feeling good about herself, even as she felt her Daddy's seed leak out of her ass and into her panties.
Once she was back at the dance, her excitement faded instantly. She remembered that Katie wanted to meet her at 10:30 in the sanctuary She stopped, thinking she should go tell her father when Beth grabbed her, "Where have you been?"
"With Daddy," she whispered.
"Are you cured?" Beth asked.
"Almost," Eve admitted.
"Great," Beth said, excitedly. "If you need another taste of my juice for protection let me know."
Eve smiled, "I'm beginning to think you enjoyed it."
"It was heavenly," Beth winked. "Plus, I know you enjoyed it."
Eve suddenly felt a hunger to indeed taste her again, but wasn't sure if that was her own feelings, or the devil tempting her again. She wanted to tell Beth about Katie and her predicament, but to protect Beth from the potential blackmail, she decided she would keep it to herself.
Eve joined her friends and danced for a few songs, finally not feeling completely under the curse of the devil. That said, there was still an undeniable tease inside her cunt when she danced, the egg inside her moving around with each step.
Looking at the clock, it was 10:35 and she realized she was late. She said she was going to the washroom to her small group of friends and then slyly went to the sanctuary. Once inside, Katie said, annoyed, "you're late."
"Let's talk about this," Eve began, noticing she was at her father's podium.
"Sure," Katie agreed, before adding, "either get over here and eat my pussy like the slutty lesbo you are, or I send this video to some adult web site and expose the Minister's daughter as a Christian fraud."
"Please, Katie, be reasonable," Eve pleaded, not moving towards her. "This is a place of worship."
Katie wanted to say she had worshipped her father's cock extensively in this shrine of The Lord, yet decided that was a secret to keep to herself for now. Instead, she quipped, "and you're going to worship my cunt. Now get over here."
Deciding it was easier to comply then negotiate with this diva bitch, and realizing she only had twenty minutes until meeting her father for the final stage of tonight's exorcism, she went to the annoying cheerleader.
"Good girl," Katie smiled, moving to the carpeted floor and spreading her pantyhose clad legs, dressed as always, in her cheerleader's outfit.
Reaching her, Eve noticed that Katie had cut a hole where her cunt was and she wasn't wearing any panties. She too was completely shaved.
"Stop staring like the lesbo you are and get to eating," Katie demanded, "I want to get back to the party."
Reluctantly, although a small part of her was curious what Katie would taste like, she dropped to her knees, crawled between her legs and buried her face in the already slightly wet cunt.
"Hmmmm," Katie moaned, "I knew you were not the prude you play at school." After a few minutes of licking, Katie finally spoke, "You have eaten pussy, haven't you?"
Eve ignored the question, focusing on getting the sinful slut off, although she had to admit the cheerleader's cunt had an even sweeter taste than Beth's or her mom's.
"Answer me, slut," Katie demanded.
Just wanting to get this over with, yet also wanting to shock the bitch, she replied, "Yes, I love eating cunt,"
"Oh, the 'c' word, you really are full of surprisesssss," Katie moaned, as Eve took her swollen clit in-between her lips.
Eve continued licking and sucking, sensing Katie was close and decided to continue shocking the bitch. As Katie grabbed Eve's head and held it firmly on her cunt, Eve sucked on Katie's clit hard and then slid her finger into the bitch's ass.
"Fuuuuuuuck, you biiiiitch," Katie screamed, as the anal simulation triggered her orgasm.
Eve lapped up the pussy juice eagerly, a taste she had definitely become quite accustomed to on this strange Halloween.
Once her orgasm was done, Katie demanded, "Get your finger out of my ass."
Eve, suddenly defiant, retorted, "You sure, you seemed to like it?"
"Fuck you," Katie snapped back.
"Why, are you out of guys at school and college?" Eve snapped right back, feeling good about standing up for herself.
"Be careful, or this video goes viral," Katie threatened, surprised by the nerd's spunk.
Suddenly Katie's phone rang. She answered it. "What? Yes, I'll be right there." Hanging up, she said, "This isn't over."
Eve wanted to say something witty back, but the egg inside her started vibrating again. "Fuuck," she cursed, as Katie walked away.
"And you're a Minister's daughter," Katie said sarcastically.
Eve lied on the ground, her hand beginning to move to her cunt, when it stopped. She weakly looked at her watch. It was three minutes to eleven. She got up and scurried out the side door that led directly to her father's office. Once inside, she asked, "Is it time?"
Dylan was on the couch, his wife licking his balls, when she entered. "Almost, my dear. Come here and get daddy's cock ready for your final insertion."
"Didn't you mean big cock, Daddy?" she smiled.
"That I did," he laughed.
Eve went to the couch, and pointed out, looking at his soft cock, "It doesn't look ready,"
"It's not. You must resurrect it first with that pretty mouth of yours. It has had a long day trying to protect you," her father said.
Eve leaned forward, as her mother kept sucking on his balls, and took his soft cock in her mouth. It was much smaller like this, and she ambitiously tried to take all of it in her mouth. She gagged briefly, but did it.
"Good, girl," he groaned, "your cocksucking skills are already very advanced for a beginner."
Taking the cock out of her mouth, she absurdly said, "I want to be a great cocksucker for The Lord," before returning to sucking her father's cock.
Feeling it grow in her mouth was a new feeling and she couldn't help but feel powerful as it grew in-between her lips. In a very short time, her dad's cock went from soft to hard and grew to its massive size. Once erect, she asked, "Are you going to fuck the hell out of me, Daddy?"
Dylan smiled, the words coming from his daughter were sweet and sincere and not like some whore who indeed wanted to get fucked hard. "Yes, baby, it's time to extract the last remnants of the devil and replace him with The Lord."
"Awesome," Eve said, stroking her daddy's big cock.
"First let's see those tits of yours again," he ordered, "as we must not be ashamed of our nudity as it was presented in Genesis 2:25."
"Okay, Daddy," Eve agreed, standing up and beginning to take off her costume. "But isn't that scripture about a man and his wife?"
"Yes, honey, good job," Dylan said, "but until you have a husband, I am your man and protector."
"Of course, Daddy," she nodded, as her costume dropped to the floor.
"The Lord was very generous in creating your body, my dear," he said approvingly, "just like he was for your mother."
"Mom's are bigger," Eve pointed out.
"But you are not done growing," he pointed out. "take off your panties, but leave on your thigh high stockings."
"Okay, Daddy," she nodded, feeling the end of her journey to the Lord was moments away.
"Now to finish the extradition, I must put a crucifix in both your mouth and your ass, to kill the evil inside you," Dylan said.



"Okay," Eve said nervously, still standing.
"Lay on your back honey, so Mommy can finally take out the Devil's egg," he instructed.
She obeyed as always and watched as her mom moved between her legs, put her fingers inside Eve's very wet cunt and pulled out the egg. Eve let out an involuntary moan as the fingers inside her felt good.
Dylan came back with two crucifixes and slowly slid the first one inside his daughter's ass.
"Aaaaah," Eve whimpered, as a blunt pain returned.
"Just relax and let your body transcend to another plane. One where it's just you and God, one where your obedience and strength are rewarded with the ultimate pleasure he can give you," he said, as he put the second crucifix in her mouth. "Now don't let that out of your mouth until I tell you to."
She nodded and watched with anticipation as her father moved between her legs.
His cock at his daughter's pussy entrance, he repeated the words again, "Devil be gone, glory of God shine through," as he slid his cock inside his virgin daughter.
"Ooooooooooh," she moaned, as her daddy filled her cunt.
As all nine inches filled his daughter, he repeated, "Devil be gone, glory of God shine through."
He began slowly fucking her, as he repeated the chant with every deep stroke.
Eve's moans increased, as the day of temptation had kept her on the brink all day, she knew she wasn't going to be able to resist the temptation much longer. This pleasure was unlike any she had ever felt, a constant joy that increased with each thrust of her Daddy's big cock. She tried talking through the crucifix, "Daddy, Daddy, can I...."
Dylan knew the question and decided to finally let her have the much delayed orgasm, "Yes, my dear, the devil will be expunged from you when you reach orgasm from being fucked by The Lord."
"Mmmmmmm," she moaned, hearing the words she had been dying to hear.
Taking the crucifix out of her mouth, he said, "What do you want, my dear?"
"To come," she moaned, her body meeting his strokes.
"It's time you take control of your fate, Eve," he said, pulling out.
"Nooooo, shove that big cock in my cuuuuuunt, Daddy," she pleaded, feeling empty instantly.
He moved beside her, sat down and instructed, "Ride my cock, bring yourself to the heavens."
"Yes, Daddy," she eagerly obeyed, standing up, turning around and straddling her father, all the while the crucifix remained in her ass.
She lowered herself on his cock and moaned, "Oh God, I love your big cock, Daddy. I want to marry a man with a cock like yours."
As she bounced up and down on his cock, her massive tits bouncing like volleyballs, he groaned, "I'll be your man until you find one, sweetheart."
"You mean?" she began.
"Yes, my big cock will be at your disposal whenever you are being tempted," he offered ever so generously.
"Oh, I love you, Daddy," she said, leaning forward and kissing him on the lips.
After the brief kiss, she leaned back up, put her hands on his chest and rode him. "Oh God, Daddy, my cunt feels so good."
"The Lord is allowing you to become a woman. A woman who serves The Lord without hesitation and sacrifices her mouth, pussy and ass to him," he said.
"Yes, Daddy, my cocksucking mouth, my tight cunt and my firm ass are all for you and the Lord," she declared, her breathing beginning to be erratic.
"Come, for The Lord," Dylan ordered, his own orgasm close.
"Yes, Daddy, so close, oh God, oh God, oh, Jesus, God, Jesus fucking Chriiiiiiiist," Eve screamed as her orgasm hit her and she collapsed on her father, her tits smashing his face.
The orgasm was intense and she heard angels singing as the pleasure cascaded through her with such intensity she thought she may pass out from joy.
"The devil is gone," Dylan declared, as he bucked his ass up and fucked his daughter as she continued to orgasm.
"Do you want The Lord's seed?" Dylan asked.
"God, yes, Daddy, fill my cunt with The Lord's seed," she weakly agreed, her body spent.
"Aaaaah," Dylan grunted, a few strokes later as he deposited a third load in his daughter, creating the ultimate trifecta in three hours.
"Daddy's coming in me, Mommy," Eve said.
Lilly said, "And he will whenever you want him to or when he feels he needs to protect you."
"Yes, Mommy," Eve weakly nodded.
Dylan rolled her off him, his leg cramping and said, "Lilly, clean up your daughter."
Lilly nodded, and crawled between her daughter's legs.
Eve watched weakly as her Mom moved between her legs and began fucking her ass with the crucifix.
Dylan explained, "A mother and daughter must always be willing to share themselves with each other to always remain close."
"So I can eat Mommy's cunt whenever I want?" Eve asked, excited at this news.
"Consider it part of your daily routine. You will always obey your mother without hesitation as you do me, is that clear?"
"Yes, Dadddddddy," Eve moaned, as her mom began licking her pussy, while simultaneously fucking her ass with the crucifix.
As Lilly licked her daughter's pussy, she quoted the Bible, "Colossians 3:20: Children, obey your parents in all things: for this is well pleasing unto the Lord."
Eve moaned, as both her holes her pleasured, "Oh yes Mommy, I will always obey you."
The mother-daughter act continued for minutes while Dylan watched. Eventually, his well-used cock began to unfathomable rise once last time, as seeing the fruition of his greatest seduction was the ultimate euphoria.
Eve's breathing increased and her second orgasm exploded out of her, creating a gush of her pussy juice to hit her mom in the face as she screamed, "Yesssss, Mommmmy!"

Lilly hungrily lapped her daughter's juices.
Dylan's cock hard again, watching the two women he loved in the heat of passion, he moved his cock to his daughter's mouth, and said, "Does my baby girl want daddy's cock?"
Eve answered the best way she knew how, she leaned forward and took his cock back in her mouth.
THE END
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Daughter's Initiation into the Nunnery
Eve, realizing that she has been tricked by her father and mother, runs away to join a nunnery; unfortunately, they are just as devilishly devious.
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Straight Girl Turned at Le Chateau
The three of us ladies at the office decided we would all go out together for Halloween to get back in the game. Both Sara and I had recently ended lengthy relationships, while Jane was perpetually single and on the hunt for her next one night stand.
Jane said, "And none of this conservative costume bullshit. This is the one day of the year we are allowed .no expected, to dress like sluts." Where Sara and I were conservative, Jane was very open and verbally sexual.
Sara joked, pointing to the black mini skirt Jane was wearing which was way too short for the law office, "That is every day for you, Jane."
Jane quipped right back, cupping her large breasts against her tight sweater, "If you got it, flaunt it, I say."
Jane was a ridiculously beautiful ravenous redhead who oozed sexuality. She always wore skirts two inches too short, she always wore heels two inches too high and impractical for the office, and she always wore pantyhose even when it was 98 outside. She said the nylons accentuated her legs, as did the five inch heels. And although I wasn't a lesbian, Jane was indisputably one of the most attractive women I had ever met.
I laughed, "Well, you definitely have it."
"You know it, girl," she said, slapping her own ass, before adding, "you could too if you got out of your conservative attire and dressed like a woman of the 21st century."
"I like my comfortable slacks and flats, thank you," I countered, believing in comfort first.
"I know," she sighed, as if my fashion sense was the most horrific thing in the world.
Sara chimed in, "That is why my attire is perfect. I am not dressed like a lady of the night, nor am I dressed as if I don't want anyone to notice I have a nice body."
Sara was dressed in a flowery blouse that also accentuated her breasts, a long skirt that went to her ankles, one inch heels and pantyhose.
"Ouch!" I said.
"She just meant your attire hides your assets and you have some very good assets," Jane said, flirting with me. Jane was an equal opportunist when it came to sex, bouncing back and forth between men and women.
I sarcastically replied, "Oh, I can slut it up."
"Good, I call your bluff, because I'm picking your costume for the evening," Jane declared.
"Go for it," I agreed, figuring fuck-it, it is Halloween and all.
"Oh, we are going to have so much fun," Jane said, all giddy.
Sara asked, "Are you going to pick my costume, too?"
"I am," Jane said smiling. "Wait till you see what I have in store for you two."
"I can't wait to be your Barbie Girl," I joked.
"Actually that would be a great costume," Jane said, missing my sarcasm.
"Oh God, what have I done," I said dramatically.
"Oh trust me, I'll make you look fucking irresistible," Jane promised.
"I already am," I pointed out.
"Not in that," Jane said, pointing to my full outfit. "Maybe I should dress you up for work too."
"Let's start with the costume," I laughed, knowing she wasn't kidding about changing my entire wardrobe.
.....
The next three days, Jane hinted but wouldn't say what costumes she had chosen for us.
It drove me nuts, as she kept teasing me about how hot I would look and how I was guaranteed to get laid or eaten whole, her constant push to get me to experiment.
Sara had on a few occasions in her life been with a woman as well, so I was the lone heterosexual and Jane was determined to change that.
"No one can eat pussy like another girl," Jane would often say.
Sara hadn't been with another woman in a couple of years herself and, like me, had resisted the constant temptation that was Jane, who had offered to eat me under my desk, devour me whole in the bathroom or to turn me into her lesbian plaything.
Although I wasn't a lesbian, or even curious, my faith in men was at an all-time low. I hadn't had an orgasm in two months and thus I was probably more open to the prospect than I had ever been before.
.....
After work on Halloween, the three of us went to Jane's condo, for a couple pre-party cocktails and to find out what Jane had chosen for us as costumes. I can't deny that, although I assumed it would be super slutty and revealing, it kind of turned me on. I would never buy such a costume for myself, but on a dare I really couldn't refuse. It somehow kept my conscience clear to think...I wasn't being a bad girl, I was just role playing.
During the cocktails, Jane kept us guessing with what she bought us, even after two strong drinks which had me already feeling tipsy, all I knew was that it included nylons, high heels, and apparently would not include any underwear.
I protested on the last one. "I am not going out in public without panties or a bra."
"You promised I could dress you and that includes everything," she pointed out.
"But...." I again began to protest but was cut off.
"Tonight you two are both my bitches, is that understood?" She said, surprisingly firm and out of character.
I joked, "I'm not eating your pussy."
She smiled, her tone back to its usual playfulness, "Interesting that is what popped into your head."
A bit of liquid courage in me, I quipped, trying to replicate her usual sexual predator persona, "Oh trust me, Jane, if I ever did dyke out I would rock your world."
"Challenge accepted," Jane smiled, her eyebrow raised.
Realizing the challenge I made, I didn't say anything more even though her look had my panties slightly damp. I was clearly going through withdrawal.
"Dress up time," Jane declared.
"I'm a Barbie girl, in a Barbie world," Sarah sang, making all three of us burst out laughing.
"Follow me, my bitches," Jane said, heading to her bedroom.
We both followed and both gasped simultaneously when we saw the costumes laid out on the bed.
"Can you guess whose is whose?" Jane asked.
"Three teenage sluts," I joked, looking at the plaid school girl skirt.
"Close," Jane countered. "The school girl outfit is yours, Beth."
"I figured," I sighed.
"The cheerleader outfit is yours, Sara," Jane announced.
"Apparently, it is high school all over again," Sara laughed, grabbing her very short skirt.
"It's slut night," Jane announced.
"So it seems," Sara and I said in unison.
"Get dressed, bitches," Jane ordered.
"And what are you wearing?" Sara asked.
"You'll see once you sluts are dressed," Jane teased.
"That is the pot calling the kettle black," I quipped.
She shrugged, "Stop delaying and get dressed."
Sara and I looked at each other, shrugged and began getting undressed. For some reason I was excited to let Jane see me naked, the rum loosening my inhibitions and making the thought of a lesbian tryst suddenly appealing.
I got undressed, grabbed the plaid skirt and began to put it on.
"This is a no underwear evening, remember," Jane said.
"You weren't serious?" I questioned.
"Tonight we let go off all inhibitions," she explained.
"Dressing as a slut isn't enough?" I asked.
"We are all in tonight," she retorted, "now get rid of your grandma panties and bra."
I sighed, but deciding to have a night where I let go of my conservative past, I pulled down my panties.
Jane gasped, "When did you last shave that thing?"
"2004," I joked.
"Well, we can't take you where we are going with a bush like that," Jane declared, going to her washroom.
"Where are we going?" Sara asked.
I wondered where we could possibly be going that would require me to not have a hairy bush.
Jane returned with scissors, shaving cream and a razor and said, "Sit on the chair."
"You got to be kidding me," I said, wearing only my bra.
"I never kid about cunt hygiene," she responded seriously, "Now sit down."
Again accepting that she was in charge today, I obeyed.
"Spread em'," Jane ordered.
"You've fantasized about me obeying those words for a while, haven't you?" I playfully replied as I opened my legs.
"All things happen to those who wait," she joked, as she moved between my legs.
Using scissors, she cut and cut, getting rid of the majority of my pubic hair. Strangely, having her face so close to my long neglected vagina had my mind playing tricks on me. If she would have leaned forward and licked me, I would not have protested.
Once the trimming was done, she sprayed my remaining hair with cream before saying, "Now don't move, I've had three rums."
I joked back, "Is that supposed to make me comfortable?"
"Nope," she answered, as she moved her razor to my vagina.
I closed my eyes and just allowed my friend to shave me. My pussy tingled at her touch and I wondered what it would be like if she licked me.
Sara, who I had forgotten was there, said, "This looks like the beginning of a lesbian porno movie."
Opening my eyes, seeing Sara in her tight, cheerleading outfit, I joked, "You're dressed for the part."
Jane added, "Maybe it is."
Sara joked, "Why don't you just bury your face in her pussy and get it over with?"
"Is that a dare?" Jane asked, looking back at Sara.
My cunt tingled with anticipation at the thought of crossing that line today. In the past I would have never considered such an idea, but today anything was possible.
Sara laughed, playing along with Jane, "Sure, I dare you."
Jane looked back at me and said, her smile mischievous, "A dare is a dare." She leaned forward, extended her tongue and licked from the bottom of my pussy lips to the top, gently flicking my clit."
I let out a moan I couldn't control.
"Hmmmm, yummy," Jane said, standing up.
I couldn't believe she licked me briefly and then left. I wanted to say, 'What the fuck...come and finish what you started,' but I was way too proper to say that. Instead I acted like nothing had happened, not wanting to let her know I may be willing.
"Get dressed, Beth," she said, "I'm going to get dressed myself."
I grabbed the school girl skirt and put it on. It was so short that without underwear there was no doubt I would flash someone. I joked to Sara, "My pussy is going to be on display all night."
Sara, who clearly gets out of her shell when she drinks, lifted up her skirt and said, "Mine too."
"Especially if you do that," I quipped back.
"Watching Jane lick you got me horny," Sara said.
"When was the last time you got laid?" I asked.
"Two months," she answered.
"Me too," I admitted.
"Tonight I'm fucking the first guy who I find remotely hot," Sara said.
"Well, dressed like that you won't have a problem," I smiled.
"Plus, pretty easy access," she added.
"Agreed," I said, grabbing the red shirt that went with my outfit. I was about to put it on when I saw it had words. Reading the words, I gasped.
"What?" Sara asked, downing another drink.
"It says 'your wish is my command'," I pointed out.
"That is so Jane," Sara laughed.
"I can't wear this," I protested.
"It's Halloween, it enhances the outfit," Sara countered, not helping my cause.
"Fine," I sighed, putting it on. "It's so tight on me."
"I can see your nipples," Sara giggled.
"Fuck, we should never have let Jane have such power and pick our costumes," I said.
"I am enjoying it," Sara said, moving to me. "Plus, you look so hot in that."
I had that deer in the headlights look as she reached me. I thought she was going to kiss me, but instead she took the beige thigh highs from the bed and dropped to her knees.
I watched as my usually shy friend rolled up the thigh high and then put it onto my foot and began rolling it up my leg. When she reached the top of the lace, her face was directly at my now slightly wet pussy.
Jane walked out, dressed as Barbie, all in pink, including stockings and five inch heels, and said, "I dare you to lick Beth."
Sara instantly leaned forward and licked my pussy lips from the bottom to the top and flicked my clit just like Jane had done.
I moaned, "Oh, God," my whole body quivering instantly, it having been so long since I had human contact down below (well, if you don't count Jane's brief tease).
"You sure you're not curious, ladies?" Jane asked.
Sara stood up and said rather matter-of-factly, "Nothing wrong with helping a friend."
I joked, "I'm not sure that was helpful."
Sara looked at me with a look that I couldn't tell was serious or playful, "Do you want me to finish what I started?"
Before I could respond, my head spinning with both the positives and negatives of my answer, Jane said, "We need to go, you two dyke wannabes."
"That's the pot calling the kettle back," Sara shot back.
"Unlike Beth, I accept that I like cock and cunt," Jane shot right back.
"Let's just go, before Jane tries raping us," I quipped.
"Just one more thing for each of your outfits," Jane added, going back to her closet and coming to us with collars.
"You've got to be fucking kidding me," I said, with disdain.
"You promised I got to dress you," Jane countered.
"Just put them on us," Sara said, "I want to get dancing."
"Fine," I sighed, as Jane put the collar around my neck.
After she put one on Sara as well, she called a taxi and we headed out to a place called Le Chateau Club, a club I had never heard of, that was on the other side of town.
Jane declared as the taxi pulled into a very nice looking establishment, "You girls are in for the night of your lives."
She paid the taxi driver and we walked into the bar. A bouncer greeted, "Hi, Jane. Who are the new recruits?"
"Two of my best friends," Jane replied, "who are about to have the time of their lives."
He chuckled, "That's a guarantee. Welcome ladies."
He allowed us in, his smile implying there was something he knew that we didn't.
Jane paid our cover charge and each of us wrote down our names for some Halloween door prizes.
Jane said, her tone seemingly a warning, "Just do as I say once we get in the club."
"Yes, Mistress," I joked.
"I like that," Jane nodded. "Both of you bitches call me Mistress tonight."
"Good luck with that," I smirked.
The moment we were in the club I realized where she had brought us. It was a lesbian club. I had heard there was one in the city, but never put much thought into it. I stared at the women all dressed in their skanky best, the scene straight out of a lesbian porn movie made by a man. There were girls on all fours, there were girls making out with others, there were girls groping girls on the dance floor, there were women having a drink at the bar scoping out the newest recruits...which I realized was Sara and I.
Jane declared flamboyantly, "Welcome to paradise."
"You brought us to a lesbian club?" I questioned, even though it was a rhetorical question, because this was definitely a lesbian club.
"I told you, tonight we live on the wild side," she continued, taking my hand and leading me to the dance floor. Sara followed, her eyes as big as mine.
As we danced, to a song I didn't remotely recognize and was stupidly heavy on bass, I continued to survey my surroundings. The women here ranged from not looking of legal age to be here, to old enough to have grandchildren. Some of the women were ridiculously beautiful like movie celebrities and others looked like the prototype for the butch lesbian stereotype we all imagine. Yet, what was uniform was the complete lack of clothing on most patrons, as they too followed the Halloween slut rule.
Every possible costume you could imagine seemed to exist, just with the word slutty in front of it, including: spider-girl, nurse, teacher, nun, cowgirl, just to name a few and what looked like the sluttiest, sexiest Hermione character ever...I am sure JK Rowling would be having a heart attack if she saw the character she created dressed in such a way. She would be doubly mortified, I imagine, if she witnessed what I did, which was the Hermione lookalike, crawling under a table and assumedly between the legs of a woman in her fifties dressed, ironically, as a witch.
The song ended, and Jane grabbed our hands and headed towards the last open table. She sat at the back so she could watch the entire bar as Sara and I sat on opposite sides of her.
Jane asked, "What do you think of the club?"
"It seems to lack a bit of testosterone?" I quipped.
"Oh trust me, they make up for it," Jane smiled, as a pretty waitress arrived at our table. She took our orders and Sara asked, "Do you come here often?"
"I both come and come," she answered, air quoting the second 'come', "here often."
I was about to ask why she had brought us here, even though I knew the answer, when a middle aged, chubby woman, asked, "May I, Ms. Jane?"
"Of course, Mrs. Hamilton," she nodded.
The woman wordlessly dropped to her knees in front of us, crawled under the table, rubbing my leg as she assumedly went between Jane's legs.
Jane continued conversing as if it wasn't strange to have a woman eating her out under the table. "So, if you look around you will notice that many are currently checking you both out."
I instantly did, feeling a strange mixture of curiosity and nervousness. Although most of the women were oblivious to the fact that Sara and I were La Chateau Club first timers, there were a few who definitely were looking our way...as if we were fresh meat...which I suppose we were.
I asked, "Why did she just do that?"
Jane shrugged, "I'm told I have one of the sweetest tasting pussies around, although not quite as perfect as Big Rosie's."
"Big Rosie?" I questioned", the whole evening becoming surreal and bordering on the absurd.
Jane pointed up to the second floor, which I hadn't really noticed up until now. There were a few private rooms and a line of five women waiting before one closed door. Jane explained, "Big Rosie is a beautiful, larger black woman with the most sensational, addicting pussy in the city."
"And people line up to taste her?" I asked.
"All night," Jane nodded. "That woman can have multiple, multiple orgasms."
"Have you waited in line?" I asked, unable to fathom waiting in line to pleasure another woman.
"Many times," she nodded, as she moaned. "I have even been to some of the special parties she hosts."
"Huh," I said, trying to take it all in.
"Trust me," Jane moaned, her hands holding onto the table, "once you taste a cunt or have your cunt licked by a woman there is no going back."
"Why did you bring us here?" I asked, even though I again knew the answer to the question before I even asked it.
"It's where the party issssss," she moaned, her facial expression implying the woman below was doing a good job.
"For you," I pointed out.
"Do you want Mrs. Hamilton to please you once she is done with me?" Jane asked.
Sara, surprising me, said, "I do."
"Sara," I gasped, thinking we were partners in this.
"When in Rome," Sara shrugged.
"That's the spirit," Jane smiled, before adding, "one quick lick of Beth's pussy and you were instantly recalling your past cunt munching experiences, weren't you?"
Sara shrugged, "Just horny, and since she's already down there."
Jane came, hitting the table three times as her orgasm hit her.
"I can't believe you're coming at a club," I said, even though I was a bit envious, I too was horny as hell, but I wasn't ready to have some stranger lick me in a public place. That said, flashing back to both Jane and Sara briefly licking my pussy was consuming me.
"I can see through your facade," Jane countered a moment later, as her orgasm began to subside.
I was about to respond when Sara eagerly said, "My turn!"
"To crawl under the table and eat me?" Jane questioned.



Sara smiled, her smile devious, "Maybe later."
"I'll keep you to that," Jane nodded, as she said, "Mrs. Hamilton crawl to the cheerleader to your right."
"Yes, Miss Jane," I heard from underneath the table.
My leg was bumped again, and then my foot as Mrs. Hamilton repositioned herself assumedly between Sara's legs.
Jane and I both watched Sara as she got eaten out by a stranger. After a moment, Sara asked, "What?"
Jane shrugged, "Just happy you are joining the team."
"Yes, now I'm a full time lesbiaaaaan," Sara quipped and then moaned.
I wanted to be eaten out too, my pussy so long neglected it was now on fire. Yet, I couldn't say the words.
Suddenly, the music stopped and a very pretty redhead in a cowgirl costume spoke. "Welcome to Le Chateau Club this lovely Halloween evening."
Polite clapping responded as did a few hoots and hollers.
"Also, welcome, to our annual Halloween naughty games competitions," she continued.
More clapping.
"I will be your hostess for tonight's games and in case you don't know me I'm Cara with a C," she continued. "Our first game is Mummy Wrap. Models come out."
I watched as three beautiful women sauntered out, all naked as the day they were born.
"Welcome Maureen, Mary and Maggie," Cara announced.
More cheering.
"As is our tradition, each of you who were willing to potentially play entered your name and now three will be drawn to compete in game one, Mummy Wrap," Cara continued.
My eyes went wide.
Jane said, "Trust me, the odds aren't in your favour to be called up."
"Fuuuuck," Sara moaned, as she came from the stranger's tongue.
"Sure you don't want her to munch on your cunt too?" Jane asked.
"Yes," I said, my horniness fading as I worried I would be called on stage.
Cara drew three names. "Allison Valentine, Miranda White and Jasmine Walker."
A huge sigh of relief escaped my lips.
Jane warned, "You wanted to be a part of this one. The next ones are a bit wilder."
The woman underneath the table crawled out, stood up and said, the words so strange, "Thank you. Ms. Jane."
"You're welcome," Jane smiled, "See you in a couple of weeks."
"Is it check-up time?" Mrs. Hamilton asked.
"Oh, how the months fly by...yes it's probably check-up time," Jane shrugged.
"See you then," the older woman nodded.
"Bye, doctor," Jane said, looking at me.
"She's your doctor?" I asked, although again the answer seemed obvious.
"She does house calls, too," Jane smiled.
"It's very close," Cara declared.
I turned to watch the three contestants wrapping their no longer naked mummies.
I watched as the three girls frantically tried to finish. The oldest one, looking to be almost 40, finally won.
"We have a winner," Cara declared. "Jasmine Walker and her prize is her own private room for the rest of the night with our three mummies."
The crowd roared.
I asked, "There are prizes?"
"Each one better than the last," Jane nodded.
Suddenly, a younger girl who couldn't possibly be twenty-one, dressed as a slutty fire fighter, was at our table. "Hi, Jane."
"Hi, Jenny," Jane greeted, "you look absolutely delicious."
"Thank you," Jenny nodded. "You look amazing too."
"Thank you," Jane nodded. "These are my two friends, whom I finally dragged here."
"Nice to meet you," Jenny greeted politely, so sweet and cute.
I extended my hand, "I'm Beth. And this is Sara."
Sara greeted, "Hi"
Jenny shook my hand, "nice to meet you, Beth, Sara."
Her hands were so soft, her smile so sweet, her voice so cute and her eyes so alluring, I felt my already wet cunt get wetter.
Jenny continued, looking back at Jane, "Are these two your pets?"
My face went red at the assumption, but before I could respond, Jane explained, "No, no. Just two friends who I wanted to give a chance to experience the club."
Jenny's smile went wider, as she turned her eyes to me, "Mistress Megan would love to have you come join her for a drink."
"Me?" I asked, hearing the words but not comprehending them, my mind drawn completely into the adorably cute girl.
"Yes, that is my Mistress over there," Jenny pointed over to a beautiful woman at a table with a glass of wine, dressed in a devil's costume.
"Mistress?" I questioned, apparently not able to speak a complete sentence.
"Yes," Jenny nodded. "Will you come and join us for a drink?"
I don't know why I agreed, but I heard myself saying, "Sure." I felt myself standing up, I felt the wetness leaking down my leg wishing I was wearing panties and I felt myself follow the beautiful young girl to her Mistress, an equally beautiful woman.
Reaching the table, Jenny introduced us, "Mistress Megan, this is Beth. Beth, Mistress Megan."
Megan smiled and said warmly, "Nice to meet you, Beth, I'm happy you could join us."
I nodded, feeling a sense of the surreal, as I nervously replied, "Thank you for inviting me."
"Please have a seat," she offered.
I did, my legs trembling underneath the table, a mixture of nervousness and the unknown coursing through me as Jenny walked away.
She poured me a glass of wine and guessed correctly, "Is this your first time here, Beth?"
"Is it that obvious?" I joked, trying to lighten the mood for myself.
"The big eyes, the fidgeting, and the look of surprise were all hints," Megan answered.
"I didn't know we were coming here," I explained.
"Jane dragged you here I'm guessing," Megan correctly assumed.
"Both Sara and me," I answered.
"Have you ever had a woman pleasure you?" Megan asked bluntly.
"No," I admitted, the idea now more enticing than ever, so much so that I admitted, "Although both Jane and Sara each licked me once today as we played Barbie for Jane.
"Did you want more?" Megan asked quizzically.
"I'm not sure," I answered, my cheeks going redder as I wondered where Jenny was. I looked around and located Jenny upstairs in line for Big Rosie.
Megan,,seeing me look, asked, "Did Jane explain Big Rosie?"
I nodded, while still looking at the line of four women: the youngest Jenny, but also in line a woman who looked to be 60, a chubby brunette and a thin Asian girl.
"It's crazy that people will line up to eat someone," Megan chuckled, before adding, "but every regular here has done so."
"You have?" I questioned.
She laughed, "More than once, I tend to be more on the receiving end than giving usually, but some pussy is just too delicious to resist."
"So it seems," I vaguely agreed.
"May I be direct with you?" Megan asked.
"This hasn't been direct?" I joked, turning my attention back to her.
"Okay, can I be even more direct?" she smiled warmly.
"Sure," I smiled back, curious what she was going to say, kind of feeling like a teenager again.
"I'm assuming you have never tasted a pussy before?" She assumed correctly, based on my earlier answer.
"Correct," I nodded.
"And although you have always held pretty steadfast to the belief you're straight, you are beginning to question that," Megan continued, her hand moving under the table and onto my leg.
I could feel the heat in my cheeks, as well as the chill up my spine at her touch on my leg.
I stammered, "I-I-I don't know."
Her hand moved ever so slowly up my thigh as she continued, her voice softer, "I think you know, but you're still in denial."
Cara spoke again. "And now it is time for game number two. It is our version of bobbing for apples, licking for licorice. Come out ladies."
Five attractive women, all topless, sauntered onstage wearing only black and orange panties, and laid down on the blankets.
"Next we need five competitors," she announced.
I stiffened, paralyzed by the thought of being called on stage to likely eat out a woman.
Megan squeezed my leg and whispered, "Just relax, my dear."
Her words were strangely comforting. Five names were called, none were mine and I let out a sigh of relief.
The woman explained the rules, "Using only your mouth, tug off your partner's panties, then using your tongue and fingers, retrieve all five pieces of licorice that are in your partner's pussy. Are we ready?"
Screams echoed on the ground and there was clapping among the audience.
"Three, two, one, go," Cara counted down.
As soon as the word 'go' was declared the five contestants tugged off the women's panties and buried their faces in between their partner's legs.
Megan's hand slid underneath my lame excuse for a skirt. I should have stopped her, but her touch warmed me and the earlier quick licks, Mrs. Hamilton, and the live action I was currently witnessing had my pussy begging for attention.
Without thinking. I opened my legs allowing her complete access to my very wet pussy.
As moans echoed on the stage, I let out my own moan when Megan's fingers moved between my thighs. My moan was reactive, anticipating her fingers touching me, yet they didn't. Her fingers so close to my pussy I wanted to grab her hand and shove it inside me.
She whispered, her hot breath on my ear, "What do you want, Beth?"
So horny, my pussy doing my thinking for me, I answered, "To come."
"I'll make sure you have the most amazing orgasm of your life, but first you must do something for me," she continued, tugging on my ear.
"We have a winner, Amanda Campton" Cara declared. "What does she win? A front of the line spot pass for Big Rosie and a strap-on she can use on her partner right here and now."
The middle-aged brunette who won had the strap-on put on her by a much younger woman and then she had her partner get onto all fours and began fucking her in front of all of us. I was mortified; I was jealous.
As I watched in awe of the lesbian act I was witnessing, Megan asked, "Do you wish that was you on your knees?"
"I guesssss," I agreed, overwhelmed by what I was witnessing.
"You only guess?" She asked.
"Yes, I'd love that to be me," I admitted, this woman somehow able to press all my buttons. I couldn't fathom getting fucked in front of all these women, yet at the moment if Megan offered to fuck me on stage I would.
"Under the table, my pet," Megan ordered, as her finger finally traced my pussy lips.
My whole body trembled at her touch as my head spun with what she wanted me to do next. After a brief delay, I wordlessly, not looking over to Jane and Sara, slithered under the table. It was dark, but with just enough light to see the silhouette of her legs. I moved between them, filled with trepidation and curiosity. She was wearing thigh highs too I learned as I moved between her legs.
"Go ahead, Beth," Megan offered soothingly.
I no longer could resist my curiosity as I leaned forward and extended my tongue. I wouldn't say that the moment I began licking I was addicted, but it did feel very natural. I started slowly, exploring her pussy lips.
Megan moaned, "That's it, my pet, take your time down there."
Being called 'pet' sent a chill up my spine. Part of me was offended by the name, yet another part of me felt it was just a natural progression in tonight's journey.
As I licked, she got wetter and my addiction began. As I tasted her natural wetness, I wanted more. I wanted to get her off, to taste the full flavour of her juices. As the hunger built inside me, so did an urgency. I began licking faster, moving up to her hard clit, and tugging it between my lips. Megan's hands went to the back of my head, and she gently pulled me deeper into her cunt as I continued pleasuring her eagerly.
Megan moaned louder, "Getting close, my pet, get your Mistress off."
Earlier the term 'pet' was used and now it was 'Mistress'. Did she imagine this would be more than a one night thing? Did I want it to be just this one time or did I want it to be more? These questions bounced around my head before I decided to live for the moment and finish what I had started. I shook my head sideways, her clit between my lips, something an old boyfriend used to do that always got me off. It seemed to work, as I felt her legs squeeze around me, holding my head hard against her pussy and seconds later I felt my face coated with pussy juice. I kept lapping, the taste of the actual full flood even more gratifying than the teasing samples before she came.
I remained under the table, slowly licking, even after Megan let go of my head. Feeling like a pet, I waited further instructions, I was also nervous about coming out from underneath the table and being seen by all.
Finally, Megan spoke, "Come back up here, my pet."
I obeyed, my knees kind of sore, and slyly, trying to be inconspicuous, returned to my seat. I could feel Megan's wetness on my face and wondered if anyone else could see guilt literally written all over my face.
"Did you enjoy yourself, my pet?" Megan asked.
"Yes," I nodded, hearing loud moans echoing around the room. I turned and saw that three girls, one being Sara, all wearing strap-ons fucking three girls on all fours.
"Yes, what?" Megan questioned.
I was staring at Sara who was clearly enjoying the hard fucking she was giving a chubby brunette.
"Pardon?" I asked, looking back at Megan.
"Yes, what, my pet?" she repeated, her tone so soft and reassuring.
"Um," I said, distracted by the reality that Sara was on stage really fucking the brunette hard and beginning to talking faster, as well as by the consequences of saying the words Megan was expecting me to say.
Hearing Sara demanded, "Come, you fucking slut." I was momentarily stunned and unable to speak.
Megan smiled, her hand back on my knee, "It's okay my pet, watch your friend try to win the competition and then we will continue our conversation."
"Thank you, Mistress," I replied, not even realizing I said it until after the words escaped my lips.
I blushed as I returned to watching the orgy on stage. I focused on Sara who continued to pound the woman hard, slamming into her.
"Come now, you, or I'll pull out completely," Sara threatened,
Seconds later, the brunette screamed, "Fuuuuuuuuuck, yessssssss."
Cara announced, "We have a winner, Sara Simpson."
The crowd clapped.
"Her award, besides keeping the strap-on, is to fuck the other participants to orgasm too and then take one home with her for the night," Cara announced.
The losers pulled out of the girls they had been fucking and Sara moved behind a slim Asian and began fucking her.
I turned to Megan, "She gets to choose a pet to take home for the night?"
"Yep, the models of these games are all willing participants and know they could end up being the prize," Megan explained.
"Wow," was all I could muster, returning to watch Sara slam into the Asian. Sara, so out of character, grabbed the Asian's hair and seconds later she came hard.
Sara instantly pulled out and moved to the next girl, a gorgeous blonde and, instead of slamming into her, asked, "Do you want to be fucked?"
"Yes," the blonde replied.
"How badly?" Sara asked.
"I'll do anything," she answered.
"You'll take it in the ass?" Sara questioned, with a devilish smile.
The blonde looked back and said, her tone so sexy my pussy gushed, "Fuck my ass, Mistress."
Sara smiled, "Mistress, I like that," and ordered, "slut, come lick her asshole."
The Asian girl didn't hesitate as she crawled to the blonde and buried her face in the blonde girl's ass.
The scene was so naughty, so hot, that I briefly wished Sara was fucking me.
After a minute of anal licking, Sara pulled the Asian out of the way and began sliding her plastic cock in the blonde's ass.
The blonde moaned, a mixture of pleasure and pain, "Oh yes, fuck my asshole."
Sara wasn't gentle either. Once she filled the blonde's ass, she began slamming into her. I had never considered back door sex, but watching it live all of a sudden another door was open, pardon the pun.
Megan asked, "Ever been fucked in the ass, my pet?"
I shook my head no as I turned back to her.
"It's an acquired taste," Megan nodded, "although the blonde, Mandi there is clearly enjoying it. Your friend has quite a dominant streak in her."
"So it seems," I nodded, returning my gaze to the ass fucking on stage.
"Oh God, yes, fuck, ream my asshole," Mandi moaned, her breathing increasing.
"Come, you ass slut," Sara ordered, continuing to ream her back door.
"Oh yes, oh yes, oh yes, yesssssss," Mandi screamed, a few hard thrusts later.
Megan asked, "So are you ready to be my pet?"
I turned back to her, "I don't know," I honestly answered.
"I like your honesty," Megan nodded, her hand still on my leg. "I only take pets under my wing if they are interested in exploring their lesbian side."
"I didn't know I had a lesbian side," I countered, which was true before today.
"Well, I'm not just saying this to win you over," Megan continued, "but for a first time pussy pleaser I think you've got a natural talent."
"Really?" I asked, her words somehow flattering.
"Yes, many first timers just dive in and lick, others just move around with no focus, but you took your time, you enjoyed the experience."
I nodded, "Surprisingly, it did feel natural."
"Can I ask you another personal question?" Megan asked.
"I'm an open book," I joked.
"I sense the past few men in your life have disappointed you," Megan somehow accurately deduced.
"That is an understatement," I nodded.
"I was once straight too, but betrayal by a man opened up the possibilities of exploring my sexuality and like you, I think, one taste, and I was forever changed," Megan explained, just as Jenny returned.
"Was Big Rosie tasty, my pet?" Megan asked.
"Heavenly as always," Jenny nodded, sitting down opposite of me.
"Do you want Jenny to get you off, Beth? You must be a near wreck by now," Megan correctly assessed.
I looked at Jenny, who smiled at me with such sweetness that agreeing just seemed the natural thing to do. "Yes, please," I nodded.
"Go ahead, Jenny," Megan ordered.
"Yes, Mistress," Jenny agreed, moving under the table. I opened my legs, the anticipation of my long awaited orgasm overriding everything else.
Megan explained, "Plus, it will be good to get yourself off, in case your name is called for the next game."
"What is the next gaaaaaaame," I asked, moaning as Jenny's tongue made contact.
"Don't Scream," Megan answered.
"I think I'll fail that one," I moaned, Jenny's tongue doing wonders to me in just seconds.
"Well, in Don't Scream, the last one who doesn't come, wins," Megan explained.
"Ohhhh," I moaned, thinking I would have a good chance since I never have multiple orgasms. I added, saying what I was thinking, "I've never had more than one orgasm in a session."
"Never?" Megan questioned, her face aghast with shock or horror.
"Never, eveeeeer," I answered, my orgasm already rising in less than a minute.
"Well, I will definitely fix that if you become my pet," Megan promised. "Men just don't understand the woman's body or mind."
I had to agree based on my past. No one had ever made me feel the pleasure I was feeling today and no man had ever drawn me into them the way Megan had. It was always suck them off, or wham-bam-thank-you-ma'am. "I am learning thaaaaat," I nodded, as I grabbed the table knowing my orgasm was close.
"And who do you choose?" Cara asked, "To be your slut for the night?"
"This blonde ass slut," Sara said, the idea of Sara having her own pet the final straw that broke my cunt's back.
"Fuuuuuuck," I screamed, loud enough to allow all others to know I was coming, never able to just have a quiet orgasm.
A few people clapped around me, as my face went even redder at the shame of coming in public yet my orgasm made it all worthwhile. It was easily the most intense orgasm of my life and I didn't want it to ever end.
I looked over to Jane, who was drinking her drink and smiling at me. She winked and I looked away, frustrated that she had pulled me into this and equally thankful, not that I would ever tell her that.



Jenny backed away and was soon again sitting across from me. She smiled and said, "Thank you, you have a very unique taste."
"Thank you," I replied, the compliment so surreal.
Just then I glanced over and saw that Sara had joined Jane at the table, the beautiful blonde on all fours on the floor.
I couldn't believe how crazy this night had gone so far.
Megan asked, "So, you haven't answered if you want to continue this journey of sexual self-discovery."
Before I could answer, Cara spoke again. "Only two games left and you all will play in the last one, but first, Don't Scream. Your task is to be the last to scream in euphoria as you sit on the Sybian."
Megan purred, "I hope you get drawn."
"I don't," I quickly countered.
Jenny added, "This is so hot to watch."
Megan called out, "I nominate Beth."
Cara looked over and smiled, "Nomination accepted."
I gasped. I looked at Megan and she said, soft but firm, "If you're considering being my pet, then you will obey and go compete. Plus, after Jenny's masterful tongue, and your inability to have multiple orgasms, you should easily win."
I looked at Jenny, I looked over to Jane and Sara and I returned my look to Megan. My head was spinning, but my emotions controlling me I stood up and said, "Yes, Mistress."
I walked to the stage while Cara called out two other names I didn't hear.
Soon, I was straddling a plastic cock as Cara explained the rules. I only was vaguely listening, so self-conscious that an entire bar was about to watch me get fucked by a Sybian. I understood that the last one to cum wins and that was about it.
I closed my eyes, and heard Cara count down from three and then my toy started vibrating. I was instantly thankful for Jenny's tongue, as the vibrations were amazing. All I owned was an old school vibrator and this was way more intense. I could feel my body instantly wanting to ride the machine.
My legs spread wide, I felt so dirty, and yet so exhilarated, the buzzing creating such teasing pleasure. I could hear moans around me and I wondered if they were closer to orgasm than me.
Time seemed to stand still as I pondered all I had done today. I had eaten out a stranger, been eaten out by a stranger, and now was sitting on a Sybian in front of a whole bar of lesbian strangers. I should have been mortified, I should have stood up and run out of there, yet instead I felt a calming sensation pass through me as I accepted this was indeed the beginning of my sexual self-discovery.
"And Becky is out," Cara declared, as I heard a loud scream of pleasure to my left.
"Only Beth and Zelda left," Cara continued, "which means we will add to the rules. Both of you will now bounce up and down."
My eyes finally opened at the additional expectation and I could see everyone watching me. Megan watching intently, Jenny smiling as if it was her on the Sybian, Sara with her pet massaging her feet, Jane giving me a wink and the rest watching as if watching a sporting event. Suddenly wanting to put on a show, I began riding the cock, pursing my lips and moaning softly. Although I had never had multiple orgasms within a few hours of each other, I felt as if that might change today as well.
I stared at Megan the whole time, wanting her to see I was doing this for her. Her eyes never left mine either and I could feel my second orgasm rising. I no longer cared about winning, I wanted to come, to come twice, to scream bloody murder as I came in front of all these strangers.
Suddenly, the other girl screamed, "Fuuuuuuuuuck."
A rush of excitement at winning as well as my own rising orgasm had my head a babbling mess. I closed my eyes and moaned, now really riding the plastic vibrating cock, "Oh yes, fuck, fuck, fuck, I'm comiiiiiiiing."
Although not as intense as my first orgasm, my body spasmed like I was in epileptic shock, as I continued riding the cock throughout my orgasm.
Cara announced, "We have a winner, barely, Beth!"
The crowd clapped as I opened my eyes and finally stopped fucking myself, while realizing I was cupping my own breasts. I stopped doing that as well as Cara continued "And our winner gets two prizes. One, she gets to keep her Sybian and two, she will be one of the seven competing in our final game, the annual, 'Are You Afraid of the Dark'."
I instantly wondered what that game was as I slowly, awkwardly, with pussy juice leaking down my leg, got off the Sybian.
Cara announced, "We will start in half an hour."
Music started pumping as the Sybians were moved off and the dancing resumed. I awkwardly walked to Megan who was now sitting with not only Jenny, but another young girl, who was sitting beside Jenny.
Jane called out, "Bitch, get over here."
I looked at Megan who nodded, as if giving me permission, and I headed over to Jane's table.
"So, enjoying yourself?" Jane asked, Sara's blonde pet under the table assumedly pleasuring one of them.
"It's been enlightening," I answered, not wanting to give her the satisfaction of saying she was right.
"How so?" Jane asked.
"That is for me to know and you to find out," I quipped, playing aloof.
"I think you owe me a cunt licking," Jane bluntly said.
"I think you owe me a cunt licking," I quickly countered.
"Will your new Mistress give you permission?" Jane asked.
My face went red. "What?"
"I know Megan. She loves training virgins and you are as virgin as they get, well at least you were," Jane said.
Sara added, "Leave her alone, Jane. Beth, go sow your lesbian oates."
I turned to walk away before deciding to give Jane an olive branch, "By the way, Jane, thanks."
Jane smiled, "Oh, I expect a very personal thank you one day."
I nodded, sensing I would indeed soon be tasting Jane's nectar. I returned to Megan's table and was introduced to Jenny's girlfriend Ashley, brought a drink by an older brunette along with her business card and had the rules of 'Are You Afraid of the Dark' explained to me (which is seven girls get glow in the dark strap-ons and must, in complete darkness, find and fuck as many women to orgasm as possible in thirty minutes).
I was overwhelmed, but also I really had to go pee.
I excused myself and went to the restroom where I was in for even more surprises. As I entered the bathroom I walked in on a large, older woman on her knees being urinated on. I stopped and stared as if I had just witnessed a car accident. My mouth dropped open as the older woman opened her mouth to catch the pee.
Shaking my head, I went to an open stall, sat down and instantly peed. As I cleared my head, I heard moaning in the stall to my right. "That's it, suck on my clit you little slut."
I noticed there was a glory hole type of opening in the stall wall, which was odd for a lesbian bar, but refrained from looking even though I was curious.
I finished peeing, washed my hands and walked out and returned to the table.
Sitting down, I asked, "Is there always a woman to pee on in there?"
"Did you pee on Olga?" Megan asked.
"No," I shook my head, "but I witnessed it occur."
"She isn't always here, but she loves golden showers," Megan said, before adding, "in this club there is every kink."
"So it seems," I nodded, before asking the question that was driving me nuts, "How old are you, Jenny?"
"Eighteen," she answered.
Megan added, "This club has connections and thus has exceptions to the state laws."
"How so?" I asked, curious.
"Oh, you'll learn all that in good time," Megan answered, giving a knowing smile. "By the way, was I mistaken or was that multiple orgasms?"
"Yes it was," I nodded.
"Want to have multiple, multiple orgasms?" Megan asked.
"I don't think that is possible," I answered, my body still weak from the last orgasm.
"Well, let's find out," she smiled, "but first, let's practice your pussy pleasing. There are two young, ripe pussies right under this table."
Instantly, my mouth watered. I didn't hesitate, the idea of tasting Jenny controlling my thoughts. I nodded, "Yes, Mistress."
I slid back under the table, moved between Jenny's legs and buried my face in her pussy. She was incredibly wet and her taste, although similar to Megan's had its own distinct flavor. As with Megan, I explored her pussy with my tongue, wanting to tease her, before getting her off. Her soft moans turned me on and I parted her lips with my tongue and tried to tongue fuck her. It was challenging, awkward and exhilarating trying to fuck someone with my tongue. Her moans increased and, sensing she was getting close, I slid a finger inside her as I moved my lips to her clit. Tugging on her clit, I began finger fucking her and she grabbed the back of my head, tightened up and came on my mouth.
She didn't come as excessively as Megan, but her nectar was just as sweet, just as addicting. Any wondering if I was a lesbian, or at the very minimum bi, was gone. I would eat pussy at any chance given. Thankfully, another chance was waiting right under the table.
I moved awkwardly to Ashley, who was also wearing thigh highs, which seemed to be the lingerie piece for lesbians, and buried my face in her panty-less crotch. I replicated the slow first licking, but she moaned and demanded, "Faster, lick me faster."
I obliged, sensing she was already horny and ready to get off. I licked faster, flicking on her clit, making her legs twitch and in only a couple of minutes, if that, she came on my face too. Unlike the last two, she was a gusher, like in the porn movies, and my face was literally drenched in cum. I kept licking, savouring her unique, slightly fishy taste.
Finally, I returned to my seat and not even realizing I said it, my submissive side coming out, I said, "Thank you, Mistresses."
Megan laughed, "Do you think you're ready for three Mistresses? Four if I know Jane?"
I stammered, "I-I-I don't even know why I said that."
"I do," Megan smiled, "You're just coming to grips with what you need to be sexually satisfied and just beginning to understand who you are."
"I don't have a clue who I am anymore," I countered.
"That is why you need a loving, caring, strong-willed Mistress," Megan said.
I nodded, "Yes, Mistress."
Megan gave me a card and said, "Text me with your number so I can get in contact with you. We will start your training soon, but I am busy this weekend with my son."
"You have a son?" I questioned, even though the answer was obvious.
"Like you, I wasn't always a lesbian. And, like you, I have been disappointed in men," she nodded. "Now go and enjoy the rest of the evening with your friends."
Thank you, Mistress," I nodded, taking the card. "And it was great to meet you two."
"You too," Jenny smiled.
I was walking towards Jane and Sara when Cara came back on stage and announced, "And now it's time for the final game of the evening."
I froze in my tracks.
Cara called, "Come on up here, Beth."
I turned and walked on stage as Cara announced the remainder of the names. Soon all seven of us were wearing strap-ons as Cara explained the rules.
"Every patron here needs to get on all fours as soon as the lights go out. Your goal is to avoid getting fucked by the seven contestants, although some of you probably won't fight to hard," Cara announced and teased.
"The contestant who gets the most women off in thirty minutes will be the winner," she announced.
"Are we ready?" Cara asked.
Hoots and hollers echoed through the establishment.
"May I join?" A voice asked from behind us, a voice I recognized.
"Of course," Cara said, "Welcome, Governor Green."
"Thank you," she nodded, as I looked behind and saw a scantily clad Governor Green. Even after all that had transpired today, this left me utterly speechless.
The Governor winked at me and said, "Good show on the Sybian, my dear."
"T-t-thanks," I said, unable to fathom I was talking to the Governor of our state, or that she had just complimented me for riding a Sybian.
"Alright, there will be eight cocks on the hunt for cunt," Cara declared. "On three, two, one, lights off!"
Just before the lights were off, I glanced over to see where Jane was. I didn't care about winning, but I was determined to fuck Jane before she fucked me.
As the lights went out, I began walking with determination towards the area where Jane and Sara were.
I bumped into a couple of crawling girls, almost tripping, before reaching the area Jane was in. I got on my knees, using the glow of my cock to vaguely see as I bumped into someone. Frustrated that I really couldn't tell who anyone was, I held the girl's hips, lifted up her skimpy dress, tugged her panties down and slid into her cunt.
"Oh God," the stranger, who wasn't Jane or Sara, moaned.
Feeling confident in the dark, I asked, "You like that?"
"God, yes, fuck me harder," she begged.
Having never fucked someone before, I can't explain the rush of adrenaline that came with it. I began slamming into her, our bodies colliding with each deep thrust.
All around me was moaning, as assumedly seven other girls were getting fucked.
Suddenly, another girl joined us, crawling under the girl and licking the girl's clit, creating a double pleasure. In seconds, the girl's moans got louder and she babbled, "Oh God, so good, so fucking, shit, shit, suck my clit, yes, yes, fuuuuuuuuck."
A couple strokes later, I pulled out, felt around for the cunt licker's pussy, repositioned myself between her legs and slid my cock inside her.
She moaned as I filled her. I liked the power of having a cock and after slowly fucking her to get comfortable, I began fucking her harder.
Unlike the first woman, this second girl didn't talk, just gave soft moans even as her breathing got heavier. I fucked her for what seemed like an eternity, her moans suddenly turning into squeals, which was both adorable and humorous...she sounded like she was almost sneezing like a diva princess with each deep thrust.
I barely could hold my laughter when she finally came as her strange sounds came faster, like a machine gun of sneezes until she finally let out a loud, "Aaaaaaah-chooey."
I pulled out and continued my hunt for cunt, particularly Jane or even Sara. I crawled through the bodies of women, all us cunt hunters seemingly in the same vicinity. The moans of passion and lust echoed through the room and I wondered if others were creating their own sexual adventures. I moved a few feet and saw a leash which I thought may be Sara's pet in someone's hand.
I grabbed the hand, pushed her onto the floor, and slid my cock in her cunt. I grunted, "what a tight cunt you have."
"Beth," Sara moaned.
"Sara," I countered, pretending to act surprised. "This has been a crazy night."
"That's putting it mildly," she agreed.
"There's no going back from tonight," I continued.
Jane's voice chimed in, "That was always the plan."
"Be careful," I joked, "the hunter has become the hunted."
"Is that so?" she questioned, flirtatiously.
"Get on all fours beside Sara," I ordered.
"I thought I was the Mistress," Jane quipped.
"Not while the lights are off," I replied, "Now get on your knees."
"Yes, Mistress," Jane answered, her tone playful.
As I slowly fucked Sara, I felt Jane move beside her.
I pulled out of Sara and demanded, "Beg Jane," as I moved behind her and rubbed the plastic cock up and down her pussy lips.
"Mmmmmm," she moaned, "Beth has turned into a Domme."
"Now, slut," I demanded, slapping her ass.
"Fuck me, Beth," Jane moaned.
"That's it?" I asked, moving back to Sara and sliding my cock inside her.
"Really?" Jane asked, suddenly annoyed.
Sara moaned, "That's it, fuck me, Beth, shove that big dick in me."
"It seems one is more eager than the other," I quipped.
Jane turned around, and begged, "Let me suck your cock, before you fuck me."
"That's better," I approved, pulling back out of Sara and felt Jane sucking my cock.
Sara whined, "Hey, what about me?"
"I think this is a fuck one friend, fuck a second friend free night," I joked. "Now get back on all fours, Jane."
Jane quickly obeyed, and added, "Shove that dick in me."
"And me," Sara added.
"I'll take turns," I said, as I slid into Jane and fucked her hard for ten quick thrusts. I then pulled out and did the same thing to Sara. I continued the ten thrusts back and forth until both begged me to focus on them.
"Please, stop teasing me," Sara whined, when I pulled out again.
Jane added, "Finish me off."
I demanded, as I slid back into Jane, "Bounce back on my cock, slut."
She quickly obeyed, "We've really turned on the naughty haven't weeeeeeee."
"Once the door is opened," I joked, as I felt Jane bounce on my glowing dick.
In a couple of minutes Jane screamed, "Yesssssssssssssss."
After a couple more deep backwards thrusts, I pulled out, moved to Sara and slid back into her. She quickly bounced back on my cock as well, deciding to get herself off.
It didn't take long before Sara too was coming, her orgasm cascading through her as she collapsed forward.
I didn't know how much time I had left, but it didn't matter. Jane sat up and kissed me, unbuckling my strap-on. She whispered, "Now it's time to get you off."
She pushed me onto the ground, and buried her face into my cunt while Sara began playing with my breasts.
Jane slid her fingers inside me, while simultaneously sucking on my clit, creating an amazing pleasure inside me. She hooked her fingers inside and I finally learned I do indeed have a g-spot as she began tapping on it.
"Oh fuck," I screamed.
"Who's the boss now?" Jane asked.
"You arrrrrrrre," I moaned, knowing that deep down I was way more a submissive than a dominant.
My orgasm close, the lights suddenly came on, but I didn't care. I begged, closing my eyes the light seemingly so bright, "Fuuuuck, get me offffffff."
Seconds later I came, as Jane slid a second finger inside me.
"Fuuuuuuuuuuuck," I screamed, not caring who was watching me orgasm on the floor.
A couple of minutes later, Jane pulled her fingers out of me, pulled me up and kissed me. I was so weak, I could barely walk as Cara spoke.
"As is always the case, everyone wins in 'Don't Be Afraid of the Dark'," Cara declared. "I hope you enjoyed the games and have a great rest of the night."
The music started, as Jane and Sara and I ended up seated back at the table we started at a while ago.
I looked across and saw Megan's table was empty.
As I sat back, my body spent, I replayed the crazy evening.
I looked at Sara, who was patting the head of her blonde pet; I looked at Jane who was finishing a drink while looking at me.
I smiled and said, "So what are we doing tomorrow?"
Jane laughed, "Its already tomorrow."
"Okay," I laughed back. "What are we doing today?"
Sara added, "Well, we do have a pet to play with."
"Let's go back to my place," Jane suggested.
"And do what?" I questioned, raising an eyebrow.
"Oh, I think we can think of something," Jane shrugged.
Sara added, as we began walking out, "Have you two ever done anal?"
The end
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"Mom-Son": A Romantic Date
Once you open Pandora's Box there is no turning back; conversely, once you let your son fuck your box there is DEFINITELY no turning back.
I had seduced my son, and after a lengthy night of love making...where lust overwhelmed common sense...I woke up to the aftermath of my decision.
I would like to say I felt guilt at committing incest or at least a shred of remorse...but that would be a lie. I felt completely at peace with my decision and looking at him so peaceful and innocent after depositing five loads in me the day before, I felt undeniable love. It was like I had my husband back in a morbid way, yet a much more energetic and virile version of him.
Also, I rationalized it rather simply. I loved my son with all my heart, and giving him my body was a natural extension of our mother-son relationship as I continued to nurture him in a new, unique way.
As he began to move, slowly waking up, I decided to wake him up in the best way possible. I slithered under the sheets, found his flaccid cock, we had both fallen asleep naked, and took it in my mouth. Feeling his beautiful cock slowly grow in my mouth was a surreal sensation, yet it felt so natural.
He was almost completely hard in my mouth before he finally spoke with a soft chuckle, "This is the best wake-up call you have ever given me."
Taking his cock out of my mouth, I suggested, "This may become a new tradition."
"I couldn't concur more," he chuckled, as I returned to his now fully erect cock.
I continued a slow blow job, lavishly enjoying having his cock in my mouth. Part of me wanted to straddle him and ride him, while the other half of me just wanted to savour his steel in my mouth.
After a couple more minutes of slow pleasing, Paul groaned, "Feels so good, Mom."
I moaned on his cock in response as I continued the slow, soothing blow job.
"I can't believe how great your mouth feels," he complimented.
I replied, momentarily taking his cock out of my mouth, "I can't believe I waited so long."
"Well, I think we are making up for lost time," he joked.
"That we are," I agreed, as I deep throated him.
"Oh God, Mom," he groaned, "you're so amazing."
My natural reaction was to speed up to get him off, yet I wanted to make love to his cock with my mouth, so I continued the same slow up and down.
A couple more minutes, his breathing increasing, I felt his legs stiffen as he moaned, "I'm going to come soon."
Another urge to speed up, yet I refrained and just continued bobbing slowly until I felt his cum leak out of his cock and into my mouth. I couldn't believe how much cum was in his balls already after he had shot five loads yesterday, but I milked and swallowed every drop of my breakfast cum.
I continued until I was sure there was nothing left to retrieve, before taking his cock out of my mouth and crawling back up beside him.
I ended up on his shoulder as he said, "Mom, I love you so much."
"Because I just swallowed your yummy load?" I asked teasingly.
"Well that, and the five I deposited in and on you yesterday," he added, giving me a playful tit-for-tat.
"I'm just your personal cum bucket now, am I?" I questioned, giving him a big pout.
He pulled me in and kissed me, tender and soft, which had my pussy tingling.
Breaking the kiss, he said, "I plan to show you how much you mean to me tonight."
"What? Are you going to take my ass?" I asked, something that both petrified and intrigued me.
"Oh, I plan to take that ass of yours," he nodded, before adding, after kissing me again, "but tonight is about treating you the way you should be treated."
"You have me curious," I said, not sure what he meant.
"And then you will be curious all day," he said, kissing me again, before getting up and going to the washroom.
I watched his tight ass until it disappeared in the washroom before getting up and stretching. My tummy growled, apparently a load of cum was not enough for breakfast. So I grabbed a robe and headed down to make French toast.
We had a nice breakfast together, neither of us talking about last night, and then he said. "I expect you dressed to the nines at 3:00."
"Why?" I asked.
"I'm taking you out," he answered.
"Where?" I questioned.
"That is for me to know and you to wonder about all day," he shrugged.
"You know I hate surprises," I whined.
"I know," he smirked.
"How dressed up is dressed up?" I asked.
"Imagine going to a five star restaurant," he replied.
"In Cutsville?" I laughed, our nicest restaurant a two stars establishment.
"I didn't say we were staying in Cutsville," he pointed out.
"Just tell me," I pleaded, moving to him and putting my hand on his cock.
"No cock for you," he said, in the exact same tone as the soup Nazi in that Seinfeld episode.
"You're quoting Seinfeld at me!" I gasped.
"Just be dressed sexy and ready to go out," he said.
"Fine!" I huffed, frustrated to have to wait all day to find out what he had planned.
"I know it will drive you crazy," he laughed, as he headed out of the kitchen.
"You're just like your father," I called back after him. Darren also loved to surprise me, but first by teasing me relentlessly. For example, giving me Christmas hints in November. I remember searching the whole house looking for a gift he teased me about, but I never found it as he knew I would search for it. It ended up being plane tickets to Jamaica that had us flying out on the twenty-sixth.
All day, I wondered what he had planned. Where were we going? Obviously to the city, but what did he have in mind? What should I wear?
Deciding that if he wanted me dressed to the nines I was going to go all out (I never had a reason to dress up anymore). I called my hair dresser for an emergency hairdo, booked a pedicure and manicure and drove to the lingerie store for some new sexy lingerie to wear for tonight. I would look ravishing and decadent on the outside tonight, but underneath I would be dressed like an insatiable slut ready for pleasure.
When I got home at 2:30, I put on my new lingerie, which included a black sexy camisole, a black thong, and black silk seamed stockings. I also purchased new four inch fuck me heels. Once dressed, I looked pretty amazing. On the outside classy and sexy, yet underneath slutty and ready to fuck my son.
Paul got home a couple of minutes before three, saw me and stammered, "W-w-wow!"
"You approve?" I asked coyly.
"You look stunning," he complimented.
"You should see what's underneath this," I teased, moving to him and reaching for his cock.
"God, Mom," he said, "I'd love to fuck you here and now, but we've got to get going."
"You sure there is no time for a quickie?" I purred, biting his ear, while giving his cock a firm squeeze through his pants.
"I don't...well...um," he stammered distracted by my double teasing.
I then quit both and said, "Its okay, I probably shouldn't mess up this look anyway."
"You tease," he said.
"And dressed to please," I quipped.
He laughed as he said, "I just got to get ready. Give me five minutes."
"This took all day and you can get ready in five minutes?" I questioned.
"The nature of the beast," he shrugged.
"Looking forward to a little beauty and your beast," I seductively said.
"Mom, you really are insatiable," he smiled.
"We just opened Pandora's Box and now that it is open, it is wide open," I pointed out.
"That it is," he said, going to his room.
Ten minutes later, we were in the car and he was driving. I asked, curious, as he was dressed in a suit and tie, "Where are we going?"
"Out," he answered, elusively.
"You're just like your father," I sighed, repeating the accusation.
"Like father like son," he quipped.
We chatted about life for the next forty minutes as he drove us to the city. As we arrived, he asked, "Ever been to Winston's?"
"You got us into Winston's?" I gasped. Winston's was a five star, celebrity filled restaurant.
"I have connections," he shrugged.
"Who?" I asked, still in awe. Even though he mentioned a five star restaurant earlier today, Winston's never popped into my head.
"I can't give away all my secrets," he smiled.
"And how can you afford it?" I asked.
"Online computer support is surprisingly lucrative," he answered.
"I'm in awe," I said, having never been to such a place before.
"The night is just starting, Courtney," he said putting his hand on my leg.
"I'm Courtney now?" I asked, raising an eyebrow.
"Tonight we are not mother and son," he answered.
"This is a date?" I asked, suddenly flattered.
"That's the plan." He nodded. "You deserve to be wined and dined. To be treated like the lovely woman you are"
"Oh, Paul," I said, my heart melting. "It's been so long since I've been on a real date."
"I know," he nodded. "Tonight is a new beginning"
"I think yesterday was," I quipped, thinking of all the times we had had sex.
"Fair enough," he laughed, looking at me while at a red light. "You're the most beautiful woman in the world, Mom."
"I thought I was Courtney?" I teased, putting my hand in his.
"Sorry, hard habit to break," he admitted.
"But you're my inspiration," I joked.
"What?" He asked, not catching my Chicago reference.
"Never mind," I smiled, "Thank you so much for this."
"You deserve the world," he answered.
"I already have it," I smiled back, as we pulled into the restaurant.
We pulled up, where a valet took the car and Paul came to me, offered me his arm and led me into the elegant five star restaurant. I felt decadent and rich, beautiful and wanted...something I hadn't felt in a long time.
Once inside, Paul said to the beautiful young maître d, "A reservation for Silver."
The woman looked down and said, "Oh, Mr. James wants to meet you."
"Oh, okay," Paul said, slightly surprised. As the woman walked away, Paul explained, "I've done some computer work for them."
"Oh," I nodded, as he answered the question I had been wondering.
Paul took his hand in mine and I couldn't help but feel like a high school girl again. I squeezed his hand and waited contently.
A good looking bald man came to us a couple of minutes later and greeted, "So you're Paul."
"I am," Paul nodded, shaking hands.
"You were a life saver," he said.
"I'm happy I could help," Paul responded, before adding, "and thank you for getting me a table at the last minute."
"It's the least I could do," the man said, before adding, "Tonight, everything is on the house, for you and your lovely lady, so enjoy."
"You don't have to do that," Paul said, while I blushed at the compliment.
"I don't," he laughed. "but I can."
Paul laughed, "Well, thank you."
"No, thank you," he said, before turning to the maître d' and adding, "Take the couple to table seven."
"Yes, Mr. James," she nodded.
"Enjoy your evening," Mr. James said to both of us.
"We will," both Paul and I said in unison.
"Follow me Mr. Silver," the maître d said.
Soon we were at the table and I looked around. I noticed almost instantly that I was one of the oldest women here. Most tables had an older man dressed in a suit and tie with a much younger woman dressed elegantly. It was quickly apparent that Paul and I were the exception to the elite upper class world. Ironically, dressed as I was, with a man I loved, I didn't feel threatened or insecure...I felt like I fit in. I was slightly disappointed there were no recognizable celebrities, but in the end tonight was about Paul and I and not about celebrity sightseeing.
A ridiculously big breasted waitress came and took our drink order and then Paul and I chatted.
"So, surprised?" Paul asked.
"Are our waitress's breasts massive?" I quipped.
"I didn't notice," Paul shrugged, not looking around at all, but keeping his gaze on me.
"I'm twice the age of most of the woman here," I pointed out.
"Yet, you're still the hottest one here," he countered.
"When did you become so smooth?" I asked, flattered by his attention to me, especially when there were so many radiant, beautiful, model like women all around him.
"Some things just come naturally," he shrugged.
"Oh, I like how you come naturally," I teased, slipping my foot out of my heel and moving my foot to his crotch.
He blushed and stammered, "O-o-oh, God."
"My date isn't hard?" I pouted.
"I will be soon," he responded, moving his hand to adjust his assumedly growing cock.
"Good," I smiled, rubbing my stocking-clad foot on his cock. "I want you ready and willing the moment we have an opportunity."
"You're insatiable," he groaned, just as the waitress came with our drinks.
I gave one last firm push and moved my foot away.
We ordered food, chatted about life, avoiding again anything sexual even as the sexual tension simmered just below the surface.
As we were finishing our meals, Paul said, "Look who just came in."
I turned to see it was Hugh Grant. Notting Hill is my favourite movie and Hugh Grant one of my favourite actors...his accent always turns me on. "Oh my God, oh my God," I repeated, like a giddy teenager seeing Justin Bieber.
"Want to meet him?" Paul asked.
"How?" I said, as Hugh Grant sat down at a table directly across from us.
"I'll ask him?" he shrugged, standing up. "Although I will refer to you as my Mom and not my date for this brief exchange."
"Yes, son," I nodded, not able to believe how confident he had become; only just yesterday, he had been my shy reserved son. I wondered if his fucking me had created a new confidence in him, or if I just had been oblivious to this.
"I'll be right back," he said, walking directly to the table where Hugh Grant was with a pretty younger woman. Again, the exact opposite May-December relationship than the one my son and I now had.
I watched in awe as my son began talking with Hugh Grant. After a minute, Hugh Grant nodded, stood up and walked over to me. My cunt instantly dampened even before he was in front of me.
Reaching me, Hugh Grant extended his hand and said, his accent making my panties dampen even more, "Hi, it's nice to meet you, Courtney."
I stammered, "It-it-it's nice to meet you too," feeling like a high school girl again.
"Your son here tells me he is taking you out on the town tonight to celebrate all you have done for him," he said.
Instantly, a naughty thought of all that I had done for him yesterday popped into my head. Yet, I said, "I have a very good son."
"Stand up Mom, I'll take a picture of you two," Paul offered.
"Oh, okay," I nodded, so star-struck that I really wasn't processing at normal speed. I stood up and almost stumbled, my legs feeling like jelly. Hugh Grant caught me, wrapped his arm around me and posed for the photo.
Paul took a couple photos and Hugh Grant then said, "It was a pleasure meeting you."
The way he said pleasure made me want to give him pleasure, but I smiled and said, getting slightly flirty, "Oh, the pleasure was all mine."
"Have a great night," he smiled, kissed me on the cheek and returned to his table.
The whole interaction between Hugh Grant and I didn't even last two minutes, yet it felt like time stood still. I sat back down and said, "Thank you so much."
Mocking me, he replied, "Oh, the pleasure was all mine."
"Brat," I shot back.
He handed me the phone and I looked at the photo. It was amazingly perfect. This night was amazingly perfect. My son was amazingly perfect.
"Shoot, we need to get going," he said, looking at his watch.
"Why?" I asked, handing him his phone back.
"Our next stop starts in half an hour," he said, waving the waitress over.
"Where?" I asked, apparently sticking to one word answers.
"For me to know," he began.
"And me to find out. Yeah, yeah," I sighed, "not a big fan of this side of your father."
"What side are you a fan of?" He said, his tone seductive.
"Almost everything else," I countered, implying the obvious, just as the waitress arrived.
Dessert done, we headed out of the restaurant. Once outside, he offered me his arm. I put my arm inside his as he led me away from where our car was parked.
I asked, even though I assumed he wasn't going to tell me, "Where are we going?"
"Yep," he answered, ignoring the question, keeping it a surprise.
I sighed, "For someone who is guaranteed to get lucky tonight, you sure are not helping your cause with all these secrets."
"Really? I thought I was being romantic." He countered with a sly smile.
"Romantic and annoying," I countered.
"I'll take that," he chuckled as we turned the corner and I instantly knew where we were going.
"We're going to Mamma Mia?" I asked, seeing the bright lights of the Capital Theatre.
"Either that, or the strip club down the road," he quipped.
"I'd be okay with either," I quipped back.
"Good to know," he smiled, sliding his hand into mine. "But for now let's go see the play you always talk about."
"It's just the movie was so terrible. Seriously, I love Meryl Streep, but she can't sing and don't get me started on Pierce Brosnan being cast," I ranted, still unable to fathom Hollywood wrecking the movie so badly.
"I know," he laughed "This is an amateur production."
"At least I bet they will be able to sing," I said.
"I hope so," he agreed, as we reached the theatre entrance.
"This is the perfect night," I said, amazed by how well he knew me.
"And you, the perfect women," he added, as we entered the theatre.
Once inside, I said, "I need to use the ladies room."
"And I need to get the tickets," he said. He leaned in and gave me a soft kiss. Although it was gentle and short, it felt exhilarating to commit incest in front of a theatre full of unknowing patrons.
A few minutes later, we were walking up the stairs to the second level, where he had yet another surprise for me. As we reached the balcony, I realized we had our own private seats...and they were excellent.
I asked, as we sat down, "Did you do work for the theatre too?"
"Nope. Craigslist and luck," he answered.
"Well, every time I think I can't be surprised anymore," I said, feeling amazed and significant.
He took my hand just as the lights dimmed. We watched the first act in comfortable silence. I enjoyed it, yet I couldn't help but have a growing desire to surprise him. As the second act started, after I downed a glass of wine to get some liquid courage, I decided it was my turn to surprise him. I decided to put him 'Under Attack'. I fished out his cock and began slowly stroking it as the first song played.
He groaned as I stroked his beautiful cock until it was hard.
As they sang 'One of Us', I leaned forward and took his cock in my mouth. I slowly bobbed up and down throughout the song...wanting to tease him, but not allow him to come.
"Shit, Mom, this is wild," he groaned.
I sat back up and asked, as the song ended, "Enjoying the show?"



"Both of them," he smiled.
I leaned back in my chair, shifted my body, slipped out of my heels, moved my feet to his stiff rod and began giving him a stocking foot job.
"Shit," he whimpered, as I slowly stroked his cock throughout the performance of 'SOS'. He grunted, "I think I may have to have my own SOS."
"No coming yet," I teased, moving my foot to his mouth.
He took my stocking toes in his mouth as he massaged my foot simultaneously. I realized that if anyone looked up at our private box, they would see a stocking-clad leg in the air. After a few more seconds, I returned to stroking his cock for the remainder of the song with my feet. I decided then and there I was going to fuck my son, here and now. I couldn't wait any longer, my insatiable hunger overriding common sense.
"I love you, Mom," he groaned, as the song ended.
"Then you are really going to like this," I promised, standing up, straddling his legs, tugging my thong to the side and lowering myself on his erect missile.
"Mommmmmm," he moaned, shocked by what I had just done.
"What? Your mother does know," I playfully quipped, as the actors broke into the fun 'Does Your Mother Know?'
"Shit, Mom," he groaned.
"I thought I was Courtney, tonight," I moaned back.
"You're my everything," he romantically retorted, as I watched the show while my son's cock was buried deep inside me.
I just sat on Paul for the next few numbers, occasionally moving my ass back and forth to tease him and in turn me.
It wasn't until the encore, when they broke into 'Dancing Queen' some forty minutes after I had straddled his cock, with lots of slow teasing, did I lean forward, against the balcony rail, and demanded, "Make me a fucking queen, baby."
Paul didn't need to be told twice. Obviously forty minutes of having his cock stuck in my oven, he was ready to cook.
He began fucking me slowly, clearly concerned about drawing attention to us.
"You bad boy, fucking a hot MILF in public," I moaned, wanting to be fucked hard, so I began bucking back to meet his strokes.
"Oh God, Mom," he groaned.
"Fuck me, baby, fuck your Mommy while all these well-dressed couples are oblivious," I said, getting turned on even more by the kinky reality of what we were doing.
"I'm going to come any second," he warned, as clearly I had overheated him while I kept him on broil the past forty minutes."
"Cunt or mouth?" I asked.
"Mouth, Mommy," he groaned.
I turned around, and dropped to my knees just in time to get his first spray directly on my face.
"Sorrrrry," he groaned, as he gave me an accidental facial, the second spray shooting directly in my open mouth.
After one more rope hit me in the chin, I took his cock back in my mouth and lavishly finished what I started, my own pussy still on fire and begging attention.
He said, a few seconds later, "Sit up, let me get you off now."
"You don't have to," I said, even though I was dying to come.
"Sit back on your chair and enjoy the rest of the show," he ordered, somewhat firmly.
"Yes, sir," I joked, as I obeyed.
I watched as he dropped to his knees, went under my dress and buried his face in my pussy. I moaned on contact, knowing my orgasm was already near eruption. As the show came to a climactic end, so did I, as I moaned, biting my lips so as to not alert the entire theatre, "Mamma Mia."
He laughed as he continued licking my cum.
A moment later, he sat back up, just as the crowd all stood to applaud the actors. We stood up too, both of our faces coated with each other's cum. It was ludicrous and beautiful.
He took my hand and asked, surprising me again, "Truth or dare?"
"Well, the truth is already incredibly crazy so I'll take dare," I answered, curious where he was going with this.
"I dare you to keep my cum on your face until we get home," he said, surprising me yet again.
"You dirty boy," I smirked, the idea both incredibly twisted and naughty, yet a little extreme.
"It's just a fantasy I've always had," he explained.
"To come all over your mother's face and then strut her around as a slut?" I quipped, although my tone implied I was teasing him.
"Honestly," he said, "Yes, that's exactly the fantasy."
"Well, I've been pretty good at trying to make all your fantasies true so far, no point backing down now," I replied, the idea so naughty, it made my cunt tingle.
He took my hand and asked, "Shall we?"
"You're the man," I said, loving giving myself to him completely, seeing him not as my son, but as my lover and protector.
"And you're my woman," he replied, not in the barbarian way one might usually say it in a dominant man-woman relationship.
He led me out of the private box and down the stairs, I had no idea what I looked like. Did I have a big gob of cum that was obvious on my face? Had it dried already? Was my make-up still immaculate? I felt slightly self-conscious, and I wondered if every person we passed saw the cum all over my face and if they thought me a whore. Yet, being with Paul, hand in hand, I didn't give a flying fuck what anyone else here thought of me, I was in love with him and would do anything, and I do mean anything, to please him.
A woman did give a couple double take that convinced me the cum on my face was noticeable, but I just kept smiling as we walked out of the theatre and into the lovely summer air.
We returned to the car and started driving home. Once we were on the highway, Paul asked, "Did you enjoy our date?"
"It was a perfect night, except I just realized something," I said, with a smile.
"What's that?" he asked, with concern, clearly wanting this night to be perfect.
"I didn't get any dessert," I revealed, fishing out his cock, pulling it out and taking it in my mouth while he drove.
He moaned instantly.
After a minute of getting him fully erect, I took his cock out of my mouth and said, "Now don't get us killed while I have my dessert."
"Okay," he chuckled, as I took his cock back in my mouth. "Although it would be the best way to die."
THE END
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Prologue
Hi, my name is Bree.
Some of you may have read my stories of the MILFs I've seduced. Now that I've told a few of these stories, I often get questions about how it all started.
But first a bit about me, in case you're new to my stories. At the time of this story, I was eighteen and had never been with a woman. Sure, I'd made out with a few, it's the in thing in high school, but I'd only been with boys.
I was also a perfect specimen at the time. 5'5", 128 lbs. and the perfect dimensions of 34C-24-34. I had brownish-red hair midway down my back and, of course, I was and still am completely shaved.
I learned from my very first seduction and the ones that followed, that I love women. Don't misunderstand me: I'm bi and enjoy the occasional stiff cock, but I really love girls. Or women. Whatever. While I've eaten pussy on rare occasions, they normally lick my cunt. Even if I do partake of a box lunch, it's extremely rare for me to go first, and it's usually a reward to one of my many pets for a stellar job.
Now, the real thrill is for a formerly straight girl, or even more fun for a straight MILF, to become jelly in my presence and to serve thereafter as a twat-licking slave for my cunt. I probably sound like a pretentious bitch and I suppose I am, but the truth is the truth.
Now, you may have already read some of my adventures with these MILFs, and you may have read the intensive education my mother gave me in the ways of becoming a Domme (Lesbian MILF Seductress: Mom), which were Domme/sub primers you might say. I learned much from her. In our initial training session, I told her with a smirk I already had eight pets.
After she finished laughing, she scoffed that compared to a real player I really hadn't done all that much, and numbers didn't matter anyway. Now all this was before my first actual MILF, who'd been Nadine, my next door neighbor and mother of my best friend, Katherine (Lesbian MILF Seductress: Neighbor).You may already know I had Katherine sucking my cunt long before I did her mother, but even she wasn't the first girl. She was one of the six teens and two adults in their twenties I'd seduced and made into my pets though, and I think it's time their stories were told. Stories of submission to me, Bree, the MILF seductress... but before I advanced to being a MILF Seductress, I was simply a seducer of straight young women. And that's only a description, not the LMS title I grew into.

Now as this was all prior to my, ahem, education by my mother, I guess you could call that time my pre-MILF studies. My first was even a lesbian already. Mom told me she didn't count, but I beg to differ. I seduced her and she's my pet, so it counts, right? And she was older than me, and her seduction triggered everything that followed afterwards. But I can't take all the credit. If it hadn't been for fate, for a dumb ass boyfriend, and for my Mom making me go to a wedding I didn't want to attend, maybe I would never have become the MILF Seductress I am today... so I disagree... the first one definitely counts because it was fated, and she was the one that started it all.
So now let's get to the stories of my first conquests before I began my MILF hunting during my senior year... these are the stories from my pre-MILF hunting days.
1. LESBIAN SALES LADY (Rena)
My boyfriend had just ditched me the night before to watch football with the guys; my mom was nagging me about a wedding she insisted I attend. I had a test in Chemistry I wasn't ready to take; so, pissed off, I did what I always did when I'm annoyed... I went shopping. I was also in need of a new hot dress for the wedding which was coming up in a couple weeks, and I always live by the theory 'look better than the bride'. (I warned you I was pretentious.)
Once I was at the mall, I made my way to a new clothing store called Landrieu's. I noticed the store was empty except for the clerk and me, who looked to be in her late twenties. As I browsed through the store, I couldn't help but sense I was being stared at. You know that prickly feeling in the back of your neck? A couple times when I felt that, I glanced back and noticed the saleswoman checking me out. I tried on a few things and confirmed my suspicions: each time I exited the dressing room in a new outfit, she was definitely looking my way. Oddly, she wasn't coming over to assist me.
I called her over and asked with a smile, "Does this dress look good on me?"
"Yes, Miss," she nodded, checking out my tits in the tight-fitting cocktail dress.
"Thanks; can I get your opinion on a couple others?" I asked, wanting to confirm my suspicion she was a lesbian.
I changed into a more revealing red dress, this one with a long side slit, and returned to showcase it. "How about this one?"
"You look very good, Miss," she nodded, unable to take her eyes off me. I was used to having boys drool over me, and of course I knew I'd caught the eye of a few of the school dykes too, but being pissed at my boyfriend and therefore men in general, I formed an idea.
I asked, "Do I look fuckable in this?"
"Pardon?"
"I'm going to a wedding and I need to look utterly irresistible. I want every man there to want to fuck me," I explained as if I'd be this up front with just anyone, before pausing for dramatic effect, "and for every woman there to want to eat me."
"You'll be the centre of attention in that outfit," she complimented.
"I'm going to try on one more outfit, this one just for school," I said, "I'll want your honest opinion."
"Okay," she nodded, clearly attracted to me, her red cheeks a real giveaway.
I returned to the dressing room, slid out of my thong (it's all I ever wear, except during that pesky week every month) and put on a very short plaid skirt.
I called out, naked from the waist up, "Could I get some help in here?"
"How may I help you?" she asked from outside the room.
I opened the door, pulled her in with me and said bluntly, "You haven't taken your hungry eyes off me since I entered the shop. Now either you think I'm a shoplifter, or you're a lesbian, and I can't hide much in this outfit. So which is it?" I asked with a smile, already knowing the answer.
Her red face progressed to a deeper shade.
When she didn't answer, I continued, using a dominant tone that often worked on my friends to get what I wanted, "Answer me!"
"I'm a lesbian," she told my tits, barely audible and unable to redirect her gaze.
"I'm sorry. I didn't catch that," I replied, deciding to push her like I did when I bullied some of the nerds at the school.
"I'm a lesbian," she repeated a bit louder.
"And what distinguishes lesbians from other women?" I asked, relishing the bitch role I was playing.
"We like girls," she answered, still staring at my tits.
"And you also eat pussy, don't you?" I pressed her.
Yes," she admitted, her face reaching a red shade of humiliation I didn't know existed.
"Say it!" I demanded.
"Yes, we eat each other," she admitted.
Moving way into her space and speaking from a couple inches from her ear, "No. You... eat... pussy. Now say it."
Her body quivered and her voice cracked as she repeated my words, "Yes, we eat pussy."
"Almost there. Try it one more time. You... singular... eat pussy," I added, my tits so close they were almost poking her eyes out.
"I eat pussy," she admitted, making her into putty in my hands.
Stepping back, I said, "Very good. And since you eat pussy, I have a treat for you." I put one foot on the bench and revealed my bald muff.
She nervously looked out the door and around the store. "But we can't! Someone will see."
"Then you'd better hurry, or I'll find some other lesbian to please me," I threatened.
After another quick glance behind her, she dropped to her knees, and her tongue quickly found my hot box. As her tongue worked through my slick folds, I felt a kinship with lesbians I never would have considered. My first time being eaten out by a woman, and much like a crack addict, I was hooked for life. I knew that going forward I'd have a woman between my thighs as often as possible, as this first one was far better at eating pussy than any guy I'd ever hosted down there. She knew exactly what buttons to press to get me revved up. Also, I now knew how my male counterparts felt when they scored. The anticipation as my seductive plan unfolded, then the feeling of accomplishment after a successful seduction. As her lips grasped my throbbing clit and her tongue thrummed it, I exploded. My orgasm took me quickly, and I came all over her face. Seeing her face covered in my pussy juice, I felt another rush of accomplishment, and I knew I'd love the look of a glistening face for the rest of my life.
Rising quickly, with another glance around the shop, she silently scurried back to the counter.
As I stopped at the register, dressed once again, I asked, carrying the skirt and the red dress in my hand, "These are comped, right?"
She looked up at me and simply nodded, humiliated at what she'd just done.
Glancing at her name tag, I spoke her name for the first time. "So Rena, did you enjoy my taste?"
Again, the downcast nod.
"Speak. Use human words," I demanded.
"You have a very unique taste," she answered.
"I'm new to having my cunt munched by a girl. What does that mean?" I asked.
Her face still red as sin, she admitted, "It was honestly the sweetest pussy I've ever tasted."
"That... is very good to know," I said. Before adding, "You know this will happen again, right? Whenever I want?"
A series of strange looks crossed her face. They went from panic, to intrigue, to excitement, but after a moment her expression settled on relief, and she nodded, "Yes... gladly, Miss."
I pulled my phone out and ordered, "Put your cell number in here. That way I can get hold of you whenever I need my cunt pleasured."
She silently took the phone, typed in her name and digits and returned it to me with a grateful look in her eyes.
"Good. I'll let you know," I smiled, walking out and realizing that skipping class to shop early in the morning had been a life-altering decision.
I was on top of the freaking world! Rena may have been world class with her tongue or for a woman, a rank amateur. I didn't know, but I was determined to find out. Having my twat licked for the first time by a woman, and being dominant while doing so, had me on fire.
A couple days later during lunch at school, feeling horny and not for cock, and completely confident she'd respond, I texted Rena:
If you're hungry for another taste text me back ASAP.
I didn't have to wait even two minutes before I got a response.

I'd love to see you again.
I texted back:
This isn't a date. You will eat my cunt, I will cum all over your face and you will leave. Is that clear?
Typing such words made me feel powerful. I wished I could see her face when she read them.
This time her return text took almost five minutes; I was just beginning to wonder if I'd been too aggressive with my demand, when she replied.
Yes, I understand.
I texted back, relieved I was right:
Good pick me up after school. 3:20. I will text you the address. Don't be late!
I didn't know or even care whether she was working at that time. I just assumed she'd do whatever it took to obey my order.
She texted back, soon this time:
I'll be there.
A rush of adrenaline coursed through me and my pussy tingled. But now I wished I had my own personal cunt licker at school to get me off right here and now. I looked around and wondered if the school nerds would make good pussy pleasers; you'd think so, their being all keen and shit. Just then, Laurie Richards, cheerleading captain, joined me.
"Hi, bitch," she said to me, flaunting her usual stuck up, 'I'm better than everyone and yet I still talk to you tough for some silly street cred', talk. She was captain, and I was only the assistant-captain, as she liked to remind me. Her older sister Micah, just out of high school, had been captain before her. It was widely assumed her younger sister Kendra, also on the team, would be captain after her. There was major snobbery in that household. Especially among the girls. They had a fitting last name, for they were certainly dicks. Their parents were wealthy, and the girls manifested the epitome of spoiled.
Now, my Mom did well, too. She was executive administrator for Governor Daphne Green. I had plenty ways of proving I was on par socially, economically, beautifully and etceterally with the Richards girls, but I wasn't allowed to flaunt it like those girls did.
Exhilarated by my almost effortless success with Rena, I imagined turning Laurie into my personal pussy pleaser, so I replied, "Hi, slut."
"Not. You've fucked more guys than I have," she countered playfully.
"But I don't take it in the ass," I quipped. She'd only done it once, and I'm sure she rued the day she'd told me about it since I'd thrown it in her face ever since.
"Fuck you," she snapped, switching from playful bantering to pissed off.
"In your ass?" I teased, never one to back down from her... the only one in the school who didn't.
She stomped away, and my head began spinning with possibilities. Can I get her to eat my cunt? It was definitely something to think about.
After school, Rena picked me up in a van and I asked, "Do you have a secluded place to please me?" My Mom likely wouldn't be home for another hour, but I couldn't risk it. Plus, my younger sister could be home (she was involved in a lot of the geek school activities... debate, SRC (Student Representatives Council), chess club, UN club to name a few), but I didn't pay much attention to her schedule because she was my little sister and mostly just an annoyance.
She said, not meeting my eyes, clearly nervous, "I've never done this before."
"Done what? Picked up a high school girl to eat her cunt?" I asked, still relishing the power I had over her.
Again, her face flushed. "Yes," she sighed, mortified to be spoken to in such a crude, demeaning way.
"I wore my cheerleader's outfit for easy access to my sweetness," I said. Before adding, "And I removed my panties so you could just bury your face between my legs and get to licking.
"Oh," was all she said.
"So do you have a place to go so you can taste my honey pie? Or are you so hungry for another taste that you want to go in the back of your van and just devour me right here and now?" I asked bluntly, drunk on power. What had been the odds she would even have a van? (Apparently pretty good, since we were sitting in one).
Her face was as red as last time as she admitted, "I want it now."
"You want what now?"
"To eat you again," she whispered.
"Eat my what?" I asked, before adding, "and look at me when you answer. I don't want my pet to be ashamed of wanting to serve me." Calling her a pet for the first time only enhanced my dominance over her.
She looked at me nervously, but at least right in my eyes, and admitted more forcefully, "I want to eat your cunt right now."
"Maybe we should do it right in the front seat," I teased, although that would have been incredibly awkward, uncomfortable and likely we would have gotten caught, which I didn't want.
"No, no, no," she answered, "Let's climb in the back."
"As you wish, my pet," I nodded, beginning her conditioning to her new status.
There was an opening between the bucket seats, and I followed her to the back. It wasn't the cleanest van, and I briefly wondered why she even had a van in the first place, but I really didn't want to get to know her, I just wanted to use and dominate her.
She pulled out a blanket and laid it on the floor.
"Does my pet often have a snack back here?" I asked.
"Um, no, but it's good to be prepared," she smiled back for the first time. In a private space, her shyness seemed to fade away. Maybe it was who she was, maybe she was accepting her situation, or maybe she just craved my honey pie so badly she'd do anything for it. I liked that last theory the best.
Once she had the blanket down, I required of her, "Have a pillow in here for next time. Is that understood, my pet?"
"Yes," she nodded, as I lay down on the blanket, lifting up my short skirt to give her a perfect view of my cunt.
Without instruction, she crawled between my legs and began pleasing me.
I still had no other feminine talent to compare her skills with, but I soon realized there was a difference between a quickie and a lengthy pussy pleasing. This time, with time not much of a factor, fear of being caught not much of a factor, and fear of getting fired not a factor at all, she really took her time. She licked me slowly, exploring every crevice of my pussy, both the outside and the inside. The slow build she gave me was amazing, compared to the usual wham-bam-grunt-cum-sleep ritual of the guys I'd fucked. It occurred to me, as Rena's tongue slithered up and down my pussy lips, I'd never even orgasmed from a guy's tongue, or even his cock, for that matter. It had always been my fingers afterward that needed to finish the job they'd started yet couldn't (or wouldn't bother to) finish. My first orgasm from anything other than my fingers or toys had been from Rena a couple days ago.
My breathing got heavier and my orgasm was rising, when I finally spoke again, "Do you want my cum, my pet?"
"Yes," she admitted with hunger in her voice, between licks.
Feeling there was something missing from her response, I instructed, "Yes, Bree."
She repeated my words between flicking my clit with her tongue, "Yes, Bree."
Better. Yet there was still something missing. It was consuming my thoughts and not allowing me to completely enjoy the pleasure this lesbo was giving me, nor to reach the orgasm my body was dying to have, the concentration on my clit really driving me wild, but wild with frustration, not release.



Suddenly the word popped into my head. A word that enhanced even more the position of power I held over this older, cute, lesbian. Yes!! "You mean, 'Yes, Mistress Bree', don't you?!"
She looked up at me... startled... her tongue extended towards my clit... something awakened not only in me but in her as well... and she answered, her shy persona completely gone and replaced with an insatiably hungry lesbian, "Yes, Mistress Bree, that's exactly what I mean! I desperately want to get you off and taste your cum like a good pet."
This declaration of submission, added to the lustful look in her eyes and her eager obedience, was the fuel that flamed the fire in my loins and as she returned to pleasuring me, my building orgasm accelerated as I grabbed her head, pulled her deep into me, and came all over her face. She called me Mistress! That's so perfect!
She kept licking even as my body trembled with pleasure unlike any I'd ever experienced. I saw fireworks exploding as I finally understood just how great an orgasm could feel. I'd been fucked by teenage boys and even men, and pleasured myself with my fingers, a brush, a beer bottle, and the one vibrator I'd just gotten a couple weeks ago, but I had no idea what a real orgasm felt like until that moment.
Spent, I let go of her head.
After a long pause while we each caught our breath Rena asked, "Mistress, can I tell you something?"
My body was still pulsing with the aftermath of euphoria and I answered dreamily, "Yes, my pet," wanting to make sure she still understood the hierarchy of this sexual relationship.
"You have the most unique tasting pussy I've ever eaten," she revealed.
She'd mentioned that during our first encounter. I leaned up slightly to look at her. "Is that a good thing?"
"God, yes," she said, licking her lips to savour more of my sweetness.
"How so?" I asked, curious.
"Well, I've been with quite a few women since I accepted my sexuality. Each has her own taste, but each also has a similar taste to the others. But yours is an exotic mix I can't explain, but I've been craving it ever since I sampled it last time," she admitted, clearly confused herself by the uniqueness of it.
"So I have an exotic-tasting cunt?" I asked, the idea flattering.
"I wanted to taste you again to see if it was just a one-time thing, something like pineapple you may have eaten that day perhaps, or if you always tasted like this and well, so far so good," she smiled, her shyness completely gone. I realized I had my very first girl infatuated with me.
"That's very good to know," I smiled, unaware at the time she wasn't making this up. I indeed do have a very exotic, sweet, addicting pussy. My unique flavour is like nicotine for a pussy pleaser, one taste and you're addicted, and quitting is almost impossible. Oddly, it doesn't seem to work on men; my theory is that when it comes to pussy tasting, like everything else in life regarding women, men are oblivious.



2. STUCK UP CHEERLEADER BITCH (Laurie)
I had Rena drive me home, and on subsequent days I'd had her between my legs a couple more times before an opportunity presented itself to recruit Laurie as my next pet. It turns out that fate really is on my side. Although I didn't believe it at the time, I do now. With Rena, the store had remained empty for almost twenty minutes to give me time to complete my first seduction. Then this particular Saturday while I was at a frat party at a local college (I rarely went to high school parties), I noticed Princess Laurie at the keg, topping up what was clearly not her first mug of beer. I slyly took my phone out and began filming her. I ended up capturing a great deal of footage, including her kissing three different guys, disappearing into a bedroom with a fourth guy for twenty minutes, and finally catching her in all her glory as she knelt at the porcelain throne first to puke, and then to phone her boyfriend Ralph to come and get her. Finally having all I needed, I left the party to scheme. Little Miss Hurls-a-Lot was probably done for that weekend, so I waited until next week to start things rolling.
Being great with video editing, and having Homecoming in two weeks, I assembled a promo video for Laurie as homecoming queen mixed with clips from her weekend.
I phoned Laurie on Thursday, and asked, sounding giddy, "I have a really good idea for a new cheer. Could you come over to check it out?"
As I expected and hoped, bitch Laurie couldn't be bothered. "If you want me to review it, you'll have to come to my house. I really don't feel like going out."
Excellent! This fit my plans perfectly. Arriving at her house, I was greeted by her younger sister and teammate Kendra, who gave me her best fake smile and, "Hi Bree, Laurie's upstairs in her room."
"Thanks," I said, returning her a smile just as fake.
Arriving at Laurie's door, I knocked softly. "Yeah, come on in."
Once I was in her room, patience not being one of her virtues, she skipped any pleasantries and jumped straight to, "Well, let's see this great new routine of yours." It was obvious she figured she was doing me a favour, and she was already bored before I even started.
I pulled out a DVD of some cheer I'd pulled off the internet and half-heartedly went through the moves. After I finished, Laurie gave me her usual, very blunt, negative and condescending assessment. "I've seen it before, and you're not even doing it right. Is that all you came over for?"
"Actually, I do have something else. Look at this." I pulled out another DVD, the one of the custom homecoming promo I'd made of her. Of course, I'd made more than one copy. "I was bored, so I decided to make a promo video for your homecoming run next week."
"Who would run against me?" she asked, her pretentiousness only making me want to make her into my pet even more, so I could put her in her place.
"Likely no one," I shrugged, "but better safe than sorry."
"I suppose," she said, as the video started. The first twenty seconds were clips of cheerleading and of last year's prom, when in her junior year she had attended as a senior's date. I could tell she was enjoying it when it shifted to last weekend's party.
"What the hell is this?" She said, her tone sharp like vinegar.
"I don't know," I said, pretending surprise.
"Where did you get this? How dare you! You delete that shit right now!" she roared, pulling the DVD out of the machine and breaking it in half.
Remaining calm, I pointed out, "Not to worry, I made extra copies."
You bitch! What do you want? You think you'll take my place as captain? Ain't gonna happen!" She continued her rampage, thinking she could scare me like she did everyone else.
"First Laurie, your fear tactics won't work with me. Second, I know how you tick. Third, I actually want you to remain captain. I like a pretty floozy being in charge," I listed.
"What do you want, then?" she repeated, thinking she could talk her way out of this.
"Have you ever been with another girl?" I asked, throwing her a curveball.
"What?! No, I'm not a fucking dyke!" she ranted, missing the point completely.
"No worries, it's good to know you're not a lesbian. I'm not either," I replied.
"Well, good," she sighed dramatically.
After a pause, I laid out my plan, "So you'll eat me just fine."
"Have you lost your fucking mind?" she roared, going completely ballistic as I'd anticipated, which made this blackmail even more enjoyable.
"That's a matter of opinion," I shrugged.
"I told you I'm not a dyke," she continued.
"I know. That's why it'll be so much more fun when you have to eat my pussy," I answered, continuing to remain calm in the face of her histrionics.
"That will never happen, you fucking bitch," she continued, sticking to her stubborn ways.
"I don't know," I shrugged, "My little video says it will. Or would your parents like a viewing? How about your boyfriend Ralph? He might be very interested in how you got so wasted you need him to come and rescue you."
"You wouldn't dare," she glared at me, for the first time realizing she was in a bit of a predicament.
"Actually, it's not only true that I would, but you know I would. And I'm getting kind of tired of your cute little tantrum, so I'm gonna need you on your knees."
"Not a chance!" she retorted defiantly, arms crossed.
"When do your parents get home? I can wait," I returned calmly, checking my phone. "Shall I download a fresh copy for them to see?"
Angry but broken, Laurie hissed, "If I do this, you'll delete the video?"
"Maybe," I shrugged.
"I hate you," she shot back, throwing daggers at me with both her glare and her tone.
"I've never particularly liked you, you dumb bitch, but I'm sure I'll love your tongue," I countered, before repeating, "now get on your knees."
She pleaded one more time, now trying to bargain, "Please, Bree, we can work something out."
"Yep, and we're doing that right now," I smiled. "You'll be my personal pussy pleaser and I won't reveal your indiscretions. Win-win all around."
"You really are a bitch," she said.
"I can't disagree with your assessment," I smirked, "but it does take one to know one. Now for the last fucking time, get... down... on.... your... fucking... knees."
Reluctantly, her eyes still shooting daggers at me, she dropped to her knees in front of me.
I stood over her and quipped, just because I could, "You can pretend it's a beer tap if it makes you feel better. Though I'm sure you'll enjoy my taste more. I even went sans underwear today so you could dive right in. Now lick."
As she moved her tongue through my cunt lips, for the second time I felt that incredible rush. That thrilling, undeniable rush of having another girl submit to me, and once again it got me all revved up. She'd obviously never licked twat before, unlike Rena, yet I could still feel my orgasm building in only a couple of minutes.
After being rather tentative at first, she began licking with a little more intent, as if having gotten just a sampling of my pussy delicacy, she now realised she wanted the full meal deal.
"You're a natural little cunt licker," I moaned, pushing her further.
She didn't protest, but continued licking, completely entranced by my cunt.
Getting close, I ordered, "Getting there... now suck on my clit, you eager little slut."
She obeyed, again without protest, sucking on my clit as my juices washed over her face and as I screamed, possibly loud enough to alert her younger sister that something audience-worthy was happening, "I'm coming, you eager pussy slut." I held her head between my legs throughout my orgasm.
Once I was spent, I let go of her head. Looking ashamed, but strangely excited, her face dripping with my wetness, she stood up and said, "Are we good now?"
"Until I need you again, or until you crave my sweet nectar again," I countered.
"This was a one-time thing," she protested.
"Whatever gave you that idea, slut?" I asked, allowing my skirt to fall back down.
"I'm not a slut," she protested.
I could have pointed out the guys she'd made out with last weekend, the guy she spent twenty minutes with, and that none of them were her college boyfriend, but I focused entirely on what had just transpired. "Did you or did you not just eat my pussy until I came? All. Over. Your. Face."
"Yes," she muttered, "but you made me do it."
"I'd say that still qualifies you as a slut. Plus, I didn't make you lick so eagerly. It seems to me that once you started, you couldn't get enough of my sweet pie," I countered.
"Don't fool yourself," she retorted.
"No, don't you fool yourself," I shot right back. "It's obvious I've created a pussy pleaser."
"Fuck you," she snapped, again getting agitated.
"Maybe one day," I shrugged. "By the way, I now have a much more entertaining movie," I flaunted, waving my phone.
"Oh, please no," she responded, realizing I'd filmed her pussy munching.
"I won't if you're obedient," I replied, before adding, "Now you do understand this will happen again. Right?"
"Please, I'll do anything," she pleaded, knowing her reputation would be ruined if either of the videos went public.
She wasn't so pretentious now. "Of that, I have no doubt. For now, just know that you've become my very own slut, and I'll have your tongue whenever I want it," I dictated.
Getting ready to leave, I added, "One last thing: unless we're around other people, you will call me Mistress. I want you to acknowledge who's in charge now, Captain."
"Seriously?" she questioned, still thinking she could control this.
"Don't pretend you didn't love licking my twat," I said, "I can see through your pretentious façade. You loved it, and you're probably already looking forward to our next time."
"Yes, I'm a complete dyke now," she retorted sarcastically.
"Good slut. You learn fast and remember, I'm now your Mistress Bree. I'll be in touch," I finished, turning to leave her sitting on her bed, stunned, my cunt drippings streaking her face.
After my second conquest, every time I saw a girl I wondered what their upper lips would feel like on my lower ones. I wondered which girls could be dominated. I wondered which ones had already eaten cunt. I wasn't a lesbian, so I didn't want to return the favour, or even find out what a pussy tasted like, I just wanted to conquer some more girls. The rush of making Laurie into my pussy pleaser was the most erotic moment of my life, and I wanted to experience that rush again. I was like an adrenaline junkie, except that my rush came from turning straight girls.
I occasionally had Rena between my legs, and I kept Laurie busy knowing her place... on her knees between my thighs. But I soon craved more girls and eventually targeted Kimberly.

3. NERDY MINISTER'S DAUGHTER (Kimberly)
Kimberly was easily the smartest girl in our school, which made her a tempting challenge to see if I could make a nerd into a cunt muncher. Adding to the deliciousness of my next prey, she was a very shy girl, whose dad was the minister of a church. I didn't know her well; my best friend Katherine knew her better, since they attended the same church.
I thought she'd be attractive if she would trade in those lame fifties style glasses she wore for some contacts, pulled her hair out of that perpetual bun, and lost the frumpy clothes. She was too shy even to try, though. She mostly kept to herself, content just to continue acing tests. In many ways she reminded me of the Mandy Moore character in that movie 'A Walk to Remember'. I decided to bring her out of her shell and out of her clothes... kind of a charity task... while rewarding myself by adding to my small but growing stable of pets.
As soon as I'd decided on my target, I got that familiar feeling again, just from thinking about dominating this shy wallflower. Pretending I needed some help with French even though it was my best class, I convinced her to tutor me at her house. After half an hour or so of conjugating French verbs, I initiated my real work. Out of the blue I asked, "Have you ever had sex, Kimberly?"
Demurely, and so adorably, she answered, "No. Why would you ask that?"
"Have you ever thought about it? I mean, I think you're really pretty. I don't know why you hide behind those unflattering clothes and that librarian look," I continued, knowing that flattery gets you everywhere, especially when it's directed at someone who isn't used to receiving any.
"Really?" she asked, surprised by the shift in conversation and by the compliment.
"Of course, really; if you'd like, I could help you with a complete makeover. Get you a new hairdo, lose the glasses and get contacts or some sexier frames, even help you select some make-up and a whole new wardrobe," I continued. "Clothing make the woman," I finished, which was partly true... a push-up bra does wonders to enhance a woman's selling points.
"I don't know," she said tentatively.
"Trust me," I said, "I can change your whole image in a couple of days."
"My dad wouldn't approve," she said, her shy reserved side coming out.
"Then I suggest we don't tell him until we can surprise him with his beautiful new daughter," I shrugged. "So I assume you haven't been with a boy, either."
"Not at all," she answered, uncomfortable talking about this.
"Have you ever thought about it?" I continued, controlling the conversation.
"Yeah, sometimes, but I really try to concern myself with my studies," she answered. "My father says I can meet a good Christian boy when I go to Bible college."
"Is that what you want?" I asked, trying to pull her in as a friend, "A good Christian boy?"
"I don't know," she admitted. "I never really thought about it."
"You should start thinking about it; you're eighteen, you're an adult, you can make your own decisions," I said, trying to raise her self-confidence.
"I guess," she said, not at all convinced.
"Have you ever been with a girl?" I asked, setting her up for what I was planning.
"What? No, I'm not a lesbian. Not that I find anything wrong with that, I'm not prejudiced. It's just that if I haven't done anything with a boy, I certainly haven't with a girl."
"Would you, though?" I beguiled as I slowly, and on the sly, parted my thighs.
"I don't know," she said, a little frazzled by the turn of the conversation; it was already way out of her comfort zone. "Like I said, I haven't had sex or even any romance with anyone, and really haven't given it much thought."
"Do you find me attractive?" I asked.
"You're very pretty," she answered, as she fidgeted.
"Can I tell you a secret?" I asked.
"Sure," she nodded, easily drawn into my web.
"Being with another girl is the most intimate and sexy thing I've ever done," I shared, opening my legs a bit more, my cheerleading skirt barely hiding my cunt.
"You've been with a girl?" she gasped, startled by my confession.
"A couple of them. And today I hope to make it three," I said bluntly, now putting my intentions right out there.
She stammered, her cheeks going red, "B-B-Bree, this kind of conversation is making me a little uncomfortable."
I stood up and tugged down my skirt to reveal my shaved cunt, of course not wearing any underwear for the seduction, "Well, then, let's get more comfortable."
"Bree!" she gasped, staring at me, unable to take her eyes off my shaved cunt.
"I've had my eye on you for a while Kimberly, and I think you think about sex and girls more than you're telling me," I asserted, more encouragingly than accusingly, sitting back down bare-assed and opening my legs to showcase my pussy perfection.
She looked at me nervously, unable to speak, her eyes drifting up and down, pussy to eyes and back.
"I think you're quite curious about what it would be like to taste a girl," I continued, noticing her constant glances between my legs.
"Come to think of it, I think you're more than curious," I assessed confidently. I stood, up moved to her, undid the bun in her hair and shook it loose. "First, let's get you out of this grandma bun."
Since she was still speechless and frozen in place, I went for the jugular, and leaned down and kissed her. I hadn't kissed a girl before with intent. Oh sure, I'd made out with girls to tease the boys, but never as a step towards intimacy. I hadn't kissed Rena or Laurie at all yet, but as I was quickly learning, each seduction requires a different route to the final destination.
My tongue explored her mouth, doing all the work at first until she realised she liked it, found her nerve and responded. Our tongues twirled together, with each of us sucking hungrily on the other's.



Breaking the kiss, I concluded at that moment that the Mistress should always break the kiss: one of the details of making all the decisions. I looked into her eyes as she stared at me with a mixture of confusion and lust (a look I'd see again on a plethora of women I would later seduce... that adorable moment when I know they're mine, yet they're still processing the sudden turn of events and their unprocessed feelings).
I pushed her back gently on the bed and said, "I think you're ready to try." I mounted her body and knew that unlike the rough, dominant way I'd taken Laurie, this seduction needed a tender woman's touch (although I planned to make her a submissive slut just like the others by the time her transformation was complete).
I slowly brought my soaked box to her mouth. Drawing her in had made me very wet. I gently pulled against the back of her head and brought her into me. "Eat," was all I said.
And she did.
She started slowly at first. It was, after all, her first time doing anything to anybody. But as she progressed, her licks became more focused. Her tongue stroked up and down my pussy. She used her tongue like a small cock and slid it gently in and out of my hole, something neither of my first two pets had done. She sucked my clit like a vacuum. Like the overachiever she was in her academics and I presume in her religious studies, she was becoming the best pussy pleaser she could possibly be.
My moans increased as her eagerness had me ready to burst, and when she slid two fingers inside me as she took my clit between her lips and twirled her tongue around it, I lost control. My orgasm crashed over me in waves. When I stopped spasming, finally sated, I moved off her face. Her glasses, still on her nose, were smeared with my cum.
To my surprise, she spoke first. "Well, I guess I've had sex now."
"Did you enjoy it?" I asked, although the answer was obvious.
Her face was still a little red, but she answered forthrightly enough, "Truly? A lot more than I thought I would."
"You have a great, eager little tongue," I complimented.
"Thanks... I guess," she returned, the compliment a strange one, considering today started as French tutoring and culminated in a different kind of French.
"No, seriously. Your tongue was like a magic wand, and I think I'll be wanting you to do that a lot more," I said, setting her up for the actual shift from a spontaneous cunt licker to a sub servitude relationship.
"I'd like that," she said, "Your taste was well... heavenly."
"Coming from the daughter of a minister, that's a great compliment," I said with sincere gratitude. Looking around, I spotted her hairbrush. "And since you were such a good pussy pleaser, I think you deserve a reward."
"What do you mean?" she asked, confused.
"You should get yourself off," I revealed. "You do pleasure yourself?"
"Sometimes," she admitted, more embarrassed by that admission than by knowing she'd just eaten me out.
I got off the bed, grabbed the brush and tossed it to her. "Use this."
"Really?" she asked, looking at the brush.
"Sure," I nodded, "it's like a small cock"
"In front of you?!" she asked, again more nervous about this than about my straddling her face earlier.
"After what you just did, you need to ask that?" I questioned, pointing out the obvious.
"I guess," she said, still nervous, but she climbed off the bed and began fumbling with the waistband of her skirt. "Here, let me do that, my pet," I offered, standing up myself.
I unfastened her skirt and allowed it to drift to the floor, revealing that she was... no big surprise... wearing white cotton grannie panties. "We'll have to do something about your lingerie as well, my pet," I observed. "No, better yet, I want you to throw away all of your panties and go without any at all from now on. But we'll have to get you some sexy bras and quality thigh high stockings to go with the sexy outfits you'll begin wearing as soon as we can get you to the mall."
I leaned over and lowered her panties, allowing them to land on her skirt and reveal... again no surprise... a wild untamed jungle of pubic hair. I looked at it significantly, then up to her face. "You have a choice about that, my pet. Either you shave your pussy completely smooth by the next time I see you, or I'll take you to a salon for a bikini wax. The bikini wax does a better job and lasts longer, but it hurts like hell. Take your time and think about it, my pet. But for now..." I nodded at the hairbrush.
She took the hint and sat down on the bed. Taking the brush, she moved it to her pussy. She then proceeded to fuck herself with the handle. Closing her eyes and pursing her lips, she looked fucking hot. I considered going down on her. I was curious what she would taste like, what any girl would taste like, yet I refrained, knowing that to stay in control I couldn't give away any power or compromise my aloof aura of control. And besides, I didn't want to go anywhere near her jungle until we'd had a chance to take action.
When she came, I smiled wide as she moaned, "Oh Godddddddd." Adorably, she didn't swear at all, and as far as taking the Lord's Name in vain, who was to say that wasn't a thank you prayer?
Watching her get herself off, my pussy was ready for round two. I said, "Now you have your very own personal fuck toy."
"I guess," she said, the brush handle still lodged inside her.
"I need to go soon, but do you want one last taste before I leave?" I asked, curious what her reaction would be.
"God, yes," she answered, which again was so hot coming from a minister's daughter.
I again straddled her face and she again pleasured me to a second orgasm.
As I put my skirt back on, I said, "That was very good, my pet. I really enjoyed this hands-on version of French."
She gave me a confused look at the term 'my pet.'
I continued, "You do understand that now you're my pet."
"I have no idea; I don't even know what that means."
"It means that whenever I need my pussy licked, you'll be there to please me," I said.
"Oh," she said, surprised by the expectation.
Confident I had her hook, line and sinker, I added, "Unless you're not interested in that."
Quickly, she blurted out, "No, no, if that's what it means, then yes, I want to be your pet."
"Excellent," I nodded. "And in return for being such a good cunt licking pet, I'll help you transform your look."
"Okay," she nodded, still, I think, working on wrapping her head around the life-altering change that had just transpired.
"One final thing," I said, as I opened the door to leave.
"Yes?" she said, looking at me with anticipation.
"When we're alone like this my pet, you're to refer to me as Mistress Bree," I revealed.
"I understand, Mistress Bree; I think I'll like calling you that," she nodded, already a far more loyal, obedient pet than Laurie. Although I still planned to train that bitch to be an obedient and even willing pet, yet.
As I drove home, feeling the high of another successful conquest, I realized that every seduction would be different, and that prospect excited the hell out of me.



4. MY BESTIE (Katherine)
Katherine was my best friend. We'd been neighbours and friends for years. But in this new life I was exploring, I began looking at her in a different light. Yes, she was beautiful. Yes, she was my bestie. But there are leaders and there are followers. And Katherine was a follower. And I was about to lead her down a new path.
Plus, it was driving me nuts that I had nobody to tell about this new life I was living. No one to share my thrilling conquests with. I figured Katherine could be two things at once: my best friend who I could share everything with, and also my pet who could participate and share in all my seductions.
She never knew what hit her. Do I feel guilty about doing my best friend that way? Hell no! What I felt was wonderful, because of the way her tongue pleased me. It was a tossup between Katherine wanting to please her best friend, and Kimberly being the overachiever, as to who ate my pussy the best.
One afternoon we were studying, supposedly, but mainly just shooting the breeze. "How much do you love me?" I asked out of the blue.
"You're my lifelong best friend," she answered, "I love you unconditionally."
"Those sound like wedding vows," I joked.
"And friendship is forever," she shrugged.
"So you're my old ball and chain," I joked, enjoying how she was unknowingly setting herself up.
She laughed, "Well, sometimes you can be a nag."
"Hey," I said, throwing a pillow at her. "Yeah, but how far would you go to prove your love for me?" I asked, after a brief pause.
"I'd do anything for you," she pledged, and meant it because of how loyal a friend she was.
"Good. Because I really need you to do something for me, something crazy," I said, as I sat on the edge of the bed and raised my cheerleading skirt to show I was sans panties.
"What are you thinking?" she asked, surprised.
"I told you: I need a favour. I'm incredibly horny and I really need you to get me off."
"Bree, have you lost your mind? I'm not a lesbo, plus I'm your best friend," she pointed out.
"I know, and you just said you'd do anything for me. I really need you to do this," I continued.
"Seriously?" she asked.
"Yes, plus we've already made out a few times," I pointed out.
"That was just to tease the guys," she countered.
"Well, this time it will be to please your best friend," I countered back, before adding, "just imagine you're kissing my lips, just a different set of lips."
"Well," she said, clearly torn between the outrageousness of the task and the promise she'd made just seconds earlier.
"Pleaasssse," I whined, "I'm sooo horny."
"Well, I guess if you don't tell anyone, it'll be all right," she said with reluctant agreement.
"Come here," I ordered.
She approached me and reached her fingers toward my cunt.
"No, with your mouth," I corrected.
She looked shocked initially, but then knelt in front of me. She looked up at me as if giving me one more chance to tell her I was just kidding... before she leaned forward and began licking.
The euphoria of obtaining my first pet Rena was divine, turning that bitch Laurie was satisfying justice, turning sweet Kimberly was a thrill, but this was the ultimate moment to date in my quest to create my own girl harem, and Katherine's tongue was exquisite.
After a tentative start, similar to Laurie and Kimberly's, she really got into it. It felt like she truly wanted to demonstrate how much she cared about her best friend. Her tongue was everywhere. While Kimberly was the perfectionist, Katherine wanted to be the most perfect bestie ever. Her tongue even fluttered over my asshole, an unexpected but very pleasant experience, which triggered a whole new idea for the future.
Unlike my previous conquests, I didn't talk at all throughout this experience, instead just enjoyed the beautiful moment I'd created.
When the inevitable explosion of pleasure finally erupted, I gripped her head to ride her face hard, gritting my teeth to keep from screaming and alerting my fifteen-year-old sister to what was transpiring.
When I let go of her head, she said. "I don't know why I did that. I'm not a dyke. I've never even thought about another girl. But when you told me to lick you, I just couldn't help myself, especially after I got started," she said.
I looked at her and smiled, "Well, I hate to correct you, but you're a dyke now. You're my dyke only, but still a dyke."
She looked at me, startled.
I continued, "However, dyke isn't a very flattering term, because when I think of that word I think of butch, aggressive women, but you? You're beautiful."
Her face blushed, looking so adorably cute with her face blushing red and coated in my juices.
I finished, "As a matter of fact, I'm wrong. You're not really a dyke at all, you're my pet."
"Your pet?" she repeated, shocked by the term.
"Yes, pets are loyal and obedient, and they're always eager to please," I explained.
"I sound like a faithful dog," she said, slightly annoyed by my analogy so far.
"And pets get rewarded," I said, standing up and going to my closet to grab a toy I'd purchased just the day before for the completion of this conquest.
She didn't speak, overwhelmed by the cascading events.
"Get on the bed and get undressed," I ordered, as I turned around, the new strap-on cock in my hand.
She gasped, "You're not serious?"
"Did eating me out get you horny?" I asked, confident of the answer.
"A little," she shrugged.
"I'm guessing it's more than a little: I bet you've soaked those panties of yours," I told her, as I began putting on the strap-on, excited to try fucking someone with it. I ordered, knowing I needed to take control, Katherine always a follower and not one to make decisions, "Now get undressed and get on the bed, my pet."
Seeing the plastic cock protruding from my groin and always one to obey my orders... she was a born submissive and a natural to add to my collection... she stood up, got out of her jeans and panties and began to get on the bed.
"T-shirt and bra, too," I ordered, wanting her to submit to me completely, to be totally vulnerable and willing.
She again obeyed, her eyes showing a mixture of lust and confusion.
Once she was lying on the bed I ordered, "On all fours," as I saw that position as one of power for me.
She changed positions and I moved behind her. I rubbed the plastic cock up and down her pussy lips and she moaned. I whispered, "I think you're a bit wet down there... actually a lot wet. Did you like eating my cunt?"
"It was different."
Knowing she did enjoy it, I said, my cock teasing her pussy lips, "Be honest, my pet, did you enjoy eating my cunt?"
"Yes, damn it," she snapped, frustrated both at my teasing and at how much she'd enjoyed serving me.
"I knew you would," I said, as I slowly filled her cunt with my six-inch plastic toy.
"Hooooow did you knoooow?" she moaned as I filled her cunt.
"I know everything about you, Katherine. You love to please people, you hate confrontation, and you're submissive by nature," I explained, my cock buried all the way inside her, but not moving.
"That's not very flattering," she complained.
"None of that was meant as an insult. You're an amazingly kind-hearted person who loves to please people," I explained, "which means that you're a natural to serve as a submissive pet."
"Again, I'm not flattered," she objected.
"Katherine, I seduced you because I want to share all my conquests with you. I want you to accompany me in every step of my journey of sexual discovery," I continued, wanting her to understand she was far more than a pet to me.
"There are others?"
"Oh my, yes," I teased, wanting to let reality marinate in her head for a moment before adding, "and I want you to be both my pet when I need you to be, but also my number two in sharing all my conquests," I promised, as I began fucking her.
"Oh God," she moaned. I didn't make love to her like I knew I'd often do in the future, this time I fucked her hard.
"I want you to be by my side and between my thighs," I quipped, thinking that was pretty witty as my body slammed into hers.
"Yessss," she moaned as I grasped her hips and fucked her hard. After a few deep thrusts, my body audibly slamming into her, my best friend finally got animated, crying out, "Yes, Bree, fuck your peeeeetttt""
As I'd anticipated, she quickly fell into her role as submissive. Hearing her moan, and hearing her beg, created a new and amazing feeling of adrenaline coursing through me as I began to understand the power of a cock. I corrected, "You mean Mistress Bree, don't you, my pet?"
She didn't hesitate, obedience part of her DNA, "Yes Mistress Bree, fuck your pet harrrrrrd."
I continued slamming into her, wanting to hear her explode, but worried about my sister hearing us, "Now come for me, my pet. But remember, my sister is downstairs."
"Okayyy," she moaned, the irregularity in her breathing telegraphing she was close.
I didn't realize how exhausting fucking someone was, my sweat was stinging my eyes (ask me how I suffered if you dare, you wuss), as I continued pounding her twat as hard as I could, loving the feeling of our bodies colliding.
Finally she stiffened, gasped, and we collapsed forward, the sexiest, almost non-vocal orgasm ever. My cock still half inside her, I watched her tremble.
Finally I pulled out, as Katherine rolled onto her back, still trying to recover from her orgasm.
"So do you want to be my loyal assistant?" I asked, removing the cock.
"You want me to be your Tonto?" she quipped.
"Well, you're a lot cuter than Tonto ever was, but sure," I smiled.
"I can't believe we just did that," she said, finally almost breathing normally.
"I can't believe we waited this long," I countered.
"Touché," she laughed.
"You understand I was serious though, you're my pet slut, although my favourite one. After all, we still are best friends," I added, wanting to make my expectations clear.
"I don't care. I'll be whatever you want! That was amazing, and like I said, I'll do anything for you. If you need help with anyone else, I'll do whatever it takes to assist you," she replied, clearly ready and willing to start this crazy new journey.
"We're going to have a fun senior year," I quipped.
"So you already have some other pets?" she asked.
"Are you curious who they are?" I asked, joining her on my bed.
"Of course," she smiled, turning on her side to look at me.
"You know two of my three," I revealed, still not revealing names.
"Tell me," she demanded, "I'm your best friend and I can't believe you've been keeping this secret from me."
"What secret?" I asked, acting all innocent.
"That you're a straight girl turner," she countered.
I hadn't thought about it that way, although three of my four pets so far were indeed straight before I tugged them in with my magnetic pull. "Hmmmm, I like that, although my first pet was already a pussy pleaser."
I retold the story of my accidental start towards domming women before repeating, "The other two you already know."
"Please tell me one of them is that bitch Carol," Katherine said.
"Hmmm, no, but what a delicious thought," I mused. Carol was our school president and the daughter of the mayor and easily the second biggest bitch in our school, after my already turned Laurie.
"Well, if we're drawing up a list of potential pet pussy pleasers," she smiled, "I'd definitely put her on my 'to Domme list'."
"'To Domme list', I love that," I smiled.
"So who are the other two?" she asked.
I sat up and straddled her face, saying, "I'll give you the names, but you'll have to work for them."
"Mmmmmm," she smiled, "I am a little bit famished."
She brought me to a second orgasm before I revealed the other two, which both shocked and excited her. "You've been really busy," she praised.
"I'm a busy beaver," I bragged.
"Busy at getting beaver," she joked.
"That I am," I smiled, my head spinning with all the fun we were going to have this senior year.
Over the next month I didn't add any new pets, although Katherine got eaten out by Rena, my training of Laurie continued with a strap-on fucking, and I allowed Katherine to take charge of her own pet, Kimberly. The two of them pleasured me together one night, which was absolutely amazing.
It was after this period of training and consolidation that my hunger for new blood took control, and I set my sites on Katherine's suggestion. I went after Carol Rowe.



5. SCHOOLING THE SCHOOL PRESIDENT (Carol)



Carol Rowe was our class president and the daughter of our mayor, a girl so fake she pretended to like everyone to their faces but was nasty as hell behind their backs. Although she had most of the teachers snowed, many of her classmates saw through that façade of niceness. And if even Katherine didn't like her, that said a lot since she, unlike me, genuinely liked everyone.
I had first seduced, then blackmailed and finally gently persuaded my first four pets. This time I planned on using a mixture of all those approaches to get to Carol. The good news was that Carol was all about image, and she perceived any threat to her pristine persona as a serious threat indeed. In many ways she was well on her way to becoming a politician, and I don't mean that kindly.
Carol was ensconced in her small office, an office she'd requested to be made available for her when she won the class presidency (no one had run against her), when I began my seduction. I walked in one day and asked, "What are you planning for the Christmas dance?"
"I don't know, our next meeting is tomorrow," she answered, startled by my presence and obviously not interested in hearing any ideas if they came from me.
"The girls and I were thinking of a formal dance," I suggested, although the idea was strictly mine.
"That's a great idea," she said unenthusiastically. It was obvious she was entertaining my idea, but not seriously. "That's not something we've done before."
The idea of making her submit in her own office became very appealing. I studied her as she sat self-importantly behind her desk.
I said, pretending to be fooled and to mean it, "Awesome, I hoped you'd like it." After a pause, I asked, "Can I ask you a personal question?"
She looked at me curiously, but she answered like any politician would. "Depends on the question."
"How do you do it?"
"Do what?"
"Get straight A's, serve as class president and also do all the charity stuff you do," I listed, although I'd learned from my pet Kimberly that a lot of her major class assignments were done by the nerd herd (Kimberly and a few others who did it for her because she paid them... rather generously).
"Dedication," she shrugged.
"I'm dedicated too," I countered, although my dedication was to cheerleading and domming girls, "but I'm in awe of how you keep it together. I mean how do you even fit in a boyfriend?"
"Boys are too much work," she tossed off flippantly.
"Oh, so you're a lesbian," I concluded unfairly, "that makes a lot of sense, actually."
"I am most certainly not a lesbian," she corrected, appalled by my logical leap. "I'm just not ready to take time out of my life to date anyone."
"Oh my God, you poor thing," I commiserated, before adding, trying to open a door, "if I didn't have an orgasm every day or two, I'd shrivel up and die."
She smiled, ever so slyly, "I didn't say I don't orgasm."
"Oh? Does our class president have a naughty side?" I asked, raising my eyebrow, trying to force her hand, "because you're seen by our classmates as kind of a prude."
"I don't care what most of my classmates think," she shrugged. "I'm here to graduate, assemble a great resumé and attend college on a full ride."
"But I thought you were class president because you want to make our school a better place," I continued, the set-up working well, as my pocketed phone recorded the whole conversation.
"Just like you really care who wins the football and basketball games?" she countered. "You cheer just so the boys will want to sleep with you and the girls will want to be you."
"Touché," I agreed, all true, although I did want my teams to win, I had school spirit. "So you don't really care about our school?" I asked, already having some good blackmail evidence, but wanting more.
"I do, but only in the sense that it pads my resumé," she shrugged. "You see? You and I aren't much different."
"Oh," I smiled, "but we're very different. Thanks for the chat, and please let me know how my dance suggestion goes."
As I'd anticipated, according to Kimberly who's on the SRC, she explained (after eating me out of course), that Carol had brought up the idea of a formal winter dance, and of course had taken full credit for it.
A couple days later I returned to her office after school, closed her door behind me and said, "I'm very disappointed in you, Carol."
"Excuse me?" she asked, looking up from her laptop.
"You took credit for my idea," I accused.
"Does it really matter whose idea it was?"
"In the larger scope of things," I answered, "not really. But this is another example where you've proven that you're not a good leader for our class."
"So says the cheerleader," she replied sarcastically.
I walked to her desk and closed her laptop.
"What are you doing?" she asked, pissed off.
"It's time you learned who really runs the school," I answered, moving her laptop aside, pushing her chair back and sitting on top of her desk directly in front of her.
"You think it's you?" she taunted me, amused.
"No I don't," I answered, before adding a couple seconds later, "I know it's me."
"Get out of my office," she ordered.
Ignoring her, I continued, "You think you have everyone snowed, but I've always known you were a manipulative bitch. You know why?"
"Do tell. Why?" she asked all dramatically, rolling her eyes.
"Because I'm another manipulative bitch," I shrugged, as I lifted my ass up and hiked up my short cheerleading skirt to reveal my cunt.
"What the heck are you doing?" she asked, shocked.
"Well, we're in here alone, and you could probably use a snack," I shrugged. "Plus, it's time you understood the true hierarchy of this school."
"I'm not a dyke," she said, before standing up and adding, smug just like Laurie had been, "and I run not only the school, but the teachers as well."
"Sit down, bitch," I demanded.
"Fuck you," she shot back, the first time I'd ever heard her swear.
I revealed my ace up my sleeve, "Have you heard that leaving the scene of a hit and run is illegal?"
"W-w-what?" she stammered, her face going white as a sheet.
Everybody slips up. Yes, even I do. It's just that in my case, ever since I started this new life, I was very much on guard against slipping up. Also, being the daughter of the executive administrator for the governor has its perks. Mom came home one day telling me how the mayor's daughter had fled the scene of a hit and run accident, but she'd been caught because of a surveillance camera at a stoplight. The mayor had donated $100,000 to the Governor for her upcoming election run so she'd help keep it out of the papers and make sure his daughter didn't have a criminal record. "How much did it cost your father to keep that a secret?"
"Please, I can give you money," she said, that having worked before.
"I don't want your money, I want your face buried between my legs licking my twat," I said, loving to talk dirty to prudes like her. I then added, "I imagine you've sucked some cock to get where you are, so just think of this as doing whatever it takes to remain in power."
"We can work something out," she said, again just like Laurie, trying desperately to find an angle to escape this situation.
"Oh we're already doing just that," I smiled, opening my legs further, as I snapped my fingers and pointed to the chair. "You will remain President, you will continue to snow the other students and the teachers, and you will be my personal pussy pleaser whenever I need one."
"I'm not a lesbian," she protested, but she did sit down.
"I'm not either, but I do really enjoy watching pretentious girls eat my cunt," I replied, again snapping my fingers, and this time pointing to my cunt.
"But..." she began, but I cut her off.
"Look Carol, I don't have all day. Consider this a business deal. You eat my cunt and I keep your secret," I explained in a very businesslike fashion.
"Fuck," she sighed, easily the most dramatic sigh I'd ever heard, and I'm a cheerleader and used to dramatics.
"Get eating," I ordered, "I really don't have all day."
She reluctantly rolled her chair back in, and tentatively moved her face towards my pussy.
I joked, "Don't worry, I don't bite."
After another brief hesitation, she began licking.
"Good girl," I moaned, as she got started.
I'm sure she wanted to say something witty, but she refrained as she ate away. Like the others who'd snacked on my delicacy, once she got a taste, the licking soon shifted from slow and tentative to fast and eager.
Looking at this bitch between my legs, the usual first-time rush went up my spine. Sure, she was the worst cunt muncher so far, and sure, the orgasm wasn't even close to my best, but I still came all over her face after a few minutes. I filmed the entire scene with my phone to add to the sway I planned to have over her.
Once I was done coming, I looked down at her and said, "You're going to need a lot of practice."
Her face drenched and her eyes betraying her, even as she tried to appear strong, "I'm not doing that ever again."
I laughed, "First, it was obvious you fucking loved eating me out and second, I bet your cunt is soaked."
"Trust me, it's not," she denied, rolling her chair away.
"Show me," I said, calling her bluff.
"I'm not showing you."
"Tell you what," I began, confident I was right. "If your cunt is dry, I'll never bother you again, and I swear your secret will go to the grave with me. But if your cunt is wet, and we both know your panties are sopping right now just like your face, you'll be my pet submissive and I'll be your Mistress."
"Leave," she said, ignoring the deal.
"Avoiding my generous offer?" I smirked. "You really are a politician."
I stood up, went to the door, faced back and warned, "I expect you to be on your knees under your desk tomorrow immediately after school, or else."
Before she could respond, I left.
As expected, the next afternoon she was waiting for me under her desk to begin her training as a pussy pleaser.
Christmas came and so did I and often, serviced by my various pussy pleasers, and it wasn't until we came back from Christmas break that I decided to add another adult to my growing stable of pets. It just seemed natural that my next conquest should be a teacher, and although there were a few to choose from, the hottest was Ms. Martens, a first-year teacher that all the boys drooled over.
6. TAMING THE TEACHER (Ms. Martens)
Since Ms. Martens was a dedicated first-year-out-of-college English teacher who still thought she could make a difference, I knew she always went home late.
When I walked into her classroom after cheerleading practice, as expected, I found her sitting at her desk grading papers.
"Go home, Ms. Martens, you need a social life."
She looked up and laughed, "I could say the same thing to you, Bree. It's almost six o'clock."
"Oh trust me, I have a very active social life," I countered.
"What can I do for you?" she asked, since she didn't have a response to my sexual implications.
I closed her classroom door, happy that her desk was now hidden from any passersby's view, and informed her, "Actually, I hear you have a pretty active social life too."
"Excuse me?" she questioned.
"According to the boys, you often give them some extra motivation after school," I lied, never having heard any such thing. In fact she seemed completely oblivious to all the drooling and hard-ons she caused for the majority of her male students. She was outstandingly pretty.
"That's outrageous," she said.
"I was just thinking that it's so unfair that only the boys get the extra motivation," I said, sauntering over to her. "I mean, I was pretty sure you were a lesbian." This part was actually true, although I wasn't sure why... just a hunch... an inner instinct.
Her face went red at the accusation. Aha! She was a lesbian.
"I knew it," I smiled, reaching her desk. "So I imagine you haven't had any dinner yet."
"I was just leaving," she said, getting restless and uncomfortable, but too late.
"It's okay, Ms. Martens, I brought dinner," I countered seductively, now standing directly next to her, my cunt directly in front of her face if she turned sideways, my flip-up-able cheerleading skirt the only barrier concealing my addictive taste of heaven.
She stammered, not moving, "I-I-I'm your teacher."
"And now you're my teacher pet," I countered.
"I could get fired for that," she said, not really putting up much of a fight, just delaying the inevitable.
I lifted up my skirt, revealing my perfect pussy, and offered, ever so gently, "Go ahead, Ms. Martens, I can see the hunger in your eyes."
To her credit, she didn't lean forward and submit immediately like the others had, but she also didn't look away. She said weakly, "I can't do this."
"But you want to?" I asked.
"Please go, go now." she said desperately, her voice cracking.
Deciding to play hard to get, wanting her to submit to me of her own free will, wanting to heighten the anticipation for us both, I devised a new type of seduction and submission, so I said, "Okay, but when you change your mind, I won't give you this sweet pie so easily." I dropped my skirt and began to walk out, but stopping at the door, I turned and said, "Have a great night, Ms. Martens."
Over the next week, I constantly teased her:
On Monday, I flashed my cunt from the front row while she taught, going sans underwear that day.
On Tuesday, I came in at lunch right after I'd had Carol eat me in her office, handed in my poetry assignment, touched my moist finger to her lips and asked, the scent and taste of my cum lingering even as I removed my finger, "How about a sample taste?" Before she could respond, I again left, hoping I was leaving her wanting more.
On Wednesday morning I'd masturbated, something I seldom did now that I had a few pets to get me off. I'd then wiped my cunt clean with one of my thongs and left it in her purse. Later I whispered to her at the end of class, "Submission is inevitable."
On Thursday, I had Kimberly hand her a small gift before school started: ben wa balls, with a note that I expected them to be inside her all day. After school I returned to her classroom and asked bluntly, "Did you obey, my teacher pet?"
"Bree, this is getting out of hand," she replied, avoiding the question.
"It was a yes or no question," I countered, indicating that I was annoyed.
"You told another student I was your pet?" she asked, mortified.
"No, my pet obeyed her simple instructions," I explained. "She has no idea why she gave them to you, but it's likely she assumes that I've chosen you as my next pet."
"How many pets do you have?" she asked, seeming more in awe of my prowess than mortified by my focus on her.
"You're about to be number six," I answered, as I walked up to her.
Her face went beet red. It was obvious by her expression she was battling with conflicting urges: the moral 'I'm a teacher and I need to be the adult in this situation' vs the immoral 'I'm a submissive lesbian and I'm dying to submit'.
"You still haven't answered my very simple yes or no question," I pointed out.
She went to her desk, pulled open the drawer, removed the ben wa balls and handed them to me. "I can't," she whispered, not able to look me in the eye.
I smiled as I accepted them. "Ms. Martens, may I ask you one question?"
"I guess," she answered, struggling with the temptation lingering before her.
"Is your cunt wet right now?" I asked bluntly.
"Bree!" she gasped, shocked by the question, even though the answer was obvious from the redness in her cheeks and the yearning look in her eyes.
"I'll take it, by the undeniable lust in your eyes, that that your sweet pussy is dripping wet for me," I continued, sensing that her fragile moral resistance was brittle.
"Bree, I need you to leave," she said, still not looking me in the eye.
"Look me in the eyes Ms. Martens, and tell me that twat of yours isn't sticking to your panties because they're so wet," I ordered, continuing my aggressive assault on the beautiful teacher.
She looked me in the eyes and said, her tone firm all of a sudden, "Leave now, Bree."
I smiled, not letting this brief defiance act as a deterrent, and shrugged, "Your loss, Ms. Martens." I turned and walked away again, stopping at the door. "By the way, I always get what I want. And what I want this time is my own pet teacher."
I again left and for the first time I wasn't sure I really was going to get what I wanted.
At school on Friday, I didn't do anything at all except to try and play mind games with her. That said, I could tell she was flustered and my confidence, which had briefly weakened, returned full force. I'd resolved to go for broke, but not at school.
Instead, I would leave the ball in her hands while setting her up for the opportunity to cross the line I believed she was willing to cross. After school, I walked in and told her, "Ms. Martens, I'll be at your house at precisely eight o'clock tonight. I expect to find your front door unlocked, you on your knees in your living room, and dressed in the sexiest lingerie you own."
"Bree," she said, her cheeks going ruby red. "I just can't."
"I know you want this, and you know you want this," I said. "I'm giving you one more chance to submit as my pet teacher, this time in the safety of your home. If you really don't want to submit to me and taste my perfection, then lock your door." I moved to her ear, my hot breath encroaching inside it, "But we both know that deep down you not only want this... you need it... you crave it."
Her breathing was getting heavy as I gently bit her earlobe to tug on her ear and said, "See you at eight," before I walked out, and I believed, leaving her a horny mess.
I waited outside a moment before returning and adding, noticing she still hadn't moved, "Ms. Martens, note that this is your final opportunity. If you don't obey me, then I'll know you aren't interested and I'll leave you alone; but we both know you'll obey."
I again left, pretty confident I was right, yet still a lingering doubt remained.
At eight, I pulled up in front of her house and approached to her front door. This was the moment of truth.
Am I right?
Am I as irresistible as I thought I was?
I took a breath, feeling a slight anxiety at the possibly of being rejected, the rush of seduction being such an addictive source of adrenalin that I wasn't sure what I'd do if I was wrong.
I placed my hand on the door knob and turned. A chill went up my spine and a rush of wetness dampened my pussy as the door opened easily.
I walked in, feeling exhilarated with power as I was greeted by my beautiful, sexy teacher on her knees as instructed. In a red lace bra, matching thong, garter-belt and beige stockings, she looked radiant.
I greeted her as I closed the door, "My pet deserves a reward for obeying her instructions."
I walked over to her, lifted up my skirt and offered her my pussy.
Without a word, only silent obedience, she leaned forward and licked my pussy, the invisible line of propriety finally crossed.
Every seduction is unique, every seduction is a rush, but this one was a new high, since I'd overcome a formidable resistance and a noticeable potential of rejection to add her to my growing collection of pets... plus she was a teacher, which only added to the taboo of it all.
I moaned, "That's it, my teacher pet."
It was obvious as her tongue explored my cunt that she was a very experienced pussy pleaser.
"Is my pet teacher a lesbian?" I asked, after a couple minutes of pleasure, although the affirmative answer had been practically shouted at me in her classroom when I first broached the topic.



When she didn't answer, I stepped back slightly and repeated the question, "is my pet teacher a lesbian?"
"N-n-no," she stammered, "but I'm bi."
"You eat cunt and suck cock?" I asked bluntly, a bit surprised she was bi.
"Yes," she admitted, her cheeks as red as the fiery flames of hell.
"Which do you prefer?" I asked, leaving my sweetness lingering just out of my new pet's reach.
"I like them both," she admitted.
"So if a juicy cock were here next to my cunt, which would you choose?" I asked, my finger parting my wet pussy lips mere inches from her face.
"Now that I've tasted it, yours."
"My what?" I questioned, wanting to hear her swear.
"Your vagina," she answered, staring at my cunt.
"My what?" I scoffed, as I slid a finger inside my cunt, "use big girl words."
"Your cunt, I'd like to eat your cunt some more," she admitted, desperation in her tone.
"Beg, my teacher pet," I ordered, slowly fingering myself.
Her hungry eyes never left my cunt as she begged, her desperation increasing, "Please Bree, let your pet teacher bury herself in that sweet cunt of yours."
"It's Mistress Bree when we're alone," I added to my expectations.
Without any hesitation, her desire to taste me overriding any resistance, "Yes, Mistress Bree," she nodded, still staring at my cunt.
"Such a good teacher pet," I purred, as I moved my cunt back within reach.
She eagerly buried her pretty face in my cunt and licked hungrily like a woman lost in the desert finally finding water. Maybe it was her amazing tongue, maybe it was because she was easily the most beautiful grown woman I'd ever seen in person, maybe it was that she was one of my teachers, or maybe I was just fucking horny, but after only a couple of minutes of her magical tongue I was nearing orgasm.
I moaned, as I grasped her head and held her deep into me, "I'm comiiiiing," I moaned a moment later as I coated her beautiful face with my cunt juice.
She eagerly licked my juices like it was lifesaving water, as my body trembled.
Once my orgasm had finished its glorious journey through me, I let go of her head, looked down and complimented, "You look incredibly sexy with cunt cum all over your face."
"Thank you, Mistress," she answered, still slightly embarrassed and yet already accepting her new submissive position.
"Are you wet?" I asked.
"Soaked, Mistress," she admitted.
"What toys do you have?" I queried, curious to know if her innocent exterior was hiding a slutty interior.
She blushed again, "I have a few, Mistress."
"Show me," I ordered.
She began to stand up, but I stopped her, "No. Pets crawl."
She returned to her knees and then to all fours and began crawling toward a hallway. It was easily the hottest thing I'd ever witnessed: this beautiful teacher in her hot red lingerie crawling like a dog, her amazing ass in perfect view.
Reaching her bedroom, she crawled to her bed and pulled out a long container (one made to hold wrapping paper) and opened it.
I gasped at the large assortment of toys she had. I commented, "That's quite the collection," as I bent down and asked, pulling out a long plastic dildo-looking thing with two ends, "What's this?"
"A double-ended dildo," she answered.
"How does it work?" I asked, realizing I was a sex toy novice, so far only owning a vibrator and a strap-on.
"It goes in both of our cunts and we get each other off, Mistress," she explained, the light bulb finally going on.
"Delicious," I purred. "And this is a unique strap-on," I pointed out, grabbing one that had two cocks pointing in the same direction.
"It's for double penetration, Mistress," my teacher pet explained.
My eyes went wide. "Does my teacher pet take it in the ass?" I asked, this idea one that hadn't occurred to me until that moment.
"Yes, Mistress, getting double penetrated is the way I come the hardest," the hot-enough-to-be-a-model teacher admitted.
"And these are butt plugs, I assume," I asked, as I pointed to three similarly styled black plastic pointy things.
"Yes, Mistress," she nodded.
"And what's this?" I asked, grabbing a long purple cock with a suction cup at the end.
"A wall suction cock," she revealed. As I looked at her slightly confused, she explained, "You can attach it to a wall or a headboard and then fuck yourself with it."
"Show me," I smiled, thinking tonight was going to be a long, fun night.
She took the purple wall cock, held it in her mouth like a bone, and crawled to an open spot on her wall. She put the suction cup on the wall so low it was almost floor level, tugged her thong down and backed herself onto the cock. I supposed this could also be done while standing, but she was being a good pet and remained on her knees.
The surreal submission continued to be the ultimate turn on from her crawling with a cock in her mouth, to her beginning to fuck herself, to her complete obedience, to her soft moans and facial expressions as she fucked herself while her face was still shiny with my cunt cum.
As she fucked herself, biting her lip, with her eyes closed, I got undressed, attached the double cock strap-on to myself, the idea of ass fucking her yet another new thrill.
When I was ready, hearing her moans increasing, I asked, "Does my pet teacher want to get DP'd?"
"God, yes," she moaned as she bounced solidly against the wall, taking the entire plastic cock in her cunt.
"Crawl onto the bed," I ordered, again enjoying watching her be a real teacher pet.
She obeyed and was soon on all fours, her two inviting holes poised expectantly for me. She asked, "Please use the lube in the box, Mistress."
I hadn't thought about that, being an anal virgin both giving and receiving, so I found the anal lube. I poured some on the top cock and some more down her ass crack, my own cunt wet at the anticipation of fucking her ass.
I positioned my double cock at her two inviting holes and asked again, "Does my teacher pet want to get DP'd by her student?"
"Yesss, Mistress, please fuck both my holes," she eagerly agreed, horny as hell.
I slowly pushed forward and listened to her whimpering as the toy disappeared inside her. Watching the cock slide in her ass was incredibly hot, and I knew that all my pets would soon get some ass fucking training.
Once my temporary sex organs were all the way inside her, I began slowly fucking both her holes. At first her moans were soft as she got used to having a cock in her ass, but as I continued slowly fucking her, her moans began to increase and my reserved, beautiful teacher began to get animated. "Harder, Mistress, please slam both those cocks deep in your slut."
Hearing her call herself a slut enhanced once again my enjoyment at her complete submission as I obliged her request, shifting from slow fucking to hard, our bodies slamming into each other, fucking.
"Oh fuuuuck," she screamed, the instant I slammed into her hard.
As I held onto her hips, fucking her as hard as I could, feeling how exhilarating it was to be in the position of a man, I demanded, "Tell me exactly what you want, my slut."
"To be fucked like the slutty teacher I am. Pound both my holes until I come like a cheap whore," she answered, as her wicked tongue and heavy breathing told me she was close.
I kept fucking her hard, and after a couple more minutes of intense, hard-core pounding, she babbled as her orgasm hit her, "Oh God, fuck, shit, so good, oh God, yes, yes, harder, Mistress, yes, yes, oh fucking shit, yessssssssss!!!"
She collapsed forward as her orgasm hit her. I leaned forward and continued my assault on her two holes even as she screamed with euphoria.
"Shit, shit, shit," she babbled, as her left hand slammed down on her bed.
I slowed down, getting a leg cramp, and eventually pulled out. My cunt burning, I decided I wanted to try this double dildo thing. I got off the bed, got out of the strap-on and grabbed the long dildo.
Ms. Martens was now lying on her back, pussy juice still leaking out of her cunt, when I returned to the bed.
I asked, "Ready for more?"
"You really are insatiable," she smiled.
"That's a very nice way of putting it," I smiled back, joining her on the bed.
She took the dildo and instructed, "Lie down."
"Are you trying to play Mistress?"
"No, Mistress," she said, shaking her head, "your pet is just trying to help you learn the best way of using this toy."
"Okay, fair enough," I nodded, lying down. She crawled between my legs with the plastic snake and began rubbing it up and down my very wet pussy lips.
"Don't tease me, slut, just shove it inside me," I demanded, by now incredibly horny. So far this had been all about her. By my own choice, of course.
She slid the wide long plastic snake into my wanton cunt deeper than any cock had ever penetrated inside me. I felt so full, and I watched as she then moved close to me and began feeding the other end into her own cunt. As she slithered closer to me, the plastic snake disappeared inside her.
As the last few inches disappeared inside her, our cunts were almost touching, and the dildo had somehow reached new depths inside me again. She then said, her tone so hot it dripped naughtiness, "Wanna fuck?"
"God, yes," I moaned, wanting to see how this strange dildo worked.
She reached for both of my hands, our fingers intertwining, and instructed, "Buck your hips forward with me on three."
"Okay," I nodded, feeling this to be the best education I'd ever received from a teacher.
"One... two... three," she counted, all the while staring me in the eyes.
I bucked my hips forward, as did she, and the dildo filled me so deeply I didn't think it could reach such depths. Our cunt lips kissed, as the entirety of the plastic cock contained inside us.
"Fuuuuck," I screamed as we started grinding our cunts together, fucking each other simultaneously, each of us feeling as if the other was shoving her massive dick into our pussy over and over again.
The act was intense, nasty and intimate, as we held hands throughout the grinding. Our moans increased with each grind, the pleasure building inside me like an inferno. After a couple minutes of wordless, sweaty lust, my orgasm was rising.
"Oh yes, fuck," I babbled, full of insatiable lust.
"Yes, Mistress," she empathized, her own breathing announcing a second orgasm was imminent for both of us.
Briefly she wasn't my pet, but my lover, as I invited, "Come with me."
"Kkkkk," she moaned, as we stared passionately into each other's eyes.
"Oh, God, so closssse," I moaned, sweat pouring down me.
"Me tooooo," she whimpered.
"Here I come," I declared and demanded with urgency, "come now, now, now!"
"Yesssssssss," we both screamed in unison as we let go of each other's hands and collapsed on our backs.
The dildo still inside us, I could feel it quivering as her orgasm pulsed through it and into me. Every orgasm is unique and pleasurable, but I'd never come as hard as I had in this moment.
We both lay there for an eternity, recovering from our orgasms. Eventually I got up, deciding to head to the Friday night party at the frat house, late as usual, "That was fun."
"That was exhausting," she said, still lying on her back, her perfect body showcased wonderfully for me.
"Remember, you'll obey me without hesitation," I added, as I started getting dressed.
"Please don't out me at school, Mistress," she requested, looking vulnerable and nervous.
"Be a good teacher pet, and your secret will remain between us," I answered, while thinking to myself, Well, between us and my other pets.
When I was finished getting dressed, I took the three plugs and some lube, she had three bottles, which made me wonder just how kinky she was, and told her, not asking, "I'm going to borrow these."
"Okay," she nodded, still lying there, not stirring.
I headed out, knowing that I planned to train all my pets to be ass submissive sluts too.


7. WELCOMING A BRIT (Mary Jane)
After a couple months of ass training my pets, I was again craving the seduction process. When a new student moved to Boston from London on an exchange program for the rest of the year, I knew I'd found my new target. She was very pretty, and her posh accent was really sexy.
I invited her to join the cheerleading squad, and after a week of practice, invited her over for a special weekend initiation.
She eagerly agreed to her first American sleepover, something she said they did regularly back in Jolly Olde.
That first night Laurie and I taught her all our different dance routines before ordering pizza and throwing on our favourite sleepover movie, 'Bring it On'.
We drank some wine, ate the pizza and watched the movie before I decided to get down to business.
"So Mary Jane," I asked, "Do you have a boyfriend back at home?"
"No," she shook her head.
"A girlfriend?"
She gasped.
"I'm not judging, it's 2019 and I've heard British girls are a lot more sexually aggressive," I continued.
"Some can be," she agreed.
"But you're not one of those?" I continued my sexual interrogation.
"I didn't say that," she smiled coyly.
"Are you a virgin?" Laurie asked, getting involved in the questioning.
"No."
"Boy or girl?" Laurie asked.
"Boy," she said, before adding, "man, actually."
"How so?" I asked.
"He was twenty-three," she admitted.
"Slut," Laurie teased her playfully.
"Have you ever been with a girl?" I asked.
"Just some snoggin', "she answered.
"Snoggin?" I questioned.
"Kissing," she explained.
"Ohhhh," I nodded.
"So what are we going to do next?" Laurie asked, knowing she wasn't allowed to come until Mary Jane had been between my legs.
"Let's play a little truth or dare," I suggested.
"Isn't that a little middle school?" Mary Jane asked.
"Not if the dares and questions aren't," I countered.
"Okay, I'm intrigued," Mary Jane smiled.
"Truth or dare?" I asked my next conquest.
"Truth," she said.
"Have you ever fantasized about eating pussy?" I asked bluntly.
Her eyes went big. "Well! This is indeed not the middle school version."
"Yes or no," I continued.
"Haven't we all?" she answered, trying to fit in with us desperately, even though she was obviously surprised by the blunt question.
"Maybe," I shrugged.
"Your turn to ask Laurie," I pointed out.
Mary Jane asked, "Truth or dare?"
"Truth," Laurie answered.
Mary Jane pondered what to ask, wanting to impress by being as edgy as I'd been with my question, yet unsure what to ask. Finally, she asked, going for the more conservative question, "Have you ever kissed a girl?"
"And like it," I sang.
"The taste of her cherry chap stick," Laurie continued, as she moved all sultry to Mary Jane before leaning in and kissing her. It wasn't a peck either, and it contained a few seconds where tongues were exploring.
I asked, once the kiss ended, "So is that a yes?"
Laurie shrugged, "I don't kiss and tell. Truth or dare?"
"Well, I'll follow suit. Truth," I decided.
"Do you find Mary Jane attractive?" Laurie asked.
"If I were a guy, I'd fuck her here and now," I answered, foreshadowing exactly what I soon planned to do.
Mary Jane went red, but responded rather quickly, "And I'd let you; I haven't been shagged in six months."
"Snoggin', shagged," I quoted her, "Your Brit terms are so hot."
"What's pussy licking called in Anglo?" Laurie asked.
"Muff diving, eating out, trenching," she answered.
"Trenching is a new one," I nodded, envisioning her muff diving and dining on my delicacy.
"There's also rug munching," Laurie added.
"Eating at the Y," I contributed.
"Eating pie," Mary Jane said.
"Carpet munching," Laurie suggested.
"That's the same as rug munching," I pointed out.
"How about going down south?" she asked.
"Could be used for sucking cock too, but I'll give it to you," I nodded, before listing a few, "box lunch, cunt lapping, eating beaver, pink taco fiesta."
"You're quite the pussy eating expert," Mary Jane quipped.
I replied airily, "Oh I don't know, I've just heard that my cunt is like eating peaches and strawberries."
Mary Jane wasn't sure what to say to that, and an odd silence suddenly lingered.
Laurie thought of, "Kitty candy."
That was a really good one. "Well, all I know is I have the best kitty candy in the world," I said, my eyes bearing in on Mary Jane, my intent rather blunt.
Again there was silence before I asked, "Truth or dare, Mary Jane."
"Truth" she answered again.
"Did Laurie kissing you make your kitty candy wet?" I questioned.
Her face went 'beetroot' red, her face giving away the answer before she admitted, "Yes, a little."
"It can't be a little," I pointed out. "Either you're wet or you're not wet."
"Right you are, so I'm wet, then," she sighed. "It's been a while since my cunny's been touched; I've been going through withdrawals."
"We can fix that," I quipped.
Mary Jane gave me another look of surprise, but joked, "You're going to set me up with Adam?"
"We could maybe do that, but tonight I think we should introduce you to Big Lex," I replied, foreshadowing the big nine-inch strap-on I planned to fuck her with... which I'd named Big Lex after Lex Steele, the legendary big black cock porn star.
Laurie coughed at the obvious innuendo that Mary was oblivious to. Laurie said, "Truth," getting us back on topic.
Mary Jane again took a while to consider a question, before finally asking, "When was the last time you had a kitty snack?"
Laurie raised an eyebrow and volleyed with, "Who says I like kitty snacks?"
Mary Jane, showing a little spunk countered, "Well, the answer you give will answer two questions I've been wondering about."
I'd had Laurie get me off fifteen minutes before Mary Jane arrived, so a truthful answer would reveal even more than two things.
Laurie looked at me and I nodded in the affirmative. "About fifteen minutes before you got here," she answered without a hint of shame.
Mary Jane understood instantly. She raised an eyebrow at me and I just stared back expressionlessly.
"Dare," I said without having the question asked.
"I dare you to get completely naked and show us your kitty candy," Laurie dared.
I smiled, "I don't know, once the candy shoppe is open, there's no closing it."
By now, it was obvious Mary Jane understood there was some sort of lesbian connection between Laurie and me, but I couldn't read for sure what she thought of the whole situation.
I asked her, "Mary Jane, do you want to take a look at my candy shoppe?"
To my surprise, she was brazen, "A dare is a dare."
"True enough," I nodded, as I slipped out of my pajamas, revealing I wasn't wearing a bra or panties.
I sat back down on the couch and opened my legs to showcase my candy shoppe. Taking charge of the seduction, I gave Mary Jane my hypnotic serpentine gaze and asked her, "Dare or dare?"
Mary Jane was staring at my cunt when she responded with a smile, already knowing where this was going, "Dare, apparently."
"Get on your knees, crawl to me and taste my honey hive," I ordered, coining yet another name for my cunt, as my fingers traced my outer pussy lips.
Mary Jane, transfixed on my honey hive, didn't say a word, but did exactly as I'd instructed, dropping to her knees, crawling the few feet to me, extending her tongue and licking me. She licked me for a few seconds, then stopped and began backing up.
I asked, "Are you done?"
"Perhaps, perhaps not. Do you wish me to continue?" she asked, the dare itself just to taste the honey hive.
"Do you wish to continue?" I countered, putting the decision back on her.
"Um," she began, not sure of the words to say, even though it was obvious she wanted to.



Laurie interjected, like the good pet she'd become, "If you don't, I will."
That seemed to be the trigger, the lack of disapproval she'd been looking for, and she admitted, "Yes, I do so wish."
"Yes, you wish what?" I asked, my fingers returning to stroking my wetness.
"Yes, I wish to patronise your candy store," she replied, looking up at me with the familiar look of lust I saw from all my pets when the tantalizing temptation of my cunt was so appetizingly apparent. It was also a look of transformation... a look where the girl between my legs has a moment of clarity, a moment where she realizes, without a doubt, her world has changed.
"Go ahead, my pet," I offered, the endearment another moment of submission, a foreshadowing of all I would expect of her, and very soon.
She didn't twig on being called pet, so intoxicated she was with my scent, with the desire to get more of the sweet taste she'd just sampled. Instead, she leaned forward and began her journey toward becoming a submissive pet for me.
Like most first timers, she wasn't particularly experienced, and my pleasure was based more on her eagerness than her technique. Her tongue explored randomly, licking up and down my wet pussy lips.
I moaned, knowing early encouragement was important in training a new pet, "Good girl, you'll make a very good pet."
There was just a brief moment of hesitation as she got that I didn't expect this to be a one-time thing, but as usual, her desire to continue tasting me overrode whatever doubts she might entertain about what lay ahead.
"That's it," I continued, my orgasm always coming quicker when a new pet submits for the first time. It's not her technique, but the euphoria, the rush of adrenaline, another successful seduction. "Suck on my clit, my pet, and you'll soon be rewarded with your Mistress' honey."
As I continued adding to the expectations, she again hesitated briefly, but I grabbed the back of her head and pulled her deep into my honeycomb. She obeyed my order, and soon was sucking my swollen clit between her lips. I looked at Laurie, who was filming the whole thing with my phone as I'd earlier instructed her to, and I winked.
A couple more minutes of concentrated stimulation on my clit, and my orgasm was near eruption. I ground my ass up and down and screamed, as I began coming all over her face, "Yes, you nasty little cunt-licking tart, lap up all my sweet honey!"
She tried lapping, obviously wanting the full meal deal after getting so many samplings, as I held her face in place.
Finally spent, I let go and purred, "I think you'll make a very good pet, Mary Jane."
She looked up at me, her face coated with my pussy juice, and asked, "Pet?"
I nodded, "Yes, if you want to taste me again, you must be a very good obedient pet."
"Really?" she questioned, surprised by my expectations.
"Go get Big Lex," I ordered Laurie.
"Yes, Mistress," Laurie nodded, again understanding her place and her role.
Mary Jane's expression was adorable as I continued, "My pet, I'll ask you a couple of simple questions. First, are you horny right now?"
"Yes, I'm bloody horny as the blazes," she admitted readily.
"Do you want to taste me again?" I added, although I knew the answer already.
"Yes," she agreed, as she glanced back down to my glistening cunt.
"Yes, what?" I questioned, guiding her into the submission that was to follow.
She paused briefly, looked up at me, before looking back down at my pussy, "Yes, Mistress."
"Good girl," I purred, just as Laurie returned with the big black cock in her hands. I stood up and Laurie silently fastened it onto me. Once it was on, I asked, looking down at my new British pet, "Want to get shagged?"
Her eyes went big at seeing the big, long, thick black cock. "It's huge," she said, not answering the question, instead mesmerized by the cock.
"It's nine inches of plastic perfection," I shrugged. "It's my special cock to reward good obedient pets. If you want it in that wet cunny of yours, come suck on it."
Mary Jane hesitated for only a moment, before sitting up and taking the plastic mushroom top in her mouth. She'd clearly sucked a lot of cock before, as she quickly began bobbing back and forth on the long cock, gobbling down more of it than any of my other sluts had.
After a minute or two, I ordered, "Strip off, sit up on the couch on your knees and bend over, my British pet."
She too had been wearing nothing beneath her cotton jammies, so it wasn't long before she scurried into position, dying to have my black cock probing her cunt. I positioned myself behind her and rubbed the cock between her very wet pussy lips.
"Beg for it, slut," I ordered, always loving to hear the insatiable desperate pleas of a pet in lust.
"Please shove that big pork sword in my kitty," she moaned, the cock teasing her pussy lips.
Usually I made them beg more than that, but I was eager to fuck her. I didn't slide it in, I didn't tease, I just slammed all nine inches of the massive cock inside her. Her scream, a mixture of pleasure and pain, echoed throughout the house as my body crashed into hers.
"Bloody helllllll," she screamed.
The cock buried deep inside her, I asked, "What do you want, my pet?"
Her body trembled, as she weakly got out, "For Mistress to shag me senseless."
I loved her accent and her quirky language, so I obliged her request as I held onto her hips and began fucking her hard.
Her tongue, the nastiest I'd ever heard, babbled like the insatiable slut she was:
"Oh bloody fuck, slam that big tallywacker in my cunt...
"Sheeeiiiit, shag me, roger me, fuck me...
"Fuck me with that plastic willy."
She continued her constant nasty talk, her erratic breathing showing she was close. I stopped fucking her and ordered, "Bounce back on my cock, my British slut," as I slid a finger in her ass.
"Oh shit," she moaned, as she bounced back on the cock, my finger going deeper into her backdoor. "Oh yesss, bugger my arse."
Another British term that amused me, arse sounding somehow nastier than ass, and bugger in a class of its own.
I demanded, "Come, my nasty little across-the-pond slut, scream your submission to me."
"Oh yes, my cunnie, my arse, fuck, shiit, I'm your bloody sluuuut," she screamed loud enough to wake the dead, continuing to bounce on the cock even as her orgasm cascaded through her.
Finally I pulled out and had her clean her cum off the cock before the night got a bit wilder. I had the two pets get in a sixty-nine while I grabbed the anal strap-on cock I'd just purchased (I love Amazon) and then had both my pets' asses up as I took turns fucking each of their asses or arses, whichever term turns you on better.
Mary Jane turned out to be such a big arse slut as she begged to have her arse reamed, and she came a second time from getting ass fucked. Being a generous Mistress, I then had Mary Jane eat out Laurie, who couldn't yet get off from anal sex, something I would continue to work on with her.
The night finished with both of them worshipping my body as I came a second time as well from their double-team pleasure.
All spent, Mary Jane quipped, her hair a mess and her face again coated with my pussy cum, "And I thought you said British girls were more sexually aggressive!"



8. BUY ONE SISTER, GET A SECOND ONE FREE (Micah)
Of all my pets, as the second semester continued, my most submissive one ended up being Katherine; she was already my best friend, but she also became my partner in crime.
I ended up taking the anal virginity of all my pets, and I punished them when they were disobedient. This included:
-Making Ms. Martens wear a vibrating egg when she wouldn't eat me out after school in her classroom, and turning it on with my remote while she was sitting at her desk in class.
-Having Kimberly suck off Walker Reynold, a 350-pound boy, because she didn't wear the short skirt she'd been ordered to.
-Making Carol get herself off behind the podium as she spoke at an assembly.
-Having my first pet Rena wear my biggest butt plug in her ass while she was at work.
By late spring, after benefitting from a few punishments, Laurie had become my most insatiable pet. To say she loved having a box lunch was an understatement. Sometimes she'd call me, asking for the chance to taste me again. She'd eaten me out in the school bathroom, at a movie theatre, in the back of a cab, and in her kitchen while her parents were in the living room. She'd become addicted to me, and I decided to use that fact to add to my harem (it had been a while since my last addition, and I was craving the rush of turning a new sub).
I would add my eighth pet, Laurie's older sister, next. She would fight just like her sister, offer me money unlike her sister or anyone else so far, but would finally succumb to my charms and blackmail all the same.
One day at my house, after I had fucked her to an intense orgasm, I decided to test Laurie's blind obedience to me one more time. I said, "Now leave, slut, and by the way, I expect no panties at school tomorrow. Lesbian pets keep their cunts easily accessible."
"But we have that assembly in the gym tomorrow and I'll be performing," she pointed out, her face going white.
"Did you just question me, bitch?" I roared, knowing using that tone with her always got me my way.
"N-n-no, Mistress Bree, I just didn't know if you were aware," she responded weakly, backing down from me instantly.
"Do you want to continue tasting my pussy, Laurie?" I asked, softening. A question I already knew the answer to.
"Yes Mistress, Bree," she nodded, as she always agreed.
"Then do not fucking question me, whore. Perhaps that stuck up older sister of yours would like a taste, or perhaps that fake innocent younger sister would look good between my legs," I added, both of them on my target list, although I would wait for Kendra to become eighteen before adding her, as I'd already promised myself.
"Please no, Mistress Bree! You said no one would know if I was good. And Kendra's still only seventeen," she pleaded, desperation dripping in her voice as she tried to protect her sisters.
"So? That's legal age in our state. And if I desire it bitch, I'll not only have them feasting on my honey pot, I'll have you licking their twats, also," I continued, revelling in pushing her buttons.
"B-b-but they're my sisters, Bree, I couldn't!" she stammered incredulously.
"You can and you will if I say so," I declared, making it clear the conversation was over. The idea of making two sisters lez out and commit incest had become a very appealing idea.
As usual, Laurie nodded in obedience, "Yes, Mistress."
"Mistress what?" I questioned, knowing I always had to keep her in place.
"Yes, Mistress Bree," Laurie corrected.
I softened, as I promised, "Don't worry your pretty little airhead, my pet. If I want Kendra, I'll wait for her to turn eighteen."
"Thank you, Mistress Bree," Laurie replied with relief.
"And I'll keep your secret, cunt... if you're obedient," I added, again reminding her of the relationship we had.
"I won't wear panties tomorrow," she sighed.
"Good pet. Now off with you," I dismissed.
Unknown to me, my mother had heard us. I'm not sure how much she heard, but it was enough to play twenty questions. I dropped hints at perhaps letting her play. She was my Mom, but she was still hot. That would have been a feather in my cap for sure, the idea of incest just popping up while I spoke to Laurie. She stated some quirky philosophical bullshit, leaving me annoyed. Fortunately, she left to make dinner, giving me time to ponder my favourite topic: My pets. My mind drifted to my earlier talk with Laurie.
The next morning, after allowing Laurie to give me an early morning orgasm, I offered her a great deal. "Tell you what, my pet. I'll let you wear panties for our routine today, but you must do me a favour in return."
"Anything!" she nodded, thrilled not to have to do a bunch of high kicks in front of the whole school sans underwear. That she was willing to actually obey such a ludicrous order proved her loyalty to me.
"I have a task for you," I smiled.
"What would that be?" she asked, looking up, still on her knees.
"I want you to help me turn my next pet," I revealed.
"Really?" she asked, excited by the idea.
"Yes," I nodded, standing up.
"Who?" she asked.
"Micah," I revealed.
"My sister?" she gasped.
"Yes," I nodded, before adding, knowing how competitive the two sisters were. "Wouldn't it be fun to put her in her place?"
"But she's my sister," she repeated.
"I'm not going to make you eat her out or anything," I said, although I wasn't sure that was true.
"I don't know," she hesitated.
"Tell you what," I said, as I got ready to leave. "You won't be allowed any access to my cunt or my strap-ons until you get Micah over to my house and on her knees."
"How would I do that?" she asked, concerned both at not having my cunt to taste and how she could possibly get her sister on her knees.
"You figure it out," I shrugged and left her alone. "But you can wear panties today if you promise to fulfill the task."
"Yes, Mistress Bree, I promise," she nodded,
...
A few days later, she pulled me aside at school, "Bree, I think I found a way."
"For what?" I asked, thinking she meant Micah but not sure.
"To make Micah submit," she answered.
"Go on," I said, curious.
"I searched her computer and she's been sending some very provocative photos of herself to some online guy at another college," she revealed.
"Delicious," I nodded. "Did you save copies?"
"Yes," she nodded, handing me a USB. After handing it to me, she asked, hunger in her eyes, "Can I, um, taste you?"
"Tell you what, let's skip the last class today and I'll reward you for your obedience at my house," I offered.
Her eyes got big and she eagerly agreed. "Okay."
"And bring along Micah," I added, before again leaving her alone, and before she could argue semantics.
...
As instructed, Laurie had Micah come over on the pretense that we wanted some advice on a new routine. Micah would come on her own after her classes at college, and I made sure Laurie was busy munching cunt when Micah walked into my living room.
Her mouth dropped open like in those old-school cartoons as she stammered, "W-w-what the hell is going on here?"
"Your sister is eating my cunt," I pointed out matter-of-factly.
"Laurie," she ordered, "stop that this instant."
Laurie lifted her head up and said, as I'd scripted beforehand, "I can't Micah, I must obey my Mistress."
"What?" Micah asked, flabbergasted.
"Your sister and I have a little arrangement," I explained. "She serves as my pet plaything whenever I want, and I don't release the video of her being a complete slut. Although truthfully, she's learned to love being my slut, haven't you, pet?"
"Yes, Mistress," Laurie agreed, stopping licking me only long enough to answer.
Micah approached us to pull Laurie away, but I roared, "Don't you dare, or your own nasty secret goes viral!!!"
She froze. "Excuse me?"
While Laurie continued eating me, I pulled out my phone and texted her one of the couple dozen of photos of herself naked that Laurie had found while searching her computer.
Micah gawked at the picture and stammered, "H-h-how did you get this?"
"You shouldn't use 'cheerleader' as a password," I pointed out as I combed my hand through her sister's hair.
"W-w-what do you want?" she asked, realizing her predicament.
"For you to replace your sister," I answered.
"Seriously?" her face souring like a lemon.
"No, I'm lying," I quipped sarcastically. "So hurry up before my Mom gets home in half an hour."
"Please, I can buy you off," she tried.
"Look around, do you think I need money?" I objected. "No, I need pets."
"Pets?" She repeated.
"Yes, pets. Pretty, rich, pretentious pets who'll lick my cunt whenever I tell them to," I clarified.
"Please," she pleaded, knowing she was no longer in control.
"Now, bitch," I ordered, snapping my fingers. Laurie backed away to give her sister access.
Laurie, her face slightly glistening, urged her, "Just do it, Micah. You don't have a choice."
"You're in on this?" Micah glared.
"I didn't take the pictures, slut," Laurie shot back... sibling rivalry, you gotta love it.
"I don't have time for a 'she said, she said'," I interrupted, "now get over here and eat my cunt."
Micah looked at her sister and then reluctantly sidled up to me. "You'll delete the pictures if I do this?" she asked hopefully.
"Unlikely," I answered, shuttering her brief glimpse of hope. "But be my obedient pet, and I'll keep your secret."
Before she could respond, I pulled her head into my wetness. She didn't lick me at first, but eventually she did, and as usually has become the case after a tentative start, my newest pet began licking me more hungrily.
The rush of adrenaline coursed through me as it does after every successful seduction. Laurie already had me halfway there, so my orgasm came rather quickly.
I held Micah's head deep in me until my orgasm was done before I announced, "We'll continue this tomorrow."
Micah looked up at me with a glazed confused look on her face. It was obvious she'd enjoyed what she'd just done, even though she wasn't that good at it, and she was trying to formulate her thoughts.
I smiled, "I taste heavenly. Now go, my pets, and Micah, no panties."
Her head spinning, she just nodded; I'm not sure she'd even comprehended what I said.
...
A week later, I had both the girls in my living room when I decided to push the incest button.
As Micah licked my pussy, Laurie sucked on my breasts. Nibbling, she bit too hard and I yelped.
I roared, "Do you want to eat her pussy, bitch?"
"No, Mistress Bree!" Laurie yelped, her eyes going big. Micah went to lift her head up, but I held it in place between my legs.
"But you will if I command it?" I pursued, softening my voice, knowing that by this time she would always obey.
"Yes, Mistress Bree," she nodded, her face red.
"See, that wasn't so fucking hard, was it pet?" I said, showing my power through tone of voice, "And since you had the right answer in that pea brain of yours, I won't make you."
Laurie gave a sigh of relief as she said, "Thank you Mistress."
I smiled devilishly, letting go of Micah's head, "No, you won't have to lick her pussy, she'll lick yours."
"Please no!" Micah pleaded from between my legs.
"She's been an obedient cunt," I snapped looking down at Micah. "However, you wore panties to the mall when I instructed you not to. Besides, from the inept way you ate my pussy last time, you need the practice. You're a year older than she, so you should lick twat better than that."
"But I can't!" she pleaded, tears forming in her eyes.
"Please don't make her, Mistress," Laurie pleaded. "I've been obedient, even if she hasn't. And you promised!"
"Shut up, cunt. Or should I add a third member of your family to my pet zoo?" I threatened, bringing Kendra up again.
No!" pleaded Micah, before looking to her sister, "We have to think of Kendra."
"Maybe I'm referring to your mother," I quipped, the idea of eventually getting all four bitches rather appealing.
Laurie reluctantly said, understanding this was the way it had to be, "Just do as you're told, Micah."
Laurie sat naked beside me on the couch, and Micah silently moved to her sister.
A rush went up my spine as I watched the lesbian act; I leaned over and whispered to Laurie, "How does it feel to have your sister lick that cunt of yours?"
"Oh fuck, her tongue feels so good, Mistress!" Laurie moaned in response.



"Ah, she could be better, bitch," I quipped, wanting to remain in control. A moment later, I ordered, "Tell your sister how her cunt tastes, incest slut."
"Sooooo good," Micah moaned from between her sister's legs.
"You'll be Laurie's slut from now on," I informed Micah, winking at Laurie.
"Okay, Mistress Bree," Micah agreed between licks, as Laurie smiled with excitement and mouthed 'thank you'.
Laurie's moans were getting louder, she was grabbing her sister's head tightly, her orgasm obviously close, when we were all startled by my Mom walking into the living room and asking, looking so adorably shocked, "What's going on here?"
Within the next couple of minutes, the sisters had covered up, pleaded for my Mom not to tell their Mom and fled the house, mortified.
You can read about the aftermath of my confrontation with my Mom in Lesbian MILF Seductress: Mom, where I'm trained in the nuances of both being a pet and a Domme. It was my own Mom, after all, who started me on my journey to becoming a MILF hunter.
That was three years ago and to this day, I still nurse a love/hate grudge with Mistress Mommy because of that. I still can't believe I'd sub out like that to her, my mother's being the first pussy I ever tasted. Yet I can't deny the craving I still have for Mom's pussy. I'm getting wet now, just thinking of her taste. I have so many pets, yet the thought of my own mother's tasty twat still makes me weak in the knees.
But I still hope one day to turn the tables on my Mom, and although my sister was way too young when these first pets were accumulated, she'll be turning eighteen soon.
THE END
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"Taking" My Sister's Virginity
I wasn't necessarily eavesdropping, as they were drunk and not really talking quietly...I could hear them clearly from the vents that went from my room to hers.
That said, what I heard shocked me.
"I can't go through my whole senior year a virgin," Lisa, my sister, whined.
"It's only November," her best friend, Andrea, pointed out.
"It's almost December," Lisa countered, before singing playfully, "All I want for Christmas is to get laid."
"Does oral sex count?" Andrea questioned with a giggle. "Because if it does, you are a complete skank."
"I'm not sure giving head to seven guys counts," my sister countered, which shocked the shit out of me. My sister was the biggest nerd I had ever met: in both looks and personality. She wore pigtails every day, dressed like she was living in the sixties, and wore glasses that only added to her nerd persona. She also was always reading a book, was a member of the debate club, played the trumpet, and volunteered for the SPCA (which isn't nerdy, it just explains how sweet she is). So to hear that she had blown seven guys was almost impossible to believe.
I reached for my phone and pressed record just in time to hear Andrea's response, "True, but four were on the same day."
"Okay, I agree that was kind of slutty," my sister giggled.
"You swallowed four loads in an hour," Andrea pointed out, my own cock throbbing at the thought.
"At least I didn't take a facial like you did," Lisa countered.
"I don't like the taste," Andrea defended.
"It's an acquired taste," Lisa quipped.
"Yes, you're really a cum connoisseur," Andrea giggled.
"I hope to be," Lisa said back, before adding, "Although nothing tastes better than pussy."
I gasped. My sister was a virgin, but not only did she love sucking cock, she also ate pussy?
"You hungry again?" Andrea purred, her tone dripping with naughtiness.
"It's been a couple hours," Lisa responded, "plus it's after midnight, which means I haven't eaten that sweet cunt of yours today."
Hearing my sister use the word 'cunt' was also shocking, as I had never heard her swear...ever.
"You really are an insatiable little pussy pleaser," Andrea teased.
"I've never heard you complain," Lisa shot back, her tone also super sexy...a tone I never thought I would hear coming out of her mouth.
"Beg, bitch," Andrea ordered, her tone playful and firm.
"Oh please, let me lick that trimmed box of yours," Lisa begged, sounding both sexy and absurd.
"You do need to work on your dirty talk," Andrea teased.
"Just spread those legs and give me that pussy," Lisa demanded.
"Aggressive, I like that," Andrea said, before the talking stopped.
I listened intently, wanting to hear moans or dirty talk...something to tell me they were in an act of lesbianism.
After a couple of minutes of silence, Andrea finally began moaning, "That's it, suck on my clit."
I pulled my erect cock out and began stroking myself as I envisioned my sister eating her best friend's pussy.
I continued pumping my cock as I listened to the moans of Andrea at the hands and tongue of my cute nerdy sister.
"Oh shit, so close," Andrea moaned, and I imagined that she grabbed Lisa's head and held her buried deep in her cunt.
I tried to time my own orgasm to Andrea's, slowing down to keep me close but not come until I heard the inevitable word, "Yessss!"
A few seconds after Andrea came, I followed suit, shooting my cum straight up in the air.
I laid there, covered in my own cum, as I continued to eavesdrop hoping for more juicy secrets.
"Fuck, I love your cum," Lisa finally said.
"And I love your tongue," Andrea replied, her tone implying she hadn't completely recovered from her orgasm.
"I know you do," Lisa replied, as I imagined them kissing.
I was beginning to fade when I heard, " Do you think your brother has a big dick?"
"Gross," Lisa said, as I sat back up, suddenly very much awake.
"He's fucking hot," Andrea said, which didn't really surprise me as I had noticed her checking me out in the past.
I am not Brad Pitt good looking, but I have been favourably compared to Colin Farrell...which sure isn't a bad thing. Lisa and I are in many ways polar opposites. Although I am quite intelligent, I seldom used my intelligence to get good grades, seeing school as a monotonous waste of time...particularly since I planned to be a mechanic. Who cared about metaphors, geometry, limits, or Shakespeare? So I goofed off, skipped school a lot and got solid 60s, even though my teachers always told my parents I was capable of so much more (which, of course, I was...teachers are usual very good at assessing student's ability).
Anyway, while Lisa looked sweet and innocent, I looked dark, handsome and brooding...a look I mastered. Aloof was my flirt style and it had worked most of the time...girls always say they want a nice guy, but that is bullshit...they all fantasize about the bad boy and I...am a bad boy.
"So I've been told," Lisa said, her tone implying she had heard these rumours about me before.
"You don't think he is hot?" Andrea asked, her tone incredulous.
"He's my brother," Lisa pointed out, not answering the question.
"If he was my brother, I'd be committing incest," Andrea said.
"You're twisted," Lisa replied.
"Says the girl who has eaten my pussy twice tonight," Andrea countered.
"Eating pussy and incest are two very opposite ends of the spectrum," Lisa replied back.
Incest had never popped into my head, but the seed planted, the thought of being Lisa's first suddenly popped into my head...although I had no idea how to make such a conquest a reality.
"Is it?" Andrea countered, "Cock is cock."
"So I should eat out my Mom then since cunt is cunt," Lisa countered, sarcastically.
"Your mom is also hot," Andrea replied.
"You're ridiculous," Lisa said.
"So back to my original question. Do you think your brother has a big dick?" Andrea asked again.
"Oh, I imagine it's a massive snake," Lisa replied, her words dripping with sarcasm.
"Those trunks he wears in the pool don't leave a lot to the imagination!" Andrea said. "Plus those tats are hot, as are his pecs."
"Why don't you go to this room and find out?" Lisa challenged, my eyes going wide.
"What, you want me to do some undercover spy slut recon for you?" Andrea teased.
"Yes, Andrea, I want my first to be my big brother," Lisa sarcastically retorted.
"Oh, you wouldn't reject him if his cock was here right now," Andrea challenged.
"Yes, I would drop to my knees and devour his cock before spreading my legs wide open and letting him fuck me senseless," Lisa replied, playing along.
"Fuck that is hot," Andrea moaned.
"Incest turns you on?" Lisa questioned.
"It doesn't you?" Andrea questioned.
"Of course not," Lisa replied, although something in her tone implied the thought wasn't as appalling as she first implied it was.
A moment later, my cock hard again, Andrea said, "Holy shit, you're drenched...incest does turn you on."
"No, eating your cunt turns me on," Lisa protested.
"Sure, sure," Andrea said, "I guess I should probably return the favour, or you'll probably go to your brother and ride his cock."
"I would not," Lisa replied playfully, adding, "but I bet you would."
"In a heartbeat," Andrea responded.
"Slut," Lisa teased.
"Brother lover," Andrea shot back.
I kept listening, but the talking stopped and I assumed Andrea was eating out my sister. Eventually I fell asleep, my head spinning with all my newfound knowledge.
.....
Of course, I saw my sister differently after that shocking night. Yet, I couldn't bring it up. I suddenly wanted my sister. I wanted to be her first. I also wanted Andrea, which would be a lot easier to accomplish.
A few days later, the two girls were out sunbathing by the pool during a weekend in November, one of the many perks of living in Southern California, when I decided to begin the seduction of my sister...by seducing her best friend first.
I had already complimented both of them a couple of times the past few days and started walking around the house without a shirt, hoping my well-built body would be tempting.
I walked outside and greeted them, wearing only a tight speedo that left nothing to the imagination, "Good afternoon ladies."
Andrea, who was clearly distracted by my body and likely my well outlined package, stammered, "H-h-hi, Eddie."
"You should come for a dip instead of just getting skin cancer," I offered, as I went to the diving board and dove in.
I swam for a couple of minutes, before I heard a splash. I stopped my laps and smiled, "Glad you could join me."
"Well, it's cooler in here than out there," Andrea smiled, trying to flirt.
"I agree," I said with my charming smile, before splashing her.
She splashed me back and we began horsing around.
Suddenly Lisa jumped in too and it was two against one.
I picked Andrea up and tossed her into deeper water, then dunked Lisa. We horsed around some more and had a great time where I made sure while horsing around to get a good grip on Andrea's ass, brush her medium sized tits and dunk her so very briefly so that her head was at my crotch. I also did some more subtle touches to Lisa.
Eventually, we were all hungry and thirsty and got out of the pool. I suggested, in my big brother way, that Lisa go and get us some ice tea.
Once she was gone, I said, turning on the full charm, "So Andrea, you really have blossomed into one very good looking woman."
"R-r-really?" she stammered, clearly surprised by my words.
I put my hand on her leg, "Really."
I let the silence linger, before adding, going on the full offensive, "You have an amazing body, a sexy smile and lips to die for."
Andrea's face flushed, "Y-y-you really think so?"
"I know so," I said, my hand moving up her leg slowly.
Her whole body trembled just as we heard the door open. I gave her leg a meaningful squeeze before moving my hand away and adding, keeping my trademark smile, "I hope to get to know you much better, beautiful."
Her cheeks were so red I thought she may pass out from all the blood rushing to her head.
Lisa, oblivious to the sexual tension created between Andrea and I, said, "Here you go," and handed each of us an iced tea.
We chatted about the upcoming Christmas holiday plans, applying for scholarships...all generic fluff as I continued to give Andrea knowing looks.
I eventually excused myself and waited until a couple hours later when Lisa was in the washroom to ask Andrea, "Do you want to go up to Lakewood Point at midnight?"
"R-r-really?" She asked, so adorably in lust with me.
"Yes," I nodded. "Where should I pick you up?"
"At the 7-11 by my house," she eagerly replied
"See you then," I smiled, then left, not wanting to actually have a long conversation.
.....
A few minutes after midnight, always leave them waiting and doubting, I rolled into the 7-11. She was waiting outside; shivering slightly as it does get cooler in the evenings this time of year, wearing a blue sundress which would make getting to that sweet cunt easier.
I pointed to the passenger side door and she scurried to my car. Once inside I complemented, "You look hot, Andrea." I had learned early on shy and nerdy girls don't want to be called cute, they want the most simplistic descriptor in the world: 'hot'
"Thank you," she blushed, clearly not used to getting compliments from boys. "You look hot yourself," she complimented back.
I joked, "I spent hours getting ready."
She laughed, "I've seen you in the morning and at bedtime, you always look hot."
"It's how God made me," I shrugged.
"Well, I am one to revel in the Lords work," she joked, surprisingly witty.
I put my hand on her leg. "Ever been up to Lakewood Point?"
"Not at night," she admitted, her leg quivering slightly at my touch.
"No boy has offered to take you up there yet?" I asked incredulously,
"Nope," she shook her head.
"Well, time to change that answer then," I smiled, giving her leg a squeeze.
A few minutes later, we were at the teen make out point. As I pulled to a stop, I said, "Let's go for a walk."
"Sure," she nodded, willing, I think, to agree to almost anything I suggested.
As we began walking the dark path, I took her hand. I explained, "I've never really been a make out in the car kind of guy."
"Oh, okay," she said, clearly curious where we were going.
"On the other hand," I said, "I know a great place for some privacy and a beautiful spot to check out the lights from town."
"Okay," she again agreed, assumedly knowing what I was expecting from her once we reached my secret make out spot.
We walked in silence through the trail, up a slight climb between two trees that no one else seemed to know about (I found it while walking with my family when I was just a kid) and to a remote spot that overlooked the town and lake.
"Wow!" She said impressed, obviously having been oblivious to its existence like everybody else.
"I know," I nodded, "it's a great place to relax."
"It's amazing," she said, looking at the gorgeous view.
"Yes, you are," I smoothly responded, leaning in and kissing her.
She responded with youthful exuberance as our tongues explored every crevice of each other's mouth.
Breaking the kiss, I decided to play with her mind, "I knew you would be a good kisser."
"You did?" She asked, surprised as she looked into my eyes.
"Well, I envisioned you were when I overheard you and Lisa the other night," I revealed.
Her face paled. "Y-y-you heard us? What did you hear?"
"It was pretty hot," I said, trying to relax her. "Shocking and hot."
"I can't believe you heard us," she said, clearly embarrassed.
I shrugged, "Hey, it's 2014, being a lesbian or bisexual is in."
"I just," she began, but I kissed her again. This time at first she was tentative, still shocked that I knew.
I kept kissing her until she responded with eagerness before I broke the kiss again.
"So, I also heard you don't swallow," I said, smiling.
Her face already flushed, went redder. "What else did you hear?"
"That my sister blew four guys in one day, she loves eating pussy, particularly yours and you're curious about the size of my cock," I listed.
"Oh my God," she gasped and giggled, like the school girl she was, "she is going to die if she finds out you know."
"Why?" I asked, "it's nice to know she isn't the nerdy prude she acts like."
"She has two personas," Andrea admitted. "Well, three truthfully. The family good girl one, the school academia one and then the sexy one she is just coming to grips with."
"Enough talk about my sister," I said, back into seduction mode, "let's focus on why we're here."
Her eyes went big as I stood up and said, "I think it's time for you to find out the answer to your question."
She was staring at the bulge in my tight jeans as I moved directly in front of her.
I said soothingly, "Go ahead, sexy, find out first-hand how big I am."
Her hands were trembling as she reached for my fly.
She fished out my thick seven inch cock and purred, "Mmmmmm, just as I imagined." She leaned forward and took it in her mouth.
I love watching a girl suck my cock. The way their adorable faces completely change when full of cock. I groaned, complimenting her knowing that was a way to get girls to do even more, "That's it, Andrea, your mouth feels so good."
She continued taking more of my cock in her mouth, my thick cock stretching her lips.
Planning to come twice, once in her mouth and a second time on her face after I fucked her, I hadn't touch myself all day. That meant, the first load wouldn't take long. After only a couple of minutes of this cute teen taking about four inches in her mouth with each sloppy bob, I was ready to shoot my load.
Being the aggressor, I grabbed her head and began fucking her face. I didn't force all seven inches down her throat, like I often did to cock hungry sluts, but I pumped fast for a few strokes before depositing my cum down her throat. She had no choice but to swallow as my cock kept pumping in and out of her mouth.
Once spent, I pulled out and said, in my bad boy tone, "Now you swallow."
She looked up at me with a mixture of shock and lust, before replying, clearly horny and lusting for me, "I'll swallow your load any time you want." Like many cute innocent girls, she wanted to be treated like a slut.
"Good to know," I nodded, as I moved to her.
Her body trembled at my touch, as I flipped up her sundress. On my knees between her legs, I pulled her panties down. Then remarked, "I see you trim."
"Your sister did that for me," she admitted.
"Is my sister trimmed?" I asked, trying to get more intel.
"Completely shaved now," she answered, "we did that before we hit the pool."
"Fuck, my sister is just full of surprises," I said.
"She is an enigma," Andrea agreed.
"As are you," I smiled, leaning forward and flicking her clit with my tongue, before adding, "especially after your teasing talk about incest."
"I forgot about that," she laughed, before adding, "we had drunk a whole bottle of wine."
"It was pretty hot," I said, "and got me thinking."
Her eyes went big. "You want to fuck Lisa?"
I gave her my trademark smile, "Actually I want to fuck you right now. Are you a virgin too?" I asked, leaning forward as she stood there and I licked her pussy.
"No, but I've never had anything close to as big as you in me," she said, a lust in her eyes that told me everything.
After a minute, I stood up, bent her over a tree and slid my cock in her wet cunt.
"Oh yes," she moaned, as my cock filled her tight cunt.
I don't make love to girls, I fuck them, and after a few strokes to get her used to my cock, I began slamming my cock into her.
"Oh shiiiit," she whimpered, as I drilled her cunt.
I loved the sound of my body slamming into hers; I love the sound of women in the heat of the moment; and I love the thrill of outdoor sex.
I fucked her deep and hard for a few minutes, in for the long haul after coming down her throat. I could tell she was close to coming, as her breathing increased.
"Come for me, my little high school slut," I ordered, knowing exactly when to start the name calling, knowing that all good girls secretly want to be used as sluts.
"Oh yes, fuck my cunt," she responded, talking nasty as soon as I opened the door for her.
"Now my new cum slut," I continued, "come like the little high school slut you are."
"Yes," she moaned, and after a couple more deep thrusts she screamed as she came, "I'm your slut!!!!"
I continued fucking her hard, and she held onto the oak tree for dear life, as her orgasm riddled her body.
"Oh, God," she barely got out, as I kept pounding her, working to find out if she could have multiple orgasms. Some can, some can't, but if they could it usually was from continual hard fucking.
I shouted, "Bounce on my cock," then ordered, "let's see if you can come again and again."
She pushed back and began riding my cock, placing both her hands flat on the tree. Watching her bounce back was hot, I love seeing a woman just give in to the unbridled lust that overtakes everything else.
Her breathing was erratic as she took all my cock in her tight pussy with each backwards bounce.
I was getting close to eruption myself when she screamed, "Fuuuuuck, I'm cominnnng again."



Her legs buckled and she fell sideways to the ground. As she quivered on the ground, my balls about to erupt for a second time, I straddled her and shoved my cock in her mouth. The position was awkward, but I again fucked her face.
In only a few strokes, I deposited a second load down her throat. Spent, I pulled out and rolled beside her.
She weakly said, with a sly smile, "Apparently, I do swallow."
"Apparently," I laughed.
On the drive home, I asked, "Want to be my partner in crime?"
"You have me curious," she replied.
"So do you want to help me with something rather risqué?" I continued.
"Still curious," she said.
"Help me fuck my sister," I revealed.
"Mmmmmmm," she smiled, "I knew you wanted to fuck her."
"Think she will?" I asked.
"Maybe," she shrugged. "She desperately wants to break her cherry."
"So you'll help?" I asked.
"Can I watch?" she asked.
"You're a very dirty girl," I teased as I pulled onto her street.
"Says the boy that wants to take his sister's virginity," she quipped back, completely out of her shell after two intense orgasms.
"Touché," I laughed.
As I parked, I asked, "So you in?"
"Hell, yeah," she smiled. "Do you have a plan?"
"Not really?" I shrugged. "The idea only began after hearing you bring it up."
"Hmmmm, I started your incest fantasies," she smiled.
"And also my interest in you," I added.
"Does that mean this will be more than a one-time thing?" she asked.
"Yes, but I don't think Lisa can know," I said.
"Agreed," she nodded. "Let me think on it."
"Great," I nodded, giving her a quick kiss.
Once she was gone, I drove home with many ideas spinning in my head on how to seduce my sister.
.....
Over the next couple weeks, Andrea and I discussed many plans and fucked quite a few times, including in my bedroom during a sleepover after Lisa fell asleep.
It was early December when we formulated a plan...a brilliant one. Andrea set us up online, telling Lisa that I was her cousin and coming to visit during the Christmas holidays. Andrea stole a picture from some Facebook friend of a friend of a friend and Lisa and I started conversing through yahoo chat.
The first chat was a very generic get to know you chat, but each chat got more flirtatious and more personal. She never told me she was a virgin, but she did admit she liked oral sex. I told her we would be a great match as I really liked receiving oral sex. I knew she liked guys who challenged her, who were a bit of a bad boy; I promised I would indeed challenge her and that I was the epitome of a bad boy. I told her I expected my girl to dress sexy, be in nylons, and always wear her hair down (she always wore hers up). She told me she liked a man who knew what he wanted.
After a few chats where we got to know each other, me able to manipulate all I knew about my sister to get her to think she had met Mr. Perfect, Andrea suggested to Lisa that she invite fake me, Adam was my online name, to the Christmas party at her work.
Lisa1996: What day are you arriving again?
Adamistheman: Thursday afternoon.
Lisa1996: Would you be willing to be my date for a Christmas banquet at work on Thursday?
Adamistheman: I'd love to.
Lisa1996: it's formal, dinner and then a Broadway show.
Adamistheman: is it Cats? I can't do Cats.
Lisa1996: lol...no it's The Phantom of the Opera
Adamistheman: in that case...definitely
Lisa1996: great
Adamistheman: is this a real date?
Lisa1996: if u want it to be
Adamistheman: and if u play your cards right I just might let u take advantage of me
We had been flirting ridiculously the past few chats, Lisa all but saying she wanted to give it up to me and I clearly implying I planned to give it to her.
Lisa1996: ohhh, I plan to take advantage of u whether I play my cards right or not
Adamistheman: you're all talk
Lisa1996: wait a sec
I waited. Ironically, I was just below her as we both chatted with each other from our bedrooms.
Suddenly a photo popped up. I gasped, it was a picture of her shaved pussy. Even I was surprised by such a brazen act...this was very unlike my smart sister (this picture could be on the web in seconds if it was sent to the wrong person...thankfully, for her, I would never do such a thing).
Lisa1996: Like?
Playing cool, always pushing her into doing more I responded.
Adamistheman: that is an amazing pussy, but how do I know it's yours?
Lisa1996: tell me what u want me to insert in it right now.
I gasped again, surprised. She really was going for broke. I had never been more turned on by any woman as I currently was by my sister. Deciding to call her bluff, I came up with an elaborate order.
Adamistheman: do you have any pantyhose?
Lisa1996: a couple of pairs
Adamistheman: put a pair on, actually I want you always in pantyhose when chatting with me.
Lisa1996: okay, give me a minute
Adamistheman: k
I waited. My fetish, likely because of mom, was nylon legs and feet. I don't know why, but seeing a girl or woman in nylons always made my cock instantly hard. Lisa wore nylons a few times for her more formal events, but not too often. Mom, on the other hand, being a teacher, wore them almost every day and tended to stay in them all evening. I always wondered if Mom knew the impact her legs had on me.
Lisa1996: back
Adamistheman: take a picture of your legs and feet in nylons
Lisa1996: k
In our brief few chats it had become obvious that Lisa was submissive. I suspected as much as I reflected on her personality and her insatiable need to please other people...Andrea included. I also noticed she rarely questioned what I said and sensed that if I played my cards right I could end up fucking her.
A moment later the photo popped up. It was definitely her as I could see the same purple painted toenails I'd noticed today at breakfast, not to mention her brown carpet.
Lisa1996: well???
Adamistheman: Delicious...I expect you to be wearing pantyhose for our date.
Lisa1996: is that an order?
Again she was just a natural submissive and yet also incredibly playful. I decided to see how far I could push her.
Adamistheman: it is! Plus, I want that shaved pussy of yours to have easy access for me.
Lisa1996: <blush>
Adamistheman: do you own any thigh highs?
Lisa1996: what are they?
Adamistheman: like pantyhose, but they only go up to your thigh.
Lisa1996: oh, then no.
Adamistheman: get some for Thursday, when I say easy access to that beautiful cunt of yours, I mean completely available: so thigh high and no panties.
I wasn't sure if I had gone too far, as she didn't respond right away. Usually, her responses were very quick, as if she couldn't wait to see what I was going to say next. Finally, she responded.
Lisa1996: I will find some thigh highs and keep my cunt ready for that cock of yours.
Although I had suspected she would obey, seeing her type in 'cunt' and 'cock' had my cock ready to erupt.
I texted Andrea.
Get your ass here ASAP.
Adamistheman: I hope you're not just saying that.
Lisa1996: oh, Adam, I am a SURE THING!!!
Adamistheman: want to see a picture of my sure thing?
Lisa1996: God, yes.
I had snapped a picture of my fully erect cock after Andrea had sucked it for a few minutes back at my secret location a few days ago, so as not to have any background evidence from my room.
Andrea texted back:
Have your window open.
I quickly texted back:
It always is!!!
I sent the picture.
Lisa1996: is that really yours???
Adamistheman: the one God gave me
Lisa1996: how do I know that's really yours?
Adamistheman: u will when I shove it in your mouth!
Lisa1996: promises, promises.
Adamistheman: I just hope u can take all seven inches in that pretty mouth of yours
Lisa1996: oh trust me, your cousin calls me a cum connoisseur
Adamistheman: she also tells me you're a virgin.
Lisa1996: that bitch.
Adamistheman: no, trust me, that makes you even hotter.
Lisa1996: really?
Adamistheman: yes, I will train you to be a perfect little fuck toy
I continued to push her, sensing she was willing to do anything I demanded.
Lisa1996: <blush>
Adamistheman: do you want to be my fuck toy?
Lisa1996: God, yes.
Adamistheman: send me a picture with something in that cunt of yours, fucking yourself while we chat
Lisa1996: okay, give me a sec
Adamistheman: no, whatever is in arm's reach
Lisa1996: all I have is a brush
Adamistheman: perfect
Lisa1996: really?
Adamistheman: do it now! Fuck yourself with that brush, imagining it's my cock
Lisa1996: k
I could hear soft moans through the vent. She was obeying my command.
Adamistheman: are u fucking yourself?
Lisa1996: yessss
Adamistheman: take a picture with that makeshift cock in that cunt of yours
Lisa1996: kkkkk
A moment later, again obeying me, she took a picture of the brush in her cunt, her pantyhose tugged down. It was fucking hot.
Adamistheman: fuck, u r one hot little wannabe slut
She was still fucking herself, her moans getting heavier through the vents, just as Andrea snuck in my window.
I snapped my fingers and pointed to my crotch.
Like the good slut she was, she didn't question, but obeyed, crawling onto the bed, fishing out my stiff cock and taking it in her mouth.
Lisa1996: I'm going to come soon
Adamistheman: STOP!
Lisa1996: what?!?!?!
Adamistheman: I want that pussy revved up and ready for me when I see you.
Lisa1996: I can't come now?
Adamistheman: no...not until I see you. They say patience is a virtue.
Lisa1996: I'm not feeling too virtuous at the moment
Adamistheman: trust me, it will be worth it
Lisa1996: k <sad face>
Adamistheman: and no coming from my cousin's tongue
Lisa1996: u know about that?????
Adamistheman: she told me everything
Lisa1996: oh God
Adamistheman: but u can still eat her out
Lisa1996: I don't like u very much at the moment
I groaned as my balls were already ready to burst after just over a minute of deep throat cocksucking.
Adamistheman: five days and I will rock your world
Lisa1996: five days and I may shrivel up and die
Adamistheman: what doesn't kill u makes u stronger
Lisa1996: what if it kills me?
Adamistheman: then u die a virgin
Lisa1996: that is a horrifying thought
Adamistheman: I'll fix that nightmare on Thursday!
I shot my load deep down Andrea's throat as the idea that I would soon deflower my sister filled my head.
Lisa1996: u better, u have me getting the female version of blue balls
Adamistheman: now that is funny
Lisa1996: not laughing
Adamistheman: I'll have u screaming in pleasure soon
Lisa1996: u better!
Adamistheman: I got to go...now be a good girl, call my cousin over and eat her out in thanks for all she has done for u
Lisa1996: or kill her for telling u all my secrets
Adamistheman: it was the secrets that first drew me in
Lisa1996: okay, I'll kill her and then bring her back to life
Adamistheman: night, my pretty little virgin
Lisa1996: good night, my virgin slayer
Adamistheman: virgin slayer, I like that
I signed off and said to Andrea, who was still slowly bobbing on my cock, "Everything is set."
"I can't believe you're going to fuck your sister," she said.
"I can't believe it either," I smiled, "but the wheels have been set in motion."
Andrea's phone rang.
She quickly grabbed it, the vent above potentially being able to pick up a sound, "Hello."
Andrea winked at me. "I can be over ASAP, I'm just finishing up something."
After hanging up, "Your sister seems frustrated."
I handed her my computer and she read today's conversation. "Oh! I am probably in for a long night."
"I imagine you are," I smiled, a devious idea suddenly popping into my head. I got out of my jeans and ordered, "Bend over."
"Right now?" She asked.
"I'm going to fill that cunt of yours with cum and then you are going to have her eat out your just fucked box," I revealed.
"You are soooo bad," she smiled, flipping up her skirt.
I tugged her panties down and slid inside her cunt. I wished I would have thought of this before depositing a load in her mouth, as I was in for a long fuck.
After a few minutes, the idea of this being my sister soon, I shot a load in Andrea who was actually covering her mouth so as not to scream.
I generously pulled her panties back up for her and said, "Now go and have my sister suck my cum out of that wet cunt of yours."
"I love your twisted mind," she smiled, turning around and kissing me.
I slapped her ass and winked, "you're not so bad yourself."
She climbed back out the window, and a minute later I heard her talking with my sister.
Andrea said, "This better be a crisis because I was in the middle of getting laid."
"By who?" Lisa asked.
"A college stud I met online," she lied.
"Well, you could have finished first," Lisa said.
"He did," Andrea countered, before ordering, "and now you can finish me off."
"Did he come in you?" Lisa asked.
"A full load," Andrea said, before repeating the order, "now come and get me off, I'm fucking ready to burst."
"Fine," Lisa agreed, her tone implying she was still ready to burst too.
I listened as Andrea, learning from me that Lisa was submissive, was a bit more aggressive. "That's it, lick Eddie's cum from my cunt."
Lisa questioned, "Eddie's?"
"Yes, the college boy is named Eddie," Andrea said, "now get back to licking."
I wondered if she even remotely considered that it was me, but she didn't say anything as I heard no more talking from her for a bit.
That said, Andrea, knowing she had an audience, did a lot of talking. "Fuck my cunt with that tongue," and "Does the mixture of cum and pussy juice taste good?" and "Fuck, nobody eats cunt like you do."
My earlier hard fucking, where she didn't come, had her already revved up and in only a few minutes she moaned loudly, "I'm comiiiiiing."
After a couple of minutes, Lisa said, "That was an interesting taste."
"Pussy and cock cum all in one," Andrea quipped.
"So who is this Eddie?" Lisa asked.
"Just a guy with a big dick," Andrea answered.
"How big?" Lisa questioned.
"Seven long, thick inches," Andrea answered, knowing I was listening. "Maybe I should hook you two up."
"Are you two dating?"
"Not really, but I'm available for a booty call pretty much any time," Andrea said, which definitely had been true. "If you hadn't called I would have kept going until I came."
"Sorry for calling, but read this," Lisa said, "I may have gone too far."
"You sent him those pics?" Andrea gasped, even though she already knew.
I couldn't hear her answer, but Andrea continued to speak loud and clear, "Don't worry, I'll make sure those photos don't go any further."
"I can't believe you told your cousin I was a virgin," Lisa said.
"He's kind of a stud and I had to sell you to him by bringing up the big 'V', that is every guy's dream," Andrea explained.
"And that we lez out?" Lisa continued.
"That just slipped out," Andrea defended. "And maybe, we'll have to set you two up with Eddie. I bet he would love a threesome." I loved how Andrea was talking about me all the while, hinting to my sister, yet Lisa was oblivious.
"You've already set me up with your cousin," Lisa pointed out, "plus, a threesome seems kinda slutty."
"But you are a slut," Andrea countered.
"Says the girl who is fucking some college guy," Lisa quipped back.
"Says the girl who ate my cunt and some college guy's cum deposited in it," Andrea shot right back.
"Okay, we're both sluts," Lisa concluded.
"Especially after you bang my cousin" Andrea added.
"I hope he isn't all talk," Lisa said, clearly looking forward to losing her big 'V'.
They continued chatting, but eventually it became all touchy feely and I dozed off.
.....
The next day, when I knew she wasn't home, I sent a chat message:
Adamistheman: three days until I take your cherry!
She responded a couple hours later:
Lisa1996: what a crazy countdown
Lisa1996: by the way, I can't believe I sent u those pictures. U probably think I'm some crazy slut.
I didn't respond that day as life got crazy when I went out with some buddies and got a bit shit-faced. That said, I didn't take home the pretty blonde who I easily could have, deciding strangely enough that I would stay focused just on Andrea and hopefully my sister.
Adamistheman: 2 days!!! And no I don't think u r a slut...I do think u have been holding back as u always try to be the good daughter, good student and so forth. The reality is u can have sex and still be a good person.
Lisa1996: I was worried I scared u off
Adamistheman: no u constantly turn me on
Lisa1996: I bought thigh highs
Adamistheman: what colour
Lisa1996: a black pair and a dark beige pair
Adamistheman: I can't wait to see u in those
Lisa1996: I can't wait to have them wrapped around u
Adamistheman: now that is a hot visual
Lisa1996: agreed
Adamistheman: so I know u like giving head, but now we get to the big question...
Lisa1996: spit or swallow?
Adamistheman: no...swallow or facial; all girls swallow now
Lisa1996: ur cousin doesn't...lol
I smiled thinking, 'oh, she does now'.
Adamistheman: I'll have to talk to her about that.
Lisa1996: u two have a strange relationship



Adamistheman: u don't know the half of it
Lisa1996: so on that note...do u eat pussy
Adamistheman: of course, I like to munch on a cunt all night long
Lisa1996: I want to marry u
Adamistheman: and I want to devour u whole
Lisa1996: my body is your canvas
Adamistheman: in that case you're my Moana Lisa.
Lisa1996: haha..funny...shoot it's dinner; chat later tonight?
Adamistheman: I have a lot of school work tonight...but I'll try to get online
Lisa1996: k
Adamistheman: later, sexy
I logged out and went up to have dinner with the girl I was just seducing online...my life was becoming way too surreal.
I noticed that she was in nylons and I instantly wondered if they were thigh highs. She was also wearing her hair down.
I complimented her. "Lisa, you look very nice with your hair down. It makes you look older, more mature."
"Thanks," she replied, "I'm trying a new look."
"Well, it's working," I nodded, before shifting to ask Dad if he was watching the hockey game tonight, not wanting to spend too much time on her and to make her remotely suspicious, yet wanting to keep her confidence up.
Mom was also wearing nylons still and I was in ADD stocking heaven as the evening went on and we all watched New Girl as a family, four sexy feet, both pairs perfectly manicured, both in sheer nylons, completely distracting me.
As soon as the TV show was over, I texted Andrea to get her ass over here again. She had only been wearing nylons for me when we were alone as to not make Lisa suspicious.
Twenty minutes later, she was bobbing on my cock when her phone rang. I said, "Get it and put it on speaker phone."
She reached into her purse and as she said hello, I greeted her cunt hello as well. "hellooooooo."
"Are you okay?" Lisa asked.
Andrea answered, "Yes, I'm Okaaaay. I'm in the middle of something can I call you baaaaack."
"Are you getting fucked right now?" Lisa bluntly questioned.
"Kind of," Andrea answered, as I slammed into her.
"You're kind of getting fucked?" Lisa questioned.
"Oh fuck," Andrea moaned, louder than usual. "I gotta go, I'll call you back soon."
Andrea hung up and said, "You bastard, you'll get us caught before the plan comes to fruition."
"Who says fruition?" I quipped, as I continued fucking her.
"Just keep fucking me," she demanded.
"As you wish," I replied.
Close to orgasm, she begged, "Harder, fuck my cunt harder," before coming a minute later and barely holding in a scream.
I deposited a load all over her face a couple of minutes later.
"What is it with coming on a girl's face?" She asked, as she remained on her knees coated in my cum.
"It's the act of submission," I shrugged.
"It seems like such a waste," she said, as she scooped some off her cheek and put it in her mouth.
"Fair enough. For a girl who didn't swallow, you sure can't get enough of it now."
"You got me addicted," she replied, taking my cock back in her mouth.
After a couple more minutes, she said, "I better call her back."
"You're a bad friend, hanging up on her just to have an orgasm," I teased.
"Says the brother fucking his sister's best friend, while also planning to commit incest by taking her virginity," she countered, as she stood up.
"Touché," I shrugged. "Touché."
.....
When I got home the next evening, I had this message waiting for me.
Lisa1996: One day and counting
I responded even though I knew she was out with Andrea buying new shoes for the dress she was wearing tomorrow.
Adamistheman: u still sure u want to go through with this?
Twenty minutes later I sent one more message:
Adamistheman: I'm hitting the hay early tonight. I've got a two hour flight tomorrow and a sexy slut to fuck...so I better get a good night's sleep. See you tomorrow.
A few minutes after she got home, again she was wearing nylons, she went to her room and a couple of minutes later I received a notification on my phone saying I had a new message.
I clicked on it as I watched television with Mom and Dad, Mom annoyingly already in pajamas and out of her hosiery, and read the message:
Lisa1996: you probably are already asleep tonight and I won't get an answer back, so I'm going to say exactly what I'm feeling. Tomorrow, once the party is over, I want you to treat me like a slut. I will do whatever you want me to do. Just please, for one day I want to be more than the cute girl, I want to be the hot girl. The one no one can resist, the one everyone wants to fuck.
As I read the message from my horny sister, I suddenly worried. Although every word made my cock stiff as a rock, I realized we may crush her completely when tomorrow came and Adam didn't show up.
The plan was for him not to show up, a flight delay, and then I would generously take his place and pretend to be her boyfriend at the party. Lisa had told all her coworkers, most of whom thought she was a lesbian, that she was bringing a guy to the party and, according to Andrea, a couple of her coworkers didn't believe her.
Just then another message came.
Lisa1986: also, I haven't touched my cunt as instructed, but I did just finish eating out your cousin in the changing room of a clothing store and then walked out with her pussy juice, no her cunt juice, on my face. Your cousin is a devious person too!!!
I got a text while reading Lisa's message.
Wanna fuck? I'm in your bedroom.
My dick on fire, I wanted nothing else, other than maybe for the words to be coming from my sister.
I headed to my room and saw that Andrea was already on her knees on the floor waiting for my cock.
As I unbuckled my pants and slid my cock in her eager mouth, I wondered if I was going to get the best Christmas present ever...my sister.
.....
Lisa looked beautiful in her red dress, wearing beige thigh highs barely hidden by the shortness of it. She was also in three inch open toed high heels, so her pretty painted toenails were still in view. She was stressed because Adam was twenty minutes late. Which, of course, made perfect sense since he didn't exist.
Mom tried to comfort her. "You look beautiful Lisa, with or without a man."
"Mom, I really want to put a couple of those pretentious girls in their place," Lisa said, just as the doorbell rang.
"Thank God," Lisa sighed with relief as she went to the door. Opening it, she asked, her relief short lived, "Where's Adam?"
"Flight is delayed," Andrea said, "I'm so sorry."
"Shit," Lisa cursed, likely for the first time in front of our parents.
Dad looked up from the television, but knew better than to say anything.
"I can't go to the party now, or to work ever again," Lisa said over dramatically.
Andrea came in and said, looking at me briefly, "As I drove over here, I pondered what I could do to make this work."
Lisa, near tears, said, "Get his plane to land."
"Well, it hasn't left yet, so that seems unlikely," Andrea said, before adding, "but I did come up with an idea."
"Turn back time so I didn't say anything?" Lisa asked.
"No, but that would be a cool idea," Andrea laughed. "Does anybody at your work know who your brother is?"
Lisa shook her head, "No, but why does that...wait are you suggesting I take my brother as my date?"
"I am, if he is willing," Andrea said, all part of the plan. "He is kinda hot."
"Thanks," I smirked, "You're kinda a nerd."
Andrea shrugged, "He fits the profile."
Lisa, talking in a way only Andrea was supposed to understand, said, "Trust me he doesn't fit the profile."
I stood up and said, "Lisa, if you want me to, I'll do it."
Lisa looked at me and said all hesitant, "I don't know."
Andrea pushed on, moving close enough to Lisa that no one else could hear, and said something.
Lisa finally said, "Fine! What have I got to lose." Being kind of bossy, she instructed me, "Please shave first and then dress up in a suit and tie."
"Yes, ma'am," I sarcastically nodded.
I heard Mom say, as I headed downstairs, "That is incredibly sweet of him."
I quickly shaved and got dressed and headed back upstairs, my cock already hard at the possibility, although sealing the deal was still going to be the toughest part. A part I really hadn't thought through that well.
Andrea said, trying to stir the thought in Lisa's head, "Wow, you sure clean up well."
"Am I still only kinda hot?" I flirted.
"Stop flirting with my best friend," Lisa scolded.
Mom said, "I want to take a picture first."
"Seriously?" Lisa asked.
"My two children are all grown up," Mom said, going for her camera.
I put my arm around her and she didn't push it away as Mom took a few photos.
"Enjoy yourselves," Mom said.
Andrea quipped back, "Yes, enjoy yourselves, you two."
In the car, Lisa complained, "I can't believe the flight got delayed. I finally thought I was going to...."
She stopped in mid-sentence.
"Going to what?" I asked.
"Put those girls in their place," she covered.
"Lisa, if you want I'll look like a lovelorn boy tonight," I offered.
"That would be weird," Lisa answered with a sigh.
"Weird, yes," I agreed, "but only you and I will know that. Everyone else will think you have a hot guy in lust with you."
"In lust with me?" She asked, looking at me.
"Yes," I nodded, "someone who sees you as a beautiful girl he wants to devour whole." Using my own internet words at the end definitely caused her cheeks to go red.
She sighed, "It's just I was so really looking forward to this night, this date."
"I understand," I nodded, "but I'll be him as best as I can."
"Trust me," she sighed again, "You can't be him."
"Trust me," I countered, "I can be better."
She then told me my background, which was all the things about the fake me, which was easy to do, since fake me was me.
There was awkward silence the rest of the way, and once we got there she said, "Please don't embarrass me."
"Lisa, I'll be a perfect date tonight," I smiled. "All the girls will be jealous of you."
"I wish," she sighed again before getting out of the car.
We walked into the fancy restaurant and I slyly took her hand in mine. She looked at me surprised, "We need to look like a couple."
She just nodded, as I intertwined our fingers.
Once in the restaurant, a cute waitress wearing black pantyhose led us to a back room.
Lisa noticed me checking her out and whispered, "Could you not check out other girls while you're pretending to be with me?"
"Sorry," I sincerely apologized. "tonight my attention is strictly on you."
"A bit creepy, but good," Lisa said, before adding, "Begin acting now."
We entered a room with about twenty people there, all dressed to the nines, some in nylons. I focused my attention on Lisa who immediately looked uncomfortable.
I whispered, "Remember, I'm here for you Lisa."
Just then, a beautiful redhead walked over and greeted us, her tone dripping with mock surprise, "He's real and yummy."
I shot back, looking at her clearly fake tits, "And you're 88% percent real."
"What?" She gasped, even though she knew exactly what I was implying.
Lisa laughed, "Well, that answers one question I had about you, Emily."
"You bitch," she said through gritted teeth.
"Takes one to know one," she countered, suddenly feeling confident.
Emily walked away in a huff and I apologized, "Sorry, I probably shouldn't have said that, but no one insults my date."
Lisa smiled for the first time since Andrea suggested I be her date, "No, that was awesome."
The next hour and a half, we ate at a long table, thankfully Emily was at the opposite end, although her eyes shot daggers at us all through dinner. We visited politely and on a few occasions I put my arm around her. When I went to the restroom, I leaned over and kissed her cheek. Trying to make this look as authentic as possible, all the while trying to stir feelings inside her.
I went to the washroom and when I returned they were beginning to wrap up and prepare to head to the opera house. Apparently, limos were taking us there and bringing us back to the restaurant for a late night dessert.
I took Lisa's hand and whispered, "Just so you know, you do look beautiful tonight."
Lisa blushed, "Thank you, you're quite handsome yourself."
"I clean up well," I joked.
"Yes, you do," she nodded, although not in the flirty way women often talk to me.
"If you weren't my sister I would be all over you," I said, trying to advance my agenda.
Lisa laughed, before smiling ever so coyly, "And I just may let you."
Her tone and smile made my cock stiffen as I led her out into the fresh fall air and into the second limo in line. As we sat down, the boss and his wife, who were sitting across from us, both pointed up.
We both looked up and saw the mistletoe.
I smiled, thinking someone above was watching out for me. I leaned in, Lisa's eyes were big with nervousness, and kissed her. It wasn't a passionate, tongue exploring kiss, but it wasn't a sister and brother kiss either. I pulled her head to mine, so she wouldn't move away after a brief second and kissed her tenderly, hoping to stir some heat down below and confusion upstairs.
Breaking the kiss, her boss's wife quipped, "Oh, to be young again."
I looked at Lisa, who had a completely unreadable look on her face. Clearly, the kiss had impacted her, although I couldn't tell how. Was it enough to have her thinking what I wanted her to be thinking? Only time would tell.
My fingers entwined hers and my thumb made soft circles on her hand as the drive continued and we engaged in small talk with her friendly boss and his equally friendly wife.
We reached the theatre and again we were hand in hand, this time she took mine, as we walked into the beautiful theatre.
Again mistletoe was above a doorway. I turned to her and was about to ask her if we should kiss again when she leaned in and kissed me. This kiss had a little more urgency, a little more passion than the first one, although we both refrained from shoving our tongues down each other's throats. It was a very intimate kiss, the kind that one has early in a relationship when everything is new and exciting. The tent in my pants implied it was indeed new and exciting.
Breaking the kiss, I purposely adjusted myself and she noticed and asked, ever so slyly, dripping with flirtation, Lisa clearly a different girl than the one I had known my whole life, "Is that because of me?"
"If you weren't my sister," I countered, "this date would have a very different ending."
"How so?" She questioned, taking my hand.
"You don't want to know the answer to that," I replied, wanting to draw her in.
"Maybe I do," she countered, as we continued walking.
"But you're my sister," I pointed out.
"And if I wasn't?" She asked.
"Your mouth would be full right now," I bluntly said, going for broke.
"With what?" She asked, actually batting her eyes, obviously knowing exactly what I was implying,
"Lisa!" I faked gasped, looking shocked.
"You started it with your big stud talk," she countered, before shocking me as she moved her hand to my crotch and gave it a squeeze. She explained, "Just doing some recon for Andrea, she wanted to know how big you are."
I stammered, actually stunned by her forward behaviour, "L-L-Lisa!"
She smiled, giving another firm squeeze before saying, "if you weren't my brother you would be moaning those words, instead of stammering them."
Before I could respond, she leaned in kissed me quickly on the lips, and said, "I need to use the ladies room before the show starts."
I watched her walk away in complete awe of what just transpired...I had just gone from being the hunter to feeling I was suddenly the prey.
I quickly used the restroom too, throwing some cold water on my face, trying to cool down both figuratively and literally, as I focused on the end game plan. It seemed to be working even better than I anticipated...and the plausibility of success had just increased exponentially from the slim percentage the evening started at.
I returned to the lobby and waited another five minutes before Lisa returned, talking on her phone.
When she reached me, she hung up and I asked, "Who you talking to?"
"Andrea," she answered, "she was checking to see if you were being a good date."
"And what did you tell her?" I asked, playfully.
"That the jury was still out on how the night would end," she replied, more innuendo.
She took my hand and led me into the theatre as I said, "You did not."
"I did too," she answered, a sly smile on her face, before adding, stressing every word, just as we got to the aisle, "We tell each other everything."
My eyes went big. What was she implying? That she thought she and Andrea tell each other everything, or that she and Andrea actually do tell each other everything? Did Lisa know Andrea and I were fucking? Did she know that this was all an elaborate plan to fuck her? Did she want me to fuck her? All these questions seemed ludicrous and yet based on her last few statements and her sudden shift in behaviour it wasn't out of the realm of possibility.
Usually in charge, I was suddenly flustered and doubting myself. Yet, I couldn't ask more questions as she led me past other patrons and to our seats.
Once seated, her legs crossed and her heel dangling from her foot, another constant distraction, I tried to figure out what exactly she knew and how I could find out for sure.
She asked, "What're you thinking?" Yet her tone implied she knew exactly what I was thinking.
I lied, trying to play it cool, and unable to say anything I wanted to say with people all around us, the show about to start, "Just wondering what's gotten into you."
She leaned towards my ear, "I'll tell you what hasn't gotten into me."
Her hot breath and her implied implications made my cock instantly rise.
Just then her shoe dropped to the floor. I glanced down and stared at her beautiful stocking-clad foot. Her toes perfectly manicured and looking so sexy wrapped in sheer silk.
She wiggled her toes and said, "Adam is a nylon guy."
I clarified, while still staring at her foot, "All guys are nylon guys."
"Really?" she asked, moving her foot up onto my knee, "Why?"
"The look, the feel, the allure," I answered, although I could truthfully never understand what actually turned me on about them.
"These are twenty dollar nylons," Lisa said, putting her hand on her ankle and moving slowly up. "They are super soft."
"They do really accentuate your legs and feet," I complimented.
"Feel it," she offered.
I couldn't resist such an offer, such a temptation, as I put my hand on the top of her foot and slowly slid it up to her ankle and calf.
"I've noticed you staring at mom's legs and feet often," she revealed a moment later, just as the lights began dimming and the music started.
She moved her foot away, leaving my head spinning with what had just transpired over the past fifteen minutes. The next hour plus I vaguely watched the Broadway production, which was amazing, all the while thinking I was the Phantom and she Christine...although it seemed she had already taken off my mask.
As the lights came on for intermission, Lisa's boss asked, "Enjoying the show?"
Lisa answered, "It was pretty hot," as she squeezed my hand as if implying she was talking about something else.
I added, "Yes, the play is full of complex characters."
Lisa added, looking directly at me, "Yes, you need to see past the outer appearance to really get to know them."



The boss's wife laughed, "I think you two are having one of those inside joke conversations."
Lisa laughed, "Sorry, we're still in that early stage of our relationship."
The boss quipped, "Oh, I remember those days."
"Shut up, Frank," the wife playfully joked.
"Just saying, we were pretty wild back then," he continued.
"And I'm not now?" She questioned.
"I plead the fifth," he said, putting his hands up, knowing he was only digging himself into a deeper hole.
"Well, we haven't gotten to the wild stuff yet," I said, hinting to Lisa.
Lisa quipped back, "But the night is still young."
"I've never seen this side of you," Frank said, as we made our way out to the lobby.
Lisa shrugged, again squeezing my hand, "All of us are more than we are perceived."
"Well, I like the more outgoing you," he approved.
"I do too," she nodded, before she and Frank's wife went to the restroom to freshen up.
Frank and I talked sports, grabbed a couple drinks on him, and waited for the women to do whatever women do when they go to the restroom. For the record, men like to think you're having lesbian trysts, but we know it's more likely you're just talking about us.
I had finished my first drink and was sipping on the other when the ladies returned giggling. The boss's wife said, "I can't believe you haven't made a move on her yet."
"P-p-pardon," I stammered.
"Lisa was telling me that you've known her forever, but that your first kiss was just today because of mistletoe in the limo," she explained.
My face probably showed my shock, but I recovered quickly. "Well, I'm a gentleman."
The tipsy wife leaned towards me and whispered, although it was loud enough for Lisa to hear, "Sometimes a lady needs a man who knows what he wants and just takes it."
"Is that so?" I asked, glancing at Lisa who was watching and listening intently.
Lisa nodded, moving closer to me so only I could hear her, "Sometimes a lady wants to be a tramp."
My already hard cock flinched, as she walked away and went to get a drink with the boss's wife, who apparently didn't mind buying alcohol for a minor.
Frank quipped, "Looks like you're getting some action tonight."
I laughed, "I think the wine is getting to her."
"Tammy always gets wild with some scotch," Frank said.
"Well, make sure she is getting a scotch," I suggested, both Frank and Tammy still a very attractive couple in their late forties.
"Get her into the scotch and she may want more than just me," he quipped.
"Oh, the beautiful power of booze," I quipped back.
"Indeed, it is the great equalizer," he nodded, finishing his drink, just as the announcement that the show would begin in five minutes was made.
The ladies came back a couple minutes later and I asked, their drinks clearly not wine, "What are you two lovely ladies drinking?"
"Liquid courage," Tammy answered, downing her drink.
Lisa added, as she put something made of cloth and slightly damp in my hand, "Tammy calls this panty remover. I know I wasn't supposed to wear any, but I figured this tiny thing didn't really count." She downed the drink as I glanced down to realize she had just given me her very skimpy thong.
I gasped.
"Shall we return?" Frank asked.
"To the limo?" Tammy questioned, clearly frisky.
"Oh, you and scotch," he said, shaking his head.
"You've never complained before," she relied, moving close to him.
He took her hand and led her back to the theatre and I did the same with Lisa, no longer wondering if all her flirtation and innuendo was a coincidence. She definitely wanted to fuck me and now it was me having second thoughts, even as my free hand held onto her damp panties in my pocket.
Sitting back down, all my assumptions definitely true, my fantasy now within reach, I was a mess. Usually, I was in charge. I was the man. Yet, having my sister be so aggressive had thrown me a bit.
This sudden insecurity was compounded as the first song played and Lisa's hand slid up my leg and rested harmlessly on my crotch. She didn't squeeze, or rub, she just rested her hand on my very stiff cock.
Her hand lingering there drove me nuts. Song after song played, her hand not moving, a constant distraction, a frustrating tease. It was driving me nuts, I couldn't help it any longer as I began to flick my cock in my dress pants, like a dog putting his head under someone's hand for a pet.
She smiled slightly, but didn't look at me or take the hint, instead keeping her gaze on the stage and her hand resting on my dick.
The last few songs, although beautiful, were excruciating as my dick begged for attention. I wanted to pull my dick out and make her suck me; I wanted to make her straddle me and ride my cock while both we and the show reached a climactic end; I wanted to throw her on the stage, spread her legs and pull her ankles to her ears as I buried my cock deep in her. These thoughts only made my cock want attention more.
When the show finally ended, she gave my cock a firm squeeze and whispered, "You should probably take care of that poor thing," before standing up for the standing ovation.
I took a moment, stood up, adjusted myself and joined the rest of the audience in their admiration of the brilliant show we had all just witnessed. Yet, I was already envisioning my own after show, one where the crazy incest plan of mine came to fruition.
Eventually, we all filtered out of the theatre, everyone talking about how great it was. Lisa's hand was again in mine, and I couldn't explain why it felt so right.
We returned back to the limo and as the driver began driving, I noticed that Tammy was not so slyly rubbing Frank's cock. Frank shifted himself to try and hide the act, but it was pretty obvious.
He asked, "How did you two enjoy the show?"
"It was amazing," Lisa said, slipping out of her heels, again teasing me with her stocking-clad feet. "I've seen the movie and fantasized about seeing it live forever, but actually witnessing it was the ultimate experience."
I agreed, answering with two separate meanings, "I felt I was on the edge the whole show."
Tammy added, "The Phantom was hot."
Lisa agreed, putting both her legs across my lap, "I'd let him take me to his underground love dungeon and have his way with me."
Wanting full clarity, I asked, as I instinctively began massaging her left foot, "You want to be taken captive and made a love slave?"
"God, yes," Lisa agreed, "I want a man who wants me more than anything else and then takes what he wants."
"We all want that," Tammy added, giving a look to her husband.
Frank said, "I told you...scotch."
"It liberates my inhibitions," Tammy, quite drunk, declared, as she suddenly began trying to fish out his cock.
"Tammy!" Frank gasped, "We have guests."
"They want to fuck, too," Tammy said, continuing to attempt to get his cock, although she wasn't successful.
"We can resume this once we get home," Frank said.
"Promise?" She asked, siting back up.
"Of course," he nodded, although giving me a look that implied that she would likely pass out before that.
As if on cue, the drunk wife just passed out, falling into his shoulder.
Frank apologized, "I'm sorry, she can get very adventurous when she drinks."
Lisa said, "It's good to let loose once and in a while."
"Agreed," Frank nodded, "but not in front of our employees."
"We won't tell," Lisa smiled, giving him a wink.
"Would you two lovebirds like to go for a drive around the city on your own tonight?" Frank asked.
"Really?" Lisa asked.
"Sure," he said. "I paid for them until 2am so no one drove home intoxicated."
"That would be great," Lisa said, giving me a look that dripped with intention.
Frank, knowing exactly what we were both thinking, added, "The driver can stop wherever you want, take you wherever you want or just drive around."
"Thanks, Frank," Lisa acknowledged.
"Yes, that is very generous," I added, my mind still spinning with the possibility of what likely was about to happen, as I switched to massaging her right foot. The feel of her foot, the silk, had me completely smitten with Lisa not as my sister, not as another conquest, but as someone I desperately wanted...needed.
"Press that button there," he pointed, pressing a button, "if you want the window locked and the volume blocked."
Lisa smiled, as she lifted her left leg up and placed her foot directly on my dick, "And why would we need to do that?"
"No reason," he smiled back, clearly getting a full view of Lisa's thigh high stockings, "just saying it's an option if you two need some privacy."
It was obvious we were both ready to burst at the seams the second the limo pulled back up to the restaurant. Frank woke Tammy up, who groggily climbed out of the limo and waved goodbye while winking at Lisa.
Frank briefly talked to the driver, before putting his head back in and saying, "I told him to just drive. If you want him to do anything else, let him know."
"Thanks," we both too quickly replied, both thinking the exact same thing.
"Have fun," he said, before closing the door.
The second the limo started driving, we turned to each other and melted into one another. Our kisses this time were urgent, desperate, and hungry. My hand cupped her breast, her hand went to my cock. We were like two wild animals captivity at the zoo finally let out of our cages.
After a couple minutes of tongues exploring, hands roaming, I broke the kiss and asked, "Are you sure about this?"
"I've never been more sure about anything," she answered, melting back into me.
Time became irrelevant as we began our journey of pleasure. She pulled off my tie, never once breaking from kissing me. She tugged off my suit jacket, breaking the kiss long enough for me to see the insatiable lust in her eyes. She wanted me more than any woman ever had before.
Once my suit jacket was off, she grabbed my dress shirt and ripped it open, her cavernous basic hunger written all over her actions.
I joked, "That was a forty dollar shirt."
She moved her foot up to my chest, rubbing me with her silk foot as she quipped, "These are twenty dollars each and I bought two pairs."
"Money well spent," I nodded, my sister being the first to use my stocking fetish to entice me.
She rubbed her nylon feet on my chest and asked, "Isn't this what you wanted?"
I whimpered, her sexy tone and foot play turning my brain into mush. "Yes, but I don't want to force anything on you."
Her right foot slid down my chest and rested firmly on my stiff cock in my pants. "Do I seem like I am having doubts?" She asked, demurely.
"When did you know?" I asked, as I took her left foot and took her stocking-toes in my mouth.
It was her time to whimper. "I was pretty sure you and Andrea were fucking, and then she slipped up about who she was fucking while I was apparently retrieving your cum from her cunt."
I chuckled, as I made my way through her toes, "Yes, that was a little twisted I must admit."
"After she left, I began to really replay the past couple of months, reread the chats, especially the one where you insisted I wear pantyhose, long knowing that you had a fetish by the way Mom's legs in nylons always distracted you," she continued.
Suddenly I wondered worriedly, "Do you think Mom has a clue?"
"I don't see how she can't," she shrugged. "You practically stare and drool every time see is walking around in stocking-clad feet, especially when we are watching television."
"Shit," I sighed.
"If she does know, which I'm sure she does," she continued, moving her other foot to my lips, while replacing the other on my cock, "she enjoys teasing you."
"How do you figure that?" I asked, Mom my most common stroke fantasy, like many guys I imagine.
"Why would she stay in them all evening?" She asked, as I replicated the toe attention on her other foot.
"I've never thought about it," I shrugged, "although she is definitely the reason for my nylon fetish."
"Do you want to fuck Mom?" She asked, surprising me once again.
"What?" I asked.
"It's a pretty straight forward question," she continued, "do you want to fuck Mom?"
Figuring I was about to fuck my sister, being honest about my attraction to our mother wasn't anything more twisted then we both were already committing. "Of course," I admitted.
Shocking me once again, as she moved her feet back to the floor and moved to unbuckle my pants, she revealed, "Me too."
"Seriously?" I asked, while I watched my once nerdy sister fish out my cock.
"Mmm-hmmm," she purred, as she took it in her hands, "it's as big as Andrea said it was."
"So you knew of my intentions all day?" I asked, even though the answer was obvious.
She leaned forward and took my cock in her mouth. And bobbed up and down for a few seconds before asking, "Is that bad?"
She returned to sucking my cock as I agreed, "Yes, that is very, very bad."
She continued sucking my cock before again stopping, my balls already on the brink of eruption, "Is sucking my brother's big cock also bad?" She asked, looking up at me with such an innocent look the whole surreal situation had me overwhelmed.
I groaned, as she began taking all seven inches in her mouth with ease, something very few women had been able to do, "You're a very bad girrrrl."
She continued sucking and I knew my first load was about to erupt out of me, deciding I wanted to take control of the situation, something I wasn't currently, I pulled out milliseconds before I was to come and grunted, "Open wide, little sister slut."
She eagerly obeyed, opening her mouth and waiting for my cum. It was so hot as my cum rocketed out of me and splattered all over her face. Having not come all day, my first load was a big one. My cum hit her hair, forehead, cheek and lips, while a small amount hit the actual target.
As soon as my cum stopped shooting out of me like a cannon, she leaned forward and took my cock back into her mouth, like the cum hungry slut she wanted to be.
Wanting to return the favour, to taste her, I pushed her onto her back, and dove into her completely shaved cunt. Unlike most guys, I enjoyed eating pussy, my first girlfriend couldn't come from getting fucked instead only from a good pussy munching. I not only knew how to use my tongue, but could find that needle in a haystack, the g-spot.
She was incredibly wet and she moaned the instant my tongue made contact with her. "Oh Goddddd."
The mistake guys make about eating pussy is they think it is just a quick task to get to the main act...fucking. I see it as a critical part of the whole sexual relationship. I mean, why do women come back to me? Sure, I am pretty good looking, but the reality is there are lots of guys better looking than me. No, my allure is my ability to understand what women want and give it to them; it is also the ability to understand that the way to a woman's sexual heart is through listening to them, understanding their needs, and truthfully, going down on them. Even all the chats with Lisa were about getting to know what she wanted.
My tongue explored her wet pussy lips, and teased her clit, constantly roaming like an explorer, being more of a teaser than a pleaser. Her breathing got heavy quickly; like me, her orgasm had been building and begging for release.
"Oh God, Eddie," she moaned, clearly close to eruption.
I purred, putting her swollen clit between my lips, "Does baby sis want to come."
"Pleasssssse," she whimpered, my lips vibrating on her clit making her twitch.
I slid my finger inside her, searched and found her g-spot, and began tapping it like a drum while simultaneously flicking her clit with my tongue.
In seconds she was screaming and coming, "Fuuuuuuuuuuck!"
I continued the simultaneous double pleasure throughout her orgasm, her pussy juice somehow tasting like the sweetest I had ever tasted, Maybe it was or maybe it was just the reality of whose cunt I was savouring, but I kept lapping up her pussy cum, just like she had taken my cock back in her mouth after I covered her face.
Finally, she begged, still trembling, "Fuck me, Eddie, please, I have wanted this for so long."
I wondered if she meant fucking me or getting fucked, but I wasn't going to ask, my cock hard and ready for round two.
I pulled off my pants, moved between her nylon-clad legs and slammed into her with a raw lust that only happens a couple times in a man's life.
"Oh Godddddd," she moaned, as all seven inches of my thick cock filled her.
"So tiiiiiight," I groaned, knowing I was the first cock to fill her.
"So biiiiiiig," she moaned back.
Knowing she wanted to be fucked, not made love to, I slammed into her, the sounds of our two bodies crashing into each other echoing through the small space.
For minutes, both of us already having come, we fucked hard, not talking, just fucking, enjoying the immense pleasure we were giving each other.
When she did finally speak, she also wrapped her legs around me, and begged, "Deeper, baby, fill me deeper."
The feeling of having her nylon-clad legs around me, only enhanced the already amazing sensation of fucking her, as I shifted from long strokes, to quicker deep thrusts trying to oblige her request.
"Oh yes," she moaned, "soooo good."
She lifted up her ass and began bucking forward, desperate to be filled deeper.
This position made for intense fucking, had sweat pouring down my brow as we gave each other quite a work out.
Another minute in this crazy position, my thighs getting tight, I grabbed her ankles, pulled them all the way to her ears, and leaned into her, reaching the new depths she desperately wanted.
"Ohhhhh fuckkkkkk, so fucking deeeeeeeep," she screamed, as I watched her facial expressions of pleasure, something that always turned me on. I always loved to see the vulnerable moment of euphoria in a woman's face when I made her come, and seeing it my sister was the ultimate moment of sexy sweetness when she came a second time after only a few deep thrusts.
"Yesssssssss!!!" she screamed, her body bending backwards even as I continued thrusting into her.
My own orgasm was building too, I continued to pound her as hard and deep as I could.
"Come in my cunt, big brother," she demanded, "I want to feel you fill my cunt with your cum."
I was just pondering where I was going to come, and hearing her beg for me to fill her with my load was all it took for me to make my decision, not thinking about the potential consequences, but rather the heat of the moment.
"Please, baby, I need your cum so bad," she pleaded, staring at me with an insatiable hunger that made my balls erupt.
"Here it comes!!!" I grunted as I filled my sister's cunt.
"Yes!!!!!!" she moaned, her eyes never leaving mine as I filled her.
This wasn't just fucking, I thought to myself as I kept her gaze, this was an intimacy that was unlike any I had ever experienced before. Although I had liked many of the women I had been with, I had never loved them. This was a love that was much more than just a brother and sister, but I couldn't explain it any better than that.
Finally, I pulled out of her, watching the cream pie in her cunt slowly slither out, as she weakly said, "Holy shit."
"Any regrets?" I asked.
"That we didn't do this sooner," she smiled.
"Well, we can definitely make up for lost time," I countered, sitting beside her.
"Promise?" she asked, her hands moving to my finally shrinking dick.
"Definitely," I chuckled, as I watched her lean forward and take my cock back in her mouth.
The third load ended up going down her throat as she slowly sucked me for a good half hour, sucking on my balls, licking my long shaft and just pleasuring my cock.
The limo finally returned to the restaurant, we got ourselves dressed and returned to our car, both of us too tired to socialize.



Getting home, both our parents were asleep and after one last kiss, we went our separate ways.
We fucked every day until Christmas, including a threesome with Andrea at my secret rendezvous spot. Watching my sister eat pussy was damn hot, as was having both of them suck my cock together.
On Christmas day, well Christmas evening, after my dad had passed out like he always did during family gatherings, I was giving Lisa her great big Christmas present, banging her from behind as she leaned on her bed for support, when Mom walked in and caught us in the act.
I froze, my cock buried deep in my sister, as Lisa smiled and said, "About time, Mommy, get your ass in here."
I gasped, as Mom closed the door, dropped her robe, revealing she was only in thigh high stockings, and walked over to us.
I stared in utter shock, as Mom dropped to her knees in front of me, pulled my cock out of her daughter and took it, sticky with pussy juice, into her mouth.
Lisa smiled as she turned around, "Merry Christmas, big brother."
I was speechless. I couldn't fathom when Lisa could have possibly seduced Mom in the week since I had taken her virginity. Yet obviously she had, as Mom was now bobbing on my cock.
"I'll tell you the story later," Lisa smiled, dropping onto her knees too.
I watched as Mom and Lisa took turns sucking my cock.
As Lisa deep throated me, Mom purred, "It's as big as you said it was."
Lisa moaned on my cock in response, as Mom moved and began sucking on my balls.
"Shittt," I groaned, unable to say anything else.
A couple of minutes later, I warned, "I'm going to come soon."
Both girls knelt before me, mouths wide open, as I stroked my cock.
Looking down at my two eager women, I shot my load directly at my Mom, another fantasy suddenly becoming a reality.
As soon as I was done, my sister and my Mom started making out, Lisa retrieving as much of my cum as she could.
When they broke the kiss, Mom looked up at me and asked, "Does my son want to fuck his mother?"
I replied by pulling her up, pushing her onto the bed, spreading her nylon-clad legs open and sliding into her trimmed, but not completely shaved, pussy.
"Oh yes, sonnnnnn," she moaned, as I filled her.
Lisa straddled Mom's face and ordered, "Get licking, Mommy-slut."
I was in awe of Lisa calling our mother a 'Mommy-slut' and watched as our mother began licking Lisa.
"Keep fucking her," Lisa ordered me, as I had stopped to watch the incestuous lesbian act.
I laughed, "Sorry, hard to stay focused."
She smiled, "Men really can't multitask."
After a few minutes, Mom coming twice from my cock, I was about to erupt when Lisa demanded, "Fill Mom's cunt with cum."
Mom moaned, between licks, "Yes, baby, fill Mommy's cunt."
I wasn't going to argue, as I spewed my seed deep inside her.
Soon after, Lisa came also from Mom's tongue and we all collapsed on the bed.
"Merry Christmas," Lisa quipped, after a couple of minutes of recovery silence.
"Indeed," I laughed, my cock still hard, as I moved to Mom's mouth.
"Merry Christmas to me," she smiled, opening her mouth and taking my cock in.
Lisa smiled, watching Mom slowly suck my cock, and asked, "So, should we try to get Aunt Beverly to join us on New Year's Eve?"
I laughed, Aunt Beverley being Mom's younger, bustier, sister, "I think I've awakened a monster."
Lisa leaned over Mom and took my cock, "Speaking of a monster," she added, before taking it in her mouth.
They shared my cock for one more load, both bent on all fours as I took turns fucking them from behind, before coming inside Mom a second time.
Lisa retrieved my cum from Mom's cunt as they got into a sixty-nine, getting each other off one final time.
As I watched, I said, more to myself than anyone else, "This is definitely the best Christmas ever."
THE END
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Jasmine's last parent-teacher interview was scheduled for nine at night, a full hour after the evening was supposed to end. Janet Jones, the mother of Bethany Jones, couldn't make it until this late time because of another meeting.
Jasmine was overly tired, and a bit bitchy after a day of teaching followed by an evening of interviews. Most of them had gone well, and she wasn't expecting this one to go poorly, as Bethany was a great student.
Jasmine tried to grade Hamlet essays but her mind was done for the day, so instead she was playing Flappy Birds on her phone when Mrs. Jones walked in at five minutes after nine.
"Sorry I'm late," Janet smiled warmly, a voluptuous black woman in her early forties, a virtual older copy of her daughter.
Jasmine looked up startled, her bird crashing. She was surprised by how much alike the mother and daughter looked. No way did this woman look old enough to have an eighteen year old daughter. She turned on her fake teacher charm and greeted, "Hi, Mrs. Jones, no worry at all. Gave me a chance to do some marking."
Janet smiled, "Looks like some new wave marking," pointing to the phone.
Jasmine laughed, "I'm mentally done and this flappy birds game is ridiculously addicting."
Janet, the devious plan in her head the real reason she insisted on the late time, quipped her new prey oblivious to her true meaning, "Addiction is hard to control."
Jasmine laughed, "Stupid cell phones. I'm not really much of a gamer. My ten year old son put this game on my phone."
Janet laughed back, deciding to lean on a student's desk rather than sit in the chair put across from the teacher in order to showcase her long nylon-clad legs and her voluptuous breasts. "So what are we going to do about my daughter?"
The teacher chuckled, "I know, she's quite a handful."
Janet, again responding with naughty innuendo, quipped, "Oh, she's more than a handful."
Jasmine noticed the odd tone of the mother's response, but didn't put much thought into it. "Were there any particular concerns about the report card I emailed last week?"
"No, no," Janet shook her head, as she hopped onto the desk and slowly crossed her right leg over her left. "Her grades are great."
"She has the highest mark in the class," Jasmine agreed, unable to not notice the mother's long legs in nylon, her fetish ever since her old school boyfriend insisted she wear them for him. She had since worn them almost every day of her life from plus 90 degree summer days to the crazy cold of winter. Nylons were part of who she was, like her brown hair, blue eyes and 34b breasts.
Jasmine was also surprised to see this attractive black woman in pantyhose. They seemed to be so out in 2014 (which was a shame because they definitely enhanced the seductive allure of any woman) and other than Bethany, who wore them with her cheerleader's outfit, no other students of colour ever wore nylons (a few wore tights, but they are about as sexy as a sweatshirt).
"Her grades are not why I'm here," Janet continued, dangling her five inch power heel on the end of her foot. Her daughter was confident that Mrs. Walker was submissive, bi-curious and had a nylon fetish. Bethany was sure that this sweet, innocent looking teacher wore thigh high stockings underneath her dresses and skirts, and even with her jeans on casual Friday. Janet was determined to find out if her daughter was correct on all three assessments.
Although Bethany was a chip off her mother's block, having seduced and dommed six white classmates in her senior year, she still doubted herself with adult white women. Although she desperately wanted her first MILF to be her English teacher, she wasn't confident enough to pull it off.
Thus, with Christmas just a couple of weeks away, Janet decided this teacher would be an early Christmas present for her daughter.
"So what is your concern?" Mrs. Walker asked, surprised that this interview may not go as expected and suddenly scolding herself for telling the principal he could go home, even after he offered to stick around in case he was needed (but Jasmine was confident this interview was just a formality, like most 'A' students', where parents just came to get the kudos of praise that always followed).
"Bethany thinks you have a crush on her," Janet revealed.
"Pardon?" Jasmine gasped. Those were the last words she thought could possibly be said to her. Although her darkest, pun intended, fantasy was to be seduced and dommed by a student, particularly a black student, these were not desires she felt she remotely revealed in the classroom. No doubt, Bethany's long black legs in those amazingly shiny pantyhose caught her attention every game day, football season and now basketball season, but she didn't think anyone noticed her sly glances.
"She's convinced you're a lesbian," Janet bluntly said, uncrossing and re-crossing her legs like Sharon Stone in the classic scene in the movie 'Basic Instinct'.
Jasmine couldn't help but watch in awe, just like Michael Douglas did in that same movie, as she stammered, pulling herself from the sultry action in front of her, "I-I-I'm married."
"So am I," Janet replied right back, "but there is something very special and sacred when two women are intimate".
Jasmine was floored. Her fantasies for years, ever since she secretly began writing porn stories on Literotica, originally predominantly lesbian porn stories, had been to make her lesbian curiosity a reality. She was a complete submissive for her husband, thus the reason she was currently wearing thigh highs under her black skirt and why she was also sans underwear at the moment. Yet, she couldn't read this beautiful black woman, 'was she hitting on me?' She pondered.
"Speechless," Janet smiled, swinging her leg like the pendulum on a clock. "They say a picture is worth a thousand words and the look on your face speaks volumes."
"I don't," the flustered teacher began. "I mean, I think this is," she stopped. "I think we should keep our conversation to Bethany."
"Of course," Janet agreed with a smile. "So Bethany believes you have a nylon fetish. Is that true?"
Jasmine couldn't believe how everything this black mother said was true. She tried to answer without giving away her sexual perversion. "I do like to wear nylons," she admitted.
"Stand up," Janet ordered, "let's see what you are wearing right now."
"Excuse me?" Jasmine questioned, surprised again by the bluntness of this mother. She was used to bluntness by parents, but it was usually over her hard grading or high expectations.
"Stand up now," Janet repeated, her tone shifting to much firmer.
She didn't know exactly why, partly because of the tone of the woman and partly out of an inner psychological need to obey, but she stood up.
"Walk over to the front of your desk," Janet instructed next.
Mrs. Walker protested, sensing this conversation getting completely out of her control, "Mrs. Jones, I must insist...."
"Now!" Janet firmly ordered, her tone no nonsense.
Again the submissive teacher, feeling an undeniable wetness in her cunt, felt compelled to obey. She walked out from behind her desk and soon stood in front of the intriguing woman.
"Bethany is confident that underneath the teacher's attire you wear to school each day you are actually wearing thigh high stockings, is that true?"
Mrs. Walker couldn't believe how observant Bethany was. Every skirt and dress was plenty long enough to hide the lace tops of her expensive pure silk stockings, so she was bewildered that the cheerleader could notice such things. She stammered. "S-s-sometimes."
"Right now?" Janet queried.
"Yes," Jasmine admitted, feeling compelled to answer honestly.
"Oops," Janet said, all diva dramatic, as her heel hit the floor. "Could you get that for me?"
Jasmine knew immediately, having written sexual seduction scenes just like this in her stories, what this mother was doing (although the feeling was surreal that fantasy was potentially becoming reality), yet she silently, bent down and grabbed the clearly very expensive shoe. She went to hand it to Mrs. Jones when she was stopped.
"Please put it back on my foot, Mrs. Walker," Janet ordered, this seduction going exactly as planned. Sometimes seducing white women took work: psychological manipulation or blackmail, but this one was just going to be a smooth transition from taking a white woman's secret fantasy and making it a very, very concrete reality.
Jasmine again knew this was crossing so many professional lines, knew she should stand up to this woman, yet she again obeyed, putting the heel back on the mother's foot and briefly feeling the smooth silk of the pantyhose, which immediately triggered a pulsation to her now needy cunt.
"Thank you," Janet smiled, looking down at the flustered, red cheeked teacher.
"No problem," Jasmine nodded, standing back up, trying to make like it wasn't a big deal.
"So two of three of Bethany's assessments are true," Janet continued her sly seduction of the cute teacher.
The teacher was rattled and completely out of her element, feeling suddenly like a character in one of her many stories. A rush of excitement and an undeniable wetness lightly leaking from her cunt was countered by the anxiety of the unknown and the risk of her career. Jasmine nervously asked, "What did Bethany tell you?"
"First, that you were wearing thigh highs underneath your teacher attire," Janet began. "Second that you are a lesbian. Obviously that is not true, you are married and all, but there is little doubt you are curious if not bisexual."
Jasmine couldn't believe how accurate Bethany and Mrs. Jones were. Yes, she always wore thigh high stockings, and yes she was bisexual, although relations between women were far and long between.
"Third," Mrs. Jones listed, "she sensed you're submissive, which now seems pretty obvious, doesn't it?"
Jasmine's already red face burned more. At home, she was incredibly submissive to her husband in the bedroom, as she also had been to a couple of her earlier boyfriends (none of them truly understood just how much she wanted to be controlled in the bedroom or how far she was willing to go...thankfully her husband did). Yet, at work she was a strong-willed, no nonsense teacher, although also very personable and compassionate.
"Again, a picture is worth a thousand words," Janet smiled, before adding, "or your silence speaks volumes. Whichever cliché you like best."
Jasmine really wasn't sure what to say. She was a terrible liar and everyone had always told her as much and thus she didn't want to be caught in a lie.
Janet continued, "So, the question becomes what to do about it."
The teacher finally said, knowing if she didn't speak soon she would end up in a predicament she couldn't control, "Mrs. Jones, I'm beginning to get very uncomfortable with this conversation."
"I imagine your cunt is also very uncomfortable right now, I bet there's a great discomfort in your panties, isn't there?" Janet playfully asked, swearing for the first time.
Jasmine couldn't deny the truth of that statement, she could feel the wetness slither slowly down her leg, cursing her decision to not wear underwear. Yet, she responded, trying to somehow prevent what she was already confident was on Mrs. Jones' mind, "This is not the place for this conversation."
"Where is?" Janet queried. "My house with Bethany home? Your house with your husband and children home? No, no, I think this is the perfect place for this conversation. No one else is here, other than the night janitor, and it's unlikely he will be coming this way."
Jasmine was overwhelmed. Even though the offer hadn't been verbalized, part of her was already willing to just drop to her knees in front of this beautiful black woman, yet the trepidation of impacting her job and family kept her at bay...although the strength to resist, if the offer was actually made, was already brittle.
"Do you like Christmas?" Janet asked out of the blue.
Jasmine was surprised by the shift in conversation, but pointed to the nativity scene on the back wall, a Charlie Brown one, and joked, "I wish it could be Christmas season all year round."
"It can be," Janet smiled, "I believe you would be the perfect gift for my daughter."
"Pardon?" Jasmine questioned, realizing instantly the true purpose of this strange conversation, even more complex than she anticipated.
Ignoring the white teacher's bewildered look, the experienced seductress continued, "But do you know what is missing?"
"What?" Jasmine asked, skeptically, sensing the answer would be another piece of the puzzle that was all coming together right in front of her eyes, Jasmine knowing she was being played like a fiddle and unable to stop the music.
"Mistletoe," Janet answered. "You have a nativity scene, you have candy canes on your desk, your door is already decorated like a Christmas tree, but no mistletoe. Although I guess that makes sense in a classroom, I'm sure you are not supposed to encourage kissing." Bethany had told her of Mrs. Walker's love for Christmas, and she figured she would use it for the climactic submission.
Jasmine nodded, "Yes, I'm not sure the admin would be a big fan of that."
"Thankfully, I brought my own," Janet revealed, the seduction almost complete, pulling it out of her purse.
"Y-y-you did?" Jasmine stammered, even though she knew exactly where this was going, or at least she thought she did.
"Yes," Janet smiled, as she stood up, lifted up her dress to reveal she too was wearing thigh highs, and placed the mistletoe just above her cunt, "It is the festive thing to do."
Jasmine stared at the black woman's shaved pussy in complete paralysis. This was one of her greatest fantasies, to be seduced by a black woman. All she had to do was obey like a good submissive, something she always did at home.
Janet smiled to herself as she watched the teacher stare at her cunt. She instructed, gently, "Go ahead, and give my pussy lips a big kiss."
Jasmine's head was a muddled mess. She knew she should demand this woman leave; she knew she should bluntly refuse the offer just given; yet, like so many of her characters in her stories she felt the weight of her body suddenly too heavy to carry, she felt her knees so weak and desperately needing to rest, she felt herself lowering to the floor, her eyes never breaking eye contact with the beautiful shaved black pussy.
"Now crawl to me, my teacher pet," Janet instructed, guiding her pet-to-be.
Hearing the words 'teacher pet', words she had used distinctly in her stories, only enhanced both the wetness between her legs and the desire to obey. Yet, it also made her briefly wonder if somehow this woman knew of her secret erotica writing persona. But in the end, her true submissive nature, her unbridled desire for a black woman, overrode common sense as she got on all fours, like a real pet, and crawled the brief distance to the mother of one of her students.
"Good girl," Janet purred, knowing positive endearing, slightly humiliating terms were critical in the full training of a woman like Jasmine. As mentioned, sometimes a seduction is aggressive, sometimes it's manipulative, but sometimes tenderness is what is needed.
Jasmine felt a chill go up her spine at the strange compliment, knowing it was meant to both encourage and set the hierarchy in place.
"Go ahead, my pet, give me a nice big kiss," Janet offered, spreading her legs even wider.
Jasmine couldn't resist any longer, consequences be damned, her fantasy was becoming reality and nothing else mattered other than complete submission to this beautiful black goddess. She leaned forward and kissed the slightly wet pussy lips.
"Hmmmmm," Janet moaned, always loving the moment when a white woman's lips made contact with her cunt lips. "Maybe you should use some tongue," she added playfully.
Jasmine obeyed without hesitation, as she began to explore the black woman's pussy lips. Her taste was stronger and more exotic than others she had tasted, and after just a couple licks she knew she was addicted. She wondered, 'Does Bethany taste like this too?' And then scolded herself for having such a naughty thought about her student, even though apparently Bethany assumed she already had been.
"That's it, my teacher pet, enjoy your early Christmas present," Janet continued, enjoying the woman's eager and somewhat experienced tongue. Although the greatest rush came from turning a white racist bitch into a cunt licker, this rare sweet seduction was a nice change of pace. While not romantic, it was a tender moment, unlike most of her other seductions.
Jasmine continued licking, not able to satiate her hunger for pussy once it was given to her and she did indeed see this as a great present, one that she wanted to unwrap completely with her tongue.
Mrs. Jones often struggled to come while standing, so she moved to the teacher's desk, spread her legs and quipped, "They say an apple a day keeps the doctor away, but I think a black pussy a day makes a white woman's day."
Jasmine, disappointed briefly when the delicious cunt moved away, quickly moved back in front of the woman and buried her face in her cunt. She desperately wanted to get her off, to taste her cunt cum, and to be a good teacher pet. She licked and lapped, she roamed and teased, until the breathing of the black mother increased. Like in her stories, and few lesbian encounters, she knew this was the time to concentrate on the clit.
"Oh God," Janet moaned as the eager teacher flicked her tongue onto her very sensitive clit. "That's it, my teacher pet, I bet you are dying to taste my cum."
"Yes, Mistress," Jasmine quickly answered, like the submissive she was, before she realized her faux pas. Yet she was too far gone to correct herself, the word out, the natural consequences would follow as Mrs. Jones decided.
"Yes, you little teacher slut, you will make a good pet for meeee," Janet smiled, slightly surprised by the term Mistress being used, although it expedited the conversation that was to follow once this white pet training was done.
Being called a slut always turned Jasmine on because she craved to be one. Craved to eat teenage pussy, craved to suck black cock, craved to be gangbanged, craved to be ass fucked and craved to be used as a complete submissive slave for the pleasure of a Mistress. Cunt juice trickled down her leg as she continued licking, sensing the orgasmic eruption was imminent.
"Here it comesssssss, my white teacher slutttt," Janet declared, knowing she would be a very eager addition to her harem of white woman.
Unlike the other women she had pleasured, this black woman was a squirter. Jasmine had researched this, and seen it in the movies, but never seen it or felt it in real life. She felt her face coated with wetness as she continued lapping up the taste of decadence. The black woman's cum was unexplainably addictive, a taste unlike any she had ever had. She didn't want the fountain of pussy juice to end as she savoured every drop of pussy perfection.
Janet had seen eager white pussy pleasers, had created quite a few herself through training, but none had been as obedient, eager and thorough as this white teacher. She knew she would be a long term pet addition and also knew she would obey and submit to her daughter if told to. Once her orgasm was done, she gently pushed the still licking pet away and asked, "Are your panties wet?"
Jasmine no longer the teacher of this woman's daughter, but rather the submissive pet of this black woman and feeling totally at home on her knees, and wanting to impress and shock her new Mistress answered with a playful smile, looking up from her submissive position, "My panties can't be wet."



"Why's that?" Janet asked, intrigued by the odd tone of the teacher.
"I'm not wearing any," Jasmine revealed with a naughty smile.
"You really prove the theory appearances can be deceiving," Janet said, actually surprised by her pet's naughtiness.
Jasmine smiled, still on her knees, "My husband tells me I'm an enigma."
"That you are," Janet smiled, while grabbing a candy cane from the festive Santa coffee cup. She asked, "Do you want to come, my pet?"
The horny teacher, her face still wet with pussy juice, admitted, somehow needing to show how willing she was to be a good pet, "Desperately, Mistress."
"Go sit on my daughter's desk," Janet instructed.
Jasmine stood up, moved to a front row desk, directly in front of her own desk, and sat on top of it.
"Should've known that Bethany would sit directly in front of the teacher she wanted to seduce," Janet said, amused. She stood up and instructed, "Now let's see that wet white cunt of yours."
Jasmine obeyed, awkwardly pulling her skirt up and without any shame showing her shaved cunt.
"Shaved," Janet nodded approvingly, "you really are one intriguing teacher."
"A Brazilian," Jasmine admitted, continually trying to seek complete approval from this seductress.
Janet handed Jasmine the candy cane and ordered, "Merry Christmas, fuck yourself with it."
It was Jasmine's turn to be surprised as she took the candy cane. She looked at the candy cane, her favourite snack, and slowly moved it to her cunt. Closing her eyes, she rubbed the candy cane up and down her pussy lips before sliding it inside.
"Good pet," Janet purred, watching the sweet teacher fuck herself.
Jasmine was so wet and so horny that she rapidly fucked herself with the makeshift cock. She wished it was longer and wider, but just the thought that she was doing this in her classroom, in front of a parent, enhanced the task and she was soon moaning.
Janet filmed the teacher masturbation scene with her phone. She wasn't anticipating any issues, but it was always good to have blackmailing evidence just in case. She asked, "What are you?"
"Your pet," Jasmine moaned, the whole candy cane disappearing inside her.
"What else?" the mother continued.
"Your white sluuuuuuut," Jasmine declared, loving the racial aspect of her submission.
"And you'll always obey?" Janet questioned.
"Yesssssssss," Mrs. Walker agreed, knowing the words she was saying were true. She would undoubtedly drop to her knees in a heartbeat for another taste of her black pussy. Her orgasm was so close, she began tapping her own clit while slamming her cunt with the small fuck toy.
Janet ordered, as she moved to her ear and whispered, "Come, my white teacher pet."
"Kkkkkkk," the teacher moaned, as her orgasm ripped through her, the hot breath the trigger point to complete bliss.
"Such a good obedient slut," Janet continued, as she tugged on her pet's earlobe.
Jasmine couldn't believe how hard her orgasm hit, her whole body giving in unconditionally to the taboo pleasure of complete submission.
Janet ordered, "Look at me, my teacher pet."
Jasmine opened her eyes, the candy cane still inside her. She saw the camera likely filming her, but assuming she had been filmed throughout her act of submission, she didn't cover herself up. Instead, she said, "Thank you, Mistress."
"For what?" Janet asked, loving how obedient the teacher was.
"For seeing through my outer shell and pulling out the inner slut I've been dying to allow out to play," Jasmine answered, staring at the camera.
"And what are you?" the black Mistress asked.
"A white slut for black cunt," Jasmine answered, while opening the door for the opportunity to submit sexually to her black student, "for all black cunt."
"You want to eat out my daughter, don't you?" Janet asked.
"Yes, Mistress," Jasmine nodded. "I have for some time now."
Janet smiled, "Well, I think I know exactly what I'm getting Bethany for Christmas."
"A white teacher slut," Jasmine answered, taking the candy cane from her cunt and putting it in her mouth.
"Damn, I may have to keep you for myself," Janet smiled, this white slut turning her on again.
"Well, I'm your submissive," the teacher said, as she sucked her own pussy cum off the candy cane.
"Knees," Janet ordered.
"Yes, Mistress," Jasmine agreed, getting off the desk and returning to her knees, hoping she was going to be allowed to taste black pussy again.
"A snack to go?" Janet asked.
Jasmine answered by leaning forward and again licking perfection.
As the white teacher pet again licked her, Janet smiled as she knew she would indeed be the best present ever for Bethany.
THE END
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Accidental Gangbang
It seemed like a good idea at the time... which is what I told my fiancé four hours later.
The wedding was in two weeks, on December 30th (a strange date I agree, but with lots of family coming from great distances, it was the best choice...plus leaving all the snow behind for Hawaii was a great honeymoon choice).
I had no doubt become bridezilla with all the problems and complications thrown at me the past month. I won't get into the details, but that old Murphy adage 'anything that can go wrong, will' had been proving itself nonstop right before my eyes. To make things worse (now I see in retrospect), I had decided our wedding night would be lots hotter if we both gave up sex after fucking each other's brains out on November 30, and not having any at all during December until we'd tied the knot. By this time our abstinence was really getting on my nerves, but I had been reluctant to back down since I'd made such a big deal about it when I had imposed it on my fiancé Dwayne.

My bitchiness in addition to our abstinence had taken its toll on Dwayne, and I'd decided to make it up to him.
I decided that tonight I would give myself to him completely, including my anal virginity, which I had adamantly refused him many times in the past. But now I had been prepping my ass for his smaller-than-most five-inch cock for the past week with three increasingly larger butt plugs.
I told him I was going to my maid-of-honour Amy's place for some more wedding planning, and would spend the night there. Instead I remained home and with Amy's help, I climbed inside a large box, naked except for some sexy lingerie and thigh highs (I mean really sexy lingerie, with cut-outs for my cunt, ass and tits), and then Amy wrapped the box to make it look like an elaborate Christmas gift, which it certainly was!
Amy had created a few holes for breathing and access, so I would have air to breathe and to give Dwayne access to my three pleasure holes and my breasts.
As Amy was about to close me up inside the box, she asked, still surprised by this idea, which was so out of character for me, and more like something she would do, "Last chance. You still sure about this?"
I laughed, "I'm already in the box, plus he has been so incredibly patient with my going over to the dark side in addition to my cock-blocking him that he deserves a treat!"
"It is one kinky idea," Amy laughed.
"Apparently you're finally wearing off on me," I quipped.
"You calling me a slut?" she asked, pretending to take offense.
"No, you're just a very liberal connoisseur of cock," I quipped.
"Bitch," she quipped, surprising me by sliding a finger inside the box and poking it at my pussy lips.
"Amy!" I gasped, helpless to stop her. She had tried to coax me into exploring the other side many times, but I had always rejected the temptation...women just never doing anything for me sexually. Although if I ever was going to 'munch cunt', as she so eloquently put it, she would be the perfect choice. She is a beautiful redhead who makes gay guys question their sexuality (she had actually fucked three gay guys).
She quipped, "I'm just playing with your box," as her finger parted my pussy lips and slid inside me.
The idea that I was about to get ass-fucked for the first time both had me incredibly excited, as prepping myself with three different butt plugs had been pleasantly arousing, but also nervous: would a real cock hurt? I involuntarily moaned at the surprise violation by my best friend: "Amyyy!!"
Pulling her finger out, she quipped, "Sorry, I couldn't resist." After a moment she added, "Damn, you taste yummy."
Her finger gone, I suddenly wished it was back, it being almost a month since Dwayne and I had fucked. Plus, hearing her tell me how good I tasted was both surreal and flattering. I quipped, "Be careful, I may make you my full service maid-of-honour."
"Challenge accepted," she quipped, before asking, "You sure you're comfortable in there?"
Although the box was long and thin it was tall enough for me to be on hands and knees, and I was relatively comfortable that way. "As long as he isn't an hour late getting home from work," I joked, Dwayne being a man of habit; he was never late.

"I'm going to write a little note for him," she added.
"What are you going to write?" I asked, knowing she was devious enough to write almost anything.
"That is for me to know and you to find out," she quipped, before adding, "literally."
Suddenly there was a door handle sound. "Shit, he's early," Amy gasped. "I'll sneak out the back."
"Kkkkk," I said, giddy with anticipation.
A few seconds later I heard the door open and him rustling around. Then I heard footsteps as he approached me.
I was full of giddy trepidation as his finger touched my pussy lips. I let out a soft moan, my pussy already wet from both the anticipation and Amy's brief tease.
The finger slowly parted my pussy lips, creating an involuntarily trembling. I was ready to be fucked.
Like Amy's, as quickly as the finger had begun teasing me, it was gone.
I expected him to either fuck me or unwrap the box, yet he went to the side hole and began cupping my breast, reaching for my stiff nipple and giving it a firm squeeze, again making me moan.
I wanted to scream 'fuck me already', but I also wanted him to enjoy this gift entirely, so I remained quiet and waited for the inevitable.
He again moved his hand away, before moving to the hole in front of my face and putting his fingers in my mouth.
I swirled my tongue around his fingers as if they were a cock, trying to entice him to replace his fingers with the real thing.
Frustratingly, he again withdrew his fingers and walked around, this time going to my ass.
He moved his finger between my ass cheeks before slowly poking it inside. I stiffened even though I'd thoroughly prepared for my ass's virgin voyage.
After briefly fingering my ass, the fingers again pulled out and returned to my cunt.
He tapped on my clit, making my whole body tremble, and my pussy leaked slightly as I wanted to scream, "Will you open your present already!?!?!"
Suddenly I heard the door open again. I instantly stiffened as the guy teasing my clit finally spoke and I realized it hadn't been my fiancé molesting me, but his best friend Joey, "Did you get the stripper?"
Footsteps coming closer, a voice, also not my fiancé's, answered, "No, Dwayne stressed no strippers, but Mike obviously ignored that."
Joey laughed, "Looks like Mike technically kept his word. I assume this isn't a stripper but a prostitute; look at the words above her ass.
The other guy laughed, "'Pick a hole', delicious!"
I gasped. So that's what Amy had written! And what were these guys doing here? Had Dwayne scheduled a bachelor party without telling me about it? I sure hoped he wasn't having it here!
The new guy probed my pussy lips as I tried to figure some way out of this predicament.
As he probed me, he asked, "What's the plan?"
"I thought we were going to the bar," Joey answered, "but now I'm not so sure."
"Think I can fuck her?" he asked, making my whole body tense up.
"Not sure, we should probably wait until Mike gets here," Joey replied.
"You're probably right, but fuck, she's soaked," he declared accurately.
I wasn't sure why I was so wet, my feelings right now were utter shame, yet my body was betraying my morals.
As I was fingered, the door opened again and Joey greeted, "Mike, this is a good one."
"What is?" Mike asked, as somebody's fingers left my cunt.
After a pause, Mike asked, "What's this?"
"This isn't your work?" Joey asked.
"Nope. Dwayne made it pretty clear, no strippers. That bitch wife-to-be already has him domesticated," Mike answered.
Was that what they thought of me? I mean I could definitely be a bitch, but I had no idea that was how Dwayne's friends basically saw me. And the other bad news: this was looking more and more like a bachelor party and what the hell was I going to do about it? Please, guys, go to the bar and have a blast!
"I know," Joey laughed, "his last chance ever to get any head will probably be tonight."
Joey was always a sweetheart around me, so hearing him diss me like this was very shocking. (Although men would be shocked too if they knew how women described them to each other.)
"Has she spoken?" Mike asked.
"No, she hasn't made a sound," Joey said.
Mike asked, "Hey, we won't open you until the groom arrives, but what's your name in there?"
I remained silent, knowing Joey for sure and likely Mike too would recognize my voice. No, my best plan of action was utter silence and praying they would leave for the bar without unwrapping my box.
"No speaking; well, let's feel what we have at least," Mike said, before putting his hand in the box and cupping my breasts. "Nice tits, erect nipples."
"This bitch is revved up and ready for action," the guy I didn't recognize commented.
Soon another hand was touching my cunt. I wanted to shout for them to stop, but I couldn't without revealing it was me. The only possible way out of this without total embarrassment was to remain silent and hope they did indeed leave for the bar. And, at this point, I'd already let three of my fiancé's friends fondle me...how would I explain that to him?
Other men arrived over the next twenty minutes, each of them fingering me, making crude comments and yet, of course, no one taking credit for arranging for my presence here.
I continued to hear comments like "I don't know... his fiancée seems like a bit of a prude... I heard that strippers would be off limits for this party...he might get really pissed once he gets here."
With each additional man touching me I felt more ashamed, more unable to come clean and get out, and surprisingly more wet and eager for the next man. I was being teased like crazy and desperately wanted to come.
Eventually, Dwayne arrived and didn't approach me, but just laughed when someone told him about 'the whore in the box' saying, "Feel free to play with the girl all you wish."
I couldn't believe he had just accidentally given all his friends permission to fondle his fiancée!
I was doubly horrified when they agreed to just stay there and drink, once Dwayne told them I wouldn't be coming home tonight.
The next hour was an eternity of teasing and humiliation. Men continually kept reaching into the box to play with my breasts, finger my pussy, and, occasionally, tease my ass.
So many things were said, like:
"Who hired the hooker?" (a term that made me want to cry)
"Can we fuck her?" (Which had me trembling with guilt, yet also excitement)
"Fuck, is she soaking wet." (Which also had me mortified with guilt, and more excitement)
"Even her ass is begging for it." (Ironically true, but not with these guys)
"Nice firm rack." (Which was flattering. considering my boobs were hanging down Ike a sow's)
Dwayne admitted, after a couple of drinks, and under pressure to unwrap the present, "Guys, if I went there Clarissa would kill me."
I was relieved to hear he was going to remain faithful to me, although my relief was short-lived as he increased the stakes offhandedly, "But so long as she doesn't object, you guys can use her however you wish."
Terrified of the idea of objecting and thereby outing myself, I knew I wouldn't say a word no matter what they did to me! So I endured (and honestly, enjoyed) a few more minutes of being groped, fondled and fingered, both my pussy and ass defiled as the drinking continued, and as the night went on, the violations became rougher.
Then the inevitable happened. I reached orgasm when someone pumped three fingers in me aggressively. I fought to not cum, but an hour of constant probing had been too much and I clenched my teeth so as not to scream out loud and give away my identity.
Unfortunately, once I reach orgasm I can come again and again, and that's what I did!
A minute later the fingers turned into a fist inside me and I could barely hold back from screaming as my cunt was widened unnaturally. Although there was a slight burn, the pleasure was intense and I knew I was in for a long night of humiliating ecstasy...feeling like a cheap slut and loving every minute of it!
Suddenly the hole in the front of the box darkened as a hard cock was poked into my cheek. As the hand continued fisting me, I opened my mouth and the cock slid in and I began sucking.
"The slut is sucking me," my fellatio recipient declared and soon I felt the fist pull out of my cunt to be replaced by a cock. A very big cock! Soon I was bouncing back and forth like a rocking horse, taking unidentified cock in both ends. Although the act was so slutty, especially with my fiancé somewhere in the room, it was also exhilarating, easily the most sexually satisfying moment of my life.
In only a couple of minutes, the guy fucking my mouth shot a load down my throat. As soon as he finished coming, he pulled out and another cock replaced his. "Get sucking, slut," Joey's voice demanded.
I had no choice but to suck Joey's cock. His was not long, but he was thick, and widened my lips.
Meanwhile I kept bouncing back on the cock in my cunt, wanting to cum again, yet at the same time fearful of the probability that this unknown cock would come inside me. My fear was made a reality a minute later when I heard a grunt and felt my cunt walls coated in cum. I always loved the feeling of cum filling my cunt, but not knowing whose it was, plus having an unprotected womb, got my adrenalin surging and twistedly brought me to another orgasm even as it shamed me.
"Fuck, is her cunt tight," my ejaculator praised me as he pulled out.
"Let me take a go at that," someone else said and my cunt was filled again.
This crazy accidental gangbang continued for another half an hour as I swallowed a half dozen loads of cum and felt a similar amount fill my well-fucked cunt, including about the same number of orgasms for myself.
Finally, my body aching, cum leaking out of my cunt, both my holes were finally empty. I thought I was done, but then things got even crazier! I heard my future father-in law's voice saying to someone, "Well, I have to admit my wife hasn't given me head in years."
A few guys pressured him to go for it; "It's not cheating if it's something your wife doesn't do," one guy said.
"Yeah, just shove it in there," another added.
"What the hell, why not?" my father-in-law agreed, and soon my mouth was again full of cock, this one belonging to a future relative. As I began sucking on his cock, my father-in-law-to-be called out, "James, come over here and fuck this slut's cunt."
My eyes went wide as I heard James, who wasn't some future relative but my own father joking, "That would be the ultimate father-in-law bonding."

"What happens at the stag stays at the stag," Dwayne's father quipped, as I felt a cock slide inside my cunt.
I prayed it wasn't my father, but my prayers weren't answered as I heard him, his voice now right above me, say, "Shit, this is the first fresh cunt I've had in thirty years."
I couldn't believe it! I was getting fucked by my father! I also couldn't believe that even though I was mortified by the reality of it, my cunt was heating up again, the taboo of this act somehow turning me on. My body, acting on its own, began bouncing back to meet the strokes of my father's surprisingly long cock before deep-throating my father-in-law's much smaller cock.
Deciding to ignore whose cocks I had in me, I focused on the task at hand, getting them to come. My dad shocked me, being the first person to speak directly to me throughout the evening since someone had asked my name at the very start, as after a couple minutes of fucking he ordered me authoritatively, like he often spoke to me as a father, "Beg for my cock, slut."
I couldn't believe my father would say such words to anyone ever! Yet I also couldn't believe he would fuck a stranger in a box. Yet I knew I didn't dare speak, couldn't reveal my identity, since the only shred of dignity remaining in my weary soul was my secret identity being protected by this fragile cardboard box.
"The slut has a mouthful of cock," my father-in-law quipped.
My father laughed, "I guess that's true."
I got a brief reprieve as I continued to willingly submit to this act of incest. Another orgasm was undeniably rising in me as I bounced back on my dad's big cock, wishing the box wasn't in the way, yet thankful it was hiding my identity. What would he say if he knew he was fucking his daughter? What would Dwayne say if he knew I was not only sucking off his father, but fucking my own? The whole ordeal was fucked up, yet I couldn't deny the ultimate pleasure that was coursing through me.
"God, I forgot how great it was to get a blow job!" my father-in-law moaned.
Dwayne, who had been quiet for a long time, quipped, "Clarissa can give one hell of a blow job."
I would usually be mortified by such words about me, yet at the moment I thought, damn right! as I prepared to take yet another load down my throat.
"Your mother-in-law has a vacuum mouth too," my father grunted, as he kept fucking me.
"Like mother, like daughter," someone else quipped.
I couldn't believe the crudity of this conversation as I heard my father-in-law grunt and brag to me, "Here comes my load, slut."
I kept bobbing, all shame gone by now so long as I could remain anonymous, eager to swallow another load of cum.
"Mine too," my father grunted, as within seconds of each other they both deposited loads of cum in my two well-fucked holes.
Once they both pulled out, my father said, "Go ahead Dwayne, fuck this slut's ass, it's been waiting for you all night."
I couldn't believe my own father was telling my fiancé to cheat on me!
"I don't know," Dwayne said, "Clarissa would kill me."
"What she doesn't know won't hurt her," his father added.
"Still, I would know," Dwayne countered.
"Well, at least unwrap the present and let's take a look at what we've been fucking," someone else said. That comment really pissed me off as the ultimate in objectification! I wasn't even a 'who', I was just a 'what'!
"I guess we could do that," Dwayne agreed, my whole body stiffening as I realized everyone was about to discover who had been in the box fucking and sucking them.
"It's the least you can do," Mike quipped, "someone obviously went to a lot of work setting this up for you, even though they won't take credit for it."
"Probably doesn't want to be on my daughter's shit list: she can be quite a bitch," my father said.
It's crazy how one day can forever change who you are. Everyone who'd mentioned me tonight had made it clear they thought I was a cold bitch, and yet tonight I'd been anything but! Part of me longed to be unwrapped so they could all see I wasn't not some ice queen, yet a smarter side of me knew that was a terrible idea.



Suddenly my phone buzzed in the kitchen.
Dwayne said, "That's weird, that's Clarissa's phone."
"Shit, she isn't here, is she?" my dad gasped.
A moment later Dwayne reported, "Her purse is here."
"Shit," my dad repeated, clearly frantic.
Dwayne's tone suddenly shifted and he said, "Guys, it's time to leave! That was a text and my fiancée is on her way home."
"Shit, shit, shit," my father cursed.
"Guys, head for home, and do it NOW!" Dwayne ordered, even as I was curious what my text said. It was likely from Amy.
"What about the whore?" someone asked.
"I'll deal with her," Dwayne said.
"You sure?" Mike asked.
"Yes, now go before Clarissa gets here!" Dwayne ordered.
The men began to leave even as a couple paused to give me last-minute breast squeezes or fingerings.
Joey asked, his tone curious, "You sure you don't want help with the box?"
"No," Dwayne replied. "I think the text appearing when it did was a sign not to unwrap it. Once you're all gone, I'll unwrap the box just a bit and let her leave without anyone knowing her identity."
"Always the gentleman," Joey teased.
Soon everyone was gone, and I was thinking that maybe, just maybe, I was going to get out of this predicament without being revealed, if Dwayne kept to what he'd told his friends.
But Dwayne spoke to me saying, "Amy wants to know how I liked your surprise."
I wanted to speak, but I was speechless. He knew it was me! He knew I had sucked and fucked his friends, his father and my father!
He began to unwrap the box. "I mean I thought it was weird when no one took credit for it. Yet this is definitely not what I would ever have guessed."
"I'm so sorry," I said weakly, tears streaming from my eyes, my marriage over before it had even started!
He didn't say anything else as he ripped off some paper and broke the box open, but then said, "Stand up, your knees must be killing you."
"My shame is killing me," I countered, as I did indeed stand up, unable to look him in the eye as cum coated my face and leaked out of my cunt, visual reminders of my betrayal.
"Well, I have to admit, spontaneity isn't usually your thing," he said, his tone unreadable.
"Tell me about it," I laughed harshly at myself.
He took my hands and asked, "You didn't know I was having a party and were planning to give me anal sex as a Christmas present?"
"Yes," I admitted, finally looking into his eyes. "I figured I owed you for being so patient during my recent crossing to the dark side. It seemed like a good idea at the time."
"Weddings can do that," he smiled, always so patient, the ying to my yang.
"Do you hate me?" I asked, petrified of hearing the answer.
"I could never hate you," he replied, leaning in and kissing me.
When he broke the kiss, I gasped, "You're not mad?"
"What I actually am is surprised, and a little turned on," he answered,
"R-r-really?" I stammered, a glimmer of hope that my relationship with this wonderful man wasn't over.
"Yes, but I do think I need to fuck you, I'm not a big fan of the thought that the last two people inside you were my dad and yours," he said, taking charge by putting his hands on my shoulders and guiding me back onto my knees.
I fished his cock out of his pants and eagerly took it in my mouth, happy to see it was rock hard.
"I'm not sure I'll ever be able to look your father in the eye again without laughing," Dwayne said, as I bobbed on his cock. "If he only knew!"
Taking his cock out of my mouth, I asked, "Can we please never ever talk about this again?"
"Sure," he quipped, "I always knew you had daddy issues."
"Bastard," I shot back.
"Slut," he retaliated, as he pulled me to my feet and bent me over the couch and slid his cock in my cunt and added, "At least I'm the last one in this hole now, too."
"Why don't you make it three for three?" I moaned, desperately wanting to give him the last of my three holes, just as I had when this crazy night started.
"You sure?" he asked, always the gentleman.
"That's a hole you can not only be the last one in, but the first and only one, too! Fuck my ass, baby," I purred.

"Okay," he said, still unsure. He pulled out of my cunt and moved his cock to my ass.
"Just slam it in baby, I'm so fucking horny and I've been prepping my ass all week for your cock," I begged, dying to know what a real cock would feel like in my ass.
"Okay," he again agreed, although he started slow.
"That's it, fill your bitchy fiancée's ass," I moaned, quoting his friends.
"You probably heard a lot of things you were never supposed to hear," he admitted, as he continued sliding further inside my ass.
"It was a very blunt wake up call," I admitted, "obviously all your friends think I'm a bitch."
"I imagine they'd change their opinion if they knew who was in the box," he pointed out.
"How wonderful: I'd go from the bitch to the slut," I moaned, as his cock filled me.
"The ass slut," he grunted, as he began moving in and out of my ass.
"Your own personal ass slut," I moaned, loving when he called me names.
"Fuck, you're so tight," he groaned.
I imagined my cunt wasn't so tight after the plethora of cocks that had fucked me tonight, many of them bigger than his. I begged, "Well, then fuck me hard and gape my ass."
"What's gotten into you?" he asked.
"Over a dozen cocks," I quipped.
Suddenly the door opened and Joey walked back in. "Sorry, I forgot my wall...."
Dwayne didn't stop fucking my ass as he ordered Joey, "Don't you say a fucking word."
"My lips are sealed," he promised, clearly stunned by seeing me and since I still had who knows how many loads of cum coating my face, it wasn't a stretch for him to realize it had been me in the box.
Feeling so slutty, so horny, and wanting to break the myth that I was a bitch, I ordered, "Well, don't just sit there, come fuck this mean bitch's face with that big cock of yours. Again."
Dwayne gasped from behind, but went along with it, "Yes, my gal is making amends for being such a fucking bitch lately."
Joey, like most guys, didn't need to be asked twice when such an offer was made. He walked over to me, stood up on the couch, pulled his pants down and shoved his cock in my mouth. "I can't believe it was her the whole time."
"Me neither," Dwayne nodded, as he began really slamming his cock in my ass.
I slobbered all over Joey's cock, moaning like a slut, as my ass got reamed.
Wondering what it would be like to get double penetrated, I said, "Change positions."
Dwayne slid out of my ass and I ordered, "Lie down, Joey."
Joey did and I quickly faced him and dropped my wet cunt onto his big cock.
I looked up at my fiancé and ordered, "Come DP your wife-to-be."
"Fuuuuck," he said, disbelieving, as he moved behind me and slid his cock back in my ass.
"Fuuuuuuck yes," I moaned, the sensations of being DP'd even better than I'd imagined.
Joey leaned forward and began sucking on my breasts, which only enhanced the pleasure.
Dwayne slammed into me, making my tits slap Joey in the face.
"Oh yes, fuck my ass baby, ram that cock in my rear," I moaned, wanting to feel his cum in my ass.
"I'm close," he groaned.
"Come in my ass, baby," I demanded, "fill my ass with your cum."
"Kkkkkk," he grunted, a couple of strokes later.
"Yessssss," I moaned, the feeling of something spraying in my ass a new turn-on and bringing me close to my own orgasm.
As he pulled out, I began riding Joey's cock, wanting to come again myself.
After a couple minutes, Joey ordered me, "Ride my cock with that ass of yours, slut."
I was surprised by his order and his name calling, yet so horny and definitely a slut tonight, I obeyed. I awkwardly stood up, and slowly lowered myself onto his big cock.
"Oh fuuuuuuck," I groaned, as my asshole was widened by his girth.
"That's it slut, take it all up your shit hole," he ordered.
The language was so nasty, it only made me hotter. "Yes, sirrrrr," I groaned, feeling so submissive.
"It's Master, bitch," Joey scolded, this domineering side of him so shocking and hot.
"Yesss, Master," I moaned, almost forgetting Dwayne was there.
Finally I had taken all his cock in my ass. He grabbed my hips, held me down and began bucking up.
"Mother fuuuuuucker," I screamed, as his cock reached depths deeper than any toy ever had. The pleasure-pain principle was definitely at work as my orgasm cascaded through me in mere seconds.
"That's it, ass slut," he said, holding me in place, "cum like a dirty little slut."
"Yesssss, Master," I weakly got out, squeezing my tits while my orgasm rushed through me.
His own orgasm wasn't far behind as I felt a second load of cum fill my ass.
"Yes, fill my asssssssss," I screamed.
Finally, my legs cramping, I stood up and felt two loads of cum leaking out of my ass.
My fiancé, his cock still hard, was filming me.
I asked, "You like watching me get fucked by another man?"
He nodded.
"Well, Merry Christmas then, Joey is staying the night," I smiled as I walked over to him, dropped to my knees and took his cock, which had last been in my ass, back in my mouth.
The End
PS: A new chapter is coming out in 2018....
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Lesbian MILF Seductress: Secret Santa
BREE:
The thrill of the chase is often the second most exciting part of a seduction.
I've seduced straight girls or women in just minutes at times, occasionally taking a couple of days. And on rare occasions it's taken weeks. Regardless of the amount of time I've invested, the very most exciting part is watching the expressions on her face as she gives into the lust that consumes her. Watching her drop to her knees, lean forward and become my newest pet is the greatest aphrodisiac there is.
A rush of adrenaline courses through me, like an athlete who shoots the winning basket, as I score yet another submissive pet and add her to my constantly growing collection.
Professor Yvette Garceau was special. She triggered a new lifetime goal of mine: to recruit a pet from as many countries or different nationalities as possible. She was my English 110 professor and here on a one-year exchange from London, England. Well, more accurately, via London from Versailles, France. She'd moved to England after getting married shortly after getting her Master's from Sorbonne University. Surprisingly, she was an English instructor and was very good at it, although with a delectable French accent that so many English-speaking people find seductive. She was in her late forties, always dressed in classy business attire, and always wore her hair up.
She was so proper that I knew by the end of September it would be a rewarding challenge to seduce her. Her sexy French-accented English really made me wet, plus she was beautiful, although she didn't remotely try to showcase her beauty. Her make-up was sparse and her hair, always up and usually in a bun, made her look prudish.
With her being a college professor, I didn't go for the aggressive approach I'd used with my high school teacher Ms. Martens, my next door neighbour the high school librarian... or my first black pet, an attorney. Instead, I took a gradual long-term approach, at least at first. I participated in class and I sat in the first row, often in sexy, not slutty, outfits as I tried to read her, but also trying to ensure I made an impression.
Mom had taught me that an effective seductress blends beauty and fashion: sexy, not slutty; alluring, not desperate. Mom was a highly skilled tutor, although demanding (which I eventually had to admit was a good thing), and I had learned much from her extraordinary seductress skills.
That meant in part selecting blouses that showcased my breasts, and a variety of skirts, nylons and heels. In the 21st century progression from professional to comfortable fashions, I was one of the rare college girls who treated fashion as a statement of who I was, as well as a tool for seduction.
Anyway, after three months of being subtly attractive while studying what made her tick (oh yes, and writing top-drawer essays in response to her assignments), I was ready to launch full force into a seduction I'd planted many seeds for, although none had yet grown to fruition.
Using the upcoming Christmas as my set-up, I decided to play Secret Santa. For five days I would leave her a gift with a note and see how she responded to each. Each would be a gift with a recommendation. Well, they would begin as recommendations, but gradually morph into requirements she would wish to obey.
This approach required a lot more thought and planning than the aggressive full-frontal attack I'd usually used to date. Yet I was hopeful this would work. It would be my biggest challenge to date.
Although I was usually right about many things, including seductions, this time I would need to pull in my horns a bit and say I was hopeful, since I was training myself in a new skill set. As events proceeded, I learned that the less predictable results were giving me a bigger rush than ever.
.....

YVETTE:
Teaching English in America wasn't much different from teaching it in England, truth be told. A good number of words and phrases had different meanings across the pond, and many spellings were different, but it was fairly easy to get a knack for predicting the differences, and it was still English. So syntax was syntax (although very different from that of the Romance languages and other language families), and the overall rules of grammar were very much the same. Also, students were students. The longer I taught, regardless of where I taught, the students seemed to be getting lazier, academically weaker, and feeling more entitled every year.

My life was going as planned, one more week of lecturing, two weeks of final exams, and then I was flying back home to spend the holidays with my daughter Samantha, who had been born and raised in Newcastle upon Tyne.
On Monday, I'd just finished lecturing my freshman English class. English 101 is by far my most painful to teach (the first semester for freshmen being the weeding out stage). My other classes were my strengths and my passions (Shakespeare and World Literature). I had just entered my office when I found an envelope on my desk with my name on it.
Curious, I opened it. It was just a card with a note:
Appointment at 4:00 this afternoon at Hair Haven. Prepaid, tip included.
From your Secret Santa.
Professor Garceau, it's almost Christmas. During the next five days you will receive a gift from me, your Secret Santa, on each day. You are a beautiful woman, Professor. Yet you hide your attractions behind your very conservative attire and hairstyles. Please consider me your fairy godmother, your personal makeover trainer, or your Secret Santa. Five days, five changes that will transform you from conservative caterpillar into beautiful butterfly. It's time to release you from your cocoon and give you your wings.
I stared at the brief message and wondered who could have decided to be my Secret Santa and why they would gift me with a hair styling and even make the appointment. Reading the note for a second time only confused me more. It was rather pretentious, and even forward. However, knowing I could indeed use a salon visit, I decided to call and confirm, while also trying to ascertain who my Secret Santa was.
The call gave me no leads about my benefactor, but I was indeed scheduled for a four o'clock appointment today and yes, it was already paid for, including a generous tip.

That day, the hairdresser, Kevin, a very friendly, very gay man suggested a whole new look, expounding loquaciously on his desire that I 'never again, darling', hide my beautiful hair in a bun. A bun or a simple ponytail being way quicker than doing anything else with my hair every morning, I had gotten lazy, or as he pointed out, 'guilty of cruelly veiling a decorative angel from a potentially adoring world'.
I noticed that in addition to a couple of other gay men, the large salon was also staffed by several very attractive ladies, all dressed to attract attention, probably to increase their tip potential. As Kevin was in the midst of shampooing my hair, a younger lady, probably in her late teens approached us, telling Kevin he had a phone call. "Thanks Alicia, could you take over here?"
Alicia replied, "Well, you know I haven't completed my certification yet."
Kevin dismissed that reservation with an "It's okay, girl. It's just the shampoo. I'll be back in a jif", and he sashayed off to get the phone.
"Well, I guess that's settled," Alicia opined and proceeded. I ignored her comments and her attempts at what she passed off as conversation. She was dressed similarly to the others, which is to say scantily. I also questioned her movements; for example I noticed her pressing her thighs against my own legs and hips at times. At other times she rested her breasts upon my shoulders or even brushed them against my head. Was this intentional? Possibly not, as her fingers never left my head. But even these neutral touches had a sensual feel to them. Why was I getting these hints of excitement from this girl? This had never happened in a salon before, and I'm sure if I were a man I would have wondered if I were being invited to enquire about a back room.
At that moment, Kevin returned. "Well, that was odd," he said. "Whoever it was surely had me confused with someone else. She kept asking about our date. Obviously, she was unaware of my preferences. Oh well, any problems Alicia?"
"Not at all," came from Alicia, "Mrs. Garceau seems to be enjoying her shampoo. She felt like she was melting under my touch. I'll be happy when I receive my certification." Her words which could easily be innocent, seemed to carry an undertone that wasn't. As if she were implying something sexual. I was surprised when my vagina tingled, a sensation I hadn't felt from being touched in a long time.
"Just be patient, it will be here before you know it, and you'll be growing your own clients," he told Alicia as she left.
She seemed to be smiling directly at me as she walked off. Why did that leave me with a shiver? I wondered.
Kevin proceeded with my styling, with no hints of anything sexual at all, and when he was done he had done a magnificent job. I looked completely different, years younger and vibrant, something I hadn't felt since my husband had cheated on me two years ago, one of the reasons I'd decided to do the one-year exchange in Boston.
That night, I pondered who this Secret Santa could be.
.....
On Tuesday morning, I received a second envelope with another card inside.
Appointment at Body Elements
4:00 December 2nd.
A brief note was written at the bottom of the card.
Enjoy the makeover
From your Secret Santa
P.S. your new hairdo makes you look even more radiant, and ten years younger.
I wondered who it could be. A couple of professors had shown some interest in me of late, but I hadn't reciprocated, as I knew this was just a one-year exchange (plus, the divorce from my husband of nineteen years had left me still very wary of men).

Curious again, I called the number on the card and asked, "Hi, I have a four o'clock appointment booked. Can you tell me what is booked?"
"Your name?" the woman asked.
"Yvette Garceau."
"Let me check," she said, putting me on hold.
A moment later she answered, "Mrs. Garceau, you're scheduled for the five-star package."
"I see," I said. "And what does that include?"
"Everything," she answered. "Massage, pedicure, facial, manicure and waxing."
"Oh," I said wondering who would buy me such a lavish gift. To clarify, "And it's already paid for?"
"Yes, ma'am. Tips included."
The idea of being pampered was appealing, and I thanked her before hanging up.
I figured what the hell, I wasn't going to waste such a gift, my shoulders were indeed quite tight, and I hadn't had a pedicure or even a manicure since I left France over twenty years ago. Although I did wonder about the waxing; I'd never had one of those.
I made it to the appointment on time, where I learned the five-star package was rather intense. It lasted over three hours, and in addition to a full body massage, pedicure and manicure, I got a Brazilian, which at first I refused, but the very nice Asian woman, who barely spoke English, ignored my protests and moved quickly and efficiently into removing any vestiges of my leg and pubic hair. In fact, it was very nearly pain free. I, however, found myself becoming surprisingly aroused at this woman working over my most private of parts. It didn't appear intentional, but it seemed unavoidable given the nature of her task, that she would on occasion drag a thumb across my clitoris, or slip a finger ever so slightly between my labia. I was shocked at the effect this seemingly innocuous action had upon me. Of course, I also enjoyed three complimentary glasses of wine and some chocolate covered strawberries, which may have contributed to the feeling, for the most part, of being decadent and rich... and aroused.
As my vagina was waxed as bare as the day I was born, my head spun with speculations about who could possibly have bought such a gift for me. For one, this was expensive; for two, it was completely pretentious; for three, what was this Secret Santa planning for an end game?
.....
The next day when I arrived, there was a large but flat box on my desk.
I couldn't explain it, but although I knew I shouldn't be excited and intrigued (this entire progression had stalker written all over it, or big-time creep, or perhaps rich playboy creep), this week so far was all very exciting and strangely romantic.
I opened the box and saw about a dozen pairs of nylons, which I thought strange.
Professor Garceau
I hope you enjoyed yesterday evening's pampering.
I assume that the nylons you wear in your conservative professor attire every day are pantyhose. Starting today you WILL wear thigh high stockings every day! I'm certain you will enjoy the difference. Vive la différence!
Secret Santa
After two days of pretentious presumptuous gifts, this one was even more pretentious and more presumptuous than the first two. Yet, I couldn't deny that I was curious who was sending me these gifts. Although I had assumed it was one of my male colleagues, it now occurred to me that the handwriting on the notes was definitely feminine. Looking back to the first two notes, which for some reason I had saved, they were the exact same feminine handwriting. Was my Secret Santa a female? Was a woman interested in me? I didn't have much time to consider this, as I had a class to prep for.
I tried to focus on finishing my lecture preparation, but my thoughts kept going back to the note. Unlike the first two, this note was more direct. He or she wasn't generously giving me a gift and suggesting I wear the thigh high stockings, no, this person was telling, almost ordering me to wear them. Part of me was offended by such an expectation, while another part of me was intrigued and even slightly turned on. I loved men who knew what they wanted, yet in my experience those relationships ended up all sex and no relationship. That said, I was in America only temporarily, and some hot sex didn't sound so bad without the whole long-term relationship crap. My cunt was figuratively spinning cobwebs of neglect. Yet, what if this was a female?
I was just considering this possibility when there was a knock on my door. I set the open box on the floor behind my desk before calling, "Come in."
A girl I recognized from my freshman class walked in, dressed in a plaid skirt, white blouse and, interestingly, thigh high stockings, the skirt so short that portions of the tops of the lace top stockings were clearly visible. "Hi, Professor Garceau," she said with a smile.
"Yes?" I nodded.
"My name is Bree, and I have a message for you," she said.
"What is it?" I asked.
"Wear the thigh highs," she ordered, not words I was expecting to hear.
"Pardon?" I questioned.
"I'm supposed to make sure you put on the thigh highs," she explained, looking me in the eye.
"Pardon?" I repeated, shocked by her words. I then asked, "By whom?"
"Our Mistress," she answered.
I was surprised by both words: 'our' and 'Mistress'. After a pause, I asked, almost feeling I was on a twisted version of candid camera, "What do you mean?"
She explained, "Mistress has set her eyes on you to be next."
"Who is she?" I asked again.
"You will learn soon enough," she answered ominously.
"I think I'd prefer to learn now," I stated with authority.
"My apologies, but you're not ready to learn now. We all think we know what we wish to know and when to know it, but that's not for us to decide. It's for our Mistress to decide. Trust me, I speak from first-hand knowledge," the young lady replied as if reading me a fortune cookie.
"I have no use for your first-hand knowledge Bree," I said with increasing frustration. "And what are these things anyway?" I asked, reaching to the floor and plopping the box of hosiery on my desk.
"Those are Wolfords. You cannot find a better pair of stockings anywhere. And they are thigh highs, which our Mistress finds sexier, and give much better access," the girl explained.

"What do you mean better access?" I questioned, even though I should have just ended the conversation.
"You'll learn that soon enough. But for now would you please just feel them? I promise they'll feel better than any stockings you've ever worn. They're so soft, and they feel almost like an extension of your skin," the girl continued, placing her foot on a chair and offering me her leg.
Although her leg looked incredibly sexy in the sheer nylons, I didn't touch hers; I decided to acquiesce, but with a pair from the box, if for no other reason than to satisfy my own curiosity and perhaps get some answers. As I ran a pair through my fingers, they truly did feel exquisite. I had never felt stockings so soft.
The girl must have noticed the look on my face. "See, I told you. You've never felt the like, true? You really should put them on right away. I'll assist if you wish, Mrs. Garceau," she said, moving toward me.
"I have no need of..." I began, as she removed the stockings from my hand, walked around to my side of the desk, rolled back my chair with me in it and dropped to her knees.
I was dumbfounded and struggling to speak through my astonishment. Finally I managed, "Please young lady, stop."



She ignored my protest except to respond, "Just relax, Professor."
I watched as if from a transcendental plane, as if I were astral travelling.
She removed my shoes and instructed, "Please stand, Professor."
Oddly, I did, feeling the strange urges of the past two days come flooding back. My pussy twitched and leaked lightly into my panties when the young woman reached up, grabbed the waistband of my hosiery and tugged them down. I absent-mindedly raised each foot so she could remove the nylons completely.
What was happening? I had never given the first thought to the idea of another female being a sexual partner. Not even in the 'experimental' days so many young people seem to indulge in while attending college. Yet, the feelings I was experiencing were undeniable.
As she pulled the hose from my feet, the girl held the crotch panel to her nose and inhaled deeply. "Mmmmmm," she moaned.
"What on earth are you doing?" I questioned, even though my mind was muddled by the intimacies I had already allowed.
"Oh, I'm sorry. I was rather rude in being distracted from my task, but your bouquet was irresistible, much like a fine wine. Being French, I imagine you know all about fine wines; though you've never tasted anything like what you will soon taste," the pretty girl replied from her knees.
I was completely overwhelmed by the whole situation, yet I felt a strange need to obey, to allow this student to touch me. I watched, both mortified by my malleability and turned on by her touch as she slid each soft silk stocking up my leg. She was right, the stockings felt divine. I had always worn hose as a mark of elegance, not for comfort or because I enjoyed wearing them. These however, made me feel decadent and sexy.
After both stockings were pulled to mid-thigh, she started smoothing the stockings on my legs upwards, coming ever so slowly, but certainly, to the stocking tops. I should have stopped her, yet her touch was so tender, so gentle, that I was completely at her whim. It had been so long since I had experienced any form of intimacy with another person that this strange moment drew me in easily. As her fingers finally encountered my bare skin, she stopped abruptly and removed her hands.
"You will need to wear these from this day forward. Our Mistress expects it. I must go now, but believe me Professor, she will know if you disobey," the coed ordered.
With that, she arose from her position on the floor having encased me in the stockings, and without a further word exited my classroom. I was rattled and confused. While I had no intentions of obeying any hidden 'mistress', the stockings did indeed feel wonderful, making me feel decadent and rich. I saw no harm in wearing them, and as there were a dozen pairs of various shades, I could wear them every day. No point in spurning such a wonderful gift.
That night, still wearing the expensive thigh high stockings, for comfort and sensuality, not appearance, I pulled my laptop out and went to a website I read on occasion when my pussy needed attention. The site, Literotica, was an erotic writing site that had stories in many different categories. Usually I read stories of gangbangs, blackmail or female submission, as I got turned on most by the idea of forced submission... just letting go and obeying, just letting go and allowing my body to lead, and not my mind. To be seen as a sexy slut and not a professor.
This time I browsed lesbian stories with search tags of submission, domination and so forth. I read a few stories, mostly about younger girls domming older woman, my mind wandering to the thought of that coed today exploring the upper reaches of my thighs. I wondered, for the first time ever, what a woman's vagina might taste like. I closed my eyes and allowed today's strange encounter to play out, except that in my caveat, the gorgeous coed made me into her submissive pet, like I had allowed a few men to do in the past.
My orgasm came quickly and hard as I envisioned myself being a submissive lesbian. Once the orgasm ended and my mind regained control over my body, I cursed my weakness, promising myself I wouldn't allow myself to get into such a predicament again.
On the fourth day, I wasn't surprised to find another box. My Secret Santa had said five days, and I saw no reason she wouldn't follow through. Though I did wonder how these gifts always seemed to be awaiting me in the morning before I arrived in my office. I figured this would all resolve itself, and although I appreciated the gifts, I had no intention of giving her any reciprocation after last night's resolve. Again there was a note.
Professor Garceau,
You look radiant in your new stockings. I noticed you were obedient in wearing them all day yesterday, and I am confident you will do so from this day forward. In today's box you will find your new gift. It is to be worn in a particular place, and you will not remove it until someone tells you I sent them to remove it. As always, I will know if you fail to comply, so you won't wish to be disobedient.
Secret Santa.
I opened the box to find some oval shaped contraption. Not sure what it was, I looked back in the box and found two small batteries, and a tiny booklet containing instructions for this device. As I read, I became shocked. This was meant to be inserted into my vagina! It was called a vibrating egg, and once inserted, it was intended to stimulate the user. I was aghast at the suggestion. Per the instructions though, there was supposed to be a remote control, and after a thorough search of the box, I found none.
On a whim, I mulled over actually inserting the egg, since the remote was missing. After all, it had been over two years. I pulled out my phone and searched vibrating eggs. The reviews for such toys were very good, and many women raved about it being a toy you could use anywhere, even in public since the quality ones were almost silent. Not surprisingly, my pussy was wet and dying to test it out. At the time I had no intention of obeying the full order of wearing it inside me all day, although I was indeed wearing another pair of the super silky stockings (de facto obeying yesterday's order).
Feeling a bit naughty, and believing no one would ever know, I closed my door and tugged my panties down a bit. Whoever this Secret Santa was, she was correct in the better access idea, I chuckled to myself. Since my stockings were thigh highs, and I didn't have to worry about rolling down pantyhose, it was a simple matter of sliding my panties down just a bit, inserting the egg, and slipping my panties back up.
The egg did create an interesting sensation. There was, somewhat, a feeling of fullness. I could imagine it would be very nice indeed if one had the remote to cause it to vibrate and produce slow teasing sensations.
Five minutes before I was to be in class, just as I was about to take the egg out, there was a knock on my door. Before I could say anything or remove the egg, Bree was again in my office.
The pretty coed, dressed even sexier than yesterday, asked, "Is the egg inside you, Professor?"
"Who is this Secret Santa?" I asked.
"You'll find out tomorrow if you obey her simple instructions," she replied, glancing at the empty box still on my desk. "Good girl." she nodded. "Now keep it in that sweet cunt of yours until someone comes to get it."
"This is ridiculous," I pointed out, shocked by her use of the word cunt.
"Just obey," she ordered firmly. "I can see the lust in your eyes, and if you do what you're told, that lust will be well satisfied."
I went to protest, even though she wasn't wrong, but she walked out before I could. I wished she were the actual Mistress, as my mind again went to last night's masturbation fantasy.
Realizing I didn't have much time, and somehow compelled to obey, I left the egg inside me.
Walking with the egg inside took a bit of getting used to, but once I was in front of my podium lecturing, I eventually forgot it was inside me. I was in the middle of the lecture when I suddenly discovered a reason to believe that the remote in fact was not missing. Someone had control of it, and they were in my classroom! My body went rigid a moment later as the vibrations pulsed through my vagina with a much greater intensity. It was only a quick jolt, and then it stopped, to be followed a few seconds later by another, and again in a few more seconds by a third. I bit my lower lip in order not to cry out, the intensity of the vibrations causing pulsations of pleasure that rippled through my very core. I waited a moment for another intense vibration, but none came. I looked at my class full of students, who were all staring at me with looks of 'what the hell?'
I continued my lecture, cutting out the non-essential pieces so I could sit down before my perpetrator decided to start the vibrations again.
As I lectured, I scanned the room, looking for which student could be the culprit doing this. But either I had a class full of accomplished poker players, or someone just outside the room was operating it. No one seemed any different than any other day. Some students were paying attention, some looked like they were almost asleep, and others looked dazed and confused... in other words, just like any other freshman class. Bree was smiling in the front row, knowing exactly why I was so flustered. Yet she didn't appear to be the one manipulating the remote.
Just as my lecture was coming to an end and I was giving them their next assignment, the egg switched back on. It had been off completely for some time, and the sudden jolt of pleasure surprised me into letting out a moan that was too loud not to notice.
I stammered, "S-s-sorry class, I'm not feeling well. We'll continue this tomorrow."
The students didn't much care why I wasn't feeling well, but were just happy that class was dismissed early. As they filed out of the classroom, I held onto the podium firmly while the buzzing inside continued to work its hidden magic.
Then, just like the last time, it shut off.
I was halfway through my next class' lecture when the buzzing started up again. I had assumed it was someone in my freshman class, but I didn't have any students attending both classes. The pattern of intense vibrations followed by gaps of nothing drove me sexually mad, although thankfully I wasn't forced to climax in class.
After the second lecture was done, I scurried to my office, intent on taking the egg out. On my desk, I found another note:
Professor Garceau
I know what you are thinking.
You are thinking 'I have to get this egg out of my cunt.'
But you won't!
You will obey your Mistress' commands like a good girl.
Because you wish to obey your Mistress.
You don't wish to displease your Mistress.
Now continue to be a good girl and you will be rewarded.
Secret Santa
P.S. You look super delicious today in the thigh high stockings, the hairdo and the blushing red cheeks.
I reread the letter a dozen times. Part of me was like Fuck you, another part of me, a growing part, was turned on by my act of submission, the teasing and the exhibitionistic risk. Something that had turned me on with one of my old college boyfriends had been sucking him off in a taxi on a crowded street. It had been nighttime so there was little chance of someone (other than the driver) seeing what I was doing, but there was still a chance. It was humiliating, especially the certainty that the driver knew exactly what I was doing, but it was also exhilarating... just like what was happening now.
In the end, the desire to obey overrode my common sense, and I didn't pull the egg out, but instead taught my final two classes while the pattern of off and on with unpredictable intensity persisted, continually keeping me in a state of distracted arousal.
Back in my office, my classes done for the day, but my office hours open for students, I pondered how to deal with this predicament. Was my Secret Santa a student? A female colleague? Why was I so compelled to obey? The egg hadn't vibrated in almost half an hour, and frankly I wished it would.
Over the next hour, students came to visit me and ask questions about different things, none of them showing any sign of knowing about my passenger, although a couple of them asked if I was feeling okay. Thankfully the buzzing never returned during these times.
I was getting ready to leave and wondered about the egg. I wasn't going to go back to my apartment on campus with it still inside, yet I hesitated as Secret Santa had said I wasn't to remove it at all. She would send someone to do so. That was another reason to remove it, as far as I was concerned. I didn't want somebody touching my nether regions in order to retrieve it, the impact of Bree's earlier touch had almost tipped me into doing something unprofessional.
Suddenly as if reading my mind, Bree walked in, this time unannounced. She asked bluntly, "Is it still inside you, Professor?"
I considered playing dumb, yet feeling the need to be honest with this pretty intermediary, I answered, my tone hinting at my frustration, "Yes."
"Great," she nodded, "Then I won't be punished."
"Pardon?" I questioned, her words piquing my interest.
"Mistress has given me the task of ensuring that you obey," she answered. "If you do, I'll be rewarded; if you don't, I'll be punished."
"You would be punished for my disobedience?" I asked, completely flummoxed.
"Yes, all we pets are part of a family," she answered, before adding, "so be a good sister to me and obey every order without hesitation, and as they say, 'nobody gets hurt'."
Before I could respond, she left, clearly having a knack of leaving before I asked questions that might be too intrusive. No, I didn't think she would object to intrusive questions, but something preplanned was playing itself out here, and she would certainly refuse to answer questions that were... premature.
Sighing, and now feeling I had to protect the pretty coed, I kept the egg in my pussy.
I had a solitary dinner with an egg in my pussy.
I graded a few papers with an egg in my pussy.
I skyped with my daughter Samantha with an egg in my pussy.
I was in bed, still wearing the oh-so-luxurious sheer nylons which were beginning to feel like an extension of my body, and nothing else, reading Literotica when the buzzing began again.
My fingers had already been rubbing my clit, so the sudden tumult in my pussy jolted through my body. How? There's nobody else in my apartment! The vibrations continued at varying speeds, until it steadied at an intensely high rate, causing me to thrash about on the bed in utter sexual euphoria, my laptop falling harmlessly beside me onto the bedcovers. For a couple minutes, I was a human earthquake, tremoring, until my orgasm crashed over me like a tidal wave, washing over me again and again like breakers on an ocean shore.
Suddenly it stopped. I lay back on the bed, completely exhausted. After a couple moments, as I began to recover, my phone buzzed. I weakly got up, my pussy juice leaking down my leg as I gathered my remaining strength to examine the message.
My pet professor,
I hope you found that recent interlude pleasant. It was a reward for your obedience in wearing the thigh highs and inserting the egg and keeping it in all day. It is but a bland taste compared to what is in store if you remain obedient. I trust you can see by now that I have means of monitoring your continued obedience.
Secret Santa
PS: the egg is to remain inside your kitty until further notice.
I texted back as I stared at the words, 'my pet':
Who are you?
Although I enjoyed all the presents, and I was naturally submissive and thus was not averse to this game being played, the secrecy of it, and the risk of exposure was both a turn on and a cause for anxiety.
After waiting a few minutes, staring at the inactive phone as if it would give me the response I was asking for, I returned to bed in some frustration, trying to contemplate the recent happenings. This was certainly not something I wished to have happen in public, but I couldn't deny that I had just experienced one of the best orgasms I'd ever had in my life. And I had a multitude of reasons for not removing the egg tonight, not the least being pure exhaustion.
.....
The next day, upon arriving in the Liberal Arts building, I went to my office, curious as to what I would receive on this, the fifth and final day of gifts. And although I still harboured a small amount of trepidation about this 'Secret Santa', I can't deny I was very curious, even eager, to discover what I would receive today. I entered my office and spied the expected box.
My pet professor,
I trust you enjoyed last night. After today you will have all your questions answered. Please make the most of today's gift. It will be your final one until you have progressed to a new level of involvement.
Secret Santa.
Well, that certainly wasn't vague, I thought to myself. 'New level of involvement' meaning I meet my Mistress and continue meeting her expectations, except with moment-to-moment guidance. Still, except for the egg, all the gifts had been thoughtful. And although indeed Ms. S.S. was pretentious, I couldn't even say that my experience so far had been unpleasant, even though yesterday had been the most humiliating day of my career, to be kept on the brink of orgasmic bliss all day. I doubted that going forward I would be encountering whips or chains, because such implements would follow an entirely different approach than the sensuous gifts and instructions I'd been receiving, there would have been a far different style. My student Bree had mentioned punishments, but even so there'd been no hint of sadism, and she hadn't appeared the least bit frightened of the prospect.
Curious, like a child on Christmas morning, I opened the box, and then the envelope within the box. I was stunned. Whoever this was may have been full of surprises, but they certainly had good taste. Enclosed was a single ticket to the local symphony. They were performing music from the French composer Saint-Saëns. This performance had been sold out for months, yet here I not only had a ticket for a prime seat in the Orchestra section, but also a backstage pass to meet a performer, in this case Kimberly Rossi.
I knew of this young lady. While she was not in any of my classes, she was well known on campus. She had already completed enough coursework during high school and this first semester of college to be nearing her junior year. And she was evidently an accomplished cellist as well. This was a profoundly welcome and precious gift, and one I could see no way of being turned sexual, unless Kimberly herself was my 'mistress', which seemed unlikely.
The school day passed without incident, despite my still having the egg inserted. I expected it to be turned on and off all day and was surprised by the disappointment I felt when I was ignored. I also wondered when someone would come and remove it.
I had been looking forward to someone removing it today. It may have felt good last night, hell, who was I kidding, there was no 'may have' about it, it was the best orgasm in years, but I didn't want it to switch on during the concert, or while I was meeting with the young virtuoso afterwards.
Nothing happened though, and by 6:00PM I was dressed in an evening gown, with matching thigh highs of course. I arrived at the concert hall and upon producing my ticket, was escorted to my center seat in the third row. It couldn't get much better. The Saint-Saëns Symphony No. 3, the "Organ" symphony, was powerful but lyrical, and the piano four-hands section in the final movement moved me to tears. Miss Rossi performed the A Minor Cello Concerto superbly, from the passionate opening notes and lyrical melodies of the first movement to the bombastic final notes of the last one, to the myriad of romantic and passionate styles in between! I was transported by the music and very grateful not to have been distracted by a 'merely sexual' egg incident.



As I exited into the aisle, my palms still tingling from the enthusiastic applause I'd offered up, an usher greeted me and said, "This way Mrs. Garceau, I shall escort you to Miss Rossi." I was led backstage to an empty dressing room, but after only a moment the young cellist appeared. She was a beautiful young lady, who carried herself with poise. "Good evening Miss Rossi. You look lovely, and your music tonight was so beautiful that I'm still walking on air."
"Please call me Kimberly, and may I please call you Yvette? You look ravishing yourself," she smiled genuinely.
We chatted for fifteen or twenty minutes about music including how Camille Saint-Saëns and Fritz Kreisler had belonged to an informal 'composers' club', the members of which wrote original music in the styles of other famous composers, then presented them to the world as 'newly discovered' works of those composers.
After winding down this highly entertaining conversation, Kimberly stood up and approached me. She ran her fingers through my hair and stroked my shoulders and upper back before startling me with, "I believe, Miss Garceau, you have something it is my task to retrieve."
I couldn't believe it! Was Kimberly the one behind the letters? She certainly possessed the intelligence and poise to pull it off. But while she certainly looked sensual enough, she didn't give off the air of supremacy of someone who believed herself to be a mistress; and before half an hour ago I had never met her, so why would she try to seduce me? Still, I had to ask. "Are you the mistress then?"
Kimberly gave a demure laugh and responded. "No, Yvette, we share a mistress, you and I. I've simply been instructed to retrieve the egg, then perform my service, and deliver further instructions to you."
"Well, then who is she?" I asked, as the elegantly dressed Kimberly dropped to her knees in front of me.
She reached her hands under my dress and stroked my thighs above the stockings, sending shivers through me, before she reached higher to remove my panties, and answered, "You'll receive no answers tonight, only service and further instructions. Kindly raise your derrière."
"Wh-what are you doing?" I asked, both shocked and undeniably horny.
"Mme. Garceau, how am I to remove the egg while you are wearing your panties? Obviously, I must remove them," she said, as if my question was silly. Mindlessly, I lifted my derrière and watched as another almost stranger touched me sexually as she slid my panties down my legs. As if entranced, I lifted first one ankle and then the other to allow her to complete the removal.
Reaching between my thighs, which were now trembling, she dragged her thumb up and down my opening before centering it on my clit. Did I just think the colloquial word 'clit?' What was happening to me? I'm an English teacher! As I struggled to retain my composure, she inserted her fingers into me and extracted the egg. I let out a loud moan as she fished around in my pussy before succeeding in removing it. I was both relieved but disappointed at its absence.
"Well, it's out now, what are my instructions?" I asked, strangely curious to know what was next, and desperate to connect a face with this Secret Santa.
"Patience, professor, first I have a service to perform for you," the pretty young lady answered, remaining on her knees.
Although I immediately envisioned the delightful prospect of her pleasuring me with her tongue, "What are you talking about? What service?" was all I managed to ask before I experienced a woman's tongue on my pussy for the first time. Had I just thought the word 'pussy'?
"Mon dieu," I moaned, reverting to my native tongue. I could not believe the sensation. She licked up and down my slit. I was now so past caring about propriety that I was thinking in vulgarities. I may have never had such thoughts before, but neither had I ever had a woman's tongue buried inside me.
"Do you like this, Yvette?" she asked me as she flicked that wonderful tongue over my clit.
"Oui, oui!" I responded.
Her mouth was the most incredible thing I had ever experienced. She sucked my cunt lips into her mouth individually. She would alternate licking up and down my pussy, and then plunge a stiff tongue into my opening. She would gently suck on my button, and then nibble it with her teeth. She even lifted my legs over her shoulders and moved that magical tongue to my anus. The act was both nasty and intimate, bawdy and delicate, boisterous and gentle. a contradiction in every way, and my body responded in the same contradictory ways. Although I was shocked, my body gave in without hesitation as my virgin back door was teased. Where had she learned these techniques? It was obvious she'd had much practice in these arts. She returned to my desperate cunt and as she used her tongue as a small cock, her finger teasing my rosebud. When she sensed my impending orgasm, she slipped a finger inside my ass and bit down on my clit. The result was earthshattering. My juice flowed from me and covered her face, running down her chin. Far from minding, she reveled in her liquid adornment!
As she slowed her licks to bring me down gradually, she looked up at me, her tongue moving only lazily now, and I noticed for the first time that she was, astoundingly, still wearing her concert dress. "I hope you enjoyed that, Yvette. It may be the last orgasm you have for a while. My instructions for you are this. I am to take the egg, and your panties, away with me. You are to wear your normal apparel of a skirt, a tight blouse and the Wolfords tomorrow, but no panties. In fact, unless you're given permission on specific occasions or during your monthly time of les règles, panties are no longer included in your attire. At 8:00 tomorrow night, you're to go to your classroom. I know it's a Saturday, but nevertheless that's what you must do. You will finally meet Mistress, and you will be pleased. Or perhaps more technically accurate, she will. I have greatly enjoyed making your acquaintance and for now, adieu to you." And with that, she exited the dressing room without another word, leaving me still coming with my legs spread open, like a well-used groupie after a rock concert.
It took me several minutes to recover. I could not have asked her anything during this time if I'd been given the opportunity, my mind closeted away from rational thought. That may have been the most wonderful experience I'd had in my life. I could certainly not remember ever coming like that, not even last night. My ex-husband, bastard though he was, had been an accomplished lover. But even he had no skills to rival this. I anxiously looked forward to meeting Mistress, if for no other reason than to thank her for this wonderful week, culminating in this most amazing orgasm. Little did I know the price for such attentions.
.....
At 7:55 the next day, I walked towards my classroom, dressed exactly as instructed, not wearing any panties, though that took quite some getting used to. I didn't try to arrive early to see who it would be, what point would there be in that now? I was about to meet her face to face.
As I entered my classroom, I noticed a feminine figure sitting atop my desk. The lights were out, so with only some indirect lighting from the hallway I could not make out who she was.
"Please come in Mrs. Garceau, and close the door," she ordered. Well, the voice wasn't Kimberly's, who I'd still thought it may be... but I did recognize it immediately... but it couldn't be her!
"Turn on the lights, Mrs. Garceau, but just the dim ones," she instructed. As I did so then turned back from the wall, I saw one of my freshman English students dangling her legs off my desk. Like I was, she was wearing a skirt and thigh highs.
"Bree Summers, is it you?" I gasped. The person who had first made face to face contact with me on behalf of her 'Mistress', thus eliminating her completely from being a suspect, was indeed who this was.

I had not expected her, and yet I should have. She always dressed sexy yet classy. Her attire was not the slutty fashion of so many women today. It did serve to show off her beautiful body, but it left the mystery intact by not openly displaying her wares. She sat in front of my class and asked questions with complete confidence, yet she was never rude in her approach. Yes, once I gave it some thought, it was eminently believable this young lady was the one. She undoubtedly had the elusive aura of a seductress.
"Your correct form of address will be 'Mistress Bree'," she replied firmly, confirming both the fact that she certainly was capable of being so, and that in fact she also was the one whom I had come to know as Mistress. "You may now approach me."
As silly as it sounded, I approached her as she sat regally upon MY desk, and I stood awaiting instructions.
"Kneel, my pet," she instructed, looking directly into my eyes, my soul.
"Pardonnez-moi?" I questioned, my nervousness revealed by my reverting to French.
"Well, even though you're French, you're also an English professor, so perhaps I should put this in plain English. Get... on... your... knees... now!"
Without understanding why I was doing so, I complied, slowly lowering myself onto my knees before this beautiful, seductive coed.
"Did you enjoy your week of gifts, my pet?" Bree asked, uncrossing her legs. Looking up, I could see beneath her short skirt that she was without panties like I was, and her cunt was bald like mine. And, I just now realized, her snatch was dripping wet. Just... like... mine. My cunt was literally dripping in anticipation of the culmination of this week-long seduction and captivation. I felt a strange sadness when she re-crossed her legs, hiding her treasure.
"Yes I did, Mistress." I answered, understanding what I was expected to say, easily surrendering into the submissive role I desperately craved.
"And you liked the makeover?" she asked, her heel dangling from her foot.
"Yes, Mistress, you were right: I definitely needed one," I again answered, saying exactly what she wanted to hear, and equally meaning it.
"And the full spa treatment," she added, "How was that?"
"Surprisingly relaxing," I admitted, recalling how nice it was, even the Brazilian.
"You like having your box smooth?" she asked, more crudely.
"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, "I'd never done that before," again feeling much sexier with a smooth box, as she so straightforwardly put it.
"And the thigh highs?" She asked, "You enjoy your new silken attire?"
"Yes, Mistress," I again agreed, before adding, "they make me feel sexier."
"And sluttier?" She added.
"And definitely sluttier," I agreed. Although the fact that I was kneeling here willing to bury my head between her legs at a moment's notice was, I imagine, even sluttier.
"And your little folk dance with the egg was OK?" She continued, replaying each day.
"Yes Mistress," I nodded, trying to be sexy and witty I added, "It was quite the buzz."
She laughed, "It was adorable watching your expressions when they first hit."
"How did you get it turned on in the other classes?" I asked.
"I have a lot of pets," she answered, making me wonder how many was a lot. After a moment, she continued, "And I trust slut Kimberly was pleasing? She usually is."
"Yes Mistress, she was superb. I've never felt that way before," I admitted, memories of last night's intense orgasm coming flooding back, pun intended.
"I am glad to hear it, slut. Of course you know everything in life comes with a price. I gave you a taste of your life to come. Now it's time for you to have a taste of something else."
I heard her call me a 'slut', a term that had always given me mixed feelings. I always hated that if a woman slept with a few men she was a slut, a pejorative term, while a guy sleeping with a few girls was a stud, almost an honorific. Yet, I also liked the idea of just letting go, of being a vessel of pleasure, an obedient sex puppet. I also knew what she was expecting me to do... to lick her. Although I had loved being pleasured yesterday by a woman, I wasn't sure I wanted to be on the giving end. I feigned confusion, "What do you mean?"
"I'll assume something got lost in the translation pet, so I'll give it to you again in plain English. By calling you my pet, I mean that you're mine to do with as I wish. By slut, I mean you're just that. You're to be my slut and to be used for my pleasure. And I shall use you as I please. When I please. And you'll also please whomever I tell you to please," she explained, again uncrossing her legs, this time keeping them wide open.
I stared at her pussy, curious what she would taste like, curious why so many people submitted to her. Were they all women, or did she also have male pets?
She continued, smiling at me as I stared at her cunt, "Do you understand now, my little croissant?"
I stammered, "I don't know."
"Oh yes you do," she purred, as her finger went to her cunt and she slowly rubbed her pussy lips.
I stared as her finger disappeared inside. I stared as she briefly fingered herself. I stared as she pulled it out and brought it to my lips. I stared as she gently suggested, "Go ahead, my pet, taste my perfection."
Again her words were pretentious, yet again I obeyed like a good submissive. I opened my mouth and took the wet finger in. The scent was exotic, the taste was exotic, the desire for more of it overpowered me. I bobbed on her finger as if it were a cock.
She laughed, "I knew you would be an eager pet."
When she pulled her finger out, she smiled, "Don't worry, I'm not stingy with my cunt, but only truly obedient pets get the privilege of experiencing it directly."
"Je comprends," I mindlessly nodded, my mouth watering for more, my eyes boring into the prized pussy.
She continued, "You're to submit to me unconditionally in all the fashions I listed before, including whoring you out to others such as I did with Kimberly last night. You now have a choice. Refuse me, and I'll leave you be. I'll never mention your experiences this week, and you'll be free to live your life with the memories. 'C'est la vie', as you say. But you'll also never again experience the pleasure you've had in the past week. And if you remain in the Boston area, you could have a lifetime of such pleasure. Mind you, I won't eat your pussy, I don't do that. But if you're good, you might from time to time be rewarded with that pleasure from another pet. So make your choice. But choose wisely, for your decision is irrevocable."
I would like to say I fought internally over this rather all-inclusive expectation. This was a nineteen-year-old girl. She was my student. She wanted me to become some sort of sexual servant to her and others. But the gifts had been wonderful. And the pleasure, both from the egg and from the wonderful Kimberly's tongue had been out of this world. How did one decide on something one thinks to be wrong, but was so amazingly pleasurable? When I walked into this classroom this evening I knew something like this would be expected; I knew from Kimberly's intimations that this was going to be complex; and I knew my career here could be at risk; yet right now facing the moment of truth I knew I wanted this, I needed this, and as I stared at the juicy peach before me, my decision was one of the easiest in my life.
"Please instruct me, Mistress. What must I do? I wish to be your pet more than anything else I can think of," I declared, not remotely ashamed, but eager and accepting of my position.
"Good choice, my pet. You will never regret it. Now get me off, slut," she ordered.
I leaned forward, and for the first time in my life, I tasted another femme. I didn't quite know what to expect, but I was surprised at what I tasted. The taste was honey-like. She'd called me a little croissant. Well, if that was so, this croissant wished to be slathered in that honey. I had no idea what to do, but I did my best to please my new Mistress. I tried doing what Kimberly had done to me. I may not have had her experience nor her expertise, but I did my best to produce pleasure.
I must have gotten at least a little bit right, for I was encouraged by her groans. "That's right, my Parisian slut, work that tongue in me."
I didn't correct her that in fact I was from Versailles. I merely did as she requested and made further use of my tongue.
After a couple more minutes, she pushed my head away and ordered, as she held her phone aimed at me, "Beg to eat my cunt, Mrs. Gar----."
I saw the phone, I knew I was being filmed, and I knew she was about to collect evidence that could be used against me. I should stand up and walk away. But prompted by her taste on my lips, my hunger to taste her pussy while she came, and my natural desire to obey, I responded, "Mistress Bree, may your professor pussy-pleasing pet please lick your cunt until you come all over my face?"
Approving of my answer, she grabbed my head and pulled me deep inside her.
"Yes slut! I want you to French kiss my pussy. I'm almost there. Do it!" she screamed out to me.
As she held me by the back of my head and ground her box all over my face, I could feel her humping become faster. Her coming could only be a moment away.
I did my best to enhance her arousal as she used my face for her own personal pleasure, which also made my cunt leak.
"I'm coming, slut! Suck it up! Drink my juice!" she ordered, still grinding.
I did as she required and still couldn't believe how good she tasted. It was better than the best vintage of a French white wine.
As she finally became sated, she pulled my head away from her silky thighs and smiled at me, stroking my hair gently. "You're so beautiful wearing my pussy juice on your face, slut. I believe we'll have many good times together. I look forward to the use of your tongue over the holidays."
It pained me to disappoint my new Mistress, as the idea of pleasing her again excited me greatly, but I had to let her know. "Mistress, I'm returning to Versailles for the holidays. I'll be gone for two weeks. I'm sorry. My flight's been booked for weeks."
"Why would you do that? I'm here, not in France," Mistress Bree asked as if my plans were the silliest thing she'd ever heard.
"I'm visiting my daughter, Mistress. She's also on holiday from university, and I haven't seen her since the summer. Should I try to make other arrangements, Mistress?"
"Your daughter, you say? No, no, you may go, I've always wanted to go to France," she said.
"Pardon?" I asked.
"I wouldn't want to get between a mother and daughter. In fact I love when I see them come together. You'll get me a ticket to go with you," she explained.
I wanted to ask how I would explain her presence to my daughter, but I already understood that this was obviously my problem and not hers. Instead, I replied, her pussy juice still wet upon my face, "Of course, Mistress. Except if it's acceptable to you, we shan't be going to France, but to Newcastle upon Tyne in the northeast of England. Samantha has never been to France."
"Perfectly acceptable. That close to the North Sea in late December, we'll need to find ways of staying warm. But back to the present. Are you horny, my pet?"
"Desperately," I admitted, serving her being its own aphrodisiac.
"Get out of your outfit." she ordered.
Being required in my classroom, even on a Saturday, to become naked frightened me, but my desire to please and obey once again took charge.
While I did, she was texting on her phone instead of watching me undress, which disappointed me.
Once I was standing there only in thigh highs and bra, she ordered, not even looking up, "Bra too."
I again obeyed, feeling completely vulnerable standing in nothing but thigh high stockings in my classroom.



Bree stood up and said, "I have to go, but Kimberly will be here soon. You will obey her as you would me."
Hearing her words only enhanced my trepidation; she was leaving me here alone for another girl. But at least it was a beautiful, sexy woman whom I'd already met and already liked very much. "Of course, Mistress," I agreed.
"Make those travel changes; I have many holiday plans for you," she instructed as she turned to leave.
I again nodded, not sure why I was agreeing to all this.
She reached the door and said, "By the way, I hope your daughter is as submissive as you are. As they say in Jolly Olde, Happy Christmas, my pet."
Before I could respond, she was gone. Anxiety again riddled me. Was she planning to add my daughter to her harem of pets? I had little time to think about it before the door opened and Kimberly sauntered in and quipped, "I think it's time for you to return a favour, my pet."
"Yes, Mistress, and gladly," I nodded, grinning in eager anticipation as she raised her skirt, revealing her completely waxed pussy. I leaned forward, my head spinning, knowing that this would be a very interesting Christmas to say the least.
The End
Merry Christmas...
Love, Bree
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It had been almost a week since Sara first submitted to her son sexually and became his full-time live-in slut.
It had been almost a week since Simon had seduced his mom and fucked all three of her fuck holes in one day...something he had repeated every day since.
It had been almost a week since Glenda, Sara's mom, had overheard the incestuous act on the phone when her daughter didn't hang up properly and become obsessed with fucking her grandson and maybe even performing a lesbian act with her daughter.
Now...all three would be together...both Sara and Simon unaware that Glenda (her mom and his nana) was aware of their incestuous relationship.
As Glenda sat on the plane, she pondered how she would broach the subject. She hadn't been laid in forever, over two years, and since hearing her daughter fucking her grandson, she had become obsessed with the idea of incest. She had watched supposedly authentic incest videos, read online blogs, chatted on incest chat lines and read many incest stories on a website called Literotica. Although morally incest is undoubtedly wrong, Glenda found lots of approval for incest based on the theory that it is a natural bond between flesh and blood, and what was more pure than making love to someone you loved? Of course, in eavesdropping on her daughter and grandson, they were not making love, they were fucking, and that is what Glenda wanted...to be fucked...hard. She had three glasses of wine on the flight as she further relaxed her already loose inhibitions.
Meanwhile, Sara and Simon had fucked in every room of the house the past week. Simon continually told his mother while slamming into any of her three wanton holes that he planned to add Nana to his incest slut harem. Although Sara had lots of trepidation at the thought of her son seducing her mother, in the heat of passion, the idea brought her intense pleasure and often got her off. Yet, when not getting fucked by her son, which wasn't often, she couldn't fathom how she was supposed to seduce her own mother, as he had demanded she do.
So as Sara waited at the airport, cum leaking out her cunt and down her leg from a deposit by her son shortly before she left home, Simon not allowing her to wear panties anymore for quicker access to her fuck holes (his words).
Glenda got off the plane very tipsy, and giddy with the idea of the crazy weekend of sex she was sure would happen.
As Sara's mother sauntered toward her, still the diva Miss Alabama from so many years ago, Sara pondered what the odds were that her mother could end up between her legs. Her mother was still a very beautiful woman, which was good news for her, as most women ended up looking like their mothers as they aged. Sara was dressed as if going out on the town in a black skirt, red blouse and the black nylons which made Simon so happy.
"Hi, honey," Glenda said as she reached her daughter, dressed way more provocatively than usual, in a short blue skirt, a tight sweater and beige nylons. Sara's red cheeks told Glenda that she had either just gotten fucked or was very nervous about something...or both.
"Hi, Mom," Sara greeted, as her mother pulled her into a hug, their breasts crashing into each other. This wasn't uncommon, they both had very voluptuous breasts, yet this time Sara noticed it not as an awkward embrace, but rather a moment of sexual arousal.
Glenda asked, attempting to open the door to her true intentions, "Are you all dressed up for me?"
Sara blushed, but agreed, "Yes, I thought I should look presentable for you, isn't that the word you always used when I was a kid, 'presentable'?"
Glenda smiled, "The outside ensemble is almost always a true symbol of what's underneath."
Sara wanted to argue, she had always hated this theory of her mother's, even though she had lived her whole life desperately trying to get the approval of her mother, and had followed the good girl persona for most part. "So what does my outfit say about me?" Sara asked instead, trying to somehow shift the conversation to sex.
Glenda assessed, "That my daughter has finally found a man and has likely been getting regular cock."
"Mom!" Sara gasped, never hearing her mother swear, even though her assessment was true.
"What? Do you prefer dick, penis, or rod?" Glenda asked, loving seeing her daughter acting all prudish, especially since she knew she was fucking her son.
"You're drunk," Sara finally realized.
"Maybe a little tipsy," she admitted.
Sara wondered if this wouldn't potentially help the seduction she was supposed to somehow complete. "You seem more than a little."
Glenda added, "Am I wrong? Are you not getting some?"
Sara shrugged, figuring the frank conversation may help her cause, "You really do know me."
"Oh I know you very, very well," Glenda smiled, a subtle hint of what she knew.
"Um, we should go to baggage claim," Sara suggested.
"Probably," Glenda laughed, neither of them having moved since the brief hug.
They walked towards baggage claims as Glenda asked, "So who's the man that has captured my daughter's heart?"
"A very sweet guy," Sara answered, unsure how to respond.
"That's rather vague," Glenda responded, "he has definitely revved your motor."
"Mother!" Sara gasped. Even though her mother had always been frank, that hadn't ever included sex talk.
"You're an adult Sara, we should be able to have a frank sex talk," Glenda pointed out. "Especially if you're getting some and I'm not."
"Mother!" Sara repeated, shocked and uncomfortable by her mother's words
"Don't be a prude," Glenda scolded. "You have sex, I've had sex, lots and lots of sex."
"TMI," Sara quipped.
"Oh, Sara when I was young I was having sex all the time: with boys, men, judges, contestants," Glenda added, enjoying shocking her daughter, but also planting seeds of her bisexuality to her daughter.
"You had sex with girls?" Sara asked, trying to look shocked, but finally getting her wits back as she tried to get more intel on her mother.
"Still do," Glenda smiled, continuing the revelations.
"You're a lesbian?" Sara asked.
"God, no," Glenda said, "I still love a nice big dick."
"Mother!" Sara gasped again, feeling like she was the mother and her mother the child. This would have a shocked her to the core a week ago, but now that she was an incest mommy-slut, this was just fuel for the fire she planned to create. "We're in public."
Glenda laughed, "I've done that quite a few times too."
"What?" Sara asked, not following her mother's conversation.
"Public sex," Glenda smiled. "Theatres, bathrooms, cars, and, of course, I was a frequent member of the mile high club."
"Mother, what has gotten into you?" Sara questioned, shocked by her mother's sexual bluntness. Sure she was a diva, but she had never been one to talk even remotely like this.
"I'll tell you what hasn't been in me for a while," Glenda quipped.
They reached the baggage claim area as Sara pondered the craziness of the conversation since the moment her mother arrived. Was all this advantageous for Simon's plan to seduce his grandmother? Why was mom being so blunt about her sexuality, something she never was before? Was it possible that she would be willing to be an eager participant in an incestuous threesome? The thought seemed crazy, yet so did the thought that Sara would become a complete submissive cum slut for her son.
Glenda, meanwhile, revelled in the awkwardness she was putting her daughter through. She continued the full onslaught once they were in the car. "So, you never answered, who is this new man of yours?"
"Just a guy," Sara answered, oddly not prepared to lie about this.
"Does 'just a guy' have a name?" Glenda asked.
Sara quickly made one up, using Simon's middle name, "Clarke."
Glenda smiled at her daughter using her son's middle name. She asked, "Is he hung?"
"Pardon?" Sara stammered, yet again surprised by her mom's question.
"Does he have a big cock?" Glenda clarified. "Your father had a big dick and wow it could really fill me."
"Oh my God," Sara gasped, shocked by her mother's blunt behaviour.
"What?" Glenda asked, enjoying making her daughter squirm. "You did walk in on him once just after we had had sex. You've seen it before."
Sara had almost forgotten that, back when she was a teenager she accidentally walked in on them just after they had had sex. Her father's cock, still hard, was pointing directly at her. The idea of incest not even remotely in her mind back then, she had pushed the moment out of her head over the years. Yet, mentioned now, the visual came back vividly. She realized her son had inherited his big cock from her father. "I have tried to forget that for years," Sara finally replied, even though at the moment the image was as clear as the moment it occurred.
"I miss your father so much," Glenda continued.
"I do too," Sara asked.
The brief moment of remembrance was broken as Glenda added, "He knew exactly how to make me squeal."
"This just won't end," Sara sighed, shaking her head.
"Sara, I don't have any sisters, your sister lives in Canada and I have very few friends to talk with about such things," Glenda explained, playing the sympathy card.
Sara, figuring this conversation was actually benefitting her in regards to the once seemingly impossible task nodded, "Okay, Mom, you're right, we're both adults."
"So does he have a big cock?" Glenda asked again, curious if her grandson was as well-equipped as her husband was.
Sara deciding to go full in with the conversation admitted, "He has a nice, thick nine inch cock."
"Wow! Your father's cock was nine inches," Glenda revealed.
Sara quipped, smiling playfully, "Trust me, I know. It was the first dick I ever saw. And I can't deny, the rest of my lovers have always been a bit of a disappointment because of him."
"Ditto," Glenda retorted. "Once you have had Filet mignon it's tough to go to minute steak."
Sara laughed, "Well, I've finally found a very juicy Filet mignon."
"Will I meet him?" Glenda asked.
"I think so," Sara nodded, thinking that if all went well she would also meet all nine inches of Simon's meat.
"Make sure it happens," Glenda demanded, "I want to meet the man who can finally make my girl happy."
"Will do," Sara promised, almost laughing at what her mother was actually requesting.
They chatted about work and travel the rest of the way home.
Simon wasn't home when they arrived and the two women began drinking a bottle of wine Glenda had brought.
A couple hours later, both women quite inebriated, Simon return home and greeted, "Hi, Nana."
"Simon, please call me Glenda," Nana requested, standing up for a hug. "Nana makes me feel so old."
"You're still very beautiful, Nana, I mean Glenda," Simon complimented, as he hugged his very attractive nana.
"Oh, you're just saying that," Glenda responded, although she knew she was indeed very attractive for a woman her age. She was often mistaken for being much younger than her true age, and was often hit on by much younger men, but none of them compared to the dominant personality of her husband.
Simon, so much more confident since taking his mother, continued, "Trust me, Nana, you look much younger than you are."
"Thanks, Simon, you are so sweet," Glenda said, hugging him again. This time making sure to press her large breasts into his chest.
Simon's hand rested on his Nana's ass cheeks. He considered squeezing, but he wasn't that confident yet, although his hands lingered longer than was customary to Nana; likewise, Nana's breasts stayed pressed against her grandson longer than he was accustomed to as well.
Sara, oddly, felt a strange tinge of jealousy at the brief moment of innocent intimacy between her mom and son. In only a week she had fallen for her son in a way she couldn't explain. A love that transcended the traditional motherly love. She saw him as her man, her lover and the thought of him with another woman, even her mother, suddenly bothered her.
Simon, his hard dick pressing against his Nana, flinched his cock to 'accidentally' let her feel his erection.
Glenda felt the flinch and instantly wondered how to transition the obvious flirtation between the three of them into an actual threesome, the wine having only enhanced her eagerness to commit the ultimate sin. She considered just dropping to her knees and taking his cock in her mouth, she was hungry and horny, yet instead she wanted to see what he was thinking. She asked, finally moving away from him, although she did purposely and obviously glance down to her grandson's cock first, "So do you have a girlfriend, Simon?"
"I'm not sure I'd call her my girlfriend," Simon answered back.
"What would you call her?" Glenda asked, pushing deeper.
Simon shrugged, trying to act nonchalant, "I'm not sure what to label her."
Sara felt another twinge of jealousy at Simon speaking about their relationship with such triviality. The past week had been heaven on earth for her and she assumed it had been for him, too.
"A friends with benefits?" Glenda asked, playfully.
Simon laughed, "I guess that is one way to put it."
"I wish I had one of those," Glenda added, hoping to soon indeed have a grandson with benefits relationship.
"I imagine all you have to do is ask," Simon quipped, opening the door for his Nana, oblivious that she already knew about his naughty plan.
"Oh, I wish it was that simple," Glenda sighed dramatically. Although she was horny and ready to submit to her grandson unconditionally, Simon looking so much like her deceased husband, she also wanted it to be special. She wanted him to earn it.
"With your beauty, Nana, I imagine it is that simple," Simon continued.
"I haven't been with a man for two years," Glenda admitted, with a heavy sigh.
"Mother!" Sara finally spoke.
"Simon is an adult, too," Glenda pointed out. "Are you okay talking about sex with your old Nana?"
Simon answered, "As long as you stop calling yourself old."
Glenda laughed, "Okay, are you okay talking about sex with your voluptuous, sexy, long-legged Nana?"
Sara couldn't believe it. They were flirting with each other. Her jealousy couldn't be squelched. She needed to take control of this situation, although she wasn't sure how.
Simon nodded, "Yes, Glenda, I'd love to talk about sex with my hot Nana."
"And what about me?" Sara added, feeling left out.
Simon laughed and joked, "I'm okay with it if you have your mom's permission."
"Brat," Sara quipped.
Glenda said, slipping out of her heels, "My feet are killing me."
"Do you want a foot massage?" Simon asked, wanting to feel his Nana's stocking-clad feet.
"Would you be such a dear?" Glenda asked, wondering if her grandson had a stocking fetish like her husband had.
"For you, Nana? Of course," Simon smiled, as he grabbed her hand and led her to the couch.
Sara watched with excessive jealousy, wanting it to be her getting her feet massaged, her getting all his attention.
Simon sat down and Glenda sat beside him before spinning sideways to put her nylon-clad feet on her grandson's lap.
Sara noticed, as her mom's skirt rode up, that she was wearing a garter with her stockings.
Simon grabbed his Nana's silk-clad foot, the nylon being expensive sheer nylon, and began massaging it, wishing he could feel those nylons on his cock or wrapped around his body. They were softer than the ones his mother wore and he knew that Mom was going shopping very soon. Glenda's toes were perfectly manicured, painted fuck-me red, and Simon's hard cock was begging to be released from its captivity of cloth.
Glenda moaned ever-so-slightly, "That feels so good, Simon. You'll make someone a very lucky woman with those hands."
Sara added, the innuendo dripping of much more than a massage that she thought only Simon would catch, "Yes, his hands are magical."
"Agreed," Glenda nodded, catching the innuendo of her daughter's words.
After a couple of minutes of silence where Simon focused on her beautiful feet, Glenda finally broke the silence, "Can I ask you a personal question, Simon?"
"Sure, Glenda," he answered, liking calling her by her first name.
"Do you have a nylon fetish?" She asked.
"P-p-pardon?" He stammered, surprised by the question.
"Your Papa had a major nylon fetish. I have worn them every day since I met him. Even after he passed away, I have kept wearing them as it makes me feel young and sexy," Glenda revealed, which was true.
"Oh," Simon said, "apparently Papa and I were a lot alike."
"In more ways than one," Sara quipped, again implying something she didn't think her mother would catch.
Glenda, of course, did catch it and decided to continue. "Yes, Papa made me wear these garters and stockings everywhere." As she moved to show Simon the top of her sexy stockings and lace garter.
"Everywhere?" Simon mindlessly repeated, entranced by the garter and stockings he was staring at.
"God, yeah," Glenda said, leaving her skirt riding up. "At home, in the bedroom, at work, out on the town, to swinger parties."
"What?" Both Sara and Simon asked, simultaneously stunned.
Looking at Sara, Glenda continued, "Your father was a very, very kinky man. Christ, you think catching him naked after fucking me was an accident?"
"You caught them having sex?" Simon asked.
"Once," Sara admitted.
"I can't even begin to tell you what your father did the next time we had sex," Glenda continued, offering an olive branch.
"I don't want to know," Sara said, although she already had a hunch it had something to do with incest, something she wasn't ready to imagine about her father, even if she had committed it nonstop herself the past week.
Simon said, curious as hell, "You can't say something like that and just drop it," as he switched to the other foot.
"It's a little shocking," Glenda warned.
"More than the news that you and Papa used to swing?" Simon asked.
"Believe it or not, yes," Glenda nodded, before adding, really having fun with this conversation, one she would never have had if she hadn't overheard these two having sex last weekend, "although some of those swing parties were pretty wild too."
Sara, wanting to try and get involved in this seemingly two person conversation, quipped, "What, did you have sex with other women?"
"On many occasions," Glenda admitted, "although that started during my pageant days."
"Pageant girls making out is so hot," Simon added.
"Oh, we did a lot more than make out," Glenda added. "I mean for a while I thought cunt was a food group."
"Holy shit," Sara gasped, yet again.
Glenda said, "Don't pretend you didn't eat cunt in college, it's pretty much a rite of passage."
"Do you still eat cunt?" Simon bluntly asked.
"How could you ask your Nana such a question?" Glenda said all serious.
Simon, realizing he may have gone too far, apologized, "I'm so sorry, Nana."
Glenda burst out laughing, "I'm just kidding. I'd eat cunt in a heartbeat if given the opportunity."



Sara quipped, deciding the door was wide open to push things further, walked over to her mother, and straddled her face, "Good to know."
It was Glenda's turn to gasp. "Sara!"
"It's Mistress, mother, now get licking," Sara demanded, suddenly determined to control the situation, lowering her cunt an inch from her mom's face.
Glenda stammered, although more for dramatics sake than anything else, "But you're my daughter."
"And you let Daddy fuck you pretending to be me," Sara accused, assuming that was where the unfinished conversation from earlier was going.
"But role playing and fantasy are two different things," Glenda pointed out, barely able to hold back the hunger to begin tasting her daughter.
"Well, now the two merge into one," Sara finished, lowering her cunt onto her mom's lips.
Simon watched but only saw his mom's back and skirt, covering the incestuous lesbian act.
Glenda, Sara's pussy directly on top of her, and horny as hell, began licking. It had been a while, but the exotic unique taste was as heavenly as she remembered.
As Simon stood up, to watch from a better position, Sara moaned, "That's it Mommy, eat my cunt."
Glenda licked the already very wet cunt, assuming that her grandson was watching, which only enhanced her eagerness and made her cunt gush pussy juice into her panties.
Simon got out of his clothes, his cock begging for attention, as he watched the lesbian incest act he hadn't stopped fantasizing about since the idea popped into his head last week.
Sara asked, moving up a bit, her cunt just out of reach of her mother's tongue, "Do you like licking my cunt, Mother?"
Glenda, drunk with lust, the act of submission so natural to her, admitted without hesitation, "Yes, Mistress, your cunt is so yummy."
"What about your grandson?" Sara asked.
"I'll be his slut too," Glenda answered, turning to see his big cock aiming right at her a few feet away.
"You want to fuck your grandson?" Sara questioned, her tone dripping with sarcastic disapproval.
"Like mother, like daughter," Glenda responded, finally revealing her secret.
"Pardon?" Sara asked, hearing her answer, but unsure what her mother meant.
"You should make sure to hang up the phone when you're getting fucked by your son," she smiled widely.
"You heard us?" Sara gasped, looking down at her mother, whose face was glistening slightly.
"Every moan and naughty intention," Glenda added, looking over to her grandson, "I believe you wanted to make me a Nana-slut."
Simon was just as shocked as his mom, but considering Nana had flown down here and was eating her daughter's cunt, he concluded the obvious. "So you flew all the way down here to get that cunt of yours fucked?" he questioned with firm authority.
"Well, and to eat my daughter's cunt," Glenda added, loving being such a complete slut, memories of the time she fucked her husband to be and her father-in-law to be for her first ever double penetration the week before she was married.
Sara understood the words but was still baffled. "You know about Simon and me?"
"Yes, Mommy-slut," she smirked, before leaning up and resuming licking her daughter.
Simon chuckled, "Well Mommy-slut, this does make the seduction of Nana a lot easier."
Sara moaned, her mother's tongue and the revelations she just learned making her excessively horny, "I guessssss so."
Glenda eagerly licked her daughter for a couple of minutes until she could sense her daughter was getting close. Like she had so many times in the past, she moved her lips and sucked on the clit...knowing that almost always triggered an orgasm. As usual, she was right, as her daughter screamed and began coming on her face.
"Yes, Mommmmmmmmmmy," Sara screamed, as her orgasm cascaded through her.
Simon slowly stroked his cock, as he watched his mother orgasm...something that always turned him on...knowing it was about to go in his Nana's mouth.
Sara finally stood up, and sat down on a nearby chair, her legs obviously still weak from the orgasm.
Glenda looked at her grandson and asked, "So does Nana get a taste of that big cock of yours?"
Simon walked over to her, as Glenda sat up and got in a comfortable position.
"Beg for it, Nana," Simon ordered, as he tapped his cock on her lips.
"Oh, you really are just like your grandfather," Glenda smiled, "do you like fucking a slut's face too?"
"I like using all three holes of a slut," Simon replied, continuing to stay in control.
"Mmmmm, I like a man who knows what he wants," she purred, flicking her tongue on his mushroom top.
"And what do you want, Nana?" he asked.
"To be your complete Nana slut," she answered, wanting it desperately. She wanted to feel that cock in her mouth, in her cunt and in her ass.
"Like mother, like daughter," Simon smirked, as he slid his cock in his Nana.
Glenda began sucking on her grandson's cock as if it was the last cock she was ever going to suck. She savoured it. She swirled her tongue around his thick mushroom top; she slithered her tongue down his shaft; she sucked his balls into her mouth one by one; before taking his stiff rod back in her mouth and bobbing hungrily on it, attempting to take all nine inches in.
Simon couldn't believe how amazing her mouth felt on his cock. He wasn't comparing his two beautiful women, but they each did things differently. His Nana was way more deliberate and it had his balls boiling. He demanded, as his balls were about to erupt, "Don't slow down, Nana-slut, I'm about to come right in that hot mouth of yours."
She moaned on his cock, moving her right leg and beginning to rub his leg with her silk stocking-clad foot.
The extra sensation was the final straw as he erupted in her mouth, spewing a full load of his cum in her mouth.
The excessive amount of cum surprised Glenda and some dripped out of her mouth, even as she kept sucking her grandson's beautiful dick and swallowing his salty seed.
Finally, Simon pulled out, snapped his fingers and Sara quickly scurried to the floor, eager to retrieve the few drops of cum her mother had wasted.
Glenda watched her daughter lick her grandson's cum off the floor and smiled at just how big a slut her daughter was. Glenda, wanting the focus to continue on her, knowing that a young pup like Simon would be ready to go again very quickly, moved her stocking foot to his balls and began playfully teasing him with her silk toes.
Simon smiled, "Nana hasn't come yet, has she?"
"No, Master," Glenda replied, giving herself to her grandson completely.
"Does my pet want to?" he asked, looking down at her.
"God, yes," she nodded, continuing to rub his cock with her foot.
"Get undressed," he ordered, wanting to see what his Nana looked like naked.
"Yes, Master," she nodded, moving her foot away, standing up and slowly getting undressed while her daughter, still on the floor, and her grandson watched. She again reminisced to her swinger days when she was used to being the object of affection of many.
Sara got onto her knees, all the cum retrieved, turned away from her mother and took her son's cock in her mouth. There was no way she was not getting a taste of her son's cock.
Glenda watched her daughter suck cock and immediately felt another gush in her panties. Her husband had often made her role play being Sara, usually in pigtails, as he fucked her. So seeing the act of incest brought back crazy fantasies she had never anticipated seeing occur in reality. As she unclasped her bra, she asked, "Ever fucked a pair of tits, Master?"
"Noooo," he moaned, as his Nana's large breasts came into view.
"Want to?" She asked, squeezing her breasts together.
"Yessss," he nodded.
Glenda, now only in panties, garter and stockings, sat on the edge of the couch and offered, "Fuck away, Master."
"Get those panties off first, slut," he ordered, staying in charge, even though he was indeed dying to fuck her tits.
"Yes, Master," she nodded, never breaking eye contact with him as she slid her panties down her nylon clad legs.
He opened his hand, once they were off, impressed that his Nana shaved her cunt.
She handed them to him.
Simon pulled his cock out of his mom's mouth and placed the very wet panties on his mom's head. "Suck Nana's cum out of them, my Mommy-slut."
"Yes, you bad boy," Sara purred, feigning playfulness when she was actually annoyed by the task.
Simon pulled Nana close to him and kissed her.
Glenda melted into him, having forgotten how good it was to be kissed. He cupped her breasts as their tongues explored each other and her hand squeezed his ass.
Simon broke the kiss and moved down to suck on her hard nipples, going back and forth between them for a couple of minutes.
Sara, meanwhile, reluctantly sucked her mother's wetness from her panties. Although the taste was intriguing, the fabric taste tainted it and the fact that she was being ignored by Simon was incredibly frustrating.
Simon pushed Nana onto her back, straddling her chest, as she squeezed her big breasts together, and began fucking her tits.
Glenda moaned, even though getting tit-fucked didn't do much for her, as she knew it turned on most men, "That's it baby, fuck Nana's titties."
Simon loved hearing his Nana talk dirty, even though fucking tits wasn't as pleasurable as he had imagined, the act itself was a turn on. He wanted to fuck her cunt, but continued fucking her breasts for another minute.
Sara announced, "Master, I've retrieved all Mommy's pussy juice."
"Come join me," Simon offered, as he moved back and positioned his cock at his Nana's cunt.
"Oh yes, baby, fuck Nana, shove all nine inches of that big fuck stick in my box," Glenda begged, knowing talking like a dirty whore turned on most men...and herself.
Sara took the panties off her head, moved to her mother and began sucking on her tits.
"That's it baby girl, suck on Mommy's titties, just like you used to," Glenda moaned, still wanting her cunt to be filled.
Simon continued rubbing his cock up and down her pussy lips, Glenda actually moving her ass up and down trying to get his cock in her. Frustrated she begged, "Please Master, shove that big snake up my cunt, Nana hasn't had a cock in her in two years."
"Really?" Both Simon and Sara simultaneously asked.
"Yes," Glenda admitted, "now please end that dry spell by fucking the shit out of your hot, slutty, Nana biiiiiiiiitch."
Simon slammed into her, ending the dry spell by slamming into her wetness.
"Yes, Siiiiiiiimon, fuck me, fuck me, pound my cunt," Glenda screamed, now that her cunt was filled.
Simon obliged, fucking her hard and fast, loving hearing his Nana's nasty tongue.
"Oh yes, you Nana-fucker," she moaned, "such a dirty boy, fucking your Nana's cunt."
Simon countered, as he grabbed her ankles and moved her legs up so he could lean on her silky nylons, "Only a real slut would let her grandson fuck her."
"Oh yes, I'm your complete slut, baby, such a dirty fucking cock whore," Glenda responded, loving debasing herself.
Simon kept pounding her, as Glenda really got animated, "Holy fuck, so big, baby," "Fuck I love your cock, Simon," "Oh yes, drill my slut hole," and "Oh God, Simon, I'm getting close."
As Simon spread her legs wide again, still holding on to her ankles, Sara moved away from her mom's tits, and began flicking her mom's clit.
"You nasty biiiiiitch," Glenda screamed, as her daughter teased the shit out of her.
"Come, you fucking whore," Sara demanded, as she began slapping her mom's clit with her hand while Simon kept fucking her.
"Oh God, fuck, shit, Master, Mistress, shit, fuck, fuck, God, yes, yes, fucking bloody hell, fuuuuuuuuck," Glenda babbled before her orgasm erupted through her like an earthquake.
Both her grandson and her daughter continued pleasuring her as her orgasm quaked through her. "Oh God, yesssss," she continued moaning.
Simon could feel his own orgasm beginning to build, but he didn't want to come yet, so he pulled out and ordered, "Both my sluts, get on your knees with those asses up."
Sara quickly obeyed, while Glenda slowly obeyed too, her whole body still recovering from her most intense orgasm in years.
Simon went and grabbed the lube he kept under the table for ass fucking his Mom, and returned before generously coating both his sluts' asses as well as his cock.
Sara moaned, "Fill my ass, baby."
Glenda, wanting a cock in her ass too, countered, "No baby, fill Nana's ass, it's so tight you'll think you are fucking a virgin."
Sara protested, "Fuck Mommy's ass, sexy, you already fucked our new slut."
Simon was in incest heaven listening to two of the most beautiful women in the world begging for his cock. He moved behind his mother and slid into her ass.
"Yesssss," Sara moaned, thrilled he chose her over her mother.
Glenda whined, "Come on Master, sodomize your Nana, cum in my ass and make your slut mother suck out your cum."
The nasty idea turned Simon on and after a few strokes in his Mom's ass, he pulled out, moved to Nana, and slammed into her ass.
"Fuuuuuuck," Glenda screamed, always loving the crazy mixture of pleasure and pain that came from a cock filling her ass. Her husband was huge too and she was well accustomed to taking such a massive snake up her back door. "Yes, ream Nana's ass."
Simon indeed couldn't believe how tight Nana's ass was. He began fucking her ass while his mother begged for attention too. "Baby, Mommy's ass needs your cock."
Simon began going back and forth, fucking both their asses. By pulling out every minute or so, he lasted way longer as he didn't want this perfect moment to end.
Both women begged for him to fuck the shit out of them when he was fucking them, and then begged him to return to fucking them when his cock was servicing the other.
Finally, Simon couldn't last much longer and he decided to do exactly what Glenda suggested, but in the opposite ass as he pounded his mom and grunted "I'm coming, Mommy-slut."
"Yes, you Mother-fucker, fill Mommy's ass with your cum and make my slut mother suck your cum from my asshollllllllle."
Simon grunted as he deposited his load deep in his mom's ass.
Glenda, being the insatiable slut she is, quickly slid to the floor and, as soon as Simon pulled his cock out, buried her face in her daughter's asshole eagerly, trying to retrieve her grandson's cum.
Eventually, all three collapsed on the couch beside each other. Glenda asked, "So what are we going to do tomorrow?"
Sara said, "I think we need to go toy shopping."
"I brought my double-ended dildo and a strap-on," Glenda revealed.
"What kind of life did you live?" Simon asked, still surprised by how big a slut she was.
"You only live once," she shrugged.
"Well, luckily I can come a lot more than once," Simon said, his cock beginning to grow again.
Both women slid to the floor and took turns sucking his cock for a good ten minutes before Simon ordered, "Nana, get that strap-on on."
"My pleasure," she nodded.
"DP time, Mommy," Simon declared.
"Can it be your cock in my ass?" she asked.
"Of course, Mommy," he nodded, as he grabbed her head and fucked her face briefly.
"Hey," Glenda protested, "I want my face fucked, too."
Simon shook his head, "You two are going to wear me out."
"Thankfully you're a young buck," Glenda quipped, the strap-on now in place.
As she laid down and Sara straddled the plastic cock, Simon moved behind his mother and slid back into her ass as he added, "And you two are great fucks."
Sara leaned forward and kissed her Mom as she took two cocks.
Breaking the kiss, Glenda whispered, "I love you, sweetheart."
"I love you too, Mom," Sara moaned.
After a couple minutes of the DP fucking, Sara came again, the double stimulation a crazy new pleasure.
"Is it my turn?" Glenda asked.
"For what?" Simon asked, even though he knew the answer.
"To get DP'd, of course," she answered.
"Like mother, like daughter," Sara teased.
As the three rearranged themselves, Simon corrected, "No, no, like Nana-slut, like Mommy-slut."
"Yes, Master," both sluts nodded at the same time.
"Dirty," Glenda began.
"Fucking," Sara continued.
"Cocksucking."
"Cum swallowing."
"Insatiable."
"Obedient."
"Cum sluts."
"Ass sluts."
"Cunt lickers."
"Box munchers."
"Submissive."
"Incest."
"Sluts," they both finished in unison.
Soon the DP situation was happening again, this time Nana taking two cocks. This fucking lasted an eternity before both Glenda and Simon came again, this time filling his Nana's ass with his cum.
Pulling out, his cum leaking out of her ass, he asked, "Is auntie Jill coming to visit anytime soon?"
THE END
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Matt, whose anal cherry I had just taken, said, "I can't believe we just did that. I thought I was straight."
"I knew you weren't," I replied, as I returned from the washroom. The irony was crazy as he was a really loud-mouthed, in your face linebacker on the field, but now in my arms he was a tame, insecure man wanting to be cuddled and loved.
"What do you mean?" He asked, looking offended.
"I just knew," I shrugged.
"How?" He questioned, clearly worried others would know he was a cocksucker.
"How did I know you would be an eager cocksucker?" I asked, liking to be crude and put ex-straight boys in their place.
"Please don't call me that," he said.
"You didn't seem to mind when you were bobbing up and down like a sorority slut a few minutes ago," I pointed out.
"I can't believe I did that," he said, his eyes giving away he still was shocked by his gay submission.
"Oh, I can," I smiled, my revelation just coming to me. "All guys have a gay side in them."
"All guys?" He questioned. "Really?"
"Did you think you had a gay side before I had you bent over the couch and was fucking that tight ass of yours?" I asked, loving the awkwardness I was creating with my newly turned fuck toy.
"No, I guess not," he cringed, clearly a bit of shame coursing through him. "Although, I didn't know I was curious until today."
"Until I turned you into my little fuck toy," I said, continuing to push him deeper into humiliation. I don't know why, but turning straight boys was the greater turn on, as was calling them all the stereotypical names gay men had thrown at them all the time.
"Please don't call me that," he said, timidly, even though he was a good fifty pounds bigger than me.
"Well, that is what you are," I said, before adding, "unless you don't want my cock in that pretty little ass of yours anymore." I learned early on treating straight boys like girls, although humiliating, often seemed to relax them, even though logically it made no sense.
He didn't say anything, clearly still coming to grips with the reality that everything he thought he knew about his sexuality was wrong. I had seen the look, the silence, many times and it always led to acceptance, although often guilt and shame were their first emotions.
Wanting to hear him say it, I asked, "So you are not as straight as you thought you were, are you?"
"I guess not," he whispered, before adding, his voice trying to sound manly, "but I'm not gay."
"I never said you were," I said. "I'm gay, I only fuck men. You are bisexual or a cocksucker."
"I hate that word," he said.
"What else would it be? You sucked, rather eagerly may I add, my cock." When he didn't say anything as my logic was rather precise, I added, "I guess you could be a cum bucket. Is that better?"
"God, no," he said horrified at the new derogatory option.
"So what is it? Faggot? Cocksucker? Queer? Ass-taker? Cum bucket?" I asked, listing a few derogatory, demeaning gay terms, all which I myself had been called.
"I-I-I don't know," he stammered.
"Pick one," I ordered, as I moved my arm from underneath him, sat up and placed my flaccid cock in front of his face.
His eyes went big and it was obvious my turning of another straight boy would not be a onetime thing (it almost never was, once you take a beautiful cock like mine between your lips and eventually swallow my addictive seed you are forever a cocksucker; once you bend over and take my long, thick cock up your ass, your man pussy, you are forever yearning to feel yourself filled by my cock). It is just the reality of the male psyche: almost all men are bi-sexual at heart, many just never cross the invisible line society has created. (But more of my straight turning philosophy later)
"Please don't make me," he begged.
"I am not going to make you do anything Matt," I said, moving my cock around his lips. "But you don't get my cock until you choose a pet name for me to call you."
"Y-y-you are not going to call me the name in public are you?" He stammered, both petrified for his new secret to be revealed and for him to be outed, plus my cock on his lips had him hungry to taste me again.
"Only if you want me to," I teased, tapping my cock head on his nose.
"Cocksucker," he whispered, clearly humiliated by admitting such a thing.
"I'm not sure what you mean," I teased. "Tell me what you are in a complete sentence."
"I'm your cocksucker," he said, still quietly.
"Say it with pride. I don't just let any little straight boy suck my cock," I ordered.
He looked up, a hunger in his eyes, a desperation in his tone, "I'm your straight cocksucker."
Grabbing his head and shoving my cock in his mouth. I allowed it to grow as I instructed, "Use your tongue, faggot."
He quickly obeyed, his mind shifting from ashamed to hungry instantly.
"Do you like the feel of my cock growing in that pretty mouth of yours, straight boy?" I asked.
He moaned in response causing vibrations on my cock.
As my cock became a direct missile in his mouth, I asked, "Who is a better cocksucker me or that bimbo cheerleader girlfriend of yours?"
His girlfriend was actually really sweet and incredibly intelligent, but I wanted to test if he would stand up for her.
As I pulled my cock out of his mouth, he said, "You are."
"I suck your cock better than your cheerleading whore?" I repeated, testing him further.
"Yes," he sheepishly admitted and I rewarded him by returning my cock between his lips.
I asked, "So if your slut of a girlfriend and you are, say, on a date, would you leave her to come and take my cock up your cunt?"
His eyes went wide at hearing me call his ass a cunt.
I pulled out so he could answer. Again he answered like most converted straight boys do, "I'd leave her and come be your cocksucker."
"My fuck-toy?" I questioned, pumping my cock in his mouth again.
When I pulled out, he whispered, "Yes, your fuck-toy."
"My cum bucket?" I continued, pushing him deeper into utter submission to my cock.
"I will be your cocksucker, fuck-toy, faggot, queer, cum bucket, just please let me taste your cum again," he pleaded, completely under my cock's hypnotic pull.
"As you wish," I generously agreed, shoving my cock back into his mouth. I fucked his face for a couple of minutes making him gag, before pulling out again, his saliva dripping off my cock and onto his face.
"Beg for my cock, cocksucker," I ordered.
His eyes showed the hunger a just turned straight boy always has as he said clearly, staring at my cock, "Please fuck your cocksucker's mouth with your beautiful cock. Shoot your yummy cum down your cum bucket's mouth."
"What would bimbo say hearing you talk like a cock hungry slut?" I asked, as my hand reached back and stroked his completely stiff cock.
He groaned, "Aaaah, who cares what she would say, I'm your cock hungry slut."
"My cocksucker?" I asked.
"Yes, your cocksucker, or anything else you want to call me," he said, his eyes never leaving my hard cock.
Satisfied, I shoved my cock back into his mouth, letting go of his cock. Although awkward because he was laying down, he tried bobbing, meeting my forward strokes with insatiable desire. I had created a cum hungry cocksucker who I was confident would crave cock the rest of his life. Once you try something and realize how liberating and satisfying it is, it is almost impossible to go back to the vanilla life you were living.
Having already come twice, this was going to take a while. I pulled out of his mouth, laid back on my back and ordered, "Worship my cock, Cocksucker."
He didn't hesitate as he repositioned himself between my legs and took my cock back into his mouth.
I eventually shot another load in his mouth and swallowed one more load myself as I finished another successful seduction. I fucked him a few more times over the next couple of months, but I got bored, the original seduction and submission always the thing that really got me off.
Matt eventually broke up with his girlfriend and although he dated other girls throughout college he also continued to suck cock and get fucked as well. He is now an assistant coach in the NFL and although married still likes a big cock in his mouth or ass.
Anyway, that was just an example of my philosophy at work. Sometimes I humiliate them into submission like I did Matt, mostly because he was kind of an asshole to others and I wanted to teach him a lesson; other times I seduce them with romance; and other times I manipulate them to think it was their idea. The seductions vary, but the end result is almost always the same...a straight guy is turned.
Now, I have always hated the gay stereotype that society has created over the years. For example, I am one hundred percent gay. Yet, I don't speak in a high pitched voice, I don't have a limp wrist, I don't dress flamboyantly and I don't love Judy Collins. Okay, okay, I do like musicals, but so do many straight people.
No, if you look at me you would have no idea I'm gay. I'm extremely good looking (often compared to Brad Pitt), I am in amazing shape, I have a great smile, blue eyes that get me many compliments and often are the first trigger to seduce a man. I have a witty personality and am a chameleon of sorts (able to adapt to the people I am around). I also have a decent sized seven inch cock and a great ass.
Now what I am about to say some will argue with (I'll probably get hate mail actually)...I'll be told I'm full of shit...I'm just a pretentious faggot...yet, my theory is based on a lot of experience...a lot of STRAIGHT TURNING.
THERE
IS
NO
SUCH
THING
AS
A
STRAIGHT
MAN
!
!
!
Oh sure, many men think they are straight and many men will never once in their life ever do anything sexual with another man, yet I strongly believe any man can be seduced. The reality is you just have to open up their minds to the idea by planting the seed and once it's there it will often flourish.
I have seduced guys in under an hour, I have also seduced guys that took me three months, but they almost always submit eventually...curiosity is a big part of our human psyche and once an idea is imbedded...curiosity slowly takes over. (I have failed, by the way, there are always exceptions to every rule, but my success rate is about 98%)
Once I get a straight guy on their knees, and they take a cock between their lips they are forever changed. The line between straight and gay blurs and the straight guy will usually crave that secret submission...even though they feel confused about why they did it, why they enjoyed it, and why they crave it.
Once they suck a big, stiff cock and feel the thrill of cum sliding down their throat there is no going back. No forgetting the fulfilling sensation of submission. They will feel guilty, they will question their own sexuality and often tell themselves they will never do it again...but they always do...once Pandora's Box is open the world they once knew, the world they thought they understood is completely shattered as is their own understanding of themselves.
Having a cock in your mouth is the most natural thing in the world. From breast feeding, to sucking on a bottle, to having a soother in your mouth, to sucking on lollipops and Popsicles, we are trained from birth, literally brainwashed to suck. Which is why it seems so ironic that gay sex, a man sucking another man, is so taboo. Oddly, girls eating pussy, the hole they once came from is considered natural and sexy (but to each their own).
They say every girl at some point wonders about another girl ... ponders what it would feel like to taste another woman. Society encourages this from the plethora of porn scenes (how many porn movies do not have at least one lesbian scene?), to celebrities making out live to tease (Madonna and Britney for example), to Katy Perry's "I Kissed a Girl" (could you imagine if some singer sang "I Kissed a Boy"?).
So I have made it my mission to turn as many straight boys into cocksuckers as I can. I do this for a few reasons:
1. As already mentioned, I believe most guys are curious, just like girls, yet society still generally forbids a guy to suck another cock, while a girl eating pussy is in.
2. I get a sexual thrill at turning straight guys into cocksuckers. It is a great rush to see a straight guy with a mouth full of cock.
3. I love the validation of being right, of course, and the fact that almost always the first time cocksucker becomes a lifer...sometimes completely crossing to my side...and sometimes deciding, often on their own or with only a little bit of persuading, to try taking a cock in their ass.
4. I hate following society's rules, and breaking them is my own validation after years of being ostracized, bullied and being forced to stay in the closet and be ashamed of my sexuality as if I was deformed because I didn't lust after the opposite sex (Let's be honest, a cock is a lot prettier than a pussy, and anyone who says otherwise is a fucking liar).
5. And, of course, I liked getting my cock sucked, and growing my harem of once straight cocksuckers (who often text me begging to come over and serve me).
Here are just a few of the texts I have received the past month; to clarify if a cocksucker texts me something generic I insist they specify exactly what they want (I want them to understand craving cock is natural and not something to be ashamed of)
Austin
Are you going to be at the lab tonight? I really need a load of your cum in my mouth.
Darryl
I also insist they sign their name to make sure they are not ashamed of their desire, hunger and need.
Daryl is a classmate who is engaged to be married to a cheerleader...who is completely oblivious that her fiancé loves sucking cock.
Austin,
Please respond ASAP. I need your cockkkkk so bad!!
Ben
Many cocksuckers try to get my attention by pleading. Ben is a former high school teacher of mine who I turned at school. He was easily, actually still is, one of the most cock hungry cocksuckers I turned. He blew me at school in his classroom every prep he had the last two months of my senior year (I conveniently having a spare when he had a prep). I recall him being paged to the office one day while he was bobbing on my cock and I wouldn't let him leave until I deposited my load down his throat.

Austin
I can't stop thinking about your cock. I can't believe I did that. Your father was my best friend. I feel guilty, I feel ashamed, yet every day I jerk myself off thinking of sucking you off again.
Please reply soon as I need to do this again before I go crazy.
William
William was a great turn. I hated my father, who disowned me when he learned I was, in his words, "a cocksucking faggot and no son of his." My dream was to turn him one day, my dream conversion, but he died of a heart attack at 48. At the funeral, I decided to do the next best thing, and turn his best friend. One day, I do hope to turn my grandfather who is also a homophobic prick. (Okay, I do have some issues)
Dude
I need your cock now. My mouth or ass are available for you to choose. I must have you tonight. My wife has her weekly bridge night tonight so the house is free from 6:30-9:00. Come use your cum slut on the bed he shares with his wife.
Damon
Damon was a mid-forties black bank executive who I turned and fucked in his office. He screamed so loud that his secretary asked on the intercom if he was all right. I can only imagine if she knew that her six figure boss was bent over his desk getting nailed by a college boy. He blew me the first time at the adult theatre in town and instantly became a cock hungry cum slut. I had rejected his last few pleas, but this was too delicious to refuse. Because we had time, I shot two loads in him that night. The first down his throat and the second in his ass and then made him put on his underwear and stay in them all night with my cum leaking out.
Austin
When are u in town next? You opened up a side of me I didn't know existed. I stare at cocks at the gym now: my mouth waters; I imagine dropping to my knees and sucking; my dreams at night are of cock. Come for a visit!!
Brian
I met Brian at Cody's wedding. He was the best man and after a little coaxing became a changed man when he sucked me off in the washroom stall one floor up from where the reception was taking place. Actually that was a crazy day. I fucked Cody's ass in the church, just fifteen minutes before he said his 'I do's'. I came in his ass and made him wear my cum during the ceremony, a constant reminder that although he was getting married, he was also mine.
Truthfully, the three biggest thrills for me are:
1. Turning a straight guy into a cocksucker
2. Having a turned guy begging for the privilege to suck me again.
3. Taking a virgin's ass and depositing my load deep in it; conversely, my greatest perversion is to make a guy keep my cum in his ass while he is doing something with his woman.
Every person is given a talent from the Lord. For whatever reason the Lord gave me the innate ability to make straight as arrow guys became the cocksuckers (or more) they were unwittingly trained since birth to be.
A perfect example of this theory was turning my sister's friend's cheating boyfriend:
My sister's roommate had learned her boyfriend of two years had cheated on her. She was upset and we were just trying to cheer her up when my sister, Beth, who knew my special ability, suggested, "Austin, you should turn the fucker."
Gwen asked, through tears, "W-w-what's that mean?"
Beth said, "Tell her."
I usually didn't tell my secret to everyone, discretion was key in the plethora of guys I had turned. Yet, I really liked Gwen, who was a complete sweetheart, and figured if this guy was such an asshole to cheat on Gwen, he was definitely in play.
I explained, "I turn guys."
"What?" She asked, perplexed.
"I make straight guys eager cocksuckers," I bluntly said.
"You're gay?" She asked.
"Not in the flamboyant, musical loving way," I joked, long used to women being surprised when they learned I was gay.
"But you're so hot," she said.
"Gay guys can't be hot?" I asked.
She shook her head, "I didn't mean it that way."
"I'm just teasing you," I smiled.
"Will you turn the fucker?" Beth asked, clearly pissed at this guy.
"There is no way you could turn Daryl," Gwen said. "He hates gay people, calls them immoral."
"Those are my favourite guys to turn," I said, knowing through experience that more times than not the more homophobic a guy, the more likely he was hiding insecurities about feelings he was having about other men.
"No way," Gwen adamantly said, clearly not thinking it was possible.
I laughed, "Trust me. All guys are just the opportunity away from being cocksuckers."
"No way?" Gwen said, stopping crying as the conversation. Clearly intrigued her.
"Have you ever found a girl attractive?" I asked.
Gwen quickly glanced at my sister, a very pretty, big breasted redhead, before admitting, "Sure, all girls do."
"Exactly," I said, without going deeper, wanting her to ask the question.
"How does that correlate?" She asked.
"Ever check out another girl's breasts?" I asked.



Again she mindlessly glanced at my sister's ample cleavage. "Sure, but I still don't see where you are going with this."
"You were raised in a world where woman's bodies are beautiful and all your life you have worked to maintain your beauty to fit into today's ridiculous standards," I explained.
"Still don't see your point," she said.
"Guys, on the other hand, are not judged in the same way," I continued. "We are constantly told to be a man, to not show our feelings. Yet, conversely, from birth we have been sucking things: nipples, bottles, soothers, suckers, Popsicles, etc."
"So are girls," she pointed out.
"True, and you continue to deal with your trained oral fixation through putting on lipstick, putting your pen end in your mouth, lollipops, cigarettes and, of course, sucking cock. But men generally don't do any of those, except maybe smoke. This complete denial of the oral fixation we start at birth is always a psychological barrier that most men don't realize they are missing until a cock is in front of their face. And once they see a cock, their years of debating an urge they couldn't explain comes flooding back. Their mouth waters and once the mushroom top enters their lips, they are once again whole."
"That's ridiculous," Gwen said.
"Is it?" I asked. "I know this is personal but have you ever had your pussy eaten by a girl?"
Yet again she glanced at Gwen as her face went red. "Yes," she whispered.
"Don't be ashamed," I smiled, assuming she and my sister had played with each other. "We are born as sexual beings and the idea of the opposite sex being the only sex is as outdated as the fifties housewife."
"I guess," she shrugged.
"Anyways, my point was, I am guessing that the girl between your legs did a better job getting you off than a guy did down there," I continued.
"I guess," she agreed, clearly slightly uncomfortable with the lesbian talk.
My sister finally spoke, "You guess? You were begging for it."
"Beth!" she gasped.
Beth countered, "He knows I'm bi, Gwen."
"But," Gwen started, clearly embarrassed by the revelation of their lesbian activity.
"Gwen," I interrupted. "I don't judge, Suck cock, eat pussy, it's all relative. Like I said, we are all just sexual beings. But back to my point, much as girls eat pussy better because they understand the intricacies of a pussy. A guy similarly knows what it feels like to get sucked and thus knows exactly how to replicate that pleasure on another cock."
"I guess," a still uncomfortable Gwen said.
"Do you want me to turn him into a cocksucker?" I asked.
"Why not?" she shrugged.
"Okay," I nodded, "give me all the details about him and I will start the turn."
Beth said, "I'll get you all the info you need, but first we need a few minutes so I can cheer her up."
"Beth!" Gwen gasped again.
"Get over here, cunt licker," Beth demanded, as I headed out of the room.
Twenty minutes later they were done and I had all the information I needed.
Starting my plan, a chill went up my spine, always getting excited when the hunt for a new turn began.
Two days later, I took out a one week membership to the gym he worked out. He was the stereotypical big muscle head jock.
I worked out and when he went into the sauna after his workout so did I with Trevor. Trevor was a very submissive cocksucker who craved my cock so much he had become my straight turner shock value cocksucking wing man. On many occasions, men I had turned, had walked in on Trevor bobbing on my cock, setting off a trigger of curiosity. This triggered curiosity almost always ended the same way...with a guy who formerly considered himself straight sucking my cock.
Arron, that was the cheaters' name, was sitting down by himself (I paid one of the workers 20 bucks to make sure the sauna was empty until Arron went in and to keep it blocked after the three of us entered). I sat across from him, with Trevor on the same side as him.
After a few seconds, I asked, Arron, "Is this sauna usually this dead?"
"Hit and miss," he shrugged, "I come early to avoid the crowds."
"Me too," I nodded, opening my legs so Arron saw my cock dangling between my legs, Now no I didn't expect him to see my cock dangling, drop to his knees and suck me off, but it is all about setting up the thought he had never considered.
After a moment, I said, "I'm Austin."
"Arron," he replied, his own smaller cock dangling between his legs.
"With an 'E' or a 'A'?" I asked, knowing small talk helped get them comfortable.
He laughed, "An 'A', and two 'rr', my parents like creative spelling."
"My dad named me after a city," I shrugged, before adding, "where I was apparently conceived."
"Nice," he chuckled.
I glanced over at Trevor who was always a mixture of eagerness and nervousness when he was to perform in front of an audience. I asked, "Hungry?"
"Famished," he answered, the word he always used when asked the question.
I snapped my fingers and Arron watched in shock as Trevor walked over to me, dropped between my legs and took my cock in his mouth.
"What the fuck?" he asked a few seconds later as if it took time for his brain to process what he was witnessing.
"He'll suck you too if you want," I offered. "He is an amazing cocksucker."
"I'm not a faggot," he said, his facial expression one of utter disgust.
I lied. "Me either, but he is way better than any chick I have ever had gobble my turkey stick."
"I don't want some faggot sucking me," he countered, although as is often the case, he wasn't leaving. He was talking tough, yet watching it occur.
I pointed out the truth, "Actually, Trevor here is married with a couple of kids, he just also loves having a cock in his mouth, isn't that right, cocksucker?"
Trevor quit sucking, used to the humiliation I often threw at him in front of others, "Yes, I have a beautiful wife."
"But..." I added.
"But, I also love sucking cock," he admitted, before taking mine back in his mouth.
I explained, "Reality is, straight guys who suck cock always do a much better job than any woman...likely because we all have the same equipment."
"I guess," he said, "but he's still a guy."
"A mouth is a mouth," I shrugged. "I don't kiss him or do anything even remotely romantic. I just shoot my load in his mouth, because as I already said, a mouth is a mouth. Actually, a guy's mouth is way better than a girl's mouth."
"I don't know," he said, less adamant than when the conversation started, "but it's still really gay."
"To each their own," I shrugged. "When it comes to cocksuckers, I want the best and guys are the best. Trust me, once you have had a guy blow you, a chick won't do."
"If you say so," he shrugged, although he kept watching Trevor bob on my cock.
"Want to try?" I asked, purposely leaving the question open ended.
"I don't know," he said, looking at the door, his own inner door opened to something he had never considered before. I glanced down and saw his small cock was no longer flaccid but completely erect.
I explained, "I got one of the employees to close the sauna for me. We have it all to ourselves."
"Really?" he asked, every excuse he had being countered by me.
"I needed my cock sucked and couldn't wait to go back to my place," I shrugged, before adding, "Trevor is a suck my cock whenever or wherever I ask kind of cocksucker."
"I can't believe it," he said, still in awe.
"Here it comes, cocksucker," I groaned and deposited my load down his throat.
"Shit, he just took your load," he gasped, "my ex-girlfriend never swallowed my load."
"They never do," I said. "They figure we should eat their fishy boxes and yet God forbid they swallow our cum."
"So fucking true," he nodded, as Trevor finished retrieving the last remnants of my cum.
I asked, "Do you want Trevor to suck your cock?"
"Fuck, why not?" he shrugged, trying to keep it as casual as possible.
"Indeed," I agreed, before saying, "Good news, cocksucker, this morning is a swallow one load, get a second load for free morning!"
Trevor allowed my dick to slip out of his mouth and he wordlessly walked over to Arron, returned to his natural position on his knees, and took Arron's in his mouth.
"Christ," Arron groaned, as Trevor easily deep throated his small dick.
"I told you," I nodded, standing up, my much bigger cock still erect as I tried to showcase it to him for the future.
I stood directly in front of him, making sure my cock was in direct view. Like most guys who experience their first real blow job from a guy, every other blow job was suddenly inadequate, and in less than a minute he was groaning, closed his eyes and shot his load down the expert cocksucker's throat.
I asked, "Was I right?"
"Shiiit," he grunted.
"I'll take that as a yes," I laughed.
"I usually take forever to come," he said, finally opening his eyes.
"I told you, men know men," I shrugged, as Trevor finished swallowing his second load in the last couple of minutes.
Five minutes later, we were getting dressed in the locker room and I asked, even though I already knew from my intel from his ex-girlfriend, "Are you a football fan?"
"A die hard Giants fan," he answered.
"If you're interested, why don't you come over on Sunday? The only thing better than watching NFL football while drinking a few beers is watching NFL football, drinking a few beers and getting your dick sucked," I offered.
"Who will be there?" he asked looking around to see if anyone else was listening, clearly not wanting anyone else to hear our conversation.
"Just you, Trevor and me," I answered, drawing him in.
"We'll see." He shrugged.
I knew the fact he didn't say no was an almost for sure 'yes' and I wrote my address and cell on a piece of paper and gave it to him. I said, "Text me either way."
On Sunday, as expected, I got a text that he was going to come over. He arrived part way through the first quarter and was surprised that Trevor wasn't there.
I said, "He can't get here till after church. He is a doting husband, a caring father and a true Christian."
He chuckled. I offered him a beer and we watched the game until half time without really talking.
Just as the half was ending, both agreeing the Bears needed to be more aggressive on offense, there was a knock on the door.
"Come in," I called.
Trevor came in, still in a suit, and said, "Carol is not too happy about me leaving today."
"So why are you here?" I asked, loving to hear him admit he craved my cock more than anything else.
"To suck your cock," he answered, dropping to his knees in front of me.
"Today you get double duty," I smiled, standing up and pulling down my jeans.
Arron stared as Trevor leaned forward and took my cock in his mouth.
"Get comfortable Arron, Trevor knows that during Sunday football he is to take his time and let me enjoy my favourite things: football, beer and blow jobs," I explained.
Arron obviously wanted his own blow job, so he tugged his jeans down and pulled out his cock.
"Sit back, relax and enjoy both shows," I said, as I moved my beer bottle to him. We clinked beer bottles as Trevor reached out and began slowly stroking Arron's already hard cock while sucking mine.
For the next twenty minutes, Trevor went back and forth between our cocks until, as planned, his phone rang.
I said, "You'd better get that."
Trevor took Arron's cock out of his mouth and pulled his phone out of his suit jacket. After a moment, he said, "Okay, okay, I'm on my way."
Trevor, looking upset, although he was just faking it, said, "I'm so sorry, but I have to go. Emily fell off the swing and may have broken her arm."
"No worries," I said, "I'll call you next time I need that mouth."
"Of course," he nodded, before leaving.
I said, reaching over and grabbing Arron's cock, "I guess we may have to finish each other off."
Arron moaned even as he stammered, "F-f-finish each other off?"
"Yes," I repeated, "Just two guys helping each other."
"I don't know," he groaned.
"Just stroke my cock for a bit," I suggested.
After a moment, he reached over and grabbed my cock. "That's it," I groaned, knowing he was almost ready for the turn to occur.
For a couple minutes, we just silently stroked each other, before I suggested, "Do you want your cock sucked?"
"God, yes," he answered.
"For the record, I suck cock better than Trevor," I said, "but I have a rule that I always come first."
"What?" he asked, surprised, I think, by my words.
"Look Arron," I said, "You've been checking out my cock all day. I will give you the best blow job you ever had, but first you must suck me."
"I'm not gay," he protested, even though he didn't take his hand off my dick.
"Didn't say you were," I countered, "We're just two guys helping each other out." I leaned down and took his small cock in my mouth.
He groaned, my mouth always the one thing that no man can resist. I did my magic tongue saliva swirl, which always got a guy revved up and then when I could tell he was getting close, I stopped.
Sitting back up, I said, "Your turn."
"I don't," he began, but I interrupted.
"Don't think about it, just do it," I ordered, "and I promise I will finish you like you've never been finished before."
"Fuck it," he said, leaning forward.
"No, no," I said, "On your knees."
He looked like he was going to say something, but as I expected, he was all façade. Behind the burly persona, was a submissive. Instead, he moved onto the floor, between my legs and took my cock in his hand. After a moment, as he stared at my big cock, he finally opened his mouth and took it in. I smiled as another straight guy was turned. I had seen this so many times and once my cock was in a straight guy's mouth he was mine. I have had guys reject me, on occasion, but never had a guy ever resisted becoming my cocksucker once he had it between his lips.
He was tentative and slow at first, but like all straight cocksuckers, once that cock is in their mouth, they become natural cocksuckers, just like they were psychologically trained to be. Having not come all day, planning for this moment, I didn't last long...the rush of another successful turn, even though he didn't know it yet.
I didn't warn him as I shot my load down his throat. As expected, he didn't freak out, but instead kept sucking like the good cocksucker he was about to become.
Once done, I complimented, "For a straight guy, that was damn good."
He took my cock out and said, clearly surprised by his own actions, "I can't believe I did that."
"You're a natural cocksucker," I commented.
"Don't say that," he said, clearly questioning why he just did what he did and ashamed by it.
"Want me to finish what Trevor started?" I asked, deciding to get him focused back on the sex.
"God, yes," he said, his cock stiff as steel.
"Stand up," I said, as I slid off the couch and onto the floor. I took his cock into my mouth and gave him one of my full service out of this world blow jobs. Like most straight guys who have never been sucked by a gay guy (though he did get sucked by Trevor), he didn't last long in my mouth, grunting and spewing his seed down my throat.
Once spent, I sat back on the couch and returned to watching the game.
He sat back down and joined me, not saying a word, and yet not leaving either.
I asked, "Do you want to stay and watch the second game?"
"Sure," he agreed, acting nonchalant, as he glanced at my still erect cock, "I got nothing else to do today."
We both pulled our pants back up, drank more beer, and watched the first half of the Green Bay and Baltimore game before I went to the washroom. When I returned, I fished my cock out of my pants and offered my cock to Arron. Without hesitation, he leaned forward and took my cock between his lips. I groaned, "That's it, get it nice and hard."
He bobbed with more enthusiasm this time, as it grew hard in his mouth. I said, "That's it cocksucker, worship my cock." My phone was on record in my jean's pocket as I recorded his submission to cocksucker for Gwen.
Sometimes this makes them stop, they hate being called a cocksucker, but he didn't slow down at all. I pulled out when I was close and ordered, "Beg for my cock."
"Oh God, I want your cock," he pleaded, the hunger in his eyes so hot.
"Where?" I asked.
"In my mouth," he answered.
"Between your cocksucking lips?" I questioned, tapping his lips with my cock.
"Yes," he said.
"Say it, cocksucker," I ordered, sliding my cock in his mouth for three quick pumps and pulling out.
"I'm a cocksucker," he admitted, like the cock hungry slut I had created.
I shoved my cock back in his mouth and he bobbed back and forth like a cum addicted whore.
I shot a second load down his throat after a couple more minutes.
Pulling out, I sat back down and asked, casually, "Green Bay vs Baltimore or San Fran and Miami?"
He replied, "San Fran."
I loved how I could turn a guy, use his mouth as my personal cum deposit, and then still have a normal conversation.
I shot two more loads down his throat that day and swallowed one myself. The last load he swallowed, I had slyly videotaped with my phone as visual evidence for Gwen.
As he left, I said, "If you want my cock again, text me."
"Okay," he nodded.
"You're a natural cocksucker," I complimented.
"You too," he replied.
"Next time though I want a piece of that ass," I revealed, setting him up for the final submission.
He laughed awkwardly, "I'm not gay."
"I know, you're just a cocksucker. But most cocksuckers also have amazing tight man cunts," I added.
"I'm not interested in that," he said.
"You weren't interested in sucking cock a few hours ago either," I pointed out.
"That's different," he said, as he got ready to leave.
"If you say so," I shrugged, knowing I would have his ass soon and I would videotape it all.
"Thanks for hosting," he said.
"Thanks for swallowing four loads of cum," I countered.
"Um, okay," he said. "See ya."
My cock hard again, I asked, "Do you want a load for the road?"
"Fuck," he sighed.
"Fuck what?" I asked.
He didn't say anything, just dropped to his knees, fished out my cock again and took it back in his mouth.



Straight turning: sometimes it takes time, sometimes manipulation, but mostly it really is quite simple...like I said...all straight guys can be turned given the opportunity.
Case closed.
THE END
Epilogue: I took his ass the following Sunday when we made a bet Giants vs Jets, loser takes it in the ass. He lost the bet and then he won.
THE END AGAIN
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Spanked to Submission: A Love Story
Summary: White boss tries to break free from young black seductress.
Thanks 1: To the real Annie-girl who inspired this story.
Thanks 2: To all my friends who read this story and gave suggestions (Julia, Julie, Danielle, and Anne.)
Thanks 3: To my brilliant editors who catch my mistakes (Steve B for his suggestions and Estragon for his copy editing and MAB7991 for final proof read).
.....
NOTE 1: Of course, all participants are 18 years of age and older.
NOTE 2: Part of this story was released a couple years ago, but I took it down a while ago and have completely rewritten it with a couple more chapters, a completely different sub-plot and a much different ending (this one has one!!!)
NOTE 3: Although there are elements of BDSM, this second part has a softer spin to it and is at the core a lesbian coming of age love story thus it could be a variety of categories (BDSM and interracial for example), I have chosen to put it in lesbian.
RECAP:
This part will be a lot more enjoyable and make more sense if you read the first novella first. But below is a very brief recap of the 2011 story:
In Spanked by Submission: A Novella white intense boss Annie is manipulated and seduced be her temp black 18-year-old employee and begins a lengthy journey into sexual submission including a variety of humiliations and. Punishments. She tries many times to break the powerful allure of the arrogant black seductress but always ends up in back on the lap being spanked or between the legs of her black Mistress.
For a reminder, Annie-girl is spanked multiple times, forced to get a strange Brazilian, made to orgasm with a phone inside her pussy and fuck a variety of interesting objects, made to service strangers and follow a very extreme Slave Code which is re-published here:
THE SLAVE CODE:
1. You will always call your Mistress Ms. Audree. This includes in front of clients, our co-workers and our boss.
2. You don't have a vagina, you have a cunt.
3. You don't have breasts, you have tits.
4. You will keep your CUNT shaved at all times.
5. You will only wear panties when you are on your period.
6. You will no longer wear a bra...ever. What is the point, anyway? It is not like you have grown up tits anyway.
7. You will wear thigh high stockings or garter & stockings every day
8. You will not wear slacks anymore.
9. You will wear heels of at least 3 inches to work every day, although Ms. Audree may insist on specific heels.
10. You may only orgasm after you have received proper permission from Ms. Audree.
11. You will always look Miss Audree in the eye when she is speaking to you.
12. You will always be ready for your Friday spanking.
13. Whenever you hear the command "Kneel" you will instantly drop to your knees.
14. You will never lie or keep anything from Ms. Audree.
15. You will never question anything Ms. Audree says.
16. You will say the following sentence after each spank. "Thank you, Ms. Audree, may I have another."
17. Your personal schedule must be approved by Ms. Audree.
18. Your cell phone will always be on so Ms. Audree can contact you at any given moment.
19. You will not think; slaves are like bimbos...their role is not to think, but to obey; you must accept that Ms. Audree knows what is best for you.
20. You will never disobey a direct order.
THE PUNISHMENT:
1. You start with 10 spanks.
2. Each disobedience increases your spank count.
a. Each time you don't acknowledge me properly is one additional spank.
b. Each time you do not look me in the eye when I speak or when you speak to me is one additional spank.
c. Having an orgasm without permission will add an additional 10 spanks to your total, for each forbidden orgasm.
d. Every other disobedience will have an additional punishment based on the severity as decided by Ms. Audree.
3. Any additional spanks can be done at any time Ms. Audree feels is prudent.
In this finale, after getting caught in the act of submission by her a good friend, the pregnant Jane, Annie-girl desperately tries to reclaim herself one last time...will she be successful?
Read ahead to find out.

SPANKED BY SUBMISSION: A Love Story

20. REFLECTION
Once I finally admitted to Jane I no longer had control of my own life, Jane grabbed her cell phone and made a call. I listened intently; curious to know who she was calling. Jane cursed, "Fuck, I got her machine." She waited a few seconds before leaving a message. "Dr. White, this is Jane. I have an emergency, well actually my good friend Ann does. I need to get her in to see you as soon as possible. Please call me as soon as you get this."
Jane hung the phone up and came back and held me in her arms.
Oddly, instead of feeling the great overwhelming warmth of friendship she was giving me, I felt a tingle down below, a slight flickering of a flame. I desperately tried to squelch the strange desire. My body was eagerly willing to submit to my good, pregnant, friend, while my brain was fighting against such a ridiculous desire. I fought hard to resist the burning temptation and like the old me, the stubborn determined me, I overcame the temptation.
Jane drove me home and we avoided the topic of my transformation and instead talked about her pregnancy, her husband's refusal to have sex with her because in his mind he could hurt the baby and how bored she was at home. She joked about how the highlight of her day was what kind of freak shows would be on Jerry Springer each day. I thought to myself, I could probably have my very own special Jerry Springer moment.
Her phone rang a few blocks from my place and Jane quickly pulled over to answer it. She looked at the phone caller I.D. and informed me it was Dr. White, before quickly answering the phone. "Thank you for returning my call, Dr. White." A couple of seconds later Jane explained my fall from propriety and how I was too weak to stop it on my own.
She spoke as if I wasn't there. Listening and hearing the harsh truth of what I had become was like hitting rock bottom for a drunk. It was humiliating, devastating and humbling. It was clear, I needed professional help.
I was distracted from my thoughts by Jane. "Dr. White is out if town this weekend, but will return early to meet with you at 8 on Monday. You can make that, right?"
I quickly agreed, desperate to get my freedom back, "Yes, Jane, I will be there."
"Excellent. Here is her card. Be early, she is a stickler for punctuality."
"Thanks Jane and I am so sorry you had to see what you saw," I apologized, tears flowing down my face.
"It's ok, Ann, I am here for you," Jane replied, giving me one more hug. For the second time though, instead of comfort, I felt temptation. Luckily, the embrace was short and soon Jane was driving me the last few blocks home.
We said our goodbyes and I waited until her car had disappeared from my view before I went inside. I went directly to the kitchen, grabbed a bottle of wine and a glass and took a bath. I soaked in my sin for an hour and a half and two-thirds of a bottle of wine while reflecting on the past month. There had been so many times I could have stood up for myself, so many times to get back my dignity, yet I never did. As much as I hated the utter humiliation I had endured, I also couldn't deny the pure sexual bliss I felt when I brought Ms. Audree to an orgasm or when I was finally allowed to have one myself. Although in the end, through all the degradation, all the life-altering changes, I could no longer imagine a life without Ms. Audree.
I got out of the tub, finished the wine and gazed at the television. Sleepless in Seattle was on. It's one of my favourite movies. I love Tom Hanks; why couldn't I ever meet a sweet guy like him? I also love Meg Ryan movies. I reflected about how the movie is about the impact fate has on love. They were meant to be and thus fate and his adorable son made sure it happened. Was Ms. Audree my fate? Before she entered my life, my life had been incredibly hum-drum. I woke up, I worked, I came home and I repeated the cycle. My sex life had become non-existent and I had not had any sort of semblance of a social life. If nothing else, my life was no longer predictable and my sex life was no longer stagnant. Of course, I was often a nervous wreck and probably on a crash course to an emotional collapse. I watched the Hollywood happy ending and crawled into bed, wondering what my happy ending would look like.
21. A STRANGE DREAM
I woke up dripping in sweat and leaking out blood and juice. Great I was horny and I got my period. I sat straight up realizing my dream which seemed so real, was just a dream. As I began to really wake up, I quickly got up, cleaned myself up, put on a pad and returned to bed. I lay back on the dry side of my bed and replayed the strange, yet seemingly real, dream.
I was working late one night when a still very pregnant Jane walked into my office. I greeted, "Hi, Jane, still no baby."
Jane collapsed on the couch and sighed, "He won't even come close to me."
I quit working and went to sit beside her. "Oh Jane, men are stupid. He won't hurt the baby; actually sex can help bring labour on."
"I know," Jane said, with a smile on her face I had never seen before.
"Go home and demand he fuck you," I suggested.
Jane ignored my suggestion, "Are you still Audree's slut?"
I let out a gasp at my good friend calling me a slut. I answered her shocking question, my facial expression mortified, "Yes."
Jane's sweet expression turned, "On your knees, slut."
I didn't instantly obey, so stunned from the words of my very pregnant friend. I stammered, "J-J-Jane."
"Don't you Jane me, Annie-girl." I flinched at my friend using the derogatory pet name my black Mistress used for me. "I tried to help you but you didn't listen, so I figure I might as well get mine too."
"Yours too?" I asked, dazed.
"Yes, Annie-girl. I love you as a friend, but I have had to put up with a lot of your dramatic over-the-top bullshit over the years and today I will reap my rewards for all those years of it."
I was speechless.
"I will not ask again, Annie-girl. Get on your knees."
I obeyed, my head reeling from this shocking turn of events.
"Good girl," Jane purred, patting my head. "Do you have a strap-on here?"
"Yes, Mrs. Jane," I replied, trying to be a good girl for her.
"Mrs. Jane, I like that," she smiled. "Now I don't plan to humiliate you like your Mistress does. It is quite simple, I need to get fucked. Hard, deep and fast and you are going to do it for me, understood?"
A smile crossed my face for the first time. Whoever had the strap-on around their waist had the power. "Understood, Mrs. Jane."
"Good, now take off the skirt and get your cock on."
I laughed at the absurd order but quickly discarded my skirt and went to my cabinet where Ms. Audree kept her supply of toys. I put on the seven inch dick and returned to a now fully naked pregnant Jane.
She looked so beautiful in her pregnancy glow. Her breasts, regularly quite large, were now mammoth. Her large belly bump seemed sexy to me. I stood in front of her, my cock ready for action, and admired her body.
Jane impatiently ordered, "Get me wet with your tongue first, Annie-girl, you must be pretty good at it by now."
I fell to my knees like the submissive I was and was astonished to feel my cunt getting wet. Jane opened her legs to present me her hairy pussy (not as hairy as my bush before the waxing, but still a lot of hair). I leaned forward tentatively and began to lick.
The second my tongue touched her pussy lips she let out a loud moan. "Oh, Annie-girl that feels so good. You have no idea how many years I have wanted to have you as my personal slut."
I asked, stunned by the revelation, "Really?"
She pulled me back into her hairy cunt as she explained, "Of course, Annie-girl, although I have learned to tolerate your ridiculous outbursts and tantrums, a part of me has always wanted to put you in your place. I never fantasized that you would be a dirty cunt-eating dyke, but what a bonus you have become. I just wanted you to come to understand how humiliating it is to be treated like shit, but apparently you get off on that, so go figure. Aahhhh."
I couldn't believe that the person I worked with best also saw me as a whiny child. I continued to lick her hairy cunt and could feel her juices beginning to be released. I took her clit and some hair into my mouth and sucked in.
"Oh my fucking God, yes, Annie-girl, that's it," Jane screamed.
I continued the concentrated clit pressure and added a finger, which I slipped inside my pregnant friend's pussy.
"Oh yes, you fucking whore, finger me, yes, yes," Jane screamed.
I kept full pressure on her clit while I pumped my finger in and out of Jane's dripping wet box.
Jane ordered, as she sat up, turned around so her ass end was facing me, "Annie, I need to be fucked. Not made love to, fucked hard, fucked deep and fucked fast."
I got behind her and slid my plastic cock deep inside my pregnant colleague.
She screamed, "Oh fuck yes, fuck me slut, fuck your white Mistress."
Hearing her call herself Mistress stunned me. Was this going to be more than a one-time thing? I let the thought fade away and just focused on fucking her hard and fast. I thrust in and out of her cunt as fast and hard as I could, so deep in fact that you could hear the spanking sound of my pelvis hitting her ass with each thrust.
Jane was huffing and puffing and holding on to the back of the couch as I fucked her as hard as I possibly could. "Oh yes, fuck me, pound my pussy, fuck me, fuck me, fuck meeeee," she screamed as the orgasm shook through her body. I kept fucking her hard and deep while she shuddered in pure orgasmic bliss. Her breathing continued to be erratic until she said, "Please stop."
I pulled my plastic cock out of her and stood watching my pregnant assistant attempt to regain her composure after the hardcore fucking she had just received.
Jane turned around and collapsed on the couch with the smile of a woman completely satisfied. "Wow, Annie-girl, if only I had known years ago what kind of sexual submissive deviant you were."
I blushed, but stood still.
She opened her legs, "Annie-girl, this is just the beginning. Now come clean up your new Mistress." That was when I woke up. What did such a dream mean? Did I want to be dominated by Jane? The thought had never even crossed my mind before that naughty dream, other than a brief passing thought last night. My soaking wet pussy implied it turned me on. Yet, as I thought about Jane it occurred to me that she was way too sweet, way too nice to ever do what I just dreamt.
The rest of the weekend was a mental nightmare. One minute I was determined to break free from the hold Ms. Audree had over me, the next minute I craved just the thought of her taste, her touch, her dominance. Every dream I had was one of me in complete submission: to Ms. Tiara, to Sarah, to Jane, to the redhead on the train. Submission had come to dominate my every waking and sleeping thought...which meant only one thing...I indeed needed the help of Dr. White. I had to ignore my daydreams and my many body urges, I had to regain myself....
22. THERAPY SESSION
As I prepared to leave to go to my first therapy session, I was riddled with anxiety. What would I tell Ms. Audree? What should I wear? If I broke dress code, how would I deal with the consequences Ms. Audree would attempt to administer? Would I be able to stand up for myself after one appointment? Could I deal with all the consequences that came with rejecting my Mistress? The video would surely go public. Ms. Audree was not a woman who liked to lose. Lastly, did I really want to break free?
I compromised in my dressing attire for the day. Since I now had my period, I could justify panties. I wore thigh high stockings, but I could argue I was wearing those because I now loved wearing them (which was true), and not to please my Mistress. I wore the longest skirt I owned and a nice blue blouse. I looked quite business-like.
I left a message at work that I would not be arriving until approximately 9:30. I arrived at Dr. White's office a few minutes early and waited patiently. After a few minutes of waiting, I was greeted by a pretty, but quite chunky woman. I followed her into her office and looked around. There was a nice leather couch with a matching chair, a table with four chairs, and a nice oak desk. I expected one of those beds where I would lie down as she sat in her comfy chair and psycho-analyzed me. That is what happens from watching too much TV.
She invited me to sit on the couch and she sat, with a clipboard, on the nearby chair.
"Hi, I am Dr. White, but you can call me Helen."
"I am Ann and you can call me Ann," I replied, going for witty and trying to break the awkward tension I imagine only I felt. I wondered briefly about all the people who came in here with their problems. Where did I fit in the crazy mix of Dr. White's daily schedule?
She gave me a sweet smile and began, "So let's begin with a bit about yourself. Tell me about who you are. For example, let's start with your childhood."
I pondered this question before responding with a clarity I had never realized before today. "I grew up in an old-school family. Dad worked, mom stayed home and did the cooking, cleaning and raised all us kids."
"I see."
"I never really realized it then, but based on my past month, I have become my mother."
"How so?" Dr. White queried.
"Well, in our house the rules were very clear. Dad was the boss. It bordered on ridiculous at times. Dad would phone from downstairs while he was watching some sporting event and would call upstairs for Mom to bring him down a beer and my mom dropped whatever she was doing to get him what he requested. I never put much thought into it, but I am guessing that my mother is submissive."
"Like you?"
"Yes, I suppose," I replied, putting my head down.
"Ann, it is ok to recognize your faults, because until you do there are no strategies to change."
"Really?" I asked, suddenly hopeful.
"Yes. A drunk won't quit drinking until he accepts he has a problem, often not realizing it until he hits rock bottom."
"Not sure I understand," I responded, confused by the correlation between me and an alcoholic.
"You see you are obviously submissive, like your mother, because that is the life you grew up in. You were destined to be submissive unless you purposely attempted to avoid it."
"Ok," I tentatively responded.
"No different than a child who grew up with an alcoholic father. The odds are he will end up an alcoholic too, unless he makes a conscious dedicated effort to break free from his father's influence."
"I suppose."
After a brief pause, she asked, "Thinking back to your male relationships in high school, college and your marriage, were you submissive?"



"Yes, but not in the same way I have become now. I liked to please my boyfriends or my husband, both in the bedroom and just in general. In retrospect, we went to the restaurants they wanted to go to, watched the movies they chose and so forth. I never really got to make any of the choices. That is why I love my job so much."
"Because you are clearly in charge?"
"Yes, it is the exact opposite of the rest of my life."
"That makes sense." There was another pause before she informed me, "Jane told me a little about your ordeal, but I need to hear it from you."
I spent the next twenty-five minutes recalling as best I could, my sexual downfall. She listened and wrote a lot if notes, but didn't speak until the end.
"So, do you think you are submissive to all women or just black women?"
The question was tough. I had no real frame of reference to confirm the theory, but the train temptations and the dream I had of Jane implied maybe race didn't matter. I responded, "I don't think race is a factor."
"So you would submit to any man or woman?"
"God no," I replied, getting defensive.
"What would you do if I ordered you to get on the floor right now and crawl over to me?" Dr. White asked.
I was stunned. Was this a test or was she actually implying I should submit to her? As I attempted to consider an answer, I felt my pussy tingle just the slightest. I stammered, "I don't know."
"Well let's find out," my 100 dollar an hour therapist said as she ordered, her voice shifting from compassionate to authoritative, " Ann, get on all fours, like a good pet, and crawl to me."
I was stunned. Humiliation burned inside me, but I obeyed the chubby therapist's demand and dropped to the floor and crawled over to her black pantyhose legs and two-inch heels.
As soon as I arrived, she surprised me again, "Oh my, my, this is worse than I thought. Go sit down Ann."
Humiliation burned even hotter inside me as I realized I had just failed a test. I obeyed again and returned to the couch, my head down like a child who has disappointed her mother, father or teacher.
"Ann, would you have serviced me sexually if I had ordered you to?"
"Yes," I replied, with a shameful whisper.
"Why?"
Anger replaced embarrassment, I snapped, "Why would you do that to me? I am sick of being treated like a fucking piece of meat!"
She returned to her soothing voice. "I had to see how deep you were into your submissive persona."
"But that was humiliating!" I said, still angry.
"Yet, I am guessing, and please don't be offended by my accusation, that obeying my order got you at least slightly sexually aroused. Am I correct?"
I sighed, and then I cried, and blabbered through tears, "Yes, I am so pathetic."
"Not pathetic, just hitting rock bottom."
I realized she was right. The tears still falling down my cheeks, I asked, "How do I break free?"
"By regaining your independence, Ann."
"How do I do that?"
"One day at a time. Can you be here tomorrow at 8?"
"Yes."
"OK, we will continue this tomorrow. But you need to be strong, Ann."
"I understand, but every time I think I can break free, I succumb to her charms and threats when the time comes."
"We can work on that tomorrow," she smiled, "but you need to take the initiative too. You need to regain your independence. Regain you."
"OK, Dr. White, I will try," I said.
I left her office feeling rejuvenated, yet with no real strategy to actually deal with Ms. Audree.
23. THE TEMPTATION OF PENELOPE
I arrived at work and there was a note on my desk as usual.
Dear Annie-girl,
Come immediately to Penelope's office.
Ms. Audree
On the bright side, there was no sexual order to fulfill. On the not so bright side, I assumed this was all part of Ms. Audree's plan to seduce Penelope. A plan I assumed she would want me to play an intricate part in.
I went to Penelope's office and was greeted by Ms. Audree, "Well, happy you could join us." Her voice sounded sweet and humorous to the others, but I could tell she wasn't pleased.
I apologized, "Sorry, I had an 8 a.m. commitment."
Ms. Audree gave me an odd look, but luckily didn't push me which was good because I really had no idea what I was going to tell her.
Penelope explained, "I don't know how but Audree got us a meeting on Thursday with Ford and if we can get this contract we would be locked in and would be their exclusive marketing agent for five years."
"Wow, way to go, Ms. Audree," I congratulated, duly impressed.
"It was nothing," she shrugged.
"Stop being modest, Audree. It is a huge opportunity for us and you deserve the credit," Penelope said, obviously impressed by Audree's success.
Ms. Audree shrugged and joked, the true innuendo only clear to me, "Ok, ok, you should all bow to my feet and call me Goddess."
"Can we get to work on this?" Penelope's assistant, the gay Markus, asked.
Ms. Audree explained, "It is clear that Ford is hoping to aim their new campaign at younger guys. They want their F150 series trucks to be hip and cool. The kind of truck that will glorify their manhood and convince them this truck will get them laid."
Finally in a comfort zone I liked, brainstorming, I asked, "So they want to sell their truck as the Porsche of trucks?"
"Exactly," Ms. Audree agreed.
Penelope asked, "So sexy, not slutty?"
"That is the million-dollar question. I was thinking we should start with a sexy campaign, but have a naughtier one ready as well."
"In three days?" Markus asked.
"Yep, do you have a problem with that, Princess?" Audree challenged.
He glared in response. Penelope took charge now, "Well, let's get cracking."
The rest of the morning was brainstorming. We tossed around idea after idea before finally settling on a somewhat risqué idea. "Do you want to get trucked?" the innuendo was clearly there, but if the censorship police questioned it, we could always argue ambiguity.
We had lunch ordered in and worked through the afternoon on a variety of poster ads. By suppertime we had hit a brick wall. Every ad was to this or to that.
Penelope was rubbing her neck when Ms. Audree asked, "Do you need a neck massage, Penelope?"
Penelope yawned, "Are you offering?"
"Of course, I give a mean neck and back massage."
Ms. Audree went behind her and gently began rubbing her neck. I couldn't believe it, but I felt a pang of jealousy when I saw Ms. Audree giving such attention to another woman. I shook the envy from my thoughts. I needed to regain my independence. Instead I tried to solve this ad problem.
Then suddenly it hit me. The truck should be at a motel, parked, a girl's stocking leg, like in The Graduate movie poster, in the window and the slogan, "Do you want to get trucked?" Of course, any hint of ambiguity would be gone with such an ad, but the ad would be perfect for the young crowd they were aiming at, especially in magazines like Maxim. The ad could be placed in guy's bathrooms as well. I quickly made a demo ad.
I glanced over to Penelope who had her eyes closed and then up to Ms. Audree, who was smiling at me.
I broke their moment of odd intimacy when I proclaimed, "I think I got one!"
They came over and saw the ad I had quickly put together. As expected, they loved it.
"So naughty and delicious," Penelope said.
"Fucking perfect," Ms. Audree agreed.
"Well, a bit too extreme for my liking, but I bet guys will love it," Markus said, as close to a compliment that I would ever get from Markus.
"And we can make a whole line with different pictures in the window. Different girls, different poses, whatever we want," I suggested.
Markus said, "Well that is a wrap for me ladies. I got to get going. I am meeting Wally at the Broadway House."
He left and Penelope asked, "Well that solves our risqué ad. Now what about our more conservative ad?"
Ms. Audree, who had been on her feet all day, and was wearing four-inch heels, sighed, "I don't know, but my feet are killing me." She sat on Penelope's couch and took off her heels. She looked at Penelope with a look I knew all too well: come to me.
There was a brief pause, and I watched intrigued as I saw Penelope considering this. Penelope gave in, just as Ms. Audree assumed she would. She defended her decision, "Well you gave me a neck massage, so I guess I owe you one." I watched, like a bystander watching a hit and run, knowing this was going to get messy eventually. Penelope sat on the couch as well and put Ms. Audree's beige stocking-covered feet in her lap.
In truth, it was all harmless, just a friend giving another friend a foot massage. But if you add in the earlier lesbian flirtation at the bar it became potentially more. Plus, if someone else walked in right now, they would see a superior giving an assistant, a temp assistant, a foot massage.
Ms. Audree looked at me smugly, and I knew this was just the next phase of her seduction.
The massage went on for about ten minutes when it abruptly was interrupted by Penelope's cell. She answered it. It was her husband reminding her about some bridge night they were supposed to be at in forty- five minutes.
Five minutes later, it was just Ms. Audree and me for the first time today. She was still shoeless on the couch when she asked, "Where were you this morning, Annie-girl?"
I had come up with a variety of relatively believable lies, but when the time came to choose one I couldn't. Instead I told the truth. "I was at a psychologist."
"Really?" she said, drawing out the word really over-dramatically.
"Yes, Jane set it up."
"I see," she considered before asking, "and what did you learn?"
I looked away from her as I repeated the advice I was given earlier today, "I am supposed to regain my independence."
"I see," Ms. Audree commented, standing up and walking towards me. "Do you no longer want to be my white lesbian slut, Annie-girl?"
The question I feared most. Depending on my emotional state, the answer would be different. At 9:30 this morning the answer was an obvious and unwavering 'no, I don't want to be your white lez slut anymore.' Yet at this moment, after watching her begin another seduction, and being alone with just her, all I wanted was to please her. I tried to explain, "Ms. Audree, I am very confused. I know I should be able to resist you and shouldn't want to please you. But I do. It is very unhealthy for me, yet I can't stop."
Ms. Audree was now directly in front of me and instead of some harsh disciplinary action, she kissed me: soft, gentle, caring. I returned the kiss, as my legs became jelly and my body began to tingle. When she broke the kiss, she explained, "Annie-girl, I know what is best for you. You need a Mistress, you need me. Don't you?"
The answer was obvious, "Yes, Ms. Audree."
"Good girl. Do you have any more appointments with the doctor?"
"Tomorrow at 8."
"Hmmm, go again; you need to convince her you are cured."
"Yes, Ms. Audree."
"Now, I assume you are having a visit from Aunt Ruby," she correctly guessed I was on my period.
"Yes. It arrived on Saturday."
"I have to get going anyways. Your task today is simple. I want you to offer your services to somebody on the train."
"Yes, Ms. Audree," I agreed.
Ms. Audree kissed me one more time. "I want to hear all about your therapy session tomorrow."
"Of course, Ms. Audree."
Then she was gone. I went back to my office and got ready to head home, nervous to fulfill the task ordered.
24. THE TRAIN...THE REDHEAD...MORE?
As I headed to the train, I realized this was an easy task to manipulate. With no specifications to deal with, I could just ask some elderly prudish woman and get rejected and move on. My plan in hand, my anxiety dissipated and I reached the train station relaxed.
When I got on the train, I actually chuckled at the irony of it all. As soon as I entered the train the first person I saw was the pretty redhead from a couple weeks ago. She was again reading a book and did not notice me at first. I waited a couple of stops as I pondered how I was going to approach this pretty girl. She looked to be in her mid-twenties and, based on the backpack she had with her, she was a student at the city college. I finally thought to myself 'fuck it' and sat beside her.
She looked up and instantly I could tell she recognized me.
I opened, "Hi, I am going to make this straightforward. My Mistress has ordered me to offer my tongue to you for your pleasure."
She laughed, "That is an interesting come-on line."
I shook my head, "I am serious."
There was a lengthy silence while she seemed to contemplate my offer. She finally asked, "Why me?"
I answered honestly, "Well I find you attractive, I have already flashed you and my Mistress insisted I offer my services if I was to see you again."
"You're Mistress?"
My stop was next so I finished, "My stop is next, so this is a rather limited-time offer."
"Hmmmm, well how can I reject such an offer? But we go to my flat."
"Ok," I agreed. "Flat, are you British?"
"Born and raised," she smiled, adding, "and what is your name?"
"Ann, but my Mistress calls me Annie-girl."
"Well Ann, I am Kate and I have to admit you have me intrigued. Do you do everything your Mistress tells you to?"
I lowered my head, "Yes."
"Very interesting, and what does this offer of yours entail?"
"Whatever you want, Kate. I am to please you as you wish."
"So you will do whatever I ask?" she asked, a naughty gleam in her eye.
"Within reason," I replied, "although I should note it is that time of month for me."
"Pity," she said, standing up, "it's my stop." Fuck, I loved her accent.
I stood up too and followed her off the train.
Much to my surprise, she grabbed my hand and entwined her fingers with mine. It was the first truly intimate moment for me in a very long time, besides Ms. Audree's kiss and Jane's hug.
We walked silently to her so-called flat, which was actually a luxury condominium. She offered me a glass of wine, which I eagerly accepted. I must admit, I was incredibly intrigued by this woman. There was something about her I just couldn't explain.
We sat down in her lush living room and instead of just taking my offer instantly, she began a conversation. "So, what do you do for a living?"
"I am in advertising. You?"
"I am a professor at the college."
"Really, you look too young to be a professor."
"Well, flattery will get you everywhere. I am actually thirty-two."
"Oh. What do you teach?"
"Psychology."
Irony struck again. "Well, I would make a good specimen."
"I imagine you would. Did you know I was a lesbian?"
It was my turn to be surprised. "No, you are?"
"Yes and the first time I saw you and you flashed me I went home and diddled myself."
"You did?"
"I did. And now here you are in my flat."
I smiled, slid to the floor and opened her legs. I asked her to lift up a bit as I pulled off her pantyhose, her underwear and her skirt. She opened her legs further, and I leaned into her trimmed pussy and licked. Her pussy's aroma was intoxicating and I lapped slowly, enjoying the sweet taste. It was odd to please a woman and not be called names and treated like a whore. I was between the natural redhead's legs for a long time before the professor's moans began to get erratic and soon after she let out a subdued but real scream. Her juices flowed into my mouth and I lapped up every drop I could. Once her orgasm was done, I moved back up onto the chair and smiled nervously. I was used to being told what to do at all times and wasn't sure what the protocol was after such an act.
"That was amazing," Kate said, her accent still a sexy turn-on.
"I aim to please," I joked, again unsure of what to say.
"Well, that you do."
"I should get going," I said, not used to what to do after sex is done.
"Can I get your number?"
Yet another surprise. I stammered, "R-r-r-really?"
"Really, I would love to take you on a real date."
Still in stunned denial, "You would?"
"I would."
"Ok," I said, excited. I gave her my number and she gave me hers. She stood up, still naked from the waist down and kissed me. For the second time today I was kissed with gentle passion. My head was spinning. Her tongue darted in and out of my mouth. The sweet embrace lasted far longer than I had ever kissed anyone.
When she finally broke it, she smiled and promised, "I hope to be able to return the favour."
I blushed and attempting to be flirty, "I look forward to it."
I left, my mind reeling again, pondering what this all meant. How did Kate fit into the picture? Was this my window of opportunity to regain my independence? I caught the train home and spent the night at home, a baffled mess.
25. TRIPLE PUNISHMENT
I arrived at Dr. White's with only a few seconds to spare. I sat down on the couch again, my mind still a muddled mess after yesterday.
"How was yesterday?" she opened with.
"Good," I replied.
"Did you submit to Audree?"
"No," I honestly answered.
"Well that is good. Tell me about your day."
I recapped yesterday, retelling the day in full truth, oddly unashamed in comparison to yesterday.
Once I was done, there was silence while she continued to take notes. Finally, she spoke, "Well you seem way happier today. Is it because of this Kate girl or are you feeling you have begun to regain your independence?"
"I don't know. Truthfully, I am even more confused. Being treated with such tenderness was a unique feeling after the past month. I felt wanted. I forgot what it was like to feel wanted."
"Hmmmm, you're looking for someone to love you."
"I suppose," I responded sceptically.
"That is what everyone is looking for, real love. It is doubtful you will ever get that from Audree. You may get sexual satisfaction and you may even feel needed, but you won't find love."
"But I still don't know how to break free from her and not lose my job."
"Well, one way, would be to be able to blackmail her too. She has evidence on you; you need evidence of her. Tit for tat," she suggested.
Suddenly it hit me that was exactly what I needed to do. I wasn't sure how yet, but she was an up and coming sure thing in our business. 'Would she really be willing to risk her very promising future career, by being discovered as a lesbian and sexual predator?'
Just as suddenly as I thought I had a way out, Ms. Audree burst into the room. She came in nonchalantly and apologized, "Sorry, I am late."
Dr. White stood up and bluntly said, "This is a closed session. I am going to have to ask you to leave."
If my face could go any whiter, as I am sure it did. I didn't know how Audree found out this was the therapist I was seeing or why she was here, but I expected the worst.
Ms. Audree walked over to Dr. White and introduced herself. "Hi, I am Annie-girl's Mistress, Ms. Audree."
The doctor stood up and repeated, "I need you to leave."



Ms. Audree's smile didn't fade but her tone dripped with authority. "Sit down, Dr. White."
The doctor, clearly confused by the young girl's tone, didn't obey the order, as Ms. Audree sat down beside me. "If my white slut is going to be seeing a head doctor, I think it is imperative you hear my side."
Dr. White was clearly out of her comfort zone, but attempting to seem professional, she agreed, sitting down, "I suppose it would be good to hear your point of view."
Ms. Audree explained, "It's quite simple really. Annie-girl is your poster girl for women who are searching for discipline."
I could see Dr. White was actually curious, "Go on."
I could also see her pulling the doctor into her web of sordid sexual games. "Women like Annie-girl here work so hard to get ahead and are in charge of every moment of their work day, that when they are not at work they are exhausted. They want to let go of control and have others make decisions for them. This is often true for women of power: teachers, doctors, lawyers and actually therapists too."
Dr. White ignored the clear innuendo that she too was submissive. "Well, that is a nice theory, but such a theory is riddled with flaws. For one, you're putting all women who work hard in the same category."
"Well there are always exceptions, but I have not met many," Ms. Audree explained. "Why else do you think Annie-girl here will obey every order I give her?"
"Many reasons such as her upbringing and her failed marriage, for example," the doctor justified.
"Of course, those are factors as well," Ms. Audree countered like a professional therapist herself, "but the underlying reason is much simpler than anything your bullshit books will say."
"Really," Dr. White responded, her sarcasm dripping in the way she said the word.
Ms. Audree returned the sarcasm, "Yes, really. In the end, she will obey me because it is in women like hers DNA."
"Women like her?"
"And women like you. Women who lead a fake respectable life and hide what they really crave to be."
"Please leave," Dr. White asked, clearly frustrated.
Instead of leaving, Ms. Audree spoke to me for the first time. "Annie-girl, please take off your skirt. I think such clear disobedience requires instant ramifications."
"Ann, don't," the doctor ordered mystified at the smug order.
For the first time, Ms. Audree's smile faded. She looked directly at me and ordered, "Now, Annie-girl."
I refused to make eye contact with Dr. White. Instead I stood up and began to unzip my skirt, obeying her, like I always ended up doing.
"Ann, I must insist you stop now," a mortified Dr. White spoke.
I ignored the doctor and allowed my skirt to drop to the floor. Ms. Audree spoke for me, "You see Dr. White, all women are either dominant, like me, or submissive, like Annie-girl. Oh sure some can be both, but those are very rare. Also, sometimes, and thus even rarer, a woman can be neither." Ms. Audree patted her lap and I obediently lay across her lap. Ms. Audree continued speaking, just as her hand hit my left butt cheek, "The question is which are you?"
As expected, I begged, "Thank you, Ms. Audree, may I have another?"
The shocked look on my doctor's face would have been priceless, but from my helpless position I could only hear her rattled words between the echoes of the hard slaps on my ass and my obedient words asking for more. "I will only ask you one more time before I call security, please leave now." I could tell by her voice that she was wavering, the strength she had earlier was now nearly gone...was anyone invincible against Ms. Audree's seductive power.
Ms. Audree rubbed my ass gently, like she often did when she was done with my punishment. Her tone soft, "Annie-girl, you may get dressed."
"Thank you, Ms. Audree."
While I reached for my skirt, I heard Ms. Audree ask, using the doctor's first name this time, "Helen, I think it is time for you to be disciplined."
"What?" Dr. White asked, flabbergasted.
"You heard me, take off your skirt now, Helen."
"I would never...." she began.
"Stop. I don't have all day. It is obvious you desperately want to submit to me, I can see it in your body language and your weak-ass resistance. Actually, I will tell you what. If your cunt isn't wet right now, I will leave and I will even promise to release Annie-girl from her servitude. Is it a deal?"
The doctor's face went a shameful red, one that spoke volumes. She was wet.
"Show me your dry cunt, Dr. White," Ms. Audree challenged.
"I can't."
"Why?"
Tears streamed down her face. She looked at me, "I am so sorry." The doctor looked back down and in a whisper she begged, "Please, just leave."
Ms. Audree, a triumphant look on her face, smiled, as she stood up, "I think this session is over."
Dr. White didn't speak as I followed Ms. Audree out of the office.
Once in the hallway, Ms. Audree said, "Well, that was amusing."
I didn't respond, feeling overwhelming guilt for the humiliation Dr. White had just endured because of my weakness.
As if reading my mind, Ms. Audree said, "Don't feel guilty, Annie-girl. She is weak just like you."
"But you just humiliated her in her office," I pointed out.
"Oh trust me, I didn't humiliate her," Ms. Audree smiled. "Making her eat your her cunt during your period would have been humiliating her."
"Oh my God," I gasped at her ludicrous words.
"I am your God," she responded. "I am who you worship."
"Yes, Ms. Audree," I nodded, just wanting to get out of here.
"We are meeting Penelope for another brainstorming session," Ms. Audree revealed.
"Okay," I nodded, as I followed her out of the building and to her Porsche.
"You own a Porsche?" I asked, stunned that someone of her age could afford such a luxury car.
"It was a gift from a very prominent white woman," she shrugged, getting into the car.
I was curious who, but when she didn't say more I didn't ask.
She reached into the back seat and handed me a bigger butt plug than the last one she made me wear last time. "Get this in your ass, Annie-girl. It's your punishment for again considering not being completely loyal."
"Do you have any lube?" I asked, this not going in without it.
"In my purse," she said, as she began driving.
I went in her purse and found the lube and a pair of handcuffs. Pulling them out, I asked, "Are these for me?"
She laughed, "You really are an insatiable slut."
"I am what you created," I replied, somehow easily falling into the role of slave when the opportunity arose...instantly forgetting any thoughts of resistance.
She shook her head. "I didn't create you, Annie-girl. You were always a submissive...I just brought out your natural submissiveness."
"I guess," I shrugged.
"There is no guessing, Annie-girl. If I left tomorrow, you would desperately look for someone to replace me. You need a Mistress," she confidently said.
I thought of my time with Kate last night...that wasn't a sub-domme relationship; I thought of Dr. White's words about love; I wasn't sure what I needed, but I was sure that I could live without her.
"Get that plug in your ass," she ordered.
Knowing that I was at her whim at the moment, I awkwardly hiked up my dress, spread my legs and coated my ass with lube. Plus, getting spanked, even in front of Dr. White, had undeniably turned me on. I then coated the plug generously as well and lifted my ass up; I slowly inserted the medium sized butt plug. I whimpered as it went deeper in me, widening my ass unnaturally.
"Is it all in, she asked.
"Not yet," I replied, my jaw clenched, my ass searing from the unnatural stretching I was making it do.
"Sit on it now, Anne-girl," she ordered, looking at me as we stopped at a red light.
Figuring it was almost in anyway, I obeyed, and screamed, as a greater pain coursed through me. "Fuuuuuck."
"Now bounce up and down on your seat, Annie-girl," she ordered, as someone honked at us.
"Seriously?" I asked, as I tied to get used to the pain.
"Now, slut," she ordered, starting to drive again. "Disobedience has consequences," she added.
"Yes, Ms. Audree," I nodded, knowing she wasn't happy with my meetings with a psychologist. As we drove past men in suits, soccer moms, grandmas, teenagers and whoever else, I bounced up and down on the butt plug that created sharp burns in my ass that wasn't accustomed to being gaped so violently.
Slowing to a red light, I saw we were rolling up to a truck.
Ms. Audree ordered, "Keep bouncing, Annie-girl. But stare at this sexy cowboy while squeezing your non-existent tits."
"Yes, Ms. Audree," I reluctantly agreed, frustrated that I felt I had to obey, angered by the reality that obeying her ridiculous humiliating demands got me horny (even when they involved only pain) and determined more than ever I had to get blackmail evidence on her.
The cowboy was cute and thankfully wasn't looking at me at first, but after a few seconds, he glanced towards me and his mouth dropped open. Seeing him watching me, somehow enhanced my excitement, and I smiled at him, staring into his eyes as I cupped my tits.
Ms. Audree rolled down the window as she called out, "Enjoying the show?"
The cowboy, smiled, "It's a pleasant surprise indeed."
"Tell him what you are doing, Annie-girl," Ms. Audree instructed.
The exhibitionism somehow triggering a sultry side of me, like it did on the train, I replied, trying to speak sexy, "I'm bouncing on a butt plug in my ass."
"Oh my," the cowboy replied.
"Show him your tits," Ms. Audree ordered.
I was about to obey, so drawn into the act of exhibitionism, when there were multiple honks from behind.
Ms. Audree quipped, as she began driving, "You were saved by the honk."
I asked, suddenly mortified by my eagerness to show off to a stranger, "Can I stop, please?"
"Sure," she agreed, without even looking my way.
"Thank you, Mistress," I absurdly thanked, as I sat back down, the plug lodged deep in my ass.
"I think my pet is an exhibitionist," she said, a moment later.
"I was just obeying orders," I replied, wanting to hide the feelings I had that proved her assessment may be correct.
"You were getting turned on showing off to him," she continued.
"I get turned on by obeying you," I countered; worried she may test her theory and potentially further test my submissiveness.
"Oh that I know," she smiled, as we reached our office. Once parked, she instructed, "Thankfully, you are already wearing panties today, so they should keep that plug from falling out of your ass today."
"Please don't make me wear it at work," I pleaded.
"The next size is in the back if you want to question me," she threatened.
Defeated as usual, I nodded, "Of course not, Ms. Audree."
"Good girl," she smiled, getting out of the car.
As usual, the condescending tone only enhanced my eagerness to obey. Reluctantly, I got out of the car and tried walking normally...this plug definitely a bigger distraction than the first.
"You look like you've got something in your ass," Ms. Audree pointed out clearly amused.
"It's a lot bigger than the last one," I complained.
"And yet not as big as the next one," she countered.
I nodded, as I tried to not walk like a duck.
Ms. Audree explained as we walked, "One more punishment for today's disobedience."
"Yes," I asked, worried what else she may make me do.
"You will come every hour on the hour starting at ten o'clock," she instructed.
"It's nine fifty-five," I pointed out, looking at my watch.
"You better find someplace to get that white cunt of yours off," she shrugged, as we entered the building. "We are to meet with Penelope at 10:00."
Sighing, I said, "I'll meet you in Penelope's office as soon as I finish."
"Hurry," she ordered, "Penelope is not a patient person."
"Yes, Ms. Audree," I nodded, going to the bathroom on the main floor.
Once in a stall, I began rubbing myself frantically, not once thinking of disobeying her order. Flashbacks of the spanking in front of Dr. White, and the exhibitionist act in front of the cowboy already had be rather wet and it didn't take long to finish what was accidently started earlier. I came, biting my lip as my orgasm hit me, as the door opened simultaneously to my orgasm. As I let the rushes of pleasure cascade through me, I grabbed my phone and noticed I had a new message.
A rush of excitement went up my back when I saw it was from Kate.
Hi Annie,
I really enjoyed last night and was hoping we could meet for dinner tomorrow night.
Let me know
Love
Kate
Reading her words caused another chill to course through me.
Deciding it was time to stand up for myself at all costs, I went to pull the plug out of my ass. I was about to when I realized I had nowhere to put it. Frustrated, I kept it in my ass as I texted Kate back.
Kate
Great to hear from you.
I would love to have dinner tomorrow night.
Is seven too late?
If not, it's a date.
Annie
I stood up, got as comfortable as I could and headed to my office so I could get rid of this plug...while I also pondered how I was going to turn the tables on Audree.
I walked past security, Ms. Jones was back, and she greeted me, "How is Annie-girl this morning?"
"Fine," I replied tersely, walking right by.
I went to my office, locked the door, pulled out the plug and put it in my desk drawer. Feeling a sense of relief, I checked my phone again hoping for a response from Kate. I felt like I was in high school again waiting by the phone for a boy to call. There was no message, and realizing I was almost fifteen minutes late already, I headed up to Penelope's office...my brain spinning with ways to end Audree's power over me and regain my life and my potential love life too.
26. THE PHILOSOPHY OF SUBMISSION
Reaching Penelope's office, I instantly felt a rush of worry. What if Audree realized I had disobeyed her? Would she humiliate me in front of Penelope? Suddenly worried about vengeance, and knowing I had to stay on her good side until I was ready to turn the tables, I hurried back to my office and put the plug back in my ass. It had been out just long enough to cause a new pain. After getting used to it for another minute while walking, I headed to Penelope's office again.
Walking in, now over twenty minutes late, I apologized immediately, "I'm so sorry I'm late, but I am dealing with some personal matters."
Penelope, Audree and Markus where at a table working and Penelope looked up and said, "It's okay, Annie, Audree explained your situation."
"She did?" I asked, nervous what Audree could possibly have told them.
"Yes, and if you need anything, please let me know," Penelope continued.
"Oh, thanks," I agreed, looking at Audree who just gave a nod that signified nothing.
The next couple of hours flew by as we brainstormed ideas and came up with a couple other ideas that we could use for the upcoming presentation on Thursday. Penelope had another meeting and suggested we reconvene at three to let these ideas settle before moving forward.
We all agreed and Audree and I headed back up to my office. In the elevator, Audree asked, "Are you hungry for some desert before lunch?"
As usual, in one sentence, I was puddy in her hands, as my mouth watered at the thought of her taste. I replied, "Yes, Ms. Audree, that would be great."
"I need to make a phone call first," she said, as we reached our floor.
"Okay," I nodded, as I went to my office and she went to hers.
I walked in and yelped as Jane said, "I was hoping you would be alone."
"God, Jane, you scared the crap out of me," I said, turning to her seated on my couch.
"Dr. White called to inform me about today's session," Jane revealed.
"That's doctor-patient privilege," I protested, suddenly mortified that Jane would know even more of my downward spiral.
"You are probably correct," Jane said, standing up slowly, looking like she could go into labor at any moment. "But she is really worried about you." After a pause, "I'm really worried about you."
"Ms. Audree will be here any minute," I pointed out, glancing at the door.
"Ms. Audree?" Jane questioned, rubbing her belly.
"Sorry, it's what she expects me to call her," I admitted, shame compounding shame at admitting my situation again to my closest co-worker and, in reality, friend.
"Annie, this has got to stop," Jane said with concern.
"I know, I know," I nodded, "I tell myself that every day."
"What does she have over you?" Jane asked.
"Video," I admitted.
"Well, get that back on her," Jane suggested.
"I was thinking the same thing," I concurred, just as the door opened.
Ms. Audree smiled, "Oh, we have company."
Jane said, "Could you please give us a few minutes."
"I'd love to Jane," Ms. Audree said, as she sat on the couch, "But Annie-girl needs to have her lunchtime snack."
My face burned red, knowing exactly what she was implying.
Jane sighed, "Audree, I don't like the way you treat Annie."
Ms. Audree kept smiling, as she snapped her fingers and pointed to the floor, as she continued talking to Jane, "When are you due?"
I knew I was supposed to drop to my knees, but remained frozen, not sure what to do.
"Don't change the subject," Jane said, so much stronger than me.
Ms. Audree turned to me and snapped again, as she threatened, "Don't make me punish you in front of your friend."
I glanced at Jane, apologizing with my eyes, as I lowered myself onto my knees.
"Annie!" Jane exclaimed.
"Crawl to me, Annie-girl," Ms. Audree ordered.
Refusing to look at Jane, her last look of disgust already making me feel overwhelming guilt, I again obeyed Ms. Audree.
"Annie, stand up," Jane demanded.
Ms. Audree asked, "Jane, I hear that the closer one gets to labour the hornier they get, is that true?"
Reaching Ms. Audree, she opened her legs and I wordlessly moved between them. To my surprise, she was not wearing underwear. Reluctantly, with Jane watching, I began licking her cunt.
Jane asked, "Why are you doing this to her?"
Ms. Audree replied, "You answer my question, I'll answer yours."
"Fine," Jane sighed loud enough for me to hear, "Yes, that theory is correct."
"Interesting," Ms. Audree said, before answering Jane's question, "As for Annie-girl, I am just giving her what she needs."
Jane scoffed, "Needs?"
Ms. Audree continued, as I licked her sweetness, curious what she was going to say. "Yes, Jane, all women have needs and for most women these needs are seldom met. For example. I imagine you would love your husband to fuck you right now, but he isn't, am I correct?"
"What does that have to do with anything?" Jane asked annoyed.
"Everything," Ms. Audree continued. "Most people, not just women, never allow themselves to let go of society's uppity standards of sexuality and thus never become one with their own sexuality."
"Are you saying I am sexually repressed?" Jane asked, clearly annoyed.
"Likely," Ms. Audree agreed, "but most women are. Annie-girl was the poster girl for sexual repression until I unlocked her frigid personality and brought out the real Annie-girl."
"That is preposterous," Jane scoffed.
"Is it?" Ms. Audree questioned. "Annie-girl is currently licking my cunt in front of you even though she is mortified to be doing so...because her desire for sexual liberation through submission overrides the years of social chains that held her back from who she really is."



"Who she really is?" Jane questioned, as I slowly licked, listening intently to Ms. Audree's seemingly accurate assessment of me.
"Isn't it obvious?" Ms. Audree asked, grabbing my head and pulling me deeper into her.
"No," Jane said with distain.
"She's a submissive slave who only feels free through unconditional obedience," Ms. Audree explained.
"But she has tried to break away from you on more than one occasion," Jane countered.
"Of course, that is very natural," Ms. Audree explained, "when not horny she resorts back to her socially acceptable self and is mortified by her weakness and inability to resist her natural desires."
I listened as best I could, stunned at just how accurately she knew me.
She continued, "For example, right now she is humiliated to be doing this task while you are in the room, yet here she is licking my cunt while you are here."
Jane countered, "That is all rubbish. You blackmailed her into this."
Ms. Audree laughed, "Although I have threatened her with revealing her secrets, the reality is that she submitted originally completely on her own and even though she has brief moments of defiance, she always ends up between my legs or over my lap."
"So you're her Mistress?" Jane asked.
"I suppose," Ms. Audree agreed. "Now a question for you." After a pause, she asked, "Are you horny right now?"
"Excuse me?" Jane asked, surprised by the question.
"Well, the fact that you're still here while your friend eats cunt can only mean a couple of things," Ms. Audree said. "Either you're submissive also and want to replace her."
"That's ridiculous," Jane replied, but I wondered why she was still here and not only assumedly watching my public humiliation while also continuing to discuss theories she found ridiculous.
"Or, you are dominant and want my Annie-girl to become your Annie-girl."
"Those are the only options?" Jane asked. "I am either a submissive or a domme...its really that black and white in your world?"
Ms. Audree laughed, "Not always, but most people are one or the other, male or female. Although some people can be switches."
"Switches?" Jane asked.
"Yes, some people can be dominant or submissive depending on the relationship or on their mood. For example, I am always domme, but my friend Carolyn, who my pet hasn't met yet, is domme to other women and yet submissive to her boyfriend," Ms. Audree explained.
"So, sex can't be about two people who love each other on equal terms?" Jane asked, making me think of Kate.
"Of course," Ms. Audree said, "but that is usually a relationship that is never as raw and passionate as either wish. They instead settle for love and stability over pure passion and true sexual fulfillment."
"So, my husband wishes he could dominate me?" Jane questioned, sarcastically.
"Or that you would dominate him," Ms. Audree countered.
"What?" Jane asked, incredulously.
"Many men are submissive which shouldn't be a surprise," Ms. Audree answered, revealing something knew to me."
"And why shouldn't that be a surprise?" Jane asked.
"Because most men are whipped, which is a sign of submission," Ms. Audree explained, before adding, as she held my head against her pussy and began rubbing her pussy up and down, "The reality is many men are curious to be dominated by women or other men, curious to suck cock like many women are curious to eat pussy."
"That's rather superfluous," Jane pointed out.
"Is it?" Ms. Audree asked. "Do you want to replace Annie-girl here?"
"Pardon?" Jane asked.
"I see right through you Jane," Ms. Audree challenged.
"You know nothing about me," Jane firmly responded.
"Don't I?" Ms. Audree questioned back, letting go of my head.
I kept licking, slowly, trying to hear every word of the surreal conversation, as Ms. Audree continued, "You never stood up to Annie-girl's many tantrums, which implies that you are submissive too."
"Or just a good friend who understands the high stresses of the job," Jane countered.
"Or a married women who lives in the façade of a happy sex life who until your vanilla sex life was questioned when you saw Annie-girl submitting to me," Ms. Audree confidently assessed.
"So you think I want some chocolate?" Jane asked sarcastically.
"I know you want some chocolate," Ms. Audree responded, suddenly pushing me away.
She opened her legs wide, revealing her beautiful pinkness, as she continued, the same confident smile she had when she drew me under her spell, "Go ahead Jane, we both know what you want."
Jane asked, glancing at me, "How did you know?"
"I just know," Audree replied, as I noticed that Jane had her phone behind her. After a pause she ordered, softly, "On your knees, Jane."
"Will you eat my cunt too," Jane asked. I gasped quietly having never heard Jane use the 'c' word.
"If you are a good girl," Ms. Audree replied, before repeating, "On your knees, Jane."
"So you're a lesbian?" Jane questioned.
"Oh, I like a nice cock now and then. But I prefer cunt, especially white cunt," Ms. Audree admitted, as I realized that Jane was setting Ms. Audree up. I assumed Jane was recording the conversation with her phone with Ms Audree totally unaware.
"So you're a cunt licker?" Jane questioned.
Ms. Audree laughed, "I guess so, although I tend to receive a lot more than I give, isn't that right, Annie-girl?"
"Yes, Ms. Audree," I agreed, before adding, "You do have a very good tongue."
"How sweet," Ms. Audree smiled at me, before saying, as she turned to Jane to see her holding her phone, "Now on your knees...what are you doing?"
"You're really not as smart as you think you are," Jane smirked, as Ms. Audree closed her legs.
Ms. Audree stood up and asked with a smile, trying to stay confident and in control, "You're going to try and blackmail me."
"No," Jane shook her head, "I'm not going to try I am going to blackmail you."
"I can ruin her," Audree threatened pointing in my direction.
"Yes, I assume you can," Jane agreed, "but I can now ruin your career before it even starts."
"All you have are a few words," Audree pointed out.
"And a picture of you with your legs spread wide open," Jane pointed out.
"What do you want?" Audree asked, for the first time sounding like the eighteen year old she was.
"You will leave Annie alone starting now," Jane answered resolutely.
"Is that what you want, Annie-girl?" Audree asked.
"Yes," I admitted, knowing that even though I enjoyed the submission at times, it had consumed my life to such a degree that I had to reclaim it.
"Fine," Audre shrugged, "I was almost done with you anyways."
Briefly I was insulted, but realized she was just trying to maintain her power over me.
I stood up and said, finally feeling like the old me for the first time in a long time, "Audree, go get Jane and I lunch."
"Fine," she said, through grit teeth.
Audree, finally defeated, walked out of the office pissed off.
I turned to Jane and said, "Thank you."
"You're welcome," Jane replied as she typed into her phone.
A moment later my phone buzzed. "Evidence for you just in case she ever tries to play you again."
"How can I ever thank you," I said, a massive burden suddenly off my shoulders.
"Eat my cunt," Jane replied, sitting on the couch, shocking me.
"S-s-seriously," I gasped.
"No," she laughed, "but the look on your face was priceless."
"You really had me," I said relieved.
"That said," Jane continued, "I can't always be here to protect you, Anne. You need to be firm."
"I will," I said resolutely, before adding "Things just really got out of control."
"That happens," Jane said understandingly.
We chatted for twenty minutes or so until Audree returned with our food. I thanked her, like I would usually any employee of mine, and sent her to her office.
Jane and I visited while we ate and then she headed home to take a nap. I, meanwhile, checked my texts and saw I had one from Kate.
Giddy, I quickly checked it:
Great
It's a date
I like geeky rhyming too.
I can't wait to see you.
Kate
Wanting to see her tonight, having so much to tell her and feeling the chains of submission gone. I decided to call her.
After three rings she answered:
"Annie, what a pleasant surprise," she greeted warmly.
"I was hoping we could change the date from tomorrow to tonight," I revealed.
"Eager are we," she teased.
"As a beaver," I joked, before adding, probably sounding like an excited school girl, "I have so much to tell you."
"I can't wait to hear all about it," Kate said sincerely, adding, "Want to meet at David's at seven?"
"That sounds perfect," I agreed.
"I'd love to chat longer, but I have to get back to work," Kate said.
"Me too," I agreed.
"Later, alligator," she said playfully.
"In a while, crocodile," I quipped back.
After hanging up, I chuckled to myself.
I was going on a date with another woman, something that I would never have remotely even considered before the whole Audree ordeal.
Ironically, without Audree and the crazy roller coaster ride of submission I endured, I wouldn't have learned about my sexuality, I wouldn't have met Kate, who I met obeying a task of Audree's, and I wouldn't be starting a potential relationship.
I shook my head as I began pecking away on my computer, like the Barbara Streisand song, love does indeed come from the most unexpected places.
THE END
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0. Prologue
"You bought a house in the Whiteside suburb?" Asked a surprised, but amused Katrina.
"It's the final frontier," Janet smiled.
"I suppose so," Big Rosie chuckled, as she let out a moan.
Janet continued, "It wasn't easy, but with your inside connections with Governor Daphne Green, that racist committee couldn't legally prevent the purchase."
"It's good to have connections," Big Rosie laughed. "She loves my pussy."
"As they all do, isn't that right, slut Jasmine?" Katrina added.
The white teacher of Janet's twelfth grade daughter, Bethany, lifted her head from Rosie's addictive pussy and answered, "Yes, mistresses, all us white sluts love black pussy."
"What about you, slut Portia?" Katrina questioned.
Another white woman, immaculately dressed, the wife of a rich business man, busy between Janet's legs, answered, "Of course, Mistress, black pussy is all I want to serve."
Katrina chuckled, pulling up the blonde eighteen year old cheerleader, "Lastly, what about you our new pussy-pleasing recruit?"
The blonde, a younger version of her mother Portia, her face gleaming with pussy juice stammered, "I-I-I don't know."
"Are you our white cunt-licker?" Katrina asked.
"I guess," the pretty young girl said, clearly nervous, as she glanced to her mother, whose head was buried between a pair of black legs licking away hungrily.
"You guess?" Katrina scolded. "Do you want to keep licking my cunt?"
"Yes," the blonde admitted instantly, the feeling of pleasing this black woman exhilarating even though she couldn't explain why. The thought that her racist dad would be mortified by seeing his wife and daughter submitting to the inferior race, his words, somehow enhanced the pleasure of her submission.
"And you want to please me again and again?" Katrina questioned.
"Yes," the young girl agreed, her gaze returning to the pretty pink pussy between those beautiful black legs.
"Who owns you?" Katrina asked.
The question was confusing at first and she didn't answer.
Katrina asked, "Slut Portia who owns your mouth, cunt and ass?"
"All black women, of course," Portia answered as if the question was obvious, looking up from between Janet's legs and towards her bewildered daughter.
The daughter stared at her mom confused, as Katrina continued, "We expect complete obedience, my pet. We, of course, know what is good for you, don't we slut Portia?"
"Yes, Mistress, my daughter and I are your willing servants," the older woman admitted, nodding to her daughter with a firm look of do as you're told, before adding, "Belinda obey, they are the Mistress race."
The young blonde looked dazed for a moment, but then the clarity that often comes once a white woman has tasted the addictive black nectar hit her and she turned back to the beautiful black goddess and said, "I am yours, Mistress."
"Good girl," Katrina purred, pulling the pretty eighteen year old back between her legs.
Belinda licked with a new hunger and mission, suddenly understanding completely her submissive position, the taste of black pussy something she couldn't fathom not tasting again now that she had sampled perfection.
Just then Katrina's daughter Barbara, an eighteen year old beauty, walked in and seeing Belinda gasped, "You got me my arch enemy?"
"Consider it an early Christmas present my dear," Katrina said.
"This is the best present ever," Barbara said, looking down at the stuck-up blonde bitch.
She asked, giddy with excitement, so many ideas on what she planned to do with her in her head, "Can I take her upstairs?"
"Of course, my dear, she's your present; you can take her mother too," Katrina added.
"You're the best Mom," Barbara said, coming over and giving her a big hug.
Katrina pulled the young blonde's hair lifting her head up and explained, "You have been a very big bitch to my daughter for a long time. That, by the way, is why I went after your mother, not that she was much of a challenge, eagerly munching my cunt the day I met her. You, my pet, will obey my daughter without hesitation."
Belinda stammered, even though she was mortified to realize that not only had she been caught eating a black girl's vagina, it was the vagina of the mother of the nerdy girl she picked on at school, "Y-y-yes."
"You want to eat my nigger cunt?" Barbara asked. "Isn't that what you called me at school the other day?"
"Yes, Barbara," Belinda admitted, her racist attitude now seeming so silly. "Please let this white bitch eat your cunt to apologize for being such a bitch."
"Oh, I am going to have fun with you," Barbara said, her tone ominous with her naughty intent to completely humiliate the white bitch who had tormented her all throughout high school.
Jasmine, who had made Big Rosie come, had now crawled between Janet's legs, thankful not to be seen by any of her students other than Janet's daughter Bethany, as Janet continued, "I think we will have a big house warming just before Christmas."
"Whiteside isn't going to know what hit them," Big Rosie laughed.
As Janet, began grinding her cunt on the eager white teacher, she nodded, "it's going to be a very, very white Christmas for me."
"And a very, very, black Christmas for them." Big Rosie added.
WELCOME TO THE NEIGHBORHOOD
Moving into the new community felt like the ending of segregation of southern schools in the 1960's and 1970's.
Every set of white eyes watching the black family was judging with a preconceived notion of who they were. Ignoring the reality that the Jones were a very successful family, more successful than almost every white family in this walled community.
Mr. David Jones was a CEO of one of the biggest telecommunications companies and was well respected in the business community, yet here in the gated community of Whiteside he was a threat to a way of life that had to be protected at all costs.
Janet was prepared for the looks she would get of disdain, bitterness and pure racial hatred, yet the thought of turning some of the richest whitest bitches in America into her submissive playthings was her greatest challenge yet. Her daughter, Bethany, although just eighteen had also learned the alluring power she had over white girls and women when the power struggle confrontation took place.
Janet had taught her daughter that the majority of white women lived in a world of denial...following society's silly rules of uppity pretentiousness and thus never coming to grips with their own sexuality. And although there were exceptions to the rule, most white women were submissive and desperately looking for someone to guide them into the world of sexual obedience...even if they didn't realize it.
Janet believed the more taboo the submission the more powerful and nothing was more taboo than lesbian submission for a white than with a black woman...racism was alive and well in 2014 and thus the greatest taboo.
She also noticed white women in power (either via their jobs or as wealthy wives) are the most vulnerable to the undeniable allure of a seductive black woman. Living the life of high society and false perfection was always too much to keep up and letting loose sexually by giving in completely to another person, particularly something naughty and sinister, like a black woman was almost impossible to resist once it was presented.
Bethany reflected on her first seduction, her Chemistry teacher, Mrs. Currie. She had simply followed her mother's advice and aggressively verbally assaulted her second favourite white teacher, her mother already having seduced her favourite, Mrs. Walker, at parent-teacher interviews. Her mom confidently predicted that although Mrs. Currie was very proper, sweet and firm, underneath that tough exterior was a submissive who would obey, after a weak pathetic moral resistance. As usual, her mom was correct and Mrs. Currie submitted with very little resistance and Bethany had her teacher licking her cunt in her classroom almost daily the rest of the first semester.
Bethany was both excited about the possibility of new white women and girls to Domme, but also full of trepidation of being the only black teenager in the neighbourhood.
Janet was only excited. She loved the challenge and couldn't wait to start turning these white bitches...as it was the season of giving after all...and she was going to give these women a whole new outlook on life one stuck-up racist bitch at a time.
.....
Tamara Adler, head of the welcoming committee, reluctantly brought over a welcome package to the new residents. She wasn't happy at all about a black family moving in, but she wasn't going to show that side of herself as she greeted them into the close knit community.
The immaculately dressed white woman knocked on the door and was surprised when a white woman in her thirties, opened the door, dressed in a maid's outfit with a skirt so short the top of her black thigh high stockings were in view.
Tamara stammered, "Is the lady of the house here?"
"Yes, ma'am," the very pretty redheaded maid answered, "Please come in."
Tamara walked in curiously and watched the maid go into the living room and say, "Mistress Jones, you have a guest."
"Please bring her in," Janet said.
"Of course, Mistress," the maid replied before returning to the stunned blonde and offering, "Please follow me ma'am."
Tamara couldn't believe that this black family had a white maid or that the beautiful white woman would dress so inappropriately and call a black women mistress. Tamara followed and was surprised again when she finally saw the new tenant of 243 Parkway Road. She was very pretty, dressed elegantly, with her feet being massaged by another white woman, this girl much younger, maybe twenty, dressed identically to the redheaded maid.
Janet snapped her fingers and the young brunette stopped instantly, stood up and awaited further orders.
Janet slipped her feet into four inch heels which had her towering over her maid and new guest. She walked over to the white woman, her next prey, and said, "Hi, I'm Janet Jones."
Tamara was still trying to get her head around the black woman having white servants (although Tamara had three black servants herself) as she stammered, out of her element, "H-h-hi, I am Tamara Adler and I'm part of the welcoming committee."
"How lovely," Janet smiled, assessing the fake-titted blonde.
"Here you go," Tamara said, handing the black woman the expensive package.
"Thank you," Janet said, snapping her fingers as the young brunette quickly came and took the package.
Tamara, still in awe of the pretentious black woman and the fact that she had white servants, was speechless.
"Come sit down and have a coffee," Janet said smiling.
"No, no, that is okay," Tamara insisted.
"Oh, I insist," Janet said, "it is the least I can do. Turning to the redhead she ordered, "Please bring us coffee and biscuits."
"Right away, Mistress," the redhead nodded and disappeared into the kitchen.
"Please sit," Janet offered politely, but yet with a tone that implied it wasn't a suggestion.
Although she wanted to leave, Tamara felt inclined to stay even though she couldn't explain why.
"So, what do you do for a living?" Janet asked, sitting back down herself.
"I don't work," Tamara admitted, adding, "very few of us do in this community. That said, we have a very active female community."
"How so?" Janet asked, curious to find out more about this white community so she could bring it down and knowing that soon indeed there would be lots more female activity.
Tamara answered, "PTA meetings, charity fundraisers, bridge afternoons and so forth."
"Sounds like fun," Janet smiled.
The redheaded maid returned with a tray with coffee and biscuits.
"How do you like your coffee, Tamara?" Janet asked.
"It's Mrs. Adler," Tamara corrected, before saying, "Just black please."
"A very good choice, Tamara," Janet smiled, ignoring the white woman's early correction and playing on her coffee preference which would soon be her sexual cunt munching preference.
"Barbie, please pour my guest her coffee?" Janet ordered.
"Of course, Mistress," the redheaded maid agreed, pouring a cup of black coffee.
Tamara couldn't believe the maid's name was Barbie.
Returning to the conversation, Janet said, "So it sounds like you ladies have a lot of fun."
Tamara, realizing she had told her too much, not wanting the black woman to actually think she could be a part of this female society, said, "Oh, it is pretty bland most of the time."
"Oh, I bet I can liven it up with a bit of color," Janet quipped, playfully.
Tamara warned, deciding it was time, "I suggest you be careful. There is a long history here."
"How so?" Janet asked, wanting to hear Tamara say it.
Tamara sighed, not wanting to speak about the elephant in the room. "It's just some people here are still living in the past."
"You mean because I'm black," Janet asked bluntly.
"Yes," Tamara admitted. "Some here are quite unhappy that you have moved into our community."
"Well that is disappointing," Janet said, before asking, her tone implying disappointment, "Are you one of those?"
Tamara stammered suddenly feeling uncomfortable, "N-n-no."
"You sure?" Janet asked.
Tamara couldn't believe this woman, this black woman, would dare speak to question her so rudely. "This is ridiculous."
"What is ridiculous is white women thinking they are better than other races," Janet said.
"I don't think that," Tamara said, even though that was what she had always thought, yet until now she had never spent this much time face to face with a woman of colour who wasn't a servant of hers or a friends.
"Is that so?" Janet asked.
"Yes," Tamara said, trying to stand firm.
"Do you have maids?" Janet questioned.
"Of course," Tamara answered.
"Are they white?" Janet asked.
"No," Tamara admitted.
"Why not?" Janet asked.
"Because that is not how the social hierarchy works?" Tamara boldly answered, wanting to make it clear how this white community ran.
"And how does it work?" Janet asked.
"You know how it works," Tamara countered, not backing down.
"Oh please share, I am just a dumb nigger," Janet sarcastically said standing up.
"Don't put words in my mouth," Tamara said, standing up too. "You have white maids which makes you just as racist as me."
Janet laughed, attempting to clarify, "My maids are servants to their sin."
"Excuse me?" Tamara asked, the words not making sense.
"As you will soon be too," Janet foreshadowed, as she walked directly to the white woman.
"This whole conversation is ridiculous," Tamara said, as she began to leave.
"Stop," Janet ordered.
Tamara surprisingly felt compelled to obey and stopped.
Janet moved in front of the nervous blonde again and asked, "Are you hungry?"
Tamara said, sensing something was amiss, "I should get going."
Janet, staring her down with her hypnotic chocolate eyes, repeated, "I asked you a simple question, are you hungry?"
"A little, it's close to lunch," Tamara answered, feeling obliged to answer this strong willed pretentious woman.
"Well then you should stay for lunch," Janet concluded logically.
"I really have to go," Tamara said, feeling completely uncomfortable around this tall, beautiful woman. 'Did I just think of her as beautiful?' She thought to herself.
"Yes, you do need to go somewhere," Janet nodded, before adding, her tone firm, "On your knees."
"Excuse me," Tamara gasped, stunned by the words of the black woman.
Janet loved seeing the look of a white woman when the true expectation she was giving was first spoken. The look of shock was always utterly hilarious.
"On...your...knees," Janet said, speaking slower, her sarcastic tone obvious.
"I have never," Tamara said insulted, yet not moving away like she theoretically should.
"Never what? Eaten black pussy?" Janet smugly said.
"Stop this instant," Tamara said, as Janet put her hands on the white woman's shoulders.
"You already know how this is going to end," Janet smiled confidently, before adding, "you can not deny your DNA."
"You are just talking nonsense," Tamara said, although she couldn't seem to move away from this black woman and her confident seductive pull.
"Am I?" Janet asked. "I bet if I put my hand under your designer dress your pretty little white box is soaked and begging for attention."
"That is just downright ludicrous," a defiant Tamara firmly replied, even as she realized the black woman was completely right, her panties were drenched.
"Is it?" Janet laughed. "Barbie please check if Mrs. Adler's cunt is wet."
"You will do no such thing," Tamara threatened, as the redheaded maid walked towards her.
"Don't you dare move, my pet. If I am wrong I will apologize and we will never talk about this again. Actually, if your cunt isn't wet I will sell this house and let this neighbourhood return to its 1950s idyllic backwards white utopia," Janet said, her tone firm, and so confident in her words she was willing to risk everything.
Tamara wanted to protest, frustrated that her body had betrayed her so badly. She could have stopped this whole silly black infestation if she were dry down below, but she wasn't, not at all. She watched helplessly, mortified by her weakness, as the redhead dropped to her knees, moved her head under Tamara's dress and touched her wetness.
Tamara let out a soft moan at the surprise touch.
Still under the dress, the redhead announced, "Her panties are soaking wet, Mistress."
"Thank you, Barbie," Janet said, as she went to a tree and grabbed a candy cane.
Unwrapping it, she put it in her mouth, before saying, "You may return to your other duties."
"Of course, Mistress," the maid obeyed, moving out from underneath the stunned white woman.
Tamara stammered, "I-I-I need to go."
"You need to get on your knees," Janet said firmly, her hands going back to her shoulders and gently pushing down the white women.
Tamara tried to resist, but the magnetic pull to the floor was impossible to deny and she felt her body lowering. She couldn't understand it; she was not a lesbian; she disliked black people on principle; yet, she was obeying like a slave. "Please, don't," Tamara weakly protested.
"Don't what?" Janet asked, looking down at her dazed prey.
"I don't, I am not, I can't," Tamara tried to explain but her brain was clouded, as the black woman lifted up her skirt and revealed a shaved pussy.
"I can see the hunger in your eyes, Tamara," Janet assessed, looking down at her newest conquest. "Your mind is protesting, your morals are screaming at you, but your body, your body is in control. Your mouth is watering isn't it?"
Frustration riddled her. Everything Tamara said was a hundred percent correct. She knew this was wrong, that her daddy and husband would be mortified and disown her if they could see her at this moment, yet her body betrayed her and her mouth did water at the appetizing vagina in front of her. "Yes," she whispered meeker than a mouse.
"Yes, what?" Janet asked, loving this moment. The moment of admittance when the pretentious white bitch accepts and declares her new reality. The look in the white woman's eyes, one of confusion and insatiable lust, was always amusing.



Tamara hated being made to say the words; she understood this black woman was playing a psychological game, yet the black pussy, just inches from her face, an odd, intriguing aroma lingering had her mind a muddled mess. She answered, still rather quietly, "Yes, my mouth is watering."
"What are you hungry for?" Janet asked, revelling in the final moments before another successful conversion transpired.
"To-to-to taste you," the overwhelmed, ashamed white woman answered, not even believing the words coming out of her mouth.
"To taste my what?" Janet asked, moving the candy cane to her pussy and sliding it between her pussy lips.
The only thing worse than the reality that she was on her knees in front of this black woman, was the fact that the black woman was teasing her so much, clearly amused at the position she had put her in. Yet, again, the words out of her mouth only enhanced her obedience, her submission, "Your vagina."
Janet scoffed, sliding the end of the candy cane inside her. "My vagina? I have a pussy, a cunt, use adult words, my pet."
Hearing herself be referred to as a 'pet' only compounded the intense shame cascading through her. She was nobody's pet. Suddenly feeling a rush of strength, she stood up and said those exact words, "I'm nobody's pet."
Janet put the candy cane that had just been between her pussy lips to the defiant white bitch's lips. "Just a sample, my pet," she purred, not rattled at all by the sudden strength. She had often seen the brief moment of stubborn denial at different points of a seduction and yet almost, without fail, the resistance was short lived...this one shorter than usual.
Tamara absentmindedly opened her mouth and took the candy cane in her mouth. She tasted just the slight remnants of Janet's wetness. The taste was indescribable. For a woman who lived a decadent life in all ways including food, this was an exotic taste unlike anything she had ever tasted. She immediately wanted to taste more, so much so she didn't realize she was bobbing on the candy cane slowly.
Janet quipped, "It tastes a lot better from the source, my pet."
Tamara felt the burn of shame, yet without further instruction, without any guidance, she returned to the floor, back on her knees.
Janet, tugged her skirt off, sat back down on a chair, and said, "I almost should make you wait for such defiance. There is no shortage of white bitches willing to beg to taste my delicacy. Barbie here used to be a police officer before pulling me over for speeding; Mercedes, who you also briefly met, was valedictorian of her school and on a full scholarship to Harvard before deciding to give all that up to be in her natural environment, on her knees serving blacks."
Tamara couldn't believe what she was hearing. Yet, she also couldn't believe that as she sat on her knees, now a few feet from black pussy, that she too would be willing to give up almost anything for the privileged to taste black pussy.
Janet moved her fingers to her pussy lips and spread them open. She asked the white woman on her knees, "What do you see between my pussy lips, my pet?"
"Perfection," Tamara answered, in a hypnotic trance.
Janet laughed, "That's a better answer than I was actually expecting. What colour do you see?"
"Pink," Tamara answered, her eyes never leaving the perfect pussy.
"Exactly, my pet," Janet nodded, "you see underneath the black or white is pink, a perfect pink pussy that you are dying to taste aren't you, Mrs. Adler?"
Hearing her last name again was another reminder of who she really was. A wealthy white woman, married to a very influential white man, with two exceptional white children. She had a massive house, servants, four cars, a summer house in the Hamptons, she was living every white woman's dream. Yet, all that seemed trivial and inconsequential in comparison to what she wanted now. "Yes, I'm dying to taste your pussy."
"My black cunt?" Janet questioned.
Not hesitating, her need to taste her overriding everything else, the white woman answered, "Yes, your black cunt."
"And you're my whit bitch?" Janet continued.
"Yes, dammit, now please, let this white bitch please you," she begged, clearly frustrated.
"You will be my slave?" Janet asked, to clarify, her finger now slowly pumping in and out of her cunt.
Another derogatory term, another shot at the racial differences between them...to history...yet at the moment she was a slave, a slave to her desire, her craving, her hunger. She didn't want to say it, she understood exactly what Janet was doing, yet the words easily rolled off her tongue, the reality of the moment controlling her body before and now her mind. "Yes, I'll be your slave."
"And that makes me?" Janet continued, knowing the end was near, the completely utter submission only seconds away,
Already acknowledging she was a slave, the word 'Mistress' was rather easy to say. "You're my Mistress," the white submissive declared.
"Your black Mistress," Janet questioned, one more time, her own pussy getting very wet with the anticipation of having another white bitch between her legs. There was something so enthralling, so exhilarating, so cathartic about the climactic moment of submission.
Frustrated with the delay, the anticipation driving her nuts, the brief taste seeming like an eternity ago, she answered, letting it all go, desperate to please the black woman and finally be allowed to taste her pussy (the ridiculous reality of being allowed ludicrous), "Yes, you're my black Mistress and I your white slave."
"Crawl," Janet ordered, watching with a broad smile, knowing a few of the installed cameras had filmed the entire submission of the white bitch. The video was filmed mostly for her enjoyment, but also to show to her husband, her daughter, her friends and, in rare cases, as blackmail if the white submissive ever tried to be a problem (that was rare but had occurred a couple of times).
Tamara felt a rush of excitement cascade through her at the words that finally gave her permission to be subservient, as she suddenly craved to be. Her body moved towards the black woman and soon she was directly in front of her.
"Suck on my toes," Janet ordered, as she crossed her legs to have her left foot dangling.
This was not the task Tamara was anticipating, yet she obeyed the humiliating task as she took the foot in her hand and took the small pinkie in her mouth. Although the task was menial and monotonous, it somehow turned her on. She moved to each toe until the first foot was done.
Tamara switched legs and watched as the white pet wordlessly continued the foot attention.
Once she was done with the last toe, she awaited further instruction, like a child who has just finished a chore.
"What do you want now?" Janet asked.
"To eat your beautiful black box," Tamara bluntly answered, liking the alliteration.
"I have a box now?" Janet questioned.
"Sorry, Mistress, I meant pussy," Tamara quickly apologized.
Janet laughed, "No, box is good and since you too have been good, you can have a lengthy lapping at my black box."
Hearing the words she was dying to hear, her mouth dry, she didn't hesitate as she buried her face between the black woman's legs. The taste was better than Egg Nog and rum her favourite Christmas drink. It was even more exotic and intoxicating than the lingering scent and the brief taste she had sampled on the candy cane. Her appetite whetted, the white mother of two began lapping hungrily, unable to get enough of the forbidden fruit...wanting to taste the full explosion of flavour by getting the black woman off.
Janet watched as the strong-willed white woman became a submissive like so many before her. It never got old seeing a white woman, especially a white racist woman, shift from defiant to submissive. Like most white rookie pussy pleasers, she was sloppy. But watching her lap hungrily between her legs, moving from tentative to eager the longer she lapped away was always exhilarating. She moaned, "Do you want to taste my cum, slut."
Being called a 'slut' was another slap to the face for Tamara, yet at the moment she was a slut, a slut for black pussy, a slut for black pussy juice. The only thing that mattered now was getting more of this intoxicating taste. She answered, between licks, "Yes, Mistress."
"Beg," Janet ordered, loving watching a white woman between her legs begging for the privileged to lick her.
Long past humiliation, Tamara didn't hesitate, talking dirty like she never did with her husband, "Please, Mistress, come all over my white face. Let me taste your delicious cunt cum."
"You understand that this isn't a one-time submission," Janet continued, rubbing her pussy lips in front of her new white pet. "I expect complete obedience. If I need you, I will call you. If I call you, you will meet me when and where no matter what, is that understood?"
That expectation petrified Tamara instantly, at the thought that her children or husband would find out about her new predicament; yet, the expectation also made her cunt gush at the thought she could taste this heaven again. So, like every other time today since she first broke, she said exactly the words Janet wanted to say, even going further than requested, "Yes, Mistress, I'm your twenty-four hour on call cunt eating slave."
"Mmmmmm," Janet moaned, grabbing the pet's head and pulling it deeper inside her box. Close, she ground her cunt up and down on the pretty white wife's face, wanting to completely make a mess of her perfectly made up face, which had probably taken her an hour to do.
Tamara felt like she was in college again, when she had a boyfriend who would grab her head and fuck her face with his cock...completely helpless and just a vessel of pleasure. Often during those times, she wouldn't get any reciprocation as he would shoot his cum down her throat and then leave. It was a strange relationship that she had to end because she was way too addicted to the need to please him, to obey him, even though he didn't treat her well. The next man she met was her husband and he was a complete gentleman. She just licked as best she could as Janet used her face for her own personal pleasure. She wanted to taste what cunt cum tasted like, she wanted to feel it flood out of Janet's cunt and onto her lips and face.
Janet was incredibly close as she grounded her cunt all over her new pet and finally she rewarded her with an excessive amount of her pussy juice as the first squirt coated her pet's face. Janet was a squirter and came more than most woman, something that seemed to make her many pets very happy.
As the wetness coated her, Tamara couldn't believe just how good it felt, how amazing it tasted, as if she was being baptized into submission...christened a slut. For a very good, loyal church goer, these thoughts were even more taboo than what she had just done, yet they were the thoughts that popped into her head, and the incredible dampness in her panties and tingling in her cunt agreed.
As Janet let go of her head, Tamara remained in position, eagerly lapping up the perfect pussy flavour, wanting to be the perfect pussy pleaser. She couldn't get enough of the cunt cum and she didn't want this crazy out of the ordinary, out of character moment to end.
Spent, and the eager licking making her need to pee, Janet pushed her pet away and asked, "Does my new slut want to come?"
"God, yes," she answered instantly.
Her new pet's insatiable hunger and cunt cum covered face was adorable as Janet ordered, "Stand up."
Tamara obeyed.
"Take off your skirt."
Tamara obeyed, her hands trembling as she had only been naked in front of her husband for the past two decades.
Once the skirt was off, Janet sighed, "Pantyhose, really? Good white sluts wear thigh high stockings or a garterbelt and stockings for easy access to their fuck holes."
The term fuck holes, being plural, startled Tamara as she had never allowed anyone to use her back door, but she again nodded, "Of course, Mistress, I will purchase some immediately."
"Good pet," Janet nodded, before ordering, "take off your heels, pantyhose and panties.
Again Tamara obeyed, her incredible need to obey to come overriding all else.
"A shaved cunt," Janet nodded approvingly, "good girl."
"Thank you, Mistress," Tamara replied, oddly happy her Mistress approved and thankful for the Brazilian she received just last week.
"Barbie," Janet called out.
Tamara felt a rush of shame at being seen so vulnerable, ironic after what she had just done, but still how she felt.
"Yes, Mistress," Barbie asked, coming back into the room.
"Can you get Big Billy for me?" Janet requested.
Tamara instantly wondered what Big Billy was, assuming It was some sort of toy.
"Of course," Barbie nodded with a smile.
Janet explained, "Barbie isn't her real name, it's actually Barbara. But once you become a pet, I think you need a simpler name, one that is more appropriate for a bimbo slut, don't you think?"
Tamara's shame came flooding back at being talked down to, even though she had been talked done to for the past half hour. "I guess," she weakly agreed.
"So, starting now, you will be Tammi, with a I," Janet decided.
Tamara's face burned with shame at the name change, yet she nodded, "Yes, Mistress."
Barbie returned with a long black cock and Janet ordered, "On the wall over there, Barbie."
"Of course, Mistress," Barbie nodded, moving to the wall, licking the suction cup of the nine inch plastic fuck toy and placing it firmly on the wall.
Tamara gasped at the length of it, almost double her husband and twice as thick.
Janet ordered, seeing the shocked look on her pet's face, and said, "I assume Big Billy is bigger than your husband."
"Way bigger," Tamara revealed without thinking, wondering how it would possibly fit inside her.
"I assumed so," Janet smiled, before adding, "Go fuck yourself, Tammi."
Tamara was expecting such words, her cunt was burning for such attention, but actually doing the act was something else.
Janet said, "Now or never, Tammi. I have an appointment I have to leave for in a few minutes."
Tamara, became Tammi completely, as she moved to the wall dropped to her knees, backed up and took the big black cock inside her pussy. "Ohhhhhh, God," she moaned, as the black cock widened her rarely fucked cunt much wider than ever before.
"Take it all in that white box, Tammi," Janet ordered.
"It's so biiiiiig," Tammi moaned, as she kept taking more inside her.
"White sluts cunts need to be trained to take real big black cocks inside them," Janet said, knowing her husband would love to fuck this white slut with his ten inch cock.
"Okaaaaay," Tammi moaned, her body feeling intense euphoria already as she took most of the cock inside her.
"All nine inches, Tammi. I want all nine inches in that slut box of yours," Janet repeated, before she added, "Barbie, please go and get me my black thigh highs."
"Of course, Mistress," Barbie nodded, again leaving.
Tammi finally had all nine inches inside her a couple of minutes later, and couldn't believe she could fit it all inside her thin frame. Once full, her need to come driving her mad, she began bouncing back and forth on the black fuck stick like the slut she had just become...recalling her pre-husband days.
Janet smiled as she watched the white bitch fuck herself, her dignity left on the floor with her clothing.
Tammi's breathing began to increase as she fucked herself with all nine inches, loving just how good it felt to be filled so entirely...she couldn't fathom that she used to reach orgasm with much smaller dicks.
Janet asked, "Like Big Billy?"
"Fuuuuuck, yes," she moaned, as her orgasm continued to rise.
Barbie returned and wordlessly slid the silky thigh high nylons up her Mistress's legs, her own mouth-watering at the beautiful black pussy so close to her.
"Don't come without permission, Tammi," Janet warned.
"So clossssse, Mistress," Tammi moaned, "Please may I come."
"Who should I add next to my white slut group?" Janet asked.
"I don't knoooow," Tammi moaned, not liking the question she was just asked.
"Stop!" Janet ordered.
"Please, noooooo," Tammi moaned, even as she obeyed the order, already trained into complete obedience.
"Suck the cock, slut," Janet ordered, as Barbie finished the first stocking.
Tammi frustrated by the denial of her long resisted orgasm, obeyed as she moved forward and the beautiful fuck toy slipped out of her, she turned around and took the cock, dripping with her own wetness, into her mouth.
"You can come as soon as you tell me who you want me to take next," Janet repeated, as Barbie slid the second stocking up her leg.
Tammi sucked on the plastic cock, humiliated and yet turned on, as she pondered the question. Immediately, Carolyn popped into her head. She was her neighbour and a bitch who thought she was better than the rest because she was a minor television celebrity from the reality TV show Big Brother.
Wanting the cock back in her cunt, Tammi said, "Carolyn Carter would make a great slut."
Janet smiled and asked, remembering that name from a couple of years ago, "The Big Brother bitch?"
"Yes, Mistress," Tammi nodded, "she moved here after winning that money."
"Delicious," Janet nodded, "you may fuck that white hole of yours."
"Thank you, Mistress," Tammi eagerly said absurdly, appreciating permission to fuck herself on a black wall cock. She quickly turned back around and impaled herself on the beautiful cock. Fuuuuuuck," she screamed, the pleasure instantly coming back.
"Go ahead, Barbie, you may retrieve your reward," Janet offered, as she patted her legs to offer the ex-policewoman the privilege of licking her pussy.
"Thank you, Mistress," Barbie responded, excited to get to taste her Mistress, something she could never get enough of.
Tammi looked up and watched another white woman eat Janet and couldn't believe the rush of jealousy that hit her. She wanted to be between those legs again, which somehow seemed even sexier in the thigh high stockings.
"Come, Tammi, come thinking of bringing me Carolyn," Janet ordered.
"Oh yes, fuck," Tammi moaned, the visual of that bitch being put in her place stimulating.
"Now, whore, come like the white cunt licking slave you are," Janet demanded firmly, as she softly put her hands through Barbie's hair.
"Yessssssss, Mistress," Tammi moaned, slamming her body back on the big black cock until the inevitable finally happened and the long refused orgasm finally hit her like a ton of bricks. "I'm comiiiiiiing," she screamed. Her whole body collapsed forward as the ultimate pulses of pleasure raptured her entire being from her toes to the hairs on her head.
Janet smiled, "Another one bites the dust."
Barbie, between licks, added, "As they all do, Mistress."
Janet nodded, as Barbie continued to use her experienced tongue on her.
Tammi lay on the floor, her body trembling, like the continual aftershocks of an earthquake. She couldn't believe how intense the pleasure was, how she had obeyed the ludicrous demands of this black stranger.
Barbie gave Janet a much smaller orgasm before Janet said, "I need to get going. Barbie, you may have Tammi eat you if you wish."
Tammi looked up, surprised by the offer, being treated like she had no say.
"Thank you, Mistress, I will train her to be a great cunt muncher," Barbie said, as she walked over to the new white pet, flipped her roughly onto her back and straddled her face.
Completely spent, Tammi couldn't fight her off if she tried, plus she wouldn't disobey Janet after all that had transpired today. Instead, she began licking her second pussy of the hour.
Janet said, as she slipped into her heels, "Tammi, you will not come until you bring me Carolyn. Once you do, you will be rewarded very generously."



Tammi mumbled, "Yes, Mistress," as she continued licking Barbie's pussy, pondering how she was going to accomplish the task her beautiful black mistress just ordered.
Smiling, Janet left the two white pets to play as she headed out to meet up with her posse to share her most recent conquest with them.
The End for now
Coming someday:
Straight White Girls: An Inducing (Janet sets her eyes on one of her neighbours...who just happens to be nine month pregnant)
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Summary: The 10-part philosophy of a straight cocksucker.
DISCLAIMER: This story is based on a couple years of research and conversations with straight men who are curious or are cocksuckers. Although I am female, I find a man sucking cock hot, I suppose like most men find two women hot. Thus, I thought I would, based on my many conversations with straight men (straight being a subjective term) write this rather interesting analysis inside the MIND OF THE STRAIGHT MARRIED COCKSUCKER.
DEDICATION: This is dedicated to all the straight married cocksuckers out there who have accepted who they are and also dedicated to the curious men who want to cross the line and suck a cock, but can't do so. If reality is impossible, fantasy is a great escape.
Thanks for editing this to Robert, and goamz86.
*****
I'm married.
Happily married, actually.
I love my wife; she is a beautiful woman.
I love my children.
I get enough sex (relatively speaking) after eighteen years of marriage (relative meaning men can never get enough sex).
My wife still sucks my cock, still gets kinky when drunk and the only constant no-no is anal sex (one time during a drunk lust-fest during our wild courtship didn't go well).
I love eating her pussy, hearing her talk dirty and feeling her squirt all over my lips, tongue and face.
Like I said, I'm happy married.
Yet...
Yet, I can't stop sucking cock.
Sucking cock is an addiction like smoking, watching porn or taking morphine.
I want to quit cold turkey. In fact, I HAVE quit cold turkey many times.
Yet, the craving to be on my knees, a hard cock, regardless of size, in my mouth, is always lingering in my subconscious.
And yet, as soon as the stranger's load is deposited in my mouth and down my throat or splattered all over my face, a rush of guilt washes over me.
I promise myself I will never do it again...yet I always do.
I also, believe it or not, have never once had my cock sucked by another guy, although the offer has been made many times. As bizarre as my logic may sound, getting blown by another guy feels like cheating, I can get a blow job from my wife. On the other hand, I don't feel like sucking cock is cheating because my wife obviously doesn't have a cock (although in many of my stroke fantasies she does, although that's a whole other discussion of my fucked up psyche).
So after that rambling opening, here is my ten step process into the mind of a straight cocksucker:
1. Placing an ad on Craigslist
On the drive, in the plane, waiting for a taxi or after checking into my hotel, I peruse Craigslist for an ad that is appealing, If I find one that intrigues me, I sent a message and start the cat and mouse game that is Craigslist.
But more times than not, I don't find an ad to my liking and I quickly place an ad and then wait with anticipation for it to go live.
Here's the ad I usually post:
Facial or swallow
Eager cocksucker looking to come to you, drop to my knees, suck your juicy cock until you cum in my mouth or on my face.
Preferably in the dark.
I'm 38, white and don't expect or want any reciprocity.
P.S.: you can call me names and treat me like a cock hungry slut if you wish
Even though I am often staying at hotels, I always make them host, discretion always guiding my strange cock obsession. Although, I can't deny I have been tempted to create an ad where I host a cum and go...my newest fantasy sucking two cocks at once or even just having a line of hard cocks to serve one after another.
2. The Highs and Lows of Responses
Once my ad goes live, usually after twenty minutes, I check my email every couple of minutes, the email created strictly for my cocksucking adventures. My handle, cumbucketcocksucker not leaving anything to the imagination.
When I check my email and there are no new responses I feel an overwhelming sense of disappointment. Conversely, when I do get a response I eagerly click on it, as excited as a child on Christmas morning.
I read the response, which can range from:
A. The lame one word response:
Hey.
Hi.
(I mean, if you are serious about getting your cock sucked at least put a little effort in. I'm am eager cocksucker, but I'm selective.)
B. The first timer's response:
I'm new to this but would like to try.
(This used to be me...but 90 percent of these don't end up happening. I have learned that WAY more men are bi-curious than society would like us to believe...unlike the societal promotion of two girls, two guys is still a forbidden taboo).
C. The desperation response:
Still looking?
(I only respond if the ad has been up for a while and I still haven't recieved a serious offer for some stiff meat)
D. The "you got me interested" response:
A picture of their cock
(Oddly, although I don't find men attractive, I find a hard cock to be one of the most beautiful pieces of art...no two are exactly the same in look or taste...and sorry ladies, but a cock is a lot more visually appealing than a vagina).
E. The respond immediately:
Hi cocksucker,
I'm six inches, thick and really am looking to deposit a load in that cocksucking mouth.
(The name calling and promise of being treated like the submissive cum hungry cock slut that I am always instantly gets me rock hard and desperate to make it happen ASAP)
Or
Have a nice load waiting for you. I'm seven inches and ready to explode. I can host right now.
(The word 'load' for whatever reason tantalizes me, making my mouth water. Plus, the fact he can host ASAP is appealing as once I post an ad, my focus, my obsession really, is getting a cock in my mouth).
Or
At hotel. Come on over and suck my cock. Facial or swallow: you choose.
(Hotels are always the safest place for a discreet quick encounter. They always want the same thing and very rarely has a hotel date fallen through)
3. The Journey to the Rendezvous
I get a major rush of adrenaline when I respond to an email, we negotiate a time and place and then I drive over.
The whole time my cock is raging in my pants, my mouth is watering and I have butterflies in my stomach (the strange triple feelings only happens as I drive toward and then walk to my secret rendezvous.
Like a child waiting for Christmas morning, the drive always seems excruciatingly long. Every red light, every slow driver pisses me off as I need that cock in my mouth ASAP.
I always park discreetly. At a personal residence, I park a block away and walk to the house. At a hotel, I park in a discreet spot where I can slyly go in and out without much notice.
When I walk to a house, occasionally in the light of day, and pass a woman walking her dog, an elderly couple holding hands or a couple of teenagers, I wonder if they can see past my average exterior to the reality that I'm going to suck a stranger's cock.
At a hotel, while in the elevator, do the strangers who never really look at me, following elevator etiquette, know that I'm a cocksucker and that if they put their hands on my shoulders and guided me to my knees I would suck their cock?
These strange thoughts only enhance my eagerness to walk into a stranger's house or hotel room and suck cock.
4. Meeting the Owner of the Cock
This is the one part I don't enjoy, but it's usually a necessary evil to get to the juicy cock I am craving.
I always pray that the stranger will have the room or house dark and private.
I don't want to put a face to a cock. I just want to worship that cock.
I don't want polite chit chat. I don't want to know his name (no one uses their real name on Craigslist), I don't want to know that you rarely do this, and I sure as hell don't want a beer first (although having him watch porn while I blow him is a surprisingly hot thing to do).
I simply want to drop to my knees and suck.
I don't need a friend, I need a cock in my mouth.
I don't want to have him see me or me him. When it's not dark, I am briefly self-conscious. What if he has a hidden video camera taping me? What if he recognizes me or me him? What if he takes a picture with my mouth full of dick?
Yet, those fears and insecurities are always overshadowed by the reality that I know I am seconds away from satisfying my insatiable hunger.

5. Meeting the Cock
Every time I drop to my knees it feels like the most natural thing in the world.
The brief moment where I fish out a cock from pants or underwear is equally thrilling as I await my surprise.
Is it long?
Is it short?
Is it thick?
Is he shaved?
Is it circumcised?
Is it already hard?
I LOVE, L-O-V-E all cocks. Small, big, thick, thin. Every cock unwrapped from its fabric exterior is a present I can't wait to see...it's literally the gift that keeps on giving.
When I pull it out, I always take a nice long look at the beautiful creation of God. Although I like a woman's ass, tits and legs, nothing turns me on more than a cock.
I instantly know I am going to worship God's perfect creation.
6. Becoming the Cocksucker
I start slow. Swirling my tongue around the mushroom top and then sucking it like a living lollipop.
I want to hear moans from him or instructions.
When the cock isn't yet hard, I love the feeling of it growing in my mouth. Starting soft and flaccid and then slowly growing to a stiff missile with one purpose: to launch its seed!
Sometimes I slide my tongue down the hard shaft and suck on each of the stranger's balls. If I suck one, I must suck the other, equilibrium important to me.
Occasionally, if ordered to by a more dominant man, I will lick their asshole (not something I enjoy doing, but other than offering my own ass or getting sucked myself, I obey like a good submissive.
Once I have teased him enough, I shift to straight cocksucking. I begin bobbing back and forth, or up and down if he is lying down (I prefer being on my knees as it just feels more natural, more submissive...more like the role of a true cocksucker)
The moment I begin bobbing, taking more and more of his cock with each forward bob, I can't believe how natural it feels.
I couldn't fathom not sucking cock.
I couldn't fathom not being on my knees.
It feels so natural having a cock in my mouth...like it was something I was born to do.
My goal is always to take all the cock in my mouth, not that it always happens. Some are too big; some come too fast.
Sometimes the blow jobs are excessively slobbery, especially if the stranger likes to participate in the act. The first time I was face fucked, I gagged and struggled to handle the cock pounding my mouth, yet I focused on my gag reflex and felt a chill of exhilaration at being used like a fuck toy. These blow jobs have me making crazy slobbering sounds like you hear in the porn movies.
When the stranger gets vocal, I really get turned on. Being called a cocksucker, a faggot, for some inexplicable reason excites me. I'm not a husband or a man in these situations, I'm just a cum deposit for their pleasure. Being ordered to suck on his balls or even lick his asshole (which, as I said, I don't enjoy but will do when in the heat of obedience) only enhances my submissive persona.
Other times the blow jobs are calm and clean, as I do all the work while he relaxes and just enjoys my eager mouth.
Sometimes the blow job lasts less than two minutes; sometimes it lasts half an hour (my longest blow job given was almost an hour for a man in his sixties and he never did come...which was super disappointing); but most blow jobs last approximately five minutes, give or take.
As an experienced cocksucker, I can usually tell when they are about to explode: sometimes they warn me, but usually it's the change in breathing and the stiffening of the legs that are tell-tale signs.
When that moment comes, the moment I know I am going to get the gift I was promised, the reward I have worked so hard to get, my cock always pulses in my pants, wanting attention.
7. Cum Catching
As he is about to come, I wonder if he is going to deposit his sweet seed down my throat, or coat my face with his sticky cum.
After a couple of years of cocksucking, I have learned 9 out of 10 guys shoot their cum in my mouth. So many girls or wives don't swallow, so when the offer is made it is almost always too appealing to resist.
The few who do choose to come on my face usually are more verbal and dominant. Getting a facial is a strange rush. The ultimate moment of cocksucker submission when you allow a stranger to coat your face with cum. I feel like a girl, a slutty girl, a slutty girl from a porno and it really turns me on.
I always keep the cum on my face until I return to my car or can find a bathroom, feeling a sense of giddy excitement at potentially being seen with cum all over my face. I also always take a photo of my face coated with cum when I get to my car or bathroom. (I don't know why, truthfully).
Yet, almost as submissive is allowing a stranger to cum in your mouth. Sometimes the blow job is so slobbery and wet that I don't really taste anything but my saliva when he does come. Those are the most disappointing. I want to taste the uniqueness of each stranger's cum.
Sometimes the cum just slowly pours out if his cockhead slit and I milk his cum from him.
Other times, the cum rockets out of his cock and sprays against the back of my throat.
Other times, it's a mixture of both. A first big squirt, followed by a couple more much smaller squirts.
Some guys cum buckets, filling my mouth with their seed. Other times, the load is small and makes me want more.
Every load, regardless of size, varies in taste. Sometimes the cum is almost tasteless, sometimes the cum tastes salty, sometimes the cum tastes sweet...and I love all tastes...I've become in truth a cum connoisseur...cum being my fine wine.
If I get a facial I take the cock back into my mouth to retrieve the last remnants of his cum. If he comes in my mouth I keep sucking until every last drop is extracted.
8. The Awkward Goodbye
Once his load is deposited down my throat or splattered all over my face, there is this strangeness that hits me. The task done, his cum in or on me, I want to get out of there ASAP.
I get off my knees and then usually say, "Thanks," and walk out. From there I scurry back to my car, not wanting anyone to see if I have cum all over my face, even though a part of me kinda likes the idea of people knowing I'm a cocksucker.
Only on rare occasion is there any talking and although I'm polite, I can't wait to leave. I don't want to bond with the guy attached to the cock.
Occasionally, he offers to return the favour or have me stick around for a second load, but the euphoria has expired and I'm ready for my next cocksucking adventure.
9. Shooting my Own Load
Once In the car, I usually check my phone to see if I have any other responses from my ad. If I do and the responses are intriguing, I contact them and start the process again, the original adrenaline rush instantly back...each new cocksucking adventure like the first time.
Other times, although rare, and only when I'm about to burst myself (usually when I've just served a dominant top), I get myself off by rubbing my cock through by pants and soiling my underwear. That usually takes less than a minute as I'm already super horny and ready to erupt.
But more often than not, I go back to the hotel, flip open my laptop, click on one of my favourite porn clips usually a Phoenix Marie clip (the one of her being a strong-willed feminist who is dommed by a reporter is my favourite, although watching her take two black cocks at once is super hot and a new video 'My First Sex Teacher'; where she plays a teacher with Summer Brielle as they fuck a student is also hot...both of them in full beige pantyhose). I also love Veronica Avluv getting fucked by five guys in ;'Five to One' and an old Ashley Blue scene where she is dominated completely.
I never watch gay porn. I don't want to watch a guy blowing another guy...that does nothing for me.
Yet, watching a hot chick suck cock, eat pussy, get fucked or sodomized is incredibly hot.
As porn plays on my laptop, I use my iPad to pull up the best online porn reading site, Literotica, and search for gay stories. I usually use the tag search engine to find stories about straight men, interracial gay stories, blackmail gay stories, etc...all fantasies of mine.
Yes, it's an oxymoron. I watch lesbian or heterosexual porn while reading gay porn. It does not seem to make sense at first, but in reality it does.
When I read gay stories I get drawn in and imagine myself as the straight man, the white man, or the blackmailed man (on rare occasions all three in one).
Yet, when I watch porn, I just see a guy sucking another guy and that doesn't turn me on. It, ironically, seems gay and although I love sucking cock, I strangely don't see myself as gay: I don't find men attractive, I don't want to kiss a man, I don't date a man. I just want to suck his cock, swallow his load and leave. The rationale is bizarre, and many reading this will say I'm in denial...if you suck cock you're gay...but life is never that black and white.
I pull out my fleshlight, I highly recommend Stoya (the Pirates special edition), lube my cock feverishly with astroglide and slide my cock in the nice tight plastic pussy. I start slowly, fucking the plastic cunt, as I read a story or two, while watching a hot sex scene simultaneously.
If the story is hot, I shoot my load in the fake pussy in a couple or few minutes, trying not to come until I've reached the climax of the story (pun intended).
If after a couple if stories, I'm not drawn into the plot, don't see myself as the main submissive character (good believable gay writing is hard to find) I click onto favourites (my favourite is 'The Power of Cock' by John Hamilton, although I also love 'Dad's Weakness', 'The Gaymaker', 'Gay Like Dad', and 'The Service Station'. And occasionally, I go to shemale stories like 'Shemale School', 'T-Girl University', or 'Tortured by the T-girl Tutor'.
These stories always get me over the edge and I usually shoot my wad before I'm done the first page.
Once spent, I shut off the porn, exit the web browser, pull my cock out of the traveling pussy and awkwardly walk to the washroom to clean up.
10. The Guilt Cycle
This begins the moment my balls have been emptied.
Even as I clean up, I can't believe I have sucked another stranger's cock (or strangers' cocks on that rare occasion I get two in one night...or the one time I got three).
I promise myself I will never do this again.
I think of the look on my wife's face if she ever found out I was a cocksucker.
I think of my children and what they would think if they learned I craved cock.
I think about the risk to my career.
I go to bed angry at myself for again giving in to my weakness...my lust...my sin.
I promise myself again I won't ever do it again.
Sometimes I go a month or two without craving a cock. I think I've broken the addiction.
As I deposit a load in my beautiful wife's mouth or pussy, I know this is where I should be.



I'm straight.
I'm married.
I'm a man.
I'm not gay.
Yet...
Eventually...the hunger returns.
I try to ignore it.
I try to resist it.
But once I am on the road again, my other head controls my thoughts and the cycle begins again.
As I drive over to suck a eighteen year old high school student in his garage while his parents are asleep in the house (the risk an added dimension of excitement), with a big eight inch dick if the photo he sent me is real (they usually are)...I don't feel guilt...only hunger.
The reality is impossible to refute.
I'm
A
Straight
Married
Cocksucker
!
!
!
!
!
The End
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"Stocking Tales": A Face Full of Cum
Kelly looked in the mirror as she finished getting ready for work. Although today's young teachers dressed casually, some even considering Lulu Lemon yoga pants as acceptable professional fashion, Kelly believed in the more traditional skirt, blouse, pantyhose or stockings, and heels. She strongly believed that to gain the respect of her very opinionated senior students, she had to earn it. A mixture of a strong personality, professional attire, and compassion for all, built that sense of respect or trust. She rarely had discipline problems and her students genuinely, for the most part, enjoyed being in her class, even if the students didn't always like the subject itself.
Kelly also wasn't naive...she knew that her big firm 36C breasts and her well-toned legs drew a lot of attention from the boys in her class, as well as some of the girls. She liked the attention. She also knew that many of the boys talked about fucking her in the locker room; Coach Walter had told her so many times. "You are killing my team, Ms. Anderson," he joked, "all they talk about is did you see what Ms. Anderson was wearing today or worse."
Kelly quipped playfully to the handsome but married football coach, "And what would the worse be?"
"It is not for the ears of a lady," the handsome coached smiled.
The sexy teacher smiled, "If you knew the real me you wouldn't call me a lady."
"Let's just say you are the star of many of the boys' wet fantasies," the coach revealed.
Kelly knew some of the boys noticed her legs, or her breasts, but she never had put much thought into them jerking because of her. It should have repulsed her, or at the very least had her dress less sexy, but instead it got her off. She started dressing more provocatively at school, not slutty by any means, but she would go without underwear, or wear thigh high stockings instead of pantyhose and had even recently purchased a pair of crotchless pantyhose. Dressing naughty underneath her professional attire was her secret rebellion against the prototype teacher stereotype.
Putting on her glasses, Kelly looked at herself one more time, her stocking tops just barely hidden by her skirt, and headed to work feeling sexy and beautiful, slowly forgetting the recent harsh break-up with her boyfriend of over two years.
Thinking about the break-up still made Kelly sad. She had thought she was going to marry Kevin. He was handsome, had a good job, was a great provider, and had a similar ferocious sexual appetite, at least at first. But as he climbed the corporate ladder at work, he was gone more and more and eventually his priorities shifted from Kelly first to his job first. Kelly didn't notice it at first, but as the shift occurred, the sex happened less, with much less creativity and passion than their first intense year. That said, Kelly was still surprised when he said it was over. He didn't give her a good reason, just the standard, 'It's not you, it's me' line which is just the chicken-shit way of taking no responsibility for the relationship.
Kelly hadn't had sex with a man in over a month, and although her large box of toys did the job in theory, it wasn't the same as the intimacy and touch of a man. The heat of a kiss, the warmth of a body on her and the thrill of a cock inside her was not possible to recreate with any toy and she missed it immensely. She had a ferocious sexual appetite and a month felt like an eternity to her.
Thus, the attention from Kelly's younger students was validation of her sexuality as she went through her depressing dry spell. At thirty, the biological clock was just starting to tick, a time bomb reminder that her window for starting a family was slowly getting smaller.
She shook her head to erase the sad memory when she arrived at work as if her head was an etch-a-sketch. Putting on her teacher persona, she took a deep breath and headed into school.
.....
Some woman eat after bad a break-up, others dive into their career, others get revenge, Kelly decided to renovate her basement, slowly attempting to eradicate any evidence of her past.
Kelly called a local contractor and was to meet with him right after school. A chaotic day at school had her five minutes late for meeting him. She pulled into her driveway and saw a truck waiting for her.
The pretty teacher quickly got out of the car and walked over to the guy leaning against the side of the truck. She stopped a few feet away. "No way, Chris Gunnerson, is that you?"
A handsome young man looked up with this trademark smile. "Yes it is, Ms. Anderson, long time, no see."
"Indeed," Kelly said, walking over and shaking hands with a student she had taught back in her first year of teaching seven years ago. "Well, what a pleasant surprise!"
Chris agreed. When he had gotten the call from her, a flood of memories had come flashing back to him as he reminisced about the daily stroke sessions he had back in his senior year. Besides being funny, beautiful and intelligent, she also wore pantyhose every day which was his personal fetish. The amount of times she dangled her heel while sitting on top of her desk had him constantly distracted, his cock constantly hard and his mind constantly creating naughty fantasies.
Chris flashed back to the most constant fantasy from his past, an after school rendezvous:
"Ms. Hamilton, I just do not understand how the motivation of Hamlet is believable." I said, just finding lame excuses to spend alone time with her, clinging to the long shot that she would be into me.
"What exactly do you not understand, Mr. Gunnerson?" she asked, her sweet, girl next door smile making me weak at the knees. I also loved how she always called me Mr., as if we were on the same standing.
"Well, he seems unrealistically weak," I explained, which I did believe.
"How so?" she asked, playing with her hair the same way girls my age did to hint they were interested in me.
"W-w-well," I stammered, "If my father was killed I would avenge his death instantly, not mope around like a pus..." I stopped catching myself.
"A what?" she teased, her smile widening with a hint of playfulness.
"A pussy," I finished.
"And a pussy would be?" she asked, uncrossing her legs in what felt like slow motion, her skirt riding way up.
I stared like the eighteen year old horny pervert I was, completely mesmerized by her black nylon legs. I gasped as I saw the top of her stockings and realized she was not wearing pantyhose, but thigh high stockings.
"What is wrong, Mr. Gunnerson?" she asked, her smile dripping with knowledge of what she was doing to me.
I babbled, "N-n-nothing, I-um-just."
"So if I am correct, you are arguing that Hamlet can't just go ahead and take control of his fate. Is that true, Mr. Gunnerson?" she asked, leaning back, revealing she was wearing a sexy bra.
"Y-y-yes, exactly, he doesn't go for the kill," I stammered, trying to look intelligent as I blathered on.
"Could you go for the kill, if the opportunity arose?" my pretty teacher asked, now revealing way more of her body than was socially acceptable for a teacher.
"I-I-I..." I stuttered, completely overwhelmed by my teacher's sexual innuendo.
"Could you take control of your fate?" she continued, as she leaned forward allowing her fluffy white breasts to almost pop out at me like a 3D movie.
"Y-y-yes," I replied, although I suddenly realized how Hamlet could be so indecisive. The apple was right there, ripe to bite, I could literally taste the juiciness, yet I couldn't open my mouth.
"How long have you been considering, yet not following through, Mr. Gunnerson?" my stocking-clad fantasy teacher asked. "Even though Hamlet took a long time planning, he eventually executed it, didn't he?"
Was she telling me I should take a big bite out of the apple? Was she challenging me to take control of this moment of intimacy? Was she willing to cross the invisible line of teacher and student?
Answering her question, trying to confirm without a doubt that we were talking about the same thing, like Hamlet did before following through with his full throttle revenge, I replied, "Since the first day of class and every day since."
Her smile dripping with sweet sexiness, her tone teasing with flirtatious fun, she challenged, "That is a long time to let things simmer below the surface. You know that is what Hamlet did and that didn't go so well for him did it?"
"No," I said, frozen in indecisiveness.
"Imagine if Hamlet would have been more aggressive, maybe he could have got everything he wanted, including the girl," Ms. Anderson continued, making it clear she was willing to cross the invisible line, as she leaned back in her chair, putting her feet on her desk and allowing her breasts to break free from their blouse prison.
I tried to make a joke. "Well, he did get Ophelia."
"He did indeed, and could have had her over and over and over again if he would have been more aggressive in taking what he wanted."
Building a bit of confidence I countered, "Ophelia always did what she was told, did she not?"
"Yes, she was a very good girl, yet she wanted to be bad," Ms. Anderson retorted, her tone dripping with implication as she stood up and sauntered over to me, her breasts like two headlights coming right at me.
Suddenly confident I wouldn't be rebuked, I replied with a question, "Is Ms. Anderson a lot like Ophelia?"
"Well I am a good girl," she smiled, her hand going to my fully erect cock. "But, I also can be a very, very bad girl."
Going for broke, I put my hand on her shoulders and gently lowered her onto her black stocking-clad knees. As hoped, she didn't resist but looked at me playfully from her submissive position. "And what does Hamlet want Ophelia to do?"
"Pull out my cock, Ms. Anderson," I ordered.
"I love a man who knows what he wants," she smiled, fishing out my cock from my jeans. My fully erect cock ready for action, my English teacher purred, "Hmmmm, you have a very impressive sword, Mr. Gunnerson."
"You know what to do with such an impressive weapon, don't you?" I questioned, my confidence growing.
"That I do," she purred, opening her mouth and extending her tongue around my cockhead.
Watching my fantasy become reality, I let out a moan as her tongue swirled around, a tempting tease.
"Can you deep throat my sword?" I asked, desperate to see my beautiful teacher bobbing back and forth on my fully loaded weapon.

"Is that a demand?" she smiled, sucking on my mushroom top and slowly moving back, a loud plop occurring as her suction-cup lips released my cock.
"Yes, Ms. Anderson," I said.
"Tell me, sexy, what do you want your teacher to do?" she asked, slowly flicking her tongue on my cock.
"Be a bad girl, Ms. Anderson and suck my cock like a hungry little slut" I ordered, pushing the boundary with some name-calling.
She looked up at me and asked, "You want your teacher to be your slut?"
"No," I said, tapping my cock on her lips, "You will be my cocksucking teacher, won't you my teacher slut?"
She moaned as she agreed by taking all of my cock in her mouth. After the early tease, this time she bobbed on my cock with reckless hunger. I watched in glorified awe at the reality I was living, having my beautiful teacher becoming my personal cocksucker.
Not surprisingly, I didn't last long as I moaned, "I'm about to come."
She pulled my cock out of her mouth and pumped furiously and opened her mouth wide. "Does Hamlet want to come on Ophelia?"
"God, yes," I grunted, shooting rope after rope of cum on my kneeling teacher.
"Oh yes, baby," she moaned, as I coated her beautiful face.
Once spent, she sat up and looked up at me, our eyes meeting. I couldn't believe I had just shot my load all over my fantasy teacher. Smiling, taking her cum covered glasses off, she naughtily scooped my cum from her glasses and face and slowly put it to her mouth. "Hmmmm," she moaned as if my cum brought her to orgasm. .....
"I thought it might be you when we talked on the phone, but I wasn't sure," Chris replied, pushing his recurring high school fantasy aside, even though she looked as radiant and sexy as she did all those years ago.
"Well it is me," Kelly shrugged, as she noticed just how well her ex-student had developed over the years. "Come inside and take a look at what we discussed yesterday on the phone."
Chris followed behind, watching his ex-teacher's ass sway so perfectly from side to side, being pulled in as if looking at a hypnotist's watch.
Once downstairs, Kelly explained what she wanted done. Chris took notes and gave a quick appraisal of the cost. "Ms. Anderson," Chris began.
"Please call me Kelly," the beautiful teacher replied.
"Kelly," Chris continued, "Because you were such an awesome teacher and an inspiration, I will give you my best possible rate."
Kelly smiled, wondering how she could be an inspiration based on her teaching English and him ending up in the trades. "No, no, you don't have to do that."
"I insist," Chris replied, writing down a number and handing it to her.
Kelly looked at the paper and said, "That's it? How are you going to make any money? That is a third of the price our construction teacher suggested it would be."
"Is old Mr. Hammerton still there?" Chris asked, always finding it hilariously ironic that the construction teacher was named Hammerton.
"Yep, it's his last year," Kelly replied.
"Well, he would be correct, but I insist on doing this for you," Chris said.
"But you will be doing it practically for free," Kelly countered.
"No, no, I will still be okay, but at that price I will have to do it in the evenings," Chris explained.
"Well, if you're sure," Kelly said.
"I am."
"Then you're hired," Kelly announced, offering her hand. "When can you start?"
"Tomorrow if you want," Chris said, eager to see her again and again. By doing it at night it would take longer and she would more likely be home then during the day when she would obviously be at work.
"Sounds great," Kelly said.
Chris would have liked to stay, but he had another job to estimate. "I would love to catch up, but I have one more estimate for the boss. I will be here around six."
"Sure," Kelly agreed, "but don't eat first. I will make you supper before you start working."
"You don't have to," Chris said, although he loved the idea.
"I insist," the beautiful teacher replied. "It is the least I can do. Plus, we need to catch up."
Plans made, Kelly hugged Chris goodbye and Chris couldn't help but notice the firm breasts against his chest; likewise, Kelly couldn't help notice the stiff erection that brushed her leg. Both left with just a planted seed of what could be....
.....
That night, Kelly lay in bed horny from a lack of sex and the realization of just how hot Chris had become. He was a handsome kid when she taught him, but he had grown into a startlingly rugged man with muscles everywhere. Her hand went to her needy cunt as she fantasized not about Chris, as he was her ex-student and thus off limits, but back to Craig, a college boyfriend, who first saw through her strong façade and pulled out her submissive side.
Although Kelly was a control freak and a no nonsense teacher with high expectations, she also had another side. The stress of teaching often caused her great tension, and once she got home she wanted to let go. In the bedroom, she was the submissive and her boyfriend the dominant. Although she loved getting fucked, there was nothing better than having a cock in her mouth. She loved the silent power she had when she was on her knees pleasing a man, while, ironically, still subservient to him. Although Craig fucked her sometimes, maybe once a week, (he loved to withhold orgasms from her; even though she was expected to suck his cock daily), he also loved to cum all over her pretty face before allowing her the privilege of tasting his cum.
As she rubbed herself, she recalled the first time he took control:
"Studying again?" Craig sighed, as he grabbed himself a drink.
"I need to get a ninety on this test," I sighed, always annoyed how he didn't understand that I was a perfectionist when it came to my grades.
"Well, dressed like that, it's obvious you're wanting some cock," he said, surprising me.
"Excuse me?" I asked, surprised by his aggressive tone. We had been dating a couple of months, and he had never said anything like that before, although he was a rather blunt person.
"You dress like a slut, I'm going to treat you like a slut," he said.
"I wore the thigh highs for you," I pointed out, knowing he loved the sexy lingerie.
"Dressing to please, like a good slut," he nodded before ordering me, "Stand up!"
Part of me wanted to slap him in the face, yet another part of me was turned on by his dominant behaviour...so I obeyed.
He smiled, "I thought so."
"You thought so, what?" I asked, his smug tone pissing me off, even as my pussy began to dampen.
"You're submissive," he accused.
"I'm not," I protested.
"Lift up that skirt and show me that ass of yours," he ordered.
"Really?" I asked.
"Now!" he firmly demanded.
I again obeyed.
"Now look at me," he instructed.
I did, feeling sheepish, humiliated and horny as hell.
"What are you?" he asked.
"Your girlfriend," I answered.
"My slut," he corrected.
"Please," I began, but he cut me off.
"Thigh highs, no panties, red fuck me heels and a mini skirt," he listed, "you're obviously dressed to please."
"Yes, for you, baby," I admitted.
"Knees," he ordered.
"Here?" I asked, all our fucking so far being in my bedroom, except for a blow job once in his car while he drove.



"No, outside," he sarcastically quipped.
I dropped to my knees.
"Show me those tits," he continued.
"These tits?" I smiled, as I unbuttoned my blouse, getting pulled into his sexy game.
"Good, slut," he nodded, "now tell me what you want, slut."
I moaned, undeniably turned on, "Hmmmm, baby, I want that big cock of yours."
"Now look up like the cock hungry slut you are and give me your best 'I'm a cock hungry slut who wants to be face fucked' expression," he ordered, his words so nasty and yet so true.
"You love sucking my cock, don't you?" he said, squeezing his cock through his jeans.
"Yes, baby," I purred, my mouth literally watering at the opportunity to have his big, juicy cock in my mouth.
"Beg, slut," he demanded.
I wasn't used to this. Our sex up to now had been borderline dull, but I loved this new side of him. "Oh baby, let me suck your big cock."
"Is that the best you got?" he asked.
Wanting to please him, to impress him, I begged, "Oh baby, let your slutty girlfriend deep throat that cock of yours until you cum all over my face. Or maybe you want to face fuck me so your balls bounce off my chin."
"That's better, now get to work, I got to meet the boys for a basketball game in a few," he ordered.
My inner slut awakened, I quickly unfastened his belt and fished out his semi-hard cock. I took it in my mouth and, unlike most times when I went slow and let it grow in my mouth, I sucked him like a slut. I bobbed back and forth, each forward movement taking more of his six and a half inch cock in my mouth.
He groaned, "That's it, slut, suck it, take it all in those pretty cocksucking lips of yours."
I moaned on his cock in response, desperately wanting to get him off, to indeed be his slut.
It wasn't more than two minutes before he pulled out and ordered, "Open wide."
I quickly tossed my glasses aside, getting cum off them always a pain, and opened my mouth ready to taste his cum. In our brief relationship, I had quickly learned his two fetishes were nylons and facials, although apparently calling me names could now be added to his list.
He furiously pumped his beautiful cock, as I began rubbing myself like the orgasm craving slut I had apparently become.
Soon his cum rocketed out of his missile and onto me. The first shot hit me in the eye, before getting some on my lips, chin, neck and tits.

"Lick those lips and let me see how much you love my cum," he ordered.
I again obeyed, wanting to be his slut.
"This is just the beginning," he promised, as he put his cock away. "And no touching that cunt of yours without permission.
I immediately stopped, even though my pussy was on fire.
"Good, slut," he said, smugly. "Now go back and study, I would hate for you to fail your test."
Reluctantly, shocked he was stopping me from having an orgasm, I stood up and obeyed.
"Yessssssssssss," Kelly screamed, as her orgasm hit her hard.
Recovering from her orgasm, she wished she could have a fuck buddy, someone to help her with her cum withdrawal.
.....
It was a long day for Kelly at school; she had to deal with a student who was high as a kite and refusing to admit it. She got home, poured a glass of wine just as there was a knock at the front door. In the chaos that was her day, including an after school meeting with the parents and the police, she had completely forgotten that she had planned to make dinner for her and Chris. She went to the door to let Chris in.
Chris's cock instantly hardened as she was still dressed in her school attire. He loved how she still tended to match her outfits. In a red blouse and matching heels, a short, but not too short, skirt, and tan nylons she looked amazing. He complimented, "You look very nice, Ms. Anderson."
"It's just Kelly," she smiled, before adding, "and thank you."
Chris followed her into the kitchen where she continued, "I'm so sorry, but I had a crazy day at school and just got home."
"No worries," Chris shrugged, as he tried not to stare at her long nylon-clad legs.
"I'll order something," Kelly said, noticing that Chris was checking out her legs.
"Sure," Chris nodded, "I'll go and bring in my supplies and tools."
"Pizza?" Kelly asked.
"Sure," Chris agreed.
"What kind do you like?" Kelly asked, realizing just how good looking Chris had become.
"Whatever you like," Chris replied, taking one last long gaze at his ex-teacher's perfect legs.
Kelly ordered food and decided to stay in her teacher attire somehow liking the impact it was having on Chris. Although she wasn't considering doing anything with Chris, he was still an ex-student, it felt good to have someone checking her out.
Once the pizza arrived, and they were sitting at the table, they caught up. Kelly felt incredibly comfortable talking with him and surprisingly divulged way more information than necessary about the end of her relationship with Ben.
Chris, meanwhile, listened intently, learning early on that compliments and listening were two of the biggest keys to getting a woman in bed. And although he didn't think the odds were in his favour, the possibility was there. Thankfully, he couldn't see her nylon legs under the table so he wasn't distracted.
Kelly had finished two glasses of wine since she got home, and was feeling slightly tipsy, which also meant slightly horny. The more she talked with Chris, the more she saw him as a man and not a boy and she pondered what he would look like naked.
"Well, I suppose I should get back to work," Chris said, after the forty-five minute meal and visit.
"And I should probably go have a shower and get out of my work clothes," she said, standing up and deciding to show off her legs one more time...getting excited at the thought of teasing him.
Chris, watched her walk to the sink with her plate, his cock instantly rising at just a quick glimpse of Kelly's nylon covered legs.
Chris slyly adjusted himself before standing up, thanking her and heading downstairs wondering if there was any chance of bedding his beautiful ex-teacher.
Kelly, tipsy and horny, went to her washroom, locked the door, undressed and got in the shower. Deciding she needed to get off, her thoughts of Chris beginning to get very inappropriate, she grabbed her shower head and, as she often did in the shower, she used the massage head as a pleasure toy. Closing her eyes, she fantasized this evening going a little differently.
"I'll order something," I said, noticing that Chris was checking out my legs.
"Actually, what I want is already here," Chris said with a confident tone.
"What's that?" I asked, acting confused.
Walking to me, he leaned in and whispered, "You," before kissing me.
I was shocked and yet his kiss sent sparks throughout my entire body, particularly my long neglected pussy. After a brief delay, I began returning the kiss with a lustful passion.
Breaking the kiss, he ordered, "Now show me those tits you have flaunted all these years."
"I didn't flaunt them," I protested.
"Now," he ordered, his tone suddenly firm.
I again protested, this time weaker, my pussy wet by his words, "But you're a student."
"I was a student," he corrected, "and now you're my slut."
"Chris!" I gasped, at being called a slut.
"Stop feigning shock," Chris said, "I know you want my cock and I know you are a hungry slut dying to be treated as such. Now, show me your tits."
Turned on by his strong persona, I unbuttoned my blouse.
"Now pull those titties out," he ordered.
I did, my pussy on fire at obeying him. "Now bend over and show me those titties you want me to suck."
Suddenly wanting to please him, I smiled, bent over cupping my tits and asked, "Is this what you fantasized about all these years?"
"Fuck, yes," he groaned, having the exact impact I hoped to have when I asked the question.
He moved to me, pushed me back and buried his head in my tits. He sucked and nibbled, aggressively mauling my tits. My nipples super sensitive, each rough tug on my nipples sent pleasure throughout my body and made my panties damp.
"Oh yes, suck on my tits," I moaned, as I kicked my heels off.
He put his hands on my shoulders and guided me to my knees. I didn't need instructions as I pulled his pants down quickly, tugged his boxers to his knees and gasped at his eight inch cock.
"Think you can deep-throat this?" he asked.
I looked up, smiled and, without a word, took all eight inches in my mouth. I bobbed like a hungry slut, suddenly craving cum.
He groaned, "You're just as dirty and hot as I hoped."
I moaned on his cock as I continued taking all eight inches in my mouth and down my throat.
"Want to get fucked, my teacher slut," he asked.
I took his cock out of my mouth and replied, "God, yes, I want that big cock in me."
He pulled me up, turned me around, pulled up my skirt, tugged down my panties, bent me over and slid easily into my inferno.
"Fuuuuuuck," I screamed, as all eight inches filled me completely, his being the first cock inside me in months.
He held onto my hips and slammed into me hard, each deep thrust seemingly going deeper.
"Oh, God, fuck me," I screamed.
"Fuck you're tight," he grunted, as he continued fucking me.
"Your cock feels so fucking good," I moaned, not wanting this amazing feeling to end.
"I've wanted to fuck you since the first day of senior year," he said, as his cock slid out of me.
"Nooo," I whined, "shove that big snake back in me."
He laughed, "You're even more insatiable than I imagined," before filling my cunt again.
"Just pound your teacher," I demanded, loving his big cock and dominant behaviour.
"Lift your right leg up," he ordered.
I obeyed, curious, as he grabbed my ankle and continued fucking me.
"Oh, Goddddddddddddddddd," I screamed, as this new position caused a new pleasure to course through my entire body.
"I want you to come on my cock, teacher slut," he demanded, as my breathing got heavier.
"Sooooo close," I moaned, as he hammered into me.
"Come now, slut," he demanded, lifting my leg higher.
"Oh God, fuck, yessssss," I screamed, as my long withheld orgasm cascaded through me.
"Good teacher slut," he complimented, as he continued fucking me throughout my orgasm.
"Shiiiiiit, fucccck," I babbled incoherently, as the intensity of the orgasm continued to riddle through me.
Suddenly he pulled out, pushed me back onto my knees and shoved his cock in my mouth. I resumed bobbing hungrily, desperate to get him off and taste his cum.
"I'm going to come all over your pretty face," he declared, as I continued slobbering all over his stiff rod.
A moment later, he pulled out and pumped his cock as I opened wide for his sweet cum.
"Close your mouth, slut," he ordered, "I want all my cum on you."
"You're a dirty boy," I teased, as I obeyed.

Seconds later, a laser beam of cum hit me on my lips. A second stream also hit my lips, before a third stream landed on my tits and blouse.
Looking up at him, I attempted to seductively retrieve the cum on my lips.
"Fuuuuuuuuuck," Kelly screamed, as she held the shower head on her clit as her orgasm hit her.
Once her orgasm finally finished, she shook her head at how vivid and real her fantasy had been. Would she actually fuck Chris if the opportunity arose? He was an ex-student, but clearly an adult now, a very sexy adult. She finished showering, her head spinning with a mixture of emotions.
.....
Chris, meanwhile, worked until ten before heading home.
Chris replayed the day, the very subtle hints she may be interested. The honest, detailed account of her ex-boyfriend's nasty break-up and the brief looks she seemed to give him implied she may be interested. Yet, after dinner she never came downstairs, never came to check on him, which implied maybe she wasn't.
Either way, as soon as Chris was in the shower, he began pumping his cock imagining fucking Kelly.
He remembered a day near the end of the school year where she kept dangling her shoe from her black stocking-clad feet. He kept waiting for the shoe to hit the floor, so he could see her toes and foot, but it never fell. As he kept stroking his cock, he imagined her in black thigh highs posing for him, like he always felt she was doing when she teased him relentlessly in high school, even if she didn't know it.
Imagining her bent over, posing for him, he furiously pumped his cock. It took only a few strokes before his cum shot out of his cock as he imagined coming all over her ass, her face, and her feet. The possibilities were endless...yet at the moment that was all they were...possibilities.
.....
The next day, Kelly had parent-teacher interviews and didn't get home until late. Although exhausted, parent-teacher interview nights always being long and tiring, she checked on Chris when she got home. She felt another tingle down below when she walked downstairs and saw Chris working without a shirt. His upper body was Adonis like and Kelly briefly imagined what it would be like to ride him while her hands were on his chest.
Yet, after some brief small talk, Kelly went upstairs for a long bubble bath and a glass of wine, deciding that she had to behave herself.
Chris watched her walk upstairs, noticing her reaction to him shirtless. He smiled, thinking that if he played his cards right he just may get her yet.
.....
Things calmed down after that and it wasn't until the following week that the sexual tension increased. Kelly was reading on the couch, again staying in her teacher attire, liking the impact it seemed to have on Chris, when he came upstairs for a glass of water.
Chris walked in and asked, "Are you planning on having your television downstairs on the wall or on a TV stand?"
"What do you think?" Kelly asked.
Chris glanced down and saw her perfectly pedicured feet and got distracted, finally seeing what her feet without heels looked like after all these years. He stammered, distracted, "Well, I, um, the wall gives you more space."
Kelly noticed Chris's distraction, and uncrossed her legs and crossed them the other way. "Well, you're the expert."
"What're you reading?" Chris asked, wanting to extend his brief time with her.
"A Nicholas Sparks book," Kelly admitted.
"I expected more from you," Chris joked.
"What? He writes great romances," Kelly said, always wanting to find such an unconditional love.
"If you say so," Chris smiled.
"Have you ever read any of his books?" Kelly asked, wiggling her toes.
"Um," Chris began, again distracted, "No, I can't say I have. But I was forced to watch that Miley Cyrus one."
"Well, that doesn't count," Kelly said, "that was a terrible adaptation. You need to watch A Walk to Remember or The Notebook."
"I'm not sure 'need' is the right word," Chris joked.
"That's it," Kelly said, standing up. "You are taking a break from work and watching a movie with me."
"Seriously?" Chris asked, although he was definitely game. Watching a chick flick with a woman often led to action.
"Yes," she said, grabbing a DVD from the shelf and putting it in her DVD player. She sat back down and said, patting the couch, "Come join me."
"All right," Chris shrugged, before pointing out, "but this isn't helping get your basement done."
"Sometimes there are more important things, like expanding a man's horizons," Kelly said, wondering if she was doing the right thing. He may think that this was an opening to something more than just watching a movie.
Chris sat beside her and said, "So what crap are you making me watch?"
"You haven't changed a bit," Kelly said, slapping his knee.
"Tough to mess with perfection," Chris shrugged, acting confident like he usually was with women, even as he glanced at her nylon-clad knee just inches away from him.
"And still overly confident, I see," Kelly smiled, before adding, "I like that." As soon as she said it, she wondered why she had. There was no doubt she found Chris hot, no doubt that he made her feel like a school girl, and no doubt that the temptation to sleep with him was growing.
"Good to know," Chris responded with a nod, sensing that their relationship was beginning to change.
The movie started and they watched it. Part way through, Chris, who had spent more time glancing at her nylon legs than the movie, began to daydream, imagining what might happen if he took the risk. He sensed she was submissive, even though he couldn't explain why he sensed it, and felt if he just took control of the situation he could have her.
"You want my cock, don't you, Ms. Anderson?" I asked, sitting on the couch.
She was standing up, having put the movie in, and smiled, not denying it, "And what makes you think that?"
"Well, first, you didn't deny it when I just asked the question and secondly, you keep staring at my crotch," I confidently assessed.
"Maybe I just don't want to hurt your feelings," she countered.
"And the staring at my crotch?" I asked.



"Maybe you're imagining that," she said.
"Crawl to me," I demanded, pulling out my already stiff cock.
"That's rather pretentious," she said, even as she stared at my eight inch cock.
"Now, Ms. Anderson," I ordered.
After a brief hesitation, she obeyed, kneeling on the ottoman to take her glasses off.
"Keep them on," I ordered, "you look super-hot in glasses."
"Okay," she shrugged.
"Go ahead, Ms. Anderson, suck my cock," I instructed.
"You want your old teacher to blow you?" she asked, smiling as her hand grabbed my cock.
"No, I want my hot teacher to beg to suck my cock," I countered.
"You bad boy," she smiled, as she stroked my cock.
"Beg," I ordered.
"Oh please, Chris, can I suck your big hard cock?" she said hungrily.
I grabbed her head and guided her to my cock. I moaned as she engulfed my cock, slowly taking me in.
She slowly bobbed up and down, making love to my cock.

After a few minutes of this, I stood up, ordered her onto her knees, and began slowly fucking her face. She moaned on my cock as I took control, so I began moving faster, really fucking her face. She made loud slobbering sounds as she tried her best to continue sucking me as I used her face. Finally I pulled out and before she could even react I began coming all over her face.
I hit her glasses, mouth, cheek and chin and was surprised when she looked up and said, "You could have just shot your load down my throat."
"Next time," I smiled.
Kelly noticed that Chris wasn't really watching the movie; she also noticed a significant bulge in his pants and wondered what he was thinking about. She said, "See, isn't that sweet?"
"W-what is sweet?" Chris stammered, pulled out his daydream as he returned his gaze to the television.
"He made one of her bucket list items come true," Kelly said, always finding the scene sweet.
Chris watched just as the Mandy Moore character straddled two states at once. "That's corny," he said.
"You cold hearted bastard," Kelly quipped, again playfully hitting him.
Chris slapped her leg back, getting a brief feel of her silky legs, "You romantic fool."
"We all need romance sometimes," Kelly pointed out, before adding, again saying it before she realized she had, "of course, other times we all need to just get laid."
Chris couldn't believe she had said that. This was definitely an opening, but just before he could take advantage of it, she hastily stood up and asked, "Would you like a drink?"
Chris considered replying, 'Yes, your pussy juice would be fine,' but instead answered, realizing the moment was gone as quick as it had come, "Actually, I should probably get back to work."
"Oh, okay," Kelly said, confused by her mixed emotions. Part of her wanted to just straddle him on the couch, while another part of her kept reminding herself that he was an ex-student...a hot ex-student, but still an ex-student.
Chris worked for another hour, his balls ready to burst, while Kelly went up to her room and used her we-vibe to get herself off, again fantasizing of Chris just taking her. She knew if he made a move, she wouldn't resist. She wanted him; she wanted to get laid; she wanted to suck cock.
As she went to bed that night, Kelly decided that if he made a move, she would give in. They were both adults and he hadn't been a student of hers for years. And fuck...he was hot.
.....
Unfortunately for Kelly, Chris didn't make a move. He had felt that the abrupt end to the night they watched a movie was a pretty clear sign that she wasn't interested. Yet for the next couple of weeks, Kelly continued to dress sexier and sexier, even getting home from school and switching into even shorter skirts that revealed she was wearing thigh high stockings in an attempt to add to her allure, her sex appeal and, according to Ben back in the day, to give her man easier access to her fuck hole (his words).
Kelly was getting more and more frustrated with the reality that her obvious signs of willingness were being ignored.
Finally, after two weeks of flirting and innuendo, Kelly decided that she would make the first move. It was only a few minutes after Chris arrived, that she called him upstairs. "Chris, can you come upstairs and give me a hand in my office."
Chris called out, "Sure, give me a minute." Chris had noticed that ever since the movie night, Kelly had been dressing sexier, always stayed in nylons, and had complimented him often. Yet, instead of taking the many windows of opportunity that had been presented, he continued to resist the temptation, not wanting to risk being wrong. He was greatly enjoying their talks and subtle flirtation, and was planning to ask her out on a date for this weekend. She loved blues music and a three day blues festival was starting in a couple days. He was confident she would say yes, yet this was a low risk attempt to move their relationship forward. If she wasn't interested in an intimate relationship, he would play the friends card. Yet, he hoped he had read all the signs correctly, as he was falling for her hard.
Unfortunately, one minute became five as Chris finished the task he had started.
Kelly was frustrated at waiting, her bold confidence when she called him up, getting weaker with each passing minute. She desperately wanted to get laid, yet she didn't want to look desperate. She felt like she was a teenager again, waiting for a boy to call. She knew he was interested, that was obvious, yet he wasn't making the move a teenage boy would make. She glanced in the mirror; she attempted to replicate an adorable teacher look, and was startled when Chris finally entered the office. She smiled, as she gave a cute pose, and asked, "What do you think?"
Chris wasn't sure what the question was but he couldn't help but notice how sexy she looked as she seemed to pose for him. "About what?" Chris asked.
Going for broke, deciding men were stupid and being subtle sure wasn't working. Kelly hopped onto the desk, revealing the top of her thigh high stockings, and bluntly asked the question, "Did you ever fantasize about seeing my tits when you were in my class, Chris?
Chris was taken aback by the question. Her flirting had always been playful, often awkward, but this was completely different: blunt and hot. He also had indeed fantasized about her tits not only while in class, but at home and most recently last night.
Kelly, enjoying his shocked reaction and stunned silence, asked, her tone dripping with sultry sweetness, "Do you want to see them, Chris?"
Chris stammered, it now being his turn to feel like a teenager, "Y-y-yes."
As Kelly moved, her shoe hit the floor. Her cunt was already wet with anticipation that it would soon be filled with Chris's cock. Like Chris, she had enjoyed getting to know him better, loved his quirky sense of humour, his ability to listen and his damn great body. She didn't want to just fuck Chris, she envisioned the possibility of a relationship. Yet, at this moment, it wasn't about long term; it was about satisfying a need she had been denying for way too long. She unbuttoned her blouse, feeling sexy and wanton, as he watched with lust.
Chris couldn't believe it was finally happening. A fantasy he had long given up on was now becoming a reality and although he was usually a confident man with the ladies, he was tongue tied.

Kelly felt giddy with excitement as she pulled her blouse open and posed for Chris. Smiling, she asked, "Are they what you imagined?"
"They're amazing," Chris answered in awe, before adding, "You're amazing."
"Come here," she ordered.
Chris walked to her, leaned in and kissed her.
Kelly kissed him back, their tongues darting in and out of each other's mouths, like explorers who have finally found their treasure.
Chris reached with his left hand and cupped her breast. They were as firm as he had envisioned. Breaking the kiss, he leaned down and took her left nipple in his mouth.
Kelly moaned loudly, "I've wanted this for so long."
Chris quipped, as he swirled his tongue around her nipple, "I think I've wanted this a lot longer than you."
Kelly laughed, "Fair enough."
Chris slid his tongue down her breasts, between her tits, before moving to her right breast.
"Bite them," Kelly moaned, wanting more than just tender teasing. Her lust controlling her, she wanted to be used, to be fucked.
Chris obliged, shifting from tender to more aggressive as he pulled her nipple between his teeth.
"God, yessss," Kelly moaned, the pleasure she was receiving sending pulsations throughout her body.
Chris could've spent all day just playing with her tits, loving the impact it was having on her.
Yet, Kelly wanted more. She said sexily, "Let's see what you have been hiding in those jeans." She moved off the desk, dropped to her knees, and quickly fished out his cock. She had imagined it was big in her fantasies and she wasn't disappointed as she pulled out a nice, thick, stiff eight inch cock. She smiled, as she stroked it, "If I would have known you were packing this in class I would have been on my knees long ago."
Chris groaned, looking down at her, "Well, let's make up for lost time."
"I couldn't agree more," Kelly concurred, as her lips wrapped around his cock.
Chris watched in disbelief as his beautiful ex-teacher, began sucking his cock. She used her tongue to swirl around his mushroom top while simultaneously stroking him. After a couple of minutes of teasing, she began to bob back and forth.
Kelly usually would tease a man for a couple of minutes, take his balls in her mouth, and then deep throat him and take his first load in her mouth or on her face, then prepare for a marathon fuck, but being their first time together, and wanting to get fucked hard and now, she said as much as she took Chris's cock out of her mouth. "Just for the record, I love sucking cock, but right now I need you in me."
Chris had never heard a woman say they loved sucking cock. It was always a task that was expected and done usually with reluctance. He quipped, "For the record, I love eating pussy."
"Good to know," Kelly smiled, standing up, bending over the desk and adding, "now come and fuck me."
"Fuck, it's so hot to hear you swear," Chris said, as he moved behind her.
"Then wait until you're really pounding me," Kelly quipped with a smile, as she lifted up her skirt to reveal she was sans underwear.
Chris loved hearing his ex-teacher, so prim and proper, talking like a horny slut. He asked, as he positioned his cock to slide into her, "Did you teach me without underwear?"
"Maybe," Kelly smiled.
Chris rubbed his cock between her pussy lips, teasing her, wanting her to beg for his cock.
Kelly, as if reading his mind, begged, "Now stop teasing me and shove that cock in me."
Chris wasn't one to ever refuse such an offer, and slid his cock into her cunt. It was incredibly warm and tight.
"God, yesssssss," Kelly moaned, his big cock feeling as amazing as she had imagined it would.
Chris began slowly fucking her, wanting to enjoy his fantasy become reality.
Kelly, meanwhile, wanted to be fucked deep and hard. After a few slow strokes, she demanded, "Come on baby, fuck me hard. Pound my cunt."
Chris loved hearing such nasty talk out of such a beautiful woman. He began slamming into her, creating the beautiful sound as their bodies met.
Kelly was overwhelmed with lust. Chris's massive cock filled her completely and she could feel her orgasm already building in just a couple of minutes. "Oh God, fuck my cunt," she begged.
Chris could tell she was close and decided to use his special maneuver that almost always worked in this position. He ordered, "Lift up your right leg."
"Kkkkk," Kelly obeyed, having never done this before, but recalling her recent fantasy where this exact thing happened.
Chris held her by the thigh, loving the feel of her silk-clad leg, and holding her in this position let him reach new depths.
Kelly moaned and got very animated, "Oh yes, baby, pound me, fill my cunt with your big cock."
"I love hearing you talk dirty," Chris admitted.
"You like hearing your sweet teacher talk like a dirty sluuuuuut?" Kelly asked, loving the shift from sweet to slutty.
"God, yess," Chris groaned.
"Tonight, I'm your slut, baby," Kelly moaned, as her orgasm got so close.
"Come for me," Chris demanded, as he fucked her so hard the desk moved.
A couple deep thrusts later, the dam finally burst, as Kelly screamed, "Oh yes, fuck, I love your coooooock,"
Chris could feel her cum on his cock and pulled out, dropped to his knees, and buried his face in her leaking cunt.
Kelly had never had a man eat her out as she was orgasming and couldn't believe how intense it felt. "Oh shiiiiiiit," she whimpered, as she gripped the desk for dear life as all the energy in her body was sapped by the intense orgasm.
Chris couldn't believe how sweet her pussy juice tasted as he eagerly licked it all up.
After a moment, Chris's tongue was beginning to tickle Kelly and she quickly moved around, dropped to her knees and took Chris's cock back in her mouth. She loved the taste of her own pussy on his cock and began bobbing back and forth hungrily.
It took only seconds, sadly, before Chris was ready to shoot his own load, Kelly's tight cunt and expert mouth too much to resist. "Fuck, I'm going to come," Chris warned, knowing most women didn't like to swallow.
Kelly backed off, pumped his cock and said, "You can come in my mouth or on my face."

Chris had never given a woman a facial and the thought of coming on Kelly was the final straw. Before he could even respond, the first stream of cum hit her directly on her nose. A second rope hit her chin, before the remainder landed on her chest.
Kelly laughed, "Well, I guess that answers that question."
Chris apologized, "Sorry, just hearing you say I could come on your face was all it took to make me shoot my load."
Kelly, feeling cum drip off her chin and onto her tits, added, "Well, you sure had a big load in you."
"I've been told I shoot a lot of cum," Chris admitted.

"I wasn't lying," Kelly said, stroking his cock. "I love sucking cock."
"Well, I love getting my cock sucked," Chris smiled. "So I guess we are compatible."
Kelly added, "Oh yes, we are very compatible."
Kelly leaned back and asked, looking up at him, "So, did you ever fantasize about me looking like this?"
"I have fantasized about you in every way imaginable," Chris admitted.
"So you imagined this?" Kelly asked, as she scooped up the cum on her face and put it in her mouth. "Mmmmmmm, yummy," she added.
"My fantasies never got quite that elaborate," Chris admitted, before adding, "but this reality far outdoes all my fantasies."
"Well, my fantasies about you are more recent, but they too have been greatly outdone by this great big cock of yours," Kelly admitted too, before leaning forward and taking his cock back into her mouth hoping to get it hard again.
Chris groaned, loving looking down at this beautiful woman bobbing on his cock, "I should probably get back to work."
She took his cock out of her mouth and said, "Shut up, I'm your boss and you have some more drilling to do up here."
"Well, they say the customer is always right," Chris quipped.
Kelly took his cock back in her mouth, knowing that she wanted to get fucked again, as her second orgasm always came quicker, and she also wanted to swallow a full load, the cum she had scooped up and swallowed just a small sampling.
After countless orgasms for Kelly and two more loads shot by Chris, both down Kelly's throat, Kelly keeping to her declaration that she loved sucking cock, they fell asleep.
.....
The next morning, Kelly woke up late and they barely had time to say more than a good morning, no time to talk about last night's marathon sex session and the implications for more the next day. So both spent the day wondering the same thing: were they a couple? Fuck buddies? Or was it a one-time thing? Both wanted it to be more than just a one night stand, both saw it as the beginning of a potentially great relationship, yet neither knew what the other was thinking.
Chris couldn't believe his fantasy had become reality and could only hope that she saw things like he did...as the beginning of a relationship.
That evening, Kelly decided to make it clear that she wanted more than a one night stand. She couldn't explain it, but she hadn't stop thinking about him all day. She wasn't sure it was love, but it definitely wasn't just lust. Wanting to see him again...NOW...she texted Chris that they needed to talk and to come to the spare bedroom when he arrived. Dressed only in lingerie, she eagerly awaited his arrival, her pussy dying to be filled again.
Chris fretted about the text. Nothing good ever came from the phrase 'We need to talk'. Yet, he decided that no matter what she said, he was going to tell her exactly how he felt. That this was way more than a one night stand, this was love...or at least the potential for it. He had never really been in love, or at least he had never felt like he did now. Excited to see her, yet nervous too. When he got there, he tentatively approached the spare bedroom. When he walked in the room, he stopped dead in his tracks.

Kelly smiled, "I couldn't decide how to tell you that I really enjoyed last night."
Chris smiled back, "And I was worried you were going to tell me last night was a mistake."
"The only mistake we made was not doing this earlier," she smiled, spinning around off the dresser, walking to him and kissing him.
The kiss lasted an eternity, as both felt the relief of knowing that the other felt the same way they did.
Breaking the kiss, Chris looked into her eyes and said, "Kelly, I think I'm in love with you."
Kelly stared into his eyes, surprised by the words and yet also surprised by the way they made her feel. "I think I love you too," she returned. After a pause, she grabbed his crotch and added, "And I know without a doubt I love this." She dropped to her knees, a position she loved to be in, fished out Chris's semi-erect cock and took it in her mouth.
EPILOGUE:
Of course, like all loves, it comes when least expected.
When they first met it was the wrong place, the wrong time.
This time though, it was the right place, and the right time.




Six months later, Chris asked Kelly to marry him while they were on a weekend getaway in Niagara Falls. With the falls in the background, Kelly, of course, said yes. The two celebrated with a marathon love making session at a hotel in Niagara Falls and Kelly, as usual, ended up with a face full of cum.
Eight months after that, on their wedding day, they couldn't wait to consummate their marriage until after the I'dos.
Instead Chris snuck into Kelly's parents' home, catching his bride-to-be in the early stages of dress for her big day.
Kelly smiled, "You just couldn't wait."
"I just wanted to make sure that besides something borrowed, you would also have something goo," Chris quipped.
"I think that is supposed to be something new," Kelly smiled, dropping to her knees.
"You sure?" Chris laughed, as Kelly deep-throat his cock.
Chris and Kelly had a quickie, even as her mother knocked on her door and Chris coated his bride-to-be's face and tits making sure their indeed was goo.
"Make sure you wear that under your dress?"
"Of course," Kelly smiled, rubbing the cum on her tits.
An hour later, Kelly walked down the aisle with Chris's cum sticking to her.
Three hours later, she took another load in the limo, a sticky load in her hair...a naughty secret that she wore throughout the dinner and dancing.
A few hours later, they consummated their marriage for real...doing it the old fashioned way...as Chris shot his final load of the day in his new bride's cunt.
Nine month later, they had a baby girl.
THE END
Author's Note: Thanks again to HOUSEWIFE KELLY for the generous use of her photos.
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Mannequin Mommy
Amanda looked in the mirror and sighed. Although only forty-one and still in amazing shape, she could see the first wrinkles of aging. Watching an infomercial on television about an anti-aging crème, she ordered some, desperate to keep the vibrant youthful look that had always kept her employable.
A professional model since her teen years, she had been told her whole life how beautiful she was, but age was not her friend and she hadn't felt beautiful of late.
Since hitting forty, the kryptonite age for models, the gigs had slowed down considerably and although she had always been financially secure for both herself and her son, she was determined to get him a good trust fund for college and thus needed to keep working.
Amanda and her son, Kevin, eighteen and in his senior year (he started a year late because they were travelling throughout Europe at the time he should have started kindergarten), were very close. They had always only had each other, as her deadbeat boyfriend (and his absentee father) walked out before Kevin was born.
Although Amanda was beautiful, she had not been in a relationship in years, having been betrayed over and over by men who went to bed with 'a model' and woke up with her. Instead, the only man she cared about was her son.
Just when things were beginning to look grim, she got a job at an upscale store that used living mannequins. They were very insistent on preserving the illusion and mannequins moving or flinching or reacting to customers is a big no-no.
Having modelled and posed for years, Amanda assumed that the job wouldn't be overly difficult, having worked with some very demanding and intense photographers. Yet, over the first week, she really struggled to not react slightly when customers moved close to her, made faces and especially when men made lewd comments toward her. Amanda was still a very beautiful woman, with firm long legs, blonde hair, blue eyes, a tight ass and small, 32B breasts that were still firm and amazing looking with the right push-up bra, and thus was admired by boys and men.
The manager threatened her to either do it completely right or he would have to replace her. Having been replaced by younger models for many jobs in the past couple of years, she was determined to keep the job and prove him wrong.
That night, during dinner, Amanda explained her problem to her son.
Kevin suggested, "You should practice at home."
"That's a great idea," Amanda nodded.
Kevin, who had spent his whole life around models, and still saw his mother as the most beautiful woman in the world, explained, "The key is to get used to being touched or ogled."
"I know," Amanda agreed, "I usually don't care what anyone says to me, or if some creepy guy is checking me out, but I feel so helpless when I'm not allowed to move. I feel completely vulnerable."
"Let's finish eating and then I'll help you practice," Kevin offered, liking the idea of touching his mother.
"Sure, what have I got to lose?" Amanda agreed.
"Your job," he quipped, loving to tease his mom.
"Brat," she laughed, her son always able to cheer her up.
Once dinner was done, Amanda posed in a similar position as she did at work, dressed in a 1950's poodle skirt, as part of that week's 'decades' theme.
Kevin moved her arms and legs a bit, poked her on the side and made funny faces at her. She struggled a bit, especially when she was poked in the side, but overall did better.
That night, Kevin masturbated while thinking of fucking his mother like he usually did, but this time the scenario changed as he imagined moving her into positions in which he wanted to fuck her.
The next day Amanda did better at work and thus began a daily routine of mannequin practice.
Every night they spent about fifteen minutes practicing, each day Kevin spending a little longer touching his mother, even tickling her, during which Amanda really struggled with maintaining her composure. Each evening, Kevin stroked himself with taboo fantasies of incest imagining making love to his mother.
The following week Amanda came home Sunday with her outfit for Monday. She walked in front of the television and froze wearing a tennis outfit with a very short skirt while holding a tennis racket.
Kevin's cock instantly hardened at the sight of his mother in such a sexy outfit. He stood up and pulled the racket out of her hands, the television show no longer interesting. Although a struggle, Amanda stayed in position. He treated her like a live Barbie doll moving her head, arms, and legs, being more aggressive than he had in the past. Then, getting slightly more adventurous, he ran his hands down her perfectly toned legs. Although he loved everything about her: her blonde hair, exotic green eyes, dazzling smile, great ass, perky breasts and overall great personality, it was her legs, whether bare and tanned or in any style of hosiery (thigh highs, pantyhose, fishnets, garter and stocking) that really turned him on.
Amanda felt a chill go up her spine and a tingle down below at the intimate touch of her son, but credited it to the incredible lack of intimate contact in recent years.
Kevin didn't want this to end, but also didn't want to seem like a pervert, and thus ended the sly touching of his mother.
They continued practising every night and Amanda began to both look forward to her playtime with her son and to get sexually excited by his touch. At first she found the practice time a fun activity to do with her son, something out of the ordinary and different. Yet as time progressed, it began to be strangely erotic in a taboo but innocent way. She enjoyed his soft, firm hands on her body, a sudden reminder of the intimacy she had long forgotten existed. She began to make it a game by every night posing when he came home from school, always in a different outfit, the one she was to wear the next day at work.
One day she dressed in camping gear, another day in tight running shorts, another time in a beautiful cocktail dress, another day as a maid. Each day Kevin tested his mother, each day he got rock hard and each day his touches became just slightly more intimate, always trying to push the boundary just slightly, wondering how far his mother would really let him go. Never touching her breasts or vagina, but each day moving closer and closer to the forbidden area.
As much as Kevin was tempted, he was an eighteen year old boy after all. Amanda was getting more and more confused. Why did she like her son's touch so much? Why did she look forward to these imitate moments? Why was she craving his touch? Why was she having dreams that ended up with her having sex with her son? She continued to blame it on her lengthy dry spell, but every day the temptation seemed to grow inside her more and more. 'Is incest really such a bad thing?' she pondered to herself after the most recent touching where his fingers were teasingly close to her damp pussy.
Every night without fail, Kevin shot his load imagining making love to his mannequin mother. Even though he still didn't think there was a chance of anything more than the playful touching sessions...he was beginning to wonder if the possibility did exist.
Meanwhile, as the days went on, Amanda could no longer deny it. The past few days her son's touch had been undeniably turning her on, making her wet and desperate for more. His soft hands gently caressing her shoulders, slithering ever so slowly down her legs and gliding teasingly close to her long neglected private parts was driving her mad with insatiable desire, creating a fire that she couldn't extinguish no matter how hard she tried with moral logic and motherly responsibility. The last two days she had pleasured herself in her room with her small vibrator wishing it was bigger and more powerful, and each time as she reached climax her son's face inexplicably popped into her head. She had considered stopping the unique mother-son bonding experience knowing it was causing these taboo dreams, fantasies and feelings, but it really had helped with her job and she didn't merely enjoy the time with Kevin, it was her daily highlight.
So instead of quitting, like a mother should do, she began to pose in sexier outfits, in hotter positions and scenarios, deciding to create fantasies for both of them...not sure she was willing to cross the line, but enjoying the attention she was getting from a man, albeit her son.
On Saturday, she suggested they go for a swim in the backyard pool. Kevin didn't think it was anything out of the ordinary as they often spent the weekend lounging in and around the pool. Even though it was late January, in San Diego every day was a great day for a swim.
When Kevin came out of the house, he saw his mother standing there, lotion in her hand, in a beautiful two piece bikini that didn't remotely hide her breasts and really showcased her legs. Kevin instantly had a tent in his trunks, one he couldn't hide.
Amanda saw the impact of her pose and outfit on her son and broke into a smile, before quickly returning to her stoic position in anticipation of her son's hands on her.
Kevin, seeing this as a beautiful opportunity to push the boundaries a bit, walked over to her and for the first time since doing this, talked during the playtime. "I think you need to be protected from the sun." Kevin laughed at the accidental pun as he took the lotion out of his mother's hands, just as Amanda had hoped he would.
Kevin poured the lotion liberally into his hands and slowly coated his mother's body from head to toe. He started with the back of her neck, shoulders and arms. His touch was purposefully sly and gentle, wanting to enjoy every second of it, yet also hoping somehow, someway through his touch his mother would see him not as a son, but as a man.
Amanda loved how soft and tender her son's touch was. Part of her wanted to just give in to her growing desires and kiss him, yet knowing that incest was wrong and she was the mother, she resisted even as her pussy burned for attention.
Kevin moved his hands between the beautiful crevice between his mom's breasts, his fingers dangerously close to the breasts he suckled on all those years ago. The temptation to go further was almost unbearable, but his respect for his mother overrode his own fantasies, instead testing the boundaries by moving teasingly close to her taboo parts.
Amanda couldn't think straight. She wanted him to cup her breasts, suck on her erect nipples, give her the long resisted pleasure she barely remembered.
Kevin could see his mother's erect nipples through the thin bikini fabric and felt confident his touch was turning her on as much as it was him. Yet, not wanting to linger too long in one spot, he continued moving lower, spreading the on her toned belly, hips and back.
Disappointment rushed through Amanda as he moved away from her breasts, even though she did love the feel of his hands all over her, especially her hips.
Kevin knelt in front of her, his face directly in front of his mom's vagina. He wondered if she was shaved...was she wet...was he really having the impact on her that he thought he was?
Again as Amanda looked at her son below her, she was tempted to grab his head and pull him into her wet pussy. She knew he stared at her often, assumed she was likely a fantasy of his, having read online about many theories that all sons want to fuck their moms, but would he actually be willing to be more than a son; would a gentleman like Kevin fuck her hard like she wanted it? In reality, it was obvious to her, he was the only person she loved; the only one she could truly trust...why not do the only thing left that would show him she loved him unconditionally. He was her everything and the idea that he could be more than just a son...he could also be a lover was both appealing and, yet, terrifying.
Kevin felt his mouth water, the idea of tugging the skimpy bikini down and tasting her spinning in his head. He had to keep reminding himself she was his mother, even though, of course, he knew she was and that was what made the temptation even greater...his mother always having been his greatest stroke fantasy. Every girl he dated he compared to his mother and none, no matter how pretty, how sexy, could remotely live up to the woman he already loved...his mother.
After applying lotion to his mother's thighs, his fingers so close to her pussy, he slowly, like a snail, moved down his mother's legs, generously adding lotion to every inch of her toned legs all the way to her perfectly manicured feet.
Done, Kevin stood up and began moving her in a few different positions. He wanted to just bend her over, wanted to see her firm ass in that position, something he often imagined, but he resisted the temptation, reluctantly keeping it appropriate even as his cock begged for major inappropriateness.
Amanda's pussy was on fire. She desperately wanted him to touch her pussy and, if not, to be alone so she could touch it herself. Yet, the reality was she was helpless to deal with her lust at the moment, completely at the mercy of the hands of her sexy, but tentative son.
Eventually Kevin, deciding he was about to burst if he kept touching her, ended the sexual tension as he picked her up and tossed her into the pool before diving in himself. Both of them knew something was changing, yet both of them were unsure how to deal with the changing unspeakable relationship.
That afternoon Amanda went shopping and bought a couple new toys for the bedroom, her sexual appetite not being quenched by her tiny vibrator. A ten inch dildo, an eight inch vibrator with a dozen speeds and a massage wand were all things she looked forward to experimenting with to keep her sexually satiated and also to keep her from walking into her son's room and raping him...although she was pretty confident he would love it.
Each day Amanda posed in a new outfit, each day Kevin's touches grew more and more intimate, and each day both of them pleasured themselves with fantasies of crossing the line that was blurring more and more every day.
As much as Kevin was getting more aggressive with his touching, Amanda was getting more seductive in her attire choices and scenarios:
-She lounged in the hot tub wearing a sexy one-piece.
-She sat on a running washing machine barely able to not come while her son moved her around oblivious to the impact of the vibrations of the machine on her pussy.
-She posed in all white lingerie: bra, garter, stockings and thong that had Kevin near eruption at first sight, her legs looking sexy as hell in the silk stockings. Kevin, of course, spent even longer touching her legs, the feeling of the silk a major turn-on.
-Then she pushed the envelope even further sauntering in late one evening wearing a Catwoman outfit, knowing full well that her son loved Batman and particularly the original Catwoman: Julie Newmar, whom he met once on a shoot she was at when he was younger. This was the day that Kevin, without a doubt, knew his mother was enjoying this...enjoying the intimate moments with him...but did teasing him and enjoying it mean she was willing to cross the line? Kevin was both horny and confused and wanting to know if he should push it further.
During these teasing days, Kevin indeed did get more aggressive. He began to tell her to freeze randomly throughout the day while she was cooking or doing housework. He started getting bolder as well, building confidence by inferring his mother's outfit choices were a hint of her desire. He began to slyly move his hands over her chest, never stopping but definitely crossing a line, and even began kissing her arms, neck and ear.
For Amanda her neck was her trigger button and her knees gave out every time her neck was touched by his lips.
Kevin, of course, noticed that his mother not only moved every time he kissed her neck, but her whole neck would go red. This was an advantage he planned to keep working on in his attempt to eventually sleep with his mom.
Amanda, her hunger to somehow make this relationship sexual growing with every day, every touch, considered a more blunt approach. As her son was definitely getting more aggressive, but still not going for the sexual jugular, she created a conversation to push the situation further.
Dressed in a ridiculously sexy cheerleader outfit, wearing pigtails, and standing up with her arms in the air with Pom Poms in her hands, she posed in his bedroom, another not so subtle hint of her intentions.
Kevin gasped when he walked into his bedroom and saw his mother in the outfit. Like all teenage boys, cheerleaders are like kryptonite. His cock immediately got hard and he tried to slyly adjust himself, but his mother noticed.
Amanda couldn't help but smile at seeing her impact on her son, sensing the intimate end was close.
"Kevin, I almost got fired today," Amanda lied, her boss now actually very happy with her performance, while remaining stoic.
"Really, why?" Kevin asked, surprised, knowing she was very good at the job now, his cock begging to be released from its fabric prison.
"Well, a few perverts are slyly touching my vagina and making me moan," she admitted, "plus, my nipples get hard so easily when touched sexually."
Kevin, sensing another naughty opportunity, asked, as he walked in front of her, "So you need to be able to be molested and not react?"
"Yes," she nodded.
"Do you want me to help you with this?" Kevin asked.
"Please," she agreed, watching as her son's hands went to her breasts. Unlike before when he slowly moved his hands over them, this time he cupped them.
Kevin couldn't believe he was being allowed to feel his mother's breasts, breasts he had fantasized about forever. He wanted to suck on her nipples, but instead gave a firm squeeze before moving behind her and slowly putting his hand on her back and guiding her forward to finally bend her over like he had wanted to since day one of this crazy mannequin play time.
Amanda, having given so many hints, was hoping he would take those hints and just flip up the skimpy skirt, tug down her thong and bury his cock in her pussy; but instead he slowly moved his hand over her ass, squeezing it firmly. Amanda barely held in a moan, the anticipation of more fogging her head.
Kevin pondered just asking her, 'Do you want me to fuck you?', but his shy, conservative demeanour rejected the lustful arrogant male persona that just wasn't him. Instead, he moved his hand nervously between his mother's legs and to her crotch for the first time. To his surprise, as his fingers touched her pussy, he felt wetness.
Amanda couldn't help it, she moaned loudly, her growing lust to be with her son only enhancing the pleasure. Shame briefly cascaded through her at allowing her son to touch her pussy, yet lust overpowered the shame as she instead wiggled slightly against his fingers.
Kevin acknowledged, "You definitely do need to work on this."
"I knooooow," Amanda whimpered, wishing he would slide his fingers beneath the thin fabric and finger fuck her.
His fingers lingered a few seconds before he suggested, "I think all this weekend I will test you."
"Okay," she agreed, feeling a sudden emptiness as his fingers moved away.
"Unfortunately, I am meeting up with Ryan tonight," Kevin reluctantly said, looking at the clock and realizing he was going to be late, annoyed he had already made plans. "Actually, I'm going to be late."



"Oh, okay," she said, more disappointment hitting her.
Kevin promised, "Trust me, I'll push you this weekend."
"Promises, promises," Amanda flirted, standing up and turning around to coyly smile at her son.
"Freeze," Kevin ordered.
Amanda obeyed.
Kevin put his hand back on her wet vagina and rubbed it slowly, wanting to get her sexually excited.
Amanda struggled not to moan, his confident expression turning her on even more, yet his unwillingness to just take complete control also frustrating her.
Kevin moved away and smiled, "Have a great night, Mom." He kissed her on the cheek and left her stewing in lust.
As soon as Amanda heard the front door close, she fell onto her son's bed and began frantically rubbing herself, coming in seconds. As she lay there completely spent, she wondered what more she had to do to make her son know, without a doubt, how much she wanted him.
.....
Saturday morning, Valentine's Day, Amanda dressed in only her underwear and a long man's button-up shirt as she made breakfast.
Kevin came in and his morning wood stayed awake as he ordered, "Freeze!"
Amanda smiled as she froze with a spatula in one hand and a pan in the other.
Kevin moved to her, took the items out of her hands, and hugged her. He then fondled her breasts and moved in so his lips were just brushing hers.
Amanda wanted to kiss him, to give in to the lust she had been feeling grow more and more each day until it was at the undeniable fever pitch it now was.
Kevin continued getting more brazen, squeezing his mother's breasts, almost kissing her, moving his hand to her vagina. Being confident, he moved his fingers inside his mom's panties.
Amanda moaned, the moment of intimacy finally at hand, waiting for her son's finger to slide inside her.
Kevin teased his mom's pussy while staring into her eyes looking for an invitation to do more.
Amanda was about to burst, the intense intimacy of the touches, the look of lust in his eyes, being so close to crossing the taboo, but unable to go all in.
Kevin decided to go for broke, and after a couple minutes of teasing her, put his other hand on her cheeks, moved in and gave his mother a deep, you're-not-just-my-mother, kiss, while continuing to tease her pussy.
She somehow remained still, although when his tongue parted her lips, she responded with tongue also. The kiss lasted minutes, both of them doing no more, no less, than kissing, his finger never going any further. Amanda couldn't believe how natural it felt, the weeks of waiting somehow further enhancing the moment. Kevin meanwhile couldn't believe this was happening. The whole time he was kissing her, exploring her mouth, he was wondering what he should do next.
Amanda suddenly felt a wave of guilt after a few minutes of kissing her son...she was committing incest. Feeling overwhelmed, she broke the kiss and stammered, "T-t-thanks for the practice."
Kevin nodded, "Sure thing, Mom," but felt like he had been punched in the gut. He was sure he had read the signs properly, and being rejected made him disillusioned with the whole thing.
They ate in relative silence, and then Kevin dejectedly prepared to leave for work his job at the mall.
Amanda felt guilt all breakfast both at her lustful desire for her son and for pushing him away seeing in his eyes the hurt the rejection had on him. Wanting to make it up to him, wanting to give him the ultimate Valentine's Day present, she suggested, "Kevin, let's celebrate Valentine's Day together tonight."
Kevin couldn't read his mom anymore. Before being pushed away today, he would have hoped that this meant crossing the line; what better day than Valentine's Day to show complete love for someone. Yet, now he wasn't so sure; but hoping it was still a possibility, he agreed tentatively, "Sure."
All day, Amanda replayed the past month; she replayed how increasingly intimate it had gotten; she replayed his hands on her breasts and his finger touching her pussy; lastly, she replayed the morning's kiss. In the end, the evidence was there and undeniable, without a doubt she wanted her son; she saw him as a man, a lover.
She decided she was going to go for the sexual kill, putting herself out there completely. She was going to make herself completely vulnerable by giving herself to her son. She went shopping and purchased red sexy lingerie: bra, thong and thigh high stockings.
She got into the outfit and laid on her son's bed waiting for him to get home.
Kevin came home feeling a mixture of excitement and trepidation. The look in his mother's eyes as he left gave him hope, yet being pushed away when he kissed her, albeit after a few minutes and a lot of passion, confused him.
Walking in the house, he closed the door and heard his Mom call out, "I'm in your room, honey."
Immediately, Kevin's cock hardened as he walked towards his room. Excited, praying he hadn't read all the signs wrong, he walked into his room to see his mother on all fours, on his bed, in all red lingerie.
She was staring at him and said, in her frozen state, "Happy Valentine's Day."
Kevin moved to his bed, all his fantasies washing through him at once. He said, "I think today we will really test your ability to stay frozen."
She replied, "Do whatever you want to me," stressing the word 'whatever, giving him complete permission to use her body.
He moved to her ass, barely covered by the thong that left nothing to the imagination, and squeezed her ass cheeks.
Amanda held in a moan, but couldn't hold back a yelp when after a few seconds he playfully slapped her ass.
He continued rubbing his mom's ass, especially where he had created a slight red mark. He then moved his finger down the crack of her ass and all the way to her pussy. He said, as he pulled her thin fabric aside, deciding it was time to cross the line, slid a finger inside her already very wet pussy, "Let's see if you have finally mastered staying frozen."
"Ohhhhh," she moaned, the anticipated pleasure too much to hold in.
"You're not being a very good statue today, Mom," he scolded, as he quickly pumped his finger into his mom's pussy.
"I'm a bad Mommmmmmmmy," she moaned, deciding to continue to give every hint of her willingness to commit the ultimate sin.
"I don't want you to get fired," he continued, furiously fingering her, hard enough she couldn't help but move. "You need to be able to stay frozen while getting stimulated."
"I know," she moaned again, "but it's so hard." After a moment, she added, wanting his cock in her mouth, "Maybe I need something in my mouth to keep me quiet."
Kevin froze himself, the offer of oral sex new to this crazy, kinky game. He asked, "Is that what Mommy wants, her mouth filled?"
"Yes, baby," she agreed, "Mommy desperately wants to have her mouth filled completely."
Kevin pulled his fingers out and moved in front of his mother. He picked her up and put her on the floor repositioning her on her knees, her face now directly in front of his crotch. Deciding to really enjoy the act, he put her hand on his zipper and then moved her hand. That was followed by moving her arms to tug his pants down and then his underwear.
Amanda's eyes got big. Her son's cock was long, hard and thick. Her mouth watered and automatically opened up ready to receive her son's cock.
Kevin looked down at his mom, her open mouth so inviting, but again hesitated. He was 99 percent sure they were both thinking the same thing, but deciding he wanted to be a 100 percent correct he asked, "Does Mommy mannequin still want her mouth filled?"
"God, yes," Amanda replied, the hard cock an inch from her waiting mouth.
Kevin moved forward and slid his cock inside his mom's mouth.
Amanda's panties instantly dampened the moment her mouth was full. She wanted to bob on the big hard cock, but remained frozen as instead her son began to fuck her mouth.
Kevin was in heaven. His greatest fantasy happening as he slowly moved his cock in and out of his mom's mouth. He knew he wasn't going to last long, the anticipation building for weeks, and after less than a couple of minutes of slow moving back and forth he was close to coming. He pulled out and asked, "Does Mommy mannequin swallow?"
"Mommy mannequin does whatever her son asks her to," she responded, wanting him to understand she was giving herself mind, body and soul to her son.
Kevin slid his cock back into her mouth, moving his cock faster. After just a few strokes, he groaned and declared, "Here it comes, Mommmmmmmmy."
Amanda hadn't swallowed cum in years, but like riding a bike you never forget the skill, and as the cum shot into her mouth she eagerly swallowed her son's seed.
Kevin continued slowly moving in and out until every last drop of his cum had been deposited. Pulling out, he lifted her back onto the bed, laid her onto her back and decided it was time to worship perfection.
Amanda lay there both vulnerable and excited; with the line now crossed, the guilt and trepidation dissipated completely.
Kevin lifted her right stocking-clad leg up and moved her foot to his lips. He sucked on each toe individually through the sheer silk stocking.
Amanda had never had her feet pleasured, other than a massage, and as she watched her son treat her with such tenderness, she fell even more in love with him.
Kevin replicated the attention on the other foot and then lowered her mother's legs back onto he bed. He then moved to her breasts and asked, like a gentleman considering he had just come in her mouth a few minutes ago, "Can I take your bra off, Mom?"
"Please do," Amanda asked, smiling at his tentativeness still, now that all the lack of clarity was gone.
Kevin pulled her up, awkwardly unclasped her bra and leaned her back down. He said, "I have wanted to see these like this forever."
Amanda, breaking character, responded, "Well, forever starts today."
Kevin smiled, "I love you, Mom," as he leaned down and took his mother's right nipple in her mouth.
"I love you, too, Kevin," she moaned, the pleasure of having her nipple sucked sending chills through her very being.
Kevin spent an eternity going back and forth between his mom's tits, before finally going to her neck and splattering her with kisses.
"Oh God, baby," she moaned, "you have found my weak spot."
"You are my weak spot," Kevin responded.
"You know just what to saaaaay," she whimpered, her body and mind going to mush.
He then slowly slithered his way, his tongue never breaking contact, between her breasts, swirling around her belly button and eventually reaching her sweet spot.
"Go ahead, baby," Amanda purred, "lick Mommy's pussy."
He didn't need any further encouragement as he leaned forward and began licking his mom's glistening pussy lips.
"God, yes, baby," she encouraged, "I've been waiting for this for so looong."
"Really?" Kevin asked, surprised to hear such a declaration.
"Yes, baby, I want you to be my son and lover," she continued, throwing her heart on her sleeve (that is, if she had been wearing any).
"Oh Mom," he groaned, his cock hard again as he continued licking her, her taste as perfect as he imagined it would be.
"Do you want to be my lover, baby?" she asked.
He said, between licks, "Mom, I want to be your everything."
"Oh yes, baby, I want your big cock in me now," she moaned, desperate to feel his cock inside her.
Those were the words he had been dreaming of forever and he quickly moved up, positioned his stiff cock at his mom's cunt and watched as it disappeared inside her.
"Oh yessssssss, Kevin, fuck Mommy," she moaned, as the final line was crossed.
"Oh God, Mommmm," he groaned, in awe of the reality that his cock was now buried in his dream woman, his mom.
"Now it's been a long time since Mommy's been fucked," she said, wrapping her legs around her son, "and I need it bad, baby. So please, fuck me hard."
"As you wish," he agreed, the words music to his ears. He began pumping his cock in and out of his mom's pussy.
"Oh yesssss, babbbby," she moaned, "Mommy loves your cock in her pussy." And she did...and now that she had crossed the line, she revelled in declaring it, in making it even more taboo by talking dirty.
"And I love fucking you, Mom," he grunted, watching in awe as his mother's body moved with each deep thrust; watching in awe at his mother's beautiful faces of pleasure; listening in awe to the naughty words coming out of his wholesome mother. Every fantasy he ever had about his mother had culminated in this moment, this reality and he didn't want it to ever end.
Amanda rubbed her clit, her long denied orgasm rising rapidly after just a couple of minutes of being fucked. She continued talking, wanting to hear him talk dirty too, "Oh yes, baby, tell me I'm your Mommy, your sexy, fuck toy Mommy."
Saying such words were out of his comfort zone, yet they flowed out of his mouth naturally as he continued fucking her, each hard forward thrust making slapping sounds. "You like my cock, Mommy? You like being pounded by your son?"
"Oh yes, honeyyyyy, more, more," she begged, frantically rubbing her clit, euphoria imminent.
"Come for me Mommy, come all over your son's hard dick," he continued, wanting to make her come, to get her off.
"Oh yes, yes, I want to be your slut, baby, yes, yes, your Mommy slut," Amanda babbled, so close.
"Come now, Mommy, come like the Mommy slut you are, my Mommy slut," he demanded, sensing she needed to be talked dirty to so she could reach orgasm.
"Yessssss, you Mother fuckkkkkkkkkkkker," she screamed as the eruption finally hit her, creating tremors and pulsations that hit every inch of her body.
Kevin continued fucking her, watching her scream and orgasm which somehow made her even more beautiful and made his balls begin to boil for a second time.
"Oh yes, baby," she moaned, staring into his eyes and sensing he was close too. "Fill Mommy's cunt with your cum baby, I want to feel you spray your seed deep in me."
"Oh God, Mommyyyyyy," he whimpered, loving every filthy word out of her mouth.
"You want to come in Mommy," she asked coyly before giving a second option, "Or would you rather come all over Mommy's face?"
He had never done such a naughty act, another fantasy of his and he grunted, taking control again, as he pulled out, got off the bed and ordered, "Get on your knees."
She quickly obeyed, loving a man who knew what he wanted, and opened her mouth just in time to have him shove it in.
He roughly fucked her face, dying to cum, and loving the loud slobbering sounds coming from his mother.
Desperately close, he pulled out and began furiously pumping his cock.
"Oh yes, you sexy mother fucking stud, come all over your Mommy's face," she begged, her dirty talk the last straw to his orgasm.
His cum rocketed out and coated her face hitting her hair, forehead, nose, lips and mouth.
"That's it baby, coat Mommy's face," she purred, as one last stream hit her, forgetting just how warm cum was when it splattered on her face.
"So good," he groaned, looking down at his mother, her face covered with his sticky white stuff.
"Agreed," she purred, as she scooped up some cum off her chin and put it in her mouth, while never breaking eye contact with her handsome son.
"I can't believe we did it," he said, the reality of their incestuous act finally hitting him now that he was thinking with the head on top of his neck.
"I can't believe we waited this long," she countered, taking his cock back in her mouth. She had no regrets even after the act was done. She loved her son and this was the most intimate way to show it.
"You're insatiable," he moaned, as she deep throated his cock.
"You're young and have lots of stamina," she pointed out, taking his cock out of her mouth and standing up. Looking into his eyes, she asked, "You don't regret it, do you?"
"God no," he said, "I am just still in awe of it all."
"Good, because Mommy expects this to be a regular thing," she declared, "in fact, I hope you plan to sleep in my bed tonight."
"Mom, I plan to sleep in our bed every night," he corrected, stressing the word 'our'.
"Well, you are the man of the house," she smiled.
"I love you, Mom," he said gently.
"I love you too, son," she replied.
They both looked into each other's eyes and saw infinity. Tonight was the beginning of their infinity. They both leaned forward and kissed each other knowing that they were no longer just mother and son...yet they were still mother and son.
THE END
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Bimbo-fying Superchick
SUPERCHICK HAS BEEN CAPTURED
A big cock slid in and out of her tight pussy, while her moans were muffled by the big stiff rod in her mouth.
"That's it Superchick," a voice teased, "You are such a good little slut."
Superchick moaned in agreement as she bobbed up and down on the cock in her mouth craving his hot seed, which coated her throat seconds later. Once she had swallowed all the unknown man's seed, she allowed it to slide out of her mouth. Her moans increased and she screamed, "Oh yes, fuck my pussy, fuck my tight cunt, oh God yes, yeeeeeees, I'm coming, Master."
Superchick was jolted awake at the word 'Master', her fingers pumping in and out of her pussy. She quickly stopped playing with herself and looked at the clock, 8:30. She must have fallen asleep while watching the evening news. It had been a long day and trying to calm herself down, and put these dreams which were getting more frequent of late out of her head, she went to have a bubble bath.
While in the sudsy water, she tried to figure out who was the man who had been infiltrating her dreams. She never saw his face, only saw his big cock and heard his powerful voice. The eighteen-year-old virgin was tormented by these dreams as she strongly believed in the purity of the superhero. She must remain unstained...she must remain pure. Any such corruption could weaken her senses and make her vulnerable. As she finally calmed her vagina down, she sensed someone in crisis.
Frantic she hopped out of the tub, quickly got into her patent pink leotard, black skirt, pink belt, black heeled boots, mocha pantyhose and trademark pink cape. She cursed, well cursed for Superchick, "Darn it, I forgot my panties." She began to remove her leotard when she felt the urgency of a girl in crisis.
She flew quickly to the rescue and arrived in an abandoned building; 'why is it always an abandoned building?' she thought to herself. Once inside, she saw a damsel in distress and flew towards her. Suddenly, she felt darts hit her in the leg and back. Instantly, she felt weak, off balance and began to quickly descend. As she helplessly fell, she felt weak and dizzy and....
*****
"Superchick," an attractive blonde villain purred to the tied-up superhero.
Suddenly awake, Superchick tried to break free and was shocked when she was unable to free herself. She also had some sort of gag in her mouth so she couldn't speak.
"You can't break free this time," the evil blonde smugly announced with a devious laugh.
Superchick desperately tried to hide her frustration by being cocky, looking at the two villains, neither of whom she recognized, although from the look of their outfits they were definitely members of The Plague, the most despicable crime organization in America.
"You see," the female villain began, "You have thwarted us for the last time. We have implanted a mind chemical contraption chip in your head. Your powers are gone...forever."
The male villain, an attractive man no more than twenty-three, finally spoke, "Unless, I turn it off with this remote control."
Superchick desperately attempted to fight back, refusing to believe her powers were gone, desperately trying to break the restraints she had broken so many times in the past, and trying to figure out a way to get that remote control.
The pretty blonde villain explained, "You see, we have glorious plans for you."
The well-built male chuckled, as he unbuckled his pants, "That is a pleasant way to put it."
Superchick's eyes went wide as she suddenly realized what he had planned. As his cock came into view, Superchick gasped into the gag. It was the same cock that had been pleasuring her night after night in her dreams. Uncontrollably, her vagina tingled. Superchick was mortified at her indecent reaction during her perilous situation.
"Scarlet, come and get me ready."
The blonde sauntered over and smiled at the helpless Superhero, dropping to her knees, "Don't worry, Superchick, you will have plenty of opportunities to slobber over this 'Super' cock."
Superchick watched the voyeuristic show as the blonde bobbed back and forth on the big cock. As much as Superchick wanted to be repulsed by the scene, she could feel a growing wetness down below. She closed her eyes to avoid watching anymore.
Suddenly, Superchick felt hands pawing at her leotard as it was cut open with scissors. She opened her eyes and demanded, "Stop that right now."
The villains laughed as they ignored Superchick's protests. Instead Scarlet ripped the helpless superhero's pantyhose at the crotch. "The superhero slut isn't even wearing panties," Scarlet laughed.
"Excellent," the now completely naked male villain said, "I knew she would be hot to trot."
"And she is dripping wet," Scarlet added, her finger sliding easily between Superchick's glistening pussy lips.
Superchick moaned into the gag against her will.
"She is fucking revved up and ready to go, Billy" Scarlet announced, as the big-cocked villain moved between Superchick's legs.
Superchick adamantly shook her head no as Billy asked, "Does Superchick want to say something?"
Scarlet took the gag out of Superchick's mouth and Superchick instantly pleaded, "Please don't do this, I am a virgin."
"Fuck-off," Scarlet gasped. "I didn't know anyone was still a virgin at eighteen."
"Sweet, I get to pop Superchick's cherry," Billy announced, his cock slowly rubbing up and down her pussy lips.
Superchick continued begging, "Please, don't do this."
Ignoring the young girl's desperate plea, Billy buried his cock in her pussy.

Superchick let out a loud, "Noooooooooooo," which was a mixture of refusal and yet a clear indication of pleasure she couldn't deny. In her mind, she fought the urge to enjoy the pleasure her vagina was feeling. Each thrust by the violator had her vagina betraying her more and more. She desperately tried to fight the urge to enjoy the building feeling inside her. But the harder he pumped his cock in her wet cunt, the weaker Superchick's resistance became. Eventually she could no longer fight the pleasure and soft moans escaped her lips.
Scarlet laughed, "The slut is enjoying being fucked."
Billy grunted, "Her cunt is so fucking tight."
Superchick, although unable to resist the pleasurable sensation flowing through her body, still tried to beg for him to stop. "Please stop raping me."
Scarlet laughed spitefully, "You seem to be enjoying it to me."
Billy ordered, "Shut her up. Why don't you straddle her and give her the privilege of her first pussy-pleasing experience?"
"That is a great idea," Scarlet concurred. "Have you ever eaten cunt before?"
"God, no," Superchick gasped as she realized this horrific situation was actually going to get worse. She watched helplessly as the pretty girl undressed, climbed onto the bed, straddled the bound superhero's face and lowered her pussy. The cock thrusting in and out of her now very wet vagina was a great distraction that was giving her pleasure she had never felt before. She tried to resist it, but felt helpless against the sweet pleasure.
Scarlet ordered, "If you know what is good for you, you'll lick my pussy, or you will suffocate as I fuck myself on your face."
Superchick stared at the hairy vagina directly in front of her, the intoxicating scent swarming her senses. She hesitated briefly and just as Scarlet began to lower her vagina onto her face, she began licking. It was awkward in her restrained position, but she licked the hairy vagina. It took a bit but she made a path through the pubic hair and began licking the evil girl's wet vaginal lips. The taste while not amazing, was also not repulsive. Superchick simply closed her eyes and attempted to get the criminal off as quickly as she could. As she licked, there was an undeniable building of her own orgasm which she was unable to control. With each deep thrust into her wet vagina, her moans increased until finally her body betrayed her completely and she orgasmed, screaming into Scarlet's vagina.
"Fuck, the slut is flooding out like a dam just broke," Billy laughed.
Scarlet added, "Well you just broke her dam I imagine."
Humiliated, Superchick just wanted to get it over with and began frantically licking the villain's pussy.
Scarlet's moans began to increase too as she purred, "I think we got ourselves a very good little cunt- licker."
"A super cunt-licker," Billy added, his cock still pumping in and out of the no longer virgin.
"Super indeeeeeeeed," Scarlet moaned, as her orgasm exploded out of her and her juice coated the humiliated superhero's face.
Billy began huffing and puffing too as he asked, "Should I cum in her cunt?"
"Yes, fill the slave with your seed. Maybe you can knock her up and we can have some super villain babies," Scarlet replied, laughing.
Superchick bucked as best she could, demanding, "Don't you dare cum in me, don't you dare."
But her adamant demand was ignored as Billy coated her pussy walls with his seed. "Aaaaaaah, take my cum, slut, it is the first of many times you will take my cum."
"Nooooooooooo," Superchick screamed, mortified and suddenly petrified that she could get pregnant.
Pulling out of the superhero, Billy tapped his cock on her clit and Superchick twitched on contact. Billy laughed, "The so-called virgin slut is still horny."
"She's not a virgin anymore," Scarlet pointed out as she crawled off the bound hero's face.
"I just took Superchick's virginity. Imagine that. Wait till I tell the gang," Billy beamed.
"And I was her first pussy she pleased," Scarlet smiled, moving between Superchick's legs. Leaning in close, she said, "Hmmm, Superchick do you need to come again?"
"Noooooo," Superchick replied, still very horny, but not wanting to even remotely give the criminal pair any sort of satisfaction.
Scarlet licked Superchick's pussy, the taste a mixture of pussy juice and cum. "Hmmmm."
Superchick let out a small yelp, unable to control the pleasure.
"She likes it, she really likes it," Scarlet mocked, sucking Superchick's clit into her mouth.
"Aaaaaah," Superchick screamed, the intense pleasure more than she could handle.
Scarlet swirled her tongue around the superhero's swollen clit and slid two fingers inside the superhero's sticky pussy.
No matter how much Superchick tried to ignore the growing pleasure, she could not and eventually she just gave in to the sin, allowing the experienced girl to pleasure her pussy. Slight pulsations tremored through her body, and her second orgasm was inevitable. As soon as the girl hooked her fingers inside Superchick's vagina and found her g-spot, Superchick screamed, "Oh myyyyyyyy God," as she passed out.
RESISTANCE IS FUTILE
When Superchick awoke, she was in a different, windowless room and no longer restrained. She was also dressed again completely in her Superchick costume; she tried to use her superpowers, but they were still not working. She cursed to herself, unable to see an obvious way out of this current predicament.
She felt weak and slightly dishevelled as she replayed the events of yesterday in her mind. Tears began to stream down her face as she remembered being raped and sadly coming from it. She was brought back to the present when a TV came on and she saw her arch nemesis The Producer. His dark voice sent chills down her spine; of course, he would be responsible for her capture.
"Superchick, or should I say Sara Zord? I have waited a long time for this, a long, long, time."
Superchick panicked at her secret identity being discovered. How could he know? Hiding her inner panic, she responded, "Let me go."
The Producer laughed hard. "Oh Sara, don't you see you are no longer Superchick. I took your super abilities away, oh sure, I could give them back, but that isn't going to happen, at least not until you're properly trained to be my bimbo-slut super-villain. No, no, you are just a pretty, 18-year-old girl now. Nothing more, nothing less."
"If I am no longer a threat, let me go," Sara demanded, her frustration building.
The Producer apologized, "Sorry about last night. Those two were not supposed to do that to you. They have been punished for their disobedience."
The TV cut to Billy, the bastard who stole her virginity, getting fucked in the ass by the robot Matrix-Prime. Sara gasped in shock and yet a slight smile crossed her face at seeing justice served. Just as quickly her smile disappeared as she felt guilty for her negative thought. It then switched to Scarlet. She was in a dog kennel, with a leash, outside, naked.
The screen returning to the hooded Director, he explained, "You see, Sara, my organization runs on structure, on discipline, on unquestionable loyalty, on obedience. You too will soon learn these things."
"What, I will never," Superchick began.
"Never say never, Sara. I have learned everything eventually happens. Plus, I was told I could never stop you, yet here I am and here you are."
"I will get out of here," Sara confidently predicted.
"Oh you silly girl. You have a chemical contraception in your head I concocted just for you; you have no powers anymore. You are my captive and your training starts now."
"Training?" Sara questioned as the TV screen went black briefly and then came back on and Sara was suddenly watching her rape.
The video played on a constant loop for hours, with full sound, driving Sara nuts. She went through a variety of emotions. At first she was mortified having to relive the horrifying ordeal again, followed by anger at having her precious virginity stolen from her so harshly, followed by tears as the black and white reality of her helpless situation became crystal clear and lastly by frustration that her vagina was somehow begging for attention. This led back to being mortified at the reality that she was horny at all. The hours ticked by and Sara continued to refuse the growing temptation to relieve her building desire to touch herself.
She closed her eyes.
She used the thin pillow to cover her ears.
She screamed to silence her moans from the video.
She cried until no more tears remained.
She moved her hand away from her vagina just before she touched herself.
Suddenly, The Producer's voice returned. Once you bring yourself to orgasm, I will shut off the video. Give in to your desires, Sara. Resistance is futile...we have released the sleeping sin that was inside you and there is no turning back. You crave the pleasure you felt yesterday; your mind is denying it...fighting it with all your might...yet your cunt...your sweet tight cunt...is begging for attention, pleading for release...."
Sara was a nervous wreck. The continuous video was driving her crazy, The Producer was right her vagina was twitching, begging for attention and yet there was no way she could give in. Giving in would show weakness. Another hour passed by, then another, as Sara continued to focus on fighting her wanton desires. She reminisced to her many heroic moments and convinced herself that this was just another heroic moment.
She was startled when a tray slid through a slot in the bottom of the door. Sara went over to it. It was a sandwich, soup, milk and a vibrator.
The Producer's voice again echoed through her small prison. "You must be famished by now, both your belly and your cunt. So here is something to satisfy both."
Superchick roared, "How do I know these aren't poisoned?"
The Producer laughed, "If I wanted you dead, my pretty, you would be dead already. Oh no, no, I have much bigger plans for you. Grand plans. The promise remains. Once you have fucked yourself to an orgasm, I will shut off this video...unless you want it to stay on."
"Damn you," Superchick roared, "Why are you doing this?"
"Why? Partly because I can; partly because you have cost me a lot of money with your morally right heroism; partly because you are fucking hot and I look forward to turning you into a eager bimbo slut who obeys my every command; and, partly because you will make a great ally in my quest for world domination."
"That will never happen," Superchick confidently retorted.
"We will see, my pretty, we will see," he ominously replied. "Now back to our regularly scheduled program."
The video of Superchick's rape returned and she collapsed on the bed. Famished, she eventually grabbed the sandwich and ate it. She drank the milk and slowly sampled the soup. She ignored the slick pink vibrator even though the tingling down below was screaming for attention.
The videotape looped three more times before Sara began to show signs of weakening again. She thought to herself: if I just quickly cum I will be thinking straight again and this damn video will be shut off. Just as quickly her conscious argued: don't you dare weaken now. This debate in her mind continued through another loop, her left hand slowly slithering towards her wanton flesh just inches away from touching herself.
The video suddenly changed to a hardcore porno of a girl getting fucked hard. The girl's screams were loud, ecstatic screams of unbridled pleasure and Sara's vagina began to leak without being touched. The 18-year-old was unable to take her eyes off the screen and without even mentally knowing it, her fingers reached her vagina and she mindlessly began to finger herself. Her eyes glued to the couple fucking as she furiously pumped one, then two fingers inside her burning vagina. Her moans echoed in the small room as she let herself go. After hours of simmering near the surface, it took less than a minute for her vagina to boil over and she screamed as her orgasm quaked her entire being. As she collapsed onto the bed, the screen went blank and silence finally filled the room.
Once the orgasm faded, Sara cursed herself and her weakness.
The Producer in the room next door smiled, it had taken longer than expected, but she broke down. He edited the video briefly and then sent it to a free porn site that would upload it ASAP and by tomorrow the whole world would see Superchick on a bed, in her uniform masturbating to a porn film.
The Producer gloated to himself as he updated his master plan. His elaborate plan for Superchick was under way:
1. Capture Superchick. (Check)
2. Implant chemical contraption in her. (check)
3. Implant experimental drug in her blood stream that weakens her moral fibre mental capacity with each orgasm until she is an insipid bimbo. (check)
4. Make her masturbate and tape it. (Check)
5. Discredit Superchick. (In process)
6. Begin bimbo slut training. (Tomorrow)
7. Make her my eager submissive slut (in early process).
8. Make her a Super-villain (in early process).
The video now off, Superchick sighed relieved to have silence. The rest of the evening she was alone in the room with lots of time to consider her predicament and pray that Superdude was looking for her.
ORGASM CONTROL
Unknown to Superchick, by the next morning, the video had gone viral and the top headlines around the world were about the fallen eighteen-year-old hero.
Superchick was awakened to find herself again bound and helpless, but this time in a much more humiliating position. As she looked down she saw she was completely naked, her legs were spread wide open and a strange contraption with a dildo was just touching her vagina.
Suddenly, The Producer's voice started her. "Good morning, Superslut."
Instantly the blonde superhero was angry. "Let me go, the others must be looking for me by now."
"Oh trust me, you are the talk of the town," The Producer chuckled.



Sara noticed his ominous tone and asked tentatively already sensing something was wrong, "What do you mean?"
"It is better if you just see for yourself," The Producer answered.
"What?" Superchick asked just as the TV turned back on. Instantly the news was on and Superchick gasped. She watched the horrifying story about the fall of Superchick.
The reporter spoke, as a picture of Sara's face in what was clearly orgasmic bliss was in the corner, "We cannot show the tape because of its explicit shocking content, but let's just say that the video shows our young heroine in a very, very compromising situation... with herself."
"Noooo," Sara screamed, furious and demoralized, as she desperately tried to break free of her chains.
The Producer laughed. "Sara, it is futile. Your conditioning is beginning now."
"What conditioniiiiiiiiing," she began to ask as her pussy was suddenly filled by the dildo.
Another laugh from The Producer. "Bimbo making and orgasm control, my slut to be. Have a good day, Superchick, or should I say, Superslut?"
The voice disappeared and Sara was left with the TV switched from her scandal to a porn movie. She screamed, "Let me gooooooo," just as the dildo forcefully filled her again.
For the next hour the dildo pumped into Superchick exactly every ten seconds, sat inside her for three seconds and pulled back out, before repeating the mind numbing, cunt teasing cycle. The consistency was a constant tease that had Sara in a state of perpetual almost orgasm that drove her more and more nuts as time went by.
Sara had no idea how long the dildo teased her before The Producer's voice returned. "How are you, my pet?"
"I am not your fucking pet," Sara snapped.
"Tisk, tisk, such hostility, my dear," The Producer teased, "That is not how a Superhero talks."
"Let me goooo," Sara demanded, as the dildo plunged back into her.
"Do you want to come?" The Producer asked.
"No," Sara stubbornly answered, lying.
"It looks like you do," The Producer replied.
"Fuck you," Superchick snapped.
"All in good time, my pet," The Producer volleyed back, a confidence that only added to Sara's anger.
"I will never break," Sara spit back out, venom in each word.
"We will see," The Producer said. "By the way here is your breakfast."
A moment later, three men entered the room naked. Each walked over to Superchick and began pumping their cocks.
"What, no?" Sara gasped.
"I wouldn't refuse your breakfast, it is all you are going to get this morning and trust me it is at least full of protein," The Producer informed in his usual monotone voice.
Sara closed her mouth and eyes as the three men pumped their cocks. There was no way she was going to have cum for breakfast. Again time became irrelevant as the dildo continued its constant tease. Keeping her mouth shut during each forceful thrust was difficult, but she was determined to outlast the maniacal villain. She heard a grunt and seconds later felt the disgusting cum hit her closed lips and her face, surprisingly warm. She cursed to herself for her predicament as she was treated like a cheap slut. Another minute later, a second load hit her face covering her in cum. She refused to open her eyes, praying the humiliation was soon going to be over, but then felt a cock on her lips.
"Open up, slut," the firm voice ordered.
Sara shook her head.
"Your loss, you stupid fucking cunt," the voice ridiculed and a third load of sticky white goo soon exploded all over the helpless teenage superhero.
Sara was burning with anger but refused to open her mouth. Soon she heard the door close and assumed she was alone. She opened her eyes and learned she was right, she was alone again. She sighed at her predicament and the fact that her face was coated with cum. To make matters worse, she couldn't opened her mouth without getting cum in it.
The door opened again and Sara heard the clicking of what had to be heels. A chubby brunette with a camera said, "Say cheese, Superchick."
The first flash occurred before Sara could respond and she opened her mouth, accidentally allowing cum to go in as she protested, "Please, don't."
The camera flashed and flashed and yet again Sara was helpless against the humiliation.
Just as quickly as the woman came, she left and Sara was again alone, but now with the taste of cum in her mouth. The dildo in her cunt continued to keep her horny, yet not close enough to orgasm.
The next hour ticked by with excruciating slowness as the constant pattern drove Sara nuts. She could literally feel herself weakening, willing to do anything to cum and stop the mind-numbing repetitive torture.
Finally, the mundane consistency was changed when the door again opened and the three men returned naked. They proceeded to again pump their cocks in front of the growingly frustrated superhero.
The Producer's voice returned. "Sara, you refused breakfast the first time. We will call this brunch. I highly suggest you eat this time. You are going to be there for a while."
Sara weakly pleaded, "Please stop this."
A laugh echoed through the speakers. "Oh, Sara, this is just the beginning."
The men stroking their cocks laughed also.
"I need water," Sara countered, "I feel dehydrated."
"Well, have your brunch and I will give you all the water you need, my pet," The Producer promised.
Sara cursed to herself. The constant dildo going in and out of her vagina was mentally exhausting, but it had also completely dehydrated her. She was hungry, thirsty and horny, a terrible frustrating mixture that led to her accepting her brief fate. She opened her mouth and waited for the disgusting cum that was bound to follow.
"Good girl," one of the men said.
Sara closed her eyes again, resigning herself to her humiliating fate. A minute later, without warning, the first sprays of cum hit her straight in the mouth and she allowed it to glide down her throat and into her famished belly. Before she had time to think, another grunt came and a second full load of cum was shot in her still open mouth. Oddly, Sara couldn't believe how the cum seemed to warm her belly and satisfy her in ways she could not explain...but she blamed her bound situation for the strange erotic satisfaction.
Sara felt her head turned sideways and the last man ordered, "Suck my cock, slut."
Sara's mouth was suddenly full of cock and she just tried not to gag as the ruthless stranger used her mouth savagely. Thankfully, in only a couple of minutes Sara felt the hot stream of cum fill her mouth. She swallowed it all and finally her temporary humiliation was complete.
The man pulled his cock out of her and said, as he patted her head, "Good cocksucker," as if he was praising a dog.
Sara snapped, "Fuck you."
"All in good time," he chuckled, his foreboding tone sending a nervous chill up Sara's back, just like the Producer had earlier.
A minute later, The Producer kept his word when the girl who had earlier taken Superchick's cum covered face photograph came in with bottles of water. "Lean up," the woman said.
Sara obeyed dying of thirst and hoping to get rid of the aftertaste of three loads of cum. Sara opened her mouth and the woman poured the water in. So helpless she couldn't even drink water on her own only enhanced the frustration inside the superhero. Over a couple of minutes, Sara finished a whole bottle of water before the woman again left leaving the superhero alone yet again.
Another hour slowly ticked by as the cock continued its slow in and out torment of the superhero. Sara tried to think about better times, but it was getting harder and harder as her pussy was begging for orgasmic release but was unable to achieve it.
Again the click of heels was heard by a near delirious Sara. "Lunch time, slut," a voice said.
Sara opened her eyes to see a different woman, naked who proceeded to climb on top of her and lower her cunt onto the bound superhero's face.
At first Sara lay there disgusted and refusing to do anything until she heard the stranger say, "Either lick me to orgasm or I will suffocate you, you dumb bitch."
Realizing her helpless predicament yet again, Sara reluctantly began licking. Much to her surprise, the taste was rather pleasant, which she figured was because she was famished and not in her usual state of mind because of the fucking dildo moving in and out of her. The bound superhero licked and licked suddenly hungry for more. So immersed on fulfilling her hunger, she forgot what she was doing. After a few minutes of licking, her face was suddenly sprayed with an excessive amount of juice. She opened her mouth trying to get as much of the sweet nectar as possible.
A minute later, the stranger climbed off and said, "Apparently you enjoy pussy over cock, slut."
It was just another humiliating slap in the face for the superhero. The scent of the stranger lingered long after as some pussy juice was in her nose after the rough treatment.
Another hour ticked by at a snails' pace, the constant tease driving Sara crazy before a woman came in and gave Sara more water.
Sara no longer knew how many hours had passed, she had become immune to the constant moaning sounds coming from the screen and she was mentally exhausted. Her desire to come overwhelmed any other desires, the hours of constant stimulation breaking her resistance down.
The Producer's voice finally returned and was a good break in the monotone of the abuse Sara was currently suffering. "Do you want to come, my pet?"
"I am not your pet," Sara snapped, not willing to bow down to the bastard.
"You are a stubborn one aren't you, slut?" The Producer accused, the machine suddenly speeding up as the dildo began pumping in and out of the superhero's cunt.
"I am not a sluuuut," the weak superhero yelled, suddenly distracted by the enhanced pleasure, her concentration broke, her orgasm began building past the point of no return.
"Come for me my super slut, my submissive pet, my slave," The Producer riddled derogatory terms at her.
"Dammiiiiit," Sara screamed, unable to stop the tidal wave that was crashing down on her. As soon as her orgasm hit her mind blanked as she felt a pleasure unlike any other, a pleasure she didn't want to end.
The Producer's laughter a minute later, brought Sara back to her harsh reality, even as he body trembled. "One down, a few to go, my pet."
Sara cursed at again being unable to resist her own carnal desires, the evil laughter of The Producer only frustrating her more.
"This video will be a big seller," The Producer said.
The machine continued pumping in and out of the bound superhero, not allowing the orgasm to completely subside, as a second orgasm began to build, like wave after wave crashing into the shore.
Sara couldn't believe how good the orgasm was and how the continual pleasure was continuing to bring her pleasure she had never felt before. She lost track of how many orgasms quaked through her body.
Finally, her body near exhaustion, her binds magically unlocked and Sara stood up and then fell to the floor, her legs weak from the hours of being strapped spread open.
Through the door opening, a couple bottles of water appeared and Sara crawled to them and eagerly downed the whole first bottle without breathing.
The Producer's voice returned, "Did you enjoy yourself, slave?"
"No," Sara snapped, denying the cold hard reality that she just had the most intense orgasms, and the first multiple orgasms, of her life.
"The video begs to differ, my pet," The Producer retorted, his tone clearly amused.
"I, like, had no control over my body," Sara screamed at the voice.
"It's already beginning," The Producer announced.
"What is?" Sara glared.
"You'll see," The Producer chuckled. "Tomorrow we will continue your training."
Looking at his check list, The Producer was giddy with excitement. He had accomplished number 5 (discredit Superchick), and the last three on the list were well on their way to fruition, the bimbo slut training working faster than he anticipated.
Tomorrow, he would have to make sure she had multiple orgasms again as patience was not one of his virtues. He wanted her completely bimbo-fied ASAP.
Sara desperately tried to stay awake not wanting to wake up bound again, as she wracked her brain trying to figure a way out of her humiliating predicament. She needed to get her bearings so she could fight the evil plan of The Producer and thus had to refrain from submitting sexually. That said, her head was in a fog, unable to think straight. Unfortunately, the day had taken its toll and eventually she drifted off to sleep.
The Producer smiled as he had the biggest surprise yet coming tomorrow.
Meanwhile, across town, Superdude had hit rock bottom getting drunk for the first time in his life. Josie Blaine, his beautiful wife, had been missing for a month and he had not been able to locate her even with all his powers. But after seeing the video of his sister's sexual humiliation. He knew instantly that whoever had Sara also had his wife. Furious at himself for putting the two women he cared about in danger, frustrated that he hadn't been able to find them and devastated at what had happened to Sara and what assumedly had happening to his wife, he called the League of Heroes.
A Stunning Surprise
Sara woke up sitting on a Sybian, her arms and legs bound to keep her in position, again in her Superchick outfit and a buzzing inside her cunt.
She screamed, "Like, what is going on here."
A moment later, a female voice in the bubbliest voice ever came over the intercom, "Good moooooorning, Sara."
"Who are you? Like, help me, please," Sara pleaded, the voice seemingly familiar, praying this woman would have some compassion.
"Sure," the voice said, and a moment later the buzzing in Sara's cunt increased ten-fold.
"Shiiiiiit, noooooo," Sara whimpered, as an intense pleasure hit her vagina.
"Shiiiiiiit, yes," the voice mocked with a giggle. "Master has, like, accelerated your training, you silly thing."
"Noooo, please help me," Sara begged.
"Master is helping you," the voice replied.
"I knooooow you," Sara moaned, the familiar voice driving her nuts, as was the buzzing in my pussy.
"Of course you do silly," the voice giggled, "we are like besties."
"Josie?" Sara finally gasped, recognizing Superdude's wife's voice.
"No, silly goose, it's Jojo now," the voice giggled.
"What has happened to yooou?" Sara moaned against her will, as she tried to understand how one of the smartest and strongest women she knew ended up sounding like a complete ditz.
The Producer's voice interrupted the conversation. "We may have overdone it with her training, she is pretty much completely incompetent now. Have a snack, slut."
"Oh thank you, Master," Jojo eagerly replied as the TV came on and Sara saw a now blonde Josie, her brother's wife, bobbing on the biggest cock she had ever seen.
"What did you doooo to her?" Sara snapped, assuming that he had brainwashed her somehow and made her his slut.
"I traaaaained her," The Producer mocked before adding, "Like I am doing to you as we speak. Are you close to coming, my dear?"
"Noooo," Sara lied, the orgasm bound to come whether she wanted it or not.
"Reeeeeally," The Producer again mocked. "You see I have injected you with a mind control drug that slowly turns you into a bimbo. It is triggered each time you orgasm."
"Yooou can't, like, be serious," Sara gasped, fear taming the orgasm that had been rising.
"Like, yes I am," The Producer mocked.
Sara suddenly realized she had been saying 'like' on occasion and gasped.
"Aaaah, clarity hits the bimbo to be," The Producer chuckled.
"Please, stop," Sara pleaded.
"I no longer have control over your fate, you do. You only get dumber and conversely sluttier with each orgasm. Resist the temptation to come and you will continue to be in control of your mental state," The Producer informed her.
"Fuck you, you fucking bastard," Sara blasted.
"Sounding like a bimbo already," he laughed, before adding, "have fun, Superchick, let's see how strong you really are resisting the temptation to give in to your carnal desires."
His voice disappeared and again porn was on the TV. This time Sara was forced to watch or, at the very least, listen to Josie Blaine being gangbanged by at least a dozen men and seemingly loving it.
Over the intercom, The Producer said, "Pretty soon Sara that will be you too."
"Neeeeever," Sara screamed back closing her eyes, unable to watch her friend be debased in such a way.
"Never say never," The Producer said, "your friend Jojo said the same thing when she thought her hero would save her."
"Damn yooooooooooooou," Sara moaned, as the toy in her continued pleasing her.
"Have fun," he laughed. "I got to finish feeding Jojo her morning snack, don't I, my pet?"
"Hmmm, yes Master," Jojo purred back.
"Be strong, Josie," Sara yelled.
"Don't be so silly, Master knows best," Josie replied before Sara heard slurping sounds.
"Good luck resisting," The Producer said.
The next hour Sara fought every urge to just let go and come, the buzzing inside her bringing continual pleasure. Again getting thirsty, Sara begged, "Water, I need water."
A moment later Josie Blaine came in with water dressed in pigtails, pink thigh highs, five inch heels and nothing else, except the nipple clamps that showcased her 38D breasts, much larger since the breast enhancements courtesy of The Producer.
"Josie, like, what happened to you?" Sara asked, cursing herself for using the word like.
"Master saved me," she shrugged, as she reached her sister-in-law by marriage and began pouring water in Sara's mouth.
Sara was silenced briefly as she was re-hydrated.
Once the bottle was done, Josie said, "Hmmmm, Jojo is here to help."
Sara watched stunned as her brother's feminist wife bent down and began licking Sara's pussy. "God no, Josie, don't."
Josie giggled, "There is no Josie here, only Jojo."
"Fine, Jojo, please stop," Sara pleaded, Josie's tongue on her clit making it impossible to control herself from the orgasm that had been simmering forever.
"Don't be silly, I love to help," Josie said with a giggle, never quitting pleasuring her sister-in-law's clit.
Sara whimpered, her sister-in-law's tongue feeling so good after all the teasing. Feeling her orgasm rise, she begged, "Please no more, I, like, am going to, like, come hard, fuck."
"Of course you are, silly," Jojo giggled, "Sara needs to come."
"Noooooo, I can't come," Sara tried to rationalize, desperate to make her predicament clear to the once proud woman.
"I will fix that," Jojo promised and put extra pressure on Sara's clit.
That was the straw that broke the camel's back as Sara, unable to control the internal inferno inside her, screamed, "Noooooooooo, fuuuuuuck, yooou made me coooooooome."
Josie kept licking savoring the bound girl's sweet nectar.
Once the orgasm had completely finished its course, Jojo stood up and said, "Hmmmm, Jojo likey."
The Producer's voice chuckled as he said, "This should be another best seller online."
Sara snapped as she threatened, "When I get out of this I am like going to make you pay."
"Insubordination, I can't have that from one of my bimbos," he scolded, and instantly Sara felt her bound arms being pulled up and then suddenly she was dropped back down.
"Nooooo," Sara moaned as her body slammed back onto the vibrating pleasure stick.
"Keep licking her Jojo, she is your lunch," The Producer said.
"Yes, Master," the once famous reporter replied as if in a submissive trance, falling to her knees again and awkwardly licking the young girl's clit. A moment later she giggled, "This is soooo yummy for my tummy,"



"No, don't you dare Josie," Sara demanded.
"Me not Josie, me Jojo," the now blonde haired beauty said while continuing to fulfill her Master's task.
"Damn it, you are Josie Blaine, wife of Superduuuuuuuuuuuude," Sara explained and moaned as her body again landed with full force onto the pleasure penis.
Jojo giggled, "Markie had such a small cockie, but Master's cockie is like super-big, he is the real Superdude," and returned to having her lunch.
"Josie you just, like, gave away your husband's secret identity," Sara gasped.
Jojo said, "Yes, Superdude is Markie Blaine a TV reporter at Fox News and trust me he is not super in the bedroom."
"Oh my God," Sara gasped again at Josie's complete disrespect for Superdude as another orgasm was rising.
Jojo thought that meant Sara was close and doubled her focus on getting the bound, cute teen off.
Sara's second orgasm was so close and there seemed to be nothing she could do to stop it. The double pleasure of the cock she was involuntarily riding and Josie's tongue was driving her crazy. She wasn't sure how much more she could take. Giving up on trying to convince the seemingly lost cause that was once Josie Blaine, she knew she had to double her resolve to not come or she would end up like Josie. Sara focused her brain on revenge. Imagining crushing The Producer brought a brief smile to her face as did the thought of what Superdude would do to him once he saved Josie. Although the thoughts slowed down the orgasm simmering inside her it didn't squelch it.
Sara had no idea how long she held off the inevitable, but when it came her body shook uncontrollably in her bound position. "Dammmiiiiiiiiit, fuck, fuck, fuckity-fuck," she screamed as she cursed the reality that she had succumbed to her carnal desires even if it was against her wishes and just as instantly the forced movements from her bindings quit.
Jojo eagerly licked up as much of the teen's delicious pussy juice treating it like champagne her addiction to come of any sorts more powerful than any drug. "Hmmm, so goody-good."
Sara was still in orgasm mode, furious with herself for coming again, when she snapped at the dumb bimbo licking her. "Stop speaking like a fucking dummy, it's ridiculous."
"That hurtie my feelings," Jojo instantly pouted tears filling her eyes.
Sara instantly felt bad, it wasn't Josie's fault she had been turned into a slutty bimbo. "I'm sorry Jojo, I didn't mean it," Sara said softly, even as her body continued to tremble from her second orgasm.
"Oh goody, me do better," Jojo said, bursting with enthusiasm and diving back into Sara's pussy.
"Fuuuuck, noooooo," Sara whined, as the aggressive attack on her now sensitive pussy was bringing on yet another orgasm.
"Me make you come again," Jojo mumbled ignoring Sara's protests, as she took Sara's clit in-between her lips and began shaking her head back and forth.
The sensations from the eager bimbo had Sara on the brink of a third orgasm in almost no time at all. "Please stop," Sara pleaded, assuming The Producer's words of bimbo-fication were true. Although she didn't feel any dumber, or want to be a slut like Josie had become, she did feel her defenses getting weaker.
For the next half hour, Sara begged many times for Josie to stop and used every ounce of will power to resist the growing temptation to cum. Unfortunately, the bimbo's hungry determined eagerness was eventually too much and Sara couldn't prevent the inevitable third straight orgasm as she screamed, "Dammiiiiiiiiit, not again."
Finally, Josie stood up, kissed her sister-in-law on the lips and said, "Thank you for lunchie."
Sara sighed, knowing it was no use to be mean, "You're welcome."
Sara watched her mirage of a sister-in-law walk out as she felt exhausted, weak and frustrated. A minute later, two men came in and released Sara from her restrictive bindings. Sara fell to the ground shivering and broken, with tears streaming down her face as for the first time since her capture she felt a sense of lost hopelessness.
As The Producer watched the defeated superhero and while Jojo sucked his cock slowly, he checked the list and smiled, thinking to himself this is going better than expected.
1. Capture Superchick. (Check)
2. Implant kryptonite chip in her. (Check)
3. Implant experimental drug in her blood stream that weakens her moral fibre mental capacity with each orgasm until she is an insipid bimbo. (Check)
4. Make her masturbate and tape it. (Check)
5. Discredit Superchick. (Check)
6. Begin bimbo slut training. (In Progress)
7. Make her my eager submissive slut (in early process).
8. Make her a Super-villain (in early process).
Although Superchick was way stronger than Josie Blaine was, it was still only a matter of time before she was his unconditional submissive. He added the new video to his money making website Superchickslut which had already hit a million views and over 300,000 subscribers at 30 bucks a pop. The addition of today's lesbian video would really boom his subscribers he thought as would other upcoming videos. Horny again, he ordered, "Bend over Jojo, time for your daily ass treatment."
Jojo eagerly stood up, bent over the desk like she usually did and waited for the thrill of being sodomized by her glorious big-dicked Master.
The Producer smiled, "This is too good to be true."
Meanwhile, the League of Heroes had all showed up for the emergency meeting each of them determined to help Superdude get his wife and sister back, each of them knowing their loved ones could be next.
TO BE CONCLUDED>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>
Can Superchick resist the bimbo-fication?
Can Superdude save his wife and sister from the peril they are currently in?
Will The Plague and The Producer finally take control of New York City?
These and many other questions will be answered in the exciting conclusion of Bimbo-fying Superchick coming to a Literotica website near you in later in 2015.
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Falling in Love with my Best Friend
Love...it comes when you least expect it.
At twenty-five and after a never ending fiasco of one failed relationship after another with men, I decided to swear off them for a while. I didn't realize at the time it meant forever, but that definitely ended up being the case.
My life at the time I met Janie probably was pretty mundane in retrospect. I was finishing off school, I went out with friends to dance, went to the gym, and took photos of everything.
Everyone has addictions. Mine are photography and shoes. When I'm depressed I go shoe shopping; when I'm happy I go shoe shopping; when I'm bored I go shoe shopping. I have over 50 pairs of shoes and heels in my closet...many I never have the right occasion to wear.
I also love nature. When I'm stressed, I put on my hiking boots and go for a long hike. There is nothing better for putting life into perspective than being one with nature. Away from the noisy, overcrowded, pretentious city life, one can quickly remember what life is really about...something that is easy to forget when working in the deadline based, fast paced world of the city.
Mom always said the best way to a man's heart is through his stomach (though I've learned it's actually through his penis and a willingness to blow him every time he gets the urge, quite frankly...if you don't, some other skank will), and I have always been an amazing cook. I love to create new recipes and experiment.
I'm pretty average when it comes to women my age; I don't mean that in a negative way, just a matter of fact sort of way. I mean, I'm cute in a Sandra Bullock kind of way, but not model sexy like most young actresses nowadays. I'm 5'7, 149 pounds (and determined to never hit 150), 34B breasts (not too big, not too small), hazel eyes, brunette shoulder length hair, with nice toned legs, a firm ass and pretty toes.
Anyways, enough background about me. This is the story of how I accidentally became a lesbian and found the love of my life.
I was just finishing up my last semester towardsmy degree in Business Administration. I decided to look for a part time job, something to occupy my time, and found one as a hostess at a café named Coffee Palace.
It was close to home, and I immediately felt comfortable, particularly because of one of the baristas, Janie.
Now it wasn't like I fell in love with her the minute I met her, that is way too Hollywood chick flick. But there was an unexplainable, undeniable pull towards her. It could have been her warm personality, her charming smile or her laissez faire attitude towards life (she loved every day the way I tried but failed miserably to do).
She trained me, and the more we chatted, the more we realized we had a lot in common, even though she was 31 and had a young niece, Cindy, whom she had adopted when a crazy situation arose. We both loved shopping (although I suppose that's true for most woman), both loved working out and staying in shape, and we both loved nature.
While I was a shy woman, uncomfortable in front of large groups, she was a people person who easily mingled with all cliques of people. She was a social butterfly I was a wallflower...yet we became almost inseparable.
We went shopping together, we started working out together and I even took her to my secret place of solitude, something I had never done with anyone.
Over the next couple of months, I also babysat little Cindy on a few occasions when Janie needed a babysitter. I began to take any opportunity possible to spend time with Janie. I would almost always come over2 or 3 hours before she was planning to leave and we would talk and I noticed she was often giving me very flattering compliments. It felt like she was hitting on me, yet she would never go any further than compliments or squeezing my arm. I would giggle like a school girl. Loving the attention and hinting I wanted more...even though those feelings confused me greatly.
We got into a fun routine where she would model her dresses for me and ask me to pick the one that made her look sexy. After the first couple of times doing this, I noticed I was getting wet and thought 'can this be? Am I getting turned on by this?' But on those occasions, I quickly pushed the thought out of my head as silly and just a symptom of sexual withdrawal, with no man in my current life or on the near horizons.
Then came my birthday on April 17th. I have never been a big birthday person, so I thought Janie had no idea it was my birthday when she called me and pleaded I come over right away and babysit as something had come up and she needed to leave ASAP.
Of course, I agreed.
When I got there, Janie hollered, "Come up to my bedroom, Holly."
I had been in her room many times as already mentioned, helping her choose her outfits when she went out...Janie being an avid clubber, something I wasn't a big fan of. I had gone out with her a few times, but usually I would babysit instead and use the late evenings to study so this wasn't out of the ordinary.
I had seen Janie in only a bra and panties, sometimes pantyhose or thigh high stockings, but never completely naked...until now.
I walked into her bedroom and she was completely naked sitting on the edge of the bed putting on a second nylon stocking. As I looked closer, I noticed that besides being topless, she also wasn't wearing any panties.
She finished putting the stocking on, stood up, ran over and pulled me into a big hug as she greeted me all excited, "Happy birthday, Holly."
I got a full face of her boobs and suddenly I panicked. Although I definitely had feelings for her, the sudden intimate act, which wasn't overly intimate, just Janie being Janie, startled me and I pushed her away and darted from the room, stammering, "I-I-I'll be downstairs."
My mind was spinning as I sat downstairs. If I hadn't pushed her away, what might have happened? Why was my pussy suddenly tingling with desire? I definitely found Janie attractive, but coming from a very conservative home, being a lesbian was a definite no-no.
Janie came down the stairs dressed and apologized, "I'm so sorry, Holly. I thought I read the signs better. I wanted to give you a birthday to remember."
Flustered and uncomfortable talking about it, I said, "Please, I don't want to talk about it."

"Okay," Janie nodded, a look of hurt and guilt on her face. She went to the kitchen and returned with a wrapped present, "Here's your real present."
"Y-y-you didn't have to," I stammered.
"You've become my new best friend, Holly," she explained. "Although I'm a little annoyed you didn't tell me it was your birthday."
"How did you find out?" I asked.
"Facebook," she answered. "I saw your many birthday wishes from family."
"Oh," was all I could say.
"Why didn't you tell me?" She asked, as she handed me the gift.
"I hate to make a big deal about it," I answered.
"You're a big deal to me," Janie smiled.
I laughed, before asking, suddenly very curious, "Sooooo, what did you get me?"
"Open it and find out," she answered.
I unwrapped the box and was shocked to see a new camera. I gasped, "Janie, this is too much."
"Nonsense," she said, waving a hand. "The amount of free babysitting you do for me, I imagine I owe you a lot more than that. Plus, you can't put a price on friendship."
"Thank you," I said, tears beginning to stream down my eyes.
"Come get a non-naked hug," Janie smiled, her charming smile breaking down the brief awkwardness of earlier.
I learned that Cindy was actually staying overnight at Janie's mom's for the night, and tonight was my surprise birthday celebration.
Janie sent me upstairs to get into something a little more sexy than my t-shirt and jeans and then we headed out for a late dinner and even later movie.
All night, I couldn't believe how lucky I was to have her. I also began questioning whether I had made the right decision to push her away when that intimate moment occurred.
Was I bi?
I was definitely curious.
Could I have a sexual relationship with another woman?
What would happen if it didn't go well? I couldn't fathom Janie not in my life anymore.
What would my parents say if I brought a woman home?
Yet, I was never happier than when I was with Janie. That was definitely true.
Over the next month, Janie never brought up that day and stopped flirting with me completely. There is that saying 'you don't know what you've got until it's gone' and that was definitely true in this case. I missed Janie's teasing sexual innuendo, I missed her gentle touches. I continually replayed that brief moment when her naked body touched me and almost nightly my bedtime routine included masturbating to that moment but with a much different ending.
My feelings confusing me, I went online. I did some research and eventually ended up finding a site called Literotica. I began reading lesbian stories and found myself imagining me being the protagonist in many of them. I came across an author, silkstockingslover, and after reading a few of her stories and getting turned on majorly, I came across a story called 'Bedding the Babysitter'. That story and its many sequels changed my life.
I imagined I was the young babysitter, Jenny, and that Megan, the seductress of the story, was Janie. I couldn't stop pleasuring myself and frantically fingered my fevered cunt until all my pent up sexual frustration exploded out of me when I reached orgasm.
I kept reading and reading the entire story series and wishing that was me and Janie; I realized that I was submissive through this story; I loved pleasing people in all aspects of my life including in the bedroom; I wanted Janie to dominate and make love to me as happened to Jenny by both Megan and, later, a cheerleader named Karen.
I came to grips that I likely was a lesbian, or at least leaning that way, as I no longer found guys attractive and I had been hit on many times while working at the coffee shop as well at school while finishing up my degree. I wanted to be with Janie, but I wasn't sure how to say so after I had rejected her so harshly.
I emailed silkstockingslover to thank her for the great stories, especially 'Bedding the Babysitter' and we began an online friendship. I won't get into the many emails we shared, but I told her my predicament and asked for advice. Being the kind-hearted woman she was, she gave me advice and I decided to make a move.
But first I received my degree and started a new job working as a secretary and thus had to quit working at the coffee place, making it more challenging to follow silkstockingslover's suggestions.
Determined to show Janie how I felt, I decided to make my move.
I asked her to meet for supper and she said sure.
We met at The Southside Diner and once we ordered I said, "I need to tell you something."
I was incredibly nervous and my heart felt like it might beat out of my chest.
She could tell something was up as she asked, "Are you okay?"
I took a deep breath and blurted, "I'm sorry about my birthday. I have regretted it ever since. I don't know why I pushed you away, as I am pretty sure I am in love with you. I wish I could turn back time and redo that event. Can we, can we have a redo?"
As I looked into her eyes, I saw tears forming and before I could say anything else she excused herself and hurried to the washroom.
I watched her walk away, my heart sinking into my stomach as I realized I had probably just fucked up our friendship.
I decided I needed an answer and needed to apologize for putting her in such a situation. I walked into the washroom and saw her standing in front of the mirror wiping tears from her face. I asked, trying to be a friend and not a lover to be, "Is everything okay?"
She turned around, smiled, walked to me and pulled me into a hug before kissing me.
My whole body became jelly from her touch and I knew, without a doubt, all my insecurities and questions about my sexuality were answered, as this was the best feeling I had ever felt.
When she broke the kiss, I started babbling. "I'm such a noodle head for not embracing my feelings for you. I just couldn't understand my own feelings and was overwhelmed and confused."
"I love you," she interrupted my babbling.
I felt like the luckiest girl in the world when I heard those words said to me.
I stammered back, in utter awe of the situation, "I-I-I love you too."
After another kiss, the washroom door opened and we made our way back to the table. We finished eating in silence, both our heads spinning with our new revelation.
Once dinner was done, I went to pay and when I returned we headed to the parking lot, each of us having brought our own cars. She said, as we stood in front of my car, "I have to go home, I only have a babysitter until nine, but we need to continue this conversation."
"I couldn't agree more," I nodded, wanting to feel her lips on mine again.
She leaned forward and kissed me. To my surprise, this time there was a very unique taste on her lips. When she broke the kiss, she smiled, "Just a slight sampling until we can be more intimate."
I looked at her confused, not really understanding what she was saying.
She smiled, "You really are an innocent lesbian virgin, aren't you?"
"But I'm a quick learner," I retorted.
"An eager beaver?" She questioned, raising her eyebrow.
"The eagerest," I replied, not even sure that was a word.
"Do you know why I always wear skirts?" She asked.
"To showcase your amazing legs," I answered.
"Well, that too, obviously," she nodded, before glancing around before moving her hand under her skirt.
I watched in awe as she apparently fingered herself.
Pulling her finger back out, she moved it to my lips. I automatically opened them, now realizing what I had tasted on her lips as she explained, "For easy access to my pussy."
I actually moaned on her finger from the naughty implication, the sample taste adding another piece of evidence that I was definitely a lesbian. I sucked on her finger like it was a cock until she pulled out and nodded, "Oh, I think you will be a very eager beaver."
My face went beet red at how eager I was to please. I wanted to kiss her again, I wanted to suck on her breasts and now I wanted to taste her sweet nectar directly from the source.
"Soon, Holly, very, very soon," Janie promised, before kissing me again and leaving me standing there, my panties soaked.
A few agonizing days later, our work schedules just not matching up, we ended up at the movies to see Lucy, although truth be told I have no idea what happened in most of the movie.
We went to a night showing at 9:45 so there were only a few people in the theater with us. We sat in the back and for the trailers we seemed to be playing a game of teasing chess: our hands would brush against each other getting popcorn; I would glance at her slyly, I sensed her glancing at me; we grabbed for the coke we decided to share at the same time.
Once the movie started though, my desire to show her my interest, to hold her hand, took control and I took the risk of putting my hand on her nylon-clad leg.
She whispered, "About time," and grabbed my hand and moved it to her thigh where her stocking ended. She continued, "Thigh highs make for better access, too."
"So I see," I whispered back, giddy with excitement, no longer watching the movie as I imagined creating my own.
She continued moving my hand until it reached her rather damp panties. She whispered, "She how wet you've already made me."
I couldn't believe I was touching her pussy through her panties.
She offered, "Go ahead, Holly."
I briefly wondered if she meant for me to drop to my knees and move between her legs. Part of me wanted to, but the thought of getting caught in such a compromising position held me back from my carnal desires. Instead, I moved my finger inside her panties and began to tease her clit.
"God, yes," she moaned, which excited me. I continued exploring her pussy, wishing I could see what I was doing or could see clearly the look on her face. Yet, her whispered words were all the encouragement I needed. "That's it, Holly, slide a finger inside me, please, baby."
I needed no more encouragement. I quickly obliged her suggestion, sliding one finger deep inside her wetness. I finger-fucked her slowly, in awe of what I was doing to the woman I loved, in a movie theatre.
After a couple of minutes, she moaned, "Pull down your jeans, baby, I want to do you too."
My pussy on fire, I reluctantly pulled my finger out of her pussy and quickly unbuttoned my jeans and awkwardly tugged them down.
She whispered, "You should have worn a skirt, baby."
"I'll never make that mistake againnnnnnn," I replied, as her hand went directly to my panty-covered pussy.
As her hand moved underneath my soiled panties, she asked, "Did I get your panties this wet?"
"Always," I moaned and twitched, as her finger made direct contact with my swollen clit.
As she moved her finger up and down between my pussy lips, she suggested, "Let's finger fuck each other, baby."
"Kkkkkkkkk," I trembled, as her finger slipped slyly inside my heated pussy.
I awkwardly moved my hand back between her legs and slid my finger back in and we started a lengthy journey of teasing each other as the movie played. She returned her gaze to the movie and I did the same. My eyes watched the movie, yet my brain processed nothing. All I could think about was her finger in my pussy and my finger in hers. I wanted to make her come, I wanted her to make me come, yet I replicated her pacing...which was slow...teasing...mind numbingly teasing.

The pleasure was intense, constant, but just enough to create a lustful desire for eruption. Suddenly, Janie whispered, "I need to go to the washroom."
Before I could respond, she was gone. I sat there for about five minutes wondering if she simply had to go pee or if I had done something wrong. Being in a new type of relationship, especially one where I still didn't completely trust my own feelings, was confusing at times. Yet, in the heat of the moment, it had felt completely natural: touching her and being touched by her.
My own insecurities were running rampant when Janie returned, leaned in and whispered, "Sorry, but your fingers were driving me mad, I had to go and finish myself off so I didn't scream I was coming in the middle of the theatre."
"Oh, God," I said, both turned on and relieved. "I thought I had done something wrong."
"God, no, you did everything so fucking right," she purred, tugging on my ear with her lips.
My body quivered, my ear being one of my erogenous triggers.
"I also got you a little present," she whispered, her tongue teasing my ear.
"What?" I asked, barely able to speak even one word.
"Open your hand," she ordered.
I mindlessly obeyed, knowing I would do anything she asked me.
As she tugged on my ear, I felt something wet in my hand. She whispered, "This is how wet you made me, baby."
After one more tug, she moved back to her chair. I was holding her soiled panties in my hand. I instantly felt a gush in my own panties and stammered, standing up as I urgently tugged up my jeans, "I-I-I have to go."
I scurried out and went directly to the washroom. As soon as I got in the stall, I tugged my jeans down and began frantically rubbing myself. Getting close, I pulled her wet panties out of my jean pocket and put them to my nose, wanting to smell her scent. That was all it took and my orgasm rushed out of me as I screamed, "Fuuuuuuck," not caring if anyone else was in the washroom.



Once my orgasm was completed, I pulled my jeans off, took off my excessively wet panties, put on her equally wet panties, and returned to the movie.
Sitting back down beside her, I whispered in her ear, "God, you drive me wild."
She winked, "Oh, I haven't even began to drive you wild."
I put my panties in her hand and added, "My gift to you."
She took them and brought them to her nose, "Mmmmmmmmm," before she moved her mouth to the wet crotch and sucked on them. Instantly I wondered why I hadn't thought of that. She whispered, a moment later, "I'm looking forward to tasting you directly from the source next time."
She leaned in and we started kissing like teenagers. Our tongues exploring every crevice of the other's mouth, no longer caring if anyone saw.
We didn't even notice the movie end, but the lights started coming back on and we realized that the theatre was empty, which meant every person had walked right past us making out.
Janie quipped, "At least I wasn't buried between your legs."
My face went beet red at the image. Feeling sexy and a little risqué I joked, "But you should be."
She winked, as she grabbed my hand, "All in good time, baby."
We walked out together hand in hand, two lesbians in love. I didn't care if anyone gave us looks, although I didn't notice anyone judging us.
She dropped me off, my pussy still on fire, and she smiled sweetly, "Holly, I really enjoyed our evening."
"Me too," I nodded.
"I did mean everything I said, Holly," she smiled tenderly, "I do love you."
"And I love you, too," I concurred, looking into her eyes.
She leaned in and kissed me again. Breaking the kiss (she always broke the kiss), she finished, "I'm really looking forward to some more intimate time together with you."
"Me too," I nodded, feeling like a teenager again, already wondering when the next time was going to be.
A couple of days later, I received a text from Janie:
Be at my place at 7.
I texted back I'd be there and after work I changed into something sexier, a skirt, blouse and thigh high stockings I had purchased the day after the theatre incident. I also grabbed a box of strawberries, an idea from a porn video I'd watched a couple of weeks earlier popping into my head.
I got to her house ten minutes before seven and Janie opened the door before I could even knock, startling me. She greeted me, dressed in a robe, "You really are an eager beaver."
I countered, "You opened the door before I even knocked, so who's the eager beaver?"
"Touché," she shrugged, before adding with a sexy, sly smile, "fine, we are both eager to see beaver."
As usual, my face burned red instantly at the sexual innuendo, even though she couldn't have been more accurate.
Looking at the strawberries in my hand, she suggested, "Go put them in the fridge sweetheart, I was just getting ready."
I did as instructed and waited in the living room, again giddy with anticipation of the moment I had been fantasizing about for a while...in vivid detail the past two nights, although unsure if we were going out somewhere...I hoped not. I wanted to make love to her entire body; I wanted to taste her pussy; I wanted to be her everything.
Seconds seemed like minutes and minutes like hours until Janie called out, "Holly, can you come and help me with something in my bedroom."
The line sounded like something out of a bad porn movie, but I was hoping this was the invitation I imagined it was. I walked to her room, and after a brief pause outside the door, walked in and gasped. Sitting on the edge of the bed, in a tight blouse, black leather skirt, red thigh high stockings and black five inch heels, was Janie.
My heart skipped a beat as I stared at the beautiful woman I was in love with. My head flashed back to the disaster that was the first time I saw her in her bedroom like this, deciding this time the ending would be completely different...I was writing my own happy ending.
"Come here," Janie instructed softly, as she slightly opened her legs.
I walked to her, my mind in a haze of lust.
Reaching her, she grabbed me and pulled me in for a kiss...a kiss that lasted forever, as we again got lost in the intimacy of the kiss. Our tongues danced, our hands roamed and our breathing increased until Janie ordered, "On your knees, baby."
I didn't hesitate. I had read a ton of stories on Literotica and although we hadn't labelled this, Janie was undoubtedly in charge and I was the submissive. I was babysitter Jenny and she the sweet Mistress Megan, as my own 'Bedding the Babysitter' story happened live.
She crossed her left leg over her right and ordered, "Take off my heel, sweetheart."
My hand trembled slightly, as I moved and took off her heel.
She slowly uncrossed and re-crossed her legs, a scene directly out of 'Basic Instinct', giving me just a glimpse between her legs.
I watched the whole scene in slow motion as my mouth began to water at the inevitable conclusion to a long journey of self-discovery. I took off the other heel and then instinctively moved and put her nylon-clad toes in my mouth.
"Mmmmm," she moaned, "that feels nice."
I took my time, pleasuring each toe individually, wanting to make love to her entire body. I splattered the top of her foot, her ankle and back down to her sole with kisses. Once done, she uncrossed and re-crossed her legs so I could replicate the attention on her other foot.
Once done, I began moving up her legs, continuing the focused concentration until she ordered, "Baby, come and undress me."
I stood up, looking her directly in the eye as I began unbuttoning her blouse. Once it was all undone, I leaned in and began kissing her chest, above her breasts, as I slowly took the blouse off. She shivered a bit at my touch, but moaned, "Oh yes, Holly, that feels so goooooood."
I splattered her shoulders and arms with kisses, before taking each finger in my mouth and swirling my tongue around them like they were thin cocks.
She suddenly stood up and I unzipped her skirt and let it drop to the floor. Looking down, I saw she was wearing my panties.
"Do you like my panties, Holly?" She asked demurely.
"They look a lot better on you," I quipped back.
"They'll look a lot better on the floor, actually," she countered, before adding, "but first, why don't you get out of your clothes too?"
Feeling sultry and sexy, I unbuttoned my blouse and once it was off I tossed it at her. Then I pulled down my skirt and she commented, "Thigh high stockings, a very good choice."
"I wanted to make sure you had easy access," I smiled, as I slowly slid my panties down my legs.
"And the bra, too," she ordered.
I obeyed, now standing only in thigh high stockings. I asked, "The stockings?"
"Leave them on," she ordered, as she unclasped her bra and tossed it to me.
I don't know why, but I put the bra to my nose and smelt it. Of course, the only real scent was a faint lingering perfume.
"Come get your panties," she purred.
I went to her and slowly pulled her (my?) panties down her legs, the whole time staring at her completely shaved, slightly glistening pussy.
She said, "That wetness is because of you, honey."
"Mine is equally wet," I admitted, as she pulled me up and pushed my head to her breasts. I licked and sucked on her nipples, going back and forth giving each equal attention while cupping them in my hands.
"Go ahead, sweetheart, go lower," she purred.
Again I just kept obeying her suggestions, this time slithering my tongue between her breasts, swirling around her belly button and then reaching her pink wetness. I stared at it briefly, wanting to burn the image of her perfect pink pussy in my mind forever before I leaned forward, extended my tongue and finally got to taste Janie. The taste was completely unexplainable: sweet, yet tart, and yet the moment the taste hit me I knew I was addicted. Having read lots of lesbian stores (I highly recommend Suburban Submission by Dave933 or Soccer Mom by Couture) and having watched lots of lesbian porn (I highly suggest Hot and Mean from Brazzers), I thought I knew what I was doing...yet as I licked I immediately understood that only from real experience and not literature or videos was I ever going to know how to pleasure a woman. Instead, I explored. I licked between her pussy lips, I swirled my tongue around her clit and I awkwardly plunged my tongue in her pussy hole. Her moans implied I was giving her pleasure and when she grabbed my head and held me tight into her pussy I knew she was close. I sucked her clit between my lips while simultaneously flicking it with my tongue and soon I was rewarded with her full flood of pussy juice. It flowed out of her and into me as if she was giving me a gift, and in reality she was.
I continued lapping up her pussy juices until she let go of my head. She complimented, "I think you're a natural."
"It felt natural," I replied, as I felt her wetness all over my face which somehow turned me on even more.
"I think it's time to take you to heaven," she said, standing up.
"I'm already there, worshipping my goddess," I countered, sounding corny, I knew.
"You really are an eager beaver," she smirked, as she went to her dresser drawer.
"I've always been eager to please," I replied, which was true whether it be in the bedroom or just in life.
"Lie down on the bed, it's time to be rewarded for your desire to please," she said, as she pulled out a white vibrator.
I quickly got on the bed, realizing my knees were kind of sore, and lay down ready to be pleasured by my beautiful girlfriend. Was she my girlfriend? God, I hoped so.
Joining me on the bed, she turned it on and moved it to my breasts, something that had never occurred to me to do to myself in my many hours of self-pleasure. She teased me relentlessly, moving the vibrating toy around my nipples, between my breasts and then directly on my nipples.
It was driving me nuts, my pussy on fire and wanting that toy inside me. She asked, "Do you want me to fuck you, baby?"
"God, yes," I replied, thankful she could read my mind.
"Beg, sexy," she purred, as she flicked my nipple with her tongue.
"Oh, please, Janie, fuck me, fuck me now," I pleaded, never really good at dirty talk.
"I think we'll have to work on your dirty talk," she smiled and gave me a wink, as she moved the vibrator between my legs, which I instinctively opened wide.
She moved it up and down between my pussy lips, continuing to tease me relentlessly, before sliding it deep inside me.
"Yessssssss," I screamed and trembled, my orgasm rising in seconds.
"You look so hot, Holly," she whispered, as I watched her lean down and begin licking my pussy while she fucked me.
"I lovvvvve you," I declared, for the world to hear it was so loud, as my orgasm got closer and closer.
She pumped my pussy with the toy, while simultaneously sucking on my clit and in less than a minute, which made me feel like a man, I came hard. "Shiiit, I'm sorrrrrrrry."
She laughed as she continued the double pleasure and licked up my pussy juice.
The vibrator still in me, she straddled me and said, "I hope you can have multiple orgasms, because this night has just started."
I moaned, as she continued licking me, "I'm the energizer bunnnnnny," before I leaned up and licked her pussy again. Twenty minutes later, both of us reached second orgasms before she rolled off me, moved on top of me and kissed me...both of us tasting our own pussy juices.
Breaking the kiss, she declared, staring into my eyes, "I love you, Holly."
"I love you too, Janie," I replied back, knowing I would I do anything for this woman.
That night, I also met her strap-on cock and ate pussy in her shower.
Two months later, I moved in with her and last weekend she met my parents as I came out to them. I'm not sure my father approved at first (actually, I know he didn't), but Janie, was just Janie, and by the end of the weekend she had both my parents in love with her.
Today is our three month anniversary since we declared our love for each other in a bathroom and I can't imagine being with anyone else.
Love...it comes when you least expect it.
P.S.: Of course, the morning after our first night together I had breakfast in bed...literally, when I ate strawberries out of Janie's pussy...a tradition we have continued every weekend since.
The end
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Summary: Nana is seduced and dommed by her daughter and her grandson.
Note 1: Thanks to Robert, Wayne and goamz86. A massive edit was done in December 2018 with Tex Beethoven.
Note 2: This is part 7 of a continuing incest series (although it is much more complex than a simple incest story). I highly recommend you read the first six parts as the layered subplots may be confusing without the background information...but here is a very brief primer of the series so far:
In WHAT MOM DOESN'T KNOW WILL FUCK HER Eighteen-year-old Curtis goes to a Halloween party dressed in a costume designed for his absent father and fucks his beautiful mother.
In WHAT MOM KNOWS FUCKS HER AGAIN Curtis takes part in an amazing threesome with his Mother and his fantasy girl, the TV weather girl Miranda Collington.
In WHAT MOM KNOWS FUCKS HER ASS Curtis begins dating the sexually exotic MILF Miranda while also continuing to fuck his Mother; and as the title suggests, Curtis takes his Mother's ass during a legendary evening where he fulfills a Trifecta, coming in his Mother's mouth, pussy and ass.
In WHAT MOM KNOWS FUCKS HER IN THE AIR Curtis joins the Mile-High Club during an epic first class flight to Vegas with his Mom, his celebrity girlfriend Miranda, Mom's friend and ex-Mistress Ellie and a very submissive stewardess.
In WHAT MOM KNOWS FUCKS HER IN VEGAS Curtis must try desperately to stop Mom's ex-Mistress Ellie from reclaiming his submissive mother; Curtis and his Mom have a heart to heart; Curtis, Miranda, Ellie and his Mom take part in a hot five-some in a church with the bride minutes before her wedding; Curtis and Miranda make a BIG decision.
In WHAT MOM KNOWS FUCKS HER IN WHITE Curtis and Miranda get married; so do Ellie and Curtis's Mom; they celebrate with an orgy in the chapel and then one more at the wedding reception of Miranda's ex when they take the bride up to the honeymoon suite, along with a beautiful black co-worker.
And now.....
What Mom Knows Fucks Her Mom
Apparently and much to my surprise, you can actually have too much sex.
After the crazy weekend in Vegas, especially the weddings on Saturday, where I married the beautiful woman of my dreams and fucked four brides that day and night, I was utterly exhausted and, for the first time in my life, declined the sexual advances of a woman.
Thankfully my wife had my Mother and Ellie to play with, so they had their own morning sex fest before we headed to the airport.
Exhausted from the previous sex-filled day and night, I slept the whole way home, not up to adding another notch to my mile-high club.
While waiting for our baggage, Miranda echoed my own pondering by asking, "So now what, hubby?"
I answered, "I was wondering the same thing, wifey."
"Do you want to move in with me?" she asked, looking surprisingly vulnerable and insecure considering her ferocious sexual appetite and the reality that I was now her husband and had insisted on asking her rather than the other way around.
"Of course," I nodded, before adding, "but I have to deal with Mom and Dad first. He doesn't even know I was dating you, never mind that we got married."
"He also doesn't know his son is fucking his wife," she pointed out playfully.
"Sometimes I feel so guilty about that," I admitted. I was part of the reason Mom was about to leave him.
Miranda shifted from sexy teasing to sensitive in a heartbeat, just another part of her enigma of perfection. "Curtis, you can't blame yourself for this. There were problems in your parents' relationship way before you got involved in Alexis' sex life."
"I know," I nodded, "but my fucking her triggered the domino effect that led to everything else."
"Your Mom made her own choice to make me her pet months before you got involved," Miranda pointed out, before adding, "plus, even though you thought you were fooling her that first time, she knew she was fucking you that time and every time since. She fucked you because she wanted to fuck you, just like you wanted to fuck her. Likewise she submitted to and married Ellie because she wanted to, and you're not responsible for her choices, regardless of how you and I might have been plotting in the background to make it safe for her."
These were all true statements, yet I couldn't help but wonder what would have happened if I hadn't decided to pretend to be my Dad this past Halloween. I wouldn't be in this amazing relationship with a much older, but beautiful free spirit, nor would I be living every guy's dream...to have his own pet Mommy. "I guess."
"All things happen for a reason," Miranda pointed out, before adding, suddenly all bubbly like a blonde cheerleader, "plus, if you weren't such a sick pervert as to fuck your Mom you never would have met a sick pervert like me to fall in love with."
"True enough," I laughed, leaning forward and kissing my beautiful bride.
"Your suitcase is coming," Mom gave me a wakeup call from a few feet away.
I finished the kiss and went to retrieve our luggage.
We all went our separate ways: Miranda headed home with a promise I would see her tomorrow, while Ellie demanded that Mom come and see her at her house after work.
Mom and I got a taxi together, both of us completely exhausted after a crazy, sex-filled weekend. Both of us were newly married, me legally to the beautiful Miranda, Mom ceremonially to Ellie. In reality a few days in Vegas and everything had changed. We both knew this and it lingered over us like a dark cloud...how would we tell Dad?
Returning home and to Dad, where Mom planned to ask for a divorce, although not tonight while I was home, had me still riddled with guilt. Miranda was right: obviously Mom wasn't happy in her marriage regardless of my role, but I had definitely triggered an acceleration to the change that was about to happen.
I loved my father, although it was hard to tell with the whole sleeping with my Mother thing and getting her reacquainted with her ex-mistress Ellie... but I did.
We walked into the front room and I noticed two used wine glasses on the table as Mom called out, "Ted, we're home."
There was no immediate response as Mom walked down the hallway. I went to the kitchen to grab a glass of milk and then heard her gasp, "Oh my God!"
I ran to check on her and barged in on my father in my parent's bedroom with his secretary, a young big breasted bimbo whose name I couldn't recall, naked and on all fours.
Dad stammered, as the redhead tried to cover herself up, "Y-y-you're early."
"So it seems," Mom snapped, before stalking out past me with tears in her eyes.
I stared at Dad for another moment before chasing after Mom to see what I could do.
I'm not going to get into the details of the aftermath, but it was obvious that Dad was as unhappy in the marriage as Mom was. Thankfully the split was amicable as both wanted it done quickly so they could each move on with their new lives with new partners.
Dad apologized to me, which added to my guilt, but I tried to ease his guilt by telling him I knew they both weren't happy and staying together for me was silly. It felt strange comforting him since I was the child and had been fucking his wife for weeks, yet it seemed to bridge the emptiness I felt between us.
He moved in with his secretary and suddenly the stars were lining up. Mom and Ellie could deal with their new relationship, Miranda and I could start our marriage and Dad could start his own new life.
I mused that as one marriage ended, two new complex relationships (even more if you added the inner relationships within the kinky group) had blossomed.
A few days later Ellie was over at our house and trying to take control like she usually did. She said, apparently deciding who was moving in with who, "When I move in we will repaint this whole house."
"Okay," Mom nodded, still dealing with the sudden reality that everything was different, and not really herself. Sure she planned to end the marriage, but theory and reality are two different things. She knew it was for the best and yet she was struggling internally with the sudden massive change. Besides me, Dad was her only true every day normal.
"Alexis, this couldn't have worked out better," Ellie tried to comfort her.
I sighed, Ellie not being very sensitive, "Ellie, Mom still hasn't come to terms with all that has happened."
"What's to come to terms with? Everything worked out perfectly," she countered, uncaring about the reality that a long marriage was over, since she was finally getting what she had wanted all these years... my Mom.
"Seriously, for a schoolteacher, you really are rather oblivious," I shot back.
"Bite me," she shot back. "Ted doesn't have to find out about your Mother and me, and your Mom doesn't have to face that difficult conversation she was expecting."
"True," I agreed, looking at Mom, who was still bewildered by the whole whirlwind of the past few days.
But before I could continue my thought, she added, "Plus, you should be thankful, too. Your Dad never has to find out that his only son was fucking his wife."
"Nice," I said, shaking my head at her lack of tact.
"Am I wrong?" She challenged.
"No, but it's not that black and white," I pointed out.
"You want nuances? What for? We had a problem and now we don't," she shrugged.
"You can't just forget twenty years," I tried to explain.
"Agreed, but you must live your life going forward," she countered.
"How fortune cookie of you," I quipped, loving to take shots whenever I could.
"Enough!" Mom finally spoke, startling both of us. "Stop talking about me as if I'm not right here."
"Sorry," we both said in unison.
"Ellie, I used to love Ted and Curtis is right, twenty years is a long time," Mom explained. "I'm happy it's over, but I'm also sad."
"I've waited that long to finally be with you again," Ellie pointed out, looking vulnerable herself for the first time.
Mom smiled, "I know, and I'm happy we can finally be together without anything coming between us."
Ellie glared at me. "Except..."
Mom continued her rare defiant attitude. "You knew he was part of the package. You've agreed."
I cupped my dick and quipped, "And a great package it is."
Mom turned to me, finally smiling, "Indeed it is a perfect package, but I'm finding this eternal power play between the two of you utterly exhausting."
Ellie said, "Agreed; he's married now, I think it's time that he goes and lives with his bride."
"I will," I nodded, "after Christmas. Mom agrees that Nana isn't likely ready for both the divorce news plus the news that her grandson got engaged and married without her knowledge."
"Are you going to fuck her too?" Ellie shot out sarcastically.
"Why, are you jealous?" I quipped back, knowing she was jealous of my relationship with my Mother, and that once my cock was in front of her she usually ended up with it in her mouth or cunt. Plus, she had acknowledged that I was her Master back in Vegas when a similar conversation had taken place. That said, the idea of fucking Nana, although unlikely, was appealing, as she was still a very beautiful woman and I'd loved her all my life, just not carnally.
She shook her head as Mom continued, "You two are the loves of my life, but you both need to get over this Dom versus Domme game and accept that I plan to be with both of you. Ellie, as I've told you before, I love Curtis as a son, as a lover and as a Master. If you can't accept that, then our relationship won't ever work."
I smiled but didn't say anything, sometimes knowing when not to speak.
Mom continued, "With Curtis moving in with Miranda in the New Year, I'm sure things will be changing, but I won't stop fucking my son, not for you, not for anyone."
Ellie nodded, knowing my Mother well enough to know that when she says something that forcefully she means it, so her rough attitude shifted to softness, "You know Alexis, that I'm just jealous because I love you with all my heart and soul."
"And I love you too, I always have," Mom continued, "but I also love my son, unconditionally."
"I know," Ellie's sighed.
"And I can't have you two always being at war," Mom continued, "you're all I have."
"Well, you also have my wife," I pointed out.
Mom looked at me surprised. "You're going to allow Miranda to still be my pet?"
"Of course," I nodded, "nothing has to change because the name of the relationship has changed. Miranda and I were in love before we ever got to Las Vegas, but that didn't stop me from fucking you or you from fucking her."
"I guess so," Mom smiled, happy that she could continue to be submissive to some and dominant to others.
"You're an enigma, Mom," I commented, leaning in to kiss her, wanting to make Ellie jealous, not quite ready to call a truce in our battle. I still wanted to have Ellie unconditionally and willingly underneath me.
Breaking the kiss, Mom added, "As for you, young man."
A tone that usually meant I was in trouble.
"You need to be nice to your new step-Mommy," she smiled, her tone shifting from motherly to sexy.
"Well, I would love to give my step-Mom the same full three-hole treatment I give you, Mother," I smiled slyly, looking directly at Ellie.
Ellie quipped, "I wouldn't mind giving you a one-hole treatment myself."
My ass cheeks immediately tightened, understanding her implication. Yet, always one with a quick witty response, I quipped, "Ladies first."
"You two," Mom sighed dramatically. "The only way to shut you up is with my body."
"That is something I think we can all three agree upon," I smiled, as I guided her onto her knees.
She fished out my cock and took it in her mouth. "Come share my cock with our pet," I ordered Ellie, who was watching.
"Fine," she said dramatically, always trying to hide the obvious reality that, although she hated to admit it, she loved my cock.
She moved in and dropped to her knees beside my mother. Mom took the cock out and offered it to Ellie, who took it in her hands and asked me, "Ever had two girls suck you at once?"
"Can't say I have," I answered, looking down at both beautiful women.
"Kiss me, Alexis," Ellie demanded, placing my cock between them. I watched as Mom and Ellie's open lips touched with my cock in the middle.
It felt strange but was hot as hell as they tried to kiss each other across me. Ellie then suggested, "Suck your son's dick with me."
"What do you mean?" Mom asked.
"Keep our lips locked together and simultaneously let's move back and forth," she explained.
"Oh, okay," Mom nodded.
I watched as I got a blow job like none I'd ever seen, as both women moved up and down my cock in tandem. It was sexy, and different, but after a couple of minutes of teasing I wanted to fuck one of them. I still had Ellie's ass to break, but now didn't seem to be the time. Instead, I ordered, "Both of you, get out of your skirts and onto all fours."
Mom quickly stood up, like a bitch in heat, and pulled off her skirt.
Ellie meanwhile gave me her trademark you-can't-be-serious look before she stood up and slowly obeyed my order. I wasn't going to push her at the moment, reckoning that so long as she was obeying I was winning.
Soon they were side by side, their great tight asses staring back at me as I climbed out of my jeans.
I moved behind Mom and slid my cock in her wet pussy and she moaned, "Yes, baby, fill Mommy's cunt."
Ellie reached over, turned Mom's head and they began kissing, Ellie trying to make sure she too was somewhat controlling of the threesome.
I fucked Mom for a bit before pulling out and putting my hands on Ellie's waist.
She broke the kiss with Mom and insisted, "Only my cunt."
I considered pointing out she had declared all three of her holes were mine back in Vegas, but again decided her ass could be saved for another day. I slammed my cock into her and unlike Mom, who I'd slowly fucked, I pounded Ellie.
Mom whined, "Why didn't you fuck me like that?"
I laughed, "I'm just getting started."
"You'd better be, young man," Mom said, getting all mother-in-charge on me.
I pounded Ellie hard until her moans began and then pulled out and slammed into Mom. I went back and forth between the two women for a few minutes until I could feel I was close. I ordered, "Back on your knees, my two cum sluts."
Mom, as usual, quickly got into position knowing a facial was coming, while Ellie slowly did the same, and with the same smug look she loved to give me.
When both were kneeling in front of me, I furiously pumped my cock, directing it at Mom until, at the very last moment, I turned and exploded my first load directly onto Ellie's surprised face. I continued coating her face, loving the power I had over her in that moment.
"Fucker," Ellie playfully called me as I finished spraying her face.
Mom agreed, "Yes fucker, what about me?"
"Share away," I smiled, and watched as Mom retrieved my cum from Ellie's face. She kissed Ellie's cheek, chin, lips, forehead, ever so slowly cleaning her face.
I watched as the two kissed until Ellie ordered, "Come finish what your son couldn't, my pet."
I watched Mom move between Ellie's legs and bury her face in her cunt. I smiled at my new, kind of step-mom, and she smirked at me, still trying to show her own power even though I could still see some of my cum remaining on her face. I decided then and there that I needed to take control of this situation with her once and for all. I would Domme her completely and make her my submissive, permanently clarifying the power hierarchy.
But not right now. I watched for a couple more minutes before heading out to pick up Miranda after her shift.
.....
A couple days later, I decided to confront Ellie face to face, away from Mom...at Ellie's school, my alma mater.
I sauntered in a couple of minutes after the last bell rang and saw her stretching up to hang a poster on a wall, her perfect ass staring at me as if calling my name. "Hi, Ms. Weatherton," I greeted.
I startled her and she dropped her stapler. "What are you doing here?" she asked with disdain.
"Listening to Mom," I said softly, "trying to make sure you and I can get along."
"Is that so?" she questioned, looking at me with suspicion.
"Yes," I nodded, "there needs to be a clear understanding of the hierarchy."
"Excuse me?" she questioned.
"There can't be two dominants," I replied, walking towards her.
"I couldn't agree more," she nodded, not backing down.
"Let's stop playing games, Ellie," I continued.
"Again, I couldn't agree more," she replied, as I now stood right in front of her.
I asked, "If my mother had to choose between you and me, who do you think she would choose?"
This question froze her in place. She hesitated a second before responding, "You wouldn't make her choose after all this."
"I didn't say I would," I pointed out, "I know she's happier with you than she'd be without you; I'm simply asking you a question."
"So what's your point?" she asked.
"Isn't it obvious?" I asked.
"If it were, I wouldn't be asking the fucking question," she countered, clearly annoyed that I obviously had the advantage.
"I want you to be my slut without all this pretentious crap that goes along with it," I answered.
"You've already had me," she countered, although her expression showed she wasn't thrilled by that, even though I knew she loved it deep down.
"Don't pretend you don't love my cock, you can't fake those orgasms," I accused.
"I've had worse," she shrugged.



"I imagine you have," I retorted smugly.
It was obvious she was acting strong, but there was a vulnerability in her eyes. She was worried that I might make Mom choose between the two of us.
"What do you really want?" she asked, taking a shot at me, "Some of us have jobs."
"I want two things actually," I responded, although it was actually three, but that would have to wait a while.
"That's probably overly ambitious of you," she retorted, very good at the cold hard outer surface glare.
"One, I want you to stop being so insensitive with Mom about my father," I began.
"Agreed," she nodded, surprisingly showing some compassion, "you were right about that: I was being insensitive."
I nodded, before adding, "Thank you. But two, I want this silly game we are playing to end."
"That's easy," she interrupted, switching back to her bitchy self, "Move in with your wife."
"First, don't interrupt me when I'm talking," I said firmly, returning her cold glare. "And second, I've already told you I'm moving in with Miranda after the holidays."
I could tell she wanted to give me some smart-ass comment, but she kept it to herself.
I continued, "The solution to our dilemma is simple: you become my complete submissive full service three-hole fuck toy."
She scoffed.
"I wasn't kidding, or bargaining," I said firmly. "Mom is my slut and she will give you up if I tell her to. I know that and you know that. Let's be honest: the last time Mom had to choose between a man and you... you lost." I know that was harsh and blunt, but with Ellie that was how you had to play the game.
Interestingly, even though her face paled slightly, she didn't snap at me, or even disagree; instead she responded, "I don't do anal."
"I think it's time we change that response," I countered smugly, "plus, I recall you agreeing to all three holes in Vegas."
"I was drunk," she protested.
"Drunk with power," I quipped, before adding, "You can keep up the charade all you wish, but the reality is that although you may be a Domme to women, including to my Mom, and a very sexy, sultry one indeed, it's obvious that when it comes to men you're submissive."
"Only when forced," she defended.
"Well, that's part of being a good Master, pushing your slut where she craves to go, especially when she's in denial," I said smugly.
Suddenly a janitor walked in on us so I smiled and said blandly, as if we were discussing living room curtains, "Think about it, Ms. Weatherton, the choice really has already been made. I'll drop by your house tonight so we can finalize things." Before she could respond I walked out, leaving her to stew over my words.
I drove over to see Miranda at the TV station, knowing today was the first day Mark would be back. I was curious if he knew of his wife's submission to his ex and to many others on their wedding day...including to me.
I asked him as we crossed paths, "How was the honeymoon?"
"Great," he answered, without stopping to talk.
I reached Miranda's dressing room and asked, "Do you have time for a quickie?"
She was already dressed and due to go on in about twenty minutes and looking as beautiful as ever. She asked with a devilish smile, "You still find your ol' ball and chain fuckable?"
I reached her and kissed her hard. Breaking the kiss, I smiled, "You will always be fuckable."
"Even when I'm fifty and you're..." she paused, "in your thirties?"
I smiled, playing along, "As long as you suck and fuck like you do now."
"Bastard," she retorted playfully, hitting me in the shoulder.
"Slut," I countered back, cupping her breasts.
"Your slut," she smiled, as her hand grabbed my stiff cock.
"Now that we've established that, show me what a slut wife does," I nodded, putting my hands on her shoulders.
As always she lowered herself to her knees, a position that was utterly super-hot, fished out my cock and devoured it whole. Her left hand on my cock, I stared at the wedding band that declared she was forever mine. I couldn't believe I had it all! The woman of my dreams, a woman who was a sexual minx on top of that, but also well-educated and as well versed as I was... a woman I had fantasized about for years. She was also my mom's submissive, bisexual and willing to share my cock with others. Life was perfect.
I watched her bob back and forth, taking my whole cock in her mouth until I was ready to shoot. I no longer warned her as I deposited a load down her throat as she didn't slow down, a natural at swallowing a load as she smoothly milked every last drop of my seed out and down.
I pulled out and complimented, looking down at her, "You really are perfect!"
She looked up at me as her tongue flicked the head of my cock, "Why, because I love sucking this beautiful cock?"
"That definitely doesn't hurt," I smiled, pulling her up and kissing her tenderly, tasting myself in her mouth.
Eventually after a few minutes of tender kissing she broke away and said, "I think I need to go to work."
I said, "Me too, I didn't get to finish my conversation with Ellie."
"Oh? How far did you get?" Miranda asked curiously.
"I laid the groundwork for her final submission to me," I answered.
"You badddd boy," Miranda teased.
"You love the bad boy," I teased back.
"That I do," she agreed, moving back in for one more kiss.
Once she headed to the set I headed to Ellie's, knowing she'd be at her place expecting me, as Mom would be at the airport picking up Nana.
I went to an adult store and picked up some anal lube in anticipation of finishing what I'd started.
I knocked on her door and waited. To my complete surprise, the door was answered not by Ellie, but by Mrs. Cameron, my senior year biology teacher, and the hottest teacher at the high school. "Hi, Curtis," she greeted, looking very embarrassed to have me see her dressed only in a revealing robe.
"Hi, Mrs. Cameron," I greeted back, trying to act nonchalant, trying to be subtle about peeking at her breasts through the thin robe. "Is Ms. Weatherton home?"
"Come in," she nodded, "Mistress has been expecting you."
"Mistress?" I questioned, surprised to see the younger married woman as a submissive. She was a great no-nonsense teacher who'd gotten married last year during Christmas break to some minor league baseball player. Every senior student was devastated when she came back tanned, which was delicious, and with a ring on her finger, which wasn't.
"Get back here, slut," Ellie demanded from her bedroom.
Mrs. Cameron's already red face went redder at the humiliation as she turned away from me and began walking.
I, of course, followed her shapely ass into Ellie's room, and watched as Mrs. Cameron dropped her robe and now fully naked, got onto the bed and crawled between Ellie's legs.
Ellie greeted, "Hi, Curtis."
"Hi," I said, doubly shocked by what I was witnessing. First, it was shocking to see one of the hottest no-nonsense teachers eating cunt, and second, shocking to see Ellie cheating on my Mom.
"Want to fuck her?" Ellie asked, clearly trying to show me her own power.
Mrs. Cameron's head began to move up, probably to object to being offered so, but Ellie held it in place.
"What is she doing here?" I asked.
"Serving me like a good pet," Ellie answered, "she loves eating my pussy, don't you, slut?"
Ellie let go of her head and Mrs. Cameron, not looking up or back at me, answered, "Yes, Mistress."
"Yes. Mistress, what?" Ellie questioned, lifting her chin up to look her in the eye.
"Yes, Mistress, I love eating your wet cunt," Mrs. Cameron admitted; hearing such words from her was incredibly hot.
Ellie let go of her chin and Mrs. Cameron immediately buried her face back in her cunt.
"I brought her here for you, actually," Ellie revealed.
"For me?" I questioned.
"As a peace offering," she smiled, "actually a piece of ass offering, to be more accurate."
"You're offering Mrs. Cameron's ass to me?" I asked, for once the one out of my element.
"I know you had a crush on her," she said.
"How would you know that?" I asked, even though she was right. She wore open-toed heels and pantyhose every day, even on Fridays with jeans.
"All the guys want to fuck her and lots of the girls too," Ellie shrugged, "she's one hot piece of ass."
"That she is," I agreed, staring at her perfect ass, wishing she was still in pantyhose.
"I'm willing to be your submissive, Curtis. I'll suck your cock whenever you wish and my cunt is available too," she revealed, before adding, "but I'm not comfortable giving you my ass, so I'm offering you a substitute ass. One you can have whenever you want."
"I can fuck Mrs. Cameron whenever I want?" I asked, the offer rather appealing.
"Isn't that right, slut?" Ellie asked. "Anytime Curtis wants?"
"Yes," Mrs. Cameron whispered, clearly humiliated by what was expected but obedient nevertheless.
"What can he have?" Ellie questioned, her tone scolding.
"My mouth, cunt or ass, Mistress," Mrs. Cameron declared shamefully.
That was enough for me. I got out of my jeans as Ellie asked, "Do we have a deal?"
"For now," I replied, not giving up on the end reality that her ass was eventually going to be mine. I walked over to her bed, got on it and slid my cock in Ellie's mouth. Ellie, being a good submissive to a point, began bobbing on my cock.
Once I was completely hard I pulled out and ordered, "Mrs. Cameron, let's see that pretty mouth wrapped around my cock."
Mrs. Cameron looked up, her lips shiny with Ellie's pussy juice, and wordlessly took my cock in her mouth.
I groaned, yet another fantasy coming true. I figured with all my good luck of late I should probably buy a lottery ticket.
Mrs. Cameron took her time, bobbing back and forth slowly, seeming to enjoy sucking my cock. After a couple of minutes, I wanted to fuck her and moved behind Mrs. Cameron. I asked, "Do you want my cock in your ass, Mrs. Cameron?"
She lifted her head, looked back to make eye contact with me and surprising me, answered, "Yes, I really want you to; I'll get off on it. Fill my asshole with that big cock of yours."
"Shit, lube," I sighed. It was still in my car.
"Don't want it. Just slam that cock of yours up my butt," the hot teacher offered, reaching back and pulling her ass cheeks apart. Hearing my ex prim-and-proper-no-nonsense teacher talking so nasty was incredibly hot!
I needed no further encouragement, I was turned on completely as I stared at a smiling Ellie who pulled Mrs. Cameron's head back between her legs, as I slid my cock inside my ex-teacher's tight ass (now knowing that Mrs. Cameron regularly took it in the ass was super-hot). She whimpered as my cock filled her ass, a euphoria rushing through me at another fantasy coming true, even as I decided my fantasy of taking Ellie's ass was also on my Christmas wish list, and Christmas wasn't far away.
Ellie ordered, "Keep licking, slut," before looking at me and saying, "Good sluts are hard to find."
"Tell me about it," I quipped, staring back at her, my implication obvious.
She didn't respond, instead closing her eyes and letting our shared slut pleasure us both.
Having shot a load in Mom's cunt this morning and another in Miranda's mouth just over an hour ago, this was going to be a lengthy ass fuck, one I had been planning for Ellie. Yet her ass could wait as I added yet another hot woman to my constantly growing harem of sluts. Crazy what a couple of months can do, remembering how depressed I was when I got dumped just before Halloween. I wondered if I had still been dating Pamela whether I would have ever fucked Mom, and it seemed unlikely as I would have gone to a Halloween party with Pamela. Then Mom had told me she would have submitted unconditionally to Ellie that night and Mom wouldn't have shared me with Miranda and I wouldn't be married. Funny how the dominos of life fall.
"Harder, slam that cock into my ass, Curtis," Mrs. Cameron demanded, after a couple of minutes of slow fucking.
I obliged her request as I shifted from slow fucking to fast, deep reaming. The sensation of my body slamming into hers was amazing as was the filthy language coming out of her mouth, even looking back at me as she spoke. "Holy fuuuuck, drill my shit hole, Curtis!" and "Ream my asshole!" and "Pound my ass!" and "Shiiit, drill me!"
My balls started boiling after only a couple more minutes of hard core ass fucking, the mixture of her tight ass, her nasty words and the hungry looks she kept shooting back over her shoulder getting me revved up.
"Where do you want my cum, my teacher slut?" I asked.
"Wherever the fuck you want!" she moaned, now bouncing her ass back vigorously to meet my hard thrusts.
I couldn't decide. I loved coming in an ass, but I also loved the sight of a woman with her face coated in cum. Deciding the thrill of coming on an ex-teacher's face was too good an opportunity to resist, I pulled out and ordered "On your knees, slut."
I watched as she slid off the bed, onto her knees and took my cock, recently buried in her ass, into her mouth. She bobbed eagerly, way hotter than any porn star slut.
When I was finally about to erupt I pulled out and seconds later coated my ex-teacher's face with my cum, only wishing it wasn't my third load of the day, which was noticeably less than the amount I'd filled my Mom's cunt with this morning.
Once my last spray hit her chin, she leaned forward and took my cock back into her mouth. I couldn't believe how insatiable a slut the married hot teacher was. I asked a moment later, "Am I your first student?"
Mrs. Cameron answered, "First male student."
"Delicious," I smiled. "Any girls I know?"
"Pamela is one," Ellie spoke for her slut, clearly enjoying this revelation.
"My Pamela?" I asked.
"The one and only," Ellie smiled.
I looked down at Mrs. Cameron, "Is that true?"
"Yes," Mrs. Cameron nodded, again looking guilty and ashamed.
"Since when?" I asked.
"A few weeks before graduation," she answered.
"No way," I gasped, as if I had been punched in the stomach.
Ellie quipped, "Even I didn't know that, but I thought it was poetic justice."
"What? That my ex eats cunt?" I asked, wondering if that was part of the reason she would break up with me months later. "I think I've moved on."
Ellie's smirk disappeared, realizing her attempt at hurting me had backfired.
I added, "Explains why she can't suck cock."
Mrs. Cameron quipped, "She's not much of a cunt licker, either. I hardly ever use her."
I laughed, even as tat implied Pam still did lick her, "This is surreal."
I got dressed as Mrs. Cameron again returned to between Ellie's legs.
Ellie moaned as my ex-teacher's tongue went back to work. She said, "I hope you enjoyed your gift."
"It was a great way to delay the inevitable," I confidently replied, "but your ass is still destined to be mine."
"Keep dreaming," she responded, still clinging to the last shreds of her integrity.
"Soon I'll be ass reaming," I quipped back, before I said to Mrs. Cameron, "I'll be seeing you again, Mrs. Cameron."
"I hope so," she answered from between Ellie's legs.
"Be sure to text me your number when your done with my slut's cunt," I ordered.
"Will do," Mrs. Cameron agreed, as Ellie glared at me, as I had turned her generous gift into a new power struggle.
"Get out," Ellie ordered.
"Yeah, I have another woman to please," I said, making it obviously it was my mom, her wife, as I left the two alone and headed home to see Mom and Nana.
.....
With Nana staying with us for a week I wasn't sure how I was going to get to fuck Mom. That said, I wondered if maybe that wasn't a good thing as we all had life-altering changes occurring in the near future.
It's strange, though. As I stared at Nana, in her usual dress and pantyhose, I couldn't stop thinking of fucking her. I'd never really looked at her that way before, but now that I had fucked Mom, every woman was a potential addition to my conquests... and if Mom had been game, maybe Nana would be too. Like daughter, like mother? Maybe the apple hadn't fallen far from the tree.
Mom noticed my ogling and she whispered, her tone scolding even as she smiled, "Don't even think about it, she's your Nana."
I smiled back, not willing to dismiss the idea, "And you're my Mother. Plus it's interesting that the first thing that popped into your head was something you didn't even say, but we both know what it is. Do you want to have your mom as your pet?"
She shook her head with just the slightest smile and returned to making dinner.
Nana asked a moment later, "Anything new?"
Well, I'm fucking your daughter in all three holes and I'm married to a woman twice my age, I thought of saying, but instead I answered, "Same old, same old."
"How's college?" She asked.
"Pretentious profs, overpriced textbooks and ridiculously long exams," I answered, frustrated that college was even worse than high school. The work wasn't harder, but the so-called academic elite treated us in our first years like we were the scum of the earth.
"Sounds like nothing ever changes," Nana said back. After a couple more minutes of school chat she asked about my love life. "Any ladies in the picture?"
"A few," I answered evasively, giving Mom a sly smile.
"Really?" Nana asked, "I hope you're not toying with their feelings."
I shrugged, "No, no, they all know about each other."
Mom chirped in, "Curtis, I think you're traumatizing your Nana."
Nana laughed, "At least he has options. I can't remember the last time I even went on a date."
I, seeing the smallest glimmer of an opportunity to perhaps add Nana to my collection of sexy sluts, complimented, "Nana, you're still a very beautiful woman."
Nana laughed, "I'm almost three times your age."
I don't know why I said it, but my suave seductive persona wouldn't stay quelled inside me, "And all the finest wines are best when they've aged."
Mom gasped, "Curtis!"
But Nana ate it up. "I can see why you have more than one girlfriend!"
"I'm just speaking the truth, Nana, you're still a looker," I complimented, before adding, "and your legs are in amazing shape, I love them in those nylons."
Mom gave me a glare.
Nana looked down and nodded, "I've always told your mother than nylons are one of a woman's greatest accessories."
"I couldn't agree more," I nodded, before admitting, "nylons are always the first thing I notice on a hot woman."
"You, young man, are shameless just like your late Papa," Nana nodded her head, a fond memory crossing her face.
Mom announced, "Dinner is ready."
That night, with Nana asleep, as I finished studying for a final I texted Mom:
Come and get a good night snack.
A minute later my bedroom door opened and Mom crept in.
She whispered, "We can't be doing this."
I ignored her protests as I stood up and pulled off my boxers. "What do you think the odds are of Nana taking this between her lips?"
"Curtis!" she rebuked, exasperated, even as she walked over to me and dropped to her knees, unable to resist my cock even with her mother right downstairs.
"I'm serious," I continued, "Did you see the look of longing in her eyes?"
"Sure, for love and sex," Mom nodded, as she took my cock in her hand, "but not for her grandson's cock."
"You sure?" I asked, "they often say like mother, like daughter. Maybe the reverse works, too."
"I can't fathom that ever happening," Mom said before taking my cock in her mouth.
I asked, after a couple minutes of rather eager cock sucking, "Would you like your own pet Mommy? I love having mine."
Mom froze, her mouth full of my dick.
I repeated the question, as I pulled my cock out of her mouth, "Mom, you're far from a prude: in Las Vegas you paraded around with your son's cum on your face for everyone to see. You even told that couple in the elevator it was your son's load just to shock them. So tell me, dearest Mommy-slut: would you like your own pet Mommy?"



She looked up at me with a trepidation I hadn't seen in her since Ellie got involved in the picture. Yet I also saw a glimmer of naughtiness, a sign that yes she would, if the possibility arose, although the risk of potential rejection overrode that desire.
"I don't know," she eventually answered, her tone tentative.
"Be honest," I continued, "if there was no risk of the mother-daughter relationship being broken, would you like to have your own Mommy Pet? Same loving relationship, but with benefits?"
"I suppose I might," Mom nodded hesitantly.
"You suppose it might be kinda nice, or yes I'd love to have my mother eating my cunt?" I clarified, wanting to push her into an act I wasn't even sure I could pull off.
"Fine, dammit, I'd love to have my mother eating my cunt," Mom admitted, "does that make you happy?"
"Does it make you happy?" I questioned back with a wide smile.
"You really are such a bad boy," she purred, swirling her tongue around my cock head.
"And you're a very bad girl," I retorted, "an adorably bad girl," as I slid my cock back into her mouth.
She moaned on my cock as she resumed bobbing.
As I was getting close, I declared, "I think I'm going to have Nana sucking this cock before she leaves."
Mom again moaned on my cock in response to the visual as she bobbed faster and faster, leading to my shooting my load down her throat. As usual, she slowed down and milked my cock for a couple more minutes until every last remnant of cum had been extracted and savoured.
Finally I pulled out and she looked up at me and challenged, as she stroked my cock slowly, "Okay buster, show me what you've got: I dare you to get Nana sucking and fucking this cock."
"Challenge accepted," I nodded, trying to sound exactly like Barney Stinson in 'How I Met Your Mother'.
"And I want her to be on the bottom of the sexual food chain," Mom added.
"You don't want to be her pet?" I asked, smiling.
"God, no," Mom gasped, "I've always been submissive to her, always tried to please her; now it's time to turn the tables and have her attempting to please me."
"Now you agree I can make Nana my slut?" I asked, tapping my hard cock on her lips. "Not 'may', but 'can'?"
"I'm not sure, but if you do succeed, I want to make sure the hierarchy is clear," Mom replied.
"Ready for one more round?" I asked.
"I haven't even come yet, young man! You'd better not leave me all revved up like this," she retorted, standing up, pushing me back onto the bed and straddling me.
"Mother!" I gasped mockingly. "What would the neighbors say?"
"They'd agree that this time you're here for my pleasure," she smiled, lowering her cunt onto my cock. Sometimes we made love, this time we fucked. She bounced hard, taking every inch of my cock deep inside her.
Watching Mom ride me, her breasts bouncing, her expression one of complete lustful pleasure, was always amazing, and I lay back and just enjoyed the ride. After a few minutes Mom came and then demanded, "Fill Mommy's cunt with your cum, you mother fucker!"
Being called a 'mother fucker' was always incredibly hot, especially by my own mother as she rode me.
I began bucking up to meet her downward bounces and in a couple more minutes I deposited a load of cum inside her.
Leaning down and kissing me, she smiled, "Fuck, do I love you, Curtis."
"I love you, too, Mom," I replied, kissing her tenderly.
"Hard to believe you'll be moving out soon," she said, once we broke the kiss.
"Trust me," I promised, "I'll still be back here often."
"But it won't be the same," she sighed softly, as she rolled onto her back and into my outstretched arm, looking dejected.
"I know," I said, feeling the same way. "But I have a wife now and you have Ellie."
"I know," she said, "but it's not just that I'm having my lover move out, but you're my only son."
"I'll be fifteen minutes away," I pointed out, before adding, "and my cock will always be on call. Or even if you just need me to change a light bulb, I'll still be there for you, Mom."
"You'd better keep your word, young man," she said firmly.
"Oh, that's a promise I think I'll never break even when you're eighty, the light bulb or the fucking," I retorted, as we both drifted off to sleep, both forgetting completely that we weren't the only two in the house.
.....
Thankfully Mom woke up around three in the morning and had the presence of mind to sneak back into her own room. I wanted to control the seduction of Nana and didn't want her to discover us in a position where I'd have to dissemble and make excuses to try and control the situation.
.....
Next morning I resisted depositing a load in Mom, not wanting to get caught before I set up the seduction. Instead, I walked into the kitchen in only my boxers and greeted Nana, who was reading the newspaper and drinking coffee.
She looked up and seemed startled to see me, especially wearing only boxers and my morning wood tenting out directly at her.
I acted as if that was the norm as I went to her, gave her a big hug, making sure my cockhead poked her side and greeted, "Good morning, Nana."
"Good morning," she replied cautiously, obviously distracted, but she didn't mention my lack of clothing.
Mom came down a few minutes later and stopped in her tracks when she saw I was almost naked. She quickly recovered and said good morning too as if everything was normal. Except for Nana being added into the mix, it was.
We had breakfast, chatted about life and divorce and Christmas before I suggested that tonight we go out for a nice supper. I also suggested we get dressed up for the evening and Nana asked what that meant and I explained nice dresses and stockings for the ladies.
Nana laughed, "You really are like your Papa."
"I like my ladies looking good," I nodded.
Mom asked, "We're your ladies now? We won't be your young ladies."
"Perhaps not, but you'll be my beautiful ladies, and tonight you are both my trophy dates," I declared.
"Do I get flowers?" Mom asked.
"Oh, I plan to give you a nice special bouquet," I foreshadowed.
Nana added, looking to Mom, "Your father never bought me flowers."
"Well tonight you will both be treated unlike any other day in your life," I promised, in my head the evening ending with her eating Mom's cunt while I pounded her from behind.
"I plan to keep you to that, young swain," Nana responded, oblivious to what she was potentially agreeing to.
"I'm a man of my word," I said, "ain't I Mom?"
"Yes, you are," she said, shaking her head at my innuendoes.
Nana, noticing it, said, "There seems to be some inside joke between you two."
I shrugged, "All we have is each other."
"Well, I'm looking forward to a great evening with you both," Nana said.
"Me too," Mom added.
"Great, I have a double date!" I declared.
The day went without event. Miranda was broadcasting live from the mall all day for some grand opening event, so I couldn't see her at all today except by turning on the TV, so by the time evening came I was going through sexual withdrawal... used to having fucked Mom or my bride in at least one if not two or three of their holes by now.
Mom noticed it when I came home, or just knew me, as she quipped, "Doing okay, stud?"
"Not really. Regardless of how tonight goes, I'm claiming my morning Mommy time tomorrow," I promised.
"I'm your caffeine?" she questioned.
"You're definitely my morning wake up call," I laughed, thinking I was indeed addicted to my mother. I knew Miranda loved sex, but she was more a night owl and it would be interesting to see if she was as willing to deal with my morning wood as Mom was.
"As you are mine," Mom purred, squeezing my cock.
"You are mine what?" Nana asked, startling us both.
"My man of the house," Mom quickly covered, managing to remove her hand smoothly, without a guilty jerk.
"You indeed have become a very handsome, responsible young man," Nana complimented.
"You have to say that, you're my Nana," I countered.
"Handsome is handsome," she shrugged, "You look a lot like your grandfather did when we were young."
"Well," I smiled, giving Nana's arm a squeeze, "I guess it's because of my genes then."
"Sure," Nana laughed.
"I like to think that I've played a role into you becoming the appealing man you are," Mom chirped in, giving me a look that Nana couldn't see that communicated way more than her words were saying.
I laughed, "Everything I have is because of you, Mom."
"And don't you forget it," Mom said, before turning to Nana, "So, what are you wearing tonight?"
"How classy is the place we're going to?" Nana asked.
"As classy as this city gets," I answered.
"I'm not sure I brought the right clothing for such a place," Nana said, "I wasn't expecting to be doing anything more extravagant than hanging around the house and cheering up my devastated daughter who, by the way, doesn't seem as devastated as I thought she'd be."
Mom shrugged, "The writing had been on the wall for a while."
"You never said a thing," Nana responded, surprised.
"It's not easy telling your mother, who can be rather judgemental by the way, and who was happily married for over thirty-five years, that my marriage was failing," Mom explained.
Nana's face dropped. She hesitated for a moment before saying, "Oh honey, I'm so sorry."
Mom, who was suddenly feeling very vulnerable, whispered, "It's okay, it's just that I was unhappy with Ted for a long time."
Nana said looking crestfallen, "Honey, you can tell me anything. You and Elizabeth are all I have left."
"What about me?" I joked, trying to lighten the mode.
Nana had seemed to forget I was even here. Mom laughed, "How could I forget about you? You've been my rock."
I barely held back laughter at the naughty innuendo in her words that I'd been her hard place as I responded back, adding to the sexual innuendo, "Mom, you've bent over backwards for me."
"And I always will," Mom smiled back, before looking back at Nana and saying, "I have some big news, but I'll save that until dinner; let's go and get ready."
I added, "I expect my two sexy babes to be dressed to kill."
"View to a kill," Mom tossed back, an inside joke about how all the James Bond movies are pretty much soft porn movies.
Nana asked, looking perplexed, "Do you have anything I may be able to wear to please your demanding son?"
"Oh, I imagine I can find something," Mom smiled, giving me a wink that Nana couldn't see.
"Well, go get ready, ladies," I finished, "I'll meet you back down here in forty-five minutes."
"You'd better make it an hour if you want your ladies to be dressed to kill," Mom pointed out.
Nana added, trying to fit in with the obvious flirtations, "Especially if you want us dressed to thrill."
"Oh that I do," I winked saucily at both of them.
I would have loved to be a fly on the wall as Mom and Nana got ready. Yet I patiently waited, hoping that somehow all the seeds already planted would blossom tonight.
An hour and fifteen minutes later, women are never on time (although who can complain when they spend all that time getting ready to look hot for you), they came down the stairs.
I wanted to say to Mom, 'Fuck, are you hot stuff', but instead complimented, "I'm definitely going to be a thorn between two roses."
"Isn't the expression a rose between two thorns?" Nana asked.
"Maybe I'll be the evil one tonight," I shrugged, "tonight is a night of breaking the rules."
"Is that so?" she asked, looking absolutely radiant in a blue dress with a long plunging neckline that gave me a lot of flesh to drool over.
"Tonight you are not my Nana," I nodded, before looking to Mom and saying, "and you are not my mother."
"Then who are we?" Mom asked, playing along.
"Two hot ladies out for the night of your lives with your young... swain," I replied, borrowing Nana's antiquated term.
Nana joked, "I've had many dreams that started like that."
Mom asked, "Sex dreams?"
"Alexis!" Nana gasped, scandalised by the question.
"After what we talked about upstairs, that question is rather tame," Mom countered.
Nana's face went red as she protested, "Yes, but not in front of my grandson."
"I'm an adult now, Samantha," I pointed out, using her first name.
"And does that make me Alexis tonight?" Mom questioned.
"It does, Alexis my dear," I nodded, before asking Nana, "And what, pray tell, did you two naughty ladies talk about upstairs?"
"You'll have to get a couple of drinks into me before I start answering personal questions," Nana replied, with just a tinge of flirtation in her tone.
"Is that how many of your dreams begin?" I quipped back. "Some young swain plying you with alcohol?"
"Curtis!" Nana gasped playfully.
"Samantha!" I parodied back.
"We're already quite late, we should get going," Mom suggested.
"Good call, Alexis," I concurred.
"You seem to really like calling us by our first names," Nana noted.
"Like I said," I smiled, proffering her my arm, "tonight you are not my Nana, but my hot date."
"You have two dates tonight?" she asked, while graciously draping her arm through mine.
"Double the pleasure, double the fun," I smiled slyly.
"Is that so?" Nana asked, giving me a skeptical look.
"That's what Double Bubble taught me," I joked, not wanting to be too aggressive so early in the evening, even as I imagined fucking both my mother and nana together later on.
Soon we were in the car and I was driving us to the upscale restaurant.
I won't bore you with the details, but the next two hours included two full bottles of red wine, an amazing meal and conversation that began as mundane as conversations usually do, before ever so slowly shifting to personal.
Nana was no doubt tipsy and Mom was no doubt horny, evident from her stockinged foot rubbing my crotch non-stop for the last half hour.
Nana asked, as we waited for dessert, "Alexis, you said you had big news."
Mom nodded, "I do, but you aren't allowed to judge me at all."
Nana agreed, "Alexis, like I said before, you can tell me anything."
"Very well, I'm already in a relationship," Mom revealed.
"Really?" Nana asked, surprised. "With whom?"
"It's complicated," Mom answered, pressing her toes hard on my cock.
"Just tell Samantha everything," I suggested, "tonight there are no secrets."
"You've met her before," Mom said, looking incredibly nervous, although gaining some confidence from me.
"Her?" Nana asked, surprised by the pronoun.
"Yes," Mom nodded, "I'm in love with a woman, and I have been ever since college."
"Ellie?" Nana asked, seizing on the obvious answer. Of course she would have known Ellie, if only as her daughter's best friend back then.
"Yes, Ellie," Mom revealed.
Nana wasn't surprised any longer. "So back when you two came to visit in college?"
Mom laughed, "Yes."
"Yes, what?" I asked, this being a story I hadn't heard before.
"I knew it," Nana said, suddenly breaking into laughter.
"Knew what?" I asked, feigning complete obliviousness.
"Nothing," Nana replied, remembering I was her grandson.
I pointed out, "Remember, tonight I'm your date and not anyone's grandson or son."
"Do you really want to know about your mother's past?" Nana asked.
"I want to know everything about both of my beautiful women," I smiled, before asking, "Samantha, have you ever been with another woman?"
"Curtis!" Nana said, even though the sudden dark red of her cheeks made it clear the answer was yes.
"Mother, you have?" Mom asked, noticing the telltale blush as well.
Nana finished her glass of wine, before she smiled, "Mayyyyyyyybe."
"When?" Mom asked, suddenly very curious.
"Beauty pageants were a lot of fun," Nana revealed.
"No way," Mom said, clearly surprised.
"What? Your Mom can't lez out but you can?" Nana challenged, the alcohol liberating Nana from her usual conservative personality.
"That is so fucking hot," I added, swearing on purpose, as I envisioned a late 1960s beauty pageant lesbian orgy all in and out of hippy attire.
"So it's like mother, like daughter," Mom smiled.
Just then dessert arrived and we all ate in silence. By unspoken agreement we each took a few bites of our delicious concoction before passing it to the one on our right, then repeating. I thought it was quite romantic. As we did, I pondered how I could orchestrate the shift from frank sexual discussion to full sexual activity.
Once we'd finished eating Mom suggested, "Let's take this party back home."
"The wine is free there," I added.
"But does that mean the date is over?" Nana asked.
"No, no, no," I shook my head. "I have some exciting activities planned for this evening for my beautiful companions."
"What would those be?" Nana asked.
"Well, obviously a lesbian orgy," I joked, standing up.
"Brat," Nana quipped.
"It's every guy's fantasy," I shrugged, leaving them so I could pay the cheque before anything else could be discussed.
We called one of those taxi services where they also pick up your car, and headed home. I sat between my two sexy ladies, and Mom slyly rubbed my cock, although I wasn't sure it was so sly that Nana didn't notice.
Back at the house I poured both of them wine and returned to the living room. Nana, accidently creating an opening for her seduction complained, removing her four-inch heels, "My feet are killing me."
I handed her the glass of wine, dropped to my knees and took her left foot in my hand. I then said, looking up at her, "Then I think you need a foot massage."
"You don't need to do that," Nana protested weakly.
I countered, "It's the least I can do after you got all dolled up for me."
"He gives amazing foot massages," Mom offered, slipping out of her heels too.
"And I see that you know that," Nana agreed, sipping on her wine, taking this not-too-shocking intimacy in stride.
"Let's play twenty questions," I suggested, while massaging Nana's nylon-clad foot.
"Really?" Nana asked.
Mom challenged, "What? You have more skeletons in your closet than the news that you're a lesbian?"
"I haven't been a lesbian since the 1970s," Nana countered.
"But would you like to be?" Mom asked.
"Is that the first question?" Nana asked, a wide smile crossing her face.
"Yes," I answered.
"You really want to hear about your Nana's sexual fantasies?" Nana asked, looking down at me.
"Is that my first question?" I asked. "Whether I want to know about my date Samantha's sexual fantasies?"
"Yes," she laughed.
"Then yes, I do want to hear about my sexy dates' fantasies," I admitted, moving my hand up to her ankle and calf.
"Then yes, I would love to be a lesbian again," Nana answered, before asking Mom, "Is Ellie your only female lover?"
"No," Mom admitted.
"Currently?" Nana delved deeper.
"No," Mom also admitted.
"No, she is not your only current female lover or ever?" Nana probed even more deeply.
"No, I have had a few ummm... assignations just in the past month," Mom revealed, "plus one sexy and dominant younger man."
"Oh my," Nana said, clearly surprised by her daughter's frank admissions. After a pause, she said, "I sure could use a sexy, dominant younger man."
As I moved to her other foot, I joked, "Hey, there's a younger man right in the room. Are you asking me to be dominant?"
Nana laughed, "If you weren't my grandson I'd be all over you."
I asked, "So if I wasn't your grandson you'd let me dominate you?"
"Curtis, what kind of question is that to ask your Nana?" she questioned, even though she let me keep massaging her foot.
"Well, we've already established that tonight you aren't my Nana, but my sexy older date Samantha and that I am your eager swain Curtis," I pointed out.



"Yes, but that was all just fun and games," Nana pointed out but finally, I believe, considering the possibility that I wasn't speaking theoretically.
"No Samantha," I shook my head, my hands slowly caressing their way further up her leg. "I was completely serious."
"So, you're saying you'd fuck your Nana tonight if I permitted you?" she asked bluntly, looking down at my hands, which were now caressing her lower thighs under her dress.
"No," I corrected, "I would happily fuck my beautiful sexy date."
Nana looked at Mom, unnerved by the sudden dangerous shift in what had been a lighthearted if flirty conversation.
Mom said, "Ask me another question, Samantha. Ask your friend Alexis who the younger man is who is not only her lover, but her Master."
Nana stared at Mom for a moment, before her eyes went big and clarity hit her.
Knowing this was the moment to go for broke, I ordered, standing up, "Samantha, on your knees."
She looked at me, clearly in a moment of utter indecision. Likely she was still trying to process the implications of her daughter's words.
Mom, taking charge, being either a submissive or a domme depending on the situation, slid to her own knees and fished out my cock.
Nana watched in utter awe. Her eyes never left my crotch as Mom unzipped my pants, found my cock, which was stiff as iron, and pulled it out.
Mom looked at Nana and asked, "Are you hungry for some young hard cock, Mother? I love sharing!"
Nana was still speechless, unable to comprehend the watershed shock that had just been presented to her.
"Suit yourself," Mom shrugged, before looking up at me and asking, "Master, may I suck your big juicy cock?"
"Yes, my slut," I nodded before adding, "please show our newest pet how a good slut worships her Master's big cock."
"Mmmmmmm, yes Master," she purred, before taking my cock in her mouth and performing incest in front of her mother.
"That's it, Alexis," I groaned, "take all eight inches in those sweet cock sucking lips of yours."
I glanced at Nana who hadn't stopped staring at my large cock since her daughter had revealed it. I ordered again, gently but insistently, feeling confident she was on the brink of submission, "Samantha, on your knees, my beautiful slut."
She hesitated a moment, as if attempting one last resistance to the temptation of incest and crossing a very taboo line, before slowly sliding off the couch and onto her knees facing me, beside her daughter.
I asked, regally looking down at her, "Do you wish to be my slut, Samantha?"
She was still staring at my cock as she whispered, "Yes."
"Yes, what, Samantha?" I asked. "Tell me what you wish."
"Yes, I wish to be your slut," she whispered, saying the words I was dying to hear.
"And do you want my cock?" I questioned, pulling it out of Mom's mouth and tapping it on Nana's lower lip.
"God, yes," she whispered again, opening her mouth welcomingly.
I slid my cock in her mouth and watched as she began bobbing. She struggled with my length, gagging a few times, before apologizing after a couple of minutes or so, looking up and smiling for the first time, "I think I'm rather rusty."
I slid my cock back into her mouth and reassured her, "Give it a little time. It's like riding a bike, it comes back rather naturally."
"Well, it's also been a very long time since I rode a bike," Nana responded.
Mom warned, "Once you get this bike between your legs, you won't want to stop."
"Is that what happened to you?" Nana asked.
"I will do absolutely anything to have Curtis's cock in one of my three holes," Mom replied, taking my cock back in her mouth.
"Hey," Nana complained, as I watched two hot older women fighting over who got to suck my cock.
I laughed, "Don't worry, Samantha, I have enough cock for both of you."
"That you do," she nodded, leaning forward and taking my balls in her mouth as Mom bobbed hungrily back and forth at the other end of my rod.
Although I'd had many crazy sex adventures since that fateful Halloween evening (detailed in What Mom Doesn't Know Will Fuck Her), this may have been the most surreal. I was having my dick sucked and my balls pleasured at the same time by my Mother and my Nana.
Having not come all day since I'd been waiting for what I had prayed would be a multi-load evening, the double pleasure had my balls boiling in no time at all.
I groaned, as Nana sucked each of my balls in her mouth, while Mom simultaneously deep throated my cock, "I'm going to come soon, my sluts."
Nana, surprising both Mom and myself, sat up and begged, "Please, Curtis, give Nana your cum."
"Down your throat or all over your face?" I questioned.
"I'm your slut," she moaned, her hand going under her dress, "you decide."
"I think you two can share it," I decided, pulling out of Mom's heavenly mouth just before I was going to erupt down her throat. "Open wide, my pets."
Both beautiful women opened their mouths wide, on their knees, still in their fancy dresses, waiting for my load. It was easily one of the sexiest moments of my life and I'd had a lot of those in the past couple of months.
I pumped my cock and in seconds the first spray hit Nana directly in the face and she moaned on contact like a good slut should. I turned slightly and allowed my second full stream to hit Mom, before turning back to Nana to give her the remaining smaller squirts of my white goo.
As soon as my last small squirt hit Nana's chin, she leaned forward and took my cock back in her mouth. I quipped, "I tell you one thing, when it comes to retrieving every last speck of cum, it's definitely like mother, like daughter."
After a moment I pulled out of Nana's mouth and ordered indirectly, "I believe you each have some cum to retrieve."
Nana looked at Mom with trepidation, but Mom leaned forward and began kissing Nana, hoovering up the cum from her chin, cheek, nose, forehead and finally her lips. Nana was tentative at first, but soon she was kissing back. Nana had soon retrieved all the cum from Mom's face as well.
Once both faces were clean and shiny Nana asked, "So you let your son fuck all three of your holes?"
"Anytime he wants," she nodded.
"Even your ass?" Nana continued, her tone saying she couldn't fathom that being pleasurable.
"He loves reaming my ass, don't you, son?" she asked, looking up at me.
"I love all three of your fuck holes, Mother," I replied, "but yes, your asshole is super tight."
After a pause Mom asked Nana, "You've never been ass fucked?"
"No," she admitted. "Your father begged me to let him, but even though I loved his being my Master, I would never do that."
"Then you don't know what you're missing," Mom purred, grabbing my cock and stroking it.
"Nana are you wearing thigh highs?" I asked.
"As instructed," she nodded.
"Show me," I demanded.
"Does my grandson want to see his Nana naked?" she asked sexily, standing up.
"Does Nana want her grandson's cock buried deep in her cunt?" I countered, answering a question with a question.
"So we're no longer on a date?" Mom asked.
"I think Nana is getting turned on by the incest angle," I replied, before asking, "Is that true?"
"I don't know about that," she answered, "but I'm horny as all hell and you sure look good!"
"Get naked, Mother," Mom ordered.
"Pardon?" Nana asked, surprised to be told what to do by her daughter.
"Show your new Master and Mistress your shapely tits and your wet cunt," Mom clarified firmly.
"Alexis Jillian," Nana said, using Mom's middle name too, which usually meant trouble or disappointment.
"Samantha Slut Williamson I'm not going to ask you again, stand up and fucking take your dress off," Mom demanded. I could have added my two cents' worth, but it was hot watching my Mom domme my Nana.
Nana stood up, looking completely stunned by her daughter's demands, as she turned her back to me and asked, her body trembling, "Can you please unzip me, Master?"
Hearing Nana call me Master was incredibly hot and satisfying and I unzipped her sexy dress to reveal the back of a lacy black bra.
"Good slutttt," Mom purred.
Nana's face went beet red again, although I found it strange that she was embarrassed now, since she'd already sucked her grandson's cock and taken a facial. Yet, the hierarchy of a mother and daughter is very clear and Nana was clearly struggling with the sudden flip flop.
"Can you unclasp my bra, too, Master?" Nana requested.
Again I obliged the request, unclasping her bra and tossing it at Mom.
"I see your tits are still nice and firm," Mom nodded, moving to her mother and cupping her breasts.
"I can't believe we're doing this," Nana trembled, glancing to me as her daughter leaned forward and took an erect nipple in her mouth.
"But you're quite willing, aren't you Nana?" I asked, joining Mom and taking Nana's other nipple in my mouth.
"Yesss," she trembled from the double pleasure.
I bit her nipple playfully before continuing, "Ready to be our pet, Nana?" I asked as I swirled my tongue around her hard nipple.
"Yesssss," she moaned in response.
Mom, taking control, ordered as she sat down on the couch, "Come taste your Mistress, Mommy-slut."
"Hey, you're the Mommy-slut," I pointed out.
"But she's my mother," Mom countered.
"Touché," I nodded. "So to clarify, you're my Mommy-slut and Nana's my Nana-slut, but she's also your Mommy-slut."
"A bit convoluted," Mom laughed, before turning to a bewildered Nana, "Why are you still standing?"
"Sorry, Mistress," Nana replied, as she dropped to her knees.
"Does Mommy want to taste her daughter's cunt?" Mom asked, her tone so dripping with naughtiness my cock flinched.
Nana's face was red as a ripe apple, as she stammered, while staring at her daughter's cunt, "Y-y-yes."
"Yes, what?" Mom questioned.
"Yes, Mistress Alexis," Nana corrected.
"Beg, Mother," Mom ordered.
"Please, Mistress, can I, um, can I, can I eat my daughter's cunt?" Nana struggled to say. It seemed obvious senses of guilt and shame were spinning inside her, but her sexual hunger was overriding, barely, those motherly and moral concerns.
"We'll need to work on your begging," Mom said, shaking her head.
My cock again hard, I said, as I moved behind my kneeling Nana, "I'll help make her beg."
"You're going to fuck Nana?" Mom asked.
"Oh Godddddd," Nana moaned, as the answer to Mom's question was made clear by Nana's inarticulate and loud vocalisations as I slid my cock inside her cunt.
"You're letting your grandson fuck you?" Mom asked, amused.
"Like daughter, like motheeeeer," Nana moaned, as I remained lodged deep in her.
"Now beg again," Mom ordered, "beg to eat your daughter's cunt and to have your grandson pound your pussy."
Nana, overwhelmed and horny begged, this time with much more eagerness and intensity, "Mistress Alexis can your bitch mother munch on that beautiful box of yours while your son, my grandson, fucks the living shit out of me?"
"You want him to fuck your ass?" Mom asked, playing on her words, as I slowly fucked her.
Nana surprised both of us, when she responded, "My ass is yours Curtis, take my anal cherry if you want."
"Really?" I asked, stopping mid-stroke.
"Do my ass now, Curtis, hurry before I change my mind," Nana demanded, looking back at me.
"Mom, get the lube," I ordered.
"Happily," Mom nodded, before adding, looking directly at her mother, "but you're munching my cunt as well, Mom."
"Yes honey, anything," Nana nodded in desperate lust, clearly past the point of no return.
As Mom disappeared upstairs briefly, I asked, "Did you think this was how your trip would end up?"
Nana laughed nervously, "Not in a million years."
"So Papa was a dominant man?" I asked.
"God, yes," she nodded, "I loved how he knew exactly who I was."
"Who are you?" I asked, even though I already knew the answer.
"A lady on the outside, a slut on the inside," she admitted.
"Well, that is exactly how I see you, my sexy Nana-slut," I smiled, just as Mom returned.
"You really are just like him," she said, as Mom moved behind her.
"But with a bigger cock," I pointed out.
"Yessss," she smiled, as lube was generously coated on her rosebud and Mom slid a finger inside.
"Sorry, I couldn't resist being the first to penetrate her back door," Mom apologized, as she slowly fingered her mother's ass.
"I may have to punish you later," I teased.
"Punish away," she purred, sliding her finger out and returning to her seated position in front of Nana.
"Ready Nana?" I asked, as I moved behind her, my cock stiff as a rod, and ready for this once-in-a-lifetime opportunity...to take my Nana's anal virginity.
"I'm your Nana-slut," she said with a wicked smile, "Use me as and when you wish, Master."
"Good answer, you sexy vixen," I nodded, as I rubbed my cock up and down her ass crack.
"Just shove that snake in my asshole, make Nana your shit hole fuck toy," she said, her words so nasty that I couldn't resist the temptation any longer.
I pushed forward and watched my cock slowly disappear inside Nana's incredibly tight asshole.
"Oh shiiiiiiiiiit, you're so fucking biggggggggg," she moaned loudly.
Mom empathised, "Nothing fills me more than his big dick slamming my asshole."
"Oh Mom, you say the nicest things," I mocked as my whole cock filled Nana's ass.
"You're too biggggg," Nana whimpered, clearly in pain.
"I'm all in, my newest ass slut," I declared, "I'll hold still until you're ready for more," not moving but just enjoying the sweet moment while allowing her to get accustomed to having a dick in her ass.
"Okkkkkkkay," she whimpered.
Mom explained, "Oh trust me, they say no pain, no gain, and there is no better example than a good hard ass fucking."
"I can't believe how big a slut you are," Nana replied.
"Says the Nana with her grandson's cock buried in her ass," Mom smirked, "not to mention the slut about to eat her own daughter's cunt."
"I already knew I was a dirty slut," Nana countered, "I just thought you'd always been the good girl."
"Like mother, like daughter," Mom shrugged, grabbing her Mom's head and pulling it into her cunt. "Now get licking, my newly-discovered slut."
Watching Nana eat out her daughter was hot and I slowly began fucking her ass, wanting her to get used to the slow motions of an ass fucking before I shifted into an intense ass reaming.
Her whimpers were muffled in Mom's cunt, but after a few minutes of slow constant in and out, Nana finally spoke.
"Faster, grandson," she said, "Fuck your Nana's shit hole faster."
Mom quipped, "You love committing incest don't you, Mother?"
"It's so bad it's good," she replied, as I obliged her request.
"Get back to eating cunt, Mommy-slut," Mom ordered, grabbing her head roughly and holding it between her legs.
As I began fucking Nana harder, making her face fuck into her daughter's cunt with each forward thrust, Mom began talking dirty to me. "Pound her ass, baby. Slam that big dick in her until she comes like the little old ass whore she is."
"I knew you'd love having your own Mommy-pet," I grunted, slamming into Nana now.
"I think we may get her her own kennel for when she comes and visits," Mom quipped.
"You're so bad," I purred.
"As are you," she winked back.
"I was raised by a slut," I winked back at her. "I just wish I'd known sooner."
After a couple of minutes of hard-core fucking and eager licking from Nana, Mom was getting close as she ordered, "Oh God, Mommy, now suck on your daughter's clit."
I kept reaming Nana's ass as Mom's orgasm built and she screamed, "Yesssssss!!", as she ground her cunt up and down her mother's face.
When she let go a few seconds later, collapsing back, Nana begged me, "Tell me what I am, Master."
"Does my Nana-slut like being called names?" I asked, teasing.
"God, yesssssss," she moaned, beginning to bounce her ass back to meet my forward thrusts.
"Are you getting close, my incest slut?" I questioned.
"Yes, grandson," she moaned.
"You like reminding yourself you're committing incest, don't you my incestuous ass-taking slave?" I continued.
"Yes, Nana wants to be your ass slut, your cock sucker, and your cum bucketttt!!" she responded, bouncing back so hard that our loud slapping sounds were echoing through the room.
"I want you to come without touching your whore hole, just by getting ass fucked," I ordered.
"Yes, Master, I'll obeyyyyyy your every command," she declared, her orgasm definitely close.
"Come from getting your butt plugged by your eighteen-year-old grandson, your new Master," I ordered.
"More, more, more," she begged, getting turned on from the nasty talk.
"You will seduce your other daughter and your granddaughter when they arrive for the holidays," I ordered.
"Whaaaaaat?" she questioned, thrown by my newest expectation.
"Your task is to get my Aunt Elizabeth and my cousin Laura to join our Christmas family orgy," I said.
Mom moaned, "Curtis, you really are a bad, bad boy."
"But she's not like usss," Nana protested.
"Did you think Alexis was an incest committing, ass taking slut or a switch: a Mistress to some women but a submissive pet to Ellie?" I asked, stopping fucking her and holding her hips so she couldn't bounce back.
"Don't stooooooop," she whined.
"Are you going to obey your Master?" I questioned.
Mom added, "Do as you're fucking told, Mother. Don't worry, I'll help."
Nana sighed, "Yes, dammit, I'll make my other daughter a cunt licking, ass taking whore like the rest of her family."
"And Laura?" I questioned, giving five quick thrusts.
"I'll make her the bottom feeder of the whole famly," Nana declared, "she needs to be taken down a beg or fifty anyways."
"Good Nana-slut," I nodded, resuming fucking her hard. Aunt Elizabeth was a quiet woman, a lot shyer than Mom or Nana, but her daughter Laura was a complete bitch who needed to be knocked down a peg or two. It would be fun to see how Nana attempted to seduce two very different people. Like Mom, Aunt Elizabeth was in the middle of a divorce, although she was nearing the end of the process.
"I'm a badddd Nana-slutttt," she corrected, resuming bouncing back on my cock.
"You're a dirty Nana-slut, riding your grandson's cock like a filthy porn star," I teased, still laying on the name-calling to turn her on.
"I'll make any movieeeeee you want, Master," she moaned, "Make me your filthy cum slut, I need to be used soooooooo fucking bad."
"Come now, my Nana-slut, come from your sodomy at the hands of your grandson, your daughter's son. Only real cum sluts allow their flesh and blood to not only fuck them, but fuck their, what did you call it, their shit hole."
"Oh yes, yes, more, Nana needs more," she babbled, clearly near eruption.
"Come right now, you fucking whore, you incest slut, you cunt munching dyke, you bad Mommy, bad Nana," I listed.
"Yessssssss," she screamed, "I'm comiiiiiiiiiing."
I kept fucking her ass hard, my own orgasm close.
I asked, "Does my Nana-slut want to feel her asshole filled with cum?"
"Fill your Nana's asshole with your family cum, Master," she agreed, as her orgasm continued coursing through her.
"Uhhhhhh," I grunted, depositing a load deep in her no-longer-virgin ass.
"Yessss, fill your slave's asshole," Nana groaned as her asshole walls were coated.
Mom added, her phone filming our dual orgasms, "Say hi, Mother."
Nana looked up and didn't even hesitate, "Hi, Mistress Alexis, your son just came in your Mother's asshole."
"Did you like it?" Mom asked.
"God, yes," Nana nodded.
"What are you?" Mom asked, as I pulled out of Nana.



"A Mommy-slut to you and a Nana-slut to your son," Nana admitted.
"Mom, come and retrieve my cum," I ordered.
"You really are a dirty boy," Mom teased, handing me the phone, standing up, moving behind her mother and burying her face in her Mom's leaking asshole.
I looked down at Nana and smiled, shifting from Master to grandson, "I love you, Nana."
"I love you, too, Curtis," Nana replied, looking up.
Five minutes later we were all climbing into the hot tub together when Nana asked, "You weren't serious about Elizabeth and Laura, were you?"
"Is the bear Catholic?" I asked.
"Fuck, I was afraid you were serious," Nana sighed.
"It's going to be a great Christmas," I declared.
"Apparently I'll be your ho-ho-ho," Nana joked.
"One of many," I smiled. After a pause, "By the way, I got married while I was in Vegas."
"What?" Nana gasped.
"It's a long story," I said, "Isn't it Mom?
Mom shrugged, "It all began on Halloween when I came downstairs and Ted had to work and Curtis liked my sexy costume and..."
Mom and I took turns retelling the story to Nana of the past couple of months before we had another threesome, and this time I filled her long-neglected cunt.
Nana asked, cum finally leaking out of her cunt, "You sure I can't just keep you to myself?"
Mom laughed, stroking my cock, "Thankfully he has a very quickly reloading gun."
"I'm out of bullets for the moment," I said, sitting back down.
As Mom and Nana began kissing, very much unlike normal mother-daughter kissing, I wondered if it was possible for Nana to fulfill the difficult task I had given her.
I hoped so, I was beginning to become an addict. I couldn't find enough submissive sluts to fulfill my insatiable lust.
Until then I would just have to settle for Miranda, Ellie, Mom and Nana...man, I had a tough life.
THE END....for now....
The next part: What Mom Knows Fucks Her Sister was released on Feb 24, 2017.
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*****
Lesbian MILF Seductress: Cop

I pulled over the Corvette for going 50 in a 35-mph zone. It was the last hour of my shift and I was already tired and rather bitchy.
I reached the car and was surprised when the woman in the driver's seat was only a teenager; I sighed to myself, just knowing this had to be another pretentious, privileged rich kid. The second surprise came when I bent down to see who else was in the car. In the passenger seat was a woman probably in her forties, her skirt hiked up, fucking herself with an old-fashioned pop bottle. The woman kept her head down, either ashamed to be caught in such a compromising pursuit, or so into her own pleasure she was oblivious to my presence.
I cleared my throat to get her attention, but she didn't even slow down as she was really pumping the bottle in and out of her cunt, her moans communicating to me that she was nearing orgasm.
The young blonde driver explained, as one adult to another, although I doubted she even was one, "Sorry, officer, my pet is being punished for not listening properly."
I stammered, shocked by her words, "P-p-pardon?"
"She's still a submissive in training, and sometimes she thinks she has some say in our..." she paused, looking for the right word, "...activities."
"Ma'am, would you please stop doing that?" I requested. I'd seen many strange things in my fifteen years on the force, including many girls giving men head, a couple of guys giving other guys head, a few backseat rendezvous, and once a woman bound in the back seat on her way to a BDSM party. (After her... keepers?... had removed her ball gag, she'd managed to convince me there was nothing wrong, she was having the time of her life.) But this was a new one. The boys at the precinct were going to love this story.
The woman ignored me and her moans kept increasing.
The young woman, whose crystal blue eyes drew me in, explained, "She only answers to me, officer."
"Then could you request her to stop?" I asked, the question absurd, considering I was the police officer here.
"Sure, officer, since you asked so nicely and you're so cute," she smiled, her tone flirtatious and confident. I'd been hit on by many women over the years, but I wasn't a lesbian, and the ploy had seldom if ever worked to get someone out of a ticket. The young woman snapped her fingers, and immediately the other women stopped, the bottle still deep inside her, her breathing erratic.
I was distracted. I was still stunned by what I was witnessing, and was also curious about the power this young woman had over the older, business dressed, attractive woman.
I asked, "Could you ask her to take the bottle out?"
"Out where? Do you mean on a date?" The young woman grinned, clearly having fun with the situation.
"Out of her vagina," I said, trying to maintain my professionalism.
"Oh dear, officer, my slut doesn't even have a vagina, do you slut?" she responded.
The older woman, still not making eye contact with anyone replied, "No, Mistress. I'm a slut, so I have a cunt."
"Or?" The young woman questioned.
"A pussy, a slut box, a twat..." the older woman added.
"Okay," I said firmly. "Young lady, will you kindly have your... person... remove the bottle from her... her... whatever you want to call it?" My growing exasperation had led me into an attempt at formality, but the situation was presenting a few stumbling blocks to my... umm... semantics.
"Take it out slut, and don't forget to clean the cunt juice off your fake cock," the young lady ordered, in language probably not suitable for an audience with the Queen.
Immediately, the older woman pulled the bottle out of her vagina (or whatever) and put the long bottleneck in her mouth.
I gasped.
"Sorry, officer, she's still learning, but she'll eventually make a very good submissive yet," the young woman apologized, acting embarrassed by the older woman's ineptitude at sucking a bottle properly. What the hell would properly look like?
"License and registration, ma'am," I asked, unable not to watch the sexual train wreck happening in right front of me.
"Ma'am, I like that," she chuckled, "I'm used to a different 'M' word, aren't I slut?"
"Yes, Mistress," the older woman nodded, clearly embarrassed.
Trying to remain focused, even though the strange submission was turning me on slightly... I hadn't gotten laid in a couple of months... I repeated, "License and registration, Mi-am." I caught myself from saying 'Mistress' just in time. My face flushed at the near error.
The young lady (?) unfortunately noticed my almost slip of the tongue. "Mi-am, that's a new one," she said with a smile, her hypnotic blue eyes piercing into me. "What seems to be the problem, officer?" she asked ever so innocently.
I paused a second, unable to break free of her eye contact, but I finally responded, "You were going fifty in a thirty-five zone."
"I was?" she asked innocently.
"Yes," I said.
"I'm so sorry. The car is new and, well, it is built for speed," she explained.
"Regardless, ma'am, I need your license and registration," I repeated, getting frustrated.
"Don't you mean mi-am?" she asked, smiling.
"Now!" I ordered, annoyed, attempting to take control of the situation, before adding, "Plus, your passenger could be charged with indecent exposure."
"Oh my, we can't have that. She's my best friend's mom and a high school librarian," the young blonde said.
I paused, trying to regroup. Each time I felt I was beginning to comprehend this situation, she raised the bar. I was called the ice cop at work because of my strong persona. Yet, I could feel wetness in my panties and a curiosity as to how an older woman, a professional, could submit to such a young girl and obey such ludicrous orders without even an argument. I searched for my ice cop and said, "Well, I'll overlook her transgression, but I'll still need to see your license and registration."
The blonde looked at me for a minute, seeming to assess me. I felt like she was considering whether she could make me behave like the slut beside her, but then she turned towards the older woman, still sucking the bottle, and ordered, "Get the registration, slut."
"Yes, Mistress," the older woman responded.
The girl rummaged in her purse and pulled out some handcuffs. Looking at me, she smiled, "I have some of these, too. Never know when they'll come in useful. Isn't that right, my librarian slave?"
"Yes, Mistress," the older woman continued to agree.
The young woman asked me, "Ever been handcuffed, officer?"
My pussy leaked more at her frank question and its accompanying innuendo, yet I remained stolid, ignoring the question as my face burned red. I requested again, "License and registration, please."
"The handcuffs are a good way to allow yourself to let go of the societal expectations to be good, and just allow yourself to submit to your carnal desires to obey," the young girl continued, pretty much telling me she wanted me to submit to her just like her passenger.
"P-p-please, your license and r-r-registration, ma'am," I stammered, now flustered.
The older woman handed the younger girl the registration, and after removing her license from her purse she passed them both to me, her hand gently squeezing mine as she did... her eyes speaking volumes. She said, "I can tell what you're thinking."
Moving my hand away, I stammered, knowing I had to get back to my patrol car before I totally lost control of this out-of-control situation, "I-I-I'll be back in a moment."
"No, ma'am or mi-am?" she teased as I began to leave.
I ignored her comments and returned to my cruiser, my body trembling. I'd be lying if I said there hadn't been times when I'd almost taken a woman up on such a flirtatious offer, but I'd always resisted. Years of failed relationships with men who didn't understand my job, or my need to balance my police officer persona with my more submissive bedroom persona had taken their toll. When possible, I liked to let go in a relationship and let the man be in charge. Instead, most saw me as too strong-willed to be submissive, even when I gave them major hints.
Yet, here was this girl who was flagrantly dominant, who would have no hesitation in putting me through my paces, and although I should have been mortified by her behaviour, I was mortified by how wet I was.
I looked at her license. Her name was Bree Summers and she was nineteen years old. I wondered how someone as young as she was could have such confidence. It had taken me years to build the strong persona and confidence I now displayed. Most of the time.
Deciding I'd just give her a warning, I returned to her car after only being away a couple of minutes.
I handed back her license and registration and said firmly, as if I was doing her a favour, "I'm going to just give you a warning this time."
Bree didn't seem surprised, and she smiled, accepting back her documents, "Thank you so much, Officer. If you ever get curious, you can come and visit me at my sorority house, Pi Alpha Pi."
I laughed, "Good to know, ma'am. Now please drive safely."
"Of course," Bree nodded, "I was just taking my slut back home after a few hours of playtime at the sorority house before her husband gets back from his fishing trip. I'd hate for her husband to learn of her... persuasions."
My cunt was on fire, but I simply nodded, "Just obey the speed limit," and walked away.
Once she drove away, I returned to my cruiser, slid my hand inside my uniform and began rubbing myself, desperately needing to get off. Eyes closed, I imagined it was I in the passenger seat, and it was one of my fellow cops catching me in such a compromising situation. I came in no time, the fantasy feeling so real. Yet, as soon as my orgasm faded, I cursed my weakness as I shifted into drive.
...
A few days later I was working the beachside (the best place to work, quite frankly), when I was called to deal with a theft at a beachside shop. I walked in and was told by an annoyed teenage employee that two teenage girls had tried to steal bikinis underneath their clothing.
Unfortunately the store had no video cameras, so since the employee had already retrieved the merchandise, it ended up being a she said / she said situation. I took the two girls aside and asked them a few questions to see if I could persuade them to confess to the crime, but they were giving away nothing. So eventually I instructed them they weren't to return to this establishment, then let them go with a stern warning.
After the two left, I went to speak again with the salesperson who'd made the call, a young woman who'd identified herself as Katherine Winston. I explained what had transpired and was surprised by her attitude toward me. "I know why you really let those two thieves go."
"Excuse me?" I questioned, annoyed both by her tone and implication. I'd met her a few times before and always thought she was a very pleasant young woman.
"I've seen you around here. You think no one notices, but I do. The way you check out some girls with big racks when they walk by. You sure seemed to take your time 'interrogating' those two put-your-eyes-outs, and yet you accomplished nothing," she accused, having learned, as I eventually discovered, from Mistress Bree over the past year how to seduce older women through aggressive behaviour.
"Ma'am," I began, trying to remain civil, "I don't know what you're getting at, but I did everything by the book."
"Sure, sure you did," she responded condescendingly, before continuing on the full offensive, having learned from Bree that once you begin the sexual assault, you go for the jugular, "What was the name of that book? The Joy of Sex?"
"That's hardly appropriate, ma'am," I responded, happening to remember the strange conversation with that Bree girl I'd pulled over a few days earlier.
She stepped out from behind the register, walked to the store front, turned the Open sign to Closed and locked the door. She walked back to me and continued, "Tell me officer", as she pulled her top off, revealing her perky breasts in a skimpy bra, "did you get to the meat of the matter with them?"
"Ma'am," I gasped, staring at her breasts.
"You obviously want a better look at some feminine pulchritude," she continued, unclasping her bra and tossing it on the floor.
"W-w-what are you doing?" I stammered, as I stared in shock at her stiff nipples, my mind spinning, realising she was onto something, that I wanted to touch them, to suck them.
Katherine continued, slipping out of her skirt next, revealing she was wearing a thong and thigh highs beneath, as she spoke, "Tell me, do you only like to look at high school girls, or is one of college age acceptable"?
I continued to stammer, trying to gain control of this bizarre situation, "Y-y-you're behaving way out of line, young lady."
"I thought I was a ma'am?" she objected tartly, raising an eyebrow as she sat down on a bench in only her thong and thigh highs.
This was getting crazy, seeming almost like a sequel to my odd encounter of a few days ago with the blonde teenager. "Ma'am, I'm going now."
The cute girl asked, "Why, Officer O'Riley? The shops are closing. You're almost off duty. Wouldn't you prefer to get more comfortable?" She then stood up and slid out of her thong, revealing a completely shaved vagina... cunt... whatever.
Overwhelmed, flustered, suddenly incredibly horny, and realizing I was seconds away from doing something very unprofessional, I stammered, "I-I-I need to be going, ma'am." I quickly left the almost naked girl behind, fumbled briefly with the lock on the door, and scurried to my car. For the second time this week, my fingers went inside my uniform and directly to my very wet, needy cunt.
I was close to orgasm when I was startled by a knock on my window. It was Katherine, and she was smiling widely. I pulled my hand out of my uniform, mortified that I'd been caught in the act.
Reluctantly, I rolled the window down. She said, "See? I did that to you, didn't I? I knew you were a lesbo."
"I-I-I'm not," I stammered, although it was tough to come up with a different explanation of why I was rubbing myself off in my police car.
"Sure, sure," she laughed. "If you ever want to taste some sweet cunt that isn't from your own fingers, just come back to the store and beg me for it."
Before I could respond she sauntered away, amused at catching me in the act.
I sighed. What the hell was coming over me? I wasn't a lesbian. I'd never even seriously considered being with another woman, and yet for the second time in two days, I was completely turned on by bitchy girls who were flaunting their bodies at me.
I drove away, ignoring the burn in my loins, determined not to be tempted again.
...
A couple nights later the two teen seductresses, one a Mistress, the other a Mistress in training, met up for coffee, having not seen each other for most of the month of August. Bree had travelled and Katherine had worked at the beach store before they each started their sophomore year of college.
"So my number one slut, what's new?" Bree asked in her usual frank manner, always reminding her pets who was the Mistress.
"Well, you won't believe what happened at the shop a couple days ago," Katherine replied. She then told the story of the cop, and how she'd gotten her so flustered.
"Wow, you're really coming along. How many pets do you have now?" Bree asked, proud of her best friend, and of watching her protégé in a few seductions, blossom from shy submissive to sultry seductress.
"Seven now, if you count the two you gave me as presents," Katherine answered, the last two pets she'd seduced being the manager of this coffee shop, and a friend of her mom's (her mom being the first MILF Bree had ever seduced, and one of her two presents from Bree).
"Well, of course you do. I may have given them to you, but just because they answer to me first, doesn't mean you can't claim them. Besides, how can you not count your Mom?" Bree replied.
"Well, I just didn't know if they counted if you gave them to me, even though Mom does still require some training. Do you know a couple nights ago, she stammered something about Dad being downstairs when I told her to get her lips on my pussy? Sometimes punishing her tires me out," Katherine answered, before laughing. Having a live-in Mommy-pet had been a great perk while Bree had gone away for the summer after giving Katherine her own mother as a completely submissive pet. Sure, Katherine's mother had protested, but Bree had a way of always making her pets obey her, and her protégé was coming along splendidly.
"Oh I know; I had her fucking herself with a soda bottle a few days ago in the car, because I caught her wearing panties when I dropped by your house for a visit and a quick cunt lapping. She said she was just ending her period, but I didn't buy it," Bree said.
"Maybe I'll have to punish her at home too," Katherine said, thinking that having her sleep with a butt plug in her ass could do the trick.
"Oh, you really should," Bree nodded, before adding, "And speaking of cops, I have my own cop story. We got pulled over for speeding. When the cop came up to my window, Nadine was plunging that bottle in and out of her box and was totally lost in it! That lady cop was flabbergasted when your Mom didn't pay attention to a word she said, but just kept fucking herself. And she sure seemed nervous when I showed her my own handcuffs. I'm certain I could have had her begging for my twat if I weren't pressed for time."
Both girls happened to be laughing out loud as the lady cop under discussion walked into the coffee shop.
...
Another long day, another lonely night, I sighed to myself as I entered the coffee shop to grab a late-night dinner for take-out. As I placed the order, I heard the sound of girls giggling from behind me. Locals or tourists? I wondered. Being a beach town in the summer, it was hard to tell. Of course, it would be easier in the offseason. No one in their right mind went to the beach in Massachusetts in January. All that tittering was annoying me after a long day. I glanced at the two young women, thinking they probably had nothing to do in the late summer but spend their parents' money.



Deciding to go wash my hands, I headed to the back and had to walk past the girls. Being crabby, I figured it may be fun to harass them a bit, even though they weren't really doing anything wrong. I thought I might throw them a scare, just for laughs, just to cheer myself up.
My smile quickly turned to horror though, as I closed the distance and saw the faces of my two teen tormentors from the last few days. I'd been walking straight toward them, but now changed course to head to the rest room.
"What, no mi-am this time?" Bree asked, looking up and recognizing me. I wondered why I remembered both their names in the first place.
"Still granting favours to shoplifters?" Katherine questioned, right after Bree.
I froze for some reason, feeling my confidence ooze out of me, becoming the wallflower I'd been back in high school when I was around the popular girls.
They looked at each other and both exclaimed the same words. "It's her!"
I realized they'd been talking about me, which made me want to shrivel up and die. What were the odds that I would have two brief moments of weakness, and both of my tormentors would be friends with each other? Apparently really good odds, since it had obviously happened, and here I was!
"You mean?" the Winston girl asked.
Yeah, that's her," Bree nodded, smiling widely.
"She's the one who saw Mom with the bottle?"
"Yep," Bree nodded, maintaining eye contact with me.
"That's rich," Katherine laughed.
I should have walked away; I should have broken eye contact, but for some inexplicable reason I felt paralyzed from the waist down and hypnotized by Bree's eyes.
"Soooo rich indeeeeed," Bree agreed, still not breaking eye contact with me, letting out a moan and making a face as if she were having an orgasm.
I broke eye contact finally, which wasn't easy, glanced down, and saw a pair of black heels poking out from beneath the table.
I stared in disbelief, both because a woman was underneath a table in a public restaurant almost certainly performing oral sex on a girl, and because of the mysterious power this teenager seemed to have over women.
I watched as the woman crawled out from underneath the table, stood up and asked Bree, "Will there be anything else, Mistress?"
"Not right now, Danielle," Bree responded, before adding, "but Katherine may want to see you before we leave."
"Of course, Mistress," the waitress, who looked to be in her mid-thirties, a wedding ring on her hand, responded.
Turning around, she finally saw me and my uniform and her already red face went a deeper shade. Her face was liberally coated with what was obviously Bree's pussy juice.
A grim look crossed my face, as I tried to remain firm and in control even as I felt my cunt betray me yet again. "You know I could arrest you all for public exposure," I threatened, my tone firm.
"But officer, there was no exposure. Danielle was just looking for my slice of apple pie," Bree countered, still staring me down. She added, her smile going even wider, "And she found it."
I could feel myself sweating again; I could feel the undeniable moisture in my panties. This girl somehow had a hold on me like she obviously had over the other two women she seemed to dominate. Deciding this wasn't a fight worth fighting, I hadn't really seen anything even though we all knew what had just happened, I ignored my bladder and turned and walked back to the counter to wait for my food to be delivered. I couldn't get out of there fast enough!
A couple minutes later, the waitress who'd pleasured Bree came over to me and whispered, clearly embarrassed to be saying what she was about to say to me, and not wanting the nearby male customer to hear any of her words, "Mistress Bree would like to know if you want your own slice of pie before you leave."
My face burned red. My mouth watered at the thought, even though I wasn't a lesbian. Thankfully another waitress came out with my take-out order and I didn't answer the question.
"Never mind, it looks like someone else beat you to the pie," the waitress quipped and walked away.
I shouldn't have, but I looked back at the table as I began to walk out, and saw a different pair of heels under the table, this time pointed the opposite way, clearly pleasuring Katherine.
I shook my head as Bree continued to stare me down, aware that she was having a powerful impact on me. Worried I may do something I'd regret, I hurried out of the restaurant even as I heard Bree call out, "See you again soon, officer."
Back in my squad car I pondered several questions. Where the fuck did these two hot mesmerizing girls come from? Why did I get so weak in the knees and wet in the crotch in their presence? Why did the desire to crawl under the table and replace that woman pop into my head? I tried to shake off these questions and ignore the excessive dampness between my legs as I drove away, hoping not to see those two again for a long while.
...
The start of a new college year signalled rush week for fraternities and sororities. They traditionally began the week before school. This year was a big occasion. Governor Daphne Greene was returning to her alma mater to make an appearance at her old sorority house. It had been in all the papers. The usual fanfare applied, and there was going to be a private party for past, present, and prospective sorority members.
Thankfully, I hadn't been assigned to security that evening; it was my regular day off.
That night, my mind and body played tricks on me as my dreams had me back at the coffee shop, this time crawling under the table and going back and forth between the two teens' pussies like a tennis ball in a long volley. I woke up in a sweat, my hand in my panties and my pussy juice leaking out of me. I'd reached orgasm from a dream, something I'd never had happen before.
A week later when I arrived at the precinct, I was informed I was needed after all to do security duty at the sorority gala. I'd get paid double time, which made the assignment rather appealing, and I was also given a day off in lieu to use as I wished.
All I had to do was rotate taking turns at the door with two other colleagues, both male, and at other times freely wander around the large sorority house keeping an eye on things.
I was about an hour in when I heard Bree's unmistakable voice approaching the front door.
"Why, hello mi-am," Bree greeted playfully, walking up to me, dressed in a lavish gown. Katherine was also dressed in a gown, both of them looking absolutely radiant in their formal attire.
Not these two! I thought to myself. I asked for credentials, praying they weren't members of this sorority, but party crashers. I attempted to deter them with, "This is a private function".
"Will these get our privates in?" Bree asked, as they pulled out their sorority ID's. We do after all live here."
Damn. Of all the luck, I thought to myself, hoping that in such a public setting they'd be a lot less brazen. "Very well," I nodded, attempting a stone face.
"Bye, mi-am. Hope you won't be too tied up later to have some fun," Bree said, pulling her handcuffs from her purse and dangling them at me with a cheeky grin.
Her tone and the cuffs bothered me, but I ignored the provocation and continued doing my job, which allowed me to turn my back on them and face the outside walkway.
Thankfully, I didn't see them for the next couple of hours, except from a distance. Also, neither of them seemed to be paying any attention to me, instead visiting with other sorority members, alumni, and having a rather lengthy conversation with the Governor herself.
The party was winding down when Bree walked over to me and said, all concerned and not with her usual pretentious attitude, "Officer, I believe I may have been robbed."
"How so?" I asked suspiciously.
"Well, I told you I live here in the house. I believe something's missing from my room. Since you're here, I just thought I could come to you instead of making a call to the station," Bree said, still fraught with concern.
I sighed, "What's missing?"
"It's better if I show you," she answered, turning and walking away from me.
I sighed again, annoyed, as I followed her pretentious ass.
"In here, mi-am," Bree ushered me in and silently pulled the door closed behind us. "Over by the bed, there's something missing."
I looked over by the bed and asked, suddenly suspicious, "What exactly is missing?"
"My panties," she answered from behind me.
I turned around and saw Bree had slipped out of her gown and now stood in front of me wearing no more than a pair of beige thigh highs and a lacy black bra. Her shaved cunt was completely in view.
"Miss Summers, I'm on duty," I stated, attempting unsuccessfully not to gaze down at her cunt.
"You're so cute in your denial," she smirked.
I began to walk past her to leave the room when she ordered, her voice shockingly firm, the voice I always use when dealing with a criminal, "Stop!"
I did. I can't say why I did.
"My mother's a former sorority member here, and she's also Governor Greene's executive administrator. I asked them to request you specifically for duty here tonight," Bree revealed, her tone once again normal.
Well that explains how I ended up working here, I thought to myself. Yet I tried to remain strong as I said, "I'm not sure what that has to do with your standing naked in front of me."
Bree moved closer to me and whispered seductively, "We both know why you followed me in here, cutie."
My body trembled as she stood directly in front of me. My resistance was weakening, her beauty, her undeniable sex appeal, and her stunning self-confidence had me rattled, yet I hid my growing insecurity and replied, "Because you dragged me in here under some lame pretence of a theft."
Bree shrugged, "But can't you see that my panties are indeed missing?" She backed up and posed for me. "You can clearly see that my cunt is completely uncovered." Spinning around, she added, "And what's more, so is my ass."
Her words were ridiculous, yet her body had me in a trance. As she returned to face me, she said rather bluntly, "Well, it's apparent you're fascinated with my cunt. Your eyes haven't left it except to stare at my perky little ass."
I knew it was true. I couldn't take my eyes off of Bree's kitty, and even though I was busted, I still couldn't break my stare.
"You like?" Bree asked.
I couldn't respond. I couldn't admit to this powerful girl that I did like... I liked a lot.
"I'll ask you again, mi-am," Bree said with a little more force, "Do you like?"
"Yess," I whispered through pursed lips. Shame cascaded through me, yet the allure of this young woman had me completely captivated. I felt like I was under a spell, one I couldn't possibly break. My pussy was dripping into my very damp panties, utterly entranced by this temptress.
"Then get on your knees and crawl to me like a good pet," Bree ordered.
Strangely, her suggestion seemed completely reasonable. Although I'd never been with a woman, I'd always submitted to as many men as were up for it. Yet, my subconscious was screaming Don't!! However, my body being in control of my mind instead of the normal way around, I felt myself slowly drop to the floor like the final leaf off a tree in the fall... and fall was inevitable.
Even as shame burned into my breast like the scarlet letter, I crawled the few feet to the sorority girl.
Smiling down at me smugly, Bree, her tone dripping with sarcasm, said, "Officer, the glaze on your face tonight won't be from a donut."
Humiliation seemed to compound humiliation, yet my latent submissive feelings had come bubbling to the surface, and I knew I'd be this girl's bitch tonight. The police motto is to protect and serve, and it seemed that for the rest of the night I'd be focusing on the serving portion of that motto.
"Would you like that? Would you like to wear my glaze on your face?" Bree asked, staring down at me while I stared at her cunt.
I couldn't say the words, shame silencing me. Yet, my head nodded in agreement.
"You understand, do you not, that once I allow you a taste, you will be mine?"
I again nodded, willing to agree to almost anything to taste the cunt in front of me, her scent wafting ever so lightly through the air.
She continued, "You'll please me when I wish. You'll lick whom I please. You'll be disciplined if you disobey. Your sexual activities or non-activities will be entirely at my pleasure. Isn't that right, Kat?"
Her words had been freaking me out and turning me on until I heard the name Kat and realized we weren't alone.
Katherine stepped from the shadows, a camcorder in hand and agreed, "Yes, Mistress Bree."
I couldn't believe that with all my detective training I'd missed her presence in the room. I also realized that my entire submission litany so far had been filmed. As the camera was aimed directly at me, I asked, confused by the words Katherine had just said, "Did you just call her Mistress?"
She answered, "Of course; she is my Mistress."
As I looked at her with confusion, trying to figure out how these good friends could have a sexual hierarchy. Although it wasn't much of a surprise that Bree was the one in control.
"Now, Officer O'Riley, are you ready to take your natural place as my pussy pleasing slut?"
Hearing her use my rank and surname made the humiliation even more extreme, as I could only imagine what the other two officers would say, or my commander, if they were to walk in at this moment. Yet none of that mattered now, all that my mind and body could handle was obeying this sorority slut. So I once again nodded in the affirmative.
"Speak up, slut," she demanded.
Being called a slut was another punch in the gut. I was a lot of things, but slut wasn't one of them.
"Yes," I answered in a whisper.
"Yes what?"
I knew exactly the words she wanted me to say, so I said them. "Yes, Mistress."
"Yes, Mistress, what?" she continued, really pushing me.
"Yes, Mistress Bree, I want to be your pussy pleasing bitch," I finally declared in a firm voice, breaking my eyes away from her cunt and looking up at her face.
"Like I said before: you won't be eating donuts tonight, officer. Tonight you'll be dining on pie," Katherine giggled from behind me, presumably still filming my humiliating submission.
Bree didn't laugh, but instead looked directly at me, as if seeing completely through my outer shell to my submissive soul, "You really need this submission, don't you, my pet cop?"
Looking back at her cunt, just inches away, I answered, "Yes, Mistress. I can't explain it, but I really do."
"Very well, go ahead my cop slut, taste your new Mistress," she offered, obviously used to such desperation from women.
I leaned forward and licked her pussy. Having never licked a pussy, never even licked my own fingers after doing solitary, I really had no idea what it would taste like... but I'd never expected this. It was so tangy and exotic, like the creation of a new fruit. One taste, and I was addicted; one taste, and I wanted to experience the complete richness of her pussy when she came; one taste, and I felt that being on my knees in front of this pretentious bitch was the most natural and desirable thing in the world... just like breathing, and just as important.
I hungrily licked, wanting more of her perfection.
Bree quipped, "You're eating my cunt as if you've been lost in the desert for years and finally found an oasis of peach juice."
I probably sounded like a blonde bimbo when I replied between licks, "Soooooo good."
She laughed, "So I've been told."
After a few more licks, she backed away and I couldn't believe the word that came out of my mouth: "Nooooooo."
Bree laughed harder. "Don't worry, my eager cop slut, I'm very generous with my cunt, but first you need to be punished."
"W-w-why?" I stammered.
"You twice rejected the opportunity to please my pet and second in command," she revealed. "She offered you her cunt at her beach shop, and she offered it again at the coffee shop, although your loss there was the owner's gain."
That answered the question from the other evening, although the thought of that having been Caroline, the owner of the store, a married woman with five children, seemed unfathomable... but then so did the fact that I myself was on my knees, pussy juice lingering on my lips, and I wanted more. "I was on duty," I defended weakly.
"Aren't you now?" Bree countered.
"I guess," I admitted, reminded again of the dangerous predicament I'd gotten myself into.
"Stand up," she ordered.
I did and heard my knees crack.
"By the power vested in me by my Mom, I now declare you off duty. Remove your uniform, slut," she ordered.
I obeyed wordlessly, my hands trembling at undressing in front of two teenagers. It was an unusual strip tease, since it included divesting myself of my shoes and socks, and then my nightstick, handcuffs, walkie talkie and gun belt, as well as my woolen trousers and uniform shirt and finally, my feminine undergarments, which were more functional than sexy. Soon however, I was completely naked and feeling even more vulnerable than I had on my knees gazing at her teenage cunt.
"Nice tits, Officer Slut," Bree commented, "they're much larger than they appeared underneath that dull uniform."
I had to agree, the uniform shirt was designed to make us look almost unisex, and it completely hid my 36C breasts. I responded, like the submissive I apparently was, "Thank you, Mistress."
Katherine added, looking at my very neatly trimmed pussy, "That rug will need to be removed. Mistress Bree wishes all her pets to be shaved. We won't require you to do it at the moment though, since we have much bigger plans for you tonight."
A chill went up my spine at her ominous words.
"Back on your knees, my cop pet, and crawl to Mistress Katherine," Bree ordered.
I weakly began to speak, "But I thought..."
Bree interrupted me, raising her voice, "Pets don't think, pets obey. Pets are loyal and obedient to their Mistress and to whomever their Mistress designates. Is that fucking understood?"
"Yes, Mistress Bree," I nodded, as I dropped to my knees and began to crawl toward Katherine, who was sitting at the foot of the bed, still filming me. I was actually feeling guilty for being disobedient to Bree.
Bree continued, "Katherine is my number two. Yes, she is my slut, and a very obedient one. She is also my lifelong best friend. She's one of the few women whose pussy I've licked as a reward for a job well done. And even that is reserved for special occasions. No, I'm more of a receiver than a giver when it comes to sucking twat. I hope you don't expect that, because it certainly won't happen. You will always obey Katherine as you would me, unless our instructions conflict. Kat my pet, you may proceed."
Katherine ordered, her legs dangling from the bed, "Remove my heels, slut."
"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, obediently performing the trivial and menial task.
"Lick the soles of my feet," she ordered.
This task was even less glamorous, but since I was already totally committed to my humiliated submission to these two teenagers, I took her left foot and licked its stocking-clad sole. I was surprised by how soft the nylon was and also that, although it was slightly sweaty, her taste wasn't unpleasant.
I replicated the attention on the other sole before Bree said, "I believe the officer would like to experience the other side by being placed in handcuffs."
Bree was swinging her own handcuffs playfully in her hand as Katherine ordered, "Lie face up on the bed, slut."
Hating the idea of being bound and helpless, I protested for the first time in a while during this surreal night, "Please, no handcuffs."



Bree roared from behind me and gave my ass a solid slap, "Now, you disobedient bitch!"
I yelped as my ass burned and I quickly climbed onto the bed.
"I said on your back," Katherine growled, roughly pushing me down flat.
I watched helplessly as my wrists were handcuffed and hooked to the headboard.
I continued to watch myself be bound as Bree retrieved my own cuffs from the floor and handed them to Katherine, who took my ankle and handcuffed it to a foot post.
"Shit, we need one more pair of handcuffs," Bree said. "Maybe we should go and see if either of the two male cops would care to accommodate us."
"God, no," I pleaded.
Bree laughed, "You don't want your colleagues to know you're a cunt-licking submissive?"
"No, Mistress," I admitted, before adding, "I'll do anything to keep this just between us."
"I know you will," Bree nodded, going to a drawer, grabbing a long stocking and tying my other ankle to the other post. I was literally spread eagled, opened wide and on display. I felt both exhilarated and utterly terrified. I was helpless in every sense of the word.
"Are you now ready, my slut?" Bree asked as she straddled my face.
Her cunt again in front of my face, her scent alluring and her wet pussy lips glistening in front of me, the answer was obvious. "Yes, Mistress."
"You sure?" she questioned, her cunt an inch from my lips. "Are you ready to take your place as my split licker? This is your last chance. We'll release you if you wish, and never mention this affair. But you'll never again have the opportunity to please me. Make your choice now."
"Yes, I want to serve you." I acquiesced, even though I'd been given the opportunity to turn back time and be released from my humiliating predicament.
"And serve Katherine as well?" Bree added.
"Yes, Mistress," I admitted, willing to comply with any demands to finish what I'd started.
"And maybe the whole sorority," Bree added, as she lowered her cunt onto my face.
Her last words startled me, but I couldn't respond: I had a mouthful of pussy. Instead, I focused on the task at tongue, to lick and to please this beautiful box lunch.
I could feel my own juice leaking out of my cunt as this teenager's intoxicating honey coated my mouth. I plunged my tongue into the depths of Bree's hole. I began teasing her pussy, going slowly, like I often would with my male lovers. But Bree would have none of it. She grabbed the back of my head and pulled my face roughly into her twat. She ground her sex all over my mouth.
I licked and sucked Bree as best I could, while she humped my face, as if she was marking me as her own.
"I'm almost there. Suck my clit, you fucking lesbo cop," she ordered.
I had no choice but to obey, Bree riding me roughly while holding my head, although I was desperately hungry to taste her fully concentrated cum juice. Seconds later, I was rewarded with the exotic sweetness of Bree's orgasm. She kept grinding on my face as her hot, sticky juice coated my face, making it glisten like a honey-dipped donut.
The taste was like heaven, and I eagerly lapped up as much as I could. Bree slowed down, bouncing her labia on my mouth as she came down from her sexual eruption.
"Good pet cop," she moaned, as she got off me. "I knew you'd be an eager cunt muncher."
I stared at her with an infatuation that only added to my shame. I wanted more cunt. She'd created a hunger that couldn't be satisfied by eating a single pussy.
She continued, "You do remember my earlier instructions, right?"
There were lots of earlier expectations, so I wasn't sure which ones, but I nodded, "Of course, Mistress."
"Kat my pet, you may claim your new pet," Bree declared.
"Oh, goody," she giggled like a schoolgirl as she took her place above my face and added, "Is this what you wanted, whore? I saw you checking me out in my shop. I saw you staring at those shoplifting bitches even as you let them go. You crave another taste of pussy, don't you?"
Truthfully, I was more in awe of how skimpy many of the girls' attire was, including Katherine's, but I wasn't about to get into a debate about semantics when her pussy was hovering just above me. I admitted, my hunger for pussy undeniable, "Yes, Mistress, I desperately crave your pussy."
"Well, this is your lucky day, bitch," Katherine smirked, lowering her muff onto my mouth. I began licking, noticing her taste was tarter than Bree's, not unpleasant, but not as intoxicating as her Mistress'.
After a couple minutes of licking, I felt something hard and slick rubbing up and down my very wet pussy lips.
Bree declared, "I thought our new pet might like a good fucking."
As my cunt was filled, I realized that Bree was filling me with my very own nightstick, which she'd coated in lube. It had been a couple of months since I'd last had anything except a tampon inside me, and a rush of pleasure rumbled through me.
As I continued licking her pet, Bree declared, not moving the makeshift fuck-toy that was now buried deep inside me. "Tell you what. If you give your Kat Mistress her orgasm, I'll give you yours."
Hearing those words only enhanced my eagerness to get Kat off. I sucked on her pussy lips and drove my tongue inside her tight, wet hole. I wished I weren't handcuffed so I could use my fingers too, my insatiable desire to please and to be pleased all that mattered. I'd accepted I was just their lesbian fuck-toy and I would undoubtedly, unquestionably, please them in any way they demanded. Although even thinking these words was shameful, it only enhanced my eagerness to please. Being a police officer was stressful and I always had to be in control. It was liberating to totally let go of the expectations of my job and everything else and just to give my control completely away to someone else.
As Kat's moans grew louder and her climax approached, I sucked on her swollen clit, trying to get her to cum, my hunger to taste her pussy juice and to get fucked my only focuses.
Nearing orgasm, she began humping my face like a cowgirl on a bucking horse, as Bree slowly began to move the stick inside me.
"Fuuuuuuck," Katherine screamed, as her orgasm hit her and my face was coated with essence of pussy juice for the second time this wild evening.
My own moans began even as I continued licking, as Bree fucked my pussy.
Katherine eventually climbed off me, and I heard Bree ask, "What do you want, slut?"
I knew I liked it rough when I was fucked by a man, so I moaned, "Pound the hell out of my cunt, Mistress, fuck your cop slut."
Bree smiled at me as she began rapidly pumping half of the eighteen-inch stick in my cunt.
"Harder," I begged, raising my ass as high as I could to meet her thrusts. "Fuck your bitch harder."
"She's even sluttier than my Mom," Katherine quipped.
Seeing my look of confusion, Bree explained as she kept fucking me hard, "You met Katherine's mom, actually."
I looked at Katherine and recognized the obvious resemblance, "Your Mom was the bottle fucker in the Corvette."
"Yeah, Mistress Bree told me about that stop, and so did my mother," Katherine revealed.
"She diiiiiid?" I asked, the intensity of being fucked by my own nightstick driving me wild.
"My Mom's also my slut. Mistress Bree gave her to me," Katherine said matter-of-factly, as if Bree had given her a sweater.
"You have sex with your motherrrrrr?" I asked incredulously, the naughty concept of incest turning me on.
"Yeah. She licks my cunt when I need it, and if she's good, I reward her with the strap-on. When she's disobedient, like the night before you saw her, she must be punished. She's really becoming a good pet, but she still needs training from time to time." Katherine explained, enjoying the look of shock on my face.
Focusing back on the stick fucking my cunt, I moaned, "Fuccck, I'm getting close, Mistressssssss."
My orgasm was imminent when a new voice sounded as the door opened, "Bree, are you in here?"
I couldn't cover myself up, being bound to the bed, as I gasped "Oh my gosh!" I wanted to shrivel up and die as the Governor of our state walked in on us. We were all so fucking busted!
But the Governor just smiled playfully, "Well, you really are quite the seductress, Bree. Isn't that the policeman-woman you requested?"
"Yes, and thank you, Governor," Bree smiled, her hand still grasping the nightstick buried deep in me.
I still didn't get it. The end of my career flashed before my eyes. This was the Governor of my state, the woman I was supposed to be providing security for tonight, watching as a teen sorority sister fucked me with my own nightstick. I wanted to defend my situation, but no words could possibly explain how I'd ended up bound to a bed with an oversized dildo in my cunt.
The Governor came to the bed, looking amused, as she said, "Well, I'm glad to see my security detail is making good use of her accessories."
"Yes," Bree responded, "she's certainly providing quality service."
"Well, since she's my security, I think I should have her see to my treasure," the Governor mused, removing her skirt.
I couldn't believe it. The Governor was getting undressed and, just like the sorority sluts, she wasn't wearing any panties.
The governor noticed my stunned looked as she explained to me, a broad smile on her face, "Yes dear, I go without panties. You never know when some darling police officer may need to protect and serve me, and I would hate to impede her access."
I stared in stunned disbelief as Governor Greene herself climbed onto the bed, straddled my face and lowered her pussy (and yes, hers too was completely shaved) onto my face.
I had no choice about this, although I wasn't complaining, as I began to lick my third snatch of the evening. I was in complete shock at how I'd gone from never having eaten pussy to feasting on a veritable banquet of muff, all within an hour.
As Bree turned the nightstick inside me, she quipped, "It looks like Officer O'Riley is serving her way up the food chain for a promotion."
The Governor laughed, "I do need a new member of my security team," as she began grinding her cunt on my face.
I wondered if this was a serious conversation. Was this the new Civil Service Exam? Yet I continued licking eagerly, ignoring whose cunt I was eating, but focusing instead on the task of pleasing both my current cunt and therefore myself.
Frustratingly, the stick remained lodged in me, but not moving, a constant but static tease.
Eventually, Governor Greene demanded, her pussy pulsing on my face, "Fuuuck! Suck that clit, you fucking dyke cop."
Seconds later, I felt a third flood of pussy cum exploding onto my face. For a third time I'd gotten a woman off, for a third time I was eagerly lapping up the sweetness of a pulsating cunt. Each cunt was similar in taste, yet each cunt was distinct as well.
Eventually, the Governor climbed off me and the bed, and said, looking down at me, "But seriously, there is an upcoming vacancy in my personal security detail. You should apply for it. I believe your new boss will be very much to your taste."
"Yes, Governor," I nodded, before adding, somehow wanting to fit in, to please her, "I can both protect and serve you."
"She's as delicious as you said she'd be," Governor Greene smiled, looking over to Bree.
"She's one of the most submissive sluts I've collected so far," Bree replied, no longer on the bed.
The Governor added, "Oh Bree, I almost forgot why I came in here. Carrie wishes to see you before she leaves."
"Can you take charge of our new cop slut for me?" Bree asked, pointing to me.
"Oh, I think I can manage, and I think it's reward time," the Governor nodded, reaching for the nightstick and slowly beginning to move it in and out of me.
I moaned, the long-simmering fire inside me finally being rekindled.
Bree asked, "Do you know where my mother is?"
"She was in your sorority president's room doing some training," Governor Greene answered, then adding, "Your president can be kind of a bitch."
"I imagine that won't be the case once my mother is finished with her," Bree predicted, as she dressed.
Katherine laughed, "Yes, I imagine there'll be a hierarchical power shift by the end of the night."
The girls left and Governor Greene asked me, "Would you like to be out of those handcuffs, my dear?"
"God yes," I admitted, my entire body aching from being in such a stretched position for so long.
The Governor quit fucking me again, a constant start and stop which was driving me mad with lust.
Once I was completely free of my restraints, the governor asked, "Have you come yet tonight?"
"No, Governor Greene," I admitted, praying she would deign to reverse that answer.
"You may fuck yourself, my pet," she allowed, removing her blouse.
I didn't hesitate, reaching for the nightstick and beginning to fuck myself with it. I didn't make love to myself, I fucked myself, sliding the long shaft way deeper than natural inside me.
In a minute, as I watched the Governor remove her bra as well, now standing before me only wearing thigh highs and heels, my orgasm was rising. Wanting to show my utter obedience to her, I asked, "May I come, Governoooooor?"
"You may, my slut," she nodded, leaning down and taking my clit between her lips.
That was all it took as my long-denied orgasm erupted through me like fireworks on the Fourth of July. I screamed, "Fuuuuuuuck!"
The governor lapped my cunt, I collapsed in euphoria, and she took the nightstick and continued pumping it once I'd let go of it.
Eventually, when I was completely exhausted from the orgasm, the Governor pulled the nightstick out of me and placed it against my lips.
I obediently tasted my own juices, sucking the end of the nightstick like it was a cock.
"I think you're definitely a qualified candidate," she smiled, joining me on the bed, lying on her back.
"I'll do whatever it takes, Governor," I answered, meaning it, completely smitten with this demanding but gracious woman.
"Crawl between my legs and let's begin the informal part of the interview," Governor Greene invited me, spreading her nylon-clad legs.
Of course I obeyed her order, crawling between her legs and serving her again.
Two weeks later, after a few more private meetings with the Governor, during one of which I lost my anal cherry to her strap-on, I served as the entertainment for a small female gathering at her home, and on another occasion I even ate her out under her desk during a meeting with a women's group, I was hired to take part in her protection, and to this day I'm there for her, to protect and serve twenty-four hours a day.
The End
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Summary: Straight married man can't resist black teen's huge cock.
Note 1: This story is dedicated to goamz86 and to making one of his fantasies as real as possible.
Note 2: Thanks to goamz86, Robert, and Wayne for editing this story.
Note 3: Although this story is mostly a GAY interracial story, it is really a much deeper story about one man's lengthy journey of sexual self-discovery. Besides being about a man becoming a cocksucker, it's also about the changing relationship in the bedroom with his lovely wife.
Black Cock: 1 Day Changes Everything
1. THE ACCIDENTAL MOMENT THAT STARTS EVERYTHING
I called it my midlife crisis.
My wife called it her sexual liberation.
My Master called it my destiny.
Regardless of how you labelled it, in the end I became a cocksucker, a bottom and eventually a cuckold.
Now I've read tons of stories on this website about supposedly straight men who see a cock and boom they are no longer straight.
That is not me.
I had never sucked a cock, never been a bottom and never allowed another man to fuck my wife of 20 years.
That didn't mean I hadn't fantasized about it...a lot. It had become somewhat of an obsession, in fact. Yet, fantasy and reality are two very different things.
And in all reality, I can blame author Silkstockingslover for a curiosity that started as a flicker of a spark, but had been growing inside me until it became a fiery inferno that I could barely keep under control.
I really enjoy her stories both because she writes so vividly and because she has a lot of the same fetishes as me.
I mean, who doesn't like a woman in silk stockings?
Her other themes of older women being seduced and turned into submissive pets to eighteen year olds, interracial sex, orgies and anal are all dirty kinks of mine.
So after a few email chats a couple of years ago, I offered to assist by editing her stories. To be truthful I did it mostly to get an early peek at her stories, but I also enjoy editing.
Anyways, I had read her whole extensive, diverse collection, except her she-male and gay stories. I was straight and wasn't remotely interested in reading about faggots or chicks with dicks.
Then I read 'Shemale School' after she suggested that it gave a lot of insight into who she really was as well as her writing process.
Being an erotic writer myself (writing under the pseudonym goamz86), I was curious and I reluctantly promised her I'd read it, although I told myself it was for research.
Well, that promise was the beginning of my journey from straight married guy to cocksucker and bottom to an eighteen year old black man.
As I got immersed in the beautiful, realistic world of an exclusive she-male school, I felt my cock harden. At first I denied it was the she-males but rather the idea of my favourite author becoming a submissive slut for cock...a fantasy I had long envisioned for myself after reading her stories, checking out her brief bio and the sexy picture of her legs in nylons.
Yet, as I read the many hot sex scenes starring she-males with big cocks I began to wonder what it would be like to be with a she-male: at first, I imagined fucking one from behind in her ass, but over time I had dreams of being forced to suck a she-male's cock, just like Jasmine had in the story. It seemed less gay since these cocks were attached to guys made up to look like chicks...and they had tits.
I should note that I have a bit of a small cock inferiority complex. My cock is five inches hard and very thin. My wife had never complained, but I couldn't get her off by fucking her, but only by eating her out or using toys. She stressed, for years, that it had nothing to do with the size of my cock, but was simply the way she got off.
Of course, I often wondered if she was lying to protect my fragile manhood.
So, when Jasmine sent me a gay story to edit, 'Straight Cocksucker'. I figured no big deal. Usually her stories turn me on and lead to a jerk off session, a blow job from my wife who still loves giving head after all these years, or even a fuck. So I figured I would just edit it for the sake of editing.
As with her shemale story, I felt my cock rising the more I read, beginning to imagine that the straight protagonist was somehow me. Like the protagonist, I hadn't considered sex with another man, yet the scenario, so simple, so day-to-day, and the vivid description of the black cock had me intrigued.
I mean I didn't immediately become obsessed with sucking cock or being a bottom with one read, but over time I read all her gay stories as well, each one making me more and more curious.
I then read other gay stories, and became even more enthralled by interracial gay stories and inevitably began looking up pictures of black cocks.
I couldn't explain it, still can't, but somehow a black cock is beautiful to look at. They are almost majestic, especially long, thick ones (which are plentiful).
This, of course, led to watching gay porn, although most of it is terribly done. At least some lesbian or straight porn has some semblance of a story, but apparently gay porn is suck and fuck...and that didn't turn me on. So I returned to reading gay erotica.
What turned me on the most was the mindset of a straight man. Usually, a simple moment triggers a curiosity (walking in on a gay act, for example), and once the spark is lit, the flame is bound to grow and grow until it consumes your very being.
The slow, yet growing undeniable desire to fall to your knees, to ignore socially excepted norms and take a cock in your mouth...especially a black cock...and eventually shift from cocksucker to faggot when you allow your back door to be drilled. In my mind, once the door is open it's like the apple and Eve, it can't be taken back, it can only be resisted...but only for so long.
So with all these thoughts in my head, a year passed by with my curiosity only growing and growing.
Then my accidental moment occurred, and like in the fictional stories, the flame was ignited like a prairie fire.
It was late in the Pop Warner football conference championship game and we were down by four (I coach middle school football), we had the ball with fifteen seconds left at their five yard line. I was already livid with the official, a friend of mine, Andy, who had always been very good and impartial. Yet today, a few questionable and a couple outright ridiculous calls had kept our arch enemy, the Cougars, in a game that we should have been winning by a couple TD's.
Then he did it again.
We scored a touchdown on a screen pass and after it was caught, after the other official raised his arms for a touchdown, he threw another flag. I couldn't fathom what the call could be.
He then called holding on us on a number that didn't exist on our team.
I was furious.
On the following play, we were intercepted in the end zone and the game was over.
Although I'm usually a very calm person, I immediately went to him on the field and went ballistic.
Although he said nothing, there was something in his eyes that implied he was sorry.
I finished my rant, shook hands with the other coach and then dealt with the local media. Thankfully, the winning coach went first and actually admitted, "We were the beneficiary of some questionable calls."
That only made me angrier at Andy, although it calmed me down slightly for my time with the media. Once done, I went to the locker room to console a group of young men who had won the game in theory, but not in the box score.
After a ten minute speech, and seeing almost every boy in tears, I decided I needed I find out why.
I left the boys, and walked to the official's room to have a discussion with Andy, an official, like I said earlier, who I thought was the best in the league.
Reaching the official's room, which was on the other side of the field, I found it locked. I sighed, 'He likely got the hell out of Dodge as quickly as he could.'
I grabbed my key. I sometimes officiated as well, and opened the door just in case. I walked in, closed the door, walked around the corner and froze.
Andy, still in his official's uniform with his pants at his ankles, was bent over getting fucked by a black guy who barely looked eighteen.
He didn't see me, because his eyes were closed, but the black teen was smiling at me as he continued fucking Andy.
Andy whimpered, "Oh Godddddd."
The black teenager asked, "Was making all those bad calls worth it?"
"God, yes," Andy moaned, grabbing the bench for support as he got fucked hard.
Although I was in shock and I now knew for sure that we were cheated in the game, the first thought in my head was 'how big is that cock going in and out of Andy's poor stretched ass?'
I watched, somehow paralyzed, as the teen kept pounding away. "Who owns your ass, faggot?"
"You doooo," Andy groaned.
Andy was married to a beautiful woman, had four kids and was an all-around man's man. Yet, there he was eagerly taking a cock up his ass from a teenager.
"And are you enjoying your gift for throwing the game today?" the teenager questioned, smiling smugly at me.
"Soooo much," he groaned, as I watched him shoot his cum all over himself and the floor from getting ass fucked.
"Did my faggot just come from getting his cunt drilled?" He asked, again smiling at me, with a confidence that was unnerving.
"Yessss," Andy groaned, suddenly opening his eyes and realizing I had just witnessed not only his sexual domination, but his declaration of throwing the game.
His mouth dropped open, his already red face somehow went redder...but this time out of humiliation instead of pleasure.
The black teen pulled out of Andy, moved enough so I could see his massive hard black cock as he asked, "So are you a white cocksucker too?"
"P-p-pardon?" I stammered, unable to take my eyes off the huge black dick which almost looked like a third leg.
"Or are you already a complete faggot like Andy here?" He continued, slapping Andy's ass.
I couldn't talk as I was so enamoured by his massive cock, Silkstockingslover's theory that every straight guy could become a cocksucker popping into my head.
A million questions raced through my head:
Why couldn't I turn around and walk out?
How did Andy end up in this compromising situation?
Why couldn't I take my eyes of his glorious cock?
Did I just describe his cock as 'glorious'?
Why was my mouth watering?
Were all Silkstockingslover's stories true?
Where all black cocks that long, thick and delicious looking?
Damn it! Why did I call his cock delicious?
Damn it! Why couldn't I break my stare?
Damn it! What did he just say?
"Oh delicious, you're a cocksucker who doesn't know it yet," he assessed, beginning to walk over to me.
I finally broke eye contact, turned to Andy, and said, trying to act as if I wasn't overwhelmed with the situation, returning to my original anger, "You purposely made bad calls so we would lose and you could get ass fucked?"
Andy went to speak, but the black teen spoke instead, "Well, it was obvious that your team was better than my little brother's team, so I offered a very generous trade: a few blown calls for a good hard ass fuck. Isn't that right, Angela?"
Andy winced at the female name, yet nodded, not looking up, "Yes."
"He really had no choice," the teen continued.
"He had no choice?" I scoffed, looking at the teen and using every ounce of willpower I had to not look down.
"Once you get a look at the chocolate, you want a taste of the chocolate, once you have a taste of the chocolate you want the full meal deal and once you have had chocolate you crave it, don't you Angela?"
"Yes," Andy again whispered, clearly ashamed.
"And even though you know you shouldn't, you know it's bad for you and you know you will regret it, you can't resist the temptation. Like I said, he had no choice," he finished. He then added, "Just like you have no choice."
It's like walking a tight rope and they tell you to not look down...what do you do? You look down.
And I knew I was indeed walking a tight rope myself. My growing curiosity over the past year had consumed me, had become what I jerked off about and even filled my dreams...but fantasy is just that...fantasy.
I knew I had to stay on the tight rope, even though a growing desire was definitely building inside me and I was undeniably rock hard...even as I looked down at his still very hard cock.
"This is ridiculous," I responded, after staring at his dick for a couple of seconds, "I'm going to the commissioner."
"Or," he countered, walking to me and putting his hands on my shoulders, "You can finish what your buddy started."
I'd like to say I turned around and walked out.
I'd like to say I punched the cocky teen in the face and walked out.
I'd like to say I at least protested the suggestion I was given.
Yet....
I can't say any of those things.
As his strong hands firmly guided me to my knees, my eyes again locked on his big black juicy cock.
The closer it was to me, the more my mouth involuntarily watered.
The closer it got to me, the more I wanted to taste it.
The closer it got to me, the more I knew I was about to cross the line between fiction and reality.
On my knees, his black missile literally staring at me, he asked, "Do you want to suck it?"
Again I wished I could say I didn't say yes, but that would be a lie.
Instead, my eyes never leaving the majestic sight of his thick dick, I answered, feeling my own cheeks burn red, just like Andy's had, "Yes."
"Yes, what?" He asked, slowly stroking his cock.
Feeling like I was one of Silkstockingslover's characters and feeling the scenario and the dialogue were eerily like many of her stories, I answered like her characters would, "Yes, I want to suck your dick."
He tapped my lips and I instantly opened as if trained to be a cocksucker.
When he didn't shove his prick in my mouth I was disappointed as instead he ordered, "Good cocksuckers convince me they really want my cock."
He moved to Andy, who was watching my submission with the same shock and awe as I had his, and ordered, "Beg for my cock cocksucker."
Andy instantly resumed being a cocksucking bitch as he begged, "Oh please shove that thick black missile in my white cocksucking mouth and fuck my face in front of my good friend."
The teen shoved his cock back into Andy's mouth and explained, looking at me, "You see, wannabe cocksucker, I only allow my cock to be serviced my eager, hungry, submissive, worshipping white cocksuckers who really convince me they crave it, must have it, even though they have a wife and kids at home who they should probably be with at the moment."
'Fuck! My wife,' I thought to myself. She was at the stadium somewhere waiting for me. As if on cue, my phone rang.
My eyes went wide as he asked, "Is that her calling now?"
I pulled out my phone and saw it was indeed her.
He said, "Answer it, I won't say a word."
Somehow believing him, even as he pumped his dick in Andy's mouth, I clicked answer.
"Hi, honey," I greeted, my voice breaking.
"Where are you?" She asked, not nagging, just wondering.
"Having a face to face with Andy about his officiating," I answered, watching the black cock play hide and seek in Andy's mouth.
The teen laughed at my word choice as I shook my head at the innuendo I had accidentally just said.
"Don't kill him," she warned, knowing my temper.
I replied, still on my knees, intensely watching the black cock moving in and out of Andy's mouth, "It's very tempting."
Again as soon as I said it I realized the sexual innuendo that the black teen would catch even though my wife wouldn't have a clue.
"Are you almost done?" She asked.
Suddenly, the teen pulled his cock out of Andy's mouth, turned his cock towards me and coated my shocked face with cum.
I stammered, even as my face continued to be hit with his warm goo, "I-I-I think we are."
"I'll be in the car," she said.
"Okay," I replied, still in shock at what had just happened.
"Love you," she said sweetly.
"Love you too," I said, feeling incredibly guilty for what I had almost done.
Strangely, by getting a facial from this teenager, I had avoided a much bigger mistake. I hadn't sucked cock.
Hanging up, I realized my phone also had cum on it.
"Next time you can swallow it all," he said.
Standing up, I firmly said, "There won't be a next time."
He nodded with a smirk, "If you say so."
I went to the washroom and looked at my face in the mirror. There was cum all over my face and even in my hair.
I quickly cleaned my face, realizing that cum was hard to wash off completely and wondering if my wife found it equally inconvenient.
My wife.
Fuck.
I finished cleaning up, returned to the scene of the crime to see the teen was again fucking Andy.
Two thoughts immediately formed:
1. How the hell did he stay hard?
2. What would it feel like to take a cock in the ass?
Andy moaned, as the teen slammed into him hard, "I'm so sorrrrry Greg."
"Fuck you, Andy," I snapped, even more furious now because of the consequences his actions had not only on my team, but to me, trying to hide the submissive thoughts forming in my head.
"Do you want to fuck him, coach cocksucker? His ass is super tight," the teen asked, the question meant to push me further.
Knowing I had to get out of there ASAP, I quickly walked out and heard him yell, "It's only a matter of time, Coach Cocksucker, I can see the hunger in your eyes."
Once out, I shook my head. What the fuck just happened?
I went to the car, got inside and guilt washed through me as I looked at my wife.
She said, "Sorry you lost."
"We didn't lose, Andy fucked us over," I replied, as an image of Andy bent over getting ass fucked popped into my head.
"He's still alive?" She asked, only partially kidding and trying to lighten the mood.
"He got a good reaming," I replied, not sure why I wasn't able to respond without sexual innuendo...even if she was completely oblivious.
"Well, he should have gotten a good reaming. Even I could tell some of his calls were terrible," she said, supporting me like she always does.
Unable to help myself, I replied, "It was given to him from top to bottom."
She gave me a strange look, but didn't say anything as I started driving home.
2. HATE FUCK: THE PERFECT WIFE
That night, in the bedroom, I took out my sexual frustration out on my wife who had, thank the Lord, never lost her sex drive.
Actually Marcia, pronounced Marci-a, not Marsha (she hates being called Marsha), was a strange oxymoron. Although quiet and reserved in all other aspects of her life, she was loud and wild in the bedroom...once I got her motor running.
Keeping with the strange oxymoron that was my wife, she also never, ever initiated sex, but also almost never (maybe a dozen times in our marriage) rejected it once I initiated.
Also, even though she is perceived to be the sweetest woman around, which she is, she is game for almost anything sexually.
She has always loved giving head, the only woman I had ever dated who did...thus I married her.
She loves the taste of cum; she seemed disappointed when she told me the taste of my cum had changed after my vasectomy. There will be days while I'm watching television, working on the car, or doing some menial task and I snap my fingers, point to my crotch, and she will immediately drop to her knees, suck me off, swallow my load and then leave.
Also, for a woman of such gentle demeanour, she likes her sex a little rough. She loves getting her ass smacked, loves having her nipples pinched, and I mean hard, and even loves it when I'm holding her head to the mattress with her ass in the air.



She is also very submissive in the bedroom, allowing me to take complete control. She has very few limits and is willing to do almost anything I suggest.
I can only imagine the look on our neighbours' faces if they knew she routinely took it in the ass. Although I don't fuck her ass often, when I do she loves it and begs for me to pound the shit out of her.
My cock, unfortunately, as already mentioned, is only five inches and very thin, so we often use a black eight inch vibrating dildo to finish her off.
That said, she worships my cock as if it was a ten inch snake like in the porn movies we occasionally watch.
Her favourite way to get off, besides the vibrating dildo (not that she says it in words that she loves the dildo orgasms the most, but her orgasms speak volumes), is doggy style when I make her fuck herself by rocking back and forth and then finish her off by going down on her.
I should also note that, unlike most women in porn or literature erotica, she is a normal looking woman.
Marcia is 45, 5'4" and a hundred and seventy pounds. In today's society she is considered overweight, yet that is not how I see her. To me, she is the sexiest woman I know.
She has a great wide ass, hips that I can hold on to, amazing legs (that look even better in nylons) and her best asset, her 42 DD tits. I will do almost anything to see them in one of her sexy silky bras.
She is pretty, with brown hair that she dyes with a hint of red, big blue eyes, thin lips and the complexion of a redhead (her mom was a redhead), with some freckles and light coloured skin.
Not surprisingly, I love fucking her tits, especially after I lube them up with lots of baby oil.
In the end, there is nothing hotter to me than seeing my sweet wife transform into a cock hungry slut. I love hearing her beg for it, often making her beg to suck my cock, fuck her or even to get her back door reamed.
Sometimes I even make her thank me for coming in her; although the one thing I hadn't done was give her a facial...ironically, I took one before her.
I truly have the best woman ever. Besides being an insatiable submissive cum craving slut, she is also a supportive wife, a great cook and has a wicked sense of humour.
Anyways, back to the story....
That night, I initiated sex by coming to bed naked and shoving my cock in her mouth while she read.
I fucked her face briefly, like the unnamed teen had done to Andy, before pulling out and ordering, "On all fours."
"Does my hubby need to get rid of some stress?" She smiled, knowing me well.
"I need to really pound away my frustration," I admitted, although ironically it wasn't about the game as she assumed, but the crazy situation which followed it.
She always wore nighties, which were incredibly convenient. She rolled over, and got on her knees.
I pulled the sheets off to see she wasn't wearing any panties.
"I figured you may need a little release," she smiled, looking back at me.
"You know me so well," I nodded, moving behind her.
"Now hate fuck me," she ordered. This was rare.
1. She was almost never the first one to talk dirty. She only swore in the heat of the moment, unlike myself who thought 'fuck' could be used in almost every sentence (not swearing when coaching younger children was always a challenge).
2. The hate fuck concept had only happened a couple of times...although they were also after sporting losses.
"You want it rough tonight?" I asked, squeezing both her ass cheeks.
"Pound me like you wish you could have pounded Andy," she answered.
I froze, instantly recalling Andy indeed getting pounded. I stammered, "W-w-what?"
"I imagine you wanted to pound his face in," she explained, looking slightly confused by my reaction, "so fuck me like you wish you could've pounded him."
"Oh, of course," I laughed.
"What did you think I meant?" She asked.
"Oh, nothing," I shrugged, before explaining, "My head is a bit in the clouds."
"Well get your other head in me," she demanded.
"You want to be treated like a slut tonight, don't you?" I questioned, spanking her ass.
"I want to beeeee," she began, before I slapped her. "Your fuck-therapy."
"That rhymed," I laughed, as I slid my cock inside her.
"Yessssss," she moaned, "fuck me hard, baby."
As I fucked her, my mind went back to the afternoon. To Andy getting ass fucked; to Andy sucking that big black dick; to that big black cock itself; to me dropping to my knees and almost sucking that big black rod; to the shocking reality that I took a face full of cum. To Andy taking that big black pecker back up his ass; to the final reality I can't get that fucking big black snake out of my head.
To prove my manhood, I began pounding her as hard as I could while talking dirty to her.
"You love my cock, don't you, slut?" I asked, while again slapping her ass.
"God, yes, your big cock fills me soooooo full," she responded. I love that she always says I have a big cock. I then wondered what she would think of the black teen's fuck stick. It was twice my length and at least twice my girth (it was buy one dick, get a second free).
Would it all fit in her cunt?
Could she take it all in her mouth like she could so easily take mine?
What would that big black cock look like pumping in and out of her pretty mouth and those amazing cocksucking lips?
And her ass, that massive black snake would tear her ass apart.
Fuck, why was I thinking of him using my wife? I shook my head and decided I needed to focus on the task at hand.
I pulled out and asked, "Does my little bitch need a cock in her ass?"
"Yes, baaaaby, it's been so long since you hammered my ass with your drill," she sultrily responded, always talking so fucking hot.
We always used lube for anal, but wanting to stake my claim to my wife's body, to my manhood, I pushed my cock immediately into her ass.
"Ohhhhhhhh, fuuuuck," she whimpered in surprise, as I penetrated her dry ass. To my own surprise, although it was to be expected with no lube, her ass had never been so fucking tight.
"Beg, ass slut," I ordered, hoping she wasn't angry or hurting from my dry entry.
"You magnificent bastarrrrrrd," she responded, "You're such a naughty fucker."
As my cock was buried all in, I pointed out, "That's not begging. Now beg like the fucking dirty ass whore you are."
Wiggling her fine ass at me, she looked back, sultry as hell, and moaned, "Please, fuck my ass baby, pound me hard, and drill my back door with your thunder stick."
Although super tight without the lube, I began slowly fucking her.
She instantly moaned, "That's it baby, fuck my tight asshole."
"So fucking tight," I groaned.
"Well, you make it so fucking full," she groaned back, before adding, "your big dick is all my ass could ever take."
Somehow her words of flattery and encouragement instantly made the teen's 'double the size' cock pop back into my head.
'Fuck', I again thought to myself. Why can't I get it out of my head? The beautiful black shaft, the thick inviting mushroom top, and his completely shaved balls. I felt my mouth again water.
"Harder, baby, fuck my ass harder," she demanded. "Don't make love to my ass, baby; take out your frustration at Andy on it."
Andy mentioned, I immediately saw him with his mouth full of that glorious black dick. I saw his head eagerly bobbing back and forth on it. I saw him bent over getting ass fucked and moaning like a bitch in heat.
I obliged my wife's request as I began really fucking her hard, my whole body slamming into her with each forward thrust.
"Oh yes, that's it, ream my ass, baby, pound the shit out of me," she said, continuing to talk dirty to me.
"Who's my slut?" I grunted, knowing I was close.
"I'm your slut, your whore, your three hole cum bucket," she declared, knowing such nasty declarations always got me to erupt.
"Yessssss," I groaned, immediately exploding my load inside her ass.
"Yes, baby, fill my ass with your cuuuuuuum," she responded, as she felt me coat her ass walls.
Once completely spent, I pulled out, crawled underneath her legs and began licking her pussy, something I had never done before in this position.
"Mmmmmmm," she moaned, "that's new."
I continued licking, suddenly wanting to be in a submissive position. I lapped hungrily wanting to get her off, wanting to please my wife.
"That's so goooood, baby," she moaned.
As I licked, I felt something drip onto my chest, and realized it was my cum leaking out her ass.
I don't know why, actually let's be honest, I know exactly why, but I immediately wanted to taste my own cum.
I crawled out from under her and buried my face in her gaping asshole.
"Where are you goiiiiing?" She began to ask, before I began probing her asshole with my tongue. This wasn't new, I loved eating her asshole, but it had always been for play before I fucked it...doing it after fucking it was definitely new.
"Oh my, you dirty boy," she moaned, "that feels so good."
As I tasted the mixture of her asshole and my cum, I felt a rush of satisfaction course through me. My cum was slightly salty but overall rather nondescript.
"Oh you dirty boy," she purred, "yes, lick my asshole."
I darted my tongue inside her hole, hungrily attempting to retrieve my own cum, my mind wishing I could have swallowed that big black load instead of taking it on my face.
"God, baby, you got me so horny, I need to come. Go get big blackie,"'she pleaded. Big blackie was the name of her vibrating dildo.
I quickly got off the bed, grabbed it out of the night stand, and moved back to her.
To my surprise, taking the initiative, something she usually only did when excessively drunk, she ordered, "Now shove blackie in my cunt while you eat my ass and retrieve all your cum."
I immediately obeyed, turning the vibe on high and shoving it deep inside her cunt.
"Now eat my fucking asshole," she demanded.
I buried my face between her ass cheeks and begin probing her asshole while simultaneously fucking her cunt furiously with the black plastic dick.
"Keep eating my asshole, fuck it with that tongue," she ordered, as her breathing got heavy and her moans got louder.
A few seconds later she asked a question she had never asked before, "Do you like eating my asshole?"
"Yes," I responded, even as my tongue darted in her rosebud.
"And did you enjoy eating your cum from my asshole?" She questioned, clearly getting turned on by the idea of me doing something so taboo.
"Yes," I admitted, shame and exuberance colliding with each other inside me.
"Oh fuck, shit, fuck my cunt, don't stop, fuck, fuck, I'm going to, to, to, fuuuuuuuuuck,"'she babbled incoherently, like she always did when she came, as if her brain shuts off completely and her body takes control.
I kept up the double pleasing throughout her orgasm until she pushed my hands away. "No more," she weakly said, as she rolled onto her back, her legs spread open and the toy still vibrating inside her.
"They say a picture is worth a thousand words," I smiled, looking at my exhausted, still trembling wife.
"Then I want one of you eating my ass," she quipped back, as she pulled out the dildo and ordered, surprising me once again, "Suck off my juices."
Being the man I should have said no; in the bedroom there was a clear hierarchy: I was in charge and she was the submissive. Yet, finally offered the black cock I was denied earlier today, I took the black fake cock and put it in my mouth.
"That's so hot," she purred.
I wanted her to call me a cocksucker, I wanted to be degraded, which only confused me more as I bobbed awkwardly on the plastic, still vibrating, cock.
"You look so hot with that in your mouth," she said, watching me with a look of surprised awe.
I asked, "You like watching your husband suck black cock?" I was talking about a real black cock, one I almost did suck, but she was talking about the plastic one.
"Is it bad it's turning me on?" She asked, rubbing her clit while watching me.
"It's a little weird," I responded, feeling strange not being in control like I usually was.
"So was you licking my asshole after dumping your load in it," she pointed out, a different side of her coming out.
"I didn't even think about it, I just did it," I lied, definitely not telling her the real reason.
"Suck that cock for me," she moaned, as she began rubbing herself faster.
I obliged, imagining it was the big black teen's cock and that Marcia was enjoying watching me do it.
As I sucked it, not even getting half in my mouth, she instructed, "Focus on getting more in baby, suck all that big cock."
Wanting to please her, and the imaginary him, I focused completely on the plastic cock in my mouth. I didn't think there was any way to get it all in, but I was going to try.
After a moment, she suggested, after noticing me struggling a bit, "Focus on breathing through your nose."
I nodded as I tried to focus on both sucking the cock and breathing properly, amused that my wife was giving me tips on sucking cock. Once I got in a rhythm, I began taking more and more in my mouth.
"Take it all, baaaaaaby," she moaned, clearly getting turned on watching me.
I kept bobbing; I kept ever so slowly taking more in my mouth, gagging only a few times.
The longer I sucked, the easier it got, although it was weird to have my mouth open wide like that for so long.
"Oh God baby, you almost got it all," she moaned, "take it allllll."
Going for broke, I shoved it all in my mouth and instantly gagged, beginning to choke.
I took it out of my mouth, my eyes watering. She laughed and said, "Shove it back in my cunt."
I looked down, saw her frantically fingering herself and quickly moved between her legs and shoved it back in her very wet pussy.
"Shove it all in, baby, fuck me with that massive dick," she demanded, moving her hand to her clit and resuming frantically rubbing it.
I again obliged, easily filling her cunt with the long thick dick. Suddenly a revelation over twenty years in the making hit me. She wished my cock was bigger.
I mean the signs were all there:
1. She never got off from me fucking her
2. She always got off when the eight inch dildo filled her.
3. She always got me off first and then had me finish her off with the toy.
She was too sweet and sensitive to break my ego and say such a thing, though.
"Harder, slam it in me harder," she demanded, wanting it rough, wanting all eight inches in her.
I realized I was going rather slow as I considered my new revelation.
Getting frustrated, she demanded, "Don't make love to me, fuck me like a slut."
When I didn't respond immediately, she grabbed the toy and began fucking herself.
She closed her eyes and furiously plunged the eight inch toy in and out of her.
She had never done this before and it was both hot and insulting as I realized yet again I wasn't big enough to truly satisfy her.
In less than a minute her second orgasm hit her as her legs tightened and she screamed, "Yesssss."
I watched, feeling inadequate as she gave herself the orgasm I could never do in such a way. I could never fuck her into a frenzy of undeniable lust with just my dick.
When she finally opened her eyes and saw me, her face instantly went from red with lust to white with embarrassment. She stammered, "S-s-sorry, honey, I don't know what came over me."
"Twice," 'I joked, quickly trying to hide my own inferiority issues and make her feel good.
"That's very rare," she said, clearly completely spent.
"As is me sucking cock for you," I quipped.
"I have no idea why that turned me on," she said, her juices leaking out of her still pulsating cunt.
"You probably just have always fantasized about me sucking a big black cock," I joked, smiling playfully...even as I slyly tested the waters.
She laughed, playing along, "Yes, my biggest fantasy is watching you suck cock."
"Black cock," I pointed out.
"Of course," she nodded, "no way I let my sexy man suck just any cock. It would have to be black and it would have to be huge."
"Well, that just goes without saying," I laughed, before going to take a piss.
We both got ready for bed and nothing else was said about the strangeness of the past half hour.
My phone buzzed a couple of times, implying I had text messages but I didn't check them, deciding instead to go to bed.
3. ANDY'S WARNING
Next day was Sunday, and I slept in before lazily getting out of bed.
Seeing my phone flashing, I went to check my messages. I had four texts. As I clicked on the last of four messages it read:
Did you enjoy the gift I sent you?
Curious, I clicked on the other one from a number I didn't know and gasped. It was a picture of a black cock. My dick instantly grew as I read the message:
In case you are already going through withdrawal.
I stared at the cock from yesterday afternoon; the images flashing back through me.
I wondered how he got my cell number and instantly knew it had to be Andy.
The other two texts were from friends and I quickly responded generically to them before pondering what to do next.
No way could I respond to the texts; that would simply encourage him and give digital evidence of what almost happened.
Yet, I had to deal with it as I couldn't have him texting me and have my wife see the texts.
I texted Andy:
We need to talk.
I had breakfast and showered while waiting for a response. When none came, I spent the afternoon trying to do some billing of jobs finished.
Unfortunately, after a few invoices, I ended up on Literotica where I reread all of silkstockingslover's gay stories.
Then I wrote her telling her of my strange near submission.
While I waited for her to reply, sometimes she was quick, other times she took days, I read the gay stories of John Hamilton that were one of her favourites and her original inspiration for beginning to write gay stories.
The more I read, the more I felt intrigued by the concept of sucking a cock. It had become a growing obsession the past few months and now that I had had a near suck experience, my curiosity only grew.
Yet, the teen didn't text me at all Sunday.
I should have deleted the picture of his hard cock and yet, instead, about every fifteen minutes I would look at it...each time recalling the previous day's events.
Andy called me just before dinner and suggested we meet for a beer and discuss what happened. I agreed deciding I needed to know how he ended up in this situation of his.
Once I got to the bar, I found Andy seated in a secluded spot near the back.
As soon as I sat down, he said, "I'm so sorry, Greg."
"For what?" I asked with a snarl. "For cheating in a championship game for children or for getting caught getting ass fucked?"
"Both," he admitted, his tone showing he was clearly mortified by the whole conversation.
"Why?" I asked, trying to figure out how he had ended up in such a predicament.
"Why did you drop to your knees?" He questioned back.
"I have no idea," I admitted, not liking the conversation turning towards me.
"Me either," he said, not saying anything more.
"How did it start?" I asked, curious, as I chugged half my beer.
"He's one of my players," Andy admitted. Andy taught History and coached senior boys basketball at a nearby high school, actually the same high school my twin children went to (my daughter, Carol, was in her senior year graduating in a couple of months, while my son, Doug, had graduated two years earlier and was now on a football scholarship in California).
"Is he even legal?" I asked, as if that mattered in this fucked up story.
"He's eighteen," Andy nodded; his face beet red like it was when I caught him.



"You could be fired," I pointed out, suddenly concerned for my friend.
"And lose my wife and kids," he added, "but I can't say no to him."
"You have to," I stressed, seeing the anxiety in his eyes and tone.
"I've tried, trust me," he continued, "I can't explain it, but I can't resist him."
Still curious about how it began, curious, I suppose, if real life is any different from the fiction I read, I asked, "How did it start?"
"He walked into my office one day during tryouts and asked if there was any way to improve his grade," Andy began. "I told him that actually handing in assignments and studying for tests would be a good start. He then said, 'isn't there any other way? I'm your star player!' I shook my head and stressed 'grades come first Malcolm'."
Finally, a name for the face of the cock I had been drooling over for two days.
"He surprised me next by saying, 'I've seen you staring at my crotch during practices.' I stammered, 'Excuse me?' He pulled his cock out quickly and asked, 'Do you want to see it up close and personal, coach?'"
"Holy shit," I said, shocked by such a brazen approach, even though based on my one brief encounter with him it made perfect sense.
"I was stunned. His cock was so big and only semi-hard and yet I couldn't take my eyes off it. Even though, I can honestly say, I'd never even considered another man before," he continued.
"Then what happened?" I asked, my cock rock hard listening to the story.
"He said, 'Go ahead coach, suck it.' I was stunned; I couldn't believe he expected me to suck it. I stood up and ordered him to get out, breaking eye contact with his massive dick."
I interrupted, "Did you want to suck it then?"
"I don't know," he answered. "I mean I was in awe of it, yet I was more in shock at the cockiness of him."
"Then what happened?" I asked, literally on the edge of my seat.
"He chuckled, 'Oh, it's so cute when an obvious white cocksucker is in denial and thinks he has some say.' I gasped, suddenly pissed off by his pretentious attitude. 'Excuse me?' I questioned, my ire growing. He continued his philosophy, 'All white men are cocksuckers to nigger cock given the chance. It is human nature; it is the hierarchy of submissive society.'"
"Oddly," I pointed out, "Based on my reading, he isn't the only one with such a theory."
"You researched this?" He asked, surprised.
"A little," I admitted, sheepishly.
"Look, I'm here to try and stop you from getting yourself in too deep like I have," he said.
"You sure didn't help on Saturday," I pointed out.
"When I'm around him, I'm meek and pathetic, willing, as you already saw first-hand, to do anything to please him," he explained.
"So if he was here now and ordered you to crawl under the table and blow him you would?" I asked, trying to see how powerful Malcolm's control over Andy was.
"I'd like to say I'd refuse, but the reality is after a brief resistance and excessive pleading, I would obey. I can't resist his big fat black juicy cock," he answered, before adding, "fuck, I'm doing it again."
"Doing what?" I asked, personally envisioning those vivid details of Malcolm's prick.
"It's super embarrassing," he sighed.
"I think we are past embarrassing," I pointed out.
"It just," he began, "I really love his cock."
"So I noticed," I teased.
"Hey, don't pretend you aren't in awe of his cock too. I saw the look on your face, and let me remind you that you dropped to your knees rather quickly," he pointed out.
I admitted, "I don't know why I obeyed."
"That's the point," he said, "You can still resist the temptation. On the other hand, if you suck his cock, you will be his."
"I have no intention of sucking his cock," I pointed out, even though I wasn't convinced my words would hold true if given the opportunity.
"That's what I thought too, even after he whipped out his cock," Andy said.
"That's right," I said, "You haven't finished your story."
"Well, he stopped me, and said, 'Coach, this is a one-time offer. There are lots of bitch white boys like both your point guards, for example, who will eagerly take my load'. I stammered, 'M-M--Mike and James suck your cock?'
I didn't know Mike, but James was a true all-American. Quarterback of the football team, basketball star, already with a dozen scholarships in both sports and...dating my college daughter. I asked, even though I already knew the answer, "James Warson?"
"Yes, I'm sorry," Andy nodded.
"My daughter's boyfriend is a faggot?" I asked.
"I'm not sure faggot is the right term," he countered.
I paused, having read much erotica about straight men. I understood the term faggot was derogatory and that many men sucked cock, but still loved women. I nodded, "What do you consider yourself?"
"I don't know," Andy nodded. "Malcolm calls me cocksucker mostly, but I've also bottomed for him a few times, yet I still love my wife."
"So what happened next?" I asked, wanting to hear how he submitted, even as my head spun around with the knowledge that my daughter's boyfriend also sucked cock.
"He put his hands on my shoulders and guided me to my knees, like he did you. He said, as I stared at his massive cock, which seemed to be staring back at me, 'Go ahead, Coach, you can't deny you want to be my cocksucker'. His words were absurd, I had never even considered such a thing, but the moment at hand, well, my brain shut off and I leaned forward and took it in my mouth."
"Just like that?" I asked, realizing I had almost done the exact same thing.
"It was like there was a magnetic pull and I was completely helpless to resist the allure," he explained. "Stupid, but true."
I nodded, "That's what I felt."
"Which is why I told you that humiliating, but true story," he said, his eyes suddenly wide. "He's coming after you, next."
"What do you mean, coming after me?" I asked, curious, nervous and excited by the words.
"As he, um," he struggled to say the words.
"As he fucked your ass," I finished for him.
"Yes," he sighed, his cheeks again going ruby red. After a pause, "Anyway, he declared that you were his next turn."
"Turn?" I questioned, even though I knew exactly what that meant.
"Yes, he calls himself a black knight born to slay and turn straight white men into submissive cocksuckers and bottoms," Andy revealed.
"He plans to make me his cocksucker and bottom?" I asked, the idea terrifying, insulting, and, frustratingly, exhilarating.
"According to him, he never fails," Andy said. "So you have to ignore his texts and avoid him at all costs."
"I think I can do that," I nodded, just as Andy's phone buzzed.
Andy looked at his phone and the blood drained from his face.
"What's wrong?" I asked.
"It's from Malcolm," he whispered, clearly nervous.
"What does he want?" I questioned, whatever it was, it was enough to make Andy nervous, which had to be a lot since I had already seen him sodomized.
"I'm supposed to offer my services to you," he whispered in shame.
Suddenly I got a text.
It was from him.
Go ahead use him as you wish tonight. He is a great cocksucker, but also has a tight cunt.
I looked up, my cock rock hard and said, "I've got to go, Andy."
Andy stammered, saying words he clearly didn't want to say, "Y-y-you want me to suck your cock?"
"Andy, go home to your wife," I said, as I threw down a twenty for my drinks and headed out, adjusting my cock as I did.
On the drive home, my head spun with these crazy revelations:
-my daughter's boyfriend sucked Malcolm's cock.
-Malcolm planned to turn me.
I was determined, at all costs, to resist Malcolm and his cocky personality, even though his white submissive theory was something I had read many times, including in Silkstockingslover's stories.
That night, I had a very vivid dream about Malcolm, where instead of a facial, I swallowed his load. When I woke up, I felt a strange sense of disappointment that it wasn't real.
I was definitely now more than curious, as I jerked off in my pajamas with my wife sleeping beside me. I knew, like the protagonists in many stories I had read, that resisting the submission and temptation was going to be very difficult.
4. I CAN'T RESIST
For the next two days I expected another text. Yet...none came.
I was just beginning to wonder if Malcolm had given up on me when I got the text I was both dreading and praying for.
As long as he didn't text me, I had no opportunity to have to make a decision.
Yet, the inevitable was now in my hands in just three words;
Hungry for cock?
Yet, those three words were powerful words. After listening to Andy's story, I was conflicted...as I had been ever since the moment I first laid eyes on his big black cock.
1. I had been fantasizing about sucking a cock, particularly a black cock ever since I read that naughty She-male School story a couple of years ago.
2. That said, fantasy is just that...fantasy.
3. Yet, ever since I saw that cock, weakly fell to my knees and shockingly took a facial, that big black juicy cock had consumed my thoughts.
4. That said, I'm happily married and would never want to do anything to jeopardize that.
5. Yet, after Saturday evening's role play and me sucking the black dildo...I wondered if Marcia would enjoy watching me suck cock.
6. That said, I'm a man, and men don't suck cock.
7. Yet, according to the Internet, many, many men either fantasize or actually suck a cock (Andy is an example that that theory is true).
I was greatly conflicted and my indecision continued to run rampant.
As lunch began, I got another text. It was another picture of his massive cock with cum shooting out of it with the words:
Your new favourite meal!!!
I couldn't stop staring at the photo. Saturday replayed in my mind. The massive cock so close to my face, the shocking moment his warm cum splattered my face and the reality that I would have, undeniably, sucked his big black missile if he had allowed me to.
My cock was rock hard and my mouth was indeed salivating.
I had lunch, the Tuesday leftovers a super disappointment after seeing that juicy black appetizing cock with cum spraying out of it.
I was just finishing my meal in my truck when I got another text message.
Still hungry? Want dessert? If so, go to this address now. 737 Albert Road.
I stared at the text for an eternity. The decision I was dreading and craving now finally at hand.
The address was a five minute drive away, as if making the temptation even more appealing.
As I pondered, yet again, the pros and cons of the offer, I received another text.
Now or never, cocksucker. If you don't want my cock I have many eager white married men and fellow students who will eagerly devour my cock.
You have fifteen minutes, cocksucker.
Being called a cocksucker only added to my conflicting emotions. On the one hand, it turned me on immensely, my cock literally begging for release from my pants; yet, the term was derogatory as hell and implied so much.
Although I still wasn't sure if I was going to go through with it, I began driving to the address.
I went back and forth a million times in the short drive. I knew if I didn't go through with it I would always wonder 'what if'; on the other hand, once I did it there was no going back.
Arriving on the street, I stopped a few doors away. I sat there for a couple of minutes, again paralyzed by indecision.
Another text came:
Stop sitting in your truck and get in here, cocksucker.
I gasped. He knew I was here.
Another text followed:
I promise I'm alone.
Followed by another text, this one a picture of his cock and the words:
Here it is, cocksucker. Waiting for you to walk in my front door, drop to your knees and worship my cock.
It was so appetizing.
It was so black.
It was so big.
The idea so taboo.
My mouth watered.
My already hard cock flinched in my pants.
My left hand opened the door and I got out of my truck. I felt like I was being drawn to the house, to that big black cock.
Reaching the driveway, I paused, before walking up the drive way and to the front door.
Taking a deep breath, I paused again, put my hand on the doorknob and turned it. I opened the door and instantly the familiar voice called out, "In here, cocksucker."
This was my last chance to turn and run, yet like every other opportunity to refuse the submission, I instead closed the door and walked into the living room.
Malcolm was on a couch, his pants and underwear at his ankles and his dick dangling between his legs.
"About time, cocksucker," he said, "I was beginning to wonder if you were going to show up."
"Me too," I replied, staring at his long dick...it was bigger soft then mine was hard, although I suppose that is not saying much.
"Are you going to stand there staring and drooling or are you going to do what you have been craving to do since Saturday?" He asked, smugly.
Still indecisive, I stammered, "I-I-I don't know."
"Cocksucker, I don't play games," he said, "you're here to suck cock, my big black cock to be specific...no more, no less. So stop feigning any pathetic resistance. You're a cocksucker. I knew it the minute you walked into the official's room."
"How?" I asked, the blanket statement so generic.
"It was in your eyes," he explained. "Plus, if you weren't a cocksucker deep down you would have freaked out, not stared at my cock like a wanton slut."
"I was shocked," I defended, which was true.
"And now? Why are you here now?" He asked, his cock still dangling flaccidly between his legs.
All the defence in the world couldn't produce a logical answer to that question. I took a breath, stared at his cock and finally admitted the obvious, "To suck your cock."
"Because you're...," he questioned.
"A cocksucker," I whispered.
"A what?" He questioned.
"A cocksucker," I repeated louder.
"Get over here and show me," he ordered.
I quickly went to him. The admission made, the desire to suck became insatiable. I dropped to my knees, took his thick cock in my hands and stroked it.
"You're a cocksucker, Greg," he pointed out, using my name for the first time, "Get sucking."
I leaned forward, opened my mouth and took the soft cock in.
Instantly I felt two things:
1. How natural it felt to be on my knees with a cock in my mouth.
2. In awe of just how thick his cock was.
I started very tentatively, fascinated by the sensation of his cock hardening in my mouth. It was the coolest magic trick ever and the feeling in my mouth was surreal.
I can't explain it, but the best description was I was in lust...in lust with a cock. I wanted to suck it, worship it, make it shoot its load down my throat.
"Do you like it in your mouth, cocksucker?" He asked.
I nodded, while keeping his cock in my mouth.
"Say it, cocksucker," he ordered, pulling his cock out of my mouth.
I felt like a child who had his teddy bear taken away. I wanted it back in my mouth. I looked up and admitted the obvious, "I love your big cock in my mouth."
"Beg for it," he demanded, tapping my lips with his big dick, making my mouth immediately open.
I knew he was trying to humiliate me, I had read such things in many of the gay stories. Yet like the characters in those stories, I was helpless to do anything but beg. "Please, Malcolm, can I suck your big black cock until you shoot your cum down my cocksucker mouth?"
"And you understand that once I fill you with my cum, you are my personal cocksucker," he clarified.
"Yes," I nodded, willing to agree to almost anything to have that beautiful chocolate stick back in my mouth.
"You'll come to me, when and where I tell you to," he continued.
"Yes," I again agreed, even though I knew the consequences could be devastating.
"What about your wife?" He asked, sliding his cock back in my mouth.
As I resumed bobbing, hungry for more of his cock, I pondered the question. Replaying Saturday evening, I wondered if she may get turned on watching me suck a real black cock. The more I pondered this, the more I began to think she indeed would.
When he pulled out, I quickly answered, wanting his dick back into mouth, "She'd likely enjoy watching."
"Interesting," he nodded, again sliding his cock back in my mouth.
His tone implied he was considering my answer and I immediately knew I had given him too much information.
Yet, I pushed those thoughts aside and focused on the now completely hard cock in my mouth. The feeling of a hard cock was a lot different and yet equally exotic.
As I began bobbing slightly faster, I tried to get more and more in my mouth. I couldn't imagine I could get close to all ten inches, I only had maybe three in at the moment.
"That's it cocksucker, keep taking more in that mouth of yours. With practice you will eventually be able to take all ten inches in," he said, making it clear once again that this wasn't a one-time thing.
I wasn't sure what would happen after this encounter, yet I couldn't imagine not doing it again. Like in the stories I read or edited, once you have crossed the line there was no going back, you will crave it even though mentally you will fight the desire to do it.
Four inches.
My mouth already seemed full and yet I wasn't even taking half in my mouth yet.
To my disbelief, I kept slowly taking more and more, wanting, absurdly, to be a good cocksucker, and better than Andy.
"Shit cocksucker, I'm enjoying this slow burn, but I need to get back to school, my girlfriend is going to be wondering where I am," he said.
Oddly...pathetically...my first reaction was shit, I'm not going to get to taste his cum.
He declared, "I'm going to fuck your mouth, cocksucker."
Excited he still planned to finish, I moaned on his cock.
"Such an eager married white cocksucker," he smirked, as he began fucking my mouth.
It wasn't rough, and he didn't try to gag me with all ten inches, but it was a lot more intense than when I was controlling the sucking.
I focused on not gagging and breathing through my nose, just like my wife had instructed on Saturday, as more than half his cock glided in and out of my mouth.
I couldn't fathom how anyone, even an experienced cocksucker, could ever take all that cock.
He groaned, seemingly close, "This time I'll reward you with my full load down your throat."
I involuntarily moaned on his cock; excited by his words and desperate to feel his cum fill my mouth.
I wanted to know what cum tasted like directly from the source, to get the full taste, unlike tasting my own from Marcia's ass.
I wanted to feel his cock erupt in my mouth so I could taste his reward.
No!!! I needed to have his cock erupt in my mouth so I could taste his cum.
He grunted, "Here it comes, cocksucker."
Instantly, I felt his load explode in my mouth.
I wanted to savour the taste, but he kept pumping his cock in and out of my mouth and I had no choice but to swallow it.
"Good cocksucker," he groaned, "swallow it all like the white bitch you are."
I did. I was his cocksucker, his bitch and I knew I would be back on my knees the moment he beckoned me in the future.
When he pulled out, he said, "You're a natural."
I didn't respond, as I really wasn't sure what to say to such a statement.
He continued, "So again, I expect you to be ready to come and suck my cock when and where I call you."
I just nodded, still in awe of what I had just done, and unsure what to do next.
"Tell me, cocksucker," he ordered, "Did you enjoy your first of many cocksucking experiences?"
"Yes," I whispered, a sudden shame at my current reality hitting me.



"Yes, what?" He asked as he put his beautiful cock away.
"Yes, I enjoyed sucking your big cock," I admitted, adding 'big' for some reason.
"And you want to suck me again?" He questioned.
"Yes." I admitted, sad to no longer be able to see his cock. It was beautiful in the same entrancing way that a woman's legs encased in nylons were. I could have stared at and admired that cock like I did the Mona Lisa when I was at the Louvre.
Suddenly my phone rang.
"You can answer it cocksucker, I'm done with you for now," he said walking away.
I got off my knees, quickly walked out of the house feeling shame course through me like women must feel when returning home the next morning in the same clothes as the night before.
I answered the phone. It was work and I returned to my normal work day. The only evidence of my discretion was the lingering aftertaste of cum.
All day, I felt shame...I felt guilt...I felt hunger.
The minute I walked in the door and saw my wife, guilt again riddled me.
After dinner, my balls still boiling as they had been all day since the first text came. I walked up to her as she did dishes, spun her around, guided her to her knees and quipped, "Come and get your dessert."
She wordlessly fished out my cock and began bobbing. Her mouth felt amazing and I wondered if my mouth felt this good for Malcolm. As I replayed my submissive gay act, my balls erupted and I came in my wife's mouth in under a minute.
Once she had swallowed my cum, she stood up and kissed me.
She surprised me by slipping her tongue in my mouth and again I tasted the salty goo that was my cum.
I swallowed my own cum and when she broke the kiss she shrugged with a naughty smile, "I figured you would want some dessert too."
I stared at her in shock, her behaviour very unlike her.
Joking, I eventually quipped, even though the real meaning was so much more, "I suck one big black cock and now you think I'm an eager cum swallowing cocksucker."
She shrugged, "You did look incredibly hot with a cock in your mouth."
"Oh, you know just how to make your man feel good about his masculinity," I joked, even though I felt the whole conversation was surreal...as if the sexual hierarchy was shifting right in front of my eyes.
That night in bed, I decided that I was not going to meet Malcolm again. I had sucked cock and that curiosity had been satisfied.
5. THE BEDROOM HIERACHY SHIFTS...I REALLY CAN'T RESIST
The next few days, every time I received a text I got nervous. My resolve to refuse the offer was still firm, but until the offer was given I knew it was just words...I needed to back it with action.
Yet, he didn't text me, and eventually I figured he was done with me which ironically created its own roller coaster of emotions:
1. Was I a bad cocksucker?
2. Who cares? I had no intention of ever doing it again.
3. Thankfully, by not texting me I didn't have to deal with my own potential weakness....one that had already placed me on my knees in front of an eighteen year old black boy.
That said, just because I had decided I wouldn't suck cock ever again didn't mean I didn't think about it constantly.
I jerked off in the morning replaying my oral submission.
His cock popped into my head many times throughout the day.
After I fucked my wife and came in her cunt she again surprised me by grabbing my head, roughly pushing me between her legs and to her leaking cunt and made me eat: the mixture of my cum and hers. She came grinding her messy hole all over my face.
Once done, she weakly apologized, "Sorry, baby."
I admitted, getting turned on being used by her, "It's okay, sweetheart, I really enjoyed that."
"Being treated so roughly or eating your cum from my pussy?" She asked.
I shrugged, "Both, I guess."
The next night she again made me eat her cum filled box, but this time she got verbal.
"Eat my cunt, baby," she moaned, before adding, "get all your cum out you little cum slut."
Being called a 'cum slut' by my submissive wife was incredibly strange, yet it somehow turned me on.
I continued licking, shoving my tongue inside her cunt, getting drawn into being submissive to her.
"You really love cum, don't you?" She moaned her hand grabbing the back of my head and holding me deep in her cunt.
I responded, as best as I could, "Yes," even as I flashed back to Malcolm's sweet addicting load.
She again grinded on my face until she reached orgasm, flooding my face with a mixture of both our cum.
Letting go, she smiled, "I think I have a new way to get off."
I laughed, "You get off being in charge?"
She nodded, "Apparently."
I wasn't sure what I thought of this new shift in sexual power, but regardless I was helpless to stop it.
I was just getting ready for bed when I got a text.
"Who is it?" Marcia asked.
It was from Malcolm.
Cocksucker
5 minutes.
Walkerton Park.
I lied, "It's Sam; he needs me to do a service call." Thankfully, my job did have me on occasion doing late night calls, so I could create a believable lie.
"Bummer," she said, knowing I hated these late night calls.
"Hopefully, it won't be long," I said, "the call is close by."
"I'll be asleep," she said, before smiling, "you really wore me out."
I got dressed and headed out determined to tell him that I was done doing this.
I could have walked, but chose to drive to keep my lie up with Marcia in case she looked out the window for any reason.
I arrived at the park wondering where he would be, or if he was actually expecting a blow job in public.
I got out and saw him at the playground. I walked over and he asked, "You drove?"
"I told my wife I had an emergency call," I answered.
"It was an emergency," he nodded, grabbing his crotch.
"Malcolm," I began, before he quickly cut me off.
"Knees, cocksucker," he demanded firmly.
Although I never saw myself as a submissive, the past week had proved I was, and although I wanted to stand up to him, I felt myself lowering to the ground, my resolute defiance shattered in two words.
"Good cocksucker," he smirked, as he pointed, "Crawl over here to this secluded spot."
I wordlessly obeyed, shame and hunger burning through me like it always seemed to when push came to shove.
"Fish it out, cocksucker," he ordered.
I again obeyed, pulling his zipper down and awkwardly pulling his semi-erect cock out.
Seeing his majestic prick, my mouth instantly watered and I couldn't fathom why I had considered never having it in my mouth again.
I opened my mouth and took it in. It felt so natural as it hardened. I again wanted to take it all in my mouth; I again wanted to feel him shoot his cum down my throat.
I was no longer a straight married man...I was a cocksucker...a cocksucker for black cock.
As if reading my mind, he asked, "So what would your wife say if she knew the pipe you were really working on?"
As he pulled his now completely stiff cock from my mouth I answered, "She'd likely push me out of the way and take it for herself."
"Has she ever had a black dick before?" He asked.
"No," I answered, "but her favourite dildo is long and black."
As he slid his cock back in my mouth he said, "Poor woman, living vicariously through a lame facsimile of what she likely fantasies about while she is fucking you."
Such thoughts would have never occurred to me a few days ago, but our last few sexual encounters had me questioning my manhood (not only the obvious cocksucker thing, but also who was in charge in the bedroom).
Yet, I tried to focus on the task at hand, which was serving this beautiful cock until I got him off.
He ordered, "Keep sucking, but pull out your cock and jerk yourself off."
I involuntarily moaned on his order which only added to my own guilt, yet my cock hard again, I awkwardly fished it out and began stroking it.
"Shit, the Lord only gave you half a cock," he chuckled, making slight vibrations in my mouth.
It was true, my cock was half his size, but it didn't shame me...as I had no control over the size of my dick, unlike the conscious choice I made to suck his cock...again.
"No wonder your wife has a big black dildo," he continued, "no way she gets off on that tiny thing."
Again, thoughts that had become abundantly clear the past few days.
I stroked my cock, somehow completely turned on both by having a cock in my mouth and for some inexplicable reason, the degrading talk too.
"I bet your wife would beg for this cock in her cunt," he continued.
Again involuntarily I moaned at his words.
This made him roar with laughter. "It turns you on doesn't it, cocksucker? Thinking about having a real man with a real cock satisfy your wife in ways you could never do."
I hated his assumption, yet I hated more that it did indeed turn me on. I love my wife unconditionally, and the idea that she had been missing out all these years from real sexual pleasure made me feel guiltier than did sucking a teenager's cock while she was just a block away drifting into slumber.
He pulled out expecting an answer and I admitted, "Yes."
"Yes, what?" He questioned, wanting to hear me say it.
"Yes, I'd like to watch you fuck my wife," I admitted.
"And please her like you can't?" He added.
"Yes," I nodded.
"Would she love my big cock?" He asked.
Staring at it, I admitted the obvious, "Yes! She'd fucking love it."
"As would you, I bet," he added. As he slid his cock back in my salivating mouth.
Sadly, I knew he was right. The idea of him satisfying my wife in ways I never could turned me on and I began jerking myself off faster. Meanwhile, I hungrily bobbed back and forth like the eager cocksucker I suddenly was.
"Fuck, I bet you'd like getting ass reamed like your faggot friend Andy too," he continued.
I had no interest in taking a cock in my ass, especially a cock as big and wide as his, but I couldn't say as much with a mouthful of dick.
"I know, I know," he continued. "At the moment you have no interest in being a bottom, you're actually quite content with being just a cocksucker, but the reality is eventually you will want to bottom. Like sucking cock, you will be in denial at first, then slightly curious and eventually it will consume your thoughts until you try it and become the true two-hole fuck toy you were meant to be."
His words were ludicrous and pretentious...yet those were the words that made my balls boil and erupt in a matter of seconds, spewing cum all over my hand and the children's playground.
"Shit, you really are a faggot," he laughed, "only real faggots shoot their load from the idea of getting their ass reamed. Or was it the vision of me banging your wife with a real cock?"
I did feel like a faggot, coming all over myself while sucking a teenager's dick while he talked dirty to me.
He again pulled out, and again I admitted the lesser of the two evils, even though I wasn't sure what actually made me erupt, "Yes, I came thinking of you fucking my wife."
"With my big black monster?" He questioned, looking down at me amused.
"Yes, your big cock would fill my wife in ways I can't," I admitted.
Moments later, now getting about six inches in my mouth, he warned, "Here it comes, cocksucker."
The words were music to my ears and I eagerly awaited the spray that was to follow.
A few more bobs and it indeed did come, filling my mouth completely.
"That's it, cocksucker," he groaned, "take all my cum like the cum deposit you are."
Again such a derogatory term and yet as I swallowed his cum for the second time, the term seemed completely true...he was indeed depositing his cum in me.
Pulling out, he said, "Your real training starts tomorrow"
"What training?" I asked, oddly more curious than nervous.
"Ten inches in your mouth training," he answered.
"Oh," I nodded, still not able to fathom that ever happening.
"You know what they say," he smiled, putting his cock away, "A cock in your mouth a day and eventually you take ten inches okay."
I laughed, "No, I've never heard that one before."
"Be on call, cocksucker," he firmly said.
"Yes, sir," I nodded and then realized what I'd said.
"'Sir', I like that," he laughed, before adding, "You may be one of the most submissive white cocksuckers yet."
I didn't respond, not wanting to dig a deeper hole in my submission.
"Your training will continue some time tomorrow," he repeated.
I nodded as I put my cock back in my pants, the usual feelings of shame and excitement bouncing inside me.
I drove home pondering my predicament, wondering what my wife would really think if she saw me sucking cock, or saw his big black cock.
I didn't have any answers, but I knew that when I was beckoned I would find a way to meet him, find a way to have his cock back in my mouth.
As I got out of the truck I realized I had indeed become one of Silkstockings' characters.
I wondered: would she write my story?
The end
Coming Someday:
Black Cock: 10 Inch Cock Training
Greg is trained to take all ten inches at a variety of risky locations and then trained to be a submissive bottom. Meanwhile, his wife slowly takes control in the bedroom.
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"Stocking Tales": Boss's Pet
In my fourth year of college, I had an interview at the most prestigious accounting firm in the city and was super excited about it.
I spent hours deciding what to wear. I didn't want to dress too professional and look like a nerd, but I also didn't want to dress too casual and not look like I was serious about the job. I had been to a few interviews and was in awe with how skanky some of the girls dressed; that said, I hadn't yet got a job so I wondered if dressing sexier was what I would have to do. Yet, it just wasn't me to pretend to be something I'm not. I wanted to get the job because of my qualifications and not superficial sexual assets that fade or sag over time.
So, I researched online, chatted with friends and ended up choosing a rather conservative, but professional, look. I wore a white blouse, a long blue skirt that allowed only my ankles to show, and flats (I was kind of clumsy and was worried about falling in heels).
The outfit didn't flatter my body at all, as I wanted to be taken seriously as someone they would want to hire and not another college coed with a nice body. For the record, I do have a pretty great body. I am 5'3, 105lbs, firm but small 34B breasts, with a tight ass and toned legs from hours of martial arts and yoga.
Although my outer attire has always been conservative, I did like to dress up for the bedroom for whoever I was dating and I owned a fair amount of sexy lingerie. Although, truth be told, I hadn't gotten to wear it much as I hadn't been dating for a while, the last year of college being rather intense.
My best assets: my legs, my outgoing personality (almost all my friends are older than me and I have always been attracted to older men) and my lips...the first compliment I receive from many men and tons of women are my lips.
I should note that my heritage, a mixture of Spanish and Irish, made me not only outgoing, but also rather blunt...something that many people either loved or hated about me.
Anyways, I went to the job interview after hours of practicing the answers to questions I may get...yet completely unprepared for the questions I did receive.
I showed up half an hour early and got to see that I was indeed the most conservatively dressed candidate. At first that made me happy, but then I again realized that if the person interviewing me was a male, which it likely was, I could very well be ignored because of my lack of showcasing my assets.
Like I already mentioned, I wanted to get the job because of who I was, not what I looked like, so I pushed away the inner demons of 'sex sells' and waited for my interview, confident in my abilities and personality.
I was thankful when it was finally my turn when to learn that the person interviewing me was a woman, a very pretty woman, in her early forties I guessed, who was dressed very professionally as well, although her skirt was just above her knees, making mine look incredibly conservative.
"Sorry for the long wait, Ms. Lovex," she greeted, walking to me and offering her hand.
"No problem," I replied," it gave me time to think." As soon as I said it I wished I could take it back, the answer sounding stupid.
She said, without any sense of emotion, "Well, you already have an advantage over the other applicants."
"I do?" I asked.
"Everyone else dressed trying to use their body for influence, obviously assuming they were being interviewed by a man," she continued.
Confidence quickly brimming inside me, I nodded, "I want to be seen for my abilities and what I can do for this company."
"Good answer," she nodded, before pointing to a chair in front of her desk, "Please take a seat."
"Thank you, ma'am," I replied, never sure what the proper name is for someone in charge in such a situation.
"It's Mrs. Parks," she corrected warmly.
"Okay," I nodded as I sat down, surprised to see her pantyhose had a black seam going up the back of her leg.
Once she sat down, she asked, "What is your best asset?"
The question surprised me, but I answered truthfully, "I can get along with everyone."
"How so?" She asked.
"I'm a very social person and enjoy meeting new people," I explained.
"Is that a great asset for an accounting firm?"' she questioned.
I realized that I was already killing my chances. Accounting is about numbers, not people. After a brief pause, I explained, "I'm a closer. I am the person you send in to close a deal with a potential client."
"Go on," she nodded, seemingly liking my answer.
"Well it's a dog eat dog world and clients are way more fickle than they used to be; so it's important to be aggressive to get and keep the big clients and my personality is perfect for attracting these clients," I explained.
"How so?" She asked again, going much deeper than the usual superficial questions. She was obviously able to see through bull shit.
"By making accounting about people," I answered.
"Interesting," she nodded, writing something down. After a pause, she asked, "So how do you close a deal?"
"By convincing them of all we have to offer," I answered.
"No, no," she shook her head. "Pretend I am the client and you are trying to close the deal."
I asked, "What type of company are you?"
"Why does that matter?" She asked.
"Different closings based on different needs," I answered.
"Good call," she nodded. "I'm a lawyer's office."
"Hmmmm," I paused. I won't bore you with the details of my pitch, but once done with the lengthy spiel, I nervously waited for a verdict.
Mrs. Parks showed no emotion. I couldn't tell if she was impressed by my pitch or ready to kick me out of the office. Finally, after a few seconds, which seemed like an eternity, she nodded, shocking me, "You're hired."
"P-p-pardon," I stammered.
"You're hired," she repeated, this time standing up and walking to me.
I stood up in stunned shock at the reality that I got the job without really doing an interview.
Reaching me, she explained, "I have done a plethora of interviews over the years and I know when someone is authentic and someone is full of shit."
"Thank you," I awkwardly replied, assuming she thought I was authentic.
"But we will have to do something about this wardrobe," she said, looking at my attire.
I admitted, "I spent hours deciding what to wear and what not to wear."
"Always go with your instincts," she recommended, "like you did with your pitch. You didn't have time to think and rethink, you just had to do."
"Ok, usually I'm very good on my feet," I said.
Her next words were strange. "In today's business world a woman needs to be good both on her feet and off them."
I joked, although I wasn't sure where she was going with this, "That's what my ex-boyfriend always said."
"So you're single?" She asked.
"I have been for a while," I admitted.
"Good," she nodded. "I have decided that you will be my personal assistant for the next few months, working under me."
She stressed the last three words, which I thought strange, but I was too excited to be working with the head of the company to really worry about any implications of words.
"I'm honoured," I said, glowing with excitement,
"As you should be," she said, always firm in her demeanour, "this is an amazing opportunity."
"I know," I nodded, "I can't thank you enough."
"Oh trust me, you will find many ways to show your thanks," she said, again her tone implying more than business. I instantly wondered if she was a lesbian, yet the fact that she was married shattered that theory.
"I'll do anything," I promised.
"I know you will," she nodded, smiling slightly for the first time this whole meeting.
I added, "Mrs. Parks, I can only work afternoons for the next two months though, until my degree is finished."
"I know, but I will expect you to be able to work some nights and weekends," she nodded, then added, "And have a travel bag ready for last minute excursions."
"Okay," I nodded, slightly overwhelmed by her expectations, but too excited about the opportunity to share that with her.
"But back to your attire. I expect my underlings to dress both sexy and professional."
I was surprised by her expectations after her earlier criticism of the other candidates. Yet, I agreed, "Of course."
"Of course, Mrs. Parks," she corrected.
"S-s-sorry," I stammered, before correcting, "of course, Mrs. Parks."
"Good girl," she said, her word choice odd and her tone sounding as if she were my mother.
"Thank you, Mrs. Parks," I nodded, feeling strangely like a little girl.
"I have a theory that has worked for me since I was your age," she continued, as she lifted up her leg and placed her four inch heel on my leg, "Your exterior dress should show no nonsense, with just a hint of sexiness."
I recalled her seamed stocking and nodded, "Thus the seamed pantyhose."
"Good eye," she nodded. "It's good to notice all the little details."
"I couldn't agree more," I smiled, feeling she really understood me.
"Feel my nylon-clad leg," she ordered.
It was a bizarre order, yet I felt compelled to obey for two reasons. One, she had just hired me; two, there was just something compelling and alluring about her...like I physically felt compelled to obey.
I put my hand on her leg and let out a gasp. I had never felt nylons so soft.
"Forty-five dollars a pair," she explained, "and worth every damn penny."
"I imagine so," I mindlessly nodded, as I continued to pet my new boss's leg.
"So as I was explaining, outer attire is business with some allure. It may be your breasts, although for you that isn't your best asset," she said, looking at my chest. "On the other hand, the right push up bra can do wonders."
"So I've heard," I said, always self-conscious of my smaller than average breasts.
She continued, "No, I imagine your best asset is your legs."
I don't know why I said it, but I added, "I've been told my lips are my best asset."
"I bet you have," she replied, implying I probably sucked a lot of cock.
I stammered, trying to clarify my last statement, "Not like that."
"I don't judge," she shrugged. "but in today's world a woman has got to have the mind to impress and the body to please."
"I suppose," I said, the conversation taking another odd turn, especially considering her earlier criticism of the other applicants for the job.
"No suppose," she corrected, as she put her hand on my shoulder and slid her foot out of her heel. "What do you see?"
I knew her foot wasn't the right answer, as I was supposed to be able to see the small things. I analyzed her whole foot before answering, "Your toenails and fingernails match."
"Why?" She asked. "My heels are closed toe."
"Part of the allure," I answered, oddly wanting to massage her stocking-clad foot.
"Exactly," she nodded. "Never know when the heels will come off...or the skirt and blouse."
"Understood," I nodded, drawn in completely by this firm, sophisticated, complex, intoxicating woman.
She slipped her foot back into her shoe and moved her leg back down. For some unexplained reason, I was disappointed at no longer being able to see her perfectly manicured painted toes. She ordered, "Stand up."
I obeyed instantly, knowing this was a woman who expects quick obedience.
"Take off one of your flats," she ordered, before adding very firmly, "You will never wear flats to work. Ten year olds wear flats, women wear heels."
Although I was being scolded, ridiculed for my footwear, I nodded, as I slipped my foot out of my practical, but not remotely sexy, flat, "Yes, Mrs. Parks."
"As expected," she sighed, "your toenails are not painted to match your fingers."
"Sorry, Mrs. Parks," I apologized, which was absurd, but I felt guilty for disappointing this important woman.
"You will correct this for when you start on Monday," she said.
I was in awe that she was definitely hiring me, and that I was starting on Monday, realizing I had a lot of shopping to do this weekend. I again replied subserviently, "Of course, Mrs. Parks."
"You may put your shoe back on," she instructed.
"Thank you, Mrs. Parks," I nodded, slipping my foot back into my shoe.
"You will start on Monday at one," she informed me.
"Thank you, Mrs. Parks," I repeated, like a parrot. Usually, I was very comfortable in all situations and never nervous; yet, at this moment I was feeling overwhelmed by the job offer, the strange conversation and the odd butterflies in my stomach (which I usually got when I found an older man attractive). Instantly I wondered, did I find Mrs. Parks attractive?
"Now this is going to sound unorthodox, but lift up your skirt to your thigh," she ordered.
Usually I would have balked at such an aggressive demand, yet I instantly obeyed, lifting up my skirt, compelled to do whatever she instructed.
"As expected," she said disapprovingly. She lifted up her skirt and showed me she was wearing thigh high stockings. "This, my dear, is how a woman should dress. How I expect my underlings to dress."
I wanted to ask why, but I just nodded, even as I pondered her word choice of 'underlings', "Of course, Mrs. Parks."
She allowed her skirt to fall back down and said, as she walked back to her desk, "I'll see you at one o'clock Monday afternoon."
"Yes, Mrs. Parks and, again, thank you so much," I thanked.
She didn't even look up as she said, her tone again ominous, "Oh don't worry, you will have plenty of time to thank me."
That weekend, I bought a whole new wardrobe, following the theory of professional with a touch of sexiness on the outside and sexy and buxom underneath. In reality, I was giddy with excitement. For one, I loved dressing up and loved wearing lingerie; for two, I really wanted to impress Mrs. Parks.
.....
On Monday, I wore a patterned sweater that I thought was super cute, a polka dot skirt that was just barely above the knees and beige thigh highs that I had purchased on the weekend...way silkier than the generic ones I had usually bought at Walmart.
I thought this balanced the professional and sexy as she described very well. I wanted to meet her expectations, yet I also wanted to look respectable and classy to my fellow co-workers. I chose comfortable one inch heels because while she hated my practical flats, I still wanted something easy to walk in.
I went to work and was surprised that I spent the whole afternoon with Elizabeth, a third year accountant. She was very nice and gave me a tour of the office, introduced me to everyone and showed me the ropes of the program I would be using. Oddly, all afternoon I looked forward to seeing Mrs. Parks, although I couldn't explain why.
It wasn't until four that Elizabeth's phone rang and she told me that Mrs. Parks wanted to see me.
I thanked Elizabeth for all her help and headed off to see Mrs. Parks.
That said, I was nervous. The tour and meeting the staff made it clear my one inch heels were not going to be acceptable as every woman here was in at least three inch heels. I also had one of the longest, if not the longest, skirts of all the women I saw today. All sexy, but always business appropriate.
I entered her office and she instructed, "Close the door, Lily."
"Yes, Mrs. Parks," I replied, closing the door, for some unexplainable reason incredibly nervous, an undeniably giddy excitement, like when trying to please a man, coursing through me . I am usually a very confident woman, so this feeling was new and I didn't like it.
As I closed the door and turned around, I saw Mrs. Parks get up and walk towards me.
"Tell me, Lily," she began, her tone dripping with disapproval, "what is wrong with your attire?"
"It's not sexy enough," I answered, putting my head down.
"Why?" She asked.
"The skirt is too long," I admitted.
"Cute," she nodded, "but definitely slightly too long. What else?"
"Apparently everyone else here wears three inch heels," I answered, feeling like a child who has disappointed her mother.
"Or higher," she corrected. "I'm wearing five inch heels."
My head down, I was staring at her black five inch heels wondering how she didn't kill herself in them.
"I'm uncomfortable in heels, Mrs. Parks," I explained, finally looking up at her, before adding, trying to bring humour to this situation, "I almost killed myself at my high school grad when I wore three inch heels."
"Practice makes perfect," she shrugged. "I expect better tomorrow."
"Yes, Mrs. Parks," I nodded, determined to indeed do better tomorrow.
"Also, although your sweater is cute, it completely hides any evidence that you have breasts," she continued.
"Oh, okay," I nodded. I never wore outfits that showcased my breasts because they were rather small.
"Thigh highs?" she asked.
"Yes, Mrs. Parks," I nodded, lifting up my skirt enough to showcase the top of my lace top stocking. Feeling sexy, I posed like a model, wanting to get her attention, wanting to please her.
"Very nice," she nodded in approval, "I see you spent the extra money and purchased a quality pair."
"Yes, they are so much silkier than the ones I have worn in the past," I agreed, still holding the pose for some reason.
"With legs like yours, Lily, you should always be wearing such silky nylons, they are definitely one of your strongest assets," she complimented, giving my legs the once over.
"Thank you," I nodded, finally allowing my skirt to drop back down, "I really didn't realize the impact a pair of stockings could have on both the look of the legs and the confidence it brings me wearing them."
"All part of the complete package," she agreed.
"So I'm learning," I said, feeling such a rush of excitement that went directly to my pussy. I was really struggling to understand both my need for her approval and the undeniable impact her words had on me. I wasn't a lesbian, but I was beginning to think I'd be one for her. As soon as the thought popped into my head, I shook it out, thinking I needed to focus on the real reason I was here...to get a full time job at the most prestigious firm in the city.
"You okay?" she asked.
"Um, yes, fine," I said, pulling myself back to reality.
"Let's see your foot, Lily," she ordered.
'Damn', I thought to myself. I had forgotten to paint my toenails over the weekend.
I slipped my foot out of my right heel and revealed my forgetfulness.
She looked down at my foot, said, "You may go," and waved me off as she returned to her desk.
"Yes, Mrs. Parks," I said, slipping my foot back into my one inch black heel.
A rush of disappointment hit me as I walked out of her office, all the positives and approval shattered in one careless second.
I left feeling dismissed and insignificant, a feeling I wasn't used to. I was confident in my abilities, confident in my looks and confident in my personality, yet in front of Mrs. Parks all three of those seemed to be lacking. It was so strange to not be in control of a situation or my feelings.



I also couldn't fathom why a woman twice my age was having a sexual impact on me. Besides wanting to get her approval, my panties were undeniably wet and it had me questioning my sexuality for the first time.
On the drive home, I went to a shoe store and bought three pairs of three inch heels, one pair of four inch heels and one pair of five inch heels.
At home, I spent all night practicing walking in three inch heels. I was determined to be sure to wear them all day tomorrow. I was determined to impress Mrs. Parks.
I also had a bubble bath before I painted my toenails red, wanting to impress and get the approval of my boss, replaying the immediate change in her facial expression when she saw my non-painted toenails.
Then, feeling undeniably horny, I put on a sexy bra and panties, thigh high stockings, grabbed my favourite vibrator, got on my bed and began pleasuring myself.
As I closed my eyes, I imagined Ryan Gosling, like I usually did, forcing me onto my knees and fishing out his (I pray really big) cock.
I slowly teased myself at first, allowing my orgasm to build, as he fucks my face and tells me I'm his slut.
Then I begin pumping the vibrator in my fevered pussy faster, imagining him on top of me fucking me deep and hard. As my orgasm builds, I look up at Ryan who is smiling as he fucks me hard telling me I'm his fuck slut. Then, just as my orgasm hits, his face changes and it is Mrs. Parks fucking me.
Although startled, I allow my orgasm to cascade through me, even as I look up at a smiling Mrs. Parks purring, 'that's it, my pet slut, come for me'.
Once my orgasm was done, I shook my head knowing it had obviously been way too long since I got laid.
I decided to stay in my sexy lingerie and did a couple hours of homework, before going to bed utterly exhausted and still in my lingerie and thigh highs.
That night, I had a crazy wet dream that left me confused and questioning everything about the past couple of days:
The dream started where I disappointed her when she looked at my non painted toes.
Mrs. Parks sighed, "That's very disappointing."
"Sorry, Mrs. Parks," I apologized, feeling terrible that I had disappointed my new boss.
"And for someone with such a high IQ, you should know that the seams of stockings should not be seen. They should be at the end of your toes and both the same."
"Oh," I said quietly, looking down at my stocking-clad feet. I had never put much thought into the seams of the stockings.
"Take off your skirt and blouse," she ordered, surprising me.
"Pardon?" I asked, surprised by her words and looking up at her.
"Now!" she demanded, raising her voice.
Startled, yet feeling the need to obey and not raise her ire any further, I began unbuttoning my blouse while avoiding eye contact.
My hands trembled as I wondered why she wanted me to get undressed, but suddenly thankful that I had worn lingerie underneath the conservative attire.
As I took my blouse off, she said, "Well, that is a pleasant surprise."
"Thank you, Mrs. Parks," I replied, feeling a rush of happiness at making her less annoyed at me.
"The skirt too," she ordered.
I obeyed, my hands no longer trembling, suddenly feeling more confident about myself and the situation. Yet, I was still unsure why I felt the need to obey her. I wasn't a lesbian; she was married. I wasn't sure what could possibly be the end plan for Mrs. Parks.
"Matching panties," she noticed, "very nice."
"It's actually a thong," I corrected, wanting to impress her.
"You are more than meets the eye," she nodded, walking behind me to check. "Just like I thought when I decided to hire you."
"Thank you, Mrs. Parks." I replied, confused by my feeling the need for her to approve of me.
"Pose for me," she ordered.
"How so?" I asked, not sure what she was expecting from me.
"Show me sexy and vulnerable," she explained.
I wasn't sure exactly how to do sexy and vulnerable. It was a somewhat contradictory pair of terms I thought. I gave a pose that I thought was sexy, then focused on my facial expression...on my lips.
"Nice," she nodded. Again walking around me, assessing me from different angles.
Thankfully, I felt very confident about my legs, ass, hips and stomach. It was only my smallish breasts that I had insecurities about. That said, I found lingerie to be a great way to enhance my breasts and make them look fuller.
"Do you work out?" she asked.
"Almost every day," I said proudly. "And a lot of yoga."
"Mmmmm," she purred, her hot breath on my neck. "So you're flexible."
"Very," I said back in a sultry voice, before realizing I was flirting with not only my boss, but a woman, an older woman, a married woman.
"Good to know," she nodded, her hands sliding down my body and to my hips.
A chill went up my spine at her touch and a dampness went directly to my thong.
"Let's see those hips," she continued, moving back around and standing directly in front of me.
I put my hands behind my back and allowed my boss to see me as she wanted to.
"Oh, to be young again," she sighed.
"You're a very beautiful woman, Mrs. Parks," I complimented. "I hope I have as much allure and power as you when I am your age."
"Oh, you are going to be a very loyal pet," she smiled for the first time.
The word 'pet' sent another rush up my spine and into my panties.
"Is your pussy wet, Lily?" she asked.
"A little," I admitted.
"Why?" she questioned.
"I don't know," I replied.
"I think you do," she continued. "Turn around for me, my pet."
"Yes, Mrs. Parks," I obeyed, turning around slowly with my hands behind my back in a submissive, obedient position.
"Very good," she continued.
"Thank you, Mrs. Parks," I whispered, my body trembling with the unknown.
"You want to serve me, Lily?" she asked.
"Yes, Mrs. Parks," I nodded, still with my back to her. Even though I wasn't sure what serving her would entail, I had a hunch.
"Have you ever been with a woman?" she asked, grabbing my arm and turning me around to look at her.
"No, Mrs. Parks," I answered, looking into her eyes.
"But you are considering it at the moment, aren't you, my pet?" she asked, her finger moving between my breasts.
"I don't know," I responded, trembling at her touch.
"Knees, my pet," she ordered.
I looked into her eyes, pondered the order for a brief moment in time, before slowly falling to my knees like a leaf falling off a tree.
As she lifted up her skirt, revealing her glistening pussy, I awakened to my hand in my panties rubbing myself.
I had never been with a woman sexually before, never even seriously considered it, besides making out with friends just to tease our boyfriends. Yet this dream felt like it was really happening.
As I finished getting myself off for a second time with Mrs. Parks in my head, I lay there in my own cum wondering to myself if I found Mrs. Parks more than just an impressive role model, but sexually appealing.
Yes, she was beautiful; yes, she had a sexy allure; yes, her strong persona was attractive; yes, she knew exactly what she wanted...her confidence dripped from her every word and action; and yes, I had always been attracted to those qualities in a man.
The reality was. although I was a strong-willed woman, called a feminist by many men who didn't like my bluntness, I was rather submissive in my sexual relationships:
-I had ridden my boyfriend in the living room while his mother made dinner in the kitchen.
-I had blown another boyfriend under a table at a bar.
-I had allowed a boyfriend to cum on my face in a car and then make me go into a gas station and pay for gas.
-I had allowed a couple guys to finger fuck my even though I found no pleasure in it (but had refused allowing a cock back there)
The reality was I loved giving myself completely to someone else and got off on the thrill of potentially humiliating or high risk situations.
My last boyfriend called me an enigma.
That all said, did I really find Mrs. Parks sexually attractive or was it just her strong personality that I found attractive? After some thought, the answer seemed to be maybe...she indeed had all the personality traits of the men I dated, yet I wasn't a lesbian and I sure wasn't going to risk this great job opportunity on one sex dream and some strange feelings of admiration.
....
On Tuesday, I wore a black dress, with a push-up bra that showcased my breasts, with black thigh highs and three inch black heels.
As I looked at myself in the mirror, I lifted up my skirt slightly and realized just how much hotter I looked today than I had yesterday in a much more conservative outfit. I shook my head thinking about the one I wore for my interview...I'm shocked I was even hired.
I also decided to wear my hair down instead of the one braid I'd worn yesterday that had made me look more like a librarian than the sexy professional Mrs. Parks described. I wanted to look like a beautiful fetching woman, and this outfit was definitely a step in the right direction.
I again spent the day with Elizabeth and was given my first real project to work on.
I spent all afternoon working on the project and learned later in the day that Mrs. Parks wasn't even in the office today nor would she be later.
I couldn't explain it, but I felt an undeniable sense of disappointment at the reality that she wasn't going to see the improvements I had made in my attire.
Just as quickly, I chuckled to myself at the reality that I was disappointed. I knew then that I did indeed have a crush on my female boss. 'Shit', I sighed, realizing I was potentially screwing up a great job opportunity with a lesbian crush.
That night, though, I again had a dream, again it was vivid and again it brought me to a fever pitch.
I was sitting on a chair in her office and she ordered me to lift up my skirt enough to showcase my lace top of my thigh highs.
I stammered, "W-w-why, Mrs. Parks?"
She replied, "You know why, Lily."
I looked up at her as she stood in front of me and said, "Because you want to be my unconditional submissive plaything, Lily."
"I-I-I do?" I stammered, even as my pussy got wet.
"Don't you?" she smiled down at me from her position of power.
"I don't know," I whispered, my head spinning with confusion.
"Lift up your skirt, my pet," she ordered.
Hearing the term 'my pet' had my pussy leak into my panties and I obeyed her request wordlessly.
"Good girl," she purred, looking down at me. "Did you wear those for me, my pet?"
"Yes," I admitted, not making eye contact.
"Look at me, my pet," she ordered.
I looked up into her hazel-green eyes.
"Why did you wear such sexy thigh thighs?" she asked again.
"For you, Mrs. Parks," I admitted.
"Why?" she asked.
"I honestly don't know," I admitted, which was true. I couldn't explain why I felt the need to obey her, to please her, to get her approval, but I undeniably did.
"I do," she smiled. "You're submissive and although you don't understand it yet, all your failed relationships are because you've been dating the wrong sex."
"How do you know that?" I asked, even though I had begun questioning my sexuality yesterday.
"I can read people," she answered, before adding, "and you are an open book."
"And how does my book end?" I asked, smiling up at her trying to be sultry.
"That is up to you, my pet," she smiled. "I expect total obedience."
"I'm very loyal, Mistress," I replied, calling her Mistress to clearly stress my position.
"Mmmmm, good word choice," she purred.
"I understand what it means to give total obedience," I responded, eager to show her just how committed I was to her.
"And what does total obedience mean?" she asked.
"Obeying without hesitation any order given to me," I replied.
"Any order?" she questioned.
"Without hesitation," I finished her sentence.
"Interesting," she nodded, looking at me with lengthy consideration.
After a brief silence that seemed like an eternity, she ordered, "On your knees, my pet."
"Yes, Mistress," I obeyed, standing up off the chair and then lowering myself to my knees in front of her.
"Does this feel natural, my pet? To be on your knees?" she asked, looking down at me.
"Yes, Mistress," I nodded.
"Why?" she asked.
"Some are born to be leaders and some to be followers, Mistress," I answered. "You were born to be a leader and I a follower, or more aptly put, you are the queen and I the servant."
"Good girl," she bobbed with approval. "You understand your place."
"As your unconditional underling," I smiled, using her word from our first meeting last week.
"You are a very fast learner," she again nodded.
"And eager to please," I added, my mouth watering with anticipation for the order to taste her pussy.
"I bet you are," she smiled down at me as she lifted up her skirt to reveal she wasn't wearing any panties.
"Show me hunger with just your lips, my pet," she ordered.
I wasn't sure what hunger would look like; nor did I have a clue what I looked like as I attempted to obey the order.
"You do have the sexiest lips ever," she complimented.
"Thank you, Mistress," I replied.
"I bet you have often got what you wanted because of them," she continued.
I shrugged, "I don't know, but I've definitely had a lot of compliments on them."
"I bet you have," she nodded.
I looked back down at her shaved cunt and she asked, "Is my pet's cunt shaved?"
"No, Mistress," I admitted. I trimmed it, but found shaving it bare way too much work for the rare time a man was down there.
"That will change ASAP," she ordered.
"I will do it tonight," I promised.
"Good pet," she purred, as she grabbed the back of my head and guided me to her pussy.
Frustratingly, that is when I woke up, again just as I was to submit completely.
As I replayed the dream, I couldn't believe how real it felt. I also couldn't believe how disappointed I was to wake up and realize it was all just a dream...again.
I rolled over, set my alarm half an hour earlier, deciding I would shave my pussy in the morning just in case. If, for some unknown reason, she asked the question, I wanted to have the correct answer.
As I closed my eyes and drifted into slumber, I wondered what I would do if Mrs. Parks did really make a move on me.
.....
On Wednesday, desperate to impress her (on the assumption she was at work today), I wore a tighter, sexier blouse and push up bra that greatly showcased my breasts, maybe too much, a skirt greatly above the knees that barely hid the lace top of the black thigh high stockings, and the three inch heels I had again practiced in all night. I definitely looked hot in this outfit.
I hemmed and hawed over the blouse. It was definitely a lot more risqué, complete night and day from the white dull blouse of my interview day, and maybe actually too risqué. Yet, my desire to impress Mrs. Parks was suddenly more important than getting judged by coworkers who may see my blouse as crossing the line.
The skirt was also ridiculously short, only barely hiding the top of the lace top stockings when standing up. If sitting down or bent over at any angle, anyone looking would know I was wearing thigh high stockings and not pantyhose.
Then I wondered if this was advice Mrs. Parks gave to all her employees? Was Elizabeth wearing thigh highs under her outfit? Was Mrs. Parks' secretary wearing thigh highs? The rest of her philosophy was being followed: sexy business attire, with skirts above the knee, three inch heels and something slightly sexy as an accessory of sexuality.
For Mrs. Parks it was seamed stockings; for Elizabeth it was blouses that showcased her very large breasts, for the redhead whose name I couldn't remember it was outfits that highlighted her flaming, flowing red hair.
In conclusion, I could assume that every woman in the firm was wearing thigh high stockings.
Feeling confident and sexy, I grabbed my camera and tri-pod and took some photos of myself in a variety of sexy positions I imagined Mrs. Parks liking.
The first photo I took was replaying the scene of my interview with Mrs. Parks when she put her stocking-clad heel on my leg.
I remembered how soft her nylons were, how strange it felt to touch them and yet how equally erotic it was.
Was that the moment that I began to have feelings for Mrs. Parks?
Maybe.
There was no one moment that made me question my sexuality, yet the combination of the interview, her personality, her firm tone, her beautiful legs in nylons, the black seam going up the back of her leg, her hypnotic eyes, her confidence and strangely her treatment of me. Somehow she seemed to know I was submissive, even though in my interview I oozed confidence. Well, at least I thought I did.
The next picture I slipped off one of my heels and did a similar pose with my stocking-clad foot on the chair.
I took a few more before photos in a variety of poses before heading to school for morning classes. I got a few looks from the college boys and I think at least one professor and even a whistle from a construction worker as I waited for a taxi.
At work, I looked at every woman for signs of thigh high stockings, determined to prove my hypothesis correct. And although it took a while, I saw two lace tops: one on Velma, an accountant who assisted me when my computer froze, and one on a woman whom I hadn't met before who was wearing a skirt, surprisingly below the knee, but with a very generous slit down the side. I was confident that I was correct, every woman was wearing the attire Mrs. Parks expected.
All day, I again waited with anticipation for the approval I was confident I would finally get from Mrs. Parks. Although I hadn't seen her, I inquired slyly to learn that she was indeed in the office. However, she would be in meetings all afternoon with clients.
The day was ending, and I was again feeling utterly disappointment (like after a good date with a guy who doesn't call the next day to affirm the date went as well as you thought it did) that Mrs. Parks wasn't going to see the attire I had purposely worn just for her, when her secretary, whose name I couldn't recall even though she had been introduced to me, said that Mrs. Parks wanted to see me.
A rush of giddy excitement coursed through me. I shook my head at how silly I was acting. I was twenty-two years old, not fifteen.
I went to her office and again she ordered, "Please close the door, Lily."
"Of course, Mrs. Parks," I agreed, already in the process of closing it.
She said, as she pointed me to a chair, although her firm tone didn't change, "Much, much better."
"Thank you, Mrs. Parks," I replied, again feeling a rush of adrenaline at getting her approval and, to my surprise, a tingle in my pussy.
"Quite the blouse," she continued.
"I hoped you would like it, Mrs. Parks," I responded eagerly, somehow feeling a desperate need to get her approval.



"Although a bit risqué for the office, don't you think?" she questioned.
"Yes, Mrs. Parks," I nodded.
"On the other hand, perfect for when we are meeting with clients," she continued.
"Good to know," I nodded, although I wondered how such an outfit would be perfect for a meeting with clients if it was too risqué for the office.
"Thigh highs again I assume," she asked.
I looked down and saw that my entire thigh high stocking top was in view with my legs crossed, as was some of my white skin, but she likely couldn't see that from her sitting positon at her desk.
"As instructed, Mrs. Parks," I responded, sounding completely submissive.
"Good girl," she complimented.
The term 'good girl', her tone, and the anticipation of something unknown made my pussy leak slightly into my panties.
I uncrossed my legs and then crossed them again, feeling a gush in my panties.
Standing up, she ordered, looking down at me, "Step out of your heels, Lily."
"Okay, Mrs. Parks," I obeyed, standing up and slipping my nylon clad feet out of my heels.
"Very good," she nodded, looking down at my painted toenails.
It felt so good to get her approval, like it did the rare time I received my own mother's approval.
"I couldn't decide what colour to choose," I explained, "but I decided red was both classic and sexy."
"Agreed," she nodded, "but the seams of your stockings should not be viewable on top of your feet, my dear."
I couldn't believe her words, eerily similar to the ones in my earlier dream. I quietly cursed myself for not paying attention when I put my thigh high stockings on today, as I replied, looking down at my feet, "I understand."
I immediately put my foot on the chair and fixed the seam on my left foot and then fixed the seam on my right foot.
"Good girl," she again said, as if conditioning me to need her approval.
"Thank you, Mrs. Parks," I again replied, becoming more and more subservient to her and more and more willing to do whatever it took to get her complete approval.
She went to her desk and pressed the intercom, "Please bring me a pair of thigh high stockings, June."
"Of course, Mrs. Parks," June replied over the intercom. "What colour?"
"Black," Mrs. Parks answered.
"Yes, Mrs. Parks," June responded.
"Tomorrow," Mrs. Parks began, moving back towards me, "we will start your training under me."
Although the sentence was bland and logical, I heard all the potential sexual implications that could go with it, which made my panties dampen. "I can't wait to get started under you," I replied, trying to sound eager regardless of the situation, as I flashed to last night's vivid dream of being her pet. Yet, as soon as I said the words, I scolded myself for being so forward.
June came in and handed Mrs. Parks the package and left without a word being said by either of them.
Mrs. Parks explained, as she handed them to me, "Tomorrow, I want you to wear these. Treat them well, they are very expensive."
"I will, Mrs. Parks," I nodded, agreeing to both wearing them and to treating them with the utmost care.
"I know you will," Mrs. Parks responded. "Also, I expect you in a sexy dress for tomorrow as well as your sexiest lingerie underneath."
"Okay," I agreed, although my tone implied I was questioning her strange expectations of lingerie.
"Okay, what?" She asked, her tone implying she didn't care about my tone and was suddenly annoyed as hell.
"Okay, Mrs. Parks," I corrected, again feeling guilty for disappointing her.
"See you tomorrow," she said, returning to her desk.
"Have a great night, Mrs. Parks," I said, as I slipped back into my shoes.
"You too, Lily-girl," she responded, not looking at me.
I noticed the slight name change, but didn't say anything else as I left her office wondering what she had in store for me tomorrow.
That night, I tried on a few different dresses trying to decide which one would most please and entice Mrs. Parks. I tried on a red dress but felt it didn't enhance my breasts enough; I tried on a patterned sundress but that seemed too I'm-still-in-high-school; I tried on a sexy black dress but it was so short my lace top thigh highs would be in view for all to see; and I tried on a beige dress with a plunging v neckline that I was perfect...until I recalled the stockings that Mrs. Parks gave me were actually black and wouldn't go with the dress.
I sighed, decided to take a break and try on every set of lingerie I owned, although I didn't use the expensive thigh highs Mrs. Parks gave me, not wanting to do anything to damage them before tomorrow's training.
Tomorrow's training...what did that really mean?
I had a hunch, yet until the words were actually spoken I would have to just wait and see what transpired tomorrow. That said, I was willing to do whatever she asked, knowing that I was suddenly very curious to explore a new side of my sexuality.
Looking through my lingerie for something to wear tomorrow, I even found a pair of handcuffs and wondered if Mrs. Parks would be willing to use them on me. I briefly recalled the last time I used them and the sense of helplessness that went with it. Being bound and at the will of another person was a great turn on.
I briefly wondered what Mrs. Parks would do to me with handcuffs...she definitely seemed the type to use a pair in some naughty lesbian submission game.
Feeling frisky, I took some pictures of myself in a few different pieces of lingerie.
I realized I had a lot of lingerie I almost never got to wear for anyone and decided regardless of how tomorrow went I was going to start wearing sexy lingerie underneath my attire and when going to bed. I was going to dress sexy for me.
I put on my newest lingerie and took a couple of pictures of myself before deciding I needed to get myself off.
I grabbed my trusty good friend Mr. Blue, got on my hands and knees and tried to fuck myself from a submissive position.
Imagining my own version of what tomorrow would bring, I got myself off again this time not picturing Ryan Gosling at all, but imagining that I was made to be the submissive pet to Mrs. Parks.
Content with my choices for tomorrow, I took a long bath and then again did a couple of hours of studying for a test I had on Friday, wondering if I would have a lot of time tomorrow night or would my training take up the evening.
Yet again, I had another wet dream, another dream of potential lesbian submission to Mrs. Parks.
This time I was the one on the aggressive.
I don't know how I knew her cell number, but I texted her a picture of me in lingerie and thigh highs and said:
Mrs. Parks
Your pet is waiting for her training.
As soon as I texted it, I felt anxiety rush through me. What if I was wrong with my assumptions?
I mean, I assumed I wasn't. I generally was very good at reading people. Yet, this was potentially my career.
On the other hand, I couldn't handle another day of not knowing.
After a couple of excruciating minutes of waiting, Mrs. Parks texted back:
My pet
I will be back in my office in a few minutes. I expect you on the chair kneeling and waiting for me.
Mistress Parks
My cunt leaked into my panties at the two simple sentences and one powerful word. The first being the promise that she would be back soon; the second being a submissive position that clearly implied her expectations of me; the one word, on the other hand, cleared up, without a doubt, that I was right. That one word also meant the hierarchy of the relationship that was about to transpire was Mistress and submissive...and I was obviously the submissive.
I waited a few minutes, dying to touch myself, but wanting to wait and have that hopeful orgasm with Mrs. Parks, my Mistress.
I knelt on the chair, assuming it was the one I usually sat on, and waited.
Fifteen minutes became half an hour before she walked in and said, "Are you ready to be punished?"
"Yes, Mistress Parks," I replied, even though her words and angry tone surprised me.
"I like your eagerness, my pet," she began, before adding, "but I can't have you interrupting me when I am in meetings."
"Sorry," I whispered.
"Sorry, what?" she questioned.
"Sorry, Mistress," I corrected.
"Good girl," she nodded. "Now I know you are really eager to be my lesbian plaything, isn't that right?"
"Yes, Mistress," I responded, anticipation coursing through my very being.
"And a good pet understands that she is to wait to be called for," she continued, her hand slowly moving down my back.
"Yessssss, Mistress," I agreed.
"She understands that she is to be ready at a second's notice," she explained, as her hand reached my ass.
"Of course, Mistress," I nodded, my body trembling at her touch, "I will always be at your beck and call."
"Good girl," she repeated. "You do have one fine ass, my pet."
"Thank you, Mistress," I whimpered, hoping she would move her fingers to my heated pussy.
"Ever had a cock in that ass, my pet?" she questioned, her fingers going underneath my panties.
"No, Mistress," I answered, a sexual act that had never appealed to me.
"But you would for me?" she asked, her finger moving slowly between my ass cheeks.
"Yesssss, Mistress," I agreed, her touch melting me, knowing I would agree to almost anything to please her, to make her happy.
"Good," she purred, ever so softly, her finger teasing my rosebud.
Just as I thought she may slide her finger in my back door, she moved her hand away and gave me a firm spank.
I yelped at the sudden burn on my ass cheeks. She explained, "You will sit in this position until I return. You will not move at all, is that clear?"
"Yes, Mistress," I agreed, mixed feelings coursing through me.
She walked out of the office and I sat there for what seemed like an eternity. My pussy was wet, my knees sore and I had no idea when she would be back.
When the door opened after about fifteen minutes, it wasn't Mrs. Parks who came into the office, but Elizabeth, who ordered, "Stand up, Lily."
Although mortified to be seen in such a compromising position by a colleague, I obeyed assuming I was supposed to and was happy to get off my aching knees.
"Go over to the wall and stand there until Mrs. Parks returns," Elizabeth ordered, before leaving me alone again.
I walked over to where she instructed, thankful that she left...still humiliated by the whole situation and instantly wondering who else may know of my predicament or who else may also be a pet to Mrs. Parks.
I felt like I was back in elementary school and being sent to the corner for punishment.
Standing there, in only a bra and panties, I felt utterly vulnerable. I also felt cold as a cool breeze from an air vent blew down on me.
Suddenly, the door opened again and I prayed it was Mrs. Parks.
"Hands together in front of you," Mrs. Parks ordered.
I quickly obeyed, thankful that it was her and thankful to hear the door close.
"Why were you punished?" she asked.
"For not waiting for you to beckon me," I answered.
"And why did you send that text, my pet?" she asked, again right behind me.
"To let you know without a doubt that I'm willing to do anything for this company and for you," I answered.
"So you would serve all the employees if instructed?" she asked.
"I'm your slave, Mistress," I answered, giving myself to her completely. "I'll do whatever you tell me to."
"You'll suck off customers to finish off a deal?" she asked, her hands again on my ass.
"And swallow their load or take it all over my face," I answered, wanting to show her how completely submissive I was.
"And if three men are at a deal closing?" she questioned, moving her hands up and cupping my breasts.
"Well, Mistress, I have three holes," I responded, even though I had never even been with two men at once. Did I want to be the centerpiece to an orgy? No. Would I do it to please Mrs. Parks? Yes.
"Good news, my pet," she purred, kissing the back of my neck.
"Yes, Mistress," I moaned softly.
"I would never make you do such things," she revealed. "I just wanted to know if you would."
"I'd do anything for you, Mistress," I replied, even as a huge sigh of relief coursed through me at not having to do the things I just promised I would do.
"And you will be rewarded for such obedience," she said. "Turn around, my pet."
I did, a rush of adrenaline coursing through me at what might lie ahead.
"On your knees, my pet," she ordered, looking me directly in the eyes.
Never breaking eye contact, I obeyed, lowering myself to my knees, as I replied, "Yes, Mistress."
My arms at my sides, I waited for my next orders attempting to look eager and submissive.
"What do you want, my pet?" she asked, looking down at me.
"To lick your pussy, Mistress," I admitted.
"You mean my cunt?" she corrected.
I didn't love the 'C' word, but if that was what she was going to use, I would too. "Yes, Mistress, I want to lick your cunt."
She lifted up her dress, revealing she wasn't wearing any panties. She asked, "Is this what you want to lick, my pet?"
"God, yes," I nodded, staring at her completely shaved pussy, I mean cunt.
"Go ahead, my pet," she offered, grabbing the back of my head and guiding me to her pussy.
I extended my tongue and just as I was about to lick perfection I woke up. AGAIN!!!
Opening my eyes, my hand in my panties, I cursed myself. Why did I wake up every time just before the final act of submission? Looking back I now realize never having tasted her pussy, or any other pussy, before my subconscious had no reference for me to dream about it. Thus making me wake up before I licked her in my dream.
I quickly rubbed myself, wondering what her pussy would taste like. Wondering if tomorrow these crazy, vivid, authentic dreams would finally come to fruition.
Coming hard in only a couple of minutes, an idea popped into my head. I knew exactly what I was going to wear tomorrow underneath my dress...even though I still wasn't sure which dress I planned to wear for my hopeful final submission.
I went to my lingerie drawer and grabbed the sexy black numbers. I then grabbed the new high heels I wasn't even sure I could walk in all day.
I was definitely going to make it clear, without even a shadow of a doubt that I was willing to be her submissive plaything.
Happy with my choices, I returned to bed giddy with anticipation of the night that lay ahead. I closed my eyes, but honestly I didn't get the greatest sleep, my mind playing all the different possibilities of tomorrow
.....
I woke up filled with trepidation. What if I was reading the signs wrong and she didn't have any sexual interest in me?
On the flipside, what if she did?
Was I ready to be in a relationship with a woman? Would it be an actual relationship? Did I want to be in a relationship? Did I just want the submissive sex I was already fantasizing?
I could spend hours psychoanalyzing myself, but decided 'fuck it', I would just take the day as fate meant it to be. I wouldn't push to force the issue nor resist whatever Mrs. Parks had in store.
In the end, after sleeping on it, I choose a sexy dress, one so short it didn't even attempt to completely cover the lace top stockings and none of them at all if I walked or sat down.
The thigh highs she gave me to wear were like silk heaven...as they not only made my legs look utterly fantastic, somehow making them look longer, but they felt so soft that I found myself petting my own legs on more than one occasion.
She said we would begin the training today...TRAINING...what a complex word with so many completely different meanings...and which one did I want to apply when my training with Mrs. Parks began?
I was so excited and nervous about the day that I barely heard a word my profs said all morning.
Instead, I kept playing in my head all the different possible scenarios that may occur this afternoon. The reality was I needed to know one way or another what Mrs. Parks expected from me because it was consuming my every waking moment.
For the second day in a row, I got a lot of looks from the boys for my attire, dressing way sexier than anyone else on campus for morning lectures. It made me feel good and a bit slutty knowing I was also getting looks from girls who saw me as a complete skank.
But I didn't care. Mrs. Parks had opened up a part of me that was usually dormant and I enjoyed the looks and the feeling of being wanted.
I barely ate any of my salad for lunch before getting to work early, filled with anticipation and trepidation...knowing I would soon have the answer to what her expectations were once and for all.
I arrived early and waited for almost an hour for Mrs. Parks to return from lunch. She ordered, ignoring the fact that she was late, "Come in, Lily and June please hold my calls. I'm not to be interrupted this afternoon for any reason."
"Of course, Mrs. Parks," June nodded.
I followed Mrs. Parks in and closed the door without instructions.
She said, as she walked to her desk and took off her blazer. "You should probably lock it."
Her ominous instructions sent butterflies to my stomach and made my panties instantly dampen with anticipation for something that I didn't know I had remotely wanted just a week ago.
"Of course, Mrs. Parks," I obeyed, locking the door and beginning to walk to the chair in front of her desk.
"Stop," she ordered.
I froze, yet somehow decided to pose wanting to showcase my curves, which this dress did a great job of showcasing.
"The top half of your dress is much less risqué, but every step you take I can see your lace top stockings," she pointed out.
I replied, "It was the only dress I owned I felt really matched the stockings you insisted I wear."
"Fair enough," she nodded. "Take a seat."
I moved to the chair, sat down, suddenly feeling incredibly nervous, like I used to be on first dates in high school, as she sat behind her desk. She asked, "How has the week been so far?"
I answered, surprised by the mundane question, "A bit overwhelming. There are so many people here. I didn't realize just how big the firm was."
She nodded, "We are not only the biggest in the city, but in the entire state."
"It's an honour to be a part of it," I responded, meaning that completely from the work opportunity point of view.
"Yes, it is," she concurred. "Do you know how many people applied for the job you got?"
"I have no idea," I admitted, knowing from waiting at least three others were interviewed.
"A hundred and ninety-five," she revealed. "From that number we did reference checks on twenty-five, did phone interviews with fifteen and brought seven in for personal interviews," she revealed.
A wave of pride coursed through me at the reality that out of almost two hundred applicants, I was chosen. I said, "I'm very flattered that you chose me, Mrs. Parks."
"You have the potential, with some training, to be a very valuable asset to this company and to me," she continued. Her words were flattering, yet her facial expression didn't match her words, showing no emotion at all.



"I'm willing to do anything to help this company," I replied, thinking to myself I meant both professionally and personally. So I added, "And, of course, you, Mrs. Parks."
She stood up and asked, "And just out of curiosity, what do you mean by those last words, Lily?"
I silently cursed to myself. I had decided to let whatever happened in this office this afternoon happen, yet I sure didn't want to be the one to say it. I didn't want to be wrong and humiliate myself, even though I was pretty positive I was correct.
My legs trembled with anxiety as my next words could seal my fate with this company, although what that fate would be was still to be determined.
"I believe in doing whatever it takes to get the job done," I finally answered, avoiding saying anything of substance at all.
"And what exactly does that mean?" she asked, as she moved in front of me and leaned on her desk.
I knew she would see through generic nothingness, but hoped she would at least give me an olive branch to climb on, some sign that I was right.
I took a deep breath and rattled out rather fast before I could stop the words, "Making sure my boss is completely satisfied."
"Hmmmmm," she nodded, but asked, as she hopped onto her desk, "and how does an employee make sure the boss is completely satisfied?"
I felt this was the olive branch, an incredibly small one, but as she slowly crossed her legs in front of me, I sensed this was the window of opportunity.
I took a deep breath, looked up at her, risking everything, and silently dropped to my knees, exactly as I had in my dream just a couple of nights ago.
"Sometimes a picture is worth a thousand words, they say," she began, looking down at me, before adding. "But I believe an action speaks a million."
"Then let me speak millions," I responded eagerly.
"Stand up," she ordered, her tone deceivingly unemotional.
I obeyed.
"Turn around," she ordered.
I again obeyed, a chill going up my spine.
"Lift up your dress," she instructed. "Let's see that ass of yours."
The dress tight, I used both hands to slowly tug up the dress.
"A thong," she said in an approving tone, "very, very nice."
"Thank you, Mistress, I wore it for you," I admitted, then realized what I had said in the heat of the moment accidentally, just like I had in my dream.
"Mistress," she smiled, "I like that."
"A good pet has a Master and you are mine," I said, somehow completely buying in to the odd words I was saying.
"Excellent," she nodded. "You will always refer to me as Mistress when we are alone or travelling."
"Of course, Mistress," I nodded, wondering where she planned to take me.
"And those heels are incredibly sexy," she continued, before adding, "they really accentuate your legs, particularly with those thigh high stockings."
"I completely agree, Mistress," I nodded. "Thank you for opening me up to a new fashion sense."
"You're welcome," she replied. "As I mentioned before, a woman in the business world needs to look both professional and sexy at all times."
"Understood."
"Turn back around," she ordered.
I again obeyed, sensing the final moment of submission, the one that always was denied to me in my dreams, was almost at hand.
"I have a question I didn't get to ask you during the interview because it went on quite a tangent. What are the best traits of a dog?" she asked.
Although the question was undoubtedly strange, I wasn't rattled by the question at all. I instantly knew the answer she was looking for as I answered, "Loyalty and obedience."
"Very good," she nodded, before adding, "And they are trainable."
"Although only with patience and firm discipline," I added, trying to hint at my own obedience and my willingness to do whatever it takes.
"They are also very enthusiastic," she added.
"If I didn't know any better I would think you are describing me," I smiled coyly.
"Interesting thought," she smiled for the first time, "Do you know why I picked you?"
"No, Mistress," I replied.
"I could see the longing buried deep within you," she answered.
"Really?" I asked. "To be honest, I have never considered anything like this with another female before...before...um."
"Before me?" she finished my sentence.
"Yet, I'm guessing you definitely are submissive to your male partners," she continued.
"Mostly," I nodded, in awe that she somehow saw all this in me during our original interview.
"I would say more than mostly," she continued. "Your eagerness to please was very clear during your interview."
"It was?" I asked, still bewildered by her assessment of me.
"Crystal clear," she nodded. "Now it's inspection time, my pet."
Hearing her call me her pet sent a chill up my spine and dispelled the last lingering doubt I had over what was going to happen today, although all doubt should have faded long ago.
"Okay," I said, looking up at her waiting for further instruction.
"Take off your heels, my pet," she ordered, "I want to take a good look at your stocking-clad feet."
"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, quite happy to get out of the high heels that were literally killing my feet, my ankles and my back.
"But do it as sexily as possible," she added.
I started to slowly slip out of my one heel when she stopped me.
"No, no," she said, shaking her head, "use your whole body as a weapon. Your legs, hips and lips."
"Oh, okay," I nodded, although I wasn't confident I could do it right. I loved dancing and wasn't remotely self-conscious on a dance floor, but both times I had attempted sexy stripteases for boyfriends I had felt like a complete fool.
I slowly slid my foot out, while holding a pose and letting out a slight moan that made my lips I hoped look sensual.
"Very nice," she nodded, "You really are a quick learner."
I smiled, one heel on, one heel off, and added, "And always eager to learn new things."
"You've never been with a woman, have you?" she asked.
"No," I shook my head.
"But you are considering it now?" she asked.
"The decision has already been made," I replied, slipping out of my other heel.
She looked down and said, "You do have very sexy feet."
"Thank you, Mistress," I nodded.
"So, let's conclude the inspection," she said. "Painted toenails, check, Thigh high stockings I ordered you to wear, check. Sexy panties, check."
My face flushed as I was inspected like I was a piece of property.
"But what about the bra?" she pondered, looking directly at my breasts, still covered by my dress, "Is it as sexy as the rest of your attire?"
"Do you want me to take off my dress, Mistress?" I asked, trying to be as submissive as possible.
"Yes, my pet," she nodded.
No longer remotely nervous, I began lifting the dress over my head. Unfortunately, because it was so tight, I really struggled and actually briefly got stuck.
"Need a hand?' she asked, clearly amused.
"Maybe two," I joked.
She assisted and finished taking my dress off for me.
Once off, she nodded, "You really do have one tight, perfect little body."
If a man said such words I would have called him a sexist pig, yet when she said them I felt flattered.
"Thank you, Mistress," I replied.
"So sexy bra, check," she nodded, before moving her hand to my very damp panties.
"Wet cunt, check" she announced, before asking, "Why are your panties so soaking wet, my pet?"
"Enthusiasm and anticipation," I replied, trying to keep the pet analogy working.
"Anticipation for what?" She asked, her finger tracing my pussy lips through the panties.
"Submitting to you," I moaned softly, her touch driving me wild.
"So you want to be my unconditional pet?" She asked, tapping her fingers on my clit.
"G-G-God, yessss," I trembled as she tapped on my clit more.
"And you understand that it will come with very clear expectations," she continued.
"Of course, Mistress," I nodded, "a pet needs to know her boundaries."
"And show me what a pet does to show she understands her boundaries," she ordered, as she moved to her desk and sat on it.
I walked to her, dropped to my knees and took off her right heel and began gently massaging her foot. The silk was so soft that I wanted to splatter her leg with kisses, and feel them wrapped around me. Yet, I focused on the submissive act, waiting to be told what to do, to be guided in this journey of lesbian submission.
She didn't speak at all as I gently massaged her toes, foot, ankle and calf.
Wordlessly, she uncrossed and re-crossed her legs and I took off her other five inch heel and replicated the dedicated, gentle, massage of her foot.
Once done, when she didn't give an order, I took initiative wanting to show my undying loyalty, I leaned forward and kissed the top of her foot.
"Lick the sole of my foot, my pet," she ordered, finally speaking.
"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, lifting her foot up and licking the sole of her foot as ordered. It was an odd mixture of sweat, leather and nylon and somehow it turned me on even more.
"Now the other," she instructed a moment later.
I replicated the act on her other foot while she continued listing her expectations of me. "You won't date."
I nodded, even as I wondered if this made her my girlfriend.
"You will have a travel bag here ready to go at a minute's notice," she explained.
"Okay, Mistress," I agreed.
"I'll give you a company credit card to purchase the various items you will need for excursions," she continued.
"Thank you, Mistress, that is very generous," I said.
"I'm a very generous Mistress, my pet," she replied, before adding, "Now get on all fours,"
"Yes, Mistress," I said, as I got in the position she instructed.
"Crawl to the door," she ordered, "it's time to take my pet for a walk."
For the first time since this whole crazy situation began, I felt massive trepidation and anxiety. Was she going to ask me to crawl out in the office like this?
Yet, again I obeyed, walking to the door, praying that, like the declarations of complete slut-dom, this was another test.
"I probably should get you a collar and a leash," she said, as I reached the door.
Strangely, like everything else she said, it somehow turned me on.
"Do you want to go for a walk, my pet?" she asked.
I didn't remotely want to go for a walk. I wanted to crawl to her and bury my face between her legs. Yet, I replied like the obedient submissive I was, "If Mistress wants to take me for a walk."
"Good girl," she nodded, "You passed the final test."
"I did?" I asked, still staring at the door...the only thing that separated me from complete humiliation.
"You mentioned loyalty, obedience and training," she explained, "but there is also, of course, the most important of all."
"More important than loyalty?" I asked, looking back at her.
"Yes," she nodded, "it's a five letter word."
I tried to come up with a word that was only five letters long, but other than loyal, which was already covered by loyalty, I came up blank.
"Crawl back to me, my pet," she ordered.
I obeyed, crawling like a dog to her, even as I wracked my brain to figure out the word.
Reaching her, she ordered, "Give me your sexiest pose, my pet?"
"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, wondering what would be a sexy pose. I wanted to look submissive and yet seductive...I wanted her to want me.
I remained on my knees knowing that is a very submissive position and while looking up at her the whole time, I allowed my bra straps to fall off my shoulders.
Knowing that women get turned on by slow teasing and imagination, I then cupped my small, but firm breasts.
I looked up at her, trying to look vulnerable and sexy.
"Are your nipples hard?" she asked.
"Like diamonds," I replied, my nipples getting stiff very easily.
"What are your weak spots, my pet?" she asked.
"What do you mean, Mistress?" I asked, confused by the question.
"If someone wants to get you revved up and ready to fuck, what are your hot buttons?"
"Before I met you?" I asked, before adding, "because I think I have some new hot buttons I didn't know existed."
"That's flattering," she nodded, "but yes, before me."
"Well, I love getting my nipples sucked or nibbled," I said.
"But what gets you hot when you're still dressed?" she asked.
"Ohhhhh," I nodded. "Either kissing my neck from behind or the touching of my thigh when I'm in a dress or skirt. The hot breath on my neck or a hand on my thigh both instantly trigger wetness in my pussy."
"You mean your cunt," she corrected.
"Yes, Mistress, my wet cunt," I corrected, somehow loving saying 'cunt', a word I found repulsive before meeting Mrs. Parks.
"Show me more of those tits, my pet," she ordered.
My knees getting sore, I repositioned myself on just one knee as I attempted to show more.
I was about to take off my bra when suddenly there was a knock at the door.
"For fuck's sake," she cursed, clearly pissed off. "I fucking told her I was not to be disturbed."
I quickly put my bra back on, petrified to be caught in such a compromising outfit or position.
"Crawl under my desk," she ordered.
"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, grabbing my dress and heels and quickly moving under her dress.
She went to the door and opened it just as I was completely under her desk.
"Sorry to bother you, Mrs. Parks," a female voice said. "But, Mrs. Hamilton is here and is insisting on meeting with you."
"Fine, send her in," Mrs. Parks ordered.
The door closed and Mrs. Parks walked back to her desk, sat on her chair and looked down at me. "Well, this will really make for an interesting training. You will kiss every inch of my feet and legs while I meet with Mrs. Hamilton."
"Okay," I nodded, even though I was mortified and disappointed. Like in my dreams, every time I get close to finally submitting completely, it doesn't happen.
"Oh, are you pouting, my pet?" she asked.
I didn't know I was, but likely I was.
"Show me your best pout," she ordered. "I imagine you have mastered the pout with lips like those."
I laughed to myself, because I had manipulated my dad with what he called 'the pout', I had manipulated most boyfriends with 'the pout' and had got out of more than one speeding ticket with 'the pout'.
She laughed, "That is even more adorable than I anticipated."
The intercom came on and informed Mrs. Parks that Mrs. Hamilton was waiting.
Looking down at me, she smiled and promised, "Don't worry, my pet, I promise you will not leave here today until you have begun your training and if you do a good job I may even reward you with a nice hard fucking."
"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, her words going directly to my cunt.
As she rolled her chair in, spreading her legs, she said, "Let her in."
She slipped back out of her heels, and put her foot to my mouth. I again kissed and licked her foot, this time splattering every inch of her foot with kisses. I wanted to move up between her legs and bury my face in her cunt, but knew that wasn't the order.
The next few minutes felt like an eternity as I continued pleasuring both her feet, ankles and calves as I vaguely listened to the conversation. Mrs. Parks was very patient as she calmed down the woman, who was furious at an error made in last year's tax return.
I was moving up her leg at a snail's pace, now at her knees, when she rolled her chair away. She said, "Mrs. Hamilton, we can continue this conversation next week after I personally look through your return."
"Good," the woman replied.
As soon as she was gone, Mrs. Parks locked the door and ordered, "Crawl to me, my pet."
I eagerly crawled out from underneath the desk, crawled to her as she asked, "Now where were we before we were so rudely interrupted?"
"I was drawing you in with my sexy charm," I responded, looking up at her.
"Well, it's working," she laughed. "By the way, you were very good underneath the desk."
"Thank you, Mistress," I replied.
"Next time, maybe I'll let you bury yourself between my legs," she teased. Before I could say anything, my mouth instantly watering at the possibility, she said, "So, let's continuing your training. Using the stool, give me a sexy pose that portrays your understanding of the five letter word."
'Damn' I thought to myself, I still hadn't figured out the word.
She looked down at me and spelt it out, "T-R-U-S-T."
"Trust, of course,' I thought to myself, the answer so obvious now, like on Wheel of Fortune when you're missing just a few letters and can't solve the puzzle and when it is finally revealed you're like 'Oh, man was that simple'.
I stood up, pondered a pose before deciding to modify one from an earlier dream, making it even sexier, yet completely vulnerable.
I put my hands on the stool, in only lingerie, one leg up on the stool and one on the floor which I felt achieved the order.
My ass was on perfect display, as was the rest of my body.
"Very nice," she purred, before moving to me and sliding her hand down my back.
"Thank you, Mistress," I replied, my pussy instantly tingling, her touch magical.
"I think you're finally ready, my pet," she said, her hand continuing to move lower to my ass.
"I'm ready for whatever you want me for, Mistress," I declared, even as my body trembled at her touch.
"I know you are," she whispered, leaning forward and kissing my back as her hand went between my legs and to my wet panties. "And that is why I am about to reward you."
"Yesssss, Mistress," I moaned, as her finger traced my excessively moist pussy lips.
"Are you ready for your treat, Lily?" she asked, using my name for the first time.
Hearing my name used startled me. I had become so immersed in the submission of being Mrs. Parks' pet, that I had become 'her pet' or 'her slut'...Lily fading from existence. After a moment, I nodded, "I've never been more ready for anything in my life, Mistress."
"Once you get this treat, Lily," she continued, her tone still firm, as her finger continued to tease my pussy lips, "There is no going back. You will be mine, mind, body and soul."
Although I knew she was not bluffing, and although I knew my life would be completely different from this moment forward, I knew with complete confidence it was what I wanted. I replied, "I gave you my mind, body and soul the minute you hired me, Mistress. I want to be the best employee you've ever hired, and your most obedient, loyal pet."
"Come and sit down, my pet," she ordered, as she sat on the edge of her desk.
Thrilled to be off my weary knees, I stood up, stretched quickly and sat down directly in front of her.
"You've definitely passed your day one training so far," she said, opening her legs slightly.
"Thank you, Mistress," I smiled, "I aim to obey."
"Show me sensual with those lips, my pet," she ordered.
Beginning to understand what she was looking for, I pursed my lips
"That is sexy, my pet," she nodded, as she opened her legs more.
"Have you fantasized about this moment?" she asked.
"Every day this week," I admitted.
"How did it end?" she asked, opening her legs wider so I could just get a glimpse of her pink panties.
"Honestly," I said, "not well."
"Really? She asked.
"Yes, I always woke up just before final submission," I admitted.
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"And what is final submission?" she questioned, opening her legs more.
I stared between her legs, wondering what it would taste like, and smell like.
I bit my lip, desperate to cross the final invisible line of complete sexual submission.
Finally I spoke, "Um, pleasing you."
"How?" she asked, clearly amused by my nervousness.
"Licking your pussy," I answered, trying to get a better look between her legs.
"You mean my cunt?" she corrected me again, lifting her ass up and tugging her panties down.
"Yes, your cunt, Mistress," I nodded, watching her panties slide down her legs.
"Finish taking them off, my pet," she ordered.
My hands trembling again, this time with excitement, I reached over and finished taking her panties off.
"Smell them," she ordered.
I moved them to my nose and smelt the wet panties. As fantasized, her scent was exotic and it enhanced even more my desire to match the scent with the taste.
"You are such an obedient little pet," she purred.
"Can I taste you, Mistress?" I asked, no longer able to wait to taste her.
"Beg," she ordered, moving her finger between her already very wet glistening cunt lips.
I had never had to beg before. Men just shoved their cock in my mouth or pussy. I looked up at her and pleaded, "Mistress, may I please lick your beautiful cunt and become your cunt craving, pussy pleasing, slut submissive, pet?"
"Mmmmmmmmm," she moaned, opening her legs wide. "Did you imagine you would ever say those words, my pet?"
"Not in a million years," I replied, staring at her cunt, my mouth watering so much I was practically drooling with anticipation at what was about to happen.
"Again, once you lick my cunt, I own you," she reminded me, parting her pussy lips with her finger.
"I'm your slave, Mistress," I replied, still staring between her legs.
"Call me Mistress Katherine," she ordered.
"Of course, Mistress Katherine," I obeyed, adding her first name to the dominant title somehow making this moment of submission more intimate.
She moved her finger away from her pussy and towards my lips.
I immediately leaned forward and took her finger in my mouth. It was barely a sampling, but I instantly wanted to taste more. I wanted to envelope myself with her legs, smell and taste, I wanted to be on my knees, between her legs and serving her. I wanted to hear her moan, whimper and then scream with joy.
I bobbed on her finger like it was a cock, retrieving ever last remnant from her finger, desperate to show her my insatiable hunger to taste her.
"Go ahead, my slut, retrieve your reward for being a good pet."
I didn't hesitate, the words finally said, and knowing I couldn't wake up this time and be disappointed. I leaned forward, extended my tongue and gave my mind, body and soul to my Mistress.
Her scent was very strong and exotic, and her taste was equally exotic and unexplainable.
Being between her legs felt so natural, like I was born to be there.
Unlike sucking cock, which was a task and a means to an end, licking cunt was enjoyable, exotic (I know I keep using that word, but no other word does justice to the smell, taste and feelings I was having), and intoxicating.
I licked slowly, parting her pussy lips and trying to get more of her wetness in my mouth.
She moaned, "That's it, explore every inch of your Mistress's cunt."
"Yes, Mistress Katherine," I responded, as I continued slowly licking.
"My cunt has been wet all day waiting for this moment, my slut," she continued.
"Mine too," I moaned, my panties completely soaked.
"I can't wait for all the naughty adventures we are going to have, my pet. I have searched for a long time, for the right girl."
I was flattered and yet curious, why me? Yet, instead of asking, I concentrated on pleasing her.
"But I knew you were the one the moment you walked in here last week," she continued, her hands going through my hair. "You were my Pygmalion."
I smiled, as I continued licking. Audrey Hepburn was my idol and My Fair Lady my favourite musical, although I really loved Grease as well.
"Lick my asshole, my pet," she ordered.
My mind in a submissive trance, I moved lower and awkwardly licked her rosebud.
"That's it, my pet, make love to every inch of my downtown area," she purred.
I had never licked an asshole, but as I licked hers, slightly sweaty, I wanted to be the best ass licker there was.
Yet, after only a few seconds, she pulled me back up to her pussy. "Now focus on my clit, my young pussy pleaser."
I obeyed, moving to her clit and swirling my tongue around it.
"Oh, yesss, that's it, my pet," she moaned, "worship my cunt."
I wanted to worship every part of her; I wanted to get her off; I wanted to taste her cum; I wanted to feel her pussy juice coat my face.
I licked hungrily now, her moans increasing.
"Don't stop, you hungry fucking slut," she ordered, when I took a brief pause.
"Sorry, Mistre...." I was cut off as she grabbed my head and held it deep in her cunt.
I eagerly licked, as she held my head. She began moving her ass, grinding on my face which turned me on more. She was using me for her personal pleasure, My face got wetter and wetter and after a couple of minutes of being face fucked by her cunt, I felt her legs stiffen beside me and suddenly felt my face get splattered with wetness. Unlike the loads of cum I took on my face, this was wetter and not as warm, but tasted way better. I lapped it up, wanting to consume her pussy juice, wanting to savour her cum.
Eventually, she let go of my head, and I looked up at her with the insatiable lust that had consumed me.
"You look very good between my legs," she complimented.
"I love being between your legs," I replied back.
"And you look absolutely hot with my pussy cum on your lips," she continued.
I instinctively licked my lips, wanting to retrieve any pussy juice still on them.
"It's hard to believe you have never munched cunt," she said, "you are not only amazing at it, but you clearly loved it."
"I guess I'm a late bloomer," I smiled.
"Better late than never," she laughed back.
I hope to make up for lost time," I quipped back.
"Mmmmmmm," she nodded. "Is my pet's cunt wet?"
"It's soaked my panties, Mistress Katherine," I admitted.
"Now, so you know, I don't eat cunt," she said. "But I do fuck cunt."
"You're the boss," I nodded, not remotely concerned about how I got off.
"Go lay down on the floor, my eager little lez," she ordered.
"Yes, Mistress Katherine," I obeyed, curious what she had in store for me next. Once on the ground, I tried to look as sexy as possible.
"Touch yourself, like you did while fantasizing about submitting to me, my little slut," she ordered.
I moved my left hand down to my wet panties, slid my hand inside them and began rubbing my fevered cunt lips.
"Did you fuck yourself every night this week, my slut?" she asked.
"Yessssss," I moaned, my orgasm beginning to rise instantly.
"Did I give you permission to come?" she asked, her playful tone suddenly firm.
"No, Mistress Katherine," I admitted, but tried to defend myself, "but you weren't my Mistress yet when I masturbated."
"But you wanted me to be?" she questioned.
"Yes," I again admitted, before clarifying, "although the first couple days it was more confusion of my feelings than the reality that I wanted to be your submissive."
"Fair enough," she nodded, looking down at me. "But from now on, you only come when I give you permission, is that clear?
"My pussy, no, my cunt is yours, Mistress Katherine," I declared, yet again giving myself to her completely, even as my own orgasm was building.
"Stop!" she ordered.
I obeyed.
Move your hands away from that fuck box of yours," she instructed.
I again obeyed.
"Don't move," she demanded, before going to her desk. She returned a moment later with a camera.
"Ready to make some photographic memories to remember forever the day you went from straight to gay and became my full-time pet?"
I should've been scared or worried by a camera, but having given myself to her unconditionally, I had complete trust in her.
So I replied, like the complete submissive I had become in just one week, "I wish you would have taken some of me when I was between your legs, Mistress Katherine."
"The video cameras there, there and there, likely got it," she answered, pointing to cameras in three different corners of the office.
"Good," I smiled, happy my final submission was recorded for posterity.
"Pose for me," she instructed.
I did, as she took a few pictures.
Each picture somehow turned me on more and more. Some I smiled, some I moaned and some I looked vulnerable.
"That's it," she purred, "touch yourself for me."
I needed no more further instructions, as I moved my hands under my panties and to my fevered cunt.
"Go slow, my pet. This isn't a race," she instructed.
I obeyed, even though I just wanted to come and come now.
"All good things come to those who wait," she continued.
"Then this may kill me," I joked.
"What doesn't kill you makes you stronger," she joked back, as she moved her stocking-clad foot to my crotch. "Do you need some help?"
"Yes," I moaned as her foot put pressure on my clit.
"Take your panties off," she instructed.
I didn't hesitate as I tugged them down my legs and tossed them aside.
"A shaved box, now that is a pleasant surprise," she approved, looking at my recently shaved cunt.
"I did it for you," I replied.
"I know you did," she nodded, as her foot went back to my pussy. She slowly moved her toes between my lips, which was both erotically stimulating and yet equally teasing.
I moaned softly at her touch, watching her intensely.
"How bad do you want to come, my pet?" she asked.
"Soooooo bad," I moaned.
She parted my pussy lips with her toes and said, "You're like a dog in heat, my pet."
I don't know why I did it, but the sound came out before I had a chance to think about it, "Woof!"
"Hilarious," she smiled down at me, before asking, "It's obvious you're submissive, my pet, so tell me about a couple of your naughty sexual encounters."
I pondered this a moment before warning, "Most of these include alcohol. I get a few drinks in me and, well, my morals drop quickly."
"Good to know," she smiled, continuing to slowly tease my pussy.
"Well, last Halloween the guy I was dating dressed up as a teacher and I as a student and after a few drinks I ended up tied to his bed where he fucked me for hours, coming half a dozen times."
"In you?" she asked.
"In my cunt, on my tits and mostly on my face," I admitted, "Men love coming on my face."
"It's because you are so cute," she declared.
"And men are pigs." I added, her toes driving me wild with teasing.
"Well, yes and that," she laughed. "My husband loves coming on my tits."
"Who wouldn't, they're so big," I agreed, looking up at them and wishing she would take her blouse off.
"Any other slutty encounters?" she asked.
"Well, I get turned on by public sex," I admitted.
"Details," she demanded.
"I've done it in a park in broad daylight, at a party with another couple sleeping right beside us, in an office with the door not completely shut and on a hiking trail," I admitted.
"You like the thrill of getting caught, don't you?" she asked, putting her foot directly on my clit.
"It both turns me on and scares the crap out of me," I admitted.
"So you want to be both taken seriously as a professional and a woman, yet conversely be used and fucked as a dirty little slut," she questioned.
"Yes," I nodded, "I hate myself for it once I come and settle down, but when I'm revved up like this, or have a few drinks in me, I am desperate to be someone's slut."
"Well, you're my slut now," she declared, moving her foot away.
"Forever," I responded, even though such a one word promise was ludicrous.
"Take off your bra," she ordered. "It's time to see those titties."
""They're pretty small," I admitted.
"Sometimes size doesn't matter," she smiled.
"May I sit up, Mistress?" I asked.
"Briefly," she nodded.
I sat up and took off my bra, immediately self-conscious about my small breasts.
"You weren't lying," she smiled, "your nipples are definitely hard as diamonds."
"What can I say," I shrugged, "you make my whole body a dishevelled mess."
She reached down and pinched my nipples.
"Ohhhhhhhhh," I moaned, a mixture of pleasure and pain instantly triggered a gush that began to run down my legs.
As she cupped my breasts, she continued the compliment, "Your tits are perfect, my pet. Not too big, not too small."
"But just right," I finished with a smile, as if we were reading Goldilocks and the three bears.
"And I plan to test that theory in every way," she warned, giving my nipples one last pinch.
I wondered what that may all include, but just nodded, "Of course, Mistress, I'm, looking forward to acing this test."
"Lay back down," she ordered.
I again obeyed, eager to find out what she planned to do to me next.
"Rub yourself, my little slut, but don't you dare come," she ordered.
"Yes, Mistress. Thank you, Mistress," I said, as I immediately moved to my fevered pussy, no, cunt, and started rubbing.
I looked up and watched as she took off her blouse, revealing a sexy black lace bra. She cupped her breasts and said, "You see these are big, but a pain in the ass to carry around all day."
"I guess soooo," I moaned, immediately feeling my orgasm beckoning.
She then took off her skirt and allowed it to drop to the floor again revealing her perfect pussy.
My mouth instantly watered, wanting to taste her again, get her off again.
"I think you're drooling," she accused, looking down at me.
"I'm like Pavlov's dog for your cunt," I playfully replied, bringing the earlier dog metaphor full circle.
"You're fucking adorable," she laughed.
"Thank yoooou," I moaned, continuing to rub myself.
"That's it, my slut," she purred, "get that cunt nice and wet for me."
"Already theeeeere," I moaned, my cunt never feeling wetter, more ready, than it did at this exact moment.
"No, no, no," she clarified, "I want your cunt the wettest it's ever been."
"Toooooooo late," I moaned, knowing I could reach orgasm in an instant if given permission.
She laughed, "No, I mean every time you think you've reached your wettest, you push for wetter."
"Okay," I nodded, unsure I could do that and still keep myself from having an orgasm.
I had to slow down to not explode, like a cannon that had already had its fuse lit.
She walked over to the chair I had been sitting on, turned it around, sat down and said, "Stop."
I did, although my body was going crazy with the starting and stopping.
"Now crawl to me," she ordered.
Reluctantly, ignoring the reality that my orgasm was begging for release, I said, "Yes, Mistress Katherine."
Reaching her, she crossed her legs and ordered, "Hump my leg, like the horny bitch you are."
"Okayyyy," I agreed, tentatively, unsure how to properly do the task ordered.
"Straddle my foot, my slut," she instructed.
"Oh, okay," I nodded happy to have instructions. I straddled her leg, moved awkwardly down, grabbed her foot and lowered my wet pussy on it.
"Now hump my foot, you eager little slut," she demanded.
Although never overly comfortable, the act of submission, the humiliating kinkiness of it, kept me wet and excited.
"Good girl," she purred, putting her hands on my shoulders.
I wondered as I rubbed myself on her foot, two things: could I get off this way, and could I fit her toes inside my cunt?
"Remember slut, no coming, I've got something very special for your orgasm. Just get that hot box of yours ready," she ordered, foreshadowing even more kinkiness.
"Okaaaaaay," I moaned, my long held-back orgasm finally, hopefully, in the near future.
"Faster, my pet, I really want you to hump my foot," she ordered.
"Yes, Mistresssssss," I moaned, obeying the task, although still finding the position awkward.
After another minute or so, my knees beginning to get sore in this position, she ordered, "back on your back, my pet."
Happy to change positions, I quickly obeyed, hoping she was finally going to allow me to reach the volcanic eruption that had been bubbling inside me forever.
"Now, I like your heels, my pet, they are very cute," she complimented, reaching down and grabbing one of my high heels.
"Thank you, Mistress," I nodded.
"Of course, I expect you to be in five inch heels eventually," she continued.
"I'm trying, Mistress," I replied, "I've been practicing every night."
"And you will continue to do so," she nodded, kneeling down between my legs.
"Until I have it mastered, Mistress Katherine," I nodded, watching her with hunger.
"Good girl," she smiled, moving my heel between my pussy lips.
"Ahhhhhh," I whimpered, as soon as the heel made contact.
"Ready to come, my pet?" she asked, "I've been teasing you for a long, long time."
"Whenever you are willing, Mistress," I moaned.
"Fuck yourself with your heel," she ordered.
Such an act was again extreme, yet I didn't hesitate, taking the shoe from her and moving the heel to my cunt. I slid the heel into my cunt and began fucking myself. As soon as I began pumping my cunt with the heel, I wished I had, in fact, worn the five inch heels so I could fill myself deeper.
"Such an obedient slut," she purred.
"Your slutttt," I declared again.
"I know," she nodded, moving to her desk.
I quickly got frustrated, as the heel wasn't long enough or thick enough to get me off, instead just continuing the lengthy teasing that was now driving me crazy.
I glanced over and saw she was now putting a strap-on cock on her beautiful waist.
I continued fucking myself praying that strap-on was soon going to be filling my cunt. I knew I wasn't going to make it much longer, the teasing finally pushing me too far.
"Stop," she again ordered.
I again obeyed.
"Stand up and bend over the desk, my pet. Time to give you the fucking you deserve," she said, standing in thigh highs and a strap-on.
"Yes, Mistress Katherine," I eagerly responded, squealing like a school girl.
In seconds, I was bent over the desk, waiting for the fucking that was just promised.
I felt her hands on my hips, and without a word, she slid the plastic cock inside me.
"Thank youuuuuuuuuu, Mistress," I moaned loudly, as my cunt was finally filled.
"Pretty soon you may come as much as you want, my pet, but not until I say," she said, as she began pounding me.
"God, yesssssss," I moaned, "so fucking good."
"I reward my pets very well," she continued.
"Yes, you dooooooo," I agreed, my orgasm rising at an accelerated rate.
"Beg to come, my pet," she ordered.
"Oh God, Mistress, please, please, let your sluuut, c-c-c-come," I begged, struggling to speak as the pleasure took over my body.
"Don't come yet," she ordered.
"Okayyyyy," I moaned, knowing I wasn't going to be able to hold it back much longer.
"What are you?" she asked, slamming into me so hard the desk moved.
"Your sluuuuuut," I screamed.
"My slave," she continued.
"Yessssss, your s-s-slave, p-p-pussy pleaser, whorrrrrrre," I declared, my orgasm coming in seconds either way.
My breathing quickly erratic, she slapped my ass, "Come, my dirty little slut, come now."
The orgasm erupted as soon as permission was given and I screamed, "Fuuuuuuuuuck, I lovvvvvve youuuuuuuuuuuu."
She kept pounding me, "Don't stop coming, my pet."
"Okkkkkkkkkay," I agreed, as if I had any choice. The orgasm that was cascading through me was unlike anything I had ever experienced before. The pleasure was so intense I honestly wasn't sure if I was coming or peeing, my legs were getting so wet. It was like I had never really had an orgasm as the sensations were so much more intense than anything I had ever experienced before.



Over the next couple of minutes, as the first orgasm continued to riddle me, I could feel a second following right after it, like waves coming onto the beach.
"Soooooo good," I moaned, as my body burned with pleasure.
"Do you want to come again, my little fuck toy?" she asked.
"God yes, Mistresssssss," I moaned, unable to fathom how two orgasms could come back to back so quick.
"Tell me what you want," she ordered.
"To be you full-time slave," I declared, knowing I would do anything to have this pleasure again.
"Come again, my slave," she ordered, spanking my ass.
"Oh yesssss," I whimpered, the slight burn on my ass turning me on.
"Now, my pet," she demanded.
"Okayyyyyyy," I moaned, "Drill my cunt."
"Now, my slut, or I'll pull out and you don't get to come all week," she threatened.
"Okay, yes, fuck, shit, harder, God, fuck, fuck, fuck," I babbled, as my orgasm rose and then hit me like a hammer.
"Good girl," she purred, as she kept the cock buried in me as my second orgasm coursed through me.
"Thaaaaank you," I declared, as my body felt like a puddle of goo.
"You're welcome, my pet," she replied, pulling out and instantly I felt my legs again get very wet from my own juices.
She pointed the strap-on straighta me and ordered, "Come clean your juices, my slut."
I struggled to stand up, my legs barely able to hold me up, and turned around, fell hard on my knees, and took the plastic cock in my mouth.
To my surprise, I definitely tasted sweet myself.
After a brief minute, she pulled the cock out of my mouth and said, "You definitely passed your first test."
"I hope there will be many more," I responded, looking up at her with admiration.
"Oh, these tests will never end," she promised.
"Great," I smiled, my head already imaging the many different things she would make me do.
"You see how not allowing you to come brought you more intense orgasms," she said.
"Yes, I can barely move," I answered.
She laughed, as she grabbed her skirt, "Well, you better, I have a meeting in fifteen minutes in this office."
"Oh," I nodded. I crawled to my clothing, my legs feeling too weak to walk, and awkwardly got dressed while on the floor. As I awkwardly got dressed, I said, "I don't know what you did to me, Mistress Katherine, but I think you broke my body."
She laughed out loud, "And this was just an appetizer, wait until we have a weekend retreat."
"I'm not sure my body will be able to handle it," I countered.
"Practice makes perfect," she quipped, seemingly always full of clichés.
"Well. I'm willing to practice night and day," I responded.
"I know you are, my pet," she nodded, sliding back into her heels.
Weakly, I stood up, walked to the door, my heels in my hands, and said, "Thank you so much, Mistress Katherine, for seeing through my outer shell."
"You're welcome," she nodded, before adding, "You should probably put on your heels, we don't want the rest of the staff to know you're a submissive, pussy pleasing, pet, do we?"
"No, likely not," I laughed, "At least not until the Christmas party."
She laughed, "You and I are going to get along very, very well, my pet."
"Woof!" I replied, knowing life as I knew it had officially come to an end and I wouldn't have it any other way.
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This alternate ending begins with Lily on the chair in front of the desk and Mrs. Parks, Mistress Katherine, sitting on the desk in front of her.
"And what are you willing to do to make this final submission a reality?" she questioned, smiling seductively at me.
I looked up at her, believing every word I said, "Anything my Mistress wants."
"'Anything' is a pretty wide range of possibilities," she pointed out.
"My body is yours, Mistress," I declared, my mouth watering in anticipation of the long building that was finally about to arrive. After days of waking up just before submitting, my fantasy was about to become reality.
"Good answer," she nodded, standing up.
Knowing the finale was so close I could taste it, I wondered indeed what she would taste like.
She looked down at me and asked, "Last chance to back out, my pet."
"Not in a million years," I replied, watching her hands go to the hem of her skirt.
"Another good answer, my pet," she purred, before adding, "Because I have another surprise for you."
I watched as she slowly slithered her skirt down her long lovely legs. I stared at her crotch until her pink panties were finally in view.
And then....
I....
Gasped....
There was a large bulge in her panties.
Staring at what was obviously a very large cock, I was utterly speechless.
She asked, "Still willing to do anything?"
My mind was spinning with the revelation that literally was right before my eyes.
I wanted to say something, yet I was paralyzed by shock...indecision...confusion...lust.
"Go ahead, my pet," she ordered, her hands gently going through my hair. "Pull down my panties and release my cock which has been dying to meet those beautiful lips since the day I met you."
Finally I spoke, stating the obvious, even though I didn't make a move to her very erect cock, "You have a cock."
"Yes, my pet," she explained, "I have always had a cock. I'm a shemale, or a transsexual or a chick with a dick as those crude online porn sites say."
I looked up into her eyes, went to speak, but again found myself speechless.
"The rest of me, my pet, is all woman," she continued.
Still speechless, I watched her unbutton her blouse and take it off, unclasp her bra and toss it aside, before she said, cupping her breasts, "These, my pet, are completely real."
I stared at her firm large tits, which only enhanced my confusion.
"Go ahead, my eager pet, cup them," she offered.
Tentatively, I reached up and cupped her large firm breasts. They felt real.
"Go ahead, suck on them," she ordered,
I again wordlessly obeyed, leaning forward on the chair and taking her left nipple in my mouth.
"Good pet," she moaned, "suck on your Mistress's nipple."
Briefly forgetting she had a cock, I lavishly pleasured her breasts. Sucking on both nipples, biting them playfully and splattering her entire tits with kisses.
"That's it, my pet," she moaned. "Nothing has changed, the only difference is you will be sucking cock instead of eating pussy. And I imagine you have sucked a fair amount of cock."
When I didn't answer right away, she firmly demanded, "Answer me, my slut."
"Yes, yes, I've sucked cock," I nodded.
"A lot of cock?" she questioned.
"More than a few," I answered. Sucking cock was pretty much first date expectations so I had sucked quite a few, swallowed most and taken a reasonable number of facials.
"You swallow?" she questioned.
"Of course," I nodded, beginning to get used to the idea that she had a cock, not a cunt. I mean, it was her personality that drew me in, not what was under the skirt....and I did love cock.
"Now, do as you're told, my pet, and pull down my panties. I have someone who is very excited to see you."
My hands trembling again, this time with a mixture of excitement and trepidation, I grabbed her pink panties and slowly tugged them down her legs.
I gasped again, this time at how big she was, easily the biggest cock I had seen in real life...porn excluded. It was easily nine inches long and utterly beautiful with a slight curve that I hoped would be able to hit my g-spot.
"I know, it's pretty much the Picasso of dicks, isn't it?" she asked, moving her hand and beginning to stroke it.
"It's fucking huge," I nodded unable to take my eyes off the massive snake.
"And it comes buckets," she added, moving forward slightly and tapping my lips with it.
I instantly opened my mouth, already trained like Pavlov's dog, to open up when a cock was in my face, especially a delicious majestic cock like Mrs. Parks.
"Beg to suck it, my pet," she ordered, tracing my lips with her cock...teasing me.
I no longer cared what sex she was, I wanted that cock in my mouth. I begged, "Please, Mistress, let your pet slut suck that big cock of yours."
"If you take my cock in your mouth, I will expect to be able to fill any of your three holes whenever I wish," she explained.
Although the thought of being sodomized by that monster was petrifying, I answered like I had all day when I thought she had a cunt, "Yes, Mistress, all three of my fuckholes are yours."
"And you will suck my cock under my desk while I am with clients," she continued adding to her expectations of me.
"If I would have known, I would have done that today, Mistress," I replied, and, of course, I would have.
"Go ahead, my pet, you deserve your bone," she quipped, which should have been hilarious, but somehow seemed the natural term at the moment.
I leaned forward and took her cock in my mouth.
"Good girl," she moaned.
Having given a lot of oral sex, I decided to show her my whole spectrum of cocksucking ability. I swirled my tongue around her cockhead to tease her first; I then slithered my tongue down her iron shaft and to her balls; I sucked each ball into my mouth, giving each equal attention, before slithering back up to her mushroom top.
She groaned, "You know your way around a dick, don't you, my pet?"
"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, before taking it back in my mouth.
I resumed my lengthy focus, by beginning to slowly bob back and forth, my goal to eventually take all nine inches in my mouth, something I had never done before having never sucked such a big dick. But I was, of course, up for the challenge.
"That's it, my dick smoker, worship my cock, it's going to be in your mouth daily now," she promised, which I prayed was true.
I moaned on her cock in response, wanting her to know that I was excited by the promise.
"Oh yes, my pet," she moaned, "you will be my personal fuck toy from now on. Although don't you worry, we will also get you trained in cunt munching. Many of our clients love a young eager pussy pleaser."
I again moaned, the idea of being a full service fuck toy for whoever she wanted was incredibly exciting and stimulating.
I continued bobbing, each forward movement taking a little more of her amazing dick in my mouth.
"You want it all, don't you?" she asked, watching me bob hungrily like the eager slut I was.
"Mmmmmmmmm," I moaned in response, getting almost seven inches in my mouth.
"Tell me, slut, tell me how much you love my cock," she ordered.
I reluctantly took her cock out of my mouth, looked up at her and declared, "I love your big dick, Mistress and I want to suck it until you come down my throat or on my face."
"What about your tits?" she asked.
"Come wherever you want, Mistress," I offered, again giving myself to her completely, "my body is yours to use as you wish."
Her hands went through my hair and she groaned, "I'm getting close, my pet."
Hearing the words, I began bobbing faster, wanting to get her off and swallow her cum.
After a couple of more minutes, she pulled out and ordered, "On your knees, my pet."
I quickly obeyed, assuming she planned to spray my face with her cum. Although I loved the sluttiness of the act, loved the moment the warm cum hit my face, I hated trying to clean myself of the sticky goo.
Used to what happened next, I opened my mouth as she stroked her cock, aimed directly at me.
"You've done this many times before, my pet," she mused, looking down at me on my knees with my mouth open.
I smiled, continuing to look up at her, "Never for someone like you, though."
"You want it down your throat, on your pretty face or on those perky tits, my pet?" she asked, stroking her hard cock furiously.
"Down my throat," I answered, wanting to taste her cum.
"As you wish," she nodded, sliding her cock back in my mouth and beginning to fuck my face.
I concentrated on not gagging, as she roughly fucked my face. After a few thrusts, she grabbed my head and seconds later I felt the warm cum sliding down my throat.
I eagerly swallowed it, loving the salty taste...I had always liked the taste (unlike most of my friends who did it reluctantly or refused entirely).
"Fuck, what a great mouth," she grunted, as she deposited a full load in me.
After another minute, as she slowed down to a relaxed pumping, she continued, "I saved that load since Monday for you, my pet."
When she pulled out, I replied, "Thank you, so much," leaning forward and licking her cock to retrieve a last remnant of cum that was beginning to drip.
"Ready to get fucked?" she asked.
"Really?" I asked. I had fucked many men the age of Mistress and none could get it up immediately, some not even again that night.
"Oh, I'll only need a few minutes," she replied. "Lie down and get that cunt of yours ready for me."
I obeyed quickly, my cunt burning with desire and desperate for attention.
"Rub yourself for me, my slut," she ordered, leaning on her desk.
"Okayyyyy," I agreed, instantly moving my hand underneath my panties.
"Think you can take all nine inches in that little box of yours?" she asked, watching me.
"I'll die tryiiiiiiing," I responded, as I imagined that big prick filling my cunt. I loved big cocks in me, the few I had, but even I wasn't confident I could take all nine inches of that thick monster inside me. That said, I was definitely up for the challenge.
"I'll take it slow, my slut," she promised, before adding, "until you're begging to take it all in that hot box of yours, that is."
"I can't wait," I moaned, slowly rubbing myself, knowing I didn't want to come until my cunt was filled with that cock.
For a few minutes, I slowly pleasured myself while she sent a few texts, made a phone call, her big cock dangling between her legs...completely ignoring that I was on the floor, half naked, touching my cunt and yearning for her dick.
Finally, wordlessly, while chatting to her mother, yes her mother, she snapped her fingers at me and pointed to my crotch. I moved my hands away from my burning inferno and instead framed my hip area for her. I watched as she slowly moved above me, her cock dangling above my mouth like a carrot just out of reach.
My mouth instantly opened even though I wasn't in reach of the appetizing cock, only 1/3 erect, above me.
"Is that what you want?" she asked, to her mother, even though it could have been to me.
I nodded in case the question was for me.
"No, no," she continued, "is that really what you want?"
I was still confused, as I wasn't sure if her words were for her mother or me, but I kept my mouth open wide.
Slowly, she lowered herself to her knees, and dangled her cock an inch above me.
Although awkward as hell, I leaned up, while remaining on my back, and took the mushroom head of her cock back in my mouth.
"I got to go, Mom, I have a very important training session with a new employee," she said. After a pause, she said, as she began pumping her cock in my mouth at the strangest of angles, "Oh trust me, I won't."
After she hung up, she smiled, "My mother wants me to make sure I don't work you too hard."
"Oh, I hope you're going to work me fucking hard," I teased, looking up.
"Take off your bra, my pet," she ordered.
"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, trying to look sexy and seductive as I unclasped my bra and tossed it aside, never once taking my eyes off her.
"Those are great titties, my pet," she purred.
"Thank you, Mistress," I nodded, before adding, "I've always been self-conscious about how small they are."
"They're perfect, my pet," she complimented, "now squeeze those tits together for me."
I squeezed my small, but perky, tits for her, which not surprisingly made them look bigger than they really were.
She walked to her desk and ordered, "Crawl to me, my pet."
I immediately rolled over onto my knees and crawled to her. Reaching her, she ordered,
"Ever tit fucked a cock?" she asked.
"I've tried when drunk," I admitted, "but it didn't go well."
"Well, let's see if the second time is the charm," she smiled. "Tit fuck me, my little slut."
Although I wasn't sure my breasts were big enough to really tit fuck that big dick, I obeyed, leaning forward, allowing her cock to go between my breasts and began to awkwardly move up and down slowly.
"Lube would probably help," she concluded. "Give me a second, my pet."
I moved back, she stood up, reached into her drawer and grabbed a bottle of lube. She sat back down, poured some lube between my tits and ordered, "Let's try this again."
I again leaned forward, took her cock between my tits and began moving up and down. It was still awkward, but with the lubricant it was easier. I'm not sure I was really giving her much pleasure, but I enjoyed it anyways.
After a couple of minutes, she smiled, "Maybe we should just do this the old fashioned way. Straddle my cock, my eager little fuck slut."
"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, indeed eager. I stood up, straddled her legs and lowered myself on her long, thick, nine inch shaft. "Ohhhhhhhhhhh," I moaned, as her cock slowly filled me.
"That's it, my slut," she purred, "I expect you to take it all until you are sitting on my lap."
"Okkkkkkkkkkay," I whimpered, as the cock filled me unlike I had ever been before.
"Fuck, your cunt is incredibly tight," she moaned.
"Because my cunt has never had anything soooooooo big," I admitted.
"Almost all in, my pet," she declared.
"Soooooo full," I moaned, continuing to lower myself on the massive dick.
Finally, I was sitting on her lap.
"Good girl," she moaned, kissing the back of my neck. "You took it all like a good slut."
"Can I ride you, Mistress?" I asked, wanting to fuck myself.
"Bounce away," she replied, continuing to kiss my neck.
I leaned forward, using the desk for balance, and began riding this glorious dick. I began slowly moving up and down, wanting to really enjoy this first time with her.
"That's it," she moaned, after a few slow motions. "Ride my cock, my pet."
"All dayyyyyy," I moaned, beginning to move faster, wanting to really take all her cock. Each hard bounce on her cock made it reach new depths inside me. I was in utter euphoria.
With each deep downwards stroke, my orgasm began to build at an accelerated pace. "Oh fuck, I love your cock," I declared.
"I knew you would," she responded, before she ordered, "On the floor, my little cum slut."
"Yes, Mistress," I eagerly obeyed, moving back to the floor and spreading my legs wide, eager to have her cock buried back inside me.
She laughed as she looked at me with my legs high up in the air, "Fuck, you're an even bigger slut than I could have imagined."
I laughed back, "Even more so than I imagined, too."
"Beg, slut," she demanded, as she moved between my legs.
"You, Goddess, Mistress, slam that big dick of yours in your slut's cunt," I begged. "I need it sooooo bad, I need to come from that enormous pecker of yours."
"Pecker," she laughed, "that's a new one."
"Cock, dick, boomstick, snake, dragon, fuck stick, rod, thunder stick, Johnson, hose, sausage, cum gun," I listed, the girls and I one day coming up with over a hundred such names at a sleepover back in high school.
"You really are full of surprises," she chuckled, as she filled my cunt.
"Yessssss, drill my cunt with your hammer gun," I screamed, instantly covering my mouth suddenly remembering it was the middle of the afternoon and I was technically at work. Then I realized something else...I was getting paid at that very moment.



"Cup those titties, my slut," she ordered, as she began fucking me.
"Yes, Mistress," I immediately obeyed, already feeling my orgasm building.
"I want you to come on the count of ten, my pet," she said, after a few deep hard thrusts. She then added, "not before and not after, exactly at ten."
"Okayyyy," I agreed, even though at the rate my orgasm was rising, I wasn't sure I could control it for even a few more seconds.
"One," she began.
"Two," she continued, counting up.
Each number of the countdown felt like an eternity as her cock slammed into me with such deep penetration and force.
"Three," she groaned.
"Oh God, Mistress, I've never been fucked so well," I moaned, hoping talking would somehow slow down my orgasm.
"I knew you were the one, my slut, the moment you walked into the room," she revealed to me, before adding, "four and five."
"Whaaaaaaat?" I asked, confused by her declaration.
"Your innocent, ridiculously conservative attire, yet mixed with your confident demeanor and I knew you were the perfect submissive," she explained, even as she both continued fucking me and kept counting towards the moment of euphoria. "Six."
"You could really see that?" I asked.
"In a heartbeat," she replied. "Seven."
"So close," I moaned, my head spinning with the revelation, trying to fathom how I gave such an impression. Before I met her I didn't remotely see myself in such a light.

"Not yet, my fuck slut," she cautioned, as she began fucking me so hard I wasn't sure I could last another second. "Eight."
"Okaaaaay," I whimpered, squeezing my breasts hard enough to leave bruises on myself as I tried to resist the orgasm that was definitely inevitable.
"Nine," she counted, so close to the crescendo of eruption.
"Yes, oh God, please Mistressssss," I begged in delirium.
"Nine and a quarter," she teased.
"Mistressssss, nooo," I whined, clenching my teeth together in a lame attempt not to come.
"Nine and a half," she again teased with a wicked smile, keeping me on the cusp of heaven and yet unable to touch it.
"Oh, can't hold baaaaaack," I whimpered.
"Ten!" she announced.
"Oh fuuuuuuuuuck," I screamed, through clenched teeth to avoid alerting the entire building to the most intense orgasm of my entire life.
"That's it, my slut," she purred, as she continued the rough fucking as my orgasm riddled me, usurping any energy I had left in me. "Come like a racehorse."
"Can't stop comiiiiiiiing," I weakly retorted.
For a couple minutes of pleasure indescribable in any remote sort of way, my mind went blank and I transcended to utopia, where pleasure was eternal and never ending, even as she continued fucking my trembling cunt.
Suddenly she pulled out and ordered, her own sense of urgency implying she was about to come herself, "Knees, my pet."
Although slightly dazed and confused, I quickly sat up, feeling wobbly and utterly weak as I stared at her pulsating cock.
She furiously pumped her cock and this time said, "Time for you to get a nice load on those pretty lips."
I opened my mouth, stared at her juicy cock and waited for her to coat my face with her cum.
Wanting to talk dirty, to get her off with my words, I demanded, "Coat my face with your cum, Mistress; cover your slut with your seed; mark your property with your white goo."
"Oh, fuck, you really are the one," she grunted, coming for the second time this afternoon.
Her cock aimed directly at my face and I felt her warm cum spray me with the force of a firehose.
I moaned, "That's it, Mistress, cum all over your fuck slut."
Calling myself names only enhanced my desire to please for some unfathomable reason.
Four more streams, each less than the one before, hit my chest before I leaned forward and took her cock back in my mouth.
"Retrieve every last drop, Lily," she moaned, saying my name for the first time since I can't even begin to remember when.
I hungrily bobbed on her cock, doing exactly that.
Finally, she pulled out and smiled, "You even look cute with cum all over your face."
"Next time I hope it's in my cunt," I said, hoping that next time may still be this afternoon.
"Oh don't you worry my little cum bucket, I still have two holes to deposit into," she answered.
I wasn't sure if she meant today or someday, but I understood that I was eventually, likely very soon, going to be taking her cock in my ass.
"Rub my cum all over those tits of yours, my sweet Lily."
"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, moving to my tits and rubbing the sticky seed all over my chest.
She said, watching me, as she collapsed into her chair, "You definitely passed your first test."
"Did I get a hundred percent?" I coyly asked, still on my knees in front of her.
"Well there is always room for improvement," she smiled back, moving her foot to my breasts.
"I'll work harder, Mistress," I promised, as I took her foot and moved it to my lips.
"I know you will," she nodded, before adding, "Get dressed, my pet. I have a meeting in fifteen minutes in this office."
"Can't I be under your desk, giving you a very lengthy blow job?" I asked, hungry for more.
"Oh, you really are an eager beaver," she smiled, standing up. "You will indeed be under my desk many times, my pet, but now I want you to return to work. We don't want your fellow employees to talk."
"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, feeling an undeniable sense of disappointment that this first training was over.
"Don't worry, my little slut, today was just an appetizer, wait until we have a weekend retreat," she smiled, as she got dressed.
"I can't wait," I admitted, already imagining all the naughty things I hoped she planned to do to me.
"I know you can't," she nodded, sliding back into her heels.
Finally dressed, my body weak, unsure how I was possibly going to work after this, I stood up, walked to the door, my heels in my hands, and said, "Thank you so much, Mistress Katherine, for seeing through my outer shell."
"You're welcome," she nodded, before adding, "You should probably put on your heels, we don't want the rest of the staff to know you're a submissive, cock pleasing, pet, do we?"
"No, likely not," I laughed, "At least not until you decide to have me pleasure every member here as a Christmas bonus."
She laughed, "You and I are going to get along very, very well, my kitty."
"Meow!" I replied, knowing life as I knew it had officially come to an end and I wouldn't have it any other way.
As I slipped on my heels and walked out the door, a thought suddenly popped into my head, 'what about her husband?'
THE END ... AGAIN
.....
.....
.....
.....
.....
.....
.....
.....
EPILOGUE...just in case you thought this was finally over:
Three month later, my private training with Mistress Katherine complete, including very thorough ass training, she told me she had a few surprises for me.
The first was that I was moving in with her so I could be her full-time pet.
The second was that we were going to be going on a week-long trip to some secluded island where apparently Mistresses and pets played.
The third was that it was time for me to begin my next level of training.
I was immediately curious what the next level could possibly entail after a full month of anal training.
It was after hours when she ordered me to get undressed and kneel in the middle of her office.
I, of course, obeyed.
She came behind me and put a blindfold on me.
A chill went up my spine. She had used handcuffs on me already on a few occasions, but this was a new development.
"Do you trust me, my pet?" she asked.
"With my life," I answered, meaning it completely.
Suddenly there was a knock on the door.
"And now begins part two of your training," she said, as I heard her heels head towards the door.
"Yes, Mistress," I whispered, wondering what my beautiful Mistress had in store for me next.
"Thanks for coming," Mistress Katherine greeted.
The voices, yes voices, which responded sent a chill up my spine....
THE END
Please, let me know if you liked having two endings and, if so, which one...
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GLORYHOLE MOMMY
"Bull shit," I called Ralph out, who was usually full of shit. If ten percent of what came out of his mouth was the truth that was a very good day.
"Seriously," he said, more animated than usual.
"You're telling me that you got a blow job at lunch time at the adult store?" I asked, still not remotely believing it.
"And she swallowed every drop," he continued.
"How do you know it was a girl?" Joey asked.
I laughed, "Yeah Ralph, you probably just became a homo."
"No, no, it was definitely a girl," Ralph countered, although the look on his face made it clear he wasn't so sure.
Joey laughed out loud, "Ralph got blown by a dude."
Ralph protested, trying to remain cool, even though it was obvious he had no idea, "No way, man, those lips were all woman."
"This based on your years of experience getting head," I quipped sarcastically.
"As if you should talk," Ralph countered back, which was a good point. I was a virgin. We were all virgins, although according to Ralph's many stories he got more pussy than Cody Watkins, our star quarterback and resident douche bag.
I shrugged, "I'm not the one making up the story."
"Let's go back tomorrow," Ralph said, "Old man Garrard said she is there every lunch hour."
Joey roared, "Could you imagine old man Garrard getting head."
"Fuck," I said shaking my head, "That is disgusting." Old man Garrard was in his eighties, and owned the adult shop just a couple of blocks from the school. He also wasn't remotely a stickler to the whole age issue. So nerds like us had been there on many occasions to buy adult magazines and, on occasion, go into those booths and watch porn flicks.
Being 1985, this was the only way to watch porn, unless you counted the scrambled channel shit...which, of course, we had watched many times on weekends straining our eyes trying to see a tit or nipple. (We were all too scared to rent porn on vhs...although we kept talking about it).
Joey agreed, "I'm in. Making Ralph eat crow is always fun to watch."
"I have my biology make-up test tomorrow at lunch," I said, which gave me a good excuse to not have to go. I had missed last week's test because I was at a chess tournament. Yep, I was a nerd.
Joey joked, "I'll do the intel for you."
"Yes, please find out his name," I joked back.
"Fuck both of you," Ralph snapped.
"Shit, he turned gay already," Joey said, "wanting to fuck us."
"Ralph, no is no," I joked, quoting some terrible film strip we had watched last week about keeping your virginity until marriage.
"God, you guys are assholes," Ralph said, shaking his head.
.....
The next day, I took my test while Ralph and Joey went to the adult shop. I was a few minutes late for class as it took me forever to finish the test, so I couldn't ask either of them about their trip although the smug look on Ralph's face when I entered English class told me everything.
I handed Mrs. Appleton the late slip, apologized and walked to my desk, where Joey just gave a knowing nod.
I couldn't believe it. Ralph wasn't lying. Even more significantly, they both likely got blow jobs, meaning I was the last one standing in terms of sexual experience. We were all virgins, but now I was the only one who hadn't had a blow job.
I was instantly jealous and instantly annoyed that I hadn't gone along.
I barely listened to the half hour discussion on Death of a Salesman and the many symbols that were rampant through the story as I pondered tomorrow and the possibility of getting my first ever blow job.
Instead, I replayed in my head a movie I had just seen in theatres...The Sure Thing. Every guy wants a sure thing, and I wondered if this was mine. The reality was that because I was incredibly smart, had some acne, and wore clothes that were out of style, I didn't fit in and sure didn't get the attention of the ladies. So, the closest I came to any sort of sex was with my left hand usually 3 or 4 times a day.
When class was done, Ralph walked over and smirked, "You missed out on heaven, Melvin." Also, my parents named me Melvin which wasn't even remotely a cool name.
"So it's a chick?" I asked, turning to Joey.
"Undeniably," Joey nodded.
"Did you?" I asked, even though the question was stupid.
"Oh yeah," he nodded, with a confidence I had never seen in him before.
"She swallowed every drop," Ralph added.
"I can't believe it," I said, shaking my head. This only happened in the porn movies, not in our small town of 14,000.
"Believe it," Joey nodded, "she is the real deal."
"Want to come tomorrow?" Ralph asked.
"I don't know," I said. Of course, I wanted to. Yet, the idea of my first time being some anonymous stranger wasn't really a great story to eventually tell the kids.
"Well, we're going," Ralph said, "I can't imagine fucking someone feeling any better than getting a blow job."
Joey, who never agreed with Ralph, nodded, "Melvin, you have got to try it. I can't even begin to explain how amazing it felt."
"Fine, I'll go," I nodded, feeling better about making the decision if I was being peer pressured for some reason...although truthfully I was generally the leader of this small group.
"You won't regret it," Ralph promised.
I jerked off that night, thinking of finally getting a blow job. Not surprisingly, I shot my load pretty quick.
.....
Next day at lunch, we walked to the adult store, Ralph talking like he was an expert after two blow jobs.
"She doesn't say anything," he explained, "just slide it in the hole. She will suck you, and swallow it all."
"She doesn't say a word?" I asked, instantly wondering how they knew she was a girl then.
"No," Ralph said, "when we asked her to prove she was a female she put her breast and nipple through the hole."
"No way!" I exclaimed, having never seen a girl's nipple or breast in real life.
"Oh yeah, I offered to suck on her nipple, but she moved it away, unfortunately," Ralph explained.
Joey added, "It looked like she has some huge tits."
"Crazy," I said, still unable to fathom all they were saying. It just seemed too good to be true.
"Wait until she is bobbing on your dick," Ralph promised, "that is crazy."
Joey said. "You can go first, Melvin."
"Thanks," I said, my head no longer really in the conversation as I could see the adult store in view.
Reaching the store a couple of minutes later, we walked in and Ralph asked, "Is she here?"
Old man Garrard nodded in the affirmative and then saw me. His eyes went wide, a strange look of shock on his face. Yet, I was so nervous that I didn't really think much about it as Ralph guided me down the hallway.
Ralph said, "She is always in room four."
I walked to the door, took a deep breath and went into the room. I put a quarter in the slot and a porno began.
I was suddenly full of indecision. Again, I was dying to get a blow job, but it felt so strange to get it from a complete stranger.
Yet, when I saw a feminine finger wiggle in the hole I decided what the hell, this was too good to refuse. I unbuckled my pants, tugged down my boxers and moved to the hole. After a deep breath, I pushed my cock through the hole.
"Wow!" A voice whispered on the other side, which made a chill go up my spine. There really was a woman on the other side of this wall.
I then groaned, as a mouth wrapped around my cock. You can imagine it, you can dream about it, but you can't remotely fathom just how good a mouth feels around your cock until it happens.
That moment changed everything.
My hand would never again be good enough.
The woman bobbed back and forth on my cock slowly and I closed my eyes and imagined it was Becka, the hot cheerleader who didn't know I existed.
Unfortunately, the intense feeling of pleasure was too much and in less than a minute I groaned, warning the stranger, talking in a deep voice to hide my identity, "I'm about to come."
This led to her bobbing faster and, seconds later, my coming in her mouth. The intensity of the orgasm, the brief feeling of euphoria, was like nothing I had ever experienced.
She swallowed every last drop, and I was in love with a mouth.
When she took her mouth off my cock, I reluctantly pulled it out of the glory hole (which in retrospect is a perfect name...I was in my glory). I was pulling my pants up when I saw a piece of paper being held by her fingers in the hole.
I grabbed it and read it:
8:30, same place, same time.
This time to fuck me!!!
Yes or no?
I read it a dozen times, in awe of what it said. I didn't have a pen to circle yes or no, so I said, with the same deep voice, "I'll be here."
"Great," was all she said, in a French accent, which made everything even hotter.
I put the note in my pocket, deciding immediately this wasn't information my friends needed to know.
I walked out curious if she would be walking out too. Yet, all I saw were my boys and remembered they, too, were waiting for a blow job.
"So?" Joey asked.
"Wow!" Was all I could muster based on both the blow job and the secret invite I had been offered.
"My turn," Joey declared, walking in.
Oddly, I felt a twinge of jealousy hit me, as if she was my girl. Strange, but true.
Ralph said, "Told you so."
"Yep," I nodded, the whole experience rather surreal.
"Doesn't she have a great mouth?" Ralph asked.
"Based on my one time, she is the best ever," I joked.
"She's such a cum slut," Ralph continued, "I'd love to see what she looks like."
I too wanted to know that, but instead cautioned, "Be careful what you wish for. Maybe she's incredibly ugly and the only way to get dick is to hide her looks." I prayed that wasn't true, my image of her started as a cheerleader, but now I imagined it was a teacher, or Ralph's hot mom.
"Well, I'd sure like to fuck her," he continued.
I thought to myself that in just over eight hours I may very well be doing exactly that, yet I said, "Just enjoy the free blow jobs while they last."
"Oh God, I never thought that this may end," Ralph said, a mortified look spread across his face.
I laughed, "All good things do come to an end."
"Yes, I learned that when V got cancelled," he said.
Just then, Joey came out and I wondered if I was that quick. Probably.
"My turn," Ralph said, acting cocky, "Always save the best for last."
"Best bullshitter," I quipped.
"Best acne," Joey added.
"Assholes," he said, going into the room.
Joey said, "Let's leave him here."
"Sure," I nodded, something we often did to him when we went places. It was an asshole thing to do, but we thought it was funny.
As we headed back, I noticed that my mom's blue Chevette was across the street at the grocery store. I immediately ducked my head as if Mom was right there and could see me walking out of an adult store.
Joey asked, "What's wrong?"
"Just don't want anyone I know seeing me walk out of an adult store at lunch," I said, which was true.
"Good call," he nodded. "Imagine if someone saw us and told our moms?"
I glanced back to the car as I wondered why Mom would be getting groceries here instead of the local store down the block from our house.
That night, I showered, twice, the second time after I jerked off fantasizing about tonight.
Around eight I went to ask Mom, "Can I borrow the car for a bit? I'm supposed to go and help Ralph study."
"Sorry, honey," she answered, oddly dressed in a sundress for this time of night (she always wore dresses, her soul stuck in the 1950s housewife concept). "I'm going out for a bit."
"Where?" I asked, Mom not one to go out at night without Dad, who was out of town all week.
"Um, I, um, to June's," she answered, seeming bewildered by the question.
Her answer was odd, as if she was lying to me. But I shrugged it off, not thinking much of it.
Once she left, I grabbed my bike, which I almost never used, and began biking as fast as I could suddenly worried I would be late.
I got there sweating a little, with only a couple minutes to spare. The room I was supposed to go in was occupied, as was the one she should be in. I was praying she hadn't found someone else, that she was just giving this guy a blow job.
About three minutes later, but what seemed like an eternity, the door of the room I was supposed to be in opened. A man in his sixties, at least, came out, lowered his head when he saw me and walked away.
I quickly went into the room and locked the door.
I move to the hole, pulled down my pants and put my already fully hard cock in the hole.
"It's you," she said, her voice sounding excited and sexy as hell in her French accent.
I replied, using my deep voice, "I wouldn't miss this for the world."
"Me either," she purred, as I felt her mouth go on my cock.
Like last time, it felt amazing and I was super thankful I had jerked off an hour before coming here or I would have been done in seconds, like last time.
After less than a minute, she asked, "Can I fuck your big dick?"
"God, yes," I agreed, words I had fantasized being said to me forever, but when you're a geek the girls don't look past your average looks to see what's underneath.
"I have been fantasizing about this all day," she said.
"Me too," I replied, in even more awe at the reality she was fantasizing about me.
"I've never done this before," she said.
I was curious if she meant she was a virgin, yet that seemed unlikely; she in all logic meant she had never fucked a guy through a gloryhole. I added, and then instantly wished I hadn't said it, "I've never done it at all."
"You're a virgin?" She asked
"Yes," I admitted, my cock dying for attention.
"How old are you?" She asked, her tone suddenly sounding concerned.
"Eighteen," I answered truthfully.
"Thank God," she said, a sigh of relief coming from the other side of the wall. "Are you sure this is how you want to lose it?"
"Yes," I nodded, even though she couldn't see me.
"I've never had a virgin before," she said, before adding, "Actually you'll be my first cock other than my husband in years."
I was flattered and conflicted, not wanting to be the one to end a marriage; but maybe she was divorced. Either way, as I considered this I felt my cock poke something and then a moment later felt my cock become engulfed with a warmth that was indescribable. I had also just learned she was an older woman, which fit the images of her I had created in my head.
"Ohhhhhh," she moaned, as my cock filled her.
I was speechless as I felt her begin fucking herself on my cock. The pleasure was too good for words and I just stood there enjoying the pleasure this woman was giving me.
"Oh so bigggggg," she moaned, a couple of minutes into the slow fucking.
Yet, I wanted to fuck her; I wanted to be in charge. Taking a risk, I ordered, "Place your ass against the wall."
"Mmmmmmm, I like a man in charge," she moaned, obeying my request.
Ecstatic, I slid my cock and poked the side of her ass.
She laughed, "Sorry, hard to line up when I can't see that big dick of yours."
Having her compliment my dick made me feel so confident and I said, "I'd love to see your tits."
"Do you want to suck on my nipples?" She questioned, her voice so sultry, as I smiled knowing the guys didn't get this opportunity either.
"God, yes," I answered, sounding like the naive virgin I was. Besides my dad's magazines hidden in his desk and glimpses at those scrambled adult movies, I had never seen a woman's nipples.
She moved around and a moment later a nipple was in view. "Go ahead, suck my nipple, sexy."
I didn't need to be told twice. I dropped to my knees, leaned forward and took her nipple in my mouth.
She moaned, "That's it."
I swirled my tongue around her hard nipple, I flicked her nipple and then I bit it gently.
"Oh yes," she moaned, "I love what you're doing."
After a minute she moved her other nipple to the hole and I replicated the attention. Feeling confident, I then said, "Back up, I want to see your breasts."
"Okay," she obeyed, her tone tentative.
I peeked through the hole. All I could see was her breasts and the ends of her long blonde hair. I stared in utter awe of the large breasts.
"Do you like?" She asked.
"I think I've died and gone to heaven," I said, staring at them.
"How about you fuck me with that big cock of yours instead," she purred, as she cupped her breasts.
"Great suggestion," I nodded again, not that she could tell. "Move your ass back against the wall."
She quickly did, clearly as excited to get fucked as I was to fuck her...which again made me feel very good about myself....my track record with women my age an epic fail.
I could see her inviting pussy and wondered if I could lick it from this position. Curious what pussy tasted like, I decided to try. I extended my tongue and licked part of her lips.
"Ohhhhh, that's not your dick," she moaned, lifting her leg up at an angle that gave me better access to her cunt.
It tasted completely indescribable...sweet, yet slightly...um...fishy. Yet, I loved it. I also loved the moans coming from her as I awkwardly licked.
"Damn wall," she moaned, after a couple of minutes, as I was only able to do so much with the wall in the way.
I laughed, and tried to sway her, "Too bad we're not in the same room."
"You bad boy," she purred. "Now be an even badder boy and shove that big cock of yours in my cunt."
I had never heard a woman use the forbidden 'c' word before, but it sounded so hot coming from her.
I stood up, aimed my cock at the hole and slid back into her warm cunt. I groaned as I started fucking her.
"Oh yes, sexy, pound my cunt with your big cock," she moaned, her French accent still sounding so sexy.
And I did, wishing I could grab her hips and bury my whole cock in her; wishing I could feel my balls and body slamming into her; wishing I could see her facial expressions...the ones that matched the moans.
"Harder," she demanded, although impossible with the wall in the way.
I groaned, "Damn wall."
She moaned back in agreement, "Damn waaaaaall."
I don't know how long I fucked her, but her moans continually got louder until she begged, "Don't stop, don't stop."
I had no intention of stopping, wanting to hear her scream.
"Oh, oh, oh, aaaaaaaaah," she screamed, "I'm cominggggggg."
I could feel excess wetness around my cock and knew I wasn't going to last much longer either. I groaned, a few hard strokes later and warned, "I'm going to come."
I wasn't sure if she was going to let me come in her, but that unknown was revealed when she moaned, "Fill my cunt with your cum, stud."
And I did.
Stream after stream spewed out my cock and into her amazing cunt.
"Yesssss, fill me with your cum," she purred, somehow tightening her cunt as if milking my cock of every drop of cum.
When I finally slowed down, I was surprised when she moved off my cock, and took it back in her mouth.
I groaned, in awe of this amazing woman.
When she finally took my cock out of her mouth, she said, "I couldn't let any of that sweet cum go to waste."
My eyes went wide as there was no accent this time, and I immediately recognized the voice. I would recognize it anywhere.
I froze in utter shock.
My mouth dropped open like in a Looney Tunes cartoon.
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I faked being casual, even as my head was spinning with the consequences, "Well, there is a lot more where that came from."
"Mmmmmm, same time tomorrow night?" She asked, her accent back.
My head was spinning.
My mom was a hot woman!
My mom was my most constant stroke fantasy.
My mom had just taken my virginity.
"S-s-sure," I stammered, trying to get my head wrapped around this.
"Great," she said, "your cock is amazing."
I pulled my pants up and said, "Thanks, but I've got to go."
"Bye, sexy," she purred, as I scurried out of the room, out of the adult store and to my bike.
Maybe it wasn't my Mom, I pondered. Maybe I was just imagining it. The French accent didn't sound anything like her.
Then I looked across the street and was relieved to see that my Mom's car wasn't there. Hopping on my bike, playing a little Encyclopedia Brown, I pedalled around the adult store looking for mom's car.
I circled the adult store and began to question what I'd really heard. Maybe I was just hearing things, my many stroke fantasies influencing me at that moment of limbo...when the body controlled my very being while my brain followed on cruise control.
And then...I saw it.
Parked down the road in the dark where the lamppost was out was my mom's car. I slammed on the brakes and barely held myself from crashing.
I stared at the car as many revelations came crashing in on me at once:
1. I had fucked my own mother.
2. I had licked my mom's pussy.
3. I had sucked on my mom's tits.
4. I had gotten a blow job from my mother.
5. My mother had sucked Ralph and Joey.
6. I fucked my own mother.
I fucked my own mother.
I...fucked...my...mother.
I was mortified...I was bewildered...I was in awe.
I fucked my mother.
Yet, I wasn't repulsed, I was excited.
I began pedalling home pondering what I was going to do with this precious information. There was no way I wasn't going to fuck her again. The idea of fucking her without a wall between us was appealing and I felt my cock instantly harden as I played the many various possibilities that existed in my mind.
To my surprise, Mom's car was in the driveway when I got home. That meant, likely, that once she was done fucking me she came straight home.
I didn't go in immediately as I replayed the entire evening in my head. The oral sex, her nipples, her breasts, her pussy, the fucking, her moans and her many flattering words.
It was then I also realized something rather profound...she was cheating on Dad.
Now Dad was gone a lot, and was hardly a romantic man, but still. Then I wondered if he cheated on Mom while he was gone on his many business trips.
I then wondered how long Mom had been going to this gloryhole.
I then wondered what she would do if she knew that the big cock she loved so much was attached to her son.
I then wondered what I should do next.
I couldn't tell anyone about this.
Yet, I sure as hell didn't want my best friends or other disgusting losers like that old man who was in the room before me tonight to be using my mom.
I realized then that to protect my mother from herself, I would have to make her my personal fuck toy.
Confident with my decision, I headed into the house even though I had no plan on exactly how I was going to make her my personal fuck toy.
I walked in and she was in the kitchen, still in the same attire she was in when she left, drinking a glass of milk.
She smiled, "That was a rather quick study session."
I shrugged, "I crammed it in there pretty quickly." I knew my answer wouldn't make much sense, yet it made me feel good as I decided I would try and use word play on her.
"Oh, okay," she replied, looking slightly confused by my answer, although she was often confused by me. My mom was beautiful, sweet and compassionate, but she wasn't very bright (I got my brains from my grandfather).
"You are back pretty quick, too" I pointed out.
"Yes, June wasn't feeling that well," she lied.
"You look a little flushed yourself," I replied.
"I d-d-do?" she stammered.
"Yes, your cheeks are quite red," I continued, knowing the real reason her cheeks were red.
"It's a bit hot in here, I guess," she explained.
"Yes, it is getting hot in here," I agreed.
"I think I'll go and take a shower," she said, clearly uncomfortable with the situation.
"That is a glorious idea," I quipped.
"What did you say?" she asked.
"That having a shower is a glorious idea, why?" I asked, loving watching her look confused and dishevelled.
"No reason," she shrugged and began leaving.
I watched her leave even as I pondered how I was going to play this situation.
That night, I brainstormed a dozen different ways to use this information before coming up with a plan I liked the best.
I tossed and turned all night as I pondered just going into her bedroom and sliding my cock in her while she slept.
Next morning, I showered and came downstairs in just a towel, something I never did.
Mom, being Mom, was already up and making breakfast.
I said, "Good morning, Mom," and gave her a big hug from behind as she was at the counter buttering toast.
"Good morning," she said, surprised by my morning greeting and likely by the poking of my cock on her leg.
"It's a glorious day, isn't it?" I asked, reluctantly letting go.
"I suppose," she agreed, turning around and looking at me, surprised that I was only in a towel. "Why are you not dressed?"
"Oh, I was starving and figured I would come and get a bite to eat first," I answered.
"Oh, okay," she nodded, even though it was obvious she was surprised by my behaviour.
"Do you have any straws?" I asked.
"For what?"
"To suck from," I answered.
"You are not making much sense," she replied, looking at me confused.
Deciding to go for broke, I said, "Actually, I know what you'd rather suck." I then dropped my towel to reveal my completely hard cock.
"Melvin!" she gasped.
"Knees, Mother," I ordered, moving directly in front of her.
"What are you doing?" she questioned.
"Protecting you from yourself," I answered, putting my hands on her shoulders and pushing her to her knees. I asked, as she stared at my cock, "Does it look familiar?"
"Oh my God!" she gasped.
"You said that yesterday," I smiled, clarifying any last lingering doubts that she may have had.
"No, no, no," she babbled, getting upset.
"I think you mean yes, yes, yes," I countered, grabbing my cock and tapping her lips. "Go ahead, Mom. There is no wall this time."
"Oh my God," she repeated, before I slid my cock in her mouth.
She didn't move at first, just sat there with my cock half in her mouth.
I continued, "It's okay Mom, you already had it in your mouth and cunt, isn't that what you called your hot box?"
She couldn't reply with a mouthful of cock, but after another moment she began tentatively sucking me.
"That's it, Mom," I moaned. "No point going to that dirty adult store when you have all the cock you could ever want right here in your own home."
She kept sucking, looking up at me, which was somehow super sexy.
After a few slow bobs, she began moving slightly faster, looking away and focusing on my cock.
I asked, pulling my cock out, "How long have you been going to the gloryhole?"
She whispered, "A couple of weeks."
"Look at me," I ordered firmly.
She obeyed, such guilt and shame written all over her face.
"From now on you will not be going there," I informed her, "is that clear?"
She nodded.
"But you need cock, don't you?" I questioned.
She again nodded, looking back at my cock.
"Say it," I ordered.
"Yes, I need it," she whispered.
"Need what?" I asked.
"Need cock," she admitted, completely ashamed and yet still being controlled by hunger.
"My cock?" I questioned, moving my cock and tracing her pretty lips.
"Yes," she admitted, opening eagerly.
"You understand the rules of the house are changing starting now," I informed her.
"H-h-how?" she asked, still staring at my cock with a look of complete lust in her eyes.
"You will be my Mommy-slut," I answered.
Looking up at me, a smile crossing her face for the first time since learning I knew, she asked, "You like calling me a Mommy-slut, don't you?"
"I like having my very own personal live-in Mommy-slut to use as I wish, yes," I nodded.
"You're such a bad boy," she purred, flicking her tongue on my mushroom top.
"And you're a very bad Mommy," I replied.
"The baddest," she purred, as she leaned forward and took my cock in her mouth.
"Yessss, Mommy-slut," I moaned, looking down in awe of what was now happening.
She bobbed back and forth, slowly taking all seven inches of my thick cock in her mouth.
Wanting to fuck her, I pulled out and ordered, "Take off your pajamas."
She looked up at me and asked, coyly, "Does my son want to fuck his mother?"
"Again," I finished, before adding, "this time with no wall in the way."
"It was a hindrance," she agreed, as she stood up and pulled her pajamas down, surprising me by not having any panties on.
"Were you expecting me to fuck you this morning?" I asked.
"I never wear panties, except during that one pesky week." She revealed.
"Wow!" I said, my hot mother getting hotter.
"Your cock is wow," she purred as she reached for it. After a pause, she said, "So I took my own son's virginity."
"That you did," I nodded.
"When did you know it was me?" she asked, gently stroking my cock.
"After I came and you said one sentence without the accent," I admitted.
"Wait, who were you with yesterday at lunch?" she asked, a sudden look of 'oh crap' in her facial expression.
"You've been sucking Ralph off all week and Joey the past couple of days," I revealed.
"Oh God," she sighed, before asking, clearly really worried, "Do they know?"
"They have no clue," I answered, "although they would be thrilled to know it was you. They both have had stroke fantasies of you forever."
"Really?" Mom asked.
"Mom, don't pretend you don't know how hot you are," I said.
"You think I'm hot?" she asked, a look of vulnerability implying she really didn't know.
"Mom, I have used a 100 boxes of Kleenex masturbating about you," I admitted.
"Really?" she repeated.
I was stunned she wouldn't know how beautiful she is. "Mom, how could you not know?"
"Well, I knew you used a lot of Kleenex," she smiled, "I just didn't know you were fantasizing about me while wasting all that yummy cum."
"Well, I won't have to waste any more, will I?" I smiled, leaning in and kissing her.
At first Mom didn't respond, a kiss oddly more intimate then sucking a cock, stroking a cock or even fucking a cock. But when she did, she opened her mouth and our tongues explored each other.
When I broke the kiss, she answered the question I had asked, "You will always have a place to deposit your cum."
"I have a full load now," I said, turning her around and bending her over the counter.
"I like a man who takes charge," she moaned.
"I like a slut who knows her position," I responded, oozing with a confidence I didn't know I had.
"You like calling your Mother a slut, don't you?" she purred, looking back at me.
"I love having my very own Mommy-slut," I answered, as I moved behind her and slid my cock in her very wet pussy.
"Aaaaaaaah," she moaned, "I was already looking forward to this cock tonight."
"Well, you can have it again tonight," I groaned, "but now we need to deal with my morning wood."
"And what a glorious piece of wood it is," she playfully responded.
"And what a glorious hole you have," I responded back, as I began pumping in and out of her warmth.
"I have three glorious holes at your disposal," she purred, adding to her sexy sluttiness.
"You do, do you," I groaned, my balls already beginning to boil.
"Mommy is a dirty three hole cum slut," she declared, bucking back to meet my forward thrusts.
"Fuuuuck," I groaned, her nasty tongue turning me on. I had never heard her swear before yesterday and now she was calling herself a cum slut.
"Pound Mommy's cuuuuuuunt," she moaned, as we both began fucking each other.
I tried to hold back as long as possible, as I groaned, "God yes, you're my dirty fucking Mommy-slut."
"Come in Mommy," she moaned, "fill Mommy's cunt with your cum, baby."
I couldn't resist any longer and declared, "Here it comes my Mommy-cum-slut," as I coated her cunt walls with my load.
"Yesssssss," she screamed, "fill Mommyyyyyyyyyy."
I could sense that her own orgasm was close, and I kept slamming into her as I ordered, "Now come on your son's big dick, Mommy-slut."
"Yes, harder," she said, getting animated, "Fuck Mommy, you bad boy, you mother fucker."
I fucked her as hard as I could wanting to hear her scream, wanting to get her off.
"Yes, fuck, drill me, drill me, fuck, fuck, aaaaaaaaaaaaaaahhhh," she screamed when her orgasm finally hit her.
When I pulled out a moment later, I ordered, "Clean me off, Mommy-slut."
She didn't hesitate, spinning around, dropping to her knees and taking my cock, shiny with her cum, in her mouth.
Finally, I pulled out of her amazing mouth, pulled her back up and kissed her again, both of us melting into each other.
When I broke the kiss, I smiled, "So, think you can stay away from the gloryhole?"
"I don't know," she smiled, "I usually need a full load or more for lunch."
"Pick me up at lunch and I'll satisfy your hunger," I promised.
"It's a date," she smiled.
"Oh, it's a glorious day," I smiled, walking naked towards my room.
And with that, Mom and I started having sex at every opportunity including a crazy sex-filled weekend after our morning encounter.
But that is an entirely different story.
THE END ... maybe.
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Tricked into Lesbian Submission
The opportunity was too good not to take...even if it meant leaving my homeland, England, and moving to America; Boston to be exact.
At only twenty-one, I had already made a name for myself as a financial whiz kid and was head hunted by a few companies right out of college (which I started a year early, skipping a grade in middle school).
So I left my small town in the county of Yorkshire and headed across the ocean, leaving Europe for the first time. I was both excited at the opportunity and terrified as I had never been on my own before...but I loved a challenge.
Regardless, I took the risk and moved to Boston. To my surprise, Boston was a relatively small city, compared to London, where I went to college; yet, like London, it oozed history which was something that intrigued me.
I arrived a week early and toured the college district, including Harvard (I had attended Oxford and wanted to know how they compared) and did the whole history walk through Boston.
When I first arrived at the bank, I could sense many were not happy with my hire. I was younger than everyone in the company, even the tellers, and not being American seemed to also put a target on my back.
Over the first couple of weeks, I tried to befriend some of my coworkers, and eventually found a small group of women all only a couple years older than me. And although I didn't see any of them being besties for life, I did begin to have some remote semblance of a social life.
The bank was giving a lengthy long weekend with Easter so early this year, so April 1st was the last day of work before a four day weekend. The girls suggested we celebrate by taking me out on the town, starting at a bar called the Le Chateau Club at nine. I hated bars, as I rarely drank at all (I lost control the last time I drank a lot and ended up in bed with a much older man) and if I did it was usually a glass of wine, but decided to go in my attempt to fit in with my new American friends.
Becky declared the day before as we were getting ready to leave for the day, "And we all 'slut it up'?"
Tamara agreed, "We're all single, so showcase what The Lord gave ya."
Amber added, "You in, Dione?"
I nodded, "Of course, although I'm not sure I have anything in my wardrobe that says slut it up."
"I'll bring something for you," Amber offered.
"Really?" I asked, sharing clothing something only friends did.
"Everything Amber owns is in the slut it up category," Tamara joked.
"If you got it, flaunt it," Amber shrugged, while cupping her large breasts and adding, "And I got it."
I laughed, finally feeling like I had found some friends, although Becky clearly wasn't a big fan of me.
"What size tits do you have?" Amber asked.
"36C," I answered, even though the question was rather personal.
"I know exactly what outfit will work for you," Amber said, looking me over.
"Although you are incredibly white...don't they have sun in Europe?" Amber asked.
I joked, reflecting on the crazy amount of rain we did get, "We have clouds."
"Don't you have tanning beds?" Becky quipped.
"Then you better wear pantyhose," Amber said, ignoring Becky, before adding, "either beige, tan or mocha."
"Okay," I nodded, although I never wore pantyhose, seeing them as a man-made invention to sexualize women.
Becky added, "No fucking way."
"What?" Amber asked.
"If we're taking royalty out for a night of American debauchery, she isn't going to be all prim and proper like that fucking duchess chick who is always pregnant."
"Do you mean Princess Kate?" I asked, who I admired immensely as a woman of class.
"Yes, that fucking chick," Becky nodded."
"She dresses with class," I point out.
"Exactly," Becky agreed, "and tomorrow night is not about class, it's about ass."
"How poetic," Tamara laughed, shaking her head.
"Meaning?" Amber asked, clearly annoyed by Becky's usual meandering without a point.
"She needs to be in thigh highs," Becky declared.
"Delicious," Tamara nodded in approval.
"Agreed," Amber also nodded. "Do you own any thigh high stockings?"
"No, I don't even know what they are," I admitted.
"Fuck, you are precious," Becky said, shaking her head, her tone implying she didn't mean it as a compliment.
"Go to Victoria's Secret on the way home and buy some, and probably a thong," Amber instructed, "I'm guessing you only have grandma panties."
I didn't know what grandma panties were, but I shrugged lying, "I have a wide range of knickers."
"Knickers," Becky scoffed. "You really are fucking precious."
Tamara scolded, "Stop picking on Dione, she just comes from a different world."
"Yes, Mars," Becky quipped.
"Enough," Amber said, raising her voice. "Stop being such a bitch, Becky. You are making us Americans look judgemental and petty."
"Whatever," Becky said.
"I'll buy what you suggested," I said, desperate to fit in.
"Great," Amber smiled, "tomorrow will be the beginning of a new world for you."
"I can't wait," I said, feeling like I was finally beginning to fit in...a little bit at least.
After work, I purchased a few new things including a couple pair of thigh high stockings (which were just pantyhose without the top half I learned), a new lace bra with a matching thong and three new sexy pairs of knickers.
I was ready for my Americanization, I chuckled to myself.
.....
The dress Amber brought for me was not something I would ever wear at work and would never have worn it before this day. I even pointed out that the red dress, which was beautiful, but short, would barely hide the top of the lace top stockings.
Becky called me a prude, continuing to judge me.
It pissed me off and made me want to prove to her I wasn't a stick in the mud. "You know, in England, most see American women as prudes," I countered.
"How so?" Becky questioned, challenging me.
"It's all window dressing," I continued.
"What the fuck does that even mean," Becky questioned, clearly perturbed by being challenged by me.
"You talk the talk," I responded, "but you don't walk the walk."
"And you do Princess Virgin?" Becky countered, her voice dripping with disdain.
"I've shagged lots of blokes," I countered, which was kind of true, depending on your definition of 'lots'.
"Are you even speaking fucking English?" Becky questioned.
"For Christ's sake," Amber sighed, "give it up, you two. You fight like a married couple."
Becky laughed, glaring at me, "Do princesses eat cunt?"
I never use the 'c' word, and I was shocked by the turn of the conversation. I stammered, "G-g-god, no."
Tamara finally spoke, "You don't know what you're missing, girl."
"You're a lesbian?" I asked, surprised, because she always talked about Bart, a security guard whom she was trying to seduce.
Tamara laughed, "No, I love cock too much, but I don't mind some pussy on occasion."
Becky added, "Stop tainting our princess virgin, you may make her pass out in shock."
Amber added, "Don't judge Dione, until you've tried it. A woman knows another woman's body a lot better than oblivious men."
"I second that," Tamara declared, before adding, "but I still need some hard man meat."
"Every couple hours," Becky quipped, finally turning her acid tongue on someone else.
"I wish," Tamara laughed.
"So, we'll meet you at nine," Amber said to me, shaking her head at the other two.
"Sounds great," I nodded, looking forward to an evening away from work, although in a perfect world Becky wouldn't join us.
At home, I had two glasses of wine, hating paying for overpriced, watered down drinks. I put on the matching lace bra and panties, and the thigh high stockings, and looked in the mirror. The attire definitely made me look sexy, unlike what I usually wore. I wondered what Jimmy, my last boyfriend who had called me a pretentious feminist, would think if he saw me in such an outfit...he'd probably keel over in shock or shag me senseless...man, I could use a shag.
I put on the dress and realized that if I even sat down, the top of the lace stockings would be visible, let alone if I danced with any sort of exuberance. But Becky's words and disdain aimed at me made me ignore my better judgement and go out in public dressed in the sluttiest outfit I had ever worn.
I called for a taxi, already feeling just the hint of a buzz since I drink so rarely, and headed to the Le Chateau Club. Just as I paid the taxi driver, I got a text from Amber:
We are running late. But we will be there.
I texted back, not liking being at a bar by myself:
Please hurry.
She texted back:
Be there as soon as Becky is ready. Oh, get us a table.
Figures, I sighed to myself.
I wasn't going to wait outside dressed as I was, the wind very chilly, so I walked into the club.
In London, I only went to pubs, so I wasn't really ready for the intense bass that echoed throughout the club as I walked in.
After paying the cover, I walked into the bar. It wasn't overly busy and I quickly went and grabbed a table near the dance floor, but away from the big speakers.
Within seconds, a very pretty waitress came and took my order. I ordered a glass of wine and began to look around. As I scanned the dance floor, which was still pretty empty, I realized that they were all women. A realization beginning to form, I quickly scanned the rest of the club and confirmed my suspicion...this was a lesbian bar. I shook my head, trying to figure out why they would choose this bar.
Before I had time to really process this information, a very pretty older woman, holding a cosmopolitan, asked, "May I join you?"
I stammered, instantly overwhelmed by the situation, "I-I-I'm just waiting for my friends."
The pretty brunette sat down beside me and smiled, "I'll just sit down for a drink then and keep you company."
"O-o-okay," I agreed, not sure what else to say.
"My name is Laura," she greeted, extending her hand.
"I'm Dione," I revealed, shaking her hand, wishing my friends would get here, but instead the wine did.
"What a unique name," she smiled warmly.
I joked, "It's impossible to find on key chains or other tourist items."
"I suppose so," she laughed, seeming to listen to every word I said. After a pause, she asked, "First time here?"
"Is it that obvious?" I asked, half my wine already downed.
"You seem rather nervous," she properly observed.
"I am," I nodded, "I had no idea I was coming to a," I paused not wanting to offend her.
"A lesbian club," she smiled, finishing my sentence.
"Yes," I nodded.
"You're straight, I'm guessing," she assessed correctly again.
"Yes," I nodded, thankful to get that out of the way. I was enjoying the conversation, but wanted to make it clear I wasn't interested in anything sexual.
"Then I'd better wait with you until your friends arrive," she suggested, explaining, "You're fresh meat here and I guarantee you the hungry sharks are already sizing up their prey."
"Really?" I asked, looking up and glancing around the area to see if any women were looking my way. Although no one was obvious like a guy would be, I did notice a couple of women seeming to be looking in my direction.
"Oh yes," she nodded, "the club is a great place to hang out with fellow lesbians and drink and dance, but it's also a great place to find your next conquest."
"Oh," I said, finishing my third glass of wine and checking my phone wondering where the hell they were.
Laura waved her hand towards the bar and continued, "This place is much more than it first appears."
"How so?" I asked, curious.
"Well, you need to look closely," she said, before adding, "as the night gets later and the booze flows freely it gets a lot more obvious."
I looked around again, this time paying closer attention to my surroundings. I didn't see anything overly crazy, although two girls were making out wildly on the dance floor and there was a line of four women upstairs waiting outside what I now realized looked like small rooms.
"Those are for some of the elite guests," Laura explained, noticing what I was looking at.
"And the line?" I asked out of curiosity.
"That's Big Rosie's room," she answered, as if that explained everything.
"Big Rosie?" I questioned.
"If I can be frank," she began, "she is a large black woman with the sweetest tasting pussy in the city."
"People line up to lick her pussy?" I asked, completely flabbergasted by such a thought.
"Every night without fail," she nodded, "the longest line I ever saw was last New Year's Eve when fifteen were in line at one point."
In awe, I mindlessly said, "Christ, I can't even have multiple orgasms," before realizing what I had said and blushing beet red.
"You just haven't found the right person," she smiled warmly; I noticed she hadn't said 'man'..
"Maybe," I shrugged, suddenly feeling uncomfortable with the conversation.
"Do you see the chubby older woman with the green blouse at the table over there?" she asked.
"Yes," I nodded looking at a rather plain older looking woman, dressed like a diva.
"Do you see anything out of the ordinary?" she asked.
I looked at her. She looked like a grandma quite frankly, although I really didn't see anything out of the ordinary. I said, "No, not reeeeeally," just as I realized there were a pair of heels poking out from underneath the table.
"That is Penelope Benson," Laura explained, "she is always on the hunt for young girls to please her."
"But she is in her sixties," I said, unable to fathom why anyone would do that.
"You've heard of sugar daddies?" She asked.
"Of course," I nodded.
"She is a sugar momma," she revealed.
I couldn't help but laugh. "Oh, I see."
Changing the topic completely, she said, "So your accent, you're obviously from England."
"Born and raised," I nodded, as the waitress came with two more drinks, one for each of us. Although I knew I was going to get pretty drunk at this rate, I needed the liquid courage to stay comfortable in this strange foreign situation.
"What brings you to Boston? Work or pleasure?" she asked.
The way she said 'pleasure' sent a chill up my spine as it was sexy as hell. Drinking half my fourth glass of wine, I retold my journey here to America. She asked a couple of questions through my story and then asked, "And what brings you here today?"
Looking at my phone, I saw my light flashing, which I must have missed during my storytelling. I grabbed my phone and said, "My so-called new friends."
Entering my password, I read my message. It was just two words:
April Fools
As I realized the meaning of those two words, I cursed, something I almost never did, "Well, bloody hell." I cursed, while I finished my wine.
"What?" She asked, genuinely concerned.
"They aren't coming," I said, completely disappointed, realizing I had been played and that my so-called friends were just bitches.
"Why?" She asked, moving closer.
"They set me up," I sighed, "and to make it worse," I continued, showing her the pathetic message, "April Fool's day ends at mid-day!"
She put her hand on my leg, which startled me. Her hand felt incredibly warm on my leg. I hadn't had sex in three months and that was a quickie that ended in a three minute shag where he got off and I didn't, so any touch, even that of a woman, had a pleasurable effect on me. Realizing I was getting in over my head, even though my body was beginning to betray me, I stammered, "I-I-I should probably go," as I began to move out the other side of the booth.
Just then, the waitress brought another round of drinks and another woman, also older, but blonde, I'm guessing a few years older than Laura, joined the table and asked, "So who is our new friend?"
I cursed to myself, suddenly trapped, my head spinning.
The word 'our' was odd, but Laura introduced us. "Dione, this is my significant other Chantelle, Chantelle, this is my new friend Dione."
"It's a pleasure to meet you," Chantelle greeted, leaning in and giving me a hug.
A chill went up my spine as I was currently being touched by two lesbians.
"You too," I replied, my panties frustratingly suddenly getting lightly damp. I knew then I desperately needed to get out of the club, right then and there, before it was too late.
Yet, I had women on both sides of me, and couldn't find any words to say to get me out of this bar, this situation.
Laura's hand moved up my leg slightly and under my skanky dress, as she retold my story to Chantelle, who was apparently her girlfriend. The whole time she spoke, her hand slithered ever so slowly up my leg, past my lace topped thigh highs and dangerously close to my increasingly wet pussy...which continued to betray my very straight mindset.
I tried to remain frozen and not let Laura know the impact she was having on me, plus I didn't want to let Chantelle know her girlfriend was touching me, having no idea how these types of things worked.
Chantelle asked, once Laura was done retelling my boring life story, "So you're a pussy virgin?"
I stammered, just as Laura's finger touched my pussy lips, "Aaah, I-I-I guess so."
"Is Laura's finger in your cunt, sweetheart?" Chantelle bluntly asked, moving closer to me.
"Noooooo," I moaned involuntarily, which was true, her finger was not in me, but driving me mad tapping my clit through the thin fabric.
"Do you want her finger inside you?" Chantelle whispered into my ear, her hot breath only enhancing my wetness and the complete overwhelming feeling of uncomfortable euphoria I was struggling to control.
"What?" I asked, even though I heard the question.
"Do you want Laura to finger that wet cunt of yours? It is wet, isn't it?" Chantelle asked, her lips so close to my ear, as Laura's finger slid underneath my thong.
"Yes," I whimpered, although I wasn't sure which question I was actually answering, so overwhelmed by the situation, and the finger so tantalizing close to entering me.
"Yes, you're wet or yes you want Laura's finger inside your cunt, sweetheart?" she asked, her lips tugging on my ear.
"Oh God," I moaned, the finger parting my pussy lips and the hot breath on my ear making me incapable of thinking straight (pun intended).
"I'll take that as a yes to both," Chantelle chuckled tenderly.
Laura explained, as her finger reached my volcanic entrance, which was dying to erupt after months of being dormant, in a whisper, "Just so you know, Chantelle and I are in an exclusive relationship."
My face flushed, my body continuing to betray me, I asked, "Then why is your finger almost in my pussy?"
Suddenly a hand was on my other leg and Chantelle answered, leaning in, "Because after a great dinner, like we had an hour and a half ago, we always want to share a dessert."
"Oh fuuuuuuuck," I moaned, way louder than I meant to, as Laura's finger slid inside me and I realized without a doubt the intention of these two lesbians.
"You're coming home with us now," Chantelle ordered.
"What?" I asked, as Laura's finger laid buried deep within me, not moving.
"Tell us, sweetheart, do you want to come home with us?" Chantelle asked, strange since she just told me I was going home with them.
"I don't know," I answered, which was the truth. Part of me was completely at the whim of these two...my desire to get off driving me wild and making me reckless; on the other hand, I wasn't a lesbian and even though I had had a few drinks and was definitely intoxicated, I wasn't one to make reckless choices.



Suddenly, I felt something clamp on my wrist. I looked down and saw I was now handcuffed to Chantelle!
"What are you doing?" I asked, shocked.
"Helping you make a choice that your body has already made for you, but your mind hasn't caught up to yet," Chantelle answered.
Laura whispered, fingering me slowly, "Come home with us, baby, you know you want to."
"Oh God," I moaned again, her finger driving me mad, even as I looked at the handcuff on my arm.
"By the way, the keys for these are back at our place," Chantelle smiled.
"Whaaaat?" I questioned, as Laura slid a second finger inside my pussy.
"Do you want to come with us?" Chantelle asked.
Somehow I felt compelled to do what Chantelle ordered, although I couldn't explain why. Of course, being handcuffed to her, I didn't see any way out other than to go to their place. So I answered, "Yes, ma'am."
Chantelle scoffed, "Ma'am, no, no, if you're going to call me a name call me Mistress."
Laura wiggled her fingers inside me slightly, making me moan, and I used the word that implied so much, "Sorry, Mistress."
"Let's go," Chantelle ordered, finishing her drink.
Laura withdrew her finger and winked, "To be continued, sexy."
I downed the rest of my wine, feeling dizzy with a mixture of alcohol and pleasure, and mindlessly followed Chantelle (as if I had a choice), out of the bar.
Once in a cab, again in the middle of the two beautiful older women, they both began kissing me. While Chantelle kissed me on the lips, a kiss so much gentler than any man's, Laura splattered my neck with kisses. The double passion made my pussy leak. Hands roamed on my legs, under my dress, but never touched my fevered pussy, only driving me madder with insatiable desire.
Once the taxi stopped, Chantelle ordered, "Come on, my pet."
The term 'my pet' should have offended me, yet in the current situation it was just the natural evolution of how the night had transpired.
"Yes, Mistress," I obeyed, being led out of the taxi.
Three minutes later, we were in an elevator and as soon as the door was closed, Laura dropped to her knees, moved under my dress and pulled my thong down and off. My pussy again leaked, some juice trickling out of me, as her hot breath hit my pussy.
Unfortunately, once I lifted my legs to allow her to get the thong off completely, she stood back up and handed them to Chantelle.
Chantelle smiled, "Now, my pet, come and get mine."
"H-h-here?" I questioned.
"Now, my pet," she ordered, firmly.
Excited and petrified, I dropped to my knees and put my hand under her skirt. It was awkward to do with one hand, but I succeeded in getting them off. Thankfully, like me, she was wearing thigh highs making it easier to get them down her leg. Once at her ankles, she ordered, lifting up her skirt to reveal a completely shaved pussy, "Give your Mistress a kiss on her other lips, my pet."
It was like I was back at the Louvre looking at my favourite painting "Liberty Leading the People" by Eugene Delacroix, I just stared at its beauty. Her red pussy lips glistening slightly, as if beckoning me in.
The elevator began to slow and she suggested, "You'd better hurry, my pet,"
I didn't hesitate, as I leaned forward and kissed her pussy lips. She grabbed my head and ordered, "Now lick, my pet."
Although I was terrified that the elevator would stop on another floor and I would be caught in the most compromising of positions, I obeyed, her exotic scent drawing me in and my sudden desire to taste her undeniable, getting just the lightest of samples with the quick kiss. I extended my tongue and licked.
After years of sucking often smelly cocks and swallowing never overly pleasing tasting cum, I had finally found my true sexual appetite...pussy. It was exotic, tangy and sweet and I began licking with reckless hunger, completely forgetting I was in an elevator.
"I think she's turned," Chantelle moaned, just as the elevator came to a stop. She let go of my head, but ordered, "Stay."
I felt a rush of humiliation course through me. First, I replayed the words 'I think she's 'turned', which was humiliating in itself, and yet being spoken to like a dog compounded the humiliation. Oddly, unexplainable to me, the derogatory treatment made my pussy gush, my own pussy juice leaking slightly down my leg.
The door opened and Chantelle ordered, as Laura bent down and took my free hand, "Crawl, my pet."
My face burning with embarrassment as my pussy burned with lust, I shamefully and awkwardly crawled behind Chantelle with Laura's help, realizing that the 22nd floor apparently was only one condo...their's.
As soon as the elevator door closed, Chantelle asked, "Do you want to finish what you started in the elevator, my pet?"
Deciding tonight was my 'What happens in Vegas, stays in Vegas' moment, I answered, "Yes, Mistress."
Chantelle lifted her skirt back up and I leaned forward and resumed licking.
"Such a good pet," Chantelle moaned.
I had never had my pussy properly pleasured with a tongue by a guy, (they always saw eating pussy as a brief means to an end...getting laid...and didn't get me remotely close to orgasm), I wanted to get her off. While I was on my knees, something I had been many times sucking cock, but always reluctantly (I assume like they were when licking me), I found that there was no reluctance, but instead an eagerness to please.
Having never licked pussy before, the experience was strange, surreal and liberating. Yet, like everything I did, I wanted to excel at it. Although not a lesbian, I wanted to be the best pussy pleaser she had ever had. I explored like an archeologist on a dig, exploring every inch of her pussy lips, both inside and out.
"That's it, my pet, make love to my cunt," she moaned, before adding, "you will be down there often from now on. It will likely be a new food group for you."
Hearing those additional words startled me. Even though I was immensely enjoying what I was doing, I saw this as a one-time crazy evening, a sowing of my lesbian royal oats. Yet, instead of pointing this out, I mindlessly moaned, which implied I concurred with her ludicrous statement.
"Oh yes," she continued, "Laura and I have been searching for the perfect pet for a while now and I think we really hit the jackpot with you."
I was so focused on the now, on tasting her sweet nectar, in getting her off and hopefully getting off myself soon, that my usual rational, big picture self couldn't comprehend past the moment at hand.
She moaned, her hand going through my hair, and asked, "Are you ready to be our full time pet?"
I really didn't know what the duties of a full time pet would include, but when she pulled my head from her delicious pussy I looked up at her in lustful confusion.
She looked down at me with a stern look and said firmly, "I don't like repeating myself, my pet."
Her disappointment at me written all over her face, I answered, desperate to bury my face back into her oasis of heaven, "Yes."
"Yes, what?" She asked, with a dramatic sigh.
"Yes, Mistress," I replied, correcting my error.
"Yes, Mistress, what?" She asked, clearly getting exasperated by me.
I don't know if it was the alcohol, the exotic scent, the tantalizing taste, the compromising position or the humiliation that somehow turned me on, but I couldn't think straight (pun again intended). Consequences be damned, I answered, "Yes, Mistress, I'm ready to be your live-in pet."
She smiled slightly, but continued, "And you will obey without hesitation any order Mistress Laura or I command?"
The expectations kept pulling me deeper into a submission that I couldn't completely understand and yet my sexual submission kept me mindlessly agreeing. "Yes, Mistress Chantelle," I replied, desperate to taste her pussy again, before turning to Laura and adding, "and Mistresses."
I froze in mid-declaration, as I stared at Laura who was apparently filming my submission.
"And Mistress, what?" Chantelle questioned firmly.
I was paralyzed by indecision. I desperately wanted to resume licking Chantelle's pussy, yet, the thought that I was being filmed and this could be used against me terrified me.
"Now, my pet," Chantelle demanded, her voice rising. "Finish your declaration and you can resume licking my cunt like you were born to do."
Her words were ridiculous. I wasn't born to lick pussy, I was born to do great things; yet, at this moment my many career ambitions, my 102 things I hadn't completed on my bucket list (and licking pussy sure wasn't one of them...in fact none of the 102 were of a sexual nature) and my fantasy of a marriage with three kids (two girls and a boy...I won't bore you with the fact I had already picked their names), didn't matter, all that mattered was obeying these two women, submitting unconditionally to them; my moral compass shut off, I looked directly into the camera and declared, "Mistress Laura and Mistress Chantelle, I am your submissive pet, ready and eager to obey."
"Mmmmm," Chantelle purred, patting me on the head like a puppy, "that was very good my pet. You may receive your reward."
Before this evening, such a reward would have made me laugh, yet I instantly turned back around and buried my face in her oasis of perfection, like a woman lost in the desert when she finally sees water.
"That's it, my pet, get Mommy off," she moaned.
Calling herself Mommy was odd, but I was too deep into the submission to worry about the semantics of word choice or kink. Instead, I lapped hungrily, this time determined to get her off and taste the full flavour of her pussy.
"Getting close, my pet slut," she moaned, which again should have been like a cold splash of water in my face a shot of reality, but at the moment I was a slut, her slut, and nothing else mattered but making her come.
"Suck on my clit, you British rug muncher," she demanded, her breathing getting heavy.
Oddly, each new derogatory name only enhanced my desire to please, as I flicked on her clit with my tongue.
"Oh fuck, yes you slut, take Mommy's cummmmmmm," she screamed, as she grabbed my head and held it hard against her flooding pussy.
My face was coated with cum as it gushed onto me. I continued licking, wanting to savour the sweetness that flowed so naturally like a waterfall. The full flood of pussy cum was a million times stronger in taste and I knew without a doubt I was no longer completely straight as I would gladly do anything to have this taste again.
Even when she let go of my head, I kept licking wanting to retrieve every last speck of her exotic pussy perfection.
She laughed, pushing my head away, "I think we have unlocked the eager lesbian side she pretended she didn't have."
Laura laughed, "So it seems."
"If you keep licking, I'm going to pee on you," Chantelle warned, as I moved my head forward to get a couple last laps. "And that isn't a day one activity."
I remained on my knees, my face feeling completely soaked, awaiting further instructions. I couldn't believe how bringing her pleasure, brought me pleasure, my own pussy leaking down my leg without being touched.
"You are so cute," Chantelle smiled down at me, again patting my head. "Keys."
Laura grabbed them from her purse, meaning they had the keys all along, and walked over to us and un-cuffed us.
"Laura, why don't you take our new pet for a test run while I go to the washroom?"
"Will do," Laura nodded.
"Take her to the bedroom," Chantelle ordered, before she walked to a room I assumed was the washroom.
"Crawl, my pet," Laura ordered.
"Yes, Mistress," I obeyed, instantly wondering if her pussy would taste the same as Chantelle's.
Once we were in the very large bedroom, with a king-sized bed, Laura took off her skirt, revealing she was wearing a garter and stockings and wasn't wearing any panties at all. Like Chantelle, she was shaved completely, making me wish I didn't have a somewhat hairy bush. (I usually trimmed, but since moving to America, I had neglected my pussy hygiene a bit).
She took off her blouse as well and then her bra, revealing some surprisingly firm, big breasts. Now only in heels and stockings, she walked to the edge of the bed and ordered, "Come take off my heels, my pet."
Her tone was so much softer than Chandelle, which made me compelled to obey not out of fear, but eager submissive lust. I crawled to the bed and took off her first heel.
"Lick the sole of my foot, my sweet pet," she ordered.
The task was menial and degrading in theory, yet doing it for her seemed natural. I lifted her foot to my mouth and licked from her heel all the way to her toes.
The taste was not pleasant or unpleasant, yet the submissiveness of the task somehow turned me on, my desire to give pleasure again bringing me pleasure.
I repeated the task on her other foot, before she moved onto the bed and ordered, "Come join me."
I crawled onto the bed and stared at her beautiful body as she lay there. I wondered how I could have never considered another woman before today. A woman's body was so naturally beautiful, especially when compared to a man's.
She opened her legs and offered, "You looked so hot eating Chantelle, I want to watch you eat me now."
"I'd love to," I nodded, crawling between her legs, eager to taste her.
"I knew you would be between my legs tonight the minute I saw you walk in the club," she smiled, just as I reached her pussy.
This surprised me. I had to ask. "What do you mean?"
"You just looked so vulnerable and I could sense you needed direction," Laura answered.
Chantelle startled us both as she chirped in, "And we will give you direction, all right."
"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, the brief intimate moment broken, a moment where I felt connected in a way I never had with a man.
Laura reached up and pulled me into her pussy and I began licking. The taste was similar, yet different; yet, like Chantelle's, I was immediately enthralled. I took my time, mesmerized by her sweet pussy.
Laura moaned, as my tongue parted her pussy lips, "That's it, tongue fuck my cunt."
I wasn't sure how to do what she requested, but finding her fuck hole, I tried to tongue fuck her. It was challenging, but her moans implied it was working.
Suddenly, I felt my dress flipped up and hands on my hips. Chantelle asked, as I felt something hard poking my pussy, "Ready to be fucked, you slut?"
"God, yes," I answered without thinking, my pussy neglected most of the night even while it begged for attention.
"Beg, bitch," she demanded.
I had never begged for sex before, but I babbled, wanting to please her and have her fuck me, "Please, fuck your British slut, make me your bitch."
"Is our pet in heat?" Chantelle asked, amused.
"I'm a bitch in heat, Mistress," I replied, degrading myself, which only enhanced my desire to obey...absurd, but true.
"You want to be our twenty-four hour, seven days a week full service pussy pleasing slave?" She questioned, as she slid the plastic cock in my pussy.
"Yessssssssss," I screamed, not agreeing to her crazy demand that seemed completely unrealistic, but instead to the complete euphoria of having my pussy finally filled.
"We both make lots of money, my pet," she continued, as she kept the cock lodged deep inside me. "What we are looking for is someone to give their mind, body and soul one hundred percent to us."
I looked up at Laura, the true meaning of all Chantelle's earlier innuendo now crystal clear, with my mouth dropped open like a character in a Who Framed Roger Rabbit cartoon.
"I know you are confused at the moment," Chantelle continued, rubbing my back gently, which somehow soothed me. "But understand we have searched for you for three years."
"Almost four," Laura added.
"Fine, four," Chantelle continued, clearly annoyed at being corrected. "And we both know you are the one."
"Without a doubt" Laura added.
"But, I'm not even a lesbian," I pointed out, suddenly feeling very sober.
"That is up for discussion," Chantelle continued, "at the very least, you are bi. But based on the way you munched on my snatch, I am pretty sure you are a hundred percent cunt muncher.
My head was spinning. I loved eating her pussy, I was loving eating Laura's pussy and I undoubtedly had never been hornier (and I couldn't blame the alcohol I had had sex drunker than that a couple of times), yet what they wanted was too much. "Even so, I can't quit my job."
"You will have a new, far more rewarding job," Chantelle continued, ignoring my protests. "We will feed you, clothe you and lodge you. You will be, as I said earlier, literally, our live-in pet."
I was about to say I couldn't agree to such extreme demands, when she suddenly began fucking me hard. "I cannnnnnnn, fuuuuck," I screamed, as she began fucking me.
"Good pets don't argue, they obey," Chantelle explained, "now get back to munching cunt."
Deciding the pleasure was too great and Laura's pussy too delicious, I would reject the bizarre offer later. Instead, I just gave in to the pleasure that was coursing through my very being.
I struggled to lick Laura's pussy, as the hard deep thrusts by Chantelle had me both moaning loudly and bouncing forward into Laura's pussy.
My long denied orgasm was building quickly, and I begged, "Oh yes, shag the shit out of me."
"You want it in your ass?" Chantelle questioned.
"No, no, no," I said in a panic, "My pussy, shag the hell out of my pussy."
"Sluts have cunts," Chantelle corrected.
I had never uttered the 'C' word ever; I also had never eaten pussy or ended up in a threesome before either, so it was a day of firsts. I begged, "Slam that cock in my cunt, Mistress."
"And who owns your cunt, fuck slave?" Chantelle questioned, after three hard deep thrusts had me near the brink of eruption.
I was completely at the whim of this woman and would agree to anything she said if it got me off and I moaned, "You doooooooo."
"You do what, you bimbo slut?" she questioned, slapping my ass.
"You do, Mistress," I corrected, actually wiggling my ass on the cock.
"And your asshole, who owns your asshole, my three hole fuck toy?" She continued, her humiliation of me relentless, her need to break me completely obvious.
I didn't want my arse touched, I had resisted many guys who wanted to fuck it, but at the moment it was just another means to an end of utter obedience. I nodded, "My virgin arse is yours, Mistress."
"Good girl," she purred, rubbing the part of my ass she had recently slapped, before pulling out of my fevered pussy.
"Noooooooo," I whined, my orgasm seemingly rejected again.
Chantelle ordered, "Laura, on all fours."
Laura immediately obeyed, as I understood there was indeed a hierarchy within their relationship.
I was now staring at her ass, with her nylon-clad legs on both sides of me.
"Pull her ass cheeks apart and lick her rosebud," Chantelle ordered.
Another demeaning task, another I-would-never-in-a-million-years-do task, yet as had become the norm of the evening, I again obeyed.
I moved up onto my knees, pulled her ass cheeks apart and stared at the tiny rosebud.
Laura purred, "Go ahead, my pet, lick my asshole."
The words sounded so strange, yet I again obeyed, leaning forward, extending my tongue and licking. It was slightly sweaty, but didn't have the appalling taste I expected. I licked it for only a few seconds before Chantelle put a harness on my head. She explained, "Laura loves getting her, what did you call it, arse fucked. So while I take your anal cherry, you will fuck hers."
I sat still until the harness was moved lower onto my mouth and I realized I now had a plastic cock poking straight out of my face. The surreal evening just continued to get more surreal, like I was living the longest, strangest dream of my life.



"Move up until your cock is at her rosebud, ass fuck whore," Chantelle ordered, after she put what was likely lube on my cock.
I obeyed, kind of intrigued by the strange contraption.
Laura moaned as my cock head touched her ass. "Oh yes, fill my ass with your cock."
Wanting to oblige, I began moving my face forward and watching in awe as I slowly moved closer to her ass and my cock disappeared between her white cheeks.
"Oh yessss, fill my asshole completely," Laura moaned loudly until my face was pressed against her ass.
Chantelle said, "They say a picture is worth a thousand words. If that is true, what is a video worth?"
My body tensed at the idea of being filmed again, yet I really no longer had a say; I just had to hope that once this crazy evening of sexual debauchery was done I could rationalize with these two women.
I fucked her asshole with my face for a minute to two, finally getting into a rhythm of sorts and beginning to really enjoy what I was doing, when I again felt hands on my hips. I kept fucking Laura's ass, even as warm liquid was poured between my ass cheeks.
"Now my arse slut, this is going to burn at first, but I'm using a small cock to get you prepared for much bigger ones," she explained, as if she was doing me a favour. "But I suggest you just keep fucking Laura's ass and concentrate on being the pleasure pet you now are."
Although it was impossible not to feel the cockhead poking at my anal entrance, I did try to focus on fucking Laura, which I was enjoying immensely. Hearing her moan because of me turned me on and if she liked it in the ass, which clearly she did, how bad could it be?
Just as I was asking that rhetorical question, I felt the first burn as the fake cock broke past my tight rosebud. I whimpered into the toy on my face while trying to keep the same pace of fucking.
"Just relax, arse slut," she suggested, rubbing my back gently while slowly sodomizing me...a strange contradiction of sensations.
It was impossible to relax, but Laura helped as she began bouncing her ass back on my face, making me focus on something other than the burn in my arse.
The burn continued, but I was surprised to hear, "All in, apparently your ass was made to be filled."
Like previous comments, her suggestion was utterly ludicrous, yet my arse was definitely filled nonetheless.
"Now my pet, you are going to be a live rocking fuck horse," Chantelle continued. "You will move forward and fill Laura's ass and then bounce back and fuck yourself."
Although awkward and painful at first, I obeyed, moving back and forth between fucking Laura's arse and then fucking my own arse. After a couple of minutes, I began to get into a constant rhythm and miraculously the pain dissipated and was slowly replaced by an odd pleasure.
"That's it you ass fuck toy," Chantelle said, "you have indeed found your calling."
I ignored her words, instead focusing completely on staying in rhythm, beginning to really enjoy both fucking and being fucked at the same time.
Suddenly Laura screamed, "Fuuuuuuuuck," and collapsed forward, apparently coming from getting arse fucked.
Although the pain was all but gone and a pleasure had emerged, it was a teasing pleasure, creating sensations, but not enough to get me off...my pussy was still on fire and pleading to be allowed to come.
I continued fucking my ass, enjoying it and yet getting more and more frustrated by my inability to have an orgasm.
Laura suddenly crawled under me and began licking my cunt and instantly the pleasure exponentially intensified.
Chantelle reached over and pulled the harness off my head and asked, "Enjoying yourself, my pet?"
"Yessssss, Mistressssss," I whimpered, the orgasm that had been bubbling just below the surface suddenly boiling again.
"So you want to come?" She asked, as I continued bouncing back on the cock in my arse harder now, wanting to feel it buried deep in me, as Laura hungrily lapped my cunt.
"Sooooo bad," I moaned, knowing I was close.
"Laura stop," Chantelle ordered, while grabbing my hips and holding me in place with the strap-on buried deep in my ass.
"Nooooooo, please Mistress, I need to come so badddddd," I whined, knowing I sounded desperate and pathetic.
"I promise you the most intense orgasm of your life, Dione," she said, she hadn't used my real name the whole time we were there, and it was a sudden reminder of who I really was.
I was a strong, young, independent woman; I was a rising star in the corporate banking world; no way was I a sexual plaything for two rich older women.
I was about to say as much when simultaneously, wordlessly, both Chantelle with her cock and Laura with her tongue resumed pleasuring me.
Instantly my hard resolve disappeared and my bimbo slut mindset returned. "Oh God, yesssss," I screamed, "double fuck your slut!"
"Mmmmmm," Chantelle purred, "that is a great idea. Laura go put big Jerome on."
Laura slithered out from underneath me, my orgasm apparently again on standby, as she went to the closet.
Chantelle said, "I lost my train of thought. I was promising you the best orgasm of your life, wasn't I?"
"Yesssss," I nodded, the promise tempting me to the bent, to vaguely quote Hamlet. Was I going crazy? I was definitely out of my comfort zone...out of character. And yet, there was no denying the cold hard truth that tonight was the most amazing night of my life.
"All you have to do is one thing," she said, giving me three hard quick strokes.
"Any...thinggggg," I replied, the words extreme, but true at the moment.
"Excellent word choice," she approved, as I watched Laura put on a massive black cock that was definitely way longer and thicker than anything I had ever experienced before. "So you accept the invitation to be our live-in pet?"
"Is there an option two?" I questioned.
"Leave now and forget your coming of age, your sexual awakening, your meaning for life, as if it never happened," Chantelle offered.
So I was at Robert Frost's critical moment where two roads diverged. The safe road had me continuing my career and likely being lonely or meeting a man who was adequate but fit the social norms of high end society: or, the risky road, black as night with the unknown and yet with rewards seemingly unlike anything I had, or ever would otherwise, experience.
She continued, "All the stress of your job, gone; all the pressure of your career and financial stability, gone; all the frustration of meeting false friends and trying to fit in, gone; your mind, body and soul would become ours, and in return we would give you everything you ever wanted, everything you ever fantasized and a million other things your mind hasn't even begun to fathom."
In my intoxicated, aroused state, her offer sounded amazing and as I watched Laura move to the bed and lie down in front of me, I knew at this moment that giving myself to these two women was all I wanted to do.
"Go ahead, Dione, our pet, our slut, our slave, straddle Laura's cock, fill that fuck box of yours and officially declare your life as Dione over and allow your new life as DeeDee, twenty-four hour, seven days a week, submissive sex pet, to begin.
My head was spinning with indecision, my cunt was dripping with desperate desire and my arse was screaming to be pounded again...absurd but true.
The decision should have been easy, get up and leave, but my mind wasn't in control of me anymore, at least not the academic mind that had made almost every decision in my life up to this moment; no, my body was making this decision, as well as a part of my mind I didn't know existed, as I didn't speak, but instead straddled Laura's huge ten inch cock and impaled myself.
"Fuuuuuuuuuck," I screamed, definitely waking up the people the floor below us as my pussy, no my cunt, was widened and filled unlike anything I'd ever felt before.
I began bouncing on the cock, taking even more in my hole, my orgasm again building.
"Say it, DeeDee," 'Chantelle demanded, as she held me in place, the massive cock buried deep inside me, pushing my body forward.
"I'm your live-in, pet," I declared without hesitation.
"And your new job is serving us," she clarified, as her plastic cock, which now seemed wider slid into my arse, creating a new pleasurable burn.
"Yes, I'm your slave," I weakly agreed, as the cock in my ass filled me.
"This is the medium ass cock," Chantelle informed me, even though I couldn't fathom anything bigger ever fitting in me...I felt so fucking full.
"Please fuck your pet in her cunt and arse," I begged, wanting to come, needing to come, pleasure all that mattered.
"What is your name?" She asked.
"Deedee, bimbo, slut, pet, slave, cunt licking tart, whore, submissive bitch," I listed, wanting to please her, wanting to be all those things to her.
"Now," Chantelle declared, and as she began fucking my arse hard, Laura simultaneously bucked up creating sensations I didn't know existed.
Instantly my orgasm built as I said more swears in thirty seconds than I had all my life. "Oh God, oh God, oh God, fuck my cunt, my arse, fucking shiiiit, fuck, make me your slut, fuck, fuck, oh God, fuck, sooo good, close, close, harder, fucking bloody hell, fuuuuuuuuuuuuuck!"
In just a few hard strokes, thirty seconds maximum, my orgasm erupted through me with a euphoria and intensity hundreds of times greater than any boyfriend had ever given me.
I collapse forward on top of Laura who declared, "She's never had multiple orgasms."
"Well, let's rectify that," Chantelle declared as she kept pounding my arse throughout my orgasm, making it seem like it would never end, pulsation after pulsation coursing through my very being.
"Tooooo good," I whimpered, as the pleasure was so intense I thought I may pass out.
Suddenly, Chantelle pulled out, flipped me onto my back and I watched as Laura quickly moved between my still trembling legs and buried her face in my cunt.
Chantelle explained, "Although Laura is great at many, many things, no one eats cunt like she does."
I moaned as she licked me, but warned, "I can't come twice."
"I guarantee you can," Chantelle said, as she took off the strap-on cock.
"I've tried so many times," I moaned, "and I get so close, but never get off."
"Laura has a magical tongue," Chantelle said, before putting the cock that was just in my ass in my mouth.
It was just another humiliating task, in a humiliating, yet life changing, evening.
As she slowly fucked my face with the plastic cock, Laura slowly lapped my cunt. It felt amazing, yet I knew it was all for nothing.
After a couple of minutes, Chantelle pulled the cock out, tossed it on the floor and straddled my face.
As expected, I began licking, already getting frustrated with how good Laura's tongue felt, knowing the orgasm that was building on top of my first one was just a tease.
I hungrily lapped Chantelle's pussy, her taste still as exotic and tantalizing as the first time, when I suddenly felt two fingers slide inside me, enhancing the pleasure.
"Ready for the impossible to be made possible?" Chantelle asked.
"God, yesssss," I moaned, between licks, but I didn't believe it was possible, even though my orgasm seemed to be on the brink of eruption.
"Do it, honey," Chantelle moaned.
Suddenly I felt her tapping her fingers on what must have been my never before discovered g-spot, while she simultaneously flicked her tongue on my clit. Instantly, the invisible damn of denial broke and my second orgasm cascaded through me.
"Yesssssssssss," I screamed, as my second orgasm hit me as hard as my first.
Chantelle lowered her cunt and began grinding on my face and I eagerly licked while my body twitched non-stop with utter euphoria...I had reached sexual utopia.
Laura kept tapping my g-spot, kept flicking my clit and even as my second orgasm kept pulsing through me I felt another tremoring below the surface.
'I couldn't have three' I thought to myself as I struggled to pleasure the pussy almost suffocating me.
Soon my face was coated with Chantelle's pussy juice as she came all over my face for a second time this crazy evening. In this position it was like getting a bucket of water poured on my face, although this was way more satisfying to the taste buds.
As Laura kept pleasuring me, Chantelle got off me, pulled open the night stand, pulled out a long wand of some sort, turned it on and moved it between my legs.
"Oh Godddddddddddd," I again screamed, as the intense vibrations stimulated my clit extremely and another orgasm began to rise quickly.
"It's a magic wand. Mixed with Laura's magic fingers, we can have you coming again and again and again," Chantelle explained.
"Yes, fuck, Mistress, sooooo intense," I moaned.
"Come again, my pet," she ordered, pushing the vibrating wand harder onto my clit.
"As you commaaaaaaaaand," I screamed, as my third orgasm hit me.
Incredibly, over the next few minutes the orgasms came again and again until I lost count, got light headed and passed out.
.....
Ever wake up after an incredibly vivid and realistic dream? I woke up feeling incredibly refreshed after what felt like the best sleep ever.
I opened my eyes and turned to look at my clock when I realized this wasn't my room; that meant it wasn't a dream.
I sat up and looked around as reality hit me like the coldest shower ever.
Last night happened.
Fuck!
As I look around, I realized that I was on the floor.
Fuck!
I also realized that I was still naked, except for the thigh highs.
Fuck!
I also realized I had something on my neck. As I reached up and felt it, I realized I had a collar on.
Fuck!
Shame burned through me as every aspect of last evening came flooding back...all the naughty, out of character things, I'd done...all the promises I made.
Fuck!
Fuck!
Fuck!
I didn't know what to do. I stood up and looked around for my clothes, but didn't see them anywhere.
Fuck!
Suddenly, I heard Chantelle's voice. "Pets don't walk on two legs."
I turned around and looked at her. She was dressed in a very professional business suit, her hair back in a ponytail and wearing glasses. I just began to speak when I was cut off by her. "I think...."
"I do your thinking now," she firmly said. "Now get on all fours."
I stood paralyzed with indecision as I watched her go to the dresser, grab something black and walk to me.
"I see you're going to need some work," she sighed, as she clamped a leash to my collar and tugged down hard.
I fell to my knees, my head spinning.
"On all fours, slave," she ordered.
"What time is it?" I asked, "I need to get to work." Although that wasn't true, as I was beginning a four day weekend.
"Now you're lying to your Mistress?" She questioned. "I'm very disappointed. Last night you were very, very compliant."
"I was drunk," I pointed out.
"Drunk with lust," she corrected.
"That was a onetime thing," I declared, although still not standing up.
"Deedee, we can do this two ways," she sighed dramatically.
A vague memory of being renamed popped into my head. "Please, Chantelle," I pleaded.
Chantelle lifted up her skirt, revealing she was sans panties and wearing thigh highs. She challenged, as she moved her cunt into my face and held the back of my head, "If you can last two minutes and not lick my cunt at all, I'll let you go. But if you do, and we both know you will, we will have no more of this silly behaviour."
Her pussy lips were touching my lips. Her scent was strong, and intoxicating, instantly making my head light. I knew I had to resist, my life and career depended on it. I closed my eyes and tried to think of something else, but visions of last night popped into my head: eating pussy, getting sodomized, getting double penetrated and multiple orgasms played like a very bad porn movie.
I felt my pussy getting wet against my will and I wondered if it was almost two minutes yet.
As if on cue, she announced, "Thirty seconds done."
Only thirty seconds?
Fuck!
My mouth was watering and as she began to grind her pussy on my face, her wetness landing on my lips, the temptation growing with each second.
She continued speaking, "Just lick, my pet and become what you were born to be."
Her words were preposterous and yet a longing to just let go was undeniably growing inside me.
'Stop! Stop thinking like that', I scolded myself.
"One lick and you can have this delicacy every day; you can have multiple orgasms every day; you can be the pussy pleasing pet you and I both know you are," she continued.
God, I wanted to taste her so bad; but just one lick, one taste, and I was no longer in control of my fate.
"A minute," she announced, "I'm very impressed. Maybe you don't want to taste my cunt again."
Half way there. Half way to having my life back. Half way from resisting the greatest temptation of my life.
"Laura will be very disappointed," Chantelle continued. "She chose you. Out of all the pretty girls the past three years, she chose you."
Oddly, hearing her mention Laura, the good Mistress in the good Mistress, bad Mistress system they seemed to have, pushed the temptation.
"Lick, my pet, my slave, my cunt licker," she began listing, each derogatory name somehow sending sparks of pleasure to my suddenly burning pussy.
"Rug muncher, pussy pleasure, arse fucker," she continued, while grinding her cunt up and down my face.
Fuck! I wasn't going to make it. I wanted to taste her; I needed to taste her; I had to submit.
"Even if you don't submit, I'm going to get one more orgasm from you, my pettttt," she moaned.
She was close to coming, so close to coating my face with her sweet cunt cum that without even thinking about it, I extended my tongue and licked.
As soon as her exotic taste reached my taste buds I knew my body had made the right decision even as I scolded myself for my weakness.
"Goooood pet," she moaned, as I lapped away like a dog.
I couldn't imagine not doing this again, even though I knew it was morally wrong. I should have been able to last two minutes, a hundred and twenty seconds, yet now time stood still as I eagerly lapped pussy perfection.
"Here it comes, my loyal pet," she moaned, a couple of minutes later.
My face was again coated with pussy cum, and I again lapped it up like it was the best wine.
"Oh yesssss, lick up all your Mistress's cunt cum, you dirty fucking disobedient cunt munching whore," she humiliated.
My hand went to my burning cunt and I began rubbing myself before I was roughly tugged to the floor.
"Pets only get to come when given permission," she scolded, before she dropped her skirt back down and tugged the chain. "Crawl, Deedee."
"Yes, Mistress Chantelle," I replied, not mortified by my situation, but feeling guilt for getting on her bad side.
She walked to her drawer pulled something out and walked to me. "To complete the pet look," she began, as she bent down and shoved, what I would learn, was a dildo tail in my ass.
"Shiiiiiiit," I screamed, a burn coursing through my ass as it was roughly filled.
"Follow me, my pet," she ordered.
I followed her out of the bedroom, to the kitchen where a plate with bacon and eggs lay on the floor. Adjacent to the wall was a plastic cock.
She led me to the plate and said, "Eat."
"Thank you, Mistress," I absurdly replied.
Thankfully, there was a fork and knife. I ate for a few minutes before Laura walked in and greeted, "Good afternoon, sleepy head."
"It's afternoon?" I questioned. 'How long was I out for?' I thought to myself.
"Yes, Chantelle has already been to work and is having all your things brought over here."
"She was?" I asked, in complete awe of everything.
Chantelle laughed, "For such a smart girl, you can be rather dense sometimes."



"I'm sorry, Mistress," I absurdly apologized for being insulted.
Laura asked, "Who is the CEO of your bank?"
My eyes went big as revelation hit like a ton of bricks. I had never met her, she had supposedly been overseas since I began work, but I did know her name...Chantelle Burton.
Chantelle laughed, "You were definitely a good hire."
I was speechless.
"I am already having all your things from the apartment the bank is paying for brought here," Chantelle informed me.
"You really want me to live here?" I asked, although the question was obviously rhetorical.
"Of course," she nodded, "although after doing some more research about you today, I definitely plan to let you keep working."
"Really?" I asked, excited that at least part of the old me would still exist.
"From home," she finished, extinguishing the hope as quickly as she had built it up.
"I'll set you up with an office and everything," she continued.
"Thank you, Mistress," I again absurdly said.
"You're welcome," she smiled down at me. "I look after my pets like I do a child. I reward good behaviour and I punish bad behaviour."
I just sat there unsure what to say.
"Now for your punishment for your bad behaviour this morning, you will fuck yourself with that suction wall cock for one hour," she ordered.
I nodded, "Yes, Mistress," as I awkwardly got on all fours and backed up onto the six inch cock thinking this wasn't really much of a punishment, my cunt burning for attention anyway.
I began fucking myself while Laura and Chantelle talked about a gathering they were hosting here on Saturday.
I fucked myself slowly, so I could hear the conversation, and learned that apparently they were having a sex toy party with a few good friends.
Suddenly, the elevator opened and I froze.
"What was so urgent I had to come over here now?" said a woman's voice I instantly recognized before I even saw her.
I imagine I went as pale as a ghost as Chantelle ordered, "Keep fucking yourself, my disobedient pet."
"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, resuming fucking myself...mortified again.
"Come into the kitchen, honey," Chantelle called.
My mouth dropped open as Becky walked into the kitchen, saw me on the floor and laughed, "No fucking way."
"We finally found our pet," Chantelle explained, bending down and patting my head. "and we have you and Amber to thank, apparently."
Becky laughed, "We were just trying to embarrass the prude...open her up, which apparently you did."
"She is moving in, aren't you, pet Deedee?" Chantelle asked.
"Yes, Mistress," I admitted, not looking up.
Becky roared, as she walked over to me and ordered, "Come and get a snack, bitch."
I moved up, the cock slipping out of me, moved under her skirt, pulled down her panties and began licking...my cheeks burning with shame even as my taste buds bubbled with flavour.
As I licked, Becky said, "The girls are going to love this."
I gasped into Becky's pussy as I realized the humiliation that likely lie ahead. Life as I knew it was over and yet, as I continued licking the bitch's delicious cunt, I realized I wouldn't have it any other way.
Chantelle said, making clear all that did lie ahead for me, "This weekend she is ours, but next weekend Laura and I are going to Switzerland. You can bring the girls here and pet sit."
Fuck!
The End
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Brief Summary of Part 1: BITCH SISTER
Although you don't have to read part one to read this part, I would recommend it. That said, here is a brief summary of part one:
Brandon was fired from his job due to the failure of a mind control drug he had developed that had major side effects. Humiliated, he moved back home where he perfected the drug and planned to use it to get revenge on the CEO bitch who fired him. But unsure of the side effects, he decided to test it on his bitch sister, who became his personal fuck toy.
Thanks to: Robert, Wayne and goamz86 for editing.
A reminder of how the Drug Itself works when sprayed at a person:
Changed the moral fibre of a person...in reality, it shifted the decision making of the individual to the low standards they had while drunk...but with even more psychological manipulation:
-the person couldn't lie (like in that Jim Carrey movie 'Liar Liar')
-the person's body would feel the need to obey, even though their conscious mind would argue against such obedience
-the person's sexual libido would increase substantially,
-the individual would feel constricted by the clothes they were wearing, and want to be naked
-he had also played with the formula to create what he believed would be potentially permanent impacts on the person affected (the original drug only lasted an hour). This was the one thing he was still very unsure of: it could last a few hours, days, weeks or maybe forever.
*****
Revenge of the Nerd: Cheerleader Threesome
All day, Brandon was giddy with excitement. The drug had worked exactly as planned, with no unexpected side effects or immediate impact. That said, there was no way to know if Carrie, his sister, was experiencing having any side effects at school. He had made her addicted to cum on a whim and wondered how that would register in her psyche.
Brandon also was excited by the idea of being able to add to his new harem when Carrie brought her friend and fellow cheerleader, Becky, home after school.
Although he hadn't created a vaccine, nor did he plan to at the moment, he had created an immunity shot. He also injected himself with it just in case the drug got in other's hands and he was sprayed. It was a defence that would block the drug from getting to the nervous system, acting like birth control pills when preventing a pregnancy.
The video camera was ready to go, but when Carrie returned home she was surprisingly alone. She stomped into the house and snapped, "Brandon, what the fuck have you done to me?"
Brandon was surprised by the angry reaction, but assumed, happily, that the drug must still be working. He got up from the couch and asked in the same smug confidence as this morning, "I think I already explained that."
"Damn it, I need cum so bad, you bastard," she announced with venom as she stomped to her brother, glaring at him the whole time, dropped to her knees and fished out his cock. She took his semi-erect cock in her mouth and began sucking as if her life depended on it. He instantly realized his order to make her crave cum was definitely having an impact.
Brandon was surprised by the aggressive act and realized he needed to be less flippant with life-altering orders in the future. He also wondered how long she had been craving cum. As she bobbed hungrily, another curiosity popped into his head: could he alter earlier suggestions, or had he made her a cum craving slut forever? He could keep it that way for sure, and definitely planned to get his revenge on Sarah Lodge with such everlasting impact, but his sister...he wasn't so sure any longer...although a live-in cum addicted slut would definitely have its benefits.
Of course, after a couple of minutes of deep-throat sloppy cocksucking, Brandon was shooting his load in her mouth and satisfying her need for cum.
Once his deposit was complete, she stood up, the anger back in her eyes, "That's the fourth load I've sucked today."
"Really?" Brandon asked, curious.
"Really!" She snapped. "You've made me addicted to cum. After about an hour it's all I can think about."
"Mike must be happy," Brandon quipped, for some reason enjoying her plight...revenge for years of being treated like crap by her, although he was going to try and rectify the addiction...eventually.
"Mike wasn't around after lunch so I ended up sucking some nerd I can't even name on the promise he wouldn't tell anyone," she continued, clearly ready to kill me.
"Well, the nerd is probably a better guy than Mike anyway," the amused brother shrugged, flippantly.
"Fucking fix it," she roared.
"Where is Becky?" Brandon asked.
"She will be here in half an hour, she had detention," she answered. "Now fix it before she gets here."
"I'm gonna be honest, I'm not sure I can fix it," he admitted, actually curious how powerful the drug was.
"Well, fucking try!" she snapped, still furious.
"Cluck like a duck," Brandon ordered, wanting to remind her who was in charge.
"What the...cluck-cluck-cluck," she began, while moving her arms.
He chuckled, "You may stop."
Her anger softening slightly, she shifted to pleading, "Please, Brandon. I can't take this any longer."
"Be a nice sister and do as you're told without the anger and pretentiousness and I'll attempt to at least end the cum cravings," he offered.
"Can't you take it all away?" she asked.
"I don't think so, I think you'll always obey whatever anyone tells you," he admitted with a shrug, "but you're the guinea pig, so who knows for sure."
"I can't believe you did this to me," she said, still angry, but not yelling anymore.
"Truthfully, you did this to yourself," he pointed out, "if you weren't such a bitch I wouldn't have tested it first on you."
"Whatever," she shrugged, still not able to just be nice.
"Go get a cucumber from the fridge and fuck yourself," he ordered, going to continue to make her do slutty things until she accepted her position and became a nicer person.
"Brandon, please, stop this," she protested, again, even as she walked to the kitchen. "I'm not some bimbo slut. I demand that you give me an order not to do this."
"Okay," he agreed, adding to the task, and wondering if she would ever learn, "finger your ass while fucking your cunt with a cucumber."
"You fucking bastard," she accused from the kitchen, as he heard the fridge open. "Please don't make me do this, I'm your sister. This is so sick and twisted and illegal. And if I ever figure out how to end this I'm going tooooooo, fuck it's cold, end you."
Brandon walked in the kitchen and saw his bitch sister, the fridge still open, fucking her cunt with a cucumber while also trying to finger her ass. It was both hot and hilarious and he pulled out his phone. "Tell the cucumber how much you love it," he ordered, as he began filming.
She glared at her brother, but obeyed like she had to, "Oh yes, cucumber, I love you so much. You're such a good fuck toy, filling my cunt so nicely."
"Is your new best friend bigger than Mike?" Brandon questioned.
"So much bigger," she moaned, clearly getting off from the makeshift vegetable fuck toy.
"So who's in charge?" He asked.
"You are, dammit," she admitted frustratingly, even as she was apparently getting close to orgasm.
"Do you want to come?" Brandon questioned, even though he knew the answer.
"Yesss, dammit," she again admitted, clearly mortified by her inability to resist the pleasure she was giving herself.
"Each derogatory name gets you hotter and hotter," he began, "but you can only come when I call you a bimbo sister slave."
"Okaaaaaaay," she moaned, clearly close to reaching orgasm.
"Come my sister slut, my dirty whore, my cum slut bitch," he listed, greatly amused. Each one making her twitch and moan, but not allowing her to cum.
"Please call me a bimbo sister slave," she begged, as she furiously fucked herself with the cucumber, while half her finger also filled her asshole.
"You want to be my bimbo?" Brandon asked.
"Yes, your bimbo sister slave," she repeated, as if her words could allow her to reach orgasm.
"My bimbo sister slut," he teased, only saying two of the three words.
"Damn yooooou," she whined, her breathing getting erratic, her desire to come overriding everything else.
"Just remember who is in charge, bimbo sister slave," he finally gave in, noticing she was barely able to stand up.
"Fuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuck," she screamed, as the long rejected orgasm finally cascaded through her.
Brandon filmed the entire thing, immensely enjoying watching his sister's utterly humiliating submission, even as he pondered his real objective...the complete humiliation of Sarah Lodge. Based on just one small dose, his sister was a complete submissive, obedient slut, albeit with her strong-willed personality and attitude still very much alive. He liked that; he liked the idea that Sarah would know and understand exactly what was happening to her, hate it completely, and yet be unable to prevent herself from obeying.
Suddenly, he was brought back to reality when the doorbell rang.
"You may put your new toy away," he ordered, "while I get the door." He originally wasn't going to spray Becky, just see if he could get his sister to convince her to have a lesbian twosome, which would turn into a threesome, but he decided he wanted to test the drug on another person and see if the results were the same.
"No, I'll get it," Carrie said, pulling the cucumber out of her cunt.
"Clean your cum off the cucumber first, my slut," Brandon ordered, before adding, "then put it back in the fridge and wait for me in your bedroom."
"Damn you," she cursed, frustrated that she couldn't disobey him, "don't you spray her too," before she began licking the cucumber and retrieving her own pussy juice.
"Actually, take the cucumber upstairs and resume fucking yourself," he ordered, "you clearly still do not understand the concept of obedience."
"Fuck, Brandon, I'm going to find a way out of this," she began, even as she began stomping to her bedroom.
"Fuck your ass with the cucumber," he added, shaking his head at her humorous threats.
"Please, no," she begged, but her voice was fading as the doorbell rang a second time.
He went to the door and opened it. He smiled at the fact that Becky was still in her cheerleading outfit. Being a nerd in high school who was completely ignored by the cheerleaders and popular girls, his fantasy was to make one his slut...which he was about to do now.
She gave him her usual look of disdain and asked, "Is your sister home?"
"Yes," Brandon nodded, "come on in."
She was walking by him when he sprayed her directly in the face.
"What the hell was that?" She snapped.
"A mind control spray," he answered rather nonchalantly.
"A what?" She questioned, hearing the words, but not processing them.
"You're quite the bitch aren't you?" He accused, smiling smugly, ignoring answering her question.
"Says the loser who still lives at home," she shot back, surprised by his words. He was usually so meek and usually was drooling over her like some love sick puppy.
"Give me your panties," he ordered.
"Excuse me?" she questioned, stunned by the gall of the nerd.
"It was only three words, were they actually all that confusing?" He asked, even as he watched her tug her panties down.
"What the hell?" She said, feeling she must comply with his ridiculous demand. Taking them off, she handed them to the pathetic nerd.
"Do you like sucking cock?" He asked.
"Not really," she answered, doing it because it was what was expected by her college boyfriend and it usually got her what she wanted. Realizing she had answered his question, she then added, not remotely trying to hide her complete disgust at him, "Not that you would ever have a clue about what getting head feels like."
"Knees, bitch," he ordered, hating her pretentious I'm-better-than-you-because-I'm-pretty attitude.
"Not in a million yearrrrrrs," she scoffed, even as she dropped to her knees. "What the fuck?" She questioned, as she obeyed the nerd's order.
"Mind...control...spray," he said, purposely slowly, mocking her.
"You can't be serious," she said, trying to stand up, but her body wouldn't move from her submissive position.
"You will obey any order given to you by any person for the rest of your life," he explained.
"Fuck you," she snapped, his words pissing her off, even as they scared her.
"That's part of the plan," he nodded.
"Never," she defiantly replied, even though she was beginning to realize she was in a bit of a predicament.
"Give me the best blow job you possibly can," he ordered, as he pulled his cock out from his pants.
'Holy shit,' she thought to herself, 'the nerd has a huge cock'. Yet, there was no way she was sucking her best friend's loser brother's dick, no matter how big it was. Yet, even as she thought it, she felt her body lean forward and take it in her lips.
"Good slut," he groaned, as she began bobbing.
'Why can't I stop obeying him?' she pondered, as she bobbed back and forth, anger boiling inside her. How long did this drug last?
He added to her conditioning, this time just a temporary order, knowing word choice was crucial, "Each forward bob while sucking my cock gets you hornier and hornier."
'That's fucking ridiculous,' she thought to herself as she continued slowly sucking his cock. Yet, after a couple more bobs she could feel her pussy getting excited. 'Shit,' she thought to herself, realizing just how powerful this drug was.
He continued, "Be a good, obedient slut and I won't add lifelong instructions to your condition, unlike I have to Carrie."
Her eyes went wide for two reasons. One, the term 'lifelong' terrified her. Not having control of her body and maybe even her mind was utterly terrifying. Two, what had he done to Carrie? Even as her brain considered her predicament, her body was getting more and more excited. Out of the blue, she thought to herself, 'Fuck, this cock would feel good in me.' Just as quickly, she scolded herself for thinking something so disgusting.
Brandon asked, pulling his cock out of her mouth, "Do you swallow?"
"Sometimes," she answered, knowing she had to. Before he could say anything else, she pleaded, "Please, don't do this to me."
Ignoring her pleas, he asked, "Do you let your college boyfriend shoot his load all over your face?"
"No," she shook her head, the idea completely disgusting.
"But you will let me coat your face with my cum?" He asked.
She paused. She understood that he could just make her say it; she also understood that he was likely not bluffing with the whole life-long threat. So, even though it disgusted her, the idea completely vile, especially coming from this nerd, she answered, "Yes, you can coat my face with your cum."
"You're a lot quicker learner than my bimbo sister," he nodded, approvingly.
She was curious as hell what he had done to her, but knew that the best way out of this situation was just to give him what he wanted...and she was good at giving guys what they wanted anyway...this wasn't anything new...just a means to an end. So, figuring the quicker she got him off, the quicker this may be over, she leaned forward and began sucking again, this time at a much faster pace.
He groaned, "Apparently, my new cheerleading slut wants to get off."
That was not the original plan, but as she sucked him, she could feel her own orgasm rising. It usually took forever for Becky to get off. She had never reached orgasm from fucking, only from oral, and only once...at cheerleading camp when the older coach got her off one evening. Her only other orgasms came from her fingers. Yet, she sensed a different pleasure as she sucked him, one much more intense in its build up than any previous sexual experience, with a person or solo.
"You will reach orgasm the minute your pretty face is coated with cum," Brandon announced, after a couple minutes of eager dick sucking from the cheerleader. Her moans were increasing the longer she sucked and she was now taking over six inches in her mouth with slobbery excitement.
'Fuck, I need to come so bad,' she thought to herself as she hungrily sucked his cock. Hearing his last words, she doubled her efforts to get him off; the idea of a facial no longer disgusting, but exciting.
"It will be the most intense orgasm you have ever had," he added, being sure to keep the additions to the moment at hand.
'Fuck, I'm going to come,' she moaned, no longer caring about whose dick was in her mouth, but only on the promise at hand.
Ready to erupt, he pulled out and instantly sprayed his load all over her face.
She closed her mouth just as the first spray of sticky, surprisingly warm, cum splattered her face. Instantly, the orgasm that had been boiling just underneath the surface erupted like a ten on the Richter Scale and she screamed, "Fuuuuuuuuuuuuuck."
Brandon smiled, his phone slyly filming her submission as the second, third and fourth rope of cum rocketed out of his cock and onto the cheerleader's beautiful face.
The orgasm was as promised as it caused tremble after tremble, coursing through her entire being. More cum landed on her face and some in her mouth as she had opened it to scream.
Upstairs, a frustrated, angry, and horny Carrie heard her best friend scream, and was crestfallen at the assumption she too had been conditioned. Her ass also burned, the thick cucumber unnaturally widening her virgin ass. Suddenly the well-used cucumber broke in half. Looking down mortified, she couldn't see half the cucumber, but could feel it lodged in her ass. She screamed, "Brandon, get up here right now."
Even as her orgasm kept rumbling through her, Becky asked, "Carrie is herrrre?"
"She's upstairs being punished for her disobedience," he explained.
"Ohhhh," was all she could muster as she focused on the pleasure she was still enjoying.
Brandon, phone now directly in front of her, ordered, "Smile for the camera."
She looked up and saw his phone. She begged, "Please, don't," not wanting him to have evidence of her humiliating, yet satisfying, experience.
"Just do as you're told," he demanded.
Knowing she had no choice, she looked into the phone, her face coated with cum, and smiled.
As he took picture after picture, he praised her. "Good girl."
The condescending words pissed her off, yet she hid that anger as she instead played along, "Thank you."
"For what?" He asked, surprised by her words.
She admitted the truth, but mostly to pacify him, understanding petting his ego was likely the best way to avoid being disciplined or turned into a life-long something or other, "I've never had such a powerful orgasm."
"I could make every orgasm feel like that," he nodded, before adding, "if you continue being a good girl."
"I will," she nodded, playing him like she had so many other guys before with her seductive voice, sultry looks and sexual allure.
"Get up here, Brandon," Carrie yelled, both pissed off and annoyed.
"We should go check on princess bitch," Brandon said, looking forward to witnessing his first girl-on-girl act soon.
"What did you do to her?" Becky asked, curious.
"Quite a lot," Brandon answered, "she is not a quick learner."
"She's very stubborn," Becky added. Although Carrie was her best friend, it always annoyed her that Carrie thought she was always the top dog.
Brandon, noticing just the slightest hint of resentment from Becky towards his sister, asked, "Do you want me to make Carrie your personal pussy pleaser?"



"Seriously?" She asked, the offer instantly appealing. She greatly resented always being second string to Carrie.
"I can make her unable to disobey you," he explained.
"Brandon! Get up here," she screamed yet again, unknowingly adding to her mind control expectations.
"Yes or no?" Brandon asked.
"Yes," she decided immediately, a bigger plan formulating in her head. If she played nice with nerd wonder maybe she could convince him to use the drug on others she disliked.
"Cool," he nodded, "follow me."
A moment later, Brandon walked into his sister's room and erupted in laughter. "You must have really been fucking that ass of yours."
"Fucking get it out," she demanded, fire in her eyes.
Just then Becky walked in and gasped. She knew Carrie was being punished, but this was a surprise.
"Oh no," Carrie said, seeing the cum all over her best friend's face, "You fucker, you said you wouldn't do her."
"Carrie, no talking for two minutes," he ordered.
Carrie tried to talk, yet her mouth wouldn't move. 'Fuck,' she cursed to herself, yet again.
"You will never do anything to harm Becky by either attempting to give her an order or attempting to reveal her secret to anyone," he instructed.
Carrie thought to herself, 'Of course. I wouldn't anyway.'
Brandon turned to Becky and said, "She is yours, but I must insist I want to watch some girl-on-girl action."
"Oh, that you will," the conniving cheerleader smiled, as she walked to the bed and said, "From now on I'm in charge."
Carrie wanted to protest, to plead or attempt to rationalize, yet watched helplessly as her so called best friend got on the bed, straddled her face and ordered, "Lick my box."
Carrie was helpless to do anything but obey, even as her anger and shame doubled. As she began licking, she felt hands on hips.
"Are you going to fuck your sister?" Becky asked, shocked and yet turned on by the taboo act.
"She loves her big brother's cock," Brandon answered, creating an act of incest in front of another person.
"That is the hottest thing I've ever seen," Becky said, watching the incestuous act. She again wondered if she could manipulate the nerd to get a few bitches to be her pets, including her nagging bitch of a mom.
"Watching you straddle my sister is pretty hot too," Brandon countered, as he began fucking his sister.
Carrie licked her best friend's pussy while simultaneously getting fucked by her brother. She was mortified, yet undeniably equally turned on...which only frustrated her more. Also, the cucumber still lodged in her ass made for a strange completely full sensation which only added to her frustrating arousal.
"Suck my clit, slut," Becky ordered, her orgasm building quickly as she watched a brother-sister sex act.
Carrie immediately obeyed, taking the swollen clit between her lips.
"Oh yes, my new full time cunt licker, get your Mistress off," Becky demanded.
Brandon smiled at the term Mistress and added, "Carrie, Becky is your Mistress from now on as well."
'Fuck', Carrie cursed to herself, this avalanche of humiliation just wouldn't end, just as her face was coated with wetness. To her surprise, the taste was pleasant and she lapped up as much as she could even as she cursed both of them.
Becky got off and ordered, "Beg your brother to fuck your ass, my slut."
"Please, noooo, don't do this Becky, you're my best friend," Carrie pleaded.
Becky continued, shaking her head, "And now I have a best friend with benefits. You will dump Mike tonight."
"Nooo, I'm sorry for being a bitch," Carrie whined, desperate to keep some semblance of control in her life.
"And you'll ask out that nerd you blew and showcase him with you wherever you go," Brandon added.
"Noooooooo," Carrie whined, even as the pleasure from getting fucked countered her mortification.
"Who did you blow, slut?" Becky asked curiously.
"I don't know his name," Carrie admitted.
"What's he look like?" Becky questioned, loving seeing how quickly the mighty had fallen.
"He's in our English classsss," Carrie answered, her orgasm building again.
"Mitch, in the front row?" Becky asked, smiling deliciously at the possibility.
"Yesssss, that's him," Carrie nodded, ashamed and yet unable to do anything about her situation.
"Delicious," she nodded.
"You're supposed to be my friend," Carrie pointed out, angry at being betrayed even by her.
"I was never your friend," Becky harshly responded, "You were just at the top of the hierarchy, so I had to befriend you, but the hierarchy is about to change."
"You bitch!" Carrie snapped, feeling completely betrayed.
"Beg your brother to fuck your ass," Becky ordered.
"It's full of cucumber," Carrie answered, oddly suddenly thankful to have had it break off in her ass.
"Can you get it out, stud?" Becky asked, turning on her charm.
"I think so," Brandon nodded, the idea of fucking his sister's ass a major turn-on.
He pulled out and Carrie begged, "Brandon, please don't do this."
Becky interrupted and ordered, "You now crave cock in your ass."
"Nooo," Carrie whined, tears streaming down her face.
Brandon cautioned, "Be careful how you word your instructions, Becky, otherwise they will be permanent, and those are very dangerous."
Becky reworded, "You crave your brother's cock in your ass now."
"Better," Brandon nodded, although not sure how Carrie's muddled brain would take the first order. "Got it," he declared a few seconds later as he pulled the broken cucumber from his sister's ass.
"Now beg, slut," Becky ordered, reaching down and slapping Carrie's clit. She couldn't believe how much she loved this power and only wished she hadn't been sprayed herself.
Having no choice, she begged weakly, "Please, fuck my ass, big brother."
"You can do better than that," Becky scolded, "Beg for it like you've never wanted anything more in your life, but be as vulgar as hell."
Carrie glared at her former best friend, determined to find a way to make her pay, but obeyed as she had been programmed to do by the drug. "Oh big brother, slam that big fuck stick up your sister's virgin slut hole. Fill it deep so I know what it feels like to be a dirty, anal, fucking ass whore like Becky."
"You will not only dump Mike, but announce to everyone that it is because he is a small dicked faggot," Becky instructed, before adding, "can you spray him, too?"
Brandon nodded, "The drug works on both sexes equally."
"So you could turn him into a faggot?" Becky questioned.
"No, don't," Carrie pleaded.
"Too late, you dumb slut," Becky said, shaking her head. "Every act of defiance will come with a harsh consequence."
Brandon nodded, "I can make him crave cum or even be a bottom."
"God, yes, seeing that prick become addicted to prick is fucking hot," Becky nodded, her cunt getting tingly again.
Brandon, amused as hell, decided now was the time to take his sister's anal virginity. He moved his cock to her inviting back door entrance and pushed forward.
"Fuuuuuuck," Carrie screamed, as her ass was filled again.
"Are you going to be a good little obedient puppy?" Becky asked Carrie, talking to her like she was indeed a puppy.
"Yes," Carrie nodded, through gritted teeth as her ass got filled deeper than the cucumber ever went.
"Yes, what?" Becky asked.
"Yes, Mistressss," Carrie answered after a moment of thought to recall what her bitch ex best friend had expected. Yet, the pain of her brother's big cock was making her ass burn.
"You only have pleasure from a cock in your ass, Carrie," Brandon said, creating a nice subliminal order in her head.
Carrie instantly felt the pain disappear and felt a slight pleasure begin to build.
Becky said, "I can't believe you're fucking your sister's ass."
Brandon, noticing Becky trying to control the situation, decided to reclaim authority and make it clear who was really in charge, "Becky, bend over and show me that ass of yours."
Becky's face paled. "Please, not me too."
Brandon smiled, "Becky, I see through you."
"Pardon?" she asked, trying to turn the charm back on.
"You're trying to manipulate me with your looks," he said, "but understand that you are my slut too. One disobedience and I can make your life miserable."
"Baby," she said, pulling out all the stops.
Pulling out of his sister's ass, he ordered, "Both of you, on all fours, your sweet asses facing me."
Carrie, suddenly enjoying the ass fucking and also enjoying the sudden shift in Becky's plight, immediately obeyed.
Becky, realizing she was in trouble tried one more time to get out of being ass fucked, something she had done a few times, again a means to an end, but never enjoyed at all. "Please, Master, anything but my ass."
Brandon sighed, even though he liked the term 'Master', "This isn't a negotiation. Do as you're fucking told or I will make you go door to door offering your ass to every Tom, Dick and Harry."
Seeing what he had already done to Carrie, she didn't try to counter, but instead got into the position instructed, now side-by-side with Carrie.
Brandon moved behind his sister and slid his cock back into her ass. From this doggy-style position, he could really fuck as slow or fast as he wanted.
Carrie moaned when her ass was filled again, the rising pleasure immediately returning...a pleasure different from getting fucked in her pussy, but equally pleasurable.
Brandon asked, "Becky, have you ever been ass fucked?"
"Yes, Master," she answered, still trying to manipulate him with her sexy voice and submissive terms.
"A lot?" he asked.
"Define a lot," she smiled seductively.
"More than five times," Brandon clarified.
"Then yes, a lot," she nodded, thinking it had been about a couple dozen give or take. Her current college boyfriend preferred her ass to her other two holes of late.
Carrie couldn't help herself and scoffed, "And I'm the slut."
"You're taking your brother's dick in your ass," Becky countered.
"Not by choice," Carrie refuted.
"Ladies, you're both sluts and that has nothing to do with what I have done to you," Brandon clarified, as he pulled out of his sister, before adding, "I just upped the ante."
Becky saw him moving to her, felt his hands on her hips, and grimaced.
"Beg, Becky," Brandon ordered, "prove to me you are worth not turning into a complete cum slut bimbo."
Becky's eyes went wide and she immediately replied, desperate to be allowed to keep as much of herself as possible, "Oh, please Master, slam that big snake of yours in my shit hole, use me as your three hole full service cum buckettttttt." She screamed the last word as he pushed his dick into her ass. Although she had been ass fucked many times, his cock was longer and thicker than any she'd had before, which created an intense burning sensation.
Carrie wanted to say something smug, but didn't, knowing that she had no power over Becky, but conversely Becky had control over her...something she would be talking to her brother about later.
Brandon loved the power of taking an ass...it was the ultimate euphoria. He was the man, he was in charge and he could take whatever he wanted from this cheerleader bitch. It was revenge for all the years of ridicule, all the years of being ignored by pretty women.
Becky gripped the pillow, trying to deal with the pain that was only magnifying the deeper he went.
Brandon considered giving her an order to enjoy the ass fucking, but instead wanted to teach her a lesson. She wasn't going to play him.
Carrie smiled, loving watching Becky in sheer pain, the smallest amount of vindication for the humiliation she had been forced to go through so far and the additional humiliation she would apparently have to suffer in the future. Dumping Mike, dating the nerd whose name she had already forgotten again, this was all too much.
Brandon, having already come in his sister's mouth and on Becky's face was in for the long haul.
Once all in, he began fucking Becky's ass, not remotely caring if she was enjoying herself, but taking out years of public humiliation on the cheerleader...a symbol of all he resented in retrospect.
Becky, meanwhile, whimpered, the pain not going away.
"Beg to be fucked hard," Brandon ordered.
She had no choice and prayed her nasty talk would get him off quicker. "Pound my asshole, Master. Fill my rear with that massive cock of yours."
Brandon continuing slamming into her ass for a couple more minutes before pulling out and slamming into his sister.
Carrie moaned, the cock in her ass feeling so good, "Oh yes, big brother, fill my ass with your cock, it feels so good."
Becky glared at Carrie knowing the order she had been given even as her ass burned.
Brandon went back and forth for the next few minutes between both tight assholes. He smiled thinking who would have ever guessed he would one day have two cheerleader's willingly giving him their asses, willingly being a subjective descriptor.
Eventually, Becky began to slightly enjoy the ass fucking, the pain never completely going away though. Carrie, meanwhile, was close to coming almost every time he fucked her, but he always pulled out before she could.
Finally, Brandon knew he was going to come, but couldn't decide whose ass he should fill. Realizing his sister's ass would always be available to deposit a load in, he demanded, "Beg to have me fill your ass with cum, Becky."
Becky, thankful the humiliating sodomy was almost done, begged, as she smirked at Carrie, "Oh please, Master, fill my asshole with your gooey cum and then make your bitch sister retrieve it."
Carrie glared at her as her brother concurred, "That is a great idea."
A few seconds later he exploded his third load in an hour, something he had only previously done with his hand while watching online porn, in the hot cheerleader.
"Oh yes," Becky faked, "that feels sooooo good."
As soon as he pulled out, he ordered, "Carrie, you are likely beginning to crave cum again, so go ahead and retrieve your Master's cum from your Mistress's asshole."
Carrie was furious, again, but obeyed because she had no choice and, sadly, he was right, the cravings had begun.
As Carrie licked her friend's gaping asshole, Brandon watched, already thinking about going after Sarah Lodge. He ordered, as he got dressed, "Get into a sixty-nine, my sluts."
Both obeyed without any argument and were soon licking each other's cunts, both close to their own respective orgasms.
After a couple of minutes, Brandon said, as he began filming the two new lesbians, "Whoever gets the other off first doesn't have to find someone to eat out tomorrow at school."
Becky, wanting to be top dog, immediately began licking faster and fingering her former best friend.
Carrie, sick of being humiliated and wanting to see the shoe on the other foot, also began licking faster, sucking on Becky's clit.
Both cheerleader's were determined to win and Brandon filmed the whole hot stroke worthy scene. Suddenly, he heard the front door close and slyly moved away just as Becky screamed, "Dammmmmmmmmn it!"
Brandon quickly went to his room, opened his window to sneak out and smiled when he heard his mother say a minute later, "Oh my God!!"
THE END of PART 2
Coming someday:
Revenge of the Nerd: Ex-Bully's Mom
Brandon wanting to make sure the formula works similarly on adult women he tests his theory on sexy next-door neighbour MILF...and Mom of ex-bully.
Revenge of the Nerd: Humiliate Boss
Confident that the formula works as anticipated, he finalizes the plan of getting revenge with the bitch who fired him.
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Summary: Straight man is turned into a twink and drag queen.
You do not need to read the first parts to enjoy this story of a straight man who gets submerged into the drag queen world of San Francisco. (but obviously it helps). In case you are curious how this straight married man got into this predicament here is a brief summary of the first five chapters of "Cocksucker":
Chapter 1: Cocksucker
Chapter 2: Cocksucker Training
Chapter 3: Crossdressing
Chapter 4: Cum Bucket
Chapter 5: Cum Slut
Chris, a married straight man, is stuck at the airport when his flight is delayed and, while waiting at the bar, he is slyly seduced by a younger man. After submitting to him in a washroom stall, he must complete seven humiliating tasks to get his wedding ring back. Task one was to walk around with cum on his face until he got to his hotel room hundreds of miles away and go tell the women at the check in counter why he was late for his flight ("I was sucking cock in the bathroom").
Task two was to service a very gay hotel clerk and begin his training of being a cocksucker. He also gets his first blow job from a man. Disobeying an order from his Master also leads him to sucking an older man's cock.
Task three was to go and purchase lingerie at an adult store and wear it underneath his clothes at all times. This led to a visit to a glory hole and the beginning of crossdressing. He also ends up learning the older man he sucked last night is his boss's father which complicates matters greatly. He also ends up the centerpiece of a gay sex train as he takes his first three loads in his ass...including losing his anal virginity to a she-male.
Task four was to get a manicure, pedicure and full Brazilian to make him even more like a girl.
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I hope you enjoy the continuing adventures of a straight married man who not only learns he is a cocksucker, but also loves a cock in the ass and obeying every man's orders.
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Cocksucker: Drag Queen
I was awoken by someone knocking on the door. I was confused not sure where I was as the knocking continued.
Opening my eyes, I instantly remembered where I was, what I had done and what I was expected to soon do.
I groggily walked to the door and opened it. Carol walked in and snapped. "About time."
"Sorry, apparently I fell asleep," I yawned, realizing I was rather hungry. The last thing I had eaten was cum.
"Get naked,"' she ordered.
"No dinner and flowers first?" I joked.
"Now, cocksucker," she demanded firmly.
I winced at the name from such a pretty woman, her demeanour much harsher than when she was in the store.
Yet, as had become the norm since that first submissive act in the washroom at the airport, I obeyed the orders of a relative stranger.
"We are in a bit of a time crunch," she explained, all business.
"Oh, okay," I nodded, feeling very uncomfortable getting naked in front of another woman, yet knowing my next task, the fifth of seven to get my ring back, was to enter a drag queen competition. Even though I had sucked a few cocks, been fucked in the ass and cross dressed (not to mention the reality my boss now knew of my twisted submissiveness), I had never been completely naked in front of a woman other than my wife (unless you counted the she-male, which I didn't).
Once completely naked, I felt more vulnerable than when I was on my knees riding one cock while sucking another.
She looked at my small cock and smiled, before saying, "lie down on the bed."
"Why?" I asked.
"Just do it," she ordered, her tone implying she was already annoyed.
I again complied, feeling even more vulnerable.
When she joined me on the bed a moment later, she had a razor and cream.
I explained, "Master made me get a Brazilian this morning."
"I know," she nodded, "just going to make sure your cock and cunt are perfectly shaved.
I joked, "After what they did to me down there I'm pretty sure I look twelve."
"Well at least it makes your tiny dick look a bit more respectable," she said matter-of-factly.
I said nothing as she moved my flaccid cock around and inspected my balls.
She only used the razor once but warned that movement of any sort could have dire repercussions.
I understood immediately what she was implying and focused on not moving at all costs.
When done, she ordered, "Onto your stomach."
I again obeyed and she spread my ass cheeks apart. She sighed, "They never do the man-cunt."
Again hearing a pretty female call it a man-cunt was humiliating, although I should have been long past humiliation.
"Pull your ass cheeks apart," she ordered.
Although it was incredibly awkward and uncomfortable, I obeyed another ridiculous order.
And then she warned, "Hold still."
I assumed that was a brilliant piece of advice and held my ass cheeks apart as she shaved the crevice of my ass.
It was only a couple of minutes but it felt like an eternity for two reasons:
1. The position was awkward and I was nervous I was going to lose grip of my ass cheeks.
2. My dick had hardened and was in an incredibly awkward and slightly painful position.
"Done," she declared, getting off the bed.
I remained docile, my ass cheeks spread wide still, as I waited for further instructions.
"Roll back over," she ordered.
I was thankful to change positions, but nervous to reveal my hard-on.
When I did return to my back, she laughed, "Getting your man-cunt shaved got you hard...fucking priceless."
Shame continued to course through me, even though I'm not sure why after all I had done the past few days.
I didn't speak as there was nothing to say to that.
She ordered, after going to her bag, "Move your body down so your feet are dangling slightly at the edge of the bed."
I again obeyed and watched as she knelt down and began painting my toenails bright red.
I wordlessly watched as my toenails got feminized.
Once she was done, she ordered, "Sit up."
I did and she replicated painting my nails, this time my fingernails, in the same fire engine red.
She had done three fingers when suddenly there was a knock at the door.
"Stay," she ordered, as if I was a dog, even as I wondered who could possibly be knocking at the door.
She walked to the door, opened it and greeted, "Hi, Flame."
"Hi, sexy," a feminine voice purred.
"Just in time," Carol replied.
A second later, another woman walked in with a big bag and said, looking at me, "Oh, isn't she cute."
I noticed the pronoun choice and awkwardly greeted, "Hi, Flame."
"Oh my, you're soooooo cute," Flame purred.
I didn't say anything as I realized, although it was barely distinguishable, that Flame was a man.
Carol explained, "To make sure you look amazing tonight I've brought in my good friend and drag queen expert."
"Oh, you flatter me, darling," Flame replied, turning to Carol. "And I love the new hairdo, sweetheart."
Carol laughed, "You mean wind torn?"
"Yes, it really works for you," Flame smiled, as she turned back to me. "Stand up, sexy."
Being called 'sexy' after all the name calling was different. That said, I did as yet another stranger instructed.
"Now let's see what we are working with," the drag queen with ridiculously large breasts said.
I stood still as she walked around me as if I was for sale. She then knelt down behind me and spread my ass cheeks, before saying, "That's a very inviting cunt."
"Thank you," I responded, even though the words, as usual, sounded ridiculous.
"Do we have time to test it out?" Flame asked.
"For sure," Carol nodded. "The little slut would love that wouldn't you?"
"Yes," I whispered, ashamed at being called a 'slut' by her and yet excited by the prospect of having a cock in my ass again. Which, I suppose, in retrospect, did make me a slut.
"Yes, what?" Carol asked, smiling deviously.
"Yes, I'd love to have my cunt fucked," I admitted, which was true.
"I bet you love having others watch as you get fucked like a bitch, don't you?" Flame purred, as she turned me towards the bed and bent me over like I was a rag doll.
I'm not sure having Carol there watching me get ass-fucked really did anything for me, but it wasn't like I had a choice. So I lied. "Yes, I love being fucked like a dirty little cock whore in front of a pretty woman." As I said the words my cock hardened which made absolutely no sense.
"Do you need any help, Flame?" Carol asked.
Flame laughed, "All you lesbians eventually want a piece of me."
"Yes, you are utterly irresistible," Carol laughed back.
"I know, darling," Flame laughed, before adding, "I didn't finish getting ready or put big willy away, in anticipation of this."
Moments later I felt her cock between my ass cheeks. "Let's hear you beg, Christina."
My eyes went big at having my name feminized, even though Antonio had called me the same name during my first submissive orgy in this same room.
Carol said, seeing my surprise, "You're being feminized, slut. You need a feminine name."
Strangely that made sense and I, feeling her cock teasing my asshole, begged, wanting it in me, "Please, Flame, fuck my tight cunt with your big willy."
She pushed forward and slid her cock inside me. Without any lube, an instant burn coursed through me. I grimaced, but tried to relax knowing the pleasure that was definitely going to soon replace the uncomfortable burn.
"You ready to be the star attraction tonight, Christina?" Flame asked, as her cock filled my cunt.
In truth the answer was no, I was utterly petrified and completely uncomfortable with the whole concept. So I admitted, as I felt her body meet mine implying she was all in, "Truthfully, I'm very nervous about the whole ordeal."
"It's okay, Christina," she said tenderly, which seemed strange with her cock buried in my back door, as she gently caressed my back, so different than the usual - being used like a fuck toy (I'm not sure which I liked better, for the record), "that is why we create your new persona, Christina. Once you are dressed as the beautiful, vivacious, voluptuous Christina, Chris ceases to exist."
"Oh," was all I could muster, even though that somehow made it better.
"Trust me, once we have created your alter ego, you will immerse yourself in that character and become her," she continued, as she began slowly fucking me.
"Okay," I whimpered, as I got used to the slow fucking.
Carol said out of the blue, "Say cheese."
I saw the flash before I could react. I pleaded, "Please, no."
"Master made it clear that I was to create a photo journal of the entire evening, Christina," she informed me as she took another photo.
"Oh," again was all I could muster as I sank deeper and deeper into the sexual perversion of being submissive to a 'woman' I had met less than an hour ago.
"You do want your ring back, don't you?" She asked.
'The ring,' I thought to myself. That was what started this crazy journey from straight to gay in a matter of minutes.
"Yes," I admitted, which was true, I definitely wanted my ring back. I loved my wife and sure didn't want her to know about any of this or that I had 'lost' my wedding ring.
"Then be a good obedient bitch," she ordered.
"Yes, ma'am," I nodded, as the pain in my ass began to fade and was replaced by a subtle slow building pleasure.
"Don't you mean Mistress?" She asked, coldly.
"Sorry, yes Mistress," I corrected, even though the term didn't seem right for her.
"Stop tormenting our little girl," Flame scolded. "We need her nice and relaxed for tonight."
"Says the slut banging his ass," Carol countered.
"Touché," she laughed, "but it's all a part of the preparation."
"Yes, pounding his cunt will definitely help with his performance tonight," Carol smirked sarcastically.
"Trust me, it will," Flame smirked, her tone implying something I didn't understand.
For a couple of minutes, other than the odd flash as another photo was taken of me being sodomized by a drag queen, there was only the breathing of two in the throes of sex.
The pain was completely gone and all I felt now was pleasure, my erect penis pressed awkwardly against the bed and wishing to be free.
"Christ, you have a great cunt, Christina," Flame complimented as she began fucking me harder, my body thrusting into the bed with each forward deep penetration.
"Thank yooooou," I absurdly replied, wondering what I would have said a week ago if someone had said that to me.
"I'm going to cum soon, baby," she groaned.
"Okayyyy," I whimpered, wondering if she was going to fill my cunt with her cum. Then I slightly laughed at myself for calling my ass a cunt.
"When I pull out, I want you to drop to your knees and get ready for a facial," Flame instructed.
"Okay," I again agreed, feeling a slight feeling of disappointment at not having her shoot her load inside my pussy.
'Shit, now I called it a pussy,' I sighed to myself, amazed at how quickly I had transformed from straight to whatever I was now.
She really began drilling me for about another minute before she pulled out.
I immediately spun around, dropped to my knees and prepared for the facial I was about to receive.
Carol roared, "Fuck, the bitch is the most submissive slut I've ever seen."
Flame stroked her cock and in seconds my face was coated with her warm sticky cum.
I indeed felt slutty and yet undeniably turned on as my cock saluted the drag queen who had just fucked my cunt and coated my face.
"Now, rub my cum all over your face," Flame instructed.
"Really?" I asked.
"Yes, it's the best moisturizer in the world," she nodded.
Reluctantly I obeyed, rubbing the sticky cum all over my face.
Carol quipped, "Fuck, I wish I could find a female bitch who was so obedient."
Flame laughed, and sang, "Somewhere over the rainbow."
"Bitch," Carol laughed back.
"Speaking of bitches, where is Paula?"
I listened to the strange conversation as I finished rubbing cum all over my face.
"Bitches, they're always late," Carol quipped playfully.
As if on call, there was a knock at the door as I wondered who Paula was.
Carol went to the door and greeted, "You're late."
"Sorry, traffic was a bitch," a male voice answered.
"Says the bitch," Flame quipped.
"Right back at ya, Mistress," the male voice replied as he turned the corner.
I was staring at a very normal looking man, who looked a lot like me, although he was carrying a duffle bag which I assumed included his own cross-dressing attire.
The man walked to Flame and they kissed briefly, but passionately. When Flame broke the kiss, she asked "Ready to milk a rookie?"
"Always," he said, looking at me. "And he's already hard."
I suddenly realized they expected me to get sucked by him or fuck him.
I protested, as he began getting undressed, "I, um, don't want to be milked."
Flame said, "Trust me, you do."
"I can't," I shook my head. As absurd as it was I felt that this would be cheating, even though I had sucked and been fucked by a few cocks, I had not fucked anyone...remaining loyal to my wife, in that regard at least...even though I had already let Oliver suck me to completion during my first night here.
Flame, apparently able to read minds, asked, "Is this because of your wife?"
"Yes," I nodded.
"And you feel that getting sucked or fucking someone else is cheating?" She asked, sincerely.
Carol scoffed, "That's where the line is?"
I felt ashamed and guilty. Obviously she was right, I had undeniably cheated on my wife.
Flame continued, "You see you need to be completely spent before we get you in costume. As a rookie, you need to be able to not get a hard-on."
"Can't I jerk off?" I asked, before adding, looking at a now naked Paul, "No offence."
He shrugged, "I understand."
Flame explained, "You can, yes. But a full milking is a lot more effective at draining you completely."
"Oh," I said, unsure what to do next.
Carol said, "The phone is for you."
I looked at her surprised, "I called him when you began being a bitch," she explained.
She handed me the phone and I said, nervously, "Hello."
"Hi, cocksucker, or is bottom now a better name?" He asked.
"I don't know," I answered.
"So, Carol tells me you are not being obedient," he began.
"I, um, just don't want to cheat like this," I tried to explain.
He laughed, "You're a cheater, Chris, whether you get sucked by another queer or not is irrelevant."
"But..." I began but was cut off.
"You do as you're told," he said firmly. "Is that clear?"
"Yes," I whispered.
"Continue to be a good bitch and your beautiful wife will never know of your many transgressions," he said.
"Yes, Master," I replied, feeling defeated.
"Now go get sucked or fuck him, my faggot," he ordered, and immediately hung up.
I handed Carol the phone as Flame said, "Ready for the best milking of your life?"
I nodded, unable to say the words.
"Milk away, Paula," Flame ordered.
"Yes, Mistress," he said, getting on all fours on the bed.
Flame ordered, "Now fuck his cunt."
I nervously moved behind him, my hard cock a lot more excited about what I was about to do than I was, and placed my cock at his ass.
I paused.
"Just slide your cock in her cunt," Flame ordered, referring to him as a her.
Deciding now was not likely the time to question all the sins I had committed, I leaned forward and watched my cock disappear in her cunt.
"Now pound the bitch," Flame ordered.
I couldn't believe how tight she was and yet as I began pumping my cock I could feel her somehow tightening her ass cheeks.
"Fuuuuck," I groaned.
"No one can milk a cock like Paula here," Flame said, before adding, "she too was straight as an arrow before getting immersed in the drag queen lifestyle."
I could see the parallels between the two of us.
In less than a minute, I suddenly felt my balls boil and I shot my load in her cunt. "Shiiiiiiiiiit," I grunted, embarrassed at coming so quickly.
Carol laughed, "You must get your wife off really well with that stamina."
Her tightness kept milking my cock until every last drop of cum was drawn out of me.
As I pulled out and collapsed back on my bed, I watched in surprised awe as Paula turned around, moved between my legs and took my dick in her mouth.
I involuntarily moaned, the sensation of a mouth on my cock feeling incredibly good.
I don't know what he was doing exactly but it was easily the best blow job ever. It was like my cock was in a sauna.
"Oh God," I groaned even though I had just come.
Flame explained, "We need to get two loads out of you so your dick is limp and useless all night."
"Really?" I asked, not sure such a thing was possible so quickly.
"Yep," Flame nodded.
"Fuck," Carol said, climbing on the bed naked from the waist down and said, "Watching you two got me hot."
She straddled my face, lowered her cunt and ordered, "Get licking, bitch."
Again I felt guilty licking another woman's cunt but obeyed, although I had little choice with her sitting on my face.
For what seemed like an eternity, but was likely only ten minutes, I lay on my back getting slowly sucked while simultaneously licking pussy. The whole time I shut off my brain and focused on the tasks at hand.



Suddenly, Carol began grinding her wet cunt on my face and a minute later I felt my face coated with her cum. I wondered, oddly, if pussy cum worked the same for the complexion as semen.
Meanwhile, Paula's mouth was amazing. It was easily the best blow job I had ever received. She seemed to somehow create a vacuum-like suction the longer she sucked, while somehow simultaneously creating a whirlwind of wetness.
And for the first time in years, I was about to come a second time in twenty minutes.
"Oh God," I groaned, "I'm about to come again."
This made her bob faster, deep-throating my cock completely and in only a few more bobs she was milking my cock of a second straight load.
"Shiiiiit," I groaned, as intense pleasure pulsed through my cock.
"I told you she has the greatest mouth around," Flame smiled, as I lay there completely spent.
"I couldn't disagree," I weakly said.
"Now roll onto your stomach," Flame ordered.
I obeyed, wondering if I was going to get ass-fucked again.
I felt lube on my ass and then a warning, "This may hurt a bit at first."
Before I could respond I felt something wide shoved in me. "Holy fuck," I yelped, in pain.
"Just relax," Flame calmly said, "eventually you'll get used to it."
I wasn't sure that was possible as whatever she shoved up me was bigger than any cock I had taken.
After a couple of minutes, the sharp pain just beginning to fade, Flame ordered, "Stand up, Christina."
I awkwardly moved off the bed, concentrating on not allowing my ass to make contact with anything.
"Do you need to go pee?" She asked.
Realizing I indeed did, I nodded, "Like a racehorse."
"Then go, because you won't be able to for a few hours," she revealed.
I went to walk and winced, the plug in my ass making me walk standing straight up.
"The plug will make you walk like a lady," she called out as I reached the washroom.
As I was peeing, I replayed the week. It was crazy to think about all I had done and was about to do.
I won't get into details of the next hour and a half, yes hour and a half. I had my penis taped in a way it should never be taped, I had panties put on, a strange breast contraption thing, black pantyhose, a red dress, five inch heels, a blonde wig, and a lot of make-up. I wasn't allowed to look at myself in the mirror until I was done.
When finally finished, Carol nodded, "Wow, you're a hotter female than I am."
Paula nodded, "This is your Mona Lisa."
Flame looked me over. "Yep, she is perfection."
Carol ordered, "Pose, princess."
I did, feeling sexy in my new look, even though I hadn't seen myself yet.
"Blow me a kiss," she instructed.
I did.
"May I look in the mirror?" I asked, once my brief photo shoot was done.
"Go ahead," Flame nodded.
I walked, almost fell over; I had forgotten the plug was lodged in my ass and it shifted, making me yelp.
"Careful, honey," Flame said.
"I'm not used to the heels," I admitted.
"Thus the plug," Flame explained, "it forces you to stand upright."
"That it does," I nodded, the sharp pain a reminder to walk like a woman.
I slowly walked to the mirror and when I saw myself I gasped. I didn't recognize me.
I looked voluptuous.
I looked sexy.
I looked completely feminine.
I looked utterly fuckable.
'Did I just think I'd fuck myself?'
"Now you need to practice the walk," Flame declared.
I spent half an hour strutting back and forth, spinning around a bit and wiggling my assets, as Flame called them,
"Paula", she said, "Time to leave."
"I wish we had a couple more hours," Flame sighed.
"Yes, her dance number needs work," Paula nodded.
"But her talent will be impressive," Carol interjected.
"My talent?" I asked.
"Cock sucking," she answered matter of factly.
"What?" I gasped.
"We've got to go now," Flame said. "I'm the MC."
I followed, wondering if Carol was expecting me to suck cock on stage.
A taxi ride later and I was walking into my first ever drag club. Flame said, "Paula, take Christina to the back."
"Yes, Mistress," Paula nodded and I followed her through the very crowded bar, getting my ass grabbed twice along the way.
Once in the back room, there were five drag queens already there. Not to brag, but I felt that I was easily the sexiest and prettiest of the bunch.
Paula said, "We will be starting right away."
"Okay," I nodded, with my identity covered in the outfit and make-up, I wasn't really nervous.
I grabbed a glass to get a drink of water and another drag queen said, "Don't do that darling, you'll wreck your lipstick."
Although dying of thirst, as the outfit was heavy and made me sweat and the back room was a fucking sauna, I reluctantly put the glass back.
Suddenly, I heard Flame's voice. "Good evening ladies and gentlemen, do we have a delicious show for you...it's amateur survivor night."
The crowd went wild as I wondered what she meant by the word 'survivor'.
She then introduced each of us, me going last. She said, "And last, but certainly not least is a very first time performer, Christina."
As I walked out, almost falling on my first step, I was greeted with loud cheers, cattle calls and whistles. I felt like a celebrity.
I did an awkward wave and then, feeling sexy, blew a kiss to the clearly gay boys up front.
"I think our Christina is a bit of a diva," Flame declared, which for some reason got more cheers and cat calls.
Eventually, Flame announced, "Round 1-dancing."
Again, the crowd roared. Apparently, this group was easily impressed.
Each of us had to dance for one song. I went last and went to Aerosmith's 'Dude Looks Like a Lady.'
Each girl before me was pretty good, and one was amazing. I was pretty sure I was going to lose.
As I started dancing, and heard the cheers from the crowd, I became Beyonce. I shook my booty, I strutted with confidence and I flirted like hell. I forgot I was a man, I forgot I had a penis, as I became Christina...just like Flame had predicted.
The louder the cheers got, and the naughtier the cat calls, the more I wanted to please.
I was in a zone and was disappointed when the song finally came to an end. The loud roar from the crowd implied they enjoyed my performance and although maybe I'm biased it seemed I got the loudest applause.
Flame came on stage and said, "That was so sexy she lit my Flame."
This got huge laughter from the crowd.
"Unfortunately, it's time to say goodbye to two of our contestants as only four can advance to the second round," she began. "So judges, please tell us the scores for each of our performers."
A flamboyant black man came on stage and read the scores. "Star 43.2, Kiss 39.3, Jazz 43.9, Sarah Sue 41.4, Kim Kim 39.1 and Christine 47.8."
I couldn't believe it, not only had I won, I had really won. I felt a rush go through me at my victory, not one to usually win anything.
"Sorry Kiss, sorry Kim Kim but you're done for tonight," Flame said. After a pause she continued, "but there are still four contestants left and we will go directly to round two. Diva trivia."
My eyes went big. I was new to this world, and knew little about it.
"I will ask a question and each of you will choose A, B, C, or D," Flame explained and asked, "Are you ready?"
We all agreed as we sat on stools and were given big cubes with A-D, the other two spots had a drag queen sucking cock, and a drag queen taking it from behind. I had to laugh.
"Question one," Flame began. "What year did the lovely Judy Garland's Wizard of Oz come out in theatres?"
Oddly, I knew this for some reason.
"Is it
a-1925
b-1939
c-1944
d-1958?" Flame asked.
I quickly turned to 'b'.
"Of course, the answer is 'b'," Flame announced.
I had no idea how the others answered, as Flame went to the next question. "Question two. What band did Boy George play for?"
I knew this answer too.
"Is it
a-Wham!
b-Blur
c-Duran Duran
d-Culture Club?" Flame questioned.
I flipped to 'd', pretty happy with the first two questions. Although I had no idea what competitions would follow, I didn't want to lose.
"The answer is Culture Club," Flame revealed, "and, by the way, they are back together."
The crowd cheered at the news, as I pondered to myself wasn't he dead? Apparently not.
"Question three. Which of the following actors is not gay.
a-Neil Patrick Harris
b-Rupert Everett
c-Johnny Depp
d-Sean Hayes," Flame continued.
I didn't know who Sean Hayes was, but I was pretty sure Johnny Depp was straight so I turned to 'c'.
"Of course the answer is 'c', although most of us wish Johnny would cross over to our side," Flame announced getting cheers. She then added, glancing back at me, "Once you do, you never go back,"
"Question four. Which of the following singers is not gay.
a-Ricky Martin
b-Adam Levine
c-Elton John
d-George Michael," she listed.
I knew Elton John and George Michael were gay, but the other two I had no idea. I vaguely recalled Adam Levine dating a supermodel so I choose him.
"And although we are pretty sure he would look great with a cock in his mouth, Adam is sadly straight," Flame declared.
"Number five, in a recent survey of gay men, what song is the greatest tribute to them? Is it,
a-YMCA
b-Dancing Queen
c-It's Raining Men
d-I Will Survive," Flame declared.
I shook my head. All four of those seemed like logical choices. I chose 'YMCA' first and then at the last second switched to 'I Will Survive'. Unfortunately they were both wrong.
Flame announced, echoing my thinking, "All four are great gay anthems of course, but the number one choice was 'Dancing Queen'."
"Question six, how many colours were on the original Rainbow Flag?
a-4
b-6
c-8
d-10," Flame questioned.
I had no idea. So I picked four because 'a' hadn't been the correct answer yet.
Unfortunately, I was wrong.
"The answer was eight, unlike the six it currently is," Flame revealed that I was wrong again.
"Question number seven, what does the orange colour in the Rainbow Flag stand for?
a-healing
b-sexuality
c-nature
d-spirit," Flame questioned.
I again had no clue. Each sounding logical. Honestly, I had no idea what colours the flag even had. After some contemplation I chose a, because it still hadn't been the correct answer.
"The answer is 'a', healing," Flame revealed, meaning I finally guessed correctly.
Flame continued, "Question eight, which country first allowed same sex marriage?
a-Netherlands
b-Canada
c-Belgium
d-Russia."
I again had no clue, but knowing that Canada had the charter of rights and freedoms, I guessed 'b'.
I was again wrong and I cursed myself when Flamed announced, "Although three of these countries have, it was Netherlands that was the first."
I sighed, 'Amsterdam', of course.
"Only two questions left," Flame announced.
"What invention did Allen Gant Jr invent in 1959?" Flame asked. "Was it,
a-Mini skirt
b-Lace bra
c-Pantyhose
d-Cock ring."
I again had no idea, but guessed pantyhose for the sheer reason that I had a pantyhose fetish.
To my surprise I was right.
"The answer is pantyhose," Flame announced.
I now had seven of nine right which I thought was pretty good.
"The last question. Sticking with pantyhose, which celebrity is getting credit for the return of nude pantyhose popularity? Is it,
a-Katy Perry
b-Taylor Swift
c-Kate Middleton
d-Hilary Clinton," Flame questioned.
I pondered this one. I figured if I got it right I would likely advance. Yet, I really had no clue. After changing my answer twice, I finally went with Taylor Swift recalling her in nylons at some awards show.
Flame revealed, "And it's the Duchess of York, of course, who wears them every day."
I sighed, now I really wasn't sure if I had done enough to advance.
"Coming in first getting all ten correct is Star and coming in second with eight is Sarah Sue, both will advance to round three. So either Christina or Jazz will have their Flame extinguished," she declared, laughing at the very bad pun based on her name.
"Leaving the stage and coming in last is...Jazz," Flame revealed, meaning I was still alive.
I felt a rush of adrenaline at still being in the competition, even if barely.
"So Christina, you squeaked by and now advance to the third round," Flame said.
I gave a small bow as Flame declared, "Now the game gets fun."
The crowd roared. I felt both excited and nervous about what the next challenge may be.
Flame continued, "If I can have my volunteers come up here now."
I watched as nine men with looks ranging from flamboyantly gay to mafia hit man came on stage.
Three men lined up in front of each of us and I knew without Flame announcing it what the next task was and I hoped I was right. In front of me was a large, chubby black man, a skinny white guy who dripped gay and a middle aged man who looked like he was a CEO for some big company.
"Our most popular challenge, speed cock sucking. The rule is simple whichever two of our sluts swallow three loads first advance to the final," Flame said.
Yep, I was right.
"On your knees, get set and blow," Flame declared, again laughing at her own joke.
Realizing the contest was under way, I quickly fished out the black guy's cock and was disappointed to learn that not all black guys are hung like horses. He was smaller than me, which made it easy to take all his cock in my mouth.
I bobbed hungrily, hoping that deep throating his small cock would get him off quickly. I also created extra saliva like Paula had done to me in hopes of giving him the pleasure that would get him off.
I was rewarded for my eagerness when he grunted and came in my mouth. As soon as he was done and moved out of the way, the next guy moved up and I eagerly fished out his cock, likely looking like the cock hungry slut I had become.
Flame announced, "Christina is on to dick two."
That meant I was in the lead, which excited me.
The white gay guy had a much bigger cock, and I took it in my mouth and began bobbing.
Flame announced, "Both Star and Sarah Sue are also on to pecker two, it's going to be a race to the finish."
I sighed, realizing my lead was short and everything would depend on the stamina of the guys in front of us.
I replicated the extra saliva that seemed to work so well as I continued furiously bobbing on the kid's long dick.
"All three are bobbing like the cock sluts they are,"' Flame narrated.
"That's it bitch, keep it up and I'll reward you with a full day's worth of cum,"' the guy said, his voice so high it confirmed my suspicions.
I did, hoping that meant he was close.
Unfortunately, Flame announced, "Sarah Sue is going for snake number three."
This redoubled my efforts to get this load and I tried taking all his cock in.
"Close, bitch," he said in his high pitched voice and seconds later I felt a second load slide down my throat.
As soon as he was done, I moved around him, and like a hungry cock slut, went to my third guy, fished out his small, but incredibly thick dick, and deep-throated it.
"Christina is on her third cock and looks like she is determined to make the final," Flame announced.
The cock grew quickly in my mouth and although his thickness stretched my mouth, I could easily deep throat him.
I bobbed hungrily, determined to finish first, or at the very least second. Even though I had no idea what the final entailed.
"And Sue is also on to dick three. It will be a race to the finish. And the last load must be coated on your face for dramatic effect."
I wanted to joke about my makeup being ruined, but a mouthful of cock and a determination to win prevented me.
I began to panic when Flame announced, "and Sarah Sue is about to get her face painted."
I needed to make him cum. I needed to win. I bobbed hungrily praying he was going to pull out at any second. It felt like eternity but was likely no more than a couple of excruciating minutes of uncertainty before he pulled out and immediately began coating my face with cum. I felt a rush of adrenaline course through me as if I had just scored the winning goal in a hockey game...which was absurd and yet true.
Flame immediately announced "and we have our second finalist in Christina."
My face coated with hot cum, I looked over to see Star still bobbing away.
"So the final tonight will be between Sarah Sue and Christine," Flame announced, just as Star got her face coated in cum. "Quite the trooper, our Star is," Flame added, which got a round of applause.
I was very curious what the final challenge would be. My first thought was I was somehow, someway getting fucked. It really seemed to be the only thing left. And my hunger for cock, mixed with my desire to win, had me willing to do whatever was requested.
"The finale is called, 'The More the Merrier'," Flame announced.
I was curious and expecting more cock.
"You have twenty minutes to get as many guys off as you can," she explained.
My restricted cock flinched with excitement at the idea of being a complete cock slut.
"Of course," Flame smiled looking at both of us, "there is a catch."
I asked, "What is it?"
"The guys are completely helpless," she revealed.
"Aren't they always," My competitor joked, which got laughter from the crowd.
Flame agreed, "That can be true. But in this final competition, the key is you do all the work."
"Again, I see no difference," Sarah Sue quipped.
Flame shook her head, "you're soooo bad. But let me clarify, "They won't pull out their cocks, nor will they fuck you, you fuck them."
After a pause, she added, "The entire bar is your playground. Do you understand the rules?"
"Yes," both of us said, even as I scanned the crowd for a group I could focus on.
"On your marks...get set...blow," Flame declared.
I laughed as I walked off the stage and to a group of three nerdy looking guys. Reaching them, I asked, "Do you guys want to play?"
"Sure thing," one nodded.
I pondered the most efficient way to do this and realized sucking and hand jobs was likely the best way. I fished out all three cocks, took the one in the middle that was almost completely erect in my mouth, while I simultaneously stroked the other two.
Knowing that hands jobs seldom do the trick on their own, I took turns sucking each of their cocks.
I really had no idea how long I was pleasing the three, likely about five minutes, but it felt like an eternity before I could tell one was near eruption. I bobbed hungrily on his cock and in only a few seconds felt his cum slide down my throat.
Deciding, with only two cocks, to use both my holes, I stood up, positioned one on his knees and the other standing in front of me as I got on all fours, lifted up my skirt and moved my ass back.
It was awkward, but I managed to back up on his cock and take it in my already well fucked man cunt. I also then leaned forward and took the other stiff cock in my mouth.
I began rocking back and forth, taking one deep in my cunt and the other deep in my mouth. As soon as I got in a constant rhythm I heard their breathing increase and felt cum slide down my throat while seconds later I also felt cum shoot in my cunt.
I milked for a few seconds, it was the slut thing to do, and then crawled to the closest guy to me and fished his cock out. It was huge. Ten inches at least.
"Take it in your ass, slut," he ordered.
"Yes, Master," I nodded, turning around, even though I knew it would tear me apart.
I asked, "Someone come and give me their cock," as I leaned back and slowly pushed the massive cock in my cunt.



"Ooooooh," I groaned, his cock making me burn.
Jazz, another of the drag queens, moved in front of me and I asked, through gritted teeth, "Can you give me a moment?"
She laughed, "Sure, slut."
"Ooooooooooh, God," I whimpered, as all ten inches filled me.
Once all in, my ass on fire, "I fished out, with a lot of work, Jazz's rather small cock, and took it in my mouth. I replicated the double pleasure rocking horse motion and although my ass burned for most of it, I got into a good rhythm and began to really enjoy the big dick in my cunt.
Jazz didn't take long, and I felt her load shoot in my mouth.
As soon as she slid out, I began bouncing back on the big dick, wanting to get him off.
"Faster, slut," he ordered. And I obeyed, riding his cock as fast as I could, my moans loud.
He warned a minute later, "Here it comes, slut," and I felt a second load fill my cunt.
As soon as he was done, I stood up, feeling cum leaking out of me.
I looked around and a guy in a suit asked, "Want another cock?"
"Yessss," I nodded, going to him and fishing out his cock.
"Two minutes left," Flame declared.
Wanting one more load I bobbed furiously on his cock.
"Oh yes," he groaned.
"One minute," Flame announced.
I continued my hungry bobbing.
"Thirty seconds."
I couldn't do any more than keep bobbing like the cum hungry slut I was.
"Ten seconds."
He pulled out and immediately I felt his cum hit me in the face.
Flame laughed, "Just before the bell."
"Well, it wasn't even close, milking six loads in twenty minutes, three more than her competitor, is Christina."
My cunt leaking with cum, my face dripping with cum, I stood up off my weary knees and blew Flame a kiss.
"Get up here, slut," she said.
On stage, I was given a gold crown.
Flame kissed both my cheeks and whispered, "Your Master would be proud."
"Thanks," I nodded, suddenly completely exhausted.
Carol walked over and handed me her phone.
"That was very impressive," Master Gary said.
"Thank you," I whispered.
"The live feed was very enjoyable," he revealed.
"L-l-live feed?" I stammered.
"Yep," he said. "Over a hundred thousand people watched it."
"No way," I said, in utter shock.
"Don't worry, I also made sure to get it on video," he said.
"Oh," was all I could say.
"Have you ever joined the mile high club?" he asked.
"No," I admitted.
Task six is to blow someone on the plane," he said.
"Oh," again all I could say back.
"Also, you must wear nylons underneath your business suit tomorrow and heels and you cannot take them off until you are in your bedroom at home," he added.
"Really?" I asked.
"Actually, task seven is a lot more intriguing, but I'll save that until you get home, cocksucker," he said.
"Yes, Master," I agreed, before adding, "and then I'll get my ring back?"
"I'm a man of my word, cocksucker," he said. "Enjoy the rest of your night."
"I will," I said, handing Carol back the phone.
The rest of the night I danced, got pretty drunk, blew a black guy in the washroom, and ended up taking three college guys back to my hotel room for a crazy orgy where I took a few more loads, shot one myself in a black guy, and finished the night so drunk and submissive that I drank one guy's piss while simultaneously being fisted...it wasn't appealing at all, but I had come to the point where I was willing to do anything for cock.
I woke up the next day my ass burning, my head thumping and my phone ringing.
Answering it, I said, "Hello?"
"Hi, baby," my wife greeted, "how was your last night in San Fran?"
Last night coming flooding back, I answered, "It was a once in a lifetime experience."
"How so?" she asked.
"I went to a drag queen show," I answered honestly.
"Did you get hit on?" she teased.
"More than once," I again answered the truth.
"I better be careful or you'll turn into a faggot," she joked.
"Yes, I'll become a complete drag queen," I joked back, finding the conversation completely surreal.
"I bet you would look great as a girl," she teased.
"That's what all the boys I fucked last night said," I bluntly said.
"Well, maybe I'll have to fuck you when you get home today," she quipped.
"I'll be your bitch," I replied, the idea of her fucking me suddenly a hot possibility.
"You've always been my bitch," she shot back.
"Ouch," I laughed.
"So I'll see you in a few hours," she said.
"I can't wait," I said, which was true.
"Me either," she said back.
"Love you," I said, knowing that this surreal past few days was almost done and my life would likely get back to normal when I fulfilled two more tasks.
"Love you too," she replied.
Once she hung up, I got up, pondering my next task and the attire he expected me to wear.
I sighed, knowing that I would get a ton of looks wearing a suit and heels. Yet, I also knew I was going to obey the order.
The trickier part was sucking a stranger on the plane. I mean even after all the crazy success I'd had finding cock, this was going to be a challenge.
Yet, oddly, I couldn't deny that I was also excited about trying to accomplish the task...I had without a doubt become a cocksucker and I wasn't sure how I was going to be able to quit cold turkey once I returned home.
Of course, I would learn very soon that Master Garry had bigger plans yet for me...
But that will have to wait for the exciting conclusion of COCKSUCKER...Master & Mistress
The End...
Well...for a day or two!
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Ironically, as I got dressed in my suit, I actually kind of felt out of place in it, beginning to get used to the drag queen attire.
Paul showed up just as I was packing up, to retrieve the drag queen gear.
I thanked him. "Thank you so much for helping me last night."
"No problem," he said, "it's always great to help someone discover who they really are."
"This was just a few days getaway," I pointed out.
"Oh, I know you think that, but the reality is, once you put on the persona, you become it," he said.
I joked, "I just won't put it on again."
He laughed, "It's not that easy. I was once like you, although my marriage had already ended so I didn't have any collateral damage in regards to the new me and my family, but like I said, once you cross the invisible line of social expectations and become who you were meant to be, there is no going back."
"But I love my wife and my kids," I pointed out, worried that he may be correct. Based on my willingness to obey and my constant hunger for cock, it was hard to argue that just by leaving a city I would quit having these cravings...cravings I was having at this minute.
"And they will learn to love you for who you are too," he said, "if they really love you. Ever see that new show starring Jeffrey Tambor called Transparent?"
"No," I admitted.
"Watch it," he said. "It's a pretty authentic show about someone deciding to stop hiding behind the façade of social norms and a family coming to grips with his-her decision."
"Still, how does one say to his wife he loves her but also loves cock?" I asked, being blunt with him.
"It's not easy," he said, "and luckily I didn't have to do it. But, you have two choices. One, the easy one, keep living the lie. Or, two, take the risk and be who you really are."
"And what am I?" I asked, genuinely confused. I wasn't gay, I loved my wife, and enjoyed sex with her the rare times we had it, but I also loved sex with men and dressing up as a woman.
"Bisexual? A crossdresser?" He shrugged. "They are just labels. In the end you are just you...no more, no less."
I pondered that. My wife was the most thoughtful, caring woman I knew. She had always supported me and if anyone would accept that her husband liked dressing up as a woman and having sex with men, well...maybe...it was her.
"I'll have to put some real thought into this," I finally said.
"I know," he nodded, "it's a lot easier to tell someone what they should do, since I'm not the one that has to do it."
I nodded.
"But, I will tell you this. Once I accepted who I was, regardless of how others judged me, I finally began to be myself again and I have never been happier than I am now," he explained.
"It was an amazing few days," I nodded.
"It can be an amazing life," he pointed out.
"Thanks for this talk," I said.
He handed me a card. "Feel free to give me a call or a text if you want to talk."
"Thanks, I will," I nodded.
"Good luck," he said, giving me a hug, my hard cock poking him.
"Thanks," I again repeated, before adding, "for everything."
He looked at me and asked with a smile, "Do you have time for a quickie?"
"Me doing you, or you doing me?" I asked.
"Why, both of course," he smiled.
Two minutes later, we were both on our sides in a male sixty-nine, bobbing on each other's cocks.
Five minutes later, we were both swallowing each other's loads.
Ten minutes later, he was gone and I was again dressed in my suit, with thigh high stockings on underneath and black heels on my feet instead of business shoes.
I checked out, headed to the airport, trying to avoid eye contact with anyone who noticed the bizarre footwear choice I was wearing. That said, this being San Francisco it was unlikely anyone would think much about it.
I arrived at the airport, had a bite to eat (realizing all I had had to eat this morning was cum, and for that matter all I had had last night was cum) and then pulled out my iPad and read a book while waiting for my flight.
About half an hour before the flight was to load, I looked at the different people waiting in the area for a potential male to suck off. There were a few that were alone and I noticed one older man who kept looking at my heels.
Testing my theory that he may be my best option, I slipped my foot out of my heel and watched him stare at it. Taking a risk, a minute later, I slid my foot back in my heel and walked over to him.
I greeted, "Hi, I'm Chris."
"Hi," he greeted, looking nervous.
"Are you on this flight?" I asked, noticing he didn't offer his name.
"Yes," he nodded.
"To visit or are you from there?" I asked, trying to draw him in through conversation.
"Visiting my daughter," he answered, keeping his answers short.
"Cool, it's a great city," I continued, keeping it light as I stretched out my legs to see if he went to my heels.
He did.
"So," I asked, leaning closer so no one else could hear, "Are you a heels man or a nylons man?"
His face flushed, but he didn't say anything.
Leaning closer, I whispered, "If you are interested in getting your rocks off, meet me in the bathroom on the plane ten minutes after the seatbelt light goes off."
I then stood up and went to buy a Coke before the flight, strangely giddy with anticipation of whether my seduction worked.
Eventually, I was on the plane and I was already sitting down when he walked by me. I gave a smile, offering my services as best I could.
As soon as we were in air and the seat belt sign was off, I timed it for eight minutes and then headed back to the washroom. Seeing him, luckily in the very last row, I gave a nod and went to the washroom. I waited a couple of minutes before I felt the door open and he came in.
He locked the door and I wordlessly fished out his cock from my seated position on the closed toilet seat.
It was already semi-hard and I quickly took the smallish cock in my mouth. He groaned as I began bobbing.
Knowing time was of the essence, never knowing when someone else would need to use the tiny room, I got him hard and then began quickly bobbing, wanting his load and the accomplishment of task six.
Thankfully, he had a quick trigger and he shot his load down my throat in only a couple of minutes.
I swallowed it all and then smiled, looking up at him, "Thanks."
His face was flushed and he quickly put his cock away and scurried out of the washroom without a word.
I began to get up when another man, a teenager walked in. He said, "Want another load, cocksucker?"
I didn't know how he knew I was in there other than seeing two guys go in, but I asked, "How old are you?"
"Eighteen," he answered, as he locked the door.
Deciding one more load before returning home wouldn't hurt, I fished out his cock once he turned around and was surprised to see a thick seven inch cock.
"Nice," I approved, as I stroked it.
"Get sucking faggot," he ordered shoving his cock in my mouth.
I didn't like being called a faggot, but I began bobbing on his cock hoping for another quick load.
"That's it cocksucker," he groaned, "worship my dick."
And I did. I bobbed hungrily, wanting to feel his load explode in my mouth. There was no doubt about it, once a cock was in front of me I was nothing more than a cocksucker, literally unable to resist such a delicious temptation.
After a couple of minutes, he grabbed my head and began fucking my face. I gagged a couple of times as his entire cock slammed into my mouth, his balls bouncing on my chin.
"I'm going to coat your faggot face with my cum, cocksucker," he declared, after a rough minute of face fucking.
When he pulled out, I opened wide, hoping to catch as much of it as possible in my mouth, not wanting a facial at the moment or to get any cum on my suit.
His first rope of cum shot high hitting me on the forehead and in my hair. A second rope hit me directly between my eyes, while a third rope landed in my open mouth and chin. A final drip landed on my pants before he shoved his cock back in my mouth.
I retrieved every last remnant of his cum before he pulled out and said, "Thanks, cocksucker."
He put his cock away, washed his hands and exited. I quickly locked the door, grabbed some toilet paper and wiped the cum off my trousers. I then looked in the small mirror and saw that he had really coated my face and got a fair amount in my hair.
I used half a roll of toilet paper and water to try and clean myself up. My hair on the top now a little stiff, as if I was using gel (similar to Cameron Diaz in 'There's Something About Mary').
Taking a deep breath, worried I would have many eyes on me when I exited the washroom, I walked out and returned to my seat, avoiding eye contact with other passengers.
The rest of the flight was uneventful and when it landed, I began trying to figure out how I was going to slyly get into the house while wearing heels and nylons.
As I walked into the airport, the teenager came up behind me and said, rather loudly, "Great mouth, cocksucker."
"Thanks," I whispered, as he walked away, my face going red at his loud obnoxious statement and attempt to embarrass me.
I walked to the luggage carousel where I again saw the teenager. My first thought strangely was maybe I could get one more load in my mouth before returning to normality...I really was a cocksucker.
As the luggage started coming down the conveyer belt, I kept looking at him, kind of feeling like I was in high school again and trying to get the attention of a girl.
He noticed and smirked, before walking over to me, already having his luggage, he said, loud enough for the few people near me to hear, "Wanting another load?"
My face went red at such a blunt obnoxious question.
"Answer me, cocksucker," he demanded.
"Yes," I whispered, my hunger for cock overpowering my shame.
"Yes, what!" He questioned.
"Yes, I want another load," I sheepishly admitted.
"Another load of what?" He continued, clearly not remotely caring about how he was perceived by the onlookers and their gaping mouths.
"Of your cum," I whispered, just as my bag came into view.
I went to grab my suitcase when he questioned, even louder, "What do you want another load of?"
I grabbed my suitcase and began walking away, worried that someone I know would see me.
The teen followed and said, "Answer me cocksucker, I know you want it."
I stopped and said, "Please, not so loud."
"Okay," he nodded, actually lowering his voice. "Do you have a car here?"
"Yes," I answered.
"Good, you can give me a ride home," he said.
"Okay," I agreed, "where do you live?"
"On Harper Avenue," he said.
"That's actually on my way home," I said, thankful it wasn't way out of the way.
"Good, let's go," he said.
Once in the car he asked, "Want to take my load now?"
I said, "Rather public, isn't it?"
"I suppose it is," he nodded. "I have a garage where we can have some privacy."
"Okay," I nodded, and began driving. Twenty minutes later, I was getting close to his house when I asked, "Address."
"412," he said, before asking, "are you just a cocksucker or do you take it in your ass?"
I lied, not wanting it in the ass at the moment, wanting to make it quick so I could get home to Laura, "Just a cocksucker."
"Huh," he shrugged, "I would have assumed you would be a two hole cum bucket."
"Sorry," I shrugged.
"It's all right," he laughed, as I pulled up in front of his house.
"We probably have half an hour before my Dad gets home," he said.
"Okay," I nodded, nervous to be sucking a cock just a few minutes away from my house, yet, hungry to have his big dick back in my mouth.
"Let's go," he said, before adding, "and grab my suitcase."
I obeyed, getting his suitcase and following him into his garage.
As soon as the door was closed, I wordlessly dropped to my knees, fished out his cock and took it in my mouth.
"Fuck, you're one eager cum slut," he groaned.
I moaned on his cock in response, as his half erect member grew in my mouth.
After a couple of minutes, he said, "I bet you would love it in the ass."
Although I wouldn't mind one last ass fuck, I really wanted his load in my mouth, the one he refused by coating my face earlier.
I bobbed faster, wanting his load, and worried his father would show up and catch an older man blowing his son.
"I'm going to tap that ass one day, cocksucker," he said, as he began fucking my face again.
I immediately realized I had created a new potential predicament by driving him home. I had to hope he wasn't paying attention to my license plate as I didn't want to be a regular cocksucker for an eighteen year old. Well, that's not true, I'd love to be a regular cocksucker for an eighteen year old, especially a dominant, all business kid like him, yet I sure didn't want to be outed.
He grunted and this time deposited his load down my throat.
As he slowed down, a moment later, he said, "Fuck, you have a great mouth."
When he pulled out a minute later, I stood up and said, "I've really got to get going."
"Sure thing, cocksucker," he said.
Not wanting any small talk, I quickly left the garage and went to my car. As I began to pull away, I saw a blue truck pull into the driveway.
'Shit, that was close,' I thought to myself.
A couple of minutes later my phone rang. I pulled over and answered it.
"Hi, honey," I greeted.
"Hi, baaaaaby," she responded, sounding slightly distracted.
"Are you okay?" I asked.
"I'm feeling completely amazing," she said, with a moan.
I asked, "Are you that excited for me to get home?"
"Yes, baby," she purred, "I can't wait for you to walk through that door."
"Me either," I replied, although I immediately wasn't sure how I was going to explain the heels or the nylons.
"How long, baby?" She asked.
"Ten minutes," I answered, my cock getting hard thinking about fucking my wife when I got home.
"I'm not sure I can wait that long," she moaned.
"Did you start without me?" I asked.
"I've been going at it for a while now," she purred.
"I'm on my way," I promised.
"I have a big surprise for you baby," she said, "and I do mean a B-I-G, big, surprise."
"I can't wait to see it," I said, my cock rock hard.
"Ironically, oh God, fuuuuuk," she moaned loudly, obviously playing with herself, "you've already seen this big surprise."
"I have?" I asked.
"Oh yesss, up close and personal," she replied confusing me, "and it's sooooo fucking big."
"Well, don't come before I get home," I teased, even though I was very confused by her words and her out of character nasty tongue. Actually, all our conversations since I was gone had been out of character for my usually reserved wife.
"No promises," she purred, "now hurry your ass up."
"Yes. Ma'am," I joked.
"It's Mistress," she corrected and then hung up.
I gasped to myself at the term 'Mistress' after my crazy last few days.
I pulled back into my driveway fifteen minutes later, traffic being a bitch, curious as hell as to what the big surprise was. Even after all the naughty phone talk, this was really hot.
Part of me felt guilty after all I had done behind her back, and yet the past few days had also opened me up sexually and created some fun verbal foreplay between Laura and me...maybe this would rekindle our long dormant sex life.
Pulling into my drive way, I parked, took a deep breath and headed into the house, heels still on. I decided I would quickly say I have to go to the washroom first and get out of the heels and nylons.
Yet, as soon as I walked in the door the watershed moment of clarity hit in an instant.
"Pound my asshole," my wife demanded, as I closed the door. "Ream it completely."
"Get in here, cocksucker," said male voice I recognized immediately.
Master Gary was in my house; apparently he was fucking my wife in the ass. An ass that had never even been teased in our long sexual history, her words very blunt, 'That is a one way hole'.
"Oh God, I love your cooooooock in my shit box," my wife moaned loudly, even though she knew I was in the house and able to hear her. Hearing her talk so nasty made my cock flinch even as I knew she was cheating on me...with my Master.
"Now, cocksucker," he demanded.
Defeated and shocked, I kept the heels on and turned the corner into my living room and walked in on my wife, on all fours, getting pounded from behind by my Master, assumedly in the ass based on her demands...as I mentioned, a hole she had never offered me.
"Hey, babbbbbby," she greeted, completely naked except for a garter-belt and white stockings.
"Get naked, cocksucker," he ordered.
"What is going on?" I asked, even though the answer was obvious. He was fucking my wife's ass.
"Oh shit, ream my asshole, baby," Laura begged, beginning to bounce back to meet his hard thrusts. I winced at her calling him 'baby', that was my nickname.
"You really are oblivious," he said, shaking his head.
"I'm about to commmmmme," my wife declared, ignoring that I was watching her being sodomized.



"Beg for me to fill your ass with my cum, teacher slut," he ordered.
"Oh please, baby, fill my shit hole with your big load while my cock sucking, ass taking husband watches," she begged, looking me directly in the eye as she revealed she knew of my many indiscretions.
My cheeks went red with shame as he laughed, "You really don't get it, do you?"
I remained speechless as I tried to put all the puzzle pieces together.
"Get fucking undressed, cocksucker," Laura ordered, as she bounced hard back onto Master's cock.
Humiliated and yet completely turned on, I got undressed.
"Oh yessssssssss, fill my butt with your cuuuuuuuuuuum," she screamed, a few seconds later as Gary assumedly came.
"Such a tight ass," he groaned.
"An asshole reserved just for you, baby," Laura declared, still looking directly at me.
My hands trembled as I tossed my tie to the floor and unbuttoned my dress shirt, my head still spinning with so many questions. How did the one guy who seduced me and began my journey of gay submission end up in my house ass-fucking my anal virgin wife?
"Come, slut," Gary demanded, "come from getting a load of cum in your ass, come while your husband watches you become the ass slut you would never be for him."
"Oh yes, watch me cum, baby," she said, looking at me. "His cock is so fuuuuuucking big, but you already know that, don't you?"
I nodded in shame as I slipped out of my heels and began pulling my trousers down.
"He's fucking hard as a rock watching you," Gary chuckled.
"You like watching your bride, dressed in, fuck, fuck, fuck, the same lingerie I wore on our wedding night, get ass fuckkkkkkkkkkkked?" she asked, as her orgasm obviously got imminent.
I didn't say anything, as I now stood in thigh high stockings and underwear.
"Answer your Mistress, cocksucker," Gary demanded, as he resumed meeting my wife's backward movements.
"Yes," I whispered, barely audible.
"Yes, what?" he asked.
"Fuuuuuuuuuuuuuck," Laura screamed as her orgasm hit her, a scream louder than she had ever made when we were in the heat of passion. "Keep reaming my shit hole, fuck, fuck, shiiiiit."
My cock flinched as I admitted, "Yes, I like watching my wife get fucked by you."
"You like watching another man drill your wife's ass?" Gary clarified bluntly.
"Yes," I nodded, shame coursing through me at how turned on it made me.
"Oh Godddd, I love your big dick," Laura whimpered, as she collapsed to the floor, Gary's dick slipping out of her ass.
"Come clean me off, cocksucker," Gary ordered.
Laura, whose eyes were closed, as she enjoyed the continuing tremors of her orgasm, opened them to look at me. "Go ahead, baby, suck his big dick like you did at the airport."
His dick looking so appetizing, my cock so hard and my mind already shifting to submissive mode, I nodded, giving in completely, "Yes, Mistress."
I walked the few feet to him, dropped to my knees and took the cock that had just come in my wife's ass into my mouth. The taste was unique, tangy and oddly exotic. As I bobbed slowly on Master's big dick, I contemplated my earlier conversation with Paul today and how difficult I thought revealing the new me would be...yet apparently my wife knew everything. Then I began to wonder what exactly she did know and when she had first submitted to Gary.
When he pulled out of my mouth, he ordered, "Retrieve my cum from your wife's ass."
"Yes, Master," I nodded, as I moved to my wife, still on her belly, spread her ass cheeks and stared at her gaping asshole. I buried my face and began trying to retrieve the cum from her ass.
"Oh yes, baby, lick my shithole," Laura moaned softly.
I tried getting my tongue as deep into her ass as I could, but I was unable to get much of his cum.
She ordered, "Lie on your back, baby."
I did.
She then straddled my face, her asshole now directly above me as cum began to drip out and onto my face. The first drops hit my nose, so I slithered up slightly so the cum would land in my open, eager mouth.
Laura leaned down and squeezed my cock. "So you really do like cock?"
"Yes," I admitted, as I savored the few drops of Gary's cum, wishing I could get a full load.
"And you like taking it in the ass?" she continued, slowly rubbing my cock.
"Yesssss," I groaned, my cock ready to unfathomably erupt.
"And you like to dress as a woman?" she questioned, her hands continuing to caress my cock in my underwear.
"Yesssssssss," I moaned, as I shamefully came in my underwear.
"Shit, you really are pathetic," Gary laughed.
Laura shrugged, "He always had a quick trigger."
"Sorrry," I weakly said, ashamed at coming so quickly.
Gary asked, "Did you enjoy your drag queen victory?"
Laura added, "Yes, you sure looked like you did on the live feed."
"You saw that?" I asked, even though the answer was obvious.
"Oh honey," she said, standing up, "I have known about every slut indiscretion you have committed."
Oddly, I felt a sense of pride at knowing she didn't actually know about all of them. I again apologized, "I'm so sorry."
Gary roared with laughter. "You really are clueless. My teacher slut here, who I've been fucking for over a year now, set this all up."
"What?" I asked, his words coming as a complete surprise, both at how long my wife had been unfaithful and also that she had played some part in my crazy sexual reformation.
Laura smiling down at me said, "Baby, I love you, but you have never satisfied me sexually and, well, Gary saw through my strong-willed teacher persona and made me his fuck-toy. And I was addicted. I felt bad at first for cheating and told him it was over many times, but every time he whipped his big cock out or ordered me to do something, well, like you, I couldn't resist."
Gary shrugged, "I have an addictive cock."
"That you do," she smiled, moving to him and kissing him passionately.
Gary explained, breaking the kiss, "So, Laura knowing I'm bisexual, suggested seducing you at the airport."
"No," I said, unable to come to grips with all this.
"Oh yes, and every time you were on the phone talking to her she had a cunt-full or ass-full of cock," Gary said.
"Don't forget about the one time when Adam was here and I had a cunt-full and ass-full of big fucking dick," Laura added.
I gasped again, my wife was double penetrated.
"How could I forget that," Gary laughed.
"I sure won't," Laura smiled, reaching down and stroking Gary's semi-hard cock.
"So, you are likely wondering what now?" Gary said.
I nodded, that being the exact thought in my head.
"I do love you, Chris," Laura said, "and I know you love me too."
"Unconditionally," I admitted, somehow, completely absurd in theory, loved her more at this moment than I ever had before.
"Good word choice," Gary nodded.
"I won't quit fucking Gary or any of his friends, nor will I stop eating cunt," Laura added, yet another shock.
"You eat cunt?" I asked.
"God, yes! Gary has opened me up to all sorts of opportunities including being the center of attention at his frat house's matching sorority house," Laura explained.
Gary added, "Your wife is a natural cunt licker, just like you are a natural cocksucker."
"And you, Chris, can keep sucking cock, taking it up the ass and cross dressing," she offered, before adding, "I even got you a welcome back home present."
I was speechless again as I watched Laura leave the room.
Gary said, "On all fours, cocksucker."
I obeyed, moving to his cock.
"I didn't say come suck my cock," he said firmly, before laughing, "but you really are the biggest cock sucking faggot I've ever turned."
"How did you seduce my wife?" I asked, the one question not really answered.
"Honestly, as easily as I seduced you," he said, as he shoved his cock in my mouth. As I began sucking his beautiful dick he continued, "After some flirting, I stayed after school one day and pulled my dick out of my pants. She feigned protest briefly, but within a couple of minutes she was bobbing hungrily on my dick and a couple of days later she was begging me to fuck her as she was bent over her desk."
Laura returned and said, "Are you telling Chris about how you made me your three hole cum slut?"
"I am," Gary nodded, before adding, "I hadn't gotten to taking that ass of yours yet."
"Yes, I resisted that temptation for a while," Laura giggled, "but I made a deal that if he got you to suck cock, I would give up my ass."
I realized it was my fault that my wife was now an eager ass slut.
Laura added, as I felt her hands on my hips, "And I think both of us won when you dropped to your knees, opened your mouth and became a cocksucker."
Suddenly I felt a cock between my as cheeks and realized my wife was about to fuck me.
Gary pulled his dick out and asked, "Ready to be fucked by your wife and now Mistress?"
I turned around and saw my beautiful wife behind me smiling and I answered, knowing full well our relationship had completely changed (for the better), "Yes, Mistress, please fuck your slut's cunt."
Gary roared again, "Your cunt, priceless."
"Beg, slut," Laura ordered, rubbing the cockhead up and down between my cheeks.
"Please, Mistress, slam that big dick of yours in your husband's cunt, make me your full time bittttttch," I begged, as she slammed the cock in me.
"Such a tight cunt," Laura purred.
"Pound my cunt, Mistress," I moaned, feeling a strange euphoria at being pegged by my wife.
Gary slid his cock back in my mouth and I began sucking while being sodomized by my beautiful wife...my sultry Mistress.
As I took it in both holes, I couldn't help but smile as all my worries about acceptance were muted.
This was the best of both worlds:
My wife accepted me for who I was, who I am, and even participated in my need to serve thus strengthening our marriage (as absurd as that sounds).
Meanwhile, I got to keep sucking cock, keep getting ass reamed and keep dressing as a woman.
As crazy as it sounded, I had it all...and at the moment I had all eight inches of Gary's cock in my mouth and all eight inches of my wife's cock in my cunt.
Life...was...perfect.
The end...
...
...
...
Oh wait...
...
...
...
The epilogue:
Task 7 was to be a complete cuckold for my wife and that was the easiest of the seven tasks as I came to grips with the reality that I didn't completely satisfy my wife nor did she completely satisfy me. Yet, we loved each other and decided to stay together and support one another in our sexual needs.
Laura was already pregnant when I walked in on her getting ass fucked by Gary...and although the next nine months were turbulent, having a child in her early forties very difficult, of course, I raised Gary's son as my own, no one in our family, including our children, ever learning that he wasn't mine.
At work I wore lingerie underneath my business attire and became a full service two hole cum deposit for Kevin and a few select others he saw fit to allow to use me...while still doing the job I was originally hired for.
At home, I was a complete submissive in all ways to my wife. I served her hand and foot, and cunt and ass, for the next three years. We often had multiple men over to pleasure her and I was often expected to take part (both with my mouth and ass and even being the one to put their cock in her cunt or ass. I also regularly got fucked by Laura, eventually taking ten inches in my cunt with ease, and loved every minute of it (although, like before all this craziness, I only fucked her maybe once a month).
Master Gary came over regularly to fuck my wife, or fuck me and, once his child was born, visit his son. On occasion he would take me out to glory holes, frat parties or a gay bar where I would service every cock willing to shoot their load in or on me.
Once he graduated, he moved overseas and both Laura and I were briefly lost as our lives had revolved around Gary.
Eventually, we decided to move to San Francisco where I eventually became a full time drag queen and ended up in an off Broadway version of 'The Birdcage' with Paula.
And as crazy as it all sounds...Gary relit the flame in our marriage and we love each other unconditionally and without judgement.
THE END
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BEST PRESENT EVER: MOM
The afternoon matinee with Allison went really well, and after I returned to college, we texted daily, Skyped weekly and, although we weren't officially dating, we were definitely intrigued and attracted to each other.
I love how cute she is... I love how smart she is... I love how we have so much in common.
Meanwhile, I couldn't get the last thing Mrs. Raske had said on New Year's Eve out of mind, "Trust me, your mother is not as innocent as she seems."
My sister, Sandra, and Mrs. Raske were working together to add Mom to the lesbian society of submissives and Mrs. Raske and I visited on Skype once a week where she updated me on her progress and we enjoyed some play time.
It was mid-February when Mrs. Raske revealed, "Task accomplished."
"No way," I said, never believing that she would be able to get Mom, even though both Sandra and Mrs. Raske were confident it was a sure thing.
"Want pictures or video?" my MILF pet asked, with a wicked smile.
"Both," I replied, calling her bluff.
"What a dirty boy," she purred, as she unbuttoned her blouse.
"Says the dirty slut," I countered.
"Get your slut off and I'll send you pictures and video," she offered, as she took off her blouse.
"No," I firmly shook my head. "Send me the pictures and video now and then you may get rewarded."
"Fine," she sighed, obeying like the submissive slut she was.
"I don't like that tone, slut," I pointed out.
"Sorry, sir," she immediately apologized, knowing that the last time she had annoyed me I hung up on her and made her complete a task (get her pathetic husband to come on her face and then go and get groceries before she could clean herself up... all while taking a few selfies) before letting her back in my good graces. "Please give your slut a couple of minutes."
"Good girl," I purred, knowing positive reinforcement was important to her.
I waited, believing she must have seduced my Mom, but still shocked and, of course, incredibly intrigued.
She said, after a couple of minutes, "Pictures are sent."
I was just about to scold her for taking too long when I was alerted I had a text message. So I grabbed my phone, giddy with excitement, and clicked on the text.
"Oh my," I said out loud to myself, not ready for what I was about to see.
There were five pictures:
- One of my Mom on her knees between a pair of black nylon clad legs
- One close up of Mom's face buried in a pussy
- One of Mom standing naked except for pantyhose and panties, her nice tits staring at me
- One of Mom completely naked, legs spread and her fingers in her cunt
- And another close up of Mom's face, this time as she obviously was climaxing
"The video is too big to send by phone," she said, pulling me out of my staring.
"I expect it ASAP slut," I demanded, wanting to see the corresponding video.
"I'll have to hook up my phone, transfer it to my computer, and then send it as an e-mail," she explained.
"Obviously," I nodded, looking at her. "Hurry up, I have class in half an hour."
"Yes, Master," she nodded. I did love how a beautiful woman twice my age was so obedient and so desperate to please me even from hundreds of miles away.
"Good girl," I again reconfirmed.
I asked, as I waited, "So, is she submissive too?"
"Completely," she nodded.
"Does Sandra know?" I asked.
"No," Mrs. Raske answered, "I thought that was best, especially since your mother will be in Boston in two weeks."
"Good," I agreed, "she is not to know."
"Of course," she replied, before adding, "sorry, I'm not really good with technology. My computer says it will take forty minutes to transfer from my phone."
"It's okay, my slut," I smiled, knowing she was trying her best. "We will meet later tonight."
"Yes, Master," she agreed, clearly disappointed by the delay.
I clicked off and headed to class while continually checking my phone for the video.
In class, since it was a hands on project, I forgot about my phone and then had to ignore the temptation when I felt it buzz in my pants, notifying me that I had a message.
As soon as class was done, I pulled out my phone as I walked back to my dorm room.
Even though I'd seen the pictures and knew she had indeed submitted, watching it on video was shocking. I had my phone on mute because I was in public, but I watched as my Mom crawled to Mrs. Raske and licked her stockinged feet then moved up and buried her face in Mrs. Raske's cunt. The camera was from a distance and at a high angle, but it was, without a doubt, Mom.
A text followed:
Master Two more clips to follow. One of before she submits, the second of her fingering herself on my bed. Unfortunately, there is no audio because it is from a security camera. Your slut
I sighed. I would have loved to have heard the conversation that led to Mom's submission, the talk and moans as she pleased Mrs. Raske, and my own mother's moans as she got herself off.
Of course, I hoped to hear those moans first hand in a couple of weeks.
I watched all three videos, rewarded my MILF pet online and clarified that Mom still had no clue about my relationships with any of my pets... my own plan of my Mom's seduction formulating in my head.
Two weeks ticked by at a snail's pace as I played a million variations of the seduction of my mother.
I heard in vivid details how my MILF slut seduced and dommed my shy Mom. Apparently, Mom had been hinting at her lesbian curiosity with her sexy neighbour for a while (even before my Christmas holiday accidental re-invention of myself) so Mrs. Raske had opened the door at the suggestion of her Mistress, my sister, Sandra.
Mom had immediately regretted her lesbian submission, feeling guilty for cheating on her husband, and had insisted it was a mistake that couldn't happen again.
Of course, Mrs. Raske didn't agree and had forced my Mom to serve her two more times after that first fateful submission.
Mrs. Raske helped my seduction by insisting that she and Mom go shopping for new hosiery. She made Mom throw away every pair of pantyhose and buy only thigh high stockings. She reasoned it was for two purposes:
- First, thigh highs were sexier and, unlike Mom's Walmart pantyhose, the stockings they bought were pure silk...thus they were even better at accentuating Mom's legs, making her look and feel sexy.
-Second, there should always be easy access to a pet's pussy.
My slut also insisted Mom buy some sexy boots (that way she could look sexy while simultaneously being practical for the New England weather, especially based on the crazy 2010-11 winter).
Mom protested that she was going up to see her son, but Mrs. Raske was insistent and Mom, being the submissive she was, gave in.
I also kept chatting through Skype and texting with Allison, who was planning to come visit the school, unfortunately with her mom, a couple of weeks after Mom's visit.
Our chats were getting more personal, but it was in the texts, where she was way less shy than when on Skype, that she hinted at all the things I already knew... although she obviously didn't say she was a submissive to my sister, but she implied she was a curious, adventurous and willing to try anything kind of woman.
Anyway, Mom flew in, and , because I don't have a vehicle, I took three buses to meet her at her hotel.
When she opened her door, my cock immediately hardened. She had always been pretty, but her makeover at the hands of her neighbour (and, unknown to her, my submissive) had transformed her to a complete MILF knockout.
She was wearing a blouse that was tight against her breasts, a black skirt that was just above the knees (sexy, but not slutty), black nylons that had a seam running down the back and black three inch boots.
Knowing she was unwittingly dressing up for me enhanced the situation for me.
"Mom, you look," I paused for dramatic effect, "hot."
Mom blushed, "Mrs. Raske insisted on giving me a fashion makeover."
"Well, it worked," I nodded, and gave her a hug. My hands slyly landing on the top of her ass...not inappropriate, but definitely lower than I would have gone in previous hugs.
Breaking it, I asked, "It's past your usual dinner time, are you hungry?"
"Starving," she nodded, my Mom used to regularly scheduled eating. She was a type two diabetic and thus needed to eat regularly.
"We are two blocks from the original Cheers bar if you want to go there," I suggested, knowing it was a show both my parents liked and still watched on reruns.
"That would be great," she nodded.
"Let's go," I suggested, and then we headed out.
As soon as we were outside, I offered Mom my arm, as the streets were slightly treacherous with the melting snow.
We walked and chatted as I showed her the public Boston Common, which even in winter was very nice... in summer it was beautiful.
We got to the bar, ordered food and caught up. After dinner, Mom spent almost a hundred bucks in the Cheers souvenir shop and took a few pictures.
We then took a short taxi ride downtown and I showed her the downtown market, we walked down by the harbor and ended the evening going on a ghost walk tour. Mom, who scares easily, took my arm for the walk and, when in a graveyard, I made just the slightest of advancements by taking her hand in mine.
She didn't pull her hand away, so we walked the rest of the forty minute walk with our fingers entwined.
When the tour ended, the night had become quite chilly, and Mom was shivering, so we got a taxi to take us back to the hotel (the walk would have been about twenty minutes and that was if we didn't get lost... the streets went in all directions and it was easy to end up off target, I still sometimes got lost, even after a few months of living here).
In the taxi, I pulled her into my arms and said, "You're freezing."
"I don't think I dressed for such an evening," she said as she pushed into me for warmth.
Deciding to continue my snail's pace seduction of my mother, I moved my hand to her nylon clad leg and began moving my hand up and down, pretending to be warming up her leg.
She seemed slightly surprised at first, but I said, "Your legs must be freezing."
She giggled slightly, "Yes, nylon is not the best attire to keep you warm."
"But it is the sexiest," I quipped, again giving just a hint of my plan.
"They are, are they?" Mom asked, surprised by my words.
"Oh yeah," I nodded, "it's the first thing I notice on a woman, their legs, especially in nylons... which is probably your fault."
"My fault?" She asked, looking at me.
"Well, you were always wearing them, and, according to many psychological theories, sons often are drawn to women who resemble their mothers," I explained, going even further, "truth be told, I have always had a nylon foot fetish."
"Well, I guess you're just like your father," she laughed.
"Is he a nylon person too?" I asked.
"If I go a day without wearing them, he is not happy," she answered.
I already knew she was submissive based on the video of her and Mrs. Raske, but the idea that she was submissive to Dad was new. "Interesting," I nodded.
"Why is that interesting?" She asked.
"It's just that I assumed you wore them because you liked them and they accentuated your sexy legs."
"I've grown to love wearing them," she nodded, before adding, "did you just call my legs sexy?"
"Mom, you have amazing legs," I said, "I'd be lying if I said I'd never stared at your legs before."
"Oh," she said, as if trying to process this piece of information.
Deciding to continue my sly seduction, I moved my hand up to the top of her lace thigh highs. "Oh, thigh highs."
She moved away suddenly, but didn't say anything.
I complimented, continuing my slow seduction, as we reached the hotel, "Thigh highs are super sexy, I expect all my women to wear them."
"All your women?" She questioned, clearly surprised by my choice of words.
"Girls like to understand their position," I answered, before getting out of the taxi to allow those words to marinate.
I took Mom's arm again and led her into the hotel, up the elevator and to the hotel room.
Mom immediately took her boots off, as she said, "My feet are literally killing me."
A witty comment about getting on her back popped into my head, but instead I focused on a more sly approach. "Lie down on the bed Mom and I'll give you a foot massage."
"No, that's okay," she said, the tone in her voice implying she was nervous about our earlier conversation.
"Mom, after all the times you've looked after my needs in the past, the least I can do is give you a foot massage," I countered.
"I guess that would be nice," she nodded tentatively, although she didn't actually get onto the bed.
"Lie down, Mom," I instructed, "with your head on the pillows, and throw on some television if you wish."
"Okay," Mom nodded, walking to the bed and cautiously going onto it so as not to let me see her lace top stockings. Once she was on the bed and comfortable, I joined her at the other end and took her stocking-clad foot in my hands. The nylon was sheer and I was instantly in my own version of heaven. Her painted pink toe nails only enhanced the beauty of her foot and I was tempted to take her pretty toes in my mouth.
Mom whimpered slightly when I began massaging her foot and said, "That feels so good, Matthew."
"Agreed," I replied, another subtle hint of my own fetish.
"So much like your father," she smiled, shaking her head.
I asked, "So you started wearing nylons all the time because he told you to?"
"Kind of," she shrugged. "I mean, I often wore them anyway as I always liked the different colours I could wear and how they could help accessorize my outfits."
"Cool," I nodded.
"But yes, your Dad has come to expect me to wear them," she admitted.
"And if you don't?" I asked.
"I just do," she answered.
"My pets are the same," I nodded, using the word 'pets' as I shifted to her other foot, bringing back the conversation I had left marinating when we left the taxi.
"Pets?" She questioned, seemingly more intrigued than shocked, having been set up for this conversation in the taxi. One thing I know about people, if you set up the bread crumbs, they often want to eat the whole loaf. But they will never eat the whole loaf without a few bread crumbs first.
"Beth and Della are two of them," I revealed.
"Sandra's Beth and Della?" Mom asked, genuinely surprised.
"Yes," I nodded.
"Oh," she said, clearly thinking about this.
"Why? Are you surprised a geek like me could get a couple hot cheerleaders?" I asked.
"No, no, no," she shook her head. "I didn't mean that at all, it's just I thought you and Allison may be an item."
"I've learned something about women," I said, my confidence strong.
"What's that?" She said with a smile.
"Most women work hard to put on the persona that society expects them to play," I answered, rather cryptically.
"Meaning?" She questioned, as I moved my hands up to her ankle, lifting her leg up slightly, enough to allow the entire lace top of her stockings to be revealed.
"Maybe I've said too much," I said, knowing that psychologically this would likely make her beg for me to give her more."
"You can't say something like that and then just leave it," she protested, looking at her skirt and realizing her lace tops were showing. As expected, she didn't try to cover it up.
"But it may offend you, even though I think you are very good proof of my theory," I replied, throwing out the hook and now waiting for her to bite.
"I am, am I?" She asked, raising her eyebrow, as my hands went to her calf. "Now I really need to know."
"I don't want to offend you," I said, my hand moving slowly up her leg.
"Tell me, young man," she demanded, using the same tone she had many times when I was in trouble.
Going for broke, I answered, "You are submissive and desperately looking for someone to take control."
"Is that so?" She asked, although she didn't deny it.
"The fact that you are not denying it proves it is true," I answered, "plus it's all part of the feminine psyche. Women always have to be seen a certain way, but the truth is that they desperately want to be seen in a totally different way."
"And what way is that?" She asked.
"Honestly?" I asked, again drawing her in.
"This hasn't been honest?" She questioned with a smile.
"Touché," I nodded, my hands getting closer and closer to her thigh without her making even a faint attempt at stopping me.
"Well?" She questioned.
"A submissive slut," I answered, "like Mrs. Raske is to me."
"What?" She gasped, clearly shocked by this information.
"Let's just say I started the new year with a literal bang," I joked.
Her face went red as she realized that I had fucked someone she had since submitted to.
"It's okay, Mom," I said, my hand moving under her skirt and directly to her pussy, "I know all about your lesbian submission games with my MILF pet."
"Oh God," she moaned, because of both my revelation and my fingers on her, not surprisingly, very wet cunt.
"Just give in to me, Mom," I ordered, as my fingers traced her pussy lips through her sopping wet panties.
"Matthew, this is wrong," she protested weakly even though she didn't move away or move my hand away.
I knew I had her hook, line and sinker, as I purred, and moved between her legs, "It's okay, Mom, we both know you want this and need this."
"Matthew," she said, her eyes showing her complete overwhelmed confusion, "I'm your mother."
"And I'm your Master," I countered, using a word I was confident would trigger yet another gush in her panties and break down her already fragile resistance to the act of incest I was offering.
"Matthew," she repeated, a look of trepidation and lust in her eyes, clearly overwhelmed with the sudden shift in conversation and expectations.
"Remember what you said to me during the holidays?" I asked.
"No," she shook her head, completely at the whim of my words and actions.
"I pointed out that motherly nurturing was critical to proper psychological development and you said, and I'm quoting you verbatim here, 'Well anytime you need me, I am here for you'".
"Yes, but I didn't mean this," Mom protested.
"Didn't mean what?" I asked, wanting to hear her say the words.
"This," she repeated, pointing to me between her slightly spread legs.
"And what is this?" I asked, as I moved my hands under her skirt, reached her panties again and smiled as she voluntarily lifted her ass up so I could slide them down her legs.
"Oh, Matthew," she weakly said, her face flush, "I, um, we can't."
"Mom, there is nothing more natural than sex and nothing more pure than intimacy between a mother and son," I suggested, as I tossed her panties onto the floor. "It's quite frankly the most natural thing in the world."



"Oh God, Matthew," she quivered, "I can't believe you are being so...."
"So what?" I asked, as I stood up and went to unbuckle my belt.
"So strong," she said, staring at my crotch, an obvious hunger to see what I was packing.
"You want to see your son's cock, don't you Mom?" I asked, unzipping my pants.
"I don't know," she answered, even as her eyes remained locked on my crotch area.
"I think you do, Mom," I said, as I dropped my pants to the floor.
She stared at the stiff bulge in my boxers.
"I'll ask again, Mom," I said, wanting her to give herself to me willingly, not be forced or coerced into it. "Do you want to see your son's cock?"
She nodded in the affirmative.
I paused briefly, before I pulled down my underwear and released my completely hard eight inch cock for my Mom to stare at.
"Oh my," she said, staring at my cock, clearly surprised but impressed by the package I was carrying.
"That's what Sandra said the first time she saw my cock," I revealed, all my cards now on the table.
"Sandra too?" Mom asked, looking up at me yet again in shock.
"She was my first pet," I nodded, "she accidentally helped me become the dominant that I am."
"I can't believe this." She said, returning her gaze to my erection.
"What?" I asked, moving closer to the bed. "That Sandra was my first pet cum slut or that I am so well-endowed?"
"Both," she nodded, her mouth literally drooling at my hard-on as she added, "How?"
"It's a crazy story, but the reality is once she saw my cock she was willing to do pretty much anything I asked," I revealed, as I climbed onto the bed and knelt in front of my overwhelmed mother.
When she didn't move away, I ordered, knowing she needed to be told what to do, "Go ahead, Mom, suck my cock."
She looked up at me, a look of complete bewilderment in her eyes (a look that was asking a million questions) before she returned her stare to my eight inch cock. She was paralyzed with indecision, her moral responsibility conflicting with reality.
"Go ahead, Mom," I repeated, "Suck your Master's cock."
That seemed to be the final push she needed, as she leaned forward and took my cock in her mouth. I smiled as my greatest fantasy became fulfilled. She took her time, swirling her tongue around my thick mushroom top, and slowly bobbing back and forth over half my cock. She really was worshipping my cock.
She then surprised me when she moved her body lower and slid her tongue down my shaft and took my balls in her mouth one at a time, something that was so sexy. I moaned, "That feels so good, Mom."
She spent an eternity pleasuring both balls before sliding back up my shaft and resuming sucking my cock. When she returned to my cock, she began bobbing up and down on my cock with more speed. The ball play mixed with her eager cock sucking had my balls immediately beginning to boil. I watched her bob hungrily on my dick, continually getting more of my cock in her.
As she took six-plus inches in her beautiful mouth, I knew I wasn't going to last much longer, I groaned, "Get ready to swallow all your Master's cum, my Mommy-slut." Calling her my 'Mommy-slut' turned me on even though I knew it was a risk.
It obviously got her off too as she moaned on my cock and bobbed faster. It took less than fifteen seconds before I was unloading in my Mom's mouth. She swallowed it all, hungrily, until she had retrieved every last speck of my seed.
When I pulled out, I smiled, "Now it's your turn."
She looked at me and said, "I can't believe I just did that."
"I can't believe it either," I smiled, as I moved between her legs and tugged her skirt off. "But I have wanted to do this forever."
"What's that?" she asked, smiling playfully now.
"Making you my submissive," I answered.
"You mean your Mommy-slut?" she questioned, raising her eyebrow.
"Yes," I nodded, burying my face in her pussy.
"Oh yessssss," she moaned, the instant my tongue began licking her cunt.
Her taste was like heaven and I took my time like she had with my cock. I explored every crevice of her pussy region, before slithering down and licking her ass.
"Ohhhhh, you bad boy," she moaned.
"My sluts must become three-hole fuck toys," I bravely said, as I tongued her asshole.
"You really are like your dad," she replied.
"Dad pounds your ass?" I asked.
"He loves coming in my ass and making me walk around the house with it leaking out of me," she admitted.
"That is the hottest thing ever," I said, moving back to her pussy.
"No, your big dick pounding my cunt or reaming my ass is," she said, talking nasty... which only enhanced this moment of perfection.
I sucked her clit between my lips, which made her tremble and beg, "Shove your big dick in me, Master."
I moved up and asked, "You want your son's dick in you?"
"I'm a Mommy slut," she smiled, "that's what Mommies are made for."
"Fuck," I groaned, as I rubbed my cock up and down her pussy lips. "Let's see those tits first."
She smiled, "You want to see Mommy's big tits?" she questioned as she immediately began unbuttoning her blouse.
"God, yes," I nodded, staring at her like she had my cock earlier.
"You want to suck on the tits you sucked on all those years ago?" she continued, somehow making this taboo and even hotter as if she too revelled in the act of incest.
"Fuck, yes," I nodded, so entranced by her seductive sexiness, as her last button was undone.
She leaned up, awkwardly took off her blouse and asked, "Can you unclasp Mommy's bra?"
"Ah-huh," I agreed, reaching behind her and unclasping her bra.
Taking control back, I tossed the bra aside and pushed her back onto her back.
"Mmmmmmm, how did you know Mommy likes it rough?" she purred.
"All sluts do," I answered, leaning down and cupping her large firm breasts.
"Yes, suck on Mommy's titties," she moaned, as I leaned forward and sucked on her left erect nipple.
"Shove your prick in me," she moaned, as I teased her.
"Beg," I ordered, still resisting the warm wet hole that was tempting my mushroom top.
"Oh God, Matthew, shove that big cock in Mommy's cunt," she begged, "make me a real Mommy-slut and make yourself a mother fucker."
That was all I needed, as I slammed all eight inches inside her velvet warmth.
"Yesssssssssss," she moaned loudly, before adding, "soooooo big."
I didn't make love to Mom, I fucked her, slamming into her hard with each forward thrust.
"Yes, yes, yes, fuck Mommmmmmmy," she demanded, her own orgasm seemingly rising quickly.
I obliged, fucking her as fast as I could, wanting to make her cum.
"Oh God, son, I love your fucking huge horse cock," she babbled, as she began bucking her ass up to meet my thrusts.
I just kept fucking her as she fucked me.
"Oh yes, make Mommy cum," she screamed a minute later and a few deep thrusts later she erupted, "Mommmmmmmmmmmy's cominnnnnnnnng."
She collapsed back onto the bed as I kept pounding her flooding cunt.
"Oh yes, keep pounding Mommy," she whimpered, as her orgasm continued to course through her.
Instead I pulled out and ordered, "On your knees, Mom."
She purred, "Are you going to fuck Mommy's ass?"
"It's the only hole left," I pointed out, making the act sound even dirtier.
"Well, we can't have that," she giggled, as she got onto her knees and showcased her beautifully curved ass.
"What an inviting back end," I commented, staring at her from behind.
"Well, come on in," she offered, wiggling her ass.
I moved behind her, grabbed her hips and positioned my cock at her back door.
She said, "Please start slow, your dick is a lot bigger than your father's."
That made a chill go up my spine as I slowly pushed forward. After a brief resistance, my cock broke through and began slowly penetrating her.
"Oh fuuuuuuuck," Mom moaned, "your dick is so thick."
"And your ass so tight," I groaned, as my dick slowly disappeared between her ass cheeks.
"Only for dicks as big as yours," she moaned back.
I watched in awe as her ass took all eight inches and once all in, I began slowly fucking her ass.
She moaned, "That's it, get Mommy's asshole accustomed to your huge rod."
I fucked her ass slowly for a couple of minutes before beginning to fuck her faster.
"Oh yes, Matthew, pound Mommy's asshole," she moaned.
Hearing her call it an 'asshole' made it sound so much dirtier.
"You love getting your shit hole filled, don't you Mommy-slut?" I asked, enjoying the nasty talk, so completely different to any conversation we had ever had,
"Yessss, Mommy loves your dick in all her fuck holes," she moaned, as she began bouncing back onto my cock.
I rammed her asshole for a couple more minutes, before I wanted to feel her stocking-clad legs on me, so I pulled out and ordered, "Back on your back, Mommy-slut."
She quickly rolled over and looked at me with an insatiable lust that turned me on. "Where will you slam that big dick of yours, Master?" she asked.
"Back in that shit hole of yours," I replied, as I grabbed her legs, pulled them together and pushed them towards her to give me an inviting angle to both her holes.
"Oh, just take me as you wish, baby," she purred, clearly liking a man who took control.
I got in position and slid my cock back into her ass, the angle creating a new sensation of tightness.
"Oh myyyyyyyy," Mom declared, as I filled her.
Having her nylon legs on my chest was a turn-on, and she knew it.
She asked after a few deep strokes, "Does my Master want some naughty nylon foot play?"
"Yessss,' I grunted, as I kept fucking her.
She moved her feet so they were both on my chest and rubbed them up and down as I fucked her.
The feeling was so hot, and mixed with the tightness of her ass, I knew I wasn't going to last long.
She moaned, as she simultaneously rubbed her clit, "I'm going to come again from your big dick, baby."
"I'm close, too," I warned.
"I want it all over my face, Master," she revealed, "I want to show you just how nasty a slut I am for you."
A few more deep strokes and I pulled out. She quickly repositioned herself and offered her pretty face to me. I stroked my dick for a few seconds before the first rocket shot out and hit her directly between the eyes.
Three more loads splattered her face before she took my dick back in her mouth, not caring that it was last in her asshole.
"Oh, fuck Mom," I groaned, as she bobbed back and forth retrieving every last speck of my cum.
When she finally stopped sucking, I looked down at her and said, "Fuck, you are the hottest Mom ever."
"Even with my face coated with cum?" she asked, scooping some off her chin and putting it in her mouth.
"Especially with cum all over your face," I nodded.
We both collapsed onto the bed, she nuzzled into my shoulder, as she said, "Sooooo, want to hear a secret?"
"I did, until you used that tone," I pointed out.
"I've wanted to have your dick in me since I first learned you and Sandra were fucking," She revealed.
I coughed. "P-p-pardon?"
"You weren't really discrete," she pointed out, "and Sandra is a screamer when she comes. Trust me I've been between her legs enough to know."
"What?" I said, sitting up and looking at my Mom, her face still coated with cum. It was apparently my turn to be shocked.
"Your sister has been using me as her personal live-in cunt-licker since a couple days after you left," Mom revealed.
"The bitch never told me," I said, annoyed at Sandra for keeping such a thing secret.
"That's my fault," she smiled, "I wanted this night to be... well, special."
"That it was," I nodded. "And Mrs. Raske?"
"That was real, I feigned innocence while she kept trying to seduce me," she explained, "it was actually quite cute."
"Wow!" I said.
"And Dad is oblivious to this whole thing?" I asked.
"Your father is oblivious to most things," Mom said, "including that his wife is a submissive cum slut."
"That is a shame," I said, wondering how a man could be so oblivious to a woman's needs.
"Thankfully, I now have you as my Master," she said, stroking my already reviving cock.
"I can't believe you played me this whole time," I said.
"I can't believe you tried to make your mother your slut," she countered.
"I did make you my Mommy-slut," I countered.
"Well," she smiled, as she stroked my cock, "Do you have one more load in you?"
"My gun reloads quickly," I nodded, as I rolled her onto her side.
"And can you just fuck Mommy's cunt this time?" she asked, as I moved behind her.
"Since you asked so nicely," I replied, as I slid my cock into her still very wet pussy.
"Mmmmmm, you're such a sexy Mother-fucker," she purred, as I began slowly fucking her.
"And you're a sexy Mother-slut," I countered, as I eventually deposited my third load of the evening, this time in her cunt, both of us coming one last time.
.....
The next couple of days were crazy as I learned my mother is also a nymphomaniac. We fucked in a secluded spot during my private Harvard tour, we fucked in a family washroom at Quincy Market, she swallowed my load during a long taxi ride and I filled all three of her holes back at the hotel.
My dick was actually exhausted and in need of a rest when Mom left for the airport after three days of sucking and fucking.
As she left, she said, "You better get a summer job back home, Master, because you already have a summer job at home that you need to deal with."
I laughed, "What about Sandra?"
"You're the Master," she shrugged.
"True enough," I nodded, giving her a very non son-mother kiss, having just shot a load in her cunt a few minutes earlier.
.....
Thankfully, I had two weeks to recover before Allison was coming with her Mom to visit me and Harvard, although I wasn't sure that I would be able to actually, finally sleep with Allison. Our texts had gotten very vivid, and there was no doubt she was submissive, but, with her mother coming too, I wasn't sure how I would get her alone.
To my surprise yet again, things turned out a lot different than I expected, but that is an entirely different story.
THE END
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Pantyhose Tales: Black Lez Sub
It's funny how you don't really notice when you change from young and wild to married and domesticated. I mean I love my husband, but what used to be intense passionate sex, in wild and exotic locations, has become boring and mechanical with him. Very much like wham bam thank you ma'am type deal, no foreplay, no naughty talk. Truthfully, nine out of ten times our sexual encounters involve me on my knees sucking him off and swallowing his cum. I literally can't recall the last time he went down on me.
If it wasn't for Literotica, online chat lines and my dildo, I would probably lose it completely.
I read a plethora of stories and chatted with many online strangers and the more I read the more my fantasies began to consume my thoughts:
-I wanted to meet a stranger and eat her cunt in a bathroom stall.
-I wanted to be used by a group of men and women all night.
-I wanted to be the centerpiece of a gangbang.
-I wanted to be ass fucked by a man while I ate out his wife.
-I wanted to be triple-teamed.
-I wanted to be tied up and used.
-I wanted to be a submissive bimbo who obeyed any and every order of a Mistress or a Master
-I wanted to be the fluffer at a porn movie.
-I wanted to be in an orgy where I ate pussy, sucked cock, took it in both ends, all three holes
Then I had some even crazier fantasies:
-I wanted to be used by white men and treated like a fuck slave
-I wanted to have a night of golden showers
-I wanted to be fucked by one man while I ate out his daughter or mother or both
-I wanted to be fucked by all my in-laws
-I wanted to eat my mother's cunt and suck my father.
The point is this was all fantasy, naughty, naughty role playing fantasy, nothing more and nothing less.
Then I met an online Mistress who made fantasy eventually become reality.
After a few feeling out chats, where I admitted all the fantasies mentioned above, she sent me a form to fill out:
Name: Leah Adams
Age: 26
Race: Black
Status: Married...happily and yet sexually dormant
Body Features: 40DD and thick
Tattoos: A moon on my left foot
Do you like cocksucking: yes
Do you like eating pussy: yes
Cock or pussy? Pussy
First time giving head: I was at a cousin's party and a 7 minutes in heaven dare led to four minutes of cocksucking and my first time swallowing cum.
First time eating pussy: college bar, drunk, an older woman pulled me into a bathroom, pushed me to the ground and shoved my face in her cunt (this started my obsession with older women and with being submissive)
First time getting fucked: same cousin's party, rumour got out I was easy and I ended up getting fucked by a college guy who lasted like three minutes before he came all over my tits (very anti-climactic...pun intended)
First threesome or moresome (if ever): At a New Year's Eve party at my aunt and uncle's in Dallas, Texas, I mingled with a few people. Then I saw this attractive older man. We made eye contact and I went over to him and we introduced ourselves. He was a friend of my aunt and uncle's. We flirted, and he told me he was married and was interested in me (doing a married man was another fantasy of mine back then). He told me to come to his house the next weekend. I said it sounds great. I found myself to be rather confident when we were flirting and making plans, although when the time came I was much more nervous. But before I knew it I was eating his wife's pussy while her husband fucked me, all while a video camera on a tripod filmed it.
Have you done anal?: Have tried, but it never goes overly well, hurts too much
Kinkiest thing you have done: Honestly, I used to be pretty wild.
1. I met a girl online, Keisha, and when I went to meet her at her house, she had two guys with her. As I ate her, both guys took turns fucking me, both filling my cunt with their cum, all the while calling me 'cum bucket' and 'slave'. The night was both humiliating and exhilarating and even though I was mortified when I returned home, I continually masturbate about it happening again.
2. Rainbow parties: I went to catholic private school all my life, so when I went to college I really let loose. The first party I went to was at a sorority house where I was initiated. Each woman would wear lipstick and go around and give the guys head. I would suck some off until completion, but most were just a tease. In the end I swallowed at least a dozen loads, was eventually fucked by three different guys, and almost got ass fucked, but couldn't handle the pain. Instead, I licked another sister member's ass to prepare her to get ass fucked.
3. Sucked off a boyfriend in a theatre and he came all over my face, He then made me go get popcorn with cum all over my face; that started a two month wild time where he would cum on my face and make me walk around in public....it mortified me and yet nothing ever turned me on more.
Fantasies: To submit to a powerful woman and be degraded and humiliated.

I sent the questionnaire and waited a couple of days. She then chatted with me:
MistressP: Hi, my pet.
LeahAdams: Hi. Mistress P
MistressP: So u r sure u are ready for complete obedience?
LeahAdams: yes, Mistress P
MistressP: first things first...a test of obedience...do u have pantyhose?
LeahAdams: Somewhere
MistressP: go find them, slut.
LeahAdams: k. BRB.
I had to look long and hard to find a pair, but eventually found one.
LeahAdams: Found them.
MistressP: put them on now
LeahAdams: okay.
MistressP: now take a picture of your feet so I can see your tattoo.
LeahAdams: why?
MistressP: to make sure you are real
LeahAdams: okay.
I figured what the hell. I took a photo of my feet and sent it.
MistressP: good girl
LeahAdams: thank u, Mistress
MistressP: now I know u r real, r u ready for your training?
LeahAdams: God, yes!!!
MistressP: tell me exactly what u want!
LeahAdams: to be made into a submissive slave
MistressP: what do u envision that entailing?
LeahAdams: utter obedience
MistressP: so if I told u to stop fucking your husband?
I pondered that for a moment.
LeahAdams: sure, it's not like he actually gets me off usually anyway
MistressP: do u have any limitations?
LeahAdams: I'd do anal, but I've never enjoyed it; no scat
MistressP: of course, no scat, but what about golden showers?
LeahAdams: I'm curious about those
MistressP: and as for anal, all my pets are trained to be anal sluts. A good slut has three holes and all three are completely at the whim of my needs.
I wasn't a big fan of anal, it always hurt, yet the idea of giving my ass to a stranger, a Mistress, was a turn on I couldn't deny.
LeahAdams: of course Mistress, my mouth, cunt and asshole are yours as u see fit
MistressP: anything else
LeahAdams: I don't like the 'N' word
MistressP: good to know! Now send me a picture of yourself, head shot optional
I again considered if this was a good idea, obeying her turned me on and if I cut my head off I was still anonymous.
LeahAdams: okay.
I was only in a hoodie, panties and pantyhose. I stood up, used the mirror and took a picture of myself.
MistressP: very nice, u r a very good pet
LeahAdams: thank u Mistress, I aim to please
MistressP: ur legs in nylons r quite delicious
LeahAdams: thank u, Mistress
MistressP: so ur fantasy is to be degraded and humiliated by a powerful woman
LeahAdams: yes
MistressP: a white woman
LeahAdams: preferably
MistressP: an older white woman
LeahAdams: yes!!!!
MistressP: and if I recall u prefer redheads
LeahAdams: yes, they are so exotic and rare to find
MistressP: so if u could submit to anyone u know who would it be?
Leah pondered this for a while. There were a few, but the woman across the street, a natural redhead named Penny, was definitely her dream Mistress
LeahAdams: a woman across the street from me
MistressP: why her?
LeahAdams: redhead, green eyes, and very beautiful and she carries a certain aura with her
MistressP: how well do u know her?
LeahAdams: we are friendly, I suppose
MistressP: do u want to eat her cunt?
LeahAdams: yes
MistressP: be her pet?
LeahAdams: yes
MistressP: lick her asshole?
I began rubbing my cunt, imagining doing exactly what this online stranger was suggesting. I had never licked an asshole, yet the idea now presented to me, it was rather intriguing.
LeahAdams: yes
MistressP: maybe even taste her piss
Conversely, although I had pondered what pee would taste like, what it would feel like, it wasn't something I had given any serious thought. Yet, if she was really here in front of me now, I would lick her asshole, take a golden shower and get ass fucked. I wanted to be forced outside my comfort zone, be turned into a mindless slut who just obeyed.
LeahAdams: whatever she made me do, Mistress
MistressP: send me a picture of those tits, my slut
Being called a slut instantly turned me on even more. I wanted to be someone's slut again, I wanted to be used like I used to when I was single.
LeahAdams: yes, Mistress.
I took off my shirt, never wearing a bra around the house, squeezed my tits together and took a picture
MistressP: very nice, ur tits are beautiful
LeahAdams: thank u, Mistress
I'd always known my tits stood out, but it had been a long time since someone called them beautiful, or me beautiful.
MistressP: when did u last have sex?
LeahAdams: I gave my husband head last night, if that counts
MistressP: I suppose, last time he ate u
LeahAdams: my birthday maybe
MistressP: men
LeahAdams: tell me about it
MistressP: last time he fucked u
LeahAdams: on the weekend, but I didn't come
MistressP: do u ever from sex?
LeahAdams: rarely, I need a good work up first
MistressP: do u have any toys?
LeahAdams: yes
MistressP: what?
LeahAdams: a small vibrator and a dildo
MistressP: not a great selection
LeahAdams: agreed
MistressP: no anal toys
LeahAdams: no
MistressP: we will have to rectify that
LeahAdams: yes, Mistress
MistressP: are u horny
LeahAdams: always
MistressP: send me a picture of one of your toys between those big melons
LeahAdams: okay
I went and grabbed my pink toy and took a picture without hesitation.
MistressP: nice, but u need much bigger toys than that
LeahAdams: agreed
MistressP: maybe a wall suction cock
LeahAdams: what is that
MistressP: a toy you can put on the wall to literally fuck yourself
LeahAdams: sounds perfect
MistressP: it is, especially a nice ten inch one
LeahAdams: never had anything that big in me
My husband was a decent seven inches, and I once had an eight inch cock, give or take, but ten....yummy!!!
MistressP: its time to start a few firsts
LeahAdams: I'm ready and willing
MistressP: u sure?
LeahAdams: positive
MistressP: call your neighbour and invite her for coffee
LeahAdams: now?
MistressP: no better time than the present
LeahAdams: really?
MistressP: call now, my slut!
LeahAdams: Okay, BRB
I was surprised by the order. Yet, on rare occasion I had had Penny over for coffee, so it wasn't a completely out of the blue suggestion.
I picked up my phone and dialed Penny's number. Part of me was hoping she was home, part of me was hoping she wasn't.
"Hello," Penny's voice greeted.
"Him Penny, it's Leah," I greeted. "I was wondering if you would like to come over for coffee."
"That would be lovely," she responded, "Let's say in an hour, I have a few things to finish up first."
"Sure," I agreed, "See you then."
"Will do," she responded.
LeahAdams: I called her and she is coming over in an hour.
MistressP: Then hopefully you are COMING in an hour too
LeahAdams: LOL
MistressP: No, seriously! I expect you to give hints of your interest in her sexually.
Although great in fantasy, I wasn't sure how to in reality.
LeahAdams: How?
MistressP: Shift the conversation slowly toward sex; your lack of sexual fulfillment. She if she bites.
LeahAdams: If she doesn't?
MistressP: talk about how he doesn't understand your submissive side; ask her if she is submissive. She won't be, redheads are almost always dominant.
LeahAdams: Always?
MistressP: 99%!
LeahAdams: So good odds...
MistressP: Almost a certainty.
LeahAdams: I wish Penny knew I was willing to be her unconditional fuck slut.
MistressP: She already knows.
LeahAdams:???
MistressP: I am guessing if she is how u describe her, she can sense it in u. She is just waiting for the opportunity to pounce, which may be in just a few minutes.
LeahAdams: I wish.
MistressP: Be careful what u wish for,
LeahAdams: I'm serious, I'd obey her without hesitation.
MistressP: Well, first, keep obeying me. Send me a picture of u bent over; I want a good look of that ass.
LeahAdams: Yes, Mistress, but remember I am not some thin anorexic.
MistressP: I know, neither am I. Real women have curves.
LeahAdams: That I do.
MistressP: Your tits are beautiful and you have beautiful legs.
LeahAdams: Thanks
MistressP: I'm sure that booty of yours is just as perfect.
LeahAdams: It's not Beyonce, but it is fine!
MistressP: Show me now!
LeahAdams: Yes, Mistress
My pussy was on fire with this conversation and the slight though, unlikely, possibility of submission with Penny only enhanced it.
I quickly took the photo, the position awkward, but once it was snapped I was impressed by how well it turned out.
LeahAdams: Sent.
MistressP: I see, very delicious. As anticipated, u have a very, very nice booty.
LeahAdams: I imagine u do too
MistressP: my legs are my best asset.
LeahAdams: I bet they are
MistressP: Does pet want to see her Mistress's legs
LeahAdams: Yes, Mistress, I would love to see any part of you, that you are willing to show me
MistressP: what would you do if I was there right now?
LeahAdams: Whatever u told me too
MistressP: would u suck on my nylon toes?
LeahAdams: Yes, Mistress
MistressP: use my heel to fuck that wet cunt of yours?
LeahAdams: God, yes, Mistress
The idea of fucking myself with the heel of a shoe suddenly seeming very logical.
MistressP: Of course, you would eat my cunt
LeahAdams: in a heartbeat, Mistress
MistressP: And lick my asshole.
LeahAdams: Anything u ordered, Mistress.
The idea of licking an ass was so dirty, so naughty, that I instantly wished her ass was in front of me to do just that.
MistressP: Get fist fucked like the cheap, dirty, mindless, fuck-toy you are meant to be.
LeahBrown: GOD, YES!!!!
Being called names, forced to do slutty, whorish acts made me desperate to make this online fantasy real.
MistressP: If I ever meet you, I will make u my complete personal fuck toy...my obedient full service sex maid.
LeahBrown: Yes, Mistress, I'd obey without hesitation.
MistressP: No questions asked?
LeahBrown: Complete obedience, Mistress.
Strangely, I meant it. I wanted to be someone's complete slut, a mindless sexual bimbo used to serve a white Mistress's every sexual whim.
MistressP: here is the picture my hungry little housewife slut taken right now before I put on my heels. And come over to your house to make u my personal SLAVE!!!
I quivered at the word SLAVE and wished she really was coming over this moment. The picture arrived.
LeahAdams: very nice legs, Mistress
MistressP: I know!
LeahAdams: LOL!!!
MistressP: Now, I want u on your back, with ur legs up high in the air, and you are to rub yourself without getting off for five minutes.
LeahAdams: Yes, Mistress. Straight up?
MistressP: Spread open like I'm about to fuck u with one of my big strap-on cocks.



My cunt got wet instantly at the idea of her fucking me, making me her pet.
Mistress P: Then take a picture of yourself in that exact position. U r not allowed to come, but u r to get yourself on the brink. Is that clear, slut?
LeahAdams: Yes, Mistress.
MistressP: I'll be back in five minutes.
LeahAdams: Yes, Mistress.
I sat on my chair staring at the picture. I was not really a leg woman, I liked tits and ass, but those legs were not only very nice, but because they were my Mistress's they somehow turned me on.
After a minute, I pondered whether I should obey or not, the position an awkward one. Yet, somehow I felt the need to obey, plus my cunt was on fire, so I laid on my floor, lifted up my legs, spread them wide and slid my hand inside my pantyhose.
I closed my eyes and imagined that Mistress P was Penny from across the street, the beautiful redhead I fantasized about all the time. Her green eyes were intoxicating and her natural red hair was exotic, so different from my brown eyes and frizzy black hair.
As I rubbed myself, I imagined her inviting me for coffee and then making me her personal slut.
My moans were getting heavier, when I remembered I was supposed to take a photo of myself like this. Awkwardly, I tried to keep my legs up, while also taking the photo. Although I wobbled a couple of times and the first couple of photos were too blurry to send, I finally took one that worked.
As I looked at the photo, my legs still wide up in the air, I heard a voice, "You really are an obedient, pet, aren't you?"
I froze, my legs still wide up in the air, spread open.
"Speechless, my pet?" she asked.
It took me a second to realize this wasn't a fantasy, that Penny, the redhead from across the street, was indeed in my room, leaning against my door frame with a wide smile on her face and a strap-on cock in her hands.
"P-P-Penny?" I finally stammered, oddly remaining in the same position.
"Isn't it, 'Mistress, Penny'?" she questioned, as she walked over and stood in front of me.
This was the tell-tale moment.
I said I wished she was here.
I promised that I would obey without hesitation.
I admitted I would be a mindless slave.
Finally, I smiled, not ashamed of my current position, but turned on, "Hi, Mistress Penny, how may I serve you?"
She smiled back and asked, "Surprised?"
"Definitely surprised, but very, very pleasantly so," I answered, my mouth already watering, my pussy already dampening, trying to figure out how she ended up being my online Mistress.
"Ready to make all those online promises a reality?" she questioned, slipping out of her heels and pushing my legs back to the ground.
"My mind and body are yours to use as you wish, Mistress," I answered like the submissive I was, and very thankful to be completely on the ground.
She straddled my face, hiked up her skirt to reveal she was a natural redhead, with a perfectly trimmed pussy, as she lowered herself on my face.
"I imagine you have fantasized about this moment for a long time, my slut," she correctly assumed.
As her cunt lowered onto my eager lips, I answered, "It's a fantasy come true, Mistress."
She chuckled, as her cunt lips, landed on my lips, "Oh, it will definitely be a fantasy COME true."
Her scent was strong, and I eagerly began licking. I parted her pussy lips with my tongue, creating a path of wetness. As her moans increased, I leaned up and began sucking on her hard clit.
"That's it, sluuuut," she moaned, beginning to grind up and down on my face.
Soon she was coming and my face was coated with pussy juice. I hungrily lapped her juices, wanting to savour her exotic taste.
Once she was done coming, she got off me and said, "You've got quite the tongue, my pet."
"Thank you, Mistress," I smiled, giddy with the compliment.
"Get on all fours, my slut," she ordered, as she went over to the bed and grabbed the strap-on she had brought with her.
I quickly obeyed, my cunt dying for attention.
She put the strap-on cock on, moved behind me and ripped my pantyhose. She asked, "Want to get fucked?"
"So badly," I moaned, as the head of her plastic cock parted my lips.
"Beg, slut," she ordered, continuing to tease me.
"Please, Mistress, slam that big cock in your bimbo slut's cunt," I moaned, not really good at dirty talk.
"You understand once I fuck you, you are unconditionally mine," she stated.
I didn't contemplate any risk as I declared, "Of course, Mistress. I will obey without hesitation."
"I'll make all your fantasies come true," she said, as she slid the cock deep in me.
"Yesssssss," I moaned, my burning cunt finally filled.
"I knew you would be a good little fuck slut," she said, as she began slamming into me.
"You didddd?" I questioned.
"Oh yes," she said, "You've been drooling over me since we first met."
Of course, she was right. "I was that obvious?"
"It's hard to hide lust," she said, as she ordered, "now bounce back on my cock, slut. Fuck yourself."
"Yes, Mistress," I moaned, immediately bouncing back onto her cock like a dog in heat.
"Faster, slut," she ordered, after a minute or so.
"Yesssss," I moaned, my breathing getting heavier.
"Are you close?" she asked.
"Yesssss," I whimpered, my orgasm so close.
"Stop," she ordered.
"Nooooo," I whined.
"Are you questioning me?" she asked instantly annoyed.
"Nooo, Mistress," I apologized, "I'm sorry, I wasn't thinking."
"Stand up!" she ordered, clearly still annoyed.
"Yes, Mistress," I quickly obeyed.
"Bend over the bed," she demanded.
I again obeyed.
I felt her hands tug down my pantyhose slightly and, without warning, felt the harsh sting of a slap on my ass.
I yelped completely surprised.
"Ask for another, slut," she demanded.
Although absurd, I asked, "Mistress, may I have another?"
SPANK!
"Mistress, may I have another," I asked, through gritted teeth. The pain searing, yet somehow making my cunt leak simultaneously.
SPANK!
"Aaaaaah, Mistress, may I have anotherrrrrrr," I struggled to ask, oddly wanting to be spanked again, even as tears streamed from my eyes.
"You like getting spanked, don't you?" she asked, as she rubbed my ass cheeks.
"Yes," I admitted, finding the sudden gentle caressing a strange contradiction to the searing burn of a couple moments earlier.
Another sudden slap came, and then another.
"Yes, what?" she asked.
"Yessssss, Mistress," I weakly responded, the pain intense.
"Your black ass looks hot with some red," she said, again caressing my ass cheeks.
"Thank you, Mistress," I responded.
"My pets never disobey, is that clear?" she questioned.
"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, oddly hoping for another spank, the pleasure and pain principle definitely at work.
"So you promised me you would do whatever I said," she continued.
"Yes, Mistress," I agreed, wondering what she was going to make me do next.
She moved to her purse, before returning and pouring some lube between my ass cheeks. "Beg to be ass fucked,"
Although I knew it would hurt, I wanted more pain, more pleasure. As her finger teased my rosebud, I begged, "Fuck your slave's ass. Make me your ass slutttttt."
Her finger slid in my ass as she said, "You understand I plan to make you a complete fuck toy."
"Yessss," I moaned, as her finger wiggled inside my ass.
"I plan to make all those fantasies of yours come true," she continued.
"Reallllly?" I asked, as she pulled her finger out and moved the plastic cock between my ass cheeks.
As she began pushing the cock in my ass, a new pain coursing through my body, she continued, "I plan to have you gangbanged by a group of my husband's friends, to be the all service maid at my next bridge party and be triple-teamed by some college boys."
"Oh yesssss," I moaned at the promises she was making, which dulled the pain as my ass was filled completely.
Once all in, she said, "That ass of yours easily took all my cock."
"Fuck my ass, Mistress," I begged, wanting to be fucked, made an ass-slut.
"You really are one dirty housewife slut," she chuckled, as she held my hips and began fucking my ass hard.
"Oh fuck, shit, fuck," I mumbled, as the cock slammed into my ass. If this was a guy I would have made him stop, the pain was so bad, yet because it was her, my Mistress, I begged for more. "Oh yes, ream my ass, Mistress."
"You want to get gangbanged by a bunch of white guys?" she asked.
"Yesssss," I moaned, "I want to be used like a dirty sluuuut," I moaned, the idea of being gangbanged taking away the pain that was still burning inside me.
"You'll be eating cunt after cunt after cunt," she continued.
"Oh yes, make me your cunt licking slavvvvve," I moaned, wanting to be forced to eat pussy, suck cock, be ass fucked.
For a few minutes, she slammed into my ass, my whole bed banging into the wall, as the pain faded entirely and my orgasm began to rise. "Oh God, so close, shiiiiit," I moaned, my breathing getting heavy.
"You want to come, my slave?" she asked.
"Yessss," I moaned.
"Only real whores come from getting ass fucked," she said, as she continued reaming me.
"I'm a whoooooooooore," I screamed, my orgasm so close.
"Come, my slut, come from getting ass fucked," she ordered.
The order was all I needed to reach euphoria as I screamed, "Yesssssss, I'm your fucking sluuuuuuuuuuut."
The orgasm was intense, making my whole body tingle as she didn't slow down her fucking.
I continued coming and coming, feeling my pussy juices slithering down my leg. I didn't want this submission to end, this anal submission. I didn't want to return to being a boring housewife, with my boring husband and my boring life. I wanted to eat her pussy, to lick her asshole, to suck her tits, to be her anal slave.
Unfortunately, all good things come to an end, and she pulled out of my ass and ordered, "Suck my cock, slut."
I spun around, dropped to my knees and took the cock straight from my ass into my mouth. Another nasty act of submission that only enhanced my desire to submit.
After a minute, she pulled out and patted my head, "Good pet."
This should have shamed me, yet it only enhanced my submissive desires. I replied, "Thank you, Mistress."
"This is just the beginning, my cunt slut," she said, as she took off the strap-on.
"I hope so, Mistress," I replied, remaining on my knees.
"Oh, that is a promise," she smiled. "I will make everything on your list of fantasies come true."
"Thank you, Mistress," I nodded, my cunt still leaking.
"Be at my house tomorrow morning at eight," she ordered. "It's time to start your slave training."
"I can't wait, Mistress," I nodded and I meant it.
"I know, slut," she replied, walking out of my bedroom.
I weakly went to my computer and typed her a message:
LeahAdams: Mistress Penny. Thank you for making me your slave. I will obey without hesitation.
THE END
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Dominican Slut: Ass Fucked
As I lick white sorority girl pussy while simultaneously getting ass fucked by white frat boy cock, my big, masculine, black husband is getting pegged by an eighteen year old blonde sorority sister and sucking her white boyfriend's cock. I can't help but reflect on the long and winding journey that put me and my black husband in this predicament.
I was the one who was supposed to break free from generations of stereotypes and become successful...to fit into and live the American dream... yet I ended up just like my cousins and the generations before me: a servant to a privileged white people.
This is my story...
I was a senior in high school, earning straight A's and already accepted into a dozen elite colleges, when it began rather innocently.
I had a day off from school for teacher development, so I went to help my mom as a maid for the day. My mom, a single mother, worked her ass off as a maid for me to get an education and so it wasn't out of the ordinary for me to help her on days when I didn't have school.
I had just turned eighteen and was cleaning an upstairs bathroom on my knees, cleaning a toilet in a ridiculously big eight bedroom home when I heard a guy behind me say, "That is one nice bubble ass."
Being Latina, an ass compliment was one of the best complements I could get.
I kept working, having been told by Mom many times to ignore the employers unless asked a direct question. I could feel his eyes on me as I worked, but I just kept doing my job.
An hour later, Mom was still working, later than expected, and I had a study session to go to. Vaughn, that was the guy's name, offered to drive me to the library.
Although I found it uncomfortable, as I wasn't use to getting into vehicles with boys, never mind a complete stranger, Mom agreed, saying he was a nice boy (albeit four years older than me and in his last year of college).
Vaughn was incredibly sweet, completely complimenting how pretty I was for my age and how he couldn't believe I was still a high school student. He even put his hand on my leg and I didn't move it, enjoying the attention I was getting from a very good looking college student. When we arrived at the library, he got my beeper number (yes, I am that old) and told me he would give me a buzz.
I was giddy with excitement and, of course, gave him my number. I then eagerly waited for him to call... as he did a few days later (which felt like years).
He took me to a movie, holding my hand for most of it and then putting his hand on my leg during the last part of the movie... his hand slowly slid under my skirt and eventually moved to my slightly damp panties.
He whispered, "Your pussy is really wet."
I moaned slightly, having never had another person touch my vagina before.
I felt both ashamed and turned on at the same moment. I had promised to remain a virgin until marriage (a promise to Mom and myself...also a matter of pride as my cousins were all already parents at very young ages, back home in the Dominican Republic). I was determined to break the generations old stereotypes of young pregnancies and menial labour jobs.
He continued slowly teasing me for the rest of the movie, making me a muddled mess. I had never had a boy touch me, and I was surprised at how different it felt than when I did it myself. I read somewhere that Dominican girls have a higher sex drive than many other races and, although I had no clue if that was true (I'd love to read the professional research on that), I was often horny and daily found myself getting off with my fingers, or my newest accessory...my hair brush.
Once the movie was done, he took my hand, his fingers slightly damp, and led me back to his car.
As soon as we were seated, he took my hand and placed it directly on his very hard cock and said, "Look what you've done to me."
I felt flattered. I had gotten him hard without really doing anything. He actually found me, a high school student, attractive. Now don't get me wrong, I had a few high school boys hitting on me, but this was a college boy, or rather, a college man, and he was white.
I know race shouldn't matter, but like it or not, whites ran society and I wanted to be a major player in society. Plus, at my school, whites hung out with whites, Mexicans with Mexicans, blacks with blacks and, of course, Latinas with Latinas (and in my school even more specifically Dominicans with Dominicans, Puerto Ricans with Puerto Ricans, etc) ...it was just the way it was, the way it always had been, and likely the way it always will be. That's not racism, that's just the way to things are.
I couldn't help it. I gave it a hard squeeze, curious what a penis really felt like.
He groaned, "Why don't you pull it out and take a closer look at your impact on me?"
"Here?" I asked, because we were sitting in the theatre parking lot.
"My windows are tinted, sexy, no one can see inside," he smiled, his charming smile almost impossible to refuse.
Hearing him call me 'sexy', wanting to make him happy and wanting to see his penis up close, I did exactly as he suggested.
I'm not sure what I expected it to look like, but it was just so long, thick and hard. I immediately pondered what something so long and thick would feel like inside my vagina; I just as quickly shook the thought out of my head, determined to stay a virgin until after college and hopefully until marriage.
I gently stroked it, amazed at how incredibly hard it was. He moaned. "Go ahead, beautiful, take a closer look."
Again I did, in complete awe of the one appendage he had that I didn't. I stared at it with the same awe I did when looking at specimens under a microscope.
"You got me all revved up, sweetheart," he moaned, using flattering words like 'beautiful' and 'sweetheart', which naturally pulled me closer to him... instilling an unspeakable desire to please him.
So, when he said the next words, I didn't even hesitate. "Go ahead, angel, take it in your mouth."
I opened up wide and took his thick penis head in my mouth, again surprised by the feeling in my mouth, soft and hard at the same time... a strange oxymoron.
Completely inexperienced, I wasn't sure what to do next. I swirled my tongue around his top and sucked it like a lollipop.
"Bob on it, baby," he groaned, his hand going to the back of my head and gently guiding me down onto his cock.
I again obeyed, bobbing up and down, taking more and more of his penis with each downward movement. His soft moans and groans encouraged me, and I wanted nothing more than to please him.
It wasn't long, likely no more than a minute, before I was surprised again when he came in my mouth. I gagged, moving up and watching as his penis sprayed his white goo all over my blouse.
He apologized with a slight laugh, "Sorry, your mouth was just so amazing."
I looked up at him and admitted, "I never did that before."
"Wow," he smiled, "well, then you're a natural."
"Thanks," I giggled like the school girl I was, thrilled to be able to please a college man. Looking at my cum-covered blouse, I added, "I think I'd better clean this off before I get home."
"Why don't you just go back into the theatre and use the washroom," he suggested.
"Good idea," I nodded, even though I was petrified of someone seeing me with white sticky stuff on me.
I went back in, using my arm to cover the biggest wet spot. Yet, absurd but true, I felt that everyone I passed saw the sperm and was judging me as just another Dominican slut. My face burned, as if the sperm was my very own scarlet letter, as I scurried to the washroom.
I quickly cleaned it up, even as the aftertaste of the cum that had landed in my mouth lingered.
My body was swarming with mixed emotions. I felt dirty and cheap, I felt like a slut...giving a guy head after one date. Yet, I also felt beautiful and wanted... like a woman and not a silly teenager.
He beeped me a few days later and this time took me out for ice cream and again expected me to give him head in his car. I had made up my mind that I wouldn't do it again, but, with a little smooth talk from him, I was again bobbing on his penis.
This time though, he ordered, "Swallow it all," just seconds before he shot his seed in my mouth.
Although I gagged a bit, I did swallow almost all of it, before spitting a bit out.
He said, "If you really loved me, you wouldn't spit out my gift for you."
Now, in retrospect, I know those words were ludicrous and he was just using me, but at the time I had my first boyfriend, a college boyfriend, and it made perfect logical sense to me.
Apparently, I was a brilliant young woman academically, but rather gullible and silly in the world of relationships, something I knew nothing about.
Over the next couple of months, he would beep me once or twice a week (sometimes for a date, other times just for a blow job) and I always sucked his penis and always swallowed his cum.
As time went on, he began to make me call my vagina, which he occasionally fingered, a pussy or cunt, both words I had never spoken before knowing him, and I was to call his penis a cock or dick. Slowly, he made the romantic intimacy of sucking his penis, into something dirty. Yet, I began to believe I was a dirty girl, a girl who would suck a penis at a moment's notice and in a variety of places: in a movie theatre, in a washroom at a gas station, outside in bushes right near a children's park, and even in my backyard while my parents were inside watching television.
As I bobbed on his dick in my backyard, always obeying him with a little persuasion, I was terrified my parents would come out and see their proud Latina daughter on her knees sucking a throbbing, big, white dick. Yet, that fear of being caught also turned me on completely.
Each blow job in a risky place created intense fear inside me, but also intense euphoria at the risk I was taking.
Every night, I ended up fucking myself to orgasm, horny as hell and desperate to get off, as he never once actually finished the fire he would light.
It was in my backyard, one great summer night, that he surprised me by pulling out and shooting his cum all over my shocked face as he grunted, "Take my cum, my little slut."
It was the first time he had used any term that wasn't endearing and yet, inexplicably, the term actually turned me on. I felt my face get coated with cum, surprised by how warm it was on my skin, a feeling I didn't get when it was shot in my mouth.
When he was done spewing his load all over me, he said, "I've always wanted to do that."
"Well, I feel like a complete cum slut," I replied, somehow needing to call myself a slut.
"Yes, you are my pretty cum slut," he nodded, shoving his dick back in my mouth, as I mused about the strange oxymoronic compliment 'pretty cum slut'.
Over the next couple of weeks, each load ended up on my face, which both humiliated and excited me. I loved pleasing him, yet I could feel a sudden shift in him from romantic and sweet to dominant. The feeling of having his cum on my face turned me on, as did his nasty tongue calling me his cum slut or personal cocksucker.
Yet, even though I could feel the shift in our relationship, I was blind to its dominant unequal representation. It wasn't give and take, it was give and give for me and take and take for him.
It was at his house where the inevitable happened. He wanted to fuck me. He had fingered me multiple times, but had never gone down on me nor attempted to fuck me.
I protested, telling him that I believed that intercourse was for marriage and that I didn't want to get knocked up.
He scoffed, saying it wasn't intercourse or making love, it was fucking and that once I did it I would want it all the time. Based on my many slut cousins and friends back home, I believed him and it actually doubled my resolve to refuse... even if it took all my willpower.
He then said, "Well, what about taking it in your beautiful, luscious ass?"
My eyes went wide, the idea having never even remotely popped into my head.
He rationalized, "You would still be a virgin and you couldn't get pregnant."
Although this logic was ridiculous, it appealed to me. I wanted to please him; I wanted to show him I loved him; and I sure didn't want to lose him, my popularity at high school had also risen since I was dating a college man.
So, I agreed rather tentatively, "We can try it."
And we did.
And, fuck, did it hurt at first.
His cock was so thick that I could literally feel myself being split into two. We used lube, lots of lube, but it didn't numb the pain, all it did was make the impossible possible.
As he filled me, I didn't want to show my pain so I clenched my teeth and just dealt with the intense discomfort.
He groaned, "Shit, you have the tightest ass I've ever had."
It made me wonder how many others he had ass fucked, and it definitely dampened my feelings as I wanted to feel that I was giving him something special.
Eventually, he was all in and began slowly moving in and out. Although the pain never completely dissipated, a pleasure did eventually build, creating a subtle enjoyment. I also really enjoyed being on all fours, a submissive position that allowed me to be completely at the whim of him. It was a position I really liked.
He came in my ass and thus started his new favourite sex act, ass-fucking me. Over time, I began to enjoy taking it in my ass for a few reasons:
1. I loved the submission and complete vulnerability of it... giving my most taboo hole to him.
2. The idea of fucking turned me on, as did the motion (even though I kept to my promise to not lose my virginity, at least not my vaginal virginity). Over time, I began to bounce back on his thick cock, in essence riding his cock.
3. I loved the sensation that came over me when he shot his load inside my ass.
4. But mostly, although I couldn't explain it and it completely shamed me when I wasn't in the heat of the moment, I liked that he began treating me like a slut and using race play. He would call me his Spic slut (his favourite term), but he also had a list of other terms like ass maid, cum bucket, and Latina whore.
Somehow these turned me on, as did his constant reminder that I was just a Spic slut who worshipped his white dick... which was completely true, I would do almost anything to have his white dick in my mouth or ass.
As for the racial degrading... I had never liked men of my race or colour, always being attracted to white men or black men, being, I suppose, a bit of a racist myself when it came to sex. I also was determined, as I mentioned earlier, to not end up just another pregnant Dominican maid living in America.
He'd ream my ass, he loved fucking me deep and hard, and, in truth, I loved it deep and hard too (I blame him for the fact that I only enjoy sex hard, rough and nasty to this day... I have never enjoyed being made love to, I enjoy being fucked, pounded, drilled, used).
And, when he fucked me, he would say so many racist things that somehow got me off (the first time I came from sex, anal sex, was when he first called me a bunch of names and used racial slurs). I can still vividly remember my first orgasm and how intense it was and exactly what he said, verbatim.
I could feel my orgasm rising when he ordered, "Tell me how much you love white cock."
"I love white cock," I moaned. The racist talk surprised me, having never come from him before, and I was surprised to feel an orgasm rising rather than just the usual teasing pleasure.
"Beg to have your ass reamed by white cock," he ordered, as he stopped, buried deep inside me.
"Oh please, fuck my ass with your big white cock," I pleaded, looking back to see him smirking at me.
"Tell me what you are," he ordered, holding my hips so I couldn't bounce back on his dick.
I didn't hesitate, knowing that degrading myself turned both of us on... with race play being our new aphrodisiac. "I'm a dirty spic ass slut who will do anything for big, thick, white cock."
"Because we are the dominant race?" he questioned.
This was new, but in the heat of the moment I would agree to almost anything, plus I hoped my agreement would result in him resuming drilling my ass. Ironically, although I saw my cousins as sluts for getting knocked up in high school by other Dominicans, I oddly saw myself as above them because I was with a white man.
"Yes," I moaned, getting turned on by the racial talk, a part of my subconscious upbringing coming back to me.
"And you're just another Latina slut trying to be something you're not," he continued, as he resumed ramming my rear.
"Yesssssss," I screamed, feeling my orgasm building again, the one that had always come only when I was in my room after pleasing him.
"Just a Dominican ass maid trying to pretend she is more than that," he continued.
"Oh God, yes," I moaned, my orgasm building quickly, even though I resented his words, they inexplicably turned me on.
"Is my big-butt, ass slut going to come from getting her shit hole pounded?" He questioned, hearing my increasing moans.
"Yes," I admitted, "your dirty, big-butt Dominican cum whore loves it in her shit hole." At the moment I was no longer a straight 'A' high school student already accepted into every Ivy League school in the country, I was just a cum slut ass whore who wanted nothing more than to be used and treated like a tramp.
"Come now, bitch, come like the filthy Dominican nobody you are," he ordered, grabbing my hair and pulling roughly while simultaneously drilling my asshole.
The derogatory, racist, shameful words should have pissed me off, I was so much more than that, I had worked so hard to not be that, yet instead they were the final words that brought me to my first ever orgasm with another person. "Yes, your dumb cum slut is coming," I screamed, as the biggest orgasm of my life coursed through me.
He laughed, "You really are just another dark-skinned whore."
Shame and pleasure ripped through my body simultaneously as he continued fucking me, which somehow made the orgasm even more intense.
A few deep thrusts later and he deposited his load in my ass before he pulled out, flipped me onto my back and shoved his dick in my mouth, even as my body continued trembling.
Looking down at me, as he fucked my face with a cock that had just been in my ass, yet another humiliation he loved to inflict on me, he smiled, "Fuck, you really are one hot fucking cum slut."
Somehow his words actually made me love him more. He saw me as hot and sexy, something that only enhanced my willingness to continually give myself to him.
Lying in my bed an hour later, I was riddled with guilt at getting so turned on and then actually enhancing the racial play by degrading myself.



Yet, every time he beeped me, I ended up going back, ending up taking it in the ass and ended up coming from nasty verbal racial degradation.
I was so in love with him, or what I thought was love, that I would do anything to please him, often skipping school to suck his cock in his Benz or meeting him for anal sex at a moment's notice. So I, with very little protesting, so desperate to keep my white boyfriend and please him, agreed to a threesome where he and his buddy took turns fucking my ass and mouth together. They called it a train as they both shot three loads in me over a couple hours of constant fucking.
My knees ached for days.
I knew then that he was bad for me, but I couldn't stop...I was like a drug addict, but my addiction was to white cock and verbal humiliation.
It was when I was gangbanged by over a dozen of his college buddies during an evening at a frat house, where they came in my ass, down my throat, on my face, my tits and my ass that I knew I had to stop. He made me go home without washing the cum off me. Thankfully, my parents were already asleep, not waiting up for their 'good' girl. I was coated with so much cum it took forever to get clean and I felt cum leaking out of my ass hours later while I tried to sleep, shame coursing through my very being.
I was determined to quit, determined to reclaim my Dominican pride, yet, when he beeped me, my resolve melted like butter in a microwave and I shamefully went to him again to be used and abused.
I may have never broken away from him, except that he continued pushing the boundaries, fucking my face and ass in risky places until, finally, we were caught:
-He beeped me during church and demanded I meet him in his car and give him a blow job. I recall him even quipping as I swallowed his load how I chose him over my Lord.
-He banged my ass in a clothing store changing room.
-He fucked my ass while my Mom was there cleaning his house, even pointing out how she worked so hard to pave the way for me to be his cum deposit.
-He made me blow him in his car while he drove, while he went through a drive-thru, even while we were in line at a police check point (only allowing me up seconds before rolling to the cop).
Strangely, unexplainable to me, the more taboo the situation, the more turned on I got. The rush of doing something sinful, something naughty, made my cunt gush.
Then he went too far.
He beeped me and decided he wanted a quick blow job while I was in school. He met me at the end of lunch, made me skip class and then insisted I give him head under the stairs in a secluded spot in the school.
I was on my knees bobbing hungrily, hoping to get him off quick, terrified that I might get caught when I heard one of my teachers say, "Elizabeth!"
I froze, my mouth full of cock.
Long story short, my parents were called and rumours (which unfortunately were the truth) spread quickly. I was now seen as just another Dominican slut and was stunned not only by my friends, but even by my fellow Latinas, who judged me, not for being a slut, as most of them were, but for fucking a white guy.
Then crazy rumours began that I had fucked my teachers to get my A's and that I blew the entire basketball team after a game; I ignored the shameful judgements and just tried to focus on my grades for the remaining three months.
My father would drop me off and pick me up every day; I was grounded until I graduated.
My parents were ashamed, even though I knew that my Mom, at my age, had been quite the slut herself, but that definitely wasn't an argument I attempted to use.
The Lord looking out for me, a new black student, named Johnathan, moved to our school the week after my sex scandal.
I wasn't ready for a relationship but he was very nice and persistent and we did start hanging out a lot in school. Unlike my first, very strange relationship, we started snail-like slow. We held hands down the hallway, and eventually began dating.
I introduced him to my parents and, after meeting his parents, they approved of us dating... partly because he wasn't white.
After I graduated and received my scholarships, I finally felt the stress of school fade away, and I tried to let my past go.
I also desperately missed the pleasure of sexual intimacy (if I could call getting face-fucked, ass-reamed, gangbanged and verbally humiliated intimacy). So, risking losing him, I told Jonathan my entire twisted sexual past.
I was crying when I was done and he just pulled me into his big black arms.
I then admitted what was really bothering me. Although I didn't miss Vaughn at all, as I realized he had just been using me for sex, I missed greatly the humiliation and the submission of being a slut. I was embarrassed to tell Johnathan this, yet I desperately needed someone to understand me. And I figured that, if we were ever going to do more than hold hands and kiss (and God I desperately needed to be fucked...my ass strangely craving being filled), he needed to know the entire truth.
If he was disgusted by me and ran away, then it wasn't meant to be.
Also, I was getting constant emails from Vaughn telling me how my pretty spic lips should be wrapped around his cock, how my Latina bubble-butt should be bouncing on his white dick and how he was going to punish me for ignoring his emails (my beeper taken away after the sex scandal). He even gave vivid details of how I was going to be the college football slut taking every player's dick in my ass as I was made to look up to him and apologize for being such a dumb spic who forgot her place. I'm not going to lie, reading the email made my cunt damp and I had to really focus on not weakening and responding.
He even sent me pictures of another young Hispanic girl on her knees coated in cum saying that Puerto Rican girls suck white dick much better than fat Dominican sluts... since he knew how proud I was to be Dominican and how I got off on being degraded and humiliated.
In the end, I knew if I didn't tell Johnathan about my past, if he didn't fuck me, I would crawl grovelling back to Vaughn and get immersed in the sexual submission I craved and desired.
Thankfully, he said he understood and would never judge me and that he too had a sexual secret. To my surprise, he too was once in an unhealthy sexual relationship with a white girl who dommed him and even fucked his ass calling him her nigger ass slut. I was shocked, he was such a big black man, yet somehow we were brought together (two people who were completely different inside than we were perceived to be on the outside)
I could have been repulsed, as he too enjoyed the sexual submission race play, getting off at being dominated and humiliated by a white person (in his case a rich female who was not even half his size and yet owned him like a nigger slave from all those years ago), yet it actually made me feel better... I wasn't the only one.
As fucked up as it was, we were two submissive spirits both in desperate need of someone to protect us from our carnal, sexual, psychological desires to submit to dominant white people.
So... he fucked my ass.
So... I fucked his ass.
So... he came in my mouth or all over my face.
So... I let him lick and suck on my feet (his other strange fetish).
So... he called me dirty racist names, treated me like a whore and even wore white condoms (almost impossible to find, but he did somehow).
So... I called him my nigger foot slave as he cleaned my feet with his tongue or faggot nigger ass slut as I bent him over and reamed his muscular tight ass.
We were perfect for each other.
Although we would go our separate ways for college and both date other people, we always ended up pounding each other's asses when we came back home for the holidays, and it was to him that I finally gave my cunt cherry to one cold winter night.
So... of course... we got married.
For six years we were enough for each other, both of us living our dirty dark racial fantasies through each other.
Life was perfect.
Then...
Then it all fell apart.
THE END OF CHAPTER 1
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1. A LENGTHY PROLOGUE with interludes of incest
Syndom is a powerful secret society that has silently been manipulating world events for centuries. This male dominated society believes women are subservient: both sexually and socially. The society, besides having powerful men in almost every country in the world, especially in Europe and America, although Saudi Arabia is quickly closing in, also believes incest is a natural progression in the family cycle. You reproduce, you raise them, you train them and eventually when they are of legal age, the daughters become submissive sex slaves to their fathers.
Yet, as the 21st century began, their power seemed to have been slowly weakening through the now fifty year trend towards equality in women's rights. Thus, Syndom decided it was time to take control of society as they had in the 1950's and earlier.
The most common, popular symbol of a woman's place underneath men in Syndom, besides the requirement that obviously all three holes were to be easily accessible for pleasure, was that they must wear silk stockings at all times. Deciding it was time for a sexual revolution, and a return to the lost fashion of nylons, Syndom purchased a few different pantyhose companies and created a new worldwide business called Silk Stockings.
Syndom, having billions of dollars to spend, set up stores in prime locations in malls around the world, and went about getting celebrities to promote their product, not only in thirty second commercials but also half-hour infomercials where the implication was obvious... stockings empower sexuality (the irony of the real purpose that all Syndom sluts wore nylons notwithstanding).
Sometimes Syndom paid the celebrities (money always talks) for their participation in commercials and for wearing stockings in music videos, movies and in public; other times, the women were Syndom sluts who just obeyed their male Masters. (Syndom sluts existed in every field of work: pop stars, movie stars, doctors, lawyers, CEO's, directors and in every level of government...just to name a few).
Yet, in the fine print of the contract, it was always agreed that these women would also wear them in all their movies, music videos and public appearances which gave their product literally twenty-four hour product placement. It was on commercials, in music videos on YouTube, TV shows, concerts, posters and the big screen. It cost Syndom a ton of money, but money was never an issue for the very rich secret society.
Big name ex-Disney pop stars were the easiest to recruit as they wanted to change their wholesome image; they were quite eager to be the sex symbols of the more exotic thigh high line (the most popular of Silk Stockings' hosiery lines). In a few months, thigh high stockings were common in high schools and worn by the majority of the coeds at the bars and sorority houses.
Over the next year, sales boomed, especially in Europe, where women were always trying to follow the newest fashion trends. There were special nylon-only fashion outfits in edgy cities like Amsterdam where the silk stockings were being sold for ten times their retail price because of their popularity. Young women and teenagers were the first to jump on the bandwagon as their favourite singers and actresses hawked the nylons.
Not surprisingly, the feminists were irate with the very sexually charged commercials that they believed should not have been allowed on prime time television, but Syndom had connections everywhere including television. Concurrently, the feminists argued the various media forms of Silk Stockings all implied that for young girls to be popular they must wear items that were meant for the bedroom. Syndom continued to fuel these fires by creating more provocative ads and having their celebrity models shift almost entirely to thigh high stockings with skirts so short that the entire lace top was visible...which, in turn, became the newest fashion trend for young women.
The confrontation came to a head when leading feminist American lobbyist Eva Parsons went on CNN and demanded the federal government clamp down on Silk Stockings' pornographic advertisements pointing out the negative impact it had already had on once adorable Disney stars and classrooms across America.
Eva Parsons really got on a roll with her criticism of the newest all girl supergroup, Silky Sin, and their debut album "Stocking-Tease" which featured each of them in some sort of nylons playing a game of twister.
Parodying the Spice Girls, each of the four sudden celebrities wore a certain type of hosiery:
Star always wore thigh highs
Cherry always wore sheer pantyhose
Brittany always wore garter belt and stockings
Tiffany always wore sheer knee highs
Of course, unknown to the world, each of these four young ladies aged 19-21 were Syndom Sluts who were submissive incest slaves to their families (both paternal and Syndom).
Also, Syndom, knowing sex sells, made an edgy, provocative, sexually charged, music video for each track on the album.
Eva trashed the young girls for dressing like tramps, using sex as a weapon and writing provocative, demeaning lyrics including the title track "Stocking-Tease" with the chorus:
I'll be your stocking tease
I'll do anything you please
I'll drop down onto my knees
I don't care if everyone sees
Because I'm your stocking tease
Other tracks included "Crotchless Pantyhose," "School Girls and Knee Highs," "Nylon Girls Have More Fun," "Toenail Temptation," "Two Girls and a Boy," "School Girl Twirl,", a racy cover of ZZ Top's "Legs," and their second single "Thigh Highs Are Fly," which included more sexually charged lyrics:
Thigh highs, thigh highs are fly
They'll get you any guy
Show a little leg
Every guy will beg and beg
To touch your S-spot
Your silky sin spot
Thigh highs, thigh highs are fly
They'll get you any guy
If you tease and flaunt
You'll always get what you want
A cute guy who has lots of money
You can be a cute trophy honey
Thigh highs, thigh highs are fly,
They'll get you any guy.
Eva went on a tirade about the complete filth of the album and the manipulation of the girls who had been turned into bimbo sluts by the male dominated recording industry. "Where are the parents of these young ladies? Where are the role models? My husband would snap if our daughter was ever in such a video or group." The irony was that, unknown to the lobbyist, the parents were instrumental in the girls' dress and sexual identity.
No one knew who Syndom was, of course, nor that they were the real men behind the nylon boom. Instead the public head of Silk Stockings was multi-billionaire Carl Williams, a 22nd generation Syndom member. As he watched the very pretty, uppity, feminist rant, he thought to himself, 'Who is her daughter?' As he continued to listen to the woman rant, he pondered to himself, 'Wouldn't our stock explode if we could get feminists like her, who are already wearing pantyhose, although not our brand, to promote our cause?"
He called CNN and as expected was quickly added to the conversation.
David Harper's eyes went big as a member of his staff whispered to him who was on the line. A moment later, he announced, "Well, we have a big surprise. Carl Williams, CEO of Silk Stockings, has called in to defend his company."
Eva sighed heavily, this was her opportunity to shine and she didn't want to have to share the spotlight with this sexist pig, or get her lobbyist point muddled by him.
"Welcome, Carl, it is great to have you join this conversation," David warmly greeted.
Carl responded, "I was just watching your show, as I always do, and thought your guest was being a little prejudiced on her point of view of my company."
Eva sharply quipped, "I'm a lot prejudiced."
Carl laughed softly, "I was trying to be civil."
Eva shot back quickly, wanting to stay on the offensive, "Civil? You are attempting to take civility back decades."
"And that's a bad thing?" Carl questioned, knowing this would piss her off.
"What a pretentious answer," Eva sighed dramatically.
"It was actually a simple question. Society, most would argue, isn't as good as it was back in the fifties, when things were simpler," Carl countered, knowing it would piss her off.
"When women were submissive housewives who brought their men their slippers after a hard day's work," she sarcastically quipped.
"I didn't say that, you did," Carl pointed out, before adding, his tone sly, "It is interesting that is the first thing that pops into your head. Are you still the submissive one at home, Mrs. Parsons?"
"Yes, all women are submissive to their husbands," Eva sarcastically quipped.
"Again your words, Mrs. Parsons, but it is an interesting theory," he replied, no sense of irony in his tone. "Nowhere in our promotional pieces do we remotely suggest women should be submissive to their men... although I have found many women indeed do enjoy such a traditional relationship."
Eva scoffed sharply, "Traditional relationship? What next, polygamy?"
"Again your words, Mrs. Parsons."
She responded, "The fact of the matter is, your product objectifies women and makes the viewer of your porn believe that they must wear such trashy outfits to fit into today's society."
"Are you saying today's women are too stupid not to see through such sexist propaganda, if your view is right?" Carl shot back, already imagining a time in the near future where he was fucking her, or better yet fucking her in front of her daughter. Suddenly an idea formed. What about making a secret subsidiary company that would make stocking focused porn movies...maybe even using women like Eva to star in them.
"Don't put words in my mouth," she snapped.
Carl wanted to quip 'I have something to put in your mouth', but instead calmly clarified, "I'm just trying to understand your rationale. I believe each consumer is quite capable of making up their own mind as to what is appropriate for them."
"That is fine for adult women, but for our teenagers and even tweens, your product is inappropriate, your advertising is immoral and your hidden message is appalling," Eva countered, regaining her focus.
"Appalling message?" Carl asked, although truthfully she was completely correct, the whole creation of the company was part of a global attempt to make women become submissive to male society... to correct the past hundred years of the slow evolution of the women's equality movement which had greatly weakened society with all this touchy-feely left-wing philosophy. For thousands of years, men ruled the world and women obediently followed. It was time to turn back the clock to a simpler time and Silk Stockings was just the first piece of the puzzle to creating that male dominated society.
"Don't play dumb," Eva said, smiling for the first time, feeling she was finally regaining the upper hand, as she always did. "You know full well the impact your propaganda pornography has had on society."
Carl, who was already bored with the conversation, and was close to coming from the lengthy blow job his daughter had been giving him for almost half an hour, countered, "Well, I guess we will have to agree to disagree. I see you are wearing nylons while protesting nylons, kind of ironic don't you think?"
"Pantyhose with the proper attire is classy and sophisticated," Eva explained.
"So the pantyhose you are wearing makes you classy and sophisticated, while the pantyhose Silk Stockings sell is sexist and derogatory?" Carl questioned.
"Your product, I am sure, is fine," Eva sighed, realizing he had put her in an awkward position, before quickly countering back, "It's not the product I am criticizing, it's the advertising and the implied behaviour that goes with it."
"But, and I apologize for sounding crude here, you are wearing nylons and I don't think anyone on television watching right now assumes that you are a slut," Carl said, purposely pushing the envelope.
"How dare you!" She gasped, fire in her eyes.
Carl continued, amused as hell, "But I'll tell you what, I'll have someone send you some of our product, you would be a great spokesperson for us."
"Hell would have to freeze over first," Eva scoffed, unable to believe the gall of this pretentious prick.
"Never say never, Eva," he said, rather sing-song, purposely calling her by her first name,
"It's Mrs. Parsons," she shot back, again full of fire and brimstone.
"Yes it is," Carl agreed with an amused chuckle, before adding, "Thanks, David, for having me on your show, next time I will be sure to be there in person."
David who had watched and listened along with his viewers finally spoke, "That would be great, and thanks for calling in."
"Always a pleasure," Carl said, before hanging up and ordering, "Deep throat, Mercedes."
The hungry daughter, who had listened to the entire conversation and was sopping wet, eagerly obeyed taking all of her Daddy's cock in her mouth - something she did daily.
Carl watched his beautiful daughter bob hungrily up and down on his cock, something she had been doing for almost three years now, since he first gave it to her when she returned for Christmas break during her first year of college, six months after her eighteenth birthday. She was a great cocksucker, had a tight cunt and an amazing ass, but to top it all off she was a psychological genius. He said, "I think, baby girl, that once you swallow Daddy's cum, I have a new mission for you...a very challenging one."
Mercedes took her daddy's cock out of her mouth and asked, "More challenging than taking all Mr. Codwell's eleven inch cock in my ass?"
"A different type of challenging," Carl chuckled, as he decided he wanted a piece of his daughter's ass, now that she had mentioned it. "Ride Daddy's cock with that tight rosebud of yours, honey."
"Yessss, Daddy," Mercedes eagerly obeyed, wanting to be fucked badly. She straddled her dad's erect cock, put her nylon-clad feet (she always wore nylons, of course, as a Syndom slut) on his legs and slowly lowered her ass onto his cock.
"Besides being beautiful and smart, you are damn flexible," Carl groaned, as his cock disappeared in his daughter's ass.
"I'm the perfect Syndom sluttttt," she moaned proudly, as she took all her dad's cock in her ass.
"That you are," he grunted, as she began bouncing up and down, taking all seven inches of his cock.
"I love your cock, Dadddddddy," she moaned, loving her ass filled.
"I love all of you, baby girl," he countered back, knowing he wouldn't last long as her ass milked his cock.
"What's my task, Daddy?" she asked, always eager for another task. She flashed back to her last task, seducing the daughter of a rich oil baron, who happened to be a member of the KKK, and making a video of her eating a few black girls' pussies while declaring that she loved, "Black cunt," which mortified the Texas oil tycoon. The video was enough for him to change his view on the pipeline that the Texas governor, a member of Syndom, wanted to go through.
He explained, "You need to find out about this Eva Parsons' daughter, and, if she is of legal age, it is time to test the theory of all she would never do."
"Challenge accepted," Mercedes quipped.
"You and your Barney quotes," Carl laughed, his daughter was in many ways the female version of the Barney Stinson character on the television show 'How I Met Your Mother'. Nylons were her suit and she was always after her next conquest. She was indeed the perfect Syndom Slut.
She rubbed her clit furiously, wanting to come when he did, as she cornily quoted, "It's gonna be legend-... wait for it... and I hope you are going to come soon."
Carl was indeed close and yelled, as he bucked up to shoot his seed deep in her ass, "Dairy."
"Yesssssss," she screamed, her orgasm flooding out of her cunt as her ass was simultaneously filled. She kept riding her daddy's cock for another moment before cramping up and falling sideways off him and onto the couch.
Carl smiled, as he saw some cum leaking out of her ass, "Hard to believe you used to not like it in the rear."
"Now it's the mini-cherry on top of the regular cherry on top of the sundae of awesomeness that is my life," she responded, Carl assuming it was another Barney quote.
"So you're in for your newest mission?" Carl asked.
"Recon will begin as soon as I recover from my orgasm," she replied, still breathing heavily.
"To make it more interesting, no cock for your pussy or ass until you have succeeded," Carl said with a devious smile.
"Daddy!" She pouted.
"Don't worry, you can still suck your dad's legend, wait for it," he paused, not really knowing the exact words of his quote, but liking the pun that popped into his head ""dary."
"Oh Daddy, that was a terrible pun," she said, playfully hitting him.
"Now go find out about her," Carl ordered as he flipped the channels to sports highlights.
...
An hour later, Mercedes came downstairs and said, "This will be a very interesting mission."
Carl asked, not even looking up from the book he was now reading, "How so?"
"She is a grade twelve senior," she opened.
"Eighteen?" Carl asked, finally looking up.
"Three weeks ago," she answered, with a big smile on her face.
"That's good," Carl nodded, "that's very good."
"She is easily one of the most wholesome teenagers in America," Mercedes continued.
"So were you until a little after your eighteenth birthday," Carl pointed out, fondly recalling taking his daughter's virginity.
"True," she shrugged, smiling at the fact that her Dad didn't know just how big a slut she had been in her first college semester before he claimed her as a Syndom slut. "She is in the church choir, the President of her school council, editor of the school newspaper, a member of debate club where she just won the state championship, and..."
"And what?" Carl asked, patience not being one of his virtues.
Mercedes, loving the shock value of things added, "The best part is she is the leader of the chastity club at her school."
"Fuck off!" Carl gasped, the thought utterly delicious. If they could turn her into a submissive slut, they could use that to turn her mother into their sexual and political plaything. If all went well, Eva Parsons would be a lobbyist for his cause.
"Fuck me," she posed all sultry.
"No cock for you," Carl shot back, parodying the soup Nazi in Seinfeld.
"Well no soup for you then," she pouted, lifting up her pussy in an attempt to change her Daddy's mind.
"I think I have a lot of types of soup available if I get hungry," Carl smiled back, wondering where his wife was.
"But I'm the full meal deal," she smiled, putting her nylon-clad foot directly on his crotch.
"That you are," he laughed, "but I imagine I should save something for your mother."
"Does Mommy have these?" she asked teasingly, lifting up her t-shirt and cupping her firm tits.
"I think she does," Jasmine responded, from behind, watching her daughter trying to seduce her husband.
Mercedes turned around and smiled, "Hi, Mommy."
"Have you already fucked your father today?" Jasmine asked.
"Not in my cunt," Mercedes answered with a pout, the mother-daughter conversation not like most in the country.



"Well, I think you can get Mommy's cunt ready for your father," Jasmine ordered, sitting beside her husband, spreading her legs before leaning in and kissing him.
Mercedes, who was also her mother's submissive based on Syndom slut hierarchy (Syndom slut hierarchy was clear - the hierarchy was not based on age, but on when the woman becomes a Syndom slut; obviously all daughters became submissives to their veteran mothers, but older women were often submissive to younger ones if their father delayed the initiation into Syndom later than the usual eighteenth birthday), dropped to her knees between the nylon-clad legs of her mother. "Mommy, you got a Brazilian today," she announced, as she stared at her Mom's completely smooth cunt.
"Got to keep pace with my slut daughter," Jasmine countered.
"I hope you mean Brandi," Mercedes shot back. Her younger sister had turned eighteen a few months ago, but hadn't been initiated yet... which drove Mercedes nuts, keeping such a naughty secret and eager to have her own live-in submissive.
Carl quipped, "Yes, her initiation will be soon, my slut daughter. Pretty soon you will have more competition for Daddy's attention."
Mercedes pouted, "But I'll always be your first slut daughter."
"That you will," he nodded, standing up and leaving his wife and daughter alone.
Jasmine ordered, "Now get licking. Apparently your father isn't going to fuck me, so you will have to get me off."
"If I have to," Mercedes teased her mother, before burying her face in the pussy she ate the most, looking forward to the day soon when she would no longer be low slut on the totem pole.
...
A couple days later, Mercedes had made all the arrangements for the complex plan that lay ahead. It was going to be expensive, but if it worked it was going to be the biggest coup of her young seduction life. Plus, even worst case scenario, she was going to create huge hype for Silky Sin as she had written a new song for them called 'Silk Stocking Revolution' and she planned to make a video for it while seducing Eva's daughter Mary.
As Mercedes came downstairs with her suitcases, she went to her father, lifted up her skirt to show off the fresh Brazilian she'd got to match her mother's, and asked, "A quickie for the road, Daddy-kins?"
"As I said," he smiled, standing up in front of her, "no cock until you accomplish your task."
"Fine," she sighed. "My flight leaves in under two hours anyways."
"Excellent, I'm looking forward to your success at this task," he said.
"Have I ever failed you yet?" She asked.
"No my baby-girl, you haven't," he said, kissing her forehead, like a normal father would do, he then put his hand on her head and guided her to the ground, quite unlike what a normal father would do.
Eagerly she fished out her favourite snack, hungry for a nice load of Daddy's cum for the road.
2. TURNING THE TABLES on the righteous left
Mercedes arrived at the public high school in disgust; she had only attended private schools and the various levels of social pathetic-ness she saw in the first couple of minutes was enough to almost convince her to go back home.
Yet, she looked at the clock and saw the final bell would ring in twenty minutes. So she went to the school principal to discuss her plan: to donate a hundred thousand dollars if they could film a video there.
The principal asked skeptically, "You look too young to be a director."
"I've been told that my whole life," Mercedes said with a charming smile, able to be either dominant or sweet as the situation unfolded, "I have spent my whole life trying to prove I am more than a last name."
"I'm sorry, what is your name again?" The principal asked, trying to place this confident young woman...who reminded him of the school's president, Mary Parsons.
"Mercedes Williams," she answered gracefully. "My father is Carl Williams."
The principal suddenly shifted from slightly patronizing to excited, likely optimistic, as he realized the money wasn't a scam. Carl Williams was famous for donating to schools in the country. "Your father is a very generous man."
Mercedes replied, her true meaning not caught, "Oh, he gives and gives and gives."
"So what would you like us to do?" He asked, now curious.
"Our idea is rather ambitious," she answered cryptically.
"We are capable of almost anything," he replied, already drawn into her plan without knowing it...money does that to people... as do celebrities.
"Tomorrow I would like to give all your girls a school-girl outfit to wear while we do a live music video for the band Silky Sin," she explained.
"The pop band?" He asked, surprised as they were easily the most popular band in the world right now...his two tween daughters would kill him if he didn't say yes.
"The one and only," Mercedes shrugged as if it wasn't a big deal.
"And you want to do this tomorrow?" He asked, trying to figure out the logistics of pulling together such a massive event in only a few days.
"It must be tomorrow, as the band will be arriving later today and has to head out again tomorrow night for a show in Denmark," Mercedes nodded, not wanting to spend any more time here than she had to, plus this whole no sex thing was already driving her nuts... she was a nymphomaniac and had no qualms at being called such.
"That is awfully quick," he said, with slight trepidation. No way to get permission from the board, there wouldn't be enough time to get permission forms home and back, and he could already see how Eva Parsons would react, having seen her CNN news clip and her adamant protest last month that any hosiery other than full pantyhose should be banned from the school dress code.
Mercedes could see his hesitation and asked, seeing the picture of two young girls on his desk, "Are these your daughters?"
"Yes," he nodded.
Mercedes smiled and offered, "If you say yes, I am sure I can have them come meet the band tonight."
"You could?" He asked, his mind flashing to his daughters' joy and the fact that he would be dad of the century if he got his daughters the chance to meet Silky Sin.
"Of course," she shrugged, "I manage the band," which was somewhat true as they were at her disposal whenever she needed them... like when she called them after a show in France and ordered they get here ASAP.
"Wow, you are one ambitious young lady," the principal complimented.
"It's important that I get out from under the shadow of my last name," She answered, which wasn't remotely true... she loved the power that came with her last name.
"That is so admirable," he again complimented, impressed by the young woman's determination.
"I would like to meet with your school president tomorrow morning to discuss her role," she explained, setting the plan in motion.
"That could be a problem," he answered, a thought in the back of his mind that it likely wasn't a coincidence that Carl Williams' daughter was here just a few days after the televised confrontation with Eva Parsons.
"How so?" Mercedes asked innocently, wondering if she should have lied about who she was.
"My school president is Eva Parsons' daughter," he answered.
Mercedes considered how to play this, but sensing that Eva and Mary were both major thorns in his side, she went for blunt as she leaned in and whispered, "I know... I plan to crush that lobbyist bitch."
Hearing someone other than a teacher call Eva a bitch sent a chill up his spine. She had been the bane of his existence since he took this job two years ago, and the thought that she would finally be put in her place (she pushed the previous principal out) was very exciting. Yet, if this backfired, he would never get an administrator job in the state ever again. He said as much, "This could cost me my job."
"I never lose," she countered, stressing the word never.
"I don't know," he said, suddenly full of trepidation.
"I guarantee I will have Eva eating out of the palm of my hand," she smiled, before adding, trying to use sex to sell, "and between my legs."
His face went beet red. He wasn't used to such sexual bluntness in the south, especially at school. "How are you going to possibly do that?" He asked, both curious for his job and the sexual vision.
"A mixture of seduction and blackmail," she smiled, before adding, "but Mary can't know who I am."
"Of course," he nodded, drawn in by the beauty and confidence of the young woman.
Looking at her watch, she said, "I've got a lot of work to do if we are doing this, so I hate to put you on the spot, but I need a yes or no."
"And my daughters can meet them?" he asked.
"They can stay overnight if they wish," she added, continuing to sweeten the deal.
Figuring worse case he'd get fired, best case he'd get rid of the biggest pain of his life, the risk analysis was favourable and he agreed, "Go for it."
"Great," she smiled, getting her way like she always did in the end... and she didn't even have to suck his cock to do it, though she would have happily done so (an ends to a mean!). "Please have Mary ready to meet me at nine in the morning," she added, standing up.
"Of course," he nodded.
"And please stop by the Senator Hotel at eight," she offered.
"Great," he agreed, excited to tell his children the news.
"Here is my cell. Call it when you arrive and I will come and get you," she said, writing her number on a piece of paper.
He took the paper and said, "My girls are going to be in heaven."
"Oh, how many students go here?" she asked, just as she was leaving.
"Just over 700," he answered.
"Girls?" She continued.
"I'll check and text you an exact number," he offered.
She headed out, went back to the hotel and made a few calls to guarantee she would have 400 school girl outfits with plaid skirts and thigh high beige stockings for the next morning.
When the band got in, Mercedes pulled Tiffany, the best of the four girls at eating pussy, into her room and got a much needed orgasm. She figured she wasn't allowed cock according to Daddy, but he didn't say anything about a slut's tongue.
The rest of the night was anti-climactic, pun intended, for Mercedes, who kept her promise for the Principal's kids who were staying the night in the penthouse suite with the band.
...
The next morning, Mercedes was introduced to a very forward, quite pretty, Mary. Mary greeted her like a politician trying to get a vote, "Hi, I'm Mary Parsons, Principal Martin says you wanted to meet with me about an opportunity to promote our school."
Mercedes greeted, all sweet, "I'm Mercedes, I know, strange name. My father is a car nut, at least you're named after the Bible."
Mary laughed, before asking cheerily, "That I am. So what can I do to help?"
Mercedes explained, "I am making a documentary on the growing number of teenagers who are choosing abstinence."
"Really?" Mary asked, clearly surprised.
"Oh, yes," Mercedes said, "and after seeing your mother on CNN, I was inspired to find you and add you to my documentary."
Mary couldn't believe it. She was used to always having to defend herself and was always in the shadow of her mother. The opportunity to have her own spotlight was instantly appealing, she asked. "And what do you have in mind?"
Mercedes could tell she was already reeling Mary in. "Well, I want a camera to follow you around at school and maybe even after school to see how a normal 2015 teenager really lives."
Mary loved the idea, but was instantly concerned about her mother getting involved and taking the spotlight. "Could we keep my mother out of this?"
Mercedes smirked to herself. Mary was so predictable and was playing so perfectly into her hands. She wanted to make it about her, to get out of her mother's overbearing shadow. This was going to be even easier than Mercedes had anticipated. "Of course," she answered, "I want to focus on the teenager perspective. With all this push about using women to sell sex, we thought we would make a documentary and finish by making a music video where the chastity girls dressed provocatively to show that women can be pretty, can showcase the body God gave them, and still not be a..."
"A slut," Mary finished.
"Exactly," Mercedes nodded. "Are there many girls who dress like sluts here?"
"God, yes," she answered, then covered her mouth and apologized, "Sorry, my Lord and Saviour."
"It is so nice to see someone who still has morals," Mercedes complimented, playing the Christian girl.
"Thank you," Mary smiled, "it isn't easy in this cesspool of sin."
"That is why you are the perfect girl to lead the revolution," Mercedes continued.
"Revolution?" Mary questioned.
"Yes, the revolution to stand up to society and show that we are more than just a pretty face or a nice body. The plan is to film you in your current outfit just hanging out and then for the music video we want to film this afternoon have you change you into a," Mercedes used air quotations, "more provocative outfit, to make a point."
"How provocative?" The conservative girl asked.
"Nothing too risqué," Mercedes promised. "Just a school girl uniform. Something that unifies girls, and demonstrates that even in a traditional outfit we can be beautiful, sexy and smart...plus your whole school will be wearing the same outfit, the girls that is, to signify solidarity for young women."
"Sounds fun," Mary admitted, drawn into the chance to promote young women in a positive light.
"Oh, it will be a blast," Mercedes agreed, already envisioning the complete corruption of this syrupy sweet girl. Mercedes hated girls like Mary - girls who judged others based on what they wore... she couldn't wait to see her fall from grace.
"Plus, for the few scenes intertwined in the live music video, actor Walker Stevens will be your love interest," Mercedes revealed, knowing if she had any reservations this should seal the deal.
"Oh my," Mary said, blushing. Walker Stevens was the most famous male actor/singer in the world...a nineteen year old Justin Timberlake, able to act and sing.
"So you will film a few scenes with him dressed as how you are now," Mercedes explained, not giving her time to really think about it.
"Really?" Mary questioned, excited at the thought of meeting the cutest actor in the world.
"Of course," Mercedes said "he is meeting with the director right now."
"He's here?" Mary gasped, like the giddy high school student she is.
"Want to meet him?" Mercedes asked, knowing she had her hook, line and sinker.
"Yes!" Mary exclaimed eagerly.
"Great," Mercedes said, "Come with me. You can meet him and then we will film a few scenes dressed as you are now."
"Okay," Mary nodded, oblivious to the real plan to turn her into a horny submissive.
Mercedes introduced Walker Stevens to Mary and had them go to class together to film some of the earlier scenes, while she dealt with all the last minute details that had to be looked after. She made a few phone calls to make sure the band would be there by lunch, went to the gym for set-up, made final arrangements with the video director and had all the school girl costumes ready. She requested the whole chastity club meet right at lunch, except Mary, and then recorded a brief video of each before and after the clothing change.
Meanwhile, they filmed a few scenes with Mary and Walker, including one where they kissed. Mary hesitated briefly, but the director reminded her she was just acting. That convinced the innocent girl as she kissed Walker on film.
Mercedes showed up just in time to send her to wardrobe. "Come with me, we need to get you into wardrobe."
"Okay," Mary agreed, her head spinning, feeling like a movie star. She had kissed Walker Stevens... on the lips. She had held his hand. She reached wardrobe and was soon in a room with what was obviously the band. They looked familiar, yet she was too embarrassed to ask and insult them by not knowing.
A tall redhead, Claire Elderson, a Syndom slut for a few years now, asked Mercedes, "Is this her?"
"It is," Mercedes nodded.
"Come with me," the redhead ordered.
Mercedes smiled, "Just do as they tell you... we are quite behind schedule."
"O-o-okay," Mary stammered, intimidated by the bossy redhead.
Mercedes watched her walk away and went to make sure the rest of the cast was in the gym and in costume. As expected, they were, and she explained things to the 700 boys and girls... every girl wearing the exact same outfit.
"Today we are shooting a brand new video for Silky Sin," Mercedes announced.
The gym descended into pandemonium.
Mercedes waited for the shrieking teen girls to calm down.
"And they are here to perform for you live," Mercedes added, and the gym erupted again.
When the chaos finally died down, Mercedes, who often was at Silky Sin concerts, continued, "Do you want to be the stars of the video?"
"Yesss," all the girls screamed.
"When the band begins their new song, I want you all on your feet and dancing to the groove. And seniors... when Brittany gives you orders, you will do it, right?"
"Right," over 200 seniors, all purposely placed in the front, screamed back in unison.
"Now I do have one more surprise," Mercedes said, "but I'm not sure you girls can handle it." She paused a moment before adding, also joining Silky Sin on stage is none other than Walker Stevens."
With that, Walker Stevens, in a football outfit, sauntered onto the stage to join Mercedes.
Meanwhile, Mary was given a whole new wardrobe. As she realized how short the skirt was she protested, "This is too short."
Claire sighed, knowing she had to just stay in control, "Just put it on."
Mary, who was used to being the one doing the instructing, continued, "But this isn't school appropriate."
"The principal has approved it for all your classmates," Claire explained, annoyed by the girl's questions.
"Principal Martin approved these?" Mary asked, surprised because of his usual conservative demeanour.
"Money talks," Claire shrugged. "Just please put it on or we will have to get another classmate of yours to play the lead across from Walker."
Mary, who was still in seventh heaven over the brief kiss with Walker Stevens and was hoping for another one, nodded, "Okay, okay."
Mary put on the tight sweater, the plaid skirt and was staring at the nylon thigh highs when Claire returned.
"Is there a problem?" Claire asked.
"It's just, these are not pantyhose," Mary said, having never worn anything else.
"Yes they are," Claire said.
"They're thigh highs," Mary pointed out to the package.
"It's all the same," Claire shrugged. "They are nylons...nylons are nylons. Put them on now. We are running behind."
"But..." Mary began, but was interrupted.
"Either put them on or we will have Sarah Spencer be the lead," Claire threatened, having quickly learned that Sarah was a cheerleader and Mary's antagonist.
Mary, not wanting to let Sarah have such a role for the school and also eager to shove her time with Walker in Sarah's face, changed her tune, "Okay, okay." Mary put on the nylons and couldn't believe how silky soft they were. Looking in the mirror, her make-up done, her hair full of life, she only vaguely looked like herself. This version showcased her eyes, her cheekbones and her body. She usually hid her voluptuous breasts, but this sweater seemed to frame her breasts, without being slutty. The dark brown nylons gave her legs a shine that accentuated her long legs.
Meanwhile, Silky Sin was playing their song "School Girl Twirl" as a warm-up to get the crowd in a frenzy.
Dressed in a school-girl outfit that would give her conservative mother a coronary, Sarah was led to the back of the stage out of view.



When the song ended, Cherry asked, "Are you ready to be a part of history?"
"Yes!" the feverous crowd roared.
"To be a part of a revolution?" Cherry questioned.
"Yessssssss," 700 students screamed in unison.
Mercedes went to Mary and complimented, "Wow, you went from nerdy to hot in half an hour."
"Thanks," Mary said, not used to being called hot.
"Are you ready?" Mercedes asked.
"As I will ever be," Mary said, looking out at her classmates all standing up.
"You will stay here until you hear the line 'It's a transformation, the end of traditional expectations.'"
"What does that mean?" Mary asked.
"It's all part of standing up for the right to be yourself," Mercedes explained. "Also, have you ever seen Grease?"
"Yes, it's one of my favourite movies," Mary replied.
"Well, you know that part in the movie where Olivia Newton-John dresses in leather and gets John Travolta?" Mercedes asked.
"The best scene ever," Mary nodded.
"You are Olivia-Newton John and that Sarah chick is trying to take Travolta away from you," Mercedes explained.
"Sarah is in this, too?" Mary asked, instantly annoyed.
"Yes, but she loses and you win," Mercedes pointed out.
"Good," Mary said, a new determination in her eyes.
"But you have to be more alluring than Sarah," Mercedes pointed out. "You have got to make Walker want you more than her."
"Okay," Mary nodded as the song started.
Mercedes leaned in and surprised Mary by kissing her on the lips.
Mary's eyes went big with shock.
Breaking the brief kiss, Mercedes shrugged, "Sorry, you just are so fucking hot."
Before Mary could respond, the line she was supposed to enter on was sung.
"Go, go, go," Mercedes said, putting her hand on Mary's ass and giving it a firm squeeze.
Bewildered, Mary walked on stage and saw that Sarah, who was the only person in a cheerleader's outfit, was fixing her thigh high stocking a few feet in front of Walker, who was staring at her.
Anger, lust, determination, all mixed together as Mary sauntered over to Walker and put her three inch heel on his leg, as she replicated Sarah's thigh high stocking adjustment. This was so out of character for her, but the rockin' beat and the jealousy boiling inside her made her do things without thinking.
Just then, the band broke into the chorus:
It's a silk stockings revolution,
It's a 360 in evolution,
Stop all this sexist pollution,
Silk stockings is the solution,
It's a silk stockings...REVOLUTION
Sarah smirked at how Mercedes was completely right. Mercedes predicted that this wholesome and self-righteous bitch could be turned into a slut in seconds and even promised that once this day was done Sarah could have her as a lesbian plaything. Although that still seemed unlikely, just the idea of adding the bitch to her small collection of nerd herd cunt-lickers was a major turn-on.
Mary couldn't believe she was acting so provocatively, but Mercedes said she had to get Walker to want her more than Sarah. Once the stocking was adjusted, she leaned forward and kissed Walker.
Sarah stood up and continued the next part of the plan. She went to the bitch, pulled her off of Walker and challenged, "Dance off."
Mary, who was a dancer as well, smirked, "You're on."
Sarah began dancing, grinding her hips and shaking her butt making the male members in the crowd roar.
Mary knew she should back down. If she didn't dance provocatively she was going to lose, but if she did dance provocatively she would be going against her morals; yet her determination to defeat Sarah, to win Walker, overrode her morals. She, too, began dancing provocatively, using her dance training to be both smooth and sexy.
Mercedes watched as things went exactly as planned (as they usually do). She loved how easy it was to manipulate people. The principal, Mary, and Sarah were all putty in her hands. The plan to get Eva to be a Silk Stockings spokesperson was well on its way. She already knew what the third part of the plan was, but it was the second part, getting Mary between her legs that was still a work in progress.
As the song neared its end, Walker, who was now dancing back and forth between the two girls, being pulled in both directions, grabbed Mary, dipped her like in the movies, and kissed her. The kiss lasted for the entire last chorus.
Mary felt her legs give out like Jello, her whole body giving in to the passionate kiss. She forgot she was in front of all her peers, she forgot she was being filmed, she was just in the moment.
The song ended, the crowd went wild, and the lights went out.
Walker led Mary out the side and to a room where Mercedes was waiting with cameras.
Mercedes asked, "How was that?"
"Crazy," Mary admitted, her face red, still holding Walker's hand.
"You were amazing," Walker complimented.
"Thanks," Mary said, clearly completely smitten with her celebrity crush.
Mercedes asked, "What did it feel like to have the whole school watching you dance like that?"
"I forgot there was anybody else there other than Sarah," Mary answered.
"And you didn't want her to win?" Mercedes asked.
"God, no," Mary answered.
Mercedes noticed she didn't try to correct herself this time, her Christian values already fading as she was drawn into Walker.
Mercedes said, "Now, a quick photo shoot with Walker for the website."
"Really?" Mary asked.
"Sure," Mercedes smiled, knowing these photos would be the key to the rest of her plan. "Now, first pose. Mary, put your right foot on the chair."
"Like this?" Mary asked.
"Yes," Mercedes nodded, "and now push your skirt up so we can see all the top of the silk stocking."
"But, that's a bit risqué!" Mary protested.
"It's a video promoting 'Silk stockings'," Mercedes pointed out, "we must see that you are wearing them."
"Um," Mary began, but was interrupted.
Mercedes sighed. "Mary, I don't have time for this. Either you pose as instructed or we will have to go with Sarah."
Mary felt a rush of jealousy just at hearing the name 'Sarah' being uttered. She wanted to beat her, and if that meant posing in a few sexy poses so be it. "Okay," she agreed, moving her skirt to show the whole thigh high stocking and a bit of her creamy white thigh.
"Very good," Mercedes nodded, snapping a few quick shots.
"Walker, on your knees in front of her," Mercedes instructed.
Mary watched in awe as her dream crush dropped to his knees in front of her.
"Now Mary, put your heel at his lips," Mercedes continued.
Mary did.
A few more shots were taken.
"Now Walker, place your hand on her thigh," Mercedes ordered.
Walker did, and a few more shots were taken as Mary felt her vagina get tingly.
"Hmmmm," Mercedes paused. "Let's get playful. Mary, sit down on the chair. Walker sit between her legs, both looking at me. Then, Mary, slide out of your heels and wrap your legs over his shoulders letting your feet dangle.
Mary, overwhelmed and yet flattered, feeling like a model, obeyed the instructions, as did Walker.
Mercedes took photos from different angles, her head already toying with the tagline:
"Even the Christians wear Silk Stockings.'
"Now Mary I want you to lay across the chair, your legs dangling over, while your head dangles over the other end," Mercedes ordered.
"Okay," Mary nodded, really getting into the posing, forgetting completely that her outfit was so revealing,
"Now close your eyes." Mercedes ordered, as she pointed to her black videographer, who had already been instructed on what to do.
He walked over to the naïve young lady, pulled his big black cock out of his pants, and moved it directly in front of her face, as Mercedes continued her devious plan. "Now keep your eyes closed, but open your mouth wide."
Mary thought the order strange, but did as instructed, as s few more photos were flashed. Unbeknownst to her, the photos made it look as if she was eagerly opening wide for a big black cock.
The videographer quickly moved away, just as Mary opened her eyes, completely oblivious to what had just transpired.
Mercedes, very content that she got what she wanted, asked Mary, bluntly, "Ever eaten cunt?"
"Excuse me?" Mary gasped, sitting up.
"Vagina, pussy, cunt?" Mercedes listed off. "Have you ever dropped to your knees, crawled between a woman's legs and buried your pretentious face in one?"
Mary couldn't believe what this girl was saying.
"It's a simple yes or no question," Mercedes pointed out. "I know that most chastity girls are usually big dykes."
"I'm not a dyke," Mary said, standing up.
"Well, time to change that," Mercedes countered, lifting up her skirt and ordering, "Crawl."
"How dare you!" Mary said, astonished and instantly furious, and moving towards the door.
"Markus, show our little slut the photos," Mercedes smirked.
"So what?" Mary shrugged, "Those were harmless."
"Oh, were they?" Mercedes questioned. "Show the stuck up bitch, Markus."
Markus walked to the girl, turned the camera around and showed a picture of his big dick in front of her open mouth.
"Oh my God!" gasped Mary, as she realized she had just been played.
Mercedes, opening her legs further, explained, "Now be a good little bitch, drop to your knees and crawl over to me and I won't put these photos all over the internet."
"Why are you doing this?" Mary asked, tears streaming down her face as she realized she was being blackmailed.
"Your mother is a bitch," Mercedes frankly answered.
"This is about my mother?" Mary questioned, through tears.
"Of course, her self-righteousness pissed me off," Mercedes nodded, "now get over here and pay the price for your mother's pretentiousness; although the apple doesn't fall far from the tree, quite frankly."
"How so?" Mary asked, offended by the comparison.
"Really?" Mercedes laughed. "You judge Sarah, criticize her, and yet you're a good Christian girl. A good Christian girl who broke how many of the seven deadly sins today?"
"I did no such thing," Mary firmly responded.
"Really?" Mercedes laughed. "Let's see, lust. You definitely were lusting after Walker here. Greed, your fight to defeat Sarah on the dance floor to have Walker to yourself. I suppose that could also be wrath because of your jealousy towards her or envy, since you clearly envy Sarah and all she stands for, which is ironic since you want to be her."
"I do not," Mary weakly protested, guilt and shame coursing through her at the truth of this mean girl's words.
"Your pride blinded you to my real intent and that only leaves sloth and gluttony," Mercedes concluded. "Now, I will give you that you are not a sloth but," she paused, spreading her legs wide, "you are about to be a glutton, a glutton for pussy juice."
"Please, don't make me do this," Mary pleaded, her whole life of righteousness about to be erased by this manipulative bitch.
Mercedes shrugged, "I'm not going to make you do anything. You control your choices. Either walk out that door and allow the pictures of you to go viral or get your ass over here and eat my cunt."
Mary was paralyzed with indecision. Both choices were fraught with consequences.
"Make up your mind...now!" Mercedes demanded.
Knowing this was the lesser of two evils, Mary began walking to Mercedes.
"Crawl," Mercedes ordered, always enjoying adding to the humiliation.
Mary obeyed, dropping to her knees and then onto all fours, her hands trembling as she crawled to the bitch.
Mercedes smiled, the camera filming the submission, blackmail always a powerful deterrent to future disobedience, plus critical in regards to her plan to get the mother. When Mary got to Mercedes, Mercedes slipped out of her heel and ordered, "Suck on my toes."
Mary was angry, yet more at her mother for putting her in this situation with her constant save the world crap. She opened her mouth and began sucking the girl's nylon-clad toes. She sucked on each toe, oddly not finding the act as disgusting as she should have.
Mercedes instructed, "Now the other foot."
Mary continued to obey, her dignity broken.
Eventually, Mercedes ordered, "Now taste heaven."
Mary looked up and stared at the bitch's hairless vagina. Only real sluts would shave such a private area, she thought to herself. She hesitated briefly before moving between her legs, tears still rolling down her eyes, and beginning to lick.
Mercedes moaned, loving the feeling of adding another bitch to her stable of submissive sluts. Past experience had taught her that one time between her legs and, almost always, the girl was completely under her spell.
Mary licked, surprised completely by the indescribable taste. Although she was mortified that she was being forced to do this, she could feel her own vagina getting wet.
Mercedes purred, after a couple of minutes where it was obvious Mary was enjoying her newfound lust, "How does heaven taste?"
Mary, completely intoxicated by the sweet taste, mumbled mindlessly, "Soooo good."
"What is?" Mercedes asked, amused at this sweet Christian girl getting tangled in her web of corruption.
"This," Mary mumbled as she kept licking, unable to admit any more and yet unable to stop licking.
"Tell me Mary," Mercedes ordered, pushing the eighteen-year-old's head away. "Tell me how much you love eating cunt."
Mary, hungry to resume licking, ignored the reality that she was being filmed, ignored the reality that she was breaking all her Christian values and ignored the reality that she was betraying her mother as she answered, "Yes, I love eating your delicious cunt."
"And is your cunt wet?" Mercedes asked.
"Yes," Mary admitted, sensing that Mercedes would see though any lie.
"Play your cards right and you can lose your big 'V' to Walker," Mercedes offered.
Mary who planned to remain a virgin until marriage felt her panties get very wet. She stammered, "I-I-I'm not sure."
"If you want, Walker will take you on the red carpet next week as his date," Mercedes continued.
"Really?" Mary asked.
"I can give you almost anything you want," Mercedes smiled, grabbing the virgin's head and pulling her back into her pussy. "And, at the moment, I know exactly what you want."
Mary resumed licking, somehow feeling like it was the most natural thing in the world.
Mercedes just relaxed and allowed the rookie pussy pleaser to pleasure her.
Mary's head was spinning. She was licking a stranger's vagina. She had dirty danced in front of her whole school. She had been videotaped and photographed in compromising situations. She had the chance to lose her virginity to the biggest actor in the world. Yet, at the moment, she wasn't the President of her school and chastity club, she was a sexy young woman licking a vagina and dying to get the bitch off.
Mercedes, close to orgasm, grabbed the new submissives' head and held it tight against her cunt. She began grinding on the teenager's face, loving to cum this way on a new pet.
Mary tried licking, but mostly she just tried to breathe as her face was completely encompassed by Mercedes. Seconds later, her face was coated with wetness. She hungrily licked, the excessive pussy juice which tasted so amazing she couldn't stop lapping it up.
Finally, Mercedes pushed her away and said, "I think you're a natural pussy pleaser."
Mary was suddenly ashamed by the act she committed, yet she was paralyzed on the floor.
"Crawl to Walker," Mercedes ordered.
Mary looked to her left and saw that Walker was standing up with Sarah sucking him, and instantly wondered when Sarah had come in. Again, she felt an undeniable sense of jealousy; again she felt an undeniable desire to obey. Thus, after a brief resistance, she began crawling to Walker.
"Sarah, crawl to our camera guy," Mercedes ordered.
Sarah reluctantly took Walker's nice big eight inch cock out of her mouth, glared at Mary and crawled to the camera guy, who was still filming Mary's descent into sexual submission.
Mary was now staring at the first penis she had ever seen. It was so big and seemed to be staring directly at her.
"Go ahead, Mary," Mercedes offered, "Take Walker's big cock in that cute eager mouth of yours."
Part of Mary wanted to, the cock looked so big and juicy, yet another part of her knew this was morally wrong. Yet, after licking Mercedes pussy, this didn't seem any worse.
Mercedes added, "Take his cock in your mouth and you've got yourself a celebrity boyfriend. You can finally beat Sarah."
That was the final push needed. Mary glanced over to Sarah who was bobbing back and forth on the ugly camera man. Returning to Walker's penis, she opened her mouth and took it between her lips. She was surprised how hard it was in her mouth, a living lollipop.
Mercedes watched the goody two shoes cross yet another line, this time without being blackmailed. She texted her father:
Mission complete. I expect a good hard fucking when I get home.
Mary bobbed slowly back and forth, not really sure what she was doing, but wanting to do a good job.
Walker groaned, loving watching a young newbie suck him. Of course, he also wanted to be the first to fuck her and after a couple more minutes of sucking, he asked, as he pulled his cock out of her mouth, "Want to get fucked, Mary?"
Mary looked up at him with a confused look on her face.
"Come here, baby," he smiled, pulling her up and kissing her. He had fucked a ton of virgins and it never got old.
Mary melted at his touch, her body feeling sensations she never knew existed. Her vagina was leaking and she didn't know how to make it stop.
Breaking the kiss, Walker lowered himself and pulled her panties down her legs.
Mary trembled with anticipation, knowing she was about to lose her virginity.
Walker put his fingers to the virgin's cunt and asked, "Are you all wet for me?"
"Yessss," Mary moaned from the touch.
Mercedes pointed out, "But I thought you were the President of the Chastity Club?"
Mary froze, her insatiable hunger suddenly cooled by the bitch's words.
"Actually, a delicious idea just popped into my head," Mercedes said, as she formulated a brilliant plan. "I think we will start a whole new campaign about how good girls wear silk stockings too."
Walker asked, his cock hard and wanting to deposit a load, "Am I fucking her or not?"
Mercedes nodded, "Yes, but in her ass. We'd better keep our chastity President a virgin."
Mary stammered, "W-w-what?"
Mercedes continued, "You will be the spokesperson for the silk stocking chastity movement: Good Girls Do, so we need to keep that cunt of yours virginal."
Mary was again speechless, her body conflicted: lust versus morals.
""Get on all fours, Mary," Walker ordered.
Mary hesitated.
Mercedes ordered, "Mary, on all fours now. It's way past the time for moral indignation."
Mary sighed, knowing she had no control over the situation anymore, her pussy burning. On all fours she saw that Sarah was sucking the cameraman who was filming her. She knew she should stop this, but her cunt desperately wanted to feel Walker's big cock in her vagina.
Walker moved behind her, slipped up her skirt and poured lube down the virgin's ass cheeks.
Mary trembled at his touch, dying to feel his penis in her, but petrified to have to in her ass.
"Do you want to be fucked?" Mercedes asked.
Her body felt like it was overheating, an uncontrollable desire to give in to her lustful sin impossible to deny. "Yes," Mary admitted, agreeing to being sodomized, a shame coursing through her answer even as she awaited the act.
Walker warned, "Here it comes," and slid his cock inside her incredibly tight ass.



"Holy shiiiiiit," Mary screamed, feeling her ass widened unnaturally.
For a few minutes Mary whimpered and whined as the sodomy burned her entire body.
Sarah, having taken the cameraman's load, looked on with amusement at the bitch's anal submission.
"You'll worship cock and cunt now," Mercedes quipped eventually, after watching the virgin go from intense pain, to pleasure, to euphoria.
"God, yessss," Mary agreed, indescribable pleasure coursing through her.
"You like having a big dick in that asshole of yours?" Mercedes asked.
"Yessss," Mary moaned, as she began bouncing back to meet Walker's hard strokes, wanting to feel even fuller.
In less than a minute, Mary reached her first orgasm ever as she screamed, "Goddddddddddddd."
"Even in orgasm you're a Christian," Mercedes laughed.
Walker grunted seconds later as he filled her ass with his cum.
The next day, Mercedes took a bunch of photos with Mary in a variety of outfits and thigh high stockings before having her eat her out one more time. They also made a commercial that was going to go on the website and YouTube tomorrow... just after her father met with Eva Parsons and made her the newest spokesperson for Silk Stockings.
3. TAMING OF THE SHREW and making her a submissive
Carl watched the video a few times, for his own amusement as well as to edit it for Eva Parsons, and also to revel in the beauty of his daughter and her alluring power.
He learned that Eva was going to be in Washington tomorrow and he planned to surprise her tomorrow morning at her hotel. Eva, so focused on bringing his company down, didn't have a clue about her daughter's sexual debauchery, even though the new Silky Sin video had hit YouTube that morning.
After fucking his wife one more time, he flew to Washington looking forward to his face-to-face with Eva in the morning.
While at the airport, he sent a message to Eva's hotel to be given to her.
Watch the new Silky Sin video 'Silk Stockings Revolution'.
He smiled as he stirred the pot for tomorrow's blackmail.
...
Eva got the message hand delivered to her while she ate dinner in her room preparing for tomorrow's meeting with two senators, Johnson and Spelling, who seemed to be willing to listen to her concerns over Silk Stockings and the impact they were having on the moral fibre of America.
She went back to her room wondering what filth a band like Silky Sin was releasing now.
As Eva watched the new Silky Sin music video she went from disgusted, to furious and finally to mortified. First, she was disgusted by the almost naked young women shaking their bodies like cheap sluts; second she was furious that it was clearly being filmed in her daughter's school; and third, completely mortified when she not only realized her daughter was in the video, but that she seemed to be the star and was dressed completely inappropriately.
A half-hour phone call with her daughter only made things worse and she said they would have a much longer talk tomorrow night when she returned home. She considered cancelling the meeting she had with Johnson and Spelling for lunch, but she couldn't reschedule, this meeting took a lot of phone calls and favours called in.
She couldn't fathom why her daughter would have done such a thing, yet a sense of guilt hit her as she realized maybe her lack of being home recently had given her daughter too much freedom.
Tomorrow... tomorrow she would fix everything.
...
Eva had a rough night's sleep, tossing and turning and stewing as she realized that this was likely all part of a plan by that Williams asshole. He likely targeted her daughter to get to her.
Once showered and dressed, she did more research on Carl Williams and his company in preparation for her meeting with the senators, her determination even more extreme than ever to bring down Silk Stockings.
She was startled by a knock at the door. She closed her laptop, walked to the door, peeked through the peephole and gasped when she saw public enemy number one on the other side of the door. Instantly, a rage burned through her as she opened the door and roared, "What are you doing here?"
"We need to chat," Carl calmly replied, smiling that her first reaction was so angry and that it was being filmed by a small camera on his glasses (new technology he was testing for a technology company who did lots of work for his company).
"You bet your ass we do," Eva glared.
"We should probably have this conversation in private," he suggested, remaining calm.
"Fine," she tersely said, as she walked back into her room, barely holding in her anger.
Carl followed her in and said, trying to push her buttons, "A pretty nice room for a lobbyist."
"How dare you bring my daughter into this," Eva turned and accused.
"Your daughter was dying to get out from under the shadow of you," Carl responded.
"You blackmailed her," Eva continued.
"We gave her an opportunity to be popular and she took it, like Eve took the apple," Carl slyly countered.
"You bastard."
"I suppose," he shrugged, "but I am here to make you a deal."
"I'd rather burn in hell," Eva shot back.
Carl shrugged, "It's up to you, but you should probably watch this first."
"Watch what?" Eva asked, suddenly sensing something ominous.
"A special video made after the concert," Carl smiled.
Carl pressed play on his iPad and turned it to the bitch he was about to own.
Eva gasped as she watched her daughter between another girl's legs.
"I was thinking of calling the video 'Mary had a little beaver'," Carl quipped smugly, reveling in Eva's stunned state, the color quickly draining from the bitch's face.
"You blackmailed her," Eva accused, grasping at straws as she tried to find a way out of the predicament she knew she was in.
"I wasn't even there," Carl shrugged, before adding, "there is a second scene which is a lot hotter."
"No more," Eva said, putting the iPad down.
"You don't want to watch your daughter beg to be sodomized?" Carl asked.
"Please leave," she asked, tears beginning to form.
"If I leave, both these scenes go live," Carl revealed, not remotely bluffing.
"Please," Eva said, "that's my daughter."
"Is her mother an eager ass slut too?" Carl asked.
"God, no," Eva replied, even though she instantly realized an opening. If she fucked him, maybe the asshole wouldn't release her daughter's sex tape.
"You sure?" Carl asked smiling, "They say like mother, like daughter."
"Is that what you want?" Eva asked, "To fuck me?"
"Oh, yes I want to make you my personal fuck toy, all three of your holes used for my enjoyment," Carl nodded.
"You're a pig," she accused, trying to delay as she pondered a way out of this situation.
"Oink, oink," he shrugged. "And you're a pretentious bitch who isn't at home enough to raise her daughter."
"Excuse me?" she said.
"If you were home more, maybe your precious little daughter wouldn't have acted out so extremely," he continued, "it was obviously a rebellious act. She was clearly trying to get out of the shadow of her overbearing mother."
""Do you even have children?" she questioned, even though she had similar thoughts last night as she tried to understand the bad decisions her daughter had made...and that was before the new bombshell this prick had revealed.
"Two girls," he answered, before adding, a great play on words considering his relationship with his eldest, "they can be a handful."
"I can't imagine you're a hands on type of father," she snapped.
He quickly quipped back, "Actually, I'm very, very hands on."
"Whatever," she sighed. "I need to get going soon, we'll have to finish this riveting discussion later."
"Back to being my cum bucket," Carl said.
"You can't be serious?" she asked, even though it was obvious he was.
"Deadly," he nodded. "You'll be a great asset for the firm."
"What?" she questioned.
"Besides being my three-hole cum bucket, I have one more thing I expect from you if you don't want your daughter to be the next online porn star," he continued, really enjoying how frazzled she was becoming; he was confident desperation would follow.
"Can't we make a deal?" she asked, desperate to find a way out of this.
"We are making a deal," he said. "You become my slut and in return I don't release videos that will humiliate your daughter."
Anger burning again, she snapped, "I'll call the police."
"Go ahead," he shrugged. "Although I should note that releasing videos online isn't illegal."
"Blackmail is," she countered.
"It's your word versus mine," he again shrugged, which was driving her nuts.
"Stop being so causal about this," she demanded.
"To be honest, I don't really care how this turns out. I win either way," he pointed out.
Feeling boxed into a corner, and feeling completely repulsed, she pondered her situation. She could tell this slime wasn't bluffing. He would make the video go viral if she didn't do exactly as he demanded. She couldn't fathom fucking him, yet if that was what it took to protect her daughter she would. But there was more and she asked with trepidation while allowing her tone to drip with disgust, "What one more thing?"
"You will become the newest spokesperson for Silk Stockings," Carl revealed, his power play complete.
"You can't be serous?" Eva asked, each word dripping with disdain.
"That's what rattles you?" Carl asked. "Not the fact that I plan to fuck your ass in a few minutes?"
"You repulse me in every possible way," Eva responded.
"I'll have you squealing like the slut you are, soon," Carl continued, loving to watch a bitch become a bitch in heat once he treated her like the slut she had hidden deep inside for years.
"You wish," Eva replied.
Carl, deciding to make the situation even worse when she succumbed completely to her sexual submission, gave her hope by saying, "Tell you what. If you don't come during your hour of complete obedience to me, an hour where you obey every order I make, I will not only delete all the footage I have of your slut daughter, I will also walk out this hotel room and never bother you again."
Eva was confident she could resist coming, she couldn't even remember the last time she got off by her husband, her we-vibe the only way she came the past few months. "You swear?"
"Although you think I'm a monster, I'm a man of my word," Carl nodded, and he meant it, although he was confident he would get her off. He then added, "But if you come, and you will, you will be the spokesperson for Silk Stockings, wear them everywhere you go and be my three-hole fuck slut whenever I see you."
"Does calling a woman a three-hole fuck slut get you off?" she asked.
"Not as much as making them a willing three-hole fuck slut," he countered.
"That," she paused for dramatic effect, "will never happen. You can use my body, but that is all it will be, a body."
"So that is a yes to the one hour test?" he asked.
"Do I have another choice?" she questioned.
"There are always choices, but there are also always consequences," he countered.
"How fortune cookie of you," she glared.
"Yes or no?" he questioned.
After a lengthy pause where she hoped if she waited long enough he would back down, she said, thinking that one hour of hell would get her out of this predicament, "Fine."
"Fine what?" he asked, wanting to hear her say it.
"Fine, it's a deal," she answered, annoyed.
"Knees," he ordered, her defiance longer than most, but futile either way.
She sighed dramatically, but obeyed.
"On all fours," he continued, knowing her strong exterior was about to be shattered.
Again she obeyed, even as she glared at him.
"Crawl to me," he demanded.
She did.
"Fish out my cock."
Eva did and was surprised to see a cock a good two inches bigger than her husband's.
Carl saw the look of shock on her face and asked, "Bigger than your husband?"
"A little," she shrugged.
"Sure, sure," he chuckled, as she mindlessly stroked his cock. "Go ahead, get it ready for that cunt of yours."
"Can you talk like a gentleman?" she asked.
"The next hour, you're my slut and I plan to use you as one," he replied, before ordering, "Now get those pretty cocksucking lips wrapped around my cock."
She couldn't believe she was about to do this. She had never cheated on her husband, never even considered it, yet she would do anything to protect her daughter. Reluctantly, she opened her mouth and took his long, thick cock in.
Carl smiled as another pretentious bitch fell, like they almost always did.
Eva bobbed hungrily, not because she was turned on, but hoping she could get him off without having to fuck him, especially in her ass, which she had never allowed a man to touch.
Carl, who hadn't come all last night or this morning, was planning for two loads in one hour, the first to be coated all over the bitch's face.
Eva could sense he was close after only a couple of minutes and smirked to herself thinking he was like most men, trigger happy.
As Carl got close, he waited until the last second before pulling out and ordering, "Take it all on that pretty face of yours."
Eva gasped, and closed her eyes, as the hot cum coated her face a couple of seconds later, another thing she had never allowed any man to do. A facial was degrading and, as a feminist, she would never allow a man to perform such a misogynistic act. As it happened, she felt so dirty allowing a man to shoot his cum on her face, yet much to her surprise and disgust, she felt her panties dampen at the act. She didn't understand why her panties were wet, the act hadn't remotely turned her on. Regardless, she quickly reminded herself that she couldn't come no matter what.
Carl had a massive load and by the time he had finished the bitch's entire face was covered in white goo. Quickly pulling his phone out, he snapped a photo and just as quickly slid it back into his pocket right before Eva attempted to open her eyes.
"Why do men think covering a woman's face with cum is hot?" Eva asked, moving her fingers to her eyes to wipe away his cum.
"We like to mark our territory," Carl quipped, before adding, "plus it's fun to put a bitch in her place."
"You're a complete asshole," Eva said, as she opened her eyes.
"No denying that," Carl laughed, as he took off his jeans, preparing to seal the deal by getting her off.
"I thought we were done," Eva said, even though she assumed the asshole planned to do more than just get a blow job.
"Oh, we are just getting started," Carl responded, as he ordered, "Get undressed."
"You really are a pig," she accused again, still on her knees, trying to delay the inevitable.
"And you are my bitch," he shrugged, "now fucking stop delaying and get naked."
"Fine," she said tersely, standing up. "But just make sure you understand I'm not going to enjoy one second of this rape."
"Rape," he scoffed. "You willingly dropped to your knees and sucked my cock. You didn't even flinch when I came on your face."
"But you blackmailed me," Eva protested.
"You sucked my cock pretty eagerly," he pointed out. "Probably so you had more time for your other two holes to be pounded."
'Shit', she thought to herself, 'why did I go so quickly?' As she reluctantly pulled her skirt down to reveal pantyhose and grandma panties, she said, "I only did it to protect my daughter.
"Are those your mother's panties?" Carl asked.
"My mother is dead," Eva glared.
"Sorry," Carl apologized, feeling slightly bad, before adding, "you do have great legs, they will look great in my thigh high silk stockings."
"Not going to happen," she said, trying to remain strong during this brief moment of degradation.
"We'll see," he said, moving to her and ripping the blouse open.
"That's a hundred and fifty dollar blouse," she protested.
"A push up bra," he assessed. "Figures."
Eva glared as the pig mauled her breasts.
Carl unclasped the bra and said, "Your nipples are rather erect. Is your cunt wet too?"
"Fuck you," she snarled.
"I couldn't agree more," he smirked, pushing her onto the couch.
"Such a gentleman," she shot back.
He ignored the bitch's words as he roughly spread her legs apart, ripped the pantyhose at the crotch, tugged the panties aside and buried his face in her wetness.
She moaned on contact, completely surprised that he was going down on her, something her boring husband never did.
Carl, although he rarely ate pussy, was very good at getting women off with his tongue. As he suspected, the bitch was wet and it wouldn't take a lot of work to get her off and seal the deal.
Eva kept her eyes open, kept looking at him, reminding herself she couldn't enjoy what he was doing, she couldn't come. Yet, his tongue was really making her feel good.
After a few minutes of teasing the bitch, he began focusing on her clit.
Eva's body twitched with each flick of her clit and she could feel her orgasm building. Not wanting to come, she begged, hoping this would slow down her orgasm rising, "Please, fuck me with that big cock of yours."
Carl smirked, knowing why she was begging; knowing she was close, he instead slid two fingers inside her cunt and in seconds found her g-spot.
Eva screamed, as in a flash her orgasm exploded out of her, the double pleasure of getting her g-spot hit for the very first time while getting clit pressure was too much. "Dammmmmmn it."
Carl immediately quit licking, instead looking up and watching her come.
Eva's eyes were now closed, feeling completely defeated...devastated...and yet her body feeling pleasure she had never experienced before.
As she continued trembling, the orgasm obviously intense, Carl repositioned himself and slammed his cock in her cunt.
"Goddddddd," Eva screamed, completely surprised to feel her vagina filled.
"Time to worship me," Carl smirked, slamming his cock into the bitch.
"Damn it," she cursed, both from already coming and from the pleasure cascading through her as he pounded her hard.
"You like it hard, don't you, slut?" Carl asked.
"Yes, nooo," she babbled, her mind muddled by the pleasure.
"Just another bimbo slut when she gets a real cock in her," Carl pointed out.
"Shut up and fuck me," Eva demanded, not wanting to hear the asshole talk, and undeniably feeling intense pleasure which pissed her off even more..
"That will cost you," he smirked, as he pulled out and without warning pushed his cock into her ass.
"Noooooooo," Eva whined, as her virgin ass was filled.
"I told you, you're a three-hole fuck-toy," Carl clarified, as his cock slowly disappeared in her ass.
"It huuuuurts," she whimpered, clenching her teeth.
"It'll go away eventually," he promised, which was usually true.
"You bastard," she cursed, the pain intense.
"All in," he announced, impressed by how tight she was.
"Pull out," she demanded.
Instead he slowly moved in and out as he looked down at her smiling. "Relax, my slut, and the pain will fade."
"I'd like to fuck your ass," she bitterly responded.
"Still defiant," he said, shaking his head.
"Do you need your cunt fisted, or should I call my bodyguard to double team you?" he asked.
She could tell these weren't idle threats and shook her head no.
"Then beg me to pound your ass," he ordered.
The sigh was dramatic, but she obeyed, "Please, fuck my ass."
"We'll work on your dirty talk later," he said, as he began fucking her ass faster.
The pain still was there, but the longer he fucked her ass, the more a slight pleasure built in her.
Having already come, Carl could fuck her for an eternity, and he planned to.



Eva couldn't believe how good the ass fucking began to feel after a few minutes. She hated herself for enjoying it, yet her body was in control. She began moving her ass to meet his strokes.
"Liking the ass fucking," Carl assessed.
"Yessssss," she moaned, a second orgasm unexplainably rising.
"Is this what a feminist does?" he asked, "get horny having their ass fucked while their face is sticky with cum?"
"Shut up and fuck me," she demanded, her desire for her second orgasm building, she had never had two orgasms from sex with a man, rarely ever one.
He suddenly stopped, his cock buried deep in her.
"Noooooo, don't stop," she whined.
"Don't stop what?" he asked.
"Don't stop fucking my ass," she declared, pissed off he was not only humiliating her, but making her beg for it.
"Your tight little asshole?" he asked, giving one hard thrust.
"Fuuuuuuck, yes, pound my tight asshole," she screamed, her orgasm so close she could literally taste it.
"Tell me your sorry for being such a bitch to me," he continued, loving breaking down a woman completely.
"I'm sorry, fine," she said, "now fuck my asshole."
"And that you're a dumb bitch who needs a man like me to put her in her place," he continued, giving three quick hard thrusts to get the answer he was looking for.
"You bastard," she screamed, the ass teasing driving her wild.
"Say it," he demanded.
"Fine, dammit, I'm a dumb bitch who needs a man like you to put me in my place," she declared. She couldn't believe the words out of her mouth, couldn't believe how her body was making her betray her morals. She was mortified that she wasn't being blackmailed to say the words, but was doing so to continue getting sodmized.
"And where is your place?" he questioned.
"On my knees," she answered, her stomach turning at her answer.
"So are you still the classy and sophisticated woman you presented yourself as on television?" he asked, before resuming pounding her ass furiously.
"Nooooooo, I'm just a dumb, fucking, bimbo, bitch, cum sluuuuuut," she declared, adding words not even ordered.
"Fuck, only dirty fucking cum bucket whores come from getting ass reamed," Carl accused, as he slammed into her hard.
"Damn you, you fucking priiiiick," she screamed, as her second orgasm hit her.
Carl kept fucking her ass and another couple minutes later he deposited a second load in the bitch's ass.
"Oh God, nooooo," she screamed, as she felt her ass filled.
A minute later, he pulled out, pulled her pantyhose off, and her panties and instructed, "You will wear silk stockings for the rest of the day and no panties."
"But what about the cum in my ass?" Eva asked, her body still shaking.
"A reminder of who owns you," he said as he went to his briefcase and pulled out a pair of thigh high silk stockings and a piece of paper.
He returned with both and said, "Sign it, slut."
"Please, don't call me a slut," she weakly protested, even though she felt completely like one.
"You are my slut, my three-hole cum slut," he shrugged, handing her a pen.
She saw it was an agreement to be a spokesperson for him. "And you promise to not release my daughter's indiscretions?"
"I'm a man of my word," he nodded. He wouldn't release the video, but he would use her daughter to sell his silk stockings to the chastity groups as his daughter suggested. He would also use the many words he filmed through his glasses camera if she ever decided to remotely cross him.
She signed the paper and then opened her package. As she put the stockings on, she was surprised how silky the nylons were.
He said, as he got dressed, "I told you, they are the best stockings."
"They are really soft," she nodded, surprised that the product was as good as advertised. At least she would be selling a product she did like, even if she hated him and how the company marketed their product.
"A film crew will be coming here in twenty minutes for you to make your first appearance," Carl announced.
"But I have the senator's meeting," she said.
"Oh, they will be here, too," he smiled, having already talked with them and promised they could double penetrate her this afternoon.
"You really are a bastard," she said, understanding she had been completely played, although still oblivious to the orgy she was soon going to be a part of.
"And you're a three-hole cum bucket," he shrugged, "Just like I said you would be."
She glared at him, but felt completely helpless at the moment wondering what else this bastard had in store for her.
Epilogue:
An hour later the once strong-willed feminist was indeed a three-hole cum bucket as she was triple-teamed by the two senators and Carl.
Three days later she was back on CNN this time explaining her sudden change of heart.
A week later she was ass-fucked in the principal's office as she apologized for being such a pain in the ass... the irony delicious.
As for Carl, he was already making plans to initiate his youngest daughter Brandi, into Syndom. He was also already onto a potentially much bigger problem... an election was coming in a few months and the left-wing party was ahead in the polls and looked like they may win; Syndom being a right-wing fellowship not surprisingly, he had very few allies in that party and none with any significant power. As he listened to their Presidential candidate, the first woman ever to run for President, he knew he had to add her to his list of submissives.
As he fucked his daughter's ass, he asked, "Do you think we can get Mrs. Harper to join our side?"
Mercedes moaned as she felt her father coat her ass with his cum, "Challenge accepted."
THE END
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MEETING THE NEIGHBOURS
The day after her first conquest in the gated white community, while she waited for her newest pet Tammi (formally Tamara) to recruit a new pet, she decided she would introduce, and likely seduce, her neighbours.
Dressed in a completely white business suit, with beige thigh highs, she walked over to her neighbour's on the right and knocked on the door.
After a brief moment, the door was opened by an older black woman in a much more traditional maid outfit than she had her maids wear.
"May I speak with the lady of the house?" Janet asked, politely.
"Yes, ma'am," she nodded and disappeared up the stairs.
The maid came back down the stairs a moment later and said, "She will be with you in a moment."
The moment turned into fifteen minutes before a chubby blonde came down the stairs. As she got closer, Janet realized she wasn't so much chubby, as pregnant. 'This is going to be more interesting than anticipated,' she thought to herself. The woman looked uncomfortable, clearly about to burst as she waddled down the stairs.
Reaching her new black neighbour, Candace Wilkes, a twenty-eight year old wife, didn't even try to fake a smile, "What can I do for you?"
"I'm your new neighbour," Janet answered, smiling widely.
"I know," Candace replied, barely able to hide her obvious contempt at the reality a nigger was her next door neighbour, and now in her home.
"I was hoping to get to know you better," Janet continued, smiling warmly.
"I'm not really in the mood for visitors," the white woman replied, not so subtly trying to get rid of the black woman.
"When are you due?" Janet asked, keeping on her fake smile, all the while thinking 'I've never dommed a white pregnant bitch'.
"Two days ago," Candace answered, clearly not happy she was past due.
"Oh, you must be going crazy waiting," Janet continued.
"I may cut myself open if she doesn't come out soon," she quipped, so annoyed the baby wasn't out yet.
"It's a girl?" Janet asked.
"Yep," she nodded, rubbing her belly.
"I can help trigger labour, if you wish."
"How?"
Janet lied, "I'm a masseuse, and I can relax you to the point you go into labour."
"Really?" Candace asked, not really believing her, but her interested piqued.
"My mother was a midwife back in the day," Janet smiled, sensing the door opening, "trust me, I have seen so many labours I decided I never wanted to have kids."
Finally letting her guard down, her desire to give birth overriding her racist judgement, Candace replied, "I've been thinking that lately too."
"A little late for that," Janet playfully smiled, "plus I still ended up having one child anyways, sometimes the Lord overrules your ideas."
"We all decide to do it even though we know the costs," Candace nodded.
"Oh, trust me, we can never calculate the costs," Janet joked, before adding, "You need to lie down, it's obvious your back is killing you."
"Agreed," Candace nodded, starting to move to the living room.
"If you want my help I need you to be able to lie down on your back," Janet said, trying to control the situation.
"I'm not sure I can make it back up to my bedroom," Candace said, looking at the twenty or so stairs, and thinking, 'No way in hell.'
"Is there a guest room on this floor?" Janet asked.
"Yes," Candace nodded, "just over here." She began walking.
Janet smiled to herself. 'Obviously her pain and desire to go into labour are overriding her distaste of my skin colour. Or maybe she just sees me as another black servant. Either way, I will soon be alone with her and ready to add her to my white pets.'
Once in the room, Janet suggested, "Lay on your back."
"Gladly," Candace agreed, literally collapsing on the bed, relieved to be off her feet.
Janet closed the door, and although she seldom did this, she made first contact, she took off the white bitches' heels, three inches which were rather unpractical for her condition, and began massaging her pantyhose-clad feet. She joked, "Apparently fashion over comfort."
Candace let out a slight moan, "I know, silly, but you will soon learn this suburb is all about outer appearance."
"I hope not," Janet joked, as she continued to massage her foot. "since I'm pretty sure I'm the only woman of colour here."
"That you are," Candace agreed, before adding, reminding the black woman of her situation, "well at least the only non-working woman of colour."
"Why is that?" Janet asked, as she continued to relax her.
"Honestly, it's still the 1950s here," Candace admitted, seeing this woman as just another black servant serving her at the moment. Clarifying she added, "Woman don't work, men don't know how to cook and truthfully we all choose this community to keep it that way."
Janet moved to her other foot. "Yes, I noticed I got quite a few looks as we moved in. It was like being an alien coming to earth."
Candace somehow trusting this woman of colour added, "My husband was furious, as he ranted about our property value crashing the second you walked through the door."
"I thought we were bringing colour to this neighborhood," Janet quipped.
"That you arrrre," Candace smiled, and moaned, the woman's hands relaxing her completely.
Janet moved up and massaged the woman's calves as she continued, "Getting into this gated community was harder than breaking into Fort Knox."
Candace laughed, "Both have about the same amount of money."
Janet laughed back, "So it seems," and then asked, "are you relaxed?"
"It's the best I've felt in a long time," Candace admitted, feeling good for the first time in a couple months.
"Great," Janet said, as she finished working on her calves. "I can have you in labour in an hour if you wish."
"I'd do anything for that," Candace responded, getting more and more comfortable with the black woman and desperate to get this baby out of her.
"I'll keep you to your word on that," Janet purred, knowing this ended with the pregnant white woman munching her black cunt. Before she could respond, Janet warned, "What I do next will be a bit more controversial."
"How so?" Candace asked, opening her eyes for the first time since the massage began.
"The massage needs to get erotic," Janet revealed.
"What?" She gasped, suddenly no longer comfortable with what has happening.
Janet clarified, "It's only through intimate touch and orgasm that it will work."
"I read that, but my bastard of a husband won't touch me. He's scared he will hurt the baby and it's obvious he finds me repulsive," Candace said, bitter that her husband wouldn't fuck her and trigger labour that way.
Janet smiled and confided knowingly, "Men are stupid. You are radiant right now."
"Thank you," Candace replied, not used to getting compliments of late feeling both fat and unattractive, something she wasn't used to before she got pregnant, having been the runner-up to Miss America nine years ago.
"Open your legs a bit wider," Janet ordered, sensing she needed to take control "like you will do when you give birth."
"Okay," she agreed skeptically, so desperate to go into labor she would obey a black woman's instructions. She moved her knees up and opened her legs, feeling slightly vulnerable as she offered the stranger a clear look of her panty covered and pantyhose-clad crotch.
Janet moved her hands to the seam of the pantyhose and ripped.
"What are you doing?" Candace gasped, lifting her head up.
"I need access to your vagina," Janet said rather matter-of-factly. "Now I need you to relax and just obey if you want this to work."
"This isn't very relaxing," Candace pointed out, feeling very uncomfortable with the situation in which she suddenly found herself in.
"Just clear your mind," Janet calmly said, her hands moving up and down her thigh.
"How?"
"It's the only way to guarantee a trigger into labour," Janet countered, sensing this bitch was both gullible enough to believe it and desperate enough to risk it.
"I'll try," she finally agreed, desperate to get the baby out of her, closing her eyes again.
"Now, I need you to slowly rub your clit," Janet instructed, as she continued slowly caressing her thigh.
"What?" Candace questioned, again surprised by the woman's words.
"I told you this is going to get quite erotic," Janet repeated, before explaining further, "if we can bring you to the ultimate moment of climactic bliss it will cause you to go into labour. I have seen it many times when I was younger."
"Fine, I'll do anything to get this fucking baby out of me," the pregnant woman frustratingly agreed, closing her eyes and moving her hand underneath the torn pantyhose and her panties.
"Now start slow," Janet instructed, moving to her other thigh, where her purse was in reach.
"Kkkkk," she moaned, having not touched herself in a long time either, her husband's lack of interest, crushing her own sex drive.
After a couple of minutes, when Janet was confident the white woman was focused on herself, she slyly reached into her purse to grab both her phone and a vibrating egg she often found to be very, very useful. She began filming the pregnant woman masturbating, and said, "By the way, I never actually introduced myself, I'm Janet Jones."
Candace didn't open her eyes, focused on her own self-pleasure, as she offered her name, "I'm Candace Wilkes."
"It's a pleasure to meet you," Janet quipped, smiling at her own sly play on words.
"You toooo," Candace moaned, as she began instinctively rubbing herself faster.
"Slow down, my dear," Janet instructed, "if you come too quick, it won't work."
"Okay," Candace nodded, although getting slightly frustrated, "but it's been so loooooong."
"Since what?" Janet asked, filming the secrets of her newest pet-to-be while she pleasured herself.
"Since I've got off," Candace admitted, surprised at how open she was being with this black woman.
"You haven't even touched yourself?" Janet questioned.
"Nooo," Candace moaned, and explained, "I felt so unattractive...until today."
"Don't you white women help each other out when your men are gone all day?" Janet asked, planting the first seed of lesbianism.
"God, no," Candace gasped, surprised by the question.
"Christ," Janet quipped, "no wonder all you white women are so high strung. You're probably going through satisfaction denial."
Candace laughed, knowing most women in this community were indeed uptight and high strung, herself included, "No truer words have been spoken lately."
"Stay relaxed and keep your eyes closed," Janet instructed, "I'm going to shift towards the next step of your orgasmic journey."
"Okayyyy," she agreed, continuing to slowly pleasure herself, trusting this stranger...this black stranger.
Janet put her phone in-between her armpit, moved her hand to the pregnant woman's crotch, tugged her panties aside and quickly slipped in the vibrating egg that was buzzing on low.
Candace was shocked and opened her eyes as a buzzing began inside her, creating a new, more intense pleasure. Before she could talk, she was reprimanded.
Janet, taking full control quickly, scolded her. "I told you to keep your eyes closed."
"S-s-sorry," Candace stammered, closing them again, strangely feeling the need to obey this slightly blunt black woman and feeling guilty for not obeying.
Janet smiled at how adorable most white women, especially white woman who were used to being in charge, were when they quickly succumbed to their natural position of submissiveness when given the chance. They are so used to being in charge, of being a trophy wife, that they convince themselves the charade of power is actually who they are. Of course, it is women like her who help dispel such silly assumptions and turn them into the submissive pussy pleasers they are meant to be.
"Good girl," Janet purred, beginning the conditioning as she asked, "Now do you feel those small pulsations of pleasure inside your cunt." She knew the word cunt would surprise her as she reached in the purse and used the remote control to turn up the vibrations of the plastic toy.
"Yessss," Candace moaned, the vibrations inside her making her feel amazing.
"Do they feel good?" Janet questioned, her phone again filming the words, moans and movements of her newest white prey.
"Yes," Candace admitted.
"What do you want, my dear?" Janet asked.
"To come," she moaned, lifting her ass up slightly, beginning to rub herself faster again.
"Stop!" Janet ordered firmly.
Frustrated, her need to come driving her wild, the desperately horny white woman whined, "Whyyyy?"
"Because you need to allow the orgasm to come to you," Janet said, making this shit up as she went along.
"Kkkk," Candace whimpered, "but it's really driving me crazy."
"And it will drive your whole body crazy until your orgasm erupts through you, creating enough euphoria to trigger labour," Janet continued, trying not to laugh at her ludicrous theory.
"Okay," Candace nodded, obeying even though she would have done anything to come.
"But I'm going to get you to the brink by bringing out a naughtier you," Janet continued.
"Okay," Candace repeated, so enthralled with her current situation she wasn't really processing the words.
Janet was amused by the thought that seemingly 'okay' was the only word in the not too bright blonde's vocabulary.
"Where is the vibrating egg?" Janet asked.
"In my vagina," Candace answered, thinking the question was strange.
"Don't you mean your pussy," Janet questioned, as she turned the vibrations up a notch.
"Yes, my pussy," she mindlessly repeated, as the pulsations increased.
"Your cunt," Janet added.
"Yes, my cunt," she repeated, the buzzing inside her controlling her mind, even though she always hated the 'c' word.
"Your fuck box," Janet continued, getting close to taking her completely.
"Yes, yes, my fuck box, my cunt, my pussy, my slut hole," Candace listed, her hand returning to her pussy, desperate to come.
"Do you want to come?" Janet asked, as she quickly pulled off her own skirt with one hand while still filming her.
"So badly," the desperate white woman admitted.
"And you'll do anything to come, right?" Janet questioned, as she began moving to the side of the bed.
"Yes, anythiiiing," the oblivious white woman moaned, her hand now rapidly rubbing her clit.
Janet quickly got on the bed, straddled her pet-to-be's face, while simultaneously slapping the hand from her cunt.
"What the?" the surprised white woman began, shocked by the sudden turn of events.
"Lick my cunt, and I'll allow you to get off," Janet explain, again turning the egg down in power.
"What? I'm not a lesbian," Candace countered, while trying to move, even as the strange, intriguing scent lingered just above her.
Janet demanded, her tone firm, "Stop, slut."
Candace obeyed, although protesting, "I'm not a slut."
Janet countered, as she lowered her pussy lips onto the white woman's stunned face, "You're my slut."
Candace was in crisis. She desperately wanted to come, she needed to come; yet, the thought of licking a pussy, especially a nigger's pussy, was completely unthinkable.
When she didn't immediately lick, Janet shut the egg off.
Candace whimpered, again frustrated by the manipulative mind game she just now realized she was a part of. She was paralyzed with indecision.
Janet had seen this hesitation many times. The moral dilemma of doing what is right versus doing what feels right. Yet, almost without fail the decision was simple. Janet lifted her pussy off her face for a moment and offered, "Lick my cunt like a good white slut and I'll turn the egg back on."
Candace was still conflicted, but her desire to come, and to potentially go into labour, overrode her moral integrity as she sighed, attempting to imply her reluctance, "Fine."
"Fine what?" The black seductress asked, knowing final completion was seconds away.
"Fine, I'll lick your cunt," the desperate woman responded, being drawn perfectly into the web of submission.
Janet turned the egg on high for a few seconds and then turned it back off.
"Noooo," Candace whined frustrated, a quick jolt of pleasure just a tease. She was so desperate to come, she leaned up and began licking the black pussy as if conditioned like Pavlov's dog. The obedience equals reward concept happening live.
"You're my white slut?" Janet questioned.
"Yes, dammit," the pregnant woman responded, understanding the racial power play at hand, but helpless to fight it. Clearly frustrated, she declared, "I'm your white slut."
"And you'll obey like a good white slut?" Janet continued, turning the egg back on.
"Yessss, I'll obeyyyyy, please just let me come," Candace moaned, the lingering taste of pussy juice surprisingly enticing.
"And be my unconditional white pet?" Janet continued to add to the humiliation.
"Yes," Candace agreed, mindlessly reaching up to lick the black pussy again, suddenly wanting to taste more.
Janet lowered her cunt on her new pet's face.
This time Candace licked as expected, without hesitation. Rewarding her obedience, Janet increased the pulsations.
Candace moaned into the black pussy as she kept licking with eagerness. She lapped hungrily, in awe of how exquisite the taste was, like the finest caviar, a delicacy of the rich class.
Janet always came fastest when straddling a woman, and in only a couple of minutes of eager licking could feel her orgasm building. Wanting to completely use and dominate the pregnant submissive, she began grinding on her face until she flooded her face with squirting pussy cum.
Candace licked with insatiable hunger, desperately wanting to make this bitch come hard and taste the full explosion of flavour. And when it came, like a sudden thunder storm, she gasped as her own orgasm hit her simultaneously, the vibrating egg and ultimate act of humiliation and submission getting her off.
Like most white first time cunt lickers, she kept licking, seeming to try and retrieve as much of the exotic pussy cum as possible while Janet smiled at another successful turn. She also smiled as she saw the stiffening legs and realized the white slut had come from eating pussy.
Eventually, the black seductress got off the dazed and still coming white slut, and asked, "Ready for the real orgasm?"
Candace looked at her weakly, her body still trembling with intense aftershocks of euphoria. "I think that already happened."
Looking at the shiny face of her new pet, Janet smiled, "Oh you silly slut, we are just getting started."
As the black woman moved between her legs, Candace pointed out, "I can't have multiple orgasms."



"Challenge accepted," Janet declared, not the first time she had heard this and not the first time she had broken the myth.
Candace watched as the black woman moved her hand to her still twitching pussy and slid a couple fingers in. Candace moaned knowing that she had tried many times to have multiple orgasms and had always ended up frustrated.
Janet wiggled two fingers inside the very wet white box and then a third. She said, "You understand my white slut, this isn't a onetime thing. You will eat my cunt whenever I beckon you."
Candace, her orgasm subsiding, the clarity of what just transpired hitting her like a hammer, protested, "This can't happen again."
Janet laughed, as she slid four fingers rather easily inside the bitch's cunt, "I wasn't asking your opinion, Candi."
Candace glared even as she moaned, the fingers keeping her feeling incredibly good, "Don't ever call me Candi."
"Again, I don't recall asking your opinion," Janet responded, pumping four fingers in and out of the slut. "You're my pet, as you declared and I am your Mistress."
"Mistress?" Candace questioned, the term one she had her black servants use for her.
"Be honest with me," Janet said, "you loved eating my cunt didn't you?"
Frustratingly, the true answer was yes, it was an exhilarating experience and the unique taste still lingered on her lips. Feeling the desire to taste her again even now, she mindlessly licked her lips, retrieving the last remnants of the delicious pussy cum.
Janet laughed, "I guess that answers that."
Candace moaned, the four fingers fucking her again making her mind mush.
"Ready for complete euphoria?" Janet asked, although she didn't wait for an answer as she prepared the bitch's cunt for the inevitable birth by widening her unnaturally as she slid her whole fist inside.
"Fuuuuuuck," Candace screamed, likely alerting the help to her situation, as her cunt burned with a mixture of pain and pleasure.
Janet, knowing when to be gentle and when to be rough, began fisting the cunt, making the still vibrating egg bounce around inside.
Candace couldn't believe how intense the pleasure was, her husband not one to fuck her hard, and she began babbling, "Oh God, fist fuck my cunt you fucking bitch."
"Are you okay, Mrs. Wilkes?" a concerned voice asked from outside.
"Yesssssss," Candace yelled, before adding, "please stay outtttt."
"Yes, Mistress," the voice responded, clearly confused by what was happening in the room, likely concerned for her white boss.
"Should I have her come in and offer you more cunt to munch?" Janet asked.
"Whaaaat? noooo," she replied.
"Then you'll be an obedient pet, Candi?" The black Mistress questioned, as she reached for her phone again and began slyly filming.
"Yes, dammit!" She moaned, her eyes closed, again willing to agree to almost anything to come again and to prevent her servants from knowing what was currently happening to her.
"And how do you refer to me?" Janet asked, still pumping the bitch's cunt.
"Mistressssssssss," Candace replied, a second orgasm building inconceivably.
"And you are?" Janet questioned, stopping with her fist deep in the slut, her wrist barely visible.
"Your petttttt," the delirious woman answered.
"And your new slut name is?" Janet continued, just gently moving her fist to make the vibrating egg move around.
"Candi!" The white desperate slut declared, giving in completely to the powerful black dominatrix.
"Look me in the eyes when you answer, slut," Janet ordered, opening her clenched fist inside the white woman. "What is your name?"
"Candiiiiiiiii," she screamed as she opened her eyes and saw she was being filmed. She wanted to cover her face, mortified that her sexual humiliation was on video, but she was way too far gone to care. She begged, doing whatever she could to please this dark demon of pleasure, "Please keep fist-fucking your white whore!"
Janet returned to rough fist fucking, and Candi's breathing became erratic as her second orgasm neared volcanic eruption.
"Come, you nigger cunt lover," Janet demanded, loving to push the envelope at every turn.
"Yessss, sooo closssse," Candi whimpered, praying the impossible became possible.
"Now, slut, come like the blonde bimbo slut you are," Janet ordered.
Talking in third person like a blonde bimbo slut, Candi babbled, "Yes, Candi is a sluuut, a bimbo sluuut, fucccck Candi is, Candi is, Candi is comiiiiiiiiiiing."
Janet smiled as she made the impossible possible and the blonde bitch came a second time.
Candi couldn't believe she had just come twice and couldn't believe how much she was coming. It wasn't until Janet pulled her fist out a moment later that she realized her water had broken.
Janet laughed, her made-up theory actually working. "I told you."
"Oh God," Candi gasped, "I need to get to the hospital."
"I'll tell your maid to come and assist you," Janet offered, as she moved to the door.
"Okayyyy," Candi weakly agreed.
"Remember, slut," Janet continued as she opened the door, "You're my slut."
"Yes, Mistress," Candi nodded, knowing she was completely screwed because of the video and oddly confused at how much pleasure this nigger brought her.
"Good slut," Janet finished, "And I expect you to call her Janet."
"But we already have the name picked out," Candace protested.
"Change it," Janet shrugged, waving her phone with intent, "although I will generously allow you to choose the middle name."
"Thank you," Candace replied with a sigh, knowing she had no choice but to do it. She wasn't sure how to break the news to her husband, but at least he didn't know the nigger next door, his words, was named Janet yet.
Janet walked out, smiling wide as she said to the maid who was standing a few feet away from the door with concern, "She's in labour."
The maid hurried in as Janet sauntered out looking forward to telling her posse about this crazy seduction.
As Janet went back to her house, she pondered how no matter how many white bitches she turned it never got old. And this community was full of white bitches desperately needing to be turned.
Janet decided to go shower up first, feeling rather dirty after what she had just done. She walked into her house and was surprised to see her daughter sitting on the couch, her legs spread open with a white blonde cheerleader between her legs.
"That didn't take long," Janet smiled, proud of her daughter and her already very skilled seductive prowess.
"There are a lot of white cunts there," Bethany moaned as she pulled on the ponytail to allow her mother to see her new pretty pet.
"She's cute," the proud mother complimented, while looking at the very embarrassed red faced blonde.
"Say hi to my mother, slut," Bethany ordered, loving pushing a white bitch to utter humiliation.
"Hi, Mrs. Jones," the cheerleader, Daphne Dudley, greeted, mortified at being caught in such a naughty act, trying to understand how she ended up in this humiliating predicament.
"Its Mistress," Bethany corrected, before pulling the blonde back into her pussy.
Daphne couldn't believe she was licking a pussy, nevertheless a nigger's pussy, yet even though she was mortified and disgraced, she couldn't stop licking, the taste completely addicting.
Janet nodded, "Well, have fun, but don't be late getting back to school."
"Of course, Mommmmmy," Bethany moaned, her orgasm building from the cheerleader's eager tongue.
Janet would ask later how her daughter seduced someone so quick, but first she had to go shower, she had coffee with the ladies this afternoon.
As Janet walked up the stairs, she heard her daughter dominate the newest addition, "Keep licking slut, this is going to be your regular lunch time snaccccccck."
As Janet went to the bedroom to undress she thought to herself: like mother, like daughter.
THE END for NOW.
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"Pet Mommy": Creating a Mommy-Slut: A mother learns her son fantasizes about fucking her, and realizing how much he resembles her deceased, dominant husband, she decides to make his fantasy a reality by seducing her son and offering to become his submissive pet mommy.
"Pet Mommy": DP Mommy Slut! The mother's dominant son makes another fantasy come true... her first double penetration.
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"Pet Mommy": My Daughter Submits: The mother assists in completing the task she failed in part 3... getting her daughter to submit to her son. After a failed attempt, this time she succeeds.
Notes: Thanks as always to my editors Wayne, goamz86, Robert and Mike in 2015, and to Tex Beethoven for a fresh polish in 2019.
Nerd Orgy
It was a crazy few days with both my daughter's and my being fucked by my son, her brother, our Master. (In case that's confusing, all three of those guys were the same eighteen-year-old. Kind of like the time a rural gentleman introduced me to "my sister and my wife" when there was only one gal with him.)
Michael revelled in his power over us, particularly over his sister, who'd treated him so badly for most of his life. They say payback is a bitch, and this was definitely the case both literally and figuratively as Michael dominated his sister for the rest of her visit. On the day she was leaving, he shot three loads on her face and required her to wear his cum all day, not allowing her to wash her face at all until she arrived in her home on the west coast. She was required to send pictures while in line at security, on the plane, in the taxi on the way home, and finally from her own bathroom. To my complete astonishment she obeyed this command and texted us the evidence, even though she was no longer in Michael's presence and wouldn't see him again for at least several months.
Once she flew back to her summer job, it was again just Michael and me, and on occasion Frederick joining in to make us a threesome.
As summer began, Michael asked, after depositing a load deep in my ass, "Mom, what's a fantasy you'd really like to come true?"
"I'm already living the fantasy," I answered, which was true. Finding a man I loved and trusted enough to be my Master was all I'd ever wanted. I had never been so completely content as I was on the day I submitted to my son, and every day since.
He smiled, "Me too, Mom. But what's the greatest fantasy you have yet to fulfill?"
I pondered this. I supposed I could give him lots of answers. Now that I'd committed incest with both my son and daughter, the thought of my brother popped into my head. I also liked the idea of being seduced and dominated by an entire sorority house. Yet, my biggest fantasy ever since high school had always been to be gangbanged. The idea was hot for several reasons:
-I wanted to have all three holes filled at once
-I love having cum shot into my mouth, cunt and ass (each of those feeling different)
-I also like a guy calling me a dirty slut when he coats my face with his sticky white stuff
-I wanted to see how many cocks I could take in one night, and how many times I could come in one night
Finally, I answered, "Once I tell you, you may think I'm a bigger slut than you already do."
He laughed, "Sluttier than incest?"
"Maybe, you judge," I shrugged, "I want to be gangbanged."
"Of course you do," he smiled, not remotely surprised by my answer.
I asked nervously, "Am I a bad Mommy?"
"So bad," he purred, as he slid his ready-to-go-again cock in my mouth.
After a couple of minutes of my sucking his cock, he pulled out and slammed into my cunt as I quipped, "Of course, a perfect gangbang would be a bunch of virile young men, each of them able to shoot a few loads in a single night."
"Hmmmmm," he groaned, contemplating my fantasy.
During the next week I met with Frederick's mom for coffee, but I couldn't even begin to fathom how I might seduce her. I complimented her on her hair and touched her arm twice, but all in all the conversation was very vanilla.
On Friday Michael announced, as I knelt in front of him sucking his cock while he watched Dr. Who, "Tomorrow Mommy-slut, you get gangbanged."
"P-p-pardon?" I stammered, stupefied by such an unexpected declaration.
"I've set up a gangbang for you tomorrow night," he paraphrased himself nonchalantly.
"With whom?" I asked, very curious and eager, although worried about protecting my identity.
"Nerds," he answered.
"Do you mind being more specific?" I countered, slowly stroking his cock.
"Actually yes, I do mind," he countered, before adding, "now finish me off; Frederick will be here soon, and I have to get into my costume."
I returned to sucking his cock, completely loving to have it in my mouth, as I pondered what his plan might look like. I knew comic con was in town this weekend, and thus the community was swarming with geeks and nerds of every stripe. Yet, how could an event so G-Rated become the setting for a gangbang with yours truly in the starring role? (Well okay, maybe PG-13: some of those costumes got pretty sexy, but nothing you could get arrested for.)
Even though I didn't know how Michael would pull it off, my cunt leaked at his promise as my son shot his load down my throat, completing the trifecta like he did almost every day (one load each in my ass, cunt and mouth in no specific order).
He finished watching the episode as I gave his cock a nice warm-down after his climax.
Finally he said, "Get some rest tonight, Mommy-slut, tomorrow night will be a marathon."
**********
By the way, it's pretty much impossible to get much sleep when you know one of your biggest lifetime fantasies is about to come true.
My mind was a mess, from complete excitement and a burning cunt, to utter panic at the prospect of getting fucked by who knew how many complete strangers. That said, the idea of being fucked by any strangers at all, and used however they pleased for their pleasure, was also a major turn-on.
I'd always craved being a slut, but now that I was a Mommy-slut, as Michael loved to call me, I craved this scenario where I could become an even bigger slut.
Thankfully, after masturbating to another orgasm, I finally fell asleep.
**********
Saturday morning, for only the second time since submitting to my son, I didn't get a load of cum in any of my holes for breakfast.
Michael hadn't come home last night and I can't deny it, not getting my morning load of cum threw me off. It had become my version of a morning coffee, and without it I felt lethargic and crabby.
I showered, ate breakfast and read the paper, wondering where he was, and what exactly he had in store for me.
It wasn't until after two o'clock when he finally texted me.
Mommy-slut

You need to go to Comic Cosmo and choose from one of the three costumes I left with your name on them. Ask for Joey.

P.S. I'll be picking you up from home at 5:30 to be my date at Comic Con.

P.P.S. of course, you'll wear thigh highs with whichever outfit you choose.

P.P.P.S. of course, no bra or panties.

Have fun.
I reread the text, my pussy tingling, having felt neglected by Michael's absence today.
I sighed as I wondered what Michael thought would be an appropriate outfit for his mother to go to Comic Con in... and likely to get gangbanged in.
I drove to the shop and entered it, briefly flashing back to my earlier adult store adventure where my daughter had fastened a slave choker around my neck. Although this wasn't your typical adult store, this one specialized primarily in racy and comic book themed costumes and videos.
Arriving inside, I went to the desk and asked for Joey. To my surprise, Joey was female, a very pretty, voluptuous young lady.
"You must be Betty," she smiled warmly.
"That's what my birth certificate says," I responded, feeling a bit flirtatious for some reason.
She laughed, "So, your boyfriend left you three outfits to choose from. He wants you to try each of them on, and have me take a photo with your phone and send it to him."
"Okay," I said tentatively, noticing her come-hither smile. She was clearly intrigued by me.
"Follow me," she ordered, as she added, turning to an older brunette, "Please look after things; I'm doing a personal fitting."
"Yes, ma'am," the brunette nodded.
I thought it strange that a woman in her forties would call a girl half her age 'ma'am'.
Yet I followed her like the submissive I was, past the changing rooms and into the back, that was in itself a large changing room.
Joey walked over to a table and picked up the first outfit. She handed it to me.
"Seriously?" I asked; even after all the excesses I'd submitted to, this seemed to be pushing it.
"Your 'Master', as he called himself, chose these three ensembles himself," Joey stated bluntly, her tone amused and yet authoritative.
My face burned red with the realization that she knew I was a submissive to a much younger man. I prayed she didn't also know he was my son. I nodded, trying to appear casual but I don't think doing very well, "He's a creative Master."
"Setting up a gangbang for you is indeed creative," she nodded matter-of-factly, as she handed me the ridiculously revealing 'Princess Leia' outfit.
I took it and asked, as I looked around the room, "Where do I change?"
"If you're feeling modest, there's a washroom right over there," she pointed.
I went into the washroom and got undressed. I changed into white thigh highs and white four-inch heels and finally the dress, and once I was dressed in the ridiculously revealing outfit and looked into a mirror, I gasped. Just like the costume the Princess had worn in the movies it covered me from neck to ankles, but this version was clingy, and it looked as if it had been shot through with dozens of fist-sized projectiles which miraculously hadn't penetrated my skin. So even though my nipples or pussy weren't quite exposed (if I didn't move around very much), fully revealed were large and seemingly random portions of my breasts, legs, hips, back, ass... everything was more or less on display. It would be obvious to anyone at first glance that except for my thigh highs and heels, I wasn't wearing so much as a thong underneath the dress. And just like they had done at Michael's graduation, my unsupported breasts were shifting around freely whenever I moved. It looked like I was a porn actress on a very closed set.
"Come out and let me see it," Joey called.
Joey had suggested I might feel modest about changing in front of her. That would have been nothing compared to this! I was mortified for her to see me in this outfit! As I walked timidly towards her, I could tell from the movements of her eyes that the fabric of my dress was shifting around constantly, giving her frequent glimpses of all my goodies. And she didn't try to hide that she liked everything she was seeing.
Yet, knowing that Michael was expecting photos, I forced myself to walk out, leaving the last shreds of my dignity behind in the washroom.
Joey nodded, "Wow, you have a better body than I do. And I love how everything is moving in and out of view like you're a walking peep show."
I had mixed feelings about the compliment, too complex to explain even to myself. I managed, "Um, thanks, but I feel completely naked in this."
"There's one more piece to the ensemble," she offered.
"I hope it's a long cape," I joked.
Joey retrieved something from the table and walked over to me. "Your new hair."
"I don't think that's what they'll be looking at," I pointed out, realizing I would be every repressed geek's wildest fantasy.
"I'm sure you're right," Joey agreed, "but at Comic Con they want as much authenticity as possible."
"I don't think Carrie Fisher ever had tits this big," I suggested.
"There," she declared, backing away. "Wow!"
"Wow, what?" I asked,
"You look a lot like her," she answered.
"I do?"
"Yes, there's a full-length mirror just past the door leading back towards the store, go take a look."
I was worried I might have to walk back into the store, but thankfully the mirror was in the corridor between the two sections.
Seeing myself in the mirror, I too gasped. I did indeed look a lot like Princess Leia... a particularly slutty version of her, but Carrie was never secretive about having adventurous sex, so I was sure she wouldn't mind my portrayal.
Joey said, startling me by her sudden appearance as I stared at myself, "I think we have a winner."
"I look like a slut," I pointed out.
"You are a slut, aren't you?" she asked, an unmistakable slap in the face. It was one thing to be called a slut by my son, but this was different.
"I guess," I said sourly.
"I apologize if I offended you, Princess; I'm pretty slutty myself, so I meant that as a compliment. Let's take a few pictures to send to your Master, and then you can try on outfit number two," she instructed, snapping her fingers and directing me back to the oversized changing room.
I followed her obediently and stood for the picture.
"Pose sensually," she ordered, "not like you're going to a funeral."
I again obeyed, and as the flashes began (both mine and the ones from my phone), I was drawn into my posing, enjoying the brief attention of being a model.
After a dozen or so photos, she approved, "That was much better." She went to the table and selected a Wonder Woman outfit, "Now go try this one on."
I grabbed it and went to the washroom. I slipped out of my first revealing costume and put on the next. This one wasn't nearly as blatant as the other, even though it had far less fabric; it was a thong bikini version of the Lynda Carter costume, with a narrow red bandeau made of spandex more or less containing my generous breasts, and a powder blue thong that made me very glad I shaved down there. It also had a gold rope around my waist and a long but filmy red cape that covered my back whenever I or the air stood still, but which floated in the air to display my ass whenever it encountered the slightest waft of moving air. The ensemble was completed by powder blue thigh highs and four-inch high-heeled red sandals held in place with thongs wrapping around my legs almost up to my knees. I didn't look like a walking peep show this time, but I still looked slutty, especially with the thigh thighs completely exposed top to toe.
I walked out, less nervous than I'd been in the Princess Leia outfit.
She nodded, "You look good in that one too, I love how it displays the upper and lower slopes of those tits of yours."
"Thanks," I replied, noticing how the form-hugging spandex did really display my breasts perfectly, including the way the shape of my hard nipples was apparent even though they weren't technically visible.
"Pose," she ordered, as she lifted my phone to her face.
I again posed, enjoying her dominant approach to me.
"Here's the next one," she handed me a very colourful outfit. "Daisy."
"Okay," I nodded, having no idea who Daisy was.
I went back to the change room and began putting on the colourful costume. This one didn't make any sense to me at all: it was a short bright yellow dress with white trim, and the very opposite of sexy: it was downright prim, I wasn't sure the fabric wasn't even flannel. The skirt was short but not obscenely so except for the fact that my orange thigh highs (with prominent white seams down the back) were visible top to bottom except for my clunky white ankle boot two-inch heels. The only other feature about the costume that could be considered remotely sexy was that my arms were bare, up to and including part of my shoulders, so if someone had a fetish about seeing naked arms, then it was game on. Once the weird costume was in place, I put on the strange mushroom head hat that came with it, and returned to Joey.
"Hmmmmm," she mused, as she looked at me.
"Who the hell am I?" I asked.
"Daisy," she answered. When I looked at her blankly she added, "From Mario Brothers."
"Oh," I said dully, vaguely recalling Michael playing those games on the wii before he moved on to a playstation.
"You can't portray her if you don't know who she is," Joey declared, as she snapped a couple photos of me anyway.
"So, Star Wars peep show or superhero beach babe," she pondered.
"Definitely Wonder Woman," I declared, having felt slightly more comfortable in that one than I was in the Swiss cheese Princess Leia costume.
"We'll let your Master decide," she shrugged, as she typed on my phone.
"Okay," I nodded, knowing he'd pick the Princess Leia costume because he was a Star Wars nut. Our last cat had even been called Chewbacca.
"And while we await his response, why don't you come and give me my tip for assisting you?" she said, as she sat down on a chair and spread her legs.
I could have protested, or at least feigned objection, yet my natural desire to submit took control as usual. I removed my silly headgear, walked over to her, dropped to my knees and tugged her panties down. Once they were off, I leaned forward and began licking her overly hairy pussy.
"You really are as obedient as he said you'd be," she moaned.
I wondered what else he'd said about me, although mostly I was just thankful he hadn't let on that I was his mother.
Joey's abundance of hair was annoying and awkward at first, but once my fingers had parted a path to her pussy lips it became pleasant; her scent, very like ocean spray, was a lot stronger from being captured in her pubes.
"That's it, lick my cunt," she moaned, enjoying my tongue.
As her pussy got wetter and her breathing heavier, I moved up to her clit and took it between my lips.
"Oh shiiiit," she moaned, grabbing the back of my head and pressing my face fiercely into her cunt.
I kept licking until I felt a gush of wetness coat my entire face. I hungrily lapped up her pussy juice, which had such a unique day-at-the-beach taste to it.
When she released my head, she asked, "Could you taste your Master's cum in my cunt?"
I was jealous that his first load today hadn't been shot in me, but I gave her another slow lick, savoured the taste briefly and answered, "A little."
She checked my phone, which had buzzed a couple times during our sexual encounter. She reported, "He wants you in the Princess Leia outfit and to be ready at your home for him to pick you up at five-thirty."
"Of course he did," I nodded, nervous about being seen in public in such an outfit, even though the expectation of my gangbang was really exciting me.
"Of course, he also wants you to buy all the other outfits you tried on," she added, standing up.
"Of course he does," I smirked, already imagining many hours of role play ahead. But who the heck was Daisy, and would role playing her include jumping up and down on a trampoline and dodging flying objects?
Ten minutes later I'd paid for the outfits, happy I didn't have to be seen in any of them until Michael picked me up at 5:30, and I was just getting to my car when my phone rang. It was Michael.



"Hi, my little slut," he greeted.
"Hi, Master," I responded, thankful no one was around to hear me.
"Did you enjoy your afternoon snack?" He asked.
"I'd rather have gotten your cum directly from the source."
"Oh, don't worry, tonight I'll make sure you get lots of it directly from various sources," he tossed back.
Nervously, I confronted him. "Honey, are you sure this is a good idea?"
"Mom, trust me. Tonight will be the night of your life," he promised.
"That night already happened the first time we fucked," I pointed out bluntly.
"Oh Mom," he sighed, "That amazing night was for me, too; you really rocked my world and neither of us have been the same since. But we both know you want this. I'm not going to let you back out now."
True, I'd long fantasized about being gangbanged, the double fucking with Michael and Frederick only enhancing my fantasy, but getting fucked by a group of strangers, although it was exciting, was also utterly nerve-wracking. "Fine," I said, my tone contradicting the meaning of the word.
"Just be ready at five-thirty," he said, "tonight's going to be a lot of fun for both of us. I can't wait to see you in action."
"I'll be ready," I agreed, although I still wasn't that sure what I was getting ready for. Yes, I assumed there would be some sort of gangbang with numerous dicks taking part, yet how and where were still total mysteries.
"See you soon, Mommy-slut," he finished, before hanging up.
I drove home, my mind spinning with the possibilities, both the good and the bad... yet, like getting DP'd by Michael and his best friend Frederick, or seducing my own daughter, I was going to do whatever my son, my Master, told me to. The moment I seduced him and became his slut, I had accepted that he owned me mind, body and soul, and regardless of my occasional trepidation, I wouldn't change a thing about that. And the best part was that whatever happened I needn't worry about the consequences; I could just go with the flow and invest myself wholeheartedly in whatever my son wanted me to do... and be able to trust he'd look after me.
So, as instructed I drove home, my cunt dripping with anticipation of a night of craziness.
Looking in the mirror in my slutty Star Wars outfit, I knew Michael would love it, and I even felt ten years younger... okay, the thigh highs didn't go with the outfit, although I suppose she could have been wearing some under that long white dress, but those plus the Swiss cheese effect of the dress, definitely made me the sluttiest Princess Leia ever.
Michael showed up five minutes late, before coming in and saying, "Fuck Princess, you look even hotter in person than in those pictures."
"Thank you, Mr. Skywalker," I smiled, loving to get such sexist compliments. My cunt on fire and suffering from extreme cock withdrawal, I asked, my words dripping with sexy naughtiness, "Does my son want to pound his pet Mommy first?"
"Of course, I do," he answered, walking up to me, my cunt leaking with anticipation.
"Good, because Mommy needs her cunt pounded so fucking baddddd," I purred, rubbing his cock through his pants.
"Did you enjoy the afternoon snack?" he asked again.
"It wasn't the snack I'm accustomed to," I countered, dropping to my knees, willing to do anything to get his dick in me.
"It was just an appetizer for tonight," he responded as I hastily fished out his cock.
"Now can I have the full course meal?" I asked, before devouring his cock.
"You can get a nice load in your mouth," he groaned, "but your cunt and ass are still off limits until we launch tonight's gangbang. The hornier you remain until then the better: as they say, hunger is the best seasoning."
I sighed as I bobbed back and forth on his delicious cock. I wanted to be fucked... and fucked now, but until tonight's festivities I would have to settle for a yummy load of his cum.
As I continued taking all of his cock over and over in my mouth, he tantalized me, "Tonight is going to be your ultimate fantasy come true."
Again, part of me was horny as hell with the idea of being gangbanged, a fantasy I'd been revisiting for years during solitary sex, yet the risk of being caught by someone I knew, or of someone there learning I was fucking my son, had me nervous.
"You want to be triple teamed don't you, Mommy-slut?" he asked.
Horny as hell, I took his cock out of my mouth and agreed, "God, yes, and Mommy wants to be fucked all night."
As soon as I finished answering his question I resumed bobbing on his cock, and as the clock kept ticking towards blast off, the idea of this gangbang was getting more and more appealing.
"I have a dozen guys ready and willing to give you their young, hard cocks," he continued. "And some of them may bring friends."
I moaned on his cock, the vision of a fleet of young, naked men lining up to fuck me, my biggest fantasy.
"Oh yes, you will be fucked for hours," he continued, "loads being sprayed and dribbled all over your body."
I took his cock out of my mouth and asked, "No coming in my mouth, cunt or ass?"
He smiled, "Nope. I promoted it as MILF cum bath."
"Oh my God, you didn't?" I gasped, while continuing to stroke his hard cock.
"I did," he nodded, before shoving his cock in my mouth, holding my head still and beginning to fuck my face. I'd gotten very good at not gagging when my mouth was roughly fucked, his whole cock filling my mouth so fully, his balls bouncing off my chin... which made the act so much hotter.
As usual, in less than two minutes my throat was being coated with cum, the face fucking almost always the finale of a blow job.
I swallowed it all like a good Pet Mommy always does, although I really wished he would have filled my cunt with that big load and made me come.
Pulling out, he asked, "Do you want the boys to come inside you?"
The question was adorable because it was so sincere, yet any part of this conversation would sound utterly absurd in 99.99% of households.
I flicked my tongue over his cockhead to retrieve one last remnant of his seed and replied, "I suppose I do, but only kinda. You're the Master. Like I told you that first night, the thing that gets me off more than anything else isn't some specific action, but my being totally under your control and just letting go of myself."
"Fuck, do I love you Mom," he replied, pulling me to my feet and kissing me.
My body warmed at the sweetness and the gentleness of the kiss. If one could look past our incestuous acts and the very strict master-submissive relationship we had, they would see a mother and a son who would literally do anything for each other and who loved each other without reservation. I knew what made him happy and he knew what made me happy... and that's what I call love.
Although many people would call it sick, twisted, immoral and illegal, I saw it as a mother giving her son everything he needed, and a son doing exactly the same for his mother, although in a very different fashion.
Breaking the kiss, he said, "By the way, you'll have a mask over your face the entire time to conceal your identity."
"Thank God," I gasped, relief rushing through me as the only concern I had, my identity being revealed, was now resolved.
"But you would have gone without one for me, wouldn't you?" he asked.
"I'll do anything for you," I pledged, although I'm pretty sure I'd already proven that.
"You're the best Mom ever," he smiled.
"Some people would call me a criminal," I smiled back, no longer remotely concerned about social expectations or legalities.
"Well, if that were the case," he smiled, putting his cock away, "I'd definitely be charged with aiding and abetting."
"Hopefully they could find an incest prison where we'd be put in the same cell with time off for bad behaviour," I joked.
"Hilarious," he laughed, as he said, "I need to go change; I'll be ready to go soon."
"I can't wait," I said, my cunt begging for attention.
"I know," he nodded as he headed upstairs to his room.
Fifteen minutes later he returned dressed as Darth Vader. I said, "I'm effectively almost naked, and you're covered up from head to toe."
"I know, life is so unfair," he joked, his voice distorted.
"And even your voice is disguised," I sighed.
"Here's a trench coat for when we're in public," he said, after taking off the mask, which fortunately contained the voice modulator, so at least for now he once again sounded like the man I loved. "Although that only means public public, not while we're in the hotel."
"You're so kind," I teased sarcastically.
"I am! I set up a gangbang to make my true love's ultimate fantasy come true," he pointed out.
I countered, reminding him again, "I'm already living my greatest fantasy just by being your Pet Mommy. Tonight will just be a high point, although a very high one."
"Fuck, you're the hottest woman in the world," he said.
"Don't you mean the galaxy?" I fished, giving him a sexy pose.
"Good call," he laughed, as we headed out.
During the drive he told me about Comic Con and all the cool celebrities there... none of whom were familiar to me.
When we arrived at the hotel hosting the nerd fest, he told me, "Time to lose the trench coat, Mom. Ready to be drooled over?"
"Am I going to be the oldest woman at this thing?" I asked as I climbed out of the car, 'lost' the trench coat and exposed almost my entire body, occasionally even the best bits.
"Not even close," he answered. "Comic Con has attendees from newborns to near death."
"I'm not sure if that makes me feel better or worse," I quipped playfully.
"Oh, I almost forgot, here's your mask," he said, pulling out a red and green mask. It covered most of my forehead, my eyes and part of my nose, leaving my mouth, cheeks, and the rest of my lower face available for whatever.
As he handed it to me, I pointed out, "It looks like a teenage mutant ninja turtle mask."
He smiled with his usual geeky smile, "That's because it is a teenage mutant ninja turtle mask, a Raphael mask, to be precise."
"Good, I'd hate not to be precise," I quipped, adjusting the mask over my eyes.
"Now you're practically unrecognizable," he joked.
"Yep, just like when Clark Kent puts on his glasses," I shot back, "totally different," as I looked in the mirror.
"Trust me, they won't be looking at your face," he smiled.
I cupped my varyingly exposed breasts, "That's for sure."
"Let's go," he said, with an adorable look of teenage excitement in his eyes.
"Yes, Master," I nodded, as he put his Darth Vader helmet on.
He took my hand and we walked into the hotel as a couple, which was surreal and romantic, even if the end result would be anything but.
I whispered as we reached the lobby entrance, "I love you, Michael."
"I love you too, Mom," he said, although the tender sentiment emerged in his sinister Darth Vader voice, which made me laugh.
As we waited in line to go in, I could feel every set of eyes roaming over me. I don't know if they actually were, but it sure felt that way.
Once we were inside, he explained, "We'll do a couple hours of touring first, then have dinner before your special surprise."
"I have to walk around like this for two hours?" I asked, suddenly mortified.
"The surprise is scheduled for nine."
I looked at the clock and saw it was just after 6:30. Fuck, I cursed to myself.
The next two hours were a whirlwind. I met other geeks, had my picture taken with over fifty fans who wanted a picture with the sluttiest Princess Leia ever, fended off numerous groping hands with Michael's help, and was propositioned a few times (two younger women dressed in Star Trek gear even offered to take me back to their hotel room immediately). To be honest, all this attention was flattering, and by the time Michael told me it was time, I was ready and willing to take on as many cocks as he could find me.
Michael asked, just after watching me get hit on by two very attractive younger women, "Should I invite them along too?"
I smiled, "I'm your whore Mommy-slut, you can invite anyone you want."
To my surprise, he went over to them and started chatting. I don't know what he said, but I could feel a rush of shame accompanied by its inevitable excitement coursing through me. Tonight I wasn't Betty Lodge, mother of two; no, I was just a no-name three-hole cum slut willing to suck, fuck and eat anybody served up to me.
He returned with a smile on his face, "They didn't want to attend the main event, but I have their room number in case you decide you want a cunt-cap after your orgy."
"You're such a sweetheart," I smiled, both playfully and sincerely at the same time.
"I know," he nodded, taking my hand and leading me out of the nerd-a-thon and into an elevator.
A rush of adrenaline gushed though me as I realized that the gangbang, which I'd fantasized about my whole life, would begin at any moment.
"Ready, Mommy-slut?" he asked as the elevator doors closed behind us.
I dropped to my knees in front of him and asked, "May I have a quick suck?"
"There are cameras watching us," the voice of Darth Vader pointed out.
Deciding, fuck it, I went ahead anyway and fished out his cock through the thin fabric and quickly shoved it in my mouth.
"Goddddd, you slut," he groaned, running his fingers through my hair.
Almost immediately I felt the elevator slowing down, so I allowed his cock to drop out of my mouth, stood up and teased, "You should probably put that thing away, there are cameras in here."
He shook his head and I was treated to a voice-modulated chuckle as he put his dick away just before the elevator doors opened.
He got out and went down the hall to room 1217. I followed.
Once he'd used his key card, I followed him through the door and laughed. "You booked the honeymoon suite?"
"I go all out when I set up my Mommy-slut's gangbang," he said in his regular voice, after removing his Darth Vader mask.
"So I see," I smiled, going to the chilled champagne and popping the cork. The bottle fizzed over and I joked, "A rather premature ejaculation."
"You may get a few of those tonight, you sexy thing," he laughed.
I poured myself a glass and quickly downed it before pouring a second, thinking some liquid courage to loosen me up wouldn't hurt.
"We have about ten minutes before your playmates get here."
"Just enough time to have an appetizer," I purred, "without a camera this time," dropping to my knees and taking his cock in my mouth.
"You really are insatiable," he groaned.
I moaned on his cock, bobbing hungrily.
"So do you want them to come in you or on you?" he asked as I sucked.
I took his cock out of my mouth, "I already told you. You're the Master."
"Then I think all over the outside of you just like I advertised will be hottest," he said, shoving his cock back in my mouth.
I moaned on his dick in response, wanting at least one load of his sweet cum to go in my mouth where I could taste it.
There was a knock on the door. He ordered me, "Stay," as he put his helmet back on.
"Yes, Master," I nodded, realizing this was really happening.
He went to the door, opened it and asked, "Are you here for the cum bath?"
"Yes," two voices replied in unison.
"Great, come in," Darth offered chillingly.
I watched as two nerds, both looking to be in college and dressed as Mario and Luigi, entered the room. Michael walked over to me and shoved his dick back in my mouth. He said, "Sorry guys, you're a tad early. I'm just giving my cum slut an appetizer before the starting gun."
"Holy shit, that dress might as well not be there, except to first promise and then deliver," one said.
The other added, "She's even hotter than I imagined."
The compliments excited me, as did having them watch me suck my son's cock, oblivious to the incest they were witnessing.
I bobbed even faster and enhanced my sucking and gagging sounds, wanting to put on a real show for these two strangers.
"That's it cum slut, suck me like the fucking whore you are," Michael cheered me on, knowing how such dirty talk gets me going.
Another knock at the door.
"Don't you dare fucking stop," he ordered.
I obeyed as I imagine one of the other two guys got the door.
"Hello sir, it this the cum bath?" someone asked, sounding shy.
"It is," someone else said.
Michael greeted, "Come on in, I'm just getting the slut's mouth warmed up."
"Wow," the new guy said.
"Wait till you're using one of her three fuck holes," Michael predicted, clearly enjoying the shock and awe being expressed by the nerds watching.
I kept bobbing, taking all of his big dick in my mouth and throat.
"Ready for my load in your mouth, cum slut?" Michael asked.
I moaned on his cock in response, hoping he'd deposit his seed down my throat.
"Here it comes, fuck slut," he grunted and instantly exploded... Yes!... in my mouth! I kept bobbing, milking every drop of his dominant seed.
As soon as he pulled out, I purred, looked at my audience of three, and asked, "Who's next?"
Michael interrupted the proceedings, holding up a forbidding palm to the three guys and reminded me, "You're wearing the only dress you have this side of your house. Unless you want to go home tonight wearing lakes of cum, I suggest you set it aside someplace."
"Good point, Master!" I gasped, and indeed it was. I lifted my dress over my head, folded it neatly and walked across the room feeling eyes on my butt, to set the dress on the windowsill before returning to where I'd been, cupped my naked breasts to offer them to the trio of guys standing in the entranceway who'd watched every move I'd made and purred, "Okay studs, I'm ready for you; are you ready for me?".
The guy I hadn't seen yet, dressed like 'Where's Waldo', walked over to me and asked, "Where big cock? Can you find?"
I laughed and joked, rubbing my hand all over the front of his pants, "Oh, where oh where could big cock be?"
He groaned while I rummaged.
"Slut find big dick," I bragged, impressed by the completely hard cock now in my grasp. I pulled his pants and underwear down and quipped, "I free Waldo. Is hard. Is good."
The others laughed as I took the decent seven-inch cock in my mouth.
My son asked, "Are you two here to watch or to get involved? The slut has two unoccupied holes at the moment."
"You're saying we can even fuck her ass?" one asked disbelievingly.
"Sluts have three holes for service, and she's definitely a slut," Michael answered, "isn't that right, slut?"
I took Waldo's cock out of my mouth and nodded, "Yes Master, all three of my fuck holes are available to anyone who has your permission."
I then took Waldo's cock back in my mouth.
Soon I felt hands on my hips and I asked, "So who wants my cunt and who wants my asshole?"
Waldo spoke up first, "I take cunt."
"Then lie down, big boy," I ordered, and then leaving my torso upright, straddled his erect flagpole, leaving my mouth and my ass open for business.
"Shiiit," he groaned as his cock disappeared inside me.
"Now Mario, let's see what's hiding in those trousers of yours," I smiled, pulling the shocked nerd to me. I pulled his sweat-like pants down, tugged down his Spiderman underwear without even breaking a smile, and took his five-inch fully erect cock into my mouth.
"Remember boys, no coming inside the slut. You can come on her face, ass, tits, hair, back, legs... or anyplace else on the outside," Michael reminded everyone in his Vader voice.
Another knock at the door.
I ignored it... not my job!... as I rode one cock while sucking on another, wishing the other guy would get over his shyness and just shove his cock in my ass.
"Hi boys," Michael greeted, I guess addressing more than one.



"It's already started," someone else said.
"Still one hole available," Michael announced like a Star Wars carny barker (as if there were such a thing), as I heard a couple of voices speak up.
"Dibs," someone said, and I hoped my ass would soon be filled.
"Rock, paper, scissors," another someone said, which almost made me laugh... the very idea that they were playing such a simplistic game over who'd get to fuck my ass first.
To my surprise, they actually did it: I heard the hand-slapping.
"Yes!" one of the someones exulted a moment later, just as Mario groaned, pulled out of my mouth and became the first nerd to shoot his cum on me, spraying it all over my face. I saw some dripping off my eyebrow and imagined how depraved I must look already, and that was only the first load of what promised to be many.
I moaned, "Mmmmmm, what a nice big load."
"Oh Goddd," he groaned.
"Where's your friend?" I asked, a moment later.
Sheepishly, Luigi shambled over to me.
I greeted, "Buonasera, Luigi. Do you want me to suck your pene?"
"Yes, ma'am," he nodded, as I felt hands that weren't his on my hips.
"Ready to have a cock in your ass, slut?" someone asked from behind.
I looked around to see a guy dressed as Austin Powers, right down to the bad teeth.
"Shove it right in my asshole," I offered, as I stopped riding the cock in my cunt and pulled down Luigi's pants. "Oh myyyyyyyyyy," I said, as I stared at a nice big nine-inch cock just as my ass was being filled.
"Fucking tight," Austin grunted from behind me as I leaned forward slightly and took the nine-incher in my mouth.
I was being triple-teamed! Air tight for the first time!
Another fantasy coming true! Fist pump!
Although it was difficult to get into any sort of rhythm at first, I was soon taking both cocks deep inside me while also bobbing forward to serve the cock in my mouth.
Another knock at the door.
A moment later I was only remaining upright because Luigi was supporting my head with his hands as he fucked my mouth. The challenge to my balance was that I now also had a cock in each hand, so I was servicing five cocks at once, something even I had never fathomed as a possibility.
It was exhilarating to please so many hot dicks at once as I moved and was being moved in all directions.
Michael reminded the new guests, "Remember guys, you can fuck any of her three holes, but only come on her outside."
"As you wish," the guy in my ass said, pulling out before immediately spraying cum helter skelter on my backside.
"My turn," someone said, as whoever I'd just been stroking with my right hand kneeled behind me and soon I had a different cock in my ass.
Seconds later Luigi pulled out, I got my second facial of the evening, and fuck did this kid cum buckets, as he spray-painted my entire face, his volume totally overshadowing any facial I'd ever received before. I could hardly see for awhile because of the white goo that was now dripping off my eyelashes.
As soon as he moved away, a much smaller cock replaced it and I was again triple filled, while I was still stroking an anonymous cock with my left hand.
"Shit, what a mouth," someone dressed all in green groaned.
"Slut, you ride me now," the forgotten Waldo with his dick still imbedded in my cunt demanded.
I again struggled to get into some sort of rhythm, as three cocks pumped in and out of me. I soon gave up and just remained still while my three transient paramours did all the work, which worked much better.
After a couple more minutes, there was another knock at the door.
"I want to come on her face," someone said from behind me (I think it was still Austin Powers), as he pulled out of my ass. The guy in my mouth pulled out too, and I was soon being coated both front and back at the same time. I opened my mouth wide, wanting to get at least a taste of someone's cum.
The thought of how my face must look, now with four loads on it, made me feel so fucking slutty. Wanting to change positions, I stood up, shoved some random guy face up onto the bed with his calves hanging down, impaled my ass on his cock, leaned way back so my back was resting on his chest, beckoned some other guy to my mouth and called out, "Waldo, come find pussy." He climbed off the floor, climbed between my legs, grabbed my knees and slammed into me just as whoever I'd beckoned lay down next to my head and jammed his cock down my throat. From rising to my feet to resuming my status as an air tight whore had taken less than fifteen seconds!
"Oh yes, now find slut's orgasm," I moaned, the triple penetration feeling amazing, but not allowing me to get off, due to everyone's awkward lack of coordination.
Waldo fucked me hard, likely in a similar state as mine: desperately needing to finally come after too long of a wait. In spite of all the sexy things I'd been doing today, I hadn't actually come since yesterday!
My mouth cock shot a sticky mess in my hair in less than a minute and walked away. So now with no cock in my mouth, I could finally see everyone there. At least ten guys were in a variety of costumes, including the gold robot guy C-3PO from Star Wars, who was now playing with my breasts, but incredibly awkwardly.
In a satisfactory DP position and being fucked hard at least in my pussy, my first orgasm in probably twenty-four hours was rising quickly. "Pound cunt, Waldo," I begged.
"Oh God," the icon groaned, slamming into me hard.
"Oh yessssss," I screamed a moment later as my orgasm finally hit.
Seconds later, he pulled out and his cum rocketed onto my belly, my tits, and a bit onto C-3PO's right hand. The robot didn't seem to notice.
But it wasn't ten seconds later when the guy in my bottom shoved me aside and shot arcs of cum into the air and onto my belly, then immediately afterwards, the robot guy flipped me onto my side and slid his cock into my recently vacated ass.
Another large guy I hadn't seen yet, dressed in a giant Yoda outfit, moved onto the bed and moved his flaccid cock onto my face. Although the position was awkward and he was somewhat disgusting, I used a hand to take his cock in my mouth.
The golden gun in my ass roughly pounded me, while I struggled to suck the cock that was... well, it was at least growing in my mouth, is the best I could say for it.
Eventually the robot guy pulled out, flipped me back onto my back and coated my tits with his cum.
"Come sit on my cock," demanded a guy lying on the carpet who was just naked, no costume at all, and very handsome.
I got off the bed, paced over to him and, facing his feet, lowered myself onto him.
He repositioned his cock at the last moment while I lowered myself, and I was surprised to be taking all of his cock not in my cunt, but in my ass. "Ohhhhhh," I moaned, "you bad boooooy."
I began riding his cock, enjoying the position and control.
After a couple of minutes someone said, "Let's DP her."
I moved my feet onto the naked guy's strong legs, spread myself wide and offered my open cunt to whomever wanted it.
A guy in a Lone Ranger outfit with a mask moseyed between my legs and placed his long thin dick against my cunt.
"Fuck me, Kemosabe," I smiled, wanting to try getting double penetrated in this more challenging position.
As he slid his cock into me, the naked guy's cock still buried completely in my ass, I began bucking back and forth fucking his cock, while keeping the other lodged deep in my back door.
The sensation of having a dick buried in my ass while I ground myself on it, simultaneous with getting my pussy pounded, caused my second orgasm to hit me hard.
"Ohhhhhh fuck!" I screamed, leaning back onto my mysterious naked, hot stranger.
The Lone Ranger kept fucking me and like most of the guys tonight, he had a quick trigger and shot his load high up in the air, raining back down on various locations on my belly, tits and neck.
"Keep riding me, slut," the guy in my ass demanded and I did, even as the last tremors of my second orgasm were still rippling through me.
A couple of minutes of fucking him, and he lifted me up, flipped me face down, positioned me on his cock and began fucking me, now in my cunt, which I didn't like, ass to cunt, while he supported my upper body with his hands pressed against my shoulders. Germs or no I screamed, as his cock filled my cunt over and over, the unique position creating a unique pleasure, "Fuck, yes."
He somehow kept fucking me while holding me up, and my third orgasm began building.
I wrapped my legs around his, and just enjoyed the ride until he carried me over to a chair and shoved his cock in my mouth. This fucker, I realized, had just orchestrated his own trifecta of being in all three of my holes. He roughly fucked my face until he pulled out and spewed his cum just above my hairline.
I could continue giving details of the next hour, they're etched in my memory (albeit chaotically), but instead I'll list them:
-I was triple teamed once more
-I was a rocking horse, fucking one guy doggy style while simultaneously sucking another
-I was tit fucked
-I was fisted, which almost made me pass out -- guys' hands are larger than women's
-and I had so many orgasms I couldn't even tell you how many...
Then I was finished off on my knees going clockwise from cock to cock, until the eight guys still remaining standing all did a circle jerk, coming on me from all sides.
I was literally drenched in cum. My hair, my face, my tits, my ass, my back, and my nylon-clad legs were all sticky and white.
Once they had all gone, Michael asked, "So?"
"I've never been so exhausted in my life," I answered, lying bonelessly on the carpet.
"Was it all you imagined?" he asked.
"And more," I nodded, before adding, "although I'm not sure I could do it very often."
"I'm happy you enjoyed it," he said, "but I have to admit I was a bit jealous of all those guys fucking you."
"Really?" I asked.
"Yes, you're my pet Mommy," he said.
"And always I'll be," I promised, crawling to him and taking his flaccid cock in my mouth... knowing that I would always love Michael as a son, a lover and a Master.
THE END
Coming one day...maybe:
Pet Mommy: Porn Movie
Pet Mommy makes an incest movie where no one knows they are actually Mother and son.
Pet Mommy: Road Trip
A cross country drive gives the son and daughter lots of opportunities to play.
Pet Mommy: Seduction
Pet Mommy has to complete her seduction of Frederick's Mom.
Pet Mommy: The Mile-High Club
Pet Mommy and son and join the mile-high club.
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Dominican Slut: Blackmailed
Two kids and twelve years later, I was living the 'American Dream'. We had just purchased a new house in a nice, safe suburb, and we both had great, well-paying jobs.
We were successful enough to have a live-in nanny, a Haitian woman, which I revelled in having (which only makes sense if you know Dominican Republic vs Haitian history and our strong dislike for each other even though we live on the same island).
I had broken free of the historical chains of manual labour in my family and was a successful accountant working at the biggest firm in the city (there was even a bidding war over me of sorts when I finished my degree).
I was the most successful member of my family and the only one not doing menial labour like cleaning houses. I was (and am) a proud Dominican who wanted to be a role model to my many nieces and nephews...to show them that, unlike their mothers (my cousins were almost all dirty sluts who spread their legs for anyone), they could get out of the Dominican and make something of themselves.
Of course, Johnathan and I protected ourselves from the temptation of racial sexual submission by role playing at home a plethora of different scenarios (I'll get into more details of our racial role play later).
Ironically, whenever I went back to the Dominican Republic to visit my parents, who moved back there a couple years after I graduated high school, I was mortified by my extended family, who were sex maniacs. My male cousins would grab my ass, cup my tits and try to sleep with me, trying to tarnish the 'golden girl' image I had achieved because of my academic and professional success (my parents keeping my senior year sex scandal under wraps). I was also ashamed of my female cousins, all with kids by the time they were twenty. I scolded them for being such sluts and spreading their legs for any guy.
Of course, my cousins had no idea of my own sexual taboos and would love to see me fall from the pedestal my parents and their parents had put me on. They would love to see the 'golden girl' with the uppity American education brought down a few pegs.
So in public I was a professional; a feminist; a proud Dominican who even had my national flag in my home on proud display.
Yet, behind the facade was a slut who loved to be used. Who loved having her face sprayed with cum. Loved having her asshole reamed, even more so than getting her cunt filled. Loved playing submissive role playing scenarios where she was a stereotypical Latina: an office slut to her fellow colleagues, a maid, a stripper or having to convince the deportation officer she should be allowed to stay.
Even though I am a proud Latina, my biggest fantasy is constantly having my Dominican pride taken away from me and eventually being made into a cum slut for the entire office.
Oddly, my fantasy was about to become a reality, although not in a way I would ever have imagined.
...
A rich entitled Italian, who had also gone to Harvard, albeit a few years before me, was named the new CEO...because her daddy owned the firm.
She was pretentious, snobby and a complete bitch...a bitch who immediately seemed to take a dislike to me.
At first, I couldn't figure out why. The previous CEO loved me and I was always given the biggest companies' accounts because of my work ethic and my thoroughness.
She had one on one conversations over the first month with all her employees and in the first minute of mine I could tell her dislike of me bordered on hate.
She said, "Liz, I'm not happy with you, can you guess why?"
Being my usual self and hating being called Liz, I corrected, "My name is Elizabeth, ma'am."
She sighed dramatically and said, "Answer the question, Liz."
I was annoyed clearly she was trying to shove her position of power over me, yet realizing I probably shouldn't have corrected her, I answered truthfully, "I honestly don't know, ma'am."
She stood up from her desk and walked around in front of me. She asked, looking down at me, creating a clear power shift between her and me, "What is the difference between you and I?"
I wanted to say, 'you have a rich daddy who gave you this job', but that didn't seem to be a good career move.
Instead, I pondered for a moment and answered, "You're Italian and I'm Dominican."
Immediately, Vaughn popped back into my head, he being Italian too.
"Well, there is that, too," she nodded, before she continued, "I dress as a professional and you dress as if you're going out to be a stripper."
I could have joked I was actually taking dance pole lessons and that one of my newer fantasies was to be forced to be a stripper, but that didn't seem like a good career move either.
Yet, I was also offended. I was wearing a blue blouse, black skirt and practical one inch heels.
Conversely, she was wearing a flower patterned blouse, a shorter leather skirt and ridiculously silly five inch heels...if anyone was unprofessional it was definitely her.
Yet, I couldn't say that.
So I said, "I don't understand, ma'am."
"Professional women wear nylons," she explained.
I had always detested pantyhose, wearing them only for weddings and funerals... I didn't even wear them to my own wedding.
I explained, "Oh, sorry ma'am. That has never been a concern at the firm before and I have never been a fan of them."
She said, "This is a professional place of business and you will dress accordingly."
"Yes, ma'am," I nodded, feeling belittled which oddly made my panties dampen, which immediately mortified me.
She then went on a lengthy, mostly one-sided conversation of her vision of the firm. She asked me questions on occasion, but mostly it was like a teacher-student relationship.
Once I was dismissed, I pondered why I got wet while being belittled by her. Yes, if she were a man that would make sense, but I had never considered being with a woman.
I brushed it off and focused on proving I was an amazing employee, going out and buying a few different pairs of pantyhose. I always felt they were redundant because of how dark my legs already were (I actual found it amusing that white women attempted to look black by wearing black pantyhose or look Indian by wearing dark coloured pantyhose).
Yet, nothing I did ever seemed to be good enough. The big name clients began to go to other accountants and I was soon doing the generic individual tax returns and even being tasked with menial jobs like filing.
I was incredibly frustrated, but with the market slow down, there were not many other jobs available.
I also noticed a shift, over time, on how I was treated. I went from being widely respected and the top accountant in the firm, to being ignored and treated like I was low woman on the totem pole.
Then it got even worse.
One of the accountants who started after me, who was relatively incompetent, but ridiculously good looking, walked into my office and ordered, "I want this file done by Monday."
I glared at him, resenting his rise at my expense and said, "I'm pretty sure that is your portfolio."
"Look Spic, I wasn't asking for fucking commentary. Just do as you're told," he firmly ordered.
I gasped. Although he had always been smarmy, checking out my voluptuous 38D breasts, and lately even slapping my ass a couple times, this authoritative side was very new...and frustratingly hot.
As I stared at him in shock, he added, "Just pretend you are back at Harvard and taking the orders on your knees."
Before I could respond, he walked away.
Fear coursed through my entire being. Somehow he knew of my slutty one night where I was gang banged by three guys.
Fuck!
I always worried my high school past would come back to haunt me.
Yet, it was my one reckless moment in four years of college, one drunken wild night, which was now staring me in the face.
I did his work for him, coming in for twelve hours both Saturday and Sunday and handed it to him Monday morning.
He didn't even look up at me as he said. "Thanks."
"You're welcome," I politely replied, before asking, "You'll keep it a secret?"
"Sure," he nodded, still not looking up, "but I think I may want a piece of that bubble butt ass of yours in return."
I wasn't completely surprised by this, his blackmailing me seemed the next logical step, but I pointed out, "I'm married."
"To a nigger," he replied, finally looking up. "A slut like you needs a dominant white man to please you, don't you?"
I could feel my face burning, flashing back to Vaughn and the dominance he had over me...a dominance that Johnathan tried to replicate, but being sweet and black he could only role play so well.
The reality was that as much as I loved my husband, as much as he tried to make all my fantasies as authentic as possible, he couldn't replace the dominant white man I lusted over...craved. Black just cannot become white.
"Yes, he is a handsome black man," I corrected, trying to hide my submissiveness and the reality that my panties were damp from him.
"He's a nigger, a second level citizen, which is higher than third level wanna-be-American people like you are," he said, venom and racial hatred spewing from his tongue.
"T-t-that's ludicrous," I stammered, even as I no longer saw him as Bryce, but as a strong white man who could put me in my natural place.
Instead of responding, I walked out fuming at both his attitude and my own internal weakness.
...
Over the next week, he did a variety of things which were definitely sexual harassment:
-He would walk by and cup my breasts when no one was around.
-He would call me his gangbang slut.
-He would squeeze my ass and whisper that it would soon again be filled with white dick, his stiff bulge rubbing my ass.
-He left a picture on my desk of a white dick, assumedly his, which looked so big, thick and appetizing.
That Monday, there was a note on my desk saying that I was to see him as soon as I arrived.
Reluctantly, I went to his office, worried what he may have in store for me...yet, undeniably, also a little excited. 'Fuck! Underneath my career persona I am indeed a slut!' I thought to myself. I then decided for myself to be the proud Dominican I was, the strong feminist I tried to be, and stand up to the fucking leech.
I turned my phone on record, hoping I would get enough information to use against him if he tied to blackmail me...a little tit for tat.
As soon as I entered his office, he ordered, "Close the door."
I did.
"So have you been fantasizing about my cock all weekend?" He asked.
Truth be told, this weekend I had Johnathan role play being a fellow accountant and forcing me to be his cum slut, all the while in my head imagining it was Bryce.
I lied, "No."
"Fucking Spic liar," he roared. "We both know you're just another Latina cum slut for white cock."
It was true, but I wasn't going to admit it and potentially lose my career. I needed to prove him wrong to put a stop to his advance and, in turn, prove him wrong for myself.
"I am not!" I firmly responded.
"Stop the facade," he sighed, "you married a nigger to hide your true feelings, but both of you were put on this earth to be slaves. You can only do so much for each other, you need a Master, as does he."
I was shocked by his racial accusations towards my husband. There was no way he knew that underneath my husband's firm, black body was a natural submissive. Yet, frustratingly, as I tried to remain cool and in control, I could feel my panties dampen. I responded sarcastically, "God put me on this earth to be a slave?"
"Exactly," he nodded, ignoring my sarcastic tone. "Spics and niggers were created to work for their superior white masters, it really is black and white, or in this case brown and white." He laughed at his own silly joke.
"So you're automatically a master because you are white?" I questioned, trying to understand how he ticked, both to hopefully use against him and also to answer my own personal curiosity of how white guys like him think.
"It's the way it's always been and the way it'll always be," he shrugged.
I protested, "But times are changing."
"Are they really?" He asked. "You look the part of the business class, you play the part of the upper class, but that is all you do...play. Underneath the expensive outfits, fancy degree and hard worth ethic is the truth."
"And what is that?" I asked, my tone dripping with sarcasm. I knew I had enough on my phone to charge him with sexual harassment, but really was intrigued with where he was going. If I was really smart, I would have walked away right then and there, the power was now back in my hands, yet that isn't what I did.
"A big butt, ass slut who will do anything for a big white cock," he answered.
"That's what you see?" I questioned, wondering if that was what others saw too. Did others see through my professional exterior and see the true me? The sexual deviant who loved getting ass fucked, loved getting her face covered in cum, loved to obey orders?
Ignoring my question, he ordered, "Now get under my desk and suck my cock."
My mouth instantly watered, my cunt instantly soaked my panties, and yet I tried to remain dignified and deny my internal carnal urge to obey. "Bryce, this has gone too far," I informed him.
"Agreed," he nodded, rolling his chair back. He stood up and walked to me, "this charade of being a strong-willed woman when we both know you're just a Dominican cum bucket who craves submission to white cock needs to end."
I hated that he was right. That at this moment I was as fragile as the ice on a frozen lake in spring. I knew if I didn't leave that second I would submit to him.
I turned to leave.
"Stop, Spic," he demanded.
I froze.
"Good ass slut," he said. "Isn't that the name you liked when you were gangbanged?"
How did he know that? All night, the three of them called me their brown ass slut, each taking turns fucking my ass before depositing their loads on my face or tits.
"I bet that cunt of yours is soaking wet thinking of my white cock drilling your asshole," he smugly predicted.
"H-h-how do you know about that?" I stammered, not turning around.
"One of the three was my brother," he revealed. "When he was visiting last month, he is engaged to Michelle by the way, he recognized you and almost crapped his pants," he revealed.
Well, that may explain Michelle's hatred of me. I had fucked her fiancé. Did she know???
Fuck.
Fuck.
Fuck.
"What?" He quipped, "white cock got your tongue?"
I was speechless. Mortified my past had caught up to me, ashamed I was completely turned on and desperate to find a way to refuse the temptation before me.
"Knees, cum slut," he ordered.
I didn't even realize my body was lowering as I pondered the question.
"Crawl over and under my desk," he ordered.
Shame burning through me, I turned around, head down, and crawled as instructed.
"You're dying for a nice big white cock, aren't you, slut?" He asked.
I whispered the truth, as I reached him, "Yes."
"Yes, what?" He asked, as I crawled under his desk, completely humiliated and simultaneously soaking wet in my panties.
"Yes, I want a nice big white cock in my mouth," I admitted, suddenly the words ringing completely true.
I missed being used; I missed being dominated; I missed white cock.
I felt guilty that I was cheating on my husband, yet I knew deep down he would understand. He would know I had no choice... when the white flag was offered I had no choice but to surrender.
He rolled his chair back and ordered, "Get to work, Lizzy, this is part of your new job duties now."
I hated being called Lizzy, even more than Liz, but I was transfixed by the task at hand. A big white cock to suck. It had been years since I had a white cock in my hands, my mouth or ass. I fished his cock out, trying not to look eager, even though I was dying to suck it.
Once I pulled it out, already half hard, I leaned forward in the dark enclosed space and took it in my mouth.
"That's it, Lizzy, be the spic cum slut you were meant to be," he groaned softly.
His words were absurd, I wasn't meant to be a cum slut, I was meant to do great things. Yet, as his cock grew in my mouth, something I still marvelled over every time it happened, I pondered how I could be two entirely different beings: a hard working proud feminist Latina and also a dirty cum slut spic that would do anything a white man said. There were no easy answers to this doppelgänger persona of mine, and the mixture of excitement and shame never seemed to give me any clue either.
I was mortified I was under his desk sucking his cock at work.
I was dripping wet that I was under his desk sucking his cock at work.
I was terrified I would be caught and lose my job.
I was filled with adrenaline at the possibility of getting caught.
I was ashamed by the fact that he was treating me like a, what did he call me, third class citizen...just another slut for him to use; conversely, my cunt was burning with need.
I was wet as hell at being used as a dirty spic cocksucker willing to obey any white man with a big thick dick.
These oxymorons, these conflicting emotions, spun inside me creating anxiety, excitement, shame and lust.
"Your big mouth finally has a purpose," he quipped, once he was fully hard and I was slowly bobbing on his cock.
Suddenly the door opened and his secretary said, sounding confused, "Um, your nine o'clock is here."
"Send him in," he answered, as I froze with a mouthful of dick.
"Where is Mrs. Parker?" She asked.
"Under my desk," he answered, nonchalantly.
Shame burned through me.
"Oh," was all the secretary, who was best friends with my secretary, said.
A moment later, he said, "Keep sucking slut."
Petrified of getting caught, yet exhilarated at the risk like I used to get with Vaughn, I began slowly sucking his cock.



Seconds later, he pushed my head away, put his dick back in his pants, and rolled his chair back. He stood up and greeted, "Mr. Hamilton, it's a pleasure to see you."
I remained frozen under his desk as I realized he was having a meeting with someone who had been my client for the past three years.
"You too, Mr. Jones," Mr. Hamilton said.
"Oh, call me Bryce," Bryce insisted, being his usual personable self. He wasn't bright, or a hard worker, but he could schmooze.
"Sure, Bryce," he replied, as he walked and sat down just a foot away from me, unaware that I was in the room.
Bryce returned to his chair, rolled it back under and pointed to his cock.
I very quietly unzipped his pants as they talked.
"So why is Elizabeth not working on my account anymore?"
"Her portfolio has changed," Bryce answered, as I got his dick out again.
"I was very happy with her work," Mr. Hamilton said.
"She is very thorough," Bryce said, just as I took his cock back in my mouth. He added, "She will still be working on your account. The only difference is that I will be the lead on it."
"Great," I heard him say, which made me feel good about myself even as I was on my knees sucking cock like some cheap slut...the kind of thing I would criticize and resent my cousins for.
They chatted for another fifteen minutes before Mr. Hamilton left, saying he planned to chat with me.
As soon as he was gone, Bryce ordered, "You better hurry and get your morning dose of dominant cum, he's going to be looking for you."
I immediately shifted from slow to fast, bobbing like the cum hungry slut I was at the moment, ignoring the ridiculous 'dominant cum' statement.
Thankfully, he was close and in less than a minute I was swallowing his load.
As he rolled back his chair, he smiled, "Be thankful I didn't shoot my load on that cock sucking face of yours."
"Thank you," I absurdly said, actually thankful indeed that he didn't do that.
"Hurry along, Mr. Hamilton is looking to chat with you," he reminded me, looking down at me.
I quickly crawled out from under the desk, shame again coursing through my body, like it always did after I finished a subservient, degrading task, and headed out.
His secretary, giving me a knowing smirk said, "Mr. Hamilton is looking for you."
"Thanks, Cameron," I nodded.
"It's Ms. Abbey," she corrected, announcing her own sudden power play.
"Sorry," I nodded, immediately in submissive mode, now to a white woman in her early twenties, "thank you, Ms. Abbey."
I quickly returned to my office and saw Mr. Hamilton talking to my secretary. I greeted, "Hi, Mr. Hamilton, nice to see you."
"You too," he nodded, "no one seemed to know where you were."
"I had to step out to deal with a personal matter," I lied, before joking, "but I'm here now."
We went into my office and chatted. He admitted he was concerned about me not being in charge of his account and I stressed it was not my choice but Ms. Goldstein's.
He said he planned on chatting with her next. After a few minutes of generic chat about life and business he headed out and I collapsed in my chair a complete mess.
I had little time to recover before meeting with the junior accountants.
The next four days I blew Bryce. On Tuesday again under his desk; on Wednesday while he sat on his desk; on Thursday in my office, which somehow left me way more anxiety riddled; Friday, after work, in his car.
Each load was shot down my throat until Friday when he coated my face, before kicking me out and making me walk through the parking lot with cum all over my face. Shame compounding shame; yet, sexually I was getting off with the obedience.
I wasn't surprised when the following Monday he insisted I stay after work and meet him in his office.
I also wasn't surprised when he bent me over his desk, pulled down my pantyhose and panties and slammed his white dick in my ass.
I screamed, loving the complete submissiveness of giving my ass to him, and was thankful the majority of coworkers were already gone for the day, "Oh, fuck."
"Fuck, for such a slut, you sure have a tight ass," he groaned, as he reamed my shit hole.
"Your cock is thicker than my husband's," I admitted, somehow wanting him to know such details.
He laughed, "So 'all niggers have gigantic dicks' is a myth?"
Johnathan had a nice seven inch snake that filled me perfectly, but it wasn't as thick as Bryce's dick.
"I don't know," I answered, having very limited experience with black dick. But white dick sizes varied greatly in length and girth. In truth, it wasn't the size of the dick for me, but the colour, how they used it and how they treated me.
As I got used to his dick tearing my ass apart, the pleasure that always replaced the pain began to come and I shifted from whimpering to moaning.
"My spic cum slut is beginning to enjoy it in her ass, isn't she?" he asked.
"Yessss," I admitted, loving nothing more than being dominated, used and ass fucked.
"What would your nigger husband say if he walked in right now and saw his big butt wife taking it in her ass?" he asked, continuing to pound me with all eight inches of white meat, filling me completely with each forceful thrust.
Based on our many role plays, he would do as he was told. Although he had never been ass fucked by a guy, he regularly took my strap-on in his ass as we role played slave and mistress owner. As already mentioned, like me, he was submissive to whites, for him it was white privileged women. He too had his own stories of sexual submission to a white person...his last, also while we were apart in college, ending with him cleaning her white feet every day and eventually getting bent over and ass fucked daily by a white rich girl half his size. I personally always wanted to meet this white dominant, but never had...nor did he have any pictures of her.
Again, why we were so perfect for each other...twistedly, in a fucked up way... but perfect.
I even imagined he would enjoy watching me get used, like he often did to me, yet it wasn't something we actually talked about... so I lied, "He'd probably beat the shit out of you."
"Like I'm beating the shit out of you," he joked, slamming into me so hard the desk moved.
I screamed, "Fuck, yes, slam that big white dick in my shit hole."
"Such a dirty mouth," he said, as he pulled out, shoved me to the ground, and slammed his cock in my mouth.
The only thing more humiliating than taking a white dick in the ass was sucking a white dick that had just been in my ass. I gasped briefly, as all eight inches went in my mouth, but I quickly got accustomed to it. Years of experience had made me a damn good cocksucker.
After a minute, he ordered, "Bend back over again."
I quickly did, wanting his dick back in my ass, looking like the compliant spic slut I was.
"You want my dominant cock back in your fat ass, don't you?" He asked, tapping his cock between my ass cheeks.
"Yes, I want your big white fuck stick buried deep in my fat spic asshole," I admitted, wriggling my ass in desperation. Willingly degrading myself to please him.
"Beg, bitch," he ordered, poking his dick at my gaping asshole but not going in.
"Oh please, use this Dominican whore and pound her ass with your big, dominant, powerful, white prick. Make me your slave, and personal cum bucket," I begged, willing to be all those things if given the chance...shedding completely my proud Dominican, feminist, business persona.
"And to think you acted like you were better than me," he laughed, as he slid his dick back in my rear.
"Yessssss," I moaned, "pound your slave's ass with your massive cock."
And he did.
As my orgasm began to build, he asked, "What would your family think of you bent over taking it your big fat shit hole?"
I winced at the sudden mention of my family; I had shamed my parents once all those years ago, and have always felt guilty over it. It had doubled my efforts to be a good girl, something I had done, for the most part, except for that one wild night in college (and I suppose the role play with my husband). Yet, so close to orgasm, I wasn't thinking about moral dignity but being the fuck slut I am. "They'd know the truth," I answered, ready to erupt.
"That you are a disgrace to your race, being a white cock slut?" he questioned, pounding me so hard I couldn't help but agree.
My orgasm erupted through me with electric intensity and I screamed, "Ay, fucking God, ay, Papi."
It was so loud, I immediately worried that anyone still here, especially the janitors, would hear me and know exactly what was happening. Many of the after-hours help were Latinas from a variety of southern countries, all who likely saw me as either a symbol of success or a bitch who betrayed her ethnic background to get ahead, most likely from being a Gringa slut ( Gringa being a term given to Dominican women who had been Americanized).
"Holy shit, I've never seen a chick orgasm from getting ass fucked," he laughed in disbelief. "You're the biggest fucking slut I've ever met."
"Thank you," I said, as absurd as that sounded, somehow feeling pride at being the biggest slut.
"Where do you want my cum?" he asked.
"Fill my asshole with it," I begged, loving feeling hot cum spray in my ass and loving the feeling of walking around with cum leaking from it.
"As you wish," he grunted, seconds later, as he spewed his seed in me.
"Yes, fill your slut's asshole," I moaned, as he continued shooting inside my ass, even as my orgasm continued its lengthy course through me.
When he pulled out, I spun around, dropped to my knees and eagerly took his dick in my mouth to retrieve any last remnants of his cum, a taste I was already addicted to after a week of constant cum swallowing. As I sucked his dick, I could feel his cum dripping out of my ass.
"Biggest slut ever," he groaned, clearly amused at how I could shift from serious business woman to complete cum whore so easily.
When he pulled out, I stood up and he looked down and saw a small puddle of his cum on the floor.
"You left a mess," he pointed.
I dropped back to my knees and licked the cum off the floor, just one more act of submissive slut humiliation to add to my growing portfolio.
"See you tomorrow, slut," he said.
"Yes, sir," I nodded, again showing my submissive nature, literally unable to show even the hint of strength once my natural submissiveness awoke.
When I left his office, there was a Haitian janitor looking right at me, a janitor I had never treated very well because of my dislike for Haitians. Unfortunately, he knew exactly what had happened and as I passed him he quipped, "Ay, Papi."
Shame immediately returned as yet another member of the office, albeit just a janitor, knew the truth.
I went to my office to pack up and leave, when the janitor walked in and closed the door.
"Excuse me?" I questioned, even though I could already tell where this was going.
"You're one slutty chula," he accused, walking towards me.
"Excuse me?" I questioned, even though I heard him.
"Just another Gringa slut," the Haitian janitor continued, now standing in front of me, his crotch in my face.
"Please leave," I ordered, even as I prepared for him to blackmail me. Trying to stay in control and show him I was still in charge, I ordered, "Or I will have you fired."
He laughed, "No, you are going to suck my cock like the Dominican whore you are, just like all you fucking Dominicans."
Being ridiculed by a Haitian pissed me off, not remotely turning me on, but I felt helpless since he knew first hand of my recent transgression.
"Fine," I said, although my tone made it clear I wasn't happy about it.
I fished out his cock, which because he was about sixty years old was still flaccid...although to my surprise it was quite long...thin like a pencil, but long.
I took it in my mouth and allowed it to grow, which, again, because of his age, took way longer than any other guy I had ever blown.
Although the humiliation of being dominated by a white man, regardless of original nationality (Italian, Norwegian, Ukrainian, French, British, etc) was a major turn-on, there was only humiliation at sucking a sixty year old Haitian's cock.
My Dominican pride cursed me at serving a Haitian, yet I didn't see any way out of my predicament.
He groaned, "That's it, puta, slobber all over my dick."
I wanted to bite it off, being called a puta, slut in Spanish, from a Haitian only added to my humiliation. I just wanted to get this over with.
Yet, he wouldn't come. I sucked his cock for twenty minutes while he constantly called me 'puta', and 'Gringa' over and over, driving me nuts.
Finally, my jaw beginning to get sore, he ordered, as he grabbed my head and began fucking my face, "Take all my cum, you fucking cheap Dominican puta."
I had no choice as he roughly fucked my face, gagging on his long pecker a couple of times, before he shot the tiniest load of cum I'd ever swallowed. I thought to myself 'Really? All that work for that? Typical fucking Haitian...he can't even ejaculate properly."
When he pulled out, he smiled, tapping his dick on my nose, "Thank me, Gringa."
I glared at him before noticing he was holding his phone.
I snapped, "Did you film this?"
He shrugged, "Who would believe it otherwise?"
"Delete it," I demanded, standing up.
"Thank me, Gringa," he demanded back, pushing me back onto my chair.
I was furious. Visual evidence could completely ruin by career. I glared at him, "Thank you," I reluctantly said through gritted teeth.
"For what?" He asked, revelling in his power over me.
"For letting me suck your cock," I answered.
"Don't worry Gringa, you'll get many opportunities to get your Haitian fix," he smirked, as he walked away.
I wanted to make some quick comeback, yet I couldn't think of one and I didn't want to make an incredibly shitty situation worse...disgusted that I was now being blackmailed by a Haitian.
Exhausted, both mentally and physically, I headed home, guilt at cheating coursing through me and sensing that this was only the beginning.
The End of Chapter 2.
Coming Next: Dominican Slut: Cunt Muncher
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SUMMARY: Mom's tits leads to me being a cocksucker and bottom.
NOTE 1: Thanks to Andy for telling me his story of his incestuous cocksucking past.
NOTE 2: Thanks to Robert, Wayne and goamz86 for editing this story.
NOTE 3: This is an April Fool's Day Contest Story because of the irony of how the main character became an eager cocksucker.
*****
MY BROTHER'S FUCK TOY...ME
This is the true story of how I ended up a submissive cocksucker and eventually bottom to my older brother...and it's all my Mom's fault.
Every night, for as long as I could remember, Mom would come and give my brother Johnny and I a goodnight kiss and hug. Although we were way too old for nightly hugs and kisses in theory, as Johnny was nineteen and in college and I was eighteen and in my senior year in high school, she continued to do it.
Even though it was all innocent in theory, just Mom being Mom, her impact on her two children was anything but. She always came in wearing a robe that barely held her milky 34C breasts (we both searched her room many times, so we knew exactly her breast size) in. Although the kiss was on the forehead, she seemed to linger there for just a few seconds, her ample white breasts just inches from our mouths, as tempting then as they had been when we were babies.
As soon as she left, both of us would secretly jerk off while fantasizing about more than just a goodnight kiss.
"God, I want to suck on those titties," Johnny groaned one night, a few seconds after Mom left.
"Who wouldn't?" I agreed, slyly stroking myself.
"I'm going to fuck her," Johnny declared.
I laughed, "Sure you are."
He flipped his sheets off, and continued stroking his cock, which was longer and thicker than mine, as he said, "Let's whack off together."
"What?" I asked, stopping stroking myself.
"Stop pretending you don't beat your meat every night thinking about Mom like I do," he accused.
"I thought I was being so sneaky," I joked, returning to stroking myself.
"Pull it out," he ordered.
"Really?" I asked, surprised by his more aggressive than usual behaviour.
"We are just two brothers with the same equipment," he rationalized.
That may be true but he had a lot more equipment than I did, which made me feel inadequate. Reluctantly, I sat up, flipped off my sheets and resumed pumping my cock.
After another minute, he got up, walked over to me and said, looking at my five plus inch cock, "At least you got the brains."
"Get that thing out of my face," I protested, pushing him away, his cock inches from my face.
Ignoring me, his dick directly in front of me, he continued, "Wouldn't it be great to suck on Mom's tits again? I bet if we got our mouths on those melons of hers, she would be begging to fuck us."
I laughed, even as I stared at his cock, and joked, "Yes, I bet Mom would beg you to fuck her."
"I'd shove my cock in her mouth and either come down her throat or all over her face or tits," he continued, furiously pumping his cock.
I pumped mine too, both because the vision of mom fucking us was hot as hell and undeniably because I was in awe of my brother's cock staring straight at me.
"Should I come all over her face?" Johnny grunted.
I couldn't stop staring at his large cock and I answered, barely processing the question, "Yes, you should coat her face with your cum."
"You want it all over your face, don't you?" He asked.
I'm not sure I realized he had changed the pronoun, but I answered, "God, yes."
Seconds later, I felt the surprisingly hot cum splatter my face. "Take it all," he grunted, as he literally coated my face with his cum.
Shamefully, the submissive nasty act turned me on immensely and I sprayed my own cum straight up in the air.
Once he was done coming, Johnny, didn't say a word, but instead returned to his bed, got under his covers and went to sleep.
I, meanwhile, sat frozen, my face sticky and dripping with my brother's cum, plus my own cum was everywhere.
Why had I let him do that?
Why did it turn me on?
Why didn't I freak out?
These and many other questions bounced around my head as I snuck out of our bedroom and to the bathroom. Looking in the mirror, I couldn't believe how much cum was on my face. Shaking my head, I grabbed some Kleenex and, using at least eight, got all the cum off my face. After a thorough washing, I returned to bed and to the snores of my brother.
Next morning, I wanted to talk to him about it, but couldn't find the words to say and he acted as he always did...like I didn't exist. That night, as soon as Mom gave us our nightly hugs and kisses, he again flipped off his sheets, again walked over to me, and again started talking about Mom.
I protested, "Johnny, please don't do this."
Like he usually did regardless of the topic, he ignored me, instead talking about banging Mom, as he stroked his cock in front of me. "I'd love to tit fuck her. I bet Dad tit fucks her."
"Please, stop," I pleaded, even as I again stared at his big cock.
"Jerk off, too," he ordered, "I know you want to."
Of course, he was right. So figuring if you can't beat them, join them, I sat up, again my face was right in front of his cock, and began furiously whacking off.
"I mean, I bet Mom gives a mean blow job too," he continued, his big juicy cock seeming to draw me in.
"Yeah, I bet she does," I weakly agreed, as suddenly I wondered what it would be like to have his cock in my mouth.
"I mean, I'd like to really fuck her face," Johnny continued, "I love the slobbery sounds of a mouth hungry to please."
"From all your experience getting head," I mocked, even though I knew he was much more of a ladies' man than I was.
He ignored me, whispering, "Fuck, I wish I had Mom's mouth sucking my cock right now," as he stood right in front of me with his hard cock in his left hand.
"Man, that would be awesome," I agreed, thinking both of Mom sucking my cock and me sucking his.
Then suddenly Johnny put his left knee on my bed and lowered his cock towards my face. I couldn't believe what was happening.
"I need a mouth on my cock, baby brother." Johnny said firmly with intent as he looked directly into my eyes.
I was frozen. I couldn't believe what he just said, even though after last night it shouldn't have been a complete surprise. Johnny rubbed his cock over my lips until they began to part. I didn't even realize that I was doing it, but I opened my mouth and he pushed his thick cock into my mouth.
It felt strange and yet natural. I instinctively began to bob back and forth on his stiff dick. Never having a cock in my mouth before, I gagged a few times and my eyes watered, but for some reason I was determined to give him a good blow job and I focused on making him moan.
Johnny continued talking about Mom as if his dick wasn't in my mouth. "God, I'd love her on top of me, her titties bouncing up and down as she rides my big cock."
I couldn't talk, so I moaned, as I kept sucking while simultaneously stroking my own cock.
"Oh yeah, Mom. Suck your boy's cock," Johnny moaned, his eyes closed and imagining it was Mom and not his brother bobbing on his hard meat.
I again moaned, exhilarated to have a cock in my mouth. I furiously stroked myself as I sucked on my big brother's cock. I couldn't believe how much I loved having his cock in my mouth and how hard my own cock was.
"I'd love to spray cum down her throat," he continued, "I bet she swallows, all girls swallow now."
I wondered if that was true, as that sure hadn't been my limited experience. I now had about five inches going in and out of my mouth as I also wondered what his cum would taste like. I decided then that I would swallow his load.
Johnny was obviously getting close, as he began to more forcefully pump in and out of my mouth until he tensed up and came, shooting his hot cum, stream after stream of it, into my mouth. I was trying to drink it down, but much of it dripped out of my mouth.
The taste was not disgusting, as my ex-girlfriend said it was, but rather salty and appealing. As it slid down my throat, I instantly wanted more of it, knowing that I was no longer straight and for the second time I came at being used by my brother.
Johnny slowly pulled his softening cock out of my mouth and went back to his bed, again not saying a word. I lay there with his sperm dripping from my mouth and chin and then the light went out.
I sat there paralyzed with shock at what I had just done. Yet, undeniably, I wanted his cock back in my mouth. Hungry for more cum, I scooped cum still on my chin and put it in my mouth...I knew then I was going to be a cocksucker for my brother whenever he asked.
The next morning, craving his cum and his cock in my mouth, I moved to his bed and woke him up with a blow job.
He groaned, "I think I've created a monster."
I took his cock out of my mouth and replied, "I just want to please your monster."
He laughed as I returned to his cock and bobbed up and down hungrily. I learned, as this would become our new morning ritual, that he came very quickly in the morning, always rewarding me with a large load of cum for breakfast. He would often deposit a second load down my throat right after school, and we always finished the night with Mommy fantasies while I got him off before bed.
Eventually, I could take all eight inches in my mouth and loved nothing more than when he roughly face fucked me while talking of pounding Mom.
One day during the summer, I was in our bedroom, stroking my cock as I watched Mom out the window in our backyard. She was in her white bikini, all slathered in tanning oil. She looked so good. I didn't even hear Johnny come in, and then I felt him standing behind me. He stared out the window and rubbed his cock against my ass. This was new territory and I was terrified.
Suddenly, he left and a mixture of emotions went through me. Did I want him to fuck me? And, oh shit, he would tear me apart! Ironically, it wasn't the fact that it was gay to be ass fucked, but rather that it would hurt a lot that worried me. I would do anything to pleasure my brother, and the idea of giving him my ass was a major turn on...yet the pain terrified me.
He returned and again rubbed his cock against my ass crack and then I felt something sticky and turned to see he was coating my ass with Vaseline.
Johnny took hold of his cock and aimed it at my virgin asshole. He didn't speak; he didn't ask for permission; he just took what he knew was his.
I felt him pushing against me. I was frozen with fear as I felt the tip of his big cock trying to push through 'my out only' passageway.
He ordered, "Push back."
I obeyed him like I always did, really becoming his personal live-in cum bucket, and winced as his cock began to penetrate me.
My whole body was burning in tremendous pain, yet somehow I wanted more of him in me. The oxymoronic thing about it was how I always felt when being used by Johnny. I loved it, yet knew it was wrong, I craved it, yet knew it was a sin. Of course, my insatiable desire to please always ended up overriding my social conscience.
I cried out, thankful the window was closed or Mom would have heard my sodomy, as his cock slithered its way deeper into my ass. It literally felt like he was splitting me in two.
"Shit, you took it all," Johnny declared a few excruciating seconds later, before adding, "No slut has ever taken half of my dick up her backdoor.
The pain was intense, yet I had an undeniable sense of pride at being able to do what his pretty college sluts couldn't. I couldn't believe the words that came out of my mouth next. "Fuck my ass, hard Johnny."
He nodded, as he grabbed my hips and began sawing in and out of me.
The pain ever so slowly began to subside and was replaced with a pleasure I had never felt before. His cock filling my ass made my own cock raging hard and ready to erupt without being touched.
As he fucked me, I suddenly wanted more, needed more and began bouncing back to meet his thrusts, which led Johnny to pick up the pace. Johnny was fucking my ass hard and deep, and I was in a lustful trance.
Johnny reached around and stroked my cock, something he had never done before, as he pummelled my asshole.
After a couple more minutes of hard fucking, he grunted, "I'm going to come baby brother," and shot his hot load into my tight ass.
As his cum filled me, I shot my own load, coating the wall.
As Johnny slowly pulled out, I looked out the window and I swear I could see Mom looking up at us through her dark sunglasses. I am pretty sure I saw her mouth turn up into a wicked smile.
"Fuck, you're better than all the coeds," Johnny commented.
"I can't believe you fucked my ass," I weakly responded, feeling his cum leaking out of me and down my leg.
"Oh, that ass is going to be used regularly now," he promised as he looked out the window. "Shit, she is staring right up at us."
"I know," I weakly nodded.
"I am going to fuck her one day," he declared.
"Well, don't forget about me," I joked, knowing I was no longer just a cocksucker.
"Don't you worry, I have a few loads a day to deposit," he laughed.
And of course...he did...every morning, every afternoon and every night. I didn't date, I barely went out with friends so I could always be on call for Johnny's cock, even sucking him off after he had deposited his load in some coed.
Sadly, after college was done, he got married and we have never done it again since.
That said, I am seeing him tomorrow for the first time in almost a year, thirty-four years since the first time he coated my face with his cum. These memories so fresh, I am going to find a way to rekindle the sexual relationship we once had...as it is still the most sexual satisfying time in my life.
The end
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Summary: Nerd dominates bitchy MILF and takes her virgin asshole.
This is part three of the Revenge of the Nerds Mind Control story. Here is a summary of the first two parts:
BITCH SISTER
Brandon was fired from his job due to the failure of a mind control drug he had developed that had major side effects. Humiliated, he moved back home where he perfected the drug and planned to use it to get revenge on the CEO bitch who fired him. But unsure of the side effects, he decided to test it on his bitch sister who became his personal fuck toy.
CHEERLEADERS
Brandon punishes his sister for her disobedience and, wanting to test if the drug has the same effects on each person, decides to add a second slut to his collection in his sister's best friend Becky. Besides testing the effects of the drug, he also decides to sodomize not one, but both submissive cheerleaders.
Thanks to: goamz86, Robert, and Wayne for editing this story.
A reminder of how the Drug Itself works when sprayed at a person:
-Changes the moral fibre of a person...in reality, it shifts the decision making of the individual to the low standards they have while drunk...but with even more psychological manipulation:
-the person can't lie (like in that Jim Carrey movie 'Liar Liar')
-the person's body feels the need to obey even though their conscious mind argues against such obedience
-the person's sexual libido increases substantially,
-the individual will feel constricted by the clothes they are wearing and want to be naked
-he had also played with the formula to create what he believed would be potentially permanent impacts on the person infected (the original drug only lasted an hour). This was the one thing he was still very unsure of: it could last a few hours, days, weeks or maybe forever.
Revenge of the Nerd: Ex-Bully's Mom
Brandon wished he could have heard the rest of the conversation between his mother and his sister, who was caught in a sixty-nine with her cheerleading friend (each trying to get the other off fastest...the loser having to eat out another student at school tomorrow), but he snuck out just in time to avoid getting caught sodomizing his sister and making both the bitch cheerleaders his submissive sluts.
Brandon went for a walk, thrilled with the success of the drug so far, but two things were not yet confirmed with enough confidence to finish his revenge.
1. Were the orders permanent? Early evidence implied so, but he sure wanted more data to confirm that.
2. Both guinea pigs were teenager females, and he needed to confirm the drug worked similarly with adults as well as with men (Mike, his sister's asshole boyfriend, may be a good specimen to test out the effects on males).
Although he considered his Mom, he would love to fuck her, he didn't want to do anything that had life-long impacts to her. He needed to find a woman to experiment on for whom he didn't care about the long-term consequences. He did ponder if he could change the drug and make another concoction that would be a temporary mind control drug.
After some brief thought, the perfect candidate was chosen: Mrs. Levees. She was the mother of Parker, a dickhead who had bullied and tormented Brandon throughout school. Mrs. Levees never did anything about the bullying, even when informed about it, going as far as to argue that society was a survival of the fittest and sometimes we need to filter out the weak. She was also incredibly hot, the MILF of all MILF's. As he pondered her as his next test subject, he considered that he could also test it on Parker, who was still living at home as he finished up college.
Smiling, Brandon decided he could hit two birds with one stone per say... yes, he would test the drug on both of them.
When he returned home an hour later, just in time for dinner, and long enough, he figured, for them to deal with what happened, his Mom was just finishing up dinner.
"Hi, Mom," he greeted.
She replied, "Hi, Brandon, where have you been?"
"Job hunting," he lied, although if all went as planned, he would have his job back very soon... with a great big promotion.
"Any luck?" She asked, showing no hints that anything was out of the ordinary.
"I'm pretty confident I'll be fully employed very soon," he answered.
"Awesome," she said, "I knew you would get right back out there."
Looking at her, in a black skirt, pantyhose and a tight red blouse, he couldn't help but think how great it would be to fuck her...and maybe he would try...but not with the drug as is. No, he either had to change the drug, or better yet, find a way to seduce her.
"Where's brat?" he asked.
"In her room," she answered, her tone for the first time hinting at what she had seen earlier. She still couldn't believe what she had seen, or the fact they kept doing it even after getting caught...her daughter apologizing seconds before having an orgasm at the hands of her best friend.
"What did she do this time?" he asked, Carrie always doing something to make Mom usie this tone of voice.
"Oh nothing," she sighed, implying it wasn't nothing, but she didn't want to talk about it. Unfortunately, she couldn't get the visual of her daughter in a lesbian act out of her head.
"Okay," Brandon shrugged, before adding, "It must be something really bad."
"At least you never gave me any trouble," she said, looking at her sweet boy.
Brandon smirked at the reality that he was to blame for what his Mom witnessed...he was anything but a sweet boy. He responded, "Oh, maybe I'm just a late bloomer."
"Your sister is enough for both of you," she said playfully, before calling, "Carrie, dinner is ready."
Carrie came down stairs a couple of minutes later giving her brother the usual look of daggers. She was so frustrated. She was grounded and her mother thought she was a lesbian because of something out of her control and yet she couldn't say a fucking thing.
Brandon winked at his sister when his Mom wasn't looking, enjoying completely his God-like power over his bitch sister.
They all ate in complete silence, each dealing with their own thoughts.
Carrie excused herself first, while Brandon helped his Mom with the dishes. He then went to his room and was startled to see his sister.
She snapped, "You need to end this now."
"Agreed," he nodded, "Let's shut your mouth with some cock, you are likely having a craving by now."
"You bastard," she accused, even as she moved to her brother, dropped to her knees, and fished out his cock, a hunger for cum beginning to fog her mind again. "Mom thinks I'm a lesbian. And since you ordered us to please each other, neither of us could stop. I was mortified to continue licking Becky's pussy while Mom..."
Brandon listened and watched amused as she was cut off as she obeyed the task given.
Carrie bobbed furiously on her brother's big dick, frustratingly impressed by how big he was (why couldn't he have a small pathetic dick?). She was equally frustrated that not only did she have to obey, not only did she crave cum, but she undeniably enjoyed having his cock in her mouth, pussy and ass.
Brandon watched her bob hungrily, loving his power over her. Although he may one day try to revert some of the lifelong orders he had implanted in her psyche, he was going to enjoy putting his bitch sister in her place for a while longer.
Carrie realized, as she sucked her brother's dick, that his dick was last in her and Carrie's ass, making the taboo, twisted, act even more extreme, which surprisingly made her pussy leak.
Brandon enjoyed the lengthy blow job actually curious how the story had ended. He eventually shot his load down her throat and asked, "So who came first?"
"I did, dammit," Carrie admitted, as she savoured his cum and the complete sense of calm that immediately washed over her once her craving was satisfied.
"So you will munch a cunt at school tomorrow," he quipped, enjoying his sister's humiliation.
"Please, don't make me," Carrie pleaded, the scaffolding of tasks really becoming overwhelming. She constantly craved cum, craved cock in her ass, was to dump her boyfriend Mike, ask out a nerd, Mitch, and now eat a cunt at school.
"Should I make it have to be a teacher?" Brandon asked.
"No, but please be reasonable," Carrie responded. "I'm going to get caught and then what?"
"Then stop questioning me and I'll stop adding tasks," he said.
"What about Becky?" Carrie asked, knowing she could add to the brain washing.
"I'll call her and make sure she doesn't add any more," Brandon nodded, "and if she does, I'll add to hers too."
"Can you withdraw some of these," Carrie asked sincerely. "I'll still be your sister slut, I can't deny I do love your big cock." She would willingly suck and fuck his big dick, the taboo of incest no longer a big deal after all she had already done.
"I'm doing some chemical manipulation," Brandon nodded, "but it will take a while to perfect it without causing other potential side effects."
"Oh," she nodded, feeling slightly optimistic that maybe she could eventually regain control of her mind and body.
"But for now," Brandon said, "you will continue to obey as instructed."
"Fine," she sighed, "but please control Becky, she can be very spiteful."
"I promise," he nodded, feeling just the slightest bit guilty at how weak he had made his sister...revenge really was a bitch.
That night, Brandon called Becky and ordered her to leave Carrie alone for the time being and that if she was obedient she would be rewarded.
Brandon stayed up late manipulating the chemicals in an attempt to create a temporary drug, the idea of fucking his mom appealing. Yet, he couldn't make it look like mind control; he had to make it look like it was her idea.
Around midnight, Carrie came in and complained, "Seriously, this is ridiculous. I'm super tired but all I can think about is getting ass fucked."
"That was a rather impulsive addition," Brandon said, his cock hardening at the idea of plowing his sister's ass.
"Well, please stop," she said, not angry, but frustrated and tired at not being able to fall asleep.
"Well, be obedient and lose the attitude and I won't add any more conditions," he repeated an earlier message, continuing to work on the temporary drug when he should have been working on an antidote. "I'm trying to figure out a way to reverse or not make the drug permanent." Even though, truth be told, he wasn't sure one was possible. Once the brain is reconfigured, it is almost, if not completely, impossible to revert. He was more likely going to be able to create a new drug that was less permanent.
"Thank God," she said, her need to get ass fucked consuming her thoughts.
"You craving cum?" He asked.
She was actually craving getting ass fucked, but now that he mentioned it, she was also suddenly craving cum. "I am now," she sighed, before adding, "but I really need you in my ass."
"If you insist," he shrugged, moving to her and bending her over, flipping up her nightie and roughly slamming into her still very tight ass. Having created a mental note that she enjoyed anal sex, he didn't have to worry about creating major pain in her.
"Aaaaah," she moaned, an instant sensation of satisfaction coursing through her the moment he plunged his big dick in her tight asshole.
"You love it in the ass, don't you?" he quipped, as he began fucking her ass hard.
"Because you made me," she pointed out, although she couldn't deny how amazing getting ass fucked made her feel. There was an unexplainable euphoria that she had never felt when being pussy fucked in the past.
"You're welcome," he said, "Becky, doesn't get this special conditioning."
"I hate that bitch," Carrie said. She always knew that Becky was a fair-weather friend and always looking for a way to get to the top, but she never expected her to turn so quickly.
"Be a good cum slut sister and I will make sure she gets hers too," Brandon suggested, as he fucked her incredibly tight ass.
"Okaaaaay," she moaned, her orgasm rising, which was crazy. The idea of being able to get back in control of Becky was very appealing...and if it meant playing nice with her brother (which she should anyway if she was ever going to get a chance to have him reverse the spell), so be it...plus she did, undeniably, love his cock.
Brandon fucked her for a few minutes before his balls began to boil and he knew he was going to do an ass to mouth.
When close, he pulled out, ordered, "Knees," and began pumping his cock.
Carrie, craving cum, immediately dropped to her knees and opened wide, realizing she could fulfill both her cravings simultaneously.
Brandon slammed his cock in her mouth and began fucking her face, loving the dirtiness of ass to mouth as well as the power of fucking his beautiful sister's face...he couldn't wait to do it to Mrs. Levees.
Carrie struggled to handle her brother's big cock fucking her face, frustrated that he pulled out when she was so close to coming. She felt like a complete slut being used so roughly, his balls sometimes even bouncing off her chin and yet she was undoubtedly turned on.
Brandon grunted and deposited yet another load in his sister slut revelling in the power he had over her.
Carrie eagerly swallowed her brother's load. It was much more satisfying than chocolate (her favourite treat), her whole body feeling instantly satisfied and tired.
When he pulled out, Carrie stood up and wordlessly left his room and went to her own. In a minute she was sound asleep.
Brandon stayed working, a new idea forming. He really wanted to fuck his mom. Yet, he didn't want to force her or have her know she was forced. So what if he created a formula that would see inside her mind and see if incest was something she wasn't disgusted by. He wasn't sure he could do it, but he was going to attempt it. He wasn't sure if he could resist the temptation to use the current drug on his mom, so the quicker he could come up with an alternative, the better.
...
Carrie walked into her brother's room and woke him up, again craving cum. "Are you fucking going to end this constant craving for cum you gave me?"
"Not with an attitude like that," Brandon responded, with a yawn, enjoying the perk of a morning blow job and thinking it was unlikely he would change this mental condition anytime soon...his new focus on a drug that would manipulate his mom to decide she had to seduce him, a new idea formulated after a couple hours of thought and online research. Apparently most sons want to fuck their moms and many mothers deep down want to fuck their sons. So, he deduced, if he created a drug that slowly changed her high morals implemented through society and church, he could weaken her to the point she seduced him of her own accord. Which was a lot better than a life-long submission to all for his mom.
Carrie fished out her brother's cock, and bobbed hungrily as if her life depended on it. It frustrated her immensely that she couldn't control her cravings for cum and was still trying to find a way out of this condition her brother had given her. Thankfully, the morning load didn't take long and thus in only a couple of minutes she got her morning load as he came in her mouth.
Once done and her craving satisfied, she stood up and said, "You really need to fix me."
"I did fix you," Brandon quipped, "you were a complete bitch and now you're a lot nicer."
"Asshole," she snapped, still unable to not hide her disgust with her brother, even though he did have a nice big cock.
"You want it in your asshole again?" Brandon question with a smile.
"You really are a bastard," she sighed.
"I know," he shrugged, standing up and saying, "thanks for being my morning cum deposit."
"Fuck, you really are a prick," she snapped, not able to control her anger, even though it almost always had consequences.
"You will suck a complete stranger on your way to school today," Brandon ordered, continually giving her orders until she came to understand that there was a hierarchy and she was at the bottom.
Carrie cursed to herself, 'Why can't I just stop pushing him?' Immediately shifting from defiant to submissive, she pleaded, "Please, I'm sorry for being a bitch."
"The task is already given," the brother shrugged. "although since you have acknowledged your disobedience, I won't add taking a cock in the ass at school as I was contemplating."
"Thank you," Carrie nodded absurdly, relieved that that task wasn't given.
"But remember you will also ask out Mitch today," Brandon reminded his sister.
"Please, no, that is social suicide," Carrie said. Even though she had blown him yesterday, she sure didn't want to be seen in public with him.
"He is a daily load or two you will need, my cum addicted sister," Brandon pointed out.
"Fuck, Brandon," Carrie snapped again, "you're ruining my life."
"Be a good obedient cum bucket and maybe you will get some of your life back," he shrugged.
"Fine," she said, and walked out, knowing she couldn't convince him of anything else and not wanting anything else added to her already fucked up conditioning.
Brandon smiled. The drug was working in exactly the way he had planned.
...
After a long shower and breakfast with Mom, who, dressed in a short skirt and black pantyhose, had Brandon again tempted to use the drug on her, he decided to saunter over to Mrs. Levees' house with two doses of the mind control drug...an extra in case the dickhead Parker was there. Making his ex-bully a faggot was a rather appealing experiment and a great revenge for all the times Brandon himself was called 'faggot' by him... the ultimate irony.
He knocked on the door and after a minute was greeted by Parker who looked like he was just about to leave.
Brandon immediately sprayed the asshole in the face.
"What the fuck?" Parker questioned.
"Is your Mom home?" Brandon asked.
"Why the fuck do you want to know?" Parker snapped, wondering what this piss-ant could possibly want with his mother.
"Punch yourself in the nuts as hard as you can," Brandon ordered.
"What the fuuuuuuuuuuuuuck?" Parker questioned as he slammed his own fist into his crotch and collapsed onto the floor.
"Is your mom home?" Brandon asked again.
"Fuck you," he snapped.
Brandon shrugged, "I'd rather fuck your mom."
"I'm going to kill you," Parker threatened, as he tried to get up.
"Punch yourself in the nuts three times as hard as you can," Brandon ordered, immensely enjoying the humiliation of Parker.
"Fuck yoooou," Parker began to move towards the nerd before he punched himself in the nuts three times, as ordered.
"You will never tell anyone of the fact you have been sprayed," Brandon ordered, getting the secret aspect out of the way.
Parker groaned, as he writhed on the floor in pain. 'What the hell is happening to me?'
Brandon asked, "Remember when you called me faggot?"
"Yes," the bully answered, still in intense pain.
"Now you are a faggot. You love cock. You love sucking cock, you love taking cock in your ass, you only like men, girls disgust you," Brandon listed, adding a few life-altering, revenge pleasing implementations.
"Fuck you," he snapped, as he tried to get up.
"Go to the YMCA and offer to suck off men until someone takes you up on your offer," Brandon ordered, wanting him out of here.
"Yeah, right," Parker said, as he finally stood up, holding his nuts.
"And then go to college and find a guy to fuck your ass," Brandon added, wanting to make this dick pay.



Parker threatened, "I'm going to kill you," even as he pondered, 'I wonder what his cock would feel like in my mouth'.
"You now also crave cum," Brandon added.
Parker was mortified by his thoughts and a sudden hunger to suck cock that popped into his head. "How are you doing this?"
"Mind control, faggot," Brandon smugly replied, before adding, "now go and find some cock, while I go and fuck your mom."
Parker roared, "I'm going to get you for this, fucking asshole," even as he went to leave.
"You will now offer each of your male professors to blow them for extra credit," Brandon added as Parker left unable to control his legs.
Just then, Mrs. Levees came downstairs in a robe and asked, "Parker, are you okay?"
Brandon greeted, "Hi, Mrs. Levees."
"Where is Parker? I just heard him," she asked.
"On his way to a life changing experience," Brandon cryptically responded.
"What can I do for you?" She asked, politely, but with a hint of disdain that this nerd was in her home.
"You know your son bullied me for years," Brandon replied, not answering the question.
Parker's head was spinning with the insatiable hunger he now had for cock, the crazy tasks he was ordered to do and the reality that he was helpless in regards to stopping this asshole from fucking his mom.
In the car, he grabbed his phone and dialed his mom's cell.
"Yes, I know," she nodded, always thinking this kid was rather pathetic, "I'm sorry about that."
Her phone rang and Brandon, assuming it was Parker, quickly sprayed the very attractive MILF.
"Take off your robe and get on your knees," Brandon ordered, as he walked to the kitchen to get the phone.
"How dare you," the MILF said, shocked by his rudeness even as she dropped her robe onto the floor and lowered herself onto her knees. 'What the fuck?' she pondered as she obeyed the nerd's odd orders.
Brandon found the phone and answered, "Punch yourself in the nuts now and now you will get a load of cum shot on your face before you go to your classes."
"You diiiiick," the slow to learn ex-bully replied, before punching himself in the balls again.
"Every time you disobey, I add new tasks to your subconscious," Brandon explained. "You're a cock sucking faggot now. Deal with it."
"There is no way I'm ever doing that," Parker defiantly responded, hating gay people.
"You will now suck off three men at the YMCA and wear at least one of those loads on your face. And you will thank each of them for coming in or on you. You are submissive and get off from sucking cock or taking it in your ass," Brandon added, as he walked into the living room to see the MILF kneeling and naked. "By the way, your mom has a nice rack."
He hung up, not even completely sure of all the orders he had given the asshole. Either way, he should be sucking a lot of cock today.
"What did you do to me?" She asked, unable to stand up, as she covered her breasts with one hand and her vagina with the other.
"They say revenge is a dish best served cold," Brandon said, walking in front of her. "I've planned this for three years."
"Planned what?" She asked, suddenly feeling very nervous in front of this smugly smiling nerd.
"Revenge on your asshole of a son," he replied, before ordering, "put your hands to your sides."
"Stop this this instant," she replied, as she obeyed another command, her cheeks burning red with anger.
Looking down at the MILF's impressive tits, he asked, ignoring her protests, "Are those real?"
"Fuck you," she snapped, trying to figure out what the hell was going on.
"I plan to," Brandon nodded, his cock rock hard in his pants.
"Over my dead body," the bitchy MILF shot back, disgusted by the nerd's suggestions.
Brandon shook his head. 'She is as stupid as her son'. "Pinch your nipples."
"You fucking prick, how dare you..." She began, before she pinched her nipples. 'Why am I obeying him?'
"I think those tits are fake," Brandon assessed. "I bet your husband brought them for you because you used to be flat."
Her husband did indeed buy them for her as a wedding present, as she was indeed an A-cup in the past... unlike the perfectly symmetrical D-cup she has now. "What have you done to me?" She asked.
"Sprayed you with a chemical I created that makes you unable to refuse any order given to you by anyone," Brandon answered.
"You can't be serious?" She asked, the words ludicrous and impossible, yet it did explain her inability to not disobey him.
"Go into the kitchen, grab your rolling pin and come back here," Brandon ordered.
She suddenly felt the invisible restraints holding her down disappear and she stood up. She made her way to the phone, yet her body turned sharply and took her to the kitchen. She watched her body work in the exact opposite way she ordered it. She watched herself helplessly as she grabbed the rolling pin and returned to the nerd bastard.
"Fuck yourself with the rolling pin," Brandon ordered, as he pulled his phone out.
"You fucking bastaaaaard," she began as she slid the wooden rolling pin handle inside her surprisingly wet pussy.
"Now really fuck yourself with it, you dirty slut," he ordered.
"You bastard," she accused as she pumped the rolling pin in her cunt. She then saw he was filming her. "Don't you dare record this."
"Finger your asshole too," Brandon added, really enjoying watching the defiant bitch unable to disobey.
"Stop it you fucking sick piiiiig," she ordered, as she slid a finger in her never used ass. She winced in slight discomfort as her finger went in her butt hole.
"You want nothing more than to come. With each orgasm you will lose one IQ point until you are the complete bimbo that you already look like," he added, deciding to really make this bitch pay for not doing anything to her son.
"Noooo," the fake titted mother whined, even as she felt her orgasm rising. Doing this standing up was incredibly awkward and the fact he was filming it mortified her very being... even as her body and the rising orgasm betrayed her.
"Faster, slut, slam that rolling pin up that cunt of yours and get that whole finger in your asshole," he added, wanting to see her really fuck herself.
"Oh God, make me stop," she whined, even as she obeyed yet another order, simultaneously slamming the rolling pin deep in her cunt and going knuckle deep in her butt.
"Look in the camera as you fuck yourself and tell me how badly you want to come," he demanded, really enjoying watching this beautiful bitch get herself off.
She glared at him, yet answered, although with no enthusiasm, "Please, I need to come so badly."
"That was fucking pathetic," he said. "So now you love to obey, it gets you even wetter. You want to please me at all costs. You are a slut who desperately wants the whole world to know you are a dirty fucking whore," he said, continuing to add to her new condition.
Her glare faded and suddenly she felt an undeniable desire to make him happy. She looked directly in the camera, only a whispering deep in her conscience reminding her who she really was, as she declared, "Oh God, please let me suck your cock while I fuck myself like the dirty slut I am."
As soon as she heard the words out of her mouth, she gasped. She pleaded, saying the opposite of what she just said, "Please, don't make me so this."
"Come on that rolling pin," he ordered, "and make it nasty."
She cursed to herself, unable to disobey him, as her orgasm built inside her, regardless of her moral integrity. "Oh yes, fuck, I'm so close," she babbled as she furiously fucked herself with her make-shift fuck-toy, while simultaneously violating her own ass.
"What are you?" He asked, as he filmed her while simultaneously unbuckling his belt.
"A dirty fucking slut," she declared.
"Who wants to please her nerdy next door neighbor?" He questioned, as he unbuttoned his jeans.
The truth was he disgusted her, yet the words out of her mouth betrayed her thoughts, "Oh yes, I want to be your dirty cum bucket."
"Beg to suck my cock," Brandon ordered, revealing his big thick cock.
Her eyes went big, surprised to see such an impressive tool on the body of such a scrawny nerd. It was nearly three full inches bigger than her husband and thicker too. She begged, suddenly wanting to have that big snake in her mouth, "Oh please, can I suck your big dick?"
"Am I bigger than Mr. Levees?" He asked.
"Way bigger," she admitted and then covered her mouth feeling bad for speaking ill of her husband.
"Go ahead," he said, stroking his cock, "Suck my cock."
Although part of her knew it was wrong, her body moved without her mind giving permission, her hunger to suck the big cock in front of her impossible to deny.
She opened wide and took the long, thick cock in her mouth. She couldn't believe how it made her mouth go wide, so much more than her husband's.
"That's it, slut, get my cock nice and ready for that ass of yours," he groaned, knowing this would set off alarm bells in the prudish bitch.
The MILF's eyes went big, but she couldn't' say anything since she was bobbing up and down on the nerd's impressive cock.
"Oh yes, I'm going to fuck that ass of yours while you beg like the ass slut I'm about to make you," he continued, although he wasn't sure his grammar was correct, as he watched the wide eyed beautiful woman with his cock stretching her mouth.
She began bobbing faster, wanting to get him off, willing to swallow his load so he wouldn't ass fuck her.
"Do you want to swallow my load?" He asked.
Figuring she could manipulate him with her looks and willingness to swallow, she looked up at him sultrily and said, "Yes, I want to feel you shoot your load in my mouth."
"I don't know," he said, "you seemed rather defiant before."
"Sorry," she fake apologized, before adding a bit of truth, "I didn't know how big you were."
"Size matters, does it now?" He asked.
"Only men with small cocks think otherwise," she answered, which was also true.
"Like your husband?" He questioned.
"Yes," she nodded, which was also true, stroking his stiff rod.
"Get back to sucking," he ordered, as he pulled his phone back out and began filming her sucking.
She bobbed furiously, taking almost two-thirds of his big dick in her mouth, desperate to get him off and avoid being sodomized.
As he filmed, he could feel his balls boiling. His plan, such as it was, was to pull out and coat her face with his first load before taking her ass for a long ride.
He was amused watching how much more eagerly she sucked his cock, no more defiance.
She hadn't sucked such a big cock since college and her jaw began hurting rather quickly. Yet, she was determined to finish him with her mouth... Anything to avoid having him fuck her ass, although she was curious how it would feel in her cunt. In truth, she hadn't come from sex in years, her husband too small to really even come close to getting her off. Thankfully, her Magic wand was, well, magical.
Just as his cum began to rocket out of his cock, he pulled out and coated the stunned MILF's face.
She gasped, as the warm cum splattered her face. She had never, even in her wilder college days, allowed someone to shoot their cum on her face. Her breasts and belly a few times, but never on her face... she wasn't a slut.
She moved her head after the first two sprays hit her directly on the forehead, nose and mouth, instead being hit on the cheek. She snapped, "You bastard, how dare you come all over my face."
Brandon laughed, as he added an order, "You love having cum sprayed on your face, you crave it."
Almost immediately, she felt her anger fade over the degrading act and instead increase over the reality that she now liked having cum sprayed on her face. "Damn you."
"Just be an obedient pet and I won't add to your conditioning," Brandon warned.
"Fuck you," the slow learning MILF responded, with venom.
"You will now have someone come on your face every day," he added, and then threatened, "and if you keep being a disobedient pet I will make you go in public to get your daily load."
Her eyes went big, immediately realizing how much worse she had just made her already unbelievably horrendous predicament.
"Good girl," he smugly purred, as he slid his cock back into his newest pet's mouth.
He allowed her to bob slowly on his cock for a couple of minutes before he ordered, "On all fours, Mrs. Levees, time to take that ass of yours."
"Please no," she pleaded, even as she got in the position ordered, "I'll do anything."
"I know you will," Brandon chuckled, "that is exactly what the drug takes away from you. The ability to disobey."
"But please, I'm sorry for all my son did," she apologized, desperate to find some way to get out of this seemingly uncontrollable predicament.
"And what about your role?" He asked, as he moved behind her fine ass.
"I should've done a better job," she admitted, even though truthfully she thought high school was a survival of the fittest type of thing and actually was amused when she heard stories from her son about the things he did to this nerd.
"What did you do wrong?" He asked, even as he put his hands on her hips.
"I should have disciplined Parker," she answered, full of trepidation at what was likely about to come.
"Beg me to fuck your ass as a punishment for your lack of proper parenting," He ordered.
She again wanted to snap at him. Yet, based on the reality that she was on all fours and unable to run away from him, she tried to reason one more time.
"Please, Brandon, I'm so sorry," she began before her words changed, as if someone else was speaking for her, "Oh please, Brandon, punish me with that big cock of yours by sodomizing my ass."
"You want it in your ass now," he continued, "you crave it. You want to talk like the nastiest slut ever, convincing me just how much you must have my cock in that ass of yours."
She was again bubbling with anger, yet she could feel a sudden hunger growing quickly inside her. She heard the words spoken in her voice even though she couldn't believe them, "Oh please, slam that big dick of yours in my virgin ass. I must have you pounding my shit hole like the slut I am. Make me your ass slut, use me as your whore next door."
Brandon poured lube he had brought with him down her ass crack and on his stiff rod... he was at least being a generous master and not going to fuck her ass dry... unless she pissed him off again.
Once lubed, he slid his cock inside the inviting virgin asshole. It was tighter than his sister's and Becky's, and he enjoyed the whimper the MILF made as his cock disappeared inside her forbidden back door.
Although the burn was definitely intense at first, she could literally feel her ass being spread unnaturally, she simultaneously felt a strange pleasure inside her. "Aaaaaah," was all she could muster as her brain turned into sexual confusion. She should feel anger and humiliation; she shouldn't be enjoying this. Yet, the pleasure that contradicted the pain was something unexplainable, something she had never felt before.
"How does it feel to have your son's victim's cock buried deep in your asshole?" Brandon asked, revelling in the power of revenge, even smiling to himself at all the conditions he had put on Parker, who was probably being sodomized at this very minute.
"So good," the mother admitted, which was frustratingly true. The pleasure she was feeling right now was unlike anything she had ever felt from sex before. Maybe it was the size of his dick, maybe it was the submissive act, she was usually the aggressor in the bedroom or maybe it was the mind control, regardless she was in complete sexual euphoria.
"Should I pull out?" Brandon asked, wanting to see if she would make her own choice to continue her first ass fuck.
"No, no, no, fuck me harder," the MILF quickly responded, her orgasm inexplicably building as her ass got fucked.
"Fuck what harder?" Brandon asked, enjoying the complete submission, particularly when her own lust and pleasure took control.
"My ass, dammit, fuck my ass," she pleaded, the pleasure so amazing and her orgasm building at an escalated pace.
Noticing her breathing increasing over the next few deep hard strokes, he asked trying to be as crude as possible, "Does my new Mommy slut want to come from getting her shit hole plowed?"
She hated his crude language, and she hated even more that it somehow turned her on even more. She admitted, "God yes, I'm so close to having an orgasm from your big dick in my asshole."
Brandon ordered, "Come slut, come from getting ass fucked like the bimbo slut you are."
"Oh fuck," the MILF screamed, the minute she was ordered to come, as her body somehow obeyed the order and was riddled with euphoria.
"Tell me what you are," Brandon ordered.
"An ass slut," she declared, still feeling the waves of pleasure as he continued pounding her ass.
"Where do you want my load, bimbo bitch?" he questioned, as his second load began to boil.
She had no answer to the question. Her orgasm was finally subsiding and yet the pleasure continued.
"Answer, ass taking cum bucket," he ordered.
"Wherever you want," she answered, unable to make a decision.
He pulled out and ordered, 'Back on your knees, cum slut."
She quickly moved into the position and grimaced slightly when she realized he was either going to come on her face again or make her suck his cock, which had just been in her ass.
"Get sucking, cum bucket," he ordered.
She had no choice as she opened her mouth and took the big dick back in her mouth.
"That's it, suck on the cock that was just buried in your virgin ass," Brandon groaned, loving the twistedness of it all.
She couldn't help but obey, she couldn't help but enjoy it, even though it was so fucking perverted.
He already knew he was going to coat her face again. He loved the complete humiliation of the act.
He grabbed her head, face fucked her roughly, making her gag as his balls bounced off her chin for the last few strokes before pulling out and this time putting his cockhead right on her forehead and coming on it as he ordered, "Don't move."
She had no choice as the warm disgusting cum leaked onto her forehead.
"Oh yeah, you look so good with cum all over you," Brandon grunted, as he moved so the second rope hit her dead on her closed eyes, while the third hit her open mouth.
Finally spent he said, "Look at the camera and smile."
"Please no," she began, before looking into the camera and smiling.
A couple more pictures and then he said, "You will never tell anyone about me or your situation, is that clear?"
"Yes," she nodded, like she had a choice. After a pause she asked, "Can you take away all those crazy demands?"
"Unfortunately, I can only add conditions, not take them away. So you'd better be a good girl," Brandon explained.
"So I have to go and get a facial every day?" she asked.
"Yes," Brandon nodded, getting dressed.
"You have ruined me," she said, suddenly getting angry again.
"You ruined yourself when you didn't discipline your loser son for all those years," he countered.
"He's not a loser," she responded back.
"Actually, now he is a cock sucking, ass taking queer," Brandon shrugged, before adding, "he is even a slower learner than you."
"You made him gay?" she asked, stunned.
"100 percent," Brandon nodded.
"You're fucking sick," she snapped, standing up and slapping him in the face.
Brandon sighed. "You will go right now and find a pussy to munch and won't come home until you have found one."
"Please, no more," she pleaded, immediately regretting her defiance.



"Then stop being a dumb bitch," I demanded.
"Please, don't add more," the MILF pleaded.
"Sure," he shrugged, "now go and eat some cunt."
She sighed, as she finally got up, her ass feeling wide open.
Dressed, he smiled, "Have fun munching cunt."
She wanted to call him an asshole, but resisted and watched him leave, when suddenly an idea popped into her head. If she was going to be humiliated and her family torn apart, she too could return the favour.
She looked out the window, watched him get in his car and drive away.
'You fuck with my family, I'll fuck with yours,' she smiled, her revenge plan already formulating in her head. She quickly got dressed, washed the two loads of cum off her face, and headed over to obey the eat pussy command... thankfully the fucker didn't say who.
The end
Coming in the fall: MOM



        Lesbian MILF Seductress: 30th B'day

        Birthday girl is seduced by teenager at Broadway show.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/lesbian-milf-seductress-30th-bday

Title: Lesbian MILF Seductress: 30th B'day

Author: silkstockingslover

Category: Lesbian Sex

Description: Birthday girl is seduced by teenager at Broadway show.

Tags: lesbian, stockings, 18-year-old, submissive, threesome, tease, first time, voyeuristic, first time lesbian, bree

Series: Lesbian MILF Seductress


Summary: Birthday girl is seduced by teenager at Broadway show.
Note 1: Thanks to Elizabeth for inspiring the story with her own experience at a theatrical production that triggered this story.
Note 2: In 2015, thanks to goamz86, Robert and Wayne for editing. In early 2019, thanks to Tex Beethoven for helping me add a fresh coat of polish.
Note 3: This story stands on its own, but if you want to read more BREE stories, check out the following (listed in chronological, not date published, order):
Lesbian MILF Seductress: Pre-MILF (in Bree's senior year of high school)
Lesbian MILF Seductress: Mom (late in her senior year)
Lesbian MILF Seductress: Neighbor (late in her senior year)
Lesbian MILF Seductress: Chocolate (immediately following Neighbor)
Lesbian MILF Seductress: Bakery (a couple weeks after Neighbor & Chocolate)
Lesbian MILF Seductress: 30th B'day (late summer, last weekend before her beginning college)
Lesbian MILF Seductress: Secret Santa (during her first year of college)
Lesbian MILF Seductress: Nurse (during her first and third years of college)
Lesbian MILF Seductress: Cop (summer after her first year of college)
Lesbian MILF Seductress: Pop Star (summer between sophomore and junior years of college)
Lesbian MILF Seductress: Church Mom (immediately after Pop Star)
Lesbian MILF Seductress: Spa (during the beginning of her junior year)
Lesbian MILF Seductress: Bride (End of third year of college)
Lesbian MILF Seductress: In Flight (summer job after college)
*****
Bree's Prologue:
After being dommed by my Mom and doing a couple additional aggressive seductions of MILFs, Mom suggested I try to seduce someone without being overly aggressive, just using my looks and aura. At first, I thought the idea wasn't really me; I liked to take control, to be verbal, yet I obeyed my mother, who was training me in the fine art of seduction.
Fortuitously, a few days after this suggestion, the perfect opportunity presented itself.
For this seduction, I wasn't going to be verbally aggressive, I wasn't going to be a domme, I was going to be a true seductress.
That said, I'll let my adorable new pet tell the story in her own words.
...
Elizabeth's Special 30th Birthday
Now before I start my story of how I ended up on my knees in the bathroom of a Broadway theatre, I need to explain something about myself...
I... am... a... squirter.
I mean I come so hard and release so much wetness that I immediately need to guzzle something to rehydrate myself.
It's always been like this.
Since I first started getting myself off.
I thought something was wrong with me at first, but eventually I accepted that I just come more boisterously than most women.
I also never wear panties (well, other than when it's that time of month). I do this not because I'm a slut, but for two very different reasons:
1. I like the liberating feeling of it... I enjoy (in a chuckling up my sleeve kind of way) knowing that my co-workers (I work as an administrative assistant), my friends and my family have no idea that under my cute, usually conservative appearance, my pussy is shaved and I'm completely commando.
2. I hated the few times I frigged myself while I was super horny or was being fingered by a guy and I came hard in my panties... it felt like I'd pissed myself (which I did once in college) and I hated that feeling. I'd rather just gush my orgasm out and then clean the splatters off of my legs and feet. Plus, when I do let a guy romance me down below, I love the look of surprise on his face when he realizes I've been commando the entire evening... men are so easy to impress!
Liking the girl next door look I still have, even at thirty, I also only wear thigh high stockings or garters and stockings... originally for the same reason I don't wear panties (cum flooding my pantyhose isn't a very nice feeling either). But I learned that many men love the sexiness of stockings, and men's approval or not, it just made me feel sexy to wear sexy stockings.
Plus, the rare time I met a guy and just needed to be fucked then and there, it was very convenient. Just flip up my skirt and off we went.
Anyway, enough about my background. This story is about how I was seduced and taken by a much younger woman while attending a professional showing of The Book of Mormon.
On my thirtieth birthday, knowing that I loved musicals, my boyfriend Ronnie took me out for dinner at a five-star restaurant and then to the musical, one that I particularly loved. (I know he was trying to get back in my good books, having broken up with me for the third time a few months ago and having just grovelled his way back into my life a couple of weeks earlier.) That said, I loved him. I hated him quite often as well, and the constant tension in that love-hate relationship had kept me from moving on like I should have done many times.
On the contrary, for being such a sweetheart tonight, he was going to get very lucky once we got back to my place.
For the special occasion, I wore a black and white dress, with stockings and a garter (something I only wore for very special occasions), and a black lace bra that enhanced my already very nice 36C breasts. I even wore three-inch open toe heels (my boyfriend loves red painted toenails in nylons... a strange fetish, but rather an easy one to indulge), something I rarely wore... hating how much heels killed my feet and ankles.
Of course, I was also sans panties... as usual.
A couple of glasses of wine at the restaurant, another before the theatre doors opened, and I was quite tipsy as we made our way to our seats in the second balcony.
The balcony had only eight seats, and we were the first to sit down. I whispered, as I settled my hand firmly on his dick, "I'm going to let you do something very special to me tonight."
He groaned, "Tonight is all about you."
"And I want to do something special with you," I returned, dripping with sultriness.
"If you insist," he shrugged, knowing that wine was usually the entrance cue for the wild and kinky me.
"I'd love to suck your cock right here," I purred. "Would you like that?"
"God, yes," he groaned, as I rubbed his cock through his dress pants.
"Or maybe straddle you right here and ride your cock," I continued, enjoying to tease him, "I'm wearing a garter for you tonight."
"Shit," he groaned, just as a mother and daughter sat beside me.
They were both dressed elegantly and when I looked up to see the teenager, I couldn't believe how much she looked like Simone.
Simone... my one and only lesbian encounter... someone I hadn't thought about in a long, long time.
I was a junior in college and was attending a frat party with a couple of my friends when I was introduced to several members of the girls' cheerleading dance team.
One girl was named Simone and we started chatting, our two hometowns being just a few miles from each other. We chatted about the new outlet mall being built, the places we shopped, and so forth while drinking some rather potent punch. As soon as I finished one drink, she gave me another.
Soon I had a pretty good buzz going and the room was very hot, and I unbuttoned the top two buttons of my blouse and fanned myself. I didn't even remotely mean this to be a hint of interest in her, but she took it that way... although I didn't know that at the time. I even added, accidently implying interest, "It's so hot in here. I need some fresh air."
Simone took my hand and led me outside to the side deck.
I felt an odd chill go up my back at her touch, and once we were outside I noticed she wasn't wearing a bra, and I could see her hard nipples through her lightweight beige blouse. I didn't realize I was doing it, but I was staring at them.
Before I even knew it, she took my hand she was already holding and placed it on her breast.
I couldn't believe this was happening.
Simone was a senior, a year beyond me.
Simone was easily one of the most beautiful women I'd ever seen.
Simone's breast was so firm.
Completely drawn to her, like a moth to a flame, I used my other hand to cup her other breast.
"Have you ever been with a girl?" she asked.
It must have been obvious. I was cupping her breasts like a teenage boy touching some for the first time. "No," I admitted, as I continued to stare at her breasts, barely concealed by her thin blouse.
She leaned in and kissed me. I saw fireworks in my head as this was the softest, most tender kiss I'd ever experienced. Her tongue parted my lips and explored my mouth, and mine reciprocated. I was completely intoxicated with her, and my pussy was leaking.
I forgot I was at a frat party, I forgot that anyone could see me kissing a girl, and I just allowed myself to be transported completely by the moment.
As our tongues sparred inside each other's mouths, I felt her hand go under my skirt and directly to my very damp pussy.
"No panties, you naughty girl," she purred, as her finger slid inside my heated cunt.
"Ooooooooh," I moaned, in shock and awe of what was happening.
She kept kissing me while she fingered me. I was moaning into her mouth, my body responding with unbridled lust.
She broke the kiss, gazed into my eyes and urged, "Come for me, Elizabeth."
Her finger found the g-spot I wasn't sure I had until that moment and I screamed, "Oh God!"
My body exploded, and my cum flooded out of my cunt like a broken dam.
"A squirter," she said softly, as she kept tapping on my clit.
"Oh God," I repeated, as I braced a hand on her shoulder to hold myself up, my legs feeling like jelly as all my energy was usurped from me by her masterful touch.
"You look so cute when you come," she complimented.
"Thanks," I whimpered, barely able to do anything but try to breathe.
She looked down and smiled, "You created a pretty big puddle."
"Sorry," I whispered, embarrassed by Exhibit A.
"Never apologize for getting off, sexy," she said, kissing me again.
I again melted into her touch until a few seconds later she again broke the kiss and ordered, "Come with me," even as my orgasm continued to tremble through me and I continued to feel cum flowing down my legs.
At this moment, I would have followed her anywhere... although even walking at all after the most intense orgasm of my life was very challenging.
She took my hand with the hand that included the finger that had been inside me, and led me away from the frat house and into a grove of large trees.
We stopped in a secluded spot, and she ordered, "Take off my blouse."
I was completely intoxicated by her beauty and utterly under her spell. I didn't consider myself a lesbian or even bi, but at this moment I was whatever she wanted me to be.
My hands trembled as I began unbuttoning her blouse. Once it was completely open, her breasts now free, she ordered softly, "Go ahead, Elizabeth, suck on my tits."
I didn't need to be invited twice, and I leaned forward and took her left nipple in my mouth as I cupped the other breast. I was in awe, the entire situation completely surreal.
I swirled my tongue around her hard nipple and bit it playfully, before replicating the attention on her other breast.
"That's so good, Elizabeth," she purred. After a moment she ordered, "On your knees, sexy."
I'd been told to do that many times, but never by a girl. I lowered myself to my knees and watched with eager anticipation as she pulled her skirt off. She too wasn't wearing any panties and I was now staring at her beautiful, glistening, shaved, pouting pussy.
I felt her pussy was calling my name.
Simone sat down on the grass, lay back, spread her legs and offered, "Go on, Elizabeth, lick me."
"I-I-I've never done this before," I stammered, not that I didn't want to, I desperately did. I just didn't want to disappoint her.
"Now don't be shy sexy, I know you'll be a natural," she purred, her voice so tender and alluring.
I crawled between her tanned legs, moved my head to her inviting pussy, extended my tongue and began licking.
Her cunt tasted so sweet, unlike what I'd imagined, especially considering how most men bitch about the taste of eating pussy (yet they expect us ladies to suck cock at the drop of a hat).
I wanted more of her taste; I wanted to fuck her pussy with my tongue. I tried to use my tongue as a small cock. I struggled at first, but I eventually got my tongue a short distance inside her small tight hole.
"Finger me too, Elizabeth," she ordered, her moans soft and sexy.
I moved my tongue to her swollen labia as I slid a finger inside her. I searched for her g-spot, not something I had any experience in finding, while flicking on her clit.
"That's it, your tongue feels so good," she moaned, as her hands went to the back of my head.
I didn't find her g-spot, but I was making her moan.
She grabbed my head and began grinding her cunt all over my face. I pulled my finger out and focused on licking while she literally fucked my face.
She soon screamed, "Yesssssss," and I received my first female cum facial.
I lapped up her juices, which were as sweet as the punch that had gotten me intoxicated enough to participate in this exhilarating interlude.
Unfortunately, even though we got together a couple more times, it was never as thrilling as the first time, and eventually I began dating a football player, a relationship that lasted a couple of years... never again tasting the sweet nectar of a woman.
Yet, for the first time in eight years, I was now drawn to a woman... well, a girl... she couldn't be more than eighteen or nineteen.
I watched her in Deja vu awe as if I were again a junior in college.
She was wearing a blue dress so short that when she sat down, I could see almost the entire tops of her thigh high stockings. I'd a few years ago become a stockings addict because of Ronnie and his obsession with them, and I'd come to see them as a great accessory for my outfits, as well as accentuating my best asset, my legs.
I was almost drunk enough to comment on her hosiery choice, but she looked barely eighteen and I was thirty years old today... she could only see such almost cross-generational flirtation as creepy.
She was also wearing five-inch heels and I couldn't help but wonder how she didn't kill herself in them.
She noticed my staring at her legs and heels so I quickly turned away, which only made my interest more obvious.
Until the curtain rose, I tried to focus on my sweet boyfriend who was giving me a great thirtieth birthday celebration.
Yet the temptation to look at this intriguing teenager was overwhelming.
Ronnie asked, "So, are you enjoying your thirtieth birthday?"
"It's the best thirtieth party I've ever had," I replied playfully.
As he chatted, I tried to focus on his words, but I couldn't get Simone out of my head, nor tonight's teenage lookalike.
I mean sure, on occasion I saw a beautiful woman, usually younger, and gushed a little as I remembered the exhilarating rush of my sexual submission to Simone... yet fantasy and the past never tended to become today's reality.
That said, fantasy wise, I nevertheless do have a lot of kinky fantasies that are on my sexual bucket list:
1. To be taken by a well-hung black man.
2. To be gangbanged by a group of well-hung black guys.
3. A night with a transsexual. A girl with a dick is such a turn-on (I like dick too much ever to completely cross over to the other side).
4. To be triple teamed with three cocks all pounding away at once is fun to imagine.
5. To be the cocksucker for an entire team (preferably a football team, with so many players and therefore so much cock) and having it morph into a bukkake (I do love the feeling of cum spraying on my face... a slutty kink at variance with my wholesome girl-next-door look).
There are others, but to summarize, my fantasy life is far more interesting than my actual life.
I took a couple more glances at the girl before the musical started, but she didn't seem to notice as she chatted with her mom. Yet, having her right leg crossed over her left gave me a very good look at the top of one of her thigh high stockings. Plus, her bodice didn't remotely conceal her firm, perky breasts.
I could feel my pussy getting tingly and was worried I would gush in these extravagant seats (maybe I should have worn at least a thong, or even more effective, a large absorbent beach towel to sit on... nah!).
I couldn't remember feeling this giddy around another woman in years, and she didn't have any clue what impact she was having on me.
She was easily one of the most beautiful girls I'd ever seen, somehow mixing a natural innocence with a powerful persona... and this latter trait I picked up on without even speaking with her. She just exuded a confidence in her look and dress... again a similar vibe to Simone all those years ago.
I was curious to know if her eyes were blue like mine. Her blonde hair was in a bun, which allowed her to showcase her facial features... which were utterly flawless... just like Simone's.
As the lights went down, I turned my attention to the stage. I love musicals, having seen many including Phantom of the Opera, Miss Saigon, Guys and Dolls, Jesus Christ Superstar, and Grease... just to name a few. But The Book of Mormon was my favourite... and this was the third time I'd seen it.
I tried to focus on the show, my right hand in my boyfriend's left, but it was a struggle. My past, my single lesbian tryst, kept playing through my head.
The teen sitting beside me, (was she even eighteen?) only enhanced my inability to focus as she continually kept shifting in her seat, crossing her legs and even playing with the hem of her dress and rubbing her nylon-clad legs.
I took a plethora of glances at her, particularly every time she changed positions. When she began rubbing her leg, I stared at her hands, her fingernails painted purple (curious whether her toes were a matching colour), and her sexy legs.
I tried to pull my eyes away from her hypnotic movements but couldn't, even as they broke out into one of my favourite songs, 'Turn it Off.'
As the musical continued, she continued to draw me in. I tried to focus on the plot, the humour and the dance numbers, but I continued to be drawn to her legs encased in nylons.
It being dark in the balcony, I assumed she couldn't tell I was staring, drooling and leaking over her, but when I heard her heel hit the ground, I watched as she moved her stocking-clad foot to the balcony rail and answered my question, she had indeed painted her toenails the same unique purple. Her feet in the dark mocha colour were sexy and I couldn't stop staring, no longer even feigning interest in the musical comedy that I loved.



She wiggled her toes, she leaned forward and fixed a seam that was slightly askew and then, using both hands, slowly moved her hands from her ankle up her calf to her knee and then far up her thigh.
I was completely intoxicated by this young woman, my pussy so wet I felt a gush leak out of me. Shit, I wish I could just get up and find a place to get off, I thought to myself as my pussy burned.
I imagined her pointing to the floor and my obediently dropping to my knees.
I imagined her opening her legs and again wordlessly, pointing to her pussy.
I imagined both my boyfriend and her mother watching as I was helplessly drawn to her... so much so that obeying her, tasting her, overrode all common sense and dignity.
I imagined leaning forward, extending my tongue, and tasting what could only be an exotic perfection.
I didn't even notice the final song of the first act ending. Only the clapping and the house lights going on woke me out of my vivid daydream.
My glazed eyes came back into focus and I realised I was looking directly into her face. And her face was smiling directly back at me.
My face burned red as I quickly looked away and towards my boyfriend, who was also staring at the teen's leg and foot (he too had a nylon fetish, and his favourite way to get off was a nylon-clad foot job. Because of that, all my nylons were sheer silk).
"I need to pee," I announced, needing to calm myself down. Although I was worried about the wet spot I'd already created on my chair. So as I stood up, I put my program down to conceal my saturation of sin and glanced back to her.
She was already up and walking the other way. I stared at her ass, and noticed her nylons had a seam going up the back.
As I stared, she turned around and smiled again... a knowing, self-assured smile.
My face burned red again as Ronnie took my hand and led me the other way.
As we made our way to the main floor and the wine, he asked, "Are you enjoying the show?"
"Which one?" I asked.
"She is distracting," he replied.
"I bet she is," I smirked, hiding my obsession by playing on his.
"Do you want another glass of wine?" he asked, changing the subject.
"Do you want to fuck my ass?" I asked flirtatiously, horny as hell. I then realized I had just ruined the surprise. We'd talked about it on occasion, even tried it once, so it wasn't completely out of the blue, but he was definitely surprised. But that first time we hadn't used lube, and it hurt like hell. But for the past couple of months I'd been prepping my ass with lube and butt plugs. For some reason, the idea of getting ass fucked turned me on, especially because everyone saw me as so prim and proper.
He stammered, "Y-y-yes."
"Then you'd better make sure I'm feeling pretty buzzed, so my inhibitions will be completely gone," I winked, before adding, "but I do really need to pee."
I left him in line and headed to the washroom, which of course had a long line.
The entire time I was in line I tried to figure out what it was that was drawing me to this girl. I mean I saw lots of women in nylons, I often saw beautiful women, and none of them had the impact this teenager was having on me.
Maybe it was the wine.
Maybe it was just that I was turning thirty, beginning to question if Ronnie was the one, and going through my own personal sexual self-awakening.
Maybe it was her eerie resemblance to Simone.
When I was leaving the bathroom, after deciding not to get myself off in a bathroom full of women waiting their turn, I felt someone grab my arm.
A voice asked, "Are you enjoying the show so far?"
I turned around. It was her! I stammered, "Y-y-yes, it's been very enjoyable."
"The production or me?" she asked, looking right inside me.
"Pardon?" I questioned, trying to feign innocence.
"You've been checking me out nonstop," she said, staring into my eyes.
"I have not," I lied, staring into her beautiful blue eyes.
"Tell you what," she said. "I have a very special thirtieth birthday present for you. If you want it, you'll leave your seat at the beginning of 'Baptize Me' and wait for me in the third-floor balcony bathroom. The final stall."
Before I had time to respond to the blunt offer, she walked away. I watched her until she was out of view.
As my head was spinning with her offer, the lights flickered, signaling that the musical was about to recommence.
I began walking back and saw Ronnie looking my way. I went to him, grabbed the wine he'd bought for me and downed it as if it was water as he asked, "What took so long?"
After finishing my wine, I replied, my head feeling light, "The line just crawled. I wish women could pee standing up."
"Just one of the many perks of being a guy," he smiled.
"Tell me about it," I nodded, taking his hand and heading back up the stairs to our seats.
As we returned, the unnamed girl was already seated and chatting with her mom.
I sat down, feeling very tipsy. A mixture of giddiness and trepidation bounced inside me.
Was she serious?
Why would she say such a thing if she weren't?
How did she know it was my birthday?
Did I want to? Fantasy is one thing, but making it into reality was an entirely different matter.
I glanced towards her. She was pointing at something on stage while chatting with her very pretty mom, who looked more like an elder sister, which gave me a chance to stare again at her lovely legs.
The lights dimmed and I had only the length of a few songs to make a decision. A decision fraught with consequence. My clouded drunken mind had a hard time considering the negative as my cunt burned and leaked with fevered excitement.
I was thirty now. Thirty-year-olds didn't go and have sex in a girl's washroom... especially at a Broadway musical with a teenager.
Yet, I was horny as hell and completely intoxicated by this confident, forward, seductive teen... just like I'd been with someone only a year older than I all those years ago.
Yet, my boyfriend was right beside me, his left hand idly stroking my right leg.
As the first number began, after a lengthy interlude to make sure everyone was seated, I felt another hand on my left leg.
A chill went down my spine and a gush of wetness flooded out of me... again.
Her hand was on my leg, and it slowly slithered its way under my dress.
I bit my lip not to let out a moan.
I should have stopped her, yet instead I allowed the beautiful stranger to explore me.
Reaching the top of my left stocking and feeling my garter, she paused.
I refused to look at her, my eyes fixed on a stage production I wasn't remotely watching or processing.
I waited with bated breath to see if her hand would explore any further up, my fiery leaking cunt ready to erupt.
But she didn't.
She just lingered there, ever so slowly caressing the top of my left sheer silk stocking.
When the song ended, both hands on both of my legs left as everyone clapped.
I did too, albeit greatly delayed, as my drunken, over-stimulated mind tried to focus on why I'd originally come here... to see the musical I loved.
As the production continued, Ronnie's hand returned to my leg, but hers didn't.
I kept waiting for her hand to return, yet it didn't, throughout the entire number.
Then, as the third song in this act began, my favourite, 'I Believe'. I felt her hand finally go to mine and she pressed something in my hand.
She had given me her wet panties.
OMG!!
My face went beet red in the dark, and a chill went up my spine.
She gave my hand a firm squeeze before moving hers away.
I knew I was supposed to leave once the next song started. My cunt was leaking with anticipation, my chair dripping with wetness, having repositioned myself so my leaking cunt was at the edge of the chair so I wouldn't soil the chair; instead I was making a puddle on the floor.
I had decided. I was definitely going to that washroom, I was too curious not to. When the song ended, I took a deep breath and glanced over to the teenager. She was staring at me with a slight smile on her face.
As soon as the characters broke into the song that was my cue to leave, I whispered to Ronnie, "Sorry, I have to go the washroom."
"Now?" he questioned.
"Too much wine," I answered, which was a believable excuse.
"Okay," he nodded, shifting his legs to the side so I could exit the balcony as discreetly as possible.
I walked out, found the stairs and climbed up to the third floor.
I saw the bathroom at the far end of the hallway and walked into it. My mind was spinning, and my body was tingling with anticipation.
I reached the bathroom and was surprised to see it only had two stalls; it was a lot smaller than the main lobby bathroom.
I went into the last stall and waited, feeling like a kid waiting to unwrap a present on Christmas morning. Or perhaps more like the wrapped package waiting for the kid.
I took her panties and brought them to my nose. As I'd expected, her scent was intoxicating, and I imagined how much stronger it would be directly from the source. I also wondered if it would taste as amazing as Simone's had all those years ago.
It was only a couple minutes before the bathroom door opened, yet it seemed like an eternity as I eagerly waited for... for my birthday present.
The heels clicked closer and closer until she was standing just outside my stall. She paused, then pushed the door open.
"Hi, my pet," she greeted.
A slight gush leaked out of me at her words. "H-h-hi," I stammered.
"So, ready for the best present ever?" she asked, walking into the large handicapped stall and closing the door.
"H-h-how old are you?" I asked, praying she was eighteen, praying I wasn't about to commit a crime.
"Old enough to know you're a submissive looking for a young mistress," she answered, seeing exactly what I wanted at the moment, yet not answering the question.
"Please tell me you're at least eighteen," I said, my cheeks red with excitement.
"Almost nineteen, if you must know," she answered, "not that age matters."
"It does in a court of law," I replied, even as my mouth watered, the last barrier from complete submission to this teen seductress dismissed and gone.
"Did you enjoy my little gift?" she asked, looking down at my hand wrapped possessively around her pink panties.
"It was a surprise," I answered.
"That doesn't answer the question, my pet," she countered.
"I loved it," I answered, "I've never received a gift before that was anything like it."
She chuckled softly and then asked, "So, why are you still standing?"
I sheepishly admitted, as I lowered myself to my knees, "I haven't been with a woman for eight years."
"It's like riding a bike," she smiled, "once you get going, your muscle memory takes control."
"I hope so," I nodded, my face now at her crotch, her skirt and panties (wait, I had her panties in my hand) being all that were stopping me from seeing and tasting her.
"So why did you decide to meet me?" she asked, looking down at me.
"I don't know," I answered, which was largely true.
"Does your boyfriend know you're about to lick a pussy?"
"He has no idea," I admitted, although knowing him, he'd encourage it enthusiastically and love the chance to watch.
"And if you had to choose between his cock and my pussy?" she asked, lifting up her dress and revealing a completely shaved pussy.
At this moment, the answer was obvious. I was staring at perfection and I had to taste it. I had to struggle to look up, her pussy so inviting, but I did, looked in her eyes, yes, they were blue like mine, and replied, "I want your pussy."
"Go ahead," she offered, "it's time to baptise you."
I had to smile. 'Baptise me' was my favourite song in the musical. I leaned forward, extended my tongue and began to lick. Her taste was marvellous, and I inwardly scolded myself for waiting so many years to lick another pussy. I began lapping hungrily, like a woman lost in the desert who finally finds water... I was indeed born again.
"Mmmmmmm," she moaned, "are you enjoying your present?"
"God, yes," I answered, smiling at the accidental religious response.
"You know," she said, as her hands went through my hair, "This won't be a one-time thing."
I didn't even hesitate in my response when I replied while still licking, "I hope not."
"I hope not, what?" she asked, moving my head face away from her purifying wetness.
I looked up at her, famished, wanting to dive back in her ocean; yet unsure what she was angling towards.
"Are you my pet?" she asked.
I nodded, "Yes."
"And if you're my pet, my submissive, that would make me...?" she asked, leading me to the trough.
It took me a second, but then the answer hit me with complete lucidity. "Mistress," I declared, "you're my Mistress!" the word flowing off my tongue naturally.
"Good pet," she purred and rewarded me by pulling me back into her pussy perfection.
I resumed licking; I resumed my baptism by fire; I resumed my journey as a submissive.
My head was spinning with consequence, understanding that my agreement that this was more than a one-time thing had been completely unpredictable. My relationship with Ronnie was completely predictable and completely dull.
I needed this, I wanted this, and I was so eager to indeed submit to her again.
Her moans increased and she grabbed the back of my head and began to grind her pussy on my face. Her wetness coated my face and smeared my makeup, but I didn't care. I just wanted to get her off, to taste the full flood of her heavenly moisture.
And then... the baptism came (literally) as her cum coated my face. I eagerly lapped up her holy juice.
I was reborn.
I was a new woman.
She eventually let go of my head and looking down at me smiled, "Happy birthday."
"Thank you, Mistress," I replied, looking up at her, my face feeling wet and sticky.
"Do you want the rest of your present?" she asked.
"How could there be more?" I asked.
"You'll find out when the show is over," she smiled, allowing her dress to drop back down. Before I could respond, she walked out of the stall, leaving me confused and still on my knees.
Bewildered and consumed with lust I remained on my knees, my pussy on fire.
I was just about to deal with my burning inferno, when she suddenly opened the stall door and ordered firmly, "And don't you dare touch that cunt of mine until I say you can."
"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, a gush of wetness coming out of me at her words 'cunt of mine'.
"By the way," she smiled, "be careful; there's a puddle on the floor."
"Yes, Mistress," I again nodded, feeling ashamed at making such a mess.
She added, "And don't you dare freshen up your make-up. I like my pets to walk around proud of the privilege to display my cum on their face."
"Yes, Mistress, proud it is," I agreed with a grin.
She walked out again and this time I stood up, my knees slightly sore. I walked out of the stall and went to the mirror. My make-up was indeed mussed, and I looked like I'd just been fucked... although that wasn't the case... although damn it, I did need to get fucked!
I obeyed her order, unsure how I would explain my smudged face to Ronnie, and also curious what she meant by another present.
I returned to the show and was surprised to realize I'd missed a couple more songs. Returning to my seat, as soon as I sat down, Ronnie leaned over and asked, "Where have you been?"
I lied, "My stomach was a bit upset."
He gave me a look, but thankfully in the dark it was hard to see how askew my make-up had become. That said, I did wonder if my face smelt like pussy.
I glanced over to the teenager, whose name I realized I still didn't know, and she was watching the hilarious 'Joseph Smith American Moses'.
I tried to watch the show I loved so much, but struggled as I pondered the crazy situation I'd gotten myself into. Did Ronnie notice my messy make-up or smell the teen's cunt juice on my face? What's the rest of the birthday present the teen had promised? How will I explain my just-fucked look to Ronnie? When was I going to be allowed to come?
As the songs continued, neither my man nor my Mistress put their hand on my knee, but as the song ended, the teen leaned over and whispered, "I want you to come during the climactic final number."
I gasped. I was already near orgasmic bliss and it sure wouldn't take long, yet doing it in a crowded theatre... I tended to be a screamer... was something I wouldn't normally do. I couldn't help but smirk at her word choice.
Yet... I desperately needed to have an orgasm.
Moreover... I felt utterly compelled to obey this seductive teenager.
My hands trembled as the song ended. I knew there was still another reprise of a song in 'Hasa Diga Eebowai' before the big finale.
I had that long to decide whether I was going to obey.
Part of me argued how ludicrous it was to obey a teenager.
Part of me argued how amazingly fulfilling it felt to obey this teenager.
Part of me argued that I was thirty and should be making decisions for myself.
Part of me argued that making decisions myself had resulted in a bland, unsatisfactory sex life for years.
Part of me argued I needed to be dignified.
Part of me argued I needed to just let go and be a slut.
Yet, even as my mind contemplated the different ramifications, my burning, leaking cunt was overriding my moral dignity.
As the reprise ended, the teenager put her hand on my leg and gave me a firm squeeze.
I nodded in the dark, not sure if she could see my trepidation and anticipation... two conflicting emotions that only seemed to enhance my desire to erupt.
And then, after a couple of minutes of character chatting, 'Tomorrow is a Latter Day' began. I took a deep breath, glanced over to Ronnie, who was watching the dancing, and moved my left hand under my skirt, slithered slightly on the seat so my cunt would leak onto the floor and not the chair, and began rubbing myself.
I glanced at the teenager who was watching intently, a small smile on her face.
When I uttered my first moan, reaching climactic bliss not going to take long after all the anticipation, I felt Ronnie's hot breath as he whispered, "What the hell are you doing?"
I moaned again in response, biting my lip so as not to alert the entire balcony and theatre, but I didn't dare speak.
Instead, I closed my eyes, replayed the scene in the washroom, and allowed the natural course of pleasure to wash over me.
My legs stiffened, my back arched, and I moaned much louder than I wanted to, as the flood of lust rushed out of me.
The teen whispered, "That's it, good girl."
Ronnie whispered, "What did she just say?"
My head light, I couldn't respond, as the pleasure coursing through me hit me like a thousand sparks of fire, creating pleasure not only in my cunt, but in my fingers and toes, up my back and through every pore of my body.
"What do you say after being allowed such pleasure?" the teen asked loud enough for Ronnie to hear, her hand back on my leg.
"What the hell?" Ronnie startled, for the first time noticing the teen's hand on my leg.
I ignored my on and off boyfriend of three years, thinking, Serves the bastard right for all the times he broke up with me, as I turned to her and replied, "Thank you, Mistress."
"You're welcome, my pet," she nodded, her hand moving under my dress and cupping my still leaking and tremoring pussy.
I imagine Ronnie was watching in shock and awe, but I focused on her touch, her words.
She moved her finger inside me for just a moment and I let out another moan (while Ronnie flinched) and watched as she moved her hand back out from under my dress and brought it to her lips.
"Holy fuck!" Ronnie said, not angrily, but in shock.



I imagined his dick was rock hard, but I wasn't going to give him the satisfaction of paying it any attention.
Instead, I turned my gaze forward and watched the rest of the show, my cunt still leaking as my cheeks flushed in the afterglow of my most intense orgasm in eight years.
When the show ended, I stood up to clap, and felt more of my cum dribble down my leg and I knew I needed to get some water in me ASAP.
After the final bows, the house lights came on and the teen informed me, "You're coming home with me and my Mom."
It was then, after all the crazy things I'd done, that I remembered that she was with her Mom.
I gasped, "With your Mom?"
"Oh yes, you're about to have the best thirtieth birthday evening in the history of thirtieth birthday parties," the teen promised.
The Mom looked at me with a warm smile and nodded, "Happy birthday, you darling slut."
"Thank you, ma'am," I nodded, the whole conversation surreal... my boyfriend standing right behind me and hearing every word.
"It's Mistress," the teenager corrected.
"Sorry, thank you, Mistress," I reworded, my mind completely overwhelmed with what was transpiring.
The teen took my hand and said, "Let's go."
Ronnie asked desperately, "Elizabeth, what's going on?"
I turned to him, unsure how to answer, even as other patrons were watching our strange tableau, and then I knew what to say. "I'm going home with these two."
"Why?" he asked, looking utterly confused.
Somehow feeling empowered, even as I was giving myself to a teenager and apparently her mother (which was intriguing in itself) I replied, "Because like you often do in June when you break up with me to bang some summer sluts, I found myself a better offer."
The teen added to my ex-boyfriend, "It's really a shame you didn't see her for what she truly is."
"And what's that?" Ronnie asked,
"A submissive slut," the teen answered, taking my willing hand and leading me away from him.
I didn't look back. I knew this decision was one that ended one phase of my life and began another. I didn't expect I'd end up in a permanent relationship with this teen, but after two simple sex acts this evening, I knew for certain that Ronnie wasn't for me... partly because he was a player, but even more so because he didn't have a cunt.
I had denied for years that I was bisexual, or maybe even a lesbian, but all those doubts, all those refusals to accept my own sexuality, were gone.
I was a lesbian.
I was a submissive lesbian.
Indeed, the teenager, who I later learned was named Bree, gave me the best birthday present anyone could ever ask for, my true identity.
...
EPILOGUE:
That night, I pleasured both mother and daughter; I was then double penetrated by both at once, once I'd told them of my original plan for the evening... to give my ass up to Ronnie.
I can't even begin to explain the euphoria of getting double penetrated, but it ended in multiple orgasms, and my eventually passing out from sheer exhaustion.
I would serve Bree a few more times, but it was her mother Carrie who I really hit it off with. Besides being a very sweet and patient Mistress, she also helped me accept my sexuality and even set me up with another one of their pets... a beautiful black woman named Joan (you can read about Joan's submission to Bree and Carrie in Lesbian MILF Seductress: Chocolate) who I've been dating for six months now.
My thirty-first birthday is coming up this weekend, and Mistresses Carrie, Bree and Joan have promised it will be an epic night. I imagine it will be.
THE END
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Plantation Overthrow Gangbang
"Bend over, nigger," Master demanded, as he prepared to rape my ass again, preventing me from getting the table ready for dinner.
I reluctantly obeyed, like the full service slave I was, having learned the consequences of disobedience as the scars on my back showed. Master, a disgusting man in his sixties, his wife long dead, used me for his sexual fulfillment, using my mouth and ass for his pleasure daily. He left my cunt alone because he didn't want any mixed-race babies tainting his white America.
As he unceremoniously slid his, thankfully, small cock in my ass, I pretended to enjoy it to avoid more whippings. "Oh Master, I love your cock in my ass."
He grunted, "All you niggers love cock in your asses."
I fake moaned, his cock not remotely giving me pleasure, "Oh, yes, Master, white cock feels so good in my ass."
As usual, a minute later he shot his cum in my ass and left me alone.
A couple of minutes later, his daughter, Annabelle, walked in and asked, "Why are you standing around doing nothing? Dinner should be ready to be served in fifteen minutes."
"Sorry, ma'am," I apologized. "I just finished serving your father."
"Did Daddy fuck your nigger ass again?" She asked, clearly repulsed. "Please tell me it wasn't over the kitchen table."
"Sorry ma'am, it was," I admitted.
"For Christ's Sake," she sighed. "Daddy," she called out leaving me alone.
As I prepared dinner, I couldn't believe how I had become a part of this ghastly predicament. A year ago I was a free black woman, having been born free after my parents bought their own freedom many years ago from a very gentle sweet master. One day, just weeks after reaching adulthood, a bounty hunter captured me and sold me to this pretentious family.
Master was a grotesque, fat, bald man who also had a nasty cruel streak about him and treated all his slaves like they were property...which we were in his eyes.
His daughter wasn't much better. Now thirty-five, her father had rejected many of her suitors over the years as he didn't want to be alone...his wife dying years ago, lucky to not have to put up with this man. Annabelle was naturally beautiful: a stereotypical blonde haired, blue eyed southern belle. She was also heir to a lot of money once her father died and thus was just biding her time until he kicked the bucket and she could marry whom she chose.
As for me, being raped and defiled by that bastard made up the most humiliating moments of my life. I considered committing suicide, but I was a Christian and believed that this was all a test to the eventual glory land; I considered running away, but he was well connected and made it clear if I left he would get my two younger sisters to replace me. Lastly, as a woman of God, I believed that The Lord would protect me in the end...and then it happened.
A few days later, the bastard fell of his horse and fucked up his spinal cord leaving him completely paralyzed from the neck down. Doctors tried their best, but the reality was he was bed ridden for life. For a couple of weeks he had lots of visitors and then they quit coming. It was then I decided to make the move that I had been setting up for the past two weeks.
Annabelle said, "Sally, please wash Daddy."
"I don't think so," I replied.
"Excuse me?" She questioned, shocked that a servant would dare talk back to her.
I walked up to her and said, "Starting now, I'm in charge here."
"I will have you whipped for such disrespect!" She said, trying to be firm like her father.
I slapped her hard against the face. "Look bitch, starting now you are the servant and we," I paused, snapping my fingers, "we are your Masters and Mistresses."
Her eyes went big as three black slaves of hers entered the room. "W-w-what are you guys d-d-doing?"
"Getting some white pussy," Jamal, one of the many slaves, said.
"Don't you dare!" the ex-Master ordered, although he was helpless in his bed, paralyzed from the neck down, all he could do was verbally threaten us.
"What?" She gasped.
Jamal reached her and roughly pushed her onto her knees. "Get sucking, bitch. If I feel any teeth on my cock I am going to take your ass," he ordered and threatened.
Ex-Master continued his empty threats, "If you touch her, I will have you all hanged."
She looked at me bewildered and helpless...just how I felt the first time her father raped me.
I quipped, ignoring the raging bastard, "Do you want it in your ass, slut? I bet you have fantasized about black cock all your life."
"What? No," she said, as Jamal fished out his big nine inch cock.
"Don't lie to us, you little slutty tease," Jamal said, shoving his cock in her mouth.
I walked over to Master, whose eyes were big and clearly full of fury and yet his body betrayed him. I explained, "The raping of your daughter is your fault."
He raged, "You nigger bitch, I'll fucking..."
I slapped him across the face. "You already did that. Although I can't say I really felt anything with your pathetic cock. Jimbo, come and show our white Master, what a real cock looks like."
The large black man walked over to us and whipped out the biggest cock I had ever seen. It was ten inches long and thick.
"Get that nigger dick away from me," he demanded.
I glanced over to see Jamal roughly face-fucking our white damsel in distress.
"That we can do," I smirked. "Jimbo, go show his daughter what real cock feels like in that white cunt of hers."
"Yes, ma'am," Jimbo nodded, moving to the helpless fuck-toy. He lifted her up, ripped off her dress, and tugged down her panties all while holding onto her as she kicked and screamed.
Jimbo tossed the panties to me as the helpless Master continued his idle threats, "I'm going to fucking kill all of..."
I shoved his daughter's panties in his mouth to muffle his protests.
Jamal suggested, "It'll be a lot easier for you if you don't fight the inevitable."
"Plus," George began, speaking for the first time, "your daddy has removed so many white suitors for you...he must have been saving you for real men."
Annabelle pleaded, as she was roughly thrown onto the bed, face down so she could look at her rapist dad while she herself, ironically, got raped, "Please, I'll do anything."
"I know you will," Jimbo agreed, as he held her down and slammed his massive cock in her tight white cunt.
"Noooooooo," she screamed in pain and humiliation.
Her father watched helplessly as his baby girl was taken in front of him.
She continued to beg, "Please stop, you're too biggggg."
"Don't worry," I comforted, "you will get used to it and eventually end up craving nigger cock."
"Never," she snapped back, as her whole body bounced off the bed as Jimbo roughly pounded her cunt.
Master finally spit the panties out of his mouth and continued his demands, "Get out of my daughter!"
"Shut up, or we will fuck your fat white ass," George shot back, an idea I'd have loved if he wasn't paralyzed and thus unable to feel the pain. Instead having his daughter get fucked by black cock was the ultimate revenge.
I shoved the panties back into his mouth and punched him in the balls just because I could.
"So bigggg," Annabelle whined a couple of minutes later as she got used to the massive cock inside her...obviously the pleasure was now overriding the initial pain.
"You love it, don't you slut?" I asked.
"Noooo," she protested, but the loud moan that accompanied it betrayed her denial.
"Liar," I quipped. I looked at her father, who was watching his daughter's facial expressions shift from pain to pleasure, "We are hoping to make you a grand-daddy to be by the time we are done today."
His eyes went wide at our intent as he tried to spit the panties out. I put my hand over his mouth and whispered, "This is only the first three, don't you have four other young, built and well-equipped men outside working?"
Annabelle, whose breathing was beginning to increase, closed her eyes.
I smiled, "Looks like your nigger loving daughter is finally getting into it."
Annabelle opened her eyes and said, "No Daddy, I don't, ohhhh, fuck, God don't stop."
"Beg for it bitch," Jimbo ordered, having stopped, buried deep inside her.
She looked at her father with shame and apologized, "Sorry, Daddy." She turned back and begged, "Please fuck me."
"You want slave cock in your privileged white cunt?" Jimbo questioned, loving the power shift...one he had dreamt about for years.
"Yes," she admitted, clearly frustrated as she wiggled her ass wanting the big black fuck stick back in her.
"But I thought we were dirty niggers?" He continued, wanting to mentally break this white bitch.
Master's head was shaking like he was having an epileptic seizure as she answered, "I'm sorry."
"So tell your Daddy what you want, slut," Jimbo demanded.
"Your big cock," she said, looking at Jimbo.
"No, look at Daddy and tell him in vivid detail what you want right now," Jimbo ordered, giving three quick pumps of his cock before again stopping.
"Oh, oh, yes," she moaned, before looking at her father and saying, "Daddy, I want our slave's big black cock in me."
I quipped, "You can do better than that, white whores like you have cunts."
She glared at me, trying to somehow maintain a power over me still.
I warned, "You ever glare at me like that again, bitch, and I will fist fuck that cunt of yours."
Her eyes went big, but she didn't say anything, probably stunned to hear me so powerful and to hear a phrase she likely had never heard before.
"Bitch, beg," Jimbo demanded slapping her ass hard.
"Aaaah," she screamed in pain. Still staring at her Daddy, she begged, shame in her eyes, "Please, my nigger slave, fuck your white slut's wet cunt."
"How much do you love nigger cock?" Jimbo asked, beginning to fuck her again.
"I fucking looooove it," she squealed.
Jamal, his cock still hard, moved onto the bed, sitting on the old man's stomach and ordered, "Get sucking, bitch."
Insatiable hunger taking over, she leaned forward and inches away from her Daddy's face, she began sucking black cock.
Annabelle was struggling to suck Jamal's big cock, while also getting fucked from behind. Her breathing erratic, she finally screamed, a couple of minutes later, "Fuuuuuck," as she had her first orgasm.
I bent down and whispered into the bastard's ear,"Jimbo is about to fill your baby with a big dose of nigger cum."
He shook his head violently again, but his helpless protests only added to my amusement. I asked, "Don't you want a black grandchild?"
He finally spit his daughter's panties out of his mouth again and demanded, "Get your fucking nigger cock out of my daughter!"
Jimbo winked and a few seconds later grunted obnoxiously as he shot a load of cum deep in Annabelle's cunt.
Annabelle weakly protested, "Noooo," but was quickly shut up by Jamal's cock.
Jimbo pulled out as Master ranted and raged. "I'm going to kill you all, you fucking useless nigger slaves."
"I think it is time to teach the old man that such derogatory rants have consequences," George, a man of few words, declared. He moved behind the still twitching white slut and without warning shoved his cock in her ass.
"Nooooooooooo," Annabelle screamed as George tore the white bitch apart.
"Blame your racist father," George said, as he continued his slow push forward, deep, into Annabelle's no longer virgin ass.
"You fucker," Master said, still not catching on.
"Fuck, you are one dumb white man," I said, slapping him across the face as I got undressed.
"Oh fucking please pull out," Annabelle begged, tears streaming down her face, clearly in intense pain.
He glared at me and said, "After all I've done for you."
I roared, "Raping me? Sodomizing me? Your daughter's nigger orgy is strictly revenge on you, you bastard." I straddled his face and threatened, "Lick my nigger cunt, or your daughter is used by every slave in the community."
Before he could respond, I dropped my cunt onto his face and began grinding.
Meanwhile, I watched as Jamal kept shoving his cock in the bitches' mouth while George declared, "All in."
"Well, ream her ass," I said, like her father had done to me...albeit with a much smaller cock.
"No, please," she begged, tears streaming down her face, "it hurts so much."
"No different than when your father fucked me," I pointed out, before quipping, "although his dick is the size of a seven year old."
"Oh slut, today you are a cum bucket. We plan to fill you with so much nigger cum you will be having triplets," Jamal declared, shoving his cock back in her mouth.
"I'm not sure that's how it works," I laughed, as I continued grinding my cunt on the old man's face. Surprisingly, he was licking, rather randomly, but still, the white Master was licking a nigger slave's cunt.
"Oh fuck, shit, hurts, burns, fuck," she cried.
"Don't worry after the fifth or sixth time your ass will be used to it," I quipped, before adding, "or at least until Jimbo tries to fit his snake back there.
After a couple of minutes of ass fucking, George was fucking her so hard the bed moved, he warned, "The bitch is so tight I'm not going to last long."
"Pull out and deposit your baby making seed in her cunt," I demanded.
"With pleasure," he nodded, pulling out and slamming into her cunt.
Watching the bitch get it from both ends, my own orgasm was building, but wanting to humiliate both father and daughter again, I got off the old man's face and said, "Apparently you are not completely useless."
He snapped, "You fucking nigger bitch."
I shoved the panties back in his mouth and ordered, "Another word and you become a cocksucker."
"Here it comes," George grunted, and a second load was deposited in the fertile white bitch's womb.
"Jamal go fill a hole, it's time to see if this bitch can eat cunt," I declared.
Looking utterly defeated, she stared as I, like Jamal earlier, sat on her useless father. This time though it was my pussy, instead of a cock, for her to serve.
I grabbed her head and said, "Let's go bitch, time for you to serve me for once."
Jamal slammed into her, forcing her face into my cunt. I held her head and demanded, "Get licking or I take you to the rest of the women."
Her face bounced into my pussy, as Jamal roughly fucked her.
She awkwardly licked, while moaning loudly at the pleasure Jamal's cock was giving her.
I asked, "Do you want to be the niggers' slut from now on?"
"Yesssss," she moaned.
"You are now our sex slave," I continued.
"Kkkkkkkk," she agreed, so overwhelmed with pleasure she would agree to anything.
"Keep licking," I ordered, my head already planning how we were going to take over the plantation.
She obeyed, looking like she was enjoying munching pussy, too.
Jamal groaned, "Take my load," before a third load of cum filled her cunt.
"Aaaaaaah," she moaned into my cunt as she herself reached yet another orgasm.
Once Jamal pulled out, she focused on my pussy and eventually got me off as I flooded her face with my own orgasm.
I ordered, "Now stand above your father."
"Please no," she pleaded, likely worried I was about to make her commit incest.
"Just do it." I ordered.
She obeyed, again apologizing, "I'm so sorry, Daddy, I can't stop myself."
I tool the panties out of his mouth and watched as cum dripped out of her well-fucked cunt and onto her father's face.
He tried to move his face out of the way, but it was useless as three loads dripped out of her.
"Do you want more nigger cock?" I asked.
"Yes," she whispered.
"Yes, what?" I questioned.
"Yes, I want more nigger cock," she admitted.
"Jimbo, go get the rest of the boys," I said.
Over the next hour, Annabelle got double penetrated and triple-teamed taking seven more loads, all but one inside her cunt.
Unbeknownst to all of us, her father had a second stroke during the gangbang and ended up also losing his ability to speak...which would turn out really well for the rest of my plan.
Epilogue:
We took over the plantation, buying many more slaves and expanding the business to all. To most, it looked like every other plantation: black slaves working for their white owner, but that was a mirage.
In reality, we did indeed work the plantation, but we also owned it. Annabelle was our spokesperson, but otherwise she was our fuck toy...our eventually pregnant fuck toy.
Ironically, by using big black cock we freed many slaves and did so for many years until the Civil War finally freed all black men.
By the way, Annabelle ended up carrying six babies; her father lived for another ten years in a near comatose state, watching helplessly as his daughter became a full service cum slut for over a hundred black cocks...and loving every minute of it.
The End
Jimbo 9
Jamal 10
George 8
Master Wallace
Annabelle
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CUNT MUNCHER
I had known it was only a matter of time before Ms. Goldstein learned of my past discretions including apparently fucking her fiancé, and, of course, she did.
She called me into her office, just before lunch on the day after Bryce reamed my ass, a day Bryce hadn't forced me to get him off yet.
I went in full of trepidation, expecting the worst. When I walked in she was at her desk, her feet oddly on top of her desk, her stocking-clad feet in clear view. Immediately, I sensed that this was on purpose, it was symbolic of something, I just had no idea of what.
She began, her tone implying anger, "So Mr. Hamilton came in here last week and discussed his concerns about comments you made."
"I just answered his questions, ma'am," I replied, suddenly relieved that maybe she didn't know about Bryce and me, or her fiancé. I noticed also that with her skirt riding so high in her awkward unprofessional position, I could see the top of her lace stockings...just another example of her own sluttiness behind her so-called professional appearance.
"You told him that I had decided to change who led his account," she said, looking at me firmly.
"Yes, ma'am," I nodded, "isn't that the truth?"
"You attempted to shift blame from your own incompetence onto me," she responded.
"I'm sorry ma'am," I said, annoyed at her accusations of my actual work, "but I don't feel I have any incompetencies."
She scoffed. "Being a cock sucking ass slut I think is a pretty big incompetency."
My faces burned at her words...she knew. I tried to defend myself, "He blackmailed me."
"You're saying my fiancé blackmailed you that night?" She asked, raising an eyebrow at me with a tone that was clearly challenging.
"Oh, um, no," I said, realizing she wasn't talking about Bryce. "That was just one wild, drunken night."
"I'm sure," she again scoffed. "Only real depraved sluts allow strangers to fuck their ass."
Shame burned through me as the reality was I had no clear defence or rationale for my actions. Sometimes...I was a slut...and I liked it. Yet, I couldn't tell her that. Instead, I tried to explain it. "Ma'am, I was young and stupid."
"And when you sucked Bryce's cock, or bent over and took it up your ass in his office you were what then?" She asked.
My eyes went wide, as she obviously knew about everything, maybe even my blow job with the janitor. I now defended myself, "He blackmailed me."
"Did he?" She asked. "On the video it looks like you're rather willing. Especially when he begins pounding that fat ass of yours."
I burned with humiliation. I stammered, "I-I-I don't know why, but once I see a big cock I..."
"Turn in to a raving cum slut?" She finished.
"I suppose," I whispered, already trying to figure out how I was going to get a new job if the truth of my sexual depravity came out.
"You suppose? Either you turn into a raving cum slut or you don't, which is it?" She questioned.
My head down, I answered in a whisper, "Raving cum slut."
"Louder," she ordered, "I can't hear you. And look at me when you speak."
I raised my head, looked her in her eyes and admitted, "Raving cum slut."
"And if I'm correct, you also really love white cock," she continued.
"Yes," I nodded, knowing there was nothing left to do but admit the truth.
"Even more than your husband's nigger cock?" She continued.
"Yes," I again admitted, the reality of it was Jonathan's cock and a white cock side by side, I would drop in front of the white one every time. It shamed me, but it was who I was and Jonathan deep down knows that; just like I know that if he was here right now he would eagerly kiss and lick this white bitch's stocking-clad feet.
"Well, obviously we can't have you being one of our lead accountants meeting with big name clients and be a spic anal white cock cum slut, can we?" She asked.
"I guess not," I replied, deflated, accepting my weakness was now getting me fired.
"But I do think you can still play a critical role in our firm," she said, surprising me.
"R-r-really?" I stammered, suddenly seeing a glimmer of a light at the end of the very dark tunnel.
"Oh, yes," she nodded. "We just need to change your job title and duties."
I wasn't sure where she was going with this. I sensed it was going to be sexual, it just seemed the logical conclusion to this situation, yet even I wasn't ready for the words out of her mouth.
"You will be the firm's cum bucket and when I say cum bucket I mean for both cock and cunt," she informed me.
As usual, my emotions were mixed. The idea of constant white cock, every other accountant was white, except for a junior accountant who was Asian. Actually, every secretary was also white: white, young and beautiful.
It was only me and the janitorial staff that was of colour. It wasn't until then that I also realized there wasn't one black employee in the entire firm...that couldn't be a coincidence.
That said, I had never even remotely been interested in the idea of lesbian sex...that, it seemed, was about to change if I wanted to keep my job.
Of course, this was going to be degrading. I loved my job; I was excellent at it; and I had come a long way overcoming racial barriers to get here...it would be a devastating shame to end up like my cousins...just another Latina slut.
Yet...sadly...undeniably...frustratingly...my cunt was on fire.
I didn't say anything...really what was there to say? I was completely at her mercy and I was pretty sure I wasn't going to get any.
"Now before we get ahead of ourselves, I need to make sure you are worthy of this position," she said.
"I'll do anything," I said, understanding the word 'anything' was pretty wide in scope, especially for a pretentious bitch like Michelle.
"Good word choice," she nodded, "as your new duties will include a wide range of tasks."
I could only imagine the breadth of her 'wide range of duties'. I nodded, "Of course, ma'am."
"Let's start your training," she said.
"Okay, ma'am," I nodded, oddly curious what the training would include, my pussy excited for whatever lay ahead.
"Lick the bottom of my feet," she ordered, as she pulled her cell phone out and began texting.
There it was, the first humiliating task of submission. I couldn't help but smirk at the thought that Jonathan would be in heaven at the task.
I stood up, bent over and began licking the souls of her feet. I really had no idea what I expected but the taste was mostly bland with a bit of salty sweat. It wasn't appealing or unappealing, it was just a task of obedience which, of course, made my pussy tingle.
"Massage them too," she ordered, without looking up from her cell.
I obeyed that task too. I was surprised by how silky soft her hosiery was, completely sheer unlike my apparently cheap pantyhose. Although I had never been a nylon woman, I could see how such sheer silky hosiery would feel sexy.
As I multitasked, licking her foot while simultaneously massaging it, I wondered what else she envisioned me doing in my new role. Although part of me was mortified to be just a cum slut for my fellow employees, particularly since I not only had worked with many of them, but I had seniority over almost all of them...and was undoubtedly seen as a leader in this firm...or at least I had been.
I also wondered, now that the door had been open to a thought I had never seriously considered, what it would be like to please a woman sexually. I have tasted myself many times on Jonathan's cock or my fingers, as well as tasting my asshole too many times to begin to fathom after a dick slammed into my shit hole (I don't know why, but calling it a shit hole always turns me on more...the taboo of it I suppose...classy business women are not supposed to love and crave a cock in their ass). Yet, another woman's pussy, well that would be new...and now I was curious.
I massaged and licked her feet for a good twenty minutes when there was a knock at the door.
I froze.
"Keep massaging, maid Lizzy," she ordered, looking at me for the first time since originally giving me this submissive task.
"But," I began to protest, but was quickly shut down.
"Never," she roared, "question me. Fucking never. Is that fucking clear you border jumping, ass taking, cum swallowing, spic bimbo bitch?"
The litany of degrading names made me tremble as a gush of wetness leaked into my panties.
She roared, now with laughter, clearly amused and surprised by my reaction. "That degradation turned you on didn't it?"
"Yes," I whispered, again embarrassed, not wanting to give her any more ammunition than she already seemed to have.
"Fucking priceless," she said, shaking her head at me. "Come in," she called out.
The door opened and her secretary, a ridiculous pretty redhead from Ireland, walked in and said, "Your car is ready, Ms. Goldstein."
"Thank you, Alannah," Ms. Goldstein responded, "please show our cum bucket her new working area."
I winced at the flippancy of her attitude and the obvious reality that this nineteen year old secretary was witnessing me licking her boss's feet.
"Of course," Alannah agreed, her tone sounding both amused and eager.
"Feel free to use her for a quickie if you wish during your break," Ms. Goldstein offered, as if I was her property, which it seemed I was.
"Why, thank you, that is very generous," the pretty redhead replied, as Ms. Goldstein moved her feet away.
"Let me make this clear," Ms. Goldstein said, "You will obey any order given by any member of our firm, regardless of their job in the firm. You are lowest of the low on the chain here, is that clear?"
"Yes, ma'am," I nodded, humiliation compounding humiliation.
"The good news is, when you aren't satisfying the needs of your many Masters and Mistresses, you will continue to work on the many clients you are assigned," she added.
"Oh," was all I could muster as I processed two very different messages from her last sentence. That every employee here was my Master or Mistress and that I still was expected to do my regular job in between pleasuring staff members.
"Have fun and you're not to leave for home until I give you permission," she added as she walked to the door.
"Okay," I whispered, my head still spinning with the expectations.
"Okay, what?" She asked, now at the door.
I didn't need to ponder what she was expecting, I turned to her and corrected myself, "Okay, Mistress."
"You may take an early break, Alannah," Ms. Goldstein offered, "just transfer the phones to Cameron and then, if she wants a break, you can return the favour."
"Of course," Alannah nodded, with a big smile on her face.
Ms. Goldstein walked out and as one Mistress left, a new one took control.
"Knees," the young redhead ordered.
I obeyed. Although Michelle was definitely attractive in the prima donna stereotypical blonde diva way, Alannah was drop dead gorgeous and dripping with sex appeal.
As Alannah sat on one of two couches in the ridiculously big office and said, "Crawl to me."
Oddly intrigued at what she may make me do, and also because I am a submissive and was trying to keep my job, I crawled to her.
Reaching her, she asked, "Have you ever munched on cunt before?"
I looked up at her, now understanding her intentions (as if there was any doubt) and answered, "No, Mistress," showing my complete submissive side.
"But you want to, don't you?" She questioned, looking down at me, her beautiful smile drawing me in even more.
"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, the truth being at the moment I did want to lick her. It was fascinating psychologically how quickly I could transfer from prim and proper no nonsense Dominican business woman to submissive, completely obedient, eager, horny cum craving Latina whore.
She stood up, pulled down her skirt, revealing she too was wearing lace top stockings, tugged down her panties and sat back down. I stared between her white legs and at her pink inviting pussy.
She ordered, "Don't just stare, get to work...this is one of your new job duties...munching cunt."
"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, realizing I was staring. I crawled between her legs, extended my tongue and began my new job duty...licking. Although I had found my own pussy taste rather bland with just a subtle taste of something unique, the immediate rush to the taste buds as I lapped between her pussy lips was exotic and appetizing. I immediately was addicted and knew it was just one more sexual task, regardless of the humiliation of it, which I would now enjoy.
"That's it," she moaned, "get my cunt nice and wet with that fat tongue of yours."
I had never considered myself to have a fat tongue, but I did continue licking, which created more wetness...a continuous teasing of a taste, a delightful appetizer that just made me hungrier for the full meal.
"Are you enjoying yourself?" she asked.
I looked up, continuing to lick, "Yes, Mistress."
"Do you like the taste?" she questioned next.
"God, yes," I admitted, sounding way more eager than I meant to.
"Good, because this will be one of your food groups for now on," she quipped.
Oddly, that sentence only excited me. I wondered if all pussies had a similar taste. I couldn't help but wonder what Michelle would taste like. I pondered what Bryce's secretary would taste like, assuming she was likely next to be pleased.
"Flick my clit," she demanded.
I obeyed, willing to do whatever it took to get the full gush of her pussy juice. I flicked her clit and her legs twitched.
She moaned, "That's it, don't stop."
It was weird pleasing someone who didn't call me names, oddly I missed it. The name-calling, the demeaning racial terms and the aggressiveness got me off and, although I was enjoying licking her pussy and dying to get her off, my own pussy was rather dormant.
'Do I only get off from being used and degraded?' I pondered, just as she grabbed the back of my head and pulled me deep into her wetness.
She ground her pussy up and down my face and I just extended my tongue and tried to breathe in the tight space.
Having her fuck my face did make my pussy tingle and soon she let out a load moan, and a second later coated my face with her pussy juice. The first gush hit me on the nose and I immediately raised my head slightly so my mouth and tongue received the glory of her cum.
I hungrily lapped, the taste as heavenly and addicting as I imagined it would be...knowing that I was now indeed a cum slut for men and women...also knowing my night time fantasies would also be more complex from now on.
When she let go, she pushed my head away and laughed, "You're making me need to pee."
I could feel her cum on my face and instinctively licked my lips as I looked up at her.
As she stood up, she said, "You may go to your new office."
"Where is it?" I asked, disappointed as my office was one of the biggest in the firm, although not even a quarter of the size of Michelle's,
"It's the old Langston room," she informed me.
I winced. The Langston room was our old break room at the back of the building. A place I immediately realized was secluded enough that none of our clients would ever stumble into it.
"It is the perfect location for your new job duties," she explained, as she stood up. "Michelle has moved your computer and desk there, and added a few very helpful items."
Even though the answer was clear, I asked, "What exactly is my new job title?"
"I'm not sure," she shrugged, "but your duties are very clear: continue working on files given to you when you are not relieving employees of their sexual stress."
I chuckled softly, "That is a very politically correct way of putting it."
She moved to the door. "I'm sure your Mistress will have a clearer job title and duty expectations."
"Okay," I nodded, humiliated and excited, the usual contradicting emotions that always left me a mental mess.
"You may walk to your new office," she said, as she opened the door and left.
I stood up, my knees cracking, and stretched. 'What had I got myself in to? How could I get myself out of it? Did I want to get out of it? What about Johnathan?
I sighed and headed to the staff room, which apparently was my new office. Oddly, I was quite curious what the 'helpful items' were.
I had to walk past all six offices to get there and it was obvious that EVERYONE knew of my situation. I got looks of disgust or amusement and no one said a word to me. In the past, every secretary for sure would greet me warmly, but now the only heat I was getting was the burning in my cheeks.
I had officially become the exact thing I had fought my whole life...a complete slut.
Reaching my new office, I walked in and gasped.
The room had been completely refurnished since I had last been in there over a year ago. It had been used for storage, I believe, for the past year ever since we got a new, much nicer, staff lounge.
This room had a computer desk and chair (it seemed my desk and chair had been moved here already), a couch, with my Dominican Republic flag on it (I had it hanging in my office to show my Dominican pride), an antique chest, a dildo stuck to the wall, and a Sybian.
My cunt immediately tingled at the many things I imagined I was going to have to do.
I barely had time to really even think about what all this implied when I was startled by Cameron Abbey, Bryce's secretary.
"Well, its time I see if you are as good at munching cunt as you are at sucking cock," the secretary bluntly said.



I almost spoke back, still not used to being spoken to in such a way by a secretary, Alannah having been rather kind as she ordered me to sexually service her. Yet, I just looked at her and waited further instructions.
"Stop staring at me, whore, and get munching cunt," she ordered, much more abrasive than Alannah, as she walked past me, moved to the couch, hiked up her skirt, revealing she too was wearing thigh highs (seriously, was there a memo I didn't get?), sat on the couch and snapped her fingers.
I began to walk to her but was scolded.
"On your fucking knees you dumb spic," she demanded, venom in her tone.
I immediately dropped to my knees.
She roared with laughter as I began crawling to her, "Fuck, you really are as big a submissive whore as Bryce said you were."
My face burned with shame, hating being treated so demandingly by a secretary, yet also turned on by her firmness. I was also curious if her taste would be similar to the sweet perfection of Alannah's.
Unlike Alannah, whose cunt was shaved, Cameron's was hairy and her pussy lips were barely visible through her forest. I shook my head, disgusted at the laziness of this woman. In my mind, a coño, a cunt in Spanish, should always be shaved so your man didn't get hair in his mouth. Johnathan was also completely shaved which was great for sucking him off and made his dick look even bigger.
Getting between her legs, her scent was also a lot stronger and less pleasant, as her forest of hair seemed to trap her strong scent.
She smirked, "I didn't wipe after I took a piss, but I imagine a whore like you doesn't care much about how sanitary a cock or cunt is."
I didn't say anything, disgusted by her words, but reluctantly tried to find a track to her cunt. It took some work, and the excess of hair was a constant inconvenience (both in my mouth and nose), but I did create a path to her pussy.
Although nowhere near as enjoyable as licking Alannah's shaved pussy, I got more turned on by licking Cameron's...if only because of the verbal humiliation constantly thrown at me.
"That's it you dirty fucking spic, munch on my cunt," and "This is where you should always be, on the floor licking cunt, sucking cock or cleaning floors," and "I can't wait to see you take it up that fat ass of yours," and "I bet you've been fantasizing about eating my cunt for years."
Although her words were racist, ludicrous and inaccurate, they somehow made my cunt wet. Like submitting to white men, I apparently was equally submissive to white women; also, it didn't surprise me that her racial degradation only enhanced my desire to please, especially the name calling or manual labour references.
I tried to replicate the process I did with Alannah by getting her cunt wet by licking between her pussy lips first. Although her taste was indeed different from Alannah's, much tarter in taste, it was still addicting and tasty (tasty being a strange but accurate word choice).
As I sensed her getting closer, her verbal assaults quitting as her moans increased, I replicated the clit flicking I had done on Alannah.
"That's it, you eager spic," she moaned, her legs tightening against my head, "Suck my clit between those dark lips,"
I obeyed, sucking her clit between my lips and she let out a long moan, her whole body shivering. "Don't stop you fucking spic dyke."
I didn't, my own cunt on fire at her verbal abuse, as she suddenly grabbed my head and began bouncing my face on her cunt. It was strange and rough, and somehow, it got her off, as she sprayed her cum all over me...like you often see in the porn movies.
I tried to catch as much as I could in my mouth as she sprayed my face with way more cum than any man ever had. Her hand holding the back of my head, I literally felt like my face was under a shower as her cum continued to rain on me.
It was almost tasteless, as if I was catching water, yet the humiliation of having a face coated with pussy juice only added to my surreal day.
When she let go, she looked down and said, "I hate to admit it, but I think we finally found something at this firm you are actually useful for."
"Thanks," I absurdly responded, as I felt her juice dripping off my chin.
"Plus, this is easily the best you have ever looked," she added, with an amused smirk.
I didn't say anything, curious as to what my face looked like after her massive orgasm.
"You may get to work," she ordered, as she pushed me aside, making me fall over, and stood up. She shook her head, "I'm sure there will be more cock and cunt for you throughout the day."
She walked out as I lay on the floor, shame coursing through me as it always did once a task was completed and I was alone to think.
I got off my weary knees, moved to my computer and was surprised to see a note on my screen.
Slut,
You will sit on the cock at all times when working.
The theory is quite simple: you should have a cock in one of your three fuck holes at all times... unless you are licking cunt.
When not servicing the employees, and EVERY employee here is free to use you as they wish, you are to continue to work on the files you have been given.
It wasn't signed.
I stared at it.
I hated that I was being treated so poorly.
I hated that my own personal weakness had put me in this predicament.
I hated that I couldn't do anything about it.
Yet what I hated most was the undeniably harsh reality that it made my cunt sopping wet.
I read the note a dozen times before rolling back the chair to see that a strap-on cock had been modified for me. It was extremely white, a good seven inches big and thick. Although I could take such a cock in my cunt with ease, sitting on it would be more awkward, as would, obviously, attempting to work with it deep in me.
I also wondered if I should take my pantyhose off, as obviously it was impossible to do it with them on. Instead, I decided to grab a pair of scissors, cut a hole in my cheap pantyhose (I planned to buy better pairs after work, or maybe even thigh high stockings... why was I even thinking of dressing even sluttier?) and then, realizing my panties were also in the way, cut my panties and threw them in the garbage (it was easier than undressing).
I then awkwardly lowered my fevered cunt onto the big plastic cock.
I moaned as it parted my wet pussy lips and felt the pleasure course through me as my needy cunt was filled.
Once it was all in me, I looked around. No one else was in the room and I desperately needed to get off. So, I put my hands on my desk and began awkwardly riding the cock. Unfortunately, because of the arm rests on my chair, I really struggled to get into any sort of rhythm and was experiencing more frustration than I was pleasure.
Pausing, I looked over at the cock on the wall and the Sybian and pondered if I should just go and use one of them.
I had never used either before and both had me curious. I decided 'fuck it'. I was already seen by some as a slut and apparently would be by the rest at any given moment so I might as well enjoy myself.
I stood up, moved to the Sybian, found the on switch, turned it on and lowered myself on the vibrating cock which was an inch smaller, but thicker, than the cock on my chair.
"Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhh," I moaned, as the vibrations coursed through me as the vibrating cock filled me. This position was new. I was used to being on all fours, or bent over a desk, two very submissive positions, or on my back...I was rarely on top and never with my legs spread quite like this.
Although I had a vibrator and a couple other toys, I usually, as strange as it sounds, grinded my cunt on a teddy bear when I masturbated, something I started doing back in my senior year after getting caught blowing. (By the way, it's still the same teddy bear!). But this, this machine was heaven and I already knew I was going to be going online to search for prices.
I didn't have to ride it, I just closed my eyes and let the vibrations of the glorious machine take control. It was like having an electronic master who knew exactly what I needed.
I was squeezing my tits through my blouse, my orgasm very close when I was startled by a voice.
"Holy shit, I wouldn't have believed it myself if I wasn't seeing it with my own eyes," another female voice said.
It was Juliette (and don't you dare spell it Juliet), an accountant who was originally from Paris, France. Her French was sexy and she dressed for work like a tart. She looked more like she was about to go to the bar than an office, but because of her European flair it passed for endearing and chic instead of unprofessional and slutty. It had been clear very quickly that she strongly disliked me, I didn't know if it was a race thing, a personality thing or a superiority thing (I had seniority over her), but regardless, it was abundantly clear.
I didn't open my eyes at first, not wanting to see what was definitely going to be a smug smirk. Plus, my orgasm was imminent.
"Don't you dare come, you fucking pretentious spic bitch," she demanded, her swearing sounding somehow sexy with that accent, an accent that before my humiliating submission I found completely grating on my nerves.
Unfortunately, the buzzing and her venomous tongue were the final trigger that got me off.
I moaned, "Sorrrrrrry," as my orgasm washed over me, my eyes still closed.
"You fucking dumb spic," she said, her disgust clearly evident.
"Godddddd," I whimpered, the orgasm only intensified by her sexy accent and degrading words.
I heard her heels moving towards me and could sense she was directly in front of me.
"I've waited a long time for this," she said.
I opened my eyes and was staring at her trimmed cunt. She had already dropped her skirt to the ground, she too was wearing thigh high stockings (I mean seriously was there a memo I didn't get? The answer, I would learn, was yes).
My body was still pulsing with pleasure from the intense orgasm as she roughly grabbed my head and pulled me into her cunt, while the vibrating machine kept on buzzing.
Her scent was completely different, fruity even, as if she sprayed perfume down there. I immediately began licking, her little patch of hair not in the way to her pink pussy lips.
"I knew you were too good to be true," she quipped, as I began licking. "All you dark skinned jungle bunnies are the same."
I wanted to point out there were no jungles were I was and that was more a black racial shot, but it seemed rather irrelevant at the point. The point she was making, unfortunately, was tough to deny. I had become just like all my fellow cousins...another Dominican slut. I had just, on my own accord, ridden a Sybian, in my place of business, to get off. This, of course, after massaging and kissing my boss's feet and licking my first two pussies ever, two secretaries both below me in academic and financial standards.
"You always acted like you were better than me and yet you are just a dirty ass whore," she continued, as I lapped hungrily at her wetness.
My first orgasm refused to completely end and a second was already beginning to rise.
"Do you think you are better than me?" she asked, moving my head back and pulling my chin up so I was staring at her.
"No," I admitted, which was the truth at the moment.
"Did you think you were better than me?" she questioned, looking down at me.
The truth was yes, I thought she was a skank who used her accent and body and likely sucked and fucked her way into her position. Instead of lying, I admitted, "Yes."
"Why?" she asked.
The vibrating inside me was building as I replied, "I thought you were a slut."
She scoffed, "Well that is literally the pot calling the kettle black."
"Yes," I nodded with a soft moan, realizing how hypocritical I had been. I judged her and many other women as sluts who used their bodies to get ahead, while I secretly fantasized about being used and dominated by white men.
She shook her head, "I'm going to have a lot of fun with you."
She grabbed my head and pulled me back in her scented wetness. I resumed licking, wanting to get her off, and hopefully get myself off again at the same time.
As I licked, she began grinding in my face, an act that made licking her a struggle and made it slightly hard to breathe.
"Shit, I fucking can't wait to coat your spic face with my cum," she said, being excessively rough, which only turned me on more.
I just tried to breathe and lick the best I could.
After what was likely only a couple of minutes, yet felt a lot longer, a third woman came on my face.
It was nowhere near as extreme as the massive squirting of Cameron, yet with a much stronger and tangier taste. I was in awe of the completely different tastes of different women's cum.
My own orgasm building quickly, when she let go of my head, I began riding the Sybian, no longer caring about my image and dignity.
"Shit, eating cunt gets you horny doesn't it?" she smirked, as she reached down and grabbed her skirt.
"Being used like the cum slut I am is what really gets me off," I admitted.
"Good to know," she chuckled, shaking her head. "And to think, you were about to be made partner."
"Whaaaaaaat?" I questioned, my past three years all focused on becoming partner.
"Oh yeah, it was inevitable," she shrugged, before adding, "was being the key word."
I was shocked by her words, but my cunt didn't care as I came a second time, reverting to naughty Spanish words like I often did when Johnathan used me as a spic slut. "Joder, Soy tu puta lamiendo coño."
She asked, "What did you just say?"
As the machine rocked my world again, I answered, through stunted breathing, "In Spanish I said, 'fuck, I'm your cunt licking whore'."
"Fucking priceless," she laughed, as she walked over to the couch grabbed my flag and used it to rub her cunt.
I gasped.
"What?" she shrugged, "I own you, just like America owns whatever nothing country you come from."
"I come from the Dominican Republic," I tersely said, a sudden anger growing in me.
"Really?" she asked, as she continued to rub her cunt all over my flag. "I thought you were from Haiti."
"God, no, we are very different," I said, wanting to make clear there was a significant difference between the two.
"Haitians aren't dirty sluts?" she asked.
I went to speak, but she interrupted me, "What is slut in your third world language?"
"It's Spanish," I clarified.
"Fine, what is slut in Spanish?" she corrected, now walking back in front of me as she tossed the flag on the floor.
"Puta," I answered,
"What is dumb lesbian in Spanish then?" she asked.
"Lesbiana mudo," I answered, words like lesbian and orgasm just adding an 'o' to the end.
"What about big fat tits?" she asked, as I allowed the pleasure to swarm me and she slapped my tits through my blouse.
"Tetas gordas grandes," I answered while whimpering, always loving having my tetas roughly played with.
"Tetas, I assume are tits?" she asked.
"Yes, ma'am," I nodded, not meaning to be so subservient to her, but it slipped out.
"Ma'am," she laughed, "I'm ten years younger than you."
Really she was five, but it was hardly worth pointing out.
"How about big tits fat ass cunt munching spic?" she asked, a litany of derogatory terms making even more pussy juice leak down my legs.
"Grandes tetas coño culo gordo spic mascando," I answered.
"And what's with talking backwards?" she asked.
"It's how we talk, ma'am," I answered, even though I knew French too sometimes changed the order of words from English.
"No, it makes sense you are backwards people anyways," she shrugged. "How about big booty whore?" she questioned.
"Gringa botin," I answered, curious if she would remember any of this.
"Is ass gringa or botín," she questioned, as I awkwardly stood up off the amazing fuck contraption.
"Zorro is slut, botín is booty and actually ass is culo," I answered, before adding, "on the other hand ass slut is puto culo."
"So there are two different words for slut in Spanish," she asked.
"Yes," I nodded, my legs feeling like rubber after two orgasms and fifteen minutes on that machine.
"I think a third would be Elizabeth," she quipped, walking out.
Humiliated, horny and exhausted, I went and picked up my flag. Involuntarily, I moved it to my nose and could smell her cunt on it.
I put the flag back on the couch to air out and walked to my desk, sat on the dildo that easily went in my soaked coño and looked at the note on the monitor.
I put the note on the side and tried to regain my composure as I looked at myself in the reflection of the monitor.
Who was I?
What was I?
What the hell was going to happen next?
I turned on my computer as I pondered these questions and glanced over to my defiled flag.
I was a proud Dominican.
I was a proud woman.
I was an American.
Yet...
I was also a slut, a puta.
I was an ass whore, a gringa culo.
I was apparently a cunt bitch, perra coño.
I entered my password to finally get to work, although apparently munching cunt was work. I had seven e-mails, one from Michelle from ten minutes ago that had the subject 'READ ASAP'.
I clicked on it and it said:
Cum Bucket,
You will be in my office at eleven-thirty. You will be on your knees and waiting for me. Apparently, according to the video, you used the Sybian without permission.
Of course, cum buckets only get to come when given permission by their superiors. A submissive spic like you should know that already.
You are NOT to come again!
You will be punished when I return.
Now get to work, the Plasterton account needs to be done before you leave today.
PS: Your new job title is CUM BUCKET and other duties as ASSigned.
I read the e-mail a few times, stared at my new job title and sighed...just two words and that pretty much answered who I was, what I was and what the hell was going to happen next.
The end of Chapter 3.
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0. Prologue:
A mother and her two daughters
"Shouldn't you two at least do that in your bedroom?" Mrs. Deborah Parker asked, as she walked into the house and saw her twins doing what they always seemed to be doing since a couple months after they had turned eighteen, when she had introduced them both into the wonderful world of incestuous lesbianism.
"You got us addicted," Chloe, the dominant one of the two, replied, as her older sister, by five minutes, licked her asshole.
"I obviously created two sexual deviants," Mrs. Deborah Parker smiled. Watching her two daughters in the act of sisterly incest, memories of her own teenage years and the many sexual encounters with her next door neighbour, her mother and many others popped into her head.
As she continued to watch her two daughters, shaking her head at their lustful passion for each other, she flashed back to her own lesbian beginnings:
1. DEBORAH LEARNS SHE LIKES PUSSY
I had just turned eighteen two days earlier, was an awkward senior, the epitome of nerd, when one day changed my life forever.
I was just about to walk to school when Mrs. Appleton, my next door neighbour, called me over.
"Good morning, Mrs. Appleton," I greeted, having babysat for her many times the past six years, she was like a second mother to me.
"So you're eighteen now?" she asked.
"I am," I nodded.
"Do you feel like an adult now?" she questioned.
I shrugged, "Not really."
"I think it's time you did," she said, her tone different from our usual conversations. "Come out back with me."
"I have to go to school," I replied, not sure what she would possibly want to show me in her back yard.
"Have you ever skipped school?" she asked, actually taking my hand.
"No," I admitted. I was a dedicated student and perhaps seen as a goody-goody by the more popular girls in school.
"Well, I won't make you miss the whole day, but I do want to give you your birthday present," she continued, gently tugging my hand and leading me around the side of her house.
I was confused. This was very unlike her. Yet, I wasn't going to question her anymore. I followed her to her backyard.
Reaching the backyard, she asked, "I'm going to ask you some very personal questions, Deborah."
"Okay," I nodded, confused by her odd behaviour.
"Do you find me attractive, Deborah?" she asked.
"P-p-pardon?" I stammered, completely shocked by the question.
"I find you very attractive," she continued, her finger going to my lips.
I was paralyzed. Mrs. Appleton knew I was a virgin and knew that I was confused about my sexuality. I couldn't go to my Mom about the fact that I had a crush on a girl at my school, but I did ask advice from Mrs. Appleton. She explained that all girls will question their sexuality at some point and that only through experimentation will they know if they are straight, bi or lesbian. I hadn't taken her advice yet though as this was the eighties and I wasn't ready to be an even bigger outcast than I already was.
"It's okay, my dear," she smiled, moving directly in front of me. "I don't bite...hard."
My head was spinning...my legs were frozen in place...my pussy was dampening my panties.
"I want to be your first, my pet," she continued, leaning in and kissing me.
Her lips felt so soft, so tender, my mind shut off as I returned the kiss. I had kissed a couple of boys and been felt up once, but nothing major. But this...this was different. I melted into her, forgetting that I was going to be late for school, forgetting that my mother could look out her back window and see us, forgetting that she was twenty years older than me.
When she broke the kiss, I felt empty. I had never been kissed like that and I was sad it was over.
Looking into my eyes, she whispered, "I've always known this day would come."
"You did?" I asked, star-struck. Mrs. Appleton was beautiful and sophisticated, so completely different than me.
"Of course, my dear," she smiled warmly, "like mother, like daughter."
"What?" I asked, shifting from star struck to confused in just four words.
"Your mother has been my pet for years," she revealed.
"Your pet?" I asked, still not remotely following the conversation.
"You're incredibly book smart, my dear, but you've got a lot to learn about the real world," she continued.
I likely looked like a deer in the headlights as I tried to process the fact that my mother apparently was cheating on my father with another woman.
"Now I already know what you're thinking," she continued, reading my mind, "your mother is cheating on your father, but you can't look at it that way."
"I can't?" I questioned.
"No," she explained, "the reality is that your mother loves your father completely, but he can't fulfill her feminine sexual desires because, well, to put it frankly, he has a cock and not a cunt."
"You and my mom have sex?" I finally asked, even though the answer was obvious already.
"Mostly, she eats my cunt or I fuck her cunt or ass with one of my strap-ons," she answered rather matter-of-factly making this conversation even more surreal.
"I think I need to get going," I said, overwhelmed by all I had heard and needing to get out of there.
"My dear," she smiled warmly, "but I haven't let you have your birthday present yet."
Before I could say anything, she pulled off her sundress and tossed it aside, revealing she wasn't wearing a bra or panties.
I was again paralyzed. The shocking revelations had me a complete mess. I was confused, frustrated, angry and yet undeniably horny.
"Cat got your tongue?" she asked, with a devious smile across her face, as she sat down and spread her legs, before rewording, "or more accurately, pussy got your tongue?"
"I-um-I-should," I struggled to formulate a complete thought as I stared at her pussy.
"Come and get your birthday present, Deborah, it is one of a kind," she said, her tone so sultry, so sexy, my mind was spinning.
I couldn't move. My whole innocent world had been shattered in seconds. My Mom was a lesbian? My neighbor was also a lesbian?
"Come to me," she ordered, gently.
I walked the few steps to my naked neighbour.
"On your knees, my dear," she said softly.
It just felt natural to obey and I felt myself lower to the ground. As I put my bagged lunch on the ground beside me, I was soon on my knees, staring at Mrs. Appleton's pussy, with an unexplainable, undeniable desire to taste it.
"Go ahead, my dear, have a taste of your special birthday pie," she softly said, as she grabbed my ponytail and pulled me gently to her slightly glistening pussy lips.

I allowed her to guide me between her legs and to her pussy.
A light scent enveloped me as I extended my tongue and began licking my first pussy. I really had no idea what I was doing as I licked up and down, parting her pussy lips.
She let out a soft moan and said, "That's it, my dear, explore my cunt with your tongue."
I had never heard someone use the 'c' word, but somehow in this instance it seemed like the right time to use such a nasty word.
Hearing her moan, implying I was giving her pleasure, encouraged me as I began to explore every inch of her pussy...taking my time.
"Oh yes, Deborah, you're a natural pussy pleaser," she moaned, before adding, "just like I knew you would be."
I wondered how long she had been planning this, yet my main focus was getting her off. Her taste was exotic and addicting and I wanted to taste the full flood of her orgasm.
"You want my cunt cum?" she moaned, after a few minutes.
"Yes," I whispered, while I continued licking.
"Yes, what?" she asked, her hand going to my chin and pulling my face up to make eye contact.
"Yes, I want to taste your cunt cum," I declared, the first time I had ever spoken the 'c' word.
"And you want to be my pet?" she continued her questioning, as I licked my lips to get another small taste of her cunt juice.
I wasn't sure what being a pet completely entailed, but at the moment, now that I had had a taste of her sweet pussy, I would do anything to keep tasting it. I answered, looking directly into her brown eyes, "Yes."
"Yes, what?" she again questioned, clearly enjoying her power over me.
"Yes, I want to be your pet," I admitted.
"Well, come and get your treat, my pet," she smiled, letting go of my chin.
Dying to get her off, to taste her cum, I returned to licking her. After a brief exploration, her moans increasing, I decided it was time to be more aggressive. Knowing that I got myself off by focusing on my clit when I was close, I took her clit between my lips while I simultaneously slid two fingers inside her pussy.
"You baddddd girl," she moaned, as she grabbed the back of my head and pulled me deep into her cunt.
I furiously finger fucked her as she began grinding her ass up and down while I hungrily licked her. It didn't take long before she screamed, likely alerting my mother to what was transpiring next door, as my face was flooded with her wetness.
I eagerly licked the abundance of pussy juice that came out of her cunt, lapping it up as if it was the sweetest wine ever. I didn't know if I was a lesbian, or bisexual, but I knew I wasn't completely straight as I loved the taste of her cunt and just how natural it felt to be on my knees between her legs.
Eventually, she let go of my head, and I looked up at her, my face sticky with her pussy juice. She smiled down at me and said, "Did you enjoy?"
"Yes," I nodded, still in awe of all that had just transpired. I mean, twenty minutes ago I was walking to school like I always do, now I was on my knees, in front of Mrs. Appleton with pussy juice all over my face.
"I knew you would be a natural," she said.
I had to ask, "Mom licks your pussy?"
"Almost daily," she shrugged, "We housewives are bored throughout the day."
"I can't believe it," I said, stunned by both what I had willingly just done, and the reality that my Mom did it too.
"Oh, trust me, your mother is the most submissive pet I've ever met," she continued. "In truth, there isn't a woman on this street that hasn't had your mother between her legs."
"No way," I gasped again, as the avalanche of shocking information just kept coming and coming.
"Honey, you're old enough to know the truth," she continued, pulling me up off my knees and giving me a kiss.
I eagerly kissed her back, in complete lust with her.
Breaking the kiss, she continued, "This whole neighborhood is full of lesbian activity."
"I just can't imagine it," I said, trying to envision my mom licking Mrs. Appleton or anyone else on our block.
"Oh trust me, now that you're legal, you will become a very active member of the communal lesbian society," she continued.
I was officially overwhelmed. I said, "I really need to get going to school."
"Yes, that is probably best," she nodded.
I began to leave, everything I thought I knew about my life completely obliterated in the past half hour.
"I'll call Mrs. Campbell to excuse your tardiness," Mrs. Appleton said, before adding, "she is also a pet of mine."
I stopped and turned around. "Are you serious?" I asked. Mrs. Campbell was my principal and a very stern woman who never smiled...ever.
"I never joke about my pets," she smiled.
"Okay," I nodded, so many questions spinning in my head and yet no time to ask them. I walked to school knowing that my life had changed forever and unsure what lay ahead.
The pussy of the twin's mother was suddenly burning as the warm memory of her lifetime of licking cunt played in her head. She watched as Amanda got her sister off fingering her ass while licking her cunt. Since seducing her two daughters on their eighteenth birthday, she had created a clear hierarchy in the family. She was clearly on the top and the domme, then it was Chloe her very outgoing diva daughter and at the bottom of the sex chain was Amanda the shy academic who was literally born to please.
Once Chloe came, Mrs. Parker ordered, "Come get Mommy off quickly, Amanda, before your father gets home."
"Yes, Mommy," Amanda eagerly nodded, as she left her sister's pussy and buried her face in her mother's. Ever since she was first introduced to the unique taste of pussy she had become addicted. She often begged her sister to let her lick her and when her sister was on her period she literally went through withdrawal.
"Chloe, keep an eye on the driveway," Deborah said, "We sure don't want your father to know about our little secret."
"Maybe we should add him in," Chloe smiled. Unlike Amanda, who was still a virgin, very rare in 2015 for an eighteen-year-old, she was bisexual. Although she ate her mom's pussy and loved it, the reality was she loved the power she had over her sister and hoped to get other submissives to please her.
"You'd probably love to fuck your father wouldn't you?" the mother moaned, as her daughter licked her cunt. "You've always been a daddy's girl."
"Maybe it's time to be Daddy's slut," Chloe suggested, the idea of fucking her hot father something she had considered many times.
Deborah moaned, as her older daughter was close to getting her off, "Let's just keep this between the ladies for now."
"Okay," Chloe nodded, not really wanting her father anyway, just liking the idea of the taboo.
"That's it, my eager cunt licker, get Mommy off," Deborah demanded, as she grabbed her daughter's head and held her deep inside her box until she exploded.
Amanda eagerly licked her Mom's delicious cum, something she had become addicted to ever since that first fateful day almost a year ago.
Once done coming, Deborah sighed, "Well, I guess I should make dinner."
Chloe quipped, "I think Amanda just had dinner."
Amanda, still easily embarrassed by her inability to resist pussy, went beet red. She still struggled with the reality that this one part of her life was so unstructured and unpredictable. In every other aspect of her life she was disciplined, organized and planning for the future...she had already been accepted to Harvard (A goal she set in grade three). Yet, when a pussy was offered to her she couldn't resist; she also couldn't resist obeying her strong-willed sister.
Deborah looked down, smiled warmly and said, "Well like everything else in her life she excels at eating pussy."
"Thank you, Mommy Mistress," Amanda replied, looking up at her mother and loving the recognition of doing well. Whether it be getting a 100% on a test, winning an award or getting someone off, she revelled in the positive reinforcement.
"Go finish your sister off upstairs," Deborah said, as she stood up.
"Yes, Mommy Mistress," Amanda nodded, her mouth already watering at the thought of eating Chloe's pussy again.
"You're such a lesbian slut," Chloe smiled, knowing the name calling kept her sister in place.
Amanda hated the name-calling, yet it undeniably, frustratingly, turned her on.
"Let's go, cunt muncher," Chloe ordered, snapping her fingers.
Wetness immediately gushed out of her cunt, as Amanda crawled, as expected, to her sister's bedroom.
2. AMANDA REMEMBERS HOW IT ALL STARTED & NAUGHTY MOMMY FLASHBACKS
As she licked her sister's cunt, something she had done almost daily, sometimes more than once, for about a year now, she replayed the day it all started.
I returned home from prom, an escort for a senior student, even though I was only a junior, quite upset that my date had tried to force me to give him head. Although I was eighteen (we started school a year late because Mom and Dad worked overseas when we were to be in kindergarten...thus making Chloe and I always a year older than our classmates, sometimes even more), I was still a virgin. My focus had always been on my studies, not boys. Yet, Chloe convinced me to be an escort because, in her words, 'I needed a social life'.
I came home in tears and Mom comforted me.



Chloe came home a few minutes later and said, "Seriously, Amanda, you are the biggest prude."
I stammered, "H-h-he tried to shove his penis in my mouth."
Chloe sighed dramatically, something she should probably trademark she does it so well, "First it's a dick or a cock or a prick or a drill, not a penis, what are you, eight?"
"Mom!" I pleaded, shocked at Chloe's vulgar mouth. Talking disgusting wasn't new, talking disgusting in front of Mom was.
Mom surprised me by saying, "Actually, Amanda, your sister may be right. You need to loosen up a bit."
"A fucking lot, actually," Chloe added.
"Chloe May," Mom firmly said, the use of our middle name always implying we had gone too far.
"Sorry, Mommy," Chloe immediately said. I was surprised to hear Chloe say 'Mommy', although things had become different between the two of them the past couple of months. Mom and Chloe had been fighting non-stop since Chloe hit puberty, yet the past couple of months Chloe had changed completely, acting almost docile towards her. It had been a very strange turn of events, which I just concluded was Chloe finally growing up.
Mom continued, "Amanda, you are eighteen now and its time you start to understand there is more to life than just studying."
"That's why I agreed to go out tonight," I pointed out, even though I had no interest in the boy.
"Are you a lesbian?" Mom asked.
"P-p-pardon?" I stammered, shocked completely by the question, especially from my own mother.
"Do you like eating cunt?" Mom clarified, using the forbidden 'c' word.
"Mother!" I gasped, suddenly feeling like I was on a twisted version of candid camera.
"Kneel," Mom ordered, snapping her fingers and pointing to Chloe.
"Yes, Mistress Mommy," Chloe immediately obeyed, while smiling at me.
"You see Amanda, it's time you knew the family secret," Mom began, as she again snapped her fingers.
I watched in speechless awe as my stubborn, confident sister crawled to Mom.
Mom wordlessly opened her legs, and I stared as she revealed a completely shaved vagina.
"You see, Amanda, my mother taught me when I was about your age the power of lesbian sexuality," Mom revealed.
"What?" I said, apparently unable to say more than one word at a time.
"Your grandmother loves eating cunt, your mother loves eating cunt and," Mom said, as she grabbed Chloe's head and pulled her between her legs, "your sister loves eating cunt."
"That's incest," I pointed out the obvious.
"Oh honey, stop judging," Mom said, as if I was the one in the wrong here. "There's a saying 'the family that plays together, stays together'."
"I don't think this is what they were thinking," I pointed out, even though I was unable to take my eyes off of my sister pleasuring Mom.
"Sit down, Amanda," Mom ordered.
"No, thank you," I began, before Mom interrupted.
"Now, Amanda Lynn," she demanded firmly.
I obeyed, even as my head spun with shock.
"You see, my dear, your grandmother is very submissive, always willing to please, just like you," Mom continued.
"I'm not a lesbian," I pointed out.
"How do you know?" Mom asked. "Have you ever eaten cunt or sucked cock?"
"God, no," I said, disgusted by both.
"You're so adorable in your pretentious judgement," she chuckled softly, making me feel both insulted and slightly shameful; I hated being judged by my peers as a prude because I didn't drink, or get high or have sex, and yet I was apparently judging others because they did.
She continued, "You see I was eighteen, and had been seduced by my neighbour who was your grandmother's Mistress. I also learned there was a lesbian hierarchy in the neighborhood I lived in and as the newest addition I was low slut on the totem pole per se."
"Mom this is way past the TMI," I pointed out.
"It's time you understand your family history and learn your place," she replied, before adding, "now don't interrupt me again."
"Yes, Mom," I nodded, even though I was mortified by the whole ordeal I was witnessing, both hearing and seeing.
"Anyways, after school one day, after pleasing her sexually every day for two weeks, Mistress Appleton walked me over to my mother and said, 'Your daughter is now your pet'".
I couldn't believe Mom was telling me this; I couldn't believe this was true; I couldn't believe Chloe was licking Mom's vagina.

"Mom smiled, understanding immediately that I had been turned and trained. She said, shocking me at the time, 'I've been waiting for this moment for a long time'. Five minutes later, I was on my back, licking my Mom's cunt for the first time."
I wondered what the word 'turned' meant, but sure wasn't going to ask.
"Once I tasted Mom's cunt, I was addicted and it became a daily, often more than once a day, activity. Just like it is now for Chloe, isn't it, my pet?"
"Yes, Mistress, Mommy," Chloe nodded, while still having her face buried in-between Mom's legs.
"And my sweet daughter, it's almost time for you too to have your first taste of pussy, taboo pussy," Mom revealed.
"I can't Mom," I whispered.
"Is your virgin cunt wet, honey?" Mom asked.
"No," I answered quickly, but then realized that I was lying as I felt a dampness in my panties.
"Are you telling me the truth, honey?" Mom asked, always able to know when I was lying.
My face burned red with shame at being wet and guilt at lying. "Yes," I whispered.
"Why is your cunt wet?" Mom asked bluntly.
"I don't know," I answered, which was the truth.
"Do you want to replace your sister?" Mom asked.
"No," I answered, although I was suddenly very confused.

Mom continued, "After I ate out mother, I became the community pussy pleaser. It was expected, as part of the community initiation, that I please fourteen different women in fourteen days. So I ate out another neighbour, Mrs. Turtle, the next day, concluding without a doubt that I loved eating pussy."
Mom continued her vivid retelling of her lesbian sexual awakening, "Then the following day, I was used by Mrs. Turtle's cheerleading daughter in the locker room and then by another cheerleader who caught us in the act."
Mom asked Chloe, "Do you think your cheerleading teammates would have fun training your sister in the fine art of cunt munching?"

Chloe, looked back at me, her usual devious smug look on her face, "Oh, I imagine they would turn her into a full- time pussy pleasing mascot."
Mom pulled Chloe between her legs and continued, her eyes never breaking contact with mine, "So then, the following day, I learned the thrilling fulfillment of the strap-on cock when my best friend at the time, Cassandra, who apparently had been eating out my mom during overnight sleepovers for a few months after I went to sleep, called me over to study French. To my surprise, the French we were studying was French kissing, followed by a unique sixty-nine style of French kissing and concluded with sucking a strap-on before she took my virginity with her long plastic cock."

I asked, still in complete disbelief, "You lost your virginity to a girl?"
"Honey, I was just like you," she answered. "I was nerdy, cute and shy. But once this world of secret lesbianism was revealed it was like the handcuffs of society's expectations and pressure dissipated. Before I knew it I was more than just the nerdy girl who answered all the questions in class, and I was no longer just the teacher's pet, although in all fairness I physically did become the teacher's pet for Mrs. Blankton one day."
"You had sex with a teacher?" I asked, even though the answer was obvious.
"Yes, she was an English teacher who was both firm in the classroom and when she had me under her desk licking her while talking to a colleague, or when she had me on her desk teaching me the power of a vibrator before she fucked me with her strap-on."

Chloe added, out of the blue, "While Amanda is the teacher's pet, I have my own teacher's pet."
"What?" I asked, hearing her words but trying to see where she was going with her declaration.
"Mrs. Walker is a very eager cunt muncher," Chloe revealed.
I gasped. Mrs. Walker was my favourite teacher. Besides being my Advanced English teacher, she was my debate team coach, my role model and my teacher reference for all my scholarships. She was also married and had two young children. I said, not believing Chloe, "Bullshit."
"Can I show Amanda the pictures, Mistress Mommy?" Chloe asked.
"Yes, my pet," Mom nodded.
Chloe stood up, looked at me smug as hell, and walked towards the kitchen.
Mom continued, "A couple days later, one of the cheerleaders, I can't even remember her name anymore, took my anal virginity."
"You took something up your bum?" I asked, wave after wave of shocking revelations hitting me like the never ending waves on an ocean shore.
"God, yes," Mom moaned to herself. "There is nothing like giving your entire body to the forbidden taboos that society pretends are sinful."

"Sodomy is a sin," I pointed out.
Chloe returned mocking me, "Sodomy is a sin. Christs sake, Amanda, the Lord gave you three holes for a reason."
Mom nodded, as if Chloe was saying something profound and undeniable, "Yes, Amanda, sex is a natural part of existence and giving and receiving pleasure is one of the most natural things in the world."
"Between a man and a woman," I countered.
"Sex is sex, regardless of gender. Homosexuality between men has been going on for centuries," Mom continued.
Chloe added, "Your hero Shakespeare was a flaming faggot."
"You can't even read Shakespeare," I shot back. A weak retaliation, but one nevertheless.

"Maybe, but I know his love sonnets are about men," she retorted, as she brought her phone towards me.
I had read that the sonnets may be about men, but had always decided, being the romantic I was, that it was inconclusive at best and I would continue to read them as odes of love to another woman.
"Enough," Mom said, her legs still wide open and her pussy seemingly staring at me.
"Here's the proof that Mrs. Walker is my personal pussy pleaser," Chloe said, clearly revelling in whatever was on her phone.
I stared at the photo of what was definitely a naked Mrs. Walker making out with an equally naked Chloe. I was speechless...again.
Chloe explained, "That was at her house, while her husband took the kids swimming."
Mom added, "You see Amanda, very little in life is as black and white as academia makes it. Heroes in literature are never as good in real life; science creates war; history only tells of the winners. But, of course, there are two sides to every story and every person has a plethora of intriguing secrets and desires that are bubbling just below the surface."
"And once I scratched Mrs. Walker's surface, I awoke a sleeping sexual libido that I don't think will ever even want to take a nap," Chloe continued, clearly enjoying tarnishing the image of my favourite teacher, my role model.

"I can't believe you went after Mrs. Walker," I said, angry at her.
Mom added, "Honey, Chloe did Jasmine a favour. She undid the chains of societal expectations that had held her back from finding true pleasure."
"That's ridiculous," I said, still coming to grips with not only all the revelations, but the undeniable burning in my vagina.
"Here is Mrs. Walker putting on a show in her classroom for Bree and me," Chloe added, showing me a second picture.
I stared at the second photo and wondered how Mrs. Walker got tricked into doing this. "You blackmailed her," I accused.
Chloe shock her head, "No, I didn't have to, I offered her a bite of the apple and she ate it whole."
"You're a bitch," I said, standing up.
Mom intervened, "Both of you, sit down."
We both obeyed, even as we glared at each other. Pissing me off even more was the smug look on her face.
"Mrs. Walker is like almost every woman, Amanda. Given the chance to unleash their hidden sexual desires they will. For me, once the opportunity was given to me, even though I had no idea what I was missing, the flood gates opened wide and I have never looked back since."

"What about Dad?" I asked.
"He knows that I have lesbian encounters and has known that since we started dating and he caught me in a rather compromising situation," Mom answered, before adding, "although he doesn't know about Chloe and I."
"Was that the first lesbian threesome you had, Mommy?" Chloe asked.
Mom laughed, as if reminiscing about some great time, "Yes, I was being fucked with a hot sauce bottle by Beverly, another cheerleader, they really did like passing me around, when her older sister caught us. Eventually, she joined us and I ate one sister while the other one fucked me with a bottle and then eventually fisted me."
"Fisted?" I asked, another term, like 'turned', I had never heard of before.
"You really are clueless," Chloe said, shaking her head, "That is when a fist goes inside your cunt."
"The whole fist?" I questioned, unable to fathom how that was possible.
"Yep," Chloe nodded.
Mom ordered, "Chloe, check if your sister is wet."
"Yes, Mistress Mommy," Chloe nodded.
I could have stopped her, yet I was so shocked again by Mom's words I just allowed my sister to molest me. To make matters worse, I moaned loudly the moment Chloe's fingers touched my wet panties.
"She's fucking soaked," Chloe declared.
"Why are you so wet, Amanda?" Mom asked again.
I gave the same answer. "I don't know."
"I think you do, honey," Mom said softly, before continuing, "Your mind is still in protest, but your body is already giving in to the pleasure being offered to you. Even though you don't know it yet, your mind and body are negotiating and your soaked panties proves your body is winning."
"Try it once, sweetheart," Mom said. "Would I ever lie to you or make you do something that wasn't good for you?"
The answer before tonight would have been a clear no, yet now I was bewildered and indecisive.
"Would I?" she repeated, when I didn't answer.
"I guess not," I finally said, tentatively.
"Crawl to Mommy, my dear," Mom ordered, patting her vagina.
I don't know why. Maybe because I was so horny; maybe because I was curious; maybe it was wanting to not look like a prude in front of my sister; maybe it was the natural desire to trust and obey my mother; whatever the case, I felt myself drop to my knees and crawl to Mom's spread legs.
"Good girl," Mom purred, as I made my way to her.
Once there, I hesitated. I stared at her wet, glistening pussy lips.
Mom softly encouraged, "Go ahead, Amanda. There is nothing more natural than returning to where you started eighteen years ago."
Although the rationale was ridiculous in retrospect, at the moment, the theory seemed completely logical. I wordlessly leaned forward, extended my tongue and tasted my mother.

"That's it, my pet," Mommy moaned as I began tentatively licking.
Being called a 'pet' created mixed emotions. I have always been a people pleaser and loyal, traits of a good pet; yet the name clearly established a power hierarchy and I was at the bottom. I immediately recalled Mom saying she was at the bottom of her community lesbian hierarchy and wondered if that was what she expected here too. Conversely, those thoughts quickly faded from significance as the unique flavour of Mom's pussy reached my taste buds. All the lingering doubts bouncing around in my head were silenced as my brain shut off and my body took full control. The intoxicating scent, the succulent taste and the strange natural sensation all overwhelmed me as I licked Mom's vagina.



Mom moaned, after a couple of minutes of my exploring, "That's it, baby, do you like tasting Mommy's cunt?"
"Yes," I whispered, as I didn't stop licking, wanting more of her wetness.
"Yes, what?" she asked.
I was confused at the question and looked up.
"What am I now to be called, pet Amanda?" she asked.
So consumed with lust and the desire to please, I answered as Chloe already had, "Yes, Mistress Mommy." I couldn't believe how easily the words flowed off my tongue.
"And what does my pet girl want?" Mommy asked, as her finger parted her vagina lips right in front of my eyes.
"To lick you," I admitted, wanting to resume licking.
"To lick my what?" Mom asked.
I thought the questions strange, the answer was obvious wasn't it? I mean I sure as heck didn't plan on licking her elbow. Yet, I played along. "Your vagina."
Chloe scoffed behind me. "You're eighteen Amanda, use adult words."
Mom more patiently explained, "Your sister is right, my pet. Mommy, like all women, have a pussy or a cunt."
I hated both those words, I felt they were derogatory and objectified women.
Mom sensing my trepidation, continued talking softly, "My pet, they are just words and used in the right context are sensual and meaningful."
Mom's finger playing with her vagina distracted me greatly. I wanted to taste her again. Reluctantly, I said the words that had never left my lips, "Mistress Mommy, I want to lick your pussy."
"Good girl," she purred, as she grabbed my head and led me back to her sweet delicacy.
When I resumed licking, I shifted from slow exploration to eagerness. I probed her pussy lips, trying to shove my tongue inside her tight hole.
"That's it, my pet, tongue fuck Mommy's cunt," Mom moaned, which sent a chill up my spine. I wanted to be the best pussy pleaser, I wanted to be better than Chloe. I wanted to be Mom's best pet.
"Oh yes, God, that's it," Mom moaned loudly. After a few more moments, Mom demanded, "My clit, my pet, suck on Mommy's clit."
I moved my head up slightly and took her hard clit in my mouth.
"Yesssssss," Mom screamed instantly as she grabbed my head and seconds later my face was coated with wetness. If the subtle taste of her pussy was appetizing before she came, the full flood of her nectar was like heaven to the taste buds. I hungrily lapped up Mommy's juices, never wanting this to end.
Unfortunately, like all good things in life, it did.
Mom looked down at me and said, "Welcome to the club, honey."
"Thanks," I said, unsure what the words really meant.
"Is it my turn, Mommy Mistress?" Chloe asked.
Mom nodded as she said to me, "You are low pet on the totem pole, my dear."
"What does that mean?" I asked.
"Chloe is your Mistress," Mom revealed.
"Get over here, sister slut," Chloe ordered, a polar opposite to the tenderness of Mom.
"Obey, Amanda," Mom nodded.
I gave her a pleading look, before I crawled over to my sister, who was completely naked now.
"I've looked forward to this forever," Chloe said, as I reached her legs.
Her pussy looked equally inviting as Mommy's did and I, without being told, leaned forward and began tasting my sister's pussy.
"That's it, my sister slut," Chloe moaned, "eat my cunt."
Her terms were so much nastier than Mom's and yet, inexplicably, it turned me on. My panties were completely soaked and I desperately wanted to touch myself.
I lapped hungrily, Chloe's taste equally exotic, yet slightly different than Mom's. "You're such a natural cunt muncher," Chloe moaned.
I hated that I was being submissive to Chloe, yet I also loved the feeling of pleasing.
"It's so nice to see my two girls finally getting along," Mom said from behind us.
Chloe added, "We will be getting along a lot more now, won't we, my sister slut?"
"I don't know," I replied, her tone making me nervous.
She pushed my head away and said, "If you want to ever lick my cunt again, big sister, you will obey like a good submissive."
I froze. I wanted to resume tasting her, yet I didn't like the idea of being under her control.
Mom added, "Amanda, you are a natural people pleaser. You were born to make people happy."
I turned to Mom and asked, "What does being low slut on the totem pole entail?"
"Complete obedience to all above you," Mom replied.
"Always?" I asked, even though the answer seemed obvious.
"Without hesitation," Mom nodded. "Only through complete obedience will come complete satisfaction."
The words seemed silly, yet the pleasure I was feeling by giving pleasure was undeniable.
"Beg to eat my cunt, Amanda," Chloe ordered.
I turned back to my sister, looked up at her and begged, getting drawn completely into the submissive I seemed to be, "Please, let your sister lick your pussy."
"You mean my cunt?" Chloe corrected.
I sighed softly, but agreed, somehow needing to please her, to impress her, "Yes, Chloe, can I please resume licking your delicious cunt."
"Mistress Chloe," she corrected again.
I understood she was clarifying the hierarchy, making it clear who was in charge, yet my desire to please overrode the consequences of being her submissive and I nodded, "Yes, Mistress Chloe."
She pulled me in and I returned to licking. She moaned, "That's it, my sister slut, you will be doing this every day."
The words should have mortified me, yet instead they excited me. As Mom had said, once the floodgates were opened the rush was impossible to stop. I was addicted, like I was to Starbucks, and I couldn't imagine not doing this again.
After a couple of minutes, Mom ordered, "Look at me, my pet."
I stopped licking and turned around.
Mom smiled, "This is for the scrapbook."
I was surprised that Mom was taking pictures but didn't protest as I somehow trusted Mom, regardless of the crazy evening it had been.

"Get back to pleasing me, my sister slut," Chloe ordered, grabbing my head.
I hungrily lapped my sister, wanting to get her off.
"Oh yes, my sister slut, you love my cunt don't you?" she asked.
"God, yes," I moaned, indeed loving the taste of her cunt.
"And you will lick me whenever and wherever I demand?" she questioned.
Although I feared the where part, I nodded, "Yes, Mistress, I'm your submissive."
"God, yessss,' Chloe moaned, grabbing my head and grinding her cunt on my face.
In seconds my face was coated for a second time.
As she recovered, Chloe played on her phone. While she made me massage her feet, she queried, "Hey, Mom, did you know that today is Nude Day?"
Mom shook her head, "No, but I think we will make sure to always celebrate Nude Day like this."
I asked, "What are we going to do next year, add Grandma?"
"Mmmmmmmm," Mom smiled, "I think we have created a deviant little pet."
Chloe seemed ready to go again when she heard her father come in the house. "Damn it," she sighed. "We will have to finish this later."
"Yes, Mistress," Amanda nodded, disappointed herself to not get one more full flood of the nectar she had already become addicted to.
3. CHLOE FANTASIZES OF MAKING MOM HER MOMMY-SLUT
That night, as Amanda finished what she had started a few hours earlier, Chloe told her sister her biggest fantasy, turning the tables on their mother. Although she loved her mother, she wanted to be top Mistress. She had been having the same fantasy for months and was beginning to seriously consider trying a hostile takeover. She closed her eyes, allowing the same fantasy to play in her head.
"Mom, it's time," I say firmly as I walk into her room.
"Excuse me?" Mom asks, naked and just about to take a shower.
"It's time for new leadership," I continue walking right toward her.
"Really?" she asks, smiling at me.
"Knees, slut," I firmly order.
"Or what?" she asked, still not showing any concern.
"Or I force you onto your knees," I threaten. Having dominated MILF's and fellow students for a year, I had learned there are different strategies for different women. Just like Mom dommed me through aggressiveness and nasty talk, while she seduced Amanda through tenderness and psychological warfare.
"Really?" she says, raising her eyebrow at me.
"Now, Mommy slut," I order, not backing down.
"Chloe May," Mom says, using her two name firm voice card.
Going for broke, I push her against the wall, tug my panties down and shove my ass in her face.
Mom makes a shocked sound as I muffle her voice with my ass and cunt.

"That's it, Mommy-slut get used to your new position underneath me."
Mom, although surprised, begins licking my cunt.
"I knew you needed to get back to your submissive past, Mommy-slut," I continue, knowing that behind Mom's firm strong exterior, she was still submissive like she had been when she was younger.
Mom licks my cunt as I wiggle my ass in her face, reveling in the moment.
After a couple of minutes, I move my ass away and ask, "Do you accept your new position as my Mommy-slut?"
She looks at me with a dazed and confused look, but also a look of lust. She's silent for a moment before answering, "Yes, Mistress."
I smile as I move my ass back to her face.
Mom licks me eagerly, moving her head up and down as she licks. I could have come rather quickly, but I want to really enjoy this moment. Instead, I order, "Get on all fours, my Mommy-slut."
"Yes, Mistress," Mom replies, quickly getting into position.

It's obvious she has been craving this submission for a long time.
I go and get her strap-on that she often uses on me and walk behind her.
Mom, clearly horny as hell, even spreads her ass cheeks apart for me.
I move behind her and ask, "What does my dirty Mommy-slut want?"
"For her Mistress to pound her wet horny cunt," Mom replies, like the submissive slut she is.
"Why have you been hiding under the façade of a dominant?" I ask, putting my hands on her hips.
"Because I needed to stay in control," she admits.
"Do you want to stay in control now, Mommy-slut?" I ask.
"No, Mistress, please take control of your submissive Mommy-slut," Mom moans as my cock teases her pussy lips.
"And you will be my full-time submissive?" I ask.
"Yes, Mistress Chloe," Mom moans, moving back onto my big cock. "Now please fuck your Mommy-slut."
"I've wanted to do this for a long time Mother," I admit, as I slide the plastic cock deep in my Mother's cunt.
"Ohhhhh God, I've wanted this for a long time tooooooooooo," Mom moans.
"I think I'll have to punish you for hiding your true feelings for so damn long," I say.

"Yes, Mommy has been a very, very bad girl," she admits, talking like a little girl.
"And why have you let hair grow on your slut hole?" I ask.
"Your father likes some hair," Mom answers, while moaning.
"But who do you listen to now?" I ask, beginning to fuck her hard. "Daddy or your daughter?"
"My Mistress daughter of course," she answers.
"Good answer, Mommy-slut," I nod, slapping her ass.
"Oh God, Chloe, it feels so good," she moans.
I slide the cock out and without warning fill her ass with the long thick fuck-toy.
"Fuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuck," Mom screams as I widen her ass.
"You didn't say 'Mistress' when you said my name," I point out as the cock disappears in her ass.
"I'm sooooo sorry, Mistress," she cries, the pain clearly searing her asshole and thus her entire body.
"I know," I say, caressing her ass to contradict the burn.
"Did grandma fuck your ass?" I ask.
"Yes," she admits.
"Did you like it?" I query, the cock now completely buried in her ass.
"Eventually," she admits. "It's the act of utter submission that is the turn on."
"So you like having your daughter's cock buried deep in your shit hole?" I question, loving using dirty language.
"Fuck, yes," Mom admits.
"Beg for me to pound that ass of yours," I order, still lodged deep in it, but not moving.
"Oh, please Mistress, pound your bad Mommy's tight asshole," Mom begs, which turns me on even more.
I oblige the request, beginning to slowly fuck her ass.

"Oh, yes, Mistress," Mom moans after a couple of minutes of slow fucking.
"Does Mommy-slut want to really get ass fucked hard?" I ask.
"Yes, Mistress, use Mommy as the big ass slut she is," she replies.
I flip her onto her back, lift her legs up and slam the cock back into her ass. Tears of pain roll down her cheeks, even as she declares how much she fucking loves it. "Oh Goddddddd, pound your Mommy's ass," Mom screams.
"Who owns this ass?" I ask, as I roughly fuck her ass.
"You do, Mistressssss," she declares, a mixture of pleasure and pain creating a unique sensation.
"And who runs this house?" I continue.
"You dooooooooo," Mom whimpers, her breathing increasing as I continue pounding her ass hard.
I love watching her beautiful face make expressions of ultimate pleasure and when I am confident she is close to reaching orgasm, I lean up to her, learning she's still damn flexible, and whisper, "Come now, Mommy-slut, come for your new Mistress."
"Sooooo close," Mom responds, as I tug roughly on her ear.

"Now, Mommy-slut." I demand, "Now or else I go and get the whole football team over here to fill all three of your fuck holes." I reminisce to when Mom told me a few months ago about one of her many cheerleader Mistresses who brought her into the basketball locker room of her college boyfriend where she had to service all thirteen members of the team. It was Mom's first of many gangbangs, something she had stopped cold turkey once she got married and pregnant with yours truly.
"Oh God, baby, call me names, tell me things you're going to make your whore of a mother do," Mom begs, getting turned on by the name calling.
"I'm going to have you be the center of our cheerleaders' year end party," I begin, continuing to fuck her ass.
"Oh yessss,' Mom moans.
"I'm going to handcuff you to the bed at a high school party and just leave the door open for anyone who wants a piece of this cunt and ass,' I continue, although I likely wouldn't really do that.
"Oh Godddd," Mom whimpers, clearly near eruption.

"I'll make you offer your services to every woman on the street, creating our own lesbian community just like you lived in back when you were my age," I continue, actually liking the idea and having already turned three of the street's MILF's into my submissive pets.
"Yessssssss," she screamed, as her orgasm finally hit her like a ton of bricks.
As her orgasm hits, I slide out of her ass and slam into her trembling cunt, wanting to bring her to the complete brink of euphoria.
"No morrrre," Mom whines, as I pound her cunt even as her orgasm trembles through her.
"Good sluts come over and over and over," I point out, watching her whole body writhe in intense pleasure.

"It's tooooooo good," she moans.
I keep fucking her wanting to make her orgasm twice, to make her have the most intense pleasure she has ever experienced in her whole life.



I want to not only own her body, I want to own her pleasure.
"Oh fuck, Mistress, I'm going to explodddde," she moans, a few minutes later as a second orgasm quickly builds before the first as even faded.
"Yes, Mommy," I demand, "Come again. Come like the dirty, cunt-licking, pussy munching, ass taking, slave, you are."
"Shiiiiiiiiiit," she screams, as her second orgasm hits.
"Yessssssssss," Chloe moaned, biting her lip as to not alert her father to the incestuous act occurring in her bedroom, as her submissive, eager sister got her off.
4. MOM RECALLS TURNING HER STRONG-WILLED DAUGHTER CHLOE
Meanwhile, as Debbie was getting fucked by her husband, an act she enjoyed, but seldom got off from, she reminisced about the first time she ever turned Chloe.
Although I had planned on training both my daughters to be submissive lesbian pets for myself, just like my mother had done to me, I had originally planned to do it slyly and have one of my already trained lovers do the dirty work.
Yet, when I was training my newest pet, Chloe's best friend, Maggie, in the art of pleasing a woman, Maggie's cell phone rang. It was a Saturday, a couple days after Chloe had turned eighteen, and she was supposed to be on a shopping spree.
Maggie had just finished getting me off with her inexperienced but eager tongue. I handed her her phone and ordered, "Answer it, but put it on speakerphone."
"Yes, Mistress," Maggie nodded, as she moaned softly.
"Hiiiii, Chloe," Maggie greeted.
"Hi, bitch," my sophisticated daughter greeted. "I thought you were going to call me when you got back from basketball practice."
"I got all tied up," she answered, which almost made me laugh, since I had her tied to my bed for almost an hour as I tested her ability to resist reaching orgasm.
"I'm just about home. I'm going to drop off my first shopping spree purchases and then am going to go back out," Chloe revealed.
Maggie's face went white as a ghost, while I simultaneously saw opportunity.
I snapped my fingers and implied she was to follow me as Maggie stammered, "O-o-oh, what did you buy?"
"Get your ass to my house and you can see," she said. "I can't believe you didn't call me, it's my eighteenth birthday shopping spree, bitch!"
"I really couldn't break away," Maggie said, making me laugh softly, as we reached the kitchen.
I pointed to the counter as Chloe said, "Hey, your car is in front of the house."
Maggie hopped onto the counter and admitted, "Yes, your Mom had me come over to surprise you."
"Really?" Chloe asked, as I grabbed some honey.
Our relationship had been strained, as often was the case when daughters become teenagers.

I spread Maggie's legs, pulled aside her panties, which she had just put back on, and began spreading honey all over her pussy.
"I'm hanging up," Chloe said and did indeed hang up.
Maggie watched in stunned shock as I coated her cunt with honey and explained, "I think you will be her belated eighteenth birthday present."
"Really?" Maggie asked, clearly mortified by the concept, just as the front door opened.
I began rubbing her clit as Chloe called out, "Hello?"
"We're in the kitchen," I called out, with only a slight trepidation at the risk that went along with what she might be about to say.
Chloe came into the kitchen and dropped her bags. "Oh my God."
"Hi, honey," I smiled, smirking to myself at the double use of honey.
"What's going on here?" Chloe asked.
"Do you want a taste of your present?" I replied, putting my finger to my mouth.
She looked at me perplexed.
Maggie, of course, was looking down, completely mortified to be caught by her best friend.
"I don't understand."
"Maggie is your present," I said.
"What?" she asked.
"It's time you learned the family secret," I continued, before turning to Maggie, "You may leave."
"Yes, Mistress," Maggie nodded, still not making eye contact with Chloe.
"Mistress?" Chloe repeated, still in awe of what she was witnessing.
Once Maggie left the kitchen, to get her clothes, I continued, "You see, Chloe, since you are eighteen now, you are old enough to know the truth."
"What truth?" Chloe asked, "That my mother is a lesbian?"
"Don't you dare give me attitude, Chloe," I firmly said, walking to her.
"Mom, I just caught you with my best friend," she began.
"Chloe," I interrupted. "Things are going to change here now."
"Agreed," she nodded.
"Knees, Chloe," I firmly ordered.
"Pardon?" she questioned, a complete look of surprise in her eyes, as the front door closed.
"Now, get on your fucking knees Chloe May Parker," I demanded, as I put my hands on her shoulders and gently pushed her down.
She still looked shocked, and her eyes never broke eye contact with mine, as she fell to her knees.
I explained, calm again, "You see, Chloe, our family history of lesbian submission to our mothers goes back generations."
"You had sex with grandma?" she asked.
"Still do," I answered, although she now lived in Europe and thus we seldom saw each other.
"Oh my God," she said.
"Go ahead, Chloe, I already know you have had a few lesbian trysts," I said, Maggie sharing with me many stories of my daughter's wild side.
"But you're my Mom," she said, as she looked at my pussy.
"And you're my pet," I countered, as I grabbed the back of her head and pulled her to me.
For a second she didn't do anything, but eventually she began licking.
"That's it, my little slut, suck Mommy's cunt," I moaned, as she began lapping hungrily.
This made her suck my clit and my legs actually buckled a little. Not wanting to come yet, I pulled her away and ordered, "Get undressed, my pet."
"Yes, Mommy," she nodded, her usual defiant persona gone.
She stood up and undressed.
I explained, "Starting today, I am your Mistress and you my pet. In a little while we will add Amanda to the secret and she will be your pet."
"Really?" she asked, a wide devious smile crossing her face.
"You have Mistress potential Chloe, but all Mistresses need to know what it is like to be a submissive. You se,e there is always a stronger woman out there somewhere," I explained.
"I guess," she shrugged.
"Now get on the table and masturbate for me," I ordered.
"Why?" she asked, "Can't we just fuck?"
"We need to set a clear hierarchy," I explained. "One being you do as I fucking say without question. Now, do as you're told."
"Fine," she agreed, although you could tell she was pissed.
"Fine, Mistress Mommy," I corrected.

She rolled her eyes and said, "Fine, Mistress Mommy."
"That's one," I counted.
"I'm not five anymore," she said, still defiant.
"Two," I said. When the girls were young if I hit three there were consequences.
Wordlessly, she got on the table.
"Now rub yourself, but you're not allowed to come," I said, as I grabbed some bread and put it in the toaster.
"You're making toast?" she asked, as she began rubbing herself.
"You interrupted the afternoon snack I was about to have," I answered,
She didn't say anything as she continued rubbing herself.
I watched her as I put honey on my toast.
I watched as I ate my toast.
I watched while I finished the milk.
I went and grabbed my own robe, as well as hers, and returned.
I watched as her breathing got more accelerated.
I asked, "Does my little slut need to come?"
"Yessssss," she moaned.
"Stop," I ordered.
"Please, no," she whined.
"Now, go get dressed, your sister is going to be home at any minute," I ordered, knowing that pushing a pet's limits was the best way to train a pet.
"You're serious?" she asked.
"Pets earn their orgasms through obedience," I said, rather matter-of-factly. Suddenly the front door opened and I said, as I handed her the robe, "No coming until I give you permission, is that clear my little slut?"
"Yes, Mistress Mommy," she whispered, frustrated that she was not allowed to finish what she had started, both in licking my cunt and in getting herself off.
"And this remains a secret for now," I added.
She nodded as she put the robe on.
"And by the way, Maggie really is your present," I added, just as Amanda walked into the kitchen.
The next morning, once Amanda and my husband were gone, I was surprised when my daughter startled me, making me drop a bowl of cereal on the floor as she pulled my robe off me, dropped to her knees and buried her face in my cunt from behind.
"Oh my," I moaned, "my daughter is rather eager for some beaver."
"I've been craving it all night," she admitted, while hungrily lapping my cunt.
"Well, this is a very good breakfast for you," I joked.
"A pussy a day keeps the doctor away," she joked.

"Then I think you are going to be very, very healthy," I moaned as my orgasm began to rise.
As her husband filled her cunt with cum, she moaned, faking her own orgasm, frustrated to be distracted from her memory, "Yessssssss."
That night in bed, she made a crazy connection. Her mother, whom she hadn't seen in over a year, before her two daughters had become her submissives, was arriving the day before Nude Day.
A devious plan forming in her head, she decided she would give each pet a task to complete before having a very special Nude Day anniversary that included a big surprise...their grandmother.
The next day, she told her daughters, after their father had left, "Girls, Nude Day is coming up again."
Chloe smiled, "That was the day you became a full time cunt muncher."
"You were one first," Amanda quipped back.
"Focus, sluts," Deborah said, annoyed that they still fought like sisters even though they were nineteen now.
"Sorry, Mistress Mommy," they both said in unison while giving each other a look.
"So, each of you needs to seduce at least one girl or MILF before then and be ready to share your story with us," the mother challenged.
"Only one?" Chloe asked, loving seducing straight MILF's.
"At least one," Deborah clarified.
While Chloe loved the challenge, Amanda hated it. She wasn't a seductress like her older sister or mother, and thus this challenge brought instant anxiety.
"It's settled," the Mom nodded. "We will spend Nude Day at home as a family."
"What about Dad?" Chloe asked.
"He's gone all that week on a business trip," she answered.
"Can we bring pets?" Chloe asked.
"No," Deborah answered, "this is a special family only day."
"Yummy," Chloe nodded, her head already thinking that would be the day that she took control of the top of the lesbian food chain.
5. CHLOE COLLECTS MILFS
Although she was planning on taking Mommy on Nude Day, she also decided to see how many new pets she could add to her growing collection in two weeks. She hadn't actually added a MILF, teacher or classmate in a couple of months, so it was time to go back on the prowl anyway.
She decided that her first target would be the mother of a girl that she strongly disliked, a cheerleader from the other high school who had tried to steal Chloe's boyfriend a few months ago. After doing some quick intel, Chloe learned the father was a high end stock trader, and the mother a stay at home type.
Chloe skipped last class, Mrs. Pennington being another of her many pets and thus turning a blind eye to her skipping, knowing that Beth, the bitch cheerleader, would be in school for at least one more hour.
She went to Beth's home, a massive isolated house just outside the city, knocked on the door and was greeted by a very pretty looking MILF. Chloe greeted all friendly, "Hi, my name is Chloe and I am a friend of Beth's."
"She is still at school," the Mom answered.
"I know," Chloe nodded, "I came here to talk with you."
"Okay."
"Are you alone?" Chloe asked.
"Yes," she nodded, sensing something was amiss.
"If I am going to be completely honest, I hate your daughter," Chloe said.
"Excuse me," she said, surprised by my last sentence.
"She's quite a bitch, actually," Chloe added.
"Please leave," she said, getting angry, shocked at the gall of this stranger.
Chloe smiled, "I can't do that."
"Why?" the mother asked, now annoyed and angry.
"I need something from you," Chloe continued, loving watching her prey go through a variety of emotions.
"And what is that?" the mother asked, her tone bitter.
"For you to eat my cunt," Chloe frankly answered.
"What?" the mother gasped, shocked by what the pretentious teenager said.
"Your daughter tried sleeping with my boyfriend, so I am going to sleep with her mother," Chloe explained.
"Leave," she ordered, turning around, done with this ridiculous conversation.
Chloe grabbed her arm and said, "Look, bitch. I have pictures of your prima donna bitch eating out another girl and if you don't do as you're told I will have them go viral."
"Bull shit," the Mom said, even as, for the first time, she sensed something was indeed amiss.
"Here's a picture," Chloe said, pulling out her phone.

The mother stared at the picture that was undeniably her daughter Beth; the other girl was one of her fellow cheerleaders, Karen.
"Your bitch daughter looks like she was really enjoying herself," Chloe said, smugly.
"What do you want?" the mother asked, suddenly very concerned.
"Get naked," Chloe ordered.
"I can give you money," the mother countered, desperate to get herself and her daughter out of this situation.
"Get naked," Chloe repeated, seeing the look of desperation in the older woman's eyes.
"Please, what else can I do?" the Mom pleaded.
"Get naked now," Chloe sighed, "Or I'll send this photo to everyone in her school."
"Let's go inside," the Mom suggested.
"No, here," Chloe continued to control the situation.
The mother reluctantly began undressing. Even as she did, she pleaded, "Please, this is blackmail."
"Yes, it is," Chloe nodded.
Once the MILF was naked, Chloe ordered, "Now undress me."
The MILF again reluctantly agreed, mortified by her current predicament.
Once Chloe was naked, she ordered, "Go ahead, Mrs. Williams, lick my pussy."
The mom pleaded one last time, "Please don't make me do this."
Chloe sighed, "Now, bitch."
The mother wanted to slap this teenager in the face, yet instead she tasted her first pussy since her college days.
"Good girl," Chloe moaned, watching yet another MILF submit to her. She had kept her phone in her hands the whole time and slyly took a few pictures of her newest pet. She then switched to filming.
The mother licked quickly, trying to get the bitch off as quick as possible.
After a couple of minutes, Chloe moaned, "Not your first pussy munch, is it?"
The mother ignored, continuing to lick the teenager.
"Look up, slut," Chloe ordered.
The MILF did and gasped as she saw the phone that was filming her.
"Please, no," she begged.
"I already texted a few pictures to my sister for safe keeping," Chloe lied. "The video is just for my private collection."
Chloe grabbed the mortified MILF's head and pulled it back into her fevered cunt.
The mother desperately tried to figure a way out of this as she resumed licking.
A couple more minutes of licking and Chloe was close. She held the MILF's head and grinded herself to an orgasm.
Once done, and Chloe let go of the MILF's head, the mother asked, "Are we done now?"
"Not even close," Chloe laughed, pulling her up, spinning her around and pushing her up against the wall.
"Stop," the MILF demanded, even as she felt hands go to her pussy.
"Why are you wet?" Chloe asked, not surprised at all.
"I don't know," the MILF whimpered, not sure herself.

"Do you want to come?" Chloe asked, as she began fingering the sexy MILF.
"Nooooo," the mom moaned, unable to control the pleasure she was feeling from the girl's fingers, unsure when she had last had an orgasm.
Chloe furiously pumped her fingers in and out of the horny MILF until she heard the voice she had been hoping to hear.
"Mother!" Beth stopped in her tracks and gasped, seeing her naked mother being molested on her front porch by her arch enemy.
The mother tried to move, but was completely at the whim of this seductive, strong-willed teenager who had her near the brink of eruption.
Chloe smiled deviously, turning to a very shocked Beth, "I figured since you like munching cunt, your mother likely did too."
"You bitch," Beth snapped in rage, as her mother screamed.
"Fuccccccccck," the MILF screamed loudly and was both thankful she lived on an acreage and mortified that she was caught in such a compromising act and doubly mortified that she was now coming at the hands of her blackmailer.



Pulling her fingers out, Chloe winked at Beth, grabbed her sundress and said, "Now we are almost even."
"Fuck you," Beth snapped, finally walking towards Chloe enraged.
Chloe whispered, "Make sure you keep her under control or the picture goes viral."
As Beth reached her mother and the blonde bitch she threatened, "I'm going to kill you."

Chloe laughed as she quickly grabbed her arch enemy by the wrist and turned her around, and said, "Actually, you're going to be a good obedient pet like your mother, isn't she Mommy-slut?"
"Do as she orders, Beth," the mother ordered firmly.
"You can't be serious," Beth said in disgust of her mother.
"No fucking lip, Beth," the mother snapped. Partly to put her in line and partly because she was pissed at her daughter for unknowingly getting her in this position in the first place.
"Mother," Beth said, surprised by her mother's language and tone.
"Beth, just obey her," Mom ordered.
Chloe roughly pulled the bitch's panties down and roughly began fingering her. "Shit, slut, you're already fucking wet. Did watching me finger-fuck your mother get you off?"
"Noooooo," she whimpered, furious and yet undeniably horny.
"Suuuuuure," Chloe mocked, as she molested the head cheerleader from her rival school.
"Please stoppppp," Beth pleaded, tears beginning to stream down her face.
"Oh, I'm just getting started, bitch," Chloe said, reveling in the power she had over her.
"Mommmmy," Beth cried, looking at her mom and begging for her protection.
The Mom was helpless, knowing the evidence the blonde blackmailer had on both her daughter and now her. She shook her head and said, "You got us in this mess, you will take the punishment."
Chloe laughed, "She seems to really be enjoying the punishment."
"Fuck offfffff," Beth snapped, even as her cunt got wetter and wetter as she took three fingers in.
"I bet you could take my whole fist," Chloe declared, a fourth finger going inside the slut.
"Nooooo," Beth pleaded, her cunt widening unnaturally.
"Only one way to find out," Chloe declared as she shoved her whole fist inside.
"Fuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuck," Beth screamed, her cunt feeling completely full.

"Shit, you took the whole fist rather easily," Chloe said, amazed herself how easily her fist slid in. She had fisted a couple of her MILF pets but it had always been after lots of preparation. "You must have been fantasizing about being my little lesbian plaything for a while."
"Never," Beth barely got out, feeling so full she thought she may pass out.
"Doesn't she seem to be enjoying it, Mommy-slut?" Chloe asked, turning to the mother who was watching her daughter get molested with a look of complete shock.
The mother, trying to stay on the blonde's good side, nodded, and still furious at her daughter for being such a whore in the first place, said, "Yes, the slut really seems to be loving it."
"Mommmmmmm," Beth whined, shocked that her mother seemed to be choosing the bitch's side.
"You're the one that has a whole fist in your cunt," the mother pointed out. Her daughter had run the house the past couple of years and suddenly all the crappy treatment and resentment that went with it came to a head inside the Mom and she began to enjoy watching her daughter get put in place.
"Oh God," Beth moaned, her head getting light, her orgasm building quickly.
"Do you want to come, slut?" Chloe asked, fist-fucking her hard.
"Noooooooo, God, yesssss dammit," Beth declared even as a tear rolled down her face, the humiliation of the treatment she was receiving causing mixed, confusing emotions.
"Come, my slut," Chloe ordered, "come from getting your dirty twat fisted."
"Yes, my fucking daughter slut, come now," the mother, completely drawn into the act of sexual submission and humiliation, ordered.
"Oh shitttt," Beth babbled, "fuck, fuck, fuck, God, yessssssssss."

Chloe continued fisting her for another minute before pulling out, sitting on an outdoor chair and ordering the still trembling slut, "Now get over here and eat your new Mistress's cunt."
Beth fell to the ground the moment Beth moved away from her, her legs completely weak from the orgasm. She looked at the blonde, her legs spread, and feeling completely defeated, as she glanced at her oddly smirking mother, she crawled to Chloe and began licking even as she considered the term 'Mistress'.
"Such a good pet," Chloe moaned, as her arch enemy began licking her in front of her own mother.

The mother watched in voyeuristic awe as she was undeniably turned on watching her daughter get dominated and the idea of doing that to her herself suddenly crossed her mind.
Chloe glanced at the mother and saw a look in her eye. A look she recognized. The mother wanted her daughter.
Chloe moaned, "You have a very eager tongue, my slut, I bet you have munched a lot of cunt."
Beth indeed loved eating cunt and did so daily with a few of her fellow cheerleaders, although usually it was in sixty-nines as she both gave and received. Oddly though, Chloe's cunt had a different, more exotic, delicious, taste than her girlfriends, although she would never admit such a thing.
"Is this the first cunt you have munched today?" Chloe asked.
"No," she admitted.
"Second?" Chloe asked.
"Third," Beth admitted the truth for some reason.
"You really are a lesbian," Chloe laughed, "why the hell were you trying to fuck my boyfriend?"
"To piss you off," Beth answered, which was true.
"Well, you did indeed do that," Chloe replied, "but I think the real reason was you wanted to be my pussy pleaser."
Beth shook her head no even as she continued lapping the bitch's amazingly tasty cunt.
"I call bullshit," Chloe retorted, as she grabbed the redhead's face and began rubbing her pussy up and down on it.
Chloe made eye contact with the mother and never broke it as she used her daughter roughly.
After she came, she let go of Beth's head and asked the mother, "Do you want a turn with your daughter?"
The mother should have said no, but her cunt screamed yes and she took control, ordering, "Beth, come and please Mommy."
"Mom!" Beth gasped, shocked by her mother's order.
"Now!" the Mom firmly said.
"But that is incest," Beth pointed out, tears again beginning to form.
"You're a dyke who loves munching cunt and Mommy has a cunt," the mother said, snapping her fingers and pointing to her cunt.
Beth couldn't believe it, but she reluctantly crawled to her mother. She paused between her legs and looked up, hoping this was all a sick test.
"Get licking, rug muncher," the Mom ordered.
Beth obeyed, leaning forward and beginning to lick her Mom's pussy.

"Fourth," Chloe updated Beth's count, in awe herself of how perfectly this had gone. Incest was the chocolate icing on an already very delicious cake.
"Look at me when you eat Mommy," the mom ordered, as Chloe began getting dressed.
The mother got animated. "That's it my daughter slut, lick Mommy's box."
Beth meanwhile couldn't believe what she was being made to do, nor that her mother was the one forcing her to do it or that she was committing incest in front of her arch enemy or that her own cunt was again getting wet.
Chloe watched for a couple of minutes before saying, "Goodbye, sluts."
"Byeeeee," the Mom moaned, as her daughter's tongue did magic.
As Chloe walked to her car, she heard the MILF say, "Suck my clit, you fucking slut."
Chloe, who had filmed the majority of the double submission, couldn't wait to tell the story to Mom and Amanda, this easily her crowning achievement.
.....
A few days later, Chloe added her Chemistry teacher, Mrs. Pennington's, daughter to her pets. Sometimes pet additions are too easy.
Mrs. Pennington announced to class that her college daughter was going to be home for the weekend. Chloe immediately wondered if she could get her very submissive teacher to sacrifice her daughter to her.
After school on Friday, Chloe said, "Mrs. Pennington, I will be coming to visit you tonight around nine."
"But my daughter will be home," the teacher replied, immediately terrified. She had finally, after a couple of months of complete anxiety, relaxed over the fear of losing her job for having sexual relations with a student. Now, a new anxiety emerged.
"I know," Chloe nodded, "I'm looking forward to meeting her."
"Please, Mistress," the teacher begged, desperate to avoid her daughter learning of her affair with a student.
"You are going to help me with the seduction of your daughter," Chloe revealed. Penelope was a senior last year and the idea of getting a college girl appealed to her.
"I'll do anything," the teacher began to bargain but was cut off.
"I know," Chloe nodded. "See you tonight."
The teacher begged as Chloe walked away, "Please, Mistress, she is my only daughter."
Chloe ignored the pleas, excited at the possibility of another mother and daughter team.
That night, Chloe showed up and wasn't surprised to see that Mrs. Pennington was alone. "Where's Penelope?"
"At the movies, Mistress," she answered, praying this would be done before her daughter returned home.
"Are you ashamed of me?" Chloe asked.
"No, Mistress, I am ashamed of myself," the teacher answered.
"Have you ever felt freer since you let go of your inhibitions?" Chloe asked.
"No, Mistress," Mrs. Pennington admitted, a heavy weight lifted off her shoulders when she let go of her many fears and submitted completely to the teenage seductress.
"Would your daughter not enjoy the same releasing of the invisible chains that hold women back from their true submissive nature?" Chloe asked.
"I think that is her decision to make," Mrs. Pennington answered.
"Agreed," Chloe nodded, "but I think it's important to give her the opportunity to make that decision for herself."
"I suppose," the widowed mother said.
"Let's go to her bedroom," Chloe ordered.

The submissive teacher followed, uncomfortable with having sex in her daughter's bedroom, yet knowing any sort of protest would only make things worse. She recalled when she disobeyed Chloe by wearing panties to work and was punished by having to pose naked in her classroom after school while being molested by Chloe's sister, and her star pupil, Amanda. She was mortified hat her submissive secret was revealed to another person, especially Amanda, and then shocked (and slightly turned on) to learn that Amanda was submissive to Chloe too.
As she walked, she prayed that Cloe was not contemplating making her commit an act of incest with her daughter. Yes, the idea turned her on that two blonde sisters had sex, but it was a totally different matter to be a part of an incestuous act herself.
Once in the room, Chloe ordered, "Get naked, slut."
"Yes, Mistress," Mrs. Pennington nodded, planning to do whatever her Mistress said without hesitation in hopes of keeping her daughter out of this sexual debauchery that she undeniably loved.
"You need to be punished, my slut, for not having your daughter here," Chloe began.
The MILF considered pointing out that Chloe never actually said to have her home, but she knew that was only semantics and in the early conversation such things were implied.
"Yes, Mistress," the submissive teacher nodded.
Chloe undressed as well and wanting to get off first, laid down and ordered, "Come and get your late night snack, my slut."
The teacher, looking at the beautiful teenager with her legs spread open, immediately crawled to her and buried her face in the teen's deliciously addictive cunt.
"That's it, my pet," Chloe moaned, the teacher one of the best pussy munchers she had at her disposal.

The teacher loved being called a pet, loved to please and loved just letting go and obeying without hesitation the orders of her teen Mistress. She licked slowly at first, loving to hear the teen moan and eventually beg for more.
"That's it, right there," Chloe moaned after a couple of minutes.
Mrs. Pennington knew she was getting close and began going to her hard clit.
"That's it, my fucking teacher slut," Chloe moaned, "suck on my clit."
The teacher obeyed, her own cunt getting wet at the naughty words. Being a no-nonsense teacher at school was exhausting and being able to just shut off her brain and obey was completely liberating.
"Don't stop," Chloe ordered, her orgasm getting close.
The teacher had no intention of stopping until her face was coated with her Mistress's delicious pussy cum.
"Getting closssssse," Chloe moaned, before adding, as she changed positions, "I can't wait to have your daughter between my legs as well."

The teacher winced at the promise, but kept serving like a good pet, her own insatiable hunger to please overriding her motherly responsibilities.
"They say like mother, like daughter," Chloe teased.
The Mom wondered if her daughter had experimented in sex, especially lesbian sex. Being 2015, it seemed many of her female students, even her goody-goody students like Amanda, were experimenting with the same sex.
"Oh yes," Chloe moaned, slapping her pet's ass. "Don't fucking stop."
An earthquake wouldn't have made her stop lapping the addicting cunt she craved non-stop.
"Oh, oh, oh, Yes, yes, yesssssss," Chloe screamed, as her orgasm hit her, making her fall back onto her back.
Hungry for some pussy herself, which was rare, she ordered, "Straddle me my pet, I want to taste your cunt."
"Yes, Mistress," the surprised, but horny teacher agreed. In the few months of sexual submission, Chloe had never pleasured her back, except with a strap-on.
"Hmmmmm, your cunt is very wet, my pet," Chloe teased, as her tongue slowly slithered between her pet's very wet pussy lips.
"Pleasing you gets me horrrrrny," the teacher admitted.
"So I can tell," Chloe said, as she began licking her pet. She didn't plan to get her off, just get her near orgasm before stopping so she was horned up when the big surprise occurred.

"Oh God, Mistress, thank you so muccccch," the teacher moaned, her cunt being licked for only the second time in a couple of years, the first being Amanda in her classroom a little while back.
Chloe continued licking for a couple of minutes until the MILF's moans increased significantly.
She then quit and ordered, "Get on all fours."
Although the teacher was near orgasm, having her orgasm refused by Chloe was nothing new. She quickly got on all fours, expecting the strap-on to come next.
Chloe put on the strap-on and moved behind her pet teacher. As she caressed the pet's ass she declared, revealing her naughty plan to sodomize her sexy teacher, "My slut, it's time to start training your third hole.
"Please, no," Mrs. Pennington pleaded, shocked by her Mistress's true intentions, even though she was trying to be completely obedient and not raise the temper of her Mistress.
"Are you questioning me?" Chloe questioned, raising her voice. Mrs. Pennington was one of her most obedient submissives and she knew that just one firm sentence of disappointment would end the weak protest.
Reluctantly, the MILF obeyed even as she prayed for a last second saviour, her ass the one thing she had never allowed anybody, including her now deceased husband, to touch. "No, Mistress," she whispered, always feeling guilty when she got her Mistress mad at her.
"So you are willing to allow me to take your ass for the first time, my submissive teacher pet?" Chloe questioned, loving when the submissive willingly, albeit reluctantly, agreed to giving up her forbidden fruit.
The MILF wanted to say no, she in no way wanted to be sodomized, yet she also didn't want to disobey her Mistress, partly because submission to her was the greatest turn-on and hopefully by complete obedience she would prevent her Mistress from trying to take her daughter. Instead, she responded like the loyal, obedient submissive she was, "Yes, Mistress, my asshole, like the rest of my body, is yours to do with as you please."
Chloe loved her power and loved hearing the words of a once powerful women giving herself completely to her sexual desires. She poured lube down the teacher's crack rather generously, not wanting to tear it apart, but to indeed fuck it good.
Mrs. Pennington felt the slightly cold liquid between her ass cheeks and resigned herself to the reality she was about to willingly allow herself to be sodomized in her daughter's bedroom, by one of her students.
"Ready, Mrs. Pennington?" Chloe asked, always enjoying reminding her pets who they really were before she took something as her own.
"Yes, Mistress," the teacher tentatively agreed.
"Here it comes," Chloe declared and watched as the long strap-on cock slowly, after a brief resistance, began disappearing in her pet's virgin ass. It was work to push hard enough to get deep in the virgin ass that desperately tried to reject the violation.
"Ohhhhhhhhhhhhh," the MILF moaned, a searing pain coursing through her as the cock went where it wasn't supposed to go.

Chloe allowed the cock to completely fill the whimpering pet's ass and announced, "All in."
"Thank God," the mother weakly replied, her ass burning and unsure if she could take any more.
"Now I'm going to slowly fuck your tight shit hole," Chloe announced, loving to use nasty words when dominating a pet.
"Kkkkkkkkk," the MILF replied, as she prepared for more pain.
Chloe began to slowly pump her plastic cock in and out of her pet.
The teacher just focused on the task of obedience, which always soothed her. The pain intensified at first, but slowly dissipated over time. A great pleasure didn't emerge, but a pleasant one did gradually as she slowly got accustomed to having something in her ass.
Chloe was amazed even after a few minutes of ass fucking, the MILF pet's ass was still super tight.
Suddenly the phone rang.

Mrs. Pennington eyes went wide as it was her daughter calling to say she was either on her way home or going out with her friends...she was praying the latter.
Chloe said, "Is that Penelope?"
"Yes, Mistress," the pet admitted, Penelope having her own special ring tone.
"Are you going to get it?" Chloe asked, even as she began fucking her pet harder.
"Nooooooooo," the mom answered, although it was literally impossible with hands on her hips and a cock pounding her ass.



"Should I?" Chloe questioned, a naughty idea suddenly forming in her head.
"Please, just keep fucking your slut's asshole," the submissive begged, partly because she didn't want to have Chloe speak to her daughter and partly because she had finally begun to enjoy having a cock in her ass.
"You like getting ass fucked like a dirty porn star?" Chloe asked, now slamming the whole cock in her pet's back door.
"God, yesssssss," the MLF admitted, beginning to be overwhelmed by the submissive act and the pleasure that was now growing.
Thankfully for the mother of one, the phone stopped ringing.
"Too bad," Chloe purred, "I was about to have a little personal conversation with your daughter."

The mother was about to say something when the phone started ringing again.
Chloe taking the second call as a sign, quickly took the strap-on off and ordered, "Spread your ass cheeks wide."
The horrified mother obeyed, feeling suddenly empty, and then involuntarily moaned as the plastic cock was shoved back in her ass.
Chloe ordered, as she went to the purse and pulled out the phone, as if speaking to a real pet, "Stay!"
The mother sighed to herself, suddenly frustrated that she wasn't being fucked anymore and yet also petrified of what Chloe may say to her daughter.
"Hello," Chloe greeted. "This is pet Pennington's phone. Sorry but she can't come to the phone at the moment as she is being sodomized by her Mistress."
The mother gasped, as Chloe continued, "At the beep, press one to join her as a submissive slut, press two if you already are a submissive or press three if you would like to have pet Pennington as your own personal pet....Beep!"
Chloe quickly hit speakerphone as Penelope asked, "Mom, Mom are you okay?"
Chloe ordered, loud enough to allow Penelope to hear, "Fuck your ass, my slut."
"Yes, Mistress," the humiliated, yet somehow even more horny, mom obeyed as she awkwardly reached back and began fucking her own ass.
"Mom, Mom, is that you?" Penelope asked over the phone, clearly confused and concerned about her mother. When there was no answer, Penelope said, "I'm coming home, Mom."
After Penelope hung up, Chloe ordered, "Get yourself off, my ass slut."
The order given, Mrs. Pennington rolled onto her back, and began to fuck her ass while simultaneously rubbing her pussy. Her eyes closed, she moaned, "Oh God, yes, so gooooooood."
Chloe watched as the MILF fucked herself in her ass roughly, all the while knowing her daughter was on her way home. The power of a dominant to push her submissive past the point of caring about anything else than giving and receiving pleasure was the ultimate rush.
"Oh God, oh, oh, oh, fuck, fuck, shit, yes, yes, fucking yesssssss," the usually eloquent and soft spoken teacher babbled as her orgasm finally rushed through her.
Chloe ordered, "You will stay on the floor rubbing yourself until your daughter gets home, is that clear?"
"Yes, Mistress," the humiliated, yet satisfied mom nodded as her orgasm continued coursing through her.
"I'm going to get going, but I will be here tomorrow morning to add your daughter to my collection of pets," Chloe said.
"Yes, Mistress," the mom nodded again, knowing now was not the time for any sort of bargaining or pleading.
"I expect her ready to serve me when I arrive," Chloe added, liking the idea of a mother willingly sacrificing her daughter to her...that would be the ultimate accomplishment.
"How?" the mother asked, oddly not protesting but instead trying to find a feasible approach.
"I'll let you figure that out, my pet," Chloe shrugged. "Although I'm sure when she catches you in her room, pleasuring yourself the conversation opportunity will be there."
"Okay," the mother nodded, knowing nothing she said would change this conversation, though she really had no idea what she was going to say.
"Here's a vibrator if you want to have another orgasm," Chloe said, tossing her pet a vibrator she found in the night stand.
"Thank you, Mistress," she said, thinking she may need some double penetration to get off from now on, her recent orgasm more intense than any she could remember.
"Try fisting yourself while keeping that plug in your ass," Chloe added, feeling incredibly devious.
"Okay," the pet nodded, although unsure how she was going to do it.
Chloe added, "And you may not get off the floor until you have a second orgasm."
The Mom didn't like the second order, as multiple orgasms took forever for her to reach, but she nodded, "Yes, Mistress."

Chloe was about to leave when she heard the front door open and Penelope call out frantically, "Mom, Mom, where are you?"
Chloe quickly went out and to the mother's bedroom, just a couple of seconds before Penelope rushed up the stairs.
"Mom, Mom," she repeated.
Mrs. Pennington weakly called out, "In your room." Even as she continued pleasuring herself, literally unable to disobey an order from her seductive teen Mistress.
Chloe smiled and only wished she could see the look on the daughter's face when she walked into her own bedroom and saw her mother in such a compromising situation.
Seconds later, Penelope gasped, "Mom!"
The still horny MILF was frantically trying to accomplish the second orgasm task, her whole hand now in her cunt, which simultaneously pushed the plug deeper into her asshole.
"Sorrrrrrry, honeyyyy," the Mom apologized, while continuing to fist herself.
"What are you doing? Penelope asked, stunned by what she was witnessing.
The Mom admitted, "Obeying my Mistress's order," deciding to just throw it all on the table, even as she wondered where Chloe had gone.
"You have a Mistress?" Penelope asked, still unable to comprehend what she was watching.
"You do, too," the Mom moaned, hoping Chloe was still here and hearing her words.
Chloe silently snuck past the unique mother-daughter conversation with a wide smile on her face.
"What?" Penelope asked.
"Mistress expects you to be ready to serve her when she comes here tomorrow," the Mom answered, while shamelessly pleasuring herself.
Chloe was out of ear shot for whatever Penelope said next.
Smiling, she walked out hoping to add a new pet in the morning as she headed to a party to see her boyfriend and get a good pounding herself.
......
Next morning, Chloe texted her teacher pet:
I'm on my way. Is my newest pet ready?
As Chloe began driving, her pet responded:
Yes, Mistress!
Chloe smiled, wondering what transpired after she left. Did they have a fight? Did Penelope take control of her mother? Did her teacher pet seduce her daughter? How was she so confident of her answer just now?
Have the door unlocked my teacher slut.
Not even thirty seconds later, the pet responded:
Of course, Mistress.
Chloe reached the house at 10:30 and walked right in. "Slut, where are you?"
"In the living room, Mistress," the Mom called back.
Chloe walked in and was for once shocked by what she saw. Penelope was naked and tied up.
"I've been training my daughter all night," the mother revealed, "but she is a stubborn one."
"Very well done, my pet," Chloe said, as she got out of her clothes.
"Please, no," Penelope pleaded, even though she couldn't see the person responsible for all this. Her mother had given her multiple orgasms last night after forcing her to pleasure her. Although she ended up enjoying last night, the thought of her mother giving her to another woman was humiliating and terrifying, even though she had agreed to it last night in the heat of the moment.
Chloe quickly got out of her clothes and asked, "Where is the strap-on, my pet?"
"I'll get it for you," the MILF pet immediately said, going to her daughter's room where she had left it after fucking her daughter to multiple orgasms. She couldn't explain it, she loved being submissive to Chloe and yet she felt the need to dominate her daughter, to have her own pussy pleaser.
Chloe asked, "So have you eaten your mother's cunt yet?"
"Fuck you," Penelope shot back through tears.
Chloe loved the defiant bitch. They always were more fun to turn into submissive playthings. Chloe quipped, "That is the plan."
"You're sick," Penelope said.
"No argument there," Chloe agreed, "but I'm not the one who ate out her mother last night."
"Mom made me," Penelope defended herself.
"She forcefully pulled your tongue out of your mouth and shoved it into her cunt?" Chloe asked.
Penelope was frustrated by this bitch's attitude, feeling completely vulnerable and frustratingly horny.
Mrs. Pennington returned, "Do you want me to put it on you, Mistress?"
"Do you want me to fuck your daughter?" Chloe asked.
"She's your slut, Mistress," her submissive answered.
"Mother!" Penelope gasped, tears again streaming down her face.
"Shut up, slut." The firm mother ordered. "Last night you eagerly ate Mommy's cunt, eagerly took my cock up your fuck hole and declared yourself my pet."
"Yes, your pet," Penelope struggled to get out.
"And I made it clear that as my pet, you would also be my Mistress's pet, did I not?" the Mom continued, as she put the strap-on on her Mistress.
"Yes," Penelope whispered.
"Now any more disobedience and you will be punished," The Mom threatened.
The strap-on on, Chloe said, "And trust me my pet, you won't like the punishment, at least at first."
The submissive MILF added, "But eventually you will love it."

Chloe ordered, "Now beg for me to fuck that sweet cunt of yours."
"Please don't make me," Penelope pleaded, even as she felt the head of the cock teasing her pussy lips.
"Oh, I won't make you, Penelope," Chloe said, "that is not my style."
The Mom added, "We all know you want it, Penelope. You're just like your Mommy-slut, a submissive pussy pleaser."
"Like mother, like daughter," Chloe added, rubbing her cock up and down the submissive-to-be's wet cunt.
Penelope was getting hornier from the cock rubbing her pussy lips and unexplainably also by her mother's dirty words. She had never once heard her mother swear before last night and now she had heard her use every swear word she knew.
"Do you want this cock?" Chloe asked.
Penelope didn't answer, even though she definitely wanted it.
Chloe asked, "Does Mommy-slut want it?"
"God, yes, Mistress," the mother eagerly answered.
"Bend over, slut, show your daughter how a good submissive obeys," Chloe ordered.
"Yes, Mistress," the MILF agreed, moving beside her daughter on the sofa and offering up both her lower fuck-holes.
Chloe moved away from the teen pet-to-be and in one hard thrust filled the mother's cunt.
"Oh yes, Mistress, fuck your submissive fuck toy," the Mother moaned, wanting to put on a show of slutty obedience for her daughter.
"Who owns this fuck hole?" Chloe asked.
"You do, Mistress," the mother declared, before adding a vulgar list of terms for her pussy, "you own my box, oh yes harder, my cunt, fuck yes, my hole, oh pound teacher's pussy, my twat, oh yes I love when you fuck me, my kitty."
"And what about your ass?" Chloe continued, as she slammed into her hard and fast.
"Oh yes, you own my shit hole, too," the mother declared.
"You take it in the ass?" Penelope asked, this somehow even adding to the shock of the past 12 plus hours.
"Oh yes, baby, I love it in my asshole," the Mom admitted. "All good sluts understand they have three holes available for their Mistress."
Penelope watched her Mom get fucked, listened to her mother's moans and her nasty words, stared at Chloe's amazing body. Her mind was mush as she tried to understand why she was so turned on, so wet. What she was witnessing was sick and twisted, what happened last night was sick, twisted and illegal and yet she couldn't pull her stare away.
Chloe pounded the mother for a couple of minutes before the MILF declared, "I'm close, Mistress. Can your teacher cum slut have an orgasm?"
"In front of your daughter?" Chloe asked.
"Yes. Penelope watch Mommy come, watch how good obedience can beeeeeee," the horny MILF babbled.
"Come now, my slut," Chloe ordered.

"Oh yes, thank yoooooooou," the mother screamed, as her orgasm instantly exploded through her the moment permission was given.
Chloe pulled out, took the strap-on off her waist, roughly pulled Penelope up and began rubbing her already wet pussy. "Why are you so wet?"
"I don't know," the redhead struggled to answer, tears still running down her face even as she moaned at the touch of the strong-willed Mistress.
"Do you want to be my pet too?" Chloe asked, continuing to rub the confused teen's pussy.
"I don't know," Penelope answered, unable to think clearly.
"It's really a simple yes or no question," Chloe whispered in the girl's ear.
The hot breath on her always sensitive ear only enhanced the horniness and confusion in Penelope, mixed with the fingers rubbing her pussy she was ready to agree to almost anything.
"Yes," the horny and ready to break redhead whispered, shame and excitement bouncing inside her.
"Yes, what?" Chloe asked, as she stopped rubbing her pet-to-be.
"Yes, I want to be your pet," Penelope whispered.
"And what does that mean?" Chloe questioned, resuming rubbing the pet's pussy.
"I obey yooooooou," she moaned, making her unable to focus.
"So you'll eat my cunt?" Chloe asked, her finger parting the pussy lips of her newest pet.
"Yessssss," Penelope moaned, willing to do almost anything to come.
"And you'll take my cock in all three of your holes?" Chloe questioned, pushing the limits.
Penelope couldn't fathom having her ass fucked, yet she was too far gone in her desire to submit to say so. She nodded, sounding like her mother, "Yes, all three of my fuck-holes are yours to use."

Chloe moved away, sat down, and ordered, "Come to me, my pet."
Penelope nervously moved to her, wanting her pussy touched again.
"Beg to lick my cunt," Chloe ordered.
Penelope had begged to eat her mother while in the heat of the moment, and did the same thing again, "Please let me lick your cunt, Mistress."
Chloe smiled as she watched another pet join the fold. "Go ahead, my pet, join your mother as one of my full-service sluts."
Penelope didn't like having her mother referenced, but she leaned forward and began licking. Her taste was different than her mother's and once she had one taste she wanted more. She began licking hungrily, wanting to get the full flood of her Mistress's pussy juice.
Chloe, horny as hell, winked at the mother.
Mrs. Pennington watched her daughter submit with a mixture of emotions. She felt guilty at the implicit role she had played in turning her daughter into a cunt munching submissive, yet she also felt pride at her daughter following in her footsteps.
In only a couple of minutes, Chloe felt her orgasm rising and flooded her pussy juice all over her newest pet's face.
Penelope eagerly lapped up the juices of her Mistress, wanting to savor every drop of her Mistress's tantalizing taste.
"Lay down, my pet," Chloe ordered, pushing her away, "time to reward my pet."
"Yes, Mistress," Penelope eagerly agreed, no more doubts left about her sexual submission to the powerful seductress.
Chloe put the strap-on back on, and asked, as she moved to her adorably cute pet, "Does my pet want to get fucked?"
"So fucking baddddd," Penelope moaned, as the big plastic cock rubbed up and down her wet glistening pussy lips.
"What are you?" Chloe asked.
"Your slut," she moaned.
"And?" Chloe continued, the toy cock parting her pet's lips.
"Your pet," the pet whimpered.
"And?" Chloe questioned, pushing forward slightly, the tip of the plastic cock penetrating her whimpering slut.
"Your slaaaaaaaaaave," Penelope declared.
Chloe slid the entire cock deep into her new slut and began roughly fucking her.
"Oh yesssssss," Penelope moaned loudly. Her pussy had been on fire forever it seemed and she had never wanted to be fucked more in her life.
Mrs. Pennington, horny as hell at watching her daughter submit, began rubbing herself.
Chloe, noticing her older pet rubbing herself, ordered, "Is Mommy-slut enjoying watching her only daughter be used like a fuck-toy?"
"Yes, Mistress," the mother moaned.

Chloe continued fucking her newest pet as she ordered, "Come straddle your daughter's face."
"Thank you, Mistress," the horny mother replied, quickly making the lesbian twosome a threesome.
"Munch on your mother's cunt, my pet," Chloe ordered.
"Yes, Mistress," Penelope moaned, as her mother's cunt was suddenly on her face.
For a few minutes there was only sex. A Mistress fucking her pet; a daughter eating from the loins that she had once come out of; and a mother enjoying the thrill of submitting to her Mistress while simultaneously getting her own pet.
Finally, the mother and daughter reached orgasmic bliss at the same time.
Chloe pulled out of her pet and said, "I have a 12:30 pedicure, you two play for as long as you want."
"Yes, Mistress," they both said in unison, as they pulled into a warm embrace and kissed passionately not as mother and daughter, but as two lovers.
.....
Chloe added a couple more pets to her collection before the pivotal upcoming Nude Day.
She added a sexy professor she met a few days later while on a college tour. Chloe was learning that she not only exuded confidence, but was also able to somehow draw straight women to her.
After a ten minute conversation about the school, while Chloe flirted slyly, the professor offered to give her a personal tour when it started to rain.
After fifteen minutes of a generic tour, the professor said she needed to go to her office for a minute.

It ended up being about 45 minutes by the time Chloe was done training the sexy professor in the art of eating pussy and finger-fucking.
Then that night, they spent a couple more hours together as Chloe introduced the professor to a strap-on fucking first her cunt and then taking the professor's virgin ass in her house while her husband was out playing poker with buddies.
Chloe quipped, as she fucked her newest pet, "While they play poker, we'll play poke her."
The professor moaned, "I thought I had a straight."
Chloe laughed, "It seems instead you had a full house," as she pounded the professor's ass.
By the end of the night, Chloe had not only a new pet, but a promise that the professor would find a way to get her a full-ride scholarship to the school.
Chloe also added a woman she met while in line at the DMV.
A few minutes of chit-chat while in the snail-like line, Chloe found herself another straight but easy to seduce older MILF. The mother of four, who felt completely neglected by her husband, was an easy target and once they both eventually made their way through the DMV line, they made a straight line to the MILF's home where the mother learned the fine art of eating cunt.




And licking asshole.
And taking a strap-on in her cunt.
And in her ass.
And having multiple orgasms.
And eating cunt some more.
Chloe finished her two week sex-fest with a fun role play session with her best friend's mom, Sally. Although not a new addition, Sally had been one of her first lesbian MILF seductions once she discovered the thrill of being a dominant, she was a regular. This time, feeling submissive and playful, she actually played the sexy submissive fulfilling the MILF pet's Star Wars lesbian fantasy.
She had called her MILF pet and ordered, "Leave work now, I'm on my way to your house."
"I'm in the middle of a meeting," Sally pointed out.
"Now, slut," Chloe ordered and hung up. Sally always made an excuse when she was beckoned, yet she always ended up coming. The threat of no longer being allowed to serve the teen goddess always enough to make her find a way.
Chloe arrived before her MILF pet, but had a key and went inside and got undressed and in costume, which was pretty much naked but with an iconic hairdo.
Sally walked into the room and gasped.
Chloe smiled, "Was it worth leaving work for?"
"Yes, Mistress," Sally nodded.
"I'm feeling naughty today," Chloe smiled. "Why don't you come and get my ass ready for this special light sabre?"
"Hmmmmm," the instantly horny MILF moaned.
Chloe got ass-fucked good, before returning the favour to her blonde pet.

As Nude Day approached, the anticipation of finally taking control of the household by domming her mother consumed her thoughts.
6. AMANDA SEDUCES A MILF
Amanda had become cunt crazy after her submission to her mother and sister almost a year ago. She craved the feeling of submission, she craved the taste of pussy and loved eating new cunt for the first time, as she found each pussy's taste, although similar, slightly different.
Her sister had offered her up to a few of her cheerleader teammates over the year and although Amanda loved serving each and every one of them she had become particularly fond of Sarah. Unlike the other cheerleaders, Sarah cold be both naughty and sweet.
Amanda recalled the first time she tasted Sarah, during a crazy evening where she ate five of the cheerleaders in one evening....Sarah being the last.

The moment she tasted Sarah's cunt she knew there was something different about it. Just a subtle difference in taste that made her crave it ever since.
Even as Ariel called Amanda names, Sarah just enjoyed the lesbian's expert tongue.
Amanda spent an eternity between Sarah's legs not wanting the moment to end.
Of course, it did, and Amanda tried to find ways to get back between Sarah's legs.
Over time Amanda often found herself between Sarah's legs.
Although Sarah was a lot gentler than the other cheerleaders, she had a wild side to her.
Sarah liked to fuck in public, the thrill of getting caught somehow always getting her more excited.
At first, Amanda hated the outdoor sex. The idea of getting caught and her good girl reputation being shattered always terrified her. Yet, her growing crush on Sarah and her inability to say no meant that she always ended up doing what she was told, risks be damned.
Plus, truth be told, she would do anything to get a taste of Sarah's divine cunt and Sarah would do almost anything to have Amanda between her legs.
It was while pleasuring Sarah in her backyard in the middle of the day, when their relationship took a change from just sex to something more.
Amanda was slowly pleasing Sarah when Sarah asked, "Do you want to go to the mall this weekend?"
Amanda was surprised by the question, their relationship had mostly been Amanda lick, Sarah come....although there was no doubt there was some unspoken tension between the two.
Sarah definitely was falling for Amanda; besides being amazing at licking pussy, she was thoughtful, funny and smart...and completely different from the guys she dated and the girls she hung around with.

"I'd love to," Amanda agreed, as she kept licking her favourite pussy.
After the first trip to the mall, Sarah and Amanda, unknown to everyone else, started hanging out together a lot. They went shopping together (and Amanda licked Sarah's cunt in a Victoria's Secret changing room); they went to the movies (where Amanda was finger fucked to orgasm in a full theatre one time and Amanda ate Sarah to climax in an almost empty theatre another time); they started to have feelings for each other.
They also started spending time at Sarah's house, where the relationship changed to a much more mutual one where Sarah just as regularly pleasured Amanda as Amanda did Sarah.
Sarah really got off on having sex in her room when her parents were home. The idea of either her father or mother walking in on them turned her on greatly. It terrified Amanda, but she was head over heels for Sarah and would do anything she was asked.
Amanda was at a sleepover at Sarah's house when she admitted, "Mom is challenging me to seduce someone before Nude Day."
"Every day is Nude Day," Sarah countered.
Amanda smiled, "With you it is."
The two began kissing, which led to hands roaming, which led to their heads buried between each other's legs in a sweaty sixty-nine.
The sex was hot, sweaty and wild and they ended up rolling off the bed and onto the floor.
Neither of them heard Sarah's mother declare she was home; neither heard Sarah's mother call out Sarah's name; and neither heard Sarah's mother open the door.

They did, however, hear the gasp, just as both teen girl's reached simultaneous orgasms.
Sarah's mother had wondered if her daughter and Amanda were more than friends and seeing the two of them entangled in-between each other's legs confirmed her suspicions. She stammered, "S-s-sorry," and quickly jettisoned out.
Amanda was mortified at getting caught, while Sarah came up with a devious idea.
Amanda repeated frantically, "Oh my God, oh my God, oh my God."
"That's just what I was saying a few seconds ago when your tongue was fucking my cunt," Sarah teased.
"What are we going to do?" Amanda said.
"First, relax," Sarah instructed. "Second, get dressed. I have an idea how to kill two birds with one stone."
"O-o-okay," Amanda stammered, completely horrified to be caught in such an act.
Back on the bed, and dressed, Sarah said, "So you need to seduce a MILF before Nude Day."
"Yes," Amanda nodded, not catching on to her lover's plan yet.
"My Mom is a MILF," Sarah pointed out.
"You're not serious," Amanda questioned.
"Deadly." Sarah nodded. "Ever since I learned that you have sex with your mother, it has been constantly in my head."

"Really?" Amanda asked.
"Sure," Sarah shrugged, "Although I want to be in charge."
"What about your Dad?" Amanda asked.
"Golf tournament," Sarah answered, before leaning in and whispering, her tone dripping with sexiness, "Now go and fuck my Mom."
"Oh God," Amanda whimpered, the idea so naughty, so hot and yet so scary.
"Now, sexy," Sarah ordered.
"I don't know," Amanda said, unsure what to do, or how to do it. She was used to just being told who to please, not actually seducing someone.
Sarah tugged on Amanda's ear, "Will you do it for me?"
"Yes," Amanda nodded, unable to say no to Sarah....ever. Standing up with trepidation, she said, "Well, here goes everything."
Meanwhile, Sarah's mother's head was spinning. Although the fact her daughter was a lesbian or at least bi wasn't that big a surprise, the wetness in her panties was. Somehow witnessing the two teenagers in the throes of passion had gotten her incredible excited.
Deciding to cool herself down, she went to have a shower.
As she lathered up her body, the image of her daughter and Amanda with their heads buried in each other's pussies wouldn't leave and she began to use the shower head for a much different use than it was intended for, while simultaneously lathering herself up with the other.
As she closed her eyes and enjoyed the powerful water pressure of the shower head, she imagined that it was her buried between Amanda's legs. She hadn't been with a woman since college, but those memories came flooding back, literally, as she tried to get herself off in the shower.

Amanda heard the shower running and slowly snuck into the bathroom, incredibly nervous. She wanted to obey Sarah, yet she was frozen in her tracks, paralyzed with indecision.
It was then that Mrs. Borden, Sarah's mother, accidentally gave Amanda the confidence she needed.
The mother was getting closer to orgasm, the water pressure stimulating her, when she moaned, imagining being between the young blonde's legs, "Oh yes, Amanda, I love your sweet cunt."
Amanda smiled, and moved to the shower curtain which was slightly open to get a better look, now feeling confident with the task she was about to complete.
Mrs. Borden, who was the submissive in her college lesbian relationship with her older roommate continued her fantasy, as her orgasm built, "Oh yes, Amanda, I'll be your pussy pleasing slut. I don't care if my daughter is in the other room."
Amanda smiled at the irony of her words, since her daughter was indeed just in the other room and she was about to indeed be a pussy pleasing slut.
"Oh God, I want your cunt so badddddd," Mrs. Borden moaned to herself, the fantasy so vivid in her head.
"How bad?" Amanda asked, walking into the shower with her.

The surprised MILF gasped, dropping the shower head. "A-A-Amanda!"
"So you want to be my pussy pleasing slut," Amanda purred, moving her arms around the wet MILF.
"Oh God, I can't believe you heard that," the mortified mother said.
"Is it true?" Amanda asked, moving her hands up and cupping the MLF's firm breasts. "Your nipples say it is."
"Oh Godddddd," Mrs. Borden trembled, the young girl's touch sending electric shocks of pleasure through her entire body.
"Is that a yes," Amanda purred into the Mother's ear, as she pinched her nipples.
"Sarah is in the other room," the MILF pointed out.
"Yes, she is, but I recall you saying you didn't care just a moment ago," Amanda pointed out.
"But that was just fantasy," she countered.
"And this is reality," Amanda replied, turning the MILF around and kissing her.
The MILF was still in shock, yet she melted into the teen's body as their tongues began exploring each other's mouths.
Amanda purred, when she broke the kiss, "You seem to have gotten me all wet." After a pause, as she took off her clothes, "And I mean that figuratively and literally."
The stunned mother watched her daughter's friend (girlfriend maybe?), get naked.
Amanda leaned around and shut the shower off and ordered, "Come with me."
The dazed MILF followed, entranced by the body, the words and the situation.
Amanda sat on the closed toilet seat, spread her legs and ordered, "Come make your fantasy a reality, Mrs. Borden,"
The mother paused briefly, knowing her daughter was nearby and knowing that this was her daughter's friend and yet that knowledge meant nothing as she stared at the gorgeous shaved cunt being offered to her.

The mother walked the few steps, dropped to her knees and extended her tongue.
A chill went up the spine of first time seductress, having never been on the receiving end of a submission. She smiled, excited that she would have a story to tell on Nude Day.
The mother had forgotten just how good a cunt tasted and after just one lick it all came flooding back. She lapped eagerly, exploring the blonde teen's ripe cunt, immediately thinking she should shave her pussy too.
Amanda moaned at the mother's licking tongue, but having just come at the hands of the mother's daughter she knew this was going to take a while. So after a couple of minutes of slow teasing pleasure, Amanda ordered, "Let's go to your room."
"Okay," the MLF nodded, somewhat disappointed at having to stop what she was doing, but eager to obey the adorably cute blonde. Thankfully, she had an adjacent door from the bathroom to her bedroom and wouldn't have to accidentally bump into her daughter.
Her daughter; 'Did Sarah know what's going on?' the mother pondered, or was this shy sweet girl just taking the initiative on her own? As she reached her bed, she assumed that her strong-willed, devious daughter had set this up. And if that was true, what was her daughter's end game?
These thoughts were pushed out of her head as Amanda playfully pushed the mother onto the bed and climbed on top of her.
"Mrs. Borden, you are as hot as your daughter," Amanda said, unable to be a verbal dominant like her mother, sister or even Sarah.

"Thank you," the mother trembled at the young girl's touch, anticipation of whatever was about to happen driving her wild.
Amanda leaned in and kissed Mrs. Borden again, this time their naked breasts were crushed together as they passionately, but slowly, kissed.
Amanda eventually slithered her way down, spending time on each of the mother's erect nipples and firm breasts. Her tongue then slithered down the MILF's belly, around her belly button and to her wet pussy.
Mrs. Borden hadn't had anyone, including her husband, spend even a fraction of that much time pleasuring her entire body in ages. With her husband it was a quick blow job, some rough manhandling of her tits and then usually some doggy-style fucking. Mrs. Borden couldn't remotely estimate the last time she had reached orgasm through actual sex with her husband...2010? She quietly chuckled to herself at how pathetic her love life had become...that was about to change as Amanda began licking her long neglected pussy.

"Oh Godddddddd," Mrs. Borden moaned the moment the teen's tongue made contact, her whole body twitching.
Amanda noticed that the taste of Sarah's mother's cunt was identical to Sarah's. Like mother, like daughter, Amanda thought to herself amusedly.
"So good, Amanda," Mrs. Borden moaned, the orgasm that was building in the shower suddenly back on the rise.
"You taste heavenly," Amanda complimented as she licked.
Mrs. Borden was in ecstasy as she laid back and enjoyed the teen's talented tongue.
Amanda, horny herself with her first successful seduction, decided to try something she had never done, but had seen in a porn movie she watched one night on the internet.
"Let's grind our cunts together," Amanda said.
Mrs. Borden was again disappointed, her orgasm again denied, yet she was eager to see what the teenager meant.

Although it took a bit to get in the right position, soon the MILF and the teen were pussy to pussy. "Now lift your ass up and down," Amanda ordered.
"Okay," Mrs. Borden nodded, leaning back on one arm for stability. "Ooh, oh, oh," the mother moaned, as she grinded her pussy onto Amanda's.
"Oh yes," Amanda moaned back.
For a few minutes the only sound was the mother and teen's increasing moans until they both reached orgasm seconds apart.
"Oh yesssss, Amanda," the MILF screamed, forgetting her daughter was in the house.
Amanda followed, "Yes, I'm coming toooooooo."
As they both collapsed on the bed, Sarah came in and asked, as she got out of her clothes, "What about me?"
Mrs. Borden looked at her naked daughter and was too weak to protest when she joined them on the bed, straddled her face and ordered, "Eat me, Mommy."
The spent but submissive mother obeyed as she began licking her daughter.
A vibrator, a strap-on and the taking of Mrs. Borden's anal virginity all followed until the overwhelmed, over-fucked mother was too weak to move.

Looking at her passed out mother, Sarah quipped, "I think we may have fucked her to death."
Amanda laughed, "That is exactly the way I want to go."
"LOL" Sarah laughed, grabbing the strap-on, plans already in her head to fuck Amanda one more time tonight.
7. DEBORAH GETS A "SEDUCE ONE, GET ONE FREE " SUBMISSIVE DEAL
Although Deborah had given the challenge to her two daughters, she had neglected to actually accomplish the deed herself in the first dozen days. Realizing she needed a story, a new seduction, she contemplated her options.
Running out of time, she decided to go after the woman who owned the bookstore she often went to. They had been chatting, and she had been subtly flirting for a couple of months, so Deborah figured it was time for the kill.
Deborah had her hair dyed at the salon, something she hadn't done since college, although immediately after she did it she realized she didn't like it. She decided she would go back to blonde tomorrow...plus blondes definitely had more fun.
She then headed to the as planned, Heidi, the store owner, was startled by Deborah's colour change, but greeted her warmly, "Hi Deborah, I like your new hair colour."
"Thanks, I may have gone too red," Deborah admitted.
"I do like you better as a blonde," Heidi commented.
"I'm still a blonde down below," Deborah quipped, her flirtation going into overdrive, her long range seduction plan to come to fruition today.
Heidi laughed, used to Deborah's playful sexual innuendo, "I'm sadly more gray than red down there."
"Might be time for a Brazilian," Deborah suggested.
"Yikes," the book store owner said. She had a hairy bush, always had.
"You're coming with me," Deborah ordered.
"Excuse me?" Heidi asked, surprised.
"It's time for a makeover," Deborah declared.
"Really?" Heidi asked, the conversation going past flirting this time, although she had had a few wet dreams the past couple of months of Deborah's innuendo becoming more than just subtle word play and touches.
"Sure," Deborah nodded, grabbing the redhead's hand sensing she was unsure.
"Um, okay," Heidi said, unable to say no to this intriguing woman, "but I need to grab my purse from upstairs."
"You live upstairs?" Deborah asked.
"I do, it's the only way to keep the bookstore with declining sales," Heidi explained.
"Damn Amazon," Deborah said.
"So true," Heidi nodded. She went and talked to one of her employees, before going up some back steps.



Deborah followed, already deciding she was going to take her now.
Once in her apartment, Deborah moved in and kissed her newest prey.
Heidi was shocked, didn't move at first, but slowly gave in and began kissing back. Deborah's lips were so soft, and she hadn't been on a date in over a year and it had been even longer since she had any real intimacy.
Once the redhead returned the kiss, Deborah took control, beginning to unbutton Heidi's blouse while exploring her mouth.
Heidi was overwhelmed, but caught up in the moment of intimacy allowed herself to be undressed, her body trembling with anticipation.
Breaking the kiss, Deborah said, "Let's continue this in your bedroom."
"Okay," Heidi nodded, somehow willing to obey.
Once in the bedroom, Deborah ordered, "Get undressed."
"Okay," Heidi nodded, suddenly the only word she was able to utter. She took off her blouse and her jeans, but hesitated with her bra and panties.
"Those too," Deborah ordered, knowing the final submission of another pet was just moments away from completion.
Deborah also got undressed before reaching in her oversized purse and grabbing the strap-on she had brought in hopes of this exact moment.
Heidi stared at Deborah, stared at the plastic cock and then noticed her pussy juice beginning to leak down her leg.
"On the bed and on all fours," Deborah ordered, once the strap-on harness was tightly placed on her hips.
Heidi still overwhelmed yet completely intrigued, obeyed the order getting on her own bed and getting on all fours.
"Have you ever been with a woman?" Deborah asked.
"No," Heidi answered, although she had been becoming much more curious about her sexuality over the past couple of months.
"But you want to be right now?" Deborah questioned, as she joined her latest prey on the bed and moved behind her.
"Yes," Heidi admitted, feeling a strong connection to this beautiful woman.
Deborah moved her hand to the redhead's vagina and agreed, "We will indeed need to fix this, I don't eat muff pies, I eat shaved boxes."
"Okaaaaaaaaay," Heidi moaned, trembling at her touch.
Deborah moved her hand away, satisfied the book store owner was already wet enough, and slid her plastic cock in the wanton woman.
"Oh yessssssss," Heidi screamed loudly, as the plastic cock filled her.
Deborah often teased a new pet, made her beg and often refused orgasms for hours, yet this time she focused on fucking her and fucking her hard.
"Oh God, fuck," Heidi moaned, "It's been so long."
"How long?" Deborah asked, curious.
"A couple years," Heidi admitted.
"Well then we'd better make up for lost time," Deborah said, slamming hard into the redhead, wanting to hear her scream.
"Fucccccccck, yes," Heidi screamed, her orgasm rising fast.
"You like my cock in your box?" Deborah asked.
"Soooooooo much," Heidi moaned. "Fuck me harder."
"You like it rough, my pet?" Deborah questioned, for the first time referring to her as 'my pet'.
"Just pound my cunt," Heidi whimpered, her orgasm so close. She noticed the term 'my pet', yet ignored it as she could only focus on the pleasure overwhelming her entire being, and her desperate desire to reach orgasm.
Deborah continued hard, deep thrusts, in her newest pet and was startled when a loud gasp and the word, "Mom!" came from behind them.

Heidi's orgasm hit simultaneously as she screamed, "Fuuuuuuck, yesssss," before hearing her daughter's voice and turning in mid orgasm, "Tashaaaaaaa."
Deborah, thinking quickly, continued fucking the trembling bookstore owner while turning to the daughter, a younger replica of Heidi and said, "Come here, my pet."
Tasha stammered, "P—p-pardon?"
"Come join us on the bed," Deborah offered.
Tasha was shocked at what she had just walked in on, yet her panties were soaking wet. Without even realizing she was doing it, she was walking to the bed.
"Get undressed, my pet," Deborah said soothingly.
Heidi's body was still trembling and she was watching in silent awe as her daughter began getting undressed.
Deborah took her strap-on off, laid on the bed and ordered, "Come lick your mother."
Heidi had rolled over onto her back to recover from her orgasm and gasped when she heard Deborah's orders.

Tasha stammered, "Y-y-you want me to lick my mother?"
"No, you want to lick your mother," Deborah corrected, seeing a completely submissive young girl, so similar to her own Amanda.
Tasha couldn't deny it, she was horny and just wanted to be a part of this. She didn't know why she obeyed, but she didn't hesitate as she crawled onto the bed, between her mother's legs, and buried her face into her cunt.
The virgin pussy pleaser couldn't believe how good pussy tasted, couldn't believe how wet her own cunt got licking her mom and loved hearing the sounds her mother was making.
Heidi was overwhelmed again. Her first orgasm hadn't even completely finished running its course when her daughter began licking her. She couldn't believe how in less than half an hour her day had gone from a dull day at the bookstore to a lesbian tryst and committing mother-daughter incest.
Tasha couldn't believe her mother was a lesbian or that maybe she may be too. She had never had any interest in boys, but until seeing her mother getting fucked by another woman she had never really considered her sexuality.
Heidi moaned, "Yes, baby, suck on Mommy's pussy."
Deborah smiled as she watched an incestuous act that she had accidentally made happen. She looked forward to her own lesbian incest act with her daughters on Nude Day.
Heidi asked, "Do you like licking Mommy's cunt, baby?"

"Yes, Mommy, so much," Tasha answered, looking up at her mom with her sweet look of innocence.
"I love you, baby," Heidi moaned, her head spinning with the reality of the act they were committing and how good it felt.
"I love you too, Mommy," the eager pussy munching daughter replied, as her tongue tried to get inside her mom's cunt.
Deborah decided it was time for her to get back involved and see just how submissive the cute teen was.
Deborah moved behind her and rubbed her plastic cock up and down the teen's already wet pussy lips. She asked, "Does my new pet want to get fucked?"
Tasha's eyes went wide. She was a virgin. She stammered, "I, um, I, don't know."
"You don't know?" Deborah asked. "I'm pretty sure you do know."
"I'm, I'm, I'm a virgin," Tasha admitted.
Heidi wasn't surprised, but Deborah was. She immediately wanted to take both the virgin's holes in one day. She purred, "Then I think it's time we change that." She slid her cock inside the teen's virgin cunt, mentally checking off one of the two holes she planned to take.
Tasha moaned loudly into her mom's cunt as she realized her virginity was being taken by a plastic cock and by her mother's lover.

Heidi watched as her daughter got fucked. It was sexy and surreal, as had been the past thirty minutes.
Deborah, didn't make love to the teen, like she had with Heidi, she fucked her. In just a few hard thrusts, the teen was moaning loudly, struggling to lick her mother's cunt.
Tasha moaned, "Oh fuck," as her cunt was fucked hard. She had fucked herself with her fingers, her brush and even a cucumber, but this was so much more intense and pleasurable.
Tasha's face began to get bounced into her mom's cunt and after a couple of minutes, she quit even trying to lick and focused on the pleasure growing inside her.
Deborah wanted to get her close to eruption and then stop, determined to taker her ass, too.
Tasha babbled, "Oh yes, so good, I'm getting close."
Suddenly, Deborah pulled out and ordered, "On your back, my pet."
Tasha didn't hesitate, so close she would do anything this woman asked.
Deborah moved between her legs and using the teen's excessive wetness, lubed her virgin asshole.
Tasha's eyes went wide but she didn't say anything as she watched the stranger rub her finger on her rosebud.
Heidi watched in shock. Was she going to fuck her daughter's ass?
The question was answered as Deborah placed the plastic cock at the teen's rosebud entrance and said, "Relax, my pet, this will sting a bit at first."
"Kkkkkkk" a suddenly very nervous Tasha nodded.
Deborah slowly pushed forward. At first she was denied entry, but with a little wiggling the top of her cock slowly disappeared.
"Oh Goddd," Tasha screamed, her asshole involuntarily opening, a sharp burn hitting her.
"Keep breathing," Deborah ordered, noticing Tasha seemed to be holding her breath.
"Kkkkkk," Tasha grimaced through clenched teeth.
The cock ever so slowly filled the teen's ass. Deborah loved watching a cock disappear into a place it wasn't supposed to go.
Once all in, Deborah declared, "All in, my little ass slut."
Being called an ass slut would have been absurd half an hour ago, and yet now that was exactly what she was.
"Fuck my ass," Tasha said, surprising both older women.

Deborah, of course, obliged as she began sliding her cock in and out of the no longer virgin ass.
"Oh God, it hurts so good," Tasha moaned, the mixture of pleasure and pain creating such opposing feelings that she was completely overwhelmed.
"Suck on your daughter's cunt, Heidi," Deborah ordered.
Heidi pulled herself out of the voyeuristic trance, and obeyed the order, leaning over and taking her daughter's clit in her lips.
"Oh fucking yes, Mommmmmmmmy," the no longer virgin screamed, as her long refused orgasm again bubbled to the surface.
Deborah shifted to faster, harder strokes in the girl's tight asshole and watched as the teen finally reached orgasm.
"Oh God, yessssssss, fuckkkkkkkkkkk," Tasha screamed, as her orgasm finally exploded out of her.
Deborah eventually pulled out and made the teen eat her cunt while her mother sucked on her tits. Once her orgasm was done, she took both her new pets to Mallory's for Brazilians, before taking them to a toy store for some toys for the two of them to play with.
Deborah smiled, always feeling a rush when she initiated and completed a mother-daughter incestuous relationship.
8. GRANDMA FLASHES BACK
Rose was surprised when she got the call from her daughter. A disagreement a couple of years earlier had led to no real communication with her daughter, although she had been keeping tabs on her grandchildren through Facebook.
The call made her wonder. Her grandchildren were nineteen now and she wondered if her daughter had given them the family talk and initiated them in the family tradition of sapphic love.
As she packed for the long flight, hoping that maybe she would have some play time with her two very pretty grandchildren, and maybe even resume the Mistress-submissive relationship she once had with her daughter, she reminisced on that crazy year a long, long time ago where she became a full-time submissive for her daughter during her senior year of high school.
I was supposed to be the one in charge. My great grandmother dommed my grandmother, my grandmother dommed my mom and my mom dommed me. I was, of course, supposed to domme my daughter...yet that is not what happened.
After Sherry Appleton had taken my daughter and trained her in the art of eating pussy, my daughter changed. She went from sweet and innocent, to a little wild and carefree.
And when I went to take charge of her, to make her my live-in pet, like my mother had done to me, the tables quickly turned.
"I don't think so, Mother," Deborah said, shaking her head.
"Don't get smart with me," I replied, trying to maintain my ground.
"Mother, you're the neighborhood cunt muncher," Deborah accused, "is there a legal cunt on this block you haven't lapped up eagerly?"
My face burned red. For one because of the way my daughter was speaking to me (three weeks ago she had no idea of my sexual deviance and was a straight A student who never talked back to me), for two because the truth was, except for my own daughter, I had indeed pleasured every legal pussy on the block (three times a girl's eighteenth birthday present was me).
"Answer me, slut," Deborah demanded.
"Only one," I whispered, suddenly retreating back to my feeble submissive self.

"Me," she smiled back at me.
"Yes," I whispered.
"Well, I guess we should change that," my daughter said to me, as she pulled off her skirt to reveal she wasn't wearing any panties.
I stared at her in shock.
"Get on your knees, Mother," she ordered, "that is where you always want to be."
I could have protested, or at least pretended it wasn't true, yet I dropped to the floor on my knees in front of my eighteen year old daughter.
She turned around, bent over and ordered, "Get licking, Mommy-slut."
The name sent a chill up my spine and down to my cunt as I leaned forward and began licking, in essence indeed becoming a Mommy-slut.
She moaned, "That's it, my eager little Mommy-slut, you've wanted to do this forever, haven't you?"
Truthfully, I hadn't. I imagined that I would finally no longer be low slut on the totem pole, yet as I obeyed my daughter and licked her sweet cunt I realized that wasn't the case. I answered with what she wanted me to say, "Yes."
"And you will be willing and ready on your knees the minute I order," she continued.
I again answered, "Yes," as tears began to well in my eyes at the humiliating turn of events.
For a few minutes I licked my daughter while she talked dirty to me, hearing her say many inappropriate words for the first time ever. Of course, like all my submissions to women, young and old, my cunt got wetter and wetter with each derogatory name.
When she came, she grabbed my head and held it between her ass cheeks as she said, "This will be your daily breakfast now, Mommy-slut," a promise she kept until she went away for college (although it resumed whenever she came home for visits).
Letting go of my head, she ordered, "Get undressed, Mommy-slut."
I wordlessly obeyed, still feeling nervous and awkward in the situation I suddenly found myself.
She took off the rest of her clothes too and ordered, "Stay, Mommy-slut, I will be right back. I have a present for you."
I obeyed, curious and slightly nervous about what the present may be.
When she returned she was wearing one of Sherry's strap-ons around her petite waist.
"Suck my cock, Mommy-slut," she ordered, moving in front of me.
I opened my mouth and sucked a cock that I had sucked many times before, but always on someone else's waist.
"That's it, get it nice and lubed for that box of yours," Deborah ordered.
I did as instructed, humiliation still burning through me.
"Deep throat it, Mommy-slut," she demanded, "show your new Mistress what kind of dirty fuck-toy you really are.
Hearing the word 'Mistress' again created mixed emotions. I loved a clear relationship where I was the submissive and someone else the Mistress, yet I wasn't sure that was a relationship I wanted with my daughter, even though I knew deep down I was way too weak to ever stand up against her.
Instead, I obeyed, taking the whole cock in my mouth. I gagged slightly, but achieved the task given.
"Fuck, Mother, you really are a dirty girl," my daughter said, grabbing my head and roughly fucking my face.
Slobbery sounds echoed in my head as I tried not to gag.
When she pulled out, she ordered, "On my bed, Mommy-slut. Time to fuck my pet."
I was thankful to be off my knees, and truthfully looking forward to getting fucked, ignoring the reality that I was the mother and she the daughter.
"Such an obedient pet," Deborah purred, as she moved to the bed, spread my legs apart and slid her cock in my wanton hole.
"Ohhhhhh," I moaned, as the cock filled me.
"I think you should buy me a bigger bed," she suggested, the twin not really big enough for the two of us.
"Okaaaaaay," I agreed, although I would have agreed to anything at the moment.
She surprised me next, by leaning forward and kissing me. The shift from rough and dominant to sweet and passionate only enhanced my lust for her.

Our tongues danced as she pumped my cunt.
My orgasm didn't take long to come, as the mixture of humiliation and passion created a stimulating pleasure that made me tingle from the top of my head all the way down to my toes.
I asked, like I would any of my thirty plus Mistresses, "May I come, Mistress?"
"As long as you understand you are my full-time slut," she explained.
"Unconditionalllllly," I agreed, willing to be her full time slut, wanting to be her full time slut.
"Come now, Mommy, come for your daughter," Deborah said, no name calling, just an unspoken love and clear understanding of the new sexual hierarchy in this house.
"Thank yoooooooou," I screamed a few strokes later as I wrapped my legs around her.
A week later, she was fucking me on the kitchen floor, my orgasm imminent, when the doorbell rang.

"Go get the door, Mommy-slut," Deborah said.
"Like this?" I asked, mortified.
"Don't worry, it's your present for today," she said, pulling out of me.
"Please don't make me," I begged.
"Now, Mommy-slut," she ordered.
I awkwardly went to the door, and peeked through the peephole. It was Deborah's good friend Allison. I turned back to look at Deborah who ordered, "Now!"



I opened the door and Allison gasped, "You weren't shitting me!"
"Mom go to your room and wait," Deborah ordered.
"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, shame burning through me as my daughter decided to let her friend know of our incestuous lesbian relationship.
"That's fucking hot," Allison said, as I walked away.

In my room, I grabbed a headband to fix my hair a bit and sat on my bed waiting for the humiliation, the submission that was bound to follow.
Oddly, I waited for over half an hour before my daughter and her friend walked into the room.
Over the next hour, I ate Allison's cunt, I ate my daughter's asshole, I watched as they used a double ended dildo on themselves and then they finished with one of them finger fucking my ass while the other fingered my cunt.
I came hard as they called me so many dirty names: ass slut, Mommy whore, pussy muncher, slave, cunt whore, Momma cums-a-lot, just to name a few.
After the summer she graduated high school, a summer where I was a full-time twenty-four hour pussy pleaser for her and Allison, I wasn't sure what I was going to do with my life once I reclaimed it when she went to college.
At the end of summer though, she took me to the town pool where I met a lifeguard named Leanne and learned she was to be my new Mistress.
Leanne took me for what she called 'a test ride' that day in the shop. As I submitted to her, eating her cunt to a very wet orgasm and then getting fucked from behind, I was petrified of being caught.

That transaction from daughter Mistress to Leanne, began Rose's life as a full-time pet, which eventually led her, most recently, to living in Europe for her seventh full-time Mistress, a member of royalty (albeit way down the line), Geraldine.
And now, after all these years, the submissive mother was returning to her first full-time Mistress and curious why she wanted her back home.
9. NUDE DAY: A DAY THAT CHANGES EVERYTHING
For each of the family members, this Nude Day meant something different.
For Amanda it was the anniversary of when her life changed forever. A change she wouldn't give up for anything.
For Chloe it was the day of the sexual coup...where she would overthrow her dominant mother and became head Mistress.
For Deborah, it had a few purposes. It was a celebration for Amanda; also, with both girls graduating and going to different colleges at completely opposite ends of the country it was going to be a full day of family celebration of incestuous love; and lastly, she was looking forward to the big surprise, adding her submissive slut mother to the mix and in turn giving Amanda her very own pet.
For Rose it was a chance to see her grandchildren, see her daughter and put some water under the bridge and to maybe, just maybe, be a submissive to her grandchildren.
The long flight gave Rose time to rest and time to recall last night's surprise going away lesbian orgy that was put on in her honour.

That night, Rose was used by over a dozen women in every way imaginable and she loved every second of it. The more humiliating, the more it turned her on; the more degrading, the more it turned her on. She had long accepted that she was a complete submissive willing to obey every woman and was hoping to add two Mistresses in her two granddaughters. Exhausted from the hours of fucking, she drifted to sleep hoping to be completely refreshed in hopes of a second orgy...this one an all in the family one.
On Nude Day morning, Deborah showered and looked in the mirror. The red she had tried to wash out had become a reddish brunette and although she didn't love it, it would have to do until she could get another appointment with the salon. She had tried yesterday, but Beverly was on holidays for a few days and only Beverly was allowed to touch her hair...an unfortunate perm a few years ago being the deciding factor to never go to anyone else.

Deborah was just getting into the shower, her mother's flight due in about ninety minutes, as she flashed back to the last time she had seen her mother, a couple months before her daughter's eighteenth birthdays.
We had met at a hotel, the girls still too young to know that their mother and grandma were in a Mistress-submissive relationship.
We fucked for hours and my mother had just finished coming from riding a strap-on cock when things fell apart.
My mother, looking nervous and guilty, said, as she lay beside me, "I'm moving to Europe tomorrow."
"What?" I asked, surprised.
"My new Mistress is making me move there with her," she admitted.
"I'm your real Mistress," I pointed out.
"Please, Deborah, I need this," my mom pleaded.
I threatened, "If you go with her I'm disowning you as a pet."
"Please," Mom pleaded.
The threats had always worked before, but this time they didn't.
She left the hotel and I hadn't seen her since.
It was definitely time to let go of her anger, yet at the same time punish her mother thoroughly for her disobedience.
Chloe meanwhile called her newest pet, her mother's secretary, and order her to get over to her house ASAP.
The secretary, still in hair curlers, begged to not have to drive across down, pleaded to keep their relationship a secret, yet when Chloe threatened her with sending the photos she had taken last night to her husband, she told her husband Mrs. Parker needed her ASAP and headed out, still in a robe and curlers.
Chloe barely contained herself when Mrs. Carter arrived at her door. She nodded, "Good girl, but there will be a punishment for protesting coming in the first place."
"I don't want to be fired," the nervous secretary explained, as she walked into her employer's home for the first time.
Chloe laughed, "Trust me, you don't have to worry about that."
The secretary didn't understand the teen's meaning, even though her cunt was already getting wet. Last night was a revelation in what pleasure could really be like and although she felt incredible guilt at cheating on her husband and submitting to her boss's daughter, the pleasure was too good to not do again (Of course, the blackmail pictures didn't hurt either).
"Follow me," Chloe said, in only a robe herself.
"Yes, Mistress," the nervous but horny secretary nodded. She followed the teen upstairs and then stopped when Chloe did.
Chloe took off her robe in the middle of a hallway and revealed all she had on was a t-shirt and a strap-on cock.
The secretary gasped.
"Get naked, slut," Chloe ordered.
"Here?" the stunned secretary asked.
"Unless you'd rather get fucked on my Mom's bed?" Chloe questioned, pointing to a closed door.
Defeated, she took off her robe and nightie.
"Good girl," Chloe ordered, as she moved to her newest acquisition, turned her around, bent her over the railing and slid her cock inside.
"Ohhhhh," the MILF secretary moaned, trying to be quiet in case her boss was behind that closed door.
"You love getting fucked by me, don't you?" Chloe asked, slowly fucking her Mom's secretary.
"Yessss," Mrs. Carter admitted quietly.
A door suddenly opened and Mrs. Carter froze.
"Morning, sis," Chloe greeted.
"Wow!" Amanda said, recognizing Mrs. Carter immediately. Amanda watched in voyeuristic awe, understanding instantly that this was a power play from her sister and she wasn't just talking about taking over the household, she meant it...and this was part one of her plan.
Chloe, meanwhile, slammed her plastic cock hard into the pet she had seduced just yesterday as a surprise for her mother and foreshadowing of what was to come. Mrs. Carter, her mother's secretary, was a mother of six, married for twenty-five years and the sweetest woman you could ever meet. That made the challenge deliciously appealing and all the more rewarding when the MILF ended up licking her pussy on her mother's desk last night.
Deborah suddenly heard loud moaning coming from just outside her bedroom door as she came out of the shower.
That was followed by Chloe's clear voice, "Take it all, slut."
Deborah chuckled to herself, 'apparently Chloe is starting the special day with a bang'. She shook her head as she towelled herself off.
A minute later, she decided to go and watch her two daughters just as Chloe continued her verbal assault, "Beg for my cock, or I'm going to slam it in your shit hole."
Yet, when Deborah opened the door she was surprised to see it wasn't her daughter Amanda being fucked, but her secretary from work, Mrs. Carter; someone she had always kept her naughty secrets from.
Amanda was also watching as Chloe said to her, "I thought I'd give you a gift this Nude Day."

"Oh yes, Mistress, pound my cunt, make me your slut," the secretary begged, so consumed with pleasure she didn't hear the door open or know that her boss was now watching her get fucked by her daughter.
"Good morning, Mother," Chloe smiled, looking directly at her very shocked mother "I brought home you a present for Nude Day."
Deborah was shocked. She had kept her work life and sex life separate, Deborah her long-time secretary and a great employee.
Mrs. Carter apologized , mortified to being caught in such an act in front of her boss, as her orgasm hit, "Sorrrrrrrrrry, Mrs. Parker."
Chloe pulled out and suggested, "Amanda, why don't you take our guest and either have yourself a morning orgasm or a morning snack, whatever you wish."
"Okay," a horny Amanda agreed, excited to have her own pet after the successful seduction of her best friend's mom.
"Go with Amanda, my pet," Chloe said, all the while still staring at her shocked mother, whose mouth was literally dropped open.
Once Amanda and Mrs. Carter had disappeared into Amanda's room, Chloe said, "Let's go into your room and talk."
"I couldn't agree more," a very angry mother nodded, looking forward to blasting her daughter even as she glanced at the door her secretary had just entered. Deciding to focus on one issue at a time, she followed her daughter.
Once inside the room, Deborah snapped, going on a full offensive on her daughter, "How could you do that?"
"Do what?" Chloe asked all innocent.
"I made it very clear that my work life and home life were two separate things," the mother said, perturbed by her daughter's careless actions.
"Well, I thought it was time for a rewriting of the rules," Chloe ordered, walking to her mother and ordering, "take off your robe."
"Excuse me?" Deborah asked, shocked by her daughter's tone and order.
"You heard me, mother," Chloe said, now directly in front of her mother. "It's time for a change at the top."
Deborah scoffed, "You think so, do you?"
"Now, Mommy-slut," Chloe ordered.
Deborah was shocked to hear that term as she flashed back to when she was Chloe's age, a little younger, actually, and had used that exact term on her mother.
Chloe sensed an opening, and took it, as she quickly pulled the robe off her mother.
Deborah protested, "Chloe, enough!"
"Oh, we are just getting started, Mommy-slut," Chloe countered, staying in charge.
"Chloe May Parker," Deborah said, meaning business, even as she felt her cunt dampen.
"Deborah Mommy-slut Parker," Chloe mocked back, as she put her hands on her mother's shoulders and roughly pushed her to her knees
As the bewildered mother went to speak, her own strap-on cock, the one she had often used to fuck Chloe, was shoved in her mouth.
Chloe smirked, as she began fucking her mother's face, stopping her from whatever protest her mother was about to make.

Although predominantly a domme, she had begun her lesbian life as a submissive first to Mrs. Appleton and then to many of the older women in the complex lesbian community she discovered existed.
Deborah learned to be a switch when young; a submissive to many of the older women in the neighborhood and their daughters, yet a dominant to her mother.
As Deborah got older, she shifted mostly to her dominant side, enjoying the power of seduction, and had used only that side with her two children; yet as her daughter fucked her face she reverted to her submissive self of all those years ago.
"That's it mother, suck all your secretary's pussy juice off my cock," Chloe ordered, revelling in the thrill of making her fantasy come true.
Deborah had already forgotten her secretary as she had been overwhelmed with her own current predicament.
Saliva dripped from the mother's mouth as she struggled to deal with the cock in it; usually she was on the other end of such an act.
Chloe watched her mother contently, before deciding she needed to go for broke. She pulled the cock out of her mother's mouth and ordered, "On your back, Mommy-slut, it's time to fuck that cunt of yours."
Deborah knew this was the moment of truth. She was forced to suck the cock, but this was an order, a test. She briefly considered her options, as her daughter pushed her.
Chloe added, "Now, Mother, we both know what you want right now, to be fucked by your Mistress."
Hearing her daughter call herself her 'Mistress' again sent mixed emotions through the mother, memories of long, long ago. She knew that if she willingly obeyed her daughter the whole dynamics of the household would be dramatically changed. Yet, she also couldn't deny the allure and pull of submitting to her very strong-willed daughter, a definite Mistress in the making.
Chloe, sensing her mother was on the brink of submission, and wanting her mother to submit to her, said, "Now or never, Mommy-slut. I have two other pets in the next room who would willingly lay on their backs and obey."
Frustrated and horny, the mother felt her body getting in position even as her mind was counting the pros and cons of the decision.
"Good, Mommy-slut," Chloe purred, watching her mother obey. She quickly got in position, spreading her mother's legs and sliding her cock in.
Deborah moaned the instant her cunt was filled, the doubt of submission fading as the pleasure increased.

Chloe didn't make love to her mother, she fucked her and she fucked her hard.
The mother quickly reverted to her submissive self as her daughter took control.
"You like getting fucked by your daughter, Mommy-slut?" Chloe asked, even though she already knew the answer.
"Yesssssssss," Deborah moaned.
"Yes, what?" Chloe asked, using her mother's style against her.
"Yes, Mistresssssss," the mother easily answered, the words meaning very little after she had already spread her legs and willingly allowed her daughter in.
Chloe loved hearing the declaration and, wanting to push her further, pulled out a couple of minutes later, and ordered, "On all fours, Mommy-slut."
The mother quickly obeyed, assuming her daughter planned to fuck her ass as a symbolic statement of the hierarchy shift in the house.

Chloe, knowing her mother would assume she was going to take her in the ass, instead slid the cock back in her mother's cunt.
"Yes, fuck Mommy's cunt," Deborah moaned, her orgasm on the rise.
Chloe slammed into her mother, wanting to hear her scream with pleasure.
"Oh yessss," the mother continued, wanting to make the submission nasty and hot, "pound my cunt, the cunt you came out of nineteen years agoooooooo."
Chloe smiled at her mother's wicked tongue and ordered, "Tell me what you are."
"Your slut, your Mommy-slut," the Mommy-slut declared.
"And what does a Mommy-slut do?" Chloe questioned.
"Obeyyyy," Deborah answered, her orgasm getting ready to erupt.
"Obey who?" Chloe asked, wanting to hear her mother say it.
"You, Mistress," the mother admitted, now bouncing back on her daughter's cock.
"Are you ready to come?" Chloe asked, the question rhetorical.
"Yessssss, Mistress," Deborah moaned.
"Beg to come," Chloe ordered, loving hearing her mother so obedient.
"Please, Mistress, let your Mommy-slut come on your cock," Deborah begged. "make me your full time Mommy fuck-slutttttt."
"And also Amanda's Mommy-slut," Chloe added.
"Reallllly?" Deborah asked, surprised.
"Say it," Chloe demanded.
"Yes, I'll be both my daughters' Mommy-slut and I'll eat your cunts, your assholes and anything else you want me to do," Deborah declared, suddenly turned on even more by becoming low slut on the totem pole.
"Come now, my pussy pleasing, ass munching, Mommy-slave," Chloe listed, continuing to pound her mother hard.
Permission given, the mother submissive screamed, "Yesssssssssssss," as her orgasm rushed through her.

Immediately, Chloe pulled out and slammed into her mother's ass even as her mother's orgasm riddled her with pleasure.
"Oh God, you bad girrrrrrrl," Mommy moaned, easily taking the plastic cock in her back door.
"You love it in the ass, don't you, Mommy-ass-slut?" Chloe questioned, as she reamed her mother's back door.
"Soooo much," Deborah admitted, always loving the utter submission of giving up her ass, just like she loved taking a virgin ass from a new pet.
Chloe continued roughly drilling her mother, wanting to see if she could get her off a second time.
Deborah was in complete euphoria, loving being on all fours, loving being taken from behind and loving just giving in and obeying.
Chloe began getting tired and decided she too deserved an orgasm. She pulled out and ordered, "Get on the bed, Mommy-slut."
Deborah was getting close to a second orgasm, and so was disappointed, but hopeful the ass fucking would resume.
Chloe took the strap-on off, grabbed a double ended dildo she often used with her sister and returned to the bed. "This is Amanda's favourite toy."
"I'm sure it will be mine too," Deborah smiled, looking forward to what was about to happen.
It took a little bit of work, but soon the dildo was in both the mother and daughter and they began to fuck each other.
Chloe's cunt was on fire over her most successful seduction yet and in only a couple of minutes her orgasm was about to burst.




"Ah, ah, ah, oh, ah, fuuuuuuck," Chloe screamed, as her orgasm coursed through her.
They continued for a couple more minutes until Deborah's second orgasm hit her.
Looking at the clock, as she recovered from her second orgasm, she realized she was going to be late picking up her mother. "Fuck," she cursed, standing up.
"What, regret already?" Chloe smiled.
"No, no," Deborah shook her head, as she stood up. "I have to pick someone up at the airport in thirty minutes.
"Who?" Chloe asked, intrigued.
Deborah, still trying to hold a slight amount of control, smiled, "It's a surprise."
Chloe shrugged, "I like surprises."
"Well, you will love this one," Deborah promised, as she rushed to get dressed even as her cum leaked down her leg.
.....
Chloe and Amanda were in a sixty-nine when Deborah returned home with her mother.
Deborah had kept the conversation to generic 'how is life' and so forth, her head still spinning with the consequences of what had transpired with Chloe.
Rose wanted to ask about her grandchildren and the lesbian tradition and yet didn't want to broach the topic first. She got the answer to the question the minute she walked in the door and saw her grandchildren in a sixty-nine.

Deborah cleared her throat and said, "Girls, we have a guest."
Both looked up and saw their grandma in front of them.
Amanda gasped, pussy juice all over her lips, "Grandma!"
Chloe, who assumed that grandma was the surprise, took control, and playfully ordered, "What are you two doing just standing there. It's Nude Day. Get naked."
Mom looked at her mother and ordered, "Get naked, Mommy-slut, it's time to make up for lost time."
"I couldn't agree more, Mistress Deborah," the grandma replied, quickly beginning to discard her clothes...all her questions answered.
"I think it is time to welcome grandma," Chloe declared.
Deborah agreed, "I couldn't agree more, Mistress Chloe."
Rose asked, trying to understand the hierarchy, "So who is in charge here?"
"I am," Chloe ordered, "then my big sister Amanda here and then....."
"Then it's me and as usual, Mommy-slut, you are at the bottom," Deborah finished.
"I wouldn't have it any other way, Mistresses," Rose nodded, now naked.
Chloe grabbed another of her Mother's strap-on's and put it on her waist, looking forward to fucking her sexy grandma.
Rose asked, "Is that for me?"
"Do you want it to be for you?" Chloe asked. "Usually it's for Amanda."
Amanda blushed, watching the strange conversation.
Rose nodded, "I'd love you to fuck your ol' grandma, Mistress Chloe."
Chloe ordered, "Knees, Grandma." She wasn't sure what to call her, 'pet grandma' and 'grandma slut' just sounded weird.

"Yes, Mistress," Rose replied, dropping to her knees.
"Suck my cock, ah," Chloe paused.
"Call her Nana-slut," Deborah suggested, seeing Chloe pausing.
"Nana-slut," Chloe nodded, "I like that."
"Call me whatever you want, Mistress," Rose replied, before leaning forward and taking the plastic cock in her mouth.
Deborah quipped, "I used to have mother sucking my cock or eating my pussy every day when I was your age."
"And now I will have you doing the very same," Chloe quipped.
Amanda finally spoke, "Mother, get over here."
Chloe smiled, liking seeing her sister showing some gumption. "She's Mommy-slut now."
Amanda nodded, "Get over here, Mommy-slut."
"Yes, Mistress Amanda," Deborah nodded, as she went to her other daughter and buried her face between her open legs.
Chloe watched her mother crawl between Amanda's legs before deciding it was time to fuck her grandma. She said, "Ready for your welcome back fucking, Nana-slut?"
The Nana-slut agreed, "I'd love my beautiful grand-daughter to pound her Nana."
"Bend over," Chloe ordered, fucking a third older woman's cunt today already and it was barely lunchtime.
"Yes, Mistress," Rose immediately obeyed, getting on all fours.
Chloe glanced at her mother licking her sister as she moved behind her Nana. Even she was surprised by the incestuous lesbian orgy that was now taking place.
"That's it Mommy, lick my cunt," Amanda moaned loudly.
Rose begged, wanting to be fucked, "Please, Mistress, fuck your grandma, she has fantasized about this for a long time."
"Fantasized about what?" Chloe asked, intrigued.
"Of this moment," Rose admitted. "Of my granddaughters joining in on the family secret, the legacy, and hopefully understanding my need to be a complete slut for every member of the Parker family."
"Today is definitely about slutting it up," Chloe agreed, as she slid her cock in her Nana's cunt.
"Yessss, oh God," the Nana-slut moaned as her cunt was finally filled.
Chloe loved the power she had over every Parker girl, while Amanda loved the shift of the hierarchy that put her no longer at the bottom, while Deborah loved the rekindling of her former submissive self, while Rose just loved being used, fucked and humiliated.

"Does Nana-slut like being fucked by her granddaughter?" Chloe questioned as she slammed her cock in her still very beautiful Nana. Actually, as she fucked her she smiled knowing that even in forty years she would still be a very hot woman.
"God yes, Mistress," Rose moaned, "I fucking love being a slut for all my family members."
"Do you want to eat our cunts?" Chloe asked.
"I want to bury my face in each and every one of you," the slutty grandma admitted, suddenly salivating at the opportunity of eating her daughter again and also tasting both her grandchildren for the very first time.
Amanda moaned, turned on greatly watching her sister fuck her grandma while her mother licked her pussy, "I call eating grandma first."
"I call getting my cunt licked by my mother first," Deborah called out, between licks.
"And I guess I get first fuck," Chloe laughed, as she continued thrusting into her grandma.
"And I think I'm about to have my orgasm," Rose declared.
"Come for me," Chloe demanded, "Come, my grandma whore."
"Oh yes, Mistress," the grandma whore moaned loudly, "call your grandma dirty names."
"Now, you fucking cunt licking slut," Chloe ordered getting turned on by calling her grandma names. The grandma that always bought them the best presents, the grandma that always called them dear, and the grandma that was now the ultimate family slut.
"Yessssss," Amanda screamed, watching her grandma getting fucked too much to resist as her orgasm hit.
Seconds later, Rose followed, "Yesssssssss, aaaaaaaaaaah."
As soon as her daughter had come, Deborah got up, moved to her still trembling mother and shoved her cunt in her face.
The submissive Rose, immediately began licking her daughter like she had so many times over the years.

"Oohhnn lick my pussy good, whore," Deborah demanded, as her mother went to work on her already very wet cunt.
"Oh yes, I missed this cunt so much," Rose moaned.
Chloe and Amanda both watched their mother and grandma with complete awe, the scene undeniably hot and yet surreal.
Deborah whimpered, as her mother slid a finger inside her fiery box, "Oh yes, Mommy-slut, finger fuck your daughter, your Mistress."
The Mommy-slut obeyed, furiously pumping one and then two fingers inside her moaning daughter. She was dying to get the full flood of her daughter's cum, an addiction she had gone without satisfying for far too long.
"Oh yes, you fucking bitch," Deborah said, grabbing her mother's head and roughly beginning to fuck both the fingers and her mother's face.
"That's new," Chloe said.
"Creative though," Amanda added.
"We will have to try it," Cloe nodded, as she watched her mother fuck her own mother's face.
"Yesssss, I'm comingggggg," Deborah declared.
Rose eagerly lapped up her daughter's pussy juice as if it was the sweetest wine, which to her it was.
Chloe said, as everyone was calming down, "I think it's time for a break and some stories."
They had lunch (real food and not cunt), broke open the wine (real wine not cunt juice) and shared the tale of their seductions since the challenge was made a couple weeks ago.
Chloe was impressed by Amanda's seduction, which explained her sudden shift in demeanour.
The rest of the day was a wild adventure of incestuous lust:
Amanda craving pussy, buried her face in her grandma while both she. Chloe and Deborah filmed the activity.

Chloe, oddly craving a pussy snack of her own, finished the pussy pleasing of her sister that had been interrupted when Grandma arrived.

Amanda, in a giving mood, ended up eating her mother's cunt and ass.

And grandma took a very creative double penetration.

The night ended with a lengthy lesbian daisy chain where there were no Mistresses, no submissives, just female Parkers pleasing each other.
They repeated the incestuous lesbian orgy the next day too, each of them understanding their role in the family.
10. EPILOGUE
A couple months later, Nana back in Europe with a promise to return for a trip to Vegas for just the four of them, the clueless father and husband found out that things were not as he had assumed. They all agreed to make every day Nude Day when the dad/father wasn't around and even had a plan in place in case he ever came home unexpectedly.
That day finally came. The father home two days early after a deal got signed incredibly quickly, he walked in the door, into the living room and found his innocent academic wallflower daughter fucking his sister, Tabitha, in the ass.
He stammered, "A-A-Amanda, T-T-Tabitha."
"Hi, Daddy, you're home early" she smiled in her usual sweet way as she continued fucking the MILF's tight asshole.
The bewildered father and brother stared at the incestuous act happening in his living room.
Tabitha moaned, wanting to shock her brother even more, loving the look on his bewildered, pretentious face, "Yes, Mistress Amanda, pound Auntie's asshole."
'Mistress Amanda?' the father thought to himself, utterly speechless. He wanted to say something, to scold his daughter, to berate his sister, but instead stared at the incestuous lesbian action, his cock betraying him by stiffening in his trousers. Of course, like every man in the world, he had forever fantasized about seeing a live lesbian sex act, he just never imagined it would be with his daughter as one of the participants...especially his good girl, and his slutty older sister as the other.

"You love it in the ass don't you, my dirty fucking ass-slut," Amanda asked, talking even dirtier to further shock her already shocked father.
"Oh yes, Mistress, drill my shit hole, shove all eight inches in your dirty cunt munching, ass taking Auntie whore," the submissive auntie moaned, getting even more turned on knowing her brother was watching. Looking at her brother, his crotch particularly, she asked, "Is my baby brother getting hard watching his daughter ass fuck his sister?"
"Where's Deborah?" the brother and father asked.
Amanda added, looking at her father with a sly smirk, even as she continued to literally pound the shit out of her slut, "Mommy's outside."
The bewildered father stormed out, adjusting his cock as he headed out back to talk to his wife about what he had just witnessed.

He was about to ask how his wife could allow what was happening in their own house to happen when he saw not only his wife, but his younger sister.
"Deborah, Melanie!" the doubly shocked husband gasped.
"Hi, honey," a surprised, but not embarrassed, Deborah greeted, before adding, "you're home early."
The father was shocked at the words 'you're home early' as if that was the explanation for what he was witnessing.
His sister smiled, "You said I should get to know my sister-in-law better. Well, I'm getting to know your wife inside and out, aren't I, my little cunt licking slut?"
"Yes, Mistress Melanie," Deborah nodded, turning back to her husband's much younger sister.
Enraged and yet paralyzed with shock, he watched as his wife leaned forward and began kissing his sister.
His sister broke the kiss and ordered, "Ready to eat your Mistress's cunt?"
"God, yes," Deborah agreed, as she playfully pushed her sister-in-law onto her back and buried her face in her cunt, even as her husband watched in shock.
He watched his wife bury her face in his sister's cunt, before turning and walking back in the house, where he heard his older sister scream, "I'm cominnnnnng."
He went upstairs towards his room and got the third shock in five minutes when he walked into his own bedroom where his mother was riding a strap-on cock worn by his daughter Chloe.

"Mom!" he gasped, staring at his mother, unexpectedly living out a fantasy he had, like most boys, of seeing his mother naked.
Chloe looked at her father and ordered, "Sit down, Dad."
"Excuse me," he said, shocked by his daughter telling him what to do when she was just caught in the act of lesbianism with his mother, her grandmother.
"Now, Martin," his mother added, even as she continued bouncing on the strap-on cock.
"Mother," he repeated, suddenly feeling like he was a teenager again.
"Now, Martin Jeremy," the mother repeated, her tone firm.
The bewildered father and son sat on a chair in the corner, as if being punished.
Chloe explained, "Daddy, I'm the woman of this house now. Amanda is second in charge and Mommy-slut is third."
The Mother added, "And both your sisters and I are also submissive sluts to your two daughters."
"Why?" he asked, trying to begin to understand what was currently transpiring.
"Because only a woman really knows what a woman needs," Chloe answered.
He was speechless. The six women he knew the most, the six he trusted the most, the six he loved the most had all betrayed him...yet his cock was iron hard.
The mother asked, as her orgasm was building, "Is my baby boy's dick hard?"
"Yes, Mom," he admitted, his head now down in shame.
"Look at your mother when you speak to her," she ordered.
He did, although not at her eyes, but her beautiful bouncing tits.
"You like Mommy's tits?" his mom asked.
"Yes," he nodded, unable to break off staring at his mother's tits, a long time fantasy coming true in the strangest of circumstances.
"Do you want to fuck Mommy?" she continued.
"I-I-I don't know," he stammered, the answer obvious yes, yet saying such words more difficult to vocalize.
Chloe said, "Be a good boy and you may just get six sexy sluts to serve."
Such an offer was both disturbing, it was incest after all, and yet equally enthralling as his cock begged for attention.
"Take out your cock," Chloe ordered.
He obeyed his daughter's order, desperate to liberate his cock.
Chloe, seeing her father's smallish cock, sighed, "No wonder Mommy-slut likes my cock better."
Shame cascaded through him at the criticism of his cock, something that had always been an insecurity for him.
The grandmother added, "Sometimes it is the size that counnnnnnnnts."
"Come, grandma, you dirty slut," Chloe demanded, bucking her ass up to meet the downward bounces of her grandma.
"Yes, Mistresssss," the grandma moaned, before ordering, "Come Martin, come with Mommy."
Martin began stroking his cock and in less than thirty seconds he was coming all over himself as he watched his mother get fucked.
"Yes, yes, oh, oh, yes, Godddddddd," the grandmother screamed as she came just a few seconds after her pathetic son did.
"I see you have learned who sleeps in this bed now," Deborah said, walking in.
He looked at his wife, confused.
"You will sleep in the basement spare bedroom," Deborah explained. "I sleep with Mistress Chloe now."
Chloe walked over to her father and ordered, putting the strap-on cock in his face, "Clean my cock of your mother's cum."
Defeated, horny and understanding he was being cuckolded by his own daughter, he opened his mouth and took the plastic cock in his mouth.
Deborah chuckled softly, while Amanda walked in, strap-on still on her waist, and asked, "Can I fuck Dadette first?"
Chloe smiled at her sister and said, "I think we have really created a nympho in you."
"Like mother, like daughter, like auntie, like niece, like grandmother, like granddaughter," Amanda shrugged.
"And like sister like sister," Chloe added.
Soon all six female family members were in the middle of a lengthy lesbian orgy with dildos, strap-ons, and vibrators while the son, brother father and husband watched helplessly...the coup was complete.
Meanwhile, back in Europe, Rose was back in her usual position between a woman's legs. This time it was a high ranking daughter of a woman in the British government who was very good friends with her Mistress.
As she licked the powerful teen, Rose wondered what her granddaughters and daughter were up to without her.
The strained relationship of the past eighteen months was fixed and Rose had promised to return to America every four months. Plus, the plan was for Deborah, Chloe and Amanda to all come and visit her for Christmas.
Rose had told her Mistress everything and she looked forward to watching, and eventually partaking in, an incestuous lesbian act.
Rose hungrily lapped the pussy placed above her, feeling as if this was indeed why the Lord created her...to serve pussy.

THE END
Author's Note:
One more thank you must be given to the artist, REBECCA, from the classic series Housewives at Play, Hot Moms, and Teens at Play.
These series were inspirational in my starting to write and are a must read.
Jasmine June 2015
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My bitch cheerleader sister stormed into my room while I was in my bed, on my laptop watching, ironically, cheerleader porn, and jerking off. "Oh shit, wrong room."
I gasped, dick in hand, completely humiliated to be caught jerking off, "Get out!"
"Oh shit," she laughed, clearly quite drunk but realizing what I was doing. After a pause, she added, looking at my fully erect dick, and smiling, "Nice package you've been hiding, little brother."
I am only three minutes younger than her. Although we are twins we are complete opposites.
She got the looks, I got the brains.
She's a bitch, I'm a nice guy.
I repeated my demand, as I hid my raging hard on, behind my computer "Get out."
"Oh, I've seen many dicks before," she quipped.
"I imagine tonight alone that is true," I shot back.
"What ya watching?" she asked, moving closer to me. "Anime porn?"
"Just leave," I demanded, still mortified to be caught in such a compromising position.
She grabbed my computer, staring at what I was watching, which was a cheerleader getting triple teamed. "Oh, does my little brother have a woody for my cheerleader teammates?"
I stammered, "P-p-please leave."
"Who is it? Kara? Sophia? Emily? Caroline?" She listed off.
The truth it was none of those, but rather Janice, although truth be told I had stroked off to every one of them at some point.
I suppose being the least athletic guy there is, and with absolutely no chance to ever score a cheerleader, I would tragically be in love with all of them.
Although they were all stuck up, pretentious bitches, except for Janice, I crushed after all of them. You always want what you can't have....
"Leave," I pleaded.
"Or was it your big sister?" she questioned, as she put the computer on the edge of the bed, suddenly shifting to an oddly sexy pout.
I was speechless.
I remained speechless as she moved right next to me and asked, "Does my baby brother fantasize about his big sister when he jerks off?"
"N-n-no," I stammered, which was true, yet my awkward reaction made it look like I do.
"I think you do," she purred, moving her hand to her skirt and pulling it up to show me her red panty-clad crotch. "Want to see big sister's pussy?"
In a couple of seconds, my legs stiffened and my cum rocketed out, as I groaned, "Oh, fuck."
"You really are pathetic," she laughed.
"Get out," I demanded.
"Gladly, perv," she laughed, sauntering out.
As I lay in my own cum, humiliated in ways I had never imagined, I couldn't get Samantha's pussy lips, which I could see clearly through her thin panties, out of my head.
I cleaned myself up and went to bed hating my sister even more than I usually did, mortified by the humiliation I had experienced.
Next afternoon, I was playing Clash of Clans on my iPad while simultaneously watching Dr. Who when princess bitch staggered awake.
I cringed at what she may say. But to my surprise she asked, not mentioning last night at all, "Can you fix my phone?"
"What happened to it?" I asked, looking at her. Other than hungover, she didn't look smug or anything, maybe forgetting about last night in her drunken stupor.
"I don't remember," she said, "I don't even remember how I got home."
"You don't remember anything else when you got home?" I asked.
"No," she said, "I really need to stop drinking gin."
"That's good advice," I nodded, a huge relief she didn't remember last night at all. "I'll take a look at it," I said, taking her phone, "but I'll need your password."
"Brad," she answered.
"Very creative," I quipped, Brad being her boyfriend's name.
"Thanks," she said, oblivious to my sarcasm, before heading into the kitchen for breakfast...at lunchtime.
I took her phone upstairs to my room, plugged it into my computer to see if it was simply dead.
I had to play with it for a bit, but long story short, it had simply frozen.
Curious, and thinking I likely had time, I decided to snoop. I quickly downloaded all her photos, hoping to find some sexy shots of her many hot friends.
As I did, I decided to read her most recent texts, for amusement. But, what I read shocked me to the core.
Her last few texts were after she caught me in the act and were to Sophia and were about me... my dick precisely.
I began reading from when it began to be about me.
Samantha: You won't believe what just happened!!!
Sophie: What? Did Brad 'accidentally' fuck your ass again?
'Wow, sis takes it up the ass,' I thought to myself, my cock getting stiff immediately.
Samantha: No, LOL. Plus, truth be told, I kind of liked it.
Sophie: Slut!
Samantha: Says the slut who got a bukkake last weekend.
Sophie: Hey, cum is supposedly good for avoiding zits.
The idea of Sophie's face coated with cum was incredibly hot.
Samantha: Then you should have a perfect complexion.
Sophie: And I do! So what is the big news then?
Samantha: I walked in on Eddie stroking to cheerleader porn.
Sophie: That is not a surprise.
Samantha: His dick is like 9 inches.
Sophie: fuck off
Samantha: I'm serious, if he wasn't my brother I would have straddled that big dick and gone for a ride.
I couldn't believe what I was reading... my sister was talking about fucking me.
Sophie: 9 inches, that seems almost too big
Samantha: only one way to find out, LOL
Sophie: that's true. I may have to bang your brother.
Samantha: slut
Sophie: ass whore
Samantha: cum bucket
Sophie: shit, now I need a cock
Samantha: me too
Sophie: you have one in the room right beside you LOL
Samantha: you're sick
Sophie: u know it
Samantha: oh crap, I should never have gin....I got to go.
Thus ended the surreal, cock hardening, text conversation.
After having her flash her pussy at me, and now this, I began to think of my sister in a very non-sisterly sort of way.
I quickly downloaded all her text messages and then took her phone back to her.
I said, as she finished eating some toast, "All fixed."
"Thanks," she replied, not looking up and not asking what was wrong. She was just used to having things taken care of when they went astray...oh the life of the beautiful.
I shook my head at her, but, of course, she was oblivious to my contempt of her.
I returned to my room to snoop through her pictures.
The majority were selfies, another reminder of how vain she is, although some included some of her other hot friends.
There were some of her and her fellow cheerleaders at a recent competition and then some from the hotel that night with them in even less clothing that got me incredibly erect again.
Then I noticed a file called homework. I immediately got suspicious, she would never have such a file... she didn't do homework.
I clicked on the file and almost instantly came in my pants. There were over a 100 photos of my sister and a couple of her cheerleading friends naked and in some very compromising positions.
I took my time going through each photo. The first few were each cheerleader topless where I analyzed each girl's breasts individually.
It was amazing how different each girl's breasts were.
Kara's were incredibly large, which isn't surprising as she is the only chunky girl on the team, with big areola and yet oddly small, although erect nipples. Being the only black girl on the team, her black skin seemed rather exotic to me. I wanted to cup those big jugs with my hands, curious how heavy they would be.
Janice, on the other hand, the one cheerleader who was remotely nice, had small firm tits. Her nipples were huge and stiff and seemed to call out for attention. Although Kara was smiling and posing sexily for her picture, Janice seemed nervous and uncomfortable.
Sophia had really small tits, yet with a large areola region that showcased her small nipples and I wondered, being the geek that I was, the actual weight of her breasts in comparison to Kara's massive ones.
And then I saw my sister's breasts.
And then I stared at my sister's breasts.
And then I drooled over my sister's breasts.
They were perfect.
Not too big.
Not too small.
They were a perfect handful.
Being the geek I am, I had researched online the perfect breasts and hers fit the concept completely. The whole 45% breast tissue above the nipple line and 55% below... the perfect natural shape... something implants can never do.
Her nipples seemed to be ripe berries ready to be plucked with a perfect circular areola to showcase it.
My cock was dying for attention. Recalling last night, I moved to lock my door... I wasn't going to have a rerun of last night's 'caught in the act'.
Returning to my laptop, I slowly flipped through a few more breast pics of the four of them cupping them playfully before things got even more interesting.
There were pictures of Janice sucking each of the other three's nipples. Each one its own piece of art.
Janice's pure white skin against Kara's chocolate black skin was a jarring contrast. A beautiful contrast of black against white. I flipped through a few more pictures of Janice pleasuring Kara's breasts and noticed that Janice's face didn't show the same embarrassment as she did when she was getting photographed with her breasts... no, her eyes were glazed over as if she was in utter awe of the beauty of the black breasts she was pleasing.
There were a couple of pictures of Janice kissing Sophia's small breasts, the smug smile on Sophia's face and her hands on the back of Janice's head. In each of these, Janice had her eyes closed... which made her look so cute and vulnerable.
Then Janice was cupping my sister's perfect tits. Seemingly looking at them in the same awestruck way that I had a few pictures earlier. Her eyes were big as she extended her tongue to my sister's stiff nipple. A couple more pictures of Janice pleasuring my sister's tits had my cock ready to burst.
I fished out my dick to liberate it from my tight jeans.
Yet, I didn't stroke it as I continued to flip through more pictures.
The next ones were of each girl's pussy. The first was Janice's. Her look of insecurity returned as she spread her legs and looked down, not making eye contact with the camera.
Yet, Janice's pussy was beautiful. I had stared at lots of internet pictures of pussies, but somehow it was like I was seeing one for the first time. I stared at it like it was an art exhibit. She had a light bush of red hair, apparently she was a natural redhead, which seemed to give shade to her long, asymmetrical pussy lips that stuck out just past her labia. Her clit was hidden by her hood begging to be pleased... for someone to open it up and find her clit.
Unfortunately, there was only one pussy picture of Janice before I saw one of Kara. Her pink pussy, such a contrast with her dark skin, was like a gift from God... a beauty only HE could create. She had no hair on her pussy, but a small triangle above her hooded clit. Her puffy pussy lips looked already stimulated and a slight gleam showed on them. Two more pictures of her cunt, with her fingers spreading her pussy open wide, drew me in. I imagined burying my face in her pink inviting opening.
I wanted to stroke my cock, but continued to refuse as I wanted to see all the pictures.
Next were half a dozen pictures of Sophia's pussy, which I flipped through rather quickly, partly because I found it less appealing for some reason (she was very hairy, which hid her pussy and her labia was quite plump which seemed out of place in her tiny body), and because, truthfully, I wanted to see my sister's cunt.
Can a pussy be perfect?
Maybe it was her tits, which were still firmly in view.
Maybe it was her confident smile. Her long blonde hair or blue eyes, all put together to create the perfect package.
Either way, her completely shaved cunt, not a hair anywhere, stared at me as if beckoning me in... as if saying, 'This is what you can never have'. Her cunt was lush. Her clit was exposed, but not prominently, as if playing peek-a-boo. Her outer lips were pretty plump, as if she was already excited, and I imagined, forgetting she was my sister, burying my cock in her tempting perfection.
I was now slowly stroking my cock, knowing there was no way I was going to last through all the pictures when there was a crash at my door.
"Fuck, Eddie, why the hell would you lock the door," Samantha cursed.
I quickly put my cock away, closed my laptop as I said, "To get some privacy."
"Open up," she demanded.
I was curious what she wanted as there would be no way for her to know that I had downloaded her photos.
I opened the door and asked annoyed, "What?"
"What were you doing?" she asked, in her usual condescending tone.
"Writing my memoirs," I sarcastically quipped.
"Whatever," she said, waving her hand to make it clear she didn't really care. She then asked, "Did I come in here last night?"
"No," I lied.
"You sure?" she asked, as she had obviously read the texts she wrote last night.
"Yes," I said, "Unless you came in here after I was asleep. I wasn't feeling great last night and was in bed before midnight."
"Oh, okay," she said, looking both confused and relieved.
"Why?" I asked, deciding to have some fun with this.
"Oh, nothing," she shrugged.
"Okay," I shrugged back. "Is there anything else?"
She looked down at my crotch area ever so quickly, not something I would usually notice if I didn't know what I already knew, before turning around and walking away.
I shook my head, closed my door, locked it and smiled... an idea suddenly popping into my head.
I could blackmail my sister to make her be nicer to me, maybe do my chores, maybe set me up with Janice... the only cheerleader who may go out with me... the rest all being bitches.
I returned to the photos curious what else they took pictures of, realizing what I had seen so far was just the tip of the iceberg.
The next dozen pictures were all of Janice again with her head buried between each of the three girl's legs. The pictures didn't get close enough to see any of the girl's cunts or Janice's tongue. I imagined she was licking away. Some were close-ups of Janice's head between their legs (the couple shots of Janice between Kara's again looking incredibly cool). Some showed the girl's lips pursed or moaning, only confirming my original deduction Janice was lapping away.
I read enough lesbian stories to know Janice was either blackmailed or was submissive... or likely a mixture of both.
There was then a close-up picture of Janice's face glistening with wetness. I wondered had she gotten all three off. I wondered if this was the first time this happened. I wondered if Janice was a lesbian.
I fished my still stiff cock out of my pants again and continued going through pictures.
The next one was of my sister with a strap-on cock. She was holding her cock with one hand while her other hand was on her hip posing.
I was curious who she planned to use it on.
The next picture had all three girls on the floor, on all fours with their asses up. Kara was in the middle of the two white girls. The contrast was amazing both in black vs white and big butt vs not. Kara's ass was wide and looked like something you could grab onto and really go to town with... as if her body was made for pleasure. Sophia, on the other hand, whom I always thought was skinny, looked like you could break her if you fucked her too hard... I realized immediately that I'd rather fuck her face than her cunt. Lastly, Janice. Not too big or small, not fat or skinny, was enticing... an example of what simple beauty is, not the fake generic anorexic look showcased by today's models.
I pondered whom I would fuck if given the chance. Oh, I would definitely date Janice if the option was there, but in regards to fucking and losing my virginity... well that wasn't as black and white (pun intended). I stared at their asses like I was at the Louvre trying to decide which my favourite was: the La Grande Odalisque painting or the Sleeping Hermaphrodites sculpture; as well as my biggest disappointment, the Akhenaten which didn't live up to my expectations. (yes, I went to France on my grade 11 travel tour). I couldn't pick a favorite, each painting, each sculpture being so symbolic and distinct on its own, defining a time in history. I couldn't choose between two completely different women, although I compared Sophia to the Akhenaten, a little disappointing when seen up close. Yet, Kara was the Sleeping Hermaphrodites (looking so enticing) and Janice the La Grande Odalisque (looking so innocent and yet sensuous) and I wanted to revel at and in both.
I flipped through a few more pictures which were poorly taken as my sister obviously took them as she moved behind and fucked each one. I wanted to see their faces, their eyes, their lips. I wanted to hear their moans and whimpers. Did they talk dirty? Did they beg for more? Did they moan or scream?
So many unanswered questions, pictures unfortunately not really able to speak a thousand words.
There was a picture of Janice with the strap-on in her mouth, taken by Sophia as Kara's black feet were in the picture.
Again, Janice's look was one of reluctant submission, like she was forced to do this, or she couldn't stand up for herself.
It made me wonder.
Janice wasn't a cheerleader in her freshman, sophomore or junior years, actually being in debate club and the world UN. Yet, in her senior year she came back dressing sexier in short skirts or dresses, wearing make-up and hanging out with the cheerleaders. She also quit the so-called nerd clubs... clubs I was in.
It made me wonder what led to the transformation.
This wasn't a Disney channel movie starring a pre-slutty Miley Cyrus.
A couple more pictures of Janice sucking a plastic cock, one with it completely in her mouth, her eyes wide and what looked like a tear forming in her eye.
I couldn't tell for sure. It sure didn't seem like she was enjoying this.
The next few pictures only blurred the lines more as Janice was on a bed now with both Kara and Sophie. Her breasts were sucked, her pussy fingered. One even had Kara's black finger in Janice's ass. I was confident Janice was blackmailed or forced to be their sex-toy.
The next couple of pictures had Janice still on her back, Sophia straddling her face. That was followed by a picture of Kara straddling her face. I wondered if each were having multiple orgasms or if they put each other in compromising position after compromising position.
I realized there hadn't been any pictures of Samantha for a while.
I flipped through a couple more of Kara cupping her tits as she seemingly got off on Janice's face and tongue, before there was more of my sister.
This time she was on the edge of the bed, legs spread open, and pointing down to her shaved pussy. She looked so hot I slowly stroked my cock.
The next one had Kara kissing one of her feet, while Janice kissed the other.
The next one had Kara between her legs while Janice sucked on her tits.



The next one was a close up of Sophia sucking on her tits, taken by Samantha.
A few more close-ups were taken including an amazing one of Kara's black face, her pink tongue lapping between Samantha's white legs and pink pussy.
And that was all of the ones from that night. There were a few more of the four of them as well as Emily, a pretty brunette, in their cheerleading outfits kissing each other, but no more hard-core.
Even though I was in love with Janice, and in lust with Kara, it was my sister whose pictures I went back to as I began furiously pumping my dick.
After over half an hour of being rock hard, it took seconds to shoot my load... not even long enough to fantasize anything.
Once I cleaned myself up, an idea came to me. I should bug my sister's room! I had the equipment. I had never considered using it for that. I just like making my own gadgets.
I got up and checked and found she was on the phone with her boyfriend Brad in the living room, watching that stupid Pretty Little Liars show. I quickly snuck into her room and put the bug in a central inconspicuous spot, before quickly getting out of her messy room.
I returned to my room, set up the recording system on my computer with the bug and waited.
The rest of the day was rather dull, but after dinner Sophia showed up. I quickly pressed record on my laptop.
The first question alone was worthy of recording.
"So, have you fucked him yet?" Sophia asked.
"Who?" Samantha asked.
"Your big dicked brother," Sophia answered.
"Yes, I went in there and rode him to ecstasy," my sister sarcastically responded.
"With your hunger for dick I wouldn't doubt it," Sophia shot back.
"First, he's my pathetic brother," Samantha defended, "and secondly, I must have dreamt it, he told me he was in bed by midnight."
"Of course he told you that," Sophia said, "he was probably mortified being caught in the act. Either that or you are dreaming of incest."
"Fuck you," Samantha snapped, clearly not liking the accusation.
"Just saying," Sophia quipped.
"Well, don't," Samantha tersely ordered.
Sophia, changing the topic, asked, "So what are you wearing tonight?"
Samantha answered, her tone switching from angry to sexy in a heartbeat, "It's not so much what I'm wearing, but what I'm not wearing."
"What aren't you wearing?" Sophia asked.
"A sundress," my sister answered.
"No pantyhose?" Sophia asked, "I thought you always wore them for your nylon obsessed pervert boyfriend."
"I bought these instead," Samantha said, which made me curious. I too had a nylon fetish. Probably because my mom is a nurse and is always in white nylons, while my slut sister is often in her cheerleading uniform with beige pantyhose. The past few months, around the time she started dating college boy Brad, she wore pantyhose almost every day, even underneath her jeans.
"What are those?" Sophia asked, sounding perplexed.
"Thigh high stockings," my sister answered, "they only go to the thigh... which leaves access to my private parts."
"Your cunt and ass," Sophia quipped.
"Brad likes variety," Samantha answered playfully.
"What sundress are you wearing?" Sophia asked.
"This one," my sister answered.
There was silence for a minute or so before Sophia observed, "You can completely see the top of the lace when you move in that dress."
"That's the point," my sister answered, "to tease and...."
"Then to please," both girls said in unison and then giggled.
For the next fifteen minutes they talked about mindless girl crap. I was beginning to tune out, focusing on the photos on my computer, when Sophia said, "I need to know if your little brother is actually your big brother."
"Why?" Samantha asked.
"Curiosity," Sophia asked, "plus, Adam isn't really big enough to get me off."
"That's why we often use big blue on you," my sister quipped. The strap-on in the pictures was blue, obviously what she was referring to.
"True, but a real big cock would be nice," she answered.
"So size matters," Samantha joked.
"Is he bigger than Brad?" Sophia asked.
"In my dream I had he was," my sister admitted.
"The dream that was actually real," Sophia corrected.
"I don't think so," Samantha said seriously, "he showed no hints of guilt... he is a fucking nerd who would probably come if you showed him your tits."
"Well, I need to know," Sophia said.
"Well go investigate," my sister quipped.
"Maybe I will," Sophia countered.
"I dare you," Samantha challenged, "but not until you get me off with that wicked tongue of yours."
"We need to get going," Sophia protested.
"I wasn't asking your opinion bitch, get over here and get me off," Samantha ordered.
"Fine," Sophia sighed dramatically.
"Hurry up, I've been horny all day thinking of my brother's big cock," Samantha said, although her tone sounded sarcastic.
"We should go in there and double team the virgin," Sophia suggested.
"Even if his dick is big, I can't fathom he has a clue how to use it," my sister said.
"It's not the way you use it, but the size that counts," Sophia quipped, reversing the usual commentary on dick size.
"Oh, actually, it's both," Samantha said, "now get licking, bitch."
"I think I get you off more than Brad does," Sophia joked.
"Well, all my cheerleader sluts definitely do combined," Samantha said with a moan as I imagine Sophia's tongue went to work.
I sighed. I should have put a small camera in her room rather than a bug, but who knew she would be lezzing out today.
I expected my sister to become verbally dominant based on the pictures. All I heard was soft moaning.
I pulled my cock out, slowly stroking it, imagining watching the lesbian scene. Although Sophia was way too anorexic to be sexy, her face was beautiful and seeing her buried in my sister's cunt, or her mouth wrapped around my cock, was enough to get me hard instantly.
Eventually my sister got close. She moaned, sounding vulnerable for the first time, "Don't stop, so close."
I could vaguely hear her breathing getting heavier and I began furiously pumping my cock trying to time my own orgasm with hers.
"Yes, oh yes," Samantha moaned, "God, I love your tongue."
I had seconds before I was going to erupt myself as I imagined it was me lapping away at her shaved pussy.
"Oh, oh, oh, yessssss," Samantha gasped, as she reached orgasm and a couple of seconds later I followed suit, my cum rocketing straight up in the air in salute.
After a moment, as I leaned back on my chair spent, Sophia said, "You do have a sweet tasting box."
"And you have a sweet teasing tongue," my sister complimented back.
"Well, the amount you make me lick you I should be," Sophia quipped back playfully.
"As if you don't love it," Samantha quipped right back.
"I'm not saying I don't," Sophia replied, "but it would be nice if you returned the favour."
Samantha countered, "There is a clear hierarchy here Sophia, and the queen doesn't serve, she gets serviced."
"Yeah, yeah," Sophia sighed, "Hierachy, blah, blah, blah."
"Plus, you have the rest of the cheerleader munchers at your disposal," my sister added.
"True," Sophia agreed, "I may have to take one to the washroom tonight and allow her to have a snack."
"Or you could just go and fuck my brother," my sister joked.
"He'd probably come before he even entered me," Sophia joked.
"Well, based on how many guys you've fucked, he better be big or you won't even feel him," my sister jabbed.
"Says the three hole slut," Sophia barbed back.
"I aim to please," Samantha replied.
"And I just like to fuck," Sophia said.
"Well, go find out if my baby brother is actually my big brother," Samantha challenged.
"I will," Sophia threatened.
"Then do it," Samantha said, calling her bluff.
"Fine, I'm going to investigate," Sophia said.
"You do that," Samantha agreed, "I need to get my make-up ready."
I heard a door open and realized maybe Sophia was actually coming to my room. I quickly pulled up my pants, wiping my cum covered hand on the side of my jeans, as I heard a knock at the door.
"Yes?" I questioned, trying to rub my cum into my jeans so it wasn't noticeable.
"It's Sophia," Sophia informed me.
"Give me a second," I replied, finishing hiding the evidence of my self-pleasure.
Taking a deep breath, I closed my laptop and went to the door.
I opened it and asked, "What can I do for you, Sophia?"
"I'm going to be blunt," she said, walking into my room and closing the door.
"Come in," I sarcastically said, no longer nervous around her after all I had seen in the photos and had just heard.
"So, some of the guys at school told me your secret," she said, walking directly in front of me.
"What secret is that?" I asked, feigning obliviousness.
"They say hidden underneath your geek clothes and nerd glasses is an impressive package," she said, shocking me as her hand went to my crotch.
"W-w-what are you doing?" I stammered, actually surprised she grabbed my crotch.
"I hate rumours," she shrugged, "I needed to find out if it was fact or fiction."
"And?" I asked, feeling pretty confident of the answer, knowing in my gym class I may be one of the scrawniest, but I undoubtedly had the biggest package. I just wasn't sure anyone hot like Sophia would care to look under the hood if the exterior was a Pinto.
"Quite impressive," she nodded, giving me one more firm squeeze, before letting go and leaving my room as she repeated, "very impressive indeed."
Once I was alone, I quickly flipped open my computer again to hear what she would say when she had no idea she was being eavesdropped on.
A few seconds later, I heard Sophia declare, "Either you saw his cock or your dream was very accurate."
"What did you do?" my sister asked, clearly curious.
"I simply walked up to him and put my hand on his crotch," Sophia answered.
"Fuck off," Samantha responded, not believing.
"I almost fished it out right then and there," Sophia admitted.
I wondered if that actually crossed her mind.
"You really are a slut," my sister quipped.
"Takes one to know one," Sophia quipped right back.
"Let's get going," Samantha said, before adding "before you go fuck my nerd brother."
"I may have to one day," Sophia said, as they left the room.
"Well you're running out of guys at our school you haven't fucked," my sister said playfully, barely audible as they moved out of range.
I pondered everything I had learned in less than twenty-four hours:
-My sister took it in the ass
-Sophia fucked anyone
-I had a big dick
-My sister and the cheerleaders lezzed out and my sister seemed to be the head of the lesbian hierarchy
-My crush was submissive to my sister and maybe a complete lesbian
-Sophia may fuck me.
I really wasn't sure what to do with all this information. Yet, I knew my life had potentially changed forever.
No longer was I only a geek.
No longer was I only the nerdy younger twin.
No longer was I a shy wallflower.
Yet, I wasn't sure anymore who I was.
I wondered if I could use this information to get laid.
I wondered if I could blackmail them.
I wondered if I was capable of blackmail.
And if I was... who would I blackmail?
As I pulled my hard dick out again, I closed my eyes, imagining all the possibilities:
I'd love to fuck Sophia's pretty face.
I'd love to pound Kara's wide black ass.
I'd love to make love to Janice.
I'd love to watch them all perform live the acts I saw in the photos. Lesbianism is super-hot.
Yet... I would love... love... love... to cup my sister's perfect tits, lick her shaved pussy, squeeze her fine ass and...
And....
And....
And then I imagined putting my bitch sister in her place.
Making her pay for all the years of treating me like shit.
Making her pay for how she treats Mom and Dad.
Making her pay for how she treated Janice.
Make her my personal slut.
Yes, it was incest.
And incest is wrong.
Yet, as I pumped my cock I envisioned:
-making my sister suck my cock while in her cheerleader's outfit
-making her give me a foot job while wearing pantyhose
-fucking her perfect tits
-fucking her shaved box
-pounding her ass
-Coming all over her face
As I spewed yet another load, I imagined it splattering all over Samantha's pretty, shocked face.
Of course, as soon as I shot my load, I felt guilty for thinking such immoral, inappropriate thoughts. Samantha was my sister and incest is wrong.
Late Saturday night, she came home drunk and angry and I decided to make my fantasy a reality.
The stars were aligned.
Mom and Dad were gone all weekend to celebrate their 20th wedding anniversary in Niagara Falls, returning to where they had eloped, and Samantha had apparently caught her boyfriend making out with Sophia...yes Sophia.
I listened to her on the phone threatening to kill her as Kara tried to calm her down.
"I'm going to fucking rip you apart you fucking whore," my sister ranted.
Unfortunately, I couldn't hear Sophia's responses, but I assumed she was apologizing by my sister's response.
"Yes, I'm sure his tongue just accidently landed in your mouth," my sister said, not able to catch sarcasm, but sure able to give it.
I heard something slam against the wall, assumedly her phone, as Kara said, "Samantha, you need to calm down."
Samantha exploded on her, "Get the fuck out of here."
"Samantha, I'm here for you," Kara said, trying to be a good friend.
"Are you that fucking stupid?" Samantha roared, "I said, get the fuck out!"
"Fine," Kara said, "I'll have my cell on in case you need to talk."
"Yeah, whatever," my sister said, as I heard her bedroom door close.
I waited a couple of minutes, waiting to hear the front door close, before getting naked, putting on my robe, and walking to her room.
I heard she was on the phone again. I wondered if it was her cell. I assumed she had thrown against the wall or our house line.
I listened briefly before she yelled, "Fuck you!"
I walked, unannounced, into her room.
"Get out!" She demanded glaring at me, the house phone in her hand. As usual, I was correct, she had thrown her cell phone in her rage.
I ignored her demand, as I asked, "Are you okay?"
"Do I fucking look okay?" she questioned, still glaring at me.
"Depends on your definition of okay," I replied, beginning my set-up.
"What the hell does that mean?" she snapped, patience not a virtue for her at all.
"Well, you look upset," I nodded, moving closer to her.
"Wow, you can sure deduct the obvious, Sherlock," she quipped, her sarcasm always blunt.
"Thank you," I nodded, pretending to not catch the sarcasm.
"I was being fucking sarcastic," she responded, "fuck for such a smart guy, you are pretty fucking stupid."
"You know what else is stupid?" I asked.
"What?" she questioned, yet her tone implied don't you dare fuck with me.
"Taking compromising pictures on your phone," I revealed.
Her eyes went big. She snapped, "You fucking pervert."
"That I can't deny," I nodded, "but you're the slut."
"Don't you dare call me a slut," she demanded, her glare back.
She was used to getting her way. She always got her way at home with Mom and Dad; she always got her way at school with the teachers; she always got the way with her boyfriend; and she always got her way with her friends.
But tonight, the power was going to shift at home... it may have already changed with her boyfriend and with Sophia, but it was definitely going to change between her and me.
"But you are a slut," I countered. "Apparently a three hole slut if I am not mistaken."
"What the fuck are you talking about?" she asked, still defiant.
"Well according to your texts, as well as your conversation with your good friend Sophia, you love it in all three holes," I explained.
"How dare you read my texts," she said.
"You gave me your phone," I shrugged, "I guess you shouldn't talk about how big your brother's cock is when you've been drinking."
"Says the loser jerking off to porn," she accused.
"Now I jerk off to pictures of your fellow cheerleaders," I countered, before adding, "as well as my three-hole sister slut."
"You are fucking sick," she accused again.
"I again don't disagree," I shrugged, before adding, "but if I recall correctly, and I do, it was you flirting with me last night."
"Bull shit," she said.
"Actually, I think you were practically drooling over my cock," I challenged.
"Yeah, right," she scoffed.
"Actually, I bet you'll start drooling the minute I do this," I predicted, as I opened my robe and revealed my completely hard cock.
"Put that away," she demanded, looking completely shocked by what her 'baby brother' just did.
"Oh, I do plan to put it somewhere," I confidently said, stroking my cock slowly.
"You can't be serious?" she questioned, even as she kept her eyes on my cock.
"I know mine is a lot bigger than your cheating boyfriend's tiny cock," I continued.
"It is not," she weakly responded, although it was obvious she was lying and she was still staring at it.
Continuing my confident swagger, I predicted, "I'm guessing you are going through cock withdrawal based on your constant cock needs."
"I don't need cock that badly," she said, finally prying her eyes off my cock.
"I think you do," I nodded, "in fact, I expect you in front of me and on your knees right now."
"Yes, I'll obey you because you have a big dick," she scoffed, even as her eyes glanced down at my package again.
"First," I began, "thank you for confirming how impressed you are by your baby brother's big cock. Second, that is exactly what I expect you to do."
"You're my brother," she said pointing out the obvious.
"And now I'm your live-in cock," I countered, before adding, purposely being crude, "and you're my live-in three-hole cum deposit."
"You're fucking sick and twisted." She accused, even as she kept looking down at my cock.
"Agreed and agreed," I nodded, "but that doesn't change the obvious reality you are dying for my cock at his moment."
"I am not," she defiantly said, before adding, "now get out."
"No," I replied, "you can get over here and drop to your knees and worship my cock because you are dying to; or you can drop to your knees and worship my cock because if you don't all those naked photos of you go viral."
"You wouldn't," she challenged.
"Wouldn't I?" I questioned back.
"You'd blackmail your sister for sex?" she questioned, again unable to resist taking lengthy glances at my fully erect cock.
"I'm pretty sure I just did exactly that," I replied, walking to her.
Her tone shifted from defiant, to babbling, "T-t-this is wrong." It was obvious she wanted my cock, but was still trying to rationalize that fact to herself.
"And yet it seems so right," I said brimming with a confidence I didn't have before these past two crazy days.
I put my hands on her shoulders and guided her down to her knees.
Her reluctance was brief as she allowed herself to drop to her knees, her face now directly in front of my cock. She weakly mumbled, while staring at my cock, as if she was staring at a masterpiece at a museum. "We can't do this."
I smiled, in awe myself of her awe, before I offered, as I tapped my cock on her lips, "Go ahead, take my cock in that pretty mouth of yours, we both know you want to."
She again didn't look up, didn't want to look at me, and didn't want to allow me to see her as she gave in. She whispered, as she moved her hand to my cock, "I can't believe you're making me do this."
I considered responding I wasn't making her do anything, but then I wasn't sure if that was the truth anymore. I wasn't sure if the blackmail helped or if it was simply the size of my cock, but after a brief pause, she slowly leaned forward and took my cock in her mouth.



I had imagined what getting a blow job would feel like, but nothing could have prepared me for the feeling of warmth that enveloped my cock and subsequently my entire body.
I was literally speechless, like I usually was when talking to pretty girls, reverting to the nerd I was in complete awe of a girl... but this time the girl was my sister.
And after a couple of minutes of slow bobbing, she began bobbing faster on my cock. I groaned as the pleasure intensified and even though I had shot a couple of loads earlier, I knew I wasn't going to last long if she kept it up. In fact, after just a few bobs I was about to erupt.
Wanting to see her face coated with cum, even though coming down her throat was also appealing, I waited until the very last second before I pulled out and sprayed my sister's surprised face, hitting her directly on the forehead, eyes and nose.
"What the fuck?" Samantha gasped, moving her face sideways so the second rope splattered her cheek.
I shot a third rope hitting her nylon-clad leg. She stood up and I answered, "I didn't want to assume you swallow."
"You came on my face," she said, suddenly angry again.
"And your cheek and leg," I added, enjoying her anger.
"Asshole," she said, going and grabbing Kleenex.
"I'll need a few minutes first," I responded, keeping cool and confident, while implying other things I was looking forward to doing to her.
"I can't fucking believe you blackmailed me to suck you," she said, continuing to clean off my white goo.
I scoffed, "I didn't blackmail you. I whipped out my dick and you practically drooled."
"I did not," she said, before adding, clearly still annoyed I gave her a facial, "fuck, I hate cum."
"You'd rather I fill your mouth next time?" I asked.
"There won't be a next time," she defiantly said.
I laughed, moving to her, "Oh, Samantha, let's not pretend you can resist this."
"Yes, Eddie, just show your dick to a girl and she will become your slut," she sarcastically responded, although she did indeed glance down at it once again.
"Actually, that is exactly what I am assuming," I nodded, again standing directly in front of her.
"You're just like the rest of them," she said, tears suddenly forming in her eyes as she shifted from defiant and angry to emotional and vulnerable.
"No, I'm not," I shook my head, suddenly feeling guilty for taking advantage of her when she was at her most vulnerable.
Tears began streaming down her face, something I had never saw from her before, as she babbled, "They fucking cheated on me."
"I know," I said, pulling her in for a hug, even as my slowly shrinking dick brushed against her.
She melted into me and cried. Clearly she was devastated from being cheated on, by having her best friend betray her as well.
I petted her hair and just let her cry, trying to be a comforting brother and not the pig who used her.
Yet, I don't know why, but after a few minutes, I put my hands on her cheeks, lifted her eyes up to meet mine and kissed her.
At first it was a soft kiss, but slowly she kissed me back and time stood still.
We weren't brother and sister, we were just a boy and a girl... kissing.
After a few minutes of kissing, it turned from soft, tender and tentative, to urgent and aggressive. Our tongues explored each other's mouth, her hands moved to my ass and squeezed it, pulling herself tighter to me... her large breasts pressing hard against my chest.
I too explored; my hands going to her ass.
Breaking the kiss eventually, she looked into my eyes, now with a sexy flirtatious smile and asked, "Do you want to see your big sister's tits?"
I smiled, "I already did."
"Smart ass," she said, slapping me playfully, as she lifted her dress up and over her head, revealing the perfect breasts I had already committed to memory from the pictures. "Are they as good in person?"
I stared at them in nerdish awe. Even though I got a blow job from her already, this seemed more intimate.
"Go ahead, I know you have wanted to touch them for a long time," she offered, her hands on her hips as if she modelling for me.
I didn't speak, I raised my hands cupping both of her perfect breasts. I became Indiana Jones over the next few minutes. I explored every inch of her perfect tits with my hands, lips and tongues. I splattered them with kisses/ I sucked her stiff nipples in my mouth. I licked the open cleft between them.
Her moans were soft; my cock was again hard. She reached down stroking it as she asked, "What else do you want to do, big brother?"
She never called me that before, always reveling in the fact she was older than me... by a couple of minutes. I was still in awe of her breasts and could have played with them for an eternity, but I also wondered if losing my virginity was a possibility.
I stammered, no longer feeling in control as I once had, "I-I-I..."
"Do you want to fuck your sister, Eddie?" she asked coyly, looking completely sexy, only in thigh high stockings.
"God, yes," I whispered I realized I was about to lose my virginity to my sister.
She smiled, asking, "Is my baby brother a virgin?"
I nodded, staring at her beautiful body.
"And you want to lose it to me?" she asked.
I again nodded.
"I have an idea," she said, going to her dresser and pulling something out. Walking back to me, she said, "I'm not sure I should be your first, plus I'm ovulating. How about you fuck me in the ass instead?"
I joked, trying to act casual even as I was about to burst, "If I have to."
"You do," she smiled, as she poured what I now realized was lube on my cock. "But you'll have to go slow, my ass hasn't been violated by something this big."
Her soft hands and the warm lubricant felt amazing and I was thankful I had just came. I wanted this to last forever. "So, you want to fuck your sister's tight ass?" she asked, as she turned around, bent over her desk and offered me her perfect ass.
"Fuck yeah," I said, trying to sound cool, but coming off even geekier, as I stared at her inviting ass.
She laughed, as she looked back at me, "Come on, Eddie, come and fuck your big sister's asshole."
Hearing the word 'asshole' somehow made the hot act even nastier. I moved with excitement behind her.
"Now remember, go slow, or you'll tear me apart," she said, her body tensing up slightly as my cock moved between her ass cheeks.
I quipped, confidence returning to me, as I playfully slapped her ass, "Maybe you deserve to be torn apart."
"What's gotten into you?" she asked her smile sexy, looking up at me filled with awe. It was similar to the way I was looking at her.
"I know what is about to go into you," I quipped back confidently, as I placed my cock at her anal entrance.
"God," she moaned, "I can't believe this."
"Believe what?" I asked, wanting to hear her say it.
"This, I can't believe this," she poorly explained.
I pushed slightly, my cockhead disappearing inside her tight ass and asked again with a firm tone, "What is this? You must talk dirtier when your small dicked boyfriend is about to fuck you."
"Fiiiiiiiiiiiiiine," she moaned, "I can't believe my brother is about to fuck my ass."
"I'm already in," I corrected, although not moving, showing impressive restraint. I asked, "Does my big sister want her baby brother's cock in her ass?"
"Yes, dammit," she again moaned, clearly frustrated.
"Yes, dammit, what?" I questioned, really enjoying my power over her. I also wondered if my cock would have this much power over all girls. Based on Sophia's actions and my sister's now, I was thinking my sex life was about to get really fantastic.
"Eddie," she whimpered, moving her ass back, sliding my cock deeper into her ass, "Please fill me with that big dick of yours. I need it so bad."
Already partly in, I slid the rest of my cock into her needy back door, feeling similar and yet completely different to the sensation of her mouth. Oddly, my first thought was 'I wonder what it would feel like in her pussy?' I chuckled to myself at how greedy I was getting instead of focusing on the reality that I was losing my virginity, well my anal virginity, to the hottest girl I had ever met in real life... my twin sister.
"Oh God, so big," she moaned, as all nine inches slowly filled her (I know that is hard to believe... I guess the good Lord made up for my scrawniness, lack of athletic ability, and social awkwardness).
I groaned too, the warmth an inferno of perfection.
"Slooooooow," she whimpered, as my cock continued penetrating her.
And although I moved at a snail's pace, her moans and whimpers softly told me she was experiencing a mixture of pleasure and pain. I eventually buried my entire length deep in her bowels, to her everlasting delight.
"God, I'm so full," she weakly moaned.
"You're so tight," I said.
"I didn't think I could take it all in," she admitted, clearly still getting used to my big cock in her ass.
"Well, it's a neat magic trick," I joked, the inner geek in me unable to resist.
"Fuck me, geek," she demanded, laughing softly.
And I did, beginning slowly, allowing her ass to get used to my big cock, something I read online on Literotica. I also wanted this to last... thankful again to have already shot a couple of loads.
"Oh yes," Samantha moaned.
I felt such a rush of superiority. My normally bitch sister was completely under my control, moaning because of me.
"Harder," she begged, after a few minutes of slow fucking as my head spun with both the pleasure I felt and the power I had.
I obliged the request, wanting to fuck her hard, to make her scream. I pumped in and out of her, immediately feeling my balls begin to boil again.
It had a similar impact on Samantha as she began getting very animated, "Oh God, yes, fuck me, fuck me hard," and "Yes, so close, fuck, fuck, pound my asshole with that massive dick," and then I got her off when she screamed, "Oh God, I'm coming."
I continued slamming into her as her orgasm exploded out of her before I pulled out and demanded, as I spun her around, "Knees."
She didn't even hesitate, dropping to her knees and devouring the cock that had just been up her ass.
She bobbed hungrily and again I was soon about to come. This time, though, I grunted and ordered, fulfilling another fantasy of coming in a girl's mouth, "Swallow my cum, my sister slut."
I wasn't sure how being called a 'slut' would affect her, but she moaned on my cock and kept sucking steadily. I soon rewarded her when I shot my load in her mouth.
A whole new pleasure encompassed me as she kept bobbing throughout my orgasm.
When she allowed my cock to leave her mouth, I moved back sitting on the edge of her bed.
"Did I wear you out?" she asked smiling, still on her knees.
I shrugged, "Fucking your mouth and ass is quite the workout."
"Asshole," she shot back, standing up.
"I was just in yours," I quipped.
"I've never come from getting ass fucked," she admitted, gazing at me with a look of bewilderment.
"Well, I anticipate you'll be getting ass fucked regularly," I said, trying to stay in control and hopefully be able to fuck her again.
She moved to me asking, her smile shifting to her usual bitch look, "You think this is more than a one-time thing?"
My confidence swooned a bit, but I nodded, "No, I know it is."
"Then," she said, pushing me onto my back and straddling my face, "you better get good at eating cunt."
As I leaned up and began licking, yet another first, she moaned, "It will be nice to have a live-in cunt licker and ass fucker."
THE END...
Maybe...
Or maybe not...
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Straight Guy: Big Dick Syndrome
Summary: Straight guy ends up curious after seeing colleague's big cock.
Summary: Seeing colleague's big dick in hotel room makes him curious.
Note 1: This is a Nude Day 2015 contest story.
Note 2: Thanks to goamz86, Robert, and Wayne for editing.
Straight Guy: Big Dick Syndrome
You never know someone until you live with them... or in this case spend a few days in a hotel together.
And even if you think you know yourself, situations will test that knowledge and even redefine who you are.
To explain what I mean I'll tell you my story of a few days in Seattle that changed everything.
Tyler was married, with a couple of kids, like me, although his were younger. Well, truth be told, he was ten years younger than me, and had a ridiculously hot blonde wife... although she hadn't lost all the baby weight from having two kids in 27 months.
He was a very good looking guy and got hit on regularly by nurses, patients', and patient's friends and family.
I, on the other hand, am the epitome of average. Ten pounds overweight, boring brown eyes, black hair with too much grey coming in and glasses.
My wife also never lost her baby weight, although she often starts new diet routines and buys work out equipment that collects more dust than anywhere else in the house. I love my wife, but sex is bi-monthly, oral sex bi-yearly and anything kinky a faded memory of pre-child life.
Which brings me to the incredible strange few days that changed my life.
The flight was delayed, the ride was full of turbulence and the food was shitty. Thankfully, the booze went down smoothly and both of us were a little drunk by the time the cab got us to our hotel.
Checking in was another nightmare as they screwed up our room and we ended up in a room with one king sized bed, but we thought it was hilarious as we were still kind of drunk.
Once in our room, after the long day, we unpacked and went to the bar for a couple of drinks and then back up to the room.
In the elevator, Tyler warned me, "Dude, I know we are sharing a bed, but I sleep in the buff."
I laughed, thinking he was joking, "Yeah, me too."
I expected some witty quick comeback, he was always joking around, but I didn't get one.
In the hotel room, I went and took a piss and brushed my teeth feeling utterly exhausted.
When I returned to the room, I was surprised to see he was standing in front of the television completely butt naked, typing on his phone.
I realized then two things:
1. He obviously wasn't kidding about sleeping naked.
2. His dick was huge.
Now I have since read many first time gay stories where the guy sees a big cock and instantly a need to suck cock occurs.
That is not what happened to me.
No, I made a joke about it. I quipped, his cock way bigger than mine, "Holy shit, no wonder you got a hottie like Sarah."
He looked at me and shrugged rather nonchalantly, "It definitely doesn't hurt."
"No seriously," I laughed, still staring at it and wondering how big it would get hard, I continued, "It's like a horse's dick."
"You have lots of experience with horse's dicks?" he joked back with a sly smile, as he headed to the bathroom.
"Asshole," I said, turning away as to not look at his ass.
"Just making sure," he said as he disappeared into the bathroom.
I got undressed and grabbed my pajamas, not comfortable with being naked in a bed with a guy.
I was watching sports highlights when he came out a few minutes later and walked to the bed, still naked, and slid under the sheets.
I asked, still in awe of his casual nakedness, "You seriously coming to bed naked?"
"I told you I always sleep in the nude,"' he answered, looking at me, "I thought you said you did too."
"I thought you were kidding," I said.
"Nope," he shrugged, "I can't fall asleep with clothes on."
"Well, I'm not sure I can sleep with you naked," I countered.
"Don't worry," he said, "your tiny ass couldn't take my horse cock."
"Fuck you," I laughed, realizing my worry was silly. It was just a bed. It wasn't like anything was going to happen... we were two married men.
"If you want," he shrugged, "but I hope you brought lube."
"That's more a third night in the same bed thing, don't you think?" I laughed.
"Playing hard to get?" He questioned.
"I'm more than just a piece of ass," I joked, the conversation hilarious.
"Yes, you have a mouth too," he shot back, this time, oddly, not laughing.
Suddenly feeling this was getting too ridiculous, I said, which was true, "I'm exhausted."
"I'll take a rain check then," he joked, once again, as he grabbed the remote and shut off the television.
I closed my eyes and tried to sleep. To my surprise, my dick was hard, which confused me.
I let it calm itself down and crashed pretty hard.
In the morning, after Tyler showered, he walked around naked for a good fifteen minutes.
I sure wasn't looking, but it was hard not to see his dick as he walked around casually drinking coffee and watching last night's sports highlights.
He even talked to me while naked, completely oblivious to the awkwardness of it.
Eventually, he got dressed, and we headed out for breakfast before the conference started.
After a day of long, some good and some not so good sessions, Tyler said, "I need to hit a spa."
"Our hotel has one I think," I responded.
"No, I'm going to Steamworks. It's a ten minute taxi ride from here," he informed me looking at his phone.
"What is Steamworks?" I asked.
"Like the YMCA," he answered. "You should come. It's a great place to get some much needed release."
"Why not," I shrugged, my back sore from the terrible chairs I sat on, mixed with yesterday's long day of travel. I added, "Shit, I didn't grab any trunks for the trip."
"You won't need any," he answered, which I thought was odd, as he walked outside and hailed a taxi.
I was about to ask, but a taxi showed up instantly and we were soon on our way.
The taxi driver was a very friendly man who pointed out a few tourist attractions when we told him we were Canadian and before I knew it we were at our destination.
I followed Tyler inside the building that reminded me of a classy strip club in Toronto I have frequented on a few occasions over the years.
Once inside, we paid to get in and were given a towel.
I was curious, but didn't ask any questions.
Once inside, we went to the locker rooms and wordlessly got undressed.
Once naked, Tyler oddly, although not surprising after his frequent nakedness at the hotel, put his towel over his shoulders and said, "Time to go relieve some stress."
"I can't wait to hit the sauna," I agreed, putting my towel around my waist.
"Jerry, be sure to just act normal," he warned.
"What do you mean?" I asked, as he left the room and I followed.
As we went into the main establishment I immediately realized what he meant.
There were glory holes along one wall and two naked men were at them. One was sucking on a cock, while the other seemed to be waiting for a cock. Both the gloryhole cock sucking I was witnessing and the guy who was waiting were surreal. Who would wait for a cock to suck?
My wife always made it a dramatic ordeal as if she was parting the Red Sea the rare time she sucked me. Yet, here were guys eagerly sucking or waiting to suck cock.
I kept walking, although I couldn't take my eyes off the taboo gay act as if I was driving by a car pulled over by a cop... always curious if I knew the driver (although being in a different country it wasn't possible to know these guys).
The guy waiting asked Tyler, his eyes seemingly going big at the sight of Tyler's big dick, "Looking for a cock sucker?"
Tyler replied, "Going to the sauna."
I wasn't sure if that meant yes or no as my head spun with what I was witnessing, even as my cock inexplicably began to grow under my towel.
As we walked, I looked around in intrigued awe as I began to realize Tyler had brought me to a gay club.
Was Tyler gay? The question seemed ludicrous based on the reality that his wife was smoking hot.
Did Tyler know we were going to a gay version of the YMCA? If he just wanted a sauna couldn't he have gone to the one in our hotel?
Actually, a better question was why the hell was I now rock hard?
I saw rooms that were closed, I saw rooms that were open, and I saw an area that included televisions showing sports where I saw my second gay encounter of the day, where a rather large balding man was being blown by a skinny black guy. The balding man was watching the television while he got blown.
I stared like a deer in the headlights, stunned at the complete lack of shame at doing something so taboo so publicly.
Tearing my voyeuristic eyes off the gay act, I followed a casual acting Tyler to the sauna, my cock frustratingly hard as steel.
The sauna was empty and Tyler sat down and said, continuing to act casual, which made me try to act casual too, "So what did you think of that Cooper dude?"
His legs open, his huge dick dangling between, I was distracted. Yet, I sat across from him, unsure what proper sauna etiquette was, and answered, as I kept my towel over my hard-on, "Nothing really revolutionary."
"Agreed," Tyler nodded. "I wonder what a guy like him gets paid to spew generic fluff like that."
"Thousands," I nodded, having to focus to not glance down at his dick.
I mean I wasn't thinking of sucking it or anything, but I was inexplicably drawn to look at it... like a moth to a flame.
"Shit, I could do that," he said.
"Yeah, I imagine you could," I agreed, desperate to maintain eye contact... kind of like when I dated the big breasted Sara back in college and had a very difficult time not staring at her ample cleavage.
Suddenly, the guy from the gloryhole walked in. He went directly to Tyler and asked absurdly, "Can I suck you?"
"Sure," Tyler nodded, and continued the conversation with me as if it wasn't odd that a complete stranger, a complete male stranger, was about to suck his cock.
I watched as the stranger, moved in front of Tyler, dropped to his knees and took Tyler's flaccid cock in his mouth.
Tyler asked, "So how much is a lot?"
I vaguely heard his question, but was really staring on the guy between Tyler's legs.
"Um, I don't, um, know," I struggled to respond, in awe of what I was watching live... as if I was on a perverted version of Candid Camera.
"Never got your dick sucked by a guy?" Tyler bluntly asked.
"No," I admitted, still watching the guy bob back and forth
"It's a must," Tyler said, letting out a slight groan.
"But you're married," I said, pointing out the obvious. "To a ridiculously hot woman, may I add."
"And I would never cheat on her," Tyler answered. Before I could point out the obvious flaw in his theory, he added, "I would never fuck another woman, Sarah is a great fuck, but she sucks cock like shit. Male cocksuckers, on the other hand, unlike women, know how to suck cock, to worship a cock like it deserves to be worshipped. Isn't that right, cocksucker?"
The guy quit sucking Tyler's cock and admitted, "God, yes," before immediately resuming sucking.
The term cocksucker made the gay act even hotter for some reason and that was the first moment I wondered what it would be like to suck a cock.
Yet, I didn't say anything, as what exactly does one say to that?
"Anyway, when I travel I usually go to a place like this or use Craigslist," Tyler admitted, before adding, "I also have a couple eager cocksuckers back home."
I couldn't believe his logic... cheating is cheating. I tried to laugh it off, "I'm not sure Sarah would agree with you."
"Oh, I'm pretty sure Sarah and Carol play with each other too," Tyler suggested.
"Fuck off," I replied, the idea his wife and mine having sex together suddenly a very hot, yet unrealistic, image.
"I found my wife's sex toy stash and it includes a couple strap-ons," he shrugged, before adding, "and it sure isn't for me."
"No way she is fucking my wife," I confidently replied, even though as I witnessed Tyler get blown by another guy I had to admit I wasn't as adamant about it as I would have been yesterday.
"I bet you fifty bucks they are," Tyler very confidently countered, "I know my wife thinks Carol is hot."
I laughed, "My wife complains how quickly your wife recovered her figure after giving labour."
"Probably the strap-on workouts," Tyler joked.
"Giving or receiving?" I questioned.
"Likely both," he shrugged, "Sarah likes to be fucked hard."
"So does Carol," I admitted, Carol wanting to be fucked and not made love to.
"I think Carol would look completely at home munching on my wife's cunt," Tyler said, then groaned.
"I can't disagree with that," I laughed, my cock rock hard.
"Want my cum?" Tyler said.
For a moment I thought he was talking to me, yet looking at the gay act, the guy bobbing like a cum-hungry slut, I realized he wasn't.
"God, yes," the cock sucker replied, with a desperate hunger I had never heard from a female during oral sex.
Tyler stood up and pumped his cock while the cock sucker opened his mouth wide with anticipation.
I watched in fascinated awe, briefly wondering what it would be like to suck that big cock. Yet, I shook my head at such a silly thought even as my eyes remained locked on his fist pumping his cock.
"Here it comes," Tyler grunted, and his first rocket of cum shot high and over the guy. "Oops," Tyler laughed, as he moved his dick down and his second shot hit the guy in the face, as did the third, before the guy took Tyler's cock back in his mouth.
I can't deny it. At the moment, I saw myself sucking his cock. Yet, I wasn't gay, nor was I going to cheat on my wife. Still, the idea of sucking him off was undeniably there.
After a minute, as the cock sucker cleaned Tyler up, Tyler asked, "Do you want a blow job?"
I stammered, "F-f-from you?" And then realized I should have just said no.
He laughed, "No, from our eager young man here."
"No," I firmly said, like I should have the first time.
"You sure?" Tyler asked, sitting back down. "He gives a world class blow job."
The guy turned to me, his face dripping with cum, which made him look both more pathetic and gay and yet somehow unexplainably more appealing, and asked, "Do you want a blow job, sir?"
The question was asked as if he was a waiter asking if I wanted a drink. Although my cock was hard and I could definitely use a blow job, as it had been a while, I shook my head, "No, thanks."
"Your loss," Tyler said, as he leaned back, his slowly shrinking dick in full view for me.
The guy stood up and said, turning back to Tyler, "Thank you."
"No, thank you," Tyler replied.
The guy left and Tyler continued, "Dude, you need to let loose."
"By getting blown by a guy?" I asked, still bewildered by the whole experience, and slightly annoyed at his pretentiousness.
"Show me your dick," he ordered, which surprised me.
"What?" I questioned.
"I'm not going to suck you or anything, I just want to see if you're hard," he answered.
"I'm not showing you my dick," I replied, both because it was rock hard and also way smaller than his.
"Just show me," he said.
"No," I protested.
"Come on," he continued, "I want to test a theory."
"What theory is that?" I asked, even though I should have continued to adamantly refuse.
"That watching a guy suck cock turned you on," he replied.
Of course it was true and I was indeed still rock hard. Yet I answered. "Even if I'm hard it doesn't mean it's because of that."
"So you are hard," he concluded, based on my answer.
"Regardless," I sighed, "that doesn't mean I want to cheat on my wife."
"I told you it's not cheating," he countered.
"I'm pretty positive Carol would disagree with your theory," I replied.
"If she can eat pussy, you can get your cock sucked," he countered.
"Maybe she just allows your wife to eat her cunt," I countered, trying to stay in control of the bizarre situation.
He laughed, "Trust me, I guarantee you that it is Carol on her knees between Sarah's legs or on all fours taking a strap-on."
"Fuck," I laughed, the conversation ridiculous, "that would be hot."
"Agreed," Tyler nodded.
He then changed subjects and we chatted for fifteen minutes about sports and what to have for dinner.
Nothing else was said the rest of the night and I figured he understood that I was uncomfortable talking about it.
I was sleeping, after a great supper, a few drinks and the sauna draining me, when I vaguely heard the door open.
Although groggy, I heard Tyler say, "Knees."
Although it was dark, there was just enough light to make out the figures. Tyler was naked, as usual, and was standing, while another person was on their knees, sucking.
Like in the sauna, I watched with voyeuristic awe, many questions stirring in my head.
Who was sucking him?
How did he end up here?
Was it a he?
I couldn't see much more than Tyler's naked ass, and the vague figure in front of him.
"That's it cocksucker, take it all in," Tyler ordered.
Somehow, even though I couldn't explain it, the words made my cock hard.
Maybe it was because I was tired, maybe because I hadn't shot my load during this trip, or maybe it was the surprising shift in my once defiant heterosexuality, but I again wondered what it would be like to be on my knees, to be a cocksucker.
Tyler's frank nudity, his impressive cock and what I had witnessed earlier today, combined with what was currently occurring in the hotel room, had me questioning everything.
Tyler's firm derogatory words somehow intrigued me too. "Oh yes, you're a natural cocksucker," he groaned.
I wanted to see if it was a guy, even though deep down I knew it was. He wouldn't cheat on his wife with another woman, he had made that clear.
I wanted to know what the cocksucker looked like for some reason. Was he young? Old? In a suit and tie? Did he have a ring on his wedding finger?
And before I even realized I was doing it, I was standing up and moving towards Tyler and the anonymous cocksucker.
Tyler, noticing me, wasn't remotely embarrassed or surprised as he said to the cocksucker, "You have an audience."
The cocksucker, who was indeed a guy, in a suit and tie, didn't flinch or miss a beat as he bobbed back and forth hungrily... taking all Tyler's massive dick.
Tyler asked, "You like to watch, Jerry?"
I said, trying to be casual, "I was just curious."
Tyler laughed, "That's how it's always starts."
I realized then what I had said and blushed. "That's not what I meant."
Tyler didn't respond, instead groaning as it seemed his orgasm was close.
"Should I come on his face or down his throat?" Tyler asked.
And although I knew I shouldn't participate and encourage Tyler's behaviour I responded on instinct, since it had been a fantasy of mine I had never been able to do on a woman, I wanted to see him shoot again on a guy's face, "Shoot your load on his face."
"Open wide, cocksucker," Tyler ordered, pulling out and beginning to furiously pump his cock like he had earlier today.
The stranger on his knees opened wide, an eagerness I never saw in my wife or any woman I had ever been with.
I watched, my gaze focused on Tyler's big cock as I again wondered what it would feel like to be on my knees, to have his cock in my mouth.
I again shook my head at the thought just as Tyler grunted and coated the stranger's face.
"Take it all," Tyler groaned as rope after rope shot out his cock like a cannon.
The stranger kept his eyes closed as his face was painted with cum, only a little seeming to hit the open mouth.



After the fifth rope, Tyler slid his cock back in the stranger's mouth. The stranger, without instructions, seemingly just following the natural assumption of the cock sucker, closed his mouth and resumed bobbing, although much slower... as if milking any last remnants.
Tyler asked me, like he had at the sauna, "Need a blow job, Jerry?"
While the answer was definitely no earlier today, somehow the answer wasn't as simple this time.
My cock was rock hard, it was dark which meant I really couldn't tell too closely who was sucking me and he couldn't really see me. My answer showed my trepidation as I replied, "I don't know."
"Trust me," Tyler said, "it will change your life."
I replied, "That's exactly what I'm worried about."
"Like I said before, dude, you haven't really gotten a blow job until you have had an eager married man like Dave here worship your cock," Tyler said.
"I can't," I said, somehow hearing his name making it more real.
Tyler pulled out and asked, "Do you want another cock to suck before you go home to your wife and kids?"
"Yes," Dave answered, glancing towards me.
Tyler said, "Go ahead, dude, give this nice man your cock."
Oddly, the way Tyler said it, as if I was doing the guy a favour, made me feel obliged to do it.
As I pondered my options, Dave moved to me and wordlessly pulled my boxers down.
I could have stopped him.
I could have protested.
But I didn't.
I watched, paralyzed with indecision, as one married man took another married man's cock in his mouth... my cock.
Yet, the moment his warm mouth took all my hard cock in, I closed my eyes and let the pleasure take control.
My wife, the rare time she goes down on me does it for a minute, maybe two, not sucking to completion since before the 'I dos'. Now she just sucks long enough that I begin to relax and really enjoy the blow job and then she's done.
It's a double standard. I eat her until she comes, yet she reluctantly sucks me for a minute, maybe two and implies she is doing me a huge fucking favour.
Also unlike my wife, he deep throated me with ease, as he began slowly bobbing. Each forward bob took my entire cock inside his warm mouth, his tight lips, and I was in heaven.
I didn't know a blow job could be so good.
Tyler commented, when I groaned, "I told you man, men know how to suck cock."
"His mouth is like a tight virgin pussy," I responded, not opening my eyes, just allowing the pleasure to course through my very being.
"And they don't gag, whine or expect anything in return," Tyler added. "They just want a cock in their mouth and usually a load down their throat."
I didn't respond, instead moaning again as Dave, after a couple of minutes of slow build, began bobbing faster.
I hadn't had a fast blow job since college and that was from a drunk Becky, who used her teeth and gave the worst blow job I'd ever experienced.
This was the opposite. His mouth was like velvet. His bobs were smooth. His hunger was insatiable.
I knew I wasn't going to last long.
Although the idea of coming on someone's face was appealing, I hadn't shot a load down a throat since before marriage and the opportunity was too good not to take, having come this far.
I warned, "I'm going to come soon," as I felt my balls boiling.
Dave somehow went faster as if telling me it was not only okay to come in his mouth, but he wanted it.
And in less than fifteen seconds I gave it to him, a couple days load of cum rocketing out of me and gliding down his throat.
College girls who tried to swallow usually gagged the moment the first spray hit their throat, but Dave kept sucking aggressively, swallowing every drop of my seed with ease... something I had never felt before.
When my load was completely withdrawn by this expert mouth. I suddenly felt like I was going to pee and I pulled out. "I have to pee."
Tyler laughed, "That's when you really know you have gotten a first-class blow job."
Dave said, oddly, "Thanks," as I hurried to the bathroom, almost tripping on my underwear.
I didn't say anything, as a sudden guilt washed over me. I had just cheated on my wife.
I closed the bathroom door, flipped the toilet seat open and immediately began pissing as I scolded myself for my weakness.
I also pissed everywhere, my cock somehow not shooting one stream.
I held my pee and sat down to finish so I didn't make a bigger mess.
As I sat there, I wondered what Carol would say if she learned I had let a guy suck me.
Part of me smirked at how she would be relieved that she didn't have to do it.
Yet, the logical me knew she would feel betrayed and unloved.
Fuck!
Dammit! Why couldn't I have just stayed in bed?
Shit! Why couldn't I have just said no?
I mean, although rare, I occasionally got hit on by hot women, hot younger women, and I had no problem saying no to them because I love my wife and I would never cheat on her.
And if you asked me if I would ever cheat on her before today I would have adamantly said no and meant it.
If you would have asked me if I would ever let a man suck me I would have laughed so hard.
Yet....
Yet, that is exactly what I had just done.
I washed up, including cleaning my dick, and returned to the room.
The lights were all off, Dave was gone and Tyler was snoring.
Wow! No guilt at all. How could he possibly just go to sleep?
I struggled to find my underwear in the dark, but eventually did and returned to bed exhausted and guilt-ridden.
I tossed and turned for over an hour as my guilt overrode my exhaustion.
Eventually, I fell asleep promising myself I would never allow myself to do that again.
Next morning, Tyler acted like nothing happened last night, not saying a word.
Although he did walk around naked again.
We had breakfast together and didn't talk about it.
We went to a keynote and didn't talk about it.
We split up to go to break out sessions where I wondered if he planned to go to the sauna place again... both nervous and excited about going there again.
We met up for lunch, where we didn't talk about it.
And when the day ended, we, me anxious and guilt ridden and Tyler relaxed and casual as always, ended up back in our hotel room.
I was both happy and sad he didn't suggest going to the Steamworks place. Sad because part of me wanted to see more gay sex, to see Tyler get sucked again... and as I thought about it, my cock got hard. I wondered if I would let another stranger suck me again if given the chance.
Which, of course, was why I was also happy he didn't suggest going. The reality that I was thinking of allowing a stranger to suck my cock meant I had gone too far.
I called my wife while Tyler began getting undressed in front of me. I tried not to check out his cock while I began chatting with my wife, but it was virtually impossible.
It was like a magnet was in his cock that drew my eyes to it, even as I tried not to do it.
I also couldn't understand why looking at his big, flaccid cock made my own cock harden.
He said, "Going to take a shower."
I nodded as my wife babbled about her work day... me, as usual, only vaguely listening as I wondered, yet again, what it would feel like to have Tyler's cock in my mouth.
I had never considered sucking a cock before these past couple of strange days.
I had never seriously considered cheating on my wife.
And I definitely hadn't even remotely considered allowing another guy to suck my cock.
Yet, I had done all these in the past twenty-four hours.
I sighed as guilt again washed over me again.
I was sitting on the edge of the bed as I finished chatting with my wife who was getting ready to take the kids to swimming lessons, when Tyler walked out of the shower.
This time he had a towel, although it was over his shoulders and not remotely covering his now clean cock.
I said goodbye to my wife even as I felt my mouth betray me by watering at the thought of sucking that beautiful cock.
Tyler walked to his phone and called his wife.
As he started talking to her, he walked over to me and stood directly in front of me.
His cock was now dangling directly in front of me, and just a few inches down.
As he told his wife about the conference he pointed to his cock while staring at me.
I couldn't believe it.
He was expecting me to suck his cock... while he chatted with his wife.
I couldn't believe the gall of him.
He somehow knew that I was curious about sucking his cock.
I couldn't believe how he could see past my firm denial.
He said, talking to his wife, "Sometimes you have to just go for it."
Hearing the words and feeling they were meant for me, my body moved of its own consent, even as my head spun with the consequences.
I lowered myself to the floor, on my knees, and now was staring directly at his thick cock.
He put his flaccid cock in his right hand and offered it to me.
He continued his conversation with his wife, a conversation that seemed to be with her and yet at me. "Just go for it."
I should have stood up and walked away.
I should have punched him in the balls.
Yet, after only a few seconds of hesitation, my mouth watering, I felt my body moved forward as I figured what the hell and opened my mouth and took it in my mouth.
He said, "Yes, it will be hard, but definitely worth it."
I couldn't believe his words as I felt his cock harden in my mouth.
I couldn't believe I had a dick in my mouth.
I couldn't believe how natural it felt to have a cock in my mouth.
I only had a couple of inches in, but I wanted more. I wanted to get him hard, I wanted to feel his full stiffness.
I slowly bobbed on his cock as it continued to get bigger, to get harder.
"The harder it gets, the more you've got to work at it," he said, which made me smirk. He was definitely using innuendo at me while talking to his wife.
I kept bobbing, getting used to my mouth being stretched and filled in such a taboo way.
And although I couldn't fathom getting all his cock in my mouth, I wanted more. I needed more.
Strangely, I wanted to be a good cock sucker.
Soon it was completely hard and he said, "Hard works pays off."
As I began bobbing faster, taking about half his cock in my mouth, he said, "I'll call you later, baby. Jerry wants to get something to eat."
And God did I.
I wanted to get him off. I wanted to taste his cum. All my curiosities overwhelmed me as I gave in to them.
Even as I tried to understand what would make me think such things.
As he tossed his phone on the bed, he groaned, "You're a natural, Jerry."
The simple sentence was both offensive and flattering. Yet, I didn't say anything as I focused on the big task at hand.
He continued, "I knew you were a cocksucker the minute you saw my cock."
I wanted to ask how, since I sure didn't know it myself.
But I was so intoxicated with the feeling of sucking his cock I wasn't going to stop to ask a question.
Yet, he answered my unspoken question, "You see, almost every guy will suck cock given the opportunity. And those that don't suck cock are natural tops."
I wasn't sure I was buying the theory, although there seemed to be some real evidence his theory had some merit as I sucked my first cock.
"Some are just cocksuckers and others are bottoms, loving a cock in their ass," Tyler added.
My eyes went wide and I froze. Even though I currently had a mouthful of cock, I didn't see myself as gay. But a cock in your ass, that was definitely gay.
"Don't worry, Jerry," he laughed. "I don't think you're a bottom, and I seldom top a bottom."
Seldom? That meant he did sometimes fuck a guy.
"Get sucking," he ordered.
And I did, even as my head spun with his words.
"It will be good to have one more cock sucker at the hospital," he groaned.
My eyes went big again as I realized the obvious implication of his words. I also wondered who else at the hospital had sucked his cock.
"That said, I think you may be my new favourite," he said, "it's obvious you are loving being on your knees."
I hadn't thought about it, but frustratingly, he was right. It felt so natural to be on my knees. It felt so good having his cock in my mouth. And my completely stiff cock agreed.
He pulled his cock out of my mouth and said, "I kind of made you suck my cock. Do you really want to keep sucking me?"
I looked up at him, suddenly feeling empty, and admitted, likely sounding rather pathetic, "Yes, I really want to suck your cock."
"Good," he said, "Because I don't want to force you. I want you to want to. I just knew you wanted to, but felt you likely wouldn't unless coerced."
I didn't respond with words, but with action, as I leaned forward and took his big, juicy hard cock back in my mouth.
"Nice," he groaned, as I resumed bobbing.
I bobbed the best I could, slowly taking more and more in my mouth.
"You sure you've never sucked cock before?" He questioned as I took about six inches in my mouth.
I slightly shook my head in response.
Adding another shocking revelation to this crazy week, he revealed, "Christ, it took Barry a month to take that much of my cock in his mouth."
Barry was a fellow doctor... and my best friend.
I couldn't fathom him sucking a cock.
Yet, before yesterday, I couldn't have fathomed I would be sucking a cock, either.
He continued, "No worries, Jerry. You will be a great addition to the company's cock sucker club."
I was again worried he would reveal this to my colleagues, yet he again answered my concern before I could share it.
"Don't worry, Jerry," he groaned, "what happens at work, stays at work."
That didn't comfort me much. Yet, at the moment all I cared about was his cock.
I kept sucking.
I kept bobbing.
And eventually I had almost his entire big dick sliding in and out of my mouth... although not all.
"Such a good cocksucker," he groaned, before adding, "I'll be using that hungry mouth of yours regularly."
At the moment, those words should have terrified me, yet they did not. Instead, they excited me. I could have this cock in my mouth again.
"Ready for my cum?" He asked.
I moaned on his cock like a cum slut, not slowing down, in response.
"A fucking natural," he laughed, before grunting and saying, "Here comes my cum."
And then I eagerly swallowed another man's cum. I gagged as his cum sprayed on my throat and moved off his cock which meant the second rope splattered me right in my open left eye.
He laughed, as more cum hit my face as I closed my eyes, "We will have to work on that."
I just allowed the surprisingly warm cum to coat my face, only a little going in my open mouth, feeling satisfied and dirty and yet wanting more cum.
Unlike my wife or ex-girlfriends who complained that cum tasted gross, I found it satisfying although relatively tasteless (just a symbol of a task well done)... although the texture did indeed take a bit of getting used to.
"Clean me off, Jerry," he ordered, I noticed not calling me names like he had the Craigslist cocksucker.
I opened my mouth and he slid his cock back in it and I retrieved any last specks of his cum already craving more.
When he pulled out a minute later, he said, as he moved away, "Ready to go for dinner?"
"Sure," I nodded, suddenly feeling awkward on my knees, my face covered in cum.
"Great," he said, "I'm starving."
I stood up, my cock rock hard again, and headed to the washroom. Thankful he didn't notice the impact sucking his cock had on me in my pants.
I looked in the mirror. I looked ridiculous.
I washed the cum off my face and noticed my one eye was slightly red... the one I had gotten cum in. I washed my eye as best I could, curious what impact cum could have on the eye.
I went to pee and returned to the room.
Tyler asked, "Ready to go?"
"Sure," I nodded, again having mixed feelings. I felt guilt for what I had just done, and yet even more guilt at the thought I would definitely do it again.
We headed out for dinner where we again never chatted about what had happened until I said, as we waited for the bill, "Fuck, my eye is itchy."
He chuckled, "Yeah, looks like some of my cum hit you right in the eye."
I responded, deciding to joke about it, "Yeah, I guess I should have swallowed it all."
"Well, practice makes perfect," he quipped, before adding, "I shoot more cum than most guys, I think."
"It was a lot," I said, talking about his cum feeling so surreal and yet weirdly natural.
"The itch will go away by the morning," he reassured me.
"Good," I said, just as the bill arrived.
He asked, once we were alone again, "Do you want more practice?"
There it was... the question that would forever determine if I was a one-time cocksucker or a forever one. Yet, I didn't even hesitate as my cock hardened in my pants again, "Yes."
"I knew you'd love it," he said confidently.
"How?" I asked, curious to know myself.
"How one reacts to seeing a big cock usually tells the story," he said, before adding, "plus your mouth was practically watering in the sauna while I got head."
"It was not," I protested, even as my cheeks went red.
Tyler asked, "Is your cock hard right now?"
"Maybe," I shrugged.
"Meet me in the bathroom in two," he said, standing up and walking away.
My eyes went big.
He wanted me to give him head in a public washroom.
That was too much.
I didn't move. I wasn't doing that.
Yet....
After less than a minute, which felt like 100, his big cock refusing to leave my head, I stood up, feeling dirty, and headed to the washroom.
As I did, I got a text:
Hurry up!
It's empty in here.
Last stall.
I reached the bathroom that had three stalls and went directly to the final stall.
Tyler was standing, his dick already out and semi-hard.
"I love getting blown in public places," he said.
I stared at his cock and began to move to it, the magnetism in his thick rod again drawing me to it, even as my brain set off alarm bells about the potential consequences of his last sentence.
"You should probably close the door," he laughed at my eagerness.
"Oh, right," I said, feeling silly at my insatiable desire to suck.
I quickly closed and locked the door, turned around and dropped to my knees. I took his semi-erect cock in my hands and stroked it as I leaned forward and took it back in my mouth.
"Oh yeah," he groaned, "such a natural."
And although the words were silly, I did feel like a natural. It was like I had found a skill and passion for something I had never considered before. Yet, once the flame is kindled it burns bright.
I swirled my tongue around his mushroom top as his cock again hardened in my mouth.
"That's it," he said, "worship my dick."
Again his words were bizarre, who would have thought I would be worshipping a dick, but there I was on my knees doing exactly that.
Once it was completely hard, I began slowly bobbing back and forth and after just a few seconds the bathroom door opened and two voices were talking.
I froze, my mouth half full of cock.
"Keep going, cocksucker," Tyler ordered, using the derogatory name for the first time towards me.
And although I was petrified of getting caught, my need to suck, to obey, overrode my fear. I resumed sucking as the two men talked about sports, completely oblivious to what was happening in the last stall.
I bobbed slowly, not wanting to make any slobbering sounds that would give me away as I tried to concentrate on Tyler's dick.
Soon they were washing their hands and Tyler surprised me by grabbing my head and beginning to fuck my face... something I had only done once to a girl (Beth at prom, and she sure didn't appreciate it). I couldn't not make slobber sounds as his cock roughly filled my mouth, even gagging once as my eyes went big at both getting used and the idea strangers may hear us.



And they did.
One of the guys said, sounding disgusted, "Look."
"Holy fuck," the other said laughing.
"Faggots," the first guy said.
"They're everywhere," the other said, as the door opened and they walked out.
I was mortified. Being called a faggot was so much worse than being called a cocksucker.
Yet, I just remained on my knees as Tyler fucked my face. A few seconds after we were alone again, he grunted and said, "Here it comes."
This time I focused on swallowing it all.
I immediately didn't care about being called a faggot.
I just wanted to taste his cum.
To swallow it all.
And I did.
He kept fucking my face, depositing his cum down my throat, using me as his personal cum bucket... and dammit I loved it.
I loved being used. I loved swallowing cum. I loved being on my knees.
When he was done, he pulled out and said, "You really are a great cocksucker, Jerry."
"Uh, thanks," I said, unsure what to say about such a compliment.
"No seriously," he said, putting his snake away. "You are the best first time cocksucker I've ever had."
"Seriously?" I asked.
"Oh yeah," he nodded, "I mean you clearly were meant to suck cock."
"That's preposterous," I said, still in my submissive position on my knees.
"We'll talk later," he said, "we should get out of here before the homophobes come back here with security."
"Oh fuck," I said, quickly getting off my knees.
He walked out and I followed going directly to the mirror to wash my hands as he walked out. As I washed my hands, I could taste the aftermath of his cum in my mouth.
It had almost no taste, just enough to remind me what I had just done.
Just enough to remind me I wanted to do it again.
A minute later, I returned to the table and Tyler said, "Bill's paid."
"Great," I said, as we headed out of the restaurant.
"Strippers?" he asked.
"Sure," I nodded, thinking seeing some hot sluts dancing around would maybe reclaim my manhood.
I wanted to ask more about his theory about me, yet I couldn't find a way to bring it up.
Three beers, a dozen strippers later, and one lap dance, I really had to pee. Having a hard-on, I decided to go to a stall instead of a urinal.
Sitting down, I awkwardly got my dick down enough to piss in the toilet seat as I noticed a hole in the wall to my right. I looked to my left and saw another hole.
I gasped.
It was a glory hole.
I had only seen one once at an adult store in Winnipeg years ago and I scurried out of there faster than the speed of light. Yet, this time I stared at it in awe.
I finished peeing and was about to stand up when someone entered the stall.
I froze.
I should have quickly left before any possible option was given to me, yet having now sucked Tyler's cock twice, I was curious.
Would all cocks feel the same in my mouth?
Does all cum taste the same?
Are all cocks as beautiful as Tyler's? 'Did I just call Tyler's cock beautiful?
As I pondered this, a guy on the other side, asked, "Want to suck a cock?"
I was speechless.
"I'll let you take a look at what I'm offering," the man said in a deep voice.
As I remained frozen, my cock hardening again in the toilet, I stared at the glory hole until a big black cock popped through it.
I gasped.
It was even bigger, even thicker, than Tyler's.
And somehow being black made it look so different... and even more intriguing and enticing.
I didn't even think about it.
I needed to have it in my mouth.
NOW!
I repositioned myself, still with my pants around my ankles, onto my knees so I could suck this beautiful black cock.
I took it into my hand.
He said, "Good girl."
Another derogatory term, yet it only enhanced my eagerness to suck and serve.
"Go ahead, take my cock in your pretty mouth," he ordered.
And I obeyed.
I felt compelled to obey.
I felt compelled to suck.
I opened wide and took his thick slightly upward curving cock in my mouth. It was sweaty, unlike the cleanliness of Tyler's cock. Salty, but in a sexy, appealing way. A natural way.
I began bobbing, knowing there was no way I was taking all ten inches in my mouth, yet determined to get as much as I possibly could in.
"Good girl," he groaned. "You love my black cock, don't you?"
I moaned on his cock in response. I did indeed love his cock. I wasn't racist. I didn't get turned on by interracial sex, but his cock was beautiful. It was the Mona Lisa of cocks.
"Say it, cocksucker," he ordered, pulling his cock out of my mouth.
With an embarrassing urgency, I begged "Please, shove that cock back in my mouth. I love your big black dick."
"Good girl," he said, giving his cock back to me.
I was so thankful. Like I was receiving a gift, which in some ways I was.
I resumed sucking. I resumed worshipping.
"Oh yeah," he groaned, "suck a good cocksucker."
These words made me feel good. I wanted to be good, I wanted to taste his cum.
I bobbed furiously for a couple more minutes until he warned, "Get ready for my load, cocksucker."
And seconds later I was swallowing my second load of the day. His cum was saltier than Tyler's and oozed out of his cock and into my mouth, again unlike Tyler's missile shooting.
I swallowed it all, milking his cock as best I could.
A moment later, he pulled out, without saying a word.
I remained on my knees, suddenly mortified that I had sucked a complete stranger's cock. What was I becoming?
Suddenly a voice behind me said, "Here's another cock for you."
My eyes went big and I stood up, pulled up my pants and quickly left the stall.
A black man in his fifties was washing his hands and smiled at me.
I put my head down and scurried out and back to the table with Tyler.
"You were gone a while," Tyler said.
"We need to go," I demanded.
He asked, "Ready for another load?"
Thinking it was easier than admitting I just sucked an elderly black man's cock, I nodded, "Yes."
"You really are insatiable," he said, standing up. "Watching all these sluts has me ready anyway."
Soon we were in a cab, a few minutes later, back in the hotel.
Although I wanted out of there because of the humiliation of what I had just done, once in the room I was more than ready to suck Tyler one more time.
When he returned from the washroom, naked as usual, I waited for him to tell me what to do.
He looked at me on the bed and asked, "Do you want one more load?"
"Yes," I nodded.
"Then come and get it," he said, as he sat on the edge of the bed and turned on the television.
I got off the bed, moved to him and dropped back onto my knees.
He said, "This one will take longer."
And man did it.
He watched almost half an hour of sports while I bobbed on his cock. I even moved down and sucked on his balls. My jaw was getting sore, as were my knees, and my head spun at the reality he was living my dream.
I had always wanted to watch sports while getting head; now I was doing the opposite.
Finally, he warned, "I'm getting close."
Oddly, I wanted it on my face.
I wanted to be humiliated.
I wanted to feel the warm cum splatter my face while expecting it.
I pulled back and asked, "Please shoot your load on my face."
"Awesome," he said, as he stood up and began pumping.
As I opened my mouth, ready to close my eyes when the time came (pun intended), he continued talking, "Oh man, I'm going to use that mouth of yours every chance I get."
And I knew he would and I knew I would let him.
I was addicted to his cock and maybe even addicted to sucking cock in general... the big black cock popping back in my head.
"Close your eyes," he grunted, and a couple of seconds later my face felt the first warmth of cum. A second, third, and fourth shot coated my face.
"Shit, you're a great cocksucker," Tyler said, as he shoved his cock back in my mouth and I hungrily bobbed on it.
Once done, he pulled out and said, "Any time you're hungry just let me know."
"Thanks," I absurdly said, as I mindlessly scooped a big wad of cum off my chin and put it in my mouth.
"Shit," he laughed, as he walked to the washroom.
I remained on my knees feeling both completely satisfied and ashamed... a feeling that never goes away once I finish sucking a cock now.
I blew Tyler in the morning.
I blew Tyler at the airport while we waited for our flight.
I joined the mile high club (kind of) when I blew him in the tiny bathroom stall.
I then kissed my wife when I got off the plane... her completely unaware that I had three loads of cum in my belly.
I blew Tyler at work on Monday.
I blew Tyler after poker night.
I blew Tyler under his desk while he talked to a fellow female doctor.
Eventually, I blew my good friend Barry and he blew me after we shared Tyler's cock one wild evening.
And I started using Craigslist... although mostly to suck new cock. Occasionally, I would also get my dick sucked, but mostly I loved sucking cock.
I loved being on my knees.
I loved a big cock in my mouth.
I loved swallowing cum.
I loved getting facials.
I loved being a cocksucker.
Crazily enough, I did eventually learn that not only did Sarah and Carol lez out often, but that Carol was submissive to her.
That led one day to the truth coming out (pun intended) during a gathering between the four of us that led to a crazy orgy where my wife saw me suck cock, I saw my wife eat pussy, I watched my wife get fucked by Tyler's big dick and I even got to fuck the beautiful Sarah... but not before I eventually took my first cock in the ass, which I suppose was inevitable.
But that is another story.
The End
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SHEMALE SISTER-IN-LAW
"What is this?" My wife asked me as she opened my suitcase.
'Fuck', I sighed to myself. I had just returned from a business trip where I purchased a butt plug. Truth be told, I felt like I was having my mid-life crisis. Instead of buying a Porsche or Lamborghini, I got curious about my sexuality. I wondered what it would be like to suck a cock, even though I did not find men sexually attractive at all. I felt more and more compelled to be on my knees, to have a cock in my mouth. This became my constant stroke fantasy and what began as a vague curiosity continued to grow into an obsession.
Yet, I wasn't gay.
I'm married... to a lovely wife. Our sex life is okay, not amazing like when we were in our college years, but still nothing to complain about. I still found her beautiful. She still dressed up sexy for me; she role played many of my fantasies and she still gave me head. When drunk she was utterly insatiable, although that too was far less common than in our college days.
Yet, I wasn't sure she was going to be willing to help me with my curiosity.
"Um," I began, not even sure how to explain why I had a butt plug in my suitcase and worrying she may think I was cheating on her.
"That is not going in me," she said her tone clear, dropping the toy back in my suitcase.
"I never planned for it to," I replied, knowing other than one drunk night in college where I fucked her ass, it was 'a don't even talk about' subject.
"Then what was it for?" she asked, looking confused.
"Me," I whispered, looking down and feeling ashamed.
"What?" she asked, maybe because she didn't hear my answer or maybe she was surprised by my answer.
"It was for me," I admitted, looking up to her, worried about her response.
"Really?" she asked, looking surprised, with a sudden smile on her face, that was gone almost as quickly as it had appeared.
"Yes," I nodded, suddenly perplexed by her smile.
"Do you want to be with a guy?" she asked.
"God, no," I answered, that being the truth. Sure I had fantasized about sucking a cock, but always disengaging the fantasy with who the cock belonged to.
"Then what?" she questioned.
"I don't know," I admitted, not sure myself. When I was horny reading gay porn, I'd imagine myself on my knees as the protagonist straight cocksucker in the story. Once my load was shot I immediately scolded myself for having such gay thoughts.
"Have you used it on yourself?" she asked, grabbing it again.
"Yes," I nodded, shame coursing through me. I had originally bought a smaller one. I found it was too small to really do much. I bought a bigger one and that was too big. The one in her hands was the third purchase and it fit just right.
"Did you enjoy it?" she questioned.
"Kind of," I admitted, which was a good answer. Although it filled my ass well, it was too small to hit my prostate and didn't vibrate... which I had already decided would be my next type of toy, having done a fair amount of research online on prostate massagers.
"Kind of?" she asked, her facial expression not telling me if she was repulsed or turned on by it.
"I'm really kind of confused by my curiosity," I admitted, feeling very vulnerable at the moment.
"You're not going gay on me?" she asked smiling again at me.
"No," I laughed, "I still love cunt."
"So, you want cock and cunt?" she asked, sauntering over to me.
"Would you like watching me suck cock?" I playfully asked.
"I don't know," she shrugged, reaching me with a slight smile, "I can't deny the idea got me a bit wet."
"Really?" I asked, surprised completely by the turn of events from humiliation to apparently having sex.
Her hand squeezed my hard cock, as she smiled, "It seems to have gotten you a lot hard."
"Truth be told," I answered, "you being in a skirt and nylons didn't hurt either."
"Well, then this will really help," she smiled, moving to the bed, lifting up her skirt revealing she was sans underwear and her usually hairy pussy, something I had complained about for years, was completely shaved. "Kara convinced me to get a Brazilian."
"I love your sister," I said, staring at her shaved cunt and glistening pussy lips.
"You better not," she countered playfully.
"It seems the idea of me sucking cock got you wet too," I smiled, as I moved between her legs.
"No, I've been waiting for you to get home all day," she admitted.
"It has been a while," I admitted, as I leaned forward and licked her pussy.
"Too long," she moaned.
"Then let's make up for lost time," I quipped, licking her shaved pussy hungrily.
"That's it," she moaned again, "Lick me, baby."
I licked her for a few minutes until her legs stiffened, she grabbed my head and came on my face. "Yes," she screamed.
As she came, she pushed me away like she always did, getting instantly oversensitive.
"Come fuck me," she demanded, always wanting to be pounded hard after her first orgasm.
"Get me ready," I ordered, snapping my finger at my oddly no longer hard cock.
"Just come and fuck me," she demanded, more times than not avoiding sucking my cock after I ate her out, which often annoyed me.
I got undressed and said, "You need to get me ready."
"You were hard talking about cock sucking and now you're soft after getting me off?" she asked, clearly looking offended.
Typical... she doesn't suck my cock and somehow makes me feel guilty; after she got off she just wanted to be fucked and although that was hot, it annoyed me when I wanted her lips wrapped around my cock first.
I shrugged, "You know I often don't get hard from eating you out."
"But you were hard when you started," she pointed out.
"I know," I shrugged, before adding, "I can't explain how my dick works."
"Come lie down," she ordered.
I did.
She kneeled beside me. She stroked my cock, asking, "So, do you really want a cock in your ass?"
I flinched slightly at the surprise question.
"Not a real cock," I answered.
"Just toys?" she asked, my cock beginning to stir again.
"Maybe a strap-on cock," I responded, the idea of being fucked by my wife suddenly a hot idea.
"You want me to fuck you?" she asked, her hand slowly stroking my cock, her tone curious.
Just hearing her say those words turned me on and I admitted, "It makes sense."
"How?" she asked, my cock growing quickly.
"Well, you already boss me around all day, might as well boss me around in the bedroom too," I answered.
"Well, either way it worked," she smiled with a laugh. She got on all fours and said, "Fuck me from behind, baby, you can pretend it's my ass you're pounding."
This was new for two reasons:
1. She preferred the missionary position or being on her side. The last time I did her doggy style was years ago, at a hotel, when she was drunk and adventurous and I banged her on the balcony.
2. She never even liked jokes about ass fucking, never mind talking about it in the heat of the moment.
I quickly moved behind her, and slid inside her wet cunt.
"Oh yes, baby, fuck me from behind," she moaned, as I buried my cock in her.
The different angle, the different position, her loud moans as she put her hands on the headboard, the hard fucking and our conversation all combined to make me ready to shoot my load in less than two minutes.
As I finished depositing my load in her cunt, she quipped, "Holy shit, either the idea of pounding my ass or of me pounding your ass had you revved up."
"Maybe both," I quipped, pulling out.
We both cleaned ourselves up and didn't speak anything else about this for a couple of weeks. I wondered what she really thought of it.
It was just over two weeks later, when I complained my back was killing me, she suggested, "Why don't you go and get a massage from Kara?"
"What?" I asked. Kara was a professional masseuse. My wife made it clear I couldn't ever go to her. She was very voluptuous, unlike my wife who was rather small chested.
"Sure," she shrugged, as she typed on her phone, "there is no one better."
I was about to talk, but she brought her finger to her lips implying I was not to talk as she put her cell to her ear. After a minute, she said, "Hey, Daryl's back is killing him after all his travel of late. Any chance you can squeeze him in?"
I gasped. I really couldn't believe she was going to let her sister give me a massage. Kara was well known in the community for her massages and often having two plus week waits to get in.
"Oh, I doubt he will mind," my wife, Amanda, responded, with a very odd giggle, before adding, "yes, he'll be there."
'OMG!' I thought to myself.
"Thanks, gorgeous, he'll be there at ten," Amanda finished. Looking at me, after she hung up, she explained, "She can fit you in at ten."
"Tonight?" I asked.
"Yep," she nodded.
"That's pretty late," I pointed out, usually I was ready for bed by nine.
"That's when she can fit you in," she answered, in a tone implying the conversation was done.
"Okay," I nodded, stunned after all the years Kara offered me massages and Amanda refused to allow it, she was okay with it.
.....
I drove to Kara's house; she had made her basement into a very nice massage area.
I knocked on the door and after a moment Kara opened it.
To my surprise, she was dressed in a red dress and nylons which instantly made my cock harden. I had a weakness for nylons, a fetish I developed in high school, from cheerleaders. In all the years I knew Kara I had never seen her in nylons... never. Yet, there she was in a red dress showcasing her voluptuous breasts and mocha nylons which also happened to be my favourite colour.
To add to the cock hardening moment, her feet were in full view. Her toes were painted a matching red.
Yet another dick flinching moment was when she pulled me in for a tit crushing hug, something she always did. Kara was a very touchy-feely woman which made sense based on her profession.
She explained, "Sorry, I just got home and didn't have time to change."
"Go ahead if you wish," I said, even though I was enjoying her look I knew it would be hard to not be hard as a rock when she was massaging me if I constantly saw her feet in nylons.
"No, no," she shrugged, "It's already ten."
"Okay," I shrugged, both excited and nervous at the idea of her being in nylons while she massaged me.
"Plus," she added, as she began walking to the stairs, "I know how much you like stockings."
My eyes went wide. Did Amanda tell Kara such things? This sentence, plus the fact she wore nylons, should have signalled something was different today, not to mention the fact that Amanda was allowing this massage to happen in the first place.
As I followed her down the stairs I noticed something else when she reached the bottom of the stairs. Ever so briefly I noticed she was wearing thigh high stockings, as I saw a quick glimpse of lace top... this only added to the aching in my loins.
"Get undressed and call me when you're ready," she ordered, as her cell rang. She added, before answering the phone, "And I mean completely undressed, underwear too. She answered it talking as she went up the stairs.
I couldn't protest or question the completely naked order as she walked away, I got undressed, ignoring the last order, keeping my underwear on, my dick rock hard, and got under the white blanket on my stomach. I called out, "Ready," and waited.
A couple of minutes later, she returned downstairs and said, "That was Amanda, she was making sure you made it here."
"Okay," I said, feeling guilty my dick was so hard because of her sister.
She put a hot towel on my shoulders and started massaging my left leg. She asked, "So, where are you sore?"
"Almost everywhere," I admitted, her hands already feeling great as she worked on my calf.
"Well, then I'll be sure to work you over everywhere," she said, seemingly stressing the word 'everywhere'.
If I didn't know any better, I'd have thought she was implying something sexual, yet she was my sister-in-law.
For twenty minutes she worked my entire upper body before moving to my calves and then feet. She scolded, as she moved the towel off my ass, "You didn't listen."
"I thought it would be weird," I replied.
To my surprise, she moved to my hips and roughly pulled my underwear down and off. "Your wife asked me to give you the full treatment,"
"What is that?" I asked, stunned and feeling uncomfortable, finding it hard to believe my wife would want me nude in front of her sister.
"Oh, that is for me to know and you to find out," she replied, in a tone that only made me worry more. She moved her hands to my ass and poured oil on it before she began massaging.
I stammered, as my dick began to rise, "I-I-I don't think Amanda would approve of this."
"Trust me," she replied, "she made it clear that I should give you the complete thorough treatment."
Her finger slid ever so slowly between my ass cheeks ever so briefly before she continued, "So Amanda tells me you like feet."
"What else does she tell you?" I asked, mostly joking, although curious what these two sisters talked about and wanting to change the awkwardness.
"She tells me everything," she answered, which made my eyes go wide. "For example, you'd rather check out a pair of legs in nylons than a pair of big tits."
"I've never been a tits guy," I admitted trying to act casual, as she continued massaging my ass.
"I've never had a guy not become a tits guy once he got to play with mine," she said. Making sexual jokes was not uncommon for Kara. Somehow this seemed different.
"I imagine that is true," I replied, laughing awkwardly, tightening up.
"Amanda strongly guaranteed that if you had a choice between touching my tits or my legs in nylons you would go for my legs," Kara continued, as her hands worked magic on my ass, while my cock desperately wanted to stretch itself in a very restricted position.
"I can't believe you two would have such a conversation," I said, feeling incredibly awkward in this situation.
"Like I said," she continued, as she gave my ass one hard firm squeeze before she moved around, so she was directly in front of me. As were her stocking-clad feet as I looked down. "We tell each other everything."
"Well, that scares the shit out of me," I responded, my naked ass uncovered making me feel so vulnerable.
She laughed, as she massaged my shoulders firmly, "What an apropos response."
I was about to ask what she meant when she asked, "So do my feet look good in nylons?"
"Yes," I admitted, staring at them, her perfectly manicured toes turning me on completely.
"I wore these for you," she revealed.
"Oh," was all I could muster.
"Do you know why?" she asked.
"I have no idea," I answered, before adding as a joke, "Because I'm on candid camera?"
"Funny," she laughed, as she wiggled her toes. "No, I hate being told I'm wrong and thus I need to test your wife's theory."
My eyes went wide again as I realized what I was sure she was implying.
She took her hands off my shoulders, but didn't move her feet and I wondered, 'is she really going to show me her tits?'
I slyly lifted my ass up so I could reposition my fully erect cock.
She asked, "Are you okay?"
"Just needed to shift a bit," I answered.
She laughed, wiggling her toes in the nylons, "I bet you did."
I couldn't believe what was happening.
I couldn't believe when she said, "Look up, Daryl."
"I'm not sure I should," I replied.
"Don't move," she ordered, and walked away. She said, a moment later, "Hey, Amanda, you're on speakerphone, can you please tell your husband it is okay for him to see my tits."
I heard my wife respond, "Daryl do as she tells you."
"Seriously?" I asked, as Kara's nylon-clad feet returned to my narrow view.
"Yes, I made a bet," she said.
"About what?" I asked, in awe of this whole situation, even though I already knew what the bet was about.
"Just amuse her and prove me right," Amanda instructed firmly.
"You sure?" I asked, feeling I was being set up, as I saw her red dress hit the floor.
"Yes," she sighed, "now stop being a pussy."
Kara laughed, "Maybe he is a pussy."
"Fine," I said, lifting my head up. As I took the first glance up I gasped and froze before my gaze reached her tits.
Kara
had
a
cock
!
!
!
"Surprise," Kara said.
I was speechless.
"What do you think?" Kara asked as her petite hand stroked her big hard dick.
"Um," I began, unsure what to say, even as I stared at my sister-in-law's hard cock, pointing directly in front of me. It was longer but thinner than mine.
"You have been fantasizing about cock for a while. I figured rather than you going on Craigslist or some other dumb ass idea, you can experiment safely," Amanda revealed. I had forgotten she was on the phone as my eyes were transfixed on my sister-in-law's dick.
I was still speechless.
Kara laughed, "He can't take his eyes off it, baby sis."
Which was true. Partly because I was in awe that my sexy sister-in-law had a cock, partly because a beautiful six inch cock was just a couple inches from my mouth and partly because my wife was a willing participant in this strange turn of events.
"Do you want to suck it, baby?" Amanda asked.
"I don't know," I lied, even though I desperately wanted to suck it.
"Go ahead, baby, suck Kara's beautiful cock," Amanda continued, although her voice seemed so much closer.
"Amanda?" I asked, looking behind me and seeing her dressed in red lace lingerie and stockings and nothing else.
"Get over here," Kara ordered, her tone shifting from sexy to firm.
"Mmmmmmm," Amanda nodded sexily, quickly walking to Kara and dropping to her knees.
"Oh my God," I gasped, my head spinning as my wife was suddenly on her knees in front of her sister.
"Tell him," Kara ordered.
"I've been sucking and fucking Kara since I was eighteen," Amanda revealed.
"Actually, it was your 18th birthday present wasn't it?" Kara asked.
"The best present ever," Amanda smiled, flicking Kara's mushroom top with her tongue.
I was again speechless. The thought of my wife and her shemale sister having sex was the biggest turn-on ever, even hotter than my many year fantasy of watching Amanda dyke out.
Amanda added, "It was pretty sweet having a cock available at all times in the bedroom we shared."
"It was also nice to have a live-in cocksucker," Kara added.
Amanda smiled, "You can thank Kara for me being such an eager cock sucking, cum swallowing slut."
I nodded, even as I thought she hadn't been sucking or swallowing my cock much the past couple of years...was that because she was busy sucking and swallowing her sister's? I stared as my wife slid her tongue down her sister's long, thin shaft.
"Thank her," Amanda said, as she tongued Kara's balls. I loved how Amanda worshipped a cock with her mouth, including the balls, the only woman I ever dated who did such a thing.
"Thanks," I weakly said, still in awe of the whole situation and staring at my wife sucking a cock that wasn't mine.
"You're welcome," Kara chuckled, before adding, "Do you want to see your wife suck my cock?"
I looked at my wife, on her knees as she looked up with me with a hunger I often saw in her eyes when my cock was in front of her, and I answered truthfully, "Yes."
"Yes, what?" she asked, as she moved her hard cock to her sister's lips.
"Yes, I want to see my wife suck your cock," I admitted.
Amanda smiled and said, "Watch, cocksucker, you're next."



I couldn't believe she called me a cocksucker. Yet, it turned me on, my cock again flinching in its confined space. I again lifted my ass up to reposition my dick. I watched my wife take another person's cock in her mouth. I also couldn't believe she was expecting me to suck her sister's cock... I also couldn't believe how much I wanted to.
"That's it, baby sis, suck cock like you do almost every day," Kara moaned, revealing yet another shocking secret in this surreal experience. I knew they were close, seeing each other almost every day and talking on the phone every day, but I had no idea they were this close. Yet, I didn't feel like she had cheated on me, they were doing this long before I was in the picture. Plus, the idea was as hot as hell.
Amanda leaned forward and took the long thin cock in her mouth and bobbed hungrily.
Kara explained, "I was fucking your wife's cunt a few days ago, she told me about your cock curiosity. After I spewed a load deep in her cunt, I suggested to bring you over to allow you to experiment in safety."
I remained speechless as I watched my wife suck cock.
Kara asked, "Do you want to suck my cock, Daryl?"
"Yes," I whispered, wanting to replace my wife, wanting to be on my knees.
"Get on your knees, cocksucker," Kara ordered.
Again the name-calling, again it turned me on. I stood up and Kara chuckled, "I see the idea has you armed and loaded."
I nodded, as my six inch, but thick, cock, saluted my beautiful, big-titted sister-in-law.
"It is thick," Kara commented, as I dropped to my knees beside my bobbing wife.
Amanda quit sucking, looked at me and offered her sister's cock, "Go ahead, baby, suck Kara's cock."
I looked at her in awe, not words I ever expected to hear from my wife, before turning to the long, stiff cock staring me right in the eye. I took one breath, opened my mouth and took my first cock between my lips.
It was nothing like I expected it would be, yet it was exactly like I expected it to be.
I know makes no sense, but if you are a male who has ever sucked cock I bet you know exactly what I am saying.
It was so hard, yet soft.
It felt so natural, yet strange.
It was warm, yet I had chills.
It felt so good, yet I felt weak and gay.
It stretched my mouth, even though it was thinner than mine.
I paused, the mushroom top in my mouth, unsure what to do next, even though I knew exactly what I was supposed to do next.
"Go ahead, baby," my wife whispered, her hot breath on my neck. "Suck my sister's cock."
Again words that were so surreal for so many reasons: my wife was encouraging me to suck cock; my wife was encouraging me to suck her sister's cock; her hot voluptuous sister had a cock; my growing fantasy was coming true; my cock was iron stiff... yet my mind was also spinning with what was currently happening... fantasy became reality in the strangest of ways.
I accepted my curiosity would never be satisfied, especially based on Amanda's reactions when she found my butt plug, yet here I was a couple of weeks later sucking cock.
Surreal.
Impossible.
Crazy.
Yet... amazing.
I took more in my mouth, only a couple inches as I wondered how Amanda took all six of mine, or all eight-ish of Kara's, or if she even did (Amanda was only taking about six inches earlier when she was bobbing on her sister's dick).
"You look so hot with a cock in your mouth," my wife purred, her hand going to my hard dick.
I moaned on Kara's cock as my wife started slowly stroking me.
"Do you like sucking cock, baby?" Amanda asked, a couple of minutes later. I had almost half of Kara's cock going in and out of my mouth, as my wife's finger twirled around my mushroom top.
The answer must have looked obvious, as I eagerly bobbed, now going faster as I got accustomed to the amazing and natural sensation I felt.
Kara pulled her hard cock out and said, "Answer her, cocksucker."
"Yes," I admitted, wanting that cock back in my mouth.
"Yes, what?" Kara asked, tapping my lips with her dick.
"Yes, I love sucking your sister's cock," I admitted, looking directly into my wife's blue eyes.
""Do you want it in your ass, too?" my wife asked, adding to the crazy night.
"I don't know," I answered, which was true. Part of me loved the idea, yet part of me was scared at the pain she may cause because of her length, even as my cock flinched at the thought of getting ass fucked.
"You do, don't you?" Amanda asked, her sexy smile looking so fucking hot.
Kara added, as she slid her cock back in my mouth, fucking my face, making me gag, "I don't think we give him a choice."
My eyes watered a bit, as all eight inches were shoved down my throat. I struggled to not puke, even as being used so roughly only enhanced my excitement.
Finally she pulled out, slobber dripping off her cock and down my chin.
"Bend over the table, Daryl," Kara ordered.
I'd like to pretend I protested or resisted or even hesitated. The reality is I was way too far gone and apparently way too submissive. I got off my knees and bent over offering my virgin (minus a couple toys) ass to my sister-in-law.
"Such an obedient one," Kara chuckled, as she moved to a table and grabbed the lube.
Amanda said, as she got off her knees too, "Are you enjoying this, baby?"
"Yes, honey," I nodded, as Kara moved behind me and poured lube between my ass cheeks.
"I love you, baby," Amanda whispered.
"I love you too," I replied, the words as true now as the first time I said them.
"I've always felt guilty keeping this secret between us," Amanda said, her eyes implying guilt.
Kara asked, as I felt her cockhead rubbing up and down between my well lubricated ass cheeks, "What, that you have been sucking and fucking me throughout your whole marriage or that your sister is a chick with a dick?"
"Both," Amanda nodded, her cheeks going red with her sister's usual frankness. "Mostly I was cheating on you all this time."
"Only with Kara?" I asked, somehow okay with her fucking her sister, yet not remotely okay with her fucking another man.
"Yes," she nodded, "I've never been with anyone else since we met."
"Although I was the first load inside you after you said your 'I do's'," Kara added, clearly enjoying the truth coming out.
Amanda went even redder, before she turned to her sister and said, "You really are enjoying this, aren't you?"
"I think it's important for your man to know I will always play a key role in your life, always have and always will," Kara shrugged, her cock teasing my asshole.
Turning back to me, Amanda nodded, "Yes, Kara actually came on my face before the wedding ceremony and fucked me in the limo after pictures."
"And, again during the reception," Kara added.
"Yes," Amanda nodded.
"And where did I fuck you that time?" Kara asked.
Amanda sighed, "In my ass."
"No way," I gasped, that somehow being the one thing that made me say 'no way'. She refused to allow me in her ass. Yet, she had taken it in her ass on our wedding night to her sister. I was slightly annoyed, but my annoyance didn't last long as Kara kept talking.
"Oh yes," Kara smiled, "I insisted on using all three holes on her wedding day, my own version of something old and something new."
"What about borrowed," my wife asked, sarcastically.
"I let him borrow you," Kara answered, as she slid her cock slowly inside my ass.
"Bitch," Amanda quipped, as I moaned.
"Slut," Kara quipped right back, "or should I say sluts."
Amanda laughed, "Those are words I never fathomed being used about my husband and me."
I clenched my teeth, as her cock slithered inside my ass, going deeper than any toy, creating a pleasure-pain principle that had my cock about to erupt.
I wanted to ask my wife if she sucked and fucked Kara since we got married, yet the answer seemed obvious. Plus, I was still dealing with the burning pain and intense pleasure cascading through my body as her long cock found my prostate.
"All in," Kara declared.
"Shit," Amanda said, "it took me weeks to take all eight inches."
"Why won't you let me fuck your ass?" I asked, anger growing in me at the reality she would do something with her sister and not her husband.
"Length I can handle," Amanda answered, "but girth is a whole different matter."
Kara, her hand on my back, her cock buried in me, promised, "Don't worry, Daryl, I'll help you prepare my slut sister's ass for you."
"You will, will you?" Amanda questioned.
"You know you'll do as I tell you." Kara responded, which somehow turned me on... my wife being a submissive to her sister.
"Whatever," Amanda answered, a tone and word she used whenever she was wrong or fucked.
"Come and watch me fuck your husband," Kara ordered.
Amanda stood up as Kara asked, 'Ready, Daryl?"
"I think so," I answered, feeling completely in awe of what was happening.
"Take my husband's anal cherry, big sister," Amanda said, as her hand went on my back.
"I'll start slow," Kara said.
"But soon you'll be begging for it faster," Amanda added.
Kara laughed, "Well that was the case when I first took your wife's anal cherry, a few weeks after taking her cunt cherry."
"You lost your virginity to your sister?" I asked, stunned.
"My first everything was with my sister," she answered. "My first time sucking dick, swallowing cum, taking a facial. We experimented in every position possible and in all three of my holes."
As Kara started slowly moving her cock in and out of me, she added, "Only one thing we have not done yet."
"You fisted me after prom," Amanda said, shock compounding shock.
"I remember," Kara said, "no, I was thinking you've never been double penetrated."
"And I'm thinking that will continue to be the case," Amanda countered, in the same never-gong-to-happen tone she used for me fucking her ass. The slow penetration was slowly allowing the pain to fade slightly and a pleasure to grow.
"You're so cute when you're in denial," Kara said sexily. "You know you're my bitch,"
Amanda sighed heavily, "Tonight is about Daryl."
"That it is," Kara agreed, before adding, "and man is he tight."
"Well, he is a virgin," Amanda countered, her hand moving to my very erect cock. "Fuck, I've never felt you so hard."
I moaned on contact.
"I think he's enjoying it," Kara stated the obvious.
"God, I feel so full," I weakly said.
"Just relax, baby," my wife advised, slowly stroking my cock.
"I'm very relaxed," I replied, feeling completely natural with a cock in me.
"Good, because watching you get fucked is super-hot," Amanda admitted.
"You don't think I'm a fag?" I asked.
"No," she said, letting go of my cock sadly, and bending down so she could kiss me. "I've never thought you were hotter than right now."
She then kissed me as Kara quipped, "Aaaaah, how cute."
I tried to kiss my wife, but Kara moved faster inside me.
"Oh," I moaned.
"You look so hot, baby," Amanda purred.
"Yes, you look so hot taking my cock up your ass," Kara crudely added.
"So good," I moaned, feeling like I may come from getting ass fucked. I was suddenly wanting to really be fucked.
"You want it harder, don't you?" Kara asked.
"Yes," I admitted.
"Get under the table, baby sis, and suck your husband's cock," Kara ordered.
"Mmmmmmmm," Amanda said, winking at me.
I watched her disappear and then moaned loudly a moment later as Kara slammed hard into me at the exact moment my wife engulfed my cock in her warm mouth.
"Beg for me to fuck you." Kara ordered, my ass burning again from the hard deep thrust.
I didn't hesitate. I wanted to be fucked. I wanted to be pounded. "Please, Kara, pound my asshole; fuck the shit out of me."
Kara obliged as she shifted to hard, deep thrusts, while my wife simultaneously bobbed furiously on my cock.
I knew I wasn't going to last long as I received intense pleasure from both ends.
"Come in your wife's mouth," Kara demanded, after a few more hard deep thrusts.
"So close," I moaned, my cock desperately wanting to erupt.
"Come Daryl," Kara repeated, "come from getting ass fucked."
"Oh fuck," I whimpered, as a few seconds later I indeed came in my wife's mouth. She kept bobbing, swallowing it all as I made the strangest sexual sounds I had ever made.
After another minute, my load deposited, Kara pulled out and ordered, "Both of you, on your knees in front of me."
I turned around and dropped to my knees, my wife crawled from under the masseuse table, kneeling beside me as Kara pumped her cock.
"Who wants my cum?" Kara asked.
"I do," I answered, eager to retrieve my first load.
"Shoot your cum all over his face," Amanda added, which only made it sound hotter.
"As you wish," Kara grunted, aiming her cock at me.
"Close your eyes, cum stings," Amanda recommended.
I didn't until I saw the first rope shoot out of Kara's glorious cock and felt the surprising warmth of the sticky cum splatter my face.
"She shoots buckets," Amanda declared, as rope after rope of cum hit my face.
I laughed, my eyes still closed, "So I can feel."
I then felt Amanda's tongue licking my cheek as Kara said, "That's it, share my cum."
And we did... as Amanda shoved her tongue in my mouth and gave me some of her sister's cum.
After a couple of minutes, Kara asked, "Like your shemale surprise?"
"Do you have a cock?" I quipped.
"Why yes, yes I do," she laughed, shoving it in my wife's mouth. After a moment, she asked, "Can you get it back up?"
"If you give me a few," I answered, before adding, "I'm not a spring chicken anymore."
"Not if you're using phrases like 'spring chicken'" she laughed, as my wife slowly sucked on her sister's dick.
"What do you have in mind?" I asked, wondering if I was going to be allowed to fuck her ass. Did Kara take it in the ass?
"Well, you tried something new, I think your wife should too," Kara replied.
"I'm not getting dp'd," my wife said, taking Kara's cock out of her mouth.
"Actually, you are," Kara responded, shoving her cock back in my wife's mouth.
When Kara said no to me, she meant no. I sensed when it came to Kara, she said no for image, but she was going to obey.
Fifteen minutes later, I had peed, watched my wife suck cock, watched Kara lick my wife's pussy (another fantasy to check off) and then enjoyed as both of them sucked my cock together slowly coaxing it to wake up for one more round... and what a round it was.
After a little more brief weak protest, my wife straddled my cock and leaning forward to allow her sister to fill her ass.
She stared at me the whole time as she asked, "Still love me?'
"More than ever," I answered.
"Good," she smiled, "because I can't resist my sister."
"Me either," I countered.
"Good," Kara said, as she began fucking my wife's ass, "because it's always good to have another cocksucker or ass to use."
Amanda smiled, "You understand, we are now both her bitches."
"I've always wanted a Mistress," I joked.
"Mistress," Kara said, "I like that."
"Shit," Amanda moaned, "Now look what you've done."
"You're the one who sent me over here to get sodomized," I pointed out.
"Stop quibbling, you two," Kara interrupted, "you're both submissive cock sluts and I'm more than willing to be your Mistress."
"Yes, Mistress," my wife and I said in unison, smiling at each other.
"Now ride both cocks, sister slut," Kara demanded.
Amanda leaned forward, her breasts in my face, riding both cocks.
"Oh, God," my wife moaned, as she fucked herself in both holes.
Having already come, I was in for a long ride, and what a ride it was.
Amanda, who never had multiple orgasms, unless drunk, came at least three times before milking a load out of me as I spewed up her cunt.
Kara eventually came in Amanda's ass. She had me suck the cum out of her gaping hole. I buried my face in my wife's ass, eagerly retrieving as much cum from her ass as I could.
That night we slept over and the next morning I fucked my wife's ass, while I got ass fucked too. The position was awkward and yet amazing and both my wife and I got a load of cum deep in our rectums.
So go figure... who would have thought that my wife finding a butt plug in my suitcase would change my life in such a surreal, positive way?
Yet, it did and I wouldn't change a thing.
THE END
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HUMILIATED PET
To remind you of exactly where we left off:
I got an e-mail from Ms. Goldstein:
Cum Bucket,
You will be in my office at eleven-thirty. You will be on your knees and waiting for me. Apparently, according to the video, you used the Sybian without permission.
Of course, cum buckets only get to come when given permission by their superiors. A submissive spic like you should know that already.
You are NOT to come again!
You will be punished when I return.
Now get to work, the Plasterton account needs to be done before you leave today.
PS: Your new job title is CUM BUCKET and other duties as ASSigned.
I read the e-mail a few times, stared at my new job title and sighed...just two words and that pretty much answered who I was, what I was and what the hell was going to happen next.
Eventually....
I worked for the next hour and a half without interruption, although I constantly looked towards the door, expecting someone to come in and use me. I was both relieved and disappointed each time there was no one at the door, as I couldn't help but look forward to a cock or cunt to serve.
I tried to work and yet it was tough because I was an emotional mess, my two personas (proud Dominican and submissive cum bucket) each battling inside for control.
I wanted to just get up and leave. I wanted to just walk out the door. I wanted to just quit my job and start over. I wanted to reclaim my proud feminist past, one that had overcome so much to get to the position of power I had held just a couple of weeks ago.
I also wanted to go back on the Sybian. I wanted to fuck myself with that wall cock. I wanted to taste another pussy, I wanted to be degraded and used. I wanted big white cock: in my mouth, my ass, my cunt.
I...WAS...A...MESS.
I eventually did, somehow, get some work done. Although nowhere near as much as I usually would in the same time frame. Anxiety, sexual hunger and a dildo deep in one's cunt can really be counter-productive.
At 11:25, not wanting to be late, I made my way back to Ms. Goldstein's office.
I kept my head down the whole way there, not making eye contact with the few people I passed. I didn't know if everyone knew, or just a few, but I was too ashamed to look any of my fellow co-workers or our secretaries in the eyes.
Reaching Ms. Goldstein's office, Alannah nodded, "Just go in," as she typed on her computer.
She gave me no hint of what I had done to her just a couple hours ago. I walked in expecting to find Ms. Goldstein at her desk, but the office was empty.
Recalling the instructions, I lowered myself onto my knees and waited...and waited...and waited.
It was after 12:30, my knees aching and yet somehow not wanting to disobey, assuming there was a camera in here if there was one in my new office, when the door finally opened.
Unfortunately, it was actually Candace, my secretary, carrying a small paper bag. Oddly, my first feeling was one of disappointment. I knew whatever Ms. Goldstein had in store for me was going to be humiliating and yet I couldn't help but look forward to it. My second feeling was shame compounding shame as my sweet secretary saw me in this humiliating position.
She asked, "Are you hungry?"
My stomach was rumbling as I realized that other than pussy, I hadn't eaten a single thing. "Yes, I'm famished."
"I brought you your favorite sandwich from Walker's," she said, handing it to me.
"Thank you, you're a life saver." I replied, quickly opening up the bag and taking a bite.
"Can I ask you something?" she asked, looking down at me.
"Of course," I nodded.
"Why do you let this happen?" she asked.
"It's a long, twisted story," I replied.
"You are a strong-willed woman, Mrs. Phillips," she pointed out.
"I thought so too," I replied, feeling even greater shame at the fact that my secretary still saw me only as a strong-willed, hardworking feminist.
I could see the complete shock in her eyes.
"Why don't you just leave?" she asked.
"It's not that simple," I answered, even though it could be. Just stand up and leave; just stand up and regain my dignity; just stand up and reclaim my Dominican pride.
Yet...
I didn't stand up.
I remained on my knees.
Shame compounding shame.
When suddenly the door opened and Ms. Goldstein asked, "What are you doing in my office, Ms. Jones?"
Candace stammered, "I-I-I was just making sure Mrs. Phillips had lunch."
"Oh, I plan to make sure she is well fed," my boss quipped, her play on words obvious.
I didn't say anything, just remained kneeling like the submissive I was.
"Actually, I imagine our pet cum bucket would love to eat your pussy right now, wouldn't you, Mrs. Phillips?" she asked me, her tone as she spoke my married name a clear statement - a reminder of who I really was - a cheating wife.
I didn't look up at my sweet twenty-two year old secretary as I answered, embarrassed to be admitting it, "Yes, I'd love that."
"What would you love?" Ms. Goldstein asked, "Be clear."
Shame compounding shame compounding shame, I answered, "I'd love to eat Candace's cunt."
A gasp came from my shy southern secretary.
Ms. Goldstein asked, looking at Candace, "Do you want our spic cum bucket to lick your cunt?"
"N-n-no," she stammered, looking completely uncomfortable.
"Let me reword this," Ms. Goldstein said, "Candace, let our cum bucket lick your white cunt or I will spank her in front of you."
Candace looked down at me, clearly uncomfortable with what was happening.
After a silent pause, Ms. Goldstein ordered, "Spic whore, crawl to my desk, stand up and bend over."
"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, immediately crawling to her desk, standing up and bending over her desk.
"Candace, take a seat on the couch," my Mistress ordered.
"Please, ma'am, this is making me very uncomfortable," Candace replied.
"Now!" Mrs. Goldstein ordered.
Candace obeyed, clearly not used to such depravity coming from the far south and yet just as clearly scared of her dominant bitch boss.
Mrs. Goldstein walked over to me, pulled down my skirt, and without warning spanked my ass hard.
"Aaaaaaah," I screamed, surprised by both the sudden slap and the searing pain.
"With each slap you will tell me what you are and what you want," Ms. Goldstein ordered, enjoying humiliating me in front of the one person left in the building who respected me.
"Yes, Mistress," I agreed, although I wasn't looking forward to another spank.
SLAP!
"I'm a dirty spic cunt craving whore," I declared.
SLAP!
"I'm a cock craving cum slut who wants to suck every employee here," I declared, which once I said it, was suddenly an appealing idea.
SLAP!
As the pain burned through me, my cunt leaked slightly from the humiliation, "I'm a Dominican cum bucket for white cunt and cock."
SLAP!
"I'm a three-hole puta who especially loves a big white cock filling my asshole with his dominant seed," I declared, my ass immediately feeling empty and indeed craving big white cock.
"Please stop," Candace finally whispered.
"Then let our cum bucket taste your cum," Ms. Goldstein said.
"But I'm not gay," Candace answered.
"Neither am I," Ms. Goldstein replied, "but you're not the one munching cunt, you're just getting your cunt munched."
I begged, my ass burning and tears streaming down my face, "Please Candace, let me eat your sweet white cunt."
Candace stood up and scurried out of the office and my heart sank. My weakness, my submission had had a negative impact on someone I liked.
"Well, that didn't go as expected," Ms. Goldstein shrugged, as she sat down at her desk.
I remained bent over, as she ignored me and typed on her computer. I couldn't see the screen from my position, so I had no idea what she was doing.
After fifteen minutes of excruciating silence, she asked, "Do you want to eat my cunt?"
"Yes, Mistress," I admitted, actually very curious what she tasted like.
"And my ass?" she continued.
"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, although that was something I had never done.
She ordered, "Crawl under my desk, slut."
"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, undeniably excited to taste her.
Once under her desk, she ordered, "Kneel on all fours."
I did, expecting to eat her cunt.
Instead, she put her stocking-clad feet on my shoulders and remained working.
Shame burned through me as I had suddenly become her foot stool which was somehow way more humiliating than eating her cunt or even her ass. She saw me as no more significant than furniture. Anger and shame burned through me at her complete contempt of who I was as a person. Yet, in many ways I knew I brought this on myself by being so weak back in high school to Vaughn, again in college in my one wild moment, and in not standing up to Bryce when he first blackmailed me.
I don't know how long I was a foot rest, over an hour, before she ordered, "Massage my feet, spic."
"Yes, Mistress," I replied, my cunt immediately getting wet at the name calling yet again. I spent the next lengthy amount of time massaging each of her feet, focusing on each nylon-clad toe, each ankle and calf.
My knees were sore, my hands cramping, when she finally opened her legs and ordered, "Get licking."
The opportunity to change positions, even if still on my knees, was a breath of fresh air. I moved between her legs, to her shaved pussy and began licking. As much as I hated to admit it, her pussy tasted amazing. It may have been because I was completely famished, but I eagerly lapped her cunt.
"That's it, Elizabeth, I think I finally found something you are actually good at," she moaned.
I hated her view of my lack of worth towards the company, yet I didn't say anything to defend myself, instead I continued my submissive duties.
She rolled her chair back, looked down at me and smiled as she asked, "Are you happy with your new job duties?"
"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, shame at admitting this coursing through me.
"And you want to eat my white cunt right now?" she asked, her phone now pointing directly at me.
I was staring at the phone knowing I was already way too deep in this submissive blackmail to stand up for myself. "Yes," I whispered.
"Say it with pride," she ordered.
"Yes, I want to eat your beautiful white cunt," I admitted, looking down at it and meaning the words I was saying.
"Beg, bitch," she demanded, still holding the camera at me.
Wanting to bury my face back in her cunt, I begged, "Please Mistress, let your lesbiana puta lick your beautiful, superior, white pussy perfection."
"What's puta?" she asked.
"It means whore in Spanish," I answered.
"Eat away, puta," she nodded.
The offer given, I dove into her wetness, craving pussy juice. I lapped with insatiable lust wanting to get her off and taste the full flood of her nectar.
"You really love munching white cunt, don't you?" she asked.
"So much," I admitted, while continuing to lick.
"What about your husband?" she asked, lifting my head back up, her juice on my lips.
"He knows of my weakness," I admitted.
"What weakness is that?" she asked.
"I'm submissive and unable to resist white cock," I answered.
"What about white pussy?" she questioned.
"That is new," I admitted.
"Are you unable to resist white cunt too?" she asked, a wide smirk on her face.
"So it seems," I nodded, licking her wetness on my lips.
"Would your husband be okay with this?" she questioned.
"He'd understand," I answered, believing he would, although I had never cheated on him... we had avoided our weaknesses by living our sexual, submissive, racial fantasies through each other... until this past two weeks.
"Would he?" she asked, raising her eyebrow.
"I hope so," I said, not as confident as I would like to be in my answer.
"Well, that is a conversation for another time," she shrugged. "Get back to work, puma."
I corrected her, "It's puta."
"Never correct me," she glared.
"Sorry, Mistress," I apologized, her ability to turn to angry in a heartbeat scary as hell.
"Now get back to work, you dumb spic," she ordered, grabbing my hair and roughly shoving my face in her cunt.
I resumed licking, my head spinning with how Johnathan would react if he learned of my submission. Would he understand? Would he be furious? Would he be supportive? Realizing I could not only lose my career, but my marriage as well (which should have been obvious the moment Bryce first blackmailed me), my heart sank.
"We really have found your area of expertise at the firm," she moaned, holding the back of my head. "Cock sucking and cunt munching."
I winced at the simplicity of how she saw me, yet based on her treatment of me, right from when she first met me, it shouldn't have come as any surprise.
I kept licking, wanting to get her off and try to figure a way out of my current predicament.
She began grinding her cunt on my face and moments later my face was again coated with pussy wetness. My mind immediately shut off again as I hungrily lapped up the intoxicating, addicting pussy juice.
I continued lapping until she pushed my head away and ordered, "Go lick and sniff my pumps, puppy slut."
Being referred to as a puppy was just another layer of humiliation adding onto the plethora of layers that had already been thrown at me. Like all the others, being called a dog, being treated like a pet, only added to my desire to obey.
I craved humiliation in the same way a smoker craves nicotine or a drug addict craves the high... putting it in such simplistic terms sent a shudder up my spine as I moved to the black pumps. Even as I buried my nose in her high heel, even as I extended my tongue to lick, I pondered my addiction. In my simile, comparing my addiction to smokers or drug addicts, they were unhealthy cravings and bad for you... even though each made the body and mind feel better when taken.
I knew I needed to stop.
I knew I needed to save myself from the downward spiral I was currently in.
I knew I needed to protect my marriage... to protect my husband from entering into a similar freefall.
Yet, I didn't know how.
I sniffed and licked her other pump, my head contemplating the full spectrum of my submissive plight. I could have faked licking her shoe, yet I didn't. I felt compelled to obey, regardless of how menial, how humiliating the task.
"Are you horny, puppy slut?" she asked.
"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, the thought of my plight fading immediately as the idea I may be allowed to come was suggested.
"Crawl to the middle of my office and get yourself off," she ordered.
"Thank you, Mistress," I nodded, quickly crawling from out of my submissive desk cave and to the open room.
I moved onto my ass and back, very thankful to be off my aching knees, and put my hand to my fevered cunt.
"Take off your blouse so I can see those fat udders, Lizzy cow," she ordered.
Another insulting animal reference sent another chill through me.
"Yes, Mistress," I replied, unbuttoning my blouse and tossing it aside.
"The bra too," she ordered, before adding, "Cows don't wear bras, they let their udders droop free."
"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, my 38DD breasts being quite large and, without a bra, a major distraction.
I took off the bra and she said, "Holy shit, those are some big udders."
"Thank you, Mistress," I replied.
"Back on all fours," she ordered.
I obeyed.
"Shit, those udders almost hit the floor," she said, walking over to me. She bent down and slapped my tits, which jiggled and swayed. "Fuck, I can only imagine what these udders looked like when you were breast feeding."
"I was a double E, Mistress," I answered, remembering how much my back ached for the whole year I breast fed both times.
"Between your huge cow udders, your rhinoceros ass and your dog like loyalty you really are an animal hybrid," she accused, slapping my ass again.
I didn't respond this time, being compared to a cow, rhinoceros and dog being the most humiliating moment of my life and yet wetness leaked out of my cunt.
"Moo like a cow for me," she ordered, as she reached down and pulled my nipple.
I yelped when she roughly yanked my nipple, but I obeyed, my face burning again with shame and lust, "Mooooooooooo."
"Shit, I don't know what a rhino sounds like, now trumpet like an elephant, your ass is as wide as one anyway," she ordered, adding another insulting animal comparison to me.
I'm not sure why, but as I obeyed, making a strange elephant sound, I even lifted my right arm up in the air as if it was a trunk. The sound is impossible to replicate in print, but I sounded absurd.
"On your knees and beg like a puppy," she demanded.
I moved onto my knees, lifted my arms up and bent over my wrists and pouted like a newborn puppy.
"Fucking hilarious," she roared, looking down at me.
I just remained stoic in my submissive pet position.
"Bark for me," she ordered.
"Woof," I barked, shame continuing to course through me.
"Now whine like a puppy," she ordered.



I whined, another sound that is tough to describe.
"Now purr like a kitty," she continued to amuse herself at my expense.
"Meow," I replied.
"No you dumb border jumper, purr!" she demanded, scolding me for my insipidness.
I purred.
"Back on all fours," she ordered, "it's time to play horsey."
I obeyed and watched in surprise awe as she straddled my back and ordered, as she spanked my ass, "Giddy up."
I couldn't believe how far I had fallen in under two weeks. I was half naked, in my boss's office, on all fours giving her a horsey ride. It didn't get more humiliating than this.
I walked in a circle around her office, moving slow as she was quite heavy, even as my own juices leaked out of me.
"Back to my desk, horsey," she ordered, slapping my ass again.
I obeyed, very thankful that this moment of humiliation was coming to an end.
When she got off, she asked," Still horny?"
I could feel her wetness on my back, which only added to the shame, yet the answer was, as usual, "Yes, Mistress."
"You may now come like the fuck pig you are," she said, as she moved back to her desk.
"Thank you, Mistress," I replied, immediately moving onto my back and beginning to frig myself.
"What sound does a pig make?" she asked.
"Oink!" I moaned, as my two fingers pumped in and out of my fevered cunt.
"Keep making animal sounds, my pet whore," she ordered, as she watched me amused.
"Yes, Mistress," I agreed, before beginning to bark.
"That's it, relapse into your natural animal carnal instincts," she quipped.
I kept barking, my sounds getting louder as I got close to eruption.
"A cat," she ordered.
I began purring loudly, my orgasm imminent.
"A monkey," she demanded, another new animal, one that I occasionally used when I was humiliating Johnathan.
"Eeeeee, eeeeeee, eeeeeeeeee," I moaned, somehow getting off from the animal sounds and the demeaning treatment.
"Now come you dumb, spic, monkey loving, ass fucking, cock sucking, cunt licking, pet," she listed off.
"Eeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee," I screamed, literally sounding like a monkey as my orgasm hit.
"You fucking slut," she continued, "coming on the floor like a two bit spic whore."
"Eeeeeeeeee," I moaned, my mind completely shut off, as another intense orgasm riddled through me.
Over the intercom, Alannah asked, "Ma'am, you have a five o'clock meeting at Pierre's."
"Shit," Ms. Goldstein said, "Thanks Alannah, is the car ready?"
"Of course, ma'am," Alannah said.
"Well, I guess I've got to go," Mistress said, as I lay on the ground writhing in euphoria.
After a moment, she added, "You need to call your husband and tell him you have to work late."
"Okay," I weakly agreed, unsure how much more I could take and what else she had in store for me this crazy day.
"Now, bimbo," she ordered.
I struggled to get up, my legs completely weak.
"Hurry the fuck up," she demanded, roughly grabbing me by my hair and pulling me up.
I yelped but was on my feet. She dragged me to her desk and handed me the phone.
I typed in his cell number and he picked up on the second ring.
She quickly pressed the speakerphone button so she could listen to our conversation.
"Hey. honey, how was your day?" he asked.
"Unforgettable," I answered, cryptically, as she grabbed a marker from her desk.
"You'll have to tell me all about it when you get home," he said, his usual jovial self, completely oblivious to my scandalous cheating day.
"For sure," I agreed, "but I need to stay late."
"Is dragon lady on a rampage again?" he asked.
I felt my skirt lifted back up and the marker placed at my asshole entrance. "She has been very demanding todaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaay." I screamed the last word as she shoved the marker, without any lube, up my ass.
A searing pain coursed through me. Even though the marker was thinner and shorter than Bryce's or my husband's dick, the lack of lube tore my ass apart.
"You okay?" he asked.
"Yes, just got poked," I answered.
"I'll be sure to poke you when you get home," he quipped, never one to not make a sexual comment when the door was opened.
"I hope so," I replied, even though I wasn't sure I'd have any energy left.
The bitch began fucking my ass with the marker.
I added, while trying not to whimper or moan, "I really don't know how long I'll be tonight, she has really been working me over today."
"Well, I promise to really work you over too," he said, before adding, "although I wouldn't mind getting worked over myself."
I needed to get off the phone before he said anything else that would give Ms. Goldstein any more ammunition against me.
"I've got to go," I urgently replied.
"Okay, but just so you know, I can't wait to suck on those dirty toes of yours and be your bitch tonight," he added.
'Fuck!" I thought to myself, as I reached to hang up the phone.
Of course, she slapped my hand away.
"Okay," was all I mustered, desperate to protect his kinky fetish from a manipulative bitch like her.
"I even bought a new strap-on for you to wear," he revealed.
'Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!' I thought to myself, but now, with the secret at least partly out and not wanting him to get suspicious by my one word answers, I replied, "Mmmmmmm, was my little boy bad today?"
"Almost, Mommy," he replied. "and I definitely need to be disciplined."
"Well you be in position when I get home," I ordered, trying to wrap it up.
"Yes, Mistress," he agreed.
"Bye, nigger," I said, knowing that was always the way we ended conversations that ended up like this.
"Bye, Mistress," he replied, and hung up.
"Holy mother fuck," Ms. Goldstein said.
"Please keep him out of this," I pleaded.
"Oh, but that was too delicious," she purred, as she pulled the marker out of my ass and shoved it in my mouth.
The taste was disgusting, but I sucked my own asshole as she continued, "I'm dying to hear more about your faggot nigger husband, but that will have to wait."
She pulled the marker out of my mouth and continued, "You will remain in my office until six-thirty. You may work at my desk on the Hutchinson file. At six-thirty you will return to your new office and obey and entertain all the night staff. Is that clear?"
I winced. The night staff was mostly Haitians.
"What, you don't like to suck and fuck people of your race?" she asked, noticing my look of disgust.
"They are not my race," I replied, "I'm a Dominican and they are mostly Haitians."
"Brown is brown," she shrugged, as she walked out of the office, leaving me alone.
I got dressed, not being told I couldn't as so many questions swirled around my head.
How could I get out of this predicament?
Did I want to?
What about Johnathan? What would he do if he knew what I had been doing? What would he do if he knew that my bitch boss knew part of his kink? Would he submit to her too? I thought he would.
Why don't I just leave right now?
What would she do with all the video evidence she had on me?
I decided I needed to ride this out and deal with it later, even though I cringed at the idea of what I was expected to do next. So, reluctantly accepting this day of submission wasn't over, I went to her desk, thankful to be allowed to sit down after hours of being on the floor.
The file she mentioned was already on her desk and computer and thus I began working, Oddly, working on a file got my mind off my humiliating day as I finally did what I was actually paid to do.
Before I knew it, it was almost six-thirty when the phone rang.
"Go to your office now," a female voice ordered. A voice I recognized as Juliette.
"Yes, Mistress," I replied, nervous to see what was going to happen next.
"Now, whore," she ordered, hanging up.
I took a deep breath, stood up and walked to the door. Once opened, I noticed that no one was around and I began to walk to my office.
"Knees, bitch!" a voice roared from behind me.
I immediately dropped to my knees.
"You really are a dumb spic," Juliette said, as she roughly pushed me from behind so I fell onto my hands.
I began crawling to my office, again becoming the submissive I was.
Reaching my office, I saw my flag on the floor.
"Crawl to your flag, cum bucket," Juliette ordered.
I obeyed and when I reached my blue, red and white flag I gasped.
There was cum all over my flag.
"Every male member of the firm has left you a welcome to your new role gift," she revealed.
I stared at the utter disrespect to not only me, but my country.
"Go ahead," she ordered, "clean up your flag... with your tongue."
My head spinning, my cheeks burning, my guts wrenching, my cunt leaking, I reluctantly obeyed yet another humiliating order.
I leaned down and began retrieving the many loads of cum splattered all over my flag.
"Good cum bucket," she purred, "tomorrow you can actually be a true cum bucket."
As I licked up the cum, the task so degrading, I began to get horny again.
'Fuck!' I sighed to myself, as I savoured someone's cum. I really was in over my head.
As I continued cleaning my flag for a few minutes, I heard a male janitor's voice, "Mierda! lo que una puta dominicana."
I winced. I was just called a Dominican slut by a Haitian.
Juliette ordered, "Come back at seven."
"Yes, ma'am," he replied.
"The boys are eager to have their own Dominican puta," she laughed.
I kept licking up the loads of cum on my flag knowing that the humiliation wasn't over by a long shot.
I eventually licked every drop of cum I could see on the flag, even as she called me a plethora of derogatory names. I felt a rush of Dominican pride as I looked at my flag now, minus the semen, although there were definitely a few stained spots.
"Come get your dessert, puta," she ordered, sitting on my chair and spreading her legs.
I crawled to her, glancing up at the clock. It was five to seven.
As I buried my face in her hairy cunt, my own cunt again burning for attention, I set my resolve to stay proud of my Dominican background no matter what was about to transpire.
As I licked, I began to hear voices and Juliette declared, "Ready for your gangbang?"
Ironically, I had always fantasized being gangbanged. It was easily one of my biggest unfulfilled fantasies (my one college night excluded), to have half a dozen or more men using all three of my holes for hours.
But not like this...
Alas, I was just a submissive puta who couldn't, no matter how much I should, stand up for herself.
I looked up at Juliette, my face wet with her pussy juice, and answered, "Yes, Mistress."
"Finish me off first," she ordered, grabbing my face and shoving it back in her cunt.
As I resumed licking, I heard more voices and although I was repulsed that I was about to be gangbanged by janitors, Haitian janitors, my cunt was leaking.
I sighed as I realized I was no better than my slutty cousins...
In many ways I was worse than them as I pretended to be something I wasn't.
I had created a façade of being a successful, respectable business woman.
Yet, as I felt hands lift up my skirt, while my face was roughly grinded on, I was definitely just another spic slut.
In many ways, a three dressed up as a nine.
THE END...for now.
Coming next: Dominican Slut: Janitor Gangbang
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Summary: Straight married man becomes a cocksucker and willing bottom.
Note 1: This story is dedicated to goamz86 and to making one of his fantasies as real as possible.
Note 2: Thanks to goamz86, Robert, and Wayne for editing this story.
Note 3: Although this story is mostly a GAY interracial story, it is really a much deeper story about one man's lengthy journey of sexual self-discovery. Besides being about a man becoming a cocksucker, it's also about the changing relationship in the bedroom with his lovely wife.
In the first part of this trilogy, Black Cock: 1 Day Changes Everything, Greg catches his friend being ass fucked by an 18-ear-old black boy. Soon he is drawn into the world of sexual gay submission as he is unable to resist the temptation of sucking black cock. Meanwhile, slowly he also becomes more submissive to his suddenly dominant beautiful loving wife who has no idea of his newfound lust for black dick.
Be warned... this story ended up being WAY longer than I originally anticipated... but I hope it proves a worthwhile effort.
Black Cock: 10 Inch Cock Training
MONDAY
They say once you go black, you don't go back. And although that was meant for women... it seemed to definitely also be true for men, or at least for me and Andy and James.
Also true, once you have discovered a submissive side to you, one you seriously didn't know you had, there is no going back either... no matter how many times you desperately try to regain your manhood.
I had submitted to an eighteen year old black guy and his ten inch cock, and ever since, I couldn't stop thinking about it, no matter how hard I tried.
Simultaneously, the dynamics in the bedroom with my wife had also changed dramatically and it seemed like it would continue to do so, no matter how hard I tried to regain the control I once had.
The reality was setting in that I would fail to reverse either situation and pay dearly with consequence.
It was a couple days after I had sucked Malcolm's cock for the second time at a children's park at night, sneaking out on my wife to do it, that he texted me again.
Cocksucker,
Meet me at Arnie's at 10:30.
Last stall.
I glanced at my watch.
It was 9:08. I had about an hour left on my current service call and then was supposed to be at my next appointment at 10:30.
I sighed.
Both because he expected me to be at his beck and call and also because my mouth instantly watered at the idea of having that big black dick back in my mouth.
I then recalled last night.

My wife, usually submissive in bed, had made me fuck her to orgasm with a black vibrator she called Big Blackie and then roughly fucked my face as she made me clean up the pussy cum covered toy.
She even asked, her tone sexy, "You like sucking my vibe, don't you?"
Truthfully, I wished it was bigger and real, but I answered, enjoying the submission, "Yes."
"Yes, what?" She asked, before adding, "Be specific."
I don't know why I answered so specifically, but I responded, "Yes, I love sucking your big black cock, Mistress."
"Mmmm," she purred, "Mistress, I like that," although thankfully she missed the description of the cock that I was really referring to."
So drawn into the submission, I repeated, "And I love sucking your big black cock, Mistress."
I leaned forward, took the black toy back in my mouth and bobbed like an eager cocksucker, imagining it was Malcolm's big cock.
"Such a good cocksucker," my wife purred, before adding, "now come and fuck your Mistress's cunt."
Hearing her use the word cunt was still strange, but my cock was rock hard and I eagerly obeyed her demand.
She lay on her back, spread her legs and I moved in-between them and slid my small cock, so small in comparison to Malcolm, into her hot box.
"That's it, fuck me with that big dick of yours," she moaned, which either was very sweet because she likely knew I was rather small, or she was completely oblivious to how big a normal cock was. Yet, I knew the latter wasn't true, as she had been pretty promiscuous before we started dating.
I pounded away, trying to do the best I could with the equipment The Lord gave me.
"Oh yes, harder, deeper," she moaned, things I wasn't sure I was capable of doing.
Yet, I tried, fucking her as hard as I could...sweat pouring down my brow.
"Oh yes, pound your Mistress," she moaned, as my balls boiled.
"I'm about to cum," I grunted, before immediately shooting my load.
As soon as I was done, she demanded, "Now clean up my cunt."
"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, shame and excitement coursing through me.
I buried my face in her cunt and retrieved the cum that was leaking out of her... which was beginning to be expected after I came in her.
It was humiliating... It was submissive... It was exhilarating.
Anyway, I finished my work and drove over to Arnie's, a family restaurant that was close to the school.
Arriving, I was nervous. What if I knew someone there?
I texted:
I can't do this.
I had just sent it when there was a knock on my window startling me.
It was Malcolm.
I reluctantly rolled down the window and he said, "I thought we talked about your obedience?"
Way stronger when he wasn't in front of me, or beside me in this case, I explained, "It's just such a public place."
Malcolm shrugged, "First, the owner and I have an agreement. He gets chocolate once in a while and I get to use his bathroom uninterrupted when I desire."
"Oh," was all I could muster, immediately wondering how Mr. Looper ended up submitting to Malcolm.
"So we can do this in your van or in the store," Malcolm offered.
Thinking the back of the van was completely secluded, I suggested, "The van."
"Cool," he nodded, as he walked in front of the van and to the other side.
I got out, walked around too, to see he had already entered the side door.
I looked around, saw no one watching, (why would there be) and went inside also.
Once I closed the door, Malcolm ordered, "Hurry up, cocksucker."
He was sitting on a crate, his dick already out.
Like the last time, every little bit of resistance I had disappeared as his cock beckoned me to it.
I wanted to be on my knees
I wanted to have his cock in my mouth.
I wanted to be his cocksucker.
I wanted his cum.
I wordlessly dropped to my knees and then had to shift myself lower as the crate was shorter than a chair.
It was awkward but soon I had his beautiful, only slightly erect, cock in my mouth.
I loved the feeling of it growing in my mouth becoming something bigger, thicker, harder and more powerful.
As odd as it sounds, my whole body warmed as I made his cock grow... of course, my cock grew too.
"So should you be working right now?" Malcolm asked.
I nodded, as best I could, while beginning to suck his now fully erect dick.
"Well, you do have a new volunteering job," he chuckled, before adding, "like a volunteer firefighter, you get to play with a hose."
Ironically, there was a time when I had wanted to be a firefighter. Although, I never imagined I would be playing with such a hose.
"Take more, cocksucker," Malcolm ordered, before adding, "Because we will keep your training going until you can take all ten inches in that slut mouth of yours."
And I obeyed, although still not able to fathom the possibility of taking all ten inches of his cock in my mouth. I bobbed hungrily, attempting to take more and more.
"That's it cocksucker," he groaned, "could you imagine if your coworkers knew you were a cocksucker?"
The thought of my coworkers knowing I sucked cock was mortifying. The majority were homophobes (I was a homophobe until I saw Andy popping on Malcolm's cock) and I would be an outcast instantly.
Malcolm continued, "I bet they would all take turns using your mouth."
I doubted it, and the idea oddly didn't appeal to me at all. I mean I liked his cock in my mouth, his black cock, but the idea of other men's cocks did nothing for me.
"Or is it only black cock you crave?" he questioned.
I didn't answer as I had his cock sliding in and out of my mouth, but the answer was definitely only black cock... although only his black cock.
"I think you would take any cock in your mouth given the opportunity," he continued, before adding, "maybe even your daughter's boyfriend."
Before I could respond, he pulled out, grunted and shot his load on my face, even getting some directly in my eye.
After he finished, he laughed, "I guess I should have warned you, cum in the eye can be rather painful, I'm told."
I remained on my knees, my left eye closed as I attempted to wipe the cum off it.
He added, "Now I want that cum on your face while you drive. You can wipe it off once you get to your next job," he ordered.
"Really?" I asked, my whole face feeling sticky, as I opened my eyes.
"Take a picture when you get there to show me you obeyed, cocksucker," he said, as he opened the door and walked away before I could say anything else.
Frustrated at my weakness and my inability to stand up for myself, I slammed my fist on the floor. Realizing I was late, I got out of the van, hurried around to the driver's side and began driving... feeling shame coursing through me.
At every red light, I felt as if every vehicle could see the cum on my face... see my shame.
Once I reached my next stop, I decided I wasn't going to take the picture. I wasn't going to have visual evidence sent from my phone that could be used against me.
Instead, I drove to a nearby gas station, scurried to the washroom and quickly washed my face. As I did, I saw how red my eye was.
'Fuck', I sighed to myself, I quickly googled 'cum in the eye' on my phone and read that it was usually a temporary reddening of the eye.
I washed my eye as best I could before heading to my next stop.
My cell phone buzzed a half dozen times during my next stop, but I ignored them.
When I got back in my van part way through the lunch hour, I decided to check my messages even though I knew I shouldn't.
Where's the picture?
Are you there yet?
Are you disobeying me, cocksucker?
I'm very disappointed in you, cocksucker?
You will be punished for your disobedience!
You better be at Arnie's by 12:45 or else!!
I decided, yet again, that I was done with this. The longer I obeyed, the worse I was going to make it.
I texted Malcolm:
I can't make it. Caught in traffic.
He texted back:
Bullshit. Be here ASAP or I fuck your daughter. I bet she would love ten inches of black cock. I mean like father, like daughter.
Plus, we both know you fucking crave nigger dick.
I sighed.
Frustratingly, I did crave his cock even though I had just sucked it a couple of hours ago.
Frustratingly, my weakness had put my daughter at risk.
Frustratingly, I felt myself turn and head towards the expected destination.
As I reached the location, I saw James, my daughter's boyfriend and another of Malcolm's cocksuckers, walking out of Arnie's. The look of guilt on his face made it clear to me that he had just sucked cock... the guilt was written all over his face.
This made me wonder.
Who had he sucked? If Malcolm, why was I there?
I sighed heavily, before getting out of the work van and walking into the restaurant, even as I adjusted my frustratingly stiff cock.
Head down, avoiding anyone I may know, and thankful the washroom was at the front of the restaurant, I headed right to the washroom and was very happy when I found it was empty, except for a pair of legs in the last stall.
I nervously hurried to the stall and closed it. I gasped. It wasn't Malcolm, but a different, chubbier black teenage boy.
He was smiling at me smugly.
I stammered, "U-u-uh, wrong stall."
He laughed loudly, "It's the right stall, cocksucker. Knees, bitch."
He roughly put his hands on my shoulders and pushed me onto the floor.
He was a huge boy and I was helpless against him.
He ordered, "Fish out my cock, faggot. Malcolm says you need practice and punishment."
I looked up at him and pleaded, "Please, I don't want to do this."
"I bet you will change your tune once you see my majestic snake," he smirked, his big hands still on my shoulders. He added, "White boys always do. Get it out now!"
His tone scared me and I obeyed the request, even as I asked, "Are you eighteen?"
He laughed, "White faggot, wants to know if I'm legal, how cute. But actually I'm nineteen, I just failed algebra a few times."
As I fished out his fully-erect cock I gasped. It was indeed majestic. It was a little smaller than Malcolm's, but thicker and it seemed, oddly, to be shining.
As if reading my mind while I stared at his thick dick, he explained, "I had your daughter's boyfriend get it nice and hard for you."
I gasped. He was expecting me to suck his cock, a cock that James had apparently just sucked, which explained its sheen.
I asked, "Where is Malcolm?"
"Probably fucking your daughter," he shrugged. "Now get sucking, unless you want this in your cunt."
He was so vulgar, yet I believed his implied threat, and prayed he was wrong about my daughter. Hoping to do this quickly and then call my daughter, I leaned forward and took his cock in my mouth, trying to ignore the reality that I was taking James's saliva in my mouth as well.
"That's it, cocksucker, nice and slow," he groaned. "I expect my white faggots to treat my cock with awe and love."
The words were ludicrous and yet now on my knees, with his cock in my mouth, I was indeed in awe of it.
It frustrated me how my mind shifted from determined to submissive in a heartbeat.
I obeyed, moving slowly, taking more and more of his rock hard cock in my mouth. As I did, I wondered two things:
1. How much James had taken in his mouth?
2. Where was Malcolm? I prayed he wasn't with my daughter.
I wanted to bob fast and get his load and call her, yet I also wanted to enjoy the sensation that was sucking big black cock... which again made me feel ashamed at my utter weakness.
I really was a cocksucker, I thought to myself as I took almost half his cock in my mouth, his girth widening my mouth unnaturally.
"Not bad, faggot," he commented, after a couple of minutes, "now start sucking like the cum craving faggot you are."
Although I hated the derogatory terms from this stranger, I also hated myself for the reality that the name calling turned me on.
I began bobbing faster, wanting to get his load both for my own hunger but also so I could get out of here.
Suddenly, the door opened and I froze.
The stranger slapped my head and ordered, "Keep sucking, faggot," loud enough for whoever just walked in to hear.
I was mortified; the thought of getting caught sucking cock was utterly terrifying... my marriage and career were at risk.
Yet, I had no choice but to continue sucking, praying that whoever came in wouldn't notice or stick around.
"Is that you Jerome?" someone asked.
"Yeah, it's me," the guy I was sucking responded.
The guy outside the stall asked, in a deep voice that made me think he was black, "Is that a new cocksucker in there with you or a regular?"
Jerome, apparently that was the name of the guy whose cock was in my mouth, answered, "A new one. He's one of Malcolm's recruits."
"Nice," the voice said. "Is he available for anyone?"
My eyes went wide. I was already mortified to be on my knees with a stranger named Jerome's cock in my mouth, now doubling the possibility of getting caught. I sure didn't want even more strangers seeing me; strangers who may go to my daughter's school, may know her... may even know me.
"Unfortunately," Jerome replied, "this cocksucker is currently only on a nigger diet."
"You sure?" the voice said, "I really have a full load ready to erupt."
"Sorry, man," Jerome responded, "Malcolm has rules. You guys know that."
"Fine," he said, as I heard zipper sounds.
"I guess I'll just shoot my load in this twink," the other voice said.
Pulling his cock out of my mouth, Jerome looked down at me and said, as if he was speaking the gospel, "All white boys and white men are cocksuckers deep down."
I didn't respond with words, but my action probably only proved his theory as I leaned forward and took his cock back in my mouth.
He chuckled, "Although not all of them are as eager as you are."
I hated that he thought I was eager.
I hated even more that he was right.
Once I saw his big black cock I wanted it in my mouth... my resistance broken instantly and now I wanted to finish what I had started.
I bobbed hungrily, wanting to get him off, get his cum... curious, truthfully, if his cum tasted any different than Malcolm's.
I also wanted to call my daughter... praying Malcolm was bluffing.
"Do you want my cum, nigger lover?" Jerome grunted, seemingly close.
I moaned on his cock in response as I kept bobbing hungrily, an insatiable hunger for cum burning through me.
"Such a faggot," he groaned, before depositing his load in me. Unlike the cannonball-like explosion out of Malcolm's cock, his cum oozed out of his cock and into my mouth.
"So good," he moaned, as I milked his cock, slowly swallowing his seemingly never-ending load.
And although the taste was slightly tangier and ostensibly heavier than Malcolm's, it was equally enjoyable.
When he pulled out, he said, "I think Malcolm has found a lifer."
I didn't say anything. The task done, my hunger quenched, my entire mind shifted to embarrassment and shame.
Why did I like sucking cock so much?
Why did I turn so easily from reluctant to eager the moment a black cock was in my face?
"Did you enjoy sucking my dick, faggot?" he asked, his dick still in front of me.
Seeing cum hanging from the end of his dick I mindlessly leaned forward and licked the cum before it fell to the ground.
"Holy fuck," he roared, "you're the most eager cocksucker I've ever seen."
My face burned red as I realized what I had just instinctively done and how gay that looked
"I'll ask again," he said, "even though the answer is obvious. Did you like sucking my dick?"
"Yes," I admitted.
"Would you be willing to suck it again?" he questioned.
"I don't know," I answered, so humiliated by my actions, yet knowing if it was offered to me I would undoubtedly return to my knees.
"I think I know the answer," he said, as he put his dick away.
I didn't respond, just wanting to get out of there as soon as possible.
"I'll chat with Malcolm about having you come over to my brother's frat house one day. They are always looking for new white faggots to spit-roast," he added.
I had no idea what spit-roast meant, but knew I was getting deeper and deeper into a sick, twisted game of submission of which I was losing control.
As I remained on my knees bewildered, he added, "Don't worry, it's a black only frat house, you will be in heaven,"
Then before I could say anything else, he opened the stall door and walked out. He laughed a moment later, "Close the stall, cocksucker."
Realizing the other two were apparently in a stall and that I could scurry out without being caught, I quickly stood up and began to leave. Yet, even though I knew I shouldn't, I couldn't resist looking at the open stall.
And I froze.



My next door neighbour, Edward, a nerdy kid who mowed our lawn, was riding a big cock in his ass. His eyes were closed, so he didn't see me, yet the Hispanic guy did. He smiled, and asked, "Enjoying the show?"
I quickly left without answering and, thankfully, before Edward learned my secret or that he knew I now knew his.
I reached my van and sped off; my head again spinning... was everyone I knew a cocksucker or faggot?
I called my daughter as soon as I was away from the scene of the crime. She was just returning from lunch with her friends, she said, and heading to class. Relieved that Malcolm was indeed bluffing or at the very least just threatening, I headed back to work.
I worked the rest of the afternoon without being interrupted by Malcolm, and had a relaxing evening. It was my wife's bridge night, so I had the house to myself and just went to Netflix and binged on 'House of Cards'.
By the time I went to bed, Marcia wasn't home yet, which wasn't uncommon.
What was uncommon was being woken up for sex. Especially, when I opened my eyes and realized a pussy was in my face.
"Get eating, Mistress is horny," Marcia slurred, clearly quite drunk.
Although still not fully awake, I leaned up and began licking.
"That's right, slave, lick your Mistress's cunt," she moaned.
Being called a 'slave' woke up my cock.
After just a few seconds, she began grinding her pussy on my face. Her cunt was soaking wet, like it often was when she was drunk and horny, although she'd never ground her face on me like that before. I tried licking as best I could, but really she was getting herself off with my tongue, nose and face.
In only a couple of minutes, thank God, as I was struggling to breath in the confined space, she shifted from grinding to bouncing as she came on me.
"Yes," she screamed, "eat my cum you fucking slave slut."
And I did, in awe of her treatment of me and in awe of how hard my cock was at the rough treatment. I couldn't believe how much our sexual relationship had changed in just over a week.
Once she was done, she rolled over and said all sexily, "I see being used like a slut got you horny, baby."
I admitted with a smile, "I've never been used for a booty call before."
"Well, get used to it," she smiled, "you're my bitch now."
"Don't you mean slave?" I questioned, playing along, as I sat up with plans to fuck her.
"You're both," she shrugged. "Today you're my slave, but one day soon I plan to make you my bitch."
Her words intrigued me, and scared me a bit. As I moved between her legs she ordered, "Stop."
I did.
"Such an obedient pet," she purred, as she sat up and took my cock in her hands.
I groaned, realizing how many times my cock had been hard today and then ignored and surprised I hadn't jerked off while I was home alone.
"Does my slave need to come?" she asked, as she began jerking me off.
"Yes," I nodded.
She stopped and yanked my dick rather hard. "Yes, what?" she questioned, her soft, sexy voice suddenly transformed into a firm, annoyed one.
I groaned, in a bad way, the yanking hurting a bit, before correcting myself, surprised completely by her shift in demeanour, "Yes, Mistress."
"And don't forget it," she said, resuming stoking my cock.
"Sorry, Mistress," I apologized, both turned on completely by her firm dominant behaviour, and yet equally mortified at being dominated in such a way by her.
I was the man in the house. I was supposed to be in charge.
As if reading my mind, she explained, "In the bedroom, I am the Mistress always, is that clear?"
"Y-y-yes, Mistress," I stammered, still surprised by her firmness... she had always been the submissive one in the bedroom, willing to do almost anything to please me sexually.
"Do you want your Mistress to suck your cock?" she asked.
"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, desperately wanting to feel her warm volcanic mouth wrapped around my painfully rigid cock.
"And what will you do for your Mistress in return?" she asked, again talking sexy, as she flicked my mushroom top with her tongue.
"Anything, Mistress," I moaned, "I am yours to please."
"Do you really mean anything?" she asked, looking up at me, still stroking my cock.
I was a little nervous at her question and her mischievous grin and tone, yet nodded, "Yes, Mistress, I'll do anything you want."
"Delicious," she purred, before taking my cock in her mouth.
She easily took my whole cock in her mouth and began bobbing quickly, her blow jobs while drunk usually even better than her sober ones (and those are epic).
In less than a minute, I could feel my balls boiling and I did what I often did when close, I grabbed her head to fuck her face to completion like she always loved me to do in the past.
To my surprise, she pulled back, my about to explode cock leaving her inferno of pleasure, as she scolded me with venom, "How dare you treat your Mistress so disrespectfully!"
I was shocked. This was rather routine treatment. Yet, seeing the real anger in her eyes, she wasn't playing me, I apologized, "Sorry, Mistress, I was so excited I got irrational."
"Yes, you did," she scolded. "Your punishment will be no coming tonight. Is that clear?"
"Yes, Mistress," I responded, feeling devastated. I was seconds away from coming and now I had to ignore the desperate longing of orgasm.
"Good night," she said, laying back down and rolling over, like she did on those very, very rare occasions where we got into a fight before bed.
I considered going to the washroom and getting myself off, but somehow felt compelled to obey my wife's order.
So I too returned to lying down... although I sure as hell didn't sleep well.
TUESDAY
The next morning, my wife was in the kitchen making breakfast and acted as she did every morning: sweet and thoughtful. She poured me coffee and had bacon and eggs on the table.
I considered making a joke about blue balls, which I was pretty sure I had at the moment, but decided against it.
To my surprise, the entire day I was left alone. No texts from Malcolm. Which was good because after being forced to blow a complete stranger and almost getting caught by my next door neighbour, I was done.
That night, I had just finished supper when I got the text:
Did you enjoy Jerome yesterday?
I responded:
We need to talk.
He responded back:
What do you think we are... a couple?
I talk, you suck!
I order, you obey!
Is that clear?
Before I could respond, unsure what to say to such a black and white response, he texted again:
Clearly you either enjoyed your punishment or are not too quick at catching on.
Be in your garage in fifteen minutes.
You have work to do.
My eyes went big.
He was coming to my house.
My wife was home.
My daughter was home.
I texted back:
Please don't come over here.
He didn't respond, as I stared at my phone waiting for a response that wasn't coming.
I had to stop this once and for all.
I was losing control of my life.
I was at the whim of an 18-year-old black teen and his cock.
My wife had taken control in the bedroom.
I was completely lost and unsure who I was anymore.
Was this my mid-life crisis? But instead of buying an overpriced sports car or a motorcycle I had become a cocksucker to a teenager and a slave to my wife.
I went to the garage deciding to end this once and for all and not wanting him to knock on my door. How the hell would I explain that?
My garage was a work garage and didn't have any vehicles in it, so it was very rare for my wife or daughter to go in it. Thus, I felt it was unlikely I would get caught by either of them... although I had no intention of sucking his cock today... or ever again.
This had to end.
I told my wife I was going to work in the garage for a while as she was reading a book and headed out.
I waited about five minutes, playing in my head what to say.
I felt like a teenager trying to find the words to break up with a girl.
I was nervous.
I was nauseous.
I opened the side door slightly so he could walk in without making any sort of noise.
He walked in and so did James.
'Fuck' I thought to myself.
Malcolm said, "You know James, don't you, cocksucker?"
"Don't," I firmly said, trying to keep any shred of dignity I had with my daughter's boyfriend.
"Knees, cocksucker," Malcolm ordered, ignoring me.
I watched James drop to his knees his face showing the same shame I currently felt. He was as mortified as I was to be in this situation.
I didn't follow suit.
"Ahhh, still playing defiant," Malcolm said, smiling. "James, what happens to cocksuckers who disobey me?"
"They get punished, sir," James answered.
"Have you been punished?" Malcolm asked the kneeling James.
"Yes, sir," James nodded, refusing to make eye contact with me.
"How?" Malcolm continued.
"Stop!" I ordered. "That is enough."
Malcolm sighed heavily. He then said, "Cocksucker, apparently you need to learn your place." He walked directly in front of me, glared into my eyes and continued, "You never, and I mean fucking never, interrupt me or tell me what to do. Is that fucking understood?"
Suddenly scared, I tried to explain, "It's just, we can't do this..."
"Is that fucking understood?" he repeated, louder, putting his hands on my shoulders and roughly pushing me to my knees.
"Please," I weakly protested, realizing I was again losing.
"Please, what?" he asked, "Please may I suck your big nigger cock in front of my daughter's boyfriend? Why, yes you can."
"No, I..." I began to respond, even as I could see the bulge in his pants which frustratingly made my mouth water.
"Now, cocksucker," he demanded, "or I go inside and offer my services to the two ladies of the house."
"Do it, Mr. Benson," James spoke up. "He isn't bluffing."
I couldn't fathom Malcolm having the balls to walk into my house and offer his cock to my wife or daughter, yet based on the hypnotic power he and his cock had over me, Andy, James and assumedly others, I couldn't risk it.
Absurdly, I had to suck his cock to protect my wife and daughter.
Yet I pleaded one more time, "Please, not here."
"Then get me off quick and you can return to your vanilla suburban life," Malcolm ordered.
Thinking the best way to end this was to suck him and, truth be told, I wanted to suck him, although not in my garage or in front of James, I quickly fished out his cock, which was completely hard and with a slight sheen, and took it in my mouth.
Malcolm moaned, "Good, cocksucker. Suck on my dick just like your daughter's boyfriend did on the drive over here."
For the second time in two days, I was sucking a cock that had my daughter's boyfriend's saliva on it. It just compounded the humiliation, as did the reality that James was watching me suck cock.
Malcolm asked, "Doesn't he look good with a mouthful of cock?"
"Yes, sir," James answered, before adding, "he looks right at home."
"Yet, he doesn't realize how lucky he is, does he?" Malcolm continued, as I furiously bobbed on his big black cock.
"No, he doesn't, sir," James replied, before adding, the words sounding ridiculous out of the white all-American quarterback, "he doesn't seem to understand how lucky he is to be able to worship black cock like we were born to do."
Malcolm added, "Hear that, cocksucker? This is what you were born to do."
The words of both of them seemed so lubricious, yet as much as I wanted to deny it, to adamantly protest it, I indeed felt natural on my knees, with his cock in my mouth.
"Come here, cocksucker," Malcolm ordered.
"Yes, sir," James responded.
"Do you want to suck your girlfriend's dad's cock?" Malcolm asked, as my eyes went big... this fucked up situation getting more fucked up.
"No, sir," he responded.
"But you will if I tell you to?" Malcolm questioned.
"Of course, sir," James answered, sounding so shockingly submissive.
"Why?" Malcolm asked.
"Because I will do anything to serve you, sir," James answered.
"And what was your punishment for disobeying me a couple of months ago?" Malcolm continued, as he clearly tried to show me just how powerful he was.
"You ass fucked me in front of all my black teammates, sir," James revealed.
"And now?" Malcolm asked.
"I'm a two hole cum bucket for all my black teammates," James admitted, his voice sounding like he may cry.
"And?" Malcolm questioned.
"And I love it," James admitted.
"Because?" Malcolm continued his leading one word questions.
"I was born to serve black men," James answered.
"Good boy," Malcolm nodded, as he pulled his cock out of my mouth. "My new cocksucker hasn't learned these valuable lessons yet."
Not wanting James to suck me, not wanting to be ass fucked, I apologized, "I'm so sorry, Master. I won't disobey again."
"Ever?" he questioned, as he turned sideways and James wordlessly took the black cock in his mouth.
Oddly, my first thought was jealousy. That was my cock to suck. I then realized once again just how far I had fallen.
"Watch how he takes all ten inches in his mouth," Malcolm ordered me.
And I did. In awe of how easily the massive black cock disappeared in the ridiculously handsome boy's mouth.
"Practice makes perfect," Malcolm explained, "and you need practice."
"Yes, Master," I nodded, wanting his cock back in my mouth.
"Pull out James's cock, cocksucker," he ordered.
I wanted to protest, but I just promised I wouldn't disobey anymore. So reluctantly, humiliatingly, I lay on the ground, and awkwardly pulled out James's completely hard six inch cock.
"Have you fucked his daughter before?" Malcolm asked, as I held his cock in my hand, not wanting to hear the answer I already assumed to be the case.
"Yes, sir," James admitted, as Malcolm pulled his cock out.
"In her ass?" Malcolm questioned, as my eyes went wide.
"On the weekend like you instructed, sir," James admitted, which made me burn with anger.
"Did she like it?" Malcolm asked, as he snapped his fingers and pointed at James's cock.
Completely humiliated past the point of return, I wordlessly, awkwardly leaned forward and took my daughter's boyfriend's cock in my mouth. A cock that had apparently been in her pussy and ass.
"Eventually," James groaned, "once she got used to it. She is pretty insatiable and obedient."
"And when did you last fuck her?" Malcolm asked.
"A couple hours ago," James admitted, which made me freeze, with a mouthful of cock. I was apparently sucking a cock that was recently in my daughter. Was that unique taste I was tasting my daughter's cum?
"Did you shower after shooting your load in her cunt?" Malcolm asked.
"No sir," James admitted.
"So her pussy juice is still on your dick," he smugly questioned.
James, seemingly enjoying the humiliation of his girlfriend's father, answered, "I think it's all in your new cocksucker's mouth now."
"Delicious," Malcolm chuckled as he ordered, "both of you on your knees in front of me."
My face burning red, I thankfully took James cock out of my mouth and knelt in front of Malcolm's erect ten inch cock.
Malcolm slid his cock back in James' mouth and ordered me, "Suck my black balls, cocksucker."
Every time I didn't think I could get any more humiliated, I was wrong. I bent down and took his completely shaved bag in my mouth and searched for his balls... as our faces were practically touching.
"Two eager white cocksuckers," Malcolm groaned.
I sucked on his balls for a couple of minutes until Malcolm grunted and ordered, "Catch it all in your mouth, but don't swallow."
I kept sucking his balls while he assumedly filled James's mouth with cum.
"Now share my cum with your girlfriend's dad," Malcolm ordered.
Again my eyes went big.
Malcolm ordered, "Open your mouth, ball sucker."
I reluctantly did, praying that this meant this humiliating ordeal was almost done even as I was mortified at what I thought was about to happen.
And I was right.
James leaned over me and dropped the cum out of his mouth and into mine. Even after all the submissive derogatory acts I had completed recently, this was a new low.
Yet, as the cum landed in my mouth I swallowed it all and my cock flinched undeniably in my pants.
"Shit, do you guys need to be left alone to make out?" Malcolm quipped as the cum quit dripping in my open mouth, only adding another layer of humiliation to the seemingly never-ending humiliation I was experiencing.
James moved away and I looked up feeling like a cheap slut...humiliation coursing through every pore of my being.
James asked, "May I leave, sir?"
"Yeah, go and visit Jerome," Malcolm responded, as he slid his cock back in my mouth.
"Yes, Master," James nodded, quickly exiting.
Malcolm slowly fucked my mouth for about a minute before he pulled out and said, "So your wife takes it in the ass, right?"
"Yes," I nodded, sheepishly.
"And your daughter takes it in the ass," he continued, as he put his dick away.
"So it sounds," I responded, not happy at all to learn that.
"So, I guess there is only one submissive slut in our house that still needs to be sodomized," he finished before walking out of the garage and leaving me alone.
I quickly got to my feet and sighed. I was getting in way over my head. Malcolm was not only controlling me, but had played a role in my daughter getting ass fucked... and he implied I was next.
Fuck!
Fuck!
Fuck!
I went back into the house feeling as degraded, shocked and devastated as I had ever been, not to mention helpless at the fact I couldn't see a simple way out of this.
My wife called out, "Done, dear?"
"I hope so," I replied, even though I knew I wasn't, as I replied to a different question than the one she was asking.
"Come watch TV with us," she said and I did.
As I entered the living room I saw my daughter and all I could think of was I was just playing with your boyfriend's cock, I sucked your boyfriend's cock that had your pussy juice on it and you take it in the ass.
I knew then, yet again, that I had to find a way to end this.
Yet, I also knew, I had no idea how to make that happen.
That night, in bed, Marcia again had me go down on her first and then fuck her to orgasm with big blackie before she said, after her orgasm was complete, "You are still being punished for yesterday's disobedience."
"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, sheepishly. Although I couldn't explain it, my dick was super hard as my mind flashed to all the new revelations and twisted submissions I had done that day.
"But you can jerk yourself off and cum in your hands if you wish," she offered.
Although this was hardly as exciting as any of her three holes, I desperately needed to get off, to stop thinking of my utter humiliation today. I pumped my cock furiously and in less than a minute was about to come.
"Catch every drop of your cum in your other hand, slave," Marcia ordered.
And I did.
Once done, she ordered, again surprising me, "Now eat your cum, cum eater."
I couldn't believe what she was ordering. Did she know about Malcolm? About what transpired earlier this evening in the garage? Or was it just the logical transition after eating my cum out of her?
Regardless of the reason, I moved my hand, full of two days of cum, to my mouth and sucked my cum back into me.
"Good, slave," Marcia purred.
"Thank you, Mistress," I absurdly replied, as I finished licking my hand clean, like a dog licks clean his food bowl.



"That was fucking hot," she said, rubbing her cunt.
"Was it?" I asked.
"God, yes, you being my obedient slave gets me so fucking horny and excited," she admitted.
That made me happy. I enjoyed being submissive to her and if it got her off all the better. I responded back, "Well, I love being your unconditional, always obedient, full service slave."
"Come get your Mistress off again with that wicked tongue of yours," she moaned.
And I did.
Once we were both in bed, the lights off and getting ready for sleep she asked, "Do you really like being submissive to me, Greg?"
"Yes," I admitted, although I felt more vulnerable not being in the actual act of submission.
"Why?" she asked.
"I don't know," I admitted, which was mostly true.
"You must have an idea," she continued.
"Well, I do love making you happy, always have," I answered, which was true.
"Well, that you do," she replied, before adding, "I love you so much, Greg."
"I love you completely too, Marcia," I replied, leaning in and kissing her.
Drifting off to sleep I pondered my new situation. I enjoyed being submissive to Marcia, I enjoyed being submissive to Malcolm too... but that was getting out of hand and his threat of sodomizing me was one I couldn't let happen.
WEDNESDAY
The next day Malcolm texted me before I even left my house.
Cocksucker,
Need some morning protein?
Be at my house in fifteen.
I sighed. Not because of the text, but my body's reaction. My mouth began watering and my cock hardened. I drove directly to his house in hopes of maybe getting one more load and then demanding we end this. I know one more load was ridiculous, but I couldn't deny I was craving his dick.
I pulled up a block away and walked to his house. I knocked on the door and he yelled, "Come in, cocksucker."
I walked in and saw he was again on the couch, but this time had a white woman, a woman around my age, riding his cock reverse cowboy style. She was completely naked, with huge tits and, as I looked closer, I realized she was taking it in the ass.
He greeted, "Good morning, cocksucker."
"Hi," I whispered, again hating yet another person being added to the list of people who saw me in the act of gay submission.
""Beverly, this is Greg, Greg this is Beverly," Malcolm introduced us, as if it wasn't an odd situation at all.
"Hi, Greg," she moaned, as all ten inches of his big fat cock disappeared in her ass.
"Hi, Beverly." I greeted, as I watched in voyeuristic awe at both what I was witnessing and the beauty of the black and white contrast.
"Knees, cocksucker," Malcolm ordered.
I obeyed, shame again burning through me.
"Crawl to us, cocksucker," he instructed.
I again obeyed, my eyes never leaving the amazing disappearing act in front of me.
"Do you want my cock?" Malcolm asked.
And I did.
BAD!!
"Yes, Master," I admitted, my weak resolve disappearing as my hunger for his cock took over...again. I wanted his cock in my mouth, even if that meant sucking his cock straight out of this woman's ass.
"Come Beverly," Malcolm ordered, "come like the little ass slut you are."
"Yes, sir," she moaned, as she frantically began rubbing her clit while bouncing on his big dick.
Malcolm continued, "Watch closely, cocksucker. One day in the near future you will be adding to your submissive cocksucker resume as an eager bottom."
I couldn't imagine taking that in my ass, although I had seen Andy take it and was now witnessing this stranger take it. So I knew it wasn't impossible. That said, I didn't want to. I just wanted to suck it. To serve him. To swallow and savour his load.
Yes, I'm so close," she declared. Malcolm lifted her up as he stood up, her legs wrapping around the back of his muscular legs, his cock still buried deep in her ass, and bucked hard while reaching around her from behind and holding her by her massive tits. It was an impressive act and seemed to drive the woman mad as she babbled, "Oh fuck, coming, fuck, shit, don't stop."
He reamed her ass in the impossible position for another thirty seconds before tossing her onto the couch where she trembled uncontrollably while he slammed his cock in my mouth.
This time I wasn't sucking him, he was fucking me... fucking my face. I tried not to gag at both the depth he was going in my mouth and the odd humiliating taste of lube and ass.
"Don't gag, cocksucker," Malcolm threatened as he put his hands on my head, "good cocksuckers can take a good face fucking."
I closed my eyes and just focused on breathing as he roughly used my face... my cock iron stiff. Somehow, being humiliated, getting used, enhanced my sexual pleasure, which only frustrated me more.
Thankfully, he came quickly, depositing his load down my throat. Like a good cocksucker, I swallowed it all.
Pulling out, he chuckled, "For someone who so thoroughly loves sucking cock and being used, you sure are still in denial."
I hated that he was right and I hated that he knew he was right.
"Do you want to fuck Beverly?" he asked.
"No," I said, shaking my head.
"You sure?" he asked, "She loves cock, even tiny white cock."
"Yes," I answered.
"Yes you want to fuck her, or yes, you're sure that you don't?" he questioned.
"I won't cheat on my wife," I answered, which I know sounded absurd since I had just sucked his cock.
"So cock okay, cunt not?" he questioned.
I nodded, knowing this conversation was as bizarre as the others.
"Sorry Beverly, apparently cocksucker would rather have dick," he apologized.
"Figures, he looks like a faggot," she said, looking at me with disgust.
I realized I probably did look like a faggot, kneeling in front of a black boy half my age.
"But he can't take his eyes of your tits," Malcolm said, which was true. "Want to fuck her tits?"
That was a harder offer to resist, being a tits guy.
"Oh, I think he does," Malcolm continued.
I stammered, "N-n-no, I should go."
Beverly asked, "What do you think, faggot? Want to fuck my tits?"
And I did. I desperately wanted to feel them... to fuck them.
"Pull your dick out, faggot," Beverly ordered.
My brain on drool, I fished my fully erect cock out.
She asked, while laughing, "That's it?"
Malcolm added, "Some are born to fuck, some are born to suck."
My face burned with shame.
"Go ahead, cocksucker," Malcolm ordered, "go and jerk off to those tits."
I pondered this. It wasn't really cheating, just masturbating. I know I was reaching, but I was horny as hell.
I walked to her and began pumping my dick.
She cupped her tits and purred, "Come all over my tits, faggot. Do you actually shoot cum with such a small dick?"
Her condescending insults somehow turned me on as I furiously pumped my cock while staring at her huge tits.
"Hurry up faggot, I'm only doing this charity act for Malcolm," she continued.
"Aaaaaah," I groaned, and shot my load on her big tits.
After I finished spraying her tits, Malcolm ordered, "Now clean up your mess."
"Really?" I asked.
"Now," Malcolm demanded.
I wasn't against eating my cum, I had already done that. But, this felt like cheating.
"Hurry up, faggot," she demanded,
I obeyed. Bending down, I moved to her tits and began licking my cum.
"Fuck, what a submissive queer you are," she laughed, as she grabbed my head and rubbed my face all over her tits.
Mortified, I quickly stood up, put my dick away, and said, "I need to get to work."
"Until next time," Malcolm said, putting his cock away.
"Bye faggot," the bitch called out as I walked out the door.
I returned to the van and drove to work, again late for my first appointment of the day. I was driving home from work, a few hours later, always expecting a text now, when it finally came.
Cocksucker
Hungry?
If you want a black cock to keep you satiated until I need a cum bucket you can go to 1232 Elm Drive.
My uncle is always looking for a white cocksucker to deposit a load.
I promise he is safe.
If so, go there ASAP.
I stared at the message. As pathetic as it was, I was considering it. I was hungry for cock.
Yet, I also knew I needed to control my hunger. So I continued driving home.
Another text:
Cocksucker
I know you are considering it.
I know you want to.
I also know you are fighting your urge.
But I also know your tiny white dick is hard and you are hungry for cock.
So go... go suck black cock.
Go now.
I couldn't tell if it was an order or a suggestion. I also hated that he knew my cock was indeed hard and I was hungry for cock. That said, except for after shooting my own load, I was always craving cock.
Malcolm always seemed to be able to read my mind, which both pissed me off and had me in awe. He texted me again:
Cocksucker
But the choice is yours.
There are other white cocksuckers eager to get a full black load.
But respond back yes or no so I can tell him.
I sighed.
He was expecting a response.
I wanted to stay strong.
I wanted to be a man.
I wanted to be defiant.
Yet, I wanted to suck a cock... a big, black cock.
I couldn't explain it, but the idea of being on my knees, having a big, black cock in my mouth was compulsive. So I knew I should have texted no; I knew I should have resisted the temptation... especially to a stranger.
I texted back:
Yes.
Just one word and I knew I was addicted. I knew I was falling deeper into my sexual submission. Yet I didn't care. I wanted cock. Big, black, cock.
I began driving to the address that was only a few minutes out of the way, trepidation and excitement coursing through me.
I wondered if his cock was bigger than Malcolm's... thicker than Malcolm's... would it taste differently?
Having sucked two black cocks, not to mention ever so briefly James, I was suddenly fascinated by cocks. I didn't find men attractive. I didn't want to kiss a guy. I didn't want to fuck a guy or get fucked or get sucked.
I just wanted to suck cock... preferably black cock.
I reached the address. It was a simple bungalow. It looked like a house where a family lived.
What if there was more than just him there?
Yet, somehow, I just knew that Malcolm wouldn't set me up... even though he had indeed put me in humiliating scenarios at the restaurant, with James in my garage and with the bitch with the huge tits whose name I already couldn't remember this morning.
So although I was taking yet another risk, my insatiable hunger for cock had me getting out of my work van and walking towards a stranger's house.
I knocked on the door, my hand trembling, and waited.
After a moment the door opened and a very built black man with tattoos everywhere opened it.
"Are you Greg?" he asked.
"Yes, sir," I nodded, trying not to make eye contact.
"And you're here to suck my cock?" he bluntly asked.
"Yes, sir," I nodded sheepishly, even though my humiliation again began to burn through me.
"Come on in," he said, walking away.
I did, following him with a craving for cock and cum. I glanced up and saw pictures of a family and immediately my own came to mind.
Fuck.
My family.
His family.
Fuck.
I wanted to turn and leave, yet my hunger for cock overrode the guilt that just hit me and the fear of getting caught.
He moved to the couch, dropped his sweats and sat down.
His cock was big too. Not as big as Malcolm or Jerome, but still impressive as hell.
He pressed a remote and started watching television.
"Are you coming to suck?" he asked.
"Yes, sir," I nodded, quickly moving to him and dropping to my knees.
His cock was completely flaccid and sweaty. I took it in my hands and stroked it as he changed the channel.
And as I took his cock in my mouth, a strong sweaty salty taste to it, he watched sports news. It took a long time for his cock to grow completely in my mouth. Once it did, I began bobbing back and forth getting used to his cock. It was a couple inches smaller than Malcolm's and I wondered if I could deep throat him.
Unlike Malcolm or Jerome, there was no talking. He just seemed to enjoy the blow job. It was weird to not be degraded.
I sucked for quite a while when his phone rang.
I froze.
He said, "Keep going, boy," as he answered it.
I did.
"Hi, honey, how is your mother?" he asked.
I listened for a few minutes as he chatted to his wife who seemed to be out of town, as I continued sucking, focusing on getting all eight inches in my mouth. I was so close.
Suddenly, he said, "Honey, just give me a second."
He stood up and began pumping his cock. I submissively opened my mouth waiting for his cum. In seconds, he began shooting his load in my open mouth, almost all of it going in before the last rope hit my chin.
As soon as he was done, he sat back down, mouthed thanks, and resumed talking to his wife.
I stood up and walked out of his house, wiping his cum off my chin.
I drove home again feeling guilty... always feeling the wrath of my conscience once the act was done.
That night, in the bedroom, Marcia finally confirmed the feelings I always knew to be true... I wasn't big enough for her.
I had finished getting her off with my tongue, which seemed to be the nightly expectation now, when she ordered, "Don't move."
"Yes, Mistress," I smiled, enjoying being her slave.
She walked away and returned a moment later with something black in her hand.
She ordered, "Stand up."
"Yes, Mistress," I obeyed, curiously.
"Put this on," she ordered, handing me a black sleeve. I was about to ask what it was when I realized it was a cock enhancer. A black cock enhancer. Ironically, I had actually bought one in the past, trying it on and everything, but never had the guts or self-esteem to use it and ended up throwing it away. This made one thing crystal clear: my cock wasn't big enough for her. It also made me ponder something else: did she fantasize about black cock?
I put it on, which was more difficult than one would think, and then joked, "Do you like the black and white contrast?"
"Mmmmmm," she moaned, "come and slide that big black cock in me."
I crawled between her legs and slid inside her wet cunt.
"Oh yes," she moaned, as I filled her with two more inches and a little more girth than I usually did. "So big."
"And black," I added.
"Yes, so big and black," she repeated, her eyes closed.
I wondered if she was fantasizing about some big black guy as I began fucking her.
"Harder," she demanded, "fuck me with that big black dick harder."
And I did. Slamming into her as hard as I could, trying to be strong and powerful like Malcolm; as I imagined, for the first time, Malcolm fucking her... Malcolm filling her in a way I never could.
I cursed myself for such thoughts, again frustrated by my weakness and my twisted sexual perversity.
I fucked her through four more orgasms, which was a new record for me without coming, the cock enhancement definitely dulling my own pleasure.
Finally, she ordered, "Take that off and slide your little white dick in my ass." Although it was implied by the cock enhancer, hearing her actually say it was both shocking, humiliating and oddly a turn on.
I eagerly did as she told me, desperate to come and eager to fuck her ass for the first time in a while.
Not surprisingly, in literally seconds, I was coming in her ass.
"Pathetic, slave," she scolded, as I filled her ass with my cum. "I better keep your tiny dick wrapped with the enhancer from now on."
Shame coursed through me at disappointing her, even though I had given her five orgasms. I apologized, "Sorry, Mistress, I couldn't hold back in that amazing ass of yours."
"Well, clean it up," she ordered.
I buried my face between her ass cheeks and sucked my cum out of her ass as best I could.
As I did she said, "You will be punished for coming without permission and so quickly."
"Yes, Mistress," I replied, my tongue in her ass.
"And you may never masturbate without permission. Is that clear?" she added.
"Yes, Mistress" I agreed.
"And you may only come with permission from me," she continued.
"Of course, Mistress," I said.
"Good," she finished, standing up and going to the washroom.
When she returned ten minutes later, gone was Mistress Marcia and back was my sweet wife. She asked, "Don't forget we are going out with the Olsons tomorrow."
"Okay," I nodded, having completely forgot about the play we were going to, as well as dinner.
She kissed my cheek and whispered, "I love you, Greg."
"I love you too, Marcia," I replied, wondering what she had in store for me as a punishment.
THURSDAY
Thursday was a day that only cemented my insatiable hunger for cock... if only because I didn't get any.
Malcolm didn't text me at all... even though I kept waiting for it to happen. Every time my phone chirped, I quickly checked it with giddy excitement and then was disappointed when it was not Malcolm.
That night, we went out as a couple and it was as if nothing had changed in the bedroom. She dressed up for me; she gave me a quick blow job while we drove to the restaurant, something she had regularly done since we started dating, loving to have me hard and horny all date.
At the restaurant, my hand was on her nylon-clad leg, hers brushed my cock on numerous occasions.
When we got home, I was expecting a lengthy sex session but Marcia revealed it was that time of month. In the past, I would have made her suck my cock or even took her ass, but with the dynamics of power changing in the bedroom, I didn't take control.
FRIDAY
Friday I was again ignored by Malcolm... and I couldn't believe the frustration I felt at not receiving his texts. I began to get insecure, which was absurd.
Was he done with me?
Was I not good enough for him?
My wife was out with colleagues that night, and I knew Carol was at her friend's house for a girl's night, so I decided to try and have a conversation with James. I wanted to talk to him about everything and make sure he was going to keep our secret a secret.
He agreed he could be there in twenty and when he knocked I couldn't believe my first reaction was my cock hardening. I had no intention of sucking his dick again, I just wanted to have a talk with him.
I opened the door and he looked as nervous as I was.
"Come on in," I said.
"Sure, Mr. Benson," he nodded sheepishly.
"You can call me Greg," I offered, before adding, "especially after all we've been through."
"Okay," he nodded.
"Want a beer?" I asked.
"Sure," he said, clearly looking nervous.
Soon we were in the living room and I asked, "Does Carol know about your submissive side?"
"No," he said, shaking his head, still not making eye contact.
"How did it start?" I asked.
"Football season," he answered, clearly uncomfortable talking about it. So I decided not to ask the details even though I was curious and knew he was ass fucked by fellow black teammates.
"Has he been with my daughter?" I asked, praying for a certain answer.
"No," he answered, "but he sure threatens it a lot." I winced at his answer.
"Do you enjoy it?" I asked.
"Do you?" he countered, looking at me for the first time.



"I'd like to say no," I replied, before admitting, feeling he would understand my internal struggle, "but every time I try to refuse him I seem to just get pulled in deeper."
"I understand," James nodded. "Every time he is done with me, I am determined that was the last time I will submit. Yet, the moment he texts me or uses me at school, well, before I know it I'm on my knees with his cock in my mouth or ass."
"Do you like it in the ass?" I asked, even though I was curious about the at school part.
He laughed for the first time, "I never thought I would be having such a conversation with my girlfriend's dad!"
"Tell me about it," I laughed back. "You're supposed to be scared of me."
"I was," he said, "although having you forced to suck my cock changed the dynamics a bit," he said.
"Tough to be scared of a guy whose mouth was around your dick," I joked, somehow feeling comfortable to laugh at the strange, awkward situation.
"Yeah, it's definitely a strange ice breaker," he laughed back.
"Oddly, it brought us together," I joked.
"He hasn't fucked your ass yet?" he asked.
"No," I said, shaking my head, "but he has implied he plans to."
"And he plans to," James said. "He believes every white cocksucker is also a willing bottom given the chance."
"I know," I nodded, the thought of being sodomized not appealing at all.
"And, yes, I like it," he revealed. He paused for a moment, before adding, "Although the first time it was quite the painful experience."
"I can't fathom his cock in any ass," I said.
"I couldn't either," he nodded, "but once your ass is well lubed and prepped it can take a pretty big cock."
"Wow," I said, the idea still scaring me, yet somehow intriguing me too.
After a pause, I said, "He hasn't texted me in a couple days."
"He will do that," James said. "He wants you craving his text, waiting for it. That said, he has a lot of white men and boys willing to meet him anywhere and anytime to suck him or take it up their ass."
"How many?" I asked, curious and, oddly, annoyed I was just another white guy for him. Then I was annoyed I was annoyed in the first place.
"No idea," he shrugged, "I've seen a few live, know of at least ten at school, including two teachers, but the way he talks I'm guessing fifty."
"No way," I gasped, the number seeming crazy high.
"No one says no to him," James pointed out. "At least not long term."
I sighed, my cock rock hard, "I guess that is true."
"I suggest getting some anal toys and prepping your ass," he suggested, "I wish I would have."
"Isn't that gay?" I asked.
"All depends on your definition of gay," he shrugged, "plus men using prostate toys for pleasure isn't gay."
"I suppose," I shrugged.
"Trust me," James said, "he is planning on fucking you. So you have two choices. One, prep your ass for his cock or, two, be prepared for an intense pain as he tears your ass in two."
"Good point," I nodded, Malcolm's big cock still terrifying me.
After another pause, I asked, craving cock, "This is going to sound weird, but can I ask you one more thing?"
"Anything," James answered, "I don't think we have any secrets left."
I couldn't believe I was about to ask him this, but I was going through withdrawal and desperately needed a cock, even if it was a white cock. "Can I, um, can I, can I," I struggled to say the words, so I bluntly spurt them out before I lost my nerve, "Can I suck your cock?"
"Really?" he asked, clearly surprised by the question.
"Please," I asked, sliding down to my knees. "I need a cock, plus I never got to finish what I started."
"Holy shit," he said, looking down at me. "You sure?"
I answered by fishing out his cock and taking it in my mouth.
"Oh fuck," he groaned, as his soft cock began growing in my mouth.
It was a lot smaller than the black cocks I had sucked and I was eager to deep throat him. It grew quickly, and soon was six inches long. I began bobbing and he groaned, "Shit, that feels so good."
And it did for me too. I loved being on my knees; I loved the sensation of a cock growing in my mouth; I loved bobbing back and forth, my brain shut off and only focused on serving the cock in my mouth.
Unfortunately, after only a couple of minutes of taking all his cock in my mouth, he groaned, "I'm going to shoot soon."
I responded by continuing my deep throat assault until he came in my mouth. I loved the feeling of cum spraying in my mouth; I loved the unique texture of cum; I loved the distinctly different and yet similar taste of cum.
Once he was done, the usual shame came over me, as I had just sucked the cock of my daughter's boyfriend.
I sat back up, the aftertaste of his cum still in my mouth and apologized, "Sorry."
"No worries," he shrugged, "that was damn good."
"I can't believe I just did that," I said, mortified that I couldn't control my hunger, "you're my daughter's boyfriend."
He stood up and said, "And you're my girlfriend's dad."
I asked, "Do you crave cock too?"
"Just black," he answered.
That was what I thought was true for me too, but suddenly I didn't care what color it was, I just craved cock in my mouth and cum down my throat.
After he left, I took a long shower, feeling dirty and ashamed.
SATURDAY
Saturday Marcia sent me out to get groceries and I decided to stop at an adult store and investigate anal toys.
When I walked into the store I was in awe of all the toys. I found the anal section and a young girl in her twenties came over and asked if I needed any assistance.
Although I found it awkward to talk to a girl about anal toys for myself I asked, "I was curious about what are the best anal toys for the prostate."
"Do you have any anal experience?" she asked.
"On women yes, but not on myself," I responded, trying to show I was a man.
"Well, there are a wide variety of prostate products. Some vibrate and some don't," she explained.
"Oh," I said, overwhelmed. "Which is better?"
"Depends," she replied, "the most popular is Aneros MGX Classic... it's an oldie but a goody and what many men buy."
She handed me a big white strange looking ribbed cock with an odd base and explained, "It's ribbed and some men love the extra stimulation, while others say it is distracting. It's a decent toy for a beginner, but often not the first toy because of its width."
She then grabbed a c shaped black toy and said, "This is the Rocks Off Naughty Boy, one of a series of prostate stimulators from them."
I took the box and looked at it. It was a lot less scary than the earlier one.
She explained, "This is likely the best high end toy for beginners. It has a thinner circumference than its sibling toys, and is designed to perfectly hit the prostate and gives perineum massages. It is designed so you can rock back and forth on it for extra stimulation and realistic...sex."
I immediately liked that idea. For some reason, I wanted something I could fuck myself with. I didn't just want something that could sit in my ass. I needed to prep for the real thing.
She continued, "It also has seven different speeds that vibrate and it rests against the perineum."
I had no idea what a perineum was but I assumed that it was a pleasure muscle inside my anus.
"I'll take it," I said, maybe too eagerly.
"Good choice," she nodded, before adding, "I would also buy a couple of thinner toys to prepare your anus for insertion."
"Okay," I nodded, still feeling strange talking about such things with a girl.
She handed me a set of three butt plugs and a couple other toys. "I recommend starting with the smallest plug and actually walking around with it in for a while."
"Really?" I asked.
"Yes," she nodded, "it will prepare your ass for bigger things."
"Oh," I nodded, that making sense.
"These other toys are thin to get you to experiment with natural toys that won't spread your anus so wide at first," she explained.
"Okay," I nodded.
"And you will need lube," she added.
"Definitely," I agreed, before adding, thinking of Malcolm's huge cock, "Lots of lube."
By the time I left, I was two hundred bucks broker and yet curious to try some of the toys.
I was driving home when I finally got a text from him.
Cocksucker
Going through cock and cum withdrawal?
I sighed at his blunt question and the reality that the answer was yes.
I replied with just one word:
Yes.
He responded back:
Cocksucker
I expect you to pick me up at 9:00 tonight.
Don't be late.
You won't be home until 2.
Excitement, curiosity and trepidation all hit me at once. I craved his cock, I was curious what he may expect for such an extended period of time and nervous over the possibility of being outed.
Yet... I texted back:
Yes, sir.
He texted back:
Cocksucker,
Don't you mean, Master?
I responded back:
Sorry! Yes, Master!
As I pondered what to tell my wife, he texted back:
Don't be late, cocksucker.
I responded back:
Of course not, Master.
I returned home, hid the bag of toys in the garage, not well enough I would find out later, and lied to my wife. It wasn't unusual for me to go out with some of my guy friends so she didn't blink an eye when I told her we were having a poker night... she didn't even ask where.
Although I felt guilty lying to my wife, I knew I couldn't deny my hunger for cock.
So I arrived ten minutes early, and waited until he came out. Thankfully, he was alone.
He walked to the vehicle and said, "Hi, cocksucker," as casually as he would greet a man in a proper way.
"Hi, Master," I replied.
He said, as he put his phone on the holder on my dash, "Follow the instructions."
"Okay, Master," I said, beginning to drive away.
After about five minutes of silence, Malcolm said, "So you like all colors of cock."
"Pardon?" I questioned.
"James told me about your evening," Malcolm revealed, "and I must confess I was rather impressed. I like a cocksucker willing to push dignity and shame aside in lieu of his undeniable hunger of submission."
"I still can't believe I did that," I admitted, not feeling ashamed to tell him the truth after all I had done in front of him or to him or because of him already.
"I can," he responded, "you're one of the most eager cocksuckers I've had and I've had lots."
I didn't respond. I had nothing to say.
A moment later, he asked, "What did you tell your wife?"
"I was having a night with the boys," I answered.
He roared with laughter. "Well, that is definitely true."
"Where are we going?" I asked.
"To a frat house," he answered.
"Really?" I asked, worry instantly hitting me.
"Don't worry, your identity will be protected," he answered.
"Okay," I replied, although I was more nervous than excited about where we were going... even though it didn't surprise me.
We arrived a few minutes later and he said, "Follow me."
I did.
We went around the side of the frat house and to a door. He walked in and I followed him down a narrow hallway and to a room.
He walked inside and said, "Go to the open stool."
I gasped. I was in a glory hole where two other men where already sitting and sucking. One was in a suit and tie and balding. The other was in shorts and shirtless and looked to be in college.
"Now, cocksucker," he ordered, "there are a lot of cocks waiting for service."
I walked nervously to my spot, glancing at the balding man who was bobbing hungrily on a big black cock.
Malcolm added, "You are welcome to suck or fuck."
I sat down on a stool, my face now directly at the open hole.
"Suit and tie is Arnie, he works for the government," Malcolm explained, shock compounding shock. "While blondie there is a Mormon who came to my house to preach about the Lord and I saved him."
I couldn't believe it, yet it seemed unlikely Malcolm would lie. He finished, "Other cocksuckers, this is Greg, he is my newest addition."
Both quit sucking long enough to turn to me and say hi before both returning to sucking.
A cock popped through the hole and it was the smallest black cock I had ever seen. Apparently the myth that all black cocks are huge isn't true. It was even smaller than mine.
Yet, cock is cock and I leaned forward and took it in my mouth.
"Have fun," Malcolm said and then I heard the door close.
I was excited to suck on a small cock, to take a black cock entirely in my mouth, something I had tried but failed to do up to now.
"That's it, faggot, deep throat my cock," the stranger ordered, which I was already doing.
I bobbed back and forth, my nose actually hitting the wall with each forward movement. In the secluded room, only two other cocksuckers like me aware of my identity, I felt free. I wasn't worried about getting caught and just focused on sucking cock.
Cock after cock.
The first load was deposited in my mouth and I easily swallowed it all.
As soon as he pulled out a bigger, white, cock replaced it. I took it in my mouth and bobbed hungrily. That cock too, over six inches, I easily took all in my mouth. Unlike the first guy, this guy had stamina and took an eternity for me to suck his load out of him.
I heard the young guy moan, "Oh God, fuck my ass." I wanted to turn and see it, but had a cock in my mouth.
When the white cock erupted, he shot buckets. So much I couldn't swallow it all, some dripping out of my mouth and onto the floor.
I glanced sideways and saw the younger Mormon naked, his ass against the wall. The moans and facial expressions made it clear he was not only getting ass fucked, but loving it.
The older man, on the other hand, was sucking another black cock, his face covered in cum.
"Get sucking, faggot," a voice said, and I turned to see an already completely erect eight inch black cock poking through for me. I leaned forward and took my third cock of the evening in my mouth.
"That's it, faggot," the voice groaned, "worship my cock."
And I did. I took my time, enjoying its girth and hardness, I enjoyed leisurely taking my time sucking it even as the Mormon groaned, "Oh, yes, shoot your cum in my ass."
Hearing his moans, seeing his clear pleasure and imagining his ass getting filled with cum, I couldn't help but wonder what it would be like to be ass fucked... what would it be like to have cum shot in my ass? That said, I wasn't ready for that tonight. No, tonight was about cock sucking.
A third load oozed out of the black cock and slithered down my throat, a complete contradiction to the last excessive load. I milked his cock to completion loving the slow deposit, the thick texture and strong taste.
When he pulled out, I glanced to my cocksucker colleagues and watched the older man pumping a cock, his eyes closed and his mouth open and ready for the facial that was coming.
I watched the cum spew out in thick gobs that splattered all over the already cum covered face of the balding man. I wondered how he ended up here. I wondered how he ended up apparently enjoying facials.
"So big," the Mormon cried.
And so it went for a couple of hours and a couple dozen more cocks, swallowing every load and practising deep throating every cock. I even sucked a black cock bigger than Malcolm's.
On occasion I watched the balding man take another facial, his face so coated that only his eyes did not have layers of cum. I also watched the Mormon bounce on cocks, screaming like a girl and loving it.
Malcolm finally returned and asked me, "Want to dump a load on Arnie's face or in the Mormon's ass?"
My cock had been hard so long and I knew my wife was likely off limits at home so I decided that masturbating and coming on Arnie's face wasn't cheating, just like shooting on Beverly wasn't cheating...mostly.
I nodded, standing up, "Can I shoot a load on his face?"
"Go ahead," Malcolm nodded.
I whipped my cock out and began pumping my dick, Arnie turning to me with his mouth open.
The Mormon did the same and I noticed a massive amount of cum on the floor and down the wall where he had been.
Not surprisingly it didn't take long and I added my load to the many already decorating his face.
The Mormon boy then shoved his dick in Arnie's mouth and began fucking his face.
Malcolm snapped his fingers and I put my cock away and followed him out.
Once outside, he asked, "Want one more load?"
And I did.
"Yes, Master," I nodded.
"Knees," he ordered.
"Here?" I asked, surprised, although it was rather dark.
"Why not?" he shrugged, as he pointed to his crotch.
As usual, I lowered myself to my knees, fished out his cock and took it in my mouth. My jaw was sore, but I couldn't resist his cock, which was my first and my favourite.
"Such a good cocksucker," Malcolm groaned, as I took his semi-erect cock in my mouth.
After a couple of minutes, his cock now fully erect, he asked, pulling his cock out of my mouth, "Did you enjoy yourself tonight?"
As sad as it was, I did. I admitted, "Yes."
"But my cock is still your favourite, isn't it, cocksucker?" he questioned.
I nodded, "Yes, Master," and leaned forward and took his big black cock back in my mouth, wanting to impress him by taking all ten inches in my mouth.
And I did.
"Holy fuck," he groaned, "all ten inches."
A feeling of pride washed through me which only made me feel even more gay.
I bobbed hungrily, wanting one more load, and received it a couple of minutes later even as I heard girl's voices heading towards us.
He pulled out and I quickly stood up, not wanting to be caught by coeds.
I drove him home and joined my sleeping wife in bed.
SUNDAY
While my wife was doing some gardening, I went to the garage, pulled out the toys and grabbed the smallest butt plug. I opened the lube, generously lubed the toy and my ass and slowly inserted it. To my surprise, it went in rather easily. I pulled my underwear and pants up and walked around the house with it in the rest of the morning.
Oddly, I wanted it to go deeper. So, after lunch I returned to the garage and decided to try the second butt plug. I slowly slid it in my ass, this time a slight burn coursing through me.
Once all in, I stood up and walked around my garage a bit. I can't deny it, I kind of liked it.
I headed back out and Marcia called me outside to help her with cutting some tree branches. It felt exhilarating to be working with my wife while having a plug in my ass.
She said, slapping my ass while I was on a ladder, making the plug go deeper in me as I yelped, "I'm going shopping."
"Okay," I nodded, praying she didn't notice the plug in my ass when she slapped me.
She left and I finished the tree trimming before going back to the garage. Not wanting to be caught with a plug in my ass, I took it out and quickly washed off both plugs. I hid the bag and went back inside to watch some baseball.
Marcia came home with a few bags, nothing unusual as she loved to shop, and went to the bedroom.
When she came back downstairs, she sat on my lap and whispered, "I bought something very special for you tonight."
I smiled. She often bought new lingerie for me and modeled it in the bedroom. "Nice, maybe you should put it on now."
"Carol could be home any minute," she pointed out.
I instantly thought of James. Yet, I sighed, "Damn kid."
"Don't worry," she promised, standing up and squeezing my cock, "I plan to literally rock your world."



"Isn't that my job?" I questioned.
She shrugged and walked away, leaving me hard and curious.
That night, Marcia whispered, while all four off us watched The Simpsons, "I can't wait to fuck you tonight."
"Me either," I nodded back, looking forward to whatever surprise she had for me.
"I'm going to give you what you've been fantasizing," she added, before standing up, leaving me pondering what she thought I was fantasizing.
When Carol went to the basement an hour later and an hour after that Marcia said, "Go upstairs, get naked and wait for me on your knees in front of the bed."
I nodded, my cock instantly growing.
I went to our bedroom, got naked, and got under the covers... a slight tent not hiding my excitement.
I waited a few minutes, knowing she was in our adjoining bathroom. She called out, "Are you ready?"
"Yes," I called back.
She walked out in a robe that hid her surprise, although she was wearing black leather boots that were clearly new.
Her smiled faded quickly. "I thought I told you to be on your knees?"
I had forgotten and I quickly got out of bed and onto my knees in front of the bed. "Sorry, Mistress."
"I expect complete obedience," she continued.
"I understand Mistress," I nodded, as she walked to me.
"So, guess what I learned yesterday?" she asked, looking down at me.
"I don't know," I answered, praying it wasn't that I was at a glory hole sucking a couple dozen cocks.
"That my husband wants to be ass-fucked," she answered bluntly.
I stammered, "W-w-what?" Praying she had found my new toys and not talked to Malcolm.
"Am I wrong?" she asked.
"I don't know," I answered, which was true. Part of me was definitely curious; part of me enjoyed the two plugs in my ass; and part of me was intrigued by the submission of being sodomized. Yet, part of me was also petrified of the pain.
"Well, tonight," she said, pausing for what seemed like an eternity as she moved her hand to her robe and opened it, "we find out."
I gasped. Besides the boots, she was in black thigh highs, and was wearing a strap-on cock. A thin strap-on cock.
"You like?" she asked, as I stared at the cock in front of me.
I was speechless.
"I found your little stash in the garage Saturday night and figured if you were curious your Mistress should be the one to fuck that tight ass of yours," she explained.
My face burned in embarrassment and excitement.
"You are an anal virgin, right?" she asked.
"Other than a couple butt plugs," I admitted, "yes."
"And when did you begin having these thoughts?" she asked.
"Very recently," I admitted.
"Why?" she asked.
Although I knew why, I was quick to come up with a believably lie. "Well, since you started taking control, I have fantasized about you being the man and me being the girl."
"Mmmmm," she purred, as she moved her cock around my lips. "So you want to be my slut?"
"Yes," I whispered, the idea of getting fucked by her suddenly very exciting as my cock stiffened.
"My bitch?" she questioned, as she slid her small cock in my mouth.
I immediately instinctively began sucking my wife's cock for a few seconds before she pulled out and I answered, "Yes."
"Yes, what," she questioned, her tone stern, as she tapped my nose with her cock, as if scolding me like she did our dog Jake.
"Yes, Mistress, I want to be your bitch, your slut, your ass slut," I admitted, saying the words making my cock flinch with excitement.
She slid her cock back in my mouth. This time though she slowly fucked my face. "I've been excited all day about this, my pretty cocksucker," she continued. "I mean I've always enjoyed being your three hole fuck slut, your cum craving whore, your big-titted obedient wife, but the idea of being in charge has consumed me the past little bit."
When she pulled out, she ordered, "Get on all fours on the bed, my slut."
"Yes, Mistress," I obeyed, just like I did Malcolm.
On all fours, a chill went up my spine, as I realized I was about to be sodomized by my wife.
She went to the dresser and returned with the lube I had purchased earlier. "Fuck, you look hot bent over like that. You have one sexy, fuckable ass," she said, as she joined me on the bed.
I laughed, "Those are words I never thought I would hear."
"And this is something I never thought I would do," she replied, as she poured lube between my ass cheeks. "I mean, I know you like it when I put a finger up that girly cute ass when you are eating me or I'm blowing you, but never did I imagine you'd want this."
"That makes two of us," I replied, my hands clenching the pillow in front of me.
She continued, "I mean you used to be so manly and dominating in the bedroom, I couldn't fathom you wanting to be ass fucked and used like a little bitch."
I should have felt ashamed, yet somehow I'd never felt more free. I nodded, "But now I just want to be your submissive ass slut."
"God, I've been looking forward to reaming your ass all day," she said bluntly, as she tossed the lube on the bed.
"God, I love it when you talk dirty," I replied, filled with trepidation and excitement at what was about to happen.
"You really like being treated like a slut?" she asked, her tone questioning.
"I know I shouldn't," I admitted. "But I just want to be your complete submissive."
"Well, time to start your ass training, my small dicked slut," she declared, taking another shot at my manhood.
I felt the cock moving between my ass cheeks. My body trembled.
And then she slowly penetrated me.
I whimpered as it slowly slid inside me, a slight pain numbing me.
I moaned as it filled me, a euphoria at having a cock in my ass.
My wife's body was leaning on mine, her big tits squishing into my back, instantly making me recall coming all over Beverly's equally large tits... guilt hitting me as the cock filled me. She asked, "How does it feel to have a cock in your ass?"
"Weird," I answered, getting used to it, and loving the feel of her tits on me as well.
"And yet natural too," she added.
And it did. Just like it felt natural to be on my knees with a cock in my mouth, bobbing back and forth until a load shot in my mouth.
I admitted, "Yes."
She began slowly moving in and out of my ass and I just closed my eyes and allowed the pleasure to increase as the pain dissipated.
"You like this?" she asked, a minute later.
"Yes," I admitted, realizing she had been tender and sweet during this, the name calling gone.
"Are you ready to be fucked?" she asked.
"I thought I was being fucked." I countered.
"No, this is fucking," she corrected, as she slammed the cock in me hard.
"Fuck," I screamed, the hard thrust going deeper than before and creating a sharp pain.
"You like it hard?" she asked, sitting up straight and slapping my ass.
"Yes," I moaned, clenching my teeth through the pain, as she grabbed my hips and began fucking my ass.
"Such a tight ass," she quipped, as she roughly pounded me a minute later.
"Oh God," I whimpered, "fuck my ass, Mistress," wanting to remind her she was in charge and I her slut.
"I'm going to be fucking this ass regularly," she declared, as she pulled out and ordered, "on your back."
I quickly flipped over, wanting that cock back in my ass, loving the pleasure and pain mix.
She got off the bed and pulled my legs hard until they were dangling off the bed. She spread my legs and slid her cock back in my ass.
"Jerk off," she ordered, as she hooked her arm under my knees and resumed fucking me.
"Yes, Mistress," I eagerly agreed, reaching for my small cock and began pumping it as my beautiful wife fucked me.
"Come for me, baby, come all over yourself as I fuck your tight hole," she ordered.
"Oh God," I moaned, furiously stroking my cock. "Call me names, Mistress."
"You like that?" she asked, "You like being degraded by your wife?"
"Yes," I struggled to say, while watching her big tits dance on her chest as she fucked me roughly.
"My cocksucker, my ass slut," she began, "maybe I'll even dress you up in my clothes and take you out as my slutty girlfriend."
"Oh yes," I moaned, spewing cum all over myself.
"Eat your cum," she ordered, immediately after I was done, as she pulled out.
I scooped my cum off my chest and into my mouth, not feeling remotely ashamed at such a gay act.
"Fuck that was hot," she said, as she took off the strap-on.
"I can't believe we just did that," I said, still eating my own cum.
"Hearing you moan like a bitch in heat was fucking hot," she continued.
"Being fucked by you was hot," I admitted.
"I bought three different sizes for you," she revealed, as she took the boots off.
"I'm not sure I could take anything bigger," I replied, still not thinking I could ever take Malcolm's cock in my ass.
"Only one way to find out," she countered, smiling as she kissed me... no longer the dominating Mistress but my loving wife.
I felt completely exhausted. I asked, "Is this how you feel when I fuck you?"
"What?" she asked.
"Completely spent," I answered.
"Sometimes," she shrugged, before adding, "truth be told, I often want more."
"What do you mean?" I asked.
"Can I be honest with you?" she asked, looking vulnerable.
"Always," I nodded.
"I often want bigger things in me," she admitted.
"Bigger cocks?" I asked.
"Well, bigger toys at least," she nodded.
"Thus the cock enhancer," I smiled.
"For starters," she agreed.
"Well, maybe next weekend we can go shopping," I suggested, even as I pondered if Malcolm's massive dick would be enough for her.
"Yummy," she smiled, leaning in kissing me.
When we broke the kiss, she apologized, "Sorry, for calling your dick small."
"It's okay," I replied, "it is small."
"I love you," she smiled, "even if you are a pervert."
"It takes two to be sodomized," I joked back.
"That's not true according to your earlier purchases," she countered.
"Touché," I laughed.
MONDAY
No text from Malcolm.
But I did get one from my wife.
Come home for lunch.
I have a BIGGER present for you.
My cock hardened and I obeyed the order.
As soon as I got home, my wife called out, "Get upstairs."
I quickly did, the idea of being ass-fucked by my wife again having me excited.
She ordered, as soon as I entered the room, "Get naked, slut."
She was again in thigh highs and boots, but this time the strap-on was indeed bigger. She also already had the lube in her hands.
I obeyed, even as I stared at the longer, wider cock she was wearing.
"I only have half an hour, so there isn't any time for foreplay," she explained. "Bend over the bed."
"Yes, Mistress," I obeyed, getting in the submissive feminine position.
"Fuck you're an eager cock slut, aren't you?" she questioned, her tone almost condescending.
"Yes, Mistress," I replied, as she poured lube between my ass cheeks.
"You really drove home from work to get ass fucked like a cheap whore?" she questioned.
"Yes, Mistress," I admitted, before adding, "and because I was obeying my beautiful Mistress."
"Spread your ass cheeks wide," she demanded.
I did, feeling strange spreading them wide so my wife could sodomize me.
"Beg, bitch," she ordered.
As I felt the cock teasing my asshole, I felt a desperate urge to have it in me. An insatiable desire to be a slut, to be ass fucked, even though I knew a pain was coming. I begged, "Please, Mistress, make your husband your ass slut, your submissive, obedient, bitch to use as you wish."
She slid her cock inside slowly.
I tensed up as it was wider than the two butt plugs and her first strap-on.
"Relax, ass slut," she said, before quoting my most famous football statement to my players, "No pain, no gain."
As the cock went deeper, a searing pain coursed through me, yet a strange calm and pleasure accompanied it with the thrill of giving in completely to my wife.
"Fuck," she purred, "your ass looks great with a dick in it."
"It feels so good," I whimpered, even though the pain was pretty prevalent.
"I know it does," she agreed, "I just never thought my masculine husband would be the one taking it like a slut."
Suddenly realizing I was a bit pathetic as a man, allowing her to fuck me, I apologized, "I'm sorry."
"Oh, don't be," she said, as she began fucking me slowly, "I've always fantasized about being in charge."
"Really?" I asked.
"Yes," she admitted, "although I thought it was just fantasy."
"So did I," I countered back.
"But now I have my own personal fuck slut that I can pound whenever I want," she continued, as she began fucking me faster.
"Oh God, Marcia, I love being your slut," I moaned.
"It's Mistress," she corrected, as she began reaming my ass.
"Sorry, Mistress," I groaned, as my body was thrust forward hard with each deep penetration, my hard cock in an awkward position.
She fucked me for a couple more minutes before pulling out and saying, "Come suck my cock, slut."
Although degrading, and disgusting, I obeyed, turning around, dropping to my knees and taking the toy cock fresh from my ass and putting it in my mouth... something I had often made my wife do.
"Such a good pet," she purred, as I bobbed on the cock.
"After a couple of minutes, she asked, "Want more?"
"Yes, Mistress," I eagerly answered.
"Get on the bed on all fours," she ordered.
I quickly did.
She joined me and slid the cock deep in me. "Fuck yourself, slut."
"Yes, Mistress," I agreed, beginning to awkwardly move back and forth on the cock.
"Don't make love with it, fuck it, you dumb bitch," she ordered after a few awkward slow movements.
"Yes, Mistress," I agreed, the derogatory names turning me on, and began moving back and forth faster, slowly getting into a rhythm.
"Such a good slut," she purred, as I began really getting into it, taking the entire cock in my ass with each backwards thrust.
My breathing was getting heavy, my cock feeling like it could erupt with just a touch, the pleasure now overwhelming my very being.
Marcia asked, "Do you want to come, slut?"
"Yes," I moaned loudly.
"Beg," she demanded, as she grabbed my hips and held me with the cock buried deep in my ass.
"Please, Mistress, my tiny pathetic dick is about to erupt," I pleaded.
She reached around, keeping the cock lodged deep inside me, and began stroking my cock. In seconds, I grunted and came all over our comforter with the most intense orgasm I could ever recall having.
"Wow, that was quick as usual," she commented, as she pulled out of my ass. She walked around the bed and put her finger, which had a bit of my cum on it, to my lips.
I wordlessly licked my cum off her finger even as my dick still flinched.
"I need to get back to work," she said, taking the strap-on off.
"Me too," I said, trying to catch my breath.
"Lick up your cum and then go and throw the comforter in the wash," she ordered.
"Okay," I nodded, moving down and licking up my cum, not remotely ashamed.
TUESDAY
Malcom texted me just before lunch.
Cocksucker,
Hungry?
12:30
Arnie's
Same stall
Hungry for cock, I drove directly to Arnie's and arrived a couple of minutes early. I hoped it was Malcolm.
Walking into the bathroom, there were a couple guys going pee and I went right to the last stall. Malcom was there and greeted, loud enough for all to hear, "Hi, cocksucker."
"Hi, Master," I replied, not so loudly, as I locked the door.
"Hungry?" he asked.
"Yes, Master," I nodded, as I dropped to my knees in front of him.
In the stall beside us I heard, "Oh yes, fuck me hard."
Malcolm shrugged, "White boys."
I fished out Malcolm's cock and began bobbing.
"Such a good cocksucker," he groaned.
I just bobbed, trying to get as much in my mouth as possible. I had managed it last time, after sucking all those cocks at the glory hole, and wanted to do it again.
"Holy shit," he grunted, "you have gotten a lot better."
I moaned on his cock in response.
"You want my load in your ass, faggot?" a deep voice asked beside us.
"Yes," a voice weakly answered.
"You ready for a cock in your ass?" Malcolm asked, pulling his cock out.
"I don't know," I answered.
"You can have my cock back in that eager mouth of yours when you answer the question correctly," he blackmailed.
I looked up, saw he was serious, and admitted, "I have been preparing for it."
"Here it comes, faggot," the deep voice declared.
"Really? Do tell," he said, looking curious.
"James suggested I buy toys and, well, my wife found the toys," I revealed, then realized I shouldn't have told him this.
"Really?" he question, drawing out the word long. He then asked, "Tell me more."
So I reluctantly told him the whole sordid ordeal that had transpired in my bedroom since I first sucked his cock.
"So your wife is prepping your ass for me?" he asked.
"She doesn't know that," I pointed out.
He slid his cock back in my mouth and said, "I may have to thank her."
I resumed sucking his cock, even as I worried about my wife finding out and scolded myself, wondering why I would tell him all that.
"Or maybe your wife should be thanking me," he said.
A couple of minutes later, he pulled out and splattered my face with cum.
"Meet me at the park tonight at 10:00. It's time to take that ass of yours," he ordered, as he put his cock away.
I said, "It is the athletic awards banquet tonight and Carol is getting an award," I pointed out, "I can't miss that."
"Fair enough," he nodded, "family is important. Meet me tomorrow morning at eight at my house instead."
"Yes, Master," I nodded.
He walked out the door and I quickly stood up. I almost walked out of the stall before I remembered that my face was covered in cum. I used half a roll of toilet paper wiping the cum off before quickly exiting the surprisingly empty washroom.
That night, as we got in the gym for the awards banquet I was startled when I heard Malcolm's voice, "Hi, Mr. and Mrs. Benson."
I was terrified. I turned around and greeted, "Hi, Malcolm," praying he wasn't going to out me.
"I've heard a lot about you Mrs. Benson," Malcolm greeted, the charm all on.
"I hope all good," my wife smiled.
"Indeed," Malcolm nodded, his one word having so many implications.
I lied, "Malcolm is hoping to help coach football next season with me."
"That's nice," my wife responded warmly.
"Well, it's great to meet you," Malcolm finished and walked away.
I wasn't surprised when he texted me.
Cocksucker,
Meet me in room 114 after Carol wins her award.
I sighed.
Yet, I was excited. Even though I had just sucked his cock a few hours ago.
Carol received her reward forty-five minutes later and I whispered to my wife, "I need to go the washroom."
I went out, walked around the corner and found room 114.
I walked in and saw that Malcolm was sitting at a teacher's desk. He ordered, "Keep sucking, teach."
The desk was completely blocked off, but I assumed that a teacher was under the desk.
"So, your wife is pretty hot. A bit thick, but in my experience the fat ones always try harder so they are eager, willing sluts," he said.
I didn't like his tone. I agreed, "That's one of the reasons I married her, but please don't call her fat."
"With some huge tits," he added, ignoring my request.
"Please don't talk about my wife in such a way," I requested.



"It was pretty obvious she was drooling over me," Malcolm continued.
I replied sarcastically, "Yes, she practically fucked you right there."
"Think she would have?" he asked, ignoring the sarcasm.
"Again, please leave my wife out of this," I repeated.
"Sure, sure," he nodded.
"I need to get back," I said.
"Want to come share my cock?" he asked.
Yes, I wanted to, but I needed to get back. I shook my head no. "No, I need to get back."
"Okay," he shrugged.
I quickly left and returned to the banquet feeling completely rattled.
Marcia was tired by the time we got home and we actually just went to bed.
WEDNESDAY
I drove to Malcolm's and was surprised when no one was home.
I texted him:
You home, Master?
He responded a couple of minutes later:
Cocksucker,
You rejected my cock yesterday so you are cut off.
I sighed, but figured maybe I had accidentally found a way out of this mess.
That night, in the bedroom, my wife ordered, "Put on the stockings I left on the bed for you," before she went to the bathroom.
I loved nylons, but had never considered wearing them myself. I grabbed the white stockings, rolled them up having put them on my wife on a few occasions. I slid them up my legs and once I had them on, I moved my hands up and down them, liking how they felt.
When she returned, this time with a huge black cock, I gasped. Although not ten inches like Malcolm's, it was a good eight inches.
She complimented, "You look cute in stockings."
"I've always wondered what they would feel like on my legs," I admitted, rubbing my hands over my legs.
"And?" she asked.
"I don't understand why all women wouldn't wear them every day," I replied.
"Maybe you will now," she suggested, as she walked over to me and ordered, "Knees."
I dropped to the ground, and wordlessly took the big cock in my mouth.
"Good girl," she purred, as I bobbed on her cock.
Being called a girl was new and I wasn't sure what I thought of it.
After a minute she asked, "Ready to push your anal boundaries?"
Thinking I still may have to take Malcolm's cock in my ass, this was likely good preparation, I nodded, "I'm your slut, Mistress."
"Good girl," she replied, ordering "Get on all fours on the bed."
I obeyed.
She joined me, again with lube, and moved her hands up and down my nylon-clad legs. "I can't believe how hot you look on all fours in nylons."
"I still can't believe I am on all fours in stockings," I responded, even though I was looking forward to getting ass fucked by her. Both my orgasms from being sodomized were the most intense of my life and I wanted more.
"Yet, you love it, don't you?" she asked, still caressing my legs.
It felt so nice, my cock rock hard, "Yes."
"Yes, what?" she asked, as she moved her hands off my legs and to my ass.
"Yes, Mistress, I love being your girl," I admitted.
As she poured lube between my ass cheeks, she asked, "Do you want me to fuck your cunt?"
Calling my ass a cunt surprised me, yet I played along, "Yes, Mistress, I can't wait for you to fill my cunt with that big black cock of yours."
She began sliding it in and moaned, "Such a tight cunt."
"Ohhhh," I moaned, the extra girth widening my ass.
"Like having your cunt filled?" she asked, as her cock reached new depths inside me.
"Yes," I whimpered, the bigger girth and deeper penetration creating an intense burn, yet somehow turning me on at the same time.
"All in," she declared, a moment later.
"Thank God," I said through clenched teeth.
Her hands caressed my legs again as she remained lodged deep in my ass. She asked, "Ready to have that cunt of yours pounded?"
"Yes, Mistress," I answered and then screamed in pain when she began fucking me hard, surprising me as she had started slowly the first two times.
"Take that, bitch," she said, as the pain was almost unbearable, but I rode through it, as she slammed into me hard and fast.
It was obvious I was in pain and yet she kept pounding me until the pain began to fade and a pleasure began to grow.
My small hard dick swung all over the place as she pounded my ass and my balls again boiled, ready to erupt the moment it was touched.
"Is my slut ready to come?" she asked, after a few minutes of hard core fucking, where I whimpered like a bitch in heat.
"God, yes," I moaned, praying she would stroke my cock for me.
"Beg, bitch," she demanded, bucking forward which created a new pleasure, a new pain.
"Please, Mistress, let your girlie man come like the little bitch he is," I babbled, degrading myself turning me on more.
She reached around and moved her finger down my cock, not even stroking it, but enough to make me start having spasms and my cum again began to shoot out of me as I made incoherent groans.
"Holy crap," she laughed, clearly surprised I had come so easily.
The pleasure was amazing as rope after rope shot out of my cock.
She pulled out, flipped me over onto my back, onto my cum, and took my cock in her mouth. A new pleasure encompassed my body as she deep throated my cock. She bobbed hungrily for a couple of minutes until suddenly I had to pee.
I begged, "Please stop, I'm going to pee."
She sat up and I quickly scurried to the washroom.
When I returned, feeling exhausted after having all my physical energy usurped from me, she said, lying on the bed pumping her cunt with big blackie, "Get over here and get me off."
"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, joining her on the bed. She kept fucking herself with the toy as I sucked on her clit. Like me, it didn't take long for her to cum.
Once her orgasm was done, we had a shower together, something we hadn't done in years.
THURSDAY
When I got out of the shower I gasped. On the bed was a pair of black thigh highs and a black thong. My wife was already dressed and said, "Will you wear those for me today?"
"While working?" I asked, even though the idea of wearing thigh highs I liked. I had loved the feel of them on my legs yesterday.
"It'll just be our little secret," she smiled, coming over to me and kissing me.
"Order me to," I said, liking the idea of doing it because I was told to.
"You really are a submissive bitch," she smiled, as she stroked my hardening cock.
"So I'm learning," I groaned, at her touch and words.
"I expect you to wear this sexy girl's lingerie at work today," she ordered. "A good slut should always be dressed and ready to slut it up."
I liked her theory, as she had lived it for years. "Yes, Mistress," I nodded, hoping she was going to drop to her knees and suck me off.
Yet she didn't. Old me would have guided her to her knees and slid my cock in her warm mouth. But new me just waited to be told what to do.
"Get dressed," she ordered, leaving the room.
I put the thigh highs on first and then the thong. Having a thin piece of fabric in-between my ass cheeks felt really uncomfortable... yet, it also turned me on. I finished getting dressed in my usual work gear and headed downstairs feeling oddly sexy.
It was just before lunch when a text from Malcolm arrived:
Cocksucker
Ready to get back in my good graces?
I sighed. Part of me was hoping he had given up on me after yesterday. Yet, as usual, another part of me felt a rush of excited adrenaline at having a text from him.
I responded back, unable to do anything but please him:
Yes, Master.
He responded back:
Yes, Master what?
I responded back:
Yes, Master, I'm ready to do WHATEVER it takes to get back in your good graces.
After I read what I wrote I shook my head. Why had I capitalized 'whatever'? Why had I been so eager? Shit, I was wearing girl's lingerie underneath my clothes.
He responded:
Better answer, Cocksucker,
Meet me at your house now.
My house? Shit. Yes, my wife was at work and my daughter at school, but what if either came home early for some reason.
Yet, as usual, caution thrown out the window, I replied subserviently:
Yes, Master.
On my way.
As I drove my wife called me.
I put it on speakerphone while I drove.
"Hi, baby," I greeted, like I always did.
"Hi, slut," she replied, which wasn't how she usually greeted.
"Hi, Mistress," I corrected.
"Enjoying wearing the lingerie?" she asked.
"Honestly, I love the thigh highs," I admitted, the silk feeling a constant turn on. "But the thong is incredibly annoying."
"Tell me about it," she replied.
"I just did," I joked.
"Just calling to say I'm not going to be home for supper today," she said, "Mom got in a minor car accident and I'm making her go to the hospital."
"Is she okay?" I questioned. Unlike most men, I loved my mother-in-law. She was a funny, sweet woman.
"Yes," Marcia replied, "but she was rear-ended, so I want to make sure there was no damage that will show up later."
"Good call," I agreed, as I pulled up to our house.
"That said," she continued, "I expect one of those toys you bought in your ass all night until I get home."
"So demanding," I joked, realizing I hadn't actually tried the expensive toys I purchased.
"Just training you to be a good anal slut," she countered.
I don't know why I said it, but I asked, "I thought you wanted me to be a good girl?"
"Hmmmm." She purred, "you like me feminizing you, don't you?"
"I guess," I said, not really liking that wording.
"Well, then keep one of those toys in that cunt of yours all night," she said, "keep it nice and ready for my big dick."
I laughed, "I love when you talk about your dick."
"And I love that my husband is a fucking submissive ass whore," she replied, before adding, "not to mention a great cunt muncher."
"I do like to multi-task," I joked, as I looked out the window and saw Malcolm looking at me. "But I've got to go, next stop."
"Okay, slut," she said, "looking forward to fucking that cunt of yours."
"Me too, Mistress," I agreed, "Bye."
"Bye, bitch," she finished and hung up.
I put my phone away and got out of the work van.
"Hi," I said to Malcolm.
"Hi, cocksucker," he greeted back.
I let him in my house and he said, "So, will you ever say no to the offer of my cock again?"
"No, Master," I nodded.
"What if your wife was here right now?" he asked.
I wasn't sure what I would really say if she was here, yet she wasn't so I played along, "I would obey you."
"You'd suck my cock in front of your wife?" he questioned.
"Yes, Master," I nodded, the idea actually a turn on. I also wondered what she would actually think now that she had become my dominant Mistress.
"What about your ass?" he questioned, as he pulled down his pants and pulled out his semi-hard cock, "would you bend over and take my cock in your ass in front of your wife?"
"Yes, Master," I nodded, again wondering if such a thing would actually turn her on.
"And what would you do if I offered my cock to your wife?" he questioned, adding a new level of twistedness to his power trip.
"I don't know," I answered, which was the truth. Part of me assumed she would eagerly spread her legs for such a big cock if I approved, yet sharing my wife was not something I was willing to do.
"So you're okay if your wife learns you're a cock hungry two hole fuck toy, but not okay with your wife getting the same black privilege you have?"
His question was ludicrous, yet he had a point. I shrugged, "I really don't know."
"Come get my cock ready for your ass," he ordered, sitting down on the couch.
I went to him, fished out his cock and began sucking his semi-erect cock.
As I did, he talked. "I bet your wife would love some real black chocolate," and "I bet once she had my cock buried in her white cunt she would be in love with it just like you," "And my big black dick would look fucking hot between those huge udders of hers," and "One look at this big black cock and she would be hooked, we both know it,"
And we both did. No doubt my insatiable wife would be all over his dick if given the chance, probably even be okay with the derogatory words he was using.
He asked, "Has your wife primed your ass since our last discussion?"
"Yes, Master," I admitted.
"Delicious. You got lube?" he asked.
"Yes, Master," I nodded.
"Go get it and let's see if your wife has prepared your ass properly for me," he said, as he stood up and got out of his pants.
"Yes, Master," I obeyed, going up to my bedroom and grabbing the lube.
When I returned he was standing up, completely naked, his big cock pointing at me as if it was saying 'I choose you'.
"Get out of your pants, bitch," he ordered.
I obeyed and he laughed.
"You're wearing stockings?" he asked.
"It was always my fetish on women and my wife ordered I wear them today," I admitted.
"And a thong," he said, "you really are lucky you walked in on Andy and me that day. You desperately needed me."
I wasn't sure that was true, my whole life had been turned upside down due to one moment. And my world was about to get turned even more as I was about to get sodomized by a big black dick.
"Does she usually fuck you doggy style?" he asked.
"Yes," I admitted, that position utterly submissive.
"Bend over the back of the couch," he ordered, "I like fucking standing up."
"Yes, Master," I obeyed, both excited about what was to transpire and petrified. Dual emotions that seemed to be how I now lived my life.
"Shit, you are eager," he laughed, as I bent over the back of the couch and offered my ass to him.
He moved behind me and poured lube down my ass cheeks. As he rubbed his cock between my ass cheeks, I tensed up slightly.
"Relax," he said, "or this will be a lot more painful."
"Okay," I nodded, thankful that my wife had, unbeknownst to her, prepared me for Malcolm's cock... at least somewhat.
"Ready?" he asked.
"As ready as I will ever be," I answered back, actually wanting to feel his cock in me.
Slowly his cock slid in me.
My eyes went big.
My ass burned.
My cock hardened.
"Shit, usually they scream," Malcolm said, sounding impressed, as his cock filled me.
"My wife has prepped me well for you," I whimpered through gritted teeth. Although his cock wasn't wider than the last toy my wife fucked me with, it was longer.
"That she did," he agreed, as he continued going deeper in me, deeper than any toy had gone.
"Oh fuck," I groaned.
"My dick is bigger than the toy I'm guessing," he correctly assessed.
"So long," I admitted, as the burn coursed through me.
"All in," he announced.
"Thank God," I said.
"So tight," he said, as he began slowly fucking me.
"Fuck," I groaned, the usual pleasure and pain coursing through me.
For a couple of minutes he slowly fucked me, the pleasure slowly overriding the pain.
He asked, "Ready to really get fucked?"
"Yes, Master," I admitted, willing to indeed get ass fucked hard by him.
"Beg," he ordered, as he slammed his cock hard into me, reaching depths I didn't know could possibly exist.
Yet, even as a new pain burned through me, I begged, "Please, fuck your white faggot." I couldn't believe I called myself a faggot, yet at the moment I was one. I wanted cock and I wanted it deep in my ass.
"You want to be a faggot for all black cock?" he asked, his cock buried deep in my ass and not moving.
I noticed the word 'all' in his question and yet at that moment I was willing to do anything to get fucked. So I responded, like the submissive cock slut I had become, "Yes, Master, I want to be a faggot for all black cock."
"And you are willing to allow your wife to watch you be a nigger loving two hole faggot?" he questioned, still not moving.
"Yes," I admitted, barely listening to the questions, just agreeing to whatever he asked to get him back to fucking me.
"Hold on tight," he ordered, as he grabbed my hips and began reaming my ass.
"Shit," I screamed like a girl, the pleasure-pain principle at work and yet feeling a sense of euphoria at being used so roughly... even more intense, more erotic and more cock-hardening than anything I had ever experienced.
"You like it rough, bitch?" he asked, slamming into me so hard that the couch moved.
"Yes," I whimpered, indeed loving it rough.
"Is your dick hard?" he asked.
"As hard as it gets," I admitted.
"I can't wait to fuck your wife," he said, a minute later.
"Me too," I answered, before I even realized I said it.
"You can watch," he offered before he grunted and came in my ass, incredibly as he came in my ass, I exploded too, all over the back of my couch.
I had always wondered what it would feel like to be a woman and have cum spray inside you, my wife always seeming to love the feeling of it. And I am assuming it isn't exactly the same in the ass, but a mixture of feelings coursed through me: ecstasy, at the thrill of being used; dirtiness, at the reality I was being used; confusion, at the fact that I never felt as sexually liberated in my life as I did at that exact moment; emasculation, at coming from being ass fucked and come in like a girl.
"Did you just come?" he asked, laughing.
"Yes," I admitted, shame burning through me.
"From getting ass fucked or from imagining me fucking your wife?" he asked.
"I don't know," I answered, no longer sure. I loved getting ass fucked, and yet also liking the idea of seeing my wife get fucked by Malcolm too... she deserved to be fucked by a real cock... to not have to fake it for me.
As he pulled out, he said, "Either way, I have never had a guy come from getting fucked before. You really are a fag."
I knew I wasn't a fag. I loved eating pussy and fucking my wife, I just also liked sucking cock and getting ass fucked.
"I need to get back to school." He said, getting dressed.
I finally stood up, come leaking out of my ass which made me feel even dirtier.
"I'll see you Friday," he said a minute later and then left.
I wondered when he planned to want me on Friday and if he was going to have me suck his cock or fuck it. My cock remained hard at the idea of either.
I got dressed and returned to work.
That night, I put the rocks off toy in my ass, with a lot of lube, and laid in my bed. The toy vibrated, teasing my prostate and my balls at once.
I wanted to jerk off, but I also wanted to be ready when my wife got home.
That said, I got a call from Marcia that she was going to stay at her mom's for precautionary measures.
We chatted for twenty minutes and I ended up jerking off while she talked dirty to me... calling me her ass-slut.
After I came, I took the toy out of my ass, took off the thigh high stockings and went to the garage to work on a car and regain a bit of my masculinity.
THURSDAY
I wore the thigh highs again... wanting to make my wife happy when she got home.
Malcolm didn't text, although I didn't expect him to after he mentioned Friday when he finished fucking me.
That night, Marcia came home, but was exhausted and after chatting for a couple of hours about her mom, her lack of family support from her sister and falling behind at work, we went to bed and actually just went to sleep.
FRIDAY
I wore a new pair of thigh highs.
All day I anticipated a text from Malcolm that didn't come.
That night, after dinner, Marcia asked, "Going through withdrawal, slut?"
I smiled, Carol gone to the lake for the weekend, "Yes, Mistress."



She pulled down her skirt and revealed she already was wearing her big black ass breaking strap-on cock.
My mouth watered and my ass tingled.
Then the doorbell rang.
"You better get that," she smiled, "I'm not ready for company."
"I'll be back, ASAP," I said, planning to get rid of whoever was at the door... ready and eager to get her cock in my ass.
"I'll be upstairs, my slut," she said, heading to the bedroom.
"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, heading to the door.
I opened the door and froze.
"Hi, cocksucker," he greeted, "or should I say hi, faggot."
Fuck!
Fuck!
Fuck!
THE END... for now.
Big Black Cock: Cuckold Training
Malcolm adds wife to his collection of submissives while making Greg a cuckold.
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Summary: A lonely bi-curious MILF falls for an on-line teen Mistress.
Note 1: This is a long story...so patience is a virtue.
Note 2: This story is also an ode to one of my favourite fetishes, well okay definitely my favourite fetish, silk stockings.
Note 3: This story is dedicated to Maureen who suggested the idea, is also a stocking lover, and is the main MILF in this lengthy ode to nylons, lesbian submission, and coming to grips with who you are.
Thanks to goamz86, Robert and Wayne for editing this lengthy story.
Lesbian Seduction: A Stockings Tale
1. FINDING AN ONLINE MISTRESS
Loneliness set in almost immediately. Maureen had been a single mother for the past fourteen years (after her husband left) and used to a king-sized bed with only her in it, but with her daughter, after having taken a year off after high school to work, going to university three hours away, she was utterly alone for the first time in over twenty years.
At forty-nine, all she had was her job as a lawyer at a mid-sized firm where she essentially did wills, estates work and some court work in that area. Like her home life, it was mundane.
Maureen had had a couple brief lesbian rendezvous while at conferences using Craigslist, but she always felt ashamed after for submitting to her sexual desires with complete strangers. Yet, she also yearned for the feelings of submitting to powerful women who understood her desire to be submissive in the bedroom...a complete polar opposite to her career persona.
At forty-nine, Maureen was still very attractive, having never lost her figure. She was tall at 5'9", with long legs, small 34B breasts, shoulder length flaming red hair and green eyes.
Maureen was also old school in her fashion sense. She always dressed in classy dresses, or skirts just above the knee and always wore sexy lingerie that unfortunately, almost no one ever saw, underneath. She only wore stockings, usually with a suspender belt, loving the idea that underneath her conservative, no-nonsense exterior was a sexy woman dying to be discovered. Her fetish for stockings was actually a point of pride as she hated when she went to weddings and saw the bridesmaids or, worse yet, the bride, bare-legged. The same went for funerals and formal events where nylons were, to her, the epitome of class and style. She thought 'what's the point of even coming if you were too lazy to finish off the outfit.'
Maureen's idol was the Duchess of Cambridge. There is a woman who knows how to dress and it is not just money and a great body. No, it's the willingness to make the effort. Kate had it all: looks, brains and fashion sense. As the fashion icon Helena Rubinstein once said "There are no ugly women, just lazy ones".
After reading a few stories online one night, she came across one that had online chat. Curious, she went online, created an account, and started chatting. After a couple of hours, with a few chats running simultaneously, she really got drawn into one chat with a younger girl. Her username was silkstockings18. Maureen, who had created the username milflezinnylons, was instantly intrigued.
Milflezinnylons: Hi, I like your user name.
Milflezinnylons: I'm 49, lawyer
Silkstockings18: I'm 18, high school student
Maureen was instantly worried about chatting with someone so young, but she was eighteen, which made her legal, and it was, after all, just online chat.
Milflezinnylons: nice to meet u
Silkstockings18: u too.
Milflezinnylons: do u really like wearing silk stockings?
Silkstockings18: yes!
Milflezinnylons: that is rare for a teenager
Silkstockings18: I know...but I wear them almost every day
Milflezinnylons: me too
Silkstockings18: at work?
Milflezinnylons: yes
Silkstockings18: pantyhose?
Milflezinnylons: never...usually silk stockings and a suspender belt
Silkstockings18: nice! I always wear thigh highs
Milflezinnylons: double nice!
Maureen couldn't believe there was a young lady who had the same fetish as she had.
Silkstockings18: are u wearing stockings now?
Milflezinnylons: no
Silkstockings18: why not?
Milflezinnylons: are u?
Silkstockings18: of course
Milflezinnylons: I just had a bath after a long day of work and got in my pajamas
Silkstockings18: I see
Maureen felt an instant connection with this young stranger and wanted to make her happy.
Milflezinnylons: I can put some on if u would like me to
Maureen instantly realized how submissive her last sentence was and shook her head at how easily she was getting drawn in to a girl (hopefully she was really a girl) on the internet that she knew absolutely nothing about.
Silkstockings18: u would do that for me?
Milflezinnylons: yes
Silkstockings18: please do then
The young eighteen year old senior already had a few online submissives...but somehow this one seemed different. She was intrigued by her and planned on slowly getting to know her better.
Milflezinnylons: brb
Maureen could have faked it, but she didn't like lying, even to an online stranger, plus getting slightly horny, even though the conversation had been very tame, she felt the need to put some on. She grabbed a garter and black stockings and rolled them on her legs, but kept her pajama top on.
Milflezinnylons: back
Silkstockings18: what colour
Milflezinnylons: black
Silkstockings18: nice choice
Milflezinnylons: u?
Silkstockings18: dark brown
Milflezinnylons: very nice
Silkstockings18: are u married?
Milflezinnylons: long divorced
Silkstockings18: kids?
Milflezinnylons: a 20 year old
Silkstockings18: b or g
Milflezinnylons: girl
Silkstockings18: does she like wearing nylons too?
Milflezinnylons: sadly, no
Silkstockings18: not like mother, like daughter
Milflezinnylons: today's generation is too lazy to put together a complete ensemble
Silkstockings18: I know if you're not going to put the effort to dress up completely, don't bother
Milflezinnylons: I say the same thing
Maureen couldn't believe how much she had in common with this complete stranger.
Silkstockings18: There are no ugly women, just lazy ones
Maureen couldn't believe the quote she always used was being quoted to her
Milflezinnylons: I use that exact quote with my friends
The teen smiled. She was quoting a neighbour across the street who she had heard saying it at a bridal shower a couple of months back and had used it ever since in her seductions of older women.
Silkstockings18: no way!
Milflezinnylons: u r like my doppelganger, just much younger
Silkstockings18: I'm flattered
Milflezinnylons: I'm the one who's flattered
Silkstockings18: sandalfoot or reinforced toe?
Milflezinnylons: sandalfoot of course, otherwise the toes aren't perfectly showcased
Silkstockings18: agreed...are your toenails painted?
Milflezinnylons: always
Silkstockings18: colour choice?
Milflezinnylons: varies...red usually, but purple on occasion, or pink, blue or green
Silkstockings18: interesting
Milflezinnylons: it is?
Silkstockings18: sure...u accessorize ur feet
Milflezinnylons: I guess I do
Silkstockings18: I often have two colours...like red and black (our school colours)
Milflezinnylons: my daughter's colours were red and black too back in high school
Silkstockings18: what a coincidence
Milflezinnylons: small world
Silkstockings18: I've enjoyed our talk and would love to chat more, but unfortunately, I need to go to bed...school in the morning
The teen wanted to leave the older woman wanting more...knowing that if she was submissive, as she assumed she was...she would eagerly come back online to chat with her.
Milflezinnylons: I should too
Silkstockings18: it was great chatting with u
Milflezinnylons: u too
Silkstockings18: good night
Milflezinnylons: I hope to chat with u again soon
The teen decided to give just a hint of her dominant side by giving a small order.
Silkstockings18: me too, but u better be wearing nylons
Milflezinnylons: yes, Miss
Silkstockings18: hmmm...Miss I like that
She meant it as a joke...but after it was out there, Maureen hoped it was enough of a dangling carrot for her to return to chat again soon.
Milflezinnylons: <blush>
Silkstockings18: sweet dreams
Milflezinnylons: ohh, I will
Maureen again giving subtle sexual hints.
When the young girl, whose name she hadn't even asked for, didn't respond again, Maureen logged out, pulled up a Literotica story, one of her favourites, Suburban Submission, and fingered herself to a quick orgasm imagining this stranger taking her...even though she had no idea what she looked like.
The teen, meanwhile, pondered the possibilities of this new potential online sub. Although she couldn't be sure she was a submissive, she just sensed she was and also sensed she would be easy prey.
2. GETTING TO KNOW EACH OTHER
The next day after work, Maureen poured herself a glass of wine, stayed in her garter and stockings, and immediately went online, hoping the teenager was online, yesterday's brief chat on her mind all day long at work.
Milflezinnylons: hi
Unfortunately, the teen either wasn't online or was busy as she didn't respond. Maureen instead read a few forums about finding an online Mistress. The idea was a big turn on for Maureen and she wondered if silkstockings18 was a Mistress. A couple responses hinted she may be, but there was definitely nothing conclusive.
Meanwhile, the teenager saw the message and smiled...she is eager. Knowing how to play the game, she ignored the chat response while she finished her homework.
Disappointed, Maureen ordered food for delivery and was just finishing eating her Chinese food and half done her second glass of wine when she got a response.
Silkstockings18: hi back
Maureen felt a tingle down below...an odd excitement considering the response was completely generic.
Milflezinnylons: how was your day?
Silkstockings18: boring...as high school usually is
Milflezinnylons: lol
Silkstockings18: how was your day?
Milflezinnylons: boring too...
Silkstockings18: u didn't put anyone in jail today?
Milflezinnylons: I'm not that kind of lawyer...I do wills and estates and stuff
Silkstockings18: I c...so tell me about yourself...what do u look like?
Milflezinnylons: I'm 49, but look much younger I am told; I have green eyes and red hair...my Scottish ancestry dominating
Silkstockings18: I'm Norwegian
Milflezinnylons: so blonde hair and blue eyes?
Silkstockings18: I fit that stereotype completely yep
Milflezinnylons: thin too I imagine
Maureen was trying to picture this intriguing teen.
Silkstockings18: I suppose...breast size?
The teen finally asked a question that shifted from generic to slightly more personal.
Milflezinnylons: 34b...my breasts are rather small...but still firm for my age!
Silkstockings18: I have 36c and sometimes wish mine were smaller...
Milflezinnylons: I've always wished mine were bigger
Silkstockings18: everyone always wants what they don't have
Milflezinnylons: so true!!
Silkstockings18: shoes...open toe or closed toe
Milflezinnylons: open of course...I need to showcase my toe accessory...LOL!!
Silkstockings18: cool...how did u begin ur fetish for nylons
Milflezinnylons: it's a long story
Silkstockings18: I have time
Milflezinnylons: my mom was very strict, very Christian, so make-up and lingerie were always practical and nothing too fancy. I first got interested in more feminine styles of lingerie, stockings, heels etc. as a babysitter. I babysat a lot in my neighbourhood. One dull night after the kids went to bed, I was putting away some laundry, and there in the master bedroom was a copy of Penthouse magazine - considered pretty risqué at the time. I was looking at the pictures of some of the models and thought that the lingerie they were wearing was sexy and very attractive. Curious, I decided to see what the lady of the house had in her drawers and closet. I found a suspender belt, some nylons that had been worn before, and a bra. They were a lovely pastel pink, and I tried them on. Now I never did fill the bra cups very well, and still would not, but god I loved the look.
Silkstockings18: u bad girl
The teen already had ideas for how to push the submissive if it went that far.
Milflezinnylons: I was a good teen, a somewhat bad college girl and then a loyal wife
Silkstockings18: now?
Milflezinnylons: I am looking to be a bad girl again
Silkstockings18: I'd love to know more about ur bad girl fantasies, but my parents are calling me
Maureen kept forgetting she was in high school and felt slightly guilty chatting so freely with a teenager.
Milflezinnylons: no problem, I should give my daughter a call
Silkstockings18: have a good evening
Milflezinnylons: u too
Like the night before, Maureen ended up pleasuring herself, fantasizing about submitting to the young teenager.
She also went on Craigslist and searched ads for Boston, where she would be in three weeks. Her desire for another evening of no strings attached sex was growing and she wasn't even sure she could wait three weeks. She left messages to a few ads and went to bed.
...
The next day was crazy and it was almost nine by the time Maureen got online. Unfortunately, the teen didn't respond to her message and Maureen was so horny she ended searching Craigslist in her own city. A few ads were intriguing and she almost replied to a couple, but resisted, the thought of somehow getting caught by someone she knew or worked with, no matter how miniscule, overriding her desire.
Instead for the third straight night she ended up getting herself off with her fingers.
The next day, she got home around dinnertime and as she made herself something to eat, she brought her laptop downstairs and logged in. To her surprise, there was a message from the teen.
Silkstockings18: sorry I missed u last night...I'll be on around 7 tonight.
Maureen looked at the clock. She had almost two hours until then. Thus, she made supper, watched the TV news and had a shower. Sitting on the couch, to watch television and simultaneously chat, she was only in a robe and thigh high stockings...sans either a bra or panties. Trying not to appear too eager, she waited until ten after seven before logging in.
Milflezinnylons: Hi
Silkstockings18: Hi, sexy
Being called 'sexy' by a teenager made Maureen blush, even if it was generic considering the teen had no real idea, other than her earlier description, of what she looked like.
Milflezinnylons: Right back at u
Silkstockings18: So tell me something you have never told anyone
The sentence threw Maureen. After a brief consideration she answered.
Milflezinnylons: I read craigslist ads in hopes of meeting someone
Silkstockings18: romance or casual encounters?
Milflezinnylons: <blush>
Silkstockings18: have u ever used it?
Milflezinnylons: while out of town
Silkstockings18: never at home?
Milflezinnylons: too close for comfort
Silkstockings18: fair enough...hobbies?
Milflezinnylons: work
Silkstockings18: u r not a work first woman r u?
Milflezinnylons: since my daughter went to college I sure have been
Silkstockings18: hmmmm...we may have to change that
Maureen was intrigued by the sentence.
Milflezinnylons:?
Silkstockings18: Out of curiosity, why did u contact me?
Milflezinnylons: your username intrigued me
Silkstockings18: that's it?
The teen would never start being the aggressor, she wanted her pet-to-be to willingly give in to her.
Maureen, meanwhile, decided to be frank with the stranger...anonymity making such honesty easier.
Milflezinnylons: well, truth be told, I have become somewhat lost
Silkstockings18: how so?
Milflezinnylons: since my husband left, I have focused on work and my daughter, but now that she is gone I am lost...I have been living for others for so long I don't know who I am
Maureen stared at her words...sadly that was her life in a nutshell...a life that didn't include her needs.
The teen smiled at the honest declaration. As expected, this women was desperately looking for some guidance.
Silkstockings18: and what are u looking for?
Milflezinnylons: honestly? I'm not sure...
Silkstockings18: can I ask u a frank question?
Milflezinnylons: of course
Maureen somehow trusted this stranger with her complex feelings; plus, this was the internet, which made her expressing her true feelings feel safe and somewhat therapeutic.
Silkstockings18: when did u last have sex?
Milflezinnylons: 3 months ago at a conference
Silkstockings18: man or woman?
Deciding to be completely frank with the intriguing young woman she answered honestly.
Milflezinnylons: woman...I have lost faith in the male species
Silkstockings18: and u have been with a lot of women?
Milflezinnylons: just 2, both one time each, using craigslist



Silkstockings18: I c...u r very concerned about ur identity obviously?
Milflezinnylons: yes
Silkstockings18: yet being a lesbian isn't something to be ashamed of
Milflezinnylons: I know that today many young people are gay or bi, but in my generation it was still very taboo...my mom would roll over in her grave if she knew I had been with another woman
Silkstockings18: I understand...but hiding behind a veil of dissatisfaction will only make u miserable
Milflezinnylons: already there
Silkstockings18: can I ask another personal question?
Milflezinnylons: u can ask me anything
Silkstockings18: be careful of such broad promises...I can be a very demanding person
The teen opened the door slightly to her true intentions, which Maureen caught and hoped she was right.
Milflezinnylons: ask away
Silkstockings18: were ur two experiences with women satisfying?
Milflezinnylons: very
Silkstockings18: were u submissive to your lovers
The question asked, Maureen answered hoping the young girl would take the hint. She hadn't been submissive with her husband, but she was definitely the submissive in both female encounters, particularly the second time.
Milflezinnylons: yes
Silkstockings18: and u r confused by your feelings of enjoyment at being submissive
Maureen was stunned at how such a young woman could understand her feelings so well.
Milflezinnylons: yes
Silkstockings18: yet, u felt guilty after, didn't u?
Maureen was in awe at how well this stranger knew her.
Milflezinnylons: how could u know that?
The teen decided to just throw out the truth that had been implied but not spoken.
Silkstockings18: a Mistress needs to understand her submissives
Maureen stared at the words...there they were...the words she had been hoping to read, yet she wasn't sure what to say next.
Milflezinnylons: ur a Mistress?
Silkstockings18: to some
Milflezinnylons: WOW
Silkstockings18: r u looking for someone to guide u through your journey to self-discovery?
Milflezinnylons: I think so
Silkstockings18: u need to know so...there is no half way in self-discovery
Maureen read the words...indeed she wanted to let go of her years of propriety and just enjoy the pleasures that God created her to enjoy.
Silkstockings18: or in being a submissive
Maureen was about to reply when the next words came. This was the opportunity she was waiting for. Yet, her hand trembled with trepidation. Was she willing to obey the words of an eighteen year old stranger? As she considered it, she rationalized it was all just online and if the expectations became too extreme she could always pretend, say no or just quit corresponding.
Milflezinnylons: I'm ready
Silkstockings18: for what?
The teen wanted the submissive to say the words, to declare her needs...thus accepting them.
Milflezinnylons: to be guided through my journey of sexual self-discovery
Silkstockings18: and what r u willing to do?
Milflezinnylons: whatever I'm instructed
Silkstockings18: r u wearing nylons right now?
Maureen, wanting to clarify the distinction between Mistress and sub, answered with respect.
Milflezinnylons: yes, Miss
Silkstockings18: and u will always wear them when conversing with me
Milflezinnylons: yes, Miss
Silkstockings18: did u masturbate last time after chatting with me?
Milflezinnylons: yes, Miss
Silkstockings18: r u wet right now?
Milflezinnylons: yes, Miss
Silkstockings18: have u touched yourself during our conversation
Milflezinnylons: no, Miss
Silkstockings18: do u want to?
Milflezinnylons: if u will let me
Silkstockings18: undress, until u r only in ur stockings
Milflezinnylons: I am only in a robe and thigh highs.
Silkstockings18: Hmmmm, for me?
Milflezinnylons: Yes, Miss
Silkstockings18: Drop the robe
Milflezinnylons: Ok, Miss
Maureen stood up, dropped the robe, and sat back down feeling oddly liberated.
Milflezinnylons: only in thigh highs now, Miss
Silkstockings18: good girl
Reading the words 'good girl' made Maureen blush and get damp.
Milflezinnylons: Thank u, Miss
Silkstockings18: do u own toys?
Milflezinnylons: just a vibrator from the Clinton era
Silkstockings18: task one is obvious then
The idea of obeying tasks turned Maureen on more.
Milflezinnylons: buy new toys?
Silkstockings18: yes...I expect u to have a few specific things if u r going to really push yourself
Milflezinnylons: I'll buy whatever u order me to, Miss
Silkstockings18: u sure...my list will be extensive, expensive and maybe even shocking
The warning only enhanced Maureen's eagerness.
Milflezinnylons: I have $ and I am not easily shocked...I work on divorce cases
Silkstockings18: touché...u will need a wi-vibe, be-wa balls, a multi-speed vibrator, a double-ended dildo, a strap-on cock, a wall suction cock, and a 3-pack of butt plugs starting from beginner to advanced.
Although Maureen was curious and eager, she gasped at the lengthy list and some of the items. She had never had anal sex, nor used a double-ended dildo and didn't even know what a wi-vibe or be-wa balls were. She had been fucked with a strap-on the last time she had been with a woman though.
Milflezinnylons: Oh, my
Silkstockings18: Want to run away now?
Milflezinnylons: Nooooo, just I don't even know what some of those things are or when I would ever get to use them
Silkstockings18: I promise that u will use every one of those before the year is out
Milflezinnylons: that is a pretty big promise
Silkstockings18: and I never break my promises
Milflezinnylons: okay
Silkstockings18: I need to go now.
Milflezinnylons: okay
Silkstockings18: message me when u have all the items and send me a photo of them
Milflezinnylons: yes, Miss
Silkstockings18: and I want u to not touch yourself until u have purchased all the items...I want ur next orgasm to occur while we chat
Milflezinnylons: okay...although that will be hard...u have me pretty revved up at the moment
Silkstockings18: all good things come or cum to those who wait, my pet
Seeing the words 'my pet' triggered a slight leak out of Maureen's needy pussy.
Milflezinnylons: yes, Miss
Silkstockings18: good pet
Silkstockings18: ps...buy lube...lots and lots of lube
Milflezinnylons: yes, Miss
Silkstockings18: good night
Milflezinnylons: good night, Miss
Maureen desperately wanted to pleasure herself and considered not obeying the order (how would she know), yet she felt compelled to obey and reluctantly went and had a bubble bath instead.
That night, Maureen tossed and turned, her pussy never ever completely dying down from the need to come.
3. THE FIRST REVEAL
The next day, being a Saturday, Maureen drove to a part of the city she never goes to and to an adult store where no one would likely know her.
She purchased all the items on the extensive list, plus a couple lesbian porn movies. She was in awe with the different sizes that could supposedly fit in a person, but returned home horny as hell.
It was two in the afternoon and even though Maureen didn't want to look to eager, her wet pussy took control and she logged in.
Milflezinnylons: Hi, Miss, I purchased the items as instructed.
Not surprisingly, the teen didn't respond. Maureen assumed an eighteen year old had better things to do at two in the afternoon on a Saturday than be online.
Maureen stayed logged in, while doing her usual Saturday activity, checking out what was new at two of her favourite websites that focused on stockings and lingerie. Although she was telling the truth, she preferred sandalfoot nylons compared to reinforced toe, she had become obsessed lately with old fashioned styles.
Maureen flashed back to an old small boutique chain where she purchased her first pair of real nylon stockings when she was in college in San Francisco at Albert's. Maureen had heard while eavesdropping at a sorority function that Albert's was legendary for their lingerie products, especially nylons. Maureen was instantly intrigued and went to the boutique the following day. She was in awe. All the stockings were behind display cases, with clerks wearing gloves pulling them out for customers to see and to feel. Once purchased, each pair was wrapped in tissue paper and boxed. So elegant. So proper. After Maureen purchased a pair, after an hour of nylon shopping, she felt like a true lady for the first time...like Eliza Doolittle did when she was transformed in Pygmalion.
Albert's long gone, Maureen now searched for pure silk stockings online, where some businesses specialized in them, and on eBay, where she searched for true vintage stockings from the 50s and 60s. Last month Maureen had purchased six pairs that were truly lovely, 100% nylon, with no stretchy Lycra. They, of course, require proper adjustment of the suspender straps, otherwise they sag a little, but Maureen loved them and couldn't wait for them to arrive.
Shopping online, two new products, both recreations of classic hosiery caught her eye.
The Natalie Diamond Heel was a gorgeous, newly manufactured vintage nylon stocking with a small ivory Picot at the top of the welt, with a diamond heel pattern to create a true masterpiece. The French heel detail had not been in production since the late 60's and Maureen instantly knew she must have a pair even at the exorbitant cost of 89 dollars a pair.
The other new item that caught Maureen's eye was called Gennia Full Fashion and is the only fully fashioned 10 denier stocking on the market! The Gennia 10 Denier Fully Fashioned Stocking is made the old fashioned way, with the European heel treatment, reduction knitting on the heel and calves, the characteristic finishing hole on the back of the welt and a fine white picot line at the top of the welt. Maureen loved sheer nylons and had only once ever purchased an Ultra Sheer 10 Denier nylon. Coming in three colors, black, coffee and beige (most vintage only come in beige), Maureen ordered a pair in each colour. She also purchased a new corset. She already had two she almost never wore, but still she couldn't resist the Persephone Corset with beautiful black lace over nude satin that shaped the model perfectly (hopefully it would do the same for her) with a promised 2-4 inch waist reduction.
She wasn't dressed up, but the purchase of the classic hosiery and reminiscing about her first time at Albert's, Maureen decided to get all dolled up old school, even if she had no plans to leave the house the rest of the day.
Maureen went to her closet, pulled out one of her seldom worn corsets, the last time being Halloween over six months ago, and after getting completely undressed put it on. The good news was she hadn't gained any weight in the past half year as it still fit perfectly and a corset was not a forgiving piece of clothing for weight gain. She went into her special drawer for a pair of vintage stockings she had purchased on eBay a few months ago and had yet to wear. She slid the super soft silk up her legs, feeling decadent and rich, again like Eliza Doolittle. No husband, no current lover, she spoiled herself with old-fashioned lingerie...even if she almost never wore it outside the house or for any person. She hooked the stockings to the garters and looked at herself in the mirror. At 49, she still looked very good and the lingerie only enhanced her body.
Dressed only in lingerie, she returned to her computer and got a rush of adrenaline when she saw that the teen had responded a couple of minutes ago.
Silkstockings18: hi, my pet
Milflezinnylons: hi, Miss
Silkstockings18: did u enjoy ur shopping spree?
Milflezinnylons: yes, but toys have changed dramatically since I was in college
Silkstockings18: for the better
Milflezinnylons: I assume so
Silkstockings18: u will find out soon enough
Maureen loved the promises the teen Mistress kept alluding to, her pussy burning with need.
Milflezinnylons: I hope so
Silkstockings18: have u taken a picture of ur items yet
Milflezinnylons: no, Miss
Silkstockings18: please do. It's not that I don't trust u...I do...but if I am really going to help u in your sexual awakening I need to know without a doubt that u r obeying.
Milflezinnylons: of course...I'll take a picture with the computer. It will take a minute.
Silkstockings18: k
Maureen pulled the toys out of the large brown, non-descript bag, and placed them on her coffee table which was, like a lot of her furniture items, an antique from the 1950s. She took each out of its packaging and wondered when she would get to use some of the two person items. All laid out, she moved the computer until all the toys were in the camera shot and took a picture. She then sent the photo.
Milflezinnylons: done.
The teen stared not at the items, although she was very impressed that this woman had obeyed, as this was often the moment where things came to an abrupt end (Heather didn't chat or train with liars), but at the antique coffee table that vaguely looked familiar, she just couldn't place it.
Silkstockings18: good pet, this obedience means we can continue our journey together
Milflezinnylons: thank you, Miss
Heather continued looking at the coffee table, wracking her brain on where she had seen it before. Was it possible she knew this person? It seemed unlikely, near impossible, the odds of winning the lottery more likely than hooking up online with someone she knew.
Silkstockings18: I usually ask this question earlier, but I realize that I never asked u your name or where u are from.
Maureen paused before responding. Telling her the country wasn't a big deal, but what name should she give her. Yet, feeling safe in the cloud that was the internet she figured she would give her real name...ironically thinking likely the teen would assume it was a fake name.
Milflezinnylons: I'm Maureen and I'm from Canada
That didn't help Heather, she was from Canada too, but Canada is a pretty big country (well size wise, but with over 35 million people, the odds of Maureen being someone she knew was still unlikely. She wanted to know more so she asked more question; she also lied about her location (to make the still-in-training submissive comfortable) and used her middle name as she always did online.
Silkstockings18: I'm Sienna and from England
Maureen loved that she was from England. Their accent had always turned her on (men and women) and being in love with Duchess of Cambridge (her first lesbian crush of a younger woman) she was obsessed with anything English. The closest she had got to going to London though was the fact that she lived in London...London, Ontario.
Milflezinnylons: I've always wanted to go to England
Silkstockings18: I've always wanted to go to Canada
Milflezinnylons: We should swap houses one day like in that movie The Holiday.
Silkstockings18: Or one day, if u r a good pet, maybe u can CUM visit me
Maureen's pussy gushed slightly, she was a squirter, at the very direct innuendo.
Milflezinnylons: Or u can CUM to me
Heather purposely played dumb to hopefully get more information from Maureen. She tried to remember if she knew anyone named Maureen. Were any of her teachers Maureen? Any of her friends' mothers? She knew that coffee table...yet she continued to not be able to place it.
Silkstockings18: So what state do u live in?
Milflezinnylons: Ontario and we have provinces here, Miss
Heather also lived in Ontario...the possibility of her knowing this individual continued to increase...the impossible becoming possible. Heather did have a couple real older submissives she used for her own pleasure (her English teacher and the mom of one of her best friends, unbeknownst to her best friend), but most of her subs were online women desperate to role play. Was it possible to actually add to her real life submissives?
Heather told the truth, by playing with the words.
Silkstockings18: I live in London
Maureen smiled as she replied.
Milflezinnylons: I live in London too. London, Ontario, I think it is a bit smaller than your London.
Heather stared at the last response. She too lived in London, Ontario. Her head was now spinning. She obviously had been in this woman's house. Who could it be? She knew this woman had red hair, green eyes, a twenty year old daughter in college and was divorced. As she continued to wrack her brain she continued chatting.
Silkstockings18: we really are kindred spirits...love of nylons and now the same city name
Milflezinnylons: it's kismet
Silkstockings18: indeed it is...so tell me another secret no one else knows
Maureen, rubbing her own knee to feel the silk nylon, knew exactly what she was going to tell.
Milflezinnylons: Although no one knows this...NO ONE...I have a small but quickly growing collection of vintage stockings from the 50s and 60s that I love to wear in the house by myself, but sadly never get to wear them out
Silkstockings18: why not
Milflezinnylons: they are not practical for work and I don't have dates...last time I wore a pair out was for Halloween with one of my corsets
Silkstockings18: corsets...yummy...u r very intriguing
Milflezinnylons: I'm wearing one now!
Silkstockings18: u r not!
Milflezinnylons: I am. With a pair of vintage seamed stockings
Silkstockings18: no way
Milflezinnylons: as my daughter would say, WAY
Maureen, knowing that Sienna was across the ocean, offered to take a picture.
Milflezinnylons: I'll take a picture if u wish
Heather eagerly wanted a photo...something to solve the mystery that was driving her nuts.



Silkstockings18: if u r comfortable with it
Milflezinnylons: It will be only of my bottom half
Silkstockings18: of course
Maureen awkwardly backed up while still close enough to press the snap button on the computer. She had to take three. The first was blurry and the second captured only her breasts. The third showed from just below her breasts to just below the top of the stockings. She sat back down and sent the photo.
Heather stared at it. There were no new clues in the photo. Maureen's body was quite beautiful, but not one that looked familiar to her...of course why would it?
Milflezinnylons: sent
Silkstockings18: wow...that is very, very HOT
Milflezinnylons: <blush>
Silkstockings18: I'm the one red now...u got me a bit hot and bothered
Milflezinnylons: u have had me hot and bothered for the past few days
Silkstockings18: hmmmmm...so let's solve your hot and bothered issue
Milflezinnylons: okay!!
Silkstockings18: but first I need to plan task 2...do u go to church
Milflezinnylons: of course, I'm a good Catholic girl
Silkstockings18: oh, u Catholics
Milflezinnylons: look sweet and pure on the outside, but a horny slut underneath and then repent
Silkstockings18: so funny...task 2
Milflezinnylons: yes
Silkstockings18: actually that will be task 3...task 2 is for u to go out for dinner tonight
Milflezinnylons: okay?
Silkstockings18: at a nice restaurant
Milflezinnylons: okay?
Silkstockings18: wearing what u r wearing now
Milflezinnylons:???
Silkstockings18: with a dress or skirt of course
Milflezinnylons: u had me worried...that was a little too much self-discovery for one day
Silkstockings18: but wait I have another idea
Milflezinnylons: u r like an Attention Deficit Disorder Mistress
Silkstockings18: u have no idea...anyways...are there any teens on your street that make that pussy of yours damp
Milflezinnylons: honestly, two of Shannon's best friends, but they are both gone now too
Maureen gasped as she realized after hitting send that she had given her real daughter's name. She then shrugged, not worried about the potential revealing to someone overseas.
The light bulb suddenly went on for Heather. How could see be so dense? She was talking to Ms. Lynch...a vague acquaintance of her mother. They had moved here three years ago. The only time she had been in the house, and saw that unique coffee table, was when her mom had dragged her over to welcome them to the neighborhood. And that quote: There are no ugly women, just lazy ones...it was Ms. Lynch she had heard say it at that baby shower!
Her daughter Shannon was two years older than her and although she knew who she was, they would never run in the same circles...Shannon was a nerd, Heather was a cheerleader.
Milflezinnylons: Although there is a girl a few doors down from me who is pretty hot...although my daughter always called her a bitch.
Heather assumed it was her, there were no other girls her age on the street, but asked anyways.
Silkstockings18: what's her name?
Milflezinnylons: Hannah...maybe...I don't recall, I've only met her a couple of times...I'm sure my daughter would remember
Heather was disappointed that the woman didn't know her name...but one day in the near future she would be screaming it.
Silkstockings18: what does she look like?
Milflezinnylons: oh u know...blonde hair, blue eyes, an amazing body...but the kind of girl who knows it too
Heather smiled as she typed the next line, her head spinning with a million possibilities of having an online pet she could watch from nearby.
Silkstockings18: she sounds a lot like me...maybe u should ask her to be ur Mistress
Milflezinnylons: lol
Silkstockings18: I have a new task number 2
Milflezinnylons: I'm not sure I can keep track of all these number changes
Silkstockings18: task 3 go to supper in what u are wearing, task 4 go to church tomorrow in something vintage as well and with the be wa balls in that cunt of yours.
Milflezinnylons: oh, God
Silkstockings18: u can worship him or me while u r at church
Milflezinnylons: u r serious?
Silkstockings18: r u going to do it?
It may have been the excessive wetness in-between her legs, it may have been the undeniable desire to obey and impress this young lady, or it may have been a hunger to break free of the chains of boredom that had so long held her down, but she answered in the affirmative.
Milflezinnylons: of course, ma'am
Silkstockings18: ma'am? What am I 60? It's either Miss or Mistress
The idea of having a real online Mistress was too much to resist for Maureen, plus she was already obeying every order anyways.
Milflezinnylons: yes, Mistress
Silkstockings18: excellent, u r going to make a very good pet
Milflezinnylons: thank u, Mistress
Silkstockings18: u r welcome my little MILF slut
A new name, a little more degrading, continued Maureen's intoxicating desire to submit unconditionally.
Milflezinnylons: I'll be your pet, slut or whatever u want me to be, Mistress
Silkstockings18: ready for task 2, I've changed the order a bit.
Maureen assumed it was using one of these toys on the coffee table.
Milflezinnylons: YES!!
Silkstockings18: put on a dress and some heels and go to that teen Hannah's house and ask if you can borrow some sugar
Milflezinnylons: really?
Silkstockings18: yes, u can go out in ur sexy lingerie and at the same time give a hint maybe of your interest in the teenager
Milflezinnylons: I'm not that outgoing
Silkstockings18: u will be for me, won't u?
Maureen could feel the pull of utter obedience towards Sienna and even though the task terrified her, even though it was rather simple, she continued to obey.
Milflezinnylons: yes, Mistress
Silkstockings18: go do it now and then come back and tell me how it went
Milflezinnylons: yes, Mistress
Silkstockings18: good, pet slut
Maureen, her pussy sopping wet, reluctantly went to her room, put on a long black dress that was way too classy for walking down the street, slipped into the three inch heels that matched it and went to fulfill the task.
Maureen grabbed a cup, deciding she would ask for flour instead as it was a more logical request. She was very self-conscious as she walked outside dressed as if she was going to a fancy restaurant and not down the street to borrow some flour. Thankfully, no one was outside as she crossed the street and walked the few houses down.
Heather looked out the window from her room and saw that Maureen was crossing the street. The pretty MILF was again obeying her orders.
Reaching the house, she took a deep breath and pressed the doorbell.
Heather took her time going to the front door. Opening it, she said, "Oh, hi, um, Mrs..."
Maureen finished, "Ms. Lynch."
"Right," Heather nodded, "what can I do for you, Mrs. Lynch?"
"It's just Ms.," Maureen corrected, hating being called Mrs., a constant reminder of her failed marriage.
"Oh, I'm sorry," Heather apologized sincerely. After a pause she asked, "What can I do for you, Ms. Lynch?"
Suddenly remembering the pretty blonde's name was Heather and not Hannah, Maureen smiled, "I was about to make some cookies and realized I was out of sugar." Maureen forgot to ask for flour like she had planned, not that it mattered, suddenly overwhelmed by the task and how beautiful Heather actually was.
"You are making cookies dressed like that?" Heather asked.
"I know," Maureen shrugged. "It's silly, but I have all these nice outfits that I never wear and figured screw it."
"Screw it, indeed," Heather laughed, "well, you look very nice."
"Thank you," Maureen replied, her face going slightly red at the compliment. She imagined Sienna looking a lot like Heather.
"Come on in," Heather offered, "I'll get you some sugar."
"Thanks," Maureen said, walking in.
Heather took the cup and said, "I'll be right back."
Maureen watched the teen, in tight jeans, walk away. As she waited, she felt giddy at obeying Sienna's order.
Heather filled the cup and returned, amused at the idea that her newest pet was in her house completely oblivious to the reality. Yet, she had no intention of revealing this fact. Instead, she planned to train the pretty MILF online first. Handing the cup back to Maureen, she said, "Here you go, Ms. Lynch."
Maureen noticed as she glanced down that the teen's feet were encased in nylon. 'How rare,' she thought to herself. She took the cup and smiled, "Thank you."
"No problem," Heather smiled and joked, "I'm sure if you ever need any baking supplies we will have what you need."
Maureen laughed, "Good to know."
Heather added, "Well, have a good day, Ms. Lynch."
"You too, Heather," Maureen nodded, as she hesitated briefly, glancing down to see the teenager's stocking-clad feet, before she opened the door and left.
Closing the door, Heather smiled, going to grab a drink of water before heading back to her room and laptop.
Maureen returned to her house, immediately slipped out of her heels, and returned to her computer.
Milflezinnylons: I'm back
Silkstockings18: how did it go?
Milflezinnylons: fine...Heather, that is her name, not Hannah, answered the door.
Silkstockings18: did she look hot?
Milflezinnylons: <blush>
Heather was curious how her new pet would describe her.
Silkstockings18: that is not an answer, my pet
Milflezinnylons: yes, she looked absolutely stunning
Silkstockings18: how so?
Milflezinnylons: she has blonde hair and blue eyes, just like u...
Silkstockings18: maybe she is my Canadian twin
Milflezinnylons: maybe, she is 18 too and oddly enough she was wearing nylons under her jeans
Silkstockings18: I often do that too...I do love how my ass looks in a nice pair of tight jeans
Milflezinnylons: I loved how Heather's did as she walked away to get me some sugar
Silkstockings18: I think maybe I will have to get u to submit to her one day
Milflezinnylons: oh my...too close to home
Heather laughed at the irony of the response.
Silkstockings18: fair enough...horny?
Milflezinnylons: leaking!!
Heather, horny herself, grabbed her cell and texted Angela, her friend's mother, and her personal plaything.
Slut,
I expect you here in fifteen.
Silkstockings18: I need to get going. I expect you to go out tonight for dinner dressed in your sexy vintage wear
Milflezinnylons: okay, Mistress
Silkstockings18: and I expect u in similar vintage stockings at church tomorrow
Milflezinnylons: okay, Mistress
Silkstockings18: and u will wear those ben wa balls in that pretty pussy of yours
That made Maureen gasp.
Milflezinnylons: Oh my, I better go to confession first
Silkstockings18: and u will orgasm at church
Maureen finally saw a task that disturbed her. Dressing up for church was edgy, putting the strange balls in her was intense, but coming in church was extreme.
Angela replied:
I'm with Karen.
Heather sighed annoyed:
So?
Milflezinnylons: Mistress, that seems a bit extreme
Silkstockings18: Slut! U either trust me and obey unconditionally, or you don't. There is no half way.
Maureen didn't like the ultimatum, but she also didn't like the thought of not talking with her.
Milflezinnylons: I understand
Angela replied:
Yes, Mistress, on my way soon.
Heather replied:
Good, slut.
Silkstockings18: Good slut. Sorry, for my harsh tone, but I have little patience for disobedience
Milflezinnylons: I understand, I will be a good pet
Silkstockings18: I know u will and now for your treat for being such a good girl
Milflezinnylons: yes???
Silkstockings18: get out of your dress
Maureen's pussy was dripping with anticipation as she obeyed the command.
Milflezinnylons: yes, Mistress
Silkstockings18: get on all fours, grab ur suction cock, crawl to the wall on all fours, put the suction cup on the wall and fuck yourself to orgasm, imagining submitting to Heather.
Milflezinnylons: hmmmmmm
Silkstockings18: go do it now...and come back on tomorrow after church
Milflezinnylons: yes, Mistress
Silkstockings18: now go and fuck yourself like the dirty little submissive teen loving slut u r
Maureen's pussy gushed at the nasty name calling.
Milflezinnylons: yes, Mistress
Silkstockings18: bye, slut
Milflezinnylons: bye, Mistress
Silkstockings18: now go fuck yourself, NOW!!
Maureen immediately fell to her knees. She reached for the suction cup on the table and crawled to an open spot on the wall. She licked the end of the suction cup and put it on the wall. So desperate to cum, so desperate to obey, she turned around and slowly moved back. She tried to get the toy in her wanton cunt, but the toy was too high. She quickly turned around, lowered the fuck-toy, turned back around, slowly moved back and moaned as the cock slid between her wet pussy lips.
Maureen continued until the whole six inch toy was inside her. Closing her eyes, she fantasized of Heather.
"That's not why you're really here is it, Ms. Lynch?" Heather asked.
"Pardon?" Maureen asked.
"The sugar you really want is between my legs, isn't it?" Heather smiled.
"W-w-what?" Maureen stammered, shocked by the girl's aggressive words.
"Knees, now!" Heather ordered.
"Young lady, I..." Maureen was cut off.
"Now!" Heather roared.
Maureen quickly obeyed.
"Good, MILF," Heather purred, as she tugged her tight jeans down her legs, revealing a pair of thigh high stockings.
Maureen stared at the blonde beauty with a mixture of awe and fear; trepidation and hunger.
"Have you eaten cunt before?" Heather asked.
"Y-y-yes," Maureen admitted, staring at the young girl's nylon-clad legs.
"And you want to eat me, don't you?" Heather questioned, as she pulled her thong down her perfect legs.
"I-I-I don't know," Maureen stammered, even as her mouth watered.
Maureen was riding the suction-cup cock like a cock-hungry whore, desperate to come.
"Yes or no, slut?" Heather asked, "I have other MILF sluts who would eagerly take me up on my generous offer."
"Yes," Maureen whispered.
"Yes, what?" Heather questioned.
"Yes, I want to eat you," Maureen admitted, still not looking up at the blonde beauty.
"Crawl to my feet," Heather demanded.
"Yes, Miss," Maureen nodded, crawling the few feet to her.
"Beg to lick me, slut," Heather ordered, looking down at the MILF.
"Oh fuck, God, yes Mistress, let me eat your cunnnnnnnnnnnt," Maureen screamed as her orgasm finally hit her like a jackhammer and she collapsed on the floor.
A couple minutes later, Maureen finally got up, her body spent from the orgasm that cascaded through her.
She stood up and stretched, her knees sore from being on them so long. Walking to the couch to close her computer, she saw that her young Mistress had left her another task.
Silkstockings18: at your dinner tonight...put those ben wa balls in that pussy of yours and I want u to masturbate yourself to orgasm at the dinner table.
Maureen stared at the task. Her orgasm done, her head clear, this task and the others suddenly seemed rather extreme. She didn't respond to the task and instead went to her room to take a much needed nap.
Meanwhile, Heather impatiently waited for her slut to arrive. Training her new pet, mixed with the brief conversation with her, had her pussy burning and she needed a pet to get her off.
The doorbell finally rang and she went downstairs, opened the door and snapped, "What took you so long?"
"Sorry," the very pretty redhead stammered, "Chelsey made me drop her off at home first."
"Get in here," Heather sighed, smiling inside at the MILF's excuse. Chelsey, one of her best friends, was almost as demanding as Heather ...although completely oblivious to the reality that her mother was a submissive lesbian slut.
The redhead came in and Heather, horny as hell, didn't bother taking her to her room. She quickly got out of her jeans and asked, "What are you waiting for?"
"Here?" Chelsey's mom asked surprised.
"Would you rather do it on my front steps?" Heather sarcastically asked.
"No, Mistress," the MILF replied, dropping to her knees in front of her daughter's intoxicating friend and without delay began licking.
"Good, slut," Heather moaned, already very wet from her online chat.
"Mmmmmmmm," the submissive moaned, the young girl's pussy so unexplainably intoxicating. She recalled the first time she ate Heather's pussy, in the kitchen of her home, while her daughter slept. She had been addicted ever since, always ashamed at her lust for an eighteen year old, particularly one of her daughter's friends. Each time she finished pleasing the teenager, often in bizarre locations (a movie theatre washroom, her daughter's bedroom when she was still at school, on an operating table at the hospital, in the back seat of her vehicle and now at the entrance of Heather's home), she told herself she would never do it again. Yet, each time she got a text, she dropped whatever she was doing to meet the teen wherever she was told.
"That's it, Mommy-pet," Heather moaned, loving reminding her pet of who she really was.
The redhead continued licking her teen Mistress, humility never a factor once she got a taste of pussy.
Heather, clearly in a hurry, grabbed the MILF's head, and began grinding on her face. Imagining it was Maureen on her knees licking her, she came, flooding her pet with her pussy juice.



The MILF hungrily lapped the teen's pussy juice, a taste she craved constantly.
Heather let go of the pet's head and smiled, "Thanks, Chelsey's mom." Heather never called her by her first name or last name, but always as Chelsey's mom...again loving to remind her who she was.
"You're welcome, Mistress," Chelsey's mom replied, licking her lips for any last remnants of the teen's sweetness.
Heather pulled her pants up and said, "By the way, I have a present for you."
"Okay," the MILF said, surprised by such words.
Heather went to her room, grabbed the butt plug and lube she had purchased for her pet, and returned to the front entrance. She smiled when she saw the forty-one year old still on her knees awaiting further instructions. It was hard to believe she was a surgeon. "Stand up."
The MILF quickly obeyed even as she saw something strange in the teen's hands.
"Lean on the wall," Heather ordered.
The doctor gave a quick look at Heather's hands, seeing what looked like a thick dildo, and obeyed, hoping maybe she was going to get fucked by her Mistress. Only twice had the beautiful blonde fucked her, both times with a strap-on, once in her garage, while her husband was in her house, a couple weeks ago, and the second time she had submitted in her bedroom, while in her wedding dress (a crazy submission as she declared her unconditional loyalty to the teen).
Heather flipped up the pet's dress, smiled that she wasn't wearing panties and was wearing thigh highs as instructed, and said, "It's time to train my pet's other hole."
The MILF's eyes went big. She had never had anything in her ass, even in college when she was quite the slut. Yet, completely at the whim of the teen goddess, she didn't protest, knowing such protests only led to long delays between chances to taste her.
Heather lubed the small butt plug, the first of three in the beginner set, and poured excessive lube between her pet's ass cheeks. "Relax, my pet, this is the small one."
"Yes, Mistress," the mother of three agreed, although she involuntarily tensed up instead.
Heather slowly pushed the toy inside the pretty doctor's ass, loving the power she had over such a woman.
The MILF whimpered, as a slight burn hit her ass, as the toy split her rosebud. She couldn't believe after all the times she had prevented men including her husband, from sodomizing her, she was willingly letting her daughter's friend do it. The reality was ludicrous and yet still her reality.
Once the tiny plug was inserted, Heather said, realizing her pet needed panties so it wouldn't fall out, ordered, "Don't move, ass slut."
"Yes, Mistress," the MILF replied, shame coursing through her.
Heather grabbed a pair of her panties and returned to the MILF, still obediently bent over. She quipped, "You really will do anything for my cunt, won't you?"
"Yes, Mistress," the MILF admitted, mortified by the truth of the statement, thinking of how she dropped a rare afternoon shopping encounter with her daughter to come and eat the teen's pussy.
"You may stand up," Heather offered.
The MILF did and couldn't believe how awkward it was to have something in her ass.
"Here are some panties so it doesn't accidently fall out," Heather offered, handing her the panties.
"Thank you," the doctor absurdly replied.
"Put them on," Heather instructed.
The MILF awkwardly bent down and put the panties on, the toy beginning to slip out of her ass.
"Now, that will stay in your ass until I call for you later tonight," Heather instructed.
The MILF's eyes went wide. "I'm going to a charity gala tonight."
"Delicious," Heather smiled. "You can get me a ticket?"
"I, um," the doctor began.
"It wasn't a question," Heather sighed.
"Yes, Mistress," the MILF nodded. "I will have one waiting for you at the hotel lobby desk at the Shrine."
"Great," Heather said, slapping the MILF's ass and making her yelp. "Be careful when sitting down."
"Yes, Mistress," she agreed, before leaving the house, walking slowly, trying to get used to having something in her ass.
Heather closed the door, looking forward to tonight and to seeing how Maureen's tasks went tomorrow.
4. MAUREEN GOES OUT TO DINNER
Maureen woke up, felt her stomach rumble, looked at the clock and was surprised to see she had slept for almost three hours.
Recalling the tasks from her online Mistress, she freshened up, and headed out for a bite to eat. She choose a restaurant she used to love, when she was married, but hadn't been to since her divorce. Determined to reclaim her sexuality and her life, she decided to return to Parker's Place.
She stayed in the sexy lingerie she had worn all day, but changed into a red blouse and a black leather skirt. She slid her feet into a pair of red three inch pumps. She went downstairs, grabbed the ben wa balls and after staring at them for a minute, put the two metal balls in her vagina. As she walked around, trying to get used to them inside her, she was surprised at how they stimulated her pussy. She realized that these would be a constant tease, a constant reminder of her obedience to Sienna.
Finally, accustomed to the balls in her pussy, Maureen grabbed her purse and headed out.
Thirty minutes later, traffic way crazier than usual, Maureen was at the restaurant and quickly seated by a very handsome waiter in a remote corner of the restaurant as she requested. She ordered a glass of wine and smiled as the waiter continued to check out her breasts. She wished she would have chosen a spot where she could show off her legs, but she wanted to be rather secluded if she was going to obey the order to masturbate in public.
Once she ordered her meal, she looked around the room. Almost exclusively, at every table were happy couples seemingly celebrating something. Maureen also was celebrating something...a new beginning. She moved her hands under the table and realized she had a predicament. The leather skirt was a terrible choice. She couldn't get to her pussy without pulling down her skirt. She chuckled to herself as she considered her predicament. She finished her first glass of wine and ordered another when the waiter came back with breadsticks. As she put the first breadstick in her mouth, she wondered if it would be a good makeshift fuck-toy, but decided the breadsticks were too flimsy to really be useful.
Maureen, looking around, knowing that her lower half was completely protected by the table cloth, decided 'fuck it' and lifted up her ass and hastily pulled her skirt down. Oddly, it felt liberating to be in just her lingerie underneath the table, everyone else in the restaurant oblivious to her naughty act. She moved her hand to her pussy and began slowly rubbing herself...deciding she was going to take her time completing the task given to her by her teenage Mistress.
When the waiter returned with the second glass of wine, she continued slowly rubbing herself as she thanked him. Again, feeling completely exhilarated to be breaking the mundane life she had lived for so long...even if no one else was aware.
She thanked him, and once he left, she moved her hand up to her lips and tasted herself. It was then she decided to add to her naughtiness. She grabbed a breadstick, moved it under the table and slid part of it inside her pussy, which made the ben wa balls shuffle around. She moaned instantly and slowly fucked herself briefly before pulling it back out and putting it in her mouth as she perused the room.
If she could be the third in a threesome, who would she join? The young early twenties couple who looked to be on a first date? The middle-aged couple (shit she was middle-aged) that looked to be celebrating something special? The May-December couple? Or maybe just have the waiter take her back to her car? The maitre'd, who looked to be barely nineteen? Yet, as she continued the slow tease, her hand back under the table, it was Heather who popped into her head. She had the same blonde hair and blue eyes that Sienna had and was the same age. The fact that the teen was wearing nylons under her jeans also turned her on. As she began getting wetter, the waiter arrived with her food.
Maureen looked up, smiling, her cheeks slightly flushed; she wondered if he knew what she was doing underneath the table.
She took a break from pleasuring herself to eat her dinner. She looked at each woman in her view. Which of them were bi? Which would drop to their knees and lick her? Which would make her please them? She noticed, perturbed, that most were in classy outfits, dresses or skirts, yet only one, interestingly enough a younger woman, was wearing nylons. Why couldn't these women put the extra effort to finish the ensemble, to look like a lady, to please their man?
Maureen sighed at the ladies and returned her thoughts to Heather and her stocking-clad feet. Was she wearing pantyhose under the jeans? Thigh highs? Her pussy tingled at the thought of Heather in thigh highs as she continued eating her meal.
Once done, she moved her hand back to her pussy and continued teasing herself.
The waiter returned and asked, "Would you like anything for dessert?"
"What did you have in mind?" Maureen asked, smiling with a tone that dripped flirt.
"We have a very good chocolate cheesecake," he said, glimpsing down at her breasts.
"Hmmmm," she pondered, before giving a very clear offer, "I was hoping for something less sweet and more salty." Ironically, Maureen had no intention of actually fucking him, she just was enjoying the power she still could have over men. After a brief moment, Maureen saved him, "The chocolate cheesecake will be perfect."
"Yes, ma'am," he nodded, and left.
Grabbing a butter knife, she wiped it clean on her napkin, moved it under the table and slid the handle end inside her. She moaned, again moving the ben wa balls around, creating a unique pleasure inside her. She didn't fuck herself with a knife, but instead used it to rotate the ben wa balls inside her, creating a very stimulating pleasure.
When the waiter brought the chocolate cheesecake, Maureen didn't even notice at first, her eyes closed as she pleasured herself, but sensing she was being watched she opened her eyes, surprisingly not mortified by the likelihood that he knew what she was doing, and glancing at his crotch, she asked, her voice dripping with sultriness, "Is that the rest of my dessert?"
"P-p-pardon?" he stammered.
"When do you get a break?" she asked, loving the power she was having over the young man. Although she wouldn't date a man again, a nice young hard cock that could go all night was kind of appealing.
He stuttered, "M-a-a'm."
"I would love to give you a very personal tip," Maureen offered, still rubbing herself.
"I-I-I couldn't," he again barely got out.
"Too bad," she shrugged, "I guess I'll just get the bill."
"Yes, ma'am," he nodded and left.
Maureen, horny as hell now, slid two fingers in her cunt and furiously fucked herself to orgasm. With the double simulation of her fingers and the ben wa balls in her pussy, her long simmering orgasm hit her like a ton of bricks as she bit on her lip to not let out a scream.
Looking around, no one seemed any wiser to the public masturbation she had just performed. With a sense of shame at what she had just done, now that she was no longer horny, she quickly paid the bill a couple of minutes later and drove home.
5. MAUREEN WORSHIPS
The next morning, Maureen woke up refreshed but horny. Recalling last night, she shook her head at how aggressive she had been. It was so unlike her, and yet enthralling to finally recapture a part of her youth...when relationships were a game and she was often the puppet master.
After a quick shower, she got dressed up as instructed by Sienna in a garter-belt and vintage stockings. She slipped the ben wa balls back inside herself, which was much more difficult when she wasn't wet, put on a pair of blue panties and a much more conservative flower patterned dress. Looking in the mirror, she smiled at the deceptive reality of the look: on the outside, she looked prim and proper (the only hint of something out of the normal...a seam on the back of her stockings); on the inside, a submissive sexily dressed woman obeying her teenage Mistress.
Maureen headed to church, already used to walking with ben wa balls moving around inside her, a constant reminder of her teenage Mistress. At church, she felt alive again...dressed like a sexual being underneath and the be wa balls keeping her constantly on edge. She still wasn't sure she could fulfill the whole task...coming in church seemed so wrong, yet not obeying Sienna's orders seemed like cheating.
As the sermon went on and on, one about temptation, which was obviously ironic, she couldn't stop thinking about the task she hadn't yet completed. She crossed her legs, over and over, every minute or so, creating a constant pleasure that had her wet, but nowhere near close to an orgasm. Excusing herself, she went to the ladies room, directly to the last stall, locked the door, lifted up her skirt and began rubbing herself. Her desire to come took control and the naughtiness of doing it in church only enhanced her fire. She was getting close when the door opened.
Maureen froze, two fingers now inside her, knocking the ben wa balls around to create enhanced pleasure.
Two girls came into the washroom and were chatting. As she listened to them chat about what they should wear to a party, she imagined one of them being Sienna and walking into her stall and catching her pleasuring herself. So, feeling naughty, she resumed pleasuring herself, with two teenage sounding girls just outside the stall.
As they chatted, she continued fingering herself, faster and faster, bouncing those ben wa balls inside her like pinballs.
Suddenly, as her orgasm built, one of the girls, who she suddenly recognized as Elizabeth, a first year college student and daughter of the mayor, said, "Did you see the nylons Ms. Lynch is wearing?"
"The seams? Yes, where do you buy such a style?" the other voice asked, a voice she couldn't place. She froze. She couldn't believe they were talking about her...if two college girls noticed...who else did?
"Looks like she is finally moving on from her husband's betrayal," Elizabeth said.
"You think so?" the other girl said.
Elizabeth laughed, "You really don't listen in psychology class, do you? She is reclaiming her sexuality."
"Good for her," the other girl said, as they left the washroom.
Maureen resumed fingering herself as she indeed agreed with Elizabeth's assessment that she was reclaiming her sexuality, although not, as she assumed, in her clothing, but in complete obedience to an online teenage Mistress thousands of miles away. She frantically fucked herself and came seconds later, letting out a loud moan as she completed the task. Once the orgasm finished its course, she got up, absorbed in her own submission and sin...in her sexual reclamation.
She returned for the rest of the service, visited a couple of acquaintances and headed home, giddy to share with Sienna her obedience at completing the tasks she gave her.
Half an hour later, she was online again:
Milflezinnylons: Hi, Mistress
Silkstockings18: Hi, my pet
Milflezinnylons: I obeyed your orders
Silkstockings18: u like the ben wa balls?
Milflezinnylons: once I got used to them they were a constant tease
Silkstockings18: and reminder of your obedience to me
Milflezinnylons: indeed it was
Silkstockings18: did u come at the restaurant?
Milflezinnylons: yes, I even fucked myself with a breadstick
Heather smiled at the thought of her new MILF pet fucking herself with a breadstick, and reminisced to last night at the charity event where she fist-fucked Chelsey's mom in the washroom at the most elite hotel in the city.
Silkstockings18: and at church?
Milflezinnylons: in the washroom
Heather chuckled as she again recalled last night as she had Chelsey's mom get her off with her tongue, while others were in the bathroom oblivious to her activities just feet away. She also refused to allow her pet to wipe the pussy juice off her face, a declaration of her utter loyalty to her.
Silkstockings18: u r such a good girl
Milflezinnylons: thank u, Mistress, for pushing me to rediscover my sexuality
Heather smiled at all the things she planned to make her do.
Silkstockings18: oh my pet...that was just the beginning
Milflezinnylons: I hope so
Maureen was giddy with the thoughts of what this teen may make her do.
Silkstockings18: did it turn u on to come at church?
Milflezinnylons: God, yes!
Silkstockings18: Funny
Maureen didn't realize what she'd typed and roared with laughter when she re-read her words.
Milflezinnylons: Quite a faux pas
Silkstockings18: Next time it will be in church!!
Milflezinnylons: Oh my!!
Silkstockings18: But that won't be for a while...first a few other tasks for u
Milflezinnylons: Okay
Silkstockings18: The first one will be to not touch yourself for a week
Maureen gasped. After yesterdays and todays sexual euphoria she was already looking forward to her next task, her next orgasm.
Milflezinnylons: Seriously? I was just beginning to get used to it.
Silkstockings18: All good things come to those who wait.
Heather smiled at the wittiness of her words, especially because she was waiting herself before she was going to seal the deal with her newest submissive...somehow watching the MILF obey was an unexplainable turn-on.
Milflezinnylons: Okay.
Maureen wasn't sure she could obey such an order...it seemed a lot harder than the other tasks she had completed recently.
Silkstockings18: It's okay, my pet, u need to trust me unconditionally
Milflezinnylons: I do
Heather, trying to test how willing the MILF was, decided to push her further.
Silkstockings18: then the next task is to send me a picture of ur tits
Maureen paused. She had already sent a picture of the toys...but a picture of herself...even if it only showed her tits...somehow seemed more risqué.
Heather, knowing when a submissive needs a little push, gave a little push.
Silkstockings18: now...my pet
Maureen didn't want to disappoint her Mistress...the last couple of days being the most exciting in years...and decided it was another low risk reveal.
She got out of her blouse, undid her bra and quickly took a picture of her tits with the computer camera. The first one was blurry, so she took a second which was better and showed just how stiff her nipples were. She paused a second before clicking send.
Milflezinnylons: sent.
Heather smiled at not only how nice and firm the MILF's tits were, but also at the fact that she had again obeyed. She was the best online submissive yet.
Silkstockings18: u r such a good pet
Milflezinnylons: thank u <blush>
Silkstockings18: if I was there right now I would reward u with my wet, wet cunt
Maureen blushed and her cunt got instantly wet.
Milflezinnylons: and I would serve u without hesitation



Silkstockings18: I know u would
Milflezinnylons: so no coming for a week?
Silkstockings18: correct...but I will send u tasks possibly during the week...but I don't chat much during the school week...
Maureen was bummed...these chats were the highlight of the past couple of days.
Milflezinnylons: okay
Silkstockings18: be an obedient pet and I will reward u in ways u can't even begin to fathom
Milflezinnylons: yes Mistress
Maureen sighed, a rush of disappointment hitting her, as she saw the notice that Sienna had logged out.
Not sure what to do with herself, no task to obey or obsess about, she decided to clean the house. The day ticked by slowly as she worried that her dependency on pleasing a teenage girl across the ocean was consuming her life.
6. FLASH THAT GASH
Maureen's obsessiveness continued as she kept Yahoo chat open at all times at home and even checked a few times at work on her phone. Yet, as she went to bed Tuesday, there had been no instructions or contact from Sienna.
Heather, meanwhile, was purposely keeping her new pet wanting more...knowing that dependency is built through longing.
After midnight, seeing that there were no lights still on at the Lynch house, she sent the sexy MILF the next task.
Silkstockings18: starting now...u r not to wear panties...a good pet always leaves her cunt easily accessible for her Mistress
Maureen woke up the next morning and checked her computer, now a habit, and saw the new task. Instantly, her pussy tingled. It was a task that no one would know she was obeying and yet she would.
Milflezinnylons: of course Mistress, I will obey like a good pet
Maureen showered, got dressed and went to work sans underwear. Although not as naughty as going to church with metal balls in her pussy, walking around work without panties made her giddy all day... obeying turned her on.
When she got home, she checked her computer and was disappointed to see no message. Hoping to stir a conversation, she wrote about her day.
Milflezinnylons: Mistress, quite exhilarating walking around my colleagues and boss without any panties. It made me wet and I would have definitely pleasured myself at my desk if I had your permission!!
Maureen stared eagerly at the computer for a few minutes, before sighing and going to make dinner.
Heather repeated the late night task orders, not wanting to actually chat with her newest pet-to-be.
Silkstockings18: Good girl...now, of course, good pets don't wear bras either...your titties should also be easily accessible at a moment's notice.
Maureen got up next morning and saw the new message. This one was a bit more troubling. Although her breasts were small, many of her blouses would not hide her easily erected nipples.
Yet, after a brief pondering, she obeyed like always.
Milflezinnylons: Although slightly nervous, less easy to hide STIFF NIPPLES, I will obey.
Maureen choose a sweater to wear to work as it would much more easily hide her erect nipples, which she knew would be stiff all day.
Returning home, her lingerie package was in the mail. All excited, she immediately tried them on. Once in the sexy lingerie, she took a picture of herself and sent it, head cut off of course, to Sienna in hopes of enticing her.
Milflezinnylons: Obeyed again and here is the new lingerie I ordered...I hope u like.
Maureen stared at the computer willing a response, but again none came.
Heather, who was online but not yet responding, meanwhile was impressed not only by Maureen's eagerness to submit, but also how beautiful her body was, not to mention the sexiness of the lingerie. Deciding to give her another task, she finally responded to her eager MILF.
Silkstockings18: how is my pet?
Maureen was excited to see a question from her online Mistress.
Milflezinnylons: excellent! Did u get my pic?
Silkstockings18: Yes, u r a beautiful woman
Milflezinnylons: thank u, Mistress
Silkstockings18: how did it feel not wearing a bra or panties?
Milflezinnylons: nerve-wracking and yet exciting
Silkstockings18: how much do u trust me?
Milflezinnylons: haven't I proven that already?
Silkstockings18: I suppose u have. Your next task will be a fun one
Maureen pondered what task they were currently on. She recounted the tasks completed or currently ongoing.
1. Buy new sex toys (check)
2. Go see Heather and borrow some sugar dressed sexy (check)
3. Go to supper dressed sexy with ben wa balls, cum at restaurant (check)
4. Go to church with ben wa balls and cum there (check... albeit cheating in Mistress's mind)
5. Don't touch yourself for a week (getting close to fulfilling)
6. Send a picture of tits (check)
7. No panties (check)
8. No bra (check)
Milflezinnylons: task 9?
Silkstockings18: Sure...tomorrow u r to flash a woman your cunt
Maureen was a bit nervous at the task, but decided to show the opposite.
Milflezinnylons: Only one?
Silkstockings18: u r welcome to do more if u wish!
Milflezinnylons: I will obey
Silkstockings18: I know u will...and u r already half way to finally being allowed to cum
Milflezinnylons: it seems like an eternity
Silkstockings18: I imagine u went a lot longer
Milflezinnylons: u rekindled my flame
Silkstockings18: now I plan to spark a prairie fire
Milflezinnylons: it's already been lit
Silkstockings18: I want a complete volcanic eruption
Milflezinnylons: Mmmmmmmmmmm
Silkstockings18: Have a good night my pet
Milflezinnylons: The lava is bubbling!!
Silkstockings18: no touching at all my pet
Milflezinnylons: : ( Yes Mistress
Silkstockings18: Good night
Milflezinnylons: Night Mistress
Maureen logged off and went to have a long bubble bath, needing to cool herself down.
Heather, meanwhile, horny as hell, texted her English teacher, Mrs. Walker:
Where are you, my slut!
A few seconds later, Mrs. Walker responded:
Still at school, Mistress
Heather responded:
At 7pm at night?
Mrs. Walker replied:
Marks are due on Monday.
Heather ordered:
Get over here now. It's time for you to be assessed.
Mrs. Walker replied:
Where are your parents?
Heather sighed, hating being questioned:
Europe. Now get your ass over here ASAP.
Mrs. Walker responded:
Sorry, Mistress, I'm on my way.
Training Maureen was really turning her on, yet since she wasn't ready to reveal her secret yet, she would continue to use her other pets to satisfy her. She hadn't had Mrs. Walker for a couple of weeks, when she made her eat her out in her classroom before school and then wear her pussy juice on her lips.
Heather loved pushing her pets, loved seeing how far they would go.
When Mrs. Walker arrived, Heather ordered, "Get naked, slut."
"Yes, Mistress," the pretty teacher nodded, not sure why she couldn't resist obeying this demanding, bitchy student...knowing her job and marriage was on the line with each submission.
"Did you grade my essay?" Heather asked, as her sexy submissive teacher began undressing.
"Your real mark? Or the mark you received on your report card because you're my Mistress and I'm your teacher slut?" Mrs. Walker asked, mortified at how bimbo-ish and slutty she got the instant she was alone with her.
"It doesn't matter," Heather shrugged, walking to the living room and sitting on the couch, "Come and get your late night snack."
"Yes, Mistress," Mrs. Walker obeyed, her hunger, growing since the offer was given, about to be satisfied.
Heather watched the firm, no-nonsense teacher drop to her knees and bury her face between her legs.
As the very eager teacher licked away, Heather pondered future plans with her next pet and when she would officially add her to her collection.
Once Heather came, she asked her pet, "Do you need to come, my pet?"
"If you will allow it," Mrs. Walker replied, completely obedient to her teenage pet.
"Hump my leg," Heather ordered.
"H-h-how?" Mrs. Walker stammered.
"Straddle my leg," Heather explained, patting just above her knee, "and grind on it till you come like the slut you are."
"Yes, Mistress," the teacher nodded, even though she didn't remotely like the task, but recalling when she didn't want to eat her out at school and was punished by wearing a butt plug in class for a week, she complied.
Heather watched, amused, as her teacher stood up, straddled her lap and began grinding her cunt on her leg.
Mrs. Walker was mortified and turned on simultaneously by the humiliating task. As she ground her pussy on the teenage mistress's leg she felt her orgasm somehow quickly build.
"You like humping my leg, my teacher pet?" Heather asked.
"Yessssss," the teacher moaned in reply.
"Which student do you want to eat your cunt under your desk while you're marking, my teacher pet?" Heather asked.
"No onnnnnne," she moaned, not wanting to answer the question.
"You will not eat my cunt again, my teacher pet, until you seduce one of my classmates," Heather revealed, again curious how far she could push a pet to obey.
"Please, nooooo," Mrs. Walker moaned.
"Take it or leave it," Heather responded, before adding, "I have many others who will beg to eat me."
"Damn you, Mistress," Mrs. Walker moaned, her orgasm close. "Cammie."
"Mmmmm, good choice," Heather approved. Cammie was a cute, nerdy girl with big tits who mostly kept to herself.
"Can I come, Mistress?" Mrs. Walker asked, Cammie popping into her head.
"If you promise to seduce Cammie," Heather demanded.
"I'll tryyyy," the teacher agreed, even though she had no idea where to begin.
"I'll help you, my pet," Heather offered, happy the submissive was willing to obey such a risky task. "Now come, my pet."
"Thank yoooooooooooou," the teacher moaned, as her orgasm hit and she came all over her student's leg.
Heather had her teacher get her off one more time, before sending her home to her husband and kids, reveling in the seductive power she had over her and others.
She pondered how she would get Cammie to munch cunt. It was a challenge she was up for.
...
All day, Maureen was nervous at the task she was expected to fulfill. Although she went out for lunch, she couldn't bring herself to complete the task because it was too close to her work. Instead, she decided to go across town to a mall after work.
Although a Friday, it ended up being a crazy long day and it ended much later than usual. Maureen ended up arriving at a mall on the other end of town a little after 6:30. She was quite nervous at fulfilling the task expected, yet was determined to obey.
She went to the food court, grabbed a stir fry and sat at a table adjacent from a group of college age girls. She kept glancing at the group while eating, trying to manufacture the strength to flash the girls her now rather wet pussy.
Maureen finished eating, crossed her legs to reveal the top of her thigh high stockings and dangled her three inch heel from her foot.
The college girls were oblivious to her, but after a couple of minutes Maureen realized that a woman, likely in her thirties, was giving her looks.
Although Maureen was envisioning flashy some young college girls, she decided that this was a safer, quicker end to the task she was determined to complete.
She glanced at the woman and smiled. Finishing her drink, she un-crossed her legs, lifted up her skirt slyly, and opened her legs.
The stranger gasped as she stared at the vagina of this attractive woman.
Maureen felt a rush of excitement at completing the task and at the shocked reaction of the woman. After a few seconds, she stood up and walked the other way, exhilarated and ashamed at the same time. She didn't look back, even though she was curious if the stranger was still watching her.
She drove home, got on her computer and sent a message to her teen mistress:
Milflezinnylons: Although it was incredibly scary, I flashed a woman today.
Maureen yawned, realizing today had been incredibly exhausting. She went and had a long bubble bath. She went to the bedroom after drying off, grabbed a robe and decided to lie down for a minute.
When she woke up, it was Saturday morning. She had slept for twelve hours; she couldn't believe it. Her stomach growling, she went downstairs and made breakfast. Once she was at the table with her morning coffee and omelette she clicked on her computer. There was a message from her teen mistress.
Silkstockings18: Tell me what u did!
Maureen retold the story and sent the lengthy message.
After sending it, she shook her head at how silly she was obeying a complete stranger, yet each task brought exhilaration to her.
As expected, she didn't respond back, so Maureen went online and ordered a couple pair of vintage stockings on eBay. She then went and got dressed, again deciding to wear some of her new sexy lingerie underneath her attire. She then spent the next few hours shopping for a birthday present for her niece, some new shoes for the hell of it, and finished by doing the mundane task of grocery shopping for one (which always depressed her...she still hated eating alone, which had led to her never making the big extravagant meals she had made when her daughter still lived at home).
When she got home and finished unpacking her groceries, she noticed there was a message from Sienna.
Silkstockings18: Good slut. I want you to send me a list of ten slutty names that you would like me to call you when I put my strap-on on and pound both your pussy and your arse.
Silkstockings18: On that note, for task ten I expect you to put that first butt plug in that arse of yours as you prepare it for a nice cock.
Heather smiled at using the word 'arse'. She had chatted with a couple British sluts and loved how much nastier the word sounded than 'ass'. Plus, since she was pretending to be British she may as well use a bit of their dialogue.
Maureen, meanwhile, stared at both messages (they were from fifteen minutes ago). She had assumed she would eventually be instructed to use the butt plugs, but somehow she had assumed not for a while. Yet, there was the order.
She went to her toys and looked at the three different sizes. The largest looked like it would kill her, the medium looked like it would gape her and the smallest looked just about right for a first time, even though it still seemed too big. She returned to the computer and asked?
Milflezinnylons: Do you want me to put the smallest one in my ass?
Heather smiled at the question; this woman was so eager to please that she needed to be told exactly what to do.
Silkstockings18: Yes, my pet. I want you to lube up that virgin arse-hole of yours and slowly slide it in. You will keep it in until I instruct you otherwise or, of course, you need to (you know).
Milflezinnylons: Okay, Mistress. I'll do it right now.
Silkstockings18: Of course you will, my pet.
Maureen took off her skirt. She opened the lube and poured it awkwardly between her ass cheeks and also on the small plug. She sat down on the chair, leaned down enough that her rosebud was accessible, took a deep breath and slowly pushed it inside. She gasped when it broke past the brief resistance, causing a slight burn and then continued sliding the thin four inch plug in her virgin back door. Once all in, she paused allowing the slight pain to fade. She pondered what to do next when her mistress somehow read her mind.
Silkstockings18: Once all in, I want you to sit down on it and get used to it in your tight little arse.
Maureen obeyed and gave a little yelp as she sat on the chair and the plug went even deeper into her.
Milflezinnylons: It's in Mistress.
Silkstockings18: Good ass slut.
The new derogatory term made a tingle go directly to Maureen's cunt.
Milflezinnylons: Thank you, Mistress. Just hearing you call me that made my cunt tingle.
Silkstockings18: Of course it did, my pet. Great pleasure comes when you give your mind away completely and allow someone else to take control.
Although the words seemed absurd, Maureen couldn't deny it. Her body was giddy with anticipation for the next task, the next words from her mistress.
Milflezinnylons: I haven't been allowed great pleasure all week!!
Silkstockings18: And you may not for another!
Maureen sighed. She was trying to be funny, but she may have offended her mistress.
Milflezinnylons: I'm sorry, MISTRESS, I was just trying to be witty...not disrespectful.
Heather again smiled at just how submissive this woman was. Even though her other pets were very obedient, Maureen seemed to somehow be even more so.
Silkstockings18: I was just teasing you, too.
Milflezinnylons: Thank God!!
Silkstockings18: You will do that again on Sunday!
Milflezinnylons:???
Silkstockings18: I'll send that task to you later. I need to get going, but your next task is to send me 10 names you want to be called. Make them dirty!
Milflezinnylons: Yes, Mistress.
Heather logged off and went to meet a few of her friends for some shopping.
Maureen pondered the different words she would like to be called. Even though she knew Heather was offline she would come online later to these ten names. She pondered names and began listing:
Milflezinnylons: Slave
Milflezinnylons: Whore
Milflezinnylons: Pet slut
Milflezinnylons: Submissive servant
Already Maureen was struggling to come up with ten.
Milflezinnylons: Obedient kitty
Milflezinnylons: Dirty lesbian cougar
Milflezinnylons: Teen-loving MILF pussy pleaser
Milflezinnylons: cunt craving lawyer
Milflezinnylons: Mommy-slut
Each dirty submissive derogatory name turned Maureen on more and she cursed that she wasn't yet allowed to come.
Milflezinnylons: Complete submissive MILF cunt craving, pussy pleasing, foot worshipping, bimbo who will do anything without hesitation to satisfy her teen mistress
Maureen shook her head as she looked at all the names she just called herself.
She stood up and immediately remembered she had a butt plug in her ass. She sat back down, the plug again penetrating deeper inside her, as she added:
Milflezinnylons: An ass licking, arse taking lesbo willing to use all three of my holes for my Mistress's pleasure.
Standing up, she started walking around, but really had to focus and clench her ass cheeks to make sure the plug didn't just fall out.



She tried doing some cleaning, but it was incredibly distracting to have the plug always almost slipping out of her ass. Suddenly, the doorbell rang. She considered not answering it, she considered taking the plug out, but instead, deciding it would make a good story to tell mistress, she went to the door and opened it.
A Girl Guide was selling Girl Guide cookies. Maureen offered to buy three boxes. She went to get her purse praying the toy wouldn't fall out of her ass forever tainting this young girl's innocence.
Thankfully, she held it in place until she had paid for the cookies and closed the door.
She went to the computer and saw that there was a message from Sienna.
Silkstockings18: I forgot to mention that you can wear panties to keep that plug in your arse.
Maureen laughed out loud at what she read. She retold her story and then went and put panties on.
After dinner, Heather came home and checked her e-mail before going back out to her best friend's Chelsey's house for a girl's slumber party...something they hadn't done since grade nine. She read her newest pet's story and roared with laughter. She wouldn't believe it if her pet hadn't already proved to be completely submissive.
Silkstockings18: Ready for your next task?
Maureen was bored, online shopping, when she noticed she had a new chat message. She quickly checked it.
Milflezinnylons: Yes, Mistress.
Maureen prayed it included her finally being allowed to have the orgasm she been denied all week.
Silkstockings18: Take out the small butt plug.
Maureen had got used to it in her ass as the day went along.
Milflezinnylons: yes, Mistress.
Maureen stood up and pulled the plug out of her ass. She couldn't believe how empty her ass suddenly felt.
Milflezinnylons: It's out Mistress.
Silkstockings18: How does it feel?
Milflezinnylons: Strangely empty
Silkstockings18: Not for long! Get the second plug and lube and put it in your arse.
Milflezinnylons: Yes, Mistress
Maureen had been worried that would be the task. Although she got used to the small butt plug, she wasn't sure she could fit any more in. Luckily, the second plug was only .25" longer and .25" wider. Unlike the extra inch in length and two inches in width that the biggest was.
Silkstockings18: After u lube it up well, both your arse-hole and the plug, I want u to put it on the chair u r sitting on and lower ur arse on it.
Milflezinnylons: Okay, Mistress.
Maureen did exactly as she was told as she generously coated the plug and then her rosebud. Putting the plug on the chair, she awkwardly lowered herself. After a few misses, she finally got it in the right spot. Slowly, ever so slowly, she lowered herself on the plastic plug. Although only slightly wider, her ass burned as the plug filled her. Almost done, she lost her balance and sat hard on the butt plug.
"Shiiiiiiiiiiiit," Maureen screamed, as the plug filled her much deeper than the last one and a sharp pain hit her.
Silkstockings18: All in yet???
Maureen saw the question, but she couldn't move yet. She just sat there, the plug lodged deep in her ass, a tear rolling down her cheek. Although the pain didn't completely go away at first, it slowly dulled and she leaned forward and typed.
Milflezinnylons: Yes, I actually stumbled and it harpooned me...LOL
Silkstockings18: Funny, LOL; u will keep it in your arse until after church.
Milflezinnylons: Okay, u r making me quite a sinner
Silkstockings18: Oh, u haven't seen nothing yet.
Milflezinnylons: LOL!
Silkstockings18: u will again cum at church. This time u will wear the wi-vibe on your clit and pussy.
Milflezinnylons: Okay <blush>
Silkstockings18: IN church!!
Milflezinnylons: <blush>
Silkstockings18: At least u will finally get to cum!!
Milflezinnylons: But in church?
Silkstockings18: Good pets must be willing to obey without hesitation; to be willing to go out of their comfort zone
Milflezinnylons: I understand, Mistress. I WILL ALWAYS OBEY YOU!!
Silkstockings18: I know my cunt craving lawyer
Milflezinnylons: LOL!
Silkstockings18: I need to go and train my best friend's mother.
Reading the words instantly made Maureen's pussy twitch.
Milflezinnylons: In real life?????
Silkstockings18: YES!! Just like I plan to have u in real life one day!!
Another twitch triggered in Maureen's pussy as she wished the London the teen lived in wasn't across the ocean.
Milflezinnylons: I hope that one day that is true!!
Silkstockings18: I PROMISE u that it WILL!!
Maureen desperately wanted to rub herself, but used all her willpower to resist the burning temptation.
Milflezinnylons: I'd come right now if u let me.
Silkstockings18: I know u would...sluts always want to come
Being called a 'slut' only enhanced Maureen's eagerness.
Milflezinnylons: Yes, Mistress
Silkstockings18: Good night, my pet
Milflezinnylons: Good night, Mistress...have fun with your friend's mother.
Silkstockings18: Oh, I plan to make her eat my cunt while her daughter is in the same house
Milflezinnylons: Oh, my, sooooooo hot
Silkstockings18: would u eat my cunt while ur daughter was in the same house?
The idea was both super naughty and arousing and Maureen mindlessly moved her hand to her clit.
Milflezinnylons: I'd have no choice since my mouth, cunt and ass are owned by you, Mistress
Heather's cunt got wet instantly at the answer. She wasn't sure how much longer she could wait before she took her and made all the promises a reality.
She texted her MILF slut:
Chelsey's cunt licking Mom
You will be dining on my cunt tonight!!
Silkstockings18: Do u want to come now, my bitch?
Maureen realized she was rubbing herself and stopped.
Milflezinnylons: God, yes!!
Silkstockings18: Beg, u dirty ass slut!
Maureen was ready to explode and prayed she wasn't being teased by her Mistress.
Milflezinnylons: Oh please Mistress. Allow your classy lawyer to be turned into a raving sex crazed maniac willing to do ANYTHING to cum like the cheap slut she is!
Silkstockings18: U may come my slut by riding the cock in ur ass while slapping ur clit.
Heather's slut texted back:
But my daughter and the other girls will be there!
Heather sighed. For an educated doctor, she sure wasn't a quick learner. She texted back.
Bimbo bitch
Now for that disobedience you will be in a skirt, blouse, thigh highs for the entire evening. And if you question me again, I will make you eat every girl at the slumber party... although I bet you would like that.
Milflezinnylons: Thank u!!
Maureen didn't even hesitate as she lifted her ass up, but was annoyed that the plug moved up with her. She awkwardly reached back, pulled it out and held it in place. She then began riding the plastic cock in her ass. She couldn't believe how good it felt. She wasn't sure if it was the taboo of a toy in her ass or obeying a complete stranger, but she loved it. Once she got in a slight rhythm, she began slapping her clit, even though the position was completely awkward.
Silkstockings18: Cum u dirty ass slut.
Chelsey's mom texted back:
Sorry Mistress; I will be ready and willing to serve you.
Heather smiled as the mother gave in the second there was a threat given.
Maureen was near orgasm in seconds, a week without one clearly way too long.
Silkstockings18: Cum now u fucking slave, now, now, NOW!!
Maureen obeyed immediately as the double sensation of ass fucking herself mixed with slapping her clit made her cum like Niagara Falls. "Fuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuck."
She collapsed on the ass plug and yelped as it again went deeper into her. She weakly reached for the computer and typed.
Milflezinnylons: Thank u Mistress
Silkstockings18: Ur welcome slut. Good obedient pets will always be rewarded.
Milflezinnylons: I've never come so hard in my life, Mistress.
Silkstockings18: Again my pet...this is just the beginning...but I really have to go now. Good night, slut.
Milflezinnylons: Good night, Mistress.
Heather logged out and headed to Chelsey's with a plan to really push her MILF pet.
Maureen didn't move for an eternity as she bathed in the afterglow of euphoria. Eventually, she got up, went to the couch, threw in her favourite movie 'Sleepless in Seattle', and relaxed.
Heather arrived and as soon as she had her MILF pet alone for a moment whispered, "Be in the main floor bathroom in fifteen minutes."
"Please," she pleaded.
Heather sighed, went to the fridge, found a cucumber, moved to the terrified mother and moved it under her skirt. "When will you learn, I own you." She roughly pushed the cucumber inside the bitch's cunt.
Celeste moaned as the cucumber slid in her cunt even as she cursed herself for again not being able to stand up to Heather. Every time she told herself she could resist, yet every time she gave in almost instantly.
After a few seconds, Heather pulled the cucumber out and ordered, "Now cut this up and bring us a snack platter."
"Yes, Mistress," Celeste nodded, even though she was completely mortified by the task.
Seconds later, Chelsey came downstairs and said, "I thought I heard you."
Celeste's face burned red as Heather smiled, "I was just chatting with your mother."
"Come on," Chelsey said, all excited, "Everyone else is already here."
That night, Heather had Celeste eat her out twice and brought her MILF slut to orgasm by finger-fucking her in the hallway just outside the bedroom while everyone else slept. Heather considered fisting her pet, but was sure that would indeed wake up the whole house. She loved pushing her pet's limits, but she also didn't want to get caught (although the idea of getting caught was always exciting and made her orgasm more intensely).
7. DESPERATE TO PLEASE
Maureen, although nervous, obeyed the church order from her Mistress, as she found a spot in church that was in the corner.
The butt plug filled her ass and the wi-vibe was teasing her clit, even though it wasn't on.
As soon as they began singing a church hymn, Maureen slyly turned on the wi-vibe, praying (pun intended) the singing would drown out the sound of the vibe and her inevitable moans.
She stood up, trying to act nonchalant, as she tried to reach orgasm in church and fulfill the most recent task from her teen Mistress.
The buzzing was intense, directly on her clit, and also in her pussy, and her orgasm was rising pretty quickly.
She clenched the wooden bench in front of her as the pulses began to increase. Thankfully, the song was lengthy and allowed Maureen's orgasm to build. She closed her eyes, the orgasm close, as she leaned against the bench to put extra pressure on her trembling pussy.
Her orgasm hit, just as the song was ending, and she screamed, "Halleluiah!"
Thankfully, it didn't seem out of place and no one gave her a second thought other than following her in repeating the words of rejoice.
She sat back down, put her head between her legs, looking like she was praying and turned the toy off.
She caught her breath, even as her legs continued to tremble from the orgasm as she worshipped a teenager she had never met.
She sat through the sermon, which was ironically again about resisting temptation and then quickly went home... wanting to tell her online Mistress that she had obeyed another order.
Milflezinnylons: I came IN church as instructed.
It was a few hours later when there was a knock on Maureen's door.
Maureen got up, finally used to the medium sized butt plug and looked out her peephole. It was the pretty girl from down the street... Heather.
She opened the door and greeted, "Hi, Heather," even as she imagined her online Mistress looking a lot like her.
"Hi, Mrs. Lynch," the teenager smiled widely, putting her left arm on her hip and posing as she wore a plaid skirt that was school girl sexy.
"What can I do for you?" Maureen asked, noticing the teen dressed rather provocatively, before joking "Do you need some sugar?"
"No," she answered, "I need a favour."
"Anything," Maureen answered, although the teen had no clue she literally meant anything.
"Our family is leaving tonight for a week and I was supposed to get someone to check on the house while we were gone. Of course, I forgot the one thing my mom asked me to do," the teen lied. The truth was her parents were out of the country and were not going to be back for another week.
"Oh, sure," Maureen nodded, surprised she would be her first choice.
"Great," Heather said, giving her soon to be pet a big hug.
Maureen was surprised by the teen's embrace, but enjoyed it... being so long since she had any real intimacy... her new toys only able to do so much... her new Mistress too far away to give her the real intimacy she craved... the tasks fulfilling but not the same as a real submission to a real person she could touch... taste... serve.
"Here is the key," Heather said, handing her a key.
"How often do you want me to go over?" Maureen asked.
"Oh, if you could go over every day to feed the cat that would be great," Heather suggested. "Or every second day if that is too big an inconvenience."
"No, no, I'm sure I can walk across the street once a day," Maureen joked, wondering what the odds were the nylons she was wearing were thigh highs or a garter with stockings... unlikely, but an image worth fantasizing about.
"Awesome," Heather giggled, acting like the teenager she is.
"I'll stop by tomorrow," Maureen offered.
"Great," Heather smiled warmly, before adding, "thanks again."
"You're welcome," Maureen nodded, wishing that Heather was her online Mistress... she was the same age, had similar looks and was beautiful.
"K, bye," Heather waved, walking away.
Maureen watched her walk away, her pussy dampening slightly as she watched the 18-year-old saunter away in heels and nylons. She briefly watched closely for any evidence of stockings, but the skirt was just long enough to prevent any conclusion.
Maureen went back inside and sent a message to her Mistress, who suddenly seemed so far away.
Milflezinnylons: Heather just came over and asked me to check on her house for the next few days.
Maureen then went to get an ice tea. When she returned, after also going to the washroom briefly, she was surprised to see there was a message from Mistress Siena.
Silkstockings18: What a great opportunity.
Milflezinnylons: How so?
Maureen was curious what type of opportunity could possibly exist from this.
Silkstockings18: You can search through her things.
Milflezinnylons: Why would I do that?
Silkstockings18: Well, I'm an ocean away and she is just across the street.
Milflezinnylons: But she isn't a lesbian.
Silkstockings18: How do you know that?
Milflezinnylons: I don't know.
Silkstockings18: 60 plus percent of women are bisexual or curious and I think that estimate is quite low.
Milflezinnylons: Really?
Silkstockings18: And today's high school girls are very promiscuous
Milflezinnylons: I wish I was a teenager now!!
Silkstockings18: So your next task is twofold.
Milflezinnylons: yes, Mistress.
Silkstockings18: First task is to go and get the third and final butt plug and put it in that MILF arse of yours.
Maureen's eyes went big even though she had known this was coming.
Milflezinnylons: Yes, Mistress.
Silkstockings18: Good, pet.
Milflezinnylons: Give me a few.
Silkstockings18: Sure, my little arse slut.
Maureen stood up, quite used to having the medium sized plug in her butt, but wasn't sure how she would take the much bigger third one. It didn't seem possible. Yet, obviously it was. She pulled the plug out and laughed as a popping sound was made as her ass was finally empty.
Silkstockings18: I can't wait to have you bent on all fours and fucking that arse of yours with my big strap-on. Would you like that?
Maureen was lubing the large butt plug when she saw the naughty message.
Silkstockings18: Or what if Heather walked over and demanded you eat her cunt?
Maureen's cunt gushed at the wicked thought. After seeing the beautiful neighbour dressed so sexy, especially in nylons, and also the thought she may be bisexual, had her excited as hell.
Milflezinnylons: Oh my!!
Maureen prepared for the insertion of the titanic of butt plugs, trying to distract herself from the undoubtable pain that was to come with the idea of submitting to Heather.
Silkstockings18: Mmmmm, I bet she wouldn't refuse you if you walked over there right now and said, 'I'm a submissive cunt-pleaser and I would love to be your unconditional slut.'
Milflezinnylons: Oh, God!!
Maureen was worried that her online Mistress would make her go over and say such things... yet, on the other hand, her cunt burned with anticipation of doing exactly that.
Silkstockings18: Do you want to be Heather's pet, my slut?
Maureen froze, the plug on the chair lubricated and ready for insertion. The question was difficult. In a perfect world... yes. Yet, the thrill of her current submissive relationship with her online Mistress was the anonymity of it. In Canada, no one knew the secret truth of her draw to women... her desire to submit. If Heather found out, her secret was out of her control.
Milflezinnylons: I don't know.
Silkstockings18: Hmmmm, I think we both know the TRUE answer to that.
Milflezinnylons: It's just she may be a little too close to home.
Silkstockings18: A good Mistress never puts her submissive in a precarious situation.
Heather smirked to herself... that was definitely not true in her treatment of her submissives.
Milflezinnylons: I suppose.
Silkstockings18: Is the plug in my cunt licker's arse yet?
Milflezinnylons: No, Mistress.
Silkstockings18: Do it now!!
Milflezinnylons: Yes, Mistress.
Maureen took a deep breath and slowly lowered herself onto the anal empaler. Like the last time, a new pain burned in her ass as it was widened more than ever before. She started slow, but then decided to go all in quickly... like jumping into the cold water at a pool.



"Aaaaaaaaaaaah," Maureen screamed, as a searing pain coursed through her, her ass literally feeling like it was being ripped in two.
Milflezinnylons: All in.
Silkstockings18: How do you feel?
Milflezinnylons: Like I'm being ripped apart at the seams.
Silkstockings18: LOL. So your next task is to go over to Heather's house tomorrow and search her room for evidence of lesbian toys. Also, check her laundry for used panties.
Milflezinnylons: Oh my.
Silkstockings18: She'll never know.
Milflezinnylons: It still feels wrong.
Silkstockings18: Are you questioning me?
Milflezinnylons: No, Mistress. I'm sorry.
Heather logged out, having long ago perfected the psychological manipulation of her pets. She was confident her pet-to-be would be grovelling in apology and this would only enhance her utter submission to the real her that was coming very soon.
Maureen saw her Mistress log out and sighed. Without thinking, she quickly apologized.
Milflezinnylons: I'm so sorry, Mistress. I shouldn't have questioned you. I promise I won't again. I will submissively wait for your next order and I will fulfill the new task.
Maureen wasn't sure she could stand up. The plug seemed to be so deep in her that she couldn't fathom walking, never mind trying to work tomorrow.
Slowly, she pulled her panties back up her legs and slowly, painfully, stood up. New pain coursed through her and yet oddly it was a good pain. A pain that reminded her that she was a submissive obeying her Mistress.
She checked her computer all night and the next morning and wasn't surprised to see no response from her Mistress.
The MILF practiced walking with the huge plug up her ass and somehow made it through the following day at work, her Mistress constantly on her mind.
Meanwhile, Heather wasn't really going anywhere, but she was going to make sure there was a pair of very wet, cum coated panties in her laundry for her pet-to-be to find. So in the morning, before school, she did something she almost never did... she had pets for that... she pleasured herself. Once she came, fantasizing about the upcoming addition of her new MILF, she flooded into her panties.
She tossed them right on top of her half-filled laundry basket and headed to school.
After work Maureen went home, grabbed the key and saw that a new lingerie package had arrived in the mail. She put it beside the laptop, which she noticed didn't include a message from Sienna and headed to Heather's house. She walked inside and immediately saw the cat. She went and fed him first, before deciding, against her own moral code, to obey the orders of an eighteen-year-old from a different country and walked up the stairs.
She walked into a room that was clearly her parent's room first, before walking into one that was undoubtedly Heather's. She paused at the doorway. She wasn't sure she should be doing this... this violation of privacy. Yet, after a brief consideration her determination of utter obedience to her online Mistress superseded her moral fibre. So, she stepped inside and gasped.
On the wall was a suction cup dildo.
Maureen starred at it as so many questions popped into her head.
Did Heather fuck that big thing? Assumedly, why else would it be there?
Did Heather leave it there for her to see? Unlikely, she would not expect that her room would be walked in to.
Did Heather leave it up all the time? Wouldn't her parents see it?
Could Heather take all that in her young, ripe pussy?
Maureen's cunt was instantly damp and leaking into her panties as she envisioned Heather riding that big dildo or, better yet, making her ride it.
Now curious, the obedient MILF began to search the room, excited like she was as a child on Easter... looking for candy and toys.
The submissive slut-wannabe walked over to the nightstand and opened it. Nothing except some tums, hair clips and other miscellaneous items.
Maureen felt disappointed, having hoped, for some reason, to find a treasure of sin. She looked under the bed... spotless.
Maureen walked to Heather's dresser and opened the top drawer. Jackpot. Her cunt tingled as she rummaged through the plethora of thigh high stockings. There must have been twenty pairs or more of expensive pure silk stockings in a variety of colours. The teen even had a couple of garters, something that shocked Maureen.
If she wasn't already wearing some, the nylon obsessed MILF may have put some on herself.
The next drawer had a variety of panties, all sexy, and a few thongs. It also had a few sexy lace bras. This teenager was sexy as hell.
Maureen wished that Heather could be her real life Mistress, as her need for submission continued to consume her. Yet, she couldn't fathom how to make such a fantasy a reality.
She went through the rest of the drawers and found nothing riveting other than some very sexy, fashionable clothing.
Maureen did notice a diary on the edge of the dresser, but although curious as hell, she didn't open it. That would be a definite violation of the teen's privacy. She laughed to herself as she looked over to the laundry basket. As if everything she had just done wasn't a major violation.
The obedient MILF, suddenly recalling she was to grab a pair of panties from the laundry basket, walked over to the laundry basket and saw a pair of sexy black panties sitting right on top of a red dress and a pair of jeans. She reached down and grabbed them and was surprised that they were quite wet. Clearly, Heather had come in them.
Without even thinking, the submissive horny MILF moved the soiled panties to her nose and took a whiff.
The scent was intoxicating and immediately Maureen wanted to smell it, taste it, directly from the source.
The very horny MILF put the panties in her purse and decided to go home and get herself off.
She went home and went directly to her computer and typed.
Milflezinnylons: Mistress... I obeyed your task. I went to Heather's house, snooped through her room and found some interesting things.
Milflezinnylons: One: she had an eight inch dildo stuck on her wall.
Milflezinnylons: Two: she has a plethora of thigh high stockings and even a couple of garters.
Milflezinnylons: Three: I found a pair of very wet panties and brought them home.
Heather was reading these messages on her phone, sitting at Mrs. Walker's desk, as her pretty teacher lapped away at her cunt.
Maureen was horny as hell but was pretty sure she needed permission to have an orgasm.
Milflezinnylons: May I have an orgasm, Mistress?
Heather decided to push her further, even as she decided tomorrow was the day she would finish this lengthy seduction.
Silkstockings18: I'm still unsure about our relationship.
Milflezinnylons: Mistress, I'm so sorry. I will do ANYTHING to prove my complete obedience.
Heather smiled knowing she had her hook, line and sinker.
Silkstockings18: Anything?
Maureen was desperate to prove it, desperate to give herself completely to her in hopes she could somehow, someway, assist in getting her to submit to Heather.
Milflezinnylons: Yes, Mistress... ANYTHING.
Heather decided to test the truth to the MILF's declaration.
Silkstockings18: Send me a body shot picture of you... only in stockings.
Maureen looked at the words and didn't hesitate as she stood up and began undressing.
Silkstockings18: And a second that shows the plug in that arse of yours.
Maureen was so horny, so desperate to obey, that she was soon only in a garter belt and stockings. Although awkward she took a computer selfie. The first three were blurry and impossible to get her entire body.
Milflezinnylons: Mistress, I will need to get my real camera and take photos on a timer and then transfer them to my computer.
Heather smiled at the desperate need to obey of her new MILF.
Silkstockings18: Great. I need to go soon anyways. I'll be back online in a couple of hours. Send me at least three more pictures that will make my cunt wet and get you back in my good graces.
Milflezinnylons: Yes, Mistress. I will do it ASAP.
Silkstockings18: Good slut. Impress me and I will give you a BIG surprise soon.
Maureen was giddy with getting back in her good books and excited by whatever the big surprise was.
Milflezinnylons: I will Mistress.
Heather put her phone down, her orgasm rising at the experienced tongue of her submissive English teacher.
"That's it, Mrs. Walker," Heather moaned, "lick my cunt in your classroom like the submissive pet you are."
Heather loved the thrill of pushing her pets to do things out of character, and completely out of their comfort zone... and for her teacher pet: being on her knees, under her desk, in her classroom, eating pussy was both.
Moments later, Heather came on her teacher's face even as she envisioned a new pet in that exact position.
Maureen got the camera and tripod out and set them up. She also poured a glass of wine, thinking this would be a lot better if she was tipsy. She ended up doing the first glass and poured a second as she walked around the house pretty much naked.
Feeling good, and wanting to obey, she timed the camera and made her first pose. Her arms on her hips, her right leg slightly in front of her left, not hiding her cunt, while showcasing her breasts and very hard nipples.
Flash!
She did five poses to complete the first picture.
She then did the second expected pose. This one somehow made her feel more vulnerable and she had to finish her second glass of wine first.
She moved a chair in front of the camera, moved onto her knees so her ass was in full view and waited for the picture to be snapped.
The picture taken, she checked it. It made her ass look wide, yet the butt plug was in clear view as instructed.
She poured a third glass of wine as she pondered what three more pictures she should take. Loving her old-fashioned lingerie she went and changed into a pair of expensive nylons she hadn't worn yet. The pair cost 89 dollars and were called Natalie Diamond Heel stockings and had a small ivory Picot at the top of the welt, with a diamond heel pattern, of course.
She felt decadent and rich in the stockings, knowing that she was definitely born in the wrong decade.
She returned downstairs and posed. She took a half dozen photos of herself with the left stocking on, while she put the second stocking on slowly for a variety of sexy, pin-up style poses.
She felt like a model as she posed in the luxury stockings. She sipped her third glass of wine before going back upstairs to go through her fancy, rarely used, lingerie.
Maureen slipped out of the stockings and grabbed the other pair that she had purchased recently. The Gennia 10 Denier Fully Fashioned Stocking was an old school European heel style. She grabbed the coffee coloured stockings and went downstairs to open the new package which she was pretty sure was a fourth corset she had purchased online recently.
She opened the box and pulled out the new expensive corset she had ordered, a sluttier version than the other ones she owned... inspired by her teenage Mistress. She moved to the camera, set up the timer to take a photo every five seconds and, completely naked, began to slowly get dressed in the stockings and sexy gold corset.
There were dozens of pictures taken:
-bent over naked with stocking in hand
-stocking just going on right foot
-stocking up to ankle, up to knee, up to thigh
-bending down to get second stocking
-almost falling as she grabbed the stocking
-giggling as she looked directly at the camera
-second stocking on foot
-second stocking up to ankle
-second stocking on thigh
-posing with hand on hips
-sitting on chair, stocking feet up in air
-sitting on chair, legs spread open, hands covering pussy
-sitting on chair, legs crossed, cupping breasts
-sitting on chair, legs crossed, blowing a kiss
-standing up with ass to camera
-reaching for corset
-corset on ground with feet inside it
-bending over to pull corset up
-corset half up nylon-clad legs
-corset on hips
-corset just covering up breasts
-corset on
Maureen did a few more sexy poses in the corset before deciding to put on her strap-on as well for one last picture.
Content with her photos, Maureen grabbed the camera, and hooked it up to the computer. She downloaded the photos and went through them. Both tipsy and horny, she choose the ten photos she liked the best and sent them to her teenage Mistress.
Milflezinnylons: Here are a bunch of pictures of me. Please don't laugh or be repulsed.
It was Heather's turn to gasp. Although she had given the order, she wasn't sure her pet-to-be would obey, this was a much riskier order. Nor did she remotely expect such risqué, sexy photos that actually made her cunt gush.
Milflezinnylons: I'm kinda drunk.
Silkstockings18: How can you be kinda drunk?
Maureen was excited that her Mistress was online.
Milflezinnylons: Okay, I'm drunk.
Silkstockings18: I'm going to be very honest with you.
Milflezinnylons: K!
Silkstockings18: My cunt is leaking looking at these photos.
Milflezinnylons: I picked them for you.
Silkstockings18: U r utterly delicious.
Milflezinnylons: I bet u r too!!
Silkstockings18: U bad girl.
Milflezinnylons: Ur bad girl.
Silkstockings18: So did u fuck urself on the strap-on?
Milflezinnylons: LOL. No.
Silkstockings18: I'm serious.
Milflezinnylons: It honestly didn't even occur to me.
Silkstockings18: When u go over tomorrow u will!
Milflezinnylons: Oh my!
Silkstockings18: Is that a yes, my pet?
Milflezinnylons: Yes, Mistress.
Silkstockings18: Good girl. You will also go there dressed in exactly what u were wearing in those photos.
Milflezinnylons: I'm still in them, Mistress.
Silkstockings18: Yummy.
Heather's pussy was on fire and although it was risky, she texted Celeste.
Meet me in the bathroom NOW!!
Heather was staying at her best friend Chelsey's tonight and was in the same room as her at the moment.
She said, "I'll be in the washroom."
"Okay," Chelsey nodded, not looking up from her phone.
Heather was confident that Chelsey's oblivion and obsessive phone addiction would keep her distracted while her mother munched on her cunt.
Milflezinnylons: I'm very, very horny Mistress.
Silkstockings18: Me too.
Heather smiled as Celeste sheepishly walked into the bathroom that was connected to her bedroom.
The MILF locked the door, walked over to Heather and wordlessly dropped to her knees.
Heather opened her legs wide and smiled as her pet buried her face in her cunt.
Milflezinnylons: May I come, Mistress.
Silkstockings18: Do you have the panties still?
Milflezinnylons: In my purse.
Silkstockings18: Get them.
Milflezinnylons: Yes, Mistress.
Maureen went to her purse; Heather moaned as the slut lapped hungrily on her wet cunt.
Milflezinnylons: I have them.
Silkstockings18: Smell them.
Maureen did again, the scent as strong and intoxicating as the first time she smelt them.
Milflezinnylons: I already did once... and now twice.
Silkstockings18: Describe it.
Milflezinnylons: Intriguing... intoxicating... addictive
Silkstockings18: Mmmmmm... are the panties wet.
Milflezinnylons: Very!
Silkstockings18: Put them in your mouth and taste her cum.
Maureen hadn't thought about it... but she obeyed, putting the crotch in her mouth. Although she could taste the cotton, she could also taste the unmistakable taste of pussy... and it was heavenly. She immediately wished she could taste it directly from the source.
Milflezinnylons: Oh my, delicious.
Silkstockings18: What does it taste like?
Milflezinnylons: Heaven.
Silkstockings18: Imagine it directly from the source.
Milflezinnylons: I am.
Silkstockings18: Now put the panties over your head, the wet crotch right on your lips.
Maureen obeyed the strange, yet intriguing order.
Milflezinnylons: Okay.
The scent enveloped her, making her desperate to taste it.
Silkstockings18: Now get yourself off by licking every last remnant of her cum while fingering that cunt of yours while imagining you are eating Heather's cunt.
Milflezinnylons: God, yes... thank you, Mistress.
Maureen immediately obeyed, closing her eyes and imagining being in Heather's room, on her knees, eagerly licking the teen's cunt.
Heather began grinding her pussy up and down her MILF pet's tongue and face, close to orgasm herself, imagining tomorrow and the completion of adding a new pet to her harem.
Maureen reached orgasm quicker than she ever had. The mixture of wine, visions of Heather, the photo shoot, the panties on her head she was licking and talking to Sienna had her on the brink. Her orgasm hit her hard as she lapped the teen's wet panties.
Heather came simultaneously just as Chelsey knocked on the door.
"Are you almost done?" Chelsey asked.
"Yes, just finishing," Heather replied, as she held her pet's head deep in her cunt.
Milflezinnylons: I just came Mistress.
Silkstockings18: Me too.
Heather let go of her MILF's head and ordered, "Leave my cum on that pretty face of yours."
"Yes, Mistress," the MILF nodded, as she stood up and moved to the door going to her room.
Milflezinnylons: I wish I was there to be the one to get you off.
Silkstockings18: Soon, my pet.
Milflezinnylons: LOL.
Silkstockings18: Don't forget, tomorrow's task is to fuck yourself on that wall cock.
Milflezinnylons: Yes, Mistress.
Silkstockings18: I have to go.
Milflezinnylons: Me too. I'm wiped.
Silkstockings18: Tomorrow then.
Milflezinnylons: Night, Mistress.
Silkstockings18: Night, my slut. PS: You may take the plug out of your arse in the morning and, of course, go without panties. That way you can quickly get that dildo in that wanton cunt of yours tomorrow.
Milflezinnylons: Thank u, Mistress.
Heather returned to Chelsey's room; Maureen got undressed and went to bed.
Heather knew tomorrow was the day; Maureen had no idea that tomorrow her fantasy would become reality.
8. FINAL SUBMISSION
Heather was home when Maureen came over, hiding in her parents' room dressed only in black thigh highs, five-inch heels and a strap-on cock... hidden by a robe.



Maureen, dressed exactly as she was yesterday in the photos, fed the cat first and then made her way up the stairs. There was almost no trepidation, but rather a quiet calm as she prepared to obey her Mistress. Her pussy was on fire all day, and she was eager to get herself off... desperate, actually.
She walked into the teenager's room, got out of her dress, went directly to the dildo on the wall and dropped to her knees.
She moved backwards slowly, her pussy so wet that it easily filled her cunt.
"Ohhhhh," Maureen moaned, her cunt finally filled.
She rode it slowly, wanting to enjoy the submission to an invisible Mistress.
Heather slowly moved to her bedroom, smiling that her door was wide open. She walked to the door and peaked inside. As expected, her pet-to-be was obeying completely. She was riding the dildo and in the exact same outfit as yesterday.
Maureen's eyes were closed as she fantasized that Heather walked in on her riding the dildo. So she wasn't sure if the words she heard next were real or fantasy. "What are you doing, Mrs. Lynch?"
Maureen froze, the dildo deep within her cunt.
Slowly, Maureen opened her eyes, praying the voice was in her head. Of course, it wasn't.
Maureen stammered, although too paralyzed to move, "H-H-Heather, I can explain."
"Please do," the teenage seductress smiled, walking into the room, deciding to play the game a bit longer.
Maureen finally moved off the dildo and stood up. "I, um, well, I was curious."
"About what?" Heather asked, walking to the mortified MILF.
"If you left the dildo on the wall for me," Maureen answered, grasping at straws.
"And what if I did?" Heather smiled, now directly in front of her.
Maureen was confused. Heather wasn't shocked at all. Actually, why was Heather here in the first place? She was trembling with embarrassment, and her leaking pussy didn't help at all. Finally, she asked, "Did you?"
"I did," Heather nodded. "I was surprised when you didn't ride it last night."
"But why me?" the confused MILF asked, feeling so vulnerable looking into the teen's enchanting eyes.
"I've had my eye on you for a while," Heather responded, continuing to be vague and yet dripping with innuendo.
Maureen was speechless as the teen's fingers moved between her breasts.
"Why were you riding my dildo?" Heather asked.
Maureen, her body trembling at her touch, answered with hopeful exuberance that her words would show the teen her submissive nature, responded, "My Mistress ordered me to."
"And who is your Mistress?" Heather asked, as she opened her robe and revealed her perfect body.
Suddenly it was Crystal clear. "You are," Maureen whispered, knowing instantly she was right. She didn't know how, and she didn't know why, but Heather was Sienna. Sienna was Heather.
"Knees, my pet," Heather ordered.
"Yes, Mistress," Maureen nodded, a chill going up her spine as she obeyed the beautiful teen's order. She was soon staring not at a pussy like she anticipated, but a strap-on cock.
"Are you ready to become my pet, Ms. Lynch?" Heather asked.
"Yes, Mistress," the still bewildered, but excited MILF nodded.
"You understand I expect complete obedience," Heather continued, her plastic cock moving all around the MILF's lips.
"Yes, Mistress," Maureen nodded, her head spinning with fantasy becoming reality.
"Suck my cock, my pet," Heather ordered, enjoying the look of lust and confusion in the pet's eyes.
"Yes, Mistress," the submissive nodded, apparently on repeat, before leaning forward and taking the teen's cock in her mouth. She couldn't actually remember the last time a cock was in her mouth, yet she began bobbing.
"I've been looking forward to this, my pet, ever since I realized who you were," Heather explained, as she watched the pretty MILF bob on the strap-on cock.
Maureen wanted to ask when she realized, but she had a mouthful of cock.
Heather continued, answering the MILF's unspoken question, "It was when I recognized your table in the living room in the early photos you sent me."
Maureen pondered how she would recognize it, but did recall Heather being over once or twice when her daughter still lived at home.
"So I tested you," Heather explained with a soft chuckle, "and you passed with flying colours and then some."
After a moment, Heather added, "On all fours."
Maureen obeyed, her cunt literally on fire.
"Any questions?" Heather asked, as she moved behind her pet.
Maureen asked the obvious, "So you are Sienna?"
"That was the name I gave, wasn't it?" Heather responded with a soft laugh, as she put her hands on her pet's hips. "Actually, it's my middle name."
"Wow," was all that Maureen could muster, in awe of the revelations and dying to get fucked.
"Do you want me to fuck you?" Heather asked, rubbing the cock up and down the MILF's pussy lips.
"God, yes Mistress," Maureen moaned, her whole body at the whim of the teenager.
"Beg," Heather ordered, always loving to hear a pet desperate to be fucked.
"Oh, God, Mistress, please fuck your pet slut. I have fantasized this for so long," Maureen admitted.
Suddenly, Heather moved the cock up and slid it into the MILFs ass... always enjoying the scream that came with the sudden shock.
"Fuck," Maureen screamed, her ass suddenly filled. The cock was thinner than the last butt plug, but longer. It instantly created both pleasure and pain, a sensation that she now enjoyed since she had started her anal training.
"Did you fantasize being sodomized?" Heather asked, as her cock remained buried deep in her newest pet's ass.
Maureen hadn't, but now that her ass was burning with pleasure, she wanted nothing more. She responded, "No, Mistress, but my three holes and body are yours."
"Mmmmm," Heather answered, as she slowly began fucking the MILF's ass. "You really are a natural submissive."
The sensation of being ass fucked was exhilarating, even as the burn remained, as Maureen moaned, "Feels so good."
"The anal training has prepared you well for this, my pet," Heather purred, a minute later as she began going faster.
"Ohhhhhhh," Maureen whimpered, the faster fucking creating more intense pleasure, the pain almost gone.
"Want it harder?" Heather asked, another minute later as the MILF's breathing increased.
"Yes," the MILF declared, wanting to be fucked hard...used.
Heather slammed hard into the MILF's ass and Maureen screamed again as a new pain cascaded through her, which simultaneously caused a new stronger pleasure.
"Pound my ass, Mistress," Maureen begged, the pleasure unlike anything she had ever felt... even though her orgasm was not close.
Heather did for a couple more minutes, as her pet mumbled with euphoria, before pulling out and asking, "Ready to taste your Mistress?"
Maureen was sad the anal fucking was done, but indeed eager to taste the teen Goddess. "Yes, Mistress," she answered, turning around to see the blonde taking the strap-on off.
Heather tossed the strap-on aside and sat on the edge of the bed. "Crawl, my pet."
It felt natural for Maureen to crawl like a puppy to her Mistress. She stared at the teen's nylon-clad legs and feet.
Heather asked, "Like the nylons? I am wearing them for you."
"Yes," Maureen nodded, reaching the teen's feet.
"Go ahead," Heather offered, "suck on my toes."
Maureen was in lust. She didn't hesitate as she took one foot in her hands and then put the nylon-clad foot to her mouth. She sucked on each toe individually, as if they were small sexy cocks.
"Such a good pet," Heather moaned, enjoying the lavish attention.
Maureen moved to the other foot and replicated the intense focus completely in awe of the submissive sensual act.
"You will be a very good pet," Heather purred, as she moved the sole of her foot to the MILF's face.
Maureen licked the salty silky sole with the same submissive eagerness.
"You got me very wet, my pet," Heather moaned, her pussy on fire.
"Ditto," Maureen quipped back, as she licked every inch of the nylon-clad sole.
Heather moved up onto her bed and ordered, as she spread her legs, "Come and service your Mistress, my pet."
"Yes, Mistress," Maureen replied, as she eagerly joined the teen on the bed. She crawled between her legs and moved to her shaved cunt. She stared at it with the awe a guitarist has for a Stratocaster guitar, or herself when she got her first pair of stockings at Albert's.
"Go ahead, my pet, make your fantasy a reality," Heather offered, her fingers parting her glistening wet pussy.
"Yes, Mistress," Maureen nodded, before she leaned forward, extended her tongue, and began licking. One taste and any lingering doubts deep in her moral fibre dissipated as she tasted perfection. The sweetness indescribable, the scent irresistible, Maureen was in seventh heaven.
"Does it taste better directly from the source, my pet?" Heather asked, looking down at the eager MILF lapping hungrily.
"Perfection," Maureen mumbled between licks.
"I've been told that before," Heather moaned.
Maureen kept licking, exploring every inch of the perfect tantalizing pussy as if she was Indiana Jones searching for the Holy Grail. Although she had found her own Holy Grail, she was still trying to decode it... to unlock its secret treasure.
"That's it, my pet," Heather moaned, "You're a natural cunt muncher."
"I aim to please," Maureen responded, as she licked hungrily.
"I know, my pet," the teen said, her own orgasm building.
The MILF could sense the teen was close and moved her tongue and lips to her clit and began flicking it.
"Oh fuck, don't you dare stop," Heather demanded, as her legs twitched, her orgasm about to erupt.
Maureen didn't stop as she kept licking as Heather grabbed her head and pulled her deeper into her oasis of wetness.
"Yes," Heather screamed a moment later as she held her pet deep between her legs and came all over her pretty face.
Maureen became drunk as she hungrily lapped the Holy Grail that was rewarding her like the most expensive wine ever created.
Heather came harder than usual, like she usually did when she first came at the tongue of a new conquest.
Maureen lapped until Heather pushed her head away. Heather explained, "I have to pee."
Maureen, her face wet with cum, looked up and said, "You came so much I thought you may have."
"I'm a flooder," the teen laughed, standing up.
"So I have learned," the MILF nodded, as she watched the pretty teen walk away.
Heather, stopping at the door, said, "Why don't you finish what you started a while ago?"
"Yes, Mistress," Maureen nodded, her pussy still on fire.
Heather left and Maureen crawled back to the suction-cup dildo and resumed fucking herself. Unlike when she was slowly fucking herself, what now felt like eons ago, yet was really less than thirty minutes, she began riding the dildo deep and fast.
The MILF was near orgasm as her head replayed the crazy twist of the past half an hour.
Maureen was about to erupt when Heather walked back in and ordered, "Stop."
Maureen froze, her body trembling and her breathing erratic.
"Do you want to come?" Heather questioned.
"Yes, Mistress," Maureen nodded, her head light, her orgasm begging for release.
"And what will you do for me?" Heather asked, all sing-song.
"Anything," Maureen answered, and meant it.
"Good answer," Heather nodded, "and I'll definitely take you up on the offer. Now come for your Mistress."
Maureen didn't hesitate as she resumed fucking herself, bouncing so hard on the cock that her ass hit the wall.
"Come now, my slut," Heather demanded.
Maureen moaned loudly as her orgasm built quickly.
"Now, my MILF pussy pleaser, my teen twat lapper, my ass fucking mommy next door," Heather listed. "Come you naughty, submissive whore."
"Yes," Maureen screamed as the litany of derogatory names was the final straw that broke the camel's back as the biggest orgasm she ever experienced cascaded through her.
"Good slut," the teen purred, as she watched her newest pet come like the hungry slut she was.
Maureen crashed forward as the orgasm seemed to never end.
"They always come hardest the first time they submit," Heather quipped, as she moved in front of the still quaking pet.
Maureen saw the teen's stocking-clad feet and moved up and began licking the top of her Mistress's foot, like a loyal obedient puppy.
"Oh, my pet, we are going to have a lot of fun," Heather smiled down at the MILF, her cunt already getting wet again.
Maureen kept licking the top of her Mistress's feet, even as her orgasm continued sending wave after wave through her very being, "Yes, Mistress."
THE END
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SUMMARY: White teacher is blackmailed by black student with big cock.
Thanks: To goamz86, Robert, and Wayne.
Submission School: Black-Maled
I was grading papers a couple hours after school when everything fell apart.
It had been a long week. Parent teacher interviews are always exhausting, grading Shakespeare essays are always tedious (the majority of the students not remotely able to properly write an essay, let alone a Shakespeare essay) and to top it all off my daughter had been acting very strange of late. She had been coming home late, dressing much more provocatively and hanging out with the cheerleaders, which was strange because she had mocked them throughout high school for being uppity bitches. She had always been a mid-nineties student who usually just focused on her studies and getting into Harvard and avoided all the high school drama.
Now, before I get too carried away with the incident that changed my life, I should tell you a bit about myself and my family. I am thirty-nine, have been married for nineteen years, have two children, an eighteen year old daughter, Sophia, and a sixteen year old son Derek. My husband works in the oil industry and is often gone for weeks at a time, making me essentially a single mother at times.
I'm not complaining though, my kids are both very good kids. Sophia has already been named Valedictorian for this year's graduating class, has already been conditionally accepted at Harvard and has a summer job already lined up working for Governor Daphne Green.
My son Derek is a great athlete and will likely get a baseball scholarship once he graduates, although he also plays hockey so his options are very open. He also is academically gifted although not quite at the same exceptional level as his sister. While Sophia has the higher grades she is more reclusive (or had been until the past week), and Derek is a lot more popular. He has charisma, is funny and yet has a great heart about him.
I have always been a bit of an enigma myself. I have a great heart, I am compassionate and I love teaching; yet, I have also learned as a teacher it is easier to come on strong and back off later than try to gain power in the classroom after things go astray. Thus, although most kids like my class and me, some kids don't like my rigour and high expectations (especially in a continually more and more watered down education system).
Anyway, the point was I lived a normal upper-middle class life, with my too big for the four of us house, a nice SUV vehicle, a cabin at the lake and all the electrical gadgets needed to survive the 2015 world.
That normal life was turned upside down in just a few seconds when Jordan, a black student who was a bit of a handful (no future pun intended), sauntered into the room with his usual smug smile on his face. He closed my classroom door which was the first warning of what was to come.
I said, thinking it odd, "Please keep the door open, Jordan."
"Oh, I think you will want it closed," he said, smiling rather ominously.
"I won't ask you again, Jordan, please open the door," I ordered, my tone one that implied this was not up for debate. I was tired, cranky and not in the mood for any sort of power play between teacher and student.
"Whatever you wish," he shrugged, his smug smile somehow smugger than usual, as if he knew something I didn't.
He opened the door, and began walking to my desk as I asked, "And what brings you to my classroom at this hour?"
"You know my girlfriend Trisha?" He asked. A strange question since she was in the same class as him.
"Obviously," I said, annoyed by his smugness and silly question.
"Well, it's about your daughter," he said, which quickly got my attention.
"What about Sophia?" I asked, not remotely ready for what he was about to reveal.
"She's a lesbo," he said.
"Excuse me?" I asked, assuming and hoping I had heard him wrong.
"Sophia likes to eat pussy, well at least black pussy," Jordan said, smiling. "I can't say if she likes snacking on white cunt too."
"That is enough," I said firmly, standing up.
"I just thought you would want to know that your good girl daughter is also getting an A-plus in cunt munching," he continued, clearly enjoy himself.
Feeling incredibly uncomfortable suddenly, I demanded, "Jordan, leave now."
He chuckled, "For a smart woman, you are kind of dense."
"I have had enough of this young man, I will be having a talk about your behaviour with Principal Adams," I threatened, not used to having a student challenge me.
"If you say so, Mrs. Barber, but I think you may want to see this before it goes viral," he said, ignoring my threats, as he pulled out his phone.
Angry, I snapped, "There is nothing you can say or show me that will change my mind."
He laughed as he showed me the picture on his phone. "Wanna bet?"
My face went white as a ghost as I stared at the shocking photo. It was without a doubt my daughter between the legs of Trisha in a cheerleaders' outfit licking the black girl's vagina.
Smugly, Jordan made it worse, as he explained, "This is just a picture capture from the video that was filmed of your daughter servicing Trisha. But they say a picture is worth a thousand words, although it seems to have left you speechless."
"What do you want?" I asked, sensing that he had ulterior motives.
"I thought I was supposed to leave," he said, clearly enjoying the quick power shift that had transpired.
"Please, close the door," I said, my head spinning with the shocking revelation as I tried to both come to grips with it and try to find a way out of it.
"I thought you wanted it open," he said.
"Jordan, please close the door," I repeated, completely deflated.
"Actually, I think you can close it," he countered, enjoying his sudden power over me.
"Fine," I tersely said, going to the door and closing it.
"Good girl," Jordan purred, his condescending tone pissing me off, yet not wanting him to see me rattled I tried to play it cool as I returned to my desk.
"So what do you want, money?" I asked.
"God, no! I am pretty sure my dad makes more than you and your husband combined," he pointed out. Just another rich kid who now had no ethics or morals.
"Then what?" I snapped, unable to control my bubbling anger.
"Well, you, of course," he answered.
"Excuse me?" I gasped, even though I understood what he was implying.
"Do as I tell you and the pictures and video of your cunt licking submissive daughter won't go on the Internet," he explained.
"That is blackmail," I said.
"Yes, I am black and male," he smirked.
"I'm serious," I snapped.
"I am too. Stand up," he ordered.
"I will not ob..." I began to say but was harshly cut off.
"Now, bitch!" he said, raising his voice.
Suddenly scared, I obeyed, even as I fumed inside.
He walked up to me and said, "Starting tomorrow you will begin wearing your hair down, no more of this librarian look. You are a beautiful white MILF and you are no longer going to hide it from us."
"Fine, I'll wear my hair down," I said. "Is that all?"
"Not even close," he laughed, as he cupped my breasts. "Nice."
"What are you doing?" I snapped, shocked, swatting his hand away.
"Checking out my merchandise" he replied.
"I...am...not...property," I said through gritted teeth.
"Actually that is exactly what you are, my property, my pet teacher, my submissive white bitch," he continued.
"Please, stop," I protested, desperate to end this.
Instead, his hands lifted up my skirt, "As I expected."
"What is?" I said, my tone sharp as knives.
"You are wearing pantyhose and panties," he said.
"Of course I am," I said, his implication that he thought I wouldn't be insulting.
"Starting tomorrow you will only wear thigh high stockings and, like all good white sluts you will no longer wear panties," he informed me.
"I will not dress like a skank," I shot back.
"Are you calling your daughter a skank? She has been wearing proper white submissive dress code for a week now."
I had noticed that she had started wearing skirts instead of her trademark jeans, putting on make-up and wearing thigh highs (which I wore on occasion at work as my own sly naughtiness under my conservative attire and for my hubby in the bedroom) which I had washed this weekend; I thought it curious, but figured she was just trying to go find herself by dressing a little sexier. In retrospect, I couldn't recall washing any of her panties. "You said that, not me," I replied.
"I will make this very clear, Mrs. Barber. You will dress as I tell you to or your daughter becomes an Internet sensation. The choice is really up to you," he said, grabbing his phone. "And now that you questioned me, I expect your skirt or dress to be short enough that if you bend down I will be able to see the top of your stockings."
"Can't we find a way to make this work?" I asked.
"I just did...obey me without hesitation and your daughter's dark, pun intended, secret is safe," he said. "Now your first order. Lift up your dress, get on your desk, and rub yourself."
"You can't be serious," I said, disgusted.
"Just do it," he ordered, showing his impatience with me, which was ironic because my patience had long run out with him.
"Please don't make me," I begged, shifting my attitude from defensive to pleading.
"Obey like a good MILF slut and your daughter's secret will be protected," he said.
"You promise?" I asked, knowing I would do anything to protect my daughter.
"Yes, Scout's honor," he smiled.
"Were you ever a Scout?" I asked skeptically.
"Actually yes I was, for a couple of weeks," he laughed. "Now start masturbating."
I sighed dramatically, to make it clear I wasn't happy, before I obeyed the order, masturbating for him.
After a minute, he pulled his phone out again and I protested, covering myself back up, "No pictures."
"Either pose or your daughter is exposed," he said and then laughed. "Look at that Mrs. Barber, a rhyming couplet."
"Please," I begged, not wanting even more incriminating evidence for him to be able to use against my family.
"Now, bitch," he ordered. "I have other places to be."
Knowing I had no choice at the moment, I resumed pleasuring myself while he filmed or took pictures of me.
"Good girl," he commented, the words coming from him so ludicrous and humiliating.
"Are we done?" I asked, not wanting to have to finish the task in front of him; although I hated to admit it, but my vagina was getting wet.
"For now," he shrugged, putting his phone in his pocket. "Now if you go tell anyone about this so-called blackmail, both you and your daughter will be famous, is that clear?"
"Yes, fine," I answered frustrated, pulling my hand out of my pantyhose.
He headed to the door, "I suggest you go shopping on your way home...any disobedience of my instructions and your daughter's secret submissive cunt licking addiction is revealed as is your masturbating on your desk."
"Please," I said weakly.
"No, you can't have my cock, but don't worry Mrs. Barber, soon enough," he said confidently, as he opened the door, before repeating, "Soon enough."
Then he was gone.
Sitting at my desk, I began to cry. I considered going to the cops, but I believed that if I did the video of my daughter would go viral. No, the best way to deal with it was to obey for the time being until I could come up with a plan... which would be to convince him to give me the video.
I tried to mark another paper, but I was so upset that I gave up. I ended up obeying him as I drove to the mall and purchased a couple new pairs of thigh highs. I did have a couple pairs at home for when I wanted to be a little sexy for my Jared or at school. I also bought a couple new outfits that fit his expected attire, already feeling embarrassed for tomorrow before it actually happened.
That night, when Sophia came home I asked, "How was your day, honey?"
"Great," she said, looking super happy.
"Honey, I have to ask," I began, looking at her in a plaid skirt and black thigh highs, the lace tops visible as she sat down on the couch. "Isn't that outfit a little revealing?"
"Oh, mom," she sighed. "It's 2015."
"I can see the top of your stockings, Sophia," I pointed out.
"That's the style," she said, standing up, clearly annoyed at my interrogation of her. Deciding to let it go for now, I didn't say anything else.
That night I tossed and turned knowing that tomorrow I was completely at the whim of my worst student.
BUZZED
I showered, put on a pair of silky black thigh high stockings, a matching black bra, a new black skirt that was a little shorter than my usual attire, and three inch heels. Without panties I felt naked, but until I could figure a way out of this, I had to obey. I kept my hair down also as instructed and looking in the mirror, the minor changes really changed my look.
Sophia said, when she saw me, "You look amazing, Mom."
"Thanks," I said, flattered by the compliment. "I thought I would just let my hair down for a day."
"Well, it makes you look less like a librarian," she said, the same words Jordan had used yesterday.
I laughed, "You are not the first person to say that." Sophia was in a sundress today, with beige stockings and I assumed no panties. I saw a black choker on her neck and asked, "Is the choker new?"
"Yeah," she said, her face going red but she didn't say anything else, so I again left it alone.
I drove her to school and we went our separate ways. All morning I was on edge anticipating something from Jordan, but I didn't have him and his girlfriend until after lunch. At lunch, I worked at my desk trying to finish the marking I had hoped to compete the night before, when Lilly walked into my room.
"Mrs. Barber," she said shyly, clearly nervous.
"Yes, Lilly," I greeted warmly. Lilly was our church minister's daughter and Sophia's best friend. I didn't teach her this semester, so I hadn't seen her in a few days, since church actually, but she too was dressed much more provocatively than her usual demure attire. I also noticed she too was wearing a choker. I immediately wondered if she too was somehow involved in this sick game Jordan was playing.
"Um, I'm supposed to give this to you and," she paused, clearly uncomfortable with what she was to say, "um, you are, are supposed to have it in you for your next class."
"Who told you to bring this to me?" I asked skeptically.
"I can't say," Lilly whispered, handing me the box.
"Lilly, talk to me," I said.
"I got to go, Mrs. Barber," Lilly said, quickly walking out of my room.
Is it possible that Jordan, or Trisha, or both, had somehow got to Lilly too or did Lilly and Sophia both just choose to buy the same choker? It seemed unlikely, but suddenly nothing seemed to be as it appeared.
I closed my classroom door, before I opened the box and found a vibrating egg, a thong with a note. I had a vibrating egg back in college that my ex used to put in me to keep me revved up and raring to go on occasion while at parties. I grabbed the note and read it:
Mrs. Barber,
I see you have your hair down and your outfit is indeed a bit more provocative. I assume you are also wearing thigh highs and no panties. GOOD GIRL!! For class today you will put the egg in your CUNT. You may wear the thong so it doesn't fall out in class. I expect your phone on at your desk as I will text you instructions in class. Any disobedience and the videos go viral.
I sighed. This was going too far. If I disobeyed, the videos would go viral and I would lose my job and Sophia's scholarship would be gone. If I obeyed, I may lose my job if anyone catches on...sadly, the better option was to obey. I put the egg and thong in my purse and went to the staff washroom to put in the egg and put on the thong.
I returned to my classroom dreading the next class, which would start in fifteen minutes. Again, marking became futile as my anxiety for what was about to potentially happen had me a complete mess.
The bell rang and Trisha walked in a couple of minutes later and looked at me with a smile on her face. "Hi, Mrs. Barber."
"Hi, Trisha," I greeted, the image of my daughter between her legs flashing in my head.
The bell rang and a big relief coursed through me when Jordan wasn't in class. I began teaching, the egg in my pussy noticeable and distracting, but tolerable. I was five minutes into my lesson, when Jordan sauntered in and said, "Sorry for being late, Mrs. Barber."
"Its fine," I said, trivializing his tardiness, something I never did. "Please take your seat."
"Sure thing," he said, taking his seat.
I continued my lesson for fifteen more minutes, praying he wouldn't start the egg, avoiding making eye contact with him, until I assigned a short story to them to read.
Sitting at my desk, I saw my phone was flashing that I had a message. Taking a deep breath, I slyly checked my message (breaking my own no phone in class rule).
Mrs. Barber
I want you to take your heels off and walk around the class in your stocking-clad feet.
A strange request, but since my feet were rather sore after wearing the heels all day, it was actually a request I didn't mind.
I slipped out of my heels and wiggled my feet. Standing up, I obeyed his order, as I walked up and down the rows. A buzz suddenly started in my pussy just as I passed Jordan. Thankfully, just as quickly it stopped. I quickly returned to my desk, petrified that someone could hear the buzz. Of course, another message awaited me.
Mrs. Barber
Good girl. You have sexy feet. You will continue to keep your heels off during class. Now flip your legs onto your desk, grab a book and relax. I need to find out if you obeyed the order to wear thigh highs.
This was getting insane. I looked directly at him and he just nodded. Frustrated that I had no power in this little game of his, I cursed to myself before I again obeyed the potentially humiliating order. I put my legs on my desk, my stocking-clad feet up in the air, the top of my thigh highs clearly visible as I began reading a book. I felt utterly naked, even though I was fully clothed and thigh high stockings, while admittedly edgy, wasn't 'get fired' worthy.
All the students were reading and oblivious to my anxiety riddled plight, which was enhanced a minute later as the vibrating inside started up again. The egg thankfully was almost inaudible, but it packed a solid punch as I instantly began to feel pulses of pleasure.
I looked again to Jordan who actually seemed to be reading his book. I looked around the rest of the room to see if anyone else had noticed my unorthodox position. Everyone seemed to be engaged by the story, except Trisha who was staring right at me. I saw then it was she who had the remote. Smiling at me, she pressed the control and the vibrations inside intensified.
I bit my lip and broke eye contact, knowing that I wanted to avoid the game at all costs. The vibrations inside were really beginning to feel undeniably good, which only frustrated me more at just how helpless I was. The vibrations continued for another couple of minutes before intensifying again; making me let out a small gasp.
A couple students looked up and gave a bewildered look, one of the boys giving a lengthy gaze at my legs until he realized I was looking at him, before returning to their reading.
Looking back at my desk, I had another text:
My horny Mrs. Barber,
I'll turn it off as soon as you come for me.
My eyes went big at the expectation. The pleasure of the powerful toy making my pussy very wet, it was only a matter of time before I came whether I wanted to or not. I looked up again at Jordan, who was looking directly at me smiling. I pleaded with him with my eyes for mercy, but not surprisingly none came.



Beth, a student, asked, "Mrs. Barber, may I go to the washroom?"
"Yes," I answered, barely holding in a moan, my voice disconcertingly high, which caused much of the class to look up from their work.
"Are you okay, Mrs. Barber?" Billy asked.
"Fine," I lied, "just got a tight calf and trying to stretch it out." To make it believable, I stretched my right leg which only allowed more of my thigh high stockings to be visible. I got a couple strange looks and a couple lengthy stares from the boys before they settled back to work.
A minute later, squeezing my legs together, my orgasm building without my permission, I closed my eyes and let the building wave of pleasure erupt so I could end this public humiliation before it got any worse. Clenching my teeth, I grabbed onto my chair as the orgasm rumbled through me. I couldn't believe I was having an orgasm at work, in my class, while my students were in the room.
Suddenly the vibrating stopped and another text arrived:
You dirty teacher slut,
Cumming in front of your students like an insatiable (SAT word) slut (not an SAT word). You may sit at your desk properly now.
I quickly pulled my legs off my desk. Awkwardly, I felt my pussy juice slithering down my leg. I sat at my desk disgusted with the situation and humiliated by the reality of what just transpired.
Once class ended, Trisha walked to my desk and put the remote control in my hand. "A gift for you, Mrs. Barber," she said smiling, before walking out. I quickly tossed it in my desk drawer as the rest of the students left my class. Thankfully, I had a preparation period last class and I went to the washroom and washed up, pulling the egg out of me. Looking at myself in the mirror, I shook my head as tears began rolling down my cheeks...how was I going to get out of this?
I left school before the last class ended to avoid Jordan and to try to come to grips with the situation that seemed to have no way out. Plus, I had to be back at school at seven for a prom meeting that I was running.
At home, I was cleaning the house; cleaning always being rather therapeutic for me when I got a text.
I ignored it as I kept cleaning, desperate to forget the shameful experience of earlier today.
Another text came a couple of minutes later and then another. I sighed and grabbed my phone.
Mrs. Barber,
You left early... how disappointing. You will need to be punished for avoiding me. I expect the egg put in that white cunt of yours. Don't worry, I got the remote from your desk after school.
I sighed. When was this humiliation going to end?
I checked the other messages. One was from Sophia and the other was from the blocked number that was playing puppet master with my career.
Mom,
I won't be home for supper. I'm going to stay and eat over at Trisha's. I'll see you at the prom meeting.
I stared transfixed at the words. Was it as bluntly obvious as I assumed? Was my daughter telling me she was going to Trisha's to eat her pussy? Did Sophia know I was being blackmailed because of her indiscretions? Was she a willing participant in it? I couldn't believe that, but I also never would have believed what I learned yesterday if I hadn't seen it with my own eyes. Then suddenly it hit me. What if it was photo-shopped? It seemed unlikely based on Sophia's behavior and the text I just read, but I was grasping at straws.
I clicked on the next text:
Mrs. Barber,
I don't like waiting for a response. I also expect you to wear a sexier outfit for tonight and no bra...your punishment for trying to avoid me.
I texted back, praying my last gasp of hope of maintaining my normal life was somehow true:
How do I know that picture is real?
I stared at my phone waiting for a response like I used to wait by the phone for a boy to call back in the early 1990's.
Then another text:
It was a photo with the words JUST TAKEN NOW.
The photo was one with both Sophia and Lilly each holding a black foot in beige stockings in their hands as they kissed the toes.
My tiny hope faded but I grasped onto the thinnest of hope left as I replied:
Still could be photo-shopped.
A couple anxiety ridden minutes later and any last doubts of plausibility were crushed when he sent me a video.
Mrs. Barber,
Could this be photo-shopped?
I watched the video like one would a car crash... with stunned silence.
"Do you love eating black cunt, Sophia?" Trisha asked. The camera angle was from behind and above Trisha who wasn't clearly in view, but her voice was undeniable.
Sophia, on the other hand, her lips glistening with pussy juice, was undeniably recognizable as she looked up from on her knees, between Trisha's black legs, and answered, "I love eating black cunt, Mistress."
I gasped at hearing the word 'mistress'. It was one thing for her to be experimenting with her sexuality, but quite another to be a submissive plaything for some entitled rich bitch. My anger bubbled to the surface as I watched my good girl daughter be humiliated.
"Beg to eat my black cunt, my eager little white cunt-licker slut," Trisha ordered.
"Oh, Mistress Trisha, can your lowly pet plaything please lick your beautiful black perfection?" Sophia responded, an insatiable hunger in her eyes. Unfortunately, it was obvious that she wasn't being forced there against her will...no she seemed like a very, very eager participant.
"And what about my ass Sophia, do you like eating my chocolate ass?" Trisha asked, continuing to pile on the humiliation at my daughter.
I should have quit watching, but I was frozen to the small screen, unable to come to grips with the obvious reality that was playing in front of me.
Sophia answered, "Mmmmmmm, I love eating your beautiful round ass my dark goddess and getting my tongue deep inside your puckered little rosebud."
"Get licking, my pet, Ariel is waiting rather impatiently for her turn," Trisha demanded, revealing yet another layer to this twisted game of sexual power.
In the background but out of range, Ariel added, " Yes, Sophia, I want to see if you can get an A- plus in nigger pleasing."
I winced at the use of the taboo 'n' word, appalled at how the race card was being played with so liberally. I also cringed at the thought of Ariel using my daughter. She was a foul- mouthed chubby bitch that bullied students all the time. I didn't hate any student, but I definitely had a strong dislike for Ariel. The only thing bigger than her mouth were the breasts that she barely kept under wraps in her going-to-the-bar-to-get-laid outfits.
Sophia's head disappeared between Trisha's legs as the video stopped.
Another text was waiting as I stared at the shocking image of my daughter between another woman's legs.
I clicked on the text:
Mrs. Barber
I can send you another video if you wish?
I texted back:
We need to end this.
He texted right back:
I agree my MILF teacher... and we will tonight. I expect you in beige thigh highs, a sexy TIGHT blouse, a short skirt that hides your thigh highs when standing but not when sitting, and the highest heels you own. You may wear the same thong, which I imagine is very wet now...but no bra. Let those big white jugs free.
I sighed again. Deciding I had enough evidence to charge him with sexual extortion and willing to allow the video to be released if need be to protect Sophia long term, I decided to talk to Mrs. Adler before the meeting and let her deal with this before going to the cops.
That said, in case I saw him before the meeting, I obeyed his orders dressing again as instructed, changing into beige thigh highs, putting the egg back in, sliding on my dirty still wet thong; a constant reminder of my public submission, a cute and tight blouse and a sexy but still appropriate skirt. I grabbed a bra and real panties to change into before the meeting after having talked to Mrs. Adler.
I left for school early, the visual of my daughter between Trisha's legs and looking so undeniably hungry unable to leave me. I had to save her since she obviously couldn't save herself.
Reaching school early, I dropped my bag off in my classroom and went directly to Janice's office, knowing she would be there preparing for tonight's meeting... she was a perfectionist.
I walked in confident and ready to bring Jordan down until I saw what was around her neck; the exact same choker that Sophia and Lilly were wearing.
"You too?" I asked, stunned that our stern no nonsense leader could possible get drawn into such a twisted game.
"Me too?" she asked looking at me confused.
Deciding I couldn't have this conversation on the hunch she too was somehow a part of this growing group of white women in Jordan and Trisha's sick game, I covered, "Here an hour early."
She shrugged, "You know me."
I thought to myself, 'I thought I did', but now everything I thought I knew seemed irrelevant.
We chatted for twenty-five minutes discussing the meeting tonight, the lack of parent chaperones for the prom, who would replace our retiring superintendent and what we were going to do for the summer. Of course, the whole time I couldn't stop wondering if she too was a part of Jordan's game.
Parents started arriving and I knew I couldn't risk disobeying Jordan's orders now, not without a guaranteed resolution to my problem.
So I went to greet parents and lead a meeting with a vibrating egg inside me that could be turned on at any moment, and no bra.
I greeted parents, chatted with students and was just beginning to move towards the podium to call the meeting to order (I'm a stickler for starting on time) when Jordan's voice called from behind me, "Good evening, Mrs. Barber."
I turned around to see him with his parents. "Hi, Jordan; it's nice to meet you, Mr. and Mrs. Bruce."
I extended my hand as Mr. Bruce said, "We have heard lots about you."
"Hopefully all good," I said smiling, praying Jordan or Trisha didn't start the egg.
"Of course," he said. "He says he loves your class."
I smiled graciously, "Thank you very much." Wanting to end this conversation, I said, "Well, I need to get this meeting started."
"Have a good night, Mrs. Barber," Jordan added.
"You too," I replied.
"Oh, I plan to," he said, his tone eerily ominous.
I walked away and wasn't remotely surprised when the egg began vibrating. I reached the podium and called the meeting to order, the buzzing inside only a minor distraction.
Over the next hour, the vibrations started and stopped a couple dozen times, just enough to remind me he was in control, but not enough to get my pussy wet or build anything close to an orgasm.
After the formal meeting was done, the egg was shut off just as Sophia told me she and some friends were going to go out to a nine o'clock movie. I spent another half hour answering individual questions, being introduced to parents by students who liked me, and cleaning up.
I was mentally worn out after this psychologically and emotionally exhausting day. I went to my classroom to grab my bag deciding I was too wiped to mark, instead thinking a nice bubble bath, a glass or two or three of wine and an early bed was in order.
I walked into my classroom and was startled when I heard Jordan say, "Close the door, Mrs. Barber. "
He was sitting at my desk.
I said, tired and bitchy, "Not now, Jordan."
"Close the door now, he sternly said, "unless you want someone to hear your moans of ecstasy," he smugly responded, implying he was going to fuck me.
"I need to get home," I replied.
"And you can once you fulfill your slut duties," he said. "Now close the fucking door."
His firm voice startled me and I instinctively closed the door.
"On your knees, Mrs. Barber," he instructed.
"Excuse me?" I said, although I heard him clearly.
"This is getting silly, Mrs. Barber. You know in the end you are going to do as I tell you to. So let's stop playing this little charade where you think you have a say in what happens," he said, before adding, "this is the last time I am going to say this. I have other pets I could be playing with. So do as you're fucking told or the videos go live. It really is black and white, Mrs. Barber, pun fucking intended. Now get on your knees."
I obeyed, dropping to my knees, anger at my helplessness burning through my very being. I asked, "Is Mrs. Adler somehow a part of this sick game of yours?"
"Mrs. Adler, she was the easiest white bitch to get ever," he laughed. "I went to her office after calling Mr. Hamilton an asshole and ended up taking her ass in her office while she begged like a hungry slut."
"You expect me to believe that?" I asked.
"I don't really care at all what the fuck you believe. The reality is it is the truth. I can't explain it but white chicks love black dicks. Wow, another rhyming couplet," he said.
"I can't believe it," I said.
"Did you believe that your daughter could possibly be a submissive to the cheerleading squad?" he asked.
"The whole team?" I asked.
"No, just the seniors," he said. "Now crawl to me, my newest pet."
"I am not your pet," I shot back, my defiance still there even during this weak time.
"What term would you like?" he asked. "Slut, submissive, whore, bitch, slave?"
"None," I replied, still not moving.
"Get your fucking ass over here now," he ordered.
Reluctantly, with no other alternative but to obey, I crawled to him. My cheeks burned with humiliation at the demeaning task I was forced to do in my own classroom. Reaching him, he said, "Take out my cock, Mrs. Barber."
I tried one last time, desperate to avoid being forced to sexually please him, to reason with him. "Jordan, please, this is wrong."
"And yet, I believe it will feel soooo right," he said.
"Somebody could catch us," I pointed out.
"Then you better hurry," he countered with, snapping his fingers and pointing to his crotch.
Accepting I had to do it, and do it quick, I moved my trembling hands to his crotch and unbuckled his pants.
He lifted his ass up and instructed, "Pull down my pants, Mrs. Barber."
I obeyed, roughly tugging them down, just wanting to blow him and get this over with.
"Eager are we?" he asked.
"To get this over with, yes," I replied, making sure he knew I wasn't remotely happy with this situation.
He laughed, "Oh, denial, it's the most adorable thing."
"What do you think I am going to see your cock and go all bimbo slut?" I asked, his pretentious smug attitude really pissing me off.
"That is what happened with Mrs. Adler. One minute she was telling me about respecting teacher's authority and the next, once I whipped out my big black snake she was begging me to teach her the pleasures of black cock," he shrugged casually.
I actually laughed. "I can't fathom that is how it happened."
"Take out my cock, Mrs. Barber," he instructed.
I may have to pull it out, stroke it and suck it, but there was no way I was going to enjoy it. I looked at his crotch for the first time and saw a pretty large bulge and slowly I retrieved his cock. Pulling it out, I accidentally said, completely in awe of his massive cock, "Holy shit."
He chuckled, "That's what they all say."
I stared at his ten inch cock in my hand, double my husband's, and twice as thick. I couldn't fathom a teenager having such a big cock.
"Don't just stare at it Mrs. Barber, suck it," he ordered.
I opened my mouth, leaned forward and took his massive cock in my mouth, mesmerized by its girth and length.
"That's it, Mrs. Barber," he groaned. "I knew you would look amazing with your pretty lips wrapped around my big fat black dick."
His cock in my mouth, I couldn't respond although I don't know what I would have said. Instead, I tried to get used to his extra girth, which had my mouth stretched unlike any other cock I had ever sucked. I just bobbed on the first couple inches as I got accustomed to Jordan's ridiculously large cock. My pussy, three weeks neglected with Jared up north, started getting wet, which only frustrated me more.
"That's it, Mrs. Barber," he groaned, as if reading my mind, "get used to the girth. I imagine your white husband doesn't have half the cock I have."
I wanted to tell him my husband was twice the man that he was but instead I just continued to slowly suck on his cock.
"Take more of my cock in your mouth, Mrs. Barber," he ordered. "Don't make love to my cock, suck it, although I am sure you'd rather just have it in that white cunt of yours."
I hated his smug attitude, but was even more frustrated by how my pussy was betraying me...begging for attention. Deciding I had to get him off quick before my body betrayed me even more, I began to bob hungrily up and down on his cock.
"Oh yeah, Mrs. Barber, go to town on my cock, get it nice and wet for that hot cunt of yours," he said, my worst fear coming to light. He planned to fuck me, too.
I began bobbing faster, desperate to get him off before he could shove that massive monster in me, knowing if he did I would come like crazy, which would only add to my humiliation.
"Holy shit, Mrs. Barber, you must really want my cock in your cunt," he groaned, pulling his cock away.
My mouth finally not full of cock, I pleaded, sounding like just another horny slut, "Please, Jordan, let me just suck you off."
"Do you swallow?" he asked.
"Of course," I said all sultry, trying desperately to let me suck him to completion.
"How about a facial, Mrs. Barber?" he asked, his cock tapping on my lips.
"Whatever you wish," I answered, willing to do the degrading act if it meant I didn't have to fuck him.
"Take off your blouse, Mrs. Barber. I want to see those big white titties of yours first hand. Maybe I will cover those big pillows of yours with my dominant cum," he said.
Still desperate to avoid having his cock in my pussy, I ignored the slight at black-white relations, as I unbuttoned my blouse. Once unbuttoned, I took off my blouse, revealing my breasts, seemingly rather eagerly, to a student.
"Very nice, Mrs. Barber, very fucking nice," Jordan approved, which oddly sent a chill up my back. My husband took for granted how hard I worked to stay looking this good after two kids, so a compliment, albeit while being blackmailed, felt good.
I asked, without even thinking, "Want to fuck my tits with that big cock of yours?"
"My big black cock," he corrected, stressing the word black.
I looked up to him, leaned forward and said, my tone dripping with sultry sweetness, "Oh, yes, fuck my white titties with that big, black cock."
Before he could say anything, I put his cock between my breasts and began bouncing up and down feeling like a cheap whore and yet thinking this was a better alternative to having him fuck me.
"Nice," he groaned, "I knew you were a nasty little slut under those old school outfits."
"Come on me," I moaned, a couple of minutes later, wanting desperately to get him to shoot his load.
"On your face or tits?" he asked.
"Wherever you wish," I answered, thinking I may have manipulated him to not finish his plan to fuck me.
"Good answer," he smiled. "Stand up and take off the skirt of yours. Let's see that cunt."
Trying one more time to avoid having intercourse with him, I pleaded, begging like a cheap whore, "Oh, baby, please come on your teacher's titties."
"Not before I inspect my merchandise," he said, standing up. "Now get out of that skirt."
I sighed, standing up, again feeling helpless, although thankful to be off my knees. My hands again trembling, I slowly slid my skirt down my legs to reveal my trimmed pussy and thigh high stockings.



"You obeyed all my orders," Jordan said approvingly. "I think you will make a very good teacher pet."
"Please don't call me that," I protested.
"That is what you are, Mrs. Barber, my pet," he said, moving around me, his hand on my ass. "That is a nice MILF ass," he said, before whispering in my ear, his hot breath causing undeniably chills down my back, "my teacher pet."
My ear and neck my weak spot, my pussy gushed a little, as I desperately tried to resist enjoying this humiliation.
He kissed the back of my neck, he nibbled on my ear as he continued, "I'm going to fuck you Mrs. Barber, on your desk. I am going to have you screaming with such pleasure you will be begging me to fill that sweet white cunt. I am going to show you just how good being a submissive pet to a big black cock can be, my pet...my teacher pet...my MILF pet."
Each name sent chills throughout my body, my strong resolve fading, as he touched the erogenous zones that made me jelly.
Unfortunately, he sensed my reaction to his touch and words. "Oh, does Mrs. Barber like my hot breath whispering the new truths of her life," he asked, tugging on my ear.
"Noooo," I protested, although my moaning the answer did not help my cause.
"Once this big cock is inside you, Mrs. Barber, you will never say no to me again," he promised, his cockiness both incredibly frustrating and yet undeniably hot...if he wasn't blackmailing me.
"Please, no," I weakly protested.
"On your desk and on your back, my pet teacher," he instructed, his hand moving around and cupping my breasts.
I again let out an accidental moan.
"You really are just one big erogenous zone, aren't you my little slut?" he purred.
"Please, just let me suck you," I pleaded, turning to look him in the eye as my hand reached for his stiff cock, ignoring that he just felt me up and called me a slut.
"I agree, I will fuck you," he smiled, "Now do as you're told, my pretty MILF, and get your ass on the desk."
Defeated, frustrated and horny, I obeyed him sitting on the edge of my desk. He moved to me and surprised me again as he bent down between my legs. His fingers gently brushed my clit, making my leg twitch as he said, "Holy shit, Mrs. Barber, for all this playing hard to get, your cunt is fucking begging for it."
"It's just been a while," I admitted, then covered my mouth realizing what I said.
"Well, my pet, that will no longer be an issue," he said, as his finger traced my wet pussy lips ever-so-gently.
"W-w-we are only doing this once," I stammered.
"If you can resist me after this one time, yes," he smiled, "but I predict you will be drooling for this cock while you teach tomorrow, begging for me to fuck you instead of my other pets and wishing your husband was half as good as me."
"Just get it over with," I said, feigning that I had no interest in his cock in me.
"As you wish," he said, standing back up and between my legs. I could feel his cock head move up and down my wet pussy lips which made me let out a soft moan.
Then suddenly with one full thrust he was in me.
I screamed, never in my life being so full, "Oh myyyyyyy God."
"I'm going fuck your pussy so hard, Mrs. Barber, you won't even feel your husband's cock next time he fucks you," he said.
"Just do it," I said, still not letting him get the satisfaction of thinking that I too was enjoying it.
For a couple of minutes he just slowly slid his cock in and out of me. Each outward movement his cock left my pussy, causing an undeniable empty feeling and then he would slide all the way back in filling me whole. He was driving me wild and he knew it, teasing me relentlessly with his slow burn. I no longer could hold back from resisting the undeniable pleasure his cock was bringing me. I wanted to be fucked...hard and deep.
"Wrap those stocking-clad legs around me, my pet," he instructed, a couple of minutes later, "and fuck yourself on my cock."
I didn't even hesitate, as I wrapped my legs around his ass, pulled him deep into me, and began bucking my ass, awkwardly, back and forth on his cock.
"Oh yeah, Mrs. Barber, fuck yourself like the slutty teacher pet you are," he said, clearly amused by watching me fuck myself on his big cock.
"Oh God, you are soooo big," I moaned, letting my own insatiable lust take over.
"You love my cock, Mrs. Barber?" he asked, a couple of minutes later, as he watched me grind my ass back and forth taking his cock as deep into me as I could.
"Oh, yes, sooooo big," I repeated like a bimbo, my breathing beginning to be erratic.
"Ready to really get fucked, Mrs. Barber?" he asked.
"Oh God, yeeees," I moaned, the idea of him fucking me harder and deeper bringing a rush of euphoria through my very being.
"Lay back on your desk, my pet," he ordered.
I instantly leaned back onto my desk.
"Lift those legs up nice and high, my sexy teacher slut," he demanded, as he grabbed a stool.
I again obeyed, my mind on submissive sexual cruise control. His big cock in me was all that mattered at the moment.
He stood over me, grabbing my ankles and holding them apart wide. "Fuck, you are one hot MILF," he said, looking me over like I was a piece of meat.
I felt dirty and sexy, humiliated and excited, a crazy mixture of conflicting emotions which only seemed to enhance my desire to come.
I just watched as his cock moved to my cunt. He filled my cunt with one deep thrust again as he filled me completely and I screamed again, "Oh God, yeeeeeeees."
Unfortunately, he didn't fuck me. He pulled back out and ordered, "Mrs. Barber, beg for my cock."
I didn't want to, I knew I was just falling deeper and deeper into his sick, twisted game, yet I had no choice. I wanted nothing more at the moment than to feel his cock filling me, to feel his body slamming into me, to hear him call me names...each bringing a cascade of pleasure I didn't know existed. I begged, "Oh, Jordan, please fuck your teacher's wet cunt with that BIG, BLACK, cock, make me your teacher slut."
He smirked, "But I thought you wanted me to come on your face or tits?" he asked, rubbing his cock up and down my pussy lips.
"Oh please, Jordan, just pound my fucking cunt and make me your bitch," I begged, so desperate for his cock I would do anything...I was doing anything.
"I don't know," he said, tapping my clit with his cock, making my legs twitch constantly.
Beyond logical thinking, I continued my desperate plea, "Black Master, please train your white teacher pet to be a good slut."
"I can fuck you again?" he asked, his cock parting my pussy lips but not entering my burning hole.
"Yeeeees," I moaned, "just please shove that big snake in meeeeeeeee."
His cock filled me whole again and I just let the pleasure of being fucked take over.
He started slow, just sliding in and out of me, creating a slow build as I begged, "Just fuck your slut."
He laughed, "You're really insatiable, my slut. Hey, isn't that another SAT word."
"Stop talking school and fucking pound your bitch's cunt," I ordered, trying to be dominant.
"If only your students could hear you now," he laughed.
"Or see me," I added, only adding to my own humiliation.
"I told you, Mrs. Barber, once this big cock was in that tight white cunt of yours you would be singing a different tune," he continued.
"You were right," I moaned.
"You want my dominant seed in that white cunt?" he asked.
"Oh God yes," I admitted, suddenly loving the idea of his cum exploding inside my pussy walls.
"Want little black babies?" he asked.
"Oh yes, God, my cunt is yours," I moaned, so far gone in my quest for an orgasm, but knowing I was fixed so that wasn't possible.
He began slamming his cock into me, finally really fucking me. "Oh-oh-oh-yeeeeees, fuuuuuck your sluuuuuut," I screamed, finally getting what I wanted.
"How much do you love chocolate?" he questioned.
"I could eat it allllll day," I whimpered, his cock bringing pleasure unlike anything I ever felt before.
"And you love black cock?" he asked.
"I fucking love your black cock," I moaned in response.
"Tell me how much you love it," he grunted, his body slamming into me making the whole desk move.
"Soooo much," was all I could muster, my mind mush.
"Ever had a cock in your ass?" he asked.
"Not like yours," I answered, the thought of his cock in my ass terrifying, yet the act of anal submission a major turn-on.
"So you have," he asked to clarify.
"A few times," I admitted.
"Your husband?" he asked.
"Noooooo," I moaned, as he grabbed my tits while continuing to pound me. "He thinks I'm a good girl."
"Oh, you're a good fuck," he countered. "When did you last get your ass fucked, Mrs. Barber?"
"Colleeeeeege," I answered, remembering my one threesome that I regretted not making my double penetration fantasy come true that night.
"But you want my cock in that tight white ass, don't you, Mrs. Barber?" he asked.
"I doooooon't know," I answered. "It's toooooo big."
"Oh, we would have to prepare that ass of yours first, my pet," he said, as my moans got louder, my orgasm building.
"Getting close," I declared.
"Come for me, Mrs. Barber, come all over your new best friend," he said, hammering my cunt so hard I thought I may slide off the desk.
"Call me naaaaames," I begged, knowing that for some unknown reason that it would get me off.
"Come now, my slut," he said.
"My cunt," he continued, making my cunt burn.
"My white mommy-slut," he added, which made my daughter pop into my head and the reason I was in this crazy situation.
"My three hole cum bucket," he said, which was so nasty that I knew the invisible dam inside me was about to break.
"My nigger lover," he said, which was the final taboo that made me erupt.
"Yeeeeeeeees," I screamed, my body quaking uncontrollably as he continued to thrust into me.
I didn't know such pleasure existed as my mind went blank for a moment as I reached a moment of perfect equilibrium. Pleasure coursed through my toes, legs, fingers and neck, as my body had spasm after spasm of orgasmic awe.
I kept expecting to feel his cum shoot in my cunt, but instead he pulled out, grabbed my legs and put my stocking-clad feet on his cock. "Give me a foot job, Mrs. Barber."
Weak from the hard-core fucking and the orgasm that was still twitching through me, I began moving my feet up and down on his cock.
"Mmmmmmmm, that is it," he moaned, after a few seconds.
"You like nylons, do you?" I asked.
"Yes, all my sluts wear them every day," he groaned. "As you will now."
"Of course," I agreed, already fantasizing about the next time his cock would be in me.
"Faster, slut," he ordered.
I furiously moved my feet up and down on his cock wanting to see his cum rocket out of his cock.
"Oh yes, shit, you are one hot white sluuut," he grunted as his cum shot exploded out of his cock, the first rope actually hitting my face, the second my tits and the third my legs and feet.
I continued stroking his cock until every last remnants of cum were extracted. I moved my stocking-clad foot to his balls and gently rubbed.
I asked, "How long until that big snake of yours is ready to go again?"
"Can you count to ten?" he asked.
"Mmmmmm," I said, wanting that cock back in my mouth and back in my pussy... and excited at having a young cock with stamina... unlike my husband who was one and done.
"I guess I don't have to blackmail you anymore," he smiled.
"Probably not, but maybe some handcuffs would be in order next time," I flirted.
"By the way, next time it's your cunt getting my cum," he said.
I was about to get off the desk, drop back onto my knees and take his big, juicy cock back in my mouth when I looked up at the door and saw my daughter staring at me with her mouth dropped open in shock.
Jordan looked and saw what I was staring at. He laughed, "Well it was bound that she would learn about your submission." He waved her in and ordered, as he stroked his cock, "Get on your knees, Mrs. Barber, we need to finish what we started."
What happened next...well that is an entirely different story.
The end
Sophia daughter
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Dominican Slut: Janitor Gangbang
As Juliette rubbed her cunt all over my face, I felt fingers playing with my pussy.
"The gringa whore is all wet," the guy fingering me said. 'Gringa whore,' was a term used by Dominicans to criticize Americanized Dominicans, which made me wonder if the guy violating my cunt was Dominican.
Truth be told, although I spent many late nights at the firm, I really hadn't bothered to remotely get to know the evening cleaning staff. I saw them as reminders of why I had worked so hard to excel in high school, get into a great college and get a high paying job. Yet, now here I was on my knees, eating pussy while being molested by a stranger... I hated the irony.
I also wanted to refuse this submission to people below me, to a race below me, yet I was utterly helpless.
Juliette came on my face a moment later just as the guy behind me shoved his whole fist in me.
I screamed in Juliette's cunt as she flooded my mouth with her cum.
"The gringa took my whole fist," the guy said, as I tried to deal with just how full I felt.
Juliette laughed, as she pushed my head away, "Taking a whole fist up your twat, you really are a whore."
"Yes, Mistress," I moaned, as the person behind me fisted me, making yet another orgasm grow inside me.
"Well, I'll leave you to your own people," she said, standing up and walking away.
Looking up, I saw four men, including the old man from yesterday, plus the one behind me, and two women, one who I knew was a Filipino who had only been here a few months and the other a fellow Dominican woman who was in her forties at least.
"So we didn't believe Phillip when he told us about you blowing him yesterday," one of the younger Haitians said.
"I told you guys," the old man added, looking very happy to be proven right. "She's the biggest gringa ever."
My face burned with shame and anger, yet the fist inside me had me completely at his whim.
The Dominican woman looked down at me, shook her head and said, "You acted so high and mighty all this time, but you're clearly even worse than us. You skanked your way to the top."
"I didn't," I protested, somehow wanting her to know that I got to the top through hard work.
"Mierda," she snapped, "you ignored us servants while you wiggled your culo and sucked polla."
"Lo que es un culo greta," The guy behind me quipped.
Her saying 'bullshit,' and accusing me of not earning my professional position frustrated me, as I had worked my ass off to get where I was until now; I didn't wiggle my ass or suck cock to get where I was. Yet, hearing the guy fisting me commenting that I had a great ass somehow made me feel good about myself. I protested, "I worked my ass off to be this successful."
"Oh, so you take it in your culo," she quipped, now standing right in front of me. "No wonder you rose so quickly."
"No," I said, "you're twisting my words."
"Enough chit chat," the old man said, "I want a piece of the gringa."
The guy behind me pulled his hand out and a loud pop echoed through the room.
The Dominican woman sat down in the spot Juliette had just vacated a couple of minutes ago, and said, "I've fantasized about putting you in your place for a long time."
"Why?" I asked, as I felt hands on my hips and then a cock fill my cunt.
"Because you pretended you were better than fellow Dominicans," she accused.
"I did not," I said defiantly, although that is exactly what I thought.
"Mierda," she said, slapping me across the face. "Don't fucking lie to me."
"Sorry," I apologized, as the old man began fucking me as hard as he could.
"Sorry, what?" she asked, as she stood up and pulled her jeans down.
"Sorry, Mistress," I whispered, not liking submitting to someone like her.
"Say it louder," she ordered, as she pulled her panties down.
"Sorry, Mistress," I repeated, this time loud enough for all to hear.
"Much better, gringa," she nodded, as she knelt backwards in front of me, her wide ass now in my face.
"Since you like culos so much, you can eat mine," she said, spreading her ass cheeks.
Every time I thought I had hit rock bottom, I learned there was always another new rock bottom. I leaned forward and began licking her slightly hairy rosebud.
"That's it gringa, eat my culo," she moaned.
The old man groaned, and without warning, came in my cunt.
My eyes went wide as I felt his cum fill me as I wasn't taking any precautions to protect me from getting pregnant. I whined, "No, not in me," even though it was obviously too late.
"Why?" he asked, "I think you would look adorable with a little Haitian baby."
"God, no," I said, then realized I'd only made my situation worse by acting so racist.
"I told you, the diva thinks she is better than us," the older woman said.
"Well, let's fill her chocha all night with dominant Haitian cum," another said, as the old man pulled out of me.
"Please, no," I begged, "just cum down my throat, or on my face or tits."
"And you're not a slut?" the older woman asked again.
"I just don't want to get pregnant again," I replied, willing to be a complete fuck whore to avoid it.
"We'll let God decide that," she answered, before adding, "now get that face back in my culo."
As a second cock, much bigger than the first, slammed into me, I leaned forward and resumed licking her asshole.
"Pretty tight chocha for a gringa," the guy behind me said.
"She won't be by the time we are done with her," another said.
The older woman sat back on the chair, and spread her legs, revealing the hairiest cunt I have ever seen and ordered, "Time for a hair pie."
"Yes, Mistress," I replied, leaning forward and trying to find a path to her pussy through the forest of hair. Her scent was strong and slightly pungent.
Somehow seeing my scrunched up face, as if I had eaten a lemon, she informed me, "I just took a piss before coming here so you may taste some of that."
'Great' I thought to myself, but instead of complaining, just leaned forward and began licking. The cock in my pussy was also really pounding me, making my face bounce in her hairy cunt while also making yet another orgasm rise quickly.
"Here comes my cum," he grunted, spewing his seed deep into me and my unprotected womb.
He pulled out, cum leaking out of me, as I continued licking cunt, my orgasm prevented just before it erupted.
"Who's next?" someone asked.
"I am," another said.
Moments later I felt hands on my hips, but this time the cock poked my asshole.
"Do you want it in the culo?" he asked.
I didn't even hesitate, hoping that meant one less load going inside my cunt, "Yes, Master, fill my asshole with your big dick."
I hadn't even seen his dick, but was trying to manipulate him with my slut talk. Calling him 'Master' I hoped would also have him taking control and plowing my ass instead of my cunt.
It worked as he slid his cock into my ass. I moaned as I kept licking the cunt in front of me.
The older woman demanded, "My clit, suck on my clit."
I obliged and in seconds her orgasm hit her and she coated my face with a small amount of pussy juice.
"Oh God," I groaned, as the guy behind me hammered my ass with a pretty big cock.
"Move gringa, I want to fuck the bitch's face," a man said, as he pushed the older woman out of the way and shoved his cock in my mouth.
I gagged at first, as he grabbed my head and literally fucked my face.
But I got used to it quickly, his dick was pretty small, and loud slobbery sounds echoed around the room.
Surprisingly, or maybe not, the guy fucking my face came in my mouth in under a minute.
As soon as he finished spewing in my mouth, he pulled out and ripped my blouse off.
"Nice fat tetas," he said, leaning down and pulling on them.
"Let's dp this puta," the guy slamming my ass said, as he pulled out.
I was lifted up, my skirt was ripped off, and I was mauled as two men cupped my tits, one of them kissing me on the mouth... which somehow made me feel way guiltier in regards of cheating than everything else I had done. Sex is just sex, but kissing is intimate.
I didn't kiss back, until he ordered, slapping me across the face, "Kiss me back, fuck slut."
I reluctantly kissed him back, guilt washing over me at this intimate betrayal. This I knew Johnathan would not be happy about.
Thankfully, it was short lived as I looked down at the youngest of the men who was now lying on the floor with his erect small penis pointing up. I thought to myself, 'I won't even feel that in either of my downtown fuck holes'. I then thought to myself how completely slutty I had just sounded.
"Straddle his cock," the guy kissing me said, as he roughly pushed me to the ground.
I noticed he was lying on my Dominican Republic flag as I straddled his cock and lowered myself on it.
I then felt the guy who had just kissed me, move behind me. He asked, "Ready to be a real puta?"
My need to come overriding everything yet again, no longer caring that they were Haitians, but rather seeing them just as cocks, I admitted, "God, yes, make me your puta culo bitch."
"As you wish," he said, as he slid his dick, thicker than the last guy's, into my ass.
I moaned loudly, loving a cock in my ass, "Oh yes, pound my shit hole."
"Such a nasty gringa," someone else said, as I suddenly saw a dick in front of my face.
I didn't hesitate as I flipped my necklace with a crucifix behind my back and opened up and took another cock in me, now having dick in all three of my holes.
"The bitch is Catholic," the guy that was pounding my ass declared with an amused chuckle.
The guy I was sucking pulled out and he asked, "What would the Lord say about you taking three cocks in you at once?"
Before I could respond, the guy on the ground said, "According to Matthew 5:28 she has made us all sinners."
Although you couldn't tell as I committed adultery, and was willingly being sodomized, I was a Catholic girl who went to church every Sunday and repented my many sins and naughty thoughts. Yet, I also knew the Bible very well and knew that according to Peter in Acts (I forget which verse) as long as I was baptised and repented all my sins would be cleared. I replied, "The Lord gave me three holes for pleasure and three holes to please with."
"You really are a nasty cum puta," the guy said, as he shoved his dick back in my mouth.
The guy pounding my ass, grabbed my crucifix and held on to it as he continued reaming my back door.
For a couple of minutes the only sounds were me slobbering over a dick, and the hard slapping of bodies.
Then the guy in my mouth grunted, pulled out and coated my face with his cum as he joked, "Here's your very own baptism."
The guy in my ass, who was really reaming me now, ordered, "Tell the congregation what you really worship."
My orgasm so close, I admitted, "Dick, big white dick."
"Don't you mean any dick?" he corrected.
"Yes, dammit, I love dick and being a cum bucket gringa," I admitted, bouncing on both cocks still in me.
"Beg to come, you fucking culo gringa cum bucket," he demanded.
"Oh please, Masters, let your gringa come," I begged, "fill all my holes with your cum."
"Even your chocha?" he asked.
"Yes, dammit, fill my unprotected chocha with your cum," I begged, my orgasm so fucking close I would say or do anything to get off.
"Now gringa," he ordered, as he grunted and deposited a load deep in my rectum.
The guy below me began bucking up as well enhancing my euphoria.
Reverting to Spanish as I often did when I was past the point of no return, I screamed, "Mi culo , mierda, llenar mi culo," which loosely translated was bimbo gibberish for, 'My ass, shit, fill my ass."
I was bouncing back on both cocks, desperate to get off, when the orgasm finally hit and I screamed loud enough to alert the entire building, "Sí, sí, sí, Papi!"
I collapsed onto the guy in my cunt, my tetas landing in his face as I kept coming and coming.
When the guy in my ass pulled out, I was quickly flipped over like I was a rag doll, which is pretty impressive because I'm not a small woman, and the last guy to not come yet, I think, began pounding my cunt.
"Wrap the flag around the proud Dominican puta," someone said, which made me realize I was lying on my flag, even as cum leaked out of my gaping asshole.
My body was still quaking from the orgasm as he said, "Wait till I shoot my load all over her fat tetas."
Suddenly I saw a pussy above my face. It was the quiet Filipino girl. As she lowered her cunt on my face, she apologized, "Sorry, but you get me so horny."
Her awkward English and her cute demeanor was the polar opposite to everyone else using me. I smiled, impressively remembering her name, "It's okay, Charina, let me make you feel good."
I leaned up, pulled her down onto my face and began licking.
Suddenly, the guy in my cunt, pulled out, shoved his cock between my tits and began fucking.
I kept licking the sweet Filipino pussy while he manhandled my tits which did absolutely nothing for me.
"Such fucking big fat tetas," he grunted and I felt his warm cum coat the valley between my tits.
"Back to work everyone," the older female said, who I hadn't heard from for a while now that I thought about it.
Charina began to move off me, but the older female said, "Not you, Charina, you enjoy yourself."
"Thank you, ma'aaaaaam" Charina moaned in answer as she lowered her pussy back on my eager tongue.
I kept licking, and it was only a couple of minutes before I got the sweet girl off and she flooded my mouth with a surprisingly excessive amount of cum.
I kept lapping throughout her orgasm until she awkwardly got off me, looked down and said, "Salamat," and quickly scurried away.
When I looked up, the only one left in the room was my fellow female Dominican, who walked over to me, and snapped a picture with her phone.
"I still can't believe how you looked down on me all this time," she said.
"I'm sorry," I replied, meaning it. I was no better than her, likely worse.
She shrugged, "I think this worked out quite well, plus I can't wait to send these pictures to Danilsa."
"Danilsa?" I asked, suddenly petrified that she somehow knew my sluttiest cousin... someone I had lambasted for being such a whore and family breaker. She had single-handedly caused much turmoil in my hometown when she got caught fucking our uncle (although that is a completely different story to tell another time... maybe). I also realized she said pictures, not picture, which implied she took others (likely of even more compromising positions than of me lying on my flag with a pussy juice covered face, and cum covered tits).
"Yes, you know, Danilsa Gonzales," she revealed, my worst fears coming true, "she's your cousin isn't she?"
"Yes," I sighed heavily.
"She thinks the same of you," she quipped, "although I think she will soon be seeing you in a whole new light."
"Please don't send her pictures or tell her about this," I pleaded.
"Why?" she asked.
"Because I don't want my family to know," I admitted.
"Know what?" she asked, enjoying my humiliation.
"That I'm a slut," I answered.
"Like you called her?" she asked.
"Yes," I sighed, even though Danilsa fucked our uncle which was a lot worse.
"I'll have to think about it," she shrugged.
"Can I go home now?" I asked.
"Not yet," she answered, "two more come on at eight and they should definitely get a chance with the company cum slut."
"Okay," I said, looking at the clock and realizing that was only ten minutes away and then realizing I had been gangbanged for over an hour.
"Since you seemed to enjoy the remnants of my urine earlier, why not get a taste directly from the source?" she asked, as she walked in front of me.
'Fuck!' I thought to myself as her cunt was lowered onto my face.
"Open wide," she ordered.
I obeyed just as her warm piss began spraying my face. Most went directly in my mouth, but some hit my chin and cheeks and then dripped off me and onto my poor flag.
When she was done, she ordered, "Now be my toilet paper and lick me clean."
I obeyed, once again hitting a new low. I had become a toilet and worse yet I enjoyed both the taste and the submissive act.
As she stood up, a minute later, she said, "I think we have found one more task to add to your new job duties!"
She walked out and I weakly got up and went to the washroom to clean myself up and go pee myself.
When I returned, the last two men, two more Haitians, were waiting. They got me on all fours, put the flag over the top of me, and took turns fucking my mouth and cunt.



Within fifteen minutes two more loads were spewed on my flag which I was again forced to clean up with my tongue before I was finally allowed to go home.
Exhausted, humiliated and defeated, I headed home... although I stopped at a Victoria's Secret to buy a few pairs of thigh highs, and a truck stop to have a quick shower and make myself look presentable to my husband.
Once home, I ended up fucking Johnathan in the ass with a white strap-on he had just purchased and felt oddly powerful being the one in charge, I called him a plethora of derogatory names and really reamed his ass.
Once he came, all over the bed sheets like he often did when I topped him, he said, "Holy shit, baby, you were really on tonight."
I pushed him onto his back, straddled his face and ordered, "Shut up, nigger, you got a cunt to eat."
As he licked me, unaware of the loads of cum already deep in me, I wondered not how I was going to get out of this situation, but rather what was in store for me tomorrow.
THE END... for now.
Coming next: Dominican Slut: Office Cocksucker
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Straight Cocksucker: First Time Anal
Once you have crossed the imaginary line between straight and gay, once you drop to your knees and fish out a stiff rod from a stranger's pants, once you have had a cock in your mouth, once you've swallowed a load of cum...there is no going back.
Although relatively happily married, to a relatively good woman, I always crave cock.
At first I would feel guilty after I served a stranger, his aftertaste lingering in my mouth long after the deed was done, yet the reality is I no longer believe I am cheating on my wife. I am not getting oral sex, I am not fucking another man or woman, I'm not eating another woman's pussy, I'm simply sucking cock...something I can't do to my wife.
Instead it's simply a secret I don't share with my wife.
So every time I'm away on business, which is often, I'm craving cock.
I had only sucked a few cocks over a few months when I could no longer deny that I loved being a cocksucker.
I was at a downtown hotel, in a city far from home, without a car, when I put an ad up on Craigslist:
Married cocksucker
Looking to come to you, drop to my knees and drain your cock.
I love to swallow.
Age and race doesn't matter...just have a big load of cum for me.
Eager cocksucker.
After an hour without a response, which was a long time, I was getting disappointed when I finally got one.
Hey cocksucker,
I'm eighteen and looking for a faggot to face fuck.
I have a seven inch cock that is made to worship.
I expect a response in five minutes.
P.S: Here is a picture for you to drool over.
I clicked on the attached photo and my mouth instantly watered. It was thin and long and looked completely appetizing.
I read the response a dozen times. The name calling, the blunt expectations, his age and his cock had my own cock busting in my trousers.
I wasn't used to such responses, the arrangements usually an agreement between a guy wanting to shoot a load and a guy wanting to swallow one.
That was what I loved about cocksucking. There was no romance, no mind games, no real names exchanged, just sex. Men saw sex as getting off, nothing more, nothing less and that usually made it incredibly easy to find someone.
I responded:
Hi sir,
You have a gorgeous cock.
I'd love to meet up and be your cocksucker.
Can you host?
After I sent it, a rush of excitement coursed through me, like it usually did when I felt that a meeting was possible. I hadn't sucked cock in a couple of months and was definitely going through withdrawal.
His response came an excruciatingly slow ten minutes later.
Cocksucker
I knew you would love my cock. All you married cocksuckers do. My chemistry teacher devoured it just yesterday after school in his classroom.
I can't host since my parents are home...but I can meet at a gas station with a great corner stall or I can come to you.
But hurry up, I got a party to go to and would like to shoot a load in some married faggot first.
I again read and reread his response. He was still in high school, he still lived with his parents, there were so many red flags that I should have quit then and there. Yet, logic wasn't running my mind at the moment, lust was.
I responded:
Sir,
I don't know the city well. Do you know a safe spot downtown?
A couple minutes later, he responded:
Cocksucker,
Are you at a hotel?
Shit, I sighed. In all my encounters I always went to them, always worried about my true identity somehow being compromised. Yet, with no other opportunities popping up yet, I was incredibly desperate to have a cock in my mouth...feeling like a crack whore waiting for her next fix.
I responded:
Yes, sir.
I wasn't sure I would actually give him my hotel room number but by answering I had definitely opened the door.
A couple of minutes later, I got another response.
Cocksucker,
Hotel and room number now!
I stared at the order. I had never hosted, never even considered hosting. Yet, I was craving cock and somehow his dominant persona was turning me on.
Before I could consider the consequences of such a decision, I texted him the hotel and room number.
As soon as I sent it, I regretted it. I had lost control of the situation.
A minute later, I received a response:
Cocksucker
I'll be there in fifteen minutes. I expect the door slightly ajar and you on your knees.
I was both excited and petrified. I was dying for a cock in my mouth, and yet I was very nervous of my real identity being revealed.
After a quick washroom break, I brushed my teeth, turned off all the lights, opened the door, left the latch open and sat on my knees in a small hallway of my corner suite.
Every minute, I looked at the clock. My mouth watering with anticipation, my mind spinning with trepidation.
Twice I heard the elevator doors open and no one came, but the third time my door opened.
Immediately, he flipped a light switch on and said, "True cocksuckers are not ashamed."
I looked up at him, he looked exactly as I imagined, good looking, young and built. Yet, although I loved sucking cock, I never wanted to see their face. That somehow made it gayer in my head.
"Still in a suit and tie," he smirked, as he walked over to me.
I didn't say a word as I eagerly went to fish his cock out of his jeans.
"So I know you're married, do you also have kids?" He asked, as he looked down and watched me pull out his flaccid cock.
"Two," I admitted, as I leaned forward and took his cock in my mouth, not wanting any more uncomfortable small talk.
I also loved the sensation of feeling a cock grow in my mouth. Knowing it was my mouth that was getting him hard, making it grow.
"That's it cocksucker," he groaned, "make it big and hard."
I did exactly that as I slowly swirled my tongue around his mushroom top and bobbed back and forth.
I was uncomfortable knowing he could clearly see me at first, but as soon as his cock was in my mouth my moral integrity disappeared and I indeed became just a cocksucker.
Once it was completely erect in my mouth, I began bobbing.
He groaned, "That's it cocksucker, worship my cock."
And I was. I wanted to take all seven inches in my mouth. Having been a couple of months since I last sucked a cock, it took a while to get back in the rhythm. But like riding a bike, it came back rather naturally.
In my few experiences, I had learned that every guy came differently. Some rocketed their cum into your mouth, while others just had it ooze out of their slit. I also learned some guys come very quickly, under two minutes, while my longest took fifteen. But on average, it took about five minutes from the time I took a cock in my mouth until I was swallowing a stranger's delicious seed.
And most guys don't talk much if at all. Sometimes a 'that feels good' or 'it's been a while' or a courtesy warning, but nothing compared to what this guy did.
"You like my cock, cocksucker?" He asked, pulling his big dick out of my mouth.
My mouth felt empty. I stammered, wanting it back in my mouth, "'Y-y-yes."
He tapped his cock on my lips and I opened, expecting him to put it back in my mouth. Instead he scolded me. "Yes, what, cocksucker, convince me you deserve the privilege of my cock."
His words were ridiculous. But at the moment, I definitely wanted the privilege of sucking his cock. I begged, "Please let this married cocksucker serve you."
"That's better, but look at me when you answer. A real cocksucker has no shame. He knows his real purpose is to be a cum deposit," the eighteen-year-old continued, clearly enjoying the power he had over a man more than twice his age.
I didn't want to look at him, I didn't like putting a face to a cock (no guy no matter how good looking ever turned me on, yet a cock did). Yet, a need to obey, to have his cock back in my mouth, controlled my very being. I answered, looking up from my submissive position on my knees, "Please, sir, can this married cocksucker be your personal cum bucket?"
Just saying the words had my stiff cock screaming for attention, somehow being treated like a cock slut enhanced the entire experience.
"That's better," he nodded approvingly, smiling down at me. "Now slither that tongue down my shaft and suck on my balls."
I had once sucked on another man's balls, but his hair made the act rather unappealing. This time though, the kid was completely shaven like you see in the porn movies, even his bag was completely hair free.
I obeyed, my tongue lazily slithering down his long shaft until I reached his ball sack. I licked his sack briefly before using my lips to find one of his balls and taking it in my mouth. The act was strange and different and although not as satisfying as having his cock in my mouth, the submissive act did turn me on.
He groaned, "That's it, my little cocksucking slut, a good boy knows how to worship the whole package."
"Yes, sir," I replied, showing him my utter submissiveness, as I found the other ball and replicated the attention.
"Are you this big a bitch at home?" He asked.
As I began moving my tongue back up his hard shaft I answered, "Actually, my wife is submissive to me."
"Really?" He chuckled. "What would she say if she saw you know?"
I didn't like small talk, even if to humiliate me. When I was on my cock hunt, I forgot about my wife and focused on finding and serving a cock. But having her mentioned as I pleasured him brought a twinge of guilt. Yet, I answered, "She'd be mortified."
I reached the tip of his mushroom top and saw a bit of pre-cum and licked it as he continued, "I'm assuming she doesn't know that her loving husband is wearing his band of eternal faithfulness as he sucks a stranger's cock."
"No, she doesn't," I admitted, as I took his cock back in my mouth.
"Or that her husband is a complete faggot," he continued.
I hated the term 'faggot'. Somehow being called a cocksucker turned me on and was literally true, yet the term 'faggot' was in my mind way more derogatory...as absurd as that may sound.
I wasn't gay.
I didn't find men sexy or hot.
I didn't want to have my cock sucked by a guy nor did I have any interest at all in fucking a guy.
I also had no interest in being ass fucked, though I had experimented with a few anal toys on myself. To my surprise, with enough lube and patience, the toys didn't hurt, although I had bought relatively small toys.
I just want to suck cock.
I just want to swallow cum.
I just want to be a cocksucker.
He seemed to notice my facial expression at being called a faggot. He asked, "What? Does my cocksucker not like the term 'faggot'."
I took his delicious cock out of my mouth and admitted, "No, sir."
"Why?" He asked, as he traced my lips with the tip of his cock.
"I'm not gay," I answered.
"You're on your knees eagerly serving a complete stranger," he pointed out. "I think that is pretty gay."
I wanted to point out he was getting sucked by a guy which made him gay based on his theory, but it didn't seem like a point worth making. My goal at the moment was to extract his sweet seed from his big ball sack. Instead I explained, "I'm a cocksucker yes, but that's it."
"If you say so," he shrugged, although his tone implied he didn't remotely buy my explanation, as he slid his cock back in my mouth.
Hoping the talking was done, I finally shifted to hungry cocksucker mode, which was fast back and forth bobbing, eventually attempting to take all his cock in my mouth.
Although strange, and in retrospect kind of gay I suppose, I liked the rare feeling of deep throating a cock and feeling his balls hitting my chin.
"I'm pretty sure you're a faggot," he said, after a couple of minutes of hungry cocksucking.
I ignored his words, focusing entirely on the yummy load I was confident was soon going to spray down my throat.
Yet, suddenly he pulled out and ordered, "Go lay on the bed on your back with your head leaning over the edge of the bed."
"Really?" I asked.
"Now, cocksucker," he demanded, snapping his fingers and pointing to the bed.
Still dying to get him off, and seeing no other solution, I stood up, walked the few feet to the bed, got on it, laid on my back and shuffled myself so my head was leaning over the edge as I looked at him upside down.
He walked to me and shoved his cock in my mouth. On my knees, I was relatively in control of the blow job, but in this position, I was simply a mouth for him to fuck and fuck it he did.
Slobbering sounds echoed in the small room, as he face fucked me. Surprisingly it was incredibly sexually stimulating to be just used for his personal pleasure. All seven inches slammed into my mouth, as his ball sack slapped my nose.
He grunted, "Pull out your cock, old man."
At 42, I hardly considered myself old, but compared to his eighteen years, I suppose I was.
Also, although I always ended up jerking off as I reminisced about the cock I had just sucked once I was again alone, I had never pulled my cock out in front of another man.
Yet, like everything else in this strange evening, I obeyed the cocky eighteen year old high school student.
I awkwardly fished my completely erect five inch cock out of my pants.
"I figured it would be hard," he said, "real faggots get hard serving other men."
Mindlessly, I began stroking my cock, so incredibly, undeniably turned on by being treated like a bitch.
"No playing with yourself, faggot," he scolded. "Just let your tiny pecker salute me as I fuck your faggot face."
I reluctantly obeyed, desperate to come now that my cock was out.
"Ready for my cum?" He finally asked a minute later, this crazy surreal sexual submission coming to an end.
Strangely, I had mixed feelings. Indeed I was eager to feel his cum slide down my throat, finally getting the drug I craved. Yet, I felt a rush of disappointment at the thought that this wild cocksucking experience was almost ever. Without a doubt, it had been the most sexual charged, exciting cocksucking experience I had ever had.
I moaned on his cock, the hard fast face-fucking not allowing me the opportunity to actually use words to answer.
He continued slamming his cock in my mouth like it was a pussy for a couple more minutes, the blood rushing to my head before he suddenly grunted, pulled out and shot a stream of cum directly in-between my eyes.
I was doubly shocked. First, I had never been given a facial. Second, I was shocked at how hot the cum was as it splattered on my face.
A second rope of cum hit my forehead before he moved his cock above me, and I stared at his balls, as a never ending dripping of cum seemed to drop onto me like a leaking faucet. My cheeks, above my lips, a bit in my mouth and my chin all hot white sticky evidence of his orgasm as I became his cum canvas.
Each drop was like a brief burn of shame as the hot cum coated me. It didn't actually burn, but it was indeed hot, something I had never considered before.
It wasn't hot when it sprayed in my mouth and my own cum on my hands, belly or legs never felt hot, yet there was no other way to describe it.
As I pondered this, he slid his cock back in my mouth and ordered, "Retrieve any last remnants, cocksucker."
I swirled my tongue, searching like an archeologist hunting for lost treasure.
When he finally pulled out, he instructed, as he pulled his pants back up, "You will wear my special gift on your face all night."
"P-p-pardon?" I stammered, again surprised by his words.
"I gave you a gift and you will wear it with pride all night," he repeated.
Sitting up, my face burning with sudden shame, I replied, "But I need to go out and have dinner yet."
"You may want to order in," he shrugged.
I didn't have any intention of obeying him, so I nodded, "Okay."
"Good faggot," he nodded. "Now order your food."
"Now?" I asked, again mortified, as my still erect cock aimed at him.
"Yes," he nodded, as he handed me the room service menu.
Feeling like a child obeying his father, I skimmed the menu, picked up the phone and ordered a steak.
"Do you want to suck my cock again?" He asked, while he was on his phone texting.
As soon as the offer was given, my mouth began watering, Pavlov's theory clearly at work. I admitted, "Yes."
"I may be back later tonight," he said. "I expect you to stay awake and be ready to serve me until 2am."
"But I have a meeting at nine," I pointed out.
"Do you want my cock again?" He asked, his tone implying he was annoyed.
I wish I could have said no, I wished I could have been strong-willed, yet I answered as I assume he expected, "Yes."
"Good," he nodded, going to the door. "I'll email you if I'm coming and I promise my next load I will shoot inside you."
I couldn't help but laugh at the pun.
"And like I said, cocksucker, don't you dare wash my special gift off your face."
"Yes, sir," I nodded, knowing I was going to obey and wear this coat of shame just for the hopeful opportunity to suck him again.
"And you should probably put that tiny pecker away too," he said. "Of course, it should go without saying but I'll say it anyway, you are not to touch yourself either."
"Of course, sir," I nodded, knowing if I did shoot my load, I would instantly no longer be horny and thus no longer submissive...yet this feeling of submission felt so good, so natural...I didn't want it to end.
"Later faggot," he said, before adding one last shot, "you should probably call your wife and kids."
Once he was gone, I did put my cock away and went to the washroom to see what my face looked like.
Staring in the mirror I was aghast. Is that how much cum I usually swallowed? White gobs were everywhere: my hair, forehead, between my eyes, cheeks and a hanging gob rested on my chin. I looked like a complete whore.
I'm not going to lie, being used like a slut, the evidence literally written all over my face, turned me on. I wanted to jerk off, yet felt compelled to obey the teenager who I just realized I couldn't name.
As I stared at my cum coated face, I wondered how I was ever going to answer the door when room service showed up.
I returned to the main room, grabbed my cell phone and called my wife. We chatted about my flight, the kids, her work day and what I planned to do tonight. The conversation was normal and generic like they usually are, life itself being, for the most part, normal and generic. Yet, a greater shame filled me as we chatted because of my obedience to an eighteen year old and the evidence now drying on my face.
Yet as guilty as I felt, I couldn't convince myself to disobey, to wash my face, the possibility of having his cock in my mouth and this time depositing his load down my throat controlling me.
I chatted briefly with my kids too, before there was a knock at the door. I said goodbye and went to open the door.
I opened it with my head down and a male voice asked, "May I come in."
"Of course," I nodded, keeping my head down.
He walked past me and to the table and put the tray down. He pulled out an invoice to be signed and I quickly signed it without making eye contact. I must have looked like a complete prick, but better than being seen with cum all over my face.



"Thanks sir," he politely responded. "Is there anything else I can do for you?"
Immediately I wanted to say you can shove your cock in my face, but of course I didn't. Yet, wanting to give him the idea that such a possibility existed, I finally looked up and made contact.
"No, that will be all," I said.
His facial expression changed and it was obvious he hadn't originally seen my cum coated face, but he sure did now. "Well, enjoy your meal."
"Ohhhh, I will," I replied, acting like the cocksucker I was. I couldn't believe I was acting this way, but my hunger for cum was driving my every action. I prayed he would fish out his cock and shove it in my mouth. Alas, that was not what happened.
"Have a great evening, sir," he finished, clearly uncomfortable with the past few seconds. He probably saw me as some perverted faggot and not simply a cocksucker.
"You too," I nodded and he left.
The door closed, instant shame cascaded through me at the behaviour I just exhibited. I need to be completely discreet and yet here I was offering sex to a stranger. 'Fuck!' I cursed to myself as I sat down and ate wondering how I was going to deal with my internal lust.
I ate dinner, watched sports highlights, all the while checking my email every few minutes.
I received a new email just as I finished dinner, but it was a new offer from another stranger that was too generic to respond to even if I wasn't bound to my hotel room waiting for the potential return of the teenage boy.
When I saw another message, I got a rush of excitement, yet as I clicked on it, I felt a wave of disappointment when it wasn't from him.
Ironically, the email was an interesting response from a man who was looking for a cocksucker in a downtown hotel. Usually, I would quickly respond to such an email, hotel rooms the safest location, and being downtown it may be in walking distance.
Yet, I didn't, somehow compelled to wait for the teenager to maybe reply.
Another half hour later with no response from the teenager, I decided to respond to the email, my hunger for cum driving me nuts and sensing there was a very good chance that the teenager was not returning.
I emailed:
Hi sir,
Would love to come to you, drop to my knees in the dark and suck your cock.
I love to swallow!
I also like being called names if that turns you in.
Once sent, I kept my Gmail open so I could see any responses, the excitement of sucking another cock and receiving the load of cum I was still craving and was had been denied earlier driving me.
A few minutes later he responded with the hotel and a rush went up my spine. It was the same hotel I was staying at...that had never happened before.
I quickly responded, wanting to look eager and hoping to have his cock in my mouth ASAP.
Hi sir,
I'm very close by.
I can be there ASAP!!
What room number?
Apparently he was as eager to get sucked as I was to suck as he responded seconds later.
Come now!
Room 721
I texted back:
Be there in ten.
He was two floors above me and I could have been there in two, but I didn't want to look like I was in the same hotel already.
The cum was dried on my face now, as I looked in the mirror. It was only obvious if you were looking for it.
I took the stairs, not wanting to end up on an elevator with someone who may notice the cum, then waited a couple of minutes before walking to the door that was slightly ajar.
I entered the dark room and saw a pillow on the floor. This man was a gentleman. He walked to me, looking to be rather built, as I lowered myself on my knees.
When he was standing directly in front of me, I tugged his sweats down, he wasn't wearing underwear and took his semi-erect cock in my mouth.
As always, I was in awe with the difference in cocks. Like snowflakes, no two are ever alike. Unlike, the teenager, this one was a lot smaller in length, but thicker. It stretched my mouth, but because it was only five inches or so, it was easy to swallow whole.
He groaned as I began slowly bobbing on his quickly fully erect cock.
Sometimes I like to start slow, savour the cock in my mouth for a while before shifting to eager cocksucking, but this time I needed a load and I needed it now.
I bobbed back and forth, deep throating his cock with each forward bob.
His breathing got heavy rather quickly and he warned in under two minutes, "I'm going to come."
Like a good cocksucker, I continued bobbing at the same eager pace, as eager to swallow his load as he was to shoot it.
A few bobs later, I finally received the delicious load of cum I had been craving all night. I swallowed every drop and was thankful it was a big salty load.
He groaned, obviously not used to having someone swallowing, "Sooo good."
I continued to slowly bob back and forth, both because I loved the feeling of a cock in my mouth and because I wanted to extract every last drop of his seed.
Finally, I allowed his cock to leave my mouth and I said, like I usually did after servicing a stranger, "Thank you." It seemed absurd to thank someone for coming down my throat, but I was thankful.
He whispered, "No, thank you."
I stood up and walked out, his cum aftertaste lingering. I returned to my room and, like the addict I was, I immediately checked my email hoping for a response from the teenager.
There wasn't one, which again sent a wave of disappointment through me. Usually, getting a load in me was enough to satisfy my hunger, but the possibility of that dominant teenager using me again somehow kept me starving.
I glanced at the clock, starting to get tired, the three hour flight and time change beginning to catch up to me.
I went and brushed my teeth again and when I returned to my bed I saw I had a new message...from him.

Cocksucker,
A buddy of mine could use a mouth to deposit a load.
Do you want me to send him over?
Although this was crazy, a stranger I sucked offering my mouth to others, I still was hungry for more. Plus, I assumed he would be young too which only enhanced my eagerness.
I replied:
Hi sir,
Please send him over if he is of legal age.
A minute later, he replied:
Cocksucker,
I assumed that would be the answer. That is why I already told him your room number. He should be there any minute.
P.S.: I believe he is bringing a female friend to watch.
I stared in paralysis at the email. First at his assumption, but more so at the reality another stranger was on his way over and bringing a girl to watch.
This had officially gotten out of hand. Yes, I wanted another cock in my mouth; yes, I wanted another load down my throat; no, I didn't want someone watching.
Before I had any time to consider my serious predicament there was a knock at the door.
I considered pretending I wasn't in, yet the reality was my mouth was watering already and my addiction to cocksucking was again controlling me.
I stood up, shut off the lights, leaving the television on and went to the door.
I peeked through the hole and saw a young man there with a redheaded female who was very cute. Taking a deep breath, I opened the door.
"Are you the cocksucker?" The stranger asked, still in the hallway.
I nodded, shame burning through me at a high school girl witnessing this gay act.
"Are you going to blow me in the hallway or let us in?" The teenager asked.
I asked, "Are you both eighteen?"
"Yep," he said.
The girl added with a giggle, "As of a few days ago."
"Come in," I said, as the elevator dinged implying others were about to witness my humiliation.
They followed me in and she closed the door. She asked, "So you really like sucking high school boys' cock?"
I had never been so embarrassed in my life. I really had no answer to the question.
"Knees, cocksucker," the guy said.
Wanting the humiliation to end, yet undeniably hungry for more cock, I wordlessly walked to him and dropped to my knees
"Zack said you were an eager faggot," he laughed as he pulled his already hard cock out.
It was smaller in length, under six inches, but wider in girth than the dominant teen, whose name I finally learned was Zack.
Trying to forget I had an audience, I opened up and took the cock in my mouth and began bobbing hungrily, praying this would be another quick deposit.
He groaned, "That's it old man, show my girlfriend how to really suck cock."
The girl protested, "I don't mind sucking cock, I just don't want you coming in my mouth."
"Carrie here says cum tastes disgusting, is that true?" He asked, as he pulled his cock out of my mouth so I could answer.
Already perceived as a complete cocksucker I admitted, "No, I love the taste."
"You want to swallow my cum?" He asked.
"Yes," I nodded, staring at his cock, craving what I knew it could give me.
He slid his cock back in my mouth and I continued bobbing hungrily, for some strange reason, to show Carrie how a real cocksucker sucks. It was ludicrous, but I wanted to please him, to be better than his pretty girlfriend.
"Fuck Carrie, he's taking it all in his mouth," he said, likely something she didn't do.
"He's really going to town," she replied, her voice so close to me now I assumed she was right beside me.
I continued my fast paced bobbing, wanting to taste his cum, wanting this awkwardness to end, yet also turned on at being better than his girlfriend.
Suddenly, I felt hands on my head and she ordered, "Fuck the faggot's face."
The teenager obeyed and soon I was making porn star like slobbering sounds as my mouth was fucked roughly.
"Shit, the faggot doesn't gag at all," Carrie said in awe, clearly not able herself to do what I was doing.
"Maybe I'll have him teach you," he groaned.
"Maybe you can fuck his cunt instead of mine," she countered.
My eyes wet wide. I was a cocksucker yes, but I didn't do anal.
"Does cocksucker give up his ass too?" she asked.
I couldn't answer though as my mouth was full of cock and he wasn't slowing down.
"Here it comes," he declared a moment later before depositing his heavy load in my mouth.
I swallowed his load even as he continued fucking my face.
"You take it all too," Carrie said, shocked. "You really are a much better cocksucker than me." She let go of my head and a few seconds later the teen pulled his cock out.
He pulled up his pants and asked, "Want to eat my girlfriend's cunt?"
The offer shocked me. She was hot and young, and yet the thought of eating another woman's pussy felt like cheating...while as I already mentioned sucking cock didn't to me. That said, I didn't want to offend the pretty girl.
She hiked up her skirt, sat on the edge of the bed and spread her legs, as she asked, looking super sexy, "What do you think cocksucker? Are you a cunt licker too?"
I stammered, the teenager's cunt only hidden by her red thong, "I-I-I don't eat pussy."
She laughed, "You must be one great husband."
I just wanted them to leave, this easily being the most humiliating evening of my life...even though it was oddly the most exciting as well.
"Last chance to munch on teen cunt," the guy said.
"I'd love to," I said, "but oddly I feel like that is cheating."
"And sucking my boyfriend's cock wasn't?" She asked, pulling her thong to the side to show me her completely shaved cunt, unlike my wife's hairy hole.
I explained, "Right, because my wife doesn't have a cock."
"Fucking hilarious," he laughed, "a married cocksucker with morals."
"So you will suck cock but not eat cunt?" She asked, clearly amused as her finger slid inside her pussy.
"Yes," I admitted, my face burning in shame, even as I watched her finger herself.
She moaned, "Last chance for some teen pussy, cocksucker."
Although it was tempting, having never licked a shaved pussy, I couldn't cheat on my wife.
When I didn't move, she shrugged and said, "Whatever, cocksucker. I never planned to actually let you eat me anyway."
The guy laughed, "Let's leave the cocksucker to jerk off or whatever faggots do to get off."
"Sure, baby," she said, standing up, bending in front of me and shoving her finger in my mouth. "Just so you know what you could have tasted."
Her taste was surprisingly sweet, unlike my wife's fishlike taste. Just as quickly as her fingers were in my mouth, they were gone.
Both laughed as they walked out of my room, leaving me alone.
I stood up, went to the door and locked it, deciding I was done for the evening and maybe forever.
Suddenly exhausted, I went to my bed and saw I had three new messages. Two were from Zack and the other was from the guy I sucked upstairs.
I clicked on Zack's:
Cocksucker
I hope you enjoyed the gift I sent you. It should help kill the time until I come over around 2am.
I sighed as I looked at the clock, it was just after midnight.
I clicked on the other message from Zack:
Do you want my cock again? I need to know if I should bother coming over and giving you another load.
I sighed. I had just decided that I was done, I couldn't handle anymore humiliation tonight, yet suddenly I wasn't so sure.
I loved his cock and loved his dominant persona. For him, I wanted to be a faggot, an obedient cocksucker.
I took a deep breath and responded:
Hi sir,
Yes, I'd love to serve you again.
Cocksucker
After I hit send, I instantly regretted it, knowing it was almost two hours away and I was completely wiped.
I clicked on the other message:

Thanks for the blow job, I forgot how good it could feel.
I responded back:

Are you still staying here tomorrow? I'd love to blow you again.
After clicking send, I shook my head. I definitely had an addiction problem. I couldn't say no to cock.
I laid back on my bed and closed my eyes.
Suddenly, I was jarred awake by knocking on my door.
Groggily, I glanced at the clock and saw it was 2:25. I got up and went to the door. I peeked through the keyhole to see an annoyed looking Zack.
I opened the door and said, "Sorry, I must have fallen asleep."
"Oh, I know just how to wake you up," he smirked, walking past me and into my room.
I closed the door and followed him in, trying to wake up.
"Knees, cocksucker," he ordered, sitting on the edge of the bed.
As usual, I obeyed, dropping to my knees in front of him.
"Still hungry?" He asked.
"Yes," I admitted, my mouth instantly watering, my addiction overwhelming me.
"I hear you suck cock but not pussy," he said, pulling his pants down and off.
"Yes," I nodded, too tired to be embarrassed.
"So you only do things that you can't do with your wife?" He asked, to clarify, pulling his underwear down to reveal his nice long cock.
"Yes," I again answered, no longer trying to explain, just wanting to suck.
"Get naked," he ordered.
"I'd rather not," I replied, reaching for his cock.
"If you want this cock again, you will get naked now," he firmly instructed, moving his cock away from my hungry lips.
As this night had already proved, I would do anything for cock, especially his cock, and so I stood up and got undressed.
"Good, cocksucker," he smirked, as I again obeyed.
Once I was naked, he ordered, "Back on your knees."
I quickly obeyed, sensing I was soon going to have his delicious cock back in my mouth.
"Go ahead cocksucker, you look like you're starving," he said.
I didn't need to be told twice. I leaned forward and took his cock back in my mouth.
"Get it nice and hard," he groaned.
It was already semi-erect and it didn't take long to have it fully hard.
"So just to clarify, you only do things you can't do with your wife?" He asked, a couple of minutes into the cocksucking.
"Yes," I replied, as he pulled his cock out of my mouth.
"And you love my cock, don't you?" He smirked, looking down at me.
"Yes," I again admitted.
"Stand up," he ordered.
I did, curious how he planned to use my mouth after the unique upside down thing last time.
He surprised me, pushing me to the bed, and bending me over. I stammered, "W-w-what are you doing?"
"Keeping to your values," he chuckled, as he moved behind me.
"Please, not my ass," I begged, quickly understanding his intentions.
His cock poked between my ass cheeks. He said, "Your wife can't do this to you. Although, I suppose she could fuck you with a strap-on, you'd probably like that."
Honestly, I had fantasized about that. Although I had never been ass fucked, I had experimented with a variety of anal toys and wondered what it would be like to be pegged by my wife.
"Don't move, I'm going to grab the lube from my jean pockets. I think you'll enjoy it much better that way," he instructed.
Oddly, I didn't move. I remained bent over. I didn't want to be ass fucked, yet I couldn't move, somehow feeling I must obey.
A few seconds later, I felt warm liquid between my ass cheeks. Somehow, this too turned me on.
"Now I'm not going to fuck your ass unless you beg me to," he surprised me, as he rubbed his cock between my ass cheeks.
This surprised me. I expected him to just take my ass, make me his bitch and I was willing to let him do it. Yet, now he wanted to hear me say I wanted it, and that only added to the complete humiliation.
"Do you want me to fuck your ass, cocksucker, make you officially a faggot?" He questioned, as his cockhead poked my asshole.
Although part of me didn't want him to, this was so much more than just cocksucking, a bigger part of me was willing to do whatever he wanted me to...lust overriding logic.
After a brief hesitation, I answered, "Yes, please fuck my ass."
"Your man cunt?" He questioned, as the mushroom top pushed forward trying to break through my very tight ass.
"Yessss, my man cunnnnt," I grimaced as his cock broke through my last layer of resistance.
The inevitable burn cascaded through me as my anal cherry was taken by a high school student.
"This is the tightest cunt I've ever filled," he groaned, as he continued to slowly slither his snake deeper into my virgin rectum.
"Fuuuuck," I whimpered.
"Don't worry faggot," he comforted, before promising, "once you get used to a cock in that cunt of yours you'll be begging for me to fuck you like the faggot cock slut you are."
Oddly, I was hoping he was right, as at the moment all I felt was burning, even as, unexplainably, my cock was rock hard pressed against the bed.
"All in," he declared, not moving as seven inches of cock rested deep inside me.
"Thank God,"' I weakly quipped, confident there was no way I could take another millimetre in me.
"Luckily, I'm not thick like my buddy, Jimmy, who you sucked earlier. In ass-fucking girth is way more damaging than length," he explained, as if he was an expert at ass fucking, which he may have been based on his complete confidence.
"Kkkk," I nodded.
"Get used to the cock in your cunt, faggot," he instructed, like I had a choice.
Strangely, the pain began to subside and I felt a sudden urge to have him fuck me the longer his cock rested deep inside me. I can't remotely explain it, but I wanted to feel his cock moving inside me. I was surprised when I heard myself say, "Please fuck me."
"Pardon? Only real faggots request to be ass fucked," he smugly responded, with an 'I told you so' tone.
I didn't think I was a faggot, a term I thought offensive to gay men, but I was apparently more than just a cocksucker. Yet, deciding semantics wasn't really relevant now, I admitted, like he wanted me to, "Yes, sir, I'm your faggot?"



Hearing the words he obviously wanted to hear, he began pulling his cock out.
I groaned as he began slowly fucking me, allowing my ass to get used to being fucked.
Although the burn was still there, it was beginning to dissipate as a strange new pleasure, very different from when doing the fucking, began to emerge.
He seemed to constantly be able to read my mind as he said, "You're beginning to enjoy it aren't you, faggot."
"Yes, sir," I mindlessly replied.
He didn't speed up as I'd expected though, as I began to want him to. My whimpers became moans and the longer he kept slowly fucking me the more I wanted it harder.
Finally, I begged, "Please, fuck my ass harder."
"Like I would a dirty ass slut?" He questioned.
"Yes, please make me your ass slut," I moaned, wanting to be used, fuck, banged, hammered, or whatever other term one may imagine.
"But I thought you only sucked cock," he pointed out, still continuing the slow pace.
"I was before you turned me into an ass slut," I admitted, no longer sure what I was, but knowing what I wanted.
Suddenly, he slammed into me hard, somehow reaching new depths. I screamed, "Fuuuuuck."
He pulled back out slowly and slammed back into me. He continued these contrasting slow and fast strokes, which enhanced the pleasure, re-stimulated the pain and only made me want to be fucked harder.
"More, pleassssse," I begged, "fuck the shit out of your ass slut."
"You want that cunt of yours pounded hard?" He questioned.
"Yes, hammer my cunt with that big sledgehammer of yours," I replied, as I got more and more frustrated by his teasing.
"Bounce back on my cock," he ordered, as he pulled out and sat down on a chair at the table.
I quickly moved to him, like a bitch in heat, bent my ass in front of his missile and tried to get it back inside. It was awkward and frustrating as I tried to get the correct angle. After a few failed attempts to impale myself on his stiff dick, I finally hit pay dirt as his cock easily slid back into my wanton hole.
"Now fuck yourself, faggot," he ordered, once I had filled myself with his cock.
I obeyed, beginning to ride his cock. The pain was gone and only undeniable pleasure remained. I sounded like a squealing pig with each backwards bounce as I slammed my ass back onto him.
"Such an eager faggot," he said, as my own focus now was on fucking myself.
As I continued filling my ass with his cock, I couldn't help but notice my own hard cock flailing all over the place, my own balls beginning to boil.
"Where do you want my cum?" He asked, his own breathing getting heavier too.
"My ass sir," I quickly replied, wanting to know that it felt like to be filled with cum.
"As you wish," he grunted a few seconds later and I felt his hot seed rocket inside my pussy.
I groaned, "Yes, fill my cunt with your cummmmmmm," as I kept fucking myself, milking his cock with my tight ass, the feeling of being filled with cum another naughty, but undeniably satisfying, moment.
"You're a faggot now," he quipped.
I admitted, as I began stroking my cock while still fucking myself, "I love being a faggggggot."
"Come my whore, come with a cock in your ass," he ordered, as he grabbed my hips, lifted up and dropped me on his lap. This new position had his cock somehow reach new depths again.
It took seconds to obey his order as being used as a slut was the ultimate turn on and I began spraying my cum everywhere, while sitting on his lap with his cock buried inside me.
"I think that officially makes you a faggot," he quipped, clearly amused.
It was hard to argue as I had come sitting on a teenager's lap with his cock lodged deep up my ass.
"You're one good fuck," he complimented, "better than most bitches I bang."
"Thanks," I weakly said, somehow flattered by the compliment.
"Get off me," he said, a moment later and as I stood up, my legs weak, cum leaking out of my ass, complete and utter shame cascaded through me.
My orgasm complete, no longer horny and being controlled by my cock, I was mortified of everything I had done today, everything I had risked, all for cock.
He stood up and got dressed. "Feeling guilty?" He asked.
"A little," I admitted, still surprised how he always knew what I was thinking.
"Don't be," he shrugged, "you finally, after all these years, accepted what and who you are."
"I'm more confused than ever," I said, which was true. Yet, I wasn't sure I needed to have this conversation with a teenager.
"You'll figure it out," he said, all philosophical, "you can't hide your true sexuality forever and now that the cat is out of the bag so to speak, you're going to want it again."
I prayed he was wrong, but based on my hunger to suck cock, I'm guessing he wasn't wrong.
"Well it was fun," he shrugged and walked out of my hotel room.
Exhausted, I collapsed on my bed even as cum continued to trickle out of my ass.
As I drifted into slumber, I prayed he was wrong, that this was a onetime thing, yet of course once the genie is out of the lamp it is impossible to put him back in it.
Epilogue
I sucked off my upstairs hotel neighbour the next evening once more and emailed Zack to offer him another evening of complete obedience, but he didn't respond back, leaving me wanting.
I'm not sure I'm a faggot, I still hate that term.
But I definitely am no longer just a cocksucker...so what does that make me?
The end
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Backseat Mommy: A Long Hard Ride

You never realize how much stuff you've collected in your life until it's moving day.
With our youngest son finally going away to college, we did two moves in one. My husband Alex and I were moving into a condo only a few miles away, but first we were driving Cory sixteen hours away to college. Because we had to put all our things in storage (we wouldn't get title for another three weeks), we were planning a two-week road trip after we finished driving a few days drive to drop Cory off.
As we were packing the car, with all of Cory's stuff plus our suitcases for the almost three-week round trip, we found we had a major predicament. By the time the car was loaded, there was only room enough to seat two people: the driver and someone sitting in the back seat directly behind the driver. Everyplace else was piled to the roof with Cory's belongings and our suitcases.
My husband tried to reshuffle everything, but there was simply too much of it.
I finally suggested, "Cory and I could squeeze back there together."
"For sixteen hours?" Alex asked. "You'd end up totally on each other's nerves."
"Well, we'll likely have to take more rest stops this way," I shrugged.
"With your teacup-sized bladder, we'll need to do that regardless," Alex quipped, always annoyed by how often I needed pit stops. He was a put-the-pedal-to-the-metal-and-keep-it-there kind of guy, while my bladder was the kind of traveler that always insisted on stopping to smell the roses. (Or if there wasn't anyplace official to stop, perhaps just to make the roses smell.)
I turned to Cory, who was slim like I was, "Can you handle sixteen hours cramped beside your old mother?"
"Only if I have to," my son, always sarcastic, agreed grudgingly. He felt resistant, but he realized the only alternative would be to leave some of his stuff behind, which wouldn't be acceptable at all.
"Be careful with that attitude, young man," I shot back playfully. "You're going to be stuck next to me for sixteen hours, so you're probably better off if I'm in a good mood."
I should note it was a very hot August day and I was wearing a sundress for the drive, to stay as cool as possible.
We all did one more pee check, which I of course made use of, then Cory and I squeezed next to each other into the cozy spot big enough for one.
Alex asked, with sarcasm just like his son's, "Comfy cozy?"
With Cory's right elbow poking into my breast, I quipped, "Like a cow in a Pullman car."
"Moo," Cory added, shifting a bit more, resulting in even more pressure on my left breast, since on the other side I was crammed up against a pile of boxes that was stacked to the roof.
We were just out of the city half an hour later, when I objected, "This isn't working."
"You don't enjoy being crowded together like a sardine?" Cory asked, as he set aside the book he was reading on his iPad, like I too was attempting, my Kindle app the only app really worth owning.
"Not particularly," I agreed, as I wriggled around ineffectively before suggesting, "Maybe I could just sit on your lap for a while."
"Okay," my son nodded, agreeing with me for a change.
I climbed onto his lap and sighed, "Now that is much better."
"Agreed," Cory said.
"I'm not too heavy for you, am I?" I asked. At forty-six I was still in great shape. I was slim with big breasts, with a firm ass and tight legs. Selling real estate, I knew that my looks played a key role in my sales. Sex sells, always has, always will. So normally I dressed in professional but sexy business suits, or stylish dresses with nylons and four-inch heels. My 38d natural breasts were always showcased, as I counted on them to help me close more deals than the actual real estate I was selling.
"No, you're fine," he answered, shifting slightly.
As Alex continued driving, I soon noticed two things:
1. Wearing a short, skimpy dress had been a bad idea, as I was now sitting on my son's lap, my skirt not quite covering my butt, and a narrow thong the only barrier between my vagina and my son.
2. My son's penis was hard and I could feel it pulsing directly under my vagina.
My son, who was rather nerdy in high school like his father had been, and having been offered full ride scholarships to over a dozen colleges, he had really blossomed physically by working in construction all summer. Gone were his scrawny arms, replaced with impressive muscles. I had complimented him frequently on his summer reformation. My boy had become a man.
Yet now, as we drove along a bumpy section of road that was under construction, I realized my boy had indeed turned into a man, as I could feel his erect manhood directly beneath me.
With each bump his hardness rubbed against my vagina, and even though I tried to control myself, it was getting me wet. I considered adjusting where I was sitting, but was worried it would embarrass him if I let on that I could feel his erection. So instead, I tried to control my bouncing by pressing my hands down on the seatback in front of me.
Yet for about ten minutes, which felt like an eternity, my son's erection, thankfully trapped behind his shorts, kept rubbing against my very wet woman parts and driving me crazy.
Finally the road smoothed and now his tumescence was just resting quietly, but it was still hard and I could still feel it prominently, directly underneath my opening. I knew I should move, even an inch or two sideways would probably help, yet I still felt obligated to remain frozen in place. Partly because I was worried I would embarrass him if I moved, but also partly, undeniably, because the position I was sitting in right now felt so damn good.
For twenty minutes my vagina rested on his erection, which never shrank, while chatting with my husband as much as possible to distract myself from the awkward situation I was in.
Finally I saw an upcoming rest stop and suggested we stop.
Just as Alex was slowing down, I felt the insistent flinching of Cory's penis. It flinched three times, each time pressing itself up ever so slightly but still noticeably against my labia.
I moaned, unintentionally.
Alex asked, "You okay, Sarah?"
"I just need to stretch for a bit," I answered, my face burning red at getting aroused from sitting on my son.
"I could grab a drink," my husband nodded, as he pulled into the stop.
"Me too," I agreed, feeling a bit dehydrated.

Once we rolled to a stop I joked to Cory, "I imagine you're dying for a break, too."
"No, I've been enjoying the ride," my son answered without implying any sort of sexual innuendo. Truth be told, except for my frustration and guilt, part of me had been enjoying the ride too, but if I dared to mention it, there would be a definite sexual charge to my words, so I remained silent.
My face, which was already quite flushed, went a shade darker as I opened the door and climbed out. I'm not sure if my face could get any redder than it already was, but as my son climbed out and stood up, two things were apparent:
1. His erection was poking out against his Adidas shorts.
2. The shorts had a prominent wet spot that undoubtedly had come from me.
I turned away and headed for the washroom, mortified that my fluids had soaked into my son's shorts. Once inside, I pulled my panties down and couldn't believe how wet they were.
Now I should note I've always gotten wet easily, and I was quite a flooder when I got off. I also had a ferocious sexual appetite that my husband could seldom satisfy... thus I had a variety of sex toys on hand to finish the job he usually couldn't complete. I had a we-vibe, a couple of vibrators, anal beads, a butterfly toy I could wear while I was away from the bedroom, which was currently in my purse, and my newest acquisition, a massage vibe... which was literally orgasmic.
Deciding I needed to quell my burning cunt (fuck the niceties, I was so horny I could hardly stand), I leaned against the wall in a stall and began pleasuring myself. Not surprisingly, the half-hour-plus of Cory's unintentional teasing (I hoped it was unintentional, but I certainly wasn't going to ask) had me already revved up, and I came in no time at all. My pussy juice had spilled down my leg when I came, so I awkwardly cleaned myself up with toilet paper.
Once I was recovered more or less, I also wrung out my panties while they were wrapped in toilet paper to try and make them less damp, but after putting them on, I could still feel their humiliating wetness. Usually I loved sex. I loved coming; but the constant reminder by these wet panties that my son's cock had gotten me horny was too much to bear, so I took them back off.
Instead, I hid the sexy wet thong in my purse and went to the sink to wash my hands and legs. Unfortunately, a mother with her child came in, so all I could do was wash my hands thoroughly, hoping that would be enough to hide the scent of my own cum.
Leaving the washroom, I decided there was no way I would sit back on my son's lap. I figured that instead, we would have to persevere squished side by side. I purchased a coke and a bag of chips from a vending machine and headed back to the car.
Fuck, I thought as I left the shaded area of the rest stop and the summer sun pounded into me. It was a fucking sauna out here. I wanted to get a change of panties from my suitcase, but decided not to: how would I be able to explain that? 'Oh, I just feel like a change' would sound really stupid and inevitably lead to further questions. No thanks.
My husband and son were leaning against the car chatting when I walked up to them.
"So, less than fourteen hours left," Alex quipped, with a playful smile. "Piece of cake."
Cory replied, "I don't know about the cake, I think it's going to be a tight ride."
I couldn't tell for sure, maybe it was just the self-conscious part of me, but he seemed to stress the word 'tight'.
I joked, realizing only after the words had left my mouth that they only added to the innuendo if he was implying one, "Yes, it will likely result in some unavoidable mom and son bonding."
"Well, it's you two back there for the whole drive," my husband added. "No way can I fit back there with anybody."
That was true. My husband was a big man, and there was no way my son or I would be able to fit either side by side with him or on his lap.
Nope, I still had just under fourteen hours to spend with my son in the backseat. The next stretch without any underwear.
Fuck.
My son climbed back into the car first and patted his lap.
I'd intended to get in first and suggested, "Shouldn't we try side by side again?"
"It's okay, Mom," he said, patting his lap once again.
"You sure?" I asked, knowing it could get awkward without my wearing any panties and my pussy still damp... the aftermath dribble of a strong orgasm.
"Side by side will be too tight," he replied. "We already learned that the hard way."
There's that word 'tight' again, I thought. Is he saying that on purpose?
"But I'll crush your legs," I pointed out, desperate to avoid sitting on his cock again... having enjoyed it too much the first time.
He shrugged dismissively, "Oh Mom, you're not heavy at all."
"You sure?" I asked again, still tentative, as I looked down and could still see the shading of a pussy juice stain on his shorts, as well as the clear outline of his cock... which at least no longer looked to be completely erect.
"Mom, it's not hard at all," he answered, now repeating the word 'hard' .
The naughty side of me wanted to respond, 'but it likely will be hard quite soon', but the good mom in me responded, "If you're sure I won't smother you?"
He shrugged, "I can handle whatever you give me."
So I sat back down on his lap, his words again possibly dripping with innuendo, this time adjusting myself sideways to sit more onto his leg to avoid his crotch.
For half an hour I sat precariously but reasonably virtuously in that spot as we continued driving. Then I felt his hands on my hips as he informed me, not asking for my opinion, while he lifted me up slightly, "Mom, we need to change positions."
When he lowered me back down, my pussy was again directly seated on his cock, which was again stiff and prominent. I couldn't help but let out a slight moan as my naked pussy once again responded to its pressure. (I realize that the last time I was sitting in this position I was calling it a penis, but anything that could get me this horny was no clinical penis, it was a damn cock.)
For the next half hour, even though the road was smooth, I kept feeling his cock flinching periodically, which made my pussy tremble and get excessively wet.
Alex asked, "Comfortable back there?"
My son replied, "It's tight, but good."
I gasped because while he was saying that, I felt three distinct movements of his cock.
"You okay, Sarah?" Alex asked, as I felt some wetness leaking out of me.
"I'm good," I responded. I wanted to move away, but I knew without a doubt that I'd deposited even more wetness on my son's crotch, and if I moved (not that there was anywhere to move to), it would be clearly noticeable. The ability to enjoy wet multiple orgasms had always been a great joy to me, but right now it was my kryptonite.
"Next stop is almost an hour away," Alex informed his passengers courteously.
"No worries," I responded, trying to be causal.
Cory added, "Yeah, although it's getting hot back here."
"The air is on full," Alex informed him, and indeed I wasn't overly hot, except down below. This time Cory's words were definitely filled with innuendo. My son was flirting with me!
"I think it's Mom's body resting on mine that's making me so hot," Cory said, as he again flexed his cock directly against my pussy... his intent now perfectly clear. His words also had two very different meanings, one for his Dad and quite a different one for me.
After another minute, Cory asked, "Dad, can you turn the radio up?"
"If I do, I won't be able to talk with you, I can barely hear you now," Alex objected.
"That's okay," Cory reassured him, "we'll just let you drive and rock out to your eighties tunes."
"It's the eye of the tiger," my husband began singing as he turned up the radio to the Survivor tune.
Cory was doing something with his phone. Suddenly my phone rang out, announcing a text message.
It was in my purse, which was on the floor, so I reached down, and in doing so I ground my pussy into my son's very hard cock. I couldn't deny it... I was incredibly aroused.
I snagged my phone and leaned back up again, unable not to grind my very wet pussy against him again, and I saw the text was from my son.
Perplexed, I clicked on it.
Why are you not wearing panties?
I gasped again. Although this time the music was too loud for my husband to hear me.
I didn't know what to say.
A second message followed.
And why are you so wet?
I still didn't know what to say.
I was paralyzed with indecision. Obviously I should stop this inappropriate texting in its tracks. Yet I was incredibly horny, so I wasn't thinking like a mother or a wife, but like a wanton woman.
As I stared at my phone, shocked by my son's brazen words yet equally turned on, I was startled as I felt Cory's hands grasping my hips, lifting me up.
I leaned up slightly against the driver's seat, bumping my husband.
Alex glanced back so I said, trying to act casual even as my mind was turned to mush, "Sorry, just changing positions."
"I'm sorry about this situation," he apologized.
"It is what it is," I replied, not blaming him, as I felt my son's hands on my hips as he lowered me back down onto his lap and... and right onto his hard cock!
I yelped in surprise and Alex asked as he turned down the radio, "You okay?"
"Yes, I just got poked by something in a box," I responded weakly, unable not to say something naughty, an amazing pleasure coursing through me as my son's cock, which I now had excellent reason to know was bigger than my husband's, was buried deep inside me, his hands firmly on my hips, holding me in place.
"Okay," he nodded, as he turned the radio back up as another eighties tune, Bryan Adam's 'Summer of 69', began.
I just sat there; still in complete shock that my son's cock was buried deep inside me, anchoring me in place.
I just sat there; the urge to start riding my son's cock growing with every second it remained inside me.
I just sat there; wondering what my astonishing son was going to do next.
I just sat there; secretly wishing Cory would take even more control.
I just sat there; worried that if my son did take control, I would be unable to conceal the obvious reality that we were committing incest just inches away from my husband.
I just sat there and... judge me if you must... enjoyed the ride, every bump in the road giving me fresh pleasure as Cory's cock surged up inside me. I had to use all my will power not to moan, not to alert my husband to the incestuous adultery I was committing and I couldn't deny, committing willingly.
Yet, I was frustrated that my son, who had been so brazen as to slide his cock into me, was now just sitting there reading his Kindle, as if his cock weren't buried deep in his mother's box.
I just sat there for over half an hour, doing nothing but allowing myself to be teased like crazy.
I had to use all my willpower not to just give in to my insatiable hunger and begin bouncing wildly up and down on my son's cock.
I had to use all my willpower not to moan in response to every bump on the highway, especially when Alex occasionally drove across some rumble strips, making my body tremble and my pussy quake.
I had to use all my willpower not to grind my pussy on his cock to get myself off, the teasing of a quiescent cock nestled inside me but not doing a damn fucking thing driving me nuts!
Alex startled me, since my head was miles away, when he announced, "Twelve miles to the next stop."
This seemed to prompt my son finally to take control. He began slowly lifting me up and down on his cock.
I clamped my lips together to make sure I wouldn't moan as a mixture of emotions swirled through me.
Excitement, because my son was finally taking control.
Humiliation, because I was excited he was taking control.
Pleasure, because the slow fucking was now coursing through every fibre of my being.
Frustration, because he wasn't fucking me hard like I liked it, although I knew there was no way that was a good idea.
Guilt, because I was allowing my son to fuck me. Theoretically, when his cock had been only motionlessly lodged inside me I hadn't been allowing him to fuck me. I had simply been allowing him to penetrate me. I know that's a pitiful technicality, but it had been all I had left to grasp onto... and now it was gone.
But then my son let go of my hips, handing the decision over to me.
This was my chance to put a halt to this. To lift up my body and eject his cock from my very wet pussy. To take parental control of this bizarre situation.



And I did indeed take control. Although not as a parent, but as a horny slut.
I resumed the slow-motion riding that previously my son had been controlling.
Suddenly it wasn't my son forcing me to ride him, it was my riding him of my own volition... because I wanted to... because I wanted him... although slowly, which only compounded my frustration as I knew I could never get off like this.
I needed to bounce on his cock and do it hard.
I needed to ride it fast.
I needed it slamming into me. I didn't need to make love, I needed to fuck.
Yet I couldn't do any of those things without completely giving away to my husband the shocking truth of what we were doing.
Suddenly my phone, which I had by now put on vibrate, buzzed in my hand.
I looked at it.
Fuck, I love you, Mommy.
Reading those five words... reading the most sweet, endearing... innocent even... term for being a mother... and I was a quivering, needy mess.
I couldn't deny that I felt something powerful even as his cock slowly moved within me, even as I stared at those tender words. Talk about your mixed signals!
I loved him too. No question.
And this... this... whatever this was... only enhanced my love for him.
I convinced myself that this wasn't wrong!
How could something wrong feel so right?
I was making my son happy, which is the goal of every mother... of every Mommy.
I struggled to control my trembling hands so I could text him too.
I love you too, son.
Another text.
I'm going to come in you Mommy.
Another text:
Just ride me a teeny bit faster Mommy.
Another text:
Please, Mommy!
I wanted to make my son happy.
I wanted to get him off.
I wanted to feel his cum shooting inside my pussy.
So...
I began riding him faster, cautiously grabbing the back of my husband's seat for support.
I didn't bounce on his cock like I desperately wanted to do, but I did move faster and performed my expert move that always got my husband off, as I tightened my Kegel muscles around his stiff dick.
And just like it always worked for my husband, it now worked for my son... like father, like son... as I felt his cum filling my cunt.
I let out an uncontrollable moan, made worse by the fact that my head was resting on the side of the seatback just inches from my husband's left ear.
"You okay?" Alex asked again.
"I just really need to pee," I replied, desperately grabbing any old excuse as my son continued spewing inside me and I continued milking him for all I could get.
"A couple more minutes," he promised.
"Okay," I replied, leaning up, then adding the double entendre, "much longer and I may explode."
"I'm doing the best I can," he said, knowing from years of travelling that when I say I have to pee... I have to pee.
My son began bucking his ass up, really fucking me now, making me tremble and gasp, "Oh, God."
"There's a truck stop in two miles," Alex said, pointing out a sign.
"So close," I replied, again a double meaning, now completely unable to hide my desperation to come, grateful he was misinterpreting what my urgency was about, as I desperately tried to come at least without screaming, and before we reached the truck stop.
Cory kept pumping his cock, not super-fast, or hard enough to make slapping sounds, but actively enough to build my orgasm.
I could feel the tide rising in me, knowing the inevitable eruption was close, when I saw the one-mile sign.
Urgency overwhelming me, I had to have this orgasm, my very life depended on this orgasm! I leaned away from my husband, leaned back against my son's chest and rode his cock like a crazy woman as I moved my hand to my clit and started strumming.
I was thankful the music was too loud for my husband to hear the wet sounds of sex right behind him as I bounced on Cory's cock, desperate to orgasm.
I could see the truck stop and a restaurant in the near distance, fast approaching even as I was doing the same, and I closed my eyes and rode and rode and rubbed... and rubbed and finally erupted.
"God," I moaned loudly, allowing the word out, certain that my husband would still think I was desperate to pee, not knowing that immediately behind him I was unable to restrain my vocalisations not because of hydraulic pressure, but because my orgasm was hitting me like a thunderstorm, my cum gushing out of me and flooding onto my son's cock and lap. Again I grabbed the driver's seat and pulled myself up, my son's cock finally exiting my overheated pussy.
Thankfully thoughts of incestuous sex never occurred to him. Why would it? I was in the backseat with my son as Alex reassured me, clearly concerned only about my bladder, "Thirty seconds, honey."
"Okay, thanks," I replied weakly, as my now unstoppable orgasm continued ripping through me like a tornado.
I could feel my son fumbling underneath me, likely putting away his cock, which I realized I still hadn't seen.
I just closed my eyes and allowed the tornado of pleasure to spin through me, an orgasm as intense as any I'd ever experienced. Partly because my son's cock was bigger than my husband's; partly because of the taboo fact I had just fucked my son; and partly because of the crazy reality I had just fucked my son in a car with my husband mere inches away.
When he pulled in and brought the car to a stop, my orgasm still wasn't complete. Yet I had to appear urgent, desperate even, like I could pee myself at any moment, so I slammed open the door, cum running down my legs, and jumped out of the car, glancing back as I began running to see my son grinning at me, his package safe and sound in his shorts... although a very clear wet patch providing visible evidence of our wrongdoing should CSI show up to investigate.
I scurried through a rustic restaurant and into the washroom, the guilt and shame of my indiscretion and incestuous act suddenly hitting me like the summer heat.
I... had... just... had... sex... with... my... son!
In... our... car!
With... my... apparently oblivious husband... inches... away!
Oh... my... God!
I... am... the... worst... mother... ever!
But worse yet?
It had been fucking amazing!
I may have been a bad mother, but I was a very good Mommy!
I got to the washroom, and for the second time today I wiped cum off my legs. This time the cum wasn't just mine.
What had come over me?
Why had I let my son do that to me?
I could blame the confined space, but truthfully nothing had prevented me from pushing him out of me. Nothing except my own willingness to fuck him.
Fuck!
Then he texted me:
That was amazing, Mommy.
Fuck!
I texted back, my orgasm finally subsiding, finally responding to him as a mother:
That can't happen again!!!
He didn't respond.
So as I finished cleaning up, I texted again:
I'm serious!
He again ignored the text.
I calmed down at least physically, and realized I was feeling completely dehydrated after my workout.
I left the washroom and saw my husband and son chatting as they waited for me at a booth.
We ate lunch, and although I was anxiety-riddled the entire time, my son had a poker face as he gave away no sign of what had transpired. I, on the other hand, had guilt written all over my face.
Twice Alex asked if I was okay.
I just feigned hunger and exhaustion from needing to hold my pee for so long.
After lunch, and a lot of water, we prepared to continue the drive.
Alex had gassed up while I was in the washroom, so we were ready to go.
Again, my trepidation overwhelmed me.
Now what? How could I sit on Cory's lap again?
Yet, I couldn't say anything; there was literally no alternative.
So, I sat. Although this time, once the door was closed, I positioned myself leaning against the door and stretching my legs between the two front seats. My pussy was out of range in this position. I had found the Fort Knox of pussy protection.
And for an hour it worked. Cory read the new James Patterson book and I read the other new James Patterson book (he apparently puts out a new book more often than the Red Sox lose another game). Interestingly, Cory and I had a lot of common interests, including being avid readers and both having the same favourite author in James Patterson.
Sit in any single position for a straight hour though, and the rear becomes a mutineer. Yet, even though I was very uncomfortable, I refused to reposition myself, although I did begin to squirm a bit.
Suddenly my son's hand was resting on my knee, my dress hiked up enough to show him a fair amount of leg.
His hand didn't move up my leg, it just rested there as a constant tease... a constant reminder.
He did move his hand away to flip a page every couple of minutes, although he didn't replace it any higher when he returned it.
He seemed oblivious to the impact it was having on me, a constant distraction, even though it wouldn't have fazed me at all a few hours ago.
"How you guys doing back there?" Alex asked a few minutes later.
"My bum is numb," I joked, although it was the truth.
"There's a scenic stop in three miles," he said, "let's pull over and take a little hike."
"Sounds good," I said.
"Yeah, I could use a stretch," Cory agreed, looking at my face almost for the first time during the entire drive.
I quickly looked away, like I was in seventh grade and waiting for a boy to check yes or no on a love note I'd just passed him.
What had come over me?
Even though I had told him it couldn't happen again.
Even though he seemed to be respecting my decision.
I now felt insecure and annoyed that he was ignoring me... I felt like I was fifteen again.
I just stared past my husband and through the windscreen for the next few minutes until we slowed down.
Once we'd stopped, I shifted around as my back was to the door. As I did, my naked pussy again touched down briefly on Cory's cock, which was again hard.
My first thought was, How long has he been hard?
My second thought was, Why is it hard?
My third thought was, How many times can he get it up?
My fourth thought was, What the hell is wrong with me?
I opened the door and got out.
I stretched, thankful to be out in the fresh air... even if it was still fucking hot and muggy.
Alex asked, "So do you guys want to go for a hike?"
"How long?" I asked.
He walked over to a map on display and reported, "There are two trails from here. One is a mile long; the other, three."
"A mile, sure; three in this heat, no way," I answered.
Cory offered , "I need to take a lengthy washroom break, wash off some of this sweat, why don't you two go off alone?"
"Sure," Alex said, taking my hand.
We began walking and I couldn't help but glance back at my son to see if he was watching us... and he wasn't. Oddly, that made me feel unloved, which was of course ludicrous.
As we were walking along the trail I had the sudden urge to show my husband I loved him. I needed to make up for my indiscretion even if he didn't know about it, by doing something for him.
Ten minutes or so into the hike I saw a small side path and invited him, "Follow me."
He objected, "I don't think this is part of the trail."
"I certainly hope not," I purred, trying to look sexy and with improper intent.
A couple of minutes later, deep enough in the woods that we couldn't be seen, I dropped to my knees and fished out his cock. I'd considered letting him fuck me, but I didn't want him to see I wasn't wearing any panties.
He gasped, "Sarah, really? Here?"
"You always say you wish I was more spontaneous," I quipped, although if he knew how spontaneous I'd already been today he would likely keel over. Plus, although we had a reasonable amount of sex together and I was willing to try almost anything for him in the bedroom, anywhere else I wasn't much of a risk taker. Normally.
But today my typical insecurity, or the idea that sex was only for the bedroom, seemed to be shattered after the exhilarating, taboo sex I'd enjoyed in the backseat of our car. I now wanted to take risks.
Before he could say a single word I took his flaccid cock in my mouth. I love sucking cock... always have. I was a bit of a cock sucking slut in high school, figuring it was a good way to save my virginity for marriage. Plus, I was good at it and even enjoyed the unique taste and texture of cum. Of course I ended up not saving my virginity after all, getting fucked by an upperclassman at the first college party I went to.
"Oh shit," Alex groaned, "what's gotten into you, Sarah?"
The answer to that question was 'your son,' but that didn't seem like a prudent response.
I pulled his cock out of my mouth and asked, "Can't a wife show her husband she loves him by giving him a little surprise? Like spontaneously sucking his cock and swallowing his load?"
"Yes, she can," he laughed.
"Plus I'm hungry, and your cum can provide a lot of healthy nutrients for a girl's body," I quipped, taking his organic whole-grain-fed cock back in my mouth.
"And it's good for your complexion, too," he added, having read somewhere that cum was good for a woman's skin and had used the argument to give me the first of his many facials years ago.
While I'd rather swallow a load than take it on my face, since I was rather submissive I always just allowed Alex to shoot his load wherever he chose.
I protested, for the first time since my first-ever facial, "Don't you dare. Not here."
"What? You think Cory would be shocked?" he teased, sliding his cock back in my mouth.
I thought to myself, If you only knew. Yet I kept bobbing, feeling exhilarated to be doing it in such a public place.
"I won't last long," he moaned, as I sucked his cock hungrily.
I kept bobbing and was rewarded with a full load of his cum... in my mouth thank God... although he pulled out partway through and rocketed a small amount onto my face.
I gasped, "Really?"
"I couldn't resist," he shrugged, as he slid his cock back in my mouth.
I milked the last remnants of his cum from his cock before standing up and kissing him hard, giving him a taste of his own medicine so to speak. He didn't appear to mind which surprised me slightly.
When the kiss ended, he said, "Well, that was unexpected."
"I was hungry," I shrugged.
"Well, I'm always willing to feed you," he smiled as he tucked his cock away.
We returned to the marked trail and resumed the hike, hand in hand.
I don't know how long it took, but eventually we returned to the starting point, and Alex whispered to me, "You should probably go to the washroom before we head out."
"Good call," I nodded, "I really have to pee."
"And maybe clean the cum off your face," he added.
"Fuck, you let me keep wearing it for that whole hike," I blamed him, since I'd forgotten it was there.
"Well, you didn't seem too concerned, and we don't know anyone here," he shrugged.
"Except for our son," I pointed out.
"Which is why I mentioned it," he said.
"Asshole," I said playfully, hitting him on the shoulder.
"Sounds good. Maybe tonight," he countered, since he occasionally fucked my ass.
"You wish," I quipped back, even though I assumed we would indeed be fucking tonight, and given how submissive I was, I knew I wouldn't keep him away from my ass, if that's what he wanted.
"No, I don't wish, I know," he said, slapping my ass.
I went to the washroom, washed my face and went pee.
I grabbed a Gatorade and a chocolate bar and returned to the car.
My son and husband were leaning against the car, chatting. I wondered how weird it would be if they were chatting about sex.
I joined them and asked, "Ready to go?"
"Sure," Cory said, before adding, "ready to endure sitting on my lap for a couple more hours?"
"Ready to have your mother squishing you for a couple more hours?" I countered.
"It's been a tight squeeze, all right," he countered, smiling at me for the first time since our shocking act.
I laughed, trying to act casual, worrying that my husband might somehow sense the sexual tension between his wife and son, "Yes, it's like a hot box back there."
Cory laughed, "Yes, it's a sure-fire weight loss program."
Alex apologized to us both, "I'm sorry we didn't plan this better."
Cory joked, repeating an earlier statement I'd made, "It's enabled some special mom and son bonding."
"Well, get ready to bond some more then," Alex said, "It'll be a good two or three hours until our late supper stop."
I couldn't help but laugh, but also to feel mortified at the sordid bonding activities my husband was tacitly approving, especially when my eyes wandered to my son, who was gazing hungrily at me with a big smile on his face.
We were back in the car, I was back on Cory's lap, this time perched on his right leg, leaning against the boxes.
Like the last time, he just read and ignored me for the first hour. We could have talked about anything with each other since Alex had the radio blaring again, but we didn't.
But as I began to fidget, again feeling antsy, he asked, "Uncomfortable?"
I nodded.
He nodded, "Me too," and promptly pulled his cock out of his shorts. "There, that's a lot better."
I stared at his semi-erect cock.
This was the first time I'd seen it since he was a little boy.
I couldn't take my eyes off it.
He pointed to my pussy.
I looked back at him, confused.
He moved his hand onto my leg and reached under my dress, going directly to my wet, naked pussy.
I moaned softly, but thankfully the music covered it.
I just sat on his knee allowing my son to finger my pussy... which he did for a good five minutes... getting me all hot and riled. I was back in the zone again, and I knew I'd do whatever he wanted of me short of outing ourselves to his father.
He then pulled his finger out and stuck it directly in his mouth.
"Delicious," he said, loud enough that my husband heard him.
"What's delicious?" Alex asked.
"The snack Mom just shared with me," Cory replied brazenly.
"Is there any left?" Alex asked.
"No, sorry, I ate it all," Cory responded, as I remained silent, motionless and feeling I should be ashamed, but wasn't.
"I could use a snack," my oblivious husband commented, continuing our surreal conversation.
"Me too," I added, staring at my son's cock and licking my lips with wanton intent.
"Maybe at the next stop," Cory suggested.
"I'm definitely stopping soon," Alex said. "I could use a bathroom break anyway."
"God, it's hot back here," Cory complained, taking his shirt off, showcasing his rock-hard abs... an attraction my husband had lost years ago.
He then took hold of my hand and guided it to his cock.
I should have resisted, but his magnetic pull was too much, and I didn't hesitate at all.
I took his tool in my hand and stroked it, knowing that although by now it had gotten dark, my husband could still stare at me in the rear-view mirror anytime he wished... although he would only see my hungry face through the gloom.
I wished I could suck my son's beautiful, slightly-curved cock, but that was literally impossible within the confined space.
By this time I had fully accepted, as I stroked and stared at Cory's majestic cock, that I was willing to allow my son to fuck me again.
I wanted that cock inside me. I needed it.
I was ready to climb on top and go for a ride when Alex announced unexpectedly, "Pulling over."
His words and the slowing car brought me back to reality like a cold shower. A reality where I was stroking my son's cock and about to willingly ride him.
I released Cory's cock and to my surprise he didn't put it away as we rolled to a stop at a small-town gas station.



Alex told us, "Five-minute stop," as he exited the car.
"Two-minute snack," Cory said, opening the door, getting out and ordering, "suck me, Mommy."
I gasped. I wanted to suck him but I couldn't believe he wanted me to do it here, even though Alex had conveniently parked us in a secluded spot and the unlit parking lot was almost totally dark.
"Hurry up, Mommy," he ordered, "we only have time for an appetizer."
I quickly got out of the car, overwhelmed with insatiable hunger and lust, turned around, and demanded as I lowered my mouth onto his cock, "Keep watch for your father."
"Yes, Mommy," he groaned, as I took most of his cock in my mouth.
I bobbed quickly, remembering that the high school boys when I was young had been quick shooters.
I would have preferred to savour sucking his cock, I loved worshipping a cock, but time was of the essence. So I bobbed furiously up and down, enjoying the groans emerging from my son's mouth.
"I'm close, Mommy," he warned, and I bobbed even faster, making it clear he had permission to cum in his Mommy's mouth.
Then suddenly he whispered to me, "Dad! Dad! Dad!"
I quickly stood up and saw Alex approaching with a small bag. Thank God the parking lot was so dark! He asked me, "You still have to pee, don't you?"
"You know me," I shrugged, as I headed into the gas station and went to the washroom.
I went pee and then looked in the mirror. What's coming over me?
I had no answer to the question. Moments ago I'd been sucking my son in a gas station parking lot, and been seconds away from swallowing his load.
For someone who wasn't a risk taker, I was sure breaking character. I'd ridden my son to mutual orgasms in the backseat of the car while my husband drove, I had sucked and swallowed my husband's load on a secluded hiking trail, and just now I'd sucked my son, and it wasn't due to any virtue of mine that he hadn't cum in my mouth.
And Cory likely would want me to finish what I'd started once we were back on the road. And I would likely just hop right to it.
I returned to the car and both men were already seated inside. I repositioned myself once more on my son's lap, his cock already out and looking like it was expecting some tender loving care.
I moved back to the same right leg I'd been sitting on before we stopped. I liked being able to keep an eye on both my husband and my son.
As soon as we were back on the highway, Cory pointed back to his cock and I silently reached over and began stroking it, even as my husband began a conversation with me.
"So about seventy more miles and then we can stop for dinner and a hotel," he said.
"Sounds good," I said and continued, again with a double meaning, "I'll be starving by then, I may even have to gnaw on a nice juicy T-bone."
"Me too," Alex joined in; I had to bite my lip not to laugh.
"What about you, Cory, what are hungry for?" I asked, giving him a look that spoke volumes.
He moved his hand beneath my dress again and responded, his eyes never leaving mine, "Oh, I'm hoping for fish tonight."
Alex wouldn't ever eat me out, he said it was gross. So the idea of getting licked for the first time in a couple of decades, that having been done by my college roommate during a drunken night in our senior year, was very appealing.
"I thought you didn't like fish?" Alex puzzled.
"I do like one kind," my son answered, never taking his eyes off me.
"What kind is that?" Alex asked, oblivious to the naughty innuendo he was accidentally participating in.
I tried to change the topic, "Did you book us a hotel yet?"
Alex, never the planner, shrugged, "Nope."
Feeling a rush of exhilaration at chatting with my husband while simultaneously stroking my son's cock, I asked, "Shouldn't we call ahead?"
"There'll be space," Alex blindly believed.
"Okay," I shrugged, my focus on my son's cock.
"Looking forward to living on your own, Cory?" Alex asked.
"I'll have a roommate," he pointed out.
"Oh, right," Alex nodded, "are you looking forward to meeting him?"
"I guess," Cory responded, distracted by the way my fingers were tracing around his mushroom top.
"Hopefully you'll get along," Alex continued, trying to keep the dying conversation going.
I crooned, "Who couldn't love our sweet Cory?"
"Yes, I'm pretty much irresistible," he quipped.
"Is that a good thing?" my husband questioned.
"Sometimes," Cory answered.
We kept chatting for a few more minutes about trivialities until Alex turned the music back up.
"Need to change positions?" Cory asked.
"I think so," I nodded, never having stopped my stroking of his cock or staring at it.
He patted his lap, as if putting the decision this time completely in my hands (pun intended as I was still stroking his cock).
I paused to steady myself then I shifted around, my back to him, having changed hands to continue grasping his cock as I straddled it. I paused again, and then lowered myself onto my baby boy's big, hard, cunt-stretching cock. Oh my God did it feel good!
My pussy was on fire and it easily welcomed my son's cock as it was invaded again.
Once I was entirely settled down on his lap I just sat there, loving the feeling of being full again. The first time I'd been full of anxiety and we were rushed, not to mention I was struggling with conflicting emotions. This time I was going to enjoy the ride.
First, I just ground on his cock, swaying my hips forward and back.
While I did this, Cory cupped my breasts for the first time. Yet, knowing that the dash lights might enable Alex to see me getting felt up by our son in the rear-view mirror, I moved his hands away.
Thankfully, he didn't try again.
To my surprise, this position coupled with the slow grinding, was enough to get Cory off, as without warning, a few minutes into the slow tease, I felt my cunt walls getting coated in cum.
I was disappointed, having wanted to really enjoy the last hour of the drive. Yet a minute later when I'd finished milking his cum and began to lift myself off him, he held me in place.
I looked back questioningly and he mouthed, "Give me five."
It was just as if he had said, 'I love you'. Once Alex was done, he was done... needing hours to reload his weapon. And if I hadn't come, which was almost always the case, it wasn't an issue worthy of his attention.
But Cory, young and virile, was able not only to reload quickly, but to remain hard while doing so. Oh, how I missed my college years when everyone was younger.
So I just sat on my son's cock while watching the boring nighttime scenery pass by, waiting impatiently for Cory to get ready for round three, but knowing he wouldn't be satisfied until he'd given me another screaming... well okay, tonight it would be a stifled orgasm, but a powerful one all the same.
Alex asked us, "Still okay back there?"
"I was hoping for more excitement," I answered, grinding back on Cory oh so slightly.
"Yeah, it's been a boring drive," my husband agreed.
"Although the scenery is lovely," Cory said, slyly cupping my breasts again.
I slapped them away and said, "Although it's hard to sit in one position for so long."
"Half an hour to go," Alex said, before adding, "give or take."
I almost quipped, 'hopefully give,' as I wanted my son to give it to me, but I was able to refrain, instead replying, "Good, because I'm famished."
"For that T-bone?" Alex asked.
"Yes," I nodded, "a big, thick T-bone." Again, my husband was oblivious to the naughty sexual innuendo. Cory wasn't though, as he bucked his hips up and his cock, now nice and hard, went deeper inside me.
I yelped, like I had the first time his cock filled me.
"You okay?" Alex asked, this becoming a recurring question.
"Oh, I just keep getting poked," I said, which was true, as Cory slyly moved his ass up and down.
"We'll try and reorganize everything tomorrow morning," Alex promised.
"Good idea," I nodded, as I tried not to moan.
"There must be a way to make this work."
Cory added, "I'm okay, Dad. I've gotten used to having Mom on top of me."
OMG! I thought to myself. His words were so blunt! Yet of course Alex didn't catch on... nor should he. Why would he think his son would be fucking his wife right behind him? His thoughts wouldn't go there even for an instant.
"Oh, I love this song," I said, when Starship's 'We Built This City' came on, wanting the music to be turned up, wanting a distraction from the irrepressible sounds I was about to make.
My husband obliged my request and not only cranked up the volume but began singing as well.
I leaned up close and began singing along with him as I offered my pussy to my son.
Thankfully my son didn't need to be instructed, as he began slowly fucking me.
Alex kept sharing looks with me, enjoying this revisiting of our 1980s duet singing as he sang the Mickey Thomas parts and I the Grace Slick parts, completely unaware that at this very moment his flesh and blood was fucking his wife.
And I just went with it... which made me not only a bad Mom for allowing my son to fuck me, but a bad wife as I got even more turned on, knowing I was cheating on him even though he was close enough we could have shared a kiss. Although I'm sure I couldn't have summoned enough self-control to carry that one off without moaning right into his mouth and giving everything away.
My orgasm was rising as the song was nearing its own climax and I screamed, "Oh fuck," when my son surprised me by sliding a finger in my ass.
"What's wrong?" Alex asked, slowing down the car.
"Leg cramp," I lied, falling back onto Cory's cock completely, and his finger pulled out of me as quickly as it had entered.
"Should I stop?" Alex asked.
"No, no worries," I said, as I began bouncing up and down on Cory's cock, "I'll just stretch it out."
"Poor Cory," Alex said, seeing my torso moving up and down as I allegedly stretched my leg, unaware of what I was really doing.
"I'm okay," Cory said, as his hands went to my hips.
"I'm not hurting you?" I asked, trying to play along.
He laughed, "No, it's all good."
"Let me know if you need me to pull over for a few," Alex offered.
"Will do," I nodded, when oddly enough I really did get a leg cramp... fucking irony.
I reluctantly moved to the right and up, Cory's cock sliding out of me, and I said, "Actually, we do need to pull over."
"Okay," Alex said, slowing down.
"Sorry, Cory, I really need to get out and stretch my leg," I apologized.
"I could use a stretch too," he sympathized, putting his throbbing cock away as his cum and my wetness leaked out of me.
I worried that I probably smelled of sex so I grabbed my purse and pulled out some wet naps. As soon as the car stopped, I struggled out and began stretching my leg, which was still cramped.
The men got out and they stretched too.
"Less than an hour to go," Alex reassured us.
"I know," I nodded, "I'll be good once I get this cramp out."
"No hurry," Alex nodded, before he added, "I'm going to go take a quick piss."
As soon as he disappeared around the other side of the car, I urgently began wiping my legs and under my skirt, not even worrying about the lone car that drove by. I needed to get rid of the smell of sex.
Cory coughed, a warning cough, and I quickly tossed away the wet naps.
Alex returned, saying, "Shit, it really was hot today."
"Still is, burning hot," Cory agreed.
I added, glancing to Cory, "Stifling."
"Ready?" my husband asked, still oblivious to what Cory and I had been doing together to overheat ourselves, almost all day.
"Definitely ready," I nodded, gazing at my son meaningfully, signaling to him that I was indeed looking forward to resuming what we'd just been doing.
"All right, next stop will be for the night," Alex announced.
"Sounds wonderful," I said, as Cory climbed back into the car.
Once we were all inside and back on the road, I fished out Cory's cock as Alex hoped, "Maybe we can find a hotel with a hot tub."
"That would be great," I agreed, my body sore from the long day of confined space and of course furtive fucking. I got Cory's cock out again, glad to feel it was still hard, and positioned it back at my wanton cunt.
Cory held my hips to keep me balanced as I lowered myself back onto his cock.
Once he was fully inside me, again I just sat on it, enjoying how full it made me feel. Then after a short while I began slowly grinding on him again, getting eager to get revved up again.
I just closed my eyes and enjoyed the slow build as, ironically, Billy Joel's 'We Didn't Start the Fire' rang through the car. The pulsing drums felt particularly helpful.
As my orgasm began building and I needed more, I decided to try a new position, so I leaned to my right as far as I could go, lifting my ass up, which made his cock slide out of me as I gestured at him.
Cory realized what I wanted. For him to roll onto his side and fuck me that way.
He repositioned himself, my head now leaning on the boxes and in plain view of my husband if he turned to his right and looked over his shoulder... which he did.
I smiled, "New position."
"I see," he nodded, thinking I was in search of comfort, not in search of getting off.
"Oh," I moaned ever so softly, as Cory's cock slid back into me. And then to explain myself I pointed out the window and announced, "Horses."
"Yep," Alex nodded, as he tried to sing along with Billy Joel.
Meanwhile my fire was now flaming as Cody slowly slid his cock in and out of me.
I needed to reach another orgasm and I needed it soon. The starts and stops had driven me crazy and I was more desperate than ever for liftoff.
I wiggled my ass, signaling I wanted him to ream me faster.
Thankfully Cory understood and began pumping in and out of me with renewed vigour as a new song began, again an ironic one, Duran Duran's 'Hungry like the Wolf'.
And I was indeed hungry.
"Didn't you see Duran Duran live when you were a teenager?" Alex asked, looking back at me.
"I did," I nodded, as Cory slowed down, making it possible for my head to stop rocking back and forth as I tried to conceal the feelings of pleasure that must have been showing on my face.
"You okay?" he asked again.
"Oh, yes, I'm feeling great," I said, "just can't find the best position." Again, my words having two meanings.
"I imagine there isn't any perfect spot back there," Alex sympathised.
"That's very true," I agreed, "I can get comfortable and feel okay for a while, but soon I need a new position."
Cory's finger teased my ass as Alex said unhelpfully, "Maybe Cory should drive for the last twenty minutes."
I wanted to tell him, "'He's driving me right now', but instead, with just the slightest whimper, my orgasm building, I spoke another double entendre, "Not helpful, we're almost there."
And I was.
I just needed a few more deep, hard strokes.
Again I wiggled my ass.
This time though, Cory took that as permission to finger my ass, so he rather easily slid it inside.
I winced slightly, the lack of lube giving me a slight burn. I loved anal sex, but usually it required a lot of lube.
But my son's cock fucking my cunt, and now the additional stimulation of his finger fucking my ass had me close to eruption, spurred on by the thrill of doing something so naughty with my husband two feet away, enhanced my desire.
I closed my eyes, bit my lip, continued fucking and allowed the pleasure to build. Thankfully Alex didn't interrupt the mood by talking to me, and I was able just to enjoy the double-holed fucking until finally my orgasm hit.
Somehow I was able to keep the scream inside, even though every part of me wanted to scream my release to the heavens, as my cum flooded out of me around my son's fat cock.
Cory kept pumping in and out of me throughout my orgasm until I slapped his hand, imploring him to stop, and levered myself up so his cock slid out of me, as my wetness leaked out of me as well. I pointed to my purse and thankfully he knew exactly what I wanted. He pulled out some wet naps to wipe my legs and pussy.
Alex turned back to us and said, "Ten minutes,"
"Thank God," I replied, both because even when he turned he could only see my head, but also because now we all needed to get out of here before the scent of my sin, which would very soon be permeating the car, wafted into my husband's nose.
"Your cheeks are really red, Sarah," Alex said, looking at me worriedly.
"It's really hot in here I guess," I replied, a viable excuse on this hot summer evening.
Once Cory was done cleaning up his Mommy, I shifted back onto his lap and slumped back against him, utterly exhausted.
He whispered in my ear, "I love you, Mommy."
I wiggled my ass in response, too tired to speak, but I did reach back to caress his cheek for a few affectionate moments.
Eventually we arrived in the town, and we found a hotel pretty easily. It even had a pool with a hot tub! Alex booked two rooms, and after dinner we all went for a dip.
While Alex went to hit the sauna Cory and I slipped into the hot tub where he said, "So Mommy, once Dad is asleep I want you to come to my room."
"Really?" I asked, acting coy. "I can't imagine why."
"And I expect you to be wearing thigh highs," he added, addressing me strongly and firmly, which I found fucking sexy.
"How do you even know I own thigh highs?" I teased.
"You wear them all the time," he pointed out before adding, "and often your skirts are short enough to give me glimpses of your lace tops."
"You like my stockings?" I asked, something his father also loved.
"How couldn't I?" he asked, "you wear them every day... I've been perving on them for years."
"Really?" I asked, surprised by this information.
"I even made Karen wear them for me," he added.
"Then you're just like your father."
"He likes them too?"
"He especially enjoys foot jobs when I'm wearing them," I revealed.
"That I've never had done to me," Cory said wistfully.
"Mmmmmmm," I purred promisingly, my foot going to his cock.
"I can't wait to fuck you in a bed," he said bluntly.
"Me too," I nodded, "but I'm not sure I should sneak out of our room."
"Once he gets to snoring nothing will wake him up," Cory pointed out, which was true.
"But still..." I said.
"I'm not asking, Mom," he said, "I'm telling you what you're going to do for me."
"You are, are you?" I questioned coyly.
"I am, Mother," he nodded, "tonight you're mine."
"I'm your what?" I pressed, as my foot continued pressing against his stiff cock.
"You're my Mommy-slut," he answered firmly.
"Fuck is that hot," I moaned, totally turned on.
Alex came out of the sauna and told us, "I'm going upstairs."
"I'll join you soon," I nodded, thinking that first maybe my new lover and I could have some fun in the empty pool.
"Okay," Alex nodded, leaving us alone.
As soon as he was gone, I asked, "So: you ever fucked in a pool?"
"Actually, I have," he answered.
"Slut," I joked.
He shrugged, "Never did it on a waterslide though."
"Hmmmmmmmm," I purred. "We would be pretty isolated up there. It's enclosed."
"Let's go," he nodded, climbing out of the hot tub.
I followed him up the stairs.
Once we were at the top of the waterslide he ordered me, "On your knees, Mommy."
I obeyed, crawling inside the waterslide tunnel. He stood directly in front of me, holding onto the edges as I pulled his trunks down just far enough to get at his big meat, before taking it in my mouth.
"That's so good, Mommy," he groaned, as I hungrily bobbed on his cock. I had no idea how long we would be alone out here so I focused on speed... even though I would have preferred to give him a lengthy blow job.



I sucked him for a couple of minutes, even deep throating him a couple of times, enjoying the sound of his moans.
Suddenly, the door opened downstairs.
Cory sighed, "Shit, now you definitely have to come to my room tonight."
"You really want to come down Mommy's throat?" I asked.
"And on your face and on your tits and all over your ass and finally inside your ass," he listed.
"Now that would be impressive," I smiled.
"Kids are on their way up," Cory warned.
"Then you'd better put your little man away," I responded playfully, as I slid down the waterslide belly down and feet first to land in the chilly water with an awkward splash.
We headed back to our hotel rooms with Cory reminding me one more time, "My room as soon as you can."
I smiled, "You really are insatiable. Not that that's a bad thing."
I returned to my room and Alex was lying in bed, clearly already on his way to snooze-ville.
I went and took a bath to wash off the chlorine. It was a long bath, giving me lots of time to replay this crazy day. Which got me horny again.
I climbed out of the tub, dried off and returned to the bedroom.
As I'd expected, Alex was already snoring away.
I went to my suitcase and selected a pair of sheer black thigh highs. I put them on in the bathroom, donned only a hotel robe, grabbed the room key and snuck out of my room and into my son's, which was a few doors down. I saw he'd left the door slightly ajar and I walked in... closing and locking the door securely.
He was on the bed completely naked, watching some sports highlights.
He smiled fondly at me, "Black, my favourite colour."
"Big, my favourite size," I purred, gazing hungrily upon his flaccid cock.
"Like those tits you've been hiding from an unfortunate world all day," he countered.
"What?" I asked, dropping the robe, "These old things?"
My son was speechless as he stared at my tits. Even though I was in my mid-forties, they were still very big, yet very firm.
"Like?" I asked.
"I used to suck on those?" he asked.
"Every day," I nodded, climbing onto the bed to join him before asking, "Why? Would you like to revisit your childhood?"
"God, yes," he nodded, as he sat up and cupped my breasts with both hands.
"Mmmmmmm," I moaned. "Now suck your Mommy's nipples like a good boy."
He did, swirling his tongue around my stiff nipple.
"That's it baby, Mommy loves her nipples played with," I moaned.
He surprised me a moment later as he grabbed me and tossed me onto my back, my head landing on a pillow. He surprised me again when he spread my legs and buried his face between them.
I moaned loudly at his first touch, glad Alex wasn't sleeping on the other side of the wall. It had been so long since a tongue had touched my pussy that I was instantly in heaven. "Your Dad won't ever do this," I revealed a couple of minutes into the exquisite tongue lashing.
"Are you kidding me?" Cory asked. "This is what I call fine dining."
"Then get back to your dinner," I moaned, pulling his head back into my fiery pussy.
He licked me for a couple more minutes until my breathing was getting erratic and I knew my next orgasm was close.
"I'm a flooder," I warned.
"You've been proving that all day," he replied before taking my clit in his mouth. I erupted! "Oh God, yes, baby!!"
He hungrily lapped up my cum until I offered, "Time for me to finish what I started earlier. Stand up, my big man."
He did.
As he stood close to the bed I moved my stocking-clad feet to his cock and began stroking.
"Oh, this is nice," he groaned.
"I only buy stockings made from pure silk," I explained.
"So I can feel," he nodded, taking hold of my feet and beginning to masturbate himself with them.
"Don't be wasting that cum," I purred.
"Does Mommy swallow?" he asked.
"Are my nylons silk?" I responded. "Are you my good boy? Am I your Mommy-slut?"
"And does Mommy take facials too?" he asked.
"If you wish, but I'd rather swallow every drop of your cum..." I replied honestly, before adding, "...as you fuck my face like the dirty Mommy-slut you've turned me into today."
"Mmmmmmm," he groaned as I slid my feet away from him to drop off the bed and onto my knees so I could take his cock in my mouth.
"Fuck, do I love your mouth, Mommy," he groaned.
"And Mommy loves your cock, sweet boy," I replied, before bobbing some more.
"Oh God, Mom, I've fantasized about this forever," he revealed.
I wondered how long forever had been.
I kept bobbing, and in no time at all I felt his legs tense up as he declared, "I'm going to come."
I bobbed faster until seconds later I was finally rewarded with a full load of cum... apparently the third time was a charm.
I kept sucking until I'd extracted every drop of his cum and he said, "God, that was even better than I've been imagining all this time."
"Have you also imagined getting hard again and fucking your Mommy the old-fashioned way?" I asked, before clarifying, "In a bed?"
"Maybe," he said.
"My question was rhetorical," I smiled, standing up and kissing his lips. Today I had fucked him twice, sucked him three times and even allowed him to finger my ass, but I found this kiss to be the most intimate. Our tongues continued exploring each other's mouths as we fell onto the bed.
For an eternity we made out; not having sex exactly, although our hands roamed.
We were no longer just mother and son; we were also two lustful adults exploring each other's bodies.
Eventually we ended up in a sixty-nine, a position I'd only tried once, the other time with a girl. I bobbed down on his cock, he licked up to my pussy endlessly and wonderfully until without words, he rolled me onto my back, raised my legs above my head and slid his cock inside me for the third time today, this time while grasping my silk-clad ankles. Today had been exciting for us both, but it was so much better in the comfort of a bed and with the freedom to express ourselves fully to each other.
"Oh God, son," I moaned, staring into his eyes, "I love you so much."
"I love you too, Mom," he replied as he began fucking me.
"God, I wish I knew you wanted this while you still lived at home," I moaned, his cock slamming into me.
"Me too," he nodded. "I never thought my fantasies would become a reality."
"And I never knew you had such a big dick," I replied, bucking my ass up to meet his forward thrusts.
"I still can't believe I'm actually fucking you, Mom, that this is really happening," he said, the look in his eyes one of lust and love.
"Then we'd better make every second count," I replied.
And we did.
He fucked me on my side.
He fucked me doggy style.
I sucked his cock to hardness again and then fucked him reverse cowboy.
And we ended the night back in the missionary position.
I came first, and he followed shortly after, this time being finished off by my stocking-clad feet as I gave him a foot job.
He came on my feet and I, still very flexible from my cheerleader days, reached my foot up to my mouth and licked off his cum.
He groaned, "Now that's hot."
"Everything today was hot," I countered, as I scooped some cum off the bed from the first rocket that had shot into the air.
"I do love you, Mom," he said. "Today was about way more than sex."
"I know, Cory," I agreed. "I know."
"So..." he began, suddenly nervous.
"I probably should get back," I worried, "eventually your father will wake up."
"I hope I never do," he replied.
"You're an incestual romantic," I joked.
"And a very horny teenager," he added.
"We still have one more day to spend together in the car," I reminded my lover.
"Maybe two, if we can make him stop more often," he countered.
"Mmmmmmm," I purred. "You still have my tits to cum on."
"And your face," he added.
"Facials are such a waste of good, tasty cum," I pointed out.
"But I bet you'd look fucking hot with a load of cum dripping down your cheeks and off your chin," he said.
"Such a romantic," I joked again, as I pulled my nylons off. "Here's a souvenir."
"Of a night I'll never forget," he said, gliding them sensuously across his face.
"The first of many," I smiled, "I hope this will be the first of many, you sexy mother fucker."
"Those are the hottest words I've ever heard," he said gratefully.
"And you know... once a mother fucker, always a mother fucker," I smiled, moving into him for another kiss.
"Well, then I guess we'll have to fuck each other every chance we get," he smiled.
I kissed him once more, put my robe back on and snuck out of his room and silently into mine.
And as I joined my husband in bed, my head was spinning in the aftermath of the strangest, most surreal day in my life.
I had sucked and fucked my son.
I had no regrets.
And I couldn't wait to do it again tomorrow.
The End
Up next:
Backseat Mommy: Ass Fucked
The second day of the trip includes backseat sodomy.
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My Submissive Teacher: 3 Hole Slut
Summary: Student has best night of his life with ex-teacher in Mexico.
Note 1: This is a Summer 2015 Contest Story so please vote.
Note 2: This is dedicated to all you sweet dedicated teachers like myself who fantasize about letting out their inner slut for just one night (Well maybe two or three...LOL). It is also dedicated to all the students who have fantasized about fucking their sweet teachers into submission.
Note 3: Thanks to goamz86, Robert, and Wayne for editing.
My Submissive Teacher: 3 Hole Slut
Mrs. Harper was the nicest teacher I had in my senior year. When I say nice it isn't really a compliment. I mean nice in the 'you-can-easily-play-her-to-get-extensions-nice, the teacher you can easily manipulate. She never raised her voice, she never got angry or annoyed and she always, always had a smile in her face.
Her big tits, which she couldn't even hide in her conservative attire, often had me drooling...being a tits guy. Based on her pleasing personality, I imagined her being rather similar in the bedroom...a submissive who was eager to please. At least when I jerked off to thoughts of her that was how I imagined ending up banging her.
She was cute in an I-just-turned-forty-I-had-kids-and-never-completely-lost-all-the-baby-weight sort of way. She had very pretty blue eyes, blonde hair and adorable dimples. I imagine she was very hot in her high school years.
Then three months in, rumours galore hit that Mrs. Harper caught her husband having an affair with his secretary. I knew the rumour was obviously true based on the fact that when I walked into class when she had returned a few days later. She looked sad, lost; her smile was forced and her lively energetic persona was gone.
After Christmas holidays, though, she returned a different woman. She went back to her maiden name, Ms. Champlin. She had a new hairdo, wore make-up and looked slimmer. She had shifted from sweet and cute, to sexy and hot as hell as the rest of the year progressed. I didn't have her second semester, having passed with a 55, my usual just get by grade, but she continued to get thinner and hotter as the year went on. Her outfits got tighter, as instead of hiding her voluptuous tits, she showcased them and her skirts got shorter as her heels got higher. It was a beautiful transition.
It was three weeks into summer holidays when I first saw her in a bikini and decided I was going to fuck her.
It was all very serendipitous. I was in Mexico at an all exclusive resort for a week with two buddies I graduated with, and who is the first person I see by the pool...Ms. Champlin.
My cock hardened as I saw her long legs and voluptuous breasts in a very skimpy, looking for attention, bikini.
I said to my boys, "That's Ms. Champlin."
"Fuck off," Brian said.
"Shit, she looks MILF-a-Licious," Adam added.
"I have wanted to see those tits since junior year," Brian added.
"Shot slut," I called out.
"Fuck off, Brian cursed, his most common response to most things.
"I called her," I pointed out. The rule started in high school when we decided to see who could bed the most girls. Like calling shotgun for who gets the passenger seat, 'shot slut' gave you first crack at a chick. But you could only call it once a day for obvious reasons.
Adam laughed, "That I would love to see."
"Is that a challenge?" I questioned, loving a challenge. I had bedded four different cheerleaders that year (they definitely talk!); I had scored the intern teacher just a couple weeks ago, once the school year was done, and I took the virginity of the biggest nerd in our school. I wasn't drop dead handsome, but had the bad boy look and charm that made it easy to get the ladies. The thought of scoring Ms. Champlin...a teacher...was too appetizing a challenge not to try.
"Of course," Adam nodded, glancing over for a lengthy stare at our ex-teacher.
"Challenge accepted," I confidently responded, although I wasn't convinced this was one I could complete. I reminisced back to the past school year and her do-anything-for-someone personality and wondered if she was submissive. I also was curious who she was here with.
"This is going to be epic... an epic fail... Joey finally will fail," Brian said.
"You mean like you did in Math?" I shot back, Brian not actually graduating after failing math.
"Fuck you," he shot back.
"You're not my type," I quipped back.
"Well go and fuck Ms. Champlin," Adam said slyly, clearly not believing I was going to succeed, always the one to get us back on track when things went Mano-o-Mano.
"Game on," I nodded, turning around and looking at my former teacher sipping on a cocktail.
I went to the bar, asked the bartender what Ms. Champlin was having; he pointed me to the waiter who told me. I ordered another one for her and a rum for me and sauntered over with not much of a real plan in mind. I had found that pick-up lines seldom worked, but authentic conversation, on the other hand, was very effective.
Reaching her, I sat beside her as she read a book, and opened, "Fancy meeting a woman like you in a place like this."
She looked up and stammered, clearly surprised, "J-J-Joey, what are you doing here?"
"A last boy's trip before college," I answered. "What about you?"
"A get the hell out of Dodge trip," she answered, surprisingly bluntly.
I handed her a drink, "I think I owe you at least one of these."
"Oh, you owe me more than that," she laughed.
"Fair enough," I shrugged.
"You know students like you always drive me nuts," she said, sipping from her drink.
"Why so?" I asked, keeping my charming smile on.
"Kids who don't live up to their potential," she said.
"I'm going to college," I countered.
"On a football scholarship," she countered back.
"That's bad?" I asked.
"Of course not, I'm very proud of you," she said, suddenly realizing she was critiquing me, and added, "but you were capable of so much more in my class."
"Fair enough," I nodded. "But enough about school. Who are you here with Ms. Champlin?"
"Just myself," she shrugged, trying to hide her loneliness.
"Why?" I asked, knowing asking questions was a great way to build trust in women, especially in women who don't trust you.
She shrugged, "Just wanted some time alone." That said, her tone implied something else.
"A little self-discovery," I asked.
"I suppose," she said, changing the subject after downing half her drink, "So who else is here with you?"
"Brian and Adam," I replied.
"And where are they?" She asked, looking around.
"I have no idea," I shrugged. "We often split up."
"Hunting for girls?" She asked, smiling. Man her smile was sexy.
"Sometimes," I shrugged, before adding, being flirtatious for the first time, "although I like women."
"Is that so?" She said, raising an eyebrow, sensing I was hitting on her.
"I like a woman with experience," I replied, sensing that I had a chance based on her reactions so far.
As she finished her drink, "Well, I hope you find such a woman."
I grabbed the suntan lotion sitting beside her and said, "You look like you need another coat."
"Are you my cabana boy now?" she asked, her tone not one of a teacher, but of a sexy woman flirting.
"I'll be whatever you want me to be," I replied, flirting right back, as I poured lotion into my hands and moved to her legs before she could tell me to stop.
She didn't stop me, nor did she say anything. Instead, she returned to the book she was reading. I slathered we up both legs and feet and then asked, "Do you want your back done?"
She looked up at me, put her book down and asked, "What about my belly, neck and shoulders?"
My stiff cock flinched in my trunks. I think she noticed as a wide grin crossed her face.
I nodded, trying to act cool and not like the horny teenager I was, "Of course."
I put more lube on her and did her firm belly, and front of her neck, my hands so close to her voluptuous tempting breasts.
She wordlessly moved up so I could go behind her and I did her shoulders and back of her neck. Although I generously lathered her with lotion, I also gave her a quick shoulder massage, which turned into a longer one as she moaned, ever so softly, "That feels good."
So I continued massaging her shoulders, my cock iron stiff and ever-so-slightly poking her back.
She then laid down on her belly and suggested, "You better get the rest of my back and my legs too."
"Yes, Ms. Champlin," I nodded, even though she couldn't see me.
"You can call me Ruth," she offered, as I lotioned up her back while staring at her amazing ass covered by the thinnest of material.
I wanted to fuck her then and there. Of course, I couldn't. I needed to play this perfectly.
I asked, "Do you want me to untie your bikini top Ruth? I'd hate for you to have a tan line there."
"I bet you would," she retorted, before giving me permission, "But it's probably a good idea."
My hands trembled as I was shocked with the permission. I undid it and the strings fell to her sides. Man I wanted to see those breasts.
But for the time being, I played it as cool as I could. I massaged lotion all over her back and right to where her bikini bottom began.
My hands lingered there for a moment, temptation an evil seductress, before I moved down to the back of her legs.
I took my time, deciding I was going to do this as long as she was going to allow me to.
I did her feet, her ankles, her calves, and up to her thighs... excitingly close to her pussy.
She finally spoke, "That's good, Joey. Thank you."
"You're welcome, Ruth," I complimented, resisting the urge to give a firm squeeze to her tight ass.
After a pause, I asked, "What're you doing for supper tonight?"
She didn't move, remaining on her stomach, "Are you asking me out for dinner, Joey?"
"Only if the answer is yes," I replied.
"That's very generous at an all-inclusive hotel," she said slyly.
"You deserve the best," I joked, sitting on the edge of the lawn chair.
"My husband sure didn't think that," she sarcastically responded.
"He was obviously an idiot," I replied, and meaning it, before deciding to put my left hand on her ass.
As I hoped, she didn't demand I move it, instead she asked, "Do you always put your hand on your teacher's ass?"
"You'd be the first," I admitted, before I added, "And now we are both consenting adults."
"So I should be flattered?" She questioned, ignoring the 'consenting adults' comment.
"You're a very beautiful woman," I replied.
"And old enough to be your mother," she countered.
"I told you," I continued, my cock dying for release, in awe that the conversation was going this way. I gave her ass a firm squeeze and added, "I like my women older."
She didn't say anything and for a minute there was silence. She then asked, "Could you please do my straps back up?"
"Sure," I nodded, wondering if I had somehow gone too far, even though I didn't think I had.
I did it back up, although a little loose.
She sat up and I asked, trying to keep the momentum going, "So, dinner - is it a yes?"
She reached down, grabbed her bag, and stood up.
Fuck, I blew it.
I stood up too.
She looked directly at me, looking teacher serious, and asked, "Were you thinking sausage for me and fish for you?"
I gasped.
She continued, "I do like a nice thick long sausage," as she slyly reached forward and squeezed my throbbing dick. She purred, moving her hand away just as quickly, "Mmmmmmm, nice sausage."
I was speechless, which was new for me.
"I want a date for salsa dancing tonight at a club in town," she continued, "and I'm told it's not safe for a pretty woman to be going out and about alone. Do you want to go with me?"
"Y-y-yeah," I nodded, barely able to speak, even though my plan was working.
"Good," she nodded, "come to my room at 7:00. We'll have a late dinner and then go out."
"Sounds good," I agreed, trying to sound casual, even though my voice actually broke a bit.
She smiled, "Room 1212."
"Got it," I nodded.
"By the way, I don't fuck on the first date. She then leaned in, squeezing my cock again, added, "But I definitely suck on the first date." She tugged on my ear, my whole body quivering at her touch.
She moved away and said, "See you tonight, Joey," and walked away.
I didn't move as I watched her walk away from behind, my cock pointing directly at her through my trunks.
Once she was out of view, I smiled. My plan had worked. I had a date with her.
As I went to find the boys, it occurred to me to wonder, 'Had I played her, or had she just played me?'
.....
When I found my buddies a few minutes later, Adam said, "Looks like you did better than we anticipated."
"I'm taking her salsa dancing tonight," I replied, still in awe of what just happened.
"So you're in," Adam said.
"Like Flynn," Brian added, a joke we had been using throughout our senior year.
"I think so," I nodded, distracted.
"What's wrong?" Adam asked, "You got your in?"
The truth was, something had changed during our brief flirtation. I couldn't explain what it was, but I felt a strange connection to Ruth, unlike I did to all the teen girls or MILF's I had fucked.
Sex had become a game where I just tallied up notches on a bedpost, but somehow this seemed different. Yet, it shouldn't be. She was twice my age, and a teacher, it wasn't like we were going to be in a relationship.
I nodded, trying to be my normal self. "Yeah, I'm in and I'm going to be all in tonight."
Brian laughed, high fiving me, "Yeah, you are."
Oddly, even though we all competed for the ladies and the most pussies, we also lived vicariously through each other's triumphs... a sexual band of brothers.
We bullshitted some more, mostly in awe of how I was going to 'bang', their words, Ms. Champlin, as I told an abridged version of our conversation.
Anyway, that night I went to her room, which was on the top floor, dressed to the nines, a mixture of excitement and trepidation coursing through me.
I knocked on the door and my already stiff cock flinched in my trousers as she opened the door and was dressed showcasing every asset she had. She was in a super sexy, super tight black and red Mexican dress that didn't remotely hide her voluptuous breasts or her firm legs which were encased in shiny beige pantyhose. Her hair was down, her lips were bright red and her entire look said, "Fuck me now!"
I complimented, "You look beautiful."
"You look handsome yourself," she greeted back, as she slid into red high heels that looked to be four inches high.
"Are you going to be able to dance in those?" I asked.
"I can do anything in these," she replied, although her sultry tone implied sex.
"Good to know," I nodded, desperately trying to be casual.
She asked, "Would you like a quick cocktail before we leave?"
"Sure," I nodded, the surreal evening overwhelming me.
I expected her to go and grab a drink in the massive room she had, but she instead dropped to her knees and fished out my cock.
I gasped... paralyzed.
She asked, her hand on my completely stiff rod, "Is this hard because of me?"
"Y-y-yes," I stammered, in complete awe of what was happening.
"Very impressive," she nodded, as she opened her mouth and took my cock in between her beautiful, red lips.
I groaned, "Holy shit," as she began bobbing on my seven inch cock.
Unlike most girls who sucked me, she didn't go slow or take breaks every few seconds. No, she bobbed hungrily on my cock taking all seven inches in her mouth. Only one MILF, who I met at a bar I got into while underage, had ever taken all my cock in her mouth before today.
I just watched and enjoyed the amazing pleasure my former teacher gave me.
Not surprisingly, in only a couple of minutes, I was near eruption. I warned, "I'm going to come soon, Ms. Champlin."
She kept sucking, somehow even faster, and I deposited my load down her throat a few bobs later. Only a few girls had swallowed and only a couple willingly, so this too was amazing.
She milked every last drop out of my cock, before finally allowing my cock to slip out of her mouth. She stood back up and smiled, "Very yummy," before leaning forward and kissing me.
When she broke the kiss, I said, likely sounding like the teen I was, "That was the most amazing blow job I have ever had."
"I bet you say that to all the girls who blow you," she smiled, turning around and grabbing her purse.
I noticed then that her pantyhose had seams going up the back of them that made her outfit even hotter.
I replied, "True, but this time I mean it."
"Just wanted to get the awkward 'is this going to end in sex or not out' of the way," she smiled, before adding, "you probably should put that away before we leave."
As I put my dick back in my pants, she added, "So that was date one, now we are on date two."
I asked, my confidence swelling after the blow job, "And what do you do on date two?"
"Anything you want," she answered, as she walked by me and left me standing there bewildered.
Holy fuck! I had hit the mother load!
I followed after her, closing the door, and took her hand in mine.
She asked, "Do you want to be seen with a woman twice your age in public holding hands? There will be a lot of young Mexican skanks out and about willing and ready to devour you whole."
I smiled, as I gave her hand a squeeze, "Tonight, I only have eyes for you."
"Keep saying things like that and you are going to get very, very lucky tonight," she replied.
"I'm already very lucky," I replied. Always being good at turning on the charm.
"Oh, you have no idea just how lucky you may still get," she said back, just as the elevator opened.
Once inside, the door closed, she asked, "Are you a tits guy?"
"I'm an everything guy," I replied, which was true. I loved everything about women. I loved tits, pussy, ass and legs. But I also loved their smiles, eyes and moans.
"Did you ever fantasize about these tits in my class?" She asked, pulling down her dress to reveal the huge tits that were apparently not being held up by a bra.
"Oh, God," I gasped, staring at the round perfection.
"Is that a yes?" She asked, as she pulled her dress back over her breasts and very erect nipples.
"A million times yes," I replied, moving my gaze reluctantly back to her eyes, like a gentleman would do.
"I've always wondered what horny teenage boys thought of me," she said.
"They all wanted to suck on your breasts," I answered.
"Anything else?" She asked, as the elevator slowed down.
"Your legs are amazing too," I said, before adding, "especially in nylons."
"My loser of an ex-husband loved nylons on me," she replied, as we got out of the elevator. "And now I wear them to showcase my legs to men."
"My win," I nodded, as we walked out to one of the already waiting taxis.
"After you," I offered.
"Such a gentleman," she smiled.
Deciding it was my turn to shock. I quipped, "Until I shoot a load all over your face."
She didn't miss a beat as she challenged, "Promises, promises."
During the short taxi ride, she leaned into me, her hand on my leg.
At the restaurant, Ruth was very blunt as we chatted during our meal.
I learned that she married her high school sweetheart, and that she was pregnant by nineteen and by twenty-one she had already had both their children.
She didn't get her degree until she was twenty-nine and although she was furious about being cheated on, she considered it a blessing in disguise.
Both her children were in college. Her daughter Suzanne going into her third year at Oxford in the fall and her son, who I vaguely knew because he was in my graduating class but we didn't hang in the same circles, was going to MIT for computer programming.



When she left Mexico in three days, she would be flying to Paris to meet up with both her kids for a three week trip throughout Europe.
I had to ask. "Why a blessing in disguise?"
She asked, completely ignoring my question, "How many girls have you slept with?"
"Pardon?" I asked, surprised by the question.
"How many girls have you fucked with that big dick of yours?" She rephrased bluntly. Hearing such hot language from a teacher was surreal and had my cock again looking for action.
I considered rounding down, yet sensed she wanted the truth. I answered, again brimming with confidence, "You'll be 25."
"Wow," she said, not judging, but seemingly in awe. After a pause, she said, shocking me again, that is twenty-four more than me."
"No way," I gasped.
"He was my first and until later tonight my only," she admitted.
"You're shitting me," I questioned. I couldn't fathom no one trying to bed her since her makeover.
"I've had a few chances since the cheating, but I just wasn't ready, plus the town isn't big enough to keep secrets," she explained.
I was still in awe that she had only had sex with one man and was clearly planning to double her history with me.
I asked, "But you have been so aggressive today."
She smiled, a sexy smile, "I decided that I was going to 'slut it up', as my sister called it, while here. And since I'm not returning to Walkerton ever again, you're my stud."
"You're not going back to Walkerton?" I asked, as I felt her foot go to my crotch.
"Nope," she said, as her foot rubbed my cock, "got a job out west in San Diego. No more long cold winters."
"Congrats," I moaned, her foot teasing me.
"So how many of your twenty-four do I know?" she asked, as he finished her second drink.
"A few," I shrugged, deciding I was going to make her work for the information.
"Do tell," she said, raising an eyebrow.
"After you do a tequila shot with me," I offered.
"You know I'm already a sure thing," she smiled, more pressure on my cock from her foot.
"A little liquid courage never hurts," I countered, as I waved over our waiter and ordered two shots.
"I should warn you," she smiled, "I get a bit wild when I'm drunk."
"Wilder than sucking me in your room, showing your tits in the elevator and rubbing your foot on my cock right now?" I asked.
"What the fuck?" She shrugged. "I only live once."
"Don't we all," I smiled, curious where she was going with this.
The shots arrived and she toasted, "To a crazy night."
"Indeed," I agreed, as we both downed our shots.
She made a hilarious face. I asked, "Not a tequila drinker?"
"It burns," she explained, before adding for shock value, "like cum in the eye."
"I wouldn't know," I shrugged, before adding, going tit-for-tat in the sexual word play, "make sure to close your eyes when I shoot my load all over your face tonight."
She retorted back, "Is that before or after you fuck my pussy and ass?"
"Cheque!" I called out.
She laughed as she put extra pressure on my dick with her foot, "So how do you like the fantasy playing out so far?"
"Reality is a lot better," I replied.
"So true," she purred, before asking again, "So, who have you fucked that I would know?"
"I feel bad fucking and telling," I said, which wasn't really true at all.
"You can tell your friends exactly what we do tonight," she said.
"Really?" I asked.
"Why not?" She shrugged. "I'm never going to see them again."
"Fair enough," I nodded, still in awe of how casual and sexy this formally kind of uptight teacher was.
"So, tell me," she said.
"Well, Becky, of course," I began.
"You fucked your cheerleader girlfriend?" She mock gasped.
"She was a shitty fuck," I nodded.
"You better not say that about me," she said, raising an eyebrow.
"If that pussy of yours is anywhere near as hot as that mouth of yours I'm pretty confident I'll be starting a Ms. Champlin can fuck fan club."
"Hmmmm, it would be a pretty exclusive club," she pondered, before adding, "Who else?"
Well, there was Sherry," I started, wanting to shock her.
"Reverend Victor's daughter Sherry?" she asked, looking as shocked as I expected her to be.
"The one and only," I admitted.
"How?" She asked, intrigued.
"It started with spin the bottle. That led to seven minutes in heaven and that led to me eating her out. I have long learned the way to a woman's heart is through pussy munching," I answered.
"What a great porn movie title," she joked.
"Or a self-help book," I added.
"A reality TV series," she said.
"I took her virginity a week later in the basement of the church," he admitted.
"You sinner," she teased.
I shrugged, "I figured it was blessed."
"Who else?"
"Amanda," I revealed next, who was Becky's older sister.
"Not while you were dating Becky," she asked.
"Before and after," I shrugged, "I don't cheat."
"It's good that a slut like you has morals," she quipped.
"Um, in today's society," I countered, "I'm a stud and you're a slut. Unfair, but true."
She shrugged, "If I am, I am." Sanding up. As she stretched, her tits showcased gloriously, she said, "Time to dance."
"In my pants," I joked, just as the waiter came with the bill.
She insisted on paying, after I offered three times, she said, "Today you're my gigolo."
"Gigolo's get paid to fuck," I pointed out.
"Name your price," she quipped, her hand squeezing my cock again.
"I may do this as a charitable donation," I smiled.
"You will be making at least a couple more deposits," she countered, taking my hand and leading me out of the restaurant.
"That's all?" I questioned.
"You better be able to back up your talk with long, hard action," she quipped back as she led me down towards the beach.
I asked, "Is this where the dancing is?"
"No," she said, "but this is where the fucking is."
"It's not dark enough," I pointed out, even though I was willing to fuck her anytime and anywhere.
She said, "Trust me."
"Just as long as we don't get arrested," I joked. "I'm too pretty to end up in a Mexican jail."
"That you are," she agreed, as she led me around the high rocks.
"Where are you taking me?" I asked.
"To my secret love cave," she replied, before adding, "I found this yesterday as I walked around the beach."
"You were hunting for a secret sex cave?" I asked.
"I wasn't then," she shrugged, as she led me into a secluded spot. "But it sure worked out that way."
I followed her for a few more minutes and then we were at the entrance of a small cave.
"Ready for deposit number two?" She asked.
"Ready for orgasm number one?" I countered.
"That wasn't a singular offer?" She asked raising her eyebrow.
"Let me rephrase, the first of many," I smiled, leaning in and kissing her.
We kissed for a minute before she pulled me into the darkness.
I laughed, "I can't see you."
"But can you feel me?" She questioned.
"God, yes," I replied, as we tumbled to the ground.
"Fuck me now," she demanded.
I wanted to. But I also wanted to be a gentleman and show her that I do give oral too. I moved between her legs, and went to pull down her panties, as I realized her pantyhose were actually thigh high stockings.
She giggled, "I went commando for easy access, baby."
"You are literally too good to be true," I replied.
"Now shove that big dick of yours in me," she ordered.
Instead, I buried my face in her wetness.
"Oh my," she moaned, surprised by my eager tongue on her completely shaved pussy. After a moment, she added, "I'm happy I got that Brazilian before I flew here."
I couldn't agree more. Her pussy was already wet and I only wished I could see it. But, her moans were telling me she was enjoying my eager tongue.
"Oh, God, I haven't had my pussy licked in years," she moaned.
I asked, "Your husband didn't lick you out?"
"Never," she admitted, as I kept licking, "He said it was unsanitary."
"But, let me guess, he expected you to blow him?" I questioned.
"Every day," she admitted.
"Well, tonight I'm your sexual terminator... made to serve you," I replied, sounding corny.
"Stop talking and keep licking," she demanded, as her breathing increased.
I obeyed, loving hearing her moans increasing. I loved women. I loved getting head. But, I equally loved licking pussy. It was intimate and showed a complete vulnerability in the woman that intercourse didn't. Plus, women loved a man who went down on them.
"Oh fuck, yes, suck my clit," she begged.
I obeyed again, taking her swollen clit between my lips and tugging.
She put her hands on the back of my head, lifted up her ass and screamed, "Fuck!"
Instantly, my face was coated in her cum as it flooded out of her like a dam breaking after years of holding back the inevitable flood.
I hungrily lapped up her sweet cum as she continued holding my head.
"Oh sweet Lord," she whimpered once she let go of my head and collapsed onto her back.
"Your cum is like holy water then," I smiled, as I pulled my pants down to my ankles and in one swift move slid my cock in her still quivering cunt.
"Holy fuck," she screamed, "I'm not even done coming yet."
"The Lord giveth, the Lord taketh," I quipped, as I began fucking her.
She laughed, "Who knew the big dicked, lazy ass student could quote from the Bible?"
"Who knew my prim and proper teacher was a submissive, cock hungry slut," I countered, as I slammed hard into her.
"Touché," she moaned, as she wrapped her nylon-clad legs around me.
I fucked her hard and deep as she talked dirty to me, which was amazing to hear from my ex-English teacher.
"Oh yes, fuck my cunt," and "Oh, I never want this to end," and "Drill me, baby," and "That's it, fuck your teacher like a dirty cum bucket," and "Holy shit, I'm going to come again."
I demanded, knowing my orgasm was close too, "Come for me, teacher slut, come like the filthy whore you are tonight. A cum bucket who lives to serve teen cock."
"Oh fuck, yes, keep talking," she moaned, bucking her ass up to meet my hard thrusts.
I wish I could have seen her facial expressions. There is something undeniably sexy about a woman in the heat of rapture.
I continued, "Imagine all your advanced English students watching you get pounded like a cum slut," and "Just a horny MILF who will do anything for teen cock," and finally, "Come now, my teacher slave, now or I pull out and find some Mexican cum slut."
"Don't you dare," she threatened and then seconds later had her second orgasm. "Mother fucker."
"That I am," I quipped, "Edwin's mother fucker."
"Oh fuck, shit, fuck," she babbled.
I quipped, "I don't think that was a proper sentence."
"Just keep fucking," she demanded.
I did.
Pounding her throughout her orgasm.
Finally, my own orgasm was bubbling and, deciding to test just how obedient she would be, I pulled out and ordered, "Knees, teacher slut."
She quickly moved and searched for my cock in the dark.
Finding it, she devoured it and began sucking furiously.
I loved how eager of a cocksucker she was and enjoyed the blow job for a minute or so. And then, my balls erupting, I pulled out at the very last second, immediately splattering my teacher's face with my load.
I wish I could have seen the look on her face when I came on her face, but I just shot four ropes on her.
"You bad boy," she purred, as she took my cock back in her mouth.
"Just some baptism by cum," I joked, returning to the strange religious sexual word play we had going.
She sucked me slowly for about a minute before saying, "You shoot a lot of cum."
"You flood out a lot of cum yourself," I pointed out.
"Help me up," she requested, as she put her hands on my chest.
I pulled her up and said, trying to see how serious she was about her earlier words, "Two holes down and one to go."
She responded, her tone sly, "You have only deposited in one of them, actually."
"I wanted to keep my facial promise," I replied, leading her out of the cave.
"That you did," she replied, as we finally returned to the daylight, which was fading.
I turned to her, my cum all over her face, but particularly on her right cheek and chin, and said, "I can't deny it, you look really hot with your face coated in cum."
"You look pretty sexy too with your face having a nice sheen," she countered.
"Now where?" I asked.
"To dance," she answered, opening her purse.
"What are you doing?" I asked, even though I knew the answer.
"Getting some tissue for my face," she answered.
"Leave it on," I ordered.
She looked at me surprised, but then shrugged, "What the hell, I don't know anyone here and you know the saying."
"What saying?" I questioned.
"What happens in Mexico when you bump into a sexy ex-student and decide to be his complete three hole cum bucket fuck toy stays in Mexico," she said, her nasty tongue the sexiest thing I had ever heard. Add the cum coated on her face, the two sexual encounters and the promise of anal later and this was, without a doubt, the best night of my life.
I laughed, "No, I hadn't heard that, but I must admit it is a pretty good saying."
She took my hand and said, adding yet another level of kink to the night, "Lead the way, Master."
My cock flinched at the new term, as I led her out of the secluded area.
"So, who else have you fucked that I know?" She asked, a moment later.
"You really are persistent," I said.
"Enquiring sluts want to know," she quipped, "and so far your reveals have been very... revealing."
"Oh, nice," I laughed, "Not exciting stories but Kimberly, Sarah and Brittany."
"Predictable," she nodded.
"How so?" I asked.
"They are all vapid girls who use sex to hide their insecurities," she said.
"Thanks, Freud," I quipped, "and am I a tail chasing stud because of my childhood?"
"No," she answered, "because you're good looking and women are shallow."
"Ouch," he said.
"I didn't mean it that way," she said, "but if I can be so blunt."
"I just fucked your cunt," I quipped, before adding, "rhyming couplet."
"And so elegant," she laughed. "Truth is you got by school on personality and sports, not academics, and that is a shame."
"Is this the ol' 'you can do so much better' speech?" I asked, something I had heard many times.
"Well, we know that you can excel at things you enjoy," she smiled coyly.
"I do like to fuck," I nodded.
"And have box lunches," she added.
"That's a new one," I laughed. "But yes, I do love a boxed lunch."
"And I hope when you find what you are passionate about for a career you do it with the same ambition, pride and enthusiasm," she said.
"Me too," I nodded, surprised at how the conversation had turned so quickly into real territory.
"But enough teacher advice," she said, as we reached the beach and were about to pass the first people since fucking. "Tonight I'm not a teacher, or a motherly figure."
"Yes, you're my cum slut," I declared.
"And ass slut," she added, loud enough for the two teenagers passing us to hear.
I laughed, looking at the guys all confident, "You mean three hole cum slut."
"Maybe even all at once," she added, smiling at the guys around my age as they passed.
Instantly, I wondered what the possibilities of having a gangbang with the boys and her were. Yet, I just as quickly pushed the thought out of my head. This was my night and I sure as hell wasn't sharing it with anyone.
"I think they both just came in their pants," she giggled.
"What a waste of cum for a cum slut," I retorted.
"So true," she said, turning around.
I pulled her back. "Whoa, Nelly. I need to protect you from bad decisions."
"And who will protect you?" She asked, turning around so we were face to face.
"God," I answered, with a straight face.
She burst out laughing. "We are both going to hell."
"Well it is hot down there," I quipped.
"Want to hear something hilarious based on this night so far?" She asked.
"Very much so," I answered.
"I taught Sunday school for years," she revealed.
"Is that cum on her face?" a female voice asked from behind me.
My sexy ex-teacher responded, "A full load."
"Holy shit," a guy's voice gasped.
"Slut," the female said.
Ruth countered, "Actually, I'm a cum slut. Get it right."
I laughed, turning around, and saw two middle aged people staring at us.
The female said, "Is he even legal?"
"Are you?" Ruth asked, suddenly looking serious at me.
"Is fifteen legal?" I responded.
"Fucking disgusting," the female said, yanking her man away. "Sick perverts."
"So is that a no to a foursome?" Ruth called out, before breaking into laughter.
"I wouldn't mind having a foursome with you, but if you are going to munch pussy I want someone a lot hotter," I joked.
"Yes, Master," she nodded.
My eyes went big. Was she serious? Would she have a threesome or more with me?
She added, slipping her arm in mine, "Fifteen. Now she thinks I'm a pedophile."
"Sorry," I shrugged, "I just wanted to verbally slap the pretentious look off her face."
"I'm not sure it worked," she shrugged.
I took her hand again and said, "Maybe we should get the cum off your face."
"Your decision," she shrugged. "Tonight I am one hundred percent at your sexual mercy."
"I think I just died and went to heaven," I said.
"Then wait till your cock gets in my ass," she said, "It's so fucking tight you will think you are in me for life."
"Now there is a visual I can live with," I joked, as we began getting into the more populated areas.
A few people gave second looks, but no one else said anything about her cum coated face that was now drying.
"There is the club," she pointed.
"When we get inside you have permission to wash off my cum," I generously offered.
"Is it still obvious?" She asked.
"Not as much and before," I answered.
She stopped a Mexican man on the street and asked, "Can you see anything on my face, señor?"
"A little, Señorita," he nodded.
"Can you tell what it is?" She asked.
"Not really, Señorita," he answered, looking completely confused by the conversation.
"Cool," she nodded, before adding, "it's cum, by the way."
She turned back to me and said, "I think I'll keep it on my face as a memento of the night."
"In that case," I quipped, "I have an unlimited amount of mementos for you."
"You better," she smiled, squeezing my hand and leading me into the crowded dance club.
For the couple of hours, we drank and danced. It was amazing to see yet another side of my formally uptight teacher.
She downed shots like a champ.
She danced up a storm and looked fucking hot doing it.
She flirted with the boys.
She even did a dirty dance with a very hot Dominican who looked a lot like Jennifer Lopez.
She asked me, as we sat at a table a few drinks later, now quite drunk, "Do you want to see me make out with a girl?"
"Every guy here would," I answered. I had watched a few girls make out at parties and it was always cock-hardening hot.
"Which girl should I try to kiss?" she asked, looking around the room.
"Have you ever kissed a girl before?" I asked.
"Never," she said, "but you know the saying. When in Mexico and being a submissive slut for an ex-student you should at the very least make out with one Mexican or Latino chick."
"I hadn't heard that one," I smiled, "but I wonder if it shouldn't include munching a Latino or Mexican cunt as well."
"First, I want to add fucking in public to my slut list," she said, before adding, "Plus, I'm fucking horny." She fished out my cock and began to straddle me.
"Here?" I asked, surprised.
"No better place than the present," she shrugged, as she lowered herself on my already stiff cock impressively smoothly considering her intoxicated state.
"Fuck, I love how quickly you recover. My ex was one and done."



"I love how big a slut you are," I groaned, as my cock disappeared into her cunt.
"And I love how big your dick is and how fucking good it feels in me," she moaned, as she slowly began grinding on my cock in a packed bar.
I was thankful we had a corner table, it gave us some privacy, but not enough for anyone walking by.
I moaned, "We may get kicked out of here."
"I don't care," she moaned back, "All I want right now is dick."
"So eloquent," I quipped.
"Cum sluts are not eloquent," she countered, grinding her cunt on my cock now. This was something I had never felt before, it was a sly milking of my cock and made it way less obvious that we were in the middle of fucking.
I groaned, "This is new."
"Like it?" She asked, continuing to grind.
"Are you a slut?" I replied as an answer.
"Tonight I am," she moaned.
"And tomorrow too," I added, taking a risk, trying to take complete control and also have her for more than just tonight, "you're my bimbo fuck toy until you get on that plane."
"Yes, Master," she moaned, "I'll obey every order."
"You'll eat cunt?" I asked, giddy with the possibility of a couple more nights with her.
"Hmmmm, yes, whatever you want your cum slut teacher to do," she moaned, before adding, "another fantasy I haven't fulfilled."
"You'll take it in the ass?" I questioned.
"Here?" She asked.
"No that is for the grand finale back in your hotel room," I replied, wanting to really enjoy that.
"Mmmmmm, maybe in the jacuzzi," she moaned, grinding faster.
"How about a gangbang with Brian and Adam?" I questioned, not sure I wanted to share her with them, but curious just how far she would be willing to go.
"My three cum holes are yours to use as you wish, Master," she purred, sounding like a complete sex bimbo.
She then added, "Getting triple penetrated or, what did I read about online yesterday while I masturbated, airtight."
"What's airtight?" I asked, a term I hadn't heard.
"Dicks in all three holes," she answered, grinding faster now, and, in turn, becoming a little less discrete about what we were doing.
"I think I'm in love with you, Ruth," I moaned, as I looked and saw a few people now watching the show we were apparently putting on.
"I'm in love with your cock," she moaned, grinding faster.
"We have an audience," I warned.
She moaned, "I don't care. I'm too close to stop."
"Me too," I groaned, seconds before I deposited a load deep in her cunt.
"Oh yes," she moaned, "it's been so long since I felt cum shoot in me."
Figuring fuck it, I wanted to get her off quickly, I lifted her up slightly and began ramming her cunt.
"Oh fuck," she screamed, as I slammed into her, a crowd growing as she leaned forward onto the table. "Harder."
A few hard deep thrusts was all it took and she screamed, "Yes, fuck!" as she came.
People began clapping and she moaned, trying to bow, "Thank you, thank you."
I waved, feeling awkward and yet alive.
She move off me and said, "Fuck, I need to pee."
"Be careful," I said, "some of the guys here are drooling."
"Thankfully, its right beside us," she said, getting up and pushing her dress back down.
"Señorita, that was hot," a young Mexican complimented.
She smiled, reaching for his cock, "Is that because of me?"
"Yes, Señorita," he nodded, his eyes showing his shock.
"Cool," she smiled, before going to the bathroom.
I sensed being stared at as I slyly put my cock away.
When she returned five minutes later, just when I was beginning to get worried about her, she said, as she sat back beside me, "I should probably wear panties if I'm going to let you come in me. I couldn't stop leaking."
"We should go," I suggested.
"Anal already?" She questioned, "You really are insatiable."
"Just thinking another bar," I said.
"Sure," she nodded.
I led her out, feeling uncomfortable with a few men who were staring at her. Fucking in a public place in Mexico was not our most intelligent idea.
Once outside, as we walked down the street, I looked back and was relieved to not see anyone following us.
"Oh my God, look," she said excited, as she pointed up.
"Cool," I nodded, looking up and seeing what looked like a bar on a roof top.
"Let's go there," said, pulling me across the street.
"Sure," I nodded, not that I had a choice, eager to get out of the street and into another location.
Once on the roof, she said, "Dance with me?"
"If I have to," I replied, teasingly.
"You do," she responded, pulling me onto the dance floor.
A dozen songs later, both of us sweating profusely, we grabbed drinks, and moved to a spot where we could see around the city.
"It's beautiful," she said.
"You sure are," I quipped.
"You can stop sucking up, I'm already yours," she replied.
"But I mean it," I replied.
She turned to me, tears suddenly forming in her eyes. "I haven't been told that in a long time."
"Ruth," I said, taking her hands in mine. "Even though I have enjoyed this night more than any other in my life, I want you to know I think you're completely beautiful."
She looked up at me with a vulnerability that surprised me, especially after all we had done.
"And sexy," I added.
"Really?" She asked, her husband obviously having really done a number on her confidence.
"Do you have any idea how many of your students jerk off thinking about you?" I asked, before adding, "even before your transformation."
"Three," she answered, with a smile.
"Three hundred," I replied. "You are pretty, have a great body, a sexy smile, intoxicating eyes and luscious lips."
"Don't forget my big tits, tight ass and shaved cunt," she added, back to her normal self.
"I never will," I promised, before adding, "although the tight ass thing I will have to take your word for."
She downed her drink, and said, "Wanna find out?"
"Not here," I said wearily.
"No, let's go back to the hotel," she said. "I could use a nice long sit in the jacuzzi and your lap?"
"I don't know," I replied, "I'm kinda tired."
She grabbed my hand and said, "I may be your cum slut tonight, but you're also my gigolo."
"Yes, ma'am," I quipped back.
"Good boy," she smiled.
"Woof!" I joked.
We both downed our drinks and headed back out hand in hand. As we returned to the street, she asked, "Did you really fantasize about me before I changed my look?"
"Truthfully, Yes I did," I nodded. "I wanted to see those tits and I was curious if you were submissive."
"Why?" she asked, looking surprised by my answer.
"Because you have huge tits," I replied, even though I knew she was talking about the submissive part.
"Smart ass," she said, slapping me playfully.
"I don't know," I shrugged. "Just your personality. You were always a people pleaser and, in my fantasies, I took advantage of that to fuck you."
"So fantasy did become reality," she said.
"In so many ways," I nodded. "This is every fantasy of mine wrapped into one."
"Mine too," she said. "I mean, I never fantasized about my students. But, as soon as I heard your voice and saw you all tanned and buff, well I wondered about living out my fantasy."
"Which was?" I asked.
"To be a complete submissive slut to a stranger for a night," she answered.
"How about three?" I questioned.
"Even better," she smiled.
"What other fantasies do you have?" I asked.
"Too many to keep track of," she answered.
"Tell me five," I insisted, hoping to help her make some true.
"I don't know," she hesitated.
"I demand it, slut," I ordered, sensing she would definitely obey me.
"I want to be with a woman," she answered.
"Maybe that will be tomorrows' task," I replied.
"You own me," she replied.
"So if I ordered you to go and offer to eat the cunt of that Señorita over there you would?" I asked.
"Order me to," she said.
"God, you're so hot," I groaned, before adding, "we will save that for tomorrow. Tonight is just you and me."
She added, all her kinky fantasies suddenly coming out, "And being gangbanged, being bound, being spanked, being fisted, fucking a girl with a strap-on, having sex with a she-male, going to a glory hole, getting a dozen facials, just to name a few."
"Holy fuck," I laughed, as I imagined her with a she-male or a strap-on cock, "who would have thought all that when you were discussing Ophelia and Hamlet's love."
Ruth smiled, "Let's be honest, Ophelia was a cum slut for Hamlet."
"Probably took it in the ass too," I added, thinking this would be a lot better version.
"So tonight, I'm Ophelia and you're Hamlet," she smiled, as we reached the hotel.
"Thou tempt me to the bent," I quipped, trying to remember Hamlet.
"Not even close," she laughed, before adding, "To fuck me in the ass or not to fuck me in the ass, that is the question."
I laughed, "That would be a lot better version to teach."
"Let's go and make the porn version," she added, as we reached the elevator.
"Chicka-chicka-wow-wow," I joked, trying to make porn movie sounds.
Once in the elevator, we began making out like crazy. Our tongues explored each other's mouths, our hands explored each other's bodies.
We didn't stop until the elevator stopped. We quickly moved to the hotel room door, got inside after struggling to get the key to work and resumed making out.
Eventually, she said, "Get naked and meet me in the jacuzzi."
"Yes, ma'am," I nodded.
I quickly got undressed, and got into the jacuzzi. I waited a couple of minutes before she returned, completely naked, with what looked like lube in her hand.
I stared at her perfect body.
She asked, as she joined me in the jacuzzi,"You like?"
"I love," I said, trying not to drool. "If I was Michelangelo, you would be my David."
"And you would be my John Holmes," she countered.
"Who is that?" I asked.
"Fuck I'm old," she sighed, as she moved to me.
"Who is he?" I asked again.
"A famous porn star from the old days," she replied.
"Aaaaaaah," I nodded, before shifting to role play, as I sat up on the edge of the Jacuzzi, "Get sucking Ophelia."
She smiled, moved to me, lowered herself, and purred, "Yes, Master Hamlet."
She took my cock in her mouth again.
I watched her suck my cock. This time she took her time, getting it nice and ready for her.
As I did, I still couldn't believe this was happening. This whole day had been so surreal.
After a good four or five minutes of her slowly sucking my cock, I ordered, "Ready to give me that ass, Ophelia?"
"Yes, Master Hamlet," she nodded, standing up, turning around and moving her ass to me.
"No lube?" I asked.
"Oh shit, yes," she giggled, reaching for the lube she had put on the edge before she went down on me.
She poured some on her ass and I watched as she then slid a finger inside her asshole and started fingering herself.
I stroked my completely erect cock, watching this beautiful woman finger her ass as she prepared it for me.
"I'm ready, Master," she moaned, as she pulled her finger out and moved back to me.
I aimed at her perfect ass and watched as she backed up onto it.
I groaned as my cock disappeared between her ass cheeks.
"Fuck," she moaned, "so much bigger than my small dicked ex."
"So fucking tight," I moaned back.
"Tear it apart, Master," she said, as she surprised me and suddenly slammed her body back onto mine. "Fuck!" she screamed, as she impaled herself on my seven inch dick.
"Ride my cock, slut," I demanded, taking control.
"Yes, Master," she moaned, as she began bouncing back on me.
"That's it, baby," I moaned, as I sat back and enjoyed the pleasure.
She rode my cock for a few minutes, her moans getting louder. Having come three times already tonight, I knew I was in for the long ride.
I asked, "Can you have an orgasm getting ass fucked?"
"Yes," she moaned, continuing to bounce on my dick. "I love your big hard dick in my ass."
"You are perfection, slut," I groaned, her ass so tight and her moans so hot, I sensed her orgasm was close.
"Your slut," she moaned.
"Come for me, teacher slut," I demanded, "come from getting your ass impaled."
"So close," she admitted, continuing to take all my cock deep in her ass.
"Now slut," I demanded.
Her hand went to her clit and she began rubbing herself frantically while simultaneously bouncing on my dick.
"Tell me your plans for me, Master," she moaned.
I smiled. She was such a sexy enigma. I said, "I plan to make as many fantasies come true as possible. Brian, Adam and I are going to fuck all three of your holes at once; we are going to shoot every load all over your face; I'm going to fist you to orgasm; I'm going to find a sweet Latino and have you munch her cunt."
"Oh mother fucker," she screamed as she came, "I love your big fucking dick in my shit hole."
She remained sitting on my dick as her orgasm coursed through her.
I allowed her to enjoy her orgasm, before I lifted her up, bent her over the end of the Jacuzzi and slammed back into her ass.
"Oh yes, baby, fuck my ass until you shoot your load in my last hole," she moaned.
I had never come in a woman's ass before and I suddenly wanted nothing more.
I fucked her as hard as I could, her moans never stopping.
"Harder, Master," she demanded, "ream my ass harder."
I couldn't do it any harder than I was, sweat pouring down my brow.
"Fill my asshole with your cum," she demanded, her nasty tongue so fucking sexy.
A few more hard deep thrusts and I grunted, spewing my cum inside her tight ass.
"Yes," she moaned, her ass somehow getting tighter, "fill my shit hole."
I kept pumping until I was completely spent, before falling backwards into the Jacuzzi.
"God that was amazing," I muttered, completely spent, as she too sat in the Jacuzzi.
"I'm exhausted," she said.
"We fucked each other to utter exhaustion," I said.
"I've never been fucked so thoroughly in my life," she admitted.
"I hope not," I laughed.
She moved to me and kissed me with tenderness. After all the intense fucking, this was a complete turn of events... so intimate.
The kiss lasted a couple of minutes before she broke it and said, "Sorry, I need to pee."
I smiled, "I probably should too."
She got out of the Jacuzzi and went to the bathroom. I watched her naked body, from behind, until she disappeared.
I got out, grabbed a towel and dried off.
When she came out, now in a robe, she walked to me and asked, "Want to stay the night?"
"You probably wore me out too much to walk home," I joked.
"Good," she nodded. Leaning in and kissing me again. "Go clean up and come join me in bed."
"I just realized that is the one place we haven't been yet," I smiled.
"Hurry up," she said, with one last kiss.
"Yes, Ms. Champlin," I smiled.
"Good boy," she quipped back, slapping my ass as I headed to the washroom.
I went pee, washed up and returned to her.
I smiled.
She was already asleep.
I got under the covers, slid myself against her and draped my arm over her.
As I too drifted into slumber I wondered if she could keep to her word and be my slut for the rest of her time here.
I hoped so.
Either way, the past few hours were the most amazing in my life.
She surprised me when she turned around and looked me in the eyes. "I can't believe I fucked a student."
"I can't believe I fucked a teacher," I responded, before adding, "you're my first, if you don't count Ms. April."
"You fucked the engaged intern?" she asked.
I asked, "She's engaged?"
"She was," she replied.
"Didn't seem to be when she was sucking my cock in the bathroom at a college party," I shrugged.
"I never liked her," she said.
"Trust me," I smiled, "you are way hotter than her."
"And sluttier," she smiled.
"And indeed sluttier," I nodded.
She yawned. "Sorry, I'm falling asleep."
"I fucked you to exhaustion," I said, as she moved her head to my arm, cuddling in to me.
"You did," she nodded. After a pause, she said, "Even though I got a little drunk, I meant everything I said."
I smiled, "Ms. Champlin, don't worry, until you get on that plane you are my submissive."
Another yawn. "I'm completely yours, Joey."
I promised, "Tomorrow you get gang banged or experience your first cunt."
"Why not both?" she asked.
"You really are an insatiable slut," I laughed softly.
"For two more days anyway," she smiled, closing her eyes.
"Get some rest, my pet," I whispered, "tomorrow is going to be a great day."
"Yes, Master" she mumbled, already fading.
I closed my eyes too, looking forward to tomorrow as I tried to recall all her fantasies.
I would try to make her gangbang fantasy come true. I would spank her, something I had never wanted to do, yet wondered what it would be like to have her over my knee. Finding a girl for a lesbian encounter could be a challenge, although I loved a challenge and the idea of watching her eating pussy was motivation enough.
I would have to look into glory holes in the area, and the odds of finding a she-male probably wasn't overly likely, although fuck that would be hot.
What else was there?
Christ, I couldn't remember all of her fantasies, but I was going to try and make as many as possible come true.
Shit... my dick was growing again.
Down boy!
We still have two more full days....
THE END
That could be the end of the story, or it could be a three part story.
Potential further chapters:
My Submissive Teacher: Gangbang
My Submissive Teacher: Kinky Stuff
My Submissive Teacher: Lesbian 3some
My Submissive Teacher: Orgy
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BLACKMAILED TENNIS SUBMISSIVE
Beating Kelly, my arch-enemy, in the semi-finals was the greatest moment in my tennis career. After losing the first set 7-5, I bounced back to win the second set 6-4. The third set was the most gruelling set of my life as we were tied 6-6, neither of us able to break the other...which sent us to a tie-breaker. It was an intense tie-breaker where three times I staved off match point before coming back to win 14-12.
I threw my Wilson Blade 98 racket up in the air when she couldn't get to my drop shot and dropped to my knees.
Kelly, breathing heavy, hate in her eyes, sweat dripping down her forehead, quipped, "Get used to being in that position."
I quipped right back, "On my knees in victory stance."
She smirked, a strange confidence in her since I had just defeated her, "Sure, that's what I meant."
I got up, everyone watching for the traditional handshake, and extended my hand. "Good match," I said politely.
She didn't respond as she shook my hand with an unexplainable look in her eyes.
I went back and hugged my coach who said, "Way to go, Erin."
Seconds later, my parents joined me on the court and congratulated me too. I was on cloud nine having beaten Kelly after three straight losses to the tomboy.
She was from the other side of the tracks...the slums as we called it....in reality, she was my polar opposite in every possible way except tennis.
I come from well off parents, am an easy going, fun loving, live for the moment, fashion conscious girl.
Kelly, on the other hand, didn't have a father around as far I could tell, was ridiculously serious, I had never seen her smile (even after beating me), she dressed all in black and didn't say much...which made her strange words after my victory even stranger.
Even our looks were polar opposites. Even though we both were in great physical shape with well-toned bodies (but that's pretty much all tennis players...the sport demands it), that was where our similarities ended.
Kelly was a ginger, with a lot of freckles and green eyes. She could actually be pretty if she tried to be a girl. Me, on the other hand, am a brunette, with hazel eyes, and had no problem getting attention from the boys.
The only thing she had that I didn't were big breasts. I was almost flat, which was a bonus when playing tennis, but not so much when I was wearing a dress. Thankfully, push-up bras did wonders in creating the illusion that my barely B-cups were a lot more. Kelly, on the other hand, had big tits and I often wondered if they were a hindrance on the court. It was a shame to waste such breasts on a tomboy.
After downing the rest of my water to rehydrate myself after the match, I headed to the showers to clean off before that night's social.
Being the last match of the day, the area was empty except for Kelly and me. My parents were meeting me at Marshall's, an upscale restaurant, for supper, something we always did after a final, win or lose.
Kelly, in her sports bra and panties and the dumb ass camouflage hat she always wore on the court, which only helped to confirm her tomboy persona, said, her words often implying a compliment until the last one, "I didn't think you had it in you, Barbie."
"First of all, Barbie is blonde," I pointed out. "secondly, since you dress like a boy, you really shouldn't name call. Fuck, your name is even a boy's' name."
"So is yours bimbo," she shot back.
I sighed, "Not spelt my way."
"Whatever," she shrugged, grabbing my tennis racket from my bag.
"What the fuck are you doing?" I asked, reaching for my racket. No one touched my racket...ever.
"You really are a bimbo, aren't you?" she smirked, pulling it away. "I'm holding your new fuck-toy."
"Fuck you," I snapped, almost tripping when she moved her hand away.
"That is the plan," she smirked.
I grabbed the racket back and snapped, "Fuck, you're a sore loser."
"Actually, you beat me fair and square," she shrugged. "This isn't about you defeating me. It's about making you my personal plaything."
"What?" I asked, not sure I heard her right, even though obviously I had.
"On your knees, slut," she ordered.
"Excuse me?" I gasped, shocked that his common bitch would dare speak to me in such a way.
"They were all one syllable words, bimbo Barbie," she smirked.
"Fuck you," I shot back, not backing down to some rubbish from the other side of the tracks.
"More eloquence," she smirked, before she added, "Want to see a photo of someone we both know?"
"Not really," I said, my disdain in my tone obvious.
"You sure?" she smiled. "She told me a very interesting story about you."
"Oh yeah," I shrugged, acting like I didn't give a damn, "and what would that be?"
"It's a story about a girl who was seduced by a college cheerleader at a party a couple of months ago," she revealed.
My face went pale.
"What? No, witty comeback from Barbie?" she asked, her smile so smug.
I flashbacked to just a couple of months ago:
Mike, my boyfriend of two years, had broken up with me and my friends tried to cheer me up by taking me to a party full of college football players. I planned to hook up with some sexy football player, but that isn't what happened.
I was pretty drunk and sitting on a couch downstairs, trying to stop my head from spinning, when a cheerleader, still in her cheerleading outfit, sat beside me.
We chatted for a few minutes, although I can't remotely remember what about, when I felt her hand on my leg. What happened next, I remember vividly.
"Have you ever been with a girl?" she asked, her blue eyes boring in on me.
Trying to act sophisticated, like a college girl and not a high school student, I flirtatiously responded, "Does right now count?"
"I think it may," she smiled, her hand going up my skirt.
My body trembled at her touch. As she reached my thigh high tops, she said, surprised, "Oh my, how sexy."
I had started wearing thigh highs for Mike, who had a stocking fetish, but had really liked the feeling of dressing sexy underneath my preppy attire and continued to wear them after the dick broke up with me.
I didn't speak, briefly paralyzed by her touch. When with a boy, I was in charge; yet, in this moment I felt completely at her whim.
"Do you want to go upstairs?" she asked, as her fingers reached my suddenly damp panties and I let out a soft moan. "I am sure we could find a place a little more private."
"S-s-sure," I stammered, as I looked and saw a few college boys enjoying the show.
She stood up, took my hand and led me through the throngs of sexy boys I had planned to potentially have fuck me. The first two doors were locked, but the third wasn't and once the door was closed, she pushed me against the wall and kissed me.
I couldn't believe how soft her lips were. I couldn't believe I was kissing a girl...a college girl. I couldn't believe how wet I was.
I returned her kiss, our tongues exploring each other as she began to unbutton my blouse. My blouse opened, she broke the kiss and buried her face between my small breasts. My head spun, although I had been drunk, I was sobering up fast as I experienced my first lesbian moment.
She asked, "Are you in high school still?"
"Yes," I admitted.
"And you have never been with a girl before?" she asked, as she pulled her sweater over her head, revealing breasts much bigger than mine.
"Unless spin the bottle counts," I joked, trying to break the awkwardness I was feeling.
"Delicious, I love breaking in high school girls," she smiled, as she pulled her skirt off.
Only in a bra, pantyhose and panties, she moved back to me and pulled my skirt down. Looking up at me, she asked, "Are you wet because of me?"
"Y-y-yes," I admitted, my cheeks burning.
"Do you want me to eat your cunt?" she asked.
"God, yes," I replied, as she tugged down my panties.
"A shaved cunt too," she purred, "you really are an adorably sexy little slut."
Being called a slut any other time would have sent me into a rage, but at the moment all it did was enhance my eagerness to submit to her.
"Tell me what you want," she ordered, as she knelt, her face now just a couple inches from my exposed pussy.
"For you, to-to-to, lick me," I stammered.
"Lick your what?' she asked, as her head moved so close I could feel her hot breath on my pussy lips.
"My pussy, please lick my pussy," I begged.
Without another word, she leaned forward and began licking me.
I moaned loudly, the contact on my pussy like pressing the button to start a gas fire place. Unlike boys, who just licked randomly, if they went down there at all, this college girl knew what she was doing. She licked, probed, and teased, bringing me pleasure unlike I had ever experienced before. I had never come from oral sex with a boy, but she had me in a sexual frenzy in only a couple of minutes.
My moans increasing, I warned, "I'm going to come soon."
She responded by flicking my clit with her tongue. Instantly, my legs weakened and my cum gushed out of me as I screamed, "Aaaaaaaaah, fuuuuuuck."
She continued flicking my clit as my body trembled with euphoria. "Oh God, never felt so-so-so, oh, God, good," I babbled, as the most intense orgasm of my life continued to cascade though me.
She took my clit between her lips in response and I screamed, "Holy fuuuuuuck," as the pressure to my suddenly sensitive clit brought another gush of cum and new intense pleasure.
A moment later, she moved her mouth away, stood up and kissed me. Tasting my own cum on her lips was strangely erotic, and I instantly wondered what she would taste like.
I broke the kiss and asked, shyly, "Can I lick you?"
"You better," she smiled, pulling off her pantyhose and panties, and walking over to the bed. Sitting down on the edge of the bed, she opened her legs and said, "Come get your prize, my high school pet."
Being called a pet, such a strange term, again somehow enhanced my eagerness, as I walked over to her, wobbling a bit, not out of intoxication, but weakness after my orgasm, dropped to my knees and looked at her trimmed pussy.
She said softly, "Go ahead beautiful, become a lesbian."
I looked up at her, the idea that I was a lesbian now suddenly popping into my head.
She smiled, "Trust me, sexy, once you taste pussy you will never want cock."
I said, "I don't really know what I am doing."
"Just do what you would want done to you, once you start, your natural instincts will take over," she explained.
"Okay," I nodded, as I leaned forward, extended my tongue and began licking.
Her scent, captured in her trimmed pubic hair, was exotic and drew me in even deeper in my eagerness to please her. Also, the taste was equally exotic and had me instantly wanting more.
Although I felt lost at first, as I started licking and parting her pussy lips with my tongue, the natural instincts she had mentioned did take over. I licked eagerly between her pussy lips, which made her begin moaning.
She whispered, "That's it, sweetheart, you are a natural cunt licker."
I hated the word 'cunt', had never once allowed it to leave my mouth, yet hearing the word out of her mouth didn't make the word sound disgusting, but sexy.
I continued licking, determined to get her off.
She continued talking. "You look so sexy between my legs," and "I love your tongue," and "That's it, baby, lick my cunt," and "I'm getting closer."
Trying to replicate her earlier pleasuring of me, I began flicking her clit with my tongue.
She moaned, "Hmmmmm, that's it, focus on my clit."
I obeyed, continuing the constant focus on her clit as her moans got louder.
"Tell me you love licking my cunt," she moaned.
"I love it," I admitted, which I did.
"Say the words, tell me you love licking my cunt," she repeated.
Just wanting to obey her wanting to get her off, wanting to taste her cum, I said the taboo word for the first time, "I love licking your sweet cunt."
"Yessssss, suck on my clit, my newest lesbian sluuuut," she demanded, as I took her clit between my lips.
I moved my head sideways, tugging on her clit, trying to be a good cunt licker, and moments later she grabbed my head, shoved my face deep into her cunt and ground herself all over my face.
I tried licking in this awkward, claustrophobic position, but mostly just tried breathing as she fucked herself on my face. Thankfully, her orgasm came a few seconds later and I felt a massive wetness sprayed all over my face. I opened my mouth wide to taste her sweet nectar and couldn't believe how good she tasted.
Once I tasted her cum, I wanted more and began licking and licking, trying to retrieve more.
Letting go of my head eventually, she apologized, "Sorry, I am kind of a squirter."
"Kind of?" I joked, my face feeling like I was sprayed by a water hose. "You came like Niagara Falls."
"Sit still," she said, as she stood up.
"Okay," I agreed, curious why.
She went to her purse, pulled out her phone and said, as she returned to the bed, "Smile."
I said, "Please, no picture."
She smiled, "It's only of your face. I always take photos of my lesbian conquests."
"You sure?" I asked, not wanting evidence of my lesbian indiscretions. I lived in the south and being gay was still not accepted here...at least not in high school.
"I promise," she said, "plus, you still have your bra on."
"True," I laughed, somehow trusting her implicitly.
"Smile, my pet," she ordered.
I did and she snapped a couple pictures of my pussy juice covered face.
Standing up, she said, "You should probably get back to your friends, they may be wondering where you are."
"I doubt it," I replied, sad this brief sexual rendezvous was over. "They are probably getting laid by some college studs by now."
"What's your name?" she asked, putting her skirt back on.
"Erin," I answered.
"I'm Julie," she said, taking my hand and pulling me up.
Looking into her eyes, I felt like I was in love.
She leaned in and kissed me. This time it was soft and tender. Breaking the kiss after only a few seconds, she said, "I have to go, Erin. My girlfriend will be looking for me."
"You have a girlfriend?" I asked.
"I do," she smiled. "But we both like to hunt and turn straight girls."
"Oh," I said, deflated and oddly feeling like just another notch in her bedpost (who would have thought that would have been a worry when this night started?)
"Don't worry, Erin," she said. "You are clearly a lesbian, even if you didn't know it. You can't fake the passion in your kisses or the eagerness with that tongue of yours."
"I don't know," I said, although I knew I would do anything to taste her again, I wasn't sure I would be searching for girls now.
"Oh, I know," she said, putting her sweater on.
"Will I see you again?" I asked, like the desperate school girl I was.
"Maybe?" she shrugged, taking my panties and putting them in her purse. Pointing to hers on the ground, she said, "There's a souvenir for the day you became a lesbian."
Before I could respond, she walked out the door, leaving it opened slightly. I quickly got up and closed it. I got dressed, grabbed her panties and put them in my purse.
I stayed in the room a few minutes to get composed before heading downstairs.
Walking past a couple of girls, I heard one of them say, "I see Julia added another girl to her growing harem."
The other girl called out from behind as I scurried by suddenly mortified, "Do you want to go for seconds?"
The bathroom had a line for it, so I hurried downstairs, keeping my head down, realizing my face was still covered with pussy juice.
I rushed outside, not looking for my friends, not wanting them to know what I did, and seeing a taxi, I went to it.
Thankfully, the driver didn't seem to notice my humiliation.
Once home, in my bathroom, I finally saw my face. My make-up was a mess and although it wasn't obvious why it was a mess...I knew. I washed my face, got in my nightie, and went to bed. Lying in bed, replaying the night in my head, I remembered her panties. I got out of bed, grabbed the panties, and got back under my sheets. Closing my eyes, I put the wet panties to my nose and took in her unique scent as I began rubbing myself. Getting close to coming, I put the crotch of the panties in my mouth and tried retrieving her wetness from the cloth fabric. Two fingers pumping in and out of me, I came hard.
As I lay in bed recovering, I wondered if she was right...was I a lesbian? Unfortunately, college ended a week later, while I still had classes to attend and I assumed Julie was a one night stand.
"Reminiscing about your first cunt licking?" Kelly asked smugly.
"W-w-what?" I stammered, brought back to my current predicament.
"I am told you were a very eager pussy pleaser," she said.
Ignoring her, I grabbed my stuff, deciding I would shower at home...desperately needing to get out of there.
"On your knees, Erin, or this other picture I have, one of you with your face gleaming with pussy juice, goes viral," she threatened me.
I tried to stay strong, calling her bluff, "Whatever, the picture doesn't prove anything."
She shrugged, "If you say so. I'll send it first to your parents and see what they think."
My face again pale as I thought of my father seeing the photo. I shifted from defiant to bargaining, "Please don't. What do you want?"
"For you to obey my every order," she answered matter-of-factly.
"For how long?" I asked.
"Just the rest of the weekend," she said.
"You promise?" I asked, although I knew I couldn't trust her...I just needed to buy time.
"Of course," she shrugged, as she began getting undressed.
Reluctantly, I gave in.
"Now get undressed and come join me in the shower," she ordered, continuing to get undressed.
Strangely, I had seen her naked before, at this level we still shared the bathrooms, yet as she undressed this time it was different.



"We don't have all day," she said, as I hadn't yet moved.
With a heavy sigh, I began getting out of my sweaty outfit.
Once naked, I grabbed a towel and followed her into the shower full of trepidation of what she had in mind and how I was going to get out of my predicament.
She turned on a shower and said, "Grab the soap and come wash my body."
"Seriously?" I asked, in disgust.
"Now!" she said, her tone surprisingly firm as she added, "or else."
"Fine," I said, as I grabbed my soap and went to her, noticing, as I reached her, how erect her nipples were.
"Start at my feet," she ordered.
I could feel shame and anger burning inside me as I glared at her. Yet, I obeyed the humiliating order, dropping to my knees, briefly staring at her hairy pussy.
She lifted her left foot up and I began washing it. The demeaning task pissed me off, yet undeniably and frustratingly I could feel my pussy tingling.
I did the other foot as well before she instructed, "Now my legs."
I again obeyed, lathering up both her legs, my head moving closer to her pussy, which I couldn't help but look at with quick glimpses a few times, desperately trying not to be obvious.
"Now my ass, Erin," she ordered, "and get between my ass cheeks."
"Can't we be done?" I asked, knowing that the longer this lasted the more pulled in I was becoming.
"Oh, Erin, we are just getting started," she smiled. "And for your disobedience, you will clean my ass with your tongue."
"Excuse me!" I gasped.
"Now, bitch, or I send the picture," she ordered.
"Please, no," I pleaded, my predicament getting dire.
"Now, we don't have a lot of time," she said, bending over and spreading her ass cheeks.
Angry and humiliated, yet realizing I was at her mercy, I moved behind her and kissed her ass.
"That's it, slut," she moaned, "lick my asshole."
And as humiliating as it was, I obeyed.
After a minute, she ordered, "Now come and suds up my tits. Maybe you can experience what real tits feel like."
I winced at the shot at my small breasts, but was thankful to be off my knees with my face out of her ass. I moved around directly in front of her and saw her smug smile, which I desperately wanted to wipe off her face.
But instead, I began soaping up her breasts. As I did, I couldn't believe how big they were I also couldn't believe how big her areolas were, or how hard her nipples were. After both were thoroughly washed, she ordered, "Now suck on my nipples, Erin."
And unlike everything else she had made me do, I wanted to do this. I wasn't looking at her smug tomboy face, and I wasn't listening to her pretentious annoying voice, no I was being drawn into a pair of big tits, like I wished were on my body.
As I sucked on one of her nipples, she asked, as if reading my mind, "Don't you wish you had a nice rack like this?"
"Yes," I admitted, while continuing to suck on her erect nipple, my own much smaller nipples following suit.
"Other nipple," she ordered.
I obeyed, wordlessly shifting to her other nipple and replicating the attention.
"Do you like sucking on my tits?" she asked.
I answered, "Yes," and then scolded myself for admitting it to her. This would only give her more firepower to use against me.
"Because you're a lesbian, aren't you?" she asked.
"What?" I asked, not really listening.
"You like sucking on my tits because you're a lesbian," she repeated, "Isn't that right?"
"No," I defiantly protested. "I'm sucking your tits because you blackmailed me."
"It looked like you were really enjoying it," she countered, as she reached over and pinched my nipples. "And here is the evidence."
"Fuck you," I snapped, not allowing this bitch to walk all over me even if she had blackmailing evidence against me.
"Close," she shrugged. As she grabbed me by the hair and dragged me back to the locker room.
"What the fuck are you doing?" I asked furious. "Let fucking go of my hair."
She did as she roughly tossed me to the floor.
"You fucking bitch," I fumed.
"You're not really bright," she said, shaking her head as she looked down at me.
I began to stand up and she roughly pushed me back down as she ordered, "Stay!"
"I'm not a fucking dog," I snapped, even though I remained on the floor.
"Well, you can choose the animal," she shrugged as she sat down on the bench, "but you are my pet."
"I need to go," I said.
"You may once you eat my cunt," she said, opening her legs.
"Seriously?" I questioned, both disgusted by her hairy bush and yet feeling intrigued to taste pussy again.
"Look, you ate my girlfriend's pussy and now you're going to eat mine," she said, surprising me again.
"Julie is your girlfriend?" I asked, unable to fathom how a gorgeous college coed and this tomboy could possibly end up together... it was the lesbian version of Beauty and the Beast.
"Don't look so surprised," she said, "Girls like Julie and you need a dominant woman to put you in your natural place."
"Excuse me?" I asked, again getting angry.
"As a submissive lesbian," she explained.
"Says the dyke," I shot back, as I realized that Kelly looked exactly how I thought a butch lesbian should look.
"You can call me Mistress," she corrected, as she reached over, grabbed me by the hair and pulled me between her legs.
"Fucking stop it," I snapped, the hair pulling hurting.
"Eat my cunt like you did my girlfriend and I will let you delete the picture off my phone yourself," she offered.
"Fine," I sighed for dramatic effect, wanting this to end. "But once I'm done, we are done."
"If you want us to be," she shrugged.
"Oh I definitely want us to be," I repeated confidently.
"Get licking, slut," she ordered.
I wanted to reply, but instead, wanting this over with, I leaned forward and began licking.
The hair made it more difficult, but once I found a path between her hairy snatch, I found a rhythm. Frustratingly, as I began to get her wet, I couldn't deny a few things:
1. She tasted very good.
2. I indeed liked licking pussy.
3. It felt natural to be in this position.
4. My pussy was soaking wet.
That said, there was no way I was telling this bitch any of those things.
She moaned, after a couple of minutes of licking, "Julie was right, you really are a natural."
I didn't respond, as I knew she was trying to get a rise out of me.
"I mean, when she told me she had turned some pretty Barbie girl I was curious. We are always competing over who can get the hotter straight girl turned. But I have to say, that night she won."
Was she calling me pretty?
She continued, "I had already been considering turning you before I learned you were an in the closet lesbian, but once I learned you liked cunt, well, I knew I was going to make you my personal pussy pleaser."
I finally spoke, saying, without looking up, "I'm not a lesbian."
"Says the girl licking cunt," she countered.
"Because you blackmailed me," I pointed out, finally looking up and realizing she was filming me on her phone. Where did she even get that from?
"Stop fucking filming me," I snapped again.
"I'm not filming you," she said, "I'm skyping with Julie."
"You are?" I asked, oddly less angry if Julie was watching, which made no sense.
"Say hi," Kelly said.
"Um, hi, Julie," I waved, which only made this whole ordeal more surreal.
Julie greeted back, although I couldn't see her, "Hi, my pet."
"Now get back to licking, slut," Kelly ordered, roughly pulling me back into her hairy box.
Somehow, knowing Julie was watching, I wanted to get Kelly off, to impress her "(her" being Julie, not Kelly).
"Oh, that's better," Kelly moaned, "you like being watched, do you?"
I moaned ever so slightly, my pussy on fire with the idea that Julie was watching and that maybe I could hook up with her again. Then, an idea popped into my head. Maybe I could get Julie away from Kelly.
I flicked on her swollen clit and Kelly grabbed my hair and began rubbing her pussy on my face.
I wondered if all lesbians did this as Julie did the same thing.
I licked as best I could until I felt her wetness coat my face. It wasn't anywhere near as much as Julie, yet I eagerly lapped up the cum.
When she was done, she let go and said, "Smile for Julie."
For some reason, I did.
"Tell Julie how much you liked licking my pussy," Kelly ordered, turning the phone to me to see Julie, who was rubbing her pussy.
Wanting to impress Julie, I smiled, and answered, "I loved licking your pussy." I was talking directly to Julie and I was actually referring to Julie's pussy.
Kelly purred, "And you like being a lesbian?"
"I love it," I responded, again desperately speaking directly to Julie, wishing I was between her legs right then and there.
"You love it?" Kelly asked, "Be specific."
"I love being a lesbian and eating pussy," I replied, in a hypnotic trance as I watched Julie finger herself.
"And you will eat cunt whenever I want you to?" she asked.
So focused on Julie, I nodded, "Yes."
"Yes, what?" she questioned.
"Yes, I'll eat your cunt whenever you want me to," I replied, my mouth salivating at Julie's glistening cunt.
"Here, hold my phone, my slut," Kelly ordered.
I eagerly took it, still on my knees, and said, "Hi, Julie."
"Hi, my pet," she smiled, "Are you having a good time with my girlfriend?"
"Yes," I nodded, although a tinge of jealousy coursed through me at the reminder that my arch nemesis was dating my dream girl. I then thought to myself, 'I have a dream girl'.
"Well, obey her," Julie instructed. "Understand, she is your Mistress."
"My what?" I questioned, even though I had heard her.
Suddenly I felt hands on my ass as I was pushed forward slightly. "What the..." I began before I felt something inside my cunt.
I turned around and gasped. Kelly had inserted the end of my tennis racket inside my pussy.
"Shit, slut," Kelly said, as she pumped the tennis racket in and out of me, "your cunt was soaking wet. Submission clearly looks good on you."
"Stop!" I protested.
Julie said, on the phone, "Fuck that is hot, Erin. Does it feel good?"
Suddenly I was conflicted. It did feel good, my pussy on fire from all that had transpired. It also was humiliating and gave Kelly more power over me. Yet, so desperate to please Julie I nodded, "Yes, it feels really good."
Kelly asked, as she pumped the racket furiously in and out of me, going deeper than my boyfriend's cock ever had, "You like getting fucked by your special racket?"
My orgasm was building quickly and I moaned, "God, yes."
"Yes, what?" Kelly asked, always making me say more.
"Yes, I love getting fucked by my tennis racket," I admitted, my breathing getting heavy.
"You want to cum from getting fucked by a tennis racket?" Kelly questioned.
"Yes," I moaned, and then added, knowing she would make me, "yes I want to come from you fucking me with my tennis racket."
"Beg," she ordered, suddenly stopping with the racket lodged deep in me.
I couldn't believe how badly I needed to come, how badly I wanted her to resume fucking me with my treasured tennis racket, which at the moment was nothing more than a makeshift fuck-toy. I begged, "Please, Kelly, please fuck me hard with my tennis racket."
"Until you come?" she questioned.
"God yes, until I come," I repeated, like a parrot.
"Until you come all over your prized tennis racket I wasn't supposed to touch?" she queried, continuing to pull me deeper into her sick twisted game, one I was now a willing part of.
"Yes, dammit," I responded, frustrated, horny and desperate to come, "Please fuck my cunt with my tennis racket."
"Like the dirty lesbian slut you are," she added.
I hated the humiliation, even though each derogatory term from the bitch seemed to enhance my burning loins, "Yes, fuck," I admitted, "Fuck my cunt with my tennis racket and use me like the dirty lesbian slut I am."
"Call me Mistress, my lesbian submissive cunt licking slut," she ordered, quickly pumping my cunt five times with my racket and again stopping.
The quick thrusts brought me even closer to eruption and even though I didn't want to say the words, knowing full well the implication of them, I was too far gone to do anything but obey, I nodded, "Yes, Mistress."
"And hold the phone up, I'm sure Julie wants to watch this," Kelly demanded.
So consumed by the tennis racket fucking, I had forgotten briefly about Julie. I lifted the phone back up and gasped as I saw a redhead now between her legs. I wanted to be that redhead.
Julie smiled, "You are so fucking hot, Erin. If I was there right now you would be munching my cunt while Mistress Kelly fucked your sweet cunt."
Suddenly Kelly ordered, "Both my sluts, I want you to come now. The loser gets a punishment."
I was confused, but Julie wasn't as she ordered, holding the back of the redhead's head, "Suck on my clit, slut."
I watched in voyeuristic jealous awe as the unnamed redhead began getting her face ground on by Julie's beautiful pussy.
Kelly, who took the phone and aimed it at me, ordered, "Get yourself off, slut."
I looked at her confused.
"Lay on your back you fucking insipid slut and fuck yourself to orgasm with your racket," she ordered, before adding, "you obviously want to be punished."
Finally understanding the earlier punishment comment and realizing I could finally get myself off. I obeyed the order from the bitch, rolled onto my back, grabbed the head of the racket and began using it in a way I never would have ever considered before today.
I furiously fucked myself while looking up at the phone and watching Julie get pleasured.
"What are you?" Kelly asked, after about a minute, although time was irrelevant.
"Your slut," Julie responded while breathing heavily.
"And what about you, Barbie?" Kelly questioned.
"Your slut, too," I responded, my orgasm so close.
"Fuck," Julie screamed, obviously coming.
"You lose," Kelly declared, yanking the racket out of my pussy.
"Noooooooo," I whined, my orgasm seconds away.
"You want to finish fucking yourself with your racket?" Kelly asked.
"Yes," I nodded, my head mush and my body desperate.
"You promise that you will now be my permanent slave?" she asked.
"I thought it was only for the weekend?" I questioned.
"Fuck, you are dumb," she said, shaking her head. "The picture I had of you was hardly blackmail, it really didn't show anything. But this twenty minute Skype session that Julie videotaped, well that is real blackmail."
I gasped. Fuck! What had I just done?
"Although based on how easily you obeyed, how submissive you naturally are and how fucking slutty you just behaved, I am guessing the blackmail is redundant,"
My head was spinning with consequence and desperation.
I had just been played.
Julie added, "Just obey our Mistress, my pet."
Hearing Julie speak so softly, and implying we were together as pets to Kelly made me feel a connection to her.
Yet, I couldn't remember the question. I asked Kelly, "What was the last question?"
She scoffed, "So horny you can't even think straight, pun intended. Are you ready to submit to me unconditionally as my sex slave?"
I looked at the phone to a pretty, smiling Julie. She just nodded.
So, I swallowed my pride, looked back up at Kelly and nodded, "I'll be your sex slave."
"Tell me what you are," she ordered.
I paused, unsure what to say. Finally, wanting to get the tennis racket back in me, wanting to please Julie, I responded, looking up at Kelly and to the phone she now had, "I am a lesbian sex slave for my Mistress." I then paused and added, "Mistress Kelly."
"Delicious," she nodded, tossing me back the tennis racket, "You may come, my slut."
So horny and desperate for sexual release, I grabbed the tennis racket and shoved it in my fevered cunt.
My orgasm was rising quickly as I furiously fucked myself with my tennis racket, the one I had used an hour ago to defeat her. I couldn't believe how I had gone from the highest highs of victory to the lowest lows of sexual submission in less time than it took to win the match.
Then my phone rang.
"I'll get it," Kelly answered, as I froze in mid thrust.
"Keep fucking yourself, slut," Kelly demanded, as she reached in my duffel bag and grabbed my phone. "Now, slut," she repeated.
Reluctantly, I obeyed, although I desperately needed to come.
Kelly answered my phone, "Hello."
After a pause, she answered, "Oh hi, Mrs. Leveen."
I again froze. She was talking to my mom.
Kelly snapped her fingers, but I didn't move.
"She is just finishing up, I think," Kelly answered, as she bent down, grabbed the racket head and began fucking me roughly.
I desperately tried to not moan as the orgasm built quickly through me.
"I'll let her know," Kelly said, "I'm pretty sure she will be coming any second."
I couldn't believe her words, yet prayed my mom wouldn't catch on to the naughty sexual innuendo as I used all my will power to hold back my orgasm.
"Okay, bye," Kelly said, hanging up.
As she put my phone on the ground, I moaned, "Oh God, I can't believe...."
I was interrupted as she demanded, roughly fucking me, "Now come, you fucking slut."
I closed my eyes and let the overwhelming pleasure take control. In seconds my orgasm erupted. "Fuck," I screamed, as the pleasure finally coursed through my very being.
I don't know if it was the humiliation or the desperation, but it was, without a doubt, the most intense orgasm I'd ever had.
As I lay on the floor a muddled mess and still quaking, Kelly pulled the racket out of my cunt and shoved it in my open mouth and ordered, "Clean your racket up."
I had no choice as it was already in my mouth, just one more humiliating act in a bizarre day.
A moment later she pulled it out and said, "Have fun at your celebratory dinner at Marshall's, Barbie."
I didn't say anything as I realized how late I was and got up and began getting dressed.
I put on my clean thong from my bag and Kelly quipped, in generic grandma panties, "You even dress like a slut."
I responded, unable to not be defiant to her, "It's called being sexy."
"It's called being a slut," she countered, before adding, "but I like my pets to dress like sluts."
"I'm going to find a way out of this," I replied, as I put on my matching lace bra.
"That's two," she said.
"Two what?" I questioned, annoyed.
"Two punishments," she answered, before adding, "every time you disobey there will be a consequence. You lost the race with Julie and now you disrespected your Mistress."
"You can't be serious?" I questioned with disgust in my tone.
"You can't be that dumb?" she retorted, "Plus, it's pretty fucking obvious that not only are you a bonafide lesbian, but you fucking need a Mistress."
I sighed, as I grabbed my thigh high stockings, "Why do I need a Mistress?"
"Because you are a submissive slut who craves to be put in her place," she answered.
The answer was ludicrous, even though I couldn't explain why, I got so horny from the humiliation.
"I could see it by the way you submitted so easily," she continued.
"You blackmailed me," I pointed out.
"Did I, really?" she questioned. "It was one picture with a little pussy glaze on your face."
"Well, I," I began, as I put on my second stocking.
"Well, you're a submissive slut," she interrupted, "and now my fuck toy."
I hated her blunt talk, even though it somehow turned me on.
I grabbed my red dress as she added, "But you do dress to please."
I said without thinking, "And you dress as a boy."
"True and three," she said, also completely dressed now.
"Whatever," I said, not allowing her to see my fear of what three would mean.
"I'll send you an edited copy of the video later tonight," she said, as she headed out



A chill went up my spine at the harsh reality of the fact it was filmed.
As I stood there, she returned and added, "After I fuck Julie, of course."
She obviously could see my crush on Julie as well.
Fuck!
How was I going to get out of this predicament?
Either way, I didn't have time to deal with it now. I slid into my three inch heels and went to look in the mirror realizing I hadn't really showered.
My hair was still in a ponytail and my face was a mess.
I pulled my hair out of the ponytail and tried to make it look good.
I washed my face, getting rid of all incriminating evidence, and put on makeup.
I wasn't happy with my final look, but I was very late.
My head still spinning with what had transpired, I headed to the restaurant.
At dinner, I was distracted. I was unable to stop thinking about what happened. Why did I give in so easily? How was I going to get out of this predicament?
My Mom noticed. "Are you okay, Erin?"
"Um, yeah, just tired," I answered, unable to tell her what was really bothering me.
"It was a grueling match," Mom nodded.
I nodded, even as I replayed the grueling aftermath that exhausted me and had me not only rattled by the humiliation, but also questioning my sexuality.
"Well, you can have tomorrow off," Dad, also my coach, offered.
"Thanks," I sarcastically replied. Although I loved tennis, my Dad was an intense coach and rarely gave me a day off.
It was as we were waiting for dessert that I got a text.
I looked at it and my heart fell in my stomach. It was from Kelly.
Slut Barbie,
Punishment 1!
Bathroom now.
Last stall.
Time for dessert.
I stammered, "I-I-I need to go to the washroom."
I quickly left the table and headed to the bathroom. I needed to make it clear that she couldn't do shit like this.
I reached the bathroom, got to the last stall and began, flames of fire in my eyes, "How dare you interrupt my dinner with my parents."
"That's four," she said nonchalantly. "Now close the door and get on your fucking knees. It is time for dessert."
"No!" I defiantly responded.
She sighed. "You really are a slow learner. Explains why I usually beat you."
"You didn't today," I countered smugly.
"Didn't I?" she questioned. "You ate my cunt, while being videotaped and then became my sex slave. That's a pretty big win in my opinion."
Suddenly he door opened.
Kelly whispered, "Get on your knees and serve your Mistress or I make this a spectacle when I go and sit with your parents and show them this."
She turned her phone to me and tears began to form. Thankfully she had the sound turned off but there was me licking pussy, fucking myself with my racket and looking up and saying something.
There was no clear picture of her.
She whispered, as all the colour drained from my face, "I can turn up the volume if you wish."
I shook my head no.
"Knees," she ordered again in a whisper as someone closed the door a couple stalls down.
I obeyed, feeling utterly helpless.
Kelly lifted up her hippy fifties skirt and I wordlessly leaned forward and began licking, even as tears streamed down my face.
A toilet flushed.
I licked fast, trying to get her off as quickly as possible.
My mom was intuitive and would know something was wrong if I was gone too long.
A tap was turned on.
Kelly whispered, "Suck my clit, pussy slut."
I obeyed, thinking that would get her off quicker.
The door opened again.
"Thank God, we're alone again," Kelly said, "I hate being quiet."
I wanted to take a shot, but didn't, instead focusing on getting her off.
"Julie really enjoyed watching you fuck your racket," Kelly said, "I think it wold be a huge seller online if you ever disobey again."
I couldn't believe I had done that. I couldn't believe I'd allowed myself to be manipulated. I couldn't believe I was on my knees, in a classy washroom, licking my enemy's pussy.
And... I couldn't find a way out of this. I was at her whim and she knew it.
"Think your Mom eats pussy?" Kelly asked, as her hand went through my hair and pulled me deeper into her wetness.
I was mortified by her question. I pleaded, "Please leave my family out of this."
"Or your sister?" Kelly added.
My sister was a year older than me and going to the same college Julie was. We were very close and she would have been at this dinner if she wasn't on a flight back from Europe at the moment after spending a week touring Italy and France.
I again repeated, pleading, "Please, just use me."
"Oh, that I plan to do," she moaned, as she began grinding her cunt on my face.
I hated that I enjoyed her taste.
I hated that I was again dripping wet.
"I'm about to come, my pet slut," she moaned, before seconds later coating my face with her juices.
I hungrily lapped up her juices, the taste undeniably addicting.
Once done, she pushed me away and smiled, "Fuck you look hot on your knees with my cum all over your face."
I was mortified at both the reality of the situation and what I had just done and the frustration that my pussy was on fire,
Suddenly the door opened again and I heard my Mom ask, "Erin, you in here?"
Kelly, thankfully, stood up onto the toilet seat and whispered, "You may go, my slut."
I whispered back, "Thank you," as I stood up and replied, "Yes, Mom." I quickly made sure my outfit looked normal and headed out, even though I knew my face was coated with Kelly's cum.
"Oh, good," she said, "just wanted to make sure you were okay. You seemed distracted."
"Just tired," I said, which was actually true.
"We got your dessert packed up for you," Mom said, before going into a stall... thankfully not the one I was just in.
As soon as she closed the stall, I went to the sink to wash my face.
Kelly came up behind me and whispered, "See you soon, slut," and left the washroom.
I finished up, still drowning in shame, before heading out before I had to talk to my Mom.
We drove home, my parents once again saying how proud they were of me.
Yet, all I could think of was what would you think if you knew what I had done since my victory.
In my bedroom, in what should have been the best night of my career so far, I cried. I didn't see a way out of my situation and couldn't understand why my pussy got so wet both times I submitted to Kelly.
As I tried to sleep, my pussy was still burning.
Frustrated, I pulled out my magic wand, which I had bought secretly online, turned it on high, and got myself off.
It didn't take long, but as I closed my eyes and tried to fantasize about Channing Tatum, like I always did, it was Kelly who popped into my head. Yet, although I was repulsed by my own fantasy, I kept the massager on high until I reached my much needed orgasm.
Once done, I shook my head. How was I going to deal with this?
Exhausted from the tennis match and the sexual debauchery that followed, I eventually fell asleep.
.....
It was three days later and I was finally thinking maybe Kelly was bluffing when I got a text from her just as I arrived at the practice court change room.
My slut,
Punishment number 2.
No panties today.
I sighed. The skirts we wore for tennis were ridiculously short and it would be almost impossible to not flash someone my pussy or ass if I was to not wear anything under my uniform.
I texted back:
Please don't make me do this.
I got no response.
I got undressed and put on my practice attire. But instead of wearing my skirt as usual, I put on track pants... after taking off my panties.
I went to practice, happy that I had obeyed the order completely and yet avoided the potential public humiliation that may go with it.
My dad looked at me confused as I walked on the court, but knowing I hadn't been myself since my victory, he didn't question it. He was a smart man.
Practice was a disaster as I kept screwing up, sensing that I was being watched.
After an hour, I said, "I need a break."
Dad nodded, clearly frustrated by my lack of focus and yet not saying it in words.
I sat down, took a long drink of water, the summer heat pounding. I noticed my phone was flashing. I should have ignored it, but I didn't. I grabbed it and saw two texts from Kelly.
Slut,
Nice move. I assume you obeyed the order.
I expect evidence while you are on the court that you obeyed.
Slut,
Change room as soon as you get this!
I looked around, wondering where she was. I sighed, but obeyed worrying what she may do if I didn't.
Once in the change room, I was surprised to find no one there.
I quickly went pee and was washing my hands when I heard her voice. "Show me you obeyed, slut."
A chill went up my back at hearing her voice.
I looked at her in the mirror and said, "Can we find a solution to this?"
"To what?" she asked.
"This lesbian thing," I said, turning around, seeing her holding a tennis ball in her hand.
"We have one," she shrugged, "You obey me without hesitation."
"How much?" I asked.
She laughed. "This isn't about money."
"Then what is it about?" I asked, glaring at her.
"Power," she revealed, before adding, "now show me you obeyed."
I sighed dramatically, but did as I was told. I pulled my track pants down revealing I had obeyed.
"Good girl," she complimented, even though it was dripping with patronizing contempt.
"I need to get back to the court," I said.
"Of course," she nodded, moving the tennis ball to my pussy and rubbing it up and down.
It felt weird, but oddly turned me on.
"I bet you're such a slut I could fit this in you," she said, although she didn't try doing it... thank God.
"Please, stop," I begged while a moan escaped me.
"You want me to get you off?" she asked.
I shook my head no, even though my whole body was firing up.
"You sure?" she questioned. "Your cheeks are getting red."
"Please, I need to get back out there," I pleaded.
"I need to get going too," she nodded, continuing rubbing the ball up and down my now wet pussy lips.
I just allowed her to molest me with a tennis ball for a couple of minutes, closing my eyes and enjoying the awkward pleasure she was giving me.
She then said, even as she kept rubbing me, "Punishment three. You will serve this wet ball with your juices on it to your father."
"You can't be serious?" I asked, even as my pussy begged to have something inside it.
"Do it, slut," she ordered, as she handed me the ball.
I couldn't believe how wet it was.
"If you disobey, I will punish you harshly. I'll be watching," she said, as she walked away.
I quickly pulled up my track pants, my head again spinning.
I returned to the court, the wet ball in my hands.
Dad asked, from the other side of the court, "You ready?"
I nodded, looking around for Kelly.
I didn't see her anywhere, yet I sensed her.
I bounced the wet ball a dozen times as I moved to serve, trying to get my wetness off it.
Finally, I served it.
I don't know if it was the adrenaline or something else, but I powered a perfect serve past my dad, something I rarely did.
"Nice," he approved, before saying, "again."
The next hour went by with a much better performance by me.
When I went to the change room again, I was thankful to see no Kelly, but rather a couple other club members getting changed.
I showered, changed and headed out, seeing my phone was flashing again.
I sighed, but checked it.
Slut
I left a present in your car.
Since you are already dressed as a slut I want you to go to the west side strip mall and stand in front of The Love Boutique
I again looked around. Did she see what I was wearing? It wasn't slutty. Just a flower sundress, a logical choice for a day hitting 99 out.
And The Love Boutique? It was an adult sex shop. Thankfully, the strip mall was on the opposite side of where I lived... on the side of the tracks where Kelly resided.
Oddly, even though I hated Kelly, I felt compelled to obey.
I drove the ten minutes to the strip mall, stopping at 7-11 for a Slurpee to quench my thirst, and parked a few stores away from the Love Boutique, not wanting someone I knew to see me there... which I realized was stupid since I was apparently supposed to stand in front of it anyways. Reluctantly, I got out of my car and went to the store. While I waited impatiently, the heat pounding down, two college aged girls went in, a mother and daughter looking pair came out, a creepy man went in, and a mid-fifties looking married couple went in. I couldn't help but smile at the thought of people in their fifties still finding ways to spice up their sex life.
Checking my phone, I had been there over five minutes.
I was considering leaving a couple of minutes later when I received a text.
Slut,
One of my pets will be coming to see you to check that you are still not wearing panties as instructed.
By the way, where are the thigh highs?
I sighed. I had put my panties back on after I showered, truthfully not even considering that I wasn't supposed to.
I also only wore thigh highs when I was going out and definitely not in this heat.
I was about to text back when I saw a redhead coming towards me.
A redhead I knew.
A redhead I had faced many times on the courts over the past couple years.
A redhead I had considered a friend, a friend being defined as someone I talked to at tennis tournaments and so forth, not someone I partied with.
She wasn't under Kelly's thumb too was she?
I prayed she wasn't coming to talk to me, but that prayer wasn't answered as she walked directly to me. She greeted, "Hi, Erin."
"Hi, Angela," I replied, my body full of anxiety.
"I'm surprised she got you, too," she said, answering the question I hadn't asked.
"What do you mean?" I replied, playing dumb and not yet ready to admit anything.
She laughed softly. "I was in denial at first, too. I just thought you were stronger than me."
I asked, "How did she get you?"
Although I'm pretty, Angela was drop dead gorgeous. With flaming red hair and green eyes she was also exotic.
"She blackmailed me after I beat her for the first time," she answered.
"Me too," I quickly replied, and then cursed myself for admitting it.
"Interesting," she said.
"She's a sore fucking loser," I said, feeling I had an ally in my plight.
Angela said, "That is probably true. I recall her saying that she always wins in the end."
"How did she blackmail you?" I asked.
"We go to the same school and the same parties," Angela began, "and, well, when I drink I can get a little wild."
"Can't we all," I added, thinking of my last drunk night leading to my first lesbian encounter.
"Damn gin," she laughed.
"The boys call it panty remover," I joked.
"It was for me," she nodded. "It was also moral remover."
"What happened?" I asked, curious.
"I ended up being involved in a gangbang," she admitted.
"No way," I gasped, unable to envision Angela in such a compromising situation.
"Four guys and it was all filmed, unbeknownst to me," she replied, "even though I talk directly to the phone on more than one occasion."
"Wow." I said, "I'm so sorry."
She shrugged, "Truthfully, I've always been a slut. I just usually only did one guy at a time."
"Seriously?" I asked, still surprised.
Another shrug. "I don't even mind the reputation. I am what I am. But, the video of me taking three guys at once."
"Three at once?" I questioned.
"I'm a slut," she repeated, before saying bluntly, "and sluts take it in the ass."
I felt like I was being pranked. Angela, the sweetest of the girls I competed against, took it in the ass. Unreal. I said, "I would never do that."
"Oh, I wouldn't hold your breath on that belief," Angela said, "Mistress Kelly will definitely want to take your ass, especially if you're a backdoor virgin."
"You can't be serious," I said, still feeling like I was in an episode of Pranked.
"You are so cute in your denial," she smiled.
"I can't believe Kelly blackmailed you too," I replied.
"Like I said, even when she loses, she wins," she said.
"We need to join together and stop her," I said, finally seeing my opportunity out of this.
"That would be a mistake," Angela said. "Mistress has a nasty vengeful side in her and she deals with disobedience harshly."
"How harsh could it be?" I asked.
"You don't want to know," Angela said, her facial expression changing to one of discomfort.
"What did she make you do?" I asked, suddenly angry that Kelly would do something that would make Angela literally cower inside.
"I don't want to talk about it," she said, "but trust me, don't disobey."
"I can't keep letting her control and humiliate me," I responded, trying to get through to her.
"The more you fight it, the more she controls and humiliates," she warned, and her tone implied she meant it.
"There must be a way," I sighed.
"Lift up your dress, Erin," Angela ordered, a moment later.
"Excuse me?" I questioned, her demand surprising me even though after all I just heard it shouldn't have.
"I am supposed to make sure you're not wearing panties," she answered.
"I am," I admitted, much easier than lifting up my dress in public.
"Shit," she sighed.
"What?" I asked.
"That means a punishment," she said.
"I've already received three," I shrugged, "and survived."
"That nonchalant attitude is going to get you in big trouble," she warned.
"Fuck this," I said. "I'm not going to be her little puppet."
"Don't do this," Angela pleaded.
"I'm out of here," I said, beginning to walk back to my car.
"You're going to regret this," she called out.
I didn't care.
I was done playing this sick, fucked up game.
I got in the car and texted:
Bitch
We are done.
I drove home, feeling oddly exhilarated at my decision.
There was no way I could turn into Angela. I couldn't live my life in fear.
Although I kept expecting a threatening text back, none came.
Next day none came either.
The day after that I saw her at the practice court and she ignored me completely.
That night, I finally relaxed. She was bluffing.
The next day, just before lunch I got a text.
Every time I got a text now, I was suddenly riddled with anxiety.
But it was just my Mom.
Sweetheart
Can you please come home ASAP?
We need to talk.
My eyes went wide.
Did she know?
I texted back:
Is everything okay?
She responded back:
Everything is fine. Just need to chat with you about something without your father.
Again I was curious, why would Dad need to not be there, but a wave of relief hit me as it was likely not about my indiscretion.
I texted back:
On my way home.
I drove home, wondering if something was wrong in their marriage. There had been no hints at all of any problems. No, it couldn't be that.
Then it hit me.
Dad's birthday was in three weeks, his 40th and she probably wanted to plan a surprise party for him.
Relieved I knew what the conversation was going to be about, I drove home relaxed.
I parked, walked in and called out, "Mom, I'm home."
She called back, a moment later, "I'm in your bedroom."
That was odd. Why would she be in my bedroom?
I walked down the hall and began hearing moans... undeniably moans of sex.
I froze just outside my door.



It couldn't be.
Please, please, please... no!
Then I heard Kelly's voice, "Do you love licking my cunt, Mrs. Leveen?"
"Please, don't make me do this in front of my daughter," Mom pleaded, even as she let out a moan.
"She's not in here yet," Kelly said.
Furious, I walked in and said, "I am now!"
Then froze again.
Mom was on my bed, in her wedding dress, between Kelly's legs, with my tennis racket in her cunt and something else in her ass.
Kelly greeted, "Hi, slut."
"You fucking bitch," I roared, furious she had drawn my mother into this.
"Stop, slut," Kelly roared back.
Mom pleaded, looking back with a look of desperation on her face, "Just leave, Erin."
"No, no," Kelly said, "she got you into this position, pun intended. She needs to understand that her actions and disobedience have consequences."
"You blackmailed my Mom to teach me a lesson?" I asked, assuming she showed the video of my sexual debauchery to my mom and threatened to put it on the internet if Mom didn't obey her.
Kelly shrugged, "Moms will do anything to protect their daughters."
I noticed my laptop open on the dresser. "You're fucking filming this, aren't you?"
"Julie wanted to watch," she shrugged, before adding, "of course, it always is nice to have extra evidence on hand."
"You fucking bitch," I roared, anger consuming me and not giving me an opportunity to consider the consequences of my actions.
Mom spoke again. This time with her firm 'I'm-in-shit-and-I-better-do-as-I'm-told' tone she rarely used on me. "Erin Cassandra Leveen, stop with the language right now."
"You've got to be kidding me," I replied, as I looked at my mom between a girl's legs with my racket in her cunt, not to mention what appeared to be a vibrator in her ass.
She continued, "You put me in this position and I am doing all I can to get us out of it."
"She'll just make you do more and more," I said, deflated by my mom's clear disappointment in me. I wanted to explain I was blackmailed, that I didn't want to do any of what she likely witnessed.
"Mistress Kelly and I are working out the details," Mom answered, "now go downstairs and wait until I am finished serving our Mistress."
I couldn't believe her words: 'Mistress Kelly", "our Mistress". What the hell was going on here?
"Fine," I said, turning around and walking out.
As soon as I did though, I turned on my phone, put it on silent as I attempted to find a way to film Kelly in the act. A little tit for tat, per se.
I pressed record, but didn't dare go into the room.
Kelly said, "Good Mommy slut. You understand this situation way better than your daughter."
Mom responded, "She is young and reckless, but give her time."
I couldn't believe I was hearing this. Was my mom supporting her?
"I think you are going to be a very good addition, my MILF pet," Kelly purred, "now let's finish what your slut daughter interrupted."
"Yes, Mistress," Mom responded, not defending me at all.
Tears began to stream down my face at both my Mom's seemingly insensitive words and the reality that she was in her situation because of me.
"God, you have a good tongue," Kelly purred. "This obviously isn't your first time."
Mom didn't respond, but Kelly persisted. "Have you eaten pussy before, my slut?"
I didn't hear an answer, but Kelly replied, "Delicious. Recently?"
Again, I couldn't hear Mom's answer, but Kelly's reply only added to the shocking events, "Really? How recent?"
I couldn't help it. I couldn't stand by idly and allow my Mom to continue to be humiliated, I walked back in and said, the phone behind me, "Show the tape, I don't care. Just leave my Mom alone."
Mom looked back up from between Kelly's legs again, turned to me and roared, "I told you to fucking stay out."
I began bawling at Mom's harsh tone and furious look in her eyes. She had never sworn at me in my life. I apologized, "I'm sorry, Mom, but this is my fault."
Kelly intervened. "MILF slut, she has disobeyed again and now she needs to be punished."
Mom pleaded, turning back to Kelly, "Please, no. I'll do anything you want. I'll be your full time MILF pussy muncher. Anything, Mistress Kelly, I'll do anything."
I watched speechless. I realized then that everything Mom was doing, including her harsh treatment of me, was to protect me.
My heart sank.
I had made the horrific situation worse.
Kelly said, "My Mommy-slut, I love your loyalty. It is something we still need to teach your bimbo daughter."
"Please, Mistress, anything," Mom repeated, a desperation that told me just how much she loved me. She was licking Kelly's pussy, she was riding my tennis racket and she had a vibrator in her ass all to protect me.
It made my heart briefly warm during this twisted, humiliating situation.
"I'll test that theory," Kelly replied, "would you lick your daughter's cunt?"
My mouth dropped open. It then hit the floor with my Mom's response.
"Anything means anything, Mistress," Mom replied, although I noticed she didn't look at me at all.
Wanting to protect Mom, even as my cunt got undeniable wet, I interjected, "Stop. I'll obey."
"Please, leave her alone and focus on me, Mistress," Mom pleaded.
I couldn't believe how much she was willing to do to protect me, but it was now time to try and protect her.
"Bimbo, get undressed," Kelly demanded, ignoring my pleading mother's words, and instead grabbing her head and shoving it back in her pussy.
"If I obey will you leave my Mom alone?" I asked.
"If you obey, I won't make it any worse," Kelly answered, before adding, "there is always collateral damage in a war, Erin, and you declared war when you disobeyed."
I wanted to point out she declared war when she blackmailed me, but that seemed redundant at the moment.
I began getting undressed, slyly tossing my phone under the bed, still recording.
"Good bimbo," Kelly smirked, before adding, "Your Mom does munch cunt very well, by the way."
I knew she was trying to rattle me, to get me to say something more, but I didn't. I just got out of my sundress.
"Still wearing panties," she sighed, "that ends now."
"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, willing to obey every order she gave in the remote hope she would not keep humiliating my mother.
"You will only wear panties during your period and with permission on the tennis court," she instructed.
"Yes, Mistress," I again nodded, as I took off my panties.
"Bra too," she ordered.
"Yes, Mistress," I replied, mortified at having to be utterly subservient to this bitch.
"Now there is not going to be any more disobedience?" she asked.
"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, "just please leave my mother out of this."
"It's too late for that," she said, "but I can make it so it doesn't get any worse or all over the world wide web. It would be terrible to have your mom's teaching career come to an end."
I sighed.
"What do I have to do?" I asked, now completely naked.
"Close the laptop," she ordered, before adding, "bye Julie."
"Happily," I said, and went and closed it.
"Are you hungry?" she asked.
I was. Both for lunch and, truth be told, her pussy. I'd rather have Julie's if I had a choice, but beggers can't be choosers and that was definitely the case in this situation. Yet, of course, I answered a little less enthusiastically, "I guess."
"It's time you had lunch," she declared.
I began to move to her, to replace Mom, when she shook her head no. "Go take out the tennis racket and get your mother off."
I froze.
Mom's head came up.
Kelly grabbed Mom's head and firmly scolded, "Did I give you permission to stop serving me?"
Kelly didn't wait for an answer as she grabbed Mom's head and pulled it back into her pussy, this time holding it there with both hands.
"That's incest," I replied, pointing out the obvious.
"Consider it a pet helping out another pet," she shrugged.
"Please," I pleaded, "not that."
"Your Mom said she will do anything to keep this a secret and I am assuming you will too," she pointed out.
"But she's my Mom," I said, pointing out the obvious.
"And moms and daughters should do everything for each other," she countered.
"Is there..." I began but was cut off.
"Now, slut," she ordered.
Defeated, and humiliated, I moved to my Mom, crawled on the bed, pulled out the tennis racket, which was literally dripping with juice and stared at the vagina that I once came out of.
I looked up at Kelly one last time, my eyes pleading for mercy, instead she ordered, "Suck the tennis racket first, slut."
Oddly, I felt this was a brief reprieve from committing actual incest and moved the very wet handle to my mouth. I opened and took my racket coated in mom's pussy juice in my mouth.
"Mmmmmm," Kelly moaned, "that is hot."
The taste was intriguing. It was quite different from both Julie's and Kelly's and I immediately wondered what it would taste like directly from the source. As soon as the thought popped into my head I scolded myself for thinking such inappropriate thoughts, even as my pussy burned.
A moment later, Kelly ordered, "Go ahead, Erin, have your Mother for lunch."
The order was ridiculous and yet I both had no choice and wanted to taste Mom's sweet nectar.
I tossed my racket on the side of the bed, moved behind my Mom's ass, awkwardly leaned down slightly, and licked.
I heard Mom moan on contact.
I imagined she was utterly mortified by what I was now doing, yet her body gave away her own enjoyment of the humiliation, just like mine had.
Her pussy was leaking slightly and I began licking, her taste creating fireworks in both taste buds and pussy. I briefly forgot she was my mother and instead focused on the act of licking the delicious pussy.
"That's so hot," Kelly moaned loudly a brief while later as she apparently came on my mom's face.
I just kept licking, the taste so addictive I wasn't sure I would be able to not resist going down on her at a moment's notice. It was fruity and exotic and tangy.
Kelly asked, as she let go of my mom's head, "Are you enjoying your daughter's tongue?"
Mom replied in denial but her moan told the truth, "No."
"But you just moaned," Kelly pointed out.
"Please don't make her do this," Mom pleaded, even though I could tell she was getting close.
Yet, I wanted to get her off and also felt the sooner I could, the quicker this crazy humiliating ordeal could be over. So, I repositioned myself onto my back, crawled under Mom and took her clit in my mouth.
To my surprise, Mom replied with a loud moan, "God, yes."
"Do you want her to get you off?" Kelly continued.
"Yes, no, God, this is wrong," Mom babbled, unable to think clearly.
I said, while lightly flicking her clit, "Just let me get you off, Mom."
"Your daughter is finally learning her place," Kelly quipped, as she got off the bed.
"Damn it," Mom screamed as her pussy juice came out of her cunt and landed all over my eager tongue.
I kept lapping, Mom's cum tasting even better.
"I think you have a new live-in cunt licker," Kelly quipped.
"So wrong," Mom whimpered, as her pussy juice continued leaking onto my face.
"Time to punish your daughter," Kelly declared a moment later, as I just lay underneath my Mom's beautiful pussy.
"Please, no more," Mom weakly begged.
"One final punishment and we are done," Kelly promised. "Go in my duffle bag on the floor and grab the strap-on cock."
My eyes went wide.
"Please," Mom began again.
"Now, slut," Kelly ordered.
Mom got off of me and off the bed.
I sat up and saw that Kelly had a strap-on cock around her waist.
I couldn't help it. I quipped, "I always knew you were a tomboy."
"And I knew you were always a whore," she shot back.
Mom asked, "Is there any way I can serve you on my own, Mistress?"
"Just obey," Kelly said, "I need to go soon."
I watched Mom awkwardly put the strap-on over her wedding dress.
"You better take the dress off," Kelly said, with a soft laugh.
"Yes, Mistress," Mom nodded.
Once the dress was off, I was impressed at just how firm Mom's tits still were.
"Wanna nurse on Mommy again?" Kelly asked, noticing me staring at Mom's breast, much bigger than mine.
I didn't say anything, as Kelly went to Mom and helped her with the strap-on.
Once on, Kelly kissed my Mom and I watched as Mom kissed her back.
When Kelly broke the kiss, she ordered, "Lay on your back, Mommy-slut."
Mom's cheeks were red as she nodded, "Yes, Mistress."
Once she was lying on her back, Kelly instructed, just as I expected, "Straddle your Mom's cock, Erin."
My cunt was on fire.
My Mom looked incredibly hot.
And I needed to come.
I obeyed, wordlessly straddling Mom as she said, "I'm so sorry, honey."
"This is my fault," I pointed out, as I slowly lowered myself on the cock.
"Oh honey," she said concerned, "you were just exploring your sexuality."
Kelly intervened in the strange intimate moment by adding, "And now you're going to explore another part of your sexuality."
I turned around and saw lube in her hand as she joined us on the bed. It was then I realized she planned to ass fuck me. I don't know why I didn't realize it when both women had strap-ons on, but I hadn't. I begged, "Please, no."
"I wasn't asking for permission," she said. "This is your final punishment. Although if you're like your mother you will probably love it."
Mom said, "Just relax your whole body, honey. Your ass has many pleasure points and once you get used to it, a unique pleasure will fill you."
"You take it in the ass?" I asked, as I felt lube being poured down my ass cheeks as Kelly pushed me forward so I was staring directly at my Mom, which was super awkward.
"Your dad loves fucking my ass," she answered, so matter-of-factly I couldn't believe it. My parents looked like the most normal parents I knew. Not parents who ass fucked. She then added, "And I love it, too."
"And a slut like you will too," Kelly added, as I felt her finger inserted into my ass.
I whimpered, "I can't believe it."
"What? That your Mom is a submissive slut just like you?" Kelly asked.
"No," I said, although that was partly true.
"Then what can't you believe?" Kelly asked.
"This whole ordeal," I said, looking back at her, exasperated, even as her finger wiggled inside my ass, which was awkward, but not uncomfortable.
"You should be thankful," she said.
"Why?" I asked, as she inserted a second finger, making my hole widen more than it ever had. A slight burn waved over me.
"Because I have allowed you two to become a lot closer and now you each have pussy to munch whenever you get the craving," she said, as she pumped the two fingers in and out of my ass.
"That's ridiculous," I countered.
Mom added, "Just obey our Mistress, honey. Don't fight it."
I turned back to Mom with a confused look and yet in her eyes I could see her pleading. What I couldn't tell was, was it 'Please shut up before you make this worse' or 'Just obey like Mommy and enjoy yourself'.
Mom seemed to imply the second when she began to slowly thrust her hips to fuck me without being told. She then reached up and pulled my lips to hers and started kissing me.
I was shocked, but melted into the kiss as Mom's tongue went in my mouth.
As we kissed, as she slowly fucked me, as I was finger ass fucked, I no longer saw my mom as my mom, but rather as another woman, another pussy.
Kelly's fingers disappeared from my ass and a moment later I felt her cock slowly penetrate me.
I moaned into Mom's mouth, a mixture of pleasure and pain coursing through me.
"So tight," Kelly whispered from behind me.
Mom held my cheeks as she kissed me, forcing me to focus on her lips and tongue and not the pain burning in my ass.
"So hot watching you two make out," Kelly quipped, "almost makes me wish I had a mom."
Suddenly, those words made me sad. Mom broke the kiss and shocked me by saying, "You have a Mom you can fuck now, Mistress. I'll always be there for you."
I gasped. Mom's words were not out of blackmail, but lust and submissiveness.
"Thank you Mommy," Kelly replied, "And that would make you my new sister, Erin."
"Oh God," I replied, both because she was now all in my ass and the thought of Erin as my sister was utterly incomprehensible.
"Ready to get ass fucked, sis?" Kelly asked.
"I guess," I replied. Part of me was curious what getting ass fucked would feel like, while the other part of me was repulsed by it.
Mom whispered, "You'll love it baby, just let your brain go and enjoy the pleasure of being used." She then pulled me back into a kiss as Kelly began fucking me.
She started slow and my mind was indeed mush. I was kissing my Mom; I was getting ass fucked; Mom was wearing a strap-on cock that was currently in my pussy; I was getting double penetrated.
My mom's tongue explored my mouth, a constant distraction to the reality I was being sodomized.
Slowly, but surely, the pain dissipated and a new, unique, pleasure began coursing through me. I suddenly wanted it faster, harder. I wanted to feel both cocks pistoning in and out of me. I wanted to be double penetrated and fucked like a slut.
I broke Mom's kiss and begged, "Harder, please, harder."
"Beg to be ass fucked hard, slut," Kelly demanded.
I didn't hesitate, my body and lust in control now, "Please, Mistress, fuck my virgin ass and make me your complete whore."
Kelly obliged, beginning to slam her cock in my ass hard.
"Fuck," I screamed, her deep penetration creating a new pain... and a new pleasure.
"Fuck me too, Mommy," I begged, wanting to be her slave too, "fuck your daughter slave."
Mom obliged too and soon both my holes were being used as fuck holes and it was exhilarating.
Instantly I could feel the tide inside me building. "Oh, my God," I babbled, "so good," as I tried to find a place to put my hands comfortably.
"Use my tits, honey," Mom offered.
I took her up on her offer, placing my hands on her big tits for balance.
"Fuck, too good," I whimpered.
"Are you an ass slut?" Kelly asked.
"God, yes," I admitted, knowing I would be willing to take it in the ass again.
"And a cunt slave?" she added.
"Forever," I replied, even as I looked at my Mom.
"And a daughter pet to her Mommy," she added.
"Forever," I repeated, the one word saying everything to my Mom.
Yes, this twisted act of incest started as blackmail; and yes, it was morally wrong; yet, I knew this was just the beginning.
Mom smiled, "I love you, Erin."
"I love you too, Mom," I replied, as I began bouncing back on both cocks, needing to get off now.
"That's it," Kelly laughed softly, "fuck yourself like the dirty incest lesbian bimbo you are."
Those words would have infuriated me a few days ago, today they made me come. "Oh God, I'm coming."
I bounced back for a few more deep thrusts and then collapsed forward.
Kelly resumed reaming my ass even as my orgasm coursed through me.
"Good girl," Mom purred, as my entire body trembled with a euphoria I didn't know existed.
Eventually, Kelly pulled out and said, "I think my job here is done."
"Thank you, Mistress," Mom said, which was both absurd and yet true.
"You're welcome, sluts," Kelly said, as she slapped her ass. She got dressed, as I lay there recovering from an earth shattering orgasm.
Once Kelly was dressed, she stressed, "And both of you, no panties, is that clear?"
"Yes, Mistress," we both said in unison.
Once the door was closed, I apologized, "I'm so sorry, Mom."
Mom looked me in the eyes and said, "It's okay."
"No, it's not," I continued, "My mistakes put you in a horrible situation and forced you to commit incest."
"Yes, it did," Mom nodded, "but it also solved a problem."
"It did?" I asked, curious what she meant. Did she enjoy having sex with me as much as I did with her?



"Sweetheart, I have my own secret to reveal," she said ominously.
"What is it?" I asked.
Mom sat up and revealed, "Your aunt has wanted to make you her submissive since the day you turned eighteen."
I gasped. Even after all the shocking shit that happened today, I would never have guessed this. My aunt, Lisa, was two years younger than my Mom, and the youngest woman in the state to be appointed a judge.
I was utterly speechless.
Mom only added to the shock when she explained, "I've been her submissive since I was in college and walked in on her with two of her fellow cheerleaders."
"You and Aunt Lisa?" I finally asked, even though the question was obvious.
"She is a very powerful woman," Mom said.
"Do you still, um..." I began.
"Yes, I'm still Mistress Lisa's submissive," Mom nodded, "and have been ever since I served her and both cheerleaders that one fateful day.
"OMG," I said, my head spinning.
"And now you will be her submissive too," Mom declared.
"What?" I asked.
"Trust me," Mom said, "you are a natural submissive like Mommy and Mistress Lisa will have you between her legs begging minutes after she learns of today's events."
"You're going to tell her?" I asked, still in shock, even though the idea of Mom and Aunt Lisa was fucking hot.
"I have no choice," Mom said, "I tell her everything." After a pause she added, "Plus, she will know exactly how to deal with a wannabe Mistress like Kelly."
"You can get us out of this situation?" I asked, the first glimmer of hope in this twisted submission tale.
"She will be our pet before the week is out," Mom promised.
"No way!" I replied, the idea of getting revenge and control of Kelly utterly delicious.
Mom nodded, "There is always a stronger dominant.
"How Freud of you," I joked.
She stood up and grabbed her phone.
Are you calling Auntie now?" I asked, head still spinning with my newfound knowledge.
"Yes, but you will address her as Mistress Lisa from now on when we are alone," Mom responded.
After pleasing my mom, and learning of mom's past, incest didn't seem wrong at all. Actually, it felt so right.
I asked, "Can I make the phone call?"
"Sure, honey," Mom nodded smiling, handing me the already ringing phone.
When Auntie answered it, I greeted, "Hi, Mistress Lisa."
The End
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"Summer of Slut": MILF Challenge
SUMMARY: 4 MILF's decide to see who is the biggest slut over July long weekend.
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"Summer of Slut"
THE CAST:

Betsy Scott
Is a forty-three year old mother of four who is the shy, mediator of the group...also a teacher.
Her secret: She has begun a lesbian submissive relationship with her dominant, rich, younger next door neighbour, Zelda.


Cindy Watson
Is a thirty-seven year old mother of two younger children and is perceived as the tough, no nonsense, sarcastic member of the group. A secretary at a law firm.
Her Secret: She has seduced Stacey's daughter Bree and made her her lesbian submissive.


Layla White
Is a forty-five years old mother of three and the oldest member of the group. She married a man who came from a wealthy oil family in the south. She is also the biggest bitch and slut of the group...perceived as a trophy wife.
Her Secret: She recently seduced her 18-year-old son Jeremy and they have been fucking daily ever since.


Stacey Chauncey
Is a forty year old mother of two (just turned forty and isn't happy about it) who loves to gossip and be the center of attention and is recently divorced. She had to return to work in real estate to pay the bills.
Her Secret: In college she was a lesbian seductress who seduced coeds and professors and the urge has been coming back.
Supporting Cast:


Susan Hamilton
Minister's pretentious wife who hates the foursome. Yet, she also has her own naughty secret.


Bree Chauncey
Stacey's 18-year-old daughter who is mad at her mother for getting divorced and, of course, she too has a secret.


Jasmine Walker
Jasmine is Bree's inspiring English teacher, who also has a naughty secret (besides writing erotica on Literotica), she was also a seductress of women and teens.
1. WE MEET OUR FOUR MILF POROTAGONISTS AND LEARN THEIR NAUGHTY SECRETS
The four women had their usual Thursday evening therapy, which they always started as playing bridge while drinking wine, shifted into gossiping and wine and often ended in complaining about sex and drinking more wine.
Already heavily into the gossiping phase of the evening, Stacey held back her juiciest piece of gossip, although she had visual evidence that it was true.
"Ladies, are you ready for the most shocking true story ever?" Stacey, a beautiful redhead, asked, always having a thing for being overly dramatic.
Cindy, a sarcastic blonde, who had a naughty secret of her own, teased, "Your husband got you off through sex?"
Stacey, who had never come from sex with her husband, laughed, "No, that would only happen in an adult version of a Disney film...one that ends with a woman having a happy ending."
"The women always die in Disney movies," Betsy, one of the two brunette's of the posse, pointed out.
"Yes, I imagine most of the princesses end up in therapy when they are adults," Layla, the other brunette, and the bitch of the group, said.
"Not if they find their Prince Charming," Betsy quipped, the eternal optimist of the group.
"We all thought we found our Prince Charming," Cindy quipped.
"All men eventually turn into assholes," Layla dryly said, "that's why I fuck college boys, they always stay the same age."
"While you get older," Cindy quipped, Layla being the Samantha Jones character of their group.
Layla shrugged, "At least I get cock."
Stacey added, "I could use some young cock. If Simon does fuck me he is done in three minutes and snoring in five."

Layla pointed out, "College boys can reload in minutes and can go for hours." She smiled as she thought about the load of cum currently leaking out of her cunt and into her panties. She had a secret. Yes, she fucked college guys regularly, but her most current fuck-toy lived in her house and had just finished high school...it was Jeremy, her son. She had been fucking him since she seduced him by sucking him off before he went to prom...fucking him came a couple of days later and every day since...including fifteen minutes before the girls showed up for Thursday night therapy. As he came in her cunt, he said, "I want you thinking of my cock all night." Of course, that was exactly what had happened.
Stacey, annoyed the attention had left her, Layla's slutty lifestyle always becoming part of the conversation at some point, said, "Um, can we stop talking about how much of a slut Layla is and focus on the story I was trying to tell you?"
"You wish you could get a real cock," Layla countered.
Stacey glared at Layla. Layla fucked her husband at a college party a couple years before Stacey started dating him. So she knew he was not well-equipped in the cock department and loved to bring it up and get a rise out of her.

Cindy didn't say anything, but she thought to herself, who needs a man when you have an eager eighteen year old lesbian eager to pleasure you whenever you beckoned her? She too had a secret that her three closest friends didn't know...she had her own teenage lesbian plaything. She wouldn't even be ashamed to tell them except that her teenage pet, Bree, was Stacey's oldest daughter.
Betsy, always the diplomatic one that got the girls back on topic, said, "So what is this shocking, scandalous, story?"
Stacey smiled, happy to have the focus back on her. She pulled her phone from her purse, back in her overdramatic diva gossip mode and said, "I have pictures of someone we all know doing something scandalous indeed."
Cindy instantly worried that maybe her good friend knew she was fucking and dominating her daughter behind her back.
Layla instantly worried that maybe her good friend knew that she was committing incest with her 18-year-old son.

Betsy instantly worried that maybe her good friend knew her secret; that she was a submissive lesbian to her younger next door neighbour. It had been a relatively recent development, but ever since she was seduced and forced to eat Zelda's pussy she had become completely addicted to the submissive act. She recalled a couple afternoons ago when Zelda fucked her in her own bed, while calling her names and telling her she was her pet.
Smiling wide, Stacey asked, "Who do you think we all know who is a complete bitch, but is actually a gang bang slut?"
Cindy, happy it wasn't about her, couldn't resist, "Layla."
"Takes one to know one," Layla quipped back.
"It's Susan Hamilton," Stacey exposed, blurting it out when the focus again began to move away from her.
"Fuck off," both Cindy and Layla replied. Susan was the Reverend's daughter and a complete bitch who treated them like crap because they were not the church going type of women.
"I have pictures," Stacey revealed.
"Let me see," Cindy said, reaching for the phone.
"How did you get them?" Betsy asked, but Stacey pulled the phone away, wanting to continue to be the center of situation.
"I was using Quentin's computer," Stacey began.
"You mean snooping through Quentin's computer," Cindy teased.
"Potato, tomato," Stacey shrugged. "Anyways, I found a folder called 'Bitch in Heat'."
"Your son has pictures of Layla?" Cindy quipped.
"Oh, I bet Quentin has shots a lot of loads fantasizing about fucking me," Layla quipped, smirking at Stacey.
"Well, you fucked her husband, you may as well fuck her son," Cindy continued, loving to get a rise out of Stacey.
"You two are the worst friends ever," Stacey accused, used to the teasing.
Betsy, secretly intrigued by the story said, "You two, let Stacey finish a story for once without a dozen interruptions."
"Fine," both Cindy and Layla said in unison.
"So apparently my son is one of the boys fucking her," Stacey revealed.
"You're okay with that?" Cindy asked.
Stacey shrugged, "He's in college, I was already pregnant by his age."
"Because you were a slut," Cindy pointed out.
"That's the pot calling the kettle black," Stacey shot back.
"Show us the pictures," all three demanded.
Stacey said all dramatically, "Now you want to pay attention?"
"Yes!" all three again said.
"They are pretty shocking," the redhead teased, wanting to remain in control of the conversation as long as possible.
"As is the fact you didn't open our night together with this news," Cindy quipped, quite shocked that the-can't-keep-a-secret-to-save-her-life-queen could possibly keep this to herself for as long as she had.
Stacey clicked on the most extreme of the photos, and handed it to Cindy.

"Holy shit," Cindy gasped, looking at the Minister's wife being triple-teamed.
"Let me see," Layla demanded, taking the phone away. "Holy shit," she echoed Cindy's words.
Layla flipped to the next picture.
"Looks like she is really enjoying herself," Layla continued, staring at the moaning bitch.

"Can I see?" Betsy asked, curious what the others were looking at.
Layla flipped through the other few photos before handing it to Betsy.

"Oh my," Betsy gasped, staring at a woman that she was completely terrified of. Betsy was the only one of the four to regularly go to church, but she still felt the burning condemnation of the stuck-up minister's wife. "I can't believe it."
"I told you," Stacey said beaming.
"Which cock is your son's?" Layla asked.
"Yes, whose young meat is in her mouth, cock and ass?" Cindy questioned.
Even Betsy got involved in the teasing, "Is this his up her ass?"
"Give me my phone," Stacey demanded, grabbing her phone. "For Christ's sake, I try to be nice and you bitches all tease me."
"Sorry," all three said in unison, knowing they had gone too far.
"So what are you going to do with this knowledge?" Cindy asked.
"I don't know," Stacey admitted, having only found these a couple of days ago.
"We should blackmail the bitch," Layla suggested.
"And do what?" Cindy asked, intrigued.
Stacey immediately thought to herself 'I could make her my slut'. Although none of her friends knew of her college past, she had many lesbian experiences in college...loving dominating younger co-eds and professors and making them her pets. She had often considered her friends as her pets, but definitely didn't want to lose them...although she was pretty confident that it wouldn't take much to make shy pleasing Betsy a cunt munching submissive. The other two would be a lot more challenging, but also much more satisfying. But the idea of dominating Susan Hamilton was too good to not take advantage of. And now that she was single and her youngest would be going away to college in the fall she would have lots of opportunities to explore her past.
Layla shrugged, "I don't know, make her go to church dressed like the slut she is."
Cindy nodded, "Delicious."
Stacey added, "This actually makes me depressed."
"What?" Layla asked.
"While I'm stuck fucking myself with my magic wand, Susan is getting all the cock she wants," Stacey said.
Layla nodded, "Very true, how can an ugly bitch like her get triple teamed by those delicious cocks while we are here drinking wine and bitching about our lack of cock."
"What are you suggesting?" Cindy asked curiously.
"A wild weekend of sexual debauchery," Layla declared.
Betsy asked, "Isn't that every weekend for you?"
"That hurts," Layla acted wounded, before smiling, "I mean a secret pact between the four of us to have a wild weekend of young cock."
"You mean a cock hunt?" Cindy asked, liking where Layla was going.
"A full weekend of cock and cock with a side of cock," Layla said, her own cunt getting wet with the idea.
"No pussy?" Betsy joked, even though she would prefer a weekend of lesbian debauchery if she was going to have a weekend of sexual debauchery...although she would never say such a thing.
Stacey, noticing her usually shy friend joke about lesbianism, but sensing there was more to it than that, quipped, equally as jokingly in theory, but with a clear offer underneath the surface, "My legs are always open, Betsy."

Betsy's face went beet red, "I-I-I was just kidding."
Cindy wondered if the mother was as big of an eager cunt muncher as her daughter. She recalled the first time she had the redhead teenager Bree between her legs in Stacey's washroom while Stacey was out in her backyard sun tanning. She joked, "Are we going to get naked now and have a lez fest or focus on Layla's brilliant young cock hunt weekend?"
"Cockfest 2015," Layla declared, standing up with her wine glass.
"The fourth of cum-ly," Betsy added, trying to get the lesbian conversation away from her, even as she looked at Stacey's long legs.
"Summer of slut," Cindy nodded, standing up too.
"Summer of slut," Stacey repeated, standing up, while giving a subtle look at Betsy.
"Summer of slut," Layla nodded.
They all looked at the conservative member of the group, the moral compass of the group. After a moment, Betsy stood up, and nodded, "Summer of slut."
They clicked glasses and each downed their glass of wine.
"So now what?" Stacey asked.
"July long weekend we each must have one nasty group sex experience," Layla said, all the husbands, including Sandra's ex, going on their annual July long golf trip that weekend, before glancing at Betsy, "And it can include girls if you wish."
Betsy's face burned red again as she defended, "I was just clarifying the rules."
"Sure, sure," Stacey teased, already thinking of ways she could make her friend her personal cunt muncher.
Cindy teased, "I'd bet she would love to turn our Thursday therapy sessions into Thursday pussy pleasing therapy."
"Stop!" Betsy said, hating getting teased.
"So we are all in for the 'Summer of Slut'?" Layla asked.
"Is it the whole summer?" Betsy asked.
"We'll start with the July long weekend and go from there," Layla said, already imaging getting gangbanged, something she had never done.
"And if someone doesn't fulfill their end of the deal by slutting it up, they must serve each of us the following week," Stacey suggested.
"Betsy will love that," Cindy couldn't help joking.
Layla added, "Or is this Stacey's way of telling us she's a dyke?"
"Yes, I'd love to munch on your cunt," Stacey countered back, before adding, "If I wasn't worried about getting an STD."
They each had another glass of wine, before agreeing that they would all slut it up on the 4th, and that with family commitments on the 2nd, they wouldn't be meeting next week.
That night, each of them went home wondering how the hell they were going to actually 'slut it up'.
Layla texted her son Jeremy to be in the garage when she got home where she would suck and fuck him while her husband was sleeping in their bedroom.
Betsy got home and looked at the lights out of her Mistress's home wondering when she would next be beckoned...it had been a few days.
Stacey went to her bedroom, pulled out her magic wand, and imagined Betsy between her legs pleasing her.
Cindy, horny as hell, texted Bree to get her ass over to her house for a quick munching, Bree and Stacey living only a few blocks away. Ten minutes later, Bree was naked and between her mom's good friend's legs.
2. STACEY BLACKMAILS SUSAN (As told by Stacey)
On Sunday, I decided to go to church. I hadn't been in church for a long, long time, but decided what better place to blackmail the Minister's wife but in the house of worship while he lectured about whatever drivel he was likely going to spew.
I arrived just as the service was beginning and walked up to Susan dressed as if I was going out to a club and not to church and said, "Good morning, Mrs. Hamilton."
She couldn't even feign politeness as she said, her face all scrunching up making her look even more bitchy, "Coming here to confess last night's sins?"
I smiled, "I came to make you my bitch."
"Excuse me?" she said.
I said, loud enough for others to hear, "I believe you know my son." I pulled out my phone as I watched her face pale, before I added, "Very, very well."
I showed her a picture of her deep throating his cock.

"L-l-let's take this somewhere private," she stammered, her pretentious demeanour changing very quickly.
"If you insist," I nodded, following her into her husband's office. Once inside, I said, "Christ, the church must be doing rather well this is quite the spread."
"It's a safe place for parishioners to speak with my husband," she explained.
"Well, hopefully it will be a safe place for you to repent to me for your sins," I smirked.
"Please, Stacey," she began.
"Already begging," I smiled, "I like that."
She gave me a glare, but didn't say anything.
"What, no uppity witty comment?" I asked.
"What do you want to keep this between you and me?" she asked.



"For starters, get undressed," I ordered.
"Excuse me?" she questioned.
"Get naked, like you did in the little orgy you performed with all those basketball players," I demanded, reminding her off what I had on her.
"300 people are just outside this room worshipping the Lord," she pointed out.
"And you will be in here worshipping my cunt," I countered, "now fucking get naked before I go and show what you really do when you are on your knees to the whole congregation."
"Please" she began to plead.
"Now, you fucking hypocritical slut," I snapped.
"I'm sorry for judging you," she continued.
"I'm out of here," I sighed, moving to the door.
"Stop!" she said, "I'll obey."
I turned back to her and smirked, "Good girl."
Her face burning red with shame and anger, she began getting undressed.
I simultaneously pulled off my dress to reveal I was not wearing a bra or panties. Once she was naked, I complimented, "I don't know why you hide such a sexy, slutty body behind your boring church attire."
She didn't say anything as I continued, "I assume a gangbang slut like you has also eaten cunt before."
She again didn't say anything, as she kept her head down.
"Have you eaten cunt before?" I asked, louder, making a clear point that I didn't give a flying fuck if I was caught naked in her husband's office.
"Please talk quieter," she whispered.
"Then fucking answer my questions," I said.
"Yes," she nodded.
"Yes, what?" I questioned, wanting to hear her say it.
"Yes, I've eaten cunt before," she admitted, looking so guilty which only enhanced my desire to humiliate her completely.
"Recently?" I asked.
"Last week," she admitted.
"Whose?" I asked.
"Please, I can't...." she began before I cut her off.
"Tell me now you dumb fucking bitch," I roared.
Her eyes went big and she blurted out, "Jasmine Walker."
It was my turn to be shocked. Jasmine was Bree's very cute English teacher and not someone I would have considered a lesbian; she was also Bree's favourite teacher, even a reference on her scholarship resume. Immediately, I considered how I would use this information to add Jasmine to my brand new goal...a collection of lesbian playthings. "Interesting," I responding, acting casual.
"Please, don't out her," Susan pleaded.
"I have no intention of outing Jasmine," I said, which was true. I intended to make her my submissive plaything. Although curious if she was sub or domme, I decided to focus on the task at hand.
"Thank God," she sighed.
I chuckled at her choice of words. I said, "Now come and serve your new God."
"Please," she began again.
"You really don't learn quickly, do you? This isn't a negotiation, this is an 'I tell you what to do, and you fucking do it' situation. Is that fucking clear? Or do I need to go join your husband's lecture?"
"Fine," she said, her tone implying it definitely wasn't 'fine'.
She began moving to me and I ordered, "Crawl, I know how much you loving being on your knees."
She was clearly fuming, yet she obeyed wordlessly, dropping to her knees and crawling the few feet to me.
Reaching me, I ordered, "Lick my cunt, my pet."
She winced at the term 'my pet', but leaned forward and began licking.

As I looked down at the Minister's wife lapping away at my pussy, a chill went up my spine at my first seduction (okay it was blackmail) in years and the utter rush that went with it.
I was also surprised by just how eager she got once she began licking. The sounds coming from her mouth were adorable, she was clearly enjoying pleasuring me.
I asked, pulling her head away, "Are you enjoying yourself, my pet?"
"Yes," she nodded, the look of anger gone and replaced with a look of lust, as if one switch was turned off and another turned on once she began servicing me.
"Yes, what?" I asked, knowing that making a pet say the words helped in training them to be completely obedient at all times.
"Yes, I like licking you," she admitted, shame still lingering in her tone and look.
"Are you ashamed to be a pussy pleasing slut?" I asked.
"Yes," she nodded.

"God created you to serve, isn't that right?" I asked.
"I suppose, but not like this," she answered.
"Exactly like this," I corrected. "He gave us bodies to lust over, and he gave us erogenous zones for pleasure."
"I suppose," she said.
"I'm serious," I continued. "In reality, you are doing what the Lord created you for, to give pleasure."
Before she could respond, I pulled her head back into my wet cunt. It had been years since a tongue had felt so good between my legs, my ex-husband rarely doing it and being clueless when he did. A couple more minutes of eager licking had me feeling amazing and my knees were getting weak. Wanting to get off, I moved to the ground, spread my legs and watched while the formerly pretentious bitch eagerly crawled between them and dove into my hot box.

Her tongue was magical, and it wasn't long before I was making sounds that could alert the whole congregation of what was happening in the Minister's office.
Yet, Susan didn't seem to care anymore either, she was so focused on pleasing my cunt, tasting my nectar, that she was oblivious to anything else. I imagine if someone yelled fire, she wouldn't have moved.
"Oh yes, my pet, suck on my clit you dirty cunt licking bitch," I moaned, my orgasm imminent.
She took my clit between her lips and tugged, and that brought me over the edge.
"Ahhhh, ooooh, yes, oh, oh, oh, ooooooooooo," I moaned, trying to be quieter than my usual loud declaration of euphoria.
My orgasm hit and I coated the Minister's slut wife with my cum.
She let go of my clit and resumed lapping, as if she wanted to make sure she retrieved and savored every last remnant of my cum.
Once done, I walked over to my purse, pulled out the strap-on I had purchased yesterday and strapped it to my body.
She watched quietly, knowing what was coming.
Sitting on the stool, I ordered, "Let's see how you suck cock live. It looked like you really enjoyed sucking cock and deep-throating real cock."
She wordlessly knelt in front of me and took the cock in her mouth.

She bobbed back and forth like a cock hungry slut and I talked dirty to her. "You love sucking cock, don't you?"
"Yessss," she moaned.
"That's it, get it nice and wet so I can fuck you hard," I ordered, enjoying watching the high class woman turned into a slut so easily.
"Ohh, yes," she moaned, making crazy slobbering sounds as she sucked my cock like a pro.
"And you want this cock in your fuck box, don't you?" I questioned, loving using nasty words.
"God, yes," she admitted, saliva dripping down from her mouth.
"You want me to fuck your slut hole while your husband rambles on about resisting sin?" I questioned, loving hearing just how far I could push a submissive.
"God, yes, make me sin," she moaned.
"Get up, sit on the chair and spread those legs, my little church whore," I ordered, as I moved off the chair.
She quickly obeyed, her dignity and pompous persona gone as she reverted into the slut she naturally was.
"You want me to fuck your cunt?" I asked, looking at her with her legs spread open, obeying my every order.
"Yes," she nodded.
"Yes, what?" I asked, my cock now rubbing her glistening pussy lips.
"Please fuck my cunt with your cock," she moaned, "fuck me like a slut."
"Because you are a slut," I pointed out.
"Yes, I'm a sluttttt," she agreed, distracted by the teasing of the cock rubbing up and down her parted pussy lips.
"My slut," I added.

"Yes, yes, your slut," she quickly agreed, wanting nothing more than to be fucked.
"Beg, bitch," I demanded, "Beg to be my slut."
"Oh please, Stacey, slam that big cock in my slut hole and make me your pussy pleasing slave," she moaned, an insatiable urgency in her eyes and tone.
Liking her answer, I added, "You will be at my beck and call from now on."
"Yes, use me whenever you want, Mistress," she declared, even adding a word I hadn't heard used towards me in years.
"Yes, you will call me Mistress Stacey from now on when we are alone or with my friends," I added, as I slammed my cock in her box.
Her eyes went big with the addition of 'my friends', but she moaned loudly as I indeed slammed into her box.
After a few slow strokes, she begged, "Harder, fuck me harder, Mistress."
I, of course, being the kind-hearted Mistress that I am, obliged as I grabbed her hips and began really fucking her.
"Oh God, oh God, fuck, fuck," she babbled, as her orgasm built rather quickly.
I teased, "Getting off rather quickly in the house of the Lord."
"Can't control myself," she admitted, her breathing getting erratic.
Sensing she was seconds from reaching orgasm, I pulled out.
"What? Nooooo," she whined.
"Stand up and turn around, I want to fuck that ass of yours," I ordered, loving sodomizing my pets, but the idea of sodomizing the Minister's wife in church on a Sunday while he gave a sermon to the parishioners was too tempting not to do.
I expected some protest, some whining, but she immediately moved into the position I demanded, easily one of the most compliant sluts I had ever met. A week ago I couldn't have imagined such a moment, yet here I was about to fuck the bitch's ass during a church sermon.
"Do you want me to fuck your ass, you fucking slut?" I asked.
"Yes, pound my ass like Quentin did," she moaned, offering her ass to me.
Hearing her mention my son only made it hotter, even though I was curious how she ended up being gangbanged.
She kept moving, in an amazingly flexible position, as I ordered, "Hold still now, so I can get it up your ass."
"Yess, my ass. Fuck my ass," she moaned, as my cock slowly disappeared up her asshole.

I couldn't believe how big a slut this upper class woman was. Begging to be ass fucked when she was supposed to be in the church listening to her husband.
"I want you to come from getting your shit chute slammed," I declared, shifting right into roughly reaming her ass.
"Yes, slam my shit chute, plug my asshole, hammer my back door," she babbled, as she clearly enjoyed being used like a fuck toy.
I kept fucking her, wanting to hear her scream. Holding her hips, I furiously drilled her shit hole for a few minutes of intense fucking until she erupted.
"Oh God, oh God, mother fucking Jesus Christ," she babbled, until she screamed, "I'm comingggggggg."
I kept pounding her hard even as her orgasm hit.
Finally, I pulled out and slid the plastic cock in her mouth. She sucked her own ass juice off the cock before I pulled out and said, "I think you are late for church."
She smiled, looking up at me completely spent, "I'd better go repent."
I laughed, as I took her bra and panties as souvenirs, "You may want to get dressed first."
We both got dressed and as she went to listen to the rest of her husband's sermon, I headed home to take a much deserved nap.
3. LAYLA REMINISCES ABOUT SEDUCING HER SON
As I prepared for my sluttiest weekend yet, I reflected back to seducing Jeremy a few weeks ago. I'd like to say I was drunk, or that I was blackmailed or he seduced me, but the truth is I saw his cock by accident and then decided I must have it...and when I want something, I always get it.
It was his prom night and he was going out with a hot little number named Brandi, who had not only been a stripper, but also had a stripper's body. She oozed sex, but according to my husband, Jeremy was still a virgin. Since prom is where virgins stop being virgins, I decided I'd have a talk with him since his father was out of the country, as usual.
I walked into his room and startled him, while he stood in front of his mirror with a ruler measuring his almost completely erect, and quite impressive cock.
He gasped, dropping his ruler, "Mom!!!!"

"Sorry, honey, I was just coming to check and see if you had any questions about tonight," I explained, closing his door and walking to him.
As I picked up the ruler, he ordered embarrassed, "Mom, please leave."
"Honey, I have seen you naked a million times. Christ I used to wash your dick every day," I said nonchalantly, as I was now on my knees directly in front of him. Feeling naughty, I added, "Although it's a lot bigger and harder than I last remember it."
"Mom!" he again said, clearly mortified by the conversation.
"Dad says you're still a virgin," I continued, as if this was a normal every day conversation.
"Oh my God," he said, clearly overwhelmed and uncomfortable.
Grabbing the ruler and curious myself, I said, "Let me help you with the measurement."
"What?" he gasped, just as I grabbed his cock.
"Now to properly measure the length of a cock, you have to go all the way to the base," I explained, "and it must be fully hard."
I could feel it growing in my hand, as he groaned, "Mom, what are you doing?"
" You're not fully hard," I declared and before either of us had time to think about what was currently happening, I said, "Let Mommy help you with that." I opened my mouth and took his cock in.

"Oooooooooh," he groaned with a mixture of shock and pleasure.
Once it was in my mouth, I began bobbing, wanting to please him, wondering if I was his first blow job. After a minute, I pulled out and asked, "Is this your first blow job?"
"Yesssss," he nodded, looking down at me with a confused yet desperate look.
"I think Mommy better get you off so you don't shoot your load in a few seconds with Brandi tonight," I said, before adding, "but I need to get a bit more comfortable."
I pulled off my t-shirt to reveal a black lace bra and asked, as he stared at me in awe, "Do you want to see Mommy's titties?"
He just nodded, his mouth dropped open.
I unclasped my bra and tossed it on the floor, revealing my tits to my son. I stood up and said, "It's okay son, you used to suck on these a few times a day, even long after it was socially acceptable." I grabbed his head and led him to my left breast.
He sucked on my nipple like he had all those years ago and it felt so good, so right.
I then gently guided him to my right nipple to get equal attention.
I imagine he would have suckled on my tits forever, but I knew he was supposed to pick up his little slut in twenty minutes.
I moaned, "Mommy loves that, baby, but we are short on time."
I dropped back to my knees and took his gorgeous, fully erect cock back in my mouth.
He didn't speak, just made adorable happy noises as I bobbed on his cock.

As I did, I got turned on at having committed the act of incest. Knowing it was so wrong, made it feel so right, and I wanted to be his first, his first everything.
Like every teenage boy's first time, it was less than a minute when he whimpered, "I'm going to come, Mom."
I kept bobbing until I felt his cock pulsating in my mouth and heard his adorably cute groan. I took the first full rocket of cum down my throat, before pulling out and allowing the rest to hit my face.
"Oh Mommmmm," he groaned, as he came in and on me.
I licked the cum dripping off the end of his cock and said, "Brandi is a lucky girl."
I stood up as he stared at me in disbelief and I said, "Any time you need to unload some of that extra cum in those big balls of yours, just let Mommy know." I winked and then, shutting off slut mother mode and returning to normal mother mode, said, "You'd better get ready, you're supposed to pick up Brandi in fifteen minutes."
I walked out, scooping his cum off my chin knowing I had just made the most controversial, life-altering decision of my life.
After almost two days of awkward silence and tension where neither of us talked about the unspeakable act, I walked into his room where he was on his bed typing an essay for English, dropped my robe, walked to him, moved his laptop, pulled the covers off of him, fished out his cock and took it in my mouth.
"Oh yes, Mom, suck it," he groaned, way more verbal than our first time.

I sucked eagerly, getting him nice and hard. Once he was fully erect and ready to go, I asked, "Did you fuck Brandi on Friday?"
"No," he shook his head.
"Why not?" I asked.
"I couldn't stop thinking of you," he answered.
"Ohhhh, that is so sweet," I said, literally feeling all warm inside that he choose not to fuck his very hot prom date because of me. I asked, stroking his cock slowly, "Are you still a virgin then?"
"Yessss," he groaned, his face flushed.
"And do you want to lose it tonight?" I asked.
"Yesssss," he whimpered.
"To Mommy?" I continued, loving this moment.
"Yessss," he again replied.
"Say it baby, say what you want," I said, swirling my tongue around his mushroom top.
"I want to fuck you, Mom," he admitted.
"Call me Mommy, baby," I requested, taking his cock back in my mouth.
"Okayyyy," he groaned, as I began furiously bobbing on his thick cock.
In seconds, he warned, "I'm going to come, Mommyyyyy."
I kept bobbing and was soon rewarded with a full load of his sweet cum. I swallowed every drop before taking his cock out and smiling, "Now that we got the first load out of the way, let's get started on milking out the second."
I rolled onto my back and purred, "Come and fuck Mommy, baby."
He didn't need to be told twice. He quickly got between my legs and surprised me when, instead of sliding his big dick into me, he buried his face in my cunt.
I moaned, "Oh, my son wants to lick Mommy's cunnnnnt."
He licked me for a couple of minutes and got me revved up and ready to really get fucked. I demanded "Come and fuck Mommy, baby. Shove that big snake in Mommy's cunt."
He moved into position and paused briefly, looking at me with a look of love and lust, something I hadn't seen in my own husband in a decade.
He then slid his cock into my very wet, very needy cunt.

My own orgasm quickly rose as his tongue, the naughty act of incest and his cock sliding in and out of me had me in euphoria. I moaned, "Ah, oh, ah, oh my God, yes, fuck Mommy baby."
He did, although it was slow as if making love to me.
I begged, "Harder baby, slam that dick in Mommy's cunt, pound her hard."
He obeyed, shifting from slow to fast strokes, his entire body slamming into me with each forward thrust.
"Oh yes, Mommy loves your cock," I declared, my orgasm so close.
He groaned, "I love you too, Mommy."
Suddenly wanting to be on top, the position that made me come the best, I said, "On your back, son." I loved the constant reminders that this was incest...this was taboo....this was supposedly wrong.
I straddled his flag pole and buried myself on it. "Yessssssssss," I screamed, "your cock fits Mommy's cunt so perfectly."



He leaned up and tried sucking on my tits as I rode him.
The pleasure of his cock in my cunt and his lips on my nipple accelerated my growing orgasm.

I moaned, somewhat incoherently, my cunt taking control of my entire body, "Ahhf...ngghff, ooh..you're so good...give it all to me!"
He began bucking his ass up to meet my downward movements, and that was the straw that broke the camel's back as I screamed, my orgasm coming way faster and way more powerful than it usually does, "Oh my fucking Goddddddd! I love you, son, you're making Mommy come so fucking harrrrrrrrrrrrrrrd."
He kept bucking up, fucking me hard and deep as my orgasm riddled through me with the intensity of a thousand fires. "Don't stoooooooop," I whimpered, even as I collapsed onto him, smothering his face with my tits.
He kept pumping into me for a few more minutes as I lay on him, my second orgasm beginning to rise. Suddenly he surprised me as he lifted me up like a Rag Doll, stood me up and then slammed into me from behind.
"Yesssss," I moaned, "fuck Mommy hard baby."
"Oh God," he groaned, sweat pouring down his face.
"Are you close, baby?" I asked, looking back at him.
"Yes," he nodded.
"Do you want to come in Mommy's cunt?" I asked.
"Can I?" he questioned.
"You can come in or on Mommy whenever you want baby," I purred.
"Oh God, Mommy, you're so hotttt," he groaned, as he kept ramming my cunt.

"And your slut," I repeated, looking directly into his eyes. Somehow sensing naughty talk would get him off I continued, "Your Mommy-slut, your cum deposit, your live-in whore."
"Fuuuuuuuuck," he grunted, as he deposited his cum in my cunt.
"Oh yes, shoot all your yummy cum in Mommy," I moaned, always loving the feeling of cum filling my cunt.
Once done, he pulled out and I dropped to my knees and took his cock back in my mouth. The mixture of his cum and mine only enhanced the act.
To my surprise, he pushed me onto the bed and buried his face in my cream pie and ate me until I reached a second orgasm.
Completely spent, I whimpered, "I love you, son."
"I love you too, Mom," he said.
"Just remember whenever that cock is in any of my three holes, I'm Mommy, not Mom," I reminded him, while enticing him to the one last taboo.
"Three holes?" he asked.
"Can you get it up again for Mommy's asshole?" I asked.
Ten minutes later he was reaming my ass, and ten minutes after that he completed the sexual hat trick when he deposited a load in my asshole.
Every day since then, Jeremy had indeed used all three of my holes regularly and had also begun fucking Brandi now that he had the confidence he had lacked before his time with me.
4. CINDY SEDUCES BABYSITTER BREE (As told by Cindy)
Bree often babysat for me. She lived close by, my kids loved her and she was reliable.
A mixture of sexual frustration and perfect timing led to me making Bree my personal pussy pleaser. I came home from a Thursday night therapy session early, not feeling well, to find Bree in my room naked, fucking herself with my dildo and holding my used panties in her hand sniffing them.
I was shocked.
I was intrigued.
I was turned-on.
She stammered, her face shifting from red to white in a heartbeat, "S-s-sorry, Mrs. Watson."
Deciding immediately, I walked up to her and asked, my tone sounding firm, "Are the kids all asleep?"
"Yes," she said, tears beginning to roll down her face.
"What were you fantasizing about?" I asked, now directly in front of her.
"You," she whispered, clearly embarrassed by being caught in the act.
"What about?" I asked.
She tried to talk, but her tears flowed freely.
I grabbed her arms and pulled her to the edge of the bed and asked, "Are you a lesbian, Bree?"
"I...I...I-t-t-think so," she stammered, through tears.
"You've never been with a woman?" I asked, I, myself, having not been with a woman since college, when I had experimented a fair amount with many of my sorority sisters.
"No," she shook her head.
"And you fantasize about me?" I asked.
"Yes," she nodded.
"What about?" I asked, quite curious, even as I planned to make her my pet.
"Playing with your breasts and licking your vagina," she answered, calming down as she realized I wasn't mad at her.
"So you want me to be your first?" I asked, as I lowered myself to my knees.
She looked me in the eye, surprised as I gently parted her legs.
"Do you want me to lick your pussy, Bree?" I asked.
"Y-y-you want to?" she asked, surprised.
"I'd love to eat that pretty pussy of yours," I smiled, breaking eye contact and looking at her inviting pussy, with its bush of red hair. "I see you're red down there too," I smiled, before leaning forward and licking her virgin pussy.
"Ohhhh, Mrs. Watson," she moaned, as my tongue touched her already very wet pussy lips.

"Mmmm, such a nice wet pussy," I purred, forgetting just how amazing and sweet a pussy could taste.
"Thank yooooou," she moaned, as my tongue parted her pussy lips.
"I can't believe this is happening," she moaned, as she leaned forward, apparently to get a better view of me licking her pussy.
"I can't believe how great you taste, my dear," I replied. Like riding a bike, you never forget how to lick a pussy.
I wanted to be her first
I wanted to hear her moan.
I wanted to get her off.
I wanted to make her mine, and I was confident once I gave her pleasure she didn't know existed she would be back for more...and more...and more.
"Oh God, Mrs. Watson," she moaned, "This feels so good."
Deciding to really show her how good it could feel, I moved to her clit and began flicking it with my tongue.
Her legs started flinching and she gasped, "Oh, oh, oh, God, aaaaah, Mrs.-Mrs, oooooooh."
I knew she was close when she couldn't even get my name out. Going for the sexual kill, I slid a finger in, found her g-spot and began tapping on her from the inside and outside.
"Oooooooooooooooh," she screamed immediately, as the tapping of the g-spot and the flicking of the clit made her come instantly.
It was literally the cutest orgasm I had ever witnessed. I lapped up her nectar for a couple of minutes enjoying the sweetness of it.
Standing up, I got undressed and asked, "Does my pet want to taste pussy?"
She didn't flinch at the term 'my pet' as she nodded, "Very much."
It was my turn to be on the edge of the bed and her turn to be on her knees. As I moved to the bed, she, like the submissive she naturally was (which made me wonder about her mother, who I imagined would be a dominant if given the choice), dropped to her knees.
I asked, "Is this what you envisioned, my pet?"
"It's even more beautiful in real life," she answered staring at my pussy.
"Well, I imagine it will taste even better than you could have ever imagined," I added, rubbing my pussy slowly as she watched.
"May I lick you, Mrs. Watson?" she asked, so shy and yet so completely adorable, like Oliver Twist asking for more to eat.
I smiled as I offered, "Go ahead, my pet, make your fantasy come true. Do whatever you were imagining as you fucked yourself on my bed."
Her face flushed, but she leaned forward and I watched as she extended her tongue and began licking my pussy.
"That's it, my pet," I moaned, "explore my pussy".
And she did, her tongue roaming up and down my pussy lips with no rhythm or reason or focus, just innocent curiosity.

She surprised me, by moving her tongue down and then briefly licking my ass, something no man or woman had ever done. Sure, I had been ass fucked before, but never ass licked. I liked that this sweet babysitter, so innocent looking, so adorably cute, had willingly on her own licked my rosebud.
She then moved back up and resumed licking my growingly wet pussy.
"Good girl," I moaned, loving her eagerness and her willingness to please.
"Thank you, Mrs. Watson," she replied, while she continued licking.
"Call me Cindy, my pet," I instructed, Mrs. Watson sounding strange under the circumstances.
"Okay, Cindy," she agreed, as she moved up to my clit and tried to replicate the tongue action I had given her.
I moaned, "I think you're a natural pussy pleaser."

"Mmmmmmmm," she moaned, her facial expression clearly implying she was in ecstasy on her knees and between my legs.
"You look so sexy licking my pussy, sexy," I purred.
She replied, "You taste even better than I imagined."
"Wait until I flood my cum all over your pretty face," I countered, my orgasm beginning to build. I ordered gently. "Lick faster, my pet."
She obeyed, shifting from slow to fast. In a couple of minutes my orgasm rose until I couldn't hold back any longer and I grabbed her head and held her deep within my legs as I flooded her with my pussy cum.
She eagerly lapped it up until my orgasm had completely run its course.
Letting go of her head, she looked up at me with a completely satisfied look on her face. I smiled, "You understand my pet, that this is just the beginning."
"I hope so," she smiled back at me.
I fucked her pussy with a strap-on a few days later, and have had her between my legs every couple of days since.
Yet, after Thursday night therapy I wondered if any of the group, especially Betsy and Stacey, might like munching pussy.
5. BETSY SUBS TO ZELDA (As told by Betsy)
As I waited for Zelda by the front door in lingerie as instructed by her, I reflected back to how I ended up a submissive lesbian to my neighbour.
Zelda and I had coffee a few times and each time things got more and more personal. She asked me how often my husband and I had sex (once a month if that), did I go down on him (usually because that was the only way he got off), did he go down on me (not since the kids were born) and did we talk dirty (not unless grunting counted).
Although I found the conversation awkward, I also found myself being compelled to answer her. Then the conversation got even more personal.
"So, have you ever been with a woman?" Zelda asked.
"P-p-pardon?" I stammered, surprised once again by her questions.
"Have you ever licked a pussy?" she reworded, blunt as always.
"God, no," I answered.
"I bet you would love it," she said.
"I can't imagine," I replied, getting uncomfortable by the look in her eyes.
"I think it's time you do," she said, as she walked out of her kitchen. I sat there for a couple of minutes before she called me, "Betsy, please come into my bedroom."
Although I should have caught the warning signs, I didn't and I went to her room. As soon as I walked into her room, I froze. She was standing before me completely naked, except for her strap-on cock she was wearing.
"Knees, Betsy," she ordered.
"W-w-what?" I stammered, even as I stared at her beautiful body.
"It's obvious you're submissive, Betsy, and I need a next door neighbor pet," she answered.
"I don't understand," I said, hearing the words but not comprehending them.
"I'm your Mistress now," she said, walking to me.
I was dazed, I was confused, and I was undeniably horny.
Reaching me, she ripped my blouse off, making me gasp again, yet I didn't say anything, I just stood there paralyzed with shock. She unclasped my bra too and said, "Why do you hide these firm puppies?"
"I, um, I," I struggled to speak coherently, but couldn't.
She put her hands on my shoulders and guided me to my knees.
I was now staring at her cock.
"Get it ready for your cunt," she ordered.

I hesitated, still in complete shock at what was happening.
"Now, bitch," she demanded firmly, grabbing my head and shoving her cock in my mouth.
I gagged briefly, not used to having a cock slammed into my mouth.
"Take it all in that slut mouth," she ordered.
The name calling shocked me as did the rough play, yet I was completely turned on.
I began bobbing on the cock, trying to impress her.
"Starting now, you are my slut," she said. "You will do as I order, is that clear?"
I didn't answer because I was sucking her cock and I wasn't comfortable agreeing to such an absurd statement.
"Answer me, slut," she demanded, pulling the cock out of my mouth, my slobber dripping off the end.
"I don't know," I meekly answered.
"Is your cunt wet right now?" she asked.
"No," I lied.
"I bet it is," she said, walking around and roughly shoving me onto all fours. "If you lied to me, I'm going to punish you."
Somehow scared of being punished, I admitted, "Okay, okay, I'm wet."
"What's wet?" she asked.
"My vagina," I answered.
"You mean your pussy, slut hole, box, cunt," she listed.
"Yes," I nodded, her words for some inexplicable reason sending triggers of pleasure directly to my vagina.
"Yes what?" she asked again, as she grabbed my hips from behind.
"Yes, my box is wet," I answered, not comfortable with the more inappropriate swear words.
Suddenly the cock was teasing my vagina from behind as she laughed, "You don't swear, do you, my little slut?"
"Usually not," I admitted.
"Say you want me to fuck your cunt," she ordered, teasing me relentlessly.
I didn't want to say the words, but I did want her to fill me with her cock. So after a pause, I begged, "I want you to fuck my cunt."
"Because you're my slut," she added, really trying to push me.
"Yes," I moaned and then adding before she corrected me. "Yes, I'm your slut."
"And you'll obey my every order," she continued, the head of the cock slowly sliding inside me just the tiniest bit.
"Yes, I'll obey youuuuuu," I moaned.
"Good slut," she replied, as she filled my vagina with her cock.
"Aaaaaaaah," I moaned, as she began fucking me hard.

"You like this, my slut?" she asked.
"Oh God, yes," I answered, her pounding me, unlike my husband who was slow and gentle for almost the entire rare encounter.
"You like it hard and rough, don't you slut?" she questioned.
"God, yes, pound my cunt," I begged, getting drawn completely into the naughty act.
She continued fucking me roughly for a couple of minutes and my orgasm rose quickly.
"Come my slut, come like the dirty fuck whore you are," she demanded, her body slamming into me so hard that I was struggling to keep myself up.
"Oh yes, I'm so close," I moaned loudly.
"Now, you fucking slut, or I'll shove this cock in your tight ass," she threatened.
"Oh God," I moaned, terrified by the thought of getting my ass fucked, "call me more nammmmmmes."
"Slut, fuck-toy, cunt licker, cum whore," she listed.
The names were the final straw and I screamed, "Fuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuck!"
"Good slut," she said, as she slowed down.
"So good," I babbled, as my most intense orgasm in years smashed me like a hammer.
Pulling out, she said, "By the way, the ass threat was just a foreshadowing, my slut."
Over the next while I learned to eat her pussy, eat her asshole, get fisted, and get ass fucked. I was her full daytime slave and I was completely intoxicated by her.
The doorbell rang one day, as usual, and I prepared for whatever she planned to make me do today.
I opened the door and greeted, "Won't you cum in?"

"Yum! I most certainly will," she smiled.
Fifteen minutes later, I was handcuffed to my bed as she fucked my ass and cunt with a new double strap-on she had purchased.
I was in complete submissive lust with her and wondered as she fucked me...was Stacey a Mistress too?
6. SUMMER OF SLUT: STACEY'S STORY
I went to the bar nicknamed Cougar-ville, on the hunt for young cock. I was dressed to tease, with the intention to please as I showcased her legs and tits.
I had three drinks to loosen my inhibitions and flirted with a couple younger men, but I hadn't found what I was looking for. I wanted two young studs, two built young studs. I was just starting to wonder if I was going to fail when I noticed two perfect specimens at the pool table.
Deciding I wanted it and I wanted it now, I walked directly up to them and said, "Why don't you two buy me a drink?"
The long-haired surfer looking guy smiled, "What can I get you?"
"To be honest," I smiled back, glancing down at his crotch, "I'm more hungry than thirsty."
This took him by surprise.
I continued, "I'm really looking to have a full meal deal," as I glanced at his friend with a slutty smile that implied my intentions.
"You are, are you?" he asked.
"They say double the pleasure, double the fun," I smiled, my hand going to his crotch. "Do you two want to come back to my place?"
The blonde surfer dude whose semi-hard cock was in my hand nodded, "Hell, ya."
And you?" I questioned, looking at his friend.
"You're not serious?" he asked skeptically, likely never having had someone offer a threesome to him within thirty seconds of meeting.
"Deadly," I nodded. "I haven't been fucked by a man since my divorce and tonight a couple of lucky studs are going to rectify that problem. Is it going to be you two?"
"Let's go," he said, downing his drink.
A fifteen minute drive, the blonde was sober and drove, we were in my house, my kids out of town at their grandparents for the weekend.

I didn't waste any time as I slid out of my dress, revealing I wasn't wearing anything underneath. The boys quickly followed suit and I dropped to my knees between the two of them. I grabbed their big, hard cocks and began stroking them.

The college boys were like Greek Adonises and I couldn't wait to have them both double teaming me, something I had never done before. I had been ass fucked, even had a dildo in my cunt while getting ass fucked, but I'd never had two real cocks at once...something that I definitely planned to make happen tonight.
I stroked them until completely hard and then the blonde, who I'd learned on the drive was Cody, such a surfer name, shoved his cock in my mouth.
I quickly began bobbing on his long thick shaft, while simultaneously stroking his pal Eddie's equally impressive cock.
"Get my cock nice and hard for me," Cody groaned.
"Mine too," Eddie said, shoving his cock in my face.
I was in cock heaven as I had two cocks to suck, two cocks to fuck.

I went back and forth between the two cocks, even trying to take both in my mouth at once.
"Keep sucking slut," Eddie demanded, when I had his cock in my mouth.
Cody said, after a few more back and forth sucks between the two of them, "Get on all fours, it's time to fuck you."
I didn't hesitate, wanting to feel a cock in my wanton cunt.
"She really wants it," Eddie laughed, as he moved behind me.



"I desperately want it," I countered, wiggling my ass at him.
"Beg slut," he ordered, his cock teasing my pussy.
"Oh, God, baby, slam that cock of yours in my cunt," I begged.
And he did, just as Eddie shoved his cock in my mouth.
For a couple of minutes I bounced back and forth on the two cocks, loving every minute of it.
"Fuck she can suck cock," Eddie groaned, as I deep throated his big cock with each forward motion, while I took all of Cody's cock with each backwards movement.
"And her cunt is incredibly tight," Cody said.

I was loving the back and forth, the feeling completely full from both ends. I was getting closer and closer to reaching my orgasm when Eddie declared, "Swap."
Both cocks pulled out of me and I suddenly felt completely empty. Thankfully, it was short lived as Cody shoved his cock, wet with my pussy juice, into my mouth, while a couple of seconds later Eddie filled my pussy.
I resumed my rocking horse ride as I bounced back on Eddie's cock.
My orgasm was rising again quickly when after less than a minute I heard Eddie grunt and then felt my cunt get filled with cum.

I moaned on Cody's cock, loving the feeling of having a cock shoot its seed in me and feeling my orgasm about to erupt. Seconds later, as Eddie just began to slow down, it hit. I would have screamed, but I had a cock in my mouth. Instead I kept taking both cocks while my body quaked.
When he pulled out I could feel his cum gushing back out along with my cunt juice.
Less than a minute later, Cody grunted and I felt my mouth get filled with cum. I eagerly swallowed it all, having almost forgotten how much I loved the taste of cum.
When he pulled out, I looked up and said, "I hope that was just round one?"
Eddie laughed, "Oh, we are just getting started."
"Good, because I have a hole not yet penetrated and it's feeling rather left out," I purred.
"Holy fuck," Eddie said, shocked by my declaration.
"Shot ass," Cody declared.
I laughed out loud, as I pushed Cody to the ground, "That is funny." I straddled him, lowered my ass on his cock and ever-so-slowly took his cock in my ass.
"Holy fuuuuuuck," Cody groaned, "your ass is so fucking tight."
"It's been a long time since I had a real cock up there," I admitted, the cock feeling both amazing and painful at the same time. I loved anal sex, but also knew it took a while for the initial pain to dissipate.
Eddie moved to me and I took his cock back in my mouth as all of Cody's cock slowly slithered up my asshole.

"Shit, she took it all," Cody groaned, once his dick was buried in my rectum. The burn was there, but now I wanted to ride his cock.
I began slowly moving up and down, while also trying to suck Eddie's delicious dick.
It felt so good to just fuck, nothing more and nothing less.
I eventually got ino a rhythm and began bouncing on his Cody's fuck stick, while mostly stroking Eddie's cock.
After a few minutes of bouncing on Cody's dick, Eddie said, "It's my turn."
Eddie lay down and I moved from one big cock in my ass to the other. I lowered my ass on his cock and began riding him.
Looking at Cody stroking his cock, I asked, "Are you going to just stand there and watch or are you going to come dp me?"
Cody looked surprised, but sure wasn't going to argue as he moved towards me. I leaned back on Eddie as Cody moved between my legs and slid his cock into me, finally giving me the double penetration I had been dying to have.
"Oh yes, double fuck me," I moaned loudly, the sensation as amazing as I had imagined it would be, having two cock simultaneously pumping into me.
"Fuck you're a dirty slut," Cody said, as he pumped his cock in me.
"Yesssss, such a slut," I moaned, loving being used like this.
After a couple more minutes of the double penetration my second orgasm rose and hit me. "Oh fuckkkkkkkk, I'm coming again."
They kept fucking me throughout my orgasm, before Eddie said, "Let's see just how big a fucking whore you are."
I was curious what he thought there was left to do.
Eddie ordered, "Pull out for a second, Cody."
Cody did.
Eddie lifted me up, his cock sliding out of my well-fucked ass and then lowered me back down, his cock now filling my cunt.
'This didn't seem overly slutty,' I thought to myself.
Eddie then revealed the slut factor as he said, "Now shove your cock in her cunt too."
My eyes went big, 'Double vaginal penetration.' That I wasn't expecting, nor was I sure I could actually take two thick cocks like theirs at once.
"That's kind of gay," Cody said, hesitating.
Still horny, and wondering if I could, one, have three orgasms, and, two, possibly take two cocks in my cunt at once, I said, "Come on, Cody , I want two big juicy cocks in my cunt."
Cody shrugged, "If you say so."
"I do," I nodded, and watched as Cody returned between my legs and placed his cock at the entrance to my already full cunt.
"It's not going to fit," Cody said.
"Just push hard," Eddie ordered.
"Yes, sexy, find a way to get that dick of yours in my cunt," I moaned, dying to know what it felt like to have two cocks in my cunt at once.
"Okay," he said, as he pushed and slowly widened my cunt.
"Holy fuuuuuuuck," I screamed, as my cunt was unnaturally widened. "Keeeeep going," I encouraged, not wanting him to think I wanted him to stop based on my loud scream.

"Shit, the slut is taking both cocks," Cody said, in awe.
"Fuck, fuck, fuckkkkkkk," I moaned, as I took two cocks in a hole made for one.
"Now fuck her," Eddie ordered, unable to pump his cock in me from his awkward position.
"Kkkkk," Cody nodded, slowly fucking me, with about half his cock.
"Oh yes, Cody, double cunt fuck me," I moaned, the sensation unlike anything I had ever felt.
Eddie bit my ear, "You like two dicks in your cunt, don't you?"
"Yes," I moaned, "I fucking love it."
"You're such a fucking slut," Eddie continued, as he tugged on my ear.
"Yes a dirty fucking slut," I agreed, wishing Cody could go deeper in me. "Deeper Cody, deeper."
"I'm trying," he replied, clearly my cunt was super tight like this.
For a couple of minutes I was fucked in this strange position, before Eddie ordered, "Let's dp her again."
I straddled Cody's cock and took Eddie in the ass this time and we started a marathon fuck. A third and fourth orgasm hit me as I was double fucked before both boys pulled out and ordered, "Knees, slut."
I quickly got on my knees and watched the two college studs furiously stroke their dicks.
"Come all over my face," I demanded, opening wide for them.
"You stroke our cocks slut," Eddie ordered.
I took both cocks in my hands and began furiously stroking them, dying to feel their warm cum splash on my face.
Eddie suddenly shoved his cock in my mouth and roughly face fucked me, making me briefly gag.
"Sluts don't gag," Eddie scolded me, as he pulled out and I continue pumping his cock.
"Here comes my cum," Cody warned.
"Mine too," Eddie declared.
And then I was double coated with cum from two directions.

Some went in my mouth, but most coated my face which made me feel so dirty, which, in turn, made me want more cock and more cum.
"Fuck, that was amazing," Cody groaned, as the last of his cum was drained.
Eddie agreed, "You're easily the hottest MILF we have tag teamed.
"You do this often?" I asked.
"A few times," Eddie nodded.
"Well, hopefully this isn't a one-time thing," I said, scooping some cum from my chin and putting it in my mouth.
"You should come to the frat house one night," Eddie offered.
"Just tell me when," I said, already imagining a whole frat house full of college dick.
As they got dressed, I looked up at the security camera that had filmed the entire encounter. I couldn't wait to tell the girls that I had begun the 'Summer of Slut'.
7. SUMMER OF SLUT: LAYLA'S STORY
Although I was looking forward to the beginning of the 'Summer of Slut', I didn't imagine I would end up starting it in quite the way I did.
I got a phone call from Carol, mid-afternoon Friday, telling me I was needed at the office. This happened on occasion, as I had signing authority and Jake was often out of town or out of the country.
I arrived around four, which on a Friday means we are on skeleton crew, most off by lunch. I was greeted by Carol who said, "Good afternoon, Mrs. White."
"Good afternoon, Carol," I responded.
"Please come this way," she said, leading me into my husband's office, which was rather odd. Usually, I would be seeing Ben, who was second in command but didn't have signing authority.
I followed and was surprised to see two of our accountants, Zeke and Jimmy, there, both smiling like jackasses. I asked, "What is this about?"
Carol said, "This is about you."
"Me?" I questioned, not liking her tone.
"Yes, you," she nodded, as she handed me an envelope. "Take a look."
I opened the envelope out of curiosity, and then gasped when I realized the pictures where of me in a variety of sexual positions with a couple college studs I had fucked a good three months ago. I couldn't even remotely recall either of their names.
"Who took these?" I questioned, immediately enraged.
"A private eye I hired to check up on you," she revealed.
"That you hired?" I questioned, irritated, before I shifted to concern, "Does Jake know?"
"Not yet," Carol said all sing-song, "but if you don't do as I say, he will in a couple of minutes."
"What do you want?" I asked, seething on the inside at this insubordinate bitch, yet I hid that as I tried to figure a way out of this situation. Jake had made me sign a pre-nup and I would get nothing if I was caught being unfaithful. That said, money, I had learned, solved almost everything.
"This is my favourite picture," she smirked, "you seem to really enjoy two cocks at once."

I stared at the picture with one cock in my mouth just after it had unloaded in it and the other just shooting his load in my face. I had to admit whoever took these pictures was damn good. I sighed, "How much?"
"I don't want your money," she said, shaking her head.
"Everyone has a price," I countered, having got myself out of many predicaments in the past with the right amount of cash and, occasionally, sex.
"As do you," she nodded, before saying, "get naked."
"You're a dyke?" I questioned, thinking to myself that made sense.
"No, although I may make you munch some pussy later," she shrugged. "But since you clearly like two cocks at once, here you go."
"Why are you doing this?" I asked, not yet obeying.
"Because you're a bitch and your husband deserves better," she bluntly answered, "now get fucking undressed."
I glared at her. "Do you have any idea who you're fucking with?"
"Do you know how easy it would be to send these photos to your husband?" she countered answering a question with a question.
It was then that a light bulb went on. What if the private eye had photo evidence of me committing not just adultery, but incest? Realizing my situation was particularity troublesome, I decided I had to play along.
"Fine," I said dramatically, making it clear that I wasn't happy.
Once undressed, she said, "Use her as you wish, you two."
Both walked over to me, and Jimmy said, "I want her cunt first."
"I'll take that bitchy mouth first," Zeke said.
Jimmy got on the ground, still fully dressed, whipped out his completely erect and rather impressive dick and ordered, "Straddle me bitch."
Deciding to just obey and be compliant, I straddled his cock and lowered my surprisingly wet cunt on it.
Zeke ordered, "Fish out my cock, slut."
I obeyed, usually liking name calling, but when it was your employees doing it, it wasn't as hot.

"Suck it, whore," he demanded, as he grabbed the back of my head and shoved his cock in my mouth.
I was soon riding one cock, while sucking on another, all the while pondering a way out of this predicament.
"Fuck she really is a slut," came a new voice.
I went to see who it was but Zeke grabbed my head and kept my mouth wrapped around his cock.
"She is just getting started," Carol said.
"Nice," the unknown male voice said. "And I can have a turn?"
"She's the company slut for tonight," Carol declared.
I wondered how many people she had invited, how many people knew.
I rode Jimmy's cock for a couple of minutes before he said, "Stand up, slut, I want to do the fucking."
I wordlessly obeyed, both turned on and disgusted, as both losers took off their pants.
Once standing up, I glanced over to see it was one of the janitors who had joined my public humiliation.

Jimmy slammed his cock into me from behind, while Zeke shoved his cock back in my mouth.
Both men roughly used me, Jimmy holding me firmly as he drilled my cunt, while Zeke grabbed my hair as if I had pigtails and began fucking my face.
I struggled not to gag as he shoved all seven inches in my mouth roughly, his balls literally bouncing off my chin.
I was roughly pounded for a few minutes from both ends before I heard Zeke say, "It's my turn to fuck her."
Jimmy pulled out of my wet burning cunt (I was undoubtedly enjoying the hard pussy and mouth fucking) and Zeke pushed me down onto my knees.
"You want my cock in your cunt?" Zeke asked, as he dropped to his knees and positioned himself behind me.
"Yesss," I admitted.
Jimmy knelt in front of me and I leaned forward and began sucking his hard dick just as Zeke slid his in my cunt.
I eagerly sucked Jimmy's cock, as Zeke began pounding me from behind.
Carol quipped, "She can really suck cock."
"She's taking all my dick in her mouth," Jimmy groaned.
I began moving back and forth like a sexual rocking horse as I began meeting Zeke's strokes and then deep throating Jimmy.
My orgasm was getting closer and then suddenly Zeke pulled out and before I could even react he slammed his cock in my ass.
"Fuccccccccccccccccccccccck," I screamed, a searing pain immediately hitting me and killing my rising orgasm.
"You just shoved your cock in her ass, didn't you?" Carol asked, laughing.
If only I could slap the smug look off her face.
"Sluts have three holes, don't they?" Zeke asked, as his whole cock was now buried in my ass.
I agreed, even though I was furious at having my ass filled so roughly, "Yes."
"Yes, what?" he asked.
"Yes, sluts have three fuck holes," I declared through gritted teeth, the pain still burning.
"Get back to sucking," Jimmy demanded, grabbing my head.
I obeyed, as Zeke slowly began fucking my ass.

Like the first time I was ass fucked so many years ago, the pain began to simmer after a couple of minutes of slow fucking.
I actually liked a nice hard cock in my poop chute, but usually with some preparation and lube first.
"How's her ass?" Jimmy asked. "Is it nice and tight?"
"Yeah. Man, her ass is tight," Zeke answered back, his hands holding onto my waist.
He fucked me slowly for a couple more minutes, my ass finally beginning to enjoy being occupied.
"I need to sit up," Jimmy said, as he pulled out of me and sat on the couch a few feet away.
Zeke, lifted me up by both legs, his cock still buried in my ass, and ordered, "Crawl, you cock hungry whore."
I had no choice as he started moving me to Jimmy. I walked on my hands the few feet to Jimmy. Once at Jimmy, I wordlessly took his cock back in my mouth, while Zeke resumed fucking me slowly.
"Zeke, stop making love to her ass, fuck it," Carol added.
"As you wish," Zeke said, and shifted from slow and gentle, to fast and hard.
"Ohhhhhhh," I moaned, as the pain shot back, making me whimper and sob.
I got fucked hard by one cock, while I hungrily sucked the other one.

Then the name calling really began.
"Fuck it, whore," Carol said, while laughing from behind.
"I think she secretly likes it up the ass, don't you, cunt?" Zeke questioned, as he reamed my asshole.
"Cum rag," Jimmy said, as he began spewing his cum in my mouth. I moved off his cock and felt his hot cum spray my face, instantly thinking I should have swallowed it all.
I felt my ass slapped hard. "I asked you a question you fucking ass-slut. You love getting fucked in the ass, don't you?"
My body betraying me, the cock in my ass really turning me on, as was the name calling, I admitted, "Yes, I love your cock in my ass."
"Fucking slut," the janitor quipped, as he began getting undressed.
Suddenly my phone rang.
"I'll get it," Carol said, going to my purse and grabbing my phone.
"Please nooooo," I pleaded, just as Zeke somehow reached new depths in my asshole as he shifted his angle.
"Hello," Carol greeted, putting my phone on speaker.
I winced, as I heard Jake say confused, "Layla?"
"Oh, hi Jake, this is Carol," Carol said.
"Where is Layla?" he asked.

"Oh, she is just dealing with reaming an employee," she slyly answered, although in truth it was I getting the reaming.
"Oh, okay, can you tell her I called?" he asked.
Zeke suddenly pulled out of my ass, quickly moved in front of me and ordered, "That's right. Keep your mouth open," as he began shooting his cum into my mouth.
I closed my eyes mortified by the act, yet, addicted to cum, eagerly swallowing his seed.
"Oh, I think she is done, do you want to talk to her?" Carol asked.
"Yes, please," Jake said, "and have a great weekend, Carol."
"Oh, I intend to," Carol smirked, looking at the cum covered bitch, "and enjoy your golf tournament."
"Will do," he agreed, as Carol walked over to me, just as I felt hands on my hips.
Carol held the phone to my ear as the janitor began fucking me.
"Hiiii, Jake," I greeted, desperately trying to hide the fact I had a dick in me.
"You're at the office," Jake said.
"Yeah, Carol needed a couple cheques signed," I answered, trying with all my might not to moan. Thankfully, the fat janitor had a small dick and was going slow.
"Oh, did I forget to sign some?" Jake asked.
"I'm not sure, I just got here and haven't actually signed any cheques yet," I answered.
"Oh, okay. Carol said you were reaming someone out," Jake continued.
"Oh, Carol was over-exaggerating," I said, "I was just talking with Zeke about the end of this pay period."
"Okay, well I just thought I'd check up on you before I was out of cell range," he said.



"Have fuuuuun," I said, as the janitor began fucking me hard out of the blue.
"You okay?" he asked.
"Oh, I just got poked by something small," I said, unable to not take the dig that was offered.
"Love you," he said, always so sweet. Unfortunately, he had a small dick and wasn't around much, making me find cock elsewhere.
"Love you, too," I barely got out without moaning as the unnamed janitor pulled his cock out and slammed it in my ass.
Once he hung up, I snapped, "You bitch."
"So your husband is gone all weekend?" she questioned.
"So?" I asked, as the janitor fucked my ass.
Carol went to her phone and texted someone.
"Who are you texting?" I asked.
"Friends," she answered, "since we have you all weekend."
"What? No," I protested.
"Shut up, slut, this weekend you are mine," she said, before she added, "You be a good obedient pet all weekend and I will suppress this collection of evidence."
"You promise?" I asked.
"Yes," she nodded, "but I plan to use you like a complete whore."
"Okay," I agreed, not that I had any choice.
The janitor pulled out of my ass, sat down and ordered, "Fuck my cock with those udders."
I was proud of my tits, so having this uneducated nobody compare them to a cow pissed me off, yet knowing I had to be obedient to end this blackmail I moved to him and did as he requested.

I began awkwardly fucking his cock with my tits as he groaned, "That's it, slut, fuck my cock with those udders."
It took less than thirty seconds before he shot his surprisingly excessive load on my face and down my tits.
"Arggggh," he groaned.
I kept milking his cock, wondering how many loads of cum she was expecting me to take.
I learned the answer to the question was more than a dozen, although in truth I lost count eventually as the faces blurred and I just saw cock after cock, spewing cum on me and in me.

Over the next two hours, I was fucked by and forced to suck six more employees, none of whom I recognized and all of whom were at the bottom of the company, plus Jimmy and Zeke a second time.
I was double-teamed, I was triple-teamed, I was fisted, I was given a dozen facials and ended the night sucking every remaining guy a second time, swallowing every load...so many that I eventually learned there was indeed a limit to how much cum I could swallow without feeling sick.

I loved sex.
I loved sucking cock.
I loved anal sex.
I loved being fucked from both ends.
I loved swallowing cum.
I loved having my face coated with cum.
Yet, at this moment, I had finally had enough cock...something I didn't think was possible.
Completely spent, cum leaking from my cunt and ass, Carol tossed me a towel and ordered, "Clean yourself up, you have a long night ahead of you."
I cleaned myself up, got dressed and was taken to her house.
As soon as we were in her house, just her and I, she ordered, "Knees, slut."
I obeyed, expecting her to humiliate me all night or weekend.
"So", she asked, looking down at me from a few feet away, "have you ever eaten cunt?"
It had been many years, but I had. "Long ago."
"Well, it's time to change that answer," she smiled, unzipping her dress and letting it fall to the floor. To my surprise she had a pretty amazing body.
"Crawl to me, slave," she ordered.
The word 'slave' I didn't like, but I dropped to my knees and crawled to her.
"Good slut," she purred, as she tugged off her panties and sat down on her couch, spreading her legs.
I looked at her pussy, remembering all those years ago when Cassandra and I used to sixty-nine each other rather regularly during our senior year of college.
"Go ahead slut, it's the first of many you will be pleasuring tonight," she revealed, making me instantly wonder who she had coming over here and how many.
I leaned forward, closed my eyes, and began licking the bitch's cunt.
"That's it, my slave," she moaned, "lick my cunt, you dirty slut."
Frustratingly, I liked her taste, it was sweet and addicting, bringing back so many memories of Cassandra's sweet cunt.

"You love munching cunt, don't you, bitch?" she moaned.
"Yes," I admitted.
"Well, don't worry, tonight you will have all the cunt you can eat," she promised, just as her cell phone rang.
I kept licking as she answered it. "Hi, girlfriend....yes, she's here now...bring all your toys...sure, bring her too...sounds good...see you soon...okay...bye."
Looking down at me, "Two more are coming."
I wondered how many she had invited, yet I just kept licking knowing I was completely at the whim of this bitch. I felt a tear roll down my eye at the complete helplessness of my situation.
"That's it, I'm getting close, cunt muncher," she moaned.
I moved to her clit and begin tugging it between my lips, knowing that was what always made Cassandra reach orgasm in seconds.
"Ohhhhhhh, yessss, you fucking bitch, suck on my clittttttt," she moaned, grabbing the back of my head and pulling me deeper into her wetness.
I continued pleasing her and soon felt my lips and mouth get coated with her flood of wetness. I eagerly lapped it up, unable to resist the exotic perfection of pussy cum.
"Keep lickinnnnnng," she moaned.
And I did.
Once done, she ordered, standing up and looking down at me, "Stay, I'll go and get you some dinner before you dine all night...on cunt."
I remained on my knees for an eternity, thankful to at least still be in my clothes... for the time being.
When she returned she brought a TV dinner, set it on the floor, handed me a fork and knife and said, "Enjoy."
"Thanks," I absurdly replied, starving for real food. I asked, "Can I have some water?"
"Sure," she nodded, "you're probably dehydrated from all the sucking and fucking."
I began eating as she walked away; she returned with three bottles of water a couple of minutes later and I downed a whole bottle.
She walked away, saying, "Eat up, slut, it's going to be a long night."
I ate, wondering what exactly she had planned for me...my cunt again betraying me as it tingled with anticipation.
I sat around for almost an hour before the doorbell rang.
"Why aren't you naked you dumb slut?" Carol asked, shaking her head at me.
"Sorry," I absurdly apologized, beginning to get naked as she went to get the door.
"Hey, ladies," she greeted warmly. "Come on in."
"Nice," someone said, as they entered the living room and saw me getting undressed.
"And she's worth millions?" a redhead asked, as she entered as well.
"If not billions," Carol shrugged.
"Utterly delicious," the redhead laughed, before asking Carol, "Can I play with her?"
"She's our toy for the evening," Carol answered.
"On your back," the redhead ordered, as she quickly got out of her clothes and straddled my face.
I looked at her completely shaved pussy and immediately got licking.
"That's it, slut, lick my pussy," she moaned.
I was already doing that, so I continued, her taste definitely saltier than Carol's, as if she had been sweating before coming here. It wasn't bad, just different.
"I just came from a tennis match," she moaned, "my cunt should be nice and sweaty for you. Cunt licker."
I almost chuckled to myself as I realized I was correct in my assessment. As I licked, the doorbell rang two more times and I heard more female voices chatting from every direction.
"Holy shit," one voice gasped.
Another joked, "I see Hillary didn't waste any time."
Hillary, obviously the redhead whose pussy I was licking, quipped, "No point wasting time when we have our very own personal fuck toy."
"I get to fuck her first," another voice said.
"I get her ass then," another said, as I tried to figure out how many women were here.
As they talked about me without any concern for who I was, Hillary warned, "I'm about to come, slut, and trust me I'm a squirter."

"And she wasn't lying, as a few seconds later my face was getting sprayed like she had a hose in her cunt directed straight at me.
I eagerly lapped up her excessive cum, which dripped on my mouth and down my cheek.
"Keep licking, you fucking slut," Hillary demanded, as her body quivered above me.
I obeyed, of course, enjoying the sweet taste of her pussy juice.
"My turn," someone said.
"Hillary scolded, "Fucking let me finish coming."
All the girls laughed, as I lay on my back licking the last remnants of her pussy cum.
Once Hillary stood up, I opened my eyes and saw at least half a dozen women, mostly in their thirties, looking down at me, most of them already naked and wearing strap-ons.
"On all fours, slut," the oldest looking member of the group ordered.
I obeyed, the big cocks looking rather appealing at the moment, my cunt undeniably wet and begging for attention.
As she moved behind me, she said, "You are not allowed to come without permission, is that clear, slut?"
"Yes," I nodded, feeling both utter humiliation and yet indescribable sexual hunger, an oxymoron that I couldn't explain.
"Good, now beg for me to fuck your cunt," the woman said.
I didn't hesitate, partly because I knew I must obey as it was the deal with Carol. But also because I wanted her cock in me.
"Please, fuck my slut hole with that big cock of yours," I begged, before accidently adding so caught up in the moment, "it's so much bigger than my husband's."

"What a bitch," a blonde said, as she walked in front of me and shoved her own cock in my mouth, just as the other woman filled my cunt in one hard deep thrust.
After a couple minutes with two cocks in me, I was really getting into it, loving being used like a slut.
The older woman said, "She sure looks good in this position."
While the blond added, "Naked, open and full of plastic cock."
Carol added, "I imagine she would look even better being double penetrated."
"My turn," someone said, as both cocks in me kept using my holes.
"Me too," another voice said.
The toy cocks pulled out of me and a chubby brunette lay down in front of me and ordered, "Straddle me, fuck toy."
I obeyed, crawling to her, straddling her long, thick plastic cock and lowering myself onto it.
"Lean forward, ass whore," another girl said.
I looked back to see another brunette, with huge fake tits, moving behind me.
I again obeyed, preparing my ass for yet another cock in it.
"You want this in your ass?" the fake titted brunette asked.
"Yes," I nodded.
"Yes, what?" she asked, moving behind me and placing the cock between my ass cheeks.
"Please fuck my slut asshole with your big cock," I begged, wanting to have it in me, wanting to feel two cocks pumping in and out of me.
"You sure, what would Jake say?" Carol asked, sitting in the couch with Hillary between her legs licking away.
"Tonight I'm your slave, Mistress Carol," I answered, trying to not only please her, but wanting everyone here to have their way with me. I was so horny, that I no longer cared about Jake, just the pleasure of submission. They could call me whatever names they wanted, could do whatever they wanted and I would obey, no longer because I had to, but because I wanted to, I needed to.
"Mistress Carol," she approved, "I like that."
A couple of the other girls mocked, "Yes, Mistress Carol."
"Bitches!" she accused playfully.
"Slut," one of the blondes countered back.
"Takes seven to know one," Carol quipped back, implying there were eight people here, although I wasn't sure if that included me (I would learn it didn't). "Now fuck the dumb bimbo slut, she clearly is dying to have her asshole hammered."
"Yes, Mistress," the brunette teased, as she pushed forward and slid her cock in my asshole.
"Ohhhhhhhhhh," I moaned, a small burn coursing through me.
"No coming, slut," the older woman reminded me.
"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, deciding tonight they were all my Mistresses.
"Now ride both slut," the brunette on the ground ordered.
"Yes, Mistress," I replied, looking at her.
Although awkward at first, after a couple of minutes of moving back and forth, I began to get into a rhythm, taking both cocks deep in me with each backwards movement.

"She likes it, she really, really likes it," the brunette in my ass mocked.
"Sooooo much," I moaned, ignoring the condescending words. The pleasure was so intense, that I didn't care about anything else.
"I'm next," someone said.
"Nope. I am," someone else said.
Yet, I just focused on riding both cocks, my orgasm beginning to rise.
"Stop," someone said.
I reluctantly did.
"You were getting close to coming, weren't you?"
"No," I lied.
"Let's give her holes a rest," the older woman said, before adding, "come over here and get a snack."
"Yes, Mistress," I reluctantly nodded, not wanting to have the two cocks leave my burning infernos.
I crawled to her, as she opened her legs and revealed the hairiest cunt I have ever seen.
She smiled, as I stared at her hairy box, "Time for a hair pie."
I again obeyed, moving between her legs and to her pussy. It was a struggle at first to try and find a path through the pubic hair to her pussy lips.
As I licked her, I felt hands on my hips and soon my cunt was being filled again.

I eventually created a path to her pussy lips and began licking, not enjoying the hair.
"That's it, slut, enjoy the hair pie," she moaned, her hands going through my hair and tugging me deeper into her very wet, strong smelling pussy.
As I lapped, while simultaneously getting fucked, I felt my orgasm slowly beginning to rise again.
After a couple of minutes, she moaned, "Ohhhhhhhhhh, lick it, bitch. Lick it good. Ooh. Soo good...yeah...right there."
"She's insatiable," someone quipped.
"Biggest slut we've ever had here," another added.
"And that includes all you pussy munchers," Carol added.
"Says the biggest lesbo of all of us," someone else said.
I wondered was Carol a lesbian? I also wondered how often they had other women here to use like a slut?
Suddenly, she began grinding on my face and seconds later my face was again being coated in another woman's pussy cum.
I was then flipped onto my back and roughly ass fucked while all the others laughed.
"Don't come slut," someone yelled, another reminder that I wasn't allowed to reach orgasm.
For the next two or three hours, I was fucked in the pussy, I was fucked in the ass, I was fucked in both simultaneously, and I ate every woman's pussy there...all the while not being allowed to have the orgasm I so desperately needed to have.

My knees aching, my jaw sore and both my cunt and ass raw, they shoved me to the floor and decided to finally give me the orgasm I had been refused all night.
My legs were spread wide as they roughly fucked me.
"Hold her still," one said, as she shoved a massive dildo in my cunt, going way deeper than I thought was humanly possible.
The redhead added, "Yeah. Let's force her to cum."
Ironically, I wanted to come and moaned, "Arrgghhh."
"Fill her asshole too," someone said.
Soon I had dildos pumping in and out of my cunt and ass as my orgasm was about to break.
I begged, "May I come, Mistresses."
"Like a whore?"
"Like a slut?"
"Like a bitch?"
"Like a cum slave?"
"Yessssss, like a cum slut, fuck whore, ass bitch, slaaaaaaave," I screamed, all the name-calling only enhancing my inevitable orgasm.
"Now," Carol finally said.
Permission granted, I screamed, "Aaaaaaaaaaah, ooooooooooooooooh, gooooooooooooooood."
"What a slut," someone said, and I was.
Slowly the women left, as I lay on the ground completely spent and too weak to move.
When just Carol and Hillary were left, Hillary asked, "Can I take her home for the night?"
"Sure," Carol said.
And it was then I realized my long night was about to get longer.
8. SUMMER OF SLUT: CINDY'S STORY
I wasn't sure how to find a bunch of guys to fuck. It was one thing to agree to do it while tipsy on wine. After much thought, I decided to try Craigslist.
Looking to be the center of a gangbang, I posted this ad:
Hi studs,
Sexy MILF looking to be gangbanged by a bunch of young hung studs.
I'm looking for tomorrow.
I have three holes, so I want at least 3 boys who can cum buckets.
Not surprisingly, I got a ton of responses. Most I ignored based on their one word answers. Yet, I did reply to a few. After a few exchanges, eventually one stood out. We went back and forth and eventually agreed to meet tomorrow afternoon.
Originally, I tried to have it set up at a hotel, but after some texts to prove he was real, including pictures, I agreed to meet him at his beach house a couple hours away.
I arrived a few minutes late, stopping a few times on the drive and considering turning around, but my desire to not flake out (even though I was pretty sure two of the other three would...Layla likely would follow through) and my curiosity to make a long time gangbang fantasy a reality was enough to keep me driving.
I reached the beach house eventually full of trepidation and excitement. I drove around and parked a couple houses down before walking to the house.
I took a deep breath and knocked on the door.
It was opened a minute later by, thankfully, the same guy as in the pictures. He smiled, "Wow, you came."
"And I hope to again and again," I joked, breaking any tension with my opening words.
"Right to the point," he laughed.
I reached for his cock and gave it a firm squeeze, "Mmmmm, you seem to have exactly the point I'm looking for."
"Come on in," he said, taking my hand.
I followed him into the house and he led me through it and out back.
Three guys were throwing a football around. Each of them delicious man meat and wearing only shorts.
Chris was the guy's name and he put his hands on my shoulders and guided me to my knees as he said, "Let's not waste any time with formalities."
I agreed, tugging his swimming trunks down and releasing his very impressive big cock. "Hmmmmmmmm, yummy," I purred, before taking it in my mouth.

"Shit," he groaned, as I began bobbing on his cock.
I pulled it out and swirled my tongue around his thick mushroom top. "So big and fat and juicy...mmmm," I moaned, in awe of his big dick.
"There are three more over there," he said, pointing to the guys throwing a football around.
"Call them over," I said, ready to really get fucked.
"Guys," he called over, as he slid his cock back in my mouth.



"Holy shit," one said, "he wasn't bullshitting us."
"Awesome," another said.
Chris said, "Get over here boys, this MILF slut wants all of us."
As I bobbed hungrily on Chris's cock, wanting to put on a show for the other three, I heard them approaching.
When they were near me, I took Chris's cock out of my mouth and said, "Get naked boys, I want to see all those big young dicks."
You never have to tell teenagers twice and the three quickly got out of their shorts and underwear.
I smiled, "Delicious."
"Get us all nice and hard," a blonde guy said.
"Mmmmmmmm," I nodded, moving to them and soon having three young, juicy cocks in my face.
I tried to please all three at once. I had one in my mouth, while I took one in each hand. It was a smorgasbord of cock and I planned to dine all day long.

I took turns sucking each cock, while stroking two more, only wishing I had another hand so I could please all four at once.
I wanted to get them all off the first time with just my mouth, so they would last longer the second time for my hopeful double penetrations.
I wanted to be fucked long and hard.
I wanted to have a cock in all three of my holes simultaneously.
I wanted to be the biggest slut ever.
I bobbed hungrily on cock after cock after cock after cock, trying to get all four off.
Chris finally said, "Does our MILF slut want four facials at once?"
"God, yes," I nodded, as I moved from one cock to another.
"Fuck, she is one hot slut," one stud groaned, as I took all his cock in my mouth and held him deep inside me.
"I'm going to come soon." Another said, as I bobbed on his cock.
"Jerk off time," Chris declared, and I just opened my mouth and waited for the cum to come.
Dying to feel the hot sticky stuff coating my face.
Dying to feel all four loads being shot onto me.
Dying to have my first bukkake.
Then it came.
Four loads all at once hitting me all over my face.

My eyes closed, I felt the cum hit my forehead, the bridge of my nose, my cheeks, my lips, my chin and some even made it into my mouth and slid down my throat.
"Soooooo good," I moaned, as more cum spewed on me.
"Fucking hot," one groaned.
"Clean my cock," another groaned, as he shoved it in my open mouth.
I retrieved every last drop of his cum from his dick and craved more.
I ended up cleaning all four cocks before opening my eyes and noticing that my green blouse was stained with cum.
"I guess I should take this off," I joked.
"And the rest of your clothes," one guy nodded.
"I guess so, I'm the only one still wearing any," I smiled flirtatiously, as I began unbuttoning my blouse, getting more cum on my hands.
Once unbuttoned, I took it off and used it to clean the excess of four loads of cum off my face.
I then unclasped my bra to reveal my tits to the four sexy teenage studs.
"Nice rack," one said.
"No, amazing rack," another corrected.
"Thanks," I blushed, somehow flattered by the crude comments.
"Now let's see that cunt of yours," one said.
I pulled down my skirt revealing two things:
One: I wasn't wearing any panties.
Two: I had shaved my box completely for today's gangbang.
"Wow," one said.
"Fucking hot," another added.
"Are you boys going to keep complementing me or are you going to fuck me like the dirty whore I want to be" I asked.
"As you wish," one said. "Let's triple-team her."
"About time," I playfully quipped.
One of the boys carried me to the deck, bent me over and slammed his dick in my already wet and ready cunt.
"Oh yes, stud, fuck me, fuck me hard," I moaned, wanting to be used.
Others joined and I soon had a cock in my mouth again.
After a couple of minutes, I was repositioned, moved around like a slutty Barbie, as I was lifted up and lowered onto Chris, his cock sliding, surprisingly, into my ass.

"Ohhhhhhhh, you dirty boy," I purred, as my ass was filled.
As I began riding him, another shoved his cock in my mouth.
I rode one cock, while sucking another, and loving hearing the groans of the two teens.
"Let's triple team the slut," one said.
"Yes, please," I begged, taking the cock out of my mouth, "Fill all three of my fuck holes."
I was repositioned again, and soon I had cocks in both my holes.

"Oh yesssss," I moaned, as one cock was buried deep in my ass while another was trying to fuck my cunt.
Soon a cock was presented to my face and I took it in my mouth, finally having my triple-team fantasy become a reality.
"Fuck her ass is tight," one groaned.
"Her cunt is tight too," Chris added, as he cupped my tits.
I moaned on the cock in my mouth, loving being a fuck toy.

The cock in my ass was slamming into me hard, while Chris's cock barely moved for a couple of minutes, and I kept bobbing on the cock in my mouth.
My orgasm came hard and fast the instant Chris began bucking his ass up to meet the hard strokes from the cock in my ass.
I screamed, "Ooooooooooooh fuuuuuuuuuuck," as my orgasm hit me, easily the most intense of my life and I have had a lot of orgasms.
They both kept fucking me hard as my orgasm continued rushing through me and before I knew it a second orgasm began rising directly after it.
Suddenly, I was picked up, and bent over before my ass was again filled.
I screamed, wanting multiple orgasms, "Pound my ass, stud, slam that big salami stick in my tight asshole."
The cock in my ass obliged, slamming into me so hard I could barely hang on and going deeper than any dick had ever gone in my back door.
Eventually, a second, third and forth orgasm hit me over the next half an hour as one guy came in my ass, followed by a double penetration that had loads eventually filling my cunt and ass again.

Only the blonde, who I think was named Markus hadn't come a second time.
He took turns fucking my cunt and then my ass, going back and forth.
"Fuck me, Godamn it...harder...harder!!" I screamed, a fifth orgasm building. I had never had more than two orgasms in a row, so a fifth was unheard of and was causing me to get light headed.
"My cunt, keep drilling my cunt," I begged, the orgasm so close.
He did as requested and in another minute my fifth orgasm hit. "Yesssssssss, I'm cominggggggg again."
As soon as my orgasm hit, he pulled out, moved to my face and shoved his cock in my mouth.

He fucked my face for a few seconds before he pulled out and grunted, "Arrgghhhhhh! Drink it, cunt! Fuckin' slut."
And I did, half his load going directly into my mouth, while the other half splattered my face. Man, this guy could cum buckets.
He shoved his cock back into my mouth and I continued sucking, hungry to retrieve every last drop of his cum.
"Fuck," he groaned, "you really are one hot slut."
"Thank you," I smiled, when he pulled his cock out of my mouth.
"Want to join us in the hot tub?" Chris asked.
"The day is still early," I smiled, and it was.
9. SUMMER OF SLUT: BETSY'S STORY

I considered just using my lesbian submission story to Zelda as my story for the girls. After a good hard fucking from Zelda I told her of my predicament.
She asked, "You want to be gangbanged?"
"Part of me yes, part of me no," I answered.
"That's a yes," she deduced, before adding, "And all your married friends made a pact to get gangbanged while the husbands are away?"
"Yes," I nodded, hearing the words out loud making it sound utterly ridiculous and slutty.
"I have some boys coming to paint the outside of the house this weekend, I think I'll give them a bonus...you."
"No," I shook my head.
"I don't recall asking your opinion," she said, as she took the strap-on off.
"Sorry, Mistress," I apologized, knowing that in reality I would do whatever she ordered me to. I was completely at her whim and I loved it.
"Now go home," she waved me off, "you annoyed me."
I left feeling guilty for questioning her and hoping she would let me make it up to her soon.
Of course, when she called me on Saturday I dropped what I was doing and went over to her house, having had my mother watch the kids for the weekend at their cabin at the lake.
I walked in her house and she ordered, "Knees, slut."
I quickly obeyed.
"I have three eighteen year old studs here, including one who just turned eighteen yesterday and he, my pet slut, is a virgin," she revealed.
I looked and saw three young boys, two hot and built and one kind of nerdy looking and immediately assumed which one was a virgin.
"Go ahead boys, she's yours to use," Zelda offered.
Soon all three were in front of me fishing out their cocks and ripping open my expensive blouse.
One shoved his cock in my mouth and I began sucking, my cunt immediately getting wet. It was the first cock I'd had in my mouth other than my husband's in twenty years (Zelda's strap-ons, vibrators and dildos notwithstanding).

All three cocks in front of me were bigger than my husband's and I was already envisioning them in my cunt.
That said, the boys were eager to fuck my face.
One called, "I'm next."
While the virgin argued, "No, me!"
I took turns sucking all three cocks, going back and forth getting each hard and hopefully ready for my cunt.
Zelda said, "Feel free to shoot your first loads down the slut's throat, you have her all day."
And they did. One fucked my face roughly for a couple of minutes before grunting and depositing his load down my throat.
The next one, the virgin, allowed me to suck him. I really took my time with him wanting his first time to be amazing. I asked, as I swirled my tongue around his mushroom top, "Have you ever had a blow job, sexy?"
"Just once," he answered, "but only for a few seconds."
"Did you come?" I asked, sliding my tongue down his long shaft and taking his balls in my mouth.
"No, ma'am," he answered.
"Well, that doesn't count then," I purred, playing with his balls.

"And call her slut, she is no ma'am," Zelda added.
"Yes, ma'am," he said to Zelda.
"I'm no ma'am either," Zelda laughed.
I slid my tongue back up his shaft, wanting to worship this cock like it deserved to be worshipped.
When I returned to his mushroom top, I put it in my mouth and then sucked the top like a lollipop, making loud popping sounds each time it came out of my mouth.
"Oh, God," he groaned.
"Stop teasing him slut, suck his cock like a good whore," Zelda scolded.
"Yes, Mistress," I nodded.
I took his cock in my mouth and began bobbing back and forth.
Instantly he started groaning, "Ohhh yes."
I could tell he wasn't going to last long as I bobbed on his cock like a dirty cum hungry slut, which is exactly what I was at the moment.
"I'm-I'm-I'm going to," he babbled, shooting his load in my mouth before he could even finish the sentence.
Unlike his buddy, whose cum rocketed into my mouth, his just oozed out and slid into my mouth and down my throat.
Once done, he apologized, "Sorry."
"No, thank you," I said, "you have a delicious cock."
"Thanks," he said.
"Enough fucking lovey-dovey shit," the one who hadn't come yet said, pushing his buddy out of the way and shoving his dick in my mouth.
Like the first guy, this guy took control and used my mouth for his personal pleasure. "That's it slut, take all my cock," he groaned, as he fucked my face.
Like I had a choice.

"And look at me when my cock is in your cocksucking mouth," he ordered.
I obeyed, finding it awkward to look into his eyes. It made the act more intimate instead of nasty, which made me uncomfortable.
"That's it," he said, smiling down at me. "I want to look at the bitch sucking my cock."
Unlike the first two, he lasted a few minutes, staring at me the entire time. Finally, he said, "Here it comes, my cum drinker."
Seconds later, I swallowed my third load in about fifteen minutes, something I had never done before. Actually I had never swallowed more than one load before and even that was rare. Yet, since meeting Zelda I had had plenty of firsts.
"All right, who wants to fuck her first?" Zelda asked.

Then we followed the same order in shifting from sucking to fucking. The first guy had me straddle him.
"Oh yes, slut, ride my cock," he groaned, as my cunt engulfed his entire rod.
"Ohhhhhh," I moaned, his cock so much bigger than my husband's.
"Am I bigger than your husband?" he asked.
"You all are," I admitted, then felt bad for criticizing my husband while I cheated on him.
"No wonder your cunt is so tight then," he said, as he slapped my ass.
I bounced on his cock for a few minutes, my own orgasm beginning to rise.
"I want you to come first, you slut," he demanded, as he took both of my nipples between his fingers and pinched.
"Ooooooooooh," I moaned, loving having my nipples pinched.
"Come now, slut," Zelda ordered, as she pleasured herself while watching me ride a teenager's cock in her living room.
"Okaaaay," I moaned, so close.
Suddenly he began bucking his hips up to meet my bounces and that was the final straw.
"Yesssss," I screamed as I came all over his cock.
"That's it slut," he grunted, continuing to fuck me.
A few more seconds and, although he didn't say anything, his facial expression said it all as he filled my cunt with cum.
Once done, he said, "Simon, come and get some sloppy seconds."
I hated that term.
Zelda asked Simon, "How do you want your slut?"
"Um, I, um," he said, clearly overwhelmed with what was about to happen.
"Fuck her doggy style," the other guy said.
"On all fours, cum bucket," Zelda ordered.
"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, excited at the opportunity to take a boy's virginity.
He didn't move once I was on all fours. I turned to him and said, "Come on sexy, come fuck me with that big snake of yours."
He moved behind me and after a pause slowly slid his cock in me.
"Wow," he said, as his cock filled me.
I thought it was so adorably cute.
At first he took his time, as if he was playing with a toy for the first time and wasn't exactly sure what to do.
I moaned, "Your cock feel so good in my cunt, baby."
"Thanks," he said awkwardly, which only made me smile more.

I moaned loudly, faking it a bit, trying to get him comfortable with fucking me.
Zelda finally said, "You can move faster, stud, she isn't going to break."
"Okay," he said tentatively, and began moving his cock in and out of me faster.
"Ohhhhhhh, yes, Simon, fuck me, fuck me with that big hard cock of yours," I moaned, no longer having to fake it as his cock was filling me so fully.
"Oh shit," he groaned.
"Yes, baby, come in my fuck hole," I moaned, wanting his cum so bad, and hoping for another orgasm myself.
"Hammer her," Zelda ordered.
"Yes, baby, hammer me, pound my cunt," I begged, my orgasm rising.
"Fuck her till you both come," Zelda instructed.
"Kkkkkkk,' he groaned, sweat pouring off him as I turned around to watch him. He looked so adorable fucking me...strange to say, but true.
"Oh baby, I love your big dick, I bet if the girls knew how big your pecker was you would have a line of them begging to be fucked," I moaned, which was true. Size matters, anyone who says it doesn't has a small dick or is a woman trying to protect her man from the harsh reality he likely doesn't get her off. Trust me, I know...I've lived that life for a long time.
"Fuck, I love your cunt," he groaned.
"Then show me baby, fill it with your seed," I purred.
"So close," he said.
"Make Mommy cum," I begged, making the sex even naughtier.
"Oh fuck, oh, oh, oh, ahhhhhhhh," he grunted, as his cum sprayed inside me.
"Don't stooooop," I demanded, my own orgasm close.
A few hard strokes later, as his cum filled me completely, my own orgasm hit. "Yessssss, you made Mommy come."
When he pulled out, my knees were sore, but I got no recovery time as I felt new hands on my hips.
Simon joked, "Going for sloppy thirds?"
"God no," he said, "I'm taking her ass."
My eyes went wide, but before I could respond he shoved his dick up my back door.
I screamed, the dry penetration creating a searing pain, "Fuuuuuuuuuck." Thankfully, Mistress had been fucking my ass so I was used to it and knew the pain was only momentary, although I'd never ben dry penetrated.
"Tightest ass ever," he declared, as his cock filled me.

"Soooooo big," I whimpered, both in response and because of how full I felt.
He stopped when his dick was buried deep in my rectum and said, "Beg bitch, beg me to fuck your asshole."
I didn't hesitate, the dick in there already, I now wanted to be ass fucked, treated like a whore, made to beg. "Yes, stud, pound my asshole with your massive snake."
And he did.
It hurt like hell at first.
Then it shifted to a slight uncomfortable pain.
Then it became pleasurable, growing and growing until I was bouncing back on his cock, wanting it to go even deeper in my ass, his cock bigger than any strap-on or toy Mistress had used in there.
I don't know how long he pounded my ass, but eventually he grunted, "I'm going to fill your ass with cum, you dirty housewife."
"Yes, be the first to ever cum in my asshole," I begged, caught up completely in the act.
"Tell me what you are," he demanded, as he grabbed my hair and pulled while roughly slamming into me.
"A fucking slut, a cum bucket, an ass whore," I listed, each turning me on as yet another orgasm was rising.
"More," he ordered, giving my hair a firm tug.
"Aaaaaaaaag, a submissive cocksucker, a hungry pussy pleaser, a married cheating cum rag," I continued listing, my head going light as my third orgasm was about to hit.
"Come bad Mommy," he demanded.
And I did. "Yessssssss, I'm coming from your cock in my asssssssssss."
My orgasm hit hard again and seconds later he followed suit, filling my asshole with his seed. It felt strange and yet I loved it. I loved giving myself totally to lust and to strangers. I loved that I wasn't seen as the shy one, but as a sexy older woman that young boys wanted to fuck.



Once done, he pulled out and I could feel his cum oozing out of my ass. It felt so dirty, so slutty, which somehow made it feel so good.
Zelda ordered, "Get over here and thank your Mistress for your gangbang slut."
I crawled over, as she spread her legs and whispered, feeling quiet weak, "Thank you, Mistress," and began lapping.
10. CONCLUSION
Of course, once you open Pandora's box it is impossible to close it, and for each of the four best friends life was altered forever.
Stacey chatted with Susan a few days later after fucking her ass in her home. "Is Jasmine submissive or dominant?"
"Dominant," Susan admitted.
"Interesting," Stacey pondered.
After church the following week, after using her new church pet again during the service, a kink that really turned her on, she went to Mrs. Walker's house with plans of seducing her.
Yet, after a brief power struggle it was Stacey who ended up on her knees in her daughter's teacher's living room where she learned she could also be very submissive given the opportunity.
A week later, confused of her sexuality, after yet another domming of Susan at church, she walked into her home to the biggest surprise of her life...and there had been many of late.
On Stacey's couch was her 18-year-old daughter Bree naked, on top of Mrs. Walker, who was fingering her.

Stacey stared, in shock at so many things.
1. Her daughter apparently was a lesbian...she had briefly wondered if that was the case based, but this confirmed her suspicions.
2. Mrs. Walker, who she had just submitted to a week ago, was now in her home with her daughter apparently adding her daughter as a submissive.
3. They were having sex on her couch, in her home, knowing she could possibly be home at any minute.
Mrs. Walker looked at the shocked mother and asked with a smile on her face, "Did you enjoy Susan?"
Bree looked up and smiled, "Hi, Mom," not even remotely embarrassed at being caught in such an act, burying her face in the young teacher's pussy.
Stacey soon learned everything. Her daughter was indeed a lesbian and had asked Mrs. Walker to come over to help her with choosing classes for college with the intent of seducing her pretty teacher, a task given to her by a Mistress she wouldn't reveal.
Stacey wouldn't learn the name of the Mistress, but would soon join her daughter in serving their Mistress....shame and excitement mixing together inside her.
Over time, Stacey would balance being a switch. She was a domme to Susan and a couple others she seduced over time, while being a submissive to Mrs. Walker.
During Christmas, the inevitable happened as Stacey and Bree ended up between each other's legs.

.....
Layla, on the other hand, would become a regular at Carol's weekly lesbian parties, not by force (Carol had kept her word), but by choice as she had learned she found the greatest sexual pleasure through lesbian submission (well, that and fucking her son).
Carol became her Mistress and they formed a very intimate relationship that eventually ended Layla's marriage, but not before Carol set-up Layla's husband with a call girl and blackmailed him...thus making sure Layla got half in the divorce.

With her son at college, Layla moved in with Carol and they became more than just Mistress and submissive, but lovers.
.....
Cindy went through her own sexual awakening after her one weekend.
She used Craigslist a lot to find young cock, spending at least one night a week in a hotel room getting gangbanged by boys or men.
She decided to completely change her look, dying her blond hair black and eventually even seducing her next door neighbour, where they spent many a day time hour between each other's legs.
One day, her husband came home early and caught Cindy in a 69, both munching on each's other cunt's after over an hour of toy play.

Cindy cuckolded him right then and there and made him watch as she explained to him how things were going to change.
The husband, completely in love with his wife and always feeling inadequate as a man in the sex department agreed to every one of his wife's expectations (including watching her get gangbanged by much younger, much more blessed, men).
.....
Betsy probably had the biggest change. Although she enjoyed her gangbang it only convinced her of what she already knew; she was a submissive lesbian.
Zelda would often bring young women over to quench Betsy's growing insatiable hunger to please.
Betsy ate pussy every day; on days she didn't she could feel herself going through withdrawal.
It was late summer when she met a girl who would push her even deeper into lesbian submission. Zelda had set her up with her niece, who had just turned eighteen and was going to be one of Betsy's students in the fall...although Betsy didn't know that at the time.
Because it was summer, she had kept her secret sex life and her professional life separate, but that was about to change.

As Betsy finished pleasing the beautiful teenager, whose shaved cunt was the most delicious she had yet pleasured, she was shocked to learn the truth.
"Hi, little sexy little slut," Valerie smiled down at the submissive MILF, "Are you willing to do this whenever I ask?"
"God, yes," Betsy admitted.
"Wherever?" Valerie added.
"Yes, Mistress Valerie," Betsy nodded, so in lust with this sexy addicting teenager that she was willing to do just about anything...anywhere.
"Good," she nodded, "because I'm in your grade twelve class starting Monday, and trying out for the soccer team I believe you coach."
"No," Betsy gasped, her entire career ending flashing before her eyes as she realized she had accidently crossed so many professional lines.
"Yes," she nodded, grabbing the stunned teacher's face and pulling it back in her cunt before she could respond.
A month later, Betsy wasn't just a submissive to Zelda and Valerie, but the entire soccer team, rewarding the senior players with her mouth, pussy and asshole for each victory.

At first Betsy was mortified to learn Valerie was a student in her school and a player on the team she was to coach.
That said, being allowed to eat pussy for breakfast in her coach's office, at lunch in her locked classroom and after school often in the soccer shed, she quickly accepted that she was not in charge of her life anymore.
Getting dominated by the blond Samson twins was just another step towards her utter submission to any woman willing to use her.
"Hurry up, coach," Olivia Samson said, as Betsy got naked in a hidden part of the field, her biggest risk yet.
"Yes, coach," Victoria Samson added, "It's time for your work out."
Betsy sighed, risk and humiliation always enhancing her submission and inevitable orgasm.
.....
And, of course, there is Susan, who accidently started the sexual exploration of the four when she was captured in pictures getting gangbanged.
Accepting her submissiveness, Susan also accepted that she not only loved being submissive to Stacey and Jasmine, but she definitely preferred women to men.
Given the task to seduce someone in her church by Stacey, she targeted the most wholesome woman she knew: Amanda Parson, the choir leader and mother of four. Although she was nervous, she invited her to her home, turned the conversation to sex and then bluntly admitted she was a lesbian and found Mrs. Parsons beautiful. It was a risk, but Susan had already accepted she was going to get divorced eventually and thus wasn't worried if Mrs. Parsons rejected her.
Thankfully, she didn't reject her and Susan ended up corrupting the married mother and turning her into a lesbian.

No matter how much she tried, Susan couldn't get enough sweet pussy.
Her addiction became an obsession and her hunt for cunt became her only purpose.
She seduced Elizabeth Jones a shy eighteen year old virgin and youth leader in the church.
She seduced Mrs. Lovington, a mid-fifties woman who she had heard rumours was bisexual.
She seduced her black next door neighbor which was a rush.
She ended up being a new addition to the Thursday night therapy club, usually being the pleasure pet for all four of them.
She eventually was caught by her husband. who immediately disowned her, not that she cared at all. She wasn't in love with him anymore, she was in love with cunt.
Cunt of eighteen year old high schoolers or college girls.
Cunt of women of all races.
Cunt of friends and enemies.
Virgin cunts.
Lesbian cunts.
Cream pie filled cunts.
Shaved cunts.
Hairy cunts.
There wasn't a cunt she could refuse.
Susan had just concluded her latest seduction, her husband's mid-thirties aged sister when he walked in on them making out, both tasting each other's cunts on each other's lips.

"Oh my God," the minister, husband and brother gasped, staring at his wife and sister in the throes of passion.
Susan broke the kiss and smiled, a wicked naughty smile, "That is just what your baby sister was screaming a few minutes ago."
Her sister-in-law smiled as well, always having been the black sheep of the family, "I think I finally found the Lord, big brother."
"I-I-I can't believe this," the husband and brother stammered, unable to comprehend the nasty sin he was witnessing...in his home...in his bed.
Not surprisingly, the marriage ended after the betrayal, although she continued seeing her sister-in-law on occasion.
Susan moved in briefly with the divorced Stacey, becoming a pet for both the mother and daughter, and getting majorly turned on watching the two beautiful redheads, mother and daughter, commit incest with each other.
She then began going to BDSM parties and exploring not only her submissive side, but also her bondage side.
She loved giving herself completely. Being completely vulnerable when she was handcuffed and forced to serve stranger's cock and pussy.
Susan fell deeper and deeper into her submission and desire to please until she finally met the right one.
Eventually she fell in love with a lesbian she met at a BDSM party and eventually moved in with her. And, she lived submissively ever after.

.....
Of course, we can't forget about Mrs. Walker, our fearless Literotica author and heroine.
When the new semester started, she couldn't help but seduce her cutest, most innocent student, the nerdy, but shy Miranda.
Even her name was sexy.
Jasmine tried to resist her, focusing on writing more stories, but the temptation was just too strong.
Jasmine realized that there were two types of women: seductresses and submissives. As a seductress she could quell the urge to seduce for a while, but eventually the temptation was too strong and it overrode her moral responsibilities.
Miranda was a submissive, she just didn't know it yet.
And Jasmine decided to inform her.
Two weeks later, Miranda eagerly pleasured her teacher under the desk while she assessed papers, lost her virginity bent over Mrs. Walker's desk, and learned the art of obedience.
It was late November, two months into Amanda's submission to Mrs. Walker, when Jasmine was finally caught in the act.

Jasmine's husband was away working in the oil fields and she was fucking her newest pet in her living room, while pulling her hair, the shy Amanda liking it rough, when the front door suddenly opened and she heard her husband's voice.
"Oh my God!" Mr. Walker gasped, staring at his naked wife and the younger woman his wife was fucking.
"Hi, honey," Jasmine smiled, before adding, always quick on her feet, "I was just getting her ready for you, baby."
Amanda was surprised by her teacher mistress's words but already loyal and obedient she turned to the good looking man and said, "Please come and take my virginity."
Jasmine smiled still fucking her pet, "Hurry up, honey, this slut is dying for a real cock."
Mr. Walker, in awe but his cock hard as a rock, began getting undressed and thus started the Walker's swinging lifestyle (but that is an entirely different story).

EPILOGUE: A YEAR LATER
In the end, Thursday night therapy continued to grow in members, becoming an exclusive club for lesbian wives or ex-wives (for many who accepted they no longer wanted cock).
On the special one year anniversary, Mrs. Walker brought another of her high school seductions as a play thing for the group. The blond cheerleader was fucked on the kitchen table with a spatula by Susan's sister, Lola, the newest member to the club, as an appetizer for the main event.
A massive twenty plus lesbian orgy...but that too is a whole other story.
THE END
Author's Note:
Thanks once again to Rebecca the brilliant artist of Housewives at Play, Hot Moms and Teens at Play for allowing the many pictures in this story to be used.
Jasmine August 2015
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Cheerleader Sluts: Bitch Barbie's Ass (Sophia)
After getting a blow job and coming all over her face, then fucking her ass before coming down her throat, I was now between her legs and licking her pussy.
"Mmmmmmm," she moaned, the moment my tongue made contact.
I had no idea what a pussy would taste like, but was in awe of the unique, sweet taste of my sister. Although I had no experience, I had done lots of research and watched lots of porn on how to eat pussy in preparation for that fateful day. I started slow, licking from the bottom of her pussy lips all the way up to the top, avoiding the clit (as I recalled from my research).
I then parted her pussy lips and began to slowly use the paint brush method. Up and down, up and down.
Her moans increased after a couple of minutes as she said, "That's it, Eddie, lick my pussy."
I loved hearing her moan, and after a couple more minutes I moved my hands to her ass and squeezed as I simultaneously moved my tongue up to her clit.
"Oh yes," she moaned louder, her body trembling slightly.
"You like this?" I asked, as I swirled my tongue around her swollen clit, continuing to tease.
"God, yes, don't you dare stop!" she demanded, as she grabbed my head.
Continuing my tongue assault on her pussy, I began flicking my tongue on her clit.
"Fuck, fuck, fuck," she babbled, her orgasm clearly imminent.
Going for the kill, I took her clit in my mouth and put pressure on it.
"Oh fuck," she whimpered, "so close, big brother."
I shook my head sideways while keeping my mouth on her clit and in a few seconds she screamed, "Yes, fuck!"
I lapped up her cum as it leaked out of her and into my mouth.
"Lick it all," she moaned, as she held my head deep in her wetness.
Once done, she let go and I stood up. She said, "Fuck, Eddie, you're quite the stud."
"You understand that I plan to use your mouth and ass whenever I want," I said confidently, as I looked into her eyes.
"You better," she smiled, before adding, "as long as you munch on my cunt, too."
"Of course," I nodded.
She yawned, stretching, which somehow I found sexy, "I'm exhausted."
"Let's go to bed," I nodded, wanting to cuddle.
"Together?" she asked.
"Why not?" I shrugged.
"Sure," she shrugged back, "but I'm putting pajamas on."
"I sleep in the nude," I countered.
"I know," she said with a smirk.
Five minutes later, we were in her bed, my arm draped over her. She asked, "Will you help me get revenge on Sophia?"
"If you'll help me with Janice," I countered.
"Really?" she questioned, stressing the word 'really' like she was a 1980's Valley Girl.
"Yes," I nodded, even though her back was to me. "She is cute, smart and funny."
"And submissive," she added.
"So the pictures implied," I quipped.
"She is very eager to please," Samantha informed me, while yawning.
I yawned too, yawning being incredibly contagious. I too was exhausted.
"Actually, how in the world did she end up in your bimbo posse?" I asked.
"I'll ignore that derogatory shot," she said, even as she yawned again.
"Sorry," I said, used to taking shots at her when the opportunity arose, "it's just she doesn't fit the rest of the group."
"It's a long story," she said.
"I have time," I replied, curious.
"Tomorrow," she whispered, clearly fading fast.
"I'm keeping you to that," I promised.
"You do that," she said, as she snuggled back into me even closer.
"And tomorrow, we get revenge," I added.
"Great," she whispered, so tired I'm not sure she was really processing our conversation.
I closed my eyes and pondered how the evening had gone from blackmail to willing and from aggressive to intimate. I was actually a little confused.
Originally I was blackmailing her for sex. Yet after blackmailing her to blow me and then seeing her vulnerability I saw her in a different light. She too had insecurities, she just hid them under her bitchy persona.
I wondered if maybe we could work as a team to get revenge on Sophia.
As thoughts of humiliating Sophia popped into my head, I drifted into slumber, hoping she wouldn't wake up and regret what we did.
...
The next morning, I woke up confused. I sat up, not sure where I was. I turned over and saw Samantha sleeping beside me, her pretty face facing me.
I had fucked my sister last night... albeit in the mouth and ass.
We went to bed together.
Holy fuck.
I replayed last night in my head.
As I did, my cock, which was already hard with its morning wood (well it was five minutes after twelve, so technically it was afternoon wood) started begging for attention. Often, I would shoot a load before getting out of bed or deposit a load in the shower, but now I had my own live-in sister slut.
That said, I knew from years of living with Samantha that she was not a morning person.
Yet, I decided no better time than the present to test if last night was a moment of vulnerability from Samantha, and if she was back to bitch sister mode.
I moved my hand under her pajamas, under her panties and moved to her pussy. I moved my finger in-between her dry pussy lips and slowly moved my finger.
I watched her as her tranquility slowly shifted on her face. Her lips parted ever so slightly after a minute or two. As her pussy got wet, I slid a finger inside her and she moaned, even as her eyes remained closed.
I slowly finger fucked her, enjoying hearing just the softest of moans. She whispered, "Oh yes."
I wasn't sure if she was having a naughty dream or was aware of what I was doing to her.
I whispered, my finger now going faster inside her, "Do you want your brother's big dick?"
"Mmmmmm," she moaned, as her backed arched.
"Tell me what you want, my sister slut," I whispered.
"Give it to me," she moaned, as I slid a second finger inside her.
"You want brother's dick in that cunt of yours?" I asked.
"God, yes," she moaned, as I pumped my fingers in her.
I quickly pulled my fingers out, as she moaned, "Don't stop."
I moved to her face, onto my knees and tapped my cock on her lips.
She opened her eyes and said, "You teasing bastard."
"Oh, the amount of boys you have teased," I countered, and slid my cock in her open mouth as she went to respond.
She moved herself up slightly so she could control the blow job. I smiled as she began bobbing on my cock.
"That's it, sis, suck on your new daily breakfast," I groaned, after a couple of minutes of slow sucking.
"Mmmmmm," she moaned, as her hand went under her pajamas.
She began bobbing faster as she began rubbing herself.
"Don't you dare come before I do," I ordered, wanting to stay in control of the relationship.
She bobbed even faster and I ordered, "Pull your hand out, slut."
I wasn't sure she was going to obey, but she did.
Seeing her so obedient was the final push I needed to erupt and seconds later I was depositing my load down her throat. She easily swallowed my load as she slowed down.
Once completely done, I pulled out and she said, "Now finish me off."
"You think so?" I questioned.
"Yes, dammit," she said, "you got me all revved up."
"Now you know what you have done to a plethora of boys," I quipped.
"What the fuck is a plethora?" she asked, annoyed.
"It means a lot," I answered.
"Fuck," she sighed, "then just say a lot."
"Tell you what," I bargained, "you tell me how the heck Janice ended up a cheerleader and a submissive and I'll eat that cunt of yours until you explode."
"You have a crush on her, don't you?" she asked, smiling.
"I like her, yes," I nodded.
"It started as a drunken bet," she answered.
"Go on," I ordered.
"At least rub my pussy a bit while I tell the story," she said.
"Okay, but don't you dare come," I threatened, moving my hand to her hot box.
"Yes, sir," she quipped, sarcastically saluting me, before moaning softly.
"After I had dommed Kara, I declared I could seduce anyone. Sophia challenged me, asking if she could pick my next conquest. I laughed at first, thinking she was kidding. But as Kara lapped my cunt, horniness overruling common sense, I moaned, 'go ahead'. Although she listed off a couple dozen people, including a couple of teachers, which I said were off limits, she mentioned Janice. I laughed. I barely knew her. We didn't really cross paths. Yet, I knew she had won some award in debate from Mrs. Walker raving about it one day. And I immediately liked the idea. She was cute, but hid behind pony tails, nerd glasses and 1960s fashion. I figured I could not only seduce her, but transform her into someone popular," my sister explained.
"Your very own Pygmalion," I quipped, even though I knew it was unlikely she had any idea what I was referencing.
"What? No, I figured we would create our own DUFF, like in that movie that just came out," she answered.
"What?" Apparently it was my turn to be confused.
"Designated ugly fat friend," she replied, before adding before I could point it out, "even though she wasn't fat. Actually if anything, she was too skinny."
"Or ugly," I pointed out.
"Anyways," she continued, "I befriended her, asking for help to study for finals last year. She agreed, although she was clearly surprised I was talking to her. She didn't even tell me that it was her eighteenth birthday until we had studied for an hour. Although I really wasn't listening to her, but instead trying to figure out how to seduce her. With the other cheerleaders, I just used my power, but with Janice I had no idea if that was going to work. It was very exciting, the thought I could fail and that made me more determined... I don't fail."
"Except to resist my big dick," I quipped.
"You blackmailed me," she pointed out, even as she allowed me to slide my finger inside her pussy.
"You don't seem to be resisting me now," I pointed out.
"Fine," she sighed, "you have a big dick and I like big dicks. Sue me."
"I'd rather screw you," I quipped back.
"Fuck," she moaned, "I need to come now."
"On your knees," I ordered.
I'd never seen my sister move so quickly.
On all fours, she asked, "Are you going to fuck my cunt, big brother?"
"I'm saving my virginity for Janice," I replied, as I slid a finger in her ass.
"Ahhh," she squealed, "well, you probably shouldn't lose it to your sister, that wouldn't be a great story to tell the grand children."
"Keep telling the story," I said, as my finger explored her anal cavity.
"I'll try," she said, "but that's quite distracting."
"No coming until you finish your story," I reminded her.
"Fine!" she snapped, when it was obvious it wasn't fine at all. "I asked her if she ever considered trying out for the cheerleading team. Before she could answer, her mom knocked on her door and said her grandma was on the phone. I listened and learned it was her birthday. When she hung up, I asked, 'It's your birthday?' She nodded. I asked why she agreed to tutor me and she shrugged, 'I had no other plans.' That actually broke my heart a bit. I mean our 18th a couple weeks earlier our parents gave us a huge party."
"Yes, where you had fifty friends and I had three," I pointed out, recalling how much I resented her that day, as she made the party all about her.
"I didn't notice," she replied, her tone not rude, but rather reflecting.
"You never do," I pointed out.
"I'll notice from now on," she promised, as I wiggled my finger inside her ass.
"I know you will, my sister-slut," I nodded, before again reminding her to continue. "Keep going."
"So, I repeated my question, asking again if she ever considered being a cheerleader. She shook her head while whispering no. I asked why. She didn't respond, but I could see the answer in her eyes. She didn't believe she was pretty enough. So, in a moment of compassion, I know, not something I am known for, I asked if she was willing for me to give her a makeover."
I slid my finger out of her slightly gaping hole and leaned forward and tongued it.
"Oh, you are such a dirty brother" she moaned as I rimmed her ass. "She asked me why I would want to do that. And although I had gone over there to prove a point to Sophia, to complete a challenge, I actually wanted to help her. To turn a wallflower into a cheerleader. She eventually agreed and two weeks later, once school was done, I took her shopping and for a complete makeover. She got her legs waxed, her eyebrows plucked, a pedicure and a manicure, a facial and a new hairdo."
I swirled my tongue around and in her butthole, the taste not disgusting as many would assume, but indeed salty, my cock raging again.
"A few clothing stores later, using her dad's credit card, she had a whole new wardrobe," Samantha said, before adding, "and she looked amazing."
"I imagine so," I said, as I sat up and moved my cock to her asshole.
"Are you finally going to fuck me with that big dick of yours?" she asked.
"I'm going to slowly fuck your backdoor," I agreed, "but you are still not allowed to come."
"You want to know how she ended up my personal pussy pleaser?" she questioned, with a wicked smile.
"I do," I nodded, as I slid my dick inside her.
"Aaaaaah," she whimpered, "fuck you really are huge."
"And you're pretty tight," I groaned myself.
"So, I invited her, God I'm full, to the cheerleader camp we were hosting for the incoming freshmen and insisted she join the camp as a participant. As was her new pattern, she said no, I insisted, she hemmed and hawed, I insisted, she wavered more, I insisted and, of course, she eventually relented."
"You usually get your way," I said, now all in.
"Pretty and bitchy are a powerful tandem team, and I am both," she replied, as she grabbed the headboard.
"Yes you are," I agreed.
"So, as Sophia teased me for not finishing the dare, I went for the kill a couple days into camp. I asked her again if she wanted to be a cheerleader. She surprised me by saying yes and not playing her usual reluctant wallflower game. I told her she could be one if she was willing to work hard and do everything I asked."
I began slowly fucking her ass as I said, "And she obeyed."
"Hook, line and licker," Samantha quipped. "The next day, I had her at our place while you were at some nerd camp and I insisted that she needed to shave her pussy. Her eyes went so big, but I insisted and did it for her. She had a really hairy bush to be honest. Once I was done, I asked if she was sore. She nodded she was. I told her I knew one way to make the burn go away. She asked what and I responded by licking her pussy."
"You licked her pussy?" I asked, surprised.
"It was the first time I had ever gone first," she said, "Yes I am usually the receiver, not the giver."
"How did she respond?" I asked, curious as hell.
"She asked what I was doing, but I ordered her, taking control, to lie down and relax. As I anticipated, she obeyed, my tongue making her not think straight."
"Nice pun," I quipped.
"What?" she asked, unaware of her accidental wit.
"Never mind, keep going," I said.
"You too." She countered, my cock resting deep in her butt.
"Sorry," I said, resuming slowly fucking her, "I'm pretty drawn into the story."
"So I licked her and in under two minutes, quicker than most guys, she came all over my face as she swore for the first time in front of me, 'Holy shit'. I kept licking throughout her orgasm. Once done, she sat up and admitted that was her first orgasm. I questioned what she meant and learned she had never even masturbated. Well, once the dam had burst there was no turning back. Of course, I made her return the favour and like her schooling, she soon excelled at pussy munching."
"So how did she end up a submissive to all?" I asked, "She didn't look too happy."
"Truthfully, she kind of fell for me," my sister admitted, as she began bouncing back on my cock. "And although I licked her only a couple of times, I fucked her with a strap-on all summer, bought her a couple toys and even took her ass the day before school started."
"Wow," I groaned, both from envisioning Janice in all those compromising positions, and from the tightness of my sister's asshole.
"So the pictures you found on my phone were of the initiation," she revealed, "and it was clear she was devastated that she was just one of my pussy pleasers."
"You broke her heart," I quipped.
"I think I did," she nodded, before adding, "but I'm not a one guy or girl woman."
"But you are a tight little sister ass slut," I pointed out, as I began thrusting deep into her as she bounced back onto me.
"Oh yesssss," she screamed, "I fucking love your dick up my shit hole."
"Such a dirty mouth," I teased.
"Ream my asshole you sodomizing incest bastard," she demanded, furiously bouncing on my dick.
"Beg to come," I ordered, "beg to come like a cheap ass slut."
"Oh please," she moaned, clearly close, "please let your obedient bitch sister come from her brother's big dick."
"More," I demanded, my second orgasm of the morning already close.
"I'll be your live-in sister slut," she continued. "I'll bring home other girls for you, even Janice."
"One at a time," I grunted, "first we get Sophia."
"Oh yes," Samantha moaned happily, "we need to bring her down a peg."
"A few pegs," I added.
"So close, big brother," she whimpered, "can I please come, Master?"
I was close too and decided to try and reach orgasm simultaneously. So I said, "On the count of five."
"Kkkkk," she whimpered, seemingly holding back from an eruption that was imminent.
"Five," I began the countdown as I slammed hard into her.
"Oh God," she trembled.
"Four."
"Can't hold back," she moaned, as our bodies slammed into each other with urgent lust.
"Three, two," I counted quickly knowing I too was about to erupt.
"Come in my asshole," she screamed, "fill me up."
"One," I bellowed as I exploded deep in her rectum.
"Yes," she screamed simultaneously as her orgasm erupted out of her and she collapsed forward.
I moved forward myself as I continued dumping my second load of the day inside her.
"God," was all she could muster as her whole body quaked and I finished depositing my load in her butt.
When I pulled out, she remained on her stomach, and I stared at her gaping hole, my cum slightly leaking out of it.
I stood up as she finally rolled onto her back and said, "I can't believe how good you are for a virgin."
"I'm considering losing all three of my virginities in you," I said, not sure I could resist the one hole I hadn't filled.
"I'm willing," she smiled, "I imagine your dick would feel amazing pounding my pussy, but I want you to be sure you want it to be me."
Hearing her be so sensitive, especially after I just fucked her ass and deposited my cum in it, made me want to even more.
I said, "I think I finally love you as a sister."
"Asshole," she laughed.
"I actually meant that in a nice way," I laughed back, as I leaned in and kissed her.
For a couple of minutes we kissed tenderly, a complete contrast to the recent, urgent, aggressive fucking.
Breaking the kiss, I asked, "Do you think you can have Sophia here in a couple of hours?"



"I bet she will come grovelling if I call her," Samantha said.
"Get her here for three," I said, "I have a delicious plan."
"You do, do you?" she asked, smiling.
"I do," I nodded, "so go clean up and have breakfast."
"Yes, sir," she saluted again.
"Today we make Sophia a nerd cum bucket," I said, leaving.
"What?" she called out, but I was already heading to the shower.
...
A couple hours later, Samantha had already demanded that Sophia get her ass over here by 3. I told Samantha the plan, which included hiding a video camera in the room to film my sodomy of Sophia.
"Sophia will come in all apologetic, but you will insist you won't even talk about it until she gets you off. Get her naked, and then after you come, leave, but demand she stays on all fours."
"And then what?" she asked.
"I'm going to walk in, my cock already lubed up and fuck her ass," I explained.
"She hates anal," Samantha said, "although she loves cum."
"Interesting," I nodded, even though I already knew she loved cum from eavesdropping earlier and she didn't seem overly eager about anal. "After I tear her ass apart, I plan to give her a nice bukkake with all my buddies."
"How?" she asked, before adding, "I don't want anyone to know about us."
"Me either," I quipped, "that's why you will leave before my friends show up."
"You are quite the puppet master," she smiled, before adding, "make sure you have enough stamina in you for one last fuck with me tonight."
"I'll try," I smiled.
"You make it happen," she firmly ordered.
"I believe I'm the one in charge here," I quipped back.
"Only when your dick is available for me," she countered.
"Fair enough," I laughed.
There was a knock at the door half an hour later and I answered it. I greeted, "Hi, Sophia."
"Hey," she greeted, clearly nervous. As she walked in, she asked, "Is she upset?"
"She seems her normal self to me," I shrugged.
"Good," she nodded, with a glimmer of hope.
"Yeah, bitchy," I joked, before adding, "she's in her room."
Sophia headed up there as I texted my three buddies a cryptic message, a follow up to an earlier call to each of them about our Holy Grail (which is our geek Indiana Jones symbolic joke about eventually getting laid):
Be here in the basement in twenty. Come in the back door and be quiet. I have the surprise of a lifetime.
I went to the door and eavesdropped.
Perfect timing.
"Get naked, bitch," my in-top-bitch-form sister demanded.
"But..." Sophia began.
"Now, you fucking bitch," Samantha roared. "I didn't get off last night because of you and now you're going to fix that."
"Nothing happened," Sophia stressed, as she likely got undressed.
"I believe you," my sister said, before adding, "you would never betray me in such a way."
"I wouldn't," Sophia replied.
"Now get licking," Samantha ordered.
"Yes, Mistress," Sophia whispered, just loud enough for me to hear as my cock hardened.
Samantha, knowing I was listening, moaned, "That's it, you fucking slut, lick my cunt."
"What about your brother?" Sophia asked.
"You still plan to fuck him?" Samantha asked back.
"I was just teasing him," Sophia admitted, as I had suspected.
"But I thought he had a big dick?" my sister quipped.
"But he's still a nerd," Sophia responded.
"That he is," Samantha agreed. "Now get back to your full time job."
For a few minutes there was mostly silence other than soft moans until Samantha got animated, "Oh yes, fuck my cunt with your tongue," and "God, this is the only thing you are good at," and "don't you fucking stop."
Seconds later, she screamed, "Fuck, yes."
Sophia giggled a minute later, "I'm pretty sure your brother knows what we are doing."
"Probably jerking his big dick listening at the door," Samantha quipped back, knowing that was exactly what I was doing, as I rubbed my hard cock through my jeans.
"Imagine if he walked in right now," Sophia said, while laughing.
Samantha foreshadowed, "He'd probably make you his bitch and take that ass of yours."
"That is an out hole only," Sophia protested.
"Except for my thin strap-on," Samantha countered.
"And that was a one-time thing," Sophia said.
"We'll see," Samantha again foreshadowed, before adding, "I have to pee. But don't you dare get off your knees. You are not done getting forgiven yet."
"Yes, Mistress," Sophia responded.
The door opened and Samantha whispered, as she gave my stiff cock one quick squeeze, "She's all yours."
I nodded and sauntered in, my phone filming already, as I quietly moved behind her. Directly behind her, I asked, "Ready to see what nine inches feels like, Sophia?"
"What the hell?" she questioned, clearly surprised and moving to cover herself.
"Time to see what nine inches looks like," I answered, cupping my crotch.
"What?" she asked, realizing I was filming her. "You better not be filming me."
"Oh, don't worry, I have a lot of evidence of your cunt licking already," I said.
"Samantha," Sophia yelled, before demanding, "Get the fuck out."
To my surprise, Samantha popped back into the room, now dressed in a sundress (quick like Superman), "Just do as he tells you."
Sophia gasped, "What? Why?"
She then went into an Oscar worthy performance as she apologized, "I'm sorry, Sophia, but he got the pictures off my phone."
"Oh, no," Sophia said, her face going white.
"And virgin dickhead here promises to delete them all and never show them if you be his slut for an hour," Samantha revealed.
"Seriously?" Sophia asked, her face again squinting with disgust. "That's blackmail."
"It could be worse," Samantha said with a smirk. "Apparently he really is well-endowed."
"Knees, Sophia," I ordered, still filming.
Sophia glanced to Samantha but my sister nodded, "You've done worse."
"And much smaller," I added.
"Fine," she nodded, before quipping smugly, "It'll probably only take a few seconds."
Samantha smiled slightly, but said, "I don't want to watch this."
I quipped, "Yeah, that would be weird."
Samantha left and I ordered again, "Knees."
"Is the only way you can get a girl is by blackmail?" she asked, still in bitch mode.
"Semantics," I shrugged, before adding, "Plus, A slut is a slut," as I snapped my fingers, more determined to dominate and humiliated this pretty, anorexic bitch.
"Shut the phone off," she demanded, covered only by a blanket.
"Fine," I shrugged tossing the phone on the bed, knowing the whole scene was being filmed by the hidden camera I'd set up an hour earlier. "Now get the fuck over here or all the photos of you lezzing out go viral."
She began moving to me, but still had the blanket around her.
"Get rid of the blanket too," I ordered.
"Fine," she said, "you've probably never seen a naked girl in person anyway."
As she dropped the blanket, I quipped, "Not many, but you're the first whose tits are smaller than most of the football linebackers."
"Fuck off," she snapped, just as she dropped to her knees in front of me.
"Fish out my cock, no tits," I ordered, smugly.
"You're such an asshole," she said, as she obeyed my order.
I smiled, thinking to myself that is exactly where my dick was going next, but instead I shrugged, "That's what my sister said."
Once my cock was out and in her hands, her eyes betrayed her defiant bitchiness as they went big.
I asked, "It's a lot bigger than the steroid Neanderthals you usually spread your legs for, isn't it?"
She didn't respond as she stroked my cock seemingly in awe of how big it was.
"Go ahead, I'm told you love sucking cock, no tits" I said.
She looked up at me with a glare, obviously insecure about her small tits, but didn't say anything as she opened her pretty lips and took my cock in between them.
"That's it, suck my cock, no tits" I moaned.
She took her time as she slowly bobbed up and down on my cock. I asked, after a couple of minutes, when I pulled my cock out of her mouth, "Am I the biggest cock you have sucked?"
"Yes," she admitted, before taking my cock back in her mouth, clearly no longer disgusted by me...
I enjoyed a couple minutes more, where she impressively took over seven inches in her mouth, while she began to rub herself. I asked, again pulling my cock out of her mouth, "Ready to get fucked?"
"God, yes," she admitted with a look of insatiable lust in her eyes.
"You sure?" I asked, "I thought you thought I was just a nerd."
"Sometimes size matters," she purred, stroking my cock.
"Good to know," I smirked, before ordering, "Now bend over the end of the bed, no tits."
"Please, it's Sophia," she said, even as she obeyed.
I took my pants and underwear off, grabbed the anal lube I had conveniently left on Samantha's desk and lubed my dick.
She looked back, now bent over, and said with a smile, "Trust me, you won't need lube."
"Why not?" I asked, amused, as I lathered my dick, my true intentions still not revealed.
"Because I'm wet as hell," she admitted.
"From sucking my cock?" I asked, as I moved towards her.
"Although I'll never admit this in public, I want that big cock in me," she admitted.
Reaching her, I surprised her, by dropping to my knees and licking her, indeed, very wet pussy, curious if her taste was different than Samantha'. It was. Sweatier and with a stronger scent.
"Oh," she moaned, "the boys usually just slam it in me."
"Oh, I plan to do that too," I quipped, as I sucked on her clit, wanting to get her as horny as I could.
"Fuck, that feels so good," she moaned.
After about a minute, her moans increasing, I stood back up and asked, "Ready to be fucked?"
"God, yes," she moaned, as my cock teased her pussy entrance.
"Beg bitch," I ordered, tempted briefly to slide my dick in her pussy. Yet, I didn't want to lose my virginity to her.
She didn't hesitate as she begged, "Slide that big dick in my pussy."
"That's all you got?" I questioned, as I continued teasing her pussy lips.
"Make me your cheerleader slut. I'll do anything for you, Eddie," she pleaded, her wetness dripping onto my cock. "Fill me up, Eddie, with that huge fucking prick."
"In your ass?" I questioned, as I quickly moved my dick up and slammed it into her ass.
"Fuuuuuck!" she screamed, "Pull it out, pull it out, pull it out!"
"Just relax, no tits," I said, my hands firmly on her hips, in awe of how tight her ass was. "The pain will go away... eventually."
"Pull it out," she repeated, as all nine inches were now deep in her ass.
"For an hour you're my slut, slut, and you did say you would do anything," I reminded her. "And I am saving my virginity for someone special."
"I fucking hate you," she said through gritted teeth.
"I'm not a big fan of yours either," I said, "You're a complete bitch, but fuck you have a tight ass."
"Better a bitch than a nerd," she snapped back, unable to keep her mouth shut... clearly too dumb to understand that at the moment all the power was in my hands.
"If you say so," I shrugged, as I bucked my ass and went even deeper into her.
"Fuck, stop," she screamed.
"Then stop being a bitch, and just obey like the cum slut you are," I suggested, as I began slowly fucking her ass.
"Go slow," she begged, oddly shut up by name calling.
"Sure," I agreed, wanting to enjoy this sodomy. I wanted to take my time and fuck her ass until she actually enjoyed it. I wanted to make her an ass slut.
For a few minutes, I continued slowly fucking her ass, enjoying the intense tightness as well as her whimpers, which slowly shifted over time.
"You're beginning to like it in the ass, aren't you, cum slut?" I asked, beginning to move faster.
"No," she lied, even as she moaned softly.
I slapped her ass. "Don't lie to me, cum slut."
"Fine," she yelped, "I like it."
"What do you like?" I asked.
"Your cock in my ass," she moaned, as I began pumping in and out of her ass faster.
"Beg, slut," I demanded.
"Please, Eddie, fuck my ass with your big cock," she moaned, as she moved her left hand to her pussy.
"Do you want to come from getting ass fucked?" I questioned, now slamming into her.
"God, yes," she moaned louder, her orgasm getting close.
"Because you're an ass slut for nerd dick?" I questioned.
"Yes, yes," she admitted.
"Say it, cum slut," I ordered, knowing her words, once edited, would be blackmail for life.
"I'm a cheerleading ass slut for big dick nerds," she declared, before coming seconds later.
My own orgasm close, I continued fucking her hard throughout her orgasm, before pulling out and ordering, "Knees, cum slut."
She weakly obeyed, her orgasm still sending pleasure through her, and looked up at me.
I pumped my cock and said, "I understand you like facials."
"How do you know that?" she asked, just as my cum rocketed out of my cock and onto her pretty face.
Four ropes later, I ordered, "Open up, cum slut."
She obeyed and I slid my cock back in her mouth. I slowly fucked her mouth for a couple of minutes before pulling out and ordering, "Follow me."
"Where?" she asked, as she wiped a bit of cum from her closed right eye.
"To the basement," I said.
"Why?" she asked.
"Just obey, cum slut," I sighed, annoyed by her questions.
"Aren't we done?" she asked.
"We still have half an hour," I said. "And I have a few big surprises for you still."
"Like what?"
"You'll see," I said ominously. "Now follow me."
"Naked?" she asked.
"Yes," I sighed again.
She stood up and said, "Oh fuck, you really did a number on my ass."
I laughed, "That was the plan."
"Actually, back on your knees," I said.
She looked at my still hard dick and said, "Does that thing ever go down?"
"Occasionally," I said, as she returned to her knees.
She moved her hand back to my dick and said, "I can't believe someone like you has a dick like this."
I said, "Most guys like me have dicks like this."
"No way," she said, accidentally setting herself up for what I had planned next.
"Now don't move," I ordered, "I'll be back with your surprise in a minute."
I hurried out, grabbed the towel I had left for me outside the door, wrapped it around my body, and went downstairs.
All three of my buddies were there and Wally immediately asked, "Why are you in a towel?"
"Because I just finished fucking Sophia," I answered.
"Fuck off," both Wally and Alex said.
"Seriously," I nodded. "and now all three of you get to get blow jobs from her."
"Bull shit," Wally called.
"I wouldn't believe me either," I said, "but it's true. Now follow me, before she gets suspicious."
Before they could say anything else, I headed back upstairs.
Martin, who hadn't said anything, finally spoke, "I'm going, why would he lie?"
"True," Wally agreed.
All three were behind me as I returned to Samantha's room.
As I entered, Sophia was still on her knees, and began to speak, "About time, I was...what the fuck?"
"Holy shit," Martin gasped, looking down at the naked, cum coated face, of Sophia.
Sophia went to cover herself up again and I threatened, "Don't you dare move, slut."
"You asshole," she snapped, but obeyed.
"This is payback for being such a bitch all those years," I said.
"I'm first," Martin declared, already out of his pants.
"Three nerd dicks, three facials," I revealed.
"And then this blackmail is done?" she asked, even as she glanced over to Martin's cock. Seven inches and thick.
"Yep," I lied.
"Fine," she said, before threatening, "if any of you ever breathe a word of this I will fucking kill you."
"Who would believe us?" Martin asked, as he moved in front of the kneeling cheerleader.
She laughed, as she took his cock in her hands, "Fair enough." After a moment, she said, as she stroked it, "Fuck, your dick is thick."
"Now get sucking," Martin ordered, very out of character.
"Are all nerds demanding assholes?" she asked, as she leaned forward and took his cock in her mouth.
"Oh God," Martin groaned.
As she bobbed on his cock, which stretched her mouth wide, I grabbed the hidden camcorder and moved it for a better view.
As I filmed her, Wally and Alex got out of their pants and waited their turn.
Not surprisingly, Martin didn't last long, as he grunted after just over a minute, "Fuck."
"Pull out and coat her face," I ordered.
He did and immediately sprayed his load on her face.
Her eyes closed, she still had no idea I was filming her close, as Wally said, "I'm next" and pushed Martin out of the way and shoved his cock roughly into the cum covered, eyes closed, cheerleader.
Cum on her eyes, all she could do was suck, and she did.
It was fucking hot to watch, my cock again iron-clad stiff.
"Can I fuck her?" Alex asked.
"Sure," I agreed, "but you got to come on her face."
"Sure," he nodded, going behind her.
To my surprise, Sophia didn't protest, but instead, repositioned herself onto all fours, all the while never taking the cock in her mouth out. Obviously, the humiliation was turning her on.
Alex moved behind her, knelt down and slid his cock into the only hole not yet used.
"Holy fuck, so hot," Alex groaned.
Sophia finally spoke, her eyes still closed though, "God, yes, fuck me nerd, fuck me hard."
Wally shoved his cock back in her mouth and demanded, "Keep sucking, our cheerleader slut."
And she did, moving her body like a rocking horse so she could deep throat Wally's dick and then take all of Alex's in her pussy.
I filmed the entire thing and got a close up as Wally pulled out and shot his load all over her face and open mouth.
"Oh God, harder, fuck me harder," she demanded, even as cum hit her face.
"Want another load?" I asked, as I moved in front of her, handing the camera to Martin.
"Yes," she moaned, although I wasn't sure if it was in reply to my question, or the orgasm building from getting fucked.
I didn't care either way, as I slid my cock in her open mouth.
She resumed the rocking horse movement, taking the majority of my cock in her mouth with her forward bobs.
In less than a minute, Sophia screamed, "I'm coming!"
"Come my cheerleading slut," I demanded.
"Yes," she agreed, as her orgasm hit her.
Alex warned a few seconds later, "I'm getting close."
"Pull out and come give her a present," I ordered.
He did, hurrying over as I moved away and jerked his cock on the trembling, on all fours, cheerleader.
"Come all over my face, stud," she demanded, opening her mouth wide, even as she continued trembling.
"Oh fuck," Alex grunted, as he obliged her request.
And it was all filmed as I watched in awe the most cum I'd ever seen shoot out of one cock, including porn... and I had watched a lot of porn.
"Holy fuck," Martin joked, "have you ever come before?"
When he was finally done, I slid my cock back in her mouth, and began fucking her face. Her slobbering sounds were hot and I held her head and pumped my dick in and out of her mouth. She gagged a couple times as I pushed all nine inches down her throat, but she kept sucking.
It took me a few minutes, but my balls again boiled and I erupted one final load all over her face. As I did, both Alex and Wally took pictures with their phones of the completely cum covered face of the pretty, bitchy cheerleader.
I asked, "Want a towel?"
"Please," she nodded, as she began wiping cum off her face around her eyes.
I handed her her shirt and she used it to wipe the abundance of cum all over her.
When she finally opened her eyes, she saw the video camera and the phones, and she snapped, "Really?"



"It's just so you will be a good nerd cum slut for now on," I replied.
"You lied," she said.
"I did," I nodded, "something I know you are good at."
She looked down and saw that it was her shirt in her hand. "For fuck's sake," she sighed.
"Starting now, you will be our cum slut," I said.
"You can't be serious," she said, even as she looked at the three cocks that were all still hard.
"Ever been triple teamed?" I asked.
Yet instead of anger, she said, "You guys are fucking insatiable."
"Go fill all her holes boys," I said.
"I can't believe I'm allowing this," she said, as she straddled Wally's cock.
"I can," I said, as she devoured Wally's cock, and bent forward to allow access to her ass.
As Martin moved behind her, I added, "A slut is always a slut."
I grabbed the video camera and filmed Sophia as she got triple-teamed by my three best friends.
As I did, I pondered how I was going to blackmail Kara and how I was going to save Janice.
Could I have my cake and eat it too?
The End... for now.
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Lesbian MILF Seductress: Nurse
My name is Bree. I am a Lesbian MILF Seductress. You may have already read a few of my seduction tales. Girls have always been eager to crawl between my legs and take a taste of my sweet nectar. In high school, I learned of this gift and had fellow classmates, friends, teachers, a black neighbor and my best friend's Mother submit as my personal pussy pleasers. In college so far, I've had sorority girls, my dorm Mother, my English professor and others beg for the privilege of being between my legs. One day I was in the hospital having some tests done when an opportunity presented itself to me... as it often does. This seduction occurred a year after the seduction of my first MILF Nadine, but after a few more MILF seductions.
I hadn't seen the naughty nurse for a couple years when I bumped into her while shopping last week. She was with her two daughters, and as soon as she saw me her face went flushed. I sauntered over to her and greeted, "Hi, Miranda."
"Hi, Bree," she replied, nervously.
I continued, "Long time, no see."
We chatted briefly as her two college-aged girls watched, wondering how I knew her. I hugged her, sliding my card in her jacket pocket, and whispered, "Call me tonight, understood?"
She nodded in reluctant agreement and we went our separate ways. After reconnecting with her face buried in my pussy, and a surprising plot twist even I wasn't expecting, I ordered her to write down how she became my MILF slut in the first place.
Without further ado, her story...
I can truthfully say that other than a couple of truth or dare kisses in high school, and one really drunk evening at a sorority party in college, I'd never done anything sexual with a woman. Each of those times it was just kissing, which was nice and pleasant and semi-erotic, but it didn't make me question my sexuality... I liked men!
I married a wonderful man, raised two great kids and had a job as a nurse that I usually loved. I mean, let's be honest... there are days when I wonder why I chose to be a nurse, but I imagine all jobs are like that.
My kids are in college now, and my husband works in oil and is often gone a lot... so I often pick up extra shifts to keep busy... empty nest syndrome hit me like a bitch... I'm forty-six and alone many nights. I like to think it was loneliness that led to the predicament I'm currently in. I should also note that although I still loved my husband, our sex life had fizzled over the years, and I craved that feeling of raw sexual hunger I used to have. Maybe it was menopause, maybe it was just a rekindling of my sex drive, but either way, during the past six months I'd attempted to initiate, often unsuccessfully, more sex with my husband. I'd also purchased a couple of new toys and had even attempted a little solo butt play to fulfill my blooming sex drive.
This background hopefully will explain my state of mind and ultimately my utter weakness, which led to my submitting to a nineteen-year-old in the hospital where I work.
It was a day like every other work day: long, busy and chaotic. Thankfully, I only had an hour left in my shift. In room 734 was a young bitchy girl, Bree, who was having a variety of tests done in an attempt to figure out why she'd recently been having constant dizzy spells.
She was a very pretty girl, but rather demanding. That said, it was nothing really out of the ordinary... at first. She'd had a couple visitors including her mom, and by curfew there was only one friend remaining with her.
It was when I went to send the friend home for the hospital's quiet time that things began to unravel. I was just about to walk in and ask her friend to leave when I heard moans... moans that were clearly sexual in nature. I paused and listened.
I listened to the moans for a brief time as I tried to decide how to deal with this odd situation. I had on a couple of occasions caught a guy and girl having sex in a room, but never two girls. I was both completely shocked and surprisingly aroused by the thought of seeing two girls in the throes of passion.
Suddenly, I clearly heard the patient's voice, "That's it, slut. Suck my clit."
I stood paralyzed, unable to believe my ears. The lesbian act in the room was shocking, but the dirty talk was appalling. How could anyone address another woman with such vulgarity? Why would a woman, even a dumb coed, allow herself to be treated in such a way?
I attempted to move, but my feet felt like they were cast in cement. As my head spun with how to deal with this absurd scenario, I heard the patient's voice, "I'm getting close slut, don't you dare fucking slow down."
I was aghast at her language and decided I must stop this right now. Other patients, guests or even worse, a supervisor could hear. I stormed into the room and was confronted by the patient lying on her back with her legs spread open, and her brunette friend between her legs, clearly performing oral sex. I demanded firmly, "Stop it this instant!"
The brunette attempted to move her head away, but the patient grabbed her head and held it between her thighs. She moaned, ignoring me, "I'm almost there, slut, keep licking my cunt."
The patient said all this with her eyes boring unashamedly into mine. I stared back in stunned silence, shocked at the scene and her lack of propriety. I ignored my confusing tingle down below as I witnessed this sexual act, and as the patient's moans increased, I insisted again, "This must stop right now."
The patient glared at me through a moan and said in a very authoritative tone, "Unless you plan to replace my slut, just stand there, watch and be quiet."
She began moving her hips up and down and a few seconds later moaned, "I'm coming slut, suck up all your Mistress' juices."
The brunette moved her head up and down eagerly, apparently attempting to obey the absurd demand.
All the while, I was watching this perverse act, unable to take my eyes off of it... kind of like driving by a car accident: you don't want to look, but you always do.
The patient finally spoke normally, looking directly at me as she let the brunette's head go, "Did you enjoy the show?"
"What?" I asked.
The brunette stood up and turned to face me, not remotely ashamed by what she had just been caught doing, her face shiny with her friend's... Mistress'... juices.
The patient asked, blasé as if she were asking about the weather, "Did you enjoy watching my slut here licking my cunt?"
"No," I replied adamantly, "I'm shocked and appalled by your actions."
She chuckled, "Really? Judging by the colour of your cheeks and your breathing, I think you got off on it."
"I did no such thing, and I won't have you speaking to me that way," I replied, angry at her scandalous accusation.
Still smiling, she continued, "I bet if my slut here crawled over to you and checked your panties, they'd be wet, wouldn't they?"
Suddenly noticing she was right and that my panties indeed were very damp, my face blushed more deeply than before, the shame of my wetness and guilt on display. I stammered, no longer in control, "T-t-this is ludicrous."
Her smile broadening, she offered, "If you need to get off, I can have my slut here eat your cunt for you. This is my room after all, and I do wish to be a good hostess."
"I've had enough of this, I'm going to talk to my supervisor."
As I began to leave, she demanded, her tone dominant, "Stop."
For some reason, I did.
"Let's make something clear," she began, standing up and striding over to me without a hint of dizziness. "You're not going anywhere near your supervisor. You're going to beg for permission to eat my pussy."
"W-w-what?" I stammered flabbergasted, even though I'd heard her clearly. I don't know why I didn't walk out right then and there, yet I watched her arrive directly in front of me as if I were a deer in the headlights.
Her hand went under my skirt and to my wet panties. Her smile got even wider as she smugly assessed, "You're soaked right through your panties."
I finally attempted to move away, but she reached behind me and grabbed my ass firmly, restraining me.
She asked, "Nurse, why are you so wet?"
I attempted to appear strong and dignified, ignoring her accurate accusation, "Young lady, let me go."
Ignoring my instruction, and with no real resistance from me, she wriggled her finger inside my panties, and in one swift strike was inside my wet vagina. I let out a reactive moan, as she pumped my oft-ignored pussy with her finger. My resolute determination withered as the sensations of pleasure filled me. The dominant patient demanded, "Are you still going to your boss?"
I was unable to respond, my head a muddled mess of lust, humiliation and anger all colliding into each other, each competing in a demolition derby for dominance.
Suddenly she pulled her finger out and placed it in her mouth. "Mmmmm, not bad for someone your age." She let me go and walked back to her bed, her brunette friend having silently watched the entire exchange.
Still frozen in place, my vagina leaking slightly and begging for more, I attempted to collect myself.
The patient, sitting back on her bed, smiled and said, "Tomorrow I expect you to be without panties and I expect you to be ready to submit to me as my MILF pet. I know, and you know, you not only want to, but you need to do this."
"Excuse me?" I questioned, offended yet again by her scandalous assessment of me.
"I think my requirements were pretty clear, I could see it in your eyes. As soon as my finger slid inside your wet pussy and you didn't stop me, you were mine and would have done anything I said. But I don't want to take you like that. I want you to think about it overnight, then to come to me tomorrow and submit to me of your own premeditated will."
"I will never..." I began.
She cut me off, "Never say never. I'm seldom wrong about these things. I can recognize a wannabe lesbian craving for a Mistress like no other and you, my pretty slut, are definitely in desperate need of a Mistress... even if you don't yet know it."
Before the situation could get any worse, I turned and walked out of the room. Back at my desk, I sat down and tried to collect myself. A couple minutes later, the pretty brunette was standing at my desk saying, "Ma'am, I suggest you don't resist her. She's irresistible and doesn't take no for an answer. If you do resist you'll only be fighting yourself, and that's never pleasant."
I shook my head no and replied, "I could never give in to something like that."
The brunette, her tone and expression serious, "Oh, I've seen many straight women and girls drop to their knees to serve Mistress and you will, too."
"I won't," I replied defiantly.
She put her finger to my lips, the scent powerful and enticing, "I was ordered by Mistress Bree that I mustn't leave until you'd cleaned my finger of her cum."
I shook my head, no.
She pleaded, "You have to, ma'am. If I don't fulfill a task she's demanded I do, she'll punish me."
"Punish you? How?"
"Who knows? She doesn't accept disobedience, and failure is the same as disobedience. I've never disobeyed, but I know others who have, and they had to let some greasy fat guy at high school ass-fuck them last year."
"Oh my," I said suddenly concerned for this cute brunette. Curiosity was building inside me about this patient's power, so I asked, "But why do you submit to her?"
She shrugged, "Well, her pussy is the most addicting taste in the world, and I get great pleasure from pleasing her. Also, we're very good friends, and I've always done what she expects of me; I've always wanted to."
I objected, "But that isn't healthy."
She smiled finally, "I disagree. In every relationship there needs to be a leader and a follower. Bree's a natural leader and I'm a natural follower; it's not what we do, it's who we are."
"But I'm not a follower."
"I don't know you well enough to judge overall, but just now I could see very clearly that you were under her spell when you were in her room, just like many other women have been."
I defended my actions, "I was just so taken aback by what I was seeing, I didn't know how to react."
"But you didn't stop us, and later you didn't stop her," she countered.
"I tried to," I argued.
"With weak words and even weaker attempts to break her grip. You were pulled into her alluring aura and you didn't truly want to break free. Oh sure, you thought you did, but your body, which is what rules you in the end, was eager to submit unconditionally to Mistress Bree."
I didn't respond as I tried to figure out a basis for contradicting her assessment when she almost finished me off with, "Let me ask you this, ma'am. If she'd kept fingering you, would you have allowed her to get you off?"
"I don't know," I replied mindlessly, my head swimming, and unsure myself, even though the answer should have been obvious. There really was something captivating about this patient even though I had no idea what.
"Ah, but you do know," the brunette disagreed with me, pushing her cum-coated finger in my mouth. "Here's just a sample," she purred, pulling it out as fast as she'd put it in, "and directly from the source is so much better. The brunette winked and sauntered away as I stared in bewildered awe, the taste of the patient's pussy ever-so-subtly tantalising my mouth. If, as she claimed, she was a natural follower, she certainly hadn't demonstrated that characteristic to me!
But she was right. I did know, but there was no way I was admitting that to some stranger.
Luckily, my shift ended soon afterwards and I went home.
That night, no matter how much I tried (and trust me I tried), I couldn't get those girls' words out of my head. My vagina begged for attention and I desperately tried to resist the desire to pleasure myself. My mind continued to play tricks on me as I imagined being between the blonde's legs just like her brunette friend was, even though before this I'd never even considered pleasing a woman in such a way. I imagined her calling me crude names and my getting off on hearing them, something else that I'd never ever considered remotely stimulating; if my husband called me a slut, I'd cut off his nuts and moments later have them grilling on the barbeque for his supper. I imagined her fingering me, exciting me, driving me wild, until I begged her for release. My body taking over, just like the brunette said it would, I grabbed a vibrator, fell onto my bed and fucked myself to an intense orgasm, the fantasy of becoming my patient's pet playing in my head.
The next morning, I tried to get someone to take my shift. Thinking straight now, I knew it was best if I didn't see this girl at all. But no one was available, and I was far too responsible just to phone in sick and leave my fellow nurses shorthanded.
I arrived at work, with panties on, and did my shift as usual. I entered her room a couple of hours into my shift and an older woman, about my age apparently, was there visiting, which relaxed me slightly.
I checked her charts and she asked, "Have you considered my proposition?"
I was rather surprised by the question, the other woman being right there, but realized the question was generic and didn't reveal anything.
I answered honestly, "I spent a lot of time considering it, and regretfully I must decline."
"Really?" she asked, genuinely surprised by my answer.
"Yes," I responded, confidently.
"A pity," she replied, "my cunt really needs some attention today."
I gasped, her outrageous statement being made in front of another woman.
"Don't worry, nurse slut," she said to me, "Nadine too is a slut of mine. Actually, remember the slut you watched eating my cunt last night? This is her mother."
I looked at the older woman, who seemed embarrassed by this revelation, but didn't deny it.
Bree continued with the most humiliating introductions ever, "Slut Nadine, meet Slut Nurse; Slut Nurse, Slut Nadine."
The older woman said, sounding as casual as could be, "Nice to meet you."
I replied, out of politeness, even as I burned with shame and anger, "Nice to meet you, too."
Bree asked, "So you're positive you don't want to submit to me?"
"Yes," I replied.
"Yes you want to submit to me, or yes you don't want to submit to me?" she asked, attempting to manipulate my answer.
"I don't want to submit to you," I answered confidently.
She shrugged, "If you say so. If you change your mind when your cunt gets all tingly inside, come back, and if you beg, like the lez slut you really are, I may allow you the privilege of becoming my newest MILF cunt-pleaser."
I turned away and walked out, my face red with anger and my pussy frustratingly wet. This was going to be a long shift.
An hour later, the woman left Bree's room, her face shiny, having clearly pleasured Bree like her daughter had done last night. Part of me was repulsed, but another part of me felt curious. I couldn't believe what I was feeling. I pushed it away and avoided her room as best I could. The next few hours flew by chaotically like they often do, and the lone time I was in Bree's room she was chatting with her mother. Bree gave me a slight smug smile, but she didn't say anything to me.
Later, I had been dealing with a couple of crises in a row in maternity, and by the time I returned to my regular floor it was an hour into quiet time. I prayed that Bree had no after-curfew visitors, and I decided to send in Maxine to make sure. I wasn't completely convinced I could resist the young woman if we were alone. My vagina had been tingling the entire shift, even as I desperately tried to squelch the burning desire.
I went to the desk and Maxine wasn't there. I waited a few minutes before a disturbing thought popped into my head. I hoped I was wrong, but I approached Bree's room and as I'd feared, I heard soft moans again. I peeked into the room and was stunned to see Maxine, my twenty-four-year-old colleague, in her white nurse uniform, who had even recently gotten married, busy between Bree's legs.



I should have immediately stopped the sexual debauchery, yet instead I stood in the doorway and watched, as my own pussy was begging for attention. Bree moaned, "That's it slut, lick my asshole."
I gasped, loud enough to reveal I was watching. Bree chuckled and ordered, holding my colleague's head in place between her legs, "Slut Nurse! Get in here, now."
I sheepishly entered her room and Bree let go of Maxine's head, instructing her, "Leave us alone, my pet. Make sure we're not interrupted."
Maxine replied submissively, "Yes, ma'am."
Maxine shuffled past me, avoiding eye contact, closing the door behind her.
"Have a change of heart?" Bree asked, her legs still wide open, her completely shaved pussy staring at me liquidly.
"No, I came in here to stop this ridiculous game you're playing. This is a hospital, not a whorehouse," I answered, concealing the growing sexual temptation that was still building inside me.
She smiled, smugly, and laughed, "Oh, how perfectly dignified of you. But I know the truth."
"The truth?" I questioned.
"You've been thinking about me all day. You've been desperately trying not to, yet thinking about me nonetheless. You can't figure out why, just like Slut Maxine couldn't."
"Maxine just got married," I explained. What that explained wasn't clear.
"Yes, she told me that just a few minutes before she began licking my asshole."
"How?" I asked.
Bree shrugged, "It's a gift, or a curse, depending on your point of view. I have a sixth sense or something, I just have the ability to tell when a straight woman is curious about the other side. Younger women like Maxine are easy, they just flock to me like moths to a candle. But older sluts like you... well... you MILFs can be a bit more of a challenge."
"Don't call me names," I demanded.
Bree continued, ignoring my futile demand, "You see, I can read you so easily. You have a husband who ignores you, yet you're just reaching your sexual peak. You're desperate for attention, and right now you're wondering if you're horny enough to submit to a nineteen-year-old stranger. Am I right?"
I stammered, her words dead on target, my resistance to her weakening, "I-I-I-don't-know."
"That's a lie, but it's not surprising. Right now you're fighting with yourself. Part of you is fighting with every bit of resistance you have left... fighting to turn around and walk out that door; while a larger part of you, the part that's growing like wildfire, is demanding that you walk towards me, put your face between my legs and submit to me like the lez-whore you know you are."
Being called a whore was a slap to the face, yet for some reason it only made my panties wetter. I tried to reason with her, "I'm not a whore, I've been faithful to my husband since the day we met."
"Possibly, but now you're about to cheat on him," she predicted with confidence.
I turned around to leave, when she threatened, "If you walk out of this room, the offer is officially withdrawn. I'll have your chubby colleague back in here to please me. On the other hand, you can turn back around, walk over here like you know you want to, and beg to be my Slut Nurse."
I stood frozen, unable to walk out, but also unable to turn back and walk towards her.
"Now!" she demanded, her tone startling me slightly.
This was the moment of truth. I should have stalked out like any dignified professional would do, but instead I felt my body almost moving on its own towards her. The brunette girl was right; when push comes to shove, the body decides, and the mind is no more than a passenger along for the ride.
Mindlessly I turned and slowly, like a sleepwalker, walked towards her.
"You understand I could have taken you yesterday. You already wanted me deep down, but to live with yourself you needed some time to accept it."
"Yes, ma'am," I replied, nearing her.
"You want to be my lez-slut, don't you?"
"Yes, ma'am," I whispered, humiliation burning through every pore of my being.
"Are you ready to submit to me? To take your place as my newest pet? To be my cunt-lapping nurse?" the teen questioned, pushing me to my limits.
"Yes, ma'am," I again whispered, staring at her glistening cunt as if it were a Picasso.
"You realize, do you not, that if I allow you to taste me, you'll become my unconditional pet?" Bree continued, not allowing me to bury my face in her beautiful wetness now that I had admitted wanting to do so.
"Yes, ma'am," I nodded shamefully.
"Very good. And now that's settled, first, my nurse slut, the correct response is 'yes, Mistress'. You must be clear on who is in charge should we continue this... arrangement," Bree clarified, addressing me as if she were the adult and I the child.
My face burned as shame cascaded through me, yet I whispered, "Yes, Mistress, I understand."
Bree, further taking control, said, "OK, you have that part down. Now you must speak up and speak clearly when I ask you a question. There must be no misunderstanding of anything I say or mumbling as you reply. It's a part of your training to submit to whatever I may call on you to do. And humiliation is part of your learning your position. And rest assured that position will often be between my legs lapping eagerly like the submissive slut you are. But more than that, your position is under me, figuratively as well as literally. So whenever I humiliate you, which will be often, it is your duty... and paradoxically your fulfillment as you will learn... to own that humiliation and reply to me forthrightly.
"So now do you understand that you'll be my pet whenever and wherever I wish? For the next few moments you may still back away from this arrangement, though I truly doubt you will, and if you do I'll never mention our exchanges again. It will be as if we'd never met. But once your tongue slips between my pussy lips, you are irrevocably mine. So this is decision time. Will you follow your heart and submit to me, or will you go your own way?"
I fought the battle in my mind. I knew this commitment was wrong with every fibre of my being. I'm a married woman with two grown daughters of my own, just about this girl's age. Sure, I'd had a couple of sexual encounters prior to meeting my husband, but since I started dating him, I'd never even desired another person, much less actually cheated on him. I'd never entertained the idea of sex with one of my patients, certainly not in the hospital room itself. No, there were a multitude of reasons why this was wrong. But I was staring at a glistening shaved pussy, and I could only think of why it would be right.
Bree smiled, as if watching my internal struggle, a smile that smugly told me she knew it was only a matter of time before she won. And if she were to be believed, we both won.
I stared at her nether regions, which were still wet from where Maxine's tongue had only minutes ago bathed Bree's cunt and asshole.
No longer in control of my mind, my body overriding my common sense and professionalism, lust won out and I answered, "Yes, Mistress. I do want to submit to you."
Bree explained in vivid detail her expectations to me, "You are mine, then. You will lick my pussy and present yourself for me to fuck whenever I wish. You will pleasure not only me, but whomever I wish, however I wish, and wherever I wish. Do you remember Katherine, whom you first saw serving me? She's my slut, as you know. But she's also my best friend, and my favorite slut. She's very obedient and very innovative, which is why she's my favorite. She's my second in command. You may count on pleasuring her. Unless I contradict her, you will obey her as you would me. Anyone else will be at my discretion or hers. Do you understand all this and accept it?"
My head was spinning. The expectations kept expanding, becoming more risky, more intrusive, yet the cunt in front of me, glistening like perfection, was beckoning me in. Although I knew I should flee, there was still time to do so, yet my body craved submission, craved her pussy and at that moment of vulnerability and lust, I was willing to agree to anything.
After a moment, I again accepted the extreme terms of a nineteen-year-old, as I answered, "Yes, Mistress Bree, I agree to all your requirements."
"Very well my nurse whore, you may please me," the teen offered, as if bestowing upon me the ultimate gift, and at the time they were the sweetest words I'd ever heard.
As I moved between her legs, crawling onto the bed, my head was still spinning. I never broke eye contact with her wet inviting pussy as I moved towards it, extended my tongue and tasted my first pussy.
"That's it, my slut, lick my cunt," Bree moaned.
I'd had no idea what it would taste like, last night's fingerful had been miniscule, but I was in awe of the honeyed taste that had me addicted instantly. The consistency of Bree's juices were slightly more watery than honey, yet honeylike nevertheless. I laughed inwardly at how, even though I was becoming inebriated at being between this young vixen's thighs, my nurse's mind was still evaluating things like the taste and consistency of her delicious juices.
There was no longer any denying though, I craved to be a bitch for this... well, for this bitch. But the word had two different meanings for the two different roles. I slid my tongue between Bree's cunt lips to find more pussy honey. I worked my way into Bree's tight hole as I thrust my tongue in and out with insatiable hunger.
"Such a hungry nurse slut," Bree moaned.
And I was. I wanted all her honey, yet I wanted to savour it. I withdrew my tongue from her hole and gently sucked the left one of her lips into my mouth and rolled it around inside my oral lips, then slowly moved to the other side to replicate the intimate action.
"Yes, pleasure every inch of your Mistress' box," the teen moaned.
I stared at Bree's clit, which hovered invitingly above her pussy opening, and after a brief pause, I moved my mouth upwards to pop that morsel inside. I rolled the hard little nub around in my mouth, eliciting a loud moan from Bree.
"Oh, yes," Bree whimpered.
Encouraged by my Mistress' sounds, I slid two fingers inside her tight, slick channel and curled them upwards, searching for her g-spot.
Bree gasped, "Oh fuck, you dirty little slut."
And then I found it and began tapping on it.
Bree's legs twitched as she praised me, "Oooh, that's good! You must have licked some twat before, nurse slut?"
I admitted, "Only once, Mistress Bree, my first year of college. We were both quite drunk. She went down on me and then I did the same for her. But my own daughters are in college now, so that was many years ago."
"Well that won't happen here. I don't eat pussy. I have mine eaten," Bree stated clearly, which I was disappointed to hear, my cunt burning for attention.
After a moment, Bree managed to add, "But for a relative rookie, you have a natural lesbian touch."
I replied, feeling an odd sense of pride at the strange compliment, "I'm a nurse, Mistress, and I've had many years to study anatomy."
"Oh, right, all the anatomy training. Well you must have excelled in your studies. Ahhhh," Bree moaned, her orgasm close.
"Thank you, Mistress Bree," I responded, as I tapped on her g-spot like a drum.
"My asshole, lick my asshole. Your pudgy little co-worker really got me worked up doing that," Bree demanded.
That repulsed me. I explained, hoping for mercy, "I've never done that, Mistress."
"Well, you're about to put that training to good use," Bree responded.
Reluctant, but too far gone to do anything but obey, I obediently snaked my tongue to her ass.
As I licked her rosebud, she demanded, "Fuck my asshole with your tongue, slut."
I tried, attempting to insert my tongue past Bree's tight sphincter. In the midst of her pleasure,
Bree startled me as I heard her press the button for help.
I froze.
"Keep licking, slut," Bree ordered. I obeyed with anxiety rushing through me.
Maxine asked, a moment later over the intercom, "How may I help you?"
"Is there anyone around your desk now, bitch?" Bree asked, knowing that even if there were, she'd just be taken for another irritable patient.
"No, Mistress." Maxine answered, at a proper volume I noticed, as I continued tonguing the teen's tight back door.
"Good, come to my door and wait for instructions," Bree instructed.
"Right away Mistress," Maxine replied, her voice sounding excited.
A moment later I heard the door open and felt mortified to know a fellow nurse was watching me between a patient's legs.
Bree scolded Maxine with a sharp tone, "What are you doing? I said come to the door, not enter. Now go back outside and wait for instructions."
"Sorry Mistress," Maxine responded, her tone expressing the guilt she felt for her error.
"How many patients do you have besides me?" Bree asked before Maxine left.
"Five, Mistress."
"Are any of them high care?"
"No Mistress, they're all here for minor surgery or pre-surgery," Maxine answered.
I almost scolded Maxine for violating patient privacy, but I realized how asinine that would sound while I was fucking a patient's ass with my tongue.
Bree continued, "Are you expecting any visitors soon?"
"No one on the staff, Mistress. And outside visitors are restricted at this time of night."
"Go check on your patients. Make sure there's absolutely nothing you need to do for them for the next fifteen minutes. Not even a drink of water. Then get back here. Do it quickly," Bree ordered, as I wondered what she had in mind.
"Yes, Mistress," Max replied and hurried off.
Meanwhile. I continued to piston my tongue past Bree's rectal entrance.
Bree explained, "I often take a long time to come the third time, but since I'm in a hospital and there are other patients, I'll show my generosity, and make this relatively quick. Unless any of the patients are MILFs like yourself. Are they?"
"No, Mistress." I answered, most being much older, although there was a pretty teenager in the room next door, but I decided not to mention her. She was quite attractive, but certainly no MILF.
"Pity," Bree said as Max re-entered, relatively quickly.
"You followed all my instructions?" Bree asked.
"Yes, Mistress," Maxine answered, sounding incredibly eager.
"Very good, pet. Come here," Bree ordered.
I heard Maxine walk to the bed as Bree asked her, "Would you like to have your pussy eaten?"
"Yes, Mistress," Maxine replied as she lifted the hem of her dress and moved towards Bree's head.
I was watching in voyeuristic awe as best I could from my submissive, humiliating position.
"Not by me, dumbass," Bree said through gritted teeth, clearly angry. "What part of the status of Mistress don't you understand? I was about to reward you, though now I almost want to retract that gift, except this slut needs to be punished for denying her desire for me the past few days."
"Sorry Mistress," Maxine muttered with true remorse.
"Apology accepted. Now quickly, in case you two are needed. Slut Miranda, get up," Bree ordered
I did so, disappointed as my hunger to continue licking her sweet honey was denied.
"Slut Max, back on your knees and get that tongue back in my ass," Bree ordered.
"Yes Mistress," Maxine said with such glee that she sounded like a high school cheerleader.
I watched jealously as I worried that Bree was about to make me lick my co-worker.
And I was right.
Bree gave me further instructions, "Slut Miranda, get on your back and crawl underneath slut Max." Bree ordered before adding. You'd better bring her off quickly, so you're not caught."
Although I'd sensed this was coming, actually hearing the words hit me in the gut. I tried to reason. "But..."
Bree cut me off with a heavy sigh. "Are you as dense as this one? She's young and that's somewhat understandable. You I expect more from. I said anyone, anyhow, anywhere, and you agreed. I'm telling you to bring off slut Maxine here and now. It will happen. The only question remaining is whether you want to dilly dally and then get caught by a supervisor with your tongue deep in your junior nurse's box. Understood?"
"Yes, Mistress Bree," I reluctantly nodded, obeying like the submissive I was. I awkwardly slithered underneath Maxine, pulled her dress up and was surprised to see she wasn't wearing any panties.
I leaned up and began licking her puffy pussy lips. The lips were smooth, but she had a patch of
brown fur on her mound, and though it was trimmed, it wasn't as sexy as the bald quim of my
new Mistress, or Katherine's hairless cunt that I'd seen as she'd finger-banged herself while she was getting Bree off. I wondered if that was something Bree wanted. The thoughts vanished, though.
Realizing I'd already been in this room for a while, I determined to get Maxine off quickly. I strummed Maxine's clit with my tongue, while driving two fingers rapidly across her g-spot.
When Maxine started driving her hips down frantically onto my face, I slid a finger from my free hand into her asshole and sent her spinning over the brink.
"Fuck!" Maxine squealed as her orgasm washed over my face in only a couple of minutes
As Maxine slumped helplessly to the side, I crawled back between Bree's legs and asked, "May I get you off, Mistress Bree?"
"Such an insatiable slut," Bree purred as she nodded.
This time I wasn't taking my time. I was focused on getting her off and tasting the full flood of her honey-pie before either we got caught or a patient needed assistance.
I took her swollen clit back between my lips and chewed lightly on it, nipping it with my
teeth.
"Gooood nuuurrrssse ssluuutttt." Bree moaned, her breathing and tone telling she was close.
I slid two fingers back inside her warmth, once again found her g-spot and tapped furiously while roughly pleasuring her clit.
"Here comes my cum," Bree declared, and seconds later, I was eagerly lapping up her flood of pussy honey.
I kept lapping until Bree said, "That may make up for your earlier insolence. In fact, I may reward you. Slut Max."
Maxine started moving towards me.
Bree sighed again. "No, hold your horses. You certainly try to be obedient, I'll give you that. But you must learn to listen. Tidy yourself up and return to the nurse's station. You have a job to do for the hospital, and you need to be our lookout. But you're a good pet."
"Thank you, Mistress." Maxine nodded and left the room.
"Now for your reward. Would you like to have your pussy licked?" Bree asked.
"Yes Mistress," I nodded, desperate to come, but not moving prematurely like Maxine had done.
Bree noticed and she smiled, "I see you don't make the mistake of your understudy."
"No Mistress. I would love to have a tongue in my twat," I answered, wanting to impress her with a nasty tongue I'd never known existed in me. Trying to be humble in an attempt to manipulate her, I continued, "And I'm sure your tongue would feel as good as your peach tastes. But you're the mistress and I'm the pet. It's up to you to decide on my rewards, if any,"
"You're a quick learner, nurse slut. No, I won't lick your pussy. But because of your excellent job and because you understand your role, I'll still reward you," the teen Mistress said to me.
Part of me felt deflated, I wanted to have her lick my burning cunt. I also wondered what she had in mind as she perused the room.
"Thank you, Mistress," I replied, hiding any disappointment, as I waited for her to make a decision.
"What's that, my pet?" Bree asked, pointing to a syringe.
"It's a 60-cc syringe, Mistress," I answered, before adding, "It's used for irrigation... you know, washing out wounds and such."
"OK, well today it will be for insertion, not irrigation. You may get yourself off with it," Bree offered.



If someone had made such a suggestion a couple of days ago, I would have been shocked and highly insulted. But this evening although it was embarrassing, my needs both to obey and to come overrode anything else and I simply nodded, "Thank you, Mistress." I removed the syringe from the shelf. Normally lubrication was needed for inserting something like this, but I was already dripping from my earlier exploits, and the makeshift dildo slid in easily. It was about the size of a seven- or eight-inch cock, but thicker, and my cunt offered no resistance, despite it being much larger than my husband's length or girth.
I closed my eyes and pounded it in and out of my fevered, desperate pussy with an urgency, both because I didn't want to be caught, but more so because of how excited this teen temptress made me.
Bree ordered, "Look at me when you fuck your hot box."
Of course I obeyed.
In less than a couple of minutes, my orgasm blasted through me as I slammed the syringe into my cunt's depths one final time, and just shook it against my clit, all while staring into Bree's
ice-blue eyes.
"Wow pet, you really needed that! Now clean it before you replace it," Bree ordered.
I pointed out, "We normally just dispose of them."
"Clean it anyway," she shrugged.
I moved to the sink to obey, thinking it a redundant task.
"No, use your mouth," Bree clarified.
Without hesitation, obedience becoming a new part of my persona, I placed the syringe in my mouth and thoroughly cleaned my cum off of it.
"Now you may dispose of it," Bree said, looking amused.
I tossed it in the garbage.
Bree pulled out her cell and instructed, "Enter your cell number. Then you may return to work."
I obeyed and walked out, my head spinning with imagined consequences.
That was the last time I saw Bree. She was released from care during my off shift and was gone.
For months I kept expecting her to text or call, but she never did, and I had no means of contacting her, even if I dared to do so. Although occasionally I fantasized about that evening, over time I moved on.
Maxine and I occasionally pleasured each other for the next year and a half until she went on maternity leave.
I was going through pussy withdrawal when I bumped into Mistress Bree almost two full years later.
Tell her about that crazy event too, my nurse pet," Bree ordered me.
I was shopping with my daughters. Meredith, 22, was in her senior year of college and was studying to be a nurse like her mother. Velvet, 19, was a freshman, and was undeclared, though she had eyes on a meteorology career. Both of their course loads were heavy in math and science, so both girls were quite busy and had little time to visit their parents, or even each other, even though they attended the same campus. Their home was just a couple of hours drive away.
The freshness of spring was washing away the doldrums of winter, and I was excited to see my
daughters and have a chance to catch up with them. Not seeing them enough, my daughters seemed even more beautiful than the last time I'd seen them, a month earlier, and I was proud of their respective accomplishments in their studies.
We'd just left a restaurant after a light late lunch and were about to embark on more shopping. The girls were giggling and carefree, and I was caught up in the moment and feeling as youthful as my daughters in this fun atmosphere.
Then I heard an unmistakable voice say my name from behind me. "Hello Miranda."
A shiver went through my spine. It couldn't be! It had been so long! I'd thought that part of my life was behind me. She'd never once texted me. She'd never once contacted me in any way. I'd assumed she had forgotten about me, for which I was both thankful and disappointed.
Yet, I turned around, saw Bree, and my cunt immediately started to moisten. It was her!
"Hello Bree," I greeted nervously.
Bree walked up to me like we were long lost friends and embraced me.
Bree asked how I'd been and other generic chit-chat, for the benefit of my daughters.
Then, just when I thought I was off the hook, she whispered "Anytime, anyone,
anywhere."
"Yes Mistress," I whispered back, my cunt leaking as my old urges returned instantly. In fact, they'd never left. They had just smoldered, awaiting the breath of their Mistress to ignite them again, and she was standing before me right now.
Embracing me again, Bree said, "Nice to see you again," while slipping a card into my hand and whispering, "Call me within the next hour."
I nodded and she walked away.
"Who was that?" Meredith asked, looking curious. "I don't recognize her."
"Oh, she was a patient I had a while back. She was thanking me for taking care of her. It sometimes happens with patients. You'll probably have it happen too once you've been a nurse for a while," I stayed as close to the truth as I dared, but I still lied.
"Oh, Okay. Yeah, I do look forward to taking care of people." Meredith was a bright girl, but her head was sometimes in the clouds.
I noticed that Velvet had a curious look on her face, as if she recognized Bree.
Once we got to a clothing store both girls liked and they were browsing, I called Bree.
"Hello nurse slut. Did you miss me?" Bree asked.
As much as I wanted to deny it, I couldn't lie, neither to Bree nor myself. "Yes, Mistress Bree. You left without saying goodbye. You had my number, but I didn't have yours. And even if I had, I didn't know whether I had permission to reach out to you."
"I know my little pet, it wasn't your fault. I had my phone stolen not long after we hooked up. But now that I have my nurse slut again, we need to play catch up. When do you have a day off?"
"I work for the next three days, then I'm off two, before working the weekend."
"So Thursday and Friday then. OK, my last class on Thursday is at 3:00. No later than 4:00, I expect you to be at my sorority house. It's Pi Alpha Pi and you can ask for Bree Summers. You'll be dressed demurely. An ankle length skirt or dress would be perfect. You do know what to wear underneath, my pet?"
"Nothing?" I answered.
"You're such a good pet. You showed such promise that day; I always regretted losing touch with you. But we'll remedy that now, won't we?"
"Yes, Mistress," I agreed happily, as if almost two years hadn't passed,
"Good, I'll see you Thursday," Bree said, before adding, "oh, and wear thigh high stockings."
"Okay," I agreed, surprised by such an expectation.
"Bye, slut," Bree finished and hung up before I could respond.
I flashed back to that day in the hospital. The things I'd done for that girl. I couldn't believe how she'd made me feel then and how she again was making me feel: NEEDED.
I went home that night and gave my husband the fucking of his life, certainly the best in recent years, as our sex life had continued to grow stale.
Thursday at 3:55, I knocked on the door of the Pi Alpha Pi house in a floor length gingham dress, a cotton blouse and beige thigh high stockings, which made me feel extra sexy... way sexier than the pantyhose I usually wore.
I looked as if I'd just stepped off the set of Little House on the Prairie. I figured I may as well complete the look, and let my hair flow down my back, not styled, just simply brushed straight down.
"Yes?" the girl at the door greeted.
"I'm here to see Bree Summers," I said, feeling like I was on a date.
"Ahh, yes, right this way," the girl said, flashing a knowing smile.
Upstairs, she knocked and pushed a door slightly ajar. "Bree," she announced, "You have
a visitor."
"Hi, Miranda. Thanks, Rachel. Come on in Miranda and close the door," Bree offered, acting completely like a warm friend, no hint of a Mistress-submissive relationship.
I obeyed her, and as I turned to shut the door I heard, "and lock it."
Doing so, I noticed when I turned back around that Bree wasn't alone. There were two other girls sitting in chairs near Bree's bed. "I believe you remember Katherine."
"Hello Katherine," I nodded, remembering her as the girl I'd caught going down on Bree in her hospital room, and I recalled that Bree had said that even though she was Bree's pet, she was also her number two.
"And this is Abby. Her mother Maggie is the house mother here," Bree explained, then added ominously, "Among other things,"
Abby laughed before adding "Nice to meet you, Miranda."
"Nice to meet you also," I nodded, feeling uncomfortable with two other girls in the room. I also noticed that all three coeds were wearing nylons.
"Well, enough with the pleasantries. I don't believe in beating around the bush. Even though I
don't have one," Bree said then laughed.
The other girls laughed dutifully at the joke.
You do know why you are here, Miranda?" Bree asked.
I caught her eye, then glanced briefly at Abby and back to her questioningly.
"You may speak freely in front of Slut Abby, my pet."
"Then yes, Mistress, I'm here to serve you," I answered, wanting to please her.
"Well yes of course, but what else did I tell you?" she questioned.
"You said, and I agreed, that I was to obey you. That I would fuck whenever, however and whoever you said," I responded, a rush of adrenaline coursing through me at my nasty tongue. I became a completely different person around Bree... as if I had a sexual doppelgänger.
"Excellent, my pet. So you know where this is leading?" Bree questioned.
Wanting to be blunt, to impress, I responded, "I take it I'm to fuck your two sluts here and to serve them however they wish me to. But only if you say. It may be that you only want them to watch."
Turning to Katherine, Bree said, "Didn't I tell you this one was a great pet?"
Katherine nodded, "You're never wrong, Mistress."
Bree nodded, "So true." She then turned back to me and explained, "Yes, you will please them also. But if you're a good pet, you'll be rewarded as before. Do you know why I had you dress this way? Abby is still in training herself. She's much further along than you, but she still needs to polish her skills. Should you do a good job today, she'll polish them on you. Got it?"
"Yes Mistress Bree, I'll do my best," I nodded, excited at the possibility of having the pretty coed lick my cunt.
"Good, now crawl to me," Bree said as she stood up and slipped out of her skirt. Just as last time, she wore no panties and already seemed wet. She was wearing thigh high stockings as well.
Although it was extremely difficult to crawl wearing such a long skirt, I didn't complain and I managed to reach her and then froze in place, waiting for instructions.
Bree pointed out, "See Abby? She waits for my exact orders. She doesn't assume anything."
"I do see, Mistress," Abby nodded respectfully.
"Go ahead, my pet, you must have been craving this for a long, long time." Bree assessed properly.
I didn't hesitate, and moved between her nylon-clad legs and buried my face in her hot cunt in front of two strangers. As I began with long swipes up and down the folds of Bree's twat, I felt someone move behind me. She (whichever she it was) lifted my long skirt, and I soon felt hands on my hips and a strap-on poking against my wet cunt lips.
"Kat, make sure that goes into the proper place. You wouldn't want to be punished in front of the new slut, would you?" Bree ordered.
Katherine replied with a giggle, "Maybe," as she began teasing my puckered brown eye.
"Mmm," Bree moaned as I changed my licking to short fast strokes centered on her clit, even as I prepared to be sodomized... something I hadn't experienced since before I was married when my husband-to-be roughly and painfully had fucked my ass while he was drunk, not my fondest memory.
Bree laughed, "I know you enjoy your 'punishments' Kat, but I mean it about this. You know I'm always the first."
"Yes Mistress," Kat answered with a smile, "But you can't blame a pet for trying."
"Actually I could you cheeky monkey, and with any other pet I would," Bree countered, her tone firm. Then Bree ordered, deciding to boss someone else around, "Slut Abby, get underneath Miranda and pleasure her pussy."
Abby obeyed, "Yes, Mistress."
"Slut Miranda," Bree offered as Abby started sucking my lower lips while Katherine moved away from my ass and slid the cock into my fevered cunt, "If you get me off before they get you off, you'll be rewarded. If you come before I do, you'll be punished. You never called me, and you could have."
"How?" I asked.
"You knew my last name; or if you didn't, you could have looked it up in the hospital records and easily found me," she pointed out.
I could have countered that she could have found me too, but I answered, "I didn't think you would want that, Mistress. I thought you'd forgotten about me."
Pushing my head back down, Bree responded, "I know, my slut nurse. Which is why you're being given the opportunity to help yourself out. If it were willful disobedience, you'd simply be punished. Now you'd best get busy. You did a great job last time, but with these two working you with mouth and strap-on, you may not win the race."
I redoubled my efforts, even as I felt my own orgasm on the precipice. I didn't know what her punishment would be, but I knew I didn't want it. Both for the obvious reason, and because of the fact that even after all this time, I didn't want to disappoint my Mistress.
Kat was hammering my slit now, nearly withdrawing the dildo completely before slamming it back in with rapid strokes. Abby had my clit in her mouth and was sucking on it like a pacifier. I knew my orgasm was imminent, but I sensed Bree was close too, and I wasn't going down (pun intended) without a fight. Plus, I still had my secret weapon (something I'd mastered on Maxine). Slipping a finger into Bree's moist tunnel, I pumped it a few times and then pulled out, while nearly simultaneously I thrust two fingers of the other hand into the same tunnel and curled them upwards.
As I fought the pleasure coursing through me at the double attention, I knew I'd found Bree's g-spot when I heard her sharp gasp.
I then slid the first cunt-slick finger into Bree's tight unsuspecting asshole while biting down on her clit. "Oh fuuuccckkk, slut nurse. I forgot about that damned anatomy training. Here it is! Here it is! Oohhh!" Bree screamed as I got her off.
As Bree slammed her flooding pussy against my face and tongue, my own orgasm started, my being able to hold it back just barely long enough to win the contest. "Fuck," I screamed into Bree's pussy just two seconds later.
Once we'd both recovered, Bree spoke. "Well done, nurse slut. You'll get your reward. But you have something else to do. You should thank my slut Katherine for that orgasm you received."
Kat slipped out of the strap-on harness and scooted her cunt to me, straddling my face, as I heard Abby whine, "But what about me, Mistress? I helped give her that orgasm, too."
"Be quiet, slut. I haven't forgotten about you. You'll get what you have coming," Bree responded firmly, although to my mind, her tone didn't imply anything good.
I eagerly lapped Katherine's sweet box, which although sweet, tasted different from Bree's.
"Oh fuck, Mistress. I see what you mean. Having a slut nurse who knows her anatomy makes for an excellent cunt pleaser," Katherine moaned, as I pleasured her, eager to get her off too.
Bree ordered, "Abby, come and get your treat."
"Let's have another contest Kat, shall we? You and I will try to hold back our orgasms, and these two dyke wannabes will try to get us off. The first of them to get one of us off, wins," Bree suggested, a moment later.
"I think that's a wonderful idea, Mistress. But is it fair to this one? You know I've had lots of practice at delaying my orgasms, and this nurse slut is a new pet. And that sorority lesbian between your legs has had some practice on each of us."
"Well, you're a sorority lesbian too," Bree countered.
"Yes, and you love me for it, Mistress!" Katherine reminded her.
"Yes, I do pet. But don't worry, Abby won't have it easy, I've already come once, and our nurse has a head start. Now get busy you two sluts, the loser gets punished."
I was in no mood for a punishment, and I've always hated to lose. I also agreed that I had the advantage, as I'd already gotten Bree off, and I had a head start on Katherine. I also figured if my secret move had worked on Mistress, it should work on Katherine.
So after fucking her pussy hole with my tongue, I once again slid a finger into her wanton box and fingered her rapidly.
Katherine quipped, "You'd better do more than finger me, rookie."
I smiled, confident in my next move.
I pulled the finger out as if agreeing it wasn't going to work, before I quickly slid two fingers into her cunt and curled them onto her g-spot, while I simultaneously slid my pussy-coated other finger into her anal canal.
Katherine cried out and came within seconds, "Fuuuccckkk Mistress, this dyke is good!"
Different seductress, same results, as I lapped up the coed's cum.
As Katherine moved away from me a moment later, I saw Bree push Abby up from her snatch. "Sorry, slut. You lost. You don't get to taste my cum."
"But Mistress," Abby wailed.
"No, you failed. And I don't reward failure. And I have another issue to address with you as well; right, Kat?" Bree continued. I was in awe of her ability to shift from sexy to stern in a heartbeat.
"Yes Mistress Bree," Katherine responded. "Slut Miranda, do you remember when our Mistress told you to obey me?"
"Yes, Mistress, she said I was to obey the two of you. That I should respond to your orders as I would to hers unless those orders were at odds with each other," I responded, somehow remembering those words almost verbatim.
"Bree, this one is definitely a keeper," Katherine said, before adding, "It's been what, almost two years and you still remembered? You're correct. But your fellow slut seems to have forgotten this in a very short period of time."
Abby's eyes shot open.
Kat continued, "I told her not to wear panties to the baseball game, but this disobedient lesbo wore them anyway."
"But it was cold that weekend," Abby justified.
Ignoring her whining, Katherine carried on, "And who else do you obey, nurse slut?"
"No one that Mistress Bree has told me of, or at least not yet," I answered, hoping I hadn't forgotten anyone.
"Correct again. And yet we've received word that little Abby here has gotten her cunt licked by two other sorority sisters by using Bree's name. Ordinarily that would show good initiative, but she's still in training and worse, she didn't ask permission from our Mistress," Katherine continued.
"Mistress, please, mercy!" Abby cried, realizing she was in serious trouble.
Once more ignoring the whining Abby, Bree now took over the conversation, "Are you familiar with the term 'airtight', slut Miranda?"
"No, Mistress." I admitted.
"It's a term men use when they have all your holes filled at once. A cock in your mouth, a cock in your twat, and a cock in your asshole," Bree explained.
Katherine added, "All your holes are plugged simultaneously, hence you're 'airtight'."
Bree finished, "We don't have any cocks, but we have our own version."
I saw Katherine walking towards Bree wearing a strap-on, while handing Bree another. "Have you ever been fucked in the ass, slut Miranda?"
"Once Mistress, by my husband. It wasn't awful, but I can't say it was great, either."
"Well, you'll be fucked in the ass tonight. It's why I chided Kat to choose the right spot. I'll fuck your nearly virgin asshole, and you'll enjoy it," Bree predicted.
"Yes Mistress," I nodded, with Bree I wasn't remotely nervous about being sodomized.
"Regarding the airtight thought. Katherine will fuck your MILF cunt, and you will suck Abby's clit," Bree continued.



Abby pumped a fist like the bimbo schoolgirl she appeared to be, "Yes!"
"Kat is now in place, go lie down on her cock," Bree ordered.
I looked at Katherine lying on the floor, her strap-on cock standing erect.
I obeyed, straddling myself onto the plastic cock.
Once it was entirely inside me, I felt Bree lift up my gingham skirt and pour some lube between my ass cheeks. She then slowly eased her plastic cock into my tight ass. She took it slow, but I still winced at the pain.
After a moment, Bree declared, "All in."
"So full,' I whimpered, feeling both pain, but also a crazy euphoria at the fact that I was being double penetrated.
"Just relax, my slut," Bree instructed. "I know it hurts, but it won't for long."
"Kay," I replied, trying to get used to it.
Bree slowly began moving in and out of my ass as she instructed, "Now slut Abby, straddle Katherine, and let Miranda suck your clit. But don't allow your ass to touch Kat's face. If you do, you'll be punished further. You haven't earned that."
I watched Abby lower her body carefully but awkwardly in front of me.
Bree began hammering my tight sphincter in sync with Katherine, who was now bucking her cock up into me.
The pleasure-pain principle washed over me and I felt feelings I didn't know existed.
"Miranda, suck Abby's pussy, but don't get her off. There'll be no coming for her tonight. If you sense her getting close, back off. I mean it. Don't let her cum. If she does, you'll be the one getting punished. You, however, may cum as often as you like, until you plead with Kat and me to stop. And we'll hammer you without mercy, so you will cum early and as often as you can stand it. Do you understand?" Bree said.
"Yes, Mistress," I replied, "it sounds like quite a ride," eager to be allowed to come again and again. I leaned forward and began trying to lick Abby... although it was difficult while being double fucked.
Bree was true to her word, and she pounded my asshole while Katherine did the same with my pussy. Once I got used to a cock in my ass, the pain soon faded and a new pleasure replaced it. Not surprisingly, my first orgasm came within a couple minutes. Through my orgasmic haze, I heard Abby begin to whimper, so I slowed down my tongue bath on the sorority slut's box.
On and on the pattern repeated itself, with orgasm after orgasm hitting me unlike anything I'd ever experienced, while I assaulted Abby's clit until periodically I sensed an upcoming orgasm, then backed off.
I lost track of how many orgasms my sanity survived. Finally I pleaded with Bree and Katherine to stop. Instead, they went harder and faster until I had one more mind-numbing cum, and then they held their dual dildos deep inside me as my entire body finally quivered to a rest.
As I lay helplessly shuddering, I felt Abby grasp the back of my head and starting to ride my face.
Remembering Bree's instructions, I gathered all my remaining strength, withdrew my face from her sopping wet twat, and rolled to the side.
"Nooo, please, no!" Abby shrieked, denied her orgasm.
The count of how many orgasms I'd experienced was how many times I'd brought her to the brink and turned her away. She must have felt an eternity of frustrated desire!
"Quiet, slut!" Bree snapped. "You know there's a price for your antics. And don't think your mother can help. You know the position she's in."
"Yes Mistress Bree," Abby sobbed, crying for real.
"You may get dressed and leave, slut nurse. You've done very well. Don't worry about that little slut; she'll be fine. And she'll become more obedient because of this," Bree explained.
"Yes, Mistress Bree," I nodded. I hadn't worn panties but hadn't removed any clothes while I'd been here, although my tits were hanging out slightly.
I asked, "Where's the bathroom so I can wash my face?"
"No, you will leave that be. If you make it home and you can do so without your hubby noticing, you may wash it then. But until you do, you must leave our juices untouched on your face," Bree instructed.
"Yes Mistress," I responded, embarrassed, but also excited by the possibility of being caught.
"This time I promise to be in touch," Bree said.
Over the next couple of months, Bree used me many times. She also loaned me to several of her sorority sisters, which was a major turn-on for me. I became known as the quick flick orgasminator (a term someone coined for me).
I witnessed Abby, back in Bree's good graces, stroking a strap-on into the asshole of the house mother. A house mother who happened to be her own real mother. I was shocked at this incestual act, but Bree explained that her pets were to obey, no matter their relationship to one another.
Bree decided to have a sleepover at my house and I'd reworked my schedule to have the day free on a day my husband wouldn't be home.
After I'd eaten Bree to orgasm, she was working a strap-on deep into my asshole, now my favourite way to get off, as I moaned, "Work my asshole."
Bree obliged her nurse slut, having me bent over the living room sofa and really reaming my slut ass.
Suddenly the door burst open with the chattering of arguing voices. "What if Mom comes home!" Meredith worried.
Velvet responded, "Shut up and do as you're told."
Bree stopped, lodged deep in my ass, my orgasm about to erupt.
"Oh my gosh! Mom!" Meredith gasped.
"I fucking knew it!" Velvet grinned, staring at me.
"Please let me up, Bree," I pleaded, as she held her hand on my back with her cock buried deep in my asshole.
Instead, Bree resumed slowly fucking my ass in front of my daughters. Bree said, "I recognize these two from when we met outside the restaurant. They must be your daughters. Don't be rude, slut. Introduce us."
"Please no," I wailed, for the first time not wanting to obey my beautiful Mistress.
Velvet shocked me by unzipping and dropping her skirt. She wore no panties, but she was wearing thigh highs, just like I was wearing.
"Now there is someone after my own heart," Bree mused, waiting to see where this might lead, still fucking my ass.
"Oh God, please stop," I begged Bree, as I watched my daughter undress.
"Velvet, what are you doing?" Meredith asked.
"On your knees, sister slut," Velvet ordered as she sat back in a chair.
"Please Velvet, you promised not to say anything to anyone," my older, more responsible daughter pleaded, as I began to realize what was being played out.
"Oh, I think our little secret is perfectly safe in this room, big sister. Wouldn't you agree, Mom? Or should I ask your Mistress? Bree, was it?" Velvet asked, smugly.
"Yes," Bree smiled, "to both questions."
"See, big sister slut, your secret is perfectly safe. Now come show little sis some of your love. Or at least love me with that talented tongue of yours," Velvet ordered, clearly revelling in showing off her power over her big sister in front of me.
Meredith looked to me for support as Bree ordered me, "Beg for me to fuck your slut ass in front of your children."
Now knowing that my daughters were committing incest, my cunt burned even more, and I gave in to my carnal lust. "Please, Mistress, slam that big cock in my slut asshole in front of my incestuous slut daughters."
"So fucking hot," Velvet said, before snapping her fingers and ordering, "Now get over here, big sister. You haven't munched my snatch since dinner."
Meredith appeared powerless before her younger sister. She dropped to her knees and crawled between Velvet's thighs.
"Yes," Velvet hissed as Meredith's tongue settled into her damp folds.
Watching my older daughter between my younger daughter's legs had me shocked to the core, but it was so hot! My orgasm grew closer.
Bree, sensing I was close, slowed the fucking to a deliberate grind and whispered, "Watch your two daughters, my pet, Sibling love is one of the purest kinds of love."
"Please, fuck me harder," I begged.
"You want to come while you're watching your daughters having sex?" Bree asked.
"Yes," I admitted.
"You really are a dirty slut," Bree quipped and resumed slamming hard into me.
Velvet watched me, smiling. "How long, Mommy?"
"What?" I moaned, as my ass was reamed.
"How long have you been a submissive lesbian?" she asked bluntly.
"A couple years, kind of," I admitted.
"We hadn't seen each other in almost two years before that day in front of the restaurant," Bree added.
"Delicious," my youngest daughter moaned, her hands going through her older sister's hair.
"That you are," Bree quipped.
"Fuck, yes, swallow my cum, sister slut," Velvet demanded, grinding on her sister's face.
Watching my younger daughter come on the tongue of my other daughter was the final straw, and I came too, "Yes!" I screamed, mortified and exhilarated at the same time.
As Bree allowed my orgasm to quake through me, I asked, "How did this happen?"
"Well that's sort of ludicrous when you have a plastic cock stuck up your ass, Mom. You give a whole new meaning to anal retentive. I could ask you the same," Velvet responded.
"You're right," I sighed, and with Bree's permission, I relayed my entire tale of lesbian submission to my two daughters.
"Now that that's out there, how about you and your sister?" I asked.
The fact that Meredith sat quietly at Velvet's feet, her face wet with little sister's juices, kind of supplied the final evidence of they too having a Mistress-sub relationship.
Velvet explained, "Oh it's been going on for a long time. Mer came home from school one time, being her usual bitchy pretentious self. She just picked the wrong day. Or the right day, from my viewpoint. 'Shut the fuck up, you snotty bitch,' I shouted at her. And as she shrank away from my assault, I knew then and there she was a sub, and very much one. How I was able to recognise this is another story for another time, since Mer wasn't my first submissive, but my fifth. Upon realizing this, I decided I was going to repay her for putting up with a lifetime of her bitchiness. I just dropped my skirt and stood before her. I rarely wear panties, and this wasn't one of those days. 'What are you doing?' she gasped, staring at my cunt. I told her she knew what was about to happen. That I could read her submissiveness."
Bree added, "A good Mistress can always see through the façade of straightness."
Velvet nodded, "So I asked her, 'Am I right?' and she nodded her head. 'I thought so.' I grabbed her head and guided it between my legs to my honey."
'Honey', the first word I'd used to describe Bree's cunt, I thought to myself.
"So I rubbed my wet pussy across her lips, already horny from this brief exchange. Mer began licking and I purred, 'Oh Sis, your tongue is amazing,' and very quickly my big sister brought me off with her mouth for the first time, though certainly not the last."
I looked at Meredith, who looked mortified by the telling of this story.
"Is that all true, Meredith?" Bree asked. "Do you have any disagreements with your Mistress' description of what happened?"
"No, every word was true," she nodded, her cheeks burning red.
Velvet continued, "Now I have a proposition for you, Bree. As one domme to another, how about a swap? Sis can really work her tongue, and she does this amazing thing where she sucks your clit while nipping it with her teeth. It'll drive you wild. And I've always thought Mom was a sexy slut, but never tried to seduce her because she was, well, my Mom. But I can see things have changed now. So what do you think?"
Bree laughed out loud as I gasped... shocked that my daughter wanted me to service her. "It must run in the family. Your mother kind of does the same thing, but she has a little added twist," not telling Velvet what the twist was.
"Sure, I'll trade. But just because I'm allowing you to use your mother today, remember she's still my slut," Bree spelled out.
"Agreed. Go to Bree," Velvet said to Meredith. "Do whatever she asks."
Bree swapped out the apparatus on her strap-on to one that had a dildo for the cunt and a smaller one that went into the ass at the same time.
"Get over here, Mommy pet," Velvet ordered.
Bree confirmed, "Go."
"She's my daughter," I pointed out.
"And what did I tell you about Abby and her mother?" Bree asked.
"Pets are to obey, no matter their relationship to one another," I answered, remembering it clearly because of the crazy incest I'd witnessed.
"Exactly," Bree nodded, "and who owns you?"
"You do, Mistress," I replied, a complete submissive to her, regardless of who was witnessing it.
"Then go," Bree ordered.
"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, turning to my daughter.
Bree ordered, "Meredith, get over here and replace your mother's holes."
"Yes, Mistress," Meredith replied, crawling to my Mistress.
I dropped to my knees and crawled surreally to my younger daughter.
Velvet slid down in the oversized chair and opened her smooth thighs. "I've wanted this for a long time, Mommy dearest. Are you ready to please your daughter's cunt now?"
"Yes, Mistress daughter, very ready," I replied sincerely, her pussy glistening and beckoning me forward, and with her order, my true Mistress having absolved me of all responsibility for what I was about to do.
"Dive in, Mommy," my daughter ordered.
I lashed my younger daughter's twat with my tongue, my head spinning. I was willingly and eagerly committing incest, as I felt the family dynamic changing here and now. Yet all that mattered at the moment, was this sweet box bucking into my face.
"Oh, my God," Meredith screamed, as my Mistress began fucking both her holes with the forked strap-on.
I eagerly lapped my daughter's cum as she flooded my face while Meredith screamed, "Shit, fuck my asshole!"
I kept licking until I had my daughter moaning, and then I introduced my three-finger, two-hole attack. As my two fingers found her g-spot and I jammed another finger in her ass, my teeth nipping her clit, she screamed, "Holy fuck, Mommy, you dirty fucking dyke!"
"I'm coming!" Meredith declared as I continued lapping my other daughter's cum.
Moments later as I sat up, I saw Bree remove her strap-on, walk over to Velvet, and shove her wet cunt in my daughter's face.
"No!" Velvet cried out. "I don't eat pussy. I'm not a dyke!"
"You are now," Bree declared, grabbing Velvet's head and shoving it into her perfect pussy.
I watched as Velvet struggled at first. Two dommes were determining who was at the top of the hierarchy.
"Lick it, slut," Bree ordered, rubbing her cunt all over my younger daughter's face. She was marking Velvet as hers.
A good mom would have stopped this; of course, a good mom wouldn't have allowed any of this to happen, and a good mom wouldn't have to contend with her own Mistress.
Yet, like my original struggle to resist way back then, Velvet was going to lose.
And she did.
I watched, rooting for Bree, until Velvet quit struggling and began licking.
"Good, pet," Bree purred, as she explained, "There's always a hierarchy, and I'm always on top,"
Bree ordered, "Meredith, why don't you show your mother how much you love her?"
"Kay," Meredith agreed, crawling over to me. Apparently, the Mistress of her Mistress was her Mistress.
A rush went up my back at the idea that my elder daughter was about to lick me. Call me evil, but I was thrilled!
Reaching me, Meredith asked, "May I please lick you, Mommy?"
"Yes, honey, please lick me and make Mommy come," I agreed gently, rolling onto my back on the floor and watching my daughter crawl between my nylon-clad legs.
"Ohhhhh," I moaned, as she began licking me, then deciding, "Straddle me baby, let me eat you too."
"Oh, yes please, Mommy," Meredith agreed, rearranging herself and straddling my face.
Meanwhile, as I began licking my elder daughter while she licked me, I heard Bree demand, "Yes! Fuck! Suck on my clit, slut!"
A couple minutes later, Bree screamed and came on the younger domme's face, "Now swallow my cum."
Eventually both Meredith and I also came on each other's tongues and fingers, while we both learned that both of our techniques were indeed earth-shattering.
We all attempted to recover from our orgasms.
No words were spoken as we each attempted to regain our breath.
I smiled as I watched Meredith suck on her fingers like a pacifier. Obviously she liked my taste.
"Well, that was fun. That was a bit more than I expected when I came over to fuck your mother this evening. I'd planned on staying longer, but this family of sluts has worn me out," Bree said, standing up and stretching.
Turning to Velvet, Bree asked, "Did you enjoy the taste of my pussy, slut?"
"Well I sure didn't expect it. I've never ever eaten pussy before. I've only had other girls, and two very lucky guys, eat me. But once you started riding my face and I was forced to taste you, I found I did indeed like it, but I don't know if I'd do it for anyone else or not. I don't even know if I could do it to these two or not. I haven't ever even fingered Mer, let alone eaten her pussy. Isn't that right, sister slut?" Velvet answered.
"Yes, Mistress," Meredith nodded.
"But for you, I believe I would taste you anytime you wished," Velvet finished.
Bree smiled, "The woman who trained me and who is still my Mistress taught me you have to know the mind of a submissive from the inside in order to be a good domme. Do you see that now?"
"Yes... Mistress Bree," Velvet responded.
"Good, because remember, there's always a stronger domme than you," Bree smiled, getting dressed.
"So I just learned," Velvet nodded.
"Well, I'm going to pop over to see my mom, and then I'm heading back to the sorority house. I now release ultimate control of you three sluts, and I'll let you work out who comes next. Though I have an idea who will assume authority," Bree quipped, smiling at Velvet.
"Yes Mistress Bree," was the response in a trio.
As Bree left, Velvet ordered us, "Both of you come suck on my tits, let's see who's number two and who's number three in this new family hierarchy."
Both Meredith and I crawled to her, neither of us caring who was number two or three, just happy to service our number one.
As I walked to my car, I wasn't originally planning to go see my mother, but chuckling to myself, as I felt my mouth start to water and my pussy moisten again, I decided I should go pay her a quick visit. After all, there's always a stronger domme out there somewhere. Somewhere in this case, being at home. If I wanted to remain a good domme, it was time for a refresher course.
THE END
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Cheerleader's Mom: A Power Shift

Michelle walked to the laundry, bored and annoyed.
She was sick of her boring daily routine: coffee with neighbours, watching the View and the Talk, cleaning house, doing laundry, blah, blah, blah.
She had married fairly rich, so she didn't have to work, but not quite rich enough to get her own maid.
And at 39, she felt ancient.
"I am way too fucking young to have an 18-year-old daughter," Michelle sighed to herself as she took her daughter's cheerleading outfit out of the dryer.
Looking at the royal black, red and white outfit, the same colors she had worn twenty years ago, she reminisced about her glory days. When she was the head cheerleader, like her daughter was now, and she had all the power.
The boys fawned over her and the girls all wanted to be her. In many ways Michele had been reliving her high school days by living vicariously through her head cheerleader daughter Allie. In truth, her daughter was the spitting image of her when she was young: the same blonde hair (mine was fake though), the same hypnotic eyes, the same killer lips, the same seductive smile, the same long tanned legs and the same perfectly fit body.
God she missed her high school days. She was the queen and all the rest were her peasants. Now, she seemed to be a peasant for her domineering and bitchy daughter. She smiled as she reminisced forcing nerds to eat her out in the locker room, making her fellow cheerleaders massage her feet before a game, fucking the quarterback after the game and ruling the school.
Michelle looked longingly at the cheerleader outfit and suddenly had the urge to put it on.
She took off her conservative dress, leaving her beige pantyhose on (cheerleaders today didn't wear pantyhose or tights with their cheerleader outfits, but back in the 80s it was all part of the allure. Boys loved the pantyhose-clad legs and the dark beige really highlighted the cheerleaders' legs).

She pulled the skimpy outfit over her head and onto her still very fit 39 year old body. She went to her daughter's room to check herself out in the full length mirror she had bought her daughter back when she turned sixteen.
She stumbled on the stairs and ripped her pantyhose. Cursing, she took off the pantyhose and tossed them aside before she reached her daughter's room.
Looking in the mirror, she couldn't help but flash back to her high school days as all her memories of her wasted youth reappeared. Memories of when she was the center of the universe and not her daughter; where every boy drooled over and jerked off dreaming of fucking her, while now her husband did her missionary once a week like clockwork.
She remembered fucking the all-star quarterback, Sam Sanderson, after they won the state championship, two days after she turned eighteen and then fucking him and others every chance she got the rest of her senior year.
She turned around and checked out her ass in the mirror.
She bent over and smiled at how she had kept her body in such great shape.
She turned back around and checked out her tits. They too had been kept in great shape, as had her stomach. Swimming, yoga, Zumba and a dozen paid infomercial products (she was a sucker for infomercials) had kept her 39-year-old figure almost as perfect as she was when she was 18.
Reminiscing about her popular cheerleading past, and thinking how much sluttier the outfits had gotten over the past 20 years (and they were slutty back then), the sexy mother closed her eyes, put her hand in her panties and began rubbing her pussy, replaying in her head when she was fucked by two college studs at a party. Soft moans escaped her lips as she made herself wet.
Suddenly deciding she needed to come, her pussy on fire from long terms of sexual Siberia, Michelle went to her daughter's drawer and grabbed her daughter's pink vibrator (she had found it there while putting laundry away one day), pulled her panties down to her knees, lay back on her daughter's bed and slid the toy into her bubbling volcano.
Closing her eyes, she replayed that wild kinky night:
-The two college guys plying her with alcohol and teasing her all night with soft touches that became more aggressive as the night progressed.
-The whispers that she was the hottest girl there and how both badly wanted to give her the night of her life.
-Kissing them both.
-Being led to a room by one, while the other's hand was on her ass the entire time, even as she sensed others following her and knowing what she was about to do... have a threesome.
-Dropping to her knees and fishing out two already hard cocks. Stroking one cock, while sucking the other and vice versa.
-Her entire psyche burning with hunger to please these two college studs as her pussy juice leaked into her panties.
-Having her pussy sucked while she sucked on a big juicy cock.
-Sucking on the one cock, while the other slammed into her pussy.
-Watching as they swapped positions and again fucked her from both ends.
-Being called a dirty slut, an eager cocksucker, a cock hungry whore and other nasty, derogatory names that somehow turned her on, something that would have made her rip her high school boyfriend's nuts in two.
-The inevitable attempts at convincing her to get double penetrated and her, quite drunk and horny at the time, reluctantly agreeing, willing to do anything to please these two college studs.
In her fantasy, as the vibrator buzzed inside her, she forgot about the excruciating pain she originally felt that killed her enjoyment of the threesome as she became just a vessel of pleasure for the two oblivious college guys (the only time she ever had anal sex) and focused on the thrill of being wild and kinky.

Her orgasm was building quickly as she recalled being on her knees like a porn star with her mouth opened wide as both boys pumped their cocks to give her two full facials.
"Oh God," the horny MILF moaned, as she relived a forgotten youth, a time when she was the center of the universe.
Meanwhile, Allie and her friend Kim were coming home early, cheerleading practice cancelled because Coach Williamson wasn't at school today. Allie figured she would get a nice orgasm from her submissive fellow cheerleader before her date with Alex, quarterback of the football team, tonight.
As they walked up the stairs, Allie heard moans coming from her room. She asked Kim, "Do you hear that?"
"Yeah, I do," Kim nodded.
"Quiet," the cheerleading domme ordered, as she continued towards her room.
Kim obeyed, like she always did and followed behind.
Allie, who had already learned that many women are not what they appear to be, still wasn't ready for what she was about to witness. She peeked around the corner and gasped. Her mother was in HER cheerleading outfit, on HER bed, with HER vibrator, pleasuring herself!

Immediately going into domme mode, she walked into her room with a furious frown on her face.
Michelle was so close to coming, the lava of lust slowly building, that she was oblivious to the reality that she had spectators.
The nearly erupting mother was brought back to reality when she heard her shocked and angry daughter's voice, "Mother! Oh my God, what are you doing?"
Startled and mortified at being caught in such a precarious position, she hastily pulled the toy out of her wet pussy and hid it behind her back. The mortified mother stammered, "A-A-Allie, I am s-s-sorry."
Allie demanded, even as a devious plan popped into her head, "Stop!"
Her Mother froze, realizing Allie was not alone. Allie's good friend and fellow cheerleader, Kim, was staring at her with a look of utter shock.
"You obviously need to come, Mommy," the daughter said, her tone condescending, having not referred to her mother as Mommy since she was a little girl.
"Allie," the humiliated Mother began, refusing to make eye contact, "please don't talk to me that way."
"What way should I speak to my slut Mommy?" Allie asked, walking towards her Mother, taking on the usual domme persona she did with her cheerleading pets, her three teacher submissives and her couple of MILF sluts.
The compromised Mother defended herself, embarrassment shifting to anger, even in the vulnerable position that didn't cover her leaking pussy, "I am not a slut, Allie, and how dare you speak to me like that!"
Allie reached the bed and grabbed the toy. "You are on my bed, in my cheerleading outfit, fucking your pussy with my toy...I think that makes you a slut."
Michelle began to sit up and her daughter quickly pushed her back down.
"Here," the pretty daughter said, handing her Mother back the toy, turning it on full speed. Finish what you started."
Looking over at Kim, the still horny, but embarrassed Mother stammered, not taking the toy, "I-I-I can't." She couldn't believe what was happening.
Allie chuckled. "What? Because Kim is here? Kim, go lick my Mother's clit."
"Yes, Mistress," the pretty cheerleader and submissive to Allie replied, immediately joining the stunned and disheveled Mother on the bed, pulling the skirt off the latest prey.
The mother, in a daze of confusion and horniness, watched in silence as the sweet 18-year-old friend of her daughter moved between her legs. She was just about to protest when she felt her clit get sucked into Kim's mouth. Instead of arguing and attempting to stop the compromising and humiliating situation, the next sound out of her mouth was an incomprehensible moan. "Nooooaaaaaahhhh."

Her husband never licked her pussy and the feeling of a tongue down there, the first in twenty years, was instant mental mush. The mother wanted to protest, to resist, but the teen's tongue lapping at her pussy broke her moral mother persona completely. She was completely at the mercy of Kim's tongue
"Oh God," the mother moaned, as she watched the surreal scene of the redheaded best friend of her daughter between her legs.
Kim announced, "Your mom's cunt is leaking like a sieve, Mistress."
The word 'Mistress', which she had heard Kim say earlier, finally registered with the horny disheveled mother. Why was Kim calling Allie 'Mistress'? And the word 'cunt' usually would have made her erupt in anger, she hated the word, yet as she had hers licked, it somehow turned her on more.
Allie laughed as she took off her shirt and skirt. She demanded, as she handed her mother the vibrator a second time, "Fuck yourself Mommy! Don't make Kim do all the work."
The horny Mother should have stopped the young girl between her legs and should have stood up to her overpowering smug daughter, yet she wasn't thinking with her head, but with her vagina. Without thinking, she took the buzzing toy and slid it back into her wanton pussy. The double sensation of the vibrating toy and the young girl's mouth on her clit was easily the most intense pleasure she had ever felt. Her moans instantly increased as she closed her eyes and allowed the double pleasure to overwhelm her.

Allie, now only in a bra, panties and thigh highs, watched her mother. Should she add her mom to her growing collection of submissives? Why not? She already bossed her around all the time anyway, making her a pussy pleasing live-in pet would have lots of benefits. She took off her bra and panties as she continued watching her mother get pleasured.
The horny Mother knew her orgasm was imminent when she was shocked back to reality when she felt the bed move. Reluctantly opening her eyes, she was greeted with her daughter's shaved pussy being lowered onto her face. Michelle began to speak and say this was wrong when her daughter's pussy landed on her lips.
She could barely hear her daughter's words. "Kim was supposed to be getting me off. But since she is busy pleasing you, I guess you can please me." Michelle could barely breathe, her daughter's thighs and pussy surrounding her. Defeated and realizing the only way to get her daughter off her was to get her off, she licked her first pussy in almost twenty years. One lick and she flashed back to college and her few lesbian trysts. The sweet taste of pussy juice was so much more appealing than the sticky semen of a man. Licking from this position was awkward, but she continued pleasing her daughter, while her daughter's friend continued to suck on her clit.
Suddenly, Kim took the vibrator from the distracted MILF and began to pump it in and out of her friend's mother while she continued the concentrated clit teasing. Confident the mother was close, she shoved the toy all the way inside the older woman's sopping wet cunt and held it all the way in her while she quickly tapped the clit with her tongue.
Michelle let out a muffled scream instantly as the toy filled her so deeply and she knew her orgasm was inevitable, even under these strange and inappropriate circumstances. Suddenly her daughter began moving her pussy back and forth, literally fucking herself on her mother's nose and tongue. Helpless in every sense of the word, she just closed her eyes and allowed her daughter to fuck her face and focused on her burning desire to orgasm herself. Her muffled moans increased and became constant until the tidal wave of thrill hit her like a tsunami and she screamed into her daughter's vagina. Her juices flooded her daughter's friend's face, Michelle always being a gusher.
Kim lapped eagerly, enjoying the sweet taste of the MILF, who tasted almost identical to her Mistress. Kim, being a devious girl herself, moved away from the MILF pussy, and closed the MILF's legs together, the vibrating toy still lodged deep in her cunt.
Allie approved of the act, "Good one, Kim, we are starting my Mother's training now."
"Delicious," Kim replied, knowing that this was just the beginning of a lot of fun, although she wondered how Allie planned to train her own Mother. It was incest. It was wrong. It was sick. It was fucking hot.
Allie getting close herself, began rubbing her pussy faster on her Mother's face. The naughtiness of having her Mother get her off was so sweet, a thought she had only considered fleetingly before today, that she knew she would come hard. A couple quick bounces on her Mom's face and she was coming.
"Yes, Mommy, lick all your daughter's cum," the dominant daughter demanded.
Michelle, so overwhelmed with lust, eagerly licked her daughter's juices as they covered her face, the vibrating toy in her pussy keeping her brimming with pleasure and her only desire was to come again.
Allie, her legs numb from straddling her Mother for so long, got off and looked at her writhing mother, clearly close to a second orgasm. "Do you need to come again, Mommy?"
Michelle was an emotional mess by this point, feeling the wetness and shame of her daughter's pussy juice on her face, humiliated by what had occurred, yet oddly sexually stimulated by it too. She moaned to her daughter, her desire for pleasure overriding her motherly moral obligations, "Yes."
"You are not allowed to come until I say, is that understood, Mommy?" Allie asked her mother, her hand slowly sliding up her mom's leg.
"Kkkkk," Michelle replied weakly, confused by the order, why she had agreed, and the excitement she felt with her daughter's hand moving up her leg.
"You are obviously a submissive woman, Mommy," Allie announced to her horny mother. The good news for you is I am a domme."
"A domme?" Michelle asked, confused by the labels.
Allie's hand reached her Mother's thigh. "A domme is a powerful woman, a Mistress per se, that dominates and controls submissive little wannabe pets like yourself."
Michelle wanted to argue against her daughter's assessment of her, to tell her to stop this incredibly inappropriate touching and talk, but her daughter's hand just inches away from her needy sin was a major distraction. "I-um...."
"Ssssshhh," Allie ordered softly. "Don't talk unless I request you to, Mommy pet."
Michelle wanted to respond, but instead obeyed her daughter's instructions, completely unable to understand her need to obey.
"Now Mommy Dearest," Allie began, her hand sliding between her Mom's squeezed legs. "I own you now."
"P-P-Pardon?" the bewildered Mother stammered, as she mindlessly opened her legs to allow her daughter access to her fevered, desperate pussy.
Keeping it simple, the devious daughter explained, smiling at her mom's involuntary actions, "You're my slut! You do as I say."
Michelle's eyes went wide both from the extreme revelation and her daughter's finger that had just reached her swollen clit. Instead of standing up to her daughter, her response was a loud moan.
"I'll take that as a yes, you agree to my conditions," Allie smiled, putting pressure on her Mom's clit. She could feel the vibrations of the toy at work in her Mother.
"W-W-What conditions?" the disheveled Mother struggled to reply, so distracted by the rising orgasm building inside her.
"Firstly, whenever we are alone, you are to refer to me as Mistress. Secondly, you are to obey every request I make and never question it. Thirdly, you will start to dress for convenience which means skirts, no panties and thigh high stockings, no silly impractical pantyhose. Fourthly, you are only to orgasm with permission. Is that clear, Mommy slut?"
Allie's finger slid inside her Mom's soaking wet pussy and easily found her Mom's g-spot.
The hornier-than-she-had-ever-been mother tried desperately to prevent her orgasm, but couldn't and her legs stiffened and she screamed as the orgasm spread through her like wildfire. "Oh God, noooooooo," she screamed.
"Bad Mommy," Allie scolded, her finger continuing to put pressure on her mother's g-spot. "You will be punished for coming without permission.
"Soooooorry," the still twitching Mother moaned, weak from her two intense orgasms.
"Oh you will be," her daughter warned.
Michelle didn't like her daughter's foreboding tone, but was too weak to even begin to stand up for herself as shame began to course through her at the reality of what had just happened.
Kim who had watched the whole incestuous act finally spoke. "Mistress, I need to get going home."
"You may go," Allie replied, before adding, "after my Mommy gets you off."
"What?" Michelle asked.
"Mommy-pet, get on the floor, kneel in front of Kim and beg to eat her cunt," Allie ordered.
"I can't do that," the mortified Mother replied to her domineering daughter.
"First, I wasn't asking your opinion, Mommy-pet," Allie replied, adding, "secondly, it's the least you can do since she already munched on your box, and thirdly, you already have one punishment coming, do you really want a second?"



The defeated Mother sighed and pleaded with her daughter, feeling completely helpless to defy her, "Please don't make me do this."
"Do it!" the uncompassionate Allie replied.
Michelle didn't move immediately as she tried to find a way to deal with the predicament she had gotten herself into. She was jolted to reality when her daughter roared, "Now, slut!"
Startled, the pet Mother quickly got off her daughter's bed and fell to her knees. Tentatively the humiliated Mother crawled towards her daughter's friend.
Kim leaned back on the bed and looked down at the pretty, humiliated MILF.
"Take off my skirt, slut," Kim ordered, enjoying the rare moment where she was in charge.
Michelle gasped, shocked to hear such words out of the normally perfectly mannered young lady. Yet, she obeyed, pulling the skirt off her and tossing it aside, before realizing the teen wasn't wearing panties.
Michelle reflected briefly at the strange rules her daughter had outlined a few moments earlier and assumed that Kim had similar rules to follow. She stared at the teenage vagina in awe. Sure she had just pleasured her daughter, but from her awkward position, she had not gotten to get a good look at her daughter's vagina other than to know it was shaved. Kim's was so pink, already wet and puffy and with a patch of pubic hair.
A slap on her ass startled Michelle again as her daughter said, "Hurry up Mommy-pet, that cunt isn't going to pleasure itself."
Michelle again winced at the word 'cunt' but again obeyed, leaning into the hypnotic inviting trimmed pussy and extending her tongue when her daughter again disciplined her with a hard slap to her ass. "I told you to beg her."
Michelle could feel both pairs of her cheeks burning with utter shame as she obeyed, "Kim, may I lick your vagina?"
Allie corrected her Mother, as she slapped her ass again, "Little girls have vaginas, women have pussies and cunts. Try again."
Michelle tried again, not wanting to disappoint her daughter again, or get slapped across her ass again. "Kim, may I lick your wet pussy, your hot box, your sweet cunt?" Saying the naughty words somehow made her pussy tingle again, especially saying a word she never said.
Kim looked over to her Mistress and Allie nodded. Kim, really reveling in the rare occasion she wasn't the submissive slut, berated the MILF. "Be a good girl and eat my cunt, Mommy slut."
Michelle felt like she had been slapped in the face. Her daughter had always treated her with a lack of respect, but Kim had always been a perfectly polite teenager and hearing such nastiness was shocking... and undeniably made her pussy leak more.
Allie grabbed her phone and began filming her mother's sexual debauchery, just in case she had any issues with obedience once her mother regained her senses.
Tears began to form in the older woman's eyes from both the burning in the ass and the utter humiliation, as she leaned forward and began licking the 18-year-old's pussy. The young girl's scent was intoxicating and seemed to be trapped in her pubes. Her taste was equally intoxicating and Michelle began to enjoy and slowly savoured the taste. She slid her tongue between her daughter's friend's pussy lips, and they parted like the red sea. Juices began to seep out slowly, the crest of the big wave to come.

After a couple of minutes, Michelle let go of all remaining inhibitions, quickly forgetting that she was a mother and a wife, and began to lick eagerly at the young girl's pussy, desperate to get her off and taste the full wave of her womanly fluids.
As Kim's orgasm got closer, she grabbed the mother's head and pulled her deeper between her legs. "Suck on my clit, Mrs. Weber."
Hearing her name instantly reminded her who she was and what she was doing, yet her insatiable hunger to get the teen off overrode any sort of common sense. Instead, the MILF obeyed and took the swollen clit in her mouth. In seconds, she was rewarded with the prize... a flooding of juices.
Kim screamed, "Oh my God, I'm comiiiiiiing, you fucking mommy pussy pleasing whore!"
The MILF lapped eagerly, as if she was lapping the champagne of perfection.
"She's a natural," Kim moaned, as she held the MILF's head deep in her flooding pussy.
"I think so," Allie nodded. "Although she will still need proper training."
Michelle heard the word training and a chill went up her spine even as she continued lapping Kim's cum and again began to worry about her daughter's intentions.
Kim said, as she let go of the mom's head, "I really need to get home."
"Maybe we should go after your mom too," Allie quipped, the idea of going after moms suddenly a rather appealing, intriguing and challenging possibility.
Kim laughed. Her mother was the most uptight woman she had ever met, as she looked down and stared at the pussy juice coated mother, "That I would pay to see."
Michelle was paralyzed with indecision. Mortified by her actions; terrified by the consequences that may lie ahead; bewildered with the entire last half an hour. Yet, she was satisfied sexually in ways she couldn't fathom or explain.
"Challenge accepted," Allie said.
"You really are the female Barney," Kim said, as she moved away from Mrs. Weber, wondering if having her own mommy-slut was a possibility.
"Slut up," Allie quipped, her favourite line.
Kim smiled, as she asked, "Can I come over and play with your pet another time?"
"She is yours whenever you want," Allie said.
The Mom gasped at the offer made so nonchalantly.
"Thank you, Mistress," Kim said, before patting the MILF's head and leaving.
"Mommy-slut," Allie said, "you better clean yourself up. Dad should be home soon."
Michelle's eyes went wide as reality punched her in the gut. She stood up and said, "Allie, this can't happen again."
Allie walked over to her mother, looked down at her and said, "Mom, everything has changed. I own your wicked tongue, your big tits, your wet cunt, which needs to be shaved by the way, and, eventually, your ass."
"Allie, please," the Mom began.
"Still hungry?" Allie quipped, ignoring the real intention of her mother's words, as she went to the bathroom. "You really are an insatiable cunt licking slut, Mommy."
Michelle stood up, got out of her daughter's cheerleader outfit and scurried to her bedroom, her head spinning with consequence.
The mom looked in the mirror and saw her messed up face. She indeed looked like a slut. What had happened to her? Why did she not stand up for herself? Why did she allow her daughter to control her? To commit incest?
These questions and many more would have to wait as she got into the shower to wash off and eradicate the evidence of her sinful deeds. Yet, like Lady Macbeth, no matter how much she washed her body she could not erase the sin.
Allie, meanwhile, walked in and said, "Mommy-slut, I left some thigh highs on the bed for you. All my sluts are expected to wear them."
"Allie, I'm not your Mommy-slut," Michelle said, as she shut off the shower, determined to deal with this now.
Allie laughed, "Mom, I know what you really are. So stop fighting it."
"And what is that?" Michelle asked, as she reached for a towel, but didn't find one.
"A submissive in denial looking for a Mistress," Allie answered with a smug smile on her face, holding the towel.
"Give me the towel, Allie," the Mom firmly demanded, ignoring the silly accusations.
"It's Mistress Allie, Mother," Allie firmly reminded her newest pet.
"Allie Candace Weber, that is enough," the Mom said, trying to regain control, using all three names a clear statement that she meant business.
Allie countered mockingly, "Mommy Slut Weber, that is enough."
The mom was furious, but again tried to reason, "Allie, please, this is getting out of hand. We can work something out."
Allie laughed. "It's a little late for retribution isn't it? You ate your daughter's cunt willingly and then her friend too."
"I did not," the mom protested.
"Really?" Allie questioned, "Were you handcuffed to the bed?"
"No," Michelle whispered, suddenly realizing the truth. She didn't really resist at all; she had given in to her lust.
"So stop the half-assed resistance and accept your new position," Allie said, "on your knees at the feet of your Mistress daughter."
Michelle said, "This is wrong."
Allie shrugged, as she tossed her mom the towel and went to the door, "But your tongue on my cunt felt so right."
"Allie please," the helpless Mom pleaded.
"Mother, enough. I'm not cinchy with my cunt, but you have to earn it," Allie quipped. "Now, wear the thigh highs or get ready for another punishment. You still have one coming."
"Wasn't pleasing Kim the punishment?" Michelle asked, being forced to serve an eighteen year old.
"That was a treat," Allie said, "and you sure looked like you enjoyed it."
"I didn't," the mom lied.
"The video on my phone says otherwise," Allie shrugged, before adding, "I'll send it you so you can see for yourself."
Her daughter had filmed her lesbian encounter with her friend. Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!
"Now say it, Mother," Allie ordered, before adding, "or does Daddy get a copy of you pleasing Kim?"
"You wouldn't," Michelle replied, even though she knew her daughter wasn't bluffing.
"Now, Mother!" Allie demanded, her volume increasing.
"Mistress," the defeated Mom said.
"Good girl," Allie purred, her tone quickly softening. She then added, a million twisted ideas already forming in her head, "We start your training tomorrow."
Allie left before her mother could respond.
Michelle, guilt ridden and mortified by her actions, got out of the tub even more stressed. She could only imagine what her daughter may mean by 'training'.
Michelle dried off and went back to her bedroom. She saw black thigh highs on her bed. Feeling she had to obey until she could have a rational conversation with her, she sat on the edge of her bed and began to put on the surprisingly silky sheer nylons.
Once the thigh highs were on, something she had never worn before, she lay back on her bed her head was spinning, her stomach was in knots, and yet one thing really confused her: why was her pussy tingling?

The End ... for now.
Coming next if enough readers are interested the mother's training begins in:
Cheerleader's Mom: Blackmailed Pet
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Summary: Straight married man sacrifices wife to his black Master.
Note 1: This story is dedicated to goamz86 and in making one of his fantasies as real as possible.
Note 2: Thanks to goamz86, Robert, Wayne for editing this series.
Note 3: Although this story is mostly a GAY interracial story, it is really a much deeper story about one man's lengthy journey of sexual self-discovery. Besides being about a man becoming a cocksucker, it's also about the changing relationship in the bedroom with his lovely wife.
In the first part of this trilogy, Black Cock: 1 Day Changes Everything, Greg catches his friend being ass fucked by a 18-ear-old black boy. Soon he is drawn into the world of sexual gay submission as he is unable to resist the temptation of sucking black cock. Meanwhile, slowly he also becomes more submissive to his beautiful loving wife who has no idea of his newfound lust for black dick.
In the second part of this trilogy (way longer than originally planned, but the plot just kept going and going), Black Cock: 10 Inch Cock Training, Greg submits unconditionally to Malcolm both as a cocksucker and an ass taker, accepting that he can't live without black cock, or cock in general. Meanwhile, he also became a submissive ass slut and sex slave to his beautiful wife.
A reminder of how part 2 ended:
FRIDAY
I wore a new pair of thigh highs.
All day I anticipated a text from Malcolm that didn't come.
That night, after dinner, Marcia asked, "Going through withdrawal, slut?"
I smiled, Carol gone to the lake for the weekend, "Yes, Mistress."
She pulled down her skirt and revealed she already was wearing her big black ass breaking strap-on cock.
My mouth watered and my ass tingled.
Then the doorbell rang.
"You better get that," she smiled, "I'm not ready for company."
"I'll be back, ASAP," I said, planning to get rid of whoever was at the door... ready and eager to get her cock in my ass.
"I'll be upstairs, my slut," she said, heading to the bedroom.
"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, heading to the door.
I opened the door and froze.
"Hi, cocksucker," he greeted, "or should I say hi, faggot."
And now, the exciting conclusion of Big Black Cock:
"Please, not now," I pleaded, immediately stressed.
"Is that any way to greet your Master?" He asked, a smug smile on his face.
"Sorry, Master," I apologized, terrified that Marcia could come back downstairs any second.
"I told you I would see you on Friday," he explained, as he walked past me and into my home.
I whispered, "Please Master, I don't want my marriage to end."
"If I recall, you were quite willing to allow your wife to watch you suck me or even ass fuck you," he countered with a shrug.
"I just said that in the heat of the moment," I protested.
"It's what you say in the heat of the moment that is most true," he countered philosophically, as if he was Mr. Miyagi in the Karate Kid (the 1980s version, not the awful unnecessary remake).
I didn't argue with his theory, instead continuing my pleading, "Please, Master, I'll do anything."
He closed the door hard enough for it to make a thud.
Marcia called out, "Hurry up, little dick, I have an ass to fuck."
Malcolm chuckled, "Was I interrupting something?"
I called back, worried she may come down soon and be caught almost naked, "We have company."
"This is going to be an epic evening," Malcolm proclaimed, as he walked into my living room.
"Please," I begged, even though I knew I was literally and figuratively fucked.
"Go tell her you forgot you invited me over to work on football strategy," he suggested.
A slight glimmer of hope that he wasn't going to out me today arrived and I nodded, "Okay." I quickly went upstairs
"Take your time," he smirked. "If she wants to prep that ass of yours for me that would be fine."
Fuck, I sighed to myself as I went to explain to my wife what was going on, even though I had no idea what was actually going on.
I went to my room and knocked on the door.
"It's me," I said, before walking in.
The strap-on was off, and she was pulling jeans up her hips, her thigh highs still on underneath.
"Did they hear me?" She asked, clearly mortified.
"Yes," I nodded, "but I told him it was an inside joke."
"Who is he?" She asked.
"Malcolm, the kid I'm mentoring," I replied.
"The black boy from the athletics banquet?" She asked.
"Yeah," I nodded, still nervous as hell.
"Why is he here?" She asked.
"Apparently, I offered to work with him tonight," I replied.
"I can't go downstairs after what I said," she said, still mortified.
"Trust me," I lied, "He didn't take it seriously."
"How couldn't he?" She asked. "I was pretty graphic."
"I don't think he heard all of it," I replied.
"I don't know," she said.
"It's up to you," I replied, actually hoping she would stay upstairs as I still wasn't completely sure what Malcolm's intentions were.
She said, "I think I'll stay up here and read."
"Okay," I said, relieved. "I'll get rid of him as soon as I can."
"You better," she said, smiling sexily, "You need to be punished for ruining my plans for you."
"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, thankful that maybe I could avoid being outed today. As I returned to the living room, I sensed this was only a temporary relief, it was only a matter of time before my wife learned the truth.
Back downstairs, Malcolm asked, "Is she joining us?"
"No, she's mortified," I replied.
"Too bad," Malcolm said, his tone dripping with implication, "I was really hoping to get to know her better."
"Want to come to my office?" I asked, hoping to go somewhere private.
"Sure," he nodded.
I led him to my office and as soon as the door was closed he ordered, "Knees, cocksucker."
"Yes, Master," I quickly obeyed, hoping the sooner I got him off the less likely I would get caught.
I eagerly fished out his cock, both to speed up the process and also, as usual, I was craving cock... big black cock.
He noticed my eagerness and asked, "Hungry?"
"Starving for desert," I replied, as I took his cock in my mouth and began bobbing.
Malcolm explained, "You understand it's only a matter of time before your wife is on her knees taking my cock in her mouth, pussy or ass."
I didn't respond even as my cock flinched in my pants at the idea.
"It's only natural. Once she gets a look at my big black dick, yours, which already isn't enough for her, will become completely inadequate," he continued.
I knew that was true. She already liked her toys over my cock. Yet, I couldn't fathom her giving into the lust even if she wanted to. She was too loyal.
As if reading my mind, he continued, "Now, you're thinking she would never cheat on you. Yet, there are two things that prove that theory wrong. One, did you think you would cheat on her and become an addicted cocksucker?"
He pulled his cock out of my mouth and I answered, "No, Master, I never did."
He shoved his cock back into my mouth before adding, "Two, I haven't met a white woman, especially a married white woman, yet who could resist the temptation. If Eve couldn't resist biting an apple, how do you expect your wife to be able to resist this?"
The question and comparison was ludicrous and I wondered as I bobbed like the cocksucker I had become if my wife would be able to resist.
Malcolm continued, "What would your wife do if she walked into the office right now?"
I had no idea, truthfully.
"After the shock faded away and the anger at your betrayal, she would drop to her knees and take my cock in her mouth," Malcom predicted.
I didn't doubt that my wife would suck him given the opportunity and permission, but I did doubt she would do it moments after catching me in the act. Her anger would override her lust... I thought.
"Bend over, let's get that ass prepped for your wife," Malcolm ordered.
"Please, no," I responded, getting ass fucked upping the possibility of getting caught.
"Now, faggot," he demanded, before adding, "unless you want me to fuck you on your bed with your wife watching."
"Okay, okay," I nodded, knowing that as usual I had no power in this humiliating, yet sexually satisfying relationship. I pulled down my pants, bent over my desk and waited, even though I had no lube.
"This is likely going to hurt like hell," he warned, as he moved behind me.
I grabbed the end of the desk for support, took a deep breath and prepared for the pain. With lube it took a long time to get comfortable, without it I was worried I would alert my wife through screaming in pain like a little bitch.
His cock teased my asshole briefly before he pushed forward invading my ass.
"Ohhhhh," I groaned, a sharp pain coursing through me.
"Shit, this is like trying to get into Fort Knox," he laughed.
I didn't say anything as I focused on controlling my breathing.
Ever so slowly, his cock went deeper inside me, the pain never fading. I could feel tears welling in my eyes as I was sodomized without lube.
"I'm not sure I'll be able to fuck this ass without some lube," Malcolm said, pulling out. "Go get some."
"But it's in the room with my wife," I pointed out.
"And I care why?" he asked, always cold.
I pulled my pants up, a sharp pain still burning in my butt, and nodded, "Fine, I'll be back as quick as I can."
I had no idea what I was going to tell my wife. I headed to the room, my ass still on fire, with no plan other than praying she was in the bathroom.
She wasn't.
She was reading a book on the bed.
The lube was sitting right there on her nightstand.
How the hell was I going to grab it without being obvious?
She looked up and asked, "Is he gone?"
"No, not yet," I answered, desperately trying to come up with a lie for why I was up here.
"Is he going to be gone soon?" she asked, the tone of the question implying it wasn't a question, but an instruction to get rid of him ASAP.
"I hope so," I nodded, as I walked over to her side of the bed and knocked off the lube, an idea suddenly forming.
I got down on my knees, quickly filled my palm with lube, before closing it up and returning the bottle to the nightstand.
She quipped, "Don't spill that. It's needed for that ass of yours tonight."
"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, guilt and shame coursing through me.
"Why did you come up here?" she asked.
My lube filled hand behind my back slightly I answered, "Just wanted to make sure you were okay."
"I'll be a lot more okay when he is gone," she said, "now go downstairs and get him out of here."
"Will do," I nodded, hurrying out of there before she could catch me with a handful of lube.
I scurried back to my office, and once inside, put my hand on his ten inch cock and began stroking it as I coated it with lube.
"Impressive, slut," he smirked.
"Anything for you, Master," I absurdly replied, frustrated that those words were obviously true.
I wiped the rest of the lube between my ass cheeks before I bent back over the desk and waited for his cock, now eager to have it in me and finish this stressful, yet undeniably exciting moment.
'Such an eager little slut," Malcolm chuckled, as he moved back up behind me.
"Yes, Master," I replied, as I again prepared to have my ass unnaturally filled.
This time it slid inside me much more easily, the pain returned, but much duller and I just relaxed and focused on keeping quiet as I got ass fucked while my wife was in the house... my cock stiff as a rock.
"What a fucking faggot you are," Malcolm said, as he pumped his dick in me. "Only a complete submissive queer would willingly take it up the ass while his beautiful wife was upstairs."
Shame, as usual, coursed through me at his harsh, but hard to dispute, words. I mean, I could argue the willingly part, but in the end it was a pretty weak defense. Very unlikely to hold up in divorce court.
"Should I call your wife down here to watch you be a faggot?" Malcolm asked, a couple of minutes later.
"No!" I quickly responded, desperate to keep this secret from her.
"Or maybe I should walk into your bedroom and offer my dick to your wife," Malcolm continued.
I didn't respond as quickly to that offer, as I pondered my wife's reaction. Would she be like me and be unable to resist its majestic beauty? Or would she be able to resist the temptation like a good loyal married person should do?
"No response?" Malcolm questioned.
I admitted, "Just wondering how she would react."
He laughed, "Likely, like most white women. They would beg to suck it and be fucked by it."
"I don't know," I answered, torn between the reality that she may do exactly that and the fact that her morals and loyalty were so great that I couldn't fathom her actually giving in to her lust and cheating like I had.
"Oh, I know," he confidently said, as he kept fucking me, "I can see it in her eyes. If given the opportunity, she would take my cock in a heartbeat."
"Maybe," I replied, still unsure.
"And I bet you would love watching me fuck your wife, wouldn't you cocksucker?" Malcolm predicted.
I could envision it clearly. I knew he would satisfy her in ways I never could. And I wanted her to feel the great pleasure she deserved. I admitted, "Yes, Master, I would love to see you satisfy her."
"In ways you can't?" Malcom questioned.
"Yes, Master," I nodded, admitting the obvious.
Malcolm fucked me for a couple more minutes before he pulled out and ordered, "Knees, cocksucker."
I quickly obeyed and soon felt his cock, in my ass just moments ago, back in my mouth. The act was disgusting in theory, but actually turned me on more... I loved being treated like a dirty whore.
"Such a cock slut," Malcolm groaned, before he spewed his load in my mouth.
I swallowed it all, always thrilled to get a load in my mouth.
When he pulled out, he smiled, "Give my best to your wife."
"I don't think I can," I joked, as I stroked his cock.
Malcolm roared, "Now that is funny."
He pulled his pants up, walked out of my office and yelled out, "Have a great night, Mrs. Benson."
I quickly pulled my pants up and followed, guilt coming back.
"Okay, bye," she said back.
"Until the next time, cocksucker," Malcolm said, before leaving my house.
I sighed. I got away with it.
I sighed. I just sucked and got fucked by a teenager in my house while my wife was home.
I sighed. I could still taste his cum in my mouth and my ass was likely still gaped open.
I went upstairs to have a shower and brush my teeth when Marcia called out, "Are we alone?"
"We are," I answered, as I entered our room.
"Get naked, slut," she demanded, as she got out of bed.
"I need to go to the washroom first," I said, needing time to clean up a bit and allow my ass to return to normal.
"Hurry up," she demanded, "It's time to punish you for inviting someone over during play time."
"Yes, Mistress," I nodded. I went to the washroom. I went pee, used some mouthwash and tried to relax. I looked into the mirror and bent over. My ass looked normal from this angle.
"Hurry up, slut," Marcia demanded.
I sighed. God, I prayed she wouldn't notice anything.
I walked out and she was again wearing a strap-on.
"Get undressed, slut," she demanded, her tone a little different than usual... even more dominant.
"Yes, Mistress." I replied, getting undressed and praying she wouldn't notice anything out of the ordinary.
Once only in thigh highs, my cock completely erect, she laughed, harshly, "Shit, you're already hard. You love being my ass whore, don't you?"
Although I felt guilty at just getting ass fucked by Malcolm, and humiliated slightly at her tone and laugh, the reality was I did indeed love being her ass whore. I admitted, "Yes, Mistress, I love being your complete slut."
"Bend over the bed," she ordered, as she went to get the lube.
I obeyed.
She said, sounding confused, "That's odd."
"What is?" I asked, now bent over the bed and waiting to be sodomized like a cheap slut.
"There is lube on the bottle," she said.
I knew why. I quickly lied, "Yes, I used some before Malcolm got here to have my man cunt nice and ready for easy access for you."
"Really?" she asked, her eyebrow raised.
"Yes, Mistress," I continued, 'I've being dying for this moment all day."
"Huh," she said, as she tossed the lube back in the drawer, walked over to me and said, "I hope you did a good job then."
I thought to myself, 'Trust me, I did a good job. Or more accurately Malcolm did', but instead I just waited for a cock to be back inside my ass.
And I must confess, I was becoming an anal slut addict. I couldn't wait to have her dick back in my ass. Although I loved Malcolm's dick more (because it was real), it was still exhilarating to be fucked in the ass by my wife, especially when I considered the obvious shift in our relationship.
"Ready to have that man cunt of yours fucked?" she asked, taking my earlier declaration and using it, as she rubbed the fake cock up and down my ass cheeks.
"God, yes," I replied, wanting to feel it in my ass. Craving the submissive feeling of getting fucked.
"Beg, bitch," she demanded, as her cock head teased my asshole.
"Oh please, Mistress," I moaned like a slut, every word I said true, "I need your cock in my man cunt so fucking badly. I was made to be a bimbo fuck slut. A submissive whore used for your pleasuuuuure."
She slammed the entire cock in my ass with one hard thrust.
"Yes, Mistress, fuck your slut's cunt," I begged, wanting to be pounded hard. To be punished for my secret submission to Malcolm.
"I can't believe you kept this a secret so long," she said, as she slammed into me hard, our bodies colliding with each forward thrust. My eyes went wide at the word secret.
I stammered, tensing, worried she somehow knew, "W-w-what secret?"
"That you've wanted to be a submissive ass whore for me," she replied, my body relaxing as quickly as it had tightened.
"I didn't know," I admitted, the idea not even on the radar until Malcolm.
"Well, better late than never," she quipped, as she fucked me long and hard.
After a few minutes, my cock begging for release, she pulled out and asked, "Want to come?"
"Yes, Mistress," I whimpered, still bent over.
"Come fuck your Mistress," she ordered, as she took off the strap-on and lay on the bed.
I quickly climbed onto the bed, between her legs and slid my cock in her. I didn't even fuck her for fifteen seconds before I came inside her.
"You can't be serious?" she asked, her tone dripping with disgust.
"Sorry," I apologized as I kept coming inside her. "You got me so excited I couldn't help myself."
"Clean me up," she sighed, adding again, "I can't believe you lasted ten seconds."
"Sorry," I repeated, feeling pathetic as I slid down to eat my cum from her pussy.
"Oh, you will be," she said with authority.
A chill went up my spine at the threat of her words. Yet, I focused on obeying and retrieving my cum from inside her.
"Eat all your cum, slut," she demanded, as she grabbed my face and ground her cunt all over me.
After a couple of minutes, she ordered, "Go put my strap-on on, I need to be fucked by a real cock that lasts more than five seconds."
The humiliation continued, as I got off the bed, grabbed her strap-on and put it on. I struggled and she sighed, "Get over here. You really are a useless fuck slut."



"Sorry, Mistress," I apologized again as I went to her and she tightened the harness.
"Now fuck me like a man," she demanded, as she got on all fours.
I moved behind her and slid the plastic cock inside her.
"Oh yes, so big," she moaned, the dildo bigger and thicker than me.
I fucked her hard and deep, trying to be the man I could never truly be. As I did, I imagined Malcolm being the one fucking her. Would she enjoy that? Of course, she would. Would she actually do it? That I couldn't predict. Would I let her? Definitely, she should have the right to come from fucking and not just from being licked.
"Oh God, I love your big dick," she moaned, after a few minutes and began bouncing back on my dick as she began rubbing herself too.
Although she likely didn't mean it as an insult, I couldn't help but feel insignificant and less of a man as she clearly enjoyed the fake dick over my real dick.
"Yes, yes, yes," she screamed a couple of minutes later as she came from the fucking.
Once her orgasm was complete, I pulled out and she said, with a smile, "Fuck, that was amazing."
"You like bigger dicks fucking you, I see," I said as a joke, even as I pondered the possibility of Malcolm fucking her.
"I'm sorry," she said, back in sweet wife mode, looking guilty.
"It's okay," I shrugged, acting casual, "I'm born with what I'm born with."
"I know, and I think it's just right," she smiled.
"Liar," I laughed.
"Okay, fine," she laughed, "I like big cocks."
"You'd probably love some ten inch cock pounding you from behind," I said, foreshadowing a possibility.
"Oh yeah," she purred, "any girl would."
"Good to know," I laughed. "I guess I'd better get one of those penis enlarger drugs."
...
The next morning, I came down for breakfast and she ordered, as she sat on a chair, "Crawl under the table and have your breakfast."
"Really?" I asked.
"Now," she ordered, as she read the paper.
"Yes, Mistress," I agreed, surprised that the domme mindset was going to occur in the morning and in the kitchen.
She didn't say a word as she opened her legs and I crawled between them. Her pussy was dry and it took a lot longer to get her off. I was under there for about half an hour before she finally spoke, grabbing my head and demanding, "Suck my clit."
She came on my face and once she let go of my head, I crawled back out and stood up.
She asked, as if nothing had happened, "What are you doing today?"
I answered, unsure what she expected me to answer, "I have no plans."
"The honey to do list is on the counter," she said, as she stood up and gave me a kiss.
"Okay," I nodded, once she was done.
I spent the day doing the list, which was all outdoor yard work.
That night, she fucked me again and I fucked her again... with the strap-on.
...
It was Tuesday evening, movie night, when things took another crazy turn.
I hadn't heard from Malcolm at all and was truthfully going into cock sucking withdrawal.
We walked in the door, coming back from the movie theater, and froze.
"Oh God, it's so big," my daughter, Carol, moaned loudly.
I instantly knew what was happening, as my heart sank.
Malcolm was fucking my daughter.
Fuck.
Marcia turned to me with a look of complete shock on her face.
Malcolm asked, "So you like my big black cock in that tight white pussy more than your boyfriend's dick?"
"God, yes," Carol moaned.
I took Marcia's hand and led her into the living room to walk in on the act.
Trying to be the man of the house for once, unsure how Malcolm planned to play this, I asked, "What the hell is going on here?"
Carol looked up and gasped, on all fours, yet still dressed, her skirt lifted up, getting fucked my Malcolm, "Oh my God."
My first thought was 'is he fucking her pussy or her ass?'
Malcolm laughed, "That's what she's been saying for twenty minutes now."
"Stop this now," I demanded, furious he would go after my daughter.
Malcolm pulled out and turned directly to us, to Marcia, his ten inch cock saluting her, "Sorry, Mr. and Mrs. Benson. I thought we would be done now but your daughter is a rather insatiable little mynx."
Carol was crying, as she covered herself up.
"Please leave," I demanded, praying he wasn't going to make me suck his dick in front of my wife and daughter.
"Meet me outside if you want to finish," Malcolm said, looking at Carol, as he pulled up his pants, before adding, "and I know you do."
Marcia hadn't spoken. She seemed both stunned by what she had witnessed and, I had a hunch, by the size of Malcolm's dick.
"Get out," I demanded again, trying to remain in control. Still pissed that he had decided to fuck my daughter, even though my cock was rock hard. This had to end.
He walked by us and said, "Good evening. Mrs. Benson. You are looking fine tonight."
I didn't say anything as he walked out of the house as he demanded, "Hurry up Carol, or I'll go find my white pussy at Shannon's house."
Carol stood up and began to head towards the front door... to follow him. She whispered, her head down and not making eye contact, "Sorry, but I have to go."
Marcia finally spoke, "Don't you dare leave this house."
Carol stopped and said, "Mom, I'm eighteen and an adult. I can make my own decision," and walked out.
Marcia asked, "What the hell just happened?"
"I don't know," I lied, even though I knew exactly what happened. My daughter succumbed to the irresistible lust to suck and fuck that black cock... just like I had.
"How did that same boy who was here on Friday talking football to you, end up here a few days later having sex with our daughter?" she asked, before raising her voice, "In our living room."
"I don't know," I again lied. Unsure why Malcolm chose to fuck my daughter, but confident it was all some sort of master plan.
She went to the door and went outside.
I followed her.
They were nowhere to be found.
Marcia ordered, "Bedroom now."
"Okay," I nodded, as I followed her back into the house.
"Okay, what?" she questioned, stopping in her tracks and turning around.
"Okay, Mistress Marcia," I corrected, surprised how she went from angry parent to strong-willed domme and horny woman... although she did get a lengthy look at Malcolm's ten inch magic stick.
She walked to the bedroom and ordered, "Lock the door and put on the strap-on."
"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, assuming indeed the sight of Malcolm's cock had the same impact on her as it always did on me.
I got undressed and as I returned with the strap-on harness she asked, "Why are you hard?"
I wanted to respond, 'Why are you horny?', but I knew she hated when I answered a question with a question. I answered, "Because I get to fuck you."
She didn't respond, as she watched me put the harness on. Once on, she got on all fours, her favourite positon since I started wearing a strap-on and ordered, "Now hurry up and fuck me."
"Yes, Mistress," I obeyed, moving behind her and sliding the cock in her very wet pussy.
"Good boy," she moaned, "fuck me hard."
I did, even as my own hard cock wanted to be the one fucking her.
Unlike the last few strap-on fucks, she didn't talk at all, as if in deep thought. I wondered if she was thinking about Malcolm's cock.
My wondering was answered when her breathing increased and after a few minutes of fucking she demanded with a Freudian slip, "Oh yes, fuck me with that big black cock."
Deciding to role play, I said, deepening my voice, "You like my big black cock, my white slut?"
That was all she needed to shift from domme back to sub and role play, "Oh fuck, yes, fuck your white bitch with that massive black dick."
"Beg for it, bitch," I ordered, pulling out, enjoying the role of power again... even if it was because of a black dildo and likely her envisioning it was Malcolm fucking her.
"Oh God, shove that massive black snake inside your white slut's cunt," she begged, "I need it so bad."
"Isn't your husband big enough for you?" I asked, teasing her pussy lips, curious if she would stay in lust at such a question.
"God, no," she moaned, wiggling her ass trying to get my dick back inside her. "Your cock is so much bigger." There was a pause and then she moaned, "Better!"
I slammed back into her, "Fuck my big black cock, slut," I demanded, as I reached up and pulled her hair.
"Oh yes," she moaned loudly, bouncing back on my cock furiously, with a hunger I had never seen before.
In a minute, maybe less, she came all over my dildo, before collapsing forward, her orgasm clearly overwhelming her.
I watched her tremble for a minute, before I got off the bed and took off the strap-on.
I joined her on the bed and saw she was crying.
"Are you okay?" I asked.
"I can't believe I got horny from watching my daughter," she said, through tears.
I joked, "Well, his cock was ridiculously big. It was like a horse cock."
She laughed, "It was unnaturally huge."
"Christ," I joked, even though it wasn't really a joke, but opening the door to what may occur in the future in front of her, "I considered sucking it."
"I bet you did," she smirked. "I really have made you a cock slut."
"I crave dick now," I again said as a joke.
"Maybe I should take you to a gloryhole for a full night of cocksucking," she quipped.
"I'm your slut," I said, this time without any joking tone.
Her smirk faded. She asked, "Would you do that?"
I said, "I don't know. A couple of weeks ago I would have not even considered it. But you have awakened a side of me I didn't know existed."
"Do you want to suck a real cock?" she asked.
Not wanting to answer. I answered by asking a question instead. "Do you want to watch me suck a real cock?"
"You know I hate when you answer a question with another question," she said.
"I know," I nodded, "but the question you asked is a bit loaded."
"Fair enough," she nodded, as she reached for my cock and began stroking it. "I don't know. Part of me is turned on by the idea of watching you suck a man's cock. Yet, another part of me knows that such a thing is wrong."
I groaned, her hand on my cock feeling so good.
"Apparently, you like the idea," she purred.
"I don't hate it," I admitted, my balls already boiling.
She moved to my ear, as she kept stroking my cock, "I bet you would look hot on your knees with a mouthful of a big cock."
"A big black cock?" I asked, with a moan.
"Oh, yeah," she said, tugging on my ear. "I bet you would look so natural on your knees with a big black dick fucking those cock sucking lips of yours."
"Oh, fuck," I groaned, as my cum shot out of me instantly.
"Shit," she smiled, "we really are two twisted people."
"The twisted-est," I weakly laughed, pretty sure that wasn't a word.
Once I finished coming, she moved her hand to my mouth and I licked my cum off her hand.
Before I could say more, the front door opened.
"Oh fuck, back to reality," Marcia said, getting up. "How are we going to deal with what just happened?"
"Find a black cock?" I quipped.
She laughed, "I think I've created a monster. But seriously, what are we going to say to Carol?"
"I don't know," I said, as I got dressed too.
"I need to talk to her," she said.
"What are you going to say?" I asked.
"I don't know," she said, "but I have to make it clear what she did was inappropriate."
"Maybe I'll wait until the morning," she said.
"I'm guessing you are not going to sleep tonight until you talk to her," I pointed out, knowing her well enough.
'You're right," she nodded, putting on a robe.
"I usually am," I joked.
"Not the time for jokes," she said, as she headed to the door. "Wish me luck."
"May the force me with you," I joked again.
"You may die tonight," she said with a glare, before adding, with a wicked smile, "Or get my lightsaber up that cunt of yours."
"Better than being Han Solo," I quipped.
She shook her head and headed out. I tiptoed out a moment later, curious to eavesdrop if I could.
Thankfully, Marcia had left the door open. I heard her say, "Carol what you did is unacceptable."
"I know," Carol answered, guilt dripping in her tone.
"And what about James?" Marcia asked.
"He knows," Carol answered.
"What do you mean he knows?" Marcia questioned perplexed.
"You wouldn't believe me if I told you the truth," Carol said.
"You can tell me anything," Marcia said, trying to be compassionate.
"I walked in on James sucking Malcolm's cock on Saturday," Carol revealed.
"No way," Marcia gasped.
I wondered if Malcolm planned to do the same thing to me with Marcia.
Carol continued, "At first I was in shock. My boyfriend was sucking another guy's dick. But once I saw the dick, well, I wanted it."
"This is unbelievable," Marcia said.
"I've said too much," Carol said.
"No, no," Marcia said, her tone sounding like she wanted to hear more. "You're an adult. You need to be able to tell me anything."
"You sure?" Carol asked.
"Yes, honey," Marcia said, "I want to hear it."
I wondered if this was getting Marcia horny.
"Okay," Carol said tentatively. "Malcolm asked if I wanted to join my boyfriend. So even though I should have been furious, I mean my boyfriend is apparently gay, I mindlessly walked over and dropped to my knees."
Marcia comforted, "I understand, his dick is huge."
"Mom!" Carol gasped.
"Carol, I'm a woman too, with needs too," Marcia pointed out.
"OMG!" Carol laughed.
"Then what happened?" Marcia asked with perverse interest.
"He took turns, allowing both James and I to suck his cock, while he explained how James became his cocksucker and bottom," Carol explained.
"James takes it in the ass?" Marcia asked shocked.
"I watched him take all ten inches," Carol answered.
"No way," Marcia said, clearly in shock.
"And it was ridiculously hot," Carol said. "I mean, I never had imagined I'd like watching two guys, but hearing him squeal like a bitch had me so turned on."
"Wow," Maria said.
"I know, WOW indeed."
"So are you and James still together?"
"Yes," Carol replied, "It's somehow made us stronger."
"Oddly, I understand that," Marcia said, which I found curious.
Carol replied, "That said, I can't say no to him. I see his dick and my brain shuts off and I just have to have it. I become a complete bimbo."
"Is it really ten inches?" Marcia asked.
"Why, Mom? Are you wanting it?" Carol teased.
"What? No, no, no," Marcia covered, even though it was obvious she was intrigued as hell.
"I'm just teasing," Carol laughed.
"He hasn't tried taking your ass, has he?"
"No," Carol answered, "I barely can take all of it in my pussy."
"Is he a good fuck?" Marcia bluntly asked.
"Mom!" Carol giggled, "this is such a surreal conversation, especially after you caught me in such a compromising position."
"I know," Marcia said, "it's actually fun to have someone to talk sex with."
"Why? Are you and Dad having problems?"
"God, no," Marcia said, "our sex life is amazing. It's just..."
'It's just what?' I wondered.
"It's just what, Mom? You can tell me anything too," Carol said.
"But he's your father," Marcia said, clearly having second thoughts about what she was going to reveal.
"I'm not going to say anything," Carol said.
"It's just that he is no ten inches," Marcia said.
"Few are," Carol pointed out.
"True enough," Marcia laughed.
"What about Dad?" carol asked. "Is he furious?"
"I'll deal with him," Marcia said. "Trust me, he won't mention it to you."
"I'm not sure I can look him in the eyes," she said.
"He was shocked, but he also has to accept you're an adult," Marcia comforted.
"Okay," Carol said.
"Ten inches," Marcia sighed. "I can't even fathom."
"I couldn't either," Carol said. "Now it's all I can think of."
"Me too," Marcia said.
Sensing the conversation was ending, I snuck back to my room. I was watching sports highlights for a couple of minutes before Marcia entered the room, straddled me and demanded, "Eat my pussy."
Of course, I did.
After coming on my face, she said, "You are not to mention tonight to Carol at all."
"Trust me," I nodded, "I have no intentions to at all."
"Good," she nodded.
"How did it go?" I asked, hoping I was going to get to fuck my wife.
"We had a good chat," Marcia said, "but it was a girls only chat."
"Okay," I nodded, as Marcia rolled over.
Old me would have rolled over and slid my cock in her. New me closed my eyes and tried to fall asleep with a raging hard on.
...
It was Wednesday lunch when Malcolm texted me:
My house now, cocksucker.
My mouth watering reading those four words, I drove directly to his house.
I knocked on the door and was surprised to see James open the door.
"Hi, James," I greeted, wondering what was going on and praying my daughter wasn't inside.
"Hi, sir," he greeted, his eyes looking apologetic.
"Get in here cocksucker," Malcolm demanded.
I walked inside and my worry became a reality. Carol was bobbing furiously on Malcolm's cock.
Malcolm smiled and asked, "Are you here to watch your daughter suck cock?"
Carol froze.
"Keep sucking slut," he demanded.
Carol obeyed.
"This has got to stop," I said. Frustrated that he had brought my daughter into his sick and twisted game.
Malcolm asked, as he pulled his cock out of her mouth, "Carol, did I force you to do anything you didn't want to?"
"No," she whispered, not turning around to look at me.
"Did you take my cock in that white cunt of yours of your own free will?" Malcolm continued, while smugly looking at me.
"Yes," she whispered, clearly humiliated to be caught in the act again.
"Do you want my cock back in your pussy?" he asked.
"Yes," my beautiful daughter admitted.
"Stand up," he ordered.
She obeyed.
"Turn around and look at your father," he demanded.
She did.
"Tell him what you want," Malcolm demanded, as he bent her over and put his hands on her hips.
"Please don't make me do this," Carol begged, still not making eye contact with me.
"Tell him," he demanded, slapping her ass.
"I want you to fuck me," Carol admitted.
"You want to get fucked by big black dick while your dad watches?" he asked.
"Yes," she whispered, as he slid his cock in her.
"Yes, what?" Malcolm asked.
"Yes, I want you to fuck my white cunt while my dad and my cock sucking boyfriend watches," she said, so out of character... another insatiable slut for black cock... like me... like James... like my wife if given a chance.
"Malcolm," I finally said, trying to remain strong, "Please stop."
"Why, do you want to take my cock instead?" he questioned. "It's kind of sticky with your daughter's cunt juice. But you are willing to do it, aren't you."
"Malcolm, please," I pleaded, as Carol looked at me with a look of sudden understanding on her face.
"Begging," he chuckled, "that is so like you, cocksucker. Now, get over here."
"I can't," I began.
"Now, cocksucker, or the whole world knows tomorrow that you love nigger cock," he said.
"Please," I pleaded, desperate for this to end.
"Don't make me repeat myself," he warned, as if he was a parent scolding a child.
Defeated, I walked to him. It was now me avoiding eye contact.
Malcolm said, "You see, Carol, your daddy loves sucking black cock and taking it in the ass, just like your boyfriend, don't you?"
"Yes," I whispered, as I reached him.
"Knees," he ordered.
I obeyed, my face burning with shame.
"Just sit there until I am ready for your mouth, cocksucker," he demanded.



And I did.
I watched, undeniably turned on, even as I was equally humiliated and furious, while he fucked my daughter right in front of me.
After about ten minutes of Carol moaning and talking dirty, Malcolm calling her names, he pulled out, turned to me and shoved his dick in my mouth.
"Watch how to really suck cock, Carol. Your father is a master at dick smoking," Malcolm said, as I tasted my daughter's pussy on his dick.
Carol turned to watch as I reluctantly obeyed, my natural persona to obey and suck overriding common sense or humility.
"Oh my God," Carol gasped, before adding, "this is so hot."
Malcolm asked, "Do you like watching your father suck dick?"
"Yes," Carol admitted, her voice sounding like she was stunned by what she was witnessing.
"Yes, what?" he asked.
"I love watching my dad suck on your big black cock," Carol said, clearly turned on.
I bobbed hungrily as Malcolm asked Carol, "So your mother wants my cock?"
"I think so," Carol replied, "she asked about you again this morning."
"What do you think, cocksucker? Do you think your wife wants my cock?" he asked, as he pulled out and stroked his cock.
"Yes," I admitted, knowing she did.
"And you'll let me fuck her, won't you?" he questioned.
"Yes," I whispered, shame coursing through me.
"Beg for my cum, cocksucker," he ordered.
Carol added, "Yes, Daddy, beg to get your face coated with his cum, just like James does."
Humiliation compounded humiliation, as I begged, "Oh please, Master, shoot your load all over your cocksucker's face while his daughter watches."
"Open wide, cocksucker," Carol ordered, shocking me, sounding so much like her mother.
I obeyed her order, as I opened my mouth wide and seconds later felt the first rope go directly in my mouth.
"Take it all, cocksucker," Carol demanded, clearly enjoying seeing me humiliated.
The next shot hit me in the forehead and hair, before the third hit me in-between the eyes. Without being told, I took his cock back in my mouth... oddly wanting to impress my suddenly dominant daughter.
"Shoot, I'm going to be late," Carol said, a minute later.
"You may go, slut," Malcolm ordered.
Carol kissed Malcolm as I sucked his cock, before saying, as she leaned down and kissed my cheek, "Bye Daddy."
"Bye, honey," I replied, as Malcolm pulled his cock out of my mouth.
"Let's go, James," Carol ordered, as Malcolm shoved his cock back in my mouth.
"Yes, Mistress," James said, as I felt the parallel lives James and I were living.
Once they were gone, Malcolm said, as he pulled out again, "You know I plan to fuck your wife next."
"I do," I said.
"And you want me to, don't you?"
"Kind of," I answered, both turned on by it and knowing my wife would love it and yet knowing the consequences could be disastrous.
"It's really a yes or no question," he said, as he put his dick away.
"Yes," I admitted.
"Good," he said, before adding, "do you want to watch the first time I take her?"
"Yes," I admitted, my hard cock flinching in my pants.
"I'm going to show up after school today," he said. "Carol has some school shit she has to do. So I'm going over at four to apologize for yesterday, and then give her the best present ever when I ask for forgiveness."
"Okay," I said, curious how he planned to seduce her. Equally as curious if she would give in as easily as I did and our daughter did... my prediction was yes.
"Now get out of here," he said, "I need to get to class too."
I left with a major erection and a mixture of anxiety and excitement... a dangerous mix of emotions.
...
It was impossible to work knowing that Malcolm was planning to try and fuck my wife.
It was impossible to work thinking about how excited I was at the possibility of that happening.
I also was stressed about my daughter knowing about me now. What was she going to do with this information?
I drove home directly at four and saw Malcolm's car parked in the front. I drove past it and he wasn't in it. That meant he must already be inside.
My cock flinched.
My head spun with exciting possibilities and dire consequences.
This was it!
Either the end of our marriage... or yet another first that would spice up our relationship.
The odds were 50-50 in theory.
Although, in truth, I was oddly confident that the odds were higher in my favour. Her obsession with big cock, her slip of the tongue as I fucked her last night, the conversation I eavesdropped on last night, the fact that conversation made her horny enough to come on my face, and Carol's revelation that she had asked about Malcolm again this morning all implied she may indeed submit.
Add to that the fact that deep down she was a submissive (until I became a bigger submissive), and that Malcolm's cock is irresistible and I was pretty confident I was going to walk in on my wife with black cock in one of her holes.
I parked, walked to the back of the house and quietly, as if I was a teenager sneaking in late and not wanting to wake my parents, entered. I tiptoed in and heard voices in the living room. I stopped within ear shot, but not in actual visual view and listened.
To my surprise, Malcolm had not yet converted Marcia to his harem.
That said, the conversation was going that way.
The first words I heard were from Marcia, "You can't be serious?"
"Doesn't it explain everything?" Malcolm asked in his usual confident demeanour.
"I suppose," Marcia said.
"Seriously," Malcolm continued, "Your husband is a cocksucker and a faggot."
"Please don't talk about him like that," Marcia protested.
"It's the truth. On Friday he sucked my cock while you were upstairs and even went upstairs to get lube while you were there," Malcolm revealed.
"Oh my God!" Marcia gasped.
"He said those words when I reamed his asshole," Malcolm quipped.
"That explains the lube on the outside of the bottle," Marcia said.
"And your daughter tells me you are curious about my cock," Malcolm said.
"She didn't!" Marcia questioned.
"Oh yeah," Malcolm said, all suave, "she is pretty confident you want some dark chocolate."
"Put that away," Marcia protested.
"Are you sure?" Malcolm asked, "This is a one-time offer. I have a lot of hot white MILF's, a few faggots and lots of high school and college girls who will eagerly drop to their knees and beg to suck this big black dick."
"I-I-I can't," Marcia stammered. I could tell her resistance was already fragile.
"Your husband already has done it," Malcolm pointed out, "so it isn't cheating any more than he has. Actually it's less, since he did it first and he did it as a faggot."
"Still," Marcia said, clearly wavering and using all her will power to resist the temptation that was in front of her, likely fully erect.
"Plus, he wants me to fuck you," Malcolm said.
"I don't believe that," Marcia said.
"The first time I fucked his ass, I taped the encounter, here is an audio piece that I think you will enjoy."
'Oh fuck!' I thought to myself. What did I say?
Malcolm's voice was clear:
"I can't wait to fuck your wife,"
So was mine, although I sounded like a wimp:
"Me too."
I waited to hear a response from Marcia. One of shock or anger. Yet, she didn't say a word.
"Knees, Mrs. Benson," Malcolm ordered.
Still no words.
Was she obeying?
Not seeing was driving me nuts.
"Now, my white wife slut," he ordered, his tone shifting to firm as he called her a name for the first time. "This dick is either going in you or I'll give your husband a call and offer it to him."
This could be the deal breaker. Sure, she loved being called a slut and other names in the bedroom by me in the heat of passion, but not by any other person.
Yet, still no words.
I had to see. I got on my knees and crawled around so I could watch whatever was about to transpire.
Before I could see anything, I heard Malcolm say, "Good girl. Now crawl to me."
I peeked around the corner just in time to see my wife crawling to Malcolm, his big juicy cock pointing directly at her.
Marcia reached him and he asked, "Do you want to suck my cock?"
I didn't hear her say anything.
"Louder, slut," Malcolm demanded, in a smug tone of 'I just added another'.
"Yes," she said, barely loud enough for me to hear. Her tone implied hunger and humiliation and guilt.
"How badly?" he asked, as he moved his cock on her lips. I could only see from behind, but assumed he was tapping her lips with his cock or tracing her lips with the thick mushroom top.
"Please," my wife moaned, "shove that big black cock in my mouth."
"You sure?" Malcolm asked, always playing head games. "Once this dick slides in your mouth, you're my white slut."
"Yes, please," Marcia responded without hesitation, sounding sweet and eager, yet clearly wanting it and also wanting to be treated like a complete slut.
"As you wish," he said, obviously sliding his cock in my wife's mouth.
Not surprisingly, I had mixed feelings. A small part of me was hoping she loved me so much she couldn't cheat... even though I obviously had. Yet, a bigger part of me was excited at the reality she wasn't able to resist either.
Plus, Malcolm could give her the one thing I never really could... a 10 inch fucking.
For a couple of minutes the only sound was slobbering sounds as my wife took Malcolm's cock a lot easier than I had.
Oddly, I felt a sense of jealousy. I wanted that cock in my mouth.
Malcolm ordered, "Show me those huge melons, my slut."
"O-o-okay," she stammered, as she unbuttoned her blouse.
"I've wanted to see those fat tits since the first time I met you, slut," Malcolm continued, before asking, "does faggot ever fuck those beautiful jugs?"
"Yes," she answered, as she tossed her blouse aside.
"But he is so small, I'll bet that little prick of his gets lost in these jugs," he said, seeming to enjoy reminding her of how small I was.
"Yes it does, but he loves my tits," she answered, as she unclasped her bra and discarded it.
"That won't happen with my cock. Stand up and let me play with those titties," he ordered.
Marcia stood up and allowed her tits to be mauled by an eighteen year old... which was hot... the black and white contrast.
"So fucking big," he said, clearly enjoying my wife's tits.
"I couldn't agree more," my wife moaned, as she reached down and stroked his cock... clearly now all in.
"Fuck my dick with those white flap jacks," he ordered, after a couple of minutes of sucking on my wife's tits.
"Yes, sir," Marcia moaned, as she had throughout the tit attention.
I watched her bend forward, squeeze her tits together and awkwardly tit fuck his cock.
"Oh yes, I think you will be a great little white cum deposit for me," Malcolm groaned, as he looked over and stared at me. He smiled and winked.
Marcia moaned, "Oh yes, are you going to come on my tits?"
'Come on her tits?' I thought. Where the hell did that come from? I had always wanted to do that, but never had the nerve to ask... even though face many times. She had never asked me that question and I had fucked her tits hundreds of times
"Oh I plan to come on your tits, face and in all three of your fuck holes," he continued, never stopping looking at me.
"Oh God, I can't imagine this in my ass," Marcia purred, playfully... which I knew meant she would bend over and take it in the ass without any hesitation.
"Bend over the couch, slut," he demanded.
"Yes, sir," Marcia replied, quickly standing up and obeying.
I quickly hid in case she looked my way.
"Fuck, you have a nice wide ass for pounding," Malcolm commented, before adding, "Shit, you are like a white Beyoncé."
"It was made for fucking," Marcia replied, clearly willing to try and take his ten inch pipe up her poop chute.
"So you ready to get fucked by a real cock?" Malcolm asked, his ass now staring at me as I peeked around the corner again.
"God, yes," Marcia moaned.
"Tell me," he ordered.
"Please fuck me with that big dick," Marcie pleaded.
"No, say it. Tell me how much more you want my cock than your husband's," he ordered.
I thought maybe my wife would avoid ridiculing my size, but I was wrong. She threw me right under the bus instantly, her hunger for big cock overriding marital loyalty, as she said, "Oh yes, I've been dying for a real big dick forever. So much that I made my tiny dicked husband wear a bigger black strap-on dildo to attempt to satisfy my hunger for real cooooooock."
It was obvious that Malcolm had slid his cock in one of her holes.
"Holy fuck," Marcia screamed, "so fucking big."
"You like it?" Malcolm asked, even though the answer was obvious.
"Oh my God, I think I just died and went to sexual heaven," Marcia moaned loudly, the words ludicrous and yet obviously how she felt.
Malcolm laughed as he fucked her. I assumed it was her pussy, there would have been a scream of pain if it was her ass... no way her ass was prepared for such size.
Marcia babbled, as she came twice, "Oh fuck, I've never felt so good," "You make me feel like a woman," "I didn't know sex could feel so good," and "You're so much bigger than my husband."
Malcolm finally announced, surprising me, "I'm going to cum in your white cunt, slut."
"Yes, fill my cunt with your sweet cum," my wife responded, which shocked the shit out of me. She wasn't fixed, I was.
Was she really willing to risk getting pregnant? The answer was rhetorical as it was obviously yes based on her last response.
"Maybe you can carry my black baby," he grunted, as he deposited his cum inside her.
"Oh yes, fill my cunt with your cum, oh yes," Marcia continued, not reacting at all to the harsh reality of possible life-long consequences.
"You want my baby juice?" Malcolm asked, even as he spewed it in her.
"Oh yes, fill me with your baby juice," she eagerly agreed.
"Oh fuck," he groaned, as Marcia must have been doing the pussy tightening thing she does to milk every last drop of cum.
"I want it all, sir," Marcia moaned.
Finally done, Malcolm ordered, "Clean me up with that mouth."
Marcia quickly turned around, I quickly hid again, as she assumedly took his cock in her mouth.
Deciding I should get out of there now, I quietly exited, my head spinning with so many conflicting thoughts:
-She finally got what she desired and craved.
-She did it... she cheated on me.
-She allowed him to cum in her cunt.
-I had willingly allowed my wife to suck and fuck another man.
I drove away and wasn't even five minutes away, when Malcolm texted:
Did you enjoy the show?
I answered honestly:
Sadly, yes.
He texted back:
She is one horny slut.
I didn't respond back as I drove to my final call, already forty-five minutes late.
I did my last call and drove home wondering if my wife was going to tell me. How was she going to react? How was my daughter going to treat me after what she witnessed this afternoon? I had sucked her pussy juice off a teenager's cock in front of her. It would be hard to look her in the eye.
All these questions had my stomach turning.
I pulled into the driveway and received a text:
I'm looking forward to your wife's ass. We had quite a discussion after you left.
That only added to my curiosity... my trepidation... my anxiety... and damn it, one hard cock.
I texted back:
What did you talk about?
He texted back:
Ask her.
I sighed, hoping for more.
I went inside and Marcia was cooking dinner. She greeted me, like she always did, "Hi, honey. How was your day?"
"Oh, it was a bit crazy," I said, recalling what was indeed a crazy day.
"Oh, how so?" Marcia asked.
"Just go, go, go," I answered, not sure if she knew I had witnessed her sexual submission.
I was about to ask more, when Carol walked in.
"Dinners almost ready," Marcia called out.
"What's for dinner?" Carol asked, entering the kitchen.
"Sausage," Marcia answered, which seemed dripping with irony considering what I knew she had just snacked on.
"I love sausage," Carol said, again her simple words somehow meaning so much more.
Deciding to play along, I concurred, "Me too."
"Well, we are all sausage connoisseurs," Marcia joked.
"Do I have time to shower?" Carol asked.
"About fifteen minutes," Marcia said.
"Great," Carol nodded and headed out.
I said, "I'm going to shower too."
"Sounds good," Marcia nodded.
Supper was normal, with nothing out of the ordinary and while Marcia chatted with her mother on Skype, I decided to go and talk to Carol.
I knocked on her door. "It's Dad."
"Come in," she called out.
"Hey," I said, nervous and still not sure what I was going to say even though I had played this conversation in my head in the shower and during dinner.
"Hey," she said back, not giving me any opening.
"So, about today," I began.
"That was crazy," she said.
"Crazy is one way to put it," I joked.
"Dad, it's okay," she said.
"No, Carol, it's not," I said. "I may be the reason Malcolm went after you."
"Then thank you," Carol smiled, "it has been life-altering."
"I'm serious," I said, having had the revelation while in the shower that it was likely my fault that both the women in my life had submitted to Malcolm because of my own weakness.
"Me too," she said. "It has changed, for the better, my relationship with James and let's be honest, Malcolm's dick is amazing."
I sighed.
"Dad, can I be honest with you?" she asked.
"Yes," I nodded, worried what she was going to say.
"James is submissive and loves being my plaything," she said, "Just like you are with Mom."
"You know about that?" I asked.
"Our walls are thin," she smiled, "and Mom is loud."
"It's my job to protect you," I said, still feeling guilty.
"Dad, I'm eighteen. I'm an adult," she said. "And the past few days have opened my eyes to who I am, both a submissive and a dominant."
"You do sound like your mother," I said.
"Well, we do have the same personality," she smiled.
"So you're okay with what you know?" I asked.
"Dad, I think it's hot," she said. "Watching you suck cock was fucking sexy as hell."
"Those are words I never thought my daughter would say to me," I laughed softly, another surreal conversation.
"Did I taste good?" she asked.
"Pardon?" I asked.
"You sucked my pussy juice of his cock," she pointed out.
"I plead the fifth," I said, not sure what else to say.
"Either way it turned me on," she shrugged.
"Good to know that watching your dad suck cock turns you on," I said, shaking my head.
"Watching you get fucked would be even hotter," she bluntly said. "I love how James squeals like a bitch when I pound his ass."
"Oh my God!" I said, putting my hands to my ears.
"Just saying," she shrugged, "It's quite a thrill and role play reversal to be the one giving instead of receiving."
"That I understand," I nodded, instantly loving becoming the receiver instead of the giver both with Malcolm and Marcia.
"Well, I need to get ready," she said, "James is taking me out for a movie."
"Your relationship must be very confusing," I said.
"It's a little Jekyll and Hyde," she nodded.
"Well, have fun," I said.
"Oh, I will," she smiled, implying she had a devious plan planned for tonight.
That night, to my surprise, Marcia didn't initiate sex at all, nor did she tell me about her afternoon rendezvous with Malcolm. Actually, she seemed distant. I had a hunch she was trying to come to grips with her decision, just like I had.



...
The next day, I kept expecting a text... but none came. I couldn't believe how much I craved cock. I wasn't worried about my wife... I just wanted cock.
I got home late from a call that took forever and was surprised to see that Marcia was not making dinner.
My daughter was in the living room watching television.
"Where is Mom?" I asked.
"In her room," she answered.
"Okay," I nodded and headed upstairs, confused that dinner wasn't made yet.
I was also surprised when the door was closed... but the surprise didn't last long.
I could hear the sounds of sex.
I took a deep breath and opened the door.
As expected, Malcolm was fucking my wife... on my bed. Worse yet, she was wearing her wedding dress, which impressively still fit.
"Close the door, cocksucker," Malcolm ordered.
I obeyed.
"Hi, honey," Marcia greeted as if she wasn't on all fours, getting pounded from behind.
"Hi," I replied, unsure what else to say.
"Get over here, cocksucker," Malcolm demanded.
I obeyed, walking to my bed as he continued fucking her.
"How was your day?" Marcia asked, even as she moaned.
"Long," I answered.
"So is Malcolm's fucking dick," Marcia said, as Malcolm gave a hard thrust.
"I know," I nodded, as I watched his black cock pump in and out of her pussy.
"Want to watch your husband suck black cock?" Malcolm asked.
"God, yes," she said.
Malcolm pulled out, stood up and ordered, "Knees, cocksucker."
I looked at Marcia, who rolled onto her side and ordered, "He said knees, cocksucker."
"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, dropping to my knees even as my cock flinched.
Malcolm slid his cock in my mouth and groaned, "Your husband is my cocksucker and has been since just after the football championship."
"I knew it," Marcia said looking at me, a look I couldn't remotely read. "I knew there had to be an explanation for the sudden change."
There was nothing to say as I had a mouthful of delicious chocolate cock in my mouth, mixed with pussy glaze.
"Oh yeah, and fuck he has become an eager cocksucker and bottom," Malcolm continued.
"In the bedroom with me too," Marcia said. "I guess I have you to thank for that."
"No problem," Malcolm laughed, "I'm happy I could help."
I sat on my knees sucking cock as my Master and my Mistress talked about me as if I wasn't there.
"And thanks for prepping his ass for me," Malcolm said.
"No problem," Marcia said, ironically saying the same thing. "It was my pleasure."
"I bet it was," Malcolm laughed.
"Did he scream?" She asked.
"Of course," Malcolm nodded. "Everyone does, even the experienced MILFs who desperately want it."
"I imagine they do," Marcia nodded, her tone suddenly dripping with sultry intent.
Malcolm replied, his tone dripping with suave confidence, "Oh trust me, they always do."
"So what can I do to thank you for turning my husband from a strong-willed dominant in the bedroom, to a cock sucking, ass taking, submissive?" Marcia asked.
"Well," Malcolm said, confident as always, "there is one more hole that you haven't willingly offered up."
"And what is that?" Marcia asked coyly.
"I want to bury my dick in that big white butt," Malcolm said.
Marcia turned around and asked, "This big white butt?"
"Indeed," Malcolm nodded, pulling out of my mouth.
"Do you want to watch me fuck your wife's ass, cocksucker?" Malcolm asked, looking down at me.
The answer should have been no.
The answer should have been defiant.
Yet, that ship had long ago sailed.
I answered, in a whisper, "Yes."
"Yes, what?" Malcolm asked.
"Yes, Master," I corrected, still not looking at my wife.
"Yes, Master, what?" he asked, pushing me further.
"Yes, I want you to fuck my wife's ass and give her the fucking I'm not capable of doing," I admitted.
"Tell her, not me," Malcolm demanded.
I turned to my wife, whose ass was staring at me. She turned enough so I could see her from my submissive kneeing position as I said, "Marcia, I want to watch Master fuck your beautiful ass."
"You sure?" she asked.
"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, "you deserve a cock that satisfies you in ways I never can."
Marcia, moved onto the floor, dropped to her knees right in front of me and said, as she stroked his cock, "But it's so much bigger than yours."
I winced at the insult, even as my dick flinched.
"I imagine he doesn't possibly come close to getting you off with that baby cock," Malcolm said.
"God, no," my wife scoffed, still looking directly at me as she spoke. "I've been faking it for years."
"I promise you will come again and again," Malcolm bluntly said.
My wife smiled, as she said, "Before this beautiful monster," still stroking his throbbing cock, "I hadn't come from a real cock since college."
"Then we got lots of catching up to do," Malcolm declared.
My wife ordered, "Suck his cock, cocksucker. Get it ready for my ass."
"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, utterly turned on.
I bobbed on it for a couple of minutes while Marcia talked dirty to me:
"You look so hot with a cock in your mouth, baby."
"I can't wait for when Malcolm and I spit-roast you like a little whore."
"Get it nice and wet for my shithole, cocksucker."
She then said, as she took the cock out of my mouth, "watch a real cocksucker," then she took his cock in her mouth.
I watched in voyeuristic awe and humiliation as my wife took his much bigger cock in her mouth. It was much more exotic when it was inches from my face and not from my hiding spot of yesterday.
I couldn't believe it.
Yet, of course, I could.
If I found his black cock hypnotic, why wouldn't my wife?
"Oh yes," Malcolm groaned, before looking down at me and asking, "How does your wife look with a mouthful of black dick?
"Beautiful," I answered, and it was. My wife looked so sexy and content with a big black cock between her lips.
He laughed, "I couldn't agree more."
My wife bobbed effortlessly, taking all ten inches in her mouth. I wondered how she didn't gag after all the years of sucking something only half the size.
"Such a natural," Malcolm groaned, before adding, "like husband, like wife."
Oddly, even though it was undeniably hot, I was slightly envious that Malcolm's delicious cock was in Marcia's mouth and not mine.
"Go ahead, cocksucker," Malcolm offered, reading my mind, "share my cock with your wife."
My wife offered me his cock and said, "Keep sucking, cocksucker. I gotta get the lube."
"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, as I took Malcolm's big dick back in my mouth.
"Good cocksucker," she purred, which somehow turned me on even more, as she stood up.
A minute later, Marcia was again on all fours, her wedding dress hiked up as she ordered, "Come and eat my asshole, Greg."
It sounded weird to hear my name used.
I allowed Malcolm's cock to slip out of my mouth, as I joined her on the bed and buried my face between her ass cheeks.
"Get your tongue inside my asshole," she demanded.
I tried the best I could, knowing I was trying to prepare her asshole for another man's dick.
"Now lube me up," she ordered, a moment later.
I lathered her asshole with lube and then did the same for Malcolm's cock.
"I want you to put my cock in her ass, cocksucker," Malcolm ordered, just one more moment of power and humiliation.
Yet, it turned me on. I was giving him my wife's ass... just as I had given him mine.
Once Malcolm was behind her, I took his cock and placed it at her puckered hole.
"Now push me in," he ordered.
"Yes, baby, give me that big black dick," she begged.
And I did.
"Oh fuck," Marcia moaned loud enough to alert Carol of the sodomy that was transpiring. ""It's like having a baseball bat shoved in my ass," Marcia declared, clearly overwhelmed by having a cock twice her husband's size inside her.
"Time to leave the minors and join the major leagues," Malcolm wittingly quipped.
"So fucking big," my wife repeated, I think in complete awe of just how much different it was to have a real cock going in her ass.
"You're going to take it all, my white slut," Malcolm said, as more of his dick disappeared between her ass cheeks.
"Yes, sir," she whimpered, "I'll take it all like a good white slut."
"Come watch, cocksucker, come watch your slut wife become my sex slave," Malcolm ordered.
I moved back so I could get an up close and personal view of my wife taking ten inches of cock in her ass.
"You really want your wife's ass to be torn apart by my dick?" Malcolm asked.
"Split her in two," I replied without hesitation, knowing that is what she would want.
"Oh yes," Marcia agreed, "gape my asshole. Holy fuck, you're so deep in me"
"Still got a couple more inches to go," Malcolm declared, before thrusting forward.
"Mother fucker," she screamed, I imagine a mixture of intense pleasure and intense pain.
"I guess I am," Malcolm laughed.
"You're a dirty mother ass fucker," Marcia said, before adding, "now pound the shit out of me."
"How apropos," he laughed, as he began pumping her ass.
I couldn't believe how easily she took it all, making me suddenly contemplate if I really was the first to fuck her ass.
"Oh yes, sir, show my husband how a real man fucks his woman," she demanded.
"Oh, he is watching," Malcolm quipped. "I'm not sure he has even blinked."
After a couple of minutes of rough ass fucking, she ordered, "Shove your dick in cocksucker's mouth, sir."
"You really are one nasty slut," Malcolm laughed, as he pulled out and shoved his dick in my mouth.
I'd be lying if I said it wasn't disgusting and I didn't taste a bit of shit... yet it was equally stimulating, as I appeared to get off more and more the more humiliatingly I was treated.
"Yes, clean his cock, cocksucker," Marcia demanded. "You really are just a cocksucker aren't you?"
As Malcolm pulled out so I could answer, I replied, so drawn into the desire to please and humiliate myself, "Well, I'm also a willing bottom, cum hungry slut and pussy pleasing wimp."
"And now a cuckold," she added, before begging, "Sir, please plug my ass some more."
"Of course," he nodded, as he slid his cock easily back in her ass.
She then asked me, "When you first sucked my dildo you were fantasizing sucking Malcolm's beautiful black cock?"
"Yes, Mistress," I nodded.
"And your submission to me and eating your cum was all part of your submission fantasy to Malcolm?" She continued, as she began bouncing back on Malcolm's cock.
"Yes, Mistress," I admitted, before adding, wanting to clarify the truth, "but once you began taking control I was completely at your whim. It was no longer about Malcolm, but rather about you."
"So I helped make your relationship stronger," Malcolm quipped.
"You definitely changed the dynamics," I replied, still worried what would happen once this evening was done.
Marcia agreed, "Yes, sir, you have forever made our sex life better."
Hearing those words sent a rush of relief. She wasn't angry. She wasn't going to kick me out on the street once this was done. She was going to have her cake and eat it too.
"Oh, I'm just getting started," he said.
"I hope so," Marcia moaned.
"Going as you imagined?" Malcolm asked.
"I couldn't ever have fathomed this," I admitted.
"Yet, your loving this, aren't you?" He asked.
"Frustratingly, yes," I admitted, as I watched my bride, in her wedding dress and white thigh highs, ride his cock with reckless abandon.
"It's who you are, Greg," he said philosophically. "First you were a cocksucker, then a bottom. It's only a natural progression to become a cuckold."
I was pondering his words, when my wife ordered, "Crawl underneath me and eat my cunt."
"Yes, Mistress," I obeyed.
It was awkward, but soon I was in position, my cock, still constricted in my pants, now directly under my wife.
I craned my neck up to lick as I felt her hand go to my cock.
"Is your tiny dick hard? I can't really tell." The words hurt, even though they were true.
"Yes," I moaned, as she rubbed my dick through my pants. In seconds, I felt my balls boil and I shot my load in my pants.
"He fucking came in his pants," Marcia declared in surprise.
"Fucking pathetic," Malcolm laughed.
I kept licking, embarrassed I came so quickly.
Marcia's moans increased and she ordered, "Keep licking, slut."
I did and soon was rewarded with a flood of pussy juice as she screamed, "Yes, I'm coming."
"Only sluts come from getting ass fucked," Malcolm quipped.
"I guess I'm a slut then," she replied, as she collapsed forward. "Your white cum slut."
"Which is good," he said, as he flipped her on her back, on top of me, her ass now on my face, as he plunged his dick in her cunt.
"Oh fuck yes, sir, fill my cunt with cum," Marcia moaned loudly, as she bucked her ass up to meet his forward thrusts, as she literally bounced off my head.
This may have been the ultimate humiliation... although it was tough to choose any one moment as the most humiliating as I replayed the past two weeks in my head.
"You want my baby juice, slut?" Malcolm asked.
"Yes! Yes! Yes!" Marcia screamed, "Explode your baby juice deep in my ovulating hot box."
My eyes went wide at that revelation just as Malcolm grunted, "Here it comes, my white baby carrier."
"Yes, fill me with your cum," Marcia screamed, as he ass rested on my head as she allowed her fertile unprotected womb to take yet another load inside her.
I lay there helpless as my Master shot his load in my Mistress.
Malcolm finally pulled out, rolled my wife off of me and shoved his cock back in my mouth. It was awkward, but I just lay there and swirled my tongue around his mushroom top.
"Good cocksucker," he groaned.
After a moment, he pulled out and said, "Well, that was fun."
"That was amazing," my still breathless wife said.
I was speechless.
After a couple of minutes of recovery, Malcolm asked, "Should we fuck our faggot?"
Marcia smiled, looked at me, "Does my little princess want to get spit-roasted?"
The answer was unequivocally yes. I answered, ready to obey any order by either of them, "I'm just a slut for my Master and Mistress."
"Good answer," Marcia responded, as she went and grabbed her strap-on. "Get naked, tiny."
I obeyed, my cock flinching from the shot at my size again.
"Keep me hard, cocksucker," Malcolm ordered.
I got on my knees and took his python back in my mouth.
A minute later, I felt Marcia get back on the bed, and felt lube on my ass.
"Ready, cocksucker?" Marcia asked.
"Just fuck his ass," Malcolm ordered, "his mouth is already preoccupied."
"I suppose it is," Marcia laughed, as her cock slid inside my wanton asshole.
I moaned, allowing Malcolm's cock to slip out of my mouth, "Oh God," as her cock filled me.
"Keep sucking, cocksucker," Marcia ordered. "You obviously wanted me to see you be a cocksucker for big black dick."
I didn't answer with words, but I obeyed, again taking Malcolm's cock in my mouth.
My wife demanded, her dick now buried in my ass, "Did you want me to see you with a mouthful of black dick?"
I admitted, "Yes, Mistress, I wanted you to know I was a cocksucker."
After a couple of minutes of sucking Malcolm, while getting fucked by Marcia, Malcolm said, "It's time to really spit-roast your husband."
"As you wish, sir," my wife agreed. Seeing and hearing her as both a Mistress and a submissive was entirely sexy.
Malcolm pulled out and ordered, "Turn around, cocksucker."
I obeyed.
"Get back to cock sucking," Marcia ordered, as she slid her dick in my mouth. A cock that had just been in my ass.
Malcolm put his hands on my hips and slammed his cock in me.
"Holy fuck," I screamed, announcing to my daughter downstairs that I was now being sodomized.
"Take it all, slut," Marcia ordered, as she also shoved the entire dildo in my mouth.
And this began my taking cocks in both ends as I bounced back on Malcolm's huge cock and then forward onto the dildo... like a submissive rocking horse.
Once I got into a rhythm it felt so fucking good.
And it felt so fucking natural.
My tiny dick was completely erect and dying to burst.
Malcolm's ordered, "Don't you dare come, bottom boy. Slaves only get to come once their master and mistress have been completely satisfied, is that clear?"
"Okay," I moaned, disappointed by his words and wondering if my first orgasm was allowed... which I realized was a silly thing to think.
"He is your Master," Marcia scolded, "Address him as such."
Malcolm clarified, "I'm both of your Masters. Is that clear, slut?"
"Of course, sir," Marcia apologized, before adding, "If my husband is your two hole cum bucket, I'm your three hole cum bucket."
"Good correction," Malcolm approved, as he continued fucking my ass.
For a few minutes I took it from both ends, the pleasure the most intense I had ever experienced.
"Come bitch," Marcia suddenly demanded.
"Fuuuuuck," I bellowed, as Malcolm somehow repositioned himself and his dick somehow went even deeper in me.
"Come now, my fucking cock sucking ass slut," Marcia ordered, calling me names. "You pathetic, tiny dicked, cuck."
I went to touch my cock.
"Don't touch your tiny dick," Malcolm ordered. "I want to see just how big a cock slut you are. Can you come without having your baby dick touched?"
"Come, cocksucker," Marcia demanded again, "let that little dick erupt."
"More," I moaned, the demeaning words turning me on.
"You like the name calling?" my wife asked.
"Yes, Mistress," I moaned, my balls boiling and ready to erupt.
"You like our Master fucking your little man cunt," she asked, "my little cum slut?"
"Oh God," I whimpered, feeling like I was about to erupt.
"Come now, you fucking cum slut," she demanded, "come my cross-dressing man cunt, fuck toy, bitch."
"Fuck," I grunted, as my cum rocketed out of me.
"Holy shit," Malcolm laughed, "biggest faggot ever."
My orgasm was intense as my cum shot everywhere as I kept rocking back and forth.
"Good girl," my wife purred, as she wiped the cum off her wedding dress that I had just sprayed.
"Thank you, Mistress," I moaned, never feeling better sexually then I did at that moment.
Malcolm laughed, "Easily the most submissive bottom I have ever seen."
"Thanks for turning him," Marcia said, as her hand went to the back of my head.
"No problem," he laughed, as he pulled out of me and said, "I got one more load for that womb of yours."
"Fill me up, sir," Marcia purred, as she pushed him on his back, straddled him and rode him.
I watched, exhausted, as my wife bounced on his ten inch cock. It took a few minutes, but Malcolm grunted, "Here's one more load for you."
"Yes," Marcia screamed as she seemed to come simultaneously with Malcolm. "So fucking good."
Once they were both done, Marcia rolled onto her back, snapped her fingers wordlessly and pointed to her leaking pussy.
I instantly crawled between her legs and buried my face in the mixture of cum and began lapping eagerly.
"Thank you, sir," Marcia weakly said.
"You're welcome, slut," he replied, as I retrieved his cum from her cunt.
I lapped for a while as Malcolm got off the bed and said, "I'll be here tomorrow morning to deposit a load."
"I'll be ready," Marcia said.
"And I'll meet you at lunch for another deposit," he added.
"Just name the place," Marcia agreed.
"And, I'll give you a nice appetizer before dinner as well," he continued.
"I love salty appies," Marcia quipped.
Malcolm left and Marcia quipped, "God, I can't believe you have been sucking cock behind my back."



"I'm sorry," I said, between licks.
"Oh, don't be sorry, cocksucker," she moaned, "it has opened a whole new world for us."
She grabbed my head and ground her cunt on my face until she came yet again.
Once done, she smiled, pulling me up to her, "That was fucking crazy."
"Lunatic crazy," I smiled.
She kissed me and said, so soft and tender, a crazy contrast from the past hour, "I love you, Greg."
"I love you, too, Marcia," I responded, loving hearing those words after all that had just transpired.
"Shit, I'm starving," she said, as she stood up.
"I've actually eaten quite a bit," I joked.
"And you will be eating more yet tonight," she smiled, "but first we should order some pizza."
"Maybe a sausage pizza," I joked.
"You really are an insatiable cocksucker," she said with a laugh.
"I also love fish," I quipped.
"That is on the menu later," she said. "Now go order some food. I need to shower."
"Okay," I nodded, before adding, "What about Carol?"
"Ask her if she wants pizza too," Marcia said.
"But she knew you were upstairs with Malcolm," I pointed out.
"I know. She wanted to join," Marcia said, before closing the door and turning the shower on.
THE END
Although planned as a trilogy, the story that won't end got more complex and hopefully more interesting. So, if you want to see Greg become a submissive to not only his wife, but his daughter... please leave comments below.
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Summary: Sweet teacher's naughty photos end up in a stranger's hands.
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"Stocking Tales": Blackmailed Wife
Hi, this is me.

This is the 'me' that my friends and family see.
On the other hand, this is what I wore to school yesterday, although my hair was in one ponytail at school instead of the two I changed in to once I got home.
Now you may wonder why I was at school yesterday.

I have been mistaken on occasion, although it's getting rarer, as a high school student.
I have been mistaken constantly as a college student.
The reality is that I am actually a grade twelve teacher.
This picture was taken during one of my many role play adventures with my husband.
I am a teacher and look as sweet and innocent as a teacher should look.
That said, I love to be an enigma. I often go without panties at school, I often wear thigh highs underneath my conservative attire and on occasion when my hubby shoots a morning load on my tits', I go to school with dried cum on me.
These secret sins of sexuality are my own way of keeping my days from the mundanity of everyday life.
And I am definitely not the prude that some students or parents may think.

At school I am firm and no nonsense.
At home I am submissive and an eager slut.
I love sucking cock. I mean I really love it.
I also love cum. I love swallowing it. I love rubbing it on my body. I even love facials... it feels so slutty, so completely different than my usual day to day life.
When my husband Tyler isn't home for a few days, I go through withdrawal.
I also love long hard fuck sessions and will sometimes on special occasions or when I've had one too many glasses of wine, take it in the ass.
We have filmed a few sex videos for our own enjoyment. I somehow get even hornier when a camcorder is filming me... My inner porn star is allowed to come out to play, which is exhilarating (such a role reversal from the hours of seriousness of teaching).
Tyler had also taken lots of photos of me in many a naughty position over the past year and a half... and it really seemed to spark our already pretty damn hot sex life.
That said, the photos and the videos all started rather innocently. I was bored one day and missing Tyler, so I sent him a sexy, slightly teasing photo as I hammed it up for the camera. Sexy smiles, puckered lips, my nerdy high school glasses, plaid skirt and sexy panties.

This led to me posing for him when he was home one night after a few drinks.
This became a regular activity for us (whether he was home or away).
The photos were for teasing and were considered early foreplay for us.
Over time, the photos got sexier... and I started to get more risqué.
I posed sexily in only a bra and panties.
I posed bent over to showcase my fine ass.
I posed cupping my breasts without a bra, but still not really showing anything.
Then, of course, I allowed my breasts to be photographed. Tyler kept nagging me, promising he would delete them later.
And always wanting to please him, I reluctantly agreed.
The first one was more of a tease.

Of course... Tyler wanted more. Especially when he was stuck in a hotel.
And truthfully, once I posed showcasing my tits, I wanted to do more.
I felt like a Playboy bunny as I posed in so many different positions.
Feeling liberated getting my tits photographed, I even began walking around the house topless sometimes, even when Tyler wasn't home.
It was liberating.
I vacuumed the house topless; I watched television with Tyler topless; I made breakfast topless.

Then, feeling wild and adventurous one lonely day when rather horny, I took a selfie at home after work which was just slightly more provocative and texted it to him with a naughty message:
Three holes waiting for attention!

Knowing he was flying home at the moment, he would get a great surprise once he got off the plane and checked his messages.
As expected, it worked. He texted back profoundly:
Holy shit!
I texted back naughtily, playing on his two word reply:
I hope you plan to fuck the shit out of my holes, baby.
Not surprisingly, the photo worked and Jeremy indeed fucked all three of my holes that night, depositing his load in my ass after the marathon session.
Of course, it was only a matter of time before Tyler wanted to go further and take shots of my ass.
Somehow this seemed more risky and more vulnerable and at first I protested.
As he pounded me from behind one night he said, "Come on, Daisy. I need a shot of that perfect ass of yours when I'm alone at the hotel."
My eyes went wide. "You're not deleting them?"
"Most of them," he said, which I would later learn was a lie, "but I do have a couple of favourites to drool over while I stroke myself at night."
"Really?" I asked, somehow feeling flattered that when he was alone in a hotel, he was jerking off to me and not to online porn.
"Oh yeah, baby," he moaned, as he kept fucking me.
He wouldn't let me come until I promised to pose for him. Being flattered and being a submissive, I eventually gave in like I always did, unable to ever say no to him.
That said, I bargained and in the end I agreed to pose wearing panties... skimpy panties, nervous to have my pussy or rosebud uncovered.

That was followed by a shot of me in a thong.

Al first, I hid my face, feeling this was a bit too provocative.
Then, of course, I showed my face.
That said, I need to clarify, I'm not a slut.

Besides Tyler, I have only been with two other guys: losing my virginity at prom (I know, how stereotypical can I get?) and my college boyfriend of just over two years.
That also said, I love being a slut for him.
Although I often protested many of his extreme sexual suggestions, I always eventually gave in.
As mentioned, many of these nasty adventures were filmed or photographed.

Ironically, no one who knows me would possibly fathom I was anything but a typical young sweet wife and teacher... which only enhanced the thrill of being such a nasty slut for my husband.
Anyway, my husband was out of town like he often is, and at a hotel when I decided to dress up in my newest costume for him, a very sexy good girl Belle, for some Skype playtime.
I asked once we were face to face. "Horny, baby?"
He laughed, "I likely can be."
I moved the computer back and leaned back for a pose that let him see what I was dressed as. "How about now?"
He smiled, "Lift off has been achieved."
"Let me see," I purred. I can't explain it but I love the look of a nice hard cock... Although I have only been with three men, I often spent my lonely nights when my hubby was gone googling cocks. I love the different lengths, different girths, the variety of colours by race, and the plethora of shapes (curved, straight, etc). Like snowflakes, no two are alike.
He pulled out his semi-erect six inch cock and asked, "Is my bride hungry?"
I loved that he still called me his bride, even though we had been married for over four years.
I answered, "I'm completely famished."
He nodded, "I could use a nice long blow job."
"Too bad you're not here to fuck my face with that big dick of yours," I teased, loving talking dirty and really enjoying the slutty exhilaration of getting face fucked, especially after a full day of teaching teenagers. Although I love my job, I always have to be on at school, so sometimes I just want to be told what to do.
"Where would I shoot my cum?" He asked.
He shot buckets. More than almost any porn star I had ever witnessed and he loved to spray his seed as if marking his territory.
Over the years he had come on almost every part of my body: I've had a plethora of facials where I literally felt I may drown in cum; I've had my tits splattered, my ass sprayed and my nylon feet coated. He has even shot his entire load on my forehead and filmed as his cum slowly meandered and dripped down my face like the slowest waterfall ever.
Strangely, I loved it. I loved the slutty act of being covered in cum. I also loved spreading cum all over my body as if it was soap.
I flashed back to one of the first times he treated me not as his girlfriend, this was before we were married, but some cheap cum slut. Shockingly, the rough treatment was what began my revelation as a submissive with a desire to please at all costs.
He roughly fucked my face for an eternity, before shooting his load in my mouth so roughly, I gagged and had to spit it out, even as he kept spewing like a firehose trying to put out a fire with cum.

I looked down and saw that my work blouse had big gobs of cum on it, even as he shot more cum on me.
"Never spit out my cum," he scolded.
"Pull out then," I quipped, annoyed at having my favourite blouse coated with cum, even as another rope hit me on the chin.
He said, "No, you get used to taking it all down your throat."
"Really?" I said, half pissed at his presumptuous attitude, and yet also surprisingly turned on at being treated like a slut.

"Yes, he nodded, "Plus, you look fucking hot as hell coated in cum."
"I feel like I got hit with a water balloon of cum," I quipped, having just taken a six day load of his seed.
"Now retrieve my cum you wasted, my sexy slut," he ordered, "I would hate for any of my almost week long build up to be wasted."
"That would be a shame," I agreed, as I scooped some cum of my chin.
"No, no, no," he said, shaking his head. "Get the cum that is on the floor."
"You're serous?" I asked.
"You should have swallowed it all," he said firmly.
Although again I was partly pissed at his treatment of me, my pussy was on fire and I, even though I knew I shouldn't have, lowered myself to the floor and licked up the puddle of cum that was there.
I felt so dirty and cheap.
Yet, I also felt oddly liberated.
It felt unexplainably good to just let go and obey. My day to day college life (I was in my last year of college at the time) was so structured that I didn't allow myself to really have fun.
I also felt a strong desire to obey... to turn him on.
"So fucking hot," he repeated, before adding, "and slutty."
"So hot and slutty," I quipped sarcastically.
"Brat," he said.
I kept licking up the cum from the floor as he purred, "Good girl. Lick that floor completely clean. I don't want a single drop of my cum wasted."
"I would never waste such a precious commodity," I replied, as I sucked up the rest of the cum, lapping the floor like a dog licking his food bowl.
When I sat back up, still on my knees, her asked, "Fuck, I think you are worthy of marrying."
I laughed, thinking he was kidding, "Is that an offer?"

He shrugged, "Well, since you're on your knees and asking... sure."
"Are you serious?" I asked, suddenly unsure if he was joking.
He dropped to his knees and pulling something out of his pocket said, "I actually planned to ask you tonight at dinner, but this moment, with you coated in cum, is too hard to resist. Will you marry me?"
I couldn't believe it. Yet, I didn't hesitate, "Yes, yes, yes."
Returning to reality, I responded, in submissive mode, a mode I had been in ever since the unorthodox marriage proposal, "You're the boss. The better question is where would you shoot that cannon of cum?"
I could see him stroking faster and knew he was likely going to come soon.
"Well, you came all over my face before you left," I pointed out.
"That's true," he nodded.
"And the time before that you shot your load up my shit hole," I said, being as nasty as I could, knowing that always accelerated his orgasm.
"Oh God, yes," he groaned.

I then repositioned myself, and pulled my tits out and posed, "Or how about my titties? Do you want to create a river of cum down the valley of tits?"
"Damn baby," he moaned, "you're driving me crazy."
Going further, I leaned close, my eager cocksucking lips now the focus as I purred, my tone as slutty sexy as I could make it, "Or do you want to give my face a new coat of cum paint?"
"Fuck," he grunted, his legs stiffening, his load seconds away from eruption.
"Or would you rather just shove that cock in my mouth and face fuck me, your balls bouncing off my chin, until you deposit your protein down my throat?"
"Fuck," he grunted as his cum rocketed straight up in the air.
Briefly forgetting we were hundreds of miles apart, I opened my mouth to catch his cum, banging my head on the laptop.
Damn, I sighed, I want that cock. I want that cum.
I began rubbing myself, wanting to get off too.
"Come for me, my slut," he ordered, always knowing exactly when to switch from sweet to dominant.
"Yes, baby," I moaned. "I sure wish you were here to fuck all three of my holes tonight. Your slut is craving a three hole pounding.
"Maybe a deep fisting?" He questioned.
"Right up to the elbow," I replied, frantically frigging myself.
"What would your father say if he knew his only daughter was a fist taking, ass begging, cum craving, slut?"
"Oh, God," I groaned, a naughty play on words as my father was a catholic minister. My orgasm was imminent and I begged, "Wash away my sin, baby, with a baptism by cum."
"Now worship The Lord by releasing the devil's sin," he ordered, our most common role play with religious undertones.
"Yes," I screamed, as my orgasm hit me.
Once I recovered, we chatted briefly about our days before he insisted on going to bed... it was two hours later where he was.
I got into pajamas and went and watched Netflix, like I usually did when home alone.
.....
I was at school, just after lunch, when I got a text. I didn't check it, as I never check my phone when I am teaching.
Yet, it kept buzzing.
I told my teacher assistant I had to quickly deal with something and headed to the teacher washroom.
Once alone, I clicked the five messages:
Is this Daisy?
Daisy the high school teacher.
The sweet innocent teacher that has a naughty secret?
The third message sent a chill down my spine.
The fourth text was a picture of me. A playful sweet picture that I had taken for Tyler last Christmas.

The last text:
Cute picture. You look so wholesome and sweet, except for the dildo behind you!!!

I looked at the picture again. I then looked at the phone number (which was blocked).
I texted back:
Who is this?
After a minute, the stranger responded back with another picture (one I took a few months ago to tease my hubby), followed by a message.
Nice tits. I bet your high school students have fantasized about those perky tits.
Can you take that whole sucker in your mouth, slut?
Two feelings coursed through me:
-Anger
-Anxiety
I was furious at this person's name calling and smugness; yet, I also saw my career coming to a crashing end if these photos got out.
I questioned again:
Who is this?
No response.
I texted again:
Please leave me alone.
I returned to class stressed. Who was this? What did he want (assuming it was a he)? How did he get those pictures?
When the bell rang for break. I called Tyler. But he didn't answer.
I sighed and left a message:
Please call me as soon as you get this. It is urgent.
I was completely stressed and with only an hour left in the school day, I went to my principal and asked if he could get someone to cover my last class as I wasn't feeling well... which was definitely true.
Thankfully, she found someone to cover me, and I quickly headed home. As soon as I was in my car, I received another blackmail text from the person.
Another picture. This one from a while ago, after Tyler had suggested that he would love to watch me with another woman (something I have done a few times since this picture was taken).

Another message.
So is this for Principal Wilson or that cute first year Chemistry teacher Ms. Hamilton?
"Oh, God," I said to myself, Ms. Hamilton (Carrie), indeed one of the three women I had been with. It was also our first threesome (Tyler and I actually double penetrated her, which was fucking cool).
Another text:
I can leave you alone. But that will mean I am putting these pictures on the internet. Maybe creating a website.



God, I wish I could get a hold of Tyler. I quickly called him again as my stomach turned. Again, no answer, which only added to my frustration.
I had no idea what to say. So I didn't respond, hoping to get some time to talk to Tyler and somehow figure out who had these compromising pictures of me.
Another picture (from the same timeframe of the strap-on picture when I had dyed my hair pink to feel younger), another text:

Is this what you wore to work today?
I again ignored the texts as I drove home.
I almost got into an accident when I received another text.
I ignored it.
Another text.
I turned the radio up and focused on the road.
Once I got home, I went in the house and called Tyler once again.
When he didn't answer, I left another message:
Please, please, please call me!!!
Although I didn't want to, I clicked on the missed messages.
Another picture and a couple messages. This photo much more recent, having been taken just last month when I did a naughty Skype video for Tyler. That said, there were no pictures taken of this.

'Oh, fuck!' This is a capture from a video.
The messages:
Good news, slut! My dick is bigger than your dildo and your husband. I'm sure you will love it in that cock sucking mouth of yours, that sweet inviting cunt, and that apparently willing ass.
And the more you ignore me, the more likely it is I may put some of these online for the world to see.
I was completely rattled.
My life was potentially over. Tears streamed down my face as reality set in.
Again, I wondered how this person, now clearly a male, could have these private photos. How careless had Tyler been? Or was it my fault somehow? Was my computer compromised? I grabbed a bottle of wine, poured myself a glass and downed half of it as if it was water.
I was about to respond, when another text and message came.
This may be the kinkiest picture I have ever seen. Is there anything you won't do?

"Shit," I cursed to myself.
This was a one-time thing (well two, actually) when I was completely drunk just a couple of months ago. Tyler, after a lengthy fucking and coming all over my tits, needed to piss and I offered him to piss in my mouth, wanting to try something new. The nasty task was exhilarating and humiliating, yet something I enjoyed... the taste even surprisingly pleasant. That said, I would never do that sober... I don't think.
Yet, looking at the picture for the first time... I did indeed look like a dirty slut.
Fuck!
Fuck!
Fuck!
Another picture; another text. This one also quite recent as I tried to go back to the 1950s vintage pin-up look that Tyler loved.

Why not more photos like this... in nylons. The first ones you send me better be in stockings.
My eyes went wide.
He was expecting me to send him pictures!
Fuck!
Fuck!
Fuck!
Another picture, another text.
Like seriously, how many of these did he have?
This one was after a school girl role play where he came on me once and made me wear it on my face until he was hard again and shot a second load all over me.

You better respond back soon or I'll take that as an indicator you are okay with having your compromising photos all over the internet. Like this one. Seriously, how much cum does your husband shoot?
I had no idea what to say.
My face was pale as a ghost, even though I was fuming with the hatred of a million fires inside.
Fuck! Where the hell was Tyler?
Worried he wasn't bluffing, I asked:
What do you want from me?
He texted back with another picture and a message:
Isn't it obvious? My own online pet. Plus, you already have the leash and collar.
I sighed.
Another compromising photo. This time of me in slight bondage as my husband actually led me around the house like a puppy. That role play was humiliating, which somehow made it equally as stimulating.

Thankfully, the picture he sent didn't have me crawling around like a dog. Although, he likely had more photos of me in this collar and leash.
Oddly, as I recalled these crazy nights of sexual submission and role playing, my pussy got wet. I shook my head as I focused on my current predicament.
I was being blackmailed.
I had no idea by who.
I had no clue how he had got a hold of all these pictures and likely video.
I had no idea what his objective was. Being his online pet wouldn't be the end of the world, if I could guarantee he wouldn't release any of these pictures or video or any new ones he made.
Christ. Was I really thinking I would submit to this stranger?
I really was stressed to the core.
Adding to the frustration was Tyler not responding to my calls. Where the hell was he?
Compounding the frustration was the fact I couldn't call any of my friends. They knew nothing about this side of me.
Before I could respond, even though I had no idea what I was going to say, another photo and another text:
I think we could have some fun role playing. Your husband is gone lots and I have lots of free time to give you the attention you obviously crave and need.
I can be the prisoner who teaches a cop a lesson, for example.

Another photo from a while ago. Actually one of the first costumes I had bought to surprise Tyler when he came home after a long trip.
The handcuffs were a fun touch. First on him as I sucked his cock and rode him for my own personal pleasure. Then later on me as he took turns fucking my pussy and ass, even trying something new at one point as he fisted my pussy slightly while fucking my ass.
I texted back, hoping there was an easy way out:
Is it money? I can pay.
He replied back almost immediately, with another photo, one of me with a mouthful of cum, which could have been from any number of role play nights and another message:
Oh, you will pay. With those three fuck holes of yours.
And I'll pay by depositing my load in that hungry mouth of yours.

You must be starving for some cum by now!
I got even more worried. Was he implying even more than just online?
Suddenly pleasing him online seemed like not only a feasible idea, but a good option.
I texted back:
What would you expect of me?
He responded back:
Online obedience.
I texted back:
What does that even mean?
He responded back:
You're a teacher, you understand exactly what I mean. I tell you to do something and you do it. Just imagine I am the teacher and you are the student.
I sighed to myself.
What choice did I have?
Suddenly my cell rang.
"Tyler, thank God," I greeted, frantic.
"Are you okay?" he asked.
"No," I replied, instantly beginning to cry.
"What's wrong?" he asked.
Between tears and snorts, I don't cry well, I explained everything that happened.
There was a long silence at the end of the line.
"Well, say something," I demanded, as another text came, which I ignored.
"This is my fault," he said, his voice sounding broken.
"Tell me," I demanded, needing to know how.
"When I realized I didn't have my phone this morning I assumed I left it in the hotel. Yet, now that I really think about it, my hotel room key was with my cell phone," he said.
That explains why he hadn't returned my calls. I asked, even though I knew the answer, "Please tell me you didn't have photos of me on your phone that you shouldn't."
"I do," he said, his voice dripping with guilt. "But that isn't the worst part."
"What could be worse?" I asked, terrified to know.
"I will know when I get to the hotel, but I am guessing he broke into the hotel room and took my laptop," he said.
"Oh God," I said, completely deflated.
"Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!" he cursed.
"And you have lots of pictures on there of me?" I asked, again knowing the answer, the evidence pretty clear.
"Quite a few," he whispered.
"Define 'quite a few'," I said, my tone terse.
"All of them," he answered.
"Like all, all?" I asked, the terrible situation getting worse.
"Yes," he whispered, so quiet I barely heard him.
"And the videos?" I asked, again assuming the obvious.
"Yes, those too," he admitted.
Another text.
"The asshole is texting me," I said, venom in my tone now.
"What is he saying now?" Tyler asked.
"I don't know, it's probably more compromising pictures or demands," I snapped, as I clicked on the update on my phone to check.
It was indeed another photo and a message. Two actually.

It was a photo of a role play earlier this year when we redid Pirates of the Caribbean.
This photo was tame compared to earlier ones sent.
His texts were:
This looks like a fun role play.
I'm guessing you have a lot of outfits to perform in for me.
I said to Tyler, "Another fucking picture."
"Of me in the pirate's costume," I answered.
"That isn't that bad," he said.
"He fucking sent one of me with my mouth open catching your urine," I snapped, frustrated even more by his lack of urgency.
"Sorry, sorry, sorry," he repeated.
"Where are you?" I asked.
"At the conference, at a payphone," he answered.
"Well, get a cab and get back to the hotel so you can find out if it's been stolen," I said.
"Okay," he said, "I'll call you when I get back to the hotel."
"Hurry," I demanded, and hung up.
Another picture and another text.

I couldn't even recall when this one was taken.
His text:
This seems to be a position you should regularly be in for me. That way all three of your fuck-holes are available for me.
I texted back:
You stole my husband's computer! We are going to the police.
He replied back with a flurry of texts:
First, your husband shouldn't leave his hotel card with his phone.
Second, your husband should have a better password than 1234.
Third, you probably shouldn't pose like such a slut; you likely also shouldn't film pornographic videos... although the couple I have watched have been very enjoyable. I mean, for a teacher you sure can pull off porn star.
Fourth, if you call the cops at all, I will send these pictures and videos online and you will be an overnight porn sensation.
Like how would your principal and your board feel about pictures such as this one:
I stared at the picture. One I hadn't seen before, even though I recalled the role play encounter. I often deep throated Tyler, but this was the first time I took it all in and just held a pose. As usual, it was a slutty act, which, as usual, turned me on.
That said, looking at the picture, which was undoubtedly me, like most of the other pictures he had already sent, I knew if any of these got out I would be unemployed instantly and not hirable in the teaching system anywhere in the city, state and, likely, country. Christ, its likely I wouldn't get a teaching job anywhere in the world.
Except maybe Van Nuys, where a majority of the porn movies were filmed (don't even ask how I know such a thing).
Another text and picture. This one another of the humiliating kind. The only other time I had drunk piss, again quite intoxicated, although this was just a couple of weekends ago, after being in the hot tub:

Or this?
Then another text and picture:

Or this?
A picture of me dressed up a little goth like and my face covered in cum, although a lot more was on the floor. Which he made me lick up after, as he pointed out I should never waste his cum.
The litany of pictures continued:
Or this? Do you like being choked?

I remembered this picture and it is the one thing that at first I didn't like.
Another text, this time without a picture.
These, of course, are just a few of the nasty ones. There are pictures of that pussy, pictures with cock in all three of your holes and even a picture of your husband, I assume its your husband, fisting you.
PS: You can sure take a lot up that cunt of yours!
Mortified, I texted:
Please, stop.
He texted back:
I expect you in nylons and ready to Skype in five minutes or the website I discussed goes live. Be sure to check it out if you wish. I already have purchased the domain.
I was freaking out.
I quickly checked my computer and typed in the url I couldn't forget... being my name and all.
Sure enough it existed.
With a construction sign.
Fuck!
Fuck!
Fuck!
I had no choice.
He texted me back, asked for my Skype name, and I reluctantly gave it to him.
I found an outfit that I thought was sexy, yet not too edgy, and had stockings.
I then waited with trepidation, turning my Skype on.
A chill of anxiety went up my back when the annoying Skype sound came on.
I took a deep breath and pressed the button.

There was no image of him, but I heard his voice... slightly distorted.
"Are you serious?" he asked.
"What?" I asked, not even pretending to hide my contempt.
"Are those nylons?" he questioned.
"You said stockings," I pointed out.
"No," he said, "I said nylons. Fishnets are for prostitutes. Are you a prostitute?"
"No," I said, tersely, anger bubbling inside me quickly.
"Good, because I have no intention of paying you," he said. "Although based on the toys on your bed, I'm assuming that you were getting pretty excited."
I responded, making it crystal clear that was not the case, "That was just from last night." The truth was this was the spare bedroom, where I often Skyped with Tyler at night because it's where the computer was. My laptop was so slow that it often froze up, which was why I was using it now... hoping for a bad connection.
"Either way," he said, "I am logging off and will be back on in five minutes and I expect you in nylons."
"Fine!" I snapped, making my point.
"Be good, Daisy, or your photos and videos go viral," he warned and logged off.
"Fuck!" I cursed, as I began getting undressed.
I went to my dresser and realized I didn't have many sheer nylons. Most were patterned, although I did have a white pair from my wedding four years ago. I also had a beige pair.
I grabbed the beige stockings, hooked them to a garter-belt and changed into a less slutty, but sexy, outfit. I figured I had to play nice at least until Tyler called.
I moved to the couch in another room, set-up my laptop and waited.

When he returned, he immediately approved. "That is much better."
"I'm happy you like," I sarcastically said, as I dangled the heel of my shoe, trying not to look at the computer.
"I'd avoid the sarcasm, slut," he said firmly. "I'm a patient man, but you are already pushing my limits."
"Sorry," I said, deciding to play along as best I could.
"Now let me see those toes," he ordered.
I allowed my heel to drop and asked, "You mean these toes?"
"Very nice," he approved, "and painted too."

"I'm happy you like," I lied.
"Good girl," he said, not catching on to my lie.
"Are we done here?" I asked.
"Not even close," he laughed.
"I am expecting a call from my husband," I said.
"I bet you are," he said, "but at the moment you should be focused on being my online pet."
"Fine," I sighed.
"Now let me see both of your legs and feet in those sexy nylons," he ordered.
I slipped out of my other heel and moved to show both feet.
"No, no, no," he said, annoyed. "Get on your back and put your feet in the air."
"Fine," I said, annoyed. "Is this better?" I asked.

"Very nice," he approved. "You have very sexy legs."
"Thanks," I said. Although I was being blackmailed and this guy was a fucking creep, I did like compliments.
"Those are some sexy nylons too," he said.
"I wore them for a wedding last year," I said, not sure why I thought this was information he needed to know.
"I'm sure Tyler approved," he said.
"How do you know my husband's name?" I asked.
"Same way I know where you work," he answered. "Google."
"Yep, the internet is the perfect place to stalk," I quipped.
"I suppose that is true," he chuckled softly.
"Now massage one foot," he said.
"Okay," I said, the order rather strange.

"Yes," he groaned.
Fuck! Was he jerking off to me?
Shit! Of course he was.
I massaged my foot for a minute, which actually felt nice. I loved when Tyler massaged my feet.
"Now let me see the sole of your stocking foot," he ordered.
I thought 'this guy is fucked up', but obeyed as so far this Skype session was rather PG.
"I want a better look," he said. "move your camera above you."
"How?" I asked.
"Put it on top of the TV stand and angle the computer down," he ordered.
'How would he know that?' I thought to myself.
I asked the question. "How do you know I have a TV stand there?"
"Do you?" he asked.
"Yes, but," I began, but was cut off.
"Just do it," he ordered. "I don't have all day."
"Fine," I again sighed, stood up and moved the laptop to a new position. It took a couple of tries, but I got the laptop in the right position.
"Good, now show me that sole. Put your foot right up in the air."



"Okay," I said, baffled by how this could be turning him on.

"Wiggle that foot." He ordered.
I did.
"No, no," he said. "The toes, wiggle the toes."
"Oh," I said, still unsure what he really wanted.
"Nice," he said, as I wiggled my toes up in the air.
"Now both feet."
"Both feet what?" I asked.
"Show me both of your feet and your sexy toes," he ordered.
"Okay," I again agreed, baffled by the purpose of this.
Although it was awkward and uncomfortable, I lifted both feet up and posed them for him.
"Now bend your knees so I can get a good close up of those toes," he ordered.
I obeyed, which made me even more uncomfortable.

"Oh yeah," he groaned. "Perfect! Now hold that pose."
I did for a while as he didn't say a word.
I hoped he was jerking off and this was almost over.
He then surprised me by saying, "Now get onto your knees."
I almost laughed. It's not like I could suck his cock.
But I obeyed, baffled by this entire experience.
"Now look up and beg to suck my cock," he ordered.
"Seriously?" I asked, this getting silly.
"Just do it," he said.
I listlessly said in a monotone voice, "May I please suck your dick?"
"You better do better than that," he said. "And, on second thought, sit on your ass, you are too close to the camera now."
"Make up your mind," I sighed.
"Shut up, slut," he ordered.
I glared at him, but didn't say anything.
"Now look up at me and make it look like you're sucking my cock," he ordered.
I had no idea how to do such a thing, but I tried.

"Not bad," he said, but the angle is off. "Try a different position."
"Like what?" I asked.
"On your stomach and sprawled out on your sofa," he suggested.
"Okay," I sighed again. "but I'll have to move the laptop."
"Okay," he said.
So I repositioned the laptop to a bar chair close to the couch.
I lay down and looked up at him.
"All I see are your feet," he said, before adding, "not that that is a bad thing."

I sighed, "This is getting frustrating."
"Tell me about it," he said.
I got up and moved the laptop again and asked, still standing, "Does this get the entire couch?"
"Not quite," he said, "but it is close."
Another thirty seconds later and he said, "You have it."
"About fucking time," I said.
"Get on the couch," he ordered.
"Yes, sir," I sarcastically quipped.
"Sir, I like that," he said.
'Fuck' I thought to myself, why couldn't I keep my mouth shut?
"Now look up sexily," he ordered.
I tried.
"Is that your sexy look?" he asked.
"It is when I am being blackmailed," I replied.
"Well, you better try harder and look like you're having fun or say goodbye to your career," he threatened.
Like I faked orgasms during high school, I faked having fun.

"Now was that so hard?" he asked.
"A little," I answered truthfully.
He then annoyed me again. "Actually, I want a close up of your pretty mouth. I need you to put the laptop right on the end of the sofa."
"You really want me to move the laptop again?" I asked.
"Last time. I promise," he said.
"Better be," I said, annoyed, although thankful he hadn't made me show him my tits or pussy.
I moved the laptop and he asked for the same pose. "Now look like you're sucking my cock."
"Okay," I said.
After a minute, he said, "Do you have any popsicles?"
"I think so," I replied.
"Go get one," he ordered.
"Really?" I asked again.
"Hurry up," he ordered.
Why didn't I say no?
I went to the kitchen and grabbed a pink Popsicle.
I returned, knowing exactly what he was going to expect from me.
"Now suck it like it's my dick," he ordered.
"Are you that thin?" I asked, unable to not take the shot.
"You'll learn soon enough," he smugly replied.
My eyes went wide.
"Do you want to see it now?" he asked.
"Not really," I answered.
"You sure?" he questioned. "I'm told I'm rather well endowed."
"By who?" I asked. "Other people you blackmail?"
"You're my first blackmail," he said.
"I'm flattered," I quipped.
"Enough witty banter. Now suck, slut," he ordered.
So I did. Bobbing slowly on the Popsicle.
"Oh yeah," he groaned.
I closed my eyes and tried to forget I was being watched.
"Look at me, slut," he demanded.
I opened my eyes and sucked on the pretend cock.

"Oh yeah," he groaned, "such a pretty mouth."
I kept bobbing, sensing he was close and this humiliating ordeal would be over soon.
I was right.
"Faster, slut," he ordered.
I obeyed, taking most the popsicle in my mouth.
"Oh yeah," he groaned, "such a good slut."
'Come, damn it,' I thought to myself 'and end this fucking ordeal.'
A minute later, he groaned, "Oh yes, take it all slut. Swallow my cum."
Thankful it was likely over, I kept bobbing until he said, "That was awesome."
I sarcastically quipped, "Yes, I'm completely fulfilled."
"Funny you should say that," he said, his tone ominous.
"Why is that?" I asked, with trepidation.
"Because someone will be over there soon to get laid," he said.
"Excuse me?" I questioned.
I put a Craigslist ad up for you," he said. "I'll text it to you."
"You what?" I gasped, mortified.
He didn't answer, but a moment later I heard my phone buzz in another room.
I got up and grabbed my phone. I nervously clicked the text which had a link to a Craigslist post.
Reluctantly I clicked it.
"Oh my God," I said out loud as I read the ad.
Submissive Wife Craving Cum
Hubby is away,
My kitty needs to play.
Come on over and use me as a slut.
I was furious.
I returned to my laptop and roared, "How dare you?"
"You had over forty replies in five minutes," he said. "It was actually tough to choose just one."
"I'm done," I roared.
"You sure?" he asked. "Here is a picture I sent to the lucky winner."

"Oh my God," I gasped, wondering when this was going to end.
"I imagine that is what he said," he chuckled. "He should be there in twenty minutes."
"I'm not fucking some stranger," I firmly said.
"You will do what he says and do it on film," he ordered with a sigh, "or all these pictures go viral."
I didn't know what to say.
He continued, "And I want you in a new sexy outfit with nylons."
"Yeah, right," I said.
"Actually, go change now," he ordered.
"Whatever," I said, praying my husband would be calling soon.
I went to my bedroom and sighed, tears again in my eyes. I changed into the white wedding thigh highs and a cute dress that was sexy, but not really slutty.

I returned to the living room and he said, "Nice, but let's take this to the bedroom."
I sighed, but grabbed the laptop and returned to the bedroom.
"Put the laptop where I can see the whole bedroom," he ordered.
"Put your glasses on," he ordered, "I want to see the sweet, nerdy, teacher version of you."
I grabbed them and put them on.
"Pose for me," he ordered.
I did, even as I wondered why the hell Tyler hadn't called yet.
"Very nice," he purred.
"Can we just leave it between you and me?" I asked, not wanting to have someone come to my home.
Suddenly the doorbell rang.
"Not saved by the bell," he joked. "Go get it and bring him to your room."
"Please don't make me do this," I pleaded.
"Now, slut," he said coldly, "Be a good slut and I won't send over any of the other forty plus candidates."
"Fine," I said, sensing he wasn't bluffing.
I walked to my front door, nervous as hell.
I took a deep breath, wishing I had a peep hole, and opened the door.
I gasped. "Jeremy."
"Hi, Mrs. Haze," he smiled.
Jeremy was a student who was in my class last year. A strong student, a great linebacker, who was ridiculously handsome and had flirted with me non-stop throughout the year. That said, my biggest fantasy had always been to be seduced by a student, something we often role played. Tyler even knew that I had a crush on him.
"What can I do for you?" I asked, being casual and hoping this was just a major coincidence.
"I'm here to give you the load you're craving," he answered.
"This is a mistake," I said.
"No, this is two years of fantasy becoming reality," he said, as he walked into my home.
"Jeremy, I," I began, my pussy burning at the reality this hot ex-student was in my home... yet I was a married woman.
"Bedroom now," he ordered, with a firmness that made my pussy leak.
"I, um, okay," I babbled, my head spinning with lust and guilt. I led him to my bedroom and he complimented, "You're still as hot as I remember."
Before I could even think, I responded, "As are you."
"Did you ever fantasize about me, Mrs. Haze?" he asked, as he walked in front of me.
"I don't fantasize and tell," I joked, trying to avoid answering the question.
"I do," he said, "and I have shot buckets thinking about this very moment. Although, truth be told, I imagined doing this in your classroom."
Again, I don't know why I encouraged him, but I asked, talking sultry, "And what did you imagine?"
"Eating your pussy under your desk, having you suck me in front of the whole class and bending you over the desk and fucking you," he listed, bluntly.
Again, my moral compass gone, an insatiable lust replacing it, I asked, "My cunt or my ass?"
"You can't fuck one without the other," he quipped, before adding, "on that note, let's see that ass of yours."
I asked coyly, "How do you want me?"
"First, just pose like you are trying to get my attention in the class," he ordered, as he leaned against a wall.
"Mmmmm, like this?" I asked, my own fantasy playing out right in front of me. I had teased him and many other students over the past couple years with my outfits and coy poses.

"Oh yeah," he groaned, "just like that, Mrs. Haze."
"What else did you fantasize?" I asked, as I smiled back at him, remaining in the same sexy pose.
"That would be a full length porn movie," he joked.
"Are just you and I in this porn movie?" I asked, somehow wanting to impress him with something I had only done once, a lesbian encounter or a threesome.
"Oh, we could have a revolving cast, but we would be the main two characters," he said suavely.
"Would Sarah be in it?" I asked, his high school girlfriend.
He laughed, "Why, do you fantasize about girls too?"
"I have a lot of fantasies," I replied, shrugging my shoulders, before adding, "I'm not as simple as I seem."
"So I see," he nodded, staring at me.
"What else can I do for you?" I asked, with a sexy smile.
"Let's see those tits, Mrs. Haze," he ordered.
I stood up and lifted the dress over me, revealing I wasn't wearing a bra as I showcased my very firm breasts.

"As perfect as I imagined," he said, as he seemed to practically be drooling over my firm breasts and erect nipples.
"Is your cock as big as I imagined?" I asked, as I got onto the bed.
"How big did you imagine it to be?" he asked.
"Big enough to make me scream," I smiled, as I moved into a seductive pose that screamed come and ravish me.
"I think you will be pleasantly surprised then," he quipped as he unbuckled his belt.

"It's like Christmas morning," I joked, as he slowly unwrapped himself.
"It's the twelve days of Christmas all wrapped up in one," he countered, as he unbuttoned his jeans slowly as if teasing me.
"Come over here and let me finish unwrapping that present," I purred, excited to see how big his dick really was.
He sauntered to the edge of the bed as he allowed his jeans to drop to the floor. He pulled them off and I could see his impressive bulge in his boxers. Instant lust washed over me as I felt both my mouth water and my pussy tingle.
"Fish it out, Mrs. Haze," he ordered, once he was directly in front of me, his dick barely hidden by his boxers.
Shifting to role play, I asked all nervously. "In front of the entire class?"
He nodded, "It's time you teach all these teen girls how to really suck a cock."
I rubbed his cock through his boxers and purred, "I don't think most of these girls could handle something this impressive. This cock was made to be worshipped by an experienced woman."
He repeated, "Pull it out, Mrs. Haze."
I obeyed and gasped. "Holy shit, it's even bigger than I could have fathomed."
"Think it will make you scream?" he asked.

"In ecstasy," I quipped back as I slowly stroked his impressive eight inch cock.
"Take it in your mouth, Mrs. Haze," he ordered.
I obeyed, opening wide and taking his massive rod in my mouth.
"Oh yes," he groaned as I began slowly bobbing.
I swirled my tongue around his thick mushroom top. I bobbed back and forth on his cock, eventually taking in all eight inches.
"Holy fuck," he groaned, "no one has taken all my dick in their mouth."
"I'm not no one," I purred, as I sat up and stroked his cock.
"Look at me, Mrs. Haze," he ordered.
I looked up at him with the same lust that he was looking at me with.

"Oh yeah," he groaned, "you really want my cock, don't you Mrs. Haze?"
"Fuck yes," I nodded, as I stroked his cock, my pussy begging for attention.
"How bad?" he asked.
"Just tell me what to do, Jeremy," I purred, "I'm your teacher submissive cum deposit tonight."
"Oh fuck," he groaned, "get on all fours Mrs. Haze, it's time to fuck that cunt of yours."
"Yes, sir," I moaned, wanting to be as submissive as possible with him.
I got on all fours, looked back and offered, "Pick a hole, sir."
"Holy fuck," he repeated, "you're an even bigger slut than I imagined."
"For big dick studs like you, almost all women are," I replied, as he got on the bed and rubbed his cock up and down my sopping wet pussy lips.
"Just slam it in, sir," I moaned. "I want to feel that huge dick of yours buried deep in me."
"As you wish," he agreed, as his cock slid easily inside my inferno of lust.
"Oh yes," I moaned loudly, "so fucking big."
"So fucking hot," he groaned, as his body met mine.
After a few slow strokes, I demanded, "Now don't make love to me, I have a husband for that. Fuck me like the teacher slut I am."
Even as I mentioned my husband for the first time, thought about him for the first time since Jeremy walked in my home, I oddly didn't feel guilt. This was his fault. And if I had to fuck someone to protect my reputation, so be it.

He obliged my request and began fucking me hard and fast.
My orgasm built quickly and I knew I wasn't going to last too long.
I begged, "Oh yes, don't stop. Your dirty teacher slut is going to come."
He kept fucking me hard and sure enough my orgasm erupted through me.
"Yes," I screamed, the ecstasy I had anticipated going through in never ending waves.
He kept pounding me throughout my orgasm, before he pulled out suddenly, put his hand on my head and positioned his cock at my ass.
"Oh yes," I moaned, liking the rough treatment, "fill my ass, sir. Fuck your teacher's asshole with that big dick."

His cock slid slowly in my ass and I moaned, a mixture of pleasure and pain (his cock thicker than my husband's), "Oh God, your cock fills my ass so much."
"So fucking tight," he grunted.
"That dick of yours was made for my ass," I replied, feeling it fit so perfectly. Any longer, any thicker and I'm not sure I could have handled it.
"I couldn't agree more," he groaned.
He slowly fucked my ass for a couple of minutes before he groaned, "I'm not going to last much longer."
I was disappointed. I wanted this to last forever, but I offered, "You can come in my ass, sir. Or all over your teacher's face or in her mouth."
He pulled out and ordered, "Give me a target, slut."

I quickly turned around onto my knees and purred, "You want to come all over your teacher's face in front of all these people?"
"Actually, I want you to catch every last drop in your mouth, but don't you dare swallow it. I want you to catch and savour in your mouth like a fine wine," he ordered.
"Oh yes," I purred, "I love a man who knows what he wants."
"Open wide," he ordered, as he furiously pumped his beautiful dick.
I obeyed, opening wide, giving him the biggest target I possibly could, even as I moved my hand to my still burning twat.
"Oh God," he groaned, "here comes my cum."
I laughed briefly at the two very different meanings of the word 'come/cum' and waited for the first rope to hit my mouth. I had swallowed hundreds of loads, taken just as many facials, but I had never tried to catch a load and not swallow.
Challenge accepted.
"Aaaaaah," he grunted, as his cum shot directly in my mouth.
Impressively, he had perfect aim as his entire load landed in my mouth. I focused on not swallowing or gagging.
Once he was done, he ordered, "Let's see."
I kept my mouth open and showed him I had indeed obeyed his order.

"Good girl," he nodded, before adding, "you may swallow the gift."
I closed my mouth and swallowed it all.
Once done, I smiled, "Yummy."
"That was amazing," he said, as he grabbed for his jeans.
"I concur," I smiled, watching his young body and still stiff cock.
"We should do this again," he said.
"I concur," I said again, even though I wasn't sure I could blame blackmail for a return engagement.
"Have a good night, Mrs. Haze," he said once dressed.
"That already happened," I smiled, just as my phone finally rang.
"Is that your husband?" he asked.
"It likely is," I nodded.
"Well, that is definitely my cue to leave," he said, moving to me and kissing me for the first time.



Once he broke the kiss, guilt hit me, kissing somehow seeming more intimate than sucking cock, or getting fucked.
"Hi, honey," I answered.

"I'm sorry it took so long," he said. "It has been a nightmare to say the least."
I won't bore you with the details. But his room was broken into; the video cameras on the hallway oddly didn't show anything; and he had already done a police report.
I told him about my evening... leaving out the fact that it was Jeremy and that I really enjoyed it.
He was furious and said that he would be calling the cops again to tell them this information.
He also added that on top of the crisis, he now had to stay until Saturday and wouldn't be home in time to go to the traditional Halloween party we always did.
This disappointed me too.
I was going to be Belle from Beauty and the Beast and, of course, he was to be the Beast. Yet, instead I got dressed in my Wizard of Oz outfit since I was going stag.
He told me to ignore any order that was given to me, as the cops said that 95 percent of the time these blackmail situations end up being a bluff.
I wasn't sure that was the best idea, but agreed to it.
When I realized Skype was still on, I asked, "Are you still there?"
He wasn't, so I logged out of Skype.
And he was right.
I ignored the blackmailer's texts Friday and checked the website he had referred to every hour and it remained blank. Eventually I relaxed, hoping it was done.
Saturday evening I was in my Dorothy outfit, posing for Tyler, who was at the airport, when the doorbell rang.

Tyler said, "I better get going anyways. Boarding has just been called."
"Okay," I said, before adding, "you better get to the party once you arrive."
"I'll try," he said.
"You owe me," I threatened.
"Fine, fine," he said, "I'll text you as soon as I land."
I teased, "I'm going to be drinking and if you're not there to claim your princess, I may have to find a new beast."
The doorbell rang again.
"Go get the door, I'll see you as soon I can," he said, before hanging up.
I went to the door and was surprised to see a very good looking man dressed casually, "Hi," I greeted.
"Hi, my slut," he said.
"Excuse me?" I questioned, even though I already knew exactly who he was.
This was my blackmailer.
He walked into my home and said, "Ready to finish what we started online?"
"Actually, I'm just leaving," I said.
"The question was rhetorical," he said. "And I too only have limited time."
"Please, this has gone too far," I protested.
"Tell you what," he said. "Obey me today and I will give you back this laptop and the USB for the back-up I made."
"Really? You promise?" I asked.
"Scout's honour," he said.
"Pretty sure a scout wouldn't blackmail someone," I pointed out.
"Touché," he said, as he walked towards the guest room, which was also a room we used for school role play. Shit, why didn't I think of that when Jeremy was here?
I followed him and he asked, "Why the school desk?"
"Role play," I admitted, no point in lying to him.
"Ah, right," he said, sitting down in it.
I asked, "So now what?"
"Knees," he ordered "and crawl to me."
I obeyed, figuring this was the most efficient way to get this over with. Reaching him, I looked up and noticed he was wearing a wedding ring.

He noticed me looking and added, "Yes, I'm married. But what she doesn't know won't hurt her."
I didn't say anything as my already negative view of him only compounded more.
"Get my cock out and start sucking, slut," he ordered.
Again, I just did as I was told, hoping the sooner I got him off the sooner this crazy ordeal would be over.
I got out his cock, which was thin but ridiculously long, and began sucking.
I bobbed quickly up and down, figuring he likely wouldn't last long.
But after a minute he put his hands on my head and pushed me down on his long cock and didn't let me move, I gagged, water running down my eyes, as I tried to breathe properly.

He held me there for an eternity, before finally letting go.
I coughed and snapped, "What the fuck are you doing?"
"Training a slut," he answered.
"Don't you dare fucking do that again," I demanded.
He laughed, "I told you do as I tell you today and this will be over. Is that clear?"
"Fine," I glared.
"Now get that slut mouth back over here," he demanded.
I moved back between his legs and after another moment, he again forced my head down on his cock. He held me even longer this time until I began slapping his leg.

When he let go, I gasped, "Holy fuck. Do you want me to puke all over your fucking dick?"
"No," he laughed, "but I do expect an obedient submissive slut who can suck a cock like a porn star."
"Do I look like a porn star?" I asked.
"Actually," he said, "based on the many videos I have watched the past couple of days I would argue not only do you look like a porn star, but you would probably make a lot more money selling those videos than you do teaching.
"I'm not sure I'm prepared to change careers," I said, as I tried to regain my composure.
"You asked a question, I answered it," he shrugged, as he stood up.
"Now what?" I asked, "Are you going to fuck me?"
"You'd like that wouldn't you?" he asked.
Truth was, he had the longest dick I had ever seen and yes I was curious what it would feel like buried in me.
Another frustrating truth was that my pussy was undeniably wet... his rough treatment was somehow turning me on.
But I answered, "I just want to get this over with."
"Keep sucking then," he ordered.
I leaned forward and again took his cock in my mouth.

And again, after a few comfortable controlled bobs back and forth, he grabbed my head and held me in place, his nine inch cock buried so deep in my mouth I again thought I may puke... even though I was frustratingly turned on by the treatment.
Again he held me in place even longer.
Once he let go, I again coughed.
He said, "We are going to keep doing this until you can handle nine inches buried in that mouth of yours."
"Shit, you're too big," I protested, as I reached up and began stroking his cock, praying a hand job may get him off quick.
"I came three times already today in preparation for this moment," he revealed, "so I'm in for the long haul."
"Awesome," I said sarcastically, as I continued fisting his dick, focusing on the head, which seemed to work so well for Tyler.

"You really are a trooper," he said, as he looked down and watched me pump his cock.
"I'll do anything to protect my career," I said, then realized I had probably just given him more ammo to use against me.
"I know you will," he nodded. "I saw that when you so willingly fucked that boy."
"You made me do that," I protested.
"Did I?" he asked. "You completely forgot I was even there the moment you two were alone in the room."
That was true. I didn't recall Skype was on until after Jeremy left and I had finished talking with Tyler.
"I'm a good actress," I quipped.
"Exactly why you would make a great porn star," he quipped back, before sitting back down and snapping his finger and pointing to his cock.
I resented being treated like a dog, yet I moved back between his legs and again took his cock in my mouth. This time he allowed me to suck him longer and just enjoyed my mouth.
Then suddenly he grabbed my pigtails and began roughly fucking my face as he used my head like a rag doll.
I slobbered excessively as I focused on not gagging, thinking this may be the best way to get him off.
"Oh yeah," he groaned, "you're getting better."

He kept pulling my head back and forth what seemed like an eternity, even as my pussy literally leaked into my thong.
"You like this, don't you?" he asked.
I moaned on his cock in response as I focused on not gagging and kept sucking.
He then shocked me again he pulled out and ordered, "Beg for my cock, slut."
Suddenly wanting it in my mouth, wanting to finish what I started, I begged, "Please shove that big dick in my mouth."
"You sure?" he asked.
"Yes, dammit," I demanded, "I want that big dick now. I want that load in my mouth."
"Or on your face?" he asked.
"Wherever you want to put it," I offered.
"Good," he said, pulling me back on his cock before he wrapped his legs around my head and held me again with nine inches of his meat deep in my mouth.
"Hold it there," he demanded.
And I did.
For an eternity.
Like a frozen cocksucker, posing for a painting.

"Good slut," he groaned, as time stood still.
I held out for as long as I could before I slapped his leg in desperation, feeling light-headed and almost out of breath.
He didn't release me right away, although he did move his legs back down, allowing me to get some much needed air.
"Almost done," he declared.
I just kept focusing on his cock.
He suddenly ordered, "Sit up and get ready for my cum."
I quickly sat up and opened my mouth.
"Stick out your tongue," he demanded.

I obeyed, as I closed my eyes and prepared for the cum.
"Here it comes," he grunted a few seconds later.
I felt his cum hit my lips, tongue and chin.
"Oh yeah," he groaned.
I opened wider, wanting more in my mouth.
"You love cum, don't you, slut?" he asked.
I nodded, as more cum splattered my face and landed in my mouth.
When he was done, he asked, "Enjoy yourself?"
"It was surprisingly interesting," I answered, looking up and feeling utterly spent, which was strange since I hadn't yet come.

Suddenly my cell rang.
"You should answer that," he said.
"It's my husband," I answered, knowing it was him from the ring tone, even though that was weird as he should have been on a plane by now.
"I know," he nodded.
"What?" I asked.
"Just answer it," he said.
I grabbed the phone and greeted, "Hi. Where are you?"
"In the living room," he answered.
"What?" I asked, confused.
"I'm in the living room," he repeated.
"I heard you. I don't understand," I said, confused.
"Come out here," he said.
I stood up, looked up at my blackmailer and asked, "What is going on?"
"Maybe Tyler should explain that," he said.
"You know my husband?" I asked.
"We are old college buddies," he nodded.
"What the fuck?" I questioned, as I walked out and to the living room.
"Hey," he greeted.
"What the fuck is going on?" I asked.
"You told me you fantasized about being forced to be a slut and, well," he shrugged, "I made your fantasy come true."
I was shocked.
This was all planned.
I finally asked, "There was no blackmail?"
"No," he said.
"And you never lost your phone," I continued.
"No," he admitted.
"And who did I perform for online?" I asked.
"Me," he admitted.
Part of me wanted to strangle him; the other half was impressed. He had just given me a crazy couple of days.
And in truth, we had role played all these scenarios in one form or another before, I realized. The blackmail, the teacher seduced by student.
"I don't know whether to kill you or fuck you," I finally said,
"How about a blow job?" he joked.
"Yes, sir," I smiled, dropping to my knees.
EPILOGUE:
Crazy enough, the wild weekend gave me an idea.
I would quit teaching.
I would become a porn star.
I created my own website and started making a variety of fetish videos:
-Submissive slut videos
-Nasty incest videos
-Mind control videos
-Water sports videos
-Costume role play
- Bratty Princess videos where I domme men
-And custom made videos.
And I'm not going to lie...
I love every second of it... I get paid to suck and fuck.
Life couldn't be any sweeter than it is now. And here is one new one from my website with a plug that was just in my ass, now in my mouth.

THE END
Again a super thank you to Sweet Daisy Haze for allowing me to use her many photo sets to create this lengthy ode to the beautiful, adventurous, kinky star.
I used photos from many photo shoots and her twitter account, but here are the main four:
Mind Control App Makes Your Assistant Suck and Fuck!
Daisy REALLY needs a job
Pin-Up Vintage POV Eye Contact and Pretty Feet in YOUR Face
Forced Deepthroat for Hooters Shift
Thanks again...
And have a naughty Halloween.
Jasmine October 2015



        Replacing Mommy

        Daughter attempts to seduce and lose virginity to father.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/replacing-mommy

Title: Replacing Mommy

Author: silkstockingslover

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: Daughter attempts to seduce and lose virginity to father.

Tags: daughter, dad, stockings, submissive, father, submission, 18-year-old, oral sex, love




Summary: Daughter attempts to seduce and lose virginity to father.
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REPLACING MOMMY
I said, "Daddy, you're not skipping out on hosting the Halloween party."
Even though I was eighteen, I had resumed calling my father 'Daddy' after my mother passed away of cancer in June... a week after I graduated high school.
It had been a long six months from learning she had terminal cancer two days after Christmas, to watching the failed experimental treatments that made her a facsimile of her former self, to her death.
My daddy, once the most outgoing and fun loving man I knew, became withdrawn and depressed.
Although I was devastated too, I tried to be strong for him.
My nana stayed with us for all of July and I decided to go to a local college, at least for the first year, instead of one of the few others I had been accepted to.
I hated living in California as I wasn't blonde, big fake tittied, or anorexic.
I went to a private school where I didn't fit in, nor did I want to. Although I too came from a well off family, I wanted to be successful on my own and worked hard academically to get scholarships to over a dozen schools.
I should also note, although I'm not blonde, I'm not ugly.
I'm cute in the girl next door sort of way, with hazel eyes, brown hair and large D cup breasts (just like my mother... who said it was both a curse and a blessing). I play tennis to stay in shape and swim daily. I did hide my look, I suppose, by wearing nerdy glasses, always wearing my hair in a ponytail or pigtails, and wearing very conservative attire.
I was the only girl in the entire school who wore pantyhose to school... not even any of the teachers did. But not only did I like the feel of sheer nylon, it was something my mom had also always worn, being a model for eighties pantyhose commercials. She always told me that pantyhose is ladylike, fashionable and sexy. Of course, she grew up in Paris, where it wasn't 90 every day.
That said, I believed she was right and I wanted to be just like my mom.
August was full of different family members coming to visit and help out, so it wasn't until early September that the house finally held just the two of us.
And it was eerily quiet.
My dad was still grieving, as was I, but in trying to keep things going I tried to do as much of what Mom used to do as I could.
Although we were well off, we were not rich. We didn't have a cook or maid or chauffeur, like many of my classmates.
We lived comfortably. My mom had still done the rare modelling job, but generally she stayed at home while Dad worked. He was the CEO of a medium sized computer company.
So, I made the meals, did the laundry and cleaned the house, all while going to college.
September came and went and it was October 1st when Daddy said, "I don't think I can host the annual Halloween party."
I said, "Daddy, you are not skipping out on hosting the Halloween party!"
"Oh honey, it's just too much work without your mom," he said, in his usual, since Mom died, bland tone.
Halloween, as strange as it sounds, was both my parents' favourite holiday, and had through default become mine too.
Dad decorated the front yard, Mom decorated the house, they always chose elaborate couple costumes or, the past two years, family costumes (last year the Addams Family, the year before I was Pebbles and my parents Fred and Wilma) and Halloween always accumulated into a massive costume party.
"We can do it, Daddy," I said, determined to not let him bail out, deciding to use the guilt card, "We will do it in honour of Mom."
"Oh honey," he sighed, but then looked up and said, "You're right."
"I usually am," I joked, with a big smile on my face.
"Yes, yes you are," he laughed, something I hadn't heard from him much of late.
"So what do I need to do?" I asked.
"First, you decorate the inside of the house, and I'll do the outside," he said, standing up, looking for the first time since Mom died, as if he had a purpose for something. He added, "We will make this the biggest Halloween yet."
"Yes," I agreed, standing up too, excited to keep this enthusiasm going. "Let's go shopping."
"Now you sound like your mother," he said, with a big smile across his face.
I gave him a big hug and ordered, like mom would have, "Then get a move on."
"Eerie," he said, looking at me.
"What" I asked.
"Not only do you look exactly like your mom, but you sound just like her," he said.
"She was, no, is, my role model," I replied.
"Well, she is a perfect one," he said, tears beginning to fill his eyes.
"I love you, Daddy," I said, hugging him too.
"I love you too, Miranda," he replied, pulling me in for a big father-daughter hug.
As he did, I couldn't help but feel his surprisingly hard penis against me.
I was surprised. I was intrigued. I was aroused.
Surprised because my Dad had a hard on.
Intrigued about the reason he was hard. Did I make him hard? If so, how? Seemed unlikely it was me, I mean I am his daughter, yet that was the first thing that popped into my head.
Aroused because my dad was the most attractive man I knew. Every guy I met I compared to him, and none came close. My dad was good looking, compassionate, built like an Adonis, and apparently had a pretty big penis if that brief moment could be a testament.
Now, for the record, just because I didn't fit in with the sluts of California, didn't mean I was a virgin.
Okay, technically it did. Since I had never had sex.
But, I had become quite good at giving oral sex. After giving my first blow job to my boyfriend at the time (who will remain nameless because he is a fucking loser) and being told I sucked at it (pun not intended), I went online and researched it, just like I would a school project.
I only did things to the best of my ability, and thus was determined to master oral sex.
I then, out of spite, which was indeed kind of slutty, offered his best friend head at a party. Guy loyalty is not the same as girl loyalty and he eagerly let me go to town on his small dick.
Having practiced on bananas and cucumbers, I had mastered my gag reflex from my first time and easily deep throated all five inches.
I created extra saliva, I cupped his balls and in under two minutes swallowed his entire load while never slowing down.
He groaned as he shot his load and a wash of pride coursed through me at getting him off. He told me I had given him the best blow job ever and I told him to make sure my loser, who will remain nameless, ex knew about it.
Anyways, as usually happens in high school, I was quickly labelled a slut as word got around that I had blown my ex's best friend.
For a very smart girl, I really hadn't thought my plan through.
That said, it also made me suddenly visible. Both for guys thinking I was a sure thing, and for girls who saw me finally as more than just a brain.
I rejected many offers, avoided most parties and focused on studying.
Yet, as strange as it may sound, I craved cock.
I had really enjoyed the power of sucking cock. Knowing I was giving a guy pleasure, that I controlled when he got off.
So, on prom night, I went with a soccer player who was not overly popular, but more popular than me.
He picked me up in a limo and I decided then and there to suck him off.
Was that slutty? Yep.
Did it turn me on? Yep.
Like the last cock I had blown, he came in a couple of minutes. I swallowed it all and sitting back up smiled, "That was a delicious appetizer."
He stammered, "T-t-that was amazing."
"I'm hoping you can reload for more later," I smiled, feeling sexy and wanted.
He nodded, "Trust me, I'm a machine gun of cum."
I roared with laughter, "Well, tonight, I'm target practice."
And I was.
I sucked him off at the prom in the debate club room.
I sucked him off again in the limo.
I swallowed all three loads and if I didn't already love sucking cock, I became addicted.
He tried to push for sex, but I was wanting to keep my virginity intact for someone special.
Anyways, I found sucking cock oddly therapeutic and it became my relaxation for coping with Mom's death.
Fucked up? Yes.
True? Yes.
Anyways... Way off topic.
I decorated the house; Dad did his usual thing outside.
For the first time since Mom's death, Dad looked alive and not like the zombie he had become.
After sending a Facebook invite for the party, as well as emails, I asked Dad, "What are you planning to wear as a costume?"
"I don't know," he said, "your mom always chose the costumes."
"Well, then I'll be Mom," I said.
"What?" He asked.
"Whatever Mom does for Halloween, I'll do," I declared.
He laughed.
"What?" I asked.
"Oh nothing," he said, shaking his head.
"No, what?" I asked again.
"Trust me, it's nothing," he replied, suddenly looking uncomfortable.
"You can tell me anything," I said. "What did Mom do that was so special?"
He sighed. "I guess you're an adult now."
"I'm a big girl now," I joked.
He paused, clearly not sure how to say it, before finally saying, "For your mom, Halloween was the night her wild side came out."
"Okay," I said, acting confused, although I was pretty sure I knew what he was talking about.
"So when you said you would do whatever Mom would do," he began before I interrupted.
"And I will," I said, "I'll do everything Mom would do." Now I didn't use a tone to sound sexy, I continued playing dumb, but I was trying to use psychology to get a certain idea in his head... fucking his daughter. An idea that had just popped into my own head at that moment.
He laughed, "Do you know what you just offered?"
"To be Mom for a night," I shrugged, as I slyly glanced down to his trousers. I was disappointed to not see a hard cock poking out.
He shook his head, "This is crazy."
"What is?" I asked, really wanting him to say it.
"Fine," he said, glancing down to my stocking-clad feet. "Our Halloween parties always ended in our greatest sex."
"Oh," I said, acting shocked.
After a moment of silence, I broke out laughing, "So I offered to have sex with you."
He just nodded, his eyes again staring at my nylon-clad feet and my red painted toenails.
"No wonder you're all flustered," I said, as I pulled him into a hug, allowing my firm breasts to push into him and really trying to find out if his dick was hard.
It was.
I reassured him, even as I pondered keeping to my word that night, "Okay, I'll do almost everything Mom does."
He laughed, his cock involuntarily flinching against my leg, which made him break the hug, "Good plan."
I looked at him, beet red, and was confident he was thinking the same thing I was... 'if she wasn't my daughter'. I also caught him a couple more times taking glimpses of my legs and feet. I wondered if Mom had always worn nylons for him.
Later, I used my hair brush to fuck myself as I imagined Daddy taking my cherry.
After I came, I pondered, was I really willing to lose my virginity to my Dad? He fit my criteria: someone I loved, someone who was a great person, someone with a big dick.
I fell asleep with so many questions stirring in my head.
But no answers.
The next day, after classes, I headed to a costume store. I wasn't sure I was going to fuck my Dad, but I was definitely going to look as hot as I could.
There were so many options:
Princess and a knight: he could kill the dragon and then win his prize: his innocent princess's virginity.
Sandy and Danny from Grease. I loved this idea, even imagining saying the line, "What you thinking, stud?" But I wanted to wear nylons and showcase my legs as it was pretty apparent he got turned on by them.
Red riding Hood and the Wolf: the outfit for me was perfect. It showcased my voluptuous breasts and long legs. Yet, his costume had his entire body covered, including his face. On the one hand, that would make seducing him easy, as I could pretend it wasn't my Dad... but I wanted it to be my Dad. Shit, even though I wasn't sure I would be able to seduce my Dad, or if I really even wanted to, my naughty side was already in approval.
Mickey and Minnie Mouse: this one was super cute and when I was five I was Minnie and Dad was Mickey. Yet, while it would be fun and bring back memories, it would be a constant reminder I was his daughter.
Luigi and Princess Peach: We'd played tons of Mario Brothers together and although again cute, and the Princess Peach outfit was shockingly slutty, it would be another reminder that I was his daughter.
Batman and Catwoman: I liked this one too. Although nylons wouldn't work, the skin tight outfit would leave very little to the imagination.
I was about to choose it when I saw the perfect choice.
Elvira, Mistress of the Night.
It was perfect.
It would showcase my large breasts and my legs and was sexy as hell.
Then Daddy could be Dracula.
I bought both, then went to a lingerie store for a strapless bra and the silkiest pantyhose possible.
Feeling sexy and decadent, I then went into an adult store, for the first time, directly across the street, deciding I needed a real sex toy for the bedroom. My hairbrush wasn't long enough for me anymore.
I wasn't ready for what I walked in to.
Toys everywhere.
Although many I couldn't fathom being used for a body.
An older woman asked, a big smile on her face, "First time here, my dear?"
"What gave me away?" I joked.
"The shocked deer in the headlights look," she replied friendlily.
"Well, I figured I needed something better than my fingers," I said, somehow instantly comfortable talking to this friendly woman.
"For your vagina?" She asked.
"Yes," I nodded, not able to fathom anything going in my ass.
"Follow me," she said.
I did, and was soon staring at a whole long aisle with toys on both sides.
"Wow," I said, in awe of everything.
She smiled, "I highly recommend one of these."
"A butterfly?" I asked, looking at the box.
"Yes," she nodded, "it's an amazing addition to just a typical vibrator, as it stimulates inside your vagina and on your clitoris."
"Oh," I said, wondering how such a thing would feel.
"It is a bit more expensive than a typical vibrator but it does so much more," she continued. "And it has different speeds and vibrations for variety."
"I'll take it," I said.
"Can I ask you one more question?" she asked.
"Sure," I shrugged.
"This is great for lying back and pleasuring yourself, but if you want to feel like you are actually having sex, I would highly recommend one of these," she said, handing me a long, black dildo.
I asked, curious, "How does this possibly recreate sex?"
"You stick it onto a wall and bounce back on it," she said.
"Oh my," I replied, immediately intrigued by the concept, my pussy dampening into my panties.
"There are dozens of lengths, girths, colours and textures," she continued, pointing me to a whole section.
"Wow, I've never seen so many penises," I said.
"I have another costumer," she said, "take a look and pick one that you think best suits you."
"Okay," I nodded, already perusing the plethora of dicks.
And choosing wasn't easy. It was like being at a Ben and Jerry's and trying to choose only one flavour of ice cream.
I was suddenly a cock connoisseur and wanted to try them all. Unfortunately, with a hundred bucks to spend, I was limited.
After fifteen minutes spent pondering length, width and colour, I chose one.
It was 10 inches long. I couldn't fathom it all fitting, but considering it would be stuck to a wall I figured I would be losing a couple of inches at least.
It was thick. I wasn't sure my virgin pussy could take much more.
It was black. Black just looked authentic, especially with the realistic veins.
I purchased it, and some lube at the recommendation of the saleswoman, which she pointed out was also anal lube just in case and went straight home and directly to my room... my pussy on fire.
I opened the box, giddy like I usually was on Christmas morning.
Although, unlike Christmas morning, my pussy was begging for attention.
I stared at the long, thick cock, in awe of just how realistic it looked.
Maybe it was the slut me, or the curious me, but I moved the dildo to my mouth and began sucking it.
I closed my eyes and imagined it was Dad's cock I was sucking.
Ever since I felt his hard cock against me, the idea of sucking and fucking Dad... the idea of completely replacing Mom... the idea of losing my virginity to the man I loved more than life itself... well, although taboo and considered wrong by today's society and the legal system, I couldn't stop thinking about it... and neither could my pussy, which seemed to be constantly demanding attention (way more than it ever had before).
Which is why I bought this big dildo.
Deciding I had to try it now, I suctioned it to the wall, got undressed until only in thigh highs (I loved playing with my breasts while I masturbated usually, I figured it would be the same with this toy).
I got on my knees, a position I enjoyed, and moved back onto the dildo.
I realized it was too high for my pussy, and frustrated because I really wanted it in me, turned around and lowered it.
I again repositioned myself in front of the dildo and attempted to fuck myself. And although I was slightly wet, my pussy, although begging for it, wasn't allowing entry. I reached back and rubbed the mushroom top up and down my pussy lips to stimulate wetness.
Yet, three attempts later, my pussy was still empty.
It was then I remembered the lube.
"Fuck!" I cursed to myself, as I got up and grabbed the still sealed lube.
Of course, being in a hurry, I struggled to break the seal, an ironic metaphor for what was becoming a frustrating experience.
Once open, I generously coated the toy, as well as my pussy, and returned to the dildo.
For a third time I got on my knees and backed up towards it. Again, I felt initial resistance as my tiny pussy seemed to be rejecting the width of the dildo.
"Fuck," I cursed, frustrated, as I rubbed the dildo up and down my wet pussy lips.
Finally, after more physical coaxing, the dildo began to slide in me.
I screamed, as it widened me, way more than ever before, "Holy shit!"
As I remained on my knees, the dildo in me only a little bit, my bedroom door opened as Dad asked, in a panic, "Are you okay?"
We both went completely pale for different reasons. I quickly stood up and stammered, as I covered myself. "S-s-sorry."
"Me too," he said, quickly exiting the room.
I was mortified. Dad had just walked in on me trying to fuck myself. I quickly got dressed, the insatiable hunger completely gone as I tried to figure out how I would ever face him again.
As I lay on my bed mortified, Dad knocked, "It's okay honey, we can talk when you are ready."
Talk? I wanted to go back in a Delorean, my dad's favourite movie being Back to the Future, and make this not happen. I joked as much, "I'm just trying to get my hands on some plutonium to go back in time, Dad."
He laughed, "For what, the Ford Focus?"
I laughed back as I sat on the edge of my bed. "It's almost as big a piece of crap as a Delorean."
He added, "Plus you can take me with you and we can go and see Mom so she can have this conversation with you."
"Come in, Daddy," I offered.
He did and walked over and sat beside me at the edge of the bed. He surprised me by putting his hand on my nylon-clad knee and asked, "Did Mom have the whole birds and bees conversation with you before she...?"
He couldn't finish the sentence so I answered quickly, "Yes, she did, Daddy. When I was sixteen."



"Thank God," he sighed.
Deciding to push my secret agenda to lose my virginity to him, I decided to push the bar a bit. I said, "Mom explained the way to a man's heart is through his penis and the willingness to suck him often, use lots of saliva when giving head, and always close your eyes when getting a facial."
"That sounds like your Mom," he laughed, oddly not surprised by my response.
"On that note, why the heck is it called the birds and the bees?" I questioned. "Why not call it parking the car in a heated garage, or," I added, deciding to be shocking even though I had no real interest in anal,
"Three holes and only one makes a baby?"
"Miranda!" Dad cried out.
"I'm just kidding," I said, "I've learned through you that sarcasm and humour breaks the ice over an awkward situation. Truth be told, Daddy, I'm still a virgin."
"Thank God," he said.
"That doesn't mean I'm completely inexperienced in the sex department," I clarified, wanting him to know that I was still a virgin, but also that I was a woman, not a girl.
"Okay," he cringed.
"Daddy," I said, all melodramatic. "I'm eighteen. I'm a woman. I need to be able to talk frankly with someone about sex. It would be Mom if she was here."
"I know," he nodded, suddenly with a heavy heart.
I joked, "I guess it could be Nana."
"God, no," he laughed. "You can talk to me and ask any questions you wish. It's just you will always be my little girl."
I wanted to move my hand to his crotch and whisper, "But I want to be more than that, Daddy," but instead I put my hand on top of his and said, "And you'll always be my Daddy," before adding the hint, "but I'll need you to guide me through these crazy years of sexual curiosity."
His face went red slightly as he looked to the dildo still on the wall, "Is that your first toy?"
"Yes, Daddy," I answered, not mentioning the butterfly vibrator I had also bought.
"A pretty big first choice," he said.
"I have always been rather ambitious, Daddy," I said, with just the slightest hint of sexiness to my tone.
"You always have been a go-getter," he agreed, which made me instantly think 'if you only knew'.
"I figured go big or go home," I joked, before deciding to push the envelope a bit further, "but I barely got the massive snake more than a couple of inches into me."
I could see his discomfort in this conversation. I could also see that this conversation had turned him on at some point as he slyly used his right hand to adjust himself thinking I didn't notice.
He finally said, "Come with me."
My pussy tingled. Was he going to take me to his bedroom and take my virginity? Could he see the lust in my eyes? Did he want me as much as I wanted him?
I followed him to his bedroom, my pussy wet and eager with anticipation.
He went to the dresser and said, "I can't believe I'm doing this."
Oh my God, it was about to happen.
"Come here," he said.
"Yes, Daddy," I said, trying to sound as submissive as possible.
Reaching him, he said, "I think your Mom would like you to have these."
I looked in the drawer and saw lingerie.
I asked, trying to make it as clear as possible that I was willing and ready without actually saying the words, "Do you want me to try that on, Daddy?"
"What? Uh, no," he awkwardly responded, "look under the lingerie."
I did and found a lot of sex toys.
He explained, "These are likely a little more practical."
There were three different vibrators, a massage thing and something u-shaped, the purpose of which I didn't understand.
"These were Moms?" I asked, even though it was obvious they were.
"Yes," he replied, "and since you're an adult now and if Mom was here I'm sure she would take you toy shopping... practical toy shopping."
I laughed, "I guess I did bite off more than I could chew."
He added, "You are about the same size as your mother. So if you want, why don't you go through her clothing and take what you want."
"Really?" I asked, looking at him.
"Yes," he nodded. "Better you than me. Plus, it needs to be done."
"Even the lingerie?" I asked, imagining me wearing Mom's own clothes to seduce him.
"If you want," he shrugged, clearly not sure what to say to that.
"Do I look like Mom?" I asked, even though he had said so earlier.
"You are her twin when she was your age," he said, glancing down to my nylon-clad legs and feet.
"Can I ask you a personal question?" I asked.
"Sure," he nodded, although his tone was tentative.
"Why do you like nylons?" I asked.
"Who says I do?" He responded, even though it was obvious he did.
"I just, well, Mom always wore them and there are lots of pairs here," I pointed out.
"Your mom asked me that question when we first started dating," he said. "And truthfully, I can't explain it. I have always been drawn to legs in nylons."
"Even in high school?" I asked, wanting to keep the conversation going.
He laughed, "That's when it started. My buddies would be like 'check out the rack on her' or 'check out the ass in those jeans' and I was always thinking 'look at those legs in nylon', I thought there was something wrong with me for not being a breasts or ass guy."
"Did girls wear them a lot back then?" I asked. "No one in my school does."
"They were much more popular in the eighties," he nodded, as if reminiscing. "Some girls wore them every day, cheerleaders wore them with their outfits and all the teachers wore them."
"Few profs or teachers even wear them now," I pointed out.
"I know," he laughed, "finding a woman wearing nylons is almost as rare as finding a needle in a haystack."
"You are obviously not looking that hard," I quipped, pointing to my feet.
He, of course, as predictable as Pavlov's dog, looked down at my toes in nylon.
"I've noticed you wear them a lot too," he said.
"I think they are so sexy," I said, putting my hands on my legs. "So soft, too."
"I imagine so," he nodded, obviously trying to not stare at his daughter's legs.
"Does me wearing them bother you?" I asked, all innocently.
"No, no," he said. "I think it's great that you want to replicate your Mom's style."
"Thanks," I said.
"So I'm going bowling tonight, feel free to search your Mom's closet and take anything you want," he said.
"Okay," I nodded, before asking, "Can I take the toys too?"
"Anything you want of hers is yours," he said.
I thought to myself... there is one more thing of hers I want... you!!! But instead, I replied, "Great. Thanks for being so understanding, Daddy."
I gave him a big hug, and again felt his stiff penis against me.
I wanted to ask him why he was hard.
I wanted to drop to my knees, fish out his cock and suck it.
I wanted go to his bed, spread my legs and beg him to take my virginity.
Yet, of course, I did none of those things.
Once he was gone, I played dress-up. I tried on lingerie. I tried on dresses. I tried on her nylons.
She had a full nylon body stocking that was sheer nylon that even covered my tits.
She had pantyhose that actually only went to her thighs, which I learned were thigh highs. I smiled at the idea of wearing these under a dress or skirt to have easy access to my pussy.
She had a garter-belt and stockings.
I took all the lingerie, nylons and toys to my room, as well as almost half her sexy wardrobe.
Returning to just my thigh highs, I decided to finish what I started, this time with one of Mom's vibrators. The idea of using one of her vibrators turned me on even more.
I collapsed on my bed with the smallest one, deciding to start small after my earlier epic failure. I turned it on and rubbed it up and down my pussy lips. I couldn't believe how much better it felt already than my fingers or other inanimate objects.
I slid it inside me and fireworks exploded.
Holy shit, I had no idea such pleasure existed.
I closed my eyes and allowed the buzzing to overwhelm me as I imagined Dad catching me again, but this time he kissed me. He sucked on my erect diamond hard nipples. He buried his face in my pussy. He slammed his cock in my cunt.
It didn't take long for my orgasm to rush over me as the toy and the fantasy combined created the most intense orgasm of my life.
Once my orgasm ended, I got up and started to reorganize my clothes... tossing out much of my old high school nerd attire and replacing it with mom's sexier, more mature attire.
Over the next few days, I tried every toy of Mom's, as well as the butterfly vibrator I had purchased which was indeed amazing, the buzzing on my clit as well as inside making me cum so hard I gushed for the first time.
Over the next few days, I only wore Mom's outfits, each day wearing something sexier than the day before. I also wore different pairs of sexy stockings, always making sure to give my dad lots of leg to check out.
He complimented me daily, each time saying how much I reminded him of Mom.
He checked out my legs and feet every day, I hoped getting more and more turned on by his daughter... more and more willing to do the unthinkable.
Then came Halloween.
I had decided that without a doubt I was going to lose my virginity to my father.
All week Dad had asked what our costumes were and all week I had refused to tell him. I had given hints, but not enough to remotely have him figure it out.
That evening, I laid his costume on his bed while he was in the shower and went to get into mine.
I was in my costume, wearing black thigh highs instead of pantyhose that would easily be noticed often because of the dress. As I looked in the mirror, I couldn't help but think I looked incredibly hot.
If Dad was ever going to break and fuck his daughter... it would be today.
Dad knocked on my door. "Dracula is a bit cliché isn't it?"
"Come in, Daddy," I called out, posing sexily for when he entered.
He walked in and stopped dead in his tracks.
"Is this cliché?" I asked.
He stammered, "N-n-no, that is definitely not."
"Do you like?" I asked.
"Not on my daughter," he said.
"But remember, today I am not your daughter," I smiled, as I walked over to him, leaned up and kissed him on the lips. Nothing more than a brief kiss... a bit more than typical father-daughter, but not enough to be considered anything else.
He said, a little confused by the kiss and maybe my words, "Well, your mom would be proud."
"Do I look like her today?" I asked, turning sideways so he could see clearly I was wearing thigh highs.
"You may be mistaken for her today," he said, as his eyes lingered on my legs.
"Everything I am wearing underneath of this costume is Mom's," I said, which was true. The push-up bra, the thong and the thigh highs were all from Mom's lingerie drawer.
"Well, today Jules lives through you," he nodded, just as the doorbell rang.
I felt a chill go up my spine at the comment. I smiled, as I rather bluntly hinted at my intentions for later tonight, "Remember, tonight I'm not Miranda, but Jules."
"What?" he asked confused.
"Tonight, I'm replacing Mommy," I smiled, resisting the urge to squeeze his cock and make my intentions undeniably clear.
Dad didn't respond as I walked out of my room and went to answer the door.
The next few hours were wild. I had so many comments about how much I looked like Mom. I had a few drinks and was hit on by three of Dad's friends. If I wanted to lose my virginity tonight there were a few sure things.
Yet, I only had eyes on Dad.
I decided to do something every hour on the hour to make sure he didn't forget I was there.
At nine, I moved behind him and gave his ass a firm squeeze as I quipped, "I've never seen such a sexy Dracula."
At ten, he was sitting on a chair playing cards and I sat on his lap. As he played, I grabbed his hand and put it on my nylon-clad knee. As I hoped, he didn't move it away. When I stood up, a couple hands later, I feigned stumbling and allowed my hand to land directly on his stiff cock.
At eleven, I joined the poker game, sitting directly across from him. After a couple of hands, I slipped out of my heels and put my feet on his lap. As I hoped, he didn't move it away. Instead a hand later, he used one hand to massage my feet. A couple hands later, deciding to push the envelope, I moved my one foot to his crotch, and rubbed my foot on his clearly hard dick.
His eyes went wide and he moved my foot away, as he looked at me with shock.
At twelve, I took off my very wet panties, poured daddy a rum, and walked over to him. I whispered as I handed him the rum with one hand and my wet panties in the other, "Here is a gift for you, my sexy Vampire."
Before he could respond, I walked away.
At one, noticing him looking my way often, especially as I chatted with a sexy guy who worked at his office, I went over to him, and slyly, no one else noticing, even more brazen than giving him my soiled panties, squeezed his cock... his very hard cock. I purred, "Is this because of me?"
"Miranda!" he gasped, although he didn't move my hand away.
"Tonight, Miranda isn't here," I said, still holding his indeed as big as I'd imagined cock, "Tonight, I'm yours."
"But I," he began, but I again walked away, knowing that less is often more.
By quarter to two, the party was down to a handful of people and I walked up behind him, he was watching sports highlights alone, "Are you ready to take this party upstairs? I think you can definitely score just like he just did," I said, as some guy scored in a shoot-out in the highlights.
"Miranda I..." he began.
"I'm going up to our bedroom, baby," I interrupted. "I hope you join me. The Mistress of the night is offering her blood to a needy vampire."
I again walked away, knowing I had now played all my cards and praying I had enticed him enough.
I was in the bedroom over twenty minutes, just beginning to regret my bold offer, when Daddy entered the room. I was on his bed, heels off, dangling my legs off the edge, a mixture of nervousness and excitement bouncing through me.
He closed the door.
I asked, "Are they all gone?"
"They are," he nodded, not moving, as if having his own morale debate.
Deciding to take control, being like Elvira herself, I ordered, deciding to play the daughter card instead of pretending to be Mom, "Come here and massage my feet, Daddy, they are so sore."
He paused for a second, but then walked over to me and dropped to his knees. He wordlessly took my stocking-clad foot in his hands and began massaging.
It felt great. I asked, "Did you use to give Mom foot massages?"
"Always," he answered, before adding, "she loved getting them and I loved giving them."
"As long as she was in nylons?" I asked.
"Usually," he nodded, still not making eye contact.
I just allowed him to massage my foot for a couple of relaxing quiet minutes before asking softly, "The other foot now, please."
He switched feet and replicated the tender, yet amazing, foot rub.
"Does Daddy need a massage?" I asked sultrily, a couple of minutes later.
"Miranda, we can't," he said, finally looking up at me.
I stood up and said, "We can and we will. Tonight, I'm replacing Mommy."
"This is wrong," he said, even as he kept staring at my stocking-clad toes, painted black for today.
"Is it?" I asked, pulling him up.
"Yes," he nodded, "and illegal."
"But Daddy," I said, "I love you." With that I leaned in and kissed him. At first I just kissed his lips over and over until he finally responded. Then our bodies crashed into each other and the kisses became urgent and passionate.
When it was finally broken, I dropped to my knees and moved my hand to his crotch.
This gave him time to reconsider the sin and he said, moving my hand away, "Miranda, we can't."
I pushed his hand away and pulled his cheap elastic top pants down and was staring at a massive bulge in tight boxers.
I rationalized the incestuous act, as I again grabbed his dick, "Daddy, I love you and I want to make you happy."
He began to respond, but groaned, as I fished his cock out of his boxers. "Miranda, I love you too, but...."
"But nothing Daddy," I said, stroking his cock, "I'm doing to you what Mommy would do to you."
"Oh shit," he groaned, clearly enjoying my hand slowly stroking his impressive eight inch cock.
"Would Mommy suck it, Daddy?" I asked, my voice as sweet and innocent as I could make it.
"Oh God," he said, clearly trying to resist the greatest temptation of his life.
"Is that a yes, Daddy?" I questioned, as I flicked his mushroom cock with my tongue.
"Miranda, I," he began, but stopped as I took his cock in my mouth, not able to resist it any longer and not wanting to give him any more time to make up excuses. "Oh God," he groaned a moment later as I began slowly bobbing on his cock.
I just kept sucking him, using all the techniques I had read about and practised. It was as if all the cock sucking was practice for the main event... this.
"Oh honey," he moaned, a minute later as I created a whirlwind of saliva and bobbed eagerly, "I can't believe this."
"Am I doing good?" I asked, taking his throbbing cock out of my mouth and looking up at him.
"Amazing, honey," he answered, looking down at me. "You're doing amazing."
I took it back in my mouth and began bobbing faster.
I hoped he could recover as quickly as my prom date had as I decided then and there that I had to have his first load. I had to let him know that I loved sucking cock and loved swallowing cum. I had to let him know I was willing and able to be his personal cock sucker, his personal cum deposit any time he wanted.
His breathing began increasing and he said, "Oh Miranda, your mouth is like velvet."
I bobbed faster in response and after another minute he warned, "Oh God, I'm going to come soon."
I made it clear he could come in my mouth as I bobbed even faster, now taking all eight inches of his glorious dick in my mouth.
"Oh fuck, fuck, fuck," he babbled, before exploding his cum in my mouth.
I had never felt so much cum fill my mouth and although I almost gagged, I swallowed it all while continuing to bob on his cock.
I didn't quit until every last drop of his addicting seed was in my belly.
He pulled out, wordlessly pulled me up, lifted me up and put me on the bed. He said, as he joined me, his reluctance gone, "Now it's time to return the favour."
I thought that meant he was going to fuck me, but instead he crawled between my legs and to my pussy and asked, "Any boy ever go down on you?"
"No, Daddy," I admitted. A couple had wanted to, but I wasn't interested. But this time, I was interested.
"Good," he said, before adding, "because this sweet little pussy is mine now."
The words made my heart beat, my head swoon and my pussy pulse. Before I could respond I felt his tongue on my pussy lips.
"Oh God," I screamed, thankful all the guests were gone.
His tongue was like a magic wand. A magic wand that knew exactly how to touch every erogenous zone in my nether regions. I couldn't believe such a unique pleasure existed. And in only a couple of minutes, I could feel my orgasm building like an uncontrollable fire.
"You taste so good," he said, as his tongue made contact with my clit. "Just like your mother."
"Oh yes, Daddy," I whimpered. "This feels so good."
"Come for me, baby," he said, as a finger slid inside me. "Come for Daddy."
More words that drove me wild. His finger exploring inside me, his tongue exploring outside of me had me a blubbering mess. "Oh yes, Daddy," and "Oh fuck," and "So close, Daddy."
And then his finger found the elusive, so elusive I wasn't sure it existed, g-spot and I exploded. "Yes!" I screamed, unable to say anything else as an orgasm that made the earth move hit me.
My cum flooded out of me, as electric sparks coursed through my very being, making my body burn with pleasure from my head to the tip of my toes.



Daddy kept licking throughout my orgasm, an orgasm I wasn't sure was ever going to end. The orgasm kept spreading through me like a forest fire that was completely out of control.
Finally, the pleasure was too much, his licking too intense and I pushed his head away as I weakly said, "Please, no more."
He stopped and chuckled softly, "You really are just like her."
He moved up to me and kissed me again. I could taste myself on his lips and it only enhanced the out of body experience.
I hadn't lost my virginity, but I had become a woman anyhow.
We kissed for minutes, his hands eventually roaming my body: my shoulders, arms, breasts, and stomach.
I wrapped my nylon legs around him and rubbed them all over his back and ass, sensing this would turn him on... sensing it was what Mom would do.
Then I decided I wanted to get fucked.
No! I decided I had to get fucked.
Fucked by the man I loved.
Fucked by the man who set the bar too high for anyone else.
I had to fuck my Daddy.
Now!!!
I broke the kiss and asked, "Did Mommy ever give you nylon foot jobs?" It was something I had read about in some story I read online somewhere.
He looked at me surprised. "Huh! Oddly, that is something she never did."
"Well, we better change that," I purred, as I pushed him up and saw that his cock was semi-erect.
I moved my feet to it and awkwardly put both feet on it. I slowly masturbated his dick as I asked, "Does this feel good, Daddy?"
He moaned, "It feels amazing, honey."
"Can you get hard for me, Daddy?" I asked, even though I could feel his stiffness growing between my feet.
"Already there," He nodded, as he grabbed both my feet and began pumping his dick between them.
I purred, "Oh yes, Daddy, fuck my feet. I want to make you happy, Daddy."
"You've always made me happy," he smiled, sweet as he always is.
"Well, then I want to make you rapturous," I teased.
"You and your SAT words," he chuckled.
"I can be a sexy nerd can't I?" I smiled, with a wicked smile.
"Oh, you are all that and so much more," he nodded, as he kept fucking himself with my feet.
"Will you fuck me, Daddy?" I asked.
"You sure, honey?" he asked, a look of concern on his face.
"I've never been surer of anything in my life," I answered, and it was true. He was the first man to fit my criteria for a perfect man... because he was that man.
"Your first time should be special," he said.
"It will be," I said, "It will be with the only man I have ever loved."
"But," he began.
"Please, Daddy," I begged, my pussy desperate to feel a real cock inside it. "Please, I want to lose my virginity to the man I love more than anything else. And that man is you."
"Oh, honey," he said.
I moved my feet away from his cock, spread my legs and begged, "Please, Daddy. Please, make love to me."
Those seemed to be the magic words.
The words that convinced my father to take my virginity.
He moved back between my legs and warned, "This may hurt, honey."
"I've been practising with the toys Daddy," I admitted, "and I long ago broke my hymen with a glass Pepsi bottle."
"Not Coke?" he joked.
"But it was Diet," I quipped back, before adding, "now I want the real thing," playing on an old Coke slogan.
"Always witty," he laughed, as his cock rubbed up and down my already very wet pussy lips.
"I learned from the best," I moaned, the teasing driving me wild.
"Like father, like daughter," he smiled.
Unable to resist, I teased, "I got that from Mom."
"You brat," he chuckled and then slid his cock inside me.
"Oh yes," I screamed again, as his dick filled me.
"So warm and tight," he moaned.
"So big and right," I rhymed, the geek in me coming out even during losing my virginity.
"I love you, baby," he said, as he towered over me.
"I love you too, Daddy," I said back. The moment was so tender and sweet. A moment that stands etched in the memory for a lifetime.
He leaned forward and kissed me again as he began to slowly make love to me.
I kissed him back, our tongues exploring every crevice of each other's mouth.
Time stood still as we made love.
Time stood still as two became one.
Time stood still as father and daughter became something else... lovers.
I wrapped my nylon-clad legs around him and used the heels of my feet to pull him deeper into me.
He shifted from slow and steady to faster.
He shifted from making love to fucking.
He broke the kiss, lifted himself up and looked me in the eyes.
No words were spoken. Just an unspoken understanding as we saw into each other's eyes.
Our breathing increased as he slammed into me.
Our breathing increased as I began to buck up to meet his forward thrusts, our bodies colliding together like two cars in a head-on collision... except with much better results.
Our breathing increased as our second orgasms built simultaneously.
"I want you to come at the same time as me," I moaned, wanting to feel him shoot inside me.
I worried he would protest. I was worried he would be worried about getting me pregnant. But he just nodded and said, "Me too, baby."
We kept staring into each other's eyes.
We kept fucking each other, the urgency increasing with each collision.
And then we got insatiable.
"Oh yes, Daddy, I'm going to come," I declared, knowing I couldn't hold back much longer.
"Me too, Princess," he admitted, sweat dripping off his brow.
"Oh yes, Daddy, now Daddy, fill me up Daddy, now, now, now!" I screamed as I felt his cum explode inside me just as my own cum attempted to get out as my orgasm hit.
"Aaaaaaah, yes, baby," he groaned as he deposited his cum deep inside me.
I never felt more alive than I did at the moment as I milked his cock and allowed his cum to explore inside me and race to my womb.
I knew I was ovulating.
I knew the risk I was taking.
Yet, I didn't care.
That's not true. A part of me hoped one of his millions of sperm found a way inside my egg. That way this night would be forever enshrined. That way maybe I could be forever with the man I loved.
Maybe I could completely replace Mommy.
When he pulled out, I felt wetness flood out of me like the river Nile.
He rolled onto his back and I cuddled into him.
No words were spoken.
We both just knew.
Everything had changed.
.....
Epilogue: A year later
It's our first Halloween party as a couple.
It's our first Halloween party in the town we moved to nine months ago.
It's also Jules' first Halloween, too. Although at three months old, I'm not sure she really has a clue what is going on.
Of course, no one in our new town has a clue that I am his daughter... they all think that I'm his wife. After all, I have the same last name as him.
THE END
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Kinky Tales: I Pegged my Husband
As I was reorganizing the basement, making room for my oldest boy, Jake, to move downstairs, I was shocked when I found a small bag of sex toys and pantyhose.
I had my own collection, but it wasn't a secret and each had been used at some point in the bedroom with my husband Chris. They were all typical toys like vibrators, including a new one I bought at a toy party Bethany had, and a we-vibe (he bought it for me as a present but I had never really loved it).
As I went through the bag, hidden behind a collection of old VHS tapes (which was odd since we no longer had a VHS machine), I was shocked.
First, I found a long plastic thing I quickly learned was a hand pussy when I undid the top. Although briefly offended, I realized that it wasn't any different than the toys I had to get myself off when he wasn't around.
But... the other toys were different.
They were all anal toys, the one thing I had never even remotely been interested in. That said, at the sex party the saleswoman spent a good half an hour discussing the pleasures of anal sex and showing a wide range of toys made for the butt. It had made me slightly curious, especially when I learned I was in the minority of women at the party who'd neither experimented with anal sex nor actively participated in it.
That said, I had always thought of the ass as an out hole only, even as my younger sister called me a prude and I learned my older sister also enjoyed anal sex.
The thought that my older sister Marina got fucked in the ass by her chubby husband Blake was disturbing and shocking... I always saw Marina as the most conservative of the three of us. That said, if Marina enjoyed anal sex, well, maybe it wasn't the ultimate sin.
Bethany, on the other hand, fifteen years younger than me (an 'oops' my parents said), was the wild child who declared herself bisexual in high school and who had been in relationships with men and woman ever since. Currently, she was single and on the prowl.
As I rummaged in the bag and investigated the toys, I found: three butt plugs in various sizes, a dildo that suctioned to the wall, and a black vibrating curved dildo that was hooked to a remote control that had a variety of vibration speeds and patterns. There were also two different types of lube, one of which was anal lube. Lastly, there was a pair of beige pantyhose.
I stared at the toys for an eternity, so many questions spinning in her head.
I looked at the pantyhose not in a package, which implied they had been worn before. Chris had a nylon fetish and I had been wearing pantyhose, thigh highs and stockings with a garter-belt ever since I met him. Usually, all I had to do was show a little leg, wiggle my toes in nylons and he would be hard and ready to go.
I was confused.
Was he having an affair?
He traveled a lot, being a motivational speaker. Chris was an ex-NHL'er who played for the St. Louis Blues and the New York Rangers before a serious injury ended his career. His speech on overcoming obstacles was very popular at high schools and charity fundraisers.
We actually met at a bar where I went after him because back then I was a 'puck'. A girl who fucked hockey players. In truth, I had never been with anyone who wasn't good with a stick on the ice and in the bed. I was kind of a slut in high school and college, but had calmed down once I met Chris and even more so once we had kids.
The more I thought about it, the more I was confident he wasn't cheating, He wasn't a cheater.
Plus, I had made it clear if he ever did cheat on me I would cut his nuts off and feed them to the dog.
Was he attempting to surprise me? He knew I had no interest in anal activity (I hadn't mentioned the slight interest that had begun after the toy party).
Was he using these toys on himself? He was 230 pound, 6'2" and all man. In other words, he was a man's man. The thought of him using these on himself seemed incredibly unlikely.
I didn't particularly like any of the options floating in my head, but I ended up hoping the toys were a secret attempt to get me interested in anal....
I'd be devastated if he cheated on me.
I wasn't sure how I'd feel if they were actually for him.
I put the bag back, unsure how I wanted to deal with this situation.
For two days, I watched him, looking for clues.
I considered bringing it up a couple of times, yet couldn't figure out a good way. I didn't want to humiliate him if they were not for him; I didn't want to accuse him of cheating with such flimsy evidence. Yet, it was driving me nuts.
I decided to see if he took the bag with him on Monday as he was heading out for a few days of speaking in Florida.
As soon he kissed me goodbye Monday morning and left the house and I got the kids off to school, I went directly downstairs to the hiding spot.
My heart sank when the bag wasn't there.
The toys were not for me.
That meant either he was having an affair or he was using it on himself.
Both options were not appealing.
I didn't know what to do.
So, tears streaming down my face, feeling completely betrayed and confused, I called my older sister Marina.
I could barely get a sentence out through the tears as I babbled, "H-h-he's c-c-cheating on me."
"No way," my sister replied.
"I-I-I," I stammered, but was unable to finish a sentence.
"I'm on my way," Marina said.
"K-k-Kay," I replied, thankful my sister knew I needed her.
Twenty minutes later, the tears done, being replaced with anger, I searched the home computer for clues.
I searched his emails, searched the files, searched the web browser, including all browser history and came away empty, except for a website called Literotica.
I was just beginning to look into the erotica website when Marina arrived.
"Okay, what's the crisis?" Marina asked, as she walked in the house, "I had to cancel three sessions."
"My husband is having an affair," I declared, instantly beginning to cry again.
"There is no way that Chris is cheating on you," she confidently replied.
I explained everything I found and how it was now gone, my emotions changing from crying to anger.
"Interesting," she said, as she seemed to be pondering all I had told her.
"What is interesting?" I snapped, taking my frustration out on her, though her casual attitude toward the apparent end of my marriage only confounded my anger.
"So you're sure they were anal toys?" my psychiatrist sister asked, not answering the question, something she always did... unable to not play therapist.
"Yes, they were similar to the toys at that sex party," I nodded, before adding, "except the fake pussy."
"Well, that's good news," she nodded, still in pondering move,
"How is this good news?" I asked, getting more frustrated.
"It means it's very unlikely he is cheating on you," she declared.
"How the fuck can you figure that?" I asked.
"It's elementary, my dear," she answered, always playing psychologist instead of sister.
"Just explain," I demanded, frustrated.
"What would you say if he told you he wanted you to help with a prostate orgasm?"
"A what?" I asked, even though I, of course, knew what and where the prostrate was.
"Many men can reach orgasm and almost all men have more intense orgasms when the prostrate is stimulated," my sister explained, shifting to sexual expert.
"Really?" I asked, my anger finally beginning to simmer, and instead a feeling of inadequacy beginning to grow.
"It's always been true. The difference now is the growing acceptance of homosexuality, and anal sex for men has begun to become more popular among straight and married man," Marina continued.
Her explanation was interesting, but I still couldn't fathom my husband, an ex-NHL player, taking something in the ass.
"No way Chris wants something in his ass," I firmly replied, even though I wasn't sure about it.
She shrugged, "Actually, if I was profiling, I would argue Chris is the prototype for being anal curious."
"This I've got to hear," I sarcastically said, Marina going into full psychological analysis mode.
"Don't be giving me attitude when I'm just trying to help," she threatened.
"Sorry," I apologized, "I'm really stressed."
"I understand," she nodded. "Do you want to hear my theory?"
"I do," I nodded, even though I wasn't sure I was going to like what she said.
"He has grown up in a man's man world. He played NHL hockey which is a man's sport. He is always supposed to be in charge," she explained.
"Okay," I nodded, not sure where this was going.
"Well, for women, the higher the job stress the more likely they want to be submissive in the bedroom. It's not surprising it works the same for men," she continued, before adding, "there isn't a lot of research to prove this."
"I'm still not understanding," I replied, my head spinning.
"It may be that after always being in charge and manning up all those years, that when alone he wants to let go of society's expectations," she finished.
"And take it in the ass?" I asked, her theory ludicrous.
"Exactly," she nodded. "It's like many of my female clients who are lawyers, CEO's and even teachers, they get home and no longer want to be in charge, they'd rather be submissive."
"I don't know," I said. "Being submissive in the bedroom is a natural expectation of some women, but guys taking it up the butt...."
"It's called pegging," she interrupted, before adding, when you do it to him."
"But how do I know he even wants me to do it to him?" I questioned, still not buying into her theory.
"If he is experimenting, he likely wants you to," she predicted.
"But he hides the toys and never once has brought it up," I pointed out.
"I'm guessing this is still relatively new to him and his masculine male side is still overriding his vulnerable side," she said, "plus how would you react if he told you he wanted you to fuck him?"
"I don't know," I said, just as the front door opened.
"What's the deal-o," Bethany, my much younger sister called out.
"You called Bethany?" I asked, instantly annoyed.
"You sounded stressed," she shrugged, before adding, "So I thought I needed reinforcements."
Bethany walked in and asked, "So what is the crisis?"
"It's fixed," I lied, not wanting to talk about this with my fifteen year younger sister.
"That's obviously not true," she countered, turning to Marina.
"It's complicated," Marina said.
"Complicated is naked twister," my sexually liberated, bisexual younger sister quipped.
"Okay," Marina laughed, "it's not complicated, but confusing."
"Tell me," Bethany demanded.
"Fine! Whatever!" I said exasperated, "tell her. I have to pee."
I walked out, my head spinning. Marina was confident that Chris wasn't cheating and deep down I didn't think he was either. He wasn't a cheater. Yet, that meant he was likely using toys in his butt and that was something I really wasn't sure about. Was he going gay?
When I returned, Bethany, being Bethany, was unable to hide her excitement and said, "This is super exciting."
"What is?" I asked.
"The thought of you pegging Chris," she said.
"I'm happy that excites you," I sarcastically responded.
"No, seriously," Bethany continued, bubbling with enthusiasm, "once you have a strap-on on everything changes."
I scoffed, even though it didn't surprise me based on her promiscuous lifestyle, "You've pegged a guy?"
"Only a couple of times actually," she said, "although I've used it quite often with women."
"Of course you have," I sarcastically said.
"Just because you're a prude, don't judge me," Bethany shot back.
"I'm not a prude," I protested, hating that word. If you didn't slut it up enough, you were labelled a prude. I had my wild past, but eventually you have to grow up and be a wife and mother. Chris and I had a good sex life: usually once a week and I gave him head once a month, give or take... although more take than give the past while.
"Well, if you're not a prude then you will seriously consider your husband's sexual needs and not play the woe is me card," Bethany responded, sounding like the older sister and not the younger one.
Marina, who had been relatively quiet since Bethany arrived, chimed in, "She's right, Dani. Chris will need support so he doesn't feel inadequate or less manly, when in truth I would argue his vulnerability and willingness to explore his prostrate makes him manlier."
"What would you say if Blake asked you to fuck his butt?" I vulgarly asked, trying to make a point.
There was a silence where Marina's face changed slightly, before she answered, "You can't let him know you know."
Bethany jumped up and down like Tom Cruise on Oprah, "You peg Blake! Fucking classic."
"Yes," Marina nodded, her facial expression showing she felt bad sharing this with us.
"See," I said, "you're ashamed to tell us."
"No," Marina shook her head, "I'm not ashamed of him. Actually I love him even more for being willing to share his desires and insecurities with me. I just don't feel it's right for me to share that part of our sex life with anyone, including my sisters."
"So fucking hot," Bethany said, again sounding the fifteen years younger she is.
"Oh," was all I could say as I suddenly did feel like a prude.
Marina, seeing my own insecurities coming through, said, "Dani, don't feel bad. Although I accepted it without reservation, it was only because of my education. Most women would react like you did, with anger, questions and insecurities. But, that is why we are here, to help you through. This can either cause major strife in your marriage or it can make it stronger."
"Plus, as I mentioned before, once you put a strap-on around your waist a new perspective comes," Bethany added.
Marina nodded, "She is right. You get to see the world from the eyes of a man and it is a very fascinating perspective."
"And super empowering," Bethany added.
"Well I'm not sure about the super verb, but it is empowering and also therapeutic," Marina agreed.
"How is it therapeutic?" I asked, feeling like I was on Candid Camera.
"That I can't explain. But understanding sex from the point of view of the giver instead of the receiver is mind blowing," Marina explained.
"Plus. It's super fun to wear a dick," Bethany said, before adding, "whether you're fucking a man or a woman."
"I think I'll focus on men," I quickly clarified, and then realized what I said.
Marina said, "You will need to find a way to bring it up to him in a safe way, because he is unlikely to bring it up himself. Instead, he will live in guilt that he likes something society perceives as gay."
"But what if I perceive it as gay?" I countered, still unsure how I felt about this whole conversation.
"It's 2015," Bethany pointed out. "Christ, Caitlyn Jenner has made it cool to go from a man to a woman."
"Who?" I asked.
Bethany roared with laughter. "I think it's time my big sister joined the 21st century."
Marina explained who Caitlyn Jenner was and I was shocked. I recalled vaguely seeing something in a People magazine but not reading it.
Marina suggested going online to read more about it and stressed, "You can't question his manhood, Dani. It is critical that when you bring this up, you don't make him feel embarrassed or like you respect him less."
"When is he going to be home?" Bethany asked.
"Friday," I answered.
"So you have a few days to research, get your head around the concept and go shopping," Bethany said.
"Shopping?" I asked.
"For a couple strap-ons," Bethany said, "I'll definitely come with you for that."
"I bet you would," I said dryly.
"I'm just trying to help and I have a fair bit of experience with them," she countered, all happy.
"Fine," I sighed, deciding to be crude instead of prude, "you can take me cock shopping."
"Yay!" she said, all giddy.
We chatted for another hour, where Bethany went into way too much detail about pegging her first guy and Marina stressed again a cautious approach.
I finally asked, since we were being so honest with each other, "How did you find out Blake wanted to be, um."
"Pegged?" Marina asked.
"Yes, pegged," I nodded, "which I must say is kind of a weird word."
"I suppose," Marina nodded. "Actually, he mentioned it to me one night after he had fucked my...."
"Ass," I finished her sentence this time.
"Yes," she nodded, "this is weird to talk about with siblings."
"No it's not," Bethany said, "it actually makes you two finally seem cool."
"Because we take it up the butt?" Marina asked, sarcastically.
"Speak for yourself," I countered.
"Yes," Bethany nodded, before turning to me and saying, "don't knock it until you try it."
Marina agreed, "You'd be surprised at the pleasure it can bring."
"Isn't it painful?" I asked, assuming it was, but slightly curious.
"If you survived giving birth, you can handle anal," Bethany quipped.
"Says the one who hasn't given birth," I responded.
Marina laughed, "But she is right. I compare it to losing my virginity. It didn't feel good at first, actually it was downright painful, but eventually it felt good and now I really enjoy it. It's a different kind of pleasure."
Bethany agreed, "It's a whole different kind of experience."
"That I believe," I nodded, my curiosity at anal sex going from no way in hell to unlikely, but not impossible.
Marina agreed, "Just as if you ever peg him he needs to be utterly vulnerable, if you ever decide to try anal it is the ultimate trust experience."
"How?" I asked.
"Because you are willing to take a risk and give him something you have never given anyone else, plus you are giving total control to him."
"As he will to you once you pound his tight ass," Bethany added.
I sighed, "I just don't know."
"Just have an open mind," Marina said.
"And an open ass," Bethany quipped, before bursting out laughing.
"And regardless of who is taking it in their ass you must use lube," Marina warned.
"Lots and lots of lube," Bethany agreed.
Realizing Marina still hadn't really told me about Blake's pegging, I asked again, "So how did you end up pegging Blake?"
"As I said, after he had fucked my ass, and we both came," she began.
"Did he come in your ass?" I asked, repulsed by the idea.
"No," Marina nodded, before a wicked smile crossed her face as she revealed, "he shot his load all over my face."
"Gross," I said, another thing I had never allowed a man to do to me. I had swallowed many loads, but never allowed the humiliation of getting a facial. It was so demeaning and disrespectful as it made the man dominant and the woman submissive.
"Prude," Bethany quipped.



"Slut," I quipped back.
"Hard to argue," she shrugged.
Marina said, "You'd be surprised how hot cum feels splashing on your face and how liberating it is to just be a slut for the man you love."
I had never considered it that way. I was no slut, although I once had been. But being a slut for my husband, well, that was an idea I could grab onto.
In my fantasies, when I pleasured myself, I often was back to my slutty past... doing all the things I don't do in real life. Yet, after I reached orgasm I always felt guilty for having such thoughts... I was a mother now, not a cock slut. I said as much. "Actually, I have often fantasized about being sluttier, but I always feel ashamed after I get off."
"That is natural," 'Marina responded. "Every woman wants to be a slut at some point; every woman wants to just give in and let loose. Alcohol often does that for women."
"So I should drink more?" I joked
"It wouldn't hurt on occasion," Marina nodded.
"My head is spinning," I said, overwhelmed by all I had learned today.
"Should I finish my pegging story?" Marina asked.
"Yes, so Blake shot a load all over your face," I reminded her where we left off.
"Now who's the crude one?" Marina asked, looking offended.
"Sorry," I apologized, realizing it was rather rude.
"I'm just kidding," Marina laughed, "he literally coated my face with his cum."
"Did you come from anal?" Bethany asked.
"I always do," Marina nodded.
"Me too," Bethany said, excited that she had something in common with her sister.
"Aaaah, both my sisters can come from anal sex," I quipped, not sarcastically as earlier, but playfully.
Bethany smirked, "I bet you would scream like a dog in heat if Chris fucked your ass."
"What a beautiful image!" I sarcastically quipped.
"Just saying," Bethany shrugged.
"What are you just saying?" I questioned.
"That you are living in anal denial," she said.
"Just because I'm not as wild as you," I began.
Marina interrupted, playing peacemaker like she usually did, "Can I finish my story?"
"Yes," I nodded, Bethany always able to get under my skin.
"So, we were back in bed after cleaning up, and he asked me what it felt like to take it in the ass. It was an odd question, as it was truthfully something I had never considered in any real way. After a brief reflection, I answered it was the ultimate sexual trust. He asked what I meant and I explained I was willing to give him my ass and trust him to use it in a sexual, but loving way. He asked if it hurt and I nodded the first time and if not lubed and prepped properly. After a long pause, I could sense he wanted to say more, so I asked him why he was asking this now. He looked so vulnerable as he said, not making eye contact, that he was curious what it would be like to have his ass fucked," Marina explained.
"I forced Billy to take my strap-on one night," Bethany added.
"Of course you did," I replied, before asking Marina, "and then what?"
"We talked about it for a while, we went toy shopping together and then eventually I pegged him," Marina answered.
"Did you like it?" I asked, trying to imagine my sister wearing a strap-on.
"At first it was strange," Marina admitted. "But the longer I did it the more I enjoyed it. Now I really look forward to the power reversal."
"Power reversal?" I asked.
"Whoever owns the cock has the power," Bethany declared.
"That should be a t-shirt slogan," I joked.
Bethany laughed, "It's true in lesbian relationships too."
"Good to know," I nodded.
"Never know when you may start questioning your sexuality," Bethany challenged.
Marina interrupted, "One sexual crisis at a time."
"Agreed," I nodded. I then asked, one thing still bothering me, "What about the pantyhose?"
Marina asked, "He has a nylon fetish, right?"
I pointed to my legs, in pantyhose, "I don't wear them every day for me."
"But he isn't even home," she pointed out.
"He was this morning," I countered even though, truthfully, I wore them when he wasn't home too. I had become accustomed to wearing them like I do panties and a bra.
"Are you ready for one more potentially shocking revelation?" Marina asked.
"Why not?" I shrugged.
"He likely wears them when he has a toy in his ass," she bluntly said.
As I pondered this, knowing how much he loved to caress my legs in nylons, I nodded, "That I could believe."
Bethany added, "Many men like to cross dress."
"Do you know a normal person?" I asked, with a smile.
"You," she shrugged, "or at least you a couple hours ago."
We chatted for a while more. I reluctantly agreed to go to a toy shop with Bethany. Lastly, Marina suggested I read some online columns about pegging that she had found useful after Blake first mentioned his curiosity.
That night, I chatted with Chris and so wanted to ask him about the toys, but refrained.
Yet, after I hung up, I decided to go online and read some of the articles that Marina suggested.
I read a ton of articles including, "Sex Talk Realness: What Men Think About Pegging," "I Pegged a Boy and I Liked It," "If You Want a More Thoughtful Boyfriend, Try Pegging Him, and "PEGGING: GREAT FOR A MAN, FUCKING AWESOME FOR A WOMAN."
As Marina had suggested, it didn't mean he was gay and was going to become a cocksucker. No, it was simply about sexual pleasure and becoming one as a couple.
I didn't immediately want to buy a strap-on and pound my husband's ass, but by the end of my research I was a lot more comfortable with the concept, even if I still couldn't fathom me on the giving end.
I chatted with Marina on Tuesday, and she suggested I search pegging erotica; Bethany, meanwhile texted me suggesting I read anal literature.
Although I didn't originally plan to, later that night, again after talking to Chris, who said he was looking forward to coming home, I ended up searching pegging erotica. I learned it wasn't as easy to find as I would have envisioned. Yet, remembering that Chris had an erotica website he had searched I went to the top of the browser and clicked on what he last read.
I gasped.
It was a story called 'T-Girl University'. I read it and couldn't deny it made me wet. I read the less riveting, but still good part 2, and then clicked on the listed similar stories and ended up reading 'Tortured by the T-Girl Tutor'.
I was drawn in by the one thing I had never considered... a woman with a dick.
The idea of eating pussy did very little for me. I mean I know when a woman is hot and I had done it a couple times in college (who hasn't?), but I was drunk both times. But somehow this intrigued me.
I read a few more t-girl stories, most that had anal and I was suddenly curious. I was by no means ready to drop on all fours and take a cock in my ass, but I was indeed curious.
As I rubbed myself, I returned to pegging literature.
A lot of it was terribly written, but some of it was sexy, especially the vivid descriptions of men moaning in ecstasy. Chris was quiet and a grunter only when he came and thus the idea of him making sounds and being verbal turned me on.
I ended up masturbating while I read, eventually getting myself off reading stories about men being pegged, while imagining myself sucking and fucking a t-girl.
Wednesday I met Bethany at an adult store she recommended. I was nervous for many reasons, including talking about my sex life with Bethany, buying sex toys with my sister and especially buying anal sex toys. That said, I was also kind of excited.
Bethany was already there when I arrived and, being her blunt self, asked, all smiles, "Ready to change your life?"
I quipped sarcastically, "Yes, I was hoping you'd teach me how to eat pussy."
"Are you serious?" Bethany asked, somehow not catching my sarcasm.
"God, no," I laughed. "That gullibility must get you in some compromising situations."
"I like compromising situations," she shrugged, grabbing my hand and leading me through the store.
It occurred to me that until this very moment I had never been in an adult sex shop. The toy party a while ago prepared me somewhat for what I was about to see, but the things I saw still had me in awe.
Once she stopped leading me, she asked, "So are you planning on trying anal too?"
"I don't know," I admitted, even though I was definitely curious about it, but wanted to start slow and wasn't sure I wanted her knowing about it. The literature I read about anal sex broke a lot of the myths I had in my head about it... yet, I still wasn't sure.
She handed me a package of three black cocks of varying sizes ranging from tiny to 'holy fuck'. She explained, "This is a starter pack."
"I think it's more a Goldilocks and the three bears analogy," I quipped.
"What?" She asked, confused.
I said, pointing to the small one, "This one is too small, and this one is too big, but this one is just right."
"They are for your ass," she pointed out.
"Oh," I said, even though it should have been obvious.
"The small one is to get you used to having something in your back door, the medium is for once you realize you like it and want more, and you will want more," she stressed, before adding, "and the last one is for the adventurous."
"I'll never be that adventurous," I said, unable to fathom how that would possibly fit in even a porn star's ass.
"It fills you up in ways you can't imagine," Bethany smiled.
"You're right," I said shaking my head, "I can't imagine."
"Either way, it's a great starter kit for you," Bethany said, as she grabbed another box. "And this is a good starter for pegging."
"How do you even know that?" I asked.
"I came in yesterday and did some research," Bethany answered.
"How sweet," I said, not sure if I should feel flattered or disturbed by her dedication.
"You can mock me all you want," Bethany said, "but it's exciting for me to finally be able to be the expert at something for my big sister."
Suddenly, I felt guilty. She was obviously really trying to help. "I'm sorry," I said, "I really appreciate your help. I am literally clueless when it comes to such... things."
"No worries," she shrugged, before asking, "What do you think?"
"I have no idea," I admitted. "I've never bought one before, obviously."
"Well, it's long and thin, which is good for a first time bottom," she said.
"Bottom?" I asked.
"Yes, a guy who takes it in the ass is sometimes called a bottom and the giver a top," she explained, making me vaguely recall the term from one or two of the stories I had read.
"Oh," I said, learning so much... albeit stuff I never imagined needing to know.
"It's more common in the gay community," she shrugged. "Men are usually either tops, men who do the fucking, often with domination aspects or bottoms, men who usually get on all fours and take it in the ass."
I don't know why I asked, but I did. "Aren't there any guys who give and receive?"
"Yes, they are called switches," Bethany continued her sexual schooling. "It's also a term in the lesbian community. I would consider myself a switch, for example."
Again I shouldn't have asked, but I was curious and also thought since my sister was sharing something intimate I should ask questions. "And why are you a switch, I'm guessing it's not just about anal sex in the lesbian culture."
"Well, lesbian relationships are often hierarchical. Either you are the domme or you are the submissive. Now not all relationships are this way, but many are. For example, I am usually the domme, in other words, I tell my lover what to do."
"That I can believe," I quipped.
"I can be a mean domme too," she added.
"That too I can believe," I teased, somehow finding this conversation interesting... which I almost certainly wouldn't have a few days earlier.
"I will make her not be allowed to come for days, I'll make her crawl around the house naked, and I'll make her beg to serve me. I will push her to the limits of her sexual comfort zone, but also know when to not go too far," Bethany continued.
"I just assumed lesbians were women who were in constant sixty-nines," I said.
"Almost never," she laughed, "unless you're in a lesbian orgy."
"Which I assume you have been," I said.
"On occasion," she shrugged, before adding, "but sometimes I want to be the submissive. I want to be told what to do, forced to serve, pushed to my sexual limits. Usually, I only become the submissive to older, experienced women."
She paused for a moment, before adding, "Like Mrs. Jones."
"Fuck off," I gasped. Mrs. Jones was Mom's best friend.
"She was my first," Bethany admitted.
"You have officially crossed the TMI line," I said, unable to fathom such a thing, especially since Mrs. Jones was married to a judge.
"Sorry," she shrugged, "I do love talking about sex."
"So I can tell," I said, still holding the strap-on box.
She took the box and tossed it in a basket with the butt plugs and said, "Now here is my favourite fuck toy, a strapless cock."
She handed it to me. It looked like a deformed banana.
"This part goes inside you and then this part, of course, goes in him or her," Bethany explained.
"You're not trying to convince me to become a lesbian are you?"' I asked, with an eyebrow raised.
"No," she said, "but if the opportunity presents itself I would highly recommend you consider it."
"No promises," I said, with no intention of ever doing it with another woman.
"This one even vibrates on both ends," she continued.
"Really?" I asked, the idea of something vibrating in the butt somehow intriguing.
"Lots of anal toys vibrate," she said. "I don't really like them, but Sarah did."
"TMI," I quipped.
"Just saying," she shrugged, "each lover has different preferences."
"I assume, this isn't a day one pegging toy?" I asked.
"Usually not," she nodded, "but we can assume that Chris has been exploring his ass on his own."
"Oh," I said, even though that was now obvious.
"Don't be sad," she said, "it's no different than you pleasuring yourself while he is gone."
"I guess," I said.
"No, seriously," Bethany continued. "There is nothing wrong with masturbating or anal play on yourself, it's not cheating."
"You're right," I nodded, thinking I was being silly and judgemental.
"For example," she smiled, "it isn't cheating tonight when you shove that small butt plug up your butt."
"Bethany!" I gasped.
"Just saying," 'she laughed.
"Well, don't," I said, laughing back.
"On another note," she said, "what do you have for self-help toys?"
"A few," I admitted.
"Like?" she asked.
"Some vibrators, and a we-vibe," I answered.
"No Ben Wa balls? No suction cup ten inch dick?" she questioned.
"I thought my list was rather decent for a prude," I quipped.
"Come with me," she said, again taking my hand and the basket with three toys.
"Yes, ma'am," I saluted.
"If you were my submissive, it would be Mistress," she quipped with a serious look.
I laughed, "That is funny."
Reaching a new aisle, she said, "I hope your credit card has lots of space."
She handed me what looked like a back massager. "Every girl needs one of these."
"A back massager?" I questioned.
"You could use it for that too, I suppose," she nodded. "Put that on your clit and just wait for the fireworks."
"Really?" I asked.
"It is the most recommended toy among the lesbian crowd," she said.
"You seem to keep forgetting that I don't rug munch," I quipped, trying to be crude.
"No one has a hairy pussy anymore," she said, looking at me like I was from another planet.
"They don't?" I asked.
She looked at me seriously and worried, "Please, please, please, tell me you get regular Brazilians."
"I trim it occasionally," I answered. I once shaved completely in college and was itchy as hell forever.
"Oh my God," she said, pulling out her cell.
"What?" I asked.
"Shush," she said, as she put her phone to her ear.
After a moment, she asked with her often overdramatic tone, "Carrie, please tell me you have an opening tonight or tomorrow."
"In an hour?" Bethany asked after a pause, before looking at me and agreeing, "We will be there." After another pause, "Thanks a million. Okay, bye."
"What was that about?" I asked.
"I just got you in at the salon I go to," 'she said, turning away and looking at more toys.
"Why?" I asked, even though I could guess.
"To make you a modern woman," she answered, grabbing another box. "Here, this is another must have."
"A rabbit?" I asked, looking at the box and the long weird shaped vibrator.
"Yes, this is the newest one,"' she said. "The head of the toy rotates inside you, while the rabbit here pleasures your clit."
"Really?" I asked, often frustrated by the lack of power with my vibe.
"Yep," she nodded. "We will have to come back another day for the rest of the toys."
"Why would I need more?" I asked, looking at the basket.
"A modern woman can never have too many toys. It's the spice of life. Plus, Chris is gone a lot and you shouldn't have to wait for him to return to enjoy yourself," she said, grabbing the basket and leading me back to the front.
At the till, she said, "Oh crap, almost forgot the lube."
The older woman at the counter asked, "Your usual, Bethany?"
"Yes, Mildred, and batteries, lots of batteries," Bethany nodded.
"Your newest pet?" Mildred asked.
Bethany laughed, "What? No. She's my still living in the 1990s sister."
"Oh, sorry," Mildred apologized, looking at me.
I joked, "The way she treats me, I often do feel like her bitch."
Bethany quipped, as I paid for my many items, "Trust me, if you were really my bitch you would be forever changed."
I didn't say anything, as the conversation suddenly felt intense and dripping with implication.
Once paid, Bethany said, rather loudly. "Now let's go get that pussy of yours fixed."
"Oh my God," I said, embarrassed as a couple other people looked at us.
Bethany quipped, as she took my hand, looking directly at the mom and daughter team, "Can you believe my submissive sister doesn't keep her pussy shaved? Seriously, good submissives are hard to find."
I was literally speechless, as Bethany dragged me out of the store.
Once out, she roared with laughter, "Did you see the look on their faces when they realized you were my sister?"
"No, I had already put my head down in utter humiliation," I replied, even as I couldn't help but laugh.
"You are the prototypical submissive," she said.
"How so?" I asked.
"Do you usually try to make people happy?" She asked.
"Who doesn't?" I asked.
"Me," she answered, before asking, "Where is your car?"
"Right there," I pointed, literally thirty feet in front of it.
"Oh, we need to hurry," she said.
"You seriously are making me get a Brazilian?" I asked.
"Yep," she nodded. "I'm doing it for you, and Chris."
"And not as my lesbian Mistress?" I asked facetiously, as I unlocked the doors.
"Be careful, you would be drawn into the submissive lesbian sub culture in a heartbeat," she predicted, as we got into the vehicle.
I wasn't sure why I was being so bad, taunting her. I had no interest in being with a woman. Yet, somehow Bethany was drawing out a side of me that rarely came out.
Once I was driving and following the instructions on Bethany's phone, she teased, "You even obey a digital female. Imagine what would happen if she was real?"
"Yes, I'd drop to my knees and lick her pussy," I quipped, again saying shit I shouldn't.
"And you would never be the same again," Bethany said back.
"I'd quit dick and join the pussy parade," I countered, playing along... having fun talking like I was in college again.
"Why can't you have your fish and meat too?" Bethany smiled.
"So poetic," I laughed.
"You know it," she said. "By the way, finishing your submissive assessment. To recap: you like to make other people happy, you obey my phone and you have listened to me throughout this day."



I protested, "First, making people happy makes me a good person. Second, obeying directions on the phone is just common sense. Third, it's often easier to just appease you than to protest."
"So if I told you to rub yourself at the next red light?" She asked, her tone sounding serious.
"I'd say you were on crack," I countered, as I ironically pulled up to a red light.
"Do it," she ordered firmly. "Rub yourself under your skirt."
"No," I said, even though, undeniably, I did feel an urge to obey.
"Now," she ordered, her tone becoming firm.
"No," I repeated, even though I felt compelled to obey and also felt my pussy getting tingly.
"Last time. If not, you will be punished," she threatened.
"Fine," I said, moving my hand under my skirt and to my damp pussy.
"Are you wet?" She asked.
"A little," I lied, my entire panties sopping wet. I couldn't explain it, but doing as I was told turned me on... Something I never did. I was a feminist and although I loved my husband, our sex life was give and take, not me pleasing mindlessly. Although, I did enjoy getting him off with my mouth and the moments when he'd shoot his cum in me.
Her hand went to my panties and she felt my wetness. "Liar."
"Bethany!" I gasped, swatting her hand away.
"Don't worry," she said, "I'm not going to molest you. I just wanted to prove a point."
"That you're sick and twisted," I said, still shocked that I had obeyed her order and that she had touched my pussy.
"That hypothesis has been proven many times," she shrugged, just as a car honked behind me. "Green light."
Flustered, I started driving, again listening to the voice in the phone.
"You see," she said, "I'm guessing that you have never considered yourself submissive. Yet, you obeyed a ridiculous order from your sister and your pussy is soaking wet."
"I'm wet because of all the toys," I defended, even though I really had no idea why I was wet.
"If you say so," she shrugged. "I better never take you to Le Chateau Club."
"And what is that?" I asked, unable to just stop a conversation.
"A very nice lesbian club," she revealed. "You would be devoured there in seconds."
Confident that wasn't the case, I argued, "I don't think so."
"I know so," she said confidently.
I don't know why I said it. I don't know why I didn't just shut up. I had nothing to prove. Yet, I said, "I'll go there anytime."
"Oh, big sis," she smiled, "be careful. I know you better than you know yourself."
"I don't think so," I said, now determined to prove her wrong.
"Next Saturday," she said.
"For your birthday?" I questioned.
"Yes," she nodded. "It will be the best present ever."
"What will be?" I asked.
"You eating crow," she said, as I pulled into a parking lot. She then added, after a few seconds, "and then pussy."
I scoffed, even as I shook my head. She thought I was shaking my head at her, which I partly was, but I was mostly shaking my head at putting myself in a situation that was completely out of my comfort zone and out of my control.
"I'll text Marina while you're getting your treatment," she said, as I put the vehicle into park.
"She won't go," I said, although hoping she would.
"She's been there with me a few times," Bethany revealed, before getting out of the car.
I quickly did too, with even more questions. "Really?" I asked.
"She loves it there," Bethany revealed.
"She hasn't?" I began, but wasn't even able to finish the sentence, as we entered the salon.
Questions swarmed me, but I couldn't ask them as I was quickly whisked away with Bethany saying, "The full treatment."
I won't bore you with the full details of the next two hours (yes, two hours). But I was waxed first, which was torture, if I thought the legs hurt to wax (something I had done many times), that was like a hang nail compared to getting the pussy done.
I was then pampered... Like never before.
My vagina was lotioned, my back massaged, and I got a pedicure and a manicure.
I felt decadent and rich; I also felt sore.
As I drove Bethany back to the adult shop where she had left her car, she asked, "Ready to peg Chris?"
"Ready, no," I said. "But willing and curious, yes."
"Good girl," she said, in a way that oddly made me feel good. I had impressed my little sister, something I hadn't been able to do in the past.
"So I'm no longer a prude?" I asked.
"You can be whatever you want to be, Dani," she said, going all life-guru on me.
"Thanks, sensei," I quipped.
"Sensei, I like that," she laughed. She didn't mention any of the lesbian discussion or the submissive stuff, instead talking about her job and how Mom is nagging her even more to have kids.
As we got back to where this crazy day had started, Bethany said, "That was the most fun I've had with just you and I."
"You enjoyed treating me like your Barbie Girl?" I asked.
"I did," she nodded. "You needed a makeover and this is only the beginning."
Before I could respond she got out of the car.
I shook my head, as I drove home trying to understand what the hell happened the past three plus hours.
Bethany texted me a few minutes later:
Be sure to have a nice warm bath and put more lotion on that bald snatch of yours.
I shook my head at her usual blunt eloquence.
Yet, I did indeed do just that, although only after ordering food and a couple glasses of wine.
Once in my bed, exhausted, I realized I hadn't called Chris. Nor had he called me. I then noticed my phone had died.
I plugged it in and when it was finally back up saw three missed phone calls from him, as well as more texts: one from Chris, one from Bethany and one from Marina.
I read them all before calling Chris.
Chris:
I hope you are okay and haven't been murdered or kidnapped.
Call me.
Bethany:
I expect you try one of the new toys today, my pet.
Reading the words 'my pet' sent a shiver down my spine, even though I couldn't explain it.
Marina:
I hope you survived shopping with Bethany.
I laughed at the statement, as I still wasn't sure I had survived. I also wondered about Marina at a lesbian club, but that didn't seem like a text conversation.
I texted Chris:
I'll give you a call in a few. I have a surprise for you!
I also texted Bethany back:
Yes Sensei.
I went through my packages. I grabbed the small butt plug and stared at it. It was quite small. Deciding, 'what the hell', I got undressed, lubed the small plug and my anal entrance, and slowly inserted it. After a brief resistance, the small plug slid inside.
It only burned slightly.
I walked around a bit, and then remembered that I was supposed to call Chris.
Feeling naughty; feeling horny; I pulled out the rabbit, deciding I was going to do something wild.
I opened it, put batteries in it and turned it on.
I watched it move and immediately wanted to feel it in me.
I took off my robe, grabbed my cell, and got on my bed... slowly.
Once comfortable, I called Chris and he said mockingly, "Thank God, you weren't kidnapped."
"I was," I replied, "by Bethany."
"Oh God," he said, knowing my sister well enough to know such a sentence could only be bad news.
"Actually, it was rather interesting," I admitted.
"How so?" He asked, curious.
"Well, she decided I needed a makeover," I revealed.
"Oh God," he said, "I can't even imagine what that could mean."
"It definitely wasn't a normal makeover," I quipped, somehow enjoying the slow building conversation, as I admired myself. My red hot fingernails and toenails, my waxed legs and my completely hairless pussy.
"Okay, this is getting cryptic," he said, "what did she do, turn you into a lesbian?"
I laughed, especially considering the odd conversation, "Yes, I'm a raging pussy muncher now."
"That is hot," he said, with a slight laugh.
That surprised me. But then, it shouldn't. Isn't every guy's fantasy to see two women lez out? I replied, my tone shifting to sultry, "You'd like that, wouldn't you? Watching your wife between the legs of another woman?"
After a pause, he said, "I plead the fifth."
"I'll take that as a yes," I quipped, as I turned on the vibrator and moved it to the phone.
"What is that?" He asked.
"One of my new sex toys," I answered.
"One of?" He questioned.
"Bethany also felt I lacked in the self-help department," I revealed, before adding, as I opened my legs and slid the buzzing toy in my pussy. "Oh," I moaned, loudly, as the toy instantly created intense pleasure both inside and outside.
"Did you just put it inside you?" He asked.
"What're you wearing?" I asked, as I closed my eyes and allowed the pleasure of the toy to take control.
"Just a t-shirt and shorts," he answered.
"I'm completely naked," I moaned, "even my pussy is completely naked, Bethany made me get a Brazilian."
"Oh my," he groaned.
"Join me," I suggested.
"What's gotten into you?" He asked.
"At the moment, a six inch vibrating rabbit," I moaned. "Are you getting undressed?"
"Indeed," he answered.
"Good," I moaned. "I want that dick nice and hard for me."
"Already done," he replied.
"Was it the lesbian talk?" I asked, before teasing, "Do you want to see me with another woman?"
"I again plead the fifth," he said.
I said, trying to see if he would admit anything, "Too bad they don't make toys for boys."
"They do," he said, "they're called inflatable dolls."
"In theory the perfect woman," I quipped. "She never says no, she doesn't want to cuddle after sex and doesn't nag you about leaving the seat up."
He laughed, "All true, I suppose. But you can't underestimate the touch of a woman."
"Any woman?" I asked, looking for the hundred percent clarity that he wasn't cheating, even though I no longer believed he was.
"Only one," he said, always knowing when to say the right things.
"Good answer," I purred, before adding, "you're going to get very lucky when you get home."
"Promises, promises," he teased, challenging me.
"I plan to make your biggest fantasy come true," I moaned, the buzzing feeling really good, although I refused to fuck myself with it yet... Instead teasing myself.
"You are going to allow me a night with Miranda Lambert?" He joked.
"Only if you make it a threesome with Blake Shelton too," I responded, the only hint I planned to give about my knowledge of his back door fantasies.
"Whose fantasy are we having now?" He responded, knowing I was in love with Blake.
"Are you pleasuring yourself?" I asked.
"Just slowly stroking," he answered.
"I want to come together," I said.
"Me too," he groaned, ever so softly.
"Tell me your biggest fantasy," I moaned.
"I have a lot," he admitted.
"Tell me one," I said.
"Okay," he said tentatively.
"No judging," I promised, but wanting to open the door to his own anal curiosity, "But just so you know I currently have a small butt plug in my ass."
"Now I know you are playing me," he said.
"Want to see a picture?" I asked, trusting him completely with such a risqué photo.
"You're serious?" he questioned.
"Deadly," I nodded, before talking dirty, "Both my holes are filled right now."
"Holy fuck," he groaned, clearly turned on.
"Give me a second," I said, strangely excited to turn him on, show him I wasn't a prude even though he had never implied I was one.
"Okay," he said, clearly tentative.
I clicked my phone to camera, shifted my body around so both toys could be seen in me and took the most shocking selfie of my life.
I tried to look sexy while doing it, and after three snaps I was happy with the photo and quickly sent it before I could change my mind.
I returned the phone to my ear and asked, "Like?"
"I didn't get anything," he said.
"Oh fuck," I said, realizing my last text message wasn't to Chris, but to Bethany.
"What?" He asked concerned.
"Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! I sent the picture to Bethany," I admitted, just as my phone vibrated alerting me I had a text message.
"Oh, shit," Chris said.
I checked the message; of course, it was from Bethany:
Wow!
You really are submissive.
I sighed, as I texted:
That was meant for Chris.
I then sent it to Chris and said, trying to rekindle the magic, "Sorry for the delay, do you like?"
"Holy fuck!" he said.
"Is that a yes?" I teased.
"I can't believe what I'm seeing, but a million percent yes," he said.
"Bethany convinced me to stop being a prude and experiment," I revealed.
"Well, I never want you to do something to prove yourself to someone else, including me," he said.
"But what if I want to?" I asked.
"Then the luckiest man on earth just got luckier," he said.
"I love you," I said, feeling overwhelming passion for him and wishing he was here at the moment.
"I love you too, sweet pea," he replied, using his endearing nickname for me.
"Now let's phone sex," I said.
"Do you like the toy in your ass?" He asked.
"Actually, truthfully, I kind of want to switch to the bigger one," I admitted, horny as hell and both wanting to know what something bigger felt like in my ass and also wanting to impress and turn him on.
"Shit, I wish I was there," he said.
"Do you want to fuck my ass?" I questioned, wishing the second plug was closer.
"I truthfully never considered it," he answered.
"Really?" I asked, instantly hurt.
"I don't mean that in a disrespectful way," he said, instantly recognizing my hurt. "It's just not something I imagined you would be interested in doing."
"And if I am?" I asked, somehow now wanting to try it, both on me and him.
"I would do anything with you," he answered.
"Anything is a pretty big word," I pointed out.
"And I mean it," he said.
"Good to know," I moaned, as my pussy burned with need. "But now I need to come baby. Please tell me a story... a naughty, naughty, story."
"Well, I return home from a long week to find my wife in a cheerleader outfit and thigh highs."
"Mmmmm," I moaned, recalling when we used to role play.
"You're waiting at the door Pom poms in hand," he continued.
"Am I on my knees like a slutty college cheerleader," I moaned, as I began to slowly fuck myself with the amazing rabbit.
"Oh yeah," he groaned too. "On your knees and ready to please."
"That can be arranged," I purred, already thinking of going back to the adult store tomorrow to get the costume.
"I walk to you, you wordlessly take out my cock and slide it in between those perfect lips," he continued.
"You mean my cock sucking lips?" I questioned.
"God, yes," he moaned. "You bob hungrily like the cum hungry slut you are."
"Is your first load going down my throat or all over my face?" I asked, as I began pumping the toy in me faster.
"All over your beautiful face," he grunted, before warning, "I'm so close, baby."
"Come all over your dirty, cum hungry, cheerleading cum slut," I demanded, as my orgasm was imminent.
"Take my load, my cum slut," he grunted, as my orgasm hit.
"Fuck," I screamed, as the most powerful orgasm in eons coursed through me.
"Clean off my cock," he demanded, a few seconds later.
"Yes, Baby," I moaned weakly, my body completely spent, as I pulled out the still buzzing toy inside me.
There was silence for a minute, maybe more, as both of us recovered from our orgasm.
Chris finally said, "Well, I'll be sure to thank Bethany."
"You do that," I weakly laughed.
"That was utterly amazing," he said.
"Agreed," I replied, realizing I still had a butt plug in my ass and that I hadn't replied to whatever texts Bethany followed with.
"Same time, same place," he asked.
"I have bridge tomorrow," I reminded him. Bridge night Thursday was a tradition although we often didn't play bridge. It was a girl's night out away from the husband and kids.
"Right," he said, disappointed.
"But I'll wear the second butt plug in my butt for you," I offered, then shook my head at the offer I just gave.
"With a picture?" He asked.
"Maybe," I teased.
"I'll be home Friday by supper," he said.
"And I know what you are having for dinner," I quipped.
"Yummy," he said, before adding, "I have a pretty big snack for you too."
"And we have Halloween Saturday," I reminded him, a new idea suddenly emerging.
"Looking forward to it," he said.
"And you will wear whatever I choose?" I asked. Every year we went as some sort of corny couple thing. I had already bought this year's costumes: Jack and Jilll, but a wicked idea suddenly popped into my head.
"I always do," he agreed.
"Good, because you did say anything," I reminded him.
"Now you have me worried," he said.
"This weekend is fantasy fulfilment weekend," I said, before adding, "for both of us."
"Well, it's going to be hard to focus on work with revelations like that," he pointed out.
"That's the point," I rebutted.
"Fuck, I love you," he said.
"I don't mind you, myself," I teased, before adding, "but now I'm exhausted and need to get to bed."
"Me too," he agreed, "you really wore me out."
"Wait until Saturday," I added, giving another hint of my plans, "I'm going to literally fuck the shit out of you."
"I can't wait," he replied.
"Good night," I said.
"Good night," he said.
Once I hung up, I stood up, bent over and pulled the small butt plug out of my ass. I wondered about the next size and also what a vibrating butt toy would feel like, especially if I already had the rabbit working.
I knew I shouldn't, but as I got ready for bed I checked my text messages:
There were three from Bethany:
Although you think it was an accident, I believe it was your subconscious wanting me to know you obeyed.
That was ludicrous.
How do u like the toys?
Did you tell Chris you knew?
I texted back, suddenly feeling rather slutty and guilty:
It was DEFINITELY an accident. The toys were orgasmic. I hinted, rather slyly, but nothing more.
I'm going to bed now...
I shut my phone off and slept heavenly.
The next morning, I got back to work. After sending the kids off to school, I sat at my computer and got working. I didn't work full time, as Chris had made good money when he was in the NHL, but I did some online things to make money and kill the time.
When I turned on my phone at lunch, there were texts from both my sisters and my husband:
Chris:
Last night was amazing; text me when you get home from Bridge night.
Love you.
Marina:
No response from yesterday! Did you survive Bethany? She tells me she gave you a full makeover. I'm scared.
If you need to talk give me a call.
Bethany:
Is the medium butt plug in yet?
I sighed.
I texted Chris back that I would indeed text him and I expected him ready for action.
I texted Marina back that it was indeed an education, but that it was one I likely needed.
I texted Bethany back that I hadn't yet, but was actually planning to return to the adult shop to get a couple more things after lunch.
Curious what the second plug would feel like, I went to my room and grabbed it. As I looked at it, I reminisced to my joke yesterday with Bethany. The first was too small, the third was too big, but the second, it looked like it should fit just right.
After lubing the toy, I lifted up my skirt, tugged down my panties and added lube on my butthole.
I bent over slightly and slid the toy inside me.
A slight burn hit me as I slid it inside. The deeper it went, the more it burned. Yet, I wanted to feel it all in me. And, before I knew it, it was.



I just stood there, allowing the burn to subside as I got used to it in my ass.
Eventually, the burn simmered and I felt a sense of accomplishment that I had taken the whole plug.
I then felt silly at the idea that I felt a sense of accomplishment at having my ass filled.
I pulled my panties up, allowed my skirt to fall and decided to be even naughtier. I would go shopping with the plug in my ass.
I felt slutty... sexy... and a bit silly.
Bethany texted back as I drove, but I didn't respond until I arrived at the adult shop.
Once parked, I checked her message:
What for?
I decided not to respond, deciding I was giving her way too much information about my sex life... and power.
"Back so soon?"' the sales person asked.
I nodded as I returned to the anal toys and was checking out vibrating toys when Bethany voice scared the crap out of me. "I've created a monster."
"What are you doing here?" I asked.
"Checking on my protégé," she smiled.
"You scared the crap out of me," I said, kind of relieved as I had no idea how to choose an actual anal toy.
"Whatcha looking for?" She asked, all sing song.
"A vibrating one," I admitted.
"For you?" She asked.
"Um, yeah," I nodded.
"But I thought it was only an out hole," she asked.
"Fine," I sighed, "you were right. Now help me find one."
"Oh how I love those words," she smiled, hugging me.
"I bet you do," I replied.
Moving away, she said, "How was the second plug?"
"Good, but I wanted more," I admitted, before adding, "but not butt plug three more."
"Yes, that one is a bit big," she nodded.
"It's dinosaur big," I quipped.
"Oh, but it fills you in a way nothing else can," Bethany smiled.
"You've had one of those in you?" I asked.
"Of course," she nodded.
"Is there anything you haven't done?" I sighed.
"Everything is worth trying once," she shrugged.
"Oh, to be twenty-five again," I countered.
"Age is just an excuse," she shrugged. "Were you wild at twenty-five?"
"Wilder than now," I said.
"Define wild," she said.
"Blow jobs while he drove, joining the mile high club and sex on the balcony at a beach hotel," I listed.
"All good," she nodded, before adding, "I joined the mile high club in the cockpit taking both pilots and a stewardess."
"While in the air?" I questioned.
"Yep, 'she nodded. "Autopilot is amazing."
"Apparently," I said, shaking my head in disbelief.
"Believe it or not, I don't have a lot of experience with vibrating ass toys," she said.
"Prude," I quipped.
"Funny," she laughed, before adding, "I usually use my strap-on."
"Yes, I know. You fuck girls," I said, exasperated and loud enough for others to hear.
"And boys," she corrected, not remotely embarrassed. She then called out, "Cherise, come here."
"No, please?" I questioned.
"Trust me," she replied, as the older woman quickly came over. "Yes, Ms. Bethany?"
I scoffed at the formal response.
"My sister here is looking for the best anal vibrating toy for her back door," Bethany bluntly said.
"Oh, God," I said, instantly embarrassed.
"Yes, exactly what she should say when it's in her ass," Bethany added.
"Bethany!" I said exasperated.
"And that's what they usually scream," Bethany smirked.
Breaking the awkwardness, Cherise grabbed a toy and said, "This is our most popular vibrating anal toy for women."
I took it and said, wanting to end this, "I'll take it."
"In a hurry to fuck your ass, big sister?" Bethany asked.
"Oh my God, I'm done," I said, walking away and to the till mortified.
Bethany didn't follow, nor did Cherise. I then remembered I wanted to buy costumes.
Returning to the anal toy section, I was surprised to find that my sister and Cherise were no longer there. Confused, I went to the costume area and quickly found a cheerleading outfit in an extra-large for Chris. It was unlikely I would find a football outfit here like I wanted, but figured I would play around with his old college stuff at home. I also bought myself a sexy, slutty one for tomorrow night.
This Halloween was going to be role reversal in every sense of the word.
I grabbed an extra-large thong and a pair of extra-large beige pantyhose and went to the till. A different younger girl was working. I asked, "Where is Cherise?"
"On break," she said.
Suddenly I realized where she was, and where my sister was.
I paid for the items, in awe of my brazen sister, and returned to the car.
I was just pulling away when I got a text.
Don't leave!!!!!
I sighed as I backed back up.
I texted back:
Why? Are you already done?
I was startled a second later when she was at my window.
I rolled it down.
"Why did you buy two cheerleader outfits?" Bethany asked.
"How do you even know that?" I asked.
"I asked Carol," she said.
"Halloween," I answered.
"Ooooooooh," she nodded, instantly understanding.
"You can't embarrass me like that," I said.
"Sorry," she said, "I just got caught up in the heat of the moment."
"Fine," I said.
"Let me make it up to you," she said.
"How?" I asked.
"Cheesecake," she said.
"You had me at cheesecake," I joked, cheesecake being my sugary weakness.
Ten minutes later we were eating cheesecake when I asked, even though it was obvious already, "Did you have sex with Cherise?"
"The truth?" she asked.
"Why not?" I shrugged.
"I just allowed her to have a snack at her break," she smiled.
"Wow," I said, "Lesbians are sluttier than straight people."
"Just more liberated," she shrugged.
"Is that the politically correct way to say slutty in lesbian?" I smirked.
"Says the woman walking around with a butt plug in her ass." She countered.
"How do you know that?" I asked.
"By the way you walked," she said.
"Well, I want to get used to having something there," I admitted.
"Where?" she asked.
"You know exactly where," I retorted.
"I just like hearing my prude sister talk dirty," she said.
"In my ass," I whispered, "Is that better."
"Yes it is," she nodded.
"So how long have you and Cherise been a," I paused "whatever you and she are."
"A few months," she said, "she is very submissive. Making her go down on me in the changing room always gets her off."
"Weird," I said.
"Not really," she shrugged. "Most submissive women will obey almost every order and will, when ordered, go down on their Mistress almost anywhere. Lesbian submissives crave pussy."
"Like I crave cheesecake," I quipped, as I finished my piece.
"Exactly," she laughed.
We chatted briefly about my Halloween plans and she eventually said "I'm so coming to your party."
"You never come," I said.
"I come daily," she said, playing with my words, before adding, "usually more than once."
"Slut," I accused.
"And loving it," she smiled.
Back home, I looked at the toy I bought.
It was a suction cup, vibrating, nine inch curved black cock.
I knew I should do more work.
But....
Curiosity took control. Plus, the kids wouldn't be home for an hour.
I went upstairs, got undressed, put the suction cup on the wall, took out the plug in my ass, turned the vibrations on and put excessive lube on the dildo and my ass.
Horny as hell, I got on all fours, a position I really enjoyed with Chris, and backed up towards the dildo. As it poked my ass, I paused.
Was I really about to fuck myself in the ass?
Then my phone rang.
I pondered if this was a sign from above. I got off my knees, walked to the phone and saw it was Chris.
"Hey, honey," I greeted.
"Have not been able to stop thinking about you all day," he opened.
"Is it because you are looking forward to the cheerleading outfit I bought today or to sodomizing your wife?" I asked, feeling like a new woman.
"I was going to say because I love you," he replied with a laugh, "but those are great reasons too."
Suddenly another devilish idea popped into my head. "Where are you?"
"At a high school," he said. "I speak in twenty minutes."
"Too bad," I purred, as I walked back over to my suction cup cock.
"Why?" he asked.
"I was going to put a show on just for you," I said, as I lowered myself to my knees.
"What kind of show?" he asked.
"Find a private spot," I ordered. "And when you do, FaceTime me."
"Okay," he agreed, hanging up abruptly. Why hadn't we FaceTimed yesterday?
While waiting for his call, I got back on all fours and moved my body back until the cock was at my backdoor entrance.
Deciding we had limited time, and that I was horny and curious, I started without him, pushing my ass slowly back on the cock.
A brief resistance occurred, as if my rosebud was asking, 'You sure about this'? But I was definitely sure, I wanted to shock my husband and I wanted to feel what it was like to have a cock moving in and out of my ass, the plugs just a constant tease.
I pushed back a little harder and the vibrating cock head slipped past my bouncer and was allowed into the party.
"Oh, God," I moaned, as I continued slowly moving back on the cock.
I wasn't sure how deep it was in me when Facetime came on.
I stopped mid-penetration, and pressed talk.
"Hi, baby," I purred.
"Hi, sweet pea," he greeted, at the moment only my face in view.
"Want another surprise?" I asked.
"I'm not sure I can handle it," he joked.
"Ironically, me either," I replied, as I resumed taking the cock in.
"What are you doing?" he asked.
"Truthfully?" I questioned.
"No, lie to me," he joked, like he always did.
"I'm attempting to fuck my ass with a suction cup black dildo that vibrates while talking to you," I answered.
"What?" he questioned, his face one of utter shock.
"Oh God, it's bigger than the plugs," I moaned, as the black cock explored new depths in my asshole.
"You're serious?" he questioned.
I smiled. It was the same thing he said yesterday. I nodded, as I quoted Bethany, "Bethany has created a monster."
"More like a goddess," he quipped, always sweet.
I yelped, as I felt my ass touch the cold wall.
"What? You, okay?" he asked concerned.
"Cold wall," I joked, as I remained on all fours, the dildo now buried completely in my ass.
He laughed. "So you really have a dildo in your ass?"
"All in," I nodded, trying to get used to being so full as well as deal with the simmering pain that accompanied the depth.
"Wow," he said, "I would never believe it if I didn't witness it with my own eyes."
"Do you think I'm a prude?" I asked. An odd question at the moment, considering I had a plastic toy in my ass, but his words brought instant insecurities to me. Ironically, before the discovery of his sex toys, being thought a prude wouldn't have crossed my mind.
"What?" No," he said, "there were just some things that I understood were off limits."
"Good," I moaned. "Wait a second, let's give you a better view."
I was happy I bought a cell phone case that actually had a back piece to have it sit up on its own.
"Okay," he agreed.
"Where are you?" I asked, as I fumbled with my cell phone.
"The teacher's bathroom," he answered.
"Is your dick out?" I asked.
"No," he admitted.
"Is it hard?" I asked, moving the phone so I could see him and hopefully he could see all of me.
"As a missile," he nodded, his eyes going big.
"Show me," I demanded.
"Okay," he said.
"Can you see all of me?" I asked.
"Perfectly," he answered.
"So you can see this?" I questioned, as I began riding the cock in my ass.
"Oh God," he groaned, as he then showed me his stiff cock.
I realized then that the dildo in my ass was actually longer than my husband's. My husband's cock was 5'5 inches long, but thick (thicker than the dildo in me).
"I'll take that as a yes," I moaned, as I tried to get into a rhythm.
"God, yes," he moaned loudly, as he stroked his cock.
"Tomorrow it'll be your cock in my butt," I promised, as I began getting more comfortable.
"I can't wait," he said, pumping his cock furiously.
"Are you going to ream my ass, baby?" I asked, using words from some of the stories I read online.
"You want to be used like a slut, don't you?" he asked.
"At least for a night," I moaned. "I'll be your three-hole fuck toy."
"Shit," he groaned, and his cum began shooting out of his cock.
"Oh yes, baby," I moaned, now bouncing fast and hard on the dildo, "I so want your cum."
"Come, my little ass slut," he ordered, which turned me on.
"Oh yes," I whimpered, "I can't wait to feel your big dick in my asshole."
"I'm going to pound the living shit out of you," he continued, able to sense when to push my buttons.
"You better have more than one load for me," I purred, enjoying the pleasure I was experiencing, but not feeling my orgasm bubbling.
"I better not talk to you tonight," he joked, looking at his watch. "Shoot, I'd love to watch this all day, but I speak in ten minutes."
"Okay," I nodded, before pouting, "I'm going to have to finish this the ole fashioned way."
"Sorry," he said, "I'll make it up to you tomorrow."
"You better," I quipped, before pushing the envelope a bit, "or I'll fuck your ass."
There was a pause before he said, "Um, okay, good to know."
I teased, "Maybe I'll have to buy a strap-on for you."
"You want to fuck me?" he asked.
Deciding we didn't have the time for this conversation and I wanted to surprise him Saturday, I replied, "I was just kidding, stud."
He laughed uncomfortably which made me smile.
"You better get going," I purred.
"Yes, I better," he replied, seeming distracted.
"Break a leg and tomorrow you take my ass," I said, and then hung up. I quickly stood up, the dildo sliding out of my ass and I went to my toys. I grabbed the massager, put batteries in it and returned to the dildo.
I easily took it all back in me, turned the massager on and moved it to my clit as I resumed fucking my ass.
In seconds, my entire body was on a crescendo to heaven. The massager head brought intense vibrations to my clit and pussy and mixed with the pleasure of the dildo I was fucking I was near eruption in seconds.
I furiously bounced back on the cock until my orgasm exploded and I collapsed onto my carpet, my entire being quaking like the San Andres fault line.
I lay there for an eternity as my entire body's energy was usurped by the orgasm. I may have laid there even longer but I heard the front door open and heard my boys talking.
I quickly got up and cleaned up, shaking my head at the insatiable sex drive that had suddenly been created over the past few days.
That night, I went out with the girls and saw them in a whole new world. Sex was often the topic, but I usually tuned out. This time I listened; I participated; I made sex jokes; I drank a little more than I usually do. Of course, unbeknownst to all of them, I had a medium sized plug in my ass.
My hubby texting me he was going to bed a while ago, I had a quick orgasm when I got home with the magic wand and I hit the hay, knowing tomorrow was going to be the beginning of a crazy couple days and nights.
I had already arranged for my parents to take the kids, it was a Halloween tradition that the kids stayed at my parents, although we always met up with them for supper and some trick or treating before returning home for the party.
I spent the day ignoring work, found his football outfit and threw it in the wash, then began decorating the place for the party. I was on a ladder putting up streamers when Bethany scared the crap out of me.
"So did you like the vibrating ass dildo?" Bethany asked.
"Why do you enjoy scaring me all the time?" I asked.
"It's Halloween Eve," she shrugged.
"And no, I haven't used it yet," I lied.
"Liar," Bethany called my bluff.
"I'm not lying," I lied.
"You don' lie well, Dani. You never have," she countered.
"Fine, whatever," I shrugged, as I came down the ladder, "I reamed my ass while Face timing Chris."
"He must have enjoyed that," Bethany quipped.
"How do you know that wasn't a lie?" I asked, my last sentence sounding much more outrageous than my earlier denials.
"You don't look me in the eye when you are lying," she answered.
"I don't?" I questioned, wondering if I did this to everyone.
"Never have," Bethany shrugged.
"Why are you here?" I asked.
"I bought you a present for the party tomorrow that I want you to wear," she answered, handing me a small box.
"You know, I'm not your submissive," I pointed out, even though I somehow felt compelled to obey her.
"I know," she said, "just a friendly gift from one sister top to another," she answered.
"What is it?" I asked.
"Open it," she said.
I did. It was a small egg shaped thing.
"I'll ask again, what is it?" I asked.
"A vibrating egg," she said.
"Not for my ass?" I questioned, thinking it could easily get stuck inside.
"God no," she laughed, "although that would be interesting. No, it's just to tease your pussy all night long before the main event."
"The main event?" I asked.
"When you peg Chris," she bluntly said, "you are planning to do it tomorrow?"
"Maybe I plan to do it tonight," I replied.
"No, tonight, I'm guessing you are giving your ass to him," she predicted correctly.
Giving up any sort of denial, I asked, "How would you possibly know that?"
"I know you better than you know yourself," she said.
"But, we are not even that close," I pointed out.
"I'm hoping that changes," she said.
"Me too," I nodded.
"Anyways, I got to go," she said, "But I'll be at the party tomorrow night and remember."
"Remember what, sensei?" I quipped.
"Lube, lots of lube," she smiled.
"Definitely," I laughed, still finding the conversation surreal.
Once she was gone, I kept decorating.
While Chris was in the air I sent a half-dozen texts to give him my true intent when he got home:
Text me when you are close.
Tonight I am your complete whore.
Use me as you wish.
Call me names.
Shoot your cum where you want.
All three holes are available for your convenience.
I'm just a bimbo slut created to please her strong-willed Master.
Typing these things got me horny. I had purposely not touched myself or used any toys on myself to keep myself ready and revved up for tonight.
I got dressed in the cheerleader's outfit, with beige thigh highs, the medium plug in my ass, and my hair in pigtails when I got the text.
Be home in ten minutes, slut.
I expect you on your knees and ready to please.
I replied, using a term I had never used with him or any man before:
Yes, Master.
I waited a few more minutes. Before making my way to the front entrance, pom poms in hand, dropping to my knees and waiting.
Every second seemed like an eternity. I couldn't wait to rekindle our sex life. Not that it was terrible before, but it had grown predictable and boring. The flame was still there, but only flickering. I wanted a wildfire.
When he opened the door, he left his suitcase, closed the door and walked to me.
His tone firm, something I usually only heard when he was disciplining the kids, he asked, apparently role playing, "Why are you here in the Principal's office?"
I pondered an answer briefly, before answering, "I was flashing Mr. Peterson, sir."
"And is that appropriate behaviour for a student?" he asked, now standing directly in front of me.
"No, sir," I whispered, trying to look sexy and sorry.
"And why then did you do it?" he asked, his arms crossed.
"So I would be sent to the principal's office," I answered.
"And why would you want to be sent to see me?" he asked.



I moved my hand to his crotch, squeezed his already hard dick and said, "So I could have this."
"Young lady," he gasped, really getting into character.
"Is this hard for me?" I purred, as I fished it out of his trousers.
"I don't think an innocent cheerleader like you could handle this," he smirked.
"Sir, does this answer your assumption?" I questioned, as I deep-throated his entire cock.
"Dani," he groaned, "you shouldn't be doing this."
Ignoring his words, I bobbed furiously on his thick cock, wanting his first load down my throat or all over his face.
"Shit, you really want to be my slut, young lady?" he questioned.
"Yes, sir," I nodded, taking his dick out of my mouth and moving to his balls.
"That's it, slut, suck on my balls," he groaned.
I took my time, sucking each ball in my mouth, before slowly slithering my tongue back up his shaft and resuming sucking his cock.
"Oh yeah," he groaned, grabbing my pigtails, a minute later, and doing something he had never done before... he fucked my face. "Ready to be treated like a complete whore?"
I couldn't answer as his balls bounced off my chin. Yet, I was completely turned on, as my pussy juice leaked out of my pussy.
"Ready to get a load all over your pretty face, cum slut?" he asked, after another minute of rough face fucking.
I moaned in response, my entire body excited.
He pulled out and demanded, "Open wide, cum slut."
I obeyed, opening my mouth and looking at him furiously stroking his cock.
Seconds later, my face was splattered with rope after rope of cum. I couldn't believe how warm the cum was or how horny I felt being used like that.
Once done, I wiped the cum off my eye lids and opened my eyes, looking up at him. I asked, "Is that all you got?"
He picked me up and carried me to our room as he said, "This is just the start, slut."
In the room, he tossed me onto the bed and ordered "Spread those legs, slut."
"Yes, sir," I moaned seductively, opening my legs wide to reveal my newly shaved pussy.
"No panties, slut?" he questioned, shaking his head, even as he stared at my pussy.
"No, sir," I replied. "I thought you would want easy access to my fuck holes."
"Fuck holes?" he questioned, still unable to take his eyes off my shaved pussy.
"My young ripe pussy and my tight virgin ass," I replied, my tone dripping with naughtiness, as my fingers parted my pussy lips for him.
"What's that in your ass?" he asked.
"A place holder until you fill it," I responded, feeling so sexy, so naughty and so eager to please.
He moved between my legs and said, "Let's taste what this fresh box lunch tastes like."
So crude, a few days ago this would have disgusted me. Today, it made my pussy gush just as his tongue made contact. "Oh yes, lick my pussy."
Chris was always a great pussy licker, but today he won the pussy licking Olympics. His tongue seemed too magical. Every movement brought a rush of pleasure. I moaned, I writhed. I begged.
Yet, he teased me relentlessly. Going so slow that I was on the brink for an eternity.
Then he slid his tongue past my pussy and to my ass. He pulled out the plug and surprised me by tonguing my gaping asshole.
I had never even considered having my asshole licked, yet as he did it I loved it. His tongue drove me wild as he probed my asshole. I wanted his dick in it. I wanted to be ass fucked. Badly.
After a couple of minutes of ass rimming, he moved back to my leaking pussy and began licking with more aggression. His five day stubble, as his tongue went deep in me, only enhanced the pleasure and my desperate orgasm began building.
"Oh yes, sir, I'm so close," I moaned loudly, as he really worked my pussy over.
"Beg, bitch," he ordered, between hard licks and chin movement.
"Please, sir, make your cum slut come," I moaned, "then bury that dick of yours in my asshole."
He didn't speak; he just put extra pressure on my clit and instantly the volcano erupted. "Fuuuuuuck," I screamed, as my entire being felt intense pressure course through it.
He kept licking as my orgasm coursed through me.
While I was still trembling, he ordered, "On all fours, slut. Time to pound that ass of yours."
"Yes, sir," I obeyed, weakly getting into the position ordered, and added, pointing to the night stand, "Please get the lube."
"What do you want, slut?" he asked, as he got on the bed behind me.
"Your cock in my virgin shit-hole," I answered, wanting to sound like the nastiest slut ever.
I felt lube poured between my ass cheeks and felt his cock rub up and down my ass cheeks, the anticipation driving me wild.
"Beg," he ordered.
I desperately wanted to feel his cock in my ass. I wanted to be used like a slut, an ass slut. I wanted to shed once and for all the prude label. I begged, "Please sir, shove that big thick dick in my asshole, make me your personal ass fuck toy."
"Last chance to reconsider," my husband said, clearly excited to fuck my ass, yet wanting to make sure I wanted it too.
"Slam it in my ass, sir," I responded, ready to get ass fucked for the first time by a real cock.
"As you wish," he agreed, slowly pushing his cock in my ass.
Thicker than the wall cock and butt plugs, an instant burn hit me, making me clench my teeth.
"So fucking tight," he groaned.
"It was made for you, sir," I whimpered, trying to get used to his cock in my back door.
"I expect you in my office every lunch hour for some back door discipline," he said, as his cock kept going deeper in me.
"Yes, sir, I'll be your lunch time cum deposit," I moaned, just as I felt his body meet mine.
"All in, ass slut," he declared.
"Then fuck it," I said, wanting to be pounded, reamed, fucked.
"As you wish," he repeated, beginning to slowly fuck me.
After a couple minutes of slow fucking, the burn dissipating while a pleasure grew, I demanded, "Ream your slut's shithole! Don't make love to it!"
"You want it rough, slut?" he questioned, as he grabbed my hair and pulled.
"Yes, sir," I moaned, "use me."
He held onto my hair, as he began slamming his cock in me. Each forward thrust his body met mine and his cock went as deep into me as humanly possible.
I couldn't get enough. I wanted it hard, deep and rough. "Oh yes, sir, fuck the shit out of me."
"Oh God," he groaned, as he pulled my hair. "You're such a dirty whore."
"Oh yes," I moaned, "Just for you, sir."
He fucked me hard forever, eventually putting both hands on my hips. And although I was feeling great pleasure throughout the ass fucking, I reached for the magic wand I had put under the pillow as I wasn't able to get off, the orgasm at the brink but refusing to cross it.
"Is that one of your new toys?" he asked, breaking character.
"One of manyyyyyyyyy," I moaned, as I turned it on and moved it to my fevered cunt.
"You going to come from getting ass fucked?" he questioned,
"Yes, sir," I moaned loudly, the double stimulation immediately enhancing the pleasure.
"Come now, slut," he demanded, spanking my ass.
"Yes, sir," I whimpered, my orgasm building quickly.
"Now, slut," he ordered, continuing to fuck me hard.
"Yes, yes, yes, fucking shit," I babbled, as the second orgasm cascaded through me.
He kept fucking me throughout my orgasm, as I dropped the massager which was suddenly beginning to make my pussy sensitive.
Pulling out a minute or two later, time irrelevant at the moment, he flipped me onto my back, straddled me, pulled off my sweater and began fucking my tits, something else he had never done.
I squeezed them together and purred, "Are you going to come on my titties, sir?"
"Or all over your face again," he smirked, looking down at me, clearly enjoying this special night of sexual submission.
"Come wherever you want, sir," I smiled back, having my tits fucked feeling rather odd. Not a major turn-on, but if it turned him on, so be it.
Sweat was dripping off his brow and I asked, after another minute, "Do you want me to finish you off, sir?"
"You want to suck my cock that was in your ass?" he asked, surprised.
"I'm your slut tonight, sir," I smiled, "I will do whatever you tell me to."
"Then get sucking," he said, getting off me and rolling onto his back.
I crawled between his legs and took his cock, which was last in my rear, in my mouth. The taste was not overly pleasant, yet doing such slutty things somehow made it okay. I bobbed hungrily on his cock, taking it deep in my mouth, listening to his moans.
"Oh yeah," he groaned, "so close."
I asked, as I swirled my tongue around his mushroom top, "Where do you want to shoot your load?"
"On your face again," he answered, weakly.
"Tell me when to stop," I said, resuming deep throating him.
I bobbed for another minute or so before he said, "Now."
I moved my face over his cock, pumped his cock with my left hand, closed my eyes and waited for the cum.
Seconds later I received my second facial from him that night and from him ever.
His cum coated my nose, lips, cheek and chin before I opened my mouth and retrieved the last of his cum.
Cum dripping off my chin, my ass gaping, my pussy leaking, I felt like a complete slut... which somehow made me feel liberated, as if the years of propriety and shackles of being a good wife and mother were finally taken off.
"Holy fuck," he groaned, "Please stop."
I did and asked concerned, "What?"
"I need to pee," he said.
"Oh," I laughed, as I pondered what it would feel like to be peed on. That said, the thought quickly faded as I thought that was pushing my limits a bit.
Thankfully, he never mentioned anything as he got up and went to the bathroom.
I rolled onto my back, physically exhausted and completely satisfied. When I heard the flush of the toilet, I got up myself, needing to pee also... plus I wanted to see what my face looked like with two loads of cum on it.
As he walked out, he asked, "Hungry?"
"For more cum?" I asked, with a sly smile.
"I was thinking some actual dinner," he said.
"Yes, we should probably refuel," I nodded, giving his flaccid cock a squeeze.
"Chinese?" he asked.
"Sure," I nodded, before going to the washroom.
Looking at myself in the mirror, I barely recognized myself. I had cum everywhere on my face. Oddly, what popped into my head was 'I wish Bethany could see me now'.
I went pee, washed my face and legs, put my robe on and returned to the bedroom.
The rest of the night was great. We talked about our marriage and how we needed to have more nights like this, we chatted about getting away for a weekend soon, and discussed final plans for Halloween tomorrow. He asked a few times what I had purchased for him for tomorrow, but I refused to tell him, only saying, "Tomorrow, you do what I tell you."
"Yes, Mistress," he saluted.
"Mistress," I smiled, "I like that."
We fucked one more time that night after eating supper and watching a movie (cuddling the entire time), although we did it the ole fashioned way... cock in pussy.
.....
Saturday I was giddy with excitement.
I felt I was a new woman.
I felt rejuvenated.
And I couldn't wait to surprise him tonight.
Bethany texted me:
Ready to peg!!!
I texted back, a big smile on my face:
I'm antici-PEGGING it!!!
She texted back:
You're hilarious!!!
We finished decorating, Chris asking me a dozen times what costume he had to wear tonight. I refused to tell him until after we returned from dinner and trick or treating with the kids.
I went upstairs put the cheerleading suit, panties, pantyhose and blonde wig on the bed and called out, "Meet me in the bathroom."
"Okay," he said, as I grabbed the make-up I had planned to use it make him look pretty.
I ordered, "Sit on the toilet."
"Okay," he said again, used to me putting make-up on him on Halloween.
I spent twenty minutes doing it all. Eye-liner, blush and lipstick. He impressively didn't ask once what I was doing.
When done, "I ordered, "Close your eyes."
He did.
I led him out of the bathroom and said, "Your costume is on the bed, honey."
"Okay," he said.
"I hope you like it," I said, as he went to the bedroom.
I followed out of curiosity.
He saw the cheerleader outfit on the bed and asked, "Where is my outfit?"
"Right on the bed," I answered, pointing to the cheerleader outfit.
"No way," he said.
"Way," I smiled.
"You want me to cross dress?" he asked.
"I thought it would be fun," I shrugged. "You love touching me in nylons, I figured why not let you wear them, especially on a day where no one will think anything of it."
"Okay," he said, sounding unsure.
"You said you would wear whatever I told you to," I reminded him.
"Yes, Mistress," he said, smiling at me.
"Good boy," I smiled back, smacking his ass and saying, "I got to go and put my outfit on."
"What are you wearing?" he asked.
"It's a surprise," I smiled, all sing-song, walking out.
I went downstairs, put the egg in my pussy thinking it would be fun to have it in me while no one else knew any wiser (although I couldn't figure out how to turn it on), and oddly feeling compelled to obey my sister, wanting to keep impressing her. I put on a thong to keep the egg thing in me (that would be embarrassing if it fell out while I had guests), and then put the strap-on cock on. I struggled to get the lower pads on me, before I put the shoulder pads on and his favourite football jersey. I added some black lines under my eyes, put my hair in a ponytail and headed upstairs.
The doorbell rang before I got to see Chris, so I went to the door to greet my first guest. A few more quests arrived, each roaring with laughter seeing me dressed as a guy and each asking what Chris was dressed as. I answered the same each time that they would have to see for themselves.
I was already finishing my first glass of wine when Chris finally came downstairs.
Everyone broke out in cat calls, whistles and cheers. Chris, playing the part, did a cheer with his pom poms.
The next few hours we partied, visited and drank. I whispered in his ear a few times that I couldn't wait to fuck her tonight, purposely using the feminine pronoun.
Bethany arrived around midnight, completely drunk, dressed completely slutty with a young, high school age looking, redhead. Bethany asked, "Wearing your cock?"
"I am," I nodded.
"Wearing the egg I told you to wear?" she asked.
"I am," I again nodded, before adding, "I couldn't figure out about how to turn it on."
"No?" she asked, with a sly smile as suddenly I felt vibrations inside me.
"Ohhhhhhh," I moaned.
"Do you want my pet here to get you off before the main attraction, sis?" she asked.
"Seriously?" I asked, looking at the redhead who didn't seem remotely phased by the offer made by her date.
"Oh yes," Bethany nodded, "and Carolyn here will have you screaming in seconds, won't you?"
"Yes, Mistress," Carolyn answered.
"You're crazy," I said, as I asked, "Is she even legal?"
Bethany laughed, "She's a coed in pre-med, aren't you?"
"Yes, Mistress," she answered.
The idea of getting licked by an experienced lesbian, especially a beautiful coed like Carolyn, was surprisingly appealing (maybe because I was drunk, maybe because I was horny (both because I couldn't wait to fuck Chris, and the egg vibrating inside was driving me wild) and maybe because the idea of lesbian sex was beginning to appeal to me), but I resisted, "I need to get back to the party."
"No coming from the egg," Bethany ordered.
"Yes, Mistress," I quipped, then realized I had said it. I then winked, as if I was just kidding.
She smiled and I felt the buzzing change patterns to something more intense as I walked away, making my legs buckle slightly.
I decided that even though the party was still in full swing, I needed to fuck him now.
I found him chatting with a couple of his buddies and I went to him and whispered, "Bedroom now, bitch," and walked away.
I headed to the room and waited for him. After a couple of minutes of waiting, just when I was beginning to wonder if he was coming, he walked into the room and locked the door. "You can't wait for the guests to leave?"
"Come here," I ordered, before adding, "I can't wait any longer."
"To do what?" he asked, slyly.
"Make your deepest fantasy come true," I added.
"That happened last night," he said with a big smile.
"I mean your darkest, most secretive, fantasy." I whispered, as I put my hands on his shoulders, pushed softly and ordered, "Knees."
He looked at me surprised and confused, but obeyed.
"Pull down my pants," I ordered.
He did and gasped as my cock sprang to life in front of him.
"Suck it, my pretty cheerleader slut," I demanded, as I tapped his lips with it.
He looked up at me with a confused, insecure look. I explained, "I found your bag of toys."
"Oh," he said, his face going beet red.
"And tonight you're my slut," I explained, "no questions asked."
"You're serious?" he asked.
"That's a question," I said and shoved my cock in his open mouth.
He gagged briefly, before tentatively beginning bobbing on my thin cock as he closed his eyes.
"You look so sexy with a cock in your mouth," I moaned and meant it.
He bobbed slowly, taking only a couple of inches in his mouth.
"Do you want me to fuck you, honey?" I asked.
He looked up at me, his face wearing a look of shame.
"It's okay, honey," I said, "I did a lot of research and a man wanting to be fucked is natural."
"It is?" he asked, as I pulled the cock out of his mouth.
"Have you been putting the toys you bought in your ass?" I asked.
"Yes," he nodded after a pause, still looking ashamed.
"Honey, it's okay," I said, as I moved my cock around his lips. "I know you want it and I want to give it to you. Now bend over the end of the bed."
"I thought you would be ashamed of me," he said, as he stood up.
"Honey, I love you completely and want you to be able to share anything you fantasize with me," I said, as I walked over and grabbed the lube. "It makes for a good marriage."
"You don't think it's gay?" he asked, not moving.
"Honestly, I did at first," I admitted, before explaining, "After talking to my sisters and doing some research I came to understand prostate pleasure and male submission."
"You told your sisters?" he questioned, mortified.
"I didn't mean to," I said, explaining, "I found the toys and thought you were cheating on me. It was Marina that assumed the toys were for you."
"Oh my God," he said, clearly mortified.
"If it makes you feel any better, Blake likes it in his ass too," I revealed.
"This is surreal," he said, clearly not yet able to accept all he was hearing.
Standing in front of him, I said, as I rubbed his hard cock through his pantyhose, "Look honey, this secret has made me closer to my younger sister, created new chemistry in our bedroom and is about to make your fantasy and curiosity come true."
"I just can't believe they know," he said, even as his cock flinched in my hand.
"Does it really matter?" I asked, squeezing his dick firmly before I kissed him, "They are not going to tell anyone and now I really want to fuck you, I mean...I literally want to fuck you."
"You do?" he asked, looking so vulnerable.
"Badly," I purred, before going domme, "Now bend over the bed, I've been fantasizing about this all day."
"Fucking me?" he asked.
"Fucking my cheerleader slut," I purred, pushing him towards the bed.
"What is that buzzing?" he asked.
"A vibrating egg," I answered.
"A what?" he asked.
"Long story," I said, "But it's got me horny as hell. Now bend over the fucking bed, baby, it's time for me to fuck you."
"You sure?" he asked, still not completely sure.



"Now, slut," I ordered, deciding to change this into a role play.
This seemed to work as he replied, "Yes, Mistress."
I lifted up his short skirt, pulled his pantyhose down to his knees, tugged his panties down and poured lube down his ass crack. I purred, as a well lubed finger slid inside his ass, "I've been dying to fuck this ass, sexy."
"Oh, God," he groaned, as I explored his ass with my finger.
"You want me to fuck you?" I asked.
"Yes," he moaned, his head on the bed and his eyes closed.
I pulled my finger out, moved my cock between his ass cheeks and slowly slid the thin cock in.
"Oh, God," he repeated, with a moan.
"Oh, yes," I purred, as I watched the cock disappear in his ass.
"I can't believe you're doing this," he whimpered, as the whole cock filled him.
"We're doing this," I corrected, before asking, "You like it?"
"Oh God, yes," he whimpered.
"Talk to me," I said, wanting to hear him talk, "Tell me what you want."
"I want you to fuck me," he whispered.
"Louder," I demanded, bucking my hips into him, making the cock go deeper in his ass.
"Oh fuck," he yelped, "fuck my ass, baby, fuck my ass hard."
"You sure?" I asked, repeating the same question he asked last night before he pounded my ass.
"Please, fuck me," he begged.
And I obliged. Like him, I started slow, allowing him to get used to it.
"Oh yes," he groaned, and after a few strokes begged, "Harder baby, fuck me harder."
And I did, putting my hands firmly on his hips and beginning to fuck him hard.
As he moaned, I couldn't fathom the rush of adrenaline I had as I had the power. I had the cock; I had the power.
Listening to him whimper and moan was exhilarating.
After a few minutes, as I continued fucking his ass, I couldn't help but realize how much being the one doing the fucking was exhausting. I had an all new appreciation for my husband and the man.
I asked, "Are you going to come, baby?"
"So close," he moaned.
I reached under and grabbed his throbbing dick as my cock was deep in him.
I stroked his dick and whispered, "Come for me, baby. Come with my dick buried deep in your ass."
"Ohhhhh," was all he could muster as I felt his cock pulse and begin spewing all over the bed spread.
"Oh yes, baby," I purred, "I love you so much."
"Me too," he whimpered, as he kept coming and coming.
"Shit," I said, "I would have given you my face to paint if I knew you were going to come that much."
He laughed softly as I finished stroking his cock.
I lay on him, my cock still buried in his ass, for a couple of minutes, like he often did me, enjoying the afterglow of good sex.
I pulled out and said, "We should probably get back to the party."
"Fuck," he said, "there are people here."
"Yeah, so don't walk around bowlegged," I quipped.
"Well, your sister's conversation makes a lot of sense now," he said, as he stood up.
"What did she say?" I asked, worried.
"I'll tell ya later," he said, looking at the clock. "Shit, we've been gone almost half an hour."
I shrugged, as I got dressed again, "They'll think you were fucking me."
He laughed, "That is probably true."
I pointed out, looking at him sternly, "I do expect a good fucking when the party is done."
"Oh," he smiled, as he pulled up his panties and pantyhose, "I plan to return the favour."
"Good," I nodded, "now get back to the party, Christina."
"Christina?" he questioned.
"Yes, my little slut," I smiled, as I spanked his ass.
"Yes, Mistress," he said, as he grabbed my hand and we returned to the party, the buzzing in my cunt still driving me nuts.
As we went our separate ways, I went to the kitchen for more wine. As I was in the fridge, I heard Bethany say, coming up behind me, "Come now, sister slut."
The vibrations became way more intense and I gasped, "Holy mother fucker."
"No, sister fucker," Bethany quipped, before ordering, "now come, my pegging pet."
I grabbed the fridge door as the vibrations ripped through me and in seconds my orgasm was erupting through me. I bit my lip so as not to scream as I came in my kitchen.
"And you say you're not a submissive," she whispered into my ear, as she handed me the remote control.
I didn't speak, as I allowed the orgasm to finish its course through me.
"See you next Saturday," Bethany said, slapping my ass.
I sighed, recalling my promise to go to a lesbian club for her birthday.
Sherry, a friend of mine, walked in and said, "Where's more wine?"
"Right here." I answered, shutting off the egg, grabbing a bottle of wine and resuming the role as hostess.
THE END
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Kinky Tales: I'm Pegged By My Wife
It wasn't one day where I thought, 'Hey, I want to get ass fucked'. No, it was a lengthy growing curiosity.
I grew up in a homophobic home where my dad used the word 'faggot' liberally and actually pulled an earring out of an employee who came to work with one in his ear.
Thankfully, I never considered myself gay. I have, even to this day, never thought of a man sexually, even though I have slowly become intrigued by cocks.
Anyway, I'm an ex-NHL'er, no Crosby or anything, but had a promising career until a knee injury ended it. I lingered in the minors for a few more seasons before retiring. I then had the opportunity to do some public speaking and it took off, creating an accidental new career. I have since travelled 46 states, 6 provinces and 11 countries with my message of perseverance.
In case you are curious (pun intended based on what this story is really about), I'm 42, 6'2, 230 pounds, with blonde hair and blue eyes. I'm still well built and very athletic. My cock is only 5 and a half inches, but thicker than most.
I've been married to my beautiful wife Dani for years. She is 5'3, 150 pounds (not fat by any means, but well-built and in great shape), with big 36D boobs and a nice ass I love to squeeze. I love her completely and our two boys, so I would never cheat on her... even though my curiosity has indeed grown over the past few months.
We still had good, if not great sex, but, like most married couples, the burning insatiable passion from our younger years had dwindled somewhat and our sex life had become rather predictable.
Of course, I was partly to blame. I was gone a lot. Often tired when I was home. And lastly, I had become less aggressive.
Dani, on the other hand, liked sex, but had become much less wild as the years went by and I would argue we both knew we were in a rut.
So, as I traveled I read a lot of erotica, watched a lot of porn and my fetishes changed slightly. I originally searched for lesbian stories, group sex stories, and stories with nylons included. I also watched nylon porn scenes like Housewife Kelly, especially the Real Estate scene, Holly Heart who often wore nylons and Alura Jenson who had a wicked tongue, huge knockers and almost always wore thigh highs.
Yet, after reading all the best stories, I began reading some of my favourite writers... even stories in categories I usually wouldn't read like incest, transsexual and gay.
It wasn't like I just instantly became curious. But over a few months, I began to wonder. What would it be like to suck a cock? What would it be like to cross dress? What would it be like to have something in my ass?
I resisted my growing curiosity for a few more trips before I finally went to an adult store while in San Francisco (it seemed like the right place to explore my anal curiosity). I ended up buying a three pack of butt plugs and lube.
Back at the hotel, after a few beers, some erotica stories and a porn scene starring Phoenix Marie, who often wears beige thigh highs in her stories and takes it in the ass, I lubed my butt and the smallest butt plug and put it in my ass.
A slight burn occurred, but barely, and after fifteen minutes of slowly stroking my fleshlight (a man's best friend) while watching Phoenix be violently dominated in a nasty lesbian scene as a bridesmaid dominated her anally, I shot my load.
My next trip, I tried the medium plug. It was a lot wider and longer and created a more intense burn... yet also a more intense orgasm when I got off half an hour later after watching three hot and mean episodes, the last one called Ms. Boss where a hot blonde bitch dominates an employee.
As I explored my prostate and anal male pleasure, I wondered what it would feel like to have a vibrating toy in my ass as I wasn't ready for the massive third plug.
So I bought a vibrating curved toy that had a variety of vibration speeds and patterns. Over the next month I tried every pattern, every speed. The orgasms were better and I began to get addicted to having it in my ass.
I also watched a lot of rough anal porn like:
Ashley Blue being blackmailed and roughly sodomized.
Bobbi Star taking two or three cocks in almost every scene she did
Of course, I then wondered what it would be like to be fucked, to be feminized a bit. So, first I ended up buying pantyhose and started wearing them while I had the vibrating dildo in my ass and even under my outfits while I spoke at conferences.
Yet, the porn I watched also got nastier:
Like Sarah Shevon as a teacher in a five guy gangbang scene where she took two cocks at once in her pussy and ass or Veronica Avluv as a female reporter who is gangbanged by players in a locker room or the MILF Allison Moore getting gangbanged by a bunch of men at her wedding. Of course, I couldn't not watch my favourite Phoenix Marie as a feminist who is taken, humiliated and ass dominated by a reporter trying to prove she isn't as innocent as she appeared.
The reality was the kinkier it was, the more it turned me on. I suppose this was because my own sex life could never be that kinky.
I tried to bring it up on the phone with Dani many times and in person... but I couldn't. She saw me as the man. I just couldn't tell her. I couldn't ask her to fuck me. So, I figured I would fuck myself.
I bought myself a dildo that suctioned to the wall so I could literally fuck myself. Like all the other toys, it was very unique and exciting at first, but in the end it was awkward and frustrating. It only made me want to tell Dani even more.
I googled best anal toys for men and bought yet another toy... a rude boy. I was trying it for the first time when my wife finally returned my text, a couple hours after I had texted her (which is very unlike her). I was in my hotel room, in only pantyhose, boxers and the rude boy in my ass vibrating at full speed with a unique pattern that also teased my scrotum when her text came.
Her text was oddly ominous and unlike her:
I'll give you a call in a few. I have a surprise for you!
My newest video and erotica fetish was having the guy watch his woman get fucked. I wasn't sure I could ever allow another guy to fuck Dani, but in fantasy it really got me off. My fleshlight was nearby and already lubed as I tried not to come before she called. Yet, a few became fifteen and I was just reaching for my fleshlight, the new anal toy really making me feel good, as was the scene I was watching: : Zoe Holloway getting fucked in tan thigh highs outside while her husband watched.
Suddenly, my phone rang. I turned the volume on my computer to mute, but kept the scene running as I reached for the phone.
Answering it, I made a joke about my earlier text, as I acted overly dramatic, "Thank God, you weren't kidnapped."
"I was," she replied, her tone equally as dramatic, "by Bethany."
"Oh God," I said, Bethany, her youngest sister by 15 years, and my wife never getting along.
"Actually, it was rather interesting," she admitted, which was surprising.
"How so?" I asked, curious, as their time together usually ended up in yelling matches.
"Well, she decided I needed a makeover," she revealed.
"Oh God," I said, immediately worried, trying to be supportive I added, "I can't even imagine what that could mean."
"It definitely wasn't a normal makeover," she responded, her tone confusing to read.
"Okay, this is getting cryptic," I pointed out. I then joked, a fantasy I had often had before I started getting more sick and twisted (Bethany was ridiculously hot and flirty), "What did she do, turn you into a lesbian?"
She responded with a laugh, which at least helped me with her tone, "Yes, I'm a raging pussy muncher now."
"That is hot," I said jokingly, even though quite frankly my cock stiffened, which made me glance at Zoe, who was sucking the cock that had just been in her pussy, while her husband watched.
Her tone definitely sultry, she was clearly in a rare playful mood, "You'd like that, wouldn't you? Watching your wife between the legs of another woman?"
Knowing this was a tricky question, like when she asks if she looks fat in something, I paused. I then played the safe card, "I plead the fifth."
She quickly read through me like she always does, "I'll take that as a yes."
I heard a buzzing. Was she playing with herself too? I asked, "What is that?"
"One of my new sex toys," she answered.
"One of?" I asked, knowing her toy box was rather limited.
"Bethany also felt I lacked in the self-help department," my wife explained, which added to this strange conversation. We both were using sex toys on ourselves. Although, unlike her, I wasn't letting her know.
I was about to speak when she let out a moan.
Turned on and curious, I asked my usually tame wife (our phone conversations were usually about the kids, her family or other mundane things), "Did you just put it inside you?"
She didn't answer the question, instead asking me, "What you wearing?"
I wasn't going to say pantyhose, so I lied. "Just a t-shirt and shorts."
"I'm completely naked," she revealed, before adding after a moan, "even my pussy is completely naked, Bethany made me get a Brazilian."
"Oh my," I groaned, as I slowly rubbed my cock in my pantyhose as I envisioned my wife's pussy completely shaved.
"Join me," she ordered.
"What's gotten into you?" I joked.
Her naughty side coming out, she answered wittingly. "At the moment, a six inch vibrating rabbit."
My cock flinched.
She moaned the question, "Are you getting undressed?"
"Indeed," I answered, even though I already was.
"Good," she moaned again, before talking dirty to me. "I want that dick nice and hard for me."
"Already done," I replied, which was true. My cock was iron hard. The video I had been watching, mixed with the powerful vibrations of the bad boy inside me and my wife's continuing shocking revelations and I was ready to blow... literally.
"Was it the lesbian talk?" she asked, then added before I could respond, "Do you want to see me with another woman?"
The obvious answer was 'God, yes'. Yet being the smart husband I answered again, "I again plead the fifth."
She said, not digging deeper, "Too bad they don't make toys for boys."
I had to hold back a laugh. I had one in me, a bunch more in the bag, not to mention the fleshlight I was about to use on myself. Yet, instead I answered with a joke. "They do, they're called inflatable dolls."
She quipped. "In theory the perfect woman. She never says no, she doesn't want to cuddle after sex and doesn't nag you about leaving the seat up."
I laughed, my wife often funny, "All true, I suppose. But you can't underestimate the touch of a woman."
"Any woman?" she asked, which surprised me. What was the purpose of that question? I had long learned to try and read past the seemingly harmless way a question was asked. Almost always, a question from a woman had a purpose. And almost always, there was a right and wrong answer.
"Only one," I slyly answered, not allowing myself to get in trouble. I was a veteran at answering the right way; years of experience answering the wrong way and sleeping on the couch, getting a kick in the shins or the icy glare that meant 'we will talk about this later' finally paying off.
She purred, her tone back to sultry, as she promised, "Good answer, and you're going to get very lucky when you get home."
I teased back, having heard this when we were out, but then finding her too tired to follow through once we get home, as I moved the fleshlight to my cock and allowed the pussy lips to lower on top of my dick, "Promises, promises."
"I plan to make your biggest fantasy come true," she said with a moan.
I joked, both of us in love with Miranda and Blake, "You are going to allow me a night with Miranda Lambert?"
She responded, "Only if you make it a threesome with Blake Shelton too."
Another odd statement, as she had never used the word threesome ever. I joked, "Whose fantasy are we having now?"
She asked, "Are you pleasuring yourself?"
"Just slowly stroking," I answered, which was true. I loved the feeling of using the fleshlight slowly. Allowing my orgasm to build. The anal vibrating toys only seemed to enhance the slow build and also the pleasure at eruption.
She whispered, her breathing seeming to get heavier, "I want to come together."
"Me too," I agreed with a groan, glancing at the video and realizing it had ended. I moved the mouse to part way through the scene and pressed play. I watched Zoe ride the guy's cock, her beige thigh highs only enhancing the scene.
"Tell me your biggest fantasy," she requested as a moan, which was hot.
I had many. This was yet another opportunity to mention my fixation on getting ass fucked. Yet, I didn't want to ruin the moment. Instead, I just said the obvious truth of every man, "I have a lot."
She insisted, "Tell me one."
I was tentative. I had so many. Being ass fucked by her; taking her ass; quite frankly, anything to do with the ass. Watching her with another man; watching her get gangbanged; watching her in a lesbian 69. The scene I was watching now come true would be incredibly hot. Yet, I couldn't choose any of those. I tentatively said, "Okay," trying to save time.
She said, "No judging," which immediately made me ponder telling her my fantasy of getting ass fucked by her. Yet, before I could seriously consider this she shocked me again, this time to the core, "But just so you know I currently have a small butt plug in my ass."
I didn't believe her. Anal sex was a clear no-no. The ass a strict outie only... her words. I called her bluff, even though I was praying she wasn't lying, "Now I know you are playing me."
She asked, continuing to play sexy vixen, "Want to see a picture?"
I asked, beginning to think she wasn't pulling my leg, even though it still seemed far-fetched and unlikely, "You're serious?"
"Deadly," she responded, before adding, my cock instantly flinching in the fleshlight, "Both my holes are filled right now."
"Holy fuck," I groaned, just the vague possibility that was true enough to make me want to come now.
She said, "Give me a second."
"Okay." I agreed, wondering what she was doing. I quit stroking my cock, not wanting to come yet. Instead, I went to my videos and chose a new one.
I loved the relatively new porn star Jillian Jensen. She looked like the girl next door who could be nasty as hell, but whose eyes alone could get me hard. I had a few of her videos: lesbian, interracial, anal, bukkake, but I chose a lesbian one with Abbey Brooks as her step-mom. Incest had also begun to intrigue me and in this one Jillian is a stuck-up bitch who uses her hot body to get herself a job that turns into a hot threesome.
I pressed play and watched the beautiful Jillian use her beauty to get what she wanted.
It was a couple of minutes, enough time to watch Jillian slip off her shoe and rub the manager's cock through his trousers with her black nylon clad red painted toenails (which was my fetish). Her sexy lips, her innocent smile and her sultry voice were easily the hottest in porn, maybe in all of acting.
I was entranced by Jillian's seduction as Dani asked, "Like?"
I was confused, as I had lost focus as I drooled over Jillian. I checked my phone and saw no new messages. Confident I didn't miss anything, I said, "I didn't get anything."
"Oh fuck," she said, sounding concerned.
"What?" I asked worried by her tone, as I watched Jillian lean over a desk, fish out the guy's cock and begin sucking. I wished I could hear her words and moans. She was a porn star who really seemed to enjoy whatever she was doing: sucking cock, eating pussy or getting fucked in her pussy or ass.
"Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! I sent the picture to Bethany," she admitted.
"Oh, shit," I said.
She didn't answer at first and I just waited as I watched Jillian worship that cock. She took her time, using her hands and tongue to pleasure the dick.
Dani returned a moment later, her tone back to sexy, "Sorry for the delay, do you like?"
I grabbed my phone and gasped, "Holy fuck!" It was a picture of my wife with a vibrator I had never seen in her pussy and a butt plug in her ass. She wasn't lying.
She asked, her tone sultry, "Is that a yes?"
I answered, still staring at the picture of my wife, "I can't believe what I'm seeing, but a million percent yes."
She explained, "Bethany convinced me to stop being a prude and experiment."
Still wanting to stress I loved her regardless of her sister's assessment, I said, "Well, I never want you to do something to prove yourself to someone else, including me."
She countered, "But what if I want to?"
I said, with a big smile she couldn't see, "Then the luckiest man on earth, just got luckier."
She said, "I love you."
"I love you too, sweet pea," I said back, loving her for who she is and also who she was being tonight.
She said bluntly, "Now let's phone sex."
I asked, still staring at the picture of my wife with both her holes filled, "Do you like the toy in your ass?"
"Actually, truthfully, I kind of want to switch to the bigger one," she admitted, which made my cock flinch.
I said the obvious, "Shit, I wish I was there," as I glanced at the video and saw the step-mother had joined and was sucking cock, while Jillian sucked on his hairless balls. I wondered if I should shave my downtown area.
She shocked me again with a blunt question I never, ever thought I would hear come out of her lips, "Do you want to fuck my ass?"
I wanted to scream yes. I wanted to tell her it was one of my biggest fantasies. Yet, not wanting to sound like a pervert, I lied, "I truthfully never considered it."
"Really?" she asked, sounding insulted by my answer.
Immediately in fix mode, I explained, "I don't mean that in a disrespectful way. It's just not something I imagined you would be interested in doing."
"And if I am?" she asked.
I answered, as I skipped ahead in the video wanting to see Jillian ass fucked, even though I couldn't remember if she was in this one. Thankfully, there she was, taking it in the ass on his desk while her step-mom felt her up. I watched the scene, and then glanced at the photo of my wife as I said, meaning it, "I would do anything with you."
She pointed out playfully, "Anything is a pretty big word."
I said, thinking maybe one day she would fuck my ass, giving just the slightest hint of my own growing submissiveness, "And I mean it."
She moaned, "Good to know, but now I need to come, baby. Please tell me a story... a naughty, naughty, story."
I pondered a plethora of stories before deciding to do one of my old fantasies... the slutty cheerleader. I began, "Well, I return home from a long week to find my wife in a cheerleader outfit and thigh highs."
She moaned, ever so softly as I continued, "You're waiting at the door, pom poms in hand."
She asked, through moans, "Am I on my knees like a slutty college cheerleader?"
"Oh yeah," I groaned as I began using the fleshlight again, the image of my wife on her knees in a cheerleader outfit turning me on. I quipped, "On your knees and ready to please."



I thought I sounded corny, but she replied, "That can be arranged."
I continued, closing my eyes, no longer needing porn to get off, but just the sound of my wife's voice, stroking my raging hard-on with the fake pussy, "I walk to you, you wordlessly take out my cock and slide it in between those perfect lips."
"You mean my cock sucking lips?" she interrupted.
"God, yes," I moaned, turned on by her nasty tongue. "You bob hungrily like the cum hungry slut you are."
She shocked me again as she asked, making this a rather interactive story, "Is your first load going down my throat or all over my face?"
I grunted, bewildered and turned-on by my wife's surprising nastiness, "All over your beautiful face." I then warned, my balls boiling, "I'm so close, baby."
Her tongue got nastier as she demanded sultrily, "Come all over your dirty, cum hungry, cheerleading cum slut."
I grunted, furiously pumping the fleshlight as I shot my load in the pussy and ordered, "Take my load, my cum slut!"
"Fuck!" she screamed, as her orgasm hit.
As I finished spewing my load in the fake cunt, imagining it was her ass, I ordered, still in role play mode, "Clean off my cock."
She moaned obediently, "Yes, Baby."
Neither of us spoke as we both lay there spent, me reliving the bizarre conversation and revelations.
Eventually I spoke, making a joke, "Well, I'll be sure to thank Bethany."
She laughed weakly, "You do that."
"That was utterly amazing," I added, wanting to make sure she knew how much I enjoyed her surprise.
"Agreed," she replied, clearly exhausted from the orgasm.
"Same time, same place?" I questioned.
Her answer bummed me out. "I have bridge tomorrow,"
"Right," I sighed.
"But I'll wear the second butt plug in my butt for you," she offered, surprising me again.
Excited, I asked, "With a picture?"
"Maybe," she teased.
I reminded her, "I'll be home Friday by supper."
She responded playfully, "And I know what you are having for dinner."
I responded, "Yummy. I have a pretty big snack for you too."
She reminded me, "And we have Halloween Saturday."
I had actually forgotten that, but said, pretending I hadn't, "Looking forward to it."
She asked, her tone suspicious, "And you will wear whatever I choose?"
I said, Dani always choosing our couples outfits, "I always do."
"Good, because you did say 'anything'," she reminded me, her tone again suspicious.
"Now you have me worried," I pointed out.
She said, "This weekend is fantasy fulfilment weekend... for both of us."
I pointed out, "Well, it's going to be hard to focus on work with revelations like that."
She teased, "That's the point."
I said, "Fuck, I love you."
Acting like me, she quipped back, "I don't mind you, myself."
After another second, just as I was about to say something witty, she added "but now I'm exhausted and need to get to bed."
Feeling wiped too, I concurred, "Me too, you really wore me out."
She promised, "Wait until Saturday, I'm going to literally fuck the shit out of you."
"I can't wait," I replied, even as I imagined she didn't mean it the way it came out.
"Good night," she said.
"Good night," I said.
I closed down my computer, the Jillian and Abbey scene long over, quickly cleaned up, cleaned the toys and got back into bed... one thought bouncing around... was there any chance that she would be okay with fucking me?
.....
Not surprisingly, the next morning I woke up hard like I always do, and yet stunned by last night's conversation and role play.
I flipped open my computer, the slim possibility that I may be able to convince my wife to fuck me exciting me, I clicked on one my favourite pegging clips. It is called 'Ass Addiction Therapy' and has everything I could possibly ask for in a clip: a beautiful strong woman played by Sarah Diavola who uses a very unconventional way to discipline a man obsessed with ass. Add the fact that she is in sheer pantyhose, talks hot and pegs the guy, and it always gets me off.
I imagined that Sarah was my wife as I gave my morning wood attention. Imagining my wife dominating me, making me her bitch.
Usually, every time I shoot my load I instantly feel guilty. These kinky ideas are too extreme and I need to control them. Yet, after last night's conversation, I began to wonder if I was the deviant I thought I was.
Deciding to surprise her, I shaved my entire cock region, which took a good hour and lots of patience. When done, my dick looked way bigger. I hoped this would make her blowing me more pleasant: no pubic hairs going in her mouth, something that often wrecked the mood.
I texted her, opening for a replay of last night's craziness:
Last night was amazing; text me when you get home from Bridge night.
Love you.
She texted me back a couple hours later:
Of course! And I expect you ready for action.
Missing her in ways I usually didn't when I was preparing to give a speech, I couldn't stop thinking about her at all.
I decided to give her a quick call to tell her the impact she had last night.
"Hey, honey," she greeted, her breathing a little off.
"Have not been able to stop thinking about you all day," I admitted, feeling eighteen again.
"Is it because you are looking forward to the cheerleading outfit I bought today, or to sodomizing your wife?" she asked, which shocked me even more, and made my dick instantly harden.
"I was going to say because I love you," I replied with a laugh, "but those are great reasons too."
"Where are you?" she asked.
"At a high school. I speak in twenty minutes," I revealed.
"Too bad," she purred, her tone implying something naughty.
"Why?" I asked, curious.
She answered, her tone so sexy, "I was going to put a show on just for you."
"What kind of show?" I asked, loving my new wife.
She ordered, "Find a private spot. And when you do, FaceTime me."
"Okay," I agreed, hanging up and looking for a place to have some privacy. Finding a teacher's single washroom, I went to it and looked the door. As soon as I did, I sat down on the closed toilet seat and FaceTimed my wife.
"Hi, baby," she greeted.
"Hi, sweet pea," I greeted, only able to see her face, although I couldn't figure out where she actually was.
"Want another surprise?" she asked, smiling sexy.
"I'm not sure I can handle it," I joked.
"Ironically, me neither," she joked back.
"What are you doing?" I asked, her body moving, FaceTime seemingly shaky.
"Truthfully?" she asked, a big sly smile on her face.
"No, lie to me," I joked, always loving to be able to banter with her.
"I'm attempting to fuck my ass with a suction cup black dildo that vibrates while talking to you," my wife revealed, shocking me to the core.
"What?" I asked, even as I wondered if I heard it.
"Oh God, it's bigger than the plugs," she moaned.
"You're serious?" I questioned, even though the look on her face was pretty good evidence of what she was doing.
She answered, "Bethany has created a monster."
I countered, still in awe how Bethany had ever pulled this off, "More like a goddess."
She suddenly yelped and I asked, "What? You, okay?"
"Cold wall," she laughed.
I asked, after a brief laugh. "So you really have a dildo in your ass?"
"All in," she nodded.
"Wow! I would never believe it if I didn't witness it with my own eyes," I said, everything I thought I knew suddenly shifting.
"Do you think I'm a prude?" she asked.
"What?" No," I said. Surprised by the question. I explained, "There were just some things that I understood were off limits."
"Good," she moaned before adding, "Wait a second, let's give you a better view."
"Okay," I agreed, as the picture got all shaky.
"Where are you?" she asked.
"The teacher's bathroom," I answered, trying to watch her, but it was now completely out of focus.
"Is your dick out?" she questioned.
"No," I admitted, although I quickly rectified that situation.
"Is it hard?" she asked, as her whole body suddenly came into view.
"As a missile," I nodded, as I got a look at my wife, on all fours, apparently riding a dildo in her ass.
"Show me," she demanded.
"Okay," I agreed, placing my stiff cock in view.
"Can you see all of me?" she asked, looking directly at me.
"Perfectly," I answered, feeling like the luckiest man on earth.
"So you can see this?" she questioned, as she began riding the cock in her ass.
"Oh God," I groaned, as I watched the hottest porn film ever.
"I'll take that as a yes," she moaned playfully, with a sexy smile on her face.
"God, yes," I moaned loudly, as I began stroking my cock.
"Tomorrow it'll be your cock in my butt," she purred.
"I can't wait," I said, beginning to pump my cock furiously, just as she seemed to get into a decent flow.
"Are you going to ream my ass, baby?" she asked, using words I had never heard from her before.
"You want to be used like a slut, don't you?" I asked, sensing she wanted to be fucked like in many of the porn scenes I had watched... maybe she was submissive like Brooke Ultra in the couple scenes I have seen her in, or Mia Malkova in a Tonight's Girlfriend episode.
"At least for a night," she moaned, before adding, continuing to shock me, "I'll be your three-hole fuck toy."
"Shit," I groaned, unable to hold back any longer as cum began spraying out of my cock.
"Oh yes, baby," she moaned, now bouncing fast and hard on the dildo, "I so want your cum."
"Come, my little ass slut," I demanded, tying to be the dominant like in many of the videos I watched.
"Oh yes," she whimpered, "I can't wait to feel your big dick in my asshole."
"I'm going to pound the living shit out of you," I promised, wanting to get her off in the brief time I had left.
"You better have more than one load for me," she stressed.
"I better not talk to you tonight," I joked, before looking at my watch. "Shoot, I'd love to watch this all day, but I speak in ten minutes."
"Okay," she nodded with a pout "I'm going to have to finish this the ole fashioned way."
"Sorry," I said, feeling bad about not being able to be there until the end, "I'll make it up to you tomorrow."
"You better," she quipped, before adding the words that shocked me to the core, the words I had dreamt about for a long time, "or I'll fuck your ass."
I was speechless. I assumed she was just being funny, yet the idea was now floating out there. The spark had been lit. Yet, I didn't have time to pursue this window opening. Instead, I babbled, "Um, okay, good to know."
Then she pushed the envelope for me. She teased, yet her smile seemed genuine, "Maybe I'll have to buy a strap-on for you."
"You want to fuck me?" I asked, the conversation I've been dreaming of suddenly occurring.
She responded, crushing my brief moment of hope, "I was just kidding, stud."
I laughed, trying to act casual as if I knew she was, even as disappointment washed over me.
"You better get going," she reminded me.
"Yes, I better," I agreed, still thinking of the possibility just denied.
"Break a leg and tomorrow you take my ass," she finished and hung up.
I quickly put my dick away and returned to the gym where I was about to be introduced... my head spinning with the possibilities offered and then taken away.
Thankfully, I had no time to consider this as I headed on stage.
Back at the hotel that night, I watched a few videos but ended up with one starring Alexis Grace called 'She Owns Her Manhood'. It got my eye instantly because of her long legs in beige shiny pantyhose, big tits and pony tails, and the title. Hearing my wife so nasty, the idea of being dominated by her became my new greatest fantasy.
I put the rude boy in my ass, put on a pair of pantyhose, and got the fleshlight ready for when I was finally ready.
I watched as Alexis took control of her man. She belittled him; she demanded he come; she punished him for coming on her and then she fucked his ass.
Watching this, it was exactly what I wanted to have happen to me... but from Dani.
I listened to his moans imagining those were my moans.
I listened to Alexis talk dirty imagining it was Dani.
Not surprisingly, I came again, without the fleshlight, as I rubbed my dick through my sheer pantyhose.
I lay there for an eternity, watching the rest of the scene, wondering if there was any chance that Dani would seriously consider pegging me.
I had no idea, but the possibility was there and I was confident that I would bring it up when the right moment occurred.
That night, so exhausted, I reluctantly texted her that we would have to have a rain check on more online play. So I got ready for bed, wanting a good sleep, hoping tomorrow was the eventual day I had long envisioned.
.....
All day I was a giddy mess. I was worried I would have blue balls before I got home with the amount of times my cock rose and fell throughout the day.
When I woke up, in the shower, at the airport and on the plane, I kept imagining all the different ways this weekend could go. The possibilities seemed endless and I had decided I was definitely going to bring up my anal curiosity.
Once off the plane, I saw over half a dozen messages from my wife:
Text me when you are close.
Tonight I am your complete whore.
Use me as you wish.
Call me names.
Shoot your cum where you want.
All three holes are available for your convenience.
I'm just a bimbo slut created to please her strong-willed Master.
My cock, which had briefly taken a nap, was suddenly wide awake. Her words had awakened the monster.
I wasn't sure if today was the day to inform her of my own submission fetish, it seemed tonight was about using her.
I texted back:
Be home in ten minutes, slut.
I expect you on your knees and ready to please.
She responded almost immediately, with a word that made my already hard cock like steel:
Yes, Master.
Thankfully, the sex gods were still watching over me, my luggage came off third and there was a taxi available when I walked outside.
I told the driver there was an extra twenty if he pushed the speed limits to the maximums and he nodded.
I made it home in record time, paid the man a forty dollar tip, walked into the house, dropped my suitcase, closed the door and walked to my kneeling bride, dressed as a cheerleader just like the fantasy I had discussed a couple of days earlier. She looked completely beautiful... wedding day beautiful... the afterglow of great sex beautiful.
Deciding to shift right into role play, I asked, my tone firm, "Why are you here in the Principal's office?"
She took a moment to realize we were already role playing before she bluntly said, "I was flashing Mr. Peterson, sir."
"And is that appropriate behaviour for a student?" I asked, as I moved directly in front of my kneeling wife.
"No, sir," she whispered, looking incredibly sexy as she gave this sorry look.
Crossing my arms, I asked, "And why then did you do it?"
"So I would be sent to the principal's office," she replied, her tone dripping with innuendo.
"And why would you want to be sent to see me?" I asked, my hard cock purposely directly in front of her face.
She moved her hand directly onto my stiff cock, and gave it a squeeze before she answered sexy as hell, "So I could have this."
"Young lady," I fake gasped.
She quickly pulled it out of my pants and purred, "Is this hard for me, sir?"
Shifting from shocked to smug, I challenged, "I don't think an innocent cheerleader like you could handle this."
"Sir, does this answer your assumption?" she questioned, before she took my entire dick deep in her mouth, something she rarely did.
"Young lady," I groaned, even though I wasn't really putting up any resistance, "you shouldn't be doing this."
She didn't respond, instead speeding up her hard-core cock sucking, something she hadn't done, other than when drunk, since before we were married.
"Shit, you really want to be my slut, young lady?" I questioned.
"Yes, sir," she nodded, taking my dick out of her mouth and slithering her tongue and mouth to my long neglected balls.
"That's it, slut, suck on my balls," I groaned, a pleasure I had never experienced.
And man did she take her time. She sucked each ball into her mouth, seemingly making love to each one. Eventually, she slid her tongue back up my dick and took it back into her mouth. I weakly groaned, "Oh yeah," as I got aggressive by grabbing her pigtails.
This seemed to make her bob faster and after a minute of great pleasure, I decided to push my authority as I asked, "Ready to be treated like a complete whore?" The question was rhetorical as I began fucking her face.
It seemed to turn her on as she moaned as my balls bounced off her chin.
Knowing I wasn't going to last much longer, I asked, "Ready to get a load all over your pretty face, cum slut?"
She moaned on my dick and I pulled out and demanded, "Open wide, cum slut."
She looked so hot as she obeyed my order and waited for my cum.
I furiously pumped my cock until rope after rope after rope of cum splattered her perfectly pretty face.
I watched as she wiped the cum off her eye lids before opening her eyes, looking up at me still on her knees, and asked all smugly, "Is that all you got?"
"This is just the start, slut," I confidently responded as I picked her up and carried her to our room.
She giggled like a school girl while I carried her to our room. Once in the room, I manfully tossed her onto the bed and ordered "Spread those legs, slut."
"Yes, sir," she moaned seductively and obediently, revealing her Brazilian.
"No panties, slut?" I questioned, as I stared at her now smooth pussy.
"No, sir," she replied, her tone dripping with submissiveness. "I thought you would want easy access to my fuck holes."
"Fuck holes?" I questioned still staring at her ripe hairless pussy. I have always loved licking pussy, but the thought of no pubic hairs was utterly delicious (pun intended).
"My young ripe pussy and my tight virgin ass," she explained, her tone so naughty my cock didn't have time to recover... remaining hard... especially when she began to play with herself.
"What's that in your ass?" I asked, once I broke my trance from her sweet pussy and noticed something black in her butt.
Her answer so sultry and naughty, "A place holder until you fill it."
I wanted to fuck her ass. But first, I wanted to taste her pussy. Trying to be as crude as her, I quipped, "Let's taste what this fresh box lunch tastes like."
She moaned, "Oh yes, lick my pussy."
Like I said, I love licking pussy. But without the hair, it was like doing it for the first time. I could see every crevice of her pussy and I explored every inch.
I loved hearing her moan; I loved hearing her breathing increase; I loved when she grabbed my head and held me buried deep in her wetness as she came.
This time she did all those things, but her body moved even more and she begged for me to stop teasing her, which, of course, made me tease her more.
Deciding to shock her, and show my submissive side, I slid down to her ass, pulled out the plug and tongued her sexy gaping hole.
Her moans continued as I rimmed her. I then slid back up to her glistening pussy and resumed licking. This time, I fucked her pussy with my tongue, while using my chin and my stubble to stimulate her pussy.
It didn't take long before she declared loudly. "Oh yes, sir, I'm so close."
"Beg, bitch," I demanded, as I continued ravishing her pussy.
She moaned, clearly near the brink, "Please, sir, make your cum slut come. Then bury that dick of yours in my asshole."



I put extra pressure on her clit and in seconds she screamed as her orgasm finally hit. As always, I kept licking her throughout her orgasm.
I then remained in control, as I ordered, "On all fours, slut. Time to pound that ass of yours."
"Yes, sir," she weakly responded, still trembling, but obeyed before adding, pointing to the night stand, "Please get the lube."
I quickly grabbed it, eager to fuck her ass. I got up behind her and asked, "What do you want, slut?"
"Your cock in my virgin shit-hole," she answered, easily the nastiest thing I had ever heard her say.
I poured the lube between her ass cheeks, as well as all over my cock, before I rubbed my dick up and down her perfect ass cheeks. "Beg," I demanded, wanting to make sure without a doubt she wanted this.
She begged, sounding so fucking slutty, which made me love her more, "Please sir, shove that big thick dick in my asshole, make me your personal ass fuck toy."
Wanting to make sure she wanted this, I got out of character briefly and said tenderly, "Last chance to reconsider,"
Her response was somehow even nastier than her previous wicked words, as she demanded, "Slam it in my ass, sir."
"As you wish," I agreed, slowly pushing my cock in her ass. There was a brief resistance, the gaping still not as thick as I am, but then I was in. "So fucking tight," I declared, having no choice but to go slow.
"It was made for you, sir," she whimpered, obviously getting used to my thick cock in her ass.
"I expect you in my office every lunch hour for some back door discipline," I said, resuming the role playing.
"Yes, sir, I'll be your lunch time cum deposit," she moaned, loving just giving into the pleasure and the expectations.
Slowly my cock disappeared and finally it was all in. I declared, kind of in awe, "All in, ass slut."
"Then fuck it," she said, rather matter-of-factly.
"As you wish," I said again, as I ever-so-slowly, ever-so-carefully (recalling the pain that came when I experimented with new bigger butt toys), began to fuck her.
I fucked her this way for a while, before I was surprised to hear her demand, "Ream your slut's shithole, don't make love to it."
I questioned, as I grabbed her hair, "You want it rough, slut?"
"Yes, sir," she moaned, before adding, "use me."
I held onto her hair, as I began reaming her ass. Each hard thrust forward my body slammed into hers.
Apparently, my sweet wife liked it rough, as she demanded, while I fucked her hard, "Oh yes, sir, fuck the shit out of me."
"Oh God, you're such a dirty whore," I called her, pulling her hair roughly.
"Oh yes. Just for you, sir," she responded.
Having just come, I was in for the long ride. I moved my hands to her hips to keep going. Eventually, she reached for a massage thing from under her pillow.
Although the answer seemed obvious, even though it looked like a back massager, I asked, "Is that one of your new toys?"
"One of manyyyyyyyyy," she moaned, as she turned it on and moved it to her pussy.
"You going to come from getting ass fucked?" I questioned.
"Yes, sir," she moaned loudly.
Sensing she was close, I spanked her ass and demanded, "Come now, slut."
"Yes, sir," she whimpered.
"Now, slut!" I demanded, fucking her even harder and faster.
Seconds later she babbled like she often did when she came, "Yes, yes, yes, fucking shit."
I kept fucking her throughout her orgasm until I decided to try something else we had never done. I flipped her onto her back, straddled her as I pulled her sweater over her head and began fucking her big tits.
She squeezed them together for me and asked, "Are you going to come on my titties, sir?"
"Or all over your face again," I said, looking into her eyes.
"Come wherever you want, sir," she answered, giving herself to me mind, body and soul tonight. Something I hoped I could do back to her one day soon.
After a minute or two, getting tired actually, my wife saw through my aggressive behaviour and asked, "Do you want me to finish you off, sir?"
I asked, surprised again, "You want to suck this cock that was just in your ass?"
She smiled sexily, "I'm your slut tonight, sir. I will do whatever you tell me to."
"Then get sucking," I nodded, thankful to be able to lie on my back.
She bobbed quickly on my cock and in very little time I groaned, "Oh yeah, so close."
As she teased my cock top, she asked, "Where do you want to shoot your load?"
"On your face again," I decided, loving the look of her pretty face covered in cum. It was both beautiful and slutty, a hot oxymoron.
"Tell me when to stop," she said, as she resumed bobbing.
It didn't take much more time, before I said, "Now."
She moved her face over my cock, pumped my cock with her left hand, closed her eyes and waited for the cum.
Seconds later, I shot my second load on my wife coating her nose, lips, cheek and chin before she took my cock back in her mouth.
The pleasure was too much and I said, "Holy fuck. Please stop."
"What?" she asked, looking up at me with concern.
"I need to pee," I explained.
"Oh," she laughed, as I got up and went to the washroom.
When I returned, I asked, "Hungry?"
She smiled, "For more cum?"
"I was thinking some actual dinner," I laughed.
She nodded, "Yes, we should probably refuel," before she gave my now flaccid cock a squeeze.
"Chinese?" I asked.
"Sure," she nodded, before she went to the washroom.
As I grabbed a robe, I wondered if this was the time to reveal my biggest fantasy... to be pegged. Yet, although I considered telling her all night, I just couldn't bring myself to say the words.
Instead, we had a long chat about making sure we kept this newly rekindled flame going, agreeing to a weekend getaway soon. We also discussed Halloween.
It was then that the opportunity arose again to tell her when she said, "Tomorrow, you do what I tell you."
"Yes, Mistress," I saluted, trying to hint at my own submissiveness.
"Mistress," she nodded, "I like that."
We watched a movie, cuddling the entire time, before we had sex one more time... the ol' fashioned way... cock in pussy.
.....
I asked Dani a dozen times what costume she had in store for me, but she refused to even give me a hint.
It wasn't until we returned home after trick or treating with the kids that the puzzle began to come together.
She called out, "Meet me in the bathroom."
I assumed she was putting make-up on me. She usually did. Although, I had always known what I was to be that day. "Okay," I called out and headed to the bathroom.
She ordered, "Sit on the toilet."
"Okay," I said.
Twenty minutes later, a ton of make-up put on me, girly make up in my opinion, she ordered, "Close your eyes."
I obeyed, kind of liking just being told what to do. I wondered if I would enjoy the same treatment in the bedroom.
She took my hand and led me out and to our bedroom.
She said, as we walked down the hallway, "Your costume is on the bed, honey."
"Okay," I said, as I walked into the bedroom.
She said, "I hope you like it."
I saw the cheerleader outfit on the bed and asked, "Where is my outfit?"
"Right on the bed," she answered, pointing to the cheerleader outfit.
"No way," I said, even though part of me was excited.
"Way," she smiled.
"You want me to cross dress?" I asked, even though it was something I loved doing. She couldn't possibly know that.
She shrugged, "I thought it would be fun. You love touching me in nylons, I figured why not let you wear them, especially on a day where no one will think anything of it."
"Okay," I said, unsure. I loved the idea in theory, but was uncomfortable with the idea of doing it in front of all my friends.
She reminded me, noticing my trepidation, "You said you would wear whatever I told you to wear."
"Yes, Mistress," I nodded with a smile as I considered this may be the perfect venue to have my wife fuck me.
She smacked me in the ass as she said, "Good boy. I got to go and put my outfit on."
"What are you wearing?" I asked, curious how we would be a couple like we always were.
She answered, all sweet, "It's a surprise." Then she walked out.
I stared at the outfit for a long time. Besides the outfit, she had bought pantyhose and panties, as well as a wig. On the one hand, this was perfect. I enjoy wearing pantyhose, although I had never worn panties before. And, by cross dressing, I could really play up my feminine submissive side and maybe reveal, on the pretense of being drunk if need be, that I would like her to fuck my ass.
On the other hand, I was dressing like a complete girl slut in front of friends, co-workers and family. That said, it was Halloween and no one would remotely consider that this meant I wanted to be sodomized.
I got undressed, put the panties on and was surprised at how soft they were compared to my generic boxers. Although I suppose kind of gay, I looked at myself in the mirror. Shaking my head, I put the pantyhose on too. They were silky sheer, just like the ones I'd bought for myself.
I then put on the skirt and the sweater and realized my wife hadn't thought about my tits. I decided if I was doing this, I was going all out. I knew none of her bras would fit me, so I went to the kitchen while Dani got the door, grabbed two grapefruits and returned to my room, after stopping in the office for tape. I was thrilled when I found duct tape.
Although it took some work, I taped the grapefruits on my chest and used a lot of duct tape. I put on the dress and the wig and looked into the mirror.
I looked pretty sexy.
Of course, shaving my legs would have helped, but that may have been too much.
I headed downstairs, quite a few guests were already there, and the whole group broke into cat calls and whistles.
Deciding to play it up, when I reached the bottom I did a cheer with my pom poms.
I noticed then that my wife was dressed in my old football gear. I immediately wondered if tonight could be role reversal time. I was determined that there was no better night than tonight to mention my anal curiosity.
At one point I had the strangest conversation with Bethany, my wife's younger, wilder, sister.
She sauntered over and asked, "Enjoying being a girl?"
I shrugged, knowing Bethany was bi-sexual, "Is that your pick-up line?"
"Trust me," she smiled, "If I was picking you up you wouldn't know what hit you."
I laughed, "I'm guessing that is probably true."
"So do you put out?" she asked.
"If you take me to dinner first," I replied.
"Oh, I would give you the full meal deal," she quipped.
I had no idea what she was talking about.
She continued, "Maybe some sausage."
My face went beet red. Even though she couldn't possibly have any idea about my pegging fantasy, her words were strange. "Sausage?" I asked.
Bethany smiled, "Oh yes, you'd look very good with some big sausage in you, girlfriend."
Before I could respond, she walked away, leaving me confused, horny and worried. Did she know? How could she know?
Before I had time to think about this, a buddy said, "Who is that?"
I ended up in another conversation and forgot about it for the time being.
Fifteen minutes later, my wife walked up behind me and whispered, "Bedroom now, bitch."
Like Bethany, she walked away before I could respond.
Like the submissive I fantasized being, I finished my conversation and headed to the bedroom.
I walked in, locked the door, and asked, "You can't wait for the guests to leave?"
She replied, "Come here. I can't wait any longer."
I played coy. "To do what?"
She smiled as she answered, "To make your deepest fantasy come true."
Always trying to be sweet, I quipped, "That happened last night."
She whispered, her smile devious, "I mean your darkest, most secretive, fantasy."
I briefly wondered if she could possibly know what my 'darkest, most secretive, fantasy' really was.
She put her hands on my shoulders, guided me down as she ordered, "Knees."
I was stunned. I was hard. I was wondering if it was possible she knew. How could she know?
"Pull down my pants," she ordered.
I did and gasped out loud as a plastic cock popped into my face.
As I contemplated the meaning of this, she demanded, as she tapped the cock on my lips, "Suck it, my pretty cheerleader slut."
Although I was excited. I was confused. How could she know? As if reading my mind, she explained, "I found your bag of toys."
As I felt my face burn red, all I could muster was "Oh."
She continued, as my head spun, "And tonight you're my slut. No questions asked."
Even though I was turned on, I still was apprehensive, as I asked, "You're serious?"
"That's a question," she responded before she shoved the cock in my mouth.
Although I had taken stuff in my ass, I had never sucked cock and I gagged at first. Then I got used to it and began bobbing on it. It felt so awkward, so surreal and yet... so natural. As if all the years of sucking things: my mom's nipple, the bottle, popsicles, etc had brought me to this moment.
She purred, "You look so sexy with a cock in your mouth."
As a man I should have been offended by such a statement, but it only enhanced my eagerness to please. Yet, as I took a couple inches in, I couldn't fathom how she easily took my whole dick in her mouth.
Then she surprised me again when she bluntly asked, "Do you want me to fuck you, honey?"
I looked up and felt guilt wash over me. The simple answer was GOD, YES, yet, I was the man, the provider, and saying such words felt wrong.
She saw my insecurity and said, "It's okay, honey. I did a lot of research and a man wanting to be fucked is natural."
"It is?" I asked.
She asked another question that brought shame to me, "Have you been putting the toys you bought in your ass?"
"Yes," I nodded, guilt refusing to go away, even as my fantasy was finally coming true.
As she moved the cock around my lips, teasing me, she explained, "Honey, it's okay. I know you want it and I want to give it to you. Now bend over the end of the bed."
"I thought you would be ashamed of me," I admitted, even as I stood up.
"Honey, I love you completely and want you to be able to share anything you fantasize with me," she said, as she went and grabbed the lube. "It makes for a good marriage."
"You don't think it's gay?" I asked, tentative and still not moving.
She admitted, "Honestly, I did at first. After talking to my sisters and doing some research I came to understand prostate pleasure and male submission."
My heart sank. "You told your sisters?"
She explained, suddenly looking worried, "I didn't mean to. I found the toys and thought you were cheating on me. It was Marina that assumed the toys were for you."
"Oh my God," I sighed. Suddenly completely stressed.
"If it makes you feel any better, Blake likes it in his ass too," she said.
"This is surreal," I said, trying to process all that was happening and all that was being said. I should have been ecstatic...my fantasy was coming true. Yet, I couldn't let go of my upbringing and the concept of being a man's man.
She rubbed my cock through my pantyhose, and whispered, "Look honey, this secret has made me closer to my younger sister, created new chemistry in our bedroom and is about to fulfill your curiosity and make your fantasy come true."
"I just can't believe they know," I said, even though her hand on my cock felt so good.
She asked, "Does it really matter?" as she squeezed my cock firmly and kissed me with passion.
Breaking the kiss, she said the words I had dreamt about many times, but never imagined hearing in real life. "They are not going to tell anyone and now I really want to fuck you, I mean...I literally want to fuck you."
"You do?" I asked, insecurity still coursing through me.
"Badly," she purred, as she gave one final squeeze and ordered firmly, "Now bend over the bed, I've been fantasizing about this all day."
"Fucking me?" I asked, shocked that the idea of pegging me turned her on.
"Fucking my cheerleader slut," she purred, as she pushed me towards the bed.
"What is that buzzing?" I asked, suddenly realizing there was something inside her buzzing.
"A vibrating egg," she answered matter-of-factly.
"A what?" I asked.
"Long story, but it's got me horny as hell. Now bend over the fucking bed, baby, it's time for me to fuck you," she answered.
"You sure?" I asked, even though I was more than ready to get pegged.
Her answer turned me on even more. "Now, slut!"
"Yes, Mistress," I replied giving in.
Bent over the bed, I suddenly felt liberated. Feeling her lift up my skirt, pull down my pantyhose and panties was surreal. Feeling her pour lube on my ass, amazing. A finger sliding into my ass, euphoria.
As she fingered me, she purred, "I've been dying to fuck this ass, sexy."
"Oh, God," was all I could muster, A real finger in my ass felt so much better than any toy.
"You want me to fuck you?" she asked, as she wiggled her finger in my ass, creating new pleasures.
"Yes," I moaned, as I closed my eyes and allowed the pleasure to take control.
When she pulled her finger out, I felt empty. I couldn't wait to be fucked. She teased me briefly, like I often did her, before she slowly slid the thin cock in.
"Oh, God," was again all I could say.
"Oh, yes," she purred back as she filled my ass.
I whimpered, still in disbelief this was happening, "I can't believe you're doing this."
"We're doing this," she corrected, reminding me we were a couple, a couple that loved each other and were willing to experiment.
After another moment, she asked, "You like it?"
"Oh God, yes," I replied, wanting more.
"Talk to me," she ordered, "Tell me what you want."
Deciding to just say what I wanted, no more male pretenses, I admitted, "I want you to fuck me."
"Louder," she demanded, as she slammed her body into me and made the cock go deeper into my ass.
I yelped, a sudden pain hitting me, but I wanted more. More pleasure, more pain, I begged, "Oh fuck, fuck my ass, baby, fuck my ass hard."
"You sure?" she asked.
Having way crossed the line, the shame gone and acceptance prevalent, I replied, "Please, fuck me."
And she started slowly fucking me. I moaned, "Oh yes."
Yet, after just a few strokes, I wanted more. I wanted it harder, faster. I wanted to be fucked like a cheap slut. I begged, "Harder baby, peg me harder."
She listened, putting her hands on my hips and fucking me hard. Each forward thrust slamming into me, making me whimper, making me moan.
I don't know how long she fucked me like this. My mind was a muddle of sexual mush. I was in complete euphoria and never wanted it to end.
I was startled when she asked, "Are you going to come, baby?"
"So close," I admitted, yet I knew from experience in my hotel room that I didn't come from anal, it just made the orgasms better... much, much better.
She suddenly reached under, grabbed my cock, while her cock remained deep in my ass. She whispered, "Come for me, baby. Come with my dick buried deep in your ass."
That was all it took. Just her touch. I groaned, "Ohhhhh," as I had the most intense orgasm I had ever experienced and I came all over our bed.
As I kept coming, she whispered, still stroking my cock, "Oh yes, baby, I love you so much."
"Me too," I replied, even as my cum continued to spurt out of me.
She laughed, breaking the moment, "Shit, I would have given you my face to paint if I knew you were going to come that much."
I laughed, as I finally finished my orgasm.
She lay on top of me, for a couple of minutes, the dildo still deep in my ass, before she said the inevitable words, "We should probably get back to the party."
"Fuck, there are people here," I joked, even though in reality I couldn't believe I had just got pegged for the first time ever in a houseful of guests."



"Yeah, so don't walk around bowlegged," she joked.
"Well, your sister's conversation makes a lot more sense now," I said, as I stood up.
"What did she say?" she asked, looking worried.
"I'll tell ya later," I said, looking at the clock and realizing we had been gone a while. "Shit, we've been gone almost half an hour."
She shrugged, "They'll think you were fucking me."
I laughed, "That is probably true."
She looked at me sternly, "I do expect a good fucking when the party is done."
"Oh," I smiled, as I pulled up my panties and pantyhose, feeling like a complete girl slut, "I plan to return the favour."
"Good, now get back to the party, Christina," she said.
"Christina?" I questioned, surprised by the feminizing of my name.
"Yes, my little slut," she smiled, as she spanked his ass.
"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, as I grabbed her hand and we headed back to the party.
Twenty minutes later, I was chatting with a buddy when Bethany walked over to me and whispered, "You're welcome."
I played dumb, "For what?"
"For making your night peg-tastic," she answered, as she squeezed my ass, before walking away.
I had a hunch then that everything in my life had changed. Not just because I had been pegged by my wife, but something else, something I couldn't yet fathom... but, truth is, this was only the beginning.
THE END
Want to just read the male side of the story: Read Kinky Tales: I Pegged My Husband.
Do you want to read more of Dani's and Chris's sexual awakening?
Coming someday if enough people want it:
Kinky Tales: Lured into Lesbianism
Kinky Tales: Orgy
Kinky Tales; Sisterly Love
Kinky Tales: Willingly Cuckolded
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Coming Out in Costume
I've always been attracted to girls.
I've also always denied that I've been attracted to girls.
My father was a high powered attorney running for Supreme Court Judge, and the last thing he needed was a scandal from his daughter.
No one knew my secret desires.
To my family, friends, teachers and the community mothers, who I babysat for, I was the perfect daughter, friend, student and babysitter.
Yet, truth be told, underneath my sweet, girl next door looks, great marks, compassionate personality, hardworking attitude, and rich family history, was a confused 18-year-old trying to come to grips with her sexuality.
And lately, in my senior year, it has gotten harder.
Every time I'm in the change room getting ready for practice, or after practice, I slyly take glances of my fellow teammates. Each girl has an amazing body, and I wonder if any of them have the same sexuality questions that I have.
I wonder what every female teacher is wearing underneath her conservative teacher attire. Is she bi? What would she do if I flashed her my pussy to her? Would she make me her student pet? Would she make me lick her pussy under her desk?
I fantasized about each woman I babysat for paying me in pussy juice instead of money. I had read many online stories about how many housewives or older woman are bisexual and, even if they are not, would be, if given the right opportunity.
I even began to fantasize about, some of my friends, like Shelia, who had been my best friend since grade three, and had one of the most amazing bodies, and biggest tits I had ever seen. Lately, I had pleasured myself often to the vision of me burying my face in them.

Yet, I had ignored these lingering feelings and fantasies for years... but during summer camp, before senior year, my years of denial became impossible to ignore.
I was already eighteen in the summer of 2015, as I started school a year late because my parents decided to live in Europe for what should have been my kindergarten year. I have no complaints; I always liked being the oldest one in my class and I also loved that I had so many rich, worldly experiences.
My bunkmate, Ariel (that was actually her name), was also a redhead. She was an out and proud lesbian college student who described in vivid detail, while it was just her and I, her many lesbian sexual encounters. These late night stories awoke a sleeping curiosity that I had repressed throughout my high school life.
Even though it was 2015 and being bi was very common and being a lesbian or gay was nowhere near as taboo as it once was, it was still scandalous in the political world and I didn't want to harm my father's upcoming political campaign. He was a good man, and would make a great Supreme Court Judge. The last thing he needed was his daughter being outed as a lesbian.
Ariel said, near the end of summer, "I know the truth, Susanne."
"What truth?" I asked.
"That you play on my side," she smiled.
At first, I didn't catch on, but then I did. I stammered, and my face went red, which only implied the truth way more than my denial, "I-I-I am not."
She laughed, "Yeah, because that was convincing."
I wondered, if she could see through my false façade, who else could? I was doubly determined to hide my sexuality, yet Ariel's accusation was impossible to forget.
When she hugged me at the end of the summer, I felt her large breasts crushing onto mine, and my pussy tingled.
She said, "Don't keep pretending, Susanne. You are only hurting yourself."
"It's not that simple," I answered, no longer denying the obvious.
"It's never that simple," she shrugged, before adding, "yet, it also is that simple. You accept who you are and then deal with the aftermath of that decision."
"I wish I had your confidence," I said, admiring her 'damn with what other people think' attitude. I, on the other hand, always cared about what others thought.
"You do, Susanne," she smiled, leaning in and kissing me on the lips. It was tender; it was sweet; it changed everything. "You just have to believe it first."
From that moment, I had my first crush. A crush that happened too late to act on it. That said, Ariel became my first constant late night fantasy.

That said, now that I was outed, albeit only by one person, I suddenly began having lesbian fantasies like crazy.
I imagined Mrs. Merrinan, my History teacher, making me wait after school to discuss something. I imagined her making me crawl under her desk and service her. I imagined her waiting for me after a football game.

I began losing focus in class, my head constantly creating inappropriate fantasies.
That said, the fantasies also occurred outside of school.
While babysitting for Mrs. Long, I couldn't help but wonder what this beautiful mom of three (she had a seven, four and two year old) looked like under her usual short and tight outfits. Mrs. Long was also very touchy-feely and unbeknownst to her, she gets me very hot and bothered.
She was the poster woman for the male fantasy of a soccer mom, but for me she was the poster MILF for my lesbian fantasies.

That said, my biggest fantasy was being with my fellow cheerleaders. Although I was generally in control at school, as a cheerleader, my fantasies were generally of being somewhat submissive. Not in a kinky bondage sort of way, but in an 'eager to please' sort of way.
More times than not, my bedtime fantasy, with my vibrator on high, was being a submissive pussy pleaser for the entire senior portion of the squad.
I imagined coach watching as Sarah kissed me.
I imagined the others watching and learning that I was eager to please.

I imagined being in the dressing room and serving Peggy, Kara, Amanda, Josie, and even Coach Neubauer.
I imagined going to a football game and performing without panties.
I imagined being blindfolded and forced to please stranger pussy after stranger pussy.
All these fantasies were in my head as Halloween approached.
My desire to finally taste pussy, to explore my blooming sexuality, were driving me to the brink. I had started chatting online and had spent a few days chatting with another girl, who also lived in my city, who was a lesbian too. We hadn't shared photos, real names or real locations yet, but she was eighteen too, although she had already come out... although rather recently.
Superchick: What are you wearing for Halloween?
Shygirl9: I'm going to be Batgirl.
Superchick: No way.
Shygirl9: She's my favourite female superhero.
Superchick: She's my second favourite.
Shygirl9: Who's your first?
Superchick: Supergirl.
That made sense, I laughed to myself, her username suddenly making sense.
Shygirl9: There is a new show coming out about Supergirl.
Superchick: I know! I can't wait. She looks super-hot.
Shygirl9: Yes, she does.
Superchick: So you will be wearing a mask then?
Shygirl9: Yes.
Superchick: Want to spice up our online relationship?
Shygirl9: Um, okay.
Superchick: Go put your costume on.
Shygirl9: Why?
Superchick: Just do it. I will too.
Shygirl9: Okay.
I went and grabbed my outfit. I put it on, including the mask and returned to my laptop.
Superchick: Is it on?
Shygirl9: Yes.
Superchick: Let's go onto Skype.
Shygirl9: Really?
Superchick: Sure. You have a mask.
Shygirl9: What about you?
Superchick: I have a computer program that distorts my face.
Shygirl9: I should get one of those.
Superchick: It is handy. Although I'm hoping to actually meet you soon.
Shygirl9: Me too.
The past few days our chats had become more honest and more sexual. I had admitted my insecurities and my fantasies. I felt completely comfortable with a person who I had no idea of what she looked like. Now I could... kind of.
Superchick: So, want to officially meet? Kind of?
I was wearing a mask. So I shrugged, there wasn't much risk here.
Shygirl9: Why not?
Superchick: YAY!!! Let's do this.
Shygirl9: Agreed.
We both logged into Skype. I took a deep breath as I waited for the picture to come on.
Then it did.
She was real! She was blonde. She looked beautiful... even though her face was digitally blocked suddenly annoyed me.
"Wow, you look sexy," she said, her voice was sexy as hell.
"As do you," I said, already annoyed by not being able to see her face.
"Even with the digital box over my face?" she asked.
"Somehow, yes," I said, before adding, "although now I really want to see your face."
"You do?" she asked.
"How couldn't I?" I joked, "The rest of you looks amazing."
"Well, be a good girl today and maybe you will get a treat," she purred, her voice dripping with sexy innuendo.
She knew I was submissive and our previous role plays were where she was in charge. She wasn't dominant, she just was the one making the decisions, guiding the role play.
"Smile for me," she ordered.
I did.
"Do a sexy pose for me," she said.
I did, giggling while doing it.
"Looks like you have some nice perky tits," she said.
"They are small, but my nipples are big," I said.
"I can tell," she nodded. "Stand up and back away a bit, I want to see the full costume."
"Okay," I nodded, standing up, backing up a bit and posing.
"Back up a bit more," she ordered.
I did.
"What a hot costume," she said. "If I was there right now, I would devour you whole."
"Is that a promise?" I teased.
"A guarantee," she said.
"Maybe we do need to meet up soon," I said, the idea of her being my first was very appealing.
"If I had you once, you'd fall in love with me," she said.
"It's a risk I'm willing to take," I flirted back.
"Turn around," she ordered. "I want to see the back end too."
I obeyed.
"Can I see that ass?" she asked.
I bent over.
"Very nice," she purred. "Pull your costume down for me."
"Really?" I asked.
"If you show me your ass, I'll show you my face," she offered.
"Really?" I repeated, super curious to see behind the annoying digital thing.
"I promise," she said.
The offer was intriguing, yet a little nerve wracking too. But, after considering I was still wearing a mask, I figured what the hell.
"Okay," I agreed, nervously.
She said, "It's just between me and you."
I slowly pulled the pants down to show my ass.

"That's one fine ass," she complimented.
"Thank you," I said, always liking a compliment.
"Want to see me now?" she asked.
"Please," I answered.
"Okay, close your eyes and count to five," she said.
"Okay," I agreed.
"I'm going to give you a sexy pose," she added.
"Yummy!" I said.
"As are you," she replied, before saying "begin counting."
"One-two-three-four-five," I counted. I opened my eyes and gasped. Not only was I staring at a blonde beauty, I knew her.

"You like?" she asked.
"I-I-I do," I nodded, as my head was spinning. The girl I had been sharing my inner secrets with was the head cheerleader for my school's biggest rival.
"It doesn't sound like you do," she said, spinning around and back to the camera.
I quickly tried to recover as I said, "Oh, I do. I'm just in awe of your beauty."
She laughed softly. "Why thank you."
A couple of minutes later, her mother called, "Dinner, Sarah."
She said, "Uh-oh, now you know my real name."
"And it so fits you," I smiled.
"I want you to come to my Halloween party?" she asked.
"Really?" I asked.
"Yes, I really want you to come to my party," she repeated, stressing the word 'come'.
"Um, I," I began.
"I really want you to come," she said, again stressing the word 'come', before adding, "Wear your costume if you want to keep your identity secret."
I pondered this for a moment, before nodding, "Why not."
"You'll come?" she questioned.
"I'll definitely come," I responded, stressing the word too.
"Good," she said, "I'll send you my address."
"I can't wait to come," I said, keeping up the naughty word play.
"I can't wait for you to come too," she smiled. "Okay, I got to go. I'm pretty hungry. I need something to eat."
"I could use a nice snack too," I playfully retorted.
"See you Saturday," she winked.
"I'll be there," I nodded.
"Bye," she smiled.
"Bye," I said back.
Once logged off, I fell back onto my bed and immediately moved my hand instantly to my pussy over my Batgirl suit. I couldn't believe it was Sarah. I couldn't believe she had invited me to her Halloween party. I couldn't believe I had said yes.
I closed my eyes and pleasured myself imagining a rather kinky Halloween party.

As I pleasured myself, a new fantasy popped into my head: having Sarah just take me after a football game, in front of my fellow seniors.
After the game we just lost, Sarah comes up to me and says, "So you lost."
I shrugged, trying to look strong in front of my fellow cheerleaders, "Well, we lost, I guess. But only because all your players are on steroids."
Sarah laughed, "No, you lost."
"Excuse me?" I said, worried she was going to do this here, in front of my peers.
"Or likely, in your case, you won," she smirked.
"I usually do," I shrugged, trying to look strong in front of this beautiful cheerleader, yet actually kind of excited as to what was to come.
"Take off your outfit," she ordered.
"Yeah, right," I scoffed, even though I knew we had made a bet before the game that the loser would be the winner's bitch.
"Now!" she said, staring at me with a 'don't-fuck-with-me' attitude.
My pussy dampened, yet I was paralyzed with indecision, as I knew I had witnesses. Finally, I whispered, "Please, not here."
"A bet is a bet," she said, "now do it!"
"Fine," I said, as I quickly pulled my outfit off. "Are you happy?"
"Sports bra too," she ordered, looking over to my two best friends.
I didn't look behind me as I took off my bra.
"Knees, slut," she ordered.
"You can't be serious," I said, looking back to my friends who were staring in disbelief... yet oddly not saying anything.
"Now," she sighed. "I don't have all day to be in the slums."
"Whatever," I sighed back, getting onto my knees.
She moved behind me, pushed me down so my chest was on the ground, and then sat on me.
"What the hell?" I asked, startled, as she grabbed my ponytails and pulled me back up.

"Just doing my victory lap," she joked.
Humiliation burned through me, yet so did undeniable pleasure.
"You like being my pet?" she asked.
"God, no," I answered, lying for the sake of my pride and my friends, who were still watching; still not doing anything.
She pulled me back more, pulling my hair, "Really?"
"Please, stop," I whined.
She laughed, "My pet is probably hungry." She quickly got off me, rolled me onto my back, and sat on my face. "Eat crow, slut."
I could no longer see my friends, all I could see was pussy. Resigned to defeat, I leaned up slightly and began licking.
Suddenly, I came... hard.
I shook my head as I lay in my own cum.
Why did I always fantasize about being controlled?
Why did I get turned on by humiliation?
Why were my friends there watching? Did I subconsciously want them to know that I wasn't straight?
These questions and many more marinated in my head as I pondered the pros and cons of going to this Halloween party.
My body definitely wanted to go.
My head wasn't so sure.
.....
For two days, I kept asking myself that same question.
For two days, I pleasured myself half a dozen times as I imagined Sarah and I having sex.
For two days, I flip-flopped back and forth between going and not going.
For two days, I avoided going online, but the temptation was there.
And then it was Halloween.
I went online to tell her I wasn't going.
There were a few messages from her.
Superchick: U there?
Superchick: My address is 1275 Washington Lane. It's a big brick house.
Superchick: Hi.
Superchick: I hope u r not ignoring me.
I felt bad as I read these. I wasn't ignoring her to be rude, but because I didn't trust myself.
Superchick: I expect u at my party!
Her firmness instantly had my pussy wet.
Superchick: It's time you made your fantasy a reality.
She was right, of course she was right. Yet, my insecurities still controlled me.
Superchick: Here is a picture to whet your appetite.
Then, I was in lesbian heaven. The picture had me drooling and had me changing my mind. How could I possibly say no to that?
Superchick: Party starts at 8. Come by at 7 for a pre-party snack.

I stared at her pussy forever.
I couldn't believe she would send such a picture in today's digital world.

She trusted me that much.
It was then that I knew that I had to go; I had to take the risk; I had to explore.
Shygirl9: I'll be there.
Shygirl9: At 7 exactly.
Shygirl9: I'll be starving.



Shygirl9: Thanks for the picture.
I sat there for twenty minutes for a reply, but none came.
Thus, I kept my laptop on and did my usual Saturday chores.
When I came back in my room, there was a message from her. A rush of adrenaline coursed through me as I sat down to read it.
Superchick: Awesome. Don't be late. Tonight is a night to dance with the devil.
I stared at those words before responding.
Shygirl9: The devil? I was hoping to take you to heaven.
As soon as I sent it, I felt silly. The words were corny. I again waited, but she didn't respond.
I went and showered.
I shaved my pussy completely bare. I read online somewhere that it was in style. I had been doing it for a couple of months, so it didn't take long.
I put on my sexy, yet disguising costume.
I headed out, leaving early, so I wouldn't be late.
All during the drive, I kept having second thoughts, yet they were squelched by the fact that I was disguised. I needed to explore my sexuality and find out if I was indeed a lesbian and I wanted it to be with Sarah.
Reaching her house fifteen minutes early, I waited; I didn't want to seem too eager.
Suddenly, a couple minutes later, there was a knock on my window.
I jumped.
It was Sarah.
I rolled down my window.
"Come on inside, Batgirl," she smiled, looking even more ravishing in person in the sexy outfit. "It's time for some super fun."
"Super fun or super cum?" I playfully asked and then was shocked by my forwardness. This was not something I would say.
"Well, both," she smiled. "Are you coming?"
"Not yet," I joked, as I got out of the car.
"You sure are an eager beaver," she smiled, surprising me by taking my hand and leading me into her home.
Sparks flew through me at her touch; I couldn't believe how natural it felt to have her hand in mine. Chemistry meeting biology.
She asked, "Was my house easy to find?"
"Yes," I nodded, knowing that her house and mine were likely the two biggest in the city.
"Great," she smiled. "I can't believe you are here."
"Me either," I nodded, as we reached her front door.
"But I'm super excited," she smiled, turning to look at me.
"Me too," I said, no trepidation at all in my voice.
"Come inside," she winked, as she led me into her home.
"Wow, you went all out," I said. Her entire home was decorated for the party.
"I love going all out," she shrugged, leading me down a hallway, up a flight of stairs and to what was obviously her room.
Once in her room, she sat on her bed and said demurely, "Come here."
I did; the only feeling inside being anticipation of what was about to occur.
She smiled, "You look so sexy."
"You look super sexy," I replied, as I took the initiative and leaned in and kissed her.
She kissed me back and more fireworks exploded through my entire being.

Her lips were so soft and tender.
The kiss was so intimate.
Two becoming one.
Any lingering doubts about my sexuality squelched in one moment... one kiss.
Breaking the kiss eventually, she smiled, "Wow!"
"I was thinking the same thing, but with a million exclamation marks," I smiled.
"I don't know why," she said, looking nervous suddenly, "but there is something about you that has been playing in my daydreams ever since we first started chatting."
"I felt it too," I smiled, feeling that somehow this was not just about sex between two 18-year-olds; it was something more.
"Good," she purred, as she leaned in and kissed me again. Her hand was going to my leg.
I melted back into her. The kiss, this time, more urgent, as our tongues began to explore each other's mouths and our breathing began to get heavier.
"I need to taste you," she said, breaking the kiss. "I want to be your first."
"You can be my first everything," I said, so intoxicated with her.
"I should have had you come over earlier," she sighed, glancing at the clock.
"Let's make up for lost time," I said, not caring about the party.
"Get on your knees," she instructed.
I quickly did, as I teased, "What do you have in mind?"
She moved to my Batgirl pants and pulled them down. She answered, as her fingers went to my already very wet pussy, "To drive you bat crazy."
I laughed, as I moaned. Her fingers felt so good on my fevered pussy. Other than a couple guys who had awkwardly fingered me, when I tried to deny my sexuality, no one had ever touched me there; no one had touched me there with such tenderness (men were rough and clueless). "I may end up your super pet," I said, giving hints to my slightly submissive nature.
"Mmmmmm," she purred, as she slid two fingers inside me.
"Oh God," I moaned more loudly than I'd meant to. An intense pleasure instantly coursing through me as her fingers filled me.
"You're pretty wet," she said.
"Am I super wet?" I joked.
"I can only imagine how much you will flood when you come," she purred.

"You may have to redo your make-up," I joked, knowing how much I squirted,; it was almost like I was peeing.
"Mmmmmmm," she purred, as she slid her fingers out and then added, "Let's taste you."
A moment later I felt her tongue make contact.
My whole body trembled and I moaned, "Oh, my."
"It's time to show you what real pleasure is," she said, as she began licking me.
"I'm learning quickly," I responded, as my whole body felt like it was on a pleasure fire. My head was light; my fingers were tingling; my pussy was leaking.
For a couple of minutes, she licked and probed, and my orgasm built quickly.
I warned, as my breathing began to get erratic, "I'm going to come soon."
"Come for me, baby," she softly said. "I want to drink from your fountain."
"Oh, God," I moaned, knowing I was seconds away from euphoria.
"Come baby, come on my face," she demanded tenderly, an oxymoron, yet true.
"Kkkkkkkkk," I whimpered, biting my lip so as to not scream, having no idea who may be here, as my orgasm flooded out of me like a water balloon popping.
"MMmmmmmmmmm," Sarah purred, as she lapped up my cum like she was a kitty trying to clean her bowl.
"So good," I weakly moaned, as the pleasure kept pulsing and pulsing through me. It was like a never ending wave.
"I agree," she concurred, as she kept licking.
Finally, my pussy got sensitive, I asked, "Please, stop."
As if reading my mind, she asked, "Your pussy getting sensitive?"
"A little," I nodded, as I rolled onto my back.
"It happens sometimes," she shrugged.
"Wow," I said, looking at her. Her face was shiny with my juice.
"Wow, indeed," she smiled. "So have I converted you to an all-out lesbian?"
"Maybe," I nodded.
"Only maybe?" she asked, giving me a mocking pout.
"I think I need to return the favour to know for sure," I said.
"Oh, in that case," she smiled, lifting up her skirt to reveal she wasn't wearing any panties, "we better make sure you are addicted forever."
"I think I already am," I smiled, as I watched her straddle my head and lower herself on me.
I didn't hesitate; I wanted to taste her; I needed to taste her. I leaned up slightly and began to lick.
Can there be fireworks on your taste buds?
Can you know in one second that you are definitely 100 percent sure you are a lesbian?
Can you fall in love this way?
I didn't know the answers to these questions in theory, but at that exact moment, that was how I was feeling.
Even though I had no idea what I was doing. I licked and probed and licked.
Sarah moaned, "So good, baby."
I loved that she called me 'baby'. I wished she'd call me by my real name; the name I had not yet given her.
It made me confident I was doing okay and I kept kicking, kept probing. After a couple of minutes, I wanted to change positions; I wanted to be in control. I asked, "Can you roll over onto your knees, Sarah?"
"Sure," she said, rolling off me and into the position I requested. "How's this, baby?" she asked, as she posed for me. Her ass looked like a juicy ripe apple ready to bite.
"If this was what Eve saw," I smiled as I moved to her. "I can understand why she bit the apple."
Sarah laughed, "Bite away, baby."
I moved my fingers to her pussy while I kissed her ass cheeks.
"Oh yes, baby," she moaned, "that feels so good".
Although I had never considered a butthole to be sexy, as I stared at hers; I was drawn to it. I kissed it as my fingers teased her wet pussy.

She moaned, "Oh, you bad girl. How did you know I liked my butthole licked?"
I joked, as I swirled my tongue around her rosebud, "My super senses."
"Well, they're super awesome," she moaned.
After a minute, she said, "I'd love to have you lick my butt all night, baby. But guests are going to show up soon."
"Sorry," I apologized.
She laughed, as she rolled onto her back and spread her legs, "No, I'm sorry."
"Can I finish what I started?" I asked, moving between her legs.
"You better," she smiled. "If you don't, I won't be able to think straight."
"I don't want you thinking straight anymore," I smiled as I lowered my face to her glistening pussy.
"Oh, I definitely don't think straight," she giggled and moaned, as my tongue flicked her clit.
Knowing time was of the essence, I didn't savour her taste like I wanted to. Instead, I slid two fingers inside her while teasing her swollen clit.
"Oh yes, finger fuck me, baby," she moaned, as she lifted her ass up.
I maintained the double pleasure, furiously pumping my fingers in and out of her pussy, while simultaneously sucking on her clit.
"Oh God, don't stop," she demanded; her hand going to the back of my head.
I didn't; I wanted to hear her come; I wanted to feel her come; I wanted to be the one to make her come.
I was rewarded a little while later as she screamed, not attempting to muffle her scream of pleasure, as her legs stiffened and her ass again rose, "Yes, baby, I'm coming."
I eagerly licked the juice that leaked out of her and onto my tongue.
"Oh, oh, oh," she moaned, crashing back to the bed. "Sooooo good."
I kept licking until her orgasm was done.
Finally, she asked, as she got off the bed, "So?"
"So, what?" I asked, smiling, as I licked my lips to get any last remnants of her perfection.
"Brat," she laughed, as she pulled me off the bed and kissed me.
Breaking the kiss, she smiled, "Damn, I taste good."
"I completely concur," I nodded.
She moved close and said, "Can you take your mask off?"
I no longer cared about hiding who I was. I knew I didn't love her; this wasn't a lesbian Romeo and Juliet, yet I knew I liked her... a lot.
I nodded, and took off my mask.
She smiled, "It's good to finally meet you, Susanne."
"You knew it was me?" I asked.
She nodded. "I have friends who are really good with computers. By the way, you should heighten your computer's security."
"I guess so," I said, feeling much more vulnerable and insecure without the mask.
"Susanne," she said, taking my hand and looking into my eyes. "I want this to be more than a sex thing."
"Really?" I asked, surprised.
"I knew I did after a couple of our honest conversations," she said.
"Wow," I said, butterflies in my stomach.
"Do you want to be my girlfriend?" Sarah asked, looking nervous herself... kind of like Julia Roberts in Notting Hill when she declares her love for Hugh Grant.
"That would be super," I smiled.
She leaned in and kissed me one more time, just as the doorbell rang.
"We have guests," she said.
I put my mask back on, and then took her hand, "I'm hoping for a night cap."
She smiled, as she took my hand, "I'm hoping to have an all-nighter."
I followed her out, knowing that my life had forever changed.
THE END
Although I didn't use this photo, I thought I would leave you with it as I love it, but it just didn't fit the plot.
Jasmine October 2015
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Summary: Nerd ends up fucking his mom in an unorthodox way.
This is part four of the Revenge of the Nerds Mind Control story. Here is a summary of the first three parts:
BITCH SISTER
Brandon was fired from his job due to the failure of a mind control drug that had major side effects. Humiliated, he moved back home where he perfected the drug and planned to use it to get revenge on the CEO bitch who had fired him. But unsure of the side effects, he decided to test it first on his bitch sister, who became his personal fuck toy.
CHEERLEADERS
Brandon punishes his sister for her disobedience and, wanting to test if the drug has the same effects on each person, decides to add a second slut to his collection in his sister's best friend Becky. Besides testing the effects of the drug, he also decides to sodomize not one, but both submissive cheerleaders.
EX-BULLY'S MOM
Brandon ponders creating a new formula that isn't permanent to get his Mom, whom he respects too much to use the drug on. After some more ass fucking of his sister, he decides to test the drug on a neighbour MILF and mother of an ex-bully.
Thanks to: Robert, goamz86,
Revenge of the Nerd: Mom
A reminder of how the drug itself works when sprayed at a person:
Changes the moral fibre of a person...in reality, it shifts the decision making of the individual to the low standards they have while drunk...but with even more psychological manipulation:
-the person can't lie (like in that Jim Carrey movie 'Liar Liar')
-the person's body feels the need to obey even though their conscious mind argues against such obedience
-the person's sexual libido increases substantially,
-the individual feels constricted by the clothes they are wearing and wants to be naked
-he had also played with the formula to create what he believed would be potentially permanent impacts on the person infected (the original drug only lasted an hour). This was the one thing he was still very unsure of: it could last a few hours, days, weeks or maybe forever.
After leaving Mrs. Levees triumphant, Brandon texted his best friend Corey and asked if he was free for lunch. He wanted to show him his new drug. Like Brandon, Corey had been bullied throughout high school, but was now working at a bank for the summer before resuming school.
They met at a restaurant and caught up. It was near the end of lunch, when Brandon asked, "Are there any females at work that treat you poorly?"
"Is the sky blue?" Corey responded.
Brandon laughed, "Pretty grey out there at the moment."
Corey shrugged, "Smart ass. Almost all the women there are pretentious bitches, but the main loan officer is a complete bitch."
"What's her name?" Brandon asked.
"Tara," Corey answered, hating the bitch, "Why?"
"I finally mastered it," Brandon replied.
"Mastered what?" Corey asked, intrigued by his friend's strange behaviour.
"The drug," Brandon whispered.
"Fuck off," Corey gasped. They had been talking about 'the drug' since grade nine.
"I'm serious," Brandon smiled. "Want to test it out on that loan officer?"
"Oh my God," Corey said, bubbling with excitement.
"Is that a yes?" Brandon asked.
"Of course, but how does it work?" Corey asked.
"Still playing with it, but generally it alters forever their ability to say no," Brandon explained.
"It's permanent?" Corey asked.
"So far," Brandon nodded, "I do hope to manipulate the chemicals to make different versions of it. But at the moment, one spray and the person, guy or girl, is obedient to any suggestion given."
"Fucking delicious," Corey said, literally shaking with excitement.
"Tell me about it," Brandon nodded, not telling him about experimenting with it first on his my sister. Instead, he said, "I just came from Parker's. I turned him into a faggot and his mom into my slut."
"Fuck off!" Corey said, remembering just how much he hated Parker. He also remembered just how hot Parker's mom was.
"It was awesome," Brandon replied.
"I bet," Corey nodded, giddy with possibilities.
"So, want to try it out?" Brandon asked again, "I owe you at least one submissive cum slut for your personal pleasure."
Corey laughed, "If I can choose anyone, I want Crystal."
"Of course you do," Brandon laughed. Crystal was head cheerleader and the stereotypical blonde, blue eyed, big-breasted bitch seen in every 1980s high school movie.
"She works at her father's law firm," Corey said.
"You stalking her?" Brandon asked, even though he knew that too. Facebook is a great thing.
Corey shrugged, "Maybe a little."
Brandon said, "Well, do you have to go back to work? Or can you skip the rest of the day?"
"Shit," Corey sighed, "I can't miss work."
"Well," Brandon suggested, "Let's go and make this loan manager a slut for you and then once you're bored of her we'll go after Crystal."
"Delicious," Corey nodded.
Twenty minutes later, Brandon was sitting in her office, Corey having slyly cancelled her next two appointments.
"And what can I do for you?" Mrs. Calentine asked, trying to feign interest as the customer looked clearly unqualified to get a loan. Christ, he probably still lives at home with his mother, she thought to herself.
"What do you think of Corey?" Brandon asked.
"Excuse me?" she asked, surprised by the question.
"What do you think of my good friend Corey?" Brandon repeated.
"I don't talk about other employees with customers," she said. Truthfully, she had little use for Corey. He worked hard, but was socially inept. And unfortunately, personality was crucial in the banking world.
Brandon pulled the spray out of his pocket, seeing her distaste for him, and began, "Well, Tara."
"It's Mrs. Calentine," she tersely corrected, unable to hide her annoyance with him.
Ignoring the woman's obvious tone, Brandon added, "He said you're kind of a bitch... Tara."
"What?" she questioned, standing up, instantly pissed.
"Bitch," he repeated, "A pretentious stuck up woman who thinks she is better than everyone else."
"Leave, now," she ordered.
Brandon sprayed his potion in her face.
"What are you doing?" she snapped, going to press the button under her desk which would bring in the security guard.
"Freeze!" he ordered.
She stopped in her tracks. 'Why can't I move?' she thought to herself.
Brandon gave the instructions. "I have sprayed you with a mind control drug. I have taken away your moral fibre and will power. You will obey any order given to you by anyone."
"Fuck off," she replied, his words ludicrous and terrifying.
"Take off your blouse," he ordered.
"There is no way," she began, but felt her body obeying the command. "What the?" she questioned, as she watched herself unbutton her blouse.
He continued with the standard protection disclaimer, "You will never tell anyone about me or Corey or why you have become a cum slut."
"Please," she said, as her last button was unbuttoned. "I'll do anything."
"I can't reverse it," Brandon shrugged. "But if you're an obedient cum slut, I won't make it worse."
As she took off her blouse, she lost it at being called an 'obedient cum slut'. "Get the fuck out of here, you little prick."
Brandon laughed. "Women never learn. You now must have a load of cum on your face every day. Come and get it, cum slut."
"There is no way I'm doing that," she protested, even as she felt her body move towards him.
"And, of course, you will worship my cock like a good cum slut," he ordered. "But first, take off your bra, let's see those fat tits."
She went to slap him in the face, but instead, moved her hands behind her back and unclasped her bra. 'Why can't I control myself?'
As her bra dropped to the floor, she realized she needed to get out of there ASAP and began to scream. "Hel..."
Her scream was short lived as he ordered, "Shut up."
"If you disobey again, I will have you walk out into your bank completely naked and offering free blow jobs to every customer, is that fucking clear?" Brandon asked, as he made a mental note to really focus on all the potential risks when first spraying a person.
Her eyes went wide. She stammered, "Y-y-yes."
"Now get on your knees, fish out my cock and get sucking," Brandon ordered.
Praying she could just blow him and get him out of there, she obeyed.
On her knees, something she rarely did even for her husband, she fished out the prick's dick and was surprised to see how big it was. She took it in her mouth and began bobbing, praying he was a quick shooter like the boys she sucked and fucked when she was in high school and college.
Brandon smiled as he enjoyed the blow job. He reached into his pocket and pulled out his phone.
He quickly texted:
Come on in.
Corey, who was waiting by the door, quickly came in and gasped as he witnessed the bitch sucking cock.
Tara went to move her head away, but Brandon ordered, "Keep sucking, slut."
An order given, she had no choice but to obey, even as she fumed inside. Her career was at risk.
"Holy shit," Corey said, after closing the door, "you did it. You really fucking did it."
"Slut, you are now Corey's pet. You get turned on every time you see him. You instantly crave his cock and will do anything to have it in you. At least until he tells you otherwise," Brandon said adding conditions for the slut.
Tara scoffed to herself. There was no way she could get turned on by a nerd like Corey, even if his dick was as big as this one.
Corey asked, "Can I fuck her?"
Tara's eyes went wide, but she couldn't say anything as she had a mouthful of cock.
"All three holes are yours," Brandon offered.
Tara wanted to beg and plead. She had never taken it in the ass and never wanted to. Yet, all she could do was suck.
"On all fours, Mrs. Calentine," Corey ordered timidly.
"I think she likes slut, or cum slut," Brandon quipped, as he ordered, "don't you dare let my cock leave that cock sucking mouth of yours as you obey Master Corey's order."
She wanted to bite his dick off. Yet, her brain was conditioned to please. She obeyed both orders, now on her hands and knees as she continued sucking. She felt Corey's hands lift up her skirt, rip her pantyhose at the crotch and slide a finger inside her surprisingly wet cunt.
"She's soaked," Corey declared.
"Sluts like her always are once they learn their place," Brandon confidently said, enjoying humiliating anyone who thought they were better than him.
She couldn't figure out why she was so wet. This was humiliating. This was disgusting. Yet, she moaned as Corey fingered her, her own orgasm undeniably, inexplicably, building.
Brandon pulled his dick out of the slut's mouth and ordered, "Look at Corey and tell him what you want."
She obeyed, like she had a choice. As soon as she turned back and saw Corey looking at her she felt a lust she couldn't explain. The words out of her mouth shocked her too, as her whole body trembled with desire. "Please fuck me, Corey."
Corey couldn't believe it. A couple of simple suggestions and she had turned completely from a cold hearted bitch to a cock hungry slut.
Corey ordered, finally feeling the full breadth of power at his fingertips, "Beg, bitch."
The formally strong-willed no nonsense leader instantly replied, craving the dick of this handsome stud, "Please, Corey, fuck my cunt with that big dick of yours." As soon as she said it she prayed he did indeed have a big dick.
Brandon offered, "Go get it nice and ready for your slut box."
Wanting Corey's dick more than she had ever wanted a cock before, she quickly went to him, fished out the already hard six inch cock that was smaller than the one she was just sucking in length, but wider in girth and took it in her mouth.
She bobbed like a porn star. She wanted his cock; she wanted his cum.
Brandon put his dick away, figuring he would just fuck his sister when he got home, when he said, "She also must have a load on her face every day."
"That I can probably assist with," Corey groaned, about to erupt in under a minute.
"Have fun with your plaything," Brandon said. He then added, "you love cum on your face, slut. The second your face is splattered with cum you will orgasm no matter where you are."
Tara grimaced at the command as she continued bobbing on Corey's cock.
"Thanks buddy," Corey said, as he pulled out and shot a load all over his boss's face.
She had always hated facials. She had thought they were demeaning. Yet, as Corey's cum splattered her face her whole body trembled and she moaned, completely shocked as the demand came true, "Oh God, shit, I'm coming."
"Wow," Corey said, as more cum shot out of his dick, "you are amazing."
"Her or me?" Brandon asked, with a smile.
"Both," Corey laughed, shoving his dick back in her mouth, "but for very different reasons."
"I'll be in touch," Brandon said.
"Sounds good," Corey nodded, as he pondered fucking her over her expensive mahogany desk.
Brandon left as an idea on how to maybe make the chemical not as permanent suddenly popped into his head.
Brandon drove home excited with the sudden revelation, a revelation that if he was right, was a rather simple way to alter the drug. Although he planned to use the powerful stuff for his revenge plan, he wanted the power to control the extent of the drug. He felt a little bad at his rash decision to test it first on his sister. Oh sure, she was a bitch and needed to be taught a lesson, but he wished he would have experimented on people he didn't care about first, like that loan officer bitch or Mrs. Levees.
Brandon walked into the house and was in deep thought when he heard a voice that made him stop in his tracks.
"Hey, asshole, welcome home," Mrs. Levees greeted, smiling smugly.
Brandon turned into the living room and gasped. His mother was completely naked, gagged, tied to a kitchen chair, with a cucumber in her cunt and something in her ass. Yet, what he couldn't stop looking at was his mother's big tits.
"What? Got no witty comment?" she asked, glowing in her revenge. She had taken lots of pictures on her phone and even filmed the mother of Satan fucking herself with a cucumber.
Elizabeth watched in confusion. Sharon had told her that her son had drugged her and raped her. When she didn't believe her rambling neighbor, she was overpowered by her and forced to strip at knifepoint. Fearing for her life, she obeyed and listened to even more ridiculous ramblings about her son creating a drug that took away the capacity to say no. She was then tied up with her own pantyhose. She had watched in bewildered awe as her neighbour went between her legs, and licked her to orgasm. She tried to deny the pleasure, but Sharon licked and licked until she couldn't take it anymore, her first orgasm at the tongue of another person in years, her husband the last over four years ago, before he died in a car accident.
Elizabeth was then forced to fuck herself with a cucumber and insert a long thin carrot in her ass as Sharon explained, "Your son sodomized me, I'm returning the favour." Elizabeth, although not a slut by any stretch, had always enjoyed anal sex and even had anal toys in her bedroom, so the carrot in her ass didn't really cause the pain she pretended it did.
Elizabeth, though, was mortified to have pictures of her taken in such compromising positions.
"You really are a slow learner," Brandon sighed, feeling guilty that his revenge plan had put his mother in such a compromising position. "Take the cucumber out of my mother, and shove it in your asshole now."
Elizabeth couldn't believe how firm her usually mild-mannered son was.
He added, "And keep fucking your fat ass with it until you come."
Mrs. Levees gasped. As she went to grab the cucumber she threatened, waving her phone, "If you don't fix me, I'm sending these pictures of your mother in very compromising positions to the internet."
"You haven't sent them yet?" Brandon asked with a laugh. Suddenly realizing he could still fix this. "Give me your phone."
"Fuck," she said, as she pulled the cucumber out of the bound Elizabeth. She handed him the phone and pulled down her skirt to put the cucumber in her ass, realizing she had fucked up royally.
Elizabeth couldn't believe it. Everything Sharon said seemed to be true.
"Maybe the bimbo command has already taken place," Brandon quipped, as he looked at the pictures.
Elizabeth was confused at what had transpired and mortified that her son could see her like this and equally mortified that he was looking at pictures of her in very compromising positions. She tried talking through the panties gag in her mouth.
Brandon looked up and apologized, as he went to his mother, "Sorry, Mom," as he pulled the tape slowly off his mother's mouth.
Once off, Elizabeth spit out the panties and said "Can you please untie me?"
"Of course," Brandon nodded, staring at his mom's tits.
"And stop looking at my tits," she scolded, even though she was flattered.
"Sorry, Mom," he apologized, feeling guilty for what his carelessness had put her through and yet completely horny at the same time.
Once untied, she stood up, pulled the carrot out of her ass, and in a wrath of spite, walked over to Sharon and shoved it in her mouth. "Eat it all, bitch."
Sharon had no choice but to obey the disgusting order.
Elizabeth walked out of the room and Brandon quickly processed what he should do next. He watched with amusement as Mrs. Levees fucked herself with a cucumber in her ass, standing all the while. It was a rather hilarious sight.
Deciding he had an opportunity here to tempt his mom, he ordered, "Come and suck my cock, slut, but keep that cucumber in your ass."
Sharon glared at him, but had no choice but to obey. She moved to him, dropped to her knees and fished out his cock.
She was bobbing on Brandon's cock for about a minute, still fuming at her own ineptitude at not sending the pictures.
Brandon wondered what the odds were that he could end up fucking his mom without using the drug.
A couple minutes later, Elizabeth returned and gasped. She was shocked by two things. One: that she was watching her neighbor suck off her son. Two: that her son was doing this in her house, knowing she was home.
Although Brandon didn't look back at his mom, he sensed she was behind him, and ordered, "Faster, slut. Good cock whores know how to deep throat a cock. And until you take my load on your face you will slap your clit but not come, and we both know you desperately want to come."
Mrs. Levees had no choice but to obey, as she began slapping her clit while deep throating the big cock.
Brandon groaned, another minute later, "Beg to have your face coated in cum."
As Sharon continued tapping on her clit, her orgasm close, she begged, "Please spray your cum all over my face."
"Because you're a dumb bitch," Brandon pointed out.
"Yes, the dumbest," she agreed, willing to say anything to finally come, desperate to come, even if the act was utterly demeaning.
Elizabeth watched in awe of her son's powerful persona. She listened to the degrading talk and couldn't help but feel herself getting undeniably horny... reminiscing about her husband and his dominant persona.
Brandon grunted and splattered the bitch's face.
Instantly, with cum hitting her face, Sharon screamed, "Fuuuuuuuuck," as her orgasm exploded out of her.
The mother, now in a robe, after watching the sex act for a minute or so, her pussy getting undeniably tingly, asked, trying to be firm, "What is going on here?"



Turning around, his dick still hard, "Oh, Mom."
"Put your penis away," she ordered, even as she tried not to stare at her son's very impressive big cock, even bigger than her husband's.
Brandon did as Elizabeth ordered, pulling his underwear and pants up, "And you, dumb slut, keep that cucumber in your ass until supper and then cut it up and serve it to your family."
"Please no," Sharon gasped.
"Now get the fuck out of here before I add more tasks," Elizabeth ordered.
Sharon reluctantly left, her head spinning with the consequences of her actions.
The mother asked her son, "So it's all true. Everything Sharon said is true."
"What did she say?" Brandon asked.
"That you created a drug that controls people's minds," Elizabeth said, even though it seemed rather obvious.
"Yeah, kind of," he nodded, sheepishly.
"Kind of isn't an answer," Elizabeth said, always hating generic answers.
"Then yes," Brandon nodded. "And I needed subjects to test it on."
"That is so wrong," the Mom said.
"I only use it on people who deserve it," Brandon answered.
"Who deserves it?' she asked, thinking how hot it was to see the bitch who had molested her be put in her place.
"Anyone who is a bad person," he answered.
"So you're playing God?" the Mom asked.
"I never thought of it like that," Brandon admitted.
"You need to stop," the Mom said, saying it both for her son and herself as she was already thinking of a nasty revenge on that bitch.
"I suppose." Brandon said, even though he had no intention of actually doing that.
Elizabeth added, seeing that her son wasn't really listening, "You know she snooped in your room."
Brandon was thankful that he put all his data and extra drug mix in a safe and replied, "It's all locked away."
"So you really raped her?" the mother bluntly accused, still shocked by her son's laissez faire attitude as well as the tingling in her loins.
"It's not that simple," Brandon said, guilt coursing through him at the look of disappointment on her face.
"Did you have sex with her?" she asked, even though she knew the answer.
"Yes," Brandon nodded.
"Did she consent?" she asked.
"Eventually," Brandon replied, before explaining, "the drug makes anyone unable to say no to instructions."
"Any instructions?" the mother asked, trying to understand it... curious as to its full scope. The idea of just being told what to do turned her on, like it had with her husband years ago.
"Yes," Brandon nodded. "And she was the test case," Brandon explained, ignoring the part about his sister being the real first.
"Why her?" Elizabeth asked, even though she had always hated the bitch.
"Her son was a bully to me throughout high school and she did nothing to stop it," Brandon answered honestly.
"So you're taking revenge on people who treated you badly?" Elizabeth asked... kind of understanding after what had happened to her the past hour.
"Yes," Brandon nodded. "The drug was supposed to be made for the military and interrogations, but when it failed I was fired."
"Oh," was all the mother said, trying to wrap her head around all this.
"But since the funding was cut, and I knew I was close, I have worked on it at home until I mastered it," he explained, "and now I have."
"Except for the collateral damage," she pointed out, pointing to herself.
Brandon understood she was talking about having been tied up and used. "I will make sure that never happens again."
"You better," she said, trying to focus on being a mother and not revenge or the fact that she could still visualize his penis. Christ, she could draw it for a police interrogator, it was still burned in her mind (it had been years since a real cock was in her... settling for a variety of toys instead), "but I want you to promise you will stop this. It's dangerous."
Suddenly Sharon was back, having left her house keys on the table.
"Why are you back?" Elizabeth asked, glaring at the bitch.
"I forgot my keys," the neighbour replied.
"Bark like a dog," Elizabeth ordered, wanting to test the full spectrum of this drug.
Sharon immediately began barking.
"Chase your tail," Elizabeth instructed, amused by this.
Sharon began running in a circle while barking.
Brandon watched his mom being entertained and wondered if she would enjoy the power of having her own pet.
Elizabeth was in awe as she watched amused. She turned to her son and asked, "So, she literally obeys every demand?"
"Every one," Brandon nodded, amused at watching Sharon barking and running in a circle.
"Stop," Elizabeth ordered, the barking sound now annoying.
Sharon instantly did, thankful as she was getting dizzy.
Brandon turned to Sharon wanting to clarify his earlier error. "You will never do anything to reveal the truth. You will never try to harm my family in any way. Any attempts and I make every member of your family into complete cum sluts in the porn industry. Is that clear?"
"Yes," Sharon nodded, completely exhausted and defeated.
"Good," Brandon said, before turning to his mom, "do you want to add anything to her conditioning?"
Elizabeth, who hadn't come in months from a real person, and having enjoyed the earlier orgasm completely, shocked both her son and Sharon, by saying impulsively, "Yes, you will be in my garage at 7:30 to give me a morning orgasm before I go to work."
Sharon gasped.
Brandon gasped.
Elizabeth asked, enjoying the power she suddenly had, "Is there a problem?"
"No," Sharon said, shaking her head. At least she would get her daily pussy quota filled that way.
Brandon explained, "You will be doing her a favour."
"How?" Elizabeth asked.
"One of her conditions is to eat a pussy a day," Brandon explained, shocked at the turn in the conversation.
"Well," Elizabeth smiled, realizing she had just ordered lesbian sex in the morning in front of her son, "consider me your daily quota, slut."
"Okay," Sharon nodded, somewhat thankful that her daily pussy task was going to be much easier than she had imagined.
"Now go, and remember, one slip up and your husband and son are making incest gay porn videos," Brandon explained.
"Yes, Master," Sharon replied, understanding her situation was, at least at the moment, completely out of her control.
Once she was gone again, Brandon asked, "You're not mad?"
"I've always hated that bitch," Elizabeth replied, liking the idea of having her own personal pussy pleaser at her beck and call. "But that doesn't excuse what you did."
"I know, Mom," Brandon nodded, "but the drug has many benefits."
"Yeah, you can fuck anyone you want," the mother shot back.
"Yes, I can," Brandon nodded, suddenly wanting his mom and liking her swearing.
"Don't you dare," Elizabeth said, instantly recognizing the tone in her son's voice.
"Mom," Brandon said, "I would never use it on you. I have only used it on people I want revenge on. On bitches."
"Good," Elizabeth said, although the idea wasn't as taboo as it would have been twenty minutes ago, before adding, "but I don't want you using it anymore."
"Mom," Brandon said, "I can't lie to you. I do plan to use it to get my job back."
"And that will be it?" she asked, as she glanced down and saw that her son's dick still seemed hard in his tight jeans, which he had put on when caught in the act.
"I hope so," he nodded.
She shook her head, unable to get the idea of fucking her son out of her head, thinking he was likely thinking the same thing, "I can't believe I just ordered Sharon to come and see me tomorrow."
"You have a little mean streak in you," Brandon quipped.
"No one messes with my son," she shrugged, trying to focus on being a mother even as she suddenly saw her son in a new way.
"Trust me," Brandon nodded, noticing his mom looking down at his crotch, "Not anymore."
Curious, she asked, opening the door ever so slightly, "Did you consider using it on me?"
Brandon was surprised by the question. After a pause, "Honestly?"
"No, lie to me," she joked.
He laughed, sensing something was happening here, "You were the first woman I jerked off to."
"Really?" she asked, surprised and flattered.
"Mom, you know you're absolutely gorgeous," he said. "All my guys call you a MILF."
"Really?" she asked again, flattered.
"And the nylons every day has become my fetish," he added.
"Just like your father," she said.
"Really?" Brandon asked.
"He made me wear them all the time," she continued, before adding, shifting to flirtatious, "He even bought me crotchless pantyhose and thigh highs for... you know."
"No, I have no clue," Brandon said, playing dumb.
"You know," she said, not wanting to say it... and finding his innocence, even after this twisted power concoction he had created, rather sexy.
"No, what are thigh highs?" he asked, even though he definitely knew what they were, but could sense a flirtation growing between the two of them.
"They are pantyhose that only go to your thighs," she explained.
"Oh, those sound sexy," he said, still feigning obliviousness.
"Oh they definitely are," she nodded, wishing she was wearing some right now to show him and then feeling silly for thinking that. She had been wearing pantyhose when she was forced to strip earlier and then tied up with them.
"So you are going to let Mrs. Levees go down on you every morning?" he asked, wanting to keep the conversation going.
She wasn't sure what to say to this. So she went with the truth. "It had been years since I had an orgasm from another person before today." After a pause, she added, "I have to admit I liked it. I almost forgot what it was like to have such an orgasm."
"Oh," he said. "I guess I haven't seen you with any men since dad died."
"I didn't think it was fair for you and Carrie," she answered, her pussy still burning.
"Well, it's not fair that you should not be allowed to have sex because of us," he said, moving closer to her.
"Well, now I have my own plaything," she shrugged, seeing a look in his eyes... the same look his father had when he was about to take control.
Brandon took the risk. He leaned in and kissed her.
She was surprised by the kiss... confused by her mixed feelings of: 'about fucking time' and 'this is so wrong'.
She didn't respond at first as she dealt with her duel personas: a caring mother and a horny woman.
Brandon kept kissing tenderly until she returned the kiss.
She hadn't kissed a man in years and her moral resistance melted away quickly as she returned the kiss with a sudden urgency and passion. She forgot completely that it was her son, forgot completely she was his mother, instead she just gave into the long dormant sex drive (minus her many toys).
Brandon, confident she would obey, broke the kiss, put his hands on her shoulders and guided her to her knees.
She was surprised and turned-on by her son's sudden powerful persona. She allowed herself to be guided to her knees as she looked up at her son and asked, sexily, "And what do you want me to do down here?"
"Pull out my cock," he ordered.
Somehow being ordered by her son turned her on and the taboo of incest only enhanced her lust as she asked, "You want your mother to suck your cock?"
"Yes," he nodded, giddy that this was happening and yet trying to remain confident and in control, "now pull it out."
This was the moment of decision. She could end this immoral incestuous act before it really got started or she could give in the insatiable lust burning through her.
The decision was made quickly.
She moved her hand and unzipped her son's pants. She wanted that big dick in her hands, in her mouth and in her pussy... and maybe even her ass. She smiled that that would likely shock her son.
Brandon watched in awe and delirium as his mother, his greatest fantasy, pulled his cock out and stroked it.
"Wow," she purred, as she stroked the already fully erect shaft, "you're even bigger than your father."
That somehow made another chill go up his spine at the reference. "And I bet you miss his big dick, don't you?" he asked, tempted to call her a slut, but holding back.
She didn't even hesitate as she admitted, "God, yes."
"Suck it, Mom," he ordered, "get it nice and ready for that sweet pussy of yours."
"Did you just tell your mother to suck your cock?" she asked, smiling wickedly as she continued stroking it.
"If you want to be technically accurate," he corrected "I actually told you to suck it and prepare it for me to fuck you."
"What's gotten into you?" she purred, impressed by her meek son building such a strong persona.
"I know what's about to go into you," he retorted as he slid his cock in his mom's open mouth.
'Oh God', she thought to herself as her son was using her like his slut. The cock now officially in her mouth, the act of incest undeniably occurring now, she became the submissive slut she used to love being. She began bobbing on her son's cock, taking half of it in. Apparently, sucking cock was like riding a bike... no matter how long you went without doing it, the skill came back naturally.
Brandon groaned, turned on by the incest too, "That's it, Mommy, suck my cock."
The word 'Mommy' turned the hungry mother on and she asked, "Do you want Mommy to take your entire dick in her mouth?"
"You think you can?" he challenged.
"Is that a challenge?" she asked, as she licked his entire shaft.
"Sure," he shrugged, loving watching his mother willingly suck him.
She took his cock back in her mouth and began bobbing furiously, each forward bob taking more and more of his long, thick cock.
"Oh yes, Mommy," he groaned, "suck my dick."
She was determined to take it all in her mouth and focused on controlling her breathing and gag reflex as almost the entire cock filled her mouth.
Brandon watched his cock disappear in and out of his mom's mouth in awe. He was thankful he had shot his load in Mrs. Levees earlier, for otherwise this would already be a done deal.
She kept bobbing and finally had her son's entire cock in her mouth. A chill went up her spine at accomplishing the mammoth task.
After a minute of deep throat pleasure, deciding he had to fuck her, he ordered, "Bend over the couch, Mom."
She allowed his dick to slide out of her mouth and asked, "You want to fuck Mommy?"
"It's what I've wanted my entire life," he responded back.
"Well, time to make fantasy reality," she smiled, standing up, walking over to the couch and bending over. "Come and fuck, Mommy, baby."
"Those are words I have indeed fantasized about for years," he said, as he walked over to her and put his hands on her hips.
"Just slam it in Mommy, baby," she begged, her pussy desperate to be fucked. "Mommy needs it so bad."
Brandon wasn't going to argue. He slid his cock inside his mom's volcanic warmth and moaned loudly as his greatest fantasy came to fruition.
"Oh yes," she moaned, "Fill Mommy's cunt with that big cock."
Hearing his mother use the word 'cunt' only enhanced this already perfect moment. Once all in, he didn't tease her, he fucked her. Hard.
"Yes, yes, yes," she said, in instant euphoria. "Pound Mommy's pussy."
And for a few minutes he did, the entire time listening to his Mom's wicked tongue... a side of her he never imagined existing.
"Oh yes, plug my cunt with that big dick," "Oh my God, son, keep fucking me hard," "Your cock feels so fucking amazing in Mommy's box," and "Oh yes, Mommy's coming," she finished with as her orgasm erupted through her.
Brandon kept fucking his mom throughout her orgasm as his own began bubbling.
After another minute, sensing from her son's groans that he was close, she got even nastier, "Oh yes, you bastard, you mother fucker, are you going to come in your Mommy's cunt?"
Ironically, he was pondering where he should shoot his load. Every time so far it was about humiliating a woman whether his sister, her cheerleading friend or Mrs. Levees. So he shot on their faces or down their throats, but this time was different. He asked, "Can I come in you?"
"All three of my holes are yours for filling, baby," she added another shock to her son, "just fill me with your cum."
Hearing his Mom offer up her ass was the final straw as he instantly erupted inside his mom's volcanic box.
"Oh yes, mother fucker, fill me with your seed," she moaned, always loving the feel of a load shot inside her, whether in her mouth, cunt or ass. She also didn't mind getting a facial or taking it on her tits or ass, but preferred it inside her.
"Fuck," he groaned, as he pumped his entire load deep inside her.
Once he stopped pumping, the hungry mother, wanting to show her son just how big a slut she was, spun around, dropped to her knees and took his cock back in her mouth... always loving tasting herself on a dick (she often sucked her own pussy cum off her sex toys after finishing an orgasm).
The mother was slowly bobbing lavishly on her son's dick when she froze in mid bob.
"Oh my God," came Carrie's voice, coming home early hoping for a load of her brother's cum as she was incredibly hungry.
Brandon didn't see his sister, but knew he had to take control ASAP. "Hi, my slut, come and get my cum out of Mom's cunt."
Elizabeth looked up as her son took his cock out of her mouth with a look of shock on her face.
Carrie asked, as she walked to her mom to obey the command and retrieve the cum she hoped would satisfy her hunger, "You did Mom too?"
"It's a long story, but no," he answered, as Carrie reached them.
"On your back, Mom," Carrie ordered, eager to get the cum and somehow curious to taste her mother.
The mother obeyed, even as she looked up at her son confused, "Did you test the drug on your sister?"
"Unfortunately, she was my first test case," Brandon admitted, as Carrie buried her face in her mom's leaking pussy... some cum visible.
"You didn't?" Elizabeth moaned, as her daughter's tongue made contact.
"If I could go back in time I probably would have chosen someone else," he admitted, "but she had always been such a bitch to me."
"And me too," Elizabeth moaned, thinking of the horror Carrie had been since she turned fifteen and became the spawn of Satan.
Carrie just licked, her craving for cum being satiated by licking her mom's pussy, which was surreal and nasty.
"So Carrie will obey anything I tell her too?" Elizabeth asked.
"She can't say no," Brandon nodded.
"This is too good to be true," Elizabeth smiled, as she grabbed her daughter's head and ordered, figuring she had already committed one incestuous sin, she may as well commit a second act... her daughter's tongue feeling really good on her pussy. "Get Mommy off, Carrie."
Brandon watched in awe the lesbian incestuous act, his cock already stirring.
Carrie licked eagerly both because she was ordered to and also because it turned her on.
For a few minutes Brandon watched, Elizabeth moaned and Carrie licked.
Once Brandon was hard again, he moved behind his sister and decided he was going to fuck both their asses.
As Brandon moved behind his sister, his mom screamed, "That's it, baby girl. Lick Mommy's cum."
Carrie obeyed, enjoying the sweet taste of her Mommy's cum as she felt her brother's cock slide into her ass. She moaned, "Oh yes, big brother, fill my ass."
Elizabeth was instantly jealous. She wanted a cock in her ass too. Even as her orgasm continued coursing through her, she moved onto her knees and purred, "Don't forget about Mommy's ass."
Brandon smiled, today becoming the perfect day. He pulled out of Carrie's ass and slid into his Mom's ass, and grunted, "Take it all, Mommy."



"Go make supper, Carrie," Elizabeth ordered, thinking she now had a live in maid as well. "Your brother and I have some catching up to do."
"Mom," Carrie whined, wanting her ass filled.
"Now, Carrie," Elizabeth ordered, as she began bouncing back on her son's cock, taking the entire cock up her butt.
"Fine," Carrie sighed, unable to disobey.
"Now ream my asshole, son," she moaned, continuing to slam her ass back on his dick.
"Don't you mean mother fucker?" Brandon asked.
"Actually, three hole mother fucker," she quipped back, as all three of her holes had already been filled.
"Best day ever," Brandon declared out loud as he watched his hot nurse Mom bounce back on his cock with reckless abandon.
"I couldn't agree more," the mom moaned, working her ass off, literally.
The End... for now.
Coming in 2016 the conclusion of Revenge of the Nerd...Takeover Orgy
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Backseat Mommy: Ass Fucked
I woke up the next morning filled with guilt.
I had willingly fucked my son in the backseat of the car while my husband drove us on the first leg of a long trip to my son's college where he would begin his higher education.
Last night I had snuck out of our hotel room while my husband slept and rushed into my son's room to fuck him again.
With guilt controlling me, although it was tempered by a tingle in my pussy at reminiscing about yesterday and last night, I climbed under the sheets and took my husband Alex's cock in my mouth. I'd only ever awakened him like this once before, the morning after our wedding twenty years ago, and he had joked for all those years since that I knew how to wake him up properly, although he wished I would do it again.
Feeling his flaccid cock slowly growing in my mouth was always a turn-on... I loved the power of using my mouth to make a cock go hard.
I heard soft whimpers and wondered whether he was having a sex dream or was waking up.
After a couple of minutes he groaned, "Oh my, Sarah, what's gotten into you?"
Like yesterday the correct answer would have been 'Your son's big dick', but that still didn't seem like an acceptable answer for him to hear, so I purred, "Just hungry for a morning snack."
"I'm not complaining," he groaned, as I slowly bobbed up and down and his cock became fully erect in my mouth.
As was always the case when we had morning sex, which was rare, he didn't last long, quickly spewing in my mouth. I swallowed the entire load and asked, "Wanna join me in the shower?"
"Sure," he nodded, with a big silly grin on his face.
He returned the favour in the shower, although using the removable shower head instead of his mouth. He was always happy to receive oral, but thought giving it was disgusting, so he wouldn't do it. But the shower head was a nice substitute, since he did make me come.
We met Cory downstairs for breakfast, and regardless of the guilt I'd awakened with, the moment I saw him I knew I was going to fuck him again. I couldn't explain it... other than the phrase 'undeniable lust'. The sex with him yesterday had been exhilarating, whether we were in the backseat risking the possibility of getting caught, or in his hotel room having intense sex while my son took complete control of me. I woke up the next morning washed full of guilt.
I had no idea what he had in mind for me today... but my pussy was already wet with anticipation and the thong I was wearing, no doubt temporarily, was already damp.
Alex asked as we ate, "You sure you guys can endure another day squeezed back there together?"
I admitted, "It was a little tight," which could be taken as I meant it, just a description of two people crammed together in a space barely adequate for one, or as the sexual innuendo Cory heard it as.
"True, but the longer we go, the looser it gets," he quipped, making me blush.
"I guess that's true," I laughed, trying to hide the blush.
"Well, yesterday we did make it over one-third of the way," Alex said, excited to end the trip and spend some quality one-on-one time with his wife, who had recently become inexplicably amorous.
Ten minutes later we were on the road, with me once again sitting on my son's lap, when he texted me:
C: Thigh highs again?
I responded back:
M: Easy access for your big dick.
He responded:
C: No regrets?
I texted back:
M: Not doing it with you sooner.
I felt like a high schooler again... waiting for my boyfriend to make his inevitable move.
A chill went up my spine as I felt his hands grasping my hips.
Another chill when he lifted me off his lap.
I glanced nervously at my husband, but fortunately he was focused on the road, which was slick with a downpouring of rain.
I felt Cory pulling my thong aside and slowly lowering me onto his fully erect cock.
Once I was sitting entirely down on his dick, he sent another text:
C: Let's just sit like this for a while.
I nodded.
And for the next hour I sat anchored on my son's cock. I wanted to ride on it, or grind on it, yet I just obediently sat on it. I tried to read a book, but that was useless as I couldn't absorb a single word. Instead, I just allowed the longest tease of my life to drive me wild.
When the noise of the heavy rain on our roof finally paused, Alex asked, "How you guys doing back there?"
"Just making the most of a tight spot," my son quipped.
"Yes, it seems even a bit tighter back here than it was yesterday," I added.
"Should we stop for a break?" Alex asked. "There's a truck stop in about fifteen minutes."
"No, we should try to keep at it until at least lunchtime," I replied, hoping to have an orgasm or two before then.
"I'm with Mom, I can last as long as necessary," Cory embellished.
I was worried he meant that he wasn't planning on fucking me during this long, dreary drive. I added, really addressing only my son, referring to blue balls, "Don't try and last too long, sweetheart. You'll go all numb."
"Oh, I have incredible stamina for a tight squeeze," Cory bragged.
"Okay, well let me know if either of you need a break," Alex said, just as the downpour started up again.
"Sounds good, honey," I agreed before adding, ever the nagging driver's wife that I usually was when I was in the front seat, "Focus on the road."
"Nothing else to do," he agreed. "What else would I focus on?"
If you only knew, I thought as I began slowly grinding on my son's cock.
I was dismayed when he grabbed my hips and held me in place.
I grabbed for my phone and texted him:
M: Why? Mommy needs it now!!!
He moved one hand away from my hip to show me his phone:
C: All good things CUM to those who wait... and obey!
I sighed. I was horny as hell and I wanted it now!
Yet instead, I just sat there like a firefighter with a hose available, but no water.
Another half hour passed, although it seemed like three, before Cory placed his hands back on my hips.
I thought to myself, About time.
I prepared for him to start fucking me, but I was surprised once again as I felt his finger beginning to probe my asshole.
He isn't seriously thinking of fucking my ass? I thought to myself. Although I hadn't had anal sex since college, Alex astounding me by refusing when I offered him my backdoor during the third day of our honeymoon in Niagara Falls. I did fuck myself in the ass on occasion when I was home alone... my favourite way of getting off being to double penetrate myself... usually fantasizing about being dp'd in real life... a fantasy that I'd never fulfilled.
I tried to relax and allow his finger in, having had my vibrating butt plug in there just last week, which was much bigger. Yet, without lube and at this angle it wasn't going to be nearly as pleasant.
His finger teased me for a couple more minutes but it didn't enter, before he lowered my pussy back onto his throbbing cock.
He then texted me, as my pussy was again full:
C: Put your phone on mute.
I did.
He texted me again, beginning a lengthy texting conversation:
C: Have you ever been fucked in the ass?
I pondered whether I should tell him the truth. I figured at this point there was no reason to be prudish or conservative with him.
I responded frankly:
M: Not since college.
M: Not with a real cock anyway!
C: Dad doesn't fuck your sweet ass?
M: Your father thinks it's disgusting.
C: I can't imagine how he'd think that: we have the same DNA, and I love it!
M: I'm beginning to wonder if you were switched at birth.
M: LOL.
C: So when was the last time you had something in that fine ass of yours?
M: Last week.
C: Details.
M: It was awesome!
C: Don't make me spank you.
M: <Blush> Is that supposed to be a threat?
Alex never spanked me either, another thing I'd really gotten off on back in college. What I really loved was sharp little slaps on my clit when I was getting close, another thing I did to myself when I was home alone and using my toys in my two holes.
C: Oh, Mom, if only I'd known all this earlier.
Wanting to text him nasty stuff... to keep him hard and horny, hopefully enough so he'd want me to start riding him, I asked him some blunt naughty questions.
M: Why, would you have bent me over the kitchen table and slammed this big sausage in my asshole?
M: Or put me over your knee and spanked my bare bottom for being such a bad Mommy-slut and not offering you my sweet cock sucking mouth, my burning hot cunt and my tight hot asshole for my son to deposit his sweet cum inside?
C: Holy shit, Mom. I would love to hear those words coming out of your mouth!
M: And I'd love that cock of yours slamming into my shit hole as you fucked me so hard I would shout to the entire world that my son was a dirty Mother fucker.
C: You got me Mommy-slut, I'm turning you loose. You may start riding me, but keep texting me.
The words I'd been dying to hear... or to read. I eagerly obeyed, moving my left hand to the top of my husband's seat while holding my phone in the other. I slowly began riding my son up and down, glancing out the left window to see that the rain was coming down even harder now. With this torrent pummeling noisily on the roof of the car, and the wiper blades going full speed in an attempt to give Alex enough visibility to drive safely, there was no way he would be paying any attention at all to what was happening directly behind him.
C: Nice and slow, Mom.
M: God, I just want you to bend me over and take control of me right here! I wish you would just bugger the hell out of me!
C: You're such a slut, Mom.
M: I'm your slut, baby.
C: Forever!!!
I read that word.
One simple word.
No question mark, just assertion.
I realized that this could be more than just a three-day backseat stand... it could be so much more.
M: You want to keep fucking Mommy more than just during this trip?
C: Mom, I own you now. I plan to have you come visit me often, so I can shoot so many loads of cum in you that you will get bloated from it.
M: No such thing as too much cum.
C: Is that a challenge?
M: A fact!
C: You have experience with this?
M: More fantasy than reality. But give me your best shot. Or shots.
C: So what is your fantasy?
I pondered this. I could probably list a dozen. I wanted to be with a woman. I wanted to be double penetrated by two cocks. I wanted to be the centerpiece of a gangbang or a train.
M: I have quite a few.
M: U?
C: Tell me.
I continued slowly riding my son, as I listed just some of my fantasies.
M: I would like to be with a woman.
M: I would like to be double penetrated.
M: I would like to be gangbanged.
M: I would like to go to a glory hole and suck cock after cock.
M: I would like to be triple-penetrated.
M: I would like to be with a she-male.
C: A she-male?
M: A cock and tits... the best of both worlds.
C: LOL.
My pussy was on fire as I listed my naughty fantasies to my son. I wanted to come... no, I needed to come.
M: Do you want to watch Mommy eat cunt?
M: Get double penetrated?
M: Gangbanged?
M: Fisted?
M: Have a cum bath?
C: Oh God, they're all so hot.
He grabbed my hips and began pumping furiously into my wanton cunt. Knowing he was close to coming, I decided to keep my texting nasty.
M: Do you want to fuck Mommy's ass?
M: Pound the living shit out of Mommy?
M: Ream her butt?
M: Cleanse her asshole with a full load of cum?
I felt his cum erupting inside me as my own orgasm approached.
But he then pulled me back down onto his cock and held me there, preventing my orgasm from erupting, or even progressing.
C: No coming for you yet, Mommy.
I was completely frustrated. I was so close and so desperate to come.
M: Please!!!
C: No! Mommy-pets only come when they get permission.
M: I'll do anything.
C: Anything???
M: Mommy is your complete obedient cum slut, baby.
C: Anything has a pretty wide scope.
M: Yes baby, it does.
C: You'd eat cunt for me?
M: YES!!!
C: You'd fuck me and a buddy simultaneously?
The idea of fucking him and his good friend Calvin popped into my head. Somehow years of fantasies, of reading online Literotica and watching porn was no longer enough for me. I wanted to live out all my slutty fantasies... Cameras or not, spectators or not, I wanted to star in my own porno scenes.
M: YES, please!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!
C: What about coming to my frat house if I join one, and serving as a cum bucket for the entire fraternity?
M: OH MY GOD!!! With that thought in my head I might come just by sitting here.
M: Does my son want me to be gangbanged?
C: I'm asking the questions here. But yes, helping make your fantasies come true would be both a major turn-on for me, and gratifying for my Mommy as well.
I was so desperate to come... so desperate to impress him... so in love with him as both a son and a lover... I used a term that would forever after define our relationship.
M: I will obey whatever you order me to do, Master.
C: MASTER!!! I like that.
M: I mean it, Master. I will obey you without hesitation or limitations.
C: What about Dad? If I ordered it, would you scream 'Your son is reaming my asshole?'
Aye! The rub. I was so overwhelmed with lust that I had briefly forgotten I was not only married, but that my loving husband was a couple feet away. Guilt came rushing back in, which was ironic considering all I'd done yesterday and today.
M:???
M: I love your father.
M: And I love you.
C: I love him too.
C: But this is real.
Real...
Was it?
It was raw.
It was intense.
It was taboo.
But... was I willing to end my marriage to be with my son?
Reality came crashing in like a large broken window in a thunderstorm.
As I pondered this question without knowing the answer, Alex spoke for the first time in a long time, "We're pulling over in three miles. I need to pee, we need gas and we should likely have some lunch."
With my orgasm suppressed by sudden guilt, I agreed, "I could pee and eat too."
Cory added, "Me three."
I remained impaled on my son's cock until Alex was pulling off the highway. I slowly raised myself off his cock and felt his cum and my wetness leaking out of me and down my leg.
As I smelled my unplugged sex, strong and undeniable, I was thankful for my husband's anosmia... his inability to perceive odor (which had been caused by meningitis as a teenager).
I moved my thong back over my leaking pussy and shifted over to sit on my son's right leg.
He texted me:
C: We will continue this conversation later.
C: PS: I plan to plug that ass sometime today.
We didn't say anything, as we both contemplated the one flaw with this intense sex... my husband, his dad.
I love Alex. He's a good man. A caring husband and a great provider.
Yet he'd never been able to comprehend my sexual desires or attempt to fulfill them. For years I had accepted that mostly boring sex was just the way it was. Yesterday's raw carnal sex had awakened the sleeping slut in me, and I had no intention of allowing her to go back into slumber.
I decided to text back, willing to risk everything for more of that sexual intensity, my hungry cunt and ass overruling my moral code... or what was left of it.
M: You'd better. My asshole is tingling with anticipation for that big thick cock of yours.
C: Then you'd better find some lube. Because with or without it I'm reaming that asshole first chance I get.
As the car pulled into a rather large parking lot near a few restaurants, gas stations and more, I pondered whether we could inconspicuously slip away into a bathroom.
But where the hell would I get lube?
As soon as the car stopped, I got out. I looked around not for a bathroom, even though I had to pee, nor for a restaurant, even though I was hungry, but for a place that would sell anal lube... which seemed unlikely.
Alex said, "Let's eat first."
"No, let's go to the washroom first," I countered.
"Okay," he nodded. "Then let's meet at that family restaurant over there. I need to tank up on some real food."
"Sounds good," I nodded.
I headed to the bathroom and I was sitting on the stall peeing when I got a text.
C: I just googled anal lube alternatives and apparently coconut oil is one that works well.
I figured that would be slightly easier to find, but not very. I quipped back:
M: Shoot, I just used the last of it this morning to bake brownies.
C: I'm going on the prowl for coconut oil or other lube. I want my Mommy-slut to be happy.
M: Happy hunting!
M: Master!
I finished peeing and went to meet my husband.
He asked, "Where's Cory?"
"I thought he was with you," I lied.
"I should text him," he said.
"Oh, let him be. He's capable of fending for himself," I said. "We are about to drop him off all by himself at the college, after all."
"True enough," he nodded. "Plus, that will give us some alone time."
"I'm not sucking you off in any restaurant," I quipped, before adding, "although if you can find a discreet location, I wouldn't mind a quickie."
"You're suddenly insatiable," he mused, shaking his head.



"That sounds like a great name for a porn movie," I joked, "Don't miss 'Suddenly Insatiable': sedate housewife unexpectedly breaks character to take on a football team." He chuckled at my impromptu plotline as he found us an open table.
We had lunch (sans blow job) and chatted about our upcoming two-week road trip to use up the time while we waited for the closing date on our new condo to arrive.
We were just finishing up when Cory texted me:
C: Circle C family bathroom now!
"Is it Cory?" Alex asked.
"Yes," I nodded and thought quickly. "He needs some money. Apparently he's eating somewhere that doesn't take credit cards."
"Ok, I can go and help him," Alex said.
"No, no," I objected, trying not to look too eager. "I'll go. You can pay the bill here, get some snacks for the drive... I want some licorice... and fuel up the vehicle."
"Yes, my drill sergeant," he joked, always teasing me about my planned itineraries.
"You'd better be ready to become a sexy full-time drill sergeant once we drop Cory off tomorrow," I quipped back, before I kissed him and walked away.
I texted:
M: On my way, Master.
C: Hurry up slut,
C: Time for your butt!
I laughed at his terrible rhyme and tried one of my own as I spotted the Circle C a couple of buildings down.
M: You're no Eminem.
M: But you can have my back end.
C: Okay, that was better, LOL
C: Now hurry up!!!
I walked double fast, almost running... knowing time was of the essence.
Reaching the bathroom, I found it locked. I knocked.
The door opened and I quickly slipped inside before it could close again.
"Bend over the sink," Cory ordered, taking control immediately.
"Yes, Master," I purred, turned on both by his strong persona and by what we'd just agreed we were about to do.
Once I was bent over, I saw lube in his hand. I asked, "You found some?"
"Believe it or not, yes," he nodded, as he tugged my thong down and poured some oil on his cock and between my ass cheeks.
A chill of adrenaline coursed through me: I was about to be ass fucked! I'd fantasized about it for years, tried to replicate it for years, yet nothing compares with the real thing.
I felt his cock rubbing up and down my ass cheeks and then felt it teasing my asshole.
I moaned, "Just slide it in, baby. Your cock was made for my ass."
He laughed, "Two days ago, who would have thought I would ever hear those words from you?"
"Yesterday morning, evennnnnn," I pointed out, as his cock broke through the sphincteral barrier that's supposed to ward off such violations from the outside world.
"So tight," he groaned, as his cock shoved itself sluggishly into me, slow like a turtle.
"So big," I groaned back, loving the way his cock was widening my asshole.
"Shit, I can't believe my clean-living Mom loves it in the ass," he said, clearly in as much awe of this moment as I was.
"I can't believe my righteous boy is so willingly sodomizing his mother in a public washroom," I quipped back.
He didn't respond, at least not verbally, but his hands grasped my hips a bit more tightly as he kept progressing deeper into my back door.
I, on the other hand, was talking endlessly, loving the opportunity to speak out after needing to be so cautiously silent in the vehicle, "Oh yes, baby, I want that entire cock of yours buried in Mommy's ass. Give it to your Mommy like the ass-slut she is! Baby that's painful, but it's so fucking good!"
"Almost there," he declared, as the never-ending slow penetration continued.
"I feel like you're impaling me," I whimpered, a mixture of pleasure and pain coursing through me. I'd always loved the pleasure-pain oxymoron. The right kind of pain often led to a more intense pleasure.
"All in," he announced a moment later.
A chill went up my spine at taking his entire cock in my ass. I asked naughtily, "Are you going to just hang out there and celebrate, or are you going to fuck Mommy's ass?"
"Beg for it, Mommy-slut," he demanded, not yet moving.
"Oh, baby, please fuck Mommy's asshole. It hasn't been fucked by a real cock in over twenty years!"
"Then it's time to make up for lost time," he declared, as he began to fuck me, but slowly.
"Oh yes baby, it feels so good," I moaned, the pleasure growing quickly to replace the pain.
"You love it in your ass, don't you?" he asked smugly, after a minute of slow fucking.
"I love your cock in any of my holes," I agreed.
"Information like that would have been good to know during my entire senior year," he joked.
"I never knew you were this well-hung," I quipped. "I stopped giving you baths when you were still little."
"I knew, though. So on my eighteenth birthday I should have just bent you over the kitchen table and fucked you senseless?" he speculated, as he started to go faster.
"Oh, if only you had a time machine to go back in time and do just that," I purred, the idea so fucking hot.
"We definitely need to make up for lost time," he promised.
"Then fuck me harder right now," I moaned, my long-denied orgasm building once again.
"I don't know if I want to," he teased, continuing his steady pace.
"Please Master," I whined, "Mommy needs her shit hole destroyed by your huge pile driver."
Suddenly he thrust hard, making me scream as he plumbed new depths inside me.
"You mean like that?" he asked, buried deep.
"I don't want this ever to end," I answered, before adding, "now do it again."
Then my phone rang.
"Shit, it's your father," I sighed.
"Interesting choice of words," he laughed as he gave me another deep, hard, thrust.
"Fuck, baby," I yelped, as I grabbed the phone.
"Answer it," he ordered.
"Try not to make me scream," I said.
"No promises," he tormented me, as he resumed fucking me.
"Hey, baby," I answered.
"Where are you?" he asked.
"In the bathroom," I answered.
"Almost done?" he asked.
"I may be a few minutes," I answered.
"Oh, okay. Did you find Cory?" he asked.
"He found me," I replied.
"Well, I'm ready whenever you are," he said.
"Okay, I'll be out soon," I moaned, "Cory's almost ready; we'll meet you at the car," as Cory started fucking me faster.
"You okay?" he asked.
"Upset stomach," I answered.
"Oh, okay," he said, clearly uncomfortable. "Take your time."
"Oh God!" I yelped, as Cory slammed into me again.
"I'd better let you go," Alex said.
"K," I whimpered, hanging up. "You brat."
"Slut."
"Mother fucker."
"Ass-taking cum slut."
"For you I am. Drill my ass," I demanded, the name-calling only enhancing my growing desire to cum.
He pounded me for a few more hard thrusts and then suddenly pulled out.
"Now what are you doing?" I whined, my orgasm nearing an apocalyptic explosion.
"I was just making sure your ass will be well gaped for me in the car," he explained, as he wrangled his erect cock away.
"You can't be serious?" I questioned, horny as hell.
"Oh yes, you're my Backseat Mommy and you need to live up to your role," he smiled, as he slapped my needy ass, hard.
"You fucking bastard," I snapped, as I stood up, and pulled up my thong as his phone rang.
"Hi, Dad," he greeted, pointing to his cock.
I glared at him, but obediently dropped to my knees and fished out his hard cock.
"Yeah, I'm just finishing up here," Cory said, as I took the cock that seconds earlier had been buried deep in my asshole, into my mouth.
"Yeah, I'm with Mom right now," he said. "She says she's feeling better and is just eating a hot dog."
My eyes went wide as I bobbed on his cock, the taste of my back door on his dick, tangy.
"I know, she has quite the appetite," Cory agreed, before adding, "I don't know how she takes it all in her tiny frame."
I could barely keep from laughing at the naughty innuendo he was telling his Dad, who would be completely oblivious to it.
"Okay, okay," he said, as he grabbed my head and began fucking my face. "I'll tell her to hurry up and swallow it all down. I'll give her something to wash it down with."
A few seconds later, I felt his cum slide down my throat.
I swallowed it all as he kept pumping his dick in my mouth. Once I'd extracted the entire load, he pulled out and said, "We should get back."
"That load was supposed to be for my ass," I pointed out, still on my knees.
"I didn't want my cum leaking out of your gaping ass and onto me," he said.
"Asshole," I quipped, as I stood up.
He smirked, "Ass, asshole, shithole, it's all the same."
"I still haven't come," I complained.
"Be a good, obedient Mommy-slut and I may let you come later," is all he said, as he swaggered out of the washroom.
I sighed and followed as I said, "I can't believe what you said to your father."
"What? I was serious. I am amazed at how you can take a whole sausage," he smirked.
Alex was leaning against the car.
"Ready?"
I nodded as I followed my son into the back seat. For the next hour nothing happened, which was both surprising and stressful. A lot of questions popped into my head:
Does he plan to fuck me again in the car?
Does he plan to fuck me in the ass in the car?
Will he finally let me have a fucking orgasm?
Why is he ignoring me?
In the end, my insecurities hit me as did my burning libido. I texted him:
M: Are you going to fuck me or what?
He didn't respond, instead asking his father, "Have you decided where you want to stay for the night?"
"Are you already sick of your mother sitting on your lap?" I asked, rubbing my ass on his cock.
"No," he said, "Just curious."
Alex said, "Well, if we push hard for three hours we'll hit Edestoon."
"That would be a great place to stop for the night," Cory approved.
"Think you two can last three more hours back there?" Alex asked.
"Oh, I think we'll be okay," I said, as I reached my hand beneath myself and around my son's hard cock.
"Yeah," Cory agreed, "I'm so used to this by now, it's like Mom is one of my appendages."
I couldn't help but laugh.
Alex did too. "I'm really sorry to put you two in such a tight place."
Cory quipped, as he moved his hand under me and felt up my ass, "Oh, I've been in tighter places."
My face burned at the naughty, blunt innuendo.
As his finger teased my ass, he texted me:
C: So you want me to fuck you in the ass right here, right now?
I didn't hesitate, my desire to come overriding anything else.
M: Yes, Master. Please fill my asshole with that big dick of yours.
C: Think you can sit down on it entirely?
M: Yes, or die trying!!!
C: Slut!
M: Mother fucker!
C: Incestuous criminal.
M: You're my partner in crime.
He grabbed the lube and handed it to me. He wanted me to lube his cock and my ass. Somehow his demanding this service of me only made it hotter and nastier.
I fished out his cock. It was already (or still?) hard.
I poured a generous puddle of lube in my hand and stroked his glorious cock slowly, loving the feeling of his hard meat in my hand. I then leaned forward, leaning against the front seat, which caused my husband to turn to look at me.
"Are you alright?" he asked.
"Just changing positions," I answered truthfully, as I simultaneously used my left hand (which he couldn't see from where he sat) to rub the coconut oil all around my rosebud. And most people thought coconut oil was only good for baking!
"We can stop for a break whenever you want," he said.
"No, no," I objected, as I slid a finger slightly inside my ass. "It's such a miserable day. We may as well just keep chugging along and get there as soon as we can."
"Yeah, it's still raining cats and dogs," he nodded.
"Well, you just focus on the road," I suggested, as I positioned my son's cock straight up and slowly lowered my pucker onto it. "And we'll just keep ourselves entertained back here," I added, presenting my own naughty innuendo for Cory's and my entertainment.
"Will do," he nodded, as I began sitting down directly onto my son's flagpole.
Cory's cockhead was at my eager back door, and I ever so slowly sodomized myself on his majestic, magic cock.
Our earlier ass fucking in the bathroom, added to an additional helping of the lube, made his dick slide inside me rather easily, and with only a mild discomfort. That said, the discomfort was countered by the euphoria of having a dick back inside me and the risky thrill of sodomizing myself with my husband less than two feet away.
I was about two thirds down, taking my time as I prepared myself for how deep he would soon be inside me when Alex swerved and I lost my balance, collapsing entirely onto Cory's cock.
"Oh fuck!" I screamed, as I suddenly felt myself fully impaled on my son's sword, experiencing a sudden intense pain as his cock reached impossible depths.
"You okay?" Alex asked, slowing down.
"Yes," I said, trying to compose myself. "I just got banged up on that swerve."
Cory quipped, "Yeah Mom, you slammed into me good."
"Sorry," Alex apologized, "there was a sudden deer on the side of the road."
"It's okay," I said, my words having different meanings to each man. "I just need some time to recover."
"Okay," Alex said.
As I sat on my son's cock, I tried to get used to the simmering pain that was now coursing through me from the sudden impaling.
Cory texted:
C: Just relax. We're in it for the long haul.
M: Okay! Your cock pretty much impaled me.
C: It would be a great way to die!
M: If I die before I come it will be the worst way to die.
C: LOL!!!
C: I am preparing a BIG surprise for you tonight!!!
M: What???
C: It's a surprise!!!
M: I hate surprises!
C: I think you enjoyed the last two days of surprises.
M: But I didn't know in advance I had surprises coming.
C: With me you'll always have surprises coming. Now sit still on my cock and be a good Mommy-pet!!!
M: Yes, Master!
And I obeyed. I just sat there with my son's big cock lodged deep in my asshole. As the miles rolled by, the pain eventually faded away and I wanted to start bouncing on his pogo stick.
Yet I just sat there.
Awaiting orders.
Alex asked, "A truck stop in five miles. Do you guys want to stop?"
"No!" I said, a little bit too emphatically.
"Okay, okay," Alex laughed, "I just thought you might need to stretch."
"I'm all stretched now," I replied, and then realized that would make no sense to Alex.
"Okay," he said.
C: You nasty slut! You really do want a good fucking, don't you!!!
M: I want you to ream my asshole until I come and you erupt a load in it.
C: Right here?
C: Right now?
I knew I should wait until we were alone... maybe we could meet again tonight. Yet I needed it now. This long-withheld orgasm was begging for release.
M: I'm your slut!
C: That may be true... but that doesn't answer the question.
M: Yes, I want you to fuck my ass right here, right now!!!
M: Ream my ass until you deposit your seed deep in my rectum.
M: Please, Master!
Suddenly he bucked up, his cock reaching new depths inside me.
"Oh, God!" I gasped, a fresh helping of pleasure and pain coursing through me.
"What?" Alex asked.
"I just saw a dead dog on the side of the road," I lied as my head spun.
"I didn't see anything," Alex said, looking in his mirror.
"It's so sad," I said, as I began slowly riding my son's cock.
"It was there," Cory lied for me. "I saw it too."
"Okay," Alex gave in. "Then I'd better focus on this road."
"Please do," I said, before biting my lips to keep my moans from escaping. I can't explain it, as I'm sure I'm in the minority in this, but I feel greater pleasure and have bigger orgasms from anal sex... although for the past twenty plus years it had only been with sex toys. The pleasure of a real cock in my butt was incredibly stimulating, and it heralded a soon-to-come utopian euphoria.
For a few minutes I slowly rode this cock, getting used to my son's huge cock in me... again the pain fading away as my pleasure built.
Then, wanting to get really fucked, I began riding him faster. I wanted to bounce up and down on his cock, take it as deep as possible inside my asshole, but that would make too much noise and maybe even start bouncing the car around on its springs, which would affect Alex's driving and give us away, so I focused on just going faster.
Yet I couldn't get any rhythm going, and I was getting frustrated.
Cory seemed not to notice my frustration as he texted:
C: Lean forward and to the side so I can really plow your back door.
I obeyed, leaning way forward and to the right side so my head was positioned between the two front seats.
Cory repositioned himself, leaning to the right as well, and slid his cock back into me. I bit my lip so I wouldn't moan, even though I couldn't completely stifle a soft whimper. Fortunately for me, the loud rain was still pelting down.
I moved my hands to the sides of the front passenger seats for leverage, and just braced myself while I allowed my son to fuck my ass. He fucked me fast, but he managed not to slam into me and make sounds that would get us caught. Although I was enjoying the fucking, I wanted it rougher, harder and deeper.
Alex asked, looking over at my awkward placement, "Is that even comfortable?"
I was speaking more to Cory as I answered, "It's not perfect, but it's the best I can manage for the moment."
"I'm going to pull over at the next truck stop. I really need to pee," Alex decided.
"Okay," I nodded, concerned I would once again be denied my long-awaited orgasm.
Cory kept fucking me, although not hard enough to get me off, and in the precarious position I was in, I needed both arms to hold myself up, so I couldn't get a hand to my fevered twat.
"Here's a truck stop," Alex announced a couple minutes later.
Frustrated, I leaned way back and sat down entirely on Cory's dick.
I lifted my ass up a bit, trying to signal Cory to fuck himself up into me.
He caught on and resumed fucking me even as we were slowing down. My hands now free, I was frantically rubbing myself, my orgasm imminent and yet refusing to erupt.
Cory kept ass fucking me even as my husband came to a stop, causing me to fall back onto my son's sword.
"I gotta pee," Alex blurted out, dashing from the car.
"Pound my shithole," I demanded, the moment Alex was out of sight and hearing.
"Ride me, slut," Cory ordered.
And I began bouncing. Hard and fast. Finally able to really get fucked. I rode his cock furiously, no longer worried about getting caught, only focused on coming.
"Come for me, my nasty ass slut," Cory demanded, "Come right now, like the dirty cum slut you are."
"Oh God, yes," I moaned loudly, my orgasm finally about to break through its invisible barrier.
"I'm about to come in your shit hole," Cory groaned.
"Oh yes, come in Mommy's dirty asshole," I moaned, bouncing recklessly on his cock.
"Aaaah," he groaned a couple bounces later. As soon as I felt his load explode inside me, my own cum exploded out of me.
"YOU MOTHER FUCKER," I screamed, as my bubble burst and intense pleasure cascaded through me and flooded out of me.



"Yes, come my dirty ass-slut," he groaned, as his torrent of cum continued to fill my ass.
Even though I was still coming, I knew our time was short so I opened the door, almost fell out of the car and quickly pulled my thong up as I felt my son's cum leaking out of my ass and my own cunt cum joining it to trickle down my legs.
Looking up, I saw a couple of teen boys and an older woman staring at me. There was no way they couldn't see I was struggling to recover from the sex I'd been having just moments before. They'd probably even seen the car rocking and heard what I screamed.
Mortified by the boys' leers and the woman's judgemental glare, I scuttled directly to the bathroom, so distracted I actually walked right into my husband.
"You okay?" he asked. "You look all flustered."
"I really need to pee," I answered, charging past him and into the ladies'.
I went directly into a stall, pulled down my soaked panties and did indeed urinate with great force. I also forced some of my son's cum out of my gaping ass.
I couldn't believe I had fucked my son in the car... again... still unable to resist the temptation. It was like his cock was the forbidden fruit and I was unable not to gobble it down every chance I got.
As I cleaned my two lower orifices, Cory texted me:
C: That was amazing!
M: I can't believe we just did that!
M: I think at least three people knew I'd just been fucking. They even watched me pulling my thong up!
C: Are you ready for more?
M: You can't be serious???
C: Oh, I need a rest too. But click on this link. Tonight we will make another of your fantasies come true.
I clicked on the link and gasped.
It was a Craigslist ad.
Horny submissive MILF slut looking to be DP'd.
Submissive three hole cum slut wants to make her double penetration fantasy come true.
Her young Master is looking for one or two men with big cocks who are willing to DP her or even make her AIR TIGHT.
Please send face and cock pictures, as we are selective and want to make this special for our horny slut. This is a one-night-only offer. The bigger you are, the more likely we'll be to respond.
Please be serious, as this cum slut wants to make a decades'-long fantasy a reality... TONIGHT!!!
This event will take place at Edestoon hotel and not begin until after 11 o'clock.
I read and re-read it a dozen times.
I couldn't believe Cory would do this.
I also couldn't believe the rush that went up my spine at the possibility of being double penetrated and just used by some strangers like a cheap slut.
As I finally stood up, unsure how to deal with this new situation, He sent me another text.
C: I got a dozen responses so far.
C; Would you like to try a black cock?
C: Ten inches!
C: And thick!
Oh my God!!! This way I could realize two fantasies at once. I had always wanted to fuck a black man. I often read race play stories online, and my favourite filmed porn was interracial.
C: Here is his picture!!!
I clicked on it and my mouth watered.
Fuck!
Suddenly fucking my son seemed less like cheating... I know, absurd but true.
This black stranger with a ten-incher would definitely be cheating.
As I contemplated the big black cock, I washed up and examined myself in the mirror.
What was I becoming?
And why couldn't I resist being such a slut?
Yet, even though I knew I shouldn't... I texted my son:
M: BOOK HIM!!!
The End... for now.
Coming next: Backseat Mommy: Gloryhole Slut
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New Family Tradition: Lezmas Eve
Every year since I can remember we have taken pictures as a family in Christmas costumes. We have done everything imaginable, from baby Jesus, to characters from the movie Elf, to awkward reindeer costumes, to ugly Christmas sweaters... just to name a few.
It was usually the three of us, Mom, Dad and I (me being the only child), but this year due to a snow storm my dad was stranded in Buffalo, having visited my great-nana before Christmas as we were heading for Hawaii the day after Christmas (when flights dropped drastically in price).
So Mom invited my cousin, Tara, who was literally the sister I never had over for the Christmas Eve tradition. I was three weeks older than Tara, although most thought she was older than me.
Mom came into my bedroom carrying bags and said, "Here are the costumes."
"What are we this year?" I asked, Mom always keeping the costumes under wraps (hahaha pun intended).
"Oh, I thought outside the box," she smiled.
"Then why are you carrying bags?" I joked.
"Kylie," she sighed, "you are always trying to be funny."
"I try," I shrugged.
"You should stop," Mom said playfully. "Your father is the funny one."
Tara quipped, "Oh, Kylie is very funny. For example, she thinks she has a love life."
"I do," I countered, "it's the vibrator Mom bought me for my 18th birthday."
"I still can't believe you bought your daughter a vibrator, Aunt Sophia," Tara said, often telling me she wished her mom was as cool as mine.
It was hard to argue. My mom is really cool. Besides buying me a vibrator on my 18th birthday, she was very supportive when I told her I was a lesbian. She did joke she still expected me to get pregnant and fat, because she did for me. That said, at eighteen, I had very limited experience with women.
My first time was actually with Mrs. Waddington who I was babysitting for. She was going through a divorce, and came home quite drunk.
I was getting ready to leave when she said, all dramatic, "My life is pathetic."
"No its not," I said, trying to be nice.
"I couldn't even get laid at a bar full of frat boys," she sighed. "I'm apparently ancient."
I consoled her. "No you're not. You are still a very pretty woman." Even though I wasn't sure I was a lesbian yet, I knew I was attracted to women, especially older women, and she was one of my fantasies I thought about while using my vibrator.
"You think so?" she asked, looking at me.
"I know so," I continued. "Boys are stupid."
"Men are worse," she countered, moving to me.
I felt a shift in the room. I felt my pussy tingle. I felt her look deep inside me.
She said, "You have a crush on me, don't you?"
I could feel my cheeks go red. Yet, no words escaped my lips.
She smiled, her hand going under my skirt. "I'll take the silence and the sudden redness of your cheeks as a yes."
I moaned the instant her hand slid underneath my panties.
"You're quite wet," she purred as she kissed me.
I was paralyzed with indecision. Yet, after a moment, I returned the kiss, her lips so soft and tender, unlike the few boys I had kissed. I had sucked three cocks and been fingered twice and each of those encounters had done nothing for me.
Yet this kiss and her finger slowly teasing my pussy lips had my knees week and my head light.
Breaking the kiss, she said, "Get undressed, Kylie, I want to see that young ripe body of yours."
"Okay," I nodded, not hesitating at all. The kiss felt so natural and I had fantasies that went just like this. As I got undressed, Mrs. Waddington took her skirt off too... and then her panties.
Once I was naked, she knelt in front of me and asked, "Every had your pussy licked?"
"No," I said, each guy saying it was gross, which was ironic because so was sucking their sweaty, dirty dicks.
"Oh my," she said. "Then get ready to have your world rocked."
Before I could respond, she leaned in and began licking my pussy. I literally saw fireworks as one of my biggest fantasies came true and my questioning of my own sexuality made sense with one intimate kiss, one sweet lick down below. I moaned, "Oh my God."
"You taste so sweet, Kylie," she purred, as she continued licking me.
"I can't believe this is happening," I said, my orgasm building very quickly.
"Do you want me to stop?" she asked.
"God, no," I said with urgency.
She laughed softly, as she said, "I've known you wanted me for a while, my dear. I just wasn't sure how to get you naked."
"You should have just asked," I joked, even as my moans increased.
"May I lick your pussy, baby, until you come all over my face?" she asked.
"God, yes," I moaned, her words and tongue getting me close to eruption in less than two minutes.
She suddenly moved to my clit and flicked it with her tongue.
That was all it took. I barely held back a scream as the most intense orgasm of my young life flooded out of me.
"So yummy," she purred, as she licked and licked my pussy as my cum leaked out of me.
Once done, she stood up and kissed me again.
I apologized, "Sorry, I came faster than a guy."
She shrugged, as she hopped up onto a table and spread her legs, "I doubt I'll last much longer. I've wanted your pretty face buried between my legs for a long time."
"Really?" I asked.
"Yes," she nodded. "Now come and taste my honey."
I didn't need to be told twice. I moved between her legs, dropped to my knees and stared at her completely shaved pussy. I wondered instantly if I should shave mine. I took a deep breath, surprised by the exotic scent that exuded from her pussy.
She purred, "Go ahead, my dear, lick my pussy."
I said, staring at her pussy, "I can't believe we are doing this."
"I can't believe we have wasted all those times we both wanted to munch on each other's pussies," she replied, as she grabbed my head and guided me the last couple of inches and helped me cross the line from straight to, well, not straight.
I extended my tongue and licked.
One lick and every last lingering doubt of whether or not I was a lesbian was answered. All my insecurities around boys and lack of attraction made sense. Her taste was perfection.
I was a lesbian.
I licked tentatively at first, unsure what I was doing.
I explored her pussy with my focus and curiosity. I was Lara Croft: Pussy Raider and I had found my purpose in life. I was Indiana Moans and I had indeed found the arc of the cunt-venant.
I took my time both because I was tentative and inexperienced, but also because I did not want this moment to end.
Her moans slowly increased as I licked her growing wetness, a chill going up my spine with each moan and whimper that escaped her lips.
She whispered, "You're a natural pussy pleaser, Kylie." As I moved up towards her swollen clit, she added, "Now get me off. Suck on my clit like I did yours."
"Okay," I nodded, as I tried to replicate what she had done to me.
"That's it, baby, suck on my clit. Put it between those pretty lips and tug on it."

I obeyed and was rewarded a little while later with an abundance of her cum. And if I thought her pussy tasted good before, well, her full flood of pussy juice was bursting with flavour and had me instantly addicted.
From that evening on, I regularly came over to lick Mrs. Waddington. On occasion she licked me in return, but usually it was a one way street.
Knowing I was, without a doubt, a lesbian, everything changed. At school, I slyly checked out my peers, and crushed heavily on a pretty brunette and Tara's best friend Kimberly and also tried not to drool over the cheerleaders in their short skirts.
That said, most of my naughty fantasies involved more mature women.
Whether it be Mrs. Walker, my English teacher, who was so sexy and sweet and yet exuded a sexuality about her that had my panties damp every day in class.

Or Mrs. Abberhammer, who was a British woman with a sexy accent for whom I babysat on occasion, and who dressed every day in dresses and heels.

It got so bad that every woman I saw, I wondered what their pussy tasted like. Do they all taste alike?
I spent every night rubbing myself at the thought of pleasuring pussy. Not surprisingly, I even envisioned slight bondage. Being tied up and forced to please.

Christmas holidays had officially begun and Aunt Debbie was at my house helping wrap presents. Tara was gone for one last basketball tournament before Christmas, and Mom and Dad were at a Christmas party.
I enjoyed spending time with my aunt, who was usually very blunt, unlike my rather conservative mother (other than buying me that vibrator for my eighteenth birthday... actually, ever since I'd turned eighteen Mom, had been acting different).
"So, got a boyfriend?" Aunt Debbie asked.
"Not really," I answered, not wanting to tell her I was no longer interested in boys.
"Not really?" she questioned. "It was kind of a yes or no question."
"Well, then no," I said.
"Why not?" she asked.
"They're too much work," I answered, which was definitely true.
"Now that is the truest thing I've ever heard," she agreed.
I knew that Aunt Debbie had not dated a man in forever, Uncle Joey having left her a few years ago. I said, "I'm sure there are great guys out there."
"For me?" she scoffed.
"Of course, Auntie," I said, before adding, "you're a very beautiful woman."
"I agree completely," she smiled, before adding, "You know I'm a lesbian, don't you?"
"What? No!" I said, surprised, although that would explain the fact I had never seen or heard her with another guy. I did recall her bringing a friend to a Halloween party and they were dressed as salt and salt. Suddenly, it was obvious.
"You're so cute in your innocence," she laughed.
"I'm not so innocent," I countered, always hating when people thought I was just a goody goody.
"Do tell," she said, looking at me with curiosity.
I realized I had said too much. I shrugged, "You know, just the usual."
"When I was in high school, the usual was jerking guys off," she said, "and munching cunt."
My face went beet red at Auntie's use of the 'c' word as I gasped, "Auntie!"
She looked at me for a minute and then bluntly asked, "Are you a lesbian, Kylie?"
"Pardon?" I asked, even though I had definitely heard the question.
"Do you munch cunt?" she bluntly asked, which was so out of character for her.
"Auntie!" I gasped again, still shocked by her question and her vulgar language.
"Kylie," she said. "It was a simple yes or no question. Do you like girls? Pussy? Cunt?"
"I can't believe you're asking me this," I said.
"It's okay if you are," she said. "It's also 2015 so you don't have to hide it like I did all those years. You shouldn't go around eating sausage if you prefer fish."
"Oh my God, Auntie," I said, shocked by the entire conversation.
"So, do you like sausage or fish?" she asked.
I decided to answer as vaguely as possible, while still answering, "I'm not a big fan of sausage."
"You've had sausage?" she asked.
"A few," I admitted. "They were not to my liking."
"And fish?" she questioned. "Have you had fish?"
I couldn't believe I was telling my auntie this, but I nodded, "Yes, I have had fish."
"Was it good?" she questioned.
"It is definitely my preferred choice," I answered, figuring I may as well be upfront.
"I knew it," she nodded. "Come with me."
"Where?" I asked.
"Just come," she said, annoyed by my questions.
"Fine," I said, following her out of curiosity.
She led me into my room and asked, "Have you been fucked by a guy yet?"
"What?" I asked.
"Did a car park in your garage?" she asked.
"What?" I asked, confused.
Did a penis enter your vagina?" she bluntly asked.
"No," I answered.
"Get undressed," she ordered.
"What?" I asked, stunned by her order.
"Now!" she demanded.
"But, I...." began to protest, but she cut me off.
"Kylie Jasmine Martin," Aunt Debbie said, raising her voice just like my mom did when she was annoyed at me.
Before I knew it I was naked; confused, naked and kinda horny.
"I can't have my niece going into the world of lesbianism without some practical first-hand experience," she said, as she went to my night stand and pulled out my vibrator.
I wondered how she would even know it was there. She asked, "So the only person who has used this on you is you?"
"Of course," I nodded, thinking that was pretty obvious.
"Get on your knees," she ordered.
"Auntie this is wrong," I protested. Although my auntie was hot and definitely someone I would be sexually attracted to if she wasn't my aunt, this felt weird.
"I'm just going to teach you how to pleasure a woman," she said. "It would be irresponsible to allow you to go out and about without some experience."
"I have some experience," I pointed out.
"How many pussies have you munched on?" she asked, the sausage and fish analogy apparently over with.
"One," I answered, "but a few times."
"Has she done you too?" Auntie asked.
"A couple times," I answered, not sure why I was being so honest in this surreal conversation or why I was standing naked in front of my aunt.
"And have you used any toys during these rendezvous?' she questioned, as she turned the vibrator on, while moving directly in front of me.
Although I was overwhelmed with the surreal situation, I could feel pussy juice actually leak slightly down my leg.
"No," I admitted.
"Well, a woman needs to be able to use a variety of methods to please another woman," she said. "Now get on all fours and don't make me tell you a third time."
I reluctantly obeyed, my mind arguing with what was happening, even as my body argued to just let go and enjoy myself. After a pause I obeyed.
"Good girl," she purred, her hands squeezing my ass.
My body stiffened as my head was muddled with confusion.
"Your ass is as perfect as your mother's," she said, as her finger moved to my pussy.
My eyes went big; my body quivered; yet, I moaned.
"You know, your mom and I have been munching each other's cunts for years," she revealed, as she slid my vibrator inside me.
"Whaaaaaat?" I asked with a loud moan.
"Your mom is a great pussy pleaser," Aunt Debbie continued.
"No way," I said, looking back at her, even as she began fucking me, and we both willingly committed an act of incest.

"She was between my legs earlier today," she revealed, shock compounding shock, as she picked up the pace.
"Oh, God," I moaned, both from another revelation and from the intense fucking I was receiving... from my Aunt.
"Come for your auntie, my dear," she purred, kissing my ass cheeks while she pumped the buzzing toy in and out of me.
My breathing got heavy and I reached the quickest orgasm in my life as I screamed, "Oh shit, yes!"
As my body quaked with euphoria, Aunt Debbie pulled the toy out and said, "Let's keep this secret between you and me."
"You and Mom really have sex?" I asked, a minute later, once my orgasm finally began to fade away.
"For years," she nodded.
"I can't believe it," I said.

I watched Auntie put the vibrator in her mouth as she sucked off my juice. She smiled, "Mmmmm, I may have to taste this directly from the source one day soon."
That one day actually happened half an hour later, after I had brought her off twice, once with my tongue and once with my vibrator.
I agreed to keep this secret, but it hadn't left my mind since. Every time I looked at my mom, I thought to myself: she eats out Auntie. Every time I talked to her, I thought to myself: she eats out Auntie.
Mom said, "Your mother should have bought you one, too."
"She is way too much a prude for that," Tara countered.
"Oh, your mother has a lot of sides to her," Mom said, before adding, "Now put the costumes on and come downstairs."
As I got undressed, I was again unable to push the visual out of my head. My Mom ate Auntie's pussy. I ate Auntie's pussy. Auntie had eaten mine.

"I think my Mom is pretty black and white," Tara said, once we were alone and getting undressed.
I couldn't help but disagree. "Oh, I bet she has a naughty side."
"That I would love to see," Tara scoffed, as she went to take off her shirt.
"Your Mom used to be eighteen too," I pointed out.
"I like to think the only time she had sex was to produce pretty ole' me," she said, doing a spin now completely naked.
We had seen each other naked many times, but this was the first time since I had had sex with her mother. I couldn't help but wonder what it would be like to taste her. Would she have a different taste than her mother?
"Maybe she was a wild slut like you," I quipped. "Like seriously, do you ever wear underwear?"
"Once a month," she shrugged, before adding, "and what are you talking about? You're not wearing panties either."
I shrugged, "I'm trying to discover my own wild side."



"That I would love to see," Tara laughed as we both moved to the bag Mom had left on the bed for us.
"Uh, Kylie? What's going on?" a surprised Tara asked, as she looked in the bag.

"Not much," I joked, as I looked in the bag too and found there was not much in the bag and definitely not enough to dress up. I called out, "Mom, where is the rest of the costume?"
Mom called back up, "Your auntie choose those. She stressed you would know exactly why they were chosen."
I gasped.
"What did she mean?" Tara asked.
I shrugged, lying, "I have no idea." And truthfully, I wasn't sure. Did Auntie have a naughty purpose for us? She wouldn't be here for a couple more hours. Had Auntie and Mom talked? Did Mom know I was a lesbian? Did Mom know that Auntie and I had sex? My head was spinning, but I said, "Let's just put this on and go see what the heck our moms were thinking."
"Okay," Tara shrugged, "but there aren't even any tops for these."
I joked, "Maybe this is a porno version of the picture."
Tara put on the wig, glasses and mini skirt and said, "So if I'm Mrs. Claus, then... you're supposed to be...."

"HO-HO-HO," I said, as I put on my beard and Santa hat.

Tara joked, "Oh yes, you are indeed one sexy ho."
"Takes one to know one," I joked, unable to take my eyes off her perky tits.
"What the hell is your mom thinking?" Tara asked.
"I don't know," I said. "She has been acting a bit strange of late."
"So has my Mom," Tara said. "Maybe they are going through menopause together."
"They do seem to do a lot of things together," I said, my meaning way naughtier than Tara would ever catch on.
"Hurry up you two," Mom yelled.
"Are we really going downstairs dressed like this?" Tara asked.
I shrugged, wondering if Mom had some naughty intentions and, if so, did they include me? The idea, which a week ago would have shocked me, suddenly had me curious. "She must know we are sans upper body wear."
"Okay, whatever," she shrugged.
We headed downstairs, and I joked, as Mom sat on her knees in front of the Christmas tree, "Uh, Mom. I think you forget to give us part of the costume."
"That's right, I did," Mom said.
"I was beginning to worry you may have Alzheimer's," I joked.
"Here," Mom said, as she pulled something out of a box.

Tara and I both gasped as we stared at the massive cock.
"Mom! What is that?" I questioned, my earlier assumptions obviously correct. Auntie had told Mom about our earlier rendezvous.
"Auntie!" Tara said, "What is going on?"
"This is from your Aunt," Mom said to me, before turning to Tara added, "And from your Mom for you."
"I don't understand," Tara said, confused.
"This is one of your Christmas gifts," Mom said.
"A dildo?" Tara asked.
Mom laughed, "Actually, it's a thick, long strap-on cock to fuck each other with."
"Delicious," I purred, understanding this was our mom's way to get us to become lovers like they were."
"You can't be serious," Tara asked, although I wasn't sure if it was to Mom's revelation or my reaction.
"Tara," I said, "I've wanted to munch on that sweet pussy ever since I realized I'm a lesbian."
"You're a lesbian?" she questioned, clearly shocked.
"We are all lesbians," Mom announced.
"Huh?" both Tara and I replied at the same time. I knew I was a lesbian and that Aunt Debbie was too.

But Mom was bi at best and Tara had never shown any signs of being interested in girls.
"Girls, its time you learned the family tradition," Mom said.
"Okay," I agreed curiously, as I glanced over to my sexy cousin and wondered if I was going to get to taste her perfect pinkness.
"Debbie and I have been playing with each other for quite a while," Mom revealed.
"What?" Tara asked shocked.
"How long?" I asked, curious for more details.
"Since we were your age," Mom revealed.
"What do you mean 'playing'?" I asked, being like Nancy Drew and looking for answers.
Mom turned to Tara and said, "Well, we eat each other's pussies and use toys like the one in my hands on each other."
"You and Mom have sex?" Tara asked, even though the answer was obvious.
"Every chance we get," Mom nodded. "But the tradition started on Christmas Eve when I was eighteen and Debbie was twenty."
"Oh my God," Tara said, clearly overwhelmed with all she was hearing.
"Truth be told, Debbie seduced me by climbing into my bed one night and saying, 'Do you want your Christmas present from me early?' I was almost asleep at the time, but before I could answer she tugged my panties down, I was in a nightie, and buried her face in my pussy before I could even think straight."
"Think straight," I joked, "now that is funny."
"You brat," Mom smiled.
Tara finally asked, "So you and Mom have been having sex ever since?"
"Once we had kids it was pretty rare, but we always found time during the holiday season for a yearly night of Christmas cheer," Mom said, before adding, "but since your father left we have been a lot more frequent."
"What does Dad think?" I asked.
"Some things are better left unsaid," Mom shrugged, standing up and walking over to me.
"I guess," I said.
"No, seriously," Mom said. "I would never cheat on your dad with another man, but Debbie was before I ever met him and she provides a need he can't satisfy."
"What is that?" I asked.
"Real orgasms," Mom revealed.
"TMI!" I joked.
"No man can give an orgasm to a woman the way another woman can," Mom explained, as she began to put the strap-on harness on me.
"Uh, Mom? Umm... what're you," I questioned, as more pussy juice leaked out of me and slithered slowly down my leg.

"It's time to start a new family tradition for you two," Mom said, as she tightened the harness around me.
I glanced over to Tara who had a look of complete shock on her face, as she stared at the huge cock strapped onto me.
Mom stood up and instructed, "Come sit on the couch, Tara."
I watched as Tara wordlessly obeyed. I was curious if it was because she was in shock or excitement... although I imagined both.
When I turned back to look at Mom, I gasped. She was getting undressed too.
"What?" Mom asked. "Can't I be part of the new family tradition?"
"I guess so," I laughed, the conversation and situation still surreal.
Once Mom was naked, she grabbed a bottle from the floor and handed it to me. I watched Mom join a still bewildered Tara on the couch as I glanced at the bottle to realize it was lube.
Mom said, "Tell me... is your cunny wet, Tara?"

"Yes, Mrs. Richards, it has been since we dressed like this," Tara admitted, looking up nervously. I thought it was weird she didn't call Mom auntie, but she was likely trying to keep the incest part out of the equation.
"C'mon, open up your legs... wide," Mom instructed.
Tara obeyed, opening her legs and allowing her pussy to be touched by her auntie.
Mom purred, "Good," before she looked at me. She ordered, "Now Kylie, soak your strap-on with lots and lots of K-Y, then come here."
I nodded, as I indeed generously coated the long, thick cock.
Mom calmly whispered to Tara, "Easy, Angel."
I looked up to see Tara biting her lips as Mom masturbated her.
I walked over to them, wanting to be a part of this.
"Do you want to be fucked, Tara?" Mom asked, as her finger slid inside her niece.
"By that big thing?" Tara asked with a moan.
Mom laughed, "They say size matters."
"I agree," Tara laughed too. "It will tear me apart."
"Just got to get your cunny nice and wet for it," Mom said, sliding a second finger in.
"Okay," Tara moaned, closing her eyes. I watched Mom finger fuck my cousin as I waited my turn. I had never fucked a girl before and the idea that my first would be Tara was, for some reason, a major turn-on.
After a couple of minutes of finger fucking, Tara now moaning loudly, Mom looked up to me and asked, "Ready to fuck your cousin?"
"Yes, Mommy," I answered, thinking using the term 'Mommy' made this hot sexy encounter even a little kinkier.
"Yes, Mommy, what?" Mom asked, now furiously fingering Tara.
"Oh fuck," Tara moaned, her eyes not once opening since her auntie started to pleasure her.
"Yes, I want to fuck Tara," I said, taking the initiative and moving between Tara's legs.
"Ready for big red?" Mom asked.
"God, yes," Tara moaned, opening her eyes and looking up at me, as Mom moved her hand and I rubbed the thick cock up and down Tara's very wet pussy lips.
"Beg," I demanded, somehow feeling a rush of power with a cock on me.
"Please shove that mammoth dick in my cunny," Tara moaned, looking insatiably hungry.
I teased her more, as I ordered, "On the floor."
"Okay," Tara obeyed which was quite hot, as she was definitely the one in charge in our cousin relationship. She usually chose what we did, where we went.
Once she was on the floor, I again got between her legs, and asked, "Ready?"
"Shove that massive cock in my cunny, Kylie," she demanded, lifting her ass up, trying to get the cock to slide inside her.
I obliged her request as I slowly slid the cock inside her cunt.

Her unintelligible sounds as my cock slid inside her were sexy as hell, as was her facial expression.
"Just relax, Tara," Mom instructed, watching us from the couch as she began to slowly pleasure herself.
"It's so much bigger than any of the guys I've fucked," Tara declared with a moan.
"And the good thing with a strap-on cock is that it lasts a lot longer than a guy," Mom said.
"And it can't get you pregnant," I added, as the entire cock disappeared in Tara's perfect pinkness.
"So fucking full," Tara moaned.
"I'm going to fuck you now," I declared.
"Go slow," she said, opening her eyes and looking at me.
"Okay," I nodded, as I slowly began to pull out and then slide back in again.
"Oh yes, Kylie," Tara moaned, after a few slow strokes, "That feels so good."
"What does?" I teased.
"You fucking me," Tara whimpered.
Mom added, "You two look so natural together. I wish Debbie was here to watch this."
"Where is she?" I asked, as I continued the slow fucking.
"On her way home," Mom answered.
Tara added, "She went to visit a friend in need."
"Oh she was in need all right," Mom joked, her tone implying more naughtiness.
"Is Carol a lesbian too?" Tara asked.
"Not a lesbian," Mom said, "but definitely an eager pussy pleaser."
"Oh, wow," Tara said. I had no idea who Carol was and wanted to get the focus back on us.
I said, "Time to really fuck you."
Tara smiled, turning back to me, "Those are words I never envisioned you saying."
I nodded, "But definitely words I plan to say to you often now."
"You better," she moaned, as I began fucking her faster.
A rush of adrenaline coursed through me as I fucked her. I reached down and cupped her breasts and said, "You're such a hot slut, Mrs. Clause."

"And you have such a big cock, Santa," she moaned.
I repositioned her, moving her leg up and over me as I began slamming into her hard with each forward thrust.
"Fucking fuck me hard, Santa!" she screamed, beginning to buck her ass up to meet my thrusts.
I fucked Tara for a couple more minutes before she screamed, "Yes, Santa, I'm coming!"
I kept fucking her throughout her orgasm, loving watching her facial expressions as she came as well as hearing her loud moans.
When I finally pulled out, suddenly getting a leg cramp, Mom instructed, "Put on the strap-on, Tara."
"With pleasure," Tara said, standing up. She almost fell as she added, "Shit, you fucked me so hard you made my entire being weak."
"You should return the favour," I suggested, as I took the harness off and handed it to Tara.
Tara put it on and said, "I think I can do that."
Once on, Tara ordered, "On all fours."
I joked, as I obeyed, "I see you're back to your bossy self."
"You're the submissive and I'm the boss," she said, as she moved behind me.
"Well, discipline your worker," I purred, as she moved behind me and put her hands on my hips.
"I have wanted to do this for a while," Tara declared, surprising me as she slid the cock inside my fevered cunt.
"What?!?" I asked with a loud moan as the cock filled me.
"I play basketball," she said. "What do you think we do on road trips?"
"Play basketball," I joked.
"Well, we do some of that too," Tara said, as suddenly I felt her body leaning against mine. That meant she was completely inside me.
To my surprise, I easily took the entire cock.
I had never been fucked by a guy and had only been fucked once by Aunt Debbie with my vibrator. This was different. I wanted to feel her fucking me. I declared, "Now please, Tara, take my virginity."
"What?" both Mom and Tara asked.
"I've never been fucked before," I admitted.
"Not even by Barry?" Tara asked.
I had told Tara that Barry and I had sex to make myself not look like a pathetic virgin. But the truth was I had only sucked his cock and allowed him to finger me.
"No, I lied," I said.
"Why?" Tara asked.
"Because I didn't want to look pathetic," I answered, before adding, "plus I don't like boys."
"You're a lesbian?" Tara asked.
"Well, if only liking licking cunny makes me a lesbian, then yes," I said, trying to make a joke out of it.

"Take my virginity, and do whatever you do on your road trips on me," I offered, wanting to be fucked now.
"You sure?" Tara asked, as she remained deep in me.
"Definitely," I nodded, before adding, "now fuck me with that big cock."
"As you wish," she said, as she began fucking me slowly.
"Ohhhhh," I moaned.
"How are you possibly taking this all?" Tara asked.
"Because Aunt Debbie prepped my pussy earlier this week," I revealed.
"What?" Tara asked, stopping mid stroke.
"Aunt Debbie seduced me a few days ago," I said.
"Oh my God," Tara said. "How could I not know that my mom is a lesbian?"
"She has wanted to tell you forever," Mom said, interjecting for the first time in a while.
"She has?" Tara asked.
"Oh yes," Mom moaned, slowly rubbing herself. "We have been planning this day for a while."
"Wow!" Tara said.
"Can we get back to taking my virginity?" I questioned, as I began to bounce back on the cock, deciding to fuck myself.
Tara laughed, "Sorry, the revelations just keep on coming."
"As I want to too," I moaned, my orgasm building.
"Always playing with words," Tara scolded, as she began meeting my movements.
"Now I just want to play with you," I quipped back.
After a couple more minutes I knew I wasn't going to last much longer. I moaned, "So close."

Suddenly, Tara pulled out and I whined, "What are you doing?"
"What I would do on a road trip," she said, as she buried her face in my ass.
"Oh, my," I moaned, her tongue licking my rosebud and creating new emotions and sensations.
"I love eating ass," Tara declared, her tongue doing wonders.
"I love having my ass eaten," I declared, an act I had never even considered a possibility until it was happening.
Mom said, "You two are just like your own mothers."
"How so?" I asked.
"Tara is a dominant kinky woman, just like her mother," Mom said.
"And what about you and Kylie?" Tara asked, still swirling her tongue around my asshole.
"And Kylie and I both look sweet and innocent, but are eager little sluts underneath that conservative look," Mom revealed.
"Like Mommy, like daughter," I moaned.
"Does auntie take it in the ass?" Tara asked, as she rolled me onto my back.
"What?" I gasped, worried that she was considering fucking my ass.
"Your uncle loves pounding my asshole, as does your mother," Mom said, as she moved her fingers and slid two into her own asshole.
"Holy shit," I said.
"You and your witty innuendo," Tara chuckled, as she lubed the cock again.
"You're not going to fuck my ass, are you?" I asked.
"You told me you wanted to be treated like a road trip slut," she said, as she added lube to my asshole. "And all my little basketball sluts must be willing to get fucked in all three of their holes."
"Oh my God," I said. Now being my turn to get shocked.
"Just like your mother," Mom moaned.
"I'll go slow," Tara said.
"Please do," I nodded, willing to get sodomized.
Tara joked, as she positioned the massive cock at my ass, "I'm going to take two of your virginities in one day."
"What a great present," I joked back, as I felt the cockhead slowly push inside my out only hole, which apparently was under new rules.
"Merry Christmas," Tara said, smiling down at me as the cock slowly penetrated me.
"Oh... my... God," I said through gritted teeth, a sharp pain burning through me.
"Just relax," Mom said. "The pain will go away in a bit and then a pleasure you can't even imagine will begin to take over."
"K," I nodded, only feeling pain and yet somehow enjoying the submissiveness of allowing myself to be taken in such a way.
"I'm not going to go all in, Kylie," Tara said, before adding, "Just enough to fuck that sweet asshole of yours."
For a few minutes Tara slowly fucked my ass. As mom promised, the pain did fade, although not going away completely, but a pleasure did slowly grow... one unlike when I used a vibrator or was licked. Not better, or worse, just different.

Slowly, I could feel my orgasm rising again. I moaned, "Faster, Tara, fuck my ass faster."
"You want to come from getting ass fucked?" Tara asked, as she did indeed go faster and deeper.
A new pain hit me.
A new pleasure hit me.
The pleasure and pain principle creating a euphoria that had my orgasm rising at an accelerated rate. "Oh yes, more," I moaned.
"Come for me," Tara ordered, getting dominant. "Come, you little ass slut!"
Somehow the name calling turned me on and I moaned, "So close, yes, fuck my ass harder."
She kept fucking me, going deeper and deeper in my ass, until I erupted, "Yessssssss."
As I came, she pulled out and dove into my pussy, licking my cum.
My wig had fallen off a while ago, as had Tara's too when she dove between my legs, and when she moved up to kiss me, my own juices on her lips, we were not two cousins, but two lovers.




We kissed for a couple of minutes, while Tara took off the strap-on Mom asked, "So are you going to call social services on me?"
Tara broke the kiss and pulled me up off the floor.
Tara put her arm around me and I did the same as we turned to see Mom standing there. Feeling the most satisfied I ever had from sex, even though I loved the few encounters I had had before today, I smiled, "Heck, no! You're the best, Mom. This is the best present I've ever gotten."

Mom smiled a wicked smile as she said, "Well, I have one more gift for the both of you."
Tara, all giddy with excitement, asked, "What? What is it? Can we have it now? Pretty please?"
"Oh," Mom smiled, walking towards us. "This is a gift you can have whenever you want."
"But it's already unwrapped," Tara said playfully.
"But it's exactly what I wanted," I added.
"Both of you follow me," Mom ordered, as she led us to her bedroom.
We followed, both eager like puppies.
Mom got onto her bed, spread her legs and smiled, "Come and continue our new family tradition."
Tara and I both got on the bed at the same time.
Tara purred, "Best Christmas ever."
I agreed, "Maybe the new family tradition could happen more than once a year."
"Maybe every day should be Christmas," Tara added, as she buried her face in Mom's pussy while I cursed that I didn't do it first.
"I couldn't agree more," Mom moaned.
After a minute, I declared, "My turn."
"For what?" Mom asked.
"To munch on Mommy's pussy," I answered, liking the idea of reminding us that we were involved in the taboo act of incest.
"Well, then suck on Mommy's cunny, my baby girl," Mom said.
Tara and I took turns licking Mom's pussy for the next few minutes.
When I licked, Tara was kissing my back and neck.
When she licked, I replicated the sweet tenderness on her.
Mom's moans were increasing when were startled by another voice.
"How dare you start without me!" Aunt Debbie said.
We turned around and saw she was already getting undressed.
Mom purred, "Oh, that was just the appetizer. Now it's time for the full meal deal."
"It better be," Aunt Debbie nodded, joining us on the bed. "It's time my daughter learned her place."
"My place?" Tara asked.
"Between my legs," Aunt Debbie firmly said. "Now get between them."
As Tara obeyed and dove between her Mom's legs, I buried my face in my own Mom's pussy. No doubt about it, this was the best Christmas ever.
THE END
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Recap:
In Part One, A POWER SHIFT: 39-year-old mother Michelle decides to try on her daughter Allie's slutty cheerleading outfit. Once she has it on, she begins fucking herself with her daughter's vibrator on her daughter's bed. Caught by her domineering daughter and her friend Kim, she is forced to eat her daughter's pussy and also Kim's before being told she is now her daughter's pet.
In this part: the training begins.
Cheerleader's Mom: Creating a Slut
At supper that night, Michelle couldn't make eye contact with Allie at the table.
When Michelle's husband, Jeremy, asked how her day was, she could feel her cheeks burn.
The mother stammered, feeling Allie's eyes bore into her, "I-I-It was fine."
Allie asked, "Nothing out of the ordinary?"
"No," the mom replied, looking up at her and trying to show that she wasn't intimidated by her, even as she prayed she wasn't going to out her.
"You really need to get yourself a hobby, Mom," Allie said.
Jeremy asked, "Is there something you would like to do, honey?"
Allie answered, "Yeah, do you have any curiosities?"
Michelle noticed her daughter stress the word 'curiosities'. She replied, "Actually, I have become the head of this year's fundraising for prom."
"Really? That's great," Jeremy said.
"Yeah, we can spend some quality time together," Allie chirped in.
"I look forward to it," Michelle responded, and then realized that Allie would likely take her answer to mean something it didn't.
"Me too," Allie nodded, her tone dripping with implication for her mother, that her oblivious dad didn't catch.
An hour later, while Jeremy was watching the ball game on television, Allie walked over to her mother and squeezed her ass as she finished up the dishes.
"Please, don't," Michelle whispered.
"Tomorrow we begin your new hobby," Allie whispered, her finger slyly rubbing her mom's pussy over her panties.
"This has to stop," Michelle involuntarily moaned.
"Oh, my pet Mommy," Allie purred, as she tapped her finger on her mom's clit, "we are just getting started."
"Allie," the Mom whispered, but couldn't finish the sentence.
"Now go upstairs, get undressed and bring yourself off while you envision all I plan to do to you," Allie ordered, as she slid her finger under the panties and directly inside her mom.
"Oh, God, Allie, stop," Michelle moaned, overwhelmed, as her daughter fingered her while her husband was in the other room and yet not able to stop her daughter's violation.
After just a few fast finger pumps, Allie added, as she pulled out, "And from now on, no fucking panties."
Michelle was paralyzed, wet and dishevelled.
"Now go, and if you disobey I show Daddy the video of you munching Kim's cunt," Allie ordered, slapping her mother's ass and enjoying the power she had over her usually nagging mother. She added, "Of course, leave the thigh highs on."
Michelle walked away, feeling her daughter's eyes following her, her legs almost giving away underneath her as she scurried to her room.
Horny, confused, and scared to disobey, the mother got undressed, lay on her bed and began pleasuring herself, stunned at how wet she already was. As she closed her eyes, this afternoon flashed back in waves, both visually in her head and literally in her body.
It took seconds for her orgasm to begin to build; less than two minutes before the pleasure was at full intensity and about to erupt.

The increasing pleasure eventually hit eruption and she let out a loud moan as she pictured perfectly Kim's pussy and the exotic taste and scent that went with it.
Once her orgasm finished its lengthy journey through her, she got dressed again and went to watch television with her husband... guilt again hitting her.
This had to stop!!!
.....
The next morning, Michelle was in her robe, making breakfast for her husband and daughter like she always did when Allie walked up to her and whispered, "That is a second punishment."
"For what?" the Mom asked, although she should have taken on the mother role and took back control of her household.
"For not wearing thigh highs," the daughter answered, before asking, "are you wearing panties?"
"Yes," the Mom asked.
"That is three," Allie added, shaking her head at the reality her mother was a slow learner.
"Allie, enough," Michelle said, finally standing up for herself, just as her husband walked in.
"Later, Mommy pet," Allie whispered and walked away, already deciding she was taking the first class off from school tomorrow to begin her mother's training.
Michelle was rattled again, but tried to remain calm and normal through breakfast. Once Jeremy left, she went upstairs to her room to shower. She saw on her bed another pair of high thighs and a note.
Put these on, now.
Michelle picked them up and noticed they were slightly different than the pair yesterday, with a pattern on the back. She was about to go shower first, before considering obeying or disobeying her daughter's order when her daughter's voice startled her.
"Why are they not on yet?" Allie asked, angrily.
Michelle turned around and gasped. Her daughter was dressed as a complete skank and, worse yet, had something in her hand. "What are you wearing?" she asked, even as he eyes lowered to get a good look at her daughter's shaved pussy.

"I ask the questions here," Allie clarified, whip in hand. "Now, get the thigh highs on!"
"Allie, we need to talk," the mom tried to rationalize.
"Mother," Allie sighed heavily, walking to her mother, knowing this was a critical moment in the domme-submissive relationship, "This is black and white. I own you. I am your mistress, and you're my pet, my submissive, my slut, my slave."
Michelle trembled in fear and frustration, her pussy getting inexplicably wet. "Allie, you are my daughter."
"And you're my mother," Allie shrugged, before adding sarcastically, "thanks for clearing up those family terms."
"This is incest," the Mom pointed out.
"They say 'incest is best' or 'keep it in the family' or 'the family that plays together, stays together," Allie listed.
"Allie, this stops now! I'm your mother and I make the decisions in this household," the mother strongly responded, knowing she had to make the statement now.
Allie scoffed. "Mom, you really are not too bright."
"Don't you dare talk to me like that," Michelle snapped, anger instantly bubbling at the condescending attitude of her daughter. Like most mothers and daughters, they often had such confrontations, but none that had been about something as taboo as this. Michelle understood this was a power struggle and although she had a moment of weakness yesterday, another one last night and yet another brief one this morning, she was done.
"I'll talk to you however I want to, Mother," Allie snapped back, walking to her, whip in hand.
"I'm serious," Michelle continued, even though she didn't feel as strong as she tried to be.
"And so am I, Mother," Allie responded, now directly in front of her mother, "so I guess we will see who is more serious."
Michelle said, trying for a rational approach, "Look Allie. This is wrong and it can't continue."
Allie again scoffed, her finger moving between her mother's tits, "As I said before Mother, this is just getting started. I have so many plans for you... so, so, many.
Michelle slapped her daughter's hand away, even though it felt incredibly good. This was her final stand and she couldn't break her resolve at all.
Allie roared, tossing her whip on the bed and pinching both her mother's already very erect nipples, "Don't you ever fucking dismiss me again. Is that fucking clear?"
"Y-y-yes,|" Michelle stammered, suddenly terrified of her daughter. She was also bewildered by the reality that the pain from having her nipples pinched and twisted somehow made her pussy leak.
"Do you really want Dad to know you're a rug muncher?" Allie asked.
"No, no, okay," the Mom cried, shocked by her daughter's roughness and suddenly feeling completely helpless. She loved her husband and didn't want him to know about her behaviour over the past twenty-four hours.
Allie let go of her mother's nipples and returned to calm, "Good, Mommy, now be a good pet and put on the nylons. I always expect you to be in nylons."
The Mom nodded, as she felt her cheeks burn red at the condescending treatment. Yet, she sat on the edge of the bed and put the nylons on.
As her mother finally obeyed, Allie explained, "If you listen like a good pet, you will be rewarded with the most delicious delicacy in the world... my delicious cunt. If you disobey, not only will you be refused this privilege that only a few lucky pets are allowed, but you will be punished."
The mother couldn't believe what she was hearing. Nor could she believe how her daughter's words were turning her on, only confusing her more.
Trying to hide her excitement, Michelle asked, "Punishment?"
"You'll see soon," Allie foreshadowed before walking back a few feet to begin the clear hierarchy of Mistress verses submissive. "Knees, Mommy-pet."
Michelle, beginning to feel completely drawn in by her daughter, remembering the sweet taste of her daughter's pussy and the promise of more, felt her body obey the command.
"What should you say when given a command?" Allie asked.
Michelle wasn't sure the answer at first, but recalling Kim's answer responded, the words sounding strange and yet oddly natural, "Yes, Mistress."
"Good girl," Allie purred, already mastering the ability to be soft and hard as the moment dictated.
"Crawl to me, Mommy-pet," Allie ordered.
"Yes, Mistress," the mother instinctively replied, as she began crawling... the humiliation burning through her very being.

"Good, Mommy-pet," Allie again complimented, excited at her mother's obedience. She always got a rush when a new pet broke... that moment when they accepted their new role.
Reaching her daughter's feet, Michelle looked up and saw her daughter's pussy. Instantly, her mouth was watering.
"Hungry?" Allie asked her newest pet, knowing her mother was staring at her cunt.
"Yes, Mistress," Michelle nodded, looking up at her daughter.
"And you want to munch on my snatch again?" Allie questioned, loving being crude.
"Yes, Mistress," Michelle nodded, even though she hated the crudeness of her daughter.
"So you want to lick your own daughter's cunt?" Allie questioned, wanting to shame her mother, wanting to take away every ounce of denial.
Michelle looked down. The reminder that what she was doing was so wrong... what she was doing was incest.

"Say it, Mommy-pet," Allie ordered, moving her whip to her chin.
Michelle looked up, guilt hitting her again, "Allie," she whispered.
"Mom," Allie sighed. "We both know you want it. Stop your denial. Stop your motherly instinct. And just do what comes natural."
"What comes natural?" Michelle asked, confused.
"To obey, Mommy-pet," Allie answered.
"Allie, this isn't natural," the mother pointed out.
"Oh, it's actually the logical hierarchy," Allie began as she walked around her mother and went to the edge of her bed. "You see, you taught me everything you knew and now I will teach you everything I know."
Michelle didn't respond. She had no idea what to say, her head spinning.
"Crawl to me, Mommy-slut," Allie ordered.
Michelle turned around and again crawled to her daughter.
Michelle could feel the shame burning through her as she knelt on all fours in front of her own flesh and blood, staring again at her daughter's ripe shaved pussy and it doubled when her daughter crossed her legs, suddenly hiding her pussy.
Allie ordered, amused at the look of lust on her mother's face, "Kiss the top of my foot."

The mother couldn't help but obey, as she leaned forward and kissed the top of her daughter's stocking-clad foot.
"Good, Mommy-pet," Allie purred, a chill going up her spine at watching her mother obey.
The act was humiliating and yet it turned the mother on. This feeling of just obeying was oddly comforting. No thinking... just do as you're told. It was so opposite of the usual expectations of being in charge of the house, the meals and the parenting.
"I think you are going to make the best lesbian sex slave ever," Allie purred, as she put her other foot on top of her mom's head... one additional act of power and humiliation.

Michelle sucked each toe in her mouth, treating each one as its own tiny cock.
"Such a good girl, Mommy," Allie purred, "I may even reward you if you continue being so obedient."
The thought of being rewarded, being allowed to lick her pussy again, made her pussy leak.
"Do you want to eat your daughter's cunt?" Allie asked again, already knowing the answer.
"Yes, Mistress," Michelle agreed, without stopping sucking her daughter's toes through the sheer nylon.
"On your back, Mommy-pet," Allie ordered, reveling in this power over her usually annoying mother.
Michelle obeyed, hoping her daughter was going to straddle her face again like yesterday.
Allie smiled at the complete obedience of her mother. She stood up above her mother and put her foot in her mother's mouth.
"Suck my entire foot, Mommy," Allie ordered, "Let's see that big mouth get to work."

Michelle lifted her head up and obeyed, even though the position was awkward and made her neck sore. She couldn't believe how the more her daughter humiliated her, the more turned on she got.
This should have repulsed the mother; she should have stood up for herself long ago; yet, she just kept obeying, praying that the end result would be her tasting her daughter again and hopefully getting off herself.
After a couple of minutes, Allie, realizing her mother was partly under the bed somehow, she ordered, "Move back a bit, Mommy-slave."
"Yes, Mistress," she obeyed, unsure why she was being requested to do this.
Allie watched amused as her mother wiggled backwards, eager to obey her.
"Open your legs," Allie obeyed.
Michelle obeyed.
"Put your hand above your head.
Michelle obeyed.
"Are you wet, Mommy?" Allie asked, even though she knew the answer as she could see her mother's pussy glistening.
"Yes, Mistress," Michelle admitted.
"Do you want to come?" Allie asked, as her foot moved to her mother's pussy.

"God, yes," the submissive mother moaned on contact.
"From your daughter's foot?" Allie asked.
"Yes," she trembled.
"Grind your pussy on my heel, Mommy," Allie ordered.
"Okay," the horny mother obeyed, lifting up her ass to rub herself on her daughter's stocking-clad heel. It was the most humiliating moment yet, in a 24 hours that had many of them.
"Good girl," Allie said, as she watched her mother try to get herself off on her heel.
"Oh yes," Michelle moaned, feeling good, but not even close to enough to get herself off. It was simply too awkward.
"And you'll obey all your daughter's orders?" Allie questioned.
"Yes," the mother agreed, although at the moment she would have agreed she was the Queen of Aruba.
Allie then put her foot on her mom's cunt and began rubbing it. "What a slut you are, Mother. Allowing your eighteen year old daughter to get you off in such a sick way."
"I know," the mother admitted with a loud moan, the sudden pressure on her pussy sending instant pleasure to her entire body.
"God," Allie said, feeling the complete wetness of her mother's pussy, "your cunt is absolutely fucking drenched."
"Don't stop," Michelle moaned, trying to grind her cunt on her daughter's foot, although it was extremely hard to do.
"You want to come for your Mistress?" Allie asked.
"Yes, Mistress," the Mom moaned.
"I don't know," Allie said, "you have not always been completely obedient."
"I will, I promise," a desperate mother declared.
"You'll obey without hesitation?" Allie asked.
"Yes, Mistress," the mother nodded, cupping her breasts.

Allie slid her toes to her mother's pussy lips and began rubbing.
"Oh, yes," the mother moaned, as the toes teased her.
"You're so wet I could probably shove my whole foot in that cunt of yours," Allie quipped, as she continued molesting her mother.
More shame coursed through her at the words she heard and yet the pleasure overrode any true feelings of guilt. The horny mother began moving her ass up as her orgasm continued to rise.
Sensing her mother was getting close, "Let's test that theory," Allie quipped, as she moved her foot away and ordered, "Come join me on the bed."
The mother was frustrated that her daughter had stopped, but quickly began to stand up to follow her daughter.
"Crawl, slut," Allie ordered her head. "You are a pet, pets don't walk during play time."
"Sorry," the mother oddly replied, freezing.
"Sorry, what?" the mistress questioned, as she got on the bed and lay down.
"Sorry, Mistress," the obedient pet repeated, returning to her knees and crawling to her own bed.
"Good, subby," Allie purred, as she opened her legs as if she was going to offer her mother a taste of her perfection.
The mother crawled on the bed and moved to between her daughter's legs, the inviting pussy drawing her in like a magnet.
"No, no, no, Mommy," Allie laughed, "you have not earned that privilege yet. "No, you got my stocking all wet with that cunt of yours. Now suck your cum off my foot."
More humiliation, more denial. The mother sighed slightly at the disappointment.
"Did you just sigh?" Allie asked, her tone instantly changing.
"Sorry, Mistress," the mom quickly apologized "it's just, I was hoping." She froze mid-sentence realizing her words were ridiculous.
"Hoping for what, Mommy?" Allie asked, her tone still firm.
"I-um-I," the Mom knew what she wanted, but didn't want to say it.
"Say it, slut," Allie roared, patience was not one of her strong virtues.
She blurted out, "I was hoping to lick your pussy."
"Ohhhhh," Allie nodded, before adding, "and you will. When you have earned it."
The Mom didn't say anything. Her hunger and her daughter's expectations rather absurd.
"Now clean my stocking," Allie demanded.
The mom, her eyes never leaving her daughter's pussy, took her daughter's ankle, lifted it up and took it in her mouth again. This time she could indeed smell her sex, taste her sex. It only added to the humiliation, although the mother had long ago crossed the line of that being significant. She couldn't explain it, but obeying her daughter, no matter how ludicrous and demeaning, seemed a must. It made her feel good, it made her want to obey.



"Good, Mommy," Allie whispered, "clean up your mess."
And the mother did, surprised by the oddly satisfying taste of herself, something she had never tasted. She had fingered herself and gave a whiff out of curiosity, but she had never actually put her own finger in her mouth.

"Are you enjoying yourself?" the amused daughter asked.
"Yes, Mistress," the mom mindlessly replied, focused on sucking on the toes, all the while continuing to stare at her daughter's inviting, glistening pussy.
Allie glanced at the clock, she needed to be at school in thirty minutes. She could miss period 1, she already had Mrs. Walker under her spell and between her legs. But Mr. Pierce was a different matter.
She wanted to get off, but she also knew that only denying her mother what she wanted could lead to true complete obedience. Allie ordered, giving her one more false hope, "On your back, mother."
"Yes, Mistress," the hopeful mother obeyed. If she wasn't going to be allowed to lick her daughter, maybe her daughter would lick her.
Allie got off the bed, a devious idea forming in her head, "Don't move, pet."
"Yes, Mistress."
Allie rushed to her room, grabbed a dildo and returned. As expected, her mother hadn't moved at all. She returned to the bed and slid the dildo into her mother's soaking wet pussy.
"Ohhhhhhhh," the horny mother moaned, the roller coaster ride of teasing and pleasing driving her wild with lust.
"You like that, Mommy?" Allie asked.
"Yes," she moaned, as the long denied orgasm again began to build.
"What do you love, slut?" Allie questioned.
"You fucking me."
"Be specific slut," Allie demanded, "Who are you?"
"My daughter fucking her mother's wet cunt," the mother declared, feeling dirty talking so nasty.

"And you want your daughter to get you off?" Allie asked, as she pulled the toy out.
"Noooo," the mom whined as the toy left her. She then processed the question asked and corrected herself, "Yes, Mistress."
"Which is it, bimbo slave?" Allie questioned, adding to the insults.
"I want my beautiful Mistress daughter to fuck her slut Mother until she comes," the mother declared, trying to impress her daughter by talking so slutty.
"Move to the edge of the bed, pussy cum slut," Allie demanded, deciding she was really going to push her to the brink.
The mother quickly obeyed the demand, dying to have that dildo back in her.

Allie, time of the essence, resumed fucking her mother. She warned though, "You can't come until I give you permission, is that clear?"
"Yes, Mistress," Michelle moaned, even though she had already failed that task once.
Allie furiously bumped the dildo in and of her moaning mother, trying to time the withdrawal at the perfect moment, something else she had perfected in her time of dominating other submissive sluts.
"Oh please, may I come?" the mother begged.
"Not yet," Allie replied, continuing to push the mother to the brink.
"Oh God, so close," the Mom declared.
Allie pulled the toy out again, and ordered, "Knees slut."
"What? Nooooooooo, please let me come," the puddle of lust mother pleaded.
"No," Allie replied, yanking her mother off the bed and onto the floor. "Your punishment for disobeying is to not be allowed to come."
"Please, I'll do anything," the desperate mother replied, looking up at her daughter with pleading eyes.
Instead, Allie shoved the dildo in her mother's mouth and ordered, "Clean up my dick."

The mother had no choice but to obey, as her daughter roughly fucked her face with the dildo. The taste of her pussy combined with rubber not overly appealing.
Humiliation and frustration cascaded through the horny mother as her leaking pussy begged for attention.
Allie did this for a minute before ordering one last task... her trademark move. "Back on the bed, Mother."
"Yes, Mistress," Michelle responded, when the dildo left her mouth. Michelle crawled onto the bed and wasn't sure what positon to be in. She asked, "Knees or back, Mistress?"
Allie smiled at such a submissive question. "Back, Mommy-pet."
Michelle rolled onto her back and awaited whatever teasing took place next.
Allie got on the bed, positioned herself opposite of her mother, leaned her ass into her mother's wetness, and moved her stocking-clad feet to her mom's face.

Allie couldn't explain it, but she had always enjoyed doing this to her pets. It actually made her own pussy get wet and felt like the final step of stocking submission. "Smell and lick my soles, Mommy-pet," Allie ordered.
Michelle couldn't believe how such a humiliating task could feel so good. The silk nylon felt so soft and smooth on her face. The smell of her daughter's feet was surprisingly like strawberries. As the mother licked, she realized her daughter must have put perfume on her feet... odd, yet captivating. The pressure on her pussy by her daughter's ass only enhanced the marathon tease as well.
"So Mommy," Allie asked, a couple of minutes later, "You understand your new position?"
"Yes, Mistress," Michelle replied.
"And what position is that?" Allie asked, always enjoying the response to this question, at this moment.
"To be your unconditional, submissive, Mommy pet," the Mom replied.
"Good answer," Allie replied, as she rolled off the bed. "Unfortunately, I need to get to school."
"You're already quite late," Michelle pointed out, somehow able to quickly shift into mother mode.
Allie shrugged, "It's okay. Mrs. Walker will mark me as present."
"Why?" the naive mother asked.
"Because she is one of my teacher pets," Allie replied, before instructing, "You are not allowed to come today at all, is that clear?"
"Yes, Mistress," the frustrated but obedient mother nodded.
"Good," Allie smiled and then added, all sing-song, "Have a good day."
"You too," Michelle replied.
Allie said, "Oh I always do. Plus, I'll have Kim or another pet get me off as soon as I get to school."
"You will?" the mother asked, disappointed her daughter hadn't allowed her to get her off.
"Well, yes, you got me pretty horny," Allie shrugged, "but until I know you are a hundred percent submissive, obedient, eager pussy slave you can't have my cunt."
Before Michelle could respond to the ridiculous statement, Allie walked out.
The bewildered, horny mother, lay back on her bed and contemplated all that had happened until she heard the front door close a few minutes later. She considered disobeying the order, her pussy figuratively on fire with lust. Yet, she somehow felt compelled to obey. She then decided to have a shower, praying that the cold shower theory worked on women too. She would learn it didn't.
Michelle spent the rest of the day in the same roller coaster state as during her earlier sexual submission to her daughter: guilt at committing incest; guilt at allowing her daughter to treat her so poorly; shame at the obvious reality she enjoyed it; anticipation at what her daughter had planned for her next; guilt at the reality she had anticipation in the first place; guilt that after years of being faithful to her husband, it was with her daughter that she became a cheater.
The mother knew she had to end this: both because it was morally wrong and illegal... plus she couldn't handle the intense teasing that she had experienced.
Of course, her daughter had much different plans.
.....
That night, after dinner, her husband went to have a shower.
Michelle was again just beginning to put stuff away from dinner when Allie ordered, "We got to hurry."
"For what?" Michelle asked, turning around and seeing Allie without her skirt but with a strap-on cock pointing at her.
"A good fucking," Allie answered, snapping her fingers and pointing to the ground. She was quite curious if her mother would obey with her father upstairs... yet was confident she would, a true submissive can't resist obeying no matter how much they want to refuse.
"You can't be serious?" the Mom asked, even though the idea of getting fucked appealed to her greatly... orgasm denial had been driving her nuts.
"I'm always serious when it comes to disciplining my pets," Allie responded, shifting to domme mode, before adding, "now get on your knees and get my cock ready for that cunt of yours."
"Your father is upstairs," the mother and wife protested, even as her pussy tingled.
"And he will take a 20 minute crap before he showers," Allie responded, which was likely true, his ritual was standard. "Now, hurry up."
"Fine," the Mother replied, beginning to drop to her knees, figuring if she obeyed quickly maybe she could get off and also avoid getting caught.
"Get your skirt off, Mommy-slut," Allie ordered, always pushing her pets.
"What if he...." The concerned wife began, but was cut off.
"Now!" the domme demanded loudly, knowing exactly when to be firm and... a bit scary.
Not wanting Jeremy to hear her, or catch them, the mother quickly obeyed the order and dropped to her knees.
"Good Mommy," Allie purred, as her mom knelt before her and took the cock in her mouth.
Knowing time was of the essence, the Mommy-pet bobbed quickly.

As the submissive bobbed, Allie put her hands on the back of her mom's head and shoved the entire cock in her mouth, making her gag briefly.
Jeremy occasionally got rough and face fucked Michelle, so she quickly adjusted her breathing and position.
"Such a good cocksucker, Mommy," Allie purred, before adding, "I bet the football players would love that mouth of yours."
The Mom's eyes were closed, but opened wide at those shocking words. Although she had technically cheated on Jeremy, she had convinced herself that by being with girls it wasn't really cheating and he would probably enjoy watching (although likely not with his daughter).
"That's right, Mommy," Allie continued, enjoying the look of sheer terror in her mother's eyes. "A cheerleading Mommy slut would likely love to have some football cock."
"Want to get fucked?" Allie asked, pulling the cock out of her mom's mouth, as she glanced at the clock on the wall.
"Let's go to your bedroom," the mother suggested, Jeremy not likely to go in their daughter's room.
"Stand up and bend over, Mommy-slut," Allie ordered, ignoring her mother's actually very good suggestion. But she knew that public sex, risky sex, always enhanced the orgasm and the ultimate submission.
"Please," Michelle began, as she stood up.
"Now!" Allie roared again, annoyed by her mom's lack of obedience. "This isn't a fucking debate. You do as you're told." Allie spun her mother around, bent her over and slammed her cock in her very horny mother in one hard thrust.
"Oooooh," Michelle moaned in surprise as her pussy was filled; her fevered, neglected pussy instantly being stimulated.

"Holy shit, Mother, you're soaking wet," Allie quipped, "you either love submitting to me or you are already envisioning your football gangbang."
When her mother didn't respond, Allie added, "Or maybe both."
"Oh, God," the submissive moaned, not defending herself, instead enjoying the intense pleasure that her daughter was giving her.
"Doesn't Daddy fuck you like this?" Allie questioned. "He must know that you are a submissive little plaything."
'He does on occasion, but very rarely', Michelle thought to herself.
"Don't you dare come yet," Allied ordered, knowing her mother was on the brink of eruption.
Somehow the risk of getting caught only added to the pleasure, as Michelle could feel her orgasm building quickly. "Okaaaay," she moaned, knowing it would be difficult to hold back if Allie kept fucking her this hard.
"If you come, you will get a naughty punishment tomorrow, Mommy," Allie warned, as she continued the hard deep thrusts.
"Please let me come," the MILF begged, forgetting completely that her husband was upstairs or that this was my daughter fucking her.
The dominant daughter pushed her submissive mother against the counter-top, another aggressive act and asked, pushing her mother deeper into complete submission, "You really want to come from getting fucked by your daughter?"

Michelle hated the question. She knew the answer should have been no. She knew she should stand up for herself. Yet, of course, like a true submissive, she didn't do any of those things. Instead, she gave up any last shreds of dignity she had left (although maybe she didn't have any left to give) and admitted, "Yes."
"Yes, what?" the domme questioned, stopping fucking her mother and leaving the dildo deep inside her.
"Yes, Mistress," the horny mom corrected.
"Yes, Mistress, what?" Allie questioned, bucking her hips hard into her pet once, continuing the training.
"Yes, Mistress, Mommy wants to come from getting fucked by her beautiful, cheerleading daughter," the desperate to please, desperate to come mother declared, suddenly wanting nothing more than to submit to her daughter completely.
"You really are a slut," Allie purred, as she leaned forward and resumed fucking her mother.
"Oh yes, I'm your slut, Mistress Allie," the completely taken mom declared, wanting her daughter to know how desperately she wanted to be her submissive. Her daughter had stirred feelings deep inside her; feelings that she had not felt before. The feeling was mixed with the pleasure she was giving her. The mom was completely at her daughter's whim.
"Don't you come," she warned, knowing her mother was close as her breathing increasing quickly.
"I can't hold back," the horny as hell mom warned, the pleasure too intense to control.
"If you come, you will be punished tomorrow," Allie warned, knowing she would keep fucking her mother until she came anyway... it was a part of the training.
But it was too late for the mother, as she bit her lip to old in a scream as her orgasm rushed through her.
"You fucking dumb slut," Allie scolded, even though she was smiling as she kept fucking her pet. "You just can't obey simple instructions, can you?"
"Sorry, Mistress," the orgasming mother weakly apologized.
"Or maybe you like getting punished," Allie declared. "Is that it, Mommy-slut? You like getting punished like a little slut?"
"Yes, Mistress," the mother admitted, although she was so delirious with euphoria she wasn't completely sure what she had just agreed to.
"Back on your knees, mother," Allie demanded, always loving making her pets clean up their own juices off of the toy that had just fucked them.
When the exhausted, still coming mother didn't move, Allie spun her around and pushed her roughly to the floor and slid the cum coated cock in her mother's mouth. "Clean it up, and you better hurry, I hear the shower running."

Suddenly recalling where she was, and who was home, Michelle, bobbed hungrily on the cock, tasting her own juices, which were pleasantly tasty.
Allie let her mother suck the cock until the shower stopped. Pulling out, she said, "You have been a bad pet, Mother."
"I'm sorry, Mistress," Michelle apologized, wanting this to end quickly before her husband caught them.
"You will be punished tomorrow," Allie said, as she grabbed her skirt and walked away.
Michelle quickly grabbed her skirt, put it on and sighed. What was coming over her? What she did was risky as hell. Was she really willing to have her marriage end to appease her bitchy daughter? In the heat of the moment, the answer seemed to be, sadly, yes.
The mother knew then that she had to find a way to control her urges... because if she didn't, her entire life was about to crumble in front of her.
Meanwhile, Allie texted a friend, a fellow domme from another school, and asked:
Want to help train my mother?
THE END FOR NOW....
COMING NEXT: Creating a Lez
DELETED CONCEPT PHOTO (Foot Kick and Toe Ass Tease):
Writing this had been a blast and a lot of photos are requested and rendered.
With that in mind, a lot of photos have not been used.
Here is a picture from a deleted idea that was shot down almost as quickly as it was thought up. Originally, during all the foot play, Allie was going to kick her mom in the ass when she disobeyed. Yet, although Allie is a bitch and a somewhat cold Mistress, I didn't want to portray her doing something so random and demeaning (I know... irony based on everything else she has done to her mother and will do in future chapters).
The second picture was one I liked, but felt that it was too early to have Michelle looking like she was enjoying anything anal. I'll save that for a future chapter Gaping that Ass.
Anyways, here is the photo that wasn't used:
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Mom's Stockings: My Son's Cum Bucket
I have wanted to fuck my son for a while, ever since he graduated high school this year and really buffed up over the summer working construction.
It was then, one random day, while he was in swimming trunks to go for a dip in the pool that I noticed that my son had turned into a man.
In fact, my son had grown into a very handsome man, a virtual replica of his deceased father (who died serving his country two years ago).
I didn't only want to fuck my son, no, I wanted to be his submissive fuck toy.
When I first had these feelings, I went online. First I read a lot of erotic stories of moms seducing sons, of sons seducing moms or, even better, sons dominating moms. I am completely submissive, always have been, and all my fantasies have always revolved around complete submission.
The more I read, the more intrigued I got. And although I knew these were just fantasies and likely mostly written by men, some were written by females, some read by females and thus I wasn't the only one.
It took some doing, but I also found websites that had women talking frankly, and although I didn't join, I read the many comments and was both surprised and excited to learn that incest was much more common than one would assume.
Although the idea of fucking my son made my kitty purr, I had no intention of doing anything about it.
Then one fateful early morning, December 19th, 2015, an inconvenient pee wake-up call triggered the shift from fantasy to determined reality.
I got up and was heading down the hallway to the bathroom when I heard my son question, rather loudly, "Ready to suck my cock, slut?"
Hearing my son's voice, sounding like his father's, and saying words similar to what his father would say to me back when he was alive had me freeze in the hallway.
"What about Elizabeth?" A voice questioned... a voice I recognized instantly. It was Mrs. Young, his girlfriend's mother and a complete bitch who lived across the street from me.
"She's a sound sleeper. Plus, you didn't seem concerned about my mother when you texted me begging for my cock."
"I needed your big dick in me," she purred, before she added, "I thought we would be fucking in the garage as we usually do."
"Didn't your small dicked husband satisfy you?" My son asked, his voice so firm and authoritative.
"You know his tiny dick can't get me off," she said, bashing the husband she always raved about at our weekly women's night.
"I guess I have widened that old cunt of yours and gaped your ass so much you probably don't even feel his needle dick," my son continued, ridiculing the husband.
I couldn't believe Mrs. Goody-Goody, Mrs. Gossip Queen, Mrs. Prude was not only in my son's room, not only willing to be his slut, but also took it in the ass.
Instantly, my long neglected back door was calling me as I remembered getting ass reamed by my husband regularly back when he was alive.
She laughed, belittling her husband, "I need a real man, with a real cock."
"Is that why you're texting me at 2am, sneaking into my house, and on your knees eager to suck my dick with my mom in the next room?" He questioned, loving to humiliate... just like his father... always pushing the submissive to the extremes of submission.
My hand went to my tingling pussy as I moved closer to the slightly open door. I wanted to see this. No, I needed to see this.
"I can't resist you," she answered.
"What can't you resist?" My son asked, as I reached the door.
"Being your cum bucket," she answered, sounding like a complete slut.
I couldn't help but smirk. The most pretentious woman in our neighbourhood. A mother of two, head of the community council and choir leader at church was calling herself a 'cum bucket'.
"And why are you here now?" My son asked.
"To suck your cock, get fucked like the dirty whore I am and then get your yummy cum," she answered, sounding more like a teenage slut or a porn star than a happily married mother of two.
Just as I peeked in the open crack accidentally left open for me, I heard the slobbering sounds of rough face fucking... something my husband often used to do to me, something I loved... being used for the pleasure of another.
Somehow they were positioned perfectly for me to get a great look at an almost naked Jemma Young, in nothing but thigh high stockings, and her face full of cock.
Seeing the thigh highs surprised me for a couple of reasons.
One: I didn't fathom Mrs. Young as a woman who would wear such sexy stockings... she seemed more a pantyhose type of woman.
Two: my husband had a nylon fetish and made me wear thigh highs, a garter and stockings or crotchless pantyhose every day. Something I had continued doing every day the past two years since his tragic death.
Did my son have the same fetish?
Then he pulled his cock out of her mouth.
"Can you taste your daughter's pussy on my cock?" He asked, as I stared at the massive cock.
My eyes went big.
My pussy got damper.
His dick was huge. Long and thick.
My mouth watered, as all my late night incest fantasies became more authentic.
I wanted that cock in my mouth, in my cobwebbed pussy and in my long forgotten ass.
I wanted to be on my knees in front of that magnificent cock.
I wanted to be the slut that obeyed his every order.
I wanted to be his Mommy-slut.
"I thought it tasted like her," she said, seeming to not be bothered to have just tasted her daughter's pussy juices.
"What would she do if she knew her supposedly good mommy was a cum bucket for her boyfriend?" He asked.
"I was your slut first," she pointed out with pride.
"True enough," he laughed, before he ordered, "Get on all fours on my bed, slut."
"Yes, Master," she said, as she scurried on the bed like a slut in heat.
Hearing the word 'Master' again shocked me. A term that was common between my husband and me in the confines of our bedroom. In public no one would know he was Master and I submissive. He got teased by his buddies and family that he was whipped, as I was pretty confident, seemingly feminist, in public. But once the bedroom door closed, the feminist disappeared and a wanton cock slut emerged.
"Did you pre-lube that fat slut hole of yours, ass slut?" My son asked, as he moved onto the bed.
"As always, Master," she replied like the submissive she was. It made me smirk to see this pretentious bitch not only willingly coming over to get ass fucked, but also pre-lubing herself... that was something I had never heard of before.
"Good," he said, as he moved behind her and slammed his cock deep in her ass in one hard thrust.
"Ohhhhh, fuck," she screamed and then covered her mouth.
"You're going to wake up my mother, ass slut," he laughed, as he began fucking her ass hard.
"Oh God, you're so bad," she moaned, as she used the headboard to balance herself from the rough ass fucking and to prevent it from banging against the wall.
"Says the married cum bucket sneaking into a neighbour's house to get ass fucked by her daughter's boyfriend while her husband and kids are sleeping," my son pointed out, clearly loving to remind the bitch just how big a whore she was.
"I got to have that big cock of yours," she admitted.
"In your once virgin asshole," He added.
"Yes," she moaned, as she began bouncing back to meet his forward thrusts.
They fucked for a few minutes like this.
I rubbed myself the entire time... although slowly because I didn't want to come.
Then, she did. She came from getting ass fucked by my son. She muffled her sounds in his pillow as her orgasm obviously hit, trying to avoid waking me up.
Then he asked, a couple of minutes later, "Which is the cum bucket hole tonight, slut?"
"I want to swallow it all," she answered without hesitation.
"As you wish, cum bucket," he nodded, pulling out.
I watched as she quickly turned around and took the cock that was buried deep in her asshole back in her mouth... that was something I had never done.
My husband came in my ass, on my ass, on my tits, but mostly he loved coating my face. I remember him saying how much of a turn on it was to see a sweet kindergarten teacher with her face coated with cum.
"Oh yeah," he groaned. "Only the dirtiest sluts ever suck a cock that was just in their shit hole."
She moaned on his dick as she impressively took the entire massive rod in her mouth. She looked like a porn star. I had never heard the ass called a 'shit hole' which somehow made it nastier and hotter.
I wanted to be that porn star; I wanted to be sucking that made for porn cock.
Suddenly, he grunted, and declared, "Here comes my cum, cum bucket."
She didn't slow down, apparently a rather impressive cock sucker, as he obviously deposited his load down her throat.
When he pulled out, he said, "Could you imagine if the neighbourhood knew the truth, that you're just a cum bucket for big dick?"
"If all the lonely housewives knew you were packing nine inches of cock I doubt I would be the only one texting you at 2am to be your cum bucket," she said, as she stroked his cock.
'Nine inches' I thought to myself, that's a good two inches bigger than his father's impressive cock.
"Maybe I should go door to door offering my services," he said.
"No, I'm your cum bucket," she protested playfully.
"Well, your daughter is a two hole cum bucket and you are a three hole cum bucket," he said.
"I imagine you plan to change that soon," the mother said.
"That I do," he nodded. "Now go back to your husband and kids, cum bucket."
"Yes, Master," she replied, getting off the bed.
I moved to hide as she looked my way, just getting out of the way in time.
I hurried to my room, my need to pee replaced with my need to come.
I grabbed my rabbit from the side table, turned it on high and on my favourite pulsations, pulled my pajamas and panties down and slid it inside my wanton cunt.
I closed my eyes and imagined that I was my son's slut. I imagined him face fucking me; I imagined his cock slamming into my pussy; I imagined his dick gaping my asshole; I imagined being his unconditional fuck toy... his cum bucket.
I came quickly and as I lay there in the afterglow of self-pleasure, I pondered how I could possibly replace his cum bucket.
.....
It was December and I had decided his Christmas present was going to be a live-in cum bucket... me!
I also wanted to test a few assumptions. The first being if he had a stocking fetish like his father. And if he did, which I assumed he did, did he also have a stocking-foot fetish like his father. James loved lengthy nylon foot jobs and could come just from that and often did. He loved watching sports while I gave him long nylon-clad foot jobs. In these scenarios he either came on my feet and had me lick the cum off my feet (I wondered if I could still do that now) or he would have me finish him with my mouth before usually coating my face with his cum. He also loved to have me keep his cum on my face.
That made me recall our honeymoon, when he shot his load all over my face in the hotel before dinner and had me keep it on me while we went out for dinner. He then shot a second load on me in the bathroom of the restaurant before we went out dancing. A final load was shot back in the hotel room and I answered the door for room service in lingerie and a face completely coated with cum. Such humiliation only enhanced my desire for complete submission.
God, I missed that.
And now, maybe, I could have it again.
The next morning, well early Saturday afternoon actually, when he came downstairs, I was purposely still in my robe, but with thigh high stockings. I was pretending to read the newspaper, my stocking-clad feet up on the table, the robe riding up high enough that he could definitely see the top of my lace top stockings.
Cody walked in and stopped dead in his tracks. There was no doubt he was staring at my legs. I pretended I didn't notice he was there as I feigned reading the newspaper. I even began to slowly move my left foot over my right leg seductively, as if dealing with an itch.
Although I knew he was in the room, he didn't move. I wished I could have seen his face, but I wanted to act as innocent as possible. I wanted to start the tease. I wanted him to get the idea that his mother was a sexual being. I wanted to slowly plant the seed that his mother would make a great 'cum bucket'.
It didn't last long, maybe thirty seconds, before I decided the tease was enough and moved the paper down and, being an actress in high school went into full actress mode, as I said startled, "Oh, God, you scared me! I didn't hear you come down the stairs."
"Morning, Mom," he said, breaking his eye contact from my legs and looking at me.
"It's actually one in the afternoon," I pointed out, again acting like a mother.
"Sorry, late night," he said.
"So I heard," I said.
His face went white. "You did?"
"Yes," I nodded, as I moved my legs off the table, noticing him watch. Hiding my knowledge that it was Mrs. Young, I added, "And I'd appreciate it if you didn't fuck Brittany in the room beside me."
"S-s-sorry," he said, clearly shocked by my frank language.
"I mean," I said, standing up and walking directly in front of him, noticing the erect cock poking at his sweats, "you're eighteen and an adult so I understand you have needs and I'm sure you and Brittany are fucking like bunnies, but your mother hasn't gotten any for two years and hearing you two going at it only reminded me how long it's been."
He was speechless.
Before he could respond, I left the kitchen, loving the impact I had over him.
I went to the bathroom, got out of my thigh highs, into the shower and used the shower head for a different purpose as I imagined dropping to my knees, pulling out his stiff cock and devouring it.
I imagined him grabbing my head and fucking my face.
I imagined him bending me over the kitchen table and fucking my needy cunt.
I imagined him making me beg him to ream my shit hole.
I came hard in the shower, almost falling to my knees.
I wasn't ready yet to commit the ultimate taboo, I had to know he wanted it too. But, a plan was beginning to form in my mind.
I was going to give him the greatest Christmas present ever... ME.
.....
Sunday at church, I stared at Jemma, still unable to fathom how she could be so pretentious, judging others. I wanted to walk up to her and tell her I knew her dirty secret.
I wondered if she was wearing thigh highs under her very conservative dress... like I was.
I even considered blackmailing her. Although I was a complete submissive to men, I had, on occasion years ago, a few lesbian encounters, including a few where I was in charge. Then it hit me. The perfect way to seduce my son was through the bitch.
When church was over, I walked over to her when she was alone and asked, quietly, "So you like taking my son's dick up your ass?"
Her smug smile disappeared instantly as her face went white.
"You had a lot to say in my house at two in the morning," I continued.
"Elizabeth," was all she could muster.
"We'll talk more, later," I promised, not sure how I planned to play this with her.
When I got home from church, Cody was watching NFL football on the couch. I went to him, put my foot on the couch beside him, and asked, "Could you please undo the buckle? Mom's back is killing her."
"Um, sure," he said, glancing to my leg and the top of my lace top stockings.
"You okay?" I asked, as he hesitated.
"Um, yeah, just got distracted by the game," he lied, as he moved his hand to the small buckle.
It took him a bit to unbuckle the small strap with his big fingers, but eventually he did. I slid my foot out and wiggled my toes right in front of him. I then switched feet and asked, "Can you do this one too?"
"Of course, Mom," he nodded, as I glanced at his crotch which was saluting me secretly.
"You're such a sweetheart," I said.
He again took a lengthy look at my full nylon-clad leg before unbuckling my strap.
Once it was off, I again wiggled my toes and watched as he stared at them. He was indeed a nylon foot fetish freak like his father.
Deciding to push it further, I asked, "My feet are killing me from wearing these heels. Would you be willing to give your old bag of a mother a foot massage?"
"Sure," he nodded, before adding, "and you're hardly old, Mom."
"Thanks honey," I said, "but I feel ancient."
"Mom, you need to get back out in the dating world. It's been two years," he said, his eyes never leaving my legs.
I sat on the end of the couch, flipped my legs up onto his lap, right on his crotch and said, "Finding a good man is nearly impossible."
He groaned, but covered well, as I felt his cock flinch under my heel, "But you have to at least try."
As he took my left foot in his hands, I said, "Just the thought of it exhausts me. Plus, any man I dated I would compare to your father. He was one of a kind."
"Yeah, he was," he nodded, the tone quickly shifting to sadness.
We were both silent for a couple of minutes while he massaged my feet. I noticed him take many quick glimpses up my legs. But I pretended to not notice. Eventually, I said, "So are you and Brittany serious?"
He replied, "Not really."
"Just friends with benefits?" I asked, a term I had learned recently.
"Yeah, something like that," he said, smiling for the first time.
"I could use a friend with benefits situation," I sighed.
"Mom!" he said, surprised by his usually conservative mother's words.
"What?" I asked, "your Mom has needs too."
"Oh my God," he said, "I can't believe we are having this conversation."
"It's your fault," I accused.
"How?" he asked, surprised I was blaming him.
"Listening to you fuck your girlfriend woke up my sleeping," I paused for the right word choice and dramatic effect, "kitty."
"What's got into you?" he asked, even as he kept massaging my feet and checking out my legs.
"It's not what's gotten into me, it's what hasn't," I quipped playfully.
He laughed, "This is not a conversation I thought I would ever have."
Hinting at what I really wanted, I said, my foot ever so subtlety pushing down on his iron hard cock stuck in his pants, "Well, you're the man of the house now, Cody."
I could see his head spinning. I could tell he was wondering if my foot move was on purpose. He was wondering what exactly I meant by my words.
I continued, "Now that you're eighteen and an adult, I do need you to be the one in charge here sometimes."
"Okay," he nodded, clearly confused by what I meant.
"And that means listening to frank conversations with your mother," I finished, before adding, "even if those conversations gross you out."
"They don't gross me out," he said. "They just came out of the blue."
"Well, so did you ass fucking your girlfriend in the room beside me," I quipped, as I moved my feet away and stood up.
He actually laughed.
"What?" I asked, now standing up in front of him.
"I have never heard you swear before this past couple of days other than 'shit' a couple of times," he said.
"Well, hearing you treat Brittany like a complete whore made me realize something," I said, letting my words linger as I didn't finish the sentence.
"What did it make you realize, Mom?" he asked, glancing down at my feet.
"No, I've said more than I meant to," I said, starting to walk away.
"Mom, you can't say something like that and then leave," he protested, standing up too. "You can say whatever you want to me. I am the man of the house."



The way he said 'I am the man of the house' made my pussy tingle. He sounded exactly like his father.
"It's just," I began, trying to look shy and nervous, a hint at my submissive side.
"Just tell me," he ordered.
"You sounded just like your father," I finally revealed.
"When?" he asked, confused.
"When you were dominating Brittany," I answered, looking down as if trying to avoid eye contact.
"Oh," he said.
I continued, "Your father was very demanding in the bedroom. I even still obey him now."
"What?" he asked, as he was clearly processing the strange revelations.
I didn't plan to let him know this yet, but I figured what the heck. "I still wear nylons for him every day."
"Oh," he asked, looking down at my stocking legs and feet.
"Your father insisted I wear nylons every day for him and I..." I paused again.
"And what?" he asked, drawn into my seduction, completely unaware I was seducing him in an attempt to make him take control of me.
"It's just, I don't want you to think less of me, Cody," I said, looking nervous and embarrassed. My years of acting in drama productions were finally paying off.
"What Mom, nothing you say can make me think less of you," he said, all compassionate.
"Well, its, just, um, your father was my Master," I blurted out.
"Oh," he said, the new revelation marinating in his head.
"And although neither you or anyone else saw it in our day to day lives, except that I always wore thigh highs or a garter and stockings or even crotchless pantyhose underneath my conservative teacher attire," I continued, wanting to lay it all out on the proverbial table, "in the bedroom he was the Master and I the obedient submissive."
"I can't believe it," he finally said.
Wanting to pile shock onto shock, I added, "So hearing you be dominant to Brittany, calling her names and pounding her asshole, or what did you call it? Shit hole? Well, that brought back memories of your father using me as his three hole, his three hole, um..."
"You've said this much, Mom," he said, hanging on my every word.
"His three hole cum bucket," I quickly said, before sitting back down and dramatically putting my head in my hands... attempting to win an Oscar for best performance in an incest seduction.
"What's wrong, Mom?" he asked, sitting down beside me and putting his hand on my leg.
"You must think I'm some kind of fucked-up slut," I answered, tears forming.
"Oh, Mom," he said, his hand moving slowly up my leg. "I could never think that."
"You couldn't?" I asked. "Am I too repulsive to see as someone fuck worthy?"
He got defensive, "No, no, Mom that is not it at all. You're a very beautiful woman. If you weren't my mother...."
This time he stopped.
I looked up into his eyes. "If I wasn't your mother, what?" I asked, trying to look vulnerable and insecure.
"I can't say it," he said. "It's wrong."
"You can tell me anything," I said, as I tried not to smile, knowing my plan was working... I was planting a plethora of seeds for my end goal.
"Well, I...." he started but stopped.
"Just say it, Cody," I demanded. "Act to me like you would to Brittany."
This made him laugh.
"What?" I asked.
"Do you realize what you just told me?" he asked, his hand still on my leg.
"No," I said, playing dumb.
"You just told me to treat you like I do my fuck toy," he said back.
"Oh," I said, still playing dumb. Yet, my next words made my response seem trivial and probably left him even more baffled. "Well, I guess that would be wrong, wouldn't it."
He laughed awkwardly, just as the doorbell rang. "Shoot, that is probably Mike. I invited him over to watch the Dolphins vs Green Bay game."
I sighed, "Well, we will continue this conversation later. You never did tell me what you would do if I wasn't your mother."
He looked into my eyes and answered, the same exact dominant tone his father used to use, "Mom, do you want the truth?"
"I think I can handle the truth," I joked, looking nervous even as I slightly parodied my husband's favourite movie.
He looked me directly in the eye and said, just as the doorbell rang a second time, "If you weren't my mother, I'd make you my three hole cum bucket."
He then walked away, as my pussy gushed into my panties.
I headed to my room needing to dress a little less slutty for my son's friend, but first I needed to come.
.....
It was the 21st of December, four days before Christmas, when I came up with my next naughty idea. Cody was at the hardware store where he worked in the summer. And during the holidays
I unwrapped all the candy canes, and began fucking myself with each one for a good minute or two each, when the doorbell rang.
I sighed, still having three to go and getting quite horny doing it.
I went to the door and was not overly surprised to see Jemma standing at my door.
Instantly, I knew what I was going to do.
I opened the door, smiled, and greeted, "Well, if it isn't the anal cum bucket."
"May I please come in?" she asked, so much more timid than her usual smug self.
"My son isn't here," I said, making her wait longer.
"I came to see you, Elizabeth," she explained.
"Oh, well come on in, then," I offered.
She walked in and I asked, "Have you had breakfast yet?"
"Yes," she answered.
"Are you still hungry?" I asked, as I led her to the kitchen.
"A little, I guess," she replied, following me.
I returned to the kitchen table where I was sitting, spread my legs and ordered, "In that case, come and get it."
"Elizabeth!" she gasped, surprised.
"Ass slut," I retorted back sarcastically.
"I came to talk," she continued, grimacing at the name calling.
"You can talk once you have gotten me off," I said, snapping my fingers and pointing to my spread legs and wet pussy.
"Please, Elizabeth," she pleaded, looking so uncomfortable. I was enjoying this immensely.
"Begging," I smirked. "You did a lot of that the other evening too, if I recall."
"I'm so sorry," she apologized.
"For what?" I asked, before adding, "for fucking my son, for being his, what did you call yourself, cum bucket, for fucking your daughter's boyfriend or for taking my son's dick up your ass in my home?"
"All of it," she whispered.
"And what are you willing to do for my forgiveness?" I questioned.
"It won't happen again," she said.
"Really?" I asked. "You sounded pretty much in love with my son's cock."
"I lost my way," she explained.
"I'll help you find it," I replied, as I snapped my fingers and pointed to my cunt.
"I'm not a lesbian," she said.
"Oh, I know," I laughed. "You're a slut. And sluts who cheat on their husband with their daughter's boyfriend should know when they are being blackmailed."
"Elizabeth, please," she pleaded again.
"This is getting old, ass slut," I sighed. "Get the fuck over here and eat my cunt or I tell your husband and daughter how big a whore you are."
"Are you blackmailing me?" she asked, which was ludicrous, of course I was blackmailing her.
"Call it what you want, bitch," I said. "Just get over here and let's see if you're at good as munching cunt as you are at sucking cock."
"If I do this, will you not say anything?" she asked.
"If you obey like a good slut and serve me as I wish, then yes," I nodded, having no real intention of letting out her secret. Instead, I would use it to my advantage.
"Okay," she nodded, moving to me. "But I think this is so wrong."
"Isn't getting ass fucked by your daughter's boyfriend, in another woman's home, while your husband is asleep at home wrong too?" I asked, as I watched her kneel in front of me.
She sighed, as she stared at my pussy, "Yes, it is."
"Get licking, slut," I ordered, grabbing her head and shoving it between my legs and into my wet pussy.
I held her head there for a few seconds until I felt her tongue start licking.
"Good, slut," I moaned, somehow enjoying the power. I was undoubtedly a submissive to men, but I could definitely be a dominant to a woman.
She just licked.
I leaned back and enjoyed the tongue lashing as I closed my eyes and imagined Cody's last words yesterday ... 'If you weren't my mother, I'd make you my three hole cum bucket.'
I was confident that if I made it obvious I was willing to be a cum bucket, he would likely take me. If any of the incest stories I read were true or any of the forums I read, most boys fantasize about fucking their mothers. We are their first loves, their first lusts and their first masturbation fantasies.
As I imagined being his slut, my orgasm built quickly and I came on the bitch's face. Once done, I said, "You may leave now."
Still on her knees, her face coated in my cum, she asked, "Are you going to keep it a secret?"
Deciding I wanted to remember this moment forever, I grabbed my phone and said, "Don't move, slut."
She went to protest, but I had already taken the picture.
"You look super slutty with pussy juice all over your face," I smiled.
She got up and repeated, now pissed, "So you'll keep it a secret."
"Of course," I nodded, before adding, "although I expect you to be at my beck and call."
"Seriously?" she asked, disgusted.
"Of course," I said, "it's good to have a cunt muncher across the street."
"I'm not a cunt muncher," she said, trying to be dignified, which was hilarious considering her face was coated in my cum.
"You just munched cunt," I pointed out. "that makes you a cunt muncher."
"You made me," she countered.
"Semantics," I shrugged. "You still did it."
"Whatever," she sighed, "as long as you won't tell my husband or daughter."
"Your secret is safe with me," I said.
She left. I finished coating the candy canes with my pussy juice and put them on the tree.
I decided to go to Cody's room and check what kind of porn he watched. All boys, all men, have porn on their computers... including Reverends.
I logged into his laptop and went to his browser history and smiled. He was on the same site I often used... Literotica.
The last story he had pulled up was not only one I had read before, but one that implied he was thinking of me the way I wanted him to. '"Pet Mommy": Becoming a Mommy Slut'. Although I had just come, my pussy was already wanting more.
I began rubbing myself as I looked at other stories he had searched. They were all son and daughter incest stories other than one called "Mommies Make Good Pets" which was actually a lesbian incest story... another one I had read before.
As I searched more, I noticed that all his incest searches were from yesterday. Earlier browser history was more gangbang stories, anal stories, etc. He also had hundreds of pictures of women in nylons, almost all without heels on (he indeed had the same fetish as his father... nylons, but particularly nylon feet). He also had tons of videos, again almost all of them with women in stockings: gangbang, couples, lesbians, etc, but always in nylons.
I smiled as I obviously had triggered exactly what I had wanted to in him... the idea of fucking his mother.
I then noticed a video downloaded last night. It was called Cory Chase in Mother Mouthfuls. I had to click on it. The mother sucked his cock, took it in her pussy and her ass before taking a thick load mostly in her mouth and on her chin.
I wanted to be that Mom. I wanted to be a Mommy-slut. I wanted a mouthful of my son's cum.
I came a second time, before I got dressed and headed out to do some last minute Christmas shopping, including a stop at an adult store for some new toys.
That night, he came home right at supper time and I was again in thigh high stockings and a red dress that barely hid them.
Cody asked, as he checked me out slyly (or so he thought), "Why are you so dressed up, Mom?"
"I like to look good," I said. "Is that okay?"
"Of course," he nodded, before complimenting, "you look very good, Mom."
"You're just saying that because I'm your mother," I said, fishing for more compliments, as I brought a plate to him.
"Trust me, Mom," he said, glancing down at my stocking-clad feet. "I'm not saying it because you're my mom."
"You really think I'm pretty?" I asked, as I moved away far enough to give him a chance to check out my entire body.
"Mom, you're hot. A MILF," he said, checking me out very unlike what a son should do.
Although I knew what a MILF was, I asked all innocently, "What's a MILF?"
"A Mom I'd Like to Fuck," he answered.
"Oh!" I said, acting surprised, again in full actress mode.
"All my friends want to fuck you," he continued.
"No way," I said, actually surprised by this.
"All throughout high school that was all I heard," he continued, "how hot my mom was."
"Well, I guess it's better than having an ugly mother," I joked, as I went to the table with my plate and sat down.
He laughed, "I guess."
I asked about his day. He asked about mine. We kept the conversation generic.
He told me he was going out with Brittany tonight just as dinner was finished.
I couldn't help it, I felt jealous. I asked, "Do you plan to bring her back home tonight and fuck her ass again?"
He was surprised by my question.
"You can if you wish," I continued. "This is your house too, and you are the man of the house. You should be able to fuck who you want, when you want."
"Really?" he asked, still in surprised mode.
I couldn't tell if he could tell that I was offering myself to him or not. My innuendo was getting less and less subtle.
"Yes," I nodded, standing up. "You're eighteen. You're an adult."
"Um, okay," he nodded.
I decided to push the boundaries even more. "And as man of the house, I'm expecting you to man up more around the house."
"Yes, Mom," he nodded, taking it as helping around the house more, when I meant fucking the woman of the house's three fuck holes.
"Good that's clear," I said, before adding, "and feel free to fuck her in your room."
"Really?" he asked again.
"Yes, I may not be getting any, but at least I can live vicariously through your ass slut girlfriend," I added.
"Mom!" he gasped.
"What?" I asked. "I'll pretend you are your father and I am the slut."
"I can't believe we are having this conversation," he said, again looking at my nylon clad legs and feet.
"I've been holding this in for years," I explained. "Adult talk. But hearing what I heard the other night woke up my sleeping kitty."
"Oh my God!" he said, standing up.
"Isn't that what Brittany screamed as you reamed her ass?" I teased.
Suddenly he quipped, apparently wanting me to know he was well equipped, "All the sluts I fuck scream that."
"Mmmmmmm," I smiled, before adding, "its great to be able to talk so frankly with you, honey." I moved to him and gave him a hug. I felt his hard cock poking my leg.
"Oh my, apparently you're already ready for your date," I said.
His confidence oozing, obviously realizing he was free to say whatever he wanted, "I'm always ready, Mom. Always."
"Oh, to have my own eighteen year old," I sighed dramatically.
He laughed, "I have a few buddies who would eagerly fulfill that role."
"Are you offering to whore out your mother?" I teased.
"God, no," he said. "I wouldn't let any of them touch you."
I put my hand on his arm and said, "Oh, I have my own knight in shining armour."
He laughed, "Sure, Mom. But I need to get ready, Brittany will be here any minute now."
"Okay," I nodded, before asking "Do you plan to bring her back home tonight?"
"Weirdest conversation ever, Mom," he said, shaking his head as he left the room.
Brittany arrived a few minutes later in a plaid skirt, tight blouse and white nylons. I smiled, he obviously made his women wear nylons for him.
He came down and said, as he kissed me on the cheek, "Don't wait up, Mom."
I joked to both of them, "Don't do anything I wouldn't do."
Once they were gone, I went to my room and pulled out the new toys I had bought that day. One was an eight inch wall cock. I was hoping to have his entire cock in me soon and I wanted to get my long neglected holes ready for the biggest cock ever to fill me.
I put the suction cup on the wall after lubing it up, pulled up my dress, tugged off my thong, and got on all fours. I moved behind it and had it part way in, riding it slowly, getting used to it in me, when I heard Cory's voice. "Mom!"
I looked up and Cory was at my open door.
Not embarrassed, I shrugged, not stopping fucking myself, as I moaned, "Sorry, honey, but our conversation got me pretty horny and this cock is a lot easier than dating."
"I forgot my wallet," he explained, still watching me. Since I was wearing a dress, all he saw was me riding a cock.
"Okay," I moaned, before adding, "could you please close the door."
"Yes, of course," he said, pulling out of the lustful trance he was in.
"Have fun tonight," I called out once the door was closed, a big smile on my face at the accidental act of voyeurism.
"You too," he called back.
So horny now, I began bouncing back on the big cock, taking all eight inches inside my fevered pussy. I closed my eyes and imagined that instead of leaving, he walked over and shoved his cock in my mouth.
Of course, I came quickly and kept riding the cock to multiple orgasms.
Interestingly enough, he didn't bring her home that night, or if he did he used the garage.
.....
Tuesday and Wednesday were crazy days as I went to spend some time with my mother, who lived a couple hours away. She would be coming over for Christmas supper on the 25th, but I went and spent a couple of days helping her wrap presents, bake and so forth.
The entire time, all I thought about was my son.
I got back Thursday afternoon, and the first thing I did was shave and shower. The second thing I did was put a butt plug in my ass. The third thing I did was put a vibrating egg in my pussy. The fourth thing I did was text Cody.
When are you going to be home? I have an early Christmas present for you.
He texted back a few minutes later.
About an hour. I have a Christmas present for you too.
I had no idea if his present was anything inappropriate, but I hoped so.
I typed back:
Cum home soon.
I then texted back, explaining my spelling of cum, which I had done on purpose:
Sorry, stupid auto correct!
He texted back:
LOL!
I put on thigh high stockings, a thong to keep the plug in my ass and the egg, set on low speed, in my cunt, and a sheer black teddy, and headed downstairs. I noticed that there were only two candy canes left.
I couldn't help it, I texted him back, likely giving away everything before he even got home:
Did you enjoy the new flavoured candy canes?
He texted back:
They were very addicting.
I smiled. He knew. I didn't respond though. I went and put the remote for the egg on the ledge where he would walk in with a big note:
Present 1!
Go to the kitchen.
I went to the kitchen, pulled out a bunch of sex coupons I made and put them into one of my thigh high stockings and hung it up on the table so he couldn't miss it.
The coupons included:
1 coupon for a rough face fucking of your mother
1 coupon for a marathon fucking of your mom
1 coupon for a tight ass to fuck
1 coupon to coat your Mommy's face with cum
1 coupon to deposit a load in your Mom's warm mouth
1 coupon to use a pair of handcuffs
1 coupon for a nylon-clad foot job
1 coupon for a pegging from your mother's strap-on (if you are into that short of thing... your Daddy was)
1 coupon to have your Mother and the bitch Mrs. Young in a 69



1 coupon for a blow job while you drive
1 coupon for a three hole marathon night with your long neglected mother
1 coupon for a bath with your Mommy
1 coupon for a tit fucking
1 coupon for a fist fucking of your Mother's cunt
Present 2!
A bunch of coupons to use as you wish in our very own 12 days of Fuck-mas.
Now, come to the living room.
I then went to the living room, and began the very difficult task of wrapping myself. I considered calling Jemma over to help, but I wasn't willing to have her know of my incestuous intentions.
I wrapped my legs and waist, leaving my stocking-clad feet open. I wrapped my upper body as best I could. I put tinsel on my head, so much I couldn't see a thing, and waited.
Anticipation coursed through me.
The egg teased me relentlessly.
Then the door opened... and closed.
I heard him walk into the kitchen. I suddenly felt the vibrations get faster.
A couple of excruciating minutes later, where I had no idea how he was going to respond (the longer he took, the more anxiety I felt), he was in the room as he said, "Holy crap, it just keeps getting better."
I remained silent.
"This is the best present ever," he said, as he got closer to me. "Although the wrapping job needs work."
"You try wrapping yourself," I protested.
"Fair enough," he laughed, as he reached me, before adding, "The coupons were an interesting touch."
"I expect you to use every one," I said, my mother tone in effect.
"Even the pegging one?" he asked.
"I'd love to fuck that tight ass off yours, baby," I purred.
"Definitely me first," he countered.
"Yes, Master," I answered, giving myself to him completely.
My body shivered as I felt him rip off the wrap that covered my tits.
A chill went up my spine as his hands cupped my breasts. "Are these mine now, Mom?"
"Yes, Master, every part of me is yours now," I trembled, as I felt his hot breath and then his mouth on my nipple. "Ooooooh."
"I've imagined this for a long time," he said, as he bit my nipple.
"You have?" I asked, surprised as his browser history did not give me that impression.
"Of course," he said, going to the other nipple. "Who do you think is to blame for my nylon fetish?"
"Me?" I responded in the form of a question.
"Of course, you have worn them every day of my life and paraded around, teasing me relentlessly," he continued.
I protested, while revealing the truth, "I only started purposely teasing you when I caught you dominating that bitch Jemma."
"That explains everything," he laughed.
"How so?" I moaned, as he tugged hard on my nipple.
"It was like an overnight complete 180 turn around in your personality," he said. "I couldn't fathom how hearing me fuck who you said was Brittany would trigger that. But seeing it, well, my cock is hard to resist."
"I couldn't even wait until Christmas to get my present," I purred, reaching for it.
He unwrapped me completely and kissed me.
I melted into him, my hand reaching for his cock, his already stiff cock, in his jeans.
We kissed not as mother and son, but as two horny lovers.
Breaking the kiss, he asked, "You sure about this?"
I smiled, as I unbuckled his belt, pulled down his jeans and boxers, "Son, I have never wanted anything more in my life."
"Oh, God," he groaned, as I stroked his perfect penis.
"May I suck your big cock, son?" I asked, looking up at him.
He handed me the coupon for swallowing a load.
"Mmmmmmmm, a good start," I purred, taking the coupon, tossing it on the floor and taking his cock in my mouth.
"Oh yes," he groaned, as I instantly began bobbing. I wasn't going to make love to his cock, I was going to suck it like a cum hungry slut... like a submissive slave.
I bobbed furiously, trying to get used to having a cock in my mouth again... determined to get it all in my mouth.
"Who needs Jemma," he groaned, after a couple of minutes. "I have my own live-in cum bucket."
I moaned on his dick in response, as I desperately wanted that first load.
"Take it all, Mommy-slut," he ordered, as he began moving his hips to meet my forward bobs.
And I did. I took his entire nine inch cock in my mouth. I gagged briefly, but recovered quickly.
"Oh yes, Mom, this will be a regular thing from now on," he groaned.
I bobbed faster, sensing he was close.
"Yes, Mom," he grunted, and spewed his load in my mouth. I kept bobbing, swallowing it all, remembering how much I loved the feel of cum sliding down my throat.
When he was done using me as his cum bucket, he pulled out and said, "Get on the couch."
"Yes, Master," I purred, crawling to the couch.
He said, "There wasn't a coupon to munch that pussy."
"I didn't know if you liked doing that, your father didn't," I answered.
"Well, that is just wrong," he said, as he dropped to his knees in front of me.
"Do you want to eat Mommy's cunt?" I asked.
He didn't answer with words, but instead by actions as he buried his face in my cunt.
"Ohhhhh," I moaned, as his tongue went to work. The tongue, mixed with the egg vibrating inside me, had me fevered and ready to erupt in a couple of minutes.
"Yes, baby, suck Mommy's clit, make Mommy come," I moaned, as I put my hand in his hair.
He demanded, "Come for me, Mommy-slut."
"Oh yes," I moaned, watching him between my legs, the fantasy becoming reality. "Don't stop. Yes, yes, Mommy's coming, yes, yes, yes!"
And my cum flooded out onto my son's mouth and face.
He kept licking, seeming to savour my cum as much as I had savoured his.
Once my orgasm was done, I demanded, "Use another coupon."
"So many to choose from," he smiled. He then surprised me, by handing me the one I least expected.
"Are you serious?" I asked.
"I need some food if this is going to be the marathon evening I think we both want it to be," he said.
"Oh, I want to see how many loads you can fit in your Mommy cum bucket," I purred.
"Then I definitely need to eat. I mean your cunt is delicious, but it lacks the calories I need," he joked, standing up.
"What do you have you mind?" I asked.
"Grab a blouse, keep it unbuttoned and then head to the garage. Don't bother with a skirt."
"Oh my," I smiled, liking his kinky idea.
"Oh Mom, this is only the beginning," he said, as he pulled me up.
"It better be," I said, in my best Mom tone.
"Hurry up," he ordered, "I'm hungry."
"Me too," I quipped, reaching for his cock.
"You're insatiable," he said.
"I have to make up for lost time," I said back.
"Oh, we will," he promised, spanking my ass. "Now go get a blouse. We can't have you naked driving around town in plain view."
"At least not above the waist," I smiled.
"Of course," he said.
I grabbed a black blouse, put it on and headed to the garage.
Cody was already in the driver's seat.
I got in the passenger seat, naked except for thigh highs and an unbuttoned blouse. "Where are you taking me, Master?"
"Swiss Chalet drive-thru," he answered, as he backed out of the garage.
"I see," I smiled, as I fished out his cock, eager to prove how much of a slut I could be for him.
"So, were you this submissive and slutty to Dad?" Cody asked.
"In the bedroom, yes. Or when alone," I admitted, as I began to stroke my son's cock. "But in public, many thought he was whipped."
"I did," he laughed.
"Perception and reality are often two different things," I explained, as I lowered my head onto his cock.
"So I see," he groaned.
This time I took my time. I swirled my tongue around his thick mushroom top. I created extra saliva to create a different sensation.
He groaned, "Shit, your mouth is like magic."
"All three of my holes are like magic," I responded.
"I still can't believe this," he said, as my tongue slid up and down his shaft.
"That your mother is a cock hungry slut?" I asked.
"That you're my cock hungry slut," he countered.
"I've been looking for a master for a couple of years, son. But no one came close to your father. But when I heard you dominating that bitch and then watched it... I knew I had found my perfect Master."
"And I have been using a couple MILF's to distract me from what I really wanted," he said. "My own personal Mommy-slut."
"Please call me your Mommy-cum-bucket," I asked. "I want to be everything to you. I want to be your only MILF."
"You think you can keep up with me?" he asked.
"I'll die trying," I promised, as I resumed sucking his cock.
There was no more talking for a couple of minutes until he said, "We're here."
I stopped and asked, "Am I to keep sucking throughout the drive-thru experience, Master?"
"Yes, Mommy cum-bucket," he answered.
"Yummy," I purred.
He said, "I'll order a family pack. I want you to be completely nourished before I deposit loads in your two remaining holes."
I moaned on his cock, the idea of getting fucked, especially in my ass, really turning me on.
He ordered.
And then we were at the first of two windows. The pay window.
He rolled up slowly and a guy's voice began, "That will be... um... eighteen twenty-five."
I got sucking, knowing this teen was watching the back of my head go up and down.
"Shoot, I didn't bring my wallet," Cody said. "Slut, pay the man."
"Yes, Master," I replied, sitting up, flashing both of them my tits and reached down into my purse. I pulled out a twenty, leaned over so my tits were completely in the open and said, to the drooling college age kid, "Keep the change, cutie."
He took the money and I returned to sucking my son's cock.
Cody said, as if in explanation, "She is having an appetizer before the meal."
He rolled forward and laughed, "I think the guy may have a heart attack."
I teased, "I can't believe you treated me like such a slut in public."
"And you loved it," he said.
"Maybe," I replied, returning to sucking his cock as we reached the food window.
This time things got awkward.
"Hey, Cody," a female voice greeted. "How are you... oh my God!"
"Hey Kimberly," Cody greeted casually. "How are you doing?"
"Um, fine," Kimberly said, before saying, "Apparently you are too."
"She couldn't wait until we got home," Cody replied.
"Yeah, okay," she said and handed him the food.
"Thanks Kimberly," Cody said, before adding, "Take this."
"Yes, Master," I obeyed, as I sat up, my tits now in view for a girl Cody knew.
I looked up and smiled. "Hi, Kimberly."
"Um, hi," she said, clearly shocked, but looking down at my son's impressive package.
Cody waited a second, allowing the girl to really get a good look at his dick, before he drove off and we both laughed. "She's in my Philosophy class."
"Well, she's cute and wants your cock," I smiled.
"Want to munch her pussy?" Cody asked.
"I want to do whatever you want me to do," I answered. After a pause, "but I sure wouldn't mind some college pussy to munch on."
"You're insatiable," he said again.
"Years of withdrawal will do that to a person," I countered.
"Well, it's time to make up for lost time," Cody said, as he snapped his fingers.
"Yes, Master," I obeyed, returning to his cock, which I sucked the entire way home.
As soon as he were in the garage, we got out and he ordered, "Bend over the car, Mommy cum-bucket it's time for deposit number two."
"Yes, Master," I obeyed, surprised, but more than happy to oblige.
He moved behind me and asked, "Ready to get fucked?"
I quipped, wanting to sound nasty, "Ready to become a real mother fucker?"
"Shit, Mom," he groaned, "you're the nastiest, hottest slut I know."
"And a complete cum bucket, don't forget," I moaned, as he slid his cock in me.
He laughed, "I don't think I'll ever forget that."
He grabbed my hips and began fucking me... hard... deep.
"Oh yes, baby, pound your Mommy's neglected cunt," I moaned.
"It won't be neglected anymore," he said, as he slammed into me.
"I'll keep you to your word," I said back.
"Trust me," he said, "you will have so much cum in and on you; you will likely get sick of it."
"Never," I moaned, my orgasm building.
He fucked me for a few minutes, me coming once, before he asked, "You want this load in your cunt, Mommy cum-bucket?"
"I have three buckets for you, Master," I moaned, "each eagerly wanting to be lubricated."
"Here it comes, Mommy-slut," he grunted, and deposited his second load, in my second hole so far.
"Two down, one to go," I moaned, as I milked his cock for all his sweet cum.
"In round one," he said, as he kept spewing his seed deep inside me.
Pulling out, he said, "Let's go refuel, before we continue the marathon."
"Yes, Master," I said, suddenly hungry.
I followed him in, even as I felt his cum leaking out of me. I said, "Christ, you come buckets."
"That's why I need so many holes to fill," he shrugged, as he opened the food.
We ate in silence as we watched the news. Me only in thigh highs and my blouse.
Once I was done, I decided to take the initiative and moved to him on the couch. I pulled his pants and underwear off, moved a stool directly in front of him, sat on it and moved my stocking-clad feet to his flaccid cock and started rubbing.
"This," he began, with a smile, "is my biggest fantasy ever,"
"A foot job from Mommy?" I asked, looking demure.
"A stocking foot job from Mommy," he corrected.
"You really are your father's son," I smiled, as I tried to wake up my son's cock.
"That I seem to be," he nodded, as he kept eating and allowed me to tease him. I reminisced all the times I had sucked my husband or given him foot jobs while he watched television, worked on his laptop or read. I even sucked him off in the bath tub and once, while quite drunk, while he was on the toilet (the only thing I ever did that I found disgusting).
I slowly rubbed his cock until it grew. Once hard, I moved my feet so I could give him a foot job, which spread my legs awkwardly, presenting a very wide open pussy or my son to stare at.
"This is literally the hottest thing ever," he groaned.
"What, the foot job or my gaping pussy?" I asked, as I stroked his cock with my feet.
"Both," he said, as he put his hands on my feet and started masturbating himself using my nylon-clad soles.
"Your cock looks so hot wrapped in my feet," I purred.
"My cock looks great in your mouth, and pussy too," he added.
"Not my ass?" I questioned with a pout.
"I haven't seen that yet," he pointed out.
"Well, maybe you should fuck your Mommy's asshole," I suggested, talking dirty.
"I don't know," he joked. "This is feeling pretty good."
"Fuck Mommy's tight shit hole now," I demanded.
"Fine," he sighed, all dramatically, "If I have to."
"You do," I said.
"But you are doing all the work," he said.
"Sounds like usual," I smirked, as he let go of my feet.
I grabbed the lube I had left near the television stand and asked, "How do you want me?"
"Riding my cock," he answered.
"Oh, I see," I smiled, "you really meant I would be doing all the work."
"Yep," he nodded, as I came to him and poured lube all over his hard cock.
"Such a dirty boy," I purred, as I stroked his lubed cock.
"Such a dirty slut," he countered, as he grabbed the lube, turned me around and poured lube on my ass cheeks. He then slid a finger inside my ass.
"Oh, you bad boy," I moaned.
"Want to make sure your ass is ready for my cock," he said.
"I was born ready," I replied, as he added a second finger.
"That you were," he said, and fingered my ass for a couple of minutes. Pulling his fingers out, he ordered, "Now ride my cock, Mommy cum-bucket."
I eagerly obeyed, excited to have a real cock in my ass for the first time in years. I backed up, straddled him slowly, facing him, wanting to look at him as we fucked.
I put my hands on his chest for balance and slowly lowered myself onto his big cock. I wasn't in as good a shape as I used to be, so it was more awkward, but soon I was lowering my asshole on his cock.
"You look so hot, Mom," he said, watching me lower myself on his solid sword.
"I want to be your hot three-hole Mommy cum-bucket," I moaned, my ass widening for his thick cock. A slight burn that I knew was temporary hit me, but I kept lowering until I was sitting on his lap, his entire nine inch cock buried deep in me.
"Wow, that was impressive," he said.
"As is your cock," I said, trying to get used to having something so huge in my ass.
"I know," he smiled, then surprised me by bucking his ass up quickly, his cock reaching new never explored depths in my asshole.
"Oh my God," I screamed, a mixture of pleasure and pain coursing through me.
"You like that, Mommy cum-bucket?" he asked, as he allowed me to return on his lap.
"Fuck, yes," I whimpered, a searing pain still burning, even as a rush of adrenaline at being used hit my very being.
"Now ride," he ordered.
"Yes, Master," I nodded, as I slowly began moving up and down on his cock.
"Oh yeah, ass slut, ride my cock," he groaned.
I moaned. "Did you ever fantasize this?"
"What?" he asked, making me say it.
"Having your mother ride your cock like some cheap slut as a Christmas present?" I asked.
"I've fantasized it lots," he admitted, "but never thought it would happen."
After a moment, he added, "It is the best Christmas present ever."
I moaned, "I couldn't agree more."
As I got used to having his cock in my ass, I began riding faster and faster, eventually bouncing on his cock, taking it as deep in my ass as humanly possible. The pleasure overwhelmed the pain and I was in heaven.
"God, Mom, this feels amazing," he groaned.
"It's heaven on earth," I replied, riding his cock like I was on a bucking horse.
Suddenly, he lifted me up, keeping his cock deep in me, turned around, put me on the couch and took control of the ass fucking.
"Oh yes, baby, ass fuck Mommy. Pound her shit hole with your massive hammer," I babbled, my orgasm building.
"One last bucket to fill," he grunted, as he slammed hard into me.
"Oh yes, cum in Mommy's asshole," I begged, as I moved my hand to my fevered pussy. "Shoot your cum up my shit hole."
"Oh, God, fuck," he said, a few hard strokes later as he spewed his third load of the day in my third hole.
"Yes, baby." I moaned, rubbing my clit furiously as I felt my asshole filled with cum.
"Come now," he ordered, as he kept coming in me.
"Call me names," I moaned, so close.
"You like that, don't you?" he said.
"Yes, Master," I admitted, as I began bouncing back on his cock, wanting it as deep as possible inside me.
"Come now, Mommy cum-bucket, ass slut, slave, three hole incestuous whore, submissive Mommy-slut, son fucker," he listed off, until I erupted.
"Yessss, Mother fucker!" I screamed as another orgasm hit me.
He fucked me for another minute of my orgasm, before pulling out as we both collapsed side by side, completely spent.
As I cuddled into him, a strange calmness after the recent intensity warmed me.
He was my Master, I was his cum bucket.
But, he was also my son and I his mother.
Somehow we had combined the best of both worlds together.
He whispered, "I love you, Mom."
"I love you too, son," I said, with a smile to myself.
"Merry Christmas," he said.
I looked up at him, a wicked smile on my face, and added, "Wait until New Year's Eve."
THE END
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"You want me to be your sister's plus one?" I asked for a second time, unsure I had really heard her correctly the first two times.
"Yes," Jasmine, my wife, replied, annoyed at having to repeat herself.
"Isn't that weird?" I asked, thinking it was incredibly weird.
"Maybe a little," she shrugged, as she pecked away on her computer like she often did. "but Jennifer isn't ready to get back in the dating pool and doesn't want to be getting the pitying, 'oh you're getting divorced', looks. So she wants a handsome man to show off."
"We'll, the handsome part I have to agree with," I smiled, always loving to pump myself up.
"And you have to act like you're her smitten boyfriend," she continued, looking up.
"This just keeps getting more and more like I'm on Candid Camera," I quipped, looking at the roof.
She said, all serious, "She's stressed out and I offered your services."
"I'm just a gigolo, and everywhere I go," I sang off key.
"I said you're handsome, I didn't say you were David Lee Roth," Jasmine quipped back, always willing to go tit-for-tat in our playful banter.
"And it's this weekend?" I asked, as I was supposed to go with her to her boring teacher's Christmas party.
"Yes," she nodded. "And yes, that means you get to miss the boring teacher party you hate every year."
"This continues to be in the too good to be true department," I pointed out, smirking that she always knows what I'm thinking.
"Have I mentioned it's at The Cassandra, the booze is all free and you get to share a hotel with my sister?" she added.
I looked around for cameras. Jasmine had been acting strange the past few months, since Valentine's Day truthfully. Spending more time with her siblings than ever, never complaining about them and being way wilder in and out of the bedroom (oral sex while I drove, talking dirty in the bedroom and even experimenting with anal sex. She even began to tolerate her annoying, overbearing and critical mother. But this, this was very strange. "You're serious?"
"Yes, I love my sister and don't want her to be alone and pitied or questioned all night," she explained.
"If that's what you want," I agreed, her sister actually really fun to be around usually...clearly the party girl and leader of the three sisters.
....
On the day of the party, my wife helped dress me, putting me in my best suit. I'm a decent looking guy and in the suit I looked smoking hot. I joked, "I'm going to be irresistible to Jennifer."
"Yes, I'm sure she is going to strip you naked and fuck your brains out," my often sarcastic wife quipped.
We both trusted each other unconditionally, so such blunt talk wasn't uncommon. I quipped, posing sexily, "Jennifer's a go-getter. I'm not sure I'll be able to hold her off if she decides she wants a piece of this."
Jasmine laughed, "If she decides to use you as her personal plaything, you have my permission."
"You know I'm utterly irresistible in this outfit," I pointed out. "You're giving me carte blanc to do your sister." The conversation was getting strange, but I was enjoying teasing my wife.
"Do away," she waved, before adding, "you need to go and pick her up. She hates being late."
"That's a family trait," I joked, my bride getting instantly bitchy if we were late for anything.
I gave her a kiss and drove across town to Jennifer's rented condo as the divorce was still in the ugly early stages... a divorce that was about millions, give or take.
As soon as I pulled up, five minutes late, Jennifer walked out and I instantly got a hard on. She was in a short red cocktail dress and mocha nylons, my favourite colour of nylon (my fetish being nylon-clad legs and feet).
I got out of the car, quickly adjusted myself and went to open the door for her like any gentleman would do.
As she walked towards me, in four inch opened toe heels, she said, in her usually pretentious tone, "You're late."
"A train blocked the road for almost ten minutes or I would have been early," I explained, which was the truth, as I opened the car door for her.
"I guess I'll forgive you," she smiled, reaching me and kissing me on the cheek.
"You're apparently going for the lavish look today," I complimented, "you look absolutely beautiful."
"Thanks," she smiled warmly, a side I didn't see often with her of late. "You look very handsome yourself."
"I clean up well?" I joked.
"Yes, yes you do," she agreed, her tone oddly ominous, as she got into the car.
I closed the door once she was in, taking a longer than socially responsible look at her sexy legs (she was in amazing shape).
I slightly adjusted myself again as I walked back around to my side thinking this was quite the temptation my wife was accidentally putting me through.
As we drove to the hotel, the nicest by far in the city, I couldn't help but continually glance at her nylon-clad legs.
She said, taking control like she usually did, the reason I believe her marriage ended - men don't like dominant women, "So what is our story for this evening?"
"We have a story?" I asked, trying not to glance at her nylon-clad legs.
"Of course," she said, "it needs to look like we are in love."
"Oh," I said, this already getting way more complicated than I first imagined.
"So to keep it simple, and kind of true, we met through my sister and have known each other for years," she explained, having obviously put thought into this.
"So far, so good," I nodded.
"We have been quietly dating for a couple of months now," she continued.
"Okay," I nodded, wanting to keep it simple as my memory was not one of my strong suits.
"Lastly, we need to look like we are very much in lust," she finished.
"Lust?" I questioned, surprised by her word choice.
"Yes," she nodded. "I can't be in love with you already, but I can definitely be infatuated. As can you."
"So I'm treating this like the early stages of dating," I clarified, remembering the daily lengthy fuck marathons between Jasmine and me the first few months.
"Exactly," she nodded. "I need you to hold my hand, to kiss me on occasion and to play the part of horny guy."
"Those are words I never thought I would be told by you," I laughed, glancing again at her legs, of which there was a lot showing.
"I'm dressed for you," she added, catching me checking out her legs.
"P-p-pardon?" I stammered, quickly returning my gaze to the road.
"Jasmine told me long ago your quirky nylon fetish," she answered, slipping out of her shoe and putting her nylon-clad foot on the dash. "Cameron liked nylons too, but not as much as you."
I was speechless as the conversation continued getting stranger.
As she wiggled her foot, my gaze unable to not stare at her perfectly manicured toes, she continued, "She also told me that you particularly love the toenails to be red and your favourite colour of nylon is dark beige."
"She told you all that?" I asked, stopped at a red light and unable to not stare at her calf, foot and toes showcased so perfectly in nylon.
"We share everything," she answered, stressing the last word excessively.
"That is incredibly alarming," I said, as a horn blared behind me.
"Green light," she said, her tone clearly amused.
My cock was rock hard, but positioned so awkwardly it was uncomfortable. As I started driving, I tried to slyly shift my cock into a better position.
As I repositioned my cock, she said, even as she continued wiggling her toes, smirking, "Good to know I can make you hard with just a tease of the foot."
"I'm a guy," I shrugged.
"And apparently you are a great pussy muncher," she added, making me gasp. She added, "I told you... everything... we have no secrets."
"That is utterly the most disturbing thing I have ever heard," I said, although really the idea turned me on.
"She says you have a magical tongue," she continued.
"I'm the Gene Simmons of pussy pleasing," I countered, deciding to play along with this bizarre conversation.
"Mmmmmm?" She said, the fake moan overdramatic and hot.
"So you dressed up for me?" I asked, trying to wrap my head around her bizarre behaviour. I mean she always was the fashionable, name brand only, high heels type of woman, but this was the kind of conversation that happens in my jerkoff fantasies when I'm stuck in a hotel (men almost never jerk off to their wives).
"Yes," she answered, not explaining her reasoning.
"Why?" I asked.
"I want you horny as hell all night," she answered, rather matter-of-factly.
"Why?" I repeated, getting more questions with each answer.
"You need to look like you can't wait to leave this party, take me back to the hotel room and fuck the shit out of me," she bluntly answered.
"Fuck," I replied, realizing I was way over my head.
"Maybe later," she quipped, her tone a mixture of playful 'I'm just fucking with you banter' and serious 'I'm going to fuck the shit out of you'.
I didn't answer, my head spinning, my pants bulging, as I pulled up to the front of the hotel.
The valet took the car, and a bell hop took our bags, as Jennifer took my hand in hers, the first woman other than my wife to hold my hand in fifteen years. Guilt instantly rushed through me and I knew I was going to call my wife as soon as I could get alone.
We walked into the lavish hotel, checked in and went to our room, which I learned was on the 28th floor, the top floor. She held my hand throughout the elevator ride, even though no one was around to show our fake love to.
The evening of surprises continued when we walked into the room, which was actually a suite, apparently the honeymoon suite. It had a Jacuzzi, wine chilling and one, yes one, king-sized bed.
I pointed this out, "There is only one bed."
"Is that a problem?" she asked, as she went to the window and looked out.
"Jasmine may think so," I pointed out, thinking this just kept getting stranger and stranger.
"Don't think you can keep your hands to yourself?" she asked, still looking out the window.
"It's not me I'm worried about," I countered, unable to not flirt back.
She ignored my response and said, "This really is a glorious view."
As I stared at her perfect body, dressed to tease, I wanted to say, "Indeed it is', but instead I said, "I should give Jasmine a call."
"And we should probably head down," she said, turning to me.
"I just need to check in first," I said.
"Sure," she nodded, "I better go make sure I look good enough to fuck."
Her bluntness wasn't unusual, but in regards to sex it was. Once she left, I quickly called my wife. As soon as she answered, I asked, "Do you have any clue what you've got me into?"
"She really doesn't want to be pitied tonight," Jasmine responded.
"Apparently," I replied. "And you told her about my nylon fetish?"
"Both my sisters, actually," she replied, "we talk about everything."
"So I learned," I said, before joking, "Apparently, I'm also good at oral sex."
"I tell you that all the time," she said, "I screamed it last night actually."
"Maybe you should Facebook it," I joked.
"You should be happy that I rave about your wicked tongue," she playfully countered.
"I'm not complaining," I said, "but your sister has been very flirty and borderline aggressive."
"Again, just go along with it," she said. "You need to look like an authentic infatuated couple."
Just then Jennifer returned from the washroom, walked to me and took the phone from me. "Hey, baby sis. Thanks for sharing your husband with me."
Hearing the word 'sharing', I thought it was an odd choice.
After a pause, Jennifer promised. "Don't worry, I'll take very good care of him tonight."
Her tone wasn't remotely subtle in her intent.
"I'm going to put him on speakerphone," Jennifer said, her right foot moving in and out of her shoe, purposely teasing me, a constant distraction as I couldn't not look...my fetish and dick controlling me.
After pressing the button, Jennifer continued, "Your husband seems a bit tentative about being my date tonight."
Jasmine sighed, "Honey, tonight treat Jennifer the way you would treat me if you were at my Christmas party tonight."
"All you do is tease me all night," I pointed out, Jasmine always touching my cock slyly, rubbing her nylon foot on my leg, and whispering naughty things throughout dinner and the incredibly boring speeches.
"As I imagine Jennifer will do, too," Jasmine countered.
"Game on," Jennifer agreed.
I quipped, trying to shock the older sister, "Those nights always end in blow jobs or marathon fucking sessions."
"Good to know," Jennifer smiled, not shocked but instead only adding to the sexual tension.
"Help Jasmine, your sister is raping me with her eyes," I only kind of joked.
"Well you are rape worthy," she quipped.
"You're not helping," I pointed out.
"I got to go," Jasmine said, "Connie is here."
"Why is Connie there?" I asked, Connie being her other older sister.
"I needed a date, since mine was on another date," Jasmine answered.
"I'm on a date?" I questioned.
"Just treat her like you would treat me at such an event," Jasmine repeated.
"Okay," I agreed, even though those events did usually lead to oral sex on the drive home and a good fucking once we got home, as I had quipped earlier... Jasmine being very submissive once in the bedroom, and very obedient.
"Have fun, and Jennifer, don't do anything I wouldn't do," Jasmine quipped.
"What won't you do?" Jennifer asked playfully.
"I don't know, Mike what won't I do?" She asked all seductively.
"I'm beginning to feel like a piece of meat," I joked, not sure I should answer that question properly... my wife a very willing participant in the bedroom and willing to do almost anything to please me.
"Hopefully you're a full course meal," Jennifer quipped, seriously eating me whole with her look.
"Gotta go," Jasmine said. "Have fun, and Mike, you have my permission to be overly touchy feely with my sister. You are her gigolo for the night."
I was about to say that gigolo's have sex with their dates, but she hung up.
Jennifer smiled, took my arm and said, "Let's go, my gigolo."
I followed her out completely befuddled with what lay ahead and hard as a rock.
As we entered the hall, mistletoe was right above us. She turned to me, leaned forward and kissed me on the lips. It wasn't a long kiss, but it wasn't a short kiss either, as her tongue parted my mouth. I loved kissing, but Jasmine wasn't a big fan, she'd rather get ass fucked than kiss... yes, I was that lucky.
She quipped, "I love mistletoe."
I remembered the time when I put mistletoe above my cock at a Christmas party with Jasmine and renamed it mistle-blow.
She then added, "I also love mistle-blow." She winked and pulled me speechlessly into the main room.
The next hour I met lots of people, all the while holding Jennifer's hand. When I went to get drinks, I planned on having a few, she kissed me on the lips. When she went to the ladies room, leaving me with three complete strangers, she kissed me on the lips.
A part of me felt undeniable guilt and yet a growing part of me was getting incredibly horny. I loved my wife, and found her to be beautiful, but there was definitely something very alluring about Jennifer, who'd never had any kids thus no baby weight and who worked out every day to keep her body perfectly toned. Sure her tits were tiny, but I wasn't a tit man so that really didn't matter.
No doubt if I was single and had met Jennifer first I would have gone after her with my full court press. She was beautiful, had an amazing body and had spunk. Yet, she was my wife's sister and I would never cheat on my wife.
At supper, Jennifer's version of being an authentic couple included her hand on my leg, slowly slithering up until her fingers grazed my undeniably stiff cock. It included her nylon-clad foot moving under my pant leg just like Jasmine would do. Yet, all I could do was try not to jizz in my pants.
As we waited for dessert, she gave my cock a firm squeeze and whispered, "Jasmine wasn't lying."
I groaned and went to move her hand away before I erupted.
She took my hand instead though and put it on her nylon covered leg. My eyes went wide as it was easily the softest, silkiest nylon I had ever felt.
She whispered, "These nylons cost me 65 bucks when I was in France last month. Do you like?"
"They're really soft," I admitted, wanting to slide my hand up and down her leg. But instead I tried moving my hand away, this temptation becoming harder and harder to resist (pun intended).
"I bought them for you," she said with a seductive smile as she moved my hand slowly up her knee to her thigh.
"For me?" I asked, mesmerized by her words and her leg... getting drawn into a sinister sexual web I was going to be unable to get out of.
"Of course," she said, as the dessert arrived. "Mmmmmm, pie. I love pie, do to love pie?"
"It's an acquired taste," I quipped back, the flirtatious me beginning to take control as my lower head began to lead.
"Some pie is heavenly," she offered, as she took a bite and moved her hand off mine.
I allowed my hand to remain. Not moving, just enjoying the silk and letting her know her aggressive attitude didn't faze me. "Pie does need to be savoured."
"I couldn't agree more," she nodded. "Plus no two pies are alike."
There was silence, the naughty innuendo lingering between us.
We chatted with the others at our table and drank more wine. Three bottles done between the two of us, my hand never moving off her leg.
I didn't enjoy the pie, raisin not really a great choice. The server asked as she was cleaning up the plates, "You didn't enjoy the pie?"
"No, I like my pie to be much moister," I answered.
Not rattled by my response, Jennifer said for all to hear, "Oh, then you will love my homemade pie, it's a recipe like no other."
I don't know why I said it, knowing it would only encourage her (I blamed the wine and her nylons), as she wasn't rattled by my overtures at all, I countered, "I can't wait to taste it."
I'll make sure to have it made nice and warm for you when you come for some," she said, making my mouth literally water, as she reached and squeezed my cock again.
She asked, "Is this because of me?"
"Actually it's for the pie," I countered, not playing Mr. Nice Guy any more, giving Jennifer a very firm squeeze on her leg...deciding a full frontal attack may be the only way to calm her aggressive behaviour.
She leaned in and whispered, as she shocked me once more, fishing my cock out of my pants in lightning fashion and beginning to jerk me off, "I think you have the filling for my pie."
"Fuuuuck," I quietly grunted, paralyzed by her touch as my cock, long teased tonight, was instantly ready for eruption.
"Shit, you two should go and get a room," Wanda, a pretty co-worker of Jennifer's quipped.
"We have one for later," Jennifer replied, her intent in the words and her hand stroking my cock obvious, "but I can't resist this sexy stud."
"I am utterly irresistible," I added, trying not to come, as I also tried to act casual.
"Hot as a volcano about to erupt," Jennifer added, as she continued stroking my cock.
"You two lovebirds make me sick," a guy whose name I couldn't remember said.
"I can't help it," I shrugged, trying to play the doting boyfriend, "She's just so fucking hot."
"You know just the right words to say, baby," she purred. I tried to keep a straight face as I focused on not coming under the table.



"You slut," Wanda said playfully, "You're jerking him off under the table aren't you?"
"No, 'slut' would be dropping my fork, going under the table and sucking his cock," Jennifer countered, as she indeed dropped the fork and said dramatically, "Oops, I better get that." She went under the table and quickly took my cock in her mouth.
No name gasped, "She isn't, is she?"
"No," I lied poorly. I moaned, as she bobbed hungrily up and down on my cock for only a few seconds.
Another few bobs and I would have shot my load down her throat, but she sat back up and smiled, fork in hand, "Got it."
"You're sooooo bad," Wanda teased.
"And it feels sooooo good," Jennifer replied, as she finished another glass of wine.
My cock saluting her under the table, I was super frustrated and annoyed. She teased relentlessly, even more than Jasmine. And now I had cheated on Jasmine!
She kissed me hard, this time her tongue going in my mouth. I returned the kiss and we kissed like two horny lovers until Wanda quipped, "Did I mention getting a room?"
Jennifer broke the kiss and said, "Actually, I need to use the powder room, come with me Wanda."
Jennifer gave my still stiff cock one firm squeeze and said, "You should probably put the missile away before it accidentally goes off."
Soon it was just me and no name. He said, "I think you're going to get lucky tonight."
"I get lucky every night," I quipped back, as I tried putting by cock back in my pants. He wasn't happy with being put away.
I texted Jasmine:
This is getting out of hand!
I waited a few minutes before Jasmine texted back:
Just be her boyfriend!!!
I texted back:
What if she wants to consummate our relationship?
She called me.
"Hey, baby," Jasmine purred, her tone implying she had already had a few drinks herself.
"You're drunk," I said, wishing I was there with her.
"Tipsy," she giggled, "Although Connie is making sure I don't do anything bad."
"Your other sister is definitely being bad," I countered.
"Well, she is the bad one," Jasmine said.
"I think she expects me to have sex with her," I bluntly said.
Just then, before Jasmine could respond, Jennifer returned, grabbed my hand, hung up on my wife, pulled me up and put a candy cane in my mouth.
I immediately knew this was a special candy cane even before Jennifer said anything. This red and white Christmas treat was coated with pussy juice.
She asked, "Do you like candy canes?"
I pulled the uniquely scented and tasting candy cane out of my mouth, instantly wanting to taste the addition directly from the source (I loved eating pussy... women will do almost anything for a man who knows how to service her with his tongue), and shrugged, "I like my treats to be all natural."
She smiled, "Oh, that can be arranged."
"And I like to really savour my treats," I continued, adding layer upon layer of sexual innuendo between us.
"I love a man that knows what he wants," she countered.
"And I know exactly what I want," I replied, staring directly into her eyes.
Wanda quipped, "Christ if you two don't get a room soon you're going to come in front of us."
Jennifer shrugged, taking my hand and pulling me up as she put the candy cane back in my mouth, "Let's dance sexy."
I reluctantly followed her onto the dance floor in and asked, "What if I hadn't have put my dick away when you went to the bathroom?"
"Then everyone would have got a very big treat," she replied, as she started dancing.
I danced too, as I bit the candy cane, watching her every curve as she danced, still in awe of what had transpired so far. After three songs, a slow song came on and she fell into me.
As the song played, she said, "Jasmine is a very lucky woman."
"I'm a lucky guy," I countered, before adding, "You hung up on her, by the way."
"Don't worry," she purred, "your wife is in very good hands tonight."
Her tone was odd, but I didn't respond.
As the slow song I didn't recognize played, Jennifer wrapped her arms around me, her perfume lingering. We danced quietly, her small breasts pressed into my chest, my cock, rock hard, unavoidably poking her thigh, unable to hide the impact she had on me.
My hands on her waist, I held her tight into me, enjoying this moment of intimacy, one that was safe and yet full of implication.
Finally she spoke, her voice sultry, "If you weren't my brother-in-law I would take you behind the coat check and suck your cock, or take you into a bathroom and ride that stiff missile," she revealed, as she slyly ground her body into my cock.
Playing along, wanting her to know who was in control, I countered, "Actually, if you weren't my sister-in-law, I would firmly push you on your knees and fuck that pretty wicked mouth of yours."
"Mmmmmm," she moaned, not backing down at all. "Would you shoot your cum down my throat or all over my face?"
"Before or after I fucked your other two holes?" I countered, remaining on the full offensive, trying to shock her. Jasmine was a submissive and understood in the bedroom I was in charge completely. I wondered if Jennifer was the same way. Often strong willed women are closet submissives looking for a man to take control. Her last husband was a completely whipped wuss who she walked all over.
"You fuck Jasmine's ass?" she asked coyly.
"I thought she told you everything," I answered firmly, shifting into my dominant persona.
"Oh, she does," she smiled back, her tone implying she indeed knew her sister did take it in the ass. She then added, her tone dripping with vague implication, "The better question is does she tell you everything?"
That statement, implying my wife didn't tell me everything, was a punch in the gut. I was indeed gone a lot, working in the oil industry had me often travelling all over Alberta, and I would sometimes be gone for seven to ten days at a time, occasionally gone for even longer stretches. Yet, I trusted her without reservation and couldn't fathom her cheating on me.
As the song was ending, my head spinning as I tried to understand the last question, Jennifer asked, "Do you want to fuck me, Harold?"
"Wanting and doing are not the same thing," I countered, avoiding answering the question like a politician would do.
"I'll take that as a yes," she smiled, leaning in and kissing me again.
I wanted to take her right there and then, the kiss passionate and with an urgency that rarely happened in the heat of passion once you're married... which instantly made me feel guilty even though Jasmine told me to play the love-struck boyfriend... at first I thought I was acting, but the longer this night went on the more it seemed like this was an authentic task.
Breaking the kiss, I said firmly, "Jennifer, this can't go any further."
The song ended, but we stood still in our strange embrace, as if two combatants not backing down. "Would you fuck me if Jasmine gave you permission?" she bluntly asked me.
I laughed, as a new slow song, one of my favourites, REO Speedwagon's 'I Can't Fight this Feeling', began. The irony of the title was not lost on me.
She said, repeating the question, "I'm serious. If Jasmine called you right now and gave you permission to fuck the hell out of her sister, would you?"
I couldn't believe she was asking such a ludicrous question. Jasmine had always made it crystal clear that if I ever cheated on her she would cut my balls off and feed them to our dog Jimbo for dinner, and I believed her. "I think there is a better chance of this party turning into a full scale orgy than Jasmine agreeing to that."
"Is that a yes or no?" She asked, determined to get an answer to the ridiculous question.
"Sure," I laughed, not able to take her seriously, being strong and firm, "if Jasmine gives me permission I'll fuck you, but be warned I don't make love, I fuck."
"Promises, promises," she purred, licking her lips.
I shifted to firm and serious. "No, I'm serious. If you and Jasmine really tell each other everything, you know that I expect complete obedience in the bedroom."
"Or the hotel room?" She questioned, not backing down.
"Or the clothing closet," I added, my eyes bearing into hers.
Still acting as if this wasn't some big joke, she pulled my hand towards the coat check.
I stopped her and pulled her back into a slow dance. "I told you those conditions were based on Jasmine saying yes, which she never would."
"You sure?" She asked, her tone and raised eyebrow implying she knew something I didn't.
"Pretty sure," I replied, with slightly less confidence then my previous statements.
"You understand that Jasmine, Connie and I are really close," she said, stressing the word 'really'.
"Especially since around Valentine's Day," I answered, the night the girls helped me avoid the financial pain that usually was the silly day of commercial love.
"Good catch, Sherlock," she nodded, "that was indeed the day that changed everything."
"What are you hiding from me?" I asked, trying to understand her ominous words and the way she stressed the word 'everything'.
"Let's go upstairs," she said.
"I can't," I answered, even though every inch of my body wanted to.
"Do you want to?" she asked.
"I want to fuck Megan Fox," I countered, "and Sofia Vergara and actually pretty much every female on Modern Family."
"Would you if Jasmine gave you permission?" she asked.
"Two of them are on my celebrity five," I replied, both Jasmine and I having five celebrities we could fuck if the opportunity ever arose. My others were: Jennifer Lawrence, Mila Kunis and oddly the always pantyhose wearing Kate Middleton. Meanwhile my wife had Jason Stratham, Daniel Craig (she tried to add all Bond men, but I countered with all Modern Family members and she balked), Zack Efron, Bradley Cooper, and Johnny Depp.
"I'm not on the five?" she asked with a pout.
"Only celebrities," I shrugged, before adding, "plus, the possibility of meeting these people must be almost impossible.
"So would I be on it if it was anybody five?" she asked coyly.
"I plead the fifth," I replied, just as coyly.
"Well, tonight," she said, in a strong dominant way, moving her hand and rubbing my cock through my trousers, "you're mine."
I laughed awkwardly, "You think so."
"No, I know so," she answered, before adding, "I always get what I want, and tonight I want you."
"But I'm your sister's husband," I replied, pointing out the obvious.
"And she is my pet," she replied, before adding, "I've had too much wine, I have to pee."
"Pet?" I questioned.
"And you know I'm just like your wife... when I get drunk enough I virtually have no limits," she revealed.
Reminding her I was still in charge, I pointed out, "When my wife is drunk, she is my completely obedient slut."
"Yes, Master," she winked, which was utterly hot. "I really have to fucking pee. Call your wife, Harold. When I get back I'm going to see if you are all talk and no action or if you can back your words with solid action."
She gave my cock one more firm squeeze for good measure as she said 'solid' and sauntered away.
I stared at her until she was out of view, my head spinning and my cock about to erupt... there is only so much any man can take.
I moved to a quiet area in the lobby of the hotel and texted my wife:
Call me, ASAP.
I needed to bluntly tell my wife what happened and beg forgiveness. In reality, in my weakness I was technically just doing what she had told me to.
When she didn't call me, I called her. The phone rang four times before it was answered. But the voice I heard was not my wife's, but, her sister, Connie's.
"Jasmine's phone," Connie greeted, all sing-song sweet.
"Hi, Connie," I said quickly, before asking with a sense of urgency, "where is Jasmine?"
"In the washroom," Connie answered.
"Oh," I sighed, needing to talk to her ASAP.
"Enjoying yourself?" Connie asked.
"It's been interesting, to say the least," I answered.
"Have you been acting like a fawning in-lust boyfriend?" Connie questioned.
"I've had no choice," I responded, replaying just how aggressive Jennifer had been all night.
"Has Jennifer tried to fuck you yet?" Connie bluntly asked, even as I thought I heard her moan.
"Pardon?" I asked, even though I had heard the question clearly.
"She got permission from your wife to have you service her," Connie answered, matter-of-factly.
"She did not," I said, even though there were many hints that was exactly what happened.
Connie laughed, "I was there when the conversation took place," Connie said, "trust me, Jennifer is expecting you to fuck her tonight... probably more than once if I know my sister...especially if she has been drinking."
"You've got to be kidding," I said, even though I knew she wasn't.
"Trust me," Connie said, "there is a hierarchy in our family and Jennifer is at the top."
"What does that even mean?" I asked, her answer cryptic.
"I think you know," she answered, with yet another moan.
I didn't. I had no fucking clue.
Jennifer startled me, coming up behind me and whispering in my ear, "So ready to fuck me like a dirty cum slut?"
A chill went up my spine, as her lips tugged on my ear, my cock flinching at such dirty talk. I asked Connie, "Is Jasmine back yet?"
"She's been here the whole time," Connie answered, as Jennifer continued breathing in my ear. "
"Which hole do you want first, stud?" Jennifer questioned, her hands wrapping around me, so close to my stiff cock.
"What?" I asked, trying to ignore the sexual heat cascading through me at Jennifer's touch and wicked tongue.
Jennifer, thinking I was talking to her, repeated, "Which hole do you want first, stud? All three are completely open for business."
While Connie answered, "She's just been pretty busy."
"I thought she was in the bathroom," I said, her answers rather odd.
"She is," Connie answered.
Jennifer didn't speak, instead she grabbed my hand and led me to the elevator.
"Are you in the bathroom too?" I asked, confused, as I followed Jennifer mindlessly to the elevator and in as it magically opened just as we reached it... the Gods of loyalty clearly smirking at me tonight with temptation after temptation.
"I am," Connie replied, with an undeniable moan.
"Are you in a stall?" I asked, beginning to put the puzzle pieces together.
"I am," Connie answered.
"Is my wife also in the stall?" I asked, praying I wasn't correct, as the elevator closed and it was just Jennifer and I.
"She is," Connie moaned in response.
"What is she doing?" I asked, as Jennifer looked at me with an insatiable lust that both flattered and scared me.
Jennifer grabbed the phone before I could hear the answer. She hung up and said, lifting up her dress to reveal only a red thong hiding her pussy, "Time for you to be doing what your wife has been doing for months."
And there it was... the answer I was assuming... dreading... yet made the complex puzzle pieces all come together in an instant and made my rock hard cock even stiffer if that was possible.
My wife's more aggressive sexual behaviour this year.
My wife's ceasing to rant about her sisters practically overnight.
My wife spending so much more time with her sisters than she used to.
My wife allowing this strange day to occur.
Yet, before I could respond to the offer, she dropped her dress back down, dropped to her knees and asked, as her hand squeezed my stiff cock, and pulled out some mistletoe, "Are you hard knowing that your wife is eating Connie's cunt right now?"
Her hand reached for my fly and quickly fished out my cock again as I processed the answer to the question I just asked.
"Mmmmm, I think so," she purred, "what do you call this when you're with my baby sister?"
"Mistle-blow," I answered, a game that started the first time I was stuck at one of her boring teacher Christmas parties.
"Mmmmmmm," she moaned, as she put it over her head and took my cock in her mouth.
I stared at her bobbing on my cock in stunned silence as my head spun with all that had been revealed...the picture now crystal clear.
I asked, after a moment, even though the answer was obvious, "Are the three of you committing lesbian incest?"
She pulled her mouth off my cock and responded, "Oh, there is a lot more than three of us."
"Who else?" I asked, unable to fathom, and yet undeniably intrigued, who else and praying there were no men involved in this twisted web... praying I was the only man.
As if reading my mind, she looked up at me with a naughty smile, flicking her tongue around my mushroom top, "Don't worry Harold, you are the only man joining this family group."
The elevator began to slow down and she stood back up and asked, "Ever wanted to fuck your mother-in-law?"
My eyes went big at the question. My mother-in-law was still a very hot woman for her age and one who always wore nylons.
As she stroked my cock, she asked, "Or how about Connie? Ever wanted to fuck those big tits or her wide ass?"
The elevator came to a stop, as she whispered, "They are all yours if you want them... as am I."
She kissed me as the elevator opened. She tossed the mistletoe on the ground, grabbed my cock and led me to our hotel room, not remotely worried about others seeing us.
Once in the room, she continued adding to the growing list of women, "Or how about Aunt Marilyn?"
"And how do you fit in this lesbian family orgy?" I asked, deciding to take control once and for all, even though I sensed she was the conductor of this lesbian group.
"I'm the Mistress of them all, including your wife," she smiled, dropping back to her knees. The idea of my wife being submissive to Jennifer was cock breaking hot.
"And that makes me a Master to them all," I declared, sliding my cock back in her open mouth and realizing the golden opportunity that I had been given.
I fucked her face roughly for a couple of minutes, loving hearing her slobbery sounds.
Pulling out, I ordered, "Give me my phone."
She looked up at me and smiled, as she handed me back my phone, "Want to film yourself fucking me?"
"I need to talk to my wife first," I said, shoving my cock back in her mouth.
She began bobbing as I called my wife.
This time she answered. "Hi, baby, having fun?"
I responded, "I'm just being a perfect date for your sister."
"Good," Jasmine replied, "she was really looking forward to this."
"Oh, she is really enjoying it," I replied, before clarifying so there was no shadow of a doubt left of what I was getting permission to do, "And I am to do whatever she wants?" I questioned.
"Yes," she answered.
"Anything?" I clarified.
"Yes, anything," Jasmine agreed.
"Anywhere?" I continued.
Jasmine said, "Harold, enough hemming and hawing, Jennifer hasn't been fucked by a real cock in months and needs to be fucked bad."
"Once we jump in this rabbit hole," I pointed out, "there is no going back."
Jasmine agreed, "I know baby, but I want you to fuck my Mistress, make her your cum slut tonight."
Hearing such words while getting blown simultaneously was amazing and having the clear permission I needed I said, "Well, that I can make a reality," I responded.
"I know you can," my wife said, her tone dripping with sex. "And I mean fucking use her. She is a diva bitch on the outside, but a submissive cum slut to men once you teach her who is boss."
"Already on it," I agreed, as I grabbed the back of Jennifer's head and held it with my cock deep down her throat.
"Good," Jasmine said, "the bitch needs to be put in her place after all the things she has made me do."
"Like what?" I asked, instantly curious.
"Another time, baby," Jasmine responded, while letting out a soft moan.



"How was Connie's cunt?" I asked.
"Delicious as always," my wife responded.
"And where is she now?" I asked.
"Returning the favour," Jasmine revealed, the moan suddenly making sense.
"Oh my," I replied, the idea of Connie between my wife's legs a very hot visual.
"Now go and fuck the shit out of my sister," Jasmine ordered, before adding, "literally."
"If I have to," I joked.
"You have to," Jasmine laughed.
I hung up and ordered, "Stand up, slut."
Being the diva I had always thought she was, I was very curious how she would respond to name calling. Jasmine loved it... but only in the heat of the moment. If I called her a slut randomly, she would rip my nuts off and have them for lunch.
"About fucking time you wanted to unwrap your present," she purred, as I lifted her dress over her head.
"You understand you're my bitch tonight," I clarified, as I tossed her expensive dress aside.
"Yes, Master," she nodded, looking at me with an eager lust I only saw rarely in Jasmine's eyes.
"Am I bigger than that useless ex of yours?" I asked, as I got out of my trousers and underwear.
"Way bigger," she answered, staring at my cock with insatiable hunger while I stared at her legs in silk thigh high stockings and red lace panties and bra that kept hidden her bare necessities.
"Let's see that cunt," I ordered, knowing that she hated the 'c' word.
She wasn't fazed at all though as she slid her dental floss like thong down her perfect legs.
"Do you like?" she asked, as she revealed her perfect pink shaved pussy to me.
"I'm curious if it tastes as good directly from the source," I answered, walking over to her, picking her up and walking to our huge bed.
She giggled, "Oh my, you Tarzan, me Jane."
"No," I corrected, "you slut, me Master."
"Mmmmmm," she moaned, as I tossed her onto the bed.
She looked up at me as I stood at the end of the bed and took off my shirt. "Jasmine really won the husband lottery."
"Tell her that when I'm gone as much as I am," I replied.
"Oh, don't worry, I keep her quite busy and satisfied when you are gone," Jennifer said, moving her foot to my erect missile.
The nylon felt good as I asked, "What exactly do you make her do?"
"Mostly just eat my pussy or Connie's pussy," she answered, before asking, "does she give you foot jobs?"
"Rarely," I answered, although she had just last week for the first time since forever.
Jennifer repositioned herself, lifted her legs up and put both her feet on my cock. "Go ahead, baby, fuck my nylon-clad feet. These nylons were bought for your pleasure."
"Apparently, literally," I laughed, as I grabbed both her feet, held them tight against my cock and began slowly fucking her soles.
"Your cock is so perfect," she purred, "I'm happy my sister submissive agreed to share."
"How did my 'if-you-ever-cheat-on-me-I-will-cut-your-balls-off-and-feed-them-to-the-dog' wife ever agree to this?" I asked, still very curious about that.
"Orgasm denial," Jennifer answered, "and a little convincing about sisters sharing everything."
"'Everything' is a pretty big word," I pointed out, enjoying immensely the sheer nylon on my cock.
"Indeed it is," she smiled, staring at my cock.
"So to clarify," I continued, "the three of you munch each other's cunts?"
"Well, it's mostly them serving me," Jennifer answered, "but we also have a lot of toys."
"Like?" I asked.
"Strap-ons, butt plugs, suction wall dildos, double-ended dildos and a magic wand," she listed.
"And you have used all these on my wife?" I asked, still trying to picture my wife in a submissive lesbian position with one of her sisters.
"Yep," she nodded, "does that turn you on?"
"Are your nylons silk?" I asked, in answer.
"Pure," she purred. "Did I mention I bought them for you?"
"More than once." I nodded.
"For this night," she added.
"I still can't believe all this," I admitted.
"I can't believe how badly I want that cock of yours fucking me," Jennifer said bluntly.
"But first let's see if sisters taste alike," I said, reluctantly stopping the amazing foot job that felt great, but was nothing more than a luxurious tease.
"Jasmine says you're a natural cunt pleaser," Jennifer purred, as she spread her legs invitingly.
"Well, I guess you can find out for yourself," I said suavely, as I moved between her legs and buried my face in her glistening pussy lips.
"Ohhhhh," she moaned, the moment my tongue made contact.
I loved eating pussy and knew that for women a man who spent time down below often was rewarded greatly... or at least that had often been my experience.
I always started by going slow and exploring. It had been years since I was between the legs of a new woman and exploring a new pussy. I was in no hurry as I explored every inch of her sweet cunt. Obviously, she hadn't been faking it, as her pussy was very wet and heavenly... tasting very similar to Jasmine's, but yet just different enough to be distinct.
Her nylon-clad feet rubbed my back as I explored, parting her pussy lips and attempting to tongue fuck her hole.
"Oh God, you're teasing me like crazy," she moaned, her hands going through my hair and pushing me deeper into her wetness.
I knew then she was completely at my mercy. I began licking her swollen clit and instantly her moans got louder. I lapped quickly while simultaneously putting pressure on her clit and, as was the case with my wife, her orgasm came quickly and hard. "Fuck!" she screamed, as her orgasm hit.
The difference though was Jennifer was a squirter, as my face was literally soaked with cunt cum.
I lapped it up the best I could but I had never gone down on a woman who came so much.
After a few more seconds, she begged, "Now please come and fuck me."
I moved up and rubbed my cock up and down her pussy lips.
"Slam that dick in me," she demanded, lifting her ass up trying to get my cock inside her.
"Beg," I ordered, tapping her clit with my dick.
"Fuck," she moaned, her legs twitching, "don't tease me."
"Beg," I repeated, revelling in the power I had over this woman, who was usually such a diva.
"Harold," she began, "please slam that big dick of yours into my cunt. Use me as your little cum deposit."
I slid my cock deep inside her even as I knew my load was going to go on her face.
"Yes," she moaned, "just fuck me."
I grabbed her legs, pulled them together and leaned onto the sheer silk as I fucked her.
I loved the feel of her nylon-clad legs and wanted to enjoy the feel while fucking her. I also loved how deep I could get at this angle.
"So fucking full," she moaned loudly.
"I expect you in these nylons every time I see you from now on," I ordered, as I made sure to thrust hard with each forward movement, making her entire body move. Yet, in this position, I almost never came (one of my favourites with my wife).
"I'll have to buy more pairs," she replied.
"Yes, I'd like a few different colours for variety," I responded, before adding, "I expect you to get enough for all my sluts."
"Oh," she moaned playfully, "you're going to dress us all up as stocking sluts."
I said firmly, "The hierarchy has changed."
"Mmmmmmm," she moaned, her breathing getting erratic, "The Master should always be on top."
I fucked her hard for a couple more minutes as her breathing increased, wanting to have her reach orgasm again.
"Oh God, don't stop, fuck, fuck, yes, so fucking good," Jennifer babbled.
"Come for me, you teasing slut," I demanded.
"Harder," she begged, her eyes showing a desperation to come.
"You like it rough?" I asked.
"God, yes," she admitted, clearly in euphoria.
"Before today I thought you were a teasing diva," I admitted, as I kept slamming into her roughly.
"Call me names," she moaned, "treat me like a whore."
"You fucking cum slut," I began, "only a real whore would seduce her sister's husband."
"God," she moaned, bucking her ass up to meet my hard thrusts.
"You're my personal cum bucket now," I continued, "a three hole cum deposit. Now come you fucking bimbo bitch, fucking whore. "
"Yessssss," she screamed, as her orgasm hit her.
I quickly let go of her legs, leaned on top of her and kept fucking her even as her orgasm kept coursing through her.
In under a minute, my balls were boiling and when I was close, I pulled out, straddled Jennifer's chest and immediately spewed my cum all over her face.
She was clearly surprised as she didn't close her eyes in time and my first rope hit her right in the eyes.
"You bad boy," she quipped. She closed her eyes as the rest of my ropes of cum splattered her face.
"You look really hot with cum all over your face," I quipped, as I slid my cock in her mouth.
She awkwardly bobbed on my cock in her recumbent position without opening her eyes.
When I pulled out, I said, "Don't move, slut."
"Yes, sir," she said, lying there like an obedient slut... her face completely covered... my first load of the day a full one.
I got up, grabbed my phone and quickly took a picture of her cum covered face.
She asked, "You just took a picture of me, didn't you?"
"I figured I should show my wife where the load that was meant for her today went." I answered.
"I hope you have another load for me," she quipped, as she scooped cum from her eyes and put it to her mouth... which was super-hot to watch.
"Maybe, if you continue to be a good girl," I said, grabbing a towel from beside the hot tub and bringing it to her.
I put it in her hands and she quipped, "Aw, such a gentleman."
"I know, I'm all Richard Gere from Pretty Woman," I joked.
"Does that make me the prostitute?" she asked, as she used the towel to wipe off my cum.
"Well, you are my slut," I responded.
Jennifer cleaned herself up, sat up and said, "Come join me in the hot tub."
"Shouldn't we return to your party?" I asked.
"Probably," she nodded, as she stood up. Looking down at her cunt, she added, "Fuck, I'm still leaking."
"I'm that good," I joked, as I texted the picture of Jennifer's face coated in cum to my wife.
"That you are," she nodded, putting the towel to her cunt.
"Are we going back to the party?" I asked, willing to do either.
"Maybe for a bit," she nodded.
"Sounds good," I said, "but when we come back up here, I'm fucking your ass."
"Is that so?" she asked, as she reached down to grab her dress.
"That's a promise," I responded, as I got dressed too.
"You better keep it," she winked, as she slipped back into her dress.
"I never break my promises," I replied, already looking forward to tapping that tight ass.
Over the next two hours, we danced, we drank, and we visited with her colleagues.
She also had one very red eye as it reacted to having cum in it...which her friend Wanda pointed out.
By the time the party was ending, Jennifer whispered, her hand on my cock again, "Ready to sodomize your sister-in-law?"
"I'm going to tear your ass in two," I whispered back.
"Let's go," she said, taking my hand and pulling me up.
Wanda asked, "Going to shoot it in her other eye this time?"
I shrugged, "Why, jealous?"
"If what Jennifer said about your dick is true, then yes," a very drunk Wanda nodded, as she staggered over to me.
I shrugged again, "So size does matter?"
"Definitely," she nodded.
I glanced to Jennifer who pulled me away as she said, "I don't share."
"Except with your sisters," I quipped, a few seconds later when we were back in the lobby.
"Fucking right," she nodded, as we reached the elevator.
I pressed the button and said, "This was not how I thought my night was going to go."
"Disappointed?" she asked, as she moved close to me.
"No," I shook my head, "but still a little in shock."
"That you got to fuck me?" she asked.
"That," I nodded, as the elevator opened, "but even more so that my wife willingly allowed it to happen."
"Not that she loves eating cunt?" Jennifer asked, pretty loud as an older couple walked out of the elevator.
"Sorry," I said, as the woman glared at us.
Jennifer, never one to not be blunt, hollered out, "You probably should get yours eaten out too."
I pulled her into the elevator and she fell into me.
The door closed and she kissed me hard, as her hand again went to my stiff cock.
My hand went under her dress and to her fevered cunt.
"God, I can't wait to have that cock back in me," she moaned, as my finger slid inside her.
"In your ass?" I questioned, something Jasmine and I had experimented with, but it had always been a rather slow and gentle fucking. With Jennifer I wanted to ream her asshole good.
"All three of my holes are yours to use as you please," she replied, before shoving her tongue in my mouth.
I fingered her; she rubbed my cock; both of us hungry to get into the hotel room and fuck.
As soon as the elevator stopped and the door opened, we hurried to the hotel room.
I opened the door and even after all I had experienced today, in what was already the most surreal day in my life, I wasn't ready for what I walked into.
"Hi, honey," my wife dressed in only beige nylons and a strap-on greeted me as she fucked an also naked, except for black nylons, Connie... whose massive tits flopped around in her submissive doggy style position.
I was speechless.
Jennifer walked by me and said, "You came to watch your husband sodomize me?"
"You watched Connie sodomize me," my wife countered.
"Touché," Jennifer laughed, as she quickly got out of her dress
"Harder, bitch," Connie begged, ignoring the fact she now had people watching her commit lesbian incest.
"So demanding," Jasmine giggled, clearly drunk herself, as she slammed into Connie.
Jennifer moved to me and pulled my pants down, while I took off my shirt, as I stared at my wife wearing a strap-on... fucking her sister... in front of me.
WOW!
Fucking WOW!
Cock hardening WOW!
Once I was naked, the only clothes still on were stay-up stockings on all three sisters and a bra on Jennifer. I realized I hadn't yet seen her small breasts and ordered, "Bra, slut."
Jennifer quickly unclasped her bra even as she took my cock in her mouth.
I couldn't believe I was being sucked by my wife's older sister while my wife was in the room.
Jasmine watched me get sucked; I watched her fuck Connie.
We both smiled at each other.
Connie got animated, "Oh fuck, so close, pound my cunt, baby sis."
Jasmine ordered, "You two, come fuck beside us."
"Good idea," I nodded.
Jennifer stood up, walked the few feet to her sisters and got on all fours right beside her big titted sister. Man I wanted to squeeze those tits. Both Jasmine and Jennifer had tiny tits, but Connie's were voluptuous. I wondered what it would be like to cup them in my hands, to fuck them... something I had never done with a woman before.
I moved behind Jennifer and slid into her cunt.
To my surprise, she whined, "I thought you were going to fuck my ass."
"Got to get some pussy lube first," I responded. When I fucked Jasmine's ass, I used excessive amounts of lube, but for Jennifer, unless she asked for it, I was going to just slam into her. I wanted to make the diva an ass slut.
And she, apparently, was ready to be an ass slut, as she moaned, "Just slam it in my asshole, stud."
Jasmine added, "Yes, baby, ream my sister's shit hole."
Hearing my wife talk so dirty only enhanced my desire to pound Jennifer's ass and after a couple more hard strokes, I pulled out and slid my cock into her ass.
"Oh God," Jennifer moaned, as I widened her back door.
"Fuck, I'm coming," Connie screamed.
"You want it in the ass, too?" Jasmine asked.
"Yes," Connie responded weakly, as her body trembled from the orgasm cascading through her.
"So fucking big," Jennifer announced to all.
Jasmine added, "I told you, his cock is fucking huge back there.
"Oh fuck," Connie said, as Jasmine slid the cock into her ass.
"Fucking crazy," I said, as I watched my cock disappear completely.
"Nice picture you sent," Jasmine said.
"I thought you would like it," I replied, "that load was supposed to be for you."
"It's good to share," Jasmine responded, with a wide smile.
"I couldn't agree more," I nodded, as I began slowly fucking Jennifer's ass.
Jennifer moaned, "Right now, he's mine."
"I want him too," Connie said, looking back at me.
"I'm only one man," I joked.
"Then you better pace yourself," Connie said firmly. "Because that cock is fucking me tonight too."
"If I have to," I joked, like I had earlier.
"You do," all three sisters said in unison.
I fucked Jennifer for another minute or two, before I ordered, "Both of you, on either side of your sister's ass."
As I hoped, both obeyed.
I then pulled out and shoved my cock in Connie's mouth... the idea of watching Connie suck my cock that was just in her sister's ass was too hot not to do.
Jennifer demanded, "Get that cock back in my ass."
I slapped her ass hard and asked, "Who's in charge here?"
"You are," she sighed.
"I am, what?" I asked, slapping her ass again, as Connie bobbed on my cock furiously.
"You are, Master," Jennifer corrected.
"Good, slut," I said, pulling out of Connie's mouth and slamming back into Jennifer's ass, this time shifting to deep hard thrusts.
"Oh yessssss," Jennifer moaned, "fuck my ass in front of your wife."
Jasmine added, "Ream her asshole, baby. The slut needs a good ass fucking."
Connie added, "Yes, this could definitely be a good story to write."
Jennifer moaned, as I slammed into her hard, "Yes, I bet your readers would love to read this story."
"Readers?" I asked, suddenly confused.
"He still doesn't know?" Connie asked.
"Know what?" I asked.
Jasmine sighed heavily, a look of guilt suddenly spreading over her face. Finally she said, "You know you're gone a lot."
"I know," I nodded, as I watched Connie get on all fours.
"Come fuck my ass too, Harold," Connie said, offering her wide booty.
Jennifer protested, "No, keep fucking me."
Yet, Connie's ass was too good to resist, and I pulled out of Jennifer and moved behind Connie.
Putting my hands on her hips, I positioned my cock at her ass and slid it in.
"Holy fuck," Connie screamed, "it's so much bigger than our toys."
"That's what I said," Jasmine added.
"And so much better," Jennifer added, as she remained in position.
"So, readers?" I asked.
"I write porn," Jasmine bluntly said.
"What?" I asked, even though I heard her. This yet another surprise in this strangest night of my life.
Jennifer added, "Yes, she is the most popular erotica writer on the most popular online erotica website."
"You're not serious," I asked, as my cock filled Connie's ass.
"You're gone a lot," Jasmine said.
"And when I'm gone you write porn?" I asked, my cock lodged deep in Connie's booty.
"And in line at the grocery store," Jennifer added.
"Shut up," Jasmine said, as she looked at me feeling guilty.
"What site?" I asked.
"Literotica," she answered.
"That's the site I read when I'm at the hotel," I admitted, not moving.
Jennifer quipped, "Maybe you jerk off to your wife's stories."
Jasmine's face was beet red.
"How long have you been doing this?" I asked.
"About four years," she answered.
"Four years," I repeated. "You've been writing porn for four years?"
"And a bit," she added.
"And I had no clue," I said.
"You are not the most observant guy in the world," Jasmine pointed out.
"Yes, you didn't know your wife has been eating pussy for months," Jennifer added.
Suddenly, I knew. I knew almost without a doubt who she was online. I had indeed read many of her stories. I asked, "Is your handle silk stockings something?"
She nodded.
"Wow," I said.
"Are you going to fuck me?" Connie asked.



"You fuck me," I ordered.
And Connie began slowly riding my cock.
Jasmine asked, "So you read my stories?"
"Sometimes," I nodded. "I think I've even written you before."
"That is priceless," Jennifer laughed.
"Holy fuck," I said, a light bulb going on in my head.
"What?" jasmine asked tentatively, still looking worried (which was ironic since my cock was in her sister's ass at the moment).
"There is a story called three sisters," I said.
"Busted," Jennifer said, before adding, "I believe the full title is 'Three Sisters: A Crazy Lesbian Orgy'."
"T-t-that is a true story?" I asked.
"Every word," Jennifer spoke for Jasmine, "although she changed our names to protect our identities."
"Wow," I said again.
Jasmine asked, looking very concerned, "Are you mad?"
"Shocked," I said, "but not mad. How could I be?"
"Because I kept it from you," she said.
"This is a pretty good present," I smiled, pulling her up and kissing her.
Breaking the kiss, I said, "Now fuck your Mistress's ass."
"Yes, Master," she smiled, and moved behind Jennifer.
For the next few minutes, my wife and I took turns fucking her two sisters. It was the strangest, yet most satisfying, intimate moment ever.
We smiled at each other, we held hands as we did it.
Eventually, I was getting close and I pulled out of Jennifer, ordered Connie to get on her knees and I tit fucked her.
She squeezed her huge melons together and bent down so her tongue flicked my cock head every upwards thrust.
In less than a minute, I shot my load up in the air hitting Connie right in the face, and then finished on her tits.
Spent, I watched as the three beautiful, completely different sisters, got into a daisy chain and ate each other to orgasm. Watching them in-between each other's nylon-clad legs was another sexual bucket list fantasy I'd never thought I'd witness checked off.
My cock, much to my amazement, didn't completely shrink, although it also didn't stay completely hard.
After all three reached orgasm, we all went to the hot tub... the girls even keeping their nylons on for me.
After a bottle of wine between us and hearing the entire story of how they seduced their mom during this year's mother's day, I was again rock hard... much to my surprise... I hadn't come three times in one evening in...well... decades.
We played the coolest game ever...rotating cunt.
The radio was playing and each time the song changed, they would rotate one spot...each taking turns riding me.
In the hot tub, the pleasure was very unique. And, having shot two loads, this was going to be a marathon.
The three girls even made a bet.
Whoever got me off would be the Mistress for the rest of the month.
Each girl rode me for two songs. Then Jennifer bent over and said, "Fuck my ass."
So I rotated through each one with an ass fucking.
Eventually, I was exhausted and sat up on the edge of the hot tub and they took turns sucking me. I was close when Connie blew me, she did something crazy with her tongue piercing, but I held off until my bride bobbed on my cock... coming in seconds.
I came in her mouth and once done, she turned around and said, "Now you're mine, bitches."
I corrected, "Actually, all three of you are mine."
"Yes, Master," all three replied in unison.
I watched as Jasmine made her two sisters pleasure her to another orgasm and as the four of us all moved to the king-sized bed, Jasmine said, "So, your mother-in-law will be in town next weekend."
Jennifer added, "And she is the most submissive of us all."
"Cool," I nodded, before asking, "But I have a much bigger task for my three cum sluts."
"And what is that?" Jasmine asked.
"Get my mom to join your lesbian club," I answered.
"Mmmmmmm," Jasmine purred.
Jennifer asked, "Does Harold want to be a mother fucker?"
"What about your sister?" Connie added.
"Yeah, she is fucking hot," Jennifer added.
"She is way too big a prude," I countered.
"Challenge accepted," Jennifer replied.
"Yes, Barney Stinson," I joked.
"Oh, I'm the female version of Barney," Jennifer smiled. "I can get any women to cross over."
"That I would love to see," I said, the idea of my bitch sister being my cum slut suddenly very appealing.
"But your mother first," Jasmine said.
"Yes, that would be the best Christmas present ever," Connie added.
"Wow," was all I had left to say.
Jasmine smiled, "Wait until I have your mother munching between my legs."
"Or sucking your cock," Connie added.
"Or begging to take her son's cock in her ass," Jennifer added.
Jasmine cuddled into me and whispered, "Merry Christmas, baby."
Jennifer wrapped her arms around me from behind and added, "And this is just the first of your presents, stud. I'll have your mother and sister serving me and hopefully you before the month is out."
And... in case you are curious... she did.
But that is an entirely different story....
Actually it's two separate entirely different stories.
One, how the three sisters, with their mom too, seduced and dominated my mom and sister.
Two, how on New Year's Eve how I got to fuck both my mom and sister.
Like I said... although not profound... WOW!
The End
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Dominican Slut: Office Cocksucker
The next day, I tried to call in sick.
I was mentally exhausted, and physically aching after all I had done yesterday, as well as feeling extremely guilty for betraying my marriage.
I left a message on Ms. Goldstein's answering machine, purposely calling before anyone would be able to answer and speak to me in person.
I was on the internet, searching for a new job, when my phone rang. I ignored it, seeing the number was from the firm.
When it hit the answering machine, it was Alannah, Ms. Goldstein's secretary, "Elizabeth, I highly recommend you get to work ASAP. Ms. Goldstein just got your message and said if you are not here in half an hour she will punish you."
I froze.
Fuck!
I quickly got dressed, in a pair of the new thigh highs I purchased yesterday and a black dress that would hide the fact that I wasn't wearing a bra or underwear.
I sped to work, terrified of what Ms. Goldstein would consider a punishment. I also cursed myself for assuming it would be that easy... to just not go to work.
Reaching work, fifteen minutes later than demanded, I hurried to my office, unsure who I was to report to.
I got to my desk, saw the dildo sitting on my chair, sighed and went to sit on it. My cunt was dry, so I had to rub it up and down my pussy lips until I was wet enough to take it in me.
Once sitting, I logged onto my computer and saw I had a few work e-mails and one from Ms, Goldstein that was titled: Dumb Pet.
It was from ten minutes ago.
I clicked on it with dread.
DUMB PET
Did you really think I would let you just walk away?
I own you!
And now I will have to punish you.
You will remain in your office, working (either on the files on your desk or on the cock or cunt that comes to you) until I beckon you.
PS: You will take your blouse and dress off now as well, pets don't wear clothes.
PPS: You can keep on the hosiery, I know that some of the men here like it.
I stared at the e-mail, pondering what exactly the punishment would be... and surprised that my cunt was already wet with anticipation, even though I feared it.
Reluctantly, I took off my dress, feeling incredibly vulnerable with my massive, sagging tits in clear view.
Sighing heavily, and feeling chilled, my nipples instantly completely erect, I grabbed a file and tried to work.
It wasn't even five minutes before Elmer Benedict, one of the accountants walked into my new office. He smiled wide and said, "Well, so it's really true."
I didn't respond. Out of all the white people here, Elmer would be the one I would least want to do anything sexual with. He is almost 300 pounds and quite creepy.
We walked over to me and said, "Those tits are huge."
"Yeah, thanks," I replied sarcastically, not looking up.
"Bitch," he said raising his voice, quite shocking considering he was so meek and mild in his demeanour with me until this encounter.
"Excuse me?" I questioned, trying to be my old self, even as I sat on a chair, naked, with a dildo up my cunt.
"You're just the company cum bucket now," he said, slapping my left tit. "And I have a deposit to make."
Shifting quickly from defiant to pleading, I begged, "Please Elmer, not you too."
"Seriously?" he scoffed. "You have used me ever since I started working here." He then pinched both my nipples and added, "Especially using these big puppies."
"That is not true," I countered, even though I supposed there was some truth to it. He was so meek and mild that it was easy to manipulate him into doing whatever I wanted... and yes, in retrospect, I had used my looks and tits to manipulate him.
"Bull shit," he again scoffed, as he pulled hard on my nipples, which frustratingly made me moan.
"Aaaaaah," I moaned, as the rough treatment made me hot.
"You like that?" he asked, twisting them simultaneously.
"Nooooooo," I whined in pain.
"Bull shit," he repeated, continuing to cause intense pain, which led to intense pleasure.
"Please stop," I begged.
"Sure, I'd rather just have you suck my cock anyway," he shrugged, giving one last tug on my tits.
Just wanting this humiliation to end, I quickly fished out his dick, which was surprisingly thick, but not long, and deep throated it.
"That's it slut, suck it like the pretentious bitch you are," he said.
I never considered myself pretentious. Yet, from the treatment of the secretaries, to the French bitch who was pretentious herself, to the night staff and now Elmer, I guessed I had to really take a good look in the mirror.
Did everyone see me as a pretentious bitch?
Did everyone see me the way I myself saw Ms. Goldstein?
As I bobbed up and down on his cock, I pondered this. I had never once considered that fellow employees didn't like me. Sure, I could be overbearing and intense, but I still thought most saw me as hard working and compassionate. Yet, the more I was used and dominated, the more I was learning that how I thought I was perceived wasn't how I was actually perceived. This was, in many ways, more disheartening, than the sexual humiliation I continued to get.
"Getting close, you fucking dirty Mexican slut," he announced.
I wasn't Mexican, but I was also learning that many white people couldn't tell the difference between many of us southern peoples... which makes sense I suppose, as I can't tell the difference between a Canadian, a Brit and an American at first appearance.
"Here it comes," he declared, as he pulled out and ordered, "Take it all on your Mexican face."
"I'm Dominican," I corrected, as I opened my mouth to catch his cum.
"Like, I give a fuck," he said, as he shot his surprisingly full load all over my face.
Once he was done coating my face with his cum, he instructed me, "I expect you to wear my cum with pride, my Mexican slut."
"Yes, sir," I nodded, not bothering to correct his racial error.
"Actually, you look rather natural with cum all over you," he said, as he shoved his cock back in my mouth. "Clean me up."
I sucked his cock for a moment before I heard another guy's voice, "H-h-holy shit."
"Hey, Barry." Elmer greeted, pulling out of my mouth. "You want a turn?"
Barry, an eighteen year old, was our all-purpose guy. He did the mail run, the filing and was hired for the disability credit the government gave out for students in their senior year or right out of high school. Although his only real disability was a stammer when he spoke.
"G-g-golly gee," he stammered, looking at me with shock and awe.
"Tell him how much you want to suck his cock," Elmer ordered me.
Reluctant, yet understanding my new job description, and assuming that he was a complete virgin, I looked at the eighteen-year-old and coyly asked, "Does Barry want to get a blow job?"
"Talk dirty, whore," Elmer ordered, tapping my nose with his slowly shrinking dick.
I reworded, feeling aroused at the demeaning treatment and the idea of being his first blow job, assuming I was right, "Come to your full-time Dominican cum bucket and let me suck every drop of your cum down my throat."
"Or all over her Mexican face," Elmer added, ignoring my last sentence where I stressed the word Dominican.
"Or shoot your load all over my Dominican face," I corrected, before adding, wanting to possibly be his first fuck too, my mind back in slut mode, "Or slam that big teen dick in my wet cunt."
"Or her fat Mexican ass," Elmer added, clearly enjoying calling me a Mexican.
Yet, I again ignored his condescending racial ignorance and offered, "Or my big fat tight Dominican asshole." I always liked how asshole sounded so much dirtier than just ass.
"Get over here boy," Elmer ordered, as he put his shrinking member away.
"I-I-I don't know," Barry stammered, clearly out of his comfort level.
"Get over here now, boy," Elmer repeated, "She wants your dick. That is what she is paid for."
That hurt. I know it was true now, yet I still tried to see myself as an integral member of the accounting firm... which I suppose I was, just not in the way I was a couple of days ago.
I agreed with Elmer though, "Yes, Barry, my job is to make sure you are happy and stress free."
"And your balls are drained," Elmer added, clearly enjoying the role reversal.
"I'm here whenever you need to deposit a load, baby," I said seductively, wishing Elmer would leave and I could have Barry to myself.
Barry walked over tentatively, like a child does when he knows he is in trouble. It was cute and only made me want to devour his cock more, even as the first load of Elmer's dried on my face.
Elmer slapped Barry on the back and said, "That a boy," as he walked out and added, "I'll be back later today to deposit a second load."
"I can't wait," I responded, although my tone dripped with sarcasm.
"Be careful bitch," he threatened, as he stopped and glared at me. "I've always wanted a dirty cum whore to use as I wished."
Unable to not be snappy, I quipped back, "Yes, I can't imagine you get many women on your own."
"You fucking bitch," he roared, "I'll make you pay."
"Not with that tiny dick," I shot back, even though his width would cause my ass to burn.
"Oh, you'll see," he said, ominously and walked out his fat cheeks burning red with anger.
I sighed, knowing I had just likely made things worse for myself, but also enjoying the brief satisfaction of giving back all that was thrown at me... my Dominican pride finally shining through these black dark clouds.
Turning back to a trembling Barry, I asked, "You're eighteen right?"
"Y-y-yes, m-m-ma'am," he nodded.
"Are you a virgin?" I asked, dying to confirm my suspicions.
"Y-y-yes, m-m-m-m-ma'am," he again nodded really struggling to speak, his already flushed cheeks going redder with that question.
It was nice to be called ma'am for a change. I glanced down at his crotch area and saw a nice bulge.
I asked, as I squeezed it through his trousers, "Is this because of me?"
"Y-y-yes, m-m-m-m-m," he stuttered intensely, unable to get a word out as I squeezed his seemingly nice package.
"Can I pull out your cock to play with, Barry?" I asked, although I didn't wait for an answer, as I fished his very erect nine inch cock, easily the longest fat dick I'd ever seen in my life. I spoke in Spanish, "joder, es el cipote mas largo y gordo que he visto en mi vida."
"Ohhhhhhh," he groaned, not even able to get a word out.
"This is a beautiful big cock, Barry," I complimented, both because it was true and because this cute boy needed some confidence.
"T-t-t-t-thank y-y-y-y-you," he struggled to get out as I slowly stroked his amazing member.
"The girls would be all over you at high school if they knew what you were packing," I said, which was true... high school and college girls loved length. As you get older, how a man uses his cock is more important; or in my case, how he uses me.
"R-r-r-realllllly?" he asked, clearly completely lacking confidence and probably out casted or bullied in school.
"That is a 100 percent guarantee," I nodded, licking his long hard shaft. "Size matters, only guys with small cocks think it doesn't. And you, my cute boy, have one of the biggest dicks I have ever scene.
Before he could say anything else, I took his cock in my mouth.
He groaned, as I began the slow tease. I wanted him to enjoy his first blow job, I wanted him to remember this moment forever, and plus, I too wanted to enjoy his first time. So different than the verbal thrashings I had been getting.
I also knew if I went even slightly fast, he would shoot his load and I wanted this to last for both of us.
Even so, in less than a couple of minutes, he stammered, "C-c-close."
I took his dick out and asked, "Do you want to come in my mouth or on my face, baby?"
"M-m-mouth," he answered.
"Good choice," I smiled up at him, before taking his cock back in my mouth and immediately shifting to fast, deep bobs.
"Aaaaaaah," he grunted, a few seconds later before I felt his cum shoot into my mouth.
I kept bobbing, milking every last remnant of his cum into my mouth, wanting him to feel sexual heaven.
When there was no more come to retrieve, I took his big cock out of my mouth and said, meaning it, "I'd love to be your first, sweetheart."
"W-w-why?" he asked, as he put his cock away, the look of guilt spreading across his face... a common feeling once the orgasm has been spent.
"Because you are a sweet boy and have a nice cock," I answered, "plus, I've never been anyone's first before."
"R-r-really?" he asked, surprised.
"Yes," I nodded, "whenever you are on your next break, why don't you come back to big momma and let me take you to places you didn't know existed."
"K," he nodded, for the first time not stammering, albeit it was only a one letter response. After a moment, he added, "T-t-thank you."
"Oh, the pleasure was all mine," I answered, and it was. Seeing the look of euphoria on his face was the first time I had felt good about my fall from grace.
He left and I began working on the computer, a dildo still in my wet cunt.
I was left alone for almost an hour, before Bryce sauntered in. My Dominican pride and stubbornness rising to the front, I shot, "Thanks for getting me in this position."
He laughed. "I made you eat all those cunts, get gangbanged by our janitors and suck a high school's kid's cock?"
Fuck! Truthfully, he didn't make me do anything.
Sure he got the ball rolling with his blackmail, but I could have said no to him and let the chips fall where they may.
I could have said no to Ms. Goldstein.
I could have said no to all the secretaries who used me, as well as Juliette.
I could have said no to Elmer and not eagerly offered to suck the virgin Barry, never mind offering to take his cherry later today.
No, this was my own weakness... my own choice... and I still could get up and walk out.
Yet, I didn't.
"What, no witty comment to that?" he asked, walking over to me.
I remained silent, nothing I could say would improve my current predicament.
"Go ahead, slut, get another dose of the white meat you crave," he offered, his crotch now in my face.
Fuck! I did crave it. My mouth watering as soon as the words 'white meat' were said.
I wordlessly fished out his still flaccid cock and took it in my mouth.
"I thought so," he said smugly, which only made my cheeks burn deeper with shame even as my cunt burned for attention.
I did enjoy a cock growing in my mouth, the rare feeling of power, knowing it was getting stiff because of me (not that getting a guy hard is an overly difficult thing to do).
"Such a cock sucking spic," he groaned, once it was completely stiff and I began bobbing hungrily like a slut, not wanting to enjoy this cock sucking like I just had Barry's.
Frustratingly I was. Once a cock was in my mouth or any of my holes for that matter, I was no longer a proud Dominican, but rather just another slut willing to do anything to give and receive pleasure.
Pulling his cock out of my mouth, he ordered, "Thank me for getting you your new job."
"T-t-thank you," I stammered, another gush of shame enflaming both my cheeks and cunt.
"What are you thanking me for?" he asked, shoving his cock in my mouth and violently fucking my face, making me gag as his balls bounced off my chin.
When he pulled back out, tears in my eyes from the gagging, I replied, somehow wanting to make him happy at my own humiliating expense, "Thank you for assisting in getting me this new position."
"Which is?" he questioned, again slamming his cock in my mouth.
When he pulled out, I answered, "Cum bucket and other assigned duties."
"A job you were born to do?" he said, phrasing it as a question.
These were always the ones that were hard for me to answer. I had spent my entire life trying to break the racist stereotypical heritage, I had achieved it for the majority of my life (take away the brief submission to Vaughn, and one night in college... I don't count the racial role playing, which protected me from my own sexual weakness) until it all came tumbling down like a house of cards.
Yet, I nodded, wanting his white cock back in my mouth, wanting to serve him as the submissive I was, "Yes, Master, this is the job I was born to do."
"And you are an eager cocksucker for white cock?" he questioned.
"Yes, Master, I love sucking big juicy white cocks like yours," I admitted, somehow feeling freer by declaring it without hesitation. The reality was I loved white cock, always had, and although I had denied the temptation through role playing with my husband, the cold hard truth was I would do almost anything to suck and fuck white cock.
"And you are an ass whore for white cock?" he continued.
"Yes, Master, I was trained as a teenager to give my fat ass to my white Master," I answered, reliving my past and the journey that led me to my situation today... accepting my past and who I had become... maybe who I had always been.
"And what about that cunt of yours?" he asked, this time moving his mushroom top all around my hungry lips, teasing me with his white magic wand, that turned me from professional business woman to cum hungry bimbo slut so easily, "Is that open for loads of dominant white seed?"
"Yes, Master," I nodded, wanting his cock in my mouth, my ass and cunt. Willing to spread my legs wide open and accept his dominant seed, allow myself the risk of becoming pregnant with a white man's child.
"And what about your husband?" he asked, tapping his cock on my lips.



Trying to avoid the question, I hungrily opened and took his cock in my mouth, but he pulled it out.
"Answer the question, slut," he ordered, before adding, "or no cock for you."
I couldn't help but flash back to the Seinfeld episode with the soup nazi as I struggled for an answer to this complex question. Finally, I admitted the truth, "I don't know."
"Would he stay married to you if he knew how big a slut his wife is for white cock?" he asked, keeping his cock out of mouth's reach.
"He already knows that," I answered, which was true.
"He lets you fuck white cock?" he questioned, stroking his glorious member in front of me. My eyes watching it like someone watching a hypnotist's watch.
"I didn't say that," I replied, still staring at what I currently wanted but couldn't have.
"Explain yourself," he ordered, "or I'll just shoot my load all over the floor."
"No," I quickly pleaded and then realized just how pathetic that sounded.
"Holy shit, you are pathetic," he roared, "Now explain yourself."
"We role play each other's fantasies to avoid doing them in real life," I admitted, although not going into any detail.
"How?" he asked.
"He wears white condoms and pretends to be white and dominates me in a variety of fantasies," I answered, still trying to keep it as vague as possible.
"Like?" he continued, patiently drawing out all my secrets.
"Slave girl, secretary, stripper, nurse, peasant, to name a few," I listed off, each one sending tremors to my neglected fevered cunt.
"And your husband?" he asked.
"He plays a strong dominant," I answered, although I sensed that wasn't the question he was actually asking.
"Bull shit," he called correctly. "Don't lie to me whore."
I sighed, not wanting to throw my husband under the bus.
"As soon as you tell me the truth, I will let you have an orgasm," he promised.
My cunt burning, my mind fogged and I fell hook, line and sinker for the promise. "He's submissive, too."
"How?" he asked.
"He likes white women's feet," I revealed.
"And?"
"He likes licking them, laying on the ground and serving them, and literally bowing down to them," I continued, a secret I had never told anyone.
"Has he been a slave to a white girl?" he asked.
I nodded.
"Speak, bitch," he demanded.
"Yes, he has," I admitted feeling guilty about ratting out my husband.
"What else?" he asked.
"Please don't make me say it," I pleaded.
"Go sit on the Sybian," he ordered, "but don't turn it on."
I obeyed quickly, the thought of being allowed to come taking control of me... as usual.
I straddled the plastic cock and lowered myself on it.
"So, all you have to do for me to turn on this machine is answer my questions, is that understood?" he asked, remote control in hand, his white cock pointing directly at me.
"Yes, Master," I nodded, willing to sell my soul, and my husband's, for the opportunity to have an orgasm and more white cock.
"Did your husband have a white Mistress?" he asked.
"Yes," I answered with a soft moan as I felt a soft buzz as he turned on the Sybian.
"Does he take cock in his ass?" he questioned.
"Plastic cock," I revealed, wanting to clarify that he wasn't gay.
"So he just likes getting pegged by white dommes?" he asked in clarification, as he turned the vibrations up more.
"Yes," I nodded, the pleasure consuming me, although not enough to get me off.
"And you peg him now?" he continued, putting the puzzle pieces together.
"Sometimes." I nodded, again getting rewarded for being obedient, like Scooby getting Scooby Snacks for doing something risky.
"But he doesn't suck male cock?" he asked.
"No, only plastic strap-on cocks," I clarified.
"Interesting," he nodded, moving to me and shoving his cock back in my mouth, while he turned the Sybian on high.
I moaned on his cock, my orgasm building quickly, while he held my head and simultaneously fucked my face roughly.
It didn't take long for both my orgasm to rise and him to get off as he pulled out and coated my face with his hot seed.
Seconds later, even as my face continued to be splattered with cum I screamed, "Yes, fuck."
"Such a dirty spic whore," he laughed, "willing to tell all her husband's secrets to suck white cock and have an orgasm."
Shame hit me hard as did my orgasm. The two crashed inside me simultaneously, my orgasm overriding my shame... as it always did.
I didn't speak, I just allowed the orgasm to cascade through me.
"My turn," another voice said, and even as my orgasm refused to leave me, Brian Peters, our one male secretary, who I had always thought was gay, shoved his dick in my open mouth.
"Come on her face," Bryce ordered.
"Enthusiastically," Jeremy nodded, as I bobbed up and down his smaller white cock.
"I'm next," another voice said, and I wondered if all our male employees would be lining up for blow jobs.
The Sybian was still vibrating on high and I could feel a second orgasm following the first as I sucked my fourth cock of the morning.
I bobbed hungrily, easily deep-throating all of Brian's smallish white cock.
In only a couple of minutes, Jeremy pulled out and spewed a third load all over my face.
"Oh God," I trembled, as my second orgasm hit me the second my face was used as a cum canvas.
"Open up cocksucker," a male voice ordered. I opened my mouth and eyes and saw Trevor, a fellow colleague who I would call a friend, the only member of the firm who had ever been at my house, treat me like a cum bucket slut too.
He shoved his thick white cock in my mouth and I resumed bobbing, becoming the cock sucking cum bucket I was now paid to be.
As I bobbed on Trevor's cock, I flashbacked to him and his wife coming over for a summer barbeque. I thought we were friends. Yet, he was using me like everybody else was.
"Oh yes, I've fantasized about this for a long time," he groaned.
I wondered how long. I thought he was happily married. His wife Ashley was pregnant with their first child at the moment, so maybe she was no longer satisfying his sexual needs.
My third orgasm began to rise though. The idea that so many of my fellow employees fantasized about me sexually and had for a long time somehow turned me on... even though the feminist in me should have been appalled.
Unlike Jeremy, Trevor had stamina and I seemed to be sucking his cock forever, my third orgasm rising slowly.
Finally, he grunted, pulled out at the last second and sprayed his cum all over my already cum-covered face.
"You look so hot coated in cum," he said, as he pumped rocket after rocket of his white stuff all over my face.
"She's going to come again from getting facials," Bryce laughed, as I closed my eyes and allowed my third orgasm to erupt through me, less intense than the previous two, and yet still making me scream.
"Aaaaaaaaah," I screamed, keeping my eyes closed, not wanting to know who was watching me, who was next.
The machine stopped vibrating a minute later, as I began to regain my breath, cum dripping down my chin.
I opened my eyes and only Bryce was still there.
"Come with me," he ordered.
"I'm not sure I can walk," I joked, my legs feeling numb.
"Hurry up," he demanded, grabbing my arm and pulling me off the Sybian, my cum leaking down my legs.
"Can I wash my face?" I asked.
"No," he shook his head, pulling me to the camera I had noticed earlier that was always on me. "Look at the camera."
I did, assuming my whole cocksucker submission was filmed.
"Wave," he ordered.
I did, wondering his purpose of this.
"Blow your husband a kiss," he ordered, revealing the shocking truth.
My husband had witnessed my sexual submission, my marriage betrayal and the revealing of his sexual secrets.
My mouth dropped open, tears began to stream as I realized the full implications of my weakness.
I stared at the camera, pleading forgiveness with my eyes, although no words left my lips.
"Don't worry, Elizabeth," he chuckled, pulling me away. "Like wife, like husband."
THE END... for now.
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Office Party Orgy
It was my fourth day of a two week temporary secretary job, with a chance for it to become a yearlong temp job if they liked me, when I got advice on how to keep the job from the other secretary... a very frank redhead named Chelsea.
"Well first, you need to dress to impress," Chelsea said, as she took a bite of her salad at a fancy restaurant across the street from the office.
"I dress professional," I countered, dressed today in a blue blouse and nice black dress pants.
"You're dressed as if you work at a morgue," she rebutted.
"I'm not," I said, but laughed, especially when considering Chelsea was in a red blouse, with two buttons open, a black leather skirt, black pantyhose and four inch heels. Four inches higher than the comfortable flats I was currently wearing.
"You can't even say that with a straight face," she said, shaking her head. In only three days we had become friends and had some frank conversations... this one seemed to be going even further.
"It's 2015, I don't need to dress to impress," I countered.
She scoffed. "It's 2015 and not only do you need to dress to impress, you've got to dress to tease and be willing to please."
"Seriously," I asked, shaking my head. I could dress up sexy. I liked short skirts, I liked sexy lingerie, I liked to showcase my assets... but not at work.
At work I wanted to be treated as a professional. As a woman of the 21st century.
"Have you ever watched the 'Working Girl'?" she asked.
I vaguely remembered it. "The one with Melanie Griffith?"
"Yep! She had a great line that was true then and is even truer now," Chelsea said.
"What is it?"
"I have a head for business and a bod for sin," Chelsea answered.
"Hmmmm, that sounds just like me," I responded quickly.
Chelsea laughed, "Yes, you have whore written all over you in your Sunday church wear."
I continued, "I had a boyfriend who quoted some ancient painter who said, 'a wife must be a maid in the living room, a cook in the kitchen and a whore in the bedroom."
"Interesting that you have that memorized," she teased.
"I heard it a lot," I said. "He wanted me to be a stay at home wife and mom. I told him two out of three ain't bad."
"You quoted Meatloaf?" she questioned, raising an eyebrow.
"He quoted some French guy," I shrugged.
"So you're a whore in the bedroom?" she asked, with a smile.
"There's more to me than meets the eye," I countered.
"There better be in that outfit," she said.
"Fine. I'll wear something less nun like tomorrow," I said.
"Good. Sexy sells and keeps you employed," she said, before pointing out the obvious. "You are working at a firm that has only male lawyers."
"I am?" I mocked.
"Smart ass," she said. "I'm just trying to help here."
"So I should dress to distract?" I asked.
She laughed, "You're so cute. Delusional, but cute."
"Are you hitting on me?" I joked, trying to show my fun, sexy carefree side.
She quipped, "You couldn't handle me."
Flirting back, being bisexual and finding Chelsea quite attractive, "Oh, I'm more a lion than the kitty I look like on the outside."
"I hope so," she said. "Because you exude 'cat that has been through taxidermy."
"Ouch," I laughed at her wit, before asking seriously, "So I really exude librarian?"
"A very cute librarian," she shrugged, as I felt her foot move under my pant leg.
"Well, cute librarians can transform into sexy vixens," I promised, wishing I was wearing a skirt or dress at the moment... Her nylon-clad foot not able to move too far up my pant leg. I added, "At least in porn."
"You watch porn?" she asked.
"Sometimes," I admitted. Truth was, I read a lot of online porn and then, once revved up from a few stories, I'd finish myself off by watching porn... usually lesbian, but sometimes gangbang... my most recent fantasy and one I had not yet fulfilled.
She teased, "You are more than meets the eye, but I'm calling your bluff."
"Call it," I countered, holding eye contact.
"Girls bathroom at break this afternoon," she challenged.
I shrugged, as I finished my chicken, "I'll probably be hungry for a snack by then."
"Be warned," she cautioned, her foot moving to my lap, "I can be a bit domineering."
"I can be a bit obedient," I countered back, having always been somewhat submissive in the bedroom.
"Massage my foot," she ordered.
I knew this was a test. I also knew that obeying would immediately create a hierarchy between her and me, but I obeyed. I put my hands on her foot, not going to back down based on a trivial subservient task, "Holy crap. This is soft nylon."
"Only the best for this body," she smiled as I began to massage her feet.
"Where did you get the pantyhose from?" I asked.
"First, they are not pantyhose," she said, a wicked smile crossing her lips.
"You're wearing thigh highs to work?" I asked, surprised as they were super sexy, I had a couple of pairs for going out to hook up or for staying in when wanting a hot fuck session, but they were not something to wear all day.
"They are not thigh highs either," she replied, continuing to be an enigma.
"What are they then?" I asked confused.
"Stockings attached to a garter," she answered.
"Really?" I asked, something I had never worn.
"You can check for yourself up close and personal this afternoon," she said, as she moved her foot away.
I oddly felt disappointed. The sheer silk felt really nice. The silk stockings, mixed with the frank conversation, had my pussy wet.
I was between boyfriends and other than a quickie in a back alley a couple of weekends ago, which didn't get me off, I hadn't got off other than from my very well used vibrator in at least the last two months... which was a pretty long time considering I averaged four or five times a week in college.
Unfortunately, the market crash had made my business degree look good in a frame but have about the same functionality as toilet paper.
Thus why I was working at a law office as a secretary instead of in any of my actual fields of expertise.
It was depressing but I had bills to pay as well as student loans that were still unpaid.
"I look forward to that," I said, trying to show that I was more than game for a little girl-girl play time... something I hadn't had since a wild four girl daisy chain that happened while studying for finals. It was stress relief at its finest... but that was over six months ago.
We paid our bill and went back to work.
It was a bit distracting knowing that I was supposed to go eat her pussy at break, even though it occurred to me that we were not supposed to take our breaks at the same time.
I glanced over to her a couple of times, but she seemed oblivious to the anxiety I was feeling.
I wasn't worried about going down on her, I looked forward to it actually. But the idea if doing it at work was a little worrisome as I needed this job... badly. If I didn't get it I would likely have to give up my apartment and move back home with my parents... which at twenty-three was about as appealing as a root canal without anesthesia.
I also couldn't be sure if she was bluffing by calling my bluff, although I didn't think so.
Did she really plan to meet me in the washroom at break?
The good news was we were the only two women on the floor, so unless a client walked in on us, it was a pretty safe location.
Things got crazy for a bit, and by the time it calmed down I noticed that Chelsea was gone.
I wondered what I should do.
Should I meet her in the bathroom?
Should I leave the phones and desk unattended?
I was giddy with excitement and hunger.
I was nervous with trepidation and fear of getting caught or losing my job.
Yet, somehow I sensed this would only help my cause for full employment as Chelsea was clearly liked by all four of the lawyers.
It was a small firm, but a busy one and seemingly very loyal. I was the first new employee in four years and was replacing a woman who went on maternity leave.
I didn't see this as a permanent stop on my climb up the business ladder, but a temporary one to get me started.
I was still trying to decide when Chelsea returned with a candy cane in her hand. She smiled, "I think we will have to rain check our meeting until five o'clock, but here is a sampling for you to keep you pacified until then."
She handed me the candy cane from the hooked end and added, "Enjoy."
I took it and put it right to my nose. As was implied, it smelt of both pussy and mint and had a sheen to it.
She shook her head. "Although it likely smells delicious, the taste is addicting."
"I better taste for myself," I smiled, putting the candy cane in my mouth.
Chelsea watched as I slid the candy cane with her pussy juice on it in my mouth.
I think she was surprised.
Unfortunately, the brief taboo moment was stopped as Mr. Bergeron walked out of his office and asked Chelsea a question.
I headed for my break, finishing the candy cane that indeed tasted of pussy... delicious pussy.
I went to the bathroom and got myself off imagining the moment when I got to taste that pussy directly from the source.
The rest of the day went by in a flash and Chelsea was still in a meeting with Mr. Black when my day ended. I had a six o'clock pedicure and manicure and couldn't wait for the chance to finish what we had planned.
I had been invited to the company Christmas party on Saturday at a comedy club, which I thought was nice since I was a temporary worker and had started just four days ago.
After the intense critique of my work attire, I went shopping after my pedicure and manicure. I bought a couple new skirts, a couple sexier blouses and a sexy black cocktail dress for Saturday night. I followed that up by going to a lingerie store and purchasing a couple new pairs of sheer silk thigh highs, a matching bra, garter and thong set that I planned to wear underneath my black cocktail dress.
Feeling sexy, feeling naughty, I also bought a couple new toys. One, a new vibrator called a rabbit that a girlfriend of mine swears is better than a man, and a strap-on cock and harness... which I was going to bring to work in my purse to show just how serious I was for some girl-girl play time... after work.
That night, I used the new rabbit and it had me hopping wild and coming in Guinness Book of World Record speed for orgasms (if such a record exists... and if it doesn't, why not?).
Friday, ironically, was casual Friday. So I didn't wear a skirt, but I did wear thigh highs under my jeans, a sexy pair of panties and three inch heels. I also wore a black blouse that flattered my 36C breasts.
Chelsea noticed as she greeted me with, "Thank God!"
"What?" I asked.
"Your wardrobe entered the 21st century," she answered.
I shrugged, "I can dress up or dress down, depending on the occasion."
"What are you wearing tomorrow?" she asked.
"Something sexy," I answered.
"Librarian sexy, or 2015 I wanna get laid sexy?" she asked.
"Definitely, 2015 I want to get laid sexy," I replied. "I can't even remember what sex feels like."
"Maybe we should do a dress rehearsal today at some point to make sure you still remember how," she joked.
I opened my purse and winked, "Whenever you're ready."
"Is that for me or you?" she asked, clearly shocked.
I shrugged, as I put my purse away and sat down at my desk, "You're the one who is, what did you say, a bit domineering."
"And if I recall you said you could be a bit submissive," she said.
"I believe I said obedient," I corrected.
"Oh," she smiled, looking naughty, "You are about to be my obedient submissive."
"Promises, promises," I replied, as the phone rang and I began my work day.
I learned a couple of things about Fridays. The lawyers only work half the day and only two of them apparently come in at all. So, unlike the first four days that were hectic, Friday was indeed a casual day.
At lunch time, I was surprised to see a delivery boy bring food in.
Chelsea explained, "I thought we would eat in this afternoon."
"You did, did you?" I smiled, thinking this may finally be the time I got to taste her pussy and maybe use my brand new toy... although I wasn't sure who would be giving and who would be receiving.
"It will give us more time for dessert," she said, the innuendo not remotely subtle.
"I do love dessert," I just as bluntly replied, before going for the full court press, "I mean, sometimes, I even eat my dessert first."
Both lawyers working today were gone, one for the day (he had a brief trial at 2 and then he was going home early) and the other said he wouldn't be back until two as he was having a business lunch on the other side of the city.
That meant... we were alone. Likely for a couple of hours.
Chelsea rolled back from her desk and ordered, this time it was her turn to surprise me, "Get under my desk."
"Seriously?" I asked. Our desks were situated in pretty good positions to hide someone underneath, unless the lawyers were in, as they could easily see if they walked out of their office, but that wasn't a worry at the moment.
"You said you were a bit obedient," she pointed out and added, "you also said you wanted your dessert first."
I smiled, stood up and looked to make sure no one was coming and that the elevator number signalled it wasn't coming our way. I said, "I hope it's as sweet today as it was yesterday."
"Oh, it's always addicting and sweet," she said, as she watched me come to her desk, quickly looking one last time at the elevator, before I dropped to my knees and crawled under the desk.
I felt a rush of adrenaline at doing something so wild. I mean besides the lesbian daisy chain, I had done a few crazy things with boyfriends. The summer of graduation I walked down the beach with a load of cum all over my face; I masturbated in the back seat of a taxi cab; I gave boyfriends head in a variety of public places including: a movie theatre, an airplane (not the bathroom, but it was dark), a crowded bar in Mexico, and under a table at one guy's parent's house.
I liked the rush, the risk of getting caught, which we were on the airplane... it somehow added to the excitement.
Chelsea pulled up her skirt, she had not followed casual Friday, rolled her chair back and spread her legs to reveal she was indeed being casual with her underwear, as in not wearing any.
Her pussy was completely shaved and I didn't waste any time as I moved between her legs and started licking.
"Eager are we?" she purred.
"I'm famished," I retorted, as I slowly explored her pussy.
"Well, dine away," she offered, "there are still fifteen minutes before our actual lunch break."
"So I'm on the clock for this," I joked.
"The job is more than just answering phones, getting files, doing research and scribing," she said, just as the phone rang.
I thought to myself that is exactly what the job is, but didn't say anything as instead I focused on the pussy in front of me.
I resumed licking, exhilarated by the voyeuristic and risk taking moment. I explored her pussy slowly, not in a hurry, wanting to enjoy the moment.
I licked for a couple of minutes, maybe three, when I heard the elevator door bing.
I froze.
Chelsea snapped her fingers under the desk as she greeted, "Hi, how may I help you?"
I resumed licking tentatively, thankful it wasn't one of the partners.
"I just need to drop this off for Mr. Black," a man's voice said.
"He is out at the moment, but I can take it," Chelsea replied.
"Thank you," the man said.
I kept licking slowly, the exhilaration of doing the act with someone just inches away and oblivious making a chill go up my spine.
I heard the ping a moment later and once the door closed Chelsea ordered, "Hurry up, Scarlet, lick my pussy."
I obeyed, shifting from exploring to extraction.
I swirled my tongue around her clit briefly, before concentrating on it.
"Oh yes, right there," she moaned, her hands going through my hair.
I kept sucking on her clit, flicking it with my tongue until I felt the full flood of her juices flow into my mouth. I lapped up her sweetness until she rolled back and said, "I think I found a new task to add to your daily duties."
"That I would like to see in contract," I smiled, as I crawled out from under the desk.
"It will likely have to go under the 'and other assigned duties' section," she shrugged.
"So you'll give a good word for me to the partners?" I asked.
"I will indeed," she nodded.
"Great," I said, grabbing a sub and saying, "Time for lunch."
"Didn't you get enough already?"
"Oh," I smiled, as I unwrapped the sub, "I can never get enough."
We ate lunch, chatted about tomorrow's staff party and the outfits we were wearing. I then asked, recalling I never got an answer yesterday, "What kind of stockings do you wear?"
"A variety," she answered, "but they all come from a website called stockingirl."
"Good to know," I nodded, knowing I would be checking out that website tonight.
"They are amazing, but expensive," she said.
"How expensive is expensive?" I asked.
"Most pairs are over fifty dollars and some close to a hundred," she revealed.
"For one pair?" I asked, astonished.
"They're the best," she shrugged.
"I guess I'll be waiting a while before I buy some from them then," I sighed.
"Do you want to try on a pair for tomorrow?" she asked.
"What do you mean?" I asked.
"I can lend you a pair of mine if you wish," she said.
"No," I shook my head. "I would be terrified I would get a run in them."
"Honey, I have a couple dozen pair," she said.
"How can you afford it?" I asked.
"That's a trade secret," she smiled. "So you said you are wearing a black dress for tomorrow?"
"Yes," I nodded.
"Garter-belt?"
"Yes, I bought one for the occasion," I admitted.
"I think you are more than a bit obedient," she teased.
"I can be whatever I want to be," I said seductively.
"Oh, tomorrow night you're going to be my plaything," Chelsea declared.
"Yes, ma'am," I nodded, the idea only increasing the wetness in my panties that had begun when I was under her desk.
"Ma'am," she said, shaking her head, "you're a complete submissive."
"I can be," I nodded, glancing down to my oversized purse that currently held the strap-on.
"You want me to fuck you, don't you?" she asked, reading my mind.
"Badly," I nodded, adding, "it's been forever."
"Since you were fucked, or since you were fucked by a woman?" she asked.
"Both," I answered, although truthfully I'd never been fucked by a strap-on. Fingers, toys and even a fist once, but never a strap-on.
She looked at the clock and asked, "You sure?"
I nodded, "Yes, ma'am."
"Ma'am," she shook her head again. "That is so funny. I'm what, a year older than you?"
"Yes, grandma," I joked.
"You bitch, I'll show you grandma," she said, grabbing my purse and heading to the washroom.




I quickly followed her, my pussy on fire.
Once in the bathroom, she locked the bathroom door, pulled down her skirt and put the strap-on on. She said, "Hurry up and get undressed if you want me to fuck that neglected cunt."
'Cunt' wasn't a word I usually used, but I sure wasn't going to point that out now as I quickly got out of my jeans and panties.
"Thigh highs," she smiled. "You're learning."
"I aim to please," I said.
"As do I," she countered, as she ordered, "Now bend over the counter."
"Yes, ma'am," I nodded, quickly getting into the position ordered.
"Ready to get fucked?" she asked, as she moved behind me.
"I was born ready," I answered, desperately wanting to have her fuck me.
"Hard to believe you are the same woman who came in here on Monday dressed for a funeral," she said, a she rubbed the cock up and down my already very wet pussy lips.
"Hard to believe that you haven't slammed that cock in me yet," I countered.
"As you wish," she said, sliding the cock in me.
"Oh yes, fuck me," I moaned, instant euphoria hitting me at having my cunt filled.
"You like it hard?" she asked.
"I like it every way," I moaned.
"So I should go slow and take my time?" she asked.
"God, no," I answered. "Pound me hard and fast."
"Like this?" she questioned, as she grabbed my hips and began fucking me deep and hard, her body slamming into mine.
"Yessssss," I moaned and trembled, my orgasm already rising quickly.
For a couple minutes there were just the sounds of fucking, no more, no less: my moans and whimpers, our bodies colliding into each other and the sloppy sounds of wetness.
"Oh God, keep pounding me, Chelsea. I'm close," I declared.
Suddenly she pulled out.
"What are you doing?" I gasped.
"You don't get to come until tomorrow night," she said, as she took the harness off.
"You can't be serious?" I questioned, still bent over in hopes this was the greatest evil prank ever.
"Oh, I'm deadly serious," she said, as she brought the strap-on to me and added, "Suck the cock clean."
I obeyed, although I didn't have much choice as she shoved it in my mouth. She briefly fucked my face with the cock, something I loved having done to me with a real cock, especially when the guy's balls bounced off my chin, but this was... literally... anti-climactic.
She pulled the cock out of my mouth and ordered, "And don't you dare touch that pussy of yours. It is mine for the entire weekend."
"I'm not sure that is a promise I can make," I said, reluctantly moving away from my submissive position.
"You better," she said sternly as she slapped my ass.
"Yes, ma'am," I sighed, frustrated and yet compelled to obey.
"You should probably get dressed," she added, as she put the strap-on on the counter and walked out.
I was tempted to finish what she started, but resisted the temptation as I grabbed my jeans and put them on. I washed off the cock, peeked out the door to make sure no one was there and then returned to my desk, putting my toy back in my purse.
Chelsea was on the phone when I returned.
Crazy... frustrating... confusing... that was my afternoon.
Crazy: I couldn't stop replaying being under the desk pleasing Chelsea or the hard fucking that was SO good!
Frustrating: I wasn't allowed to come and my pussy hadn't stopped tingling since I tasted Chelsea.
Confusing: I had no idea what to do next. Chelsea acted as if nothing had happened.
When the day was ending, Chelsea said, "I'll pick you up at 6:30. Be ready."
"Sounds good," I nodded.
"I'll have a pair of stockings for your garter-belt," she added.
"I can't wait," I said, already looking for tomorrow. I added, "You plan to finish what you started tomorrow?"
"I promise you will never forget tomorrow," she said, ominously.
"You better keep that promise," I playfully replied.
"Just be ready for a wild night," she said, before leaving.
That night, I had to use a lot of restraint to not touch my pussy. I replayed eating Chelsea's pussy; I replayed getting fucked.
The next day I tried to stay distracted by cleaning the house, doing the laundry and baking. I then had a bath, shaved and put on my new sexy lingerie.
I slid into my dress, did my hair and make-up and waited, anticipation pulsing through my very being... yet curious what Chelsea really had in mind.
Suddenly, Chelsea texted me:
Get your ass down here.
I slid into my pumps and headed to the elevator, a chill of excitement going up my spine.
I walked out of the lobby and was surprised to see a limousine waiting in front. A good looking man asked, "Are you Ms. Riley?"
"Yes," I nodded.
He opened the door and Chelsea peeked out and ordered, "Hurry up, slut."
My face went red as I quickly quipped, while walking to the limousine, "Takes one to know one."
"Bitch," Chelsea shot back.
"Tramp," I countered, as I got in the limousine and gasped, "Wow."
"I know," she said. "I only give the best to my slut."
"Oh, you always say the kindest things," I mocked, as I sat down.
"Drink?" she asked.
"A double," I answered.
"Whisky, vodka or rum?"
"Do you have scotch?"
"Oh, you want liquid panty remover?" she smiled, grabbing a bottle.
"Or moral liquidation," I joked.
"Or liquid courage to do all the things you fantasize about," she added, as she poured me a drink.
"I don't think I need much of that," I shrugged, taking the drink.
"Nice dress," she complimented.
"You too," I nodded, her very short, tight red, dress showing her voluptuous breasts.
"I love dressing up," she said.
"Me too," I nodded, "but I don't get many reasons to."
"Well, today we slut it up," she said, as we clinked glasses.
"To slutting it up," I declared.
"To slutting it up," she agreed.
After we both downed half our drink, Chelsea added, "Now, to finish off your sexy ensemble."
She grabbed a pair of stockings still in the package and said, "Ready to feel like a Goddess?"
"Definitely," I nodded.
Chelsea moved to the floor, took off my heels and slowly put the first stocking up my leg. I felt like Julia Roberts in 'Pretty Woman'. When it was all the way up my leg, Chelsea clipped the garter-belt to the stocking, as my pussy dampened.
I expected her to move to the other leg, but instead she moved her hand under my dress and to my pussy. "Wet already," she announced.
I glanced up to the driver, wondering if he could hear us.
I admitted, "I've been damp since you left me high and wet."
She laughed, "'High and wet,' that is witty."
"If I was a guy I'd have blue balls," I pointed out.
"Thankfully, you have a sweet pink pussy," she shrugged, as she moved her hand away and to the second silk stocking.
She repeated the tender, slow, sexy act until the second stocking was attached to my garter-belt.
She then moved back to her seat and said, "Now you look perfect."
"I feel perfect," I answered, finishing my drink.
Chelsea poured me a second scotch and said, "Tonight we only say yes."
"That is an interesting toast," I said.
"Say it with me," she said.
Together, as we clinked glasses, we both said, "Tonight we only say yes."
She then leaned in and kissed me.
I melted into her, returning the kiss.
It was only a few seconds, before the limousine slowed down.
Chelsea broke the kiss and said, "Drink up."
I downed my drink, slipped into my heels and followed her out of the limousine and into the hotel. The Christmas party was in a fancy ballroom where we were the last two to arrive at our table.
I could tell the partners were surprised by my look. I was introduced to two wives, Mr. Bergeron and Mr. Nillson each being married.
The next three hours we ate, we chatted, we watched two foul-mouthed filthy comedians, and we drank.
Chelsea's hand was on my leg under the table most of the night and mine was on hers, both of us content to just be touching each other.
I wasn't sure if this was the start of a relationship or just a night to remember, but I was going to enjoy it.
As the night was ending, I went to the bathroom and Nancy, Mr. Bergeron's wife, offered to go with me. In the bathroom, after we both went pee and were washing our hands and checking our make-up in the mirror, she said, "I want to make one thing clear."
"Um, okay," I said.
"Only head," she said.
"Pardon?" I asked, confused.
"Head, that's it," she repeated.
"Um, okay," I nodded, sensing she didn't trust me and yet drunk enough to not understand what she was actually talking about.
"I'm serious," she threatened. "If you do anything more than sucking his dick and I will crush you."
"What?" I asked.
"Don't what me," she said. "Just don't you dare fuck him."
"I have no intention of doing anything with your husband," I reassured her, baffled by the conversation now that I finally understood what she was talking about.
"Just don't fuck him," she repeated, before walking out of the washroom leaving me stunned.
I waited a minute before returning to the table.
When I did, I watched Nancy kiss her husband, say goodbye to everyone and give me a warning glare.
This only confused me more.
I sat down and whispered to Chelsea, "Um, I just had a weird conversation with Nancy."
"Don't worry about it, she is crazy!"
"Um, I'm definitely worried about it," I whispered. "She threatened me."
"She likes to intimidate," Chelsea explained.
I was about to say more when Mr. Black said, "Should we take this party upstairs?"
"Definitely," Chelsea answered, giving my leg a squeeze.
I was about to ask a question, when Mr. Bergeron agreed, "Let's go."
Chelsea whispered, "Remember, go with the flow."
"Um, okay," I nodded.
Five minutes later, my head spinning with questions I had no answers for, we were in a massive hotel room.
Mr. Bergeron asked, "Drinks ladies?"
Chelsea spoke for both of us. "Yes, sir."
Soon we had our drinks and Mr. Black sat down beside me.
He said, "So are you enjoying working at the firm?"
"Yes, it's been great so far," I nodded.
"Chelsea, has she been working out well so far?" Mr. Bergeron asked.
Chelsea nodded, "She has been a very fast learner."
"Is she worth keeping?" Mr. Penner asked, as two shocking things happened.
Mr. Black put his hand on my leg and Mr. Penner dropped his pants.
I stared in shock as Chelsea dropped to her knees and looked at me knowingly before she took Mr. Penner's cock in her mouth.
Mr. Black whispered, as his hand went under my dress, "We are a very close company, like family. And we would love to have you become a part of our family."
I asked, not stopping the hand from moving to my wet pussy, "And what exactly does being a family member entail?"
Mr. Bergeron answered, "It means work hard, play hard."
"That is something I have always believed in," I answered with a soft moan as Mr. Black's fingers touched my pussy through my sheer thong.
Mr. Black added, "Of course, sometimes work and play intertwine."
Chelsea, always the blunt one, explained, "That means things like eating pussy at work."
My face went red.
"Yes, you did look very hot under Chelsea's desk," Mr. Black said, as his fingers went under my thong and to my pussy lips.
"And even hotter getting fucked in the bathroom," Mr. Bergeron added.
My red face went redder at knowing they knew and maybe had even seen.
"We have cameras everywhere," Mr. Penner explained, as he slid his cock back in Chelsea's mouth.
"Did you obey Chelsea and not come?" Mr. Black asked, two fingers easily sliding inside me.
"Yes, sir," I moaned, as I watched Chelsea suck cock.
"Do you want to come?" Mr. Black asked, as his fingers slowly explored inside me.
"God, yes," I admitted.
"And you want to become a fulltime employee of our family?" Mr. Bergeron asked, as she pulled his pants down.
"Yes, sir," I again answered, seeing an impressive bulge in his boxers.
"The firm is quite busy and leads to long hours for us," Mr. Bergeron explained, as he got out of his tie and dress shirt.
"So I have noticed," I nodded, trying to listen while also watching Chelsea and enjoying the fingers in my pussy.
"And we need employees who understand that some of their job duties will be unwritten." Mr. Black added, as he pulled his fingers out of me and pointed to his crotch.
I smiled as I moved my hands to fish out his cock from his trousers and asked, "What would all my unwritten duties be?"
"Eating pussy, sucking cock and taking it in your pussy," Mr. Black answered, as I pulled out his impressive large eight inch dick.
I asked, as I bent down to take it in my mouth, "Not my ass?"
I then took his cock in my mouth as Mr. Black laughed, "Chelsea, I think we've found Barbara's replacement."
"Yes," Chelsea replied, "and she's even hotter, sluttier and more submissive."
"Seems so," Mr. Black groaned, as I began bobbing on his cock hungrily.
Mr. Penner added, as I felt hands lifting my dress, "I think we have found the perfect companion for our Chelsea."
"I think we have," Mr. Black agreed, as I took over two-thirds of his cock in my mouth.
"By the way," Mr. Penner said, as he caressed my ass, "Full time means sometimes working long hours, going on overnight trips and some weekends."
Mr. Black pulled my head off his cock and asked, "Are you okay with those terms?"
"As long as someone fucks me soon," I answered, sounding like a complete slut... wanting to be a complete slut.
"That can be arranged," Mr. Penner said, as he lifted me up, spun me around and kissed me. I felt hands on the back of my dress zipper and then felt my dress being pulled off of me.
"Knees, Scarlet," Mr. Penner said, as he broke the kiss. I was now only in bra, thong, garter-belt and stockings and heels.
I obeyed, suddenly being surrounded by three hard cocks.
This was a dream come true.
I reached out and stroked both hard cocks to my left and right as I leaned forward and took Mr. Penner's in my mouth.
Mr. Black said, "Just so you know, your salary will double, plus you'll get an expense account for a cell phone, meals, clothing and lingerie."
I allowed Mr. Penner's smallish five inch cock to fall out of my mouth as I asked, "This sounds too good to be true. So to make this clear, you will double my salary, give me an expense account, and fuck the hell out of me regularly?"
"As well as some of our clients," Mr. Bergeron chipped in, before adding, "both male and female."
Chelsea added, as I moved to sucking Mr. Black's huge dick, "And of course, you will also be serving under me."
I laughed, "I think I've already started doing that."
"So," Mr. Black asked, as he grabbed my head, and fucked my face briefly, his entire cock somehow fitting into my mouth. I gagged ever so briefly, before getting used to it. "Are you willing to join the family?"
"Where do I sign?" I asked, when he pulled his dick out of my mouth.
"We believe in an air tight agreement," Mr. Bergeron added.
"Okay," I said, as I moved to his cock, recalling his wife's words.
"That means we triple team you," he added, as I stroked his cock.
"Your wife warned me I was only allowed to give you head," I revealed, her words now making complete sense.
"Yeah, she isn't a big fan of me fucking other women," he nodded, before adding, "but she hates giving head, so she is okay with that."
"Weird," I said, as I took his six inch cock in my mouth.
"Yeah, women," he said.
For the next couple of minutes I took turns sucking each cock before Mr. Black said, "Let's make this official."
"Bedroom?" Mr. Penner asked.
"That's where the camera is," Mr. Black said.
"There's a camera?" I asked.
"It's just an insurance policy to make sure you don't do anything stupid down the road like accuse us of sexual harassment," Mr. Black said, as he got out of the rest of his clothes.
"I would never," I said, watching him like a stripper. Fuck, he was hot.
"I believe you," he said, "but the law firm of McDougal & Firestione went bankrupt after such accusations were made. This is just an insurance policy in case."
Chelsea added, "Plus, making porn is fucking hot."
"I can't say I've ever done it," I said, drunk enough and horny enough to figure what the hell.
"Time to change that answer then," Chelsea decided.
A minute later, we were all on a king-sized bed, everyone completely naked except both Chelsea and I who were still in garter-belt, stocking and heels.
I straddled Mr. Black's massive dick and lowered myself on it.
"Oh fuck, so big," I moaned, as it filled me.
"Isn't it delicious?" Chelsea said, lying beside me, her hand slowly rubbing herself.
"I think I'm in heaven," I answered, as I rode his big dick, taking his entire glorious shaft inside me with each downwards bounce.
"It's not the size of the equipment, but how you use it," Mr. Penner declared, as I felt him move behind me. He poured lube on my ass, which made me wonder where he got lube.
Mr. Black joked, "All small dicked men say that."
Chelsea added, "Each of you have great, juicy, cocks. One is long, one is thick and one shoots buckets of cum. So stop with the pissing contest and fuck our hungry slut."
"Fair enough," Mr. Bergeron said, as he stood over Mr. Black and offered me his thick cock. Although not as long as Mr. Black's, it was crazy thick and I couldn't fathom how it would ever fit in my ass... thankfully, according to his wife I would never have to.
I took his cock in my mouth, thinking I was two-thirds to getting air tight, something I had fantasized about but hadn't thought would ever happen.
"Ready to have your ass fucked, Scarlet?" Mr. Penner asked, as he fingered my ass with excessive lube.
I moaned in response, wanting his cock in me, as I hungrily bobbed on Mr. Bergeron's thick, mouth stretching cock.
"Here it comes," Mr. Penner announced, as his hands went to my hips, and his smaller cock slid rather easily inside me.
I moaned, as the feeling of having a cock in both my pussy and ass was a completely different sensation than having a cock in one or the other. I felt completely full.
Mr. Penner than began fucking my ass.
Mr. Black just lay there, his hands now cupping both my breasts for balance as I sucked Mr. Bergeron.
"Shit, your ass is tight," Mr. Penner groaned, as he slowly fucked me.
"If that is tight, wait until Mr. Black buries his snake deep in your ass," Chelsea added.
I moaned at the thought as I sucked on Mr. Bergeron's cock and Mr. Black squeezed my tits.
I realized then that being a porn star was more work than it looked on film. Trying to smoothly bob on a cock in my mouth, while simultaneously getting fucked in the ass was a lot harder, pun intended, then I would have thought.
The pleasure was so amazing, my orgasm building, that trying to focus on the cock in my mouth was difficult. A few times Mr. Bergeron had to remind me, "Keep sucking, Scarlet."
My head was light as the pleasure seemed to be coming in all directions: the big cock in my pussy, the cock fucking my ass, the hands on my tits and the knowledge that it was all being filmed.
I sucked as best I could, as Mr. Penner fucked my ass and suddenly Mr. Black began bucking his ass up to meet the hard thrusts of Mr. Penner.
Mr. Bergeron's cock slipped out of my mouth as I screamed, as an intense pleasure coursed through me, "Holy fuck!"
Three or four hard thrusts as Mr. Bergeron furiously pumped his cock in front of me and I screamed, as the most intense orgasm in my life paralyzed me with its intensity.
They both kept fucking me and as I allowed my body to enjoy the greatest gift God gave us, I suddenly felt my face coated with cum.
I gasped, which allowed a rope of cum to go directly in my mouth. As warm cum splattered all over my face, I suddenly heard a grunt and immediately felt a load of cum coat my asshole which sent another rush of pleasure through me... pleasure compounding pleasure.



"Oh yes, fill my ass with your cum," I moaned, loving the feeling of being filled with cum. I was disappointed to not swallow most of Mr. Bergeron's load and opening the one eye that wasn't hit with cum, I found his dick and took it back in my mouth to retrieve any last remnants.
"She really is a great find," Mr. Bergeron groaned.
"She eats a good pussy too," Chelsea added, as Mr. Penner kept coming and coming in my ass. Chelsea clearly wasn't exaggerating about his abundance of cum.
A moment later, both Mr. Bergeron and Mr. Penner pulled out of me and in one sudden movement, Mr. Black flipped me onto my back, spread my legs and began fucking my pussy.
I moaned, a second orgasm already rising, "Oh God, yes, fuck me. Pound my pussy with that massive fucking dick."
"You like it hard?" Mr. Black asked.
"I fucking love it hard," I moaned, as I moved my hand to my clit to rub it, hoping a second orgasm was going to follow.
"Let me help," Chelsea suddenly said, as she straddled my face and lowered her pussy on it.
I lifted my head up slightly to lick her, and moaned into her pussy when her tongue began flicking my clit. The double pleasure of Mr. Black's cock slamming into me with full force and the stimulation of the constant hammer like sensations of Chelsea's tongue had my body making constant convulsions.
I lapped Chelsea's pussy the best I could, but I was more along for the intense ride of pleasure as I was receiving way more than I was giving.
Suddenly my orgasm imminent, Mr. Black pulled out and ordered, "Catch, Chelsea."
Suddenly both great feelings stopped abruptly as I heard Chelsea demand, "Yes, come all over my face."
I wished I could see it, but I couldn't, so I resumed licking Chelsea's pussy, even as my pussy twitched with a near eruption.
"Aaaaaah," Mr. Black grunted, and assumedly sprayed his load on Chelsea's pretty face. He added, a few seconds later, "We can't be coming in our newest employee until we know she is using protection."
"I am," I announced, on the pill.
"Shit, I should have asked that first," he laughed.
"Agreed," I whined.
Chelsea suddenly got off of me and pulled me in for a kiss. Soon our tongues were in each other's mouths and I could taste just samples of his cum.
Breaking the kiss, she ordered, "Clean my face."
I smiled, leaned forward and licked a huge gob of cum off her cheek. I then kissed and licked her face and forehead.
She asked, once all the cum was retrieved, "Want to put on a show?"
"Sure," I smiled, assuming we were going to do some lesbian action for the men.
She pushed me onto my side and soon we were side by side, face to pussy. I licked her; she licked me.
Each of us took our time.
Our tongues explored every inch of each other's pussy.
When she slid a finger inside me, I did the same.
When she explored for my g-spot, I did the same.
When she found my g-spot and began to tap it like a drum I screamed into her pussy as my orgasm erupted almost instantly.
I tried to find hers, but the pleasure was so intense that I quit trying and just allowed my orgasm to course through me.
"Keep licking," Chelsea demanded.
I resumed licking as best I could, even as she kept driving me nuts with her finger on my g-spot.
A few seconds later, Mr. Penner said, "Round two, ladies."
"About time," Chelsea joked, as she pulled her fingers out of me.
"Both of you on all fours," Mr. Penner ordered.
We both obeyed, me still trembling from my second orgasm.
"Time to see if you can take all eight inches in that nice tight ass of yours," Mr. Black said.
"Oh God," I moaned. "You may be too big."
"Oh, you can take it," he said, as he moved behind me and slid his cock in my ass.
At first it went in easily, as he was slightly thinner than Mr. Penner. But soon his cock was reaching new never explored depths in me.
"Ohhhhhh," I whimpered, feeling intense pain, intense pleasure.
Chelsea asked, "Are you going to fuck me or what?"
Mr. Penner laughed, "Where do you want it?"
"Pick a hole, any hole," Chelsea answered.
"May as well stick to ass fucking tonight," Mr. Penner said.
"Like always," Chelsea teased.
"What can I say?" he said, as he slid inside her.
Soon both Chelsea and I were getting ass fucked.
Mr. Penner was really reaming Chelsea's ass, while Mr. Black was slowly fucking me.
Chelsea, not surprisingly, got nasty as she was fucked. "Oh yes, ream my shit hole, baby," and "Oh God, I love your cock in my asshole," and "Get your cock over here, Martin."
I didn't know any of their first names I realized until that moment.
Mr. Bergeron, Martin, joined us on the bed and slid his cock in Chelsea's mouth.
Chelsea bobbed hungrily, which made me want his cock back in my mouth. I'd been fucked in all three holes, but only one load was spewed inside me and that was in my ass.
I wanted this load in my mouth, not on me or on Chelsea.
I begged, "Martin, shove that cock in and fuck my face."
He laughed, "That is an offer I can't refuse."
He pulled out of Chelsea and slid his cock in me.
"Slut," Chelsea accused.
I couldn't respond, as he was now holding my head and fucking my face, his balls bouncing off my chin.
Mr. Black seemed to take this as a cue to fuck my ass harder as he shifted from slow to faster strokes.
I was again in euphoria.
A third orgasm built quickly.
For minutes, each man having already came once, I was fucked roughly.
I somehow wanted even his long cock deeper in my ass. I began to rock back and forth like a rocking-horse, which created a new stimulus that had me feeling amazing.
"Oh yes, I'm coming," Chelsea screamed.
I wish I could have watched, but I was busy serving two cocks, busy attempting to have a third orgasm, something I'd never before experienced in one night.
Suddenly, and without warning, I felt cum spray in the back of my throat. I eagerly swallowed the salty seed, while continuing to bounce back on Mr. Black's great cock.
Once Martin pulled out, I was surprised to see, seconds later, Mr. Penner move in front of me and shove his cock, that had just been in Chelsea's ass, in my mouth.
The taste was very tangy which somehow turned me on even more, doing something so taboo.
Suddenly Mr. Black pulled out and ordered, "Get my dick ready for her cunt."
"Hmmmmmm, you want to shoot your load in her cunt," Chelsea purred, as she assumedly sucked his cock to clean it enough to put back in my pussy.
I have to admit, I appreciated it... knowing it wasn't healthy to go from ass to cunt, but in my horny state I would have allowed it, not worrying about consequences.
"Here it comes, Mr. Penner announced as a second load was shot in my mouth. I eagerly swallowed it all and kept bobbing.
Suddenly, hands were back on my hips, and soon my cunt was filled with eight inches of hard perfection.
I allowed Mr. Penner's cock to slide out of my mouth and I moaned, "Yes, fuck me, fill my cunt with your cum."
"You are definitely hired," he groaned, pounding me as hard as I'd ever been fucked.
"I'd likely do this for free," I moaned, as I just allowed the pleasure to rise, my third orgasm so close.
"Don't tell them that," Chelsea scolded.
I laughed, "Okay, but I hope these group fun nights are not just at Christmas."
"Oh, they are very regular," Mr. Black said, as his breathing got heavier.
For a couple more minutes we just fucked. Both of our breathing got heavier, and in a rare moment of perfect timing we came together.
The moment his cum exploded in me, I came. "Yes, fill me with your cum."
He kept spewing his cum inside me as I came.
When he pulled out, Chelsea buried her face in my pussy and licked the cum that was leaking out of me... a mixture of pussy cum and semen.
"Oh, God," I whimpered, as her tongue lapped away. "I think I'm going to pee."
She moved away, "That, I'm not into."
I laughed, as I rolled onto my back and weakly off the bed. "That wasn't what I meant."
I walked to the bathroom, cum leaking down my leg, feeling completely exhausted and satisfied.
Chelsea called out, "If you think tonight was fun, wait until New Year's Eve."
I called back, "I think I have a new New Year's resolution."
"To be a complete cum slut?" Chelsea yelled.
"Exactly," I laughed, as I looked into the mirror in the washroom... I already looked like a complete cum slut.
And I couldn't wait to do it again.
THE END
PS: I checked, supposedly a woman has come in 2-5 seconds from penis insertion. And, more shocking, some woman swallowed 1.7 pints of cum in one day.
Suddenly I feel way less slutty!
PSS: Supposedly the record for most female orgasms in one hour is a 134, while for a guy its 16. So there you have it... we women finally win!!!
Suddenly I feel really jealous, my record in an hour is 3.
Jasmine December 2015
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Turning Contest: A Beautiful Blonde
Seductress 1: Mrs. Veronica Stone
Amy was walking down the street, texting on her phone.
Mrs. Veronica Stone was returning from lunch walking in the opposite direction, a coffee in her hand. As she saw the young nubile teen, in a plaid skirt, white blouse and pantyhose, she instantly knew her first target.
Mrs. Stone and four other married best friends had made a bet at lunch just fifteen minutes ago. How many teens, college girls or women could they seduce in one week? The winner would get the other four women's daughters for a weekend.
Each daughter was a submissive to her own mother (except for Carol White who was more the submissive to her own daughter)... and it was time for some daughter swapping... unbeknownst to the submissive daughters.
Mrs. Stone was always drawn to girls in pantyhose'; she made all her pets wear nylons of some sort and when she saw the pretty blonde walking towards her in nylons she knew she was the one.
Mrs. Stone owned a clothing store a block away and already had a plan for her first seduction.
She walked directly into the oblivious teen, spilling coffee all over her white shirt.
"What the hell?" Amy gasped, looking up.
"I'm so sorry," Veronica apologized.
"My blouse is ruined," Amy said, looking down at the new blouse she had just bought a couple of days ago.
"I can make it up to you," Veronica said, acting all concerned.
"You can?" Amy questioned, looking up at the woman.
"Yes, I own a clothing store a block away, my dear," Veronica said. "I can get you something cute to go with that plaid skirt."
"Um, okay," Amy nodded.
"Come with me," Veronica said, taking the young girl's hand and already sensing the natural submissiveness of the pretty teen.
Amy followed, although confused why she was allowing her hand to be held.
Veronica led the fresh meat into the store, and straight to the back racks where the new clothes were, a particular corner she called the seduction corner, close to the fitting rooms.
"Pick anything you want, my dear," Veronica said keeping up her sweet persona.
"Thank you, ma'am," Amy said, grateful to the very nice woman.
Veronica moved behind the teen, leaned forward, and grabbed a nice blouse, "How about this?"
"It's very nice," Amy nodded.
"Feel free to try on anything you want," Veronica said. "Pick three to keep."
"Three?" Amy asked, surprised.
"It's the least I can do," Veronica smiled, especially since I'm about to dominate you'.
Another customer arrived and Veronica turned to help the customer, her hand gliding over the teen's ass ever so lightly as she did so.
Amy was surprised, but as she looked back, she saw the woman was assisting another woman and returned to browsing the fancy clothes.
As Veronica kept helping the other customer, her hand continued to slyly caress the teen's ass.
Amy tried to focus on picking some blouses, these all more expensive than anything she owned. Yet, she began to realize she was being felt up. Amy moved away slightly and Veronica continued assisting the customer.
When Veronica was done with the customer, she returned to the teen and put her hand directly under the teen's skirt and firmly squeezed her ass.
The customer went to the other side of the rack of clothes and asked Veronica, "Do you have this in medium?"
Veronica moved back behind the teen as she said, "Just check the medium section there," as her hands went firmly to the teen's ass and stayed there.
Amy was stunned. She was being molested right in front of another woman. Yet, not wanting to be caught in such a compromising position, she allowed it to happen. She also was surprised by the strange sensation of soft hands on her ass, unlike the roughness of her boyfriend.
Amy turned her head around to get a good look at the owner's face... the woman molesting her... in public. She didn't look back at her as she spoke to the other customer.
Veronica got more aggressive when the teen didn't move away. She caressed firmly before slowly and methodically tearing the teen's pantyhose which gave her direct access to the girl's luscious ass.
Amy was a confused mess. She couldn't believe this was happening; she also couldn't believe it was definitely turning her on. She knew she should protest, move away; yet she didn't, as she glanced at the oblivious other woman looking at blouses.
Veronica, getting bolder when the teen didn't protest, moved her hand inside the pantyhose, and rubbed the teen's pussy from behind... a very wet pussy.
Amy moaned, in a whisper, the other woman now just out of ear shot, "Ma'am, what are you doing?"
"You're checking out my merchandise, I'm checking out yours," Veronica whispered, her hot breath on the teen's ear, as her fingers parted the young woman's pussy lips.
"Ohhh," Amy moaned, an intense pleasure hitting her, as she heard the woman's ludicrous words. She knew this was wrong, yet it felt right. As soon as she moaned, she looked up worried the other woman heard her. She hadn't.
Veronica continued her aggressive attack as she moved her hand inside the teen's pantyhose and panties, and began to directly stroke the girl's wet pussy and clit.
Amy was overwhelmed.
Amy couldn't believe how good it felt; she also couldn't believe she was allowing it to happen. She also couldn't understand why having others nearby, oblivious to the naughty sexual public act that was happening, made her more excited. She knew she should move, she knew she should stop this, but was unable.
Amy knew it was completely wrong, yet stood there like a statue; partly because she felt paralyzed with shock and partly because she was paralyzed with growing pleasure. It seemed both the shock and the pleasure were ricocheting off each other like a pinball going wild.
Even bolder, Veronica slid a finger inside her prey's pussy.
"Oh, God," Amy moaned, as a finger slid inside her.
"Don't come yet, my dear," Veronica ordered, as she added a second finger.
Amy looked at the oblivious woman looking in the mirror with a blouse, then looked back at the older woman who was molesting her. The finger was driving her wild and her body began shaking and shuddering as she was finger banged. Shame coursed through her at allowing such a violation and yet her orgasm was so close, and she needed it so badly.
Veronica, knowing that power came from control and knowing she was close, pulled her fingers out and purposely dropped a couple items onto the floor.
Veronica bent down to pick up the clothes she dropped.
Amy should have been happy to stop getting molested. She should have run away the moment she was in control. Yet, instead she looked down and watched with disappointment that her orgasm was prevented and stayed in place waiting for whatever was next.
Veronica moved in front of the teen, quickly moved up and swiftly tore the teen's pantyhose in the crotch to get direct access to the teen's pussy, hidden somewhat by the rack of clothing.
Amy watched with excitement, seeing that the pretty older woman wasn't going to leave her near eruption.
Veronica always kept a pocket knife with her; it came in handy at work many times, and this was no exception.
Amy saw the small knife and got nervous. But before she could react, the woman moved up and quickly cut the panties and pulled them out from inside their nylon prison.
Veronica who loved having straight girls get their first pussy licking experience between her legs, also loved tasting fresh pussy herself. Confident she was quite hidden in the clothing, she leaned up and began licking the teen's already wet pussy.
Amy moaned loudly just as the other customer walked away, hopefully out of ear shot. No one had ever licked her like that. Her boyfriend was rough and intense... this was tender, teasing and stimulating.
Veronica only licked for a minute. Long enough to tease, long enough to enjoy the always delicious taste and long enough to enjoy the scented bouquet. Veronica then grabbed the clothes she had dropped and stood back up and whispered, as she leaned back in from behind the teen, putting the blouse back on a hanger, "you're delicious, my dear."
Amy's entire body shivered; Amy's pussy begged for attention; Amy's legs opened with anticipation at further molestation.
Veronica kissed the teen's neck.
Amy quivered.
Veronica returned her left hand to the teen's pussy and slid two fingers inside.
"Oooooh," Amy moaned, looking around to see if anyone else was in view. She was thankful there was no one. The teen continued to shudder and whimper from the intense sensations coursing through her body.
After a few fast deep thrusts, Veronica again pulled out and, after looking around for witnesses, she reached around and cupped both of the teen's covered breasts, surprised to feel the teen wasn't wearing a bra. She whispered, "No bra, my dear. Where you anticipating being my little slut today?"
Being called a 'slut' usually would have had her lose it. Yet, here she was letting a stranger, a female no less, molest her. She had had her ass groped, her pussy fingered, her pussy licked and now her tits played with and she had allowed it. Although she wasn't a slut in the past, she had only slept with two guys, and blown five more (blow jobs pretty much second date expectations), she sure felt like one at the moment.
Oddly, Amy liked the feeling of being a slut. She enjoyed just having someone take control of her. It was, ironically, incredibly liberating.
Amy has also never been with a woman. She had kissed a few, mostly to tease boys and during truth or dare at cheerleader parties, but now she wasn't so sure she was straight. The odd intimacy of being molested, again ironic, an oxymoron of sorts, was that this felt better than any sex act that she had experienced with boys and men.
Suddenly Amy's erect nipples were pinched over her sweater.
Veronica asked again, "Answer me my little slut, why aren't you wearing a bra?"
"I usually don't on weekends," Amy answered, always liking having her small but firm tits free.
Looking back for customers and seeing none, Veronica quickly grabbed the teen's blouse and ripped it open.
Amy gasped, a cool chill hitting her as her breasts were now exposed.
Veronica grabbed the tits from behind again and said, "Such nice perky titties."
"Thank you, ma'am," Amy responded, feeling completely like a slut getting felt up like this, yet also feeling compelled to show her desire to allow it to keep happening.
Veronica heard voices coming and quickly pushed the teen to her knees and whispered, "Stay and lick."
Amy's eyes went big, as she was suddenly on her knees, surrounded by clothing. In front of her was the woman, who lifted up her dress to reveal a few things: was wearing thigh high stockings, was not wearing panties, and was completely shaved.
Veronica grabbed the dazed teen's head and roughly pulled her into her pussy.
Amy was surprised by the sudden move, and instantly began licking, surprised by the strong scent. The taste was also pleasant and soon she was licking eagerly, forgetting where she was.
Once the teen began licking, Veronica let go of her head and, as expected, the teen kept licking.
Veronica casually feigned working as she moved clothes hangers around a bit while being pleasured.
After a couple of minutes, a customer asked a question, startling both women.
Amy froze, but Veronica slyly moved her hand down and tapped the teen's head. Amy kept licking even as two women talked.
Veronica pointed the customer in the right direction and then closed her eyes and allowed the teen's tongue to please her. It took a couple of minutes, but Veronica's orgasm built quickly and she eventually came on the teen's face.
Amy licked and licked and was surprised when suddenly her face was sprayed with wetness, the cum even stronger in taste.
Once done, Veronica pulled the teen up and ordered, "Grab the outfits you want and go to change room six."
"Yes, ma'am," Amy nodded, not wanting to leave... the molestation somehow drawing out her inner submissive.
Amy grabbed the two outfits she had already chosen and went to the room indicated.
Veronica went to her office for a moment in preparation of finishing her first conquest in the week-long competition as she pressed record on the video camera that was only in this room... the room only used for her many seductions of customers.
Amy, in the room, couldn't believe what was happening, what had she allowed to happen and what she was about to allow to happen. She didn't even put on the new blouses she grabbed, instead taking off her stained blouse and waiting.
Veronica knocked on the door.
Amy opened it without hesitation.
Veronica entered, closed the door and pushed the teen against the wall and kissed her passionately.
Amy kissed back, enjoying the urgency of it after the slow teasing.
When Veronica broke the kiss, she said, "Nice tits."
"Thank you, ma'am," Amy replied, shivering.
"What is your name, my pet?" Veronica asked.
"Amy."
"Have you been with a woman before?"
"No, ma'am."
"But you want to lick my pussy?"
"Yes, ma'am," Amy admitted, wanting to be back on her knees licking.
"Get that skirt off."
"Yes, ma'am," Amy nodded, obeying instantly, taking her skirt off.
"Did you enjoy having that tight pussy fingered?"
"Yes, ma'am."
"Do you want to come?"
"Yes, ma'am, very badly," Amy answered, wanting to show her desperation.
"Knees."
Amy obeyed.
Veronica walked over and ordered, "Lift up my skirt."
"Yes, ma'am," Amy nodded. She obeyed and gasped when she saw a strap-on cock in her face.
"Suck it, Amy," Veronica ordered.
Amy stared at it, the cock way bigger than any guy she had sucked or fucked. This was also different. Licking a woman's pussy wasn't cheating the same way sucking a cock was... even if it was a plastic cock.
Veronica, wanting to fuck the slut, not allowing time for the teen to reconsider, shoved it in the teen's mouth.
Amy began sucking, her mouth stretched way more than she ever had. Instantly, she wondered what something so big would feel like in her pussy.
After a couple of minutes, Veronica pulled Amy up, bent her over and rubbed the cock up and down the teen's wet pussy lips.
"Ready to get fucked?" Veronica asked.
"Yes, ma'am, please fuck me," Amy moaned, desperately wanting that cock in her, actually moving her ass back, trying to get it inside her.
Veronica slid the cock deep in the teen's pussy, loving the thrill of fucking a new girl.
Amy moaned, "Oh God, so big."
"You like this cock, Amy?"
"Yes, ma'am," Amy admitted, even as she tried to get used to the extra girth and length.
"You know you will be coming back for my pussy and cock, don't you, my pet?" Veronica said.
Amy knew that she would eagerly eat pussy again given the chance and as the cock completely filled her knew she would never be satisfied with her boyfriend's smaller cock. She moaned, "I think I will."
"They always do," Veronica purred, thinking of how many women she had turned in her life and how almost all of them came crawling back for more.
"They do? Amy asked.
"Oh yes," Veronica purred. "Only women can really, truly, satisfy women."
Thinking how she had never orgasmed from sex, only from her fingers after, she could understand her point. Yet, she wasn't convinced, even though she was super horny, that she could cum like this. She admitted, "I've never come from sex, ma'am."
As Veronica slowly fucked the teen she scoffed, while smiling at the revelation, the willingness to tell her such things, "That doesn't surprise me, my pet. Men are only useful to knock us up."
"I guess," Amy replied, hoping they had more purposes than that, although in retrospect she couldn't think of much.
"I'll show you what a real orgasm feels like, my pet," Veronica promised.
"Okay," Amy moaned, the pleasure already increasing.
For a couple of minutes there was just slow fucking. Finally, Veronica asked, "Do you want to be my slut?"
"Yes, ma'am," Amy moaned, willing to agree to anything to keep getting fucked.
"Good sluts do as they are told," Veronica pointed out, stopping deep inside the moaning teen.
"I'll do anything you want," Amy moaned, frustrated that the fucking had stopped.
Veronica grabbed the teen's hips and bucked forcefully.
"Oh, God!" Amy screamed, am intense pleasure hitting her.
"You will do anything I say?" Veronica asked in clarification.
"Anything," Amy whimpered, desperate to be fucked.
"I want you back here tomorrow," Veronica said.
"Okay," Amy nodded.
"With a friend," Veronica added, thinking she may be able to get Amy do to some of her work for her.
"Ohhhhhh," Amy moaned, not liking the idea, but moaning as the woman bucked hard into her again.
"Will you do it, my pet?" Veronica questioned.
Amy paused, trying to think who she would bring.
Three quick hard thrusts.
"Answer, slut," Veronica ordered.
"Yes," Amy answered.
"Yes, what?" Veronica questioned, one more hard thrust.
"Yes, I'll bring a friend for you to fuck," Amy said, suddenly liking the idea.
"Good, girl," Veronica purred, as she began fucking the teen hard.
"Oh yes, please fuck me hard with that big cock," Amy moaned, loud enough for others to hear.
Veronica had sound proofed the room for that reason, but didn't tell the teen that.
"You like it hard, slut?" Veronica asked.
"Yes, ma'am" she moaned, loving it hard when her boyfriend fucked her too, although it never got her off as he only lasted a couple minutes, max.
Veronica slammed it deep in the teen's pussy as the teen's moans got louder.
"Oh yes, so close," Amy babbled.
Veronica, knowing how to make an orgasm intense, pulled out and sat on the bench.
"Nooooo," Amy whined, desperate to come, thinking maybe her first real fucking orgasm was close.
"Come ride me, slut," Veronica ordered.
Amy quickly obeyed, desperate to have the big cock back inside her.
Veronica put her hands on the girl's waist for balance, as Amy slowly lowered herself on the cock.
"Oooooooooh, yes," Amy moaned, as the cock slid deep inside of her. The different position led to a different pleasure as it somehow stimulated differently.
"Ride me, slut," Veronica ordered.
"Yes, ma'am," Amy obeyed, beginning to bounce on the cock, while the woman groped her tits.
Veronica knew from experience that the teen wouldn't last long. The earlier teasing, this position and the domme-sub treatment usually led to quick, intense orgasms.
For a couple of minutes Amy took the entire cock deep in her as her pleasure increased. Amy stammered, I-I-I think I'm going to come."
"Come for me, slut," Veronica ordered, pinching the teen's nipples. "Come for your Mistress."
Hearing the term 'Mistress' somehow seemed natural and made her orgasm come.



"Yes, Mistress," Amy declared, screaming as if that word was the straw that broke the camel's back.
As Amy slowed down, Amy flipped her onto the floor on all fours and kept fucking her throughout her orgasm.
Amy felt so slutty, so good. She didn't know pleasure could feel like this. Her entire sex life had been a charade, only this was real.
Veronica, always knowing to leave them wanting more, pulled out and walked out without saying a word.
Amy collapsed onto the floor, the orgasm hitting her so hard it usurped all her energy. She didn't move for a couple of minutes as her orgasm refused to leave.
Once done, Amy weakly got dressed, put on one of the new blouses and walked out of the change room.
Amy walked to the front with the other blouse and saw the pretty woman at the till working, talking to another teen. Oddly, a rush of jealousy coursed through her.
Amy sheepishly walked to the till and waited in line, unsure what she was going to say. The aftermath of sex was always awkward for her.
When it was her turn, Amy handed the woman the blouse, as well as her stained one.
Veronica asked, "Did you enjoy your time in my shop, my dear?"
"Yes, ma'am," Amy nodded. "It was very unexpected."
"You only chose two," Veronica pointed out, as she put the two blouses in the bag, as well as a pair of thigh high stockings, and handed it to the teen, "You better come back tomorrow to choose one more."
"Oh, I definitely will," Amy said, her pussy already tingling with anticipation. "I may come shopping here every day."
"I also put in a special gift I expect you to wear for tomorrow," Veronica added, now alone with her.
"Oh, okay," Amy said, looking in the bag out of curiosity and saw the thigh high stockings. "Oh, I will definitely wear them," thinking of the ripped pantyhose she was currently wearing.
Veronica smiled, "And, my dear, don't forget to bring a friend."
Amy nodded, "I'll try, ma'am."
"No, do," Veronica ordered, just as another customer came to the till.
"Yes, ma'am," Amy nodded, pondering who she would possibly bring with her... she had quite a few cute friends she was now seeing in a new light... as potential fuck buddies.
"Have a great day," Veronica said, as she then turned to the next customer.
"I already have," Amy replied, as she walked away knowing that her life had taken a much unexpected turn... one that changed everything.
Once Veronica was done with the customer, she created a new kik chat group entitled BostonLezContest. She invited her four fellow best friends and players and then announced as she looked at the clock and smiled (48 minutes into the competition):
Veronica: One!
She smiled as she contemplated winning this contest and finally getting the daughters of her best friends. Each one of them were delicious and yet off limits... an agreement made by all five women years ago.
A customer arrived walked into the store and Veronica pondered, 'I wonder if she is straight.'
Scorecard:
Veronica: 1
Carol: 0
Crystal: 0
Jasmine: 0
Portia: 0
THE END
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Two Mistresses: A Study in Seduction
CAROLYN ADAMS
Carolyn had not brought her assistant Carmen along on this trip. She had decided it was time to find some fresh, young meat for her household staff and planned on giving Carmen more responsibilities in the business.
Carolyn had been working so hard of late her sexual needs had not been met regularly, and now she was in Los Angeles. L.A. was known in some circles to be the city that was home to both the highest percentage and the highest number of lost women unknowingly looking for a Mistress. This was a very good place to begin her search for her next assistant; or at the very least a one-night stand.
Carolyn usually used her assistant Carmen to find young girls for her while they traveled, but today Carmen wasn't with her; even before leaving home she had decided to go on the hunt personally this time.
Being the CEO of a major worldwide internet company gave her plenty of opportunity to meet women who were willing and eager to do whatever it took to climb the business ladder. This being 2016, women were just as likely, if not more likely, to eat a pussy as a cock to get ahead. Sex was money in the business world, and the more willing and skilled one was at using sex to her advantage, the more likely she was to reach the top of the business ladder.
Carolyn had no idea how many women she'd hosted between her legs, hundreds for sure, but even that ballpark was probably conservative. From the first time she had seduced a woman, her high school Biology teacher, and made her an obedient plaything for the rest of her senior year, she had practised and honed her skills for her trade... the trade of seducing as many women as possible.
Carolyn believed a few things about sex:
1. All women are sexual beings and have dark desires that are often kept hidden deep inside and never explored.
2. All women see sex as an intimate way to discover their true selves.
3. All women fantasize, regardless of how happy they are in their relationship. Of course single women fantasize too.
4. All women find other women attractive and if not consciously, at least subconsciously fantasize about Sapphic liaisons.
5. All women are looking for sex as an escape from their busy, overwhelming, boring lives. Most women work, and are expected to be both the motherly figure at home and the sophisticated lady at work and in public. Roles requiring very different skill sets.
6. All women who allow themselves to explore their true sexuality, live out their darkest fantasies, and accept their complex sexuality and plethora of needs, will be truly free from the male hierarchy most women are forced to submit to.
7. Almost all women are submissive by nature and by society's expectations. Regardless of how hard women fight for true equality, they are biologically built to please, and their inner natures almost always follow along. The rare woman who isn't submissive must guide her sisters to their true sexual identity and protect them from the predations and abuse of men.
Carolyn believed she was born for a great purpose... to liberate as many women from the chains of ludicrous male-imposed social morals that few men actually lived (cheating and promiscuous homosexual activity still rampant behind the scenes of the so-called business world while women struggled in vain to abide by the hypocrisy of a double standard... and find happiness?).
She had discovered through her years of experience that almost every woman will submit to another woman given the right circumstances and opportunity.
Sometimes Carolyn was sweet and tender; other times powerful and dominant; most often a balance of the two. Yet almost without fail, once Carolyn set her eyes on a woman, that woman inevitably ended up between her legs.
Carolyn had submissive pets in hundreds of cities who would meet her at a moment's notice even years after their first encounter.
Her gifts of seduction and discipline brought almost any woman to her knees and made her a lifelong submissive to Carolyn and she commonly became an eager pussy-pleaser to other people as well. For life.
Over the years she had enjoyed many amazing encounters:
-A very famous princess going down on her during her brother's coronation.
-The wife of the president of an important country and her daughter, who had regularly pleasured Carolyn together during his time in office.
-Nineteen Miss America pageant winners in a row (and over a hundred contestants)... as well as four Miss World winners.
-Her own mother when she had just turned eighteen (incest being just another of society's judgemental moral views that were practiced behind the scenes more often than most people would ever know).
-Her entire college sorority including the den mother and a few alumnae.
-A couple dozen big name female celebrities (names not disclosed for obvious reasons)... her business giving her access to celebrity women in all fields of entertainment.
-Her brother's wife before the wedding and again during the reception.
-Dozens of coeds throughout the years.
-Many other CEOs, and every female employee in her own company, as well as the majority of the designers scattered throughout the world who provided top of the line designs for her online store.
-Wives of many male CEOs as well as several of their daughters.
Carolyn's biggest turn-on was turning straight girls regardless of their ages. She had seduced women from the ages of eighteen to sixty-three (and that one was special since she was an Oscar winner who had eaten Carolyn out just minutes after she had accepted the Oscar).
She loved seeing a woman admit to her long ignored sexual desires and curiosity.
She loved seeing a woman willingly drop to her knees.
She loved seeing a woman, hands often trembling, undress in front of her.
She loved seeing a woman, hands still trembling, undress her.
She loved the look in a woman's eyes when she first became a pet the moment she tasted Caroline's addictive honey for the very first time.
She loved the tentativeness of a new submissive, which was almost always followed by eagerness, and soon a final acceptance that at long last she was in her natural place... her years or decades of denied inner desire finally breaking through to the surface as passionate release.
Carolyn perused the hotel bar. A classy little place with a mandatory dress code.
Every woman there was dressed in a cocktail gown, but Carolyn noticed with a familiar disappointment that only three of the women had actually accentuated their attire with nylons.
'What a pity,' she sighed to herself. She had observed women getting lazier over the years. In the eighties when she was in high school, teachers always wore nylons (the women anyway, she couldn't speak for the male teachers because they always wore long trousers), and many students wore them as well, herself included. Slowly this lovely item of attire, meant to enhance a woman's legs, was being worn less and less. It was however still mandatory in most government positions, the royal family, all her own employees and of course her submissive pets.
She believed that nylons, pantyhose for her female employees (until they became pets... and they always became pets) and thigh-highs for her pets, were a symbol of sexuality.
In business, pantyhose are professional and still sexy.
In the bedroom, thigh-highs are sensual and allow ready access to the sweet honey that only women are given the gift to provide.
She was feeling horny; it was rare that Carolyn went two entire days without a pet between her legs, so she quickly made her choice. A young girl (she liked them young) was sitting at the bar by herself. She was also one of the three wearing pantyhose. Carolyn walked over to the black haired beauty and asked, "Anyone sitting beside you?"
"No, ma'am," the girl responded, startled by the question, waiting for her so-called meeting.
"Ma'am," Carolyn chuckled playfully, charm on full, "Please, I hate such terms, they infer age. My name is Carolyn."
"Oh, I'm sorry," she apologized. "My parents taught me at a young age always to be polite."
Carolyn was already giddy at the obviousness that this young girl was ripe for turning. She agreed, looking into the unique not green not blue eyes, but a blend, perhaps best called aquamarine, "I must agree with your parents. But I'd still prefer it if you called me Carolyn."
"Of course I will, it's nice to meet you Carolyn," the girl greeted, finding something very comfortable and attractive about this woman, even though she couldn't describe it.
"Nice to meet you, too," Carolyn smiled, taking her hand and shaking it, while moving her thumb ever so subtly on the young girl's hand... just a sly moment of intimacy. "I assume you also have a name."
"Oh, sorry," Mindy giggled like the Southern young girl she was. "It's Mindy."
"Texas?" Carolyn asked, pretty good at placing accents.
"Born and raised," Mindy nodded, wondering if her accent was that obvious.
"May I buy you another drink?" Carolyn asked, waving her hand to the bartender.
"Um, sure," Mindy nodded, never having had a drink bought for her by another woman. Many men bought her drinks of course, all with the same purpose, to fuck her. Mindy had come to Los Angeles like so many others... to be an actress. And although she had snagged a couple of minor roles in commercials and one music video, she had yet to hit it big.
Mindy was actually here, at this overpriced, overdressed bar, dressed in her most extravagant attire, to meet a movie producer who was supposedly interested in her for a lead role. That said, the last two times she had received such promises, one was for porn and the other time the guy wasn't even a producer.
Mindy, doing her due diligence after the first two disasters, had researched the guy and he was legit... at least in the sense that he was a producer with one low budget movie under his belt. That said, he was an hour late.
Carolyn ordered the drinks, and noticing that Mindy seemed distracted asked, "Are you waiting for someone?"
"I am," Mindy sighed, "but he's an hour late."
"Men!" Carolyn joked, although she meant it. Men were utterly useless to her except for a few designers, one straight and the rest gay. If it wasn't for the invention of pantyhose by Allen Gant, Senior, and the need for their sperm to continue the human race, she had no use for them.
"Yeah," Mindy nodded, as she finished her eighteen dollar drink, the only one she could afford to buy. Actually, she couldn't afford even that one, but she needed to at least look like she belonged here.
"I'll keep you company until he arrives," Carolyn smiled, sensing a very vulnerable young woman just looking for a Mistress, even though the innocent young girl at this point didn't have a clue.
"If he arrives," Mindy corrected. It was nice to have someone to talk to.
"So tell me about yourself," Carolyn probed, knowing that knowledge is power. She always tried to know everything she could about the people she was about to seduce, as well as her employees.
"Not much to tell," Mindy shrugged. She explained her dreams of becoming an actress and being either laughed at, given a lot of pity, or told that what she needed was a real career. Actually those were precisely the last words her father had used when she left home.
"Oh, honey," Carolyn smiled warmly, putting her hand on the young girl's nylon-clad leg, the seemingly innocent, but perfectly strategic, touch. "I'm guessing you've been told a million times to stop trying to live the dream."
Mindy was surprised by the sudden hand on her knee, but equally surprised by the accurate words of the woman. She nodded, "Is it that obvious?"
"I can tell by your tone you don't want to be rejected again," Carolyn said, giving a gentle squeeze on the prey's knee and then moving her hand away to take a drink. Always leave them wanting more... and usually questioning themselves about why they wanted more, was advice given to her years ago by a very wise woman named Jasmine, and advice she had taken to heart.
"It's a tough town," Mindy nodded, feeling so safe and comfortable with this motherly figure... although she somehow knew this observant lady didn't have any kids.
"The toughest," Carolyn agreed, although truth be told New York was just as tough for different reasons. "Are you here alone in this wacky city?"
"Yes," Mindy nodded. "I'm a long way from home."
"Home is where you make it," Carolyn said, spending half her year, give or take, in the finest hotels in the world.
"I suppose," Mindy said, as the bartender returned with drinks. She took a sip and asked, "Are you from here?"
"God, no," Carolyn responded. "I live in the other pretentious city in this country."
"Washington?" Mindy questioned.
Carolyn couldn't tell if she was serious or just witty, but she laughed, "Now, that is funny. I guess I live in one of the other pretentious cities in America: New York."
"Oh, Houston is a pretty close fourth," Mindy smiled.
"Well, I'm a lot of things," Carolyn said, returning her hand to the girl's knee, "but pretentious isn't one of them."
Mindy laughed, even as she felt a rush up her spine that didn't make any sense, "Good to know."
"Are you an actress?" Carolyn asked, even though the answer was obvious.
"In a perfect world," Mindy admitted. "Although considering my length of unemployment, I can't really call myself a professional one."
Carolyn moved her hand away again, playing a classic game of cat and mouse. "Let me guess. You're also a waitress."
"Sadly so; it almost pays the bills," Mindy nodded, impressed by the perception of this intriguing pretty woman.
Carolyn laughed, "I remember those days," although truth be told, she didn't.
"You were an actress?" Mindy asked.
Carolyn returned her hand to the sweet girl's leg. "Oh sweetheart, all women are actresses."
"Pardon?" Mindy questioned, confused both by the answer as well as the feelings of warmth that coursed through her when the older woman's hand came back to her knee. Was she hitting on her? Or was she just touchy feely?
"Women are always acting. Playing their assigned role in a man's world," Carolyn responded. She was confident that pushing feminism while criticizing the sexist life of Los Angeles would pull the young woman even closer to her.
"I guess," Mindy shrugged. Although in retrospect, the older woman's words made sense, since back home, and definitely in Los Angeles, it was a man's world.
"That's one of the reasons I started my own business," Carolyn nodded, next giving another hint of what she had in store later: "I like to be in control." As she said those final words she again gave a squeeze on the sweet girl's knee... and this time it had an undeniable meaning.
Mindy was confused. She wasn't surprised to get hit on, that happened all the time... even a couple of times by women. But this was the first time she wasn't disgusted and uncomfortable. Well she was uncomfortable, but that was because of her confusion about her own feelings, not from the very enjoyable presence of this captivating woman, even if she was hitting on her. It was uncomfortable but also very intriguing. This woman, this Carolyn, was stirring feelings inside her that she wasn't at all used to. Without a word of psychobabble, this woman was challenging her to redefine her identity.
"What kind of business do you run?" Mindy asked, content to allow the woman to keep her hand resting on her leg.
"It's an online store aimed at woman," Carolyn said, her hand sliding, ever so slowly, like a lost snail, up the pretty girl's nylon clad leg.
"Oh really?" Mindy asked, so intrigued by this woman that she wasn't at all bothered by the gentle, intimate touch. She was also curious as to what kind of online store would be only for women.
Carolyn knew she had her. She had set up the seduction well and was well on her way to accomplishing her goal. Many people (female people) had asked her over the years how she was so successful at seducing straight women and also almost always having them coming back for more. It was actually quite simple. She had taken psychology in college as an elective, and what a great one it had been. It was there she learned of Maslow's hierarchy of needs, and forever after had used it as her basis for seduction.
The five stage hierarchy was both fascinating and almost always accurate. The bottom element is the physiological needs. This one is obviously the stepping stone to the others. It is, simply put, the physical requirements for human survival. The need for a guarantee of clothing, shelter and food are incumbent to the ability for any person, man or woman, to allow themselves to take the risks needed to explore their true sexuality.
Almost invariably these needs were already being met for the women she was seducing, but for Mindy, Carolyn knew that she could enhance the sweet girl's physiology by offering her a job. It was obvious she was struggling to get by and her physiological needs were not being met adequately. Her feelings of not being loveable, not truly belonging anywhere and her self-esteem were clearly at rock bottom or close to it, and Carolyn was confident she could provide all those needs for this lost young girl.
"Speaking of my business, I've just thought of something," Carolyn said.
"What?" Mindy asked.
"I am in the process of creating some online commercials for a few of my new products and was supposed to be in New York on Friday for the auditions," Carolyn continued, reeling the young girl in with a mixture of her words, her beauty, her captivating gaze and her slow tease as her hand slyly moved up again.
Mindy was overwhelmed. She felt the woman's hand moving up her leg. She also heard the woman implying the possibility of a job. Yet she had rejected the sexual advances of men for jobs in the past. Trying to be noncommittal, she asked, "What kind of products?"
Carolyn answered, "A couple. A new line of lingerie from a young, hip lesbian from Paris, and," she paused for dramatic effect, "a new line of sex toys for women, especially for couples."
"Lesbian couples?" Mindy asked, her pussy undeniably wet.
"Yes," Carolyn nodded. "A large portion of my target customer base is the growing lesbian market in the world. And for them, online is very convenient and very anonymous. Many lesbians have come out, but many others have not. So online is so very convenient."
"Oh," Mindy nodded, she noticed the woman's hand was now at the hem of her dress and noticed with some slight surprise that she didn't mind, simply wondering how far Carolyn would dare to progress in this crowded lounge filled with potential observers.



Suddenly, just as Carolyn seemed to be about to offer her a job, a male voice interrupted them.
"Are you Mindy?" The male voice said.
Mindy looked up, startled; her head in a strange wonderland that was swirling inside her. "Um, yes... yes, I am."
"Sorry I'm so late," the very good looking man said, "Shooting went longer than expected."
"On what?" Carolyn asked, her hand still on the young prey's leg, her fingers now inching under the dress.
The man looked at Carolyn and said, "I'm directing a pilot for NBC."
"Very nice," Carolyn smiled, playing nice, even as she tried to keep Mindy reeled in. She could sense that Mindy was special and that she would be a great addition to her firm and, conversely, that Mindy desperately needed her.
"Can I buy you two ladies a drink?" The male asked, wondering if he could smooth his way into a threesome.
"No, no," Carolyn said, "I need to get going anyway. But could you give us a minute?"
"Sure," he nodded, disappointed about the quick squelching of a potential threesome, but happy about how hot today's potential playmate was.
Once he was gone, Carolyn said, "You should probably go and meet with him."
"I probably should," Mindy nodded, even though oddly, she suddenly wasn't excited to meet with him, even though that was why she had come to this overpriced lounge in the first place. She couldn't explain why, but she really wanted to remain with this woman.
"If it goes well, then great," Carolyn said, her hand going under the dress but not past the inner thigh (a clear implication of intent, but only a tease that would leave the young straight woman rattled and wanting more), "but if it doesn't and you want to chat some more, I'm in the penthouse suite."
"You are?" Mindy asked, her pussy tingling with excitement, as she inadvertently opened her legs slightly... her body willing to allow this older woman to touch her where no other woman had ever gone before.
"I only want the best of everything, Mindy," Carolyn said, sliding her hand out from underneath the girl's dress and standing up. "And I think you may very well fit into that category."
Mindy was speechless. She looked up at the pretty woman and was filled with a sudden sense of loss that she was leaving.
Carolyn leaned in, her breath hot on the young woman's neck and ear. She whispered, her tone dripping with sexual implications, "The password to get to the penthouse is 'I will obey.'"
Mindy moaned softly; her strongest erogenous zone was her neck. With those three words, every last lingering doubt of what this older woman wanted had disappeared. And even though she feared where that might lead, she couldn't deny that she longed to satisfy Carolyn's wants.
Carolyn turned and walked away, always leaving them wanting more. She didn't look back, she just kept walking, knowing that without a doubt Mindy was watching her every motion as she left.
And Mindy did watch the gorgeous woman leave, her panties now incredibly damp. She took a deep breath, her head spinning, her body lusting, but walked over to the very handsome man. Usually she was giddy with excitement and hope in these situations implying chances of stardom, but this time she wasn't even going to play the game. She was going to be frank with him.
Upstairs, Carolyn switched into something more comfortable. She stayed in her black thigh-highs (in her mind the colour of power), retained her matching black thong and bra, removed everything else and donned a robe. It wasn't translucent, she wanted to use more subtlety than that, but it was silk, and hugged her curves intimately. She glanced at the clock, 9:04. If she was right, and she usually was, Mindy would be here within an hour... probably half that.
Mindy barely listened to the guy talk. He seemed genuine, yet she couldn't stop thinking about Carolyn. There was something about her that she couldn't dismiss. Everything about the woman was intriguing and the three word password to enter the penthouse suite only added to the mystique of the woman.
"So are you interested?" the man asked.
Mindy's attention had been riveted on the possibilities with Carolyn and she had no idea what he had been even talking about. But deciding to be blunt, she asked, "Look, I don't mean to come off as a bitch, but I need to be frank here. I have no intention of fucking you tonight."
The look on the guy's face, whose name Mindy had already forgotten, told her that this had been another hoax meeting. Good riddance to bad rubbish.
Mindy stood up and said, "Thanks for the drink," and walked away.
The guy said, pissed off, "You bitch. You will never work in this town again." They always said that, but they never had the ability to pull it off. But it didn't matter. Mindy now had her sights set on a real job. A fulfilling job.
Mindy kept walking out on the macho sexist, hoping earnestly that her next job was going to be in New York. She went right to the elevator and was surprised to see a bellhop in it. She had no idea bellhops even existed anymore.
"What floor, ma'am?" the bellhop asked.
Mindy froze. Suddenly she was filled with anxiety. What had she just done? Had she really thrown away her acting career to go upstairs just to maybe have sex with a woman?
The bellhop repeated. "Ma'am, what floor?"
Mindy knew it was now or never. If she walked out of this elevator, she was also walking out of Los Angeles and her dream to be an actress. If she said Penthouse, she was potentially going to submit to a woman. She was afraid of the unknown, but made a decision. "Penthouse, please."
"Password?" He asked.
"I will obey," Mindy answered, as she figured she would just go up and hear more about the modelling gig. Going up didn't mean she was going to have sex with a woman. She wasn't a lesbian. But she was curious....
"Yes, ma'am," the bellhop nodded, and pressed the penthouse button.
As the elevator rose, Mindy's heart was swirling with emotions. Excitement at the possibility of a steady job. Nervousness at the thought that this woman may expect to have sex with her. Trepidation at the reality that the idea of sex for a job, correct that, sex with this very woman for a job, was actually not an impossibility. She realised that it was a very real possibility that she would go for this.
Her panties were damp. Her head was light. Her mind was... she didn't even know where her mind was. Her emotions were everywhere, but her mind... did it even matter?
As the elevator opened, she was surprised to discover it opened not to a hallway but to the suite itself. That meant Carolyn had rented the entire floor. An entire city block!
She tentatively walked into the massive spread; once again, she was overwhelmed... and impressed. Carolyn was obviously a very successful woman.
That said, she didn't see Carolyn anywhere. She wasn't sure what she should do.
Carolyn heard the elevator open and smiled. 9:28... Even earlier than she had anticipated. She waited for several moments, deciding to make the eager pet wait.
Eventually she slipped on her five inch heels, left the master bedroom and went to finalise the seduction.
Mindy was having second thoughts (or third, fourth and fifth thoughts) and was considering leaving when Carolyn greeted, "I'm so happy you could make it. But the meeting didn't go well?"
Mindy instantly felt giddy as she heard Caroline's voice and saw that she was now wearing a robe. Mindy answered, "No, he was a leech."
"Most men are," Carolyn nodded, as she went to the bottle of wine chilling and asked, "May I offer you a drink, my dear?"
"Yes please, ma'am," Mindy replied like she had the first time, hoping another glass of wine might calm her nerves.
Carolyn liked the subservient respectful use of the word 'ma'am' this time, and allowed it. She poured two glasses of wine and walked over to Mindy, who was still standing near the elevator. "Come on in, my dear. You're still in the entranceway; you're very welcome here."
Mindy followed Carolyn into the massive geography of what was apparently just the living room. She said, trying to make small talk, "This is the most extravagant room I've ever seen."
Carolyn nodded, "I believe I deserve only the best, and this is the best penthouse in the city."
"What a great way to be able to live," Mindy said, impressed. Her apartment was tiny and she shared it with two other striving wannabe actresses.
"You can live this way too," Carolyn assured her, as she sat down on the couch and crossed her legs, the tops of her lace top thigh highs displayed in clear view for the young lady.
"I can't imagine," Mindy said, as she sat across from Carolyn and noticed the sexy nylons.
"Come sit with me, my dear," Carolyn offered, patting a spot beside her.
"Oh, okay," Mindy nodded, standing up and then obediently joining the confident woman.
"So have you considered my offer?" Carolyn asked.
"I wasn't completely clear on the offer, ma'am," Mindy said. "Were you offering me a chance to audition for your new online commercials?"
"Oh, I guess I wasn't clear," Carolyn smiled, her hand returning once again to the young lady's nylon-clad knee. She now moved to the second level of Maslow's hierarchy, the safety needs. Carolyn was about to offer personal and financial security, which often led to good health and well-being. "I am offering you a full time job working under me." The innuendo was blunt.
Mindy again felt chills go up her spine.
Mindy again felt her panties dampen with excited wetness.
Mindy again felt her head go light.
Mindy took a long sip of her wine as she tried to cope with her confused emotions.
Carolyn continued the aggressive attack. "Mindy, if you decide to take my job offer, you will move in with me."
"I will?" Mindy asked, surprised by that.
"Yes, I will pay all your expenses to move. You will live rent free in my home, and have your own very spacious and furnished room," Carolyn continued.
"Oh," was all Mindy said, the offer sounding too good to be true.
Tempting the sweet girl with more of her currently unsatisfied safety needs she added, "I will also pay off any debt you have currently accumulated and pay you two hundred thousand dollars a year."
Mindy's eyes went big. Two hundred thousand dollars? Her increasingly growing debt paid off? A full time job? This was definitely too good to be true. She was familiar with the phrase 'too good to be true': it was usually literal. She gathered enough courage to ask, "And what does the job entail?"
Carolyn's fingers drifted up slightly on Mindy's leg as she continued, "You will be my full time twenty-four hour travelling assistant." She already had a live-in maid and assistant in Carmen back at home.
"What about my acting?" Mindy asked, her body burning at the woman's soft touch.
"You will also be the face and body for my new lingerie and toy lines," Carolyn nodded, knowing that she needed to tie the third and fourth level of Maslow's theory, love and belonging, in with Mindy's safety needs. It was obvious that Mindy was alone in Los Angeles and in dire need of knowing deep down that she belonged, truly belonged, somewhere. And in Carolyn's treatment of all her pets, she always bestowed a sense of, almost always even the reality of, love and belonging. She very successfully worked on building an intimacy built on trust and need. But most importantly, a foundation of deeply supportive family (although not according to the most common dictionary definition).Plus by offering Mindy a well-paying job, her clearly low self-esteem, beaten down by the harsh Los Angeles life, could be reclaimed. As Carolyn had learned from experience, if the first four steps on the hierarchy were met, the pet could begin her search for the ultimate goal of any person... self-actualization. That one though, could take years to accomplish.
"You would do all that?" Mindy asked, completely flabbergasted by the opportunity being offered.
"I would and I can," Carolyn nodded, her fingertips again wandering slightly under the dress of her pet-to-be.
"But I would have to move to New York?" Mindy asked, glancing down at the hand slowly disappearing under her dress, inching closer to her very, very wet panties. They were no longer in a crowded lounge.
"You would indeed," Carolyn nodded, "you would move in with me and also travel wherever I go. You would be my live-in and travelling full-time assistant."
"Wherever?" Mindy asked.
"Paris, Milan, Rome, London, Toronto, Tokyo, Delhi, and Moscow in the next three months," Carolyn listed, her jet setting ways always an enticing perk to a pet.
"I've never left America," Mindy admitted.
"The photo shoot for the fashion line is in Paris," Carolyn enticed, smiling at how close she was to taking the young girl in. Changing subjects she said, "I would buy you an entire new wardrobe, of course, so you could wear nothing but designs from my catalogue. And we would definitely get rid of those cheap pantyhose and put you in classy ones."
"I bought them in a drugstore," Mindy admitted, feeling oddly like Cinderella at the amazing possibilities in her complete makeover.
"Oh, my, you poor thing," Carolyn sympathised. She moved her hand out from Mindy's dress and took Mindy's hand. She moved it to her own silk-clad leg and asked, "Can you feel the difference?"
"Wow!" Mindy nodded, as she felt not only the super silky material but also the warm softness of the sexy woman's upper thigh.
"I know," Carolyn nodded, watching the pet-to-be's intrigued facial expression, "These are the silkiest stockings in the world, and this particular style is not yet on the market."
"They are amazing," Mindy said, moving her hand up and down Carolyn's leg slowly, in awe of how soft and sexy this stocking was, and not quite realising she was gently caressing this beautiful lady's leg. But her pussy had noticed, and Mindy became aware that she was even wetter than before.
Carolyn stood up and instructed, "Wait here."
"Yes, ma'am," Mindy nodded, as Carolyn left the big room. This was just the time to try to compose herself. Her pussy was dying for attention and she still had no idea what Carolyn really wanted. She assumed she wanted sex, but Mindy wasn't sure what that would even look like between two women. Licking pussy, fingering, toys? She had no experience other than a roommate once who was bi and had shown her, but not demonstrated, a few toys she had used on other girls... That, at the time, had disgusted her, as she was a very straight girl. But now... she wasn't so sure.
Mindy finished her glass of wine just as Carolyn returned with a package.
Carolyn ordered, "Put these on," as she handed the package of beige stockings to Mindy.
Mindy took the package and asked, excited to have a pair of such quality pantyhose, "Where is the bathroom in this massive spread?"
"There are actually three," Carolyn pointed out, before adding, "but you can change here."
"Really?" Mindy asked.
"If you are going to be my assistant we will often see each other naked, and we'll see many other women as well, and many of those will see us," Carolyn explained. "It happens, just like backstage in theatrical productions.
"Oh," Mindy nodded, still nervous to get undressed at all in front of another woman. But she did it. Cautiously. She slid her pantyhose off, self-consciously careful to control the drape of her skirt and not flash her panties at Carolyn.
Carolyn watched the sweet girl change hosiery, knowing from experience that new clothes, especially sexy lingerie or hosiery of top quality, built a woman's self-esteem, self-worth, and thus automatically built the woman's sexual confidence.
Mindy felt herself beginning to relax and surprisingly began to feel far less self-conscious about her body or the fact that she was being watched by another woman. She began to drape a stocking up her right leg. This was a precious garment; you didn't pull it or tug it, you draped it. Anything less respectful would border on sacrilege. She soon realized that this was a thigh-high exactly like the ones that Carolyn was wearing. She draped the other one up her left leg. As she slid the super silk up her legs, she felt decadent and rich... A little like Eliza Doolittle in her favourite play 'Pygmalion'.
Carolyn watched with a sly smile, noticing her pet-to-be's awe at the sheer silk and how her nervousness seemed to fade away as she donned the extravagant thigh highs.
Once both thigh-highs were on, Mindy looked up at Carolyn and said dreamily, "I feel like a princess."
"Most princesses wear nylons every day. Notice Princess Catherine, Duchess of Cambridge," Carolyn explained. "She always wears pantyhose. Pantyhose equals power and symbolizes elegance and money."
"What about these thigh-highs?" Mindy asked, actually lifting her hem to model their entire length.
Carolyn smiled at how sexy and eager this young woman was. "They are the embodiment of women reclaiming their sexuality, even while remaining powerful in society."
"I do feel sexy," Mindy nodded.
"How old are you, Mindy?" Carolyn asked.
"Twenty-one," Mindy answered.
"Are you ready for your job interview?" Carolyn asked, reaching to a table for her purse.
"Um, okay," Mindy nodded, surprised but feeling ready for whatever was about to happen.
"It will be a very thorough interview," Carolyn warned.
"I understand," Mindy shuddered slightly in anticipation.
Carolyn took her phone out of her purse, pressed Record and requested, "Full name please."
"Mindy Allison Rogers," Mindy answered.
Carolyn sat down and patted the spot beside her. Mindy immediately went and sat beside her.
"Would you consider yourself a risk-taker?" Carolyn asked, smiling at the obedience of this pretty woman.
Mindy pondered this. The correct answer she was probably looking for was 'yes', but the truth was, besides coming to Los Angeles to follow her dream, she was definitely more conservative. She answered, "Honestly, until coming to LA and into this room, I have lived my life rather conservatively."
"Interesting," Carolyn nodded, not the least bit surprised; most submissives are only risk takers in dire circumstances.
Another difficult question. The truth was that she had thought she'd met the man she would marry in high school. His name was Dave, and they had dated from their freshman year until one month before graduation, a few days after prom, when she had refused his demand to fuck him. In revenge he had betrayed her with her best friend... which was the other reason she had fled to Los Angeles... to start anew, and escape from even the proximity of the two people she had loved the most, and who had both callously betrayed her. Mindy answered, "I thought I was in love all through high school, but I was really fucking stupid."
Carolyn was startled at the obscenity coming from this innocent girl and could see the pain in her eyes and knew instantly that this hurt was recent and severe, and she was obviously still not only suffering but blaming herself unmercifully. This new revelation only added another reason to support the argument that she was the perfect prey... she was questioning the validity of love itself and was probably hating herself. Most importantly she deeply needed precisely what Carolyn was able to provide. Carolyn didn't ask, but told her, "You've recently been betrayed, and harshly."
"Yes, ma'am," Mindy nodded, again in awe of the constant correct assessments of this woman.
"Tell me about it," Carolyn said, as she again put her hand on Mindy's leg before adding, "this stocking is far better."
"It is a lot softer," Mindy nodded, taking comfort from the woman's hand back on her leg. Mindy told the entire story of her betrayal, how she had caught them in the act, about his lame excuse that she wouldn't put out so what did she expect (even though she had sucked him regularly), and the cruelty of them both bragging about the trick they had played on her and the awkwardness of the entire school knowing the whole sordid story and the probability that everyone in the world was laughing at her.



Carolyn couldn't believe how well Maslow's theory fit this young girl. Mindy was desperate for the loving and belonging that Carolyn could give her. An unconditional, if unorthodox, love that provided an unbreakable bond with another, and often with more than one other soul, that transcended the bland, stilted, average expectations of love and happiness.
"This may sound out of the blue, but it is an important question," Carolyn said, "Do you swallow?"
It was out of the blue, yet somehow it didn't surprise Mindy. She answered honestly and frankly, "Every time." After a pause, "Except the last few times when he began giving me facials."
"Did you like getting facials?" Carolyn asked, her hand again beginning its slow journey up her pet-to-be's leg.
"Not really," Mindy admitted, glancing down at Carolyn's hand, "it was sticky, gross and humiliating." After a pause she added, "Yet to tell the truth it made him happy, so I tolerated it."
"Did you enjoy swallowing?" Carolyn continued, seeing the stereotypical submissive before her... doing things she didn't enjoy to please others.
"It was okay," Mindy shrugged. "It's rather tasteless."
"Did he ever get you off?" Carolyn asked.
Mindy scoffed, "God, no. He fingered me and went down on me a couple of times, but I always had to finish myself off after I got home."
"That's a shame," Carolyn said, her hand now straying under the dress. "They're lost down there, and men never ask for directions."
Mindy suddenly roared with laughter! "Isn't that the truth!"
"Are you still a virgin?" Carolyn asked.
"No," Mindy sighed as she flashed back to the three minutes that had deflowered her in a shabby office for a gig she didn't get.
"I'm assuming it was anti-climactic?" Carolyn said.
"I've regretted it ever since," Mindy admitted.
"Only one man?" Carolyn asked.
Mindy didn't want to sound like a slut, but she had been with four men since moving to Los Angeles which was probably a lot. "No, ma'am."
"How many?"
"Four."
"Did you find fulfilment through sex in your quest for love and acceptance?" Carolyn asked, sounding more like a psychologist than a Mistress.
Mindy laughed bitterly, realising that this quest was exactly what she was pursuing in this very bedroom! She was trying to erase the past and find love. "No, and please pardon my rudeness but hell no. Every time only increased my own self-loathing." She knew she was baring her innermost wounds and tragedies to this woman, but somehow she didn't feel she was making a mistake.
Carolyn smiled at just how much Mindy was a poster child for her Maslow theory seduction. She was searching for self-worth, searching for a purpose, searching for a way she could discover her true self. Carolyn opined, "I'm assuming you have never been with a woman."
"Does today count?" Mindy joked, trying both to lighten the mood, but also to hint that she was willing to explore a new side of her sexuality. She hadn't been curious about sex with another woman ever before, but today curiosity was tingling her kitty and the kitty wanted to come out and play.
"Not yet," Carolyn laughed, her hand giving the girl's thigh a soft suggestive squeeze.
After a pause, while Mindy wondered how soon she would begin to change her answer about being with a woman, Carolyn asked, "Do you follow instructions well?"
Mindy laughed, as, in retrospect that was exactly what she was doing. Trying to erase the past and find love. "No, each time only increased my own self-loathing."
Carolyn smiled at just how much Mindy was a poster child for her Maslow theory seduction. She was searching for self-worth, searching for a purpose, searching for a place she could discover her true self. Carolyn asked, "I'm assuming you have never been with a woman."
"Does today count?" Mindy joked, trying to both lighten the mood, but also hint that she was willing to explore a new side of her sexuality. She hadn't been curious about sex with another woman ever before, but today curiosity was tingling her kitty and the kitty wanted to come out and play.
"Not yet," Carolyn laughed, her hand giving a soft squeeze at the girl's thigh.
After a pause, Mindy wondered if this was the moment she did indeed change the answer to the question just asked. Carolyn asked, "Do you follow instructions well?"
"Yes, ma'am," she answered.
"Can you follow instructions without hesitation or questioning?" Carolyn continued.
"That's a bit scary, but with you, yes ma'am," Mindy nodded, wondering about the boundaries, if any, of what she was committing to.
"Remove your dress," Carolyn ordered.
Mindy was smart enough to understand that this first order was a test of her last two agreements. She didn't question it, didn't delay her response, but simply stood up, faced away and asked, "Will you please unzip me?"
"Yes I will, my dear," Carolyn smiled. Carolyn stood up and slowly slid the zipper down her back... everything she did was calculated and paced. Eventually Carolyn finished her task, but since she was a Mistress she only unzipped but didn't do the actual undressing, and instead allowed her pet to fulfill on her own the order that had been given.
Mindy turned back around and nervously, not because she was getting naked in front of a relative stranger, but instead because she was insecure about her body, allowed her dress to drop to the floor.
"Your body is even more beautiful than I had imagined, my dear," Carolyn complimented, building the young girl's self-esteem as the lengthy seduction continued.
"Thank you, ma'am," Mindy said. She had been told she was beautiful many times, had believed it many times, but this time she felt different... liberated.
"Now come remove my robe, my dear," Carolyn ordered.
"Yes, ma'am," Mindy nodded, wanting to see the woman's body.
Mindy reached to the sash, her hands trembling slightly. She undid the robe slowly.
Carolyn gazed with satisfaction at the young woman's nervousness, but was also completely intoxicated by her facial expression. A look like that could only happen this first time... like the first time you ate a chocolate... or a pussy.
Even as she admired the shape of Carolyn's breasts through the silky garment, Mindy opened the robe slowly, as if unwrapping a Christmas present.
Mindy stared at the voluptuous breasts that were contained firmly in a sexy black bra.
"Finish the task, my dear," Carolyn ordered, watching in amusement as the young girl stared at her large breasts.
"Y-y-yes, sorry, ma'am," Mindy stammered, embarrassed that she had been caught staring. She removed the expensive silk robe and carefully folded it on the couch.
Mindy obediently returned to her position directly in front of Carolyn, looking forward to more questions, more orders. She couldn't explain it, but obeying Carolyn gave her a natural high and an inexplicable desire to obey her even more.
"Are you willing to be available twenty-four hours a day, seven days a week?" Caroline asked, very happy with the eagerness of the young pet.
"Yes," Mindy nodded, as she stared at the deep valley of flesh between the woman's breasts... her mind in stasis and her body in lust.
"Are you willing to obey without hesitation any order you are given?" Carolyn asked, seeing the impact her body was having on the woman. The power of sensuality, mixed with the ability to seduce, was rare for a woman... But it was something that Carolyn not only did, but exuded.
This might be a dangerous question since it had absolutely no qualifications. Yet Mindy, now totally in thrall to the powerful woman, nodded, "Yes."
"Take off your bra and panties, my dear," Carolyn ordered.
Mindy knew that again this order was a test of the last two questions. But by this time she had no reservations; her heart, soul and body belonged to Carolyn; no looking back to her fearful, stilted, prior life. She looked deeply into the brunette's aqua blue eyes and surrendered her heart, "Yes, Mistress."
Mindy unclasped her bra and allowed her 34B breasts to be freed.
"Very nice breasts, my dear," Carolyn complimented, keeping up her positive reinforcements throughout the seduction.
"They're too small," Mindy demurred, always having hated her breasts and wished they were bigger.
Carolyn smiled, "They are the perfect size, my dear. Not too big, like these heavy jugs, and not too small. Really, they are the perfect size." Carolyn cupped them with gentle palms.
Mindy felt a gush of wetness escape her pussy as bolts of electricity coursed through her body and she felt feelings she had never felt before. This was not a man, and everything was completely different.
Carolyn leaned forward and took Mindy's left nipple in her mouth and swirled her tongue around and over the diamond-hard nipple.
"Oh," Mindy moaned, not used to enjoying her breasts being touched. Men handled them with recklessness; this was far different. This was respect. This bordered on worship. Men didn't do worship, what they did was grab possessively.
Carolyn gave a brief bite to the nipple, before moving to the other protruding diamond and replicating the attention, knowing that symmetry and attention to detail were important.
Mindy's head was spinning, her body was burning and her pussy was leaking.
Mindy had never experienced true intimacy until that moment. She realized that she had never been made love to, she had only been fucked.
Carolyn gave just enough of a sampling of pleasure before she stood back up and ordered, "Now remove your panties."
Mindy, wanting to let Carolyn know how horny she was, admitted, "I need to; they are completely soaked."
"Why is that?" Caroline asked, testing the young woman.
Mindy didn't have an answer to the question. She couldn't explain her feelings. She didn't even comprehend her feelings. She admitted, "I honestly don't know."
"I do," Carolyn smiled, seeing the confusion this question had caused. But her answer had been completely sincere... this innocent really hadn't a clue.
"You do?" Mindy asked.
"You have always had this part of you, but it was hiding, dormant. You just needed someone to awaken your sleeping sexuality," Carolyn explained, as she moved her hand to Mindy's pussy and slid two fingers inside her.
Mindy was shocked and exhilarated and aroused and she moaned. Carolyn slowly fingered her as she asked, "Have you ever tasted yourself?" Carolyn asked.
"Nooooo," Mindy answered, having never thought to do so, struggling to speak coherently as the fingers inside her drove her wild.
Carolyn pulled her fingers out, again just enough of a tease to draw Mindy deeper into the abyss of submission. She moved her digits to Mindy's lips and said, "Time to change your answer to that question."
Mindy obediently opened her mouth and tasted her own pussy juice off of Carolyn's fingers.
"Good girl," Carolyn purred, as she watched the young girl slowly bob back and forth on her fingers.
Mindy was surprised that her taste was tangy and sweet. She wondered instantly why her ex had complained that her taste was gross. The next thing that popped into her head was 'I wonder what she would taste like?'
Carolyn moved, pulled her finger out, and ordered, choosing now as the time to use a new endearing, yet powerful term, "Remove my bra, my pet."
Mindy's eyes went big at the term 'pet.' This was obviously a term that implied her role as more submissive than dominant. It also implied that in some fashion she was a cherished possession of this powerful woman, and that idea felt strangely comforting. It felt appropriate. Her pussy leaked again, this time slightly down her leg, now that she had discarded her panties. She obediently reached out and unclasped the woman's lace bra and released her breasts from their lace captivity. Mindy stared. They were voluptuous and still stunningly firm. They were gorgeous. Mindy wanted to dive in and lose herself in them.
"Do you like?" Carolyn asked, the question rhetorical. It was very obvious her new pet was almost hypnotised with awe.
"Can I please feel them?" Mindy asked, almost begged. These large breasts were almost double the size of own.
"I insist that you do, my pet," Carolyn smiled.
Mindy took the breasts in both hands. "They're so heavy. How do you even walk straight, carrying these around?"
"They can be a burden," Carolyn agreed, before hissing as Mindy began squeezing her nipples, "They're also super sensitive to the touch. That feels very good, my pet."
"I imagine so," Mindy nodded, staring at them as if she were caressing the soft breasts of the Mona Lisa.
"They are even more sensitive to the touch of a woman's lips, tongue and teeth," Carolyn added.
"Oh my!!" Mindy breathed almost silently, still awe-struck. "May I be allowed to kiss them? Please?" Mindy asked, her mouth watering.
"You may worship them all night, my pet," Carolyn offered.
"Oh, thank you; 'worship' is such a lovely word." Mindy leaned forward and kissed the left breast. She scattered kisses all over this heavenly mound before moving to the big erect nipple.
Carolyn moaned softly, "That's it, my pet. You will spend a lot of time between my tits and also between somewhere else if you decide to come work under me."
Mindy couldn't even count the number of insinuations in that last sentence, but she couldn't spare any attention for intellectual pursuits. She never wanted this to end. She still wasn't totally convinced she was going to accept the job offer, much less move to New York. But tonight, this moment in time, she was just going to forget any doubts and obey anything this heavenly woman told her without hesitation.
"Now the other one," Carolyn ordered, explaining, "It's very important that a pet spends equal time on each breast."
"You believe in symmetry, too?" Mindy asked, as she moved to the other breast.
"You really are going to be a good full time pet," Carolyn smiled.
Mindy swirled her tongue around the nipple as she pondered whether she would be able to resist the temptation to take the job offer. It was one thing to give in to sexual submission for a night, but for a living? That was an entirely different matter. That said, again she pushed the doubt out of her consciousness, for tonight at least determined to live in the now.
Carolyn noticed just the hint of doubt in the eyes of her pet and said, after a couple more minutes of having her right breast pleasured, which had her pussy wet, "Time to remove my panties. On your knees, Mindy."
The order was so fraught with implications, both sexual and dominant, that Mindy felt a rush of adrenaline. She reluctantly stopped playing with the tits in her hands, and lowered herself to her knees. On her knees, she couldn't help but feel she had arrived home. She reached up to Carolyn's hips and slowly pulled the sexy thong down her nylon-clad legs. As she did, she couldn't help but look at the older woman's vagina, which was shaved completely.
Carolyn explained, "A Brazilian. I will set one up for you as soon as you arrive in New York. A pussy is a lot more enjoyable to lick and please when it is hair-free and smooth."
"Oh, okay," Mindy said, as Carolyn lifted up her feet so Mindy could finish removing the thong. Mindy felt bad that her pussy was so hairy. She had never shaved it, although she had used scissors to trim it on occasion.
"Don't worry, my pet," Carolyn said. "You will regularly not only pamper me and others, but also you'll be very pampered yourself."
Carolyn walked over to the couch and sat down. She ordered, "Crawl to me, my pet."
"Yes, ma'am," Mindy nodded, the humbling task actually turning her on. She crawled the few feet and was now kneeling at the feet of the older woman... naked except for these sumptuous thigh high stockings.
"Do you want to taste your Mistress?" Carolyn asked, introducing the final new term she would use today. The final step in the complete seduction of the young lady was now at hand.
Mindy looked at the inviting, slightly glistening, pussy, the temptation to bury her face in it almost irresistible. Mindy looked up at the beautiful, exotic, intriguing older woman as she pondered the final word... 'Mistress'. A word that embodied the older woman perfectly. A word that embodied the entire evening. Carolyn was the boss, and she was the employee; Carolyn was the seductress, and she was the prize; Carolyn was the Mistress, and she was the pet, the submissive, the servant... the cherished possession.
Carolyn watched the young lady ponder the question... ponder her fate. The final answer was never in doubt, just the tactics of whether Caroline needed to guide the pet any further. She was confident the seduction was complete, but every once in a while a final push was needed. That said, this time she had completed her mission.
After her long pause Mindy finally answered, giving in unconditionally, with her words, her heart, and her submission, "Yes, Mistress."
"This can still be a one-time thing, my pet," Carolyn said, "or it can be the beginning of your new lifestyle, a new relationship, a new world."
Mindy had no idea for sure if she was willing to make this a new lifestyle, but the idea of a relationship was appealing.
"But until our late breakfast tomorrow, you are mine body, mind and soul," Carolyn explained the verbal contract. "Is that clear?"
"Yes, Mistress," Mindy nodded, not worrying at all about tomorrow, only focused on what promised to be an unimaginable, but amazing, night.
"Now go ahead, my pet, you are now where you were meant to be, doing what you were born to do, you are now home," Carolyn said, knowing that although she had offered her pet the option of simply a one night stand, her long experience told her that no woman had ever been able to resist the draw of her aura, and this young pet wasn't going to either... even if she didn't consciously quite know it herself.
Mindy took a few moments to process the words, 'body, mind and soul' and savour them for the tender security they offered, then caught up and realized from her Mistress's' next words that she now had a physical surrender to enjoy. She leaned in, extended her tongue, paused briefly savouring the anticipation, and tentatively licked.
Fireworks sparked on her tongue! Biting chills coursed her being! Butterflies fluttered, tickling her stomach inside and out. Her soul stirred with purpose. She was indeed home.
The expression on her pet's face the moment her tongue made contact with Carolyn's pussy and her wetness had attacked Mindy's taste buds was all the confirmation Carolyn needed to know that this pet was unconditionally, undeniably, forever hers.
Mindy slowly explored the entire pussy, leaving no crevice untouched.
Carolyn was impressed by the first timer's tender eagerness. She moaned, "Such a good girl, you're a natural down there."
"You taste so delectable," Mindy crooned, unable to get enough of the intoxicating, addictive, piquant taste.
Carolyn gently reached down to Mindy's chin and lifted her face up to look into her eyes from only a few inches away. "Mindy, this is your home. On your knees, between my legs is your home. It has always been your God-given purpose in life to be on your knees serving someone. I am so grateful She has led you to me."
Mindy listened to words that should have been ludicrous, but she knew they were true. She had never felt this free, this complete. She knew that Carolyn needed her, understood her and would love her. And although a few moments ago she hadn't been sure she was willing to give her life to a woman she had met only a couple of hours ago, had been unsure she was willing to sacrifice her dream of Hollywood stardom, unsure she was willing to move to New York and start a new life... she now knew she was.



Mindy nodded, "Mistress, I understand, and if the job offer is still available, and knowing I'm surrendering my very life into your loving hands, I'll take the job. I'll do my very best never to disappoint you, my Mistress."
"That makes me very happy," Carolyn smiled, as she moved her hand away and changed gears, beginning Mindy's training in earnest. "Now get busy, my pet! Get me off with that eager tongue of yours."
Mindy, now wanting more than anything to get her new Mistress off, shifted to longer strokes, as if she were painting the pussy.
Carolyn moaned, "That's it, my pet."
Mindy, encouraged by her Mistress's words, kept licking and as the moans increased in passion, she moved her tongue to her clit.
"Oh, yes, you eager little pet," Carolyn moaned, her orgasm approaching rapidly. She reached and grabbed the back of Mindy's head, seizing total control, and began slowly grinding her cunt up and down against Mindy's mouth.
Mindy loved the feeling of being a helpless vessel of pleasure for her Mistress and she eagerly kept licking.
Carolyn, near orgasm, asked, "Do you want to taste your new owner's cum?"
The word 'owner' was a little more extreme for Mindy but not in disagreement with 'cherished possession', and she answered like a good submissive, "Yes, Mistress."
After another minute Carolyn announced, "I'm going to come on your pretty face, Mindy."
It was the first time the girl had heard her name in a while. Hearing her name again made her submission more personal, and she was completely okay with it. She accepted her position and was rewarded with the ultimate gift a Mistress can give a pet... her cum.
Mindy eagerly licked up the wine of love as it streamed out of Carolyn and flowed into her mouth. Mindy couldn't believe the heavenly taste and knew without a doubt she was now officially a lesbian. Probably had always been one. She had never enjoyed cock or cum, she had just done things to please her man like the world had told her she was supposed to. But this... this she exulted in and she knew she would crave it forever.
Letting go of Mindy's head, Carolyn purred, "That was very good, my pet."
Mindy looked up and giggled, "I couldn't agree more."
Carolyn smiled, "Come up here."
Mindy did and soon they were kissing. It was tender and intimate... again so different from kissing a man.
When Carolyn broke the kiss, she ordered abruptly, "Now on all fours on the couch."
"Okay," Mindy nodded, as she obeyed, praying that her Mistress was going to return the favour.
Carolyn knew that most Mistresses never licked their pets' pussies. They may fuck them with strap-ons, but never did they allow themselves to be in the position of the submissive. There was a hierarchy and a clear Mistress-and-submissive relationship, and relative physical postures were an important part of that relationship.
Carolyn however, didn't subscribe to this theory. In her domain, the Mistress and the submissive were equals, although each had a different role.
Carolyn didn't eat pussy often. It was a rarity, and normally she offered her servicing only as a precious gift to a pet that had earned it. However she always ate her pets out the first time. The first time was always intimate and almost an exchange between equals... Future encounters could include strap-on cocks, threesomes, fistings and anal sex. That said, there were different trainings, demanding of the pet different extremes tailored to satisfy each pet's individual needs. Paradoxically, for a pet to reach fulfillment she must be driven to the extreme limits of her abilities, and in practice those limits were unique to each pet.
In a sense Carolyn was Mistress and her pets were her slaves, but never in the sense that she was exploitive, even if that might often seem so on the surface. As her pets progressed through their training, each training was designed very precisely and carefully modified as needed according to the psychological needs of the pet. The bottom line was that both Mistress and pet must mutually benefit from the relationship. The benefits to the Mistress were fairly obvious, but the pet must feel loved, cared for, secure in her place, and most importantly must continually grow spiritually... yes, spiritually... in self-confidence, self-love and pride in her God-given ability to serve with a willing heart.
Carolyn had learned that each pet is different and has different desires, needs and limits. Some wanted to be pushed to the extremes of sexuality, in essence to be literally owned, some just craved a motherly figure who could guide her through a sexual journey of self-discovery.
Carolyn had a hunch that once she had discovered the deepest paths of her essence, Mindy would find herself somewhere between those two extremes. That said, her training would be carefully planned and would take time. She moved her hands to Mindy's ass and purred softly, "Such a lovely ass."
"Thank you, Mistress," Mindy replied, enjoying the hands on her ass and anticipating her long awaited orgasm.
Carolyn asked, as her right hand went to Mindy's wet pussy, "Do you want me to taste you?"
"Yessss," Mindy trembled at her touch.
"Yes, what?" Carolyn asked, the training of a full time pet under way.
"Yes... please... my adorable... Mistress," Mindy articulated her words, emphasising not only her proper role, but also the passionate love she already felt for her divine Mistress. Her body was burning and dying for sexual release.
"So wet," Carolyn said, continuing to tease the young pet. "Why are you so wet, my pet?"
"I don't know," Mindy answered, which was true. She couldn't explain why her mind and body had given themselves to this stranger with such ease or why her giving them felt so natural. And she had no idea why she found her submission so damned arousing!
"Think about it," Carolyn instructed, as she continued teasing her pet's pussy with long, slow strokes. Through experience, the Mistress knew that the submissives who became the very best pets learned very early to accept with full clarity and no resistance who they are. This was a necessary first step to a true submission, without which the pet could never really become truly comfortable with or truly commit to her role. This was best achieved through a self-declaration, a final understanding by the pet-to-be herself. Not just by parroting words, but through deep comprehension. And the earlier the better. She added, gently guiding Mindy to the correct discovery, "The answer is right there inside you."
Mindy heard the question and instantly she knew the answer. Yet admitting something so essential to her core self-worth was difficult to admit.
The reality was that Mindy had been trying to impress others her whole life, always denying her own needs... the first time and only time she had broken free of this desire to please was when she came to Los Angeles, but the reality that she had been refusing to accept was now clear... she didn't belong here. She hadn't been successful as an actress, but she had convinced herself she was doing okay. In truth she was far from okay. She had tricked herself into thinking she could overcome this ruthless west coast dog-eat-dog world.
It was now obvious to Mindy that she wasn't cut out for this life, and that she had been living in denial, not only during the months she had struggled in Los Angeles, but probably for almost all of her life. Allegoric clouds parted and virtual sunbeams shone on her upraised face as she arrived at a realisation that Carolyn's knowledgeable guidance had this instant allowed her to discover and accept.
Her spiritual core, her very essence, the purpose she had been born to fulfill could be expressed in four simple words... the need to please.
And with that seen, the next unfolding step was for her to realise with the crystal clarity of a 4k diamond why she was so wet. Why her body was burning with desire. Why her mind was allowing her to surrender to the pleasure, surrender to the pure unbridled lust that had been consuming her for the past hour. She was home. She had found, without a doubt, her purpose in life, her true identity. And a large part of that identity was that she was a sexual being. And embracing that new knowledge really turned her on! Let's do it!
Carolyn could see the young girl's eyes as revelation crystallized.
Mindy answered, her new self-awareness clarifying her submissive role in this new unexplored relationship, "Mistress, I've just uncovered a complex answer which I will be happy to explain to you whenever you wish, but the simple answer dearest Mistress is that... I'm home."
Carolyn smiled. In all her years of seduction, these were the most powerful words a pet had ever said. She replied, "That you are, my dear girl. Welcome home."
And with that, Carolyn did what she only rarely did, she licked a pet's pussy.
"Oh, yes," Mindy moaned, the moment she felt the tongue on her pussy.
"You taste like warm honey, my little girl," Carolyn purred, deciding to play a motherly figure to this lost soul who had just discovered her true purpose and place in this complicated world.
Hearing herself called little girl brought new emotions to Mindy, only enhancing her gratitude at arriving home.
Nothing had ever felt completely right in Mindy's life. She had always felt slightly out of place, slightly out of the loop... yet tonight the stars had all lined up and spoken to her. And now, without a doubt, she knew who she was, what she was. And in the sexy embrace of her new Mistress she was thrilled to know where she was.
Her orgasm built rather quickly. Because of the wild night she had already experienced, this wasn't surprising. Mindy wished this intimate perfection could last forever; but within only a couple of minutes, frustratingly yet wonderfully her orgasm was about to erupt.
Mindy's breathing got erratic and she whimpered, "Oh God, I'm going to explode, Mistress."
Usually a pet was only allowed to come when given permission. But on this first special night, Carolyn, being the caring and compassionate Mistress she was, was going to break her own rule. She purred, as she took the young pet's clit into her mouth, "Let your honey flow, my pet. I want to taste the full flood of your delicious nectar." She nibbled her pet's clitoris.
"OOOOOHHHHH," Mindy moaned loudly, her whole body spasming wildly as soon as her clit was touched.
And then it came. Mindy realized then, as her body's sensations soared into an entirely different world, that she'd never truly had an orgasm. Unforeseen pleasure suddenly hit her with the power of an asteroid smashing into the earth.
Mindy screamed, loud enough to wake the entire hotel, "HOLY FUCK!"
Carolyn lapped the sweet flood of cum, as always enjoying the taste of a new pet.
Mindy's entire body was swept with pleasure she had never known existed. She couldn't believe she had lived in the shadows for so many years without soaring into this transcendent delight.
Carolyn allowed her pet to enjoy the orgasm before getting up and going to her suitcase for what she never left home without... her strap-on cock. (Now that would be a great American Express commercial.)
Mindy felt her Mistress leave and yet she didn't move at all. Her continuous orgasm seemed to just keep going and going, and she was helpless as a newborn until it ended.
Carolyn returned, harness on, and moved to her pet, who was still coming. Without warning, she slid the entire seven inch cock (not too big, not too small) deep in the pet's very wet pussy.
"Oh my," Mindy gasped, completely not expecting her pussy to be filled with a cock. A cock bigger than any she had ever fucked.
"Time to get fucked, my pet," Carolyn said, as she went in for the final kill of her seduction. She was already confident that Mindy was hers, but demonstrating her dominance while giving her pet multiple orgasms was her artist's signature on a first night seduction.
"Oh God yes, fuck me Mistress," Mindy begged; her first orgasm hadn't even ended, but she already felt the second one sweeping towards her. Even as the first one was fading, the hard fucking kindled an even greater climax.
"Ever have multiple orgasms?" Carolyn asked, as she fucked her pet hard and deep.
"I don't think I've ever had even a single one, at least not a real one, before tonight, Mistress," Mindy gasped, still overwhelmed with pleasure.
Carolyn smiled. It wasn't the first time she had heard that. Many women didn't get off at all with men, and most women's self-exploring masturbation orgasms tended to be waves breaking on the shore, not tsunamis.
"Let's see if we can fuck you to orgasm, my little girl," she said, reinforcing the motherly persona.
Mindy was in love and very turned on by the 'little girl' label. She had been raised by her father only, so a maternal relationship with the very feminine Mistress Carolyn was uncharted territory, and she loved the idea of being guided, being taught, of being cherished by such a motherly figure.
She begged, her body again giving in completely to the pleasure, "Oh yes, Mommy, fuck your baby girl."
Carolyn smiled. Carolyn had no children, but saw Mindy instantly as the daughter she never had... albeit a daughter she planned to train into a fully certified sexual submissive. She kept up the role playing as she kept fucking her pet, loving the feeling of their bodies slamming into each other. "Mommy's going to make her adorable baby girl very happy."
And for a few minutes there was just the sound of bodies slamming into each other and a baby girl's increasingly loud moans.
"Oh Mommy, I'm coming again," Mindy groaned. The cycle of pleasure was spinning like a hamster wheel.
Mindy collapsed forward, the cock slipping out of her, her body shaking like three thousand and twelve on the Richter scale.
Carolyn watched as her pet came again, before removing the harness and taking her pet into protective arms and kissing her tenderly.
After a few minutes of sweet tenderness, Carolyn said, "Come on, baby girl, join me in bed."
"Okay," Mindy nodded, the uncountable orgasms finally seeming to fade away. But now she felt so weak and tired she wasn't sure she could walk.
Carolyn saw her pet's utter exhaustion and helped her to her feet.
She took Mindy's hand and led her to the bedroom. All of Maslow's hierarchy needs had been met for this lost girl, and now she had been found and awakened.
Mindy followed, feeling a tranquillity she couldn't ever recall feeling before. Yes, she was indeed home.
SAMANTHA SUMMERS
Around this same time, a younger Mistress was on a plane winging to Paris to meet with one of the world's top designers.
This Mistress was the polar opposite of Carolyn. Carolyn was known to her but they had never met. Nevertheless she hated that thieving bitch with a burning anger. Someday...!!
This younger Mistress wasn't much into cherishing, but instead used her beauty, money and aggression to get what she wanted.
Samantha was a ravenous redheaded beauty, with exotic green eyes that seemed to hypnotize at first glance. She was also partly Irish, which was evidenced by her quick temper and 'it's my way or the highway' attitude.
Born into money, she was accustomed to getting precisely what she wanted at all times and didn't take no for an answer.
She was ruthless and used a wide variety of manipulations to get what she wanted. Threats, blackmail and bribery were common tactics when she didn't receive immediate acquiescence. Almost everyone who had encountered her called her a Real Bitch, but of course never to her face.
She was also a complete lesbian.
She had no use for men, and if she ever decided to have children, she would adopt. No way was she going to sully her perfect body with such rubbish as semen.
She was flying to this Paris store because she had been told that the dress she wanted, the one she had seen Pam Thomas, the new 'it' woman, wear at the Oscars, was one-of-a-kind. If she couldn't have that one she at least wanted something similar, or if possible, better.
Seated in first class, the only way she ever flew, she was only being her usual demanding self as she decided to have the flight attendant sexually please her.
Samantha enjoyed airplane sex, and even better, she loved turning straight women, especially older straight women, and best of all, married older straight women.
At twenty-three she had already been turning women for years... the first being her mother's best friend.
Since her first delicious triumph, Samantha had seduced a woman every few days (give or take) thereafter, except for those pesky few days every cycle. She had collections of pets in dozens of cities. She also had a travelling assistant who was available for more than just typical business duties. She usually rotated these women every few months. Her current assistant was a cop who had pulled her over for going 90 miles per hour on the interstate but had ended up eating her pussy in the back of her police car.
Samantha always got what she wanted, and at the moment what she wanted was to have this pretty stewardess, likely in her early thirties, munching her cunt.
Her assistant was in coach, a punishment for not answering her phone properly, so she had the front row of first class to herself.
Once the plane was in the air and the first drinks had been served, Samantha slipped out of her five inch heels and moved her feet to rest on top of the arm rest next to the aisle.
When the stewardess, a wedding ring on her hand, walked by Samantha ordered, "I need a foot massage."
The stewardess, who had seen many things in her twelve years, especially her last two in first class, was only slightly surprised. She replied smoothly, "Sorry ma'am; that is not one of the services we offer."
"Ah, but that needs to change," Samantha drawled insolently as she glanced at the name tag, "Christine."
Christine had been hit on many times on the plane, mostly by rich men, mostly married, but even by a few women over the years. It seemed that an aircraft was a pickup spot for the rich and horny.
Christine had always rejected all the advances, including offers of money, jewelry and drugs.
As she assessed the woman, she couldn't deny that this passenger was incredibly beautiful, as if she had just stepped of the front cover of a magazine. She also exuded an aura that dripped of power and wealth. And arrogance.
Christine responded, ignoring the woman's last words, "Is there anything else I can do for you, ma'am?"
"I've already told you what I wanted," Samantha retorted, her gentle tone of the first request now replaced by a terse one.
Christine sighed to herself. It was going to be a long flight. Hopefully this rich bitch would fall asleep. She repeated, "I'm sorry, ma'am, the service you are requesting is not something I am comfortable doing."
"I don't recall asking whether you were comfortable doing it," Samantha sighed back. "And I don't appreciate your insolent dramatic sigh. I am a paying customer in first class and I expect to be treated as I deserve. Now massage my feet."
Christine glanced at the mostly empty small area for the rich and bitchy. Only three other passengers were there. One was already asleep; another was wearing headphones and was on her iPad doing who cared what; the last one however was observing this exchange keenly with a 'What a bitch' look.
"Hurry up," Samantha demanded. "My feet are aching."
Christine thought to herself. 'Then don't wear five inch heels'. She answered, "Please, ma'am, the service you're requesting is very unorthodox."
Samantha purred, "I like to think outside the box."
That made absolutely no sense to Christine, but she finally decided that the quicker she did this the sooner this semi-public standoff would be over.



"Only for a minute," Christine compromised, as she bent down and massaged the young woman's arrogant foot (yes, even her damn foot was arrogant), and she wasn't even given a win; shame was burning through her.
"Kneel down and use both hands," Samantha ordered, already looking forward to splatting a mile high orgasm on the oblivious stewardess's face. The ignorant woman didn't know that once you submitted at all, the rest was inevitable.
Christine reluctantly obeyed, getting on her pantyhose-clad knees and using both hands to give a deep foot massage... the kind she enjoyed receiving from her husband, but that required strength and concentration.
"That's better," Samantha nodded, as she began to read a magazine.
'She's reading a fucking magazine!' Christine thought to herself as she massaged the woman's ridiculously soft feet. How could she possibly be so dismissive and how could her feet be this soft? Didn't she even walk?
After a minute, Samantha adjusted, moving the other foot to the woman while also allowing her hem to ride up enough to showcase her natural red bush to this pet-to-be.
Samantha didn't believe in shaving her pussy. She had it trimmed by her assistant every couple of days, but the natural red patch was an alluring highlight of her sensuality. Plus, she had discovered that it retained her exotic, unique pussy scent that seemed to be a universal aphrodisiac. She had learned at a young age, after having half a dozen classmates literally begging to lick her, that her pussy was somehow unique. It tasted different than other pussies; it smelt different than other pussies. It was the Mona Lisa, the David, the Catcher in the Rye of pussies... And usually one lick, one scent, and all women, straight, bi or gay always came crawling back for more. Yes, on their hands and knees. Always.
Christine gasped as she got her first glimpse of the young lady's red beaver. Who climbs on a plane without underwear? If you're going to go commando at least wear hosiery!
Samantha noticed Christine's wide eyes and explained, "I'm not a big fan of underwear."
"So I see," Christine said, as she subserviently reached out for the other foot offered to her.
"Plus," Samantha added, foreshadowing her future plans rather bluntly, "it makes for easier access."
Christine didn't say anything, just tried to focus on the task at hand, but unable to get the red-covered pussy out of her head.
After a couple of minutes, Samantha said, "That will do."
Christine stood up, even more annoyed that there wasn't even a thank you. She shook her head and walked back to her normal duties.
Half an hour later, Christine began her next round. She started at the back, wanting to avoid that fucking pretentious passenger as long as she could.
When the stewardess finally approached her, looking nervous, Samantha noticed a run in the woman's pantyhose.
Samantha loathed pantyhose. They were a male invention and their sole purpose was to make women's life more inconvenient. She tanned regularly and couldn't fathom why she would disguise her perfect tan with fake, uncomfortable colours. She liked to wear lingerie with vintage stockings on very rare occasion, but generally she never wore them at all.
"I see you got a run in your pantyhose," Samantha said. "You probably should just take them off."
"Standard issue," Christine shrugged, as she noticed the run. She sighed; that was the second run this week. She admitted, "You're right though; I'd rather not wear them."
"I understand," Samantha nodded. "They're uncomfortable, cumbersome, and worst of all they prevent access to the good stuff."
Christine had thought that maybe the young redhead was hitting on her earlier, but had concluded that she was likely just a diva doing diva things. A spoiled daughter to some rich dad that parented only with money. Actually, Christine felt sorry for girls like that. Ones who grew up not knowing what love really was. They would probably continue the cycle of loveless family life when they had kids of their own... from loveless sex... and they wouldn't really cherish these kids, or even take a hand in raising them.
Christine had unbent to this diva a moment ago, and didn't wish to make that into a trend; so she laughed softly, and made it clear she didn't swing that way, emphasising her point with sexual innuendo, "The good stuff down there that I like, you don't have."
"Have you tasted from the other side?" Samantha asked. She had heard many women tell her they were straight only to have them begging to lick her moments later, and then always coming back for more.
"Maybe," the stewardess shrugged. The truth was that she had, while drunk at a wild sorority night of truth or dare. She had actually enjoyed it, but it was a one night thing and she hadn't thought much about it since she'd gotten married. On rare occasions, when hit on at work by a beautiful woman, she would reminisce about that one time, but nothing more.
Seduction was a poker game, and Samantha could read faces and body language well. She responded, "I'm guessing once in high school."
"College, actually," Christine responded, before realizing she was speaking at all.
"Well, I promise you that if you sampled my delicacy you would be forever changed," Samantha countered, a promise she could back with a hundred percent guarantee.
"I'll have to take your word for it," Christine said, knowing she had allowed this conversation to get way too personal. "Can I get you anything?"
Samantha nodded, "A glass of wine."
"Red or white?" Christine asked.
"Well, red of course," Samantha answered, her tone dripping with sexual innuendo, "Nothing tastes better than red wine."
Christine caught the innuendo and quipped, "I'm more of a rum or vodka drinker."
Samantha didn't respond, allowing the stewardess to think she'd won.
As soon as the stewardess left to get her drink, Samantha moved her fingers to her pussy and began slowly fingering herself. Her fingers were getting slightly wet, and she kept them busy even when Christine returned with the glass of wine.
Christine gasped as she witnessed the pretty young redhead masturbating. She'd heard people masturbating many times; she'd seen hands groping under blankets many times; seen women giving head a few times; seen guys fingering their women on occasion; and even a few couples having sex (although that was usually in the bathroom); but those activities had always been under wraps, if sometimes just barely. She had never seen anyone finger her pussy out in the open, obviously intending for her to see it.
As the stewardess arrived and placed the wine down, Samantha kept fingering herself. She asked, "Want your tip?"
"We don't accept tips," Christine replied automatically. She was rattled by the fact that she was somehow unable to take her eyes off the digits gliding in and out of the red bush.
"Oh, I insist," Samantha smiled, pulling her fingers out of her wet pussy and displaying them to Christine. "Clean my fingers."
"I couldn't do that, Ma'am," Christine gasped, "that would be highly unethical."
"Now!" Samantha ordered, standing up and shoving her two fingers right into the stunned stewardess's open mouth.
Christine was paralyzed by shock! Her two hands were occupied by holding the tray with the wineglass and trying not to spill it, and she felt helpless to avoid the two fingers in her mouth tasting of pussy juice as she was finger-face-fucked (was that even a real thing?) by this obstreperous passenger.
"Enjoy the appetizer?" Samantha asked, as she pulled her fingers out, then sitting down and flipping her skirt up to again display her wares, blatantly obvious about what she still had in mind for later.
Christine was stunned. The scent was oddly intoxicating and the taste was undeniably exotic and sweet. These feelings were offset however. She was also burning with anger; she had just been violated!
Confused and mad, Christine didn't answer, instead banging the wineglass down and marching away. Samantha called after her, "The taste is a lot better directly from the source."
Christine leaned against the wall. What was going on? Why was her pussy super wet? Why did she allow that to happen? Why had she just now licked her lips to retrieve any last remnants of that unique taste? How was she going to avoid this bitch for three more hours?
Samantha, meanwhile, kept her dress hiked up, her legs parted enough to give a glorious view of her honey box, as she texted Chloe:
Come see me, slut!
Instantly Chloe responded:
Yes, Mistress.
Christine calmed down as she scolded herself for her behaviour. She was checking her phone messages when she saw the light flicker; the light that indicated that someone was coming from coach into first class. This was usually a fellow stewardess, but on occasion some drunk or celebrity hunter.
She put her phone away and looked around the corner of her galley to see a blonde kneeling down beside the redhead. She sighed, 'What could this be about?'
Samantha ordered, "Slow licking, slut. This is just a sampling for you."
"Yes, Mistress," Chloe nodded, as she eagerly buried her face in her Mistress's pussy. She was way different from the no-nonsense police officer she had been six months ago. Back then she had been engaged to a man and talking about having children, but at the same time boldly contemplating him as a house-husband so she could become captain of a district one day. Now she was a personal servant to the bitchiest woman in the universe, yet with a strong and constant craving for her approval. It was a complete contradiction to who she had once thought she was as a person... now she just wanted to please, and along with her Mistress's approval often came the taste of her pussy, a taste that was second to none.
Samantha parted her legs even wider and allowed her pet to please her, looking forward to the stewardess's reaction. She resumed reading as she heard the clicking of heels coming towards her.
From her station Christine saw the heels on the floor first and instantly knew what was happening. Yet she approached those heels to see for sure, partly out of curiosity and partly out of duty. Then she saw it; a blonde head between the legs of the redhead. And she was definitely licking the redhead's pussy. Christine could even hear it!
Samantha moaned her enjoyment, not looking up from her book, "Nice and slow, my slut."
"Yes, Mistress," Chloe replied between licks, carelessly realising she was being watched. Originally serving her Mistress in public had been humiliating and stressful. But now she didn't mind what anyone apart from her Mistress thought, and hedonistically took every opportunity her Mistress allowed to taste her perfection. She no longer knew humiliation, only serving and reward.
Christine should have instantly demanded they stop. Instead she watched with mixed feelings. She couldn't believe the gall of the blonde passenger to do such a thing... to have no shame. Christine could even see she too was wearing no underwear! Yet, she was reluctantly impressed by such confidence and brazenness... those two didn't care what anyone else thought. However, Christine's job was to escort the coach passenger back to her seat.
Samantha glanced up and saw her next prey's face broadcasting her indecision. She had seen this look many times: the look of conflicting emotions. Sometimes Samantha would allow this to go on for a while, other times she cut right to the chase. This time she chased.
She introduced her pet to her pet-to-be. "Christine, this is one of my sex slaves, Chloe."
Chloe looked up, not concealing the fact that her lips were shining wet with pussy perfection, and greeted offhandedly as if she weren't eating pussy in public, "Hi, Christine. Nice to meetcha."
Christine was flabbergasted. Shocked by the casualness of both women. Shocked by the term 'sex slave'. Shocked at how beautiful the blonde was. Shocked by her own helpless stammer as she managed, "Um, h-h-hi."
Chloe offered Christine a treat, knowing her kinky Mistress very well, "Would you like to eat Mistress's pussy? It's very good." She sounded very like a sommelier recommending a favourite vintage.
Christine gasped, shock compounding shock as she heard such a blunt question wrapped in such pretention. The answer should obviously be no, but this aggressive passenger was so sexy, and she felt enthralled, not able to answer the question and able to do nothing but gawk, admiring the so-called Mistress's red hair and wet, inviting pussy.
Samantha said, "Chloe, tell Christine what you did for a living before becoming my personal pussy pleasing sex slave."
Chloe, used to sharing this, taking pride in the way her Mistress enjoyed showing off her pet's reliable submissiveness, answered, "I was a police officer."
Christine was stunned. First, she had never seen a female police officer that was so hot, except on cop television shows. Second, she couldn't fathom how a police officer would end up quitting a job requiring such bravery, so she could kneel submissively in public eating pussy.
"Go back to your seat, slut," Samantha ordered.
"Yes, Mistress," Chloe stood up, and deciding to assist her Mistress in the seduction, kissed the pretty stewardess.
Christine lost control of her own actions and they reverted to automatic pilot; she just stood there, unable to believe this beautiful blonde woman was kissing her. Not requiring her conscious decision, her mouth opened itself and allowed the sex slave's tongue to explore her oral cavern. Fire burned inside her loins; the intimacy of the kiss was powerful. She began kissing back, the two tongues soon dancing together.
Samantha smiled both at her pet's aggressiveness and her pet-to-be's response.
Breaking the kiss, Chloe giggled very unpolice-like, "You're so cute, ma'am." She then headed back to her seat with confidence, knowing she would now be back in her Mistress's good graces.
Christine stood there paralysed, her head spinning with her body's mutiny. Again she discovered the taste of the passenger's pussy juice on her lips and in her mouth... a taste that despite her normally strong sense of propriety she wanted more of. Even knowing she was being watched, she couldn't stop her tongue from thoroughly licking her lips for another sample.
"Come finish what Chloe started," Samantha ordered, her legs still spread open.
Christine remained paralysed, now by indecision. Her mind was screaming No, but her pussy, on fire both from what she had witnessed and the kiss she had just shared, was screaming Yes just as loud.
"Everyone is asleep, my pet," Samantha pointed out, utilising this submissive term for the first time. "No one will ever know."
Christine glanced at her customers who were indeed all asleep.
"Now, Christine," Samantha ordered, seeing the indecision in the woman's eyes, sensing the inner battle she was fighting between moral constraints and immoral lust.
Christine stared at the inviting red bush. The pussy was glistening like a Star of Bethlehem guiding the way.
Getting impatient, Samantha, having no time for the idea that patience was a virtue, threatened, "Look, either get down on your knees between my legs and get licking or I'll get Chloe back in here. This is a very limited time offer."
Christine knew she should walk away; she knew she should resist the growing temptation, but the allure of the pussy before her, the commanding aura of the woman before her, plus the tantalising samples that had already teased her taste buds, compelled her otherwise. Before she knew she was doing it, she had lowered herself to her knees between the redhead's legs.
Samantha smiled, a rush of adrenaline coursing through her like it always did after a successful seduction. She watched the pretty woman stare at her pussy, just inches away, frozen in place for one last moment of denial before the natural desire to obey took over.
Christine stared at the pussy. She wanted to lick it, to taste it, yet suddenly Jake, her husband, popped into her head. This was cheating. Yet, Jake, like every guy in the universe, would likely love to watch his wife with another woman.
Samantha sometimes allowed the pet to take her time before submitting, but she was horny; Chloe had gotten her revved up with her wicked tongue, and she wanted to get off. So she reached down, grabbed the stewardess's head and pulled it into her wetness. "Get licking, slut," she ordered, as she held the head firmly pressed against her pussy.
Christine was again surprised, yet overwhelmed by the strong, intoxicating scent that enveloped her. It was like being in a glassed-in rose garden where the scents were concentrated. She didn't even think about what she should do, she just did what came natural. She licked. And if the samples she had tasted on the passenger's fingers and the ex-cop's lips had been intriguing appetizers, the entree was heaven on earth. She could feel tiny fireworks bursting on her taste buds as she parted the wet outer pussy lips and licked deeply inside.
Samantha held the woman in place, enjoying the tentative first licks, knowing that the woman was approaching a transcendental moment of clarity that would forever change who she was as a person. She knew her pussy did that. It wasn't a smug confidence, well okay it was, but it was also the truth. Her pussy was a magic cauldron that transformed straight women into bisexual women, and often into lesbian women. It also turned strong-willed feminists into eager, submissive sex slaves who would do anything and sacrifice anything to again drink from the Holy Grail of pussy.
As she relished her new pet's ministrations, Samantha's attention flashed back to some of her other conquests:
-Her high school principal, who was going to suspend her for having drugs in her locker, but who instead had been fisted on her own desk, and who at graduation delivered her speech with a butt plug in her ass and a vibrating egg in her pussy (that Samantha was turning on and off at will for her own personal entertainment).
-A church minister's wife she had met at a baptism for a niece and ended up having her serve her in the sanctuary. The wife begged the Lord for forgiveness but didn't resist while Samantha fucked her with a candle.
-A very famous ex-Disney pop star who ate her out before the encore, while fans waited impatiently for almost ten minutes.
-A governor who would regularly fly across the country or even across the globe for a half hour fix of Samantha's pussy after first tasting it during an election campaign. She had kneeled on the tiles in a bathroom while security guarded their privacy. She then delivered her speech with her face literally glistening with cum.
-Her mother; she had been stunned when Samantha had without ceremony just walked in on her one morning a few days after her eighteenth birthday, straddled her face and ground on her mother until she came.
Christine couldn't believe how amazing this pussy tasted. She wondered if all pussy tasted like this. She had no recollection of what the pussy she had licked back in college tasted like, other than pleasant. This was a lot more than pleasant. It was as if strawberries and blueberries had been merged to form a new fruit, and then been concentrated into a thick, delicious syrup.
Samantha, now confident that the eager stewardess's tongue would continue its duties, released the stewardess's head and watched the new pussy-pleaser lick away.
Samantha pulled out her phone and began quietly filming. She almost always recorded a video of each seduction, which came in handy mostly for the insurance of potential blackmail threats to keep things a secret, but also for posterity.



Christine was happy to be able to breathe better, the confined space had been a little intense, but she didn't stop licking. She was no longer being forced, but was continuing to lick of her own accord.
"You like my cunt, slut?" Samantha asked, always enjoying making a first time chick say it.
"Yes," Christine whispered, continuously licking.
"Tell me how much," Samantha ordered.
"A lot," Christine answered, hating the insulting dominance the woman was adding to an already humiliating task. 'Why can't she just shut up and enjoy it?'
"Look at me," Samantha said.
Christine reluctantly did and saw she was being filmed. She immediately began begging, her eyes going big, "Please shut that thing off. I could lose my job."
"Be a good, obedient pussy-munching slut and this video will be just for me and my private collection," Samantha said, only having needed to use such blackmail video on a couple of occasions in her life. Her pussy allure was usually enough to control her pets, past and present.
"Please, I...." Christine begged, terrified of the consequences of her actions.
"Tell me what you want!" Samantha ordered, cutting her off and ignoring, as she usually did, the concerns of the pet.
"I need to get back to work," Christine said, beginning to stand.
Samantha pushed her back to the floor and agreed, "Yes, you do. But answer the question first. Then you can finish your job as rug muncher and I won't need to send this video of you to a MILF website."
Defeated and fearing for her career and marriage if this video got out, Christine said, "I want to taste your cum."
"Take five licks," Samantha said. "I want to refocus you on what you really want."
Christine obeyed, the taste heavenly again, sending sparks through her being and washing away any concerns about the inherent risk of public humiliation that could follow.
"Now, beg for more," Samantha demanded. This was the moment she liked the most. When a woman begged to give her an orgasm. This moment was even better when just minutes earlier the woman had been adamant that she had absolutely no interest in licking pussy.
Christine stared at the pussy, licked her lips without thinking, and then looked up at the camera. She knew that the risk was worth the reward. She answered, looking right into the camera, accepting her sexual hunger, acknowledging she was a temporary sex slave, "Please let your new sex slave lick your beautiful pussy. Please come all over my lips and face and baptise me as your slut."
Samantha smiled, truly enjoying this declaration. She had heard many over the years, but few quite like what she had just heard.
Samantha often made the new pussy-pleaser beg two or three or more times, but happy with the answer and horny as hell, she said, "Go ahead slut, become the cunt-lapper you were born to be."
Christine thought the words ludicrous, no way was she born to lick pussy, yet as she leaned forward and resumed licking. It did indeed feel natural.
Samantha closed her eyes and enjoyed the woman's eager tongue.
Christine licked and probed with her tongue, as if searching in every nook and cranny for treats like a child on Easter morning. On occasion new bursts of flavour would hit her taste buds and create waves of pleasure through her own erogenous zones. She couldn't explain why she was so possessed, but her nipples were hard and her pussy was leaking.
Samantha was impressed with the woman's eagerness and almost archeological approach to muff-munching. Soon her orgasm was building and she moaned, "Don't stop, slut, the Promised Land is just a few licks away."
Christine heard the heavy breathing and then the woman's peculiar words and prepared for the pussy covenant.
"Yes, you slut, suck my clit," Samantha demanded.
Christine did and after a few more seconds she was rewarded for her hard work when a full flood of the 'Champagne of the Goddesses' poured into her mouth. She kept licking, like a person who finds water after days in the desert. She kept licking, not wanting this paradoxical moment of liberation into sexual submission to end. She kept licking, wanting to savour the taste forever.
Samantha allowed her orgasm to course through her for a few minutes... her orgasms were always intense and long with a new pet.
Finally Samantha, surprised but approving that the woman had continued licking long after the cum treat had been delivered, said, "If you want to be my slut again, you will text the number on the card I am about to give you within the next twenty-four hours, thanking me for the privilege of serving me. The better the thank you, the more likely I will allow you to serve me again. If you wait an instant past twenty-four hours, don't bother."
Christine was disappointed it was over. Yet, as Samantha talked, she quickly remembered where she was and what she was really supposed to be doing and stood up.
Samantha handed her a business card, pulled her skirt down and said pleasantly, "Now that is what I call first class service."
"Thank you, ma'am," Christine replied, not knowing what else to say as she took the card.
"You're welcome, pussy-muncher," Samantha dismissed, returning to her reading.
Humiliation again hit the stewardess at the remembered name calling and the dismissiveness of the woman's behaviour. She washed her face after examining herself in the mirror and seeing her make-up a mess. She then cursed herself for her weakness. She had willingly licked a passenger to orgasm while on duty. Fuck! There was no way she was texting this infuriating woman. She wasn't going to get seduced again. She tossed the card in the garbage and returned to work.
Samantha drifted to sleep knowing the text would come. Not right away, but within the time allowed. At the moment the stewardess was questioning why she had done what she had done. She was scolding herself for being weak. She felt guilty for acting like a slut. Yet in the end she would send the text because even after all her reasons not to had run through her head, she wouldn't be able to resist the possibility of tasting perfection again.
When the plane landed, Samantha said as she got off, "Thanks for the very personal care."
"You're welcome," Christine nodded politely, cheeks burning bright red.
Once all the passengers were off the plane and Christine was completing her last tasks, she began to think about the redheaded passenger again... and her red-tasselled pussy. Next thing she knew, she was rummaging through the bathroom garbage and snatching out the card.
Once back in her hotel room, she collapsed on the bed and fingered herself to an orgasm as she recalled her submission to a stranger.
Next day, as she prepared to leave her room for the return flight to New York she looked at the card on the table.
Samantha was on her way to the lingerie shop when the text came. She smiled as she saw how she was addressed.
Mistress:
Thank you so much for revealing a side of me that even I didn't know existed.
Thank you for allowing me the privilege of tasting your sweet pussy and swallowing your addictive cum.
Thank you for releasing my inner cunt-munching, pussy-pleasing, cum-lapping lesbian side which I had never taken seriously.
Thank you for making me your sex slave.
Love, your eager slut Christine Panteen
Your wish is my command!
As Christine arrived at the airport for her next flight, she checked her phone. No response. She wanted a response. She needed a response. But she realised that her own wants and needs were not very high on her new Mistress's agenda. She would have to grit her teeth and wait as long as it took.
Samantha knew she would pay her a visit when she returned to New York. Having a pet in her stable with airline connections could pay great dividends.
Of course, Samantha didn't reply immediately. She would wait for days or weeks before responding. She had long ago learned that psychological manipulation and delayed gratification only enhanced the complete servitude of a new slave.
Reaching the lingerie shop, Samantha entered with Chloe following subserviently behind her and asked to see Scarlett LeBouf.
Scarlett, a short, large-breasted brunette adorned in her own designer apparel, appeared a couple minutes later. She had researched Samantha Summers, like she did all her private appointments, and learned that this woman had a reputation for being difficult. She had even called a couple of acquaintances and been warned that she was not only difficult, but also arrogant and a sexual predator.
This didn't faze Scarlett, who was a lesbian and often enjoyed sex with the rich and famous. The world would be shocked at how many of the celebrities they admired were bisexual or complete lesbians. While shopping in a high-end Shoppe, eating pussy was about as common as drinking champagne. Inside her elite shop, hidden behind the main store, was a back room for women who could pay for what they wanted. And it was obvious that Samantha could pay for just about anything.
"Good afternoon, ma'am," Scarlett greeted, offering her hand.
Samantha didn't greet back, ignored the proffered hand, and demanded bluntly, "I want the dress that you designed for Pam Thomas."
"As I explained on the phone to your assistant, that isn't possible, ma'am. It is a one-of-a-kind design that has already been purchased by another client," Scarlett said politely but firmly. She knew full well that her only Mistress out of all her lovers, the powerful Domme Carolyn, already had it in her possession.
"Then get it back," Samantha said.
"That's not how it works," Scarlett explained, now omitting the honorific.
"It does now," Samantha said, before adding, "Money is not an object."
"In this store it usually isn't," Scarlett countered back, used to having rich, spoiled younger women trying to buy whatever they wanted.
Samantha sensed that the woman was already a lesbian and thus a turning was not a useful tool for coercion. Yet her pussy was versatile, and still could be a key to getting what she wanted. "Let's go somewhere more private and discuss this."
"Of course, ma'am," Scarlett nodded, returning the honorific, knowing that she herself was not without claws, and that this officious woman was now entering Scarlett's own domain. She was curious as to whether the woman was expecting the full treatment. The full treatment was a secret that only the very elite knew about. For the right price, you would get a personal fitting, a dress designed personally for you and an orgasm to go with it. Scarlett had long ago learned that for the rich, the more extravagant and the more taboo something was, the more exciting they would find it. And from long practice in utilising this knowledge, she could now live like a rich woman herself... by catering to even richer women. She took great pleasure in dangling enticing bait to manipulate the manipulators.
Scarlett led her to the opulent back room and asked, "Would you like to try on some of our newest designs?"
Samantha said, her tone implying her annoyance, "I already told you what I wanted."
"And I already told you that wasn't a possibility," Scarlett returned.
"Isn't the customer always right?" Samantha asked.
"When possible," Scarlett said, before adding, "but even if I wanted to give you the dress, which would be against my policy, I don't have it. It's in New York."
"Really?" Samantha asked, "and who has it?"
"That is confidential," Scarlett said, realizing she had slipped up. She shouldn't even have mentioned New York. There weren't many women in a given location who could not only afford such a dress, but also fit into it.
Samantha snapped her fingers and Chloe immediately moved to her Mistress and unzipped the back of her dress.
Scarlett was impressed by the power of the Domme, but she had seen similar power displays before.
As the dress slid down Samantha's perfect body, she probed, "I understand you offer certain fringe benefits to some of your top clients."
Scarlett couldn't deny the woman had a beautiful body, and she also couldn't deny she was attracted to her. She answered, "We do indeed offer a wide range of services, ma'am."
"It's Mistress," Samantha corrected, now standing naked in front of the woman.
Scarlett politely addressed the client as she wished, but she wasn't bending when she nodded, "Yes, Mistress."
"Do you perform these fringe benefits yourself?" Samantha asked.
"When requested to, yes, Mistress," Scarlett nodded. "I believe in being a very hands-on owner."
"As do I," Samantha smiled, as she walked to the leather couch and sat down. "Come and give me the full treatment."
"You must understand that the full treatment includes a pre-purchased dress of your choosing or a brand new fashion designed to your wishes, one-of-a-kind if you wish to pay extra, a pair of Elegance thigh-high stockings or pantyhose, and a signed declaration that you will wear the Elegance nylons whenever you wear the dress," Scarlett explained. A business deal she had made with Carolyn Adams a couple of years ago required that all her dresses were now sold with a mandatory clause about the Elegance brand nylons. This was not a requirement that Scarlett minded in the least.
"What?" Samantha scoffed.
"My line of dresses and Elegance nylons are in a partnership," Scarlett revealed. "My dresses are the best in the world and Elegance nylons are the best in the world, so we got together and started a new line for the most elegant women in the world."
"You expect me to wear nylons with a dress because you have a deal with another company?" Samantha asked, finding this ludicrous.
Scarlett shrugged, "I don't expect anything from you, ma'am, I mean Mistress. What I am saying is that the nylons are an accessory of the dress that you must purchase to obtain the dress, and a contract must be signed promising to wear both whenever you are seen in public wearing my creations. You are at liberty to accept my conditions or not, as you choose."
Samantha recognized this last as just another way of saying, 'My way or the highway'. "And if I break this contract?" Samantha pushed, impressed by the strong will of this woman, which made her more determined to win. This woman may be obediently calling her 'Mistress', but she wasn't showing even a hint of submission. That must change.
"Legal action," Scarlett announced, not something she had ever needed to use. The truth was that the elite who wore her dresses loved how exclusive they were. They also loved, as soon as they first donned them, the sheer silkiness of the Elegance stockings.
Pam Thomas was on the cover of People magazine wearing the dress with matching heels and nylons. The biggest 'it' girl at the moment loved the nylons so much that when asked who (not 'what' of course) she was wearing to the Oscars, she said 'the dress is by the amazing Scarlett LeBouf and the nylons, which are the silkiest sheer nylons in the world, are Elegance Stockings'.
Pam Thomas loved the nylons and bought 100 pairs in a variety of colours and began wearing them every time she was seen in public and whenever suitable even in the movies she starred in. It was only later that the owner of Elegance Stockings, Carolyn Adams, had met with her and asked her to be the spokeswoman for the brand. She had agreed willingly and was now on billboards around the world wearing them and was also appearing in half a dozen sexy commercials.
Samantha scoffed. "It wouldn't stand up in court."
Scarlett shrugged, "I don't mean to sound pretentious or egocentric, but my dresses are the best; Elegance stockings are the best. Putting the two together was a natural step. You must have seen Pam Thomas wearing the nylons in public."
Samantha had and wondered why she always wore them. Now it made sense. "Bring me a pair," she ordered, curious what all the hoopla was about. Nylons were nylons and she had even tried a few expensive pairs in the past. No big whoop.
Scarlett pressed an intercom and said, "Trenna, please bring me a pair of mocha Elegance thigh- high stockings."
"Yes, ma'am," Trenna responded.
Samantha asked, as she waited, "So are you wearing Elegance stockings?"
"Of course," Scarlett nodded. "It's the only brand I will wear."
"Let me feel them,' Samantha ordered.
Scarlett moved to the pretty woman, removed a shoe and placed her foot on the couch beside her.
Samantha stroked the woman's legs with both hands. She was surprised. Indeed, they were super soft and felt like the very best silk. She moved her hands up and down the leg and agreed, "They are soft."
"And sexy," Scarlett added, lifting up her dress enough to showcase the unique design of the lace top of the stocking.
"Indeed they are," Samantha agreed.
Trenna, a voluptuous blonde, entered the room and walked over to her boss and Mistress. "Here you are, Mistress Scarlet."
"Thank you, Trenna," Scarlett said, taking the package.
Scarlett dropped her hem back down and opened the package.
Samantha asked, "Is Trenna a part of the full package?"
"She can be," Scarlett nodded, before adding, "all employees are available for special treatments when requested."
"Get undressed, Trenna," Samantha said, wanting to get back in control, realizing she had allowed the situation to be led by this pretentious designer, whose name she'd only remembered when Trenna had spoken.
"Yes, ma'am," Trenna said. This didn't happen often, but it wasn't the first time, either. Her voluptuous breasts often attracted the women who came here, and she had learned early in life that big breasts were both a blessing and a curse. A curse because it meant she was treated like a sex object by men; a blessing because it had made her an alluring object of lust for many rich and famous women.
Scarlett gathered up one stocking and said, "Will you please lift your leg, Mistress?"
Samantha did, briefly looking down at the pretty woman who was on her knees and about to put the stocking on.
Trenna's dress was off and now she was standing in her bra, panties (unfortunately it was that time of the month for her, otherwise she would have abided by Mistress Scarlett's dress code), and thigh-high stockings.
Samantha ordered, "Bra and panties too," as she glanced down to see the brunette owner slowly and carefully sliding the sheer nylon up her leg to her upper thigh.
Trenna unclasped her bra and revealed her large breasts, then explained, "Sorry, ma'am... umm, Mistress, but I need to keep my panties on for, ah, womanly reasons." She had heard her own Mistress use the term 'Mistress' to the customer, and followed the cue. She may have been a blonde 'femme' with a big 'buste', but she wasn't at all stupid.
"Oh, of course," Samantha laughed, as she stared at those amazing tits.
"Other leg, please, Mistress," Scarlett requested.
Samantha didn't even look down as she switched legs. She asked Trenna, "Do you eat cunt?"
"Yes, Mistress," the blonde bombshell answered.
"Are you good at it?" Samantha asked.
"I am told so, Mistress," Trenna replied, knowing she was amazing at it, but not one to be arrogant. She was a submissive, not a dominant.
"Does she eat your pussy?" Samantha asked, looking down at the brunette whose hands were sliding sensuously up her calf at the moment, allegedly for the purpose of smoothing the stocking.
"Of course," Scarlett nodded placidly. "We are a very close business."
"Interesting," Samantha said, as the woman glided her hand upwards along her thigh.
"Let me judge your ability, Trenna," Samantha said, opening her legs wide.
"Yes, Mistress," Trenna agreed, as Scarlett stood up and provided her employee pet enough space to obey.
Trenna moved into place and began licking, surprised to see the red bush. 99 percent of the women who came in here were completely shaved. She was also surprised by the subtle differences in taste from most pussies she had pleased.



Samantha moaned and said, "So how do I get this dress?"
Scarlett revealed, "It was bought at a charity auction a week after the Oscars."
"Oh, by whom?" Samantha asked.
Scarlett said, realizing that by this time Samantha had enough information to Google it and thus she wasn't really breaking confidentiality by saying the name, so she said, "Carolyn Adams."
Samantha's face instantly paled. She asked coldly, even though she had heard it clearly, "Did you say Carolyn Adams?"
"Yes, Mistress," Scarlett nodded, noticing a sudden complete change in the woman's demeanour.
Samantha grabbed the blonde's head and roughly held it deep against her pussy. She was suddenly furious. Carolyn Adams was a complete bitch. Carolyn Adams had stolen one of her pets, her supposedly most loyal pet Carmen from her a couple of years ago at a fundraiser for the SPCA. She had been searching for a way to get revenge ever since. She asked, "How well do you know Ms. Adams?"
Scarlett instantly knew something was up. She could see it in the woman's body language, hear it in her tone and sense it in her eyes. Yet confident that her Mistress Carolyn could look after herself just fine thank you, she admitted, "She is the CEO of Elegance Stockings."
"Of course she is," Samantha sighed. She had seen Carolyn as her arch enemy, her polar opposite. A Mistress who did things the old fashioned way. "So I can assume you are a pet of hers."
Scarlett didn't like where the conversation was going, already worried she had said too much. She answered, with a truth that didn't directly answer the question, "I have serviced her like I have many of my clients."
"I see," Samantha moaned, the blonde really working her pussy over. "I want the most expensive dress you have in stock."
Scarlett said, "That would be a gold dress with over five hundred diamonds and a price tag of over a million dollars."
"Bring it to me," Samantha ordered, money never an object.
"Of course, Mistress," Scarlett nodded, leaving to get it herself since her assistant was busy munching the customer's pussy.
Samantha closed her eyes, revenge on her mind. Someday soon she was going to make that bitch crawl between her legs and beg to serve her. She wasn't sure how she was going to accomplish this yet, Carolyn was indeed a worthy adversary and not at all a typical seduction. She imagined Carolyn on her knees licking her pussy as her ex-pet Carmen was getting gang banged by potent men and impregnated as punishment for her complete betrayal. She came quickly and was still recovering when Scarlett returned with the dress.
It was indeed beautiful and extravagant.
Samantha stood up and had herself dressed in it. It fit almost perfectly, as if it was made for her in advance.
"Wow!" Chloe had been completely silent until now, but she thought her Mistress suddenly looked like a royal princess. "Mistress, you look amazing."
"Thank you my pet," Samantha nodded. "Big tits, go and pleasure my assistant."
"Yes, Mistress," Trenna obeyed, licking her lips to retrieve the last sweet remnants of the bitchy woman's pussy. Its taste was likely the best or perhaps second best she had ever tasted. Mistress Carolyn's was equally enthralling.
"Do you wish to buy it?" Scarlett asked.
"Of course," she nodded.
"The mocha nylons are the perfect colour choice for it as well," Scarlett pointed out.
"I suppose they are," Samantha nodded, admitting to herself that the darker shade enhanced both her legs and the dress.
"I will get the contract ready, then?" Scarlett said more as a question.
"Yes, please do," Samantha nodded, as she admired herself in the mirror, already thinking of ways of getting back at Carolyn.
Samantha paid for the dress, signed the agreement, bought three more pairs of the nylons even though it killed her to spend money that would go to Carolyn, made Scarlett herself give her a goodbye orgasm, and headed back to the hotel.
As they got into the limo, she ordered, "Chloe, get me the next couple of weeks' itinerary
for Carolyn Adams."
"Of course, Mistress," Chloe nodded, not knowing who Carolyn was, but understanding clearly that her Mistress despised this woman.
Meanwhile, Scarlett texted Carolyn:
Are you awake, Mistress?
We need to talk.
Carolyn was reading the paper, having her morning coffee and having her newest pet lick her pussy. It was the way she loved to enjoy the rare mornings when she had no morning meetings or engagements.
She looked at the text. This was unorthodox. She grabbed the phone and called Scarlett.
"Bonjour, mon bébé. What's up?" Carolyn asked.
Scarlett recounted the entire encounter with Samantha Summers.
Once done listening, Carolyn replied, "No, you haven't done anything wrong; I'll take care of it from here. Thank you for informing me so promptly."
Hanging up, she smiled. Her live-in maid and full time house pet back in New York was Carmen, a beautiful Latina who had the booty of Beyoncé, the face of Jennifer Lopez and the breasts of Jennifer Love Hewitt. Carolyn had seduced her, taking her back to her hotel at a fundraiser a couple years ago unaware she was already collared by a Mistress. That said, just like she always did she gave her pet a choice. The pet chose Carolyn and had become her most loyal, capable, hardworking submissive.
Samantha had angrily threatened her with vague consequences the following week when Carmen chose to move in with her. It had seemed to be an idle threat and she hadn't heard of or even thought about the young wannabe Mistress since.
Yet she couldn't help but think now that this coincidence would soon lead to a confrontation with this so-called 'Mistress' Samantha.
Of course, she revelled in the prospect. She had defeated wannabe Mistresses before. And if it came down to it, she would happily do so again. She took great pleasure in a good challenge.
She returned to reading the paper, seeing a full page advertisement for the new Pam Thomas movie 'Kiss & Tell' in which the tops of her lace stockings were in clear view. She couldn't help but smile at the impact Pam Thomas wearing her stockings had had on business.
She grabbed her iPad and Googled Samantha Summers, trying to recall what she even looked like. As she read about the young woman, she leaned back and allowed her newest pet Mindy to please her.
Carolyn smiled, enjoying her eager pet's eager tongue, who had awakened this morning (the pet, not the tongue) with absolutely no misgivings about last night's submission. She also smiled at the many tabloid stories of Samantha Summers. She was a little troublemaker!
As her orgasm built she had no doubt that the next little while was going to be interesting, very, very interesting.
THE END OF PART 1
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A reminder of how the last part ended, after Elizabeth sucked off five men and took four facials:
"No," he shook his head, pulling me to the camera I had noticed earlier that was always on me. "Look at the camera."
I did, assuming my whole cocksucker submission was filmed.
"Wave," he ordered.
I did wondering his purpose of this.
"Blow your husband a kiss," he ordered, revealing the shocking truth.
My husband had witnessed my sexual submission, my marriage betrayal and the revealing of his sexual secrets.
My mouth dropped open, tears began to stream as I realized the full implications of my weakness.
I stared at the camera, pleading forgiveness with my eyes, although no words left my lips.
"Don't worry, Elizabeth," he chuckled, pulling me away. "Like wife, like husband."
Dominican Slut: Office Sluts
My head was spinning, my tears were streaming, as I was led to Ms. Goldstein's office, my shame literally written all over my face.
My stomach was in my throat at the thought my bad decisions had compromised not only my marriage, but also my husband's dignity.
Reaching the office, Bryce said, "Go ahead, go inside."
"I can't," I said, my body trembling with fear, even as Alannah looked at me with pity.
"Now," he ordered, "you unlocked Pandora's Box and you must deal with the consequences."
I wanted to quip how fortune cookie of him, yet I just took a deep breath and opened the door.
I walked in and saw my husband, bent over Ms. Goldstein's desk clearly getting ass fucked by her, while Juliette stood on the desk as my submissive husband licked the tops of her feet.
"Elizabeth, please close the door," Ms. Goldstein ordered while slamming into my husband, who was whimpering like he always did when I ass fucked him.
"Yes, ma'am," I nodded closing the door, while never taking my eyes off my husband, who was not opening his eyes even when he heard my name or heard my voice.
She pointed to the floor and I immediately lowered myself to my knees and then onto all fours like the pet I was.
Even on my knees, I was unable to take my eyes off my black as night husband and the very white Ms. Goldstein.
She pointed to a spot right next to her and I crawled around the desk. I was soon able to see the plastic cock going in and out of Johnathan's ass, his whimpers increasing. I could also see his completely erect cock looking ready to erupt.
"Got anything to say to your husband?" Ms. Goldstein asked.
"I'm so sorry, Johnathan," I apologized, knowing it was my fault he had been drawn back into his own world of sexual submission, one he had worked so hard to stay away from.
"No, I'm sorry," he weakly replied, the ass fucking clearly his main focus at the moment.
"No, I'm sorry," I repeated, "I can't believe I broke."
Ms. Goldstein suddenly pulled out and Johnathan, like he did when I just pulled out suddenly, begged, "Please Mistress Goldstein, please fuck your slut's cunt."
That was new. He had never called his ass a cunt.
"In front of your wife?" she asked.
"Yes, Mistress Goldstein," he replied, sounding desperate, "she deserves to see the real me."
"Which is who?" she asked, looking down at me and pointing to her cock.
I shook my head no.
She grabbed my hair, pulled me up slightly and shoved the cock in my face, as he admitted, sounding eerily just like me in all my earlier submissions, "A slave to white women."
"An ass slut?" she questioned, as she slapped my face with the plastic cock.
"Yes, Mistress Goldstein," he agreed, actually moving his ass back to find the cock.
"Keep licking my feet, nigger," Juliette demanded, her tone firm.
"Sorry Mistress Pichot," Johnathan apologized.
"And what do you want to say to your wife?" Ms. Goldstein asked, as she shoved the cock in my mouth.
"I'm sorry, Elizabeth," he apologized, "but I couldn't say no to her."
His apology confused me. Did he have no idea about my indiscretions? Did he submit on his own accord without the threat of blackmail or seeing any of my many indiscretions?
Ms. Goldstein explained, "You see, Elizabeth, I had your husband come in here to discuss your new role at the firm and how he could be a supportive husband."
I noticed she kept calling me Elizabeth; even as she slowly fucked my face with a cock that had been in my husband's ass, I wondered if he actually had any knowledge of my own promiscuity.
"And yet, I noticed he couldn't look me in the eye, he kept just glancing down at my feet," she continued.
"I'm so sorry, Elizabeth," my husband apologized, not once looking at me, but continuing to lick the feet of the smugly smiling French bitch.
"So out of curiosity, I began dangling my shoe on my toe and he stared at it, practically drooling as if he were Pavlov's dog," she explained.
I glanced down and saw that her heels were indeed off.
Johnathan repeated, "I'm so sorry, Elizabeth, so sorry."
"Shut up, nigger slave, and lick the soles of my feet," Juliette ordered, moving her one foot into his face.
Johnathan wordlessly obeyed, as Ms. Goldstein continued, "I bluntly asked what he was staring at and he stammered nothing. A stammer that s-s-spoke volumes, didn't it, Johnathan?"
She always used a first name when she wanted to remind me, or this time my husband, who they really were... before the submission.
"Yes, Mistress Goldstein," he answered, like the submissive he is, "I couldn't resist you."
"Why?" she asked.
"Because I'm a nigger slave for white women," he repeated an earlier answer.
"Anyway," Ms. Goldstein continued telling the story of the sexual submission of my husband, "Long story short, I asked if he wanted to see my toes. He stammered again in the affirmative. I then asked if he wanted to kiss them. And what did you say, Johnathan?"
"I s-s-said yes," Johnathan admitted, the tone of his voice an apology in guilt.
She pulled the cock out of my mouth, pointed to the cock and then his ass. She wanted me to put the plastic cock back in his ass.
Wanting to hear the rest of the story, I obeyed the silent order, moving the eight inch plastic cock to my husband's hairless ass (he always shaved it).
"Oh yes," Johnathan moaned, when he felt just the tip of the cock between his ass cheeks. Guilt swarmed me. Yes, he submitted and broke without knowing of my own betrayal, yet if I hadn't broken first, he would never have been given the opportunity to be in this situation.
"How bad do you want it in your cunt?" Ms. Goldstein asked.
"So badly, Mistress Goldstein," he whimpered, actually sounding like a girl.
"Be specific," she ordered, all the while looking down at me.
"I need your cock in my cunt, Mistress Goldstein. I want my wife to know that you own my cunt, that I will obey your every command and that I'm just a nigger bitch to serve all whites," Johnathan declared.
My heart sank. Hearing him make such a declaration broke me in ways no blackmail or sexual humiliation could.
He was my rock.
And now he was rubble.
And with that, I became dust.
"Even white men?" she asked, as she slid the cock back inside him.
"I'm yours to command," he whimpered, as all eight inches disappeared inside him again. I was shocked, although he was submissive to white women, he had never shown any attraction or hint of submitting to white men.
"And your wife?" she asked.
"I don't know," he answered.
"Can I own her too?" Ms. Goldstein asked, stopping with her cock buried deep inside him.
"I... um... don't," he struggled to say.
"I'll be your slave too," I declared, trying to save my husband from being forced to give me away, since I had already given myself away.
Johnathan said, "No, Elizabeth you don't have to."
Ms. Goldstein roared with laughter, "You two are priceless. I mean you two are definitely meant to be with each other."
"I mean your husband, just like you, submitted in minutes. Within half an hour after he walked into my office he had licked every inch of my foot, declared himself my slave and eagerly took my cock up his cunt, didn't you, slave Johnathan?"
"Yes, Mistress Goldstein," he shamefully admitted, although his tone hinted at his confusion over what he had just heard.
"He relapsed into his natural place at the bottom of the social hierarchy even quicker than you did," she continued, again resuming fucking him, "and without any blackmail."
"Ohhhhhh," he groaned, as Ms. Goldstein really began fucking him hard.
"Isn't that fascinating, Elizabeth?" she questioned, looking at me while fucking him.
"I guess so, ma'am," I answered, my head spinning as revelation after revelation came flying at me way too quickly for me to actually process it. Like me, he had submitted on his own accord, betraying his spouse for the privilege to submit to stronger white people.
"What did you just call me?" she questioned, her tone clearly pissed off.
"S-s-sorry, Mistress," I stammered, "I wasn't thinking straight."
"Well you aren't straight anymore are you?" she quipped, revealing more to my husband who was likely going through the same mixed, confused emotions that I was.
"No, Mistress, I am not," I admitted, deciding to reveal all to my husband, "I love licking white cunt, especially yours."
"What about mine, you spic slut?" Juliette questioned.
"I liked licking yours too," I said, although with no enthusiasm at all.
"Slut better change her attitude in a fucking hurry," Juliette threatened.
"Harder, fuck my cunt harder," Johnathan begged, whimpering like a school girl slut.
"Do you ever cum from just getting fucked?" Ms. Goldstein asked.
"Sometimes," Johnathan admitted, although it was rare, he had ejaculated from getting ass fucked a few times. Yet, I could also tell his balls wanted to erupt, but he couldn't, likely out of shame that I was witnessing his sexual submission.
"I'm going to pound your cunt until you do," Ms. Goldstein said.
Knowing it was racial ridicule that usually did it, I said rather frankly, "Treat him like nigger shit."
"You do that," Ms. Goldstein ordered, a look of curiosity on her face.
"May I stand, Mistress?" I requested.
"Yes," she nodded.
I stood up, and began talking in his ear, saying the things I often did when we role played.
"Who's a useless nigger?" I questioned.
"I am, Mistress White," he groaned, using the name he gave me many years ago.
"And what are niggers good for?" I asked.
"Being slaves for whites," he admitted, his breathing increasing.
"And your nigger cock?" I continued.
He tried to lick the bottom of Juliette's feet. She had sat down and placed her soles directly in his face. He was trying to answer my questions while simultaneously getting literally ass reamed.
I then decided to try something new. Sensing, this would turn him on enough to explode. "What about your Dominican puta? Are you willing to give your wife's culo to every white man on earth? To allow all white men and women to play with her tetas, to allow men to fuck her chocha and women to fist it?"
"Oh God," he groaned, clearly turned on by my words.
"Answer me nigger," I demanded, slapping the side of his ass.
"Yes, I'd give my chula culo puta to every white man or woman to use as they please," he declared, no longer even trying to lick the soles of Juliette's feet, but burying his face in them instead to hide his shameful declaration.
"Do you want to see your dark skinned wife with her face buried in a white woman's cunt, between those creamy white legs?" I continued.
"Oh fuck, yes," he mumbled.
"And what if these dominant white Masters want to fill my cunt, my chocha, with their dominant seed?" I continued.
"Oh shit," he grunted.
"Do you want your spic wife to carry the baby of our white Master?" I questioned. "Do you want to see your pregnant wife with a big white polla in her mouth, while two more slam simultaneously in her culo and chocha while you get your own chocha hammered by white men and women?"
"Oh, God, oh God, oh God," he babbled, but he wasn't praying.
"Let's be a married submissive couple serving our dominant white Masters and Mistresses baby," I purred, before adding, "just another nigger and spic being put in our rightful place at the feet of superior white Gods."
"Aaaaaaaaaah," he grunted, as he spewed his cum all over the carpeted floor.
"Shit, you did it," Ms. Goldstein said, seemingly impressed.
I was completely turned on by all I said, the dirty words and scenarios all fantasies I had or was currently living, all things I wanted to share with my beautiful husband.
"Come eat my cunt, spic," Juliette ordered.
"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, as Juliette moved to the edge of the desk and spread her legs.
My husband looked at me for the first time. A look that spoke volumes. He had never looked so completely satisfied, just like I hadn't been since I was a teenager and dommed by Vaughn.
We both helped each other avoid our dark desires, but neither of us could completely replicate the pure sexual satisfaction of utter submission to whites... the reality, which was, pardon the pun, black and white, was we could only role play so much.
He watched with a look of approval and understanding, not even flinching at the reality that not only was I about to eat pussy in front of him, but my face was coated with cum.
I buried my face in the hairy cunt, realizing with a slight bit of revenge, that I could wipe all the dried cum on my face onto her.
As I licked, I heard Ms. Goldstein ask, "Are you surprised your slut wife likes cunt?"
"Not white cunt," he answered.
"Are you surprised that she has become the office cum bucket?" she continued.
"Yes," he nodded.
"Why?" she asked.
"Because she loves her job," he answered.
"And she loves her new role, don't you, Elizabeth?" she asked.
Between licks, I answered, moving up to look my husband right in the eye, "Yes, Mistress, my new role is what I was born for."
"To be a cunt licking, cock sucking, ass taking, cunt spreading, cum swallowing spic for white men and woman?" she clarified, clearly revelling in the lengthy list of sexual submissive duties.
"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, "although I also love getting tit fucked and having cum shot on me too."
"Of course, you do," she laughed softly, as Juliette roughly grabbed my head and shoved it back in her hairy twat.
"And Johnathan, you can accept your wife cheating on you?" she continued.
"I love her unconditionally," he answered, which sent a warmth through my entire body.
"And yet you also love me?" she questioned.
"I love you as a white Goddess, a powerful Mistress and as a slave should love its owner. Yet, I love Elizabeth as a spouse with unconditional understanding of her many strengths and her few weaknesses."
"That is strangely sweet," Ms. Goldstein said, seeming to be touched by his loyal declaration.
Juliette interrupted the touching moment as she began bouncing my face off her cunt and demanding, "Eat my cunt in front of your faggot nigger husband, you slutty spic."
Oddly, as much as Johnathan's words warmed my heart, it was Juliette's nasty tongue that warmed my again burning cunt (even after three orgasms, I craved more).
I obeyed, licking her cunt hungrily, feeling a rush at knowing my husband was watching me submit to a white woman.
"Put my cock in your wife's ass," Ms. Goldstein ordered.
"Yes, Mistress Goldstein," Johnathan agreed.
A moment later, I felt big hands lift up my skirt, and then I felt the plastic cockhead poking my dark rosebud.
I moaned, "Yes, baby, shove our white Mistress's cock in my dirty asshole."
"Yes, honey," he agreed, as I felt my ass slowly get penetrated.
"Yes," I moaned into Juliette's cunt as I continued licking.
"You two were really meant for each other," Ms. Goldstein said in awe, as her body met mine, all the strap-on cock filling my ass.
"Yes, the nigger and the spic," Juliette chuckled her tone dripping with sarcasm, "what a touching fairy tale."
She again grabbed my head and this time began grinding on my face as I got sodomized in front of my husband.
In a couple of minutes, I was being ass fucked hard as Juliette came on my face. "Don't stop licking, whore," Juliette demanded loudly as she came.
I hungrily lapped up her cum like an addict, while my own orgasm continued to build.
When Juliette finally let go of my head, I moaned, "Harder, fuck your spic slut's asshole."
Johnathan, taking my earlier role as verbal abuser, ordered, "Come on our Mistress's cock like you used to on Vaughn's big white cock."
"Do you want me to be a culo puta for white men and women?" I asked, looking at him.
"Yes, baby, don't fight it. Don't feel guilty. Don't blame yourself for being weak," he said, "Be proud to finally allow yourself, for us, to be who we really are."



"I love you so much, baby," I moaned, loving his acceptance and his permission to just let go of my guilt and be myself... my real self. Not the one I had been parading as.
"I love you even more now," he added, "you look so good eating white cunt and taking our white Mistress's cock."
"Wait until you see what she does with white cock," Ms. Goldstein added.
"I can't wait," Johnathan said.
"And I can't wait to see you sucking a white cock or taking one in your ass," I said, my orgasm rising again.
"He will look very hot being spit-roasted," Ms. Goldstein added.
I didn't know what spit-roasted meant, but I couldn't wait to see him sucking white cock, his dark skin contrasting with white even more so than me.
"I'm getting close," I moaned, my mind envisioning him sucking Bryce's cock.
"Imagine me sucking dominant white cock," he began, "or taking white cock up my tight black cunt, or sucking loads of white cum from your well-fucked pussy or ass."
"Oh yes," I moaned, breathing heavily, the visuals he created driving me wild.
"Do you want to see your nigger husband suck white cock?" he asked, "on all fours sucking one big juicy white cock while getting reamed from behind?"
"God, yes," I screamed, as my fourth orgasm of the day hit, this one more intense than the previous three incredibly.
Juliette laughed, "What a whore."
"A dirty fucking puta," I admitted, gripping the end of the desk as my orgasm ripped through me.
After a moment, Ms. Goldstein pulled out of my well-used ass and ordered, "Nigger, suck my cock."
Johnathan dropped to his knees and took the cock that was just in my ass into his mouth. I had seen him suck my different cocks many times but this was even hotter when he was being told to by a real dominant white woman.
"Join in, spic," Ms. Goldstein ordered.
I quickly turned around, dropped to my knees and shared her strap-on cock with my husband.
Ms. Goldstein pulled out her phone and ordered, "Look up, cocksuckers."
We both did as she took a picture.
We then returned to sucking the cock together, both submitting to our carnal desires together for the very first time.
"What a cute couple," she laughed.
Juliette added, repeating an earlier racist shot, "The nigger and the spic."
"Live submissively ever after," I finished, leaning in and kissing my husband.
"Well, everyone back to work," Ms. Goldstein said. "Elizabeth return to your office, I believe you even have a virginity to take."
"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, mouthing 'I love you' to Johnathan as I crawled over to the door.
"And Johnathan get under my desk, you will be my foot stool for the rest of the day," Ms. Goldstein ordered.
"Thank you, Mistress Goldstein," Johnathan replied.
Reaching the door, I stood up and watched my husband crawl under her desk.
A weight lifted off my shoulders, knowing that my husband supported my sexual depravity, I walked out to my office with my head held high.
Yes, I was a cock sucking puta.
Yes, I loved a pig polla in my chocha or culo.
Yes, I loved submitting to white men and women.
And yes, I loved watching my husband be allowed to be his submissive self and join me in my submission to all my colleagues.
Returning to my office, Barry was waiting.
I smiled, walked to him, reached for his already stiff cock and asked, "Ready to fuck a slut?"
"Y-y-yes, ma'am," he stammered.
"Call me puta," I corrected, as I dropped to my knees and fished out his cock.
THE END... for now.
Coming next: Dominican Slut: Orgy
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DOMINICAN SLUT: ORGY FINALE
It had been three hours since I had taken the teen intern Barry's virginity, and theoretically time to leave work and head home. Usually Johnathan was home by five, although having a live-in Haitian nanny always meant it was okay to get home late.
I wondered if Johnathan was still here at the office. I had had no visits since Barry unloaded his cum in my cunt. It was so adorable to watch his facial expression when he came in me; I loved the thrill of knowing I was his first, knowing he would always remember this day, remember me.
I offered for him to come back later and take my ass if he wanted, but, much to my chagrin, he hadn't returned, nor, oddly, had anyone else, man or woman.
I texted Johnathan:
My honey,
Are you still here?
I then texted our maid:
Hi Patricia,
I may be late tonight, Johnathan may be too.
I received a text back from Johnathan's phone, although it wasn't from Johnathan:
Hi Slut,
Save your work on the Boldershaw file, grab your flag and come back to my office.
Mistress G
I texted back, a rush of excitement over what may transpire next, as well as the obvious reality that my husband was indeed still here:
Yes, Mistress, I will be there ASAP.
I saved the file I was working on, stood up, the plastic cock that had been lodged inside me for three hours slipping out of my wet cunt, looked at the flag, which I knew was going to be used in some derogatory way against me. I was still able to see some of the white cum stains on it from yesterday. Yet, instead of obeying, I left it on the couch were it was and headed to Ms. Goldstein's office, hoping she wouldn't notice my purposeful defiance (yet, oddly, looking forward to what the punishment may be if she did notice).
I felt my wetness leak out of me as I returned to my Mistress, my husband and God knows who else.
Reaching the office, noticing her secretary Alannah wasn't there, I knocked on the door.
"Come in, slut," Ms. Goldstein called out.
I was expecting to see my husband in some sort of humiliating position, although having seen him licking Juliette's feet while simultaneously getting ass fucked by Ms. Goldstein's strap-on, I wasn't sure what could possibly be more humiliating... but of course... there is always something.
I walked in and saw my husband on all fours sucking on the cock of Mr. Goldstein, Ms. Goldstein's father, and owner of the firm, while Jeremy, who I had assumed was gay, was fucking Johnathan from behind.
I stared in disbelief.
I stared in undeniable excitement.
Seeing my husband on all fours taking two men in him was incredibly arousing, more wetness leaking out of me.
He couldn't see me, as Juliette, now naked except for a strap-on cock and thigh high stockings asked, "Is that Mexican twat of yours getting wet watching your nigger faggot husband getting spit-roasted?"
I was long past pretending to be a proud Dominican, no longer willing to try and correct her purposeful mistake, instead, I nodded, "My concha is tripping wet, Mistress."
"Where is your flag?" Ms. Goldstein questioned with a clearly perturbed tone, from her desk.
"I forgot it, Mistress," I lied.
"Fucking disrespectful spic liar," she roared. "Go fucking get it now."
"Y-y-yes, Mistress," I stammered, scared by her glare and tone, yet oddly excited to obey her and hear the litany of derogatory names.
I quickly scurried out, shaking my head at the thought I could actually have gotten away with not bringing the flag. Although I was willing to be a complete whore to whoever she made me suck, lick or fuck, I didn't want to disrespect my country's flag.
I grabbed the cum stained flag, and quickly returned to my husband's gay act, not wanting to miss a thing.
Returning, I fell to my expected position on my knees and witnessed Johnathan begging, "Oh please, Jeremy fuck my nigger ass with your big dominant white cock."
"But your wife was a bad disobedient girl," Ms. Goldstein pointed out.
"I'm back, Mistress," I declared, hoping to take the attention off of Johnathan and put it on me.
"Your husband must pay for your disobedience," Ms. Goldstein said.
"Make me pay, Mistress," I offered, willing to do anything to ironically allow my husband to get, what did she call it, spit-roasted again. I also noticed his dick was rock hard.
"Oh, I plan to," she nodded, "every decision you make has consequences, isn't that right, Candace?"
I gasped, although her desk was completely to the floor and I was unable to see my sweet southern innocent secretary, I immediately knew she was under the desk licking, likely, her first pussy.
"Yes," I heard Candace weakly answer.
"Yes, what, bimbo slut?" Ms. Goldstein questioned, looking down at her.
"Yes, Mistress," she corrected, her tone implying the utter shame she was feeling.
"And why are you on your knees, under my desk, licking my cunt?" Ms. Goldstein questioned, just as Mr. Goldstein snapped his fingers at me and pointed to his cock.
I crawled to him wordlessly as I listened to Candace's answer.
"Because I am a dumb bimbo who chose a darkie over a whitie," Candace answered, tears clearly rolling down her face, even though I couldn't see her.
"And what is your new role?" Ms. Goldstein asked, as I reached Mr. Goldstein.
"Cunt licker and cock sucker for the night staff," she answered.
As I wordlessly took Mr. Goldstein's five inch cock in my mouth, I heard Ms. Goldstein explain, "You see Elizabeth, your weakness led to your innocent secretary's downfall, since we no longer need her as a secretary we had to give her new job duties as well. And, well, we know that our night staff has become a lot happier after one night of having their own cum bucket, but, truth be told, we want you to carry our child, so the night staff will no longer be able to shoot their loads in your cunt."
I couldn't believe what I was hearing.
"Although, our little Candace here will have three holes available to keep our night staff happy, won't you Candace?" Ms. Goldstein explained.
"Yes, Mistress," Candace again weakly answered, likely in a similar position of submission or lose her job... and with no real job market out there it was sexual submission or the unemployment line.
As I bobbed back and forth on the smallish white cock, I felt guilt course through me at the reality that my decision, my weakness, had put such a sweet girl in such a humiliating situation.
"Resume licking, cunt licking Candace," Ms. Goldstein ordered.
"Do you feel guilty for the predicament you have put sweet Candace in?" Mr. Goldstein asked, as he pulled his cock out of my mouth.
"Yes, sir," I nodded, as I glanced to my husband who remained on his knees, now watching me.
"And what about your husband, do you feel guilty about the predicament you have put him in?" he asked.
"I feel guilty about that too," I replied, before adding, "although I have accepted, and I think Johnathan has too, the natural hierarchy of submission."
"Which is?" he asked, looking down at me amused.
"Niggers and spics were born to serve whites," I answered bluntly.
"Is that true, faggot?" he asked my husband, as he shoved his cock back into my mouth.
"Yes, Master," my husband replied.
"And what if we want to shoot our cum inside your wife?" Mr. Goldstein asked, as he grabbed my head with both hands and began fucking my face.
"We are just your humble slaves to serve you, my husband replied, sounding as submissive as I had ever heard him.
"Call the boys," Mr. Goldstein ordered.
"Yes, Daddy," Ms. Goldstein replied, clearly she too had a submissive streak in her.
Ms. Goldstein paged the office, "Bryce, Elmer, Walker and Barry please come to my office ASAP."
"Get undressed, except for the stockings and then on all fours, spic," Mr. Goldstein ordered, again sliding his cock out of my mouth.
"Yes, sir," I obeyed, quickly and eagerly getting out of my clothes and then moving onto all fours, while looking directly at my husband and realizing Walker was the one man I hadn't served yet.
He mouthed, 'I love you'.
I smiled briefly as Mr. Goldstein grabbed the flag and put it on me, tying it around my neck as if it was a cape, just another added humiliation and reminder of the race play at work.
Mr. Goldstein then moved behind me and slid his cock in my cunt. He asked, "Are you ready to see your wife get gangbanged and shot with load after load of cum?"
"Yes, Master," Johnathan nodded, his cock still iron stiff.
"And what if she gets pregnant?" Mr. Goldstein asked.
"It is the Lord's decision," he answered, having been snipped himself after our second child.
Mr. Goldstein chuckled as he fucked me from behind. "That is priceless."
"Lick the inside of my shoes, faggot," Juliette ordered my husband as she tossed them in front of him.
"Yes, Mistress Pichot," my husband ordered, leaning down and beginning to lick, like a dog, the inside of her shoe.
"Here comes the first of many loads," Mr. Goldstein declared moments before depositing his seed deep inside me.
"Thank you, sir," I moaned, loving the feeling of cum shooting deep in me and to my unprotected womb.
"You want to carry a white baby?" he asked, as he kept slamming into me.
"Yes, sir," I moaned, the idea so naughty, so taboo, it only enhanced my utter submission.
The door opened just as he pulled out and Jeremy said, "I guess I get sloppy seconds."
My face burned with shame and excitement, the polar opposites continuing to create a unique euphoria inside me.
"Oh, this is priceless," Bryce declared, as Jeremy plunged into my cunt.
I didn't look behind me, instead focusing on watching my husband lick the inside of Juliette's shoes.
"I knew she was a slut, but the fact that she married a nigger sissy, now that is priceless," Bryce continued. He pulled me up off my knees, Jeremy's cock sliding out of me. With cum leaking out of my well fucked cunt, he kissed me passionately while simultaneously embracing me, as if we were lovers and not Master and submissive.
This was strange. Being called names, being used, that was what I expected. But this was a passionate kiss, his tongue exploring my mouth, and mine eventually exploring his... and somehow, even though my husband was here and likely watching this passionate kiss, felt way more like cheating than all the sick, twisted stuff I had already done.
"Oh, that gives me a great idea," Juliette said, just as Bryce broke the kiss. I was dazed and confused by this intimate moment. I looked over at my husband. He was looking not at me, but at Juliette, who was beginning to take off one of her stockings.
I immediately knew what she was thinking. She was going to feminize my husband even more... humiliation compounding humiliation.
I was roughly pushed back down on all fours as Jeremy ordered, "Back in your natural position, spic."
"Yes, Master," I replied, still watching everything else as he slid back into me.
"Wait," Ms. Goldstein said. "I have another pair in my desk drawer."
"You always come prepared," Juliette joked, pulling her stocking back up her leg.
"I hate runs," Ms. Goldstein shrugged, as she opened her drawer and tossed a still in the package pair of stockings to her.
"Hasn't that white slut got you off yet?" Juliette asked, as she opened the package. I was standing there watching frozen in place still stunned by the kiss and in intrigued awe at what they were about to do to my husband; I had also forgotten that poor Candace was under the desk licking away... I imagine for the first time in her life.
"I'm just letting her lap away slowly," Ms. Goldstein responded, "I'm not sure the innocent southern belle is ready for the sexual debauchery that is happening."
"The prude needs to see what she is about to become," Juliette said, as she pulled the stocking out and ordered, "Nigger, get on your back and lift your legs up in the air."
Everyone laughed as my big, masculine looking black husband, quickly rolled onto his back and put his legs high up in the air like a woman would if Channing Tatum walked into the room.
"Slut, crawl out from underneath my desk and go kneel beside Juliette," Ms. Goldstein ordered, as Jeremy began really fucking me.
I finally looked behind me and saw all the men from the office were now in the room witnessing me getting fucked and my husband being humiliated... even the rather obese Walker.
I turned back to see Juliette beginning to put the first black stocking on his leg. She joked, "Too bad we don't have any white stockings."
"Yes, both our nigger slut and our spic slut should be in white nylons," Ms. Goldstein nodded in agreement, "then they could at least be kind of white like they have always fantasized being."
"Want my cum in your slut box?" Jeremy asked, his cock having last been in my husband's ass.
"God yes, fill my cunt with your dominant load," I moaned, my orgasm slowly rising, as I watched my husband have stockings put on his muscular legs.
"Slut, I expect you to shave our nigger princess's legs, ass and chest when you get home," Juliette ordered, as she finished putting the second stocking on.
"Yes, Mistress," I agreed, just as I felt a second load explode inside me.
I felt such a rush knowing that my womb was unprotected and it was around the time I should be ovulating. It wouldn't surprise me if by the end of this evening I was pregnant.
As soon as he pulled out, I looked behind and Elmer was replacing him. Meanwhile, Walker moved in front of me and offered me his semi-erect dick, which was poking out from his rolls of fat. I reluctantly took his cock in my mouth, his sweaty smell not appealing, just as Elmer filled my cunt.
Bryce asked, "How does your queen look on her knees with my dick in her mouth boy?"
I was actually annoyed I couldn't see what they were doing to Johnathan but I listened intently. "It turns me on," Johnathan admitted.
"So you like watching your wife suck and fuck white dick?" Bryce continued.
"Yes, Master," Johnathan again admitted, his tone hinting at the shame of a man not able to stand up for his woman.
"Candace, take off your panties," Juliette ordered.
"Please, no," Candace finally spoke.
"Do as you're told, or everyone here fucks your cunt and ass," Ms. Goldstein threatened.
"O-k-k-kay," Candace stammered.
As I sucked on the now erect six inch cock, while simultaneously getting fucked, I heard Juliette roar, "Are you kidding me? Those aren't even remotely sexy."
Ms. Goldstein added, "Apparently your next task is to buy panties that are sexy."
"Or go without any at all," Juliette added.
"Agreed," Ms. Goldstein replied. "Slut, except when it is that time of month you are to no longer wear panties, is that clear?"
"Yes, Mistress," I heard Candace weakly agree.
I felt horrible for her, but was feeling pretty good myself as Elmer really fucked me hard.
"Nigger, how can a married, moral man allow his wife to be used as a cum bucket?" Bryce asked.
I didn't hear a response as I continued getting slammed from behind.
"Answer me, nigger," Bryce roared.
"I-I-It turns me on," my husband reluctantly admitted.
"I can see that," Bryce replied, "your dick is rock hard."
"Yes, Master," Johnathan humbly responded.
"It's Master Bryce to you, nigger," he corrected.
"Sorry, yes, Master Bryce," my husband corrected himself, sounding so submissive.
"Did you enjoy watching me kiss your wife?" Bryce questioned.
"No, Master Bryce," Johnathan answered.
"Why?" Bryce questioned.
"It was too intimate," Johnathan admitted.
"So fucking her face, coming all over her face, filling her unprotected womb with dominant cum, pounding her wide ass and using her as a three-hole cum bucket for whites is okay, but kissing her isn't?" Bryce asked, the question clearly meant to humiliate, to make the already clear situation even clearer.



"Yes, Master Bryce," Johnathan agreed, "I know it sounds absurd, no, it is absurd, but the reality is we can both see sex and submission as what it is... sex. Yet, kissing is intimate and to be done between lovers."
"Fucking hilarious," Juliette roared.
Walker pulled out and said, "Sorry, I don't want to shoot my load in your mouth but in that baby making box of yours."
Bryce ordered, "Well, go and crawl over to your wife and kiss her while she gets impregnated by better men."
"Yes, Master Bryce," Johnathan ordered.
I watched Johnathan, now in thigh high stockings his legs still up in the air, roll off his back and onto his knees. He then crawled to me as Elmer declared, "Almost done."
I asked, looking right into his eyes, as he reached me, feeling naughty, "Baby, do you want your puta esposa to carry a white man's child?"
Before he could respond, Elmer added, "Yes, nigger, do you want your spic wife to get knocked up by superior men?"
"Yes," Johnathan weakly answered.
"Kiss me, lover," I demanded.
And he did. It started soft and tender, but became more urgent as we both moaned into each other's mouths.
Elmer grunted and shot his load in me, pulled out and ordered, "Enough of the lovey dovey spic and nigger shit, get over here and suck your wife's slut juice from my cock."
"Yes. Master," Johnathan obeyed, breaking the kiss and looking behind him.
I looked up and saw Bryce was fucking his ass.
Bryce ordered, "Go ahead, faggot, I was just getting myself ready for your lover." The sarcastic tone he used for 'lover' made it clear just how pathetic he thought we both were.
"Yes, Master Bryce," Johnathan nodded, moving away from me and moving to Elmer's cock which was glossy with his cum as well as mine. As my straight-before-today husband took another cock in his mouth (was this his second, or were there more before I arrived for this, this, this, orgy?), just as Walker slid his cock in my very wet sloppy cunt.
I can't explain it, but watching my husband suck cock was the hottest thing I had ever seen and I moaned, "That's it, pound my chocha with that white polla of yours, Papi."
"Do you really want my cum?" Walker asked, even as I watched my husband suck polla.
"Yes, fill my chocha with your hot dominant cum. Make me a baby carrier for your dominant white seed," I begged, as I began bouncing back on his cock and, quite frankly, his fat belly, wishing his dick was a lot bigger.
"What about you nigger?" Walker questioned, as I glanced over to see that Candace was now sucking Bryce's cock, a cock that had just been in my husband's ass. Oddly, my first response was 'damn it, I want that cock in me'. Tears streamed down her eyes at her own forced submission, while I burned with jealousy... my hunger for cock overriding my guilt at the fact it was my fault she was in this position.
Johnathan answered, "My wife and I are your cum sluts to use however you wish."
Oddly, I loved that answer, as I agreed, "Yes, we were both born to serve." I then added, so in rapture at the moment, "Candace was too, she was just born the wrong colour."
Juliette laughed, as she moved behind my kneeling husband with one of her high heels, "You really will sell out anyone to have pleasure, won't you?"
Sadly, the answer was yes. I had never been more satisfied, never felt so natural as I had since I had submitted first to Bryce, then to Ms. Goldstein and now to anyone who was of white descent.
"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, watching as Juliette moved the long, thin heel to my husband's ass.
"Order me to fuck your husband's ass with my heel," Juliette demanded.
"Ohhh," I moaned, as Elmer held my hips and began really reaming my cunt. Yet, knowing he would willingly allow this to happen, he was unable to say no to a white woman, I answered, "Fuck my husband's nigger culo with your heel, Mistress."
"As you wish," Juliette nodded, positioning the heel between his ass cheeks and shoving the entire thing up his ass.
It was fucking hot and I wished I had a bigger dick in me.
"Thank you, Mistress Pichot," my husband groaned, just as a big white cock popped in front of me.
"Worship my cock," Bryce ordered.
"Yes, Master, I'd love to," I nodded, as I kissed the mushroom top.
"Look at those udders flop around as she gets fucked," Juliette quipped. "I'm surprised her moans aren't moos."
The insult hurt. I was big breasted and wide assed, but that wasn't anything unordinary for Dominican women. Yet, I didn't respond as I focused on Bryce's dick and the cock pounding me from behind, making my tits flop around.
"Aaaaaah," Elmer grunted and I felt yet another load coat my cunt walls.
I moaned, even though he wasn't big enough to really get me off, "Oh yes, Elmer, fill my cunt with your cum."
"Don't you mean his dominant cum?" Bryce questioned, as I kissed his stiff shaft.
"Yes, Master," I agreed, as I moved down his shaft with kisses.
For a couple of minutes, once Walker pulled out, my cunt was empty as I focused on worshipping Bryce's cock and balls, literally kissing and licking every part of his beautiful white stick. A stick I desperately wanted in my cunt.
"Do you like a heel in your cunt, faggot?" Juliette asked.
"Yes, Mistress Pichot," Johnathan whimpered, as Juliette roughly fucked him.
"That's it, suck on my white balls, get my cum nice and ready for your open womb," Bryce groaned, as he put his hands gently in my hair.
Again it felt strange to not be getting face fucked by him. I didn't like the romantic treatment which again made me feel guilty. Plus, my cunt wanted another cock in it, a big white cock, a cock that would get me off.
Finally Bryce asked rhetorically, "Ready to get double penetrated?"
"Yes, Master," I nodded way too eagerly.
"I bet you are," he chuckled as he turned to a naked Barry and said, "Sit down on the couch there, Barry."
Barry, his own dick rock hard, didn't need to be told twice as he quickly sat down, his white dick standing completely erect.
"Go straddle his cock in your, what do you call 'ass' in Spanish?"
"Culo, Master," I answered, thankful to me allowed off my weary knees, even as I wondered how I would ever take all nine inches of Barry's huge dick in my ass in that position.
I crawled to the no longer virgin Barry and then stood up, briefly stretching.
"You do have huge tits," Bryce complimented.
"Thank you, Master," I smiled, as I moved back, stood up on the couch, almost fell, and then lowered myself on Barry's fine white pole.
It filled my ass so completely as I moaned, saying as much in Spanish, "Y este me esta llenando mi culo." After a deep breath, his cock going deeper than any ever had before, particularly in this position, it was tearing my ass apart as I whimpered, "Esta rompiendo el culo."
"Lick my other shoe, nigger," Juliette demanded, which made me look at Johnathan getting fucked by one shoe while he serviced another. Yet, there was no look of shame, but rather a look of satisfaction.
Bryce chuckled, "I can't believe how easily you took that dick in your ass."
"I'm an ass slut," I admitted, hiding the pain that was burning in my ass at the moment.
Bryce moved to me and said, "This is going to be fun."
"Ready to watch your bride get double penetrated by white cock?" Juliette asked Johnathan, the heel still buried deep in his ass.
"Yes, Mistress Pichot," Johnathan nodded, watching me with a white cock balls deep in my ass and another about to slide, somehow, into my cunt.
Bryce added to Juliette's question as he ordered, "Nigger, I want you to watch me take your big booty Dominican wife."
"Yes, Master," my defeated husband nodded, looking up to see me with a huge white cock in my ass and another about to fill my cunt.
Bryce moved his cock to my wide open pussy and rubbed his cock up and down.
"Por favor," I moaned, begging to have his dick in my cunt, to both get me off and also simmer the pain in my back door.
"Begging already," Bryce joked, as he continued teasing my wet pussy lips.
"Fuck your slut," I begged, as I moved my feet onto Barry's legs, which made his dick go even deeper in me.
"Do you want my cum in you?" he asked, refusing to shove his big white snake in me.
"So badly," I moaned, wanting nothing more than his cock.
"What about if your mom and dad were here?" he asked, clearly loving the teasing impact he had on me.
"They know I'm a cum slut for white dick," I replied, which was true, although I doubt they could possibly fathom how far I had fallen.
"Will they approve of your white baby?" he asked.
"No," I admitted.
"But you will risk it anyway?" he questioned,
"Yes," I agreed, willing to say anything to get his white prick in me.
"Nigger, beg me to fuck your wife," Bryce ordered, surprising me.
Johnathan stopped licking the inside of Juliette's shoe to reply, "Master Bryce, please fuck my slut wife with that big white dominant cock of yours. Make her your personal fuck toy and cum inside her open womb."
Bryce nodded, "As you wish, nigger," as he slid his cock deep in my cunt.
"Dios mio," I screamed, as he filled me and my body felt full unlike anything I had ever felt before. It was as if the two dicks in me where almost touching.
He immediately began fucking me, slamming into me, making it very difficult to balance myself. Barry moved his hands to my hips and I was soon in euphoria.
Johnathan groaned, "Yes, fuck my nigger ass harder, Mistress Pichot."
I couldn't see my husband, but imagined Juliette had her strap-on back in him.
"Don't you mean your cunt, faggot?" Juliette questioned, slapping his ass so hard I heard it.
He whimpered, "Yes, Mistress Pichot, fuck my cunt with your big cock, make me your nigger bitch."
"Like your wife is a Mexican bitch?" she questioned.
"Yes, Mistress Pichot, my wife is a dirty spic cum slut," he moaned.
Hearing my husband be used, and getting double penetrated myself (even though Barry was just lodged in my ass) had my breathing immediately getting erratic and I began moaning, "Aye."
"You love my dick in your cunt, don't you, Elizabeth?" Bryce asked, smiling at me.
"So fucking much," I moaned, adding, "I was made for serving you."
"But I thought you were a proud Dominican?" he asked smugly, as he continued hard deep thrusts in me.
I wasn't a Dominican at the moment, I was a vessel of pleasure for white men, nothing more, nothing less, and I admitted as such, as I demanded, "Fuck every ounce of Dominican pride out of me Papi. Destroy my Latina pride with that big white fuck stick. We Spanish girls can't help it, we try to be proud Latinas but we get conquered every time by the magic of big white dicks, all we can do is surrender and beg for mercy while you piss all over our Dominican pride."
Bryce laughed, his cock vibrating in me, "Finally the truth."
Feeling complete lust and desperation to come, feeling finally completely at home as a slut for white cock, I did what I usually did when near orgasmic bliss at home, I began talking in Spanish, retreating more to the slut I was meant to be. I begged, wanting every inch of him deep in me, fucking me harder, deeper, faster, "Ohh si, oh dios, dame mas, Papi mas adentro, mas duro, si si Aye Papi."
Bryce laughed again, "I'm your Daddy now?"
"Eres mi Papa principal con la gran polla blanca," I moaned, grabbing my tetas and squeezing them.
"What does that mean?" he asked.
"You're my master daddy with the big white dick," I translated.
"Somehow hearing you babble in Spanish makes you even hotter," he complimented, continuing to indeed fuck me harder, deeper and faster.
Feeling pleasure I didn't know existed, in only less than a couple of minutes, I could feel my orgasm about to erupt and I got verbal. "Dios mio, vas a hacer que me corra."
"Your slut wife is going to come all over white dick," Juliette said.
I was too far gone, sweating, as I continued, begging him not to stop, "No pares, no pares, dios mio no pares, Papi."
"You want my baby making cum, my Spic cum bucket?" Bryce asked, sweating himself.
I babbled in a mixture of Spanish and English, my need to come and feel his cum in me making me sound like the cheapest Domnican slut ever, which I may have been, "Si mi choncho is all yours Papi. Give me those white babies Papi, dios mio, joder, knock me up and reduce me to your pregnant barefoot Latina maid."
"In stockings, of course," Ms. Goldstein added, a voice I hadn't heard for quite a while.
"Of course, puta mierda en stockings," I moaned, again in a mixture of Spanish and English.
"Come for me, my slut," Bryce ordered, as he leaned in and kissed me again, all the while continuing to pound my fevered box.
He kept kissing me until the orgasm finally hit and I broke the kiss and screamed, letting everyone know I was coming, "Si, ya voy, Papi, me corro, me corro, me corro, Papi." I fell back onto a, thankfully, very strong Barry, as all the energy in my body was usurped from me.
"I think your wife just got knocked up," Juliette quipped.
Bryce turned his head away and said, "Who owns your wife, faggot?"
"You do, Master," my husband quickly replied, even as he whimpered like a slut.
"And you want her to carry my baby?" he asked, as he pulled out of me, some of his cum leaking out of me.
"Yes, Master, my wife's womb was made to carry white babies," Johnathan again replied. Opening my eyes, I finally could see he was really getting pounded by Juliette.
"And who do you love more nigger? Me or your Mexican wife?" Juliette questioned.
Jonathan's eyes went big. I knew immediately it was not a question he wanted to answer.
"Oh God," Candace moaned out of nowhere.
Somehow, during my double penetration, they brought the Sybian in from my office and now Candace was on it and clearly enjoying the power of the machine. Her eyes were closed she was cupping her breasts and her lips were pursed... it was only a matter of time before her orgasm hit.
"Answer, nigger," Juliette demanded, pulling her cock out of him.
"They are different kinds of love," Johnathan answered.
"Who do you love more?" she repeated, slapping his ass hard.
"I love being your bitch and I love Elizabeth as my until death do us part," he answered, which oddly made me feel good.
"Wrong answer," Juliette said, slapping his ass again.
"It's okay," I said, "You can tell her the truth."
Juliette asked, her cock rubbing up and down his ass crack, "If you had two choices which would you choose. A nice romantic evening with your Mexican wife or a night of anal submission to me and all my friends."
"A night of anal submission with you, Mistress Pichot," he admitted.
"And now, what would you rather do, be used by me or by your fat assed wife?" Juliette continued.
"Holy fuck!" Candace screamed.
"That's one," Ms. Goldstein said.
The questions stung, yet I knew he was answering the truth, just like I would.
"By you," Johnathan answered.
"And if you had the choice between leaving with your cum bucket wife and never doing this again or sucking every cock here and being my whore whenever I beckon you which would you choose?"
"Being your whore," Johnathan admitted, even as he looked at me with guilt and Juliette slammed her cock back in his ass.
"Knees, Elizabeth," Bryce ordered, "Poor Barry must be dying to really fuck you."
"Are you Barry?" I asked, slowly getting off his dick, I almost choked as the flag pulled me back down.
"Sorry," Barry said, "My hand was on the flag."
"No problem, sexy," I smiled, as I asked, "Is Master Bryce right, are you dying to fuck me?"
"Y-y-yes, ma'am," he stammered, clearly the only nice guy in the room.
I stretched again, returned to my knees and offered, "Come pick a hole Barry, any hole."
"I want to see the spic take that monster in her fat ass," Juliette ordered.
"Yes, baby, fill my fat ass with that big cock of yours," I begged, looking back at him. In all this fucking, I hadn't gotten a good ass fucking and that was by far what I enjoyed the most.
Barry moved behind me, positioned his cock at my ass and slid back in.
"Dios mio," I moaned, as his thick prick filled me again, a dick that reminded me of Vaughn all those years ago.
Soon both my husband and I were simultaneously getting ass fucked, our eyes locked together as we both submitted to or basic carnal desires.
I couldn't help but smile at the irony of it all. After years of protecting each other from our own weakness, here we were anyways... just slaves to our lust.
"You like that, Elizabeth? Do you like when you get back shots that make that sweet booty shake?" Bryce asked, after a couple of minutes of hard ass fucking that had me feeling amazing again.
"Si," I moaned, still keeping my gaze on my husband.
Johnathan was whimpering and was clearly soon going to cum from getting ass fucked when he was again denied his orgasm.
"Crawl under your wife and clean that well-fucked cunt for her," Bryce said.
"Yes, Master," Johnathan nodded, reluctantly allowing the cock in his ass to plop out as he crawled to me, moved onto his back and slithered under me, his erect cock how directly in my face.
As he began licking my cunt while watching me get ass reamed, I asked, wanting to get my husband off, "Master Bryce, may I suck my husband's cock?"
"No, nigger faggot's don't get their cocks sucked by women," Bryce said, "although maybe our other faggot, Jeremy will blow him later if he remains a good boy."
"Yes, Master," I nodded.
"Do you like a cunt filled with white cum?" Bryce asked.
"Yes, Master," Johnathan nodded, between licks.
"Do you like watching a cock bigger than yours fuck your wife's asshole?" Juliette asked.
"Yes, Mistress," Johnathan admitted.
"Suck his cock, faggot, suck the cock in your wife's ass," Juliette ordered, continuing to try new ways to humiliate my husband.
"Yes, Mistress," Johnathan again agreed, unable to say no to anything.
"Shove your cock in the faggot nigger's mouth, Barry," Bryce ordered.
"Fuck, not again," Candace screamed, as I turned and saw she was still on the Sybian and seemingly having her second orgasm.
Barry pulled out of my ass and assumedly shoved his dick in my husband's mouth, as I heard the unmistakable slobbering sounds of sucking dick. My husband would have been doing it upside down which would have been a sight to see if he wasn't directly under me.
"Now that is impressive," Juliette stated, seemingly impressed by my husband's flexibility.
"Please, back in my culo, Barry," I begged after about a minute, my ass feeling empty and my orgasm simmering again below the surface.
"Crawl over here and suck my cock, nigger," Bryce ordered, "we all should have one more load for your wife's fertile womb."
"Yes, Master," Johnathan obeyed, awkwardly moving out from underneath me as Barry resumed fucking my ass.
I watched as Johnathan crawled to Bryce, got onto his knees and took Bryce's dick in his mouth. The faggot act only added to my own stimulation and my second orgasm of the orgy was climbing quickly.
I looked around and saw that Candace was no longer on the machine but on her knees with Elmer, Jeremy, Walker and Mr. Goldstein, who I hadn't seen since he came in me, all circled around her. She was sucking one cock, while stroking two others. I again shook my head realizing that it wasn't just Dominicans that would submit to their basic carnal submissive desires given the right opportunity. Candace did not seem to be forced anymore, but rather just giving in to the pleasure of submission and pleasing others.
Ms. Goldstein was watching from her desk and Juliette was near Bryce continuing her belittling of my husband.



"You look so good with a cock in your mouth," Juliette said, as she grabbed his head with both hands and began forcing him to take all Bryce's cock.
Johnathan gagged, but she didn't care, as she roughly moved his head back and forth.
Meanwhile, my own orgasm was building and, based on Barry's huffs and puffs, he was close to.
I begged, "Come in my culo, Papi."
"So close," he groaned, sweat dripping down his brow.
"Me too, Papi, dios mio, no pares," I replied, wanting him to never stop. After another few deep hard thrusts, my orgasm hit just as his did.
"Oh fuck," he grunted and shot his load in my ass.
I screamed, as I barely held myself up, "Y este me esta llenando mi culo, con todo su leche caliente," which translates to 'and this is filling my ass with all his hot milk.'
"Your Mexican slut is coming again," Juliette told my husband, who was still forcibly sucking Bryce's cock.
When Barry pulled out, I fell to the ground and rolled onto my back, my knees aching and my body weak.
"Time for some lesbian action," Ms. Goldstein declared, "let's let the boys get some rest and watch a show I imagine they have always fantasized seeing."
"Fuck yeah," Walker said.
"Candace, go over to your former boss, straddle her face with that tiny cunt of yours and bury your face in hers," Ms. Goldstein ordered.
"Yes, Mistress," a no longer protesting Candace obeyed.
I watched her crawl to me, straddle me and bury her face in-between my spread legs. I reached up and began licking her surprisingly trimmed pussy.
I was also surprised when I heard, "And Juliette get over here and lick your boss."
"Excuse me?" Juliette asked, clearly as surprised as I was.
"There can only be one true Mistress here," Ms. Goldstein clarified, before demanding, "now get over here and eat my cunt you silly French twat."
"But I," Juliette began, but was cut off.
"Now, you fucking dumb slut," Ms. Goldstein roared.
I couldn't see her submission, but there was no more protest and Ms. Goldstein's next words implied the submission had taken place. "That's it, Juliette, you are my number two, but I will always be number one, is that clear?"
"Yes," Juliette weakly agreed.
"Yes, what?" Ms. Goldstein questioned.
"Yes, Mistress," Juliette reluctantly corrected.
"Good, now get licking," Ms. Goldstein ordered, "you can't be a pussy pleasing rookie, are you?"
"No, Mistress," Juliette admitted.
"I didn't think so," Ms. Goldstein replied.
So for a few minutes it was just woman pleasing woman and a strangely relaxing pace after the hard core fucking I had been a part of for I don't even know how long. Candace's pussy tasted incredibly sweet, while although she was clearly new at licking pussy, she more than made up for it with her eagerness.
Both our moans increased over a fifteen minute 69 until I felt my face get coated with wetness as she whimpered, "I'm coming, Elizabeth."
Unfortunately, I needed more cock to come.
Fortunately, Bryce must be able to read minds.
"Time for the gangbang," Bryce declared.
"That's it slut, keep licking, keep licking, fuck, yes," Ms. Goldstein moaned, her orgasm obviously close as well.
"Who wants her cunt?" Bryce asked.
Elmer declared, "I do."
"Lie down then," Bryce ordered.
"Yesssssss," Ms. Goldstein screamed, as her orgasm hit.
He did and Bryce instructed me, "Straddle him."
"Yes, Master," I nodded, as Candace moved off of me.
She apologized, "Sorry, I didn't get you off."
"Don't worry, Candace, practice makes perfect," Juliette said, her face shiny with Ms. Goldstein's cum as she pushed Candace onto her back, took off her strap-on and straddled my secretary's face.
"Elmer, come get a blow job," Bryce suggested, "and I'm going to take my slut's ass."
I noticed, as I took Walker's cock in my cunt, the way Bryce referred to me as 'my slut'.
Soon, I had three white cocks in me and was immediately at home. The only thing better than one white cock, was two white cocks and now I learned that the only thing better than two white cocks was three.
Although awkward at first, I soon got into a rhythm and was moving back and forth fucking and sucking all three cocks. It was exhilarating and I just closed my eyes and enjoyed the pleasure.
I don't know how long I had all three cocks in me, before Bryce spoke. "Look at your precious Elizabeth, she's got a white cock in every one of her Spic holes. Liz, take that dick out of your mouth and tell your husband how good it feels, how badly you want a white baby in you."
I took Elmer's cock out of my mouth, looked at my husband and said, "Oh yes, baby, I love white cock so much. I can't wait to have a white baby in me, a constant reminder of the spic slut and nigger faggot we are."
Elmer immediately grabbed my head and shoved his dick back in my mouth so I couldn't see Johnathan's reaction.
But I head Jeremy say, "Let's spit roast this nigger, Mr. Goldstein."
Bryce asked, "Do you want to have a cock in all your holes too, nigger faggot?" Bryce asked.
"God, yes," Johnathan answered, obviously enjoying watching the triple penetration I was experiencing.
And so it was for a brief amount of time the five white men, minus Barry, all had their cocks in one of the five holes of Mr. and Mrs. Phillips. It was surreal.
Eventually, I came again from the triple penetration, and then the cum started to flow.
Elmer pulled out and splattered his cum all over my face.
Bryce then declared, "Everyone's next load will be on our spic slut's face."
Bryce pulled out, I moved off of Elmer and onto my knees as yet another twisted fantasy of submission was about to come true... a cum bath, a bukkake.
Mr. Goldstein and Jeremy also pulled out of Johnathan and four men circled me stroking their glorious white cocks.
I was like a kid in a candy store, not knowing which way to turn. I just kept my mouth open and waited for someone to spray their sticky goo on me.
Mr. Goldstein grunted first and shot his cum on my face. "Here it comes, slut."
Jeremy followed seconds later, hitting me mostly on the cheek, ears and neck.
Walker followed, his cum rocketing like a missile right in my eyes, making me close them.
Then Bryce ordered, "Open your eyes, my slut, I want you to look at me when I am giving you a gift."
My face feeling soaked with cum, I opened my cum covered eyes, and looked up at him.
"What do you want, Elizabeth?" he asked, stroking his cock.
"Oh fuck," Johnathan groaned loudly, which made me look.
Barry had slid his massive thick prick in my husband's cunt.
"Keep licking bitch," Juliette demanded, as she grinded her cunt on the helplessly pinned Candace.
I returned my gaze to Bryce and answered, in Spanish, "Cubierta mi toda la cara con tu semen, Papi."
"Translate," Bryce demanded, smiling.
"Cover my entire face with your cum, daddy," I replied.
"Fuck my dick with those tits," he ordered.
I obeyed, leaning up and squeezing them between my tetas. It was incredibly contrasting to see my dark big tits and his big white dick between them... the greatest clear example of the difference in our color.
"Swallow all my pussy juice," Juliette demanded, as she came on Candace's face.
I asked, after a couple minutes of moving up and down awkwardly with his dick between my tits, "You want to cum over my big tetas?"
"Face or tits?" he asked.
"You're the white Master," I pointed out coyly.
"Oh fuck," he grunted and his cum shot up hitting me in the chin, my neck and finishing between my tetas.
"So big," Johnathan whimpered, as Barry slammed into him, Johnathan's hard dick flailing all over the place.
Bryce turned around and everyone watched, as my husband got sodomized by a massive white dick.
Juliette moved to Johnathan, and surprising everyone, ordered, "Open wide, piss taker."
Johnathan didn't even have time to open his mouth as the French bitch began pissing on my husband. He quickly opened his mouth and drank the golden stream that was offered to him.
"Well that I didn't see coming," Bryce quipped.
"Looks like he liked it," Ms. Goldstein laughed.
"Did you, faggot, did you like being my toilet?" Juliette asked, as the stream quit and she shoved her cunt in his mouth.
Of course, he couldn't answer as he cleaned the remaining residue of her urine and pussy cum.
When she did move away, he looked up, his face wet with piss, "Yes, Mistress, I enjoyed your golden stream."
"Biggest faggot ever," Juliette laughed, as she turned around and ordered, "Now eat my ass while you take it up yours."
"Yes, Mistress Pichot," Johnathan obeyed, burying his black as night face in her white as snow ass cheeks.
It was another incredibly hot scene and my slut box again began to burn.
Johnathan began groaning loudly, while eating out Juliette's ass and then for the second time today came without having his dick touched.
"That is just wrong," Bryce said, shaking his head. "Coming from getting ass fucked, maybe he really is a faggot."
"But he's my faggot," I quipped for some reason.
"And mine," Juliette added.
"And mine," Jeremy added, "I've always wanted a black play thing."
"Where should Barry's last load go?" Bryce asked. "In the nigger's faggot's ass? All over our spic's face? Or, in your baby maker?"
Everyone answered at once with different answers, but it was Barry who decided as he grunted and filled Johnathan's ass.
"Well, I guess that answers that question," Bryce laughed.
When Barry pulled out, Bryce ordered, "Go retrieve Barry's cum from your husband's cunt, Elizabeth."
"Yes, Master," I nodded, moving behind my husband and burying my face in his gaping asshole.
Eventually, the crazy orgy came to an end. The men leaving while I had my face buried in my husband's ass.
Juliette said, "Elizabeth, your husband will now be my new secretary."
My eyes went big. He had a great well-paying job.
"Don't worry, we will keep him well compensated financially," Ms. Goldstein said, seeing my look. "As we will you."
"Thank you, Mistress," I said, thinking at least we would save money carpooling to work.
When I stood up, my legs so tired and sore, only Ms. Goldstein and Juliette remained.
"Candace has started her new job," Ms. Goldstein explained, "as night time slut."
"Really?" I asked, again feeling guilty for putting her in that situation.
"At least that will no longer be your role," Ms. Goldstein said. "Your cunt is only for white cum."
"Thank you, Mistress," I said, oddly relieved to no longer have to serve Haitian dick.
"Good night," she said, waving me off.
Johnathan and I got dressed and walked out of her office. As we left, he took my hand in his and whispered, "I love you, Elizabeth."
"I love you too, Johnathan," I replied, knowing that somehow, as absurd and twisted as it is, our submission had only made us stronger as a couple.
Epilogue:
That night, once our children were asleep, we had a long discussion about what all this meant for us as a family and agreed that we needed to make it clear to Mistress Goldstein and all the others that we wanted our work life and family life to be separate. Thankfully, they all agreed and Johnathan starting working as Juliette's secretary two weeks later (once he gave his two weeks' notice at his other job).
Six month later, the routine of submission now a part of both of our daily lives, Mistress Goldstein offered us to her twenty year old college student sister. We were both used by her sorority and nearby frat house for a whole Saturday evening.
I was already pregnant, with someone's child, when I was fucked by over forty frat boys, in all three holes, and ate out dozens of coed cunts before my husband arrived.
Then, while I got ass fucked by a big dicked frat boy, while munching on another coed's sweet cunt, my husband was pegged by one coed while forced to suck her boyfriend's cock.
Once, I got the coed off with my expert tongue, I watched my husband move like a rocking horse, taking the strap-on deep in his ass, and while then deep throating the white cock.
And as I reminisce about our journey, rubbing my belly, I realize although our love story is twisted and appalling to many, it is our love story and neither of us would have it any other way.
THE END!



        Bedding the Babysitter Ch. 08

        Jenny is a maid at lesbian fundraising orgy for Gov. Greene.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/bedding-the-babysitter-ch-08

Title: Bedding the Babysitter Ch. 08

Author: silkstockingslover

Category: Lesbian Sex

Description: Jenny is a maid at lesbian fundraising orgy for Gov. Greene.

Tags: lesbian, stockings, 18-year-old, older woman, orgy, sybian, submissive, lesbian orgy, college, anal

Series: Bedding the Babysitter


Summary: Jenny is a maid at lesbian fundraising orgy for Gov. Greene.
Part 1: Eighteen-year-old Jenny is a shy, curious babysitter who is pulled into the lesbian lifestyle by her pretty, seductive neighbor and employer, Megan.
Part 2: Jenny is taken out for a makeover where she meets her high school crush (cheerleader Karen) and ends up at a lesbian club (Le Château Club) where she accepts unconditionally that she is a submissive lesbian.
Part 3: Jenny, now also a sub to cheerleading captain Karen, becomes popular, sets new fashions with her thigh high stockings fetish, begins the seduction of a female teacher and serves as the pet for a group of cheerleaders at a retreat.
Part 4: Jenny completes her seduction of her pretty teacher.
Part 5: Returning home, she walks in on her Mom who has submitted to Karen. Shocked, Jenny listens to how her mother became a sub just like her.
Part 6: Jenny goes on her first lesbian date with Ashley, another cheerleader...who, unlike Karen, is not a Domme.
Part 7: Jenny flashes back to her first night with Governor Greene (which immediately follows the timeline from Chapter 2); Karen places Jenny in compromising situations; Ashley protects Jenny at all costs. The chapter ends in a strange triangle/standoff between Ashley, Karen and Jenny.
Note 1: As always, a great thanks to Robert, sexnovella, David, goamx86, and Wayne for editing this chapter. A major rewrite occurred in May 2018 by Tex Beethoven.
Note 2: Of course all participants are at least eighteen years old.

CHAPTER 8
Ashley and I brought each other off in my bedroom in a lengthy, sweet, sixty-nine before I reminded her, "We need to do our faces and hair for tonight and go talk with Mistress Megan."
Ashley said, "I find it weird that you have an adult Mistress."
"Without her we wouldn't have ever gotten to know each other," I smiled, kissing her affectionately. And she's no Karen, she's always a benign dominatrix even when she seems cruel. Smart, too!"
"I hope so," she nodded. "And maybe she can help us with this Karen problem."
"I hope so too," I nodded.
So we did a rush job of fixing and primping each other up, giggling and acting like little girl besties, not worrying about how we were dressed since I knew suitable clothing would be provided.
Twenty minutes later we knocked on Megan's door with a mixture of trepidation and excitement.
Part of me knew I couldn't let Karen control me with such carelessness, and yet another part of me was addicted to my utter submission and mindless following under her control. After all, she was the one who had transformed me from a nerdy wallflower into a popular, sexy cheerleader. (Of course with a major assist from Mistress Megan.)
On another note, I was undoubtedly falling ever more deeply in love with Ashley. I wanted to be with her and be her girlfriend... Yet I also needed to be the submissive I naturally was... and in spite of her ferocious protection of me today, I was sure Ashley couldn't play the dominant I craved. That just wasn't who she was.
These conflicting and confusing thoughts were ricocheting around in my head as Megan opened the door.
"Speak of the devil," she smiled.
"Can we talk?" I asked.
"Yes, we need to," she nodded, as she glanced down and saw I was holding Ashley's hand.
"And you must be Ashley," Megan greeted.
"How would you know that, Mistress? I haven't told you about her yet."
"Your Mom did; it was part of our pillow talk last night. Ashley, Jenny's mother wants you to know you'd better be good to her daughter. You've captured her heart and you need to cherish it."
"I promise, ma'am," Ashley nodded, nervous in the presence of my original Mistress, but giving my hand a hard squeeze.
"Please come in," Megan welcomed.
We did and I was surprised when little Max didn't come running. I asked, "Where's Max?"
"I needed him to be with your mother," she answered, telling me something was going on. "Let's go into the living room and talk."
"Yes, Mistress," I said, wanting to make it clear I was still her pet.
As we walked into the living room, I was shocked to see Karen sitting there sipping on a Slurpee.
"Hi, my slut," Karen purred with a wicked smile.
"You bitch!" Ashley growled, snapping into her own bitch mode, stepping protectively in front of me, which I found sexy and comforting. I loved having someone who cared about me that much!
Mistress Megan spoke up in a firm, no-nonsense tone, "Ladies! There will be none of this silly high school power trip drama in my home. Is that clear?"
Both Karen and I responded simultaneously, "Yes, Mistress."
I squeezed Ashley's elbow with intent and she apologized, "Sorry ma'am. That was disrespectful of me to say in your home."
Megan nodded, "It's okay, you're upset and I know why, but don't let it happen again."
"Yes, ma'am," Ashley nodded, nervous in front of Megan, who just oozed an authoritative persona that demanded respect... even though it was disguised by an urbanity that was hard to explain.
"And no more of this ma'am stuff," Mistress Megan continued, "it makes me feel old. Please call me Megan."
"Okay, Megan," Ashley agreed, relaxing slightly.
"Please be seated," Mistress Megan said graciously, as if she had invited us in for coffee.
We did.
"So Karen tells me we have a problem," she began as she sat down.
"Mistress, it's gotten complicated," I began.
"I understand complicated, and that's what we'll need to sort out," she nodded, before continuing, "now please tell me your version of today."
"Um, I..." I wasn't sure what to say.
"May I?" Ashley asked.
"Thank you but no, dear," Megan shook her head. "I'll have some questions for you later, but right now I need to hear everything from Jenny."
I took a deep breath and retold the day, including the call from Governor Greene, the conflict with Sabrina, the humiliation that included Miss Morgan and the tug-of-war over me between Ashley and Karen.
Once I was done, Megan asked, as if she were a psychiatrist, "And how does all this make you feel, my dear?"
"Confused," I admitted.
"Why?" she asked.
"Because I'm conflicted," I admitted.
Ashley interjected, "Jenny wants Karen and the others to leave her alone!"
"Is that true?" Megan asked.
"I don't know," I admitted.
"What?! What do you mean?" Ashley asked, surprised.
I felt bad at not being able just to say yes, I loved Ashley and that's what mattered. But as I looked at Karen, who had been my first female fantasy and the dominant, influential girl who had taken me under her wing, I was confused again.
Megan, able to read my confusion said, "Well, I see a couple of problems and a few possible resolutions."
We all looked at her as if she were the messiah who could solve all our problems.
Megan began by turning to Karen, "First, you. You were careless with your pet. Forcing her onto her teacher and then domming her with the other cheerleaders is not going to build trust. That takes time."
Karen's usually confident aura faded as she whispered, "Yes, Mistress."
"You need to understand your pet's needs because they are just as important, if not more important, than your own," Megan continued. "A good Mistress nurtures and provides a safe environment for her subs to satisfy their needs, even if those needs include being humiliated."
"I understand," Karen nodded.
"Do you?" Megan asked. "Tell me what Jenny needs."
Karen studied me as if the answer were written on my face.
Ironically, I couldn't have answered that question to save my life! I was more confused now than I'd been back when I was still puzzling over my sexuality before Megan had awakened my submissive side.
Megan had left a deliberately pregnant pause for Karen to struggle for a sensible answer before breaking it with, "Don't worry for now, it's an unfair question. Our sweet Jenny herself doesn't even know what she wants. But as a Mistress, your duty and your brilliance as you develop it, is to help her discover what she wants, and more importantly what she needs."
"How do you do that?" Karen asked, curious to know.
"It takes time, understanding and experience," Megan said. "And you are still very young."
"Okay," Karen said, looking confused.
"Karen, you have the potential to become a great Mistress, but you're only trying to be a domme," Megan said.
"There's a difference?" Karen asked.
"A large one. A domme revels in dominating her subject. The relationship, if it can even be called one, is hierarchical with a clear top and bottom and the hierarchy itself is the only point. Which, by the way, was forever immortalized in the 'Shades of Gray' movies. But that series is hugely flawed since in the end, Christian changes and becomes compassionate. Real life people don't change, not in such basic ways. If there were a part four, it would likely be about him cheating on her. 'The Story of O' is even worse: at the end the sub is given permission to commit suicide, which she then does. It's impossible to argue that the submissive's needs were met."
"The Story of O was way before my time, but those Grey books were terrible," Ashley chipped in.
"Yet you read all three," Megan pointed out.
"Yes," Ashley nodded.
"Because we all want to trust that we can find the happy ending. To justify the crazy belief held by women that we can change men. We can't. Trust me, I've tried. Oh sure, we can get them to put the toilet seat down or learn how a laundry machine works, but those are trivial things. You can't reach inside somebody and change their personality. Anyway, now I'm lecturing. What was my point?"
"Mistress versus domme," I reminded her, by now very curious to know the difference .
"Right, right," Megan laughed. "So a Mistress, on the other hand, cares for her submissive as if she were one of her children. She will reward her when she is good, punish her when she is bad. But the bottom line is that she will always look out for the best interests of her pet. A pet's greatest pleasure comes from pleasing her Mistress. Conversely, the greatest pleasure a Mistress can receive is from watching her submissive obtain what she needs. It's far more than sex, it's an unspoken understanding that both Mistress and submissive gain equally, albeit in very different ways. With a domme it's only about sex and power. There is no love, no nurturing, no growth."
"Oh, God," Karen said, mortified by a new interpretation of her treatment of me today.
"Now Karen," Megan continued, "don't be too hard on yourself. Wasn't it Shakespeare who said 'absolute power corrupts absolutely'?"
"In Macbeth," I nodded, like the geek I am.
"Right," Megan nodded. "The point I'm making, although long-winded, is that Karen, you lost your way today. You let your power go to your head. Do you care about Jenny?"
"Yes, I do," Karen nodded seriously, surprising me.
"And is sharing her thoughtlessly with a vindictive person like Sabrina a helpful form of discipline?" Megan questioned.
"No," Karen admitted.
"And is blackmailing a teacher into potentially losing her job so you can make a point a responsible thing to do?" Megan continued.
"No," Karen whispered, guilt written all over her face.
I jumped in, feeling guilty about seeing Karen looking so vulnerable and needed to interject, "But Miss Morgan said she liked submitting to Karen. She even said she might want to do it again."
"That may indeed be true, Jenny. I believe Karen has a natural gift of sensing the submissive inside if it's there. But Karen, that doesn't mean you may ever use blackmail or risk someone's career to get what you want. If you are who I think you are, you'll end up hating yourself if you continue doing things like that."
Karen looked at me and said sincerely, "I'm very sorry, Jenny."
She then turned to Ashley. "I'm sorry to you too, Ashley. I let my power override my common sense."
"Good," Megan nodded. She looked at Ashley as if expecting a response. When none came, she continued, "Every good Mistress needs to understand the humility of being a submissive. I learned that from my Mistress, and Karen will learn that from me."
Karen, without orders, dropped to her knees in front of Megan and said, "I understand, Mistress. How can I regain your trust?"
Megan opened her legs and said aggressively, "Eat me, bitch; I think that will be a good start."
Both Ashley and I watched the usually strong-willed head cheerleader bury her face between Megan's legs... her humility being tested. On the surface it appeared Mistress Megan had become no more then the domme she had just been disparaging. But I could see how it was satisfying Karen's need to understand, to grow.
"Now you, Jenny," Megan said, turning to me and acting casual as if she weren't having her pussy licked.
"Yes, Mistress?" I nodded, unsure whether I was in trouble or not.
"What do you want?" she asked bluntly.
"What do you mean?" I asked, even though I knew exactly what she was asking. What I didn't know was the answer.
"Not even two weeks ago you were lusting after Karen and eagerly asking me to make her your Mistress."
"Things change," Ashley said.
Megan turned to her. "Ashley, you appear to be a nice girl and a passionate person who cares deeply for Jenny and her welfare. I get that. But this is my home and at the moment I am speaking with her, is that clear?"
Her voice was firm and no nonsense, yet not condescending or rude.
"Yes, ma'am," Ashley nodded.
"Thank you," Megan smiled. "You are a beautiful young woman, inside and out."
"Thank you," Ashley blushed, getting caught in the exotic seductive web Megan always created without even trying.
"Now Jenny, you can't fluctuate about being a pet," Megan continued. "You are one or you aren't one. It's not a club you can attend on Tuesdays and take the rest of the week off."
"I know," I whispered, distracted by watching Karen between her legs and wishing it was me.
"For example," she continued, running her fingers through Karen's hair. "If I told you to go to Sabrina's right now and be her unconditional pet for the evening, would you do it?"
I didn't look at Ashley, not wanting to disappoint her. But the answer was black and white. I answered, "I would obey you, Mistress."
"And if Karen gave you the same instruction?" Megan continued.
I clearly saw her message. I didn't get to pick and choose my obedience. Either I was a submissive pet to a Mistress or I wasn't.
I answered, still avoiding looking at Ashley, fearing our relationship was over before it had really begun, but thankful for one last satisfying romantic encounter just twenty minutes ago (was it just twenty minutes ago? It seemed an eternity). "I'd obey."
"Good answer," Megan nodded, letting out a soft moan. "Because your Mistresses should never put you in situations that will put you at real risk, although we may often put you in situations that test and push your boundaries."
"Of course, Mistress." I nodded, her words making complete sense. Yet, I still felt guilt at not standing side by side with Ashley.
"That said," Megan continued, "A good caring Mistress would never do such a thing to her pet as sending her to a Sabrina unless she knows that's what the pet wants or needs. And by the way Karen, a pet's needs must always trump her wants. You may override her wants almost on a whim if you have cause, but never her needs."
Ashley asked, "Ma'am, may I ask a question?"
"Of course, my dear," Megan nodded, sounding more like a mother figure or philosophy teacher than a powerful Mistress. "But remember, please call me Megan."
"Right, sorry, Megan... Megan, I understand what you just said. But how do you balance it? I mean, I've always been a rather submissive person myself. Yet today I totally lost it. I felt the need to protect my Jenny at all costs and acted on it at all costs," Ashley said, looking vulnerable. Had she committed some sort of unforgivable sin today?
"Well, that is a tough question," Megan nodded. "It's nature versus nurture. Your nature is who you are and in sexual terms, determines whether you're a natural submissive or dominant. Although some girls can be a switch, meaning dominant or submissive depending on mood, relationship and time. As for nurture, we're all human beings with feelings, and it's a caring woman's natural role to nurture and protect the person they care most about. So in the end, your reactions and feelings today make complete sense. In essence, all I have to say about that is, 'Well done.'"
"Really?" Ashley asked, completely taken by Megan just as I'd been from the start.
"Of course, my dear," Megan nodded. "I'm pretty sure you're also only a few steps along the path to understanding your sexuality. Like the rest of us, you have a long journey."
"Oh, I'm definitely a lesbian," Ashley stressed, looking at me.
"That may well be and I won't disagree with you," Megan nodded, "but your basic sexual orientation is only the first step to understanding your sexuality. The complete picture is very complex and it takes years to completely understand who you are as a sexual being."
"What do you mean?" Ashley asked confused, thankfully asking the very question I was burning to ask.
"Well, for example: Do you prefer to dominate? To be dominated? If being dominated is your basic nature, do you respond best to humiliation or to being controlled with kindness, or sometimes one and sometimes the other? Do you yearn to dominate or submit or both, making you a Switch? Do you yearn to give the strap-on or take the strap-on? What toys get you off the best? If there were no physical restrictions what would send you furthest into ecstasy? Where is your g-spot? Your trigger zones? What are your most longed-for fantasies?" Megan listed on and on, touching on fetishes like bondage, exhibitionism, voyeurism, choking, latex and on and on.
"Oh my," Ashley responded, overwhelmed by this endless list.
"It took me years to learn that I get the most satisfaction from seducing and training young women who are obviously lesbian or bi but haven't yet come to grips with that reality," Megan explained, looking directly at me.
I nodded my understanding and yes...my gratitude.
"The key to being a Mistress instead of a thug is that you need to care about your pet," Megan said, lifting up Karen's head from between her legs and asking her face to face, "Do you understand?"
"Yes, Mistress," Karen answered, looking so obedient and so submissive.
Megan shoved her trainee mistress back into her pussy and said, "So Jenny, you have a decision to make. You can resign from being a submissive and return to the so-called normal world, or you must resolve to be a true pet and accept that your Mistress, or in your case Mistresses, know what is best for you. Two different paths, one or the other, and once you decide, no turning back."
I looked helplessly at Ashley, feeling torn apart.
I wanted it all! I longed to bury my face in Megan's pussy, I yearned to be a submissive to Karen and I also desperately needed to be in a relationship with Ashley. I had no idea what to say, and once again the room went silent endlessly in another one of Megan's pregnant pauses.
Then Megan, wonderful Megan, my beautiful and wise Mistress Megan, reading my mind like she often did, added, "And yes, sweetheart, you can have it all."
That statement felt like she'd just dumped a huge bucket of ice water on my despair! "What? Really? How?" I was stunned by how quickly I found myself pleading, "Oh God, Mistress, please tell me how!"



"Got your attention did I? Good; calm down and listen; this won't be a one-word answer. Ready?"
I nodded, hanging on her every word.
"Two things. First, you need to have caring Mistresses who understand your sexual needs and will look after you," Megan explained, before turning to Ashley and adding, "and second, you need to have a loving and trusting girlfriend who understands you love her desperately but you also need to live the life of a pet."
"Wow! This is all a little much," Ashley breathed, floored.
"I imagine so," Megan nodded, as she moaned. "But take your time to absorb that and consider. I need a moment, anyway."
And we watched Megan shift from sexual guru to dominant Mistress.
"That's it slut, tell me what you want!" Megan growled, looking down at Karen.
Karen responded, "I want your cum, Mistress."
"I'm not sure you deserve it," Megan said, lifting Karen's head up by the hair. "You've been a very careless and thoughtless Mistress. You've been dangerously cruel."
"I'm sorry, Mistress," Karen apologized. "I let the power go to my head."
"Absolute power corrupts absolutely," Megan repeated, again quoting the line from Macbeth.
"Luckily I have a Mistress to keep me in line," Karen said.
"You will apologize to that teacher tomorrow," Megan instructed. "On your knees. You will beg for her forgiveness."
"Yes, Mistress," Karen agreed.
"And since you need to understand completely the role of a submissive, as it's the only way to become a compassionate mistress, I am going to send you this weekend to a black friend of mine. She loves submissive white girls, which you will be for her."
"Okay," Karen agreed, although her tone showed serious trepidation. Karma's a bitch!
"She is a very strong black Mistress who really has an aura over white sluts," Megan explained, "you won't even have to try to feel intimidated by her, it'll just happen."
"Okay," Karen said again, still sounding unsure.
"As I mentioned before, only by serving as an unconditional submissive to a strong Mistress, will you ever be able to understand the needs and desires of your submissives," Megan repeated. "And trust me, once you meet Jazmine you will experience your own need to succumb body and soul."
"Okay," Karen nodded.
"Now finish me off, slut," Megan ordered.
"Yes, Mistress," Karen nodded, really nervous about being given to a complete stranger.
I felt bad for her, but slightly jealous... the idea of submitting to a stranger like that was a real turn on!
"That's it, suck on my clit," Megan ordered, before coming a minute later.
Once she was done, she pulled Karen up and said, "You may go. I'll text you details about Mistress Jazmine and in the meantime, I'll want progress reports about my other orders."
"Yes, Mistress, you'll have them," Karen nodded, standing up. Turning to me, she repeated her apology with a formal little bow, "I'm sorry to both of you."
"It's okay, Mistress," I replied, wanting to make it clear that I too understood I had done wrong. "I'm sorry, too."
Ashley joked, "We may need an intervention."
"This was one," Megan joked back.
Karen added, "Or just a room with some toys."
Megan said, "Oh, Jenny and Ashley are already going to one of those tonight. Now leave us, Karen."
"Yes, Mistress," Karen nodded, leaving.
"So you've made up your mind?" Megan asked.
"Yes, Mistress," I nodded. "If you, Karen and Ashley will have me as you described, I want it all, and I'll do my very best to deserve it."
"There's no question about Karen's and my acceptance of you. But Ashley, are you comfortable with Jenny's decision? Will you accept and return Jenny's love as I described?" Megan asked.
"Yes, Mistress, I will with all my heart, but..." Ashley responded.
"But? Mistress? Are you offering yourself to me?" Megan asked.
"Yes, Mistress, I am," Ashley nodded, looking at me and smiling, before dropping to her knees in front of Megan.
"You understand I expect total obedience," Megan clarified.
"Yes, Mistress," Ashley nodded.
I watched in awe at Ashley's decision.
"Good, but I want to make sure you really want to do this," Megan said. "So I'm going to have you go home and think about it. If you're serious, come to me on Saturday evening."
"Oh, okay," Ashley said, clearly disappointed.
"It's okay, my pet," Megan smiled. "I'm sure you won't change your mind. But I don't want you making a spur of the moment decision and later second guessing yourself; I want you to be able to remember you've thought this through and made an informed decision. For instance, it would be good to ask Jenny lots of questions before Saturday."
"I guess," Ashley nodded.
"Plus, I believe you are both expected somewhere else very soon," Megan said, looking at her watch.
"Oh, shit," I said. "What time is it?"
"Almost time to begin the night of your lives," Megan predicted.
"May we go, Mistress?" I asked.
"Of course," Megan nodded, standing up and pulling Ashley up. She leaned up and kissed her. The kiss was soft and tender. When she broke it, she smiled, "I'll see both of you later tonight."
"You'll be there too?" I asked, as Ashley stared at Megan in a complete state of arousal.
"Of course," she nodded, walking over to me. "The Governor's parties are legendary." She leaned in and kissed me too. Then she broke the kiss and said, "Now, go. The Governor does not appreciate tardiness."
"Yes, Mistress," both Ashley and I said in unison.
Once back outside, Ashley summed up everything in one word: "Wow!"
I laughed, "Somehow life got a lot more complex."
"That's such an understatement," Ashley laughed back, taking my hand.
"You don't have to submit to Mistress Megan for me," I said, looking into her eyes.
"I know," she nodded. "But it's not for you, I want to do everything with you."
I smiled.
She then added, "Plus, she's pretty impossible to resist."
"That she is," I agreed.
"I also understand that we must obey Karen," Ashley said.
"No, you don't, just I do," I pointed out.
"No, I'd been submissive to her before you," Ashley said. "She's been very good to me overall. Plus, without her I never would have found you."
I smiled, my heart going all pitter-patter at my girlfriend's sweetness.
We saw a limousine pulling up in front of my house.
I asked her, eyes twinkling, "Well girlfriend, ready for an adventure?"
"I'm ready for anything as long as you're by my side," my girlfriend replied happily, squeezing my hand. Life is good!
Hand in hand we walked to the limousine, a uniformed driver opened a rear door for us, waved us in as if we were royalty and then we cuddled together as the teenaged lovers we were as we silently awaited whatever was next.
When we arrived at the Governor's mansion and our driver had flourished us out, I asked, "Ready?"
"No," Ashley said, "but I am darn curious."
I laughed, "Good word choice, Alice."
Hand in hand, we walked, no, proceeded up the walkway to the mansion and one of the largest front doors I'd ever seen, to be greeted by likely the prettiest woman I'd ever seen in real life. Blonde, blue-eyed and big-breasted and with a dazzling smile, I felt we were in the presence of perfection.
She greeted, "You must be the servers for tonight."
"I think so," I answered.
"Very, very cute," she smiled, checking me out.
"You're very, very perfect," I countered, flirting... something I wasn't very good at.
Ashley added, "You look like you just stepped out of a magazine."
She laughed, and shrugged, "It's just how I've always looked." After a moment, she added, "Come on in. We need to get you fixed up and into your evening attire."
"Okay," Ashley and I both said, looking each other and both mouthing 'Wow!'
From behind, she was just as perfect. A tight ass and great legs in beige nylons and walking gracefully in five-inch heels.
She led us down a long high-domed hallway, up a grand flight of stairs, down another long hallway and then into a room which, like the Governor's bedroom had been, was bigger than my entire house.
She faced us and gave us a formal little bow, not obsequiously but just to set an elegant tone. Ashley and I released each other's hands, stood very straight and returned the courtesy.
"My name is Chanel, and you young ladies are to do as I say this evening. Not in any major way, but I'll be preparing you for your duties and tell you where to go, that sort of thing."
I thought to myself, Of course she would be a Chanel and not some common name like Betty. Speaking on behalf of the aforementioned 'young ladies' I returned as elegantly as possible, "I'm Jenny and this Ashley. We will be hap... um, shall be delighted to do, um, to abide by whatever you say, Miss."
Chanel gave us a disarming giggle and assured us, "You can relax a bit, we don't have to be all that formal with each other, we're just the help."
She continued, "I'm to prepare you for this evening. Who wants to be gotten ready first?"
"I do, I guess," I offered, more relaxed, but still unsure what the plan was.
"Good," she said, "please stand right here, may I touch you?" I nodded my assent and with no further preliminary she began to undress me. Not impersonally, but as an appreciative lover, bestowing constant little kisses and caresses all over me, paying special attention to my breasts and other points of interest as she uncovered them.
My body trembled as I glanced over to Ashley, who was watching closely, her eyes very wide.
Once I was down to my thigh highs, Chanel dropped to her knees and sensuously rolled my stockings down my legs. Once I was completely naked, she blew a stream of moist, cool air onto my wet pussy and explained, "One of my duties is to get you off as part of your preparation. The Governor doesn't wish you ladies to be distracted by any unnecessary sexual tension as you begin the evening."
"Um, okaaaay," I moaned, as she began licking.
I reached towards Ashley for some support and she came over first to steady me with a hand, but soon she was caressing my cheek and my sensitive breasts and kissing my lips as I supported myself with my hands on her steady shoulders and this blonde goddess got me off.
We both looked down to watch, mesmerized that the most beautiful woman in the world was willingly on her knees licking my pussy; and her tongue was doing wonders. I don't know if it was her beauty, the situation, or her tongue... likely all three... but my orgasm grew quickly.
She purred, "You taste so sweet, Jenny," as she slid two fingers inside me.
She found my g-spot in seconds and began drumming her fingers on it.
"Oh God," I screamed, holding tight to Ashley's shoulders. The double simulation on my clit and g-spot was too much and I came hard! She lapped up my cum and then stood up and kissed me, but only briefly, like a punctuation mark.
Breaking the kiss, she turned to Ashley and said playfully, "Your turn, sexy. May I touch you?"
"You bet!," Ashley grinned, although looking as stunned as I did, as we released each other so Chanel could undress her in the same attentive and stimulating fashion as she'd done me.
While my girlfriend and I again kissed and embraced each other and Ashley held onto me for dear life, Chanel replicated her pussy pleasing on her, and she also came rather quickly from Chanel's talented fingers and tongue.
Chanel stood up, gave us each a brief kiss, briefly used some baby wipes on our pussies, pointed to a bed across the cavernous room and ordered, "Both of you please put on the outfits laid out on that bed for you."
"Yes, ma'am," I said, wanting to show her our submissiveness and maybe get the privilege, hopefully with Ashley's help, of returning the favour.
"Ma'am?" she chuckled. "I'm only nineteen."
"Sorry," I apologized.
"It's okay," she smiled. "Like you I'm submissive, so I can empathise with your desire to please people."
"Well, you certainly know how to please," Ashley complimented her earnestly.
"As I imagine both of you do as well," Chanel said, as she pointed to the outfits on the bed, which were clearly maids' outfits. Since I was noticeably shorter than Ashley, it was obvious which outfit was for whom.
We both put on black thigh highs with seams down the back of the legs, black skirts and white blouses... and not surprisingly after Megan's hints about tonight, there weren't any panties or bras.
Once we were dressed, Chanel instructed, "Please follow me."
We did and were led across the large room to a walk-in closet containing hundreds of pairs of shoes.
Ashley gasped, "I'm in heaven!"
"Didn't I just take you to heaven a few minutes ago?" Chanel quipped.
"That you did," Ashley laughed.
"Happy heel hunting," Chanel said, before adding, "The Governor would prefer you each in four- or five-inch heels, but will understand if that isn't something you'll be comfortable walking in. You'll be on your feet most of the night, so don't be martyrs."
Ashley giggled, like a kid in a candy store, "Shoes!"
I nodded, "Okay."
"By the way, choose wisely, as you're welcome to keep whatever pair you decide on as a gift," Chanel added.
"No way!" Ashley gasped, as she headed into the closet 'shoe store'.
For fifteen minutes we were like Barbie girls as we tried on dozens of heels.
"How can I possibly choose only one?" Ashley asked.
"How many would you like?" asked a voice from behind us.
Ashley froze.
I turned around in a pair of gorgeous but awkward[A1] five-inch red heels and greeted, "Hi, Governor Greene."
"Hi, Jenny," the Governor greeted, dressed in a classy black dress as she walked over to Ashley and gave her a brief hug. "And you must be Ashley."
"H-h-hi Governor," Ashley stammered, as she shook her hand.
"Are you two enjoying yourselves?" she asked.
"It's like a dream come true," Ashley said, gushing.
Governor Greene smiled as she asked her, "Meeting me, serving at a gala fundraiser tonight or trying on shoes?"
Ashley, blushing bright red, admitted, "All three, ma'am."
"Your girlfriend is adorably cute, Jenny," the Governor chuckled.
"I couldn't agree more," I smiled, winking at a befuddled, star-struck Ashley.
"You two are both so cute," the Governor smiled. After a pause she asked, "Can't you choose just one pair, Ashley?"
"It's like trying to pick only one flavour of ice cream," Ashley said.
"Mmmm," she purred, "I do enjoy a variety of flavours."
I knew her message was naughty, but Ashley didn't catch on.
I added, enjoying a variety of flavours myself, "Spice is the variety of life."
"That it is," Governor Greene nodded, before offering, "each of you can keep three."
"Thank you, thank you, thank you!" Ashley burbled, as if she had won the lottery.
"That's very generous," I said.
"I can be very, very generous," she smiled back, giving me a sly wink.
Ashley was still oblivious to the naughty innuendos that were being tossed back and forth as she focused on her shoe selecting.
Governor Greene added, "So, you two will be servers for the fundraiser."
"Okay," I nodded.
"And although you may both receive some attention from the guests," she continued, "you're both off limits until after the auction."
"Okay," I agreed, curious to know what kind of auction it was.
But Ashley wanted to know, "Off limits?"
The Governor explained, "You'll have to put up with it if they pat your cheeks or your bottom, but they'll have to wait before taking any further liberties with you, and even then it's up to you what to allow. There's a fine line between sexual harassment and sexual freedom, but we do draw one here: no means no, no matter who they think they are. But bottom patting and even cheek pinching top and bottom are assumed to be okay, so if you object to those you'd better tell me now."
"Oh," Ashley blushed, "no, I guess that will be all right, Mistress."
Governor Greene handed me a sheet of paper. "I hate to have you sign this, as I trust you completely. But my legal affairs manager insists on all people here signing it."
"What is it?" I asked.
"A non-disclosure agreement," she said. "Essentially, what happens in my house, stays in my house. It also mentions what I just said about bottom patting. It's very thorough, but not sneaky."
"Of course," I nodded, signing it without question.
Ashley signed one too and Governor Greene announced, leaning in and kissing me briefly, "Ten minutes." Ashley was too busy looking at shoes to notice.
Once she was gone, I joined Ashley and we finished selecting our shoes.
I slid on a pair of black four-inch open-toed heels, and also selected a five-inch pair of black heels and a four-inch pair of gold ones.
Ashley picked all five-inch heels in black, red and lastly purple, a colour I couldn't fathom anyone ever wearing except to a formal wine tasting.
With both of us wearing our new black heels, I asked, "Ready?"
Ashley joked, "I kind of feel like Alice about to drop into Wonderland."
I smiled, as she referenced one of my favourite books, "Well, at least there'll be two of us this time, and nobody screaming, 'off with her head'."
I won't bore you with the details of the next couple of hours. We served food and drinks to over a hundred impeccably-dressed women, including some I had seen before at Le Château Club, many high-end women, a few celebrities, and, as she'd promised, Mistress Megan.
A couple of women, well seven actually, which is a more than a couple, gave me business cards, a dozen either squeezed my ass, pinched my cheeks or caressed an arm or leg. I was given lots of compliments and couldn't believe how crude women of means could be. Their familiarities also had me incredibly horny and wet.
I was also shocked by the fact that there were events on a make-shift stage where the guests could gamble as part of the fundraiser. They included:
-a pretty college-aged woman on a Sybian, where guests could bet on how long it would take for her to come as she tried to hold off as long as possible (the female version of riding a mechanical bull).
-an older woman being fisted to orgasm (guests again betting on how long to splashdown).
-another woman in her forties I'm guessing, on another Sybian, this time the betting on how many orgasms in half an hour (thirteen turned out to be the iconic lucky number). I wanted to go and ride that toy.
-a parliament of sorority sisters (think peafowl) who competed to see who could come first while ass fucking massive dildos suction-cupped to the floor (I couldn't fathom ever doing such a thing).
My pussy was on fire by the time Governor Greene finally appeared onstage with a microphone.
"Good evening ladies, and I hope you have enjoyed the festivities so far," she opened.
There was polite clapping.
"This fundraiser is very important as all proceeds go to a very good cause," she said, and after pausing for dramatic effect, "the cause of electing the first female President of the United States."
The crowd erupted. I gasped... my hero was going to run for President!
The crowd clapped enthusiastically for several minutes it seemed, before the Governor could finally speak again.
"And tonight, we have five special auctions where all the proceeds will go to my campaign," she continued.
More applause. I felt like I was at a rock concert.
"Up first, a weekend as a submissive at my old alma mater, Athabasca Conservatory of Advanced Athletics. You will serve as the complete submissive for the entire sorority, pleasuring so much young, fresh pussy that you will likely never want to leave," the Governor announced.
Instantly, a woman called out, "One million."



My mouth dropped open. She didn't really mean a million dollars!
"One and a half," someone else spoke up.
I glanced over to Ashley who looked as stunned as I felt. I mouthed, 'Holy shit' and she nodded.
In the end, a pretty, slightly chubby woman in her early thirties I guessed, paid 2.35 million for the privilege of being a submissive to an entire, very athletic sorority. I was in awe... and a bit jealous.
The Governor said, "That was very generous, Tiffany. I imagine you are in for the weekend of your life."
"I hope so," Tiffany replied with a big smile.
Governor Greene continued, "Our second auction has become a tradition over the past few years. A lifetime head-of-the-line pass to Le Château Club as well as to Big Rosie's legendary sweet black pussy. A pussy, I might add, I have myself savoured many times."
"Who hasn't?" someone called out, prompting a roomful of laughter.
I smiled to myself, recalling being at the Le Château Club just two weekends ago and tasting that same heavenly nectar for myself. As Big Rosie sauntered onstage and reclined on a couch, my mouth watered at the memory.
"Who wants to munch on my cunt right now?" Big Rosie asked.
Lots of women yelled "Me!", but it was Candace Carter, a TV Celebrity, whom I had seen at Le Château Club (Bedding the Babysitter Chapter 2) who quickly rushed up to Big Rosie and buried her face between her legs.
The Governor laughed, "Candace is obviously hungry."
The crowd laughed and someone yelled, "We all are for Big Rosie."
"Line up then," Big Rosie moaned, "I'll be right here all night."
"Ten thousand," someone yelled out.
"Don't insult me like that," Big Rosie scolded, as she removed her blouse to reveal her massive tits.
"One hundred thousand," someone else called out.
"Now that's more like it," Big Rosie said.
"One fifty."
"Two hundred."
"Four hundred thousand."
"Four ten."
"Four twenty-five."
"Five hundred thousand," the same woman who'd jumped the bidding from two hundred thousand to four called out.
Rosie purred, "Whoever wins the bid also gets to replace Candace tonight."
"Five twenty-five," a large but pretty redhead called out.
"Five fifty," the other bidder, a slim, young Asian woman, quickly upped the ante.
The bidding went back and forth, until the Asian sighed and said, "Fuck it, a million."
"I'm out," the redhead said.
"Any last-minute bidders?" Governor Greene asked. "No? Going once, twice and sold to Mrs. Ash."
Applause broke out as Mrs. Ash walked up to Candace and ordered, "Move over bitch."
Candace ignored her, continuing to lick Rosie.
The small Asian pulled Candace by the hair and Rosie laughed, "Ladies, there is enough Big Rosie for everyone."
"What the fuck?" Candace snapped, ready to have a catfight by the looks of it.
"I want first dibs," Mrs. Ash said.
"Candace was here first," Big Rosie said, always calm and never rattled. "She can finish what she started. Plus, my second orgasm is always worth the extra work."
"Fine," Mrs. Ash huffed, as Candace, looking pissed off, crawled back between Big Rosie's legs.
The Governor joked, "All good things come to those that who wait... like for the first female President."
The crowd roared with approval.
"Before I continue, I have to thank you all for being here, for supporting me over the years, for supporting the lesbian community, and for your incredible generosity today. This next auction is, believe it or not, not sexual."
There were mocking boos.
"But I think you will like it," she continued. "You will accompany me as my guest at the upcoming Oscars."
Gasps again.
"Besides being my plus one, which if you wish can include some very authentic snacks, if you know what I mean, and I know you know what I mean, you get a first class flight, luxury hotel accommodations, and access to the after party," she explained.
"Will I only get to eat your pussy once, Governor?" someone yelled out.
"No, I'll be an all-you-can-eat buffet," the Governor quipped back.
"Five hundred thousand."
"One million."
"Two."
"Three."
"Four."
"Six."
I couldn't believe all the money being thrown around, yet I also could understand, having recently spent an entire night with the Governor myself, why someone would pay so much for such a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity.
I ran out of champagne and headed off to get more. By the time I returned, the bidding stood at nine and a half million dollars.
"Sold for nine-and-a-half mill," Governor Greene declared, before adding, "Carissa, you and I will have a lovely time."
"Oh, it will be a lot more than lovely," the drop-dead gorgeous brunette crooned. I recognized her face from somewhere, but I wasn't sure where.
"Up next is something different," the Governor declared. "Something I have never had the opportunity to offer before." After a pause, she explained, "The winner of this next auction will be flown to California and take part in a professionally filmed porn movie where you will make all the calls. You may star in it if you wish, you may direct it, you may cast it; you may even write the script, although as you all know," she added tongue in cheek, "writing a porn script requires real talent. The film when completed, can be a souvenir just for you or released worldwide. Again, that is completely up to you."
"One million."
I resumed handed out drinks, many becoming empty very quickly as the porn movie bidding increased, although by this time the bids were growing in smaller increments.
I was suddenly so busy, both serving drinks and being pinched, that I didn't even hear what the final bid was. I did wonder how fun it might be to script and star in a movie about my journey from shy babysitter to cheerleader submissive to whatever I was now.
"And last, but certainly not least, the final auction is for your own live-in submissive for one year," Governor Greene revealed.
There were gasps throughout the crowd.
"And, if all goes well, you may arrange with the pet if she's still willing, for the arrangement to become permanent," she continued. "The only condition for this one is that she is a lesbian and will not have sex with any men in any form. On the other hand, you may share her with your female friends and family as you wish. Please welcome... Sarah!"
It was the same woman I had seen first on the Sybian. She was beautiful and was now completely naked. Her figure was athletic, but her musculature was encased in just enough soft flesh that the effect was of a gorgeous woman just bursting with sexuality.
"Two million," someone yelled out as soon as they saw who the live-in pet would be.
"Four," another said.
"Twenty," a very famous ex-teen star, Jessica Jones, who had earlier squeezed my ass, called out.
The roomful of women gasped. This bid was a lot higher than any of the others!
The Governor looked shocked as well.
Are there, um, any further bids?" The Governor asked. "Going once, twice..."
"Twenty-one," another big movie star, the ever-present tabloid cover girl Brittany Banes called out.
The ex-teen star's big smile faded. The spotlight had moved on as quickly as it had shined on her. "Twenty-two," she said, glaring at her fellow movie star... both of them once co-stars in a Disney movie.
"Twenty-five," Brittany upped, her smile wide and this obviously being about more than just the girl onstage. But she was having fun with this; Jessica was not.
"Twenty-six," Jessica said, her glare enough to make almost anyone back down, except apparently Brittany.
"Twenty-seven," Brittany quickly bid.
"Twenty-eight."
"Twenty-nine," Brittany sang out, literally all sing-song.
"Thirty million!" Jessica declared.
Brittany smiled, blew Jessica a kiss, and said brightly, "I give up! I think I've spent enough of your money today, Jessie darling."
"No more?" the Governor asked. "Going once, twice, sold. Thank you, Jessica for your very generous donation."
"It all goes to a good cause," Jessica smiled, shifting back into fake I'm-so-nice mode.
I went over to Ashley and she said, "This is still like Alice in Wonderland, but now I think I'm in a porn version!"
I asked, an idea already spinning, "Want to join the cast?"
"What? How?" she asked.
"We can offer to be pets together to the highest bidder for a single night," I suggested.
"No way!" she gasped. Not in a 'No way in hell' way,' but rather in a 'G'wan, you're not serious?' way.
"Sure," I shrugged. "It'll be fun! It will be something we can do to raise funds for Governor Greene and it will be something we can share just between the two of us. Plus with whoever wins the bidding, of course."
"Fuck it, I already feel like the Mad Hatter," she laughed.
I grabbed her hand before she had time to change her mind and tugged her up to Governor Greene, who was chatting with Jessica Jones.
She saw us and I said, "Ma'am, may I offer you something? I mean something specific?"
"Sure, Jenny," she smiled, happy for an excuse to break away from Jessica, who was being nice on the outside but still obviously seething on the inside.
"We want to go up for auction as a one-night pair of lesbian submissives," I offered, while Ashley nodded her enthusiastic agreement.
"Really?" she asked, surprised.
"I believe in the cause," I explained, before adding, "and I'm damn horny."
"And you, Ashley?" the Governor asked.
She joked, "Can I get an extra pair of heels if I agree?"
The Governor roared with laughter, "You can have a dozen!"
"I love you," Ashley gushed to the Governor.
"Hey," I pouted playfully.
"Don't worry, I love you best," Ashley smiled.
"If I auction you off it can't be for tonight, but for a full evening and night on some weekend mutually agreed upon, and you may have to be flown to her, whoever she turns out to be," she explained. "First class or private jet and at her expense, of course."
"Oh, that could be a problem," Ashley said.
The Governor clarified, "I could talk with your parents and have them believe you were working with me on the early aspects of the campaign. That would be technically true, since the money would be a great help."
"I want to work for you on the campaign," I pointed out.
"Well, that just makes the story easier to sell," she incorporated. "So are you girls in? Are you sure?"
"Yes!" we nodded in unison.
"Okay," she nodded, as she went back up to the microphone and said, "Ladies, we have one last surprise auction and it's a great one! It's a buy one submissive, get another free deal." After a pause, she continued, "My two maids tonight, two pretty eighteen-year-old high school students who are just beginning to explore their true sexuality as lesbians, have willingly offered themselves to be a pair of submissives to the highest bidder. This will be for a single night on a weekend mutually agreed. Since they are new to this, they will require safe words, but you can trust me that they won't use them frivolously."
Clapping erupted and Ashley and I, still in our maid outfits, went and stood beside her.
"As you can see, they're gorgeous and trust me, they were born to serve," Governor Greene said.
"One..." Brittany Banes announced and after a dramatic pause added, "...million."
My mouth dropped open. I'd been hoping for maybe a couple of thousand.
I glanced at Ashley. Her mouth was hanging open too. Not to mention, this was the super celebrity Brittany Banes.
Governor Greene seemed less surprised as she asked, "Any other bidders?" The opening bid had shocked the room it seemed, and soon the Governor was saying, "Going once, twice, sold."
Brittany walked over to us and said, "Hi ladies, I'm Brittany."
"We know," Ashley gasped, totally star-struck.
"I'd be super excited to have you two come and meet me on my movie set as soon as you can," she said.
"Really?" Ashley asked, sounding fourteen, not eighteen.
"For sure," she nodded. "You can see what happens behind the scenes, both on the set and in my trailer."
"That would be great!" I agreed, catching the innuendo and looking forward to it.
"I have to head out early tomorrow morning to Los Angeles and have to leave this fun night earlier than I'd like to, but I want you two down for a couple of days," she said, sounding so sweet.
Governor Greene interrupted to point out, "Your winning bid buys you only one day."
"I'll pay a million per day as long as they stay with me," Brittany said. "It's for a good cause."
"Well, in that case, they can stay for as long as they like," Governor Greene said, before adding with a laugh, "I've become their pimp!"
"I can't believe you would pay that type of money just for us," Ashley said.
Brittany smiled, "Oh, you two are absolutely delicious, and I hope to find out just how delicious very, very soon."
My pussy leaked as I listened to Brittany's very blunt innuendo and watched her kiss my girlfriend.
She then turned and kissed me too.
When she broke the kiss, leaving two stunned star-struck teens totally speechless and almost breathless as well, she said, "I'll get your contact information from the Governor."
Then she was gone.
The Governor asked, "I know you two likely have to get home soon, but if you would like to stay, things around here are about to get a little crazy."
"It is a school night, but I think we have some time," I said.
"I know we have time," Ashley corrected me.
"Great," the Governor smiled, "now please enjoy yourself. And your limousine will be outside waiting whenever you're ready to go."
I noticed there was a lengthy line for Big Rosie and a few others were creating their own play time. The Governor explained, "Sometimes these things turn into orgies."
"Wow," Ashley said.
I joked, "We may never want to leave."
The Governor laughed just as I felt someone grab my hand and say, "Come here, now."
I looked at Ashley, whose mouth was wide open as I turned around and saw it was Jessica Jones pulling me away.
I followed as the Governor was asking Ashley, "Want to earn one more pair of heels?"
I was led to a large sofa where a busty blonde was being fisted by the Asian woman from earlier, whose name I'd forgotten.
Jessica swept off her wraparound designer dress, revealing only a garter-belt and stockings, plus of course her drop-dead-gorgeous body and said, "I'm fucking horny and I want someone I can use for a bit."
"Okay," was all I could muster, as I stared at the body of an actress I admired, although she had gone a bit too Miley Cyrus since she'd turned legal and began trying to break free of her squeaky-clean Disney image.
"Stop staring and get licking," she ordered, as she sat on the other edge of the couch from the fisting and spread her legs.
"S-s-sorry, I stammered, realizing she was right: I was staring.
I dropped to my knees and buried my face in her completely shaved pussy. As I licked, I realized she also perfumed her pussy, as the scent of strawberries lingered.
"That's it, lick my pussy," she moaned, as she grabbed my head and held me in her wetness before she added, "I've been checking you out all night."
Hearing that a huge celebrity who'd just spent 30 million on an auction for a live-in lesbian had been checking me out was flattering, although part of me realized the obvious: she wanted to have me serve her before I served her rival Brittany.
Of course I was fine with either theory, maybe they were both true. The important part was that I was licking Jessica Jones's pussy! Add that to the fact that I'd already been between Governor Greene's legs and would undoubtedly be performing between Brittany Banes' in the near future and I had quickly become, in my brief time as an out and about lesbian, a celebrity pussy pleaser.
I don't know if I was that good, which seems unlikely, or she was that horny, which tasted like a good bet, but in a couple of minutes she began grinding her pussy on my face and I just kept my tongue extended and tried to please her as best I could as she fucked herself on my face.
She squealed, similar to the high-pitched voice she'd become famous for on her popular television show, as her cum flooded onto my face. Only a little of it hit directly on my tongue as she'd used my entire face, forehead to jaw, to get herself off.
When she let go of my head I eagerly focused on lapping up her cum, wanting to savour every last drop.
As she looked down at me, she told me, "Now that bitch is stuck with my sloppy seconds."
I felt used, but I didn't say anything, instead licking a little more cum out of her pussy.
"You may go now," she said to me still lying there as if I were an expendable servant and she were a Caesar. It pissed me off. Even after the humiliating treatment I'd put up with from Karen and Sabrina, this was different.
I stood up, glared down at her and quipped, "So the tabloid stories are true."
"Pardon?" she asked, surprised by my tone.
"That you're a pretentious, selfish bitch," I responded.
"How dare you!" she gasped.
I don't know what came over me, well yes I do, it was a sudden unexpected rush of dominance that overwhelmed me as I straddled her on the couch, lifted up my skirt to reveal I was sans panties, grabbed her head and shoved it in my pussy just like she'd done to me. I ordered the stunned bitch, "Get licking and get me squealing."
For some reason I knew she would obey, that she was a sheep in wolf's clothing, as she began licking me.
A second rush coursed through me at the thrill of being in charge, of demanding and getting what I wanted. I held the twenty-million-a-picture diva between my legs as she licked me. Obviously she had licked a lot of pussy before, as she was really getting me riled up rather quickly.
The diva teased my clit, parted my pussy lips, and used her tongue like a tiny cock.
The position however was awkward for me and although her tongue felt great, I knew I wouldn't get off like this.
I let go off her head, turned around and plopped back on the couch and ordered, "Now get back here and eat my cunt, slut."
I didn't know if calling her a name would end this brief power shift, but it jumped out before I even had time to realize I was saying it.
She rolled over and willingly moved back between my legs. This time though, she moved her tongue down to my asshole and started licking that.
The Jessica Jones was licking my asshole!
My surreal life had taken yet another surreal turn.
I looked around and saw that Ashley was busy between Governor Greene's legs while a large woman in a pink corset was fucking her with a strap-on.
Around the room women were eating women, women were fucking women; it was indeed a complete lesbian orgy.
The Jessica probed my puckered asshole for a couple of minutes before she moved back to my pussy and licked.
My orgasm built quickly this time, the fact I was dominating Jessica Jones, that I was in the middle of a wild orgy and that the entire night had been a stimulating kink show, all contributing to it.
"That's it, slut, suck my clit," I demanded, this time it being my turn to grab her head and hold her deep in my pussy.
She obeyed, flicking on my clit like a snare drum as I closed my eyes and allowed her to trigger my orgasm. When it went off, my cum flooded onto the famous actress' face. She, like I had, lapped up as much cum as possible throughout the orgasm.
Once I let go of her head, she sat up, and kissed me.
I kissed her back, surprised by the intimate act.
But once she broke the kiss, she slapped me hard across the face and snarled, back in her wolf bitch persona, "Little girl, don't you ever fucking call me a slut again!"
She then marched away as I lay there bewildered and still coming.



I looked over to see Ashley now on her back getting fucked, another woman straddling her face.
I looked around the room and watched the orgy playing itself out in front of me.
Sex was happening everywhere, including a daisy chain that was beginning to form on the floor. Wanting to taste more pussy, I staggered weakly off the couch, picked a spot at random, touched someone's shoulder and asked, "May I join in?"
A spot was opened up as over a dozen women were now in the circle.
I was licking a redhead's hairy bush while an older woman licked my shaved one.
The daisy chain lasted over half an hour, sometimes with us swapping places. I licked four different pussies and I came twice more, before Ashley tapped me on the shoulder and reminded me, "We really need to go."
"What time is it?" I asked.
"Midnight," she answered.
"Oh, shit," I said, as Ashley's school night curfew was eleven.
We went to the room we'd begun in and got back into our own clothes. I asked Ashley, "Have fun?"
"Oh my God, there will never be another tonight!" she spouted.
I nodded, "It will be hard to top this... but it will be fun to try."
"That it will," Ashley nodded as she kissed me yet again.
Breaking the kiss, we finished getting dressed, grabbed our new heels (Ashley needing the very large shopping bag the Governor had thoughtfully provided for her) and walked out together to our limo and driver, knowing that whatever adventures we had in store we would experience together.
THE END of Chapter 8... continued in Chapter 9.
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White Sluts' Club: Bride-to-Be!
"Tonight you can't say no," Becka ordered, like the drill sergeant she often is.
"Yes, ma'am," I saluted sarcastically, already tipsy from three glasses of wine.
Jennie added, "It's your last night of freedom, so you need to make it epic."
"I'm just getting married, not going to a convent," I protested.
"Marriage is worse," Becka, the group slut, countered.
I shook my head as it was never worth the effort to fight with Becka.
Amy asked, "Are we really going to The Pit?"
"Of course," Becka said, "where else would you take a goody-goody like Keli?"
"I'm not a goody-goody," I protested.
"You're so pure you make Snow White look dirty," Becka quipped.
"I can be dirty," I argued, although my fantasies were a lot more sexy and naughty than my real life.
"How many guys have you fucked?" Becka questioned.
"Why does that matter?" I asked. "It's not quantity over quality."
"But it is important to experiment with a variety of shapes, sizes, positions and colours before getting a ball and chain attached to your ankle for life," Becka continued.
"She's not going to jail," Amy said, defending me.
"Marriage is the longest jail sentence possible," Becka protested.
"I'll remember that when you get engaged," Sara quipped, although she was laughing while she said it.
"Hell will freeze over first," Becka said.
"Oh Becka, you talk tough, but you are a softie inside," I teased.
"Enough talk, it's time to slut you up," Becka declared.
"Isn't this outfit you made me wear slutty enough?" I asked. I was in a striped mini-skirt that barely covered my ass, and a tight blouse that showcased rather clearly my small 34B tits.
"Your slut ensemble just needs one more thing," Becka said.
"What's that?" I asked, unable to fathom what else I could possible wear to make this look sluttier.
"Pantyhose," Becka said.
"I don't wear pantyhose," I said with disdain, I hated the feel of them. The rare time I was forced to wear nylons, I wore thigh high stockings.
"Oh, trust me," Becka replied ominously. "You will definitely want them on tonight. Isn't that right girls?"
Jennie who had been silent during the conversation agreed, "Oh, trust me, pantyhose are essential."
I had noticed all four of my bridesmaids were wearing pantyhose earlier, which was strange, but didn't think anything of it. Becka was wearing red pantyhose, which stood out with her all black outfit, but she always liked to stand out. Sara was wearing black nylons, Amy white and Jeannie pink.
"Why is that?" I asked, curious.
"Oh, that is a surprise," Becka coed, handing me a package of beige pantyhose.
"I'm not wearing these," I said.
Sara said, "You can't go in there without nylons on."
"That's the strangest club ever," I pointed out.
"You don't know the half of it," Amy agreed.
"If I'm going, I'm wearing thigh highs," I countered, "I have a pair somewhere in my dresser."
"What colour?" Becka asked.
"Black," I answered. "Why does that matter?"
"Trust me, it does," Jeannie said.
"Girls, what is going on?" I asked.
"Tonight, we are in charge," Becka said, pushing me to the couch. "Now just do as you're told."
"Fine," I said, "I'll be your fucking Barbie doll."
I sat there as Becka put the pantyhose on me while saying, "I hope this club is worth it."
Sara promised, "It will change your life."
Jeannie added, "Yes, you are in for a big surprise," stressing the word 'big'.
Amy quipped, "You will see things you have never seen before."
Becka ordered, "Stand up."
I did and she pulled the pantyhose up and over my ass.
She joked, "I bet you have never even had a good pussy lapping, have you?"
"John is fine," I pointed out, although truth be told I had never come from sex, only with my fingers after (or with the massage wand I had bought online).
"'Fine', what a flattering compliment," Becka smiled.
"Let's get going," Sara said, "I didn't wear black stockings for nothing."
"Yes, you wore them for a very special reason," Becka purred.
"Damn right," Sara nodded.
I was confused by the conversation, but often was and soon we were in a limousine the girls had hired for the night. On the ride, things got even stranger.
Becka said, "Let's play a game."
"What game?" I asked.
"Who is the best kisser?" she said.
"And how are we going to do that?" I asked, even though I should have known.
"You're going to kiss each one of us and declare a winner," Becka revealed.
"No I'm not," I protested.
Surprising me, Jeannie leaned in and kissed me, breaking my short protest. I was shocked, but her lips were so soft that after a moment I began kissing her back. The whole time my head was spinning, 'I am kissing a girl.'
"Next," Becka said, breaking the brief moment of intimacy.
I stared at Jeannie as she moved away and said, "I've wanted to do that for a long time."
"You'd love to kiss her other lips wouldn't you?" Becka teased.
Jeannie, surprising me again, her eyes not breaking contact with mine, replied, "In a heartbeat."
My eyes went big as Amy moved from her seat and kissed me. Hers was sloppier, but again I gave myself to the kiss.
As soon as she moved away, Sara moved in and kissed me as well. She immediately slipped her tongue in my mouth, making the kiss more passionate and urgent. My tongue slid inside her mouth and we explored each other's mouths.
Becka then said, "My turn."
Sara moved away and Becka ordered, "Come to me, Naomi."
So intoxicated with the kissing, I obeyed, moving to her in an almost hypnotic state. Reaching her, I leaned in and kissed her.
She kissed me back, surprisingly tenderly. Her personality is normally so aggressive that I assumed it would be raw...yet I melted into her.
This kiss lasted longer and wasn't stopped until Sara said, "Lesbians, we are here."
Becka broke the kiss and quipped, "I think we may have given you the wrong nylons."
All the others laughed at the strange statement.
"Let's go slut," Becka said, taking my hand. "Time to literally fuck you up."
I thought she meant getting me hammered, which in retrospect she did, but not with liquor as I assumed.
We walked into the club, Becka still holding my hand, and I immediately noticed there were a lot of black men. This didn't surprise me, Becka only fucked black men, something she was very proud of.
I stammered, "W-w-why are we here?"
"To have your bachelorette party, of course," Becka said, pulling me to the bar.
"A round of sex on the beach," she demanded to the black bartender.
"Sure thing, Becka," he nodded.
"He knows your name?" I asked, even though the answer was obvious.
"He knows my cunt too," Becka responded.
"Everyone here knows your cunt," Sara quipped.
"They would know yours too, if you would do more than just suck," Becka countered.
"Yes, once you go black you never go back," Amy added.
"And that goes for black cunt," Jeannie said.
I still thought they were just fucking with me when the shots arrived.
We each took a shooter glass and Becka declared, "To the bride-to-be."
We each downed our shots as a very big, built black man said, "Another round for the lovely ladies and two for the bride-to-be."
"Hey, Jamie," Becka greeted.
"Hey, sexy," he said, leaning in and kissing her. When he broke the kiss, he asked, "So who is the new girl?"
"Naomi," Becka said, "she's getting married next weekend."
"And you brought her here tonight?" he questioned.
"You can't get married and end your life without at least sampling some dark meat," Becka said, looking directly at me.
He chuckled, "That is a pretty good theory." Turning to me, he greeted, "Nice to meet you, Naomi."
"You too," I nodded, in awe of just how handsome he was.
Suddenly an older looking black woman grabbed Jeannie by the arm and said, "Come with me, slut."
"Yes, Mistress," Jeannie replied, following her.
I stared in complete shock as I watched one of my best friends walk away with a much older black woman. She was led to a table with two other black women and my shock doubled as Jeannie dropped to her knees and crawled under the table.
Becka asked, "You really didn't know Jeannie munched cunt?"
"No," I said, still staring in disbelief.
The bartender returned and we each took another shot, while Becka and I did two, Becka taking Jeannie's second shot.
Jamie turned to Sara and asked, "Ready for a load?"
"God yes," Sara nodded.
"Let's go," Jamie said, before turning to me, "I'll be back for you later, sexy."
My eyes went big again as he walked away.
I asked, "Where are they going?"
"To one of the suck and fuck rooms," Becka said.
"Or munch," Amy added, "Don't forget about our Jeannie."
"She almost always ends up under the table," Becka pointed out.
"That is true," Amy laughed.
"I need to go home," I said, realizing what kind of club this was.
"Oh honey," Becka said, handing me a coaster, "the night is just getting started."
I read it and gasped.
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"Holy shit," I gasped, looking down at Amy and Becka's legs.
"That is an understatement," Becka smiled, just as an older looking, very attractive, bald black man joined us.
He smiled and said looking at me, "Hi, I'm Jamal."
"I'm Naomi," I reply, instantly finding this man attractive. I then shook my head slightly, reminding myself I was engaged.
"First time here, I see," he says looking down at my beige nylons.
"Yes," I nodded, before adding, "I had no idea we were coming here."
"Well, I'm glad you did," he smiled widely.
"I'm, um, not here for that," I explained.
"For what?" he asked, as Amy sauntered away towards a younger looking tattoo covered black guy.
"For this," I said.
"Talking?" he questioned.
Becka added, "Our bride-to-be is a black virgin."
"Well, that's a shame," he said.
Becka added, "And it's time to change that."
"Becka!" I gasped. "I'm getting married."
"Which I have told you is a mistake," she said. "But tonight, you promised to do whatever I said."
"But that didn't include sex," I protested.
Jamal slipped his arm around me.
I quickly said, even though I could feel my pussy dampen on his touch, "I have a fiancé."
He laughed as he took my hand and moved it directly to his crotch. He said, "I have something your white boy doesn't."
I gasped as I felt the hardness... the thickness... the length.
I was in utter awe as I forget I was engaged, I forget I was in a public place, and I moved my hand to see how big it truly is.
He said, "Come back to my table, Naomi. You too, Becka."
He took my hand and led me to a table, the whole time I was thinking 'his dick is twice the size of John's.
As I followed, I saw a pretty redhead bobbing up and down on a much older black man. I couldn't see his cock, just her head at a table bobbing.
I glanced back and saw Jeannie's heels poking out from underneath the table.
At the table, he sat down and patted a spot beside him. For some reason I felt compelled to obey and scooted in beside him, my mini skirt riding up even higher.
Becka joined us, and more drinks arrived.
He put his hand on my leg. No more, no less, and yet it was enough to drive me crazy with mixed emotions. I felt guilty for touching his cock, even though it happened so quickly I really had no control over it. Yet, I did have control over my hand remaining there. I felt an incredible amount of lust. Feeling his big cock, curiosity and horniness took over... the three shots and drinks at home not helping the rational, logical side of my brain.
Becka explained to Jamal. "Our bride-to-be here is practically a virgin."
"I am not!" I protested, both because I wasn't and because I didn't want to seem like a prude in front of this stranger.
"You've been with one guy," she said.
"A lot," I pointed out.
Jamal laughed softly, as his hand moved up my leg slowly. "You can't get married having been with only one man. You will always wonder what else is out there."
Becka added, "Especially one small dicked white guy."
I asked, "How do you know John is small dicked?"
"Isn't he?" she asked.
I looked at Jamal and, flirting very inappropriately, said, "He is compared to you."
"I'm flattered," he said, as he moved my left hand and placed it firmly on his crotch.
My face burned red as I grabbed for my rum and coke and downed half of it.
As Becka continued talking about my apparently pathetic sex life, his hand slid underneath my skirt. I don't know why I did it, but I opened my legs wider to give him easier access to my suddenly burning pussy.
Becka saw this and smiled, but thankfully didn't say anything.
Suddenly, Sara joined us, beside Jamal, and saw where my hand was. She smiled and said, "Do you two need to be alone?"
I quickly moved my hand away, somehow feeling guilty to have Sara see me, but not Becka.
Jamal took my hand and wordlessly put it back on his crotch.
My face was burning with shame and lust.
I looked at Sara and saw she had cum on her chin. The night already surreal, I decided to point it out, "You have cum on your chin."
"Do I?" she asked, moving her hand to her chin and scooping up a gob of cum. "The last guy shot quite a load, she added, before casually putting the cum in her mouth.
"Sara loves cum," Becka said.
"Especially cum shot from big black cock," Sara added, as she moved her hand to Jamal's cock and over mine. "Oh my, this gun feels loaded."
Jamal laughed, "It's always loaded."
Suddenly, I moaned out loud as his fingers touch my pussy lips through my pantyhose and panties. I instantly wished I hadn't worn pantyhose as he could be touching my fevered box directly.
"Should we leave you two alone?" Sara asked.
"No," I replied quickly, knowing that I wouldn't be able to resist him if left alone.
Becka, surprising me totally, moved to me, put her hands between my legs and ripped open my pantyhose at the crotch.
I gasped, and asked, even though the answer was obvious, "What are you doing?"
"Just giving Jamal here access to your white box," she matter-of-factly and crudely answered.
I should have done something right then and there. This was getting out of hand, literally, and yet I just sat there as Jamal's finger moved inside my panties and to my wetness.
Sara added, "Just let go and be a white slut for a night."
I moaned again, closing my eyes, as his finger slid inside me. He said, "I think we got another white girl in need here."
I hated the derogatory treatment of women usually, but at the moment what he said was true.
Jamal smiled, suddenly taking control, "Pretty bride-to-be, you are coming with me."
He pulled his finger out of my pussy and offered it to Sara who opened her mouth and sucked my wetness. I stared at yet another shocking act.
Sara smiled and said, "Oh, Jeannie is going to love you."
I said, trying to hold onto some remote semblance of décorum, "I'm not a lesbian."
"Just a slut for black cock," Becka quipped, as Sara slid out of the seat so Jamal could get up.
He took my hand and pulled me out of the booth.
Jamal says, "I'm going to take your friend out back for a quick initiation to black cock."
My face burned and yet I allowed myself to be led out of my seated spot.
Becka said, "Enjoy yourself, Naomi."
I just hung my head, humiliation burning through me as I followed.
A guy said, "You breaking in the rookie?"
"Yep," Jamal answered.
"I'm next, sweet stuff," someone else said, slapping my ass as I passed.
Although part of me was mortified, more of me was undeniably excited.
He led me down a narrow hallway with doors on both sides. Some were open and I saw they had a bed, couch, and sink.
He led us into a room and closed the door. It was a nicer room than a few I had passed.
As soon as the door was closed, he put his hands on my shoulders and guided me down.
I didn't fight it. Instead, I allowed myself to drop onto my knees. My face was now directly in front of his crotch and I didn't hesitate. I suddenly had to see it, to feel it, to have it.
I fished out his cock, even as he laughed, "I thought you may be a little harder to break."
As I pulled out his massive black cock, so long it looked like a snake, he continued, "I was told you would be a hard one."
"This is a hard one," I said, stroking his huge cock.
He laughed, "That it is, my white slut."
Being called a 'slut', even worse a 'white slut' instantly made me feel like one. But I had to have his cock, and instead of responding, I leaned forward and took his thick mushroom top in my mouth.
"Oh yeah, you look hot with nigger cock in your mouth," he groaned.
The 'n' word sent a chill up my back. My father used that word liberally when describing blacks he thought were inferior to whites and I suddenly felt guilt at betraying my Dad. But as I sucked, his cock stretching my mouth, I thought about how wrong Dad was. This felt so right, pleasing a black man. Being on my knees for a black man. Being an obedient sex slave for a black man.
I gagged a couple of times as I thought this, and then decided to let my brain go blank and just focus on the cock in my mouth.
"This is going to be the night of your life," he groaned, as he put his hands in my hair.
I knew there was no way I could take all ten inches in my mouth, it being more than double my fiancé's four and a half inch cock, and yet I wanted to get as much as possible. I also wondered how such a cock would ever fit in my pussy... but I definitely wanted it in me.
After a couple of minutes of sucking, he pulled out and said, "Get out of that dress."
I stood back up and willingly got undressed in front of a man who wasn't my fiancé.
"Bra, too," he ordered, once my dress was off.
I obeyed, my breasts a little small and the one thing I wished was bigger on me.
He went to a desk and returned with scissors.
Suddenly nervous, I asked, "W-w-what are those for?"
"To get rid of your panties," he said, as he moved his hand to my legs, and quickly cut the fabric. "We always keep the nylons on."
"Oh," was all I said, as he pulled the panties out from the pantyhose. He moved the panties to his nose and said, "You are soaked."
I didn't say anything, as I watched him get undressed. He then said, "Ready to be turned into another white cock slut for nigger cock?"
The words were so blunt... so crude... so wrong.
Yet, I nodded, staring at his Adonis like black body, muscles everywhere, tattoos everywhere, and said, "Yes."
"Yes, what?" he asked, as he moved to the bed and lay down.
"Yes, I want your big black cock," I admitted, following him to the bed. Staring at the massive black light house that was guiding me in.
"You want to be a white slut for black cock?" he questioned, as I joined him on the bed.
I nodded, "Yes, I want to be a slut for black cock."




"Straddle me," he ordered, "I love to watch a nigger virgin realize what she really is."
Again his words were racist and inappropriate and yet it turned me on even more. I wanted to have him take my 'nigger' virginity, although there was no way I could say such a word.
I straddled his body, grabbed his pulsing missile and slowly lowered myself on it.
As it stretched my pussy wider than John ever did or even my bigger dildo, my eyes went big. I wasn't sure I could handle such a cock.
I went very slowly, watching the black magic rod disappear inside me.
Suddenly he leaned up grabbed my waist and roughly slammed me on his cock.
I screamed, an intense pleasure and pain coursing through me as all ten inches somehow filled me. "Oh fuck!"
"That's it," he said, looking up at me, as I became lightheaded. "Just allow that virgin pussy, white cock doesn't count, to get used to a real cock in it,"
"Okay," I weakly said, feeling so completely full.
Then after a minute of getting accustomed to being impaled by the huge dick, I wanted to ride it.
He said, as if reading my mind, "Go ahead, slut, enjoy the ride."
If John called me a slut, I would rip his balls off, but when Jamal called me it, it turned me on more. I began slowly riding him, as I leaned forward and put my hands on his muscular chest.
"Oh yeah, fuck yourself like the white slut you are," he groaned.
I moaned, "You love fucking white sluts, don't you?"
"Oh yeah," he groaned, before adding, "nothing better than fresh white mouth, pussy and ass."
My eyes went big at the ass comment.
"Have you ever had a cock in your ass, Princess?" he asked, as I kept slowly fucking him.
All the girls, especially Becka, always called me Princess, and I wondered how much they, probably Becka, had to do with the fact that I was currently naked and riding a black stranger... probably everything.
"No," I admitted, the idea not overly appealing and definitely not appealing with a dick as big as his.
"Well, good white nigger loving cock sluts were born with three holes for a reason, Naomi," he said so matter-of-factly I felt like it had to be true.
Yet, I wasn't a 'white nigger loving cock slut'. Well, at the moment I was a 'white nigger loving cock slut', but this was a one night thing... a last evening wild fling and fuck before marriage. I had no intention of being a regular 'white nigger loving cock slut.'
"Fuck, you are one hot white bitch," he said, as he watched me both ride his cock and likely give confused expressions as I pondered his words and enjoyed his dick.
"Thanks," I moaned, somehow liking being 'one hot white bitch'.
"You're lucky to have a friend like Becka," he said, as he began bucking his ass up to meet my slow movements.
"Ohhhhh," I moaned, before asking, "Why? That is not something most would say about Becka."
"She is saving you before it's too late," he said, as he shocked me by grabbing my hips, pulling me down again on his massive shaft, flipping me over on my back and taking control of the fucking, all without his dick leaving my pussy.
"From what?" I moaned loudly, as he began fucking me. I mean really fucking me. His ten inch cock pistoning in and out of me like a well-oiled machine.
"Yourself," he said, as he grabbed my hands, moved them over my head, and pounded my pussy.
"Hooooooooow?" I asked, the pleasure overwhelming me. This was fucking. What John and I did was kid's play. I didn't know what getting fucked meant until now. To be forcefully taken, used and pounded.
"You were going to marry a tiny dicked white guy, have your two or three white kids and lived bored ever after," he said, somehow able to talk smoothly while slamming into my body with such power my head banged against the headboard.
"He's a g-g-good man," I struggled to say as he kept fucking me, my orgasm rising fast like a DeLorean about to hit 88 miles per hour.
"Does he make you come like this?" he asked, as he moved my hands together above my head and held them with one hand, while he patted my clit with his other.
"Fuuuuuuuuck," I screamed as my orgasm hit and I reached another dimension.
"Come, you slutty white cum bucket," he ordered, continuing to slap my clit and fuck my pussy throughout my orgasm.
"Yes, more," I begged, now knowing that I could reach orgasm from getting fucked, I hadn't been sure I could (I'd read somewhere that many women don't) and that it was the most euphoric experience one could have.
""Never came from white dick did you, slut?" Jamal asked.
"No," I admitted, betraying my husband-to-be once more.
"Tell me how much you love black cock, slut," he demanded.
I was so far gone, so desperate to keep feeling this intense body tingling euphoria, that I babbled, "I love black cock so much."
"Want more?" he asked.
"Yes, more, more," I babbled, not wanting this moment to end. I was going to be his white cum slut for one night. I'd deal with the consequences in the morning.
As he kept fucking me, he leaned forward as if he was going to kiss me, which I didn't want, this was fucking, not intimacy, but then he pressed a button on the night stand.
"Tonight is going to be the best night of your young sex life," he said, as I wondered what the button meant.
"It already is," I moaned.
Suddenly the door opened, and my eyes went big as Jamal held my hands firmly and kept fucking me.
"That was quick," Becka said, entering the room with Sara and Amy as well as a few black men.
"Please leave," I demanded, freaking out.
"Tonight you're the party slut," Becka said, walking over to the bed.
Jamal then grunted and exploded his load in my very fertile womb, "Take my nigger cum, slut."
I moaned, always loving the feeling of cum shooting inside me, "Aaaaaaaaaaaaaah, no," as I worried about getting pregnant.
As Jamal kept fucking me, depositing every last drop of his cum deep inside me, I glanced over and saw all the black men getting undressed.
It was then I knew I was in big trouble.
It was also then that I knew I was indeed in for the night of my life.
Jamal pulled out of me, and I felt my cum and his cum leak out of me. A young guy, about my age, moved over to me, rolled me over onto my side and shoved his cock in my mouth as he ordered, "Get sucking slut, it's party time."
I wasn't really doing the sucking. He was doing the face fucking.
As he did, I felt someone else join us on the bed and move behind me. As I felt hands on my hips, I felt a gush of wetness leak out of me in anticipation, even as I prayed he didn't try to fuck my ass.
Thankfully, he didn't, as I felt a cock slide inside my very wet pussy.
"I can't believe you were right," Sara said.
Amy added, "There was no way I thought Naomi would succumb so quickly, if at all."
"No one can resist black cock once it's in front of their face," Becka said.
And as my mouth and pussy were fucked, I couldn't deny it.
There was no way I would have dropped to my knees for a white guy. I couldn't explain it, but it felt natural to drop to my knees and serve black cock, ride black cock, get pounded by black cock.
"Sara, get over here and eat my box," Becka demanded.
"That's Jeannie's job," Sara protested.
"She is still munching black pussy," Becka countered, before adding, "don't play all innocent for our dear slut Naomi, you love cunt as much as you do dick."
"Fine," Sara said.
I don't know why, but I wanted to see it. I wanted to see Sara between Becka's legs.
"This mouth was made for fucking," said the guy pounding my face, his balls actually bouncing off my chin. His cock, thankfully, was smaller, and although I struggled to get used to the rough treatment at first, I soon relaxed my mouth muscles and focused on it. Meanwhile, the cock pounding me from behind was quite big too and creating pleasure that was stimulating a second orgasm.
"Her cunt is pretty tight too," the guy behind me said.
"It won't be after tonight," someone else said, before adding, "slut, come and get this dick nice and ready for your friend."
Amy responded, "Yes, sir."
Suddenly cum splattered the back of my throat as the guy in my mouth started coming without warning. I swallowed it all the best I could, but I did gag a bit and some cum was spit out as he pulled out. He grabbed my head and roughly pushed it to the mattress and ordered, "Lick up my cum, slut. White sluts never waste cum."
I obeyed, licking up the small gob of cum on the sheets as the guy behind me flipped me onto all fours and began fucking me doggy style which allowed him to fuck me harder and deeper.
"Oh yes, pound my pussy," I demanded, doggy style a position I loved, but which John rarely did. I loved the submissiveness of it, but John didn't understand that and always wanted to look into my eyes when he made love to me.
"Enjoying yourself, Naomi?" Becka asked.
I looked back to see Sara between her legs and moaned, my orgasm close, "God, it's so good."
"What is?" she asked.
"Black cock," I screamed, as my second orgasm was imminent.
"Only real sluts come from getting fucked by strangers in front of their friends," Becka pointed out.
"Says the slut getting eaten out by her friend," I shot back, as I began bouncing back on the stranger's cock, wanting my orgasm to erupt now... this second.
"You'll be between my legs soon too, Naomi," Becka said, as she grabbed Sara's head and began grinding her pussy on Sara's face.
"Oh fuck, fuck, make me cum, pound your white slut," I babbled, the second orgasm not breaking the dam.
"You want my load in that white baby maker?" the guy said.
I finally looked back at him. I saw he was easily in his fifties and didn't hesitate as I moaned, bouncing even harder back on his cock, "Yes, sir, fill my white box with your dominant seed."
And seconds later my orgasm hit just as he shot his load in me.
"Yesssss," I screamed, the second orgasm shockingly just as intense as the first. I had never had two orgasm in a row, even with my fingers or toys. I had no idea I could even reach multiple orgasms.
When he pulled out, I rolled onto my back completely spent and enjoyed the orgasm that continued to course through my very being.
"Yes, lick my cum," Becka demanded, as Sara apparently got her off.
I wasn't allowed to lie there for long. A scrawny nerdy looking black man with a shockingly big cock got onto the bed beside me, lay on his back and ordered, "Get riding, slut."
I weakly got up and straddled him as I joked, "I'm not sure I have much energy left."
He said, "White sluts don't give their opinion."
"Sorry, sir," I said, as absurd as it was to apologize for such a thing as I lowered my well fucked pussy on his nine inch, thin dick.
"Oh yeah," he groaned, "you're one hot white slut."
"Hotter than me?" Becka asked.
"You're different hot," someone said.
Another said, "There's slutty hot and sweet hot."
The entire dick in me, I quipped, "I know which one I am."
"Bitch," Becka shot back while laughing.
"Takes one to know one," I shot back, as I saw another black man, this one older, moving onto the bed with a bottle of lube in his hand. I instantly said, "No anal."
"Shut up, slut," he said, as he pushed me forward and poured lube on the crack of my ass.
Becka said, "Just relax, Naomi. Once you get used to it you are going to become a three hole fuck slut like the rest of us."
"For black cock," Amy added.
"For big black cock," Sara added.
"Don't forget black pussy," Jeannie said, as she came into the room.
A chubby black woman, with huge tits, said, "I'm her first black pussy."
"Of course, Big Rosie," Becka agreed. "You were all of ours first black pussy."
"Please no," I pleaded, pulling myself away from the surreal conversation and back to my own predicament.
"Oh, you will be begging for it in a few minutes," the guy said, as he rubbed his lubed cock up and down my ass cheeks and then pushed against my no entry zone.
As his dick pressed against my rosebud, I clenched my teeth and prepared for the pain.
Then it came.
As I grimaced, the pain intense, he slowly slid his dick inside my ass.
"Relax," Becka said.
"That's easy for you to say," I said though gritted teeth. "You don't have cocks in both your holes."
"I have," she said, "many times. Actually I've had cocks in all three of my holes at the same time.
Jamal said, "We should make that a reality for our newest nigger cum slut." He then moved onto the bed, standing above the nerd who I was straddling, and offered me his flaccid cock.
I thought to myself, the pain making my head spin, 'While in Rome' and took his cock in my mouth.
"Triple slut," Amy declared.
"I never would have believed if I didn't see it with my own eyes," Sara added.
I wanted to say me too, but I had a mouthful of big, juicy cock. A cock still coated with my pussy juices.
"So tight," the guy in my ass said.
"What did you think?" Becka laughed. "She is an anal virgin."
"Was an anal virgin," Amy added.
I kept grimacing, the pain continuing as his cock continued invading my ass.
Suddenly, he said, "All in."
"She's air tight," Sara declared.
"Now fuck the slut," Becka ordered, before adding to me, "Isn't this the best bachelorette party ever?"
Jamal pulled his cock out of my mouth so I could answer, just as both cocks began fucking me.
"Ohhhhhhh," I moaned, the pleasure and pain slamming into each other creating a new unexplainable feeling.
"Answer, slut," Becka ordered.
My head was mush, but I answered as she wanted me to, "Yes."
Becka, in full bitch mode, continued, "Yes, what?"
And as the double fucking continued, the pleasure beginning to override the numbing pain, I answered, deciding to talk dirty, "Yes, I love being a dirty nigger loving three hole fuck toy." I then took Jamal's cock back into my mouth.
Tonight I was a slut and I was going to play the role, enjoy the role, become the role.
"Shit, what have you done to our Princess?" Jeannie asked.
"I've awakened our Sleeping Beauty," Becka said.
And for the next few minutes, three long, thick, hard cocks pumped in and out of my three pleasure holes and I loved it. I hungrily bobbed on Jamal's cock, while I leaned forward and enjoyed the pleasure that a cock in my pussy and a cock pounding my ass brought.
I would never willingly do such an act, never even fantasized such an act, yet now that I was the centerpiece of a black man orgy I didn't want it to end. Somehow knowing my four best friends arranged this, that my four best friends were nigger sluts too, that my four best friends were watching me turn black, only enhanced my pleasure.
I came a third and fourth time from the triple penetration, the pleasure intense and overwhelming as I was fucked to submission.
Then I felt both loads spray in my pussy and ass within seconds of each other as I literally became a cum deposit for black cock. Jamal followed suit, pulling out at the last second and doing something I never let John do, he came all over my face.
Once he was done, I rolled off the cocks and collapsed onto my back... this time completely spent.
"My turn," Becka said.
"Me too," Sara added.
Amy said, "Don't forget about me."
As I weakly looked up, I saw my gangbang had turned into an orgy. A couple more black men were in the room now and all three of my friends had cock in their mouths.
Jeannie crawled onto the bed, moved over me and smiled, "You look completely hot all fucked up like this."
I laughed. "Uh, thanks."
She leaned down and kissed me. It started soft and tender, but then became more lustful.
"Clean her face, Jeannie," Big Rosie ordered.
Jeannie broke the kiss and I watched and felt as she licked the cum off my face.
"I thought you were a lesbian," I said.
"I am," she shrugged, "but I'm also an obedient submissive to all black woman."
"Oh," was all I could say, that not sounding like Jeannie at all.
Suddenly Big Rosie got on the bed, and straddled my face, "It's time for you to taste perfection."
And as her cunt lowered onto my face, I had no choice but to lick.
As I did, I discovered two things:
1. Pussy, at least black pussy, tasted like strawberry wine.
2. Jeannie could really lick a pussy.
I lapped the pussy as best I could in my confined state, even as an unfathomable fifth orgasm began to build inside me at the touch of my good friend's tongue.
As I did, I heard lots of sounds of sex around me:
"Yes, slam that black cock in my asshole," from Becka.
"God, you really can suck a cock," from some guy.
"Oh yes, fill my cunt with your cum," from Amy.
Meanwhile, as I licked, Rosie began to slowly grind her pussy up and down my face. The exotic taste, the intoxicating scent had me hungry for her cum and made me realize I was no longer as straight as I thought I was.
I wondered what Jeannie tasted like. Becka too. I already imagined some of our female only gatherings were going to be a lot different now. Now that I was apparently just like them.
Suddenly I felt a full flood of cum splash on my face and I lapped as much of the excessive cum as I could, not able to get enough of the addicting taste.
When she got off me, Rosie said, "Not bad for a first timer."
I looked up at her, my face literally drenched with cum, and said, "I think I may be a lesbian now."
Rosie roared, "I think you're a bisexual cum slut."
"For black cock and pussy," I added.
"I think we have a lifer," Rosie said, as she walked away.
Jeannie kept licking my cunt and I closed my eyes and allowed the pleasure to take over. And when she slid two fingers inside my cunt and found the g-spot I'd thought was a myth, I erupted instantly. "Fucccccck, Jeannie eat my cunt you dirty fucking dyke." I lifted my ass up, grabbed her head and held her deep in my coming twat.
Becka laughed, "Even Naomi knows who is low slut on the totem pole."
I wondered where I landed then if I wasn't at the bottom.
Jeannie pulled her fingers out, moved up to me and said, "Whenever you want me, Naomi."
"You may have to move in with me," I joked.
"Ready for more?" a black guy I hadn't fucked yet asked.
And even though I was exhausted, I couldn't resist another big hard black cock. It was my day, after all.
I took three more loads in my cunt, two more in my ass, two on my face and one on my tits before the night was over.
I ate out another black woman and finished the evening as us five white girls ended in a daisy chain of pussy munching.
As I walked, bow-legged to a taxi, Becka asked, "So, enjoy your bachelorette party?"
"You know, you fucked up my life completely," I answered.
"Why is that?" she asked, as we got into the taxi.
"Because I can't marry John," I replied, knowing that after tonight life offered me so much more than John could possibly ever give me.
"Why not?" she asked, all innocent.
"Because I'm 21 and need to explore my sexuality," I said, as I leaned in and kissed her.
Sara quipped, "I think we have created a monster."
I broke the kiss and ordered, "A sex slut monster. Now get that tongue of yours in my cunt, bitch."
Becka laughed, "Trying to climb the totem pole are we?"
"Shut up and kiss me," I replied, as I leaned in and kissed her.
THE END
Author's Note:
If you enjoyed and wished such a club existed, you can read another white woman's decent into black cock submission written back in 2014 called White Sluts' Club: Innocent Lawyer.
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Summary: Son takes his sexy submissive mom to a gloryhole.
Review:
This is part three of the Backseat Mommy series.
In part one, Backseat Mommy: A Long Hard Ride, circumstances dictate that Sarah, a mom, must sit on her college-age son's lap for a long drive. As the day progresses she is unable to resist the temptation of riding her son's insistent cock.
In part two, Backseat Mommy: Ass Fucked, Sarah now craves her son's cock and is at his mercy. After willingly taking it in the ass in a truck stop bathroom, she eagerly finishes the job in the backseat of the car as her husband drives through the pouring rain.
Note 1: Thanks to Robert, goamz86, David and Wayne for editing.
If Cory is texting it will begin with a C: and be underlined.
If it is from the mom, it will begin with an M: and be in bold.
Note 2: This story and the entire series was updated in October 2018 with a new edit by Tex Beethoven.
A reminder of how the last story ended: After getting ass fucked in the car, Sarah was in a roadside bathroom cleaning up when her son texted her to check out a link. It was a Craigslist ad:
Horny submissive MILF slut looking to be DP'd.
Submissive three hole cum slut wants to make her double penetration fantasy come true.
Her young Master is looking for one or two men with big cocks who are willing to DP her or even make her AIRTIGHT.
Please send face and cock pictures as we are selective and want to make this special for our horny slut. This is a one-night-only offer. The bigger you are, the more likely we'll be to respond.
Please be serious as this cum slut wants to make a decades'-long fantasy a reality... TONIGHT!!
This will take place at an Edestoon hotel and not begin until after 11 o'clock.
I read and re-read it a dozen times.
I couldn't believe Cory would do this.
I also couldn't believe the rush that went up my spine at the possibility of being double penetrated and just used by some strangers like a cheap slut.
As I finally stood up, unsure how to deal with this new situation, he sent me another text.
C: I got a dozen responses so far.
C: Would you like to try a black cock?
C: Ten inches!
C: And thick!
Oh my God!! This way I could realize two fantasies at once. I had always wanted to fuck a black man. I often read race play stories online and my favourite filmed porn was interracial.
C: Here is his picture!!
I clicked on it and my mouth watered.
Fuck!
Suddenly fucking my son seemed less like cheating... I know, it's absurd, but it's how I felt.
This black stranger with a ten-incher would definitely be cheating.
As I contemplated doing this big black cock, I went to wash up and examined myself in the mirror.
What was I becoming?
And why couldn't I resist being such a slut?
Yet even though I knew I shouldn't... I texted my son:
M: BOOK HIM!!
...
...
...
NOW... Backseat Mommy: Gloryhole Slut
As soon as I'd sent the text, I regretted doing it.
As a wife I knew this was so wrong. I loved my husband. Yet he didn't understand my sexual needs... never had... and I had spent two decades stifling my true sexual self, never truly satisfied.
I began to wonder if love was enough. Was I really willing to spend the rest of my life faking orgasms and being completely dissatisfied with my sex life?
Yesterday my son Cory had awakened a sleeping giant inside me and there was no way she was returning to slumber. These thoughts, as my body calmed down from my recent sex, had me seriously reflecting on the remainder of my life. A life that had been long planned and laid out in front of me... one that prior to yesterday I'd been completely content with... excited even.
But now... now such an insipid existence wasn't good enough. It really had become that black and white.
I knew that this passionate, raw sex I'd been enjoying for the last couple of days, and I had to admit Cory had been satisfying a deep need inside me, even when he'd been driving me crazy by endlessly denying me an orgasm, that all of it... the excitement, the exhilaration, even the frustration... I knew this kind of sex was not only what I wanted, but what I needed. And it wasn't only about the sex. The way my son was forcing me to surrender to him mind, body and soul, was fulfilling a deep-seated need in me I'd always known about, but had never comprehended how powerful it was.
I needed to fulfill the many fantasies... sexual and otherwise... I'd always had but only now saw the possibility of achieving. Yet I needed to be honest with my husband. He deserved better than having his wife sneak out to submit herself as a cheap slut for strangers... of course he also deserved better than a wife who was furtively committing incest right behind him in the car.
Yet you only live once... and I seemed to be packing all my wild, fulfilling sexually submissive explorations into a chance-of-a-lifetime three-day road trip. I refused to deny myself this powerful experience. Therefore, any revelations and subsequent discussions with my husband would have to wait until we were alone. Until after we'd dropped Cory off at his college.
Afterwards I would have years to regret what I had done.
Or years to regret what I had refused to allow myself to do.
I knew it was regret for the things you hadn't done, the experiences you'd denied yourself, that always came back to haunt you... such as in that powerful movie The Notebook.
So, even though I knew what I was doing was wrong, knew it could even end my marriage, I decided in the end not to rescind my slutty decision, not to text my son and tell him to call off this booty call with some black stranger sporting a ten-incher. I decided to ponder my immediate future a bit longer. Would I go through with an orgy? I didn't know. Today's long-denied orgasm finally achieved and it having delivered all the release I'd been desperate for, suddenly I wasn't so excited about achieving the next one in an orgy, even if said orgy was to be orchestrated by my imaginative and masterful son Cory. On the other hand, I also wasn't appalled at the idea. To put it succinctly, I didn't know a damn thing about what I did or didn't want. My mind was as big a mess as my well-used body.
Confused and indecisive, I went and grabbed a nice cold coke, suddenly realizing how parched I had become.
I unexpectedly felt a pair of arms wrapping themselves around me from behind, so I whispered all flirtatiously, assuming it was Cory, "You just can't get enough of me, can you?"
Thankfully, I hadn't said Cory's name or anything else to give me away as my husband replied, "No, I never can."
"Such a horny man," I purred, hiding my surprise as I turned around, wishing he would have shown me this much interest in the past.
"It's your radiant beauty that does it," he answered, sweet as always. He had always been a romantic man, a thoughtful man, even a considerate man most of the time... he just had never been an I'm-gonna-fuck-you-like-a-complete-slut type of man.
His loving words made me feel bad for him again, yet not bad enough to stop doing what I was doing. Deciding to test him, to give him an opportunity I hadn't given him in years, I asked, "Are you horny enough to take me into the bathroom here, bend me over the sink and just fuck me with no foreplay or sweet words? Just ram it in with no thought for my comfort?"
His face went beet red as he stammered, "Um, I, well..."
I interrupted him as I added, "In the ass?"
"Sarah!" he gasped, completely turned off at the idea.
"With Cory gone now and turning us into empty-nesters without a live-in chaperone, I'm expecting you to fulfill some of the manly duties you haven't been fulfilling," I continued, figuring maybe this unplanned episode of taboo sex with my son could perhaps rekindle my sex life with my husband, maybe save a marriage I wasn't sure could be saved.
"Sarah, I, um, what's gotten into you?" he asked, whispering so others nearby wouldn't hear.
"Not enough of your cock," I smiled back, squeezing his cock firmly and finally giving him a meaningful answer to this recurring question. His cock was hard. Promising. "Especially in my tight, neglected butt," I completed my thought.
Sensing his confusion, his helpless floundering for what to say, his clear lack of any ability to give me the answer I was looking for, I just walked away from him before he had the chance to say something we'd both regret, and went to pay for my pop and a bag of chips.
I turned around and saw Alex was still staring at me in shock. My assessment was correct: he was incapable of ever giving me what I needed. He didn't even need to say it.
I purchased my items and changed the subject with, "Shall we go?"
He nodded, still attempting to regain his composure, I could tell I'd really shaken him, "Yeah, yeah, I guess we'd better, sweetheart."
See what I mean? He could be conciliatory, but he couldn't ever take charge of me like his son could.
Back in the car, we drove the next couple of hours without any sex. Cory and I both fell asleep with his arms wrapped around my waist, exhausted from our marathon ass-fucking. When I woke up I noticed Cory was on his phone and wondered if there had been any more responses. I hadn't ever told him I might consider his plans for tonight to be a bad idea, so as far as he knew I was 100% onboard with no hesitations whatsoever.
I texted him:
M: Any more responses?
C: Over a hundred.
Trying to be playful, I made a joke.
M: Wow, that would be quite the gangbang!!
C: Is that what you want???
Oh shit! I was just kidding. But what did I really want? Upon reflection I knew for certain I wanted to be double penetrated at some point. I was also curious what airtight meant, I would have to ask him. I also was intrigued by the picture of the black cock he'd sent me. Yet a gangbang was an entirely different thing... or was it? Funny, now that I'd had a little time to recover from my latest super-charged orgasm, I was again leaning toward getting dp'd or more by some total strangers, and why not tonight? I really was becoming a slut. I was even revelling in it. Years of domesticated housewifery had mellowed me, but now I was rediscovering my true sexuality.
M: I probably wouldn't refuse such a thing. What do you want me to do, Master?
C: It's your night, Mom. I'm not deciding this time. What do you want?
There it was. Completely in my hands. I contemplated this for a few minutes. If I was going to continue cheating, I may as well go all in.
I hadn't yet answered when Cory added:
C: Want to read the responses?
He handed me his phone and I couldn't believe how many were there.
I clicked on the newest one:
19-year-old college student. Eight-inch cock. Would love to fuck that ass of yours.
Although I liked his age... I wanted studs who were energizer bunnies and could quickly reload. But I also preferred someone who put a little more thought into his response.
I clicked past a few that were generic 'What's Up?' or 'Found anyone yet?' or 'Here's my dick.'
I wanted to be impressed and oddly, to be wooed by my Craigslist suitors. I know, ironic considering I was contemplating being treated like an objectified slut and getting double penetrated or more with absolutely no consideration for my admittedly brilliant mind.
I then typed on his notepad, recalling a term from earlier I still didn't know:
M: What is airtight?
I showed it to him and he took the phone and typed. When he was done he handed it back to me.
C: Airtight is when all three of your holes are filled completely, thus AIRTIGHT! But you're not truly airtight since you can breathe through your nose. No danger of asphyxiation.
I nodded. That made complete sense and as usual of late, it turned me on completely.
Eventually I handed Cory his phone back with one final text for him, deciding fuck it, I was going all in:
M: Get a few big cocks for me, baby. But only a few, not a hundred.
We drove in relative silence as I pondered what I was becoming.
I had willingly cheated on my husband... with our son... in the backseat of our car. For two days straight.
I was now willingly agreeing to cheat on my husband... with strangers... in a hotel room.
I sighed. The longer I thought about it, the more I began to doubt my decision. Not so much about fucking Cory; no, I wouldn't take that back for the world, and I knew I'd do it again the moment he was ready. I was undoubtedly a slut for my son now and forever, no question. But fucking total strangers?
Alex broke into my thoughts by asking, "You guys want to go for a nice supper when we stop for the night?"
"Sure," I agreed, needing to spend some time with my husband face to face, needing to maintain the appearance of a good wife.
"Yeah, I could use a nice meal," Cory added, as he moved his hands from around my waist and down to my pussy.
"You're always hungry," I joked, my assertion having two very separate meanings.
"I'm a growing young man," he asserted right back as his cock flexed under my ass, his response also having two very separate meanings.
Alex agreed, "Yeah, our grocery bill will be a lot cheaper with you out of the house."
Cory agreed, his finger leisurely tracing my pussy lips, "Yeah, I'll definitely miss Mom's home cooking. Yours, not so much."
I almost erupted with laughter at his nasty innuendos. Both of them, but especially at the image of Cory sucking off his father... distastefully.
"Which is why I don't often cook," Alex agreed equably. "But we'll always have Mom's home cooking for you whenever you come home to visit," Alex offered.
I bit my lip to avoid laughing at what Alex was unknowingly offering his son!
"Yeah, I plan on eating a lot of home cooking when I come home to visit," Cory agreed.
I added, "Well, you don't always have to come home; I'll have to come out and visit you sometimes and bring along some tasty meals for you to enjoy."
"I would love that," Cory said, his finger now parting my pussy lips, causing them to greet him with some welcoming moisture.
Alex said, "I imagine cafeteria food won't be anywhere near as good."
"Nothing tastes as good as Mom's," Cory responded, my face burning red because of his tantalizing finger and the surreal conversation we were having.
An 80's song came on that I didn't recognize, but Alex did, so he started singing along and the conversation came to an end.
Cory used the song's distraction to lift up my ass and slowly ease my pussy down onto his cock.
I moaned softly, "Sick of my ass already?"
He laughed, "Just want to make sure all three of your holes get the equal attention they deserve."
I laughed, "That's very thoughtful of you. What a considerate son."
And for the next while, I just sat there with his cock buried deep inside my pussy. I didn't need to ride it. I didn't need him to fuck me. I was content just to have him inside me. Maintaining our connection but doing what he wanted.
"Half an hour," Alex announced.
"Good, because I'm famished," I said, my stomach growling to inform me it needed more than just cum to keep it satisfied.
"Me too," Cory added, "all this sitting around back here is improving my digestion so much I'm getting hungry a lot faster."
Alex laughed, "Yeah, you're not used to just sitting around, are you?"
Cory concurred, "No, I'm missing my workouts."
"Well, maybe once we check into the hotel you can go for one," Alex suggested.
"I definitely should," Cory agreed, as he tapped my clit significantly.
I took that as a signal to start riding him. Instead of bouncing though, I ground my pussy on his cock, moving my hips forward and back... wanting to milk his cock slowly.
"I could use a workout too," I added. "Sitting here these past two days has gotten me kind of stiff." I smirked at my incidental usage of the word 'stiff'.
"I'm stiff right now," Cory bantered.
"Maybe a nice soak in a hot tub would do us all some good," Alex suggested.
"For sure," I agreed, adding, "it would definitely loosen me up a bit."
"I imagine you are pretty tight being stuck back there," Alex added.
I could barely hold back from roaring with laughter as I continued grinding on Cory's cock, slowly building the pleasure inside me.
Cory began rubbing my clit, shifting my focus to pleasure instead of idle chit chat.
I began grinding faster and yet another orgasm was quickly on the rise.
But suddenly as my orgasm grew close, Cory stopped rubbing my clit and held my hips in place. He whispered infuriatingly, "To be continued."
I looked back at him and mouthed, "Are you serious?"
He shrugged and went onto his phone.
I began riding him again, wanting to get off, but he grabbed my hips and pulled me back solidly onto his lap. I texted:
M: What the fuck???
He texted back:
C: All good things CUM to those who wait.
I sighed dramatically just as Alex said, "We're here."
"Good," I complained sourly. "My ass is killing me."
"I bet it is," Alex agreed, sounding sympathetic... more oblivious responses to the true meaning behind my words. Keeping him in the dark was a major turn-on, but a small part of me felt really bad for him.
Yet that part of me was overruled by my son's dominance.
I slyly lifted myself off his cock, and then out of the car, as soon as Alex pulled into a parking spot.
Alex laughed at my prompt exit, "You must really need to stretch."
I agreed, even as wetness leaked down my leg, "I have trouble sitting in the same position for too long."
Cory walked past me and whispered, "Good to know."
As Alex checked us in, we learned there was only one room left, apparently a rodeo was in town. We booked it anyway, making me wonder how I was going to get Cory inside me tonight and how the promised gangbang was even going to work. I then shook my head at my skewed priorities. What was becoming of me?
We carried our luggage up to our room and then headed straight across the street for dinner, all of us famished.
At dinner we mostly speculated about Cory's new life at college and the new adventures his higher education would bring. The entire conversation saddened me. I would have been sad regardless of the past two days... but the sadness of empty nest syndrome had been replaced with the sadness of empty ass and cunt syndrome. Absurd, but truly sad.
As dinner ended, Cory requested, "Dad, can I take the car to do some shopping?"
"Sure," Alex nodded. "Your mother and I can go use the hot tub."
"TMI!" Cory joked.
I added jocularly, "Yes, honey, I'm afraid it's true. Your pure and innocent Mommy and Daddy are going to have sex in the hot tub while you're gone."
"Sarah!" Alex gasped, not used to this frank and bawdy side of me.
Cory laughed, "It's okay Dad, I know you two have sex. My very existence is living proof!"
Alex shook his head in embarrassment, handed Cory the keys and said merely, "Please get the car filled too."



"Sure, Dad," Cory nodded, taking the keys.
Once he was gone I suggested, putting my hand on my husband's crotch, trying to use my son's reawakening of my sexuality to improve, maybe even save, my marriage, "So about the hot tub?"
"I could use a soak."
"I could use a cock in me," I whispered back, rubbing his dick.
"Honey," he groaned.
"Let's go," I said.
"Okay," he agreed.
I led him to our hotel room and immediately dropped to my knees, pulled down his pants and took his cock in my mouth.
He groaned, "I thought we were going to the hot tub."
I sucked him for a few seconds before standing up and smiling, "We are. I was just prepping you."
"I'm not complaining," he wondered as he got undressed, "but I have to ask, what's with all the sudden, um..."
"Backseat claustrophobia seems to really get me horny," I answered the incomplete question.
He laughed. "Well, I should make you sit back there every day."
"Why? Are you trying to turn me into a sex maniac?" I joked, knowing I already was one.
"There are worse things to be," he shrugged, putting his trunks on.
"Touché," I laughed.
We went down to the pool and I was disappointed to see lots of people there... way too many to get away with any hot tub sex.
Nevertheless, I whispered sultrily, "Think we can fuck here?"
"Not without lots of witnesses," he said.
"If it weren't for the kids around, I would so straddle you in the hot tub anyway," I teased, before swaying sexily away from him and stepping into the hot tub.
We had a twenty-minute soak, chatting with another couple about great places to visit, before heading back to the hotel room.
Once we were inside, I pushed Alex onto the bed and said, "It's no hot tub, but it'll do."
"What about Cory?"
"I'll text him and make sure he's still busy."
I texted him:
M: Where are you?
He texted back:
C: Buying you something special for tomorrow's ride.
I texted him back:
M: You bad Mommy-fucker! How long until you come back?
C: Fifteen minutes. Don't you dare fuck Dad!! Tonight you're my slut!!
Those assertive words turned me on... again making me wish Alex could be that dominant and aggressive.
I responded, even though I wasn't sure how he planned to fuck me with us sharing a single room:
M: Yes, Master!
I sighed, "Sorry, honey, Cory is already on his way back."
"Shit," he sighed.
I shrugged, thinking Cory hadn't said anything about oral, "But he said fifteen minutes. That's probably enough time to give you an old-fashioned blow job."
"You sure?" he asked.
"I want my dessert," I shrugged, tugging his trunks down and taking his cock back in my mouth.
"Oh God," he groaned, as I bobbed hungrily.
As I expected he didn't last long, not even two minutes, before he warned me, "I'm going to come."
I kept bobbing, swallowing it all, before I sat up and grinned, "Yummy."
"For your tummy," he joked, completing a saying we'd used on Cory when he was a child.
I rubbed my tummy and laughed, "Indeed. Yummy cummy!"
I showered and came out to find Alex and Cory chatting while they watched some sports highlights.
I announced, "Your turn, Alex."
"I think I'll have a bath," he replied.
"Sure," I nodded.
Once Alex was gone and I heard the water running, I asked, "Soooooooo, what did you get me?"
"That is a surprise for tomorrow," Cory said with a smile.
"You know I hate surprises."
"You seem to have enjoyed all my surprises so far," he shrugged, walking over to me.
"True enough," I nodded.
"Bend over," he ordered.
"You want to fuck me with your father in the next room?" I asked, although I was wearing nothing but a robe, so we could be quick about it.
"A better question is, do you want me to fuck you with my father in the next room?" he turned it around, cupping my tits over my robe.
"You're so bad," I moaned, completely at his whim. "You know I do."
Using a wall for balance, I bent over.
Cory stepped up behind me and slid his cock in me. He fucked me rapidly for maybe fifteen seconds before we heard the bathroom door opening.
Cory nonchalantly stepped away from me just in time and turned away to tuck his cock away as Alex came out and said, oblivious to what he was interrupting, "I forgot my razor and shaving cream."
I said, my heart racing from almost getting caught, "It's in your suitcase."
He was approaching the suitcase when Cory announced, "I'm going to take Mom for a drive."
"Oh, where?" Alex asked, as he rummaged through the suitcase.
I walked over to Alex and accused teasingly as I picked up the travel bag he couldn't find, "You really do have man eyes."
He shrugged, "I don't know how I didn't see that."
"You are rather oblivious," I said, taking a shot at him.
"That's why I have you to point things out to me," he shrugged before returning to the bathroom.
As soon as the door was closed, Cory stepped back up to me, bent me over the bed and slid his cock back in my pussy.
I moaned, "This is so dangerous."
"More so than fucking you in the backseat?" he asked.
"Touché," I laughed, as he fucked me.
"Plus, the chance of getting caught is quite a rush, isn't it?" he added.
"A little," I moaned, not admitting how big a rush it was.
"Oh, you love it," he insisted as he continued fucking me... somehow knowing me so much better than my husband of over twenty years.
"Risk or not, I love having you inside me," I moaned, as we heard the bathwater shut off and the splashing sounds of Alex climbing in.
"You'd better be making visits to my dorm," he told me.
"Who would you introduce me as?"
"My slut," he said. Before adding another thought, "Or better yet, my MILF girlfriend."
"Not your mother?" I asked, my orgasm rising.
He laughed, "That may be a little TMI for most people."
"Good call," I agreed.
He suddenly pulled out and said, "Go get dressed. I have another surprise for you tonight."
I sighed, hating when my orgasm was denied, "You'd better finish what you started, young man." I was also curious whether he'd somehow found a way to make my gangbang happen. Horny as I was, I knew I wouldn't resist for a moment if he managed to put me in that situation.
"Oh, I definitely plan on doing that," he smiled, "just not quite yet," as he slapped my ass and added, "Now hurry up, slut."
"Fuck, do I love when you call me names," I said, getting up, squeezing his cock and then grabbing something to wear.
I went into the bathroom to change.
Alex was still lounging in the tub when I walked in, shrugged off my robe and began to put on a sundress.
Alex asked, "A little cool out there for a light dress, isn't it?"
"Maybe," I shrugged, before adding, "but I'm feeling a little bloated, so I don't want to wear jeans."
"Too much 'yummy cummy' in your tummy?" Alex joked.
I laughed at his cutesy question, "Maybe."
"No panties?" he asked.
"My naughty secret, just for you," I shrugged.
"You're so bad," he said.
"Just the way you like it," I winked, as I leaned down and kissed him before waltzing back out.
As soon as I was back in the room, Cory handed me a pair of thigh highs. "You can put these on in the car."
"Yes, Master," I saluted, curious where he was taking me. He hadn't said a word about that, either to Alex or me.
I followed him outside and was surprised to see how dark it had gotten by just after nine. As Alex had mentioned, it had also cooled down substantially.
I asked as we got to the car, "Where are we going?"
"Not far," he said, leaving it at that.
I got in the backseat where there would be more room for me to don my stockings, and Cory took the driver's seat. As he drove, I put on the thigh highs and saw a black bag on the floor. I reached down towards it and asked, "What's in the bag?"
"Don't you dare touch that," he ordered. "That's tomorrow's surprise."
"Fine," I sighed. I then repeated, "Where are we going?"
"To make another one of your fantasies into a reality," he answered.
"You got the gangbang to happen?" I asked, my pussy leaking at the exciting thought.
"Not exactly," he said, before adding, "I think there only being a single hotel room was a sign the gangbang was a mistake."
"How so?" I asked.
"The more I thought about it, the more I wasn't sure I wanted to share your sweet pussy and tight ass with any other guys; I don't even like the idea of Dad fucking you."
"He almost never does," I sighed.
"Good," he said, sounding jealous. "But I did find a way to make another of your fantasies turn into a reality."
"And which one is that?" I asked, as he pulled into a strip mall on the edge of town. My eyes widened in anticipation when I saw it contained an adult store. Maybe with some horny men inside?
"You'll see," he said mysteriously as he parked.
Once we were out of the car he took my hand, which sent a romantic chill up my spine, and led me into the adult store.
I could see quickly that sex toys had advanced immensely in recent years as he led me through row after row of toys and then down a narrow hallway. As soon as we entered a room at the end, I could tell what he had in mind.
I was in a glory hole!
My pussy tingled with anticipation!
I asked, "So you don't want strangers fucking Mommy's cunt, or pounding Mommy's asshole, but you're okay with strangers filling Mommy's mouth?"
"For some reason yes," he nodded. "I am."
I said, "I doubt we'll have much time before your father calls to find out where we are."
"Then let's not waste any." He reached for me, raised my dress over my head to leave me totally naked except for my thigh highs and shoes (I hadn't worn a bra, either) and informed me, "It's time to taste you directly from the source. I haven't had that pleasure since last night."
"Mmmmmm," I purred, "you want to taste your Mommy?"
"I've been craving your authentic home cooking all day," he answered, as he sat me down on a cheap stackable chair covered in cracked plastic, and then knelt down and began to lick me. At the first touch of his tongue we could have been in a palace for all I cared about the surroundings.
"Dine away," I invited him, as I watched him bury his face deeper between my legs.
He licked me for only a moment before I began moaning, as he reignited the orgasm he'd left smouldering in the hotel room. "That's it baby, lick Mommy's cunt."
"Oh God," a voice groaned from nowhere. "Are you two really Mom and son?"
I nervously looked around and noticed that there wasn't one, but two glory holes, each on opposite walls.
I asked the voice, "Hello, young man. Do you want to fuck your Mommy too?"
"Oh shit," the stunned young voice said as I saw a wide-open eye staring unbelievingly at my naked body. (I knew he wouldn't be allowed in the store if he were younger than legal age; we were just roleplaying.)
"Show me your cock, stud," I ordered.
The staring eye disappeared and a small cock popped into view.
I moaned, "Is your cock hard because you're thinking of fucking your own Mommy?"
"God, yes," he purred.
Cory finally rose to the occasion, rising from between my legs, "Go ahead, Mom. Suck his dick."
"Yes, son," I said, playing to our audience of one. "I always obey my son like a good Mommy-slut should."
Somehow talking so nastily, especially in front of a witness, enhanced my excitement as I strolled over to the small cock, bent over, leaving my pussy and ass available for my son should he wish to indulge, and took the small, but very hard, prick in my mouth.
"Oooooooh," the guy groaned.
I bobbed quickly on his cock, easily able to deep throat his not quite five-inch tool.
I liked the thrill of the glory hole, but I hoped to experience some cocks bigger than this one.
"Pussy or ass, Mom?" Cory asked suddenly, his hands on my bare hips.
I took the anonymous cock out long enough to answer, "My holes are all yours son, fuck your mother anyway you'd like."
"You're not really mom and son, are you?" the small-dicked guy asked.
"He came out of my cunt eighteen years ago and now he likes going back in there every chance he gets," I answered bluntly, "he'd live in there full-time if life didn't get in the way," as Cory's cock filled my fevered pussy.
"Fuck is that hot," the guy groaned, as I took his cock back in my mouth, confident he would shoot his load very soon.
And soon he did, spewing his cum into my mouth and down my throat. I bobbed until his entire load was deposited in me and then said, "Thanks, son. Such a good boy."
"Thank you, ma'am," he replied weakly.
Cory kept fucking me for a bit until he mentioned, "There's a cock in the other hole if you're still hungry."
"I'm famished for cock," I answered, as I looked behind me to see a massive black cock inhabiting the hole. I added, "And I've never had a chocolate one."
"I figured you'd like to have your sweet tooth satisfied," he said, as he lifted me upright, his cock somehow staying lodged deep in my pussy as we lock-stepped across the room and arrived next to the long, thick, black cock.
I took my new acquaintance in my hand and gasped, "It's so big."
"Suck it, white bitch," the black man's voice ordered abruptly.
I didn't need to be told twice, as I opened my mouth and obeyed some unknown black stranger with a huge cock.
"Oh yeah, worship my cock," he groaned, before adding, "all you white bitches love it."
I moaned on his cock in agreement, wondering what something this long and thick would feel like in my pussy, or even in my ass.
Cory, unfazed by knowing his was no longer the biggest cock ever inside me, resumed fucking me as he ordered, "Suck that cock, Mom. This guy is two fantasies at once."
I moaned again as both my glory hole fantasy and my black cock fantasy were being realized. Indeed, I was stoning two birds with one cock.
I bobbed slowly, focusing on trying to take more of what appeared to be this nine-inch cock in my mouth, not sure I was capable of devouring it all, but definitely willing to try.
After a couple minutes of sucking and being fucked, the black man asked, as his cock slid out of my mouth and away from the hole, "Do you want all of my cock, slut?"
"God, yes," I answered in hunger.
"Then put your mouth around the hole; I'm going to fuck that pretty white mouth of yours," he ordered.
"Yes, sir," I obeyed.
"And no fucking gagging," he ordered, as his cock pumped back into me. I wasn't sucking this time, I wasn't pleasuring or licking, I was just there. I was no more than a vessel for his pleasure. I closed my eyes and focused on not gagging as his mammoth snake impersonally fucked my face.
I felt so slutty, which only added to the euphoria building in me.
I wasn't surprised when Cory pulled out of my pussy and plunged his cock deep in my ass. It didn't hurt nearly as much this time, and almost immediately the pleasure was growing to replace the small amount of pain. Soon I was being completely filled, joyously, with cocks in both my mouth and ass. The feeling of complete submission, of being no more than a complete whore for two cocks, was exhilarating! I knew that there was no way I could ever go back to the hum-drum existence of my so-called sex life before this road trip.
The double deep fucking in my mouth and ass lasted for a couple of minutes, my orgasm brimming but not erupting with the switch from cunt to ass, before the anonymous black man spoke up again as he pulled out, "I'm really close, slut. So now you can jerk me off. I want you to take my entire load all over that white face of yours."
I obeyed without even room in my brain for a 'yes sir' as all my attention was focused on furiously stroking his cock and waiting for his hot load of cum to erupt and coat my face. A facial was almost the ultimate slutty act, following of course incest and taking it in my shit hole.
Cory kept reaming my back door as I pumped the black cock, noticing my white hand contrasted so dramatically with with his black cock. I also noted my wedding ring, a symbol that now didn't mean so much.
For a brief moment guilt washed over me. That guilt was quickly erased however as the guy grunted, "Here it comes, slut."
Instantly his cum shot out of his dark cannon and splattered all over my face. I closed my mouth on this occasion, wanting to get a complete facial to show to my Master. The virile guy shot rope after rope after rope of cum and I felt it coating my hair, forehead, nose, eyes, cheeks, lips and chin.
"Oh, yeah, take it all," he groaned as if I had a choice.
Once I felt no more cum hitting me, I opened my mouth and took his cock back in my mouth, wanting to retrieve every drop of his cum.
He groaned again. "Shit, are you one insatiable white cum slut!"
I moaned on his cock as I lavishly sucked all I could out of it, even as my son continued pounding my asshole.
When the black man pulled out, he ordered, "I'd better see you in here again, bitch."
I lied, "You can count on it, you big black stud, you."
I next looked rather urgently behind me to my son and said, "Can I come now, Master?"
"Right now, Mom," he groaned; it was obvious he was close too.
I moved a couple fingers into my pussy and rubbed myself frantically while I used the other for balance.
In seconds my orgasm rose like a tidal wave and I screamed, "Yes, baby, Mommy's coming!" A couple of deep ass pumps later, and as my own cum flooded out of me and down my leg, Cory's cum filled my ass.
A few seconds later he pulled out of my ass and I weakly dropped to my hands and knees, not worried about how disgusting this floor was.
Cory said, "We should probably get going."
"What about me?" a new voice said.
I looked back to the first hole and saw a decent-sized hard cock pointing at me, as if calling my name.
"One for the road?" I asked.
The End of Adventure Three...
Coming next in this popular series about the adventures of Cory and Sarah:
Backseat Mommy: Husband's Asleep
Mom gets fucked in hotel room while her husband sleeps beside her.



        "A Shemale Submission": A Lust Story

        Author Jasmine falls for a hot new teacher with a big cock.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/a-shemale-submission-a-lust-story

Title: "A Shemale Submission": A Lust Story

Author: silkstockingslover

Category: Illustrated

Description: Author Jasmine falls for a hot new teacher with a big cock.

Tags: stockings, anal, lesbian, incest, milf, mom, daughter, threesome, shemale, submissive




"A Shemale Submission": A Lust Story
Summary: Author Jasmine falls for a hot new teacher with a big cock.
Note: Thanks to hfernandez1983 for the many pictures used in this story. He spent weeks getting these perfect for the many different scenes I requested. If you like the pictures in this story, please feel free to read the multi-chaptered series Cheerleader Mom and/or read hfernandez1983's own illustrated stories.
Note 2: Thanks to Robert, goamz86, Wayne and cuckdynasty for editing this story.
Note 3: This is a 2016 Valentine's Day Contest Story, so please vote. And although it is indeed an unorthodox and complex love story, it's a love story nonetheless.
Note 4: All fantasies will be done in bold to separate them from Jasmine's much less riveting reality.
Warning: This story is also very, very long (At just over 40,000 words and over 180 pictures)! It is a lengthy story of one of my fantasies, mixed with even more fantasies.
Author's Note in advance on multi-plot story and somewhat pretentious self-indulgence:
Many fans ask me often about my personal life, my writing philosophy and so forth. So I thought I would write a story that embeds one of my BIGGEST fantasies - to be taken by a shemale - and mix it with who I am as a writer and a teacher.
So I apologize in advance if this story at times comes off as pretentious... but it was a chance to write a very complex story, work with many of my fantasies, and also give some insight into my mind as I write.
Jasmine January 2016
"A Shemale Submission": A Lust Story
I have lived a dual life for years... since April 20th, 2010 to be exact. That was the day I released my first two erotic stories on Literotica: 'The Complete Submission' and 'The Perfect Fall'. Looking back at those two now, I cringe at my writing: my lack of character development, my vague semblance of a plot, and my 'by the numbers' sex scenes.
The persona people see is pretty simplistic. I teach English at a high school in a small town in Canada. I am a mother of two, a twenty year old son and an eighteen year old girl. My husband died a couple of years ago in an oilfield accident and I have been a single parent ever since. I have not dated at all since, and even if I did, I'm not sure it would be with a man. However, I wasn't ready to tell my children I might be a lesbian. Besides teaching, grading and coaching volleyball, I also take my son to football and my daughter to dance. I'm also a caring sibling. Both my sisters have been going through hard times and I have been there the best I can be. I'm also a concerned daughter who is always checking in on my aging parents. I am, without a doubt, the glue that keeps my family together.
My serious look:

The secret persona that no one, I mean no one (not even my late husband or my siblings) knows, is the erotica writer. I have been for years. And over the past five years, I have published over 200 stories in a few different sexual categories. Not to be pretentious, because that's not who I am, but my stories are read by thousands of people daily and I have stories with over a million reads (four of them). I started writing because I was bored at home one summer, when the kids were much younger and wanted to explore some of my fantasies (mostly lesbian) through writing. I didn't originally have any intention of releasing them online, but on a whim one day I created an account on Literotica, a new email address, and submitted my first two stories.
I had no idea that whim would forever change my life. I felt a rush when I saw them published; I felt a rush when I saw the stats (score, votes and reads); and I felt a rush when the stories received comments on the website or in an e-mail.
Sure, some were super negative, but the majority were positive and flattering.
I had no idea what an 'H' meant beside a story. I had no idea that readers could favourite stories or favourite authors. I also had no idea that it would stir a need in me to write more and to satisfy a need for recognition by strangers.
I started writing sequels to those stories and although they did okay, it was 'Bedding the Babysitter' that convinced me to write and publish regularly. The story took off and I have received hundreds of emails from fellow women, teenagers, and college girls sharing similar feelings with the protagonist Jenny. I learned I wasn't the only woman who questioned her sexuality. This story seemed to push curious girls to experiment, in the closet girls to accept who they were, and older women to explore their own lesbian sexual fantasies.
Learning that my stories impacted people flattered me, and I have been writing ever since... attempting to release a story a week.
Anyways, the point of this meandering ramble was that I had done a great job of keeping my two opposite personas separate.
Although it took months to become the submissive slut I often wrote about, in retrospect, it probably started the first day of a new school year.
Both of the other English teachers in our small department were gone (one retired and the other was on maternity leave). This threw me a bit as we had worked as a threesome (the non-sexual version of the term) for the past five years.
My school look... serious and professional... but sexy... and, like my username, always in stockings:

At school, I was a woman of habit and didn't like change. I had grown accustomed to how well we worked together and dreaded the thought of training two new first year teachers: it was obvious this would mean more work for me as I had to mentor both of them.
Now I probably sound like a bitch, but I'm not. I just hate training the new generation of teachers which are, for the most part, lazier than my generation.
Most of these worries faded when I actually met the new teachers I had prejudged without actually meeting them.
The male was a witty young man with a drama background, and wanted to perform a musical in the spring, something I had wanted to do for years, but couldn't pull off alone.
The female, Annabelle, I instantly knew was trouble. A redhead (my weakness), green eyes (my weakness), and legs clad in mocha coloured pantyhose (my ultimate weakness in both the nylons and the colour).

Although I had plenty of moments of temptation over the years, I had resisted taking a bite out of the apple of sin... at least when it came to my students... But a teacher on my staff? Well... that wasn't out of the realm of possibility.
I have been with a few women, including teachers, but always when I was out of town at conferences. Besides being a teacher, I also have a Masters Degree in Assessment and was often asked to keynote at conferences or do full days of school professional development.
I had travelled to all ten Canadian provinces and two territories, twenty-four American states, and this past year did my first European gigs hitting England, Belgium and Norway (I had my first Norwegian, as well as my first British woman during that trip). Those gigs had me already hired for a week-long tour in 2016 during my spring break where I was doing five keynotes in Italy. Much of my ancestry is there. I had already booked off a second week so I could travel Italy before ending in Paris so I could see The Louvre.
Again, off topic.
Anyways, I was instantly intrigued by the red haired, green eyed, young British woman, especially as I had often fantasized about wild nights in London with an older British woman who dominated me in ways I had only dreamed of. At twenty-five, Annabelle was much younger than me, yet she spoke as if much older.
She had travelled extensively and was really excited about this one year exchange.
Over the first month, I noticed a few things:
Like me, she wore nylons every day.
Like me, that even included casual Fridays where she wore pantyhose and heels with her jeans.
Like me, she kept her fingers and toes perfectly manicured.
She was a very touchy feely woman, unlike me, often touching my hand or arm when we were working together, which was often because we were assigned a period every second day to work together, along with the new guy, Mike.
She had a sexy English accent that somehow made everything she said sound sexy to me, just like the older woman back in London... who never did tell me her name... other than Mistress.
I was completely intoxicated by her and spent many nights imagining that she seduced me and made me her pet.
Annabelle had become my newest late night fantasy. My daughter in bed, marking was done, and I am in story mode for the evening, fantasy. I usually write for a couple hours before bed and then, when my writing gets me horny, I either put on some porn, usually lesbian, or fantasize about submissive to a dominant female.
Sometimes it was to students.
Sometimes it was to parents of students.
Sometimes it was to colleagues.
Sometimes it was to celebrities, especially younger pop stars who wore nylons like Taylor Swift or Selena Gomez, who both had turned into lovely, sexy women. Like seriously, Swift has to be a domme, Gomez a submissive (maybe a story I should write one day).
Sometimes it was to my two sisters... like I wrote about in the 'Three Sisters' story.
Sometimes it was to a couple of my friends.
But more times than not, it was to our second year principal... Ms. Rose. She was a beautiful, big breasted young woman, already principal at age twenty-eight, with a no-nonsense attitude.
Most of my fantasies had her coming to my room to have me lick her pussy whenever she needed to get off. The idea of being just a pussy pleaser (similar to many of my gay male stories where they were just cocksuckers) was a major turn-on. Just giving and not receiving... just being a good submissive (like so many of my protagonists... so many characters are based on my wide range of fantasies).
Here is one such fantasy I had played repeatedly for months before the arrival of Annabelle:
Parent teacher interviews are done. The last one was an exhausting one with a tiger mom who believed her child should have a 100. She was so intense that I had Ms. Rose join me for the interview since the parent had been a problem for all the teachers and the administration.
After almost an hour, the meeting ended, with no real conclusion or agreement with our assessment procedures, and she threatened to go to the board.
As soon as the parent left, Ms. Rose sighed, "Well, that was fun."
I laughed, "Yes, it was almost orgasmic."
Rose looked at me with a sly smile. "Interesting choice of words, Mrs. Walker."
"Sorry, Ms. Rose," I apologized, although truth be told, the way the mother treated me like a child both pissed me off and turned me on. More than once during the interview I had checked out the Asian woman's nylon-clad legs and imagined her taking me then and there, forcing me to give her child better grades.
"Your cheeks are all red," Ms. Rose noticed.
"It's hot in here," I said, even though the room was chilly.
"Oh, it can be," Ms. Rose quipped, as she walked over to me and asked, "Did the tiger bitch turn you on too?"
"What? No!" I lied.
"She did," Ms. Rose smiled, now directly in front of me.
"It's just, I, um, well," I was completely flustered. I found Ms. Rose incredibly attractive and she had been the focus of many of my dildo fucking sessions.
"You're a submissive, aren't you, Jasmine?" she asked.
"What? No, I...." I tried to defend.
"The bitch has me horny as hell," Ms. Rose revealed. "I wanted to throw her on the desk and shut her up my grinding my cunt on her pretentious face."
"You did?" I asked, as my panties instantly dampened.
"I did, and I think I plan to role play that exact situation with you," Ms. Rose shocked me. "Get on your desk, you fucking dumb bitch."
I gasped. "Ms. Rose, I ...."
"Now, you fucking bitch! You think you're a tiger mom? I'll show you where your place really should be," Ms. Rose roared.
Startled and shocked, yet equally turned on, I nervously got onto my desk.
"Lie down, bitch," she demanded, as she took off her skirt, to reveal she was wearing a garter-belt and stockings.
My pussy gushed again.
Now deciding to say 'fuck it', to go along with the role play, I protested, "Ma'am, this is highly inappropriate."
Ms. Rose smirked, "How you treated me and Mrs. Walker was incredibly inappropriate. Now it is time for you to return to your natural position in society... as a submissive."
I watched her get on my desk, straddle me, and lower her pussy to my face.
I was in awe. Her pussy was so inviting. My mouth watered as she grabbed my head and lifted it into her wetness.
"Get licking, you pretentious slut," Ms. Rose ordered, "it's time to eat some crow."
And I did.

I was also intoxicated by her. Even her pussy hair seemed to perfectly capture the exotic scent that only women have.
As I was swarmed by the intense scent and sweet taste, Ms. Rose kept talking.
"Lick my cunt, bitch," she ordered, roughly moving her pussy on my face. "This is the position you should always be in. Either on your back munching cunt or on your knees munching cunt."
"Yes, ma'am," I replied, between licks, trying to roleplay the typical subservient Asian as well as my usual submissive self... this crazy encounter a dream cum (wording on purpose.. LOL) true.
"About time you addressed me properly," Ms. Rose said. "Although the proper term is 'Mistress' and you are slave, pet, slut, bitch, twit, cunt-muncher, whore, and bimbo."
Each word sent chills through my body as I loved name calling. It always turned me on to be treated like a simple slut for another's pleasure.
"Yes, Mistress," I moaned.
"Yes, Mistress, what?" she asked, as she kept grinding her pussy on my face.
"Yes, Mistress, I'm just a stupid bimbo mother slut who should never have disrespected or questioned a superior woman like yourself," I answered, talking from the point of view of the tiger mom, but meaning every word.
"Such a fucking slut," she moaned, as she let go of my head and cupped her voluptuous breasts.

"How obedient of a slut, are you, bitch?" Ms. Rose asked a couple of minutes later.
"I'm your bimbo slave," I answered, speaking for me now and not the fictional tiger mom.
She stood up, turned herself around and squatted over me again. "Eat my asshole."
"But, ma'am," I feigned in role play mode.
"No buts, slut," Ms. Rose snapped, slapping both my tits. "Do as you're fucking told. Now get that tongue up my asshole."
"Yes, Mistress," I obeyed, as I craned my head up slightly to reach her puckered rosebud, another unique scent and taste hitting my senses.
"That's it, bitch," she moaned. "You came in here to put us in our place, and now you are being put in your place."
"Yes, Mistress," I agreed.
"I've wanted to do this all year," she said.
"Me too," I answered, no longer the tiger mom, but the submissive sex writing teacher who had long fantasized about this type of submission.
"I bet you have," she purred.

I licked her asshole for a couple more minutes until she got off of me and said, "My knees are getting sore, come finish me off over here."
"Yes, Mistress," I obeyed, following her to a nearby table.
She sat on it, spread her legs and smiled, "The other position bitches like you should always be in is... on their knees.
"Yes, Mistress," I eagerly nodded, as I dropped down onto my knees, moved between her nylon-clad legs, and buried my face in her sweetness.
"Such an eager bitch," she moaned. "You may actually earn yourself an A yet."
I purred, "I want to earn an 'A' plus, Mistress."
"Then you'd better show me just how good a submissive little cunt munching whore you really are," she responded.
"Yes, Mistress," I obeyed, exploring every crevice of her pussy, wanting to give her the best orgasm she had ever experienced.
"Oh yes, slut," she moaned, as she leaned back. "Use that wicked tongue of yours for good for once."

I kept licking, exploring, and teasing, wanting to get her revved up before I moved to her swollen clit.
"That's it, bitch," Ms. Rose moaned, before adding, surprising me, "I think I'll have your little nerd daughter earn her grade this way too."
"What, ma'am?" I asked, acting surprised in my role play.
"Your daughter is a dyke, just like you," Ms. Rose continued. "She has been munching on cheerleader pussy all semester."
"What? No!" I gasped, looking up at her.
Ms. Rose laughed. "Your daughter doesn't tutor the cheerleaders. No she is being tutored in how to be a pussy pleasing rug munching whore... just like her mother."
"No," I said, looking defeated.
"Like mother, like daughter," she shrugged, grabbing my head and pulling me deeper in. "Now stop talking and keep licking, slut."
I obeyed, really enjoying the twisted wickedness of the role play. As I licked, I imagined sweet, nerdy Jung in between the legs of some of the cheerleaders, especially Robyn who was one of the most beautiful girls I had ever taught and knew it.
"Stop fucking teasing me, bitch. Suck on my fucking clit," she demanded.
I obeyed. This made her legs twitch.

A few flicks and then some concentrated pressure was all it took as Ms. Rose's orgasm was close.



"Don't stop, bitch," she demanded, her breathing getting erratic.
I took her clit into my mouth.
"Oh yes, if your daughter wants to be Valedictorian I'm going to use my strap-on and fuck your daughter's ass in my office," Ms. Rose declared.
"Use the bitch as you wish," I replied, as I continued the aggressive attention on her clit.
"You want me to ass fuck your daughter, slut?" she questioned.
"Like mother, like daughter," I responded, the idea of her using my eighteen year old daughter suddenly popping into my head.
"You want it in the ass too?" she asked.
"Yes," I admitted, just as she came.
"Yesssss, you whore, I'm coming," she screamed.

I eagerly lapped up her cum as she kept my face buried in her pussy.
As you can see, I'm a twisted woman.
The idea of being dominated, forced to serve other women, especially younger girls, legal of course, kept me wet at school, horny at night, and stimulated my creative juices as I wrote story after story... releasing at least one a week (not to mention the fact I usually had between 5-15 stories in the can for release).
As I already mentioned, although I look prim and proper on the outside, my fantasies are all of being used like a dirty slut.
I want to be dominated.
I want to be used by other women.
I even have started fantasizing about my own eighteen year old daughter, Tori.
I have written many incest stories throughout the years, mostly son and mom, but a few daughter and mom. At the time, I wasn't thinking at all about my daughter... but now... these feelings emerged.
Tori was incredibly fit, being an athlete who was a starter on both the volleyball and basketball team, as well as being a runner in track & field.
Tori was intense and hated to lose when on the court or field, but otherwise was a sweetheart.
Actually, she was one of the sweetest young ladies you could ever meet. She volunteered at an old folks' home, coached younger kids at basketball, and was a youth group leader.

The fact that I sometimes fantasized about her was so wrong... but my pussy and naughty mind didn't care about that when revved up.
Now, even though I had begun to have my daughter show up in my submissive fantasies, I had no intention of ever doing anything about it.
It was just a fantasy... like all my others.
I wasn't going to be seduced by a student; I wasn't going to be gangbanged by big black cocks; I wasn't going to become a lesbian submissive to a sorority; and I surely wasn't going to have an incestuous relationship with my daughter.
The reality was fantasy was just that... fantasy.
Annabelle and I became friends, and although I couldn't prove it, I felt she had a crush on me. I, of course, had a major crush on her.
In October, Annabelle suggested we dress up together for Halloween. I agreed, and she suggested we go as cheerleaders, thinking it would be ironic.
We did, got lots of compliments, and I think a lot of erections from the teenage boys.
She also insisted I come to a Halloween party on a yacht with her. Since the kids were old enough to do their own thing, I agreed. Plus, I really wanted to go on a yacht. She also insisted we had to dress a lot sexier.
I protested, "Sexier than a too tight cheerleader outfit?"
"Yes," she nodded. "Come to my house and you can choose one of my outfits."
"Okay," I said, joking, "Am I your Barbie girl?"
She smiled, dripping with innuendo, "If you were, I'd bend you in so many interesting positions."
I laughed, "I'm not overly flexible."
She winked, "You'd be surprised the positions you can get yourself in to."
That night, she ended up in a Wonder Woman outfit that showcased her amazing body. She insisted I wear an outfit as a comic character I had never heard of before: Zatanna. Apparently, she was a stage magician superheroine and sexy as hell. I didn't care... I looked hot in the outfit.
Of course, I couldn't help but check out Annabelle's massive breasts... so much bigger than mine and framed so perfectly in her Wonder Woman outfit.
We headed to the party and I felt rich and decadent as I boarded the yacht. I had been worried that I would look too slutty, but that worry ended when I walked onto the yacht. There was slutty everything: nurse, doctor, witch, fire fighter... even Wilma Flintstone.
Annabelle introduced me to a few people she knew and after an hour or so I lost her. I chatted with a couple guys, including one who gave me a very detailed history of my character, as well as a pretty college student who I thought was hitting on me.
After a few drinks, I was rather tipsy and decided I needed to find Annabelle before I did something I might regret. It had been so long since I had real sex that I was willing to do something with a stranger that night. Halloween was the night to slut it up.
As I searched for Annabelle, I wondered if I was ready to have sex with a woman? It had been my most predominant theme in the stories I had written. The 'Lesbian MILF Seductress' series, 'Becoming a Lesbian Slave', and 'Lesbian Seduction: A Stockings Tale' all were stories of younger women seducing and usually domming older women... which was my ultimate fantasy. That was what I wanted in theory, but was way too insecure to actually do it.
There were some cute and some super-hot younger women at the party and if one of them hit on me, I thought tonight would be the night I succumbed.
I figured I had nothing to lose.
Then everything changed.
After searching the entire main floor, I headed up on top. I reached the deck, walked around a corner, and then saw Annabelle... with another girl... kissing.

I sighed. Why didn't she want to kiss me?
I watched them kiss passionately, not seeming to care if they were caught.
My pussy dampened as I imagined it was me kissing Annabelle. Her hands groping my ass.
I watched, like some pervert, unable to take my eyes off the sensual lesbian act.
I couldn't stop imagining it was me kissing her.
I walk up to her and say bluntly, "What about me?"
Annabelle breaks the kiss of the stranger and smiles, "What took you so long?"
"I didn't know you were a lesbian," I answer.
She walks over to me and asks, "Who says I am?"
I stammer, "You're not?"
She smiles, "Well, I do like you, Jasmine."
A chill goes up my spine at those simple and yet powerful words.
Then she leans in and kisses me.

My body melts into hers as she wraps her arms around me and pulls me into a romantic embrace, one I had been imagining for a while.
Her hand squeezes my ass and I moan in her mouth.
I am hers.
I will do whatever she tells me to.
I will obey.
I was drawn out of my brief fantasy as I heard the words, "Oh fuck, so big."
I opened my eyes, peeked around the corner and gasped. The pretty young girl I was jealous of was bent over and it seemed Annabelle was fucking her. I also realized the young girl was the wife of a Congressman.
I stared like a deer in the headlights... unable to move... paralyzed with shock.
"You like that, slut?" Annabelle asked, as she slammed into her, indeed fucking her.
"Oh yes, biggest cock I've ever had," the girl moaned, clearly enjoying the fucking.
"You have one tight cunt," Annabelle said, her hands firmly on the girl's hips.
"For a cock like yours I do," the woman said.

Annabelle laughed, "Fair enough. Maybe you need my dick in your arse."
"God, no," the younger girl said, even as she moaned. "My screams would alert the entire yacht."
"Alert everyone that you're a cock hungry slut?" Annabelle asked.
"For you, always," the girl said, implying this may have not been the first time they had got together.
I watched forever, completely in awe of what I was witnessing. I loved Annabelle's dominant persona. She was exactly how I had envisioned her in my fantasies. She was also exactly what I envisioned a dominant to be.
Yet I wondered how she had hidden a strap-on with her. She didn't bring a purse, nor had she any accessory with her costume to hide it. And seriously, how big could it actually be if it was hidden in her outfit?
"Oh yes, I'm going to come," the girl said.
"Come, my little cock slut," Annabelle ordered.
"Oh yes, harder, pound me harder with that massive cock," the girl moaned in ecstasy.
Annabelle roughly fucked her and a few hard, deep thrusts later the girl was coming, actually covering her mouth to prevent the entire yacht from hearing her.
Seconds later, Annabelle pulled out, and ordered, "Now take my load, slut. I don't have all night."
I gasped.
Annabelle had a cock.
A huge mother fucking cock.
Twice the size of my deceased husband's.
The younger woman turned around, dropped to her knees and stroked the massive cock.

Annabelle then roughly shoved the cock in the younger girl's open mouth.
"That's it princess, take all of my cock," Annabelle ordered.
I smirked, 'As if she has a choice', as I watched Annabelle pump her huge cock in the girl's mouth.
I wanted that cock.
I needed that cock.
Yet, I remained in the shadows watching.

I wanted to be face fucked that roughly.
Annabelle pulled out, saliva dripping out of the girl's mouth, and sat down.
"Come finish me off, my eager cum slut," Annabel ordered.
The woman obeyed, turning around and devouring Annabelle's cock.
She devoured the entire thing, making me wonder if I could.
Suddenly Annabelle grunted, even her grunting sound was sexy, "Swallow it all. We don't want any on your cute costume."

Annabelle kept pumping as she deposited an entire load in the girl's mouth. She then said, "Shit, we have been here a while. Charlie probably can't keep people from the deck forever."
I had seen a stone-faced security guard at the stairs, but he let me right past.
Yet, no one else had followed since.
That was weird.
Why had he let me come on to deck?
Was there any chance that Annabelle wanted me to see this?
Any chance that this was planned?
My head was spinning.
Not sure if it was planned or a major coincidence, and worried I may get caught, I tiptoed back out to return to the party. I went past the guard, who was now smiling knowingly, and been blocking the entrance to go up, to the washroom, to an empty stall, pulled my skirt and panties down, and began to touch my fevered pussy.
I imagined they were both shemales as I closed my eyes:
"Get over here, Jasmine, you peeping Tom," Annabelle ordered.
I apologized, "I-I-I'm sorry."
"For what?" she asked, her big hard cock aiming at me, like a sniper's scope preparing to shoot her target.
"For watching," I admitted.
"Did you enjoy what you were watching?" she asked.
"Yes," I admitted, not being a good liar.
"Get over here," she ordered again.
I timidly walked over to them and realized the stranger had a cock too.
"Knees," she ordered.
"But, I..." I began.
"Now!" she demanded firmly.
"Yes, ma'am," I obeyed, shifting into submissive mode.
"Ma'am," she smiled, her cock now directly in front of me. "Is Jasmine a little submissive slut?" she asked.
"Yes," I nodded, staring at her cock.
"Yes, what?" she questioned, looking down at me.
"Yes, ma'am," I nodded, wanting that cock in my mouth.
"What do you want?" she questioned.
"To suck your cock, ma'am," I admitted, reaching for it.
"What about my friend, Emerald?" Annabelle asked.
I looked at her nice hard cock too, smiled and answered playfully, "I think tonight it's suck one cock, suck a second for free."
"Oh, you will be doing much more than sucking cock," Annabelle said with a wicked smile. "Now stroke both of our cocks. Get them both ready for that sweet looking mouth of yours."
"Yes, ma'am," I nodded, as I reached for Emerald's cock.
I stroked both, wanting them in my mouth, my pussy, and my ass.

Both cocks were so hard.
Both cocks were so big.
Annabelle purred, "I knew from the day I met you I would eventually have you on your knees ready to serve me."
I asked, looking up, "You did?"
"Oh yes," she nodded. "You look all sweet and innocent on the outside, but you scream cum craving whore underneath."
"I do?" I asked, surprised anyone could see past my boring, strong-willed exterior.
"Oh yeah," she laughed. "You barely make it through the day without touching yourself, don't you?"
"Well...."
"You fantasize about students taking you and making you their cock slut, their pussy munching slut, their gangbang slut," she listed, making my panties damp.
I couldn't believe she knew such things. I didn't remotely show it in class. Although everything she said was true. I replied, trying to be the slut I always want to be, but never am, "I also think about my colleagues." I then took her cock in my mouth.

"Oh, I know you do," she groaned, as I sucked her cock while simultaneously stroking Emerald's hard cock.
I bobbed slowly on the cock, savoring it, and getting used to having a cock in my mouth after a couple years of none. Thankfully, it really was like riding a bike, you just have to get back on and ride, which instantly made me wonder what something so big would feel like slamming into my pussy or maybe even reaching impossible depths in my ass.
"You look great with a mouthful of cock, Jasmine," she complimented.
"You look great with a cock," I countered back.
"Don't forget about your new friend Emerald here, she is the host here tonight and deserves to be thanked for hosting such a gala," Annabelle said.
I reluctantly took Annabelle's cock out of my mouth, but kept stroking the majestic cock as I moved to Emerald's almost as impressive cock. It hit me then that the Congressman likely loved getting fucked up the ass. For some reason this turned me on.
I took Emerald's cock in my mouth and slowly sucked it.

I went back and forth for a couple of minutes, sucking and stroking; stroking and sucking... literally in cock slut heaven.
"Let's really see you suck cock, Jasmine," Annabelle said. "I want to see you take my entire cock between those sexy lips."
"Yes, ma'am," I nodded, as she sat down on a bench.
I crawled to her, loving the unspoken implication of a woman crawling to a hard cock.
"You look so good on all fours," Annabelle purred, as I reached her. "But I want you naked, Jasmine. Let's see that body you try so hard to hide."
"Really?" I asked. Even though I had already stroked and sucked two cocks on a yacht deck, being completely naked seemed to be a bit too risqué.
"Now, Jasmine," Annabelle ordered.
"Um, okay, ma'am," I nodded, deciding I wasn't going to say no to her. I wanted someone to be in control of me and I wanted that cock.
I got undressed, trying to be sexy and confident while doing it, even though I felt shy and vulnerable.
"You have a beautiful body, Jasmine," Annabelle complimented. "Why do you try so hard to hide it?"
"I don't know," I answered truthfully.
Now naked, I returned to my knees wanting that cock in my mouth again.
Emerald added, "So this is the one you've been talking about?"
"Yep," Annabelle nodded, as I reached up and stroked her cock.
"She's even cuter than I imagined," Emerald said, as I resumed sucking Annabelle's hard cock not waiting for instructions.
"I know, she is the poster child for the cute, reserved teacher who is secretly a cock craving cum slut underneath," Annabelle said, describing me exactly how I felt I was... how I wished I was.
"That she is," Emerald laughed, as I felt her move behind me.
It was surreal and yet exciting to have them talk about me as if I wasn't there... especially when they were saying exactly what I wished people would say about me.
Emerald grabbed my hands and put them behind my back. "No hands, slut."
"Yes, ma'am," I obeyed, not that I had much of a choice.
"Although Emerald is a slut to me," Annabelle said, "she is a Mistress in training."
I kept sucking as I pondered the word 'Mistress'... a word used in so many of my stories, a word I wished I could use in real life instead.
Emerald reached around and began feeling me up as she purred, "Nice, firm, perky tits, too."
"She is the epitome of the woman next door," Annabelle moaned, as I began bobbing deeper on her cock, determined to take it all in my mouth.
"As well as the sweet teacher that is secretly a three-hole fuck slut," Emerald added, as she pinched my very hard nipples.
"Are you a three-hole fuck slut, Jasmine?" Annebelle asked, as she lifted my head up and looked me in the eye.
I answered, the words I have wanted to say for years, "I'm whatever you want me to be, Mistress."
"Good girl," she purred, guiding my mouth back to her cock.
"Wow, she is even a bigger submissive than you said she would be," Emerald said, continuing to tease my nipples.



"I'm usually right," Annabelle said, as I took over half her cock in my mouth with each downward bob, even as I pondered who else she may have talked to about being as a slut.
I kept bobbing even as I was felt up, slowly taking more and more of the magnificent cock down my throat.
"Oh yes, Jasmine," Annabelle moaned, "You want my entire cock in that cock sucking mouth of yours, don't you?"
I moaned in response as I kept bobbing, trying to make the seemingly impossible happen.
She suddenly grabbed my head and pushed me down, forcing the last couple of inches in my mouth.
I gagged briefly, but she held me in place by my ponytail there until I stopped.

I felt a rush at taking it all in my mouth; I felt a rush at being forced to take it all in my mouth.
"Holy shit, she did it," Emerald said, sounding impressed.
"I knew she was a complete submissive cock pleaser the moment I met her," Annabelle proudly stated, even as she continued holding my head on her cock.
I wondered how I could possibly look like a 'submissive cock pleaser' but I guess it didn't matter, since I was one.
Finally, she ordered, "Now you may continue sucking me."
I obeyed, bobbing up and down on her cock, taking the entire monster with each downward bob. A rush of adrenaline hitting me at accomplishing the difficult task.
Emerald's hand went to my pussy. "Holy shit, Mistress, her cunt is literally leaking."
"You want my cock in that cunt of yours, Jasmine?" Annabelle asked.
I moaned again in response, not wanting to stop sucking her cock unless it was to have it shoved in one of my other two holes.
"I think that is a yes," Emerald joked.
"Bend over and show me that ass, Jasmine," Annabelle ordered.
"Yes, Mistress," I quickly obeyed, with moves as swift as The Flash.
"So eager," Emerald smiled, sitting beside me.
"So desperate to finally be treated like the fuck slut she wants to be, isn't that right, Jasmine?" Annabelle asked, as she moved behind me.
"God, yes," I admitted, as I felt her cock poke my ass cheeks, suddenly not sure where she planned to fuck me.
"Beg to be fucked, Jasmine," Annabelle ordered, as she rubbed her cock up and down my very wet pussy lips.
"Oh please," I moaned. "Make me your full time fuck slut, Mistress. Use me here, share me with friends, use me at work, share me with students." Each thing I said, only made me hornier as I envisioned them coming true.
"You want me to take you downstairs and share you with all the guests?" Annabelle asked.
"I'm your slut," I replied, even though that both turned me on (a gangbang was yet another never completed fantasy) and terrified me as I may know someone down there.
"Or how about giving you to the cheerleaders to be their pussy munching teacher slave," she added, her cock teasing my pussy relentlessly.
"Oh yes," I moaned, thinking of the beautiful, rich, confident, and bitchy head cheerleader Robyn, "I'd love to be Robyn's pussy pleasing submissive."
"Or how about a locker room gangbang with the entire football team," she added, as she penetrated me with just the head of her cock and then stopped.
"Oh yes, Mistress," I moaned, envisioning the idea of fifty cocks to suck and fuck. Fifty cocks to shoot their loads on me, in me. "I'd love to be gangbanged like a cheap two-bit cum sluuuuuut," I finished as she slammed her cock in me, reaching depths only felt by the 10 inch black dildo I used on the rare occasion when I fantasized being a cock slut for black cock.
"She may be the sluttiest teacher I've ever met," Emerald said, clearly impressed with my willingness to be a whore.
"Many teachers are," Annabelle said. "It's in their nature."
"How so?" Emerald asked.
"Teachers are always on at school. Always have to be in control. So it's not surprising what they really want is to be told what to do," Annabelle correctly assessed.
"I see," Emerald said.
"Plus, it's in their DNA. Teachers are people pleasers and people pleasers, well, they love to please, don't they, Jasmine?" Annabelle explained and then asked.
"Yes, Mistress," I moaned, finally someone seeing me for who I really wanted to be.
Emerald leaned up and pulled my ass cheeks apart. "Look at that little rosebud. When were you last ass fucked, slut?"
"Years ago," I admitted, not sure I could take either cock in my ass due to the sheer length of their horse cocks.

"I think we need to change that answer today. What do you think, Mistress?" Emerald asked, as her finger teased my rosebud.
"I think that can be arranged," Annabelle said, as she slowly fucked me.
Emerald slid a finger in my ass as she whispered sexily, "Do you want that ass of yours fucked, teacher slut?"
I whimpered, her finger exploring my insides, "Yes, Mistress." I wanted to make it clear I would obey either of them without hesitation.
Emerald joked, playing on my earlier retort, "It's a serve one Mistress, get a second free deal."
"That it is," Annabelle laughed.
Emerald pulled her finger out and moved it to my mouth.
I obediently opened my mouth and sucked my own asshole taste from her finger.
Emerald then repositioned herself, so her cock was in my face and ordered, "Get sucking, slut. Get this cock ready for your back door."
I obeyed, as I took her cock in my mouth and began sucking, even as Annabelle kept relentlessly fucking me from behind.
"Take it all, like you did Annabelle's," Emerald demanded.
And I did.

After a couple of minutes, they swapped places and I returned to sucking Annabelle while Emerald fucked my pussy for the first time. I thought she might go directly for my ass, but was both relieved and disappointed when she didn't.

"Is this what you fantasized, Jasmine?" Annabelle asked.
"Never anything like this," I answered as I removed her cock from my mouth while stroking her.
"Why not?" she asked.
"I just never thought I would ever meet a shemale, never mind two," I answered, the possibility seeming to be unlikely.
"There are more than you would think," she said.
"Really?" I asked.
"Oh yes," she nodded, "there are even a couple in our school."
"No way," I said.
"And you teach both of them," she added.
"Who?" I asked.
"That's for me to know and you to find out on your own," she smiled, as she guided my head back to her cock.
As I sucked and got fucked, Emerald now fucking me hard, I tried to envision who I taught who could possibly be a shemale.
Then I wondered if Tori knew who were the shemales in her graduating class.
I briefly imagined Tori getting fucked by a shemale before Annabelle said, "Roll onto your side, my teacher pet."
"Yes, Mistress," I obeyed, as Emerald pulled out.
On my side, Annabelle slid her cock back into my pussy.
"Oh yes," I moaned, "please fuck your teacher pet."
"I plan to every day, Jasmine," she promised, before adding, "You will be my full time cum deposit, is that clear?"
"Oh God, yes," I replied without hesitation, not worried about my career, but only about having this big cock in me regularly.

"I knew you would, Jasmine," she purred, as she fucked me. "I knew you were desperately looking for a Mistress."
"How?" I asked, with a moan.
"It's in your eyes," she answered.
"Really?"
"Yes, your eyes can't hide your true desires," she answered. "Your eyes can't lie."
"Neither can my cock," Emerald interjected. "Can we double team her now?"
"So impatient," Annabelle laughed, before adding, "but yes, my eager Mistress-to-be, we can double team her now."
Again it felt surreal that they were making such decisions without my consent, yet it was also what I wanted.
Annabelle pulled out, rolled onto her back and ordered, "Straddle me, my pet."
"With my ass or cunt?" I asked, like a complete slut.
She laughed, "Your cunt, you fucking whore."
"Your whore," I pointed out, as I straddled her cock and engulfed it with one downward thrust. "Oh yesssss," I moaned loudly as her cock reached new depths in this position.
"Ride me, Jasmine," she ordered. "Get that cunt revved up."
"Yes, Mistress," I eagerly agreed.
I bounced on her cock for a minute or two, taking every inch deep in me and my orgasm was soon building.
"Time for some dp," Emerald declared, as I felt her put her hands on my waist, making me stop my cowgirl pleasure.
"Lean forward, my pet," Annabelle instructed. "Allow your body to give itself completely to the pleasure and to the act."
"Yes, Mistress," I obeyed, doing exactly as I was told.
Emerald put her cock at my anal entrance and slowly pushed.
"Ooooooh," I moaned, as her cock head slipped past my rosebud.
"You want my cock in your ass, slut?" Emerald asked.
"Yes, Mistress," I answered, "I want that big cock buried deep in my ass."
"You want to be my ass slut?" she asked, as her cock slowly slithered in my ass.
"Yes, Mistress," I moaned. "I want to be your complete three-hole slut. Use my mouth, my pussy and my ass as you wish."
Annabelle smiled, "Shit Jasmine, you're the most submissive slut I have met yet. And I have met lots."
"You awoke the sleeping submissive," I smiled, proud of what I had become, finally making my fantasies become reality.
Soon, I was completely full of cock.
I moaned, "Please pound my asshole, Mistress."
"As you wish," Emerald said, beginning to pump her cock in and out of my ass.
"Oooooooo, yes," I moaned. "Fuck me, Mistress, fuck my nasty asshole."
Emerald groped my tits while she fucked me; meanwhile Annabelle began to ever so slowly lift her ass up to meet Emerald's thrusts.
It didn't take long for my orgasm to rekindle and grow like a prairie fire.
Then as my moans increased, Annabelle began bucking up hard to meet the deep ass thrusts of Emerald.

"I'm going to come," I moaned.
"Not yet, slut," Annabelle ordered.
"Please, I'm so close," I begged.
"No, slut," Annabelle said, just as Emerald groaned and I felt cum spray in my asshole.
"Oh God, you're coming in my ass," I gasped, the sensation feeling amazing, something I had never had done to me before.
"You said you were a three hole cum deposit," Emerald pointed out as she kept spewing her cum deep in my rectum.
"That I am," I moaned, as I tried not to come. I tried to obey.
"Now turn around and ride me, slut," Annabelle ordered.
"Yes, Mistress," I obeyed, as Emerald pulled out of my ass.
As I turned around and sat up to get in the position ordered, I felt cum leaking out my asshole.
I asked, unsure, "Which hole, Mistress?"
"Only one left my pet," Annabelle responded, as she put her hands on my waist for balance.
I lowered myself slowly, a lot more difficult in this position, and also more difficult to put it in my ass. Thankfully, Emerald crawled between Annabelle's legs and helped guide the cock into my gaping asshole.

"Oh yes," I moaned, as I lowered myself onto it.
"Take it all in that little arse," Annabelle ordered.
"Yes, Mistress," I moaned, excited to do just that. I wanted it all in my arse. I wanted to be a complete ass slut.
As I took her cock deep in my ass, Annabelle said, "Shit, Emerald, you really lubricated this arse with your cum."
"I had a couple days' worth sitting in my balls for tonight," she answered, as she leaned down and licked Annabelle's cock between strokes.

This position was awkward... stimulating... but awkward.
What it did do was slow down the orgasm that seemed imminent a couple of minutes ago when I was being double penetrated.
This was just slow pleasure.
Teasing.
The calm before the storm.
As I rode, the position a struggle to keep my balance, Annabelle's cock slipped out.
To my surprise, instead of helping me put it back in, Emerald sucked Annabelle's cock.
Annabelle said, "Emerald is almost as big a cock slut as you, Jasmine."
I laughed, "We should have a contest."
"Any time," Emerald cracked, clearly confident she could take me on.

Annabelle said, "This position isn't comfortable. Both of you on your bellies with those tight asses up in the air for me."
"Yes, Mistress," we both said in unison.
Once both of us were in position, Annabelle moved behind us and caressed both our asses as she asked, "Who wants my cock first?"
"I do," we both answered again in unison.
Emerald then glared at me and said firmly, "Shut up slut, you're bottom whore."
"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, my pussy gushing at her harsh words.
Annabelle laughed, "You really don't want to stand in the way of Emerald and cock."
"So I see," I laughed back.
Emerald bantered, as Annabelle moved behind her, "I just want what I want, when I want it. Is that asking too much?"
"Not for a rich bitch like you," Annabelle said, as she slid her cock in her other pet, while fingering my pussy slowly.
"You like that I'm rich," Emerald pointed out with a moan.
"That I do," she nodded, before adding, "it opens up a whole new group of lonely rich housewives who are eager to do almost anything for my cock."
"I know," she laughed. "I'm running out of faithful friends."
"Hopefully soon there won't be any faithful wives," Annabelle cracked.
"Well, they will be faithful to us," Emerald countered.
"Well, that goes without saying," Annabelle agreed, her finger exploring my pussy.
I watched for a couple of minutes as Annabelle slowly fucked Emerald. It seemed deliberately slow. A constant teasing.

Annabelle asked, "Ready, Jasmine?"
"I was born ready, Mistress," I answered, wanting to continue to show my complete submissive eagerness and obedience to her.
"I know you were," she smiled, as she pulled out and moved to me.
She slid her cock back into my ass and said, "Shit, your ass is tight."
"It hasn't ever had anything quite like you in it before," I pointed out.
"I bet it hasn't," Annabelle responded, as she slowly fucked me like she had slowly fucked Emerald. A deliberate pace, as if building me up for the ultimate end.
After a couple of painfully teasing minutes, my long neglected orgasm dying for eruption, she began going faster and I moaned, "Oh yes, Mistress, fuck my arse." Saying 'arse' sounded nastier, just like 'asshole' or 'shit hole' sounds nastier than just 'ass'.

"You ready to come, Jasmine?"
"God, yes," I answered, "Like never before."
"Emerald, on your back," Annabelle ordered, "It's time for the DP climax."
"Yes, Mistress," Emerald quickly said, with an eagerness and already hard cock, despite coming in my ass just a few minutes ago.
When Annabelle pulled out, I quickly straddled Emerald's cock and leaned forward offering my ass for my Mistress.
"Impatient, are we?" Annabelle chuckled.
"Desperate," I retorted, actually pulling my ass cheeks apart to showcase my gaping asshole.
Annabelle moved behind me and slid easily in. Unlike the previous slow fuckings, this time she fucked me hard... deep... rough.
Meanwhile, Emerald emulated the hard... deep... rough thrusts from below too and I was being tossed around like a ragdoll.
My orgasm built quickly from the intense fucking and I begged, "Can I come, Mistress?"
"Don't you mean Mistresses?" Emerald questioned.
"Yes, yes, yes, may I come Mistresses?" I instantly corrected, desperate to come, my orgasm just one word away: yes.
"You may, my teacher slut," Annabelle offered, as she kept fucking me hard.
Yet wanting to be a good submissive, I also asked Emerald, "May I, Mistress Emerald?"




"Now, slut," was her answer and that was all it took.
I came.

My own real orgasm flooded out of me as my fantasy finished.
I sat on the closed toilet seat for a couple of minutes trying to regain my composure.
As I did, I wondered again, did Annabelle want me to see her in the act?
Did she want me to know she had a cock?
Did she want me to know she was a dominant woman?
And if she did, what were her plans for me?
These questions not answerable here. I flushed the toilet, made myself look respectable and headed back to the party.
I found Annabelle, who was looking for me. "Where have you been? I've been looking all over for you."
"I could say the same for you," I responded, trying to see if she was going to give me anything.
She answered, "Oh, I was just visiting with a friend up on the deck."
"Oh," I said, pondering if I should say I was up on deck too. But instead, I said, "Actually, I may have had a bit too much to drink."
"That explains your cheeks," she smiled. "They are ruby red."
I imagined they were. I shrugged, "They always are when I get to drinking."
"Well, the boat is returning to land in twenty minutes if you want to go home," she said.
That offer disappointed me. Why wasn't she hitting on me? Why did she bring me here? I felt like a high school girl again, wondering why a boy wasn't calling.
I nodded, resigned to the reality she wasn't interested in me sexually, "Yeah, that's probably a good idea."
That night, back in my bed, completely exhausted, I was still a mess.
Annabelle had a cock.
Annabelle had invited me to this party.... why?
Annabelle had possibly purposely allowed me to see her in an act of sexual domination... and if true, why?
Annabelle didn't remotely hit on me... why?
I was confused and insecure... a mixture I hadn't felt since high school, and I didn't like it.
......
Back at work Monday, I kept looking at Annabelle differently. I looked to see her bulge under her skirt. She acted no different. There was no evidence that she knew I saw anything. No clue that she was a dominant woman with a cock.
Frustratingly, little seemed to change between us.
She still came and chatted with me at break.
She still touched my arm when we talked.
What it did do was make me look at each female student differently. Could she have a cock? In my fantasy at least two of them did, and although that was just my fantasy, it made me particularly start wondering and fantasizing of some of my senior students with a cock.
Especially the head cheerleader, a complete bitch, but a hot bitch, Robyn Thomas.
Robyn missed my last test as she was at a cheerleading competition, so she had to make it up after school. So as she wrote, I graded essays.
Yet, every once in a while I glanced at her.
Her huge tits framed perfectly in her way too tight shirt.
Her toned waist that was showing from beneath her t-shirt, which almost definitely violated the dress code.
Even her thong was visible when I walked back past her early in the test.
It was like she was screaming, 'Look at how perfect I am.'
Then as I recalled my fantasies, and Annabelle's cock, I began to wonder... what if Robyn had a nice hard juicy cock instead of a pussy?
When she called me over to ask a question, I couldn't help but stare at her beautiful body and smell her seductive perfume.
I had fantasized about her on occasion late at night, her forcing me to eat her pussy, make me her teacher bitch, but as I walked back to my desk, I wondered what it would be like if she had a cock.

I wondered what it would be like if she just walked up behind me and took me like a cheap slut.

I shook my head at the vision that popped into my head and returned to sitting down at my desk to grade the essays I was hoping to hand back tomorrow.
I read the first paragraph of the next one three times.
Each time my mind wandered, I glanced up at Robyn, who was oblivious to the impact she was having on me.
Then Annabelle came into the room. She walked to Robyn and whispered something to her before coming to me.
She asked, "Movie on the weekend?"
"Um, sure," I nodded, instantly wondering if she would make me suck her cock in the movie theater.
"You okay?" she asked.
"Um, just going through withdrawal," I joked, trying to give a hint of my sexual need.
"It's time you got back out there, Jasmine," she said.
"I wouldn't even know where to start," I answered, which was true. I was pretty sure I didn't want a man; I wasn't ready for a public lesbian relationship either in my too small of a town; that is why Annabelle was the perfect woman for me. I added, "I'm pretty sure I'm done with men anyways."
She smiled, gave a wink, and said, "I didn't say you should get back out there to find a man."
Before I could respond, she walked away.
I followed her ass the entire way out.
Did she just flirt with me?
It sure seemed so.
The wetness in my panties implied so.
I tried to resume grading, but looked up only to see that Robyn was looking back at me with a smile on her face.
I put my head down, and pretended to grade, feeling as if she could see through my teacher attire.
A few minutes later, Robyn walked to my desk and handed me the test. She said, her voice a little too sly, "Have a good night, Mrs. Walker."
"You too, Robyn," I said, looking up.
I watched her walk away too, her tight jeans not leaving anything to the imagination.
As soon as she was out of my room, I closed my eyes and imagined a different ending to the test taking:
Robyn walked over to me as I stood up and said, "Mrs. Walker."
"Yes, Robyn?" I asked, her tone annoying me.
"Are you a dyke?" she asked bluntly.
"Excuse me?" I gasped.
"I saw the way you were checking out Ms. Kepling," she said.
"I was doing no such thing," I protested.
"And I heard you say you're going through withdrawal," she continued, reaching down and ripping off my blouse.
"Robyn," I gasped.
"It's Ms. Thomas," Robyn corrected, as she pulled my blouse off me.
"This is so wrong," I protested, even as my pussy dampened.
"What cute lingerie underneath your teacher attire," she complimented moving behind me and completely ignoring my protest.
"Robyn, I..." I began.
"It's Ms. Thomas," she interrupted, cupping my breasts from behind. "And I know you have been fantasizing about this for a long time."
"I have not," I lied.
"Oh, Mrs. Walker," she laughed, now roughly mauling my breasts. "I see the way you look at me."
"Oh," I moaned, her touch making me uncontrollably moan.
"Touch that pussy like you do under your desk when you fantasize about me," she ordered.
For some reason, I wanted to obey. I began to move my hand to touch my fevered cunt, but stopped as I tried to reason with her. "Ms. Thomas, please, this isn't right. I'm your tea...."

She covered my mouth and responded, "No, you're my teacher slut."
I moaned into her hand as she rubbed my wet pussy.
"Your panties are soaked," she correctly assessed. "You better take them off."
When I didn't, she slapped my cunt with her hand, making me moan again, and ordered, "Now, teacher slut. It's time to end your withdrawal."
I obeyed reluctantly... because she was a student.
I obeyed excitedly... because I was horny as hell and this was a fantasy.
She moved her hands away from me as I took off my panties.
"Good teacher," she purred, her tone condescending... shame and excitement burning through me. I glanced back and saw that she was naked, except for her panties... her huge voluptuous breasts now mouth-wateringly close.
She sat on the desk and ordered, "Lean back on me, my teacher slut."
"Yes, Ms. Thomas," I obeyed, giving into the temptation of complete submission.
She cupped one breast, while sucking on the other, which created intense pleasure through my very being.

She whispered, as her tongue flicked my ear and her hot breath sent chills down my body. "How long have you wanted to be my teacher plaything?"
"Since the day you sauntered in here in that slutty plaid skirt," I answered, her one hand teasing my nipples, while her other began stroking my pussy.
"And what do you want from me?" she asked.
"To eat your pussy and be your submissive toy," I answered, as her fingers teased my pussy relentlessly.
"Well, I can only do one of those things," she said, her finger parting my pussy lips, as she tugged on my ear lobe.
"Which one?" I asked, thinking it odd she wouldn't want both.
"You being my submissive toy," she answered, as she moved my hips and had me stand up.
"You don't want me to eat your pussy?" I asked, confused.
"Knees," she ordered.
I obeyed.
She stood up and pulled down her panties to reveal tucked between her legs a cock... a very nice, semi-erect cock.
She stroked it in front of me and I watched it get hard.
"Well, that explains why I can't eat your pussy," I smiled, staring at her cock with wanton lust and hunger.
"I can make you my submissive plaything and cock sucker," she smiled, looking down at me, her cock now fully erect.
"Yes, Ms. Thomas," I nodded, "I think that is a very good idea."
"Now come and lick my balls, my teacher slut," she ordered, as she leaned back on the desk.
"Yes, Ms. Thomas," I obeyed, crawling to her balls and taking them in my mouth.

"That's it, suck each one in your mouth, Mrs. Walker," she moaned. "Good teacher cock suckers understand the importance of the entire cock... balls included."
"Of course, Ms. Thomas," I agreed, as I sucked one ball in my mouth.
"Now the other one," she moaned.
"Yes, Ms. Thomas," I replied, liking using the proper name that implied she was more important than me, while moving my hand up to massage the ball that had just left my mouth.
She scolded, "No hands, slut. Stay on all fours like a dog in heat. Use your slut mouth to find my balls like a good little slave."
"Sorry, Ms. Thomas," I apologized, getting back onto all fours and using my mouth to find the, at first, elusive ball.
When I found it, she said, "You see, even dumb bimbo sluts like you can follow a simple task, Mrs. Walker."
I winced at the verbal shot as I had scolded her in class a couple days ago for not following simple instructions. I replied, "Yes, Ms. Thomas, I am a stupid slut."
I couldn't believe I had just defamed myself so bluntly.
"That you are," she said. "Now lick your way all the way up my shaft and to the top of my cock."
"Yes, Ms. Thomas," I obeyed, slowly slithering my way up her erect shaft and to her mushroom cock head.
"Do you want to suck my cock, Mrs. Walker?" she asked.
"God, yes," I admitted, the juicy cock looking so inviting... like a juicy red apple hanging from a tree.
"Beg, my good girl teacher," she ordered, as she tapped my nose with her cock.
I didn't hesitate. "Please, Ms. Thomas, let your slave teacher suck your big cock. Teach your bimbo teacher to be a good cock sucker."
"Lick my cock head," she ordered.
"Yes, Ms. Thomas," I obeyed, swirling my tongue around the hard tip.
"Take just the head in your mouth, cock sucking teacher," she ordered.
"Yes, Ms. Thomas," I repeated, likely sounding like a parrot.
"Oh yes, Mrs. Walker," she moaned. "You look so natural with my cock in your mouth. I bet your students would love to know you are a cock hungry slut."
'I imagine they would' I thought to myself.
"Now suck it," she ordered.
And I did.
I began bobbing on her cock as she moaned, "That's it, show me just how good a cock sucker you are and maybe I'll give you an 'A'."
I bobbed hungrily, taking more and more with each downward bob as I got used to its girth and length.
After a couple of minutes of slow sucking, she put her hand on my head and began to push my head down on her cock.

She pushed my head down until her cock was tickling my throat.
She held me there for what seemed like an eternity as I tried not to gag. Before she let go, she said, "That was impressive. You have obviously sucked a lot of dick in your day."
I smirked at my many cock sucking adventures in my senior year and throughout college. I loved sucking cock; I loved swallowing cum; I loved getting facials. I just loved giving head. I sucked my first cock on the back of the bus on a band trip (band geeks are all secret perverts and sluts). I sucked three guys at a college party in my senior year; and at least a couple dozen throughout college.
"Did you?" she asked, lifting my head off her cock.

"Yes, I did," I admitted, before adding, "a lot."
"Who would have thunk it?" she said.
I winced at her word choice, the English teacher in me coming out, as I kept sucking.
"Time to fuck my sexy slut teacher," she declared, after a couple more minutes of me sucking her big cock.
My pussy tingled with anticipation.
"You want it in your cunt?" she asked.
"Yes, Ms. Thomas," I nodded.
"What will you do to have my cock in that neglected teacher cunt?" she questioned, moving her cock all around my lips.
"Anything," I answered, needing it in me this second.
"What if I want to share you with my boyfriend Jamal?" she asked.
Her boyfriend was a black linebacker and another of my fantasies. I often envisioned sucking black cock or pussy, and being dominated by black men and women. I answered, "I'd love to be tag teamed by you two." Yet, I also wondered if he took in the ass.
She laughed, "Such a slut."
"Yes, Ms. Thomas," I agreed.
"Bend over the table," she ordered.
I quickly obeyed, as I again responded with my subservient response, "Yes, Ms. Thomas."
"You sound like a fucking broken record," she said, as she slapped my ass. "Come up with a variety of ways to address me."
"Sorry, ma'am," I responded.
"Ma'am," she laughed, "I like that."
She rubbed her cock up and down my pussy lips from behind, teasing me. I begged, wanting that cock slamming into me, "Please, cheerleader Goddess, slam that long fuck stick in my wet fuck hole and use me as your personal cum repository."
"Don't you just mean cum bucket?" she asked.
"Yes, Ms. Perfect," I answered, willing to say anything to have her fuck me.
"I am perfect," she agreed, as she slammed her cock in me with one deep thrust.
"Yesssssss, as is your cock," I moaned loudly, as I finally got what I wanted.

"Such a wet box," she moaned, as she fucked me hard.
"That's your fault, my big cocked dominatrix," I said, struggling to come up with new ways to address her.
"Is your cunt this wet every day at school?" she asked.
"Usually," I admitted, which was true.
"Who else do you fantasize about being a slut for besides me and Ms. Kepling?" she asked, as she grabbed both my hips and fucked me even harder.
"Lots," I answered, but not wanting to give up names.
"Tell me who," she ordered, pulling out completely.
"Please, shove that big dick back in me," I begged.
"Answer the question," she ordered, her cock rubbing up and down my ass cheeks now.
"Fine," I sighed. "Tamara, Cassidy, Amanda, Brittany, Penelope, Ingrid, and Bethany."
"That's quite the diverse list," she pointed out.
That was true.
Tamara was a black all-star athlete and a good friend of my daughter. She had huge tits and an amazing stereotypical big ass black booty. I had seen her in her sports outfits, a bikini in my back yard and lingerie at my house during sleepovers. I often wondered if my daughter and her ever played with each other. I'd be lying if I said I didn't occasionally fantasize about Tamara being the Mistress to both my daughter and myself.
Cassidy was another cheerleader. She was a redhead and had huge tits too. She was almost as bitchy as Robyn, but also had a sweet side. She was also very intelligent and wrote intense poetry... which was another of my weaknesses. Although I loved the idea of being dominated and taken by a bitch, I also like the idea of being seduced by a smart young woman.
Amanda was the mayor's daughter. She was an entitled bitch as well. That said, she dressed like she was a junior democrat... always in business attire and pantyhose. I liked to imagine those pantyhose were thigh high stockings as well....
Brittany was a dumb blonde. A hot dumb blonde. Her blue eyes were intoxicating and her ass so tight in the jeans she always wore that I wanted to just pull them down and bury my face between her white as snow ass cheeks.
Penelope was dark. She always wore black and yet I imagined she was a witch who could put a spell on me to be her complete submissive. Although she hid it well with her attire, she was very pretty and had big tits. She also often wore pantyhose and although I doubt she knew the impact it had on me, often slid her feet in and out of her flats all day in class.



Ingrid was an exchange student from Sweden. As blonde as a woman could be, blue eyes and tall... six foot one. Her accent and sweetness turned me on and she had become one of my newest fantasies since starting here in August.
Lastly, Bethany. She was a nerd. A cute, sweet nerd. She was also a good friend of my daughter's and, I was pretty sure, a lesbian... even if she didn't know it yet. I often helped her with her math as although she was a nerd, she was not good at math. And although I taught mainly English, my last class of the day was math, and I was pretty good at it... I just didn't like teaching it.
"I like variety," I admitted, which was true. I liked eating pussy and cock.
"No boys?" she asked, her cock still not back in me.
"Well, Jamal, because I'd love to be a slut for black cock," I answered.
"That, I can make happen," she laughed. "He'd love to make you his white ass slut."
"I'd be a good obedient slave," I answered, loving the reverse roles of past American society.
"I know you would. Now get in a position to show me you really want this cock," she ordered, her hands caressing my ass.
Using the desk as leverage, I spread my legs wide, and lifted up my ass, a position I knew I wouldn't be able to hold for too long, but, I think, was utterly hot.
"Nice choice," she purred, as she slid her cock back in me and grabbed my hair.

"Oh yes," I moaned, "pull my hair, and make me your bitch."
"Already did that," she pointed out, before adding, "although I guess I could go for the three hole domination."
Before I could respond, she pulled out and slammed her cock in my ass. "Oh fuck!" I screamed, praying the janitors were nowhere near my class.
"Shit, so tight," she declared, as she roughly fucked my tight, non-lubricated ass.

"You like it in the ass don't you, teacher slut?" she asked, as she went balls deep in my surprised, long ignored asshole.
"Yes, you dirty fucking ass pounder," I babbled, the pain and pleasure of the sodomy making my head light and my mouth filthy.
She pounded my ass hard for an eternity it seemed, until the pain faded completely and the pleasure took over my body. I had always loved anal sex and got ass fucked so often when my husband was alive that we didn't even need lube, but two years without and, well, lube would have been nice.
"Such a dirty ass slut," Robyn said, as she kept slamming into my ass, her own moans beginning to increase.
"I'm a three hole cum bucket for you, Mistress," I declared, using the powerful 'M' word for the first time.
"Mistress," she said. "That is what I expect from now on, my teacher ass slut."
"Of course, Mistress," I moaned, wanting to feel her shoot her load deep up my butt, a feeling that was quite different from in the pussy or mouth.
Plus, my own orgasm was close. I used to have my most intense orgasms from anal sex and I could feel it rising.
I begged, again showing my utter submission to her, "May I come, Mistress?"
"You want to come from being sodomized by a student?" she asked, loving reminding me of who was in charge and who was supposed to be in charge.
"Yes, Mistress," I answered, "I come the hardest when I am used like a bimbo bitch for any person's pleasure."
"I have never seen a slut who could come from having a cock in their ass. A few faggots for sure, especially Mr. Parker," she revealed.
"The football coach?" I gasped.
"Oh yes, he loves cock," she continued, obviously loving the shocked tone I had.
"I can't believe it," I moaned, the idea hot. He was a complete asshole who figured the world revolved around him because he coached football.
"Oh yeah, he is quite the squealer, too," she added.
"That I would love to see," I said. Watching the asshole be put in his place would be very satisfying personally and sexually.
"Maybe I'll let you fuck him," she added.
"Oh God, yes, please," I moaned, my orgasm getting closer at the idea of pegging the smug piece of shit.
"That turns you on?" she asked, even though the answer was obvious.
"I hate that fucker," I admitted. "He thinks he is so much better than everyone else." As soon as I said it I realized I shouldn't say such things in front of a student. Then I smirked to myself as I also shouldn't be bent over a desk getting ass fucked by a student either.
"Come for me, Jasmine," she said, using my first name for the first time. "Come from getting ass fucked by a student."
"Oh God, yes," I moaned, so close.
"In your classroom,' she continued.
"Yes, more."
"By someone who has already fucked your daughter in all three of her holes too," she revealed with the hardest thrust yet.
That was the final straw as the idea that my daughter was her fuck toy too was too much and I screamed, "Yes, Mistress!"

The orgasm hit hard as shame and lust, humiliation and adrenaline, coursed through me like a tornado hitting land.
"You just came thinking of your daughter as a slut?" she asked, amused.
I corrected, "I came from thinking of my daughter being a three hole cum slut like her three hole cum slut mother."
"Touché," she laughed, as she kept fucking me through my orgasm.
After a moment, she added, "You'd probably even munch on your daughter's snatch if I told you to, wouldn't you, teacher slut?"
"Yes...no... oh, God," I babbled, the idea hot and wrong. The admission hot and wrong. The submission to this student hot and wrong.
Yet, at the moment, everything seemed right.
I wasn't a mother of two.
I wasn't a respected teacher.
I was a three hole cum slut for a shemale cheerleader.
"Want my cum up your asshole?" she asked.
"Yes, Mistress, coat my anal walls with your cum," I begged, wanting to feel the hot spray erupt inside me.
"Here it comes," she grunted, as she shot her load in me.

"Oh yes, take it all, slut," she ordered.
"Oh yes, Mistress, plant your seed in my shit hole," I said, loving the complete submission of being filled by cum.
"Oh shit," she sighed, as she slowed down. "That was even better than I had envisioned."
"How long have you envisioned it?" I asked.
"Ever since I fucked your daughter after a volleyball game," she answered.
"Oh my," I said, trying to imagine that.
"Yes, she was an eager submissive slut that actually sucked my cock in front of all the other cheerleaders," she revealed. "And then she took it in the pussy and ass while servicing the rest of the senior squad's pussies with her tongue."
"Oh," was all I could say as I envisioned it clearly... actually jealous of my daughter for having such an experience.
"Don't worry slut," she said, pulling out of my ass, "you can be a cheerleader sex slave too."
"Thank you, Mistress," I replied, already imagining the possibilities.
"Maybe you can even join your daughter next month at state championships where she was going to be our weekend fuck toy," she added.
"God, yes," I answered, as cum leaked out of my ass.
"Such a fucking slut," she laughed, before ordering, "Sit up on the desk. I want to taste that pussy."
"Yes, Mistress," I obeyed, surprised she was going to eat me. Rarely in my stories did I have my Mistress characters ever eat pussy.
I watched her move between my legs and bury her face in my still slightly trembling pussy.

Her tongue felt so good. She had obviously eaten pussy many times. I closed my eyes and imagined her eating out my daughter.
"Oh, that is so good, Mistress," I moaned, wanting her to know how much I was enjoying her experienced tongue.
"You taste just like your daughter," she replied, as her tongue seemed to somehow be fucking my pussy.
"Like Mom slut, like daughter slut," I joked.
"Indeed," she laughed back.
As she licked my pussy, she probed my asshole with her finger and teased my clit, a second orgasm began building quickly.
As my moans increased, she removed her finger and quit licking, and said, "Now get yourself off for me. I want to watch you masturbate."
"Yes, Mistress," I obeyed, moving a finger instantly to my fevered pussy.

I closed my eyes and fingered myself, no shame left in me.
A moment later, I heard a phone beep and opened my eyes... Robyn was filming me.
"Please no," I begged, even though I kept fingering myself like a good submissive slut.
"This is just for my own personal collection," she explained, before warning, "that is, as long as you remain obedient."
"I always will," I promised, continuing to finger myself while being filmed. I figured I may as well give my Mistress a show. I began furiously fingering myself, creating such wetness that I began to leak.

"Oh yes, Mrs. Walker, tell me who owns you," Robyn ordered.
I moaned, "You do."
"Say my name, slut," she demanded.
"Robyn owns me, Robyn Thomas is my Mistress," I declared with pride while opening my eyes and looking into the camera.
"And what are you?"
Staring at the camera, my dignity gone, my pride non-existent, all that was left was complete submission, I answered, "A cock sucking, pussy munching, cock riding, ass taking, submissive cock and pussy slave for Robyn Thomas and anyone else she wants to give me to."
"And your daughter, would you eat your daughter's cunt?" She questioned, pulling me deeper into the dark humiliation.
"Yes, Mistress," I answered without hesitation, "If you told me to."
"Come now, slut, come while thinking of munching your daughter's cunt, sucking all the football players, being fisted by the cheerleaders, gangbanged by the senior class, bound and forced to serve all the senior girls and made to commit incest with your daughter and son."
"Oh yes!" I screamed, the list of debauchery all it took for my second orgasm to come flooding out of me, literally.

"Wow, quite the sprayer," she laughed, as my cum sprayed in a variety of directions.
The idea of my college son fucking me only enhanced the orgasm, as it wasn't something I had put much thought into before it was mentioned.
"Stand up," she ordered, even as my orgasm continued to hit me.
"Okay," I weakly obeyed.
"Okay, what, you fucking slut," she roared, pulling my hair and yanking me off the table.
"Sorry, okay, Mistress," I quickly corrected.
"We are not done yet, my cum bucket teacher," she said. "Oh no, I have another load or two for you yet today."
"Yes, Mistress," I said, excited and yet still feeling weak.
She sat on the edge of the desk and ordered, "Come and ride me."
I was exhausted and still coming, but I did as I was told.
I turned around, moved my ass back to her and allowed her to pick a hole.
She positioned her cock at my pussy and ordered, "Now ride, slut."
I lowered my pussy on her cock and awkwardly did as I was told. The position was fun, but awkward, and it took some time to get used to, as her cock slid out of me a few times.
She scolded, "Keep my cock in you, you dumb slut."
"Sorry, Mistress," I apologized, like a dumb slut.

After a couple of minutes of awkward riding, she pulled me up and got me in a more comfortable position.
"Is that better, slut?" she asked.
"Yes, Mistress," I moaned, now able to more easily take her entire cock in my pussy, I began riding furiously, wanting to show her how big a slut I was.
"That's better," she said. "You really love cock, don't you, Jasmine?"
"Yes, Mistress," I admitted, loving nothing more than having a cock in one of my three holes.

I moved my hand to my pussy and began rubbing as I bounced on her big cock.
"You want to come again?" she questioned.
"Yes, Mistress," I answered, loving this position that made me feel completely full.
"You can come as much as you want, my slut," she offered generously.
"Thank you so much, Mistress," I moaned, adding, "You are a very generous Mistress."
"I know," she agreed, as she reached from behind and cupped my tits.
I rode for a couple more minutes, my orgasm again rising, and announced, "I'm coming again, Mistress."
"I can feel your slut juices," she said.
A few seconds later, my orgasm, less intense than the last one, hit me, she ordered, "Go sit on your desk, teacher slut."
"Yes, Mistress," I obeyed, happy to be off my weak, weary knees. I walked over to my desk, my own juices leaking down my legs.
I sat up and spread my legs for my teen Mistress.
"You still want more," she said amused, shaking her head.
"Yes, Mistress," I nodded. "I still have a cum bucket that hasn't been filled."
She laughed, "I guess that is right."
She moved to me, moved my legs together and slid inside my cunt.

"This may take a while," she warned. "Before the two loads deposited in you, I shot one in Ms. Michaels this morning and another in my boyfriend's ass."
I moaned, thinking of Jamal's black ass being bent over and taking a white cock deep in it, "That is so hot."
"What is?" she asked.
"You fucking another guy," I answered, wondering how many guys she fucked.
"I'm an equal opportunity ass pounder," she shrugged.
"That you are," I laughed. It didn't surprise me that she also was fucking the cheerleader coach, Ms. Michaels. She was a hot first year teacher and probably easy pickings for a dominant young woman like Robyn.
She rolled me onto my side and fucked me in yet another position.
Each position gave slightly different sensations as different angles stimulated different aspects of my pussy.

After a couple more minutes, she rolled me onto my back as if I was just her fuck doll and climbed onto my desk.
"Time to really fuck my teacher slut," she smiled, hovering above me, her dick tapping on my swollen clit.
"Isn't that what you've been doing?" I asked wickedly.
She slid her cock into me and shrugged, "Okay, consider this the final fucking."
"So soon," I teased with a moan.
"Such a slut," she said shaking her head, but smiling, as she surprised me and straddled my belly and ordered, "Squeeze those tits together."
I laughed, "I'm not sure they are big enough, especially in this position."
As her cock moved between my valley of flesh, she ordered, "Just do as you're fucking told, teacher slut."
"Yes, Mistress," I obeyed, having only done this a couple of times in the past, but always to very little success. My 34B breasts were not tiny, but also not large enough to really be tit fucked.
So although awkward, we tried, as I just did what I was told.

She fucked my tits for probably a minute at most, before she slid down and rubbed her cock on my pussy lips.
I moaned loudly.
She slid her cock inside me and said, "Time for one more fucking."
"Yes, Mistress," I moaned, lifting my ass up to meet her thrusts, this position really stimulating my clitoris.
The angle was amazing and a fourth orgasm, something I had never had occur before, rose quickly.
"Think you can come again?" she asked.
"If you keep fucking me like this, yes," I answered.
"Don't come before me," she warned, as she slammed into me. "I have one more bucket to fill before you get to come."
"Yes, Mistress," I moaned, wanting to feel her spray her seed inside me, and knowing that would likely trigger my fourth and final orgasm.
A couple more minutes of hard deep thrusts and me meeting them as best I could, and I knew she was close too.
"Here comes my cum, teacher slut," she grunted, as I felt her fill me.
"Oh yes, Mistress, fill your slut's cunt with your cum," I moaned, as my orgasm was close.



"Come one more time for me, my teacher pet," she ordered, fucking me hard as she kept spewing inside me.
And after a few more hard deep thrusts, I did... again.
"Yes, so good," I declared, as my fourth orgasm went through me.

I suddenly came hard at my desk as I shook my head.
What the hell was coming over me?
After I finished my orgasm, I grabbed my grading and headed home.
That night, I reread my few shemale stories. As a writer you never know which stories will be popular. Some things are obvious. Incest stories get more reads and often more favourites (yet super high scores have been a challenge... at least for me); illustrated stories get lots of reads, sometimes even more than incest (and lots of repeat views), but much less favourites (which I have never understood); gay and lesbian stories both hit a niche target market thus less reads (yet often more emails from readers impacted); other categories are hit and miss: anal (popular if you focus on anal), loving wife (a pit of anger unless the loving wife is indeed a loving wife), and group (very hit and miss in my time involved). Then there is transsexuals & crossdressers (in which my few stories have done well).
My first was a crossdressing story called 'Becoming a Drag Queen', but the rest (other than my 'Cocksucker' series) have been about shemales... something that has become a growing fascination (as has pegging of late).
'Shemale School: A Teacher Seduced' (starring me) was a novella like story of a shemale high school, 'Shemale Surprise' is a story about a man at a wedding, and 'Shemale Sister-in-Law' which is about a husband having his fantasy come true by being fucked by another woman have all been well received. My obsession with the idea of men being fucked by women was last released in my 'Kinky Tales' series in which a married couple explores the concept of anal sex and pegging.
And now... learning that Annabelle was a shemale had brought me back to my shemale obsession. In 'Shemale School' I was dominated by adult and teen shemales and I have considered writing a sequel for it for years, but have not come up with the right plot. Now I felt I could be living my fantasy in reality.
On the other hand, I had no idea what to say to Annabelle.
I had no idea if she was interested.
She acted no different since Halloween.
She still was flirty and playful.
She was still sexy and alluring.
And although nothing seemed different, it had sure changed my fantasies... all which now seemed to be about shemales.
Every cute girl I saw, I imagined them with a cock.
In line at the grocery store, I imagined the mom of two in front of me with a cock.
At the mall, I imagined every female worker to have a cock.
At the football playoff game, I imagined all the cheerleaders with cocks... fucking me, fucking each other, fucking the football players.
It became an obsession.
And yet, I didn't do anything about it.
....
Then things got even more surreal.
My athletic daughter, who was always in jeans, track pants, or shorts, started wearing nylons... every day. She walked around the house in her nylon-clad feet.
And although she was my daughter... the idea of incest was getting more and more appealing.
And even if I still knew deep down I wasn't going to act on my growing desires... my fantasies were getting more and more vivid and the conversations about my daughter more and more intoxicating.
She also seemed to be tempting me:
-having her nylon-clad feet resting on the stool as she watched television
-wiggling her toes in the kitchen while she made breakfast
-fixing her stockings in the car as I drove her to school
-even having them on the kitchen table one morning
I began to wonder.... was she doing this on purpose?
Was she somehow aware of my nylon fetish?
It then got weirder.
Class was just ending for the day when Annabelle sauntered into my room... oddly without heels... her stocking-clad feet and toes in plain view.

This after a couple of weeks of my daughter's sudden obsession with nylons.
It was all very strange.
"How was your day?" she asked.
I stared at her feet.
She asked, "You okay?"
"What?" I asked, hearing the question, but distracted by her feet in stockings and the major coincidence that may not be a coincidence.
"You seem distracted," she said.
"Um, yeah, just tired," I said, as I stood up and walked over to staple a poster that had started to fall.
Annabelle hopped onto a student's desk and continued, "Up all night grading?"
"Yep," I Iied, not admitting it was really because I was up writing a lengthy lesbian porn story called '2 Mistresses' and had then fucked myself with a dildo as I fantasized about her being my shemale Mistress.
"Me too," she said, as she crossed her legs on the desk and revealed she was wearing thigh highs, which only made me more confused.

And as if she was a stocking seductress, she swung her sexy nylon clad legs back and forth, like a hypnotist's watch.
Suddenly a thought hit me. Could she somehow know about my secret author identity?
No way! She couldn't possibly know that my online username was silkstockingslover; she couldn't possible know that my fetish was not only nylons, but more so feet and toes in nylon.
She continued, "I can't believe we have to do this every second weekend."
"And yet we just obey and do it," I replied, walking towards her, trying not to stare at her legs.
"Probably your submissive side coming out," she casually bantered.
It was just a comment and yet it went right to the core of my being. I wondered if she saw through my outer strong-willed teacher persona and could see the submissive me dying to come out. The submissive me that wanted to drop to my knees in front of her, fish out her cock and get face fucked.
I moved to a desk across from her, hopped up on it and joked, "Yes, I guess I am rather submissive."
She smiled playfully and yet, it seemed, with just a tinge of suggestiveness, "You are just like a loyal puppy dog."
"Are you comparing me to a dog?" I asked, smiling back.
She laughed, "Not like a real dog, but a metaphorical dog."
I hung my head and stared at both her feet, which I wanted to bow down to and touch and lick and kiss as I questioned, "Um, is this better?"
"Sure," she shrugged. "You are loyal, sweet, and obedient."
"That doesn't sound so bad, I guess," I shrugged, before adding, giving my own hint about my true submissiveness, "I have always been someone who will do anything for the people I care about," stressing the word 'anything'.
"I know," she nodded, moving her one foot around in a small circle. "I wish I could have the patience you have."
"Plus," I added, wanting to give her every clue that I wanted to be her fuck toy, "I guess you are right. I am very, very obedient."
As I was talking, she slowly, as if she was Sharon Stone in 'Basic Instinct' uncrossed her legs and actually spread them open slightly.
I watched it as if it was slow motion, my pussy getting wet instantly.

She joked, as she stood up, "If you looked good on all fours, you would make the perfect pet."
My response, not remotely hiding the sexual innuendo that went with it, "Oh, Annabelle, I would look very good on all fours."
She smiled as she walked to me.
Was this it? Was she going to take me right here in my classroom? Was that what I wanted?
As these thoughts swarmed my overwhelmed brain, she said, "Oh, I bet you would look amazing on all fours." Now directly in front of me, she added, our usual sexual banter getting more intense and vivid, "And on your side, your back, or handcuffed to a pole."
I laughed, while smiling wickedly, "What am I? Anastasia?"
"You just need to find your own Christian Grey," she countered.
For a moment I thought she may kiss me, but she began walking out of the classroom. My cheeks flushed, my pussy on fire, I added, "I couldn't agree more."
At my door, she added, almost as an order, "You are coming out with me one of these weekends."
"Yes, Mistress," I responded, making it sound like a joke, but meaning it completely.
She laughed, "Your cheeks are red Jasmine. You may need to go toss one off."
"What does that mean?" I asked.
"Masturbate," she answered and left before I could say anything.
Holy fuck? What just happened? Suddenly horny as hell, I did need to masturbate. Unfortunately, I had a tutoring session with Tori's friend, Bethany.
So, flushed, confused and frustrated (why didn't she just fucking take me?), I drove to Bethany's house. Usually, she came to my place, but I was having the ducts cleaned at home and it would be really noisy.
I got there and she greeted me in a plaid skirt, black pantyhose, and a black camisole that showcased her perky young tits. After the teasing that Annabelle had unknowingly done to me, I was instantly horny... seeing the cute, nerdy friend of my daughter in a new light.
She said, "Let's go to my room."
"Okay," I said, my naughty mind instantly going to something much more devious than the innocent Bethany would have been thinking.
For the next two hours I helped her with a few different mathematic concepts and was constantly distracted by the fact that she was wearing pantyhose.
My pussy was on fire and begged me to hit on the eighteen year old, yet I controlled myself.
As I was getting ready to leave, she said, "I really need to thank you, Mrs. Walker."
My thought was 'let me lick that pussy of yours', but I smiled, "Oh, it's my pleasure."
"Well, if you ever need anything," she said, sounding sweet and sincere.
"I'll keep that in mind," I smiled, as she gave me a big hug.
My pussy dampened as I anticipated a kiss.
Sadly, it didn't happen.
I said goodbye, and headed out to my car.
In my car, I moved my hand to my excited pussy, closed my eyes, and imagined that hug becoming something different.
Bethany moved behind me and whispered, "Mrs. Walker, I really want to thank you for all you have done for me."
My body shivered as her hand went to my waist. I replied, "It's okay, Bethany, I just want you to be successful."
She responded, turning me around, and looking into my eyes, "And now I want to reward you."
I was ready to give into her completely.

Then she kissed me.
I melted at her touch, moving my hands to her ripe breasts.
Her hands went to my ass.
We kissed intimately for minutes, lust overriding everything else. She wasn't dominant, I wasn't submissive. We were just two lovers in the heat of the moment.
I broke the kiss and whispered, "I want to taste you."
Her eyes went nervous. "Um, I have a secret, Mrs. Walker."
"What is it?" I asked.
"I, um, I'm not all girl," she whispered, looking embarrassed.
"Let me see," I said, curious.
She pulled down her skirt nervously to reveal her pantyhose were actually thigh highs.
She then pulled down her panties to reveal a very nice hard cock.
"Oh my," I smiled, reaching and taking her cock in my hand. "Does my daughter know about this delicious secret?"

She answered, "We play sometimes."
"You do, do you?" I purred, stroking it lightly.
"Tori calls it part of her work out regiment," Bethany moaned softly with a girlish giggle.
"I bet she does," I smiled, as I lowered myself to my knees.
"Oh my," Bethany said, looking down at me so adorably. "I have fantasized about this for a long time, Mrs. Walker."
"You have?" I asked, as I flicked my tongue on her cock head.
"Yes, Mrs. Walker," she whimpered. "You are a very beautiful woman and the reason I have started wearing nylons."
"Really?" I smiled, swirling my tongue around her cock. "You look super sexy in those thigh highs Bethany."
"Thank you, Mrs. Walker," she blushed, looking so sweet and innocent.
"Please call me Jasmine," I offered, before I took her cock in my mouth.
"Oh God, yes, Mrs. Walker, I mean Jasmine," Bethany moaned.
I whispered, as I took her cock out of my mouth, "Your cock is so delicious."
"Thank you," she whimpered, her eyes looking both lustful and surprised.

I bobbed hungrily on her cock, wanting that first load down my throat.
"Oh God, Jasmine," she moaned, "that feels so good."
I asked, "Can you reload quickly?"
"Oh yes," Bethany smiled. "I can come lots."
"I want to take that first load in my mouth and swallow it, sexy," I purred, as I stood up and quickly took off my skirt and returned back to my knees... happy I had chosen not to wear any panties tonight... just one more secret rebellion to the stereotypical perception of me and most teachers.
"Oh yes," Bethany whimpered, before adding, "Tori loves swallowing my cum too."

"Like Mommy, like daughter," I purred, as I resumed, sucking her delicious cock.
"Oh yes," she agreed.
I bobbed looking forward to feeling her big cock fucking me, as I imagined her big cock fucking my daughter.
Suddenly she grabbed my head, surprising me, and began bucking her hips as she unexpectedly was fucking my face.
"Oh God, so close," she grunted.
Suddenly she stiffened, as I furiously stroked her cock while sucking simultaneously, and deposited one of the biggest loads I have ever had explode in my mouth. She just came and came, and I hungrily swallowed it all.
"Yes, Jasmine, take it all," she whimpered.
And I did.

I kept sucking until every drop of cum was deposited inside my mouth and down my throat.
"Oh God," she weakly said, as she pulled out. "That was intense."
"That was just the beginning," I responded, licking one last drop of cum from the tip of her cock.
"I hope so," Bethany smiled, as she moved to the edge of her bed.
I crawled to her, stood up and pushed her playfully onto her back. I smiled, while I moved on top of her and kissed her.
We kissed for a few minutes and then I slowly moved back down and pointed out, "Does this beast ever go down?"
"When I'm sleeping," she smiled, as I stroked her cock.
"Well, this is going to keep me awake for a while," I bantered back, teasing her cock and taking it back into my hungry mouth.
"You love sucking cock, don't you?" Bethany asked.
"I will suck your cock anytime you want," I answered.
"In your classroom?" she asked.
"Yes," I nodded.
"In front of Tori?" she questioned.
"God, yes," I nodded, taking her cock back in my mouth and cupping her big balls.

"Oh yes," she moaned, obviously liking having her balls fondled.
I sucked her cock.
I slid my tongue down her shaft.
I sucked each ball in my mouth.
I sat up, took off my blouse and moved between her legs. I smiled, "I think I could suck your cock for an eternity."
"And I'd let you," she moaned, as I flicked her thick cock head.


After a couple of minutes of sucking, I wanted it in me. And she seemed to be thinking the exact same thing.
She said, "Roll onto your stomach, Jasmine."
"Hmmmmmmm," I moaned as I got into position.
I looked behind me and watched as she moved in position. "It's time to make fantasy a reality," she said.
"Ditto," I nodded.
"Want my cock?" she asked, rubbing her cock up and down on my very wet pussy lips.
"Fuck me, Bethany," I replied, wanting that cock deep in me.
She slid inside me.
I moaned, "Yes, Bethany."
"So wet," she moaned, as her entire cock slid inside me.
"That's your fault," I smiled back at her.

She laughed. "I still can't believe this is happening."
"Me either," I responded, watching her the entire time. Loving her cute face, loving her intensity.
After a minute or two of fucking me slowly, she surprised me by lifting up my left foot.
I almost lost my balance as I reached up to cup her perky breasts.
"Tori loves this position," Bethany explained. "She says I go extra deep."

"So it seems," I moaned, as she did indeed seem to reach new depths.
She fucked me slowly in this position for a while, before I begged, "Harder, baby. Fuck me harder."
"I want to fuck you all night long," she said, as she let go of my leg.
I leaned forward and agreed, "I'm not leaving until you kick me out."
"You may have to move in then," she smiled back, as her hands went to my hips and she shifted from slow to fast thrusts.
"Oh yes," I moaned, "fuck me baby. Shove that big cock deep in my cunt."
"You like it rough?" she asked, as she began slamming into me.



"Oh yes, I want to be fucked hard, baby," I moaned.
"Tori likes it rough too," Bethany said.
"Do you make her your slut?" I asked.
"Sometimes," Bethany answered. "We often role play."
"You doooooo?" I asked, my orgasm building.

"Oh yes, sometimes I'm Ms. Kepling or one of the cheerleaders, or...." She stopped after listing off a couple of my own fantasies.
"Or what?" I asked, the idea that my daughter and I were so much alike in our fantasies only enhancing my growing pleasure.
She stopped deep inside of me.
"You sure you want to hear this?" she asked.
"I'm sure that I want you to keep fucking me and I'm sure I want to hear everything you and my daughter do," I said, looking back at her.
"Or sometimes I'm you," she revealed, shocking me to my core.
"Oh my," I moaned, the revelation only adding to the fire burning inside me.
"Oh yes, she loves roleplaying incest," she added, before ordering, "Roll onto your side."
"Yes, ma'am," I joked, as I obeyed, my head still processing this new information.
"This is my favourite positon," she explained, as she moved behind me.
"Why?" I asked, as her cock poked my anal hole, making me wonder if she was going to try and fuck my ass.
"It's romantic and yet I can go really deep," she answered, as she repositioned her cock towards my pussy.
"I see," I said, as she slid her cock back in my wanton box.
"I love fucking you, Jasmine," she whispered, as she slowly fucked me.
"I love being fucked by you," I answered completely enamoured by her soft touch, big cock, and intimate fucking.
And she fucked me for a couple more minutes in this position.

She then said, "Let's take this to the floor."
"How romantic," I smiled, as she pulled out and moved to the floor.
She shrugged, "I just like the floor for this position, and for stability."
"Which positon?" I asked, curious.
I watched her get onto her ass and say, "Now come and face me."
"Interesting," I said, not sure how this would work.
"This is a really fun position," she said, holding her cock out for me.
"So it seems," I smiled, as I lowered myself.
It took a bit of work, and flexibility, both of us laughing as we failed the first couple of times.
"Now buck your hips and fuck me," she said,
"Oh, you naughty girl," I purred, as I obeyed her suggestion.

In this position, I really began to feel my orgasm rise again, the ups and downs of the orgasm that wouldn't explode.
"Oh yes, Jasmine, fuck yourself," she moaned, as she just sat and watched me.
"You like to watch," I smiled.
"I like it all," she answered, as she began moving her hips to meet mine.
"Oh, God," I moaned, the pleasure increasing.
Yet, after only a few seconds, I couldn't hold myself up and fell backwards. I joked, "Apparently I'm not as flexible as I used to be."
"Sorry," she laughed too.
I straddled her and lowered myself back on her cock. I smiled, "This I can do."
"Yes, you can," she smiled, as I began slowly riding her.
"Oh yes, so good," I moaned, taking all her cock in me as I slowly rode her.
"You look so hot," she moaned, as I closed my eyes and allowed myself to enjoy the pleasure of riding her cock.

I rode her for a couple of minutes, my orgasm again rising. Yet, in this position, I couldn't go as fast as I wanted to... or needed to.
Suddenly she pulled me close, kissed me and using strength I didn't know she had, she lifted me up, laid me on my back and began to fuck me.
"I want to see you come, Jasmine," she said.
"Then fuck me hard," I said.
"I think I can do that," she responded, and began fucking me hard and deep, her entire body crashing into me with each forward thrust.
And in this position, she seemed to go even deeper, and my orgasm, which had been building and teasing, was finally in full throttle.
"Yes, yes," I moaned, "pound my cunt."
"You sound so hot in desperation."
"Um, thanks," I laughed, as I moved my hand to my clit and began rubbing while Bethany fucked me hard.
"Come baby," she ordered.
"Yes, God, I love your cock," I moaned as I closed my eyes and allowed my orgasm to rise and erupt like a volcano.

A few more hard thrusts and I finally came. "Yes, I'm coming."
She kept fucking me through my orgasm as I just allowed her to fuck me and the orgasm to take control.
When she pulled out, I asked, "You still need to come?"
"Maybe," she shrugged.
"Sit on the edge of the bed," I ordered, as I weakly got up.
She did and I moved between her legs and tried something different. I moved her cock between my tits and squeezed them together.
"Oh, this is new," she moaned.
"Like it?" I asked, trying to be sexy, even though it was awkward.

"Oh yes," she moaned. "You look hot with my cock in your mouth, your pussy, and even between your tits."
"You like having your own teacher pet?" I asked.
"It's a dream come true," she answered, before adding as she moved her hands to cup my tits, "literally."
I laughed, "I'm happy to hear you use literally in the right context."
"Always in teacher mode," she laughed back.
"Teacher mode or teacher slut mode," I shrugged.
"I like both," she said, "although I think I'm partial to teacher slut."
"Me too," I agreed.

"I want your next load in my cunt, Bethany," I said, liking using the word 'cunt'; instead of 'pussy' when in such sexual acts.
"I couldn't agree more," she nodded, before adding, "go lie down on the bed and spread those sexy legs."
"Hmmm, I love a girl who knows what she wants," I purred, getting onto the bed, lying on my back, and then spreading my legs.
"And what I want now is you, Mrs. Walker," she said, as she moved between me and slid her cock inside me as she leaned in and kissed me passionately.

She kept fucking me forever, kissing me the entire time.
It was intimate.
It was intense.
It was romantic.
It was raw.
Eventually, she broke the kiss and began fucking me rapidly, like my husband used to fuck me when he was about to come.
"Come in me, baby," I moaned, lifting my legs up.
"Oh yes, Jasmine," she moaned.
"Fill my cunt with your cum," I begged, looking deep into her eyes.
"Oh fuck, yes," she grunted, as she deposited her cum in me.
Lights suddenly flashed from a passing car and I was startled back to reality. I looked around, briefly confused of my whereabouts, before realizing I was still in front of Bethany's house.
I pulled my fingers from my cunt and started driving, my head spinning with my obsession of shemales.
Once home, I had a late supper, did a bit of grading, got in pajamas, and checked my email. I had over forty new emails.
I responded to almost all of them, including some of my regulars, some I would consider friends, before trying to continue writing a new series I hoped to release in 2016... a 1950's lesbian story.
I went to bed after writing a dozen pages and getting myself off quickly imagining I was the main submissive character in the story.
.....
The next day, I headed to school and upon entering my room was surprised to see Mrs. Rose sitting on my desk.
I was equally surprised to see her leaning over, her tits almost coming out of her blouse.
I was even more surprised to see she was not wearing heels.

Things just continued to get weirder and weirder. It was as if my fantasy world was becoming my reality... having imagined her in my classroom, in nylons, many times before.
I greeted, "Good morning, Mrs. Rose."
"Hi, Jasmine," she looked up, startled.
"Sorry to scare you," I said.
She got off my desk and walked over to a student's desk. "No worries, I just needed to ask you a favour."
"Sure," I nodded, as I put my stuff down on a table.
She hopped up onto the desk and said, "Can you cover a class for Mrs. Wheat in your prep today?"
"Um, sure," I said, finding it odd she didn't just e-mail such a request, like she usually would.
As she crossed her legs, looking at me the entire time, she said, "Great."
It was then I saw the lace top of her thigh high stockings. My pussy tingled. Mrs. Rose wore thigh high stockings.

She continued, "If there is ever any way I can thank you for covering let me know."
I thought to myself: 'Yes, spread your legs and let me munch on that pussy'.
I answered, "Oh, it's my pleasure."
She nodded, "You really are a team player."
"Annabelle called me submissive the other day," I quipped, trying to hint at my true nature.
"I suppose you are," she nodded. "Always helping others."
"It's how I was raised," I shrugged.
"To please others?" she asked.
"It sounds bad when you say it like that," I joked, before adding, "I guess I have always wanted to make other people happy whatever way I can." I even stressed 'whatever' trying to give any hint I could that I was willing to be submissive to her.
"That is what I love about you," she nodded, getting off the desk.
"Not my teaching?" I bantered.
"Well, that too," she laughed, before saying, "have a great day, Jasmine."
"You too, Mrs. Rose," I said, staring at her nylon-clad feet as she walked past me.
.....
It was Friday when things got even stranger.
I was walking past my daughter's room and saw her posing in front of the mirror in just her bra, panties and thigh high stockings.
I froze.

She looked so hot.
I'm not proud of my first thought or the image that popped into my head.
Me with my face buried between her legs.

The thought was short lived as Tori greeted, seeing me in the mirror, acting casual, "Hi, Mom."
"Hi, Tori," I replied, walking into her room. I asked, "Hot date?"
"Just going to a party," she answered.
"In those?" I asked.
"What?" she asked, suddenly looking vulnerable. "Do I look bad?"
"No, no," I said, thinking to myself, 'no, you look utterly delicious'. "It's just that I thought you were more a jeans and t-shirt girl, Tori."
"I know," she nodded. "But I see you always in nylons and thought I should try them."
"Do you like them?" I asked.
"They make me feel sexy and mature," she answered, posing for me.

"It does do that," I smiled, looking at her feet in nylons.
"Mom, can I ask you a personal question?" she asked.
"Sure, anything," I answered, taking a bit too long to as I admired my daughter's legs and feet.
"Why do you wear them every day?"
"Lots of reasons," I answered, vaguely.
"Like?"
"Well, your father loved me in them," I started.
"I see," she nodded.
"But even after he died, well, I love the feel of them, the way they showcase my legs and also the attention I get wearing them."
"How so?"
"I don't know," I shrugged. "I just find that when I wear nylons I get more attention."
"Me too," she nodded.
"I treat my legs and feet like my third asset," I continued.
"Third asset?" she questioned.
"Yes," I nodded. "Men check out your breasts and ass... but also your legs."
"I guess that makes sense," she said, as she brushed her hair back.

She looked so sweet, innocent, and sexy... like so many of my protagonists... so much like Jenny in my 'Bedding the Babysitter' series.
"Well, honey, I'll let you get ready," I said.
I left her alone and once in the hallway, leaned against the wall, my pussy on fire.
I no doubt wanted to submit to my daughter.
Yet, I sensed even if she was to have sex... she would be submissive like me.
I closed my eyes and again imagined that I was a submissive:
"Come lick me," Tori ordered.
"But I'm your mother," I protested weakly, even as my mouth watered.
"No, you're my live-in pussy pleasing Mommy-slut," she corrected, as she opened her legs and snapped her fingers like I was a dog.
"Tori, how dare...." I began to protest.
"Now, Mother," she ordered, interrupting me.
For some reason, I obeyed, going to the bed, and moving between her stocking-clad legs and her surprisingly shaved pussy.
"I shaved my cunt just for you," she said.
"Thank you," I absurdly said, as I extended my tongue and began licking.

"That's it, Mommy-slut, lick your daughter's cunt," she ordered.
"Yes," I moaned, lapping eagerly at her perfect sweetness.
"Mom!" I head Tori say in shock, breaking me out of my fantasy, my fingers in my panties and my skirt hiked up.
"Oh, God," I gasped, embarrassed, as I pulled my fingers out.
"What were you masturbating about?" she asked, now in a skirt.
"Nothing," I lied, before adding, "I'm so sorry."
Tori laughed.
"What?" I asked.
"I just never thought of you as someone who masturbates," she said.
I shrugged, "Trust me, I masturbate... a lot!"
"TMI!" Tori laughed.
Deciding to continue the conversation. "Probably more than my teenage students."
"Oh my God," Tori gasped.
"Sorry, it's been a long time," I admitted.
"Since Dad died?" she asked, suddenly serious.
"Yeah," I nodded.
"So, you need to get laid," she said.
"Tori!" I gasped, my turn to be shocked.
"Just saying," she shrugged, before heading back to her room.
I was just beginning to go to my room, when she came back out and handed me a vibrator. "This, Mom, is a girl's best friend."
"Tori!" I said.
"Trust me," she said. "It's called a rabbit and it will have you bouncing."
"I can't believe the conversation we're having," I said, as I looked at the long toy, one I had considered buying after research for another story.
"We're both adults now," Tori shrugged, before adding, "and we both need to get laid."
"Aaaaaah," I mockingly screamed, as I covered my ears.
Tori laughed and headed back to her room.
I went to mine and once Tori was gone used the toy in me as I imagined her being my Mistress.
It didn't take long, the rabbit being intense and the fantasy just as intense.
As I recovered, I shook my head... my life was becoming more and more surreal.
On the bright side, I chuckled to myself, at least this fantasy didn't end with my daughter having a cock.
That night, I did some research on incest yet again. I had done a fair amount over the years for my story writing and had talked to a quite a few people who admitted they participated. Now I know some of it was bullshit, but I was convinced incest was a lot more common than society would like us to believe.
I also went back and reread some of my incest stories. Revisiting my first, 'Making Mommy Mine' I was shocked by how average it was, and the sequel was worse. But as I looked at some of my other stories I felt better. 'What Mom Doesn't Know Will Fuck Her' and the many sequels were all quite good; my most read story 'Pet Mommy': Becoming a Mommy Slut' was also very good, although the sequels were definitely less popular; my recent 'Backseat Mommy' series was shockingly popular with over 900 favourites and over 400,000 reads in the first three months. My favourite self-penned incest story, though, was 'Debutante MILF Lesbian Submissive' and I wondered if I would ever really be willing to submit myself to my daughter.
.....
A couple of days later, I was at my desk when Annabelle walked in and sat on the chair in front of my desk I had just put there for my student-teacher meetings on their upcoming essays.
She sighed, "These meetings are getting ridiculous."
She was talking about a Monday morning meeting that had just been scheduled. I said, "Yes, Mrs. Rose is really exercising the 'and duties assigned' part of our contract."
"Seems we continue to keep bending over and taking it in the arse," she said, before adding, "and they're not even being courteous enough to use lube."
I laughed, but instantly pondered getting it in the ass from her and her nice big cock.
She then smiled, "Unless you like taking it up the arse, Jasmine."
My face instantly went beet red.
Seeing my reaction, she continued, "Oh, sweet Jasmine isn't all she seems. That is utterly delicious."
Somehow wanting to prove her right and break the good girl image I seemed to have, I added, while also trying to hint at my willingness to be her fuck slut, "Oh, trust me. I'm not what I seem."
"So you can be a randy minx in the bedroom then?" She asked, as she slipped out of her heels and placed her stocking feet on my desk.



Somehow wanting to go tit for tat in this game of verbal foreplay, I countered, even as I looked at the soles of her nylon-clad feet, "I like it rough, if that is what you mean."
"So are you the dominant or the submissive?" She asked.
"What do you think?" I countered, as I resisted the temptation to touch her stocking feet.
"Oh, you are definitely a through and through submissive," she answered, as she wiggled her toes.
"Compared to just a submissive?" I countered, as I stood up, wanting to get a better view of her feet.
She laughed, "Exactly," as she put her feet back down. A rush of disappointment hit me when she put her sexy feet away.
"So do you take it in the arse?" I asked.
"Every day here it seems," she shrugged as she stood up, giving a non-committal answer.
"So it seems," I laughed, before another colleague walked in and the conversation came to an abrupt, disappointing end.
That night while in the shower and horny, I masturbated to the thought of getting ass fucked by Annabelle's big cock.

I came in less than two minutes.
Fuck, I needed to get royally fucked and soon.
.....
It was the following Friday, after two gruelling days of parent-teacher interviews, when Annabelle walked into my room and declared, "You are coming out with me tonight."
"I am, am I?" I said, playfully.
"You are," she nodded. "It's my birthday and I always get what I want on my birthday."
"Happy birthday," I said surprised, I had no idea it was her birthday.
"So that is a yes?" she asked.
"Of course," I nodded, before asking, "Where are we going?"
"Just be ready after work," she ordered, before walking out. As usual, she was wearing nylons, but no shoes. That had become the norm for her since the day she first walked into my room without heels.
"Yes, ma'am," I joked.
"I like that," she smiled, "always the submissive."
I bantered back, "I do aim to please."
Her smile shifted to seductive, "That... I'll keep in mind."
All day, I was curious where we were going. The day done, the holidays upon us, I felt liberated and free.
I went to Annabelle's room and was surprised, actually shocked, to see Mrs. Rose giving Annabelle a foot massage.
Annabelle acted casual as she asked, "Ready for a wild night?"
"Um, yeah," I nodded, as I looked at our principal on her knees giving one of her employees a foot massage.
A couple of things popped into my head: First, Principal Rose was getting some of Annabelle's cock (it would explain her rather more relaxed approach the past couple of weeks as well as her walking around in her nylon-clad feet); second, I wanted to be the one giving that massage and having that cock.
"Tonight, we let loose," Annabelle continued, as if it wasn't odd to have the principal of the school giving her a foot massage.
"I really need to," I agreed. "Parent-teacher interviews have been exhausting."
"Agreed," Annabelle nodded. "I'll pick you up at eight. And dress sexy."
"How sexy?" I asked.
"Slut it up," she answered.
I looked down at Mrs. Rose, who refused to make eye contact with me.
"Um, okay," I said.
"Tonight we get you back out there," she continued.
I was thinking we could do that right here in her room, but I said, "That sounds like way too much work."
"Not where we are going," she smiled.
"Which is where?" I asked again.
"You'll see," she said, before ordering, "other foot."
I watched in awe as Principal Rose did as she was told.
It was so hot.
I was so jealous.
I was equally confused.
.....
That night, dressed in my one party dress, thigh highs and heels, I was picked up promptly at eight and Annabelle complimented, "You look delicious."
It was a strange compliment, but I joked, "I haven't been on the menu for a long time."
She laughed, "Time to make you the main menu item."
As I got in the car, I was disappointed to see she was in jeans, although her blouse left very little to the imagination in regards to her voluptuous tits.
"So, where we going?" I asked, as she began driving.
"To an exclusive club," she answered.
"That makes it clear," I bantered.
We chatted for a few minutes about generic nothingness, before she pulled up at a club called She-dazzles.
My eyes went big. She was taking me to a strip club.
"Like?" she asked.
"You're taking me to a strip club?" I asked.
"Oh, it's more than a strip club," she replied.
"How so?" I asked.
"Oh, you'll see," she smiled, as she winked and got out of the vehicle.
I followed and once inside, Annabelle went straight to the stage, where a blonde was already dancing.
Annabelle sat down and asked me, "Ever been to a strip club?"
"This is a first," I answered, checking the stripper out, as a waitress came and took our drink orders.
"Well, it's great to go to a bar where men are not hitting on me," she said.
"Because you only like women?" I asked, looking down and noticing that she was wearing nylons under her jeans, her open-toed heels showcasing her toes in nylon.
She smiled, "Oh, I like to fuck a man once in a while too."
I didn't know if she knew that I knew she had a cock, but I continued to play the dumb innocent teacher in withdrawal, "I can't even recall the last time I was fucked by a man."
"Maybe you need to be fucked by a woman," she quickly retorted.
I smiled, "Are you offering?"
"Maybe I am," she winked, before turning her head back to the stripper.
She always knew how to tease and then leave me hanging.
I too turned to the stripper, who had since taken off her bikini top to reveal a great pair of tits as I wondered if tonight would be the night she seduced me. I again felt like a character in one of my own stories, hungry and wanting, but insecure.

The waitress returned with our orders and I downed half my rum.
Annabelle laughed, "Thirsty?"
"Liquid courage," I joked.
Annabelle said to the waitress, "Bring us two more each... doubles."
"Yes, Annabelle," the waitress nodded.
"The waitress knows you by name?" I asked.
"We used to date," she shrugged.
"So are you mostly into women?" I asked.
"Mostly," she nodded.
I finished my drink.
Annabelle pointed to the stripper and asked, "Isn't she hot?"
"I wish I looked that good," I answered.
"Oh, you do, Jasmine," she replied, looking back to me as if I was her next prey.
I laughed, "I'm not in the same ball park as her or you."
"Oh, Jasmine," she sighed, "You just don't know how hot and sexy you are, do you?"
"I guess not," I shrugged.
"Half the teen boys at school want to fuck you," she started.
"And they all want to fuck you," I countered.
"My tits, sure," she nodded, "but you are different."
"How?" I asked, wanting to be told I was beautiful by a beautiful woman.
"You're sweet and sexy; you're smart and yet don't act it; your body is amazing even though you hide it," she listed, looking deep into my eyes. She then added, "Plus you are a submissive, which means you are likely eager to please and do whatever you are told in the bedroom."
I blushed.
"Well, with my husband, I was indeed very submissive," I admitted, giving her every reason possible to make me her submissive.
"Now you just need to find the right man," she began and then paused before adding, "or woman, to bring out the devilish side of you."
Before I could respond, the waitress returned with more drinks. Thinking that getting drunk would help me say the things I wanted to say, do the things I wanted to do, I grabbed the second drink and downed a third of it. My eyes went big with how strong a double was.
Annabelle laughed, "Slow down, cowgirl."
"Well, when in Rome," I joked, hoping she took my less than subtle hint at what I was willing to do.
"I think she likes you," Annabelle said, pointing back to the stage.
My cunt was on fire at all the innuendo as I turned to the stage to see the stripper, whose ass was now bent over and staring back at me.
"Oh my," I said.
Annabelle joked, "Maybe we found her already."
The stripper turned back to look directly into my eyes.
My body had chills.
I blushed an even darker shade of red and was happy the club was dark and mostly empty.

Over the next three strippers, we drank, drooled and chatted,
Suddenly, Annabelle asked, "So, why do you always wear nylons?"
I looked down and saw that the entire top of my lace top thigh highs were visible. I answered, "My husband used to love me wearing them. Then, I realized wearing them made me feel sexy and ever since he died I have worn them every day. Sometimes pantyhose, sometimes stockings and a garter-belt and, more often than not, thigh high stockings."
"They are delicious," she smiled.
"I see you usually wear them too," I pointed out, pointing to her toes.
"I do," she nodded. "I too have always found them sexy and able to accentuate my legs, which I really like because I get sick sometimes of always having people stare at my tits."
I joked, "I don't have that problem."
"Count yourself lucky," she said, pointing to her huge tits, "These can be a heavy burden... literally."
"I guess," I said, wishing mine were bigger.
"Trust me," she said. "You have a perfect body."
"I do?" I asked.
"Long sexy legs, a nice tight ass, ripe firm tits that still don't sag, amazing eyes, and a sexy smile," she listed, looking me directly in the eyes.
"Thank you," I said, flattered.
"As soon as you accept that you are a great woman and deserve a great man," she said, before pausing, "or woman, you will get the life you deserve."
Deciding to reveal I knew the truth, drunk enough to take the risk, I asked, standing up, "What if I want a woman and a man?"
"Threesome," she smiled, standing up too. "I didn't think that was you."
"Oh, I am up for almost anything," I said, flirting.
"Is that so?" she asked.
"Yes," I nodded.
"Did you enjoy the show on the yacht?" she asked.
"You saw me?" I asked.
"I did," she smiled.
"It was pretty hot," I admitted.
"What was?" she asked.
"Seeing your big cock and seeing you dominate another woman," I bluntly said, as I flashed back to the image of her face fucking the woman.

"Did you fantasize that was you?" she asked, now so close to me I could kiss her.
"Maybe," I shrugged.
"Were you surprised?" she asked.
"Yes," I nodded. "I have never seen a woman with a cock."
"Well, there are many more here," she said.
Impulsively, I leaned in and kissed her.

We kissed for only a few seconds before she broke it and said, "Jasmine, I'd love to be with you."
My heart sank. Her tone I had heard before. It always included a 'but'.
"But?" I asked.
"But you are drunk," she said.
"But I know what I want," I answered.
"I do too," she said, kissing me again. "But not like this."
My hand went to her crotch and I said bluntly, impressed it was completely hard, "I want this."
"But Jasmine," she said, not pushing my hand away, "this is not a decision you make in the heat of the moment or while under the influence."
"But," I said.
"Jasmine, I like you," Annabelle said. "A lot, so much that it's confusing me. I'm also not a one woman person. You would have to understand that I'm a dominant, a Mistress, and I expect complete obedience."
"I understand," I said, rubbing her cock.
"You think you do, Jasmine," she said, "but I don't think you are really capable of being one of my pets."
At the moment, I wanted to be one of her pets, but I couldn't say that as one of the strippers suddenly walked up to us.
"Ready to go, Mistress?" the big, fake-titted stripper asked.
"Yes, my dear," Annabelle said. "I'm sorry, Jasmine, but if you want to be my pet, to submit to me unconditionally, you need to do it sober."
She kissed me again and then took the hand of another woman.

I watched them leave, hand in hand, completely deflated.
I went to the bar and ordered a drink.
I wasn't even sitting two minutes when a voice greeted, "So are you another casualty of Annabelle?"
"Pardon?" I asked, looking up to see a very pretty black woman.

"Annabelle tends to leave lustful women everywhere heartbroken."
"Oh, we are just friends," I answered, as she sat down beside me.
"But you want to be more?" she asked.
"I thought so," I answered.
"I hate to be blunt, but she is trouble," she warned, as she moved closer to me.
"And you're not?" I asked, smiling back.
"Oh, I'm trouble too," she laughed, as she moved her hand to my leg. "Do you want to get out of here?"

"What do you have in mind?" I asked, so frustrated by the rejection by Annabelle that I was considering leaving with a stranger... plus, a black woman has also been one of my many fantasies.
Plus, I wondered, did she have a cock too?
"To give you what Annabelle wouldn't," she said bluntly.
I froze.
She took my hand and said, "You're coming with me."
I followed... curious... my pussy soaking wet.
She led me out of the bar and, to my surprise, to a park across the street.
I should have stopped, this was risky, I didn't know this woman at all, yet I continued following... my pussy leading the way.
Once in a secluded area, she turned to me and said, "I've been checking you out all night."
"Really?" I asked.
"You looked so innocent and yet, seeing the thigh highs, I could tell there was something sexy and naughty underneath," she said, as she pushed me to my knees.
(next pictures are at night... but to be able to see the action have been created lighted)
"Take off my skirt," she ordered.
I did, my hands trembling as I obeyed. Reality somehow more raw than fantasy. I had written many stories where characters drop to their knees, many stories where women submit to another woman, and yet having it actually happen was a lot different than writing it.
"My panties too," she ordered, the massive bulge in the panties confirming what I had hoped... she had a nice big black cock.
I again obeyed, staring at the cock the entire time.
It was completely hard, completely shaved and calling my name.
"Do you want this?" she asked.
"God, yes," I answered, no longer worrying about being in a public park at one in the morning... instead only focused on the cock in front of me.
"Go ahead, I'll give you what Annabelle won't," she offered, sliding her cock in my open, eager mouth as she moved her hands to my head.

I put my hand on her soft skin as I sucked my first cock in years. Thankfully, it isn't a skill that fades over time.
I slowly bobbed on it, wanting to worship this black cock, two fantasies coming true at once: sucking a big black cock and being with a shemale.
"Oh yes, my little white slut, suck my cock," she moaned.
I liked being called a slut and moaned on her cock in response.
"You like my big black cock?" she asked, pulling out of my mouth.
"I love it," I answered, staring at it like it was the Holy Grail of cock.
"You want to be my little white cock slut for the night?" she asked, as she moved her cock head around my lips, teasing me relentlessly.
"Yes, ma'am," I moaned, wanting that cock back in my mouth, in my pussy.
She slid her cock back into my mouth as she said, "I knew the minute I saw you that you would be an eager little cock slut."
I wanted to ask why, but instead I focused on the big cock in my mouth. I bobbed on it hungrily, slowly taking more and more in my mouth with each forward bob.
"Yes, you look so good, my white cock slut," she moaned, before asking, "Am I your first shemale?"
"Yes, ma'am," I nodded.
"And you want my cock in that eager mouth of yours?" she asked.
"And in my wet cunt," I added, wanting to give into her completely... I could finally be a slut for a night... I could finally be one of my protagonists.
"You think you deserve this delicious cock in that white box of yours?" she asked.
"Yes, ma'am," I nodded, as I licked her shaft and moved down to her balls.
"Well, you are one eager white slut," she groaned as I took one of her balls in my mouth.
"I can't believe that Annabelle went home with that slut Kandy rather than you," she purred as I moved my tongue back up her hard shaft and took her cock back in my mouth.
I couldn't believe it either; nor could I believe the stripper was actually named Kandy; I also couldn't believe that I was on my knees with a black cock in my mouth.
I sucked her cock for a couple of minutes, taking almost her entire shaft in my mouth by the end.
"Take off your blouse," she ordered.
I didn't want to do that in the park, but I obeyed like the submissive I was.
"No bra?" she nodded. "You really are a slut."
"Yes, ma'am," I said, a chill going up my spine and making my nipples go stiff.
"Squeeze those white pillows together," she ordered.
"Yes, ma'am," I obeyed.
"So obedient," she said, as she moved her cock between my tits.
The contrast between her black cock and my white tits was so enthralling. Having my tits fucked was equally enthralling.
"Such nice perky tits," she moaned as she slowly fucked my tits.

This only lasted a minute, maybe less, before she guided me to the ground and asked, "Ready to get fucked, my white slut?"
"Shove that big black cock in me," I answered, spreading my legs and inviting her in.
"You really want it, don't you my white cock slut?" she asked, moving between my legs with a smug smile on her face.
"I fucking need it," I answered.
"How bad?" she asked.
"Make me your fucking white cock whore," I answered. "Use me like some cheap slut that was born to be used by you."
"Fucking hot," she nodded, as she rubbed her cock up and down my pussy.
"Please, shove it in, ma'am," I moaned, the teasing driving me wild. I needed her cock and I needed it this second.
"So wet," she purred.
"For you," I whimpered, the teasing making me desperate.
She finally slid her cock inside me.

"Oooooooooooooh, yes," I moaned, the moment of penetration as exhilarating as I had imagined.
"Such a tight white twat," she moaned, as she filled me completely.
"It's because your cock is so big," I moaned, her cock so much longer than my deceased husband's.
"White sluts love my cock," she said, as she kept fucking me.
"I can see why," I moaned as her cock slid in and out of me.



"Want it deeper, my white slut?" she asked.
"God, yes," I nodded, wanting to feel her cock as deep into me as she could possibly explore.
She spread my legs wider, holding me in a position I hadn't been in for a long time as she began to fuck me faster.
"Oh yes, fuck my cunt," I demanded, wanting to feel her slam into me, to have her fuck me like a cheap white slut for black cock.
She fucked me in this position for a bit before I complained, the pleasure numbed by a cramp, "I'm getting a cramp."
She grabbed my legs and lifted them up and together.
"I'm not that flexible," I joked.
"You will be for me," she said, as she leaned forward against my nylon-clad legs and slammed her cock deep into me.
"Oh, fuck, yes," I moaned, this angle reaching new depths in my long-neglected cunt.
"That's it, slut, take all my cock up that sweet white pussy," she moaned, as she began pumping her cock in and out of me.
"Oh, God, I love your cock," I moaned, not caring about colour anymore, only about length, girth and expertise.

She ordered, "On your knees, my white slut. Time to fuck you like a sexy white bitch in heat."
I quickly obeyed, always loving the feeling of getting fucked doggy style.
"So obedient," she again chuckled.
"Just shove that big dick in my cunt," I demanded, now in position.
"You mean my black cock?" she questioned, moving behind me.
"God, yes, shove that massive, black fuck stick up my white box," I babbled, needing it in me badly... indeed feeling like a bitch in heat.
She slid inside me and resumed fucking me, this time hard and deep.
"Oh yes, harder," I moaned, my orgasm building quickly.
"You going to come for me, you white whore?" she asked.
"God, yes, so close," I moaned.
"Come for me, slut," she ordered, pounding me so hard I was in delirium.
"Oh yes, fuck," I babbled.
"Now, slut," she demanded, fucking me so hard, I was barely able to keep my balance on all fours.
"Yes, yes, fuck, pound your slut," I babbled as my orgasm got closer.

"Oh fuck, I'm so close," I declared.
She suddenly pulled out, I assumed to come on me, but she instead moved onto the ground and ordered, "Ride me, slut."
"Oh God," I said, my body so close to eruption. I hurriedly crawled over on top of her and lowered myself on her massive flag pole, desperate to have my much needed orgasm.
"Oh yes, slut," she moaned, "Now come, you dirty fucking slut."
"Yes, ma'am," I whimpered, as I furiously bounced up and down in reckless abandon and desperation... my need to come literally overriding everything else.
"Now, you fucking whore," she demanded, as she pulled out and began spanking my clit.
"Oh fuuuuuuuuuck," I screamed, that rough treatment of my sensitive clit the trigger to heaven on earth. My orgasm hit like a million fires as my entire body burned in euphoria.

"Keep coming," she purred, continuing to tap on my clit.
"I can't stop," l admitted, my body spent and yet my orgasm still coursing through every part of my body.
She rolled me onto my side, slid her cock back in me and fucked me throughout my orgasm.
When she pulled out, I assumed it was to come this time, but instead it was to move to a nearby bench as she then ordered, "Get over here, slut."
I crawled to her, somehow feeling that that was what I should do. Also, I felt too weak to actually get up and walk the few feet.
Reaching her, she ordered, "Come and clean my cock of your slut juices."
"Yes, ma'am," I nodded, moving between her legs and taking her cock back in my mouth.
"Oh yes, take it all, my cute white slut," she moaned, as I tried to devour her entire cock.
I moaned on her cock in response.
Suddenly she grabbed my head and shoved it down on her cock and held me there.
I gagged briefly, but then began to breathe through my nose.
"That's it, hold my cock deep in your throat," she demanded.
Not that I had a choice.
When she let go, I resumed bobbing, now deep throating her cock.

"Want this cock back in you?" she asked.
"Yes, ma'am," I nodded, still having no idea what her name was.
She rolled me onto the ground and slid her cock back in me.
To my surprise, she fucked me slow.
"And I want to fuck this pussy all night," she whispered, showing a different demeanour than the earlier dominant rough behaviour.
"I want you to fuck my pussy all night," I moaned, looking back at her.
To my surprise she leaned forward and kissed me.
I reached behind to pull her in... the wild fuck session now shifting into something else... something intimate.
While we kissed, she kept fucking me... slowly.

Finally, I decided to take control.
I rolled her onto her back and took her cock, shiny with my wetness, back in my mouth. Her cock was so hard. I stroked it while teasing the mushroom head relentlessly. This is what usually got my husband ready for the final eruption.
"Oh God," she moaned, "you're such a white tease."
"Your cock is just so beautiful," I responded, literally in a trance as I stroked it, licked it, and sucked it.

I sucked it for a couple of minutes, before I moved to her tits and tugged on her pierced nipples while continuing to stroke her cock.
"I can't take any more," she said, a moment later. "Get on your knees, time to fuck the hell out of you."
I quickly got into position.
She moved behind me, put her hands on my hips, and started fucking me... hard.
"Oh yes," I moaned, "pound your white slut with that magnificent black cock."
She pounded me hard for a few minutes.
Suddenly, she grabbed my hair as she slammed into me. "You like it rough, slut?"
"Yes, make me your bitch," I screamed, a second orgasm building.
"You going to come again, slut?" she asked.
"Yes," I moaned as she somehow seemed to fuck me even harder.
As she tugged on my hair even rougher, I screamed, "Yes!"


My second orgasm raced through me and I screamed, "Fuck!"
She slid out of me and stated, even as my orgasm enveloped me completely, "Time for a facial, my white slut."
I turned around and stroked her cock, still in awe at its beautiful blackness, its iron clad hardness.
I jerked it off as she asked, "Do you want my cum all over your face?"
"I want it wherever you want to shoot it, ma'am," I answered, as I stroked her pulsing cock.
Her moans increased and I closed my eyes, expecting the cum.

Suddenly, she ordered, "Open up, slut."
I obeyed, and was surprised when I felt her cock go back into my mouth. She began to roughly face fuck me as she grabbed my hair.
I began bobbing, wanting to either feel her cum explode in my mouth or splatter all over my face. I wanted to be her white slut.
"Get ready," she ordered, pulling out of me again.
Seconds later, I felt her cum splatter my face.

Once she was done coming on my face, she let go of my head and said, "That was fun."
"I couldn't agree more," I smiled, scooping some cum from near my eye and putting it to my mouth.
"I want you to wear that cum until you get home," she ordered. "Will you do that for me?"
"Yes, ma'am," I obeyed, feeling so slutty and satisfied.
A couple of minutes later we were both dressed and she led me back to the club. She said, "If you ever need some black cock, you know where to find me."
"Good to know," I smiled, as I headed to the taxi.
"Once you go black," she called out.
I laughed, "It's a theory I can buy into."
I got in the taxi and the man looked at me twice, seeing the cum on my face as I gave him my address. Yet, like a good taxi man, he didn't say anything... just drove.
Once home, I paid him, gave him a good tip, and headed into my house.
Thankfully, Tori was staying at a friend's for the night so I didn't have to worry about getting caught by my daughter.
I washed up, got undressed,and slid into my bed.
As I lay there, I couldn't believe what I had done.
I also couldn't believe that Annabelle had left with another woman.
As I closed my eyes to sleep, I wondered, my insecurity still overriding the thrill of my wild night, 'Why didn't Annabelle take me home?'
.....
When I woke up, I replayed my wild last night.
I felt ashamed at fucking a complete stranger in a public park.
On the other hand, I felt refreshed at the reality I had finally had sex, albeit with a shemale, and not the shemale I wanted.
I had also finally had interracial sex.
One of my predominant fantasies was sex with a man or woman of colour... mostly a woman. Thus why a couple of my very first stories were the black themed stories: 'A Perfect Fall' and 'Beth's Beautiful Blackmail'.
Other better black based stories since included:
-'Blackmailed into Black Submission' where a teen submits to black cock and pussy
-the novella 'DARK Submission: A Bisexual Journey' which was a thrill to write about a couple that both explore their interracial same sex fantasies
-'Turning Teacher Black' where a white teacher is dominated by her intern while at a conference
-my 'Straight White Girls' fantasies where white straight MILF's are seduced and dommed by a black goddess
-my White Sluts' Club series where white women go to a club to get their dose of black cock or pussy
-my story, starring me, 'Submission School: Black-Maled" where I'm blackmailed by a black teen boy
Of course, I have also learned that men love the idea of sucking black cock too and thus why I wrote the lengthy 'Black Cock' series and a few other gay white male stories.
I spent the majority of Sunday writing a new story I hoped would be released sometime in 2016 if all went well: 'Shemale Submission: A Lust Story'.
.....
The holidays came and went without much fanfare. It was good to have some time away from school and some time away from Annabelle. My feelings were so mixed, so confused, I needed time to understand them.
Yet, underneath the lust was anger. Anger that Annabelle left with another woman; anger that out of frustration and horniness I ended up having a one night stand with a complete stranger.
I flashed back to that night and how I sucked her big cock:

Using my frustration, I wrote like crazy during the break. I wrote sequels to 'Kinky Tales', to 'Backseat Mommy' and even to the over a year in the works 'Bedding the Babysitter'. I also spent hours writing my shemale fantasy... one where I became Annabelle's submissive.
I realized as I wrote that one of the reasons that I was so angry was jealousy. I wanted to be just hers. It then occurred to me, that what I really wanted was what I wanted in most of the stories I had written: to be a complete submissive.
As I wrote and wrote, I kept flashing back to my one night affair and how good it felt to let go, to be a slut, to be a submissive... to be the real me I so badly wanted to be. It felt so natural to obey, to give in my unbridled lust and willingness to just enjoy the pleasure of giving and receiving.

I replayed my one crazy act of spontaneity over and over.

Each time, I came hard. Yet, each time I calmed down from the afterglow of an orgasm, I felt guilty and became my rational self.
Fantasy was fantasy.
I was a mom.
I was a professional.
I was not a cheap slut and I had to quell my submissive tendencies and refrain from the temptation.
I even had the luck that Annabelle was not coming back until Friday as she was back in England visiting.
So, for four days, things were normal... boring, but normal. It was weird, but I definitely missed Annabelle. School had become boring without her.
Early Thursday morning, during my prep, Annabelle walked into my classroom, in stocking-clad feet, and asked, "How was your break?"
"It was relaxing," I answered, glancing at her feet, my theory of dignified professionalism already faltering, "Time to rejuvenate and reflect."
"Those are always good things," she nodded as she sat up on the desk and crossed her legs.
I asked, already horny, "How was your break?"
"It was hectic, although I did catch up on my marking," she answered.
"That is good," as I looked down and stared at her stocking-clad feet.
"That said," she admitted, "my feet are killing me. Wearing five inch heels for the first time in two weeks was a mistake."
"Wearing five inch heels to school is always a mistake," I joked.
"Would you be a dear and massage them, Jasmine?" she asked.
As I recalled the complete obedience conversation from the night at the strip club, a conversation I had replayed almost as much as my skanky fucking in the park, I knew this was a test. It was prototypical erotic plot development. Give out an olive branch that gives the submissive a chance to wordlessly move further along the journey to full submission.
I flashed back to Principal Rose giving Annabelle a foot massage before break, now positive that she had Principal Rose as a plaything. I too wanted to be a plaything.
"Sure," I shrugged, trying to make it casual, as if most teachers give other teachers foot massages. I went to my knees, a position I had fantasized being in in front of her for a while now and took her stocking-clad foot in my hands.
"Oh, that is nice," she moaned, ever so softly.

I shouldn't have asked, but I did. "So do you have all the teachers here give you foot massages?"
She laughed, "Just the ones I like."
"Like how?" I asked.
"I think you know how," she answered.
I looked up at her and admitted, "I thought I did... before you rejected me and went home with another woman."
"Did that make you jealous, Jasmine?" she asked.
"It pissed me off," I admitted.
"Why?" she asked.
"Because you not only rejected me, you went home with someone else," I pointed out.
"As did you, I hear," she countered.
"What? I, um...." I began.
"It's okay, Jasmine," she smiled, suddenly standing up. "I plan to take you, but when I do it will be on my terms."
I looked up at her in awe and confusion.
"Have a good rest of the day, my pet," she said, as she walked out, leaving me confused and horny.
I remained on my knees, my head spinning at her last words and the term 'pet'.
She was playing a game with me and it was one that was driving me mad.
I went to my door, locked myself in my classroom, went to my desk, and began pleasuring myself, envisioning a very different end to this latest encounter.
"Knees, slut," Annabelle ordered, as she walked toward me.
"Excuse me?" I asked, surprised by her frank words.
"Get on your knees now, slut," she repeated, now standing in front of me.
"Annabelle, this isn't the place," I began to protest, when she put her hands on my shoulders and roughly pushed me onto my knees.
"Take off my skirt, you cock hungry slut," she ordered.
The name calling turning me on, the dominant persona turning me on, I forgot I was in my classroom and obeyed.
Her hard cock sprang to life once I pulled her skirt down and off.
"How long have you wanted this cock, Jasmine?" she asked, tapping my nose with her stiff missile.
"Forever," I admitted as I opened my mouth wide for her.
"You understand once this cock enters that mouth, it will then enter that overheated cunt of yours, and finish off in that cute arse of yours," she explained, as her cock slapped my cheek, teasing me relentlessly.
So hungry for her cock, I would have agreed to being gangbanged by the entire football team (hmmm that actually is a fun fantasy idea), I answered, "All three of my holes are yours."
"All three of my holes are yours, what?" she questioned, her cockhead tracing my eager lips.
"All three of my holes are yours to fuck, pound, and use," I answered.
She laughed, "And how will you address me?"
I laughed back, catching on to what she really wanted, "Mistress, my holes are all for you to use whenever or wherever you wish."
"Good answer, my pet slut," she approved, as she slid her hard thick cock in my mouth, her shaft entirely filling my mouth.
I sucked on her cock for maybe a minute before she grabbed the back of my head and began fucking my face. This turned me on immensely as I was used for her pleasure.

"Fuck, you have a great little cock sucking mouth," she groaned, as she roughly fucked my face, her balls actually bouncing on my chin.
I moaned in response, wanting her to know I liked the twisted compliment.
"You want this in your cunt, Jasmine?" she asked, pulling her cock out of me, my saliva dripping down my face.
"God, yes," I answered, my pussy already dampening with anticipation of her huge dick slamming into me.
"Go get on your desk," she ordered.
"Yes, Mistress," I quickly obeyed, my lust to be fucked overriding everything else.
"You really want it, don't you, slut?" Annabelle chuckled softly, as I lay on my desk, legs spread and ready for her dick.
"Desperately," I moaned, rubbing my pussy as I watched her come to me.
"Beg," she ordered, as she moved between my legs and rubbed her cock up and down my wanton pussy.
"Please, Mistress," I moaned, wanting that cock buried deep in my pussy, "fuck your slut with that massive dick."
"As you wish," she smiled, slamming into me.
She fucked me hard for a couple of minutes, before she ordered me to lift my legs up and hold them.
I obeyed and this somehow made her cock go deeper into my cunt, reaching depths never before explored.



"Holy fuck," I screamed, my orgasm rising instantly.
"Don't you dare come before me, you slut," she ordered.
"Okay," I moaned.
"Such a tight fucking cunt," she moaned, before she added as she pulled out of me, "I guess I'd better use your other hole."
"I did say all three were for you to use," I smiled, the idea of having her long cock in my ass a major turn-on.
She pulled out and in one hard thrust filled my tight ass with her huge cock.
"Holy fuck," I screamed, stunned by the sudden anal violation and the intense pleasure and pain that came with it.
"Such a tight arse," she groaned.
"It's rarely used," I moaned.
"That won't be the case anymore," she promised as she began fucking my ass.

She pulled me up and kissed me passionately, before pulling me off the desk and pushing me against the chalk board.
"Oh yes, just do what you want with me," I purred.
"You like it rough, don't you?" she said, as her cock slid inside my asshole.
"Oh yes," I whimpered. "I like it every fucking way."
She fucked me hard and my orgasm was again rising.

"Oh yes, fuck me, yes," I moaned. "Ream my asshole."
My orgasm was imminent when there was a knock at the door. I stopped, my fingers in my pussy. I pulled them out, wiped them on my skirt and headed to the door.
I unlocked it and a girl walked into my class in thigh high stockings and without footwear.
It was Tori.
And what she was wearing was definitely not dress code appropriate.
I asked, "What are you wearing?"
"Something Ms. Kepling brought back for me from England," she said, "isn't it awesome?"
"What?" I asked, shocked that Annabelle would buy anything for my daughter, then realizing the obvious... my daughter was likely a submissive to her too. It made perfect sense.
"Isn't it sexy?" Tori asked.
"It's completely slutty," I countered.

"It's not much shorter than what you are wearing, Mother," Tori countered, and then stormed out.
I shook my head.
My pussy was on fire; my daughter was likely getting fucked by another teacher... a teacher I wanted to be fucking.
Shit, my moral fibre lasted less than one minute after I saw Annabelle.
Fuck, fuck, fuck.
The rest of the day was a psychological nightmare as I tried to teach while my head spun with consequence.
I was packing up, thankful it was Friday, when I was paged by Principal Rose to come to her office. I headed to see her, saying bye to a few teachers all hurrying out on a Friday... the school like a ghost town usually ten minutes after the last bell rang.
I got to the office, both secretaries already gone, and knocked.
"Come on in," a voice that wasn't Principal Rose called out... it was Annabelle.
I walked in and gasped.
"Close the door, please," Annabelle instructed.
I did, not taking my eyes off what I was witnessing.

"I want you to stand there and watch how a good submissive obeys," Annabelle said, as Principal Rose sucked on her cock.
"Okay," I nodded, staring at the surreal sight I was witnessing.
"Good girl," Annabelle moaned, although I was unsure if she was talking to me or Principal Rose. "You see, Jasmine, a good cocksucker uses her hands and mouth."
I just stared, my pussy tingling.
After a pause, Annabelle found a way to shock me once more. She asked, "Isn't this just like one of your stories?"
"P-p-pardon?" I stammered.
"You are the one and only silkstockingslover, are you not?" Annabelle asked.
I was speechless.
She knew.
How did she know?
"The writer of such shemale classics as She-Male School and She-Male Surprise," she continued, as our Principal bobbed eagerly on her cock, not remotely fazed to be caught in the act by one of her teachers.
"I, um, I, um," I babbled, unable to finish a coherent thought, still bewildered at what I was witnessing, mixed with what I was hearing.
"What would happen next in one of your stories, Jasmine?" she asked.
I remained speechless.
"Tell me, Jasmine," Annabelle said. "What would happen next if this was one of your stories?"
"You'd fuck her," I answered finally, before adding, "after you made her beg for it."
"Good choice," she nodded. "Where?"
"On the desk," I answered, suddenly wanting to watch... suddenly feeling like I was the movie director of a porn film.
"You heard her, Penny, get on your desk," Annabelle ordered.
Principal Rose got up, avoiding looking at me, went to her desk, hopped onto it, and spread her legs.
Annabelle walked over to her and ordered, as she rubbed her cock up and down the wet pussy lips, "Beg for my cock."
Principal Rose moaned, as she glanced at me for the first time, then looked away just as quickly, "Please, fuck me with that big cock of yours."
"In front of Jasmine?" Annabelle asked.
"Yes, show her what a big slut you've turned me into," Principal Rose answered, this time looking directly at me with a hunger in her eyes.
"Should I fuck her, Jasmine?" Annabelle asked.
"Yes," I nodded.
"Yes, what?" Annabelle asked.
"Slam your cock deep in her wet cunt," I said, using the words I would use in my stories in the heat of the moment.
"That is the hottest thing I have ever heard," Annabelle smiled as she slammed her cock in Principal Rose in one hard thrust.
"Yessssss," Principal Rose screamed, I am sure thankful it was a Friday and no one was likely around to hear her screams of euphoria.
"Would I talk dirty in this story?" Annabelle asked me.
"Yes," I nodded. "You would be a dominating Mistress."

"Talk for me," Annabelle said. "Pretend you are writing the dialogue live."
"Take it bitch," I instantly said. "Take my big cock in that tight cunt."
"Oh yes, fuck me, make me your fucking cum slut," Principal Rose moaned, looking directly at me when she said, it.
"You really want to be my complete three hole fuck toy?" I asked.
"Oh God, yes," Principal Rose moaned.
"You want to be the fucking school slut?" I asked, somehow feeling natural as the dominant in this surreal role play.
"Oh yes, make me a complete whore," she moaned, clearly turned on by both the idea and the cock slamming into her.
"A slut who eats the pussy of all her female employees including your secretaries and janitorial staff?" I continued, seeing how far she would go.
"Yes, God, yes, I'll get on my knees and eat every cunt in the school," she declared, lifting her ass up to buck back at the thrusts of Annabelle's cock.
"All the senior students?" I asked.
"I've already eaten out one," she moaned, giving me a wicked smile.
"Who?" I asked, even though I had a hunch.
Principal Rose looked to Annabelle, who gave a nod and she answered, "Tori."
"You ate out my daughter?" I asked.
"Right here on my desk," she answered, before adding, "before she and Mistress double penetrated me."
Annabelle finally intervened, "I've been training your daughter."
"For what?" I asked.
"To be a Mistress," she answered.
"What? Why?" I asked.
"Because I saw a strong side in her hidden behind her sweet innocent exterior," Annabelle answered.
I didn't say anything, unsure what to say.
"What position next?" Annabelle asked, pulling me back into the role play.
"What? Oh," I began. Horny, frustrated, and a bit angry, I ordered, "Sit on the desk, Annabelle, and have your slut back up and ride you."
"Ass or pussy?" Annabelle asked.
"That sloppy cunt for now," I said.
They changed positions and I watched as Principal Rose struggled to get into the correct position.
I ordered, "Use Annabelle for balance, you fucking teen pussy munching slut."
"Yes, Mistress," Principal Rose obeyed. I wasn't sure if she was calling me Mistress, or Annabelle, but the idea of having my own pussy pleased by the hot principal was suddenly very appealing.
"You want to eat my cunt too, don't you, slut?" I asked, beginning to walk to her.
"Yes, Jasmine, I want to be your slut too," Principal Rose admitted.
Annabelle surprised both of us, as she stated, "Jasmine, stop. Right now you only get to watch."
"But, I...." I began.
"Kneel," she ordered.
I obeyed.
"Now just watch and enjoy," Annabelle said. "Trust me, your time is coming, and I do mean coming, very soon."
I was again frustrated, but her ominous words kept me captivated and obedient.
"Oh, there we go," Annabelle moaned, a second later, as they finally got into a position that seemed to work. "is this what you envisioned, Jasmine?"
I nodded, from my knees, "Yes."

"Theoretically, this position should create a different angle and thus stimulate our slut's cunt differently," I explained.
"That it's doing," Principal Rose moaned, clearly enjoying the new position.
"Oh yeah, ride my cock, you dirty fucking slut," Annabelle moaned, before adding, "what would the staff think if they knew you were just a dirty fucking cum slut whore?"
"And pussy munching dyke," I added, enjoying giving the verbal humiliation almost as much as the fantasy I had of getting it.
"Oh, God, that would be so humiliating," she trembled.
"Maybe we need to have a special staff party where the entire male staff triple teams our sweet principal," I suggested, wanting to push her, humiliate her... angry that she had had sex with my daughter, jealous that she was the one getting fucked instead of me.
"Oh God, no," she whimpered.
"Time to fuck her ass," I said, wanting to punish her.
"What position?" Annabelle asked, seeming to like the unique double teaming we were giving our principal.
"Just bend her over her desk, her expensive mahogany desk, and slam it in her fucking asshole," I suggested, wanting to see her scream.
"You heard her, slut, bend over your fucking desk," Annabelle ordered.
Principal Rose obeyed, getting off Annabelle's cock, turning around, and bending over her desk without any protest.
'Fuck, she has a great ass,' I thought to myself.
Annabelle looked at me and said, "Just so you know Jasmine, you're next."
My cunt gushed. I replied, trying to be playful, "I fucking better be."
Annabelle laughed, "I hope you're as big a slut as your protagonists are in your stories."
"Every slut protagonist is a part of me," I answered, which was true. From my first real lesbian protagonist, Gwen, in 'A Lesbian Love Story... of Sorts', to the complete submissive in 'A Night of Unconditional Surrender', to the inability to say no in stories like 'Becoming a Lesbian Slave', to the many helpless straight women seduced by Bree in the 'Lesbian MILF Seductress series', to the complex 'Like Mommy, Like Daughter', to my favourite 'Debutante MILF Lesbian Submissive', I have been writing different versions of me.
"I know," she nodded, as she went behind and slammed her cock in one hard thrust in Principal Rose's ass.
"Fuuuuuuuuck," Principal Rose screamed, as her back door was plundered in one quick invasion.
"Tell Jasmine how much you like a cock in your arse," Annabelle ordered, not moving as her dick was lodged deep inside.
"Oh, Jasmine, I love a cock in my asshole. It makes me feel so slutty and yet so fucking good," Principal Rose declared, no shame at all in her once proud dignified persona.
"I bet you'd take an entire fist up that asshole," I said, wanting to humiliate her to the extreme. I found Principal Rose attractive, had many fantasies of her, but seeing her in the position I should be in and knowing she had had sex with my daughter (I wasn't sure if I was angry or jealous or both) had me wanting to push her to the extreme limits of her very being.
"Oh, my," she gasped, at the suggestion.
Annabelle laughed, "You are as nasty as your writing."
"I'm an enigma," I countered.
"That you are," she nodded, as she began fucking the principal's ass.
I watched for a couple of minutes before Annabelle ordered, "Jasmine, go finish packing up for the night. I will come and get you when I'm ready."
"Yes, Mistress," I said, using the powerful word for the first time.
She smiled back at me, but didn't say anything as I got off my knees, and headed out of the office. I took one more glimpse of the fucking, loving the fine booty-licious ass of Annabelle.

I went to my classroom a bundle of nerves.
Was she taking me home tonight?
Was she going to finally fuck me?
Was I finally going to have the Mistress I had craved for years?
Was fantasy finally going to become reality?
At my desk, I saw I had two text messages, both from Tori.
Mom
Going out with friends tonight. Won't be home for supper.
T
Mom
Actually going to a party as well... will likely not be home until late.
T
Those texts would have been harmless in the past, but now they were fraught with concern. Who was she going out with? What party was she going to? When would she be home?
The old me would have not worried who she was going out with or what party. Tori didn't even have a curfew because she had never given me reason to give her one.
Yet, now... I no longer knew Tori. She was training to be a Mistress? That seemed so out of her natural character. Yet, it also explained her sudden different dress and attitude.
I wondered when Annabelle had seduced her? How? Or did she? How did a conversation even come up where they would talk about Mistress training?
The more I found out, the more questions I had.
I was just about to text Tori back when Principal Rose, with cum all over her face, walked into my room.

She said, "I'm sorry you had to see that, Jasmine."
I asked the same question I had about Tori, "How did it start?"
"It's a long story," she said, before adding, "you can ask Mistress Annabelle if you wish."
"And did you really have sex with my daughter?" I asked.
"Yes," she nodded, now seeming ashamed in the aftermath of her assumed orgasm.
"How?" I asked, wanting answers to my many questions.
"Again," she said, "those are answers to be given by Mistress Annabelle or Mistress Tori."
"My daughter is your Mistress?" I asked.
"She is a very powerful young woman," she nodded.
"None of this makes sense," I said, still bewildered, even though I had written about many such characters who were utterly irresistible. Bree, the seductress in my 'Lesbian MILF Seductress' series, Janet in my 'Straight White Girls' or Big Rosie, who was a minor character in many stories, but even got her own story in 'Becoming a Pet: An Innocent Start'. Each of these women had an allure that made straight women submit to them even though reason said otherwise.
Annabelle was definitely a Bree.
Was my daughter also a Bree?
"Annabelle will explain it all when you meet her at her flat," Principal Rose said.
"When?" I asked.
"Now," she said, before adding, "Annabelle has already gone home to prepare for you."
"Prepare for what?" I asked.
Principal Rose smiled, "Oh Jasmine, we both know you want to submit to her like you just saw me do. Don't play all high and mighty and innocent with me, you're just as big a slut if not bigger than me."
That was hard to argue, since everything she said was right. I sighed, "So I'm supposed to go there now?"
"Yes," she nodded, before adding, "Have fun."
I joked, "I hope you didn't wear her out."
Principal Rose replied, "Oh, trust me. She can go all night."
She left and I, still horny as hell, grabbed my shit and went to my car. It was time to get some answers and it was time to get fucked.
.....
I arrived and knocked on the door, suddenly nervous. I had once thought she was going to take me at the strip club. What if this was another rejection?
That worry was erased quickly when she opened the door in only thigh high stockings and a stiff cock. She greeted me, "I was going to be completely naked, but I know how much you love stockings."
"You do know me," I smiled, walking in.
"Having read all your stories I think I got to know you very well," she said, as she added, "Now get undressed and leave your clothes at the door."
"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, wanting to again make it clear I was here to serve.
"You have wanted to say that for a long time, haven't you?" she asked, as she watched me undress.
I asked, taking off my blouse, "To you or in general?"
"Both," she said.
"To you almost instantly after I met you," I admitted, unclasping my bra.
"I knew you were a submissive very early too," she said.
"How?" I asked, sliding my skirt down my legs.
"You're just a natural born pleaser," she shrugged, before adding, "and you use teaching as a cover to your true self."
"My true self?" I asked, now only in thigh highs and panties.
"Yes, your teaching persona is caring and firm, but that is all an act. The reality is you want to drop to your knees and suck Joey and his big black cock, you want to crawl under Amber's desk and eat her pussy, you want to be blackmailed and forced to be a complete slut for cock and pussy," she explained.
"Is Joey's cock that big?" I asked, as I removed my panties, her description of me hard to argue.
"I don't know," she shrugged, "but I know you have a thing for black cock."
"And black pussy," I added, walking to her with a confidence I rarely felt.
Standing in front of her, she said, "You know I've been looking forward to this for a while."
"Really?" I asked, flattered and surprised.
"I could have fucked you Halloween night, or at the strip club, or likely almost any other day," she said, as her hand cupped my breasts.
"But you didn't," I pointed out, a chill going up my spine at her touch.
"I didn't," she nodded. "Because you, Jasmine, are special."
"How?" I asked.
"All the others I have fucked have been just that... fucks. But you, Jasmine, you I want to be more than a three hole cum bucket," she said, sweetly, but with a wicked smile.
"You had me at three hole cum bucket," I joked, reaching for her hard cock.
"I'm serious, Jasmine," she said. "I want you to be my slut, I want to fuck the hell out of you. I want you to be my complete submissive; I want to push your limits in ways you don't even know yet, but...."
"But what?" I asked.
"I want you to be my partner in this journey," she said.
"Partner?" I asked.
"I want you beside me as we seduce women, peg men, and make every fantasy you have ever written about a reality," she said.
"Seriously?" I asked, still shocked by the revelations.
She leaned in and kissed me. It was soft and tender. It was love at first kiss... okay, second kiss if you count the one at the strip club where I was hammered.



When she broke the kiss, I said, "I'm ready to go wherever you want me to go."
I then lowered myself to my knees and took her cock in my mouth.
"I know you are," she moaned. "And I want to take you to heaven and stay there."
I moaned on her cock in response, as my many late night masturbation fantasies suddenly came true. I was sucking Annabelle's big, thick cock.

As I sucked, I used my hand as Annabelle had explained back in Principal Rose's office. I wanted to be her best cock sucker. I wanted to be her best everything.
She moaned, "Your mouth is perfect, baby."
Being called 'baby' warmed my very being. I wanted it all. I wanted to be called 'baby', I also wanted to be called 'slut' and 'ass whore' and 'three hole cum bucket' and 'lover'.
Could I have it all?
Could I be in a loving relationship and at the same time be a complete slut?
I bobbed on her cock, realizing I couldn't taste any of Principal Rose's pussy or ass. I then assumed that she came home and quickly showered before I arrived.
She pulled her cock out of my mouth and said, "Come here, baby."
She sat on the edge of a couch and ordered, "Let's see what those tits look like with my cock between them."
"Yes, Mistress," I purred, curious myself how her long cock would look between my tits.
Although awkward at first, I cupped my breasts and squeezed her cock between them.
"I love your tits, Jasmine," she said.

"They are way smaller than yours," I pointed out.
"Yours are a perfect handful," she replied, as she playfully cupped my breasts over my hands.
After a minute or so, she said, "Let's try this in a different position," she said, before she instructed, "Go lie on your back."
"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, eager to have that cock in me.
Once on my back, she straddled me, and moved her cock between my tits. This time she squeezed them together as she slowly fucked my valley of flesh.

She said, "You understand I want to do everything with you?"
"I hope that means fucking the shit out of me," I answered, wanting her cock in me now.
"Oh, trust me, I plan to do that, literally, tonight," she smiled. "But I was actually trying to be sweet and romantic, you little slut."
I laughed, "I can't think straight, pun intended, with that big cock of yours in front of me."
"So you are just using me for my big cock?" she joked as she moved her body down and between my legs.
"No, I'm also using you for those big tits, amazing ass, and dominant personality," I countered playfully.
"Slut," she teased, rubbing her cock up and down my wet pussy.
"Then fuck your slut," I said seriously.
"I want you to watch my cock fill you, baby," she said. "Because once you've taken my cock in that sweet pussy of yours, you are mine."
"Trust me," I moaned as I leaned up to stare at her big cock. "I'm already yours."
"No, I mean as soon as I slide my cock in your cunt, it is my property. You only come when I give you permission. You only touch it with my permission."
"Oh God, just plant your flag in my cunt and claim me as your personal full time fuck slave," I moaned, wanting to feel her cock in me and wanting to give myself completely to her. It was time to make fantasy a reality.

I watched her cock slowly fill me.
I felt the euphoria course through me.
I felt the sensation of acceptance: this was who I really was.
A submissive.
A slut.
An obedient pet.
Once it was all in me, she asked, "Happy with your choice, my pet?"
"Ecstatic," I answered. It was an answer I often gave when people asked me how my day was. I always hated saying 'good' or 'fine'. I loved the look on their faces when I used something that implied life was better than good.
"Now it's time to make it orgasmic," she added as she began fucking me.
"I love when you rhyme," I moaned, my orgasm already climbing quickly. The morning masturbation that was interrupted by Tori, watching Principle Rose get fucked, and the longing to be Annabelle's slut all had my body in a frenzy.
Thus in less than a minute, I moaned, "I'm going to come."
"Ask permission, slut," Annabelle firmly ordered, as she kept fucking me.
"Can I please come, Mistress?" I begged, as the orgasm was imminent and almost out of my control.
"Now, slut, come for me now," she ordered.
"Yes," I screamed the moment permission was granted as the invisible dam broke and my orgasm hit with the impact of two planets colliding.

She kept fucking me throughout my orgasm, which made the intense orgasm continue to quake through me for what seemed an eternity.
When she pulled out, she said, "Let's continue this upstairs, my pet."
"I think you broke me," I weakly said, the orgasm usurping all the energy from me.
"Well, once you're ready for more, crawl to my bedroom," she said, standing up. "This night is just getting started."
I lay there for a moment as I watched her leave to know where to go. I took a deep breath, rolled off the couch, onto the ground, and began crawling. To my surprise, it felt exactly as I had described it many times in my stories: natural.
When I reached her massive spread of a room, she ordered, "Crawl to me."
I did.
"Kiss my feet," she ordered.
I did.
I realized it was just earlier that day that I had given her a foot massage in my classroom.
"Stand up and go roll onto your side," she ordered, once I had splattered her nylon-clad feet with kisses. "Time to fuck that arse."
I again obeyed, although I was very nervous about having something that big in my ass. In fantasy, it was a major turn-on to allow myself to be sodomized, to be willing to completely give myself to her. Yet, the reality of it is her cock was huge.
She grabbed some lube and coated her cock generously before she moved to the bed and whispered, "Ready, to become my three hole fuck slut?"
"Nervous, but yes," I admitted.
"I'll go slowly," she whispered as I felt her cock try to enter my do not enter zone.
"Okay," I nodded, preparing for the pain I knew was coming.
After a brief resistance, I felt her break through, and I gasped, my anal entrance expanding to allow her entry.
"So tight," she groaned.
"So big," I whimpered.

For a few minutes, Annabelle slowly filled my ass.
For a few minutes, she ever so slowly fucked my ass.
For a few minutes, the pain was intense.
For a few minutes, Annabelle caressed my back, kissed my neck and whispered how hot I was.
Then it began to fade away.
Then a new feeling emerged.
Pleasure.
And when the pleasure washed away the pain, I wanted it harder. I wanted to be ass fucked.
I moaned, "Harder, Mistress."
"You want me to fuck your ass, harder, my sexy arse slut?" Annabelle asked.
"Yes, Mistress," I moaned. "I want to be your ass slut."
"Get on all fours," she ordered.
"Yes, Mistress," I obeyed, rolling onto my knees and suddenly having a feeling of emptiness as her cock slipped out of my ass.
"Shit, such a nice ass," Annabelle complimented.
"Now pound it, Mistress," I said, wanting to feel the pleasure and pain a hard ass fucking was sure to create.
She moved behind me and said, "This position will have me go much deeper, baby."
"I want to feel all of you in my asshole," I replied looking back at her.
"As you wish," she nodded, her cock sliding back inside me.

"Oooooooh," I moaned, as her cock filled me. She was right, the different position gave a different pleasure and a different pain.
"Fuck, you look so hot with a cock in your arse," she purred as she moved her hand to my shoulder.
"You look super-hot with an arse on your cock," I joked.
She laughed, "That I've never heard before."
"I can't believe how full I feel," I moaned, as a new sharp pain hit me, her cock somehow reaching new depths in my back door.
"Then this will feel even wilder," she said, as she bucked her body into mine while her cock was already all the way inside me.

"Holy fuck!" I screamed, a sharp pain coursing through me.
"Take it, my slut," she ordered as she kept bucking her body into me, while holding my hips.
"Yessss, Mistress," I whimpered, as she kept hammering her cock into me. The pain and pleasure collided, each trying to control my body.
She kept doing this for a while until the pleasure again won the battle inside me as my body got accustomed to the positon, and the cock in my ass.
Again, I suddenly wanted it harder. I wanted the intense pleasure that came with the intense pain. "Fuck me harder, Mistress," I requested.
"You love my cock in your arse, baby?" she asked.
"I'm sure beginning to," I replied.
"Because I love fucking an arse the most," she said, as she obliged and began to fuck my ass faster, harder and deeper.
"I guess it's good that I'm a dirty fucking arse slut," I moaned, using the word 'arse' which somehow making this nasty sex scene even nastier.
"I guess it is," she laughed as she kept fucking me.
"Oh, God, so good," I moaned, the pleasure finally taking complete control of my body, subduing the pain.
"I couldn't agree more," she groaned.

She fucked me for a couple more minutes in this positon before she flipped me onto my side and resumed fucking me in a new position.
Again in this new position, new angle, a new pleasure and a new pain were created. Yet, my ass now used to a big cock in it, adjusted quickly and the pleasure began to spread through me.
"I love this position," she moaned.
"I can see why," I moaned back, looking into her eyes.
She grabbed my breast and used it for leverage as she began fucking my arse hard, pounding me like the slut I had always fantasized being. The slut I had written about being for years. Finally, I was my own protagonist. I closed my eyes and just allowed the pleasure to take over.

"Oh yes, keep fucking my arse," I moaned, a second orgasm beginning to build.
"Ready to get your arse filled with cum?" Annabelle asked.
"God, yes," I answered, curious to feel what cum exploding in my ass would feel like.
"Bend over the edge of the bed," she ordered.
"Going to pound my ass from behind like you did Principal Rose earlier?" I asked as I again felt her cock slip out of my ass.
"It's the way I usually come," she shrugged as we both got off the bed.
I got into the subservient position.
She moved behind me and whispered, "Is this as good as you fantasized?"
"It's even better," I answered, which was true. Even though I had imagined this many times, wrote similar things dozens of times, nothing beat the real thing.
"For me too," she said, as she slid her cock back in my asshole for a third time.
"Oh, yes," I moaned. "Now fuck me like a complete ass whore. I want you to shoot your entire load up my shit hole."
"Talking so nasty," she moaned as she began fucking me hard.
"I love dirty talk," I admitted.
"So I've read," she smiled, as she grabbed my hips and began fucking me hard.
I moved my hand trying to balance myself as she slammed hard into me, harder than she had in the other positions.

For a couple of minutes there was no talking... just fucking, the room filled with the erotic, raw sound of flesh slapping on flesh.
Her breathing began to get heavier so I moaned, "I can't wait to feel you explode and shoot your cum deep in my shit hole, Mistress."
"Keep talking nasty, you fucking whore," she groaned.
"Come in your slut," I continued. "Claim your three hole fuck toy by coming inside her asshole."
"Tell me what you want," she demanded, fucking me harder than I'd ever been fucked before.
"I want to be your number one slut; I want to feel your cum explode in my ass; I want to be with you while you seduce other seniors, seduce other women, dominate straight men," I rambled. "I want to be your complete full time cum bucket and lover."
"Fuck," she grunted.

"Oh yes," I moaned, as I felt her seed invade my asshole and coat my anal walls.
"Take it all, my sexy slut," she ordered, as if I had a choice, while she kept spewing her cum inside my well fucked asshole.
When she pulled out, I felt cum slither out of my asshole, which made me feel like an even bigger slut.
"Let's order some food," she said.
"I definitely need to rehydrate," I nodded, exhausted.
"Yes, because we are not done yet," she said.
"How many times can that gun go off?" I asked.
"It's a machine gun of cum," she joked.
"Well, shoot away," I laughed.
"You are great target practice," she quipped right back.
I went to the washroom; Annabelle ordered food.
She threw on Wheel of Fortune and we played the game together... it made me feel like we were a couple.
We ate dinner and then I asked, feeling nervous, "Are we a couple now?"
"A rather unorthodox couple, yes," she nodded, kissing me.
"That is definitely obvious," I nodded, before adding bluntly, "considering you have already fucked my daughter."
Annabelle surprised me when she asked, "Do you want to fuck her? Or better yet, be fucked by her?"
"Excuse me?" I asked.
"A third of your stories are incest stories," she pointed out.
I countered, "Most are mom and son."
"So you want to fuck your son?" she asked.
"That's not what I said," I countered.
"If Tori walked in here right now and ordered you to eat her pussy, what would you do?" she asked.
"Gasp," I answered.
"And then?" she continued.
"Depends," I said.
"On what?" she asked.
"Well, when I'm horny, the idea of submitting to my daughter, like in 'Mommy: Becoming My Daughter's Slut', I love the idea. But once I come, I feel guilty for having such a fantasy," I answered, somehow feeling I could say such things to Annabelle.
"I understand," she nodded.
"You do?" I asked.
"It's natural to feel guilt for having taboo fantasies," she said, before adding, "society has made us self-conscious of our true sexual beings."
"That's very Dr. Phil," I teased.
"Oh, I'm sure I could have my own hour on Dr. Phil," she smiled back.
I laughed. After a pause, I asked, "So what kind of couple are we?"
"We are the Thelma and Louise of seductions," she answered.
I laughed. I loved 'Thelma and Louise'.
"On that note, time to get back to fucking my new girlfriend," she declared, taking my hand and leading me back to her bedroom.
"I'm your girlfriend?" I asked.
"You're my girlfriend, my cum slut, my plus one, my sex slave, my accomplice, and my lover," she replied, stopping me in the hallway to kiss me.
We kissed for a couple of minutes, starting tender, and then getting more passionate. I broke the kiss and said, "It's time for me to go for a ride."
"Is that so?" she asked as I took her hand and led her to the bedroom.
I pushed her onto the bed, got on top of her, and lowered my pussy on her cock.
"Mmmmm, this is a hot positon," Annabelle moaned, as my cunt swallowed her cock whole.
"God, your cock feels so amazing no matter what hole or position," I said as I began riding her cock.
"I love watching you," Annabelle said as she held my ankles to help me keep my balance.

"I love watching you too," I moaned, before adding, "in a non-stalker sort of way."
"Of course," she laughed as she surprised me by bucking her ass up as I bounced down.
"Oh yes," I said.
After a couple of minutes of fucking, she said, "My turn to do the fucking."
"I love a woman who knows what she wants," I purred.
"Good," she smiled. "Because I usually want to be the one doing the fucking."
"And I usually like to be the one being fucked," I said as I got off her and rolled onto my back.
She moved between my legs, lifted my one leg high up in the air and slid her cock in me.
I moaned, "Oh, this is nice."

She fucked me for a while in this position, my orgasm beginning to build. She then lifted my leg even higher, moved it between her breasts, and began fucking me harder.
"Keep fucking me, Mistress," I begged as I moved my hand to my clit, wanting to come again... needing to come again.

"No coming yet," she ordered as she kept fucking me.
"Okay," I whimpered, moving my hand away knowing if I kept touching myself I would be coming in moments.
Suddenly she pulled out, flipped me completely onto my back, and slammed her cock back into me.
She lifted my ass up, and ordered, "Now hold yourself up, too."
I obeyed, finding it awkward, but as she began fucking me in this position, my orgasm continued building.
"Do you want to come, my slut?" she asked, as she fucked me.
"Yes, Mistress, so badly," I answered, my orgasm so close.
"Then come now," she ordered.
"Yes, come now," another voice said, just as my orgasm cascaded out of me.
"Fuuuuuuck," I screamed, even as my head processed there was another person in the room, and that person was my daughter.

Yet, I didn't open my eyes. I didn't acknowledge the reality my daughter was watching me get fucked, as I focused on the intense pleasure that was coursing through me.
"So fucking hot," Tori said as I collapsed onto the bed.
Annabelle greeted, "Hi, my slut."
"Hi, Mistress," Tori greeted, before adding, "Hi, Mom."
Reluctantly, I opened my eyes and was even more shocked that Tori was not only in the room, but she was wearing only thigh high stockings, a bra, and a strap-on cock.
Was she planning to fuck me?
Were Annabelle and my daughter planning to double team me?
Did I want that?
I finally asked, "What are you doing here?"
"Fulfilling a task Mistress Annabelle has assigned me," she answered as if this was a normal situation.
"And what is that?" I asked, curious if it was about me.
"To seduce Robyn Thomas's mother," she answered.



"No way," I gasped. Robyn was the cheerleader bitch I often fantasized about.
"She's downstairs," Tori revealed.
"No way," I repeated.
Annabelle said, "Good job," as she went to the television and turned it on. She grabbed the remote and suddenly we were watching a blonde woman downstairs on her knees on the floor.
"Wow," I said, looking at the television and the very pretty, big busted blonde.
"I learned from the best," Tori shrugged.

"But how did you end up like this?" I asked.
"That's your fault," Tori answered.
"Excuse me?" I questioned, shocked by her answer.
"I was home sick one day, using your laptop to do research for a history essay and I found your shocking secret," she revealed.
My face paled.
"And the more I read, the more turned on I became," she continued, before adding, "and I began questioning my sexuality and also knew I had to help make your fantasies a reality."
"What?" I asked.
She smiled as she answered, "I'm the one who set up this whole seduction."
"I don't understand," I said.
"I told Mistress about your secret erotica writing and suggested she seduce you like in your stories," she revealed.
"Yes, Tori was the puppet master of your seduction and submission," Annabelle said. "The walking in class without heels, the foot massages and, of course, the catching me in the act. All Tori."
"I don't believe it," I said, even though I did.
"I did it all for you, Mommy," she said, as she walked over to me and kissed me on the lips. Breaking the kiss, she said, "Have fun."
I lay there in a daze.
"Shocked?" Annabelle asked.
"To the core," I nodded as she joined me on the bed.
"Let's watch your daughter," she said, as she turned the volume up.
"I'm not sure I can watch this," I said.
Annabelle said as she pulled me in to cuddle, "Just treat it as a porn movie."
I laughed, "That stars my daughter."
"And that you inspired through your writing," she said.
"I can't believe she knows about my writing," I said, still in awe.
"Get over here, slut," Tori ordered.
The blonde walked over to her.
"Turn around," she said, "I want to check out your tight ass."
The blonde did.
Her tits were huge. So fucking huge that Tori's hands were not big enough to cover all of their size.

"Who paid for these?" Tori asked, as she felt up the mother.
"My husband," she answered.
"Are you going to allow Robyn to get implants too?" Tori asked.
"Please don't mention my daughter," she protested.
Tori pinched the woman's nipples and said firmly, "Who's in charge here?"
"Y-y-you are," she stammered.
"And what are you here for?" Tori asked.
"To be your slut," she whispered, clearly embarrassed.
"Just like you were when you ate my cunt on your daughter's bed," Tori said, clearly liking humiliating the mother. I was in awe of how much Tori suddenly seemed like my most successful and popular seductress, Bree.
"Yes," she whispered.
"Yes, what?" Tori questioned, again pinching the MILF's nipples.
"Yes, Mistress Tori," she answered.
"Because you're my slut," Tori clarified.
"Yes, Mistress Tori," she nodded.
"Now ride my cock like the slut you are," Tori demanded.
The mother of the most popular cheerleader in the school obeyed, bending over and lowering her pussy on my daughter's cock.

"Holy shit," I said. "My daughter is Bree."
Annabelle nodded, "She loves Bree."
"So it seems," I nodded.
"She wants to be just like her," Annabelle revealed.
"Well, she seems to have the dominant touch," I said, watching as the older woman ride my daughter's strap-on.

"She can also be very submissive," Annabelle added.
"To you?" I asked, even though it was obvious based on the fact that my daughter called Annabelle 'Mistress'.
"Yes," Annabelle nodded. "I hope you are okay with that."
"Do I have a choice?" I asked.
She smiled, "Truthfully, yes you do. I want to have you both as pets, but I want you as my girlfriend. So if you are uncomfortable with it, I understand."
"What does girlfriend mean?" I asked, trying to really understand how she saw our relationship.
"We fuck women together," she answered.
"Does that include my daughter?" I asked.
"If you want it to," she nodded. "Tori wants you to be her Mommy-pet."
"She said that?" I asked.
"Many times," she nodded. "She loves your mom-daughter incest stories."
I glanced up to the television and saw they had changed positions.


Tori was really giving it to that MILF.
"Tell me how much you love my cock, slut." Tori demanded.
"So good," the MILF moaned, clearly in complete rapture.
"You don't think incest is wrong?" I asked, turning back to Annabelle.
"Do you?" she questioned back, a bit surprised.
"To tell you the truth, I started writing incest on a whim. But I realized a lot more people read incest than any other category," I explained, thinking back on the success of 'Making Mommy Mine', my first planned incest story. Now, most of my top read stories were ether incest, or illustrated.
"So incest doesn't turn you on?" she asked.
"Oh yes, big time," I nodded. "The more taboo, the more it turns me on." I then reached for her cock, "Which is why I love your perfect body of tits and cock."
"Oh, you just know what to say," she laughed, before asking, "So, what kind of incest turns you on?"
"All," I said. "Mom and son, mom and daughter, dad and daughter, sisters, brothers, dad and son."
"Have you really fantasized about your two sisters?" she asked.
"Many times," I admitted.
"I felt like your 'Three Sisters' story was very authentic," she said, before she adding, "Well, at least until the auntie showed up."
I nodded, "Yeah, the auntie likely wasn't necessary. But that dialogue at the restaurant was ninety-five percent true."
"Really?" she asked.
"Yep," I nodded. "We have had some frank talks the last while, especially since our relationships all ended for different reasons."
"And do they look the way you described them?" she asked.
"Yep, and the personalities I gave them are also spot on," I answered.
"Imagine your conversations now when you tell them you have a girlfriend," she said.
"I never thought of that," I replied, suddenly wondering how they would react.
"Or when I fuck them," she added.
"You wouldn't?" I questioned, even though I knew the answer was of course she would. My pussy tingled at the idea of Annabelle pounding my older sisters.
"Would you like to watch me pound your sisters' asses?" she asked.
"I have to admit the idea instantly made my pussy tingle," I nodded.
"Maybe you have a strap-on, Tori has a strap-on, and we triple team each sister and make them our fuck sluts," Annabelle purred as her hand went to my pussy.
"Oh God, that is so fucking hot," I moaned, as I looked up and saw Tori now fucking the MILF in a new position.

Robyn's mother was moaning, "Yes, I love being your slut."
"And who owns your cunt?" Tori asked, really looking like she was going deep into the MILF from this angle.
"You do, Mistress," she moaned.
"And if I want you to come, you'll meet me at school and munch my cunt in your van?" Tori questioned.
"I'll drive over and eat your cunt like the slut I am," the rich mother answered.
Annabelle said, "So back to the incest question. No, I don't think it is wrong. First, sex is sex. For example, I like you a lot, but I plan to fuck other women and the occasional man. I also expect you to be with other women, and maybe men."
"I guess," I nodded, not sure I could handle being in a relationship. I think that's what we were now in, she had called me her girlfriend (who would have ever thought I would one day have a girlfriend?).
"But," she continued, "it will be you I go home with, and you who I go to bed with at night."
"We're moving in together?" I asked.
"Yes, you and Tori will be moving in here," she nodded.
"We will?" I asked, stunned at the sudden escalation of our relationship.
"Who owns you, Jasmine?" she asked, matter of factly.
"You do," I answered.
"And shouldn't my property be available for me to use whenever I want to?" she asked.
"When you put it that way, yes," I replied.
"So it's settled," she said. "You and Tori are moving in."
"That was fast," I joked.
"And yes, I think incest is natural," she said. "Fucking family is logical."
"How so?" I asked, wanting complete permission to fuck my daughter.
"What greater way to show your love for a family member than by giving them pleasure and by giving yourself to them in the most authentic way possible?" she asked.
"I guess," I nodded.
"Do you want to taste Tori's pussy?' she asked.
"I don't know," I answered, which, of course, was a lie.
"It's a yes or no question," Annabelle pointed out.
"Yes, but...." I began.
"No buts," she interrupted me. "Tori is a sexual being. The only difference being you already love her and would do anything for her." After a pause, she added, "So giving her sexual pleasure is natural as a mother should do whatever it takes to make her daughter happy."
"I don't know," I said, looking up to see my daughter fucking the MILF in a new position again. One that really showcased just how big Robyn's mother's tits were. It made me wonder what Robyn's tits looked like.

"There is nothing not to know," Annabelle said. "You and Tori are sexual beings and it is only natural for you to share that bond."
"I guess," I said, as I watched Tori fuck the MILF, wishing it was me she was fucking.
"And the fact that Tori is dominant and you are submissive is just another logical reason for you two to fuck. Each of you can satisfy each other's internal needs," she finished.
I didn't respond as I watched my daughter be the dominant.
"You want to come, don't you, slut?" Tori asked, as she fucked her.
"Yes," the MILF moaned, her huge tits bouncing all over the place.
"Beg, bitch," Tori demanded, as she pulled her cock out of the MILF's cunt and tapped it on her clit.
"Oh God, please Mistress, shove that cock back in my cunt. Fuck your blonde bimbo sex slave until she comes like a cheap whore," the mother babbled, sounding like a slutty porn star.
"What about your daughter?" Tori asked.
"Please, anything but that," the MILF begged, her eyes going wide.
"I guess you really don't want this cock, or my pussy," Tori shrugged beginning to move away.
"No, no, no, don't go," the desperate MILF pleaded.
Tori asked, "Why should I stay?"
"Fine, dammit," the voluptuous mother sighed. "I'll help you fuck my daughter."
"Good slut, Tori purred as she slid her cock back in the wanton whore.
"Wow," I said.
Annabelle nodded, "She really is a natural."
"I want to be her slut too," I admitted the obvious out loud.
"I know you do," Annabelle whispered, kissing my neck. "And we will make it happen, very, very soon."
I kept watching the television as Annabelle gently splattered me with butterfly kisses.
Tori, who was really fucking the slut now, ordered, "Come now, my filthy slut mother."
"Oh, God, yes, fuck!" the MILF screamed as her orgasm hit her seconds after the order was given. Again it felt just like one of my erotic stories.

The MILF's screams were loud and my pussy gushed slightly at the sight of my daughter's dominant behaviour and the thought that it could soon be me.
I needed to get fucked again... now.
I pushed Annabelle onto her back and said, "Time for some reverse cowgirl."
"In the ass," Annabelle added as I turned around and straddled her cock.
"Yes, Mistress," I obeyed, as I reached for her cock and positioned it for my asshole. I was curious what kind of pleasure and pain principle would occur in this position.
I glanced up and saw that Tori was no longer wearing a strap-on cock. Instead she was now having her pussy licked by the submissive mother. Instantly, I wanted to be the submissive mother... I was her mother.

"Lick my cunt, Mommy," Tori moaned, as she glanced up and looked directly into the camera.
Annabelle laughed, "Well, that was not subtle."
"But it was hot," I moaned.
Annabelle put her hands on my hips to balance me as I lowered myself, cautiously, on her cock. My ass resisted ever so briefly, but slowly her cock slid inside.
"So big," I again moaned, as I watched my daughter get her pussy licked, my mouth watering with the possibility that one day that would be me.
"This position will widen your ass like almost no other," Annabelle said, before adding, "and probably make you feel like my cock is twenty inches long."
"It isn't?" I moaned, playfully.
She laughed, "You're really an insatiable slut."
"And you love it," I countered.

"You know I do," she purred.
I slowly rode her cock, trying to get used to it in my ass in this position, a subtle pain lingering as stronger pleasure dulled it.
While I did, I watched my daughter's facial expressions as she was pleasured. Her innocent face looking so sexy as she moaned with pleasure.
Even sexier when she moaned, "That's it Mommy, lick my clit."
For a couple of minutes, I rode Annabelle's cock slowly while transfixed on the scene of my daughter being pleasured.
"You want to be the Mommy licking that sweet cunt, don't you, Jasmine?" Annabelle asked as her hand gently caressed my back.
"Is that bad?" I moaned.
"No, like I said before, it's natural," she supported.
"I'm so jealous of that blonde bimbo," I said, as I leaned forward and began riding her cock in a new position.

"Maybe you should go downstairs and join your daughter," Annabelle suggested.
"What? No, I couldn't," I said.
"I don't mean submitting to her. It's likely not a good idea to commit incest in front of someone you don't trust," Annabelle said. "But you could use the slut too."
"Really?" I asked, just as Tori came.
"Yes, Mommy, I'm coming!" Tori screamed.

"Why not?" Annabelle said. "Plus, what a great mother and daughter activity."
"Dominating a slut?" I asked, the idea turning me on.
"Exactly," Annabelle purred as she pulled me back onto her.
It was strange, but this position, with a cock buried in my asshole, was strangely romantic. I could look into her eyes, our bodies were melded together and her hands one on my breast, the other under my leg, only enhanced the intimacy.

"God, you have got me into one big mess," I smiled.
"I'm just making all your fantasies come true," she purred.
"You're going to set up a gangbang?" I asked, jokingly.
"With shemales," she responded.
"I was kidding," I grinned.
"I wasn't," she retorted.
"Oh my," suddenly understanding the full scope of this relationship.
"I plan to help you make every fantasy of yours come true," she purred. She then added, "Fucking your sisters, submitting to your daughter, gangbangs, submitting to students, a bukkake, some black pussy and cock, and whatever else you want."

"I love you," I moaned as each idea turned me on more. I then realized what I had said.
She purred, "I know you do," although she didn't say the words back.
Before I had time to ponder the brief 'I love you' interaction, Tori ordered, "Now bend over so I can fuck that ass of yours."
"You really are insatiable," the MILF seductively said as she offered her ass up, obviously not an anal virgin.
"I just like to dominate my sluts in every way possible," Tori responded as she moved behind and begin to slide her strap-on cock in the MILF's ass.

My orgasm was again building.
Annabelle ordered, noticing my heavier breathing, "You are not allowed to come again unless it is at the tongue of the hot blonde downstairs."
"Really?" I whined.
"It's time to push you a bit," she said. "Your comfort zone needs to be eliminated."
"Can't you just fuck the shit out of me like Tori is doing to that slut?" I asked, wiggling my ass on her cock, which was currently buried deep inside me.
"I could," she nodded. "But I won't. Just lie back and enjoy your soon-to-be daughter Mistress's work."
Chills went up my spine at the term 'soon-to-be daughter Mistress' as I watched Tori now fucking the MILF's ass.

I watched my daughter fuck the big titted MILF for minutes, the entire time I just sat on Annabelle's lap and cock.
"You like getting ass fucked don't you Mrs. Thomas?" Tori asked, using the MILF's last name for the first time that I heard... a classic move I used in my stories to remind the submissive who she really was and what she was really doing... cheating.
"Yes, I can't resist you," Mrs. Thomas moaned, completely at the whim of her lust even though she couldn't really understand why she had submitted in the first place. Again, like many of the submissives in my stories, they have no idea they are actually submissives until the moment they suddenly are.
"And you will obey any order I give?" Tori questioned, fucking her in a new position.
"God, yes, I'll do whatever you want me to," the MILF mindlessly declared.

Annabelle quipped, "They both have stamina."
"Indeed," I agreed.
Tori then spun the MILF around and slid the cock just in the slut's ass into her pussy... unsanitary yes, but nevertheless hot.




After a couple minutes of cunt fucking, Tori dragged the horny MILF to a new position yet again and slammed her cock back into her ass.
"Oh fuck," Robyn's mom screamed, as her ass was again violated.
"Such a fucking slut," Tori said as she fucked the MILF. "Allowing a classmate of your daughter's to use you as her personal fuck toy."
"Oh God," she whimpered.
"You like being a teenager's fuck slut, don't you?" Tori questioned, as she kept fucking her.
"Yes," the hot MILF moaned.
"Because only a real fucking slut would let an eighteen year old sodomize them," Tori said as she pulled the woman's arms behind her back, really taking control.
"Oh yes, fuck my asshole, Mistress," Mrs. Thomas begged, liking the rough treatment. "Use me as the fuck slut I am."
"Tori pulled the MILF's hair and ordered, "Now come, ass slut. Come from getting fucked in the ass."

"Oh, God," she moaned, "ream my ass harder."
Tori did.
The MILF suddenly began frantically rubbing her pussy as she got ass pounded. I wanted my ass pounded, but Annabelle was holding me romantically with her cock buried in my ass.
Seconds later, the MILF's screams and squeals echoed throughout the room as her orgasm hit.
I moaned myself, "That is hot."
"I agree," Annabelle nodded, before adding, "now, go downstairs and confront the MILF who is corrupting your daughter."
"Really?" I asked.
"Now, my pet," she ordered. "Then when you get back I'm going to make love to you."
"Is that different than fucking the shit out of me?" I asked teasingly as I got off her lap.
"Trust me, it is," she nodded.
As I began to walk out, she said, "Take a robe."
I put a robe on, and nervously walked downstairs unsure what I was going to say.
To my surprise, Tori was now making the MILF suck the cock that had just been ramming her ass.
I watched for a couple of minutes, until Tori asked, "Ready to be fucked again?"
"God, I love your stamina," the MLF said. "I wish my husband could get it up more than once and then not turn on ESPN."
"Stand up against the wall and bend over," Tori ordered. "I'm not done breaking in that asshole."
"Yes, Mistress," Mrs. Thomas obeyed, like the complete submissive she was.
Tori moved behind her and said as she slid the cock back in the MILF's ass, "I plan to fuck your bitch daughter's asshole too."
"Oh, God," she moaned.
"You like the idea of that, don't you?" Tori questioned as she roughly slammed into her.
"Yes, no, shit," the Mother moaned, confused.
"She is a bitch, right?" Tori asked.
"Yes."
"And she needs to be taught a lesson, right?" Tori continued.
"Yes."
"And you want me to be the one to do it, right?" Tori questioned, stopping deep in the woman's asshole, as I began to rub myself.
"Yes, dammit," Robyn's mother whined. "Now please fuck me."
"Fuck what?"
"My asshole. Please fuck my asshole with your cock," the hot MILF answered.
I then burst into the room, "What is going on here?"
Mrs. Thomas froze and stammered, "Mrs. W-W-Walker!"
"Yes, I know who I am," I said. "I also know who you are. What I don't know is why my daughter is fucking you in the ass."
"She's my sex slave," Tori answered, still fucking her.
"Is that the case?" I asked the mortified mother. "Are you the sex slave of my daughter?"
"No, um, well, yes," she babbled.
"Mom, if you want, I can have her eat your pussy," Tori offered.
I laughed. "That is very generous honey. Is that true, Mrs. Thomas? Will you eat my pussy?"
"I, um, ohhhh," she continued to speak incoherent thoughts as Tori really reamed her asshole.
I discarded my robe, walked over to the couch and sat down, I ordered, "Crawl over here, Robyn's mom."
I could see the mortification in her face, yet as Tori pulled out, the mother wordlessly dropped to her knees and crawled to me. Reaching me, she apologized, "I'm sorry, Mrs. Walker."
"For what?" I asked.
"For you seeing this," she answered.
"Seeing what?" I continued, enjoying pushing the slut.
"Me in such a compromising position," she answered.
"Getting ass fucked by my daughter?" I questioned bluntly.
"Yes," she nodded.
"Do you eat pussy too?" I asked, even though I knew the answer. "Or do you only get ass fucked?"
Tori laughed, "She is a full service slut, Mom."
"Well, go back to fucking her ass then," I instructed, as I grabbed the pretty blonde's head and shoved it in my cunt.
The blonde began licking as Tori moved behind her and slid her cock back in the MILF's used asshole. I heard her moan as she was filled again while she lapped at my pussy.
With all the intense fucking of the day, what I hadn't had was a good pussy licking, and I was going to enjoy this. My orgasm had already begun building after the ass fucking and the lengthy voyeuristic viewing of my daughter and the MILF.

She licked me for a couple of minutes before I decided I really wanted to take control. I stood up and ordered, "Come over here and lie down."
"Yes, Mistress," the MILF obeyed, quickly showing her true submissive nature.
The idea of being a Mistress was suddenly exciting, an experience I kind of got a taste of when I was instructing Principal Rose earlier.
Once she lay down, I straddled her face and ordered, "Now get me off, slut."
Tori moved into position and resumed fucking her... and I realized I was technically having a threesome with my daughter. It wasn't incest in the sense that we were not being intimate, but it sure set the possibility... something that did intrigue me... even if I wasn't sure that was a fantasy I was willing to make a reality. But if anything else, this was a cool experience.
Tori ordered, "Eat Mom's cunt, slut. Make her cum all over that pretty, overdone face of yours."
The order was redundant, she was already doing it. The MILF knew how to eat a pussy and my orgasm was building quickly.
As my orgasm grew, I moved my hands to my clit and began tapping it relentlessly.
And then I came.
"Yesssssss,' I screamed as my cum flooded out of me and onto my daughter's slave's face.

She kept licking throughout my orgasm.
When I was finally done, I got off her and said, "You and I will discuss this at a later date, Mrs. Thomas."
"Yes, Mistress," she nodded, looking up at me with lust.
"You and I will also discuss this later," I said to Tori.
"Sure, Mom," she nodded before she resumed fucking her pet.
I went back upstairs feeling liberated. Although I was definitely submissive deep down, I now knew I had another side I could tap into.
I walked into the bedroom and Annabelle said, "Well, looks like you have a dominant streak."
"I guess I do," I nodded, joining her on the bed. I added as I moved between her legs, "But I still prefer being a submissive."
"I know you do," she purred as I took her cock in my mouth. A cock that was last lodged in my ass for a good twenty minutes. To my surprise, although it tasted saltier, it didn't taste bad.

I sucked on her cock slowly, wanting to worship it like it deserved to be worshipped.
She moaned, "Man, you are a great cock sucker."
I took my mouth off her cock and said, looking into her eyes, "I could suck this cock forever."
"That is good because I love having a sexy cock sucker at my whim," Annabelle replied, watching me suck her cock.
"We are a match made in heaven," I joked as I resumed sucking her cock.
"That we are," she moaned.
After a few minutes of sucking, Annabelle laughed, "Your daughter is still using the slut."
I looked up and saw the mother again licking Tori's pussy.

I grabbed the remote and shut off the television.
I said, "The rest of the night is about you and me."
I couldn't agree more," she said, pulling me in for a kiss.
I straddled her cock, lowered my cunt on it, and leaned forward so she could play with my tits.

She sucked on my breasts as I slowly rode her beautiful cock.
This time we weren't fucking.
We were making love.
She swirled her tongue around my nipples before softly biting each one.
There was no talking, no derogatory words, no endearing terms... just two women enjoying each other and merging into one.
She slid her body up to use the pillows, and I used the headboard for balance as I continued riding her cock. Having come multiple times already, we were each in this for the long haul and in no hurry.... instead throwing away the map and just allowing our bodies to drive.

We made love with me on my side of sorts.

We made love with me on my stomach.


We made love with me on all fours.

Then we made love for an eternity with me on my back.

Annabelle slowly made love to me, her eyes never breaking with mine... until we kissed.
The kiss was meandering as if with no intention of ever ending.
My orgasm was on perpetual tease, always ready to burst into flames, but refusing to do more than flicker with the promise of more.
Annabelle smiled, "I have never done this before with someone."
"Done what?" I asked, confused.
"Made love to a woman," she answered. "I fuck. I don't get attached. Ever."
"I'm flattered," I said.
"I've also never said those three words," she said.
"Fuck me hard?" I joked.
"Oh, I've said those," she laughed,
"You don't have to say them if you don't feel it," I said, feeling vulnerable, but deciding I must speak the truth, "I said it in the heat of the moment, but I am even more confident the words were true now."
She smiled, as if her whole body was suddenly flush with joy, "Jasmine." She stopped, her cock deep in me, and leaned forward and kissed me again. When she broke the kiss, she looked deep into my eyes, into my soul, and said the words I hadn't heard in years in an intimate way, "I love you, Jasmine."
Fireworks coursed through me.
I smiled, repeating the words again, spilling out of me more freely now, "I love you too, Annabelle,"
We stared at each other for a moment, enjoying the declaration and yet unsure what to do next.
I said, with a wicked smile, as I lifted my legs up wider, wanting her deeper in me, "Now fuck me like you mean it."
She laughed, "If I have to."
"Oh, you have to," I said, as I lifted my hand up to her breast.

And in seconds, literally, once she began fucking me harder, my orgasm was set on fire and burned through me.
"Did you come without permission?" she questioned, with a sly smirk.
"Sorry," I moaned as the orgasm came fast and unexpectedly... my body working quicker than my mind could process.
"You will be punished for that one day," she threatened.
"I'm yours, Mistress," I weakly agreed, this orgasm intense in a different way than my earlier ones.
She fucked me for another minute, my orgasm refusing to completely dissipate, when she suddenly pulled out and shot her cum all over my body.
Her first rope flew onto my face like a missile with a mission, before subsequent ropes landed on my tits and belly.

I asked, "Not coming in my cunt?"
"Wasn't sure you were protected," she said, before adding, "I do, however, like shooting my load on a pretty face and a hot body.
"I like it in and on me," I smiled, scooping a big wad on my belly and putting it to my mouth. I then added, "Plus, I got my tubes tied years ago."
"That," she smiled, "is very good to know."
I leaned up and took her cock back in my mouth to retrieve any last remnants of cum.
She asked, "Want to sleep over?"
"I think my body is way too weak to drive," I joked.
"I have the perfect movie for us to watch," she said as she got off the bed.
"What is that?" I asked.
"Notting Hill," she said.
"Perfect," I nodded, scooping more cum off of me and tasting it.
We cleaned up, went downstairs to get some wine, Tori and her slut were gone, and then went back to bed to watch the movie in bed... like a couple.
.....
When the movie was done, Annabelle turned to me and asked, "So do you trust me?"
"Um, I think I proved I do already," I smiled.
"I mean," she said, seriously, "completely trust me."
"Yes," I nodded and I did.
"Good," she smiled, "because tomorrow night I have a very special night planned for you."
"What?" I asked, curious.
"That is a secret," she smiled, "but it is an evening bound on trust."
"I'm yours, Annabelle," I said, noticing she stressed the word 'bound'. I added, after a pause, "I want to do everything with you."
"On that note," she said as she moved on top of me and kissed me. "There is one thing I haven't yet done to you."
"Fisting?" I asked, playfully.
"Okay, two," she laughed. She kissed me again and slid down between my legs.
"Oh, mmmmmm," I moaned, as her tongue made contact with my pussy.
"Mmmmmm, indeed," she purred as she licked my pussy.
I watched her lick, her face buried in my pussy one of the hottest things I had ever seen.
"This pussy should be its own food group," Annabelle said as her tongue probed and teased.
"Would give a whole new meaning to breakfast in bed," I joked as I cupped my tits.

After a couple of minutes of tender licking, I wanted her cock in my mouth.
I said, "Let's get into a sixty-nine."
"Mmmmmm, can't get enough of my cock?" Annabelle purred as she rolled onto her back.
"I want a late night snack," I replied as I straddled her face and took her hard cock in my mouth.

I have no idea how long I sucked her cock or how long she licked my pussy, but when our final orgasms of the night occurred, they happened simultaneously.
As my cum flooded out of me and onto Annabelle and I eagerly swallowed her sweet cum, I knew I had found the one.
THE END
.....
.....
.....
.....
.....
There were dozens of pictures created and not used for this marathon story. Some of my favourites that were not used are below because I wanted to make sure they were seen.
FANTASY SCENE: MRS. WALKER SERVES PRINCIPAL
Deleted Pose: Mrs. Walker on knees serving Ms. Rose
I loved this picture, especially the close up of my face in her pussy and Ms. Rose's facial expression. Unfortunately, two other positions were already used and having one photo in this location didn't make much sense.

DAUGHTER INTRODUCTION
Alternate Pose: Nice ass
This one was really hot, but it didn't make sense to have her posing with her ass when her mom was first thinking of her.
Yet, the picture was too delicious to not show. So here it is... one sweet, sweet ass.

FANTASY SCENE: MRS. WALKER ON YACHT WITH TWO SHEMALES
Alternate Pose: A cock in both ends
There were a few images of Jasmine sucking one cock and taking the other in her pussy. So although I liked this one, a couple others better fit the flow of the scene.

Deleted Pose: Alternate Ending for Yacht Scene
I knew the end would be a DP scene and I had three different DP positions. In the end, I used one with Emerald in Jasmine's ass and another to end with Annabelle in Jasmine's ass.
So although I considered this photo for the climactic end (it would have worked great too), I went with the more practical position.
I do love Jasmine's look in this one... a look of 'Holy fuck, I'm in heaven'.

FANTASY SCENE: MRS. WALKER & THE CHEERLEADER
Deleted Scene: Romantic Kiss
When this scene became the dominant scene it ended up being... a kiss seemed inappropriate. Yet, this was how the scene was originally supposed to start.

Alternate Pose: Cocksucking (Damn Nice Ass)
Although I used a few cock sucking poses in this scene, I liked this one because my ass looks so damn fine.
I hope you agree.

Alternate Pose: Side by side Fucking
I LOVED this scene! Yet, like the earlier kissing scene, this seemed too intimate for a domination scene.

Deleted Scene: Cum Shot
This scene was originally the ending of the scene, but when I decided to have cheerleader Robyn cum in all three holes in the domination, the final cum shot became redundant.
But look how happy Jasmine looks to be getting a load all over her tits!!!

FANTASY SCENE: MRS. WALKER & THE NERD
Alternate Scene: Cocksucking
This scene had a ton of photos created including quite a few of Jasmine sucking cock. I love the look of the character created to be me with a mouthful of cock.



So even though I used quite a few cock sucking photos... here are two I wanted to use, but didn't.
In the first photo, I love the unique angle; looking downward from up above gives a very different look to the cocksucking.
In the second photo, I just love the look of my mouth open and my hand on her balls.
I would have loved to use have used both of these, but you can have too much of a good thing and I wasn't sure how many different cock sucking positions I could use and keep it believable.


Alternate Scene: Fucking
Like the cock sucking scenes, there were lots of fucking scenes... thus I had so many different positions to choose from in this scene.
Although there were half a dozen I didn't use, this was the one I was most reluctant to remove.

Alternate Scene: Tit Fucking
Lastly, there were a few different tit fucking positions.
I actually liked the one of Jasmine on her back the most, but in writing the scene, the two of Jasmine on her knees flowed better in the story. So reluctantly, I didn't use the one of Jasmine on the bed.
The other alternate tit fucking picture was also sexy, but it was just a matter of choosing one over the other.
It really was a coin toss... and this one lost.


FANTASY SCENE: MRS. WALKER & THE BLACK SHEMALE
Deleted Scenes: Fucking in the Park
All five pictures are different poses not used. There were so many good ones created. And although I would have loved to have used them all, the flow was a struggle in this outdoor scene and these positions, although sexy, didn't work for the continuity of the story.
Picture 1: I loved the look on Jasmine's face and the amazing deep penetration.
Picture 2: I loved the look of pleasure in this one on Jasmine's face... that is not something you can fake!
Picture 3: I loved this position; unfortunately a glitch makes it look like Jasmine's hands are leaning on air.
Picture 4: Another one where Jasmine looks sexy, but unfortunately the unnamed shemale looks awkward.
Picture 5: A great scene with Jasmine on top.





FANTASY SCENE: MRS. WALKER & ANNABELLE
Alternate Scene: Fucking
This scene became redundant based on the short lengthy of the fantasy scene and a couple other photos. I just loved (the one of me on my desk getting ass fucked and the one of me against the chalk board also getting ass fucked).
But I loved how perfect Annabelle's ass was. So here it is to admire:

SCENE: TORI & THE MILF
Alternate Scene: Riding
Although I only requested one pose for what was supposed to be a very, very brief scene. My illustrator went nuts and create a variety of scenes and thus the ending became much longer and much kinkier. I ended up using almost every different position sent as I loved, I mean LOVED, the blonde MILF in this scene.
This is one that didn't make the cut because I used a different riding scene instead. But the look of raw sex and need on the MILF's face was too much to not at least show here.
Plus, I loved her big tits... so much bigger than mine... LOL.

SCENE: MRS. WALKER & ANNABELLE
Deleted Scene: Fucking Downstairs
I loved this scene too. But I wanted most of the sex to be in the bedroom. That said, I wanted Jasmine's first orgasm to be quick because she was too horny to hold back.
Thus I had too many positions to choose from.
In the end, this one wasn't used, although I love the look of pleasure on Jasmine's face.

Alternate Scene: Deep Anal
This was likely the hardest photo to delete. I LOVED THIS ONE. I used a close-up one instead, but the facial expression on Jasmine in this photo is priceless.
Unfortunately, for continuity, they are watching Tori fuck Mrs. Thomas, and Jasmine's body is turned the wrong way.

Alternate Scene: Last Fuck
Again, my illustrator really went all out as he gave me a ton of options for the final submission of Jasmine. In the end, that is why the last scene is a marathon of fucking.
This was supposed to be the last photo before the cum shot, but in the end it seemed unnecessary.

That is the end...
Seriously...
Unless, of course...
Until part 2 is released which will be its own condensed story and not the novella that this turned out to be:
Part 2: Bondage Training
Jasmine is taken to a bondage dungeon for a wild night of kink.
Jasmine January 2016
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Summary: Teen seductress MILF molests temp maid in her kitchen.
Thanks to: Thanks to hfernandez1983 for the story idea suggestion.
Thanks to 2: Robert, cuckdynasty, goamz86 and Wayne for editing this story.
THE TURNING CONTEST is a week-long competition between five MILF best friends over who can turn more straight teens, college girls and women.
The prize: The winner gets a weekend with the other four women's submissive 18-year-old daughters.
Note: This series is based on a few things:
a) Quick seductions (Each story will likely be under 5000 words... give or take); these are sex stories and thus lacking the detailed character development I often have)
b) Some are inspired by the Japanese molestation videos that are so popular in Japan.
c) This will be, if people enjoy them, a multi chaptered series about five women who seduce straight women.
Although each story definitely stands on its own, this is the second seduction scene. The first was called:
Turning Contest: A Beautiful Blonde, in which seductress VERONICA STONE seduces a teen in her clothing store.
Turning Contest: A Cute Maid
Seductress 2: Mrs. Carol White
Carol drove home from the luncheon with her friends, mulling over the bet the girls had just made. The idea of the bet: a week long battle to see who could seduce the most women was quite a fun challenge, although she was the only submissive in the group.
She really had no idea who to go after first... as seduction wasn't her forte.
Although she loved her husband, she really preferred women. She regularly hooked up with her friends, often pleasured her maid, and had a few women who willingly allowed her to lick them.
She wasn't submissive per se, she just loved eating pussy. She also loved fucking women with a strap-on.
She regularly fucked her daughter and her maid... she even more regularly licked her daughter, her maid and all four of her best friends.
Alas, she was frustrated; her maid was on holiday for two weeks, meaning her guaranteed pussy was not there.
Then it hit her.
The temp maid was perfect.
She was cute, subservient, and didn't speak English well.
She would be very unlikely to disobey her.
She got a text. She looked at it and saw she was invited to a new Kik chat room. She laughed at the title: LALezContest.
She logged in and saw that Veronica already had one seduction. She sighed, this wasn't going to be easy.
She made three more stops and arrived home at 3:45, just in time to find the maid in her kitchen beginning to prepare dinner.
Carol complimented, "You look very nice today, Anna-Marie."
"Thank you, ma'am," Anna-Marie replied, thinking the compliment odd. The woman of the house had barely spoken to her the past two days, other than to give her instructions. This wasn't unusual in these rich white women's homes, where the maid was usually seen as a second class citizen.
"I mean, you look really hot today," Carol added, her hand moving to the young woman's arm. "Do you have a boyfriend?"
"No, ma'am," Anna-Marie answered, feeling awkward from the compliments and the questions.
"A girlfriend?" Carol asked, continuing the soft caress.
"God, no!" Anna-Marie answered, surprised by the assumption.
"It's 2016, my dear, eating pussy instead of cock isn't frowned upon anymore," Carol said bluntly, as she moved behind the bewildered woman and began to feel her up.
"Ma'am," Anna-Marie protested, shocked by what was happening.
She had been hit on by the men of the house on occasion, but this was new.
Carol whispered, "Keep prepping the chicken, my dear."
Anna-Marie wanted to protest, but was in utter shock at what was happening. Plus, she couldn't afford to lose this job... it was her fourth temp job, and once done, she would qualify for a permanent contract.
So... she kept prepping the chicken.
"Such nice big tits you have," Carol complimented.
"Thank you, ma'am," Anna-Marie absurdly replied, trying to remain respectful in the bizarre situation of being felt up by a female employer.
"I bet you have some big nipples too," Carol purred, kissing the maid's neck, as her hand went under the woman's blouse.
"I do, ma'am," Anna-Marie admitted, while trembling, then wondered why she had revealed that.
Carol said, "Let me feel." She expertly unclasped the bra, pulled it out from underneath the blouse, and then moved both her hands to the maid's nipples.
Anna-Marie's head was spinning in shock as she allowed herself to be felt up by her employer. She was also confused by the feelings inside her. Her vagina was enjoying this.
"Nice hard nipples," Carol whispered. "I bet you love having them sucked, don't you?"
Anna-Marie indeed did love having them sucked and hadn't had that pleasure in a long time... not once since moving to America six months ago.
At her last job, she had sucked the cock of a college boy at a house she was cleaning in San Diego. He had coerced her to do it, and was fired when they were caught in the act.
She moved to Boston after being blacklisted in San Diego and had finally found work after searching for the past month.
So she was definitely going through withdrawal, both financially and sexually.
Carol pinched both hard nipples and Anna-Marie moaned.
"You do like that," Carol whispered, before moving her hands out of the blouse and under the skirt of the maid, "What else is for dinner?"
Anna-Marie couldn't believe the woman's brazen behaviour, nor such a question considering what she was doing. Yet, trying to act natural, even as her panties got damp, she answered, "Rice and salad, ma'am."
Carol smiled as she caressed the maid's big pantyhose clad booty. The fact that she hadn't freaked out, or moved away, proved Carol right, she was submissive.
Carolyn complimented, "What a great booty you have."
"Thanks, ma'am," Anna-Marie trembled as her ass cheeks were squeezed and caressed.
"I bet you look great bent over," Carolyn continued, already envisioning bending the maid over and fucking her.
Anna-Marie didn't speak, as she tried to focus on finishing marinating the chicken.
Carol slipped her hand inside the maid's pantyhose and moved around to the girl's clit.
"Ohhhh," Anna-Marie moaned, shocked, but too aroused to protest now that she was having her pussy touched.
"Your pussy is so wet," Carol whispered. "Is that because of me?"
"Yes, ma'am," Anna-Marie admitted, as the woman tapped her clit.
"Do you want to come?" Carol asked, always loving getting a girl off.
Anna-Marie considered lying and being as dignified as she could, but she did want to come, her orgasm was rising incredibly fast, and the woman's fingers were like magic. She admitted, "Yes, ma'am."
Carol rubbed the girl's clit rapidly, knowing from experience that the girl was close.
Anna-Marie just closed her eyes and gave into the pleasure, as she put the knife down and used the kitchen island for balance.
Carol then reached for the cucumber on the counter, ripped open the pantyhose and ordered, "Spread your legs."
"Ma'am, I..." Anna-Marie began to protest as the woman of the house spread her legs and slid the cucumber in her pussy in one hard thrust.
"Just enjoy," Carol ordered, as she pumped the green make-shift cock in and out of the maid.
"Okay, ma'am," she weakly moaned, her orgasm growing quickly... humiliated that it was happening with a cucumber.
"Come for me," Carol whispered after a couple of minutes, as she nibbled on the girl's ear lobe and furiously fucked the maid with the cucumber.
Anna-Marie obeyed, not out of obedience, but necessity, as her orgasm hit her. She moaned, and her legs gave out, "Ooooooh, God."
Carol whispered, "Good girl," as she continued to pump the cucumber in the girl's pussy even as she came.
Anna-Marie felt shame and euphoria, stunned that she came from getting fucked with a cucumber, and her body giving in completely to the pleasure as she leaned against the dominating woman.
When Carol pulled the cucumber out of the trembling maid, Anna-Marie collapsed to the floor.
Carol, not done with the maid, dropped to the floor, rolled the maid onto her back and ripped the pantyhose apart at the crotch a bit more to get complete access to the maid's pussy.
Anna-Marie looked up weakly and confused, just in time to see the woman of the house pull her panties to the side and bury her face in her pussy.
Carol loved the taste of pussy, especially the sweetness of cum, and wasn't surprised to discover the maid's pussy was heavenly.
Anna-Marie moaned involuntarily as she questioned, "Ma'am?"
Carol licked hungrily for only a few seconds before the front door to the house opened and closed.
Anna-Marie quickly stood up, wobbled briefly, and looked down at Mrs. White.
Carol whispered, "Keep working, and don't let him know I'm here."
Anna-Marie nodded, shocked that the woman wasn't worried about being caught. She watched the woman move slyly under the island.
The man walked in and asked, "Is Mrs. White home yet?"
"No, sir," the maid answered, just as she felt a finger slide inside her pussy.
"Okay," he shrugged, as he walked out oblivious to the sexual debauchery going on right in front of him and to his usual spot on his recliner.
His back was to the maid, but she was not out of view if he should turn around.
Carol began licking the maid, the excitement that her husband was in the next room only enhancing the thrill. Plus, there was no way she was going to stop eating that sweet ripe pussy.
Anna-Marie couldn't believe the woman kept licking her even as her husband was now in the next room. Yet she wasn't going to protest as it felt really good to have a tongue on her pussy. And, after all, Mrs. White was the boss.
As expected, her oblivious husband turned on the television to watch sports, turning the volume up so high there was no way he would hear the moans.
Carol licked and probed the maid for a couple of minutes, knowing exactly how to please a woman.
Anna-Marie couldn't believe how amazing this woman was making her feel, the thrill of the husband in the other room somehow making it more exciting, even as it meant a major risk to her job.
"Hand me the carrots," Carol ordered.
Anna-Marie obeyed, grabbing the baby carrots in a bowl, even though she couldn't fathom why.
Carol grabbed the bowl and slowly began inserting all ten inside the maid.
Anna-Marie shivered as the cold carrots were inserted in her.
By the time they were all inside her, Anna-Marie felt so full... her head spinning with shock and excitement.
Carol returned to licking, when her husband suddenly called out, "Could you bring me a beer?"
"Yes, sir," Anna-Marie called back her voice breaking, her orgasm imminent.
Carol said, moving the panties back in place to hold the carrots in, "Go get him one."
"Yes, ma'am," she nodded, all hot and bothered, and unsure she could walk with carrots inside her.
Carol went upstairs, and the wickedest idea ever popping into her head. She went to her daughter's room and grabbed the strap-on cock her daughter often used to fuck her.
Anna-Marie went to the fridge, each step creating new pleasures and stimulation coursing through her. She grabbed a beer and went to give it to him, trying not to moan as she did.
Carol put on the strap-on harness and returned to the kitchen to see the maid now putting the chicken in the oven.
Carol walked over and said, "I got your oven pre-heated too."
"Ma'am, your husband is right there," Anna-Marie pointed out the obvious.
Carol grabbed a knife and dropped it on the floor, "You should get that."
"Yes, ma'am," Anna-Marie obeyed, finding that odd... although everything about the past twenty minutes was odd. She was also curious what the wicked woman may have in store for her next.
As Anna-Marie knelt down to pick it up, Carol lifted up her skirt to reveal her cock and ordered, "Suck it."
Anna-Marie was stunned, but obeyed as usual, wondering if the woman really planned to fuck her with it. She took it in her mouth and began bobbing on it.
Carol watched for a couple of minutes, enjoying the voyeuristic scenario while occasionally glancing over to her husband, who was entranced by the television.
Anna-Marie hadn't had a cock in her mouth since she got fired and instantly wanted it in her pussy... it had been so long.
"Make the salad," Carol ordered.
"Yes, ma'am," Anna-Marie nodded, standing back up, her legs wobbling slightly.
"And use the cucumber that was already in that cunt of yours," Carol instructed.
Anna-Marie gasped again, yet obeyed, in awe of how wicked and twisted the woman of the house was.
Once the maid was back at the island cutting the cucumber, Carol moved behind her and whispered, "Do you want me to fuck you?"
"Yes, ma'am," Anna-Marie nodded, as she felt the cock between her legs.
"With my husband right there?" Carol asked.
"You're the Mistress of the house," Anna-Marie answered, so horny that getting fucked was more important than the job. She had been so close to coming when the Master of the house had called her for a beer that her pussy was leading her decisions. The carrots inside her also stimulated her in a way she couldn't even begin to explain.
"Good answer," Carol nodded, as she knelt down and began to retrieve the carrots from the maid's cunt. She ate the first one, which was delicious as she pondered, 'maybe this is how we should get all kids to eat their vegetables.'
Anna-Marie struggled to cut the cucumber as fingers explored her pussy, making the carrots shift all around inside her... literally driving her wild.
Carol put the rest of the carrots back into the bowl, struggling to get the last couple of carrots and amused at the moans from the maid.
Once she had all the carrots out, she stood back up and put one in the maid's mouth.
Anna-Marie was so horny, her mouth was already open when the carrot was put inside. She was surprised by how good she tasted as she chewed the carrot.
Carol resumed rubbing the cock up and down the maid's pussy before sliding it deep inside the maid's cunt with one hard, deep thrust.
"Ohhhh!" Anna-Marie moaned, quickly biting her lip as the cock filled her, not wanting to alert the husband.
"Don't worry," Carol said, as the cock filled the maid completely, "We could fuck beside him and he would likely not notice."
Anna-Marie just moaned as the woman of the house began fucking her.
Carol started slow, wanting to get the young slut begging for it.
Anna-Marie wanted it hard. The slow fucking was a crazy tease and she not only wanted to come, she wanted to come before they got caught.
Carol whispered as she stopped fucking her, the cock lodged deep inside her, "Do you want it hard, my maid slut?"
"Yes," the maid moaned.
"Bounce back on my cock," Carol ordered.
Anna-Marie obeyed, using the island for balance, as she began bouncing back on her employer's cock.
"Good, slut," Carol purred, watching the shy maid behave like a bitch in heat.
Anna-Marie's second orgasm continued rising and she let out a yelp when the woman of the house bucked forward meeting her backwards thrust.
Carol ducked down, the cock sliding out of the maid's cunt.
Anna-Marie, her cheeks flushed, tried to remain casual. To her surprise, the man of the house didn't hear her, or didn't care as he didn't look back.
Carol slowly moved up and chuckled to herself. She whispered, as she slid her cock back into the maid, "He really is oblivious."
"Oh, yes, ma'am," Anne-Marie moaned, as the woman of the house resumed fucking her.
Carol pushed the maid forward onto the island and began fucking her hard.
Anna-Marie's head went light as she closed her eyes and just allowed herself to be fucked...the pleasure overriding the risk.
Carol watched her oblivious husband as she slammed furiously into the maid, knowing she was going to come soon.
"Don't scream, slut," Carol ordered, as she fucked her new slut silly.
Anna-Marie's breathing was getting heavy and she was trying her best to control the scream as her orgasm hit her.
Carol put her hand over the maid's mouth just in time to catch the scream, even as she kept slamming into her.
Anna-Marie's orgasm was intense, and if the woman of the house hadn't covered her mouth, she would have definitely alerted the man of the house to what was happening directly behind him.
Carol pulled out, spun the maid around and guided her to her knees.
The still trembling maid opened her mouth and took the cock, coated in her own cum, in her mouth.
"Good, slut," Carol smiled, as she pulled the cock from the maid's mouth, undid the harness and then grabbed the maid's head and began to grind her cunt up and down the maid's face.
Anna-Marie tried to lick the best as she could, having never tasted pussy before this moment, other than her own on the carrot a few minutes ago, and was surprised by both the strong, yet enticing scent and the very appealing taste.
Carol kept an eye on her husband while she used the maid's face for her own pleasure.
Anna-Marie explored the woman's pussy, trying to get her off.
It didn't take long: the thrill of the domination and the thrill of the act with her husband so close was hot. She came hard, flooding the maid's face with her cum.
Anna-Marie felt like she was getting her face washed as cum coated not only her lips and tongue, but her entire face.
Carol let go and smiled, "I think we have just added to your duties."
"Yes, ma'am," Anna-Marie nodded, as she remained on her knees.
Carol ordered, "Now finish making dinner."
"Yes, ma'am," Anna-Marie obeyed, standing up as the woman of the house walked away with the strap-on harness in her hands.
Carol went to her room, cleaned the cock put it back away, feeling a rush at being the dominant and not the submissive for a change.
Carol went to her phone, clicked on the Kik app and typed:
Carol is on the board.
Anna-Marie was finishing the salad when the front door opened.
Carol's high school senior daughter, Rose, walked in and to the kitchen. She grabbed a carrot and tossed it in her mouth.
Anna-Marie wanted to stop her, but what could she say, 'Please don't eat that, it was just in my pussy.'
Rose gave a strange look and asked, "What did you marinate these in?"
"A family recipe," Anna-Marie quickly replied thinking on her feet.
Rose nodded, taking a second carrot, "Well, it's delicious."
"Thank you, ma'am," Anna-Marie nodded, feeling giddy with the reality the 18-year-old had just complimented her pussy.
Carol came downstairs and saw her daughter eating a carrot. She could barely contain herself. "Can't wait for dinner, Rose?"
Rose handed her one of the carrots, "Try this. It's unexplainably yummy."
Carol took the carrot and popped it into her mouth. "Wow, you're right."
Anna-Marie explained quickly, "It's a family recipe."
"Well, it is one of a kind," Carol responded.
Rose took the bowl of carrots and said, "I'm taking the rest. You better make more for dinner."
"Yes, ma'am," Anna-Marie nodded.
Carol went to the fridge, grabbed the bag of carrots, and said, as she moved behind the maid and began to insert more carrots in her pussy, "Family recipe. That is delicious."
Scorecard:
Carol: 1
Veronica: 1
Crystal: 0
Jasmine: 0



Portia: 0
THE END
Coming in February:
Turning Contest: A Delicious Model
(We meet Portia, a casting agent, who decides to turn a very hot model trying to break into the movie business).
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FIRST CUMS FUCK, THEN CUMS MARRIAGE
It's funny how life works.
It's funny how one random conversation leads to one trivial decision, which leads to one amazing encounter that ultimately changes your life forever.
As I look into my bride's eyes and the minister begins to speak, I reflect on the crazy way we first met.
.....
I was at work one day when Janet, a co-worker of mine at the record store, said, "You should be our model next week."
Flirting like I always did, "Am I not already the model of your late night fantasies?"
"No seriously," she said, "you are well built and would be a perfect model, plus it pays sixty bucks an hour."
"Sixty bucks? What would I have to do?" I asked, that being more than quadruple what I made an hour at this shit hole.
"Model naked," she said.
I smiled, "If you want to see what's underneath this perfection, you just have to ask."
"First of all, like I have told you a million times, I'm gay, which means I... like... girls... secondly, since you are so confident about your body and package, you would be the perfect model," she said.
I had been trying to bang Janet forever. She was ridiculously hot, but it seemed like she really was a lesbian... which truthfully, was just as hot.
"When and where?" I asked, thinking that if there were any curious bones in her body, me naked may just trigger them. Not that I'm a Greek Adonis or anything, but I am very well-built and have a very nice, almost eight inch long cock. I am also pretty good looking, have a dazzling smile, and sexy blue eyes that make many girls melt.
"I'll talk to my professor tonight," she said, before adding, her smirk wide, "I can't wait to see that big cock of yours."
For a so-called lesbian she sure had a nasty mouth, which, of course, made me want her even more.
"Just ask any time," I offered, cupping my balls.
"Oh, I think I'm straight now," she sarcastically quipped.
"One day with me and you would be," I teased right back, always confident with the ladies, scoring more times than I failed.
"Good to know," she laughed, just as a customer entered the store.
Two weeks later, I was at the college, in a robe, but naked underneath.
I was already greatly regretting opening my big mouth and agreeing to do this. Sitting naked in front of a room of strangers was suddenly making me very self-conscious.
Yet, I also wouldn't ditch either. I was a man of my word.
I felt even more awkward when the professor, an incredibly attractive woman looking to be in her early thirties came back stage. She was wearing a black skirt and pantyhose with open-toed heels, which allowed me to see her red painted toenails through the nylon.
My fetish was tits and legs, especially legs in nylons, and my cock did what it always did when it saw a woman in nylons... it woke up.
She extended her hand and greeted, "It's so nice to meet you."
"You too," I nodded, trying to act casual. Even as I stared at her big tits, my cock continued to rise.
"Are you ready?" she asked.
Trying to calm down my growing member, I nodded, "As ready as I'll ever be," even though my dick was suddenly fully erect and saluting her legs, tits, and amazing blue eyes.
"Well, let's go," she smiled.
I followed her out, noticing that her nylons had a black seam going up her legs, which only made her sexier and more intriguing... and, of course, made my cock flinch again.
Once in the art room, I learned there were about twenty students, two-thirds of whom were female, and they were sitting in big semi-circle, each one able to get a good look at me.
As I moved to my spot, the professor began, "Today's subject is the male body. I would like to thank Joey, in advance, for willingly doing this."
"It's no problem," I replied, trying to look suave as I smiled at her, my cock still completely erect, I discarded the robe.
The look in the professor's eyes was one of pure shock as she saw my erection. She recovered quickly and explained, turning away from me, "Now, draw what you see. Look past his naked body and get to his inner soul."
Looking at her, her face was flushed, and yet there was no doubt she, like everyone else there, was staring at my cock.
"And start drawing," the professor declared.
I tried to remain stoic as instructed, my raging hard on the only thing moving on occasion as it involuntarily flinched.
I scanned the room as best I could while not moving my head. There were a few cute or downright hot girls currently drawing me.
I tried to stare into the distance, above the class, as if oblivious to my nakedness... yet, I couldn't help looking at the beautiful professor.
Every time my cock began to shrink, one look at the hot professor's legs in nylons, firm breasts and sexy smile had it return to flagpole salute status.
I couldn't explain it, but I was very confident she couldn't take her eyes off me or my stiff erection either. And I don't mean that in a smug confident way, but in an 'it's-obvious' sort of way.
When the time was up, the professor, looking down at my still erect member said, "And please give a round of applause for tonight's model."
I got a round of applause and I couldn't help but feel that I had impressed the mostly female group, including the professor who had a look in her eye.
Janet, on the other hand, showed no hint of being impressed... not even over the hour long erection... clearly confirming she was still a lesbian.
After class was dismissed and I was dressed, the professor paid me my money and commented, "I have never seen that before."
"What?" I asked, even though I was confident I knew exactly what she was talking about.
"Staying erect the entire time," she nodded, before adding, her tone shifting from professional to sexy as she stressed each word slowly, "now... that... is... impressive."
She was now directly in front of me. Realizing I was potentially just about to fuck the very hot professor, I explained why I stayed so hard, "Well, you played a pretty key role in my, um, situation."
"Is that so?" she questioned, her lips inches from mine.
"It's a fact," I nodded, my eyes bearing into hers, trying to look sexy and confident at the same time.
"Are you still hard?" She asked, the question apparently rhetorical as she found out for herself, her hand squeezing my still very hard cock.
"It just won't go down," I shrugged.
"Well, let's see what I can do about that," she said seductively, as she lowered herself to her knees, fished out my erect cock and took it in her mouth.
"I don't think that is going to help it go down," I joked.
"It's a lengthy process," she quipped, as she slithered her tongue to my balls, something no other woman had ever done, and it felt amazing.
I stared at the beautiful professor working over my balls in complete awe. I was a pretty good looking guy and did quite well with the ladies, but this was a first.
She then pulled my pants and underwear down and off and returned to my cock. This time she began bobbing hungrily, looking more like a coed than a professor.
I warned, "You keep doing that, and I'll be shooting my load very soon."
To my surprise, she didn't slow down and I groaned less than thirty seconds later as I deposited my long lingering load in her mouth. Although I had been with about twenty women, she was only the third that eagerly swallowed without making it a big deal.
Once I was completely spent, she stood back up and pointed out, pretending to look surprised, "It's still hard."
"I guess we may have to try something else," I coyly suggested.
"Mmmmmm, I couldn't agree more," she nodded, lifting up her dress to reveal her pantyhose were actually a garter and stockings.
My cock flinched, as this woman was my dream girl. The only thing sexier than pantyhose was thigh high stockings or a garter belt and stockings.
Now most guys would pull down her thong (which was a sexy red), bend her over the nearby table and slam their cock in her inviting pussy, but I love eating pussy.
I love hearing a woman moan as I explore her entire pussy region.
I love when a woman's breathing gets erratic and I know she is about to reach orgasm.
I love when her legs stiffen as her orgasm hits and her sweet cum flows out like a volcano that finally erupts.
I also love the first time I get a woman off with my mouth. Is she a screamer? Or will she just moan?
Does she grab my head and hold me deep in her wetness?
Does she talk dirty?
Does she squirt like a racehorse?
Does she grind her pussy on my face?
All have happened and all are enjoyable experiences.
I love that every woman sounds different, comes differently.
Women are an enigma of sexuality and I love investigating and exploring, like a sexual archeologist... never knowing what I will discover, but knowing there will be a sweet treasure.
I lifted her up and put her on the table.
She purred, "I like a man who knows what he wants."
"I like a woman who dresses in such sexy stockings," I replied, my hands sliding down her sheer silk-clad legs.
"Mom always told me to dress like a professional woman on the outside and like a sexy siren underneath," she purred, as I moved my hands down her left leg and to her foot.
I took off her heels and kissed the top of her red painted toes, which matched her thong.
"Does my sexy model have a foot fetish?" She asked.
"A nylon fetish for sure," I replied, as I moved back up her leg.
"Come on, sexy, I want that big cock of yours in me," she begged, "you had my pussy on fire the minute your erection stood up at attention."
"Let's see how true that is," I replied, as my face made it to her crotch area. I noticed a wet spot as her pussy lips protruded through the thin fabric.
I leaned forward and sucked on her pussy with firm pressure through her thong.
"Ohhhhhhhhhhh," she moaned, surprised by the sudden touch.
"You weren't lying," I said as I moved to her other thigh.
"You got me so hot and bothered," she moaned again, before adding, "get back here."
"All good things come to those who wait," I quipped, sounding like a fortune cookie.
"That come part better be true," she quipped, as she pulled me back to her.
I move up and kissed her hard. Breaking the kiss, I moved back between her legs, tugged her thong to the side, and began licking.
"Ohhhhh," she moaned, surprised that I was going down on her instead of fucking her.
I didn't respond with words, but instead with action, as my tongue parted her wet pussy lips as I began licking.
"It's been so long since someone went down on me," she moaned.
"That's a shame," I replied as I explored every crevice of her pussy.
"So good," she whimpered as I started slowly teasing her, knowing that usually this led to begging.
I moved to her swollen clit and flicked it with my tongue.
"Oh, fuck," the beautiful professor gasped as her leg twitched.
I then slithered my tongue back down her pussy lips, before finding her hole and briefly trying to fuck it with my tongue.
"Don't stop," she whimpered as her hands went to my head. Her fingers went through my hair intimately as I continued to get her revved up.
I have found for most women that their most intense orgasms don't come from fucking, but from oral sex and thus I have practised and researched for years the art of cunnilingus.
As I mentioned before, every pussy has its own unique trigger buttons, and I've had many women come back to me for repeat pleasure.
They say the best way to a man's heart is through food... well I had learned the best way into a woman's heart is through cunnilingus.
As her breathing began to increase, I began licking faster, which, as usual, made her moans increase as well.
"Oh God, so good," she moaned, her fingers in my hair gently pulling me deeper into her heavenly wetness.
Knowing she was close, I moved to her clit and began to quickly lick it while simultaneously tugging it in-between my lips.
As was often the case, not always mind you but often, she pulled me hard into her cunt, her legs stiffened, and she screamed, "Fuck!"
I kept the pressure until the flood started and then I focused on lapping up her unique cum.
I love the taste of pussy and really love the taste of a woman's cum. Every taste similar and yet uniquely distinct.
I lapped up her cum while her legs trembled around me.
Finally, she pushed my head away. "Fuck me now," she demanded, pulling me up, and kissing me passionately. Her tongue aggressively going into my mouth.
Our tongues explored each other's mouths while I positioned my cock at her inviting cunt.
"Oh yes," she moaned, "shove that big dick of yours in me."
Somehow this intimate, lustful moment was different than most.
Now don't get me wrong, I have always loved pleasing a woman. I have always enjoyed being pleased by a woman. But this was somehow different.
Usually sex was just sex... Yet this time I was feeling something more, which scared me.
I rubbed my hard cock up and down her pussy lips, loving that I was both teasing her and the anticipating of what was about to come.
"Stop teasing me and fuck me, baby," she demanded, wrapping her nylon legs around me and pulling me roughly into her.
My cock filled her pussy and I groaned as her warmth swarmed over me.
She rubbed her nylon legs up and down my back, as she asked, "You like this, don't you?"
"I love it," I corrected her as I began to slowly fuck her.
"Mmmmm," she moaned, "I love your big cock in me."
"My big cock loves being in you too," I replied back as I leaned in and kissed her.
This time the kiss was less urgent and more intimate, as if our relationship had instantly gone from raw carnal passion to something more real and lasting.
For a few minutes we kissed as I fucked her slowly and she rubbed her legs up and down my back.
Breaking the kiss, she pushed me back, my cock sliding out of her warmth. Surprising me, she moved her nylon-clad feet to my raging hard on.
"Ever had a nylon foot job?" she asked, as her right foot moved up and down my shaft.
"Only in my dreams," I replied. Only a couple of women I dated indulged in my fetish and even those were just for show. Sadly, I was born in the wrong decade...hosiery was out for the most part.
"Well, let's make your fantasy a reality," she purred, putting her nylon feet on both sides of my stiff rod and beginning to masturbate me.
"Oh, God," I moaned, the feeling of the sheer nylon stroking my cock utterly amazing.
"Your cock is iron stiff, baby," she purred.
"It's saluting you," I countered, which was definitely true.
"Mmmmmm," she teased, "so that whole stiff erection during your posing was because of me?"
"I plead the fifth," I joked, adding, "I don't want to give you my hand already." As soon as I said it, I realized what my words implied.
"Hmmmmm, are you asking me out on a date?" She asked.
"If that idea appeals to you, yes, if not, then you completely read what I said incorrectly," I replied with a smile.
"You'll have to ask me to find out," she replied coyly, before adding, "but keep in mind where your dick is right now."
Feeling confident she was as interested in me as I was as interested in her, I asked, "Professor Wallace, are you available Saturday night?"
"For a date or another fucking?" She asked.
She was such a sexy oxymoron. An educated professor and yet with a blunt nasty mouth... I loved it.
"Start with an actual date and if you play your cards right, you just may get laid as well," I responded, able to play a smart ass just as well as she could.
"Well, it's a date then," 'she purred, "now, come and finish what you started."
"If I have to," I sighed heavily, really enjoying the nylon-clad foot job.
"You have to," she firmly said, moving her feet away from my dick and wrapping them around me again.
She pulled me in and ordered, "Now fuck me hard."
I obliged, putting my hands on the table and slamming into her.
"Oh yes, baby, fuck my cunt," she moaned loudly.
It was rare to hear a woman use the 'c' word, and coming from her pretty lips it was incredibly hot.
"Let's see those breasts of yours," I suggested as I pounded her hard.
"That is more a second date thing, don't you think?" she replied coyly, pulling me in for a kiss instead.
Although I was more a leg and foot man, now that I hadn't seen her tits, I wanted to.
But, I figured I could wait... if I had to.
I smiled as I kept fucking her hard, "You're in charge."
"Oh baby, I want you to be in charge," she moaned, leaning back.
Having dated a couple of submissive women in the past, I could read the signs, and I decided to take control, "Show me your tits, baby."
"I love a man who knows what he wants," she purred, lifting her sweater over her head to reveal a sexy lace black bra that was framing her perfectly voluptuous tits, hidden pretty well by the sweater.
"You hide those pretty well," I commented.
"I don't want my students drooling over me," she shrugged.
"Yet, you wear a garter belt and seamed stockings?" I point out.
She shrugged, "I like to dress sexy underneath the boring professional attire, and none of my students know it is a garter belt and stockings."
"And the seam?" I question, eyebrow raised, as if I were interrogating her.
"They're sexy and almost no one ever knows as I usually lecture behind a podium," she defended. "Now enough talk, fuck me."
"Yes, ma'am," I nodded as I resumed fucking her, even as I buried my face between her nice big tits.
For a couple of minutes there was just fucking and heavy breathing.
"Oh yes baby, I want you to come in me," she moaned, "fill my cunt with your hot cum."
Usually, I don't come inside someone, not ready to be a daddy. Yet, I somehow trusted her and I agreed, "Come with me, baby."
"So close," she moaned as I slammed into her hard.
"Me too," I groaned, my eruption imminent.
After a few more hard strokes, she got even more animated, "Oh yes, baby, harder, yes, come in me, oh yes, yes, oh God, yeeeeeeees."
And as she came, I did too, shooting my second load of the hour into her, this time deep inside her cunt.
"Soooooooo good," she moaned.
"Agreed," I grunted weakly, suddenly feeling completely spent.
I laid on top of her for a moment, my cock still buried deep in her, as we both recovered from for mutual orgasms.
Finally, she said, "Well, that wasn't how I expected class to end."
"I almost feel bad taking money for this," I quipped with a smile as I stood up.
She slapped me playfully and clarified, "To be clear, you didn't get paid for this."
"Semantics," I shrugged, pulling out of her.
"Asshole," she teased, sitting up herself.
"I've been called worse," I shrugged.
We both got dressed and then I said, "So are you free on Saturday?"
"I think I can be," she replied, her cheeks still flushed from the fucking.
"Great," I said, "I can pick you up at five?"
"Why don't you stop by a little earlier for a cocktail?" She asked.
"Sure," I nodded, unsure if she meant an actual drink or something else.
We exchanged cell numbers and after one last kiss, I left.
As I drove home, I couldn't believe how attracted I was becoming to this woman.
I had always played it safe after hooking up, never calling the next day, always following the three day rule I read about in some book on how to manipulate women.
Yet, as I pulled into McDonald's for some grub, suddenly realizing I was starving (I burned a lot of calories in the past hour), I texted her.



Really had a good time. Looking forward to Saturday.
PS: Get dressed up, I'm taking you someplace classy.
After I sent it, I worried. Was I looking too eager?
Yet, she responded back
How about dinner tomorrow night?
I texted back:
Where?
She texted back:
My place.
I texted back:
See you then. I'm just going through McDonalds now.
She texted:
Get me a quarter pounder with cheese meal. With a coke.
I texted back:
Seriously?
She texted back:
I never kid about food.
She then texted:
I seem to have burned a lot of calories this past hour.
I texted back, after I ordered the food, chuckling at how alike we both thought:
If I come over you will likely burn a lot more.
She texted back:
Promises, promises. Now bring me some grub.
She sent me her address and after paying for and getting the food, I headed over to her place... my cock already growing even as my heart warmed with a feeling I had never felt before.
Could it be love at first sight?
I didn't know for sure, but she was definitely the kind of woman I had been looking for.
.....
That was just over two years ago.
And now, as I stared into those beautiful blue eyes, after taking a glance down at her well-framed voluptuous breasts, and her purple painted toes in white nylons easily seen in her open toed shoes, I replied, "I do."
The end
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Coming Out Through Hypnosis
They say bad things happen in threes and oddly my three bad things each were a mixture of good and bad. Yet, for me, each of these events caused a great deal of stress and yet led to the crazy end result of me finding my true self. The first two happened over a year ago, but the third was over a year in the making.
One:
My only daughter, Michelle, graduated high school and started college three states over. My daughter and I had an amazing relationship and I realized I hadn't just lost my daughter, but my best friend. Empty Nest syndrome hit me extremely hard.
Two:
My husband left me. This sounds bad at first, but truthfully we had stayed together long past our love expiration date for Michelle. But even though we both agreed it was best, it hurt when he found someone so quickly, while I couldn't even fathom how to start going back into the dating world. I got pregnant with Michelle at twenty-one and married a few weeks before her birth, big-bellied and all, to avoid the bastard stigma. Suddenly, our modest home seemed huge and empty. At thirty-nine, I was completely, utterly alone. I should point out a couple single teachers at work had asked me out, but they knew my ex and it just seemed weird. My friends suggested online dating, and I was thinking about it, but that was as far as it had gone.
Three:
Suddenly alone and not needed as a wife or a mother, I did what many people do, I buried myself in my work. I decided to go for my masters with the hopes of one day being a school councillor or maybe a psychological therapist. After almost a year of having no social life as I researched my paper, I was done. The dean loved my paper and requested I present my findings at a conference in February. I was thrilled by the recognition and equally mortified at the thought of speaking in public to a group of academia. Although I was a teacher and comfortable speaking in front of a group of teens, I was an extreme introvert when in a social setting. If I had a choice between going for drinks with my co-workers or going home to read a book it was a no-brainer: I would go home and read a book. Social settings exhausted me and I avoided them at all costs. It also explained why I had yet to have a single date since my husband and I called it quits. Just the thought of starting over exhausted me. So, I accepted now at nearly forty, I would die a cat lady without cats (although I did have five fish).
That brings me to the real beginning of my story. After accepting the chance to speak (what was I to say? I am scared of public speaking), I realized I had to confront my fears. They say what doesn't kill you makes you stronger and I figured the odds of survival were 50-50.
I pondered my options:
1. Just suck it up and do the speech. (Highly unlikely I wouldn't go into hypothermic shock)
2. Just don't show up that evening. (A brilliant solution to a complex problem, yet had dire career consequences)
3. Run away and start over. (Again a great short-term solution, yet I love my house)
4. See a therapist. (A potential solution, yet the idea of sharing my life and insecurities with a stranger was as nerve-wracking to me as public speaking was)
Suddenly, the light bulb went on above me like in those cool old Looney Tune cartoons. Tara may be my solution.
Tara was the best student I'd ever had. She finished with a 99 percent in my English class (the highest mark I had ever given), she was editor of the school newspaper and was Valedictorian (not because she was the most popular, that was our head cheerleader Amber, but because it was based strictly on the highest average). She also was one of the quietest students in high school, yet was a different person when speaking in public. After her brilliant Valedictorian address, I asked her how she shifted personalities so smoothly; she told me a mixture of meditation and hypnosis. I assumed she was kidding, but would soon learn she wasn't.
Her shyness was also enhanced by her very conservative dress, as if the fifties were coming back or had never left. She wore long dresses and her hair was always in a ponytail. She wore no make-up, her glasses were as nerdy as they come and she seldom broke a smile. Although in the same class as my daughter, they were in completely different social orbits. My daughter was way more like her father: outgoing, popular and kind of pretentious, while in many ways Tara was a younger version of myself and I hoped she could share with me how she overcame her fear of public speaking. Yet, when I called her for help, ten months after she had graduated, I barely recognized her.
She graduated at seventeen and at eighteen had already started her second year as a psychology major. I called her up and asked if we could meet for coffee in early December. Although surprised to hear from a former teacher, she agreed and we arranged a meeting at a coffee shop on the weekend.
When she arrived, I didn't recognize her. Her hair was not in a ponytail and it was platinum blonde, with a couple of red streaks. She was wearing a t-shirt that barely held in her firm breasts and she was wearing a black leather skirt, just above the knee, with black pantyhose and four inch pumps. I was staring at her when she said, "It is great to see you Mrs. Hamilton."
I tried to hide my shock at her complete transformation from geek to chic. It was something I had always fantasized about doing when I was a teenage outcast myself.
I stood up and she pulled me in for a long-time-no-see hug. Once done, we sat down and chatted.
After half an hour of catch-up, where I learned she had really come out of her shell through a mixture of hypnosis and meditation, I explained my upcoming predicament and anxiety, although it was still six months away. Once finished, I took a risk and asked, "Is it possible for you to introduce me to whoever helped you?"
She smiled a warm smile and said, "I could do better than that."
"What?" I asked curiously.
"I could work with you." she offered.
"What do you mean?"
"Well, I am on the accelerated track and one of the projects I am working on is a research paper that focuses on hypnosis and self-esteem. If you are willing to be my subject, I will do it for free. And of course, your real name will not have to be used in the paper," she explained, giddy with excitement.
The 'free' idea appealed to me as an underpaid teacher, but the thought that someone I knew and trusted and who was like me would be helping me was equally appealing. After only a moment's consideration, I agreed with a smile, "When do we start?"
Her eyes twinkled as she excitedly asked, giddy like the young girl she was, "Really? This is awesome. We can start whenever you want, Mrs. Hamilton."
I corrected, although I hadn't the first time she said it, "It's Miss Bentley."
"What?" she asked surprised.
I shrugged, "The divorce isn't completed yet, but the name change is."
"I'm sorry," she said, taking my hand in hers.
A strange warmth filled me that I couldn't explain. I smiled, "Oh don't be. I still love him as a person, but we fell out of love with each other."
Tara surprised me again when she asked completely out of the blue, "How long since you have had sex?"
I gasped at the question but answered with a joke, feeling comfortable talking to her as a friend and not an ex-student, "I may be a virgin again."
She laughed and asked, going deeper into her interrogation, "How long since you pulled your own trigger?"
"Oh, I don't do that," I answered, realizing instantly how prudish I sounded.
"Oh my God," she gasped before adding, "We will have to change that."
I blushed beet red at the quick shift in our conversation and changed the conversation topic. "Well, if we are going to have a doctor-patient relationship you should call me by my first name, Katherine."
"I don't think I can do that," she said, her thumb doing tiny, gentle circles on the back of my hand in a relaxing way.
"I insist."
"Ok," she agreed.
We finished our drinks and I asked, "So when do you start fixing me?"
"How about now?" she replied, surprising me yet again.
"Sure," I agreed.
"We will need to go to the college."
"Lead the way," I said, standing up and grabbing the cheque.
Fifteen minutes later, I was in a small room with a couch, a stereo system, a TV and a table.
Tara pointed to the couch, "Get comfortable, Katherine."
I looked at the couch. The moment I sat down on it, I felt that I was a patient, something that was still hard to accept for a proud woman like myself. Anxiety, similar to what I would get before public speaking, began to form.
As if sensing my sudden apprehension, Tara said, her voice soothing, "Just close your eyes and relax."
"Ok," I answered nervously, obeying her instructions.
"I need you to trust me, Katherine. Do you trust me?"
"Yes," I admitted, attempting to let go of my anxiety.
"Good," she said, her voice so soft and soothing. "Now before we start, slip out of your heels and let your hair down."
I went to ask why, but decided to trust her and obey. I took my very conservative one inch heels off and pulled my hair out of the bun it was usually in.
"Now release your mind of all your stresses, Katherine."
I tried, but the harder I tried the more I stressed.
I was startled a couple of minutes later when she joined me on the couch at my feet.
I opened my eyes and she smiled, "Sssssh, you are just like I was. You can't just shut down and let go, can you?"
"No," I admitted.
She put my feet on her lap. "Now close your eyes and allow my hands to soothe you."
I again obeyed, my body melting slightly at just being touched, even if it wasn't sexual. Just real human contact weakened me.
She gave a gentle foot massage to my stocking-clad foot, which seemed rather unorthodox and yet I really enjoyed it, as she continued talking, her voice mixed with her tender touch allowing me to shift into a tranquil state. "Sleep, Katherine, sleep. Allow your mind to leave you and come to me. Sleep, Katherine, sleep. Allow your body to leave you and come to me. Sleep, Katherine, sleep. Allow Tara inside your mind. Sleep, Katherine, sleep. Allow yourself to go and trust utterly the words and wisdom of my voice and touch."
I felt myself slipping away, the dual mixture of her soothing voice and tender touch pulling me into a state of serenity. A place I don't ever recall feeling before. It was like I was there and yet not really there...if that makes any sense.
I continued to hear her voice, but from a detached state of nothingness. The words seemed so agreeable, so simple, that I agreed wholeheartedly to each suggestion, even though seconds later I couldn't recall what I had agreed to. Time became redundant as I became one with the universe. I accepted my faults, agreed they were all changeable and when I awoke I felt like a new woman.
"Remember, Katherine, you will begin to dress with more confidence, show more skin and showcase your body. Wake, Katherine, wake," I heard Tara say as I slowly returned to the land of the living.
I opened my heavy eyes and asked wearily, "How long was I under?"
"Over an hour," she revealed.
"Really?" I asked, feeling it was just a few minutes ago that I had sat down on the couch and yet feeling like I was waking up from a great full night's sleep.
"Really, really," she teased, standing up, sounding her youthful age.
"Wow!" I explained, feeling rejuvenated in a way I can't even begin to explain.
"You feel like you had a twelve hour slumber, don't you?"
I yawned, "Yeah, I feel like a million bucks. It was so cathartic."
"I know," she smiled, "I still allow myself to be put under to feel the sense of equilibrium that goes with it. It is so therapeutic."
"Agreed," I said, standing up and stretching.
"Be warned, we went pretty deep for a first time and I left some small suggestions to get you started on the road to self-confidence."
"Like what?" I asked, greatly curious.
"That is for me to know and you to find out," she answered with a playful smile.
.....
The next day I found myself at the mall and without really thinking about it I ended up in a clothing store. 'I am single and deserve a new wardrobe,' I thought to myself. An hour later, I had five new outfits that made me look and feel younger. They were not slutty by any means, but they definitely were sexier and showcased my body more than my usual conservative school teacher attire.
I began to spend more time on my appearance: my hair, make-up and ensemble. These new outfits made me feel more attractive and, in turn, more confident. At school, I got compliments from students and colleagues who noticed my small transformation. I was suddenly brimming with a confidence I had not had since college.
When I met Tara on Thursday she opened with a compliment. "You look radiant, Katherine."
"Thank you," I replied.
"You are welcome," she offered.
"Did you suggest for me to dress differently?" I asked.
"A magician never reveals her secrets," she smiled, directing me to the couch.
I did as directed. Like last time, Tara joined me and again began giving me a foot massage.
"Sleep, Katherine, sleep. Allow your mind to leave you and come to me. Sleep, Katherine, sleep. Allow your body to leave you and come to me. Sleep, Katherine, sleep. Allow Tara inside your mind. Sleep, Katherine, sleep. Allow yourself to go and trust utterly the words and wisdom of my voice and touch, but this time stay with me...stay with me, Katherine."
I felt myself again transcend reality and enter a realm so different than the stressful world I usually live in, although this time it was different...I lived the conversation but from a transient plane.
Tara asked, her tone so soft and warm, "How did it make you feel to dress up more the past couple of days?"
"At first I was nervous, but once I saw myself in a mirror I was instantly more confident in myself. I felt..." I paused.
Tara pushed, "Felt what?"
After a brief pause, I admitted, "I felt sexy."
"As you are, Katherine," Tara's voice soothingly purred, "Repeat after me. Katherine is sexy."
"Katherine is sexy," I repeated, instantly believing it.
"Katherine is desirable," Tara whispered.
"Katherine is desirable," I agreed.
"Good. Now a few more changes to take you to the next level," Tara said.
"I assume you are wearing pantyhose. Is that correct, Katherine?" Tara asked, as I felt her lift up my dress. Oddly, even though such an act should have been shocking, it seemed natural.
"Yes," I answered, vaguely thinking it was a strange question.
"Do you own a garter belt, Katherine?"
"I think the one from my wedding is still in my drawer."
"Hmmmm, Katherine loves the feel of stockings and thigh high nylons. Katherine will only wear such hosiery starting ASAP. Is that understood, Katherine?"
"Yes, Katherine will go shopping for new hosiery," I agreed, talking in third person.
"Since we are talking about shopping, do you own thongs?"
"Oh my, no," I replied, my conservative nature breaking through.
"Why not?"
"They are for teenagers and...." I paused.
"And what?" Tara asked
"And, and, and...."
Tara added another command. "Katherine will not feel uncomfortable using swear words or sexual innuendo."
"Sluts," I blurted out, feeling the invisible chains of propriety being taken off.
"Good girl," Tara purred.
"Thank you, Miss Tara," I replied, feeling a rush of giddy excitement at having her approval, before realizing I had called her Miss Tara.
"You love wearing thongs. Thongs make you feel sexy and confident," Tara said.
"Katherine loves thongs," I repeated, like an obedient parrot.
The rest of the time, Tara asked me lots of questions about my life, digging deeper into my failed marriage, my lack of a sex life, my childhood and my insecurities.
Waking up, I asked, "Are we done already? No way that was an hour."
"Nope, it was almost two," Tara said.
"No way," I gasped, stretching.
"You made good progress today," Tara said, as she stood up.
I noticed she too wasn't in her heels, her red toenails really standing out in her tan nylons. I asked, "What did you work on with me today?"
She smiled, "We're going to draw out the strong and sexy side of you."
"How will that make me give a speech?" I asked.
"One word: confidence," Tara answered.
"I'm still not following," I said.
"The most important piece to public speaking is confidence. Confidence is built by reclaiming your sexuality," she explained.
"My sexuality?" I asked, still confused.
"I don't mean straight or gay, I mean loving yourself, loving your body," Tara continued.
Thinking of my husband, I sighed, "It's been a long time since I have felt beautiful."
"Katherine," she said, looking into my eyes, "you know you are a beautiful woman, inside and out."
I felt my cheeks get red. Although I was not a lesbian, I couldn't help but feel a rush through my body at the look she gave me. I stammered, "I-I-I'm okay."
"Well, I know what the next session will be," Tara laughed, giving my leg a squeeze, which only enhanced my strange feelings.
"A make over?" I joked.
Tara shook her head, "I have more work to do with you than I thought."
We made another appointment for the following Thursday and I headed out, again feeling rejuvenated.
On the drive home, I again had the urge to shop. 'Since I have new outfits', I rationalized, 'I should probably have new undergarments too'.
An hour later, I had purchased a plethora of new pieces of lingerie and undergarments including a few thongs, three lace bras, a garter-belt and a few pairs of stockings in different colours. I loved the idea of dressing sexy underneath my teacher wardrobe. It was my own small rebellion. I felt sexy again and with it came an unspoken confidence.
.....
The next appointment, I wanted to dress sexy for Tara, to show her that her suggestions had indeed built my confidence. I wore a leather skirt, with my garter and black stockings, three inch heels (which I hadn't worn in years), a thong and lace bra (although I didn't expect her to see it, I liked the idea of wearing it anyway).
When I arrived, I had to wait a few minutes.
When the door opened, a woman in her early fifties, I would guess, walked out. Like me, she was dressed classy-sexy, and smiled as she walked past me.
I watched her walk away, noticing the seams of her stockings as she walked away.
"Good afternoon, Katherine," Tara greeted.
I asked, turning to her, "Do you have a lot of patients?"
"No," she shook her head. "Just three, but I'm hoping to add a couple more soon. I need more data to really prove my theory."
"Do you do a similar therapy for all three?" I asked, giving one more glance back to see the older woman was gone.
She shrugged, "My work is on hypnosis and self-esteem so there are some similarities, yes."
"I see," I said, standing up.
"Oh my, you look amazing, Katherine," Tara complimented me, looking me over from head to toe.



"I'm guessing you have something to do with it," I smiled, liking the look she was giving me, liking the compliments.
She shook her head. "Katherine, all I've done is unlock a part of your true self that you had locked away somewhere deep inside."
"I don't understand," I said.
"Come in," she said, "I'll explain."
"Okay," I nodded, as I followed her inside her office.
I went directly to the couch and lay down, looking forward to the foot massage and being put under. Hard to believe how quickly I trusted her unconditionally.
She explained, as she sat down on the couch too, "You see Katherine, hypnosis only unlocks truths within you."
"What do you mean?" I asked, as she took my heels off me.
"I can't make you murder someone if that isn't in your moral fibre," she explained. "But I can suggest you dress sexier if deep down you want to or are willing to."
"I see," I nodded, as she began massaging my feet. I asked, "Do you massage all your patient's feet?"
"No," she said. "Each person needs different triggers to get comfortable."
"I noticed she was in nylons too," I said, relaxing at her touch.
"It's my fetish," she shrugged. "And I believe it's something that makes any women feel more sensuous."
I agreed, "Tough to argue."
"Sleep, Katherine, sleep. Allow your mind to leave you and come to me. Sleep, Katherine, sleep. Allow your body to leave you and come to me. Sleep, Katherine, sleep. Allow Tara inside your mind. Sleep, Katherine, sleep. Allow yourself to go and trust utterly the words and wisdom of my voice and touch, but this time stay with me...stay with me Katherine."
"So you have no sex toys?" Tara asked.
"No," I admitted.
"Never?"
"No."
"Why?"
"I don't know. I grew up in a very conservative home. My father was a church minister and, well, I guess it was just not something that occurred to me. Then I got pregnant out of wedlock and, well, after that sin I tried to live the straight and narrow."
"Did you enjoy living the 'straight and narrow'?"
"I didn't know any other life," I answered.
"Did you feel guilty for getting pregnant?"
"Yes."
"Did it change your relationship with your family?"
"Yes."
"Does it still impact your family?"
"Both my parents died two years ago in a car accident and my sister, well, she was a lot wilder than I and thus didn't judge me harshly," I answered.
"Do you get along with your sister?"
"I guess. She lives in Europe, so I don't see her much."
"Skype?"
"Once a month."
"Have you touched yourself since your first hypnosis?"
"No."
"Have you considered it?"
"Yes."
"Why have you not done anything?"
"Not sure."
"But you want to?"
"Yes," I admitted.
"What's stopping you?"
"Guilt."
"Masturbation is natural, it is not a sin."
"Yes, Miss Tara," I answered, feeling the need to be submissive to her.
"Katherine, you will no longer feel guilt when your body has urges," Tara said.
"Yes, Miss Tara."
"You will allow yourself to give into those urges. To allow yourself to explore your body."
"Yes, Miss Tara," I repeated, my pussy getting tingly.
"I want you to have a nice bubble bath tonight, get yourself a glass of wine and just allow your body to guide you."
"Yes, Miss Tara."
The conversation then shifted to my public speaking fears and work.
When she said, "Wake, Katherine, Wake," I again felt refreshed.
Tara added, "I think we are really making some progress, Katherine."
"Me too," I nodded. "Plus, if nothing else, I get some great rest from these sessions."
"And I'm getting some great data," she smiled, as she gave my thigh a squeeze before standing up.
It was the first time I felt something towards her. I suddenly saw Tara not as my ex-student, not as my psychologist, but rather as a sexual being. As quickly as I had the thought, I pushed it out of my mind.
We made an appointment for three weeks later as Christmas was coming and my daughter was coming home and Tara was heading to Europe with a couple friends and then I headed home.
That night, I poured myself some wine, had a bubble bath and relaxed. As I did, I closed my eyes and Tara popped into my head. Her hand massaging my feet; her hand on my thigh.
Although my fantasies were often of celebrities, always male, this time it was of a female... Tara. My hand went to my vagina and I began slowly rubbing myself for the first time (I know it is hard to believe, but it is true).
Instantly, I felt pleasure.
Instantly, I felt an intensity I hadn't felt in a long time.
Instantly, I knew that anything that could feel this good could not be a sin.
As I rubbed my pussy, slowly sliding a finger inside myself, I imagined Tara on the couch leaning down and kissing me.
In seconds my head was going light... my legs stiffened... and I came.
It felt amazing... like a tidal wave of euphoria that kept slamming into the shore.
A side of me I didn't know existed was awakened and, as I kept rubbing myself, a side I planned to explore.
Over those three weeks, I masturbated a few times a day... more than my teenage students, I bet. I was addicted to the pleasure. My fingers soon weren't enough and I used a brush, a bottle, a cucumber. Each brought me new pleasure and that led to me researching toys online. I put toys in an online store shopping cart, a few times, yet each time I just couldn't bring myself to purchase them.
My daughter also noticed my transformation and complimented me on it. She said she was happy I had begun to get out there again.
So when I returned to Tara early in the New Year my first request was, "Could you add a suggestion to make me buy sex toys?"
"So you have touched the holy land?" Tara asked, sitting at her desk, her heel swinging on her foot like a hypnotist's watch.
"I've explored every inch," I answered, somehow not uncomfortable talking so openly with an ex-student.
"But you can't go into an adult store?" Tara asked.
"Apparently not," I answered. "I can't even buy them online, although I could use other things."
"Other things?" Tara asked.
Somehow I didn't feel ashamed to tell her my secrets. I admitted, "A bottle, a brush, a cucumber."
"Very good," Tara nodded, before adding, "my first exploration after my fingers was a brush."
I laughed, "I like multi-purposed items."
"So you can use items in your vagina, but not purchase items online?" Tara asked.
"I know," I chuckled awkwardly. "I'm an enigma."
"That you are," she nodded, as she pointed to the couch. "There are still some deep roots to open up."
I lay down, Tara joined me and said, "You look beautiful today, Katherine."
"So do you," I countered, watching her begin to massage my feet.
"Sleep, Katherine, sleep. Allow your mind to leave you and come to me. Sleep, Katherine, sleep. Allow your body to leave you and come to me. Sleep, Katherine, sleep. Allow Tara inside your mind. Sleep, Katherine, sleep. Allow yourself to go and trust utterly the words and wisdom of my voice and touch."
This time I felt myself drifting away, going to a deeper state of sleep.
Like the very first time, I could hear her voice, understand her words and yet not process any of it in my state of oblivion.
When I woke up, I smiled, Tara's hand again on my thigh and asked, "How long this time?"
"Long enough for me to give you some strong suggestions," Tara answered.
"I feel like a million bucks," I said, stretching my arms.
"You look like it too," Tara smiled, seeming to be flirting with me. I wondered if I found her attractive or if she was planting seeds in my head. Yet, I then recalled that she could only trigger things inside me that were true.
I pondered, 'Could I be with another woman?' This would be another sin in the eyes of my father, but so was masturbation. I was forty years old, old enough to explore my sexuality, even if that meant being with another woman.
I asked, "Did you help me with my toy problem?"
She smiled, "Let's find out."
"How?" I asked, curious.
"Let's go toy shopping," she said.
"Together?" I asked.
"Sure," she nodded, her hand sliding down my leg before she stood up, sending chills through my entire being. "You need toys and I'm a connoisseur of toys."
"You are, are you?" I smiled, as I watched her get up and slip into her five inch heels.
"Oh yes, I love toys," she purred, grabbing my hands and pulling me up.
For a moment we were face to face and I thought she may kiss me.
But she didn't.
Instead, she said, "Do you really want me to come with you?"
My first thought was 'I want you to come with me', but in a very different context. But I nodded, "Sure, if you have nothing better to do than go shopping with an old bag like me."
"A sexy, confident old bag," she teased, as she went to grab her purse on her desk.
I laughed, "That sounds like an oxymoron."
"No," she countered. "A teacher who can't speak in public is an oxymoron."
"Touché," I nodded.
"But 2016 is going to be a year of firsts for you," she declared.
"Firsts?" I asked.
"Sure, first time speaking in public, first time buying a sex toy and who knows what other firsts are lying in your path," she said, the ominous tone implying so much more.
I agreed, trying to hint that I may be willing, "I think I'm ready to try anything."
"That's the attitude," Tara nodded, as we left her office.
As we got outside, she said, "Let's take my car."
"Um, okay," I agreed, beginning to find this a little strange.
In the car, she asked, "So tell me what feels different since we started our sessions."
I pondered this. I glanced at her legs in nylons, the top of her skirt riding up to reveal she too was wearing thigh highs. "I feel sexier."
"And yet you were always sexy," she pointed out.
"I don't know, I guess," I shrugged, not having felt sexy in a long time.
Tara said, "You know, many of your students have crushes on you."
"That's funny," I laughed, even though I knew some boys on occasion had crushes on me.
"I had a crush on you," Tara said to me.
"P-p-pardon?" I asked.
She smiled, "Oh Katherine, did you really never know?"
"Know what?" I asked, still trying to process that Tara may be a lesbian.
She continued, "All through senior year I fantasized about you, but it never came to anything more than a school girl's fantasy. Truthfully, my crush on you is one of the reasons I got into hypnosis. Under hypnosis therapy my lesbian desires were revealed and I came to accept my sexuality, although I didn't come out until after I left high school."
"Wow," I said, flattered and confused.
"It's okay, Katherine, I have not used my hypnosis therapy for any nefarious means," she said, her hand patting my leg.
"I trust you," I said, which was true. I had no doubts that she was there to help me.
"Good, because we are here," she said.
I said, "This is weird."
"Life is weird," she said. "And weirder is that you have no self-help toys."
"Fair enough," I nodded.
"Ready?" she asked.
"Let's go," I said, thinking it was now or never.
I won't get into the details of the next forty minutes, but it was life-changing, like every time I was with Tara seemed to be.
I saw toys I couldn't fathom had an insertable purpose; I saw equipment that I couldn't fathom had a sexual purpose; I saw toys for men... wondering if straight men really allowed themselves to be sodomized; I saw strap-on cocks and wondered if Tara owned one.
In the end, I bought a couple of toys:
1. A Soraya, which was a vibrator that was completely waterproof and was supposed to massage the clit while also vibrating inside. It had eight vibration modes which intrigued me.
2. A deluxe magical wand that could be used to tease with soft tender vibrations or make you explode with high powered vibrations. Quite frankly it looked like a unique back massager, but Tara said both of these would change my life.
Tara drove me back to my car, no longer talking about her crush on me, but about my upcoming speech, which was only a couple weeks away.
That night I got into bed, grabbed the magical wand and turned it on low. I moved it to my pussy and moaned instantly. Even on low speed, I was in awe with the immediate pleasure it brought me.
I knew instantly that I had never felt true pleasure before. I closed my eyes and just allowed the toy to bring me pleasure I had never experienced. As I did, I replayed Tara's conversation. She had had a crush on me.
I wondered if she still did.
I wondered if I had a crush on her... based on my fantasies, I did.
She was incredibly beautiful, sweet and smart.
I drifted into fantasy. I again imagined Tara kissing me; I imagined her hands exploring my body; I imagined her cupping my breasts.
I turned the massager onto a higher speed and in seconds my legs stiffened, my body quaked and I screamed as my orgasm hit me hard.
Over the next few days, I used both toys. Each time I fantasized of Tara; each time I had an intense orgasm; each time I recovered and wondered if I had a crush on Tara too. Could I be a lesbian?
At my next meeting with Tara I joked, "I think you may be turning me into a sex maniac."
"Life changing toys, aren't they?" she smiled.
"I don't think I'll ever need a man again," I replied, thinking that may be true for more than one reason... I was beginning to think I may be a lesbian.
"I've never needed one," Tara shrugged.
"How did you know you were a lesbian?" I asked.
"I never found boys attractive," she began. "And I've always found a woman's body to be a beautiful unique wonderland."
"That it is," I nodded.
Again my feet were massaged, again I was hypnotized, and again I woke up completely refreshed.
I asked, "So now what?"
"Well, I think you may be ready," she said.
"No way," I nodded, the idea of speaking instantly bringing the same fears.
"Where is the conference?" she asked.
"Vegas," I answered.
"Oh," she said.
"What?"
"I was going to suggest I come with you and be in the audience," she said. "I already planted a suggestion for your body to relax when you saw me in the audience."
It was my turn to say, "Oh."
After a moment, I asked, "Do you want to come to Vegas with me?"
"Really?" she asked.
"Sure," I nodded. "I have a ton of flight points and I already have a hotel room, if you're willing to share a room with me."
"What date is it again?" she asked.
"February 16th is when I speak," I said, before adding, "I'm flying to Vegas on the 14th."
"You're flying up on Valentine's Day?" she asked, her hand still on my leg, massaging my calf ever so tenderly.
I shrugged, "I don't have a date, so I figured better to be in Vegas than home alone."
After a pause, she said, "I'm in."
"Really?" I asked, excited and feeling my pussy tingle slightly at the thought we would be in a hotel room together.
"Sure," she nodded. "I'm single too. I have no plans and I really want to be there to see you ace this fear."
"Awesome," I said, both for the fact she would be there to support me and because I was definitely falling for her.
The next couple weeks, I practiced my speech; saw Tara two more times; used my toys daily, minus the few days it was that time of month, and got Tara an airline ticket. Unfortunately, I couldn't get her on the flight I was on and she ended up leaving three hours before me.
When I got to the hotel, I was surprised to be told I was on the top floor. I asked, "I didn't book a suite."
"Your friend got you upgraded for free," the pretty woman said.
"Oh, okay," I nodded, surprised.
I got my key, heading to the elevator with butterflies in my stomach. I was much more nervous about what may or may not happen between Tara and me than I was about my speech in two days.
I entered the room and gasped.
Flower petals were on the floor.
I put my bag down, left my suitcase and followed the petals, a rush of adrenaline coursing through my body.
The petals led past the hot tub, down a hallway and into a bedroom.
Lying there in all red lingerie was Tara.
I froze, my head spinning with the obvious implications of what she was wearing.
She put her book down, smiled and said, "Happy Valentine's Day, Katherine."
I couldn't speak. Her body in a lacy teddy, a garter belt and red stockings had me instantly knowing without a doubt I wasn't straight anymore. My pussy tingled and my mouth watered.
She got off the bed, walked to me and kissed me.
It was like fireworks.
It was like butter being melted in a microwave.
It was two becoming one.
The kiss started soft, and as I responded, the kiss became more passionate. Our tongues explored each other's mouths.
When she broke the kiss, she said, "I have wanted to do that for years."
I blushed, but admitted, "I didn't know I wanted to until this moment."
"For the record," she said, "I didn't plant any seeds for this."
"I know," I nodded, and somehow I did.
"But, I'd be lying if I said I didn't do some exploratory intel to see if you were possibly curious," she admitted, looking so sweet and adorable.
"What did you learn?" I asked.
"You have been hurt badly and wanted to be convinced real love still exists," Tara answered, as she took my hand in hers.
"That is true," I nodded, my legs already weak.
"I knew this was a risk," she said, "but I had to do it. I had to show you that love is out there and that love comes in many different forms."
"You love me?" I asked, the term so powerful, a word that I had longed to hear said to me again.
"Yes, Katherine," she nodded. "I know it seems soon, I know it seems a little Romeo and Juliet, but you are as beautiful on the inside as you are on the outside."
My body trembled. My face flushed. I whispered, "No one has said that to me in a long time."
"You will hear it often now," Tara said, as she leaned in and kissed me again.
My head was spinning as suddenly my past month of fantasies were becoming a reality.
When she broke the kiss the second time, she moved behind me and wordlessly unzipped the dress I was wearing. My body again shivered as she slid it off me to reveal my lace black bra, black thong and black thigh highs.
She whispered, "Did you dress all sexy underneath for me, Katherine?"
I shivered as her hot breath hit my neck. "Yes," I admitted, knowing that deep down that was exactly why I dressed so impractically for a flight.
"Can I undo your bra?" she asked, kissing the back of my neck.
"Yes," I moaned, ever so softly, my neck always having been an erogenous zone of mine (an often ignored one as well).
I felt her unclasp it and her hands then cupped my breasts from behind as she continued kissing my neck.
I moaned louder this time, her touch creating instant sparks through my very being.
"You're beautiful," Tara purred, as she slowly made her way down my back with kisses.
"So are you," I said, as her hands reached my hips.
She didn't ask this time if she could remove my thong, she just did it.
I lifted my feet up mindlessly so she could pull the thong off completely, before she stood back up, moved in front of me, took my hand and led me to the king sized bed.
I followed, knowing I was completely at her whim.
She pushed me gently onto my back, lifted up my foot and took my nylon-clad toes in her mouth. It was not something anyone had done to me before and it was both erotic and stimulating.
Her eyes never broke contact with mine the entire time she sucked each toe in her mouth.
Wordlessly, she moved up my leg, splattering me with kisses everywhere. As she reached my thigh, I opened my legs further, giving her complete access to my wet pussy.
I watched her face move to my pussy... and pause... before moving past my wanton pussy and to my other leg where she replicated the lengthy, tender, romantic pleasure.



Once done my last toe, she moved between my legs, leaned up and kissed me again.
When she broke the kiss, she whispered, "Katherine, you look even more beautiful when you're glowing like this."
"You have me a muddled mess," I answered.
"What do you want me to do next?" she asked, as she leaned down and kissed my neck.
"Ohhhhhh," I moaned again.
"Your neck is one of your erogenous zones, I see," she purred, splattering me with hot, wet kisses.
"One of many," I replied, my body like Jello.
She moved her lips down my neck to my hard nipples and breasts. "Such hard nipples," she said, as she took one in her mouth.
"That's your fault," I accused, playfully.
"I'm flattered," she responded, as her tongue swirled around my nipple like a tornado, a tornado that whirled throughout my body, ravishing every inch of me.
"Me too," I trembled, her tongue and touch creating intense pleasure unlike anything I had felt in years.
Her tongue slithered down my valley and to my other nipple, where she replicated the intense attention.
She then slid her body down to my pussy and asked, "Can I taste you, Katherine?"
"Yes, please," I answered, her breath on my nether region enough to send shivers.
"I've wanted to do this for a long time," she admitted, as I watched her extend her tongue and lick my pussy.
I had had my pussy eaten many times, although not in over a year, but never with such precise focus. My husband tried, but he was not that good at it, never once getting me off with his tongue.
And maybe it was the intimacy, the moment, or the environment, but in seconds I could feel my orgasm building.
Her tongue was like that magic wand, pleasing and teasing simultaneously, seeming to be everywhere at once.
I moaned, "Oh God, Tara."
She licked for a little while longer and as my moans increased, suddenly she took my clit between her lips and tugged.
Instantly, my legs stiffened and I screamed, "Oh, yessssssss!"
My orgasm erupted through me as she lapped up my flooding pussy juice.
I eventually had to push her head away, her tongue suddenly making my trembling pussy extra sensitive.
"You didn't like?" Tara asked, looking suddenly vulnerable.
"Oh my God," I said, reassuring her quickly. "Oh Tara, the orgasm was so intense it began to get extra-sensitive."
"Oh, Good," she smiled, moving back up and kissing me.
I could taste myself on her lips.
I whispered, "I've never had such an orgasm."
"Oh, that's only the beginning," she smiled, kissing me again.
When she broke the kiss, she said, "Now you need to get dressed. We have dinner reservations in twenty minutes."
I joked, feeling so comfortable with her, "Didn't you just eat?"
She laughed, "Oh, that was just an appetizer."
"I think I could use an appetizer too," I said, suddenly wanting to taste her.
"Later," she said. "We can't be late."
"Okay," I said, a bit disappointed, and yet intrigued what else she had planned.
I went pee, fixed my make-up, especially my lipstick, got dressed again and headed out to wherever Tara had made plans.
As we waited for the elevator, Tara took my hand.
It fit like a glove.
It was like the missing puzzle piece I had been looking for all of my life.
The elevator opened and we walked in.
We didn't talk, we just enjoyed the comfort of being with each other, holding hands.
When the elevator stopped on another floor, and an older couple got on, I didn't freak out like I thought I might. I was holding another woman's hand, a woman young enough to be my daughter... yet I didn't care. I was in Vegas and what happens in Vegas, stays in Vegas.
I would worry about what this was when I returned home. For now, I was going to live in the moment.
The older couple saw us holding hands, but didn't say anything or stare and Tara, as if reading my mind, gave me a gentle squeeze.
Once we reached the lobby, we walked out, still hand in hand, into the cool February evening. I said, "Maybe I shouldn't have worn a dress."
"Oh, you should have," she responded, the ominous tone intriguing me.
We walked for a few minutes and into a very fancy looking restaurant. I asked, "How did you get reservations here?"
"I don't reveal all my trade secrets," she smiled back.
I laughed, "I'm beginning to think you're the enigma, not me."
"Oh, that I am," she agreed.
A couple minutes later, we were seated at the table and chatting. And although I considered this a first date, it didn't feel like it. I wasn't nervous, or self-conscious about my looks or what I may say. I was just myself.
We talked about her family and her coming out; I talked about things I still wanted to do before I died (yes I actually have a bucket list); we talked about my previous Vegas trips (although my last time was when Tara would have been 2) and as dessert arrived we talked about us.
Tara asked, "So Katherine, I bet you are wondering 'what now'."
"In what way?" I asked, unsure if she meant our undefined relationship or what we were doing next.
"Us," she said.
"It has crossed my mind," I said. Yet, wanting her to know I was indeed interested in something, I added, "I do still owe you one."
She smiled, "That you do." After a pause, she said, "Do you care about my age?"
"I don't," I admitted. "Society does."
"Do you care what society thinks?"
"Not here," I said, but being completely honest, I added, "but back home, I may. You were my student once."
She took my hand in hers and said, "Katherine, I want this to be more than just a wild week in Vegas where we fuck each other and explore every inch of each other."
"You had me at 'fuck each other'," I joked, my pussy wet with such frank talk.
"Katherine," she smiled shaking her head, "I think I may have created a monster."
"A horny monster," I quipped, before adding, "especially after three of these cocktails."
"They are deceivingly delicious," Tara nodded.
"As I imagine you are," I flirted shamelessly.
She took a deep breath, before she continued, "If you just want this to be a secret affair in Vegas I'm okay with that, Katherine, I understand you are still coming to grips with your sexuality."
"Oh," I said, interrupting her. "I don't doubt my sexuality. In fact," I began, standing up, "meet me in the bathroom, I want dessert."
Before she could respond, I walked away, giddy with anticipation at what I just suggested. The earlier intimacy, the frank conversation, the knowledge she wanted a relationship with me and the alcohol had me ready to prove my sexuality.
I went to the bathroom and was shocked at how fancy it was. I was there only a few seconds, before Tara walked in, took my hand and led me to the last stall, and said, "Time to put your tongue where your mouth was."
I laughed at her play on a saying and her sudden dominant behaviour.
Once in the stall, she lifted up her skirt, revealing that at some point she had taken off her red thong and said, "Come and get dessert, Katherine. You have me so fucking horny."
Hearing her swear somehow surprised me, more than having her in lingerie in our hotel room or having her between my legs.
Yet, I moved to her, dropped to my knees and looked at her trimmed pussy. I instantly wondered if I should do that.
I then leaned forward and tasted another woman for the first time.
I don't know what I thought it would taste like, my ex-husband always said it tasted like fish. But that wasn't the taste at all. It was sweet, like honey, and yet exotic at the same time.
"That's it, baby," she moaned. "Lick my cunt."
I had always hated the 'c' word. I had never uttered it from my lips. Yet, hearing her say it, it didn't sound dirty or inappropriate or derogatory, especially while I licked her, it seemed so natural.
I kept licking, knowing that I would be eagerly doing this anytime the opportunity existed. It was so much better and sweeter than sucking a dick.
I lapped for a couple of minutes, wanting to get her off in the same way she got me off, Tara's breathing getting heavier.
A door opened and I froze.
Tara ordered, "Don't stop, baby, you've got me so close."
So, figuring once again, what happens in Vegas stays in Vegas, I resumed licking.
Tara, not seemingly worried about whoever was in the bathroom, moaned, "Oh yes, baby, suck on my clit."
I obeyed, taking her swollen clit in my mouth.
She instantly grabbed my head, and seconds later I felt her cum flood out of her and into my mouth. If the taste of her pussy was enticing when I was licking, getting the full flood of her cum was like being washed with perfection.
I hungrily lapped her juices, wanting this moment to never end.
When she let go of my head, she smiled, "That can't be your first time eating pussy."
"It is," I smiled, flattered by her compliment.
"Well, you are a very fast learner," she smiled, pulling me up into a kiss.
When she broke it, she said, "Man. I taste good."
"I couldn't agree more," I agreed.
We stood up and walked out of the stall together.
A chubby, well dressed blonde, was fixing her make-up in the mirror. She stared at us as we walked past her, hand in hand.
Tara said, "Take a picture, it lasts longer."
The blonde shook her head.
I quipped, unable to handle her pretentious judging facial expression, "You likely need your cunt licked too."
We walked out and I giggled, "I had never even used the 'c' word before that moment."
"Tonight is a night of firsts," she said, as we went back to our table, finished our drinks and paid the bill.
"What's next?" I asked.
"Everything," she said, as we walked out of the restaurant and past the woman. I gave her a wink, feeling so completely liberated... a feeling I couldn't explain.
We walked down the strip for about twenty minutes to another hotel where we watched a Cirque du Soleil show.
When we got back to the hotel room, I was drunk and horny.
As soon as the door was closed, I pushed Tara against the door and kissed her with all I had.
We kept kissing as we undressed each other.
Breaking the kiss, Tara asked, "Want to try something really hot?"
"I want to try everything with you," I answered.
"Fuck, you're hot, Katherine," Tara said, kissing me again before she walked to her suitcase. She pulled out a strap-on cock and said, "I have wanted to fuck you all night."
"Oh God," I said, looking at the big thick cock she was putting on her waist.
"Bigger than your ex?" she asked.
"Way bigger," I nodded.
"Ready to get fucked?" she asked.
"God I love when you talk dirty," I admitted, my pussy on fire.
I quickly got undressed, naked except my thigh highs, and she bent me over the hot tub.
She said, "I've wanted to do this for way too long."
I moaned, as I felt her hands on my hips, "Well, then don't wait any longer."
She slid the cock easily inside my inferno and I said, "Oh yes, Tara, fuck me. It's been way too long."
She slowly fucked me, filling me completely with each forward movement.
After a couple of minutes of slow fucking, I wanted it hard. I begged, "Please, Tara, fuck me. I need to be seriously fucked."
"As you wish, baby," she agreed. She held my hips tightly and began slamming into me.
"Yes, yes, yes," I screamed. "Pound my cunt," I demanded, the 'c' word suddenly not so forbidden.
"In your cunt?" she teased.
"Yes, dammit," I nodded. "I want that big cock deep in my fucking cunt."
She purred, "Fuck you look hot when you talk dirty."
"You like that?" I asked, the dirty talk turning me on intensely, "You like hearing your ex-teacher sound like a dirty fucking whore?"
She answered, "I love hearing my girlfriend need it so bad she just lets go and allows her inner slut to take over."
"I-I-I'm your girlfriend?" I asked, my orgasm building quickly.
"Yes, you are," she said firmly, as if this wasn't a negotiation, but a statement of fact.
"Okay," I agreed, not able to fathom not being with her and not caring at the moment about the semantics of age, society or reality.
"I'm serious," she said. "I want you in all ways."
"Oh God," I moaned, "I want to be your complete fuck toy."
She laughed, "Well, that would be part of it."
A few more hard strokes and my second orgasm of the night hit me.
"Yessss, I'm coming," I screamed.
She kept fucking me, slower through the orgasm, until she pulled out and said, "Come join me in the hot tub."
I watched her take off her lingerie, revealing a perfect body, and go into the hot tub.
I slid out of my thigh highs and joined her.
She pulled me to her and kissed me. This kiss lasted minutes. It was tender and intimate. It was as if we were the last two women on earth and didn't have a care in the world.
In this moment, there was only us.
In this moment, there was only love.
THE END
Epilogue:
That night, I licked her to orgasm one more time before we went to bed exhausted.
The next day, I got to wear a strap-on for the first time and I have to admit it was utterly exhilarating to be the one doing the giving instead of receiving.
We also enjoyed our first 69 and fucked each other to orgasm by something Tara called tribbing.
On the morning of my speech, Tara refused to please me or let me please her until after I aced my speech.
Which I did.
Then we spent two hours giving each other multiple orgasms.
At the dinner reception that night, I brought Tara along as my date... with pride.
I was a lesbian, I was in love and I wasn't going to let anything stand in the way of feeling this type of happiness.
And... we indeed lived... happily ever after.
THE END.
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In Part One, A POWER SHIFT: 39-year-old mother, Michelle, decides to try on her daughter Allie's slutty cheerleading outfit. Once she has it on, she begins fucking herself with her daughter's vibrator on her daughter's bed. Caught by her domineering daughter and her friend Kim, she is forced to eat her daughter's pussy and also Kim's before being told she is now her daughter's pet.
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Cheerleader's Mom: Creating a Lez
Michelle woke up still wearing her thigh highs. She flashed back to the evening and the wild sex she had with her husband....
Later that night, her husband got frisky, commenting on the sexy nylons.
Still horny, Michelle dropped the robe, sauntered over sexily to the edge of the bed, dropped to her knees, and asked in the sexiest tone she could muster, "Want me to suck that big cock of yours while you watch your sports highlights?"
"Is the sky blue?" Jeremy asked, his cock instantly hard, turned on by his wife's sudden sexy attire and ambitious personality.
"It's dark out right now." Michelle teased, feeling sexy and young at the moment, something she hadn't felt much that past year... maybe because her daughter was so young and beautiful, while she was aging.
Jeremy got off the bed and said, sensing this was one of the times he could be a little more forceful (usually that only happened after excess wine), he ordered, as he moved in front of her, "Don't get smart with me. Just get sucking."
"Yes, Master," she purred with a wicked smile, as she stroked his iron stiff cock, 'Master' a term she had never used in the bedroom.
"Master, I like that," he said.
Michelle leaned forward and took her husband's big dick in her mouth.

"Oh yeah, take it all," Jeremy groaned, not sure what had got into his wife, but certainly sure not about to question it at the moment.
"Mmmmm," she moaned, as she bobbed hungrily on his cock.
Jeremy loved getting head, but wanted to fuck his horny wife. He ordered, after a couple of minutes of oral, "Get on the edge of the bed."
"Yes, sir," Michelle purred, excited to get fucked again. The plastic cock had turned her on, but it was nothing compared to a real throbbing prick. She quickly got on the bed as her husband flipped her into a new position they had never tried before.
"You want it, don't you, baby?" Jeremy questioned, as he moved into position to fuck his sexy wife.
"God, yes, shove that big dick in me," she responded, the cock teasing her only making her want it more.
He slid his cock in his wife and groaned, "So fucking wet."
"Oh yes," Michelle moaned, loving the feeling of his cock inside her.

Jeremy slowly fucked his wife while staring at her radiant beauty.
"Oh yes, fuck me hard, baby," Michelle said after a few strokes, wanting to be pounded hard.
Jeremy obliged, beginning to fuck her faster.
Michelle moaned, her fire down below burning like wildfire, "Oh God, yes, baby, pound my cunt."
Jeremy gasped. He had never once heard his wife use the 'c' word. She hated that word. He didn't say anything though, he wasn't going to say anything that ended this surreal moment.
After a couple of minutes, Michelle wanted to be on top, in control. She said, "Want your little wife slut to ride you, Master?"
"God, yes," Jeremy nodded, a position that was very rare for the two of them. He pulled out, got on the bed and lay down, his dick saluting his horny insatiable wife.
Michelle purred, "Big Peter looks ready for more."
"Oh yeah," he laughed, "He is always ready for more."
"I'll keep you to it," Michelle promised, as she straddled her husband and engulfed his cock.
"Oh fuck," he groaned, as his entire cock sank deep into her.
"So deep," Michelle moaned, as she began to, instead of riding, grind back and forth, stimulating her pussy and clit.

"Oh yeah," he groaned, as she put her hands on his chest and literally milked his cock.
"You like that?" she asked, something she had seen once in a porn movie long ago.
"Oh fuck, yes," Jeremy groaned, focusing on not coming so quickly, even as the pleasure was rather intense.
"Why don't we do this more?" she questioned, even though she knew the answer was a mixture of her own lack of sex drive the past year and his overworking.
"I was just thinking of asking myself the same question," he laughed.
"Well, I think it's time we fix that," she moaned, having her daughter to thank for her rekindled sex life.
"I'm always willing," Jeremy groaned.
"You better be," she said, putting her nails into her husband's chest.
"Okay," he said, as she continued the slow grind.
Michelle closed her eyes and just enjoyed the slow build.
Jeremy did too, until he wanted to take control. He said, "Roll onto your back, baby, time to really fuck you."
"Mmmmm," she moaned, loving when he took control... not realizing why until her submission to her daughter... it was in her nature.
She rolled over, opened her legs and asked, "So, are you going to fuck my cunt or what?"
"Definitely fuck that cunt," he replied, feeling exhilarated to be able to say the forbidden word and not hear a feminist rant.
"Slam that dick in me, baby," she purred, wanting to be dominated by him... a secret apology for her betrayal.
Jeremy couldn't believe the change in his wife. Occasionally when drunk she got nastier and more submissive, but never when sober. He was curious what had happened to make her so wild, but he sure as hell wasn't going to ask at the moment.
Instead, he grabbed her by the ankles and slammed into her, knowing he wasn't going to last long if she kept talking dirty.
"Oh yeah, Master, ream your slut's cunt, fuck her like a cheap whore," she moaned, loving talking dirty, loving being used.
Jeremy groaned, as she began bouncing back to meet his thrusts. "Fuck, you're one hot little slut."
"God, I love your big dick," Michelle moaned, loving the feel of a real pulsing cock after the smaller plastic one, as she began to furiously rub herself.
"And I love your cunt," Jeremy said, feeling the handcuffs of caution breaking off.
"You love saying cunt, don't you?" Michelle asked, as she furiously rubbed herself while he pounded her.
"I do," Jeremy nodded.
"Well, in the bedroom, I'm your slut baby, your cum hungry cock slut, and you can use my mouth and cunt as you wish," the submissive wife declared, allowing herself to completely let go of her past conservative behaviour. "Oh fuuuuuuck," she screamed as her own words were the final straw that allowed her to reach orgasm.

"Shit, I'm going to come," Jeremy warned, a few strokes later, his wife's wicked tongue and intense orgasm all he could take.
"Want to come on my face?" Michelle asked, wanting to be as dirty as she could, even as her orgasm continued through her.
That only happened when she was drunk, too and it had been years since that last happened. He sure wasn't going to refuse such an offer as he grunted, pulling out and instantly spraying his load, "Here it comes."
Michelle leaned up, but she couldn't get her face there in time as he spewed all over her tummy and tits. Oddly, she felt disappointed to not get her face coated in cum. She wanted to be a complete whore tonight and a facial seemed like the appropriate ending.

"Oh yeah, baby come all over my titties," she moaned.
"Oh God, so good," Jeremy grunted, as he finished coming on her, frustrated he couldn't have lasted a few more seconds to make it to her face.
Michelle moved around and took Jeremy's cock back in her mouth, milking any last remnants of cum.
"That was fucking hot," Jeremy groaned, as he watched his wife suck his cock again.
Michelle said, when she finally sat up, "I can't believe you didn't come on my face."
"I can't believe you offered," he responded, "it made me come instantly."
"Well, next time, just grab my hair and spray your cum all over me," she said, as she scooped some cum off her tits and put it in her mouth, another naughty sexy act to please her husband.
"Fuck, I don't know what has gotten into you, but do it more," Jeremy said.
Michelle laughed at the reality her husband had just given her permission to be her daughter's sex slave. She sat up and said, "I better go and clean up."
"Leave the stockings on," he said, loving the feel of them.
"Yes, Master," she winked, as she walked away amused that her daughter had accidently rekindled her own sex life with her husband.
Returning to reality, her pussy tingling again, she grabbed a robe and went to make breakfast.
Thankfully, her daughter didn't do or say anything out of the ordinary.
The mother was now determined more than ever to have a conversation with her daughter and end this once and for all. Although she had enjoyed it (originally against her will,) and it had rekindled her sex life with her husband, and had also awoken a submissive side which she had generally kept inside (except when drunk). It had to end now. She had to protect her marriage, especially with threats of being forced to fuck other men.
Once her husband left, Michelle walked into her daughter's room uninvited.
"What the hell are you doing?" Allie snapped, turning around.

"Allie, this ends now," Michelle firmly said, sticking to her guns even as she saw the angry look of her daughter.
"What does?" Allie asked. She had assumed her mother would try to fight back, pets often did at the beginning.
"This," Michelle said.
"You storming into my room uninvited?" Allie quipped. She then nodded, "You are right. You should immediately drop to your knees like a good pet when entering your owner's room."
The word 'owner' made Michelle wince. She, however, stood her ground though as she said, "No, this whole sex thing. It's got to stop," Michelle replied.
Allie said, "It seemed to rekindle your sex life with Dad."
"What?" Michelle asked, surprised by her daughter's words.
"You were a dirty little slut for him," Allie continued, having listened at the door.
"Enough!" Michelle said. "Your father's and my sex life is none of your business."
"Oh Mom," she sighed. "You are welcome to fuck Daddy, I don't mind. But as my pet, everything you do is my business."
"Allie, I am serious," Michelle continued, frustrated by her daughter's attitude.
"Knees, now," Allie ordered, looking at the clock.
"No!" Michelle said, folding her arms.
"Really?" Allie asked. "Do you forget already that visual evidence I have on you?"
Michelle shrugged, trying to call her bluff, "Your father would probably enjoy the video."
"I bet he would," Allie smirked, impressed by her mom's defiance. She took off her skirt.
"What are you doing?" Michelle asked.
"Seeing just how determined you really are to reject your owner," Allie said, as she leaned against the end of her bed.
"Allie, I think I've made it pretty clear," the Mom said, even as she glanced at her daughter's pussy.
"Oh, I know," Allied nodded, as she opened her legs wider, giving her mother a great view, "And I'll make this very clear too. You either take off that robe, drop to your knees, crawl over to me and lick my cunt or get out of my room and you will never, and I mean never for the rest of your fucking life, be allowed to taste my cunt."
Michelle was relieved. She had won. She had stood up to her daughter, something she barely could do before she was caught that first afternoon. Yet, she wasn't walking out.
Allie watched her mother. She was confident this would work. A submissive is unable to refuse in the end, no matter how determined they are... it's not in their nature. Oh sure, they will disobey, be defiant and threaten to leave, but in the end they are wired to obey.
The mother felt as if her legs were in cement blocks. She wanted to leave, yet she felt compelled to obey. Although she would love to deny it, she did want to taste her daughter again.
"Hurry up, Mother, make your choice," Allie ordered, "I have school and should probably show up for Mrs. Walker's class today."
Yes. No. Yes. No. Yes. No. She couldn't decide. Her fate was in her hands, yet the mother couldn't choose freedom. Even as she argued with herself, her body spoke for her. Her pussy burned and her hands began opening her robe.
Allie didn't smile outwardly, but on the inside she was smiling. As usual, she was about to win... and she loved winning.
Michelle felt her cheeks burn as she allowed the robe to drop to the floor. Her cheeks burned more as she soon followed the robe to the floor. Frustration coursed through her at the reality she was given an out and wasn't taking it. Yet, her daughter's pussy was drawing her in.
Michelle, head down, crawled the crawl of shame.
Allie ordered, "Look up at me when you crawl, Mommy-slut,"
Michelle obeyed, her head spinning with guilt and lust... shame and hunger.
"Good, Mommy-pet," Allie purred, once her mother reached her. "So, are we really going to play this game every day?"
Michelle stared at her daughter's pussy, glistening ever so slightly. She hungered to lick it. So, she answered like the true submissive she was, "No, Mistress."
"You sure?" Allie asked. "I thought I had already made it pretty clear how things were going to work."
"You did, Mistress," Michelle nodded.
"Yet, you keep defying me," Allie pointed out.
"I'm sorry, Mistress," Michelle said, before admitting, "I just feel guilty."
"Why?" Allie asked.
"Because of your father," the wife answered.
"But I think he's getting some pretty good fringe benefits, isn't he?" Allie pointed out.
"He sure did yesterday," Michelle nodded.
"Anything else?" Allie asked.
"Incest is wrong," Michelle reminded her, a defense she had used before and lost with.
Allie shrugged, "Family members will do anything to make other family members happy, won't they?"
"I guess," Michelle said, although the theory was paper thin.
"Well, I see it as rekindling relationships," Allie said. "Our relationship as mother and daughter is much better, much clearer and your marriage has received a spark."
Michelle had to agree that was mostly true, although, if that was the case, was she eventually going to want to have sex with her father? Of course, she didn't ask that. Instead, she nodded, "Well, our relationship has indeed changed."
"For the better," Allie clarified.
"Yes," Michelle nodded, "for the better."
"And there will be another punishment for yet another disobedience, maybe even two more for this disrespectful behaviour today," Allie informed her pet, already thinking of a couple very naughty punishments and having already received the text that Cassandra was coming over to use her mother at lunch today.
"Yes, Mistress," Michelle nodded, the punishments scaring her even as they turned her on. The reality was she again felt liberated on her knees, and just obeying. She shook her head at how quickly her strong resolve was shattered.
"But I think you like being punished," Allie quipped.
"No, I don't," Michelle said.
"We'll see today at lunch if that is true," Allie said.
"What do you mean?" Michelle asked, suddenly worried.
Allie, lying slightly, answered, "I'll be home at lunch to give you your punishment."
"What if I have to go out?" Michelle asked, not that she had to.
"You will be home by lunch," Allie clarified, before giving her mother a brief reward, "You may lick your owner."
Michelle's worries faded to the back of her subconscious as she leaned forward and satisfied her hunger.

"Such a good pet," Allie purred as she smiled at how quickly her mother had gone from defiant to submissive.
Michelle licked hungrily, never knowing how long she was going to be allowed to lap from the fountain of perfection.
"You look so hot with your face in my snatch," Allie said, loving to talk dirty. "You make it look so natural for a loving mother to dote over her daughter."
Michelle couldn't help but smile at the absurdity of the statement. She was definitely not doting at the moment, but rather worshipping.
Allie, not wanting to come, she wasn't ready to give her mother that reward yet, suddenly stood up, repositioned herself, and ordered, "Now for the punishment."
Michelle was worried she wouldn't be able to get the full flood of her daughter's sweet nectar and also worried about the punishment... although also curious, yet she wasn't expecting the next words out of her daughter's mouth.
"Lick my asshole, slut," Allie demanded.
"Pardon?" Michelle asked, even though she had heard the words clearly... she was just praying somehow she hadn't.
"Lick my asshole," Allie repeated, before adding, "You have been a bad slut and need to be punished."
"But that is disgusting," Michelle pointed out.
"How dare you insult your Mistress!" Allie snapped, grabbing her mother's head and shoving it in-between her ass cheeks. "Now fucking lick, you bimbo slut."
Michelle, again scared, obeyed, licking her daughter's asshole. She had expected it to be disgusting, but it wasn't at all... her ass actually smelt like strawberries and had no taste at all.
"Don't worry, ass eating mommy-slut," Allie continued, "I made sure my ass was nice and clean for that nasty tongue of yours. Although I wouldn't have if I knew you were going to be such a disobedient bitch today."
Michelle didn't respond as she continued fulfilling the humiliating task... a task she could have never fathomed ever doing until the moment she was doing it.
"Probe my asshole, mother, get your tongue right in there," Allie demanded, loving to push her pets to new submissive lows.
And although awkward in this position, and degrading, the mother obeyed. She tried to fuck her daughter's asshole with her tongue. It was a struggle, but slowly her daughter's rosebud began to open for her.



"That's it, ass eater, wet your daughter's shit hole," Allie moaned, making the dirty task even dirtier. She had always loved having her ass eaten, not only because of how dirty it was but also because it felt really good.
Michelle was focused on getting her tongue in her daughter's ass, even as the verbal humiliation continued. Although she had had a brief moment of strength, it was quickly broken and she was determined to be a good pet in hopes of getting to taste her daughter's pussy again.

"Are you going to be a good obedient mommy-slut from now on?" Allie asked, realizing she was going to be late again.
"Yes, Mistress," the submissive mom replied.
"Good," Allie said, moving away. "I have left new nylons on your bed for you today. Wear them."
"Yes, Mistress," the mom said, still on her knees.
"And be home at twelve exactly," the daughter instructed.
"Yes, Mistress," Michelle nodded.
"You made me late for school," Allie sighed dramatically, as she put her skimpy skirt back on, "now I'm probably going to have to allow Mrs. Walker to lick my box for being tardy."
"Sorry, Mistress," the still hungry MILF replied, jealous of her pretty English teacher.
"Goodbye, slut," Allie said, walking out of her room.
Michelle remained on her knees until she heard the door close. She stood up, shook her head at her weakness. How come she couldn't resist? How come she didn't walk out of the room when given the chance? Why was she craving her daughter's pussy?
Sighing, she went to the bathroom, took off her nylons and took a long shower.
It was lunch and Michelle was horny as hell and eager with anticipation for her daughter's arrival... although slightly nervous about the punishment concept.
She was dressed in her new nylons, a black skirt and white blouse that showcased her black bra, trying to be sexy for her daughter... which was so wrong, so sick... that it actually turned her on more. Oddly, dressing sluttier...sexier, but definitely sluttier, somehow made her feel better about herself. It didn't make any sense, especially after all the times she had scolded her daughter for her inappropriate attire... irony apparently being a cold friend.

Looking at the clock, she sighed. Her pussy had been burning all morning and she craved finishing what she started.
Suddenly her phone rang. It was Allie.
"Hi, Mistress," she greeted.
"Good greeting, mother," Allie approved.
"Thank you, Mistress," the submissive mother responded.
"Are you ready for your punishment?" Allie asked, before adding, "although I'm thinking a pussy craving slut like you will likely see it as a reward."
"Yes, Mistress," Michelle eagerly replied.
"Good," Allie said. "Cassandra will be there any minute. You will obey her as you would me. Is that clear?"
"Who is Cassandra?" A suddenly mortified Michelle asked.
"Is that clear?" Allie repeated.
"But," Michelle began, but was cut off.
"I fucking hate repeating myself, you fucking bimbo," Allie roared into the phone. "Is that fucking clear?"
Michelle quickly stammered, "Y-y-yes."
"Yes, what?" Allie questioned, venom in her tone.
"Yes, Mistress" the submissive corrected.
"Good," Allie said and hung up before her mother could ask any more questions.
Michelle was mortified. Her daughter was sending over a complete stranger to come to her home. This was pushing it too far. She called her daughter back but, not surprisingly, Allie didn't pick up.
Suddenly there was a knock at the door.
Michelle froze with indecision. She couldn't let a stranger come into her house and sexually use her. Yet, she couldn't disobey her daughter.
Reluctantly, and full of trepidation, she went to her door and opened it.
"Hi, Mrs. Weber," Cassandra greeted, surprised by how attractive the MILF was.
"Hi," Michelle responded, surprised too. Partly by how pretty the young woman was, and partly by how polite she was.
"May I come in?" Cassandra asked, always liking to make the submissive think she is in control. Unlike Allie, she was a tender and passionate mistress.
"S-s-sure," Michelle stammered, taken completely off guard by the politeness of the young lady. Maybe she wasn't here for sex.
"Thank you," Cassandra said, walking in and into the massive living room. "What a beautiful home you have, Mrs. Weber."
"Thank you," Michelle responded, taking in the athletic teenager.

Cassandra walked over to the nervous, adorable, MILF and complimented, "You are incredibly pretty, Mrs. Weber."
"Thank you," Michelle blushed, feeling giddy with anticipation. Originally petrified to have a stranger over, she had quickly become at ease with the teenager and was actually excited to please her.
Cassandra leaned in and kissed the older woman.
Michelle melted into the teenager, the kiss so passionate and tender that it sent fireworks through her entire being. No one, ever, had kissed her with such passion and intimacy.

Both women put their hands on each other's hips as their tongues danced and explored each other's mouths.
Cassandra's hand went to the MILF's pussy and she wasn't surprised to feel she wasn't wearing underwear. She also wasn't surprised to feel how wet she was.
Michelle moaned into Cassandra's mouth as her pussy was touched. She was willing, at that moment, lust taking over, to do anything this teenager ordered.
"You're so wet," Cassandra purred.
"I know," Michelle replied, unsure what else to say to the obvious statement.
"Is that because of me?" the teenager asked, as she slid a finger inside the MILF.
"Yes," Michelle moaned, as her legs gave out slightly.
"Follow me," Cassandra ordered, taking the pet's hand.
"Yes, Mistress," Michelle replied, wanting to make it clear she was the submissive and willing to obey.
Cassandra said, as she lay down on a long ottoman, "Mistress is a very powerful word, my dear."
"I know," Michelle nodded, as she sat on the ottoman.
"Take off your skirt," Cassandra ordered.
Michelle obeyed instantly, the trepidation of having a stranger in her home gone the moment she was kissed.
Once off, Cassandra asked, "Your daughter hasn't made you shave yet?"
"No," Michelle said.
"Interesting," Cassandra said, before adding, "it's one of the first things I make my pets do, including my mother."
"Your mother is your pet?" Michelle asked, surprised and intrigued.
"Yes," Cassandra nodded, "all mothers should be submissive to their daughters, it's just natural."
"Really?" Michelle asked, somehow feeling way less guilty about committing incest hearing Cassandra's logic.
"Of course, you raise us and pamper us for years, and although society says it is wrong, the reality is you are prepping your daughter to be your Mistress," Cassandra explained.
Somehow that made perfect sense to Michelle. It explained why she couldn't stand up for herself, even when she desperately tried.
Cassandra added, "You'd be surprised how many families partake in incest. Not just daughters and mothers, but mothers and sons, daughters and fathers, fathers and sons and often family orgies."
"I can't fathom," Michelle admitted, even though she was intrigued as hell.
"Do you want to lick my pussy?" Cassandra asked, changing the subject, even though the answer was obvious. She just liked to hear the answer.
"God, yes," Michelle replied, her mouth salivating like a dog.
Cassandra hiked up her barely-a-skirt skirt to reveal she too was sans underwear and said, "Go ahead, my pet, please your Mistress."
"Thank you, Mistress," Michelle said, as she leaned down and buried her face between the teen's legs and began licking her shaved pussy.
"Take your time, my pet," Cassandra instructed, the submissive licking rather randomly. "Explore every crevice of my pussy."
"Yes, Mistress," the MILF replied, as she slowed down her licking, realizing she was like a teen boy playing with tits for the first time... eager and random.
"That's better," Cassandra moaned, "allow the pleasure you are giving to slowly build."
"Okay," Michelle nodded, enjoying the completely different treatment in comparison to her daughter.
Cassandra enjoyed the older woman's tongue, loving to watch a pet learn the true way to pleasure a pussy.
Michelle was in heaven. She didn't want this to end. Cassandra's taste was exotic, her soft spoken instructions so sweet and tender.
"Now, part my pussy lips," Cassandra ordered.
Michelle obliged the order, wanting to get more of that sweet pussy taste.
"That's it," the teen domme moaned, her orgasm beginning to build.
"You taste so amazing," Michelle whispered, wanting her to know how intoxicated she had become with her.
"And your tongue is wickedly naughty," Cassandra moaned.
Michelle was flattered by the compliment and continued pleasing the teen goddess.
"Oh yes," Cassandra moaned, grabbing her hips to lift herself up slightly. "Now use your whole mouth to pleasure my pussy."
The MILF obeyed, awkwardly putting her entire mouth on the shaved pussy and sucking on the teen's clit.
"Oh God, that's it," Cassandra moaned, "keep doing that."
Hearing the increased breathing and moans excited the submissive pussy pleaser and she kept doing exactly what she was doing.

"I think you're quite the natural," Cassandra purred, knowing positive reinforcement was critical in good training.
A rush of pride went up Michelle's spine at the compliment.
Cassandra, however, always got off the same way, on top. Feeling her orgasm building, she ordered, "Get on your back, my pet."
"Yes, Mistress," Michelle obeyed, hoping she was going to be allowed to finish what she started, unlike the stops and starts that Allie always did to her.
Cassandra straddled the pretty MILF and said, "Ready to finish what you started?"
"God, yes," Michelle nodded, impressed the teen could read her mind.
Cassandra lowered her pussy onto the submissive and moaned as she felt the tongue resume licking.
Michelle moved her hands to get comfortable and began licking with insatiable hunger.

In less than a couple of minutes, the teen's orgasm was close and she began slowly grinding her pussy on the pet's face.
Michelle licked hungrily, wanting to make the teen come, wanting to feel the flood of pussy juice and wanting to taste her cum.
Cassandra's orgasm continued to build until she finally erupted, "Yes, I'm coming, my pet."
As her face was coated, the MILF eagerly lapped up the heavenly taste of the teen's cum.
"Lick it all, my pet," Cassandra moaned, loving having her pussy licked throughout her orgasm.
Michelle had no intention of stopping until she was told to. She savoured the unique taste.
Eventually, Cassandra stood up and stretched. Looking down at the MILF she smiled, "That was very good, my pet."
"Thank you, Mistress," Michelle replied, feeling the thrill of accomplishment of finishing the task.
"Do you need to come?" Cassandra asked.
Michelle oddly enough had been so focused on pleasing the teen she hadn't been paying attention to herself. Yet, as she moved her legs she could feel the wetness seeping out of her pussy. "Yes, Mistress," she answered.
"I don't lick pussy," Cassandra said.
"Oh," Michelle said, disappointment rushing through her.
"But I do have an unorthodox way to get you off," the teen said, sitting down on the ottoman.
"Okay," Michelle said.
"Stand up and straddle my leg," Cassandra ordered.
"Okay," Michelle agreed tentatively, unsure where this was going.
"Now rub yourself on my leg, my pet," the Mistress ordered.
"Really?" the MILF asked.
"Of course," Cassandra nodded, "it's a whole new level of pet training."
"It is?" Michelle asked, even as she stood above the leg.
"Of course," Cassandra said, before adding, with a smile, "You get to hump my leg, just like a good loyal puppy."
"Oh," Michelle said, not overly excited about this task.
"Lower yourself on my leg, my pet," Cassandra ordered, her voice stern for the first time this entire encounter. Although a tender Mistress, she knew the rare time to be firm... in many ways the daughter becomes the mother.
"Okay," Michelle nodded, awkwardly lowering herself on the teen's leg.
"Okay, what?" Cassandra asked, wanting to remind the pet who was in control and who was the submissive.
"Sorry," Michelle corrected, "Okay, Mistress."
Once she felt the wetness on her leg, she ordered, "Now grind your pussy."
"Yes, Mistress," Michelle moaned, the feeling surprisingly good.
"This position is one of the best for a pet because it shows your trust and vulnerability," Cassandra explained.
Maybe it was the position, maybe it was obeying and maybe it was how horny she was, but in no time at all she could feel her orgasm building.
"Want to see my tits, my pet?" Cassandra asked.
"Yessss," Michelle moaned, as the pleasure continued to increase.
Cassandra pulled her top off enough to allow her pet to see her tits.
"So ripe and perfect," Michelle commented, wishing she could suck on them.

"That's it, my pet. Hump yourself like a dog," Cassandra instructed.
Somehow the demeaning concept enhanced Michelle's pleasure, realizing that although she enjoyed the intimacy of the encounter, somehow being demeaned got her off more.
"I want you to come on my leg," Cassandra ordered, a minute later as the pet's moans increased and her body movements became more aggressive.
"Oh God," Michelle moaned.
"Come now, my pet leg humper," Cassandra purred.
"Oh yes, fuck," Michelle whimpered loudly, before suddenly her orgasm ripped through her a moment later. "Holy mother fucking God."
"Keep rubbing," the domme ordered, as the pet reached climax.
"Oh God," her knees buckled and she dropped to the floor and onto her back, the orgasm seemingly never-ending.
Cassandra stood up and pulled her shirt back down as she watched the MILF come. Looking at her watch, she had to leave. She said, "That was fun, my pet. I hope to see you again."
"Anytime," Michelle replied, willing to meet the teen anytime, anywhere.
Cassandra knelt down and kissed the MILF softly. "Good to know," she smiled, when she broke the kiss.
Michelle remained on the floor for a good five minutes after Cassandra was gone. She couldn't believe how powerful her orgasm was. She couldn't believe that others committed incest too. She couldn't believe how quickly she submitted to a complete stranger.
She may have lain there forever, but the phone rang.
She got up, answered the phone and ended up in an hour long conversation with her mother about her father's health and her younger sister's bad choices (she chuckled to herself as she pondered her own BAD choices the past few days).
Michelle ended up cleaning the house until she received a text from Jeremy:
ROUND 2 tonight???
Michelle texted back:
Only if you can finish what you started and coat my face with your jizz!
Jeremy texted back:
Mission accepted.
Still horny, she texted back:
Can you get off early?
Jeremy wished he could but he couldn't. He texted back:
Sorry, no. Have a meeting in thirty minutes. But I will be ready and loaded tonight.
Michelle texted back:
It's okay. I'll just go and use my showerhead.
And she decided she would do just that.
She went to the upstairs shower, and was about to turn the water on when she was startled by her daughter.
"Nice ass, Mom," Allie quipped.

"Allie! Holy fuck," Michelle said, as she turned around.
"How was your lunchtime meal?" Allie asked.
"Tasty and educational," the mom replied, no longer ashamed to talk so bluntly with her daughter.
"Educational?" Allie questioned, intrigued.
"I learned that apparently incest is much more common than I assumed," she answered, before adding, "I also learned how to come from humping a leg."
"You really are a sexy slut, Mom," Allie smiled, before adding, "Come here."
Michelle walked the few feet and was surprised when her daughter kissed her, while her hand went to her fevered pussy.

Allie had wondered what it would be like to kiss her mother. It was one thing to have her eat her pussy or fuck her with a strap-on, which was just sex. But kissing... that was intimate. Allie also wanted to make her mother crave her pussy, having teased her this morning, and then given her a taste of Cassandra who had the sweetest tasting pussy she knew (one of a few she had actually tasted... another story for another time) and now she planned to have her mother finish what she started.
The tenderness of the kiss, mixed with the aggressiveness of the pussy rubbing, had the mother confused.
Allie, breaking the kiss ordered, "Undress me Mommy."
Wordlessly, this being completely different from the previous sexual encounters, she obeyed.
The mother took off the blouse, the bra and then pulled down the skirt.
Allie ordered, "The stockings too this time."
"Yes, Mistress," Michelle nodded, slowly rolling the stockings down her daughter's leg.
Once naked, Allie joined her mother on the floor and ordered softy, as she touched herself, horny as hell after hearing that her mother had got off from riding Cassandras leg, "Suck on my titties, Mommy. Like I used to do on yours."
Michelle didn't hesitate as she leaned in with lust in her eyes and sucked the tiny perky nipple in her mouth.

"Yes, Mommy," Allie moaned, "that feels so good."
The mother cupped the right breast while sucking and tugging on the nipple, before slithering her tongue down the valley of heaven and replicating the same focused attention on her daughter's left nipple.
"God, Mommy, you're so lucky I caught you. You obviously were in lesbian denial," the daughter moaned, impressed with her mom's doting attention.
"You did awaken a side of me that I didn't know I had," the Mom admitted.
"Oh, I plan to awaken every side of you," Allie moaned, already with a plethora of twisted plans for her mother.
"I bet you do," the Mom purred, so far loving the so called punishments.
"They won't all be as pleasant as today," Allie warned, already knowing tomorrow was the beginning of discipline.
"I understand," Michelle nodded, and she didn't care. She was ready to go on this crazy journey of sexual self-discovery.
"Good girl," Allie said, before ordering, "On your back. I know you love being in that position."




Michelle obeyed, the hard cold floor a lot less comfortable than a bed, an ottoman or a carpeted floor.
"Do you want to lick your daughter?" Allie asked, as she stood up to stretch her legs before she planned to lower herself on her mother.
"Very badly," the Mom answered, her mouth watering on instinct, as she looked up at her beautiful, vivacious daughter.
"What are you willing to do for it?" Allie asked, looking down at her mother.
"Anything," Michelle answered.
"That is a pretty bold answer," Allie pointed out.
"And I'm a pretty bold mommy-slut," Michelle replied, so drawn into being a good submissive for her daughter.
"That you are," Allie laughed, as she moved above her mother's head.
The mother looked up and saw the wetness on her daughter's pussy lips and she licked her lips.
Allie, seeing it, asked, "You really want my cunt, don't you?"
"Desperately," the mother nodded, "and I'm hoping you'll let me finish this time."
As Allie lowered herself on her mother's pretty face, she promised, "This time I'm not moving until your face is coated with pussy cum."
"Yummy," the hungry mother whispered, before she began licking her daughter.
"That's it, Mommy," Allie moaned, "lick my cunt."
Michelle started slow, like Cassandra had taught her.
Allie moaned, "I see you have taken some pointers from Cassandra."
The submissive, between slow licks, admitted, "Indeed, I did."
"Good," Allie said, "because you will be eating a lot of pussy. And I mean a lot."
Her daughter's words were worrisome, as it implied more girls, yet she wasn't sure she could resist any pussy placed in front of her. Kim, Cassandra and her daughter: each had a different taste, a different scent, and yet they all drove her wild with hunger.
Michelle spent minutes exploring, teasing and pleasing her daughter, before Allie leaned back, put her fingers on her clit, and began rubbing as she demanded, "Now get me off, Mommy."

Seconds later, Allie was coming on her mother pet's face.
Seconds later, Michelle was eagerly lapping up her daughter's sweet nectar that was flooding her face.
Eventually, Allie stood up and said, "You see, my Mommy-slut, when you are a good girl you get rewarded."
"Thank you," Michelle replied.
"And from now on," Allie said, "you need permission to come."
"Okay," Michelle nodded, this not really surprising.
"And that includes with Daddy," Allie added, back to being the domme.
"Seriously?" Michelle asked, realizing the brief intimate moment was done and things were still going to be the same.
"Who owns you?" Allie asked, as she grabbed a towel.
"You do," Michelle admitted.
"And that means I own your cunt, doesn't it?" Allie questioned.
"I guess," the mom nodded, not liking her daughter getting involved in her marriage.
"No, I know," Allie said, "and because of that, no coming tonight."
"But your father was..." Michelle began and stopped.
Allie shrugged, "You can fuck him, but don't you dare come. Is that clear?"
"Yes, Mistress," Michelle agreed, knowing it was futile to protest.
"Good," Allie smiled, before adding, "you'll have the house to yourself tonight. I'm going to the movies."
"Okay," Michelle said, wondering if she could hold back from coming when the time came... it hadn't worked so far.
That night, Michelle and Jeremy fucked like newlyweds. Michelle didn't come once... she came twice. She was thankful Allie wasn't home and she could lie if asked.
Yet, as Michelle tried to fall asleep, an odd feeling of guilt that she had betrayed her daughter's orders washed over her. She shook her head at the silly feelings... yet was already curious what her daughter had in store for her.
Every day had become a new adventure, and for Michelle after years of mundane routine... this was exciting.
THE END FOR NOW....
COMING NEXT: Fisting Training
DELETED PHOTO (Licking Cassandra's Ass):
Deleted Shot: Michelle licking Cassandra's ass.
Here is a picture from a deleted piece of the Cassandra scene. Originally, Cassandra was going to be a lot like Allie, but at the last minute I changed my mind and decided to use Cassandra as a guru of sorts on pussy licking and incest. She became the perfect character to move the plot forward in a way I hadn't envisioned at first.
That said, that also changed the planned sex scene. Instead of more humiliation, the scene became more intimate. One picture I loved no longer made sense in this change in direction and thus I cut it.
In the original story plot, Michelle would have been forced to eat ass for a second time that day to add to the humiliation. This scene became problematic for two reasons:
1. It didn't fit the tenderer scene.
2. It was a repeat of the morning scene.
THE PHOTO:
Anyways, here is the photo that wasn't used:
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1950s: 1st Time With a Girl
It was at the reading of my great-grandmother's will that everything changed. She left me 100,000 dollars, which was amazing. I had no idea that she had any money saved away at all. But... that wasn't the best thing she left me.
No, she also left me a diary... an illustrated diary.
And although the 100,000 dollars was awesome and life changing... it paled in comparison to the shocking to the core, life altering revelations that were revealed to me in her own words.
It affirmed things about me I was questioning.
It explained why I felt the way I did about so many things.
It allowed me to become the woman I am now.
But I'm jumping ahead.
When I first got the envelope, I had no idea what revelations I would learn about my great-grandmother's past, but about three generations of my family's women's past, including my mother.
The outside of the envelope read:
DO NOT OPEN UNTIL YOU ARE ALONE
So although curious, I waited until late that night, once Mom was in bed. A chill went up my spine as I opened the envelope. Inside was what looked like a scrapbook as well as a hand written note.
I took a deep breath at the thrill of getting some final words from the woman I loved the most in my life before I read the note written in great-grandmother's own handwriting:
My dearest Kimmy,
If you are reading this, I have passed away. Don't be sad. I lived a great life. A life with NO REGRETS! A life very few women can say they have lived.
I wanted to be there for your graduation to share these secrets in person, but unfortunately I couldn't quite make it.
Before I continue I must say this: I am so proud of you. You have turned into a great young woman and will do great things in this world.
Now, it is important that you read this scrapbook with an open mind. The odds are it will shock you. You may even question if it is all true. It may at times disgust you. But please don't judge me poorly... like I said, I have NO REGRETS.
Also, every word in here... no matter how shocking... is true.
Every person mentioned is a real person (or was, God bless their souls) and each has a special place in my heart.
I have always refused to live by the standards society expected of me. Sometimes by choice, others by force, but in the end, all my decisions led me to who I became.
And you... Kimmy... you are a lot like me. And like me, I believe you are questioning your role in the world. Hopefully, this scrapbook will clear it up.
Now, like I said already, this scrapbook will likely shock you.
I wrote everything a few months ago and have since added illustrations because I have always been a visual person. Plus, I love to draw, and by creating these pieces of art I got to relive over 50 years of wild adventures.
I had hoped to have them all in colour, but my arthritis simply got too bad. I have coloured a few... some I think are the most influential in my life long journey of self-discovery. There were so many pivotal moments in my journey that I don't want to trivialize any by implying one is more important than another. Each moment is special on its own, and each moment leads to more moments. That, my dear Kimmy, is life.
Please take this scrapbook for what it was meant to be... a way to help you in your own self-discovery.
I love you Kimmy, and remember, I see a young me in you. I hope this scrapbook will be a way to remember me fondly forever and understand who I was and who, I believe, you are.
PS: Please help your mother in these dark times.
Love forever,
Rebecca
PSS: Use the code phrase 'Sit pet' and your mother will know that you are replacing me.
I read the letter a dozen times. I read the PSS many more. What the heck did the phrase 'Sit Pet' mean?
Well, they say curiosity killed the cat and, well, I was curious as hell as to what the strange, intriguing note could possibly mean.
So although I was tired, I got on my bed and looked at the scrapbook. There were no words or pictures on the cover... no clue of what was inside.
Giddy with curiosity (Can someone be giddy with curiosity? I don't know, but that is the only way I could describe the emotions swirling inside me as I prepared to open the scrapbook), I took one more deep breath and opened the book. I GASPED!!!

The first page was a picture of a younger version of great-grandmother.
NAKED.
At the bottom there was a note: This picture was taken by your great-grandfather one day. He knew of the secrets I am about to reveal and loved me anyway. He was a great man that God took too soon (many years before you were born).
Why was my great-grandmother leaving a picture of her naked for me?
Still curious, I flipped the page and tried not to judge, as she had requested, I began reading.
.....
How it All Began
It was the summer of 1954 and I was working at the café near the lake a few miles from town. I can still remember the burger smells, the taste of old fashioned root beer (it wasn't old fashioned back then, it was just root beer), and the pure innocence of that summer before my senior year.
I was eighteen already, like many seniors were before school started back then, and innocent as could be. I had kissed a couple boys and so forth and was with Steve, a preppy rich boy (your great-great grandfather was very well off and wanted me only dating boys with good families), when things changed.
Ellie was a free spirit, born a decade too early. She would have loved to be a teenager in the sixties... although she still loved the sixties anyway. All summer, she pushed my conservative family values as well as my even more conservative views on sex.
She couldn't believe I hadn't had sex with Steve yet. She was even more shocked that I hadn't given him a hand job or a blow job.
I still remember her asking, "How big is his dick?"
"I have no idea," I said, having never touched it.
"You have been dating for five months and you have not even assessed his package?" Ellie said, in complete dismay.
"No," I said. "I'm a good Christian girl."
"Well, it's time for you to sin," she said, and leaned in and kissed me.
I was paralyzed with shock.
After a moment, I kissed her back before realizing what was happening and I broke the kiss. I stammered, "W-w-what are you doing?"
"Helping you sin," she shrugged and walked out of the work room and back to work.
My head was spinning and my vagina was tingling. (I will use a lot more vulgar words later on for my kitty, but at that moment I was still sweet and innocent).
I was confused by why she did it. I was even more confused by my body's reaction.
The next couple of weeks, she didn't mention it and I didn't have the gall to either... yet every time she walked by me, or talked to me, I got giddy with anticipation... like I would when I waited by the phone for a boy to call.
It was the second to last Friday beach party of the summer, every Friday had a beach party, rain or shine, and I drank for the first time. Now I wasn't the biggest goody-goody in the world, I had had wine a couple of times with my parents and sipped a couple of beers (but learned that beer was disgusting - a belief I will hold until I die), but I had never gotten close to being drunk.
Ellie and I drank a whole bottle of wine between us and when she suggested we should go for a walk, I nodded, hoping it would help me sober up. As we walked, she took my hand and said, "So you don't fall."
That made sense to me and we walked hand in hand.
I couldn't lie, it felt natural and exciting to hold her hand and the kiss came flashing back to me.
A few minutes into the woods, she turned around and said, "I'm going to kiss you again."
"Okay," was all I said, both excited by her words and nervous.
This time the kiss was tender and passionate. It lasted an eternity and made my knees buckle. It was so much more intimate than kissing a guy.
When she broke the kiss, I felt a little crestfallen. Yet, when I opened my eyes, I was suddenly dizzy and stumbled into her. My hands going directly onto her breasts.
She giggled, "How forward of you."
I apologized, "I'm so sorry."
She cupped my breasts and said, "There, now we are even."
"Oh, my," I moaned, not moving her hands away.
"Your breasts are huge, Rebecca," she said, squeezing them gently.
"What? I-um," I struggled to speak coherently, both because I was inebriated and sexually confused.
"Just relax, Rebecca," she said softly. "I know you want this as much as I do."
"I, um, well," I still was overwhelmed as she began to pull my sweater over my head.
Once it was off, she said, "You're so beautiful."
"Really?" I asked, getting drawn in by her words.
"Oh yes, perfection," she nodded as she unclasped my bra.
"Oh, golly," I said as my breasts were suddenly out in the open.
"Such big nipples," she said as she leaned forward and took my right nipple in her mouth.
"Ohhhh," I moaned, never having had my nipples licked. I had had them manhandled by a couple boys, Steve included, but never had I been topless in front of them. A chill went up my back at her touch and warm mouth.
"Just relax, Rebecca," she purred. "I'm going to teach you what real pleasure is."
And she did.
She duplicated that attention on my other nipple.
She then lowered herself to her knees, lifted up my skirt, and tugged down my panties.
I stood there in awe.
I mindlessly lifted up my foot to allow her to take my panties off. She moved them to her nose and said, "Mmmm, you smell heavenly."
I blushed even more as I watched her put them in her purse and then ask, "So I assume you haven't had your dillypot licked?" (Dillypot was a slang term for pussy that started in the 1930s I believe, but was still around in the 1950s)
"No," I nodded as I watched her on her knees move under my skirt.
"Well, let's change that answer," she said before I felt her tongue on my vagina.
"Ooooooh," I moaned as an intense pleasure, unlike anything I had ever felt before, coursed through me.
"Wait till I get you off, sweetheart," Ellie said as she kept licking.
My head went to mush. I knew this was wrong. Good girls did not let other girls lick their vaginas. Yet, the pleasure that came with the act overrode my moral code.
My breathing got heavy in a matter of seconds and before I knew it, I felt fireworks go off inside my body as I had the first orgasm of my life. My body twitched, my legs buckled, and my pussy flooded as I learned what it meant to be a woman. "Oh my God," I moaned loudly, realizing I had used the Lord's name in vain, but was so far gone with reaching heaven that I didn't care.
"So yummy," Ellie said as she kept licking me.
Eventually, she stood back up and kissed me again.
I could feel my own juice on her lips.
"We should probably get back," Ellie said. "Steve will wonder where you went off to."
I asked, "Shouldn't I return the favour?"
"I'd love that," she smiled. "But I want you to make that decision when you are completely sober."
I laughed, "I think I'm sober now."
"Well, I did cleanse your system," she joked, taking my hand and leading me back down the trail.
It wasn't until the next day that I realized she had kept my panties.
Due to a plethora of problems, everything from my own guilt of committing such a sin and cheating on Steve, to Ellie missing a few days of work with the flu, to my inability to talk to Ellie about it, I thought that I may never get to return the favour.
That said, almost every night, I woke up with my hand in my panties as a vivid dream played over and over in my head. A dream where Ellie and I became lovers.
Remember, it was 1954 and women were not lovers.
Even though I felt guilt, I couldn't stop thinking about the pleasure Ellie had given me. I wanted to feel that pleasure again and I wanted to give Ellie a similar pleasure.
I had finished my shift and was waiting for Steve, when Ellie gave me a note while Steve was in the bathroom.
I read the note:
Ladies room in a couple of minutes.
A chill again went up my spine and I felt a gush of wetness hit my panties. The forest was a bit risky, the party and a hundred teens were not far away. But the ladies room was a much greater risk. Plus, how long could I leave Steve waiting for me?
Steve returned a moment later, my head spinning with indecision. I knew I shouldn't go, but I was curious. And although they say curiosity killed the cat... curiosity forever changed my life.
Ellie came back and asked, "May I take that for you?"

I replied, feeling nervous and excited, "Uh, sure. I'm going to powder my nose, Steve."
"Okay," he said, used to me going to the washroom. I had a small bladder and always liked to look presentable.
I waited a second and got up adding, "I may be a few minutes Steve, I'm suddenly not feeling all that well."
"Okay," he nodded.
I walked to the ladies room and paused. I turned around to see Ellie almost right behind me, a sexy smile on her face.
I went into the bathroom as Ellie put a sign in front of the door saying 'closed for cleaning'.

She followed me in, locked the door, and said, "I have been craving a taste of your dillypot every day since our little secret rendezvous last Friday."
"You have?" I asked, still shy and insecure.
"Have you thought about that night at all?" she asked, now directly in front of me.
My cheeks went red as I admitted, "Only when I am awake or asleep."
"So not often," she joked, before kissing me.
Breaking the kiss, she lowered herself to her knees and said, "I can't wait any longer. I need a sample of your perfect poon tang."
Another term I hadn't heard before (and has since evolved into a more vulgar term), but I leaned against the sink counter.
She pulled my panties down and again put them in her purse.
I joked, "I'm going to run out of underwear at this rate."
"Souvenirs," she smiled before adding, "You can have mine in a few minutes."
"Oooooh, okaaaaaay," I replied with a moan as her tongue made contact and sent electric waves of pleasure to the very core of my being.

"God, you should bottle this taste," she purred as she licked me.
I moaned, "Do you think there would be a big market for poon tang?"
"It would be a best seller," she nodded.
"It may be tough to market," I pointed out.
"Yes, maybe we would just have you travel the country and have women get the addictive drink directly from the source," Ellie suggested as she kept licking me.
Her tongue felt great, but I wasn't coming as quickly. Maybe because I was sober, or maybe because of where we were and the risk of getting caught, but I couldn't come.
I said, after a couple of minutes, "let me do you, Ellie."
"Be careful," she smiled as she stood up and hopped up onto the counter. "One lick and you will be a lifelong lesbian."
I laughed, "I don't think so."
She hiked up her dress, spread her legs, and purred, "Come and join the feminist movement."
"Licking vagina is a feminist movement?" I asked as I stared at her pussy.
"Of course," she shrugged, "its women looking after themselves. We no longer need men."
"We do to reproduce," I pointed out.
"Someday even that will change," she said, before adding, "Come and lick joy-trail."
I moved into position even as I smiled at the newest name for her vagina. One that seemed to make the most sense.
I took a deep breath and was drawn instantly by the exotic scent that reminded me of my family trip to Hawaii, although I couldn't explain why... other than it was unique, musky, and exotic.
I then extended my tongue and licked.

I had always thought Romeo & Juliet was absurd, because you can't fall in love at first sight.
Yet, one lick and I was forever changed.
The scent that was captured in her pubic hair, the taste that was better than the sweetest wine, and I knew then, that I was definitely a lesbian.
Her hand on my head, her moans of pleasure, and I was hooked.
I also couldn't explain how natural I felt on my knees serving. A position I would be in at least a thousand more times in my life.
"So good, Rebecca," she moaned, before adding, as if reading my mind, "you're a natural."
I licked and licked, and when her breathing increased, I moved to her swollen clit and flicked it with my tongue.
"Oh God, yes, more, more, more," Ellie demanded.
I kept doing it until she grabbed my head and pulled me roughly into her vagina. I kept licking and was soon rewarded with a complete face wash. Her wetness coated my entire face and I eagerly lapped up whatever juice I could.
It was like the nectar of the Goddesses and I was ready to be forever a servant to it.
She pushed me away a moment later and ordered, "Bend over."
"I should get back to Steve," I said.
"You're not leaving until you come," she said, as she bent me over and began fingering my now very wet vagina.

"Oh my," I moaned.
"Come for me, Rebecca," she purred, kissing my ass as I used the wall for support.
"Oh yes, so yummy," I whimpered, my orgasm building quickly.
"You're so wet," she said, as I literally heard sloppy sounds coming from down below.
"So good," I moaned, as she continued pumping her fingers in and out of me.
"Come now, baby," she demanded. "Come for Ellie."
And as I did, I said the most meaningful words in the relationship world, ""I love you."
She kept pumping her fingers in and out of me as she gave me the second orgasm of my life while I leaned onto the wall for dear life.
I was still coming when we heard someone try to open the door.
Pulling her fingers out of me, Ellie said, "I guess that means our time is up."
"I'm not sure I have the strength to walk," I said, still feeling the intense pulsations that were coursing through me.
She put her fingers to her mouth, "Fuck, you taste amazing."
"As do you," I said, trying to make myself look presentable.
"So are you a lesbian now?" she asked.
"I officially am not just into boys anymore," I answered, knowing I would definitely do this again in a heartbeat given the chance.



"Oh," she smiled, kissing me briefly, "You are a lesbian, Rebecca. You may marry Steve or some other guy, but deep down you will always prefer women."
I thought she may be right, although my complete lack of sexual experience with a guy precluded me making any rash judgements. Plus, I wanted kids, "Well, you have definitely expanded my horizons."
"I can see into your aura, Rebecca," she said. "You may not know it yet, but you were meant to do great things for the liberation of women."
"By licking vagina?" I joked.
"I'm serious," she said. "It's time women claimed their sexuality and their inherent right to be individuals instead of a Mrs. Whatever-His-Last-Name is.
I didn't question her rather extreme view, but agreed, "Well, I will do my part."
"Good," she smiled, the serious façade fading as quickly as it had shown up. She kissed me one more time, her tongue swirling in my mouth before she broke the kiss.
Smiling, she said, "Welcome to the revolution," before walking to the door and unlocking it.
I watched her walk away, my head again spinning. An older woman came in and gave me a strange look.
I scurried out and returned to the table.
Steve wasn't there,
He called my name. "Rebecca, I paid already."
"Oh, okay," I said as I grabbed my purse which he left all alone. Men! No way would he be caught dead carrying a purse.
I walked over to him and we headed out.
As we walked to the car, he looked at me and asked, "What took you so long?"

"Er, um," I began.
He continued, "Your face is even shinier and you smell like tuna fish."
I couldn't help but laugh.
"What's so funny?" he asked.
"Oh, nothing," I said. "Please take me home. I'm really not feeling that well."
.....
As I finished reading the first story, my head was spinning the same way my great-grandmother's was all those years ago.
And, although she was my great-grandmother, the story had made me incredibly horny.
I moved my hand to my pussy and began pleasuring myself.
Like great-grandmother, I too had been questioning my sexuality. Thankfully, it is 2016, and being bisexual, lesbian, transgendered, or any other sexual preference a woman may have is accepted a lot easier than back in the 1950s.
Did great-grandmother know I was having my own sexual identity crisis? I had been with a few boys (sucked a dozen cocks at least, fucked five) and a few girls (three of my fellow classmates, one teacher, a woman I babysit for, Mom's good friend, and most recently Zelda, who was my chemistry partner this semester).
I closed my eyes and began fingering myself as I replayed the domination of Zelda just last week, a nerd girl I knew was curious about her sexuality based on the way she stared at my legs and tits in my cheerleading outfits.
We were studying and I convinced her to take a break. I suggested we try giving her a makeover and had her, after much convincing, get undressed. She had a surprisingly great body hidden behind her conservative attire, and I told her so.
She didn't believe me, so I got undressed too and showed her that her breasts were actually bigger than mine.
She was so adorably nervous. I took her hands and put them on my breasts.
She seemed completely mesmerized by them. She squeezed them with a fascination like a child playing with a new toy. I purred, "Go ahead, kiss them Zelda, I know you fantasize about them all the time."
She obeyed, not at all denying my accusation, her mind focused only on my breasts. I purred, as she splattered every inch of both my breasts with kisses and licks, "You get an A in attention to detail."
I put my hands on her shoulders and slowly guided her down to her knees, her face now directly in front of my pussy. She said, as she stared at my pussy, "I've never done this before."
I said, "Just pretend you will only get an A if you get me off."
"Okay," she said, her gaze never leaving my pussy. She slowly leaned in and licked me. I smiled at how easy that was... for some if you just gave them an opportunity, they would take it. As she licked, her hand went to her pussy.
I questioned, deciding to make it clear who was in charge, "Did I give you permission to touch yourself?"
"What? No," she said as she moved her hand away.
"Focus on the task at hand, Zelda," I ordered.
"Okay," she nodded, and resumed licking me.
She took her time. She explored. As did her hand... back to her pussy.
I moved away and asked, "Do you really want to earn your 'A' in pussy pleasing?"
Her face went red as she moved her hand away from her pussy. "Yes."
"Then do as you're told and focus on me," I ordered. I then remembered I had rope in my purse from an early adventure and ordered, "Don't move."
She remained on her knees as I grabbed the rope, went behind her, and tied her hands behind her back.
"W-w-what are you doing?" she asked.
"Training my new slave," I said, adding the term of submission for the first time. I had been both the submissive and the dominant in my few encounters, and already understood the power of words and the timing to use them.
"Oh," was all she said as I returned to standing directly in front of her.
"Do you want to lick me?" I questioned.
"Yes," she whispered, sounding so shy.
"You sure?" I asked, "You don't sound confident in your answer."
"Yes, I want to lick your vagina," she ordered.
"I have a pussy or a cunt, my pet," I corrected.
"May I lick your pussy, Kimmy?" she asked, looking up at me for the first time... the same insatiable look I had seen a few times before. The same insatiable look I have had on occasion.
"You may, my pet," I nodded, knowing that this had to be a soft domination.
She resumed licking and I just allowed the pleasure to increase, smiling down at the cute nerd who was coming out of her shell.
"Such a good pet," I purred as she continued her lengthy exploration of my entire pussy, at the moment focusing on the labia.
She actually moaned in response and I knew I had a keeper. It was obvious she was eager to please in class, and thus made a perfect submissive subject to seduce. I truthfully thought it would have been more difficult, but I wasn't complaining.
"You like my pussy, my pet?" I asked.
"Yes," she said.
"Tell me more," I ordered.
"I love your pussy, Mistress," she answered.
"Mistress?" I questioned, a word I had uttered myself and made a couple others use towards me. Yet, having her say it on her own accord the first time surprised even me.
She admitted, looking up at me, "I've fantasized about this moment all semester, Mistress."
"You have?" I said. "I should punish you for not telling me this sooner."
"I didn't know how to tell you," she said.
"Fair enough," I nodded. "It's not easy to ask someone if you could please munch on their cunt."
"No, it's not," she laughed softly at my vulgarity. She resumed licking as my orgasm rose quickly.
"Oh yes," I moaned, as I put my hands through her hair. "You are such a natural little pussy pleaser."
She moaned again, seemingly getting excited by the declaration.
Eventually, I came and flooded her eager lips with my cum.
I smiled down at her once my orgasm was complete, "You definitely get an 'A'."
"Not an 'A' plus?" she questioned, looking so sexy with my juices on her face.
"No, no," I said, "You will need lots of practice to get an A plus."
She said, looking up at me eagerly, "Well, practice makes perfect."
"That it does," I moaned, as I returned to the present and my own orgasm hitting me.

I closed the scrapbook, suddenly exhausted, and full of questions I could never ask.
Yet, I hoped, the scrapbook may be able to answer them.
I closed my eyes and drifted into slumber wondering what would happen next in great-grandmother's story.
THE END... for now.
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Kinky Tales: Love & Pegging
The morning after:
I woke up and it was almost noon, which is unheard of.
I rolled over and realized that Chris wasn't in bed beside me.
I recalled last night and the crazy, wild pegging of my husband with people downstairs partying.
I recalled how much I enjoyed doing it and how much he enjoyed being pegged.
But sometimes, the next day is full of regret.
I felt kind of like when I was in college and had just woke up from a one night stand.
Was it going to be more?
Was it just a one night stand?
Chris walked into the room and greeted, carrying a tray of food, "Good morning, my bride. I thought you may want breakfast in bed."
He had never done this, unless you count ordering room service. Christ, I wasn't even confident that he knew how to use the stove.
So my response was witty and flirtatious, instantly confident last night was not a mistake, "So, all I had to do was peg you to get you to make me breakfast?"
He laughed, although looking slightly ashamed, "I guess so."
He put the tray on my lap, sat beside me and asked, looking nervous, "So, um, did you enjoy last night?"
Turning into the man briefly, I answered, "Not really," before I took a bite of toast... which was only slightly burnt.
"Oh!" He said, looking instantly disappointed, as if I had deflated him faster than a tire running over a nail.
I finished chewing, allowing him to stew in insecurity for a moment before I responded. "I'm just kidding," I smiled, before adding, "I loved it. Plus, anything that ends with you making breakfast is a worthwhile experience."
"You brat," he said, giving a huge sigh of relief.
"Were you really that worried?" I asked, looking at his extreme and opposite reactions.
"It was a crazy night," he said, before adding, "and you'd been drinking."
I laughed. "Oh no, trust me. I knew exactly what I was doing."
"And you did it well," he said.
"Well?" I questioned. "I just did it well?"
"Sorry, you were amazing," he corrected.
"I better have been," I teased. After a pause, I asked, "Was it what you imagined it would be?"
"Even better," he said. "I mean, just giving myself to you so completely was very exciting."
"I have to admit," I continued. "It felt surreal to be on the giving end instead of the receiving."
"Did you like it?" Chris asked.
"I did," I nodded. "I felt powerful and in control."
"Funny, I enjoyed the complete lack of control," he said. "I was completely at your whim."
"As you always should be," I smiled.
"Yes, ma'am," he nodded.
"Why don't you give me the ultimate breakfast in bed?" I asked.
"What would that be?" He asked.
"Breakfast and watching Pride and Prejudice," I teased, that being my favourite movie, based on my favourite book, from my favourite author.
"I don't I love you that much," he teased right back, having already suffered through watching more than one version of it with me.
"Well, then, how about a good pussy licking while I eat this breakfast you made for me," I suggested instead.
"That, I can do," he said, moving under the sheets and between my legs.
"This I could get used to," I said with a soft moan as I took a bite of bacon, crispy like I like it, as his tongue made contact.
Like a man who knows his wife, he just licked me at a leisurely pace, not trying to get me off, but just allowing me to enjoy the sensual pleasure while I ate.
As he licked me, I thought to myself, 'We don't have to pick up the kids until two. That gives me time for one more pegging'.
I finished eating, put the tray beside me and moaned, "Now give me my breakfast orgasm."
Without a word, his tongue shifted from sweet and slow to more aggressive.
I moaned, "That's it baby, lick my pussy."
I closed my eyes and just allowed the pleasure to gradually increase.
Soon I was moaning louder.
Then my legs were stiffening.
Finally. I was putting my hands under the sheets, grabbing his head and holding him deep in my wetness as I came.
Hard.
I came as the past two nights had been a rekindling of our marriage in all ways. We shared our secret truths; we fucked like passionate lovers; we explored each other's fantasies; we came to grips with the pleasure anal sex can bring.
Through anal sex, as bizarre as it sounds, we became more than just man and wife again... we became passionate lovers again.
The passion was burning strong, after a couple of years of flickering almost to oblivion.
He lapped up all my cum like he always did... seeming to be the rare guy who literally loved eating pussy.
I got out of bed and asked, "Want to get fucked one more time before we have to get up and join civilization?"
Chris crawled out from underneath the sheets as he joked, "Have I created a monster?"
"You've awakened another side of me," I nodded, grabbing the harness from the floor where I'd left it. Looking at it, I added, "I better give it a good wash first."
I went to the bathroom and gave it a thorough wash before getting completely naked and putting the harness on me.
When I returned, Chris asked, "What position do you want me in?"
I grabbed the lube, returned to the bed and said, "Let's try you on your side."
"Okay," he nodded, rolling onto his side.
I noticed his cock was completely erect as he did.
I teased, "Obviously you're excited."
"I know it makes me less manly, but I can't help it," he said, looking both vulnerable and excited.
I lubed the cock and comforted him. "Honey, at first I thought it was weird too. Actually, I was shocked and devastated. I felt I wasn't enough for you. But talking to Marina, and even Bethany, as well as doing a lot of research, I learned a few things that made me comfortable and intrigued."
"What did you learn?" He asked.
"In essence that this makes you more of a man," I answered, as I leaned beside him, me spooning him for the first time sexually.
"How?" He asked, shivering in my arms.
"Because you are willing to be vulnerable with me. Honest. Most men will be curious about anal sex or gay sex in their life, the same way most women have curiosity about other women," I explained, as I moved my cock to his ass.
He turned his head back. "Have you had lesbian thoughts?"
"Maybe," I answered, non-committal as I slowly penetrated my husband.
He moaned, "I'll take that as a yes."
"You're such a man," I sighed, as I slid my cock inside him.
"Not feeling like a man at the moment," he said, as he took all my cock.
"Oh you'll always be my man," I said, kissing his neck. I then added, as I began to fuck him, "And also my little bitch."
"Oh God," he groaned. "Fuck me, baby."
"You like being my bitch?" I asked.
"God yes," he moaned, as I fucked him hard.
I fucked him for a couple of minutes in this position, but found it awkward and tiring.
I said, slowing down, "I have learned that giving is a lot more work than receiving."
He laughed, "Tell me about it. Especially when your woman takes forever to come."
"That's not always true," I protested, although it was usually true.
"Alcohol speeds up the process," he bantered.
"It does turn me from prim and proper to horny and wild," I agreed, as I pulled out and added, "Get on your knees."
"Words I never thought you'd be saying to me," he said, as he moved into position.
"Me either," I agreed, as I moved behind him. "Yet, now it seems so natural."
"I'm not sure it feels natural, but it sure feels good," he said, as I slid my cock back into him.
"And I have to admit you look fucking hot getting fucked," I added... which was true. I then began fucking him harder in this position.
"Ohhh," he groaned, as he buried his face in a pillow.
I fucked him for a couple of minutes in this position as his moans got louder and I could see his cock was iron stiff.
I recalled a pegging porn scene I had watched and pulled out and ordered, "On your back, baby."
He rolled over slowly and asked, with a smile, "I'm not your bitch anymore?"
"I should have put you back in your cheerleader costume," I smiled, as I pulled him to the edge of the bed.
"Wow, I like this side of you," he said.
"What side is that?" I asked.
"Sexy dominant," he answered, as I got off the bed and moved up to the edge.
I shrugged, "I like that descriptor." I spread his legs and slid my cock back into his ass with one hard thrust.
"Oh, this is different," he groaned.
"Jerk off," I ordered.
"K," he nodded, as he began to stroke himself as I fucked him.
"I want to watch you come from me fucking you, baby," I purred, fucking him as fast as I could, before adding, knowing he'd like it, "My little bitch."
"Oh yes," he whimpered, his breathing heavy, as he furiously stroked himself; heavy in a way it never was when he was the one doing the fucking.
"Come for me, bitch," I demanded, sexily. "I want to see you erupt from me fucking your sweet ass like a little slut."
"Oh yes, Dani," he whimpered. "Fuck my ass."
"I wish I was flexible enough to bend down and suck your cock while fucking you," I said, his hard cock looking so delicious.
"That would be amazing," he groaned and then shot his cum all over himself.
I kept fucking him throughout his brief orgasm (always feeling sorry for men getting such a brief moment of pleasure, while a woman's could last minutes).
When he stopped jerking himself off, I pulled out, leaned forward and licked his cum off his firm stomach. I loved how his body was in as good a shape now as the day I met him.
"Fuck, I love you," he said weakly.
"You know, starting with 'fuck' makes it a lot less romantic," I teased.
"You just fucked my ass," he pointed out.
"And now you're going to eat my pussy," I countered, as I got on the bed, got out of the harness and straddled his face.
"Mmmmmm, breakfast in bed," he quipped as he leaned up and started licking.
"Anything for my husband," I responded, as I closed my eyes and enjoyed his tongue.
He licked me and I just enjoyed, my second orgasm of the morning lingering just below the surface. I also felt bad for men as they couldn't have multiple orgasms like women could.
Chris was amazing at licking pussy and often had me ready to explode in only a couple of minutes.
Today would have been no exception as pegging him had me pretty revved up, but having already just come he would have to work at it. Yet, I wanted to get fucked. I sighed realizing that wasn't possible after he just shot his load. Then a neat idea popped into my head.
"Want to fuck my ass, baby?" I asked, craving a cock in it.
"I'd love to, baby, but I need recovery time," he answered.
I got off the bed, grabbed the strap-on and said, "Use this."
"Seriously?" he asked, surprised.
"Well, I shouldn't have let you come, but I can't go back in time and change that, so this will have to do," I shrugged, handing it to him.
"Okay," he nodded, as he put the harness on himself.
"One day, that may make a great double penetration toy," I smiled, the idea exciting the moment I said it.
He laughed, "That, I would love to try."
I grabbed the lube and handed it to him, and helped him put the harness on. "Men, you really are helpless without women."
"Tough to argue," he agreed, as he lubed the strap-on that had recently been in his own ass.
Once I had it on him, I go onto the bed, on all fours and demanded, "Now come and fuck my ass."
"Yes, ma'am," he nodded, as he eagerly joined me on the bed. He poured more lube on my ass and then began rubbing the cock up and down my ass cheeks.
"Fuck my ass," I demanded, wanting to feel the difference of being fucked by his cock and a strap-on cock.
"So demanding," he teased, as he slid the thin cock in me.
"Just do as you're fucking told," I shot back, teasing.
"Yes, ma'am," he replied, as he began slowly fucking me.
After a couple of minutes, I wanted it harder and began bouncing back on him, taking the entire cock as deep as I could in my ass.
"Oh yes, take it all," he groaned.
"Mmmm, you like watching me take it in the ass like a cheap whore?" I moaned.
"God, yes," he admitted.
Once I was close, the ass fucking driving me wild, but not getting me off, I fell forward, rolled onto my back, spread my legs and demanded, "Get licking."
He buried his face between my legs and licked.
As my breathing got heavier, my orgasm rising, I moaned, "Yes, baby, don't stop."
He moved to my clit, tugged it between his lips and shook his head.
"Fuck!" I screamed as the sudden pressure was intense and something he had never done before.
In seconds, my orgasm flooded out of me and onto his face.
He kept lapping until I pushed him away and, still trembling, said, "Still coming,"
He rolled onto his side and watched me.
I smiled, "Perv."
He shrugged, "Says the one who fucked her husband's ass."
I laughed weakly, and countered, "Says the one who has a whole collection of anal toys for himself."
"Truce," he called. "We're both pervs."
I stood up, having to pee badly, "We're not perverts, we're sexual beings finally able to truly express all our hidden fantasies and wants."
"That I can live with," he smiled.
"Good, because I have more questions," I said. "But first I got to pee and then we need to go and get the kids."
"We have a little more time," he said, looking at the alarm clock in the night stand.
"We've a stop to make first," I said and gave a wink.
"Where?" He asked.
"That is for me to know and you to find out," I smiled and left him to ruminate where.
Forty minutes later, we were in the car and I was driving. I asked, wanting to clarify the one thing that I was still insecure about. "So, I have to ask this."
"Anything," he said.
"Do you find guys attractive?" I asked.
"Not at all," he admitted. I sighed a big sigh of relief. But before I could enjoy my relief he added, "But I do find cocks attractive."
"You do?" I asked, trying not to sound deflated.
"It's hard to explain," he said, looking down into his lap.
"Try," I said, wanting to hear more and wanting to text Marina to ask if this was normal too.
"I don't find men attractive at all," he repeated. "But I love the look of a cock, especially hard."
"Me too," I joked, reaching over and squeezing his flaccid cock. I wanted to hear his answer and be supportive even as I was swarming in insecurities and worst case scenarios (my husband was gay!)
He continued, putting his hand on my nylon-clad leg, "For example, I don't have a single fantasy where I kiss a guy, but..."
He paused.
I pushed him on. "Honey, you can tell me anything."
"Well, it's just I do have fantasies of stroking another's man's cock, sucking another man's cock and even, before the pegging last night, getting fucked by another man's cock," he admitted, looking ashamed.
"Oh," was all I could say for a moment as I processed this new information.
"I'm sorry," he said, looking so guilty, so defeated.
I said, "Don't apologize, honey. Your fantasies and feelings are yours and are what they are."
"It's just," he said and then added, "I'm not gay, Dani."
"Trust me, the way you hammered my ass on Friday proved that," I said, trying to lighten the mood.
"That was unexpected and amazing," he said.
"This whole weekend has been," I agreed, again squeezing his now growing cock.
"That is an understatement," he laughed.
I asked, curious, especially with where I planned to go next, "Was my cock big enough?"
His already red face went a darker shade. "Honestly?"
"No, lie to me," I bantered.
"I would love to try bigger," he admitted.
"Longer or thicker?" I asked. His cock now completely hard in his trousers.
"Both," he admitted.
"You cock slut," I teased.
This made him roar with laughter.
"What?" I asked, as I turned into the strip mall where the adult store was.
He tried to answer as he kept laughing, "it's just... not something... I ever imagined my wife calling me that."
"Ditto," I agreed, as I parked.
"An adult store?" He asked.
"So deductive," I teased, as I got out of the car.
He followed me in and was surprised when I went directly to the anal section.
We were there less than a minute when we were greeted by the saleswoman that Bethany had had a quickie with, who said, "Back already?"
I shrugged. "I thought my husband should be a part of the toy shopping."
"Great idea," the girl nodded, looking to my husband. "What are you looking for?"
I glanced to my husband, who looked absolutely sheepish. "Honey, what are we looking for?"
He looked so adorable, so shy, which was so unlike him, that I couldn't help but make my usual super confident man get more uncomfortable.
"I want a strap-on that is bigger than the one I bought last time," I answered.
"Oh, it's for him," she nodded with a smile. "That is awesome."
My husband looked like he wanted to turtle, like some of the guys he used to beat up when he was playing professional hockey.
He stammered, "I-um-well-I..."
"It's nothing to be embarrassed of," she said. "I respect a man who can explore all aspects of pleasure and allow himself to be pegged."
"Me too," I agreed. "Unfortunately, the one I bought isn't long enough or thick enough."
Chris still looked incredibly uncomfortable. He didn't say anything as the cute saleswoman joked, "Sometimes size matters."
I laughed. Squeezing my husband's hand, "Size always matters."
She laughed, as she handed me a large package. "This harness comes with five different cocks you can insert in it in a variety of lengths and girths," she explained.
"It comes with different colours too," I said, as I showed the different cocks to Chris.
He just nodded, although I truly wasn't sure what the nod meant.
I asked, "Is that a yes, buy it?"
"Sure," he said.
"There is a new series of unique sex toys made more for lesbian couples, but can also be used for pegging that can get both lovers off at the same time," she said, as she grabbed a package containing a uniquely shaped pink toy.



I asked, looking at it, "How does it work?"
"Like heaven," she smiled, before adding, "But seriously, the long part goes into a woman's vagina or a man's rectum, while the other, smaller end, goes inside the giver's vagina."
"Oh my," I said, already liking the idea of the toy.
"It gets better," the girl said.
"I can't wait to hear how," I said, handing the package to Chris.
She asked Chris. "Do you like things to vibrate when you are being penetrated?"
"Um, yeah, sometimes," he answered, still uncomfortable talking about his ass play with a stranger.
"Well, this toy also can be put on vibrate," she revealed.
"Ooooooh," I said, before asking, "the side in my pussy too?"
"Yep," she nodded. "That's why it's a hugely popular toy in the lesbian community."
"I can imagine," I nodded, wondering if Bethany had such a toy. Deciding to reward both Bethany and Marina for their assistance and support during this crazy rejuvenation I said, "I'll take three."
"Three?" She asked.
"Gifts," I explained.
"What great gifts," she nodded. Surprising me, she again turned to Chris and asked, "Do you enjoy solo anal play?"
Chris's already red face somehow went redder.
I answered for him, "He travels a lot."
"Do you have a Nexus Revo Intense Prostate Massager?" She asked, not waiting for an answer as she went to another section.
Chris looked like he was about to say something, but seemed unsure where to begin.
I asked, "Having fun?"
"I feel like everyone is judging me," he answered.
"There are only three people here and the woman helping us doesn't seem at all fazed."
"I suppose," he said, still looking uncomfortable.
The girl returned and said, "This is amazing for solo play, prostate stimulation and is even for partner play if your woman wants to give you some oral satisfaction while you are using it."
"We'll take it," I decided for him, already excited about trying it out just as she described.
"Um, yeah, okay," he agreed, clearly intrigued by the unusually shaped toy.
"The head even rotates for extra stimulation," the girl said.
"It sounds orgasmic," I smiled.
"Men love it," she nodded.
Chris said, "I'm going to get some fresh air."
"Okay, I'll pay for these and meet you at the car," I offered, knowing he wanted to get out of the store.
She asked, "Do you two watch porn together?"
"Um, not really," I answered, although it was something I was now intrigued to do after all my research of late.
"There are not many great pegging movies, but there is one," she said, leading me to a massive movie section. She handed me a movie and I laughed.
"Is this a parody of How I Met Your Mother?" I asked.
"Yep!" she nodded.
The title was 'How I Pegged Your Father'. I loved the show, so did Chris, and I said, "This I have to buy."
"The scenes are hot too," she said.
"The idea of Barney being pegged is super-hot," I added, as I followed her to the till.
At the till she said, "I think you are a lucky woman."
"I am," I agreed.
"Very few men come in here with their wives," she said.
"Well, I'm not sure he enjoyed it," I said, feeling a little bad, although liking being in control.
"It's obvious he is submissive and will likely do anything you suggest or," she paused for dramatic effect, "order."
"You think?" I asked, enjoying being the one in charge much more than I could have imagined.
"Oh I've seen it many times before. A good looking, athletic looking guy who exudes confidence but secretly wants to be pegged and used," she answered.
"Well, he sure likes pegging," I said.
"I bet he'd be willing to do more than that," she added.
"Like what?" I asked, thinking we had already now reached the 'everything' stage.
"Have you ever wanted to watch him suck a real cock?" She asked.
"God, no!" I answered, not something that had even popped into my head before she asked it.
"I bet he has," she shrugged, as she finished the transaction.
"Well, thanks for the assistance," I said, my head again spinning with new information I had no idea what to do with.
"Anytime," she smiled, and headed over to help a man looking at blow up dolls.
Back in the car, Chris now driving, back in his usual spot in the car, and in the relationship, I said, "I'm sorry if that was awkward."
"It was," he said, before adding, "that's the old man in me thinking that anything gay is gay."
"But being pegged doesn't make you gay," I pointed out.
"I know," he nodded, "but I sure wouldn't tell my father or my buddies that my wife pegs me."
"So I should erase my Facebook post," I teased.
He laughed, "I could only imagine what most would think."
"If they knew you liked being fucked in the ass?" I finished for him, liking the bluntness of it.
"Yeah," he said, shaking his head. "You really like the power shift, don't you?"
"I sure like doing the giving and I like that you are willing to just give yourself to me completely," I said.
"I'm still getting used to it," he said.
After a pause, I asked, "Can we return to the conversation we were having before we went toy shopping?"
"What's left?" He joked.
"So you really want to suck a real cock?" I asked, wanting to dig deeper and understand him.
"Sometimes," he said. "When I'm alone and horny, yes. When I'm not horny, no. But let me clarify again, I am not remotely attracted to men."
"Just to cocks?" I clarified.
"Sometimes," he admitted, before adding, "but once I cum I immediately feel disgusted by myself and my gay fantasies."
"So," I asked, wanting clarification. "So you are curious about sucking a real cock?"
"Yeah, sometimes," he admitted.
"Swallowing cum?" Investigated.
"Kind of."
"How about getting a facial?" I questioned, listing all the things he had did to me.
"Yeah."
"And taking it in the ass from another man?" I queried.
"No," he clearly answered, before adding, "although when I'm jerking off the idea does occasionally pop into my head."
"Interesting," I said.
"How so?" He asked.
"Well, it's just intriguing the possible do's and don'ts. I have to admit I'm not sure what to think," I said.
"I love you and only you," he pointed out.
I put my hand on his cock, which was iron stiff, and said, "I love you, too."
After a pause, I asked, "And what, may I ask, has got him all revved up?"
"Honestly, I don't know," he answered.
I fished it out if his pants as he drove and asked, "Is it imagining that new strap-on deep in your ass?"
"It is pretty big," he moaned, as I rolled my finger over his mushroom top.
"Or is it that new big toy I bought you?" I teased, as I bent down and for the first time in years sucked his cock while he drove.
"Oh God," he groaned. "The idea of you sucking me while I have it in me is super-hot."
I bobbed on his cock in the broad daylight for a few seconds until I felt him slowing down.
I sat back up and asked, still stroking his cock, "Or is it the idea of sucking another guy's cock while I watch?"
Suddenly, embarrassing to him and shocking to me, he groaned and shot his load.
I laughed, once he was done coming, "Well, I guess that answers that question."
"I can't believe I just came like that," he said, clearly embarrassed.
I finished stroking him as I said, "it's okay, it was a lot of sex talk."
"Yeah, I guess," he said.
I moved my hand, with a big blob of cum on it to my mouth and licked it up. "You do have tasty cum."
He didn't say anything, and I added, "It's okay, honey. I love that you are exploring your sexuality and are willing to do it with me."
"I really don't know what I'm willing to do," he said, as we pulled into my parent's neighbourhood.
I nodded, not sure I wanted to see him sucking a real cock, yet also not sure I didn't, "Me either. Let's explore together."
"Agreed," he nodded, finally looking like his old self.
"But trust me, I'm fucking your ass tonight," I added, as he pulled to a stop in front of the house.
He laughed, "I think I've created a monster."
I shrugged, "You can fuck mine too, if you wish."
"Words I never thought I'd hear," he shook his head, as he put his cock away.
"There are many conversations of late I never envisioned having," I countered.
"Fair enough," he said, before adding, "and now, back to the real world."
"Yeah," I sighed. "It was a great past couple of days."
"The best since our wedding," He countered.
"I love you," I said one more time, me saying it first this time.
"I love you too," he said.
Then we returned to the normality of our lives.
Until...
That night I didn't fuck his ass. We were both tired and just used his new toy thing instead. He lubed his ass up and I watched him lower himself on it.
It was pretty hot, yet he had his eyes closed the entire time, still self-conscious of how he looked.
I turned on the television and popped in the new movie and said, "I got us a movie to watch."
He opened his eyes, the toy all in, and asked weakly, "What?"
"How I Pegged Your Father," I answered.
"You're not serious," he said, as the movie started.
"I knew you'd like it," I smiled, before asking, "Is it on?"
"On low."
"Is the head turning?"
"No."
"Well, let's change that," I purred, as I moved to him and pressed some buttons until he groaned.
"That's it."
"Good," I said. "Now let's watch the movie. No touching yourself."
There was a good five minute scene where Barney discusses his new love: being pegged. It then flashes back to Barney meeting a girl at a bar who compliments his suit. Three drinks later, they are in a girl's washroom stall and the woman is sucking his dick. A minute later she handcuffs him to the handicap bar and says, "Now are you ready for something really kinky?"
"Challenge accepted," Barney answers, bent over somewhat and clueless to the strap-on the pretty girl has pulled out of her purse.
"I'm happy you said that," she purred, before ordering, "Now keep your eyes closed."
"Yes, ma'am," Barney obeyed, giddy with anticipation, the actor doing a great job playing the part of Barney.
"Subservient, I like that," she purred, as she pulled her dress up and off and put the strap-on over her pantyhose-clad hips.
"I'm yours," he said.
I glanced to Chris and saw him slowly stroking his cock.
"No touching your cock," I scolded.
"Yes, ma'am," he replied, with a smile.
"Subservient, I like that," I said, as we returned to watching the scene.
"Good," she said, before adding, "Now keep them closed, "You don't want to see your surprise before you feel it."
"Okay," he agreed, sounding curious and slightly nervous as the woman grabbed lube from her purse and coated the cock generously.
"Ready for a life changing moment?" she asked, as she tossed the lube back into her purse.
"I'm ready for anythiiiiiiiiing," He answered with a scream, as the woman roughly slammed the cock into his ass.
She kept pumping his ass hard as he whimpered in shock and surprising pleasure, obviously wrought with pain.
"Stop," he pleaded, even though he didn't make any attempt to move away.
"Oh, you're loving this," she purred. "You were born to be pegged."
"Noooo, it hurts," he whined.
"You deserve some pain Barney Stinson," the girl said, continuing to fuck him as hard as she could.
"What?" he said, turning back to look at her, knowing he hadn't given his real name... he never did.
"Don't remember me?" she asked.
"No," he admitted, as his whimpers were turning to moans.
"You probably shouldn't," she said. "No one else did."
"Who are you?" he asked, now clearly beginning to enjoy the humiliating ass fuck. He had pounded many asses in his years and never worried about the woman's pleasure or pain, and now the opposite was happening.
"Bertha," she answered.
"Oooooooh, Bertha," he said, pretending to know who she was but doing a terrible job being believable.
"You have no fucking idea, do you?" she said, as she fucked him harder.
"Nooooooo," he admitted.
"Big Bertha," she said.
His eyes went big. He said, even as he whimpered in pleasure, his cock iron stiff, "No way. From high school?"
"The one and only," she said.
"You look different," he said.
"Years of therapy and diets and revenge," she explained, as she suddenly pulled out.
"You're leaving?" he asked, his cock hard and ready to erupt.
"Yep," she nodded, before adding, "but here is a going away gift."
Barney stared as she pulled out a huge butt plug from her purse and said, "It's called a Big Bertha."
"Please, nooooo," Barney screamed, as the massive plug spread his ass cheeks.
"Bye bitch," she said, walking out.
Barney begged, "Please undo the handcuffs."
She walked out, leaving the stall door wide open for anyone to see.
I asked Chris, "What did you think of that?"
"Disturbing and hot," he answered, still sitting on the toy.
"Your cock seemed to enjoy it," I smiled, as I moved to him and between his legs.
"The scene and the toy are quite the stimulators," he admitted.
"How about this?" I asked, as I took his cock in my mouth. I began bobbing and in literally seconds, not more than fifteen, likely not even ten, he groaned and I felt his cum erupt into my mouth.
I swallowed it all before saying, "Shit, the amount of lock jaw I could have avoided if I knew this toy existed."
"That was intense," he whimpered, looking completely spent.
"Tomorrow you owe me an orgasm or two," I said, going to the washroom to brush my teeth.
"Not three?" he asked.
"Maybe even four," I shrugged, leaving him alone to clean up and so forth.
...
The next day, once the kids were at school, I showered, put on some thigh highs and a strap-on, and walked into the office.
Chris was on his laptop dealing with the emails he had ignored since arriving home.
I asked, "Ready to take a break?"
He turned around and laughed, "You really are suddenly insatiable."
"Are you complaining?" I asked.
"My agent is. He has already called twice this morning about a last minute conference that needs a speaker," he said.
"When?" I asked, knowing that Chris was supposed to be home all week, his next speaking engagement a couple weeks away.
"Thursday," he answered.
"Oh," I said. "Where?"
"Toronto," he answered.
"Canada?" I sighed, as that usually meant he wanted to stay and visit for a couple of days... Toronto being his old stomping grounds in the minor leagues.
"Yeah," he said, in a tone that meant he had more to tell me.
"And?" I sighed, a sigh that made it clear I wasn't happy and wasn't going to like whatever he said next.
"I also have been asked to do a charity fundraiser Saturday night," he added.
"So you'd be gone for a few days," I said, stating the obvious.
"Yeah," he said, before adding, "sorry."
"I'm supposed to go to Bethany's birthday party on Saturday night," I pointed out.
"I'll see if my parents can watch the kids or I'll get a babysitter," he said, sensing I wasn't happy.
"Fine," I said, when it was clear I wasn't fine.
"Sorry, I could say no," he said, although we both knew he wouldn't.
"No, go," I said, before adding, "but this fucking has just shifted from romantic to punishing."
"You still want to do this?" He asked, surprised.
"Oh, you'll wish I hadn't," I said, before adding, "now get that ass ready for fucking. I'll be back in a moment."
"Okay," he nodded, as I walked out of the room to grab the lube.
I had read somewhere about edging and had decided that since we were both home today I was going to push him to the limits until his balls were blue.
I returned and he was naked, but still on his laptop working.
For some reason, this pissed me off. I said, "I thought I said to get that ass ready."
"Sorry, I was just doing one more email," he explained.
"I'm not sure you deserve this cock," I said.
"Please," he said, clearly wanting it.
"Please, what?" I asked, still in the doorway.
He stood up, bent over his desk and said, "Please fuck my ass."
"You sure you can fit it into your busy day?" I asked, still annoyed and not pretending to hide it.
"My ass is yours," he answered.
"So is your cock," I said, as I walked over to him and handed him the lube. "Get yourself ready."
Just then I heard my cell ring. "Stay," I ordered, the saleswoman's words of him being completely submissive popping into my head. I added, "And no fucking computer time."
I went and grabbed my phone and answered it.
"Good morning pegging queen," Bethany greeted.
"Hi, Bethany," I replied.
"So how was the rest of the weekend?" she asked.
"Fine," I answered, not divulging any of the activities after the first pegging.
"Have you tried any of the new toys you bought yesterday?" she asked.
"What new toys?" I asked, playing innocent.
"Cherise told me all about your excursion with Chris," she revealed, which didn't surprise me.
"I see," I said, and wanting to shock her, I added, "I'm trying one of those toys right now. So I'll call you back when I'm done."
I hung up before she could respond and, feeling exhilarated with power, I walked back to the office, smiled when I saw he was still in the same position I left him in, and asked, "Ready to be fucked?"
"Yes," he nodded.
I moved behind him and slid my new, bigger cock in him.
He whimpered, as my lubed cock spread his tight ass wider and quickly reached new depths.
"You like my bigger cock?" I asked.
"Yes," he moaned, as he clearly was trying to get comfortable with the thicker and longer cock.
I fucked him for about five minutes, enough for his whimpers of discomfort to shift to moans of pleasure.
His cock was rock hard.
I suddenly pulled out, and said, as I took the harness off, "For your punishment, you will not come until I give you permission, is that clear?"
"Seriously?" he asked surprised as I sat on his desk, and spread my legs.
"Do you have a problem with that?" I asked, somehow enjoying being the dominant.
"Um, no," he said.
"Get licking," I ordered.
He obeyed, getting me off in a few minutes.
Once done, I ordered, "Now stay naked, baby. I plan to fuck you all day long."
"Okay," he nodded. "If you're really upset about me leaving, I'll say no."
"No, no," I smiled. "Go. I'll go with my sisters this weekend. Just make sure we have someone to watch the kids overnight Saturday."
"Okay," he agreed.
"Plus, I think a day of edging will be good for you," I said, before walking out.
I called Bethany and said, "Done for now."
"Did you just fuck him?" she asked.
"I plead the fifth," I answered with a laugh.
"So you're still on for Saturday?" she asked.
"Chris is now gone for the weekend," I answered, before adding, "He's looking into getting a babysitter or have the kids stay at his parents."
"Good, because you promised," she reminded me.
"Yes, I'm coming to your lesbian bar for your birthday," I said.
"And coming," she quipped.
Although I still had no real intension of exploring any sort of lesbian encounters, I was less dead set against it than I had been a few days ago. But, I would never cheat on my husband. I joked, "Yes, I'll probably end up being seduced by the first dyke I see."
"I wouldn't be so flippant," she countered. "One side of your sexuality has been awakened, who knows what else will follow."



"Likely a lesbian munchfest," I quipped, willing to play along.
She laughed, "My big sister has finally entered the 21st century."
"By talking dirty?" I asked.
"And accepting that sexuality is not linear, not singular." She answered.
"Regardless," I countered, "I would never cheat on Chris."
"It wouldn't be cheating," she countered.
"How so?" I scoffed.
"He doesn't have a pussy, so you licking one is something he can never give you," she answered.
"So," I asked, trying to grasp her rationale, "Licking another woman's pussy is okay, getting licked by another woman is cheating?"
"I'd argue anything with another woman is okay, and I bet Chris would too," she said.
"So that means I should let him suck a cock?" I asked, that idea already in my head.
"Sure," she answered. "The same theory applies."
"You're hilarious," I laughed.
"Ask him," she said, unaware I had already had that conversation with him in a generic sense.
"I will," I said, before adding, "I got to go."
"Another ass fucking to give?" she teased.
"For him or me?" I asked, before hanging up, feeling indeed like a liberated woman of the 21st century.
I didn't go back and fuck him. Instead, I went and did some online work of my own.
A couple hours later, just before lunch, I pegged him again for about five minutes, before going to make lunch.
After lunch, I pegged him again for five minutes, before allowing him to have dessert... my pussy.
Half an hour before the kids were to get home, I pegged him again, this time with a bigger cock, for a good ten or fifteen minutes until he was whimpering and begging to be allowed to come. "Please, honey, let me come."
I teased, slamming into him hard, "You think you deserve to come?"
"Yes, please, I'll do anything," he pleaded, his hard cock flapping around in desperation.
"Anything?" I asked.
"Yes, baby, my balls are burning," he whined.
"What if I wanted you to suck a man's cock?" I asked, not sure I wanted to watch that, but curious what his response would be.
"Ohhhhhh," he groaned, "if you want me to."
"But do you want to?" I asked, stopping buried deep in his ass.
"Yes, yes I want to suck a real cock," he admitted, in complete lust and desperation.
"Come," I ordered, resuming fucking him.
His hand went instantly to his cock and in maybe fifteen seconds he was coming all over the floor.
I fucked him throughout his orgasm, before pulling out, and asking, "You really do want to suck a real cock, don't you?"
"Sometimes," he admitted.
"Based on how quickly you come when it's mentioned, I'd say it's more than just sometimes," I pointed out.
"Well, when you mention cock, one pops into my head and I imagine sucking it," he admitted, standing straight up.
"Whose?" I asked.
"No one particular," he answered.
"There is no one cock that is most appetizing to you?" I asked, as I grabbed his hands, shifting from dominant lover to caring wife.
He couldn't make eye contact.
"Who?" I asked.
"Markus," he admitted.
"Is he big?" I asked, Markus being his best friend.
"Yeah," Chris nodded, again looking ashamed at what he was admitting.
"It's okay, honey," I said. "It turns me on thinking of you sucking cock."
"It does?" he asked.
"Yeah," I nodded, before adding, "although I'm not sure I could actually watch it."
"I understand," he nodded.
"Bethany says you sucking cock wouldn't be cheating on me," I continued.
"Really?" he again asked.
"Yeah, her theory was actually about me going to a lesbian bar and eating pussy," I continued, curious what he thought of me with another woman.
"That I would love to see," he said.
"You would?" I asked, it now being my turn to look for more information. Although a week ago I had no interest in another woman, the awakening of my sexuality, the frank talk with Bethany and the many toys had somehow made me curious. Not ready to cross the straight line, but curious.
"There is nothing hotter than two women having sex," he said.
"Men," I joked.
"If you end up being seduced by some lesbian this weekend I give you permission to explore," he said, this time me being the one who was surprised.
"You're giving me permission to cheat?" I asked.
"To explore," he smiled. "But only with women."
"So I have your permission to eat pussy?" I asked.
"You do," he nodded.
"What about having a woman eat me?" I asked.
"Sure," he nodded.
"Strap-on sex?" I continued, seeing how far he was willing to go.
"Why not?" he said.
"Wow!" I said.
"Everything about the past few days is Wow!" he pointed out.
"Was this orgasm more intense after the whole day of teasing?" I asked.
"It was intense as hell," he nodded.
"Since I have permission to munch cunt, I guess I should give you permission to suck cock," I said, stroking his cock.
He pulled away for the first time ever. "Please, don't. It's super sensitive."
"Sorry," I shrugged.
"I'm not sure I can actually follow through and suck cock," he said.
"I'm not sure I can actually follow through and munch cunt," I said.
"I love that nasty tongue," he smiled.
"I bet the lesbians will on Saturday too," I smiled with a wink as I headed out to get dressed, knowing that the kids would be home in a few minutes.
"I want pictures and video," he called out.
As I went to my bedroom I wondered: Did I actually want to eat pussy? I didn't have a definite answer, but it sure wasn't 'Hell no' like it would have been a few days ago.
I texted Bethany, "What does pussy taste like?"
THE END FOR NOW
Coming in the future:
Kinky Tales: Lured into Lesbianism: Dana's tale of going to the famous Le Chateau Club and exploring her sexuality in a whole new way.
Kinky Tales: My First Glory Hole: Chris, while in Toronto, experiences with sucking cock
or
Kinky Tales: My First Time Sucking: Chris, while in Toronto, experiences with sucking cock
Or
Kinky Tales: Not Straight Anymore: Chris, while in Toronto, experiences with sucking cock
PS Author's Note:
Should 'How I Pegged your Father' get its own story? This is either a great idea, or a terrible one... I'm not sure which one though.
Jasmine 2016
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THE TURNING CONTEST is a week-long competition between five MILF best friends over who can turn more straight teens, college girls and woman.
The prize: The winner gets a weekend with the other four woman's submissive 18-year-old daughters.
Note: This series is based on a few things:
a) Quick seductions (Each story will likely be under 5000 words... give or take); these are sex stories and thus lacking the detailed character development I often have.
b) Some are inspired by the Japanese molestation videos that are so popular in Japan.
c) This will be, if people enjoy them, a multi chaptered series about five women who seduce straight women.
Although each story definitely stands on its own, this is the third seduction scene. Here is a quick refresher of what has happened so far.
1. Turning Contest: A Beautiful Blonde, in which seductress VERONICA STONE seduces a teen in her clothing store.
2. Turning Contest: A Cute Maid, in which reluctant seductress (she is more a submissive) and rich wife CAROL WHITE seduces and dominates her temporary maid.
Turning Contest: A Delicious Model
Seductress 3: Ms. Portia James
Portia was horny and excited. The idea of a 'turning contest', a term she had come up with, was super exciting. She knew it would be a challenge to win, Veronica and Jasmine both being amazing seductresses and Crystal couldn't be ignored either. Carol, on the other hand, was a submissive and not a real threat.
Yet, Portia was casting for an upcoming movie starring Matt Damon when she got the update that Veronica had a turn already.
A couple of the actresses Portia had met so far were hot as hell, but way too famous to try and turn. Odds were they had already munched a fair amount of cunt to get where they are. It was 2016 and munching pussy to get ahead was as common as sucking dick.
That is why Portia never had a shortage of young up and coming starlets to crawl between her legs and eat her out. It was also why she thought this contest would be an easy victory and the idea of having her four best friends' daughters as her personal playthings was way too delicious not to play to win.
So Portia was happy she had purposely kept the last casting call for a young model attempting to break into the movie business.
Emily, Portia's secretary and regular pussy pleaser, brought the nineteen year old into her office.
Portia smiled as she checked out her next prey: a beautiful tall brunette, with long legs encased in black nylons, wearing five inch heels, and a black dress that showed every curve... including her small perky breasts.
Camelia was incredibly nervous. She had only been modeling for a year, in commercials, and this was her first movie audition. This could be her big break. Although commercials paid okay, she wanted to be a movie star.
Portia stood up and greeted her politely, "Good afternoon, I'm Portia Bending."
"Hi, I'm Camelia Carter," Camelia smiled back. Her real last name was Italian, D'Ambrosio, but she changed her last name to something simple and liked the idea of using alliteration which, to her, sounded sexier.
"Nice to meet you," Portia smiled, as she was already assessing her prey.
"You too," Camelia replied, immediately feeling comfortable with this woman.
"Please, take a seat," Portia instructed, offering her a seat across from her desk.
"Thank you," Camelia replied, thinking she would have worn something a little less sexy if she had known the casting agent was a female. She had already learned that showing skin and being flirty were crucial elements of getting gigs.
After a few minutes of generic questions, Portia's cell buzzed and she gasped as she saw that Carol, the submissive in the group, already had a turn.
Deciding they'd had enough generic chat, she needed to get a turn, Portia asked, "So why movies?"
Camelia was surprised by the question, but answered, "It's always been my dream."
"It's an ugly business," Portia warned.
"I understand," Camelia nodded. "But it is the final frontier."
"You have to be willing to do anything to get ahead," Portia continued.
"I'm very determined," Camelia said, even though she was beginning to feel less confident as the older woman was clearly not impressed by her lack of experience.
"You understand this role has nudity, don't you?" Portia revealed, which wasn't true, but the young model didn't know that... and she knew the director well enough to convince him to add a nude scene if need be (he loved being pegged and Portia loved to peg him... she loved the role reversal and, quite frankly, loved having a cock. Sometimes she wondered how come she wasn't born a man).
"Really?" Camelia asked, not sure she was willing to do that.
"It's a sex scene with Matt Damon," Portia lied, although that too could be arranged.
On the other hand, Camelia may be ready for that. "Oh."
"Every actress competing for this role must be comfortable with her body and being filmed nude," Portia continued, confident she was reeling her in.
"Um, okay," Camelia said, tentatively, hating the idea of her small breasts being revealed to the world. It was obvious she had small breasts, but at least push-up bras and a variety of outfits could make it look like she had more than she did.
Portia continued, knowing she had to attack aggressively, and ordered, "Stand up."
Camelia obeyed, even though she was wondering if she was getting in over her head.
"Take off your dress, Camelia," Portia instructed.
Camelia hesitated as she wondered if this was what she wanted. The opportunity to be in a movie with Matt Damon was exciting; the idea of a love scene with Matt Damon was also exciting; yet, the idea of being nude now, nude in front of a movie crew and nude on the big screen was rather nerve-wracking.
Portia saw the trepidation in the young woman's eyes. She had seen this look many times and almost always her next words were enough to push the young woman to undressing. "I don't mean to pressure you and I understand how nervous you must be, but I can't recommend you to the casting manager if you are not willing to undress."
"It's just, I've never done this before," Camelia explained, still nervous and unsure.
Portia stood up and walked over to her. Standing in front of the young woman she asked, really wanting to have this gorgeous girl buried between her legs, "Would it make you more comfortable if I undressed too?"
This surprised Camelia. "What? Um, I don't know."
"You must have been seen by many models naked?" Portia asked as she unbuttoned her own blouse not waiting for an answer.
"Yeah," Camelia nodded, thinking hundreds of women had seen her small tits before, as she watched the agent unbutton her blouse thinking this was very unorthodox.
"Well, this isn't any different," Portia explained. "It's just two women naked."
Camelia considered this. It was true, she had no problem being naked in the change room with models or even in the gym shower with strangers. Yet, somehow she knew this was different. She said, unsure what to say or do next, as the casting agent's blouse was open, showing a black lace bra, "I suppose."
Portia continued, taking her blouse off, "It's now or never, Camelia. I have seen a dozen women today. All of them would fit the role fine, but you, there is something about you that intrigues me."
"There is?" Camelia asked, drawn into the older woman's words.
"Yes, you have that perfect mixture of innocent and sexy that the script requires," Portia flattered, although she wasn't lying. The young woman was so cute, so innocent and yet hot as hell and likely a complete submissive.
"I do?" Camelia asked, insecure and nervous.
"Yes, but I need to see your body to confirm my assessment," Portia said, as she unclasped her bra and revealed her big 34C tits which were large for her very thin frame.
Camelia couldn't help but stare at the older woman's large breasts, which were more than double her own 32A breasts. She gasped in awe (no model she worked with had breasts even close to this big), as if staring into headlights, "Those are big!"
"Too big," Portia said, even though they had been one of the major reasons she got this job, among others... men loved big tits and Portia had no problems letting men see and play with them.
"I can't imagine," Camelia said, having wished hers were bigger her entire life.
"Let me see yours, my dear," Portia said softly.
Camelia asked, no longer seeing any reason to not show hers too, "Can you unzip me?"
"Sure, my dear," Portia nodded, as the seduction continued. The young woman turned around and Portia slowly unzipped the black dress.
Camelia turned back around and allowed the dress to slide off her even as anxiety coursed through her.
"Nice bra," Portia complimented as she took the initiative and reached around and unclasped it, allowing the young woman's small tits to be revealed.
Camelia was surprised when the older woman leaned in and unclasped her bra as the woman's large tits briefly pressed against her.
Portia took longer than necessary to unclasp the young woman's bra, wanting her big breasts to lean against the prey and also allow her hot breath to tease the bewildered young woman. When the bra was unclasped, she moved back, tossed the bra onto her desk, and said, "Those are perfect perky tits."
"They are almost non-existent," Camelia sighed, looking down at her relatively flat chest.
"They are model breasts," Portia pointed out, before adding, "and you have some hard sexy nipples, which are perfect for the sex scene."
"They get hard very easily," Camelia lied. Truth was she had no idea why her nipples were hard, but usually they only got hard when sucked on.
"Mine don't," Portia said. "They need to be sucked on."
Camelia couldn't explain it, but hearing those words, a small part of her wanted to lean forward and suck on those big nipples.
Camelia watched in strange awe as the older woman casually took off her skirt to reveal two surprises:
The older woman was wearing a garter-belt and stockings, and she wasn't wearing any panties.
Portia continued, looking down at the model's long legs encased in pantyhose and saying, as she pulled down her skirt, "For the record, pantyhose are out, my dear. It's either thigh highs or garter-belt and stockings."
Camelia just said, "Oh," to the words of the older woman, still shocked that she was staring at a pussy... a hairy pussy. Every girl she worked with was completely shaved. It was actually the very first thing her agent insisted on before her first photo shoot.
Portia acted as if it was no big deal that her pussy was in clear view as she moved around the young woman and said, "Shit, you have an amazingly tight ass."
"Thanks," Camelia said, knowing she did indeed have an amazing ass.
Portia moved her hands to the pantyhose clad ass and gave it a firm squeeze. "Shit, I wish my ass was this tight."
Camelia's eyes went wide at the sudden feeling of hands on her ass as she was touched by the older woman.
When the young woman didn't protest, as Portia was confident she wouldn't, she moved her hand around, slid it inside the young girl's silky pantyhose and to her panties in one quick strike.
Camelia let out a surprised moan at both the shock of what was happening and the spark of pleasure that coursed through her at being touched so intimately.
Portia purred, as she kissed the young model's neck, "Your pussy is wet, my dear."
Camelia knew it was and didn't know why. Yet, she protested even though she didn't move, continuing to allow her pussy to be touched outside her damp panties, "Ma'am, please, this is wrong."
"Your pussy disagrees with you," Portia pointed out, as her finger slid past the panties and moved directly to the wet pussy.
"Oooooh," Camelia moaned, as the finger parted her pussy lips, her head going light. She knew she should move away, take the finger out of her pussy, but she didn't... and she didn't know why.
"Just let go, my dear," Portia whispered, as she continued kissing the back of her prey's neck.
"Oh God," Camelia whimpered, the hot breath on her neck, mixed with the finger teasing her pussy making her a confused mess. She wasn't a lesbian and had refused more than a few advances by fellow models who almost all seemed to be either lesbians or at the very least bi. Yet, she hadn't ever been interested in other women before, but at this moment she was no longer sure that was still the case.
"You like that, my dear?" Portia asked, as she moved to the model's ear and tugged on it with her teeth.
"Ma'am, I, oh," Camelia whimpered, trying to regain control of the situation, even though she couldn't think straight. "Please, stop."
"You sure?" Portia asked, as her finger slid slightly inside the young woman, as far as it could in her current awkward position.
"Ooooh, God," Camelia trembled, as her pussy was invaded.
"How bad do you want this part, Camelia?" Portia asked, as she moved around slowly to face the pretty model, all the while keeping her finger inside the wet box.
"Badly," Camelia answered the question, as the finger went deeper inside her, creating new pleasure.
Portia leaned in and kissed the dazed and horny young woman. Portia knew some of her friends tended to be very aggressive in their seductions and Portia could be too, but while her friends were also dominant in their seductions and relationships with their submissive lovers, Portia liked to give and receive, to enjoy the intimacy that only two women could give each other. Sure she had been with men, lots and lots of men, although more times than not a blow job or a tit job got the job done (although she was willing to give up her pussy or ass when need be as she climbed the ladder to the position she was currently in), but she preferred women.
"And are you willing to do whatever it takes to get the part?" Portia asked, as she explored inside Camelia's pussy searching for the g-spot.
"Yes," Camelia moaned loudly, as a sudden wave of pleasure hit her when the older woman found her elusive, never before reached, g-spot.
Portia tapped on the g-spot, knowing that almost no man and even very few women could find the g-spot. Because of her gift for finding it, many women came back for more and thus Portia was never short of eager women to please her. That said, she loved adding new women to her list, the thrill of the chase its own erotic reward.
"Have you ever eaten pussy?" Portia asked, as she continued to tease the young woman, but refused to allow her to explode... she long ago knew driving a woman to the point of euphoria would have them doing things they never imagined doing.
"Nooooo," Camelia answered, as her body completely gave into the pleasure.
"But you're going to eat mine, aren't you?" Portia asked, as she suddenly stopped tapping the g-spot of the moaning prey.
Camelia's orgasm was about to erupt and the sudden ceasing of her g-spot being tapped had her desperate. She answered before she even had time to process her words. "Yes."
Portia pulled her finger out of the horny young girl, moved to her desk, hopped onto it, spread her legs wide and ordered, "Come and earn the part, Camelia."
Camelia's eyes went big, even as frustration coursed through her. She was seconds away from coming and now she seemed held in this state of almost there. And as she looked at the older woman, legs spread, she knew this was the moment. Do as she was told and she would likely get a role in the new Matt Damon movie. Refuse and her acting career may be over before it started.
Portia purred, as she parted her pussy lips, "I promise Camelia, once you get me off, I will finish what I started."
Her pussy on fire, these were the words she needed to hear. A promise to have the orgasm that was bubbling just below the surface finally erupt. As she walked the few feet to the older woman, she was doing this no longer to get a part (although that was hopefully a fringe benefit of her first pussy eating experience), but to feel more of the pleasure the older woman gave her... pleasure she had never experienced before. Never in her life had she wanted to come more than she did now.
Reaching her, Camelia paused, 'this is it', she thought to herself... 'the point of no return'. She knew that if she dropped to her knees and buried her face in the pussy in front of her, she was no better than the models she had resented who sucked cock or allowed themselves to be fucked to get gigs. She had always refused breaking her morals for a job... yet again... her body protested: this was about finally reaching the pleasure Portia had begun earlier, not about some job.
Portia waited patiently. She loved watching the internal struggle live... a struggle that almost always ended with the prey between her legs. And she had learned that, almost without fail, once a woman tastes that first pussy, especially hers, there was no going back. A new door had been opened and there was no way she was going to close it.
Camelia looked up into the smiling older woman's eyes and saw her give a slight nod and heard the whisper, "Go ahead, Camelia, you get me off and I will get you off." That seemed to be the last push she needed as Camelia lowered herself onto her knees, and slowly, tentatively, moved her face to the hairy pussy.
As Camelia's face reached the pussy, she was shocked at how strong the scent was. It was indescribable... exotic... slightly fishy... sweet. A paradox of scents and yet that was the only way she could describe it. She then leaned forward and began licking. The hair was abundant and yet she found a path to the wetness and licked.
Camelia's pussy leaked into her panties as she tasted her first pussy. She had no idea what one would taste like, but had assumed it would be real fishy as that was how her last boyfriend described it... yet that wasn't the taste at all. It was tangy and with the slightest scent of strawberries.
Portia watched as the young girl's eyes got big as she began licking... the look of surprise and addiction mixed as one. She knew then that she had a new submissive if she needed one.
Camelia lapped slowly, exploring the pussy with the eagerness and attentiveness of an explorer on an archelogy dig. She was completely captivated by the smell, the taste and just the act of pleasing. She licked every inch of the pussy; she flicked the swollen clit, which made the older woman moan loudly and she buried her nose in the pubic hairs that seemed to capture the full bouquet of the exotic, unique scent.
Portia was impressed with the eagerness and thoroughness of the virgin pussy pleaser. She moaned, "You're a natural, Camelia."
Camelia looked up and asked, keeping her face buried in heaven, "A natural what?"
"Pussy pleaser," Portia answered, looking down at her. "I can't believe you have never munched on a cunt before."
The words were ludicrous and nasty, yet they only seemed to enhance the wetness down below for the young first time pussy pleaser. Instead of being insulted or mortified, she was proud that she was getting a compliment. She began licking faster and with more aggression, now wanting to taste the full flood of the older woman's pussy juice... she wanted to make her come.



"Oh yes, Camelia," Portia moaned. "You look so hot between my legs licking my cunt."
Again, the words would have been ludicrous just a few minutes ago, yet at the moment it only made Camelia more eager. She moved to the woman's swollen clit and sucked it into her mouth.
Portia moaned, grabbing the brunette's hair and pulling her slightly deeper into her own wetness, "Yes, my sweet pussy pleaser. Suck on my clit."
Camelia knew she was getting close to getting her off and slid two fingers inside the older woman, as she explored the insides of a woman for the first time, in hopes of finding the g-spot of the older woman.
Portia, close now, demanded, "Yes, just finger fuck me while you suck on my clit."
Camelia obeyed, pumping her fingers furiously in the older woman while sucking on the big swollen clit.
"Yes, yes, yes," Portia moaned, as her orgasm suddenly built at a fiery pace.
Camelia wanted to get the older woman off desperately and slid a third finger inside the moaning woman.
"Your fist, shove your entire fist in me," Portia ordered, wanting to come hard and knowing from past experience her most intense orgasms occurred through rough fist fuckings.
Camelia was surprised, and not sure her entire fist could fit inside the older woman's pussy, but she again obeyed and then watched in awe as her entire fist disappeared inside the woman's magical cunt.
"Now pound me with that fist" Portia demanded, suddenly feeling completely full and wanting to be roughly fist fucked by this sweet girl.
Camelia felt a sudden rush and she began fucking the older woman's cunt with her fist. She purred, "You like getting fisted, don't you slut?"
Portia was surprised by the name calling from the sweet model but moaned, "Yes, fist fuck me."
"Beg, bitch," Camelia demanded, as her entire hand and wrist were deep inside the woman.
"Oh God, yes, please fist fuck the shit out of me," Portia moaned, surprised she was turned on by the sudden role reversal.
"And I have the role?" Camelia questioned, as she wiggled her fingers inside the horny older woman.
"Yes, yes, dammit," Portia answered, which was the truth since she had already decided to recommend her.
"You better fucking keep your word," Camelia demanded, as she resumed fist fucking the woman and feeling a strange euphoria at being the one in charge.
"I promise," Portia moaned loudly, the rough fist fucking driving her wild.
"Come slut," Camelia ordered, as she kept fisting the woman and resumed flicking the clit with her tongue.
"Yesssssss," Portia screamed seconds later, as her orgasm erupted through her and she collapsed back on her desk.
Camelia pulled her fist out and buried her face in the leaking pussy, wanting to taste the full nectar of the female cum. She wasn't a fan of male cum, although it wasn't unbearable, but the taste of female cum was something she could have again and again. She licked and licked as the cum seemed to flow constantly.
Portia just lay there enjoying the aftermath of a great orgasm, her head spinning with how intense it was and how shocking it was to see the shy starlet suddenly turn dominant.
Camelia lapped up every drop of cum until Portia slowly sat back up and said, "That was quite the performance."
"I aim to please," Camelia smiled, feeling her face glistening with cum.
"As do I," Portia smiled back, as she got off the desk and went around to grab her strap-on in her desk. Taking control back, she ordered, "Stand up and bend over the desk. It's time to return the favour."
Camelia got off her knees and got in the position she was instructed, excited to have the orgasm she was earlier rejected.
"Good girl," Portia smiled, as she pulled the strap-on out of her desk and put it on her hips.
Camelia watched in surprise that the older woman had a strap-on in her desk and was about to use it on her. Yet, she was so horny that she wasn't going to protest. She had resisted many lesbian encounters in the past, but now that she had sampled one, and was on a natural high from a woman's touch and a woman's taste, she was willing to explore this side of her sexuality.
Once the strap-on was on, Portia moved back around the desk, moved behind the bent over and willing sexy girl and in one firm rip she tore the pantyhose apart. Portia whispered, "Now you can see why I wear a garter-belt and stockings."
"Cheaper in the long run," Camelia joked.
"And sexier," Portia added, surprised such a pretty young girl had such ugly panties. "We also need to have a chat about your panty choice."
"I tried going commando once, but it drove me nuts," Camelia explained, before adding, "and not in a good way,"
Portia went back to her desk and grabbed scissors. "Thongs or sexy underwear are a good choice too."
Camelia wasn't sure why Portia was grabbing scissors until Portia returned behind her and cut her panties.
Portia whispered, "I want complete access to this sweet pussy of yours."
"Yes, ma'am," Camelia replied, excited and nervous.
Portia noticed the complete shift from the young girl's brief dominant time to her much more natural submissive persona. Portia asked, as she pulled the cut panties out from the pantyhose, "If I'm ma'am, what are you?"
"Whatever you want me to be," Camelia answered, completely at the whim of this beautiful older woman with the large tits, sweet hairy pussy and controlling persona.
"I like that," Portia purred, as she lowered herself to her knees and buried her face in the young girl's pussy from behind... a position she loved. Portia had a signature double orgasm mode:
-First, get the girl revved up with the g-spot drumming, but no coming. <check>
-Second, have the prey so desperate to come they will do whatever you ask, including going down on you.<check>
-Third, after coming, bend her over, eat her pussy and finger her until she comes (hard). <in process>
-Four, while she is coming from her first orgasm, pound the shit out of her until a second orgasm follows the first <in process>.
"Oh yes," Camelia moaned, the moment the tongue made contact on her already very wet pussy.
"You're so wet," Portia purred, as she licked the sweet pussy and slid a finger in as well.
Camelia whimpered, as a finger slid easily inside her, "That's all your fault."
"I'm flattered," Portia said, as her finger found the young girl's g-spot.
"Oh fuck," Camelia, who seldom swore, moaned loudly, as her g-spot was again discovered.
"Come, my sweet pet," Portia ordered, as she relentlessly tapped on the g-spot like it was a drum.
"Oh God," Camelia moaned, the pleasure so good, so intense, that she knew she wasn't going to last long. Hearing her referred to as 'pet' also turned her on, even though if a guy said that she would kick him in the balls.
"Now, my pet, I want that cum flooding out of that sweet cunt of yours," Portia continued.
"Oh yes, shit, fuck, yes, yes, fuck," Camelia babbled, her head going light as her orgasm hit her like a ton of bricks in a Looney Tunes cartoon.
As soon as the cum started flooding, Portia pulled her finger out, sucked the cum off it and purred, "Sweet as wine."
"Oooooh," was all the young model could say as her most intense orgasm ever, likely the first real orgasm at the hands of another person, cascaded through her. Her eyes were closed and her body was on fire when she felt her cunt suddenly filled by cock. "Oooooooh, God," she gasped, as the older woman began fucking her hard, her body slamming into her with each deep thrust.
"I believe in multiple orgasms," Portia explained, as she pounded the hot model.
"I can't have those," Camelia whimpered, the intensity of the orgasm and the sudden fucking making the pleasure even more intense.
"I doubt you'll be saying that in a few minutes," Portia promised, having heard that before and always able to prove those words wrong... which, of course, was another reason that many woman came back to see Portia again and again.
"I've tried many times," Camelia struggled to say, as the orgasm refused to leave, apparently staying way longer than usual because of the hard-core fucking.
Portia continued fucking the model hard and deep, knowing from experience once the g-spot orgasm was triggered, that multiple orgasms were relatively easy to achieve... sometimes half a dozen.
Camelia just grabbed the edge of the desk for support and enjoyed the intense pleasure of the most surreal and intense fucking of her life. Men had fucked her this hard, but never had she felt this pleasure. And even though she couldn't believe it, she could feel a second orgasm building even as the first one hadn't completely dissipated.
Portia listened to the moans and increased stunted breathing. She loved watching the woman she was fucking, loved listening to the woman she was fucking. As mentioned before, she loved to receive and give.
Camelia couldn't believe the pleasure she was feeling, her entire body feeling like it was on heavenly fire.
For a few minutes there was just fucking. Just the sounds of two bodies colliding. Just the sounds of the model and her moans, which were getting louder and louder.
Then it happened. Camelia, stunned to her very core, screamed as the impossible became possible and she had multiple orgasms for the first time ever, "Holy fuck!"
Portia smiled as she again made another woman reach heavenly bliss more than once. She kept fucking the model thinking maybe she would give her a third orgasm too.
For Camelia the pleasure was intense as her second orgasm made her entire body mush.
After another minute of fucking and coming, Camelia begged, suddenly feeling like she was going to pee, "Please stop."
Portia had seen this before, the intensity of the orgasms so extreme the dehydrated coming woman would need to pee.
Portia pulled out and Camelia weakly said, "I have to pee."
Portia smiled, "I have my own washroom right back there."
"Thank God," Camelia said, scurrying to the washroom.
Portia smiled as she went to her phone, still wearing the strap-on, and sent in her first point.
Scorecard:
Carol: 1
Portia: 1
Veronica: 1
Crystal: 0
Jasmine: 0
THE END
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Summary: Revengeful Mom decides 2 make rich sister the family fuck-to
This is part five (of six) of the Revenge of the Nerds Mind Control story. Here is a summary of the first four parts:
BITCH SISTER
Brandon was fired from his job due to the failure of a mind control drug that had major side effects. Humiliated, he moved back home where he perfected the drug and planned to use it to get revenge on the CEO bitch who fired him. But unsure of the side effects, he decided to first test it on his bitch sister who became his personal fuck toy.
CHEERLEADERS
Brandon punishes his sister for her disobedience and, wanting to test if the drug has the same effects on each person, decides to add a second slut to his collection in his sister's best friend Becky. Besides testing the effects of the drug, he also decides to sodomize not one, but both submissive cheerleaders.
EX-BULLY'S MOM
Brandon ponders creating a new formula that isn't permanent to get his Mom, whom he respects too much to use the drug on. After some more ass fucking of his sister, he decides to test the drug on a neighbour MILF and mother of an ex-bully.
MOM
Brandon helps a friend get his own personal fuck toy before walking in to find his mother bound and being used by the ex-bully's Mom. After saving his mom and punishing the bitch, he and his mother end up having wild sex... until his sister walks in and joins the action for a sweet family threesome.
Thanks to: Robert, goamz86, and Wayne for editing.
A reminder of how the drug itself works when sprayed at a person:
Changes the moral fibre of a person...in reality, it shifts the decision making of the individual to the low standards they have while drunk...but with even more psychological manipulation:
-the person can't lie (like in that Jim Carrey movie 'Liar Liar')
-the person's body feels the need to obey even though their conscious mind argues against such obedience
-the person's sexual libido increases substantially
-the individual feels constricted by the clothes they are wearing and wants to be naked
-he had also played with the formula to create what he believed would be potentially permanent impacts on the person infected (the original drug only lasted an hour). This was the one thing he was still very unsure of: it could last a few hours, days, weeks or maybe forever.
And now the next chapter to Brandon's revenge plot, which takes yet another twist on his journey to ultimate revenge.
Revenge of the Nerd: Stuck-Up Aunt
After depositing a load in his Mom's incredibly tight ass, Brandon had dinner with his two live-in sluts.
Elizabeth, the Mom, her ass a little sore after a rough ass fucking, with what little cum that her daughter, Carrie, hadn't sucked out as an appetizer leaking onto the chair, sat in silence and pondered her surreal day. After much thought, she said, "So you have made my daughter an involuntary bimbo to everyone?"
"Yeah," Brandon admitted, feeling a bit guilty about it.
"And it can't be reversed?" The mother said, looking at her daughter. She enjoyed the sudden role reversal and the putting in place of her bitchy, almost uncontrollable daughter, but didn't want her to be a complete sex bimbo for life.
"I am trying to create a cure," Brandon admitted.
"Really?" Carrie asked.
"Yeah," Brandon nodded. "I don't think I can erase the damage I have done to you in regards to utter obedience, but I think I can limit it to only sex and maybe reverse some of the eternity commands I have programmed inside you."
"That would be a start," Carrie said, frustrated that she still wouldn't completely control her own body, but praying this would be a way to regain part of her life back.
Carrie was surprised when her mother said, "This is all your fault, Carrie."
"Pardon?" Carrie asked, surprised.
"If you hadn't turned into such a complete selfish bitch I imagine Brandon would have tested this drug on someone else," Elizabeth said.
"Your son turned me into a bimbo whore and I'm the bad one here?" Carrie said, instantly angry.
"You were already a slut," the mother pointed out, before adding, "and based on your marks, you were relatively a bimbo too."
"Mother!" Carrie said, tears beginning to form in her eyes out of both hurt and anger.
"Mom, I think she has learned her lesson," Brandon interjected, surprised by his mom's behaviour.
"Have you, Carrie?" Elizabeth asked, looking into her daughter's eyes.
"Yes, ma'am," Carrie nodded, trying to act like a good daughter.
"And regardless of what cure your brother creates, you understand that you are the subservient to both your Mother Mistress and your Brother Master?"
Brandon was impressed by his mom's sudden personality shift. It was like she had awakened from years of motherly slumber and become the sexual being she naturally was.
Carrie was shocked by her mother's words but nodded, "Yes Mistress."
"Good, now come and get some dessert," Elizabeth said, loving the idea of having her own personal live-in pussy pleaser.
"Yes, Mistress," Carrie said, stunned by her mom's dominant behaviour, but at the same time hungry for her next dose of cum.
Once Carrie was licking her pussy, Elizabeth said, "And you. We need some ground rules."
"Okay," Brandon nodded, curious what she was going to say.
"I'm still your mother, and in public that relationship must stay the same," she said, not wanting her image to be erased due to her sudden incestuous relationships.
"Of course," Brandon smiled, already seeing where his mom was going.
"But when in this house, or alone, you are the man of the house," Elizabeth said, completely turned on by the idea of not only having her own live-in pussy muncher, but her own live-in Master with a big cock.
"Agreed," Brandon said, before adding, "of course, I have some ground rules as well."
"Which are?"
"You will always be in nylons."
"I already am."
"And I will start sleeping in your room with you."
"Agreed."
"I think that is all for now," Brandon said.
"How about we invite my sister over sometime soon?" Elizabeth suggested. She hated her younger sister with a passion, and if she could use the drug on one person it would be her.
"Are you suggesting I turn your sister into a cunt munching slave for you?" Brandon asked with a wicked smile.
"Is that bad?" Elizabeth asked demurely, as she put her hand on the back of her daughter's head.
"Very, very bad," Brandon nodded, his cock rising again.
"Is that a yes?"
"Hell, yeah," Brandon nodded, as he got up, moved behind his sister and slammed his cock in her asshole.
"Yes!" Carrie screamed into her mom's cunt, the nasty talk of turning her auntie into a slut instantly turning her on.
Brandon pounded his sister's ass knowing it would take him an eternity to come after the last couple of hours.
Elizabeth said, "I'll invite Lisa over this weekend."
Carrie asked, between getting her ass reamed and licking her mother's pussy, "Can I be above Aunt Lisa?"
"If you keep being a good daughter," Elizabeth said.
"Like I have a choice," Carrie joked, burying her face back in her mom's cunt.
"Touché," the mother laughed.
"Hopefully I'll have a new version of the drug by then," Brandon said.
"So if you modify it what are you hoping for?" Elizabeth asked.
"Well, the drug controlling a person's sexual submission will always be there. For example, once a guy thinks about sucking a cock, he will always think of sucking a cock. Same thing, once the chemical gets in a person's head, they will forever be a sexual submissive being. That said, I may be able to isolate the drug so they only obey one person or group of people."
"So right now Carrie will obey any task given?" Elizabeth asked.
"Yes."
"So if I told her to walk outside naked she would?"
"Yep. The only condition is that they won't risk their lives."
"So if I told her to drop dead or stab herself, she wouldn't have to obey?"
"Correct, the survival part of the brain is always there working, unlike the moral part, which is easily manipulated."
"Explains politicians," Elizabeth joked.
"That it does," Brandon nodded back.
"That is quite the drug," Elizabeth said seriously.
"Yes, it has the ability to change the world," Brandon said.
"Or end it," Elizabeth countered.
"What do you mean?"
"Well, if government had this would they use it morally?"
"I hope so," Brandon said, as the true revelation of the impact the drug could have became crystal clear. "Shit!"
"Yeah," Elizabeth nodded. "I think you need to fix the drug, especially so your sister doesn't end up in the hands of a nefarious asshole or bitch and then you need to burn all your research and get rid of any extra drug."
"I suppose you are right," Brandon nodded, realizing the drug was way too dangerous to have out and about in the world.
"Of course, that is after we use it on my sister and you get your revenge," Elizabeth smiled.
"I love this naughty side of you, Mom."
"You just like having your own live-in Mommy-slut," Elizabeth moaned, her daughter's tongue really working her over.
"A three-hole Mommy cum bucket," Brandon corrected, as he continued slamming into his sister's tight ass.
"Yes, baby," she screamed, as her orgasm cascaded through her thinking of having her sister between her legs.
A couple minutes later, her orgasm subsiding, the mom said, "I think I need to go sex toy shopping tomorrow."
Carrie moaned, "Can I come too?"
"Yes, you may come with the most intense orgasm you have ever had the moment you feel me shoot my load in your asshole, slut," Brandon quipped, playing on words.
"Oh God, yes, ream my asshole, big brother," Carrie moaned, as she began bouncing back to meet his hard deep thrusts.
"You want my cum, sister slut?"
"Yes, Master, fill your slut's asshole with your big cock and cum."
Elizabeth watched her two children fuck. A day ago this would have mortified her. Now it turned her on. Fuck, life is funny.
A few more minutes of hard fucking and Brandon grunted, "Here it comes."
"Yesssssss," Carrie instantly screamed, her orgasm trembling through her just as she felt a load of his cum explode in her shit hole.
As soon as Brandon pulled out, Carrie collapsed to the floor in complete euphoria.
Brandon moved to his mother and shoved his cock in her mouth as he ordered, "Clean my cock, Mommy-slut."
Elizabeth had never sucked a cock that had been in another person's ass before, but she obeyed like the good Mommy-slut she was... both turned on and disgusted by the act.
When Brandon pulled out a minute later, Elizabeth asked, "Did you make the orgasms more intense as a mental order?"
"I did," Brandon nodded.
"Shit, if you could isolate just more intense orgasms I would love to be sprayed," Elizabeth said.
"I may be able to concoct an orgasm aphrodisiac," Brandon pondered.
"Do it," Elizabeth said, as she watched her daughter still coming and twitching on the floor a couple of minutes after the orgasm hit her.
Brandon got dressed and headed into the lab to attempt to create a semi-cure of the drug. If it worked the way he thought it would, it would then be easy to isolate the impact of the drug to only sex... Thus making the drug useless to the government and yet still useful for him.
Brandon worked all night, and by the morning he felt he was close to a cure but was too tired to continue.
Brandon left his lab to get a few hours of shut eye when he heard his mom moan, "That's it, baby, eat Mommy's cunt."
Brandon walked into the kitchen to see his sister under the kitchen table licking her mom.
"Have you not gone to bed?" Elizabeth asked, surprisingly feeling no guilt over the reality that she had committed incest with both her son and daughter, or that her daughter had no choice but to eat her.
"Been trying to work on a cure," Brandon answered, his cock hardening at watching the lesbian act.
"Any luck?"
"I'm close."
"Me too," the mom purred with naughty innuendo as she grabbed her daughter's head and pulled it deeper into her wet box.
Brandon said as he walked to her and pulled out his dick, "I think I'd better be a part of this family sharing of fluids."
Elizabeth asked, raising an eyebrow as she moaned, her orgasm very close, "You think you get to just shove your cock in your mom's face now?"
Brandon brimming with confidence after yesterday, slid his cock into his mom's open moaning mouth as he answered, "And your mouth."
Elizabeth couldn't deny how much her suddenly dominant son turned her on, even though she knew it shouldn't. She began bobbing on his hard cock.
Underneath the table, eagerly lapping her mom's sweet pussy, Carrie heard her brother's words and felt hope for the first time in a few days. She had learned her lesson, she wouldn't be such a bitch anymore.
Elizabeth allowed her son's cock to slip out of her mouth as she screamed, her orgasm hitting her, "Yes, fuck, lap up Mommy's cum."
Carrie eagerly did, getting her morning dose of cum.
Brandon ordered, "Keep sucking, Mom," as he slid his throbbing cock back in her mouth.
Elizabeth obeyed, even though she knew she should have scolded him. There was no way she was going to quit fucking her son or having her daughter munch her pussy, but she figured she should still be the one in charge. Yet, her son's dominant behaviour had her fevered and at a loss of words... and with a mouthful of cock.
Carrie finished licking every drop of come, before she crawled out from under the table to see her mother hungrily bobbing on her brother's cock. She couldn't deny it: she felt both jealous she wanted that cock, preferably in her wet cunt and turned on watching her over protective mom become a cock sucking slut (especially since she was doing it of her own accord).
Brandon greeted, "Good morning, sis."
"Hey," Carrie said, unable to take her eyes off her brother's cock.
Brandon was close, his mother a great cock sucker, when an idea popped into his head. He waited until the very last possible moment to pull out of his mom's mouth and instantly splattered his surprised mom's face with his cum.
Elizabeth gasped as the hot thick load splattered her face, something she had not had done in years, "Brandon!"
Rope after rope hit the suddenly surprised Mom's face, even though she didn't move away... instead taking the facial like a good slut.
Once he was done spewing his load on his pretty mom's face, he ordered Carrie, "Get your morning dose off Mom's face."
Carrie didn't say a word as she quickly obeyed, licking and sucking the white gobs of cum off the face of her still stunned mom.
When Carrie moved to get the cum off her Mom's lips, her mom kissed her, sliding her tongue into her mouth.
Brandon watched in awe as any guy would as two hot woman kissed.
When Elizabeth broke the kiss, she shifted naturally into mother mode as she scolded her son. "Don't you ever shoot your cum all over my face without warning."
Carrie added, "Yes, what a waste of cum," before she realized what she had said.
Brandon shrugged, as he tried to remain in firm control, making it clear he was the man of the house, "Mom, I want you to be a part of this journey, but let's make this clear. The hierarchy is me on top, then you and then Carrie."
Elizabeth was shocked and speechless. Part of her was completely turned on by his strong persona, the other half wanted to slap him across the face.
Brandon could see his mom's confusion, and knew he couldn't back down, as he added, "Is that clear, Mom?"
Elizabeth, her body overruling her mind, answered, "Yes."
"Good," Brandon nodded confidently, reveling in the power he had. "I'm going to bed. The two loads should get you to lunch and you can get an afternoon load from Mitch."
"What happened to Mike?" Elizabeth asked.
"Brandon made me dump him for a nerd," Carrie answered, still annoyed by it, although Mitch's cock was bigger than her jock ex-boyfriend.
"Good, Mike was an asshole," Elizabeth said, as she got up and went to finish getting ready.
Hearing someone in the garage, Brandon went and looked and saw Sharon in there, in her robe, on her knees waiting. He laughed, "We almost forgot about you."
"Please let's get this over with," Sharon said, frustratingly craving her pussy juice.
Brandon walked back to the kitchen and said, "Carrie, if you want a morning orgasm you may have one at the expense of our neighbour."
"Really?" Carrie said surprised.
"Yes, I had to get revenge on Parker and figured I may as well test the drug on his mother."
"Delicious," Carrie said, heading to the garage.
Brandon went to his room and crashed in seconds, his body and mind both exhausted.
...
When Brandon woke up at two, he grabbed a couple pop tarts and headed right back to the lab.
By four-thirty, he thought he may have a temporary solution. A chemical mixture would make it that certain long term conditions could be erased. It wouldn't eliminate the mind control sexual obedience, that was permanent, and any sexual order would still have to be obeyed... but he could rescind, he hoped, long term orders and any addictions to cum, for example.
Excited, he went to the kitchen and was surprised to see Mom wasn't home yet.
He called out, "Carrie, you home?"
No answer. He went to check her room and heard moans coming from her room and Carrie demanding, "Harder, fuck me harder."
Brandon opened the door and saw Carrie riding the nerd Mitch.
"Get out of here," Carrie demanded, as she rode the nerd's cock furiously. He had already come in her twice... once at school in her mouth and in the first two minutes of fucking... as she took his virginity.
Brandon apologized, "Sorry," and quickly closed the door.
As he returned to the kitchen, suddenly starving, his cell rang.
"Hey Mom."
"Picking up food for dinner. What would you like!"
"Your pussy," a suddenly horny Brandon answered.
"You are insatiable," Elizabeth said. "I was thinking of Kentucky Fried Chicken."
"That is finger lickin' good," Brandon quipped.
"As am I," the mother responded, playing along to the twisted incest sexual innuendo.
"Agreed, and KFC is perfect," Brandon said.
"Good, fuck you soon," Elizabeth said, hanging up and then shaking her head. She felt like she was nineteen and in college again... where she was fucked daily.
A few minutes later, Mitch scurried out of the house, avoiding Brandon completely.
Carrie walked down in a robe and asked, "So do all nerds have big dicks?"
Brandon shrugged, "All the ones I know."
"Well, I just took his virginity and two loads in my cunt," the sister revealed.
"Good, because Mom has made it pretty clear she wants my next load," Brandon said, then couldn't believe the reality of what he just said.
"I can't believe she has turned into such a slut without the drug," Carrie said, still in awe of how her rather prudish mom had shifted into a complete whore.
"Years of denial, I imagine."
"Think she was a slut when she was my age?"
"Likely."
"That is cool."
"So is Mitch your boyfriend?"
"Yeah," Carrie nodded, before adding, "and if he keeps fucking me like that I will keep him forever."
"Is he better in bed than the great Mike?"
"Way better, truth be told," Carried admitted. "Plus, Mitch went down on me."
"All nerds munch cunt," Brandon said.



"Is that a fact?"
"We try way harder to please," he said.
"That seems to be true," Carrie nodded.
"Come here," Brandon ordered.
"I thought you were saving yourself for Mom."
"I think I have a partial solution to the drug."
"Really? Awesome," she said, walking to her brother.
Brandon pulled out the spray and sprayed it on his sister.
"So how will this work?" she asked.
"It can reverse any long term order and prevent any future long term orders."
"So I won't be addicted to cum?"
"If I make that suggestion."
"Could you also make it so I didn't have to obey Becky? She has become a major bitch."
Brandon spent a few minutes giving new suggestions to his sister. Once done, they tested out some orders and Carrie was relieved that her body didn't automatically do them. He said, "Just to make it clear, you can't say no to any sexual order still, that is permanent. But, everything else is gone."
"Thanks," Carrie sighed, thinking it would be rare for someone to randomly give her a sexual order.
"Oh, I imagine you will be repaying me for life," Brandon smiled just as the front door opened.
Elizabeth walked in with the food and said, "Come and eat."
Carrie asked with a wicked smile, "The chicken or your cunt?"
"Yes, come and get Mommy's cunt nice and ready for your big brother," Elizabeth said, as she put the bag on the table and sat down on the couch.
Carrie, who loved her mother's taste, crawled between her mom's stocking-clad legs and began licking, not surprised she was already quite wet.
Brandon explained, "I fixed most of the suggestions in Carrie."
"So she isn't addicted to cum anymore?"
"Sadly, no," Brandon nodded, before adding, "of course, she still can't say no to any sexual order."
"Good," Elizabeth nodded, "I Iike having my own live-in pussy muncher."
"Mom!" Carrie protested but with a giggle.
"What? I do."
Brandon and Elizabeth ate dinner, while Carrie ate her Mom.
Once both were done, Elizabeth ordered, "Now come and fuck Mommy."
"If I have to," Brandon joked.
"You have to," the mother confirmed as Carrie moved out from her mother's legs, licking her wet lips.
As Brandon fucked his mother, Carrie ate dinner.
Brandon shot his load in his mother after ten minutes and a few positions. As soon as he pulled out, Carrie quickly buried her face in her mom's cum filled cunt.
Brandon questioned, "Are you doing this because you want to or have to?"
"I think because I want to," Carrie said, loving the taste mixture of male and female cum.
Once Carrie was satisfied, they sat down to watch Wheel of Fortune until the doorbell rang. Brandon went to get it and was surprised to see it was Parker.
"Please fix me," he begged the minute the door was open.
"Not enjoying your new life?" Brandon asked with a smile.
"I got suspended for offering to suck off my professors and now all I can do is think of cock," Parker explained, furious, but knowing he couldn't show it and get any added punishments.
"You can never lie to me," Brandon ordered. "Did you enjoy sucking cock?"
Parker wanted to say no, but once he got past the original disgust of sucking a man in his 50s at the YMCA he began to really enjoy it. "Yes," he admitted, ashamed, but defended, "but that is because you made me into a faggot."
"I didn't condition you to like it," Brandon pointed out.
"Whatever, can you reverse it?" Parker asked.
"No," Brandon said, "the condition is permanent. You will always be a queer. But if you play your cards right no one else will know that you must obey any order given."
"Any order?" Parker asked.
"Bark like a dog."
"Ruff, ruff, ruff."
"Stop."
"Why did you do this to me?" Parker asked, mortified.
"Because you were such a bully in high school. Doing your Mom was just an added bonus."
"My Mom won't even look at me."
"And if you disobey again, your dad will be the next one you suck."
"God, no."
"I was nice, I only made a couple life-long conditions like loving cock and craving cum. Are you craving cum right now?"
"Yes," he admitted mouth instantly watering the moment the question was asked.
"Craving a cock in your ass?"
"Yes," he again admitted.
"Did you know that there are three glory holes in town?"
"No," Parker answered, his cock instantly hardening.
"One at college on the 7th floor of the library, one downtown in the bathroom beside the McDonalds and one in a porn store on the west side of town," Brandon revealed, having done some research about it earlier out of curiosity.
Craving cum, he asked, his hunger controlling his mind, "Can I suck your cock?"
"I'm not a faggot, Parker," Brandon said smugly. "Plus, if I was going to fuck someone it would be your Mom's ass."
"You bastard, I," Parker began and stopped, not wanting any more conditions added.
"I'll give you that one," Brandon said, "but one more outburst and the next order is sucking your dad's cock and getting a facial three times a day that you can only wash off the next morning."
"Sorry," Parker apologized, both of those orders terrifying.
"Now go and suck five cocks at each of the three gloryholes," Brandon ordered, and take one load of cum in your asshole at each one too."
"Please, no," Parker pleaded.
"At least six of those loads must be on your face and then go see your girlfriend and tell her you are a faggot who only sucks cock and takes cock up his ass."
Parker couldn't control his anger as he roared, "I'm going to fucking kill you!"
As Parker went to punch Brandon, Brandon ordered, "Punch yourself in the balls."
Parker obeyed, collapsing to the ground.
"You will punch yourself in the balls every hour for the next twenty-four hours," Brandon added, "and if you fucking threaten me again I will make that a permanent order, is that clear?"
"Yes," Parker replied in pain.
"And because I'm in a good mood I won't add the incest order yet, but I do have to punish you. You will send me and your girlfriend a picture of yourself with a cock in both holes in the next two hours. You will then send one of you with all the cum on your face. You will also go and buy a strap-on and take it with you to your girlfriend and ask her to fuck you with it. Lastly, you will look up every guy from our senior class who still lives in town, go to their houses, apologize for being such an asshole, and offer to be their cock sucker for the day."
Parker thought the humiliation would never end.
"Is that clear?"
"Yes," Parker said, getting up off his knees.
"Have fun, faggot," Brandon said, revelling in the power he had over the bully.
"This isn't fun," Parker pointed out.
Brandon added, "From now on you feel pleasure only when a cock is inside one of your two fuck holes."
Parker just nodded as he went to his car to start the lengthy task that was humiliating and yet had his cock hard as a rock.
Brandon returned to the house and asked his mom, "When are we going to test the new drug on Aunt Lisa?"
"I want to use the original drug on Lisa."
"You do?" Brandon asked.
"Yes, we can always give her the partial cure later," Elizabeth said, wanting to really have fun with this. "Is here any chance you can make it so it goes in her coffee?"
"Yeah, I could easily turn it into a liquid, like cream."
"Please do."
"Will do," Brandon said, surprised at how vengeful his mother was... which was another reason to get rid of his research soon.
...
Brandon spent the next three days hard at work on the drug. He created a liquid version and a version that would make the person sprayed unable to remember after an hour how they became like this. That way, the risk of getting caught was much less.
He also made a new drug that if sprayed would simply make orgasms more intense, a manipulation of the mind that he created specifically for his mom.
Of course, during these days he fucked his mom every day, while Carrie, much to his surprise, kept dating the nerd... even bringing him home for dinner.
Then came Saturday.
Brandon gave his mom the liquid version and Elizabeth used it as she poured a coffee for her sister. He then listened from around the corner as his mother turned his aunt into a submissive sex slave.
Elizabeth waited for it to take effect as they chatted about generic bullshit where Lisa raved on and on about her career while taking sly, but clear, shots at Elizabeth's life. Finally, dying to see if the drug would work, Elizabeth ordered, "Lisa would you please massage my feet?"
"What?" Lisa asked, the suggestion ridiculous. Yet, she felt herself getting off her chair as she asked, "Why are you even wearing nylons at the house?"
"My boy toy likes me wearing them," Elizabeth answered.
As Lisa dropped to her knees, she condescendingly asked, even as she realized she was on her knees, "You have a boy toy?"
"I have a girl toy, too," Elizabeth added. "Two actually, although I'm hoping to add a third very, very soon."
Lisa took the foot in her hands as she heard her sister's bizarre declarations that she was a lesbian and then she finally realized she had obeyed her sister and was massaging her foot. 'Why am I doing this?' she thought to herself. She tried to stop, but couldn't.
Elizabeth smiled, her sister had obeyed the simple, yet slightly demeaning task. She added, "Why don't you suck on each of my toes while you're down there?"
"Elizabeth stop being ridicul..." Lisa said, but was cut off as her mouth suddenly began sucking on her sister's toes through the silk nylon. 'What the fuck is going on?' Lisa thought to herself as she obeyed.
Elizabeth considered explaining what was happening, but instead decided to watch her sister's bewildered facial expression for a bit longer and just enjoyed her younger sister doing the demeaning slightly sexual task.
As Lisa obeyed, she tried to understand what the hell was going on. Why was she obeying? Why couldn't she stop?
Once all five toes had been sucked, Elizabeth ordered, "The other foot too, baby sister."
As Lisa obeyed, she began to ask, "What have you done to..." But her question was cut off as her mouth sucked on the big toe of the other foot.
"You do look good on your knees," Elizabeth quipped, before adding, "I imagine you have been on them a lot to get where you are in your career."
Lisa was furious. Both because her sister had drugged her somehow and also because that her sister was implying she fucked her way to the top. Sure she had given some blow jobs, been fucked many times and even took it in the ass on occasion, but that was all part of the sexual hierarchy that was the business world. All the female CEO's she knew had sucked and fucked their way to the top. True equality between men and women was a fallacy... until you got to the top and she, as Vice-President, was so close to the top she could taste it... literally.
After all ten toes were sucked, Lisa asked with venom in her tone, "What did you do to me?"
"Nothing," Elizabeth shrugged, before adding, "other than make you my personal servant."
Lisa stood up and said, "This isn't funny."
"Actually, it's hilarious," Elizabeth smirked. "Get undressed."
"What is wrong with you?" Lisa asked, even as her hands obeyed the order.
"I've had a sexual awakening," the older sister answered as she watched her sister obey.
Lisa looked down and realized she was obeying her sister's order. "Why can't I stop this?" she asked, baffled at the fact she was unbuttoning her blouse.
"I gave you a drug that makes you obey every order I give you," Elizabeth said matter-of-factly.
"You did what?" Lisa asked, even though she heard the answer.
"You always were a little slow on the uptake," Elizabeth smirked. She spoke slower, purposely mocking her sister, "I... gave you... a drug... that... makes you obey... every order... I give you."
"I fucking heard you," Lisa snapped, hating when anyone treated her condescendingly.
As her sister took off the blouse, Elizabeth continued, "The drug makes it so you can't say no to any order given to you by anyone."
"You can't be serious," Lisa said, even though she was indeed obeying every order her sister gave her. If this was true her whole career could be ruined.
"Take off your bra," Elizabeth ordered, answering the question with proof.
"Your son is home," Lisa pointed out.
Elizabeth ignored the point and once the bra was off, revealing a nice pair of tits, she ordered, "Pinch your nipples."
"Elizabeth, this is going too faaaaaar," Lisa said, as she yelped at the pinching of her own nipples.
"You can't lie to me, ever" Elizabeth said before deciding to interrogate her sister, "Do you think you're better than me?"
"Yes," Lisa answered, even as she kept pinching her nipples. Her sister had settled and then allowed her dreams to be stopped by having kids.
"Have you ever eaten pussy?"
"Yes," Lisa answered, occasionally the climbing of the ladder went through secretaries or women in higher positions and regardless of the sex... sex sells and Lisa was willing to do anything to get to the top.
"Recently?"
"A couple weeks ago," Lisa answered, thinking of how she closed the deal by going back to the hotel of a mid-sixties aged woman who made her dress up in a maid's outfit and serve her all evening. It wasn't pleasant, but it got the deal sealed and that was what mattered.
"Do you like eating pussy?"
"It's okay," Lisa answered, she had always seen sex as a means to an end and seldom did she enjoy it... nor did she dislike it. She just never allowed herself to give herself totally to the pleasure that could come from sex.
"From now on, you crave pussy," Elizabeth ordered.
"That's not how it works," Lisa said, shaking her head at her sister.
"Actually it does and I'll prove it soon," the older sister smirked as she began to build the foundation to having her own sister submissive.
"Have you cheated on your husband?" Elizabeth asked.
"Obviously, I just told you I was with a woman recently," Lisa snapped.
"Let me reword. Have you cheated on your husband with other men?"
"Yes," Lisa answered, even though she tried to say no.
"How many times?"
"A lot," Lisa admitted, embarrassed to have to tell her sister of her infidelity.
"Different men?"
"Dozens," Lisa answered, before adding, "Please stop asking these questions."
"How many dozens?"
"Five, maybe," Lisa admitted, thinking sixty was likely a close number.
"Wow, you're quite the slut."
"Don't you ever call me a slut," Lisa demanded, always hating the demeaning term. If a guy fucks sixty women he is a stud, yet a woman is a slut. That was bullshit. Sex was just sex, no more, no less.
"What would you call yourself then?"
"Adventurous."
"How many of those men did you actually like?"
"What does that have to do with it?"
"Point proven," Elizabeth said, not feeling guilty for what she was about to do to her sister. "Take off your jeans."
"Please, Elizabeth, you've made your point," Lisa said, even as she unbuttoned her jeans.
"Oh, I'm just getting started," the older sister said. "Is that how you ended up with your current position? You fucked your way to the top?"
"No, yes, it's not that simple," Lisa said, as yes, she had fucked a lot of guys to get where she was, likely more than sixty now that she thought about it more, but her hard work and intelligence also were key.
"I think it is," Elizabeth disagreed, ignoring her sister's words. "Have you been ass fucked?"
"Yes," Lisa again admitted, as she finished taking off her jeans.
"Do you like getting your asshole reamed?"
"Sometimes," Lisa answered, only enjoying it with smaller cocks or when drunk.
"Take off your panties too," Elizabeth ordered.
"Why are you doing this?" Lisa asked as she again obeyed.
"Revenge for all the years you've been a bitch," Elizabeth answered.
"Is this because you're jealous of me?" Lisa asked, knowing she had always been the favourite child... the successful one.
Elizabeth scoffed. "Yes, I'm super jealous of you. Working long hours, married to a loser, childless and thinking success is about money."
"Fuck you," Lisa shot back.
"I plan to fuck you," Elizabeth shot back, as she ordered, "Knees, sister."
"Please, Elizabeth," Lisa begged, as she lowered herself to her knees, realizing her predicament was more dire than she had originally thought.
"Crawl to me," Elizabeth said, reveling in the power she had over her sister. She knew what she was doing was morally wrong, yet that didn't faze her at all.
"Elizabeth!" Lisa repeated, as she crawled the few steps to her sister as she began to worry that her sister was going to make her eat her pussy.
"Be a good obedient submissive and I won't add life-long conditions to your situation," Elizabeth said looking down at her.
"What have you done to me?" Lisa asked.
Elizabeth called out, "Brandon."
"Yeah," Brandon said, walking out from the hallway where he was listening.
"Elizabeth!" Lisa gasped yet again, as she tried to cover herself up while on her knees.
Brandon explained, as he checked out his hot auntie, "The drug you drank in your coffee has changed your brain. You must obey any order given to you by anyone."
"You're not serious?" Lisa asked, mortified by what she was hearing, but yet it explained why she was obeying the ridiculous orders given to her by her sister.
"Bark, auntie," Brandon ordered.
"Woof! Woof! Woof!" Lisa instantly obeyed, shame and anger burning in her.
"Stop, auntie," Brandon ordered.
"Why would you do this to me?" Lisa asked.
"Because Mom asked me to."
"Why did you do this to me?" Lisa asked, looking up at her sister.
"Because you have never respected me or my life and now you will respect both," Elizabeth said.
"And the more you disobey the more we can manipulate your mind to make your life more," Brandon added before he paused, "inconvenient."
"Please, Brandon, this is wrong," Lisa pleaded, hoping her nephew, who likely created the drug, would be more rational.
"I have no say in this, auntie, the drug has already forever altered your brain," Brandon shrugged. "Although I must insist that any of the sluts who are going to serve in this house are in thigh highs. Carrie!"
"Oh my God, are you guys all a part of this twisted game?" Lisa asked.
"Eat my pussy, baby sister," Elizabeth ordered, wanting to be the first to be served by her sister.
"This is so..." Lisa protested, before her face was buried in her sister's pussy. She licked with disgust, shocked at what was happening to her.
"You love eating pussy," Elizabeth added the subliminal message. You are eager to please any girl who offers you her cunt."
Instantly, she began to enjoy licking her sister's pussy and became more aggressive. She wanted to taste the sweet nectar of her sister's pussy. She couldn't believe how amazing her sister tasted, even though she knew her brain was being manipulated.
"Yes?" Carrie asked, walking into the kitchen to see her aunt eating her mother.
"Go get your new pet a pair of thigh highs," Elizabeth instructed.
"Of course, Mommy," Carrie nodded, excited at the chance of having her own pet.
"Enjoying my pussy, baby sis?" Elizabeth asked.
"Yes," Lisa admitted, unable to lie as she kept licking... mortified by her current reality and yet unable to stop licking her sister's delicious pussy.
"Want Brandon to fuck you?" Elizabeth asked, as she watched her son get undressed.
"God, no," Lisa gasped.
Elizabeth added, "Incest turns you on. You get hornier every time you see a family member and you want to fuck them."



"Be careful," Brandon reminded his mother... not wanting to make the conditions too extreme.
"Right, right, getting carried away," Elizabeth laughed, not really worried about the long term consequences for her sister.
Carrie returned and Elizabeth ordered, "Put the stockings on your pet aunt."
"Yes, Mommy," Carrie said eagerly.
"Roll onto your back, sis," Elizabeth ordered. "And from now on, when we are alone you will call me Mistress."
Lisa obeyed, moving onto her back, but not saying anything even as a part of her was disappointed she didn't get to finish the task of getting her sister off. 'Fuck! Why can't I think for myself?'
"Lift your legs up, Auntie," Carrie ordered.
Lisa obeyed as she again pleaded, "Elizabeth, please, no more."
"But don't you want to eat my cunt again?"
"Yes, Mistress," Lisa reluctantly agreed, adding the word 'Mistress' only making the humiliating task even worse.
"What about my cunt?" Carrie asked, as she rolled the first stocking up her auntie's leg.
"Um," Lisa said, her head confused by the orders given and yet as she looked at her niece she suddenly saw her as sexy and beautiful and wondered what her pussy would taste like.
Carrie added, "You crave my pussy, Auntie."
"Careful Carrie," Brandon reminded, as he stroked his cock.
"But she is my pet, right?" Carrie asked.
"Yes, honey, she will be moving in here and living in your room," Elizabeth revealed.
"What?" Lisa gasped.
"Today everything changes, baby sis," Elizabeth revealed. "You are going to be our live-in slut and maid. You can keep your job, but you will divorce your husband, whom you don't love anyway and move in with us."
"Oh God," Lisa said. "Please Elizabeth, I'll do anything."
"I know you will," the older sister nodded.
Carrie finished the first stocking and then added, "Want to eat my cunt, Auntie?"
"Yes," Lisa answered this time, her mouth suddenly watering.
"Beg to eat my cunt," Carrie ordered, as she rolled the second stocking on her pet aunt.
Lisa couldn't believe the words that left her mouth. "Please Carrie, let Auntie make your cunt feel so good with my tongue."
"We will need to work on her dirty talk," Brandon laughed.
"Agreed," Elizabeth laughed as she got undressed.
Once the second thigh high was on, Carrie straddled her aunt's head and lowered her pussy onto her face. "Get eating, Auntie."
Lisa obeyed because she had no choice and was suddenly craving pussy. As she licked her niece's cunt with insatiable hunger, her head spun with confusion as her lust to lick pussy overrode her stress over her predicament. She didn't love her husband... he was a trophy husband who had connections that had helped her climb the ladder... but he had a small dick, wasn't overly bright or ambitious and had the personality of a brick. Yet, divorce was looked at as a form of weakness in the business world.
Brandon moved to his now naked mother, except for the strap-on she had just put on, and slid his cock in her mouth. Elizabeth sucked her son's cock, getting it ready for the double penetration they had planned in advance for her sister.
After a minute or two, Elizabeth allowed her son's cock to leave her mouth and said, "Go and lie down on my bed."
Brandon nodded, as Elizabeth ordered, "Carrie and slut, let's take this to the bedroom."
"Okay, Mommy," Carrie said, knowing the plan was to dp her aunt while she ate her pussy. Carrie got up, pulled up her auntie and said, "Come on, my slut."
Lisa got up, her face wet with pussy juice, and saw her sister with a strap-on.
"Crawl to my bedroom, slut," Elizabeth ordered.
"Yes, Mistress," Lisa replied as she fell to her knees and began crawling... humiliation, anger and lust all intense emotions swirling inside her with the ferocity of a tornado about to hit the coast.
Elizabeth watched her sister crawl and smiled. This was too good to be true.
Once in the bedroom, Lisa saw that Carrie was sucking Brandon's cock. The two siblings were committing incest right in front of her. "Carrie, what are you doing?"
Carrie stopped sucking, turned to her auntie and answered, "Sucking my brother's big dick. Now come and replace me."
"Carrie, this is so wrong," Lisa protested, as she crawled to the bed and climbed on it.
"Trust me, when his cock is buried in your cunt you won't think so," Carrie countered.
As Lisa got on the bed and saw her nephew's big hard cock her mouth watered. She knew it was the conditions implanted in her, but suddenly she wanted that cock in her mouth, in her pussy. She quickly moved to her nephew's cock and took it in her mouth. Truth was, she was a great cock sucker. Knowing that giving head was one of the quickest ways to climb the invisible corporate ladder, she had learned how to give an amazing blow job. She learned how to use her tongue and create extra-saliva to create a unique whirlpool experience. Of course, she also learned how to bob like a slutty porn star and not miss a beat as a guy deposited his load down her throat. She was equally willing to take a facial, whatever got the guy's rocks off.
Brandon moaned as his aunt began sucking him. In a couple of minutes, he could tell she was experienced. She bobbed fluently and was doing things with her mouth he had never felt before. He wasn't sure he would last long like this, but figured depositing the first load down her throat or all over her face wouldn't hurt.
"Shit, she is really going to town," Carrie said, impressed.
"Once a slut, always a slut," Elizabeth added.
Lisa ignored the comments about her as she focused on the big cock in her mouth.
Brandon asked, "Mom should I come in her mouth or all over her pretty face?"
"Fill her belly," Elizabeth said. "Your next load can coat her face."
"Okay," Brandon groaned, knowing he was close.
Lisa could tell from the moans and groans, but also slight shifts in body movement, when a guy was close and she knew her nephew was going to erupt any second. She kept bobbing and wasn't surprised when seconds later his load slithered down her throat. She didn't slow down at all, eagerly swallowing every drop of her nephew's cum.
"Oh God, auntie, so fucking good," Brandon whimpered, as his dick kept getting sucked throughout his more intense than usual orgasm.
"Straddle his cock, Lisa," Elizabeth ordered.
Lisa allowed the cock to slip out of her mouth, her pussy burning from the tasks she was made to do. Usually sex was just sex, sometimes she came, usually she didn't... but at this moment she desperately needed to come. She didn't protest at all, as she straddled her nephew's still hard cock and lowered her fevered box on it. "Oooooooh," she moaned, as it filled her completely.
"Lean forward, slut," Elizabeth ordered, as she lubed the cock and prepared to ass fuck her sister... something she had fantasied about excessively ever since the idea of making her sister a slut popped into her head a few days ago.
Even though Lisa had fucked dozens of men, taken a few strap-ons by dominant women, and sucked a couple hundred cocks she estimated, she had never been double penetrated. She had sucked one cock, while fucking another, but never had a cock in her pussy and ass simultaneously.
"Want me to fuck your ass, sister slut?" Elizabeth asked, as she rubbed the cock up and down her sister's ass cheeks.
And she did. Likely because she had been manipulated to want it, but also because she was suddenly curious what being double penetrated felt like. "Yes," Lisa admitted.
"Yes, what?" Elizabeth asked, really enjoying this power and smiling at the reality that she actually didn't manipulate her mentally to make her want it in the ass.
"Please, big sister," the horny younger sister moaned, as the teasing was really driving her nuts, "shove that dick up my shit hole and ream my asshole good." Lisa had long ago learned that talking dirty usually got her what she wanted.
Elizabeth was too turned on not to oblige, and she slammed the cock hard into her sister's asshole.
"Holy mother fucker!" Lisa screamed as her ass was completely filled in one hard unceremonious thrust.
"What, you want Mom too?" Elizabeth laughed as she began fucking her sister's ass hard.
"Oh God, you bitch," was all Lisa could muster as the pain seared through her.
Carrie, horny as hell watching the double penetration, moved in front of her aunt, straddling her brother, and ordered, "Get licking, auntie."
Lisa obeyed even as her body burned with pain.
Brandon, being the thoughtful nephew he was added a condition that could do no harm. "You only feel pleasure when any sort of cock is filling your ass, Lisa."
Lisa thought the order ludicrous. She did often enjoy an ass fucking, but not with such a big cock or while cold sober. Yet, instantly, like magic, the pain faded and a growing pleasure emerged. She moaned, while licking her niece's sweet pussy, "Oh God, yes."
"Yes what?" Elizabeth asked.
"Yes, I love you fucking my shit hole, Lisa answered.
And for a few minutes, the foursome occurred.
Eventually, Carrie came on her auntie's face and Lisa eagerly licked up all the pussy juices as best she could.
Lisa came three times from the double hammering, especially when Brandon began bucking his ass up to meet her sister's thrusts. She had never felt such intense pleasure and knew she was in big, big trouble.
When Carrie finally pulled out of Lisa, she ordered, "Suck my cock, bitch."
Lisa obeyed and Brandon got up and slid his cock into the gaping asshole of his auntie. The lengthy fucking had stimulated him greatly, but he couldn't get off in that position.
"Oh yes, fuck me with that big cock," Lisa moaned, loving the feeling of a real cock in her back door even more.
Unfortunately for her, the ass fucking didn't last long, Brandon coated the inside of her ass in just a couple dozen hard deep thrusts.
Elizabeth, satisfied with the complete domination of her sister smiled, "I hope you enjoyed."
Lisa, on her back, cum leaking out of her ass, weakly nodded, "I've never come so hard."
Brandon added, "I could give you a spray that makes every orgasm that intense."
Lisa weakly laughed, the entire last hour so surreal. Yet she also was worried about the future. "Is this condition really permanent?"
"Yes," Brandon nodded.
"So be nice to people," Elizabeth said, as she took the strap-on off.
"And remember, you are moving in with us," Carrie reminded.
Lisa's eyes went wide. "You were not serious about that?"
Elizabeth said, "Yes, Carrie always wanted a dog, but I'm allergic. Now she can have her own pet."
"And when here you will always be on all fours," Carrie added.
"Except when otherwise instructed," Brandon quickly added, to make the condition less severe and protect how problematic this could be otherwise.
"But I'm married."
"To a loser."
"What about my career?" Lisa asked, having a tough time arguing her husband was a loser.
"You can keep the job as long as it doesn't interfere with your duties here." Elizabeth said. "Is that clear?"
"Do I have a choice?" a defeated and yet, oddly, still horny Lisa asked.
Elizabeth laughed, "Not really."
"You can never tell anyone about any of this: the incest, the submission, your condition or the drug," Brandon added, covering their bases.
"Who would believe me?" Lisa asked, as she sat up.
"Just making sure," Brandon said, deciding it was definitely time to finish his original blackmail plan at the office.
Looking at her sister, her mouth salivating, she asked, "Mistress, can I eat your pussy again?"
"Maybe we made the conditions too intense?" Elizabeth laughed, as she got onto the bed, pushed her sister onto her back and straddled her face.
"Yes that 'always horny when family members' or however it was worded could be problematic," Brandon said.
"I don't think so," Elizabeth smiled as her sister began licking her pussy.
THE END for now.
Coming next: The final chapter of this story... Takeover Orgy
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Making Porn: A Mom & Son LUST Story
"You haven't had sex since Jake died?" Carol, my best friend, gasped.
"No," I said, before adding, "It just doesn't feel right."
"Sex always feels right," Amber, the Samantha Jones of the group, quipped.
I shook her head. "I have Katie and Jay still at home, too."
"They know you have a cunt," Amber pointed out bluntly.
"They know I have an ass too, should I let them watch me be sodomized?" I asked, sarcastically... although truth be told I did love it in the ass. I loved just giving myself to my husband completely back when he was alive.
"Now that's kinky," Amber teased.
Carol interjected, "No, we're not saying that. But you do need to get back out there. Jake would have wanted you to."
"I suppose," I sighed, before adding, "I can't even imagine where to begin."
"Craigslist," Amber said. "You will have cock in your mouth or cunt," she listed and paused briefly, before adding, "or ass in minutes. It's like cock on demand."
"And diseases," Carol added.
Tiffany, another friend, finally said, "I know a guy who is a widow too."
"A blind date?" I asked, repulsed. "I don't think so."
"A blindfold, on the other hand," Amber joked.
Carol sighed, "Your children are adults, Megan. It's been two years since Jake passed away."
"And you're not getting any younger," Amber pointed out.
"Thanks Amber," I sighed again, feeling way older than the forty-four I was.
"Just saying," Amber shrugged. "Time is always ticking."
"I know," I nodded, unsure I really wanted to get back into the dating scene, although I definitely wanted to get laid.
"I'm setting you up," Tiffany declared, "He's a good guy."
"Is he hung?" Amber asked.
Tiffany shook her head, "You really have a one track mine."
Amber shrugged, "Size matters."
I pondered this. Jake had been a caring lover, but he wasn't really big, not quite five inches.
Often, when he was alive, I had wished he was bigger.
Carol asked, always the compassionate one, "Do you want Tiffany to set you up?"
"I don't know," I answered.
"It can't hurt," Tiffany said. "If it goes bad then you don't date him again."
"Just fuck him and leave him," Amber suggested.
"Fine, whatever," I shrugged, figuring maybe Amber was right. I definitely needed to get laid.
We resumed playing cards and the topic changed.
As I was leaving, it was Carol who handed me a movie and said, "Watch this, it will change your life."
I looked at the movie. It was a porn called 'Mommies Who Do'. I gasped, "Oh, my God, Carol!"
"Trust me," Carol smiled wickedly, "It changed my sex life."
"Okay," I nodded, taking it. Although I wasn't sure I had any plans to watch it.
That night, I pondered the conversation. I had been lonely for a while. It had been over two years since my husband passed in a tragic car accident.
It had been over two years since I had had sex of any kind, other than my fingers.
Maybe it was time to put myself out there. At the very least to get fucked.
It was a few days later, when everything changed.
I had the house to myself because my daughter, Katie, had headed out that morning for the lake for the weekend with her boyfriend, and my son, Jay, had just left to go play baseball.
Feeling horny, I figured I had at least a good three hours to myself and planned to use the home alone time to get myself off.
I grabbed the DVD, recalling Carol saying the movie changed her sex life. I couldn't figure how a porn film could change her life, but I was curious.
I slid out of my comfy Saturday sweats, and tugged off my panties as the movie began. I left my baggy sweatshirt on as I wasn't wearing a bra. I liked to allow my 36C breasts to roam free on weekends and if someone did show up unexpectedly I had a blanket nearby to cover myself up.
As the video started, I slowly used my finger on myself. I watched the entire first scene while teasing myself. A single MILF, like me, is seduced and fucked by her son's best friend, who is incredibly hot in the movie.
I watched the MILF suck the teen's big cock.
I watched the MILF get bent over a counter and fucked.
I watched the MILF beg for it harder and eventually come.
I watched the MILF drop to her knees and eagerly allow the young stud to come all over her face.
I was thankful for Carol's suggestion as I began to wonder what it would be like to fuck Rick, Jay's best friend. The idea made my pussy tingle and I slowed down my self-pleasure as I wanted to watch at least one more scene.
Scene two continues with the MILF naked in her room after a shower and getting ready for a night out. She is completely naked and putting on thigh high stockings when there is a shadow. The MILF looks up and gasps, trying to cover herself up as she asks, "Ryan, what are you doing? And why are you naked?"
"Well you're naked and today is actually annual Nude Day," the good looking young man responded.
The MILF looks and stares at the completely erect penis seeming to be pointing at her.
"And why are you so hard?" the MILF asks, even as it is obvious she is intrigued and impressed by the big cock saluting her.
"Because I've always wanted to see you naked, you are the ultimate MILF," he answered.
"MILF?" the MILF asked, unaware of the term.
"Mom I'd like to fuck," he answered, as he walked into the room, "And you, Mom, are the MILF I'd like to fuck."
I gasped and moaned at the same time as I realized the MILF DVD was actually an incest video and that the hot young man's ultimate MILF was his actual mom.
I couldn't explain it as I had never considered my children sexually at all, although Jay was a very handsome man and a dead ringer for my deceased husband and my daughter Katie was a very beautiful twenty-one year old. Yet, as I watched the video my pussy burned.
"Ryan, stop right this second," the MILF orders.
The good looking son ignores his mother's order, as he walks directly in front of her, his hard cock inches from her mouth. He says, "I saw you fucking Simon."
The Mom's red face goes redder as she stammers, staring at the massive cock, "Y-y-you saw that?"
"I videotaped that," he answers.
"Ryan, no," the Mom gasps.
"And now I have my own live-in Mommy-slut," the boy says, as he slides his cock in the bewildered, embarrassed mom's mouth.
The mom is shocked and yet doesn't push her son away, instead allows her son to slowly fuck her face.
He groans, "Oh yes, Mom. I've wanted to do this for a long time."
I was completely enthralled by and unable to take my eyes off the taboo scene I was watching. I couldn't help it, but as I continued watching I imagined I was the Mom and Jay was the son.
After a moment, the mother takes over and begins sucking on her own. After a couple of minutes of getting his cock sucked, he orders, "Now stroke my cock with those stocking feet."
The Mom, now into the sex scene, regardless of whether it is her son or not, asks coyly, "You like Mommy's stockings?"
"I love them, Mom," he nods, as his Mom begins to give him a stocking foot job.
"Mommy loves your big cock, baby," the MILF says, completely intoxicated by her son's big cock after a couple of minutes of stroking it.
"I bet you wold love it in that sweet cunt of yours," the son says.
"You want to fuck Mommy with that big snake?" the Mom asks coyly.
The son asks, "The better question is do you want to have your son's big dick in you?"
"God, yes, baby," she purrs, "come and fuck Mommy."
The son pushes her onto her back, lifted her legs up in the air and slams his cock into his horny mother.
I couldn't believe how hot the scene was, my pussy literally on fire and my orgasm imminent.
I frantically fingered myself as I continued to watch the taboo sex act.
As I rubbed myself, attempting to finish off a long held back orgasm, I glanced to my side and gasped.
My son was watching me from outside the glass door in our backyard.
My son was clearly rubbing his shaft through his pants.
I stared at my son who seemed to have his eyes switching back and forth between me pleasuring myself and the dirty incest movie on my 60 inch television.
I should have stopped. I should have demanded he leave. Yet, I did neither. I was way too aroused to pull my fingers out of my demanding mound. Instead, I decided I had to finish what I started, not willing to try and stop the climax that was rising like a storm's tide.
I then made eye contact with him as I kept masturbating and my son stared. For some reason I can't explain, I'd like to think I briefly saw my husband and not my son, but that would be a lie, I turned my body towards the glass door to give him a better view as I fingered myself.
I glanced back to the film and saw the mother getting pounded doggy style, my favourite position.
I glanced back to my son, who had in those few seconds pulled his pants down and was now furiously pumping his cock, which I unfortunately couldn't get a real good view of.
I couldn't stop staring at his hand pumping away at his cock as he stared at me fingering myself.
"Oh, yes, son, you're such a sexy mother fucker," the MLF screams as she comes from the incestuous act.
Hearing the words, 'mother fucker' was the final straw as my orgasm suddenly erupted through the very core of my being. I was more turned on than I can ever remember being. My body shook violently as I made deep, lustful eye contact with Jay. I held it throughout my orgasm as wave after wave of intense pleasure hit me like a never ending tidal wave against the coast. I could feel hot liquid spilling onto my tired, trembling fingers as I stared into my son's eyes, only looking away briefly to see his erect cock furiously being pumped in his hand.
As my orgasm continued to tremble less and less, Jay suddenly ran away with his pants around his ankles and his phone in his hand.
Even though my orgasm was still not completely done, I quickly got dressed, and shut off the movie as I pondered what next?
How will the events that just transpired affect my relationship with my son?
How could I possibly explain myself?
Why was his phone in his hand? Had he been filming me?
I went upstairs to shower and cool myself down. When I came back downstairs, my son was nowhere to be found. It was a few anxiety filled hours later that I heard the front door open. A chill went up my spine, but although I was dreading this conversation, I headed down to the kitchen and called, "Jay, please come downstairs."
My hands were shaking as I awaited the conversation few mothers I imagine have to have with their children.
Jay came in still in his ball uniform and sat down at the kitchen table. I noticed he couldn't even make eye contact.
I sat down and began, "We need to talk."
Jay still not making eye contact said, "We really don't have to."
"Oh, yes we do!" I stressed. "What happened today with you seeing me like that it's...." Suddenly I was unable to communicate what I wanted to say due to the complete awkwardness of it.
My son finally looked up at me and shrugged, "It's okay. It's not that big of a deal."
I gasped as I pointed out the obvious. "We saw each other naked and touching ourselves! How can you think that isn't a big deal?"
"People masturbate," he shrugged. "I do it three, four, five, six, times a day."
"Oh my God!" I gasped. "That many?"
"It feels good and once I come I can focus," he explained.
"What do you mean?" I asked.
"Well, when I get horny I can't think straight and then once I come I can focus," he said.
"Oh," was all I could muster as the surreal conversation somehow got stranger. After a pause I asked, "How long had you been there before I saw you?"
Jay looks down at the table for a few moments before he answered, "A pretty long time."
I asked the question that really worried me. "So did you see what the movie was about?"
Jay looked up at me slowly and nodded, "Yeah."
I paused. I tried to explain why I was watching a movie about incest, son and mom incest none-the-less, "I didn't think it was that type of movie when I it was given to me by a friend."
Jay quickly chimed in, "It's okay Mom. You don't have to be embarrassed about it. I was watching it too so it's not awkward."
I oddly felt a bit better at how casual Jay was acting, the fact that it didn't freak him out or think I was some twisted incestuous mother relaxed me a bit. But I had to ask about the other thing still bothering me, the fact that he likely filmed me. "So I saw your phone in your hand. Why was that?"
Jay, again, looked down at the kitchen table nervously and said, "I... I was taking a video..."
I instantly grew concerned, even though I had suspected as much, as many horrifying thoughts entered my mind. But some of my concerns were alleviated immediately as Jay added, "...But it is just on my camera for me. It's not like I was sending or posting it anywhere!"
And even though I was pretty sure I knew the answer, I asked, "Why did you take a video of me touching myself?"
Jay's response was quiet, but I end up surprised by how he answered. His face was red, he was completely embarrassed, but incredibly sincere as he looked me in the eyes. "Mom you just looked so beautiful, and I had never seen you look like that before... I just... I don't know... couldn't stop watching and I wanted to save the image so I wouldn't ever forget how you looked."
I began to blush at hearing my son's genuine compliments and the fact that he was embarrassed about saying them. It was actually very sweet and flattering after two years without any real attention from men. However, I still had to deal with the situation at hand: there was a digital video of me masturbating on a mobile device that could accidentally get sent somewhere, somehow.
Even though I already knew the answer, I asked anyways.., partly to be sure I was correct and partly to stroke my suddenly needy ego. "Why did you really make the video, honey?" To reassure him I wasn't mad, I added, "I promise I will not get mad, sweetie."
Jay hesitantly answered, so cute when he was shy, "I wanted to... um... I wanted to... um... well I... I wanted to watch it later."
For some reason I made a fist and moved it up and down with a questioning face.
Jay nodded in embarrassing agreement.
I continued, "It's okay, honey, masturbation is natural. I'm not mad at all. It's just as much my fault as it is yours."
Jay gave a huge sigh of relief.
But curious to see the video, I continued, "But I need to see the video to know what you have on there."
"You sure?" Jay asked, looking surprised.
"Yes," I nodded, very curious what I looked like.
Jay reluctantly handed me the phone with the video already on the screen. I pressed the play button to see myself masturbating on the living-room couch. After a couple minutes of watching myself, realizing I looked disgusting, I asked, "How long is this?"
Jay replied, "It's like that for a while. It doesn't change until later when you and I see each other."
I asked, hoping the video got better, "When is that in the video?"
"Well," Jay said, "I don't know but I can show you the video that starts when we see each other."
"There's another video?!" I exclaimed.
Jay immediately defended himself, "No! It's just a cut of this video starting at the point where it gets good."
I asked, surprised, "What do you mean gets good?" This made him feel uncomfortable again. I again comforted him, "It's okay sweetie. I understand. Just let me see that video."
Jay took the phone and then handed it back to me.
I watched the video. It still showed me masturbating on the couch just like the last one, only this time I was suddenly looking in the camera's direction like a deer in headlights, but I shamefully continued to finger my pussy. I watched in morbid fascination as I furiously fingered myself, going back and forth between the television and my voyeuristic son.
Then I purposely turned towards the camera.
The video was blurry because of the glass and distance, but it was undeniably me.
Soon enough I was watching my eyes go up and down, switching between staring at my son's cock and my son's eyes, which I don't recall doing, but obviously I did.
Then it happened. I watched myself violently shake while looking into my son's eyes. Then the video abruptly ended.
I can't deny it, even though I looked repulsive, watching the scene and knowing the circumstances that went with it, I was a little, no, a lot, aroused. I smiled, partly to make a joke in an awkward situation and partly because I had been genuinely smiling at what happened, as I said, "Well, I can definitely see why you call that the good part."
Jay noticed my smile and said, with a bit of enthusiasm, "There is another cut of it."
"Another video!" I asked incredulously.
Jay showed me another edited version of the same scene, this one an even shorter one and it's zoomed in on my face just as I'm reaching climax, focusing on my eyes switching in between Jay's rock-hard cock and his eyes. Then a close up of my face and mouth as I cum, looking indeed like a porn star orgasm.
I was even more aroused as I asked, "Why do you have this video?"
Jay answered, "It's my favorite part."
I can clearly see why, but I asked him why anyway. "Why is this your favourite part?"
Jay was very nervous again, and didn't answer.
I once again reassured him. "It's okay honey. After what happened today you can tell me anything. I won't judge."
After a pause, Jay answered, "I like to see that you were thinking about me in that sort of way when you were orgasming."
After everything that happened... that was the one thing that shocked me to the core. As did the slight moisture that began to collect in my panties as my pussy was suddenly very much on fire.
"Um, okay," I said, not being able to think because my head was starting to spin and my pussy was starting to burn. Why was this turning me on? Yet, seeing how embarrassed he seemed to be, I made a playful joke, "Well I bet you didn't think you were going to see that today, did you?"
Jay looked up and nodded, "Well, no, that wasn't what I thought I would walk into when I realized I forgot my wallet."
"Oh, that was why you came home so unexpectedly?" I asked. "I thought I had the house to myself."
"So I noticed," he said, with a teasing smile.
"Brat," I said, standing up and playfully hitting his shoulder.
Feeling the conversation was done, and it was time to move on, I said shaking my head, "I can't believe I had an orgasm in front of my son."
Jay chimed back, "I can't believe I orgasmed watching my mom orgasm!"



This stopped me in my tracks. I asked curiously, the conversation suddenly not over, "I didn't see you cum. When did you do that?"
Jay answered, "I was too embarrassed to do it in front of you, so I walked away to do that."
I asked "Really? Why did you do that? After you had the confidence to touch yourself in front of me, I would've thought you'd have no problem finishing in front of me?" I then added, flirting slightly for the first time, "You know I had no problem coming in front of you."
Jay's red face went redder. "Well you were done and I didn't want to cum all over the glass door, so I ran into the yard and came in the bushes," Jay explained.
"Oh..well at least that's one less mess I had to clean up today," I joked.
Jay looked at me with confusion and asked, "What do you mean?"
I realized that I said something I wished I hadn't, but I see no other option but to say the truth, especially after such a truthful conversation, "I um... I had to clean up the couch a little bit after I was done."
"You squirted a little bit! I know that not that many women squirt," Jay exclaimed with interest.
Although the conversation was getting even more personal, I went with it as I saw my son's interest, "Well I don't usually squirt, not in a long time anyway, and it was more than a little bit to be honest."
Jay's face lit up. Feeling confident, he admitted, "To be honest, I had the biggest orgasm of my life too."
I was surprised by his sudden confidence and I decided to play along, now seeing my son as a man. "Well I'm glad Mommy could do that for you."
"I'm glad I could help you make a mess on the couch," grinned my suddenly confident son. I was a little shocked, but very excited. Between my legs I could feel a tingling sensation.
Jay squirmed a little bit, and I heard the snapping of the band of his athletic shorts. He obviously had an erection from our conversation, which made me feel good. This conversation was having the same impact on him as it was me.
I know I shouldn't have said anything, but I asked, "And did Mommy make that happen?"
"What?" Jay asked, confused.
"The bulge in your pants?" I asked bluntly.
Jay stammered, "T-t-this conversation is very strange."
"We're two adults now, honey," I said. "And without your father around, I guess it makes sense that you can talk to me about any sex questions you have."
"Really?" he asked.
"Really," I nodded.
After a pause, he asks, "Did seeing me watching you make you come harder?"
"Yes," I admitted.
"Why?" he asked.
"I honestly don't know," I answered. "Maybe it was the nasty video, maybe it was how long since I saw an actual cock or maybe it was the idea of being watched."
"Have you had sex since Dad died?" he asked.
"No," I answered.
"Why?" he asked.
"Many reasons," I said. "One being the feelings of you and Katie."
"Mom, we're adults," he pointed out.
"I know," I nodded. "Carol and the girls said the same thing recently."
"Well, you need to find yourself a man," Jay said.
I joked, "I have a man at home." I then realized what I had said and what could be inferred. After a pause, I quickly said, "But enough about my lack of a love life. Anything else?"
Jay said, "Well, I just wish I had a better view."
I was taken aback. "A better view? You saw my fingers inside of my vagina and then watched me orgasm!" I pointed out.
Jay continued, "Well, like, your hand was over the top of it and I was kind of far away and at a bad angle so it was a little hard to see. I still appreciate what I saw though!"
Thinking of the video, he was right. Yet my maternal desire to not let my child win an argument led me to counter, "Well you still got to see more than I saw so you shouldn't complain."
Jay countered back, "You got to clearly see my entire penis and me stroking it, so you had a luckier view."
I smirked at the word 'luckier', yet I couldn't believe I was having a debate with my son over who had a better experience while watching the other masturbate, but I was now so aroused and determined not to lose this one, I continued, logic no longer part of the conversation, "That's true, but you got a clear view of me ORGASMING on the couch and a video of it! I didn't get to see what happened with you."
Jay was clearly excited by our conversation and asked, "Do you want to see me shooting my load from this morning?"
I definitely wanted to, yet I sure couldn't justify showing interest, so I questioned, "Well... how would you even do that?"
He answered, "That first video was an edit of the whole video, too. I was so excited and about to burst. I didn't have time to turn the video on my phone off before coming into the bushes."
I was dying to see it, my pussy overriding any moral motherly responsibilities, but I didn't feel I could say 'yes'.
Thankfully, my son saved me from the predicament by putting the video in front of me.
Once again it showed me locking eyes with my son as I climaxed, but then, Jay's phone shows a shaking camera as he runs across the lawn. Then, the camera stops in front of the bushes by the back fence and with a fidgeting camera; I watched my son's dick ejaculating (what had to be the largest load I had ever seen) into the bushes. I put the phone down on the kitchen table as my pussy leaked excessively into my panties.
But then, despite my arousal, reality set in, I ordered my son, "You have to get rid of these compromising videos."
Jay pleaded, obviously wanting to keep them, "Why? I won't show them to anyone, I promise."
I shook my head adamantly. "It's too risky. That video could get to someone else so easily by accident on your phone. It's connected to the internet."
Jay was obviously crushed. After a pause, he asked, "What if I could put the video on a DVD and then delete the video on my phone? Then it would be a physical copy and it couldn't end up on the internet? And I could easily hide the video in the house and nobody could ever see but me."
I pondered this, as it did seem to solve the problem I had a concern with, yet with my mother hat suddenly, on I had other concerns. "Well that's true, but there are still a couple of issues. First of all, I don't think it's good or healthy for a son to have a video of his mom masturbating and secondly...."
"What?" he asked, when I paused mid-sentence.
I knew it was vain and shouldn't matter, but there was one thing I hated about the video and it wasn't what I did, what I watched or who saw me. I admitted, "I know this sounds shallow, but I don't look that... hot in this video."
Jay looked completely shocked by my concern. I somehow continued on, only making it worse, "I mean, if there was going to be a video of me masturbating, then I don't want to be looking like that." I was in a sexless hooded sweatshirt and no makeup.
"Mom, I...." Jay began,
I interrupted him, adding, "If there's a sexy video of me, I would want to feel sexy in it. Call me vain, but bothers me to look so plain in the video."
Jay quickly rebutted both my concerns as he argued back, "Well, first of all, you have a DVD of a mother and son having sex and you clearly are interested in the videos I made, why is this bad for me and not bad for you?"
Frustratingly, he had a point I couldn't really refute. Yet I tried to. "Yes, but...."
This time he cut me off as he added, "And I think you look beautiful in this Mom. I've never seen you look hotter."
Being lonely and not hearing those words in a while, I blushed. I also felt arousal surge through me once again. "I guess it's not really a problem that you have it," I began, before adding, "and thank you for saying I look so beautiful but... I don't know. I mean, also it's a lot of risk for me if the DVD is accidentally found by someone."
"I'll label it something absurd like Justin Bieber live," he joked.
I laughed, "But what about my needs?"
He quickly countered, "I can make you a copy of the DVD so then you would get something out of it, too."
I can't lie, I liked the idea, but not of the video he made. It was also too blurry with the glass, unfocused and shaky, and I looked terrible. That said, I did want to relive the video again, that I couldn't deny. That said, I sure as hell couldn't admit that to my son. So instead I asked, "Why would I want a copy of a video of me watching myself masturbate in a hoodie?"
"So you really don't like how you look in it?" he asked, seemingly genuinely surprised, with made me feel bad for being so vain.
Yet, I added, trying to defend my lame vanity, "Yeah, well yeah, that and it's just me touching myself on a couch, I don't get excited by that."
Jay looked at me for a lengthy moment. Finally he asked, "So you don't want the video because you don't think you look sexy enough and you don't get to see anything to arouse you - it's just you masturbating?"
I wanted to think of a delicate way to handle the predicament I had put herself into. I replied, "Well...I guess so, it doesn't do much for me, but I do feel bad about making you lose the video, I can see how much you like it."
My clever son agreed, "I mean, I also have a problem with the video too."
This hurt me. I asked, "Really?! You seemed to really like what's in it."
Jay nodded, "Yeah it was awesome, but I shot it through the glass so it's a little blurry. It makes it hard to enjoy it as much as I could otherwise."
I admitted, "I did notice it was a little blurry."
We sat in silence, both unsure what to say next... the conversation had derailed greatly from the 'You have to delete it' start.
Jay then asked, "So if this video were on a DVD that we both had, you were looking as sexy as you wanted, and it showed me getting excited by you and finishing with both of us coming, would you have wanted it?"
I again didn't know how to respond. The correct answer as a mother is a simple 'No'. But the reality was I wished it was a better video, I wished I was dressed sexily and I wished I had seen his cock in clear view. I also was getting more and more turned on by the thought of that video, and this I admitted, "Yes, I guess so."
Jay replied anxiously as he just blurted out, "Since you want that and I want a version that's less blurry, maybe we should have a video that has what we both want."
I was completely taken aback by his suggestion, yet instead of shooting it down point blank, I asked a stupid question, anxious to hear his plan, "So what are you implying exactly?"
"Well," he began, "maybe we should make another video like that one on the DVD camcorder we have. The picture can be clear, you can look the way you want to and I...."
"You what?" I asked, the idea turning me on in ways I knew it shouldn't.
"I can have my penis out for you to see," he said.
I was flabbergasted.
I was also horny as hell.
He continued, now almost pleading, "Then we will both be happy, and I don't have to get rid of my favorite video... I would be devastated to lose a video of my mom looking as beautiful as I have ever seen her."
I was shocked by the proposal, yet my wet needy pussy was flooding and pulsating as I envisioned a much closer look of his cock. I teased, "Well, I didn't get a real good look at your penis."
"And I didn't get a good look at your vagina," he countered.
I laughed, "I guess you didn't." After a pause, I asked, "So how are we even going to do this?" I then added, "I still can't believe that I agreed to this."
He said, all organized, "Well from what I've watched on masturbation porn it's usually the man and woman sitting together on a bed, easier to film in the bedroom."
"You've already planned the location?" I smiled.
"Your bedroom," he nodded, before adding with a smile, "Better lighting and no potential open windows?"
"Good call," I laughed.
"Then we can watch each other touch ourselves," he said.
"Just that simple?" I asked.
He nodded, but was on a roll, "I also think it would be easier for us to get into it if we played the DVD you were watching and tried to make things like they were this morning- that way we'll know we'll be into it and it will be more natural and less like acting."
I was overwhelmed and yet my head kept nodding in agreement at the very inappropriate, yet hot idea.
So instead of stopping, I asked, "How are we even going to film it? Both of us are going to be on the bed?"
Jay had apparently already considered this too. "I think the best way to get a video we both like would be to film this just like a professional film. We can use the tripod and have the camcorder facing the bed."
"Okay," I nodded, both excited and nervous about the proposal.
Jay, on the other hand, was super excited, and began speaking quicker. "It can be just like this morning! We can position the camera so it shows me stroking myself watching you and then sneaking up on you while you're watching the dirty mom/son film! Then I can ask what you're watching in like a turned on voice. Then you get really embarrassed when I look down between your legs and say I shouldn't be there, but I sit down anyway, without pants. You ask me to leave but I am too turned on by the film to hear you and then you see my erect cock and gasp as you become even more turned on as the video you are watching becomes real life. You say that I can stay but I can't look at you. I stay and start to jerk off to the DVD. You see this and yell at me asking what I think I'm doing. I say that I'm just enjoying the film like you are. Then you get turned on by me stroking my cock...."
I interjected, protesting the rather trivial in the big scope of things, but something I seemed to still have control over, "Hey let's not use language like that."
"Sorry, Mom," he said, but continued his lengthy screenplay, "You are turned on by me masturbating and I catch you looking. I say it's unfair you get to look at me and I can't look at you so you say I can look at you. Then we start watching each other masturbate next to each other, where we can make eye contact and hold it when we cum, just like earlier today."
I couldn't believe the level of detail and was amazed he came up with such a hot story. All I could do was rationalize, trying to make this a one-time thing, "That sounds good to me, but this doesn't mean this can happen again. We will film the video in order to make things fair and you will be satisfied with that...okay?"
"Okay." agreed Jay eagerly. "I'll get everything set up. We can just make up the lines as we go to make it more natural."
I nodded in bewildered agreement, still shocked I was agreeing to such a crazy thing. Yet, I rationalized it wasn't incest as we were not actually touching each other.
Jay continued," I guess you'll want to change into whatever you want to be wearing since I know you wanted to wear something a bit more appealing than this morning."
"I just did not want to be in a hoodie and have bags under my eyes," I pointed out, before adding, "Don't get your hopes up."
Jay went to get the camera and I went to the bathroom. I wasn't going to shower again, but if I was going to be filmed, I was going to be clean shaven down there, like I always was when I was married.
Once shaved, I put on mascara, eyeliner blush and bright red, slutty lipstick because deep down I wanted to look as sexy as possible for my video and thus for my son.
I went to my bedroom and saw the tripod already set up, as I heard the shower running in the other bathroom. He was cleaning up for me... good. Then I thought how weird it was that I was happy he was cleaning up for me.
I put on a sheer white negligee that barely hid my shaved mound, a sheer white bra I had bought before my last vacation with my husband a couple years ago, as well as matching thigh high stockings... which my deceased husband used to love. I didn't bother with panties since I'd have to pull them down before the filming started anyway.
I lay on my bed in my sexy lingerie under the sheets to hide the outfit. I had decided that it would be a surprise for the movie when Jay walked in.
"We need to put the movie on," he said, all business, as if trying to avoid any chance of a discussion that would end this opportunity.
"Sounds good to me," I agreed, as I watched him go and put it on. Once it was on, I used the remote to put it back to scene 2. I was curious what the other scenes were about, but figured I would stay with the scene that had changed everything.
As Jay went to the camera, he said, "Did you know it was Nude Day today?"
"That's a thing?" I asked.
"Apparently," he nodded, as he adjusted the camera.
"Well, then apparently it was a higher power who allowed us to be relatively nude in front of each other," I shrugged.
He laughed, "Well, Venus sure gave you your beauty ...
"So corny," I smiled, before adding, "but I like it."
"So I'm going to press record now, and then leave for a couple of minutes," he said, as the MILF incest scene began again. As soon as Jay left, I moved above the covers and I began to watch the hot scene, I realized there was no going back now, I was actually going to do this... purposely masturbate on film for my son. Oddly, instead of feeling wrong, it felt completely right.
So figuring the best way to go about this and calm my nerves, and my excitement of knowing how surprised my son would be to see me in sexy lingerie, is to just lie back on the bed, look at the TV, and get lost in the movie. Soon enough I was again transfixed on the movie and rubbing my bare pussy with slow arousal.
After what seemed like 20 minutes, but was likely only five, I heard Jay enter the room and gasp, but I didn't look at all. I tried to focus on the movie, but after a few seconds I heard him groan, "Oh, God."
No longer following the script, I glanced over and saw he was without pants and underwear and was stroking his cock.
I gasped. One, trying to improve as the script changed. Two, because with him only a few feet away and no glass door in the way I saw how big and gorgeous his cock was. My mouth instantly watered and I had to remind myself he was my son and we were JUST masturbating together.
I said, looking into his eyes and seeing a look of lust that was even stronger than last time, the lingerie was definitely working, "Son, what are you doing?"
"N-n-nothing," he stammered, as he stared at me.
"Why is your big cock out?" I asked, swearing for the first time ever in front of my son. But truth be told, he didn't have a penis, he had a cock... a big, hard, juicy cock.
"What are you doing?" he asked, trying to get us back on script.
"Son, please leave," I ordered, my hand still between my legs.
Instead, he walked over to the bed and asked, "What movie are you watching?"
"Son, leave now," I ordered, even as I stared at his cock getting closer and closer to me.
"I just want to watch this movie," he said, as he sat on the bed. "It looks really interesting."
"Fine, whatever, you can stay," I said, as I resumed touching myself. "But don't look at me at all."
"Of course, Mommy," he said, using 'Mommy' instead of 'Mom' for the first time.
I resumed watching the movie, the Mom now bobbing on her son's cock. I couldn't help it, but seeing his big cock, now just inches away from me, I imagined doing exactly what the pretend mother was doing.
I glanced back at his cock and watched him stroke it slowly while he watched the movie. Remembering his plot, I gasped, "Son, what are you doing?"
He kept stroking his cock and said, "I'm just enjoying the film like you are."
"You're so big," I said, unable to take my eyes off his cock.
He replied, looking between my legs, "Your shaved pussy is pretty hot."
"Don't look at Mom's vagina," I protested.
"But you're watching me," he pointed out.
"Fine, whatever," I said exasperated. "Look at your mother finger herself then."



I stared at his big cock, which was longer and thicker than his father's. I looked up at Jay and saw he was staring at my vagina with the same lust I was feeling for his cock.
There was no doubt about it, I wanted to do more than masturbate with him.
He began to stroke his cock faster, I started to jam my fingers into my pussy faster. I noticed he was checking out my tits bouncing, just barely hidden by the negligee.
Out of the blue, wanting to let him see all of me, hinting at the reality I was willing to do more than just masturbate, I pulled my negligee over my head.
Jay's mouth dropped open like an old Bugs Bunny cartoon as my tits were suddenly out in the open.
I saw pre-cum form on the tip of his cock as he watched my bare tits bounce with the insertion of my fingers.
As I stared at his cock, he moved so he was directly facing me. I was enthralled by my son's thick, long shaft. I no longer cared about the movie, but only the live action show in front of me. Jay took off his white t-shirt and now was entirely nude. I stared at my son's muscular toned body. I noticed how his sculpted chest and six-pack abs looked so perfect with his brown hair and commanding eyes.
I opened my legs further so he could get a perfect up close and personal view of my soaking pussy, I didn't want any complaints after this time.
My feet were in between his legs and our legs were now intertwined.
Suddenly, he lifted my legs apart on both sides of him and slid his body in even closer to me. I was shocked, but moaning, as I knew my legs were spread far apart and he had a close up view of my dripping mound.
Our genitalia were only inches apart as I was almost sitting on my son's lap with my legs straddling the top of his thighs.
We were now staring at each other.
No words were spoken, and yet we both knew what was about to happen.
As we looked deep into each other's eyes intensely, I nodded while panting with pure lust.
Jay understood what I was giving him permission to do, and as I moved my fingers out of my leaking pussy, my son inserted his own fingers.
I began to tremble immediately. I then reached out and did what I'd wanted to do ever since I saw his big cock up close and personal: I grabbed his youthful shaft and started pumping.
We were masturbating each other.
We continued to make eye contact as we leaned in at the same time and passionately began to kiss. Our tongues intertwined as we urgently explored each other's mouths, no longer mother and son, but lovers.
I was about to come, but didn't want to yet. No, instead I wanted his cock in my mouth. I broke the kiss, pushed him back onto the bed and wordlessly took his cock in my mouth with the reckless abandon of a teenage whore.
He groaned, "Oh, God, Mom, yes."
His cock was so hard. After less than a minute, he said, "Mom, I want to taste you too."
"You want to eat Mommy's cunt?" I ask, wanting to talk dirty for him and for the camera.
"Yes, Mommy," he groaned, as he added, "while you suck my dick."
I turned around and straddled him as I smiled, "You can only swear when your dick is in my mouth, cunt or hand, is that clear?"
"Yes, Mommy," he nodded, as he leaned up and began licking my pussy.
I moaned, as I stroked his cock, "Yes, eat Mommy's cunt," before I took his cock back in my mouth.
For a couple of minutes, he licked me, I sucked him. We were in perfect unison.
Then I wanted more.
I wanted his cock in me.
I said, "Baby, I need you inside of me."
Jay asked surprised, "Y-y-you want me to fuck you?"
"I need that big hard cock of yours in me right now," I demanded, as I rolled onto my back and spread my legs like I was parting the Red Sea.
Jay wasn't going to argue with the offer, as he moved between my legs, kissing me passionately before sliding his throbbing penis into my warm, soaking vagina.
I came in seconds, like a teenage boy, as I screamed loud enough to wake the dead, "Yes, you mother-fucker you're making Mommy come!"
Jay kept fucking me as I shook like a rocking horse, the most intense orgasm I had ever experience hitting me like a typhoon as cum gushed out of me.
Jay kept pounding in and out of my contracting vagina and even as I continued to come like a broken faucet, I could tell he was close to coming too and I moaned, "Shoot your cum all over Mommy, baby."
Jay grunted, as he pulled out, making my cunt leak like crazy, groaned and said, "Take my come, Mommy."
"Oh yes, baby, you look so hot when you come on Mommy," I moaned, squeezing my tits together for him as a target.
He shot a load of hot, thick cum - a load that seemed even bigger than the one from earlier that day all over me - hitting my face, tits, belly and pussy.
"Yes, baby, what a big load you just gave Mommy," I moaned, scooping some cum and putting it to my lips as I looked at the camera for the first time.
From the video, I heard, "That's it, baby, fuck Mommy's ass."
Jay, who was looking down at me completely spent, smiled.
I smiled back as I asked, "What, you want Mommy's other hole too?"
This took him by surprise, but he nodded, "I want to do everything with you."
"Mmmmmm," I smiled, as I stroked his cock, "Well, you are the man of the house now."
He leaned in and kissed me. Soft and tender.
When he broke the kiss, he said, "Well, that went better than planned."
"Excuse me?" I asked.
He didn't answer the question but said, "Did you know that Carol and Simon are fucking?"
"What? No!" I gasped. Carol, who had loaned me the video, was my best friend. Her son was best friends with my son... that is how we became friends, through years of watching sports together.
"And did you know that she was very worried about your lack of a sex life," he continued.
"No," I said and then my head started to put the puzzle pieces together.
"Yes," he nodded.
"Y-y-you planned this?" I stammered.
"It was Carol's idea," he admitted.
"Carol planned this?" I asked, even though that was now obvious.
"Yes," he nodded. "She knew you needed someone and she suggested I would be perfect."
Although I was shocked, I smiled, as I pulled him onto me, and onto his cum, as I kissed him. When I broke the kiss, I smiled, "Well, you are."
He smiled back, "I love you, Mom."
"I love you too, son," I replied back, before adding, "and lover."
After a lengthy kiss, I said, "I think I need another shower."
"And I need to edit a movie," he said.
"Right, the movie is still filming," I laughed.
"And the movie is still playing," he said.
I looked up and saw that the mom was now getting fucked while eating a younger girl. I said, "We will have to rewind this scene and see who the girl is."
"It's the daughter," Jay said.
"How do you know?" I asked.
"I've seen the movie before," he admitted.
"You bad boy," I teased as I got off the bed.
"You're a good mom," he smiled back.
I took a long bath, before getting into another piece of lingerie, thigh highs this time, before coming downstairs, pouring myself a glass of wine and going to the living room to watch some television. I was dressed to tease or please if Jay decided he wanted a night cap fuck.
As I sat down on the couch, I laughed, and said out loud, "Back to the scene of the crime."
I was watching television for a few minutes when Jay came downstairs topless and only in sweats that barely concealed his erection.
He said, "Mom, I just made the final edit on my -I mean our- video...do you want to have your own copy?"
I looked at Jay's crotch and his tent and back up to him with a mischievous grin and said, "Let's pop it into the DVD player sweetie! I want to see how it turned out."
"Okay, I think you'll like it!" he said proudly.
He put the DVD in the player and came and sat with me on the couch.
We watched the movie together in silence. It was so hot; I looked fucking amazing.
As the movie played, Jay, more confident now, moved his hand under my nightie and to my again wet pussy.
I retrieved his cock and stroked it slowly.
Both of us slowly teased each other until the movie was done.
When the hot, unscripted scene ended, I said, "Well, that went a lot different than scripted."
"I'll say," he agreed, as his finger slowly fucked me.
"And this is too," I said, as I moved to the floor, pulled his sweats off, tossed them aside and took his cock in my mouth.
I was sucking on his cock for only a couple of minutes, wanting to take his load in my mouth, when I froze with his cock buried deep in my mouth.
"Mother!" a female voice gasped. My daughter's voice.
The End....
To be continued if enough people are interested.
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Shemale Bar
I have made a lot of mistakes while drunk in the past.
I fucked what I thought was a hot MILF but ended up being a much older grandma and not even remotely hot.
I fucked a very obese woman who nearly crushed me to death when she rode me.
I fucked my girlfriend's mother while my girlfriend was sleeping downstairs.
Just to name three.
But that paled in comparison to what just happened last night.
I was bar hopping in San Francisco and had already been to a drag bar where I was luckily still sober enough to recognize an Adam's apple on an otherwise feminine looking person who was hitting on me pretty hard, when reached a club called Deception, a club I recalled my colleague Fran, one of the few who had so far resisted my charm, had said I had to visit if I was in San Francisco.
I asked, "Why?"
"It's a bar where you are guaranteed to get fucked like you have never been fucked before," she said, always talking like she was a guy.
"I can't imagine how that is possible." I smiled, flirting back.
"Trust me, it will change your life," she said.
"I'd change your life if you'd let me," I flirted.
"Trust me, you couldn't handle me," she countered.
"Challenge accepted," I joked.
"Once you get back from Deception we will talk," she said.
I thought the name was odd, but I just wanted another drink and hopefully a hot chick to take back to my hotel as I hadn't been laid in a week, which was a pretty long time for me... and I recalled Fran's words.
In retrospect, a sober me would have likely caught many of the warning signs.
There was a twenty buck cover, which was a bit steep, but if the women inside were half as hot as the woman taking my money I figured it was well worth it.
She asked, "First time?"
"Is it that obvious that I'm a Deception virgin?" I joked, not realizing the accidental innuendo I had opened with... I was just being my suave self.
She laughed, as she handed me a red glowing bracelet, "You won't be for long, sexy."
I loved these moments of flirtation. Regardless of whether I scored or not, flirting was my drug... that and beer.
I'm a good looking guy. I'm not being smug, just admitting the truth. I've never had trouble scoring with the ladies because I'm the complete package: sexy, built, blue eyes and blonde hair, funny, suave, well-dressed, a great job and a decent seven inch cock that wasn't so big it scared the ladies but big enough to keep them very satisfied.
For the record, I'm not some smug asshole. I know I'm blessed and I also make sure my women get pleased too.
I just get bored.
I've never met one that makes me keep coming back.
Sex is just sex....
I know that makes me sound like a sexist pig, but I believe that when I meet the one I'll just know... like my mom and dad, who have been married forty years.
Anyways, I was given a free shot ticket for one 'Puckered Rosebud', a drink I had never heard of before.
But I was not one to turn down a free drink and headed straight to the bar where a very beautiful blonde smiled, "First time here, sexy?"
"Is that what the bracelet symbolizes?" I asked.
"Yep," she nodded. "Are you from around here?"
"Canada, actually," I answered, already feeling my seduction today could be the bartender.
"Oh, well when in San Fran," she said, as she handed me a shot.
"What's in it?" I asked.
"Bartenders secret," she answered, "but it will loosen you up a bit."
"What if I want to loosen you up a bit?" I flirted back as I took the shot.
She laughed, "Oh, I'm not sure you could handle me."
I smiled, charm on full, "I'd die trying."
"I'll keep that in mind," she said. "Now down your shot."
I downed it. My throat burned as it was the most intense shooter I'd ever had.
"Down it with this," a gorgeous redhead smiled as she handed me a drink.
My throat burning, I took the whiskey glass and downed it. It too was like a prairie fire burning my throat.
The bartender laughed, "Josie, you're going to kill the Canadian."
"A Canadian," the redhead purred. "Yummy."
I blushed, as I downed the water the bartender handed me.
"And what brings you here?" Josie asked.
"You," I replied, turning on the charm as I sensed she was already a willing participant.
"Really?" She smiled, seeming to put a similar amount of charm in her tone. I suddenly wasn't sure if I was the hunter or the prey.
I nodded, "Can I buy you a drink?"
"At this bar the ladies buy the drinks," the redhead replied, her green eyes hypnotizing me. She waved to the bartender.
"Best bar ever," I joked.
"Oh, you don't know the half of it," she smiled as she leaned in and tugged on my ear lobe. "I'm going to fuck you so hard."
I had been hit on by women before... many times. But never with such aggression and forwardness.
I smiled playfully, even as my cock hardened, "Maybe I don't kiss on the first date."
Her hand went to my cock as her tongue swirled in my ear, "me either."
The bartender returned with drinks and quipped, "Be careful Canuck. Josie is a predator that doesn't take no for an answer."
"Thankfully, I don't play hard to get," I groaned, as she kept rubbing my cock.
The bartender laughed. "Well, don't say I didn't warn you."
Josie ordered, her hand disappointingly leaving my throbbing cock, "Drink up."
I grabbed the drink and was thankful when it was a normal whiskey and Coke.
"Wanna dance?" I asked.
"Wanna fuck?" She countered.
"Where have you been all my life?" I quipped, this woman really turning me on.
"Let's go," she said, taking my hand even as I was in mid drink.
I followed and was surprised when she led me into the bathroom. I was also surprised to see there was only one bathroom.
I asked, "Is this one of those unisex bathrooms?"
"You could say that," she said as she led me into one of the seven stalls.
As I followed, I heard a guy groan, "Oh yes, fuck me."
I wondered what kind of bar I was in.
Before I could really ponder that, Josie dropped to her knees, fished out my cock with expert precision and devoured it whole.
"Oh God," I groaned as she sucked my cock like an expert.
"Oh God, harder," the guy groaned, which confused me.
As I watched her bob back and forth I noticed a hole in the wall. I smirked, shit this place even had glory holes.
After a couple of minutes, I warned, "You better slow down or I'm going to shoot my load prematurely."
She allowed my cock to slip out of her mouth as she stood back up and said, "Well, we can't have that," as she put her hands on my shoulders and guided me to my knees.
"I love a woman that knows what she wants," I purred, impressed by her aggressiveness and looking forward to tasting her pussy.
"Remember those words," she said as she looked down at me.
I thought that was a strange response, but horny and drunk all I wanted to do was taste her pussy and then fuck her.
"Come in my asshole," the guy screamed just as I nodded and lifted up her dress.
As I reached for her panties my eyes went big at both the revelation of what was happening in the other stall and the fact that Josie had a hard bulge where her pussy should be.
"Fish it out," she ordered.
I stammered, paralyzed in bewilderment, "Y-y-you have a dick!"
"Yeah, thanks for letting me know," she sarcastically quipped. "Now pull my panties down and get sucking."
"I-I-I'm not gay," I tried to explain as I continued to stare at the anatomy error.
"I didn't say you were," she sighed, pulling her panties down herself to reveal a hard, big, thick, eight inch cock. "Now fucking get to work."
I couldn't believe it. She expected me to suck her cock.
I went to speak... to protest... when she suddenly shoved her cock in my stunned, open mouth.
She grabbed my head and began fucking my face, making me gag.
I had no choice but to suck.
"That's it cocksucker," she groaned, holding my head firmly, "you look so hot with my cock in your mouth."
The words were ridiculous as I couldn't imagine I looked hot as I tried to stop gagging on the huge dick assaulting my mouth. I also would have never, in a hundred years, imagined that derogatory term being used on me.
After a few more deep thrusts, she pulled out. She asked, as she looked down at me, "Is this your first cock?"
"Yes," I answered, as I looked up at her and then back to her cock, still completely overwhelmed with my sudden predicament... the bartender's warning suddenly making complete sense.
"You want it back in your mouth, don't you?" She smiled.
And oddly, as I finally got a good look at the cock, the answer was yes. I couldn't explain it, but her cock was beautiful. These thoughts only confused me more.
"Answer me, cock sucker," she ordered, tapping my lips with her dick.
"Yes," I quickly answered feeling compelled to obey this beautiful woman with a dick, my mouth literally watering as I wanted it back in my mouth.
"Yes, what?" She asked as she traced my lips with her thick mushroom top.
"Yes, I want to suck your cock," I admitted, not feeling any shame at this declaration, but rather an undeniable hunger.
"Well, then get to work, cock sucker," she ordered.
This time she didn't shove her cock in my mouth.
This time it was me who leaned forward and willingly became a cock sucker.
"Good boy," she moaned as her cock disappeared in my mouth.
The tone was smug, and maybe condescending, and yet it seemed appropriate. Now in control of the sucking, I slowly moved back and forth... in awe of how natural it felt to have a cock in my mouth.
I had never even remotely considered sucking a cock before, but now that one was in my mouth it seemed natural.
"That's it, take your time and worship my cock," she purred, as she put her hands in my hair.
I couldn't believe I was on my knees.
I couldn't believe she had a cock.
I couldn't believe I was sucking her cock.
I couldn't believe I was enjoying it.
As I got used to the girth that stretched my mouth a lot wider than a Popsicle I began to work on taking more of its length in my mouth.
I gagged excessively when she roughly fucked my face and for some reason now as I took my time I wanted to impress her... to be a good cocksucker... as strange as that was to think.
So each forward bob I attempted to take slightly more in my mouth, wondering if I could ever take it all in my mouth without gagging.
"Shit, you sure you haven't done this before?" she asked, seemingly impressed with what I was doing.
"Oh my God, pound my asshole," another guy screamed.
It was then I wondered: had I accidentally entered a shemale bar?
Josie pulled her dick out of my mouth and asked, "Ever had a cock in your ass?"
"God, no," I quickly answered, the idea not at all appealing, especially with a dick that thick and long. Sucking cock was one thing, taking it in the ass was a completely different thing.
"Take it all," a female voice ordered.
More evidence this was a shemale bar.
"Yes, give me every inch," the guy whimpered.
Josie explained, "Most men secretly want to suck cock and be fucked."
"Really?" I asked, "I've never considered it."
"Yet, the moment a cock was offered to you, you eagerly took it in your mouth."
"In truth, you face-fucked me," I pointed out, not liking her accusations.
"You have like a hundred pounds on me," she pointed out. "I'm pretty sure you could have pushed me away."
"I guess," I replied, realizing that was true.
"And you sure seemed to be enjoying yourself just now."
"Yeah, I can't explain it," I said, looking back at her cock... wanting it back in my mouth.
"I just did," she smirked as she slid her cock back in my mouth.
I resumed bobbing, happy to have it back in my mouth and thankful to have avoided the whole in the ass thing.
"Do you want my cock, senator?" a voice asked.
"God, yes," the voice responded.
I still couldn't believe the surreal reality I was in.
As I took over half the big cock in my mouth, she explained, "Guys come here to suck and get fucked."
I took her cock out of my mouth and explained, "I just came in here for a drink."
"And you're drinking," she smirked as she slid her cock back in my mouth.
I resumed bobbing as she explained, "All guys want to be bottomed."

I wasn't sure that was true as it had never popped into my head until this moment... and although I was enjoying sucking her cock I still had no interest in getting sodomized.
Josie asked a minute later, "Ready to get fucked?"
"Please, just let me suck you," I heard myself say... words I never imagined coming out of my mouth.
"So eager," she smiled looking down at me.
"Oh God, fuck my ass," a guy groaned from another stall.
"Stand up," Josie ordered.
"Please no," I begged.
She roughly pulled me up and demanded, "Pull down your pants."
"Holy mother fucker," a guy screamed, "I'm coming."
"The real faggots come from getting ass fucked," Josie explained as she unbuckled my belt.
I just allowed her to undress me, unable to say no to her and yet also unable to do it myself even as I tried to process how I had ended up in this predicament and what she wanted to do to me.
She tugged my pants down and then my underwear.
"Nice cock," Josie complimented as she stroked it. "Why is it so hard?"
"I don't know," I answered, and I didn't.
"Turn around," she ordered, as she let go of my cock and moved her hand to a soap dispenser.
As I looked at it confused, she explained, "Lube."
"Oh," was all I could say as I watched her coat her big cock with lube.
I watched in shock and awe in a complete dazed mindset: both unable to break my eyes from her big hard cock and unable to fathom where she planned to put it next. I should have pulled up my pants and rushed out of there and yet I remained paralyzed by indecision and confusion.
When she turned me around and bent me over the toilet I didn't protest at all... suddenly feeling like a Ken doll... with Barbie being the one wearing the strap-on.
She warned, a moment later, as she rubbed her cock up and down my ass cheeks, "This may burn a little."
Before I could respond, I felt her cockhead push forward and after a brief rejection from me, her cock slid into my ass.
"Oh, God," I moaned loudly as I clenched my teeth in pain.
"So tight," she groaned as her big snake slowly slid inside my virgin ass.
"Please stop," I whined, unable to fathom her going any deeper in me.
"Oh, I'm just getting started," she purred as she kept reaching new depths inside my once 'out only' hole.
"Fuuuuuck," I screamed, sounding as desperate as the other men in the other stalls... the pain searing through me even as my hard cock flinched.
"Soon, my little ass slut," she said, as she continued her never ending violation of my ass.
Accepting my fate, I just allowed myself to be sodomized. It was then I recalled Fran's words, 'It's a bar where you are guaranteed to get fucked like you have never been fucked before'.
Fran had set me up.
It was then, as I felt Josie's body meeting mine, that I pondered if Fran was a shemale.
"Want me to fuck you?" Josie asked, as she leaned into me and kissed the back of my neck.
And even though the pain was sharp, suddenly I didn't want anything more than exactly that... to be fucked. It made no sense... it wasn't something I had ever fantasized... but at this moment I wanted to be fucked... pounded... sodomized.
I replied, "Yes."
"Yes, what?" she asked, not moving her cock at all... just leaving it buried deep in my rectum.
"Yes, please fuck me," I whispered.
"Fuck your what?"
"My asshole, please fuck my asshole," I begged, which made this even more surreal.
"As you wish," she obliged as she began to slowly pump her cock in and out of me.
Almost instantly a small pleasure began to build inside me even as the pain also intensified.
"Just relax, soon you'll be begging for me to hammer away in your little asshole," she said, as she continued to slowly fuck me.
"Okay," I weakly agreed, trying to get used to having her massive cock buried deep inside me.
For a couple of minutes I tried to relax (easier said than done when your ass is full of big hard cock) and slowly the pleasure began to override the pain.
Then I moaned.
"The pain is fading, isn't it?" she said, beginning to go faster.
"Yes," I moaned louder, suddenly wanting her to fuck me faster, harder.
"Tell me when what you want," she said.
"Oh God, harder, fuck me harder," I begged, wanting to be pounded.
"You sure?" she asked.
"God, yes, make me your fuck slut," I replied, sounding like some porn star slut.
She did, suddenly slamming into me hard.
"Fuuuuuuuuck," I screamed, a sudden sharp pain re-emerging as she began reaming my asshole.
"You like it rough, ass slut?" she asked.
I didn't like the name calling, but I was way too under her spell to quibble about the verbal abuse. I moaned, the intense pleasure and intense pain ricocheting through my very being, "Yes, yes, I love being pounded by your big dick."
"You're such a hot little slut," she purred, fucking me so deep and rough.
"I love being your slut," I declared, the pleasure again taking control of my body... my cock dying to be touched and erupt.
She fucked me for a couple more minutes before she pulled out, quickly spun me around, guided me to the ground and shoved her cock back in my mouth.
She roughly face fucked me, her balls bouncing off my chin, even as I realized I was sucking a dick that had just been in my ass.
"Here it comes," she grunted, a few rough strokes later.
And then I felt her cum explode in my mouth.
I swallowed, not that I had a choice as she kept fucking my face.
Once she was done, she pulled out and said, "Want to come?"
"God, yes," I nodded.
She pulled out her phone and dialed.
I stared, confused.
After a minute, she said, "Hey, big sister. I have your man here."
My eyes went big. Who was she talking to? I wasn't dating anyone.
Suddenly she handed me the phone and said, "It's for you."
I took the phone and said, "Hello."
"Hi, Adam," the voice said.... The voice that was undoubtedly Fran.
"Fran?"
"Did you enjoy my sister's big cock?"
"How?"
"Answer the question," she demanded.
"Yes," I quickly answered, admitting the truth.
"Did it change your life like I said it would?"
"I think so," I nodded, still staring at Josie's cock.
"Good, because when you get back home, I got a nice big cock for that cock sucking mouth of yours and that man cunt," she said, shocking me.
"You have a cock too?"
"Bigger than Josie's, too," she said.
"Wow!" was all I could muster as my head spun with this new information.
"Do you want to come?" Fran asked.
"Yes," I admitted.
"Jerk off, thinking of me reaming that asshole of yours," Fran ordered.
"Okay," I said, moving my hand to my cock and obeying the order.
"Now tell me what you are," she ordered.
I knew what she was expecting. And as I furiously pumped my cock, I moaned, "A cock sucker, an ass taking faggot for shemale cock."
"And a cum slut," Josie added, as she opened the stall door and called out, "Anyone want some fresh meat?"
My eyes went wide yet again as I realized that I may get more cock.
"Oh yes, my cock sucker, tonight you won't leave that stall until you have sucked every cock and taken every dick in your shit hole," Fran said, which was the final straw as I came.
"Fuuuuuuck," I grunted as I came all over the floor just as the hot bartender walked into the room.



"God, you really are a little cock slut," Fran laughed into my ear as I came.
I was about to respond, but the bartender lifted up her skirt and then shoved her dick in my mouth.
The bartender took the phone and said, "Hey, Fran, we will take very good care of your little cock slut."
And as I began sucking an even bigger cock, I realized just how much I had been played.
That said, as I eagerly bobbed on the second cock, I also realized I wouldn't have it any other way.
The End
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Ass Slut: A Mom Becomes Submissive
It had been a long day.
A long frustrating day.
I showed houses all day and didn't even get a bite of a sale.
My feet were sore and I was cranky as I got home.
I was walking up the stairs to my bedroom to get out of my business wear and stockings when I heard sounds that were undeniably the sounds of sex... coming from my son's room.
As I got closer to the door, I heard Nancy, my son's girlfriend, demand, "That's it baby, ream my asshole."
I froze.
Nancy took it in the ass?
My son fucked Nancy's ass?
They were both eighteen and I had no delusions that they were still virgins, but this was shocking to hear.
Yet, I was curious... it had been a long time since I got fucked.
And although I should have turned back around and gone downstairs, or made enough of a racket for them to have heard me, I instead quietly walked to the door, which was slightly ajar and peeked inside.
I stared like a deer in headlights as my son was fucking his girlfriend Nancy, doggie style, apparently, in the ass.
"You love fucking Mommy's asshole, don't you, baby?" Nancy asked.
I gasped at the nasty talk and the stunning reality the pretty eighteen year old was pretending to be his mother... pretending to be me.
My son grunted, "Yes, I love that tight asshole of yours, my Mommy-slut."
My pussy betrayed me, making my panties damp, and before I even knew I was doing it, I had lifted up my dress, and put my fingers inside my panties, thankful I always wore thigh high stockings.
I noticed that Nancy was wearing thigh high stockings too, which was a pretty big coincidence considering so few young girls today wore any type of nylons.
"Harder, baby, really ream Mommy's shit hole," Nancy demanded.
Forgetting briefly he was my son, I wished I had a better angle so I could see his cock.
Nancy turned back to look at my son and definitely saw me.
I froze, my hand in my panties.
Nancy moaned, even as she looked past my son and directly at me, "Oh yes, you mother fucker, pound Mommy's asshole with that big fat dick."
I should have left, yet it was like my legs were stuck in cement. And before I knew it, I had resumed rubbing myself as I watched my son sodomize his girlfriend, who was pretending to be me... and imagining it was me.
Nancy smiled at me as she asked, "Do you love fucking Mommy, baby?"
My son answered with a grunt, "Fuck, yes. I love your tight ass, Mommy-slut."
Nancy moaned, "And Mommy loves your big dick in her shit hole. Mommy wishes you would fuck her every fucking day."
I couldn't believe their conversation. I couldn't believe how hot it was making me. I couldn't believe Nancy was having this conversation while staring at me.
I kept watching, I kept listening, and I kept touching myself as my son fucked Nancy while she pretended to be me.
Nancy moaned, a big smile on her face, "Do you want to cum all over your Mommy's face, baby?"
"God, yes," he grunted. "Get on your knees and prepare to get my full load all over your pretty face, my Mommy-slut."
Nancy got off the bed and onto her knees at an angle I could see (clearly on purpose for my benefit), but Wes, my son, couldn't see me.
Wes got off the bed and began pumping his cock... his long, thick, juicy cock.
I stared at it with lust. It had been a while since I got laid and a lot longer since I got fucked by a cock that big and forever since I had a real dick in my ass (toys aside). And as I stared at it, I completely forgot he was my son, I just saw him as a guy with a big cock.
"Come all over Mommy's face," Nancy said, her mouth wide open as she glanced back at me.
"You want my cum, Mommy-slut?" Wes questioned, as he furiously beat his meat.
"Yes, baby, paint Mommy's face with your cum," Nancy purred.
I was so intoxicated with the scene I was witnessing, the nasty incest talk, and the size of my son's cock, I frantically rubbed myself as my orgasm built quickly.
Suddenly, simultaneously, as my son's cum rocketed out of his cock and onto Nancy's face as he grunted, "Take all my cum, Mommy-slut," I came too.
My legs buckled as my orgasm seemed to usurp all the energy in my body. My head went light as the most intense orgasm in memory coursed through me.
Terrified of getting caught by my son, I quietly backed away from the door and weakly snuck out of the house.
Once in my car, I just sat there, my body feeling completely spent as I tried to recover from my orgasm and the reality of what I just witnessed.
Why did that turn me on so much?
Did my son really want to fuck me?
Why did Nancy get even nastier when she saw me watching?
Why was my pussy still tingling as I recalled what I had witnessed?
These and many other questions bounced around my head as I waited fifteen minutes, enough time for my body to calm down, the orgasm refusing to completely leave me, and hopefully for them to be done.
When I went back into my house, I saw they were watching television.
I greeted, a little nervous that Nancy might have told my son I watched them fuck, "Good afternoon, Wes, Nancy."
"Hi, Mom," Wes greeted looking up, with no hint of anything out of the ordinary.
"Hi, Mrs. Golden," Nancy greeted with a smile that spoke volumes.
"Are you staying for dinner, Nancy?" I asked, as she often did.
"Yes, Mrs. Golden," she nodded, before adding, "if that is all right."
"Of course," I nodded. "The more the merrier." I then realized the sexual implications of my words.
Nancy nodded, "I couldn't agree more."
"Great," I nodded, as I went to the kitchen to begin dinner, my head still spinning with the consequences of every word.
I was cutting lettuce, a couple of minutes later, when Nancy walked into the kitchen.
I froze, completely nervous.
She went to the fridge and I resumed making the salad, praying she wasn't going to mention anything.
Suddenly, I felt a hand reach around me, under my dress and directly to my pussy.
I gasped in shock as she whispered, "Your panties are still very wet."
"Nancy!" I protested, even though I didn't actually attempt to physically stop this sudden molestation.
"Don't move," she ordered, as she rubbed my swollen clit over my panties.
This was even more shocking than what I had witnessed, and yet had me equally aroused.
"Did you enjoy the show?" Nancy questioned.
My head was swarming with confusion as I stammered, "I-I-I don't know."
"Your cunt says you did," she countered.
"Nancy, please," I whimpered, worried my son would walk in and catch us.
"Please let you eat my cunt?" She questioned, but before I could answer she asked, "So are you wet because you want to munch my cunt, suck your son's big dick or take it up that sweet ass of yours?"
I didn't answer for a couple of reasons. One, I didn't have an answer, although until she mentioned it I hadn't considered eating her pussy, something I hadn't done since my wild college days. Two, her fingers were making it hard to think straight.
"I mean, your son has a great cock and really knows how to use it," Nancy continued, as she rubbed my pussy.
I involuntarily moaned at her description as well as her fingers.
"And God, I didn't know I was an ass slut, but your son ordered me to give it up to him and, well, once he plowed my shit hole I was addicted," she explained, continuing to tease my pussy.
"Oh God," I moaned, my second orgasm in half an hour rising quickly.
"Do you take it in the ass, Mrs. Golden?" She questioned.
I didn't answer as I enjoyed the pleasure she was giving me.
"Answer me, slut," she ordered.
I stammered, shocked at being called a slut by my son's girlfriend, as she tapped my clit roughly, "I-I-I used to."
"I bet you'd bend over and take your son's cock up your asshole right now if he walked in here," Nancy nastily said.
"Ohhhh," I moaned, the idea that was so wrong suddenly seeming so right.
Suddenly, she spun me around, pushed me to the floor and lifted up her skirt.
"Eat," was all she said.
As I stared at her completely shaved, slightly glistening pussy, I was completely at her whim. I hesitated for only a couple of seconds before I leaned forward and licked my son's girlfriend's pussy.
Shame and hunger collided inside me. Shame at eating my son's girlfriend's pussy, especially in the kitchen while my son was in the next room; yet hunger at the lust that overwhelmed me and the need to obey that consumed and took control... overriding common sense, decency and moral righteousness.
And once her unique pussy taste hit my taste buds I was back to being in college and munching away at my roommate's pussy.
I had forgotten how distinct an exotic pussy tasted.
She moaned, "This is not your first time."
I didn't answer as I kept licking, forgetting I was a mother, that my son was in the other room and that she was my son's girlfriend.
Suddenly she pushed me away and smiled, "That's just a sample, Mrs. Golden."
I was surprised at being pushed away and even more surprised by my disappointment.
I wanted to bury my face back in that pussy.
She looked down at me and smiled, as if seeing my hunger, "Don't worry, Mrs. Golden. I'm not cinchy with my pussy, but I also want you to earn it."
I was bewildered. Was she really going to not let me finish what I started?
She added, "Do you like the thigh highs? They're yours. Your son has a stocking fetish because of you."
Before I could say anything, although I'm not sure what I would have said, she walked away leaving me alone on my knees with pussy juice on my face.
I weakly got off my knees and moved back to the counter.
I stood there for a moment to recover from the surreal excitement before resuming making dinner with my head spinning in a million directions.
The entire time I made dinner I was on cooking cruise control. I made dinner robotically as I tried to come to grips with both bizarre situations that had happened today.
Why had I got turned on watching my son ass fuck his girlfriend?
Why didn't I leave when Nancy caught me watching?
Why did I allow myself to be molested by my son's girlfriend?
Why did I obey and lick Nancy's pussy with my son in the next room?
Why was I craving that sweet pussy taste?
Why was my pussy leaking into my panties as I replayed the last hour?
These questions and others swarmed me as I couldn't understand my arousal other than chalking it up to massive withdrawal symptoms.
Dinner came and went without incident, although I ate on pins and needles worried that Nancy would out me.
That night, alone in my bed, I pulled out my magic wand, which was indeed magical, and began to get myself off.
As I closed my eyes, I recalled vividly my son's huge cock, Nancy's nasty words as she role played being me, her shocking touch on my cunt and the sweet aroma and taste of her pussy.
My orgasm rose quickly as I imagined being back on my knees, licking Nancy's perfect pussy... my long lost submissive lesbian past suddenly coming rushing back.
As the vibrations drove me wild, I recalled my college years and the many times I had pleasured my dominant roommate Jessica, who trained me as a submissive pussy pleaser.
I recalled eating her out while she studied.
I recalled eating her out while she was in the shower.
I recalled eating her out almost every morning... She loved being woken up with a slow pussy licking.
I recalled her fucking me with a strap-on, making me beg to be allowed to come.
I recalled her taking my ass and turning me into an ass loving slut who had my biggest, most intense orgasms from taking it up my butt.
I imagined it was now Nancy I served.
And yet, as my orgasm erupted out of me, the last vision was me on all fours getting fucked by my son.
I lay there enjoying my intense orgasm, my head spinning as my body pulsed.
Once my orgasm finished its lengthy journey through my entire body from the tips of my fingers to my toes, a sudden guilt washed over me.
I had just fantasized about being my son's girlfriends' submissive.
I had come while imagining that my son was fucking my ass.
Fuck!
Fuck!!!
Fuck!!!!!
The next morning, feeling refreshed after my multiple orgasm day, I was dressed and getting ready for a showing in a couple hours when there was a knock at the door, which was rare for a Tuesday.
I went to the door and opened it, not thinking to use the peep hole that was more for show than use.
A chill went up my back when Nancy was standing in front of me wearing her cheerleader outfit and my thigh highs.
When I didn't say anything, Nancy asked, "Are you going to invite me in, Mrs. Golden?"
"What? Yes, please come in," I said, unsure why she was here.
She walked in and I asked, "Shouldn't you be in class?"
"Probably," he nodded. "But Mrs. Walker doesn't question me when I'm not in class."
"Why?" I asked, knowing Mrs. Walker to be a strong-willed, no nonsense English teacher.
Nancy smiled, "Let's just say I am the student in her class, but she's the student between my legs."
"Nancy!" I gasped.
She shrugged, "Mrs. Walker is a completely submissive pussy muncher."
As I tried to understand this new revelation, Nancy walked directly in front of me and added, "Just like you, Mrs. Golden."
Another chill went up my spine at her pretentious, but accurate, assumption.
"Be honest, Heather," Nancy continued, using my first name for the first time, "You want to eat my pussy right now, don't you?"
Although the truth was yes, I answered as a morally upright woman should, "Nancy, this is ludicrous."
Nancy's smile faded. She sighed, "Heather, your feeble attempt at denial is ludicrous. You're a submissive cunt licking slut who has been craving my pussy since you saw your son reaming my asshole."
Truthfully, I was more craving an ass fucking from my son, but I sure wasn't going to say that. Instead, I said, "I was just shocked you took it up the ass, you seemed like such a sweet girl."
"So sweet girls can't take a cock up their ass?" Nancy questioned.
"It's just, I didn't fathom you doing that," I said, feeling very uncomfortable in the situation I found myself. Part of me wanted to just drop to my knees and bury my face in that sweet pussy, yet I knew I needed to be the adult here.
"Didn't fathom what? Me taking your son's massive prick up my shit hole?" Nancy questioned bluntly, clearly enjoying being so frank and nasty in front of me.
"Nancy, enough," I firmly said. "I don't appreciate that language from anyone, especially an educated young lady like yourself."
"Heather," she sighed. "First off, its 2016. A woman can be a lot of things. A scholar in the classroom, a pussy munching lesbian in the cheerleader change room and a three hole cum slut in the bedroom, or boy's locker room, or back of the bus coming back from state championships or at the beach or... well you get my point."
The long list made my cunt gush in my panties as I just shook my head and said, "Well, things have changed then."
"You never got gang banged in your youth?" Nancy questioned.
Truth was, one drunk night in my freshman year of college I had taken on five guys, but they only fucked my mouth and pussy. Although I liked anal sex, a lot, I had never been double penetrated other than a cock in my pussy or ass and a toy in the other.
Nancy laughed when I didn't answer. "Reminiscing are we?"
"What? Yes, well, maybe things aren't as different now as back then," I laughed jokingly.
"So you have been a nasty slut before?" Nancy questioned, as her hand went under my skirt and to my already wet panties.
"I suppose," I answered, with a moan... not wanting to admit my past, but also not pushing her hand away like I should have.
"Your cunt is wet again, Heather," Nancy pointed out, as she slid her fingers inside my panties and to my pussy.
All I did was moan... as it was impossible to refute the obvious evidence that she was right and my head was spinning as I tried to figure out what to say next. The reality was I felt nineteen again and unable to say no... just like when I was in college.
"Were you submissive to your husband?" Nancy asked, as she slid a finger inside my fevered cunt.
"Nancy," I moaned again.
"Answer the question," Nancy ordered, as she tapped my g-spot.
"Ohhhhh," I moaned, my legs buckling.
Nancy pulled her finger out and pushed me to the ground as she said, "You look pretty natural on your knees, Heather. Now one last time, were you submissive to your husband?"
Oddly, my first feeling as her finger left me was disappointment. My second was a compelling desire to obey. I couldn't explain it, but when I looked at Nancy, I saw Beth, my Mistress all those years ago. I answered, "Yes."
"And you took it in the ass?" Nancy questioned.
"Yes," I admitted, shame and excitement bouncing inside me.
"And you have munched on cunt before?" she asked, as she lifted up her skirt revealing she was sans underwear.
"Yes," I repeated, like a submissive parrot.
"And you want to munch on mine right now?" she questioned.
"Yes," I nodded, her pretty pink pussy lips so enticing, glistening ever so slightly as if beckoning me in.
"To make this clear," Nancy said, as she moved her fingers to her pussy and slid two inside. "You want to lick your son's girlfriend's cunt?"
I didn't appreciate the reminder about my son, as it instantly made me think of his big cock slamming into her yesterday. The reminder also made me instantly feel guilty about doing such thing with my son's girlfriend... even if she was the one taking the aggressive initiative and clearly revelling in it.
"Answer me, Heather," she demanded, as she moved her fingers out of her pussy and to my lips.
I'd like to pretend that I protested, that I at least hesitated for a moment, but I opened my mouth and took her pussy juice coated fingers in my mouth. I sucked on the two fingers like they were a cock as I eagerly savoured the sweetness of her cunt juice.
"Your son loves munching on my pussy too," Nancy announced, before adding, "that said, he doesn't have the patience of a woman."
She pulled her fingers out and asked, "Want to taste it directly from the source?"
"Yes," I nodded.
"And what does a submissive Mommy slut call the one in charge?" Nancy asked, as she grabbed my head and guided it right in front of her pussy.
"A mistress," I mindlessly answered, just like I did back in college, as I stared at her pussy like it was the Mona Lisa.
"So is that what I am?" Nancy asked, parting her pussy lips with her fingers.
Wanting to taste her pussy again, wanting to be her submissive and wanting to reclaim a part of my sexuality I had long ago left behind, I answered, "Yes, Mistress Nancy, how may I serve you?"
"You understand I can be a very demanding Mistress," she continued, as her finger slid back inside her pussy.
"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, completely in a trance as I watched her finger go in and out of her pussy, my mouth watering.
"You will obey without hesitation?" Nancy questioned.
"Yes, Mistress Nancy," I nodded never taking my eyes off her finger moving in and out of her pussy like a hypnotist's watch.
"Anything?" she asked.
"Yes, Mistress," I answered, at the moment meaning exactly what I said.
Nancy turned around, bent her ass over and ordered, "Eat my asshole, Wes's mom."
I wanted to taste her pussy.
I wanted her cum to flood out of her like wine onto my lips.



Yet, I obeyed the task given, burying my face between her amazing ass cheeks and licking her puckered tight asshole.
"Good, slut," Nancy said after a few seconds, as I swirled my tongue around the salty sweat of her rosebud, lured in by the humiliation of the task.
"Thank you, Mistress," I responded.
"You're more submissive than I thought," she laughed softly as I kept eating out her ass, wanting to show her how good a submissive I could be.
"I did say anything," I replied, reminding her of my utter willingness to obey.
"I'll be keeping you to that, Mrs. Golden," she replied.
"Yes, Mistress."
After a couple of minutes of obedient asshole pleasing, Nancy ordered, moaning a bit, "Get that tongue in my asshole, you fucking ass munching slut."
I obeyed, wanting to please her and my tongue fought past the anal entrance to break inside.
"Oh yes, don't stop," she moaned, as I felt her body moving and I realized she was rubbing herself as I tongue fucked her asshole, the taste even stronger and yet with a saltiness that added to the taste.
Another minute later, she ordered, "Now suck your son's cum out of my asshole where he deposited it earlier today."
I couldn't believe what she just said, but I was so in the moment of obedience, I obeyed, trying to suck on her asshole and retrieve my son's cum, realizing the saltiness I was tasting.
In moments, she screamed, as she came, "Yes, you dirty ass eating, Mommy cum sucking, whore."
The names turned me on and my pussy burned, even as the shame at what I was doing tried to control me.
A moment later she moved away and said, "Shit, Mrs. Golden, you really are one naughty Mom."
"May I come, Mistress?" I asked, burning with lust and hunger.
"Go ahead," she nodded, as she sat on the edge of the couch with her leg out. "Come fuck yourself on my nylon-clad leg."
"Yes, Mistress," I quickly obeyed, scurrying to her, even though the task was meant to humiliate me even more, especially when they were my thigh highs she was wearing.
"Oh yes," she laughed, as I straddled her leg. "You really are one nasty little slut."
"Your slut," I pointed out, as I lowered my cunt on her shin awkwardly.
"Oh," she said ominously. "You are going to be more than just my slut."
"Oh God," I moaned, as I began grinding on her leg, thankful I only bought silky sheer hosiery. The idea of her sharing me scared me, yet at the moment of complete submissive insatiable lust I was too focused on coming to worry about the consequences of my actions.
"Oh yes, Mrs. Golden," she continued. "I plan to make you the biggest MILF slut there is."
"What do you plan to do?" I asked, curious and grinding aggressively as my orgasm quickly grew.
"Share you with all the cheerleaders," she began.
"Oh yes," I moaned, having seen the young ripe teens many times while watching my son play. I'd be lying if I said such a fantasy hadn't popped into my head on occasion.
"Have you at a football party with a glory hole where you can suck cock after cock anonymously," she continued.
"Oh shit, fuck, yes," I babbled, imagining sucking a bunch of young, juicy, hard cocks.
"Or maybe get you triple teamed," she added. "Like the dirty slut you want to be."
"Yessssss," I screamed, as I reached orgasm in a humiliating way, "make me your complete cum slut."
Suddenly she pushed me to the floor and roared, "Did I give you permission to fucking come?"
"N-n-no," I stammered, shocked, even as my body twitched and shook on the floor as cum flooded out of me.
"No what?" she demanded, now standing over me.
"No Mistress," I weakly said.
"You will be punished for this disobedience," she said.
I wanted to point out she gave me permission when she allowed me to ride her leg, but I knew from my past submissions that the sub didn't correct the Mistress. "Yes, Mistress."
"Goodbye, slut," she said, walking out and letting me finish my orgasm in peace.
I said, "Goodbye, Mistress," even as I heard the door slam.
I didn't move for minutes.
Shame.
Lust.
Guilt.
Euphoria.
Mortification.
Delirium.
As my orgasm finally dissipated, my heart dropped into my stomach.
What had I done?
Again!
Fuck!
Fuck!!!
Fuck!!!!!
.....
I showed two houses over the next couple of hours, finally getting my composure back, even as I tried to wrap my head around the crazy predicament I had got myself into. I had declared my son's girlfriend my Mistress and then ate her asshole mindlessly before getting myself off by humping her leg. I had, undoubtedly, hit a new low.
I had one surprise inquiry about a house showing at 3PM that was called in at lunch. So I arrived early and waited a few minutes in my car for the client to arrive.
When a car showed up, I got out and headed to meet them. I stopped as a cheerleader got out of the car. A cheerleader from my son's school as she was wearing the same outfit Nancy was earlier in the day.
I sighed, yet tried to act professional as I asked, "Are you here to look at the house?"
"I'm here to have you eat me in the house," the brunette bluntly said.
"Excuse me?" I gasped, shocked by her words.
She sighed, now standing in front of me, "Your punishment for coming without permission is to eat me out in a house you are showing."
"I can't do that," I protested, appalled at the idea.
She sighed even more dramatically as she said, "Hurry up, Nancy's pet, I need to get back for practice and am skipping English for this."
"Please, I," I began, but was interrupted.
"Look, do I need to call Nancy?"
"No!" I said, worried about more punishments. This house was completely empty and there was no chance of being caught.
"And I'm told you love young cunt."
I winced at the generalization, yet I'd be lying if I claimed the idea of eating this pretty girl's pussy wasn't intriguing. The worry was my image and job.
"Do you?" she asked, when I didn't respond. "Do you want to eat my cunt, Wes's mom?"
The reminder that she knew my son made this riskier, more taboo and, somehow, more exhilarating. I whispered, "Yes."
"Pardon?"
"Yes," I said louder this time.
"Yes, what?"
"Yes, I want to lick your pussy."
"My cunt?"
I sighed, even as saying the words turned me on more, "Yes, I want to eat your cunt."
"Let's go."
Two minutes later, the nameless cheerleader hopped onto the kitchen counter, which was thankfully out of view of any window, and ordered, as she spread her legs, revealing pantyhose with a hole in the crotch to give access to her trimmed pussy. "Get licking, Wes's mom."
Instantly, my mouth watered.
Yesterday's brief licking of Nancy had awakened a side of me I had long put away in the past. A submissive bi side that I had once revelled in. A side that I didn't seem able to control.
I didn't say a word as I moved to the sexy cheerleader and bent down. The counter was too high to be on my knees.
I extended my tongue and licked. Her scent in her trimmed hair was very strong. A mixture of sweat and pussy juice, one that I remembered tasting back in college, a taste that I was once addicted to.
"That's it, Nancy's slave, take your punishment. Although, I'm thinking this is much more a reward."
I agreed. Obviously the punishment was trying to humiliate me with a stranger at my work, but now that I was in my submissive position between the girl's legs I was indeed treating it like a reward. I lapped hungrily, wanting to get this girl off, get the full flood of cum that Nancy had denied me last night with the teasing sampling and today when I was ordered to eat her asshole instead.
"Such an eager MILF," she purred, as she put her hands in my hair.
And I was. I wanted to please, I needed to get her off, I craved pussy cum... something I hadn't tasted in two decades.
"Does Wes know his Mommy is a cunt licking slut?"
I didn't know the answer, but I prayed he didn't. I answered, looking up at her, "I hope not."
"I'll keep your secret," she said, before adding, "but I may use this wicked tongue from time to time."
"Yes, ma'am," I agreed without thought as I buried my face back in her pussy.
This position was awkward and uncomfortable, my neck getting sore, as her moans began to increase. I prayed I would get her off soon both to satisfy my craving and sudden insatiable lust and to get out of this position.
"Want my cum, my pussy munching MILF slut?"
"Yes," I moaned, dying to taste her cum.
"Beg, Wes's mom."
"Oh. God, please let me taste your sweet cum. Use my tongue and face for your pleasure, ma'am," I begged, even as I kept licking, knowing she was close.
"Ma'am," she laughed. "I like that."
She grabbed the back of my head and pulled me roughly into her pussy and began grinding. I kept licking, feeling wetness all over my face and then... after a few more licks... the flood.
Cum splashed onto my face, my lips, and my tongue.
It was the baptism of my new sudden lust.
I was addicted to pussy. I was addicted to pleasing. I was addicted to pussy cum.
"Keep licking, Wes's mom," she ordered.
I obeyed, wanting to extract every last drop of the sweet cum. God, I'd forgotten how good, how heavenly, the taste of pussy cum was.
I knew then, as I finished lapping up her cum, that I was back to being the submissive pussy pleaser I was back in college.
When she let go of my head, she said, "Shit, you're better than the nerds at school."
Oddly, this flattered me and I said, as I stood up, my face coated with pussy juice, "Thank you, ma'am."
"Give me your phone."
I went to my purse and handed her my phone.
She typed something into it and handed it back to me just as her phone buzzed.
I looked at my phone and learned the brunette's name was Ryley. I had texted her. 'Text me whenever you want your cunt served'.
My face went red at the fact that this was more incriminating than what I'd just done.
"It's okay, Wes's mom, your secret is safe with me as long as you are obedient."
"Yes, ma'am," I nodded, continuing to be the subservient submissive I was.
She hopped off the kitchen counter and laughed, "Ma'am."
She walked out and I again was left with the aftermath of my weakness.
Fuck!
This was getting completely out of hand.
Fuck!
.....
I got home horny as hell, even as guilt ate at me. These polar opposite emotions continued to battle for control of me.
Nancy and Wes were home and in the front room again watching television.
I greeted, awkwardly, my face instantly going red, "Hi, guys."
"Hi, Mom," Wes greeted, Nancy's stocking-clad feet in his lap... on his crotch.
"Hi, Heather," Nancy greeted, for the first time not addressing me formally in front of my son, as she wiggled her toes.
"I'm going to make lasagna for supper," I said, leaving quickly, everything now feeling uncomfortable.
Nancy said, "I'll help you, Heather."
I was already in the kitchen when I heard Nancy's words.
I was pulling out pasta from the cupboard when Nancy came up behind me and said, "I hear you really enjoyed your punishment."
"You can't be doing that at my work, Nancy," I said, as I turned around.
"Be a good obedient submissive pussy munching slave and I won't have to discipline you," Nancy said rather matter-of-factly.
I sighed. "I don't think I can do this."
Nancy sighed back. "It's too late to back out, slut. I even got you a present for being so obedient to Ryley." She pushed me roughly to the ground, lifted up her skirt and said, "Get licking, my pet."
Seeing her pussy, any weak resolve I had melted away, as I was undeniably addicted to pussy, and I still hadn't gotten to taste her cum... just samplings of her delicious wetness.
I leaned forward and licked, not worried about my son in the next room, but only the insatiable hunger I had that needed to be satiated.
Nancy moaned softly as I licked hungrily.
As I licked, I noticed the taste was subtly different. I couldn't place it, but it was definitely different than last time.
Nancy seeing and feeling me hesitate revealed, "Can you taste your son's cum in me, Heather?"
"Oh my God!" I gasped, and stood up, realizing I was licking my son's cum from her pussy.
"You okay, Mom?" Wes called out.
I stammered, even as Nancy pushed me back onto my knees, "Yes, honey. Nancy just told me a gross joke."
"Okay," Wes said.
"Get back to licking, slut," Nancy ordered, grabbing the back of my dazed head and shoving my face into her pussy.
Dazed, confused, and mortified, I resumed licking, even as my pussy was on fire.
"I bet you'd love his cock in your asshole and his cum erupting down your throat."
I inadvertently moaned at those words as I imagined his big cock buried in my ass.
She laughed, "You are a nasty Mommy slut, aren't you?"
I didn't answer, knowing every time I spoke I fell deeper and deeper into a sexual submission I was no longer in control of.
"Answer me," she ordered, pulling my head out from between her legs.
I wasn't sure of the truth, I had no idea if my son's cock was in front of me right now if I would suck it (I hoped I could resist). I was so confused about my sexual feelings and all that had happened the past 24 hours. I didn't question my rediscovery of pussy or my natural persona of a submissive... those had been rekindled and were not going to flame out.
But.... sex with my son.
Well... that was definitely wrong.
Yet, I had fantasized about it last night and I was currently tasting his cum in his girlfriend's, my mistress's, pussy.
I no longer was sure where the line was.
Finally, I answered, avoiding saying anything about my son, "I'm your slut, Mistress."
"But are you a Mommy slut?"
I again avoided acknowledging what she was trying to get me to say as I answered, "I'm a Mom and I'm a slut, so yes I'm a Mommy slut."
"You're avoiding the question," she sighed, as she moved away and lowered her skirt, her pussy disappearing like a horrible magic trick. "So, no pussy cum for you."
I watched her walk away as I remained on my knees still dazed and confused.
Finally, I got up and made dinner, pondering the real question she was asking.
Would I suck my son?
Would I swallow his cum?
Would I take a facial from his big hard cock?
Would I allow my son to fuck me with that massive member?
Would I bend over and take his thick dick up my asshole?
Would I be his Mommy-slut?
My pussy on fire, once I had the lasagna in the oven, I scurried upstairs to deal with my own oven. I closed my bedroom door, went to my bed, and began fingering myself.
I was only a minute into overheating my oven when my door suddenly opened.
I quickly pulled my fingers out of me as I looked up and saw Nancy smiling at me with a cucumber in her hand. She closed the door and smiled, "You should probably get a lock on the door."
I begged, "Please, Nancy, I need to get back to making dinner."
She walked to the bed and nodded, "I was just about to make the salad."
"No," I said, instantly knowing what she was thinking.
"Spread your legs now, slut," she ordered, as she roughly parted the legs I had just closed, not actually giving me time to obey.
I was so horny that I didn't even feign protesting as I watched her slide the cucumber inside my pussy.
"Want to come from getting fucked by a cucumber?"
"Yes," I moaned, my orgasm already building at an accelerated rate.
"I plan to cut this cum coated cucumber in the salad."
"I know," I said, having already assumed that was her twisted plan.
"And you are okay with that?" she asked, pumping my pussy furiously with the green make-shift fuck toy.
"Yes," I answered, so close to coming I didn't care about anything else than obeying and coming.
"You may come, my Mommy-slut."
"Thank you," I absurdly screamed, covering my mouth, as I came.
She pulled the cucumber out of me as I came and headed out of the room.
I lay on my bed coming hard, literally unable to move at all. Once again mortified and ashamed by my actions; yet once again exhilarated by the pleasure that was coursing through me.
Eventually I got out of bed, composed myself and returned to the kitchen to see a salad made and already on the table. I sighed.
Fuck!
I had already eaten some of my son's cum today and unwillingly and unknowingly he would be tasting his mom's cum.
I finished getting dinner together and announced supper was ready.
I watched Wes grab the salad.
I watched Wes eat the salad.
I watched Wes make a strange face as if noticing the taste was different, yet he didn't say anything. I'm not sure I took a breath as I watched with trepidation.
Nancy asked, "How is the salad?"
"Amazing," Wes answered.
"Yes, I have my own special recipe," Nancy said, even though she was staring at me.
The rest of the evening was anti-climactic, pun intended, as after dinner they headed out to meet some friends.
It wasn't until Friday, a couple of days later, that I saw Nancy again. She called me and said, "Be home at 3:30."
Before I could respond she hung up.
I had just begun thinking that maybe this surreal couple of days was just a blip on the radar screen of the mundane life I usually led. Yet, as soon as I heard her voice my body tingled with excitement.
I headed home and arrived a few minutes early. I still hadn't gotten the opportunity to taste her pussy cum and was hoping that opportunity would occur today. I also knew that Wes had a 6pm game and wouldn't be home.
I received a text from Nancy at 3:25.
I'm on my way slut. I expect you naked, except for your thigh highs, and on your bed waiting for me.
Of course, I should have texted back no. Just like I should have called her back and said no. Just like I should have said no right from the beginning of this twisted time.
I, of course, did not do that.
I went upstairs, got out of my business attire, and then tentatively took off my bra and panties.
Then... I waited.
Excited.
Nervous.
Wet with anticipation.
Trembling with insecurity.
I heard the door open and close a few minutes later. Then I heard voices... as in more than one. They were female voices, two of them, and they were coming upstairs.
I sighed.
How many other people were going to know of my submissive tendencies and my inability to say no to Nancy or any other strong-willed beautiful woman? I slid under the sheets just as Nancy and a different cheerleader than last time walked into my bedroom.
"Why are you under the covers, slut?" Nancy asked.
"I heard another voice."
"Let's see if you obeyed, slut."
I looked at the other girl, in the exact same cheerleader outfit as Nancy, which meant she knew my son, before I obeyed, shame again trembling through me.
"Holy shit, you were telling the truth," the girl said, clearly shocked by my obedience.
"Who owns you, Wes's mom?" Nancy questioned.
"You do, Mistress," I answered, my natural desire to obey overriding the shame I should feel.
"And you will do whatever I ask?"
"Of course, Mistress," I nodded.
"Crawl over to Sabrina here and beg to eat her cunt," Nancy ordered.
"Yes, Mistress," I obeyed, getting off the bed and going to the still stunned blonde. When I reached her, I asked, "May I please lick your cunt, ma'am?"
"This is fucking awesome," Sabrina said.
Unlike the last girl, who had a hole already made for me to get to her pussy, this one was wearing pantyhose.
I asked, "Is that a yes?"
"Hell yeah," she nodded.
I pulled her pantyhose down to her ankles, and then her panties, to see a completely shaved box.
"She's a great pussy muncher," Nancy said. "Better than the nerds."
"I'll make that conclusion for myself," Sabrina smiled, as she grabbed my head and pulled it into her pussy.
Her pussy was already wet and sweaty, which made for a sweet and tart taste. And as I licked my third pussy in a few days, I felt like I was on a wine tour in France... pussy being better than wine, each similar and yet subtly different.



Sabrina moaned, "Fuck, her tongue is amazing."
"Told you."
"I can't believe you made your boyfriend's mom your slut."
"It was fucking easy too."
Listening to them talking about me so derogatorily should have been humiliating, yet it wasn't at all. Instead it only enhanced my desire to be the pussy pleasing slut they saw me as.
I lapped at her pussy like I was drunk on it, like I was when I travelled the wineries of France.
"Get her off, Wes's mom, and then I'm going to let you finally get my pussy cum," Nancy revealed, which sent a rush of adrenaline up my spine.
I licked faster.
Sabrina laughed with a moan, "Apparently, she really wants to eat your box."
"Who doesn't?"
"Touché."
After a couple more minutes, as the moaning got louder, I sucked and tugged her clit into my lips.
That did it.
"Fuuuuuuck," Sabrina screamed, as her sweet homemade wine poured out of her and onto my lips and into my mouth.
"We should bring her on next weekend's trip," Nancy said.
"Fuck yes," Sabrina moaned. "Always good to have one more pussy muncher to keep us loose."
"Edith may get jealous."
"We'll let Edith have Wes's mom as her own pet."
"Wicked idea," Nancy said. She then ordered, "Come to the bed, Wes's mom."
"Yes, Mistress," I replied, giving one more lick before returning to my bed.
"Lie down on your back."
"Yes, Mistress."
Nancy straddled my face as she asked, "Want to get ass fucked by Sabrina while you munch on my snatch?"
"Yes, please, Mistress," I nodded, her pussy hovering above me teasingly.
"As you wish," Nancy purred, while lowering her pussy onto my face.
I instantly began licking, her scent strong in the enclosed space.
I felt my legs spread open, fingers coating my asshole with lube and then a finger slid inside. I moaned into Nancy's pussy as my asshole was prepared for cock. The finger wiggled inside before a second finger was added, my ass being prepped and gaped. My college Mistress and my husband used to gape my ass for fucking, although it didn't take long as my ass was trained for cock... big cock.
After a couple of minutes of anal prep, I felt the fingers leave my asshole and then felt a cock rubbing up and down my pussy lips. Then, as I continued slowly lapping my Mistress's sweet pussy, I felt the cock slide inside my fevered box.
I moaned into Nancy's pussy, the plastic cock feelingly shockingly real. I had been fucked by strap-on cocks back in college, but they had always felt like plastic cocks. This... this felt real.
The cock slowly fucked my pussy as Nancy asked, "Like that, Wes's mom?"
"God, yes," I moaned, between licks.
"You like that big dick in your cunt?" Nancy questioned.
"Fuck, it feels so real," I said, my orgasm already rising... it being so long since I had been fucked.
"Ready to get ass fucked, Wes's mom?" Nancy questioned.
I felt the cock slip out of my pussy and move to my ass. As the cock teased my lubed rosebud, Nancy said, "You heard her, shove your dick in your Mom, baby."
I heard the words, but it took me a few seconds in my muddled head to realize what was actually happening as a cock slid inside my ass.
My son was fucking my ass.
"Keep licking, Wes's mom," Nancy ordered, as she began grinding on my face.
Pinned down and feeling the thrilling mixture of pleasure and pain as my son filled my ass with his massive dick, I didn't fight it... instead I gave in completely to the pleasure... to the taboo sin... to the most submissive act of my life.
I resumed licking Nancy's sweet cunt as I felt hands cup my tits while my son's cock began to slowly fuck my ass.
"Told you she wouldn't resist," Nancy said, as she ground her pussy on my face.
I hated she was right.
I loved she knew she was right.
I licked her pussy hungrily as the pain began to simmer and the pleasure took control.
My son was fucking my ass.
I was letting my son fuck my ass.
I was enjoying my son fucking my ass.
Fuck!
Fuck!!
Fuck!!!
Finally, Wes spoke. "You like my dick in your ass, Mom?"
Nancy lifted her body up enough for me to answer. "Oh God, Wes, this is so wrong."
"Do you want me to stop?" Wes asked, his dick stopping buried deep in me.
"I didn't say that," I smiled, not that he could see.
"What do you want, Mom?"
"For you to fuck Mommy's ass with your big hard cock, baby," I answered. "Time to make you a Mother fucker."
"Oh God," he groaned.
"Now fuck Mommy's ass hard, you nasty Mother fucking stud," I demanded, as I grabbed Nancy's hips and pulled her pussy back onto my face.
I resumed licking as Wes began pounding my ass.
Nancy moaned, "Fuck your Mom, baby. Ream that asshole."
I moaned into her pussy as I licked, the hard ass fucking creating complete euphoria through my very being.
"Fuck this is so hot," Sabrina moaned.
Nancy's moans got louder as did my own.
And as crazy as it sounded, we came together, her pussy juice coating my face as my cum was flooding out of my cunt from the hard core ass fucking.
"Your fucking mother came without permission," Nancy scolded, as she ground her pussy all over my face, giving me a literal face wash.
"You come without permission from my ass fucking too, slut," Wes said, surprising me again. Was he the one in charge?
"Your dick is magical," Nancy pointed out.
"God, I'm not going to last much longer," Wes groaned.
"Where do you want to come?" Nancy asked.
"On my Mom's face," Wes declared, as Nancy quickly got off me and he pulled his cock out of my ass.
Like the slut I was... the lesbian slut... the ass slut... the Mommy slut... I quickly got off my back, spun around and got onto my knees and took his cock in my mouth.
I always loved the nastiness of sucking a cock that was just in my ass.
So the reality I was sucking my son's cock, willingly committing incest, only enhanced the thrill.
"Oh yes, Mom, suck my cock."
I moaned in response as I bobbed on his massive snake.
"So fucking hot," Sabrina said.
"Incredible," Nancy concurred.
"A dream come true," my son added.
"Literally," Nancy joked, just as my son pulled his cock out of my eager cock sucking mouth and instantly coated my face with his cum.
Rope after rope of cum splattered my entire face, hitting my forehead, my eyes, nose, open mouth and chin.
"God, I've been fantasizing about this for a long time, Mom," Wes revealed, as he slid his cock back in my mouth.
I retrieved every last drop of his sweet cum, still not coming down from the high of the orgasm and submissive taboo act.
Unfortunately, all good things must come to an end... literally.
Wes pulled out and said, "Shit, I'm going to be late for warm up."
"I think you are warmed up," Nancy laughed, as she leaned in and kissed my son.
When Wes broke the kiss, he looked down at me and said, "Thanks, Mommy-slut. I think I may have a new pregame ritual."
Still in the afterglow of pleasure, I quipped, "I hope this isn't a once a week thing."
"Fuck, you really are a nasty slut," Nancy said.
Sabrina added, "Christ, Wes, you have your own live-in fuck toy."
"And at school I have two fuck toys," Wes countered as he got off the bed.
"Three, if you include Mrs. Walker," Nancy revealed.
"How could I forget her," Wes laughed.
"We need to get going too," Sabrina said. "Coach freaks out when we're late."
"True," Nancy nodded, before adding, the cherry on the cake of surprises, "That went exactly as you planned."
"I wasn't sure it would work," Wes nodded.
"You planned this entire thing?" I asked, revelation suddenly hitting me.
Wes admitted, "I did."
"No way," I said, surprised.
"I found your old diary and knew of your submissive lesbian past. Mixed with hearing your obedient submission to Dad when he was alive and well... I figured you would do exactly as you did."
My head spun one last time.
Finally, I asked, "Now what?"
"I celebrate tonight's victory with a three-hole Mommy-fucking," Wes said, leaning down and kissing me in a very non mom-son way.
I kissed him back and when he broke the kiss, I asked coyly, "How do you know I want to be your three-hole fuck toy?"
"I wasn't asking," he said, before turning and walking out.
"You're still my slut too," Nancy stressed.
"Mine too," Sabrina added.
"Yes, Mistresses," I agreed, knowing everything had changed.
"Now get showered and dressed, I think you need to meet the rest of the senior cheerleader's tonight," Nancy said.
"What about my son?"
"You mean your Master?"
"Yes, what about my Master?"
"By the time he is done showering and changing, you will have munched all our pussies," Nancy said.
"Yummy," I replied, as I got off the bed thinking this life-changing night was just getting started.
THE END
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Exploring Sexuality: A Pegging
I was almost in the city when my cell rang.
I glanced at it and saw it was my sister-in-law Sabrina.
I sighed.
I loved Sabrina, but since her divorce she had been as exciting as a Nicholas Sparks movie.
Yet, obviously my wife had told her I was going to be in the city for meetings and if I ignored it I would get it from both her and my wife... I mean, seriously, the invention of the cell phone ended up being a digital ball and chain.
On the fourth ring, I answered, "Hi, how are you, Sabrina."
"Hungry," she answered. "How far away are you?"
"Twenty minutes," I answered, knowing I had just passed the last town before the city.
"Can you meet me for dinner?" She asked.
Truthfully, I wanted to get to the hotel, get undressed, take out the butt plug currently lodged in my ass and use one of my prostate massagers (I had three).
For the past nine months, I had been questioning my sexuality.
No, I'm not gay. I don't find men remotely attractive.
But, the idea of sucking a cock... well, that had become more and more of an obsession.
It started by accident when I read a story about a guy who was convinced to suck a cock in front of his wife.
It had never occurred to me that such an idea would even remotely turn me on, but when my cock stirred, then hardened, I got confused.
I jerked off to lesbian stories, group sex stories and the odd incest stories...but never had I even be drawn to read a gay story.
Before I knew it I was shooting my load as the wife ordered, "Swallow every drop, cock sucker."
That triggered a door deep in the closet I had never known even existed... one that would not allow itself to be closed no matter how much I tried.
Then for a month I tried to ignore that new subtle temptation in the back of my conscience and yet every time I started reading porn as I got hard and more excited I ended up searching gay stories.
Each time after I came, I felt guilt and shame as I questioned why I was having these feelings... my dad would disown me if he had a clue I was having, what he would call, faggot fantasies.
I read online about straight guys who sucked cock.
I read about the research and different theories that almost all men at some point consider sucking a cock and many consider being topped.
I read about married guys who would never cheat on their wives with another woman but regularly sucked cock, and some who even took it up the ass. Yet, their rationale was simple: they only did things they couldn't do with their wives.
I read more and more.
Then... I learned about pegging. The idea of a woman fucking a guy in the ass with a strap-on.
This really became my obsession as it kept my gay cock sucking fantasy at bay.
I didn't want to suck a guy's dick... not really. I mean, I did, a lot... when horny... I mean so much so that I even watched some gay porn of guys sucking cock and even taking it in the ass... even the idea of getting spit-roasted, taking a cock in both ends while on all fours, turned me on when I was rock hard.
Yet, it wasn't something I ever seriously considered doing.
But pegging....
I loved my wife and would never cheat on her... but suddenly the idea of my wife pegging me was now implanted in my mind and my fantasies.
Now, originally that was all it was... a fantasy.
I was the man and there was no way I was going to tell this fantasy to my wife.
But what it did do was get me curious about anal toys.
I spent hours online reading reviews of anal toys for men. Initially I was shocked at the plethora of toys made for men. I had thought there were just blow-up dolls and butt plugs.
Besides the toys for the penis, such as the Fleshlight I ended up buying (which is almost as good as a real pussy, I quickly discovered), there were so many anal and prostate toys I really didn't know where to begin.
I ended up spending an entire evening at a hotel one night researching, reading reviews and so forth on dozens of toys.
In the end, I bought a three butt plug starter pack and a small, thin vibrating prostate massager.
I won't go into the vivid details of my first butt play solo experience other than to say the smallest butt plug was too small and the biggest was too big... I kind a felt like goldilocks testing out the three bowls of porridge.
The second one felt slightly uncomfortable at first, but then as I used my fleshlight I came harder and more intense than I did with just my hand.
Of course, as I lay on my hotel bed, with a butt plug in my ass I felt shame course through me.
This cycle would follow for a few weeks as I experimented with more toys.
Eventually, I felt the butt plug wasn't enough as it didn't do anything but fill my ass which, after I got accustomed to it, I wanted more.
So I bought a vibrating prostate toy.
The first vibrating prostate toy felt good for a while, but eventually I wanted thicker.
So I bought a bigger one.
Then, wanting more, I finally shelled the bigger bucks and bought a Nexus Revo Stealth.
That device, once I got used to its girth and variety of the rotating head that directly stimulated my prostate, I was in heaven. My orgasms were the most intense I could create on my own and often, truth be told, more intense than when having actual sex.
And that was what I was looking forward to using once I got to the hotel.
Alas, instead I was going to have dinner with my sister-in-law while a butt plug was lodged in my ass.
"Sure," I agreed.
"Great, meet me at Brooks, as soon as you get into town," she said.
"Sounds good," I agreed.
For the record, I did have a talk with my wife about pegging.
Originally, I did it by sending her a literotica story called "Kinky Tales: I Pegged my Husband," that seemed to parallel in many ways my own self discovery of a sexual perversion I didn't know I had.
Unfortunately, she wasn't as supportive as the character in the story.
She texted me: We can talk about this when you get back home.
A rush of excitement coursed through me at the idea that she may have read the story, got turned on from it and was going on surprise me with a strap-on when I returned home.
Alas, my fantasy was just that... a fantasy.
Once home, she asked rather bluntly, "Are you gay?"
"What? God, no," I responded.
"So where did this come from?" She asked, as we lay in the bed.
"Honestly, I don't know. Just an idea that was triggered by a story I read and then it just kept getting more and more intriguing," I explained.
"The story you sent me?"
"No, that is just the one that most relates to us," I answered.
"With the incest undertones?" She questioned.
"What? No, no," I said, although the idea of Sabrina and my wife in a 69 was fucking hot. "I wanted you to read about the intimacy of pegging."
She asked after a pause, repeating the question but now with a vulnerability, "So you're not gay?"
"No," I protested. "I have no interest in guys."
That was mostly true, although the idea of sucking a cock never completely left me. I wondered what a hard cock would feel like in my mouth, what it would feel like to bob back and forth and, although rather gay I suppose, I wondered what it would feel like to swallow a load of cum or take a load on my face.
"But you want to take it in the ass?" She asked, clearly confused.
"I know, weird," I nodded, not able to fairly do my thoughts and feelings justice.
There was another pause, before she said, "I don't think I could do that."
"Oh," I said, suddenly deflated to have my fantasy crushed in just one sentence.
"It's just, that's not me," she said.
"But, it could be."
"How?"
"You get the power, to be in control," I explained.
"But it's not me," she repeated.
"I thought you would like this," I said honestly.
"How so?" She said. "You know I'm kind of vanilla when it comes to sex."
"I just thought you like to be in control in all other aspects of our home life," I said, thinking how bossy and in control she was in regards to the house.
"It's not the same," she said.
"I guess," I shrugged, trying to think of a way to make her reconsider.
"That said," she smiled, "I wouldn't mind a cock in me."
"I don't know," I playfully teased.
Once in the bedroom, I did what I always did, I got her off with my tongue. It was the only way she came.
I loved her taste, I loved giving oral satisfaction, but even as I licked her I wondered what it would be like to have a cock in my mouth.
After she came, I rolled onto my back and she asked, "Are you going to come and fuck me or what?"
"Maybe once you get me hard with that wicked mouth of yours," I responded.
She said, opening her mouth, "Can't, cold sore."
"Always with the excuses," I teased.
"Plus, shouldn't you be hard? You just ate my pussy," she pointed out as her hand went to my completely flaccid cock.
I shrugged, "I really enjoy eating you out, especially hearing you moan and your legs stiffen, but it usually doesn't get me hard."
She began stroking my cock. "And what gets you hard?"
"I don't know," I shrugged.
"Is it the idea of me fucking your ass from behind that gets you hard?" she asked.
"Oh," I groaned, her dirty talk exactly what I had hoped she would say when this conversation happened.
"You could be my little girl," she purred, "maybe even wear the thigh high stockings you like me wearing."
"Shit," I moaned, my cock growing.
"Or maybe you want some guy's hard cock in your mouth," she continued as my cock suddenly was standing completely at attention.
She laughed, "Well, that worked. Now come and fuck me."
And I did, even as I wondered what this strange interaction meant and why hearing her say those words got me so fucking hard.
A few minutes later, I deposited a load in her pussy and then nothing.
We never talked about it again.
We had sex a few more times over the next month, but she didn't say a word and I was too insecure to bring it up again.
Which leads us back to today. I arrived at the restaurant realizing I was actually quite hungry.
I went inside and as was the usual, even though she lived here, just five minutes away, I got there first.
I sat down, ordered a drink and got comfortable, the plug still in my ass. I considered taking it out, but decided it would be slightly exhilarating to have it in my ass as I chatted with my oblivious sister-in-law.
When she walked in a few minutes later I was shocked. She was in a tight blouse, short skirt and nylons, something I never saw her wear... not even at her wedding. (Yes, I'm that big a pervert or stocking fetishist to check and remember).
As she sat down she apologized, also a first, "Sorry I'm late, I had a job interview."
"For what?" I asked.
"An upper management job," she answered.
"Well, you look amazing," I complimented, my cock hardening, not caring she was my sister-in-law.
"Thanks," she said, before adding, "if I recall from my sister, you have a nylon fetish."
"My wife told you that?" I gasped, surprised that such a thing would ever come up.
"First, we tell each other everything," she said.
"That is a terrifying thought," I joked.
"Second, she told me when I started noticing her wearing them when we hung out together. She and I both have always hated pantyhose," she said.
"Yeah, yeah, a man made invention to sexualize woman... blah, blah, blah,"
I said, having heard my wife say that exact same thing many times.
"Actually, I like wearing them," she smiled. I was about to say I had never seen her in them before when she added, "in the bedroom."
"TMI!" I joked, knowing tonight I would be jerking off to my sister-in-law in nylons. I wouldn't cheat on my wife in real life, but in my fantasies I was quite a wild guy.
"What? It's not like I'm telling you I like taking it in the ass," she continued, her wicked tongue both a raging turn-on and also a complete shock.
"Are you telling me you do?" I asked.
"I do what?" She asked, teasing me relentlessly... suddenly I felt like I was on a date and not having dinner with my sister-in-law.
I wasn't going to play into this weird game that could only get me in trouble. I laughed, "Things I probably don't need to know."
"You don't want to know about your hot sister-in-law's anal sex life?" She asked.
"I'm not going to ask questions," I countered, "but you are welcome to tell me anything you want to tell me."
Before she could respond the waitress arrived and we ordered our food.
Once she was gone, Sabrina continued talking, but about her job interview, the disaster that still is her divorce and the house changes she was making. It was then she asked, "Any chance you could come over and help me move a couple of things before you go to your hotel?"
The answer was no, 'I want to go to my hotel and jerk off about you as I use my Nexus on my prostate.'
Of course, that wasn't what I said. I nodded, "Sure."
"Awesome, and I promise you I'll make it worth it," she said.
I laughed, "That I'm looking forward to."
We ate dinner, we chatted, we flirted in a way we never had before and then I followed her back to her place. I still got lost as I had only been there a couple of times.
As I followed her in, I couldn't help but notice how amazing her legs looked in the mocha coloured nylons and my already hard cock flinched as I noticed she was wearing thigh highs as she went up her steps.
Once inside, she slipped out of her heels and I stared at her beautiful nylon-clad feet in mocha stockings... and her toes painted red, which had me completely mesmerized.
My wife knew that the best way for her to get me hard instantly was:
A) nylons (my favourite colour being mocha or tan... Although white and black were also very cock stirring... Actually, truth be told any colour of nylons would awaken my cock in seconds).
B) Painted toenails (especially red and more especially red in mocha nylons).
Other things worked, like talking dirty, sucking my cock and teasing my nipples... but nylons and painted toe nails were my sexual kryptonite.
As she wiggled her toes, as if tempting me, she laughed, "Kendra wasn't kidding."
"Pardon?" I asked, not actually taking my eyes off her feet as I feigned taking my shoes off.
"You really are a nylon-clad foot guy," she said.
"She told you that?" I asked.
And for the second time that day she stressed, "Like I said earlier, she tells me everything."
"And for the second time, I'll admit that scares the hell out of me," I joked, finally breaking my stare at her perfect feet.
I was worried she would go change into something more practical, but she said, "What I need moved is downstairs."
"Okay," I nodded, again watching her great ass and amazing legs as she walked in front of me.
"And stop drooling over my legs," she joked as she turned around and caught me doing just that.
"Sorry," I shrugged.
"I bet you are," she quipped as she kept walking.
We spent the next ten minutes moving a few things and when done she asked, "Want a drink before you head out?"
Not wanting to leave when my sister-in-law was in sheer nylons (I assumed they were sheer nylons based on how her legs literally shined in them) and yet knowing I should. I wasn't worried about cheating on my wife, but with all the clear innuendo that had transpired between us today it was definitely the most tempted I had ever been.
"I should probably get going," I said, even as my eyes were drawn again to her feet.
"Would it be too weird for me to ask you to give me a foot massage?" She asked out of the blue.
My cock flinched.
I loved giving my wife foot massages when she was wearing nylons. Being slightly submissive, I liked giving my wife foot massages whenever she asked, truthfully.
"I don't see why not," I shrugged, thinking I had given my sister foot massages and thus it wasn't anything inappropriate.
"Great. Kendra tells me you give the most relaxing foot massages," Sabrina said, as she sat on the couch.
I joked, as I joined her on the couch, "I'm usually doing that with an ulterior motive."
"Oh, and what would that be?" she smiled wickedly, pretending to play dumb.
"I plead the fifth," I joked, as she spun her body around and put her feet on my lap.
I took one nylon-clad foot, and indeed they were sheer silk like my wife wore, and began massaging it.
"Oh, that feels nice," she said, giving out just the softest of moans... which made my already hard cock flinch in my suddenly too right trousers.
"Your sister makes me do this all the time," I said, as I massaged each toe individually.
"You are her little bitch," Sabrina quipped.
"And what does that make me to you?" I questioned as I finished her last toe and moved to the sole of her foot.
"My bitch-in-law," she answered.
"Can't say that is overly flattering," I said, although I was so turned on by massaging her stocking-clad feet she could call me whatever she wanted.
"Just do as you're told and I may just reward you," she said, so seductively that my hard cock again flinched and yet for the first time I seriously wondered about my sister-in-law's motives.
"Yes, ma'am," I saluted with my free hand, hinting at my submissiveness.
"Keep working," she said.
And for a few minutes I massaged her feet. I was moving to her calf, when she asked, "So you want to get pegged?"
"What?" I gasped.
"Your wife tells me everything," she reminded me.
"Apparently," I said, my face going beet red.
"I told her she should just bend you over and fuck the shit out of you," she said rather matter-of-factly.
"Oh, God," I said, almost as a groan, the idea of exactly that being my fantasy.
"You really want to get ass fucked, don't you?" She asked.
"I can't believe we are having this conversation," I said, mixed feelings coursing through me again.
On the one hand, shame and embarrassment at someone knowing I had such a fantasy.
On the other hand, relief at finally having someone to talk to this about... even if it was my hot sister-in-law.
"Answer the question," she ordered. "Do you want to get ass fucked?"
"I prefer the term pegged," I countered, that made it somehow seem less gay than her phrasing.
She smiled, "That's just semantics."
I retorted, as I continued massaging her calf, "Maybe, but one makes me sound like I'm gay and the other seems romantic... or at least more intimate."
"Fair enough," she nodded, as she moved her other leg to my hands. "Do this calf too."
"Yes, ma'am," I nodded, attempting to be playful and also hinting at my submissiveness again.
"So, you want to be pegged?" She asked.
"Yes," I admitted.
"Interesting," she nodded.
"Why is it interesting?" I asked, her tone hard to read.
She shrugged, "It's just I was very surprised that Kendra wasn't excited by this."



"I was hoping she would be a little more supportive," I nodded.
"She is more supportive than you would think," Sabina said, making me even more curious.
"How so?" I asked, understanding my wife's reluctance and, in the end, rejection of my fantasy.
"She talked with me in detail after your first text and then after your enthusiastic response when you got hard at the idea of being fucked and sucking cock."
"I'm not gay," I quickly protested.
"I didn't say you were," she said. "I've eaten pussy, but I don't consider myself a lesbian."
"That is a visual I will have a hard time erasing from my brain," I joked.
"And what if I told you I know a couple of the woman who I have munched on and been munched on in return?" She questioned looking at me with such naughtiness I thought I may come right there and then. I mean, it's every guy's dream to watch two women have sex.
"I may come in my pants," I joked.
"That wouldn't be good," she said.
"I concur," I nodded, even though I was dying to ask who. Instead I asked, "Have you munched pussy recently?"
"Maybe," she shrugged.
"Probably shouldn't be asking such questions of my sister-in-law," I said.
Just then her cell rang. She sadly moved her feet away from me and went to her phone across the room.
"Hi, Kendra," Sabrina greeted.
Instantly I felt guilty, even though I hadn't done anything wrong.
"You're right. He gives amazing nylon-clad foot massages," Sabrina said.
I was curious what my wife was saying.
"I don't know. I'll ask," she said. "Ben, are you hard right now?"
"Oh my God!" I gasped.
"It's not me asking, but your wife."
"I definitely plead the fifth."
"He says yeah," Sabrina said back in the phone.
"I didn't say yes," I yelled, even as my rock created an impressive tent in my shorts.
"He implied it," Sabrina said, even as she gave me an 'as if' look.
"Not yet," she said.
I wondered what the question was to that.
"And you're still okay with it?"
Yet another question I was dying to hear.
"Sure," Sabrina agreed, pressing the speakerphone button as she handed me her phone. "I'm going to get into something a little more comfortable."
I was disappointed that the nylon foot show was coming to an end and even as I began talking to my wife I watched her sister walk away.
"Hi, honey," I greeted.
"Is she using you as slave labour?" Kendra asked.
"Yeah, I feel like I'm at home," I joked.
"Hey!" She laughed.
"No. It's been fine," I said, before adding, "I can't believe you told your sister about my pegging fantasy."
"I had to tell someone," she said. "When you first texted me it was a major blow to my self-esteem and created instant insecurity."
"I would never cheat on you," I stressed.
"I know," she said. "But my first thoughts were of my past and being cheated on and then they were how do I even respond to this. And I know Sabrina has some experience in this."
"She does?" I asked, instantly wondering if it had been with her ex, a football player in college, and a man's man by every definition of the proverbial dictionary.
"Yes," my bride of fourteen years answered. "She can tell you about her experience. Anyways, I did some research, even went strap-on shopping, but, in the end, I just couldn't imagine myself in that role."
"I understand," I said, disappointed but accepting the reality that being pegged was always going to remain a fantasy.
"I can," Sabrina said, startling me.
I turned and gasped. She had indeed changed... her dress was gone, but she was still in a bra, and thigh high stockings and, much to my shock, a strap-on cock.
"Is my sister wearing a strap-on?" My wife asked.
"Yes," I answered, still in complete stunned shock and yet that doubled when I processed my wife's question. "You know?"
"Yes," my wife answered, as Sabrina walked towards me. "Sabrina and I have made an agreement."
"You have?" I asked in disbelief, even as I stared at the cock walking toward me.
"Yes," she continued. "I don't want to dismiss your fantasy. I also don't want you tempted and ending up cheating on me, so I came up with a solution."
"I came up with the solution," Sabrina added, now standing directly on front of me.
"Semantics," my wife sighed on the phone. "We came up with a solution."
I was speechless.
Horny as hell and speechless.
Confused beyond explanation and speechless.
"Do you still want to get ass fucked, Ben?" Sabrina asked as she stroked her fake cock.
"First things first," my wife interrupted as I stared at the cock directly in front of my face. "Here are the rules."
"Rules?" I asked, still in utter confusion about what was happening. My wife had made it clear if I ever cheated on her she would cut off my nuts and watch me die.
"Yes, you can do things with my sister you can't do with me," my wife explained.
I don't know why, but I decided to make a joke, "I can watch the Naked Gun with her?" It was my favourite movie of all time, but my wife hated parody movies.
"Oh, you're going to be naked and you're going to be getting my gun," Sabrina said, as she took the phone and ordered, "Now suck my cock."
Those were words I had fantasized my wife saying, and as I went to respond she slid her cock in my mouth.
"Hey sis, he looks pretty hot with a cock in his mouth," Sabrina said.
"Send me a pic," my wife replied, shock compounding shock as I tentatively began sucking the cock. My wife continued, "Ben, you have permission to get naked, suck cock and get pegged by my sister. You can do anything with her, you don't do with me."
I heard the snap of the phone picture as my head spun with the consequence of what I was doing and what I was hearing.
"Sending the pic," Sabrina declared.
"Ben, I want you to live your fantasy and I can't do it," my wife explained. "But I want you to do it in a safe environment. So you can get pegged by my sister and suck her cock."
Sabrina added, "You should see his facial expression, sis."
"Are you okay with this, Ben?" My wife asked.
Sabrina pulled her cock out of my mouth and I asked, "Are you sure?"
"I am," she answered. "I understand you need things I can't give you and you can also give my sister what she is currently missing."
Sabrina nodded, as she moved her cock around my lips, "You sure I can't take his cock in my ass too, sis?"
"No insertion!" my wife stressed, before adding, "in you."
"Fine," my sister-in-law sighed, as she looked down at me and said, "Too bad, I love it in the ass and your sister insists I can't have you in my cunt either. Trust me, I tried to bargain for that too."
Hearing my sisters-in-law say 'cunt' was just another level of 'what the fuck was happening?'
"Only my cunt," my wife also using the taboo 'c' word I had only heard her say when she was really, really drunk, stressed.
I clarified, wanting complete understanding of what was currently happening, "So I can suck cock, get pegged, but I can't fuck her in any way?"
"Exactly," my wife said, as if this was obvious, using the same tone she used when she was pointing our something I should know and didn't. She then repeated. "You can do anything I don't let you do to me."
"I still keep waiting for the punch line," I said, feeling this was just too good to be true. I considered pointing out that she didn't let me fuck her in the ass so that technically should be allowed but I didn't think now was the time for more semantics.
"And don't forget the pussy munching piece," Sabrina said.
"Oh right, I have reluctantly allowed you to go down on her and give her one of your out of this world pussy lickings," my wife added.
"Reluctantly?"
"I wanted to keep this to only things I wasn't willing to do," she explained. "But I apparently over sold how great you are with that wicked tongue of yours."
Which was true. I've always loved licking pussy and have been told by every women I've been with that I was the best they ever had at licking pussy. Something I had become very proud of, even joking that I should travel the world giving women oral pleasure.
"Your wife insists you are even better than a girl," she added, "and that, I had to check out myself."
"Sabrina!" My wife gasped, even as my brain went to the obvious question: my wife had been with a woman???
"He didn't know you used to regularly munch cunt?" Sabrina asked, clearly enjoying all this shock and awe.
"No, he didn't," my wife said, clearly embarrassed.
"Wow!" Was all I could say with the confirmation Sabrina wasn't full of shit.
"It was only a few times," my wife defended.
"A few dozen times," Sabrina countered, as I wondered who exactly my wife would have licked... she had never even remotely showed any interest in the same sex.
"Fine," my wife sighed. "Baby, I used to eat a lot of pussy in high school and college... but I haven't once since we got married."
Instantly I wondered if that meant she had while we were dating. Yet, I didn't inquire, instead I said "You are welcome to eat pussy again if you want."
"That's good to know," she laughed.
"That is good to know," Sabrina added, her tone implying what was already lingering in the back of my mind... maybe, just maybe, my wife had committed incest. Yet, again, I didn't ask. I left my many questions in the back of my mind and focused instead on the cock in front of me as I leaned forward and took it back into my mouth. She laughed, "Your hubby is a natural little cock sucker."
"I bet he is," my wife said. "He is very obedient."
Again I was surprised by those words, and even more so by the next.
"Get naked," an impatient Sabrina ordered.
"Do as she says," my wife added.
"Okay," I said, completely bewildered and excited even as I waited for the punch line and still stunned by the reality that my sweet wife was both allowing this to happen and also had been with women before.
I stood up, took off my shirt and then my dress pants.
My erection now poking out of my boxers. "I think your hubby is excited, Kendra."
"I imagine so," my wife responded. "Are you ready to be pegged, baby?"
"Yes," I answered as I took off my socks.
"And now the underwear," Sabrina ordered still very impatient. "I hear you also have a pretty impressive package down there."
I laughed, finally beginning to accept that this was really happening, "You guys really do talk about everything."
"Nice," Sabrina said as she saw my nice, thick, seven and a half inch cock.
My wife quipped, "Was I lying?"
"Nope, it's quite impressive," Sabrina concurred. "You sure I can't suck it?"
"Nope, sucking that delicious cock is my job," my wife said. "But you can take a facial." That was something my wife hated, although she had allowed me to do it once before we were married.
"I'm going to fuck him now," my sister-in-law declared. "Go around to the other side of the couch and bend over."
"I-um-I..." I began realizing I still had a plug in my ass.
"What?" Sabrina asked annoyed, impatience apparently a family trait. "Do you want me to pound that asshole of yours or not?"
"You really know how to sweet talk," my wife joked, still listening.
I turned around.
"That is priceless," Sabrina roared with laughter as she saw the plug in my ass.
"What?" A very curious Kendra asked.
"Your husband has a butt plug in his ass," Sabrina announced.
"Oh," was all my wife said.
"I was preparing my ass for my prostate massager when I got back to the hotel," I explained.
"Well, now you have prepared your ass for my dick," Sabrina quipped, pulling the plug out of my ass. "Now go get in position."
I obeyed.
"Are you going to stay on and listen?" Sabrina asked.
"No, I think this is between you two," my wife answered, as Sabrina moved behind me. "Have fun, baby."
"Thank you so much, honey," I said with great appreciation at just how much I loved my wife, as my sister-in-law's hands moved to my hips.
"I love you, baby," my wife said.
"I love you, tooooooo," I answered and screamed, as Sabrina slammed her entire cock in my ass in one surprise hard thrust.
"Is your dick in my husband's ass?" My wife asked.
"Balls deep," Sabrina declared as she began slowly fucking me,
"Oh God," I moaned, my erect cock flinching with each forward thrust... as this was easily way better than any toy I had experimented with.
"How's it feel, baby?" my wife asked.
"So good," I moaned, the sensation of being pegged and used by a woman as sexually stimulating as I had imagined.
Then my wife surprised me one last time. "Fuck the shit out of him, Sabrina."
"That," Sabrina said, as she began fucking me harder, "is a promise."
"Bye," my wife said.
"Bye," I replied, as I began to get pounded like a slut.
"Tell me what you want, Ben," Sabrina ordered, as she tossed the phone onto the couch.
"To be your slut," I moaned, loving the idea of being the girl.
"Maybe I should have put thigh highs on you," she said, as she kept fucking me.
"Oh, I never thought of that," I said, although I recalled my wife saying the same thing the day we first chatted about this. Which instantly made me wonder why I didn't wear thigh highs or pantyhose under my clothes. When I was younger I used to masturbate while wearing my mom's pantyhose but had somehow never considered it since I left home. Now... I knew I would be doing it in the future.
"You like that idea, don't you?" Sabrina purred, as she slammed into me harder. "Being turned into a complete little girlie slut."
"God, yes," I admitted, in complete rapture and completely at the whim of my dominant sister-in-law.
"You know this isn't a one-time thing," she continued. "From now on you will stay here when you come in for meetings and be my little bitch."
"Oh fuck," was all I could say to that declaration... praying it was true... That my wife would let this happen more than once.
She slammed deep into me and reached around and grabbed my cock. "Fuck, I think you're almost ready to blow."
"I've never felt so desperate to come," I admitted, her hand slowly stroking me while her cock was completely buried in my ass.
She just as quickly moved her hand away as she said, "The submissive doesn't get to come until his Mistress is fully satisfied."
More words that turned me on completely as she pulled out of my ass.
"Let's see just how well you eat cunt," she said, moving to the couch and taking the strap-on off, revealing a completely shaved pussy. "I even got a Brazilian this week just for tonight."
As I dropped to my knees in front of her, my hands moving to her silk-clad legs, I said, "And it's very much appreciated."
"Don't just stare and drool, slave, get licking," Sabrina ordered, as she grabbed my head and roughly shoved it into her already very wet pussy.
I hadn't tasted a new pussy in years, sixteen, I think, and I forgot the excitement of a new pussy, a new scent, a new taste. In college during my wild days, the tasting of a new pussy was almost as exciting as fucking a new woman.
Sabrina was wet, her scent strong, and her pussy taste sweet and fruity.... being a health nut clearly had one more benefit... a yummy pussy.
I started slowly, like I always do, savouring the pussy, worshipping it, preparing it for its slow climb to eruption.
"Oh yes," Sabrina moaned. "Take your time down there."
And that is exactly what I had planned.
I licked and explored every crevice of her pussy lips, inside and out, her moans increasing as I did.
"Oh God, stop teasing me, eat my fucking cunt," she demanded after a few minutes, as she wrapped her stocking-clad legs around me and pulled my face deep into her wetness.
I moved to her clit and tugged it roughly.
"That's it, eat my cunt," she screamed, as the sudden intense pleasure hit her... as clit pleasure usually does.
I kept pressure on her clit while I licked hungrily and I wasn't surprised when moments later she screamed, "I'm coming!"
What did surprise me was the excess amount of cum that splattered my face... it was like getting hit with the initial power of a shower head.
Like her sister though, as soon as she came, she pushed me away, her pussy lips suddenly incredibly sensitive.
I watched her cum. There was nothing more beautiful than watching a woman come. The complete vulnerability as they give in to the complete pleasure God gave to their bodies.
"Holy fuck," she moaned, as she lay back on the couch still coming. When she opened her eyes, she asked, "Wanna marry me?"
"I think I'm only a rental at the moment," I joked.
"My sister is a very lucky girl."
"I tell her that all the time," I joked, as I stood up.
"You're not hard?" She noticed, saying it as a surprised question.
"I love eating pussy, but oddly I find it so relaxing I usually don't get hard and even lose my erection if I have one," I explained.
"You really are an enigma, Ben. A big cocked, ass taking, pussy munching, submissive," she listed, which again stirred my cock.
"You like the name calling?" She asked, noticing my cock's reaction.
"I didn't know I did. Kendra doesn't talk overly dirty other than 'Fuck me hard' and definitely doesn't call me names," I answered.
"But you are an ass taking submissive, aren't you?" She asked, moving her stocking-clad left foot to my chest.
"Yes," I nodded, getting turned on by her accusations and hoping she was going to fuck me again.
"And you are a submissive who will eat my cunt, suck my dick, bend over like a slutty twink the moment I order, are you not?" She asked, rubbing my chest with her sheer silk foot.
"Yes," I answered both ashamed and excited at the same time.
"Does my sister give you nylon-clad foot jobs?" She asked as her foot moved down my chest at a snail's pace.
"No," I answered, something she tried once but her lack of coordination made it more funny than sexy.
"Good," she nodded, as she moved both her stocking-clad feet to my growing cock. "Then I can do it to you."
I moaned on contact.
"You like that, my little slut?" she asked, slowly stroking my quickly growing cock.
Being called a 'slut', a term used for females, somehow only enhanced my excitement. "God, yes," I answered.
The sensation of the foot job was amazing and only enhanced the amazing evening... the best in my life... which made me suddenly feel bad.
That was short lived as she asked, "Ready to get ass fucked again?"
Showing my utter submissiveness to her, I answered, "I'm your slut."
"This time I want to pound that asshole hard," she said, sounding so nasty and hot as if in a porno. "Get on all fours, you little ass slut."
I obeyed, so compelled by my sister-in-law's dominant behaviour. Once on all fours, I watched as she put the strap-on back on.
She asked, "Ready to become my permanent ass slut?"
"God, yes," I agreed, willing to agree to almost anything at the moment... my raging hard on controlling me completely.
"I can't believe my sister won't do this to you, it obvious deep down you're a submissive cock slut," she said, as she moved behind me.
I wasn't sure that was entirely true, although at the moment I did indeed want her cock deep in me.
"Ready?" She asked, on her knees behind me.
"Yes," I answered.
"Yes, what?" She asked.
"Yes, I'm ready to get fucked in the ass by you," I declared, feeling her teasing my asshole.
"And what are you?" She asked.
"An ass slut," I answered.
"More," she demanded, her cock teasing my ass.
"Your submissive bitch," I added, willing to say anything to have her cock buried in my ass.
As she slammed her cock in me, making me scream in pleasure and pain, she explained, "I plan to convince your wife to let me bring over one of my guy friends for you to suck."
My eyes went big, the idea, at the moment, very exciting... a fantasy that was lingering deep down but not one I'd ever considered a possibility.



"Do you want to suck a real cock, slut?" She asked, as she leaned into me, the entire cock buried in me but not moving.
Part of me wanted to, part of me didn't. But, I answered like she expected at the moment, "Yes."
"Yes, what?" She asked, as she did three quick hard thrusts.
"Yes, I want to suck a big hard, juicy cock," I declared, shocked by the vivid answer I gave.
"Do you want me to get you a big hard, what did you say, juicy cock for you?" she asked, giving me five hard deep thrusts.
"Yesssss," I moaned, in complete bimbo slut mode, just wanting to get pounded.
"And tomorrow you will come back here after your meetings to suck a real cock and get spit-roasted," she continued, a few more deep hard thrusts.
"Anything for you, Mistress," I declared, using the ultimate term of submission and utter giving away of authority.
"Good," was all she said, as she began reaming my asshole.
"Oh yes, drill my ass," I moaned, loving the hard deep thrusts... the ones I was usually on the giving end of and not the receiving end. My hard cock swayed back and forth and I desperately wanted to touch it, to come... but I couldn't in the submissive position I was in.
After a few minutes, she asked, "Ready to cum, ass slut?"
"Yes," I answered.
"Yes, what?" she asked.
"Yes, Mistress, I want to come so badly," I whined.
She pulled out, and ordered, "Stand up and shoot your load on me."
I quickly obeyed, standing up and instantly furiously pumping my iron hard cock.
"God, I wish I could have that cock in my mouth, cunt and asshole," she purred, as she watched me jerk off.
"Oh, God," I groaned, desperately close.
"Come for me, Ben, come all over my face," she ordered.
And I did. "Aaaaaaaaaaah," I groaned, as rocket after rocket of my cum shot out of me and splattered her pretty face.
I don't know if I had ever come so hard or so much.
Once done, she leaned forward with her one eye open that wasn't coated in cum and licked the cum off the end of my cock. "God, I want your cock in me."
She didn't take it in her mouth though... apparently staying true to the deal she made with my wife.
"Grab the phone and take a picture of me," she ordered.
"Really?" I asked.
"Just do it," she ordered.
I took the picture of my sister-in-law with my cum all over her face.
"Send it to your wife," she ordered.
I did.
"So tomorrow I expect you here after your meeting," she said.
"I'll have to ask Kendra, she always expects me home as soon as possible after meetings," I said.
"I'll take care of her," she said, as she stood up, scooped some cum off her face and ordered, "Open up."
My eyes went wide, but I obeyed as she put my cum in my mouth.
"Suck it off," she ordered.
And I closed my mouth around her finger and sucked my cum off it. To my surprise, there was no real taste.
"Tomorrow, you get to taste it directly from the source," she said.
"I'm not sure Kendra will allow that," I said, although after today I had no idea what she would and wouldn't allow.
"Like I said, I'll take care of my sister. Tomorrow you suck a real cock," she promised, as she scooped more cum off her face and this time put it in her own mouth.
"Okay," I nodded, although my tone implied I was unsure.
"Do you want to suck a real cock?" She asked.
"Sometimes," I admitted.
"Until you do, you will always wonder," she said.
"I guess," I shrugged.
"And if it's about your wife, don't worry. She was my submissive pussy munching slut before, and she will be again."
The End... for now.
Coming someday if enough people want to read more about Ben's sexual exploration:
Exploring Sexuality: Cocksucking
Ben sucks his first real cock... gets spit-roasted.
And perhaps:
Exploring Sexuality: Crossdressing
Exploring Sexuality: Gloryhole
Exploring Sexuality: Incest?
Or other ideas???
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Summary: 18-year-old white feminist is targeted by black stud.
Note 1: This is an April Fools 2016 contest story... read the whole story to find out why.
Note 2: Thanks to Robert, and Wayne for editing this story.
WARNING: This story is about a white feminist who succumbs to black cock. If that isn't your thing, please stop reading. The story uses sparingly the 'N' word and also uses a few stereotypes that society pretends we have moved past.
The reality is that one of my fantasies is black cock. It's not because I'm racist, it's not even about size... it's about taboo.
Anyways, here is a lengthy story of an 18-year-old freshman feminist who is drawn into a twisted game of sexual submission.
*
So many events and moments in life transpire that lead to a major life changing moment. Each of these small decisions seem inconsequential at the time. (For example, if I hadn't sat beside Brittany the first day of Feminist Studies would everything that eventually occurred have happened?). If I had reacted differently to any one moment, the domino effect could have veered a different way and the major life changing moment may not have come about. Alas, there is no sweet time machine like in Back to the Future, no way to change the past.
That all said, I have always believed that you control your life and are always in control of your decisions. Which is why I only have myself to blame for my current predicament.
But before I get to that...let's start at the beginning.
I grew up with just my Mom, my sperm donor ditching after I was conceived, but before I was released into this wild messed up sexist world. Mom did her best, but was always searching for a man who would love her and, in turn, support her and her daughter.
I can't even begin to keep track of the revolving door of potential step-dads, but I will say they all seemed to be the same (they looked different, had different jobs, but all were not good enough for my Mother). My mom, who was a hard worker, and a dedicated mother, completely lacked self-confidence in herself and her relationships. Thus the vast array of men who entered my life realized this about her quickly and took advantage of her submissive nature. Mom was walked on, hit and verbally assaulted by a variety of despicable men. Mom was a different woman when men were not in her life and thus I resented each man who took her away from me and I resented her for getting so immersed in being someone she was not just to keep a loser of a man and continue to believe the age old fallacy that a woman needed a man to be successful and fulfilled (seriously, with the advancements of sex toys what really was the purpose of men besides procreation? And even the idea of reproducing offspring into today's fucked-up world was questionable at best).
Watching my weak mother try to change for those disgusting men made me resent her and made me resent most men.
This past year, a man named Thor, yes that was his legal name - I checked, had moved in with us and besides checking me out a lot, he was incredibly rude to Mom. I told Mom to get rid of him, but this was her version of a successful relationship. I knew then I had to leave as watching her become a facade of her single self was too hard for me and was killing our relationship.
I was offered a few scholarships and took the one that got me furthest away from the dysfunctional relationship I currently had with my Mother. It was a fresh start and I planned on making the most of it.
Now I should note I am not some eighteen year old prude. I had dated a few boys, slept with some of them, but just couldn't get past whatever flaw I saw in them. Going to college, I decided I was going to focus on my academics and not get caught up in the drama that came with relationships.
Ironically, it was the first class, on the first day, that the first domino was placed and such a trivial one it was.
Even though I had come to the school for a tour and even did my own tour just the day before, I got lost and ended up arriving five minutes late to class.
The professor gave me just the slightest look of annoyance, but I joked, "Sorry, Professor, I got lost and, like a man, I didn't stop for directions."
The class, all women, broke into laughter and the Professor quipped, unable to hold in a smile, "Well, let's keep the 'men' references to a minimum shall we?"
"Of course," I replied, sitting in the only available seat I could find.
Twenty minutes later, the professor gave us five minutes to discuss why we chose this class with an elbow buddy. I turned to the partner on my left and said, "Hi, I am Claudia."
The ridiculously pretty tanned as if she spent her life on the beach, which being in California she may have, replied, "Hi, I am Brittany."
'Of course you are,' I thought to myself; her hair, so white it almost wasn't blonde, only enhancing her beauty, as did her blue as the ocean eyes. I was instantly envious, even though I was not unattractive myself. I was a chestnut brunette, with almost identical chestnut eyes, a look that made me more the girl next door than the head turner that Brittany obviously was.
"You from here?" I asked, already assuming the answer was affirmative based on her tan.
"Like, yes, born and raised," she said, sounding like a valley girl from one of those eighties movies. "How about you?"
"Minnesota," I replied, before joking about my lack of a tan, "As you could guess from my white as snow arms."
She giggled and asked, getting us back on topic, "So like why are you taking this class?"
Even though she talked all bubbly, I instantly liked her and briefly told her my life story. Once I was done my story, she gave me a hug and said, "Well, to new beginnings and new besties."
Although we were from two different worlds, maybe even planets, we clicked and became great friends. We had World Literature together and American History and became two peas in a pod.
Although she was not the brightest crayon in the box, she had a heart of gold and really was the sweetest girl I had ever met. Her infectious personality wore off on me and I became less pessimistic and more of an optimist, although never reaching the world is 'all rainbows and unicorn' universe Brittany lived in.
She helped me with my lack of fashion sense and I helped her with understanding Shakespeare. She had me wearing dresses, the color pink, and had me wearing pantyhose and heels. She was turning me into a girly-girl and it led to me getting a fair amount of attention from the opposite sex (nowhere near as much as Brittany, but enough to boost up my self-esteem immensely), although I kindly rejected the advances, still trying to focus on my schooling.
Everything was going well until Chuck came along. Everyone has met a Chuck before. The kind of frat boy who oozes charm even though his personality is vapid. He was without a doubt the most attractive guy I had ever seen in person and a variety of naughty ideas flooded my head the day I met him, yet as soon as he spoke they faded instantly.
"Hey, babe," he said, so syrupy sweet I thought I may get a cavity. Two words and I knew everything I would ever need to know about him. He was a jock. An insipid jock who was at school on some football scholarship taking up a spot for some kid who actually wanted to get a college education. He was the kind of guy who had women throwing themselves at him and he knew it. The same thing happened to Brittany, but she was so sweet herself that she didn't actually know how attractive she was. Unfortunately, when two different types of sweets meet the result is usually disastrous.
Not surprisingly, Chuck's smug confidence and sexy smile had Brittany hooked in no time.
Did I mention he was also black? As they started dating I couldn't help but think they would make the most beautiful babies in the world. That said, I knew the relationship was doomed. Chuck was not a one girl type of guy; Christ I wasn't even sure he was a one girl per day guy. But I sure couldn't tell Brittany that... all I could do was be there for her when the inevitable break-up happened.
Brittany was glowing a week later, when it was obvious they had had sex.
"He is like the most amazing lover ever," Brittany raved.
"I bet," I said, unable to hide my disdain for him but knowing sweet Brittany wouldn't catch it at all.
"And, like, oh my God, the rumour about black men is true," Brittany said, as she moved her hands apart to imply size.
"He has a big mouth?" I questioned, playing with her.
"Oh he has a long thick tongue," Brittany giggled.
"At least he went down on you," I said, impressed. I had found most men think oral sex is a one way street, which always pissed me off. My only real orgasms from being with a guy came from Joey, who would go down on me for as long as it took for me to come. Since then I have been disappointed over and over, always finishing myself off if I was in the mood once I was back in my bed. Thank God for my magic wand... Like seriously, besides reproduction what purpose did men actually have? That... was the real question that needed to be answered.
"Oh yeah, I came twice before he even fucked me," Brittany said, a little louder than she should have, a couple people glancing over at us.
"Maybe you shouldn't announce that to the other girls here, they may want a piece of him," I said, not really joking as I knew how women thought.
"He's mine," Brittany said, suddenly serious.
Curious, I asked the question I really didn't need to know, "So when you imply big what exactly do you mean?"
"Ten inches," Brittany revealed.
"Bullshit," I said, the biggest I had been with five and a half... Truthfully both my vibrators were bigger than any man I'd allowed in me.
Brittany continued, "And so thick that I couldn't wrap my whole hand around it."
"It's because you're so petite," I joked.
"I could barely take him inside me at first," Brittany said.
"Well, I'm happy you found someone who makes you come," I said, not needing any more details, especially when we were about to start a class on feminism.
"Seven times," Brittany revealed.
"Fuck off," I gasped, having never had multiple orgasms in my life.
"I may have had more but I literally passed out after the seventh," Brittany said.
I laughed, "Well how is he going to top that?"
Before Brittany could respond, our professor began talking about corporate America and the complete lack of respect for women still present in 2016.
I wondered, was it possible I was wrong about Chuck?
After class, Chuck was waiting for Brittany outside the lecture theatre.
"Hey baby," he said, still dripping with the same creepy smug suaveness I had always noticed in him... way too many of my mom's rotating door of men had the similar suaveness that faded the instant Mom was hooked... I'd seen that movie way too many times and was worried I was watching it again with Brittany.
"Hey, baby," Brittany said back, her cheeks going red as she ran and hugged him.
"Hey good looking," he said to me, even as Brittany hugged him.
Nope, I wasn't wrong about him.
"Hey," I replied, keeping my responses to the minimum hoping he would catch on that I wasn't interested in a conversation with him.
He didn't catch on.
"So, Carol," he began.
"It's Claudia," I corrected.
"Right," he nodded, not apologizing or correcting his mistake. "So, do you have a man?"
"It's 2016, I don't need a man," I tersely responded.
"Every woman needs a man, isn't that right, baby?" He said, grabbing her ass.
I sighed. The guy was exactly who I thought he was. A creep. "Yes, without a man I am completely lost," I sarcastically responded.
Catching my sarcasm, unlike sweet Brittany, he agreed, "You would know that was true once you had a real man."
"I see," I smirked. "And what, may I ask, is a real man?"
"One that knows exactly what a woman needs and wants, even if she didn't know it herself," he answered, looking at me smugly, his words clear: I want to fuck you.
"I think I'm doing quite fine on my own," I answered.
"He's just trying to be helpful, Claudia," Brittany said, as her ass continued to be molested by the pervert's big black hand.
"Oh, I know," I nodded, not wanting to turn this into a spectacle. "He is very sweet to care about the needs of his girlfriend's friend," I added, stressing the word 'girlfriend'.
"Just trying to help, sweetheart," he said.
"I think you should reserve the endearing terms for your girlfriend," I advised, before adding, "I need to get to class. I have philosophy and he glares at anyone who is late."
"See you in World Lit," Brittany said.
"Yes, hurry, you wouldn't want to upset a man," Chuck quipped smugly... apparently smarter than I thought as he played on my earlier words.
God, I wanted to slap that smug smile off his face. I also was pissed I had set myself up so easily. I ignored his words as I agreed, "See you in a bit."
"She may be late," he said, even as I turned away, his meaning obvious.
"You're so bad," Brittany giggled, so intoxicated by him she couldn't see the titanic disaster this was going to turn out to be.
I sighed to myself as I headed to class knowing that this relationship was going to be a complete train wreck and likely soon and I would have to be there to pick up the pieces.
Brittany wasn't late for class, but when I saw her I gasped. She definitely had a big gob of cum in her hair. I whispered, "Brittany, you have cum in your hair. A big white gob."
"I do?" she asked, her face going red.
"Yeah, you should likely go to the washroom and clean up," I suggested.
"Thanks," she said, quickly getting up and going to the washroom.
I sighed. There was no way he couldn't have known he shot his wad in her hair. What an asshole. I knew I had to say something, but I wasn't sure what. I had no real evidence he was a smug bastard other than my years of experience and being able to read between the lines of his words.
When she returned, she whispered, "He had me suck him off in the football locker room."
"Brittany, anyone could have walked in on you," I pointed out the obvious.
"I know," Brittany said. "I tried to say no at first, but he was so persuasive, and sexy. I couldn't say no to him."
"How did his cum end up in your hair?" I queried, already knowing the answer.
"He was actually super sweet about it," Brittany said looking so sincere it literally broke my heart.
"He was sweet about coming on your face?" I asked bluntly, trying to point out how ludicrous her words were without actually coming right out and saying it.
"That sounds dirty when you say it that way," she said, before explaining, "he told me that he wanted to mark his territory by coming on me."
"How sweet," I said sardonically.
Missing the obvious sarcasm, she nodded, "I know. It, like, made me feel so special."
"Brittany," I said, "don't you think what he did was a bit sexist?"
"He said you would say that," she answered.
"He did?" I asked.
"Yes, he said you wouldn't understand because you hadn't found a man that could bring you to your knees in love," Brittany said.
"Knees in love?" I questioned, the words so ridiculous that even a gullible naive girl like Brittany should have seen through his pile of bullshit.
"I know, it sounds corny, but it was, like, so sweet," she said, looking so much in love it broke my heart. She so reminded me of my mother and that naive belief that the pathetic loser she were dating was her knight in shining armour.
"At least you didn't have to swallow," I pointed out, always hating swallowing cum... although I had only done it a few times as I hated the gooey feeling of it. The taste didn't bother me usually as it was almost tasteless.
"I did yesterday," Brittany revealed. "Twice."
"TMI!" I said, putting my hands to my ears.
The professor started lecturing and a few minutes in Brittany broke my heart again... saying the words my mother had said about so many guys I wasn't sure I actually believed those words meant anything.
"I think I'm in love," she whispered.
I just nodded as I pondered that those were just words. Love, real love, was an abstract concept that was as rare to find and keep as winning the lottery (actually finding your soulmate was likely more valuable than winning the lottery). Real love was one where both man and woman or man and man or woman and woman or whatever other variation that existed treated each other as true equals.
And this... this wasn't love... infatuation or lust, sure; but love, not even close.
After class, I said, "I need to go to the library and do more research on women's influence in politics," the essay topic I had chosen for both my feminism class and my American history class, although one was on the current political landscape, while my history one was looking at women's roles through history.
"Okay," Brittany nodded. "I think I'm going to take a nap. Last night was a bit of a work out."
"TMI!" I again said.
"We need to get you a man," Brittany said.
"Are those your words or Chuck's?" I asked.
"Mine," she said.
"Well, like I said when we first met, I don't plan to date in college. I want to make honours."
"You can, like, do both," Brittany said, "you're, like, super smart."
"Thanks," I smiled, "but I'd rather focus on one."
"I'm going to find you Mr. Perfect," Brittany said with confidence.
"I met him already," I smiled. "Actually met two."
"You did?" Brittany asked, surprised.
"Yes, my magic wand and my rabbit," I said with a wicked smile.
"You brat," she said, playfully hitting me.
"Go take your nap, I really need to get a couple hours of work in before dinner," I said.
"Yeah, he wants me to come over again tonight," Brittany revealed.
"I'm sure he does," I said.
"You don't like him much, do you?"
"I'm just worried he may hurt you," I said, thankful for the opening.
"You worry too much."
"You don't worry enough."
She shrugged, "You need to live a little."
"After I graduate," I said, before adding, "and become a rich, powerful CEO."
"Then you can choose, like, any man you want," Brittany joked.
"Yeah, I can have my own boy toy," I joked.
I headed to the library and was buried in a book about Eleanor Roosevelt when I saw a shadow hovering over me. Somehow I knew without looking it was Chuck.
"Hey, good looking," he said.
"Shouldn't you be resting for your marathon night with your girlfriend?" I responded, not looking behind me at all.
"Are you jealous?"
I turned around and stood up, not liking having him towering over me like that as I responded sarcastically "Yes, I wish you'd just rip off my clothes right here and fuck me."
"I know you think you are being sarcastic, but the reality is if I pulled my cock out right here you would allow me to do just that," he confidently said.
"Whip it out," I said, not backing down from this smug bastard.
"You don't think I will, do you?"
"You're like most men, all talk no action."
He smiled as he moved his hands to his jeans, unzipped them and to my surprise pulled out his dick. Now I was in a secluded area, I liked not to be bothered when I was researching, but this was pretty ballsy. And I had to admit, his cock was huge and it wasn't even hard. Not wanting to let him know I was impressed, I shrugged, "Good for you, you can whip out your dick to your girlfriend's best friend. Classy!"
He smiled as he stroked it. "Brittany will let me fuck you."
"Does she know this?" I responded, trying to match his smugness.
"Not yet," he admitted. "But she will willingly let me fuck you to keep me."
"You are hilarious," I laughed, trying not to glance down at his dick, even though I was curious how big it really was.



"Mark my words," he said, "I'll have her begging you to fuck me."
I scoffed again. "Even if you somehow convinced her to do that, which is ridiculously pretentious in the first place, I wouldn't do it."
"You sure?" He asked.
"If you were the last dick on earth and I the last woman, the human race would die out," I responded.
"Want to touch it?" He asked.
"How deft are you?" I questioned, getting annoyed now. "I have no fucking interest in you. None. Zero. Zilch."
"Take one look," he ordered.
"Do you really think I'll glance down, see you have a big dick and suddenly become some insipid bimbo?"
"I have seen it happen before."
"Yes, some women are sluts."
"Brittany did."
"Brittany is sweet and naive. I see through you."
"And what, perchance, do you see?"
"A pathetic loser who defines himself by how many women he fucks and thinks self-esteem is based on dick size," I answered.
"Take a look," he repeated, ignoring my assessment.
"If I do will you leave me alone?" I asked, curious to see how big it was hard and eager to have him leave.
"Sure."
"You promise?"
"Scout's honour."
"Were you ever a Scout?"
"I was," he nodded.
"Fine!" I sighed, in the way that implied I was completely fucking annoyed. I glanced down and stared at his cock which was as big hard as Brittany said it was. And I can't explain it, but the pure blackness of the cock somehow made it seem to shine.
He explained, "That's Professor Waterson's cunt juice that makes my cock shine."
"Bull shit!" I said, quickly pulling myself out of the brief trance I was in. His cock was impressive, no doubt, and I imagine many women had enjoyed its impressive girth, but hearing him say he had fucked Professor Waterson was ridiculous for two reasons:
1. It meant he was cheating on Brittany and was willing to tell her best friend.
2. He had fucked my feminist Professor who was the most extreme left wing woman I had ever met. There was no way she would fuck a student... especially a smug, sexist, fucker like him.
"Believe what you want," he shrugged. "The reality is that the biggest feminists are often the most submissive cock hungry sluts... especially white feminists for nigger cock."
"Do you even hear yourself?" I asked, his words so sexist and ridiculous it bordered on pathetic.
"I never lie," he said, before adding, "I never have to."
"Whatever," I said, waving my hand in his face.
"Last chance to hold it in your hands."
"I'll pass," I said, turning around and sitting back down.
"Your loss," he said.
I don't respond, ignoring him as I tried to resume researching.
Thankfully I heard the zip sound and then saw his shadow disappear.
I sighed with thanks. I was beginning to both understand how hard it must have been for the suffragettes and other woman to gain the rights they fought so hard for and also that many men hadn't come to grips with the reality it was 2016 and we had sexual and racial equality.
I worked for another hour, but was so frustrated with the prick's pretentious, sexist and lewd behaviour I couldn't stay focused.
And in case you are thinking it was his dick that distracted me, it wasn't.
Yes, it was impressive.
Yes, it was long and thick.
Yes, I was curious what such a big cock would feel like.
But, I was a feminist and I if I did sleep with a guy it was because he was a nice guy, treated me like a woman and respected all people regardless of gender or race... not because he had an impressive package.
Instead, I wondered how I was going to deal with my best friend's boyfriend hitting on me.
The obvious option was to tell her, but there could be a lot of collateral damage with that:
1. She could not believe me.
2. She could get mad at me for telling her (something I had seen happen in high school many times).
On the other hand, if I didn't and she found out what happened I would also be in the potential crossfire.
I sighed as I decided I had to tell her... that is what a good friend does.
I texted her:
We need to talk.
She didn't respond. I figured she may still be sleeping.
Unfortunately, she lived off campus with her family and I didn't have a car so I couldn't actually get a hold of her.
I sighed and headed to my dorm room, figuring I would have dinner and watch some Netflix.
Brittany never did text me back, but was waiting for me in front of the lecture theatre.
She hurried over to me and said, "We need to talk."
"Agreed," I said, not able to read her tone or look.
She pulled me to the side and began, "I need your advice."
"Okay," I nodded, letting her share her thoughts before I told her about yesterday.
"He wants to have a threesome," she revealed.
I was shocked. Not that he wanted a threesome, all guys wanted a threesome. No, the shock was two-fold:
1. He had the nerve to suggest it was me.
2. That she actually thought to ask me.
"I'm not interested," I bluntly said.
She laughed, "I wasn't asking you. It's for me. Two guys."
"Oh Brittany," I sighed, this being even worse.
"What? I've always wanted to be in a threesome."
"Since when?"
She shrugged, "A while, plus Chuck said double the pleasure, double the fun."
"That sounds like Chuck."
"I came six more times last night."
"TMI, Brittany," I said, before saying, "I do have something I need to tell you and you're not going to like it."
"What?" She asked concerned.
"Chuck hit on me yesterday."
"When he showed you his dick?"
"He told you?" I asked, surprised.
"Yeah, he said he was just joking with you," she said, buying his bullshit hook, line and sinker.
"It didn't seem like a joke," I countered.
"You just need to get to know him," she said.
"I do know him," I said. "He's like all the guys my mom used to date. Christ, still dates."
"He is not," she said, annoyed. "He said you would do this."
"Do what?"
"Not support me."
"Not support you? I'm trying to protect you," I responded, frustrated at how naive she was.
"I can look after myself," she said, before turning around and storming away.
I called out, "Brittany," but she just kept going.
I sighed, knowing that when she got angry it was best to leave her alone as she gets even more irrational.
I went to class and took really good notes as she didn't come to class, as I'd assumed she wouldn't.
I was having lunch when Chuck sat down across from me.
"Cute you assumed you were a part of the threesome," he opened with. "I think that says a lot."
"Like what?" I asked, already annoyed by him with one sentence.
"That deep down you either want my big cock or you're a dyke and you want Brittany's pussy," he said.
"That is the only logical reason you can come up with for me not wanting to fuck you, isn't it?" I shot back.
"It would make sense," he nodded, before adding, "Although I have turned some lesbians straight."
I scoffed. "Yes, because that is how it works."
"It has in my experience," he shrugged so matter-of-factly that I think he actually believed his own bullshit.
"Does it ever occur to you that I am repulsed by you because of your smug personality and sexist attitude?"
"No," he answered, "you dislike me because you're a feminist who thinks she is better than men."
"Because we are," I responded, not even pretending to be kidding.
"I bet you Brittany's asshole which I plan to fuck tonight while she blows my buddy, that if you come back to my place for one hour and resist the temptation of having my cock in you I'll break up with Brittany."
I laughed, "Yeah, right."
"I'm serious, come back to my dorm and last one full hour without my cock in one of your fuck holes and I'll break up with Brittany before I turn her into a three hole fuck slut for black cock," he said.
"No way," I said, "am I going back to your place so you can rape me."
He shook his head. "I would never rape a woman, I don't have to. I will not put my cock in-between those cute lips of yours or that neglected pussy of yours unless you give me permission."
"Well, that's never going to happen."
"Then you've got nothing to lose."
"Excuse me?"
"If you're so positive you can resist the temptation of my big black cock then come over and prove me wrong and at the same time save your sweet, still somewhat innocent best friend from being sodimized."
"Yeah, then she will blame me for breaking you two up," I pointed out.
"I promise I won't mention you at all," he said.
"So if I go back your dorm for an hour you promise not to rape me?" I asked, thinking I could still save sweet but dumb Brittany from becoming like my mother.
"Scout's honour," he said.
"Yeah, yeah. I'm going to email myself as evidence of where I'm going in case this goes astray," I said, pulling out my phone.
"Go ahead," he shrugged, "I have nothing to hide... literally. He even added, "If I touch any of your intimate locations without permission even... you win."
I emailed myself, thinking this was going to be too easy and then said, before I could change my mind, "Let's go."
"Cool," he nodded, as I followed him to his dorm room thinking of what a great friend I am and how Brittany would never know the sacrifice I made to protect her.
Even as I followed him, I had this thought in the back of my mind, 'This is not a good idea!'
Yet, the reality was I wanted to prove to this cocky son of a bitch that not every woman succumbed to his smug charm, and I wanted to save Brittany in the way I couldn't save my mom.
Once in his dorm, he asked, "Want a drink?"
"No thanks," I said, worried he may try to give me a date rape drug or something, even though truthfully that didn't seem his style.
"I'll be back in a minute, feel free to take a seat," he said, very courteous which was so unlike him.
I was also surprised how neat the room was... he just seemed like a guy that would have a completely cluttered mess.
I was looking at pictures of his family, something else that surprised me (not that he had family, of course he had a family, but that he would have a half dozen pictures of his parents and siblings. While looking at these I could briefly forget he was a sexist pig.
"So I need to prove I'm not a liar," he said, startling me.
I turned around about to ask about which thing when I saw he was completely naked. I gasped, "What are you doing?"
"I'm always naked in my dorm room," he shrugged.
"Well get dressed," I demanded, looking at his body which was undoubtedly the best I'd ever seen.
"The deal didn't say anything about what I would or wouldn't be wearing," he pointed out.
"Deal's off," I said, not willing to spend an hour in the presence of a naked boyfriend of my best friend.
"Okay," he shrugged. "How much do you think Brittany will scream when I slide this," he continued, grabbing his semi-erect cock with his hand, "in her ass?"
"Why are you such a big dick?" I asked, trying to avoid looking at his massive trunk, before realizing I had added the word 'big' before dick. I prayed he hadn't noticed. Of course, he had.
"Because I have a big dick, a real big black dick," he said, slowly stroking his cock.
"I know you're black Chuck, you don't have to remind me," I said.
"Is that the problem?" He asked.
"What?"
"That you're a racist."
"I'm not a racist. I hate all smug, sexist men evenly, regardless of race," I countered.
"Have you ever been with a black man?"
"That's none of your business," I said and requested, "And for the love of God would you stop stroking your dick."
"I'm just using what the Good Lord was generous enough to give me."
"I'm happy with what God gave me too, but you don't see me fingering myself or playing with my tits," I sarcastically retorted, the conversation already bordering on the absurd.
"Not yet," he said smugly, still stroking his now completely hard dick. No doubt about it, that cock would tear tiny Brittany in half.
"Not ever," I countered, before adding, "And if you want to stay naked go ahead. I'm pretty sure I can resist the temptation."
"That is the bet," he nodded, turning around and going to his home theatre system.
'Fuck! Even his ass is perfect,' I thought to myself, before cursing myself for thinking that.
He turned the television on and said, "I thought I should show you this to prove I wasn't lying."
"About what?" I asked, as a video started and he sat back down.
I instantly recognized the room where the video was. It was the lecture hall where Professor Waterson, my feminist professor, lectured from.
He said, "I wish I would have filmed the first time I fucked her, but I didn't expect her to submit so quickly."
I didn't respond as my eyes were transfixed on the video as Professor Waterson was at the podium looking nervous.
"Ready, Professor?" Chuck asked, out of camera view.
"We can't do this," Professor Waterson said, a clear look of worry on her face.
"Can't do what?" Chuck asked, sauntering into view.
"You know," she said, avoiding eye contact with him. It was strange to see the woman I respected the most looking so vulnerable, so weak... just like I had seen my mom so many times.
"No, you're the educated professor, explain it to me," Chuck said, now standing on the other side of the podium in shorts and his football jersey which really showcased his muscles (damn it girl, stop thinking of him like that).
"What we did was wrong," she said, finally looking up and into his eyes.
"How so?"
"You're a student."
"And you're a pretentious white bitch who needed to be taught her place is on her knees with a cock in her," he said, before adding, "maybe I am the teacher here."
I couldn't believe Professor Waterson was allowing him to talk to her this way.
"Do not be so crude," she protested, although it was obvious she was uncomfortable and nervous.
"Stop being a prude," he said. "I thought we cleared up who was in charge last time when you begged me to fuck your ass in front of your teacher aid."
"Oh God, please stop," she said, her face going beet red.
I noticed she didn't deny she had taken his dick in the ass which only added to the utter shock I was in...for a variety of reasons: he obviously wasn't lying, the professor I admired couldn't live up to the morals and codes she preached to us and somehow she took his dick in her ass.
"Is your white cunt wet, Professor?" He asked, moving around the podium.
"Please, stop," she protested, so weakly and quietly, I wasn't even positive that was what she said.
"Tell you what, Professor. If your white fuck hole is dry, I will walk out of here right now," he said.
Professor's whole body language answered that her pussy wasn't dry.
"On the other hand, if it's wet, likely soaking your panties, I'm going to fuck you right here, right now. So are your panties soaked, Professor?"
She shook her head no.
"Really?" He asked, genuinely surprised.
"I'm not wearing any," she admitted.
Chuck roared, both on the video and on the couch. This broke me out of my trance as I demanded, "Turn this off."
"I'll give you the same deal," Chuck said.
"What deal?"
"If your white, tight box is completely dry right now you win the bet and can leave now," he confidently said.
Although I could feel a dampness in my panties, the scene for some inexplicable reason turning me on, I asked, "That's it?"
"That's it," he nodded, his cock standing straight up as if saluting me.
"I'm not wet," I lied.
"Show me," he said, not believing me.
"I'm not showing you my vagina," I said.
"I've shown you my cock," he countered.
"I sure as hell didn't ask you to."
"I've seen dozens of pussies," he said, before adding, "Christ, I've seen hundreds, I doubt yours is anything I haven't seen."
"I'm not showing you mine."
"Because it's wet," he said
"No, it's not," I said, hating he was right and hating how confident he was.
"Then show me."
"I'll just last the hour."
"Your choice, wet box," he said.
"And stop using derogatory names for female body parts," I said, trying to change the subject.
"I've learned white women love being called names," he said.
"Sluts do."
"Brittany loves it."
"She's just not," I stopped mid-sentence.
"Not what?" He asked, knowing what I was about to say.
"She's naive."
"Trust me, the way she bobbed on my cock like it was chocolate, well it is chocolate I suppose, she didn't seem too naive."
"She's insecure," I said, trying to avoid the reality that she was not smart enough to see through his suave bull shit (can bull shit be suave?).
"She's like all white women."
"So every white woman is now the same?"
"Yep, when it comes to big black cock they are," he nodded. He pointed to the television, "look at Professor Waterson bob on my dick. And is there any woman you know more prim and proper than her?"
"No," I whispered, as I turned my gaze back to the television and my mouth stopped open as Professor Waterson was on her knees, bobbing on his cock like she was a sorority slut. "Holy shit," I said, to no one in particular.
"Holy shit, your professor is a dirty cock sucking whore or holy shit my dick is amazing?" He asked.
"Yes, it's all your cock," I sarcastically quipped, even though my body was beginning to betray me. My pussy was on fire and as I looked at my watch I realized I still had 44 minutes. Had I only been here sixteen minutes? Well, over a quarter done, I supposed.
"Watch this," he said.
For some reason I did and watched as he pulled his cock out and stroked his cock as he prepared to coat Professor Waterson face with his cum.
"Gross," I said, something I would never allow any man to do. It was so derogatory. It was just another man made fantasy
"Listen," he said.
"Do you want my cum all over your face, professor?"
"Yes," she nodded, looking completely hungry and in lust.
"But isn't getting a facial a symbol of a male built hierarchy meant to keep men on top and women on the bottom?" Chuck asked as he tapped his dick on her face.
"Those rules are only true for white men," professor replied, taking the cock back into her mouth.
"What are the black cock rules then?" Chuck questioned, pulling his cock out of her mouth.
She didn't hesitate, no longer sounding like a feminist professor but more like a slutty porn star making a film, "White women are born to be three-hole fuck sluts for big nigger cock."
"You want to be a nigger cum bucket, professor?"
"I am your cum bucket, now shoot your dominant seed all over your white slut's face before you slam that nigger snake in my cunt or ass," professor said, in complete insatiable lust.
Seconds later she received the cum she demanded as her entire face was coated with cum.
"Disgusting," I said, even as I couldn't take my eyes off the screen.
"Don't knock it until you try it," he said.
"Never."
"Never say never," he countered, as he said, "come sit beside me."
"I'd rather stand."
"Come here, Claudia," he said. "I promise I won't touch you without permission."
"You promise?" I asked, the idea of sitting down a good one, my legs kinda sore and numb.
"Unless you think you can't control yourself," he said, his smug smile back.
I laughed, as I went to sit down beside him, "I am always in control."



As I sat down I couldn't help but feel leery, I mean I wasn't going to give into this asshole, but I was incredibly horny and his cock and body were incredible impressive.
"This part gets a little crazy," he said, as he was now really fucking Professor Waterson from behind. Instantly I pondered, how he was still hard after already coming all over her face just a minute earlier.
I again returned to watch the video, my curiosity getting the better of me.
"How much do you love my cock, slut?" He asked, as he really slammed into her hard.
Watching him really fuck her, I wondered what being pounded that hard would feel like. The guys I fucked had never bent me over and pounded me like that... likely because they knew I would have ripped their nuts off and I usually took charge and rode them.
"I fucking love it," Professor answered, her breathing increasing and her moans loud.
"Love what?"
"Your big black dick slamming into my slutty white box."
"But you teach a course in feminism," he pointed out.
"I'm a feminist to white men, but for black cock I'm just a white bimbo whore willing to do anything."
"Anything?" He asked, stopping with his cock buried deep in her.
"Don't stop," she whined.
I was in awe of the desperation in her voice and facial expression.
"Please keep fucking your slut with that big nigger cock," Professor pleaded sounding so nasty.
Hearing Professor Waterson use the word 'nigger' just added to the surreal sight I was witnessing.
"I want something from you," he said, not moving, seeming to know he had her completely at his whim.
I glanced at his hard cock, which he was stroking ever so slowly. I just as quickly looked away sensing I was beginning to be drawn into his sick, twisted game.
"Anything, I'll do anything, just please fuck me. I'm so close," she declared, the lust in her eyes undeniable. It was a look I'd never seen before.
"I want you to seduce one of your female students in your feminist studies class and bring her to me," he said.
"Please, not that," she pleaded.
He pulled out of her and said, "Fine, I'll go fuck Dean Carter."
"You've done the dean too?" I asked.
"Very few can resist," he shrugged.
I missed whatever the Professor said and demanded, "Rewind it."
He chuckled softly as I realized I had requested he rewind a porn movie starring him.
He did, though, and I was so captivated by what I was witnessing, even though I knew I shouldn't watch it, that I resumed watching.
"I'll do it, I'll do it," the professor repeated with a desperation that I couldn't fathom ever feeling.
"You'll make a student in your feminist studies class eat your pussy and then bring her to me to fuck?" He questioned, as he slid his cock back inside my wanton professor.
"Yes, dammit," Professor Waterson screamed loudly, "I'll make one of my freshman a cunt licking slave and then bring her to you to use as you wish."
I couldn't believe it.
"Do you often seduce your freshmen idealists?" He asked.
"All the time," she admitted, "they always want to please me, to support the cause and it's easy to convince them that lesbian sex is one way to claim their femininity and to be close to me."
"What would they say if they saw you getting fucked in the ass leaning over your podium?" he questioned, as he pulled out and slammed into her ass.
"Oh fuck," she screamed with what looked like a mixture of pleasure and pain.
I said, "That can't feel good."
"I'm told it's a very different, but equally pleasurable way to get off, although it takes some time to get used to," he said, all normal as if giving me sex advice.
"Another thing I will never do," I said, glancing at his erect cock again and wondering how it could even possibly fit.
"Most girls say that at first," he said.
I ignored him again as I was transfixed on the shocking action on the television.
I missed whatever her answer was to the last question, but heard instead, "Oh yes, ream my asshole with that dominant fuck stick."
Hearing my feminist teacher talk like a slut was both shocking and yet turning me on. My pussy was literally on fire unlike I'd ever felt before.
"Go ahead," he said, "touch yourself if you want."
I wanted to, but there was no way I was going to do that in front of him. I couldn't show any weakness. "You think this is turning me on?" I asked.
"The red flustered cheeks, the look in your eyes, your antsy body movement and the fact you can't stop watching says yeah."
"I'm just trying to keep myself entertained as I last out the time," I looked at my watch, still 32 minutes, holy fuck, "thirty-two minutes of this weird game you are playing."
"I promise I won't touch you without permission," he said.
"Right, boy scout's honour," I sarcastically retorted.
"Exactly," he nodded, before adding, "I never touch a woman without her asking and wanting it. I don't have to."
Professor screamed, "I'm coming!"
"Did she just come from getting ass fucked?" I asked incredulously.
"Most women do," he shrugged.
"Most sluts do," I corrected.
"Are you calling your professor a slut?"
"I guess I am," I nodded, as I watched her spin around, drop to her knees and devour his cock... his cock that was just in her butt. Disgusting!!!
"I guess you're right, not all women will suck my cock once it was in their shit hole but professor Waterson didn't even hesitate. She does suck a mean cock."
"Good for her," I sardonically said, even as I watched her bob up and down. I couldn't help it, I wondered how much of his cock I could actually take. No way all ten of those thick inches could fit inside me.
"And good for me," he said.
On screen he said, "Yes, clean my cock so I can bury it back in your cunt, Professor."
Chuck stood up and said, "I fuck her a few more minutes before shooting a second load on her face."
"Such a gentleman."
"It's been proven that cum is good for a woman's complexion."
"More male created bull shit," I countered.
He stopped the movie and after a moment a new one came on.
"Do you videotape everyone you fuck?" I asked, as I recognized this room.
"No, no," he said, "just a few special ones."
"There are no cameras on now are there?" I asked, suddenly concerned even though I hadn't done anything, sitting beside my best friend's naked boyfriend wouldn't look good.
He shook his head no, "Scout's honour."
"Sarah?" I gasped, as the red headed freshman from my class walked into the room in her cheerleader outfit with Professor Waterson.
"Yeah, I thought it was a good choice," he nodded, as he walked in front of me and asked, his cock now inches from my face, "Hungry?"
"Starving," I said, leaning forward as if I was going to take it in his mouth and then said, "For real meat."
He laughed, as he sat back down beside me, "You're good."
"So I've been told," I quipped back smugly.
"Knees, slut," Professor Waterson ordered.
"Yes, ma'am," Sarah obeyed, instantly dropping to her knees.
I couldn't believe it was Sarah. Yes, she was a cheerleader. Yes, she was a beautiful redheaded, green eyed girl with long legs and big tits, but she also defended herself when questioned by classmates about being a cheerleader and succumbing to one of the most stereotypical male fantasies there is.
"Crawl," Professor Waterson ordered.
"Yes, ma'am," Sarah obeyed, as it suddenly occurred to me that this meant Sarah had eaten Professor's pussy. It was also shocking to see Sarah looking so obedient.
Chuck came into view and was already naked on his couch.
"Do you ever wear clothes?" I asked, glancing again to his chiselled body and big black dick (dammit stop thinking of his dick as 'big' and 'black'. It's just a dick).
"To bed," he said.
"You stay naked all day, but wear pajamas to bed?" I asked incredulously.
"Yeah, it feels weird being naked when I sleep," he said.
"But this isn't weird?" I asked.
"Not for me," he answered stroking his cock.
This time, for some unknown reason, I couldn't take my eyes off his cock as he stroked it. Maybe it was watching the porn movie, maybe it was six months without sex or maybe it was his impressive dick... but I was really having to work at not reaching for it.
"Go ahead, Claudia, just stroke it for me," he offered.
"What? God, no," I said, breaking my eyes away from it.
"It's tempting, I know," he said.
"Groping my tits would be tempting too if I flaunted them in front of you," I countered.
"Challenge accepted," he said.
"What?"
"Take your baggy sweatshirt off and your bra and I guarantee I won't touch them."
I have huge tits. Way bigger than I should for my body at 34DD. "That hasn't been my experience in the past."
"Test me," he said.
"And if you touch them even once, I win the bet?" I asked.
"Yes, if I touch them before you touch me," he nodded.
I knew this was getting risky and inappropriate, I also knew that if Brittany ever found out our friendship would be over (even though I was doing this for her it would be hard to defend being topless in her boyfriend's dorm room. But I figured this could speed up my victory and based on how wet my panties were I needed to do something.
"You're on," I agreed, as I lifted my sweater over my head. I then hesitated, feeling his eyes staring at me, as I glanced to the television.
Sarah was sucking Chuck's dick and Professor Waterson was having her rather large tits being sucked on by him.
"Your tits are even bigger than the Professor's," Chuck complimented.
As I stared at Sarah bobbing on his cock, the video a lot closer up than the earlier Professor video, some wetness gushed into my panties and I let out an accidental moan.
"You want to be Sarah, don't you, Claudia?" he asked.
"A cheerleader?" I asked, avoiding the obvious implication he was making.
"A cock sucking, black cock pussy taking cheerleader, yes," he corrected.
"Oh God, yes, yes," I said, standing up and moving in front of him. "Hearing you talk so dirty to me and putting me in my place has finally convinced me I must have your cock," I purred, sounding like a slut.
"Take off your skirt," he ordered.
"Yes, baby," I purred, trying to draw him in, trying to get him to touch me first. I slid out of my skirt to reveal I was in thigh highs and a thong, both things that Brittany had got me to start wearing. And although they were secret acts of sexuality, it made me feel sexy to know underneath my conservative clothing I was showcasing my pretty damn good body (if I do say so myself).
"Thigh highs and a garter," he approved. "Obviously Brittany has taken you shopping."
My ass was directly in front of him as I asked, "Do you like?"
"Very much," he nodded, checking me out like the pig he was.
"Go ahead and grab my ass," I offered, wanting him to lose by his own weakness.
"Sit on my lap," he countered.
I sighed to myself. He's not as dumb as I hoped.
"Go ahead and slide that big black cock in me," I purred, willing to push the envelope if it meant I won.
"Take off your thong and bra," he ordered.
Thinking I was going to tempt him to touch me first, thus losing the bet, I turned around and seductively unclasped my bra and tossed it to him.
"Like?" I asked, bending over him and cupping them.
"They are a great pair of white knockers," he nodded. Usually, as soon as my tits were offered, the guys mauled them. But Charles showed impressive restraint.
I leaned back up and slowly slid my panties down, making sure my pussy was eye level with the sitting pervert. I had to make myself irresistible to him, make it impossible to resist me.
"Shaved snatch, very nice," he nodded approvingly as he stared at my pussy.
"Want to taste?" I asked, patting my pussy lips for him, knowing what I was doing was so wrong, so demeaning and yet a necessary ends to a means.
"I don't eat pussy. I fuck pussy," he said.
"Figures," I said.
"What?"
"A man who is only in it for himself and not the pleasure of the woman," I said, now standing in front of him completely naked except for my thigh high stockings.
"Trust me, I make my women very, very happy. Look," he said, pointing to the screen.
I turned around and obviously had missed a fair amount. Both Sarah and Professor Waterson were on the couch, on their knees, their asses up.
"Ready, my cheerleader slut?" He asked.
"I don't think you'll fit," Sarah said, her eyes big with a mixture of lust and worry.
"Just relax," Professor Waterson said in a motherly tone, which only made what I was witnessing more surreal.
"Watch the look on her face when I penetrate her cunt," Chuck said to me just as he slammed into Sarah.
"Oh my God!" Sarah screamed with a euphoria you couldn't fake, her facial expression equally enthralling long.
"Oh yeah, no one can fake that," Chuck purred from behind me.
More wetness leaked out of me as I watched the undeniable pleasure Sarah was experiencing.
Suddenly, my knees gave out and I fell back onto Chuck, his hard cock poking into my back. I quickly got off him and stammered, "T-t-that was an accident."
He nodded, "I know."
"So it doesn't count," I clarified.
"No," he nodded. "You have to willingly put this in you."
"Good, as long as we have that clear," I said, sitting back down, my cheeks red and the feeling of his hard cock that had briefly poked my back lingering in my head.
"You could have fallen at a different angle and you would have been impaled," he joked.
I laughed, the situation turning silly, "Agreed. My body isn't made for such an insertion like that."
"Oh, you'd be surprised how much your body can take," he said, as he pointed back to the screen.
I returned my eyes to the television.
"Oh God, so fucking good," Sarah moaned, as she bounced back on Chuck's cock, easily taking the entire massive dick inside her small body.
"Wow!" I said, in awe of how his cock could make sweet, demure, feminists turn into raging cock hungry sluts. I again glanced at his cock, this time wondering what it would feel like to have it in me. I shook my head at this thought, knowing that I was not only doing this to protect sweet Brittany but also as a statement for feminists everywhere.
"My turn," Professor Waterson whined.
"As you wish," Chuck agreed, pulling out of Sarah and moving to the Professor.
"Nooooo," Sarah complained, "keep fucking me."
"Shut up, slut," the Professor ordered, just as her pussy was filled with black cock.
Sarah obeyed, a look of complete shock on her face.
"I think I've seen enough," I said, my pussy burning to have that done to me.
"The best part is happening soon," he said, fast-forwarding it a couple of minutes.
When he resumed play, both the Professor and Sarah were in the same position as before and both were begging for his cock.
"I only have a few minutes before I have to go to practice, sluts," Chuck said. "So who wants me to fuck them until I cum?"
"I do," they both answered.
Sarah begged, "Please, fuck me with that massive dick."
"Slam my asshole with your nigger cock, baby," the professor retorted, sounding so nasty.
"I can bring you more cheerleaders for you to fuck," Sarah offered.
"I'll bring you more feminist freshman to devour with that huge nigger dick," the Professor countered.
"I'll bring my entire team to you and have them all serve you," Sarah continued, her desperation to have that cock back in her overwhelming her reason.
"Shut up, you insipid bimbo. You're my slut," Professor Waterson ordered.
"I can't believe how nasty Professor Waterson is," I said.
"Women will do anything for black cock," Chuck replied, not condescendingly, but rather matter-of-factly. Watching these two beg for his cock, it seemed hard to argue. I again glanced at his cock. I glanced at the clock. I had eighteen minutes left. I couldn't believe how slow time was moving.
"Not all women," I countered.
"We'll see," he said.
"You really don't give up, do you?" I asked.
"I know what I know," he shrugged.
"Have you done this before?"
"What?"
"The one hour challenge?"
"Actually, no," he admitted. "It was kind of a spur of the moment idea."
"Really?"
"Yeah," he shrugged, as he stood up and in front of me, his hard dick now inches from my mouth.
"Does shoving your dick in front of a girl usually make her your slut?" I asked, trying not to show that he was having an impact on me.
"Most of the time," he nodded.
"And when it doesn't?"
"Be honest," he said, ignoring the question. "You want my cock, don't you?"
I shrugged, "Not really."
"That isn't a no," he pointed out.
"It also isn't a yes."
"Want to change the bet?"
"Getting desperate?"
"No, just thinking that I could solve your problem," he said.
"What problem is that?"
"The wetness leaking down your leg," he pointed out.
I looked down and realized that not only was my wetness obvious, my legs were also wide open as if offering myself to him.
I shrugged, "What can I say? I like porn."
"Big black cock porn?"
"Just porn," I said.
"Both of you on your knees," Chuck ordered.
"Want to see two feminists become cum hungry sluts?" he asked, sitting back down.
"Sure," I nodded, wanting to get his dick out of my face.
He moved away and I watched as both women dropped to their knees and opened their mouths as Chuck furiously pumped his dick.
Seconds later he splattered both their faces with an excessive load of cum, and once done the two woman instantly started kissing.
"So what is the new bet?" I asked, horny as hell.
"I fuck you."
"Then I would lose."
"And whoever comes first loses," he added.
"But I only have to last ten more minutes resisting you," I pointed out.
He stroked his cock directly in front of me and said, "But you want my cock. I can see it in your eyes."
"Yes, I want to straddle your cock and have you slam your dick in me," I replied, using a sarcastic tone even though, truth be told, I really wanted it in me. I glanced to the clock: eight minutes.
"I see past you, Claudia," he said.
"Yes, because I'm like every other white girl, right?"
"No, you're definitely not like every other girl," he said.
"Happy you see that," I said.
"But let's not pretend you're an ice queen either."
"I never said I was."
"And let's not pretend that you're not attracted to me."
"You're a very handsome man," I said, just trying to keep the conversation going as long as I could.
SEVEN MINUTES.
"And you're a beautiful girl with a great pair of tits," he complimented.
"So we are two good looking people who are not having sex," I said.
"Yet."
"You really can't accept that I don't want to have sex with you, can you?" I asked.
"You can't really accept that you do want this black cock in your white cunt," he countered.
"Oh God, you're so fucking hilarious," I said. "Even if I did briefly want to fuck you, stupid racist shit like that dries me up instantly."



"So your cunt is dry right now."
"Like the Sahara desert."
"Can I touch it and see if you are telling the truth?"
"Go ahead," I said, his pretentious personality again disgusting me... after I briefly got distracted by his big cock.
He stood up and surprised me as he moved his cock to my pussy lips and rubbed them.
"What are you doing?" I gasped with a loud moan, pushing him away.
"You gave me permission to touch your pussy," he said.
"With your finger," I protested.
"You didn't clarify that," he said.
"Just your finger," I stressed, my pussy again burning.
"I bet you couldn't last the last few minutes with my cock touching those pussy lips," he said.
I replied before I could thought about it. "You could slide the dick all the way in me and I wouldn't even moan."
"Is that the bet?" he asked.
I realized I had opened my mouth way too much. Yet, this would prove it once and for all. I shrugged, "Sure, slam that cock in me and when I don't moan, I win."
"Twenty strokes," he bargained.
"Three," I countered.
"Fifteen."
"Five."
"Twelve."
"Eight," I said, bewildered that I was actually bartering how many strokes I was going to allow him to have inside me.
"Ten,"
"Fine," I said, meeting him halfway, worried that I had got myself in too deep. Yet, really curious to feel what ten inches, regardless of race, felt like inside me.
"Get on all fours like the other feminist sluts," he ordered.
"I didn't bargain positions," I said.
"Now," he demanded.
"Whatever," I shrugged, definitely turned on by his firm demeanour, but trying to act like he wasn't winning. Fuck... he was winning.
I got into the position he instructed, trying to focus on not moaning... on not enjoying it... on winning.
He moved behind me and rubbed his cock up and down my pussy lips. Not wanting to be teased, that would only enhance the pleasure, I demanded, "Just shove that dick in me and get this over with."
"You want my big black cock in you?" he asked.
"Yes, dammit, slide that big black cock in my white cunt," I demanded, willing to say whatever he wanted to get this over with.
He slammed his cock into me hard and I bit my lip to hold in the moan that was dying to escape my lips. The pleasure was way more intense than I could have imagined as his cock completely filled me in ways I couldn't have ever fathomed both in length and width.
As he remained buried deep in me, I got all cocky having controlled the first thrust. I asked, "Is that all you got?"
He laughed, as I quickly bit my lip in preparation, "You really are a piece of work."
"What does that mean?" I asked.
"Still in denial even with ten inches of black meat buried deep in you."
"I can barely tell," I quipped back, trying to goad him on. I wanted to feel him fuck me. I wanted to feel the pleasure and yet also control the rapture.
"Want to change the bet one more time?" he asked, his dick still lodged deep in my pussy.
"Don't think you can make me moan?" I asked smugly as I looked back at him.
He laughed and gave me five quick hard surprising pumps.
"Oooooooh," I moaned, out of both surprise and pleasure. I quickly protested, "That doesn't count."
"There were no rules."
"I need to warn you before I pound your cunt with my big black cock?" he asked.
"Yes," I nodded, knowing I just lost and trying to find a way to still win.
"Okay," he agreed, which surprised me. "Tell you what. I'm going to fuck that white pussy like it has never been fucked before. But if I come before you, you win."
Realizing this meant I hadn't actually lost yet, I agreed with a laugh knowing I don't come from having a dick in me, "Game on."
"Why are you laughing?"
"I don't come from getting fucked," I revealed.
"That'll change once I'm through with you. I'm going to turn you into another white cum slut for black cock," he declared as he began fucking me. And unlike the white boys who made love to me or I rode, this time I was really fucked.
I couldn't believe how good it felt, especially how much I liked it rough and I moaned, "Is that all you got?"
He laughed, as he began slamming into me faster, "Another insatiable white fuck toy is created."
I briefly forgot why I was here: to save Brittany.
I briefly forgot that I hated the sexist pig.
I briefly forgot I was a feminist.
As he pounded me hard, I felt my orgasm rising... quickly. Shit, I thought to myself as I worried that maybe I could come from sex.
"Shoot your load in my white cunt," I moaned, trying to get him to come before I did.
"You want my nigger cum filling your white cunt?" he questioned, as he grabbed my hips and kept slamming into me.
At the moment, I was willing to do anything to have him come before me, knowing I was near the brink, "Yes, cream my cunt with your nigger cum."
"Beg bitch," he said, suddenly stopping his hardcore fucking.
I didn't even hesitate, desperate to come, desperate to feel his big hard cock fucking me again. "Oh God, keep fucking your white slut with that big black fuck stick."
"But I thought you were a feminist?"
Copying Professor Waterson, I declared, "Only for tiny white dicks."
He laughed, as he resumed pounding me, "All you feminists are the same."
I hated the generalization he was making, yet it was hard to argue as I gave in completely to his confident swagger and his big dick. I didn't respond as I closed my eyes, accepting, as my orgasm was near the brink, I was about to lose.
"Come for me, you nigger loving feminist fuck toy bimbo cum slut," he listed.
I hated every word he was saying, but somehow it was the final straw that broke the camel's back as I screamed, "Fuuuuuuuuuuuuck, damn you," as the most intense, amazing, life-changing orgasm hit me.
"Another feminist falls," he declared, as he kept fucking me throughout my never ending orgasm. "With two minutes to spare," he added, as he kept fucking me.
Shame coursed through me at the reality I gave into a man, a sexist man.
Shame coursed through me as I just willingly fucked my best friend's boyfriend.
Shame coursed through me as I couldn't live the feminist morals I spewed over and over.
Yet, as he kept fucking me, a second orgasm began to rise. I couldn't have multiple orgasms.
"Ready for orgasm number two, bimbo?" he asked.
"Yesss," I replied to the derogatory name, the pleasure overwhelming me.
"Tell me what you are," he ordered.
I hated saying the words, but at the time what I said was what I was. "I'm your white bimbo for black cock."
"Good slut," he said, likely with a big smirk on his face.
He kept fucking me hard for a few minutes as my second orgasm rose and then hit me, my entire body being usurped of energy, my head light like a bimbo.
"Ready for my cum, slut?" he asked, as my second orgasm ripped through me.
"Yes," I weakly said.
"Knees, slut," he ordered.
I knew then he planned to give me a facial. But I realized that was better than allowing my unprotected womb to be filled with black cum, so as he pulled out of my leaking cunt, I turned around, dropped to my knees in the humiliating submissive position and opened my mouth.
He slid his cock between my lips and said, "Let's see what you look like with nigger cock in your mouth."
As soon as his hard cock was in my mouth, coated with my own cum, I began instinctively bobbing like the bimbo slut he had turned me into. I needed to get him off, to taste his cum and to end this surreal, humiliating situation... guilt hitting me hard as my second orgasm began to fade.
"Oh yeah, you're a natural cocksucker," he groaned, before adding, "like all the pretentious feminists."
I couldn't respond since I had his cock in my mouth and refuting his words was tough since I had just willing let him fuck the shit out of me.
"Ready to be marked?" he asked as he pulled his cock out of my mouth after a couple of minutes of cock sucking.
I didn't answer, but opened my mouth for the facial I knew was coming.
"Answer me, slut," he demanded.
"Yes," I whispered.
"Yes, what, bimbo bitch?"
"Yes, I want you to mark me with your cum," I answered, too weak to fight and just needing this to end.
"As you wish," he grunted, and splattered my face with an abundance of surprisingly hot cum. Rope after rope hit me, seeming to coat my entire face.
As he slid his cock back in my mouth, I began bobbing, retrieving any last remnants of his cum as I heard another voice.
"What the hell is going on here?" Brittany asked.
I went to move, but Chuck grabbed my head and held me in place as he began to slowly fuck my face.
"Is that Claudia?" Brittany asked.
"Yeah," Chuck said, letting go of my head.
I turned to see her, my face coated in her boyfriend's cum and apologized, "I'm so sorry, Brittany."
"For what?" she asked glaring at me. "Fucking my boyfriend or being a pretentious bitch?"
"Both," I answered, my cheeks burning in shame.
Chuck ordered, surprising me, "Get back in the same position, bimbo."
"Chuck," I began.
"Now, slut," he ordered. "It's time to show your best friend who owns your cunt."
"Please, Chuck," I pleaded, moving back into the same position he had fucked me to two orgasms in, mortified and yet unable to disobey him.
"You're going to let him fuck you in front of me?" Brittany asked, aghast.
"I'm so sorry," I apologized again, my body overruling my mind. I wanted his cock back in me at all costs.
Chuck slid his cock back in me and I moaned loudly as Brittany moved to the couch, sat on the top, her legs straddling me as her boyfriend resumed fucking me.
She lifted up her skirt to reveal she wasn't wearing panties and ordered, "Get licking, slut."
"What?" I asked surprised.
But before I could say anything else, she grabbed my head and shoved it into her wet pussy.
Dazed, confused, horny and bewildered, I began licking.
"That's it, slut, I've wanted you licking my box for a while," she moaned.
'A while?' I thought to myself as I licked the surprisingly tasty pussy.
She continued, "You see Claudia, you came here to save me from becoming a bimbo slut to black cock, but in reality I sent you here to become a bimbo for black cock."
My head spun with her words. She planned this?
"Well, and my own personal pussy muncher," she added.
I couldn't process her words while licking her pussy and getting fucked from behind. But although I couldn't understand how or why, Brittany had been a part of this.
As if reading my mind, she explained, "You see, Claudia, today wasn't Chuck's idea, it was, like, mine. I mean he sure as hell didn't protest, but this was all orchestrated by me."
When she let go of my head, I looked up and asked, "Why?"
"Because I hated the way you treated me like some dumb blonde bimbo. You know I actually have, like, a 144 IQ," she revealed.
I was stunned and literally speechless. I had no answer as Brittany ordered, "Take her ass, Chuck."
"What? Please, no," I pleaded, not remotely interested in getting ass fucked.
"Shut up, slut and get back to your new daily task: munching pussy," she ordered, grabbing my head and shoving it back between her legs.
I felt his cock leave me and as I licked tentatively I felt warm lube poured on my ass cheeks and then a finger probing my asshole.
"This will hurt... a lot... at first, Claudia," Brittany warned, as I felt him get back behind me and rub his long, thick cock up and down my lubricated ass cheeks.
I closed my eyes and prepared for the pain.
Then he pushed.
"Fuuuuck," I screamed, my screams of pain muffled by Brittany's pussy.
The pain was intense and humiliation burned to my very core.
"Shit, she is the tightest white bitch yet, baby," Chuck groaned.
"Tighter than Beth?" she asked.
"Yeah, although you did prep Beth with your strap-on first," Chuck answered.
Beth? She was our partner for a presentation last month. Were the two of them seducing all the girls in the class?
Brittany, as if reading my mind, explained, "Chuck and I plan to seduce, fuck and make white bimbos of every member of the freshman class in Professor Waterson's class."
"Then we go for the seniors," Chuck added.
"One goal at a time," Brittany giggled. "The guy is too ambitious."
His cock kept going deeper into my no entry zone, each slow push forward creating new pain and yet a strange feeling of pleasure I couldn't explain.
"All in," he declared a moment later.
"Give her asshole a second to get used to your thick dick," Brittany said, before explaining, "and now that we have turned the biggest feminist in the class into a cunt munching, black cock three hole taking, submissive bimbo, the rest should be easy."
I lifted my head up and pleaded, "Brittany, this is wrong."
"What is?" he asked.
"Making the women's movement regress," I said.
"But you did that! You could have saved me, saved the feminist movement in the school. If you would have lasted one measly hour without becoming a complete whore Chuck would have kept his word and left you alone. But you couldn't, could you? You were tantalized by his cock, like a bimbo. You got undressed on your own accord in your best friend's boyfriend's dorm room on your own accord. You flaunted your body of your own accord. You willingly agreed to bend over and take his cock in that ignored cunt of yours for ten strokes. You then make a ludicrous deal to get royally fucked on the lame notion that you wouldn't come. You did this to yourself," Brittany said.
And as much as I wanted to disagree with her assessment, the reality was everything she said was true.
"Got nothing to say?" she asked. "No feminist response?"
"I'm sorry," was all I could muster.
"So declare that you are a slut for black cock," she demanded.
I obeyed, "I'm a slut for black cock."
"You're a three hole fuck toy for all black men."
"Um, I...."
"Say it, bitch."
"I'm a three hole fuck toy for all black men," I quickly declared.
"And a pussy munching whore," she added.
"What?" I asked.
"Fucking say it," she demanded.
"I'm your pussy munching slave," I said.
"Give her her reward, baby," Brittany ordered.
"With pleasure," Chuck agreed, as he started to slowly fuck my ass.
"Oh God, fuck," I moaned.
"I plan to take you to the all-black frat house for a night, maybe even get you a black baby," Brittany revealed.
"Shit, God, no, fuck," I babbled.
"Who's the dumb one now?" she laughed, as I couldn't even complete a coherent thought.
My cheeks burned from shame, pain and pleasure, the mixture of contradictory feelings overwhelming me.
Brittany grabbed my head again and I licked her pussy while getting ass fucked.
Eventually, Brittany came all over my face and I lapped up her sweet pussy juices eagerly.
"Oh yes, you're a natural pussy licker," Brittany moaned, as she ground her pussy on my face.
Eventually, the pain faded completely and a unique pleasure washed through me.
Eventually, I had my third orgasm of the day, this one from getting ass fucked.
Eventually, he deposited his second load of the day in me... this time filling my ass with his cum.
Brittany added, as he unloaded in my bowels, "He only comes in my cunt. But don't worry, Claudia, I plan to allow you to get lots of black cum in that underused white box."
As Chuck pulled out of me, cum leaking out of my ass which only added to my complete humiliation, he asked, "So who is next?"
"Actually, this weekend is parents' weekend," Brittany said.
My eyes instantly went big.
Britany smiled, "Your mother is coming, isn't she?"
"Yes," I answered, realizing in a heartbeat how I had just become my mother.
"She sure as hell will be once I'm done with her," Chuck quipped.
Brittany got off the couch and went and kissed Chuck.
Breaking the kiss, Brittany said, "You better hurry slut, you're already late for class."
I was so spent I wasn't sure if I could move as I finally collapsed onto the couch and off my very sore knees.
"Unless you want us to call some of his friends over now?" Brittany asked.
The idea of getting more black cock in me made my pussy gush and before my brain could say no, I answered, "Bring them all."
Chuck roared, "The last of the true feminists falls."
THE END
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I swallowed one more load 'for the road', at the gloryhole, rather quickly. Thankfully most men have quick triggers, because I didn't want my son and I returning too late in the evening and raise my husband's suspicions. Cory and I then headed out of the gloryhole and back to the car... my face coated with cum. Not surprisingly, feel of having cum all over my face only added to the wildness.
Cory drove us to a gas station, realizing he'd forgotten to get gas earlier. He had me walk inside and pay with my face coated with the cum, which was now dried. The attendant, a teenage boy, gave me a strange look, but didn't say anything.
Wanting to shock him, I said, "Oh shit, do I still have cum all over my face?"
He nodded all polite, even as a look of revelation crossed his face, "Yes, ma'am, it sure looks like it."
"Damn gloryholes really don't have a place to wash up after taking a few loads," I sighed dramatically. "Where's your bathroom? I can't have my husband see me looking like a complete cum slut."
"O-o-over there, ma'am," he stammered, clearly stunned by my outrageousness.
"Thanks, sexy," I winked and headed to the washroom to clean up, feeling good and nasty.
As I looked into the mirror, my face a mess with dried cum, I knew I was going to have to have a frank, honest talk with Alex sometime very soon. The reality was I loved him, but I just wasn't attracted to him the way I used to be, or the way I now was to Cory. It wasn't fair to be cheating on him... he deserved much better than that... but not until when we were alone after Cory was settled in at his college.
I took a selfie of my cum-coated face, for some reason wanting to immortalize this moment forever, the moment I knew without a doubt my marriage was over and I was beginning a new chapter of my life.
The idea of being alone, of being single after twenty years of marriage, was scary and yet I knew I had to do it.
Continuing on like this wasn't fair to Alex; it wasn't fair to me.
Without our realizing it, we'd drifted apart and needed a different rest of our lives.
I washed up, peed and returned to the car.
Cory noticed my melancholy look and asked, "What's wrong?"
"It's over," I said.
"What is?" he asked, looking concerned.
"Not you and me," I laughed, squeezing his knee, feeling better about my decision after seeing his caring response. "No, your father and me."
"Oh," he said, his concern replaced by guilt. After all the wild sex, all the risk, all the lust I'd experienced the last couple of days of living in a fantasy land with my teenage lover... life suddenly became real. Cory and I (and Alex) needed to face the consequences of our many acts of sexual misconduct: we couldn't live in this fairy tale land forever.
"It's not you," I said. I then reconsidered. "No, I'm wrong, it definitely is you. Because regardless of what happens after we drop you off, I know I'm no longer the same. I know what I want now, and I know your father is not the man who can give me what I need."
"I didn't realize that I was..."
"Don't even go there, honey," I reassured my son. "What you did yesterday and today was to save me years of continuing on in a life I don't want. You awakened a part of me that I thought I could never have back. And now that it's back, I can't just push it back down to some reclusive part of my body and ignore it. No, you released my true personality... my wild, adventurous self... from its cage, and it's not going to be tamed back into submission.
"So now what?"
"Well, after we drop you off tomorrow, I'll have a long talk with your father."
"You're not going to tell him about us?" he asked, suddenly worried.
"No, no," I shook my head. "I don't want to be that mean to him. But between you and me I have to admit, I don't want us to be over either."
"Me Neither," he said, before adding, "this has been about more than just the sex, Mom."
"I hope so," I smiled.
"I'm serious," he continued. "I want you to be more than just my backseat Mom."
"Backseat Mom," I laughed, that's funny." I then asked, curious and feeling slightly vulnerable, "What do you want?"
He paused as we rolled up to a stoplight, "I want it all."
"That's pretty vague."
"I want you still to be my mom, but also my lover. I want you to be my mom, but also my Mommy-slut. I want you to be my mom, and yet my three-hole fuck toy cum bucket," he said, listing my dirtiest personas in a bizarrely sincere, even a loving way.
"I want all that too," I said, yet unsure how to make it happen.
A horn honked from behind and he laughed, "Got distracted."
I reached for the cock in his pants, which was hard again, and told him, "You get me distracted all the time, baby. Plus, what do you feed this thing? It never sleeps."
"It always keeps itself awake for you," he replied as we pulled into the hotel parking lot.
"Well Cory," I said. "I'm not sure what will happen over the next while, but I want you to understand that I love you and that you are not to blame for whatever ends up happening between your father and me."
"Okay," he nodded, the mood having grown depressing, a strong contrast from twenty minutes earlier when I'd joyously had a stranger's cock in my mouth and Cory's cock in both my pussy and ass. Good times!
We left the car and walked back towards our hotel room as I reminded him in a whisper, trying to lighten the mood, "We still have one more day of backseat fucking, baby."
He laughed and nodded, "Well, you are my Backseat Mommy, after all."
"I do like that name," I nodded, before adding, "But I also like Mommy-slut, cum bucket, ass whore, just plain old slut, or whatever else you want to call me."
"And I love being called a mother fucker, because I am one," he said, as we reached the door of our room.
"Well, back to faking it," I joked, as I put the hotel key in the door.
To my surprise, Alex was still awake when we walked in.
He said, looking up from the bed where he'd been reading a book, "I was just beginning to worry about you two."
"Oh, Cory was just showing me a few of the unique sights and flavours of the city," I answered, still vividly envisioning the black cock I'd sucked and wondering what it would be like to have it in my pussy.
"Great, I hope you enjoyed yourself," Alex said, as he closed his book.
"Oh, it was an eye-opening experience," I replied, unable to restrain my sexual innuendo versions of the truth.
"Well, a few more hours of driving tomorrow and you'll be at college, Cory," Alex said, getting off the bed.
"Yeah, crazy to think this wild trip is almost over," Cory nodded.
Sadness coursed through me once again at the reality that this was indeed almost the end of the craziest ride ever... pun intended. As I looked at my oblivious husband, I knew I couldn't go back to the mundane life I'd endured with him before my son rekindled a dying flame.
"I'm not sure I'm ready to have you leave," I pouted.
Alex laughed, "Empty nest syndrome hitting you already, honey?"
Empty mouth, cunt and ass syndrome was what I was really thinking but I nodded, "I guess so." Ironically, when we'd left home yesterday morning I'd been eagerly looking forward to dropping Cory off at college, then starting the next chapter of my life with Alex. Yet now the chapter I'd thought was already pre-written was sorely in need of a massive rewrite.
Alex went into the washroom and Cory walked over to me, pushed me to my knees where I fished out his cock to suck my own pussy and ass taste off it.
I bobbed for about fifteen seconds, maybe thirty, before he reassured me, "This trip isn't the end."
I nodded, acting like a firm mother, "it'd better not be, young man."
"I'm serious," he said, as he put his cock back away, back to his confident, dominant self, "I'm not sure how we'll pull it off, but going forward I expect you to be available for me when I need you."
"What do you want me to do, move into your dorm room so I can be your full-service, three-hole cum deposit?" I asked facetiously, liking the nasty talk and imagining what I'd just described could be a great porn video.
He nodded, "Actually, that sounds perfect."
"What sounds perfect?" Alex asked, coming out of the bathroom.
Cory quickly covered, "Mom promised to come and see me in a couple of weeks to make sure I'm settled."
"She did?" Alex asked, perplexed, knowing he and I already had plans for the next while.
I nodded, "Honey, I can't be gallivanting around the country not knowing whether Cory is getting his basic needs fulfilled," again unable to avoid the innuendo.
"He's an adult now," Alex pointed out. "He's quite capable of living on his own."
"Alex," I said in a tone I only used when I wanted him to understand clearly that like it or not, a point had been decided. "I need to be able to check on him. I won't be able to enjoy the trip if I'm continually worrying about my son."
"So you want to cancel the trip?" Alex asked.
"No, to adapt it," I answered. "Just to modify our itinerary so it doesn't take us too many states away from Cory."
Alex looked at Cory for help, but Cory didn't bite.
"Fine," Alex said, trying to appear sympathetic even though it was obvious he was annoyed, "We can hit a few spots in nearby states and do a circle trip back here."
"Great," I nodded, then yawned. "I'm exhausted. A full day of backseat riding wore me completely out."
Cory added, trying not to laugh at the frankness of my description, "Yeah, it was a long, hard ride, wasn't it?"
"Well, tomorrow is a shorter drive," Alex said.
"Is it?" I asked, sounding disappointed because I was.
"Yeah, we're only about five hours away, we made really good time today," Alex informed us.
That meant I only had five more hours of Cory's cock. I lied, "Well, that's good."
"Then our boy becomes a man, an independent entity," Alex said, patting him on his back.
I thought to myself, Trust me! He's already a man and he's proven it!
Cory joked, "Is there a ceremony for manhood?"
Alex laughed, "No, but at college there'll be hundreds of new women around."
This made me jealous, which was ludicrous. He was my son. Our liaison was temporary. I suddenly realized any plans I had of visiting and fucking were no more than temporary measures of pleasure that would only delay the inevitable. He would find a girlfriend. He would get married. And I... I'd get older.
Ironically, empty nest syndrome seemed to crash into me right here and now... when I realized I wouldn't always be able to be fucked by my son.
I broke down in tears.
"What's wrong, honey?" Alex asked, coming to me as I collapsed on the bed in a sudden emotional mess.
"My only boy is leaving me," I blabbered through heavy sobs.
Alex comforted me, "He's just going to college, not to the moon."
"I know," I sobbed.
Cory added, "It's okay, Mom. You can come out and check on me any time you want."
"Thank you," I said, as I calmed down. "It's just... you're my only son."
As Alex rubbed my back like the caring husband he was, my guilt only increased at my betrayal of him. Yet that guilt was swamped by my complete lust for my son.
Shit, I'm a complete mess.
Eventually I calmed down and we watched the news and went to bed. As usual, within a few minutes Alex was snoring.
As I lay there, I felt guilty. I felt lost. And I felt horny. True, these emotions didn't usually go hand in hand, yet those were the ones tearing me apart.
Yet, like in the car, it was lust that eclipsed the others and took charge.
I glanced over to the other bed. Cory was facing away from me.
I glanced back at my husband; he was fast asleep, no question.
A wicked idea popped into my head. The experience of fucking my son with my husband so close by had become quite a turn on, and with only a few hours remaining to play with his glorious dick, I wasn't going to waste this opportunity. I decided to quell my guilt, paradoxically by adding onto it.
I slowly snuck out of bed, removed my panties, checked to see if Alex moved, he didn't, and crept over to Cory's bed.
Cory rolled onto his back and smiled his welcome with a slightly surprised look, "You really can't get enough."
"Mommy wants your dick," I answered as I crawled under the sheets and went directly to his flaccid cock.
I pulled his underwear off and took his soft-on in my mouth. I'd always loved the feeling of a cock growing in my mouth. I loved the magic of it. I loved the power that it was only growing because of me, and I loved the sensations as it hardened in my mouth.
Once it was hard, I began bobbing. I wasn't sure whether I planned just to blow him, or actually planned to fuck him.
"Balls," he whispered, once he was completely hard.
I took his cock out of my mouth and repositioned myself to obey the order. I then took turns sucking each big ball into my mouth.
I then returned to his cock. I bobbed for a couple of minutes, enjoying the comfortable situation of being in a bed, even though my husband was in the next bed. The car, the bathroom, the gloryhole were all uncomfortable positions in make do places. Now I could worship this cock like it deserved to be worshipped for only the second time: in the comfort of a bed.
I took my time, wanting this to last for as long as possible, knowing our time wasn't limitless.
"Shit Mom, you really are an amazing slut," he groaned.
Oddly, that was the hottest thing anyone had ever said to me. I moaned on his cock in response before he whispered, "Come up here and lie on your back."
"You going to fuck Mommy while Daddy sleeps?" I asked, talking like an ingénue porn star.
I got onto my back as Cory crawled under the sheets and between my legs and said, "First, I need a bedtime snack."
I moaned as his tongue made contact with my pussy. Alex didn't go down on me ever, which was one thing that had always perturbed me about him, so having Cory's tongue lapping away felt amazing. I placed my hands gently on his head as I lay back and enjoyed getting eaten out.
And Cory, like I had a moment earlier, took his time between my legs. He explored every inch of my pussy as he teased me everywhere.
He flicked my clit once.
He spread my pussy lips wide.
He kissed my inner thigh.
He slid his tongue down to my asshole.
He was driving me wild as his tongue used my body like a canvas and I was his Moaning Lisa Mommy.
My orgasm was building and I whispered, "You're about to make Mommy come."
I figured that would make him quit and come fuck me, but instead he shifted from slow teasing to fast-paced pleasing.
The sudden intensity of the pleasure quickly escalated the approach of the orgasm that was slowly building, and I quickly grabbed an extra pillow and smothered my face to cover the scream about to escape my lips.
I grabbed his head, and that was all the prompting he needed as he sucked my clit between his lips and tugged.
My uncontrolled scream of pleasure was muffled by the pillow as I came seconds later.
As soon as the screaming portion of my orgasm was finished he moved up, rolled me onto my side and slid his cock in my cunt, which was still trembling.
"Ohhhh," I moaned, as he began fucking me.
"This is so fucking hot and twisted," he whispered.
"And reaming my asshole with your father a couple feet away wasn't?" I questioned naughtily.
"Touché," he air-laughed silently, as he pumped his cock in and out of me.
"Now fill my cunt with your cum, baby," I ordered, wanting to feel him erupt inside me.
"Not your ass?" he asked.
"No, I want your seed erupting in Mommy's cunt," I moaned, wanting to feel my pussy filled with his hot seed.
He fucked me for a couple of minutes before he pulled out.
I whined, "Put it back in."
"Go back to your bed," he ordered.
"You're not going to finish fucking Mommy?" I asked surprised and disappointed.
"Oh, I'm going to keep fucking you all right," he said cockily.
It was then I realized his plan... his sick, twisted plan.
I got out of his bed and back into mine and lay on my side so he could re-enter me with ease.
He moved into the queen-sized bed as well, nudging me even closer to Alex, now only a few inches away from me, and slid his cock back in me.
"Ooooh," I moaned again, watching my husband, trying not to pant on him as I was fucked by our son. This time was even naughtier as I could see his face, in close-up even, but he was still completely oblivious to what was happening right beside him during his sweet slumber.
"Harder," I whispered out of the side of my mouth.
Cory obliged, the entire bed now moving as he pounded me hard.
Even while being rocked back and forth by the mattress, my husband snored softly on his back the way he always slept, while I got fucked by his son in the same bed.
I felt so naughty; this was so wrong; which, of course, made it so feel so good and so hot.
In a wild day where I'd been ass fucked in a backseat, used in a bathroom and a gloryhole, this was the wildest moment yet.
And although I'd originally wanted to feel my son's cum fill my cunt, I suddenly wanted to make this taboo moment even wilder. I whispered, "Slide that big dick in my ass."
He didn't question the idea at all as he pulled his cock out of my cunt and slid it into my ass with ease.
I clenched my teeth just in time to hold in my groan as a slight pain coursed through me before pleasure quickly took over.
"Fuck you're a nasty slut, Mom," Cory whispered in my ear as he began to fuck my ass.
"For you I am," I whispered back, as I was sodomized by my son with my husband lying right in front of me, the rush unexplainable. Fuck, was I a slut.
I was ass fucked for a while, enthralled by the euphoria of the kink.
This act of kinky sex had my pussy burning and I could feel a second orgasm rising rather quickly.
Cory kissed the back of my neck as he slowly fucked my ass.
After a couple more minutes of slow ass fucking, Cory began bucking his hips faster and really fucking my ass.
I moaned, "Yes, pound Mommy's asshole", as I buried my face in a pillow again and moved my hand to my pussy to begin rubbing my clit.
"I'm going to come in your asshole, Mommy-slut," Cory whispered.
"Fill my shit hole with your cum, baby," I moaned, my orgasm imminent and wanting to make this as nasty as possible. I was his Mommy-slut, his cum bucket and I wanted his seed right now.
A few hard thrusts in my ass and he grunted and shot his load deep inside me.
This triggered my orgasm seconds later as I screamed, "Oh shit," loud enough to wake up my husband.



As Alex sat straight up alarmed, Cory slid out of me and slipped silently down to the floor. I could feel cum leaking out of my ass and my orgasm still coursing through me as Alex asked, worried, "Are you okay?"
I tried to control my breathing as I answered, "Yeah, wild dream."
"About what?" Alex asked.
"Being attacked by a massive snake," I answered, telling the truth.
"That sounds like a nightmare," Alex said, as he lay back down.
"It seemed so real."
"Well, go back to sleep honey."
"I need to pee now."
"Okay," he nodded, already falling back to sleep.
I got out of bed and saw Cory lying on the floor smiling.
I stepped over him and went to the washroom to go pee like I'd said, and also to clean up all the cum leaking out of my gaping asshole.
I returned to the bedroom and saw that Cory was back in his bed and his father was snoring again.
I leaned down to Cory and whispered, "That was close."
He nodded, "When you screamed all of a sudden I almost had a heart attack."
"Tomorrow I want a load in each hole before I leave you at college," I said, giving his now flaccid cock a squeeze.
"What about a facial?" He asked.
"Fine, but that means I want four loads from that gun of yours," I smiled.
"Thankfully I never run out of ammunition," he joked.
"Thank God," I agreed, as I got back into my own bed and realized I was lying in a massive wet spot of cum.
Fuck! I'd made it in my bed and now I had to lie in it. I had become a massive slut!
The end of adventure 4.
Coming next:
Backseat Mommy: Jam-Packed with Cum
One final backseat fucking, one more ass reaming, and a messy goodbye... for a while.
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Recap:
In Part One, A POWER SHIFT: 39-year-old mother, Michelle, decides to try on her daughter Allie's slutty cheerleading outfit. Once she has it on, she begins fucking herself with her daughter's vibrator on her daughter's bed. Caught by her domineering daughter and her friend Kim, she is forced to eat her daughter's pussy and also Kim's before being told she is now her daughter's pet.
In Part Two, BLACKMAILED PET: Michelle tries her hardest to not fall completely under the spell of her strong-willed daughter. But Allie's strong demeanour and blackmail evidence is too much for the submissive mother and she falls even deeper into a web of submissive lesbian sin.
In Part Three, CREATING A LEZ: Michelle rekindles her marriage's dormant sex life; Michelle is taught how to please a pussy properly by a tender teen Mistress; Allie finally allows her mother to bring her to climax with her tongue.
Cheerleader's Mom: Fist Training
Michelle fretted as she made breakfast in her black thigh highs and robe. She knew she had disobeyed a clear order from her daughter by coming last night (twice actually, truth be told) and was worried about a punishment. That said, her last punishment, the encounter with Cassandra, was pretty awesome.
Allie ate breakfast and knew instantly her mother had disobeyed last night. The avoidance of eye contact, the look of guilt was written all over her mother's face.
Once her father left, Allie ordered, "To your bedroom, now. And be on your knees."
"Yes, Mistress," Michelle nodded, hoping she would get some breakfast pussy. As she walked to her room, she shook her head at the reality of her sick and twisted thoughts.
Allie got dressed, and sauntered into her parent's room. She smiled at seeing her mother on her knees in the position she had been instructed to assume. Today there was no protest, just obedience. "So you came last night?" she questioned, as she walked past her kneeling mother and sat on the end of the bed.
"Pardon?" the mother asked, surprised her daughter knew already.
Allie sighed, "Don't play dumb with me, mother. I know when my sluts lie to me."
"I'm sorry," Michelle whispered, feeling like she was the daughter and Allie the mother.
"You will be," Allie said tersely, as she patted her lap and ordered, "Come lie across my lap, Mommy-slut. It's time for your punishment."
"Pardon?" the mother asked again.
"What happens when you disobey?" Allie asked.
"You get punished," the mother whispered.
"Exactly," Allie nodded, "now get up here right this second, I'm in a hurry today."
"Allie, please, I'm sorry," the mom pleaded.
"Now, Michelle Emily Weber," Allie ordered, using her mother's traditional three name listing when she meant business.
Michelle couldn't help but laugh at how she was being treated. Reluctantly, she stood up, moved to her daughter, and awkwardly lay across her.
Allie caressed her mother's fine ass as she asked, "Have you been a bad girl?"
"Yes," Michelle admitted, oddly turned on by this.
"And what happens when a girl is bad?" Allie questioned, as she moved her finger to her mom's pussy to confirm an assumption. Of course, she was right... wet, wet, wet.
Michelle moaned, her pussy wet, as she answered, "She is disciplined."
"And how did you discipline me when I was a bad girl?" Allie asked.
"A spanking," Michelle replied.
"How many times did you come last night?"
"Two."
"Thank you for being so honest," Allie said, as she moved her finger out of her mom's pussy and moved it back to her mom's ass.


Before Michelle could respond, she felt the sharp slap of her daughter's hand against her bare ass. "Aaaaah," she screamed.
"I don't want to do this Mommy-pet, but if you can't listen and be a good pet, what choice do I have?" Allie asked, as she gave a second slap.
"I understand," Michelle responded, through clenched teeth.
"Good," Allie said, as she gave the third and final slap, her mother's cheeks now red.
"I won't disobey again, Mistress," the horny, yet in pain, mom promised.
"I know you won't," Allie purred, now caressing her mom's ass. After a moment, she revealed, "I have another guest coming over to see you at lunch today."
"Thank you, Mistress," Michelle replied, trying to sound eager to obey her daughter, not wanting another spank.
"Stand up," Allie ordered.
"Yes, Mistress," Michelle obeyed, a new slight pain coursing through her as she stood up.
"See you after school, Mom," Allie said, "part two of your discipline will occur the moment I get home."
"Yes, Mistress," the Mom nodded.
Allie walked out, her multi-day discipline training just getting under way. She knew her dad was gone for the weekend and thus she had the house to herself... just her and her Mommy-pet.
Michelle was rattled by the spanking, confused as to why it turned her on. She was also now worried about lunch and after school as she now knew not all of the punishments were kinky lesbian adventures.
Sighing, the mother went and grabbed an ice pack for her butt.
.....
When Michelle went downstairs, she saw a pair of nylons on the kitchen table and a note:
Wear these today slut.
She immediately obeyed, taking off the one pair of black ones and putting on a different pair.
She was immediately disappointed as they were not the pure silk nylon, but rather fishnets which she disliked for a couple of reasons: they looked skanky, compared to the sexiness of nylon; and they were not soft and sensual like nylon.
Regardless she wore them and noticed she even got a little rip in them in the back when she put them on.
The next three hours ticked at a snail's pace as she waited for whoever was coming over today. She hoped it was Cassandra again, but she doubted it. She assumed the parade of submissives would continue.
At almost 12:30, when Michelle had begun to wonder if anyone was coming over, there was a knock at the door.
She went to open it giddy with excitement, like a child wondering what Santa had left. She opened it and was shocked again. It was Mrs. Walker... her daughter's English teacher. She already knew she was her daughter's pet, so she probably shouldn't have been surprised.

"Hi, Mrs. Walker," Michelle greeted, the teacher somehow looking sexier and more alluring than she had when they had met a month ago. They had met at parent-teacher interviews. She wondered if she had already been her daughter's pet when they first met... it would have explained the glorious reviews Allie received from her.
"It's just Jasmine," the friendly teacher replied.
"Okay, hi Jasmine," Michelle nodded, as they walked into the living room.
Jasmine smiled, "You have a lovely home."
"Would you like to take a tour?" Michelle asked.
"Sure," Jasmine nodded, nervous about the task her teenage mistress had ordered her to do today. Many of her tasks had been challenging, nerve wracking or dangerous: pleasuring her on her desk after hours, masturbating at her desk while her students took a test, fucking herself with a stapler in the staff washroom or wearing ben wa balls during parent-teacher interviews. Yet, this was new... going to a parent's house, during work hours. Thankfully, Principal Anderson was also under Allie's spell and had given her the entire afternoon off to do what she needed to do.
"Follow me," Michelle said, and she showed her the entire house, finishing up with the two bedrooms.
Once in the master bedroom, Jasmine said, "You know your daughter sent me here today."
"I do," Michelle nodded.
Jasmine wondered if Allie and Michelle were committing incest, as that would be delicious. Even Allie didn't know Jasmine's biggest secret. That besides being an English teacher, a married mother of two and a submissive, she was a popular erotica author that went under the pseudonym silkstockingslover. It was her fetish for nylons that got her in this submissive position in the first place. Allie wore them often and she became hypnotized with the teen student's dangle of her shoe or swinging of her leg. She was a submissive by heart (anyone who reads her stories knows that) and her fantasy was to be seduced and dommed... thus she submitted quickly and easily, even as she fretted about the consequences.
Jasmine said, "Please get undressed."
"Yes, ma'am," Michelle replied, sensing that Jasmine was not a Mistress in any sense of the word, based on her own nervousness.
Jasmine said, "Please wait here at the edge of your bed with your legs spread, I need to get something from Mistress Allie's room."
"Okay," Michelle nodded, before adding, trying to sound sexy, no longer shamed by being naked in front of a stranger. "Like this?"

Jasmine, who loved the look of pussy, felt a rush of adrenaline go up her spine. She smiled, "Yes, exactly like that."
Jasmine quickly went to Allie's room, which she had already been in during the tour, and grabbed the razor and shaving cream at the corner of Allie's dresser, exactly where Mistress Allie had said it would be. She then returned to the master bedroom, which was bigger than both her children's rooms combined and maybe even her own.
Michelle wondered where Jasmine was going, curious what was about to happen... curious and excited.
Jasmine returned and walked directly to the spread open mother of one of her students. She couldn't help but think how surreal this was. She was about to shave the pussy of the mother of one of her students during her lunch hour. Just another thing to add to her 'I never thought I'd be doing this in a million years' list... a list that seemed to grow weekly.
Michelle saw the razor and shaving cream and knew immediately what was about to happen. This didn't surprise her, what surprised her was who was doing it. Yet, she didn't protest, she had already considered doing this herself, but hadn't got around to it. Instead, she silently watched as it was done for her.
Jasmine knelt in front of the pussy she was looking forward to munching on... God she loved tasting new pussy, a fantasy that had become a reality through her submission to Allie. She explained, "Mistress Allie instructed me to shave your pussy."
"Go ahead," the Mom nodded.
And Jasmine began the strange, but sensual task.

As she was shaved, Michelle looked at the flip flops on the floor and pondered how long they had been there and how useless they now were with the reality she always had to wear nylons.
Jasmine, knowing she had all afternoon, took her time, not wanting to make any oops.
Michelle just relaxed, feeling like she was at a spa but not getting her usual pedicure and manicure.
Once done, Jasmine sighed at what she was supposed to do next. She took off her blouse, not wanting to get pussy juice all over it, stood up and put the shaving cream and razor out of the way.
Michelle was giddy with excitement when she saw Jasmine take off her blouse. That meant there was more to come... and she sure meant literally.
Jasmine walked over to her, dropped back to her knees, and warned, "What I'm about to do could be a little intense."
Michelle, not catching on to the teacher's true intent, quipped playfully, "I love intense."
Jasmine leaned forward and began licking the newly shaved pussy.
"Oh yes," Michelle moaned, enjoying the soft pleasure.
Jasmine licked for a couple of minutes, before she slid a finger inside the already moaning woman and began to finger her.
"Oh God yes," Michelle whimpered, "finger me."
Jasmine pumped her finger in and out for a minute, before Michelle begged, "More, please."
Jasmine obliged, adding a second finger and beginning to pump faster, all the while her tongue never quitting its exploration of Michelle's wet pussy lips. Jasmine was addicted to pussy and when not on her knees between a woman's legs she craved it. She craved it in her classroom... every female student a potential new pussy to explore and sample. She craved it in the staff room... two dozen other female teachers with pussies she had not yet devoured. She craved it when she wrote... her stories being her main source of dealing with her hunger. She craved it when she was out... every woman she saw at the mall, the theatre or a restaurant a possible snack.
"Oh yes," Michelle moaned, her orgasm building.
Jasmine, knowing the woman was soaking wet, easily slid a third and fourth finger inside the sopping cunt.
"Oh fuck," Michelle screamed, as her pussy was unnaturally stretched, bringing a new pleasure.
After a few deep thrusts, Jasmine asked, "Ready for the fist?" Of course, she didn't wait for a response as she slid her entire fist inside the moaning mother.
"Holy bloody hell," Michelle screamed, as she was filled in a way she never thought possible.
"Take it all," Jasmine ordered, feeling a rush of power she wasn't used to in sexual encounters. With her husband or her Mistress, she was definitely the submissive, the obedient pet. Yet, as she began furiously fisting her Mistress's mother a new feeling coursed through her... one she kind of liked.

"Oh God, so full, fuck, fuck," Michelle babbled, her head suddenly empty of thought as the intense pleasure of the fisting literally filled her.
"Come, my sexy little slut," Jasmine demanded, growing in strength as she shifted from her usual submissive role to one of domme.
"Oh yes, fist fuck your slut," Michelle demanded, so overwhelmed with pleasure she was going to agree to anything.
"Now, you fucking slut," Jasmine demanded, threatening the submissive like she was often threatened, "Or I won't let you munch on my box for lunch."
Immediately, Michelle's mouth watered. She wanted to taste her daughter's teacher's pussy. She wanted to be her pussy slave. "Yes, Mistress," she whimpered, her orgasm desperately close.
"I'm counting to five," Jasmine said, as she again threatened, "before I pull my fist out and leave."
"No, no, no," Michelle pleaded, desperate to come, "Call me names, use me like a fucking bimbo whore."
"One, Jasmine began, before adding, "Only a dirty fucking whore allows her daughter's teacher to shove her entire arm in her cunt."
"Yes, Mistress," Michelle moaned, her lips pursed.
"Two. Actually, only the sluttiest women alive allow their pussies to be fisted," Jasmine pointed out, although she too had been fisted... in her classroom... at lunch... by her scholar student... Kim.

Looking down at the pretty, innocent looking teacher, Michelle begged, "Yes, make your dirty slut come, Mistress."
"Three," Jasmine counted down, adding to the humiliation while testing a theory, "now you fucking incest slut."
"Yes, I'm a dirty Mommy-slut," Michelle admitted, so close to coming she didn't care about revealing her immoral activities.
"Two," Jasmine announced, as she furiously fisted the slut.
"Fuuuuuuuuuck," Michelle screamed, not making it to one, as her orgasm erupted in her.
Jasmine smiled as she watched the pretty mother come at her hands... well, fist in this case. She leaned down and began licking the pussy juice as she slowly pulled her arm and fist out.
"Oh fuck," Michelle screamed again, the withdrawal of the fist creating a new wave of pleasure as her orgasm continued to course through her.
Jasmine eagerly lapped the abundance of cum that flooded out of the mother once her fist was withdrawn.
The intense pleasure of the orgasm, mixed with the tongue lapping away, intensified the orgasm for Michelle.
Jasmine kept licking for a couple of minutes, loving pussy cum the way that her husband loved his beer.
Michelle finally begged, "Please stop, or I'm going to pee."
Jasmine stopped, stood up, got out of her skirt, took off her glasses and put them with the lube and razor, and crawled onto the bed. She leaned in and kissed the pretty woman, something she rarely got to do with the dominant daughter.
Michelle eagerly kissed the teacher back, loving the tender kissing, something that she rarely received from her husband... who was not much of a kisser.
After a few minutes of kissing and hand exploring, Michelle broke the kiss and began to splatter the teacher with kisses on the chin, down the neck and towards her breasts. Michelle cupped the perky breasts before she asked, "May I suck on your tits?"
"Yes, you may, my pet," Jasmine smiled down at the adorable, eager pet, wondering if she herself looked that sweet and innocent when she was in the submissive role.
Michelle leaned forward and took the erect nipple in her mouth.
"Oh yes, my pet," Jasmine moaned, loving having her nipples pleasured, something no woman had yet actually done.

Michelle licked.
Michelle nibbled.
Michelle sucked the erect nipple between her lips.
Jasmine loved the extensive attention, her own pussy beginning to get wet.
Michelle moved to the other neglected breast, and replicated the focused attention.
Jasmine finally asked, "Ready for lunch?"
"I'm famished," Michelle replied, as she watched, the teacher moved onto her back and spread her legs.
"Come and get it, my pet," Jasmine offered seductively.
Michelle wordlessly crawled between the teacher's legs and buried her face in the glistening wetness and began licking. Like she had been trained by Cassandra, she took her time, exploring every crevice of the wet pussy. She imagined herself an archaeologist of pussy, investigating every crook and cranny of the teacher's pussy.
"Oh yes," Jasmine moaned, "take your time, baby."
And Michelle did, even slithering her tongue down to Jasmine's butt hole for some brief attention. She wanted to be amazing for Mrs. Walker, she wanted to be the best pet ever... as ludicrous as the notion was.
"You bad ass eater," Jasmine teased, an act she had done for the first time in her life to Allie... again in her classroom.
"Just an eager pet, Mistress," Michelle replied, as she moved back to the inviting, sensual, pussy.
"That you are," Jasmine moaned, as her clit finally got some attention.
A couple more minutes of tongue teasing and pleasing and Jasmine's orgasm was inevitable. She moaned, "Don't stop, baby."

Michelle didn't, dying to feel the full wave of cum flooding out of this beautiful woman. She loved the feeling of making someone reach orgasm and she loved the sounds that escaped a woman's lips when they reached orgasm.
"Yes, yes, yessssss," Jasmine moaned, not screaming like Michelle, but enjoying the orgasm all the same.



Michelle lapped up the pussy juice that filtered out of the woman, as if she was a kitty lapping spilled milk.
"Keep licking," Jasmine whimpered, putting her hand through the pet's hair.
Michelle had no intention of stopping until instructed. She was in heaven when licking a pussy. After decades of a bland sex life, her daughter had awakened her true purpose and she planned to fulfill it at every opportunity.
Eventually, Jasmine sat up and said, "Get over here and kiss me."
Michelle obeyed, crawling up and kissing the teacher.
Breaking the kiss a minute later, Jasmine smiled, "That was amazing."
"Agreed," Michelle nodded, completely enamoured with the beautiful teacher.
"I think we will have to meet up more often," Jasmine said, meaning it. She liked the idea of exploring her dominant side.
"I am always at your service," the completely submissive and eager to please Michelle replied, staring into the teacher's blue eyes.
"Good to know," Jasmine nodded, standing up, knowing she was going to ask Mistress Allie for permission to use her on occasion. "You really are an amazing pussy pleaser."
"Thank you, Mistress," Michelle replied, enjoying the compliment. She added, "You are pretty amazing too."
"So your daughter tells me," the teacher smiled.
"She doesn't tell me that," Michelle replied.
"Well, you're still in training," Jasmine pointed out as she grabbed her skirt.
"So I'm told," the mom nodded, feeling rather strange talking about her incest lesbian training with another person.
"Well, I hate to eat and run," Jasmine said, once dressed, "but I only have coverage until 1:30."
"Oh, well, you may want to wash up a bit," Michelle added.
"Why? Do I look like I just ate cunt?" Jasmine bluntly said, loving talking nasty, unlike her boring teacher persona.
"A little," Michelle laughed.
"Could you imagine if my students knew what I was really doing today?" Jasmine asked, with a big smile on her face. She loved that her students, besides a couple other pets, had no idea that she was an insatiable pussy muncher and, truth be told, would eagerly drop to her knees and munch almost any of her eighteen year old female students if offered or instructed. The reality was she could never resist the opportunity to munch snatch when given the opportunity... ever.
"I couldn't have imagined it myself, before today," Michelle replied.
Jasmine walked over and kissed Michelle once more. "Until next time."
"Yes, Mistress," Michelle nodded, hoping that 'next time' would be very, very soon."
Once Jasmine was gone, she noticed the rip in her fishnets and took them off. She went and had a shower before putting back on the silky black ones. They were her favourite pair.
She was responding to emails online when Allie came home a couple of hours later.
Allie asked bluntly, "Did you come today?"
Michelle's face instantly went white as a sheet. She hadn't even considered that during the heat of the fisting.
"The guilt written all over your face speaks volume," Allie smirked, already knowing the truth after talking to Mrs. Walker after school today. She even agreed that once the training was complete, Mrs. Walker could have her mother on occasion.
"I'm sorry," Michelle apologized, not wanting to be spanked again.
"I think you like being punished," Allie said.
"The fisting was rather intense, Mistress," Michelle tried to defend herself.
"I know," Allie nodded, before ordering, "now get undressed."
"Here?" Michelle asked.
"Hurry up," Allie demanded, "Dad should be home soon."
"Yes, Mistress," the mom obeyed, learning not to argue and upset her daughter which only delayed the inevitable... her obeying. She took off the sundress she had put on after Jasmine left and she had showered, remaining only in the black thigh highs.
"You really like those black ones," Allie said, noticing the fishnets were no longer on.
"They are so soft," Michelle nodded, moving her hand to her leg to rub them.
Allie, realizing her dad could be home soon and not wanting to get caught, ordered, "Go up to your room and get on all fours on the bed.
"Yes, Mistress," Michelle obeyed, happy to be somewhere more private. She was also hoping for another orgasm, but prepared for whatever her daughter may have in store.
"Good girl," Allie smiled, happy with her mother's quick obedience, as she followed her mother to her bedroom.
Once in her bedroom and in the position ordered, Allie walked over to the bed and joined her. She asked, "Did you enjoy being fisted?"
"It was unique," Michelle answered.
"But did you enjoy it?" Allie repeated, as her fingers went to her mom's already wet cunt.
"Yes," Michelle admitted, before adding with a slight moan as her pussy was teased, "I came like crazy from it."
"That you did," Allie agreed, as she shoved her hand inside her mom's pussy.
"Fuck!" the mom screamed, as her pussy was again filled by a fist.
"Shit, you took my fist rather easily," Allie chuckled.
"Mrs. Walker prepared me well," Michelle answered, as she suddenly felt lightheaded.
"I hear you really enjoyed being her pet," Allie continued, as she wiggled her fingers inside her mother.
For Michelle, this was a different feeling than being fisted roughly. It felt like her vagina was being explored by an octopus. Strange, weird, kinky.

Michelle weakly answered, her breathing off, "Yes, I did."
"Tomorrow I have a special surprise for you," Allie revealed, as she pulled her hand out of her mother's wet pussy.
"Okay," Michelle replied, disappointed to have her pussy empty again.
"I'm heading out now for dinner before the game tonight," Allie said, as she wiped her hand on her mom's back.
"Okay," the horny mother repeated.
"So feel free to fuck Daddy in the basement," Allie continued. "But no coming."
"Understood," the submissive nodded, unsure she could resist coming if she was fucked again.
The front door closed.
"Daddy's home," Allie announced, walking out.
Michelle quickly got up and got dressed, realizing the sundress she had been wearing was still downstairs. She grabbed another sundress and quickly went downstairs. Thankfully, she was able to grab the dress without her husband noticing.
After dinner, with Allie gone, the idea of fucking her husband in the living room was quite appealing. She also thought it would be deliciously fun to dress up for him. Michelle went to her daughter's room and looked for the cheerleading outfit that had started all this, while Jeremy showered.
Michelle looked everywhere for it before realizing the obvious. There was a game tonight which meant that Allie was cheerleading tonight. Disappointed, dressing as a cheerleader would likely have really turned him on, she instead got completely naked and walked to the bathroom. Opening the door, she said, "Come to the basement as soon as you're done."
"Okay," Jeremy agreed, his wife's tone sounding like something was wrong. He quickly finished his shower, grabbed a towel and headed downstairs.
Michelle was downstairs in only her nylons leaning against a wall as she waited, trying to look sexy and willing.
Jeremy reached the basement and didn't see his wife at first. He called out, "Michelle!"
"Over here stud," Michelle replied, trying to sound like Olivia Newton John in the epic final scene in Grease when she transforms into a leather goddess.
"Holy shit," Jeremy gasped, seeing his wife naked outside the bedroom rare, the last time being a blow job in the car a few years ago at a wedding. He replied, "I'm a big fan of the new you."
The sultry wife purred, "Can Jeremy's dick come out to play?"
Jeremy tossed his towel aside, his cock rising quickly, and walked over to his wife. He asked, just before he spun her around and pushed her roughly against the wall, "What about Allie?"
"That's incest," Michelle teased, the irony of her words dripping.
"You're so bad," Jeremy said, shaking his head, stunned to hear such an inappropriate joke from his usually rather conservative wife, as he rubbed his cock up and down her pussy lips from behind.
"I'm not bad, I'm just drawn that way," Michelle replied with a moan, wanting that dick in her, quoting Jessica Rabbit even though the line didn't actually make much sense.
"What's gotten into you?" Jeremy questioned, looking down at his wife.
"I know what's not in me yet," Michelle said, moving her ass back to engulf her husband's now fully erect cock.
"Well, we better fix that," Jeremy laughed as he thrust forward and filled his wife's cunt.
"Mmmmmm," Michelle moaned, "fill my cunt with that big dick of yours."

"Fuck, I could get used to this," Jeremy groaned, as he fucked his wife from behind standing up.
Michelle could too. The awakening of her submission to her daughter and eating pussy had also rekindled her sex drive for cock. She was definitely not a lesbian. She liked cock too much and a real cock felt so much better to suck and fuck than a toy one.
"I expect that dick in my cunt daily, baby," Michelle moaned, suddenly feeling like a nymphomaniac. She constantly wanted a pussy to munch on or a dick in her pussy... although his big dick, which had always filled her, suddenly seemed a little small after taking two fists.
"That I will never deny you," Jeremy promised.
"What about this weekend?" she questioned, knowing he was going on a fishing trip tomorrow morning with the boys.
"I'll deposit a load in that cunt in the morning before I leave," he answered, feeling so empowered by being able to say a word that was completely off limits before a couple of days ago. He couldn't fathom what had made such a predominant change in his wife, but he wasn't going to question it... he was going to enjoy it.
"You'd better," Michelle moaned, not remembering the last time they had morning sex. Michelle wasn't really a morning sex person, but even that, she wasn't sure was true since she had had daily morning sex teases since her accidental submission.
"I'll never say no," Jeremy countered.
"I'll keep you do that," Michelle moaned, before adding, trying to give him a reason for the sudden change in sexual appetite, "apparently menopause has perks."
Jeremy thought his wife too young for menopause, but he wasn't going to question it. Instead, he said, "Shit, I'm not going last long like this," and pulled out.
"Let me take that first load down my throat, baby," Michelle offered, hoping for a marathon sex session, already deciding she was going to disobey the not coming command. So far the consequences were minor, especially in comparison to the orgasm. She turned around, dropped to her knees and took his cock in her mouth, tasting her own juices... instantly thinking of Mrs. Walker's pussy and craving the sweetness of it.
"Oh yeah," he groaned, as he slid his cock in his wife's velvet mouth.
Michelle bobbed hungrily, wanting that first load.
Jeremy, wanting to take control, began to slowly fuck his wife's face, a sense of sexual dominance coursing through him.
Michelle felt her husband's hand on her head and got even more turned on, imagining it was her daughter controlling her again. 'Fuck' Michelle thought to herself, 'I really am becoming a little dyke. Even when sucking cock, I'm thinking of other women.'

When his wife didn't protest at the slow face fucking, he sped up, curious if he could face fuck her so hard his balls bounced off her chin.
Michelle liked the rough treatment and just focused on sucking and not gagging.
Not surprisingly, Jeremy didn't last long and grunted as he ordered, "Swallow every last drop, my bride slut."
The cum hungry wife had no choice as the cum exploded in her mouth and down her throat, but, of course, she would have obeyed either way.
Jeremy kept pumping as he spewed a full day's load down his wife's throat, loving her sudden eagerness to swallow.
When he pulled out, he pulled her up and kissed her passionately before he dropped to his knees and began licking her very wet pussy.
Michelle moaned on contact even as she closed her eyes and imagined it was Mrs. Walker licking her. Although Jeremy tried to please her orally, the reality was after having been brought to orgasm by experienced women she didn't find his random licking as exciting.
Jeremy licked for a couple of minutes and quickly found his knees sore and wondered how women did it. He also found craning his neck in the awkward position also was uncomfortable. Yet, he didn't want to stop and disappoint his wife, who had just swallowed his load.
Michelle, not really enjoying the position, and recalling the sexy feeling of the foot play her daughter did to her, pushed her husband away from her pussy, walked over to the couch and sat down. She purred, "Come here baby, I want to try something new."
Jeremy was surprised she didn't let him get her off, she usually liked that, but he walked over to her, curious what she had in mind.
"Let's get that cock hard again," she purred, as she moved her foot to his semi-erect cock.
"Oh nice," Jeremy groaned, loving the feeling of the sheer nylon on his cock.
She then added her second foot and began to slowly give him a foot job.
"Shit, this feels really good," Jeremy groaned.
Michelle, wanting to sound sexy and slutty, looked up at her husband and said, "I want that cock nice and hard for my box,"
"Well, that won't take long," he laughed, as his cock became completely stiff quickly from the silky sexy tease.
"Oh, I expect a marathon fuck session next, baby," Michelle said, wanting to be pounded all over the living room.
"Only if you beg, my sexy slut," Jeremy responded.
"You think I'm a slut?" Michelle questioned, her tone going hard as she stopped fucking his cock with her feet.
Jeremy froze, realizing he had somehow gone too far, even though he had already used that exact word on her last time.
Michelle's hard stare broke into a smile, as she laughed, resuming her foot play, "I'm just kidding. I want to be your complete slut."
Jeremy sighed. "That wasn't funny."
"You should have seen the look on your face," Michelle smiled.
Jeremy warned, "You're going to pay for that."

"How so?" Michelle challenged.
Jeremy walked over to his wife, picked her up and carried her to a table. Laying her down on it, he spread her legs and slid his cock deep into her.
"Oh my, you Tarzan, me Jane," Michelle moaned with a big smile, loving the aggressive side of her husband.
"I'm going to fuck you all over the basement," he groaned, as he fucked her slowly.
Michelle quipped back, "This isn't fucking, this is making love. Now fuck me, baby. Slam my cunt with that big dick of yours."
"As you wish," Jeremy replied, as he began pumping his dick in her, hard.
Michelle repositioned herself to brace herself for the deep thrusts, "Yes, that is much better, baby. Pound my pussy."
"Oh yeah," Jeremy groaned, as he put his hand on her tit for balance.

They fucked on the table for a couple of minutes before Michelle said, enjoying the fucking, but not comfortable in this position on the hard table, "Let's move this to the ottoman."
"Lead the way," Jeremy agreed, pulling her up.
For the next fifteen minutes, they fucked in a variety of positions:
On her knees doggy style:

Michelle on top:

On her side:

Michelle on her back:

Jeremy, needing a break from the marathon workout, pulled out and said, "Give me another foot job, baby."
"Am I wearing you out, honey?" Michelle asked, having still not reached orgasm, as she purposely held back, trying to hold out as long as possible.
"Just need a breather before going in for the kill," Jeremy quipped.
"Lie on the floor," Michelle ordered.
"Yes, Mistress," Jeremy quipped, as he obeyed the command, playing on her calling him Master when he was authoritative.
"We can have only one submissive here," Michelle replied, as she joined him on the floor.
"Then get foot fucking me," he ordered.
"Maybe you should foot fuck me," Michelle suggested, opening her legs.
"Really?" he asked.
She smiled, "I'm your slut, use me as you wish."
Although enticing to do something so kinky, it didn't really turn him on. Instead, he ordered, "Get working on my cock with those nylons."
"Yes, Master," she purred, trying to get into a comfortable position. Once she was, she began masturbating his cock with her two feet.
"Shit, that feels amazing," Jeremy groaned, able to enjoy this for hours.

"You really like this, don't you?" Michelle purred.
"Oh yeah," he nodded, watching her feet play with his cock.
"Just order me and I will wear sexy thigh high stockings for you every day," Michelle said, thinking what a good way to hide the fact that she was really doing so because their daughter had ordered her to.
"Really?" he asked.
"Order me," Michelle said.
"I expect you to wear nylons every day," Jeremy ordered.
"Yes, Master," Michelle nodded, "I will obey."
"Fuck, I love you," Jeremy said, in awe of his wife. He pushed her onto her back, spread her legs and slid his cock back into her pussy, determined to get both of them off.
"Oh yes, baby, hammer me with your drill," Michelle moaned. The words sounded dumb, but they turned her on.

A couple of minutes of hard pounding and Michelle's orgasm finally exploded out of her.
"Yes, I'm coming baby," Michelle announced.
Jeremy kept fucking her through her orgasm as his own began to bubble.
When he knew he wasn't going to last much longer, he decided to fulfill a fantasy he had long had, and that was mentioned a couple of days earlier... the facial. He ordered, "Knees, slut."
Michelle quickly obeyed, as she asked, while watching him furiously pump his cock, "Are you going to come all over your slut wife's face?"
Jeremy answered with a grunt and streams of cum as he indeed came on her face.

Michelle closed her eyes just as the first rope plastered her face. Three more followed as she felt the warm cum hit her. It made her feel so slutty... so submissive... so free.
Jeremy slid his cock back in her mouth once he finished coming and Michelle retrieved any last remnants of his seed.
When Jeremy pulled out, Michelle asked, "How do I look with cum all over my face?"
"Like the cum slut you are," Jeremy answered. Wondering if this wild streak may make another forbidden taboo possible... her ass. That said, he didn't broach the subject now.



"You like having a cum slut as a wife?" Michelle asked, taking one of his balls in her mouth.
"I wouldn't have it any other way," he chuckled.
Michelle stood up and said, "I probably should clean up before your daughter comes home."
"I should probably get dressed," Jeremy said.
Michelle went to her room and, feeling naughty, took a picture with her cell and texted it to her daughter. As soon as she did, she cursed herself at sending such incriminating evidence, yet laughed when she recalled there was already evidence of her eating pussy.
When she returned from the washroom, there was a text from Allie.
Nice picture Mommy-slut!
Tomorrow morning we amp up your training.
Michelle wondered what that could possibly be. Where could you go after getting fisted?
The answer to that question should have been obvious to the submissive mother, yet it wasn't.
Allie, meanwhile, purchased a very unique toy for her mother... one she would use tomorrow. With her father gone for the weekend, Allie had a VERY, VERY full weekend planned for her mother.
By her dad's return Sunday, her mother would be a well-trained complete three hole slut.
THE END FOR NOW....
COMING NEXT: Fucking Her Ass
DELETED PHOTOS AND A VARIETY OF POSSIBLE MRS. WALKER MODELS:
Mrs. Walker Scene:
Deleted Shot: Michelle and Jasmine in a 69.
Writing a scene starring me is always surreal and fun.
Writing a scene staring me with visuals is exhilarating and nerve-wracking.
Yet, the scene almost seemed to write itself. Unfortunately, this photo just didn't work with how I ended up writing the scene even though I did LOVE it. It just didn't fit the flow of the scene and ended up not being used.
That said, I do DEFINITELY plan to have Mrs. Walker come back in a future chapter and a similar scene may very well end up being used.
THE PHOTO:

The Husband and Wife Scene:
A lot of shots were taken of this scene and I struggled to choose which ones best helped advance the story.
First Deleted Shot (Nylon foot job)
I loved the nylon foot play scene. Not a big surprise to my fans who have read at least a few of my stories. Nylons are my fetish. Yet, I couldn't decide which of the few options to use. Here is one I didn't use, even though I loved the shot. I just couldn't use them all.
Second Deleted Shot (Michelle's Big O)
The second deleted photo from this scene is a close up of the sex. I decided to use wider shots for the most part, but almost went back and rewrote the entire scene to have Michelle come twice, once earlier when on the ottoman, but decided to keep the plot the way it was. The deleted photo really shows Michelle's 'I'm hitting the BIG O' face, her erect nipple and Jeremy's nice cock. (I really should have used it in retrospect!!!)
THE PHOTOS:


CHOOSING ME:
Choosing me was difficult. I wanted her to resemble me, yet not be me (for one my body isn't as perfect as the models... damn baby weight).
So in case you are curious, here are a few of the options that were considered before the one you just read and saw (by the way I consider myself cute, not beautiful... and kind of nerdy):



Yet, in the end, I chose her:


I think I made the right choice.
Until next time...
Jasmine 2016.
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This was tough to choose. It has gay male (a guy sucks a cock), interracial (a guy sucks a black cock), and it has mind control (with the hypnosis pieces throughout the story). Yet, in the end it is a quirky, unique, fetish story and thus I put it in the fetish category.
WARNING PLEASE READ:
-This is a hypnosis story with potential influential subliminal messages within it.
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-Also, the story is about a high school senior's unknowing journey into being hypnotized and turned into a willing cocksucker. It is long on plot, video training and descriptive video scenes and is over 20,000 words long.
That said, hopefully the payoff is worth it.
I hope you enjoy something relatively new from me.
...
...
...

Hypno Sissy: Becoming a Cocksucker
As I took the sixth load down my throat, four more already deposited in my ass and I still had a line of at least six waiting their turn to deposit their load inside one of my two cum deposits, I couldn't help but recall when I was a man and not a sissy bitch whose only purpose was to be a cum bucket for big dicked men.
Three months earlier...
...
...
...
I had it all.
Girls lining up to get fucked by me.
In the High School movies it's always the quarterback who is the star of the school, dating the stereotypical blonde haired, blue eyed captain of the cheerleaders.
Well, in my school, I'd already fucked the captain of the cheerleaders, actually I'd fucked all but two of the cheerleaders, and I assume I would have bagged them too if they were not dykes.
Every party I attended, I hooked up with a new slut eager to become popular. They all seemed to want to have one night of big Brian.
I'd fucked, besides almost the entire cheerleading team, the school vice-president, the leader of Glee club, all three nerds in debate club (all during the same evening... but that is a story for another time), another couple dozen girls from almost every clique in the school, three bitches from our rival school (including their head cheerleader), one of my friend's moms, a few other MILF's (including one of my ex-girlfriend's mothers) and even a teacher.
Like, I said, I had it all... on top of that I also had dozens of scholarships from colleges all over the country.
I wasn't the quarterback, or wide receiver or running back who usually got all the media attention and glory when we won... no, I was a linebacker... which meant I was the one who hammered the quarterback for a sack, clobbered a wide receiver as he went to make a catch or drilled the running back as he tried to find an open hole to run through.
I can't explain it, but when it came to football I could almost always read the play the opponent was going to run.
Thus, like I said, SEC schools were offering me ridiculous scholarships, including some perks that were not in writing.
Like I said, I had it all.
I was the man.
And I fucking loved it.
It was at a Friday night party in January that things got even more interesting.
I was invited to a party at the college in my town, which was desperate to have me in the fall, although I had no interest in going there... I was going to go to one of the Big Ten, one that would pave my way to the NFL and the big fucking money.
And although I was a High School senior, I looked a lot older.
Also, not trying to be pretentious but I'm very good looking and have an impressive seven plus inch dick.
Thus, women seemed to come onto me.
Tonight was no different.
A half dozen college beauties were all over me... yet it was a hot redhead that seemed to be ignoring me that drew my interest.
I loved redheads.
They were always wild in bed.
After a few drinks, I sauntered over to her and introduced myself.
She shocked me when she said, "I don't fuck High School boys."
I laughed, "Trust me, one time with me and you would."
She laughed, moving her hand to my crotch, "Because of this?"
"Of course," I nodded, women usually being very impressed with my package.
"I've had bigger, much bigger," she said, rubbing my cock through my jeans even as her friends watched amused.
"Well, they say it isn't the size, it's how you use it," I countered, not one to back down from a challenge.
"Only small dicked boys say size doesn't matter," she countered. "Does size matter ladies?"
"Fuck yes," one said.
"And girth," another said.
"Bigger the better," the last one chipped in.
"Well, I've never had any complains before," I said, still trying to remain confident even though I was slightly rattled by this redheaded Goddess. Usually, girls just swooned when I walked into the room... I seldom had to work hard for pussy.
"What? From High School girls?" she scoffed. "That is the minor leagues. This," she paused, as she looked around the party, "is the big leagues."
"And I want a starting position," I smoothly said.
"You are determined," she smiled, for the first time.
"It's one of my endearing traits," I said suavely.
"Do you have more than one?" she asked, quite the ball buster... her hand still on my dick.
"I have a couple more," I smiled.
"Ladies, do you think Professor Walker would consider this the charity work she was talking about the other day?" she asked, a wicked smile now on her face.
I was going to fuck the hell out of her.
"You may get bonus credit," one girl joked.
"Come with me," the redhead said, grabbing my hand and leading me out of the party.
I smiled to myself... excited I had won again.
Ten minutes later we were in her dorm room and she ordered, as she dropped to her bed and hiked up her skirt, "Let's see if one of your endearing traits is licking pussy."
Oddly, I had only licked pussy twice. Both times it didn't appeal to me, the scent pungent and the taste fishy... and I hated fish.
I said, "I'm more a get right to the fucking type of guy."
"Then bye," she sighed, pulling her skirt back down.
"Wait, not so fast," I quickly said, not willing to lose out because of a technicality.
"Either get on your fucking knees and bury that pretty face in my box or get out," she said, not seeming to care which choice I made.
I didn't hesitate, really turned on by this strong-willed woman. Usually, the girls I fucked were eager, submissive and willing to do almost anything I asked. I'd shot my load on dozens of faces, had girls eat each other out for me, and had, I think, eighteen girls give up their ass for me.
Never, had I met a girl who was this demanding.
Oddly, it turned me on.
She lifted up her ass and I pulled her panties down for her.
She then spread her legs, revealing a completely shaved pussy, something I had only seen a couple of times with all the cunt I'd fucked. She ordered, "Get licking, High School boy."
And I did.
Her taste wasn't any better than the other two I tasted, although there was almost no scent.
I licked and licked and she moaned and talked dirty to me. "That's it, my little High School pussy pleaser, lick my cunt."
Hearing a girl call her pussy a 'cunt' was also surprising as almost all girls, even some of the nastiest sluts I had banged, resented the 'c' word... it was almost as bad as the 'n' word for blacks.
"I think we finally found a place where you belong, on your knees," she continued. And "This is how a man really pleases a woman," and "You obviously need more practice if you are ever going to make a girl really come."
'I have made tons of girls come,' I thought to myself, even as my cock was hard and begging for release from this strange, unorthodox treatment.
"My clit, suck on my fucking clit," she demanded, which only turned me on more. I found nothing hotter than a girl with a nasty tongue.
The hottest ever was the mom of an ex of mine who would only let me fuck her in the ass, because, in her own words, anal sex wasn't cheating. She was from England and she had the nastiest foul mouth I'd ever heard. As I fucked her ass, she talked so nasty, "That's it, pound my shit hole," and "Ream my arse with that big fucking dick," and "Fuck my tight arse hole," and finally "Fill my fucking arse deposit with your hot cum."
Suddenly, the redhead, whose name I realized I still didn't know, grabbed the back of my head and began grinding her pussy up and down my face.
I couldn't believe it. Sure, I had face-fucked quite a few girls and really fucked the shit out of some... literally... but being on the receiving end of such aggressiveness had me confused.
I just extended my tongue and allowed my face to be used for another's pleasure... after a couple minutes of rough grinding on my face... she came.
And holy crap... she was a squirter, as my entire face was drenched with wetness. I tried licking as she came, her cum actually tasting sweet.
A moment later, she pushed me away and I stood up and began to unbuckle my belt.
She asked, "What are you doing?"
"Letting you return the favour," I said, surprised by her question.
"Um, that isn't going to happen," she said, as she stood up and allowed her skirt to fall back down.
"You're serious?" I asked, not used to rejection.
"I don't suck or fuck on the first date," she smiled, leaning in and kissing me... her hand going to my pulsing cock.
As she kissed me, she frantically rubbed my cock through my jeans and in less than thirty seconds I creamed my jeans... moaning into her mouth.
Breaking the kiss, she pulled out her phone from her purse, typed briefly and said, "Enter your number."
I took her phone, flattered she wanted it and confused by this whole strange sexual encounter. As I did I saw my name was 'High School cunt muncher'. I entered my number as I said, "By the way, my name is Brian."
"I like 'High School cunt muncher' better," she smiled.
"Do you have a name?" I asked, giving back her phone.
"Yes," she nodded, as she kissed me again and said, "I'll be in touch when I want my cunt munched."
"Um, okay," I said, watching as she walked out of her own dorm room, leaving me alone in it.
Bewildered, I walked out and she was nowhere to be found.
I sighed and headed home, feeling gross with cum dripping all over my underwear.
For the next two weeks, I waited for her to call.
For two weeks, I couldn't really get excited by other girls. Sure I fucked a few, including the new exchange student from Sweden, but all the time I was thinking about the unnamed redhead.
Then I got the text:
Hungry?
If so, meet me in room 412 of the Health Sciences Building at 3:00.
This is a ONE TIME offer High School cunt muncher.
My cock instantly hardened.
Yet, was all she going to use me for was a quick cunt munching?
And if that was the case, was I okay with that?
She completely intrigued me as she treated me like she was the man and me, the girl. Now, I'm not gay or even remotely feminine, but somehow not being the one in charge turned me on.
I have no idea why. In all my other sexual encounters it is always about me, my pleasure, my dick... yet, with her, I don't know.
I was intoxicated by her and had to see her again.
I texted back:
I'll be there.
I left school before my final class, Chemistry, and drove to the college, getting there five minutes late (which was a good ten minutes early for me... I learned early to always keep the women waiting).
Although when I reached room 412, I was surprised to say the least... it was the girl's washroom.
I texted:
I'm here... but room 412 is the girl's washroom!
I received a text right back:
You're fucking late.
Get your ass in here right fucking now.
I'm in the last stall.
I couldn't believe it. She wanted me to go into a public girl's bathroom.
I looked every way, a couple guys were walking towards me so I just leaned against the opposite wall as if I was waiting for my girlfriend to finish freshening up... or whatever the fuck girls do in the bathroom.
Another text:
Now or fucking never, cunt muncher!!
I had to see her again, so I took a deep breath, looked each way quickly, and then entered the forbidden room... a place every guy wonders about... the girl's washroom.
"Hurry up," she called out, the moment I entered.
I quickly scurried to the end stall and entered. She was already on the toilet, skirt hiked up and legs spread.
She ordered, "Knees, now."
I wanted to talk to her, to get to know her (something I never wanted to do with the plethora of girls I fucked), but startled by her dominant and perturbed tone, I did as she ordered.
"Don't just kneel there like a fucking dimwit, get licking," she demanded.
Again, I obeyed, even though I couldn't believe I was obeying. Girls came to me when I wanted a booty call, I didn't go to them... especially to eat pussy... yet, that was exactly what I was doing.
I leaned forward and began licking, her scent slightly stronger this time.
She ordered, "Don't make love to my fucking cunt, eat it."
I was in such awe of this college girl. She was treating me like a slut which was completely surreal and, yet again, had my cock hard as steel and begging for attention.
After a couple more minutes of licking her cunt she asked, "Are you hard?"
"Like a rock," I answered.
"Pull out your cock," she ordered.
'Yes', I thought to myself. I was going to get to fuck this hot redhead.
I began to stand up and she ordered firmly, "Stay on your knees, just fish out your cock."
I was again surprised, but obeyed. Although I was a little annoyed, as I wanted her to see my cock up close and personal... confident that would impress her... plus, of course, I desperately wanted to fuck her... more than I had ever wanted to fuck a girl before.
Once I had it out, she said, not seeming at all interested in seeing it, "Now you can jerk off while you eat my box."
I was again stunned, but my cock dying for attention, I began stroking my cock as I leaned forward and resumed eating her, as she called it, box.
As I licked and jerked off at the same time, she moaned, "Oh yes, such a good boy."
Surreal words, and yet they flattered me... knowing I was making her happy.
"I want you to come for me, High School boy," she ordered, a couple of minutes later. "Come while eating me out."
And somehow those words were all I needed to erupt, having been close for a while, and I spewed my load all over the front of the toilet.
"Ohhhhh, yes, come for me," she moaned.
Those were more like the words I was used to hearing, as rope after rope shot out of me.
She came a couple of minutes later, again coating my face with an abundance of pussy juice.
A moment later, she said, "I'll be in touch."
"Um, okay," I nodded, still on my knees, cock out.
"Well go," she said, shooing me out.
"Okay," I nodded, again feeling cheap and used... and confused.
I walked out of the bathroom, thankful that no one was around to see me leaving the girl's washroom.
I headed home trying to understand this strange relationship I have with the beautiful redheaded girl whose name I still didn't know.
The next afternoon, once school was done, now having her cell number, I texted her:
Can I take you out for dinner?
This was a huge shift for me. I didn't date... I fucked.
Yet, I wanted this girl more than I had any girl ever. And... as strange as it was, especially considering how she was treating me, I wanted more than just sex, I wanted to date her.
An hour later, she responded:
If you want to EAT in, be at my dorm room at 7.
This wasn't what I asked, but wanting to spend time with her, I wasn't going to squabble over semantics or location, I texted back I would be there.
When I arrived a few minutes early, I was surprised to see another guy open the door. He was tall, 6'6 at least, and towered over me, something I wasn't used to.
He didn't say anything as he walked out, just as she called out, "Come in, High School."
My name was now simply 'High School'.
I walked in, closed the door and reminded her, even as I wondered why that guy had been there (did they just fuck?), "My name is Brian."
She was on her couch, in a skirt and blouse, her cheeks were red, the red they get when someone was just fucked, and her hair was slightly disheveled.
No doubt, she had just had sex.
I was furious.
Jealous.
And yet, even though I should have left, I didn't. I asked "So, can I take you out for dinner?"
"Actually I just had a nice snack," she said, implying the obvious, she had swallowed the tall guy's load, "but I do have an essay to write and wouldn't mind some oral stimulation."
So I crawled under her desk and for the next hour I licked her pussy... slowly... while she wrote an essay, I think, and chatted with her mother on the phone for a good twenty minutes. I stopped when I realized she was on the phone with her mother, but she slapped the back of my head.
Once off the phone, she grabbed the back of my head and again used my face to get off.
Once she was done coming, she asked, rolling her chair back to look down at me, "Hard?"
"Yes," I admitted.
"Let me reward you for being such a good boy," she said. "Stand up and fish out that cock."
I quickly obeyed, happy to get off my knees, and praying this time those luscious lips were going to wrap around my cock.
Once it was out, she nodded, "Nice cock."
"Thank you," I said, as she moved and took it in her hand.
"Do you want to come on my face?" she asked.
"I'd love to do more than that," I said, trying to regain some of the usual swagger I had when with women.
"I bet you would," she purred, as she slowly stroked my cock. "I plan to fuck the hell out of you one day, my High School cunt muncher, but not until I believe you are ready."
"Oh, I'm ready," I said, my balls about to burst.
"Oh, I know you think you are," she said, moving her hand faster, "but men, real men, don't come in seconds from just being stroked."
"Ahhhh, fuck," I groaned, as she was somehow a mind reader, as literally a couple seconds later I couldn't hold back any longer and I shot my load all over her face.
"Bad boy," she smirked, even as she kept stroking me and my cum kept splattering against her face. "I don't recall giving you permission to come."
"Sorry," I apologized, even as I realized what she had said.
"Obviously," she said, scooping some cum off her face and putting it in her mouth, "you need some discipline training."
"What does that mean?" I asked, as she slowed down her jerking motion.
"You need to be able to control your orgasm," she explained, as she stood up. "Real women like men who can fuck all night."
"Trust me, I can fuck all night," I said.
She moved her hand and put a finger in my mouth, which I realized was coated in my cum.
I gagged.
"What, have you never tasted yourself?"
"What? God, no, that's gay," I replied, once she pulled her finger out.



"You need to always know what you taste like," she continued. "Especially if you expect women to swallow your load."
"I guess," I said, non-committal.
She walked away, then returned with a USB drive. She handed it to me and asked, "Do you want to be with me?"
"God, yes," I nodded.
"I'm a complete bitch," she warned.
"You're the hottest woman I've ever met," I countered.
"Okay, I'm a hot bitch," she shrugged, without a smile. "But I'm a demanding, hot bitch."
"I'm ready for whatever you want to dish out at me," I said.
"Remember those words," she said, again serious as Al Gore talking about climate change.
"Okay," I nodded.
"Each night for the next few days you will watch one chapter of the video I am giving you. You will not go to next chapter until the next day. Although you can repeat the chapter as many times as you wish."
"What am I watching?" I asked.
"Videos on how to please me by being able to control your orgasm," she said.
"Oh," I nodded.
"So, as of now you are not to be with anyone else and you will last as long as you possibly can without coming while you watch these videos... is that clear?"
"Yes," I nodded, thinking I hadn't gone three days without a mouth or pussy or ass to fuck in at least 18 months.
"Be a good boy and I will change your life," she said, leaning in and kissing me.
I felt fireworks. I already knew there was something about her, but one kiss and I knew she was the one I could actually date... actually fall in love with.
Breaking the kiss, she smiled for the first time during this strange conversation, "By the way, my name is Rose."
I couldn't help but laugh, "Of course it is."
"Now go, High School, I need to get some work done," she said, dismissing me.
"Okay, bye," I nodded, not wanting to leave.
As I left, she reminded me, "Only one clip a day!"
"I promise," I nodded, curious to see it. So curious, I asked, "Can I watch the first part tonight?"
"Eager are we?" she asked.
"For you I am," I said, trying at every turn to show the swagger that seemed to disappear when her strong persona took control.
"Sure, High School," she nodded. "The sooner we get your training started, the sooner I can rock your world."
"Great," I nodded, leaving and feeling giddy with excitement.
I was falling for a girl who I hadn't yet fucked or even gotten a blow job from.
Love, it is a crazy thing.
...
On my way home, she texted:
High School
Wear headphones while watching it!!
Trust me!
And remember last as long as you can.
Odd, but as soon as I got home I went to my room, plugged the USB into the port and saw a dozen files creatively numbered (One - ten, plus two that were named: Q1 and Q2) video files pop up.
Even more curious, I grabbed my headphones, plugged them into my computer, and clicked on the video marked: 'One'.
I gasped.
It was porn.
In retrospect, that made sense based on her words and text, yet still... no girl had ever purposely given me porn.
Even weirder is it wasn't a porn movie, or even a porn scene... but excessive quick three to five second shots of girls sucking cock.
Even weirder than that was the words that popped up on the screen every five seconds or so.
-You love cum in your mouth (a cute girl with her mouth wide open with a load of cum in her mouth)
-Nothing feels better than being his cock whore (a black haired girl with braces playing with cum that is all over her face)
-Take his dick (a hot white girl leaning forward and taking a massive black cock in her mouth)
-Be a good little cocksucker (a cute sweet innocent girl slowly bobbing on a cock that stretched her mouth to ridiculous lengths)
-Please your man (a girl on her knees. With huge tits, looking up with hunger, stroking a big dick and saying, "God, I love your big fucking dick")
-You want his cum all over your face (a black girl getting a massive load of cum splattered on her face... the white cum contrasted severely on her black face)
-Let him do whatever he wants to you (a girl with glasses getting roughly face-fucked, the guy's balls bouncing off her chin)
-You're a cum guzzler (a girl in a ponytail catching a shot of cum in her open mouth)
-This is how to make your man moan (a Asian girl swirling her tongue around a thick mushroom top)
- Milk his big dick (a black girl furiously pumping a huge black dick)
In less than a minute, my cock was hard as hell and begging for attention... but I ignored it... understanding already how this was a test.
-You want cum (a girl in a school girl's outfit on her knees begging 'Give me your load, I want your cum exploding down my throat)
-Take his fucking load (a brunette with crystal blue eyes sucking cock as cum leaks out of her mouth)
Then for thirty seconds straight there was picture after picture of girls sucking cock. Each hotter than the next. All the while the same words kept popping up in different fonts, different colours:
SUCK COCK
SUCK COCK
SUCK COCK
SUCK COCK
SUCK COCK
SUCK COCK
SUCK COCK
SUCK COCK
SUCK COCK
SUCK COCK
Then it returned to messages every few seconds:
-Let him use you (an older woman, a really hot older woman, stroking a big cock while sucking on just the mushroom top)
-Wank his massive pecker and take his huge creamy load (a blonde pumping a huge dick while it splattered her face)
-Look at him when you service his glorious member (a girl with a mouthful of cock, her blues eyes looking up longingly)
-You want to swallow his cum (a redhead, fuck I love redheads, clearly swallowing a load)
-Tell him how much you want his dick (a hot blonde begging, "Please give me that big cock of yours. Fuck my face with that huge fuck stick")
-Let him make you his bitch (a chubby, but eager brunette, deep throating a long, thick cock)
-Worship his balls, cocksucker (a hot as hell blonde was on her back sucking on a huge sack)
-You know you love it (a petite girl in a ballerina outfit stroking two cocks while sucking another)
-Let him use you so he can get off (a teacher on her knees sucking the big cock of a guy sitting on her desk)
-Your sole purpose is to make him happy (a cheerleader with her head held against a cock lodged deep in her throat)
-Your sole purpose is to suck cock (a MILF sucking the cock of a guy who was young enough to be her son)
-Your sole purpose is to swallow cum (a pretty brunette with her mouth open as cum rocketed in her mouth)
Then, again, for thirty seconds straight there were the same pictures of girls sucking cock. Again with the same two words:
SUCK COCK
SUCK COCK
SUCK COCK
SUCK COCK
SUCK COCK
SUCK COCK
SUCK COCK
SUCK COCK
SUCK COCK
SUCK COCK
God, I wanted to come, as I slowly, mindlessly, rubbed my cock through my jeans, completely turned on by the nasty video.
-Open wide and take that big fuck stick in between those cocksucker lips (a tiny raven haired beauty had her mouth open wide as a huge thick cock moved towards her)
-Beg for cock (a pretty older woman begged a much younger man, "Please shove that massive cock in my mouth and face fuck me")
-You were born to suck (a cute girl in pigtails sucked in slow motion on a thick dick)
-You get pleasure from sucking cock (a huge breasted girl with dyed purple hair cupping her breasts as she sucked cock)
-Let him use you, it's what he wants (a pretty woman, wedding ring on her finger, with a man holding her head and fucking her roughly)
-You love getting hot with warm cum all over your pretty face (a lawyer in a courtroom getting a facial from her heavily tattooed client)
-Satisfy him, make him happy, your purpose is to serve (a girl, dressed as a nun, was on her knees sucking cock)
-You love being his suck toy (an older woman was being face fucked and then cummed on)
-Swallow the entire yummy load (a blonde, with red streaks, showed a mouthful of cum and then swallowed it while looking directly at the camera)
-You get horny from sucking big dicks (a sexy girl in lingerie was on her back rubbing herself while a cock slid in and out of her mouth)
-This is who you really are, a cocksucker (three girls sucking three cocks simultaneously)
-Now you're his whore! Take his fucking load (a girl getting a facial over and over again)
Then, again, the same pictures of girls sucking cock. Again with the same two words:
SUCK COCK
SUCK COCK
SUCK COCK
SUCK COCK
SUCK COCK
SUCK COCK
SUCK COCK
SUCK COCK
SUCK COCK
SUCK COCK
I was now furiously pumping my cock, which I had pulled out a minute earlier while words flashed furiously over and over as girl after girl got a full face of cum.
FUCK
JERK
SQUIRT
CUM
CUM
CUM
EAT IT
SLURP IT
PUMP IT
BEAT IT
SUCK IT
GULP IT
SWALLOW IT
JIZZ
JIZZ
JIZZ
GARGLE CUM
SWALLOW
GOBBLE CUM
SWALLOW
SLUT
COCK SLUT
CUM SLUT
CUM
CUM
CUM
CUM
CUM
CUM NOW
NOW
RIGHT FUCKING NOW
COCKSUCKER
And I did... on command... my cum rocketing out of me like a missile headed for space as the final words stayed on the screen.
ENJOY COCKSUCKER
I couldn't believe how hot that video was, somehow way more stimulating than a normal porn movie or scene.
I also couldn't believe that Rose would give me such a video to watch.
Feeling compelled to tell her the truth, I texted:
Lasted until the very end of the first video.
She texted back a few minutes later, after I had cleaned myself and my blanket.
Did you come when you were told to?
I replied back, realizing that was indeed when I came:
Yes, when the words ordered me to.
She replied:
Good boy.
And although the words were condescending, they somehow felt right.
I replied:
Thank you.
She texted back:
You may watch the second video tomorrow. No more than one a day, although you can watch it over and over again if you wish.
I replied:
I can't believe you gave me such a nasty video to watch.
She replied:
Did you see me in the video?
I gasped.
I hadn't at all.
I asked:
Are you in there?
She responded:
Yep. I LOVE sucking cock.
I replied, my cock, which had just begun to go into slumber waking back up:
Well, I'm always available.
She replied:
Be a good boy and I will give you pleasure you couldn't even begin to imagine.
And my cock was hard again.
Another text:
Now don't text me until you have finished the next video tomorrow. Sweet cum dreams.
I wasn't sure if I was supposed to text her to respond or obey her very words... but not wanting to look even more clingy and pathetic than I already did, I resisted responding.
Instead I watched the video again, looking for her.
And again.
And again.
And during the fourth viewing I came again, the video too hot to resist.
Then, finally, on the fifth viewing I saw her. She was one of the very quick picture changes during the end of the film (a load of cum dripping off her face)... ironically when the words 'CUM NOW' popped on the screen. Ironic because I even obeyed her subconsciously.
As I got ready for bed, suddenly exhausted, I began to wonder if I wasn't getting in over my head.
This girl was obviously crazy.
Yet, I was undoubtedly crazy for her.
...
All day at school, I kept thinking of Rose.
I kept thinking of the video.
I kept thinking about the second video.
So much so that I came home at lunch and went right to my room, got undressed, put on my headphones, and clicked on video two.
This time I wasn't surprised to see it was porn.
This time though, a sexy, sultry, feminine voice said the words when they popped up onto the screen... this made the video even hotter.
This time the pictures were all video and didn't line up as perfectly to the words on the screen... it was just random videos of girls sucking dick, getting fucked, playing with themselves, stroking cocks and taking it in the ass.
The words, though, seemed to have a slightly more logical transition.
You're a slut
A cock slut
And what does a cock slut do?
Sucks big... hard... cocks
Yogurt Slingers
Meat sticks
Dicks
Peckers
Rods
Stiff Popsicles
Sledgehammers
Dongs
Big Willies
Daggers
Cocks
Now get on your knees and suck that cock
Suck it like you're his bitch
YOU ARE HIS BITCH
Like you're his cum bucket
YOU ARE HIS CUM BUCKET
Suck it like a cheap cock hungry bimbo
YOU ARE A CHEAP COCK HUNGRY BIMBO
So lick his long hard shaft
Suck on his big full balls
Deep throat his thick dick
Now be his fucking whore
Give your man what he needs
His personal cocksucker
His personal cum deposit
Bob like a slut
Take all his stiff erection in your mouth
Deep throat like a whore
Take his entire missile in the back of your throat
Open wide
You want to taste his cum
You love cum
Cum
Cum
Cum
Cum on your tongue
Cum down your throat
Cum in your belly
Cum all over your face
Cum
Cum
Cum
Take his full load
That is what you were born to do
Suck cock
Eat cum
Let him use you as his cum whore
That's what you are
A cum whore
Say it
I'm a cum whore!
Say it dammit
I'm a cum whore!
Say it now you fucking slut
I'm a cum whore!
So intoxicated by the video, so drawn in, I heard myself say, "I'm a cum whore."
Let him empty his balls
Inside you
All over you
Make him happy like this
Drink the cum from his dick
That yummy gooey cum
Cum tastes so good
Cum
Jizz
Semen
Cum
Jizz
Semen
Always swallow
Swallow
Swallow
Swallow
Cum now, slut
Cum from pleasing your man
From servicing cock
Cum for me
Shoot that big load all over my face
Cum for me
Show me how much you love me
Cum for me
Cum for me
Cummmmmmmmmmmmmmm
And I did.
My balls again erupting with the intensity of a rocket launch as I furiously stroked my cock.
"Brian!" a shocked voice said, even as I kept stroking my cock.
"Brian!" the voice repeated, this time bringing me back to reality.
I opened my eyes and gasped.
My mother was staring at me with a shocked and disgusted look on her face.
As I pulled off my headphones, she said tersely, "You are late for school."
I stammered, even as cum dripped off the end of my dick, "I'm s-s-sorry."
She shook her head, "We will talk about this later," and thankfully left.
Mortified, I closed the computer and got dressed. I couldn't believe Mom just caught me jerking off.
Fuck!
Thankfully, she wasn't home when I came downstairs a couple minutes later and I headed back to school.
I texted Rose:
The second video was amazing.
Not so amazing, my Mom walked in on me at lunch just as I shot my load.
She didn't respond all afternoon, which made me feel like the girl in the relationship as I kept checking my cell for a response.
When I wasn't checking my cell phone for a message from Rose, I was trying to decide how the hell I was going to explain why I was home at lunch and why I was doing what I was doing.
As the school day ended, Rose texted me back.
Too funny!
But a mother must know that her son masturbates.
Did you enjoy the video?
Did you refrain from coming?
Shit! I didn't refrain from coming.
I was so intoxicated by the video that I forgot all about the purpose of the video. I did realize I came when told to though.
So I texted her back:
I came
When I was told to.
She texted back:
You are a good obedient boy.
Do you want a treat?
I quickly texted back without even thinking that all she probably wanted me for was to eat her out... I just wanted to see her:
Yes!!
Her response:
Meet me at the Lodge Mall, ASAP.
I'll be in the Victoria's Secret.
I responded that I was on my way. I quickly got into my car, already hard, and drove the fifteen minutes to the mall... not even considering how I was going to get my treat.



I got there and she was chatting with a pretty, short brunette who had a stunning resemblance to Mila Kunis.
I walked up to them and greeted, "Hey, baby."
Rose looked at me and asked, "Hungry?"
I responded, "Starving."
"Even after Mommy caught you spanking your monkey?" she asked, right in front of a complete stranger.
I stammered, surprised by her frankness, although based on our few encounters I shouldn't have been, "Y-y-yes."
"Don't worry, High School, Simone and I tell each other everything," she said.
"Um, okay," I nodded, feeling awkward.
Simone added, "I hear you are a pretty good cunt muncher."
"That I am," I nodded, trying to be suave.
"Let's find out," Simone said, grabbing my hand.
I looked at Rose who shrugged, "We also share everything, so be a good boy and make her happy."
My head was spinning, even as I followed the hot brunette down a hallway and into a back room.
Once inside, she lifted up her skirt and ordered, "Get licking."
Although surprised, I dropped to my knees and stared at her perfectly shaved pussy.
"Hurry up, I only have a fifteen minute break," she ordered, as she grabbed my head and pulled me into her wetness.
I began licking, still trying to understand what kind of relationship I was in with Rose.
"That's it, get that tongue up my snatch," Simone demanded.
I obeyed, even though I thought I was already doing that.
Her scent was stronger, as was her taste... not gross, but not heavenly either.
The entire time I licked, I tried to understand Rose.
She was an enigma.
Were we dating? Clearly not.
Could we be dating? Maybe.
Would I do anything to win her over? Yes.
Which was why I was licking a complete stranger's pussy in the back room of a Victoria's Secret.
After a few minutes, where my neck was getting sore because of the odd angle I was positioned in, she came... unlike the excessive splashing of Rose, Simone's cum was subtle and seemed to just flow slowly out of her and into my open mouth.
Once done, she nodded, as she dropped her skirt back down, "Rose was right."
"Um, thanks," I said.
"I may beckon you again," she said, before adding, "now go away."
"Um, okay," I nodded, getting up and leaving. Walking out to the store, I couldn't find Rose anywhere.
I texted:
Where are you?
She replied:
Heading back to the dorm.
I hope you enjoyed your treat.
I replied:
I was hoping for a different treat.
She replied:
Good things CUM to those who wait.
And since you are progressing so well, I expect you to watch the third video tonight.
And try to last until at least the second viewing.
I sighed at the reality she was gone, but got excited about a third video, although it would have to wait until later as tonight was paintball night with the guys.
I went home, talked to Mom, more confident after realizing Rose was right... I was a guy and guys jerked off.
Mom was more concerned about me missing class, but I told her I hadn't missed any as I had left after my morning class and had study hall after lunch.
She then joked, "Lock the door!"
I agreed that was a very good idea.
So at eleven, tired and sore from paintball, but super excited to watch the third video, I locked the door, got my laptop ready, put my headphones on and started watching video number three.
This one was all girls at a glory hole. A place I had never been to in my life, although I knew there was one just a few blocks from our school at a seedy adult shop.
Like the first two, words popped up on the screen, this time always big and in red, which dominated the screen for the couple seconds they were there, as girls sucked cock after cock.
The words were:
You're hungry!
For cock
Big hard juicy cock
Your hunger for cock brought you here
For cock
Thick stiff dick
The Gloryhole
You're a slut for cum
Gobs of yummy cum
Cum in your mouth
Cum down your throat
Cum all over your face
You needed a snack
Or snacks
Of cock
Of cum
Delicious cum
You can suck as much cock as you want here
Men line up to give you what you hunger
Men waiting to fill your mouth
It's time to get your daily cum fix
It's time to satisfy your hunger
It's time to feed your insatiable craving
It's time to get on your knees
SUCK
SERVE
FEED
STROKE
TASTE
SWALLOW
BIG COCK
YUMMY CUM
COCK
CUM
COCK
CUM
COCK
CUM
How much cum can you eat?
How much cum do you need?
Just keep sucking
Just keep tasting
Suck every cock
Swallow every drop
You never want to stop
It just feels so good
A hard cock in your mouth
A warm load gliding down your throat
Pulsing cocks flooding your mouth
Thick cum filling your belly
Cock after cock sliding into your mouth
Each one squirting warm cum into you
As I resisted touching my raging hard-on, the pictures shifted to big cocks shooting cum as the words 'SUCK COCK' and 'EAT CUM' repeated after each ejaculation.
SUCK COCK
EAT CUM
SUCK COCK
EAT CUM
SUCK COCK
EAT CUM
SUCK COCK
EAT CUM
SUCK COCK
EAT CUM
Those words were repeated for a couple of minutes, almost until I oddly felt the words were speaking to me.
Then load after load splattered girl's faces as a variety of words for cum flashed on the screen.
JIZZ
GOO
FACE CREAM
MAN YOGURT
SEMEN
CREAM OF SUM YUNG GUY
LOVE POTION
DICK SAUCE
PROTEIN SHAKE
COCK CREAM
CUM
CUM
CUM
CUM
CUM
I couldn't explain it, but my mouth watered as I stared at cock after cock shooting load after load.
Even as my cock ached.
I shook my head as the video ended with the words:
GOOD GIRL
Part of me was proud, I had resisted touching myself... barely, but I had done it.
The other part of me was confused by the brief moment of being excited about staring at cock.
I wasn't gay.
I had no interest in men.
I had no desire to suck a cock.
And I definitely had no interest in swallowing cum.
Yet, fuck, was I ready to bust a nut.
So, I pressed play again and furiously pumped my cock... coming before the video hit the one minute mark.
After I cleaned up, I texted Rose:
Finished video three.
Lasted to a second viewing... barely.
I don't know what you're doing to me, but God they turn me on.
She didn't respond.
And I crashed hard.
That night, I kept having the cocks shooting their loads over and over replay in my dream.
I woke up a dozen times and yet every time I drifted back to sleep the cocks returned.
By the time the alarm went off, I was still exhausted and wished it was Friday... alas, it was only Thursday.
I was like a zombie through the morning until I got a text from Rose.
High School
Go home RIGHT now and watch the fourth video.
I want you ready for this weekend!!
My eyes went wide.
My cock got hard.
This weekend!!
It was almost lunch, so I told my teacher that I had an appointment with a counsellor and headed home for an early lunch.
Another text:
Don't you come the first time you watch it!!
Then call me once you have watched it once.
Is that clear?
It was weird to be given orders by a girl and yet I didn't even hesitate as I replied:
As you wish!
She responded, just as I got to my car:
Good boy!
I drove home quickly, trying not to speed, but speeding nonetheless.
As soon as I got home, I hurried upstairs and got the fourth clip ready. The headphones on, I pressed play.
It started slower, with a girl putting on a pair of stockings with a sultry female voice saying the words as they popped onto the screen.
Whores dress up for cock
Then a different girl putting lipstick on her perfect lips.
Get your pretty lips ready for cock
Then a bunch of girls' pictures flashing by as they puckered their lips.
Get ready for a nice big cock.
Then a dozen scenes of girls sucking cock with the sultry voice saying a brief, nasty sentence every few seconds.
You love having a big juicy COCK fucking your COCK sucking mouth
You're such a dirty COCK whore
You love COCK
Big hard COCKS
Thick hard COCKS
White COCKS, black COCKS, any COCK you can get your mouth on
You're a dirty COCK sucking machine
You were born to suck COCK
Feel that COCK pulse in your slut mouth
Beg for that COCK to use your face for his pleasure
You're a COCK slut
A submissive COCK slut
COCK
COCK
COCK
COCK
SUCK THAT COCK
Then the pictures changed to girls swallowing cum and getting facials and the key bold word changed from COCK to CUM.
The sultry voice made the video even hotter and it was taking all my will power to not touch my cock, which had created an impressive tent in my pants.
You want a big gooey load of CUM
CUM makes you happy
CUM splattering your face turns you on
You are a CUM guzzling whore
Feel that hot load of CUM slide down your throat
Catch that CUM rocketing out of that glorious cannon
Good girls swallow every last drop of their dominant man's CUM
You crave load after load of CUM on your face, down your throat and in your belly.
Nothing feels better than being coated with warm, sticky CUM
Drink CUM every day for breakfast, for lunch, for dinner
You were born to eat CUM
Your reward for being a good cocksucker is CUM
CUM
CUM
CUM
CUM
EAT THAT CUM
DRINK THAT CUM
WEAR THAT CUM
SWALLOW THAT CUM
CUM
CUM
CUM
CUM
CUM
Hearing the sexy porn star voice repeating the word 'cum' over and over again had me ready to erupt.
More pictures of hot, hot girls sucking cock.
Wrap your mouth around the COCK
It's good to be a COCK slut
Cock is so fucking beautiful
Big, hard, juicy COCK
COCK makes you horny, so fucking horny
YOU Love the taste of COCK
COCK
COCK
COCK
You crave COCK
You adore COCK
You COCK whore
Then it was pictures of big cocks shooting their loads on girl's faces, but this time the focus was on the cocks.
God, I wanted to come... but I wanted to still have my full load when I called Rose.
Take all the CUM from your man's dick
You want CUM so fucking bad
You need CUM
You crave CUM
Drink CUM everyday
Wear CUM everyday
CUM
CUM
CUM
Your mouth is a CUM deposit
Your face is a CUM canvas
Your belly is a CUM bucket
Then it switched to a girl licking a thick juicy mushroom top like it was a lollipop or the end of an ice cream cone as the words scrolled up the screen for a good fifteen seconds.
This is what you were born for
To suck COCK
When you were young you sucked on your Mommy's nipples
When you got older you sucked on your soother
When you got even older you sucked on popsicles and lollipops
And now
Now you are ready to suck what you were born to suck
COCK
Big hard COCK
It then switched to, for the first time, girls getting fucked in-between girls sucking cock.
Not touching my cock was the hardest thing to do.
It's sooooo good to be a COCK slut
Those pretty lips were made to suck COCK
Big juicy COCK
You want to have that COCK fuck your face
You want to have that COCK pound your cunt
You want to have that COCK erupt inside you
You're a good COCKsucker
You're going to keep that COCK in your mouth for as long as you can
Feel that cock tickling the back of your throat
Oh God, you want his CUM, don't you slut
You want his CUM sliding down your throat, don't you cocksucker
You want his CUM erupting onto your face, don't you bitch
You want a full load of his warm fresh cum, don't you cocksucker
You want to catch that yummy load of CUM as it explodes out of him, don't you CUM bucket
You want his CUM so bad
Say it, slut
Say it, NOW
Say you want his CUM
Her sultry voice was so demanding that I felt compelled to obey and said, "Yes, yes, I want his cum."
As soon as I said it I gasped.
Good girl
Slap your face with his COCK
Look while you suck his COCK
Beg him to have his COCK in your mouth
Sucking COCK is a privilege
Sucking COCK is an honour
Thank him for his COCK
Thank him for his CUM
As a girl, her face coated in a few loads of cum, smiled into the camera and said, "You're a good girl."
Then a cock appeared and erupted right into the camera followed by the words:
Enjoy your snack, COCKsucker
Then it faded to black with the final words:
Good girl
You are now an official CUM slut
I couldn't believe how horny I was. My balls were ready to erupt without me even touching myself.
I quickly called Rose and she asked, "Did you make it?"
"Barely," I answered.
"Ready to come?" she asked.
"God, yes," I said.
"Is your cock out?"
"No."
"Pull it out."
"Okay."
"Now I want you to turn the volume up so I can hear it."
"What if my Mom comes home?"
"Then she will hear you coming."
"Okay, okay," I said, too far gone to worry about getting caught... again.
"Now I want you to click on Q1 and stroke your cock while watching it. When you come, I want you to catch it all in your hand," she said.
"Why?" I asked.
"Don't ask the Mistress her trade secrets," she scolded.
'Mistress' I pondered. Is that what this was turning in to?
"Okay," I agreed, my desire to come, to obey her, overriding the alarm bells that were ringing in my head.
"Put me on speakerphone and start watching." She ordered.
"Okay."
I unplugged the headphones, turned the volume up, put the phone close to the laptop, got on my knees so I could jerk off and apparently catch my own cum and pressed play.
The clip instantly started with rough face fucking and words appearing every couple of seconds as a different girl was face fucked.
On your knees, slut
Suck that cock
Savour that sweet taste
Let him fill your mouth
Swallow his full load
Make him happy
Cock makes you happy
Suck as many as you can
You're just another cock sucking slut
Let him ram it down your throat
Let him fuck that slut mouth of yours
Beg for his cock
Beg for his cum
"Beg to come," Rose ordered, startling me.
I was desperately close and didn't hesitate as I begged, "Please let me come."
"Please let me come, what?" she asked.
"Mistress," I quickly added, completely intoxicated by her. "Please let me come, Mistress."
"And you'll be my good boy?" she asked.
"Yessssss, Mistress," I moaned, holding back form coming.
"My obedient, good boy?"
"Yes, Mistress," I weakly said.
"Come in your hand now, you fucking slut," she ordered.
And I did... instantly... grunting and shooting a big load into my hand.
"That's it, slut, come for me, come like a little bitch," she continued.
The name calling was demeaning and yet, in the heat of the moment, it only added to the intense pleasure I was currently experiencing.
"Yessss, Mistress," I weakly groaned, as I kept coming into my hand.
"Good boy," she purred, shifting seamlessly from dominant to tender.
"Fuck, that was intense," I said, as I looked at the full load in my hand.
"Now, eat your cum," she said, completely catching me off guard.
"Excuse me?" I asked, praying I hadn't heard her right.
"Eat your cum," she repeated.
"But I..." I began, but was cut off.
"Do you want me to suck your cock and swallow your load?" she asked.
"That would be awesome," I said.
"Well, I don't do anything that my partner won't do," she explained.
I thought to myself that eating my own cum would only be half the task, as when she sucked me she would be doing something I hadn't done, but I chose not to mention that.
Instead I asked, "Isn't that kind of gay?"
"I've tasted myself, does that make me a lesbian?" she asked.
"I guess not," I replied, although somehow a guy eating his own cum seemed a lot gayer than a girl tasting her pussy from her fingers.
"And if you expect a girl to swallow your cum, shouldn't you know what it tastes like?" she asked.
That oddly made sense. "I suppose."
"No, I know. Now eat your cum," she ordered, "I have to get to class."
I considered just pretending to and yet I felt both compelled to obey and a strange sense of curiosity. All those girls seemed to like the taste of cum... how bad could it be.



"Okay," I said, and slowly moved the big load of white goo to my mouth.
I paused.
I couldn't do it.
"Now, slut," Rose ordered. "Eat that big, juicy load of cum."
Being called a slut and having the vivid description of cum pushed me past the invisible line of no return as I quickly moved my hand to my mouth and sucked my cum into my mouth.
To my surprise it wasn't gross at all.
If anything it was kind of good... salty and sweet.
"Good boy," she purred, before adding, "lick your entire hand clean. Never waste a drop of cum."
I again obeyed as I licked the rest of my cum off my hand.
"I got to go, but I expect you to watch video five tonight and when you come I expect you to eat it again," she ordered.
"Okay," I said, not sure I actually would do it.
"Be a good boy, obey and Saturday night I am going to rock your world... literally," she said.
"Is that a promise?" I asked, the idea of finally having her sucking my cock or, better yet, getting to fuck her instantly exciting.
"Trust me, after Saturday night you will be a changed man," she said. "But I got to go, love ya, Brian,"
Then she hung up.
My head was spinning.
Saturday night... rock my world... love ya... she even actually used my name.
This girl was an enigma... a puzzle with a lot of pieces still missing... a crossword puzzle with a lot of complex clues.
And I was completely in LUST with her.
...
That night, the door locked, the headphones on, I clicked on video five.
This one had a title scroll across it.
Good Girl vs Bad Girl: To suck cock or not to suck cock
This video, like the others, had tons of amazingly beautiful girls sucking cock, but this time there were two voices... one firm, dominant and yet sexy, the other sweet and sultry.
This one also seemed to have more close-ups of the cock. Besides the video and pictures of girls sucking big cocks, the two voices seeming to battle each other (in the most twisted version of the Devil Went Down in Georgia ever), words popped up on the screen every ten seconds or so... less than the past videos.
Voice 1: Worship cock
Voice 2: Don't worship it
Put it all in your cute little mouth
Don't be a bad girl, you're a good girl
Text: Big juicy cock
Take that cock deeper and deeper
You're not getting aroused by this
Focus only on his big hard cock and how much you love it in your mouth
You don't want that snake invading your innocent mouth
Love to suck hard man meat
Suck it all the way into your mouth
You don't want to be a cock slut
Enjoy that cock sliding in and out of your mouth
Don't enjoy it, you're a good girl
Nothing is better than a warm load of cum heating up your belly
Feel it pulsing and throbbing in your mouth
Don't... don't let it pulse in your mouth
Feel the veins as the blood rushes to the tip of the cock
Don't touch yourself... don't allow yourself to get excited
Big fat thick cock
Deeper in your mouth, get it nice and hard
Don't let it get hard in your mouth
Feel the balls bouncing off your chin as he fucks your face
Don't allow him to face fuck your pretty face, you're a sweet girl
Cocks are yummy
You feel great pleasure on your knees with a cock in your mouth
Don't allow yourself to get aroused
Be a good little cocksucker
Control yourself, resist the temptation
You crave cum
Come on you little cock sucking whore
Take that big cock in your mouth
Don't do it, don't become a cocksucker
You crave the taste of cock
You crave the taste of cock
You crave the taste of cock
You enjoy worshipping it
Resist the growing temptation, you're a good girl, such a good girl
You love big hard dicks
Worship it
Enjoy it
Feels so good
Feels so right
So natural
This is where you were meant to be
On your knees
On your knees
On your knees
Fight it!
Good sluts live on their knees
Make him cum in your mouth
Down that slutty throat
Make him shoot his load in your mouth
And warm your belly
Open your mouth wide
Resist with everything you have, you're not a cum whore
At the count of ten he is going to come in your mouth and you are going to come too
You're going to feel his semen, his hot semen
Don't let him or you'll be aroused forever when you see a big juicy dick
Big juicy dick
You're going to feel semen fill your mouth
Catch his semen in your mouth
Savour the sweet taste
Hot, hot, hot, semen
Don't let him cum in your mouth, you're a good girl and good girls don't suck cock, they don't eat cum
When he comes, you're going to come
Because cocksuckers get the most pleasure from making others come
Cocksuckers were born to please
To serve
To suck
To swallow
Cocksucker
Cocksucker
Cocksucker
YOU'RE A COCKSUCKER!!
So much arousal,
When he comes you're going to feel so much pleasure
Pleasure unlike any you have ever experienced in your life
As you understand your purpose in life
It's so fun to be a bad girl
A very good bad girl
A very good cocksucker
Cocksucker
Cocksucker
Cocksucker
Don't come, don't let him come in your mouth
YOU'RE A COCKSUCKER!!
Ten: Suck it! Worship it! Adore it!
Resist it
Nine: Take it deep in your fucking throat
Resist it
Eight: Imagine that semen flowing out of his cock and into your eager mouth
Resist
Seven: The hot seed that only can be produced in the balls of a man
Resist
Six: Suck that hard juicy cock
Damn it feels so good... shit!
Five: Feel the hardness that you caused with that cock sucking mouth of yours
Fight it, fight it, fight it, fight it, fight it
Four: Keep sucking it, your only purpose is to please a cock
No, no, no
Three: Come on, cocksucker, you want nothing more than to be on your knees, sucking cock after cock after cock after cock after cock
Oh fuck, resist
Two: You want his cum, don't you? You want to be the perfect cocksucker
Oh God, say no, fight, fight, fight
One: You can literally feel the anticipation as his cock pulses in your mouth ready to ejaculate and give you the greatest present a man can give you... his cum
Resiiiiiiiist
Zero: He's coming all over your face, he's filling your mouth
It's too late
Swallow that cum, swallow
You have to swallow
Swallow
Swallow
Swallow
Swallow every drop
Swallow every drop of that cum
That sweet addicting cum
That delicious man made desert
You're a whore now, there is no going back, you're a bad girl
It feels sooooo good to be bad
Feel it sliding down your throat
Flowing down your body and filling your tummy
You feel sooooo complete now
Sucking cock makes you happy
After you cum, keep watching... this is what you were meant to do
To worship cock
To suck dick
To swallow cum
To be a cocksucker
A cocksucker
A cocksucker
To be owned
To be controlled
By a beautiful penis
A delicious hard cock
A throbbing exploding dick
It's so strong
So powerful
So mystical
A cock
A dick
You were born to suck cock
Sucking cock feels good
Sucking cock makes you happy
Sluts are happy
Sluts are obedient
Sluts are born to please
You're a slut!
And the video fades...
As soon as the video ended, I pressed play again and began stroking my cock.
I went slow, wanting to make this last as long as possible.
I watched the video again.
I listened to the two girls play angel vs devil on my shoulder, trying to convince me each was right.
I watched girls suck cock after cock.
Big, hard, juicy cocks.
Fuck what was I saying?
Yet, I couldn't take my eyes off the big cocks, the hot girls, the huge loads of cum.
I lasted almost half the video before coming, again catching my load in my hand.
I couldn't explain it... I'm not gay... but I was craving my cum again.
And as soon as I was done, I moved my hand up to my mouth and lapped up my cum.
God, I tasted good.
No wonder girls loved sucking my cock and swallowing my load.
As soon as I thought that, I wanted to slap myself.
What the fuck was I saying?
I stopped the video, shut down my laptop and lay in bed trying to figure out how this day had progressed.
I now had a Mistress, I think.
I had now eaten two loads of my own cum and found it tasty.
I needed to get to Saturday and fuck the hell out of Rose. I needed to reclaim my manhood.
That night I had a crazy dream where I was on my knees eating Rose's pussy, but then just as she was about to come... it changed into a cock and she sprayed my face with her cum.
...
Yet, the next morning, instead of reclaiming my manhood, I pressed play on number 6, my cock already hard.
This time the words were on a black screen for a few seconds by themselves spoken by another sexy, sultry voice... a voice so soothing it was as if she was talking directly to me, which was ludicrous but that was what it felt like. And then there would be one picture at a time of a nice hard cock spraying his load all over a girl.
I'm here to make your dreams CUM true
Your dream of having a hard throbbing cock in your mouth
You dream of a massive load exploding on your face
You want to feel milky cum sliding down your throat
You want to taste the sweet salty seed
You little fucking cum whore
You love cock
You love cum
You're a cock slut
Obey
You're a cock slut
Accept
You're a cock slut
Mindless
You're a cock slut,
Accept
The voice, the slow pacing, the massive cum shots all had my cock ready and revving to go... but I resisted... I wanted to see the whole video.
You want to give him what he wants
You want to be the cum bucket of his dreams
You want to get him off like no other slut ever has
You want to feel his hard cock sliding in and out of your mouth
You want to swallow his massive load
You want to feel his warm cum coating your pretty face
You're a hungry little cum slut,
Relax
You're a hungry little cum slut,
Accept
You're a hungry little cum slut,
Submissive
You're a hungry little cum slut,
Accept.
Then the video changed. A guy stroking his cock by himself was all there was as words came on the screen and the hot woman kept speaking, her words echoing as she spoke them.
You love a dick in your mouth
Worship cock
Text: Taste it
You love that beautiful cock
Worship cock
That cock is throbbing for you
Feel it throb in your mouth
Worship cock
Imagine his hands on your head guiding you to your natural place
Feel his cock pulse in your mouth
Worship cock
Remember you are his good girl
He can do whatever he wants to you
Worship cock
Suck cock
Stroke cock
Swallow cock
Lick cock
Worship
Cock
Cock
Cock
Then the words on the screen matched the girl's voice as the guy stroked faster. I couldn't explain it... I'm not gay... but I wanted to see him shoot his load.
Get ready
You've had nothing to eat all day
And you know what you want
Say it
CUM
You want his cum
Beg for it
You want his cum
Say it, slut
You're happy to eat cum
You're happy to dine on his cock
You're happy to be a cocksucker
Repeat after me
And as bizarre as it sounds... I repeated every word she said as I watched the guy stroke his huge, perfect cock.
I want that big hard cock in my mouth
"I want that big hard cock in my mouth," I repeated, completely transfixed by the cock staring at me and her hypnotic words.
"I am a cocksucker born to suck big dicks."
I again repeated, even though I found the words bizarre as they flowed out of my mouth, even as I stared at the perfectly smooth cock, "I am a cocksucker born to suck big hard juicy dicks."
I didn't realize until after I said it I had added 'hard juicy' in my response.
I want nothing more than to be on my knees serving cocks
Completely intoxicated by the words, the dick, I was no longer in control of my mind, as I repeated verbatim as I was told, "I want nothing more than to be on my knees serving cocks."
Oddly, I got onto my knees and started stroking my raging hard-on.
I love cum. Sweet gooey cum. I want to swallow a big load of man cum
My mouth watered as I thought about my own cum which I could be eating soon. I couldn't help but wonder what it would feel like to have my cock in my mouth so I could swallow it directly from the source as I repeated like a bimbo, "I love cum. Sweet gooey cum. I want to swallow a big load of man cum."
I'm a slut for cock
"I'm a slut for cock."
For big, hard, thick, stiff, juicy cock
"For big, hard, thick, stiff, juicy cock."
For a full load of sweet, salty cum
"For a full load of sweet, salty cum."
I need a cock fucking my face soooooo bad
"I need a cock fucking my face soooooo bad," I repeated, my mouth watering and my mind spinning with a lust I couldn't explain as I kept staring at that cock as he pumped faster and faster.
Shoot that load all over my face
"Shoot that load all over my face," I demanded, as he suddenly shot his massive load in the air.
I tried catching it, briefly forgetting I was watching a video, that I was straight, just as I shot my own load all over my black comforter.
The orgasm was so intense as lust and shame cascaded through my body and I realized in an instant that I had just come at the idea of sucking cock.
Yet, I just kept coming and coming.
Once finished, I didn't even hesitate as I bent down and licked that big load of mine off my comforter, feeling an insatiable desire to eat my cum, a mental reaction that I shouldn't waste precious cum, but also a physical reaction as well as my body just guided me to the yummy goo.
I licked it all up, satisfying my cum hunger before a light bulb went on in my head.
What the fuck was I doing?
Why was I getting turned on by cock?
Why was I craving cum?
Why did Rose want me to watch these videos?
I closed my laptop, disgusted with myself.
I was no cocksucker.
I sure as hell wasn't some faggot.
I was done with these videos and done with Rose.
I went and had a cold shower, needing desperately to cool down.
I needed to fuck some hot slut... now.
I needed to regain my manhood.
Once out of the shower, I texted one of my MILF sluts.
I'm on my way over!
As expected she replied back:
I'll be waiting.
I had often gone over there in the mornings, after her husband was gone to work to deposit a morning load in either her mouth, pussy or ass... I had learned that lonely housewives are the biggest sluts... but also the most eager... the most submissive... and the most experienced.
Mrs. Parker was no exception... actually she was the poster child for housewife sluts.
I got to her house and walked right in.
I hadn't actually gone over to her house in over a month, but this was around my twentieth visit and, as expected, she was ready for me in a nightie and nothing else... her big, slightly sagging tits, barely held in by the black lace lingerie.
"Where have you been?" she asked, as she moved to me and dropped to her knees.
"Fucking high school sluts," I answered.
As she fished out my cock, she sighed, "Why do you waste your time on those inexperienced bimbos when you can have me whenever you want?"
"I like variety," I shrugged, as she took my limp dick in her mouth.
She was a great cocksucker and took her time as I hardened in her mouth.
She purred, after a couple of minutes, "God, I love your cock."
As she said that, my mind betrayed me, as visions of the past few videos I watched flashed in my head.
Trying to be manly, I ordered, "And I like dirty MILF ass whores. Now bend over the couch, I'm going to ream that asshole of yours."
"Mmmmmm, we're horny today," she purred, quickly deep throating me, before she stood up and got in the position ordered. She was a very submissive, obedient little slut.
Usually, I enjoy a lengthy blow job first, but today I needed a rough fuck and no one enjoyed one like Mrs. Parker, who could take my cock roughly in her mouth, pussy and ass.
Today I was going to destroy her ass.
I agreed, "Today I'm going to fuck the living shit out of you."
"Literally," she laughed, as I moved behind her and slid into her ass. I loved that she lubed her ass before I came over. Like I said, she was that big of a slut. "Oh yes, God your cock is so fucking perfect."
Wanting to reclaim my manhood, I fucked her... hard. So hard the couch began sliding forward.
"Oh, God," she moaned, "Ream my asshole, you nasty mother fucker."
And I did.
And it felt so good... to be back in charge.
Having shot my load less than an hour ago, I was in for a long, reclamation fuck.
It felt great to feel like my old self... to be back in charge.
"Oh fuck, this is the best fuck ever," Mrs. Parker moaned loudly, as her one hand frantically rubbed her clit.
"You going to come from getting ass fucked?" I asked, knowing she was... she had many times before.
"God, yes," she whimpered, "you make me a complete come slut."
"I know I do," I smiled, feeling like a man.
I fucked her ass for at least fifteen minutes and through two orgasms for the nasty ass slut before I finally found my balls boiling. I pulled out and ordered, "Knees, slut."
Even though I had never shoved my dick in a girl's mouth after poking her ass, I was in a zone and wanting to prove my manhood to myself.
She obeyed, like the submissive slut she was, and I slid my pulsing cock in her mouth. I fucked her face hard, my balls bouncing off her chin, the sounds of slobbering echoing through the room until I deposited my load down her throat.



Once done, I pulled out and she said, "Wow, that was unexpected."
I shrugged, "I knew that was what you wanted."
"You know me so well," she said, leaning forward and taking my cock back in her mouth.
"I'm late for school," I said, as I began to get dressed.
"Well, I'm always here for some physical education," she said.
I laughed, "You are quite the workout."
"And it burns a lot of calories."
"And the protein shake at the end is good for you."
"I couldn't agree more."
I headed out, went to school and had a great day until last class. Gym.
In the change room, for the first time ever, I couldn't help but check out other guy's cocks.
My buddy Mike had a short one, but thick.
My other buddy in my class, Eddie, had a long one, but thin.
I tried to be sly, but I looked at almost all my classmates.
The black cock theory was pretty true as all three black classmates had impressive cocks... all bigger than mine.
But the biggest cock, was the biggest surprise... Eugene. It was fucking huge... like a third leg.
I couldn't help it, but I stared at it... too long.
Worse... I felt my own cock getting hard.
Mortified, I quickly went to a stall to hide my growing cock.
I jerked off, quickly, to get rid of my erection, knowing that the videos I was watching were definitely having an influence on me.
I was even more determined to end this thing with Rose... pussy wasn't worth it.
After school, I got a text from Rose:
What number have you watched to?
This was my chance. This was my opportunity to break the hold she seemed to have over me.
I replied:
I watched six this morning, but I'm not watching anymore.
She replied:
You sure.
Only four more.
And the last one, we will watch together.
Tomorrow night.
Are you ditching me?
Fuck!
God, I wanted her.
I wanted to find a way to break her spell over me.
I replied:
I'm not ditching you.
I just don't want to watch the videos.
She replied:
Watch videos 7-9 in a row tonight and don't come until you're done.
Then be at my dorm room at exactly six.
Or don't.
Then watch Q2 in the morning.
Obey!
And I will give you what you really want!!
I sighed. Read the word 'Obey;'... and recalled the word used more than once in the videos.
I texted back, a couple of minutes later:
I'm not sure.
But, she never responded back.
That night, at a party I got drunk.
I flirted.
I made out with three different girls.
And I was closing in on a cute blonde from the rival school.
Yet, every time I kissed a girl it was Rose that popped into my head.
In the end, I knew I had to see her again.
I'd watch the videos, control myself and then...
I left the party early, rejected a sexy blonde who was more than willing to fuck me, and headed home.
Once home, I got into bed, got back up and locked the door, got back into bed, turned on my laptop, put my headphones on and clicked on video 7.
This one was shorter. Under five minutes and mostly in slow motion.
A young redhead on her back with the words LIE BACK crossed the screen.
A brunette with a blindfold... a cock tracing her lips with the word RELAX.
A blue eyed blonde with a cock sliding in and out of her mouth and the words JUST BREATHE.
A blonde with a ponytail on her knees sucking cock with the word OBEY.
A chubby girl with huge tits swaying on all fours with the words EMPTY YOUR MIND.
An older MILF with a few loads all over her face with the word ACCEPT.
An Asian stroking two cocks while sucking another with the words JUST BOB.
A big bootied Latina getting fucked by one big cock while she sucked another with the word OBEY.
A teacher on her chair with a big dick in front of her on her desk with the words OBEDIENCE IS PLEASURE.
A blonde cheerleader, still in uniform, holding pom poms, as a cock tapped her lips and she kept trying to get it in her mouth with the word MINDLESS.
A MILF with three loads spraying into her mouth simultaneously with the words JUST SWALLOW.
A nurse sucking a well hung man while a woman was asleep in the bed with the word OBEY.
A pretty blonde with purple streaks in her hair, on her knees getting dp'd while taking two loads of cum all over her face with the words THIS IS YOUR NEW REALITY.
A white woman in a maid's outfit getting dp'd by two black cocks while sucking on another with the word SLAVE.
A black girl furiously sucking on a white cock, deep throating it completely with every bob with the words JUST SUCK.
A brunette with pigtails, in a church confessional, sucking a cock through a glory hole again with the word OBEY.
This is why God created you.
To suck cock.
OBEY This is your purpose in life.
To swallow cum.
OBEY
This is what you were born to do.
OBEY
OBEY
OBEY
As it ended, I couldn't help but notice how many times the word obey was used. Coincidence or purposeful, based on the last texts from Rose.
Yet, I had to admit it, I felt compelled to obey.
I texted her:
I watched seven, moving on to eight.
I clicked on the eighth video, another short one, my cock rock hard, curious what this video would be about.
Unlike most of the videos, this one had no words crossing the screen, just a sexy voice talking over videos of girls sucking cock.
The first few videos were again in slow motion as the woman spoke in a slow, relaxing way.
Just look at that cock
The cock created just for you
You want that dick
That big hard dick
In your mouth.
Just stare at the cock
The cock God created for you to serve
On your knees
Eager to please
With your mouth.
You want to suck it
You want it in your mouth
You need it between your lips.
Everyone has a desire to suck
An insatiable lust to suck
A burning desire to suck.
You crave that cock
Accept that this is who you are.
A cocksucker.
Lean forward and take it in your mouth
Slowly
Ever so slowly
Begin bobbing on that cock
That big hard cock.
Feel its strength in your mouth
Its pulsations
This is what you were born to do
Suck cock
Big hard cock.
Get used to it in your mouth
Then go faster
Show him how much you love pleasing him
Sucking his cock
His big hard cock.
Suddenly I got a text.
Good boy.
Pause the video and call me now.
I instantly did, dying to hear her voice.
"Hey, sexy," she purred, sounding as sultry as the voice on the video.
"Hey, baby," I responded back.
"Enjoying the videos?" she asked.
"They are interesting," I answered.
"They are supposed to help you understand what it is like to be a girl," she explained.
"Oh," I said, finally getting it. "That makes sense."
"I want a man who is comfortable with his sexuality," she continued. "A man who can give and receive."
I wasn't sure what receive meant, but agreed, wanting her so badly, "I can be whatever you want me to be."
"That's what I want to hear," she said, with a moan. "Now finish watching the video, sexy."
I resumed watching, the voice really drawing me in. So much that the girls sucking cock were in the background. I saw them, but I saw the cocks so much more.
I know it was weird... but I couldn't stop.
I had to admit... the idea of sucking cock was beginning to intrigue me.
Feel that cock sliding in and out of your mouth
Doesn't it feel soooo good?
It's so natural to have a cock in your mouth.
And now you want his cum
His thick load of cum
Sliding down your throat
Or exploding all over your face.
Because you are a cock slut
A cock slut for him
A cum slut for him.
Say it after me
I love cock.
Say it!
I love cock.
"Say it, sexy," Rose said.
"I love cock," I said, feeling completely at her will.
I crave cum
Thick creamy cum.
"I crave cum, thick juicy cum," I repeated, my mouth watering as I watched load after load shoot into girl's open mouths.
I was born to suck cock
Big, thick, juicy, hard cock.
I again repeated, as Rose did at the same time, "I was born to suck cock. Big, thick, juicy, hard cock."
You're now a cocksucker.
And the video faded to black.
I shook my head, realizing what I said, "That was a bit strange."
"It was fucking hot," Rose said.
"I guess."
"Are you hard?"
"Yes," I admitted.
"Why?" she asked.
"I don't know," I answered, before adding, "I just watched ten minutes of girls sucking dick."
"Exactly," she said, not expanding her thought. She then said, "Let's watch number nine together."
"Okay," I said.
"Press play in three, two one, go," she ordered.
I did.
The video started with a gorgeous girl on her knees, looking hungrily at a big cock she was stroking.
The words that came on the screen: You have an intense craving for cock
Another girl slid her tongue up the hard shaft:
You have an uncontrollable urge to eat cum
A close-up of a huge black cock slamming into the mouth of a petite young girl:
Your purpose is to taste and swallow fresh cum from a big hard dick
"Fuck, that is a gorgeous cock," Rose chirped in as I watched the black cock furiously face fuck the girl.
"It's pretty impressive," I agreed, wishing my cock was that thick and big.
A girl's face coated in tons of cum as another load splattered her face:
You were born to eat multiple loads of cum every day
A girl licking a big puddle of cum on the floor:
Your role in life is to feed on thick gooey cum
"I've witnessed cocksuckers doing that," Rose said.
"Really?" I asked, the idea hot, but not something I had ever seen.
"Oh yeah, real cock sucking sluts will do anything for cum," she explained.
"I can't imagine," I said.
"Can't you?" she questioned.
I didn't answer as I wasn't sure what to say. Instead I resumed watching the video.
A chubby girl on her knees furiously bobbing on a thick cock:
Your most natural position is on your knees worshipping cock after cock
A girl surrounded by six cocks, stroking two while sucking one:
Nothing is better than being surrounded by big, hard, juicy, cream shooting cocks
"Have you ever been part of a bukkake?" she asked.
"No," I admitted, as I watched another load splatter the girl's face.
"It's super fucking hot," she said, moaning again softly.
"Does bukkake turn you on?" I asked.
"Oh yeah," she moaned again.
A teacher on the floor in her classroom with four students all pumping their cocks and aiming at her:
Always keep your mouth open wide
"Look how eager she is," Rose pointed out.
"I wish my teachers were that hot," I said.
Another girl with her mouth wide open, in a library, which somehow made it even hotter, three guys furiously pumping their stiff missiles:
You're eagerly and impatiently waiting for that sweet man made cream
A girl with her tongue extended and catching a thick white load:
Stick out your tongue to catch all that yummy, yummy, cum
A nerdy girl in glasses catching a full load in her mouth, showing it to the camera and then swallowing:
Taste that tantalizing load of salty warm cum
"Mmmmmm, that is so hot," Rose purred.
A blonde girl wearing a ball cap backwards in a change room swallowing one load and then going to a second cock:
One load is never enough for a cocksucker like you
A girl on her back in a bed getting multiple loads in her mouth and on her face:
You're starving for cum... load after load of cum
Another girl taking multiple loads, this time on a beach:
Each full load you swallow makes you crave cum even more
A girl coated in cum licking a plate full of cum:
Cum is a food group for a cocksucker like you
A hot woman in a wedding dress, on her knees with four cocks all aimed at her face:
Nothing is better than cocks aimed straight at your open mouth
"I'd like to have been at that wedding," Rose said.
"Me too," I laughed.
A super-hot redhead drinking a cup of cum:
You are now a cum addict
"This part gets wild," Rose informed me as the style changed.
Words flashed on the screen every couple of seconds with tons of pictures of girls getting coated in cum.
Do it!
Feed on hard cock
You
Love the taste
Cum
Cock every day
Worship
Cum
Flowing down your throat
YOU'RE A COCKSUCKER
You can't get enough
Big hard cock
You were born to suck cock
Eat cum
Open up wide
More loads
More cock
Squirting in your cock sucking mouth
You moan like a slut as he comes in your mouth
YOU'RE A COCKSUCKER
Salty
Sweet
Delicious
The unique texture
Thick
Slippery
Creamy
Once one cock finishes in your mouth
Another cock replaces it
YOU'RE A COCKSUCKER
Pushing straight down your throat
This feels so right
Cum on your face
Cum in your mouth
Cum in your belly
YOU'RE A COCKSUCKER
This is your destiny
Cum slut
Devote your life to your addiction
Cum slut
Cum junky
Eat semen
Swallow cum
YOU'RE A COCKSUCKER
You are doing what you were born to do
You are on your knees in the position you are meant to be
Everyone has an innate urge to suck
To bob
To swallow
Sweet cum
Gooey cum
Salty cum
YOU'RE A COCKSUCKER
Worship the greatest gift God created
For you
Cock
Big cock
Hard cock
Thick cock
Juicy cock
It's so natural
YOU'RE A COCKSUCKER
I was stroking my cock slowly, my balls boiling.
Rose said, "This part is really hot."
The video changed to a brunette sucking a big cock.
You are her
Imagine that is you on your knees
Sucking that juicy cock
You are her
You need cock
You need to become a cock worshipping cum slut
You are her
You are in love with cock
You are in love with cum sliding down your throat
You are her
Craving that big hard juicy cock
Craving the seed only a man can give you
You are her
Your mouth exists
Only
To please cock
To eat cum
To serve
YOU'RE A COCKSUCKER
"Pause it," Rose ordered.
I did.
"Ready to come with me, baby?" Rose asked.
"God, yes," I answered, never wanting to come more than I did at this moment.
"Don't come until the video tells you," she ordered.
"Okay," I agreed, "but that won't be easy."
"There are only a couple of minutes, maybe less, left, baby," she purred. "And I want you to come with me. Can you do that, baby?"
Her sexy voice, her constant use of 'baby' had me so horny. I agreed, "Yes."
"Press play on the video and get ready to erupt," Rose said.
I pressed play and the video again changed to short quick phrases with every video being a girl with an open mouth with cum being deposited in it.
Eat cum
Beg for more
Gag on cock
Cum addiction
Tease
Lick
Suck
Swallow
Cum
Stroke
Facial
Knees
Crave
Gaze
Sperm
Sissy
Feed
Savor
Salty
Fate
Slave
Girly
Cock
Junky
Whore
Obey
Swallow
Train
Shaft
Pump
Slut
Facial
COME NOW
COCKSUCKER
C
O
C
K
S
U
C
K
E
R
"Come now, baby, come into your hand for me," she moaned.
"Yes," I grunted, permission given I pumped my cock furiously and immediately shot my load into my open hand.
"I'm coming," Rose screamed, simultaneously with my orgasm.
On the video a girl was taking load after load on her face as the final words lingered on the screen:
YOU ARE A COCK SUCKING CUM SLUT
"Is your cum in your hand, baby?" she asked.
"Yes," I admitted, looking at the yummy load in my hand.




"Will you do something for me?" she asked.
"Anything," I replied, so completely intoxicated with her.
"Wipe that cum all over your face," she ordered.
"Really?" I asked, surprised by what she had requested.
"Yes, baby," she moaned. "Wipe that yummy load all over your face, just like you can do to me tomorrow night."
Somehow I felt compelled to obey; plus, I was curious what cum felt like on my face like the girl frozen at the end of the video with a few loads on her.
"Okay," I said, taking my hand full of cum and moving it to my face.
I rubbed the cum all over my face, feeling strange and yet intrigued.
"Oh yes, baby, take that facial," she purred.
And I suppose that was what I was doing in a strange way.
"Send me a picture," she said.
"I'm not sure I can do that," I said.
"Oh baby, please, I'll make it worth your while," she promised, her tone dripping with sexy naughtiness.
"I guess," I said.
"And I'll send you a picture of the cheerleading slut that is between my legs right now in return," she added.
"There is a girl there?" I asked, the idea both shocking and yet hot.
"Yes, now send the picture, baby," she demanded. "I want to see my man being so vulnerable."
"Okay," I said. I put my camera on, put it to selfie and looked at my face. My face was glistening. I took the picture and sent it before I could change my mind, the idea of seeing a picture of a girl between her legs the motivation I needed.
"Hmmmm, yummy," she purred. "Here is one in return."
I received a text with a picture of a cheerleader, a cheerleader I knew, Camry, with her tongue extended.
"Wow!" I said.
"Yes, she is a very eager beaver," she said.
"So I see," I chuckled.
"I need to go and fuck her with a strap-on, so I'll see you tomorrow at six. Don't be late," she said.
"That I would like to see," I said.
"Me in a strap-on?" she teased.
"Yes."
"Good to know," she said, before hanging up.
I went and washed my cum off my face and went to bed looking forward to finally fucking Rose tomorrow.
There was also a text from her:
Re-watch your favourite video tomorrow at four exactly, then Watch Q2 and do exactly as it says.
...
So at four, I obeyed.
I chose the original good girl vs bad girl one, because I loved the two competing voices going head to head (which I realize is an amazing pun).
My cock was dying for attention by the time it ended.
I then started the final clip on the USB... Q2.
It was slow motion pictures of cocks shooting their loads onto girl's faces. The slow motion made the cock look majestic: like a magical cannon. The white gobs came out in a variety of ways: each unique and enchanting. The girl's face getting splattered was sexy and thrilling... all the while a girl's voice I recognized... undeniably Rose's, spoke as words came on the screen.
Look at that wonderful cock
Look at it
Isn't it beautiful?
Look at the long hard shaft
Look at it
Don't you want it in-between your lips?
Look at the thick mushroom top
Look at it
Don't you want to feel it stretch your mouth?
Look at the cum rocket out of that majestic phallus
Look at it
Isn't it beautiful?
Look at the cum flying in mid-air
Look at it
Don't you want to catch it?
Look at the thick, white, and appetizing cum
Look at it
Don't you want that in your mouth, in your belly?
Look at that girl on her knees
Look at her
Don't you wish that was you?
Look at that girl with her mouth wide open
Look at her
Don't you want to replace her?
Look at that girl coated in delicious cum
Look at her
Don't you want to feel the hot semen painting your face?
Now stroke that cock of yours
It's hard isn't it?
Stroke it as you imagine being on your knees
Sucking that cock
Catching that cum
Becoming the cocksucker you were born to be.
Now repeat after me as you focus on the big, juicy, hard, enticing, addicting cock.
I heard the words, I understood the transformation that was happening, and I knew I should resist... yet, at the moment I was so completely mesmerized by Rose's words and by the big cocks, that I just obeyed mindlessly.
I want to suck cock.
"I want to suck cock," I declared, staring at the current black cock shooting a load in the air and towards a pretty girl's open mouth in utter slow motion.
I want to suck cock after cock.
And as a girl servicing multiple cocks showed up on screen, I repeated, "I want to suck cock after cock after cock." I didn't even realize I had added an extra 'after cock' as I imagined being the girl on her knees.
I want to swallow loads of creamy... salty... sweet... cum.
My mouth watered, as dozens of pictures of girls getting cum sprayed directly in their mouths flashed across the screen. I repeated, like a bimbo, "I want to swallow loads of creamy, salty, sweet cum."
I want a warm, sticky load of cum splattered all over my pretty face.
Watching girls get coated in an abundance of cum, I couldn't help but be curious what it would be like to get a facial or facials. I declared, "I want a warm, sticky load of cum splattered all over my pretty face."
I want to be a submissive, obedient, cock craving cum slut.
And as I watched girl after girl suck cock and get splattered in cum, I wanted to be that girl. I declared, "I want to be a submissive, obedient, cock craving cum slut."
Are you ready to come, cocksucker?
"Fuck, yes," I said to Rose's voice.
Want hot creamy cum all over your face?
"Yes," I mindlessly said, willing to agree to anything she had to say... and, truth be told, I was curious what a facial would feel like.
Then get in this position.
I stared at the photo. It was a guy with three pillows lifting his ass up, his head bent forward, so his cock was aimed directly at his face.
I wasn't sure I could do that, flexibility wasn't my strongest suit.
Are you in position yet?
If not, pause the video until you are.

We both know you want a nice warm load of jizz on that face of yours.
And as strange as it was, I did.
I liked the taste of my own cum... much to my surprise.
I liked the feel of cum on my face when I rubbed it all over myself... again, much to my surprise.
I would likely enjoy a fresh warm load shot directly at me. So, I got into the position, which was indeed awkward.
And with some impressive contortion, I had my cock just inches from my mouth.
I wondered if flexible guys could suck their own cock. That would be super cool.
Then I pressed play, as I resumed stroking my hard cock.
Suddenly a pretty blonde looked directly in the camera and spoke, although the voice speaking was Rose.
Pump that cock.
Get it ready for eruption.
Keep that mouth wide open.
Tell me you want that cum.
"I want my cum so badly," I declared, furiously stroking my cock.
Tell me that you're just a slut for man cum.
I didn't hesitate even though the words sounded so gay. "I'm a cum hungry slut for creamy man cum."
Come for me now, cocksucker.
Come all over that pretty face.
Taste that creamy man made cum.
Made just for you.
Come and taste the sweet salty seed.
Come now, faggot.
"Fuck," I groaned, my balls erupting and a massive rocket of cum shooting out of my cock and hitting me directly in the eye and forehead, even as I heard her call me the most derogatory name one can call a man.
I couldn't believe how warm the cum was as it hit me.
Come now, cum bucket.
The second rope hit me right in the nose and upper lip.
Come now, cum deposit.
The third rope went directly in my mouth and I eagerly swallowed the warm, gooey, salty, and strangely textured cum. A taste that was even better directly from the source and I instantly wished I could have caught my entire load... as I wanted more.
That's it, swallow your cum you fucking cum slut.
The last rope landed on my chin and chest, my intense orgasm finally finishing its lengthy journey.
My head collapsed back onto the bed as she purred.
Such a good boy.
Such a good cocksucker.
I lay there, completely spent for a good five minutes, my body still enjoying the afterglow of pleasure.
My mind, though, was spinning with the reality that I had just given myself a facial, that I had come exactly when I was called a 'faggot' and that my eye was suddenly stinging.
I learned, the hard way, that getting cum in your eye stings like hell.
I got up, got dressed, wiped the cum off my face and chest with a t-shirt and went to the bathroom.
My left eye looked like I had pink eye.
I sighed as I washed my face thoroughly, especially my eye.
The stinging faded, but the rash, or whatever it was, was still there.
Looking at the clock, I realized I was going to be late.
I texted:
On my way.
I quickly changed into a nice pair of jeans and a blue t-shirt that showed my very impressive six pack and headed over.
I drove over, excitement and confusion coursing through me.
I had now eaten my cum, declared myself a cocksucker and given myself a facial... it had been a weird past few days.
But... it would all be worth it... if I got to fuck Rose.
I got there, my cock already hard with anticipation, and knocked on the door.
Rose yelled, "Come in."
I entered and my already hard cock flinched in my pants when I saw that Rose was in lingerie. A black nightie, with a garter belt and matching black stockings and high heels.
She saw my eye and laughed softly as she asked, "Didn't close your eye?"
"No," I admitted.
"It will go away in a few hours usually," she explained.
"Good, to know," I nodded, the conversation already surreal and odd.
She smiled, "Did you enjoy the last video?"
I nodded, feeling my cheeks burn with shame, "It was different."
"Did you obey the commands I gave?" she asked, walking to me in the fucking sexiest way ever.
I put my head down.
"Don't be ashamed, baby," she said, as she reached me and put her hand on my throbbing cock. "I find men sexy only when they are willing to explore every aspect of their sexuality."
"Really?" I groaned, her touch sending sparks through my very being.
"Yes," she purred, as she dropped to her knees and fished out my cock.
I couldn't believe it was finally happening.
I watched her lean forward and take my cock in her mouth.
"Oh God," I groaned, the velvet warmth of her mouth sending waves through me.
And although I had had many blow jobs in the past, many amazing blow jobs in the past, this one was the best yet.
Maybe because the past few days had been so surreal and intense.
Maybe because I had been anticipating this for the past week.
Or maybe she was just an amazing cocksucker.
I was thankful I had come just an hour ago or I would have shot my load in seconds.
After a couple of minutes, she quit.
She stood back up and said, "Ready for the final video?"
"I watched them all," I said.
"Oh, that was only USB one," she said, leaning in and kissing me.
Her lips created their own electricity.
When she broke the kiss, I asked, curious, having been somewhat disappointed that I had watched all the videos from the USB she gave me (each one like a new present to unwap), "How many USB's are there?"
"Four training USB's," she revealed, "although I have many other videos that are just for fun," she continued, kissing me again before finishing, "like tonight."
"Oh," I said.
"So did you do exactly what the last video ordered?" she asked.
I nodded, "Yes."
"How did it feel?"
"Weird."
"And?"
"Kind of cool," I admitted.
"Good," she nodded. "Becoming one with your sexuality means being vulnerable, being a risk taker, and willing to just let go and explore who you are."
"I think I've explored a lot of my sexuality this week," I said.
"Oh, that is just a start," she smiled.
"I can't imagine what else there is," I said.
"Oh, if you trust me, I will take you to places you didn't even know existed inside your conscience," she said, as she took my cock and led me to the couch.
"Get undressed," she ordered, as she went to her computer, which I learned was hooked up to her television.
I got undressed, anticipating an amazing night.
Once naked, I sat down and she sat beside me.
She asked, "Ready?"
"I was born ready," I joked.
"You were born for something," she quipped back, as she pressed play on the video and reached over and stroked my cock.
The title came on.
Good Girl vs Bad Girl (Alternate Version)
Like the one I had watched twice, most recently less than two hours ago, it had the dual voices, competing against the temptation of cock sucking.
"I just watched this one," I revealed.
"It's one of the best," she nodded, her finger just rolling around my mushroom top. Sometimes the words seemed to be the same, or similar, and other times it was new.
Voice 1: On your knees, cocksucker
Voice 2: Don't be a bad girl, you're a good girl
Look up at that big juicy cock
Don't get drawn in by the majestic penis
Text: This is your true purpose in life
Reach up and stroke the hard man meat
Don't allow your hunger to control you
Feel its amazing strength in your hand
Don't allow him to steal your sweet innocence
You were born to worship cock
Rose paused the video.
"I love the slow pacing of the video," Rose said, her hand ever so gently stroking my cock.
"I love the dual voices," I said, before adding, "they both drip with naughtiness."
"I know, they both sound like phone sex operators," she said.
"You know this how?"
"I just know," she smiled, pressing play and bending down to lick the shaft of my cock.
I groaned as her tongue slithered up and down my cock.
Lean forward and take that mushroom head in your mouth
You're not a cocksucker
Enjoy that cock slowly going in your eager mouth
Don't enjoy it, you're a good girl
Your mouth waters at the sight of a juicy cock
Rose's tongue meandered so randomly, up my shaft, down my shaft, swirling around my cock head... driving me wild.
Feel it harden in your mouth because of you
Don't let it get hard in your mouth
Feel the manhood become a fuck stick
Don't let it stiffen in-between your sweet pretty lips
You were put on this earth to be a cum deposit
Feel it pulsing and throbbing in your mouth
Don't... don't let it pulse in your mouth
Feel the veins as the blood rushes to the tip of the cock
Don't ... don't allow yourself to give in to the temptation
You are exactly where the great Lord planned you to be
Rose took my cock in her mouth and deep throated me... something very few women had been able to do.
Now start bobbing on that big juicy stiff cock
Don't allow yourself to get aroused
Take that entire man stick in that cock sucking mouth
Control yourself, resist the temptation
Your body craves the sweet taste of cum
Come on you little cock sucking whore
Take that big cock in your mouth
Don't do it, don't become a cocksucker
You crave the taste of cock
You crave the taste of cock
You crave the taste of cock
You enjoy worshipping it
Resist the growing temptation, you're a good girl, such a good girl
You must suck big hard dicks
Rose sat back up and paused the video.
She asked, "Ready?"
"Is your lingerie black?" I joked.
"Funny you should say black," she smiled, as she reached for the phone and texted somebody.
I was confused, but she resumed play and ordered, "Now focus on the video."
"I'd rather focus on you."
"Just watch," she said, as she moved her hand back to my throbbing cock... fuck, she was a tease.
Worship it
Enjoy it
Feels so good
Feels so right
So natural
This is where you were meant to be
On your knees
On your knees
On your knees
Fight it!
Good sluts live on their knees
Make him cum in your mouth
Down that slutty throat
Make him shoot his load in your mouth
And warm your belly
Open your mouth wide
Resist with everything you have, you're not a cum whore
At the count of ten he is going to come in your mouth and you are going to come too
You're going to feel his semen, his hot semen
Don't let him or you'll be aroused forever when you see a big juicy dick
Nothing matters but pleasuring the cock before you
You're going to feel semen fill your mouth
Catch his jizz on your tongue
Savour the sweet taste
Swallow that hot, hot, hot, cum
Don't let him cum in your mouth, you're a good girl and good girls don't suck cock, they don't eat cum
When he comes, you're going to come
Because cocksuckers get the most pleasure from making others come
Cocksuckers were born to please
To serve
To suck
To swallow
Cocksucker
Cocksucker
Cocksucker
YOU'RE A COCKSUCKER!!
So much arousal,
When he comes you're going to feel so much pleasure
Pleasure unlike any you have ever experienced in your life
As you understand your purpose in life
It's so fun to be a bad girl
A very good bad girl
A very good cocksucker
Cocksucker
Cocksucker
Cocksucker
Don't come, don't let him come in your mouth
YOU'RE A COCKSUCKER!!
"Are you ready to begin your real journey to sexual liberation, baby?" Rose asked as she paused the video right before the volcanic countdown.
"Yes," I whimpered, my cock ready to erupt at any time.
"James, come here," Rose said.
To my surprise, I turned to my right and a very built, black man was just a few feet away from me... and naked. I don't know why, but the first thing I did was glance down to his crotch area and gasp as I saw a huge black snake.., and it wasn't even hard.



"Hey, baby," he said, his voice so deep, as he walked over to us.
When he was in front of us, Rose took the massive cock and said, "What do you think?"
I joked, "That would destroy most girls."
James roared, "I like him already."
"Go ahead," Rose offered, "touch it."
"I-um-well," I struggled, completely intoxicated by the massive beautiful cock in front of me.
"Go ahead, baby," she purred, taking my hand and guiding me to it.
I didn't resist as I felt that this was where I was meant to be.
I took it in my hand and was just in awe of its sheer girth, already imagining how much bigger it would be once hard.
After a minute, even as my mouth betrayed me by watering, Rose said, "James, stand beside him and let him stroke your cock while he watches the rest of the video.
"Sure," James nodded, moving beside me.
"Stroke his cock while you watch the rest of the video baby," Rose ordered.
And I did, even as I wondered what it would feel like to have it in my mouth.
Ten: Suck it! Worship it! Adore it!
Resist it
Nine: Take it deep in your fucking throat
Don't become a cocksucker
Eight: Imagine that semen flowing out of his cock and into your eager mouth
Resist, resist, resist
Seven: The hot seed that only can be produced in the balls of a man
Shit, the cock looks so good
I couldn't help it, but I glanced over to the big black cock I was stroking... a cock that was becoming indeed hard to resist.
Six: Suck that hard juicy cock, worship the sheer perfection in front of you.
Damn it, I can't take my eyes off it
And I did again look at the massive cock that was getting harder in my hand.
Five: Feel the hardness that you caused with that cock sucking mouth of yours
Fight it, fight it, fight it, fight it, fight it
Four: Keep sucking it, your only purpose is to please a cock
Don't be a faggot, don't be a faggot, don't be a faggot, don't be a faggot, don't be a little fucking cocksucker, resist
Even as I was told not to be a faggot, the term that triggered my intense orgasm earlier today, I quit watching the video and turned to admire the cock before me. A cock I desperately wanted in my mouth.
But I didn't want to be a cocksucker.
I didn't want to be a faggot.
But I did want to feel his cock in-between my lips.
I did want to feel it harden in my mouth.
My mind and body were fighting internally... knowing that once I crossed the line there was no going back.
Three: Come on, little cocksucker, you want nothing more than to be on your knees, sucking that beautiful cock
Oh fuck, you're going to become a cocksucker, aren't you?
Rose whispered, her hand back on my cock, her hot breath on my ear, "Go ahead, baby, do what comes naturally."
Two: You want his cum, don't you? You want to be the perfect cocksucker
Don't be a faggot, don't be a little cock sucking cum bucket, resist, don't be a faggot
I couldn't resist any more. I leaned forward and took the semi-erect black cock in my mouth.
Instantly, a wave of relief coursed through me as an instant reality set in... this was what I was born for.
One: You can literally feel the anticipation as his cock pulses in your mouth ready to ejaculate and give you the greatest present a man can give you... his cum
Resiiiiiiiist
And God did I want to feel his cum rocket in my mouth as I ignored the good girl inside me and became the bad girl I was conditioned to be.
"That's so hot, baby," Rose purred, as she kissed the back of my neck.
Zero: He's coming all over your face, he's filling your mouth
It's too late, you're a fucking cock sucking faggot
I was in awe of the sudden hardening of his cock in my mouth... it felt like I was a magician. I felt pride rush through me as it became a fully erect chocolate stick.
"That's it," Rose purred, "let it harden in your mouth, baby."
I no longer heard the sounds of the two women, just the soft moans from James and the whispers of Rose.
The cock was so thick that it really stretched my mouth. Yet, I wanted to be a good cocksucker as absurd as that sounds.
Once hard, I began to slowly bob back and forth, only taking a couple of inches at first as I tried to get used to having a cock in my mouth.
It felt completely natural.
Yet, it took time to get accustomed to a cock, especially such a huge thick cock, in my mouth.
"Take your time," Rose purred, just before I felt her mouth on my cock.
This only added to the incredible sexual sensation I was feeling. I was sucking one cock while having mine sucked.
"Deeper," James ordered, speaking for the first time.
I obeyed, as with each forward bob I attempted to take more and more of his thick cock in my mouth.
Rose moved down and sucked my balls in her mouth, something I had only had done a couple of times.
She was edging me like crazy.
James ordered, "Suck my balls, cocksucker."
Being called it on video was one thing, being called it in person was another. Yet, at the moment I was a cocksucker... and maybe I would be for the rest of my life.
I obeyed, taking him out of my mouth and sliding my tongue down his shaft like I had seen in many of the videos.
Reaching his balls, his big balls full of man juice, his entire cock region completely shaved, I sucked the bag into my mouth and found a big ball.
I tried to replicate what Rose was doing to me.
"Oh yes, suck on my balls, cocksucker," James groaned.
Hearing him groan made me excited, my cock flinching.
I moved back and forth between both balls for a couple of minutes, and when Rose began moving back up my shaft, I did too.
I took his cock back in my mouth and resumed sucking as Rose purred, "You look so hot with a cock in your mouth."
That should have offended me.
Yet, instead it made me want to be an even better cocksucker.
She whispered, "You want his cock sliding in and out of your mouth."
And I did.
James took that as a cue and began slowly fucking my face.
This was a very different feeling than being the one doing the sucking. I felt sluttier, as if I was just his cum bucket.
That again made my cock flinch.
"You want his cum, don't you Brian?" Rose whispered.
I moaned on his cock in response.
"Because you're a natural little cocksucker. Be his little slut and take his big black cock. Make him shoot his jizz wherever he wants: down that eager throat of yours or all over that pretty face," she whispered, sounding like a voice in any one of the videos she had made me watch. Each sentence only enhanced my desire to be the perfect cocksucker.
As he began to go faster in my mouth, I gagged a bit.
She whispered, "Just relax, Brian. A good cocksucker can take any cock that is provided to her."
Being called a'her' was new and yet at the moment all I cared about was getting this big black guy off.
After a moment, Rose continued the nasty talking, "Get him off and swallow his cum, Brian. This cum will taste delicious and you will want more and more. You'll crave cock. You'll be addicted to man cream. You love being his little slut, don't you?" she continued, as she resumed stroking my cock.
James pulled out and I quickly replied, wanting that cock back in my mouth, "Yes, yes, I want to be his cock sucking cum slut."
James slid his cock back into my mouth, going faster and deeper, again making me gag a bit.
She continued, "Take it all, bitch. Do it how he likes. Just relax and let him fuck those cute puckered lips. Suck dick. Swallow cum. Be the mindless cum bucket you were born to be."
God, her words were driving me mad with lust and acceptance.
"Serve him, swallow his creamy load of cum, feel it slide down your throat. This is what you need: to serve big cock."
And I couldn't agree more.
James's breathing was getting more stunted and I assumed that meant he was close.
Was he going to cum down my throat?
Was he going to shoot his load on my face?
I wanted both.
I wanted to feel his cum shooting in my mouth, gliding down my throat and filling my belly.
I also wanted to feel his warm thick load splatter on my face.
Suddenly, I heard the two voices from the video again.
Swallow
It's too late, you have to swallow it all cocksucker
Swallow
You're a faggot forever.
Swallow
You're a cum guzzling queer now and forever
And then James grunted and I felt his cock pulse, followed by his cum pouring into my mouth.
Swallow
There is no going back
And I knew there wasn't. This was exactly what I was born to do.
Please.
Suck.
Swallow.
Obey.
Serve.
I was a cocksucker.
Maybe even a faggot.
As cum exploded into my mouth, Rose took my twitching cock back in her mouth and bobbed furiously.
James kept coming and coming and I kept swallowing and swallowing... like I was conditioned to do.
Feel it sliding down your throat
I tried to warn you cocksucker
Feel it filling your belly
You're a complete faggot now
And as I grunted and shot my load into Rose's mouth, I knew I was hers forever. I would do anything to feel this completely surreal, intense pleasure again.
You are finally complete now
You're a faggot
Your life makes sense now
You're a fucking faggot
Only sucking cock makes you happy
Because you're a cock sucking, cum addicted faggot
James pulled out once his complete deposit was made and Rose moved up, grabbed my face and kissed me. As her tongue slid into my mouth, I felt my cum transferred from her mouth into mine.
It was the hottest moment yet.
Cock controls you now
You'll want it every day
And as I swallowed my own cum, again, I knew it was true.
There would be no going back.
They say once you go black, you never go back.
And that may be true.
But for me, I knew that once you drop to your knees, you'll forever need to please.
...
...
...
The end of:
Hypno Sissy: Becoming a Cocksucker
...
...
...
...
...
Possibly coming someday if this story is liked by enough people:
Hypno Sissy2: Craving Cock
After swallowing his first load Brian craves more and goes looking for them.
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2 Mistresses Chapter One: A Study in Seduction
Mistress 1: Carolyn Adams is a successful businesswoman in her forties with years of experience seducing young straight women. At a high-end bar, she meets and seduces a sweet, beautiful actress and turns her into her submissive pet by using Maslow's hierarchy of needs. Carolyn believes in sweet seductions and uses the allure of lingerie, especially stockings, to enhance her exotic appeal.
Mistress 2: Samantha Summers is a spoiled, rich woman in her twenties who enjoys seducing older, straight women. While Carolyn is tender and thoughtful about her seductions, Samantha is aggressive and threatening in hers. On a flight, she dommes the first class flight attendant by using her bitchy persona and beauty to get what she wants. Samantha believes in domination and control and uses threats and her red bush to draw women in. Conversely to Carolyn, she hates stockings and almost never wears them.
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The Main Cast So Far (although there are many small characters who will come and go throughout the story):
MISTRESS 1:
Carolyn Adams: Seductive mid-forties Mistress, entrepreneur of a 'for women' website and CEO of the fast growing "Elegance Stockings" brand.
Mindy Boyd: Sweet Southern girl who moved to Los Angeles to become an actress but ends up being seduced by Carolyn and finding her true destiny as a submissive.
Carmen: Is a beautiful Latina who was once Samantha's pet but has since become Carolyn's live-in pet, her executive assistant, and the one responsible for Mindy's training.
Pam Thomas: The current 'it' girl in Hollywood, a submissive to Carolyn and the spokesperson and model for Carolyn's "Elegance Stockings" line.

MISTRESS 2:
Samantha Summers: Dominant mid-twenties Mistress, rich socialite, who wants revenge on Carolyn for Carmen's defection.
Chloe: A former no-nonsense police officer, who after being dommed by Samantha, quits her job and becomes her personal sex-slave assistant.
Laura Madison: Twenty-one years old, 36C breasts is an ex-Disney television star who unlike many others has kept her moral code post-Disney.

Chapter 2: Different Styles
Carolyn Adams
After her new pet Mindy got her off, Carolyn stood up and asked, "Enjoy your breakfast?"

"Yes, Mistress," Mindy answered, on her knees on the floor, pussy juice on her lips and face. She had woken up after her crazy night and had no regrets as she looked fondly at the beautiful woman who had awakened her true submissive nature and her true sexuality from its lifelong dormancy.

Carolyn stood up and ordered, "Come join me in the shower."
"Yes, Mistress."
Mindy washed her Mistress's entire body. Carolyn washed Mindy's.
Carolyn got dressed while Mindy went and found the clothes she had discarded last night.
Once dressed, Carolyn grabbed a few pairs of thigh-high stockings and handed them to her new pet. She said, "So, I know I made you a very generous offer last night, and I know you accepted it."
Mindy was suddenly worried her Mistress was retracting the offer.
Carolyn saw her pet's worried look, which made her smile, but she soothed away the worry. "I'm not changing the offer, my pet. I just want to make sure you still understand our terms the morning after."
"I do," Mindy nodded, a huge sigh of relief washing over her.
Carolyn went to her briefcase and pulled out her standard non-disclosure legal paperwork that also detailed her precise expectations for any pet. She brought it back to Mindy, who was donning a pair of Elegance thigh-highs.
"I need to make a phone call. While I do, read this and if you accept all the conditions, sign it," Carolyn ordered, before adding, "You may come sit at the table and have some breakfast while you do."
"Yes, Mistress," Mindy nodded, getting off her knees and moving to sit down. She looked at the single sheet of paper and read it.
To become a full-time submissive I, ________________________, under no duress, in complete understanding of the conditions of my employment, give my mind, body and soul to Mistress Adams.
In return, Mistress Adams will look after all my needs including accommodations, travel, clothing and food.
Our Mistress and submissive relationship will remain in force twenty-four hours a day, seven days a week. While in the outside world, I will outwardly appear to be Mistress Adam's assistant; however at all times I shall be Mistress Adams' property and will obey her every command, only altering outward appearances as she wishes, depending on our location and company.

I also acknowledge the following:

1. All information contained in documents I read, videos I view, conversations I am part of or overhear, and everything I learn about individuals I meet are all strictly confidential, subject to the pleasure of Mistress Adams.

2. I agree at all times to treat as confidential everything that I may see, hear, feel or experience through my role as a live-in submissive, subject to the pleasure of Mistress Adams.
3. I will not discuss such information with any party, nor will I participate in or permit the release, publication or disclosure of such information, nor will I copy, distribute, or disseminate such information, except as authorized by Mistress Adams.
SIGNED this ________ day of ______________________________, 20____.
______________________________ _____________________________
Signature of the Submissive Signature of Mistress Adams
Mindy read the contract a dozen times, surprised at how straightforward it was. One sheet of paper, a hundred words, give or take, were enough to forever change every aspect of her life.
Mindy printed her name in the place provided. She wrote today's date. Then, as she went to sign the contract, she stopped. Even though she had submitted unconditionally last night and again verbally today, it seemed somehow more official, more real, if she signed the paper.
Mindy wondered... was this what she really wanted? Her body screamed yes; yet, her mind wasn't as confident. This was a life-altering decision. Of course, so had been moving to Los Angeles, and that hadn't really paid off at all for her. Yet... somehow... this seemed different. She had been lost and now she felt found.
It was only one night... one wild, crazy night... but after two decades of feeling lost and alone, she felt at home.
Carolyn asked, seeing the pretty young woman staring at the contract, "Having second thoughts, my pet?"
"What? Um, no," Mindy answered, startled by the powerful woman's voice. "It's just I'm having trouble signing my name."
Carolyn grabbed the pen out of Mindy's hand, and signed her signature. "If you are having second thoughts, I understand. That said, I'm a very busy woman and I don't have the time or the patience to wait."
Suddenly very frightened at the prospect of losing this opportunity, Mindy took the pen back, and this time without a moment's hesitation signed the paper.
"You sure?" Carolyn asked, even though she knew the answer already. No one had ever signed the contract and backed out.
"Yes, Mistress," Mindy nodded, before apologizing, "Sorry I took so long."
"It's a big decision," Carolyn said, rubbing her pet's back.
"Thank you for giving me this opportunity," Mindy said, the woman's touch instantly sending chills through her spine.
"Oh, we will both benefit greatly from this arrangement, my pet," Carolyn said, always getting as much pleasure as the pet did.
Carolyn got her new pet's cell phone number, called Mindy a cab and said, "I have some business I need to take care of. I will see you very soon, my pet."
"Yes, Mistress," Mindy nodded, as a feeling of disappointment washed through her that the best night and morning of her life were now over.

Carolyn smiled, seeing her pet's disappointment, "Don't worry, my pet. You will start your new life very soon, and you and I will be together almost always."

"I can't wait," Mindy said.
"I know," Carolyn nodded, kissing Mindy and saying, "now scoot, or I'll never get my work done."

Mindy walked out of the kitchen and summoned the elevator.

Carolyn called her secretary and assistant, Carmen, and said, "I have found a new pet."
"Oh, okay," Carmen said, instantly annoyed. Although she loved training new pets, she hated when she wasn't the number one pet.
Carolyn scolded her jealous secretary, "Slut, was I asking your opinion?"
"No, Mistress," the voluptuous Latina replied, knowing that Carolyn knew her so very well that even the slightest hint in her tone was enough to get her in trouble.
"I'm texting you her cell number. I expect you to get in contact with her and book her flight, help her move and send her the survey," Carolyn ordered.
"Of course, Mistress," Carmen said. "And am I still expecting you tomorrow?"
"Yes, my pet," Carolyn answered. "I thought you would be happy with a new pet to train."
"Permission to speak frankly?" Carmen asked.
"Of course," Carolyn said, even though she knew exactly what her pet was about to say. Carmen was completely in love with her and wanted to be her exclusive pet. Of course that was never going to happen.
"New pets are exhausting," Carmen said.
"You were once exhausting," Carolyn reminded her.
Carmen wasn't sure what to say to that.
"Get in touch with Mindy and get her home," Carolyn ordered. "See you soon."
"Yes, Mistress," Carmen agreed, as her Mistress hung up. Mindy, Carmen thought to herself, what kind of name is Mindy? I bet she is some blonde haired, blue eyed, bimbo. She sighed as she went to call the number. Every time Mistress gets a new pet it is more work for me.
Mindy was in the cab when her cell phone rang. It was a number she didn't recognize. "Hello."
"Is this Mistress Carolyn's new slut?" Carmen asked frankly. She was already too pissed off and jealous to be polite.
"Um, who is this?" Mindy asked, surprised by the blunt question.
Carmen gave a heavy sigh that she made sure was clearly communicated through the phone. "I'm Mistress Carolyn's executive assistant. Now, please don't waste any more of my time with silly questions."
"Oh, hi, sorry," Mindy blabbered.
"Please text me your address and what day you want to fly out. I will make arrangements for the movers and the cleaners. I assume you don't own the property?" Carmen said, all businesslike.
"No, I rent," Mindy answered.
"Of course you do," Carmen said with condescension, even though ironically, she had still been living with her parents when she was seduced and dominated by her first Mistress, Samantha Summers.

Mindy didn't like the tone this woman was taking, but didn't say anything.

"Text me this information ASAP and I will take care of everything for you, princess," Carmen said sarcastically, and hung up.

Mindy began to speak, then she realized the phone was dead. Suddenly doubt rushed through her. Was this the right thing? Was she acting too fast, just like she had when she moved to Los Angeles? Was this a solution, or was she taking the path of least resistance once again?

These thoughts and many more spun in her head as she sat in the back of the taxi, a bunch of thigh-high stockings in her hands.

SAMANTHA SUMMERS
In her extravagant hotel room late that afternoon, Samantha researched the Elegance Stockings product line, and when she saw that the beautiful Pam Thomas was the spokeswoman and model for the product her pussy tingled and her jealousy burned.
That would mean without a doubt that Pam Thomas was Carolyn Adams' pet. Samantha instantly wanted someone famous as a pet. Someone on par with Pam Thomas. She had ex-Disney Star Hannah Spears in her harem, but she was no longer the top pop star in the world... in many ways she had become tabloid fodder after her brief slut phase following leaving her Disney contract.

She also had a governor on speed dial, Daphne Green, who was about to announce her run for the Presidency. Yes, she would have her fly here both to eat her pussy and assist in getting back at Carolyn.
She grabbed her phone and dialed the Governor's private cell number, which only an elite few had.
On the third ring, the Governor answered, "And where are you this time, Mistress?"
"Paris," Samantha answered, always liking that one of the most powerful women in America, and thus the world, addressed her as Mistress.
"Very nice," Governor Green said, as she worked on her laptop for a meeting coming up in twenty minutes. Samantha didn't realize she was being multi-tasked. Meanwhile, under her desk, a secretary to the leader of the opposition was licking the Governor's pussy.

"I need you here now," Samantha said bluntly.

"I can't," replied Governor Green, usually the dominant in her many lesbian relationships. "I have a meeting with big business about sponsoring my campaign."

"I wasn't asking," Samantha said, always annoyed when any of her pets didn't immediately just do as they were fucking told.
"Samantha," Governor Green said, using the intense young woman's first name, "I will be very busy for the next year and, of course, a lot busier than that when I win. These secret world travelling rendezvous have to end."
Samantha felt like she did when Carmen had turned traitor and left her for Carolyn... betrayed. "I didn't fucking ask for your daily agenda, or for lame ass excuses, slut."
Governor Green, although she enjoyed the odd act of submission and did indeed enjoy Samantha's pussy and body, didn't have time for this. She said, "Look, Samantha, we are done. I'm about to run for President. I'm not saying we can't meet when our schedules line up, but I'm no longer free to just drop anything to meet up with you."
Samantha was furious. She began, "You fucking bitch, I...."
Governor Green, who didn't take kindly to being called names even when in the act of submission, cut her off as she threatened back, "And don't try to fuck with me, Samantha! I have so much intel on you that I can ruin you far quicker than you can ruin me. You want to go out in a blaze of glory? Then try me!"

Samantha's anger intensified. Yet knowing that this threat was far from idle, she said, "We will have this discussion face to face very soon." She then hung up and grabbed the phone and called room service. "I need a bottle of your most expensive red wine, and right now!"

"Yes, ma'am," the voice said just as Samantha slammed her phone down. Was Carolyn behind this? She would bet the fucking bitch was. She knew that the Governor loved hosiery, the Governor lived in Boston and Carolyn in New York, so it was likely they had crossed paths before, almost surely at the Le Chateau Club, so it wasn't far-fetched to think that the Governor was wearing Elegance Stockings.

Samantha called the boutique she had been in earlier and asked the girl who answered the phone, "Is Governor Green one of your customers?"

"We don't give out customer information here, ma'am," the woman replied.
"Give me Scarlett right now," Samantha demanded.
A moment later, Scarlett answered, "Hello, this is Scarlett; how may I be of service?"
"It's Samantha. Is Governor Green a customer of yours?"
Fuck, Scarlett sighed, this was getting messier and messier. She answered politely, "We don't share customer information with anyone, ma'am."
"Answer the fucking question!" Samantha roared into the phone.
"Sorry, ma'am. But customer privacy is critical for obvious reasons," Scarlett answered, secretly enjoying being able to say no to this pretentious bitch. After she had spoken with Carolyn, it was obvious that there was a rivalry between the two. She had been backing Carolyn's horse for some time, and she wasn't about to change horses now. As a world class fashion designer she was well aware of the difference between class and bitch.

"Do you want me to come down there right now?" Samantha threatened.
"If you wish, ma'am," Scarlett replied calmly. "The answer will not change."
"You'll regret this," Samantha roared, as she slammed down the phone. 'What the fuck is happening?' she fumed just as there was a knock at the door.
She threw the phone on the couch and it bounced off and landed on the floor. "Fuck!" she said to herself, thinking suddenly the world was conspiring against her. She went to the door, opened it and found a young French woman at the door.
"Come in," Samantha said, already knowing what would make her feel better.
The young woman did, bringing a chilled bottle of wine in an ice bucket and asking, "Where would you like the wine, madam?"
"On the table there," Samantha said, as she closed the door.
The young woman placed the wine where instructed and asked, "Is there anything else I can do for you, madam?"
Samantha walked over to the pretty brunette and said, as she lifted up her dress, "Yes. You can eat my cunt."
"Excuse me, madam?" the young woman asked, astonished by Samantha's words.
"You obviously speak English," Samantha said, as she put her hands on the petite girl's shoulders and firmly shoved her to the ground.
The young girl was shocked. This was only her third week working here, nothing like this had happened, and nobody had warned her that it might, so she had no guidelines to follow. Before she could respond, unsure what to do, the bossy exhibitionist spoke again.

Samantha sometimes liked to seduce her prey, other times to blackmail, other times just to take. This was one of those 'take' times. It was obvious from the stunned look on the young girl's face that cunt was not familiar territory for her. She ordered, wanting just to dominate someone, anyone, "Now get licking. This is a once in a lifetime opportunity."

The young girl stared at the red-haired pussy. She had never been with a woman. Yet finding work was hard, and she sure didn't want to lose this newly found job because some rich woman had complained about her.

Samantha, wanting to be in charge again and feeling really bitchy because she had been utterly betrayed all day, grabbed the back of this shy, bewildered young girl's head and guided it into her pussy as she ordered, "Now come and enjoy your tip."

The girl was surprised by the strong scent and, believing her job was at stake, just did as she was told. As she began licking, she was startled by the taste. She had never really considered the taste of another woman's pussy, but this was exotic. Her boyfriend had gone down on her a couple of times, but complained the scent was gross and the taste worse (as if his cock smelt like roses or his semen tasted like maple syrup, but he expected blow jobs regularly). Men were 'porcs'.

After a couple of minutes, Samantha, watching and feeling a sudden shift from slow and tentative licking to a more eager tonguing, asked, "Are you enjoying your tip?"



"Yes, Madam," the French girl admitted, somehow addicted to both the scent and the taste.
"You want to taste my cum?" Samantha asked.
"Yes, Madam," she nodded.
"You sure?" Samantha asked, loving the look of insatiable lust that a first time pussy pleaser often had in their eyes. She upped the ante, "I can give you a fifty Euro tip instead."

Fifty Euros was a lot more than all the tips she had received in the first six hours of her shift today. Yet, even though that was very good money, much-needed money at that, she regarded the scent lingering in her nose. "Yes Madam, I am sure," she answered. 'I want very much to taste your cum."

"Good choice," Samantha purred.
The French girl resumed licking, exploring without a map. She visited every inch of the wet pussy, savoring the unique taste.
Samantha, frustrated by her day, didn't want a lengthy pussy-pleasing and ordered, "Suck on my clit, you eager French slut."
The girl was shocked to be called a slut, but she obeyed, moving her tongue to the swollen clit and beginning to flick it.
"Oh yes, you're a natural cunt licker," Samantha moaned, as her orgasm built rapidly.
The French girl kept licking, wanting to taste the full flood of cum.
Samantha grabbed the back of the young girl's head and held it deep in her and ground her pussy on the nameless girl's face.
The French girl tried to lick her as best she could while her face was used roughly.
Eventually, Samantha came, coating the girl's face with her cum.
The French girl was shocked by the gush of wetness that splattered her face as if she had put her face under a shower head. She tried to catch the flooding cum as best she could, the taste stronger, tangier, and sweeter.
Samantha let go of the girl's head and said, "You may go now."
"Yes, madam," the stunned, dripping wet, young woman nodded from her knees.
Samantha watched her leave, before she grabbed the bottle of wine and poured herself a glass, then she returned to researching that bitch, Carolyn Adams.
CAROLYN ADAMS
Back in New York, Carolyn had Carmen lick her pussy slowly as she read the responses to the sex quiz her new pet had answered.
1. WHAT IS YOUR FULL NAME: Mindy Samantha Boyd
2. AGE: 21
3. HAIR COLOUR: Black
4, EYE COLOUR: Green-blue
5. BRA SIZE: 34B
6. HEIGHT: 5'3"
7. SHOE SIZE: 6
8. KINKIEST THING YOU HAVE EVER DONE: Going to Mistress Adams' suite is definitely the kinkiest. But besides that, I guess fucking a guy on his desk while his secretary was just outside the door. He came on my face and although I was dressed when the secretary came in and seated herself across from him, my face was still coated in his cum, and she definitely noticed.
9. WHAT IS YOUR GREATEST FANTASY: Before I met Mistress Adams, it was to be gangbanged. I had no intention of ever doing it, but the idea of just letting go of my Southern conservativeness and being fucked by six or more men at once always made my pussy tingle. The best part would be that I would have no hope of being in control of the situation. I would be helplessly subjected to their every whim.
Truthfully, the idea of fucking a black man, my Dad still being a racist, also popped into my fantasies at times. Since meeting Mistress Carolyn, all my fantasies have been about women, and I know that I'm helplessly subject to Mistress Carolyn's every whim, and my 'six or more men' are unmourned history. All my future fantasies are unimaginably beyond my control and I can hardly wait to learn what they are.
10. WEIRDEST OBJECT YOU HAVE USED TO MASTURBATE: A plunger.
11. HAVE YOU EVER:
a) Had anal sex? No.
b) Been fisted? No.
c) Been urinated on? No.
d) Been blindfolded? No.
e) Been bound? No.
f) Been in a threesome or more? No.
g) Been spanked? No... well, playfully I suppose.
h) Had a lesbian encounter (besides Mistress Adams)? No.
i) Had any ice play? No.
j) Been sexually involved with a family member? God, no!
12. LASTLY, IS THERE ANYTING YOU ARE UNWILLING TO DO? No, Mistress. Although I am not into scat, or incest.
Carolyn said, "She is so innocent."
"It's disgusting," Carmen responded, between licks.
"Oh, you will have fun training her, my pet. She's like a blank slate," Carolyn purred.
"I'd rather be your one and only," Carmen admitted, something she had hinted at many times, but never came out and bluntly said.
"Oh, Carmen," Carolyn sighed. "We are a movement. And it is our duty to expand membership in this movement."
"I understand," Carmen sighed. One of the reasons she had left the more abusive and dominant Mistress Summers was because the woman had no real vision. She just wanted to always be on top at all costs. Carolyn, on the other hand, had a great master plan: To get Governor Green elected as the first female President. She also wanted the feminist movement to spread across the globe using the power of feminine sexuality to inexorably change the world. It was a beautiful plan. A plan Carmen completely supported. Yet, it was a plan that demoted Carmen to just one pawn on a very large chess board.

"The time is coming, my pet," Carolyn said. She also knew that Samantha Summers was going to be back in her life soon. Besides the incident in Paris, Samantha had called Governor Green and was smart enough to deduce that Carolyn had been a big factor in the Governor's refusal to obey her.

Unlike Samantha, Carolyn didn't see Governor Green as her submissive but her equal. When they met for some intimacy there was no Mistress, no submissive. There were just two women who were most natural, most themselves when exploring each other's bodies.
If Carolyn could love someone exclusively, it would be Governor Green. But she knew that her plan didn't allow herself to be monogamous.
She closed her eyes and allowed Carmen to get her off. She imagined an end game where she went head-to-head with Samantha. She knew it was inevitable. She had met and dominated women like her before... women who thought sex was a game of winner and loser. Yet Carolyn knew better: sex had to be mutual. The Mistress and the submissive each had needs to be filled. The Mistress needed a submissive as much, if not more, than the submissive needed a Mistress. Unfortunately very few Mistresses got past the bare-bones hierarchy of 'Mistress controls submissive. End of story.'

But Carolyn knew the hierarchy was inherently unstable by itself and would always fall apart if the mutual trust, the foundation of Maslow's theory, was betrayed.

Once she came, with a great, intense orgasm, Carmen being the best pussy-pleaser she had ever had (and she had had lots), Carolyn said, "Now finish getting Mindy's room ready. I want her to feel at home."
"Of course, Mistress," Carmen nodded, crawling from under her Mistress's desk and retreating from the office.
Carolyn pondered out loud, "What will Samantha's next move be?"
It would be easy for Samantha to find out that Pam Thomas was the spokesperson and model for Elegance Stockings. Carolyn placed a call.
"Hi, Carolyn," Pam greeted, as she waited for the director to call her back to the set.
"Where are you, beautiful?" Carolyn asked.
"Toronto," Pam answered.
"On purpose?" Carolyn joked.
"You know I'm Canadian, silly," Pam countered, knowing her Mistress was teasing her. Carolyn and Pam had a very relaxed version of a Domme/sub relationship. Almost, but not quite, on par with the friendship Carolyn had with Governor Green.

"And I don't even hold that against you," Carolyn teased.

"Yeah, yeah," Pam said. "America, blah, blah, blah. We're both North Americans. So why are we called Canadians and you uppity people aren't United Stateeons?"

"Exactly," Carolyn chuckled. After a pause, she asked, "Has a Samantha Summers been in contact with you?"

"I don't think so," Pam said, the name not ringing a bell.
"Well, she has a grudge against me and I can easily see her eyeing you as a conquest worth attempting," Carolyn said.
"I'm flattered." Pam said, before adding, loving to play with words, "Although, I think someone has already planted her flag in me."
"You did take that flag pretty eagerly," Carolyn laughed, recalling their last meeting when she had fucked Pam with a ten inch cock, Pam looking more like a porn star in heat than the most acclaimed female actress in the world.
"And when may I be conquered again?" Pam asked. Although she had a boyfriend and half a dozen assistants who were always ready and willing to get her off, it was only with Carolyn that she allowed herself to be the submissive.
"I don't know," Carolyn answered, the idea of a night with Pam suddenly looking rather appealing.
"Two weeks," Pam said, an idea popping into her head.
"What?"
"I have a movie premiere in two weeks in Los Angeles. I'm sending you a couple of passes to the premiere and after party," Pam suggested, knowing that Carmen usually went with Carolyn for such events.
"Send me four," Carolyn ordered, thinking this would be a great first outing for Mindy.
"No problem," Pam said, before adding, "I have insisted that all the female characters for this movie I'm filming wear Elegance Stockings."
"Awesome," Carolyn said. "And you will endorse them at the movie premiere."
"Be my date and I will introduce you to the world," Pam said.
"What about Taylor?"
"He knows his place," Pam said, her boyfriend whipped... so whipped that she had begun pegging him just because she could. She didn't love him at all; she liked women... but having a boyfriend who was the lead singer of the most popular band in the world had too many benefits to get rid of him just yet.
"As all men should," Carolyn laughed, loving that Pam was a strong-willed feminist to the entire world... except to her.
"And after the party, I am completely yours," Pam said, her pussy getting wet at the idea of Carolyn's sweet yet naughty domination.
"I'll bring Dr. Feelgood," Carolyn said.
"That sounds promising," Pam said, as she texted Zelda: 'Get in here now.'
"Twelve inches of vibrating goodness," Carolyn promised.
"I'm not sure my body could take another inch," Pam said, feeling so full the last time they were together.
Zelda, her make-up person, walked into her room, and Pam snapped her fingers and pointed to her pussy. The submissive wordlessly approached to the beautiful movie star, dropped to her knees and buried her face in her pussy.
"Your body can handle whatever I put into it," Carolyn said, knowing that Pam was a woman who was always thrilled to be pushed, to be expanded into new adventures. She was a girl who got bored easily, which made sense, considering she had everything. Carolyn never bored her at all.
"You know I can't say no to you," Pam moaned, as the girl's tongue made contact.
"Is someone eating your cunt?"
"Maybe."
"Let me talk to her," Carolyn ordered.
Pam handed the phone to Zelda and said, "Do whatever she tells you."
"Um, okay," a confused Zelda said, taking the phone. "Hello?"
"When you get close to getting Pam off, I want you to slide a finger up her ass, is that clear?"
"What? No, I couldn't do that!" Zelda protested.
Pam ordered firmly, "Do exactly what she tells you!"
Carolyn added, thinking that Pam's anal training would be next, "Trust me, she will love it."
"Okay," Zelda said tentatively, handing Pam back the phone and resuming licking.
"You have her worried," Pam said.
"Trust me, you will love it," Carolyn promised.
"I'm sure I will," Pam moaned softly, the conversation getting her pretty damn excited.
"Sweet coming," Carolyn said, as she hung up.
Pam put the phone down and ordered, "I only have a few minutes. Get me off, now."
Zelda obeyed, knowing that Pam's clit was super sensitive and began tongue-flicking it, while simultaneously fingering her pussy.
"That's it, spank my clit," Pam moaned, as she closed her eyes and tried to envision what 12 inches of vibrating cock could possibly feel like.
Zelda listened to Pam's moans and when she knew the orgasm was imminent, she pulled her finger out of the very wet pussy and slid it quickly, before she changed her mind, as deep as she could into her employer's ass.
"What the fuuuuuuuuuuuck," Pam screamed, as a finger penetrated her ass and triggered her orgasm instantly.
Zelda kept licking, leaving her finger buried in the actress's ass, as she lapped up the sweet nectar.
Pam asked, as her body kept trembling, "Were you told to shove a finger up my ass?"
"Yes, ma'am," Zelda nodded.
"That bitch," Pam said, as she picked up her phone and texted Carolyn: 'That was a surprise!'
.....
Mindy flew first class. She'd had no idea what a difference it made sitting on the other side of the curtain. Free booze, food that wasn't processed and nicely presented, and a stewardess who was always available were just some of the perks.

As Mindy flew to New York to start a new life, she couldn't help but feel full of trepidation. She couldn't wait to see Mistress Carolyn again, but she was less excited about meeting Carmen, who seemed to be a complete bitch.

When she finished baggage claim and got out of the airport, a pretty, big-busted brunette was holding a sign with her name on it. She took her bags and led her to a limousine. Mindy thought to herself, 'I could definitely get used to this.'

And when Mindy arrived at the house... no, the mansion... of Mistress Carolyn, she gasped. Everything about her exuded grandeur.

The limousine pulled up to the front and the driver came around and politely opened the door for Mindy.

Mindy got out and the driver said she would bring up her things. She walked up the long sidewalk to the front door, took a deep breath, and knocked.

The door was opened thirty seconds later by a woman actually dressed in black and white as a maid. Mindy thought such outfits were only for the 1960s and porn movies.

The maid, Daisy Smith, greeted, "Good afternoon, Mindy, please come in. Welcome home."

For a moment Mindy thought she would burst into tears at the simple words, 'welcome home'. She controlled herself, walked in and simply said, "Thank you."

"You're welcome," Daisy said, instantly seeing why Mindy had been chosen. She couldn't wait to get to taste her.

"This is a lot more than I anticipated," Mindy said, looking at the massive spread.
"Mistress Carolyn does everything big," Daisy explained.
"So I see," Mindy nodded.
"Let me take you to Ms. Carmen. She is waiting for you."
Mindy nodded, "Okay," even though she wasn't too excited to actually meet Carmen. She asked, as she followed the pretty blonde maid, able to see the tops of her lace-top thigh-highs as she walked, "Is Mistress Carolyn home?"
"Not at the moment," Daisy answered, "but she is expected soon."
"Great," Mindy said, with a little too much excitement.
Daisy warned, "Ms. Carmen can be a bit tough on the outside, but deep down she cares."
"Um, okay," Mindy nodded, not sure what to expect.
A moment later, Daisy knocked on a door.
"Come in," Carmen bellowed, as she used her computer to work on a massive online purchase for Elegance Stockings for an upcoming movie premiere. Once Pam Thomas had invited Mistress to the upcoming movie premiere, Carmen had come up with a brilliant idea. What if we gave every guest at the premiere a pair of Elegance Stockings? Mistress loved the idea, but Carmen soon realized the idea required a massive transfer of product that had been promised to Europe to be rerouted to California instead. After many phone calls, some threats, and some major discounts to a few European outlets, the reroute was on.

Carmen was pulling strings to increase production when there was the knock on the door.

She glanced up and said, already having investigated her through Google, Facebook and Instagram so as to know exactly what was walking through that door, "So you're the new pet."
"Yes, Miss," Mindy nodded, feeling nervous in the Latina's presence.
"Daisy, you may go," Carmen ordered.
"Yes, Ms. Carmen," Daisy nodded, curious what the mercurial woman had in store for the new pet.

Once Daisy left, Carmen said, "Come here."
Mindy walked over to the big busted Latina.
"Knees," Carmen ordered, not even looking at the black haired beauty.
Mindy hesitated.
"Now!" Carmen demanded, still typing on her computer.
Mindy obeyed, nervous, finding this situation very different than her previous submission.
"Good. Now... wait," Carmen instructed.
And Mindy waited... for over twenty minutes while Carmen pecked away on a computer. Mindy wanted to move, to ask questions, but instead she just waited like a child being punished. Part of her was very angry. She had come here to be Mistress Carolyn's pet and not be treated off-handedly by some Hispanic woman she didn't even know.

Carmen, now on her cell, turned her chair around, slipped out of her heels and snapped her fingers at the new submissive as she lifted her right foot up towards the pet.

Mindy was annoyed both because of the assumption that she was this woman's subservient but also because she had no idea what she was supposed to do.

Carmen glared at the confused, black haired pet, thinking this was going to be a lot of work, and said into the phone, "Please hold a moment," and then to Mindy, "Massage my foot."

Mindy reluctantly obeyed. She took hold of the sheer silk, these were obviously Elegance Stockings, and began tenderly massaging the foot.
"With your tongue and lips," Carmen clarified, thinking if she had to train this Snow White submissive, she was going to make it clear which one of them was at the bottom of the hierarchy.
Mindy paused. She almost said something but stopped. She suddenly realised that Mistress Carolyn almost certainly knew she was here and knew that she was being treated this way. But this Carmen person was being insufferably rude.

Carmen saw the girl about to speak and asked harshly, "What? Do you have something to say?"
Mindy, resenting her condescending tone replied, "Yes. I'm not your pet."
Carmen scoffed and gave a harsh laugh. "Oh, my delusional Southern bimbo. You are now everyone's pet."
"Excuse me?" Mindy questioned, hating being called a bimbo.
"You are low submissive on the totem pole. Christ, even Daisy the maid is above you," Carmen clarified, wanting to put the very pretty woman, and potential threat to the hierarchy that currently existed, in her rightful place.
"I don't think...." Mindy began, but was cut off.
"Exactly! You don't think. You're a bimbo. A pussy-pleasing bimbo. Your new job is very clear. Do as you're fucking told regardless of who tells you," Carmen explained raising her voice.
Carmen shoved her stocking toes in the black haired pet's shocked open mouth.
"Now suck my fucking toes while I talk to my sister," Carmen ordered.
Mindy was flabbergasted. This wasn't what she'd signed up for. Yet, the foot already in her mouth, she obeyed the humiliating order and began sucking each toe through the sheer hosiery.
Carmen returned to talking to her sister, "Yes, Mistress Carolyn has brought home a new pet and, well, she is very raw and needs a lot of training and discipline."
Mindy couldn't believe this woman was talking to her sister about such things. Yet, even as her face burned with shame, she realized her panties were incredibly damp. Was being treated so harshly turning her on?



Carmen laughed, "Oh, I'll have her obeying mindlessly in no time."
Mindy's head was spinning with the full breadth of the possible consequences her spontaneous and not very well thought out decision may have led her to.

Carmen continued, knowing Mindy was listening and also obeying. "Christ, she hasn't even taken anything in her ass yet."
Mindy knew anal might eventually be a thing she would have to do. It actually was something she had researched after filling out the sex form. And although the idea scared her a bit, the thought of giving herself completely to her Mistress in that way turned her on. But the idea of giving her ass up to this pretentious bitch in the room with her did not appeal to her at all.

Carmen continued, as she pulled one foot out of the submissive's mouth and offered her the other one. This time she didn't shove it in the black haired pet's mouth, but dangled it in front of her, making the pet choose to obey this time.
Mindy sensed this was a test. She was supposed to obey. She hesitated again. She looked up at Carmen on the phone chatting, chatting loosely about her, and decided she wasn't going to be walked on by this stranger.

Mindy stood up and began to leave the office.

"Where do you think you're going?" Carmen asked, totally surprised by the girl's sudden defiance.

"I'm not your fucking pet," Mindy shot back, the past few months of being treated like a slut or seen as one by all those so-called 'Hollywood movie producers' finally boiling over all at once.

Carmen stood up and said, "Don't you ever fucking talk to me like that again."
"I'm Mistress Carolyn's pet and I'm thrilled about that, but I am not yours," Mindy stated, standing her ground.

Carmen sighed, now comprehending Mindy's ignorance, and calming down. "Sweetheart," she spoke gently, "that is not how this works. We are a family."

"Family?" Mindy scoffed. She had not calmed down. "Family doesn't treat each other with such disrespect." Yet, as soon as she said that, she flashed back to her unsupportive father. Mistress Carolyn had become more of a family member in that one brief encounter than her father had been in years, or her mother who had remained silent when her father dismissed her fondest dreams as silly, impractical and stupid. She also replayed the Mommy role-playing with Mistress Carolyn that wild night and how much it had turned her on.
"Family," Mistress Carolyn said assertively and unexpectedly from the doorway, interrupting the sister-like squabble, "is all we've got."

"Mistress Carolyn, thank God," Mindy gasped, so relieved to see her.

"I was just explaining how things work here," Carmen explained.
Mistress Carolyn nodded, "Mindy, you are now a member of a very supportive family, but we are also a very demanding family."
"Yes, Mistress," Mindy nodded, the words coming from her beloved Mistress meaning so much more than anything from a stranger.

"You two are now like sisters," Carolyn continued. "And, of course sisters fight. But sisters also love each other unconditionally."

"But there is always a hierarchy between siblings," Carmen pointed out.

"Usually there is," Carolyn agreed. "But I think before we finalize any details of our own family's hierarchy, it is important that you two get to know each other much better. Carmen, forward the phones to Darian, then meet me in my room."

"Yes, Mistress," Carmen nodded, annoyed that Mistress hadn't made it clear she was in charge over the Texas bimbo.
"Mindy," Carolyn said, taking the pretty young girl's hand, "Come with me."
"Yes, Mistress," Mindy obeyed, a rush of excitement at being with her Mistress again coursing through her.
Carolyn explained, as they walked down a hallway, "You have to understand, Mindy, that Carmen sees you as a threat."
"A threat?" Mindy asked.
"Of course," Carolyn continued. "It's like when a family adds an adopted child. The children already in the family feel threatened by the perception that the love they receive from their parents will suddenly be less, or even disappear, and be transferred to the new child."

"Oh," Mindy said, instantly understanding the message and also why Carmen had been so rude to her. Even unknowingly, she was a threat.

"It will be important for you two to get along, but it is absolutely vital for both of you to understand that there is no need to compete for the love of your mother, or in this case, your Mistress. I have enough love for both of you, and both of you are vital to my own happiness," Carolyn explained.

"Really?!! Oh my God, thank you so much, Mistress!" Mindy was beside herself to know that her Goddess depended on her. But at the same time she was now very critical of herself. She knew she was being very childish to feel jealous at having to share the attention, the time, and the love of her Mistress with the prickly Carmen, but she still couldn't set aside her possessiveness.

As if reading her mind, Carolyn continued, as they reached a room bigger than most entire homes, "And there is no place for jealousy. Each member of our family is loved for who they are, and for what they bring to the table, physically, spiritually and sexually."

Yes, Mistress," Mindy nodded, trying very hard to set aside her jealousy and, she thought, at least partially succeeding.

"This is my room," Carolyn said.
"Wow," Mindy said. "This is bigger than my entire house back home."
"In LA or Texas?" Carolyn asked.
"Both," Mindy answered, before amending, "Combined."
Carolyn laughed. "I have worked hard my entire life and I'm now rewarding myself by getting exactly what I want."
Mindy felt that was exactly how she herself had ended up here. Carolyn had decided she wanted a pet, Mindy seemed ideal, so she went out and got her. Submissiveness was not the same as humility, and if Mistress Carolyn said that she was the best, she wouldn't question the fact, but just preen. Mindy nodded, "It's a great way to live."

"It's a way I will train you to live too, my pet," Carolyn said, leaning in and kissing her. Breaking the kiss, she ordered briskly, "Now go sit on the end of the bed and wait for Carmen."

"Yes, Mistress," Mindy obeyed, going to the edge of the king-sized bed. Actually it was larger than a king-sized bed, a lot larger. Mindy asked, "How big is this bed?"

"Two and a half kings," Carolyn answered before explaining, "sometimes I host rather large sleepovers."

"Oh my," Mindy said, imagining a well-attended lesbian orgy.

Carmen entered and Carolyn instantly ordered, "Now both of you on the bed, on your knees, facing each other."
Both obeyed, even as Carmen wondered to herself, 'Where is this going? Why is Mistress not insisting this new bimbo pet defer to me?'

Carolyn walked over to them and explained, "You two will be spending a lot of time working together. It is important that you get to know each other, inside and out."
"But, I'm in charge," Carmen blurted out, annoyed.
"Shhhhhh," Carolyn said. "My sweet pet, I understand you are feeling threatened. But this isn't about you, or Mindy, or even me. This is about family."

"But I'm your family," Carmen stressed, frustrated at sharing the spotlight. There had always been others, many others: in other states and countries while travelling, and employees here. But she had always been Carolyn's number two; that had always been very clear. The maid Daisy, the cook Savannah, the chauffeur Audrey, and her assistant Darian (who worked out of Japan recently) all were below her. Carmen was second mistress... and now somehow this new girl was sauntering in and being treated as if she were an equal.

Mindy on the other hand was overwhelmed; she had no history to draw on; she was struggling to comprehend her role in this new family and wasn't having much success.

"And you will always be my family, Carmen," Carolyn reassured, a little surprised at how defensively Carmen was acting. She had brought many women to the mansion and to their hotel rooms and Carmen had never questioned Carolyn's dalliances at all. She knew she was important and loved. Yet now it seemed her needs were not all being satisfied. "And you will remain in charge of the house and the company. But Mindy is also special, and will be in charge of other things."

"Like what?" Carmen asked.

"We will worry about that later," Carolyn said. "But for now it is clear we need a very intimate get-to know-each-other activity to build some mutual respect." She moved onto the bed and ordered, "Kiss."

Carmen was about to protest, but felt Mistress's hand on the back of her head. So she obeyed as both girls were guided to each other.

The kiss was awkward at first. Their lips didn't even connect the first time.

Carolyn whispered, as she held a hand on the back of each pet's head, "Relax and enjoy each other. Explore each other's mouths with your tongues."
Mindy opened her mouth and began to move her tongue inside Carmen's. Carmen, who loved kissing, explored Mindy's as well. Carmen's hostility began to melt as the kiss became more intimate, more passionate. Mindy's trust in her Mistress's wisdom was helping her to set aside her distrust of the bitch... sorry... this gorgeous, voluptuous woman... whose long, passionate kiss was really beginning to turn Mindy on.

Carolyn watched the two. She loved kissing. She also loved to watch kissing. Sometimes that was more erotic and made her wetter than any other form of sex, no matter how deviant.
After a couple of minutes, Carolyn ordered, "Carmen, undress Mindy."
Carmen knew exactly what Mistress expected. She'd been here before and was on very familiar ground.

Carmen moved behind Mindy and unzipped her dress. She kissed the back of her neck very tenderly as she did so. She then slowly lifted the dress up and over the woman's head. Once the dress was off, she rained kisses up and down Mindy's back before she went to unclasp her bra. Once it was unclasped, she crawled around Mindy until she was directly in front of her and thoroughly kissed Mindy's ears, neck, and breasts, before she gently, almost lovingly (it was still early days) pushed her onto her back.

Mindy's body trembled with thrills. The tenderness Carmen was bestowing on her was such a wonderful contrast to their earlier altercations. She loved feeling the soft kisses and the hot breath on her lips and everywhere else. Her panties dampened... again.

Carmen lifted Mindy's foot and sucked each toe into her mouth. She then showered the girl's stocking-clad sole with kisses, licks and nibbles before shifting to the other foot and replicating the entirety of these dedicated attentions.

Mindy couldn't believe how much this tenderness was turning her on and how this woman who had previously been such a bitch was now treating her with such TLC. How she felt completely at ease and willing to give herself to this woman with total trust and passion. This same wonderful woman that she had seen as an implacable enemy just twenty minutes ago.

Carmen then moved again and slowly, gently, lovingly removed Mindy's panties, leaving her naked except for her now ubiquitous thigh-high stockings. Carmen was surprised by how hairy the woman was, but knew a full spa day including a complete Brazilian was scheduled in two days' time.

"Mindy, now undress Carmen," Mistress Caroline instructed, as she got off the bed and went to a nearby chair to sit down and watch. Once she was seated she rang a porcelain bell.

Mindy responded, "Yes, Mistress," as she sat back up and began to unbutton Carmen's blouse. Carmen's breasts were much larger than hers or even Mistress Carolyn's, and she was wondering how big, how heavy they really were. She anticipated learning the answers very soon.

Carmen asked, as Mindy seemed to be staring at the valley between her blouse and bra, "Mindy, do you like big tits?"

"I didn't know I did before I met Mistress," Mindy answered. "But now I seem to be in the presence of two pairs of perfect tits, and I couldn't be happier."

Carolyn laughed from the sidelines, "'In the presence'. You really are adorable."

Suddenly Daisy entered and asked, "You rang, Mistress?"

"Come home," Carolyn ordered.

Mindy glanced over as she slid the blouse down the slender arms of the darker skinned Latina.

Daisy walked over to her Mistress, dropped to her knees and waited.

"Come in," Carolyn ordered, opening her legs.

Mindy watched the maid move between Mistress Carolyn's legs and begin licking her pussy. Mindy wanted to be the one doing that. Yet, she returned to the task at hand and reached around and unclasped Carmen's bra as she kissed her neck. Mindy struggled briefly, as she tried to multi-task: stare, unclasp and gasp, "Wow!" The massive breasts that were almost exploding from the sturdy satin bra were beauties! She wanted to bury her face in those soft pillows and remain there for a long, long time.

"Go ahead and touch them," Carmen offered; her tits had seized the unbroken attention of many men and women in her life. Her tits had begun growing before anyone else's in middle school and always thereafter she had the biggest breasts around. Adding in her big booty, she was like a submissive Jenifer Lopez... a comparison she often heard.

Mindy was still curious how heavy they were, and now she felt she had carte blanche. She moved a hand to each breast. She caressed. She hefted. She gently bit each nipple. She almost swooned. But she simply said, "Wow, these beauties must be heavy to carry around all day."

"Yeah they are, but you should see them bounce when I ride on a nice, big strap-on cock," Carmen moaned, her massive tits her most intense erogenous zone. Mindy's attentions felt wonderful!

"I can only imagine," Mindy nodded, as she stared at the huge breasts, imagining. Carmen's aureoles were actually larger than Mindy's own full breasts. And similarly Carmen's nipples seemed to be almost as large as Mindy's aureoles.

"Oh, you will get to see first-hand very soon," Carolyn's voice interjected, seeming to come from another dimension as Carolyn herself, very much present, watched her Norwegian maid and former sex toy model Daisy lap her pussy slowly, knowing perfectly how to orchestrate a gradual, inexorable crescendo of arousal until her Mistress was ready to come.

"Suck on my nipples, Mindy," Carmen ordered, her pussy tingling and wanting to feel the girl's hot breath and wet tongue on them. She also wanted to slowly, slyly, control the younger girl.
Mindy instantly obeyed, as if these nipples were magnets drawing her in. She couldn't believe how big they were, she couldn't believe how hard they felt in her mouth, and she couldn't believe how amazing it felt to pleasure them.
After a couple of minutes, Carolyn ordered, "Now finish getting her undressed, my pet."
Mindy reluctantly obeyed; she would have been happy to suck on these tits forever.

Carmen laid back and lifted her ass, and Mindy tugged the skirt down and off.

Mindy then removed the sexy thong and stared at another completely shaved pussy.

Carmen said, "Don't worry, I have you booked in a couple of days for a complete spa day."

"Oh, okay," Mindy replied.

"Everyone in the family keeps their pussies completely hair free, my pet," Carolyn explained.

"Understood, Mistress," Mindy nodded, wishing she had thought to get hers shaved before she got here.

"Now look at each other," Carolyn ordered.
Mindy admired Carmen's huge breasts, shaved pussy and dark skin.
Carmen liked Mindy's perky breasts and long, sexy legs. She really was a very beautiful pale white woman, her skin almost like alabaster.

"You two are sisters," Carolyn said. "Sisters who will do anything for each other and," she stopped for a dramatic pause, "to each other."

"Yes, Mistress," both submissives said in unison.
"Good! Now, are you both wet?" the Mistress asked.
"Yes, Mistress," they both said, again together.
"Good; now Carmen, get back to work. Daisy, please give Mindy a complete tour of the house and show her to her room. Mindy, please have a shower and come down for dinner at exactly 5:30 wearing the outfit I have set out for you."

"Yes, Mistress," all three submissives obeyed.

Two hours later Mindy was still in awe. The mansion had a pool, a tennis court, a bowling alley, twelve bedrooms, an editing studio, a small movie theatre, a library and more. And her room was three times bigger than her entire apartment in Los Angeles. In the mansion were also two mysterious locked rooms she wasn't allowed to investigate... which, of course, only made her very curious.

Daisy showed Mindy a massive walk-in closet, also bigger than Mandy's former residence, full of designer clothes. "These are all yours," Daisy explained.

"No way," Mindy gasped, looking at well over a hundred outfits. All of them were gorgeous and crafted from the finest materials; some were elegant and formal, some of them sexy in an elegant sort of way, many of them were downright slutty, and about a dozen of them were so revealing that to wear one in public would result in being arrested.

"And these too," Daisy added, as they explored deeper into the closet... this was almost like spelunking... and Mindy discovered an entire wall of shoes and boots. Daisy loved the look of utter shock on the young girl's face, remembering her own overwhelmed feelings when she had first arrived here fifteen months ago.

"Oh... my... God," Mindy gasped, blown away.

"The Mistress is very generous," Daisy said, before adding, looking serious for the first time, "however, Mindy, you must always obey Mistress Carolyn and never, ever question her."

"Of course," Mindy nodded, thinking that her total trust in her Mistress was exactly why she had been fortunate enough to end up here.

"I mean, you will be wise to obey no matter how crazy or strange an order may appear to be," Daisy stressed, knowing that eventually Carolyn would push this new pet to the furthest extremes of her boundaries.

"I understand," Mindy nodded, although the additional emphasis was sounding a bit scary.

"And if you obey, you will be showered with luxuries that very few women in this world ever get to even see," Daisy added, back to her smiling, bubbly self.

"So I see," Mindy smiled, as she stared at the plethora of shoes in every colour, almost all of the heels at least three inches.

"May I bathe you?" Daisy asked.

"Um, not today if that is okay," Mindy said. Although Daisy was a blonde Scandinavian goddess, Mindy really needed some time alone. She explained, "I would love to spend some quality time with you any other time Daisy, but right now I really need some alone time to process this crazy day."

"Of course," Daisy nodded, not at all offended. She went to leave the massive bedroom and reminded, "5:30, don't be late."
"Of course," Mindy nodded.
Mindy took a long bubble bath in a massive tub that could easily fit two, or even three. Once finished, she went to the bed to inspect the outfit laid out for her. It was a long red gown, with a pair of beige silk obviously Elegance stockings, and five inch red heels. There were no panties or bra. She didn't think these omissions were an oversight.

As Mindy got dressed, she remained sans underwear, of course. Once dressed, she slipped on the five inch heels and looked at herself in the full length mirror. Unlike her prior encounters with mirrors, she couldn't deny that she looked amazing.

It seemed that Mistress Carolyn was also an expert in knowing how to enhance her pets' looks, since Mindy had never appeared more beautiful than this very moment.

Mindy glanced at the clock and realized it was time to head down for dinner, took one last peek at herself in the mirror, still in wonder at how amazing she looked, before she went to meet everyone for the evening meal.

The dining room was as extravagant as the rest of the house, with a dinner table that could seat twenty-four. There were only three settings, at one end of the table. When Mindy arrived, she was the first one there. Unsure where to sit, she remained standing, waiting for the others to arrive.

Daisy came out a minute later carrying fresh buns and said, "Mistress Carolyn has assigned this spot for you."



Mindy followed Daisy to the designated spot to the right of the head of the table, Daisy politely adjusted her chair for her, and she sat down.

A couple of minutes later, Carmen arrived in an identical gown to Mindy's but in black, and sat directly across from her. Carmen asked politely, "Did you get a chance to get settled in?"

"I did," Mindy nodded. "It's all a little overwhelming."

"Oh, this is only the beginning," Carmen predicted just as Mistress Carolyn entered, completely naked except for thigh-high stockings and heels.

Carolyn sat in her usual spot at the head of the table, totally casual in her nudity, and said, "Welcome to this very special dinner."

"Good evening, Mistress," Mindy greeted, trying to look into her Mistress's eyes and not at the beautiful big tits she longed to suck on.

"Good evening, my pets," Carolyn said, making it clear she wasn't favouring one over the other.

"Tonight we officially welcome Mindy to our family," Carolyn announced.
"Thank you, Mistress," Mindy said, excitedly.
"Of course, my pet," Carolyn nodded. "But first, a feast."
They all ate in relative silence, enjoying the gourmet meal as Daisy bustled in and out, serving them.

Once dinner was done, Carolyn stood up, asked her two pets to move her chair about four feet away from the table, then resumed her seat and announced, "Now for dessert. Carmen, come home."

Carmen instantly stepped to her Mistress and knelt in front of her.

"Please stand behind Carmen, my pet," Carolyn instructed, wanting Mindy to watch.

Mindy stood behind Carmen and watched with an odd sense of jealousy. She wanted to be on her knees in front of her mistress. She was getting tired of this and told herself to get over it.

"On all fours my pet, and look at Mindy," Carolyn ordered.

"Yes, Mistress," Carmen obeyed, turning around on her hands and knees, enjoying that she was being played with before the new pet. She was smiling directly at Mindy as she settled into the position as ordered.

"Daisy, please prepare the pet," Carolyn requested.

"Yes, Mistress," Daisy obeyed, walking over and lifting up Carmen's dress to reveal a well-tanned, naked big booty ass.

Carolyn bent down slightly and began fingering Carmen as she explained, "So, Mindy, here are a couple of code phrases with huge significance. Both of these phrases are universal and you will obey them instantly whenever you hear them at home, in public or anywhere else."

"Of course, Mistress," she nodded, her pussy already tingling as she watched the Latina get fingered. Her Mistress was making a point of not showing favouritism, so she would get her own delicious turn.

"When I say 'come home' you will immediately come to me, dropping to your knees in front of me. Is that clear?"

"Yes, Mistress," Mindy nodded, remembering that this instruction had been used twice already.

"And 'come in' means you are to please your Mistress," Carolyn continued, now pumping her finger in and out of her Latina pet.
"I understand, Mistress," Mindy nodded, trying to maintain eye contact with her Mistress even as she listened to Carmen's moans. She already sounded very excited.

"You will of course only come, ever, with permission from your Mistress. Is that clear?" Carolyn continued.

Mindy nodded, willing to obey anything this beautiful, seductive woman told her to. "Yes, Mistress."

"Come in, Carmen," Carolyn ordered, as she slid her fingers out of the wet pussy and spread her legs to allow access to her pussy.

Carmen wordlessly, used to being teased and not allowed to come, turned around and crawled between her Mistress's legs. She began licking slowly, assuming that at this time Mistress wanted a slow building orgasm to give her time to explain more of the house rules to the new plaything.

"This will be a position you will be expected to assume often, both at home and in public, for me and for others," Carolyn explained.

"I understand, Mistress," Mindy again nodded. It had become obvious on that fateful evening a week ago that Mindy belonged to Mistress Carolyn body and soul; but the implications of that submission were now growing. Submission to Carolyn had far more scope than just submitting to one woman. Mindy may be ordered to submit to anyone at all at Mistress's pleasure. If Mistress ordered her to eat out a journalist on national television, Mindy would be expected to comply. And as she visualised such a scene, Mindy knew she would do so. And with that realisation Mindy overcame her jealousy and pride, and fully enjoyed witnessing Mistress's intimacy with Carmen. This was family. She was at home with her own Family. In many ways it was a strange family, even weird, but she belonged here. It was good.
"You understand that eventually you will have been called upon to serve hundreds of women?" Carolyn asked, even though she knew the young woman was already committed totally.

Mindy, wanting to make it clear how well she understood, answered, extrapolating a line from the contract she had earlier signed vowed, "Mistress, my mind, body, and soul are not only yours, but I belong to anyone you choose to direct me to."

"Very good answer," Carolyn moaned, as she tapped the back of Carmen's head.

Carmen knew what that meant: get her off now. Carmen instantly shifted from lavish licking and teasing, to aggressive tongue-probing and finger-fucking.

"There are more code phrases that you need to know," Carolyn continued, as her pleasure began to rise. She smiled, watching the new pet and seeing the obvious hunger in her eyes.

"Yes, Mistress?" Mindy asked, as she watched... yes, hungrily.

"Come beside, Mindy," Carolyn ordered.

Mindy stood up as Carolyn explained, "'Come beside' means immediately come stand slightly behind me and to my right."

Mindy moved beside her Mistress and now could get a very up close and personal look at Carmen pleasing her Mistress, which made her own naked pussy leak slightly down her leg.

"'Come beside' is usually for when I want you beside me in public," Carolyn explained, as she almost detachedly closed her eyes and allowed her orgasm to explode through her.

Unlike most women who scream 'I'm coming' or 'Swallow my cum' or 'Don't stop', Carolyn said nothing, just moaned and allowed the orgasm to flow through her.
Carolyn knew that sometimes actions spoke louder than words.
Once her orgasm was done, she asked, "Carmen, do you want to come?"
"Yes please, Mistress," Carmen nodded, looking up, her face coated with wetness.
"Do you want our new sister to get you off?" Carolyn asked.
"Yes, Mistress," Carmen nodded.
"Mindy, go and help your sister," Carolyn instructed.
Carmen stood up, hiked up her dress and sat on the end of the table, legs wide.
Mindy, hungry to taste Carmen, eager to obey Mistress Carolyn, moved to Carmen, bent down and buried her face in the shaved pussy.
Carmen moaned, completely unlike Carolyn, "That's it, lick my pussy."
Mindy was thinking, 'that's what I'm doing', as she parted the already very wet pussy lips. The taste, although very different from Carolyn's, stronger in scent and taste, was also similar... a strange but true oxymoron.
Carolyn spoke, "Savour her taste and bouquet, Mindy. Every woman has her own unique, subtle flavour, her unique exotic scent. It's important to really enjoy the full bouquet of every pussy you are privileged to sample, as it's a gift given by God herself."

Mindy heard the words and they made complete sense. In between Carmen's legs she felt at home, she felt included, she felt this was where she was meant to be. She wasn't Mistress, but because Mistress had said so, she was family and therefore precious. Carmen was impressed by the pleasure this rookie pussy-muncher was giving her, and she moaned, but still wanting to make it clear she had a higher rank in this hierarchy, "That's it, my submissive pet sister, suck on my clit."

Mindy obeyed, moving to the hard, swollen clit. She now knew she was, at heart, a true submissive, and she was losing her edginess about precisely who she was being submissive to at any given time. She wanted to get Carmen off; she wanted to be the best submissive pet sister ever; she knew that her place was undeniably on the bottom of the submissive food chain, and at last she was absolutely fine with that.

Carmen, her beautiful bronze face showing a bit of red, asked, "Mistress, may I come?"

"You may, my pet; baptise your new sister with your sweet cum," Carolyn approved.

"Thank you, Mistress" Carmen moaned, as she grabbed the back of Mindy's head and held her face roughly against her pussy.

Mindy was surprised, but kept licking as best she could in the suddenly claustrophobic space. The scent instantly and completely enveloped her and she became drunk on the exotic scent of Carmen's pussy. Then it came. The flooding of her baptism as cum splattered her face like vintage wine.

Carmen screamed, "Keep fucking licking my cunt!"

And Mindy did, wanting to savour, as Mistress had suggested moments earlier, every moment of pleasing a pussy: the scent, the texture, the taste... she was transported to her own version of paradise, to her own version of heaven.

When Carmen let go of Mindy's head, Carolyn ordered, "Both of you meet me in the sex room in five minutes. I expect you both on your knees at the foot of the training bed in only your thigh-highs, is that understood?"
"Yes, Mistress," both Mindy and Carmen nodded.
Carolyn readjusted her chair and returned to eating dessert as Carmen took Mindy's hand and led her toward the bedroom.

As they walked away, Carmen said, "Now let's make this clear. I'm in charge and you are the submissive."

"It looked to me like we were both submissive," Mindy pointed out. Even though she was now very willing to submit to the Latina, she didn't want to always make it look easy.

Carmen sighed. "I'm serious. I will help you get comfortable here, I'll help with your makeover and I'll help train you as a complete submissive. Of course I'm submissive to Mistress Carolyn, body and soul. But between you and me, understand this: I'm in charge."

Mindy asked, evading the point, "What do you mean makeover?"

"Just do as I fucking tell you," Carmen sighed, pushing the submissive against the wall, moving her hand to her pussy and shoving two fingers inside her.
"Oh, God," Mindy moaned, her body instantly giving in to the sudden dominance and pleasure.
"You like that, slut?" Carmen questioned, furiously pumping her fingers inside the weak-willed pet.
"Yes," Mindy trembled, the wild dinner and now this unexpected fucking getting her even hornier than she had been.
"Who's in charge?" Carmen asked.
"You are," Mindy moaned, no longer even pretending that this was a power struggle.
"Good, and don't forget it," Carmen said firmly, as she pulled her fingers out and shoved them in the submissive's mouth.
Mindy sucked her own wetness off the fingers before Carmen grabbed her hand again and led her to one of the two locked rooms Mindy hadn't been allowed into earlier.

Carmen typed in a password and then opened the door. Carmen paused and said, "This is the real beginning, slut."

Mindy followed her in and gasped. The room was huge and had four beds with red sheets, no blankets, and many cushions near the walls and a Sybian in the place of honour in the middle of the room. This was the 'sex room'.

Mindy was horny as hell as Carmen ordered, once they were in this 'nobody comes here except to fuck' bedroom, "Get undressed, slut."

Mindy obeyed, and Carmen also disrobed.

Once both were naked, except of course the thigh-highs, Carmen ordered, "Go to the foot of the bed with the dildos, get on your knees and wait."

"Okay," Mindy nodded, excited about whatever Mistress Carolyn had in mind as she walked to the bed that had real dildos placed at each corner. She knelt, and Carmen joined her.

The two pets waited there for fifteen minutes, maybe twenty, before Carolyn walked in.

"Are you ready for your training to begin?" Carolyn asked Mindy.
"Yes, Mistress," Mindy nodded, curious and excited.
"Do you swear to obey my every order without hesitation?" Carolyn asked, repeating a question Mindy had already answered in the past.

"Of course, Mistress," Mindy nodded.

"Call your father right now and tell him that you are a lesbian," Carolyn ordered, knowing that Mindy had to disconnect from her toxic family if she was ever going to become a full member of her new family.

"P-p-pardon?" Mindy gasped

Carmen interrupted, "Do as you're fucking told."

Carolyn said, "Carmen is right, although her tone isn't necessary. You just promised me that you would obey every order without hesitation."

"Sorry, Mistress," Mindy said. Determined to obey, she asked, "Should I go and get my cell, Mistress?"

"No, my pet," Carolyn smiled, happy with her quick turnaround. She went to the desk and grabbed a disposable phone. She walked to Mindy and said, "Tell him you are a lesbian."

"If you say so," Mindy nodded, very nervous, as she took the phone.

"Dial," Carolyn ordered. "And put it on speakerphone."
"Yes, Mistress," Mindy obeyed, entering the number. As it rang, she looked up at her Mistress hoping for a last minute reprieve. Carolyn just gazed back steadily. No reprieve.

"Hello," Mindy's father answered.

"Hi, Daddy," Mindy said, her body trembling.
"Where are you?"
"In New York."
"What?" he gasped. "I thought you were in Los Angeles."
"I was," Mindy answered. "But I met someone."
"Oh Mindy," he sighed. "You met some guy and moved all the way across the country."
"Not exactly," Mindy replied.

"Mindy, come home," he ordered, coincidentally using the exact same phrase as Mistress Carolyn. Mindy had absolutely no intention of kneeling before her father's cock... the 'come home' message already implimented in her brain.

Carolyn ordered, "Come home, Mindy." Mindy would absolutely obey that order when it came from her Mistress.

"Who is there with you?" he asked.

"My Mistress," Mindy answered, as she awkwardly crawled to her Mistress while holding the phone to her ear with her shoulder.
"What?" he questioned.
"I'm a lesbian, Daddy," Mindy informed him.

"Mindy, I don't find this funny," he said, clearly annoyed.

"It's not supposed to be funny, it's supposed to be true," Mindy replied, as Carolyn pointed to her pussy.

"I want you home now," he said.

"I am home," Mindy answered, as she leaned forward and licked a fold of heaven.

Carolyn took the phone and said, "Hello, Mr. Boyd."

"Who is this?"
"Mindy's Mistress," Carolyn answered bluntly.
"What have you done to my daughter?" he asked, furious.
Mindy licked the heavenly pussy, even as she listened to the surreal conversation, imagining the veins in her father's neck about to erupt.
"I've liberated her," Carolyn moaned, responding to her pet's ministrations.

"Give me back to my fucking daughter," the father roared.
Mindy was beginning to get really pissed at his arrogance; he was behaving even worse than those asshole Hollywood predators had as they tried to intimidate their way into her pants. But she had her orders, and continued to lick her scrumptious Mistress.

"I'm sorry sir, she is otherwise occupied at the moment," Carolyn replied calmly.

"Doing what?" he asked.
"Tell him, my pet," Carolyn ordered, moving the phone to her submissive pet's mouth.
Mindy answered, "Daddy, I'm licking my Mistress's cunt," doing her best to control her temper, but with a definite edge in her voice.

"Mindy!" he roared. "That is fucking enough!"

That was it! Mindy exploded! She roared right back, "Daddy, shut the fuck up!! There's nothing you can say that anyone gives a shit about, so stop talking and start listening. And calm the fuck down!" She had never used that tone to her father in her entire life.

"Excuse me?" he asked weakly, physically stunned by such words from his daughter. Except for getting that wild hair and traipsing off to Los Angeles, Mindy could always be trusted to be respectful and do what she was told. It was as if his darling little girl had leapt out of ambush and shot him with a Taser! He stumbled to a chair and sat down, trembling with unspent adrenalin.

"I love eating cunt, Daddy," Mindy bragged sadistically. "And with all the practice I'm getting, I'm already pretty good at it."

Carolyn took the phone and said authoritatively, "Now listen closely, Mister Boyd. I own your daughter. She is my live-in full service pet."

Mindy resumed licking. Her Mistress's aroma and taste had reminded her why she was here and had made her angry decision to intimidate her Dad with the blunt truth so much easier.

"Look, you fucking bitch. I'm going to find you and...."
Carolyn interrupted with her best authoritarian CEO voice, "Shut up."

He did.

"Look, mister. I will look after your daughter and support her in ways you never did, and will never be able to," Carolyn continued. "Sometimes I will treat her like a slut and she will love that, and other times I will pamper her as she deserves... like a fabulously wealthy princess."

"You pretentious bitch," he said disdeainfully, but all the fire had gone out of him.

"Goodbye. Your daughter is now my property," Carolyn said and hung up.
"Mindy, you will have no contact with your old family anymore, is that clear?"

"You're my family now," Mindy replied placidly between licks. She had no regrets.

"Now go back to your position by the bed Mindy," Carolyn ordered, as she added, "We have more things to clarify."

"Yes, Mistress," Mindy obeyed, reluctantly, wanting to stay with her face buried in this pussy forever. As she crawled back, she couldn't believe her daring, courage, and even unbridled anger as she had told her father that she was a submissive lesbian. It felt so good.

Carolyn said, "So most important is complete obedience, and although you began with a slight hesitation, you did very well."

"Thank you, Mistress," Mindy said, happy her Mistress was pleased with her.
"Equally important is trust," Carolyn said.
"Of course, Mistress," Mindy nodded.
"Which you demonstrated by calling your father, just as I wished," Carolyn said. "Your telling him off so forcefully was an exciting bonus."

"Thank you, Mistress," Mindy said.

"Now I won't keep you away from your family forever," Carolyn explained. "But I will until you are totally trained and completely comfortable with yourself as a person and as my pet."

"Okay," Mindy nodded, sort of relieved, but scared of the inevitable confrontation on the day she next saw him. But on the other hand, she had discovered just moments ago an inner strength she had never suspected. She wasn't his little girl any more, and she thought she could handle him just fine. Oh. Her Mistress was asking her something.

"What does 'come home' mean?"
"Come to you and kneel before you," Mindy answered.
"And 'come in?'"
"To please you with my tongue, Mistress," Mindy answered.
"It means to eat her cunt," Carmen broke in, annoyed at the prim and proper pet.



Carolyn gave Carmen a look that said a thousand words and Carmen instantly bowed her head down.
"And 'come beside?'"
"To come stand slightly behind, but beside you," Mindy answered, loving the strange structure of the surreal situation.
"There are other 'come' commands," Carolyn explained. "There is 'come hold', which is where you are not allowed to come and there is 'come now' which I believe is pretty self-explanatory."
"I think so," Mindy nodded, still completely in awe of this powerful, sexy, woman.
"During your training, Carmen will be in charge and you will obey her as you would me," Carolyn explained.
"Yes, Mistress," Mindy nodded, as she glanced over to a stone-faced Carmen.
"And Carmen, don't abuse your power," Carolyn warned.
"Of course not, Mistress," Carmen nodded, excited by the opportunity to train the young submissive.
"And for the next week, you will have daily tasks that you must complete," Carolyn said, before adding, "I doubt that any of them will be as intense as the phone call you just made."
"I understand, Mistress," Mindy nodded, now willing to do anything she was told... especially after breaking all ties with her family... officially.
"So your real training will start tomorrow. But first, Mindy, you need to be rewarded for your obedient behaviour," Carolyn said, "Are you wet, my pet?"
"Very," Mindy nodded.
"Carmen, go help Mindy with the Sybian," Carolyn ordered.
"Yes, Mistress," Carmen nodded, as she got back up and walked over to the Sybian. She ordered, "Mindy, come and straddle the cock."
"Yes, Mistress Carmen," Mindy replied, wanting to show her obedience to both. If Mistress Carolyn said Carmen was in charge, Mindy had no further arguments. Mindy got up, walked over to the big machine and straddled it.
Mindy was beginning to lower herself on the cock, when Carmen ordered, "Stop. Did I say lower yourself on the cock?"
"No, Mistress," Mindy said, freezing. "You said straddle it."
"Always listen to instructions very closely, is that clear?" Carmen said.
"Yes, Mistress," Mindy nodded, trying to keep her balance.
"Do you want to fuck yourself?" Carmen asked.
"Yes, Mistress," Mindy admitted, before adding, trying to get in Carmen's good graces, "If you allow me to."
"If I say yes, will you lick my asshole?" Carmen asked.
"Yes, Mistress," Mindy nodded, even though that wasn't overly appealing. On the other hand she was quite intrigued at the thought of squeezing those big booty ass cheeks.

"Lower yourself on the cock," Carmen ordered.

"Thank you, Mistress," Mindy eagerly obeyed, the cock easily sliding inside her.

Carolyn sat down and watched her new pet. The pleasurable facial expressions women make using the Sybian have always been sensuous and impossible to fake... especially the first time a woman sits on one. The cameras around the room were all on, including one that would be filming Mindy for posterity.

"Ready?" Carmen asked.
"Yes, Mistress," Mindy nodded.
Carmen turned the toy on and ordered, "Now, no coming yet. You'll let the pleasure build slowly."
"Okay," Mindy whimpered, as the buzzing inside her pussy began. The crazy day, the teasing, even yelling at her father, had her very excited, and it would be difficult to last very long.

Carolyn smiled at the look of pleasure on Mindy's face the moment the machine was turned on. Mindy was a beautiful woman and her facial expressions of pleasure, unguarded, only enhanced that beauty.
As Mindy's moans began getting louder, Carmen warned, "No coming, slut."
Being called 'slut' was a slap in the face, yet she did her best to obey the command. "Yes, Mistress."
Carmen then turned the toy from low to high.
"FUCK!" Mindy screamed, the pleasure going from gentle to volcanic in a heartbeat. Her body erupted and she had no control of the pleasure that cascaded through her as she came in seconds.

Carmen scoffed, "We definitely have some work to do in regards to orgasm control."

"She is raw," Carolyn spoke, having enjoyed watching Mindy's orgasm.

"I'm sorry," Mindy whimpered, as the orgasm kept coursing through her, the toy still vibrating intensely inside her.

Carolyn walked over to the pet and said, "Tonight Mindy, you may come as many times as you wish. But, after today, you will only come when instructed, and there will be consequences whenever you come without permission."
"Okay," Mindy agreed, even though she didn't like the idea at all. How in hell can you stop an orgasm?

Carolyn, hearing the reluctance in Mindy's voice, explained, "Mindy, remember I own you now. And I know what is best for you. I knew with your father, and I know now."

"Yes, I'm sorry, Mistress," Mindy apologized, never wanting to question, even in tone, her obedience to her Mistress. But she knew she was an open book, unable to hide anything from her Mistress. And she knew she wasn't perfect; she would have moments of weakness. She guessed that was what her training was for: to become a perfect vessel of servitude, inside and out.

"Orgasm control is a form of discipline, but also a skill that will allow you orgasms that you can't even begin to fathom."

"Yes, Mistress," Mindy nodded, even as a second orgasm seemed to be beginning to build while the first one wasn't quite done with its journey.
"Do you want your dessert, my pet?" Carolyn asked, moving her pussy within her pet's reach.
"Yessss, Mistress," Mindy moaned, as she opened her eyes to see Carolyn's pussy right in front of her.
"Go ahead, my pet," Carolyn offered. "Enjoy the honour of giving even while receiving."

"Yes, Mistress," Mindy obeyed, as she buried her face in heaven. A cock vibrating her entire body, mixed with a pussy moisturising her face was definitely a new high. She wasn't on drugs, but she was high on pleasure and obedience.

Carolyn loved Mindy's submissiveness, when she surrendered it was pure, without the defiance or jealousy that Carmen occasionally exhibited... although Carmen actively enjoyed getting punished, so she sometimes misbehaved for no other reason than getting disciplined. While it was unlikely Mindy would enjoy the bondage room, she would submit. Carmen loved the bondage room. Each pet had her own mysteries to be uncovered, and Carolyn was an excellent detective.

Carmen was horny and jealous. She didn't like sharing her Mistress, even though she had been doing so since day one. In addition to Carolyn's seductions and one night stands, plus her many pets around the world, in this very house she competed with Daisy, Savannah and Audrey, not to mention Darian when she was home... but it seemed that Carmen found Mindy a bigger threat than anyone.

"Come again while you're licking me, my pet," Carolyn ordered.

Mindy smirked to herself, since tonight she was going to come with or without the order. Sitting astride this amazing Sybian vibrating at full throttle, the orgasms lining up in her immediate future were like descending Tetris blocks, one after another after another. "Yes, Mistress," she moaned into her Mistress's pussy.

Carolyn's own orgasm was slowly building, as she enjoyed the pleasure of watching her pet come again and again.


Mindy came four more times before she was finally rewarded with Carolyn's sweet cum. Mindy eagerly, although weakly, her body completely spent, lapped up the cum that had, little more than a week ago, officially made her a lesbian... had convinced her without a doubt to follow blindly into an unknown future... a future that now seemed filled with exciting but unrevealed horizons.

When Carolyn's orgasm was done, she moved away and said, "Mindy, go and serve Carmen, her pussy is likely feeling very neglected."
"Yes, Mistress," Mindy nodded, as the machine shut off. When she got off the massive fuck machine, her legs gave out and she collapsed onto the floor.
Carolyn chuckled, "Your legs probably feel like rubber."
"I think they're broken, or perhaps melted," Mindy joked, as she lay on the floor.
"Maybe you should just straddle her face, Carmen," Carolyn suggested.
"Gladly," Carmen nodded, horny and wanting to be in a position of power. Straddling a face was definitely a position of power. She quickly did exactly that and already horny, began grinding her pussy on the new pet's face.
Mindy just lay there and tried to lick as her face was roughly used. The pussy almost suffocating her was both intoxicating, the scent strong and appealing, and humiliating, as she was just being used for another woman's pleasure. Carmen didn't seem to want her to do anything except lick and submit, which was fortunate; right now she didn't have the strength to do much of anything else. If dominating her was all that Carmen wanted at the moment, Mindy was content in her rightful place.

Carmen put her hands on the pet's tits and manhandled them roughly as she asserted her rightful spot above her, physically and metaphorically. She ground her pussy on the pet; she bounced up and down on the pet. Then she climaxed, coating the pet's face with her cum.

Mindy's entire face was coated as Carmen's cum flooded out of her. Mindy lapped up (down) as much as she could, in awe of how different and yet how similar Carmen's pussy tasted in comparison to Mistress Carolyn's.

When Carmen got off her, she looked at the pet's wet face and smiled; she had always been a squirter. "You look really hot coated in my pussy juice. It's a fashion accessory for you that we'll need to repeat often."

"Thank you, Mistress, I'd like that," Mindy replied ludicrously. Or not? She realised that she enjoyed the dirty sensation, and how sticky Carmen's cum was, and how good it tasted as she used her fingers to guide as much of it as she could into her mouth, and how appropriate it felt to have been used this way. She realised that the shameful feeling she had previously associated with humiliation had been caused almost totally by her own resistance to who she was. At this moment her humiliation felt much less... less humiliating. The shameful part of it was still present, but noticeably less than previously. She was making progress in her self-realisation, but as they say, 'it's a long journey from the head to the heart.' Yes, she decided, she would definitely enjoy Carmen's cum all over her face on a regular basis.
Carolyn picked up her phone and texted: Daisy come and take Mindy to her room and give her a massage.
Carolyn said, "Daisy will be here soon to take you back to your room and give you a massage. Don't say 'no' like you did for the bath. Your body needs this."

"Yes, Mistress," Mindy nodded, smiling wearily. "I think you may have broken me."

"Oh, my pet," Carolyn smiled wickedly. "This is just the beginning."

"Yes, Mistress," Mindy nodded, not yet ready to move.

"And Mindy," Carolyn added.

"Yes, Mistress?" Mindy asked.
"Welcome to the family."
SAMANTHA SUMMERS
Samantha was formulating her revenge plan. She was considering a possible corporate takeover of Elegance Stockings.

She had learned Pam Thomas was in Toronto filming a new movie, but a source of a source of a source suggested that she may end up in Manhattan for the grand opening of a new club owned by model Sarah Storm.

Samantha had never met Sarah but knew enough models that within half an hour she had acquired a pass to the exclusive grand opening.

Samantha figured this was the most likely approach to meeting the current 'it' girl.

Samantha chose to wear one of the three dresses she had ended up buying while in Paris, as well as a pair of Elegance Stockings, as she figured it would be a helpful conversation piece to get things started if Pam was indeed there.

Samantha was there for an hour, showing up an hour late to make an appearance, but there was no sign of Pam Thomas.
Two actresses, a Broadway singer and a 2000's sitcom star, both of whom Samantha had seduced and dominated in the past were there, and they were likely willing pussy munchers if she snapped her fingers, but she wanted a new pet... she was in the mood for a new seduction. And she wanted Pam Thomas.

Then Laura Madison walked in. She was the rare ex-Disney television star who hadn't magically turned into a complete slut mere seconds after her contact with Mickey Mouse ended.

Even though she was still very young, having recently reached her twenty first birthday, Laura's triple threat career was soaring. She was a budding movie star, had a sexy country voice and was dating Cole Stevens, the New York Giants' all-star pretty boy quarterback.

And the beautiful Southern belle from New Orleans had somehow kept her Disney squeaky clean image and avoided becoming tabloid fodder like so many of her fellow Disney alumnae.
Of course, that made the sweet, Southern belle with a sexy Houston accent, the next target for the on-the-prowl seductress, Samantha.
Samantha watched the beautiful twenty-one-year-old walk in, arm in arm with the incredibly handsome Cole Stevens. Samantha briefly mused to herself just how ridiculously beautiful any offspring would probably be.

Samantha also knew from her research on Pam Thomas that the first movie that Laura had co-starring in was having its red carpet opening in a couple weeks. And get this... her co-star was none other than Pam Thomas herself. Serendipity!

Samantha interpreted the sweet girl's appearance here as a sign of favour from the seduction goddesses as well as a perfect opportunity to meet Pam Thomas. Seduce Laura, get an invite to the movie premiere, get introduced to Pam Thomas by her co-star, and voilà!

She also noticed Laura was wearing nylons and Samantha was confident they were Elegance Stockings... the perfect conversation piece when the moment offered itself.

Samantha watched her prey for an hour with the patience of a cat, and when her man left her, Samantha pounced.

As Samantha had waited outside her mouse hole, she texted all her pets at the party and asked if any of them knew Laura personally. To Samantha's surprise it was the has-been television actress. She knew Laura from a television special they had done together a couple of years earlier.

Kim MacDonald came to the table of her only Mistress. Her seduction by Samantha was the only time she had ever cheated on her husband of over twenty years.

"Hi, Mistress," Kim greeted, nervous and excited. Although she wasn't a lesbian and loved her non-Hollywood husband, she couldn't resist the seductive temptation of the beautiful redhead and was as nervous as all hell at the prospect of tasting her sweet honeypot again.

"I want you to introduce me to Laura Madison," Samantha said.
Kim knew instantly why, and tried to protect the sweet image of the wholesome Southerner. Laura was an anomaly among the twisted pack of female celebrities. She included herself in that description, thinking back to her sucking off all three male men who had been responsible for the breakthrough of her first movie role many years ago (pre-husband, but really kinky). "Mistress, she is a very sweet girl. As impossible as this seems, she is a true innocent."

"Every girl has her secret side," Samantha said confidently, even more determined to add this Laura to her harem of submissives.

Kim wasn't going to argue, because in her twenty years in the business she had seen many squeaky clean images shattered by one wild night, or one dark secret revealed. Plus, she knew from personal experience Samantha's ruthless persuasiveness.

"Introduce me now," Samantha ordered, a couple minutes after she had watched Cole leave her alone, "or you'll never taste my cunt again."

"Yes, Mistress," Kim obeyed, already feeling guilty for putting the sweet Laura in the grasp of the seductress and hoping the young star could resist the temptation... but prevarications aside, there was no way she could ever convince herself to disobey Samantha.

Samantha followed her reluctant pet toward the table.

Reaching the table, Laura saw Kim and instantly leapt up and gave her a big boisterous hug. Kim was like a mother to her, especially when she had been just beginning in the acting business.

"Long time, no see," Laura greeted.
"Agreed," Kim nodded, before adding, "you're even legal now."
"Yep, I'm all grown up," Laura joked, "I had my first legal drink six weeks ago!" In the special with Kim she had played an insecure teenager.

"That's for sure," Kim nodded, admiring Laura's self-confidence and poise.

Samantha subtly pinched Kim's ass and Kim said, "Oh, Laura, I'd like you to meet a good friend of mine, Samantha Summers."
Laura smiled, looking at the beautiful, well-dressed and very pretty woman, "Hi, Samantha."
"Hi, Laura," Samantha replied, taking her hand. "It's an honour to meet you."
Laura smiled genuinely, "Well, any friend of Kim's is a friend of mine."
"May I join you?" Samantha asked, confident Laura would be too sweet to say no.

Laura was surprised by the question, as usually a new acquaintance only wanted a selfie or an autograph. "Um, sure," she nodded, sliding back to the table.

Kim said, lying since he wasn't even here, "It was great to see you, but I have to go find my husband."

"Tell him hi," Laura smiled.
"Will do," Kim agreed, leaving the two alone. She was worried but curious. Could Samantha seduce the squeaky-clean Laura? If anyone could turn white into black it was definitely Samantha.
Samantha's hand 'accidentally' rubbed Laura's leg and as expected felt what had to be Elegance Stockings.
"Sorry" Samantha apologized.
"No problem," Laura shrugged.
"So what is your next big project?" Samantha asked.
"I'm doing 'Saturday Night Live' in three weeks," Laura answered; besides that plum and a movie premier, in truth she was between projects... finally.

"Singing or acting?" Samantha asked.
"Both," Laura answered, as she finished her drink.
"That will be fun," Samantha said, already bored of the generic chat she was creating, but figuring it was a necessary tactic in such a high profile seduction.
"I'm kind of nervous," Laura admitted. "I've never done any live acting."
"Isn't your whole life acting?" Samantha asked.
Laura asked, "What do you mean?"
"Always smiling, always happy," Samantha answered. "It must be exhausting."
"Actually," Laura admitted, her usual cheery self, as she looked around for her boyfriend, "I love it all."
"If you're looking for Cole, last I saw him with three young girls were all over him," Samantha lied, knowing that jealousy was often a way to open the door of possibility.

She shrugged, "That happens all the time."

"It must be annoying," Samantha said, trying to get the girl to open up to her.

"You get used to it," Laura said, trying to act casual, even though she was indeed annoyed. He'd been gone a good ten minutes. It was his idea to drag her along and have a night out. He was here to MC a charity auction, and Laura would rather have stayed at home. She was very accomplished at faking her role of gregarious star, but in truth she was an extreme introvert and would much rather have been at home watching Netflix than mingling with other celebrities, wannabee celebrities and well-heeled fans.

"I can't imagine," Samantha said, trying to appear sympathetic. After a pause, she asked, "So, are you wearing Elegance Stockings?"

"What? Yes, I am," Laura said, surprised by the question, as well as by someone having the perception to notice such a thing. These stockings were very new. She had received a few pairs of Elegances, as well as the sexy dress she was wearing tonight, as a twenty-first birthday present from her friend Pam. Coincidentally, this was the first time she had worn either the dress or the nylons. She was surprised how silky soft both the nylons and the dress were... making her feel sexier than normal.

Samantha moved her hand to the pretty young star's nylon clad leg and said, "They are the silkiest stockings I've ever worn."

Laura was surprised that this relative stranger would place a hand on her leg, but for some reason she didn't move it, or move away. Instead, she agreed, "Yes, I've never had such soft stockings."




"So are you wearing thigh-high stockings under your dress?" Samantha asked.
"Actually," Laura said, for some inexplicable reason she wanted to impress, maybe even shock, this brazen woman, "I'm wearing garters and stockings."

"Is this a secret rebellion, or does squeaky clean have a naughty side?" Samantha asked, her hand moving ever so slowly, like a snail looking for a warm place for shelter, up the prey's leg.

Laura noticed the woman's hand moving up her leg. This wasn't the first time she'd been hit on by a woman. Not even the first time this week, but for some reason she wasn't rejecting this particular advance. It could have been the alcohol, the fact that her asshole of a boyfriend had ditched her for over ten minutes, or it could be the sexy beautiful red haired woman herself, whose green eyes seemed almost hypnotic... either way, she was allowing this to go further than she should. She answered, "I don't think anybody is completely what they're perceived to be."

"Interesting observation. And how would you perceive me?" Samantha asked, leaning closer, as her hand travelled further under the dress of this squeaky clean celebrity.

Laura was feeling the heat: figuratively and literally. Her panties were suddenly damp, the woman's touch and hot breath surprisingly stimulating her. She stammered, "I-I-I don't know."
"You're even sexier when you're flustered," Samantha said, as her hand moved quickly to the star's pussy in one quick strike.
"Ohhhhh," Laura moaned, shocked by the finger suddenly touching her pussy lips.
"You're all wet," Samantha purred, as her fingers traced the wet pussy lips through the satin panties.
"I-um-I," Laura babbled, paralyzed with indecision as her body and mind fought each other.
"It's okay, Laura," Samantha purred. "I know exactly what you need."
Samantha slid a finger inside the 21-year old's panties and into her hot box.
"Oooooooh," Laura moaned, her body feeling like it was about to overheat.
Samantha smiled, as she found her pet-to-be's elusive G-spot and tapped on it, "It's getting pretty hot in here. I think you should come outside with me and get some fresh air."
"I don't know," Laura whimpered weakly, as this stranger had immediately kindled the secret trigger to pleasure inside her that no man had ever been able to discover.

"That wasn't a request," the sexy seductress purred with a firm voice, going in for the kill. "That was an order."
"Who is your friend?" Cole asked.
Laura's eyes went big as she stammered, while she still allowed herself to be molested, "T-t-this is..." She stopped, realizing she had no idea what this woman's name was. Kim had introduced her, but the name was long gone.

Samantha, as she kept tapping on the bewitched, bothered and bewildered girl's g-spot, introduced herself, "Hi, I'm Samantha Summers. I'm a friend of Kim's."

"Nice to meet you," Cole said, as he sat down, taking a lengthy stare at the gorgeous woman's tits.

"You too," Samantha smiled, as she pulled her finger out, not wanting to allow her pet-to-be to come for two reasons. Women on the verge of eruption were far more desperate and willing to obey. And of course she didn't want this clueless football star to uncover her plans to dominate his girlfriend. Samantha was confident that this young star was coming home with her tonight.

"I'd love to visit some more, but unfortunately, I have to get going," Samantha said, as she gave Laura a firm, knowing squeeze.
"Well, maybe another time," Cole said, hopes for a threesome with the two of them already in his head. It hadn't happened yet, but he knew, or thought he knew, his women. Every girl he had ever had would do things that had previously been forbidden to keep a catch like him. It's how he'd sodomized a dozen women, fucked triplets, and even convinced a mom and daughter to commit incest for him. Laura was more of a challenge, because she was shockingly timid for a celebrity, but Cole liked challenges. He also liked being talked about not just on sports channels, but also on TMZ and Extra and so forth.

Samantha stood up and said with a smile, "Come give me a hug."
Laura, her legs like rubber, awkwardly slid out of the booth and stood up.
As they hugged, Samantha whispered, "I expect you in my limo in fifteen minutes, my pet. I'm right in front of the club."
Before Laura could respond or protest or reject the offer, Samantha walked away.
Laura watched her walk away, her head spinning, her body literally quaking. Did she just get called a 'pet'?
When she sat down, Cole said, "Are you okay? You look flustered."
"I don't feel that well," Laura lied, trying to justify her behaviour.
"Don't be kissing me then," Cole said, hating getting sick.
"That's so supportive," Laura said, everything about him suddenly annoying her; his lengthy disappearance, which had allowed her to be molested, his lack of support and his pretentious attitude. Suddenly, she chuckled to herself.

He said, getting defensive, "What? I can't be sick before a game."

She was laughing at the thought that if he knew what Samantha had just proposed he would be all over it, as long as he could be a part of it. Her constant need to fend off his sexual expectations were exhausting. He wanted a threesome, he wanted anal, he wanted to give her a facial. She had refused all of them so far, although she had given him more blow jobs, and swallowed more cum in their six month relationship than in her entire previous life combined. "It's nothing," she said, looking at her watch.

Two girls not looking old enough to even be in the club came to the table and asked, "Cole, we love you. Can we get a selfie?"
"Sure, sexy ladies," Cole smiled, turning on the charm instantly and ignoring his even sexier girlfriend.
Laura was used to this; it happened everywhere they went, yet for the first time ever it pissed her off.
As another glass of wine showed up, Laura downed half of it like it was water as she gave herself some liquid courage for the decision she was making.
Part of her was angry, part of her was confused, but mostly she was horny. Samantha's two minutes of fingering inside her and the stunning demonstration that Laura had a g-spot after all, were the two best minutes of pleasure in her life, and she didn't even get to come. And man, did she need to come.

When the sluts left, Laura said, "I'm not feeling well, I'm going to get a taxi and go home."

"You sure? The auction is only twenty minutes away," he said, knowing he couldn't leave with her until his duties there were completed.

She downed the last half of her wine, something she never did, and said, "Yes, you stay and have fun. I'm going to go home and sleep."

"Or pass out," he joked as he pointed to the empty wineglass she'd just chugged.

"That's the plan," she shrugged, leaning in and kissing him dutifully. As she kissed him, she instantly wondered what Samantha's lips would feel like.

She got up and headed out, not sure if she was going to hail a taxi or go to the limo. Sure, she was curious, but she wasn't a lesbian. But, she was drunk and she was horny.
Once Laura got outside, she saw the limo. She also saw a line of taxis.
The choice was there... 'two roads diverged in a wood and, I took the one less travelled by', was Laura's favourite quote from her favourite poem. Yet, she seldom lived that philosophy, having played it safe most of her life.
Even before she had mentally convinced herself to take a risk and follow the advice in her favourite poem, Laura's legs led her to the limo.
A pretty woman got out of the driver's side and came to open the door for her.
Laura said, "Thank you," as she decided to agree with her legs and take Robert Frost's advice.
Laura was halfway in when she froze.
Kim was in the limo too. And she was on her knees massaging Samantha's foot.
"Come in, my pet," Samantha smiled, acting as if it wasn't strange to have a celebrity massaging her foot.
Laura knew she should turn and leave, she knew entering this limo came with unpredictable consequences, yet her curiosity and sexual hunger overrode the alarm bells ringing in her head. And as absurd as it sounded, being called a 'pet' excited her... even though she couldn't explain why.
Once Laura was in the limo, the door closed behind her and Samantha said, "I'm happy you could make it."
"I wasn't going to," Laura answered, as she sat across from the pretty woman.
"Yes you were," Samantha said. "You debated it, but your body and that sweet, needy pussy of yours decided the moment I touched it."
"I guess," Laura said, trying not to agree, but having a hard time arguing against the truth.

"Come massage my other foot, my pet," Samantha ordered, as she sipped on a glass of wine.

Laura glanced down at Kim, glanced back up at Samantha, then, without any real thought other than the unexpected sense of needing to obey, she moved to the floor and onto her knees in front of a relative stranger. Trying to make a joke out of the awkward situation she joked, "Good to be working with you again, Kim."

Kim was mortified to be caught in such a position but had been excited when Samantha ordered her to the limo. She was excited not only because she thought that meant Samantha had failed at corrupting Laura, but also excited because she had been craving Samantha's pussy from the moment her Mistress had walked in the door earlier that evening.

Kim stammered, as she watched the sweet girl cautiously take the other foot, "N-n-not how I imagined working together again."

Samantha relaxed as she sipped her wine and had both her feet massaged.

Laura couldn't explain it, but she was actually enjoying the act of obeying, which in retrospect was what she did all the time with her director, or producer, or agent or, lately, boyfriend. And although she had never been with a woman other than some high school kissing, she had been slightly curious. But worries about her reputation had prevented any exploration. Yet somehow she sensed that although she was arrogant, this woman would be discreet.

Samantha then ordered, "Kim, that will be all."
Kim looked up surprised. "You want me to leave?"
"I need some alone time with my new pet here," Samantha explained, looking down at the young starlet. "But trust me, you will be rewarded soon for your obedience."
"Thank you, Mistress," Kim replied. Her pussy tingled at the promise of a reward, but she was disappointed it wasn't going to be now.

Laura heard the word 'Mistress' and was shocked. Even though it was obvious there was a sexual hierarchy between Samantha and Kim, she had never expected such a formal title. Oddly, it excited her, her pussy tingling even more.

"Goodbye, Kim," Samantha said, her tone implying 'leave now.'

Kim nodded, "Goodbye, Mistress. Goodbye, Laura."

"Bye Kim, it was great to see you again," Laura said, trying to keep the conversation normal in a situation that was far from normal.

Kim left.
As soon as the door closed, Samantha looked down at the beautiful celebrity, the rush of turning a straight woman never getting old. She asked, "Is your cunt wet, my pet?"
Hearing the word 'cunt' surprised the starlet, especially coming from another woman, yet the answer to the question was undeniably yes. Her panties were soaked. So she admitted the truth as she answered, "Yes."
"Yes, what?" Samantha questioned, wanting to hear the squeaky clean celebrity say the nastiest word for vagina.
"Yes, Mistress," Laura corrected, wanting to please this woman who had got her so horny back in the club. She wanted that pleasure again.
"Yes, Mistress, what?" Samantha questioned, pleasantly surprised to hear the pretty woman use the potent word so quickly. This was likely the beginning of a lifelong submission. Unknown to Laura, Samantha was confident she had just created a lesbian... and she would hammer the final nails into the coffin of heterosexuality before the night was over.

Laura wasn't sure what the woman wanted. After a moment, she caught on and said, "Yes, Mistress, my pussy is wet."
"Your cunt," Samantha corrected firmly as she explained, "pets have cunts."
Laura was in awe of this red haired, ravishing and dominant seductress, who somehow knew the full panoply of secret desires deep inside her that Laura didn't know even existed. If Cole had told her she had a cunt he would be dead, but coming from this woman it seemed appropriate. She replied, saying the word she had only uttered once before in her life, "Yes, Mistress, my cunt is dripping wet."

Samantha smiled, the word sounding so hot coming out of those sweet innocent lips. She asked, "Why is your cunt wet, my pet?"
"I don't know," Laura answered, which was true. There wasn't a really good answer. Before this moment she had never been tempted by the idea of sex with another woman. Toyed with the idea perhaps, but she had never taken a single step in that direction.

"I believe you do know," Samantha said, wanting to make the new pet say it, as she opened her legs slightly to reveal her red haired pussy.
Laura couldn't help but look between the legs of the hypnotic woman. She had never wanted to lick a pussy, but as the legs opened, revealing one, she suddenly did. She couldn't explain it, but as she stared at the red bush she wanted to bury her face in it.
Samantha smiled at the look of undeniable hunger that was in the star's eyes. There was no doubt, she was won over. The only question left was how far she could push this new pet tonight. She asked again, "Why is your cunt wet, my pet?"

Laura tore her stare away from the red covered pussy, actually finding it strange in 2016 to see hair on a pussy, and answered, "Your finger drove me wild."

"That's it?" Samantha asked, opening her legs more.
Laura glanced back down at the treasure between the red haired Goddess's legs as she admitted, "I don't know. I just feel compelled to obey you."
Do you want to eat my cunt, Laura?" Samantha asked, liking to use the pet's real name once in a while to remind her who she is.

"Yes," Laura nodded, as she stared at the pussy as if it were dinner.
"Have you eaten cunt before?" Samantha asked bluntly.
"No," Laura admitted.
"No what?" Samantha reminded her.
"No, Mistress, I have not eaten cunt before," Laura answered.
"But you want to taste mine? Samantha asked, knowing that at this point delaying the submission only made the pet-to-be more eager.
"Yes, Mistress," Laura nodded.
"Why?" Samantha asked, as she moved her hand to her pussy and parted her pink lips for the pretty starlet.
"I want to please you," Laura answered, her mouth-watering.
"Go ahead, my pet," Samantha offered, opening her legs fully, "It's time to change your life forever."
"You did that when you found my G-spot," Laura smiled, looking up at the sexy siren.
Samantha chuckled, "Men can't find a location with a map, never mind without one."
"Isn't that the truth," Laura nodded, as she moved herself between her Mistress's legs. Did she now have a Mistress? And if she did, what a strange thing to suddenly have.
Samantha watched the sweet celebrity slowly move her head between her legs.
Laura paused briefly when she was a couple of inches from the pussy... no, the cunt. Not because she was having second thoughts, but because the scent that suddenly enveloped her was exotic and tantalizing. She sniffed softly, savouring the bouquet. Then she leaned the last couple of inches and licked. She really wasn't sure what it would taste like. She'd never been this close to a 'cunt' before, so all she had to go on was the common masculine complaint that it tasted like stale fish. So her first sampling was done cautiously, expecting it to be tart and unpleasant. Her eyes widened. It was sweet and it was heavenly! After that one lick, one sampling, she knew she was a changed woman.

Samantha watched the pet. She loved the look in their eyes when they first got a sniff of her unique bouquet, kept strong by nestling in her pubic hair. She also loved the tentativeness that was always followed by eagerness. "That's it," she moaned softly. "Lick your Mistress's cunt. You will be doing this very often from now on."

Hearing those words both scared Laura and excited her. She wasn't sure what the redheaded beauty had planned for her after today and was worried that this one indiscretion could ruin her career... although being it was 2016, her being bi or lesbian would likely make her more popular, not less. Yet, she was nervous about being controlled by her lust and by a woman she didn't really know at all. On the other hand, as she licked the wet pussy, savouring each lap, she couldn't imagine facing the prospect of never tasting this again.

"Amber, drive," Samantha ordered, deciding she was taking this eager pet back to her place for a night of training.
Laura froze briefly. Where was she taking her?
"Keep licking, my pet," Samantha ordered, not telling the pet more.
Laura obeyed even as anxiety coursed through her for the first time. Had she made a mistake? As she licked, her head spun with sudden unimaginable consequences. She loved the taste and scent, she loved the feeling of obeying, and being on her knees felt so natural. This was in marked contrast to sucking a cock; that always felt like a chore. On the other hand she didn't like the feeling of not being in control. The decision to obey was one she had made herself that she had controlled, but as she felt the limo start to move she realized her escape hatches had just slammed shut and she was suddenly not in control at all.

Samantha grabbed the bottle of wine, grabbed the pet's head and held it against her pussy as she slid her ass to the edge of her seat.
Laura again felt her lack of control when her head was being held deep in the pussy, but she kept licking, the addiction to the taste overriding the anxiety of no control.
Samantha then ordered, "Have some wine, my pet," as she let go of Laura's head and slowly poured wine down her belly to trickle down her pussy lips.

Laura was surprised by the sudden liquid drizzling down. Yet, the mixture of wine and pussy was a natural pairing, like peanut butter and jelly, and the fact that Samantha was controlling the flow of wine enhanced her submission.
"Get drunk on my cunt," Samantha said, as she watched the starlet's licking get more eager, forcing her to forget about her insecurities.
Laura lapped hungrily, wanting more wine, more pussy. Suddenly her only focus was pleasing the redheaded Mistress. She wanted to make her come, to taste the full flood of the woman's pussy juice.
Samantha poured a third of a bottle during the twenty minute drive to her hotel, controlling her coming by utilising skills she had spent years in honing, even as her orgasm built. Finally, wanting to come, to reward her newest pet for over half an hour of licking pussy, she grabbed the pet's head and began slowly grinding her pussy while the pet licked.

Laura was drunk: drunk on wine, drunk on pussy and drunk on lust. She assumed the sudden aggressiveness by her Mistress was an unspoken order, so she began licking hungrily, focusing on the swollen clit.

Samantha's legs stiffened and her long delayed orgasm coursed through her quickly as she flooded the pet's face with her cum.
Laura's knees were aching, but as she felt her face suddenly become drenched and heard Mistress's loud moan, she lapped with pride. She had made her Mistress come!!

Samantha held the starlet's head deep into her pussy until her orgasm was done, before she let her head go and said, "That was very good for a first time, my pet."



"Thank you, Mistress," Laura replied, still on her knees.
"You may take a seat and get off those knees; they must be sore," Samantha said.

Laura joked, as she thankfully got off her knees, "Yes, usually if I'm on my knees, it's only for a couple of minutes."
"Does Cole have a quick trigger?" Samantha asked.
"Don't all men?" Laura quipped.
"I suppose they do," Samantha laughed, before adding, "Don't worry my pet, you are about to get the fuck of your life."
Laura's eyes went big. She wasn't going to be made to fuck another guy was she? Somehow being with another woman didn't feel like cheating, Cole didn't have a cunt. But if she fucked another guy, well, that was definitely cheating.
The limo slowed to a stop.
"We are here," Samantha said, slipping back into her heels.
"Where?" Laura asked.
"My hotel," Samantha said. "You're sleeping over."
"Oh," Laura said, unsure if she was happy with this revelation or not.
Samantha added, as Amber opened the door for her, "But there likely won't be a lot of sleeping."
Samantha got out, getting a helping hand from Amber. She said, "Come, my pet, it's time to begin your training."
'Begin my training?' Laura thought to herself. This scared her even as it turned her on. She followed the beautiful redhead out of the limo.

Samantha walked into the hotel and Laura followed behind. A couple of fans called out to Laura, but she just gave them an apparently innocent casual wave and kept going.

They took the elevator to the top floor and arrived in a penthouse suite. Laura saw a pretty Asian in a traditional western maid's outfit on her knees, waiting. Laura wondered how long the woman had been waiting.

"Good evening, Mistress," greeted Keiko, Samantha's New York maid and servant. She had maids in over a dozen cities. Keiko was actually a lawyer in her regular job, but she always came to serve Samantha whenever she was called upon.

Laura wondered how many people referred to the Domme as Mistress.

"Keiko, please take Laura to the master bedroom and place her in position for me," Samantha instructed.

"Of course, Mistress," Keiko nodded, looking at the newest pet a bit dismissively. Even though she was very pretty, and looked somewhat familiar, this was almost certainly a one night stand. She had seen many of those over the years.
Samantha turned to Laura and said, "Do as Keiko instructs. I will be there soon."
Laura was petrified. This was way more than she bargained for.
"Did you hear me?" Samantha asked.
"Yes," Laura nodded, still unsure what to say.
Samantha was confident that Laura was a complete submissive. So instead of her usual threatening, she offered, "Laura, if you want to leave, you may. But if you do, you will never discover what real pleasure is. If you go, we will pretend this never happened, and I will not 'out' you. Your reputation is safe. However if you opt to stay, you become thoroughly my pet, and I will train you in the ultimate pleasures of the body, and also how to become who you truly are in your core, a complete submissive."

Laura was conflicted. She knew logically she should leave. She had always been demure and her sexual activities conservative. What was about to happen here was outrageously kinky! But her experiences so far tonight were more exciting than any other evening she could remember, and she desperately wanted to repeat the pleasure she had felt back at the club. And she couldn't wait to taste her again. After a pause to process Mistress Samantha's words, Laura nodded, "I understand, Mistress."

"So, you are staying and giving yourself to me?" Samantha asked bluntly.

Those words again sounded scary, they described what she wanted more than anything at the moment. So Laura answered, "Yes, Mistress, I will stay and willingly give myself to you."

"Good, then follow Keiko and obey her," Samantha instructed and walked away.
Laura replied, "Yes, Mistress."
Keiko said, "Please follow me."
Laura obeyed and followed Keiko down a surprisingly long hallway to be in a single suite at a hotel, past a couple of rooms and into a large master bedroom.

"Please remove your dress," Keiko instructed.

Laura nervously did.

"Bra and panties, too," Keiko added, as she considered the garter belt and stockings and wondered whether her Mistress would want those left on. She decided to keep them on.

Laura removed her bra to reveal her firm 36C breasts, and then her panties to reveal a completely shaved cunt.

Keiko said, "Get onto the bed and on all fours."

Laura again obeyed wordlessly. Once on the bed and on all fours, a position she rarely was in sexually (she liked the missionary position and Cole liked her on top... there was little variety in their relationship). "Mistress will be with you shortly, ma'am," Keiko said, before leaving tonight's submissive to wait and consider her fate.

Laura remained on her hands and knees for a few minutes. The position was slightly humiliating, another symbol of being a pet, yet it made Laura's desperate pussy leak. She wondered how long she would have to wait. She wondered what her Mistress planned to do to her. She wondered if this was going to be more than a one night stand. She then wondered how much she wanted this to be more than a one night stand.

Samantha made the starlet (a new pet mustn't give herself airs) wait for fifteen minutes, loving to push a new pet to the limits of insecurity before she took them hard. Samantha got undressed, kept her thigh highs on since she now found them sexy, donned a large vibrating ten inch strap-on cock and headed to her bedroom.
"You look hot on all fours, Laura Madison," Samantha complimented, using her pet's full name.
Laura turned around and saw a massive cock sticking out of her Mistress and gasped. It was way longer and thicker than Cole's cock, or either of her other previous lovers' cocks. As she stared at the redhead's firm but small tits, her pussy gushed with anticipation at what was obviously to come. "Thank you, Mistress," Laura replied, as Samantha got on the bed behind her.
"Ready to get fucked?" Samantha asked.
"God, yes!" Laura answered, both excited and scared to have that massive cock fill her wanton cunt.
"Tell me what you want, my slut," Samantha ordered, calling her a more vulgar name for the first time... the levels of submission building on top of each other.
Laura didn't flinch at being called a slut... at the moment that was exactly who she was. She was on a stranger's bed, clad only in a garter-belt and stockings, on all fours, waiting to get fucked by a woman. That was slutty and, truth be told, she wanted to be slutty. She answered, looking directly into Samantha's eyes, "Please Mistress, make me your lesbian slut."
"Is that your version of dirty talk?" Samantha asked, as she rubbed the massive toy cock up and down the starlet's wet pussy lips.
"I've never done dirty talk, Mistress," Laura admitted, always feeling weird and unnatural talking dirty.
"You're an actress," Samantha pointed out, as she pushed the cock only a couple of inches into the starlet once and then back out. "Act."
Laura moaned as her cunt was filled and felt a rush of disappointment when the cock was pulled out as fast as it had filled her. Desperate to have it back in her, she begged, becoming a complete wanton slut, "Mistress, please pound this diva's tight cunt and make her a bimbo cum slut for you."
"Much better," Samantha smiled, knowing the video camera she had installed earlier today in hopes of seducing Pam Thomas was filming, and would have captured that hot declaration. She didn't plan to release the video, she didn't even plan to blackmail her; she was confident Laura was going to be a lifelong pet, but it was always good to have the video in case she ever needed to put some leverage on the submissive.
Samantha slid the entire cock deep inside her newest pet and Laura screamed, her cunt stretched wider than ever before and the cock reaching depths unimaginable in her, "Oh my God, Mistress."
"What, my slut?" Samantha asked, her cock buried deep in the pet, but not moving.
"It's so fucking big," Laura answered, before adding, wanting to impress her Mistress with her nasty talk, "and fills my wet cunt so fucking full."
"You want me to pound your slut box?" Samantha asked, as she gave one hard thrust.
"Oooooooh, fuck, yes Mistress, pound me like a dirty fucking whore," Laura babbled, really getting into the role of a slut.
Samantha asked, "I do want something from you," Samantha said, giving three quick thrusts.
"Anything," Laura moaned, not thinking with her head but her cunt.
"I want two passes to your movie premiere and after party," Samantha revealed, thinking Laura would be a perfect gateway to Pam Thomas.
A brief worry cascaded through her, what did her Mistress want with tickets to the movie premiere? Was she going to out her?
Samantha continued, "And don't worry, your submissive sex slave secret will remain between you and me. I'm only malicious if you make me be so."
"Okay," Laura nodded. "I can get you two passes."
"Excellent," Samantha said. "And in return I'll give you the orgasm of your lifetime and end your obviously mundane sex life."
"Yes, Mistress," Laura moaned, as suddenly she began to be fucked... hard.
Samantha roughly fucked her new celebrity plaything, feeling a rush of adrenaline at such a high profile addition. As well, the opportunity to get revenge on Carolyn Adams was now within reach. She would soon get Pam Thomas.
"Oh my God, so good," Laura whimpered, as her Mistress slammed into her, making the massive cock create intense pleasure.
"Don't come without permission," Samantha warned, as she continued pounding the beautiful starlet... who suddenly was no longer squeaky clean.
"Oh, God, okay," Laura responded, even as she felt her orgasm rising quickly.
"I own that cunt now, Laura," Samantha explained. "Any time I want to fuck it, any time I want your pretty face buried between my legs you will make it happen, is that clear?"
"Oh, God," Laura whimpered, the idea so hot, so twisted and so dangerous.
"Is that a yes, slut?" Samantha questioned, stopping again, buried deep in the horny pet.
"Yes, yes, yes," Laura repeated, desperate to have the cock fucking her again.
"You may come," Samantha said, happy with the eager agreement as she resumed fucking her newest pet.
"Oh God, yes, thank you," Laura babbled, as the orgasm continued to rise again.
"Come, my fucking whore," Samantha demanded, fucking her hard.

"Oh yes, call me names," Laura replied, the derogatory names somehow enhancing even more her growing orgasm.
"Come, my pussy-munching, pussy-gaping and soon ass-taking Southern bimbo," Samantha listed, continuing to dominate the sweet starlet.
"Oooooooooh, yes," Laura screamed, as her orgasm hit her like lightning. She heard the anal comment but was too far gone to think of anything but the intense pleasure that suddenly erupted through her.
Samantha quickly pulled the cock out, slid her fingers inside the leaking, trembling cunt and found the G-spot. She tapped it repeatedly, making Laura collapse forward as her orgasm somehow became more intense as her body burned with euphoria.
"This pleasure only comes from complete obedience to me, my pet," Samantha said, as she continued tapping the G-spot.
"Oooooooh, no more," Laura said, the intense pleasure too much as her head suddenly went light and she passed out.
Samantha pulled her fingers out, took off the strap-on and prepared herself for bed. When she returned, Laura was still asleep. She considered waking her up, she wanted one more orgasm, but decided not to. Instead, she called Keiko into her bedroom and had the Asian submissive give her a massage and then a pussy munching.
As Samantha enjoyed the Asian's expert tongue, she grabbed her iPad and booked her flight to Los Angeles. She smiled to herself as she pondered the saying 'revenge is a dish best served cold'... and although that was true, she planned to make her revenge white hot.
THE END OF PART 2
Coming next: Pet Training Day 1
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Birth of a Cock Sucker: 1980's Teen
Who: Me, a young naive guy
What: A story of how I learned I was a natural cock sucker
Where: Toronto, Canada
When: 1989
How: Well, read below...
I was eighteen and naive when one decision based on curiosity forever changed my life.
I was in Toronto for the first time on a class trip, listening to tunes on my disc man and somehow missed getting off the subway with my classmates.
Panicking, I got off at the next stop and began my journey to find them. I didn't have a copy of our agenda, but did know we were meeting at three at Much Music for a tour. It was a few minutes after eleven, so I figured I would just meander around downtown Toronto. Getting onto Yonge Street, I looked around like the small-town-never-been-to-a-real-city-bumpkin I was.
Our senior class field trip was a six day trip starting in Ottawa, which was an eight hour bus ride, where we went to the Canadian parliament buildings and got a tour, met some senators and got to watch question period...where questions are asked by the opposition and not answered by the party in power (but I digress). On the second day, we visited the Governor General's house, took a bus tour of the different foreign embassies and hit the National Gallery of Canada.
A four hour bus ride the following day had us spending three days in Toronto. The first evening I went to my first NHL hockey game at Maple Leafs Garden (I died a little inside when it was knocked down for the corporate atrocity that is Air Canada Center... there is no sense of community, team or history in a corporate name). Still, I got to see the Maple Leafs live, albeit in a 6-3 loss.
The hotel was nice, my first ever hotel...ignoring the motel dives we had stayed at during hockey tournaments up north. But being on the twentieth floor of a hotel that overlooked the city was the coolest thing I had ever seen. The northern lights were a gorgeous nightly sight up north, but being this high, looking over the city that never seemed to end with their triple lane roads, lights everywhere was like being in a whole new world. From my room, I could even see the nearly completed Skydome (before more corporate bullshit stupidly renamed it the Rogers Centre... like I'm going to change cell service providers because I see your name illuminated pretentiously in big lights) which the MLB Blue Jays and CFL Argonauts would soon call home. When I moved to Toronto a few months later, I would see a ton of concerts there including Kiss, Billy Joel, Madonna and U2 to name just a few.
The last day we were going to hit the Royal Ontario Museum, the CN Tower (unfortunately, during the day the sights, although still breathtaking, aren't the same as in the evening) and the Broadway play Phantom of the Opera.
But my life altering experience occurred sandwiched between those two fun-filled tourist days.
Walking down Yonge Street with a deer in the headlights look, I drank in the city culture. I saw panhandlers for the first time, I looked at street performers performing for change and I perused the goods being sold by street vendors. It was amazing... like being in a new world.
I then saw the first of a few things that at the time I thought was the coolest thing ever. A store called, literally, The World's Biggest Bookstore. Being an avid reader, I was automatically drawn to it like a moth to a flame.
When I entered the store, I stopped in my tracks as I stared in awe. The bookstore was bigger than our whole school (which was kindergarten to grade twelve, a school with 160 students...my graduating class was the biggest class with 18 students. The bookstore had every imaginable section from classics, to history, to biography. I had saved 500 dollars for spending money for this trip by working at our one cafe and, being frugal, still had 470 dollars, my own souvenirs so far a cool replica war helmet and postcards from each place we stopped.
I had an academia orgasm as I browsed the thousands of books. I gasped when I learned there were 47 more Mack Bolan novels than our tiny public library had. A hundred and twenty dollars and eleven purchased books later, I headed out before I spent all my money on books.
I walked a few steps and saw a huge music store called Sam the Record Man... where I had my auditory orgasm when I entered the massive music store. I had received a discman for my eighteenth birthday just a few days earlier, but unfortunately only had two CDs: Peter Gabriel's 'So' and Debbie Gibson's 'Electric Youth' (which I had just bought... she was so hot). Unlike the twenty cd options at our drug store, there were thousands of cassettes, records and a whole room of CDs. An hour later, twenty CD's and 200 dollars later (including some classics like Meatloaf's 'Bat out of Hell', Air Supply's 'Greatest Hits', Michael Jackson's 'Thriller', The Cure 'Disintegration', Bruce Springsteen's 'Born in the USA', The Smiths 'The Queen is Dead', Men at Work's ignored third album 'Two Hearts', The Police's 'Synchronicity', Van Halen's '1984', Bon Jovi's 'Slippery When Wet', Paul Simon's 'Graceland', Metallica's 'Ride the Lightning', Bryan Adams 'Reckless', Phil Collins 'No Jacket Required', Guns N' Roses 'Appetite for Destruction', Beastie Boys 'Licensed to Ill', Abba's greatest hits, and three Canadian bands you have probably never heard of: Frozen Ghost's 'Nice Place to Visit', Glass Tiger's 'A Thin Red Line' and Honeymoon Suite's 'Racing After Midnight'.
Feeling I had just experienced Christmas twice, I returned to walking Yonge Street. I had walked just a block when I saw an adult store. Curious, the day amazing so far, I glanced around to make sure my classmates were not around me, before I quickly entered.
Like the plethora of books and CDs at the previous two stores, there was a plethora of magazines, VHS tapes and sex toys everywhere. Unlike the book and music store, this place was a mess and the walkways were narrow and cluttered. Yet, the only magazine I had ever seen was a very beat up Playboy belonging to a friend of mine and the only porn I had watched had been the scrambled porn on the pay per view channels...where we hurt our eyes trying to see a breast.
Although I felt guilty and awkward in such a store, I wanted to buy a porn movie. I would be instantly popular among my friends when I pulled out a couple real sex magazines and would be royalty when I popped the VHS tape in.
I glanced up and saw my first porn scene as a redhead was sucking on a cock. I stared for a minute, watching her take the entire dick in her mouth and wondering how such a thing was even possible, as my penis instantly got hard.
I broke away from the video and looked at dozens of magazines... eventually choosing three: Jugs, Stocking Sluts, School Girl Beaver. I also bought two digest story collections: one called True Sex Stories and the other, the crazy intriguing and shocking, Incest Stories including titles like 'Mom takes my Virginity, 'My Sister takes it in the Butt', 'Daddy Do Me', 'My Aunt, my Cum Bucket', 'Mommy Munches Snatch, 'Back Door Mom' and 'Family Fuckfest'. Now I had no interest in actually committing incest and my mom was quite obese, but the taboo concept was too much not to buy.
Then I looked at VHS movies. There were so many. I was like a fat kid in a candy store... except I had a major hard-on. I spent at least half an hour deciding which videos to buy. They were thirty bucks each or more and thus I wanted to pick ones that were amazing and featured my personal fetish... pantyhose and stockings.
In the end, I looked at tons of video tapes, looking at the back of the boxes for pictures that would include women in nylons. I found a few including one I instantly knew I had to buy called 'Love Lessons' which had every girl wearing stockings and another called 'Night Nurses'.
I walked out, feeling excited and like a pervert, and down to twenty-six bucks. I started walking towards Much Music, still having two hours to kill. I stopped at McDonald's and bought lunch (it was a treat when you live in rural nowhere like I did) and then kept walking until I saw something else intriguing: an adult movie theatre.
I probably wouldn't have actually gone inside but the poster of one of the three movies playing had me intrigued: 'The Girl in Black Stockings'.
I looked each way, again making sure none of my classmates nor my teacher were around and walked inside. I had no idea if eighteen was the legal age for the theatre, but the woman who was at the till didn't ask for identification, just taking my money without even making eye contact with me.
I paid the ten dollars and headed inside.
To my surprise there was only one theatre.
To my great luck, 'The Girl in Black Stockings' had started twenty-five minutes ago.
I took a deep breath and walked in... curiosity overriding common sense.
As I did, I saw about ten heads scattered around the smallish theatre (today it would look the size of some of the cheap second run theatres that didn't exist back in the 1980s).
I glanced up and saw a pretty blonde, in black stockings, bobbing on a cock. My cock, already semi-hard, saluted the scene in my pants.
Being young and naive, it never occurred to me that an adult theatre would be a place men went to have sex... but I quickly learned it was.
Sure there were about ten heads sitting in seats, but as my eyes adjusted to the dark, I learned there were more people whose heads were not as easy to see.
I saw a guy, who looked to be my age, with another guy bobbing on his cock. The young guy waved to me as I stared transfixed on the scene like I was watching a car accident.
I was a virgin.
I had never had a blow job.
I had never seen a guy suck another guy.
Yet, I was stunned.
In awe.
In reality, I should have run out of there at that moment. I wasn't gay and this wasn't how I would want to get my first blow job... if that was even a possibility.
Yet, I was also curious as hell. Living in rural nowhere, life was pretty mundane and predicable... this was neither of those.
So, once I broke my stare from the surprisingly hot scene, I looked around wondering if I would see more live action sex scenes... hopefully with a girl involved.
And I did.
Although the only girl involved in the theatre was on screen, now riding a cock in her hairy pussy (shaved pussies were incredible uncommon in the 1980s... even in porn).
Crazy, crazy scenes.
-A couple more guys were getting blow jobs in their seats
-Three guys were seated beside each other while the one in the middle stroked both cocks
-A chubby guy was actually sitting on a skinny guy's lap seemingly riding his dick in his ass
-A guy was on all fours in a row clearly getting fucked from behind... hard... his moans louder than the ones coming from the screen
-And then a couple guys on their own seemingly actually watching the movie
I watched the guy get fucked longer than I should have, stunned that such things really happened, not knowing any guy that was gay or any girl who would take it the ass. Before long I decided to move up a couple of rows and sit down.
Once seated, I looked around some more, and saw in the corner of the theatre, where the exit sign was, a big black man who was getting a blow job.
Everything about today... and even more so about where I currently was... was wild.
I finally looked up at the big screen to see the girl now on all fours getting pounded from behind. Fuck, she was hot.
It wasn't two minutes later that a guy, in his 30s I would guess, in a suit and tie, came over to me and asked if he could join me.
I nervously agreed.
I can still remember the conversation verbatim... a conversation that would forever change the course of my life.
"First time here?" he asked.
"Is it that obvious?" I replied.
"Most people here are regulars and you also have that 'Holy crap, am I really seeing what I think I'm 'seeing?' look on your face," he explained.
"Yeah, I didn't know adult theatres existed, and I never fathomed I would see anything like this," I continued, my gaze going to the black man getting blown, the exit sign light illuminating the bobbing head rather clearly.
"It's our safe haven," he said.
"What does that mean?" I asked, still watching the guy furiously bobbing on the black cock.
"Oh, well some guys here, like myself, are married, but either like sucking cock or like getting sucked, or both, and guys are way better at it than girls."
"They are?" I asked, not something I had ever considered. My only sexual encounter was a thirty second hand job, by Cindy at a party, in a game of truth or dare.
"Oh yeah," he nodded. "Guys know the equipment and many guys are just born to suck."
"I can't fathom," I said, trying to wrap my head around the idea of both getting a blow job from a guy and of being 'born to suck'.
"Can I see your cock?" He asked, after a moment, before he added, "it seems to be trying to bust out of those jeans."
"Um, I..." I began, mixed feelings swarming through me.
"I won't do anything you don't want to," he said. "We are very casual and respectful here."
"Can we just talk a bit more?" I asked, curious about getting a blow job, but not wanting to have to give one.
"Sure," he nodded. After a pause, he said, "See Jimmy over there in the corner sucking that big black guy?"
"Yeah," I nodded.
"Jimmy is a CEO of a bank in town," he explained. "While Bubba there is a college football player with a cock the size of a hammer."
"Wow!" I said, glancing over and seeing Jimmy really bobbing hungrily still. I wished I could see the size of the black cock... then shook my head slightly at the thought.
"Yeah, Bubba is not someone to suck until you have got a little experience," he said.
"I've never sucked or been sucked before," I admitted, then wished I hadn't said that.
"Well, you can try here if you wish, either sucking or being sucked, or just stroke another cock, or be stroked," he continued. "No one will push you here."
"Okay," I nodded, as the black guy seemed to be coming in Jimmy's mouth.
"Did you see the three a few rows behind us?" He asked.
"Yeah," I nodded.
"The one in the middle, Gary, refuses to be sucked, but will jerk off or suck any cock offered to him. I recall for his birthday he sucked twenty-one cocks... for his twenty-first birthday."
"Wow!" I again repeated, still coming to grips with the reality I was witnessing.
"Here comes the money shot," he said, pointing to the screen.
"Money shot?" I asked, as I looked up to see the blonde get her face coated with cum.
"Yeah, in porn that is where the girls really earn their cash," he explained before he asked, "Do you mind if I pull my cock out?"
I didn't know if I did, or not, but answered, "Go ahead."
"Thanks," he said, and pulled his cock out.
Curious, I watched, and it was already completely hard.
"Join me," he offered, as he stroked his cock.
And I figured, what the hell. My cock was really awkwardly positioned in my jeans and 'When in Rome', I joked to myself as I unzipped my jeans and pulled out my undeniably throbbing cock.
It was his turn to say, "Wow! That is a nice cock."
"You too," I replied, feeling flattered, no one ever commenting on my cock before.
"No, I'm serious. That is an impressive member," he said, staring at it. "May I touch it?"
"Sure," I agreed, responding with my cock.
As he reached for it, he said, "If the cocksuckers here see this cock, they will be fighting to worship you."
I groaned, his hand on my cock feeling so good.
"Thick and long, with a big mushroom top," he said, seemingly intoxicated by my cock... which made me feel so good about myself. Cindy hadn't said anything when she'd given me the briefest of hand jobs.
"Thanks," I said weakly, his hand making me feel really good as a new scene appeared of the blonde, now sucking another cock.
"Can I please suck it?" He asked, so politely... which only added to the entire surreal situation. "Even just a little to let you know how good it can feel."
"Um, okay, I guess," I said, his hand feeling great, the porn sounds echoing everywhere, and the curiosity to have a mouth on my cock like the blonde was doing now guiding my answer.
That was all the approval he needed, as he leaned forward and took my cock in his mouth.
OH MY FUCKING GOD!
I couldn't believe how different and amazing a mouth felt compared to my hand or his hand.
I groaned, loudly, as he slowly bobbed on my cock.
I couldn't believe I was getting my first blow job.
I couldn't believe I was getting it from a guy.
Yet, it felt amazing and I also knew I wouldn't last long.
He stopped after about a minute and asked, "Do you want me to continue?"
"Yes, please," I nodded in the dark, wanting his warm mouth back on my cock.
"You have a great cock," he complimented again, as he lowered his mouth back on it.
I closed my eyes and just allowed myself to enjoy the blow job. Unfortunately, in only a couple minutes, I knew I was going to blow my load. I warned, "I'm going to come soon."
His response was to go faster, bobbing furiously on my cock. And in seconds, I was depositing my load in his mouth.
I had come many times at the hands of my hand, but the intensity of an orgasm when in a mouth was way more intense and pleasurable.
He sucked every drop of my cum, before he finally sat back up and said, "Thanks."
"No, thank you," I said. "That was amazing."
"Like I said, only a guy can give a real amazing blow job," he said.
I glanced down and saw his cock was completely hard. I asked, curious what his cock felt like, "May I touch it?"
"I'd love that," he said.
I moved my hand tentatively and grabbed it. It felt so hard. I could feel it throbbing in my hand.
I mean I'm sure mine was that hard too, but it felt so different when it wasn't attached to my body.
"Stroke it first," he instructed. "Get used to its girth."
"You're a lot bigger than me," I said, as I stared at his hard cock in my hand.
"That's the beauty of cock. Every one is different," he said.
"I suppose," I said, never considering cock before today.
"Oh, John is here," he said.
I looked up and saw a guy in a t-shirt and shorts walking down the aisle, even as I kept stroking his pulsing hard cock.
"He is the best cocksucker here," he said.
As a guy in a suit walked up to him in the aisle, John dropped to his knees, right there, and fished out his cock.
"Gene is the lucky one today," he said. "John always comes after his workout at the gym and takes one load. It's part of his daily routine."
"Really?" I asked.
"Yep, never more than one, never less," he nodded.
"That sounds crazy," I said, ironic since I was currently stroking a stranger's cock.
He explained, "Almost all guys, whether straight or not, will at least once in their life get a blow job from another guy and eventually once you do, you will be curious to suck a cock too."
Although his theory sounded bizarre, it made sense at the moment, as I watched John bob on a cock. I glanced down at the one in my hand and wondered what it would feel like in my mouth, what it would feel like to be on my knees like John.
He continued, "I mean, almost every guy here is supposedly straight and will lead otherwise straight lives: fucking their wives, or girlfriends or whatever. But most who come here to get a blow job will eventually become cock suckers themselves. I mean I got a dozen blow jobs here for a couple of months before I finally succumbed to sucking a cock. I mean I thought it was okay to get a blow job from a guy, but sucking a cock seemed gay. Now though, I suck more than I receive, and I don't see it as gay, but as a part of my sexuality."



"So most people here aren't gay?" I asked, wanting to understand my feelings at the moment that I wanted to suck a cock.
"Nope. John here is dating a cheerleader for the Toronto Argonauts, for example. The guy getting the blow job is divorced, but twice married. I have a girlfriend myself, but she never gives me head, she thinks it's disgusting."
"Oh," I said.
"Now, before I sucked a cock I had no idea I was a cock sucker, but once I had one grow in my mouth, and felt its juicy hardness and eventually tasted the salty seed, I was addicted. I mean I'm not into labels, and I like fucking women too, but in the end, some guys are just born to be cock suckers. And those men have no idea they are until they have that first cock in their mouth. But once they do it, it becomes central to who they are as sexual beings."
"Are you a natural born cock sucker?" I asked, in awe of the whole conversation.
"No, just a cock sucker. I love sucking cock, but I'm not like some of the guys here who crave it and worship it. I mean once you've had a natural cock sucker you will know as you will feel pleasure unimaginable," he continued.
I couldn't fathom the difference, as what I'd just received was the most amazing pleasure ever. "I can't fathom," I said.
He nodded, "Natural cock suckers, the ones that were born to be on their knees daily, receive just as much pleasure from giving the blow job as the person receiving it."
"That doesn't seem possible," I said, knowing that there could be nothing as great as getting a blow job.
"A natural cock sucker craves cock and cum and thus their greatest reward is a juicy hard cock in their mouth and eventually the fruit of their labours when they get the full load of cum from a guy's balls," he continued.
"Wow!" I said, the idea surreal... the conversation surreal. My hand on his pulsing cock surreal.
"You've got to understand, natural cock suckers have been given a gift by God, similar to being able to play the piano like Beethoven, sing like Adele, paint like Da Vinci and so forth. They are simply born with the innate gift to know how to suck cock, to deep throat without gagging and to swallow a load with ease," he said, before finishing, "a natural cock sucker will suck any cock presented to them: all shapes, lengths, girths and colours. They will suck cock daily if possible and actually crave cock and cum when they haven't had one in their mouths for a few days."
I joked, "Cock withdrawal."
"Exactly, he nodded, not catching my statement as a joke.
And for some reason, maybe it was all the cock sucking talk, or the sex going on all around me, even though I had never once considered a guy, or sucking a cock, I suddenly wanted to suck his. I asked, tentatively, "May I, um, try to suck you?"
"You don't have to," he said. "I was just explaining why men come here."
"But I'd like to try," I said, even as I thought about adding, as a pun, 'cum' here too.
"I'd love to be your first," he nodded, before asking nicely, "Are you sure you want to do this?"
"Yes," I nodded, suddenly really wanting to feel his throbbing cock in my mouth, really curious what his cock would feel like in my mouth... weird, but true.
"Go ahead," he offered.
I leaned forward, awkward in the uncomfortable movie seat, especially with the arm in the way, and took his cock head in my mouth.
"Oh yes, just allow your mouth to get accustomed to having a cock in it," he instructed, groaning ever so softly when I took him in my mouth.
I did, moving up and down only just past the mushroom top.
I worried it would feel gay to have a cock in my mouth, but it didn't. If anything, it felt completely natural, as strange as that sounds. However, I didn't like the position, as I couldn't get comfortable.
After a minute, as I got used to the cock in my mouth, I began to try and take more in, but in the chair it was awkward and I was getting frustrated: I wanted to really suck his cock. So I took his cock out of my mouth and asked, words I never imagined I would ever say, "Can I get on my knees?"
He chuckled, "The arm rest isn't very comfortable, is it?"
"No," I nodded, as I resumed stroking his cock.
"Come with me," he said.
"Okay," I nodded, and followed him out of the row, down the aisle and to a somewhat secluded spot in the opposite corner to where the black guy had been earlier. I could feel other eyes on me and yet I didn't care, I didn't know anyone here and I really wanted that cock back in my mouth.
"Is this better?" He asked.
I nodded as I dropped to my knees hungry to have his cock back in my mouth. I stroked his cock briefly and then took it back between my lips.
"Oh Yeah, you're a natural," he groaned, which somehow excited me.
And oddly, I felt even more at home, more natural, on my knees. I bobbed slowly, trying to take more in my mouth with each forward bob, even as a chill went up my back at his words about the natural cock sucker.
I had never felt more at home than I did at that moment, on my knees, with a hard cock between my lips.
I couldn't explain just how intense the rush was that I was feeling.
I couldn't explain the sudden complete hardness of my cock.
I couldn't explain my desire to please him, to hear him moan, to worship his cock.
I couldn't explain my hunger to taste his cum, something I had never considered before, not even my own cum that was often spewed on my hand when home alone.
I began bobbing faster, wanting to feel him cum in my mouth, dying to taste it.
He groaned again, "Oh, God, your mouth is amazing, you're such a natural little cock sucker."
As he said that, I wondered if I was one of the 'natural cock suckers' he had described earlier. At the moment, I felt like one.
I soon was bobbing fast, taking almost his entire cock in my mouth, when he warned, "I'm going to come soon."
Like him, I just kept sucking. I desperately wanted, no needed, to have his cum and give him the best pleasure I could.
Another few bobs, as I finally took his entire cock in my mouth, I felt the first spray of his cum shoot inside me. I eagerly swallowed, the cum coming so fast and furious, I couldn't get a real good taste. It was gooey and salty and easily slid down my throat.
"Oh yes, swallow it all," he groaned, as I did exactly that.
I kept sucking long after every last drop was retrieved from him, not wanting this amazing moment to end.
I had never felt more alive than these last five minutes.
When he pulled out, he looked down at me and said, "Wow, for a first timer, just wow."
"Thanks," I said, not sure what else to say.
"Want another?" a voice asked, startling me.
I glanced to my left and saw a hard dick staring back at me. It was bigger than the first one and even though I should have gotten up and run, my first feeling was hunger and lust.
Even as the first guy, whose name I now realized I didn't know, said, "You don't have to," I was already moving to the hard tantalizing cock that was in front of me. I didn't even glance up to see what the owner of the cock looked like as I opened my mouth and took him inside.
"Oh yeah, a fresh mouth," the guy groaned.
I didn't care who watched.
I didn't care who I was sucking.
I just needed more cock.
I loved the feeling of having the first cock in my mouth and as soon as it slipped out of me, I was sad. I wanted more. And as soon as another was offered I took it.
I didn't know if I was a natural cock sucker, or if this was just a moment of sexual awakening, or a moment of unbridled lust, but I wasn't going to think much about it... I was going to live for the moment.
I bobbed on his cock slowly at first, getting used to the slightly wider girth and enjoying the sweet sweat of this cock.
As I bobbed, going faster as my desire to please increased, I heard another voice, "A new cock sucker, awesome."
Was I a cock sucker?
It seemed a dumb question as I bobbed on my second cock in a row.
Yet, I wasn't sure.
I mean I liked girls... a lot (Although according to the guy most of the men here liked girls, had girlfriends or even wives).
I liked the blow job I received (so I enjoyed receiving and giving).
Yet, being on my knees, a cock in my mouth, was the most exhilarating thing I had ever done...and I scored the winning goal in last year's provincial play-offs.
As I was pondering this, the guy grunted and I swallowed my second load of cum in a row. The texture was similar, but the taste was different, this time more salty. I swallowed it all and he said, "Thanks man, that was great."
"You're welcome," I nodded, finally looking up to see I had sucked a guy about my age.
"Want another?" a gruff voice said.
And I did. I turned to see an even bigger cock to my right.
As one cock disappeared, another one moved in front of me and I opened up and took it in.
"Oh yeah, suck my dick," the guy groaned and talked throughout the blow job, unlike the first two.
I can't deny, it turned me on even more.
"Faster," and "take it all," and "what a mouth," and "what a natural cock sucker," were all said, as I got used to his extra length and bobbed hungrily, my own cock again stiff and begging for attention.
I couldn't believe the utter tranquility I felt as I sucked cock.
I loved being on my knees.
I loved having a cock in my mouth.
I loved the anticipation of the cum I knew I would soon receive.
I loved being a cock sucker.
And as a third load was deposited in my mouth, I knew, without a doubt, I was the natural cock sucker that had been described earlier.
Even as the third load slid down my throat, I was already hoping there was a fourth cock ready and willing.
When he pulled out, he nodded, "I hope to see you again, you're a natural little cock sucker."
"Thank you, sir," I nodded, looking up to see a bearded man in a suit old enough to be my father.
"Any time," he chuckled, as he put his cock away.
The friendly first guy asked, the only one still around me, much to my disappointment, "Ever fucked a girl?"
"No," I admitted.
"Want to lose your virginity?" he asked, looking down at the huge tent in my pants.
"What do you mean?" I asked.
"Well, most guys come here to give or receive a blow job," he explained. "But Harold over there comes to get ass fucked."
I glanced over to see a guy bent over a chair in the aisle getting fucked by another guy.
"Oh," I said, both intrigued and grossed out at the same time.
"He has an amazingly tight ass and most guys who fuck him all agree he's better than any pussy you'll ever fuck," he continued, as he moved his hand to my cock. "Want to go watch?"
"Sure," I nodded, curious.
He gave my cock a squeeze and I followed him.
"Oh yes, pound my ass," Harold whimpered, as the other guy, a body builder type, slammed into him hard.
The guy did and after another minute looked at the two of us watching and asked, "Which one of you faggots wants my cum?"
The word 'faggot' startled me, but the word 'cum' excited me and I answered without even thinking, "I do."
"Knees, faggot," he ordered.
I quickly dropped to my new comfort zone.
Seconds later, he pulled out of Harold, ripped off his condom, turned to me and instantly shot his cum all over my face... only a little going into my wide open mouth.
Getting a load of hot cum on my face was degrading and utterly humiliating, yet somehow it turned me on too.
I was surprised by how warm the cum was as it hit my face.
I was surprised by how natural it felt to continue to be used by men for their pleasure.
I was surprised when, after the third rope hit me on my chin, I leaned forward, cock hungry, and took his cock into my mouth.
The taste was tangy, and I retrieved every last drop of his cum.
"Holy crap, you really are a faggot," the guy chuckled, which sent vibrations through him and into me.
And at the moment I was.
A cock sucker.
A faggot.
Whatever.
I just wanted cock and cum.
When he pulled his cock out, I stood up, cum dripping down my face, and asked, "Does anyone else need a cock sucker?"
I sucked three more loads from three more strangers, swallowing every one before I lost my virginity in Harold's amazingly tight ass... I didn't even last two minutes... even with a condom on.
I then sucked the guy who started it all one more time, before realizing I was half an hour late to meet up with my classmates. He gave me his number (I learned his name was Mike... same name as my best friend), once I told him I wasn't from town and he said, "Although I've met quite a few natural cock suckers, you're the best yet."
"Thanks," I said, feeling flattered and knowing my life was forever changed.
I headed out and eventually found my classmates and my very stressed out and worried teacher.
The day after I graduated, I moved to Toronto, and spent many a day at the adult theatre where I sucked hundreds of cocks over the next four years while I went to college at the university of Toronto, learned to become a complete two hole cock pleaser by taking it in my ass often and, believe it or not, got engaged to a great woman who never had a clue of my extra-curricular activities and my addiction to cock and cum.
That was almost 30 years ago and I still suck cock regularly: one of my co-workers, a black guy who calls me whenever he needs to deposit a load, two college guys who I met on Craigslist, and recently, my brother-in-law (but that is an entirely different story).
Am I a natural cock sucker?
Sure.
But as Mike said, cock sucking is just a part of my DNA. It was a gift given by God and I sure as hell (pun intended) am not going to let it go to waste (or any creamy load either)!!
I've already sucked a co-worker in his office this morning and am going for a nice creamy snack at coffee break at a washroom at the University of Toronto basement... a great place to get fresh, young, hard cock.
And if you haven't tried cock yet, don't judge me.
Once you do... you will be just like me... a cock sucker.
The End
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THE TURNING CONTEST is a week-long competition between five MILF best friends to see which of them can turn more straight teens, college girls and women.
The prize: The winner gets a weekend with the other four women's submissive 18-year-old daughters.
Note: This series is based on a few things:
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1. Turning Contest: A Beautiful Blonde, in which seductress VERONICA STONE seduces a teen in her clothing store.
2. Turning Contest: A Cute Maid, in which reluctant seductress (she is more a submissive) and rich wife CAROL WHITE seduces and dominates her temporary maid.
3. Turning Contest: A Delicious Model, in which seductress and casting agent PORTIA JAMES seduces a cute nineteen year old model who is auditioning for a part in the new Matt Damon movie.
Turning Contest: A Desperate Asian
Seductress 4: Professor Crystal Watson
Professor Crystal Watson returned to her usual Friday office hours, having no afternoon classes. She had office time Mondays, Wednesdays and Fridays, although she rarely had students come on Friday, which was why she had Friday hours. College rules required three hours of office time per week, so this arrangement met the requirements even though she didn't usually have to deal with students.
Crystal was at her desk marking papers when she saw that three of her friends already had scored some turns. She sighed. Why did she agree to this contest? Although she used to love the thrill of the chase, she hadn't really been on the prowl for a few months. Maybe it was because she was getting older, or maybe it was the reality that since she seduced her daughter and made her her own live-in pet she was content (her daughter was a great submissive and eager as hell).
And then, as if the gods of lesbian seduction were looking down on her, Jun knocked on her open door. "Ma'am, may I speak with you?"
Crystal smiled, thinking she was the perfect prey, "Hello, Jun, please come in." Crystal had seduced dozens of coeds during her years as a professor, but none this semester. Usually, her student assistant was the one who did the majority of her freshman grading and also pussy pleasing. This year, for the first time since she had tenure, she had not fucked her student assistant, although that may have to change this week if she was to compete with her lesbian cougar friends, she mused.
Crystal offered Jun a seat as she stood up and closed her office door...and locked it. She returned to her seat and asked, "What can I do for you, Jun?"
"Ma'am, I am struggling writing my paper," Jun said. She was on an exchange to America for one year and although she excelled in English in Japan, she had learned that didn't necessarily cross over into America. The fact that she was also shy and insecure also hindered her attempt to fit in in America. Thus, even though she was a straight 'A' student in Japan, her first paper in Professor Watson's class was a 50% and her first test a 53%... she was mortified and stressed out.
"Your first paper had some great ideas, Jun," Crystal complimented, before adding, "Unfortunately, your ideas didn't always flow together."
"I know," Jun nodded. "That is why I wanted to converse with you. I do not even know where I should start for this paper, ma'am."
An idea forming, Crystal replied, "Well, maybe, you should write about the psychology of Japanese female culture."
"Excuse me, ma'am?" Jun asked, confused by the suggestion.
"Well, I know that women in Japan, at least all the generations before yourself, were usually submissive and obedient to their husbands, isn't that correct?" Crystal continued, a brilliant plan already formulating in her head.
"Yes, ma'am, that is generally true," Jun nodded, thinking of her mother and her strict father.
"Would you consider yourself submissive?" Crystal questioned.
"To my father, yes, ma'am," Jun nodded.
"How about to your mother?" Crystal interrogated.
"Yes, ma'am," Jun again nodded. She was raised to respect her elders, something she didn't see happening too much in America.
"Do you have any brothers?" the Professor asked.
"Three, ma'am," the Japanese coed answered.
"Older or younger?"
"Two older, one younger, ma'am."
"Would you be obedient to the older brothers?"
"Yes, ma'am," Jun replied.
"And the younger?" Crystal questioned, trying to pull out the ingrained submissive in the Japanese coed.
Jun admitted, "In my culture, age is not the main factor, ma'am."
"What is?" Crystal asked, even though she knew the answer, she just wanted the coed to say it as she slowly prepared the submissive to accept her role.
"There is a hierarchy, ma'am," Jun answered.
"There is always a hierarchy," Crystal pointed out.
Jun agreed awkwardly, having seen the way people treated each other here, "So I'm learning"
"So what is the hierarchy in your family?"
"The men are in charge, ma'am," Jun admitted, even though she hated admitting it, as in America women seemed to be on an equal status for the most part.
"So, you are submissive to all in your family? Regardless of age?" Crystal continued.
"Yes, ma'am," Jun nodded.
"Grandparents?"
"Yes, ma'am."
"Uncles and aunties?"
"Yes, ma'am."
"School mates?"
"Males, yes, females, no, ma'am," Jun answered, unsure what was the purpose of all this questioning.
"Teachers?" Crystal asked as she stood up from her desk.
"Of course, ma'am," Jun nodded. "Teachers deserve and receive the highest reverence in Japan."
"That doesn't always happen here," Crystal laughed, as she moved in front of her desk and leaned against it, now right beside the born submissive.
"I have noticed," Jun said, always shocked by the poor treatment of some of the professors that was likely even worse in high school.
"But you believe that you should always obey your teachers, don't you, Jun?" the professor smiled looking down at her.
"Yes, ma'am," Jun nodded, noticing the professor's tone change.
"What does your name mean?" Crystal asked, knowing that Japanese names always had a second meaning.
"Obedient, ma'am," Jun answered, finding that incredibly ironic after the conversation they had just been having.
"Interesting," the professor nodded. After a pause she asked, "And are you?"
"Am I what, ma'am?" Jun asked.
"Obedient," Crystal asked, as she moved up directly in front of the coed and hopped onto her desk.
"Usually, ma'am," Jun nodded, suddenly feeling uncomfortable.
"I have a theory," Crystal continued, as she allowed her heels to hit the floor and she placed her feet on the coed's lap.
Jun was stunned by the behaviour of her usually very professional professor. Yet, not wanting to be disrespectful to a teacher, she didn't question the nylon-clad feet on her lap and instead asked, "What is your theory, ma'am?"
"That the upbringing of Japanese girls leads to natural submission all their lives." the professor said, before adding, "Wouldn't that be an interesting paper to write?"
"I guess, ma'am," Jun replied timidly, even as she sensed that the professor had ulterior motives.
"I think it would be a great read," Crystal continued.
"It would be something I know a fair amount about, ma'am," Jun admitted, liking the idea since it would be something she understood and knew about.
"Massage my feet," Crystal ordered.
"Excuse me, ma'am?" Jun said, even though she had heard the words.
"Are you questioning an elder?" Crystal asked.
"N-n-no, ma'am," Jun stammered, feeling compelled to obey the professor. Her hands were trembling slightly, as she took the left foot of her professor and began massaging it.
"Good girl," Crystal purred, watching the Asian submissive do exactly as she had anticipated she would. No doubt this would not be her most difficult turn... but it would likely be one that would give her great pleasure. She also knew from research, that Japanese men seldom gave positive reinforcement to their children and thus felt a way to quicken the seduction of Jun was to consistently give her positive encouragement.
The simple two words sent a chill up the young Asian's back as she seldom got approval for her tasks. When she came home with a 98% on a test, she didn't get a 'Great job, Jun', she got a 'What did you do wrong, Jun'? So hearing positive words when doing a task as instructed made her feel good.
"That feels nice, Jun," Crystal said. "You have such soft, gentle hands."
"Thank you, ma'am," Jun said.
"The other foot," Crystal ordered, a minute later.
"Yes, ma'am," Jun obeyed, changing feet and replicating the gentle massage.
"Now, Jun, I believe your paper should have a paragraph on the historical traditions of Japanese male-dominant hierarchy; a paragraph on the rigid upbringing of Japanese children and the differences between girls and boys; and a paragraph on the long term impact of a society that doesn't prepare their children, especially their girls, to be 21st century global citizens," Crystal suggested.
Jun listened to the thoughtful suggestions of her professor. She was instantly excited about the ideas outlined and her head was already spinning with how she would write the paper. She nodded, "I think that is a great start, ma'am."
"I agree," Crystal nodded. "It is a great start. Yet, to really write an honest and frank paper about the long-term societal impact one must dig deep into her upbringing and acknowledge the unpredicted and unplanned effects."
"Like what?" Jun asked curious.
"Well, young women like you are trained since birth to obey their fathers, elders and, quite frankly, all men, correct?"
"Yes, ma'am."
"In the end, they are training you to be a future obedient wife to a Japanese man to continue the century's long cycle," Professor Watson continued.
"I never thought of it like that, ma'am," Jun replied, although in retrospect that was definitely part of it. Until recently, chose the husbands for their daughters, and in some families it still happened.
"But I'm correct, am I not?"
"Yes, ma'am," Jun nodded.
"Of course, your subservient persona can then be manipulated by any man or," Crystal paused dramatically, "woman for their own personal gain."
"I guess," Jun said, confused where this was going.
"No, ma'am?" Crystal asked.
"Sorry, ma'am," Jun apologized. "You really have me thinking a lot about my entire upbringing."
Crystal lifted her foot to the pretty Asian's mouth and ordered, "Suck on my toes, Jun."
Jun was again surprised, yet sensed this was a test. The professor was testing her own theory of the extreme obedience a Japanese woman will go to. That said, Jun wasn't sure what she should do now. She was used to obeying, she was used to pleasing, and she was used to serving. So although the task was strange, inappropriate and demeaning, she felt compelled to obey. She also wanted the instant gratification of positive reinforcement she assumed would follow if she obeyed. So after a brief hesitation, she opened her mouth and took the nylon-clad toes in her mouth.
"Good girl," the professor instantly said, conditioning the submissive that every obedient act would lead to positive verbal rewards. She knew that Japanese girls were often desperate for approval, always striving to impress their male figures, that just a little bit of positive reinforcement would enhance their eagerness to obey... to please... to submit.
Jun sucked each toe into her mouth like a small cock. Jun wasn't a virgin. She had been seduced in her senior year, just after turning eighteen, by her principal, who promised her a raving letter of recommendation to the American college exchange program if she sucked his dick. She did. Then he wanted to fuck her. She let him. Then he wanted to fuck her ass. She didn't refuse, even though she didn't enjoy it at all. In the end, she was used by him the entire last three months almost daily, as well as by another teacher when she was double penetrated minutes before her graduation. She was mortified after by the humiliation and yet couldn't deny that in the heat of the moment, she enjoyed pleasing both of them at once. And, maybe now, like then, she would have to do sexual favours in return for a better grade on her essay... she had done worse.
"Such a natural, Jun," the professor purred, enjoying the very thorough attention each toe was receiving. Not surprisingly, the Asian was going to do her very best at whatever task she was given.
Jun just continued sucking each toe in her mouth, spending time on each individual one.
The professor continued, "You see, Jun, Being black, my family history is one of racism and slavery. Yet, we have come a long way in America. I'm a professor at one of the top schools in America. The first lady is currently black for a little while longer. We have, for the most part, broken the generations of abuse and slavery and become prominent citizens."
Jun listened to this and saw the parallels between Asian family hierarchy and American slavery... yet hers was worse. Their hierarchy of domination was led from within and not an issue of race, but an issue of gender.
"So maybe it's time for you, Jun, to discover who you are, accept it and then make sure to break it for yourself and future generations in your family blood line," Crystal finished, just as Jun finished pleasing each of her ten toes.
"And how do I do that, ma'am?" Jun asked, the idea logical and moral, yet the execution of breaking a centuries old tradition not as simple as just doing so.
"Well, for one," Crystal began, as she lifted up her ass to hike up her skirt and reveal a perfectly shaved pussy and thigh high stockings, "you reclaim your sexuality."
Jun stared at the shaved vagina. It looked so pretty. She couldn't even fathom how a vagina could get that hairless. She also couldn't understand why her professor was showing her her vagina. She finally asked, after a good thirty seconds of staring, "How would I reclaim my sexuality, ma'am?"
"First, by discovering your sexuality," Crystal said, as she reached over, grabbed the back of the stunned, bewildered Asian girl's head and guided it to her pussy.
Jun was shocked and yet she allowed her body to be guided to the beautiful sight before her. The black skin and the pink pussy complimented each other so perfectly, as if it was a work of art. She was confused at what was happening, yet compliance seemed the natural action, even though it seemed to go against the advice her professor had just been giving her.
Crystal continued, the student's face now an inch from her pussy, "You need to explore your sexuality. Japanese women are expected to all be hetero and only have sex with their husband. But the reality is almost all women are bisexual at heart."
Jun had never considered this, likely because she was brainwashed to live a certain lifestyle of obedience to men. Yet, with this vagina, glistening slightly with a wetness on the pink lips, she was suddenly curious if she may be bi... or what if she was a lesbian? She enjoyed the sex acts with her teachers, but hated herself after the act was done. She was curious if she would feel the same way if she leaned forward and licked this vagina.
"Go ahead, Jun," Crystal encouraged softly. "If you don't, you will always wonder."
Jun paused no longer as she leaned the last inch, extended her tongue and licked. She had no idea what she was going to taste, having never considered it before this moment was at hand, but it was very tart and sweet and addicting. Although she started tentatively, unsure what she was doing, once the distinctive flavour hit her taste buds she wanted more.
Crystal smiled as she watched the eager submissive discover the joy of pussy. Seeing a straight girl discover a love for pussy was one of the greatest rushes for the professor, especially when it was a girl like Jun who would have never explored this side of her sexuality without such a push.
"That's it, Jun," Crystal moaned. "That feels so good."
Jun responded, wanting to let her professor know she was enjoying it too, "You taste so good, ma'am."
"There is nothing in this world as distinctively exotic as a woman's pussy, Jun," Crystal explained, as she enjoyed the pleasure the eager submissive was giving her.
Jun wondered if every pussy tasted like this. If so, she couldn't fathom how every girl wasn't a lesbian. This taste was addicting, life changing, and everything Jun thought she knew about herself became irrelevant in a matter of seconds.
For a few minutes, Jun explored every inch of the delicious pink pussy, inside and out. She was in awe of how the professor responded based on angle, speed and spot. Jun was a quick learner at everything she did, and always wanted to be the best. Not surprisingly, she was quickly learning how to please a woman.
Crystal wasn't surprised at how quickly the young Asian became an experienced, eager pussy pleaser, and her orgasm was building quickly.
Jun could sense her professor was getting close to coming as she moved her tongue to the professor's swollen clit and sucked it between her lips.
Crystal moaned loudly, "Oooooooooooh, yes, Jun, keep doing that."
Jun obeyed and in seconds she was feeling the flooding of come onto her lips and face.
The professor screamed, "Yesssssssssss." As an intense orgasm rushed through her.
Jun eagerly lapped up the come, which had the same taste but with the full bouquet of flavour. She couldn't get enough and kept licking long after the flood of it had ended.
Crystal smiled, "I think you got it all."
"Sorry, ma'am," Jun said, looking up feeling the wetness all over her face. "I couldn't help myself."
"I think maybe you should come to my office more often for tutoring," Crystal smiled.
"Yes, ma'am," Jun nodded. "I would like that."
Crystal got off her desk and ordered, "Take off your jeans, Jun."
"Really, ma'am?" Jun asked, surprised again.
"Yes, my dear," the black woman nodded, as she helped Jun stand up. "It's time to reward you."
"Ma'am, you don't have to," Jun said, even though her panties were very wet.
"Of course I don't," Crystal smiled, before adding, "but I want you to know what real pleasure feels like."
"Yes, ma'am," Jun nodded, as she nervously unbuttoned her jeans and took them off.
"Panties too," Crystal ordered, as she went to her purse and pulled out her rabbit vibrator.
Jun obeyed as she watched the professor go to her purse.
"Sit up on my desk," Crystal ordered.
"Yes, ma'am," Jun obeyed, awkwardly moving onto the desk.
"Have you been with a man before?" Crystal asked.
"Yes, ma'am."
"On your own accord or blackmail?" Crystal asked, knowing how corrupt Japan could be.
"Blackmailed, ma'am," Jun admitted, wondering how she would know that.



"Do you want me to teach you real pleasure?" Crystal asked, not wanting to take advantage of the girl... well, not more than she already had.
The question was surreal considering she had come in for essay help. Yet, at the moment, it was exactly what she wanted. Jun admitted, "Yes, ma'am."
Crystal turned the rabbit on low and moved it to the very hairy pussy. "Why are you wet?"
"I don't know, ma'am. This has been very exciting," Jun answered.
"Well, this will be even more exciting," Crystal replied, as she moved the toy to the young girl's pussy.
"Ooooooooooooh," Jun moaned, as the vibrations touched her vagina lips.
"This is called the rabbit, and it will really get you hopping," the professor smiled, feeling that she was actually doing some real hands-on teaching at the moment.
"It feels good, ma'am," Jun struggled to say, as the pleasure teased her completely.
"Just good?" Crystal asked, as she moved the toy up and down between the pussy lips, but not inside... purposely teasing the young woman.
"Really good, ma'am," Jun weakly answered, wishing she would just shove it inside her.
"What do you want me to do?" Crystal asked, continuing to tease her.
"To put that in my vagina," Jun replied, before adding, "ma'am."
"You mean your pussy?" Crystal questioned, moving the toy to the girl's clit.
"Aaaaaaah," Jun screamed, the sudden vibrations on her clit bringing intense pleasure. "Yes, my pussy, ma'am."
"Or is it your cunt, Jun?" Crystal asked, moving the toy away and turning it higher.
Jun wanted it back on her pussy, or in her cunt, and she said the taboo word for the first time in her life, "Please, professor, I need that in my cunt."
Crystal loved hearing sweet girls swear and she slid the rabbit in the young girl all at once.
"Oh, God!" Jun screamed, the intense pleasure suddenly swarming her.
Crystal fucked the young girl with the rabbit, and literally in seconds, which was always how quickly the rabbit worked on first timers, she watched the sweet girl come.
"Oh, ma'ammmmmmmmm," Jun moaned, as she collapsed back on the desk as her orgasm coursed through her.
Crystal smiled as the young girl came hard. Crystal pulled the toy out, turned it off and licked it clean as she watched come leak out of the student.
Jun lay on her back as the pleasure made its way through her entire body.
Crystal grabbed her phone, took a picture of the girl and then texted her first turn.
Scorecard:
Carol: 1
Crystal: 1
Portia: 1
Veronica: 1
Jasmine: 0
THE END
Coming Next: Turning Contest: A Dominated Thief
(Veronica goes for her second turn when a chubby young girl is caught stealing from her store)
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1950s: Housewives' Lesbian Society
I woke up feeling refreshed the next morning. I sat up and saw my great-grandmother's scrapbook and reached for it. I couldn't wait to read what happened next.
.....
I opened the scrapbook and began reading....
Ellie and I would pleasure each other a couple more times before summer ended and she headed back to college and I to high school (Sure wish Skype, Facebook or cell phones existed back then).
For a month or two, I figured it was just an anomaly. A brief moment in time where I wasn't myself. Yet, I knew the moment I was changing for gym that I craved pussy (sorry for the profanity... but it's going to get a lot worse). Each pair of tits, each tight ass, and every brief glimpse of pussy had me light-headed and hungry.
I resisted the temptation, of course. I was way too shy to even hint at my eagerness to please, plus it was 1954... no one was a lesbian... not in my small town... at least so I thought.
One night, I was babysitting for Mrs. Sherman, whose husband was away as he often was, while she went out for her weekly bridge night. I got the kids to bed, and tried finishing my questions for Hamlet, when I looked at the clock and saw I had at least ninety minutes before Mrs. Sherman would be home.
Horny after going to the football game and drooling over the cheerleaders, I decided I would masturbate so I could think straight (I know, a terrible pun). I took off my jeans, pulled down my panties, and began rubbing myself.
I closed my eyes and imagined being used by the cheerleaders. I wasn't a nerd per se, nor was I a popular cheerleader... I was a member of the Student Council and a member of debate club (now you know why I love to argue with your Dad... that, and it really pisses him off).
Anyway, I replayed the day before, when I had walked into the gym and saw Sarah Hamilton, one of the senior cheerleaders, changing. In this fantasy, I imagined that she saw me staring at her and ordered, "Becca, get over here."
I went over.
"Are you hungry?" she asked, as she guided me to the floor.
I nodded wordlessly as I stared at her beautiful puss, which was completely hairless. I didn't know such a thing existed.
"Do you want to lick my pussy, Becca?" she asked.
"Yes," I whispered, unable to pull my gaze from her pussy.
"Tell me what you want, Becca," Sarah ordered, as she spread her legs wider and asked, "Do you want this?"
"Yes, Sarah," I nodded. "I want to lick your pussy very much."
"You want to be our cheerleader pussy pleaser?" she asked, as she rubbed her pussy.
I didn't hesitate, willing to lick every cheerleader in a heartbeat. "God, yes. I'd love to be the cheerleader's team mascot."
"You can travel with the team and please us on the bus before the games, at half time in the change room and, of course, on the bus again on the way home. That way even if we lose, we win."
"God, yes," I nodded, wanting to bury my face in her sweet pussy.
"Go ahead, you little pussy slut," Sarah said sitting on the bench, "Lick me."
I didn't hesitate as I leaned forward and buried my face in her pussy. I licked hungrily, wanting to get her off and swallow every last drop of her pussy juice.
"That's it," Sarah moaned, "That's it, get that tongue of yours in my pussy."
I tried to make my tongue like a small cock and fuck her. After a couple of minutes, she stood up, got onto the bench, turned around and ordered, "I want you to work for this, Becca."
It was awkward in that position, but I reached up and resumed licking.
"Such an eager little slut," she purred, as I licked and licked, my hands on her tight ass.
"Who is licking you now?" I heard a voice say from behind.
I froze.
"Keep fucking licking, slut," Sarah demanded.
"Sorry," I apologized, as I resumed licking her pussy, knowing I now had an audience.

"It's Becca," Sarah revealed.
"I knew she was a lesbo," the voice said from behind.
"Are you a lesbo?" Sarah asked.
"Yes, I'm a lesbo," I moaned. "I want to eat your sweet pussy."
"Is that so?" Mrs. Sherman asked, jolting me from my fantasy.
I opened my eyes, my fingers in my pussy and saw Mrs. Sherman standing in front of me.
I stammered, as I pulled my fingers out of my pussy "M-M-Mrs. Sherman!"
"So you want to eat my sweet pussy?" she asked, looking down at me.
"Oh my God, I'm so sorry," I apologized, mortified to be caught in such a compromising position in her home.
"Don't apologize," Mrs. Sherman said, as she pulled down her skirt. "I think we better find out if I do indeed have a sweet pussy."
My eyes went big.
She wasn't mad.
She was undressing in front of me.
As she pulled her panties down, I was staring at her pussy.
"Go ahead, Rebecca, lick my pussy," she said.
"Really?" I asked, in awe.
"Now," she nodded, as she grabbed the back of my head and pulled me into her pussy.
I extended my tongue and licked.
I was immediately intoxicated by her unique pussy taste. Although similar to Ellie's, it was also somewhat different.
"Oh yes, Rebecca," she moaned. "I think I will have you coming over to babysit a lot more now that I know of your unique extra-curricular abilities."
As I licked, I agreed, "I need lots of practice."
"That I'll be willing to help you out with," she moaned, as I slowly licked her pussy.
I continued licking for a couple more minutes before she moved away and said, "Get undressed, Rebecca. I want to see the rest of your body."
"Okay, Mrs. Sherman," I nodded. I stood up and finished taking off my jeans and panties. I then took off my blouse and bra, oddly not at all uncomfortable to be completely naked in front of an older woman. Truth be told, I felt rather liberated.
"You have a very nice tight body," Mrs. Sherman complimented, leaning in and kissing me as her hands went to my ass and pulled me into her.
We kissed for a couple of minutes, before she purred, "Now come and finish what you started."
"Yes, Mrs. Sherman," I nodded, as I watched her move to the floor. I followed after her, lowering myself to the floor too.
"Go ahead," she offered. "Get licking, my pet."
Hearing the word 'pet' sent a chill up my spine as I moved between her legs and resumed licking.

"So good, Rebecca," she moaned, as I continued my eager exploration of her entire pussy.
"I couldn't agree more, Mrs. Sherman," I replied, as her moans started increasing slightly.
"That's it," she purred. "Suck on my clit now."
"Yes, Mrs. Sherman," I obeyed, as I moved my head up slightly and moved my lips to her clit. I tugged on it as her moans got louder.
"Oh yes, Rebecca, don't fucking stop," she moaned loudly as she grabbed the back of my head and began rubbing her pussy on my face.
I did the best I could to keep pleasing her, as this prim and proper mother of three ground her pussy all over my face.
"Keep licking," she demanded, before seconds later my face was coated with pussy juice.
I lapped up as much of her cum as I could, knowing, without a doubt, I loved pussy. When she let go of my head, she looked down at me, and smiled, "This was a very pleasant discovery."
"I can't believe you didn't call my parents," I said.
"Oh, I plan to call some people," she said.
"What?" I asked.
"We were trying to decide who was going to replace Amber," she said.
"Amber Pullings?" I asked, a girl who graduated last year. She was our class President, head cheerleader and the daughter of a church Minister. She had gone to college overseas on a full scholarship, the first girl in our school's history to get a scholarship out of country.
"Yes, she had been doing a lot of community service the past year," Mrs. Sherman said, stressing the words community service.
"Okay" I said, not catching on.
"It looks really good on the resume to be a key member in the community, Rebecca," she continued.
"I know," I nodded.
"Amber's colossal volunteer work in the community was instrumental in her getting a full ride scholarship to Oxford," she continued, giving ominous statements that clearly had a greater purpose that I was not comprehending.
"She was a real go-getter," I nodded, recalling how she was clearly the leader of the school. She was even the first female valedictorian at our school. I briefly thought of Ellie and how Amber was a perfect example of the feminist revolution Ellie often talked about.
"Oh, that she was," Mrs. Sherman laughed, before getting rather serious. She asked, "So, are you a go-getter too?"
"I suppose," I said, although I wasn't anywhere near as popular or successful as Amber. "But I don't think I'm in the same category as Amber."
"Oh," she smiled wickedly, which confused me even more, "Oh, I think you are definitely in the same category as Amber. Are you eager to please?"
"I do like to make people happy," I nodded, adding, "I do a lot of volunteer work at school and in the community."
"Are you good at following instructions?" she asked.
"I guess so," I nodded, the question rather odd.
"And I know you're dependable, as you are always on time when you come to babysit," she said, standing up and walking over to the cabinet.
"I believe in punctuality," I nodded.
"You are definitely the perfect candidate to replace Amber," she nodded.
"Replace Amber for what?" I asked, still completely confused.
She didn't answer as she asked, "Do you remember Amber's school President Campaign last year?"
"How could I not?" I laughed, "It was everywhere." There were posters, radio announcements, and free baked goods daily.
"Well, that was all part of the secret society," she said, as she walked back to me.
Confused still, I asked, "What secret society?"
"Can you keep a secret?" she asked, now standing over me.
"Yes, ma'am," I nodded, somehow wanting to show a bit more submissiveness to her by using ma'am.
She smiled, holding pictures in her hand, "There is a rather large secret society of married housewives that get together regularly."
"Okay," I nodded, thinking that wasn't that big a deal.
She then added, "It's a secret lesbian society."
"Oh," was all I said, as suddenly everything she had been saying the past few minutes began to make complete sense.
"We were sick of the way our husbands and male society saw women as just baby makers, dinner makers, and house cleaners," she said.
I smiled, "I have a friend who thinks the same thing."
"You do, do you?" she asked, "I'd love to meet her."
"The final straw was when another mother in the community saw her daughter's textbook with a chapter "The Good Wife's Guide" that taught teenage girls how to be subservient women for their future husbands. Carol couldn't take it anymore," Mrs. Sherman said.
"Carol?" I questioned. There was only one Carol. She was the wife of one of the church ministers.
"I wasn't supposed to say names," she sighed. "But yes, Mrs. Madison."
"Okay," I said, trying to wrap my head around all this.
"So, she got a bunch of housewives together and we started a secret society of change. Over time the society became a place for women to also explore their sexuality," Mrs. Sherman explained.
"Oh," was again all I could say, as my head envisioned the church minister's wife eating out Mrs. Sherman.
"And for the past three years we have had a high school senior as our secret member at school spreading our feminist cheer and also being our housewife pet," she revealed.
I was speechless. Was she implying I would be the next pet?
"I trust you so much, I will show you pictures of the last three housewife pets," she said, handing me the photos.

The first was a kinky picture of Michelle Post, who now worked at the bank.
"She was a very obedient pet, as you can likely see from the picture," Mrs. Sherman said.
"Looks like it," I nodded, as I flipped to the second photo.

"That photo almost compromised our secret society," Mrs. Sherman laughed. "We were celebrating so hard at the diner about Kara's acceptance into Harvard that it went into the morning. Kara had pleasured all twelve of us that night, and was about to finally get her own reward from the newest member of the society, Mrs. Crampton when another classmate jogged by."
"Oh my," I said, drawn into both the picture and the shocking story.
"Yes, so we had to go and seduce Penelope too," Mrs. Sherman shrugged, although she never became a full time housewife pet... more of an associate housewife pet."
"Crazy," was all I could say, apparently complete sentences no longer able to be formed by my muddled brain and horny body.
"We have become a lot more careful since then," she said. "That could have been anyone, including a man, and that would have been a disaster."
"Why?" I asked, before adding, "Wouldn't the truth of how women felt and believed make change happen sooner?"
"Oh, Rebecca, such a sweet innocent girl," she smiled. "No, change must come from inside and that means through small undetected movements."
"I guess that makes sense," I nodded, knowing how change didn't come fast. Treatment of the blacks in the south still a really good example of that. I flipped to the last photo.

It was Amber. At school.
"That was taken after her victory as School President. We were a lot more careful, making sure that the school was completely empty," she revealed.
"Wow!" I said, staring at the beautiful Amber with her legs spread open so invitingly.
"That can be you," she said.
"I can be School President?" I asked confused.
"If you want," she shrugged. "But what I really meant is you could be a housewife pet. You could be the secret agent of change. You could help with the revolution."
I thought of Ellie and smiled. I knew what she would want me to do. I looked up and asked, "When do I begin?"
She smiled, as she lowered her pussy onto my face, "Now!"
I brought her off to a second orgasm my head spinning with all I'd learned: a secret lesbian society, senior female agents who seduced other seniors, and that I could be an integral part of it.
Once I got Mrs. Sherman off for a second time, she said, "Yes, you will definitely make a great housewife pet."
"I aim to please," I nodded.
"That you do," she smiled, as she pulled me up and kissed me. When she broke the kiss, she added, "That said, we also believe in strong discipline."

"Okay," I said tentatively.
"Yes, you will only come when given permission from one of your many housewife Mistresses," she revealed, as her hand moved to my very wet pussy.
"Mistresses?" I whimpered.
"Yes, each housewife will be in charge of you. You will obey every one of them. Thus you are the submissive pet and they the Mistresses," she explained.
"Okay," I nodded, that somehow turning me on even more. I loved the idea of being other's pet.
"Of course, the one exception to the rule where you can come as you wish is when you seduce follow seniors to the revolution," she added.
"That I'm not so sure I can do," I said, being rather shy.
"You will be trained to be both a completely obedient pussy pleasing pet and also a sexy seductress," she added, as she slid a finger into me.
"Oh God," I moaned, overwhelmed from everything and instantly near orgasmic bliss. "Can I come, Mistress?" I asked, as she slowly fingered me.
She pulled her finger out and said, "Unfortunately only head Mistress Madison, who is Mistress to all, can allow your initial orgasm."
"Okay," I whimpered, as I learned even more about the secret society. "You are all pets to Mistress Madison?" I asked.
"Yes, we are," she nodded. "There needs to be a queen."
"That makes sense," I nodded.
"I will contact Mistress Madison in the morning and I am sure she will be in contact with you very soon," Mrs. Sherman said.
"I hope so," I smiled, wanting to show my eagerness.
She kissed me again, paid me for babysitting, including the extra hour I was there, and led me out of her home. She reminded me, "This is a very closely kept secret. I trust you will tell NO one."
"Yes, Mistress," I nodded. "I won't tell a soul. Although I can't fathom anyone believing me anyway."
She laughed, "That is probably true."
It was two excruciating days later that Mrs. Park, my History teacher, asked me to see her at lunch in her classroom. I was worried all morning, as I had never been asked to stay after school.
I arrived right on time, nervous, and she greeted me warmly, which made me feel better, "Hi, Rebecca, I'm happy you could come."
I could have sworn she stressed the word 'come', yet just nodded, "You told me to come at lunch."
"And I hope you will indeed come," she said, this time undoubtedly stressing the word 'cum'.
"I don't understand," I said, still oblivious to her real intentions.
"I am supposed to excuse you from the next class so you can go and see Mrs. Madison," Mrs. Parks revealed.
"Pardon?" I asked, even though I had heard her words. I just hadn't remotely considered that Mrs. Parks could somehow be involved in this secret lesbian society.
"Go directly to Mrs. Madison's home right now, she is expecting you," Mrs. Parks instructed.
"Yes, Mrs. Parks," I nodded.
"You know where she lives, right?" Mrs. Parks asked.
"Yes, ma'am," I nodded.
"Have fun," she said.
I didn't respond because I had no idea what to say to that. I was headed out of school when my best friend Kara stopped me.
"Where you going?" she asked, as I passed the cafeteria.
"Um," I pondered, not sure what to say. I quickly lied, "I need to run home for my Mom."



"Oh, okay," she said. "Come meet me in the library when you get back."

"Sure," I nodded, happy she was too sweet to not believe my lie.
I hurried out, trying to avoid any of my other friends.
I could feel my hands trembling as I walked the two blocks to Mrs. Madison's house.
Reaching her door, I quickly knocked, feeling as if someone may see me.
The door opened after less than thirty seconds, but it felt like an hour.
"Come in," Mrs. Madison greeted firmly. Looking at her, it seemed impossible that she could be the leading Mistress of a secret society of housewives.
"Yes, ma'am," I nodded, walking in with butterflies in my stomach.
I followed her into the living room where she offered, "Please, have a seat, Rebecca."
"Yes, ma'am," I repeated, as I tried to wrap my head around why I was here.
"So," she began, "Mrs. Sherman told you some very, very confidential information that she shouldn't have."
That surprised me. All I could say was "Oh!"
"But she did," she sighed, "and now I have to deal with it."
"I won't tell anyone," I said, wanting to make her feel comfortable and protect Mrs. Sherman.
"You understand that this group is a very secretive group," she said.
"Yes, ma'am," I nodded.
"And you can't tell anyone," she continued.
"Yes, ma'am," I agreed.
"Even as you seduce other seniors, you will be the only pet of the housewives society," she explained.
"Understood, ma'am," I said, the idea of being the only pet to the housewives in my community very exciting and flattering.
"I expect complete obedience," she added.
"Yes, ma'am," I again repeated, before adding, "I am very honoured to be considered for this, um," I paused, before finishing, "position."
She smiled for the first time. "I think this faux pas by Allison may just work out all right."
"I hope so, ma'am," I said.
"So you are willing to be our pet?" she asked.
"Yes, ma'am," I nodded.
"And a secret seduction agent for the cause?" she continued.
"Yes, ma'am," I again nodded. "But I'm pretty shy."
"You won't be by the end of your training," she promised.
"If you say so," I said, not confident she was right. That said, eating my first pussy in a bathroom in a busy restaurant wasn't overly shy.
"Trust me," she said, standing up. "I can see you are a young lady ready to discover her true purpose, just like the others before you."
"And what is my purpose, ma'am?" I asked.
"To serve others," she said, before adding, "You want to serve others, don't you?"
"Yes, ma'am," I nodded.
"God created you to bring pleasure to others, my pet," she continued, looking down at me. "And to convert others to the cause."
"Yes, ma'am," I repeated, sounding like a broken 45 record.
"Stand up," she ordered.
I obeyed.
She moved in, put her hands on my face and kissed me.
I closed my eyes and kissed her back, melting at her intimate touch.
When she broke the kiss, she asked me, "Do you want to please me, Rebecca?"
"Very much so, ma'am," I nodded, eager with anticipation.
"Take off your blouse too, my pet," she ordered.
"Yes, ma'am," I obeyed.
"It's Mistress Carol," she corrected, as she took off her bra.
"Yes, Mistress Carol," I said, as I finished taking off my blouse.
"And the bra, my pet," she said.
I obeyed.
"Now your skirt," she continued.
I again obeyed, nervous and excited.
"Cute panties," she complimented.
"Thank you, Mistress Carol," I replied.
"Take them off too, and your socks," she ordered.
I did.
Once naked, she looked me dead in the eyes, her one hand going to the back of my head while the other went to my breast.
"Just so you know, we will need to take compromising pictures of you to make sure you never, ever, reveal this secret," she surprised me.
"Oh," I said, not liking the idea of pictures of me being taken in sexual acts, even as I moaned softly from the squeezing of my breast.

"If you are a good pet, you will be rewarded with great perks and advantages that few young ladies today have," she explained.
I was suddenly full of trepidation.
Sensing my worries, she added, "If you keep our secret, the pictures will never be seen by anyone. Every housewife, and each pet has a compromising photo taken of them as collateral just in case."
"I understand," I said, pretty confident I could keep the secret.
"Now come and take off your Mistress's shirt, my pet," she ordered.
I pulled her blouse over her head, surprised to see she wasn't wearing a bra.
"Go ahead, my pet, suck on your Mistress's tits," she offered.
I eagerly did, leaning forward and sucking on her erect right nipple. Then her left. Spending a lengthy amount of time on each.
"Now take off my pants," she ordered. I dropped to my knees, slowly slid them down her legs and was again surprised to see she wasn't wearing any panties.
As I stared at her pussy my mouth watered with anticipation
"Now come and let's see if you are as good as Allison says you are," she said, walking down a hallway.
I crawled behind her, feeling even more submissive like this, and when she saw me she smiled, "You may be the most submissive one yet."
"Thank you, Mistress," I said, happy to please and get the recognition. Once in her bedroom, she sat at the edge of the bed and snapped her fingers.
I crawled onto the bed and joined her.
"You want to taste my heavenly honey?" she asked, sounding both corny and super sexy at the same time as she opened her legs for me.
Keeping with the religious undertones, I replied, "Yes, Mistress, I want to taste your forbidden fruit and worship your honey dew."
"Good girl," she purred, as she guided my head to her slightly glistening pussy.
I extended my tongue and began licking, knowing that my life was forever going to be different.
"That's it, my pet, take your time," Mrs. Madison moaned. "You will often lap from the gateway of heaven, my sweet pet."
I obeyed, wanting this to last for as long as possible. I was learning way more here than I would be in school.
I spent a long time between her legs, her moans so soft and gentle.
She asked, "Are you happy with your decision?"
"Yes, Mistress," I admitted, having no regrets at all.
A few minutes later, her orgasm finally close, she began talking dirty, which shocked me.
"Oh yes, my little licking lesbian, lick my cunt," and "You're such a natural cunny cum lapper," and "You're such a sinner, Rebecca, I better cleanse your slutty sins with my cum."
Her nasty words turned me on even though I wanted to point out she was sinning too. Yet, of course, I didn't.
"Slide two fingers in, my slut," she demanded.
I obeyed, surprised at how wet and hot her insides were.
"Now finger fuck me, you little teasing whore," she said.
I furiously fingered her pussy as her moans quickly accelerated.

Soon she screamed, "Hallelujah," as her orgasm finally hit her.
"Suck all the Lord's creation," she demanded and I did.
Once done, I pulled my fingers out and couldn't believe how sticky they were.
"You will make a perfect pet, Rebecca," she said.
"Thank you, Mistress," I said, as I put my cum coated fingers to my mouth.
"Now, you'd better get back to school," she said.
"Okay," I sighed.
"Oh, don't worry, my pet," she smiled. "You will get plenty of opportunities to eat from my, and many other's, lunch boxes."
"This was my lunch," I giggled at her word choice and the reality that I didn't have a real lunch.
"It often will be," she said. "Now no touching that beaver of yours. You are in the initiation stage."
"It will be hard, Mistress," I admitted. "Pleasing you had my vagina on fire."
"Your pussy, cunt, twat, box, dillypot, fur pie, rug, or poontang," she listed off a half dozen different words for vagina, before adding, "but never vagina."
"Yes, Mistress," I nodded. "How long can't I touch it for?"
She paused, looking at me with a lengthy stare that I couldn't possibly read. Finally, she said, "Fuck it, let's get your training started now. Get on the bed and onto your knees."
"Yes, Mistress Carol," I quickly agreed, the thought that I may be allowed to come suddenly a real possibility.
"I never do this," she said, "but you are so damn obedient and eager."
"I want to be the best community pet ever," I said, as I got on the bed and onto all fours as instructed.
She laughed as she moved beside me, "You're off to a very good start, my little slut."
"Thank you, Mistress," I moaned, as her fingers grazed my wetness.
"Oh my," she purred, "you are incredibly wet."
"Pleasing you got me that way," I admitted, wishing she would bury her face in my pussy.
"You're obviously a natural lesbian, my pet," she said, her finger still teasing me. "Only a natural lesbian would get so soaking wet from pleasing another woman."
When her finger slid inside me I thought I would erupt instantly. "Oh my God," I moaned.

"Do you want to come?" she asked.
"Yes, Mistress," I answered, my body desperate for release.
"You will only come with permission of a Mistress or when you seduce another young woman, is that clear?" she asked, as she began fingering me.
"Yessssss," I moaned, knowing I wouldn't last long at this pace.
"Stand up and bend over my dresser, my pet," she ordered, as she got off the bed.
"Um, okay," I said, confused at what she had planned next. I got up, went to the dresser and bent over suddenly feeling very vulnerable, even as my wetness slightly leaked out of me.
"Don't move until I return," she said.
"Okay, Mistress," I agreed.
I waited in that position for minutes, which felt like hours, unsure what she had in store for me.
When she finally returned she asked, "Are you a virgin, Rebecca?"
"Of course, Mistress," I answered, turning my head around, while staying in position, and gasping... Mistress was wearing a cock.
"Good," she smiled, "I love taking a young woman's virginity."
"Oh my," I said, as she walked to me.
"Do you want me to fuck you, my pet?" she asked.
"Yes," I nodded, knowing that it was exactly what I wanted. I had craved having sex even before my first lesbian adventure, but wanted to be a good girl and was petrified about getting pregnant. But this, this was perfect.
"Yes, what?" she asked, as she rubbed the cock up and down my ass cheeks and pussy lips, teasing me with that big fake cock.
"Yes, Mistress, your housewife pet wants her Mistress to fuck her with her big cock and take her precious virginity," I babbled, wanting to make it sound dirty and yet important.
"You will remember this forever, my pet," she purred as she slowly slid the big cock inside me. I was happy I had broken my hymen with a coke bottle a couple weeks ago as I didn't want to be bleeding all over her cock during this special moment.
"Ohhhhhh," I moaned, as the cock filled me.
"Such a good pet," she purred, "sacrificing your special once in a lifetime gift to your Mistress. You will forever be endeared to me."
"Yes, Mistress," I whimpered, as the long cock went way deeper than the coke bottle and reached great new depths inside me.
"All in," she declared, as her body met mine.
"So full," I said, feeling slightly impaled.
She laughed, "This is only my third biggest one."
"Holy shit," I gasped, not able to fathom anything any bigger ever entering me.
"And you will eventually take all three of them in your pussy," she said, before adding one more shock as she began slowly fucking me, "and your ass."
My eyes went big, but I was too focused on the pleasure that was beginning to take over my body to ponder the newest revelation.
After a couple of minutes of slow fucking, my orgasm building gradually, she asked, "Are you willing to have your ass filled, my pet?"
"My holes are yours," I answered, so overwhelmed with pleasure and the desire to both please her and come I wasn't going to question her taboo ideas.
"Good answer," she purred, as she suddenly began fucking me hard, each forward thrust making the dresser bang into the wall, as she reached around and squeezed my breasts. "You are the most submissive pet yet, Rebecca."
"I want... to be... a good pet," I struggled to say as my head went empty. The intense fucking created pleasure I didn't know existed.
"Don't come yet," she ordered, as she slammed into me, making it almost impossible to obey.
"So close, Mistress," I whimpered, trying to obey.
She pulled out suddenly and ordered, "On the floor."
I quickly obeyed, wanting to have that cock back in me.
"So obedient," she purred, as she knelt down between my legs.
I opened wide, eagerly inviting her back in.
"Ready to come?" she asked, as she slid the cock back inside me.
"Yessss," I moaned. I lifted my ass up to take the cock even deeper.
"I would have never guessed you were such a little slut," she purred, as she began hard, deliberate thrusts.
"I wouldn't either," I admitted, the past couple of months I had slowly opened up like a blooming flower, a sexual flower.
"But you have found your heavenly purpose," she continued.
"Yes," I moaned, "I think I have."
"Lift your legs up, slut," she ordered. "It's time to give you a real fucking."
I quickly obeyed, and was soon getting fucked harder and deeper in this position. I knew I wouldn't be able to last much longer. I begged, "May I come, Mistress?"

"You may, but enjoy it," she said, "It will be your last orgasm until you have finished your training."
"Okay," I said, as I let go of all my last inhibitions and in seconds felt euphoria hit. "Oh fuck!" I screamed, the intensity of a thousand fires coursing through me as my orgasm hit.
"Oh, yes. Rebecca, you look so sexy coming like the pet you are," Mrs. Madison said, as she kept thrusting throughout my orgasm.
"Thank you," I moaned loudly. I completely transcended to a sexual utopia I didn't know existed.
She finally pulled out and I collapsed on the ground and just lay there, too exhausted to move.
"You should probably go back to school," she said, standing up.
Cum leaking out of me, I joked, "I think you broke my pussy."
"Oh, trust me," she laughed, "we have not even really started your pet training."
"What's left?" I asked.
"Serving every member of the community, for starters, and getting your inappropriate picture taken just in case," she shrugged.
"Oh, of course that," I chuckled.
Once dressed again, I asked, "When can I come again?"
"We will see how good you are," she shrugged, before adding, "be at the diner Friday night at eleven. We will begin your training."
"Yes, Mistress," I said.
"Now go to school," she ordered.
I went to the washroom to wash up, I didn't want to smell like pussy, and headed to school excited about whatever Friday would bring.
.....
My pussy was on fire as I read about my great-grandmother's submission and the crazy idea that there was a secret society of lesbian housewives.
I pondered the idea of such a group existing here and now. Instantly, I wondered, if such a community could exist in 2015.
Then I pondered who would lead such a group in this upper class community.
Then I pondered which women would be a part of it.
Instantly I closed my eyes as I envisioned taking control of the bitchiest member of the community Valerie Krunch.
I went to Mrs. Krunch's house on the pretense of borrowing some batteries.
Once she opened the door, I asked, "I hate to be a pain, but by any chance do you have two AA batteries?"
"Um, maybe," she said, looking annoyed already.
I walked in and as she went to a classic furnished desk I followed behind.
She turned around a moment later after shuffling through the drawer and handed me two batteries.
I said, "Thank you," as I pulled a vibrating dildo out of my purse and put the batteries in.
"Really?" she asked, her face scrunching up unattractively.
"A vibrator isn't the same without the vibrations," I shrugged, as I turned it on.
"Such toys are for the bedroom," the prude said.
A fantasy of mine to just take a woman, I pushed her against the desk and said, "Or right here," as I lifted my hand under her skirt and to her panties.
"What are you doing?" she gasped.
"Showing you the thrill of a vibrating dildo," I said matter-of-factly, as I rubbed her pussy through her panties.
"Please stop," she moaned, her body betraying her mind.
"Why is your old cunny so wet?" I asked, as I slid my finger under her panties and to her pussy.
"Stop!" she repeated, even though she didn't push me away as I slid a finger inside her pussy.
"Your cunt is so wet that I bet this dildo will easily fill that old box of yours," I said, finding her g-spot and tapping.
"Oh God," she moaned.
I tapped a few more times before I pulled my finger out, pulled her skirt down, ripping it, and ordered, "Hop up on the desk, my slut."
"What the hell?" she questioned. I'm not sure if it was because I pulled my finger out of her cunt, ripped her skirt or called her a slut.
"Get on the fucking desk now," I demanded, roughly pushing her up.
She awkwardly obeyed as she said, "We can't do this."
"I've wanted to make you my MILF slut for a while," I said, as I spread her legs and began tapping her clit with the vibrating dildo.
"Oooooooh," she trembled, "This is wrooooooong."
"Yet, so right," I purred, as I slid the dildo all the way in her cunt.
"Oh shit," she screamed, as I grabbed her legs and closed them with the vibrator buried deep within her.
"You like that?" I asked. "Doesn't old man Burt fuck this old box anymore?"
"Oh, fuck," was her answer, as she bent her back up and closed her eyes.
I flipped her onto her side and asked, "Do you want me to fuck you?"
"Yes," she moaned, as I pulled the dildo out.
"But you said this was only a bedroom toy?" I pointed out, as I again tapped the dildo on her swollen clit.
"Just fuck me," she said, as she twitched with each tap.
"Beg, bitch," I ordered, as I held the vibrating dildo on her clit.
"Ohhhhhhh," was all she could muster. I moved the dildo away and she desperately begged, "Please, fuck my pussy with that dildo."
"Because you're my slut?" I asked.
"Yes, dammit, I'm you're slut, now pound my pussy," she declared and demanded.
I loved hearing and seeing a prude turn into a slut and began fucking her cunt.
"Oh yes, fuck," she moaned instantly.
"You've been hiding your inner slut," I purred.
"Oh, God, so good," she whimpered, her orgasm seemingly close.

As she came in my dream, I came in real life.
As my orgasm flooded out of me, the fantasy of having my own MILF pets turned me on. I knew the fantasy was too simple, too simplistic, seductions were never that easy, but the idea... the idea of my own flock of MILF's was appealing... a reverse secret lesbian society.
As I got out of bed, realizing I was starving, I shut great-grandmother's scrapbook needing to pee and eat... in that order.
As I sat up, I wondered, what other secrets did great-grandmother have?
THE END... for now.
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Summary: A young woman is seduced into a world of complete submission
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Journey of a Submissive
I have been told I'm an enigma.
I look so sweet and innocent on the outside, but am hot and naughty underneath.
I have a sexy, dazzling smile, with adorable pouty lips and hypnotic green eyes
I have multiple sides I can show depending on my mood and who I am around.
1. To my grandmother, I am the sweetest granddaughter ever.
2. To my mother, I am a loyal daughter who will do anything to make sure she is happy.
3. To my siblings, I am the big sister who will support them at all times.
4. To my co-workers, I am a hard working team player.
5. To my friends, I am someone who will listen, someone who will be loyal and also someone who can party hard.
6. To the different men in my life, I was always a caring, supportive girlfriend who was an eager and submissive lover in the bedroom.
Yet, frustratingly, men are oblivious, and none were able to catch on to my many obvious hints that in the bedroom I wanted to be not a cute, sweet girlfriend, but a dirty, submissive fuck-toy.
I wanted to be used like a slut...not made love to, yet saying such things to someone, no matter how many hints I gave, was challenging and they never caught on and I could never come out and say it.
I had even begun chatting and role playing online where another sexual curiosity was triggered...being a submissive to another woman...preferably an older woman.
The more I chatted with other women, the more I role played, the more curious I got.
Then...over a few weeks...all my fantasies became a reality when I met an older couple.
...
I was working the Friday night shift at an upscale restaurant when I met the couple for the first time.
Like most things in life, you never know when a big moment is about to transpire.
It was a busy Friday and we were understaffed when I was given a table in a section that usually wasn't mine. I definitely have some repeat customers who always sit in my area for a variety of reasons (I'm sweet, I'm polite, I make sure my customers are looked after and, of course, I dress to tease...not slutty, but sexy enough to showcase my great legs, my firm ass and my small breasts (that the right push-up bra can make deceivably a lot bigger).
This particular couple was incredibly friendly and very touchy with to each other, which I thought was sweet for a couple in their early forties. My parents still loved each other I assumed, but they never showed even a remote interest in each other as being in love in front of us kids.
The woman was pretty, not gorgeous, in a natural, I'm-forty-and-fine-with-it way. She had long brunette hair, voluptuous looking breasts (double my size) and was dressed very professionally, as if she was a lawyer or something (I would later learn she is a teacher). Also, unlike most women of society today, she was wearing nylons (which intrigued me, especially when I noticed just the glimpse of lace top stocking when she got up to go to the washroom).
The man was a little older, I would guess, with brown hair and goatee with the tinge of grey that I found made older men look distinguished and hot (he looked like a professor in my mind, but I would later learn that ironically he was a lawyer), And although I didn't have any evidence to prove my theory, he just seemed like a guy that looked nice on the outside, but knew exactly how to treat a submissive woman like me.
We chatted ever-so-briefly that first Friday, but nothing substantial and nothing that would remotely hint at what lay ahead.
...
The following Friday they were again at the same booth, but the regular server of that area, Emily, was there and served them.
I didn't think much about it, although I noticed she was again in nylons and I was curious to know if they were thigh highs again.
When they were leaving, the woman came up to me and said, taking my hand, "We were disappointed to not have you as our server."
The way she stressed the word 'server' was odd, yet I smiled warmly, "That is usually not my section." I then pointed to my usual area and added, "This is my home base."
"That," she said, still holding my hand, "is good to know."
She then gave my hand just the softest of squeezes and headed back to her husband. I watched her walk away, finding her intriguing and sexy...the type of woman I would love to submit to given the chance.
She said something to him and he looked at me and...winked.
A chill went down my spine and directly to my pussy, my overactive imagination and my current sexual dry spell impacting me.
I was curious if they would be back again and if they would sit in my section.
...
The following Friday I ended up taking off to go to a concert, so I had to wait two weeks to get the answer to my question.
I saw them come in and get seated in my section.
I walked over to the table and she said, "We missed you last week."
I smiled, "I went to a Blake Shelton concert."
"You seem like a honey bee," she smiled, quoting a Blake Shelton song.
I replied with a playful tone, "I'm told I'm all sugar and spice."
"I bet you're a lot more than that," she smiled, her tone ominous.
I felt my face go red, even though the words were rather harmless.
I took their drink orders and got back to work.
All night she asked me chit chat questions and I learned her name was Jasmine, and his was Michael. To my surprise, she was a teacher and he a lawyer...the exact opposite of how I had originally labelled them.
As they were leaving, she came up to me and asked, "So I noticed you always wear nylons."
I nodded, "Yes, I do."
"Me too," she nodded. "It's been depressing to see how few women today do."
"Agreed," I nodded.
She leaned in, her hot breath on my ear, and whispered, "I expect you in thigh highs next week."
I whimpered, as she walked away not allowing me to respond.
I, like most women, had contemplated being with a woman. I made out with a few at bars and even felt up a couple (and was felt up in return) and masturbated fantasizing about what tasting a pussy would be like, yet I had never actually been with one.
Yet, I felt as if she could see through my sweet innocent exterior and see the submissive me dying to be drawn out.
The whole next seven days I questioned my sexuality even more.
Men were exhausting, men were insensitive and men were oblivious.
Suddenly, women were intriguing, women were sensual and women were in touch with the needs of other women.
Would I go home with her if given the opportunity? What role did her usually silent husband play in this? Could it be a threesome? Would I want to be part of a threesome?
These questions and many more bounced in my head as I bought some new thigh highs and indeed wore them under my skirt. A skirt that was a little longer than my usual attire...to hide the lace top of the thigh highs.
I went to work on Friday giddy with a mixture of excitement and trepidation...truly not sure what I wanted.
They arrived at seven as usual and she asked, her tone implying disappointment, "What's with the church outfit?"
What I was wearing I didn't think was a church outfit, but I answered, wanting to please her, "I had to wear something that hid the stockings you instructed me to wear."
"Let me see," she ordered.
"Here?" I asked.
"Yes," she nodded.
I looked around, thankful it wasn't busy yet, and quickly lifted up my skirt to reveal that I had, indeed, obeyed her order.
"Good girl," she nodded.
I quickly dropped my skirt back down.
"Why did you obey?" she asked.
"I don't know," I answered, which was partially true, although my submissive nature was definitely part of the answer.
"Come back to us with our usual drinks my dear, and a real answer to my question," she ordered, before turning away from me and towards her husband.
"Yes, ma'am," I nodded, again showing my natural submissive nature.
I walked away feeling so many emotions, but the most powerful one was my desire to get her acceptance, to please her. Yet, I also had to focus on my job.
I got their drinks and returned to their table.
"And?" she asked, looking up at me with expectation.
"I'm submissive," I admitted.
"And what does that mean to you?" she asked.
"I like to make people happy," I explained,
"I know you do," she smiled.
And that was it. I took their orders and then the place got busy and I ran around frantically like I usually do.
It wasn't until I returned to their table to hand back their credit card that I was shocked to see a pair of panties on the table. She smiled and said, "This is your tip for tonight."
I looked at her in shock.
"Take them," she ordered.
My hand trembling, I obeyed, even as I felt my cheeks burn red.
"Feel free to use them tonight in whatever way you wish," she smiled as she stood up.
I scrunched them tightly in my hand and scurried to the back room and put them in my purse.
When I returned again, they were gone. Disappointment coursed through me as I had hoped for another order.
I was cleaning up a couple of tables, half an hour later, when I heard her say, "Excuse me, my dear."
I turned around and asked, "Yes, ma'am?"
"I was thinking it was rather unfair to give you such a gift and not get one in return," she said.
"Excuse me?" I questioned, unsure what she meant.
"Give me your panties," she ordered.
"Pardon?" I asked, even though I had heard her.
"Go somewhere private, take off your panties and bring them to me," she ordered.
"Um, I," I began, this being rather unorthodox.
"Now!" she ordered firmly.
"Yes, ma'am," I nodded, feeling I must obey, even as I dampened my panties with excitement.
I went to my other hostess and said, "Can you watch my tables for a couple of minutes? I really need to go the washroom."
"Sure," she nodded.
I quickly went to the washroom, went directly to a stall and tugged down my panties.
I couldn't believe I was obeying her, nor could I believe just how wet obeying her was making me. I wanted to get myself off, but refused the temptation knowing she was waiting and I was working.
I stood up, concealed my wet panties as best as I could and left the stall just as she walked in.
She smiled, looking at me, "Hi, my pet."
"H-h-hi," I stammered, a chill going up my spine at being called her pet.
She opened her hand and I handed her my panties.
"Mmmmmm, they are very wet," she noticed.
My face flushed an even darker shade of red.
"My panties were wet too, my pet," she said, "I fingered myself to orgasm at the table just for you."
I was speechless, both flattered and uncomfortable at the same time.
"You like being told what to do, don't you, my pet?" she asked.
"Yes," I nodded, after a moment.
"And you like obeying, don't you, my pet?" she continued.
"Yes," I again agreed, completely overwhelmed by this powerful woman and her ability to see the real me, something no man had ever been able to do.
"And your pussy is wet from obedience, isn't it, my pet?" she asked, even though she obviously knew the answer.
"Yes, ma'am," I admitted, adding the term of respect as well.
"What time do you get off tomorrow?" she asked.
"Eleven," I answered.
"Good to know," she replied, then turned and walked out...leaving me confused and horny.
I finished my shift, distracted for many reasons: My cunt was on fire, my head was contemplating so many scenarios, and I felt strangely naked without underwear on.
That night, as soon as I got home, I got out of all my clothes except for my thigh highs, somehow thinking she would want me to leave them on, and masturbated while sniffing her panties. Imagining her making me be her pet got me off in a couple of minutes as I put her panties on my head, her wet crotch on my face as I sucked her faint juices from the fabric while inhaling her exotic scent.
As I fell asleep, I wondered if she was planning to return tomorrow.
...
Saturday night I wore a different pair and colour of thigh high stockings, a shorter skirt that would, if I bent over too much, reveal my sexy nylon choice, in hopes they would show up.
All night, I kept checking the door in eager anticipation that they would show up.
Unfortunately, they didn't. I was walking to my car when I was startled by a horn from a parked car.
I froze.
I looked at the car and saw both of them.
I walked over to the driver's side where she was, leaned down and smiled, "Hi, Jasmine," before I noticed that her husband had his dick out and she was stroking it slowly.
"Hi, my pet," she said, "did you enjoy my panties?"
I felt my face flush red as it always seemed to do when she asked me questions, "Yes," I admitted.
"What did you do with them?" she asked.
"It's rather embarrassing," I replied, unable to not watch her stroke his big cock.
"Answer my questions when I ask them," she ordered, her tone implying clear annoyance.
"I put them on my head while I masturbated," I admitted.
"Did you suck my cunt cum from them?" she bluntly asked.
"Yes," I whispered, looking down ashamed.
She pulled out her phone, typed something down and ordered, as she handed it to me, "Type in your cell number for me."
I took the phone, saw she had listed me as 'Pet Lily' and typed my digits in for her.
I handed her the phone back and she said, "I expect you to respond immediately to any text I send you, is that clear, my pet?"
"Yes, ma'am," I nodded.
"Do you want to taste my cunt?" she questioned.
"Yes, ma'am" I admitted.
"Walk around to the other side of the car," she ordered.
I did, completely intoxicated with her powerful persona and expectations.
Her husband, whose name I couldn't remember, rolled down the window.
I bent down by his window and she said, "I just rode his cock and came all over it. If you want to taste my cunt, just lean down and clean my juices off my husband's cock."
Although I was shocked, I was completely captivated by her words and his cock and the slight sample I got from her panties last night.
So I leaned forward, oblivious to the reality that anyone could see me in such a compromising position, and took his cock in my mouth.
"Get all my pussy juice," she ordered, as she put her hand on the back of my head and guided me to deep throat her husband's cock.
My cunt was burning and her taste was even stronger off his dick.
It lasted only about thirty seconds before she said, "That's all for tonight, my pet."
I reluctantly moved back up and she smiled, "Have a good night, my pet."
"You too, ma'am," and I watched as she drove away.
As I headed to my car, I wondered what exactly I was getting myself into.
That night, I used my shower head to get myself off as I imagined so many different scenarios:
Me between her legs.
Me sucking his cock and swallowing his load.
Me sucking his cock and taking a facial.
Him fucking me while I ate her pussy.
Me being their full service sex-toy.
My orgasm came hard and fast as I pondered the many exciting possibilities...my trepidation gone as I focused on the sexual thrill that obedience to her brought.
...
Every day I hoped she would show up, but every day she didn't.
On Friday, I was incredibly disappointed when they didn't show up.
Eventually, I assumed the charade of teasing was over when she showed up by herself the following Friday near the end of my shift.
I asked, "Where's your husband?"
"At a bachelor's party," she smiled.
"So you're all alone?" I asked, flirting excessively as I tried to subtly offer myself as company.
"I hope not," she nodded. "Are you off at eleven?"
"I am," I nodded, my pussy getting damp with possibility.
"Any plans?" she asked.
"I think some may be developing at this very moment," I replied.
"You understand I don't want a lover," she explained.
"W-w-what do you want?" I asked.
"An obedient pet," she replied.
"Oh," I nodded, another gush of wetness at her forwardness.
"Do you want to be my pet?" she asked.
"Yes," I nodded shyly.
She looked around the mostly empty restaurant, took her phone out of her purse and dropped it under the table.
"Could you please get that for me?" she requested.
"I, um, I," I struggled to agree, considering I was at work.
"Now, Lily," she ordered, her playful voice gone.
I quickly looked around, made sure no one was watching, thankful it was near the end of my shift and the restaurant was relatively empty, wordlessly dropped to my knees, crawled under the table and although the lighting was dim, her legs were spread open and her completely shaved pussy was staring at me.
"One lick," she ordered, "that's all you get."
I had no hesitation for three reasons:
1. I desperately wanted to obey her.
2. I desperately wanted to taste her.
3. I didn't want to get caught in a compromising situation that could get me fired.
I quickly crawled between her legs, gave her one long lick from bottom to top lick and crawled back out, even though I wished immediately I could have had more. Her taste was exotic and enticing and I was instantly addicted.
Standing back up, I realized I hadn't grabbed her phone.
She smiled, "Did you enjoy the sample?"
"Yes," I nodded, feeling my face burn red with shame and excitement.
"Would you like another taste?" she asked.
I nodded, knowing that if she asked me to go back under the table I would, her delicious taste just lingering on my lips and worth getting fired over.
"Meet me in my car when you are off work," she ordered.
"Yes, ma'am," I nodded, somehow wanting to show my submissive nature even more, in case it wasn't already obvious.
"Good girl," she smiled, as I turned and walked away to deal with a couple other customers who thankfully hadn't seen what I had just done.
The next half an hour ticked by at a snail's pace, but once off work, I went outside and saw her car idling just down the street. Part of me was like 'What are you doing? She could be a serial killer,' yet a bigger part of me was in control and eager to submit to her sexually.
I reached her car and got in the passenger side.
She asked, "Ready to really begin your journey?"
"Yes, ma'am," I nodded, curious what she had in mind as she began to drive.
"Take off your blouse," she ordered.
"R-r-really?" I stammered, surprised by her words.
"I don't like repeating myself," she said, not looking at me at all, but with a tone that dripped with impatience.
"Yes, ma'am," I replied, immediately feeling guilty for annoying her. So although nervous at the task given, I began to unbutton my blouse.
"Good girl," she purred, her tone quickly returning to soft and sweet.
"Thank you, ma'am," I absurdly replied, somehow feeling the need to obey her and simultaneously make her happy.
She stopped at a red light just as my last button was undone.
She looked at me and complimented, "Cute bra."
I admitted, which was true, "I wore it in hopes that you would see it."
"I know you did," she smiled, before adding, "now take off your blouse."
As we started driving, she added, "and the bra."
I obeyed the task with trepidation, first taking off my blouse. I hesitated briefly, but then unclasped my bra and, after a deep breath, allowed my tits to be free.
"Nice perky tits, my pet," she complimented.



"I've always thought they were too small," I admitted, which was true.
"Trust me, they are perfect. Not too big, not too small," she complimented, reaching over and cupping one.
"Thank you, ma'am," I said, trembling at her cold hands.
"Ready for a test?" she asked.
"This wasn't a test?" I asked with a giggle.
"It's a multi-layered task," she replied.
"I'm your pet," I answered, eager to give myself to her completely...obeying her giving me an adrenaline rush and triggering a gush of wetness in my panties.
"Good answer," she said, putting her hand on my leg. After a moment, she said, "We are about to drive by a club. As we do, I want you to put your upper body out of the window and flash your titties to all the lucky people outside having a smoke."
"Okaaaaay," I said, clearly showing my uncomfortableness with the task.
"My pet, your Mistress always knows what is best for you," she said, her hand sliding under my skirt.
Hearing her use the term 'Mistress' sent another gush to my panties, as did her hand moving ever so slowly to my burning cunt.
"Yes, ma'am, I mean Mistress," I nodded, willing to do something so out of character to please this relative stranger.
"It's after this next light," she said.
"Okay," I nodded, my nipples erect because of my excitement and the chill as she rolled down the window,
After a few seconds she counted down, "Three, two, one and flash."
I didn't have time to hesitate, the countdown making it clear I was to obey immediately. My brain on obey, I quickly pulled myself out the window as she slowed down to a snail's pace and I held my hands in the air and flashed my tits to about twenty strangers.
So caught up in the act as they all stared at me, I yelled out, "Take a picture, it will last longer."
The cell phones came out quick as we pulled away and I slid back into the car.
She quipped, "Apparently you enjoyed that."
"What a rush," I said, feeling a rush of adrenaline at completing the very freeing, naughty task.
"I knew you would," she smiled, as she added, "You may put your blouse back on, but leave it unbuttoned and leave the bra off."
"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, as she surprised me once again by pulling into a McDonald's drive-through.
"Hungry?" she asked.
"I was hoping for more of what I got a sample of under the table," I replied flirtatiously.
"Which was?" she asked, as she pulled up behind two cars.
"To taste your pussy," I answered, feeling both giddy and awkward at saying such a blunt thing. I mean I had many dark, twisted fantasies, just like this, but the shift from fantasy to reality was both exhilarating and mind-wracking.
"Mmmmmmmm," she nodded, "You really are an eager little submissive aren't you?"
"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, my mouth salivating with possibility.
"Good," she nodded. "Do you want anything other than cunt to eat?"
"No, Mistress," I shook my head, never eating fast food.
She rolled up and placed her order.
Once done, she slid her finger under her dress and seemingly fingered herself.
Pulling her wet finger out, she offered, "For being such a good pet."
I didn't hesitate as I took her finger into my mouth as if it was a cock and sucked off all her wetness.
"Such an obedient pet," she purred, as she rolled forward.
I kept swirling my tongue around, trying to get all her wetness, wishing only I could get the full taste instead of these teasing samples.
"You want more, don't you?" she asked.
"Very much so, Mistress," I nodded, willing to bury my head in her crotch in this vehicle in the drive through of a McDonald's if she would allow me. I had on more than one occasion given a guy head in a vehicle even once while he paid a toll booth on the interstate...knowing a complete stranger could see a head bobbing up and down turned me on, of course.
Reading my mind, she smiled, "You'd bury your pretty face in my pussy right here, right now, wouldn't you, my pet?"
"In a heartbeat, Mistress," I nodded, praying she was going to allow me to do just that.
"Unfortunately, it's not as easy in a dress as it would be if I had a cock," she said, rolling up to being next in line to pay.
"True," I nodded, a rush of disappointment coursing through me.
"Don't worry, my pet," she smiled, looking me directly in my eyes, "I'm not stingy with my pussy, but I expect my pets to earn it."
"I'll do anything, Mistress," I quickly offered, meaning it.
"I know you will," she nodded, as she rolled into the drive-thru till. Looking at me, she smiled, "A college boy, perfect."
I already knew what she was going to make me do next and I was ready and willing when the order was given, my blouse already open and just barely covering my breasts and very hard nipples.
"That will be $6.43," the nerdy looking college boy said, as he looked into the vehicle. His face looked bored as if the job was as mundane as I assumed it was, but his eyes came to life when he glanced over and saw my open blouse.
Jasmine asked, as she shuffled in her purse, "How is your day today?"
"G-g-good," he stammered.
"Do you want it to be great?" she asked a moment later, as she handed him a ten.
"Pardon?" he asked, taking the money. but not moving away.
"Go get my food, sexy, and I'll give you a very sweet tip," she purred, her tone dripping with sexual innuendo.
"O-o-okay," he stammered, moving away.
"Ready to make the nerd's day?" she asked.
"Of course," I smiled. "Is his surprise me buried in-between your legs or flashing my tits?"
"You really are fixated with my cunt, aren't you, my pet?" she asked smiling.
"Obsessed," I giggled.
"All in good time," she promised, as the boy returned with money.
"Thanks sweetie," Jasmine said, taking her change.
"Your food will be up in a minute," he said, clearly nervous and excited.
"Okay," she nodded.
The boy left and we both laughed and she joked, "I think he is a little excited."
"His dick is probably about to erupt in his pants," I predicted.
"You slut," she teased.
"Your slut," I replied, continuing to show just how willing I was to obey her completely.
"Oh my pet," she said, her tone suddenly serious, "your journey is just beginning."
Before I could respond, the boy returned and handed her a small bag and a drink.
Jasmine asked, "Do you want your tip?"
"Please," he nodded, clearly excited and expecting.
"Flash him, my slut," she ordered, calling me a 'slut' for the first time.
"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, as I turned towards him, pulled my blouse open and smiled as I flashed my tits to the college boy.
"Like?" Jasmine asked.
"Y-y-yes," he stammered, staring.
"Have a good night, stud," Jasmine said, as she began driving away.
I laughed, "Did you see the look on his face?"
"I think he probably just came in his pants," Jasmine chuckled, as she began driving again.
"I hope so," I nodded, always loving when I could get a guy turned on.
"You may button your blouse back up," she said.
"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, and buttoned my blouse, noticing she didn't say anything about putting my bra back on.
As she drove, I realized she was driving towards the vicinity of where I lived. I asked, "Do you live in this area too?"
"No, my pet," she said, eating a fry, "I'm dropping you off."
"Oh," I said, not even trying to hide my disappointment.
"It's very important that we don't rush this, Lily," she said, using my name instead of the term 'pet'.
"I'm ready and willing," I said.
"I know you think you are," she nodded, "and you are definitely willing to be my complete sex slave tonight, but that is not what I want. I want a complete, full-time, live-in submissive that will please both my husband and I whenever we wish."
Her full expectations laid out, a sudden rush of confusion hit me.
She said, seeing my confusion, "You need time to really consider what you want in life, Lily. I expect 100% obedience, as does my husband and we have long searched for the perfect little submissive to move in with us and share our bedroom and life."
My head was spinning. I was willing to obey whatever sexual order she had in mind, but actually moving in with them...well that was more extreme.
"My husband and I will be back in the restaurant tomorrow to give you your next task," she continued, "each task will push different boundaries in your mind and body, pushing your limits. If after the next six more days of a variety of tasks you are still willing and eager, we will discuss your moving in with us."
"Okay," I nodded, unsure if I was ready for all she expected.
Pulling up to my house, she added, "I understand you will need some time to consider all I have told you, and in a couple of days if still interested, I will give you a list of full expectations."
"Okay," I nodded, as I watched her move her hand under her dress again.
"Just one more sample to keep you hungry for more," she said,
"I'm definitely hungry for more," I replied, wishing at the very least, she would let me eat her out.
"I know," she moaned, as she fingered herself, "but all good things come to those who wait."
"I'm not sure I can wait much longer," I replied, wanting to dive between her legs right then and there, regardless of who may walk by.
She pulled her two fingers out, both shiny with wetness and offered, "A generous sampling until tomorrow."
I again leaned forward and sucked on both her very wet fingers. Her taste was so delicious, that I wondered what it would taste like directly from the source.
She promised, "I'll let you dine between my legs every day, Lily, often two or three times a day, if you decide to commit fully as our live-in slave, but I don't want your decision to be made hastily."
I continued bobbing on her fingers like they were a cock, retrieving every last remnant of her cunt juice.
Pulling her fingers out of my mouth, she said, "I'll see you tomorrow, my pet."
"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, as I began to get out of the car.
"Are you planning on masturbating once you get inside?" she asked.
"Definitely," I nodded.
"Do you have a cucumber in your fridge?" she asked.
"I think so," I nodded.
"You will fuck yourself to orgasm using it," she ordered.
The task was strange, but I nodded, "Of course, Mistress."
"Good night," she said, implying the conversation was done.
"Good night, Mistress," I replied, as I reluctantly got out of the car and headed to my house.
She drove away and I went into my home, went directly to my fridge, grabbed my cucumber and directly to my bedroom. I didn't even get out of my clothes as I collapsed on the bed, pulled off my soaking wet panties and began rubbing the cucumber up and down my burning pussy lips.
After teasing myself just briefly, as I replayed the strange night of voyeuristic obedience, I slid the green vegetable cock inside my burning inferno.
Frustration at not being allowed to taste her, exhilaration at flashing complete strangers, humiliation at the reality I was now fucking myself with a cucumber, and confusion at all she expected from me stirred inside me creating a unique urgency that literally overwhelmed me.
I came in less than a minute, my orgasm more intense than any I could recall. My whole body was completely spent, I pulled the makeshift fuck toy out of my leaking cunt and just lay there. Eventually, I was so exhausted from the work day and my time with Mistress Jasmine that I fell asleep in my clothes.
...
It didn't occur to me until the next morning that I had never told Jasmine where I lived.
All the next day I pondered her extreme expectations of me, unsure if I could possibly become a live-in slave. The idea of being an unconditionally obedient slave turned me on and I was willing and able to do that, but moving in with them and giving up my apartment and current life (no matter how pathetically dull it was) seemed extreme. Plus, what would I tell my family? 'Hi, Mom, I moved in with a married couple so I could eat cunt and suck cock'.
I went to work with more questions than answers. It was a Saturday and crazy busy and I wasn't surprised when they didn't show up for supper, but rather they showed up near the end of my shift for cocktails and dessert.
I greeted them, "Was beginning to wonder if you were going to show."
"Oh, you will see me one way or another every day this week," Jasmine smiled.
Michael added, "You look very nice today."
"Thank you, Master," I whispered, quiet enough so no one else would hear, even though they had their regular booth table by itself.
He smiled, "I see the training is going well, Jasmine."
"So far, so good," she nodded, before she said, "Please get us our usual drinks and a strawberry cheesecake."
I nodded and headed to get their order, while checking on two more tables.
When I returned, she ordered, surprising me, "Take off your heels and hand them to me."
"Here?" I asked, again surprised and then quickly scolding myself for questioning her.
"Now, slut," Jasmine ordered, her usual immediate annoyance in her tone.
I did, and she took them and moved them under the table where I noticed that Michael was making an odd face and I immediately realized I was watching Jasmine jerking him off under the table. Intrigued, and also realizing what they were about to do to my heels, I watched, in my stocking-clad feet as my own pussy got wet with the naughty act.
Michael grunted a few seconds later and I assumed he was coming in my shoes.
After another thirty seconds or so, long enough for me to begin to feel awkward standing in my stocking feet, Jasmine returned my shoes. "Put them on."
I quickly did, seeing the white creamy goo that was in both of my shoes.
"You will take a picture of the soles of your feet when you get home and text it to me. Is that clear?" she asked.
"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, my cheeks going ruby red again.
"Good girl," she nodded, handing me a piece of paper with what was likely her phone number. "Oh, and you are not allowed to come again until I give you permission."
"Okay," I nodded, not liking the order, but willing to obey. I masturbated almost daily, with a couple different toys or my fingers and going more than a day was generally a drought. With the advancement of toy technology, a man wasn't really necessary for pure pleasure.
I dealt with my other customers, the feeling of cum under my feet a strange sensation that was both a reminder of what I was becoming and also incredibly hot...if not also a bit uncomfortable.
I glanced over at their table a couple of times, but they seemed oblivious to my situation and immersed in their own conversation.
When I returned with dessert for one other table, I was surprised to see Jasmine and Michael were gone. I went to their table and was disappointed to see just money.
That night, when I got home, I took off my heels, and took a look at the bottom of my soles.
Every task, every act of obedience, sent a rush of adrenaline through me and a gush of wetness to my panties.
I loved her twisted mind and couldn't wait for whatever she planned next.
Oddly, I felt a sense of worry that I wouldn't see her on Sunday as the restaurant wasn't open that day.
I texted her the photo and told her that I wasn't working again until Tuesday (Sunday and Monday my usual days off).
I waited ten minutes for a response, before going to bed...ignoring the wetness in my pussy.
...
I woke Sunday around lunch, always sleeping in after working five straight days. My phone was flashing and I checked my messages.
One was from my Mom, two from my sister and the last one from Jasmine. I ignored the first three and went directly to the one from Jasmine
My Pet
Still interested?
If yes, text me back ASAP.
Mistress J
I looked at the time. The text came almost an hour ago.
I quickly texted back:
Mistress J
Yes, I'm still interested...although nervous of your full scope. Sorry for the delay in returning, but I slept through my phone messages...as I often do on Sundays.
Pet Lily
I stared at the phone waiting for a response before quickly going and having a shower.
When I got out there was another message from her.
First my pet, don't ever abbreviate my name.
Second, what toys do you have?
Mistress J
I owned very little...just a couple of vibrators.
I responded:
Mistress Jasmine
I'm so sorry, Mistress, I won't do that again.
All I have is two vibrators.
Pet Lily
Her response came much quicker this time, while I was walking down the stairs for an afternoon breakfast.
Task 3...toy purchases.
Go to an adult store and purchase more thigh high stockings, nipple clamps, clit stimulator and a pinwheel.
Mistress J
These items seemed rather unorthodox. Nipple clamps were a strange suggestion, I had no idea what a pinwheel was and could only assume what a clit stimulator was but I responded:
Mistress Jasmine
I will go as soon as I finish eating.
Pet Lily
I finished eating and looked up pictures and definitions of the items she ordered I purchase. I learned a pinwheel is a metal spinner with a handle and small spikes to tease the body. A clit simulator was simply a small vibrator that was to focus on the clit.
She responded just as I was leaving:
Good pet.
I drove to an adult store across town and went in. I was surprised by the massive toy selection and ended up having to ask where each item was, which was slightly confusing as they were not just typical pleasure toys.
I bought all the items that were ordered as well as a new vibrator, and then went and purchased a couple new outfits and a few new undergarments for the fateful day I would finally submit to her. Ironically, even though I hadn't accepted that I would accept her extreme expectations, my body had.
I sent her a picture of the items and then had my normal Sunday relax day...catching up on my PVR of my favorite television shows, making a nice supper for myself and calling my family (well the calling family thing wasn't always relaxing actually, but it had to be done).
...
On Monday, I got another text.
My pet,
Since you seem to still be intrigued in becoming OUR slave. I will be sending you our expectations in a few minutes.
Mistress J
I didn't respond, instead waiting for the list of expectations with a mixture of anticipation and dread.
It came about fifteen minutes later:
Expectations for our Slave

	Slave will move in with us and have her own room.




	Slave will quit her job as being a slave will be her full time job. (PS: You will be paid generously, with your money going into a special account).




	Slave will never wear PANTIES or a BRA unless instructed to by one of her owners.




	Slave will always wear THIGH HIGH STOCKINGS (unless in bath)




	Slave will always refer to owners with proper respect...MISTRESS or MASTER




	Slave will always be completely shaved




	Slave ONLY comes when given permission by owners.







	Slave will OBEY without HESITATION every order given by her owners.



My cunt was dripping wet as I read the expectations, surprised there were not more. I was quite willing to do 3-7 without hesitation, yet moving to their home and quitting my job (even though I didn't love being a waitress...it did pay well with tips) meant a complete ending of my current life. Although I loved the idea of giving myself sexually mind and body, I mean really loved it (Jasmine seemed to understand exactly what I needed), giving my soul and life was a more complex matter.
Another twenty minutes later another text:
My pet:
Can you live with these expectations?
Mistress J
I pondered my answer to this question. I really wanted to give myself to her, to them; yet, I still wasn't sure if I could really just give up my current life...even if it was rather bland and unfulfilling.
I replied:
Mistress Jasmine
I would love to, although to be honest, expectations 1 and 2 are a little extreme.
Pet Lily
After sending it, I felt a rush of guilt. I didn't want this exciting time in my life to end so quickly. I pondered a second email as my own feelings were so conflicted.
I got no response back for almost an hour, anxiety riddling me as I wondered if I made the wrong choice.
Finally, she responded:
My silly pet,
Lily I know what you need. You also know what you need even if you are struggling to accept it. Are you regretting your email at the moment? I bet you are. Is your cunt wet? I bet it is. What are you willing to do to satisfy your complex sexual desires that no one but me understands? Or are you willing to continue to live this mundane unfulfilling life?
Mistress J
I stared at her words knowing they were true. She saw the real me...the me I wished I could be. I had never felt more alive, more excited, than I had these past few weeks. Yet...
As I pondered this a second text came.
If you wish and are willing to obey the other six expectations COMPLETELY, we could do a one month trial where you live with us, but keep your job. (We would pay your rent during this time).
A rush of excitement coursed through me at the new offer. I could try this temporally and see if I really liked this...if giving myself 100 percent to her and to him was really what I wanted.
Suddenly, before I even had time to respond, a third text came.
I should note that WE are not completely sure you are right for us either; this one month trial would give each of us the opportunity of a test run.
Oddly, I felt like I was punched in the stomach. I had never once considered she may not be interested in me. Suddenly I felt even more determined to accept the one month trial.
I responded:
Mistress Jasmine
I would love to try the one month option.
Your eager pet Lily
She responded:
My pet submissive,
I want you to take a picture of yourself with the pinwheel teasing your stomach and between your tits.
Mistress J
Even though I had done naughtier things, there was no photographic evidence of my naughty behaviours. This, though, would be different. A new level of trust was being challenged.
Understanding that complete obedience was expected, I replied:
Yes, Mistress Jasmine
I will do it ASAP.
Obedient pet Lily
I went upstairs, grabbed the pinwheel, took off my t-shirt and bra (I hadn't yet begun to obey the newly revealed expectations) and began slowly moving the strange contraption between my breasts.
I took a few pictures. Some came out blurry as I tried selfies. In the end, after a few poor pictures, I set up my phone on timer and posed.
Eventually, I got a good picture that I quickly, before having time to consider my actions, sent to Jasmine.
Mistress Jasmine
Here is the picture as requested.
I must admit the strange contraption does indeed create quite a teasing.
Naked Pet Lily
I waited for a response, but none came.
While waiting I took off my panties and put on thigh highs which seemed strange to be wearing while lounging about at home. Even going commando felt strange as I wasn't one to do such a thing.
Eventually, even though quite horny, I ignored the burning in my loins, since I was forbidden to come, and tried to do my usual; Monday routine which included laundry and cleaning.
After supper, she finally replied:
Nice picture my pet.
I assume you didn't come like the little slut you are.
Tomorrow's task will be texted to you in the morning.
Good night, my pet, Michael is about to fuck me now.
Mistress Jasmine
I wasn't sure if I was supposed to reply, but thinking better safe than sorry I did.
Mistress Jasmine
I took off my bra and panties. I put on thigh highs and I didn't come...even though I wanted to.
That said, am I allowed to wear a bra at work, Mistress?
Pet Lily
She didn't respond back that night, and I eventually had a relaxed night, my pussy continually asking for attention which I wasn't allowed to give.
...
Tuesday afternoon I received the next text:
My pet,
Today you will wear the nipple clamps to work.
And, of course, no bra at work.
Slaves don't wear bras or panties as their private parts are to be easily accessible at ALL times.
IS THAT CLEAR?
Mistress J
Although not comfortable with going to work with nipple clamps and no bra, I knew I was going to obey. So I responded:
Mistress Jasmine
Your SLAVE will obey and understands.
Sorry for being such an insipid dummy.
Bimbo Slave Lily
Somehow, calling myself names turned me on.
She replied, ignoring my last response, but giving me some advice:
By the way, my pet, if you have never used nipple clamps before, I suggest you grab an ice cube and get your nipples extremely stiff and hard.
I went to the kitchen, opened the freezer, grabbed an ice cube, put it in a bowl, and went to my bedroom. I took off my t-shirt and grabbed the ice cube. I moved it directly to my nipple and shivered at the sudden cold, even as my nipple immediately got stiff. I did the same thing to my other nipple, getting both very erect and wet.
Even though I loved having my nipples sucked on and bitten, I had never tried such a thing.
I put the first clamp on my left nipple and yelped, the clamp pinching much more than I anticipated. Then, even as my one nipple was burning, I put the second clamp on, creating another yelp and an intense pain. I sure hoped whoever said 'no pleasure, no pain,' knew what the fuck they were talking about, as all I felt was pain.
After half an hour of getting used to them, I put on a black blouse that would hide the reality that I was not wearing a bra and headed to work.
Eventually, I got used to the air going to my naked cunt and almost forgot that I was wearing nipple-clamps while bringing food to moms and dads with their kids, couples on a date, a family of eight celebrating their nana's 90th birthday. To them I just looked like a cute, polite waitress, and not the sexual deviant I really am.
Jasmine walked in around ten at night and pointed towards the washroom.
I asked Mary to cover my couple of tables, the Tuesday rush over, and headed to meet Jasmine in the washroom...as usual trepidation coursing through me.
In the washroom, Jasmine was looking in the mirror and smiled, looking at me through the reflection, "How was your day, my pet?"
"Numbing," I joked.
"I imagine so," she smiled, before adding, "no one else is in here."
"Okay," I nodded.
"Go in the stall and take off your blouse," she ordered.
"Okay," I nodded, not liking the risk, but being the obedient she expected. I went to the last stall, closed it and quickly unbuttoned my blouse.
She asked, "Ready?"
"Yes, Mistress," I answered, as I shivered, topless and with my nipples aching.
She walked in and smiled, "Good girl."
"Thank you, Mistress," I nodded, as she stared at me.
"You deserve a reward," she smiled, closing the door and ordering, "knees."
I immediately obeyed, not considering being caught, or even complete obedience, but the possibility of tasting her.
She lifted up her skirt, revealing thigh highs and sans panties, she offered, "Go ahead, my pet, get a quick taste directly from the source."
I didn't hesitate. The offer given, I leaned up and began licking her shaved pussy. I lapped as if I had been in the desert for weeks and had just found water; I lapped as if my life depended on it; I lapped like I was a complete lesbian. I lapped with insatiable hunger.
It was likely only thirty seconds, but it seemed like I was transported to a different place as I lapped the exotic perfection that I had only had brief samplings.
She moved away and said, "Oh my, you really are an eager cunt licker."
"Can I get you off?" I asked, eager and wanting to taste her full flood of cum.
"Soon," she smiled, leaning down and kissing me on the lips. "Soon."
She walked out and I, realizing I was still at work, quickly stood up, put my blouse back on and went to wash my face. I licked my lips, her wetness lingering on my lips.
'Soon,' she said...soon wasn't going to be soon enough.
An hour later I got another text that I could take off the nipple clamps, which I immediately did, my nipples very thankful for the reprieve... even though a sudden sharp pain first hit me as I took them off. At home, I iced them for a while before going to bed, my head spinning with whatever crazy task she was going to have me do tomorrow.
...
I got a text just before lunch that surprised me.
My pet slut,
Michael will be coming to your home any minute now to fuck your face and then shoot his load all over it.
You will then go out in public, and purchase something with cum on your face.
Mistress J
The first thing I pondered, strangely, was what if I wasn't home.
The idea of sucking cock excited me, I hadn't had a cock in me other than my vibrator in a couple of months.
The idea of walking around like a complete slut with cum in my hair also excited me...I loved being her slut and public exhibitionism was clearly something she liked to do and each time I did it I ended up loving it. That said, walking around with cum on my face was a lot more public. Although not more so than when I crawled under the table and licked her pussy, albeit very, very briefly.
I was still in my pajamas so I quickly got dressed in something a little sexier and waited for him to arrive.
I was watching The View when the knock came, I went to it and he greeted, "Good afternoon, Lily."
"Good afternoon, Master," I greeted.
"Knees, now," he ordered, being much more authoritarian without his wife present.
I quickly obeyed, dropping to my knees in my front lobby.
"Get my cock out," he ordered.
I again obeyed.
I fished his dick out of his trousers, loving how thick it was. I loved thick cocks that widened my cunt, girth being more important than length (in my opinion). I took his semi-erect cock in my mouth and allowed it to grow, a sensation that always turned me on...a sense of power that it was me, my mouth, which was getting him hard.
"That's it, get it nice and hard for you," he groaned.
I began taking more of his six plus inch cock in my mouth, knowing I would soon be able to take it all in...and I did.
"That's it, take it all in that pretty mouth of yours," he groaned, as I began bobbing like a hungry cock sucking slut.
I sensed he wasn't going to last long based on his groans, but was surprised when he suddenly grabbed my head and began roughly fucking my face, his balls bouncing off my chin with each hard forward thrust.
Being used so roughly turned me on greatly and I focused on not gagging.
After a minute or so of getting my face fucked, he pulled out and immediately coated my face with cum. The hot spray enhanced my submissive slut desires as my entire face seemed to be coated.
Once spent, he said, "Shit, I think we have found our slave."
"I hope so," I nodded, the idea of regular cock very appealing.
"Just be a good girl for Jasmine, Lily," he instructed, as he put his cock away.
"Yes, Master," I nodded, remaining on my knees.
"Now go and showcase your facial," he ordered, as he walked out the door.
I got up, went to the mirror to see what I looked like. I laughed softly at just how much cum was on my face. There was no way I could walk in public and not have people know exactly what was on my face. Oddly, I felt no sense of fear or insecurity, only a focus on finishing the task required.
I was pondering where to go when I got a text.
Cum slut Lily
Meet me in fifteen minutes at the Starbucks on 9th.
Mistress J
My decision made, I looked at the clock and knew it would take me at least fifteen minutes to get there.
I drove directly there and ended up two minutes late. She was already at a table and gave me a look of dismay that I was late. I went directly to her and apologized, "Sorry, traffic was nuts."
"Go get your coffee," she ordered, her tone flat.
"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, loud enough for people nearby to hear me.
I walked to the line and waited, acting oblivious to the cum that was still all over my face. When I reached the till, I smiled, "A large mocha please."
The woman, in her thirties, gave a startled look as she looked at me, and I shrugged, "It's a dare."
"Okay," she nodded, trying to hide her disgust, but not really doing a good job.
When she handed me my drink I couldn't help but respond to her judgemental attitude, "It's also great for the complexion, maybe you should try it."
I immediately turned around and walked back to Mistress Jasmine.
She said, although her tone and look was still cold, "I'm impressed."
"About?" I asked.
"You don't care what others think," she said.
"I only care what my Mistress thinks," I answered.
"Good answer," she smiled, before adding, "after work tomorrow you will be coming home with me."
"Really?" I asked, like a giddy school girl.
"Yes, you will start your month long trial, which I am very confident will be a permanent thing," she said, putting her foot on my leg. "Massage my foot."
"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, taking her nylon-clad foot in my hands.
"You will not need any clothes from home as we will dress you," she explained.
"Yes, Mistress," I nodded again, feeling like I was her very own live Barbie doll.
"Are you sure you are ready to be a complete submissive slave?" she asked.
"Without a doubt," I nodded, lifting her foot up and kissing her toes as a sign of submission.
"You'd crawl under this table and eat my cunt if I ordered you, wouldn't you?" she asked.
"In a heartbeat," I agreed, although I prayed she wouldn't make such an order.
"Don't worry," she smiled and laughed for the first time today, "I don't want either of us to go in jail."
"Pffffew," I joked.
"Plus, you would be the prison bitch in a heartbeat," she joked.
"I'd rather just be your bitch," I countered.
"My live-in slave?" she questioned.
I smiled, "For at least a month."
"Oh, we both know once you get a taste of sexual slavery you will be hooked," she said, switching feet even as we got the occasional odd look from others.
"You may be right," I nodded, already looking forward to whatever she had in store for me tomorrow night and every day and night after that.
"You do understand you won't only be eating my cunt and sucking and fucking my husband?" she questioned.
"I understand that for the next 30 days my body and mind are yours," I nodded, not even a hint of trepidation about what may transpire.
"All three holes?" she asked.
"Although I've never done anal, Mistress," I admitted, something that had never appealed to me, yet I added, "I really have no choice if you or Master decides that I'm a three hole cum slut."
"Fuck you have me horny," she said.
I responded, "You have had me horny and ready to erupt all week."
"But you've obeyed," she questioned.
"Of course, Mistress," I nodded, before adding, "although it hasn't been easy."
"I need to come," she said rather bluntly.
"I can help you with that," I bluntly responded back.
"You really are determined to taste my cunt," she smiled.
"Yes, Mistress, there is nothing I want more," I admitted, and it was true.
"No, I'll just go to Michael's office and have him fuck me bent over his desk," she shrugged. "Since he already came all over your pretty face, he will last twice as long."
"Happy to be of service," I joked.
"Oh, I know you are," she said, moving her foot away.
She stood up and said, "I have one more last surprise for you tomorrow. And remember you won't be going home after your shift."
"Yes, Mistress," I nodded.
"Actually, you will be going home after your shift," she corrected herself, "your new home."
She leaned down and kissed me, and whispered, "I'm going to fuck you so hard tomorrow you will be coming for weeks."
"God, yes," I whimpered, as she walked away.
I remained seated for a couple of minutes before heading out and returning to my car, ignoring the burning fire between my legs.
...
I woke up Thursday excited about the journey I was about to begin. I had appetizing tastes of what was to come, but I was ready to go all in and immerse myself in the submissive sexual slave world.
I had a long bubble bath, cleaned my house (I had no idea when I would be back) and was just pondering what to wear when I got a text.
Pet Slave,
Today is the day.
The last task is a simple one.
Obey every order of the woman about to come to your house.
Mistress J
I stared at the text. A stranger was coming here? When? Who? What was I expected to do? As these questions lingered in my head, I heard my doorbell ring.
I shook my head. Mistress Jasmine was a woman full of surprises.
I went downstairs in only thigh highs and a robe, and opened the door.
I gasped.
The woman in front of me was a high school girl.
I stammered, hoping this wasn't the woman I was to obey, "H-h-hi."
"Are you Pet Lily?" she asked, looking me over.
"Yes," I nodded, looking at the blonde in a plaid skirt and thigh high stockings that were not hidden by the short skirt.
"Yes, what?" she questioned, as she invited herself into my home.
"Yes, Miss," I said, unsure what to call her.
"That's Mistress," she said, "I assumed pet Jasmine had done a better job of training you."
"P-p-pet Jasmine?" I stammered.
"Yes, the slut made it clear that you were a completely obedient slave," the blonde said, sounding annoyed.
"I-I-I am, Mistress," I stammered, still in shock...Jasmine was a submissive to a teenager? "I'm just, well, I wasn't expecting someone so young."



She smiled for the first time. "I'm nineteen, in case you are curious, although I know I look younger."
"Oh," I nodded, thankful she was of legal age, although I would have guessed she was a couple years younger.
"Pet Jasmine was my teacher last year and became my pet," she explained, as she snapped her fingers and pointed to the carpet.
I dropped to the carpet.
"I see you are wearing nylons as instructed," she nodded, "are you also sans panties and bra?"
I undid my robe and revealed I had indeed obeyed that order too.
"Maybe pet Jasmine was right," she nodded, looking me over.
"I'm very obedient," I answered, before adding, "I'm sorry, I was just a little taken aback at first by how young you look."
"Don't let my age be deceiving," she said, as she tugged her skirt down, revealing a delicious looking shaved pussy.
"Understood, Mistress," I nodded, intrigued by this very sweet looking dominant. She looked exactly like the sweet girl next door would look...yet as often was the case, like me, looks can be deceiving.
"My name is Sarah, by the way," she said, as she walked the few feet to me, her pussy now directly in front of me.
"I'm Lily," I offered, staring at her enticing cunt.
"No," she corrected, "you are pet Lily or slut Lily or just slut, pet, or slave."
"Yes, Mistress Sarah," I nodded, each nasty name sending twitches of pleasure to my wanton box.
"Hungry?" she asked, looking down at me.
"Famished, Mistress Sarah," I answered, hoping she would allow me to lick her to orgasm, something that Mistress Jasmine had refused so many times.
"Beg, like a puppy," she ordered.
The order was strange, the order was meant to humiliate, yet as usual I did as ordered.
I wasn't sure exactly how to do it, or what I looked like when I did, but I lifted my arms up and made my hands look like paws as if begging for a treat, which I suppose was exactly what I was doing. I also gave a puppy dog pout look, a look I had often used to get my way with my dad when I was a kid.
"You are really as adorable, cute and submissive as pet Jasmine said you are," she smiled down at me, as she grabbed my head and pulled me in between her legs and to her pussy.
I immediately began licking, my hunger to taste pussy triggered by Mistress Jasmine.
"That's it, slut, lick my cunt," she moaned.
And I did.
She said, "You see my pet, I've been training pet Jasmine to be a switch...a woman who can be both a submissive obedient pet, but also a strong-willed dominant Mistress and you, my cunt-licking slave, are the guinea pig."
I kept licking as she told me the entire story of how Jasmine became her teacher pet (you can read that story in JASMINE FANTASIES: PET TEACHER).
I was as enthralled with the story as I was with her pussy taste, distinctively different from Mistress Jasmine's and yet with a clear similarity as well.
Sarah explained, "All Mistresses, myself included, need to have served someone at some point. A Mistress needs to understand the needs and desires of their submissives."
I was in awe of all this nineteen year old knew and also curious who her Mistress was, as I pondered her theory, while simultaneously licking her heavenly cunt.
Her hands went through my hair and as her moans got louder, she pulled my head deep inside her now very wet pussy, "Now get me off, cunt licker."
I took her clit between my lips and her legs buckled slightly. I focused on clit pressure and in a few seconds she began grinding her cunt on my face until she came, flooding my face with wetness. It felt like a pail of warm water had been thrown on my face as gush after gush coated my face and landed in my eager mouth.
When she finally let go, she ordered, "Now go to your bedroom."
I began to get up when she said firmly, as if I was stupid, "Pets walk on four legs."
I took off my robe, returned to my knees and then onto all fours and began crawling to my room in only thigh highs as she went to her backpack.
Once in my room, I waited on all fours.
She walked in a moment later and ordered, "On the bed."
I obeyed.
When I looked at her, she ordered, "On your stomach and have your legs spread eagled."
I again obeyed, hoping the Mistress of my Mistress could overrule the no orgasm rule and get me off.
She moved onto the bed and asked, "What is your fantasy, my submissive?"
"I think I'm living it," I answered, my cunt leaking with anticipation.
Her hand went to my ass, so soft and gentle, her hand so close to my fevered, neglected cunt.
"Want to come?" she asked.
"Desperately," I answered, as her fingers moved ever so close to my needy box. I then added, wanting to make sure it was clear, "Mistress Jasmine said I couldn't come without permission."
"Hmmmmm," she pondered, "orgasm control."
I had never considered it that, but I guess that is exactly what had been happening this past week.
"Well, let's see just how well you can control yourself," she said, moving off the bed, and going to my dresser drawer. She found my vibrator, apparently I should try to hide my sex toys better, and she returned to the bed.
She put the toy just touching my pussy, and turned on the vibrator.
I immediately moaned.
"Don't you dare get off," she ordered, as she moved the vibrator slightly.
"Okaaaaaay," I moaned, not sure how long I would be able to last with just teasing.
She got off the bed and said, "I have class pretty soon. I'll be back in two hours."
"Pardon?" I gasped.
"I think I was pretty clear," she quipped. "And if you come, you will be punished."
"Oh God," I whined, the tip of the vibrator just between my pussy lips, the slightest of a tease.
"See you in two," she said, all sing-song.
"Bye," I said, trying to figure out how I was going to stay here in this position for two hours.
And thus it began. Two hours of constant teasing. Just the very tip of the toy was actually touching my pussy lips, not enough to really get me going, but enough to tease me relentlessly.
By the time she returned, I was no longer horny, but sore. I had leg cramps, my breasts felt numb and I was thirsty as hell. The batteries also died half way through the teasing.
When the door opened I was thankful, desperate to move.
When she reached my room, she laughed, "You're still in the exact same spot."
"Yes, Mistress," I answered.
"You really are the perfect sub," she chuckled, before she added, "Roll onto your back."
"Thank God," I joked, "my body is stiff and sore."
"But you didn't get off, did you?" she asked.
"Not even close," I admitted.
"Well, time for me to come again," she shrugged, now naked from the waist down as she got on the bed and straddled me.
Thirsty as hell, I licked her cunt like it was water, purifying water.
"Mmmmmm," she moaned, "you're such an eager pet."
And I was. I lapped hungrily out of insatiable hunger, but equally out of obedience and the desire to please.
She leaned forward, which made me lean forward to continue licking.
Just as I buried my face back in her pussy, I moaned as she shoved the vibrator deep inside me. "Aaaaaaaaaaaah."
She pumped the toy in and out of my cunt, which quickly rekindled the fire in my loins. "Don't come, my pet."
"Oh God," I moaned into her cunt.
"Keep licking," she ordered, returning to sitting on my face, the toy lodged deep inside me.
I lapped and lapped until she began grinding on my face before I was rewarded with her second orgasm on my lips.
I kept lapping up her excess juices until she finally moved off me.
She pulled the toy out of my needy cunt and said, "You should probably stand up and stretch."
"I couldn't agree more," I nodded, standing up and stretching.
She smiled, "Thanks for the orgasms, and have fun with Jasmine."
"I hope so," I nodded.
She walked out and I pondered...this was only the beginning of a crazy day.
...
After a shower, I was getting ready for work when I got a text from Jasmine:
Pet Lily,
I want you wearing something sexy underneath your outfit today.
Today you can wear something sexy for me. Surprise me with something just for me!
Mistress J
All night at work I was giddy with the promises that lay ahead.
I constantly kept looking for Jasmine to arrive, with or without Michael, each hour giving me more and more anxiety.
What if she changed her mind?
What if she decided I wasn't worthy?
Although the thoughts were silly considering all that I had done for her, not to mention her text a few hours ago.
It was closing time when I received a text. I usually didn't keep my phone on me during work hours, but today I did just in case she texted me.
Pet Lily
The time has CUM.
I am waiting outside when u r done.
Mistress J
I finished my shift quickly, grabbed my small travel bag with the necessities for life, and headed to begin a month, maybe a lifetime, of submission.
I walked to her car, not a hint of trepidation, and got in.
"Hi, slut, ready for your new life?" she asked.
"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, never wanting anything more in my life.
She leaned forward and kissed me. I melted into her.
When she broke the kiss, she asked, "Ready for your first present?"
"Yes, Mistress," I nodded.
She went in her purse, pulled out something and put it over my head and on my mouth. She smiled, "It's a ball gag. It will help when Michael takes that ass of yours tomorrow."
I nodded, unable to talk. Both excited that the first night was just going to be me and her, and a bit nervous about the implication that I was going to get ass fucked tomorrow.
She pulled into a 7-11, handed me a five dollar bill and ordered, "Go buy a bag of ice."
My eyes went wide, but I took the bill and headed into the convenience store with a ball gag covering my mouth.
As soon as I entered, a couple of male teenagers were staring at me. I quickly grabbed the ice from the back and went directly to the till. The cashier didn't even blink an eye, as if he usually dealt with customers with a ball gag in their mouth.
I returned to the car and she smiled, "Enjoy yourself?"
I nodded, the rush of doing something kinky and public turning me on...just as it had when flashing my tits, tasting her in the washroom or walking around with cum on my face.
"I can't wait to show my new pet to my friends," she purred, as she pulled back onto the road.
I wondered if she meant now, or at some other point in time. I kept looking at her. She was so beautiful, so seductive and so intriguing. I was still in awe that she was a pet to one of her ex-students and yet showed not even the vaguest of hints she was submissive in front of me.
As she pulled up to a very average house, she ordered, "Come on in and see your new home."
I nodded.
I followed her inside with the ice.
I'm not sure what I expected her house to look like, but it was rather normal. She took the ice and ordered, "On your knees. Pets are always on all fours, unless of course they are sucking cock, eating pussy or getting fucked in their slut holes."
I nodded as I dropped to my knees.
She walked into the kitchen and I remained on my knees awaiting further instructions, my sexy panties already damp with anticipation for the unknown.
When she returned with a glass of wine, she said, "Silly me, take off your dress, let's see what you have chosen to wear underneath that adorably cute exterior."
I nodded, stood up and began taking off my dress, not feeling at all shy about soon being in only lingerie in front of her. Actually, it was the opposite...I was excited for her to see the real me without any of society's expectations...because this was the real me: obedient, sexy, eager, slutty, submissive.
I, without instructions, returned to being on all fours once I was only in my lingerie.
She laughed, "Good girl, but I want to look you over. Please stand up."
I did.
She walked around me as if she was assessing my entire body. Her hands cupped my breasts from behind, cupped my ass and then she moved back in front of me.
"Take off your shoes," she ordered.
I did.
"Perfectly manicured feet," she approved, looking down at me.
I again nodded, not able to thank her with a ball gag in my mouth.
"Fuck, such cute, perky breasts," she nodded, cupping my breasts again.
I moaned into the ball gag.
My body trembled at her touch and the light chill in her home.
She then leaned forward and sucked my left nipple.
I again moaned into the ball gag.
She then surprised me by biting hard on my nipple.
I yelped, but my sound was muffled by the ball gag.
She then moved to my right nipple while simultaneously pinching and twisting my left.
The pleasure and pain mixture sent a wave of pleasure down to my very needy, desperate cunt.
After a couple minutes of intense nipple teasing, she moved away and said, "Knees, my pet."
I obeyed.
I looked up at her as she unzipped the dress she was wearing to reveal she was wearing a garter belt and stockings and nothing else.
My mouth instantly watered at the thought that maybe I could finally lick her to orgasm.
"You're dying to munch on my cunt again, aren't you?" she smiled, looking down at me.
I nodded eagerly.
"Did you enjoy my surprise today?" Jasmine asked, walking directly in front of me
I again nodded.
"Did she tell you that she is my Mistress?" Jasmine asked.
I nodded.
She bent down and took the ball gag out. She tossed it into her couch before asking, "Were you surprised?"
"I was, Mistress," I answered.
"She is utterly irresistible," she explained.
"That she is," I nodded.
"And heaven to taste," Jasmine added.
"I must concur," I nodded, before adding, "although I have very little experience to compare it to."
She smiled down at me, "Don't worry, over time you will get a wide variety of pussy to sample."
"I can't wait," I admitted, which was true. If I was going to submit for a month, I was going all in.
"Well, let's finish what you've started a few times," she smiled, sitting down on her couch.
I crawled to her as she opened her legs.
"Go ahead, my pet, taste your Mistress's cunt," she purred.
And I did.
I moved between her nylon-clad legs, up to her glistening pussy and paused (like Indiana Jones did when he finally found the Holy Grail) admiring the pussy perfection. Then I leaned forward, extended my tongue and began licking.
I slowly lapped her pussy. My tongue moving up and down like a paint brush. I parted her wet pussy lips and began to try and fuck her cunt with my tongue.
She moaned, "I think you are a natural born pussy pleaser."
I smiled as I moved to her clit and flicked it three times.
"Aaaaaaaah," she flinched.
I kept exploring, trying to make sure I pleasured every inch of her pussy.
"You've been dreaming of this, haven't you?" she questioned.
"God, yes," I nodded, without losing a beat between licks.
"Slide a finger inside me, my pet," she ordered.
I obeyed, sliding a finger inside her pussy while continuing to lick.
"That's it, now finger fuck me," she demanded, grabbing my head and holding my face on her clit.
I licked and fingered her and wasn't surprised when my face was coated with wetness.
I lapped up her heavenly taste, finally getting the full meal deal after a couple tantalizing appetizers.
When she let go, I kept lapping and she pushed me away saying, "You keep licking me I'm going to pee on you."
So enthralled in the act of submission, I offered, "I'm your slut, Mistress."
"Hmmmmmm," she smiled, before standing up and adding, "Something to add to your training."
She walked away and I licked my lips, trying to get even more of my Mistress's nectar.
When she returned a couple of minutes later, she ordered, "Follow me, my pet."
I did as she grabbed the bag of ice, which I had forgotten about, and headed to a bedroom.
"Get on the bed and lie on your back," she ordered.
I obeyed.
I watched as she grabbed some rope from the closet and returned. "Ever been tied up?" she asked.
"No, Mistress," I answered, a chill going down my back. I had a bit of a phobia with being confined and this was, to me, scarier than all the tasks I had already committed. In those, I was in control, I had the final say...this would be taken away completely.
"You're nervous," she noticed.
"I've never liked being confined," I admitted, "even on airplanes I have to take an anxiety pill."
"Well, the best way to overcome fear is to deal with it head on," she shrugged, as she moved to the bed.
"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, as she pulled my panties off and added, "What a nice ripe cunt you have."
"Thank you, Mistress," I replied, feeling flattered by such a compliment.
She began to tie me to the bed even as I trembled with nervous excitement.
Soon I was bound, my body feeling restricted, as she moved away and then returned with ice. She put an ice cube on each nipple, making a literal chill course my body.
She whispered, "Is your cunt on fire, my pet?"
"It's an inferno," I moaned, praying she was going to finally allow my long rejected orgasm to be released.
Suddenly I felt her hand go to my burning cunt and then a stunning cold as she shoved an ice cube inside me.
I screamed in shock at the reality and the incredibly bizarre, completely unexplainable sensation of having an ice cube in my cunt.
She smiled, looking down at me, "Expect the unexpected."
"Isn't that a big brother saying?" I asked, having watched every season of the show.
"And you are my lone houseguest," she quipped, getting off the bed.
"That means I win," I joked.
"Oh, that you do," she agreed, as she walked out of the room.
My pussy was burning and freezing, an oxymoron where the impossible became possible.
I desperately wanted to play with myself, yet I couldn't in my restricted state. Plus, I didn't have permission.
Frustratingly, she didn't return for what seemed like an eternity, even though I heard her laugh a couple of times.
Was she watching television?
Was she really going to leave me bound all night?
Being teased was beginning to really drive me crazy.
When she did return, she confirmed my thoughts, "Sorry, I wanted you to cool down and I wanted to catch up on the Big Bang Theory I PVR'd last night."
"Oh," I said, feeling annoyed at being ignored for a TV show.
"Don't worry, my pet," she said, sensing my frustration, "my very own personal big bang theory is about to be tested on you."
"Okay," I said, curious what she meant by that.
She undid the rope and ordered, "On all fours, my pet."
"Yes, Mistress," I obeyed, happy to be in a different position.
She then rebound my hands and walked away again.
I tried to turn around to see her, but in my bound position it was awkward.
When she returned a minute later, she joined me on the bed and asked, "When was the last time you were fucked, my pet?"
"A few months ago if you don't count my vibrator," I admitted.
"Time to change that answer," she added.
"I agree," I nodded, feeling her cold hands on my hips and something poking my leg.
"Ready to get fucked?" she asked.
"Is my cunt wet?" I replied, asking a rhetorical question.
"Dripping," she answered, as, without warning, she slammed her plastic dick in me.
"Yesssssss," I screamed, as my cunt was finally filled.
"You like that?" she asked.
"Fuck yes, Mistress, I love your cock," I replied, as she began fucking me hard.



"Beg, bitch," she ordered a few strokes later, stopping with the surprisingly big cock filling my cunt.
"Oh please, Mistress, make your live-in slave orgasm," I answered.
"For just a month or forever?" she questioned.
In the heat of the moment, I couldn't fathom it not being forever and declared, "Forever, Mistress. I want to be your live-in submissive pet pussy licking, cock sucking, cum slut forever."
"Good answer," she purred, as she resumed fucking me.
I don't know if it was the hard fucking, the big plastic cock, the submissive situation or the week long orgasm withdrawal, but in only a couple of minutes I was already close to orgasm. I begged, "May I come, Mistress?"
"Already?" she asked, although her tone implied she wasn't surprised.
"You're an amazing fuck and this orgasm denial has had me going crazy all week," I admitted, while moaning.
"You may come whenever you wish," she said, the most magical words I'd ever heard. "But you fuck yourself to orgasm."
She stopped fucking me and I immediately began bouncing back on her plastic cock.
"Ohhhhhh, thank you, Mistress," I moaned, as I bounced on her cock like the desperate, horny slut I was.
"Come the second I tell you to, is that clear, my slut?" she asked.
"Yes, Mistress," I agreed, as I continued riding her cock, my orgasm imminent.
"Nnnnnnn-not yet," she teased.
"Ohhhhhh, fuck," I moaned, so fucking close.
"Nnnn-nope," she continued, enjoying driving me crazy, as she grabbed my hair and held on to it hard.
"Oh yes, pull on your slut's hair," I moaned, always liking it rough.
"Now," she said, a couple seconds later and permission granted, the flood gates were open and my orgasm hit with the power of a million suns.
"Yesssssssss," I screamed, my quaking like a ten on the Richter scale, easily the biggest, most explosive orgasm of my life.
As she kept fucking me, she explained, "The longer you are denied an orgasm the more intense the inevitable orgasm."
"Kkkkkkk," I agreed, just enjoying the euphoria that swarmed my entire existence.
"But the best part," she continued, "is when you get the second and third wave."
I wasn't sure what she meant, but as she kept fucking me from behind, I finally caught on.
I could feel a second orgasm building, even as the first hadn't finished its lengthy journey through me.
"Oh, God...Mistress," I moaned, "never...felt...so...good."
"My pet will always be rewarded for true obedience," she said, continuing to slam into me, her body crashing into mine.
"Thank...y-y-y-you," I struggled to get out as my head got light as the pleasure continued to bring me joy I didn't know existed.
"I'm going to keep fucking you, my pet, until you have multiple orgasms," she revealed.
"Shit," I whimpered, feeling so light headed that I thought I may pass out.
"Tell me what you are," she demanded.
"Your slut," I answered.
"More," she ordered, slapping my ass and stopping fucking me with the cock buried deep in me.
"Your complete three hole slut, your live-in, full service maid, your mindless, completely obedient without hesitation pet," I listed, wanting to degrade myself and impress her.
Her finger poked my ass as she said, "I want you to get off again, this time while my finger is buried in your ass."
"Kkkk," I whimpered, as her finger penetrated my virgin ass. It wasn't so much a pain, but a slight discomfort.
"Now, ride yourself to orgasm you double penetration whore," she ordered, slapping my ass again.
"Yes, Mistress," I obeyed, moving back and forth. Feeling both my holes get fucked, even if it was by a thin finger, was a surprisingly amazing turn-on.
"Tomorrow it will be Master's cock in that ass of yours," she promised.
"I can't wait," I replied, as I fucked myself, a mixture of excitement and trepidation at having Master's much bigger cock take my anal virginity.
"I know, my slut," she said.
As I got used to her finger, I finally got into a rhythm and reached my second orgasm after a few more minutes of unique double penetration.
As I collapsed forward, she pulled out and flipped me onto my side. She got off the bed, returned a minute later and said, as I felt warm liquid between my ass cheeks, "Fuck it, I want to take your anal virginity."
My eyes went big as I felt the cockhead of her dick poke my rosebud. I remained silent and nervous as she cupped my breast and began slowly sodomizing me.
Unlike the finger, the cock being much wider, I felt an instant burn in my rectum, yet it was countered by the orgasm that was still coursing through me.
"So tight," she whispered, as she kissed the back of my neck.
"I hope so," I joked, trying to focus on the orgasm rather than the anal intrusion.
"You understand, Lily, you are moving in for good," she clarified.
"Yes," I nodded, as the pain seared slightly more as the cock went deeper than her finger ever did. The reality was I had never enjoyed sex more than I had tonight and I was, as absurd as it sounds, in complete love with this woman. Hard to explain, but the truth.
"Good girl," she purred, as our bodies met, the cock all the way in. "I want to take you places you have only imagined."
"You already have," I admitted.
"Oh, Lily, my beautiful pet," she said, "we have barely touched the surface of your complete submission."
The words 'complete submission' intrigued me, but I was willing and able and ready for the journey. "I'm yours completely, Mistress Jasmine. Mind, body, heart and soul."
I wanted to kiss her, but the situation was awkward and instead I asked, "Will you ream my asshole now?"
She laughed, "I'd love to."
Using my small breasts for grip, she began slowly fucking my ass.
I moaned, even as the pain continued, "Pound my ass, Mistress, use me as the dirty fuck toy you have always envisioned."
And she did.
After a few minutes of hard ass fucking, she ordered, "Now rub your clit, slut, I want you to get off from getting ass reamed."
"Yessss, Mistress," I nodded, as I immediately moved my hand to my pussy and began frantically rubbing.
Eventually, a third, much weaker, orgasm hit me and she pulled out, took off her strap-on, rolled me onto my back and straddled my face.
I licked her to a second orgasm, this time taking my time as I leisurely lapped her pussy perfection.
After she coated my face with her second orgasm, she got off me and said, "For this one night you can sleep with me, but after that you will sleep in your own room."
"Thank you, Mistress," I nodded, completely exhausted as I licked my lips for any remaining pussy cum.
I crashed wrapped in her arms, feeling exhilaration at the decision I had made.
...
Next morning, I woke up and walked to the kitchen, my body aching.
She looked at me and said, clearly annoyed, "What are you doing on two feet?"
I immediately dropped to my knees, realizing that last night's intimacy was just that, last night.
She put a bowl/plate on the floor under the kitchen table and said, "Your breakfast is ready."
I gasped.
Yet, understanding my role as a pet, apparently both literally and physically, I crawled under the table.
Famished after last night's calorie burning marathon, I began eating the porridge.
After breakfast, where she didn't talk to me as she read the newspaper, she snapped her fingers and wiggled her foot as she began chatting with her mother.
I moved closer to her and rubbed her stocking-clad feet, although she was already dressed and showered and in new clothing.
She chatted with her mother for a good twenty minutes before hanging up and saying, "Go shower. Your clothes for today are already waiting for you."
"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, before crawling the entire way to the bathroom.
Once showered, I saw what she had laid out for me: a plaid skirt, black thigh highs, a blouse and surprisingly a thong (although no bra).
I got dressed and looked in the mirror. She called out from wherever she was, "And put your hair in pigtails."
"Yes, Mistress," I replied, realizing she was trying to make me look like I was in high school.
Once my hair was done, I looked in the mirror, indeed looking like a very cute, sexy, school girl. A rush of excitement coursed through me as I wondered what she had in store for me this afternoon.
The afternoon was a shopping spree. She took me to hip little shops that catered to teenagers and I bought a lot of sexy, slightly slutty, clothing.
I got tons of looks, as my thigh highs were completely visible with the short plaid skirt and it turned me on. I loved having men and women stare at me; I loved that they thought I was just a slut...which I am.
We then went to an adult store where Mistress purchased a collar and leash for me as she explained to the saleswoman, a woman in her fifties, "My pet is still in training."
The saleswoman, not finding it strange, nodded, "A good pet takes a year to completely train."
It was surreal to listen to them talk about me as if I wasn't there, yet equally a turn on...which could be attested to by my very wet panties.
Mistress also bought me a vibrating egg and shocked me by putting it inside me right in front of the saleswoman.
When she was done, I said, "Thank you, Mistress," wanting, for some reason, to impress this stranger.
"You're welcome, slut," Mistress said, before going to the till to purchase the items.
We were walking out of the store and to the food court when I felt my cunt began to vibrate.
I looked to Mistress, who was smiling with a small remote control in her hands. "This is fun."
"You don't know that half of iiiiiit," I replied, as she increased the speed.
"You are going to have an orgasm in the mall in front of all these people," she informed me.
"Realllllly?" I asked, surprised by the task.
"Realllllly!" she mocked.
"It won't take lonnng," I said, the vibrations giving me great pleasure.
We walked for a minute and stopped at a music store when I heard someone say, "Lily, is that you?"
I froze.
The voice behind me was undeniably recognizable.
It was my boss.
I turned around, the egg turned even higher as Mistress smiled, and greeted, "Hi, Mrs. Pilson."
She gave me a strange look and said, "Quite the outfit, is it a dare or something?"
I wasn't sure what to say, but decided to just tell the truth, "It's what Mistress Jasmine put out for me to wearrrrr."
"Mistress Jasmine?" my boss questioned, looking as confused as she should.
"Yes, Mistress Jasmine," Mistress repeated from behind me.
"Oh," Mrs. Pilson said, seeming to put two and two together.
"She is just in her early training," Jasmine explained.
Looking Jasmine over, Mrs. Pilson said, "Well, that explains what you were doing under the table that one night."
My face burned red.
"Yes, that was in the very early testing to see if she was worthy," Mistress Jasmine said.
Mrs. Pilson, surprising me, said, "If I would have known you were submissive, Lily, Jake and I could have had a lot of fun with you this year."
I stammered, "W-w-what?"
"Oh honey, you really are naive," she said, shaking her head. "If you ever are willing to share your pet, please let me know."
Mistress Jasmine nodded, "Oh, that I will."
"Great seeing this side of you, Lily," Mrs. Pilson said, leaning in and kissing me on the lips.
I stood there paralyzed in shock, Even after all that had transpired, I never fathomed my over sixty year old Greek boss would be kinky.
Jasmine laughed, once she was gone, "Well, that was enlightening."
My orgasm was building as she turned the vibrator on what must have been its highest level. "Aaaaaaah," I whimpered.
"Do you want to let your bosses fuck you, my slut?" she whispered.
"If you want me tooooooo," I moaned, trying not to make it look obvious I was about to orgasm in the middle of a music shop.
"Go ahead, my slut, come right here, right now," she whispered, as the vibrations in my cunt continued.
Closing my eyes, I just let go and allowed the orgasm to hit and did it ever. "Holy fuck," I said, loud enough to get the attention of all those in the store when my orgasm hit a few moments later.
When I opened my eyes, I realized Jasmine was gone and I had a dozen people staring at me.
Feeling suddenly mortified, I put my head down, even as my orgasm flooded my panties, and walked out of the store. When I looked up, I saw Jasmine smiling while she sat at a table in the food court.
I walked to her, sat down and she asked, "How was that?"
"Exhilaratingly mortifying," I answered, knowing it was a strange oxymoron, as the vibrating stopped.
She laughed, "Nice oxymoron."
We had an early dinner, while a few people stared at me (both because of my attire and the few who had seen me have my orgasm in a public place). It was, as I said, exhilaratingly mortifying...I was indeed becoming the complete obedient slut she wanted to be.
...
When we finished eating and doing a little more shopping, we headed back to her house. She turned the egg back on and let me be teased on low the whole drive home.
Once inside, my pussy begging for attention again, I immediately fell to my knees in my subservient position and awaited instructions.
She smiled, "You are already getting the grasp of your role, my pet."
"I've always been told I'm a quick learner," I smiled back.
"Take off your heels and wait by the door on your knees, Master should be home soon and would likely enjoy a welcome home blow job from his new pet," she ordered.
"Yes, Mistress," I obeyed, curious to see how Michael fit into this unique new arrangement.
I waited for about ten minutes when the front door opened and he smiled, "Well, hi."
I looked up at him and asked, "May I suck your cock, Master?"
"Well, what a great way to be welcomed." He chuckled.
"I'll take that as a yes, Master," I smiled, quickly fishing his cock out and eagerly taking it in my mouth.
"Shit," he groaned, "this is the best welcome home ever."
Jasmine, appearing out of nowhere, said, "I think I've given you lots of good welcome's home."
He laughed, making his cock vibrate in my mouth slightly, "Never when I walked in the door."
Jasmine moved in and kissed him, while another woman, me, sucked his cock.
"She is yours all night," Jasmine said, "although I did promise her you would fuck her ass."
"If I have to," he joked.
"She has three holes, use them as you wish," she replied.
She walked away and he groaned, "Shit, you really are a great cock sucker."
I moaned on his cock in response, the egg still vibrating on low.
As his groans got louder, he grabbed my pigtails and began fucking my face.
Being used so roughly greatly turned me on. I was just a vessel for his pleasure.
A couple of minutes later, his balls bouncing off my chin, as slobbering sounds echoed, he deposited a load down my throat.
Pulling out, he apologized, "Sorry, I couldn't resist the pigtails."
"My face is yours to fuck however you wish," I replied.
"This is crazy," he said.
"That I must concur" I nodded.
He smiled and asked with a look of concern, "You sure about this?"
"I've never been more certain about anything in my life," I answered, licking a drop of cum that was about to drip to the floor.
"Well, I'm not going to protest," he said. "But I need to have a shower."
"Yes, Master," I nodded, as he walked away, just as the egg shut off.
I waited a few minutes before crawling into my room. Feeling fatigued, I crawled onto my bed and crashed almost instantly.
...
I was woken up by Jasmine who ordered, "Go to the bathroom if you need to and then meet us in our room."
"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, trying to regain my surroundings.
I went to the washroom, then crawled to the bedroom where I was first sodomized last night.
Entering the room, I crawled in to find Jasmine slowly sucking her husband's cock.
Michael said, "Come join us, our pet."
"Yes, Master," I nodded, crawling to them and then onto the bed.
Jasmine looked up and asked, "Ready to get ass fucked?"
"Nervous but ready," I answered honestly.
"Well, we're going to make this an evening you will never forget," she smiled, getting off the bed. "Oh, get undressed, my pet."
"But keep the thigh highs?" I asked, although I knew the answer.
"Of course," she laughed, "you do know your Mistress."
I began undressing as Michael watched me. I decided to make it sexy for him. Once my shirt was off, I tossed it playfully at him.
"You're ridiculously sexy," Michael said, staring at my tits.
"Be careful what you say," Jasmine called from the closet, although she was clearly teasing him.
I then lay on my back and pulled my skirt down and asked, "Want to finish taking this off for me, Master?"
"Sure," he laughed, pulling it off my nylon legs.
He tossed it aside and then moved over me and slid my very soiled panties down too.
I asked, "Can I take the egg out?"
"I forgot it was in there," Mistress laughed, as she returned, again wearing her strap-on.
"Is that a yes, Mistress?" I asked.
"Michael can," she replied.
"If I have to," Michael sighed dramatically and, of course, playfully.
He moved his fingers to my wet pussy and slid a couple in. I moaned as he struggled to grab the egg and pull it out.
Jasmine quipped, "He's never been really good exploring inside a pussy."
"Hey, it's not my fault the g-spot is a myth," he protested, as he finally got it out.
He got off the bed and put the very wet egg on the dresser.
Mistress said, "Stay on your back, my pet. But put your legs up in the air and spread them wide for me."
"Of course, Mistress," I obeyed, looking forward to getting fucked.
Mistress Jasmine got on the bed and asked, "Michael, do you want to watch me fuck our pet?"
"God, yes," he nodded, stroking his hard cock.
She moved between my legs and rubbed her fake dick on my cunt. "Ready for a good hard fucking?"
"I'm always ready for a good hard fucking," I smiled back.
"That I imagine is true," she smiled, as she slid the cock deep inside me.
"Yesssss," I screamed, loving the feeling of a cock in me, real or not.
I cupped my breasts and just enjoyed the hard fucking as my orgasm began rising.
"Don't you dare orgasm," she ordered, as she slammed into me, making my whole body bounce with each forward thrust.
"Okay," I whined, not wanting another orgasm denial.
"This is fucking hot," Michael said, as he moved back onto the bed.
"Ready to be double penetrated?" Jasmine asked.
"I'm ready for anything and everything," I answered.
"Good answer," she smiled, as she pulled out, laid on her back and ordered, "Straddle my cock, my dp slut."
I rolled off my back and straddled her cock.
Michael moved behind me, just as I engulfed the fake cock. He poured some lube down my ass crack and ordered, "Bend over a bit more, my pet."
"Yes, Master," I obeyed, leaning forward more and cupping both Jasmine's firm tits.
I closed my eyes, as I felt his cock slowly penetrate my ass. I was instantly thankful for yesterday's breaking in at the hands of Mistress Jasmine as the pain, although there, wasn't as extreme as last time.
"So fucking tight," Michael groaned, as he slowly slid inside my ass.
"So fucking big," I moaned back, as his cock filled me.
Jasmine added, "Such a fucking slut."
"And slave," I moaned, as both my holes were suddenly completely filled. The feeling was utterly strange. A euphoria that was both intense and liberating.
Yet, I wasn't sure what to do next.
Then he began slowly fucking me, creating a new sensation.



"Just let him fuck that ass of yours," she ordered.
I laughed, "As if I have a choice."
"Touché," she smiled.
My hands were still on her tits as her husband slowly fucked me.
After a couple of minutes, Jasmine ordered, "Now, it's your turn. Ride both cocks."
"Okay" I nodded, coordination not my greatest strength. I began moving slowly, struggling to get into any sort of rhythm.
Although it took a while, I finally began to get in a flow, although mostly I was fucking Michael, while Jasmine's plastic cock stayed buried in my cunt.
Soon I was moaning, and Mistress asked, "Do you want to come, my ass slut?"
"Yessss," I moaned, my orgasm building quickly.
"And...come," she demanded a moment later as she bucked her ass up, creating a new pleasure and I instantly erupted.
"Fuuuuuuuck," I screamed, collapsing onto her.
"On your back, slut," Michael ordered.
I rolled awkwardly onto my back, my orgasm still flooding out of me.
He grabbed my ankles, moved my feet to his cock and began pumping his cock in the soles of my feet.
This was new.
"My hubby loves stocking-clad feet," Jasmine said.
"Explains a lot," I smiled, as I was giving a foot massage without actually doing anything.
"This is the way he gets off the best," she added, just as he groaned, moved my feet down to his cock and coated my stocking-clad feet with cum.
"He also loves coming on nylon-clad feet," she added.
"Apparently," I giggled, as I stared at my cum covered feet.
"Eat his cum," she ordered.
I moved my foot to my mouth and licked the cum off my foot.
Once I had retrieved all the cum, I replicated the cum retrieval on the other foot before I ended up having Mistress straddle my face.
The night ended with Michael shooting one more load in me, doing it the old fashioned way, filling my cunt with his cum.
As he did, Jasmine quipped, "By the way, my pet, Michael would love to have one more child."
THE END...except for the epilogue.
...
...
...
EPILOGUE:
Of course, I quit my job.
Of course, I sold my home.
Of course, I got pregnant.
A year later, I was the mother of a baby girl named Sarah, in honor of Jasmine's Mistress.
A year later, I was a completely trained slave.
A year later, I was the main attraction at Sarah's sorority house for an evening.
I crawled into a room full of sorority sisters in my collar and leash, nipple clamps on my tits, and wearing only the obligatory thigh high stockings.
That night, I serviced dozens of sorority girls' sweet cunts, I was double penetrated by strap-on cocks, and I was fisted until I actually passed out, out of pleasure.
When I woke up, Sarah, who had a freshman sorority sister buried between her legs, said, "Ready to go to the Le Chateau Club?"
"Of course, Mistress," I nodded, always enjoying the infamous lesbian club where anything went. Even though it was midnight, even though I had pleasured and got off over two dozen girls already, my mouth instantly watered at the thought that I could soon be eating more pussy...particularly the heavenly cunt of Big Rosie.
But that...is...a whole different story.
THE END...for sure this time.
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Backseat Mommy: Jam-Packed With Cum
Summary: Mom takes a load in each hole on the final day of the drive.
Review:
This is part five of the Backseat Mommy series.
In part one, Backseat Mommy: A Long Hard Ride, Sarah, a mom, is forced to sit on her son's lap for a long drive. As the day progresses, she is unable to resist the temptation of her son's cock.
In part two, Backseat Mommy: Ass Fucked, Sarah now craves her son's cock and is at his mercy. After willingly taking it in the ass in a truck stop bathroom, she eagerly finishes the job in the backseat of the car as her husband drives in the pouring rain.
In part three, Backseat Mommy: Gloryhole Slut, Sarah questions her marriage and after a tease in the backseat, another tease in the hotel room while her husband is in the bathroom, she has two fantasies come true when her son takes her to a gloryhole.
In part four, Backseat Mommy: Husband's Asleep, Sarah knows she has to tell her husband it's over, but not before they drop Cory off at college. That night Sarah sneaks into her son's bed with her sleeping husband a few feet away and gets fucked in all three holes.
Note 1: Thanks to Robert, goamz86, and Wayne for editing this story.
Note 2: This story and the entire series was updated in October 2018 with a new edit by Tex Beethoven.
Backseat Mommy: Jam-Packed with Cum
That morning, the second Alex's shower was running I rushed into Cory's bed, fished out his cock and began bobbing.
He groaned as I woke him up the best possible way any man can possibly be woken up... with head.
His cock was already hard; I love morning wood, and I bobbed hungrily, knowing time was of the essence. I wanted that first load for breakfast, as I was determined to get those promised four loads from him before I left him behind (for a while) at college to initiate the hardest conversation in my life... the end of my twenty years of marriage.
Yet, my guilt was overridden by my lust.
I loved my son.
I loved his cock.
I loved his cum.
I loved being his slut.
And I was going to find a way to continue this taboo, inappropriate and yet so right-feeling and natural-feeling relationship at all costs... including the end of my marriage.
Thankfully I learned that Cory, like every other guy I'd ever been with, had a very quick morning trigger, and I was swallowing his cum within a couple of minutes.
Once I'd swallowed it all, I sat up and chirped, "One down, three to go."
"You're serious?" he asked.
"I'm always serous when it comes to cum," I quipped back.
"Well that was the best wake-up call ever," he approved gratefully, as we heard the shower shutting off and I climbed back into my own bed.
"Yes, too bad we didn't have this relationship earlier," I said. "Cum is great for breakfast and for the complexion." I agreed.
"Fuck, how I regret my entire senior year of not bending you over the kitchen table and just making you mine every day," he sighed.
"Well in that case, you owe me three hundred fucks," I quipped.
He laughed, "I'll write you an IOU."
"Just understand that I plan to collect on every single one of them," I winked, just as the bathroom door opened.
After a shower and breakfast, we were back on the highway.
I was back on my son's lap in a sundress and, of course, sans underwear and ready to have his cock back inside me. Clutched in his hand was the tantalizing bag he hadn't let me see the contents of the night before and still wouldn't.
As soon as we were back on the highway, Cory ostentatiously opened the bag and displayed to me with a silently mouthed, "Ta-da!" what was obviously a butt plug, He handed it to me, then pulled out some lube, which he gestured at as if he were a product model on a game show.
Taking the unspoken cue, I generously lubed the butt plug, which was quite large, before I leaned forward and handed it to my son to shove up my ass.
Cory smiled as he took it from me and slowly inserted it in my pucker. He did it as gently as he could, but nevertheless required some serious force to muscle it past my sphincter. It helped that his cock had spent some time in there yesterday. I clenched my teeth and grabbed the back of my husband's seat as it filled me.
Alex looked into the mirror and remarked on the discomfort he read in my face, "Uncomfortable already?"
"A little," I nodded, as the toy completely filled my ass. "Just trying to find the right spot."
"Only a few more hours," he reminded me.
Cory left me in that position, the butt plug now fully in my ass as I said, "Yep, this wild adventure is almost over."
Alex nodded, "Then Cory, you start your next adventure."
I glanced back and saw he'd fished out his hard cock.
Cory replied, "I'm always up for a new adventure."
"That's the spirit," Alex nodded. "Live life to the fullest. If you want something, just reach out and grab it."
The irony of his words were obvious as Cory took that exact advice by grabbing my hips and slowly lowering me onto his thick dick and making me wonderfully, excitingly, double penetrated as the three of us continued chatting.
I held my breath as his cock impaled me.
Combined with the plug in my ass, I was feeling very full.
Alex added, "You see Sarah? Cory will be fine. I think we need to have our own adventure too."
"The last couple of days have already been quite the adventure," I replied tersely, both to make it clear I wasn't changing my mind about our upcoming extended trip, and also because I was trying to get used to having two cocks in me simultaneously.
"But, I think...." Alex began.
"Alex," I said, my tone vetoing the idea of his continuing this conversation at the moment, "I have made up my mind. My son needs me, and I will bend over backwards to make him happy."
Alex sighed heavily, as I sat on my son's lap with both his dick and the butt plug now lodged deep inside me. I tried to relax, trying to get used to being so completely filled by two sizeable insertions while getting annoyed with my husband. I realized I wasn't being fair to him. We'd spent a couple months planning our fall road trip, and Alex was super excited about it. Although I didn't love the idea of travelling for so long, I'd gone along with it. Yet now I couldn't.
Now I had to figure out who I really was. Yes, I would do anything to please my son, demonstrated by the fact that at this very moment I had his dick in my cunt and a butt plug in my ass, but I also had to figure out the rest of my life.
Alex turned the radio up, and I figured that gave me some time to whip up load number two of four for the day.
Suddenly I felt slight, subtle vibrations in my ass. The butt plug was a vibrating one! Pleasure began to build inside me as my son had found a new way to pleasure me in this tiny, confined space.
Although Cory had already shot his first load of the day down my throat, I hadn't yet come, and as soon as the vibrations had begun I wanted to... no, I needed to.
I gripped my hands on his knees for balance, and began to ride his cock slowly, the sensation of riding his cock, mixed with the vibrations in my ass, creating a lovely euphoria.
And for a couple of minutes, I leisurely rode my son... nice and slow... simply enjoying the ride while making gradual progress towards my destination.
Then I felt the vibrations inside my ass getting faster and more intense. To my surprise there was almost no sound, which was impressive, although in the front seat Alex was now singing along to 'Sunglasses at Night' so I doubt he would have heard a telltale buzzing sound even if it had been loud.
The vibrations were soon stimulating my entire body and adding fuel to the flames of a steadily approaching slow burn orgasm. I had wanted to milk his cum slowly, but with my intrusive little passenger getting so active I wasn't sure that was still possible.
I began to ride Cory's cock faster, my orgasm building, when the vibrations suddenly stopped. Cory grabbed my hips and firmly lowered me onto his lap.
I sighed. This was going to be another one of those damned delayed orgasms.
I knew this delay would make my orgasm more intense when it came (pun intended).
But I also knew I didn't want to wait. I ground my ass on his cock to tell him as much, but as I figured, he was going to let my burning flame flicker and fade before he fired up the pressure cooker again.
He handed me his phone.
It was a story called 'Mom's Stockings: A Cum Bucket'.
So I read it. He knew it would turn me on, as the mother sounded a lot like me once she accepted loving her son as more than just a son.
Once I finished the story, Cory let go of my hips and took his phone back. The vibrations started up again and I took that as permission to resume riding his thick shaft.
Again, I rode him for a couple of minutes slowly, as I rekindled my flickering flame of lust.
Again, he turned the toy onto a higher, more intense speed.
Again, I began to ride him faster as the flames began to spread wildly through my bowels.
Again, he grabbed my hips and pulled me down onto his lap... but this time keeping the vibrating butt plug sizzling away on high.
This wouldn't get me off, but man would it tease me like crazy.
He again handed me his phone. This time it was a short article called 'More Moms Going Down to Ensure Grades Go Up'. It was about how some Japanese mothers were sucking their sons off so they'd be motivated to study harder.
Once I was done reading it, I handed it back to Cory who whispered, "Why didn't you do that for me?"
"I will for you in college," I replied, so horny I was willing to agree to almost anything, semantics and logistics irrelevant.
"That's something we need to make happen."
"I agree," I nodded, as I ground my pussy on his cock, trying to hint it was time to fuck.
"You really need to climax?"
I nodded.
He let go of my hips and I took that as permission to ride him. I again put my hands on his knees and began to fuck myself on my son's big dick.
As soon as I started riding, it once again rekindled the flame down below.
The double stimulations made the pleasure escalate quickly and after a couple of minutes, as my flame burned like hell's kitchen, I let out a moan that was much too loud.
Alex looked up. I realized I'd moaned right next to his head because of how I'd leaned forward for extra penetration.
"Sorry, honey," I apologized quickly. "Three days back here and there just isn't a perfect position anymore."
"We're almost there," he tried to comfort me, as I thought to myself, So am I.
"Thank God!" I said, a double meaning again in my words.
I bit my lip so I wouldn't let out any more sounds that might give away what was happening right behind him.
"I hate to stop so soon," he said. "But I have to pee."
"Okay," I nodded. "I could use a stretch too."
"I'll pull over in four miles."
"Okay," I again responded, as I didn't want to say any more than I had to as I focused on the pleasure and the very limited time I had to get that second load milked from Cory's cock and my first, much needed, orgasm of the day.
He resumed driving and I resumed riding.
Thankfully I didn't need four miles, I only needed one. The intense vibrations in my ass, mixed with riding my son's cock, and the fire finally became a wildfire as my orgasm erupted through me.
When I started coming, Cory held my ass up and kept fucking my pussy as I trembled with intense convulsions.
After another mile, my orgasm refusing to dissipate completely, not that I minded, I felt my pussy walls coated with my son's cum.
I just allowed the pleasure to continue its intense journey through me as Cory finished filling my pussy with his cum.
I felt the vibrator in my ass stop vibrating; I felt his cock slide out of me and felt cum leak out of my pussy, both mine and his; I felt his hand on my ass pulling out the wide plug and even heard a slight pop as it exited me. Thankfully the music Alex was playing was too loud for him to hear it.
Cory handed me a wet nap and I wiped up the cum leaking down my leg, as we reached the one-mile sign.
I sat on only one of Cory's legs for the last mile, my orgasm finally coming to a reluctant end as I looked gratefully back at Cory, who was on his phone.
We made a pit stop. Alex went pee. I went pee and cleaned up.
Back in the car, we drove for two hours in relative silence. Cory fell asleep, and I read on my kindle.
We stopped for lunch and as we ate, I rubbed my son's crotch with my nylon-clad foot.
Alex said as we were wrapping up lunch, "Two more hours."
Cory nodded, looking at me slyly, "Yep. Two more."
I smiled, knowing he meant two more loads to shoot... the load in my ass and the facial still to come... literally.
"Ready?" Alex asked.
"Definitely," Cory nodded, again saying two different things at once, as he rubbed my stocking-clad foot under the table.
"I wish I could go back to being in college again," Alex said.
"Me too," I nodded, knowing I planned to do just that, but it wasn't yet time to tell Alex.
Cory asked, "Were you two pretty wild back then?"
Alex shrugged, but I joked, "Not so much. Mostly just some wild orgies every night."
Alex was surprised but laughed, "Yes, that's how I first met your mom.
"Anyway Cory," I changed the subject, "I'm sure you'll meet the perfect woman at college."
"What if I already have?" Cory asked, squeezing my foot, which was still resting on the chair between his legs.
Alex said, "I didn't know you even had a girlfriend."
"Oh, I've known her forever," Cory told him. "I just hid my true feelings from her for too many years." Another squeeze.
Alex gave the most ironic advice ever, as my heart skipped a beat, "Well, you should always tell the woman you love how you feel. Don't ever keep it a secret."
"At all costs?" Cory asked.
"Yes, at all costs," Alex said, looking at me with sweetness.
I agreed, "It's important always to go with what makes you happy."
"Okay," Cory nodded.
"Well, enough tall tales and love advice from the old people," I said. "Let's get back on the road."
"This will be your last time backseat riding," Alex assured me.
God, he just kept saying such innocent things that meant something completely different to Cory and me! I nodded, "Yep, one final backseat ride. Think you can handle two more hours of me on your lap, Cory?"
"I think I'll manage," Cory smiled, as I moved my foot away and back into my heel.
"I'm sorry you've been stuck back there with your Mom sitting on your lap for three days," Alex said.
"It could be worse," Cory said.
I laughed, "Yes, I could weigh 300 pounds."
"Yes, that would be lots worse," Cory laughed.
Alex shook his head as he paid and we returned to the car.
Cory said, once we were alone for a moment, "You know I was talking about you."
"Your squeezes pretty much said that ," I nodded.
"And I hope you know that I want you in my life every day," he continued.
"I have to deal with some other things first, Cory," I said sincerely. "But I do plan on finding a way to be as close to you as possible."
"Mom, I love you," he said.
"I love you too, honey," I replied.
"No," he shook his head. "I mean I love love you."
"Oh," I said, realizing this had just crossed to a whole new level of complicated.
Alex came out and asked, "What're you two talking about?"
Cory answered, "What is real love?"
"Heavy topic," Alex said, "and there isn't a simple answer to what seems a simple question."
"Yes, love is different to every person," I said, as I tried to wrap my head around my son's words. Yes, I wanted to find a way to keep fucking him. Yes, I wanted to be his three-hole cum slut. And yes, I couldn't imagine not living with or at least near him.
Yet... I didn't want to prevent him from someday finding his own true love, getting married and having kids.
Shit, this had gotten very, very messy... both figuratively and literally.
"Well, we aren't getting any closer by standing out here," Alex prompted us.
"That's right, it's time for one final ride," I said, trying to push the complicated out of my mind and keep it simplistic. I had two hours left with Cory's cock in the car and I planned to enjoy those entire two hours. End of story for now. The harsh reality and consequences of our actions would have to wait for another day.
It was time to take it in the ass. Not a butt plug this time, the real, spurting thing.
Once back in the car and back on the highway, I fished out my favourite cock and stroked it to stiffness.
Once stiff, I pointed to the lube, which was in Cory's shopping bag with my anal toy.
He handed it to me and I generously coated his hard cock.
I then positioned myself over his thick dick and lowered my bottom onto it.
I took his entire cock slowly into my ass until I was sitting completely down on his lap.
Then I just sat there, enjoying the feeling of being completely full.
Alex asked, about fifteen minutes later, "So Cory, who is this girl you love?"
My eyes went big.
Cory answered, "Just someone I've known for a long time."
"Have I met her?" Alex asked.
"I think so," Cory answered.
"What's she look like?"
He described me. "Blonde hair, blue eyes, amazing legs and..."
Alex asked, looking into the rear-view mirror, "And what?"
"Big tits," Cory answered.
Alex shook his head, "I guess I shouldn't have asked."
I quipped, pretending to be offended, "Men!"
Alex shrugged, "What are you complaining about, he pretty much described a younger version of you."
I could barely contain myself.
"So I should be flattered that my two men are objectifying women?" I questioned, even as I wiggled my ass on my son.
Alex sighed, "That isn't what we were doing."
"Blonde hair and blue eyes are the most stereotypical guy fantasy there is," I scoffed.
"Yes, but...." Alex began.
"Throw in huge tits and you have the stereotypical brainless blonde bimbo," I continued, "you know, the ones whose favourite colour is glitter?" ranting even though I didn't mean it at all.
Cory added, ignoring my lame attempt at wit, "Don't forget the great legs."
"Oh yes, how could I forget that? Your father is a leg man, which is why I'm always in nylons and heels. Are you a leg man too, my non-objectifying offspring?" I asked, even though I knew the answer.
"Yes I am, since you ask, but that's probably your fault," Cory accused me, enjoying my theatrics and playing along.
"My fault? My fault? How is that possibly my fault?" hamming it up.
"Well, you've always walked around the house in short skirts and nylons," he explained as he had before, but this time playing to the crowd of one, his Dad.
"In that case, I guess I should be flattered," I said, although still sounding angry. I then added, deciding to push the line even more, really getting into the fake feminist character I had just created, "And does your dream girl shave her vagina, too?"
"Sarah!" Alex gasped.
I ignored him, as I looked at Cory. "Well, does she?"
"Hopefully," Cory nodded.
"And do you shave your balls for her?" I questioned, this time hinting at something he should do.
"For Christ's sake, Sarah," Alex said.
"What?" I questioned. "He's eighteen. He's an adult. You said he was ready to live on his own. At least he should know what a woman wants from him."
"So you're saying I should shave down there?" Cory asked sincerely.
"Of course," I nodded, "especially if you expect her to shave. Isn't that right, Alex?"
Alex answered, shaking his head, "No comment; I feel like I'm on a twisted version of Candid Camera."



"Any other advice you'd like?" I asked.
Alex interjected, "Don't say a word, Cory, it's a trap."
I laughed, "That is probably very good advice."
Alex turned the radio up, obviously done with our awkward conversation, which meant Cory and I had some alone time, well as much alone time as you can have in a backseat on someone's lap with your husband driving the car.
I began to grind my ass slowly in a circular motion on my son's cock. This was going to be the last backseat fucking, and I was going to enjoy the ride.
And for fifty miles I just ground slowly on his cock, enjoying the full feeling, just enjoying the surreal feeling of an unconditional secret love between my son and me.
"Fifty more miles," Alex announced.
This made me sad.
Fifty miles and this was over.
Fifty miles and I would have to deal with the consequences of my actions.
Fifty miles and the only life I'd known for a couple of decades would be over.
Fifty miles and I would have to initiate the conversation that needed to take place, which I feared completely.
And...
Fifty miles to finish milking my son's third load of the day, this one shooting up my ass.
I said, as I began to slowly ride my son's cock, "Thank God. I don't think I can last much longer."
Alex nodded, "I can only imagine how sore your ass must be. Mine is numb, and I have a proper seat."
"Oh, my ass feels great," I reported back, the lingering pleasure increasing as soon as I began riding my son's cock instead of just sheathing it.
Alex asked, "Really?"
"My legs are sore though," I answered, realizing what I was saying wouldn't make much sense to him.
"I imagine," he nodded, "being all cramped in back there. And Cory, you'll probably need a week to recover."
Cory replied cheerfully, "Hopefully not that long. I recover pretty quickly."
"My dear husband, are you saying I'm fat?" I teased.
"What?" Alex asked, his eyes going big. "God, no."
"I'm just kidding," I laughed.
"Don't ever do that to me, I almost drove off the road," Alex complained, but laughing back.
"Just keeping you on your toes," I shrugged.
"That you always do," he said.
"Ohhhh, I like this song," I said. "Turn it up."
"Okay," he nodded, turning up some song I'd never heard before, but I wanted the conversation ended so I could fuck my son.
I began riding faster, knowing that milking his third load of the day would take extra work.
"That feels great," Cory groaned quietly.
"Ditto," I nodded.
And for a few minutes I just rode his cock by just moving my ass up and down... not real fast, but also not too slow.
My orgasm was beginning to build when Alex said, "I'm going to pull over to go to the bathroom."
"Again?" I asked, annoyed.
"Too much water at lunch," he justified.
"Can't you wait? We're almost there," I pointed out, as was I.
Cory supported me, not totally altruistically, "Yes, Dad, I really want to get there."
"Fine, fine," Alex sighed. "If I have to, I guess I can last."
Cory whispered to me, as he began thrusting up slightly to meet my movements, "I can't."
Somehow Alex managed to hear that and asked, "You can't?"
"I can't wait to get there," Cory covered.
"If you two can last back there for three days that uncomfortably, I guess I owe it to you to last the last twenty or so minutes."
"You're a trooper," I praised him, as the pleasure inside me once again began to build.
"I need to focus on the music to distract myself," he said, again turning the radio up.
I looked outside and saw a twenty-mile sign for the college and realized it was time to extract the third load. I leaned to the side, slapped my ass slightly like it was the flank of a horse and Cory took the hint and began to take over. He began fucking into my ass hard as I just hunkered down in jockey position and enjoyed.
I moved my fingers to my clit, awkwardly because of the position I was in, and began rubbing myself, wanting to come the moment he did.
Two more songs played through and we passed a ten-mile sign as he kept fucking me.
My orgasm was near eruption, and when I felt the walls of my ass getting coated with cum, I erupted too. I let out a moan that was way too loud, "Ooooooh, fuck."
Alex looked urgently into the mirror, "You okay?"
"Leg cramp," I weakly answered.
"Want me to pull over?" Alex asked.
"No, no," I said, as the orgasm continued ripping through me and Cory finished spewing his load in my shit hole. "We just need to get there."
"Just ten minutes," Alex said. "Can you last ten minutes?"
"Ooooh," I moaned again, as Cory, the brat, slammed into my ass hard, one final punctuation before pulling out. "Yes, just drive."
"I don't know if I should," Alex wavered, clearly concerned for me.
"Just get us there," I ordered. "I'll be fine."
"Okay, okay," Alex said, knowing when the conversation was done.
He started to speed, as I felt cum leaking out of my ass and I closed my eyes to enjoy the descending slope of my orgasm in silence.
I felt Cory cleaning my asshole with a wet nap and then surprising me by shoving the butt plug back in my ass.
My eyes went big as he grabbed my hips and had me sit solidly down on his lap.
"My gift for you," he whispered.
"Oh sweetheart, you've given me so many precious gifts these past three days," I replied, leaning back against him.
He wrapped his arms lovingly around me and said, "As have you to me."
"Five miles," Alex announced.
Cory went into the bag and handed me a brand new red thong.
I looked at him, perplexed.
"To hold the plug in when you get out of the car," he explained.
"Oh," I nodded, as I struggled to put the thong on in the confined space. Oddly, it was more difficult than getting fucked.
Once I had it on, I sat back on his lap and relaxed in his arms... which felt so right.
Then... like life itself... all good things came to an end as we pulled into the college grounds.
It took an hour to get Cory through registration and the entire time, as I saw various bunches of scantily dressed freshmen, I felt jealous.
It took an additional twenty minutes for us to find his dorm room, and I wasn't sure how I was going to manage getting that last load... the risky telltale facial.
But once we reached his room I achieved a moment of brilliance and suggested, "Alex, why don't you go and bring the car to the dorm?"
"That's a good idea," Alex approved, before adding, "it'll likely take me a few minutes. I kind of got turned around in this maze."
"No worries," I shrugged. "I'll help Cory make this small prison cell look like a home."
"Okay," Alex nodded and left.
The second he closed the door, I went to it and locked it before rushing back to Cory, dropping to my knees and fishing out his cock.
I knew time was of the essence, so I began bobbing hungrily.
Cory interrupted me with, "Bend over, Mom. I want one last quick fuck."
"You'll have to hurry," I cautioned him, as I quickly got up, bent over a desk and offered both of my back-end holes.
He slid easily into my cunt and began fucking me hard and deep.
"Oh yes, fuck your Mommy baby," I moaned. "God, I love your cock in my cunt."
"Your cunt was made for my cock," he responded.
"Or vice versa, I definitely made your cock," I quipped playfully.
"And you created a masterpiece," he laughed, as he kept fucking me.
"Perfection," I moaned, my own newest orgasm building.
After a couple minutes of rough cunt fucking, he pulled out, yanked the plug out of my butt and slammed his cock in my ass. I screamed, too loudly, "Fuck, you nasty Mommy ass fucker!"
"I love your ass," he groaned, as he began reaming my asshole.
"And I love your big cock drilling my shit hole, baby," I moaned, as he fucked me so hard the desk began banging against the wall.
"God, I'm going to miss this," he groaned.
"I'm not sure I can live without your cock, baby," I moaned, as I pushed the desk firmly against the wall to stop the sound.
"Then you'd better end up back here soon, my Mommy-slut," he said, before adding, "That's an order."
"Yes, Master," I moaned, knowing I'd be back here just as soon as I could manage.
"I expect you to behave just like those Japanese mothers," he said.
"Going down so your grades will go up," I whimpered.
"Exactly," he groaned, as he pulled out, spun me around and I instantly dropped to my knees and took his cock, that was just reaming my butthole, into my mouth.
I bobbed hungrily, craving his load... wanting it all over my face.
After only a few bobs he pulled out and splattered his cum on my face. I loved the hotness of his cum as rope after rope draped itself across me.
Once done, I took his cock back in my mouth to retrieve any last remnants of cum he might have saved for me.
Cory said, "Smile for me."
I looked up and smiled as he took a picture of my cum-coated face.
"Is that going to be your new phone background?" I smiled.
"Maybe," he said, as he put his cock away.
I began to rub his cum all over my face, trying to hide the evidence of my facial, as Cory went and unlocked the door.
"This is amazing facial cream," I smiled.
"You just keep getting hotter," he praised.
"Flattery gets you everywhere," I smiled, getting off my knees.
"And into every hole," he smirked.
"I can't believe you just came in every one of my holes in under eight hours," I said.
"Imagine what I could do given an entire day," he smiled.
"That is something to look forward to," I yearned, wondering how many times he could get off in a single day and how many orgasms he could give me in that day.
"I love you, Mom," he said, leaning in and kissing me.
"I love you too," I said, when we broke the kiss. "And," I added, giving his cock one final squeeze through his jeans, "I love this cock."
.....
Alex joined us a few minutes later, and as he and Cory carried all of Cory's stuff in, I unpacked it, performing a traditional motherly role for a change.
Once we were done, we went out for supper, and I hoped for an opportunity for one last fuck. Unfortunately, the opportunity never presented itself, so I reluctantly left my son in the questionable care of hundreds of college skanks, hoping he would still want me the next time we were together, which I was determined would be soon.
As Alex drove us to our hotel, my sitting beside him in the passenger seat this time, I pondered how I was going to tell Alex it was over.
I loved him as a man.
I just didn't love him as a husband.
My gaze drifted out the window; I knew I had to have the hardest conversation of my life with my husband, and soon. One I didn't want to have, but it had to be done.
The end of adventure Five
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Lesbian MILF Seductress: Bakery
BREE:
After the successful seductions of Katherine's mom Nadine, and my black neighbour Ms. Myers, I was addicted to seduction and wanted to push the envelope by attempting to seduce a complete stranger... here is that story, told in the words of the slut I seduced.
LEANNE:
I sighed as I brought a tray of fresh donuts to the counter. I felt all of my forty years after working twelve straight twelve-hour shifts. I'd barely seen my two boys the past two weeks, and when I did, I was too exhausted to do much with them. If it weren't for my Mom being willing to look after them for long hours and sometimes even days at a time, I don't know what I would have done.
This was all The Bastard's fault.
My parents had never liked my husband. Said he wasn't trustworthy. They encouraged me to keep separate bank accounts. After all, they had owned the bakery before selling it to me for a dollar when they retired. (Yes, for a dollar. My folks are the salt of the earth!) I had balked at the idea of separate finances at first, but thankfully I'd listened when they changed tack and suggested I have a separate business account just in case something happened to my husband. Joint accounts could be tied up indefinitely, and a prolonged lack of access to my bakery funds could cause potential disaster to the business.
Something happened to him all right. The prick cleaned out all our joint accounts when he ran off with a younger skank. I mean it's one thing to leave your spouse, but what kind of asshole leaves two preschool boys behind and takes all the money?
So, by working twelve-hour days, and with the help of my parents, I was able to maintain my normal lifestyle as I fought in court for the ripped off funds, alimony and child support from my deadbeat husband.
My business was successful, and thankfully I'd kept all its profits (less the salary I'd paid myself, unfortunately) in the business account my parents had insisted I keep. That way, I could still indulge in my one remaining luxury: fine clothing.
The bakery was downtown in the business district, and I wanted to fit into the high-flying lifestyle of the rich and famous, so I at least kept up appearances through professional, sexy, designer dresses and shoes. Though the recent stress may have faded my youthful glow a bit, the hard work made my body the envy of girls half my age. In short, this wasn't your neighborhood bakery where the lady baker wore a tall white hat and white clothing, my shop looked more like a bistro, with elegant décor and small tables for dining on gourmet pastries and other baked goods. And in a nod to my one bit of naughtiness, I always wore fine silk thigh highs beneath my professional business attire.
Not that anyone ever got to see what was underneath. The workload had really taken over my life, and I hadn't been on a date since The Bastard left. There had been flirtations at work, and my lawyer was definitely interested in me, but I refused to be tempted by that juicy apple until the divorce was final. I sure didn't want a potential indiscretion with my lawyer to be turned against me by my conniving husband.
So I was lacking any real sex, and my fingers and my vibrator were no longer satisfying me. I was increasingly horny, and that was beginning to be a major distraction to me both at work and at home. I needed this divorce done soon, so I could fuck the hell out of my lawyer, or any other man I wanted. And so I could afford to cut back from these exhausting twelve-hour shifts! I was in full control of the company funds, but I wanted my own money back! But that would be in an untouchable limbo until there was a court settlement. Sigh.
The only bright note in all this was that my husband couldn't touch the contested funds either. Yay judge!
I was drawn out of my semi-depression by the cheery 'ping' announcing a customer. Two young ladies, late teens, early twenties perhaps, walked in, giggling.
"Hello, may I help you?" I asked, trying not to yawn, knowing there were still five more interminable hours before closing time.
The brunette stood demurely, twisting the ends of her hair, which I thought was odd.
The blonde, who was clearly the leader of the two, said with a flirtatious smile, "I was looking for something sweet, and it seems I've found it."
"Well, this is the finest bakery in town. I have donuts, eclairs, cookies... well, here's a menu. Let me know when you've made your choice," I said, not accustomed to having teenagers in the shop.
"Oh, I think I know what I want," the blonde said as she stared into my eyes, as if hitting on me, "I'll have a chocolate eclair."
I ignored the thought she was flirting with me, as I asked the other girl, "And for you, miss?"
The brunette didn't speak. Instead, the blonde spoke for her. "Oh, I told her she may have her dessert later," her eyes never breaking contact with mine.
That was odd, but I placed the chocolate eclair on a paper doily atop a small plate and handed it to the blonde.
The brunette took it as the blonde paid me.
"Enjoy," I said, like I always did. My baked goods were the best in the city, and usually after someone had come here once, they returned again and again.
"Oh, I plan to," the blonde said ominously.
Curious about the relationship between the two strangers, I watched them go to a table at the back. I went into the kitchen to check on the buns in the oven and decided it was time to pull them out. After buttering them, I let them sit and returned to the front.
I checked on the teens and saw that the brunette was sitting on the blonde's lap, feeding her the eclair.
This was an elegant bakery in the heart of downtown. While I had no problem having two teenagers in my shop dressed a little too slutty for midday, I certainly didn't want them creating a scene in my establishment.
I walked over to them and asked frostily, "What are you two young ladies doing?"
The blonde looked up at me and explained matter-of-factly, "My pet is feeding me."
"Your what?" I asked, hearing her, but not believing what I heard.
The blonde explained, "My pet. She's serving me now, and later she'll get her dessert."
Perturbed, and not wanting anything scandalous going on in my shop, I said, "I don't know what you two are up to, but you need to leave now!"
The blonde smiled, "Are you sure? You might like to watch this."
Maybe it was the months without sex, or the fact that these girls reminded me of a sexy scene from the movie '9½ Weeks', but although I didn't want to admit it openly, there was something erotic about watching the one girl feeding the other. Though the fact that it was two girls dampened the effect for me a bit.
Speaking of damp, I thought I could feel myself getting that way. Are you kidding me? I thought to myself. These two silly girls needed to go, and I seriously need to get laid soon!
"Out!" I ordered firmly, "And before you come back, learn some manners."
"We'll certainly be back," the blonde grinned. She added, looking at me, "There are sweets yet for you to sample."
I shook my head, thinking the girl had misspoken in her silliness, "I'm the one with the best bakery in town, I don't need to sample someone else's sweets."
"Let's go, my pet," the blonde ordered with a devious smile.
"Yes, Mistress," the brunette replied subserviently.
I couldn't believe it as I watched the submissive interactions. I had been submissive to my husband, loving the feeling of letting go and just doing as I was told. I loved sex and I loved having my boundaries pushed. My first time anal, my first time being fisted, and my one and only threesome while in Mexico with my ex-husband, all were acts done in obedience to him. All were things I wasn't interested in originally, yet all three brought me intense pleasure and satisfying orgasms once I shut off my moral code, just obeyed, and experienced the complete freedom of becoming a complete slut for a night.
Man, did I need to be a slut for a night... or for an entire weekend.
I watched them leave before returning to my work, the after-work rush about an hour away. I tried to ignore the tingling in my pussy for now, knowing I'd be using my vibrator tonight.
...
That evening, it was about six minutes to closing time after an excruciatingly long, busy day, when I heard the ping and sighed. I just wanted to go home.
I asked, not even looking up, "May I help you?"
"We're back," a feminine voice said.
I looked up and saw the same two girls from earlier in the day... this time dressed in even sluttier outfits, as if they were about to go out clubbing. Man, when was the last time I went out clubbing? I thought to myself. Tired, and wanting to go home, I warned, "I hope you girls aren't back for more shenanigans. It's been a long day, and I'm about to close."
"No, no," the blonde said, shaking her head, "Katherine can have her dessert now."
Katherine, I thought, then for some reason, I wonder what the saucy one's name is. She seems like a Brittany or an Amber.
"OK, what will you have tonight?" I asked, hoping they would just purchase their items and leave.
The blonde said, as she looked at the selection, "Well, I would have liked a raspberry donut, but I don't see any on display. Are there any in the back?"
I knew there were some in the kitchen and I nodded, as I turned to Katherine and asked, "Sure, and for you?"
"Oh, she'll have something a little later," the blonde said, again speaking for the other teen.
I took the money and said, "All right, I'll be just a minute."
"No hurry," the blonde said.
I thought to myself, Oh yes, there is indeed a hurry. I want you two out of here ASAP so I can close up and go home.
It took me a minute to grab the donut, as they were already stored away for the night, and when I returned, I saw that the blonde was sitting at a table by herself. I handed her the donut on the plate and doily and said, "Here you go, ma'am."
"Ma'am, I like that," the blonde smiled.
I sighed quietly. "I really should lock the door. Will there be anything else?"
The blonde surprised me by saying, "Oh, no worries, Kat already locked it for us."
I wondered why she would have locked the door, or when, and why for us, especially when I realized she wasn't anywhere in sight. I asked, "Where's your friend?" I thought she wanted some dessert."
"Oh, she's having her dessert right now," the blonde replied, her tone dripping with innuendo.
Annoyed, hating when people brought their own food, or worse yet another restaurant's food, into my establishment, I said, "Well, she really shouldn't have taken something herself. And she needs permission to bring in any outside food."
With a loud and obnoxious moan, the blonde exhaled, "Oh, she has permission, all right."
I sighed again... this time making it more dramatic and obvious. I thought to myself, as I went to check on the door even though she'd said it was locked, Something isn't right. Where's the other girl? They'd better not be trying to shoplift. I'm not in the mood right now for stupid juvenile pranks.
The door was locked, and the Open sign had been switched off as well. This annoyed me even more. How dare they close my shop for me? Who do they think they are?
I returned to the table to threaten them. "So help me, if I catch you two..."
I froze mid-sentence.
I had found Katherine.
She was on her knees with her head under the blonde's skirt, which was pushed up high enough to see the top of the thigh highs she was wearing.
While I couldn't see the oral services Kat was performing, the movement and sounds left no doubt that the brunette was licking the blonde's vagina.
"What the hell are you doing?" I finally demanded, stunned by what I was witnessing, shocked by the gall of the two.
"Katherine is having her dessert. I told you she wanted to eat it in here tonight," the blonde answered matter-of-factly while taking a bite out of the donut.
"She can't do that in here! Someone could come in and see," I said, frazzled and trying to stay in control.
"Why can't she? We locked the door," the blonde replied calmly before adding, "Or would you rather it was you instead of her under the table? I can easily arrange that." She snapped her fingers and Katherine crawled out from between her legs and looked up at me, her face moist with juices that weren't saliva.
Strangely, I couldn't deny that I was getting aroused just like this afternoon, despite the hedonistic act these two had just been engaged in. Fuck! I really need to get laid if these two young sluts are turning me on! Trying to maintain some decorum and hide my erotic excitement, I shouted, "Get out! And don't come back!"
"Are you sure?" the blonde asked, with that annoying smirk again.
"Now!" I demanded firmly, shocked by the nerve of this brazen teen.
"I think we'll let you think about it. We'll be back another night, and next time you can get the tasty treat," the blonde said, standing up.
"Leave!" I screamed, furious.
Once they'd gone, I felt I'd soiled my panties. My voyeuristic witnessing of their act had turned me on.
Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! I need cock... now!
Deciding I needed to come, and now, I went into the kitchen, slid my fingers into my panties and began to rub my pussy furiously. My fingers not being enough, I reached for a wooden mixing spoon, pulled my panties to the side and slid the spoon end inside me.
I closed my eyes and began pumping the spoon, wishing it was a cock. My orgasm was building quickly when I was startled again.
"You couldn't even wait until you got home," a voice said.
I froze.
I opened my eyes and saw that the blonde was in my kitchen. Her phone was in her hand and she was filming me.
"Get out!" I demanded, furious that she was violating my space and filming my shame, as I tried to pull the spoon out of myself. Unfortunately, I had it at an awkward angle, and I couldn't get it out right away.
"You sure?" she asked, amused. "I would think you wouldn't want this video to go viral."
I pulled the spoon out and snapped, "You're blackmailing me?"
She shrugged, as she hiked herself onto a table, "Call it what you wish. I prefer to think of it as hastening the inevitable."
"Excuse me?"
"Why were you fucking yourself with a spoon?"
"That is none of your fucking business," I snapped, not wishing this bitch to manipulate me.
"Isn't it?" she asked, all sing-song.
I wanted to slap that smug smile off her face. I walked over to her and said, "No, it isn't. Now give me that phone."
"Look, slut," she began.
"Don't you dare call me a slut," I said, venom on my tongue.
"Knees, slut," she ordered.
"Excuse me?" I questioned, more stunned by the order than by the fact that she'd ignored my demand not to call me a slut.
"It was a rather simple order, Leanne," she said. "Knees! Now!"
"How dare you!" I said, shocked by her pretentious diva attitude, even as my pussy tingled.
She remained stoic in the face of my anger, and casually raised her skirt to reveal a shaved pussy. "Go ahead, my pet. Have your just dessert."
"You wish," I scoffed, even though I couldn't take my eyes off her hairless, glistening pussy.
"Your words say no, but your eyes and body say yes," she said, still seated on the table, spreading her legs slightly further.
"This is ridiculous," I said, leaning forward to reach for her phone.
Pulling her hand out of my reach, her tone got serious as she said, "This is getting old quickly. Either get down on your knees and eat my cunt like we both know you want to, or leave me alone, and I'll have Katherine finish the job."
"Where is she?" I asked.
"Don't worry about her," she said, as she grabbed my head and shoved it into her pussy.
I was shocked, but the shock quickly shifted to intrigue as my attention was transfixed by her scent.
"Now lick, slut," she ordered, her hand restraining me between her legs.
I could have found the strength to break free; I could have decided to stand up and slap her in the face; I conceivably could have grabbed her phone and smashed it even though I'd never done such a thing; yet before my brain could even consider what I should do, I was already licking her pussy. It being very uncomfortable to be leaning forward from a standing position and craning my neck way back to reach her pussy, I finally succumbed to her earlier demand and dropped to my knees.
"Good pet," she moaned.
I couldn't believe I was licking this pretentious diva, yet I also couldn't believe how sweet and addicting her taste was.
Maybe it was the months of being alone in bed, maybe it was the long hours, maybe it was how horny I was, or maybe it was the dominant attitude of the teen, but I was now completely immersed in pleasing her.
I licked her hungrily, lost in what I was doing.
"Slow down, slut," she ordered. "Take your time."
I winced at being called a slut, yet this time her name calling also turned me on, and my pussy felt like it was on fire.
I obeyed and explored her pussy with my tongue, parting her pussy lips with my fingertips, affording my tongue a more intense sampling of her pussy taste.
She said, "That's better, my pet. I knew the minute I saw you this afternoon, you'd be having dessert between my legs."
That was ludicrous, I thought to myself, and yet recalling her first words, Oh, I think I know what I want, and the look she'd given me, it made sense.
I didn't respond, just kept licking... actually enjoying the taste, the forced submission.
Suddenly she lifted my head up and asked, her phone again filming me, "Tell me what you want."
I shook my head. "Please don't film this."
She sighed. "Look, slut. Either obey like the submissive pussy slut you are, or I'll get my obedient and fully trained pet to finish me off."
"But... I... um..." I began to protest, but as I glanced down at her pussy, I only felt hunger. I looked back up, defeated and horny and answered, "You win, miss. I want to lick your pussy."



"And you want to be my pet slut?" she continued to pile on the humiliation.
"Yes," I admitted, my face burning red with a mixture of shame and lust.
"Yes, what?" she questioned.
"Yes, I want to be your pet slut," I replied, too far gone to worry about how much more blackmail video she was recording on her phone. I needed her pussy. I needed to be controlled.
"And how do pussy munching pet sluts address their owner?" she asked. "Here's a hint: it begins with the word 'miss' you used, but then it continues."
I winced at the word 'owner'... it made this submission more permanent than the wild act of the moment that so far it was.
Yet I answered, knowing what she wanted to hear, since I had called my husband 'Master' many times in these situations, and had heard Katherine call her 'Mistress' earlier, "Mistress," I whispered.
"Are you ashamed of me?" she asked, offended.
I wasn't. I answered, looking into her eyes, "No, Mistress. I'm ashamed of myself."
"Why?" she asked.
"Because I'm worshipfully licking a teenager; please tell me you're at least eighteen," I began, worrying if I was breaking the law.
She smiled, "Yes, I'm eighteen."
"Thank God," I sighed.
"Continue."
"Anyway, I'm licking an eighteen-year-old's pussy, after hours, in my kitchen, when I should be heading home to my children. And I don't even know your name," I explained.
"Bree," she revealed.
"Of course it is," I nodded, hearing the name, it now made perfect sense. She was definitely a Bree.
"How so?" she asked, looking surprised and curious for the first time.
"Well," I answered, "when I first saw you, your treatment of Katherine and your bitchiness, I decided you must be a Brittany or an Amber, but now... now... Bree just makes perfect sense."
"Interesting," she nodded, before she asked, "So, slut Leanne, do you want to finish what you started? And without the shame this time: if I'm impressive enough to worship, then you can be proud of yourself for choosing a suitable owner. And I have no doubt that you're wise enough to know that you need an owner to be happy."
"Yes, very well said, Mistress Bree, on all counts," I nodded as I willingly and yes, proudly buried my face back between her legs and resuming my licking.
"Such a good pet," she moaned.
I licked for a few more minutes, hearing her moans beginning to increase, when she ordered, "Now focus on my clit, my pet."
I had been avoiding it completely, knowing that for me the clit was the trigger to eruption. But I now moved to it and began to flick it with my tongue.
"Oh yes, you nasty pussy slut," Bree moaned, "don't stop."
I obeyed, continuously flicking her clit, and as her moans increased, I slid two fingers inside her wet pussy and began finger fucking her.
"Oh yes, yes," Bree began to babble, obviously close. "You're such a good cunt licker, fuck, yes."
And in the blink of an eye I was coated with the wetness of her sweet, addicting cum. I had always hated the idea of getting a facial from a man, although I'd always obeyed and taken one when my ex had ordered me to, the act so demeaning that it turned me on immensely, and a pussy facial was equally humiliating, equally exhilarating.
I hungrily lapped her excess cum, wondering if I came this much, wondering if I tasted this good, wondering if all pussies tasted like heaven.
Bree finally ordered, "Look up at me."
I did and wasn't surprised to see the phone still out.
"Did you enjoy that?"
"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, no longer caring about the photographic evidence, but inwardly praying it wouldn't be used against me if I was a good pet.
"Do you want to come?" she asked.
"God, yes," I nodded; my pussy had been leaking into my panties throughout the encounter.
"Tell me what you want," she ordered.
"To come from my Mistress's tongue," I admitted.
"Oh you silly girl," she said, shaking her head. "Mistresses don't eat their sluts, sluts eat their Mistresses."
"Oh, sorry, Mistress," I said, disappointed.
"Katherine," Bree called out.
Instantly Katherine strolled in from the front section of the shop and reported in, "Yes, Mistress."
"Our newest plaything needs to come," Bree said, and I quietly rejoiced at the use of the word 'our'. The more owners, the more control I'd be subjected to.
"So can I fuck the bitch?" the girl asked. And I'd thought she looked so sweet and demure!
"Get her off however you wish," Bree shrugged, "but make it hot."
"Yes, Mistress," Katherine smiled, perusing my kitchen.
Worried, I had to ask, "Mistress, please tell me the videos are just for you."
"Of course they are," she nodded. "Unless you give me reason for them to become necessary for more than just my growing collection of MILF pets."
I wondered how many pets she had, but I didn't ask. Instead, I thanked her, "Thank you, Mistress."
"You're welcome, my pet," she smiled, before adding, "How long have you been divorced?"
"Pardon?" I asked, surprised she would know that.
"The fading tan line on your wedding finger tells me it's been a while," she explained, while Katherine was busy opening and closing cupboards.
"Oh," I nodded looking at my finger. "The divorce isn't final yet, but it's been plodding on for almost a year."
"And this is the first time since the divorce began that you've had sex with more than your fingers and toys, isn't it?" she accurately assessed.
"Is it that obvious?" I asked.
She shrugged, "I can read people."
"Apparently," I laughed, shaking my head at the surreal conversation. I watched porn sometimes when I was alone, and this felt like I was in a porn scene... unbelievable, yet incredibly hot... and this time starring yours truly.
"Here we go," Katherine said, as she walked up to me with a rolling pin in her hand.
My eyes went big. I was about to object that she couldn't be serious when Bree said, "Oh, now that is magically delicious."
I couldn't help but chuckle at the Lucky Charms reference, but added, as Katherine bent me over the counter, "Actually, Mistress, in this situation I think the Pillsbury slogan is more apropos."
I felt Katherine tugging my panties down and off.
"And which is that one, slut?" Bree asked, her legs still spread open, but now wider. I used the table for balance as I was molested by another teenager.
I looked up at her and smiled, as I felt the end of the rolling pin tease my pussy, "Nothing says lovin' like something from the oven."
Bree roared, Katherine did too, as the rolling pin slid inside my wanton overheated oven.
Katherine said, "Well, here's something for your oven."
Bree couldn't stop laughing as she tried to remain steady to film me as I began to get fucked with a rolling pin.
I moaned, wanting to be a good pet, indulging in the pure lust I'd been craving for months, "Yes Mistresses, fill my oven, fuck me like a cheap slut."
Bree moved off the table and I just closed my eyes and allowed myself to be fucked by a teenage stranger, the humiliation that should be coursing through my very being completely erased by the pleasure the humiliation was bringing.
Bree said, "Now let's see if our newest fuck toy can handle the thick part of this makeshift toy."
"Oh God," I gasped, not able to fathom possibly taking the actual rolling pin inside me.
"Yes, Mistress," Katherine purred. "I think the slut can easily take it."
"She's given birth, so she can take that," Bree agreed.
Suddenly I felt a hard push, a sudden surge of intensity, both pleasure and pain, as my pussy widened unnaturally to accept the thick, round cylinder. "Fucccccccck!" I screamed.
"Nice," Bree purred. "You really are as big a submissive slut as I thought you'd be."
"Your slut-dar [that's radar for the punningly challenged] was on target as usual," Katherine giggled, as she began to fuck my pussy with the rolling pin.
"Oh God," I moaned loudly, thankful the bakery was closed and it was after hours; without question anyone in the shop would have heard my screams of pleasure and pain.
Suddenly, as I was being fucked by a wooden baking tool, my phone rang.
Katherine didn't stop fucking me, as I watched Bree go and grab it from a table. I begged, "Please don't answer it."
"Oh, I won't," Bree smiled, bringing the phone to me. "You will."
She pressed answer and speakerphone and held the phone to my ear.
"Hi, Mom," I greeted, knowing who it was from the ringtone.
"Hi, honey," Mom said. "How was your day?"
"Wild," I answered, trying to keep my answers as short as possible to avoid moaning or whimpering or anything else that would alert my mother to the reason I was going to be late.
"Well, you have the next two days off," she said. "So I hope you'll get some much-needed relaxation."
"Me too," I agreed, for the past week having looked forward to the next two days off.
"Are you almost done?" she asked.
"I think I'm close," I answered, saying two different things to three different people.
"Well, come home as soon as you're finished," Mom said. "The kids refuse to go to bed until they see you."
"Okay, I hope to be coming soon," I said, unable to resist saying naughty innuendos, which enhanced the situation I was in.
"See you soon," Mom said.
"Okay," I answered, hanging up just in time to scream, "Oh fuck, pound my cunt."
"You really are a nasty slut, talking to your mother like that," Bree teased.
"I couldn't help it," I moaned, as the rolling pin penetrated unnaturally deep within me.
"Do you want to come?" Bree asked.
"Yes, Mistress," I moaned, knowing my orgasm was building, but not yet ready for eruption.
Bree moved behind me and said, "Go have some more dessert, my pet."
"Yes, Mistress," Katherine replied. I watched as Bree took charge of the rolling pin and Katherine moved to the floor, crawled between my legs and to my pussy.
"Ooooooooh," I moaned, as her tongue made contact with my clit and Bree resumed fucking me.
"Tell me what you are, Leanne," Bree ordered.
"A slut," I moaned, my head beginning to go light as my orgasm began to accelerate.
"What else?"
"A pet, a lesbian, a submissive pussy pleasing slave," I listed, each new job description creating twitches throughout my body as I humiliated myself.
"It's time for you to come," Bree ordered, fucking my cunt furiously with the rolling pin while Katherine sucked my clit between her lips.
The order given, mixed with the intensified attention on my clit was all it took, and my orgasm erupted out of me like Niagara Falls.
"Yesssssssss," I screamed, actually slamming the counter with my hand.
"Come hard," Bree purred, as she kept fucking me while my orgasm cascaded out of me.
"She's a flooder," Katherine declared from beneath me.
"I bet she is," Bree purred, as she slowed down the fucking.
I remained stoic and spent, bent over like a whore, as the rolling pin was withdrawn from me, making an embarrassing slurping sound as it did.
Katherine licked my widely gaped pussy for a few more seconds before she crawled out from beneath me.
Bree ordered, "Clean your cum off your new toy, my pet."
I opened my eyes and saw the end of the pin that had been inside me in front of my face as if it were a badly misshapen cock demanding entry. I opened my mouth obediently, but I could only suck the handle. It seems my mouth had never given birth.
Bree said, once she pulled the rolling pin out of my mouth, "So you told us you had the best baked goods in the city."
"Yes, I did," I nodded, still trying to recover from my orgasm, feeling my cum leaking down my leg.
Bree bragged, as she sat back up on the counter and spread her legs, "I beg to differ."
I couldn't help but laugh, as I moved a couple feet to her and back between her legs, "Okay Mistress, you have the best homegrown baked goods."
Bree roared with laughter as I leaned forward and tasted homemade perfection one more time.
THE END
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Jasmine Fantasies: Going Native
JASMINE WALKER
Jasmine Walker awoke slightly groggy from the night before.
There had been quite a bit of wine involved at her friend's 40th birthday party, and while not exactly hung over, she was not feeling great either and it definitely was a mistake to get that wild... the night before a lengthy drive.
Jasmine was a sought after educational speaker and had a conference she was headlining in Ottawa, the capital of Canada... her native homeland.
She could have flown, like she usually does, but it was spring, the snow was finally gone, her husband was away on one of his two week long work trips, it was a May long weekend and she figured she might as well take her time and enjoy the country she just never seemed to get to see. She took off two extra days with her EDO's and headed out for a long drive... her iPod full of blues songs she had downloaded off iTunes.
The conference started on Monday and with Friday off, she could meander her way through the province, making stops wherever she wanted... like surprising her sister-in-law in Toronto. She even planned to take some of the back roads to enjoy the scenery and just get away from the intensity of city life and the school grind. She taught high school English and this was decidedly not the best semester of kids she had ever taught.
As the alarm beeped, she rolled over and slammed the snooze button. Why the hell was she getting up at five in the morning? Of course, she had had no intentions of not getting to bed until 2am... but seeing old friends was a blast and the time flew by (like it always seems to).
When she opened her eyes next it was nine. She jolted up. What the hell happened? Why didn't the snooze work? She quickly jumped into the shower and allowed the warm water to wash her cares away. As she moved the shower head down to wash her legs, she gave herself a spray in her neglected pussy. She hadn't seen Mike in a week and wouldn't for another week. Two weeks without cock was a mighty long time... and she had also forgotten her sex toys that she always brought with her (a suction cup wall cock, a we-vibe, a magic wand and a rabbit vibrator were all toys that rotated being her fuck toy for the night; she also had a vibrating butt plug for the rare times she wanted it in the ass).
Although no one knew this, Jasmine was actually silkstockingslover, a prolific erotic writer on a website called Literotica. She had over 200 stories published in a variety of genres. No one would suspect this from a no-nonsense teacher, this world renowned speaker (she had spoken in dozens of Canadian cities, another twenty in America and had done one European tour), mother of two (the kids were staying with their grandparents for the weekend) and loving wife. She also was a submissive to her husband, something else no one would believe.
She considered getting herself off with the shower head, but realized she needed to get on the road. She washed her body, shampooed her hair and shaved... all of it. She was of the mindset that hair on a woman only belonged on her head and nowhere else (something her husband and her much more dominant previous boyfriend had entrenched in her psyche long ago)
Once she had finished ridding herself of the pesky hair, she moved her hand up and down her smooth snatch, always liking the feeling. This got her horny and she figured a few more minutes wasn't going to hurt anyone... this was, of course, her road trip.
Jasmine moved her left hand between her legs, while moving her right up to her breasts. They were 34B and although not jugs by any means, her husband liked them and the right push-up bra made them look much bigger than they really were (and all her bras were push-up bras).
Her nipples were extremely sensitive, as if they were directly wired to her clit. She slowly stroked her middle finger up and down her slit, waiting for her juices to provide lubrication for entry. She didn't wait long as she could feel the moisture growing within her, enabling her to penetrate herself.
As she pumped one, then two fingers inside her box, she tweaked her nipples with her right hand. One, then the other, she pulled and rolled the nubs. For medium sized breasts, her nipples sure seemed big in proportion. They were larger than a dime, and stiffened with the slightest of contact (one of the reasons she always wore a bra... and, of course, the push-up bras flattered her chest area).
Continuing to tweak the hard eraser tips, she stroked the two fingers inside her now sopping cunt. She found the little pad there, and rubbed briskly. She was tweaking her nipples harder now, as she reached for the shower head and brought it to her burning box. Her breathing was getting faster as her orgasm began to rise. Doing it standing up in the shower made it take way longer.
She had begun grinding herself on the shower head, when her cell rang.
'Fuck' she sighed to herself.
She considered ignoring it, but it could be important (her husband, or kids, or agent). 'I really should get ring tones for the important people in my life', she thought to herself as she got out of the shower to grab her phone, dripping wet in more ways than one.
PIPER WHITEDOVE
Piper Whitedove entered the door without locking it behind her. It was just after five a.m. and the store wouldn't open for nearly two hours. She didn't have anything to fear from any of the people on the reservation though. As for any travelers who might want to do her harm, or steal from her business, Piper was well prepared. She carried her pistol with her, had her knife strapped to her calf, and kept a shotgun behind the counter. Not to mention her sister, who while not always at the top of Piper's list, was fiercely loyal to her, Uncle Joe who was not to be messed with without consequences, and a wealth of community members who owed a debt of gratitude to her family (not that this was a violent area, it's just she was raised to always be prepared).
Her family was well respected and helped many of the tribe members still here. Quite a few had left the rez to strive for a better living in the outside world. But Piper stuck it out, running this general store even after her parents had returned to Oklahoma. Her father, 1/4Cherokee, and her mother, 1/2 Choctaw, were originally from Oklahoma. Piper and Peyton had both been born there actually, but moved at a young age to Quebec when their parents had bought into a casino on the reservation there. They were really too young to notice at the time, but as they grew older, wondered, why in the hell Quebec? And while they were at it, why the hell did they name their children Piper and Peyton? I mean, they weren't all into the back to native thing, and weren't for naming their kids Running Elk and Happy Coyote, or some such shit, but they were kind of proud of their heritage. Where did they get the idea of some preppy pretentious names like that?
Piper could only chalk it up to something besides tobacco in their peace pipes. And if the names weren't enough, weren't there any other reservations in Canada? They had little in common with the Indians in Quebec. Contrary to the thinking of many white people, there was a vast difference in North America's tribes. Her family had lived in Oklahoma for many generations, although historically they were from the southeast part of the country. So south to north, it was quite a difference in their traditions. Hell, it could have even been western Canada, where besides the original tribes, there were remnants of the Lakota and Cheyenne, closer to her origins. Still, this was only as she had grown and discovered a bit of her history. Really these people now were who she had grown up around, and because of the generosity of her parents, they felt a sense of kinship, and looked after the girls. Then ironically, on a trip to the states, her parents had won the lottery $23 million dollars. After taxes.
While the casino in Quebec was an investment, and a profitable one, her parents had always longed for Oklahoma. The girls did not, having spent the better part of their lives on the Rez. So, when the time came, Mom and Dad moved back to Oklahoma, and Piper and Peyton stayed put. They now owned the store outright, and it was quite profitable. They also had the portion of the winnings their parents had left, which was several million. She didn't have to work here, but she enjoyed it. She loved the people here, despite the tribal differences. She loved seeing new people stop in on their travels, as many stopped at her store and stayed at her motel while spending money in her casino. And an unfortunate few even had to have automotive work done in the shop she had set up for Uncle Joe. In the end, Piper and Peyton ran the Rez.
So life was pretty good. There were certainly no financial problems, she met interesting and varied people, and she was well respected and loved in her community, which she, in turn, loved to invest back in... giving more back to the community than the federal government ever did (but treaty rights and a lack of respect by white government is a story for another time).
Piper's sex life was another matter though. She supposed it was her own fault. While she widened her playing field by being thoroughly bisexual, she diminished it by being the domme she was. Oh, she wasn't into latex and whips; that just seemed silly to her.
But she was completely in charge in the bedroom. Or kitchen. Or back of the store. Wherever the mood struck her. However, that didn't fly too well on the rez. There were only two lovely young dark skinned beauties willing to fall to their knees at her command and although she enjoyed each of them and their eagerness to please... she got bored easily.
And forget about the men. Not a single one, when they discovered her dominant persona, was willing to submit.
That left the odd tourist, and that was such a hit and miss proposition, that when she had one, she would thoroughly and completely use them... seducing travellers was her biggest turn on... especially when she turned a straight woman into a cunt muncher. That said, being a millionaire and not having to worry about her job, she had become more aggressive in her seductions and unknown to her the perfect candidate was about to saunter into her life.
JASMINE WALKER
"Hello?" Jasmine answered, on the fifth ring, still trying to dry off.
"Mrs Walker?"
"Yes."
"This is Anna Graf from the administrative office. We received a call from Global Air that you had not validated your flight reservation. If you do not by end of business today, they will cancel this reservation. Mrs. Walker, if that happens, the school will not authorize further travel funds, and in addition to bearing the cost yourself, you may be required to reimburse the school these funds."
Jasmine fumed inwardly. She had told this dumb blonde bitch three days ago to cancel the flight as she was going to drive. In addition, the next day she had faxed the notice to do so for her and emailed as well. She knew her secretarial skills were not why Anna was still employed at division office. It was more for her dictation skills with the director that she still had a job. Or more properly 'dicktation.' Though Jasmine had also heard that her oral talents were also valued by the assistant director, a female. So at least she was an equal opportunity whore.
Jasmine couldn't blame her, she guessed. She was as attractive as she was dumb. It was probably an instinct to Anna to know that she should go with her physical attributes, which she possessed in abundance, and not her mental ones, which she was sorely lacking. While Jasmine herself had fantasized about being with a woman many times (a quarter of her stories were in the lesbian category and the major theme was being seduced and dommed by a younger girl... just like Anna), she could never get the guts to actually do it.
Best to try to explain it to the dumb bitch again, as getting mad would probably go over her head. "Miss Graf, I spoke with you on Tuesday. I told you I would not be taking the flight, I would be driving. I even faxed a statement to that effect the next day, as well as an e-mail, of which I have a copy. I know it is a Friday, but as I am off today and next week. I will not be flying. Any travel preparations should be handled by your office as I took the necessary steps to inform you of my changes."
"I apologize Mrs. Walker. I do seem to remember some sort of a conversation, though I don't recall seeing a fax or e-mail. I'm sure if you have your copies, we can fix this when you get back. I will call the airline."
Jasmine rolled her eyes as she heard the director say something in the background and the return giggle from Anna.
"That will be fine Anna. I will stop in on my return and we can rectify the issue then. Goodbye."
"We can rectify the issue then," Anna mocked inwardly.. Stuck up bitch. She thought using those big words made her better than others. Cunt! Well, Anna had something rather big too, and she knew how to use them just as well as Jasmine could use her big words.
After all, Mr. Pierre was the director, so he outranked Jasmine. And he much preferred Anna's big assets, over Jasmine's big words. Too bad for her, Anna thought. She wasn't a bad looking woman. Late thirties, maybe early forties. Pretty face, though she seemed to wear it in a constant scowl. Not much in the tits area, but she had beautiful legs. Anna wouldn't mind having a taste of that dish herself, but the bitch probably wouldn't go for it. Perhaps it would be more fun for Anna to ride that pretty face, and give Jasmine a long overdue snack. Oh, well, her loss. Mr. Pierre and Ms. Jordan appreciated her, she thought, unknowingly confirming what Jasmine had assumed.
PIPER WHITEDOVE
Piper had the store opened and business was pretty good this morning. She had not yet seen any prospects for her growing horniness though. She couldn't understand it sometimes. She tried to fit the stereotype so many tourists wanted to see by wearing buckskin nearly every day. Even her skirt and blouse were buckskin as were her nearly knee high moccasins. Her concession to the modern world though, was her thigh highs stockings. While her moccasins came nearly to her knees, her fawn colored stockings extended further, to her upper thighs.
Piper loved the feel of the sheer silk, and loved the looks she got in them. With her so called red skin and her toned body, gained by the physical labor in the store, she drew the eye of many, of both sexes.
She was blessed with a set of 34C tits, a firm muscular ass, the high cheek bones that many felt were the best asset of her people, and thick black hair hanging halfway down her back.
She frequently wore it in one or two braids to accentuate the image. She was so much more than someone's stereotype of her, but if it got her laid, who was she to complain? Of course, the fact that she frequently went without panties just above those stockings probably didn't hurt. If she had on any at all, it was a thong, and today was not one of those days. It had been over three weeks since her last orgasm that was not self-induced, and she needed it... badly
The last time, a couple of kids on spring break had been fun. Boyfriend and girlfriend, in their final year of high school, the two had rejected the idea of so many of their colleagues to head to a beach for the break, and thought they would stay in Canada and go skiing. They were full of themselves, both having recently turned 18 a few weeks apart and liked to think they were making their own decisions. When they stopped in her store to gas up and play a few slots, Piper made a decision for them. It was a gift of hers to know who was willing to submit to her, just like a homosexual having gaydar.
She could spot a sub, and these two were perfect. After a night in one of her hotel rooms, the ski trip was forgotten. The guy, she treated as her personal walking dildo, riding his pole when she felt like it, his orgasm of no consequence to her. If he needed release he could fuck the girlfriend, who learned to eat her first pussy, while Piper waited for the boyfriend to get hard again. Piper smiled at the memory of turning the girl out. While the boy, whose name had already faded from memory, recuperated, Piper still had a horny going on, so she strode to the girl, who had just been fucked, so Piper wouldn't have to take his load. She was not keen on creampies.
As he lay exhausted waiting for his cock to rise again, Piper decided it was time for an education. The girl was sitting up on the edge of the bed, when Piper placed her hands on her shoulders.
"What are you doing?" the young girl asked, as Piper slowly guided her to lie back on the bed.
"I'm letting you try a new dish," Piper spoke as she slowly worked her way up the girl, culminating with her dripping snatch hovering over the girl's stunned face.
"I'm not like that," she protested.
"You will be now," Piper smiled down at the girl whose life was going to be forever altered once she had her first taste of pussy.
"I've never been with another woman. It isn't right," she protested, as Piper put her hand to the back of the girl's head and guided it into her smoldering twat.
Piper said, "Oh but it feels so right to me. I could tell you were a submissive little bitch when I met you. It's easy. Stick out your tongue, and lick me where you like him to lick you. Suck on my clit some, and try to work that tongue up into my snatch."
"No, please," the girl protested. "I just can't!"
"Shh, shh. Of course you can," Piper told her, and then lowered her lower lips to the reluctant girl's upper ones and started to fuck her face.
As always happens, after a brief hesitation, the girl started tentatively licking.
"Oh yesss, right there. See, you're a quick learner," Piper moaned a minute later as the girl finally started to warm to her task. Piper eventually exploded all over the girl's face, which also stirred the boyfriend's cock to life again.
As the girl kept licking her, the boy pounded Piper from behind.
Then, being nice for once, she decided she would give these two a small reward.
Though she usually didn't let men finish off inside her, (she loved a hard cock, but that stickiness was just another thing to clean), she allowed him to shoot his load inside her and then had his Barbie bimbo of a girlfriend clean her up with that wet cleaning utensil in her mouth.
She fucked them for a couple days until she tired of them. Then she called Peyton and turned them over to her. Upon arriving, Peyton asked, playfully, "For me?"
Piper, kissing her sister goodbye, and smacking her ass with a loud crack replied, "Yeah, I'm done with them. Do what you wish and turn them loose afterward."
"You know we practice catch and release here," Peyton grinned as she looked at the two cute playthings.
Piper thought, as she left, 'they have no idea what's in store for them'. In spite of what Piper had put them though, they were going to think it was vanilla sex before her sister was done. They had shared lovers before, and some of the stuff she had witnessed, she didn't know whether to laugh or cry at some of their conquests. Peyton was a freak!



'Damn it.' she thought, she was already horny enough; she shouldn't be reminiscing about her many conquests.
She could feel herself moisten. If she didn't get some relief soon, she was going to jill off right in the parking lot for someone to see and maybe help! Fortunately, her sister Peyton was of assistance, at least in the immediate sense. No, not like that. It's just she noticed Peyton walking in the store and noticed the time. Nearly noon again. She loved her sister and was very loyal to her. But she felt like she was the parent sometimes and not a sister just two years older. At twenty-two, she seemed like she had the weight of the world sometimes, while at just twenty, Peyton was carefree as a butterfly. Oh, she helped some. She was actually very good with the books, she practically managed the small hotel herself, she even was pretty handy with tools and helped Uncle Joe sometimes. But her timeliness was a subjective matter. Subjective to Peyton anyway.
She seemed to show up when she felt like it. The store opened at seven and Piper always opened, knowing Peyton would never be able to do the five a.m. thing. But she was supposed to pop in around nine just to see if Piper needed anything and be available for a few hours in case Piper had somewhere to go. And here she was popping in just before noon again. She had that look on her face too. Piper knew she had been well and properly fucked. Probably even woke up and had one to see her off this morning. She wondered male or female this time. Or both.
Like her, Peyton liked both sausage and taco, but unlike her, she was not a domme. Oh, she could play the part when she felt in an aggressive mood, but for Peyton it was mainly just all about the orgasm... or should I say multiple orgasms. She didn't care if she had to be the aggressor and coerce some naive girl into sucking her cunt, or lie down and take it while she rode him regardless of his own O, or if she could be on hands and knees while she was taken in the ass while licking out a wet twat, as long as she got hers, she didn't care.
Piper for some reason just had to be in command, to take charge... she couldn't come otherwise. Like Peyton, it was about the 'O,' but unlike Peyton, she couldn't seem to achieve it unless the other person, or persons, was submissively serving her. Peyton didn't mind rewarding others, after her own big 'O' of course, so she would give her partners a return favor if they were pleasing. When they shared others, Piper would cum until she was finished, then leave Peyton to get the other participants off if she wanted.
And now that Peyton had finally shown up, it was time to go find some tourist at the casino, or failing that, head to her toys in the back room or text one of her cunt munching submissives. "Afternoon, Peyton. I'm glad you could make it in today. I hope work didn't get in the way of your fucking too much. I know how much you try to keep your priorities in order," Piper quipped, playfully, but with intent... an intent she knew Peyton wouldn't care about.
Peyton just grinned, "No, no trouble at all. But you're absolutely right about the priorities. That's why I had the lovely Mrs. Two Moons over for a little taste this morning before I came into work. You know how expectancy can bring about a sweet tooth in some women."
Piper just shook her head. Audrey Two Moons was a 27-year-old mother of two, three in another month or so. Unlike Piper, Peyton had no trouble getting laid by the locals, as she was not as aggressive as her sister. Audrey had been her latest plaything for a few months... the mother just loved eating pussy.
Peyton had recounted her exploits to Piper and how Audrey really had developed a taste for her honey. Of course, Peyton had no problem returning the favor, either crawling between the thighs and looking up over the swollen belly while she tongued Audrey's dripping pussy, or bending her over and pounding away with her favorite strap-on as she squeezed Audrey's milk engorged melons.
And Wes Two Moons had no problem with his wife's little dalliance, as he was a benefactor of Peyton's charms also. "Well I'm glad Audrey was able to satisfy her sweet tooth this morning, but now that you're finally here, I've got matters to attend to." Piper said.
"Ha" Peyton burst out, the only matter you need to attend to is what you'll take into your own hands or maybe slipping JJ inside you."
Piper grew slightly embarrassed at her sister's comments even though she was right. JJ was her favorite dildo, a custom molded one and named after one of the two people she had submitted to long ago. JJ, or Jeff Junior, was named for Jeff Campbell, a fellow Native, well somewhat, that she had met at the casino a couple years ago.
She liked the look of her own people, she thought them beautiful. Like any race or nation, there were certainly some ugly ones, but some were exquisite. And many well- known people claimed at least some ancestry from Indian stock, no matter how small. Jeff, while no celebrity, fell into that category. He had explained to her once his lineage, some tribes from the western U.S. and he was 3/64 Indian or some shit like that. She didn't care. She just knew there was something about him, and she desired him. When they finally made it to the bedroom, after a brief stopover in an alley outside the casino, she without hesitation submitted to his desires. Deep throat, though she never had? No problem. Take it up the ass, though it was never her favorite? Absolutely. The second day, pick up this other woman he had wanted and eat her in front of him, though she was more of a receiver and not a giver in that particular act? She ate that peach like she was starving, just to please him. It gave her shivers even now thinking about how they had used her, and she had willingly let them... something she had not allowed since. She liked being in control... not being in control frightened her.
Her twat leaked at the thought of how the girl had ridden her face to an astounding climax, coating Piper's face in her love juice, while Jeff had fired his hot sperm seemingly directly into her cervix, even though in retrospect, she knew that was not physically possible. It was incredible and the reason for the dildo. The custom made ceramic phallus he had custom formed on his cock and sent to her as a remembrance. She always turned to it if not able to find a suitable accomplice. It somewhat embarrassed her, this fierce warrior woman, who couldn't get laid by the locals due to dominance, submitting to this man without question. Though Peyton was right, she was going to have a meeting with JJ if she didn't find a tourist soon, she still didn't want to admit it. "Not all of us have to cum a half dozen times a day like you, Sis. If I get the urge, I may find someone, but I'm not as desperate as you, and I also have other things on my plate."
"What the fuck-ever," Peyton guffawed. "Keep telling yourself that if it makes you feel better. I know better than that though. I can tell when you're in one of your moods, and you're in one now. You're so horny, if you don't find someone really quick, it's jill off time. Though you know, I keep telling you, if you're just willing to submit a little, I know someone who could satisfy your needs. Again. It's not as if you've never done it before."
Piper glared at her sister, she wasn't supposed to mention that at all, that one moment of weakness that led to a weekend of weaknesses. Peyton was all too aware of Jeff, and loved to rib her about it. "That only happened a couple of times. I was caught in a moment of weakness each time, and I have resolved it won't happen again."
"Suit yourself. You know you enjoyed it though. You know deep down you're just a slut like me. Perhaps you should give it some thought. I don't think the other person would mind too much. Hell, tell yourself you're having another moment of weakness, if it helps you afterwards. Anyway, go on, get out of here. I've got this until you get back, so tell JJ I said 'Hi.'"
Piper flipped her off as she hurried out of the store.
JASMINE WALKER
Jasmine was finally on the road. Although she had downloaded a bunch of new blues tunes, she was in the mood for retro 80s music. So she was singing along to a song from her teen years with the top rolled down on her convertible, when she noticed the sign. Road closure. Detour through toll road ahead. Damn. She hated driving that toll road. It was just as boring as the U.S. interstate system, with just a straight shot through, and she always felt it was a rip off from those damn Indians. Why did they get to have a toll road? Why did they have casinos? And with all the money she was sure they were raking in from the casinos, why did they still live on the run down reservation? She had never felt comfortable around Natives. They just clung to those damn reservations, and stayed drunk all the time. And they were so savage, so aggressive. How could anyone not walk on eggshells around them? They fell into two extreme categories: The lazy drunk ones and the aggressive ones who you could never let your guard down around. Jasmine had seen too many movies portraying Indians in this fashion. She had never taken the time to get to know any, because she had her own preconceived notions... ones that had been implanted in her at a young age from her racist parents and grandparents. And, truth be told, in all her years of teaching she could count on a single hand how many natives she had taught... still living in an almost exclusively white community in the Maritimes. Sighing, she took the exit with dread. She soon got two surprises: one good, one bad.
The good was due to the construction being beyond anyone's control, the reservation had waived the toll for travelers. There were electronic signs flashing that no tolls were required and to drive right on through. 'That's shocking,' she thought, unable to resist the racist, preconceived thought, 'I've never known them not to be greedy'. The bad was that she heard the ping just a few miles down the road. In her haste to get out on the road, she had forgotten to check her gas. Now the car was letting her know it was time for a refuel and soon. 'Great, I hope I'm not stuck out here.' She sighed, her day not going as planned.
Another couple miles though showed an exit with a small reservation. The sign showed services available including gas, a store, hotel, and casino. Well, she had no intention of hanging around, but the store offered a chance for something to drink and she did need fuel.
PIPER WHITEDOVE & JASMINE WALKER
Piper had just come back to the store. No one was found that she thought would be willing to play sub slut, and so JJ had indeed got a call. It took the edge off, but underneath she was still simmering. Taking back over from Peyton, she had been behind the counter a couple hours when the lady walked in. Pretentious little white woman, Piper could tell instantly... a look of vaguely veiled disgust on her face.
Piper herself was not biased. She let anyone of any race or sex have a good time as long as they were willing to understand who was in charge. But she did hate when others had an air of superiority towards someone else, especially using the race card. Her people were not worse than anyone else, but neither were they better. You could be proud of your heritage and not be an ass like some of her kind were. This white lady reeked of snobbery. Christ, she was wearing five inch heels, a skirt, tight blouse and nylons... while driving through.
Still she ran a business and tried to be pleasant. "Hi, may I help you?"
Jasmine was surprised that this place offered a full service gas station. She thought those places were extinct. Since they obviously were not, she planned to take advantage. "Yes, I'm on pump 7. I need a fill up, and have someone check my oil and tires." She didn't know the first thing about her oil and tires, she just vaguely remembered that from her childhood when full stations were still plentiful.
'What an ass,' Piper thought, even as she smiled, "Absolutely, someone will be right out."
Jasmine wandered around the store, grabbed a couple snacks and a drink, and then waited, wishing they sold sex toys. Her pussy was still not satisfied by its near orgasm earlier today.
In a hurry, and tired of waiting, Jasmine handed her credit card and said, "Here, it has never taken more than sixty-five dollars to fill my car, so just ring me for these items and seventy-five dollars and I will be on my way. That should more than cover it. You may keep the rest as a tip."
'Wow, I'm so impressed,' thought Piper, 'a potential five plus dollar tip. She must think I'm some poor ignorant Indian who's just the hired help here. Hell, I could buy and sell her.' Well, she would play along. Maybe there would be an opportunity to embarrass her in her vanity. "I can't really do that ma'am. I have to wait until charges are final so there is no sense of impropriety." The bitch slid the card toward her anyway and told her to just hold it then until the charges were settled. So Piper took it while the bored lady stared out the window.
Piper happened to glance at the name, bored herself, and it glared back at her like an insult. Jasmine Winston! No Way! It couldn't be! What were the odds? It just didn't seem likely. Jasmine Winston, she knew from a friend, was the real name of Literotica writer Jasmine Walker... many of whose naughty tales she had read... especially the lesbian submission stories. Still, her curiosity was killing her and if it were true, it looked like the day just got more exciting. At the least there may be fireworks. She spotted Peyton lounging around at one of the diner tables. "Uh Peyton, could you come cover for me real quick?"
"I just worked a couple hours ago. You have to have me back now? This bites."
"Peyton, you worked three hours. I don't think it will kill you to help in the store that pays your bills too you know."
"I'm just kidding. Don't get your loincloth in a wad," she loved teasing Piper about her buckskin clothing. She was fond of leather too, but of the more conventional variety. She was a curious mix of old school Native and new age hip. Her clothes, usually a miniskirt and vest like blouse, looked like they came from a Harley Motorcycle shop. Ditto for her knee high boots. She eschewed the thigh high stockings Piper wore, because she figured what was the point. Her skirts were short enough anyway she didn't need anything extra to draw attention. Her hair was the same long thick black hair Piper had, but she loved keeping dyed streaks of red and blue in it. She had multiple piercing in her ears, one in her nose and one in her belly button. Also, there were the tats on her upper back, the tramp stamp, her ankles, and one on her right midriff. And though only those lucky enough to share them would know, her pussy even shared a difference. While Piper kept hers cleanly shaven at all times, Peyton, being the free spirited jokester she was, kept a strip in the shape of an arrow pointing toward her wetness. "Hey I don't want anyone to lose their way when I need them there," she often said.
"OK, I'll be right back," Piper said as she made her way to the store office. She got out her cell and quickly called Jeff. "Please pick up," she said to herself as it rang. To herself.
"Hello"
"Hi Jeff, it's me."
Hey, how's my favorite cousin?"
"I wish you wouldn't call me that!"
If they were related at all, it was distant, and it was unlikely anyway, since they both claimed different tribes. It was annoying. Jeff knew it annoyed her, but he meant no harm and loved to tease her. "Hey you don't seem to mind being a kissing cousin too much. Among kissing other things."
"That was a weak moment and you know it. Anyway, there's a reason I called. Do you remember that writer you had the falling out with? What was her name again? And would you happen to know what she looked like?"
For once, Jeff got quiet. He had met an erotic author online. She was a very good writer, and after he offered a couple plot lines, she had even had him collaborate on a couple stories. They seemed to get good ratings on the website she wrote for, and for a few stories, they seemed to have a pretty good, part time, pseudo partnership. He liked helping her and giving her ideas, but he didn't want any credit from her. He preferred being behind the scenes. Then the falling out came. He had suggested a character with a partial Native ancestry. She had rejected it without even hearing his idea, even though she had written many stories with black dominant characters .She said Indians were unattractive. Obviously, this did not go over well with him. She did not know, of course, of his ancestry, but he didn't care. He knew ugly Indians himself, but also many beautiful ones (Angela Jolie, Jessica Biel, Megan Fox, for example... plus the greatest actor there is: Johnny Depp). It was like a slap in the face. On top of that, he didn't know if he was more upset over her remarks, or that she dismissed him without hearing his idea. Hadn't he helped her before? And didn't those stories go over well? Sure she had written good stories before; that was what caused him to write her. But none of their co-written stories were duds either. All got high marks. So there was quite the falling out.
After the initial encounter with Piper, he kept in touch. Sure she was a good fuck, but they became good friends also. They kept in touch and he visited when he could. The girls felt family to him even though they obviously were not, being of different tribes. He loved to tease her about that. He had told her once of the disagreement with the writer as she had read all the stories too, imagining she was the Bree character from the Lesbian MILF Seductress series. So when she called asking the name, he knew something was up. "Why do you want to know? What's going on?"
"I have a customer in here. She's a bit bitchy, actually. She gave me her credit card to hold while Joe was filling her car. She seems to be impatient she can't even wait until he's done and she can get out of here." Her name is Jasmine Winston."
Jeff was silent a moment before asking, "Do you think it's her?"
"I don't know. That's why I'm calling. That's her name, isn't it?"
"Yeah, at least the name she told me one time was her real last name."
"What does she look like?" Piper asked.
"Well, I've never met her in person. Talked on the phone a couple times. We both had burner phones. You know, anonymity of the internet and all that. The only photo I've seen is on her profile page, and there's no face on that. She appears slightly built. Her hair is touching her shoulder, so seeing that much, her hair is medium length, I'd say maybe light brownish. Smallish tits, but nice looking. And her legs showing under that dress are really nice. Hang on, I can send you the picture."
Piper waited until the ping went off on her phone. Looking at the picture, she gasped.
"What is it?" Jeff asked.
"Oh my, I think it maybe it is her. She's even wearing that same dress," Piper said just above a whisper. "What should we do?"
"If it is her, I could think of some things, but we'd best be sure before we start," Jeff said, thinking this was too good to be true.
"OK, how do I do that?"
"Simple. You ask her."
"What! Are you fucking crazy?"
"Hang on. It's not that blunt. Listen, here's what we do. You start with some vague comments about reading online. Let it progress to erotica is your favorite. If you get a reaction, and if it's her you will, she's pretty secretive about her online activities, her friends and family don't know or so she's told me in our exchanges, so she'll probably snap her head right around like she's busted, and she will be, because you will then say 'Wouldn't you agree Mrs. Winston, or should I call you Silky? That's her pen name. Well, silkstockingslover to be precise. If you get that reaction out of her, then it's her. And if it's her, then you may proceed."



"Proceed with what?"
"That's the best part, Piper, she's a closet submissive. You have read enough of her stories to know that she writes from fantasy. She writes lots of stories about submissive MILFs like herself. Well, I don't know if she actually has kids or not, but it doesn't really matter. She still fits the profile. I think's she around forty, give or take a couple years, she has a nice body, and not actually seeing her face withstanding, I'd like to fuck her. So she's a MILF. Anyway, she seems to get off on the idea, and even admitted in a couple emails that she is submissive to her husband and most of her stories are about submitting to younger girls. Also right up your alley, given your tendencies, and that psycho sister of yours, I think you could have a new plaything and teach her a lesson about pre-judging others at the same time."
"Hey! Don't call Peyton a psycho!" Piper protested, always defending her sister... only she got to call her a psycho. That said, his idea had merit and had her pussy already tingling with anticipation.
Jeff laughed and said, "Piper, she's a psycho and you of all people know it as well as anyone. I didn't say there was anything wrong with it. I think I'm a little thrown off myself. But I embrace it. Nothing wrong with Peyton being crazy. I love both my cousins."
"Will you cut it out with the cousin crap?" she repeated, not sure why it bothered her so much.
"You know you love it. Anyway, I've got to go. Let me know how things go," Jeff said wishing he could be there to see it live if this was the notorious Jasmine. "If it's her, and it turns out the way I predict."
"I think you can turn it, or her, out," Piper said before she hung up. She was surprised her special lez-dar hadn't beeped when the brunette walked into her store.
Jasmine sighed. What was taking so long? She could have pumped her gas, changed her tires (if she knew how to do such a thing) and cleaned the windows twice by now.
Piper hung up and went back to the front. She watched the lady for a minute. She had to think. How was she going to do this? If it was the right woman, she knew she would do something, but what? And how did she determine if it was the right woman? Watching the woman sigh yet again, and seeing Uncle Joe heading toward her car, she suddenly had an idea. She grabbed the phone and dialed his number. "Uncle Joe, please just listen and don't ask questions. I'll explain it all later. When you get to this lady's car and you're checking her oil, could you do something to make the car not run? Nothing permanent. Could you just move a hose or screw or something to make it not run, but will run right away as soon as you put it back?"
Joe was puzzled and looked toward the store, "Well yeah, I can do that, but what the hell are you up to? And do you want me to come tell you the car won't run?"
"I told you I'll tell you later. And don't look this way. I don't want her to get suspicious. Just please do this. It means a lot, and there might be something in it for you later."
"All right, but you're starting to get as crazy as Peyton."
"Thanks Joe, and don't say anything."
Now, that that was over, Piper waited. After filling the car and checking the fluids and tires, Joe walked into the store and gave the total.
Jasmine paid and walked out wanting to get out of this reserve area... it just made her feel uncomfortable.
"Do you mind telling me what that was all about?" Joe asked, once the pretty white woman was gone.
"You remember the writer Jeff told us about? The sex writer who we've read a lot of her stories?" Piper aske, before adding, "Peyton come here, you may want to hear this too. I think that's her."
"You think that's the writer lady he got into it with?" Peyton asked, recalling Jeff ranting about it for...ever.
"He didn't actually get into it with her, it was all through emails. They've never met. But yes, we think that may be her," Piper responded.
"Well, I took the coil wire from her car. It's only a couple bucks if you want to go through with this," said Joe, "but it won't start without it. And what's this about making it worth my time?"
Piper responded, "How would you like some white pussy, Uncle Joe?"
"I would like pussy no matter the color, but I sure don't know if I like what you two crazies have cooking, especially not knowing what it is."
"Hey" Peyton said, "I'm not cooking up anything, at least not yet. Why am I a crazy?"
"OK, sorry, I guess I'm just going on past experience." "
Quiet you two and listen. She'll be back here in a minute, complaining about her car. Joe, you go 'look at it' and then 'discover' the coil wire. Tell her it's a simple fix but you can't get the part until tomorrow. I'll offer her a hotel room. While I'm making arrangements, and she's fuming I'm sure, I'm going to make some innocent comments that should let us know for sure. If I don't think it's her, she gets a night in the hotel and the bitch can be on her way tomorrow. She probably deserves some type of comeuppance, but it won't come from us. But if it is, we're in for a night of fun, and she gets taught a lesson about racism."
"Hell yeah." Peyton chimed in, always excited when getting a big O was involved. She added, "I may try to fuck her regardless of whether she is that writer or not.
"I don't even know what you're up to, but if it gets me laid, I'm in," Joe pondered a moment before agreeing, "I wouldn't mind some of that white tang. She looks like she could go hard once you get past the prima donna look. But I'm still holding back until I see what you two nut jobs are up to."
"Hey!" Peyton protested again, though it was through laughter.
"Nope, you bought into her scheme, so now you're back to being crazy alongside her," Joe said.
"Once again," Peyton laughed, "If it gets me laid, I'm all in. We do run a gambling establishment you know. So my chips are on the table."
Joe shook his head and wandered outside waiting for the signal to come back.
In just a moment, after primping in her mirror, and making sure the windows were clean, (after all, that old Indian was supposed to wash them), Jasmine tried starting her car. The engine turned over but would not start. She tried again. Nothing. "This cannot be happening," she said out loud to no one. Trying without results a few more times, she got out of the car in frustration and returned to the store.
"Is there something else I can do?" Piper asked in a sugary voice.
"My car won't start. I don't suppose you know someone who can come look at it," Jasmine asked, annoyed.
"I can do better than that. Joe, the guy who filled your car, is a mechanic. He also has a shop in a lot adjacent to our property. I can just get him back over. I'm sure he can figure it out," Piper replied cheerfully, excited that her plan was now in action. The more she thought about it, she was going to fuck this white bitch regardless of whether she was the racist author or not.
"I would appreciate it," Jasmine replied curtly, while thinking, 'Crap, how much longer do I have to deal with these Indians?
Piper called Joe back and after a few minutes he made his way back to the store. Piper explained the situation to him, and Joe made his way out to check out Jasmine's car. Once he had the hood opened, Joe piddled around with the engine, obviously already knowing what was wrong with the car. After what he determined to be a sufficient amount of time, he closed the hood, and came back to the store. "I found your problem," he spoke to Jasmine. "Your coil wire is worn out. Your car won't start without it."
"Oh and isn't that convenient," Jasmine said suddenly suspicious that her car was fine before she stopped for gas... so fucking typical of an Indian. "And I suppose for the right fee, you can replace it with no problem. How much do you want to gouge me for? A hundred? Two hundred? What's the total? I obviously have no choice, so just tell me, so I can pay and get out of this godforsaken place."
Biting her tongue, Piper remained calm, deciding this bitch did need to be knocked down a few rungs regardless of who she was, and stated, "Now there's no need to be nasty like that. Uncle Joe would never do such a thing."
"Uncle Joe?" was Jasmine's retort, even as Piper realized she probably shouldn't have revealed that at the moment, "I should have known what a scam this was. So what's it going to be, Uncle Joe?"
"About five dollars," Joe replied stone faced, "Only problem is I can't get the part until tomorrow. You could stay at the hotel and we'll get you a deal."
Jasmine was momentarily chastened, then continued, "Oh, so the part won't be expensive, but you get me at the hotel, is that it?"
Piper smirked inwardly, 'If you are who I think you are, you have no idea how true that statement is. Just not the way you think.' Yet, she said, "Why of course not, ma'am. I would have to charge you something of course, but we do have a good reputation, and I intend to keep it. I'll charge you the going rate for a single room, but I will upgrade it to a suite at no extra charge."
Jasmine was only slightly chagrined, and agreed to the terms. Jasmine noticed, for the first time, that the Indian, who was very pretty, especially for an Indian, was wearing nylons with her rather stereotypical Indian wear. Odd... interesting... but odd.
Arrangements were made, and Piper drove her to the hotel herself. Upon bringing her to the suite, Piper asked Jasmine if everything was acceptable and could she do anything else. Jasmine, though not wanting to admit it, thought the room was gorgeous. And the king sized bed made her wish her husband could have been there. They could have had fun on that. "No, this is fine. If I must stay overnight, this will do." Jasmine spoke, unable to not speak with disdain, even though she had no reason to.
"Well, in this suite, you will find the mini-bar is fully stocked, and there is a garden tub with jet spray in the bathroom," Piper continued, needing to distract Jasmine temporarily to execute her plan.
As Jasmine moved to check out the mentioned amenities, Piper spoke once more. "I sometimes stay in one of our suites myself. They're very comfortable, and give you peace to just kick back and do some relaxing. I frequently just like to come here alone and read. Do you read Mrs. Winston?"
"I am a teacher," Jasmine responded, barely listening and wondering why this woman was still in her room.
"What do you read?" Piper asked.
Jasmine just wanted to be left alone, she wanted to finish the long resisted orgasm she started this morning... and although Piper was an Indian, she was pretty hot, and the nylons had her slightly turned on... although she would never admit such a thing. She answered, "Teen literature mostly, but I also like classics like Jane Austin and Charles Dickens."
"I like Austin too," Piper said, "although I'd be lying if I didn't admit the most common reading I do is erotica."
Jasmine wondered to herself what were the odds that this Indian had come while reading one of her stories. "I would never read such things," Jasmine lied, already deciding if she was stuck here all night she would continue working on the '2 Mistresses' series she was writing. Only a couple parts had been released, but she was currently on chapter six in writing it (often she had stories done months in advance).
"Never?" Piper questioned, as she took off one of her moccasins.
"I get enough at home, thank you," Jasmine replied, even as she glanced down to the Indian's foot... feet in stockings being her fetish.
"Do you? I thought your husband was in oil and gone a lot?" Piper added, going past the point of no return, as she moved her nylon-clad foot in and out of her moccasin, trying to tease her like many of Jasmine's characters in her stories did.
"How do you know that?" Jasmine asked, suddenly feeling that something wasn't right here.
"Oh, I know a lot about you," Piper said, slipping her foot back in the moccasin and walking towards her new prey.
"Please leave," Jasmine demanded, thinking something incredibly wrong with the entire situation.
"For example, you're a racist," Piper accused, now directly in front of the on the defensive teacher.
"I am not," Jasmine protested, although she knew it was a lie.
"I know you have a thing for nigger cock and pussy, and yet Indian pussy does nothing for you," Piper said, as her hand moved to the hem of Jasmine's dress.
Jasmine was flustered. This Indian was turning her on, this Indian knew things she shouldn't know and this Indian was hitting on her. She pushed the Indian's hand away, ignoring the excitement down below and said, "I have no idea what you are talking about."
"You sure?" Piper asked, knowing when a submissive was on the brink of losing control and Jasmine was definitely beginning to teeter on the edge.
"Yes, I'm sure," Jasmine responded, annoyed by this Indian as well as her own body's betrayal. Fuck, she really did need to get laid.
"I'm not convinced," Piper said, "I mean, you remind me a lot of my favourite author... Jasmine Walker."
Jasmine's eyes went big at someone using her author name... no one used her author's name with her. She stammered, "I-I-I don't know what you're talking about."
It was obvious this Jasmine was the one and only silkstockingslover. Piper knew she had the racist bitch in her clutches. "I think you do. The picture Jeff sent me matches you completely... as does your superiority complex over us Indians. Isn't that right, Jasmine Walker, also known as silk...stockings...lover"
Jasmine froze.
Piper smiled as she watched all the colour drain from the bitch's face.
This Indian knew who she really was. How? Jeff was an American, so he wouldn't be here... would he? Yet, she tried to regain control as she asked, her tone angry, "How did you know that? No one knows that, not even my husband or my sisters."
"Some deductive reasoning, a call to Jeff, a picture sent from Jeff of your profile page in which you are wearing the exact same dress, you're staring at my foot in nylon, and your reaction to this conversation," Piper listed.
"I need to go," Jasmine said, desperate to get out of there before things got any worse.
"Actually I think it's time I teach you a lesson in racial equality," Piper countered.
"What does that even mean?" Jasmine asked, finding this Indian rather pretentious.
"Well Mrs. Walker, Jasmine, Mrs. Winston or do you prefer silkstockingslover, you should really learn to bring your racial prejudices into line with modern times. Today people are judged as individuals, not by what group they belong to."
"What do you mean?" Jasmine repeated.
"You had a working relationship with a man once. You worked well together and both seemed to benefit from it. Then you shot him down, because he dared suggest a native character. That man was my friend, and he didn't take it too well. Had you not continued with such an attitude today, I would probably not have noticed your name and called to ask him about you. From the limited description he could give me from your vague profile photo, your smug attitude, and the fact that you are wearing that same dress, and stockings, we decided to call you out, and you responded oh so appropriately."
"So what are you going to do?" Jasmine asked realizing her whole career was in danger.
"Oh fortunately for you, I'm not a vindictive person...much. Actually I think I'm going to fulfill a fantasy of yours. Isn't that charitable of me?" Piper continued, putting her hands on the author's shoulders.
"What do you mean?" Jasmine asked, as she felt hands on her shoulders... just like in many of her stories.
"I mean, my submissive little slut, I'm going to make you into one of the characters in your many lesbian stories," Piper considered, as she pushed the stunned white woman to her knees. "Imagine I'm an Indian Bree and you, my teacher slut, the submissive cunt muncher."
Jasmine felt her knees give out, even as she protested, "That is all just fiction."
Piper laughed as she looked down at the pretty woman. "You're just a submissive in denial, I have read lots of your stories and the underlying theme is always one of submitting to younger women... teens even. You long to be a sub. And now you get the chance to be a submissive little whore you always write about. And I get a place in which to rest my sopping wet cunt...right across those little lips of yours."
"But that's just fantasy," Jasmine protested even though she didn't try to get off her knees. Truthfully, she had had this fantasy a million times, written about it dozens of times and yet never acted on it. And although she had always found Indians unattractive... that was based on stereotypes and a racist upbringing and not from any up close experience. Looking up at this woman... she was prettier than most she fantasized about.
Piper lifted her buckskin dress, revealing her glory in nothing but thigh highs and moccasin boots, and asked, "Have you ever eaten cunt, Jasmine?"
"No, I am straight," Jasmine said, even as she stared at the shaved pussy inches from her. She had always wondered what would happen if such a moment happened... having imagined a few special students every year who would take her in the classroom and make her their personal cunt muncher. But again... that was just fantasy.
Piper ignored the author's unconvincing pleas and scoffed, "You're nothing but a submissive slut who is finally going to become one of her characters. And once I'm done with you and you go on your merry way I expect you to write this story, and publish it. Now stare at my pussy, slut."
And Jasmine did... actually she already was. The pussy lips glistening ever so slightly, looking so inviting.
"God, you really are a hungry little cunt muncher," Piper laughed, as she grabbed the back of the brunette's head and drew her into her box.
Jasmine was stunned by both the sudden grab as well as the strong, sweet scent... just as she imagined... just as she had written about so many times.
"Get licking, silkstockingslover, I know you will enjoy it. Perhaps not as much as I will, but you will enjoy it."
Jasmine, even though she had written this scene a hundred times, in a hundred different ways, never expected it would happen. And yet it was one thing to have a fantasy, and quite another to be almost lip to lip with a dripping wet snatch, albeit two different sets of lips. And this was a Native American. An Indian! She had nothing but disdain for their kind her entire life. If it had been another white woman, or perhaps a black one, she might already be licking, but an Indian? Yet, this Indian... she was pretty, had a great body and a beautiful cunt... and she was so dominant.
Piper lightly rubbed her lower lips across Jasmine's upper ones as she ordered, "Go ahead teacher, you know you want it. I'm giving you the chance to submit and become the cunt lapping lesbo you crave to be. How many people get the chance to live out their fantasies? Go ahead. I'm sure you will be an excellent pussy licker, you've fantasized about this for years. Go on now, suck my cunt."
Jasmine wasn't a lesbian. She was a married wife of two. Yet...here she was, on her knees, her face buried in a ripe young cunt. Jasmine could no longer resist. Native or not, the delightful bouquet of a twat had her mesmerized. Losing the last of her inhibitions, she did what her character would do... what she had always fantasized doing... in truth, why she started writing... she extended her tongue and lapped.
"That's it. Lick that Indian pussy! It's good, isn't it?" Piper wanted to remind the racist bitch what she was munching on... who she was submitting to.



Jasmine didn't care anymore. Race didn't matter, only submission to the greatest creation of God... cunt did. And it tasted even better than she had described it in all her stories.
Piper moaned, after a few seconds of licking, thrilled to have turned the racist bitch, "You know you want this snatch. Tell me you want it." She then pulled the white slut's head away.
Jasmine didn't hesitate, her insatiable hunger for cunt now being fulfilled she wanted to dive all in, "Yes, God, I want to lick your cunt."
"What kind of cunt?" Piper asked.
"Indian cunt, I love your Indian cunt," Jasmine declared, and she did.
Pepper pulled the cunt hungry dyke back between her legs, "That's it, suck my twat, slut! Eat that Indian cunt!"
Jasmine only got more excited by the racism and name calling. Just like her cunt got wet when she wrote scenes of sexual submission to another woman... especially when it was a younger woman... when the roles of power were reversed and the teacher became the student.
Jasmine dipped her tongue into the folds of the Indian's pussy. Amazed at the taste, and enthralled by the texture, and scent. Her tongue slathered inside Piper's pussy, and the slightly citric taste grew stronger.
Piper was getting close to orgasm fast: the seduction, the thrill of humiliating this pretentious antagonist of her people, who it was and the thrill of domination all escalating her orgasm (if she hadn't fucked herself earlier she would have already coated the white bitch's face with her cum). She continued talking dirty to the new submissive. "Oh, that's good, you little white twat slurper! Now suck my clit, you muff diving dyke! I can take my time later, but for now, I want you wearing my cum all over your pretty white pussy pleasing face."
Jasmine did as instructed, taking the swollen clit between her lips.
"I'm gonna mark you as my slut! I'm gonna make you a cum bucket for my hot Indian pussy!" Piper squealed, as her clit was pleasured, impressed by how skilled this amateur's first time was and in seconds exploded onto the school teacher's face.
Piper could never recall squirting so much before, as she came and came.
Jasmine's face was bathed in the aftermath of what she had done to Piper's pussy, and the juices flowed down her face. Jasmine kept licking, the full flood of cum even stronger and more heavenly.
Finally, her need sated for now, Piper pulled Jasmine's face from between her legs. "That was pretty good for a first timer. You sure you never sucked cunt before?"
"No", Jasmine stated, hanging her head in shame now that the moment had passed. She couldn't believe she had licked her first pussy, and an Indian's at that.
"Hey, don't be ashamed. I'm serious. You really did a good job. But just in case you thought you needed to improve your effort, you're about to get more practice," Piper smirked as she had heard her phone ping and saw the message from Peyton that she was waiting at the door.
"Sit," Piper ordered.
Jasmine, ludicrously, obeyed, even as her head spun with consequence.
"Come on in," Piper stated as she opened the door. "Our little slut here is off to a promising start as a fuck-toy, though I rather think she could use some more practice."
Peyton gave Jasmine a predatory, yet somehow kind, smile.
Jasmine's mouth dropped open as she realized what they were planning to do to her.
Piper added, looking down at an again stunned Jasmine, "Don't let her bother you. Her bark is worse than her bite."
Peyton added, "Oh, you will be put through your paces tonight," as she stripped out of her motorcycle mama attire. "I'm afraid that while I may not seem as intense as Piper, when it comes to the bedroom, I have a much wilder imagination, and that mouth and twat will be well-used tonight."
Jasmine's head was spinning, but she couldn't help but stare at the arrow shaped thin landing strip on Peyton's mons, pointing the way to her treasure, as Payton stood before her completely naked.
Peyton caught the look, and laughingly told Jasmine, "I don't want people to get lost in trying to find my treasure, though judging by the sheen on your face, I'd say you know your way around a cunt."
Jasmine just stared, her mouth already salivating for more pussy, as she no longer saw an Indian before her, but a cunt.
Peyton guided Jasmine softly onto her back, and straddled Jasmine's face. "I much prefer this position for new cunt lappers, so I can guide them where I want and give them what they want even though they sometimes don't initially know it." She then planted her moist twat on Jasmine's face, and started to grind. "Do a good job now. My sister said you were a promising rookie, and I need you to follow that up with a good sophomoric effort."
Jasmine couldn't believe the turn her day had taken. But she had to admit she was starting to enjoy this living out of her fantasies. She could feel her own pussy get damp at the humiliation that she was now eating her second cunt ever, and both were between the legs of a race of a people she had once thought beneath her (that irony not at all being missed by her in the position she was currently in).
As Peyton told her to tongue her hole, and suck her clit, she could tell the white lady was growing ever more aroused at the humiliation she was receiving.
Jasmine couldn't believe it, but the Indian girl was truly riding her face now, just as if she were riding an Indian pony.
Peyton cradled Jasmine's head, and was dragging her pussy up and down it.
Jasmine thought it even seemed like the young squaw's tight asshole slipped across her tongue a couple times.
Peyton, who came quickly and often kept riding a new pet's face until she came and screamed, "Take all my cunt cum," on her way to a shattering orgasm.
Jasmine eagerly lapped up the cum as best as she could intrigued that the two sisters came differently and also tasted subtly different. She wondered if cunt cum was like a snowflake: no two ever the same.
Peyton stood up and said, "Oh fuck, that was amazing! If that was truly your first, no second, time, then you have missed your calling. You are a born pussy sucker. That was one of the best I've ever had, and I have had at least several dozen women tongue my twat. I'm told I'm a pretty good pussy pleaser myself, though I haven't eaten myself. Damn, if I could though, I might never leave my home." Peyton laughed.
"You have licked women too?" Jasmine exhaled, trying to catch her breath after sucking down consecutive girl cums. She seemed incredulous that this woman who used her would let herself be used. In her stories you were either a submissive or a dominant.
"Oh yes dear. I have no problem relieving a girl's tension, provided she gives me my own pleasure too," Peyton continued as she lifted up the teacher's dress. "Fuck, by the looks of your cunt, you shouldn't take long coming anyway. You're soaked," she added as started to part the lips of the white woman's wet cunt.
Jasmine moaned loudly, her pussy on fire.
"Do you want an Indian to eat your cunt?" Piper interjected.
"God, yes," Jasmine moaned, not caring who was between her legs.
Peyton leaned down and said, "God, Piper, you and the race games... pussy is pussy."
And as Jasmine felt a tongue on her cunt she couldn't agree more. After a few licks, Peyton added, looking up at the teacher, "My sister here tells people she doesn't ascribe to that theory, and wouldn't like to eat cunt, but she and I both know that if the right cunt presented itself, she would drop to her knees and start a full service pussy diet. I do not have that conflict though, and I will gladly clean your snatch of Uncle Joe's deposit when he's done."
Jasmine couldn't believe what she had just heard. It was one thing to eat pussy... even Indian pussy, she had heard that many women didn't consider it cheating to eat another woman's pussy, and their men seemed to share that viewpoint (many of her stories followed that theory). But there was no way to explain if she fucked another man. Letting another man inside her was most certainly cheating... no doubt about it. She pleaded, knowing she was completely at the whim of these two women, her double life secret dangerously at risk, "No please, I'll do whatever you wish to you two again, but I can't cheat on my husband."
"Now now," Peyton cajoled, "that wouldn't be fair to Uncle Joe that we had fun and he didn't, now would it? Besides he's the one fixing your car, though I may have a go at your plumbing a bit later on."
"And besides," Piper added, "you most certainly will do whatever we want. That was decided the moment you dropped to your knees in front of me."
Jasmine sat up and saw the older man had just quietly slipped into the room and gotten undressed, and if anything, she got a worse case of the jitters. This damned Indian had a horse cock! Like the ones you only see in the porn movies. She was no expert on guessing size, but she would have guessed it was seven inches long (a good two inches bigger than her husband). But that was not what frightened her. The damn thing appeared as big around as a wine bottle, and not just the neck either. "No!" she shrieked, even though she would be lying if such a big cock didn't also intrigue her. "I can't possibly fit that in me."
"It's OK, I'm gonna help you," Peyton said as resumed gently licking Jasmine's super wet cunt. "Fuck, by the wetness of your cunt, you shouldn't have trouble anyway. You're soaked."
As her sister licked the white slut, Piper added, "Getting all wet for Indian dick, Jasmine?"
"Oh, fuck," Jasmine moaned, the Indian's tongue making her feel really good and blurring her moral fibre.
"Oh, you want to be fucked," Piper quipped, glancing at Joe and his indeed impressive cock.
Peyton looked up, saw Joe's huge stiff cock only a few feet away from her, and said, "Fuck Joe, she does have a point though. How do you not scare off women with that horse dong? Although I might like a round with it, just to say I did", Peyton laughed.
"Peyton!" Piper shouted. "That's our uncle!"
"Don't be so smug, Piper, it's possible you might like a taste of some home cooking," Peyton slyly said and grinned, as Jasmine thought again, the younger girl seemed to be speaking for the benefit of others, not her.
"Well, I would never!" Piper proclaimed, as she fingered the white slut.
Jasmine felt like she was in one of her stories... one where lust overrode common sense and the possibility of incest was dripping with every word.
"You have said 'never' before Piper, and we can ask Jeff how that turned out," Peyton smiled at her sister.
Piper just glared at her sister, and sat on the edge of the bed as Joe approached Jasmine.
Peyton was still fingering Jasmine's dripping wet snatch, as Joe lowered himself onto his knees... feeling weird to be naked in front of his two nieces and yet unable to resist the temptation of this white bitch.
Peyton rolled out of the way to allow her uncle access to the white tramp.
Jasmine eyes went huge with hunger and trepidation as the huge Indian cock moved between her legs.
Joe, who liked to fuck his bitches hard, grabbed the white slut's ankles and moved them until they found a home near her ears.
Peyton, impressed by the white slut's flexibility, grabbed both of her ankles and said, "Now drill that white box, big Joe."
Joe did exactly that as he slid his entire cock into the teacher's tight twat. "Damn, this white woman has some tight pussy. It feels like a glove milking my cock."
Jasmine couldn't believe how full she felt... so good and full. Although she knew she was cheating, at the moment she was nothing more than a wanton slut for big cock... big Indian cock. If all Indians had horse cocks... she may shift her fantasies from black cock to Indian cock.
Joe found a rhythm and was giving long hard strokes into Jasmine's wet snatch, stretching her walls, and bottoming out with each stroke.
Peyton withdrew from the copulation in front of her, as Uncle Joe seemed to have things well in hand now. Or at least well in twat.
Piper was lying back on the bed, with Joe and Jasmine facing away from her.
Peyton joined her sister on the bed, and cupped her breasts.
Piper gasped, "Peyton, no."
Peyton purred, kissing her sister's neck, "I told you sis, you can get off a lot more if you'd just submit."
Piper felt a chill go up her spine and another back to her cunt as she flashed back to her one weekend of submission. She protested, "That was a brief moment of weakness for Jeff, you know that."
Piper countered, "You and I both know better, big sister."
Jasmine's orgasm came hard and quick, the huge dick creating waves of pleasure unlike any she had ever experienced. Even though she should have felt guilt over coming on another man's cock, all she felt was utter euphoria.
Joe knew he wouldn't last long in such a hot, tight, white box, but he wanted it to last as long as possible.
Peyton, deciding she needed to remind her sister who was really in charge, rolled her sister onto her back and straddled her face.
"Peyton, please no," Piper protested, as her kid sister's pussy approached her lips. As her sister's glistening pussy... beautiful glistening pussy, hovered over her she recalled her one other moment of weakness. She whispered, praying the other two couldn't see what was happening on the bed, "You promised."
Peyton smiled, "I promised I wouldn't tell anyone your secret. I promised no one else would know who else you became a complete horny little submissive for. I didn't say I wouldn't use you again."
"Peyton, please," Piper begged, worried about getting caught in an act of incest.
"Shhhh, as you can see, the other two are pre-occupied, so just do as you're told and I'll try to stay quiet and not alert them. So beg me, Piper, beg me to feed you your younger sister's snatch."
Peyton lowered her pussy briefly on her sister's face, before continuing, "If you ask nicely, I just might let you taste me... again."
Joe glanced over and saw his two nieces in the act of lesbianism, and instantly thought he may have to fuck his two nieces... if they were already committing incest, he may as well be a part of it too.
Jasmine's second orgasm was already building while the first still hadn't completely faded.
Piper pleaded, "Please, not now, Peyton. Another time."
"Now, Piper, you know you want it," Peyton repeated, her pussy hovering just an inch from her sister.
Piper couldn't contain herself anymore. She couldn't resist the sweet nectar of her baby sister. She hadn't been able to since that first night with Jeff... she would do anything to please Jeff and that included committing incest with her sister. She had not submitted to her sister since, though she had thought about it many times... although guilt and moral responsibility had kept her from doing it again. Yet, with the beautiful pussy in her face moral responsibility faded and obedience replaced it.
Peyton finally whispered, "Please, Peyton, I want you to feed me."
"As you wish," Peyton smiled. She knew she could have had her older sister any time she wanted, but she didn't want to completely break her, just remind her from time to time she could.
Piper leaned up and tasted her sister's pussy... one taste and instantly she was back to that one submissive weekend.
Peyton moaned softly as she pondered how her sister was pretty good and if she ever got over her 'being in charge thing', she could have a lot more sex.
As Jasmine's second orgasm hit her, she screamed, "Yes, I'm coming from your massive fucking dick."
Joe glanced to his two nieces again and knew he was seconds away.
Peyton dismounted her sister's face and whispered, "Your secret is safe with me. After all, everyone on the rez knows what a 'domme' you are. You couldn't possibly be a cunt lapping lesbo whore for your baby sister...or could you?"
Piper felt a rush of disappointment. Her sister's pussy tasting so good... just like it had last time she ended up between her sister's legs.
Peyton moved to the fucking couple. She could see by Joe's actions he was about to blow, and decided to have some fun with this quickly turning nice white lady. "That's it Joe. Pump her full of your seed. Give her a candy cane baby!"
Joe, though about to pop a nut, looked strangely at his niece.
Peyton gave him a look to play along and continued. "Fill her pussy with your cum. Give her that candy cane baby she wants".
Jasmine pleaded, "Please not in me. Come on my tits or face."
Peyton continued, "A candy cane baby. You know, when a black and white couple have a baby, some call it a zebra baby or a newspaper baby, you know black and white. Well you're getting pumped full of red man cum, so you can have a candy cane baby."
Jasmine kept pleading, "Oh please no. How will I explain this to my husband? I can't have a baby."
"Too late," Joe grunted, as he began spewing his load inside the white bitch.
"Nooooo!" Jasmine pleaded, even as her own orgasm continued to rack her and she tightened her ankles, dragging Joe in deeper. As Joe shot spurt after spurt into what she knew was her fertile womb, she cried even as multiple orgasms overtook her.
When Joe finally pulled out, a minute later, dripping a trail of his sperm as he left, Peyton spoke "Well, if you didn't want a baby, why didn't you say so? You could have fooled me the way you gripped his cock with your snatch. I'll help though".
Peyton buried her face and planted her lips on Jasmine's pussy and began to tongue out Joe's cum. "Not bad," she thought, feeling so naughty doing such a thing. She really would have to try that horse cock someday.
Peyton removed all traces of her uncle's cum from Jasmine's now wide open pussy, and leaving the white slut in a near catatonic state from yet another massive orgasm before telling her, "By the way, Joe's sterile. He had a bad case of the mumps when he was ten. That's why he's never had kids."
In her dazed state, Jasmine had to giggle just a little. She had gotten upset over nothing, though truthfully it had both terrified and thrilled her, when she thought that Joe was possibly putting a baby in her belly.
Well into the night, the three used their little white fuck toy. Joe had her twice more, finishing once in her mouth as she struggled to contain the plentiful deposit of cum and another all over her face.
Even the sisters balked upon Joe's suggestion of fucking Jasmine's ass though; they wanted her to be submissive, not permanently scarred. However, both sisters had the white slut's ass with strap-on cocks... even making the slut air tight once: Joe's cock in her mouth, Peyton's cock in her pussy and Piper reaming her ass.
Jasmine lost count of how many orgasms she had or how many orgasms she gave. She was left a quivering heap of post orgasmic tremors early into the morning.
EPILOGUE:
Piper woke up Jasmine by phone the next morning at eleven. "Good morning Mrs. Walker or Winston. I trust you rested well. You should have, since you had quite an eventful evening. Uncle Joe has replaced your wire, and your car is being driven to you. Your keys will be left at the front desk. I have comped your room, as well as a meal at the restaurant if you desire brunch before you leave. I wish you a safe trip. I do hope you have learned a lesson. You can't judge an individual by your thoughts of others in their ethnic group. For instance, I'm sure not all nice pretty white women like to suck the clits and lap the twats of Indian girls, much less taking a fat Indian cock up their white snatch. But I do believe it was an educational experience for you, and as a teacher, I'm sure you appreciate a quality learning experience. You even got a few nice orgasms out of it yourself and your fantasies are now realities. If you're in the area again, please drop by."



After Jasmine showered, she was having brunch, having burned a ton of calories the night before, when Peyton joined her.
Peyton smiled, "I told you her bark was worse than her bite. You didn't even get bitten. Horse fucked yes, but not bitten. Hehe. But if you're up for a bite, I'm on break."
Jasmine smiled, "I could use one more bite."
EPILOGUE 2:
As Jasmine drove along two hours later, after eating Peyton and Piper once more for the road, and taking Joe's fat cock up her twat (the word so nasty and yet so fucking hot), she got a text from Piper.
Slut,
I expect you to write this story and publish it.
Jasmine texted back:

Yes, Mistress.
THE END!!
Author's Note:
And now... three months later... the story is published for all to read... and... I'm going to Ottawa in a few days and may have to make a stop along the way.



        Hypnosissy 02: Becoming a Cum Slut

        New teen cock sucker craves more big cock and loads of cum.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/hypnosissy-ch-02-becoming-a-cum-slut

Title: Hypnosissy 02: Becoming a Cum Slut

Author: silkstockingslover

Category: Mind Control

Description: New teen cock sucker craves more big cock and loads of cum.

Tags: gay oral, cocksucking, straight, mind control, submissive, hypnosis, sissy, cock sucker, black cock, gloryhole

Series: Hypnosissy


Summary: New teen cock sucker craves more big cock and loads of cum
Note 1: Thanks to hfernandez1983 for the story idea and the intriguing revelation that hypno sissy videos exist in the first place.
Note 2: Of course, all participants are at least 18-years-old.
Note 3: Thanks to Robert, goamz86, and Wayne for editing this story.
WARNING PLEASE READ:
-This is a hypnosis story with potential influential subliminal messages within it.
-The story contains hypnosis video scenes within it.
Note 4: This story will make more sense if you read part 1 first. But in case you don't have time, or did a while ago need a refresher:
HypnoSissy 1: Becoming a Cocksucker
A cocky 18-year-old, senior, Brian, tries to seduce a pretty college girl, Rose, but instead is seduced by her. Rose, after allowing him to go down on her a couple of times, gives him a USB with a dozen videos that he is to watch (unknown to him they were hypno-sissy videos) and slowly he begins to get curious about sucking cock and eating cum. After watching all 12, Brian goes to Rose's college dorm and before the night is done he sucks his first cock and swallows his first load of cum.
This chapter focuses on what happens next...
HypnoSissy 2: Becoming a Cum Slut
Once I was dressed and James was gone, Rose asked, "Did you enjoy yourself?"
I nodded, "Yes, although I feel kind of gay."
Rose shook her head, "Brian, 'gay' is just a word, like 'lesbian', or 'faggot' or 'dyke'. I've eaten pussy and had girls eat mine, but I'm not a lesbian or a dyke... I just like pussy, just like I like cock."
"But it's different for girls," I said.
"How?" she challenged me.
"Two girls having sex is hot," I said... it being every guy's dream to witness that.
Rose sighed, "That is such a guy answer."
Seeing her annoyed, I apologized, "I mean, it's every guy's fantasy."
"Would you be surprised that many girls, find seeing two guys together hot?"
"Really?" I asked, surprised to hear that.
"Oh yes," she nodded. "My cunt was dripping wet watching you gag on that big black cock."
"Really?" I repeated, not able to fathom how watching me suck cock would turn her on... even though in retrospect watching girls suck cock had been my fixation all week.
"God, yes," she nodded. "You're a really sexy cock sucker."
"See, that just sounds gay," I pointed out, no longer in 'cocksucker' mode.
"Do you want to fuck me?" she asked.
"God, yes," I nodded, thinking maybe the night wasn't over.
"And you find me and other woman sexy?"
"Of course."
"Then you're not gay," she pointed out, as she sat down on the couch and spread her legs. "Plus, complete faggots don't crawl between a girl's legs and bury their face in a cunt."
I smiled as I moved to the wicked, complex beauty and dropped to my knees between her legs, "Well, then I'm definitely not a faggot."
"Oh yes," she moaned, "you're just a natural pleaser, eager to be on your knees for pussy or cock."
Hearing those words confused me as James' huge black cock popped into my head even as I licked her sweet pussy.
As I licked, she explained, "Very few guys are comfortable with their sexuality. They think fucking a woman hard makes them a man. But to me, and many women of my generation, we see sexuality as fluid. And a real man is willing to be vulnerable and explore his sexuality... not judge based on centuries of male chauvinist stereotypes."
Somehow that made sense to me. If women could kiss each other and eat each other out, why couldn't men? Sex was just sex. Yet, still, a large part of society frowned upon gay male sex and until very recently I was one of them... and my father still was one of them. I could only imagine his disapproval of me if he knew I had sucked a cock... especially a black cock.
"Oh yeah, baby, you can be both an amazing cunt muncher and an eager cum swallowing cock sucker," she continued, her nasty words somehow making complete sense.
I could be both.
I wasn't a faggot... I was just a cock sucker.
Just like Rose wasn't a lesbian... she was just a pussy muncher.
It was just sex.
"Mmmm, watching you bob on that big cock got me so hot, baby. You looked so sexy with your mouth wrapped around that black shaft," she continued, as I licked her cunt.
As she spoke, again James' huge dick popped into my head and my mouth watered as I replayed the feeling of his cock in my mouth and his cum shooting down my throat.
"Oh yeah, are you going to suck cock for me again, baby?" she asked.
I didn't answer, even though I knew I would do anything she asked. I was completely under her spell.
"Tell me baby, will you suck cock for me again?" she repeated.
At the moment I would have sucked a cock right then and there. So I answered, "Yes."
"Yes, what?" she asked.
"Yes, I want to suck cock for you again," I admitted.
"Promise?" she asked, looking down at me.
I nodded, "Yes."
"That's so hot," she smiled, "now finish me off, baby."
I buried my face back in her sweet pussy and licked, wanting to hear her moan, wanting to get her off.
She talked throughout my licking. "Oh yes, baby, lick my cunt just like you sucked that big black cock," and "You're so natural on your knees," and "Your mouth was born to please," and "I can't wait to see you with a big cock between those sexy cock sucking lips."
My cock was again rock hard as she suddenly grabbed my head and gushed all over my face as she screamed, "Eat my cum just like you ate James'."
And I did.
Pussy cum and cock cum were completely different and yet I enjoyed both.
Once her orgasm was done, she let go of my head and said, "I hope you enjoyed yourself today."
"It was surreal," I answered.
"Like I said, there is nothing hotter than a guy willing to suck a cock," she said, pulling me up and kissing me.
It was tender and sweet... as if we were a couple.
Were we a couple?
When she broke the kiss, she stood up and said, "I got something for you."
"Oh, okay," I said, curious what she had in store for me.
When she returned a minute later, sadly in a robe, Rose gave me a USB and said, "I want you to watch these."
I joked, "You already made me a cock sucker."
She smiled "Oh these are just to keep you excited and thinking of me... and cock."
"I think I'll do that regardless," I said, completely intoxicated by Rose.
"Watch one a day for the next seven days for me, okay baby?" she said, kissing me one more time.
"Of course," I nodded, wondering if they were going to be similar videos.
"Now get going," she said, slapping my bare ass. "I need to go to bed."
I wanted to make some suave statement about how I could keep her company, yet somehow I had lost my swagger with her... I understood already that she was in control in this relationship.
Was this a relationship?
Usually, I didn't want a relationship.
I wanted to be in control.
I wanted to fuck as many chicks as I could.
Yet, now all I wanted was Rose.
That night, once home, I resisted putting the USB in and went straight to bed.
Yet, still horny from the dirty talk and eating her pussy, after half an hour of tossing and turning as I replayed the crazy night, sucking my first cock, I grabbed my laptop, plugged in the USB and waited.
There were seven files this time. I clicked on number one and watched.
It was very similar to the previous videos I had watched but this one had a different, sexy voice, one I recognized instantly: Rose.
And as pictures of big cocks and hot girls sucking them flashed across the screen, she spoke.
Still hungry?
Craving more hard cock in your mouth?
Starving for more cum sliding down your throat?
Wondering what it would feel like to have your face coated with cum?
And truthfully the answer was yes to each question. I still couldn't believe I had sucked a cock. I still couldn't believe how natural it had felt. My mouth watered at her words and at all the cocks flashing in front of my eyes.
I was still hungry.
The warm load of cum I had swallowed was just an appetizer.
And I was curious what a load of cum shot all over my face like the girls who were having it happen to them right now on screen, would feel like.
She continued speaking:
Repeat after me.
And I repeated ever word verbatim as my eyes stared transfixed on the screen.
I want it. (As a big cock was stroked)
I need it. (As a big cock was sucked by a brunette)
I crave it. (As a cute girl in a ponytail and yoga pants begged for a big cock in front of her)
I was born to suck. (As a girl in a school girl uniform sucked on one big thick cock)
I was born to please. (As a MILF sucked one cock, while her hands each stroked another)
I was born to be on my knees (As a chubby, large breasted blonde sucked a black cock as her tits swayed all over the place)
Cum (a cock erupting with a rocket of cum)
Cum (A black cock exploding with a missile of white goo)
Cum (Cum cannoning out of a thick long cock)
I want that cum (Cum shooting in a pretty girl's open mouth)
I need that cum (Cum oozing into a girl's open mouth as a black man stroked his cock)
I crave cum (Cum spraying into a nurse's mouth)
I was born to retrieve cum (A blonde furiously bobbing on a cock)
I was born to swallow (A brunette showing a full load in her mouth and swallowing it all)
I was born to eat cum (A redhead cheerleader licking cum off the floor)
Cum (Two cocks shooting loads at once on a busty black woman)
Cum (Three black cocks shooting at once on a pretty college girl)
Cum (Half a dozen cocks all spraying their loads at once on twins)
I'm a cock sucker (A Spanish big bootied girl devouring a cock)
A cum hungry, cock sucker (A cheerleader taking cum all over her pretty face)
I'm a cock sucker (A skinny white girl getting face fucked by a huge black cock)
A cum starved, cock sucker (A nerdy looking girl taking two loads on her cute face)
I love being on my knees (A chubby black girl deep throating a juicy thick cock)
I love big hard cock in my mouth (A redhead with a big black cock in her mouth)
I love salty sweet cum erupting in my mouth (A mouth with cum oozing into it from a delicious hard cock)
Because I'm a cock sucker (Girls on their knees flashing quickly)
A cock sucker (Girls getting their face splattered flashing quickly)
A cock sucker (Girls with their mouth open showing a mouthful of cum)
Now come, baby, come for me. (Pictures of a big black cock erupting, over and over again, like a volcano, as cum oozed out of the straight standing, beautiful, juicy, hypnotic cock)
I had been rubbing my raging hard-on slowly through my underwear, trying not to come until the video was done... yet as soon as permission was given, Rose speaking to me through the video, I erupted in my underwear... something I hadn't done since I first discovered the joys of masturbating, as I watched the black cock come again and again.
After about a dozen loops, she spoke again.
Did you come, cock sucker?
Did you come for me?
"Yes," I spoke to Rose, even though she wasn't there, as the video went to black.
Shaking my head, like I always seemed to do now once my orgasm was done and my cock was going into slumber, I closed my laptop and again replayed the night.
I had sucked a cock.
I had sucked a big black cock.
I had swallowed a load of cum and liked it.
I had promised to suck cock again.
And although part of me felt guilty and like I was a faggot, a growing part of me was happy with accepting myself as bisexual... replaying Rose's words "Very few guys are comfortable with their sexuality. They think fucking a woman hard makes them a man. But to me, and many women of my generation, we see sexuality as fluid. And a real man is willing to be vulnerable and explore his sexuality... not judge based on centuries of male chauvinist stereotypes."
And although I wasn't sure about my sexuality any more... I was even more confused after the wild night... I was no longer insecure about these mixed feelings... I was just trying to understand them.
I closed my eyes and drifted asleep knowing that after one night everything had changed.
...
I'd like to say I woke up Sunday and went to church and repented my many sins.
But the truth is I didn't wake up until after one, a good hour after the likely usual sermon on sinning was done.
Instead, when I woke up with some morning wood, I grabbed my laptop and watched the second new video.
Yes, I knew I was getting addicted to these videos.
Yes, I knew they were having a sexual impact on me.
Yet, I couldn't refuse the temptation to watch more.
I wanted to watch more girls suck cock.
I wanted to see big, hard, juicy cocks.
Did I just call cocks 'juicy'?
Sigh.
I really was going through a sexual crisis... like a middle aged man goes through a mid-life crisis.
Sigh.
Yet, as usual, I pressed play.
Instantly, I was disappointed when it wasn't narrated by Rose. Actually it wasn't narrated at all.
This one was simply words, with lengthier scenes.
Slow motion scenes at times.
Focusing more on the glory of cock.
Did I just say 'glory of cock'?
Sigh.
GAZE AT IT (A built black man slowly stroking his immense juicy, hard cock)
LONGINGLY (The same black man continuing to stroke his majestic cock)
LOVINGLY (Another big hard cock being stroked, this time by a pretty blonde)
LONG FOR IT (The pretty blonde slowly leaned forward and licked the thick beautiful mushroom top)
YOU CRAVE COCK (The blonde sliding her tongue up the long shaft)
BIG HARD COCKS (The blonde sucking the glorious dick)
THICK THROBBING COCKS (The blonde getting splattered with a load of cum from the pulsing cock)
WHITE COCKS (A MILF sucking one white cock, while stroking on two others)
BLACK COCKS (Two cheerleaders on their knees sucking a plethora of black cocks... big, hard, juicy, appetizing, black cocks)
COCKS OF EVERY SHAPE (A variety of cocks flashing by: cocks curved up, cocks curved down, uncircumcised cocks, even a pierced cock)
COCKS OF EVERY SIZE (A variety of cocks flashing by: long cocks, small cocks, thick cocks, thin cocks)
DROP TO YOUR KNEES (A sexy blue eyed goddess dropping to her knees in front of a huge black cock)
DROOL OVER IT (The same sexy girl's mouth watering as she stared up at the cock)
STROKE IT (The same girl reaching for it, her hand so small in relation to the gigantic cock... the white and black contrast impossible not to notice)
GET IT READY FOR YOUR MOUTH (The same hot blonde opening her mouth and leaning forward)
YOU NEED IT (The beauty sucking on the guy's big black balls)
YOU WANT THAT DICK (The blue eyed angel's tongue slithering up the glorious shaft)
And man did I ever want that big black cock. The cock that looked so similar to James.
THAT HARD DICK (The black cock traces her lips, teasing her relentlessly)
TAKE IT IN YOUR MOUTH (The blonde opens her mouth and takes it in)
GO DEEPER (The black cock disappears into her mouth)
FEEL IT SLIDING BETWEEN YOUR LIPS (The black cock begins to move in and out of her mouth)
I flash back to yesterday. To the black cock doing the exact same thing between my lips. God, I wanted that cock.
AS YOU COME TO UNDERSTAND YOUR PURPOSE (A redhead sucking cock furiously)
The words were ridiculous and yet at the moment I did feel like I had found a purpose I didn't have before.
YOU WERE BORN TO SUCK (A blonde devouring a big hard cock)
That had been an underlying theme of the videos... born to suck. That seemed ludicrous and yet in retrospect between sucking on Mom's nipples as an infant, then the baby bottle, soother, and popsicles there was some surreal truth to it.
YOU WERE BORN TO PLEASE (A skinny model getting face fucked)
I had thought I was born to please. Please women. Yet, now I wondered if my purpose was a little more than just women.
WORSHIP (A massive 12 inch cock slowly shooting cum)
KNEES (Six girls on their knees sucking six cocks)
COCK (A big black cock glistening with saliva)
STROKE (A large white cock being stroked by a pretty Asian girl)
MASSAGE (A ponytail wearing blonde sucking on a guy's balls)
CUM (A cock with a wicked up curve erupting with a massive load of cum)
DELICIOUS WHITE HOT CUM (A girl opening her mouth to show a full load of cum)
EXPLODING DOWN YOUR THROAT (A close up of a cock pumping in and out of a pair of red lips)
EXPLODING ALL OVER YOUR FACE (A sexy MILF getting two loads erupting on her face)
SWALLOW (A girl showing cum in her mouth before swallowing it all)
This again made me recall James' cum exploding in my mouth and made me want more.
More cock.
More cum.
MAKE HIM COME IN YOUR MOUTH (A pretty Spanish girl bobbing on a cock)
CUM (Load after load exploding on girls' faces)
JIZZ (Load after load getting shot on girls' faces)
SEMEN (Load after load shooting into girls' wide open mouths)
So much cum.
It made me crave it.
It made my mouth water.
And I was disappointed when the video just ended.
God, I was hungry.
I texted Rose:
Is it bad that I have already watched two of the new videos?
As I waited a reply, I decided to go on the internet and research straight guys who sucked cock.
I needed to know I wasn't the only one.
First thing I realized was that those words led to lots of online porn videos.
But I wanted to read about real straight people.
Finally, after a couple of pages of videos, which I had no interest in (I may have wanted to suck cock, but I didn't want to watch guys suck cock or fuck each other), I found a couple different sex forum discussions.
I clicked on one and read it. The discussion was 'What's Wrong With Me? I'm Straight But I Can't Stop Sucking my Friend's Cock.' It was about a guy who was adamant that he was straight even though he sucked his best friend's cock all the time and was considering sucking more. The advice was interesting and ranged all over the place, but the main message seemed to be that he didn't have to be gay to suck cock. He may be bisexual, but just sucking cock didn't make someone gay.



I read another forum that asked if any straight guys sucked cock out of curiosity. And based on the pages of responses many did. The general consensus seemed to be that almost all guys at some point either:
-thought about sucking a cock
-sucked another guy's cock
-read or watched gay porn
-had a guy suck them off
Some of the responses were fascinating and made me feel much better:
-Although I am definitely straight, when I am home alone I often read gay straight first time cock sucker stories. And as I do, I imagine it is me sucking cock, deep throating a cock, and swallowing a load. I doubt I will ever do anything about it... but the temptation is always there.
-Although I love fucking women, the idea of giving a blow job is something that often pops into my head.
-My boyfriend was straight until I convinced him to suck cock. Now, he sucks cock as often as he eats pussy... and there is nothing hotter than watching him bob on a cock.
-I sucked a cock years ago. It was amazing, but I have never done it since as I don't want to be turned gay.
-I think it is odd to begin by claiming 'I am straight' and then say 'but I want to suck cock'. If a guy sucks cock he is gay... not that there is anything wrong with that... I suck cock all the time (but I'm gay).
-What if you're married? What if you love your wife? But what if you also love sucking cock?
-Define gay. Is sucking cock once gay? A few times? Every day? I think we are trying to pigeon hole sexuality as gay or straight. The gray in-between is really big. Plus, this whole conversation is hypocritical. If two girls are going down on each other that is hot and they are not lesbians... they are just playing around or bi. But if two guys are in a sixty-nine they are gay or faggots. It literally makes my entire body fume.
-I have been sucked by a few guys through a glory hole. To me a mouth is a mouth and truthfully guys give better head.
-So let me get this straight (pun definitely intended). If I suck a cock once I'm bi or gay? If that is the case, then if I do weed once I am a drug addict.
-Sexuality is a continuum. If you ever end up staying on any one end of the continuum you are likely gay or straight. But if you bounce around in-between the two extremes of society's definitions you are who you are.
-I love sucking cock. I also love fucking women. I don't spend any time contemplating or defining my sexuality.
-I don't suck cock often. And I would definitely define myself as straight. But there have been a few occasions in my 45 plus years where the situation presented itself and I sucked a guy and was sucked in return by a guy: a threesome with a cheerleader in high school, a drunken night in college when my roommate and I both struck out at a sorority house party (we helped each other out a couple dozen times in the end), at a sauna while on a business trip and so forth.
-If you haven't sucked cock you don't know what you're missing. The feeling of it growing in your mouth; the amazing feeling of it going in and out of your mouth and the pulsating as it erupts and shoots a full salty load in your mouth. Cock cum is so much tastier than pussy... more visually appealing too.
-If you suck cock you're bisexual... it really is as simple as that.
-I don't find men attractive at all. I only get hard looking at women. Yet, I find a cock appealing. I can't explain it: I'm not attracted to men, but I am attracted to cock.
-Cock sucking is a natural reality for any guy.
-I love sucking cock... always had ever since I was drunk and sucked a friend's cock after a football game. I suck cock a couple times a week, sometimes more, yet no one would know. I otherwise leave a very straight life. Wife, three kids, great job and a secretary that I can fuck any time I want.
-Sucking cock is like eating a Lay's potato chip: I bet you can't just eat one.
That made me laugh.
As I read more, including some describing their first time, I felt better.
I wasn't gay.
I wasn't alone.
Many guys fantasized about sucking cock.
Many straight guys actually sucked cock.
That all said, reading all the discussion on sucking cock really made me want to suck cock again.
I checked my phone and sighed, no response from Rose.
So, I went downstairs and had breakfast in the afternoon... which was the norm for the weekend.
I spent the rest of the afternoon doing homework, which I had fallen behind in, watched some television and texted some buddies.
Yet, throughout the day, I couldn't completely shake my hunger. Since Rose hadn't yet returned my call, and I sure wasn't sure if we were a couple or not (seriously, what the hell were we?), I decided instead of jerking off and watching another video I would call one of my sure things.
"Hey, Amanda, what are you up to?" I asked, turning back into my usual suave confident self.
"Writing my Death of a Salesman essay," she answered.
"Need a break? It sounds like you're bored to death."
"What do you have in mind?" she replied, laughing at my lame joke, moving into her girly playful mood herself. Amanda and I had dated briefly in grade eleven, but learned we were better as friends... which over time turned into friends with benefits.
"I don't know," I said back, flirting and feeling like my old self. "Maybe a little doctor."
"Why? Does something need to be resuscitated?" she said, her tone so sexy, my cock did just that.
"It sure does," I replied.
"Well come on over," she said.
Amanda lived only with her dad, her mom having ditched years ago, but he was almost never home. "Coming right now."
"Don't you dare," she giggled.
I laughed, as Amanda was one of the few high school girls I knew that loved cum. I had come in her mouth and cunt, and all over her tits and face. The only place she hadn't allowed me to come in was her ass... which she still refused me access to.
Twenty minutes later, Amanda was bobbing on my cock.
Five minutes after that, I was eating her pussy.
Five minutes after that, I was fucking her hard on all fours... insisting on this position as I tried to briefly reclaim my manhood.
Three orgasms later, Amanda could come and come again, I pulled out and coated her pretty face with my load.
Once spent, she said, as she scooped cum off her face and put it in her mouth, "I never understand why you guys always want to cum all over a girl's face. It's such a waste."
"Porn," I shrugged.
"Ahhh, the money shot," she nodded, as she sucked more of my cum off her fingers.
Suddenly I wanted cum again. I wanted to scoop that cum up and eat it.
I asked, trying to be casual, "So what does cum taste like?"
"Gooey and salty," she said, before adding, "want to try?"
"Ah, no," I said, trying to keep my manhood intact. I sure didn't need one of my sure thing booty calls thinking I was gay.
"It's super yummy," she said, as she scooped a small amount from her cheek and offered it to me.
"I think I'm good," I said, even though I badly wanted to suck the cum off her finger.
"So is this cum," she said, moving her finger to her mouth and sucking it sexily, like she was a porn star.
"I think I'll stick to cunt juice," I said, knowing she hated the 'c' word.
"Brian, how dare you," she said, slapping me.
"What? Cunt juice is really yummy," I teased.
"Stop! Stop! Stop!" she said, covering her ears, her beautiful face scrunching up in a way that wasn't at all pretty.
I leaned in and kissed her, deciding this may be a sly way to get just the slightest taste of the cum I was craving... my own.
She kissed me back, surprised, as kissing wasn't something we did. We sucked and licked and fucked.
I put my tongue in her mouth, searching for my cum and her tongue went into mine. The kiss was passionate but disappointing as I didn't taste any of the addictive seed I was searching for.
When I broke the kiss, she looked at me and said, "That was unexpected."
Shifting back to my usual asshole guy persona, I shrugged, "I figured it was the least I could do after I fucked that tight cunt of yours."
"You asshole," she said, slapping me hard.
I scooped some cum off her tits and moved it to her mouth, "Now don't you be wasting any of my precious cum."
Like the submissive she was, she opened her mouth and sucked the cum off my finger, sucking it like it was a cock.
Half an hour later I was back home.
Still craving cum.
I knew I shouldn't, as it only gave Rose more power in our already way too one sided relationship, but I texted her:
God, what have you done to me???
I left it vague. I wasn't going to declare in my text that I was craving cum, I was just trying to entice her to respond.
Again though, she didn't respond.
It was around eight-thirty when she finally responded, as I was binge watching a weird new show called Angie Tribeca.
It was just two words.
Craving cock?
I sighed. She knew exactly what I was feeling. She also knew she had me wrapped around her finger.
I responded back:
Just missing you.
She responded:
So you don't want cock at all right now?
I sighed again. Yes, badly! But writing it down in a text seemed so committal. Yet, I answered:
Maybe.
She responded:
It's a yes or no question. If this relationship is going to work you need to answer me honestly. I have no time for people who are not true to themselves. Life is way too short for games.
I stared at her words. Again the word 'relationship' was used. Yet, her words were giving me an ultimatum I wasn't used to. I was in high school and a guy: honesty wasn't really something I was used to sharing with the opposite sex.
Yet, I felt a rush of anxiety at her words. I didn't want to lose her... to lose whatever bizarre relationship we had.
I quickly texted back:
I'm sorry. Yes! Yes, I want to suck more cock. Badly.
I then stared at my phone... waiting for her to reply.
But she didn't reply.
I felt insecure, a feeling I had only felt once before when I was a rookie on the Varsity football team. But that was short lived when I became the first freshman to start in the history of my high school.
But this felt worse.
What if I had lost her?
I had never felt so alive as I did since I met her.
From the moment I first licked her pussy... drawn into her allure.
From the moment I watched the first video and was pulled into the wicked web of cock sucking.
From the moment I put that big black cock in my hand and then in my mouth.
From the moment I felt his cum explode in my mouth and down my throat.
I knew I was forever changed... maybe not mentally... but my body knew.
Rose had opened up a side of me I didn't know existed... and now that the door had been opened, I couldn't fathom closing it again.
Wanting to have a connection with Rose, I went to my laptop and watched the third video.
This video always had two cocks at once. Again, no talking, just words flashing on the screen.
(A hot blonde in a ponytail going back and forth between two big black cocks)
You
You have
You have an
You have an unexplainable
(A chubby blonde sucking one cock while stroking the other)
Desire
Desire to
Desire to suck
Desire to suck cock
(Another blonde, this time in a court room, jerking off two cocks at once)
You
You have
You have an
You have an uncontrollable
(A redhead getting splattered with two loads of cum... on loop when each additional word was added)
Urge
Urge to
Urge to eat
Urge to eat cum
(A teacher on her knees in front of her desk as she bobbed furiously back and forth on two of her student's cocks, her tits being mauled by whoever wasn't getting sucked)
On
On your
On your eager
On your eager knees
(A girl on her bed on all fours as she was face fucked by one cock and then another)
Surrounded
Surrounded by
Surrounded by big
Surrounded by big cock
(Two hot coeds sucking on two cocks and then swapping cocks)
Hungry
Hungry Mouth
Hungry Mouth wide
Hungry Mouth wide open
(A girl on her knees mouth wide open as two guys (a black cock and a white cock) furiously stroked their cocks)
Begging
Begging for
Begging for their
Begging for their cream
(Multiple girls flashing quickly with cum shooting into their mouth as words flashed on the screen)
Multiple
Multiple loads
Multiple loads of
Multiple loads of jizz
(Multiple girls flashing quickly with their mouths wide open and yummy white cum in view)
Feed
Feed on
Feed on fresh
Feed on fresh cum
(Multiple girls getting splattered with two loads of cum at once)
One
One load
One load never
One load never enough
(Multiple girls continue to suck cock and take facials)
Each load makes you hornier
Each load makes you hungrier
Each load makes you crave more
Each load makes you a full time cock sucker
Cock slut
Cock slave
Cum bucket
Cum junkie
Then the video volume came on as a pretty girl coated in cum looked directly into the camera and said, "Go ahead, cock sucker, you know what you want."
It then faded to black.
And God was she right.
I wanted cock.
I craved cum.
I texted Rose, desperate to let her know I was willing to declare to her without reservation what I wanted:
Rose
I just watched the third video.
It made me so hungry for cock and cum.
I'm sorry I didn't admit it earlier, but you need to understand that this is still very new to me and I am struggling with how I saw myself just a week ago.
Please don't give up on me.
This time, she responded a couple of minutes later, my cock still hard but I was desperately trying not to touch myself.
I'm sorry if I overreacted. My period is due tomorrow and I'm a real bitch right before it comes. Tell you what, get video 4 ready and call me. I want to be with you tonight.
I quickly texted back:
I'll call you in a minute.
I quickly got undressed, got the video ready and called Rose.
"Hey baby," she purred, acting as if nothing was different, "Is that cock of yours nice and hard?"
"Rock hard," I admitted.
"Mmmmmmm," she purred. After a moment, she ordered, "Press play."
I did.
As it started, Rose said, "I'm going to talk to you as the video plays, okay baby?"
"Yes," I nodded, even though she couldn't see my head movement, as I watched a brunette on her bed, her head lying over the end, a cock ever so slowly moving in and out of her mouth.
ACCEPTANCE
"Have you accepted you're a cock sucker, baby?" Rose asked.
"Yes," I admitted, not going to let my testosterone hide my new reality, even as I watched the big cock slide in and out of the girl's mouth, imagining it was me.
The scene changed to another brunette, in pigtails, each being held by a man's hand as he too slowly pumped his cock in and out of her mouth.
THIS IS WHO YOU ARE
"Tell me, baby, what are you?" she asked.
"A cock sucker," I replied, mesmerized by the slow motion of the cock sliding in and out of a mouth.
"I'm rubbing my cunt while we're talking, baby," she moaned softly. "I want you to stroke your cock, but don't come yet. I want us to come together. Okay, baby?"
"Okay," I replied, moving my hand to my raging hard-on.
The scene again changed to a black woman on her knees under a desk sucking a big white dick.
GET ON YOUR KNEES
"Are you on your knees, baby?" Rose asked, before adding, "Like a good cocksucker?"
I quickly moved onto my knees and answered, "I am now."
"Good boy," she purred. "I can imagine you on your knees gazing up at James' glorious dick."
"Me too," I answered, recalling the big black cock, my mouth watering.
A MILF showed up on the screen bobbing slowly up and down on the big cock of a much younger guy.
WORSHIP COCK
"If I get you another cock are you going to worship it, baby?" Rose asked.
"Yes," I answered.
"Tell me, baby, tell me what you want," Rose whispered so sultrily she sounded like a phone sex operator.
"I just want to be on my knees, bobbing on a big hard cock," I admitted, wishing there was one in front of me right at that moment.
"Oh yes, baby, you looked so fucking hot with cock in your mouth, so natural," she continued, "just like that slut."
On the video a hot brunette bobbed furiously on a big black cock, no longer in slow motion like the previous scenes.
BEG FOR IT
"Oh yeah," I groaned, wondering if I could ever suck cock so voraciously.
"With enough practice you can devour a cock like that, baby," she said.
"I can't imagine," I said, even though I could.
"Oh yes, baby, practice makes perfect," she said.
"Well, then I need to get back to work," I joked.
"Mmmmmmmm," she whispered, "You want some cock right now, don't you?"
"God, yes," I groaned, as I watched the video.
A woman wearing a bun, as if she were a librarian, was sucking a nice thick dick.
YOU WANT THAT LOAD IN YOUR MOUTH
"You want that load, don't you, my cock sucker?" she asked.
I continued to admit my hunger, "Yes, I'd love a load of cum in my mouth."
"Would you swallow it all or share it with me, baby?" she questioned, the idea suddenly appealing... sharing cum with her.
"That would be awesome," I replied.
"I'm happy my cock sucker isn't selfish," she said.
"As long as you share any cum you get," I countered, realizing the entire conversation was utterly bizarre.
A black girl was now on the video sucking a big cock through a glory hole. Instantly, I wondered if there were any glory holes in our city... there must be.
YOU WILL SUCK COCK, ANY TIME, ANY PLACE
"Maybe I need to take you to a glory hole, baby," she said, "that way you could suck as many cocks as you wanted."
"Are there glory holes here?" I asked, as I watched the black girl suck cock.
"Oh yeah, there are two at the college I know of," she answered, "not to mention the adult stores, of course."
"Really?" I asked, instantly curious where they would be.
"Oh yeah, it's where many of the closet cock suckers go to get their share of cock," she said.
"I see," I said, trying not to sound too excited by the idea.
Another black girl was sucking cock, although this time in a kitchen.



GET READY FOR A BIG THICK LOAD
Fuck I wanted a load.
"How many loads do you think you could do in a row?" she asked.
"I have no idea," I admitted. Deciding to try and learn more about my mysterious girlfriend (again not sure that was the right term), I asked, "How may have you sucked in a row?"
"That's a rather personal question, don't you think?" she asked, even as she giggled.
"My record in a day is one," I joked.
"Well mine is about twelve times your number," she said.
"Really?" I asked, unable to fathom a scenario where twelve cocks would be available.
A picture of a cheerleader getting roughly face fucked came onto the screen.
YOUR MOUTH IS FOR OTHER'S PLEASURE
"And believe it or not, that was at a Christian youth camp," she added, which made my mouth drop.
"No way," I said.
"Oh yeah, I was worshipping all day," she joked.
"Crazy."
"Church kids are often the biggest sinners," she explained.
"I guess I should start going to church," I joked back.
"Oh, I plan to give you lots of opportunities to worship, baby," she said.
"Promises, promises," I teased.
"Oh trust me," she said, "I'll give you all the cock you can eat."
The video changed to a brunette girl getting a mouthful of cum.
SAVOUR THE TEXTURE OF PERFECTION
"God, she looks hot with that mouthful of cum," she said.
"Agreed," I concurred.
"Are you ready to come, baby?" she asked.
"God, yes," I said, so close.
"When that black cock explodes all over the slut in a minute I want you to come right then and there, is that clear?"
"Yes," I agreed, although that wasn't the scene I was watching.
The scene changed a second later but it was twins both getting splattered with cum.
YOU WERE BORN TO SUCK
"Not yet, baby," she moaned, "but soon, baby."
I focused on the video, pumping my cock, and yet trying to control myself, for a few more seconds.
Then the black cock appeared and a second later splattered a cute brunette all over her face and I grunted, "Coming."
EAT YOUR DINNER
"Me too," she screamed, loudly.
"Fuck," I groaned, as my cum shot like a cannon and actually splattered the girl's face on my computer screen.
"Oh yeah, baby, come for me," she said.
"Too late," I whimpered, as rope after rope shot out of me and onto my blanket as I shifted slightly to avoid my computer screen.
There was silence as the video ended and we both recovered from our orgasms.
"Well, baby, if you want I can get you a nice cock tomorrow," she said.
"I'd love that," I said, even after coming I was still hungry for cock.
"I'll text you when I have it set up," she said.
"Okay," I agreed, before reminding her, "but remember I have school tomorrow."
"I know," she said. "Good night, baby."
"Good night," I replied, always disappointed when my precious time with Rose was done.
I shut down my computer and went right to bed. Tomorrow was another day and maybe another cock.
...
As was becoming my new ritual, I woke up and watched a new video.
This one had only one phrase flash across the scene every ten seconds or so: YOU'RE A COCK SUCKER.
Instead, this time a sexy female voice, not Rose's, spoke throughout the video. Her words were so soothing, so convincing, that if I had any doubts about what I was becoming they were erased by her logic.
Don't deny your urges (A gorgeous blonde girl on her knees licking a hard shaft before she took it in her mouth)
Embrace your natural position on your knees (A cute Latino on her knees sucking on a big ball sack)
You have only one purpose in life (A chubby redhead playing with her massive tits as a black cock slid in and out of her mouth)
You have a really important mission to complete (A nerdy girl with glasses getting a face full of cum)
You are going to surrender your mouth to alpha males (a cheerleader on her knees getting roughly face fucked)
Don't you wish that was you on your knees with a mouthful of hard cock (a nurse with her mouth stretched from a huge thick cock)
Don't you wish that was you taking a thick load of white cum (a girl dressed as Snow White getting some man-made snow plastered on her face)
God, you want to serve big hard cocks (a naked girl, a butt plug in her ass as she is surrounded by five cocks)
You want to replace that slut and become the cock slut you were born to be (a hot brunette slobbering on a huge black cock)
You want to be a faggot if that means you get to suck cock and eat cum (three guys pumping their cocks at an older MILF)
You are going to be a cock sucker (An Asian girl bobbing on a cock like there's no tomorrow)
You are going to be a dick smoker (A Russian looking girl getting face fucked furiously)
You are going to be a cum bucket (A blonde in a middle of a bukkake as her face seemed to have a few loads already on her as two more cocks splattered her face)
You are going to be a complete faggot (Another blonde sucking cock... this time a delicious black one)
And... there's not a damn thing you can do about it (An airline stewardess sucking one passenger, while stroking two more passengers)
Because that's what you are (A brunette in yoga pants was getting fucked, the first time I had seen that, while sucking a cock)
Because that's your purpose in life (A blonde getting dp'd by two black cocks while sucking on a third)
God, you just have to suck dick (A blonde with red streaks stroking a big cock while she sucked on his balls)
Big hard juicy dick (Another blonde swirled her tongue around a thick mushroom top)
Sweet yummy cum (Yet another blonde had her mouth wide open as a cock spewed his white seed into her)
This is what you want (The video shifted to slow motion as a guy stroked his big hard cock aimed directly at me)
This is what you crave (Another cock, this time black, was being stroked while a girl on her knees waited eagerly)
This is what you must have (Another cock aimed directly at me and after a few seconds it erupted splattering the camera with cum)
Eat up faggot.
As the video ended I wanted nothing more than to be able to eat up that fresh load of cum that was on the other side of the video.
Hungry, I texted Rose, no longer hiding behind any perceived masculinity:
Watched video 5... God I need a cock!!
I went to the shower and jerked off while imagining I was sucking James' cock, hoping that Rose found me a cock to suck... which I still found surreal and yet true.
When I went to get dressed, there was a text from Rose:
Lunch time you will be getting a nice snack!
My cock instantly flinched.
I texted back:
At your place?
She texted back:
Just have your cell on and your mouth ready.
I replied:
Yes, ma'am!
I then realized I had called her ma'am. She didn't respond back and I got dressed, had breakfast and headed to school.
The morning went by fast, as I had a quiz, a Chemistry lab and a guest speaker for History talking about the impact of slavery throughout his family's history, which was fascinating.
As soon as the lunch bell rang, I checked my phone for a message... none.
I was craving cock so badly. So badly that as Eugene walked by I recalled how big his dick was and my mouth began to water. I chuckled to myself 'Could you imagine the look on his face if I walked up to him after gym class and sucked his cock?'
As I did this, Mary walked up behind me and asked, "What're you doing for lunch?"
"What?" I asked, hearing the question, but not processing it as I tried to push Eugene's dick out of my head.
"Lunch?" Mary asked, before adding, all seductively, "At my place."
Mary and I often went to her place to fuck... and I had never turned it down before... she was a complete nympho and did something with her cunt that seemed to just milk my cock. I stammered, just as my phone vibrated, "Maybe tomorrow. I have to meet with coach about scholarships."
She said, with a smile, "Fine, but you better be available tomorrow or I'll find someone else."
"You can't find anyone else like me," I countered, back in suave mode.
"Don't be too smug," she said, just as Camry, who I knew had eaten out Rose and been fucked by her, came walking by.
Camry smiled, a smile that told me she knew it was me on the phone when she was munching Rose's box, "Hey, Brian. How's it going?"
I stammered, "G-g-good."
Mary whispered as Camry kept walking, "You better not be fucking that bitch too," and walked away jealous.
I shook my head and checked my phone message.
Go to Luigi's parking lot and there is a black van. Knock on the back door.
I texted back, surprised by what she was suggesting:
Really?
She texted back:
If you want a nice hard cock, there is one in the black van. But he won't wait forever.
I began walking out of the school and towards the restaurant a block away. Yet, I wasn't sure I could go through with this. I had assumed I would be going to her place... a safe place. Yet, this seemed risky, What if someone saw me going into the van or coming out of it?
Yet, God I wanted a cock and prayed by sucking one and getting a load I could finally think straight again... my hunger distracting me greatly.
I texted back, once outside:
Okay, but I'm pretty nervous about going to a stranger's van.
She texted back:
You said you wanted a cock, so I got you one. He's a friend of mine and has a nice big cock.
Hearing those words 'Nice big cock' made my cock harden... shit, I was becoming a faggot.
She added:
And he can cum buckets!!
I replied, as I saw the black van with the words 'Vector Plumbing' parked at the side of the restaurant, somewhat hidden:
I'm almost there. I can see the van.
She texted back:
Enjoy, my cock sucker.
I replied back:
LOL!
A minute later I was at the van. I looked around, made sure no one else was around and quickly scurried to the back and knocked before I could change my mind.
The door opened and a guy with a deep voice said, "Come on in."
I quickly did, still not looking at who was letting me in.
He closed the door and said, "So Rose says you want some dick."
"Yeah," I nodded, not looking up, but at his crotch.
He said, as he sat on a milk crate, "Well come and get it. I don't have all day."
"Yes, sir," I obeyed, still not looking up to see what he looked like... even though his deep voice made it clear he was older than me.
I moved to him and dropped to my knees, thinking the whole time both 'I can't believe I'm doing this' and 'God, I hope he has a big dick.'
I fumbled with his belt and zipper, excited trepidation coursing through me.
"Fuck, you're eager aren't you?" he asked, chuckling heartily as I struggled to get his cock out.
"Yes, sir," I nodded mindlessly, as I got his flaccid cock out and immediately leaned down and took it in my mouth.
"Oh yeah, faggot, get my cock nice and hard," he groaned, as his thick cock began to grow in my mouth. I loved this feeling. The feeling of knowing his cock was getting hard because of me.
I swirled my tongue around his cock head, trying to accelerate the growth. I wanted to bob up and down on it. I wanted to feel its iron hardness. I wanted to be the cock sucker that I had been brainwashed to be over the past week.
"Oh yeah, Rose didn't tell me how eager you would be," he said, as his cock hardened in-between my lips.
I wondered how Rose knew him.
I wondered what Rose said about me.
Yet, I pushed those thoughts aside as his cock completely hardened in my mouth.
"Now get sucking, faggot," he ordered. "I only have a few minutes, since you took so long to get here."
So I began bobbing. The position was different when he was sitting, compared to James who had been standing, and it took a bit of time to get used to the angle and position.
"Clearly, you're still a rookie," he said, sounding not overly impressed by my ability.
This made me both insecure and determined. If I was going to be a cock sucker, I wanted to be a good cock sucker... as ludicrous as that sounded.
I focused on getting into a constant rhythm from the less comfortable position.
After a minute or two, he said, "That's better."
A rush of excitement coursed through me at the slightest compliment as I began smoothly bobbing up and down on his cock.
"Oh yeah," he groaned, "much better. You really are a faggot... coming into a stranger's van during your lunch break to suck dick."
Not much to say: partly because it was true and partly because I had a mouthful of dick.
Yet, I didn't feel ashamed at the derogatory words... I just wanted to be a good cock sucker. I just wanted that load of cum that was buried in his ball sack.
"Oh yes, keep it up and I'll give you what you came here for" he said, "A nice load of cum."
I did it before I realized I had moaned.
He chuckled, "You really want my cum, don't you, faggot?"
Now bobbing faster, desperate to get him off, I again moaned on his cock.
He grabbed my head off his cock and ordered, "Tell me, faggot. Tell me what you want."
"I want your cum, sir," I answered without hesitation, looking up for the first time to the face that owned this delicious cock, desperately wanting his dick back in my mouth.
"Tell me how much you want it, faggot," he ordered, tapping his cock on my open mouth.
"So bad, sir. I want you to shoot your cum in my faggot mouth." I replied, willing to degrade myself for the opportunity to have the beautiful cock back in-between my lips.
"Well, go ahead, it ain't going to suck itself," he said.
Permission granted, I quickly took his cock back in my mouth and began sucking furiously.
"Oh yeah, faggot, work for your treat," he groaned.
And, after a couple more minutes, he grunted and said, just before his hot seed exploded into my mouth, "Swallow it all, faggot."
I gagged briefly, the first load shooting straight up inside my mouth.
"Don't you dare waste my cum, faggot," he demanded, even as he kept coming in my mouth.
And although it was a struggle in this position, I swallowed every drop... a rush of pride coursing through me at succeeding.
He grabbed his phone and typed something into it before saying, "Enter your number, faggot."
I wasn't sure it was a good idea, but I grabbed the phone and saw the name he gave me: faggot3. Oddly, that made me feel jealous. He had others. Yet, I typed in my cell and handed him the phone.
"I'll be in contact when I have a load I need to dump," he said, as he put his dick away.
"Uh, okay," I said, still on my knees.
"Well, get going," he said. "I need to get back to work."
"Okay, bye," I said, suddenly feeling awkward... dirty... sick. I got out of the van and quickly looked around to make sure no one saw me. No one did.
I went into the restaurant to use the washroom, suddenly feeling pathetic... weak... confused and used.
I washed my face and headed back to school, my head spinning with confusion. Why had I just walked into a stranger's van and sucked his cock? Why did I feel such remorse after the fact?
Guilt.
Insecurity.
A faggot.
In the videos it was okay.
When I was in the act of sucking cock it was okay.
Yet... now... I felt completely confused.
Then my phone buzzed.
Did you enjoy your lunch snack?
I stared at the question for a couple of minutes as I walked back to school... cum aftertaste still lingering in my mouth.
I did enjoy sucking his cock.
I did enjoy being on my knees.
I did enjoy swallowing that load of cum.
Yet, now I was wracked with guilt... with confusion.
I texted back:
Yes, but now I feel guilty.
She responded:
That is natural. You are still coming to grips with your sexuality.
Wanting to be honest, I explained:
I feel dirty and pathetic.
My phone rang.
I answered it.
Rose kept talking as if the texts were a conversation, "If you just got a blow job, should that girl feel dirty and pathetic?"
"No, but that is different," I replied.
"How?" she asked.
My thought was 'because girls suck cock.' But I knew that would not be something she would appreciate. So I answered, "I don't know. It's just craving cock and cum is kind of... weird."
"Well, I find it sexy," Rose said. "I mean, I find you more a man now that you have accepted the truth of your sexuality... Something most men don't do until they are in their forties and start sucking dick behind their wife's back. Now that... that is pathetic,"
"Does that happen?" I asked, the vision of my dad sucking cock popping into my head... which seemed a complete impossibility.
"Shit, married men are often the hungriest cock suckers there are," she answered, while laughing.
"You really are changing my world view," I said.
"Feeling guilty is natural," she continued. "You were born and raised in a black and white world... but the world is grey."
"I guess," I said.
"If you still feel guilty in a few hours than we will talk," she said. "But if you end up wanting to watch more videos or suck cock... then your guilt is just a natural feeling as you fully transition and accept your role as a cock sucker."
"Okay, sensei," I joked, the entire conversation unreal... like every aspect of my life since I first set my eyes on Rose.
"I got to get to class," she said. "talk to you later, baby."
"Okay, love you," I said, and then realized what I had said... words I had never said to a girl before.
Thankfully she hung up.
I prayed that she hadn't heard me say it.
One thing I knew: never say 'I love you' first.
The bell rang and my confused thoughts were pushed to the side.
After gym class, I was in the locker room and as I saw dick after dick after dick... I instantly became hungry. This instantly worried me. My sudden desire for cock... triggered so simply by seeing one. I shook my head and went to my locker, deciding I would shower at home.
Yet, on my way, Eugene walked by and I couldn't help but look down as he passed me.
He didn't seem to notice, but my mouth watered at the thought of sucking his cock.
I hurried to the washroom and sat on the toilet again, wondering what was becoming of me.
I was home after dinner, when Rose texted me:
Have you craved cock at all?
I sighed, Eugene's cock instantly popping into my head.
I responded:
A little.
She responded:
Who?
I replied:
A nerd of all people.
She responded:
LOL. Most nerds have big dicks... so often is that the case that I think instead of the often wrong correlation of big feet = big dick, it should be big brain = big dick.
I laughed to myself at the odd correlation, before I added:
For a guy that doesn't weigh a hundred pounds, he has a ten pound dick.
She asked:



Do you want to suck it?
I sighed. I hated these questions. Truthfully, yes I wanted to suck that beautiful dick of his... but I didn't want to suck Eugene. Even though they were the same thing, in my head they were completely different... the dick and the person were detachable in my head. Yes, I wanted his cock... badly. No, I didn't want to suck Eugene.
I replied:
Yes, I want to suck his cock, but no I don't want to suck Eugene.
She responded:
You want to detach the person from the dick. I understand. True cock suckers are focused on the dick, the plain dick and nothing but the dick.
I couldn't believe it. She was quoting 'Dragnet'. No girl I ever met even knew what 'Dragnet' was.
I asked:
You know 'Dragnet'?
She replied:
It was my dad's favourite show. I even liked the Tom Hanks movie, even though it was so bad.
I laughed. The movie was terrible... but yet I loved it too.
I replied:
Sometimes I think we share the same brain.
She replied:
Well we do both like cock.
I replied:
Sucking it anyways.
She replied, completely changing the topic:
Have you watched video 6?
I responded:
No.
She replied:
Watch it tonight and then watch part seven after supper tomorrow... before I pick you up at eight.
I replied, instantly excited:
You're picking me up tomorrow?
She replied:
At eight. No touching that cock until then, is that understood?
I replied, even as my cock grew:
Yes, ma'am.
She replied:
Don't you mean, Mistress????? My mom is ma'am.
I quickly corrected myself:
Of course, Mistress.
She repeated her expectations of me:
So watch 6 tonight, seven tomorrow night and no touching that cock. You need to be refreshed and ready for tomorrow night.
I asked:
And what is tomorrow night?
She replied:
That is for me to know and you to find out. Good night, cock sucker.
I replied:
Good night, Mistress.
She didn't respond again and I went to the laptop and got ready to watch six, even though the fact that I couldn't come made it less exciting to watch.
Yet, it didn't stop me from watching it.
This one was again in slow motion often as words popped up on the screen while simultaneously being spoken by a sultry voice.
YOU NEED THAT COCK IN YOUR MOUTH (A young blonde, on her knees, staring at the big hard cock in front of him)
WORSHIP IT (An older woman with her hair in a bun licking the long shaft)
WORSHIP THAT COCK (A brunette in lingerie swirling her tongue around a thick mushroom top)
As I watched the video, focusing more on the cocks than the girls, I wanted one in my mouth again.
I wanted to stroke a hard shaft.
I wanted to feel a soft cock harden in my mouth.
I wanted to lick a mushroom head.
TAKE IT IN YOUR MOUTH (The same brunette took the cock in her mouth)
DEEPER (The same brunette took the cock deeper into her mouth)
DEEPER (The same brunette took the cock even deeper into her mouth)
DEEPER (The same brunette with a mouthful of cock... the big balls resting on her chin)
SO THICK (A girl's hand stroking a big black cock that was super thick)
I wondered how something that thick would feel in my mouth.
SO HARD (A girl's hand stroking a long white cock)
SO YUMMY (A girl stroking a big thick hard cock as cum rocketed out of it)
God, I needed cum.
YOU'RE A COCK SUCKER (No longer in slow motion, a redhead furiously bobbing on a juicy looking cock)
YOU ONLY GET SATISFACTION FROM SUCKING COCK (A chubby blonde, lying on her back, getting her face roughly fucked)
SUCKING COCK UNTIL YOU GET THEIR LOAD (A blonde with huge tits sucking cock while stroking two others)
THEIR SWEET LOAD (A librarian, in the library, wearing glasses, getting a massive load splattered on her face and glasses)
THEIR CUM (Two black cocks simultaneously shooting their thick white loads on a chubby black girl with massive tits)
CUM (A nerd in pigtails getting a load all over her face)
CUM (A tanned blonde at the beach getting a load on her face)
CUM (A nurse in all white getting a load on her face)
Each load that splattered a girl's face made me want cum more. It also made me wonder what getting a facial would feel like.
YOUR ONLY PURPOSE IS TO SERVE (A stewardess in the cockpit on her knees sucking one pilot while jerking off another)
YOU DON'T NEED TO COME (A blonde dressed in an all red devil's outfit sucking a guy in angel outfit, which made me smirk)
YOU ONLY NEED CUM (A redhead coated in cum drinking a martini glass full of cum)
CUM (Two girls with their mouths wide open as a load of cum hit both their faces)
CUM (Two more girls, this time they looked like a mother and daughter team, as two big black cocks shot their loads on them)
CUM (Six girls all in a circle all with their faces dripping with cum as a dozen men stroked their cocks and painted their faces)
SUCKING COCK IS A PRIVELEGE (Back to slow motion, as an utterly beautiful blonde sucked an equally beautiful massive black cock)
WORSHIP THAT COCK (Back to full speed as the same blonde furiously bobbed back and forth on that amazing black cock)
RECEIVE YOUR GIFT OF CUM (Back to slow motion as cum rocketed out of the beautiful black cock)
CUM (And onto her face)
CUM (Again)
CUM (Again)
I was surprised by how short the video was... and, oddly, how disappointed I was.
I texted Rose:
Video 6 done.
Cock hard.
She responded:
Are you still feeling guilty?
Or are you craving cock?
I admitted:
No and yes.
She instructed:
Tomorrow I'm going to give you something so amazing!!
I asked:
What is it?
She responded:
That is for MISTRESS to know and COCK SUCKER to wait and obey.
I sighed.
My cock begging for release.
Yes MISTRESS!!
When she didn't respond, I reluctantly went to bed. It took forever to fall asleep as my cock refused to go to bed.
...
The next morning, I didn't watch a video knowing that would make me nuts if I couldn't unload my nuts.
Plus, I only had one more video to watch... although I planned to re-watch the first video with Rose's voice.
I went to school, hung out with some friends who asked why I was acting different.
I avoided seeing Eugene's dick as I stayed in the gym after school to work out.
I got back home, had dinner and watched the last video.
As it started, it had a title, 'GLORYHOLE'.
Every clip was of a girl or two at a glory hole.
YOUR HUNGER BROUGHT YOU HERE (A big hard cock sticking out of a glory hole)
YOU DESPERATELY NEEDED A SNACK (A blonde coed stroking a thick, but small rod)
SO HUNGRY FOR COCK (A blue eyed blonde sucking a nice hard dick)
SO HUNGRY FOR CUM (A brunette in a ponytail getting a load on her face)
HOT WARM CUM (A naked small breasted brunette opening her mouth to show a mouthful of cum)
YOU COULD SUCK COCK ALL DAY (A black-haired beauty going back and forth between two cocks)
COCK WAITING TO FILL YOUR MOUTH (A black cock sticking out of the hole glistening)
TIME TO GET ON YOUR KNEES (A redhead dropping to her knees in front of that glorious big black stick)
TIME TO SATISFY YOUR CRAVING (The same redhead leaning forward and taking the beautiful black snake in her mouth)
TIME TO SUCK COCK (The same redhead bobbing on the hypnotic black hammer)
TIME TO GET YOUR CUM FIX (The same redhead taking a load in her open mouth)
FEED (A brunette getting a load in her open mouth)
TASTE (A blonde getting cum leaking out of a cock and oozing into her mouth)
SWALLOW (A blonde showing a full load in her mouth... before she swallowed it all)
PULSATING COCKS FILL YOU (A nun, of all things, bobbing on a cock)
EVERY LOAD MAKES YOU WANT MORE (A brunette cheerleader in pigtails with a couple of loads already on her face bobbing on a cock)
THICK CUM (An older woman sticking her tongue out with a full load of cum)
SALTY CUM (A chubby black woman scooping cum from her coated face and putting it in her mouth)
WARM CUM (Two cocks spraying at once as a naked redhead stroked both of them)
LOAD AFTER LOAD (Nerdy girl getting a facial)
ALL YOU WANT IS COCK (Three cocks waiting to be sucked, each a different size)
ALL YOU WANT IS CUM (A huge cock exploding cum all over the brunette who was stroking the cock)
KNEES (A redhead on her knees bobbing furiously)
ADDICT (A blonde in a bikini sucking cock)
CRAVE (A long haired blonde licking a long shaft)
SWALLOW (A brunette wearing a ball cap backwards deep throating a cock)
LUST (A brunette slowly licking up a thick black prick)
SWALLOW (A brunette swallowing a yummy load)
OBSESS (A bald woman sucking slowly)
OBEY (A girl in a pink prom dress with cum all over it)
ADORE (A bride stroking two cocks while sucking a third)
WORSHIP (A girl in cowgirl gear swirling her tongue around the mushroom top)
YOU LOVE SUCKING STRANGER'S COCK (A panned back shot to see a fat guy on the other end being sucked by a beautiful young blonde)
YOU LOVE HAVING COCK AFTER COCK (Still panned shot of a priest getting sucked by a large black girl)
YOU LOVE NOT SEEING THEIR FACE (Still panned shot of a younger guy and a much older woman sucking him)
YOU LOVE TAKING LOAD AFTER LOAD (Back to only the glory hole and a redhead taking a load all over her glasses)
THIS IS YOU (A blonde on her knees looking up at a cock)
A COCK SUCKER (The same blonde taking the cock in her mouth)
THAT COULD BE YOU (The same blonde bobbing hungrily on the cock)
A COCK SUCKER (The same blonde furiously sucking dick)
SUCKING COCK (The same blonde with her lips wrapped around the cock as the guy on the other side of the wall fucked her face)
EATING CUM (The same blonde scooping cum off her face and eating it)
YOU'RE A CUM SLUT (A redhead coated in cum, licking cum off the floor of the gloryhole
YOU'RE A COCK SUCKER (A brunette sucking a thin, long cock)
YOUR PURPOSE IS TO SUCK (A brunette, in slow motion, sucking a big, thick cock)
CUM IS YOUR ADDICTION (A brunette catching a mouthful of cum)
CUM IS YOUR LIFE (The same brunette swallowing the mouthful of yummy cum)
YOU NEED TO BE FED (The blonde in a ponytail feeding on a big juicy black cock)
YOU NEED FRESH CUM (A load shooting into a blonde's open mouth)
YOU NEED FRESH CUM DIRECTLY FROM THE SOURCE (Another load shooting into a brunette's mouth)
FRESH (Close up of a black dick rocketing cum out)
YUMMY (Close up of a girl's face as it gets splattered with cum)
CREAMY (Close up of a load of cum on a girl's lips and her tongue licking the cum)
CUM (Close up of cum in an open mouth)
THIS IS WHO YOU ARE (A redhead bobbing on a cock)
A COCK SUCKER (A blonde bobbing on a cock)
A CUM BUCKET (A brunette getting splattered with cum)
A GLORY HOLE QUEEN (A brunette sucking cock, taking a load, and then turning to the camera and opening her mouth to show a load of cum. She swallows and the video fades to black)
My mouth was watering.
My dick was rock hard.
I needed cock.
I needed cum.
I needed to cum.
I texted Rose:
Video 7 done.
Rose texted back:
Hungry?
I replied:
For cum!!
She texted:
I'll be there in 15.
I texted back:
I'll be ready.
I shut down my laptop, went to the washroom, and put on some cologne.
I went outside and waited... excited to see Rose again.
When she pulled up, I got into the car.
She smiled, "You look hot, baby."
"You too," I replied, looking into her beautiful eyes.
She started driving and I asked, "Where are we going?"
"Somewhere special," she answered.
"That's vague," I said.
"Hungry?" she asked a couple of minutes later.
"Starving," I answered.
"Well, it's time to feed you," she said, as she pulled into a strip mall.
A strip mall with an adult store.
I instantly knew what she had in mind.
I stammered, "A-a-a gloryhole?"
"Do you want to go in?" she asked.
I didn't know the answer to the question.
Part of me did.
But part of me was scared.
She saw my confusion and said, "It's the perfect place to practice, to get your fix and see once and for all if this is who you are."
"And what am I?" I asked.
"My cock sucking boyfriend," she answered.
My eyes went big.
I asked, "I'm your boyfriend?"
"If you want to be," she smiled, leaning forward and kissing me.
I kissed her back as my head swirled as the answer I had been searching for was finally revealed.
When she broke the kiss, she asked, "So, are you my boyfriend?"
"Yes," I nodded.
Her hand went to my cock, "My cock sucking boyfriend?"
"I'll be whatever you want me to be," I replied, completely under her spell.
"Mmmmmm," she moaned softly. "Well, I want to watch you sucking cock. Will you go and suck some cock for me?"
"Yes," I nodded.
"Do you want to go suck some cock?" she asked.
"God, yes," I nodded, the glory hole video flashing in my head.
"If you take five loads, I'll take one in any hole you want," she said, as she kissed me again, squeezed my cock in my pants and got out of the car.
I stammered, as I got out, "Any hole?"
"Any hole," she smiled, as she took my hand and led me into the adult shop.
"I love you," I said again, before realizing it... again.
She stopped, turned to me, and said, "I don't know if I love you Brian, but I like you... a lot." She kissed me again, before breaking the kiss and saying, "Now let's go watch you suck dick."
"So romantic," I laughed.
"Never buy me fucking flowers either," she said.
"Good to know," I laughed, as we entered the adult shop.
"Lingerie, vibrators, anal beads are fine though," she said, "always make it practical."
"Marry me," I joked.
"Play your cards right and one day you'll be my bride," she quipped, as she led me down a hallway and into a room.
A small room.
With a hole in two of the walls.
And a stool.
"Ready?" she asked.
"How does it work?"
"Sometimes a cock just pokes into the hole, or if there is a guy in the other room, you stick your finger inside as an offer. Usually, no words are spoken. Some guys come here to suck, some guys come here to get sucked, nothing more, nothing less," she explained.
"How do you know such rules?" I asked.
"I plead the fifth," she smiled. She then added, "There is a guy in the one room."
"So I just put a finger in?" I asked.
"Yep," she nodded.
I walked to the wall, sat on the stool and, after a deep breath, I put my finger in the hole and wiggled.
After a moment, I pulled my finger out and waited.
After another moment, a smallish, semi-erect cock popped in front of me.
Rose said, "Cock one, baby."
I smiled, leaned forward, hungry for cock, eager to please her, dying to fuck her, and took the cock in my mouth.
It quickly grew in my mouth as Rose purred, "Oh yeah, baby, get it nice and hard."
And I did. Once hard, though much smaller than my first two, I began sucking, easily taking the entire cock in my mouth with each forward bob.
Quickly, I found out a couple of things:
1. I liked the idea that I had no idea who I was sucking. No idea what he looked like; no idea how old he was.
2. The wall was kind of annoying.
He groaned and said, "Oh fuck, so good."
And it was.
I loved cock in my mouth.
"God, you look so fucking hot, baby," Rose said, as her hands rubbed my back.
I bobbed hungrily on the cock, craving my first load... my first of at least five.
In under two minutes, the guy on the other side of the wall grunted and deposited a load in my mouth, which I easily swallowed.
Once he pulled out, Rose said, "I mean it, you look so fucking hot sucking cock."
"You just look so fucking hot," I said.
A coughing sound came from behind me.
Rose said, looking to the other hole, "Well, looks like you have cock number two waiting for you."
I turned around and saw an already hard and bigger cock poking through the other wall.
I got up, walked over to it, moved the stool out of the way and dropped to my knees, finding that the most comfortable position to be on when sucking dick... plus, somehow, it just seemed natural.
I took his cock in my hand and stroked it as I leaned forward and took a second cock in my mouth.
It was thicker and longer than the first and it took me longer to get adjusted to it than the smaller cock I had easily deep-throated.
"That's it baby," Rose purred, "show me how much you love cock."
The words were still crazy and yet I did 'love cock' and I did want to show her how much.
I moved my hand away and focused giving all the pleasure with my mouth.
The guy groaned, "That's it, cock sucker, suck it good."
He sounded like a moron, but his cock was great and I focused on it instead of whoever it was attached to.
I began to bob back and forth on his cock, each forward bob taking more and more of his cock in my mouth.
As I sucked, Rose pressed her body against me from behind and rubbed her hands all over my chest as she whispered, "You're such a sexy cock sucker, baby."
I'd always found girls looked hot when they were sucking my dick or doing so in porn, but had never considered a guy could be sexy with a cock in his mouth. Yet, it was obvious that Rose found guys sucking cock hot like I found girls eating pussy hot.
Her soft words were echoed by the guy on the other side. "Oh fuck, keep sucking, cock sucker. Such an amazing mouth."
It was hard to believe I was sucking cock at a glory hole. But it was equally hard to believe how natural sucking cock felt... like it was what I was meant to do.



"Faster, baby," Rose whispered, "take that entire cock in that pretty cock sucking mouth."
Being called 'pretty' was almost as weird as being called a 'cock sucker', but I didn't care. I loved cock in my mouth and having her talking to me, touching me only enhanced the experience.
After a couple more minutes of hungry cock sucking, I could hear his moans getting louder and he warned, "I'm about to come."
I would learn that warning was a common courtesy given most of the time in case a cock sucker didn't want to swallow, but I wanted his load. I kept bobbing and was surprised when he came that his cum didn't explode in my mouth like the previous three had, in my limited cock sucking experience, but seemed to ooze out as if I was milking a cow.
I swallowed his load eagerly as it slowly was deposited in me.
Once done, he pulled out and said, "Thanks, man. That was great."
"You're welcome," I responded, not knowing what else to say.
"Still want more?" Rose asked.
"Yes," I admitted, feeling kind of drunk on cock and cum and looking forward to the promise made by Rose to fuck any of her three holes once I sucked five cocks.
"Because you want more cock or because you want to fuck me?" she asked.
"Can't it be both?" I asked.
"It can be," she agreed, as she kissed the back of my neck.
"Good," I said, before adding, "I'm not sure I can wait much longer."
"To fuck me or to suck more cock?"
"Both," I laughed, even though it was obvious I meant fuck her... even though I wasn't sure what I wanted more to fuck: her pussy or ass. Usually, I would never resist an offer to fuck an ass, but somehow having not yet fucked Rose at all, I wanted her cunt too.
"Watching you suck dick really gets my cunt wet," she purred, as she rubbed my dick slowly.
"I love that that turns you on," I laughed and moaned simultaneously, closing my eyes.
"Ooooooh, another cock," she whispered, a few seconds later.
I opened my eyes and saw another smallish semi-erect cock in front of me.
I didn't say a word, I just leaned forward and took it in my mouth.
The guy groaned as I took his entire cock in my mouth and swirled my tongue around as it grew in my mouth.
As soon as it was hard, I began bobbing even as Rose fumbled with my zipper.
I easily took the entire less than five inch cock in my mouth as Rose fished out my completely hard cock and began stroking it ever so slowly.
The guy I was sucking never spoke, but gave a variety of groaning sounds, and like the first guy, in only two or three minutes he was ready to cum. He warned, "Coming," and a couple of seconds later I was swallowing my third load in a row.
He pulled out once he was done and Rose said, "Well, that was quick."
"Guys usually don't last long," I shrugged.
"Or maybe you're just an amazing cock sucker," she said, still stroking my cock.
I laughed, but didn't say anything.
"So which hole do you want to pound?" she asked.
"Can't I do both?" I asked.
"What do you think I am, a slut?" she questioned, letting go of my cock, her tone instantly turning to angry.
I stammered, as I stood up, my knees a little sore, "I-I-I was just kidding."
She glared at me for a few seconds, before breaking into laughter. "I'm just kidding."
"Thank God," I said, instantly relieved, even though she was very difficult to read.
"Well you do like to worship on your knees," she joked, before she said, "I think there is a guy in the other room. Why don't you go and offer your mouth?"
Feeling confident, even though I had sucked three cocks, I said, "Two more, then your ass is mine."
"You don't want to fuck my tight pussy?" she asked.
"I want to fuck your mouth, pussy, ass and tits," I listed, as I kissed her... Hard.
After a few seconds, she broke the kiss and said, "Just so you know, I am a one hole per day kind of girl."
"I used to only get head," I countered.
"Touché," she laughed, as she pointed to the open hole.
"You're in a hurry to get fucked?" I asked.
"I'm in a hurry to watch you sucking more dick," she said.
"Fine, anything for you," I joked, as I went to the hole and wiggled my finger inside it.
A moment later, a nice, already hard, black cock popped through the hole.
Although I enjoyed the three white cocks I had already sucked, there was something different, magical, about a black cock. It just looked so tantalizing and juicy.
I took it in my hand and felt its impressive hardness and girth.
Unlike the first three cocks, I wanted to spend time on this one... to worship it. I swirled my tongue around his thick mushroom head. I slid my tongue down his beautiful massive shaft. I slithered back up and took his chocolate cock in my mouth.
"You really love black cock, don't you?" Rose said, from behind me.
I moaned in response, as I slowly bobbed back and forth.
"Watching that black cock go in and out of your mouth is so fucking hot," she purred.
I just kept sucking, worshipping the majestic cock that was in my mouth. Women loved chocolate, and I was beginning to love chocolate too.
"Oh yeah, that's really good," the guy groaned a couple of minutes later.
And I couldn't agree more. This was really good.
I bobbed for an eternity, more than ten minutes... way longer than the first three, before he said, as he began pumping his cock, "I'm going to fuck your face."
I moved my mouth as close to the wall as I could and allowed him to take control.
"Holy fuck," Rose said, as she watched me suddenly get face fucked... something I had in the past loved to do to girls. "Man, can you suck cock."
Somehow that flattered me even though those were not words I'd ever imagined my girlfriend saying to me.
I just focused on not gagging as he slammed his cock into my mouth as if I was a pussy... the slobbering sounds I was making seeming incredibly loud.
After a minute, give or take, I heard him grunt and I swallowed my fourth load of the evening, this one splashing my tonsils with intensity... like a cannon hitting its target.
"Oh, fuck," the black guy groaned, as he came buckets in my mouth, not slowing down until the third rope shot inside me.
It was easily the biggest load of cum I had swallowed so far and it had a tangier taste than the others I had eagerly enjoyed.
"That was amazing," the black guy said, his cock still in my mouth.
I slowly resumed sucking his cock, retrieving any last remnants of cum and not wanting this beautiful black cock to leave my mouth.
When he pulled out a moment later, I said, "Your cock is amazing, sir."
He chuckled, "Sir, I like that."
I just remained on my knees still in awe of the cock I'd just served. Its majestic colour, a black cock somehow even more enticing than a non-black cock. Maybe it was the taboo of black cock... historically speaking. I mused at the reality I had become the slave... a cock slave. But it was also the thickness and length... both which enhanced the stereotype of big black cock and had me drooling for more.
I was drawn out of my daze as he slid a piece of paper through the hole and said, "My cell, in case you are ever hungry for more nigger cock."
I responded, instantly excited, "Thanks, I'll be in touch."
"I know you will," he responded.
Rose asked, "So you prefer black cock?"
I turned to her to see she was filming me. I was instantly mortified, yet knew reacting in such a way would offend her... which I sure didn't want to do when I was only one cock away from fucking her... even though I still hadn't decided cunt or ass as I was so fixated on the last cock I wasn't even remotely considering my prize at the end of the rainbow.
I responded, "They are impressive."
"That they are," she nodded.
Trying to remain manly after sucking four cocks in front of a beautiful woman, I said, "One more cock and then it's your turn."
She smiled, "To suck black cock?"
"That's my job," I joked, even though the idea of her and I sharing a black cock was suddenly enticing.
She laughed, "That it is, my cock sucker." After a pause she said, "My cunt is pretty wet watching you suck dick."
"My cock is hard sucking dick," I countered looking down at my completely stiff cock.
"So it is," she nodded, as she pointed to the other wall. "Cock five is waiting for you and I think it is one you should recognize."
I was confused by her words, as I turned to the wall to see a big white cock poking through the wall.
And somehow as soon as I saw it... I knew whose it was... Eugene.
I mouthed, suddenly worried he'd heard our conversation, "Does he know it is me?"
"Does it matter?" she asked, pulling me off of my knees and kissing me.
The answer was yes... he is in my school... he is a nerd... he isn't in the elite circle that runs the school.
Yet, for her, the answer was no. Cock was cock and my purpose as a cock sucker was to suck cock... any cock... big or small... thick or thin... black or white.
When she broke the kiss, she said, "Now go suck that load and then come and fuck me."
"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, my lower head doing the thinking for me. Cock was cock and Eugene's was a great one.
I went over to his cock, dropped to my knees and took it in my mouth.
At the moment I didn't care if Eugene knew it was me sucking his big dick. I wanted more cock. I wanted more cum. I wanted to fuck Rose.
That said, although it should have been obvious, I wasn't sure of the order any more. Cock, cum or Rose... ironically, nothing anymore was black or white.
He groaned the moment I took his cock in my mouth and I felt a chill go down my spine at the reality I was sucking Eugene. I wondered if he was a virgin. He wouldn't be if the cheerleaders knew how big he was.
Size matters... only guys with small cocks think otherwise.
Sure, how you use it matters too... but only if you are well-endowed in the first place.
And Eugene was well-endowed.
"Oh yeah, suck that big nerd cock," Rose said loudly. "Show him how big a cock sucker you are."
Yes I was still worried about Eugene knowing it was me, but my hunger and obedience to Rose overrode my insecurities, common sense and ego.
At the moment I wasn't a popular jock with lots of girls after me... I was a cock sucker and a cock sucker's only purpose is to serve cock... any cock.
I bobbed slowly, enjoying his hard cock which wasn't as long as the black cock that had just fucked my face, but it was thicker... which made me wonder if thick cocks had the same impact as long cocks. Was one better than the other? I assumed it was length, but girth had to play a role too.
"Oh yeah, jock, suck my big nerd cock," he ordered, sounding authoritative which seemed so unlike him. Usually he was meek, hiding behind others in dodgeball and just trying to get through every gym class. Yet, here in the anonymous world of sex, a thin wall gave him the courage and confidence he didn't have in the real word... if high school can be considered the real world.
As I began moving faster, I assumed, thankfully, he didn't know whose mouth was eagerly servicing him.
He knew it was a jock... but that was all.
I wondered what Rose told him... since it was almost a 100% guarantee that Rose got him here.
Did he know it was a jock from his school?
A lot of questions swarmed in my head as I sucked nerd cock: big hard nerd cock.
"Faster, faggot," Eugene demanded, which surprised me.
A couple of weeks ago Eugene would be less a few teeth for saying such a thing to me, yet know I obeyed him.
I bobbed faster, taking all his cock in my mouth, loving the feeling of taking an entire cock in my mouth.
"That's it, cock sucker, show me what jocks are really good for," he groaned, clearly enjoying the power shift that didn't happen in his real life.
Rose added, loudly, "This football player is really worshipping your cock, Eugene. He's your faggot to use."
And I was.
His faggot.
To use.
Again and again.
God, I loved his cock.
And like I loved the taboo of sucking a big black cock... I equally loved the taboo of a popular football player like me sucking a puny nerd's cock... albeit a puny nerd's huge cock.
He said, "Oh yeah, I bet all you jocks are cock sucking faggots."
I wondered, for the first time, if other guys on my team also sucked cock secretly.
If a stud like me could succumb so easily to becoming a cock sucker, I imagined others could too.
Rose added, "Many are, especially for big nerd cock."
Again, I wondered what other teammates of mine may have cock sucking tendencies like me... tendencies that they may not even know about yet.
I kept bobbing, faster.
I wanted that fifth load.
I needed that fifth load.
Eugene surprised me when he ordered, "Stroke my dick, jock cock sucker. I want to cum all over your face."
I actually gasped on his cock.
I had been curious what a facial would feel like... having watched hundreds over the past week.
Yet, somehow allowing Eugene, a nerd, to be the first, was not something I wanted.
He ordered again, "Hurry up, cock sucker, time to make you my bitch."
Rose ordered, "Do as he says, cock sucker."
And I obeyed.
I took his cock out of my mouth and began pumping it furiously.
"That's it, faggot, get ready for my load all over that pretentious face of yours."
I couldn't believe how cocky he was.
Rose added, "Eugene if you can figure out tomorrow which of your gym classmates is on his knees right now eagerly serving you he will be your cum bucket whenever you want."
I looked at her in shock, feeling her words narrowed it down greatly, although there were another seven members of the football team in my gym class.
"Keep your face staring at his big cock, cock sucker," Rose ordered.
I obeyed just as the first rope of cum shot out of his cock and directly into my open eye. I instinctively closed my eyes as the second rope hit me right on my cheek.
I was surprised by how warm the cum was.
I opened my mouth and turned slightly to catch a third rope, but most of it hit me on the nose.
"Take it back in your mouth cock sucker," Eugene ordered just as a fourth rope hit my lips and chin.
I opened my one still cum free eye and leaned forward and obeyed the order, taking his cock back in my mouth.
"Oh yeah, cock sucker, I'll figure out which one you are tomorrow and then fuck that face," Eugene confidently said, even as I bobbed on his cock to retrieve any cum still in his gun.
I worried he was right and yet at the moment I was already looking forward to his cock again.
"Come and fuck me," Rose ordered. I allowed the cock to slip out of my mouth and watched as she pulled her panties off and then used them to clog the hole just left by Eugene's cock.
I didn't need to be told twice, even as I felt cum dripping off my chin.
She sat on the stool and spread her stocking-clad legs, blocking the other hole. "Although eat that cum on your face first."
I didn't hesitate as I scooped the cum off my cheek and chin and put my fingers to my mouth.
"So hot," she purred.
Once done, I walked over to her and smiled, "So, do I still get to pick the hole?"
"A promise is a promise," she smiled, rubbing her clit.
Although I wanted to fuck her ass, an attempt to regain a little bit of my manhood and control... yet I really wanted to just fuck her.
I moved between her legs and slid my iron stiffcock inside her pussy in one hard thrust.
"Oh yeah, cock sucker, fuck my cunt," she moaned, rubbing her clit while I slammed into her.
Unfortunately, after less than a minute, I grunted and shot my load in Rosie's cunt.
"Hey," she whined, "that was way too quick."
"Sorry," I apologized as I kept pumping my cum in her cunt.
Once I was done, she ordered, "Eat my cunt, baby. I'm so horny."
Embarrassed to have come so quickly, I pulled out, dropped to my knees and buried my face in her wet, cum filled pussy.
Eating my own cum.
"That's it," she moaned. "I bet you came so quickly so you could get another load of cum."
I laughed as I licked, "I'm not that creative."
"Shut up and eat," she ordered, as she grabbed the back of my head and held my face deep into my pussy.
I licked and licked... enjoying the unique combined taste of masculine and feminine cum.
"Oh yes, baby," she moaned, as she ground her cunt up and down my face.
I licked for a few minutes, my knees sore... my neck sore... before she screamed, "Coming!"
Instantly my face was flooded with her abundance of cum.
I eagerly licked as much as I could, still loving eating pussy as much as I had come to love sucking cock.
I just loved cum... regardless of what sexual organ it came out of.
She finally let go of my head and said, "Fuck, you can eat."
"Cunt or cock," I smiled, looking up at her.
"Indeed," she laughed, her legs still spread.
After a moment, she said, "So, think you can keep a straight face when you see Eugene tomorrow?"
"Nice pun," I smiled.
"Or do you want to be his cock sucker?" she asked.
"I don't know," I admitted... which was the truth.
"Or are you going to call that black guy?" she questioned.
"I don't know," I repeated.
"Well, either way, I know what your next USB should be," she said.
"You do, do you?" I asked.
"I do," she nodded, standing up. "You better go and wash your eye, or it will be obvious you were his cock sucker."
"It is stinging a bit," I noticed, now that she mentioned it.
"I imagine," she nodded. "Always close your eyes,"
"Good advice," I nodded, as I wondered if I could keep a straight face tomorrow or if I was going to be able to resist calling the black guy.
Fuck, I was in way over my head.
I was definitely completely at the whim of Rose.
I was also definitely addicted to cock and cum.
I had no idea what lay ahead... but I imagined it was more crazy training videos, more juicy cock to suck and more pussy to eat.
Man... I really had it all.
The end of part 2.
Coming next: Big Nerd Cock



        Cheerleader's Mom: Fucking Her Ass

        Submissive Mom is trained in orgasm denial and ass fucking.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/cheerleaders-mom-fucking-her-ass

Title: Cheerleader's Mom: Fucking Her Ass

Author: silkstockingslover

Category: Illustrated

Description: Submissive Mom is trained in orgasm denial and ass fucking.

Tags: stockings, lesbian, incest, mom, daughter, anal, strap-on, submissive, illustrated, mother

Series: Cheerleader's Mom


Summary: Submissive Mom is trained in orgasm denial and ass fucking.
Note 1: Thanks to hfernandez1983 for doing the visuals for this story.
Note 2: Thanks to Robert, Wayne, and Tenzin for editing.
Recap:
In Part One, A POWER SHIFT: 39-year-old mother, Michelle, decides to try on her daughter Allie's slutty cheerleading outfit. Once she has it on, she begins fucking herself with her daughter's vibrator on her daughter's bed. Caught by her domineering daughter and her friend Kim, she is forced to eat her daughter's pussy and also Kim's before being told she is now her daughter's pet.
In Part Two, BLACKMAILED PET: Michelle tries her hardest to not fall completely under the spell of her strong-willed daughter. But Allie's strong demeanour and blackmail evidence is too much for the submissive mother and she falls even deeper into a web of submissive lesbian sin.
In Part Three, CREATING A LEZ: Michelle rekindles her marriage's dormant sex life; Michelle is taught how to please a pussy properly by a tender teen Mistress; Allie finally allows her mother to bring her to climax with her tongue.
In Part Four, FISTING TRAINING: Michelle is punished by her daughter for having an orgasm without permission by being spanked. She is then fisted by a surprise guest... Mrs. Walker... and an intimate bond is formed. She also comes again without permission at the fist of the pretty teacher. She is fisted a second time by her daughter, before ending the evening disobeying her daughter yet again by coming after a marathon sex session with her husband.
Now the continuing saga of the MILF's training....
Cheerleader's Mom: Fucking Her Ass
That morning, Michelle was awakened by a cock tapping her mouth.
Groggily, she opened her eyes and saw her husband kneeling in front of her.
Jeremy asked, "A quickie before I leave for the weekend?"
"What time is it?" Michelle asked, still in dreamland.
"6:00," Jeremy informed her, knowing she hated being woken up before her alarm went off at 7:18 (weird choice but true).
"Just roll me on my side and fuck me, okay?" Michelle said, too tired to try and give a good blow job.
"We don't have to," Jeremy suggested, knowing this was a bad idea in the first place, but deciding to try it since she agreed to it yesterday.
Michelle said, "No, no, baby, my cunt is available twenty-four seven, I'm just worried I may not do a good job giving head before a morning coffee."
"Cool," he said, quickly rolling to his side, flipping his wife onto her side and rubbing his cock up and down her dry pussy lips.
Michelle moved her hand to her pussy to rub herself and get some much needed wetness. She said, "Give me a second to prepare my cunt for you, baby."
"Sure, honey," Jeremy agreed, as he watched his wife masturbate.
After a couple of minutes, Michelle announced, "The club's open, come on in."
Jeremy, horny as hell form watching her pleasure herself, slid his cock in her from behind, again wondering if the back door may be an option.

"Oh yes, baby," Michelle moaned, still not totally awake, but getting her pussy filled was a pretty good wake-up call.
From this angle his wife was incredibly tight, as if he was fucking her ass. After a minute in this position, he began to get a cramp and rolled her onto her belly, the temptation to fuck her ass almost impossible to resist. Yet, he did. Instead, he fucked her from behind, imagining it was her ass he was pounding.

This position was a new one for Michelle, similar and yet different than typical doggy style. Somehow it felt more submissive.
Jeremy again felt a cramp building after a couple of minutes and even though he was close he had to stop. "Cramp," he admitted, as he pulled out and rolled onto his back.
"Fuck, do I have to do all the work around here?" Michelle teased, as she got up, stretched and then straddled her husband, now horny.
"You really are a well-rounded woman," Jeremy smiled.
"Are you referring to my tits or ass?" Michelle teased, as she lowered herself on his dick.
"Every sexy part of you," the smooth husband replied, as he reached up and cupped her tits through her sexy bra.
"Nice answer," Michelle smirked, as she began riding his cock.

Jeremy couldn't remember the last time they had morning sex, and was trying his hardest (pun intended) not to come and last as long as possible.
Michelle, not being a morning person, took a lot longer to warm up and thus her orgasm was not even close yet.
After a couple of minutes, Jeremy, wanting to slow down his boiling balls, ordered, "On your back, baby. I want to fuck that cunt of yours."
"You love saying 'cunt' don't you?" Michelle asked, as she moved off of him and rolled onto her back, spreading her legs for easy access.
"It's my new favourite word," he replied, sitting up and moving between his wife's nylon clad legs, sliding his hands up them slowly. "And I do really love these nylons."
Michelle said, for some reason she couldn't figure out, "Allie was the one who gave me the idea."
"She did?" Jeremy asked, as he positioned his cock between her wet pussy lips.
Michelle lied, "Yes, I was doing laundry and found three pairs in her laundry basket. I was curious what they were and tried a pair on."
"You tried on your daughter's stockings?" he asked, surprised.
Michelle smiled, wrapping her legs around him and pulling him inside her, "I'm wearing a pair of her nylons now."
"No way," Jeremy groaned, the idea of his wife wearing his daughter's lingerie somehow turning him on more.
"Do you approve?" Michelle asked, as she dropped her legs back down, getting a slight leg cramp herself.

"I approve of anything that ends in you being my slut, you wearing nylons and you giving me morning sex," Jeremy said, as he began fucking her.
"Oh yes," Michelle moaned, as she smiled at the reality he again unknowingly approved of her sexual lesbian submission to their daughter. She wondered if he would say the same things if he knew she was a submissive to their daughter.
"You like being my slut, don't you?" Jeremy questioned, as he began fucking her hard, now ready to shoot his load.
"Oh yes, baby," she moaned, her orgasm beginning to build. "I love being your cum slut."
Another cramp was really beginning to get to him and after a few more hard strokes he pulled out, stood up and pumped his cock, "Fucking cramp."
Michelle moved to the end of the bed and was surprised when she felt the first spray of cum hit her. She laughed as more cum hit her body and face, "I let you come on my face once and now you think it's okay to just shoot your cum on me whenever you want."
"I doooooo," he grunted, as his first load continued rocketing out of him and onto her.
"How do I look?" she asked posing, once he finished coming on her.

"You look like a hot Mona Lisa," he quipped.
"A cum coated Mona Lisa," she corrected.
"A porn star Mona Lisa," he added.
"A cum slut submissive wife Mona Lisa," she said, loving degrading herself, as she wiped the cum onto a pillow, knowing she would be doing laundry.
Jeremy laughed, "I'm happy I'm not sleeping on that pillow tonight."
Michelle yawned as she got back into bed.
"You going back to bed?" he asked.
"I'm going to try," she answered, shutting off the alarm since she wasn't making him breakfast.
"I'll see you Sunday night, he said.
"Call me when you get there," Michelle said, already falling back to sleep. She felt him kiss her on the cheek as she drifted back to sleep.
Michelle was abruptly woken up from her dream by her daughter.
"Get the fuck up, Mother," Allie demanded, pulling her mother out of the bed.
"What the hell, Allie?" the dishevelled mother asked.
"I agree," Allie nodded, before asking, "Where is my breakfast?"
"I figured you could make it yourself today," Michelle replied, as she got up off the floor.
"You figured?" Allie scoffed. "Since when are you supposed to do the thinking here? Who owns you?"
"You do," the annoyed mother answered.
"So do I really have to explain your duties?" Allie questioned.
"No," Michelle whispered, hating the condescending tone when it wasn't about sex.
"No, what?" Allie asked, again displaying dominance.
"No, Mistress," Michelle robotically replied.
"Take off the lingerie and crawl to my room," Allie ordered, walking out.
Michelle, still not fully awake, and annoyed, took off the skimpy lingerie and crawled out of her room and to her daughter's. When she crawled inside she stopped in her tracks. "What is that?"
"I call it a dildo stool," Allie answered. "I wanted to buy a Sybian for the training, but they didn't have any in stock. But this... this was unique."
Michelle stared at the stool with a big dildo on it.
"Crawl to it, bad Mommy," Allie ordered.
Michelle obeyed, assuming she was going to be made to straddle it.
"Did you come last night?" Allie asked.
"Yes," Michelle answered.
"So you really can't control your orgasms, can you?" Allie said, not surprised at all.
"I tried," Michelle responded, which was kind of true. She held out for over half an hour before finally allowing the damn to burst.
"'Tried' isn't good enough," Allie said, as she put her laptop on her desk.
"I'm sorry, Mistress," the submissive replied.
"Always sorry," Allie mocked. "Today is punishment day. Straddle the dildo, mother."
"Yes, Mistress," Michelle replied, standing up and straddling the tiny stool.
"Now you will ride this stool for one hour. You may not come. I will be watching through my laptop. Is that clear?"

Michelle nodded, as the dildo filled her cunt, "Yes, Mistress."
"You may not stop riding the dildo for the entire hour, is that clear?" Allie questioned, as she set her alarm for one hour.
"Yes, Mistress," she nodded, thinking that was an eternity in this position.
"Each time you come will include a new punishment," Allie informed her mother, even though the punishments that were to follow later today and all weekend were happening regardless of her pet's obedience or disobedience.
"Yes, Mistress," Michelle agreed, even though she knew that she would never last an hour like this. The pleasure was already building. It seemed the more humiliating the task, the wetter it made her. She didn't understand it, but it was seemingly true.
"Good," Allie said. "The alarm will go off at 8:54."
"Okay," Michelle moaned, as she glanced at the clock: 7:55. 'Fuck', this is going to be hell... pleasurable hell.
"Have a good day, Mommy-pet," Allie quipped, actually coming over and patting her mother on the head.
"You too, Mistress," the humiliated mother replied, shame building at being treated like an actual dog.
Once her daughter was gone, she sighed. This was not only humiliating, but who else could be watching? Hopefully her daughter wouldn't show this to anyone else. Also, since she hadn't had her morning coffee not only was she still tired, she was quite bitchy.
Yet, she obeyed her daughter's order like she always did.
And after twenty minutes, which seemed like an hour, the pleasure had woken her up. She could feel her orgasm building and knew another 38 minutes of this stimulation was going to be impossible to survive without climaxing... likely multiple times.
Michelle tried thinking about anything else. She thought about her mother, who was coming down in a couple of weeks to visit. That was always exhausting because her mother was the most critical woman she knew. Yet, like many daughters, she felt small and insignificant when around her.
Then a nasty thought popped into her head. What if Allie seduced her, too. Her mother, a pin-up model back in the day, was still beautiful. Michelle imagined her mother on her knees begging to eat Allie's pussy or getting fisted or getting spanked and before Michelle knew it her orgasm was about to erupt.

"Shiiiiiit," Michelle screamed, as she didn't even make half an hour before again coming without permission.
Allie, who was watching on her phone, laughed. Her mother was an insatiable slut. She wondered if her mother would actually orgasm from anal sex. That, she would find out tonight.
Once her orgasm had subsided, Michelle, frustrated at coming so soon and also embarrassed at coming from imagining her mother getting dominated, looked at the clock.
8:22.
It was going to be a long thirty plus minutes.
Michelle came again at 8:49 although her mind was thinking about the fact she hadn't done any laundry since her fateful encounter, she really needed to do some. That, of course, had caused her to replay her first submission in her head. That, of course, led to her second orgasm, albeit a much smaller one.
The last minutes ticked by like a snail racing to a finish line. Her knees ached. Her back ached. She actually closed her eyes to not watch the clock, which didn't seem to be moving and was startled when the alarm suddenly went off.
Thankful, she lifted herself up and collapsed to the floor, her legs like jelly.
The alarm beeped away for a couple of minutes before the mother crawled over to it and yanked the cord out of the wall.
As Michelle lay there she wondered if all the pleasure was worth it. Her life had quit being her own and she was completely at the whim of her daughter. Sure, the sex had been amazing and submission felt natural, yet this had become dangerous. What if she got caught? What if her husband found out the real reason their sex life had suddenly become so wild? What if her daughter pushed her too far?
As she finally stood up and went to the kitchen to get her much needed coffee, she realized, as she looked at the dildo stool, glistening with pussy juice, that she had completely lost control.
Shit, it wasn't even nine and she had been fucked by her husband, thrown onto the ground, made to crawl like a dog and had two orgasms on a stool with a dick while being watched by God knows who.
And even though she had enjoyed most of it, she needed to regain control of the house and her life.
.....
When she got downstairs, she saw a new pair of nylons on the kitchen table with a note:
Wear these slut. Today is a very special day.
Michelle ignored the order and instead made some coffee. She had breakfast as she pondered how she could possibly have a civil conversation with her daughter about their situation.
In the end, she decided she would just sit down with her when she got home.
Confident in her decision, she cleaned the house, did laundry and baked cookies (baking always relaxed her).
She was surprised when her daughter came home at 2:30.
"Mother, ready for hours of fun?" Allie called out, excited for a lengthy training session.
Michelle took a deep breath and walked out to meet her and have the difficult conversation.
Allie noticed the nylons still on the kitchen table and was about to call out her mother's name when she walked into the kitchen. Allie shook her head. Her mother was having doubts... again. She was in a t-shirt and jeans.
Michelle greeted, "You're home early."
"You're dressed inappropriately," Allie said her tone instantly shifting to annoyed.
"I know," Michelle said, "We need to stop."
"We have already been through this," Allie sighed.
"I know," the Mom said, "but this time it must end."
"Why?" Allie asked.
"Because it's unfair to your father," Michelle replied, hoping playing the dad card would work.
"I think he really enjoys the new whore you," Allie quipped.
"That is not the point," the mother continued, trying not to get distracted, "I can't keep cheating on him, It's not right."
Allie didn't have the patience to have this stupid conversation. "Look, slut. I'm going to leave and go get something I left at Kim's. When I return you better be on your fucking knees, in my room, waiting to serve me. If you are not, I will punish you like you can't even fathom and you will never be allowed to eat any of my pets' pussies ever again. So put on the fucking nylons I bought just for you and stop being a whiny fucking bitch."
Michelle was speechless as she watched her daughter walk out fuming. As soon as she heard the words never eat her pussy or Jasmine's pussy again her resistance crumbled. The reality was that she couldn't fathom never tasting her daughter again. Nor could she imagine a world where she wasn't licking Jasmine's pussy again.
She looked at the thigh highs on the kitchen table.
With a heavy sigh at her own weakness, she grabbed the nylons. She went to her room and got undressed completely before putting on the sheer beige nylons. These were somehow silkier than the black pair. She smiled at the thought Jeremy would love these.
Kim's house was only a few minutes' drive away and thus after ten minutes of lounging about in her room, she walked to her daughter's and sat on her bed. When she heard the front door open and close, she moved to her submissive position on the floor.
Allie went to the kitchen and, after seeing the stockings were gone, she grabbed an ice cube from the freezer.
She walked to her room and seeing her mother in position as expected ordered, "Stand up, Mother."
"Yes, Mistress," Michelle replied, wanting to make it clear her brief resistance was over.
Allie walked up to her mother, spun her around and slipped the ice cube inside her cunt.
"Oh God," Michelle gasped, the instant cold a sharp contrast to the heat inside.

"You like that, Mother?" Allie questioned, as one hand kept the ice cube in her mom's cunt, while her other hand cupped her mother's tits.
"It's definitely different," Michelle said, shivering slightly.
"Knees," Allie ordered.
"Yes, Mistress," Michelle obeyed, dropping to her knees, hoping she was going to be allowed to taste her daughter's sweet natural forbidden nectar.
"Look up at my cunt," the young Mistress ordered, staying firm even though she knew she had already won again.
Michelle obeyed, her mouth instantly watering, even as the ice cube melted inside her, making her feel like she was peeing.
"Do you want this to lick my cunt again?" Allie asked.
"Yes, Mistress," the mother said, staring at the inviting shaved cunt.
"Then let's make one thing fucking clear," Allie said her tone firm, "I have many women who will eagerly lick my cunt if I give them a call or snap my fingers when I am around them. I don't need the hassle of a wishy-washy pet. So either you stop this fake guilt, this after you orgasm remorse, and obey like a good pet, or I discard you."
The harsh tone and blunt words terrified the submissive mother. She wanted to taste her daughter now. She replied, "I understand, Mistress. It won't happen again."



"I have heard you tell me that before," Allie reminded her mother.
"I know, I know," Michelle said. "Sometimes I'm a disobedient dumb bimbo who needs to be put in her place."
"So you will do whatever I instruct you today, no questions asked?" Allie asked, the planned ass fucking coming soon.
"Yes, Mistress," the mother willingly nodded, before adding, wanting to make it clear she was sorry for her brief disobedience, "I will obey every day without question."
"I expect you to remain true to your word," Allie said, impressed with just how eager her submissive mother was to regain trust.
"Of course, Mistress," Michelle nodded.
"Finger me, Mother," Allie ordered, wanting to remind her today that she was her daughter.
"Yes, Mistress," Michelle replied, even though she was hoping to lick her. She reached up and moved her fingers to her daughter's slightly wet vagina.
"I had Kim's mom give me a quick lick to warm me up," Allie informed her mother, having just seduced Kim's mother yesterday (that being another story, for another time).
Michelle was jealous that others were tasting her daughter. She was her daughter and she should have first rights to taste it. For Christ's sake, she had created that pussy. She began pumping a finger inside her daughter's pussy, as the coldness in her cunt began to fade away... the ice cube apparently all melted.

After a minute or two, Allie, deciding to shift to warm and sweet to prepare her mother for the sodomy that was to come, ordered, "Come join me on my bed, Mommy."
The word 'Mommy' was so sweet in theory and yet so sexy in this situation for Michelle. She was the Mommy and yet she was also the pet.
Once on the bed, Allie said softly, "Mom, I love you."
Michelle was surprised by the sudden shift to tenderness, but repeated the words back, "I love you too, Allie."
"And everything I do is for the best for you," Allie continued.
"I know," the mom nodded, somehow sensing it was true, even though some of the training had been rather harsh.
"Do you?" Allie asked, as she moved her hand to her mom's legs.
"Yes," Michelle nodded, "Like when you were a child and I did things for you that you didn't understand were for your own good."
"Exactly," Allie nodded, as she closed her eyes and leaned in to kiss her mother, as her left hand cupped her mother's breast.
Michelle closed her eyes too and waited with anticipation for the kiss.

The kiss was soft... sweet... tender.
The kiss was urgent... exploring... passionate.
Allie was luring her pet in for the kill.
Michelle was drawn like a moth to a flame.
The kiss was broken after a few minutes, Allie in no hurry and Michelle never wanting the kiss to end.
Allie purred, "Let's see how wet that pussy of yours is."
"Don't you mean cunt?" Michelle asked with a smile.
"I do," Allie smiled as her hand went to her mother's cunt. "So wet."
"You did put an ice cube in my oven," Michelle pointed out.
"Your oven," Allie laughed, "that is priceless."
"That feels so good," the mother said, loving the soft gentle tease... hoping for a lengthy amount of foreplay first.

"Good, because today you are allowed to come as many times as you wish," Allie whispered, as one finger slid inside her mother.
Michelle moaned even as she was confused. She hadn't made breakfast for her daughter today; she had come twice on the dildo stool; she had disobeyed wearing nylons today; and she had tried to end their relationship. A question lingered in the back of her mind: 'Why was her daughter being so nice?'
"Do you want to see your first surprise?" Allie asked.
"Yes, please, Mistress," Michelle moaned, curious what it might be.
"Don't move," Allie said, as she got off the bed and went downstairs where she realized she had left the magic wand.
Michelle waited with trepidation, her pussy on fire and likely needing another ice cube to calm down.
Allie returned, joined her mother back on the bed and asked, "Ever seen one of these?"
"A back massager?" the mom asked.
"Not quite," Allie laughed, as she turned it on and placed it directly on her mother's cunt.
"Holy mother fucker," Michelle screamed, the vibrations directly on her pussy and clit creating intense pleasure.
"I am indeed a mother fucker," Allie quipped, planning to fuck all three of her mother's holes before the day was over.
"Yes, you are," Michelle laughed, while she moaned loudly, her orgasm building more quickly than it ever had with the powerful toy that seemed to create vibrations all over her pussy region.
"I want you to come for me, Mommy," Allie purred, "Come like the Mommy slave you are."

"Yes, Mistress," Michelle moaned loudly, knowing her orgasm was moments away.
"Now Mommy, imagine Mrs. Walker's fist pounding that cunt of yours," Allie whispered, knowing that her mom liked the dirty talk to get off.
"Oh yes, more," the nearly euphoric mother begged, as she indeed replayed the first time she was fisted by her daughter's teacher.
"Tell me what you are," Allie ordered, always loving hearing her pets call themselves names in the heat of the moment.
The mother didn't hesitate as she babbled through stunted breathing, the list taking over a minute to say, "A slut... a mommy slut... a dirty slave... an incest whore... a bimbo who is owned by her daughter... a pussy craving lesbo."
Allie tapped the toy quickly on her mother's clit, knowing that would be the straw that broke the camel's back.
"Holy fuck," Michelle screamed, as her legs stiffened, her back arched and her orgasm hit her like a ton of bricks
"Good Mommy," Allie purred, as she kept tapping the clit even as she watched the pussy juice leak out of her pet.
"So fucking amazing," Michelle babbled, as every orgasm her daughter gave her seemed to be more intense than the one before.
"This is just the beginning," Allie promised, as she hadn't even fucked any of her mother's three fuck holes yet
"I don't think I can handle much more," Michelle weakly responded, as her intense orgasm refused to end.
"We will put that theory to the test," Allie smiled, as she shut the toy off and tossed it off the bed. When it made a loud thud she joked, "I probably shouldn't have done that."
"That is the new most popular thought in my head," Michelle said with a smile as she watched her daughter lie beside her.
"Fuck you are soaked," Allie said, although that was normal for her pets once they came from the vibrating massager.
"I feel like I can't shut it off," Michelle said.
"Don't try to shut it off," Allie quipped, as she moved her finger back to her mom's pussy and hooked it inside.
"Oh God," Michelle gasped, feeling super sensitive as her orgasm refused to dissipate completely... lingering way longer than normal.
"Tonight I'm your God," Allie quipped, pushing her church going Catholic mother.
"Oh yes," Michelle moaned, knowing what she was doing was so sinful, but praying that she could repent her sins... on Sunday at church.

"Hungry, Mommy?" Allie asked.
"I'm so hungry I could eat a cunt," Mommy playfully replied.
"That's great, because that is the only thing currently on the menu," Allie said, as she rolled onto her back.
The pussy craving mother didn't need any further instructions as she quickly sat up, moved between her daughter's legs and began licking.
"You look like a horse diving into a trough," Allie quipped.
"Neigh," Michelle responded. Remembering the training from Cassandra, and not having to worry about her husband coming home, she took her time.
"Cassandra trained you well," Allie moaned, as her mother lavishly took her time.
Michelle explored the outside of the pussy lips, before going lower and briefly rimming her daughter's ass.
"Bad Mommy," Allie teased, as her rosebud was licked.
"Maybe I need a spanking," Michelle quipped, as she slid her tongue back to her daughter's pussy lips... this time parting them ever so slowly.

"Such a tease, Mommy," Allie moaned, her orgasm building slowly like the calm before the storm (yes I know that is the saying backwards; Actually, at least down here, that's the saying forwards!).
Michelle loved hearing her daughter's soft moans and whimpers. She loved knowing that the changing in her daughters breathing was because of her.
"My clit, Mommy, suck on my clit," Allie demanded, completely at the whim of her mother's wicked tongue.
Michelle obeyed, but only kind of. Her tongue roamed around her daughter's clit. Touching it ever so tenderly... much more a tease than a please.
"You fucking tease, Mother," Allie accused, "you're going to pay for that."
Michelle said a quote she often had said to her daughter, ever since she was just a young child, "All good things come to those who wait."
"Come to those that wait," Allie said, stressing the word 'come', "that is hilarious".
Michelle laughed too at the word play before she suddenly took her daughter's entire swollen clit between her lips and tugged.
"Daughter muncher," Allie screamed.
Michelle shook her head back and forth, putting intense pleasure on her daughter's clit.
"Don't fucking stop," Allie demanded, as the sudden pressure had her orgasm rising like a tidal wave.
Michelle didn't and soon heard her daughter scream, "I'm coming," and was rewarded with a flood of cum that she lapped up eagerly.

Allie was surprised by the intensity of the orgasm. She got eaten out 2-5 times a day by very experienced pussy munchers, but few had ever got her off like her mother just had. In fact, she could think of only a couple... Mrs. Walker being the last.
Michelle kept licking, not wanting this moment to end, actually scolding herself for getting her daughter off so quickly.
Allie pushed her mom's head away and just lay there in recovery mode for a few moments, her body still trembling.
Michelle stared at her daughter in the afterglow of orgasm. She couldn't deny it was one of the most beautiful sights she had ever witnessed.
"Does my pet, want a reward for being such a good girl?" Allie asked, talking to her mother like she was a puppy, once she had recovered.
"Woof," Michelle replied, feeling playful.
"Good," Allie nodded, standing up. "Get on the floor, my pet."
Michelle obeyed, wondering what was next.
Allie went to her closet and her secret box of toys and grabbed one of her five different strap-ons. It wasn't the thickest one she owned, but for the purpose of three hole fucking it was the perfect choice: long, but not too long; thin, but not too thin; and slightly curved which was perfect for back door pounding.
Michelle watched her daughter put the strap-on on and felt a gush of wetness in her pussy... she was about to get fucked. She also wondered what else was in that box... something she would investigate the next time she was home alone.
Allie walked to the end of the bed, looking down at her submissive mother and asked, "Am I bigger than Daddy?"
"You're about the same size, give or take," Michelle replied, assessing the size of the cock as she reached up to stroke it (black cock another fantasy of hers... actually black pussy was also a new fantasy of hers suddenly).
"Well, I do like to give and give," Allie joked, as she watched her sexy mother stroke the cock as if it was real.

Allie ordered, "Show me how you suck Daddy, Mommy."
"Before or after you turned me into a bimbo cum slut whose only purpose was to please cunt and cock?" Michelle asked, revelling in talking dirty and just allowing herself to be exactly what she just had called herself.
"What is the difference?" Allie asked, out of curiosity.
"Well, before I only sucked him long enough to get hard to fuck me. But since my slutification, I have sucked him to completion, I have deep throated his cock and allowed him to face fuck me so hard his balls bounced off my chin," Michelle listed, the dirty declaration making her already leaking pussy leak some more.
"And I'm guessing Daddy likes the new slut version of you?" Allie questioned.
"We've fucked more this week than we have in the past three months," Michelle admitted, realizing how lazy she had become in her marriage before the submission.
"Show me how you suck," Allie ordered.
"Yes, Mistress," Michelle nodded, as she opened her mouth and took the plastic cock in her mouth. As she did, she wished it was a real cock. The taste of rubber or whatever material the toy was made out of was nowhere near as natural as cock.
Allie moved her hand to her mother's head and watched her suck cock.

"You look as natural sucking cock as you do eating pussy," Allie said, before adding, "obviously you are a bisexual pet."
Michelle agreed, "I want cunt and cock."
"You want to have your cake and eat it too?" Allie playfully said.
"Actually I want pie," Michelle quipped, as she resumed sucking.
"So you love sausage and pie evenly?" Allie questioned.
"You can't have one without the other," the mom responded.
Allie ordered, after another minute, "Get on the bed. It's time to fuck that cunt."
"You want to put your sausage in my pie?" Michelle bantered, as she stood up, still stroking the plastic cock as if it was real.
"I want to park my semi in your garage," Allie quipped, as she ordered, "On all fours, like a bitch in heat."
"Yes, Mistress," Michelle obeyed, getting into the position instructed.
"Beg, Mommy," Allie ordered, as she rubbed the cockhead up and down her mother's pussy lips.
"Oh please Mistress, fuck your Mommy and make her your full time slut," the Mom begged.
Allie, deciding to foreshadow what was about to come, moved the cock up slightly and poked her mother's back door. "Oops."
Michelle's eyes went big as she felt the cock poke her ass. One thing she wasn't remotely intrigued by was anal sex. Thankfully, it was an accident and a moment later her pussy was filled.

As she felt her daughter's hands on her hips and the cock in her pussy, Michelle turned around and moaned, "Oh God, that feels so good."
"You like being fucked by your daughter?" Allie questioned, a minute later.
"No," Michelle replied, "I love being fucked by my daughter."
"And I love being a mother fucker," Allie said, as she pumped her cock in and out of her mother.
"You're the best mother fucker there is," Michelle moaned, even though the words she said were absurd.
"Is that based on your vast experience of mother fuckers?" Allie teased, as she pulled her cock out of her mother wanting to see her reaction.
"Put it back in, put it back in," the horny MILF begged, feeling so empty without the cock in her wanton box.
"I don't know," Allie teased, as she repositioned herself and ordered, "Let's see how badly you want this cock."
Michelle quickly straddled her daughter and the cock and began riding like a nympho in heat.

"I guess you really want it," Allie laughed, as her mother bounced on the entire cock.
"Me like it, me really like it," Michelle moaned, parodying a commercial from when her daughter was young.
Michelle rode the cock in her pussy for a few minutes until Allie said, "My turn to be the man."
"A woman with a cock is the ultimate dream," Michelle joked.
Allie laughed, even as an idea popped into her head. She had a friend who was a shemale, or as she liked to call her, a chick with a dick. Maybe she would set her mother up with Julie-Ann. She asked, "Is that your dream fuck, a woman with big tits and an even bigger dick?"
"Maybe," Michelle shrugged, the whole transgender things suddenly the 'in' thing since the whole Jenner media storm. That said, she had never considered it at all until the moment the question was asked.
"On your back," Allie ordered, and instructed, "Legs up in the air."
Michelle got into position, spreading her legs for easy access for her daughter.
Allie, taking control, slammed into her mother hard.

"Oh yes, daughter, fuck Mommy's cunt," Michelle moaned, her own self incest talk turning her on even more.
"You like committing incest, don't you, Mommy?" Allie asked, as she put her hands on her mother's silk clad legs.
At first this was what mortified Michelle the most. Yet, the more she succumbed the more natural it felt and committing such a sin turned her on even more. She admitted, her orgasm building again, "I love being a mommy slut for my Mistress daughter."
"And you will come for me, Mommy?" Allie questioned, as she kept fucking her mother hard.
"God, yes, Mistress," Michelle moaned, as she moved her hand to her fevered pussy and began rubbing herself as her daughter fucked her.

"Now, Mommy, come like the lesbian slut you are," Allie demanded, fucking her as hard as she possibly could.
"Oh yes, Allie, call me names," Michelle moaned, as she frantically rubbed her clit, desperate to get off again.
"Come my Mommy whore, my dirty incest slut, my pussy munching mommy lesbo, my submissive slave," Allie listed.
"Oh God, yes, fuck, shit, so good, yes, yes, yes, Mommy is coming," the Mother screamed, as another orgasm hit her.
Allie watched her mother come again; although she was a domme, an insensitive domme at times, she loved watching her pets come. The vulnerability of a woman when coming was the sexiest thing in her mind.
Allie pulled out a moment later and said, "Fucking you has made me hungry. We should order something for supper."
"I definitely need to rehydrate," Michelle said, suddenly thirsty as hell.
"Order some Chinese," Allie quipped as she stretched, before adding with a wicked smile, "Chinese food that is."
"Yes, Mistress," the Mom nodded stretching also, standing up and going to the washroom to pee and freshen up.
They had dinner, actually talking about normal mom and daughter things like school, cheerleading and music... Michelle hadn't been able to influence her daughter much in her likes but she had created a love of the 80s in her. They spent fifteen minutes discussing the new Duran Duran album and how Simon Le Bon is still hot.
Finally, Allie asked, "Ready for dessert?"



"I could use a nice snack," Michelle smiled, dropping to her knees in front of her daughter.
Allie smiled with a laugh, "You really are eager. That said, let's return to my bedroom, it's a lot more comfortable."
"Yes, Mistress," Michelle nodded, following her daughter.
Allie jumped on her bed, spread her legs and purred, "Come and get it, my Mommy-pet. Get me off before I give you my big surprise."
Michelle felt a chill go up her spine at the promise of a surprise. She moved back between her daughter's legs and began licking again.
Allie warned, "I'm still digesting supper, so take your time mother."
"Of course, Mistress," Michelle nodded, as she lapped leisurely.
Allie laid back and just relaxed, allowing her mother to slowly stimulate her.
Michelle pondered what the surprise could be. Could Cassandra be coming over? Maybe Mrs. Walker? Hopefully not another girl... she was slightly concerned by the growing number of individuals who not only knew she was a submissive bisexual, but also that she was willingly committing incest.
After over twenty minutes of slow licking, Allie ordered, "Now get me off, Mommy. Get your daughter off now."
Michelle obeyed, moving her tongue to her daughter's clit and flicking it relentlessly as if tapping it like a drum.

Allie screamed, the sudden relentless pressure on her clit driving her wild, "Holy fuck, Mommy, that feels so good."
Michelle, even though her neck was sore and her leg was numb, concentrated on finishing what she had started.
"More, more, more," Allie demanded, her body twitching with each flick of the clit.
Michelle continued the pressure knowing the orgasm was imminent.
"Daughter licker," Allie screamed, a few seconds later as her orgasm rushed through her, as she grabbed her mother's head and held her deep inside her pussy.
Michelle lapped up her daughter's pussy juice as she tried to continue breathing in her suddenly confined position.
As Allie recovered from her orgasm, she ordered, letting go of her mother's head, "Grab the vibrator from my night stand, Mommy. It's time to start the final part of your training."
"Yes, Mistress," Michelle nodded, thankful to be able to stand up and stretch. She massaged her neck as she walked over to the night stand.
"Sore neck?" Allie asked.
"Yes, I probably should have changed positions," the mom nodded, "but you looked so comfortable I didn't want to bother you."
"That is very sweet of you," Allie said, rolling onto her side.
Michelle grabbed the vibrator, surprised how small it was, and returned to the bed. She handed it to her mistress and said, "I'm surprised you have such a small vibe."
"Oh, trust me," she smiled, "you'll be happy it's small."
Michelle couldn't fathom why, but didn't probe any deeper.
"Come lie down beside me," Allie ordered, turning the vibe on low, as she patted an empty spot on the bed.
"Yes, Mistress," the submissive obeyed, moving into position, eager to potentially be allowed to have yet another orgasm.
"Are you still willing to obey every order I give you?" Allie asked, as she moved the vibe up and down her mother's pussy lips.
Although her daughter's tone was ominous, Michelle nodded, "You own me, Allie."
"I love those words, Mommy," Allie said, as she continued teasing her mother. She added, "So do I own every part of you?"
Michelle wasn't sure what she meant by that question. She answered, "I guess so."
Allie reached up and cupped her mother's breast, "So these are my tits to play with whenever I want to?"
"Of course," Michelle nodded.
Allie then moved the vibrator and put it in her mother's mouth and questioned, "And this pretty mouth is mine too?"
Michelle nodded, as she tasted her own juices just slightly. Trying to be an obedient pet, she bobbed slightly on the buzzing toy which felt weird in her mouth.
Allie pulled the vibe out of her mom's mouth and in one swift movement slid it inside her mom's wet pussy.
"Oh God," Michelle moaned loudly.
Allie asked, as she pumped the vibe in and out quickly, "And this cunt. Is it owned by me too?"
"Yes, Mistress," the Mom whimpered.
Allie leaned forward and did something she rarely did, she licked pussy.

Michelle couldn't believe her daughter was licking her. It felt so amazing, especially with the extra pleasure of the vibrator buzzing inside her.
Allie wanted to get her mother as horny as hell before she surprised her completely by sodomizing her. So she licked her mom's pussy, while fucking her cunt. She reminisced about the last time she had eaten pussy... a month ago when Cassandra won a battle of wills between two mistresses.
"I love you so much, Allie," Michelle declared, so overwhelmed with pleasure and lust.
"And you will not question anything I do to you?" Allie questioned, as she flicked her mother's clit.
"Noooo," Michelle answered, even as she again worried what her daughter's intentions could possibly be.
"Because I'm about to push your limits, my pet," Allie warned, as she took her mother's clit in between her lips and tugged.
"Push away," Michelle said, giving her daughter permission for whatever lay ahead.
Allie, wanting to make this submission even nastier, quipped, "Hard to believe I once came out of this hole that I am now licking."
"Oh God," Michelle moaned, the nasty visual and reminder of how wrong this really was made it even feel more right.
"Fuck yourself," Allie ordered, as she got off the bed and went to get the lube.
Michelle obeyed, disappointed that her daughter was no longer licking her.
Allie returned a moment later with lube on her fingers and said, "Are you ready for your final training to begin?"
Michelle moaned, even though she had no idea what was about to happen, "Yes, Mistress, I'm ready for whatever you have in store for your Mommy-slut."
"Anything?" Allie asked.
"Anything," Michelle nodded.
Allie moved her lubed finger to her mother's ass and said, "Relax, Mommy."
"Okay," Michelle said tentatively, the light bulb finally going on. Her daughter was going to fuck her ass.
"All my pets are three hole fuck toys," Allie explained, as her finger slid inside her mother.
"Oh, God," Michelle whimpered, a slight pain hitting her and yet the bigger emotion was one of intrigue. Was she really going to allow her daughter to fuck her ass?
Allie continued, her finger now all in, "I'm going to prepare your ass for my strap-on, my pet." Allie then began wiggling her finger inside her mom's ass.
The feeling was surreal and weird. And although slightly uncomfortable, the buzzing in her pussy was quite distracting.
"Have you ever had a cock in your ass, Mom?" Allie asked.
"Never," the ass virgin answered.
"But you are willing to allow your daughter to take your anal cherry?" Allie asked, as she slowly fingered her mother's ass.
The answer should have been no. She had refused her college boyfriend many times and had made it clear to Jeremy that her ass was a one way only hole. Yet, in her new role as a submissive, it seemed like a natural procession. She answered, "Yes, Mistress, my ass is yours too."
"Good girl," Allie purred, as she removed her finger, grabbed the vibrator and moved it to her mother's now slightly open rosebud.
The mother felt the toy buzzing at her back door and joked, "Now I know why you have a small vibrator."
"Don't worry," Allie purred, as she leaned forward and resumed licking her mother's pussy, "I have much bigger toys once you become an ass slut and start craving for butt fucking."
Michele couldn't imagine craving getting ass fucked, but a week ago she couldn't imagine craving pussy either. She moaned when her daughter's tongue again touched her pussy.
Allie teased her mother's anal entrance while gently licking the wet pussy, wanting to drive her mother crazy enough that she would beg to have her ass filled.

Michelle's head was a mess. Her daughter's tongue teasing her cunt was amazing, the toy teasing her ass was also amazing and she suddenly wanted to feel it her ass. After a minute, she moaned, "Oh God, Mistress. Please, put the vibe in my ass."
"You sure?" Allie asked, loving making her pets beg for it.
"Oh God, Allie, you're driving me crazy," the mother whined, suddenly desperately wanting something in her ass.
"As you wish," Allie purred, as she slowly slid the vibrator in her mom's ass.
The buzzing was intense and tempered the pain that was there... the vibe wider than her daughter's finger, of course.
Allie kept licking her mother's pussy as the vibe disappeared.
Michele couldn't explain it, but she instantly loved the idea of anal sex... such an act was the ultimate act of submission.
Once the vibe was all in, Allie purred, "Just lay back and get used to having something in your ass." Allie flicked her mom's clit a few times to enhance the pleasure, before she sat up and got off the bed. She went and put the strap-on harness back on.
Michelle looked up to see where her daughter was going. She watched as her daughter put the strap-on back on. She should have been petrified to have the longer and thicker strap-on in her ass, yet instead she felt a rush of adrenaline. She was ready to give her ass to her mistress daughter... she was willing to become a three hole submissive. Truth be told, she was willing to obey whatever her daughter ordered her to do.
Allie lubed the strap-on generously, walked back to the bed, watching her mother squeezing her tits, and asked, "Ready to lose your anal virginity, Mommy?"
Michelle rolled onto her stomach, getting into position and answered, "I'm ready to be your three hole fuck slut, Mistress."
Allie loved how submissive her mother was. She got onto the bed and pumped the vibrator that was still in her mother's ass.
"Oh God," Michelle moaned, feeling so slutty, "fuck my ass, Allie. I want you to use me like a complete fucking whore.
"You really want your daughter to fill that ass with my cock?" Allie questioned, loving hearing her mother's eagerness.
"Yes, Allie," Michelle nodded, "I want to be your best pet. Your pussy munching slut. Your fist taking whore. And your ass slave."
"I'll take that offer," Allie said, pulling the vibrator out, turning it off and tossing it onto the floor. She stared at her mother's slightly gaping asshole. "Shit you look hot with a gaped ass, mommy slut."
"Fill it up," Michelle offered, wiggling her ass.
"If you insist," Allie laughed, moving behind her.
The mom was so eager, she moved her hand to the cock to guide it into her virgin asshole.
"You really want it," Allie said, as she aimed the cock at her mom's ass.

"So badly," Michelle whimpered, as she felt the thicker dick penetrate her.
"Relax, Mom," Allie instructed, as the cock slowly disappeared between her mom's ass cheeks.
"My daughter is sodomizing me," Michelle replied, "It's hard to be relaxed."
"Touché," Allie laughed, surprised by how easily her mom was taking the cock. Usually there was whining or crying.
Michelle felt the sharp pain, but didn't care. The thrill of complete obedience overrode the discomfort in her ass. For a couple of minutes the cock slowly filled her ass and she focused on the pleasure over the pain.
Allie declared, "All in, Mom."
"That's it?" Michelle joked.
"Do you want Big Jerome?" Allie asked, a ten inch mammoth black cock that would tear her mom's ass apart.
"No," Michelle quickly responded, not knowing how big Big Jerome was but unable to fathom anything bigger in her butt.
"I have to say you look fucking hot with your ass filled," Allie complimented, as she caressed her mother's back, allowing her to get accustomed to having something in her ass.
"That is a compliment I never fathomed getting from my daughter," Michelle laughed, which made another slight pain hit.
"I imagine you didn't fathom becoming my slave either," Allie added, as she slowly began to fuck her mother.
"Noooo," Michelle groaned slightly, more pain coming, "I didn't fathom any of this."
Allie quit talking and focused on slowly fucking her mother, knowing that ass training needed patience and tenderness.
Michelle couldn't believe the conflicting pleasure and pain she was experiencing... it was like her ass had dual personalities. Good girl, who was screaming, 'This is painful and not what a good mother or woman of the world should allow', and bad girl, who was moaning, 'Oh yes, giving access to all three of my holes feels so liberating... no more pretentious fake feminism.'
For a few minutes there was no talking, just focused ass training. Allie pumped the cock in and out of her mother at a snail's pace, knowing it was important to prep the ass for true fucking, and also the slow pace was psychological teasing that would eventually make her mom want to get fucked faster, harder and deeper.
As time went on, the pain faded completely and a slow increasing pleasure took control. The slow fucking which originally was necessary for her to get used to having a cock in the ass was now getting frustrating. She wanted it harder. Michelle begged, "Faster, Mistress, can you fuck your slut mother's ass faster?"
Allie smiled, everything going exactly as planned. She asked, "You sure?"
"Yes, Mistress," Michelle moaned, "this slow shit is driving me crazy."
"Beg," Allie ordered, stopping with the cock buried deep in her.
"Please, Mistress," Michelle immediately said, "Fuck my ass and make me your three hole Mommy whore."
Allie repositioned herself, the cock sliding out of her mother's ass, and ordered, "Lift your leg up, my pet."
"Okay," Michelle agreed, wanting that cock back in her ass.
Allie moved behind her mother on her side and slid the cock rather easily back in her mother's wide open asshole.
"Mmmmmmm," Michelle moaned, the new angle creating new pleasure, new pain.

Allie fucked her mother faster, although still not hard.
Michelle got used to the new positon and after a couple of minutes begged, "Fuck me harder, Mistress. Pound me like you would any of your other whores."
Allie obliged as she began slamming her cock in her mother.
The harder thrusts created new pain as the cock reached new depths, yet Michelle wanted even more, and bucked her ass back to meet her daughter's forward thrusts.
"You want to control this?" Allie asked, after another few strokes.
"What?" Michelle asked, confused by the question.
"Straddle me," Allie ordered, as she pulled out, move up on her bed and lay down.
"Oh, okay," the mom nodded, understanding what her daughter meant. She sat up, straddled her daughter and slowly lowered her ass onto the cock. She wobbled briefly, learning it was a bit harder to straddle a cock and put it in her ass than it was to put it in her pussy.

Michelle couldn't believe how full her ass felt in this position. She slowly rode the cock, struggling to get in a comfortable position.
"Harder to ride a cock in the ass than in the cunt, isn't it?" Allie asked, having learned that the hard way herself.
"It's tough to get comfortable," Michelle nodded.
"I'm pretty comfortable," Allie joked.
"I bet you are," the mom laughed.
For a couple of minutes she awkwardly rode the cock, and was just getting into a rhythm when her cell phone rang.
The mother froze. The ring tone told her it was her husband.
Allie ordered, a wicked idea forming in her head, "Hurry up and go get it and come right back to bed."
"Seriously?" Michelle asked.
"Now, now!" Hurry up," Allie ordered.
Michelle got off the cock, off the bed and scurried to her room where her cell was.
Allie yelled, reminding her mom, "And come right back."
"Okay," Michelle yelled back, as she grabbed her phone and said, "Hello?"
"Hi, honey," Jeremy greeted.
"Hi, baby," Michelle replied.
"You sound like you're breathing hard," Jeremy noticed.
"Oh, I was just working out," Michelle said, returning to her daughter's room.
"At seven-thirty at night?" Jeremy questioned.
Michelle saw that Allie was back on her side and pointing to her to return to the bed. She walked to the bed as she decided to be naughty for both her husband and her daughter. "Well, it was my cunt I was working out."
"Oh my," Jeremy said, surprised by his wife's answer.
Michelle got on the bed and was moved into position by her daughter. Allie grabbed the phone and pressed speakerphone and put it on the bed near her mom's head.
Michelle, understanding what her daughter was planning, played along, "So I'm back on my bed and going to finish what I started, baby."
"You are, are you?" Jeremy asked.
Allie moved slid her dick back inside her mother's ass and Michelle moaned, "Oh yes, baby. I need it so bad."
"I still can't believe what's got into you lately," Jeremy said.
"Oh trust me, you couldn't possibly believe what has gotten into me lately," Michelle quipped back, as the cock filled her again.
"What?" Jeremy asked, confused by her words.
"Oh nothing," Michelle said, "I just wish you were here to pound me."
"Me too," Jeremy said, his cock hard. "Mike and Bill are not quite as attractive as you."
"I hope not," Michelle laughed. "Plus I doubt they suck cock like I do."
"That is likely true," Jeremy laughed.

Michelle moaned, talking to Allie, "Oh yes, fuck me harder."
"Oh, are we role playing?" Jeremy asked.
"Oh yes," Michelle moaned. "What would do if you were here right now?"
"I'd flip you onto your side and fuck that cunt of yours," Jeremy said, as he fished out his cock and began stroking it.
"Mmmmmmmm," Michelle moaned, "Is your big dick out right now?"
"Oh yeah," Jeremy answered.
"And where would you come?" Michelle asked, her own orgasm building rapidly.
"All over your face," Jeremy replied. "I want every inch of your face coated with cum."
"What about my ass, baby?" Michelle decided to ask. "Would you fuck my ass, too?"
"What?" Jeremy asked, shocked.
"My ass, my back door, my shit hole," Michelle listed, before she asked, "would you fuck it?"
"Oh my God," Jeremy groaned, as he shot his load wherever he was.
"Is that a yes?" Michelle asked, her orgasm still building.
"In a heartbeat," the bewildered husband replied.
"Hurry up, dick head," Bill yelled.
"Fuck, I got to go," Jeremy sighed.
"I guess I'll just fuck myself in the ass then," Michelle said, as she bucked her ass back to meet her daughter's fast thrusts.
"Fuck, you're a tease," Jeremy said, putting his dick away.
"I aim to please," Michelle moaned.
"I got to go," he said.
"And I got to come from getting my ass filled," Michelle countered, loving talking so dirty, especially since she was actually doing exactly what she was saying she was doing.
"Damn it," he sighed. "I'll call you tomorrow."
"Okay, love you," she replied.
"Love you too," he said, and hung up.



"You are such a whore," Allie quipped.
"You made me that way," Michelle responded, as she slid her phone under the blanket.
Allie lifted her mother's leg up and began fucking her mom's ass as hard as she could.
"Oh yes, Allie, I'm close to coming," Michelle declared.
"Only real sluts come from getting ass fucked," Allie pointed out.
"Then I guess I'm a real slut," Michelle moaned, as her orgasm was about to erupt.

"A dirty mother ass slut," Allie added.
"Oh God," Michelle moaned. "More, more."
"A three hole bimbo whose only purpose is eating pussy, sucking cock and taking it in your cunt and asshole."
"Yessssss," Michelle screamed, yet another orgasm hitting her.
"Such a fucking slut," Allie quipped, as she continued pounding her mom's ass.
"Your slut," Michelle declared, as her body became weak from euphoria.
"My Mommy-slut," Allie corrected.
"Yes, your bimbo Mommy-slut," Michelle agreed.
Allie, wanting to come again herself, pulled the dildo out of her mother, and ordered, "On your back."
Michelle weakly obeyed and wasn't surprised when her daughter straddled her face.
"Get licking, Mommy-slut," Allie demanded, "you got me super horny."
Michelle obeyed, licking mindlessly, even as her orgasm continued to finish its journey through her entire being.

After a couple of minutes, Allie, sensing that her mother was utterly exhausted, decided to try something new. She got off her mother and said, "I'll be right back."
Michelle lay there completely spent. Although she loved licking her daughter, the multiple orgasms had usurped all her energy.
Allie went to her container of toys, grabbed something she had purchased recently and was yet to use, and returned to the bed. "Sit up," Allie ordered.
Michelle joked, "I'm not sure I can."
"Now," Allie ordered, "We get to initiate this toy."
Michelle looked at it. "What is it?"
"A double dildo," Allie said, as he got back on the bed and rubbed one end up and down her pussy lips.
"Oh," was all Michelle could say.
"Move in front of me," Allie ordered.
Michelle obeyed and grabbed the other end of the long toy. She rubbed it up and down her pussy lips too.
"Now put it in your cunt," Allie ordered.
"Okay," the mom nodded.

Slowly the dildo filled both of them as they got closer and closer together.
Eventually the mother and daughter had created an amazing magic trick as the entire double ended dildo disappeared inside their bodies.
Allie ordered, Now let's grind our pussies together."
And they did. Both grinded on each other, which created incredible pleasure both inside where the dildo snake moved all around inside them and on the outside where they stimulated each other's clits.
Allie eventually came as she screamed, "Keep grinding, Mommy. I'm coming."
Michelle kept grinding until she was told to stop as Allie felt she was going to pee.
As Allie rushed to the bathroom, Michelle collapsed on the bed and faded to sleep... the dildo still inside her.
When Allie returned she laughed. She had worked her mother over so hard she had passed out.
Allie grabbed her cell and texted a few of her pets for an epic day for her mother tomorrow.
I expect each of you to be available tomorrow!!!
A couple of minutes later, as Allie went to shower, she had a party to go to in a couple of hours, all her pets texted back:
Yes, Mistress.
Allie texted back to each individually:
Good girl.
As Allie got in the shower, she smiled as her mother's lesbian initiation party was all ready.
Tomorrow was going to be another crazy day.
THE END FOR NOW....
COMING NEXT... the final chapter of this Mom submission series: Lesbian Lust
DELETED PHOTO'S:
This chapter had many photos taken for it and a few sex scenes that were not used; plus a few anal training scenes that were hot but didn't fit.
Foot Worship Scene:
Deleted Shot: Michelle kissing Allie's foot.
I thought about starting the lengthy training session with foot worship, but I decided to go with a tenderer and sweeter opening. Plus there had already been foot worship scenes in earlier chapters.
THE PHOTO:

Dildo Ass Scene:
Deleted Shot: Allie using a dildo in Michelle's ass.
I loved the idea of Michelle spreading her ass cheeks to take a dildo in her ass. Yet, like the previous deleted photo, I decided to make Allie a more tender Mistress and went with the vibe in pussy, vibe in ass and Allie licking her mom's pussy angle instead.
THE PHOTO:

Fisting Anal Scene (demo version):
Deleted Shot: Allie fisting Michelle's ass.
This may have been the nastiest photo of them all. It wasn't used for the same reason as the first two: the scene was one of intimacy and trust. Not to mention anal fisting the first time someone is ever ass fucked is likely unbelievable.
That said, this is a demo picture that was created as a sample of all the potential plot ideas and as you can see is with Allie in different attire, Michelle in different nylons and the scene in Michelle's room instead of Allie's.
In the end it wasn't re-rendered because it was just too nasty. Although not too nasty to have you see here in deleted shots:
And, of course, those silly flip flops get to make another appearance.
THE PHOTO:

Michelle Eats Allie (Alternate Photo):
I liked this photo too. I particularly liked the look of pleasure on Allie. Yet, in the end, the position didn't flow with the story and it ended up not being used.
THE PHOTO:

Anal Training (Alternate Photos):
This was my favourite scene to write so far in all five chapters. And the first of the two upcoming photos is probably my favourite of all of them and easily the hardest to cut (I now understand when I'm watching blu ray extras and directors say "this scene was hard to cut because we loved it, but it didn't fit the flow of the movie"). In the end, the first photo, although hot, just didn't seem believable for a first time anal. I tried to write it in a few times, but in the end, I reluctantly, very reluctantly, cut it.
The second photo is also pretty and was originally going to be the climax scene. Yet, when I decided to add the phone scene with her husband, I decided to go with the different climactic scene and this photo, although hot, no longer fit. But Michelle's mouth in a BIG O position, and the cock buried deep in her ass was hard to cut. Even her nipples are drool worthy.
Thankfully, having deleted scenes or alternate photos allows me to show you these great photos, my mindset for not using them and likely give you a reason to say: 'Jasmine, you are a moron'.
THE PHOTO:
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Summary: 18-year-old is molested by store owner after caught stealing.
Thanks to: Thanks to hfernandez1983 for the story idea suggestion.
Thanks to 2: Robert, goamz86, Sophia, and Wayne for editing this story.
THE TURNING CONTEST is a weeklong competition between five MILF best friends over who can turn more straight teens, college girls and women.
The prize: The winner gets a weekend with the other four women's submissive 18-year-old daughters.
Note: This series is based on a few things:
a) Quick seductions (Each story will likely be under 5000 words... give or take); these are sex stories and thus lacking the detailed character development I often have.
b) Some are inspired by the Japanese molestation videos that are so popular in Japan.
c) This will be, if people enjoy them, a multi chaptered series about five women who seduce straight women.
Although each story definitely stands on its own, this is the fifth seduction scene. Here is a quick refresher of what has happened so far.
1. Turning Contest: A Beautiful Blonde, in which seductress VERONICA STONE seduces a teen in her clothing store.
2. Turning Contest: A Cute Maid, in which reluctant seductress (she is more a submissive) and rich wife CAROL WHITE seduces and dominates her temporary maid.
3. Turning Contest: A Delicious Model, in which seductress and casting agent, PORTIA JAMES, seduces a cute nineteen year old model who is auditioning for a part in the new Matt Damon movie.
4. Turning Contest: A Desperate Asian, in which a black professor, CRYSTAL WATSON, seduces a shy Japanese student in her office.
Turning Contest: A Dominated Thief
For a couple of hours, Veronica was swamped as the store got crazy busy.
When she did check her phone once things died down, she saw that Portia, Veronica and Crystal each had got on the scoreboard. She was surprised that Jasmine wasn't on the scoreboard yet.
Veronica was about to go for supper when Lorraine, one of her employees, came to her and said, "We have a thief."
"In the act or already caught?" Veronica asked.
"Already caught," Lorraine said.
"How old is she?" Veronica asked.
"Eighteen," Lorraine answered, knowing Veronica's interest in young girls, having been turned by her herself a couple of years ago.
"Cute?"
"Chubby, but cute," Lorraine nodded.
"Delicious," Veronica smiled, deciding she may have to have supper in. "Is she already in the detention room?"
"Of course," Lorraine nodded.
"Great," Veronica said. "What did she steal?"
"A scarf," Lorraine answered.
"Really?" Veronica asked, shaking her head.
"Yeah, she said it was part of a dare," Lorraine explained.
"All right," Veronica nodded. "You'll take over here."
"Of course," Lorraine agreed, before adding, "she is already a mess."
"Perfect," Veronica nodded as she walked to the detention room and entered.
The chubby petrified girl pleaded, "Please, ma'am, don't call the cops. I'm so sorry."
Veronica closed the door and demanded, "ID, young lady."
The girl went to her small purse and pulled out her wallet and handed the woman her ID.
Veronica read it. She was a senior in high school, at the same school as her daughter no less, and her name was Becky. "So Becky, why did you try to steal from me?"
Becky answered, tears still in her eyes, "It was a dare, ma'am."
"By whom?" Veronica asked.
"Friends," Becky admitted, thinking how dumb it was now and how the cheerleaders who had her do it were obviously just setting her up and not actually trying to be friends. God, she was so gullible.
"You need better friends," Veronica said, before adding, "Now, stand up."
Becky obeyed, praying this woman would have mercy on her. She continued her pleading, "I've never done this before, ma'am."
Veronica walked over to her. "I need to check that you don't have any more of my product, young lady," she said.
"I don't," Becky replied. "I promise."
"I need to be sure," Veronica said, as she reached up and squeezed the eighteen year old's large breasts.
"Ma'am, please don't," Becky gasped, shocked that she was suddenly being felt up.
"Shut up, thief," Veronica ordered firmly, as she swiftly pulled the sweatshirt up and over the chubby girl's head.
"W-w-what are you doing?" Becky stammered.
Veronica sighed, "I told you to shut up, thief. I need to make sure you don't have any more of my property hidden on you somewhere."
"I don't," Becky repeated, in shock at what was happening.
Veronica repeated, as she quickly unclasped the bra, "Now shut up and let me make sure you're not lying to me."
Becky went to cover her breasts as the bra was tossed aside and Veronica ordered, "Arms above your head."
"Please, ma'am," Becky pleaded, tears beginning to stream again. "This is very inappropriate."
"Stealing from me is criminal," Veronica responded. "Do you want me to call the cops right now?"
"N-n-no," Becky stammered, tears now streaming down her face again.
"Then stand still and let me search you," Veronica ordered, as she again cupped the young girl's massive tits, pulling them apart to see examine the massive canyon between the two.
Becky couldn't believe she was being felt up. It was obvious there was nothing between her tits. Yet, she didn't want to go to jail.
Veronica spent a good minute cupping and groping the huge tits before she said, "Nothing here."
"Can I go now?" Becky asked, mortified by both her reckless actions and the reality she was being felt up.
"God, no," Veronica said. "I need to check everywhere."
The store owner dropped to her knees and lifted up the skirt of the chubby girl.
"Ma'am, no!" Becky again gasped.
Veronica said, "Just stand still. I need to make sure you aren't hiding anything where the sun don't shine."
"Please no," Becky begged, as she felt the older woman's hands pull down her panties.
"Look, if I don't find anything, you can go after you pay your repentance," Veronica said, already planning to have the girl munch on her pussy to get a second turn.
"Repentance?" Becky asked.
"Yes, you need to pay for your wrong actions so you can learn from your mistake," Veronica said, as she moved her finger to the girl's pussy.
"What are you doing?" Becky asked, never having had anyone touch her there before.
"Making sure you didn't hide anything in this hairy cunt of yours," Veronica answered.
"I would never," Becky began to say and then stopped as a finger slid inside her. Her legs buckled slightly as she involuntarily moaned at the pleasure she was suddenly feeling during the awkward interrogation.
"Your pussy is incredibly tight," Veronica said, as her finger wiggled inside the chubby girl, wondering if she had found an eighteen year old virgin.
"Please, stop," Becky protested, even though the pleasure felt amazing.
Veronica said, "I really can't get a good feel of your pussy like this. Please get up on the table and spread your legs."
"Ma'am, this is wrong," Becky said, as the finger left her suddenly wet pussy.
"Stealing is wrong," Veronica said, as she stood up. "I have every right to search you for any other stolen items, unless you want me to call the cops."
"No, I don't," Becky said. "But I promise you there is nothing in my vagina."
"We are almost done, young lady," Veronica said. "Just sit up on the table so I can do a thorough search."
"Then we will be done?" Becky asked.
"Almost," Veronica lied.
Becky got onto the table and spread her legs. She couldn't believe she was topless and panty-less in front of a stranger with her legs spread.
Veronica moved between the chubby woman's legs, checking out those massive tits one more time, before sliding a finger back inside the young girl's cunt.
As the older woman wiggled her finger around, searching for something that wasn't in there, Becky was in awe of how good it felt. Other than her own fingers, nothing had been inside her and somehow it felt much different, much better when someone else was doing the fingering. She couldn't believe she was beginning to enjoy the molestation.
Veronica could just sense the girl was a virgin and deciding to forever change her life, she found the girl's g-spot and began tapping it.
"Oooooooooooooh," Becky moaned, as an intense pleasure hit her.
"Are you okay?" Veronica asked.
"Your finger," Becky tried to explain, as the tapping continued.
"My finger what?" Veronica questioned, enjoying watching the young girl's confusion.
"It feels, it um, oh God," the chubby girl babbled, as she suddenly could only focus on the pleasure that was now coursing through her, an orgasm undeniably about to erupt.
Veronica leaned down and licked the young girl's pussy while tapping on her g-spot, which, as expected, triggered the young girl's orgasm.
"Ooooh God!" Becky moaned loudly as her orgasm hit her like a tidal wave, the pleasure of the finger and the sudden tongue too much for her.
"Are you coming?" Veronica asked, pretending to be shocked.
"I'm s-s-sorry," Becky weakly said, as she fell onto her back on the table, as the greatest pleasure in her young life continued to riddle her, causing her entire body to twitch and moan.
Veronica pulled her finger out of the still coming girl, took off her skirt, climbed onto the table and straddled the pretty girl's face. "Now earn your repentance."
Becky opened her eyes and saw a pussy directly above her.
"Get licking," Veronica ordered, thrilled that she had regained the lead in the turning race. She wished she would have suggested that a complete virgin counted as two.
Becky, her orgasm still pulsing through her, figured she had no choice as she lifted her head up slightly and began licking.
"That's it, lick my cunt," Veronica moaned, already thinking she wanted to be her first fuck too.
Becky obeyed not out of eagerness, but necessity. The taste was intriguing, but she wasn't a lesbian.
Veronica noticed after a couple of minutes that the young girl didn't have the eagerness that most new pussy pleasers had and decided to just use the girl's face. She lowered her pussy onto the thief's face and began grinding, rubbing her pussy back and forth.
Becky felt her face get full of wetness as she tried to lick the pussy that was now almost suffocating her. She felt humiliated at being used so roughly and yet a small part of her couldn't deny she liked the taste.
Veronica ground on the chubby girl's face for a couple of minutes until her orgasm was building. She then reached behind the girl's head and lifted it up so she could really fuck the girl's face.
Becky continued licking as best she could until suddenly she felt her face coated with wetness as if being hit by a shower being turned on full force.
"I'm coming," Veronica declared, as she came all over the girl's face.
Once her orgasm was done, she got off the dazed girl's face and off the table. Veronica ordered, "Just lie there," as she went to her small closet and grabbed her strap-on cock excited to take the young girl's virginity.
"What are you doing?" Becky questioned, sitting up.
"Finishing the interrogation," Veronica answered, as she put the strap-on around her waist.
"What is that?" Becky asked, confused.
"A cock," Veronica answered, walking back to the chubby girl.
"Stand up and bend over the table," Veronica demanded.
"W-w-what are you going to do with that?" Becky stammered.
Veronica asked, "Are you a virgin?"
"Yes," Becky admitted, suddenly realizing the older woman's intent. Part of her was shocked at the thought this older woman wanted to fuck her, yet another part of her was still incredibly horny and wanted to find out what it felt like to be fucked.
"Time to change that," Veronica declared, as she helped the stunned teen off the table and back onto her feet. Veronica moved her around like she was a rag doll until she was bent over the table.
"Ma'am, this is wrong," Becky protested, although it was weak as her pussy burned with the anticipation of getting fucked... finally. She had fantasized about it for a long time, but no guy had paid that much attention to her.
"If you still feel that way in one minute I will stop," Veronica said, as she slid her cock inside the big butted girl's pussy.
"Oooooooh," Becky moaned, as the cock filled her pussy, bringing yet another new pleasure to her body.
"You like that, thief?" Veronica questioned, as she began fucking the chubby girl from behind.
"Oh, God," Becky replied, as her head spun again with the intensity of the pleasure.
"I'll take that as a yes," Veronica laughed, as she fucked the thief hard, enjoying hearing the whimpers of the virgin.
Becky just stood there, bent over, enjoying the fucking she was receiving. She had imagined losing her virginity many times, but never like this. Yet, the feeling was even more amazing than she could have imagined.
As Veronica fucked the thief, hearing the moaning, whimpering and huffing of the chubby girl, she warned, "One more place to check."
Becky didn't understand the words as her second orgasm increased rapidly, but she did when she felt a finger fill her asshole. She yelped at the sudden violation of her asshole and the slight burn that filled it, yet somehow this enhanced the pleasure of the fucking.
"Oh yeah, you little thief, I bet you would love this cock in your asshole," Veronica purred.
"Please no," Becky whimpered, as her orgasm was close to eruption.
"You're about to come from having my finger in your ass, you little slut," Veronica pointed out, as she pounded her cunt while fingering her ass.
"Oh shit," the thief moaned, as she closed her eyes again and allowed the pleasure that was consuming her to take over.
"You little slut," Veronica accused, stopping just before the orgasm was about to hit the thief.
"Don't stop," Becky pleaded, her orgasm so close.
"You want to come from getting fucked by a woman while I'm sodomizing your asshole with my finger?" Veronica asked, wiggling the finger.
"God, yes," Becky admitted, desperate to come at all costs.
"Tell me what you want," Veronica demanded, loving when the new submissive breaks completely... lust overriding logic.
"To come," Becky whined, her orgasm so close she could taste it.
"Beg," Veronica ordered.
"Please, fuck me, ma'am," Becky begged.
"That's all you have?" Veronica questioned, bucking her hips hard once.
"Aaaaaaaah, oh God, please fuck my cunt with your cock while fingering my fat ass," Becky begged, willing to say anything to get the orgasm that was brimming just under the surface.
"As you wish," Veronica purred, resuming fucking the chubby thief hard, while simultaneously reaming her ass with her finger.
"Oh yes, yes, fuck me like a cheap slut," Becky babbled, loving the rough treatment, loving having someone who wanted to fuck her regardless of how it happened.
Veronica kept pounding the thief for another few strokes before the inevitable happened.
"Yesssss, fuck!" Becky screamed, and Veronica was thankful the room was sound proof for this very reason.
Veronica fucked the girl throughout her second orgasm before sliding out, roughly pushing the orgasming girl to her knees, and shoving the cock in her mouth. "Clean up my cock from your slut juice, thief."
Becky had no choice as her face was roughly fucked with the fake cock, and she tasted her cum for the first time.
Veronica pulled out a minute later and said, "I believe you, you didn't steal anything else."
Becky, weak and spent, looked up at her and asked, with a smile on her face for the first time this entire encounter, "You sure? Maybe you should check one more time."
Veronica laughed as she went to her phone to update the score, "I think I may have created a monster."
Scorecard:
Veronica: 2
Carol: 1
Crystal: 1
Portia: 1
Jasmine: 0
The End.
Coming Next: Turning Contest: Drunk Bday Girl
(We meet the final member of the contest Jasmine, who seduces a girl at a dance club on her 21st birthday)
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Summary: Nerd gets final revenge on the hot bitch CEO that fired him.
This is the sixth and final part of the Revenge of the Nerds Mind Control story. Here is a summary of the first five parts:
BITCH SISTER
Brandon was fired from his job due to the failure of a mind control drug that had major side effects. Humiliated, he moved back home, where he perfected the drug and planned to use it to get revenge on the CEO bitch who fired him. But unsure of the side effects, he decided to first test it on his bitch sister, who became his personal fuck toy.
CHEERLEADERS
Brandon punishes his sister for her disobedience and, wanting to test if the drug has the same effects on each person, decides to add a second slut to his collection in his sister's best friend Becky. Besides testing the effects of the drug, he also decides to sodomize not one, but both submissive cheerleaders.
EX-BULLY'S MOM
Brandon ponders creating a new formula that isn't permanent to get his Mom, whom he respects too much to use the drug on. After some more ass fucking of his sister, he decides to test the drug on a neighbour MILF and mother of an ex-bully.
MOM
Brandon helps a friend get his own personal fuck toy before walking in to find his mother bound and being used by the ex-bully's Mom. After saving his mom and punishing the bitch, he and his mother end up having wild sex... until his sister walks in and joins the action for a sweet family threesome.
STUCK-UP AUNT
Brandon experiments with modifications on the drug. The drug is then used on his aunt at the request of his mother. By the end of the day the bitchy aunt is a submissive to all three members of the family.
Thanks to: Sophia, Robert, goamz86, and Wayne for editing.
A reminder of how the drug itself works when sprayed at a person:
Changes the moral fibre of a person...in reality, it shifts the decision making of the individual to the low standards they have while drunk...but with even more psychological manipulation:
-the person can't lie (like in that Jim Carrey movie 'Liar Liar')
-the person's body feels the need to obey even though their conscious mind argues against such obedience
-the person's sexual libido increases substantially
-the individual feels constricted by the clothes they are wearing and wants to be naked
-Brandon also played with the formula to create what he believed would be potentially permanent impacts on the person infected (the original drug only lasted an hour). This was the one thing he was still very unsure of: it could last a few hours, days, weeks or maybe forever.
And now, the conclusion to Brandon's revenge plot, which has taken a few twists and turns along the journey to ultimate revenge.
Revenge of the Nerd: Total Control
Brandon had gone quite astray from his real target for the mind control drug... although fucking his sister, her best friend, his MILF neighbour, his mom and his aunt had been a lot of fun... it was now time to finish his revenge scheme.
The morning before the day of the final revenge plot, he walked out to see Mom reading the paper with her feet up on two human stools: her sister, his aunt, and their neighbour.
No doubt Mom was enjoying the fringe benefits of the drug.
As was Brandon.
Horny, he walked to the two human sluts on their knees as Mom greeted, "How's my big man this morning?"
Brandon assumed she was talking about his dick and said, "Choosing which slut gets my load."
Mrs. Leveen, in whom he had instilled some pretty strong cum craving addictions, instantly begged, "Please, fuck me."
"You obviously have not fed her, her morning pussy snack," Brandon said, as he got out of his pyjamas to reveal he was going commando.
"Not yet," Mom responded, "they say patience is a virtue."
"Not one of mine," he said, as he moved behind Mrs. Leveen, dropped to his knees and slid his cock into her asshole.
"Yessssss," the well trained submissive slut moaned, her body conditioned to only feel pleasure from getting ass fucked... even though her asshole should be on fire after such a sudden, unlubricated violation.
"You like it in the ass, don't you?" Mom purred, "just like that faggot son of yours."
Mrs. Leveen hated that she did love it in the ass and hated even more that her son had been turned into a cock hungry faggot, but she was being obedient to protect her husband, who so far had been spared the life altering mind drug.
"Not as tight as she used to be," Brandon pointed out.
"She got triple teamed by black college boys yesterday," Mom revealed.
"That, I would like to see," Brandon said, the visual sounding hot and humiliating.
"I have it on video," Mom revealed. "It's even blu ray quality."
"Nice," Brandon agreed, thinking he needed to videotape tomorrow's revenge plot as well for posterity's sake.
"Yeah, the triple facial was really hot," Mom added.
After a couple of minutes of pounding Mrs. Leveen, Lisa whined, desperate to get cock as well, "What about me?"
"You really want your asshole pounded too?" Brandon asked.
"Yes, dammit," the frustrated aunt admitted, still furious at the reality she had been turned into a bimbo ass slut by her sister. Yet, every time she saw a cock, she craved it... even her nephew's.
"I'll be back," Brandon said, as he pulled out of slut one and slammed his cock into slut two... whose ass was substantially tighter than slut one.
"Yes!" Lisa screamed, as her asshole was filled by her nephew's big dick.
"No coming," Elizabeth announced, "not until after your Master dumps a load in one of you."
Brandon still couldn't believe how much his mother had changed since her discovery of the drug.
It was one more clear example of the threat of the drug.
In the wrong hands this drug could literally fuck up the entire world.
Which is why he had burnt his notes and other than three cure vials (well, somewhat of a cure), and six more doses for some rainy days, Brandon had erased any evidence of this successful experiment.
He would miss turning any bitch he wanted into his submissive three-hole cum slut, but the risks outweighed the gains.
Of course, that would be after tomorrow and the complete humiliation of Sarah, the CEO who had fired and humiliated him.
He kept slamming into his aunt, who was moaning wildly, clearly enjoying the hard ass fucking, as programmed.
"What about me?" Mrs. Leveen whined, wanting that dick back in her asshole... mortified that she craved a dick up her ass, especially that of a nerd like him.
"Like son, like mother," Brandon joked, having turned her son, his former bully, into a complete faggot.
She resented him even more at the reminder... having seen her strong son come home coated in cum. Yet, even with all that resentment, she still wanted that big cock in her ass, which frustrated her even more. So she lied, "He deserved it."
"As did you," Brandon said. "You never stopped him and then treated me like nothing."
That was true... but she grew up in a family where the good looking and rich ran society and thus she saw her son's bullying as just a survival of the fittest type of thing. A keeping of the social hierarchy.
Mrs. Leveen agreed, "And I will pay for it for the rest of my life."
"That you will," Brandon laughed, as he pulled out of his aunt and moved back into the MILF next door... she had become even more submissive and slutty since his mother added more conditions to her brain manipulation.
After a couple more minutes of hard ass pounding, Brandon was close and his Mom said, "Shoot your load on the floor and let the cum sluts fight over it."
"I love your wicked mind," Brandon smiled, loving the nasty idea.
"Like son, like mother," Elizabeth laughed, as she finally moved her feet off the two slut stools.
Brandon pulled out at the very last second, turned away from both sluts and shot his load all over the linoleum. He watched amused as both sluts scurried to retrieve the cum on the floor like pigs at a trough.
Elizabeth laughed, "I think they're hungry."
Lisa, used to getting what she wanted, wrestled the other bitch out of the way and retrieved the majority of the cum. She knew if she didn't she would be craving cum at work and not be able to make it to lunch without seeking out Joe, her go to cock to suck, since she was given this sick and twisted addiction.
Both the master and the mistress watched with amusement as Brandon put his cock away.
Elizabeth, who preferred her daughter's tongue to either of these two, called out, "Carrie, come and get breakfast."
A minute later, Carrie was between her mom's legs, while the two slaves were in a 69, helping each other with their quest for the cum they were programmed to crave.
...
That night, Brandon was let in by the janitorial staff, who hated Sarah as much as he did.
Brandon spent a few hours manipulating the air duct system so that now he controlled it completely. The plan was simple: send the drug into the 18th floor, which was Sarah's much too big office, let it do its magic and then... revenge.
Once done, Brandon went home and got a good night's sleep... tomorrow he would get revenge... he was so excited he didn't even fuck any of the sluts that were available for him.
The next morning, he got up later than usual, everyone was already gone, and once ready, headed to the office.
When Brandon got there, he was let in the back way from a janitor as security wouldn't have let him in.
Once inside, he pressed the button that would release the drug into the entire 18th floor after he got confirmation that she was in her office and the only other person on the floor was her equally bitchy secretary.
Brandon then waited impatiently for the ten minutes necessary for the drug to have completely dissipated from the floor.
Giddy with excitement, Brandon then made his way up the elevator and up to the bitch's exclusive floor... he had a date with revenge.
He walked to the secretary, Karen, who asked, clearly annoyed he was in front of her, "What are you doing here?"
"Getting revenge," Brandon answered, before adding, "get on all fours."
"How dare you," Karen, a beautiful redhead said, as she went to call security and yet instead felt herself drop to the floor and get on all fours. "What the fuck?" she questioned, confused, as she looked at the nerd.
"Nice ass," Brandon replied. "I can't wait to fuck it."
"You're disgusting," the redhead said, still confused why she was obeying such a loser.
"You crave cock in your ass," Brandon said, adding a condition to the pretentious bitch. Fuck, she was a secretary, as if she should be condescending to him.
"As if," she said.
Brandon smiled. He loved the strong defiance that would soon fade into bimbo-hood. He ordered, "Stand up."
She had been trying to stand up for the past forty-five seconds, so was thankful when this time her body allowed her to break through the invisible chains that seemed to be holding her down.
"Good, slut," he smirked, before adding, "Now get undressed."
"Fuck you," she snapped.
"That is the long term plan," he smiled, thinking he may take her home as a toy for the family to use. Mom would likely love such a pretty present.
Karen glared at him even as she felt herself unzipping her dress. 'What the hell? Why am I obeying him?' she thought to herself.
Brandon, seeing the confused look on the bimbo secretary's face, explained, "I have infected you with a drug that makes you obey every order given."
"That's ridiculous," she said, even as she pulled the dress over her head, suddenly standing in front of this letch in only her lace black bra and panties as well as her pantyhose.
"Agreed, but it's the truth," Brandon said, as he checked out the woman's great body. "Take off your bra, let's see those tits."
"Please stop this," Karen pleaded, suddenly understanding the harsh reality of her situation, as she unclasped her bra.
"Toss it to me."
Karen obeyed, then covered up her breasts.
"Arms at your side," he ordered, as he pulled his phone out.
"Please, no more," she begged, as she obeyed, feeling completely mortified.
Brandon snapped a couple pictures, before he grabbed the scissors on her desk and ordered, "Cut the crotch of your pantyhose and then cut your panties so I can see that fuck box of yours."
She grabbed the scissors as she glared, "You're fucking disgusting."
"You now only drink your coffee with a load of cum in it," Brandon added, always enjoying thinking of new ways to humiliate.
She scoffed, as she moved the scissors to her crotch area, "Huh, I don't drink coffee."
He shook his head at how dumb she was. "Fine, you will take a facial every morning and rub it all over your face like face cream."
"You can't be serious?" she questioned, realizing she should have shut up.
"Every order I give you is permanent, so you should think before you speak," Brandon said, trying to push her, "If a dumb slut like you can actually think first."
She glared at him, her entire body shaking with anger as she cut the expensive hosiery and ripped a hole in it... but she didn't speak.
"Now the panties," he ordered again, enjoying watching the bitch obey him as a prelude to the main event.
She again obeyed without a word, catching on quickly that she was better off to keep her mouth shut.
Once they were cut, she obediently handed the panties to him.
He said, 'If you behave, I'll make sure the real bitch I'm here for eats that shaved cunt of yours."
Karen was surprised by this. The bitch he was talking about was her boss... who she hated. A boss who had made Karen eat her out, and fuck big name clients (both male and female). She was compensated really well for a secretary, but the reality was she was a lot more than a secretary... and had been biding her time to climb up the political ladder at the company.
She said, with a smile even while in her current predicament, "You'll let me be in control of the Evil Queen?"
"If you're an obedient pet," Brandon said, as he walked to her and moved his hand to her pussy.
Karen, used to being used for sex, allowed herself be fingered by the nerd... realizing if she played her cards right she may be able to manipulate this fucked up situation for her benefit. So she faked a moan instead.
Brandon was impressed at how quickly Karen understood her situation. He wanted to fuck her, but that would have to wait... he had to finish his revenge plan first.
"On all fours," he ordered, as he pulled his finger out of her cunt and moved it to his lips.
Karen obeyed.
"Crawl to the door," Brandon instructed.
She again obeyed.
Brandon took one last deep breath, the end was finally here. "Crawl inside," he ordered, as he opened the door.
Karen obeyed, as Sarah looked up from her desk.
"What the fuck?" Sarah asked, as she saw her secretary crawl in almost naked. Sure, she had seen the slut naked before... in this office... but never like this. Usually it was when she was horny and needed an orgasm or when she really wanted to be wicked, like talking to a potential client while her bimbo full-service secretary was under her desk licking away. Fuck, she revelled in her power.
Brandon then walked in.
"Hi, bitch," Brandon smugly said, walking in behind his newest bimbo.
"What the hell are you doing here?" Sarah asked, looking up at just one of many men she had fired during her time here.
"Getting revenge," Brandon replied bluntly, before adding, "Sarah take off your blouse and bra, let's see those fake tits your CEO salary paid for."
Sarah glared and threatened, even as her hands went to her blouse and she started undoing her buttons, "I'm going to have you arrested."
Brandon shrugged, making sure to get all his subliminal messages correct to protect himself from any future threat, "You will never mention my name after I cum in your ass. You will also never tell anyone why you became the complete cum slut you are about to become."
"Yeah, right," Sarah scoffed while glaring at the little puke, as she looked down and realized she was unbuttoning her blouse. She tried to stop herself, but she couldn't. "What the hell?"
"It works," Brandon smirked.
"What works?' she asked, even as she finished unbuttoning the blouse.
"You are as dumb as you look," Brandon said, loving finally being able to say exactly what he thought of the bitch.
"You little prick," Sarah snapped, as she took her blouse off. Then it hit her. The fucker had finally got the mind control drug to work.
"Actually, I'm quite well endowed," Brandon corrected, as he ordered, "Karen, come and show your boss how big I am."
Karen was curious and willing to do whatever it took to not have any more conditions put on her. So she crawled to him and fished out his cock.
Sarah unclasped her bra, frustrated and worried. She wondered how he had got the drug in her. How long did it last? Trying to be casual, hiding her anger and concern, she asked, "How did you make it work?"
"That doesn't matter," he said, as his cock was fished out... already hard.
Continuing to try and distract him, hoping the drug was short lived, she said, "Brandon, we can work something out here."
"What did you have in mind?" Brandon asked, playing along.
"Anything," Sarah said.
"So you'll take my cock in your ass willingly, while you eat out Karen?" Brandon asked.
Sarah looked down and saw that the nerd had a damn big dick. She also watched as Karen took it in her mouth without being told.
"Is this what this is all about? You want to fuck me?" she asked, thinking maybe she could fuck her way out of this. She had fucked much smaller, much uglier men to get where she currently was. Men were easy to manipulate.
Karen was impressed by the nerd's cock; conversely, Brandon was impressed with the secretary's mouth.
Brandon answered, "It's about teaching you a lesson."
"How so?" she asked. "Because I fired you or because I rejected you?"
"Because you're a complete bitch," he answered. "Now take off your skirt."
"How long does the drug work?" Sarah asked again, wanting to know how long she would be under this loser's control.
"Forever," Brandon answered, as she pulled her skirt down.
Much to his surprise, she was wearing thigh high stockings which made him happy. "You even dressed to be fucked."
She ignored that comment as she focused on the horrifying one word answer. She asked, "What do you mean forever?"
"It's a pretty simple word," Brandon explained.
Sarah glared at him. She hated being treated like she was stupid.
"Until you die," Brandon added, speaking in a slow mocking voice... speaking as if she was a little child.
"You can't be serious?" she said, even during the trial of the drug it was supposed to only have limited time attached to it. They were already breaking the Geneva Code if it would have worked and been used against enemies of the state to extract vital information, but if it was permanent, that would be a disaster.
"I didn't mean to make it that way," Brandon shrugged, impressed by her body. "But I do see some fringe benefits to it."
"This is very dangerous," she stressed, not only for her, but the world if this drug got in the wrong hands.
"That is why I erased all my research and got rid of the rest of the drug. You are the last test case," he said, which was true, other than those few vials he'd kept for future use.



"You really perfected it to get revenge on me?" she asked.
"Yep," he nodded, "and to prove I could do it."
"Well," she said. "I'm impressed."
"And now you will be my three-hole fuck slut," he said, before adding, "although I imagine that is how you got to this position."
This pissed her off. Sure, she had fucked some significant men and a couple women to get here, but she was also a very intelligent woman who deserved to be where she was. "Says the unemployed nerd."
He sighed, "Do you eat cunt?"
"God, no," Sarah answered, although she had on occasion on her journey to the top or to close a deal if need be.
"You love eating cunt, you crave cunt," Brandon gave Sarah her first of many 'forever' messages.
Sarah instantly looked down at her secretary. Her secretary had munched on her box many times, but she had never returned the favour.
"Karen go sit on her desk and spread your legs for your new pet," Brandon instructed.
"What?" Sarah asked, even as her mouth watered.
"Sarah, you are a submissive to every person in the world. You will suck cock, eat pussy and fuck any person who orders you to," Brandon listed, getting ready to really put the bitch in place.
"Please, no," Sarah begged.
"You only want to serve. You love cock in your mouth, cock in your cunt, cock in your ass and a pussy rubbing all over your face. You crave cum, guy cum, girl cum, you don't care. You just must have it," Brandon continued.
"You bastard," Sarah snapped, furious, even as she looked at her secretary, who was now in front of her with her legs spread and her own mouth salivating.
"You will suck, fuck or eat someone new every day," Brandon continued, as he walked towards her.
"Get eating my pussy, you dumb whore," Karen ordered.
"You're fucking sick," Sarah yelled, so angry, even as she bent down and began to lick the pussy of her secretary.
"You will offer yourself to at least one relative," Brandon added, really enjoying the power, as he moved behind her, tugged her panties aside and slid his cock in her cunt.
"God, no," Sarah whined, even as the pleasure from the loser's cock in her pussy hit her intensely.
"You will only come when someone calls you 'a bimbo cum bucket'" Brandon added, as his own balls boiled quickly... having not come yet today.
"I'm going to get you for this," Sarah continued being defiant, even though her mind and body were completely at his whim.
"You will only wash your face with cum," Brandon continued, able to add suggestions all day.
"Keep licking, slut," Karen ordered, her own orgasm rising and liking the idea of finally having power over her bitchy boss.
"You little bitch," Sarah glared, even as she licked the pussy in front of her.
"And Sarah, you can never give anyone else an order... ever. You are the lowest slut in the office and in the world," Brandon added. "Your only purpose is to get others off with your three bimbo holes."
"Fucking asshole," Sarah snapped, rage coursing through her.
Brandon agreed, pulling out and slamming his cock roughly into the bitch's asshole, "That I am, literally and figuratively."
"You bastard!" she screamed, as her asshole was ripped apart... a searing pain coursing through her.
"You told me to fuck your asshole," he responded, enjoying the power he had over the bitch who fired him.
"Please pull out," Sarah begged, the pain intense. She had been ass fucked many times, but never without excessive lube and usually a lot of wine.
"You love it in the ass, it makes you feel like the complete whore you are," Brandon reminded her. "Big dicks in your ass make your cunt leak and make you want to come."
Instantly, even as the pain lingered, her pussy burned and she began to enjoy the anal pilfering. Yet, she threatened, furious at what he was doing to her, "I'm going to get you for this."
"And now you will go to the homeless shelter tonight and fuck at least one guy," Brandon added, his balls about to burst.
"Fuck you," Sarah glared.
"And every weekend, you will go to an old folks home and offer a resident, male and female, your services, always doing someone new each time," Brandon said as he reamed her asshole... his load close to erupting.
As Sarah licked the delicious pussy of her secretary and got her ass reamed, her cunt burned and all she could think about was the orgasm that was so close to hitting her, but wouldn't come.
"Here comes your first load, cum slut," Brandon said, as he grunted and deposited a day's worth of cum up the bitch's rectum.
The load filling Sarah's ass sent shockwaves directly to her cunt and yet the orgasm didn't happen.
Brandon watched with his cock still buried in the bitch's ass, as Karen grabbed her boss's head and began to roughly grind on her face.
Karen ordered, "Lick my cunt, you fucking bimbo bitch."
Sarah licked, even as her orgasm was so fucking close it was all she could think about, which made her also fume at both her predicament and the name calling.
Karen enjoyed roughly using the bitch's face... revenge for all the years of being treated like a servant.
Brandon said, "Time to fuck that cunt of yours now... something I've wanted to do forever."
Sarah glared back at him, knowing she was defeated and yet too proud to not be defiant. She snapped, "It's probably the only way you get action."
Brandon shrugged, as he pulled out of her ass and moved to her cunt, "It sure as hell hasn't hurt."
"You're such a fucking loser," Sarah snapped, not going to let him bully her even if she couldn't control her body.
"You desperately want me," Brandon said. "Every time you have a cock in one of your three gaping fuck holes you will only fantasize about me."
"That is disgusting," Sarah said, repulsed, even as she glanced down at his cock and instantly wanted it.
Brando shrugged, "I think maybe you could use a nice baby in that body of yours."
"What? God, no," Sarah said, this repulsing her more than taking it up the ass.
"You want a baby," Brandon added. "You will take every load for the next year in that cunt of yours or until you're pregnant."
"No, no, no, no, no," Sarah pleaded, just as Brandon slammed his cock in her cunt.
"And you will stop using birth control of all types," Brandon added, as he began fucking her hard.
"Please, nooooo," Sarah whined, even as the loser's cock felt so good inside her.
"Oh yes, today you won't leave this room until you have taken ten loads in your cunt," Brandon added, his balls boiling rejuvenating as his revenge plan finally came to fruition.
"You sick fucking bastard," Sarah roared, again unable to control her anger.
"You will get your nipples pierced and a tattoo on your ass that says, 'Cum deposit,'" Brandon added, beginning to run out of new lifelong conditioning.
"And you also will drink a cup of pee every day," Karen added, as she suddenly urinated all over Sarah's stunned face.
"You bitch," Sarah gasped, as a yellow stream sprayed into her mouth and then on her face.
"Good one," Brandon smiled.
"I hate you fuckers," Sarah said, tears streaming down her eyes at her complete humiliation, even as the pleasure continued to drive her nuts... the orgasm that wouldn't erupt only adding to the frustration.
"And yet you love my cock, don't you?" Brandon smiled, continuing to slam into the bitch.
Frustratingly, the answer was yes for the horny as hell bitch.
"Speak the truth," Brandon ordered.
"Yes, dammit," Sarah admitted, before adding, as she moved her hand to her cunt to rub herself, desperate to get off, "because you made me."
"You want to come?" Brandon asked, as Karen got off the table.
"Yes," Sarah whined, unable to think of anything else other than coming.
"Tell me what the words are," Brandon ordered.
Sarah couldn't remember them. She knew they were degrading. She knew bimbo was part of it, but couldn't remember the rest.
Karen said, "You're a bimbo cum..."
Sarah remembered and so desperate to cum, the nerd's cock feeling so good in her cunt, didn't even hesitate, as she declared, "I'm a bimbo cum bucket." To her frustration that didn't make the damn burst. She repeated, "I'm a bimbo cum bucket."
Brandon explained, knowing his second load was close, "You can only come when someone else uses the magic phrase."
Karen really enjoying the power over the bitch said, "You're a bimbo cum bitch."
Sarah could feel an extra rush of pleasure that almost erupted with the magic phrase, but was denied by the final last word. "Nooooooo," she whined, her entire body at the whim of these two monsters.
Karen continued, "You're a bimbo cum buckaroo."
"Please," Sarah begged, as she began bouncing back on the nerd's cock, while rubbing herself frantically doing anything she could to come.
"You're a bimbo cum bucket," Brandon declared, as he shot his second load deep in the bitch's cunt.
"Yesssssss," Sarah screamed, as the most intense orgasm in her life ripped through her. Then she felt the bastard shoot his load inside her unprotected womb.
"You wanted to come," Brandon reminded her, as he kept spewing his seed in her.
"You made me," Sarah whined, even as the pleasure overwhelmed her.
Karen added, even as the first orgasm was still coursing through the bitch, she repeated, "Such a nasty slut. You're a bimbo cum bucket."
A second orgasm in a row, something she had never had before, sent shockwaves through Sarah as she screamed, "Holy fuck."
Brandon pulled out, and went to his phone. He texted the three male daytime janitors that they could come up now.
Sarah just laid bent over her desk, coated in piss, filled with cum, as the double orgasm seemed to never end.
Karen asked, "Now what?"
"You're coming home with me," Brandon said. "Be a good slut and I may give you the antidote."
"I'll do anything for you," Karen said, dropping to her knees and taking the cock that had just plowed both the bitch's holes in her mouth.
"Good to know," he nodded, just as there was a knock at the door. Obviously, the janitors were close. "Come in."
Sarah gasped, "No," just as she saw the door open and the janitors walk in.
"Go triple team the slut," Brandon said, as he pulled out of Karen's mouth and moved to a comfortable couch. Karen crawled back to him and resumed sucking as Sarah's eyes went wide.
"Please, Brandon, I'll do anything too," Sarah begged, even as the disgusting janitors of different races moved to her.
"Oh, yes you will," Brandon said. "Plus, you still need nine more loads in your cunt before you can leave your office."
"You can't be serious?" Sarah asked, even though she knew he was.
Soon she was on the floor with a Mexican cock in her cunt, a black cock in her mouth and an Asian cock in her ass, she couldn't tell if he was Japanese or Chinese.
Brandon enjoyed the lengthy blow job thinking that Karen would be perfect as a fuck toy, a family slave and also a girlfriend.
As he watched, he typed on his phone the speech she would read to the board where she was appointing Brandon as the new Vice-President of the company... he couldn't get rid of her yet... not until he had established himself as a worthy replacement.
If that failed, he could easily spray the entire boardroom and make the majority of the male board members faggots... he hated them all but Joe.
Either way, he was going to come out on top... literally.
THE END
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1950s: Housewives' Pet Training
I didn't look at great-grandmother's scrapbook until I got home that night and was kind of tipsy. I had gone to a college party, flirted with a hot frat boy and a cute coed, but ended up home alone.
So I was already horny when I resumed reading, wondering what else great-grandmother did when she was my age.
I arrived at the diner that closed at ten, in fact the whole town shut down at ten, even on Fridays, with anticipation. I had Mrs. Madison call my mom to request that I assist her with an overnight sleepover at a church in a nearby community, so I could be out past my midnight curfew (that had only been increased when I started my senior year).
The curtains were down, but the lights were on. I got to the door and it was locked. I knocked and Mrs. Madison herself answered it.
"You're early," she greeted.
"I believe in being punctual," I said.
"It's a good belief," she nodded, allowing me in.
I'm not sure what I expected to find, but I was surprised to see there were a few people already in the diner, including some I didn't know.
There were Mrs. Crampton and Mrs. Sherman, both of whom I already knew were a part of this secret society. But there was also:
-Mrs. White, who was the head of the PTA and a complete bitch
-Mrs. Pennington, whose husband was the local mayor
-Mrs. Smith, whose husband was the principal of the school
-Mrs. Adler, whose husband worked for the local newspaper
-Ms. Burns, who owned the diner and was single
Mrs. Madison introduced me. "Ladies, let me please introduce you to this year's Pleasantville recruit for housewives' pet, Rebecca."
There was light applause and lots of 'nice to meet you' comments as my face went red at the introduction in front of some strangers and some women I did know from the community. I felt both ashamed and kind of like a celebrity.
I even heard someone say, "She looks delicious."
Another woman called out, "You have outdone yourself this time, Head Mistress Carol."
Mrs. Madison laughed, "I agree she is adorable and very obedient, but she is still raw and needs lots of training."
"As does my little bimbo here," someone said.
"My maid needs some too," another woman said.
The whole scene was surreal, as if walking into another dimension. One where the women were kinky and sex craved.
"Turn around, Rebecca," someone called out.
Feeling compelled to obey, I did.
"Very nice," the same voice approved.
"Very obedient," another said.
As I turned back around, feeling self-conscious with others staring at me, I looked around and saw there was another teenager that looked to be about my age.
I then saw another teenager, who seemed to be breastfeeding on an older woman's breast.
Mrs. Madison said, "Some mothers and daughters are very close."

I stared in disbelief as I stammered, "T-t-that's her daughter?"
Mrs. Madison nodded, "Yes, you've got to understand that there is no closer bond than that between a mother and a daughter."
I couldn't fathom my mother in such a way. Although she was pretty, and I looked a lot like her, she was a major prude and nagging mother. I assumed she had only had sex once... to make pretty ole me.
"Wow!" I said.
"You'd be surprised how many mothers have their own live-in pets," she continued, as she took my hand and gave it a squeeze.
"I've lived a very naive life," I said, staring at the mother and daughter in complete voyeuristic awe.
The mother looked at me and asked, "Are you a Mommy's girl too?"
"God, no," I replied.
"We do not use the Lord's name in vain, Rebecca," Mrs. Madison scolded, before changing her tone and adding, "Although you can use it when you are coming from the pleasure he gifted you."
"Sorry, Mrs. Madison," I apologized.
"Pardon?" she asked, her tone instantly annoyed.
I quickly realized my error and apologized a second time, "Sorry, Mistress Mrs. Madison."
She laughed, "That's a mouthful."
The mother quipped, "No this is a mouthful."
"Oh Jules, you are so bad," Mrs. Madison teased.
"I was born to be bad," she shrugged, her tit moving and squirting some milk on her very obedient daughter.
Mrs. Madison stressed, looking at me, "Of course, it goes without saying that what happens in the diner, stays in the diner."
"Of course," I nodded, even as I thought to myself, "Who would believe me?"
"So we meet once a month as a bigger community of the four square towns (there were four towns all within 15 miles of each other that looked like a complete square on the map) of mothers and Mistresses to train new pets, punish disobedience and have some girl only fun," she explained.
"Oh," I said, still in awe of not only the incestuous act I was witnessing, but the entire situation.
"I know," she nodded, "it's a little much to take in."
"That's an understatement," I said.
"Come with me, I want you to see the first punishment," she said.
"Um, okay," I said, as she led me to a back room I didn't know existed.
When I walked into the back room, I gasped. There were eight young guys, all blindfolded, in the room. Each of them naked. On the floor was a woman coated in cum.

Mrs. Madison explained, "This is Rose Winters, she is an unmarried whore who had an affair with the husband of the Head Mistress from Ellington."
"Enjoy your cum bath, slut?" a woman, assumedly the Head Mistress from Ellington, asked.
"Yes, Mistress Crown," the clearly humiliated woman answered.
I was listening to the conversation, but looking at the different naked boys, all around my age, and the very different cocks. Some were long, some were small. Some were thick and some were thin. Some were hard and some were flaccid. Even though I had been questioning my sexuality since my pussy pleasing days started, seeing all these naked boys, with their dicks in view, told me I still was interested in boys too.
"Is eight loads enough, cum slut?" Mistress Crown asked. "I'm sure each of these high school boys can quickly reload."
"No, no," the woman answered, "Eight is enough."
"You sure?" Mistress Crown asked, "I'd hate for you to crave cum again anytime soon."
"I won't, Mistress Crown, I promise," a now near tears woman said in desperation.
"Will you ever fuck a married man again?" Mistress Crown questioned.
"No, Mistress Crown," the woman on all fours, coated in cum, answered.
Mistress Crown, who was a chubby, but pretty, redhead with huge breasts, said, "And you must be the new Pleasantville pet."
"Yes, ma'am," I nodded, before adding, I'm not sure, why, "Today is my first day of training."
"I'm looking forward to watching," she smiled, as she walked over to me and cupped my breasts through my blouse. She looked to Mrs. Madison and asked, "Why is she still dressed and standing?"
"Good questions," Mrs. Madison nodded. She turned to me and ordered, "Knees."
I quickly obeyed, even as I prayed she wouldn't make me undress in front of eight male strangers, which I was thankful I didn't recognize.
"Good girl," Mrs. Madison purred, patting my head, before adding, "Let's go and see how the other punishment is going."
I followed, on my hands and knees, and was led to the washroom. I gasped again as I instantly wondered what I was getting myself into. A girl, about my age, had her wrists and ankles tied together and was in an obviously uncomfortable position. She also looked soaking wet.
Mrs. Madison explained, "This is Bethany. She came three times without permission."
I thought to myself, 'That's it?' But I kept that thought to myself.
Mrs. Madison explained, "You see, Rebecca. Obedience is critical. Only from being a hundred percent loyal and a hundred percent dedicated can a pet reach the nirvana they so desperately aspire to. Isn't that right Bethany?"
"Yes, Mistress," the bound girl agreed.
"Although she is one of two pets from Winchester, when a pet is here everyone is their Mistress," Mrs. Madison explained.
I wondered if that meant for me too.
"Are you enjoying your punishment?" Mrs. Madison asked, as she walked over to her and straddled her face.
"Yes, Mistress," Bethany nodded, even as her face scrunched up slightly.
Mrs. Madison lifted up her dress, revealing she wasn't wearing panties and ordered, "Beg, Bethany."
"Please, Mistress, use me as your toilet," the girl begged, shocking me and making me suddenly realize why the floor was so wet.
I was instantly disgusted... yet... I was also instantly curious.
"Open wide," Mrs. Madison ordered, just as her golden stream began spraying out and splattering all over the pretty girl's face.
I watched in stunned awe, even as I suddenly wondered what pee tasted like. Was it hot or cold? Was it sweet like pussy juice? Yummy or yucky?
"Ahhhhhhh, I needed that," Mrs. Madison said, as she finished peeing in the girl's open mouth.

I couldn't believe how humiliated the pretty blonde must be.
Once Mrs. Madison was done, she dropped her dress back down, moved away and said, as she looked at me, "Your turn."
I didn't know if she meant to pee on her or replace her. I asked, "To do what?"
"To pee on our bad pet," Mrs. Madison answered rather matter-of-factly.
"Oh," was all I could muster.
"Now go and pee on her," Mrs. Madison ordered.
"Um, okay," I nodded, feeling rather strange about it. Although, thankfully, I did have to pee and, truth be told, pretty badly.
I walked over to her and looked down. I couldn't tell if she was enjoying the humiliation or not, but she was smiling.
I lifted up my skirt, and realized I was still wearing my panties.
"You wore panties here?" Mrs. Madison asked.
"I didn't know I wasn't supposed to," I said, worried that I may be punished for an error I didn't know I had made.
"Your pussy should always be easily accessible for your Mistresses," Mrs. Madison said.
"It won't happen again," I said.
"Good," she nodded.
After a pause, she added, "Well, take them off."
I pulled them down and off and Mrs. Madison ordered, "Give them to me."
I handed them to her and watched as she put them in her purse, but only after saying, "Pretty wet panties, my pet."
I didn't say anything, as I again lifted up my skirt, not wanting to get urine on it, and prepared to pee on this stranger.
It felt so weird.
It felt so wrong.
Yet, as the first stream of my pee hit her in the forehead, I also felt oddly powerful. I heard myself say, uncharacteristically, "Swallow it all, you bad pet."
She moved her head up to catch it in her mouth just as I moved down to hit her mouth and ended up hitting her on the chest.
Mrs. Madison laughed, "Are you trying to hit her everywhere but the mouth?"
I laughed too, which made me wobble slightly and again hit her forehead.
This made Bethany laugh too at the Three Stooges like act.
Once I was done peeing, Mrs. Madison asked, "Bethany, what advice can you give the newest pet as she enters her training?"
"Never question, never hesitate and never disobey," the urine soaked pretty blonde answered as she looked up at me.
"Good advice," Mrs. Madison nodded. "Those are words you both should live by."
"Yes, Mistress," we both said in unison, just as I began to move away from the pee pet.
"Hmmmmmm," Mrs. Madison pondered, as she looked down at Bethany. "I'm curious."
"About what, Mistress?" I asked.
"Bethany, go pee," she ordered.
"Yes, Mistress," the bound beauty replied.
Both Mistress Carol and I watched as the blonde tried to pee.
It took a while, but eventually she began peeing and because of the angle, at which she was bound, she began urinating all over her own face.

It was bizarre and hot.
And I instantly knew that I would always be an obedient pet.
Mrs. Madison asked, "Ready to start your journey?"
"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, super horny for some reason, even though I didn't really want to be either of the women who had been disciplined.
She asked, "Have you ever sucked cock?"
"No," I admitted, surprised by the question.
"Well, that will change today," she said.
"Really?" I asked, surprised. I actually expected my task to be maybe taking risqué photos or servicing all the women here, which kind of turned me on. A buffet of pussies was actually quiet appealing... seeing different pussies, tasting different pussies and hearing the moans of different women all turned me on.
"Yes, besides being a great pussy pleaser for women, you also need to be a great cocksucker and fuck for a man," she said.
"Really?" I repeated, like a parrot.
"Yes," she nodded. "The reality is that society is not yet ready for a female run world, so we need to marry important men, who do important work, who think they are in charge."
"Oh," I said, a little deflated as I thought about Ellie and her vision of a feminist revolution.
Mrs. Madison laughed, "It's all a part of a very long chess match, my pet. One that we will win. But yes, it is ironic, to eventually take our position at the top of the society we have to whore ourselves out to clueless men.
I finally said, "Well, after seeing those eight cocks, I was no longer sure I was strictly a lesbian."
She laughed, "None of us are. Well, a couple of us are. But mostly, we are unsatisfied women, who are looking for true sexual liberty and pleasure and starting the road to true feminine equality."
"Okay," I nodded, kind of happy. I wanted to me married, I wanted to have kids. And now I understood that becoming a pet, joining a secret lesbian society, was not going to end any of those typical female teenage aspirations.
"Yes, very soon, Rebecca, women will have it all," she said. "Sexual liberation, freedom of choice and the power to make real change."
"I hope so," I nodded, even as I thought it was odd in her theory to have a sexual hierarchy where there was a Mistress, other woman between and a pet like me at the bottom.
"So, you may recall, we need to get some incriminating evidence of you just in case you ever waver in your role as a pet or down the road on the liberation journey," she said.
"Yes," I nodded, before adding, "I would never do that."
"I believe you," she nodded, "but one can never be too careful. Now follow me."
I was led back down some stairs and into a basement, where, much to my surprise, apparently, Ms. Burns lived.
For the record, crawling down stairs is quite a challenge.
Once there I saw all eight boys standing in a circle, the earlier young girl who was breast feeding on her own mother was on her knees sucking one slowly while stroking two more.
Mrs. Madison explained, "Besides getting pictures, it's important for you to become a very good cocksucker, as although sex sells, blow jobs are what rules the world."

"Really?" I asked, watching the girl slowly bob on the one guy's penis.
"Oh yes," she nodded. "The real way to a man's heart is not through his stomach like we are taught, but through his dick."
I laughed, "Well, Steve is always wanting to make out."
"Trust me, that is not what he wants," Mrs. Madison said. "And if you don't put out soon with your mouth or pussy he will find someone who does."
"I guess," I said, not sure I really wanted to date him anymore anyways.
"And he is quite the catch," she continued. "He is smart, cute and comes from a good family with money. He is the perfect boy to become a man you can use to get ahead." She paused before adding, with a soft chuckle, "Of course, you have to be willing to give head to get ahead."
"I understand," I nodded, curious to suck a cock. Watching the girl do it had me curious and seeing the variety of sizes had me intrigued.
"Now, Kimberly here is getting each of these juicy cocks ready for you," she continued, before adding, "but it is your job to get each of them off."
"Oh," I said, thinking that eight guys was a lot.
"Also, it is going to be some work, as Rose earlier already drained their balls for you once," she added.
I was excited and nervous. I looked at the boys closely. Did I know any of them? None looked familiar, yet it was hard to tell for sure.
As if reading my mind, Mrs. Madison relieved my worry, "Don't worry, my pet. Each of these boys are from out of town and do not even know what town they are in."
"Oh, okay," I nodded.
"Well, go ahead, my pet," she said, "Go suck your first juicy cock. Let's make you a very good cocksucker for Steve."
"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, as I crawled to the first boy whose cock was completely hard and pointing directly at me.
I took it in my hand and stroked it slowly. I was surprised by just how incredibly hard it was and how it seemed to twitch in my hand.
"Go ahead, my pet," Mrs. Madison instructed, "take it in your mouth."
So I did.
I briefly felt guilty that the first cock in my mouth was not Steve's. Somehow I didn't feel like it was cheating being with another woman, as he didn't have a vagina.
Yet, I now had a stranger's cock in my mouth.



That said, I wasn't going to stop. I couldn't help but also feel a rush of not being the good girl everyone in my school thought I was.
I was surprised how thick his cock was and how it stretched my mouth. It sure was a lot bigger than a straw or a lollipop, the only two things I would normally have in my mouth.
I began bobbing slowly, unsure what I was doing, but trying to replicate what I saw Kimberly doing.
Mrs. Madison said, "Get used to having a cock in your mouth, my pet."
I wanted to say that was exactly what I was doing, but I had a mouthful of cock.
"Nice and slow," she continued.
Which was what I was doing. That said, I am a perfectionist and once I started sucking, I wanted to take more and more of his cock in my mouth.
"You're liking it, aren't you?" Mrs. Madison asked, as I began bobbing a little faster.
I moaned in response and that made him moan.
"You look really hot with a big cock in your mouth, Rebecca," she purred.
I wondered what I did look like with my mouth stretched and my head bobbing back and forth like a yo-yo.
"Oh God, I'm getting close," the guy groaned.
"You get to be the first to give our pet a taste of cum," Mrs. Madison declared, "Shoot it in her mouth."
"Yes, ma'am," the guy groaned.
I wasn't sure what to expect, but I kept bobbing, curious what cum tasted like.
I soon learned it was definitely warm as he grunted and began spewing in my mouth. I almost gagged, as I wasn't ready for it, but I controlled the reflex and swallowed it all.
It happened so quickly, I barely had enough time to respond to the taste as it slid down my throat and into my belly.
"How was that, my pet?" Mrs. Madison asked.
"Different," I answered, as I allowed the first cock to slip out of my mouth. I actually couldn't decide if I liked it or not. It definitely wasn't as exhilarating and satisfying as pleasing a woman or tasting a woman. A woman's taste was there with every lick, while a man's was apparently a mere second in time. Pleasing pussy was an adventure while pleasing a man was a task.
"Not as good as pussy?" she asked.
"Nothing is as good as pussy," I answered, avoiding being rude to the stranger who had just deposited his cum in my mouth.
"No truer words have ever been spoken," Mrs. Madison laughed, before she said, "One down, seven to go, my pet."
"Yes, Mistress," I said,
I moved to the second guy, whose cock was rather flaccid, and took it in my mouth. Not hard, it was a totally different feeling. I sat in awe as it grew in my mouth. It was strange and yet magical, as if Jack's Beanstalk was growing in my mouth.
I felt powerful, knowing that it was growing because of me.
It was then that I understood Mrs. Madison's words on the power of the blow job.
Once hard, I swirled my tongue around his top.
Then I began bobbing. Now hard, his cock was thinner, but longer than the first one.

Mrs. Madison said, "You're a natural pleaser, Rebecca."
I understood what she meant. I did love to please. And as I sucked this stranger's cock, I wanted to make him come, I wanted to give him the best blow job ever.
Mrs. Madison ordered, "When you're about to come, I want you to pull out and shoot your load in her mouth. And Rebecca, I want you to catch it all in your mouth, but don't swallow it."
"Yes, ma'am," the guy groaned, his accent very strong and yet very polite, which I thought was, for some reason, funny.
I bobbed for what seemed like an eternity, before he finally pulled out.
I opened wide and watched his cock.
He pumped furiously and I just kept my mouth open and waiting.
Then he came.
The cum shot out like a cannon and hit directly in my mouth. I just sat there, being used for target practice and focusing on catching it all and not swallowing.
Once he was done, four ropes landing in my mouth, Mrs. Madison ordered, "Now savour it, Rebecca. Move it around in your mouth as if you were using mouth wash."
I obeyed.
This time I could taste the saltiness of it.
This time I could taste the odd, slimy texture.
"Don't swallow yet," she ordered.
I kept swishing it around my mouth until there was almost no taste. Like when I was three and refused to swallow my pork chops (God, I hated pork chops) for an hour after dinner.
"Now swallow it," she ordered.
I did.
"Did you enjoy the taste?" she asked.
"It's not pussy," I answered.
"Yes, male cum is more of an acquired taste," she shrugged.
"It's not bad though," I added, as I moved to the third cock.
"No, it's not bad," she agreed.
I swallowed the third and fourth load.
I jerked off the fifth load and caught it all in my hands and then had to lick it all up.
The next two I was ordered to do at once. I stroked one, while I sucked on the other.
Mrs. Madison said, "Sometimes, we have to be able to multitask."
I couldn't help but laugh at the statement.
"We have three holes and sometimes we need to use all three to get what we want," she continued.
That I couldn't fathom.
Maybe one in my pussy and another in my mouth. But the thought of a cock in my ass didn't seem right. The thought of somehow having one in my pussy and ass at the same time seemed physically impossible. I couldn't even begin to fathom the logistics of it.
"And a real multitasker can even use one or both her hands to please five men at once," Mrs. Madison added.
I kept going back and forth between the two cocks, and even considering reaching for the last cock. Yet, I didn't as that was not what I was told to do.
"Can you imagine what your classmates would say if they saw you now, Rebecca?" Mrs. Madison asked, as I deep throated a six inch cock.
I laughed, as I shifted to the other one, "They would likely keel over in shock."
"Or give you their cock," she joked, before laughing, "I'm a poet and I didn't even know it."
I bobbed back and forth for a few more minutes before Mrs. Madison ordered, "Time for your facial, my pet. Boys, stroke your cocks and cum all over my pretty pet."
I was now staring at two cocks aimed directly at me.
"Close your eyes, my pet," she ordered. "Trust me, you don't want cum in your eyes. It stings, it makes your eyes bloodshot and is evidence of your sin."
"Yes, Mistress," I obeyed, closing my eyes, even though I was enjoying watching the two boys furiously stroke their hard cocks.
It was another thirty seconds, give or take, when I felt the surprisingly warm cum splatter my face. It kept coming and coming as if my face was the canvas to some very strange cum art.
I also felt, by the end, like a fire hose had sprayed my face.
Mindlessly, I reached up and found both cocks and stroked them slowly, even as I kept my eyes closed.

"You look absolutely hot with cum on your face," Mrs. Madison said.
I said, as I felt it dripping off my chin, "I feel like a slut."
"We are all sluts. Whether it is sexual by pleasing others or submissive by following the expectations of society, we are all sluts."
"I guess," I said, thinking that was kind of a stretch.
"No, don't guess, understand. We are sexual beings and giving into that desire is natural and why God gave us the ability to have such euphoria," she said.
"That makes sense," I nodded, as I felt her hands on my face and suddenly a warm cloth wiping my eyes. "Thanks," I said.
"Just protecting my pet," she said, as I finally opened my eyes.
"Well, your pet is thankful," I said, as I looked down and saw cum on my blouse.
"Take off your blouse and bra," she ordered.
"Yes, Mistress," I obeyed.
Once topless, I moved to the last cock. By this time, my knees were sore, my mouth was sore and my neck was sore.
I furiously bobbed on his cock wanting to get it over with.
When he was close, Mrs. Madison ordered, "Shoot your load all over her tits, my boy."
"Okay," he said, and spewed his seed all over my breasts a couple minutes later.
Once I was done, Mrs. Madison asked, "Are you horny?"
"Honestly," I said, "I'm more sore than horny."
"Understandable," she nodded, "but we are not done yet."
"We're not?" I asked.
"No, now time for you to officially become the housewive's pet," she said, looking down at me with a smile on her face.
I joked, "Do I have to please every housewife?"
"Of course, but not today," she laughed, before adding, seemingly admiring me, "you really are the most eager pet yet."
I followed her back up the stairs and back to the dining room where Mrs. Madison said to me, "It's final initiation time."
As we reached the room, I looked around from my position on all fours, and I was in the middle of a lesbian orgy.
A whole bunch of women were in a massive circle, each with their face buried between the legs of another woman.
In a booth, Mrs. Pennington was reading the newspaper while someone was under the table and between her legs.
In another booth the breastfeeding mom had not one, but two women nursing on her massive tits... which was disturbing and hot.
Bent over a table, her daughter, Kimberly I think was her name, had a long wooden spoon being pumped in and out of her. As I took a closer look I realized the spoon was not in her pussy, but being pumped in and out of her ass.
Mrs. Adler was rubbing herself as she watched Mrs. Smith have her pussy fisted by another woman I didn't recognize.
Mrs. Smith screamed, as her orgasm obviously hit, "Yes, fist my cunt," as she grabbed the woman's head and held it deep in her pussy.

"My whole hand fits in there, slut," the woman said, as she slapped her ass and began to pump her hand in and out.
I instantly wondered how a whole hand could possibly fit inside a pussy. I couldn't fathom that being pleasurable, yet Mrs. Smith was clearly enjoying it.
"Oh, God, I'm coming, fuck!" Mrs. Smith screamed, confirming my assumption.
I turned to another table and saw that Amber was here. Her legs were spread wide open and another woman I didn't know was buried between her legs.
Amber's moans were loud and it was obvious she was getting close to coming.
I watched the woman sit up a bit, Amber's pussy juice on her face and a string that went from the woman's chin all the way to Amber's pussy.
It was strangely erotic.
I wondered what Amber tasted like?
I wondered if the past pets got to become a Mistress.

The woman purred, "Your pussy is so sweet."
"Thank you, Mistress," Amber moaned, answering the question of whether you graduated to Mistress once you graduated high school.
I suddenly wanted to taste her.
I suddenly wanted to taste every woman in the diner.
As I looked around, there was lesbian action everywhere.
Even the two waitresses were making out. It seemed only Mistress Carol and I were not engaged in some lesbian act. I chuckled to myself as I realized that during this crazy night, I had yet to be involved in any lesbian activity, unless peeing on another girl counted.

Mrs. Madison asked, "Still not horny?"
I laughed, my pussy now on fire, "Oh, I think I'd like to change my earlier answer."
"Good," she nodded, as she said, "Everyone, it's time for our newest pet's initiation."
I was shocked when people stopped what they are doing and looked over to me.
My face burned with excitement and nervousness... I didn't like being the center of attention.
"Who won the raffle?" Mrs. Madison asked.
"I did," a woman I didn't recognize announced.
"Lucky you, Marge," Mrs. Madison smiled.
"Come sit on the table, my pet," I was ordered by Mrs. Madison.
Super thankful to get off my rather sore knees, I stood up and walked over to the table feeling every set of eyes watching me.
"Take off the rest of your clothes, my pet," Mrs. Madison instructed. "Let's let everyone see your beautiful young body."
"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, my hands trembling.
I pulled off my skirt and then my panties and finally my socks and shoes. I then stood there in front of over twenty women completely naked. As naked as Eve that first day.
Another Mistress commented, "Very nice."
"Isn't she?" Mrs. Madison agreed, before saying, "My pet, hop up onto the middle table and spread those sexy legs for all of your Mistresses.
I heard the word 'all' and assumed instantly that there was a hierarchy in this community and that I was at the very bottom of it.
"Did you enjoy watching Mrs. Smith get fisted?" Mrs. Madison asked.
"Yes," I nodded, even as I worried that I was about to be fisted.
"Come and get your prize, Madge," Mrs. Moran offered.
"Thank you, Mistress," Madge nodded, as she came to me. Without a word she buried her face in my pussy.
I moaned loudly, as I closed my eyes, surprised by the sudden aggressive licking.
After a couple of minutes, she slid a finger in and I moaned even louder.
Then two fingers.
Then three, this widening my pussy, creating new stimulations.
Madge then asked, "Ready to get fisted, my little slut?"
"I'm your slut," I moaned, wanting everyone here to know that I was a submissive for all... an obedient submissive to all.
Her hand slid inside me and my eyes went big. It hurt slightly, but a good hurt that was accompanied with pleasure.

The feeling was unlike any other. It was intense and I felt pressure everywhere inside me.
She opened her hand inside me and my entire being seemed to widen. I moaned loudly, as my entire body trembled. It was a lot different than a dildo filling my pussy. It wasn't a fucking, but oddly gentle.
As her fist was inside me, she began licking my pussy.
Instantly, my whole body was on fire.
The flames burned inside me, my head went light and I begged, suddenly realizing I needed permission to come, "May I come, Mistress?"
"Yes, you may," about a dozen women all said.
Letting go completely, my orgasm erupted through me as I screamed, "Thank yoooooooooou."
She eventually moved her hand out of me and my cum flooded out of my pussy like a broken faucet.
When I finally opened my eyes, the room was back to a lesbian orgy. An orgy I wanted to be a part of. Unfortunately, it wasn't to be.
Mrs. Madison said, as she looked down at me, "You need to get back home so you are not late for curfew."
"Oh," I said, devastated inside.
"I know my pet," she smiled, "you want to munch on pussy all night long."
"I do," I nodded.
"But unfortunately, your Mom isn't in the loop," she said.
"I figured as much," I said, as I sat up, cum still leaking out of me.
"Don't worry, honey, she is on the list," she added.
"No way," I said with astonishment.
"Oh, never judge a book by its cover," she smiled.
"I think I'm learning that," I nodded, as I looked around and watched more of the lesbian orgy.
"Oh, the learning is just starting," she promised.
"Yes, Mistress," I nodded.
"Now go," she said. "You will be beckoned by each woman in the community over the next few weeks.
"I can't wait," I replied, wondering who else was in the community I didn't know about.
"I know, my pet," she nodded. "Go out through the kitchen so no one sees you."
"Yes, Mistress," I nodded. I got dressed, my clothes in different rooms, and gave one last lingering look to the orgy. My pussy was still burning, as I reluctantly left, heading out to the kitchen and walking in on another kinky act.

It was Ms. Burns bent over in her own kitchen naked, as another woman I didn't know had a wooden spoon.
Ms. Burns, not knowing I was there, begged, "Yes, Mistress, may I have another?"
"Should I give her another, Rebecca?" the Mistress asked.
"Yes, ma'am," I nodded, even though I wasn't sure what I was approving.
I watched in shock as the wooden spoon made contact with Ms. Burns' naked ass.
"Yes!" Ms. Burns yelped and moaned, a sound I didn't know was possible.
"Another, Rebecca?" the Mistress asked.
I didn't know what Ms. Burns wanted, but I sensed she wanted more. So I answered, "Yes, ma'am."
I watched the wooden spoon hit again.
I listened to Ms. Burns grimace in pain and yet pleasure.
I wondered how such a violent act could be pleasurable.
Suddenly, I heard Mrs. Madison behind me. "You're still here?"
"I was just leaving," I said.
"Have a good night, my pet," she said, as she added, "And no touching that pussy."
"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, as I reluctantly left by the back door, just as I heard Ms. Burns yelp again.
.....
My pussy was on fire as I read about my great-grandmother's lesbian adventures. I grabbed my vibrator and turned it on low as I continued reading, unable to put it down even though I was exhausted.
.....
Over the next few weeks, I serviced every member in the secret community.
First, I went to Mrs. Pennington, where I got her off for over two hours and a half dozen orgasms with her reading all the while.
Ms. Burns actually had me fuck her with a wooden spoon after I gave her a couple of dozen spanks with it. Amazingly, the entire spoon somehow went deep inside her.
Then it was Mrs. White, who was the first to test my boundaries. She beckoned me to meet her right before lunch at school in the boardroom. I met her and she made me crawl under the table, that had a table cloth that completely hid me underneath and service her... while she had a meeting.
I had no idea if others there were part of the society, or if they knew I was under there, but I had to massage her pantyhose clad feet and ankles. She then moved her foot to my mouth and I sucked each of her toes, through the pantyhose.
When she called coffee break, she put her feet back in her heels and walked away. Anxiety coursed through me at getting caught under the table.
When she returned a couple of minutes later, she opened her legs and pointed to her pussy. I crawled between them, eager to lick her and thinking she wouldn't risk getting caught any more than I did. Thus, I relaxed and focused on slow pleasing.
I licked her slowly for an eternity, yet never more than a tease.
Suddenly she stood up and said, "That's it for today, ladies."
I again waited with trepidation.
Once I heard the door close, Mrs. White ordered, "Crawl out, my pet."
"Yes, Mistress," I obeyed.
"You were driving me wild with that tongue," she said.
"I aim to please," I replied, looking up at her.
"Then come and finish what you started," she ordered, as she sat back down, opened her legs and snapped her fingers.



I moved back to her pussy, but this time I shifted from slow and tentative teasing to fast and aggressive pleasing.
"That's it," she moaned, "get that tongue deep in there."
I obeyed, trying to use my tongue as a tiny cock.
She grabbed my head and pulled me deep inside her pussy. She ground her pussy up and down on my face and all I could do was extend my tongue and lick.
In less than a minute, I felt my face coated with cum.
I lapped as best I could, loving the taste of pussy juice.
When she finally let me go, she said, "Fuck, I'm going to be using you a lot."
Oddly, it wasn't the declaration that she was going to use me a lot that turned me on, it was hearing her swear. It seemed so strange coming out of her prim and proper mouth.
"Stand up," she ordered.
I did.
"Bend over," she ordered.
I did.
"You have a great ass, Rebecca," she said, as her hand gently caressed it.
"Thank you, Mistress," I said, in awe that she had me bent over in the boardroom... just as the bell signalling lunch was over rang.
"It's okay if you're late," she said. "I know you have Mrs. Parks next."
"Okay," I nodded, knowing that Mrs. Parks definitely knew about the secret society, although not sure if she was an active member.

"Ready for your next training session?" she asked.
"Pleasing you under the table with others in the room wasn't training?" I asked.
"That was the appetizer," she replied, as she suddenly slapped my ass...hard.
I yelped, completely off guard.
She spanked me a dozen times, each one creating a mixture of pleasure and pain.
"You like getting spanked?" she asked.
"Yes, Mistress," I answered, unsure if I actually did or not.
"I want you to come from getting spanked," she ordered. "Go ahead and rub yourself as I spank you, my little slut."
"Okay," I agreed, moving my hand to my pussy and rubbing frantically the moment I was given permission to come.
And a half dozen spanks later, I came... hard.
I couldn't believe how quickly I could come once I was given permission... as if my orgasms controlled my body.
She sent me back to class, after I was allowed to wash my face. My ass was sore, and sitting through the rest of the school day was excruciating.
A few days later, I was introduced to the art of fisting with Mrs. Smith and another housewife, the newly married and newly added to the society, Mrs. Echols.
Mrs. Smith had me fist Mrs. Echols, teaching me how to go slow, using my fingers and wrist.
Mrs. Smith then had Mrs. Echols return the favour. Getting fisted when lying on my back was one sensation, getting fisted while on my stomach was somehow entirely different.

I came so hard that I actually passed out.
Once I recovered, I fisted Mrs. Smith to an orgasm while Mrs. Echols licked her clit.
Next I was fucked to multiple orgasms by Mrs. Hamilton, who also liked to tie me up with a belt.

Every Monday, I went to Mrs. Hurdle's house in the morning before school and had breakfast in her kitchen, on my knees.

Next was Mrs. Parks. She asked me to stay after school to help her get ready for the evening's parent-teacher interviews.
To my surprise, that meant getting her off under her desk.
All night.
I sat under her desk for three hours, lapping her pussy between parent-teacher interviews... including one with my mom and dad.
I could barely hold in my laughter, as Mrs. Parks said so many things that had double meanings:
-Your daughter is an eager beaver.
-Your daughter is a dedicated student always willing to learn new things.
-Your daughter is willing to do anything I ask her.
-Your daughter is very obedient and respectful.
Once my parents were gone, Mrs. Parks quipped, "Your mother has a nice body. I bet she would be a great addition to our society."
"She never would," I said, still between her legs.
"Never say never," she smiled, as I returned to pleasing her.
Once the last interview was done, she pulled me out from underneath, which I was thankful for, my entire body aching, and she kissed me.
Breaking the kiss, she ordered, "Get completely naked and get on my desk."
"Seriously?" I asked.
"Now!" she ordered.
"Sorry, Mistress," I apologized knowing better than to ever question a person of authority.
I got undressed, got onto the desk and waited.
She grabbed an empty coke bottle, spread my legs and rubbed it up and down.
"Want me to fuck you with this bottle, Rebecca?" she asked.
I moaned, as the bottle parted my lips, teasing me, "God, yes."
"I'm so happy you're the newest pet," Mrs. Parks said.
"Me too," I moaned.
"I've fantasized about you under my desk ever since I heard you were the one," she revealed, as she leaned in and kissed me.
"I've had similar fantasies, Mrs. Parks," I admitted, which was the truth. She was pretty, had a great body and a no nonsense persona... the perfect Mistress.
"Well, I think we will have you under there a lot more often now," she smiled as she slid the bottle inside my fevered box.
"It would be a great place to have a boxed lunch," I joked.
"Yes, a little pussy a day, keeps the doctor away," she joked back, as she began to pump the bottle in and out of my pussy.

"Oh God, fuck me, Mrs. Parks, make me your teacher's pet," I declared, which was something I had been called by others in my life.
"You'll make a great teacher's pet," she purred, as she continued fucking me.
I came a couple of minutes later, and then sucked on the bottle to retrieve my own cum, something I often had been doing ever since I started being a pet.
I had learned I loved the taste of my own cum. So I always tried to suck my cum off the dildos, the fingers, the bottle or whatever else was inside me.
From that day on, I often had lunch in Mrs. Parks' room, under her desk. I also often stopped by after school to have a snack while she graded papers.
It was a couple weeks later, when Mrs. Madison ordered me, "It's time for you to take all your training and use it to seduce someone."
"Who?" I asked.
"That is up to you," she said, her hands on my hips, as she rubbed her strap-on dildo up and down my pussy lips. "But your good friend Eleanor may be a good first choice."
"Really?" I asked.
"Her mother is a member," she revealed.
"Mrs. Stroman is in the club?" I gasped.
"She is one of the founding members," Mrs. Madison revealed.
"Wow," I said.
"And she has requested that you seduce her daughter," Mrs. Madison added.
"I can't believe it," I said.
"Have I ever lied to you?" she smiled, as she slid the cock in me and filled me deep.
"Noooooo," I moaned, as she grabbed my hips and fucked me.
And as I came, in the church, an hour after Sunday service, I wondered, 'How am I going to seduce my best friend?'
.....
I was furiously pumping my pussy as I wondered what MILF I would seduce next.
I had seduced Mrs. Lamb, a woman I babysat for, but had been considering trying to add to my small, but growing list of pets.
I could seduce our newest neighbour, Mrs. Jamieson, who had just given birth to a baby. Her big breasts would be filled with milk. The idea hadn't ever occurred to me before, but after reading the incest breastfeeding story in the diary, the idea was suddenly rather appealing.

Or maybe the real estate woman who was over the other day. She was over to help with the selling of great-grandmother's house.

She was dressed rather provocatively, as if dressing sexy sold houses... which, in retrospect, it likely does.
Or maybe Tamara's mom, who was always out in the garden.

My orgasm came suddenly as I imagined dominating my good friend's mother.
As I lay in my own cum, I closed great-grandmother's naughty tale of debauchery too tired to read any more.
That said, I was curious if she was going to seduce her best friend.
And as I drifted to sleep, the idea of seducing my best friend popped into my head.
THE END... for now.
Coming next: 1950s: Lick and Fuck Best Friends
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Summary: Pledge must obey every humiliating task ordered.
A plot summary so far:
In Part 1 Sorority Submission...Anne, a sorority pledge, fulfills her first task to not wear panties or a bra for the day and wear a provocative outfit chosen for her. She is then chosen to be the inspection girl to see if all the other pledges have fulfilled the task as well. Since Anne has very small breasts, the task is made extra humiliating. She also meets a very nice boy, Harvey. (This part is illustrated).
In Part 2 Sorority Submission: A Spanking...task 2 is to take a picture of a guy's cock. Anne decides to ask Harvey and ends up doing more than just taking a picture. Unfortunately, she e-mails the picture three minutes late and ends up being spanked on her bare ass by each of her fellow pledges.
In Part 3 Sorority Submission: Animal Kingdom...task 3 has the pledges fulfill 3 tasks: being a cow and sucking on a sorority sister's tits, being a kitten and licking a sister's pussy and lastly being a puppy and humping themselves to orgasm on a sister's stocking-clad leg. Anne, of course, eagerly completes all the required tasks.
In Part 4 Sorority Submission: Hook-Up Day... task 4 has the pledges complete a lengthy list of risqué tasks throughout the day. At the regular sorority evening, Annie must go head-to-head with the strong-willed Stephanie in the 'Climax Games'.
Note: This story is dedicated to the real Anne, who is exactly as the story describes: a powerful domme to her man and a submissive slut to other women.
Note 2: Thanks to Robert, Sophia, goamz86, and Wayne for editing.
TASK 5: Slave Day (Thursday Evening-Friday)
I expected Jamie to make me please her, but instead she lied on her bed and chatted on the phone for the next hour while I sat on all fours on the floor like a loyal puppy eager for attention.
It gave me a long time to replay the past four days and try to figure out how I ended up in this predicament. It also gave me time to assess my feelings and realize that even though I had been used, humiliated and defeated, I would do it over again in a heartbeat. I could feel my mouth water in anticipation of what I assumed was soon to be expected of me...to please Jamie. Something had been drawing me to her all along, like a moth to a flame...impossible to deny.
Suddenly, a pillow was on the floor and a blanket followed and Jamie said, "Good night, my pet."
I was stunned. She was expecting me to sleep on the floor.
"You are my alarm clock now, Little Annie," she said, leaning over the side of the bed smiling.
"What does that mean?" I asked.
"I get up at exactly 7:30 every morning and always the same way," she explained, not remotely making it any clearer.
"I don't understand," I asked, clearly perplexed.
Her smile getting wider, she explained, "I am awakened gently by having my pussy licked until I reach orgasm."
"Pardon?" I asked.
"You heard me," she replied, "Tomorrow at 7:30, not 7:29 or 7:31, you will crawl between my legs and lick my pussy."
"Yes, Mistress," I replied, excited about the task that had my mouth watering, but disappointed by the realization that I had to wait and had to sleep on the floor.
"Good girl, Little Annie," she smiled, reaching down and patting my head. "Good night."
"Good night, Mistress," I replied, as Jamie retired to her bed. Accepting my fate, I made my bed on the floor and once I lied down on the floor I realized just how exhausted I was. Even though I was humiliated, my pussy was leaking at the anticipation of finally submitting and tasting Jamie.
...
I woke up, as if the submission gods were watching over me, five minutes before I was to wake up Jamie.
As reality set in, a sudden anxiety filled me. How had I ended up in this bizarre situation? How much further would I be forced to go? Why did the humiliation and submission turn me on so greatly?
Glancing at the clock, I stretched my body, which was rather tight from sleeping on the floor. Instead of getting up and running out the door like a sane person, I got up, moved onto the bed and crawled under the sheets and between Jamie's legs.
She made it easy by sleeping nude, but showed no signs of waking up as I positioned myself just inches from her pussy. I took a deep breath to relax myself, but instead got a full smell of her intoxicating scent as it enveloped me.
It was the final push I needed as I leaned forward and began slowly licking her pussy lips. At first Jamie didn't move, but as I continued to slowly lick up and down on her pussy lips they began to get wet, followed by the softest of moans. Like sucking cock, licking pussy was empowering for me as I knew it was my tongue making her wet.
A few minutes into the wake-up call, Jamie finally spoke, "Hmmmm, that's it, my pet, you like your new sorority sister duty, don't you?"
I wondered if she was implying this would be an everyday expectation of me which was both exciting and terrifying. I answered as expected and how I was feeling at the moment, "Yes, Mistress Jamie."
"Good, Little Annie," she purred, surprising me by grabbing my head and pulling me deeper into her wetness.
The intensity increased as I shifted from slow pleasing and teasing to quick hungry lapping and sucking. My face buried in her pussy, the scent intoxicating, strong, and my own pussy tingled at the thought that she was wet because of me.
Her moans increased, and a minute later she screamed and my face was suddenly coated with Jamie's cum. I hungrily licked her cum - it tasted even sweeter than I could have imagined.
Finally, she let go of my head and I took a breath of air, having been kept in such close quarters for so long.
"Good girl," she said, her breathing still erratic as I remained between her legs. "You are a very fast learner."
"Thank you, Mistress," I replied, enjoying the rare compliment from her.
"You may go back to your room to shower and change. Be back here by 8:30," Jamie instructed.
"Yes, Mistress," I obeyed, crawling from underneath the sheets.
"Don't be late, I have a very full day planned my slave," Jamie added, the smile on her face seemingly devious.
"Understood, Mistress," I replied, leaving.
The next half hour my head spun with my new reality and the nervous anxiety of what Jamie had in mind for me.
I arrived back five minutes early to find Jamie dressed in an adorable sundress and tan pantyhose. She said, upon seeing me back, "We are an eager little slave, aren't we?"
"I didn't want to be late," I answered, recalling the crazy punishment of my being just a couple of minute's late texting the picture earlier in the week.
"Seemed you really enjoyed being late last time," Jamie quipped back.
I had no comment to that, so I remained silent.
She continued, "Don't pretend you didn't love it. You're one of the most submissive little lesbians I have ever met."
I again had no answer, but she was clearly looking for a response. So I answered, "I am willing to do whatever it takes to join this sorority."
"That commitment will be tested today, my slave," Jamie promised, her tone ominous.
Trying to look strong, I replied confidently, "I can handle whatever is expected of me."
"Hmmmmm," was all she said in response, before instructing, "Get naked, Little Annie."
I obeyed, no longer overly shy about my body, Jamie having already seen my tiny breasts.
"On the bed is your outfit for today. Put it on," she instructed.
I walked to the bed and gasped.
"Is there a problem?" Jamie asked, her tone implying there better not be.
"N-n-no, Mistress," I stammered as I stared at the t-shirt that read 'Your wish is my command', Daisy Duke short shorts and the mocha thigh high stockings that went with it.
"Good, now get dressed," Jamie ordered, leaving me alone.
I obeyed the order, knowing just how slutty I would look, although hopefully people would know it was part of a sorority initiation task.
Once dressed, I left her room and went downstairs. A couple other pledges were dressed in ridiculously trampy outfits as well, which somehow made me feel better.
A leash and collar in her hand, Jamie walked over to me and put the collar around my neck, my face instantly going ruby red.
"Let's go," Jamie said, tugging on the chain.
I had no choice but to follow, the humiliation now going public, which was in some way worse than the onslaught of situations I had endured at the hands of my sorority sisters in the seclusion of the sorority house.
I could feel every set of eyes following me disapprovingly as I was led by Jamie.
I wanted to ask what about my classes, but was scared to ask the obvious question. We arrived at her first class and she sat in the middle of the lecture hall at an end seat and ordered, "On all fours, my pet."
Again, a new level of humiliation cascaded through me. The only saving grace was a fellow pledge was already on all fours a few rows in front of me. Reluctantly, I obeyed the order, wondering how I would possibly make it through this day. The erotic feelings of stimulation at obeying an order while at the sorority house was gone and had been replaced by a compounding sense of shame.
Slipping out of her heels, she shocked me once again by putting her feet on my back. I refused to look up as people walked by me and the classroom filled.
The professor opened with a warning. "I know today is some silly sorority initiation, but if it causes even a remote distraction, both the pledge and the senior will be asked to leave."
An hour on all fours being used as a stool made my knees and hands numb. Eventually, after the acceptance came that I would be like this for a while, I just let my mind relax and go to a different place. I wondered what else she had planned for me today.
Surprisingly, the time went by fast as I actually listened and enjoyed the lecture, curious if all fourth year lectures were so riveting.
Jamie looked down at me and said, "Stand up, my pet."
I obeyed and was led out, my face still burning with humiliation as everyone watched me being led out.
She then led me slowly, as I walked like a dog, to a bench where she sat down and I knelt beside her.
"Horny, my pet?" Jamie asked, after a couple of minutes of silence.
"Not really," I admitted, the shame of everyone seeing me like this overriding any sexual excitement I might have at being with Jamie.
"We need to change that," Jamie said, going to her purse and pulling out a vibrating egg. "Put this in that cunt of yours."
I looked for a washroom, my pussy getting instantly damp at the thought of having a toy inside me.
"Do it right here, right now," Jamie ordered, her tone firm.
"Here?" I asked, shocked by her assumed expectations.
"I already made that clear," Jamie glared at me, clearly annoyed by my lack of immediate obedience.
I took the egg and looked around. People were reading on the grass nearby, others were walking past a few yards away and a few guys were tossing a football. All were far enough away to not see clearly what I was about to do, but if they looked my way they would be curious, I imagined.
"Hurry up or I'll make you do it in my next class," Jamie said, her patience non-existent.
I took a deep breath, took one more quick glance, before I leaned up onto my knees, unbuttoned the tight daisy dukes, unzipped them and with more work than I anticipated, that felt like an eternity, but was probably five seconds, slipped the toy inside my thankfully wet vagina. I quickly buttoned my daisy dukes back up and returned onto all fours.
I refused to look around to see if anyone had seen my humiliating act.
Jamie patted my head, "Good girl, and only a few people actually noticed you touching your cunt in public."
My face was already ruby red, but if a darker shade existed, I became it at that moment.
She let me sit on all fours for a couple more minutes as she texted on her phone, before she ordered me to stand up and I was led to her next class. I was getting accustomed to the looks, as I wasn't the only slave that day, but it still was rather awkward.
Once in her tutorial Shakespeare class, containing only twelve students, I was again made to sit on the floor. All twelve students sat around a big table as the professor, with a heavy British accent, talked about The Tempest. I loved Shakespeare and greatly enjoyed her discussion as well as the discussion when she went around the table and each fourth year student gave their opinion on the play. I loved The Tempest and wanted to add my opinion, but instead I felt a buzzing start in my pussy. I looked up and Jamie was looking down at me with a big smile on her face. She mouthed, 'Don't you dare come.'
I nodded and tried to continue to listen to the professor even as the buzzing vibrated in my pussy. It's crazy how quickly one can shift from focused and in control, to easily distracted and out of control. The toy inside distracted me immensely and my hunger to cum overrode my desire to listen to the professor and discussion.
Yet, I knew I wasn't allowed to come.
Nor did I want to come in front of a group of senior students or a professor.
So I tried to listen. I was amazed the professor didn't say anything about me kneeling on the floor as she walked around me a few times during the thoughtful conversation. I also wondered if she could hear the buzzing, as I could.
When the bell rang, Jamie ordered, "Stay."
I did.
Once all the girls left, Jamie asked, "Do you want to come?"
My mouth dropped. The professor was still in the room.
"Answer me, pledge," Jamie ordered.
"Yes," I whispered.
"Did you hear that answer, Professor?" Jamie asked.
"No, I didn't," the professor answered, walking to me.
"Answer the question clearly, Little Annie," Jamie demanded.
"Yes," I said louder, the professor now standing beside me.
"Yes, what?" Jamie asked, pushing the humiliation further.
"Yes, I want to come," I admitted with a moan as the vibrations inside of me sped up.
"Yes, I want to come, what?" She questioned, her tone showing her annoyance.
"Yes, I want to come, Mistress," I finally correctly answered.
"In front of the professor?" Jamie asked.
"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, as I watched the professor move directly in front of me and hop onto the table.
"First things first," Jamie surprised me again, as I watched the Professor hike up her skirt to reveal thigh highs and a wet, hairy pussy. "Get the professor off."
I wanted to question how this was actually happening.
I wanted to question why the professor was spreading her legs in front of me.
But I didn't ask either question.
I didn't say anything at all, other than the subservient words, "Yes, Mistress," as I moved onto just my knees to be able to reach the professor's pussy, leaned forward and licked.
"Good girl," the professor moaned.
"She is a natural submissive," Jamie said.
"So she is," the professor agreed, as I licked and suddenly there was a vibrating in my cunt... which instantly sent quivers through my entire body.
Her pussy was tangier than the others I had tasted and had a stronger scent, maybe based on the extensive pubic hair. I struggled at first to find a clear path to her pussy, her pubes tickling my nose. Once I did, I lapped quickly, having no idea how long I had before students may arrive for the next class. Although I assumed the door was locked, the professor's career in the balance.
I lapped hungrily, still in awe of how each pussy tasted similar and yet had its own unique flavour. At the same time, I desperately wanted to cum, to frantically rub myself as the vibrating egg inside me created its own intense pleasures.
I also was in awe of how casual lesbian sex seemed to be. Many women were apparently willing to just spread their legs and get off on a stranger's tongue... that's what I thought guys were like (allowing anyone to suck their cock).
This actually made me feel better knowing I wasn't the exception to the rule of sexual stimulation, but the norm.
"Oh yes, pledge, suck on my clit," the professor moaned, as she grabbed the back of my head and began grinding on my face.
I obeyed the best I could, given the roughness of the professor who had seemed so demure and feminine just ten minutes ago.
I was learning more and more that appearances were very deceiving.
A few seconds later, she came all over my face. Her cum splattered my face as if she was peeing in me, I learned that each woman also came differently.
Some had juice flood out in one gush, some sprayed like a sprinkler, some leaked out slowly, and some, I was now learning, squirted with never ending intensity.
It was impossible to catch it all in my mouth as I was showered with her cum.
When she was done and let go, I felt her cum dripping off me and was praying it was now time for me to be allowed to come.
Jamie explained, "The professor is famous for her strong scent and squirting orgasms."
"So I learned," I nodded, my face dripping wet.
"You are not to wash your face until you meet me again after lunch," Jamie instructed.
"Really?" I asked, mortified by the thought of walking around, my face coated with pussy juice. At least when I was with Jamie it looked less obvious and just part of the hazing.
"Yep, and when you meet me in room 132 Arts you will also have a load of semen on your face," she added.
Although part of me was turned on by her twisted humiliation, public humiliation didn't turn me on, instead it brought instant waves of anxiety. I also wanted to point out I had not yet been allowed to come as she implied she would allow me to.
Yet, I knew she was serious and knew that protesting would fall on deaf ears.
Instead, I asked, "What time?"
"One," she said, before saying, "Professor come and get me off."
"Yes, Mistress," the professor obeyed, instantly getting off the table and moving to a seated Jamie.
I was again shocked, even though based on the surreal past few days I should have come to learn that anything is possible.
"Now go," Jamie waved, as the professor moved between her legs just as the vibrations inside me suddenly stopped.
Oddly, I was jealous. I wanted to be between her legs and I was frustrated. I wanted to come.
I left, and texted Harvey:
Can you meet me in your room now?
He texted back:
In about ten minutes.
I texted back:

Make it five. I'm horny.
He texted back:
Leaving the lecture now!!
I smiled... boys!
I walked to meet him, only getting inappropriate comments three times because of my shirt and wasn't surprised when he was already in his dorm room.
He gave me a brief odd look before saying, "That's quite the outfit."
I wondered if the shocked look on his face was from the shirt, the outfit or my face which I still hadn't seen.
"It's slave day," I explained.
"I know," he nodded. "But this seems a bit much."
"No, my next task is a bit much," I said.
"Which is?" He asked.
"The easy part is giving you a blow job," I said, dropping to my knees and fishing out his cock.
"You were told to give me a blow job?" He asked, even though he didn't stop me from getting his cock out.
"Is that a problem?" I asked, before I began to stoke it.
"No," he laughed. "If you want to give me a blow job, I'll always give you the opportunity."
"I could give you a blow job every day," I replied, taking his cock in my mouth.



"Will you marry me?" He asked.
"Trust me," I smiled, taking his cock out, "I am exhausting to date."
"I think it's worth it," he groaned, as I resumed sucking his cock.
I bobbed for a couple of slow minutes before I said, "When you're close I need you to pull out and give me a facial."
"Really?" He asked, before also asking, "Is that the task?"
"This time I have to wear it on my face until I meet back up with my sorority Mistress," I answered.
"Sororities are crazier than frat houses," he said, as I took his cock back in my mouth and began sucking more eagerly.
Like most men, as soon as the bobbing got more aggressive, he didn't last long. He pulled out just before almost instantly splattering my face with rope after rope of cum.
Once he was done, I joked, "Been building up for me."
"Sorry, the first load of the day is always a big one," he said, as I leaned forward and licked the cum about to drip off his cock.
"Probably get my daily protein sucking you," I joked.
"I wouldn't protest," he replied, before adding, now out of concern, "This outfit and task seems a bit much."
I thought to myself 'You should have seen what I just did before this', but instead shrugged, "It's harmless."
"It's pretty crazy," he said.
"Agreed," I nodded, before adding, "it's almost done."
"Then you're in," he asked.
"I assume so," I said, although it suddenly occurred to me that I could still be rejected. I stood up and looked in a mirror. "Shit, you come a lot."
"Sorry," he said, as I looked at my face, which was a complete mess. My make-up was messy from the excessive pussy squirt of the professor and now I looked like a complete skank with my shiny face coated with cum.
"I look like a whore," I said.
"Maybe you should clean up," he suggested.
I shook my head. "No. It's almost over."
"So when are you free again?" He asked.
"I doubt tonight, but you're my date tomorrow," I said.
"I wouldn't miss it for the world," he said.
"Good, because I will look amazing," I smiled.
"No cum on your face?" he teased.
"Not till later at least," I smiled, before adding, "although I have three other places you can shoot it."
"Oh God," he moaned.
I said, "But I need to get going."
"Text me if you end up with any free time," he said.
"Will do," I agreed, although confident free time was not something I was going to be given today.
I left, my face coated with pussy juice and semen. I walked past lots of guys and a few girls as I left Harvey's dorm.
I could feel each and every one of them judging me, thinking I was some cheap slut.
Oddly, it didn't bother me.
Instead, it turned me on.
Obedience to my sorority sisters had awokened a side of me that was opposite of my strong-will with men personality and I really enjoyed it.
Complete obedience, not thinking of the consequences or judgement, was quite stimulating and my pussy was on fire again.
A few cat calls, a couple of slut comments didn't faze me. If anything, it only added to the sudden unexplainable euphoria I was feeling.
In many ways I had already accepted my submissive personality at the sorority, especially with Jamie.
Obeying them without hesitation felt both natural and stimulating, oddly therapeutic in an unexplainable way.
That said, I wasn't a lesbian.
I also wasn't straight.
I was bisexual.
Adding to the enigma, I was dominant and in control in my relationships with men, Harvey, I believe, being the next to fall under my spell. But I was completely, unconditionally submissive to women, I think regardless of who they were.
The two sides of sexuality, mixing the split personality of my likes had me wanting it all.
I eventually got to Jamie's class, but she wasn't there yet... although she had to be close as the egg again began vibrating. Its sudden intensity made my legs buckle and I almost fell down.
Standing in front of her class with the outfit I was wearing and the obvious cum that was on my face was incredibly awkward... yet that was enhanced by the fact I was now trying to act casual as my pussy was pleasured by a toy.
Jamie arrived right as class was beginning and laughed, "Wow, your boy had a full load."
"Yes," I nodded. "He coated my entire face."
"You are enjoying being treated like a complete slut, aren't you?" She asked.
"Yes," I admitted.
"I think there is no doubt that you are this year's house pet," she said.
"House pet?" I asked.
"Yes, to others you will be perceived as a sorority sister like the rest of us, but in essence you will be the personal pussy pleasing house pet for every sorority sister regardless of the year," she revealed.
I felt both excited and mortified.
The idea obviously was exciting because of the true submissiveness of it. I loved obeying, I loved licking pussy and I wanted to be a sorority sister.
Yet, was I really a sorority sister or was this a quasi-membership based on my serving all the sisters of the house?
Plus, this pushed humiliation to a whole new level.
She continued, "Of course, your studies matter, but most nights you will be given to a sorority sister for the night."
"Do I have my own room?" I asked.
"Of course," she nodded, before adding, "you may not always sleep in it. It will depend if your Mistress for the day wants you to sleep with her."
"Oh," I said, oddly okay with this. I would get to have pussy every day, fulfill my natural desire to be submissive and yet still have my own safe place.
"You like this idea, don't you?" She asked.
I admitted, trying to make sure I didn't sound too eager, "I'm willing to do anything to be a member of the sorority."
"We will test that theory, Little Annie," she smiled.
I joked, "Haven't you already?"
"You have indeed earned the privilege to be a house pet, but we are a wicked bunch," she smiled.
"I hope so," I responded.
"Let's go to class," she ordered, as the egg suddenly shut off again.
"Of course, Mistress," I nodded and then quietly sighed, the frustration of the teasing really driving me wild, following her in with a pride and confidence I doubt many girls with a clear load of cum on their face could do.
I sat beside her again, this time massaging her feet, as the professor lectured. I tuned out of this lecture, as I imagined what exactly being the house pet would be like. Would I be treated with respect still? Would I simply be a pussy pleasing slut? Would I have to do this all four years or just one? Why was my cunt wet thinking about?
I imagined going room to room on my knees and servicing the girls.
I imagined being a human alarm clock.
I especially imagined Beth and Kim using me as they wished... and, of course, Jamie.
When class ended, Jamie put her foot to my mouth and I sucked on it, even as her classmates walked past and made comments.
I sucked on each toe individually through the sheer nylon, I licked the top of her feet and her entire soles, until she asked, "Ready to go back and finish your servitude with me?"
"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, even as a sadness hit me that the slave day was coming to an end. Oddly, the humiliating day had been one of the best in my life and made me see clearly who I was and what I was... I sure didn't want it to end.
Seeing my sadness, she smiled, "Don't worry Annie, I plan to use you all year."
"I hope so, Mistress," I replied, too quickly.
"You really are the most submissive pet I have met in my time here and I have met a lot," she said, sliding her foot back into her shoe.
"Thank you, Mistress," I said, appreciating the compliment.
I followed her out of the lecture hall, out of the building and outside. The cum had dried enough that I assumed it wasn't as obvious anymore... but I still got looks about my attire.
To my surprise though, we didn't go back to the sorority, but instead to the cafeteria.
Jamie went and bought a banana and a chocolate milk and asked, "Horny?"
Although I was worried what she planned to make me do next, fucking myself with a banana in public was a bit too much, I answered, "Always, Mistress."
To my surprise, she peeled the banana and took a bite. She then laughed, "You thought I bought this to fuck you with, didn't you?"
I nodded, embarrassed that was the first thing that popped into my head, "Yes, Mistress."
"Hilarious," she laughed, "well I better not deny you of your insatiable sluttiness. Go buy yourself one."
She handed me two quarters and as my cheeks went red once again, I went and bought a fruit fuck toy. I bought the biggest one and returned, excited to fuck myself, although hoping it was once we got back to the sorority house.
"Bathroom," was all she said.
I took her instruction, went to the girl's bathroom, went to an open stall, pulled down my daisy dukes, sat down on the toilet, spread my legs and slid the banana easily into my wanton box.
Suddenly the egg began vibrating too, and I screamed, "Oh fuck," finally able to react to the wild pleasurable vibrations of the egg.
I fucked myself with the banana, making the egg bounce around inside me which only added to the already feverish pleasure I was feeling. I closed my eyes and imagined being the house slut. I imagined licking my fellow pledges; I imagined licking my sorority sisters; I imagined licking the house Mistress.
And then I came.
Quickly.
In under two minutes... like a guy.
The orgasm was intense and I remained on the toilet for a few minutes to recover... as I pondered, now not controlled by my needy cunt, my descent into lesbian depravity.
Yes, it turned me on.
Yes, I enjoyed it.
Yet, was being the house pet really a good idea?
Was I really willing to allow myself to be treated like a two bit bimbo whore by an entire sorority house?
A few minutes ago, I loved the idea and came from it.
No longer horny, I wasn't so sure.
My Mom wanted me to be a sorority sister at her alma mater.
That made me wonder... did she go through this crazy hazing?
I couldn't fathom.
Suddenly, I was startled out of my deep reflection when the bathroom door opened and Jamie called out, "Are you still in here, slut?"
"Yes, Mistress," I replied.
"Unlock the stall door," she ordered.
I got up, unlocked the door and opened it.
Standing in front of me was an older woman. Jamie said, "Slut, this is Mrs. Marrinan, she is one of our many alumni in town for the weekend for tonight's final training and tomorrow's ball."
"Hi, ma'am," I greeted, used banana in hand, the egg still buzzing inside me and my own wetness leaking down my leg.
"Knees, slut," the woman ordered.
"Yes, ma'am," I obeyed, assuming I was about to eat another pussy.
I watched her move into the stall, lift up her dress, and awkwardly put her right foot on the toilet, which put her shaved pussy, with a bushel of hair above it, directly above me.
"As a house pet, you will obey every order, within the rules of the house pet code," Jamie explained.
"Of course, Mistress," I replied, just as I saw a yellow stream of piss shoot out of the older woman and it splattered my stunned face.
She was peeing on me.
"Open your fucking mouth, you dumb slut," Mrs. Marrinan ordered.
I did as I was told, utterly shocked at what was happening.
This stranger was peeing on my face and now in my mouth.
I was shocked by many things:
-How hot the urine was.
-How perfect her stream was that was landing now directly in my mouth.
-How it didn't taste disgusting as I had assumed urine would.
-How she seemed to be peeing forever.
-And did I mention, I was drinking pee!!
As the pee stream began to slow down, it began missing my open mouth so I instinctively followed the stream trying to catch it all in my mouth... feeling like a moving target.
"Good slut," the older woman said, looking down at me as she used me like a toilet.
I got most of the stream, some hitting my nose, cheeks and chin, until she was done.
"Clean me up," she ordered.
So I leaned up and licked her wet pussy and pee hole.
"Feel free to have an orgasm too," Jamie offered.
"I think I will," the woman agreed, as she grabbed my soaked face and shoved it deep into her cunt.
As she grinded on my face, I licked the best I could, my head still spinning at what had just happened, at my instinctive response and the fact that my cunt was again on fire.
I would like to blame the vibrating egg inside me, but being used and humiliated so thoroughly turned me on.
"I think you have definitely found this year's house pet," the older woman declared.
Jamie revealed, "And you know her mother."
"Who?" Mrs. Marrinan asked, her voice implying curiosity.
"Big Bertha," Jamie revealed.
"No fucking way!" the woman gasped, as she grabbed my head with both hands and began to bounce my face off her pussy in a very strange way.
My Mom? She was referred to as Big Bertha? She did have huge tits... which always made me wonder why I never got any.
"Oh yes," Jamie said. "Makes sense, doesn't it?"
"Fuck yes," Mrs. Marrinan agreed.
Suddenly the bathroom door opened, and Jamie said, "Please ignore the pledge training."
"Uh, sure," some girl said.
"Suck on my fucking clit, you stupid slut," the older woman said, which hadn't been possible with how roughly she had been using me.
She shoved my face back into her cunt and I obeyed, sucking on her swollen hard clit.
After a minute or two of focused clit pressure, and hearing her moans increase, I slid two fingers inside her pussy to finish her off.
"Yes, you fucking slut," the older woman screamed, as her orgasm hit seconds later.
I eagerly licked up the cum... a unique flavour mixture of cum and urine... somehow enjoying the rough, humiliating treatment.
Once she was done, she looked down at me and smirked, "Holy shit, like mother, like daughter."
I wondered what that meant.
Yet, I didn't say anything other than, "Thank you, ma'am."
She scoffed, "Tonight is going to be delicious."
Jamie agreed, as the egg suddenly shut off again, "Oh, tonight is going to be epic."
Mrs. Marrinan walked out and Jamie looked down at me and said, "I'm going to go have coffee with Eleanor here. Go home, without cleaning yourself up at all and then clean up. I expect you at the sorority house at 6. Is that clear?"
"Yes, Mistress," I nodded.
"Good," she nodded. "Your day, my pet, is just beginning."
She walked out too and I just sat there, cum leaking out of my cunt, my face drenched in urine, pussy juice and cum, my shirt wet slightly and stained with yellow blotches of urine that missed the target.
Suddenly a girl stopped in front of the open stall door.
My face burned red.
She just shook her head in disgust and walked out.
I sighed and quickly stood up.
I then scurried out of the cafeteria and all the way to my dorm room.
Once inside, my head was spinning.
What did she mean 'like mother, like daughter'?
Was my Mom used as a house pet too? That seemed so unlikely. She was a very strong willed woman.
As I pondered this, my Mom texted:
See you tonight.
FUCK!
She was coming tonight!!
FUCK!
What did she know? What was she going to witness?
FUCK!
As I got undressed, my heart was in my stomach. Was mom about to see the complete humiliation of her strong-willed daughter?
I wanted to text her back: don't come.
I wanted to text her and ask about her past.
But, I didn't.
I had no idea how to even begin such a conversation.
Don't come, Mom, your daughter has become the house lesbian cunt munching pet.
Or Mom, just curious, did you eat a lot of pussy when you were at the sorority?
FUCK!
Oddly, even as all these questions filled with anxiety spun inside me, my pussy tingled.
FUCK! I really was a slut.
THE END... FOR NOW!
Coming next maybe:
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Cum 4 Mommy: A Cum Bucket Story

I love cum.
I mean to the point I believe it should be its own special food group.
I mean I am addicted to cum.
I mean I am addicted to cum like a junky is addicted to heroin.
I mean to the point that if I don't get at least a load a day, preferably at least two, I begin to go through withdrawal.
I love a cock in my mouth... especially when I get to feel it grow from soft to hard.
I love the variety of lengths... from the smallest not even four inches to one that was over a foot long.
I love the variety of girths... thin like a pencil, thick like a German sausage.
But most of all... as I already mentioned... I love cum.
Cum was my delicacy... and to me cum is similar, but much better, than oysters. I love the slimy feeling in my mouth as I sometimes allow it to swish in my mouth as if I'm tasting a new wine or as it slides down my throat. I love the unique, one of a kind, taste... each load of cum, like each oyster, a one of a kind delicacy... similar and yet different.
Simply put... in case it isn't already abundantly clear... I fucking love cum. I mean I'd much rather have a cock in my mouth than in my cunt or ass (and trust me I have experimented with cock in all three holes many times).
I love the power I have when I have a cock in my mouth. I decide when they come, I control the pleasure.
And although I love swallowing cum, I also enjoy the thrill of having my face painted with cum. A facial is like a warm bath... plus cum is great for the skin. I often get compliments, even now at forty-five, about my perfect skin and only a few of my closest friends know my secret to perfect skin is cum baths.
Anyways.... I think you get my point.
When I was young it was easy to get as many loads as I wanted in a day: in high school I was a cheerleader, but when it came to getting my cum I usually went to the nerd clubs who were both grateful to have a girl who wanted to suck them and able to keep a secret.
After a football game, while the other cheerleaders went to football parties, I would go to Eugene's house and suck every nerd's cock while they played Dungeons and Dragons or whatever other nerd game they were playing that weekend.
At school, the nerds even had their own room because the teachers trusted them so much and thus I often went and got a load or two or three or more during the day. Every day at lunch, I would sneak away at some point for some nice creamy cum.
Prom night, I lost my virginity to my college boyfriend, who I often sucked as well, but earlier that night I swallowed a dozen loads of cum from every graduating nerd.
In college it was even easier... although it didn't take long to get a reputation as a slut who would suck anyone... which I would.
I sucked students, sports teams (yes, an entire team), professors, the Dean and, in my senior year over a weekend, an entire frat house.
The real world was harder... pun intended... to find cocks to suck. I ended up getting pregnant by my boyfriend in my last semester of college and, being a good Catholic (hahaha), I married him.
We had three kids, all boys, and for years I tried to be a good faithful wife. James had a nice cock and sure wasn't one to reject my mouth and the daily blow jobs I gave him.
Yet, it was never enough. I always craved more.
And then one day... while out for groceries... I ended up in an adult store... and then in a gloryhole... and then on my knees... and then sucking stranger's cocks.
And once that first load erupted in my mouth, my addiction was back.
That first day, I sucked six and swallowed each unique, tasty load... savouring each, convincing myself at the time this was just a one-time indiscretion, a quick one time fix.
That night, at the kitchen table with my husband, and my eighteen year old son (my nineteen year old and twenty one year old sons no longer living at home), I felt extreme guilt at cheating... at what I had done... and promised myself I would not do it again.
Yet....
I returned the next day and spent a couple of hours sucking a dozen or so cocks. Losing track of time and the count, ending up showing up late for the PTA meeting I was supposed to be running.
Each night I would feel guilt at my actions and yet the next day I would always end up in a dingy adult store (I would learn the city had 12 different glory holes, not to mention some set-up by perverts... thus I would rotate through all of them to get variety and avoid getting a reputation at one), on my knees sucking as many cocks as I could in the time I had allotted myself. My record, on a Tuesday in the business district, was thirty-three (I swallowed twenty of those loads and wore the other thirteen all over my face)... but usually three to five loads was my norm.
One afternoon, after taking six loads after a bake sale fundraiser meeting at my son's school for his upcoming prom, I came home an hour before school was to end and was surprised to see my son's car in the driveway.
I checked my face to make sure the two loads that had splattered my face was all off before I headed into the house. Glancing down at my red blouse, I saw it had a couple of cum stains, but it was unlikely that he would know that was what it was... my son was a bit awkward, a bit shy and thankfully, at eighteen, more interested in getting a full scholarship to Harvard than going to parties.
I entered the house and went directly to my bedroom to change, when I didn't see him in the kitchen or living room. I was walking by his room and towards mine when I heard a surprising sound. "That's it, slut, suck my cock."
That was Josh's voice.
Did I really hear him just call someone a slut?
Did I really hear him talk about getting his cock sucked?
I had never even heard him swear before.
I walked slowly to the slightly open door, curious who he could be talking to... especially in my room.
He then said, "That's it, Mom, deep throat my cock with that slut mouth of yours."
I froze.
What?
Was he talking about me?
Was someone pretending to be me?
Before I could move, he continued, with a groan, "Oh yes, use those nylon legs on me, Mommy."
I always wore nylons... my husband likes them and I had grown-up wearing them as they were very popular in the 1980's and especially with our skimpy cheerleading outfits. I just loved how they showcased my legs and, truthfully, I loved the feel of them on my legs (I only bought sheer silk pantyhose, thigh highs and stockings from Wolford).
Slowly, I moved to the slightly ajar door, and peeked inside.
I stared in shock.
He was alone.
On my bed.
He was masturbating with a stocking on his hand.
Holding a pair of my soiled panties in one hand that he was sniffing.
He was also completely naked.
And....
And....
And....
His cock was huge.
Thick.
Long.
Perfection.
I couldn't help it, instantly my mouth watered and my pussy dampened.
I briefly forgot that he was my son as I stared at the perfect cock just a few feet away from me.
"You want my cum, don't you, Mommy-slut?" he groaned, now furiously stroking his cock with his nylon-clad hand.
I gasped, thankfully he was too far gone to actually hear me and I watched in voyeuristic awe as he grunted, "Take my cum all over your face, my live-in cum bucket."
God, I couldn't believe his words, or how much they were turning me on. Although I loved sucking cock, loved cum, I had always hated name calling. I was a lady... just a lady who had a cum addiction.
Yet, his words had my pussy on fire, or maybe it was his thick, long, hard cock... either way I was completely intoxicated by my son masturbating.
Then his cum exploded in the air like a missile and I watched in hunger and disappointment (what a waste of precious cum) as it landed somewhere other than my mouth.
"Yeah, take it all, Mom," he groaned, as rocket after rocket of yummy cum shot out of him like a machine gun.
Once the last rocket finished, landing somewhere on my bed, I tip-toed backwards and then scurried out of my house so he didn't know I was home and had seen what I saw.
In my car, I sat there in shock.
What just happened? Okay, I know what just happened... the real question was what should I do about it?
Was it natural for a son to fantasize about his mother?
How often had he been doing this?
Why did it get me so excited?
How often did he use my stockings to masturbate... sniff my soiled panties?
Sure he had a big cock!
Sure he shot a huge fucking load of cum... yummy, yummy cum!
But he was my son.
I waited a couple of minutes so he could clean up, put my panties back in the laundry hamper, my stocking away (I wondered if any of his cum landed on them), before I headed back into the house.
I slammed the door hard enough to alert Barry that I was home.
I walked into the kitchen, giving him more time, and got a drink of water... trying to quench my thirst, although it wasn't water I wanted.
I then called out, "Barry, are you home?"
"Yeah," he called out, coming down the stairs.
"You're home early," I said, trying to act casual, as he entered the kitchen, my eyes instantly drawn to his crotch.
"Early dismissal," he explained.
"Right," I nodded, as I tried to fathom how he hid such a big dick in those jeans. "I always forget that."
"So how was your day?" He asked, no hint that he had just come on my bed. This again made me wonder how many times he had done this while I wasn't home.
I noticed, as he asked the question, he was checking out my legs.
Deciding to test something, I swayed one leg back and forth seeing if he would stare at it, "Oh, rather surprising actually."
"How so?" He asked, not making eye contact at me, but watching my leg as if it was a hypnotist's watch.
"Oh, I just learned that people are not always what they seem," I said, as I stopped moving my leg.
This led him to actually look back up to me and ask, he hadn't been listening to my words, as he was completely distracted and enamoured by my feet, "So, how was your day?"
We chatted about school and so forth and then he went to work on a history essay he was writing and I made dinner.
Once dinner was in the oven, I went upstairs and checked for cum stains on my bed and stocking.
The bed didn't have any cum left, but a couple slightly wet spots. Obviously, he did more than just scoop up the cum.
My panties were not on top of the laundry hamper, but under yesterday's skirt.
My stocking though, I couldn't find.
Did he keep them?
So many questions, so few answers.
I went back downstairs, my pussy burning, but with my husband likely to be home at any moment I had to just squash the desire to quickly go and get myself off.
That night, after fucking and sucking my husband, I lay in bed unable to get the words of my son earlier, his massive cock, at least two inches bigger than his father's, and his massive cum shot out of my head.
Seeing my son in my bedroom, naked, masturbating, had my entire world spinning.
Were all his fantasies about me?
How often did he come into my room and sniff my panties and use my nylons for pleasuring himself?
Did he really envision me as his personal slut? His, what did he call me, his Mommy-slut or his live-in cum bucket?
And why did just reliving that surreal moment make me horny again?
Why did the name calling turn me on?
Why did the idea of being his live-in cum bucket turn me on? (Besides the obvious reality that I was already a cum bucket).
Fuck!
The next morning, once my husband was off to work and my son off to school, I snuck into his room and went to his computer.
I was curious... what kind of porn I would find on it?
I mean I think one of the surest bets in the world is if you have a teenage boy, he has porn on his computer.
Thankfully, he didn't have a password and I began searching.
Of course, he didn't have a folder called porn or Mommy sluts or anything on his main directory, but after a few minutes, just when I was beginning to think I may have the one boy in America who didn't have porn on his computer, I found it.
It was well hidden in a directory called homework, then a directory called English, then a directory called Shakespeare and then in a directory called Hamlet.
Besides a Hamlet essay were three more directories called P, S and V.
I clicked on P and I found three more folders numbered 1, 2, and 3.
Clicking on 1 I gasped. There were over 10,000 pictures of women in nylons... mostly older women... some were posing fully dressed, some were naked except for nylons (pantyhose, stockings, thigh highs, etc) and some were sex scenes (mostly lesbian, but some couples, and even a few orgies or gangbangs).
After going through a few and recalling briefly my few lesbian encounters in high school and college, I clicked back and onto number 2.
This was all girls getting coated in cum, over a thousand of them. Mostly they were facials, but there were also quite a few cum on foot shots (all in nylons), cum on tits shots, cum on ass shots and a few girls licking cum off the floor shots.
This would have shocked and disgusted most mothers... but it just made me hungry.
I clicked back and entered folder three.
If the first two shocked me... well this shocked me to the core. They were all of me. Now, for the record, they were not creepy, sly pictures taken of me without my permission, but pictures of me dressed up, almost entirely showing me in my stocking-clad feet throughout the years.
In case I thought my son's jerking off about me was a one-time thing, well, this derailed that theory.
My head spinning, I clicked back twice and then went into the second secret folder S.
Here I found hundreds of sex stories... and every single one of them was an incest story involving a mother and son or sons.
Titles included: Sitting on My Son's Lap
Slut Mommie
What Mom Doesn't Know Will Fuck Her
My Son's Huge Cock
Replacing My Cum Bucket
Bareback in My Mom
Mom's Submission
Housewife, Mother & Slut
A Family Affair
Momma Slut
The majority of them fit with the theme of yesterday: Mommy-slut, cum bucket, ass whore, submissive, stockings often included, eager Mom cock sucker, etc.
I read twenty or thirty stories, each one making me wet, each one somehow making the idea of incest, the idea of sucking my son's huge cock, more feasible, more right.
I came... hard... while reading the nasty 'Pet Mommy' series, even as I envisioned I was the 'Pet Mommy' and Barry was the son.
I realized I hadn't clicked on the 'V' folder yet. So, I did.
It had tons of videos. I scrolled down and learned that there were actual incest video clips, some looking authentic like: 'Mommy takes my virginity,' 'Mommy's my cocksucker', 'My son's big dick', 'Gangbang Mom', 'My Master, My Son', and 'Mommy craves Cum' just to name a few.
My cunt was again burning, and after downloading some of the incest ones to watch later, I logged out, my head spinning, I headed out desperate to get a few loads of cum to quench my insatiable thirst... which I was craving even more after learning of my son's fantasies about me.
Almost every title seemed to be ones that could be made about me:
-I was pretty sure Barry was still a virgin and suddenly the idea of being the one to take it was shockingly exciting
-Equally exciting was being his cocksucker, playing with his big dick and having a fresh load of cum at my disposal all the time (he never went out, he was young which meant he likely could reload fast and he clearly shot a massive load)
-Although I hadn't ever thought about name-calling, other than when nasty words were thrown at me from the other side of the wall, the idea of being a Mommy-slut, maybe even having my son as a Master... well... that intrigued me.
I drove to the nearest glory hole, just ten minutes away, one I seldom went to because of its close proximity to my home and my son's school, and headed in.
I only had an hour, I had a hair appointment already scheduled for that day, but I was starving for cum.
Thankfully, I wasn't in the stall two minutes when a nice thick cock was offered to me.
I didn't hesitate, dropping to my knees and taking the semi-erect dick in my mouth, ready to get it fully erect and ready for launch.
As I did, I closed my eyes and imagined it was my son's dick I was sucking. I couldn't help it, but it was like a door had been opened and there was no way my conscious mind could close it.
I bobbed hungrily, imagining that instead of watching him stroke that massive pecker of his, I walked in and helped him out.
"M-m-mom," he stammered, as I took his dick in my hand.
"Do you really want your very own personal Mommy-slut?" I asked, as I slowly stroked his hard as steel dick.
"I'm sorry," he apologized, clearly mortified by being caught in my room, with my panties, my stocking and saying such derogatory things."
"No, I'm sorry, baby," I purred. "Mommy should have known your needs were not being fulfilled." I leaned forward and took his cock in my mouth as I swirled my tongue around his thick mushroom top.
"Oh, God," he groaned.
I repeated the question, as I licked his shaft up and down with my tongue, "So, do you really want your own Mommy-slut? A mouth to slide into any time you want, a cunt to pound any time you want and even a tight asshole to ream anytime you want?"
"Oh, Mom," he whimpered, assumedly in awe of his fantasy coming true.
"Don't you mean, oh Mommy?" I purred, before I sucked one of his balls in his mouth.
"I can't believe this," he said, as I moved from one ball to the other.
"Is this your fantasy, baby?" I asked, slithering my tongue back up his thick shaft.
"Yes," he replied, looking like a deer in the headlights.
"Do your always jerk off about me being your cum bucket?" I asked, as I took his cock deep into my mouth.
"Ooooooh."
I bobbed for less than thirty seconds before he grunted and I felt the full load of his cum exploding into my mouth and sliding smoothly down my throat.
I eagerly swallowed the load of the stranger, instantly bringing me back to reality. The fact was that my mind and body... my pussy so wet I could feel my panties getting soaked... so effortlessly and naturally drew me into the act of incest.
Once I finished swallowing the load, and the stranger's cock disappeared, I shook my head. What was becoming of me?
Why couldn't I stop thinking of my son's cock?
Would I really do something so taboo?
The other wall had a cock waiting for me and I moved to it and took the already hard dick in my mouth hungry for more cum.
As I bobbed, my mind again replayed yesterday but with a much nastier ending.
"Mom, are you watching me?" He asked, catching me staring at him jerking off.
I stammered, "N-n-no."
"Get in here," my usually very polite son demanded. "Come to me."
I obeyed, unsure why, staring at his cock the entire time.



"You want my cock, don't you, cum bucket?" He asked, stroking his cock as I watched his hand like a hypnotist's hand.
"Barry!" I gasped, shocked by my nerdy son's blunt words.
"Mother!" He mocked. "I know you're a cum hungry, cock craving, glory hole visiting slut."
"Barry," I repeated, less out of shock, and more out of shame.
"You can satisfy your insatiable hunger for cum right at home," he said.
"Barry, I'm your mother," I protested, even as my mouth drooled at his big, juicy cock.
"And now you're my mommy-slut," he retorted, before ordering, "now get sucking like you do all day while Dad's at work and I'm in school."
"But...." I began and he raised his voice, as if he was the parent and I the disobedient child, "now!"
My pussy on fire, my mouth salivating, I obeyed my son's order, leaning down and taking his throbbing rod in my mouth.
"That's it, Mommy-slut," he moaned as he grabbed my head and roughly pushed me down so his entire almost nine inch cock tickled my tonsils. Thankfully, I was an experienced cock sucker and I was able to control my gag reflex.
"Shit, all the cheerleader sluts gag like hell when I do this," he said, seemingly impressed by my experience.
I, on the other hand, wasn't sure what I was more shocked by: the fact I had nine inches of my son's cock buried in my throat or that he apparently was fucking cheerleaders.
Equally shocking was the sudden jealousy over the fact that I wasn't his first cocksucker... which was an absurd thought since he is eighteen and how many eighteen-year-olds are still virgins?
Holding my head in place, Barry did something no man had ever done to me... while holding my head, his cock still lodged deep in my mouth, he began bucking his ass up, literally fucking my face.
It was humiliating and exhilarating...
I love sucking cock, but usually I was the one in charge... controlling the pleasure... but this time I was just a vessel for his pleasure.
"You like that, you nasty glory hole slut?" he asked, as he violently fucked my face.
I moaned in response, unable to answer as he used me for his pleasure.
"From now on you can get your cum quota without even leaving the house," he said, just as he deposited a load in my throat.
Again I was brought back to the reality that I wasn't being face fucked by my son as a second load was deposited in my mouth from a stranger.
Once he pulled his cock out of my mouth, I sat up and shook my head. Fuck! What was wrong with me?
Looking at my watch, I also realized I needed to get going if I was going to make it to my appointment on time.
I headed out, currently satisfied with the two loads warming my belly, but undeniably hungry for more... hungry for my son.
.....
I was making dinner when Barry came home.
Curious about his stocking foot fetish, so many of his pictures of me in my nylon feet, I paid close attention as I walked around in my nylon-clad feet... showcasing my newly pedicured feet and my toenails painted a sexy bright purple
I called out, "I'm in the kitchen, sweetheart."
Barry came in and instantly his first reaction was to glance down to my legs and feet.
I asked, "How was your day?"
"T-t-the usual," he shrugged, even as his eyes remained downward at my feet.
"I got a pedicure this afternoon," I said, wiggling my toes. "Do you like the colour?"
Staring at my feet, he answered, "Y-y-yes."
"Are you okay?" I asked, enjoying the impact I now realized I seemed to have on him.
He finally broke his stare at my feet and said, "Yeah, just a long day."
"Yeah, me too. Five inch heels were a mistake today. My feet are killing me," I said, as I sat down on the kitchen chair and moved my feet onto a vacant one.
He watched my every move with intensity, and as I glanced at his cock, while he stared at the soles of my feet, I saw a bulge... which only enhanced my own excitement.
He said, trying to act casual, "I've never understood high heels."
"We do it to be sexy for men," I explained, as I wiggled my toes, before adding, "they are an important accessory to a woman's wardrobe... plus they really help accentuate my legs."
"I guess," he nodded, I think only partially listening as he was likely being drawn into one of his own fantasies in his head.
Glancing at the clock, and knowing I had a few minutes before I had to put dinner in the oven, and before Martin would be home, I asked, using the sexy term from many of the stories on his computer, 'Mommy', "Could you do Mommy a big favour?"
"Sure," he said, always a good boy... even if behind the nerdy, sweet exterior, he was a major pervert... something that made him just like me. On the exterior I was a mother, a PTA president, a housewife... but underneath I was a cum hungry cock sucker and maybe... I wasn't sure yet... a Mommy-slut.
"Would you be a dear and massage Mommy's feet?" I requested, wanting to drive him wild and create a new fantasy for him about me.
Did I plan to suck or fuck him at that moment?
I didn't think so.
Yet, the idea was definitely in my mind.
"S-s-s-s-s-sure?" He stuttered, as if he may have a seizure.
"You don't have to if you don't want to," I said, really enjoying the discomfort and excitement I was creating for my son. "Maybe it was weird of me to ask."
"No, I'll do it," he quickly said, too obviously (although I wonder if it would have seemed obvious if I didn't know what I knew), as he quickly moved to me, dropped to his knees and took one of my sheer stockings in his hand.
Again testing him, I asked, "Should I take my stockings off?"
"No, these are fine," he said, treating my silky sheer foot as if it was the Holy Grail.
"You sure?" I asked.
The first hint of confidence came from him as he said, "Actually, the softness of the nylons makes it easier."
"Oh, okay," I nodded. "I hope they're soft, they are imported from Europe."
"Really?" He asked, looking up at me for the first time.
"Yeah, your father expects me in them all the time and expects only sheer silk," I revealed, which was true.
"He does?" He asked, likely making the correlation that he and his father had the same fetish.
"Yeah, that's his fetish," I shrugged, even as I wiggled my toes right in front of his face.
When Barry didn't say anything, completely intoxicated and in a trance from my feet, I added, "Probably not something you need to know, that your father gets horny from your old mother in nylons."
This seemed to draw Barry out of his trance. "You're not old, Mom."
"Really, I'm four decades old," I sighed, using my drama past to really look depressed... when in reality I felt ten years younger than my 44.
"Mom, you're in way better shape than almost every girl in my school," he said, as he moved to my other foot.
"That's sweet, honey," I smiled down at him, "but you don't have to lie to your Mom."
"I'm not," he protested. "Trust me, most of the girls in high school are either anorexic thin or already overweight."
"So I'm the perfect weight?" I smiled.
"You are," he nodded.
"You, my young man, will make some woman very, very lucky one day," I said... thinking as soon as the girls find out he has a nine inch dick his popularity will skyrocket... girls talk... likely more than boys.
"Yeah, right," he said, his insecurities coming out.
"Honey," I said softly. "High school sucks. It is based on the superficial. But trust me, once you go to college and meet people with similar interests to yours... you will suddenly be a major catch."
"I doubt it," he said.
Ignoring his denial, I continued, going a bit overboard, "Plus, if you're as big as your father, once the girls know what you're packing in your pants they will be lining up for a shot."
"Mom!" Barry gasped, even though he didn't stop massaging my feet.
"What?" I asked. "You're eighteen now. We can have adult conversations."
"But this is weird," he said, looking uncomfortable... although likely because his big dick was fully erect in his pants and not in a good position... I could think of lots of good positions for his cock and three holes it would fit perfectly... shit... I really was a Mommy-slut.
I continued, "Honey, can I ask you a personal question?"
"Sure," he said, really giving me a great massage.
I assumed the answer to this was yes, but I asked anyway, wanting confirmation, "Are you still a virgin?"
"Mom!"
"What? This is a question every mom wonders about," I said, before adding, wanting to keep him on his knees a bit longer, "and can you do my calves too?"
"Sure," he nodded, not finding this at all weird, as he moved his hand up.
After a minute, I pointed out, "You never answered my question."
"I hoped you'd forgotten."
"Mom's don't forget."
"Yes," he whispered.
"That is nothing to be ashamed of," I said, even as the idea of taking his virginity suddenly became really, really intriguing.
"In high school it is," he said, even though he was fixated on the task at hand.
"Like I said, in college everything starts over," I said. "You are judged by who you are and sometimes by what you have in your pants."
"Oh, God," he said, in more of a moan than an 'I can't believe I am having this conversation with my mother', sound.
I continued, adding, pushing the boundaries even more, "Being able to go down on a girl is also a very good skill in college."
"I can't believe we are having this conversation," he said, clearly bewildered and uncomfortable and yet not stopping touching my nylon-clad calves.
"What?" I asked. "This is very good advice and it's how your dad, who was quite a nerd in his younger days, got a popular cheerleader like me... a big dick and a wicked tongue."
"Aaaaaaaaah," he said, "please stop."
"This advice is golden, Barry," I said. "Especially if your penis is as big as your dad's." After a pause, I decided to keep up the full frontal assault, "Can I ask you one more personal question?"
"Why stop now?" He joked, even though I could tell that underneath that exterior of shock and discomfort in a sexual conversation with his mother, he was really enjoying himself.
"Your dad is seven inches," I revealed. "Are you close to that big? If you are, you will get all the pussy you want."
"I can't believe you just said 'pussy'," he said, this time the look in his eyes showing he was shocked.
"Well, it's what it is, and the 'c' word is a bit crude unless used in the heat of the moment," I added.
"This is surreal," he said, shaking his head.
"Answer the question," I repeated.
He paused, looked up at me, and said, with just the slightest hint of pride, "I'm bigger than Dad."
"How much bigger?" I asked, raising an eye brow.
"A couple inches," he said, seeming to get some confidence from the revelation that his dick was bigger than his dad's.
"You're nine inches?" I gasped, expecting an Oscar nomination for this performance of shock I was presenting.
"When hard," he said.
"I hope not when soft," I laughed, before adding, "well, in that case, you should just walk over to the cheerleaders tomorrow, whip out your dick and watch them fight over who gets it."
"That would never happen," he said.
"One of the biggest lies ever told is that size doesn't matter," I said. "Trust me, it does."
"Okay," he nodded.
I glanced to the clock and realized twenty minutes had passed. "Shoot, I could have you massage me all night, but I need to get supper started."
"Anytime you need one, just ask," he said, as I moved my feet away from him.
"Be careful what you say, I may take you up on that," I smiled, standing up.
"You're wish is my command," he said, quoting the Genie from Aladdin... my favourite movie.
"So you're my Genie?" I asked.
"At your service," he smiled, standing up and bowing.
"So do I get three wishes?" I questioned, smiling seductively at him.
"You get infinite wishes," he replied... once a nerd, always a nerd.
"Well, you can have three wishes too," I smiled, already knowing what ones I would offer him.
He laughed, "This must be a remake of the movie."
I nodded, just as the front door opened, my words foreshadowing what was to come (pun intended), "Maybe we'll have to make our own movie."
He looked at me perplexed as I glanced down at his crotch area, turned around, and shook my head as I whispered, "Nine inches, holy shit."
That night, after taking a load down my throat from my husband, I went downstairs after he passed out (five minutes, like clockwork, after sex) and decided to watch some of the incest movies I had downloaded.
Craving cum at the moment, I clicked on 'Mommy Craves Cum'.
The Mom was naked, in her living room, with huge fake tits, fingering herself while watching a pretty young girl take facial after facial in a bukakke movie (easily my biggest fantasy I had not yet done) when her two sons walk in wearing their baseball uniforms.
They watch their mom in stunned shock for a couple of minutes, eventually pulling out their huge, already hard, cocks (being a fluffer for a porn studio is also a fantasy of mine, although I would be annoyed to get the big, juicy cocks hard and ready for action but not get the money shot) and stroking themselves while they watched their mom pump a couple of fingers into her wet cunt.
One of the sons stumbles, making some noise, startling the near orgasmic mom.
Her eyes go big as she turns to see two things: 1. Her sons had caught her masturbating to porn. 2. Both her sons had massive cocks.
Because this is porn, there wasn't any internal protest, but instead the hungry mother ordered, "Don't you dare waste that cum. Get over here and feed Mommy."
I shook my head at the terrible dialogue and yet my pussy, not satisfied by my husband's quick, as usual, trigger, was burning.
I watched as the two sons quickly got undressed, no questions asked, and hurried over to their beautiful mother.
The mother dropped to her knees and took turns sucking both cocks: sucking on one, while stroking the other... this made me wonder what it would be like to service two cocks at once and even more so two sons (my eldest son, down in Texas on a football scholarship, was three years older, and the reason for the shotgun wedding, while my other son was in Europe).
This made me wonder about the 'Gangbang Mommy' video.
I fast forwarded the video I was watching and eventually she was on all fours sucking one, while getting fucked by the other.
I fast forwarded through a few position changes before she was back on her knees and both sons were furiously stroking their cocks.
She begged, "Give Mommy your cum."
And they did, two loads splattering her face almost simultaneously.
God, that was fucking hot.
It made me want more cum.
It made me want to go to Barry's room, crawl under his sheets and devour that nine inch cock.
Instead... I watched another video: 'Gangbang Mommy'.
Horny though, I went to the kitchen and grabbed one of my favourite sex 'toys' for nights when I masturbated at night and didn't want to:
A) Sneak back into my room and grab one of my sex toys.
B) Make any noise, which all my toys did, except for my suction wall cock, which also didn't seem like something to use when others were home asleep.
A cucumber.
A cucumber was the perfect makeshift dildo.
A cucumber is generally long... up to twelve inches and able to reach depths no dick can (except maybe some of those porn horse dicks... but in real life I hadn't seen one longer than ten inches and I had seen and sucked a LOT of cock.
A cucumber can be thin or thick... although the one in my fridge tonight was thinner than I would have liked.
A cucumber is hard and doesn't bend or break easily, unlike say a celery stick.
The coldness of the cucumber adds a unique sensation.
Although a cob of corn has ridges for pleasure, the kernels almost never stay on the cob, thus the cucumber was the best sanitary choice. Trust me, trying to get kernels of corn out of your cunt is incredibly challenging and frustrating.
I returned to the living room, headphones on, legs open and cucumber in me, and watched 'Gangbang Mom'.
This one also lacked originality, but was hot as hell.
It was Mother's Day and they blindfolded their Mom and then all three sons, two of them looking way too old to actually be her sons, quickly got naked.
Once all three were naked, they asked, "Ready for the best present ever?"
The mother, dressed in a black dress and nylons, said, "The anticipation is killing me."
"Take off your blindfold, Mommy," one boy said. Why was the term 'Mommy' somehow so much sexier and, in incest stories (literature or porn), hotter?
The mother did and gasped as she stared at her three sons, naked and all stroking their hard cocks.
"Boys!" She gasped, even as she seemed to be checking out the size of each of her boys... her eyes going big at her son's big, hard dicks.
"I overheard you telling your friends that you needed to get laid and, well," one son said, "we all agreed it would be the perfect Mother's Day present."
"Frank!" She gasped. "I meant with a man."
"We are all men," another son said, walking to his mother.
Looking down at her son and his big dick as she did, seemingly in awe of the nine inches, "That you are."
"Ever been gangbanged, Mommy?" Frank asked, as he and the other brother walked to her too.
"Frank, how can you ask your mother such a thing?" She said, even though the look on her face implied she had.
"Well, the pictures hidden in the closet from your cheerleader days for one," Frank said, putting his hands on his mother's shoulders and guiding her to the ground.
The mother didn't physically fight at all, as she defended, "That was when I was young."
"And slutty," the third son added, speaking for the first time.
"Adam! How could you call your mother a slut?" She questioned, even as she moved her eyes from one cock, to another, to another.
"Because you're our slut, our Mommy-slut," Adam replied, before he grabbed her head and slid his cock into her shocked, open mouth.
As he slowly fucked her face, she wrapped her lips around his cock and he added, "Happy Mother's Day, Mom."
Each other son, grabbed one of their mother's hands and put their hard cock in it.
Soon the mother was stroking two cocks, while sucking another... bobbing with insatiable hunger.
This made my pussy burn... The idea of three cocks even more exciting.
As I watched the mother go back and forth between three big hard cocks, I began pumping the vegetable cock in and out of me furiously... imagining that was me with three cocks to play with and wishing I had all three of my son's home.
Her sons undressed her as she kept sucking, soon naked except for thigh high stockings and heels.
"Ready to get fucked, Mommy?" Adam asked.




"This is so wrong," she protested, even as she licked the head of another of her sons' mushroom tops.
"Oh, they say 'incest is best,' and 'keep it in the family,'" Adam joked, as he guided her onto all fours.
"You're so bad," she giggled, as she watched her son slide his huge dick in her pussy.
"Get back to sucking," another said and she soon had two cocks sliding in and out of her.
My orgasm close, I watched in awe, fucking myself furiously with the cucumber, as I imagined that was me and I was being double teamed by two of my sons.
Not surprisingly, I came in a couple of minutes, even before I got to find out if she got triple-teamed (she did).
Once my intense orgasm was done, I shook my head.
What was wrong with me? I was secretly watching incest porn, imagining I was being fucked by two of my sons.
As I came back to my senses, I scolded myself.
I was their mother.
I had to control myself.
Of course... I didn't.
.....
The next few days I sucked cocks at glory holes... even on the weekend sneaking out saying I was getting groceries or shopping.
Each time I sucked a cock I imagined it was my son's.
Each night after taking a load from my husband I ended up watching or reading online porn, always about sons and mothers. I watched every video I downloaded from Barry's computer, especially enjoying 'My Master, My Son' and the facial compilation of 'Mommy Craves Cum' and found some new ones.
Every time I saw my son I imagined his cock in my mouth, pussy or ass.
Every time I saw my son I imagined his cum shooting all over my face or down my throat.
Every time I saw my son I thought: 9 inches.
Although I had sucked hundreds of cocks since I was married... I had never allowed another man in my pussy or ass. Those had been holes designated only for my husband. Yet, I was reconsidering expanding the exclusive clientele that was allowed special access to include my 18-year-old son.
I had even received two more foot massages from my son and was receiving one on Tuesday when I decided that I had to have him.
I asked, while he massaged my feet while I was lying on the couch, my feet on his lap, dangerously close to his cock, "So, have you whipped out your nine inch hammer to any of the cheerleaders like Mommy suggested?"
"Mom!" he said, as I hadn't mentioned anything sexual at all since that first time.
"It's really a yes or no question," I pointed out.
"Well, no then," he answered, shaking his head.
"I'm serious," I continued, "girls will be begging to have your penis once they know you have such a massive drill."
"Mom, what has gotten into you lately?" he asked, massaging my calf.
I moved my other foot so it rested completely on his very hard cock, as I replied teasingly, "Not nine inches that's for sure."
He groaned. I wasn't sure if it was my foot resting on his cock, or what I had just said, but his face burned red and his cock flinched.
I continued, "I'm sorry. Am I making you uncomfortable?"
He stammered, moving his body, which I knew was to adjust the positon of the hard cock in his pants, "N-n-no. It's just unexpected."
"Always expect the unexpected," I quipped, the theme of the reality TV show Big Brother.... One we had watched every summer since it first premiered.
"You're quoting Big Brother?" he questioned with a laugh.
"Speaking of big brothers," I said, "are you bigger than your big brothers?"
"Mom! Are you serious?" he asked, glancing up and noticing my dress was open and he could see between my legs.
"Why not? I mean I've seen all of your penises many times," I pointed out.
"Not in years," he countered, as he took another glimpse between my legs.
"Sure, not in years," I nodded, my tone implying otherwise.
This seemed to startle and stump my son, as his facial expression was confused... as he tried to process the meaning of my words.
While he pondered this, I moved my leg again, which allowed the window of visibility between my thigh high clad legs to be bigger.
His eyes went big as he could now see my shaved pussy... since I had decided to not wear any panties as I escalated the teasing of my son.
At the time I still wasn't sure I was going to go through with the growing fantasy of sucking and fucking my son, but I really enjoyed the doting and lust that had accompanied my son since the first frank discussion.
Unfortunately, my husband arrived home before I could tease my son any further. I pressed my foot firmly on his cock before I stood up and said, with a wicked smile, "It looks like nine inch needs some attention."
Before he could respond, I walked away and headed to the kitchen deciding that on Wednesday, tomorrow... the next early dismissal day... I would seduce my son.
And since I had already seen him nude... I figured I should allow him to see me nude... well, except for a pair of thigh high stockings, of course.
.....
The next day I was giddy... with anticipation and trepidation.
I had technically decided I was going to seduce my son today, yet, I bounced back and forth between doing what was morally right and the undeniable lust I was feeling.
I was a mother.
A mother doesn't fantasize over her son.
A mother doesn't sexually tease her son.
And a mother definitely doesn't suck and maybe fuck her son.
Yet....
I was fantasizing over my son and his nine inch cock... obsessively.
I had been sexually teasing my son... extensively.
And I desperately wanted to suck that delicious nine inch cock, ride that massive fuck toy in my wanton cunt and feel that thick hammer pound my tight, long neglected, asshole... desperately.
Thus, at 2pm, I was in the front room, naked, except for a brand new pair of beige thigh highs.
I was doing housework feeling oddly liberated in doing so naked.
When I heard a car door close in the drive way, I quickly went to his bedroom, where I waited.
As I heard him come towards his room, I simply went to his dresser drawer and opened it. I was moving my hand through it, grabbing the stocking of mine I couldn't find the day I caught him (I had found it the day before hidden in the back, behind his socks).
I had it in my hand when Barry gasped, "Mom!"
I turned around, stocking in hand, and asked, acting surprised, "Barry! What are you doing home?"
"I-I-it's early dismissal day," he stammered, staring at my tits and shaved pussy... his eyes moving back and forth... likely trying to desperately burn the image of his naked mother into his head forever.
"I always forget that," I said, matter-of-factly, not covering up either of my private parts.
"W-w-why are you in m-m-my room?" he asked, still not making eye contact with me.
"I found one of my stockings in your room once and seem to have lost more recently and needed a black pair for the red dress I was planning to wear to the grad meeting tonight," I explained.
"O-o-oh," he muttered, as he realized I had caught him with my stockings.
I walked to him and said, "It's okay, Barry. I assume you masturbate with Mommy's stockings sometimes."
His face burned the brightest red possible. "I'm sorry, Mom," he apologized, his head looking down at either my cunt or my stocking-clad toes.
"Masturbation is natural, Barry," I said, now standing directly in front of him. "Your father does it, I do it. But..." I paused, as I reached and grabbed his hard cock through his jeans, "but there is something way more fun to do."
He groaned, as his eyes went big, and he looked up into my eyes.
I explained, "I saw and heard you masturbating about me on my bed last week."
"Oh, God," he groaned, both because I was slowly rubbing his cock and because he learned he was caught.
"And what did you call me when you stroked this nine inch cannon with my stocking while sniffing my panties?" I questioned.
"I'm so sorry," he repeated.
"It's natural, son," I continued. "All sons have sexual fantasies about their mothers, it's the Oedipus syndrome." I dropped to my knees and fished out his cock.
"Mom, I, um," he babbled.
"Shhhhhhh," I purred, as I took his already completely erect cock into my hand. "Let Mommy look after this throbbing cock."
Before he could say anything else I leaned forward and took his cock in my mouth.
Chills of euphoria coursed up my spine as I crossed the invisible line of moral responsibility. Yet, I didn't feel guilt, no I felt moral purpose... it was a mother's duty to always look after her son, to prepare him for the real world and I was going to do just that.
He groaned as I sucked him for just a few seconds. I then asked, "What do you want Mommy to do, Barry?"
"Don't stop," he whimpered, as I slowly stroked his cock.
"You want Mommy to suck your cock?" I asked, loving using the word 'Mommy'.
"Yes," he nodded, looking down at me with a look of complete bewilderment.
"Yes, what?" I asked, as I moved my mouth to his balls.
"Yes, I want you to suck me, Mommy," he admitted.
"Suck your what, baby?" I purred, as I took one of his balls in my mouth.
"Oh God, Mommy," he groaned.
"What did you call me when you were stroking that big cock in my room?" I asked, moving to his other ball.
"Mommy-slut," he whimpered.
"Is that what you want, baby?" I asked, as my tongue slithered back up his amazing shaft. "For Mommy to be your live-in cum bucket?"
"Oh, crap," he said, still overwhelmed by what was happening.
"Isn't this what you want, baby?" I questioned, as I swirled my tongue around his cock head. "Mommy to be your personal cock sucker? Your Mommy-slut? Your cum bucket?"
Before he could answer, I devoured his cock, bobbing furiously, deciding I wanted his first load right now.
"Oh, Mommy," he groaned, as I sucked his cock with the hungry lust of a porn star... or in this case a Mommy who really needed cum.
As I expected, it didn't take thirty seconds before I felt his warm jizz erupt in my mouth. I kept bobbing, swallowing every heavenly drop as he stammered, "S-s-sorry."
I kept sucking, like I always do, until every last drop was extracted from his balls.
I then allowed his juicy stick to slip out of my mouth as I asked, "Is that what you fantasized, baby?"
"Oh God, Mom, that was amazing," he answered.
"Mmmmmm, that is just the beginning," I smiled. "What else do you want to do to Mommy?"
"I don't know," he answered, still overwhelmed with what just happened.
"I was serious, baby," I said, still on my knees, still stroking his viral young cock. "Any woman, including your mother, won't be able to resist this beautiful big cock."
"I can't believe this is happening," he said.
I glanced at the clock. "We have about an hour before your father gets home," I said. "And I want at least one more load of that cum in Mommy, maybe two. So can Mommy suck you again and again?"
"C-c-can I lick you?" he stammered, still in disbelief mode.
I smiled, taking his hand, and leading him to his bed, "Baby, you can do whatever you want to do to Mommy."
He followed wordlessly.
I got onto the bed, spread my legs and purred, "Come and eat Mommy, baby."
He quickly obeyed, moving between my legs and moving his head to my burning pussy. My husband seldom ate my pussy, partly because I just wanted to get his load and partly because he simply wasn't that good at it. I hadn't come from a tongue since college and one of my friends who liked eating cunt almost as much as I liked sucking cock regularly went down on me in my dorm room, in girl's washrooms or wherever else we could find.
He was tentative at first, as he licked slowly and lightly.
I moaned, wanting to encourage him, assuming this was his first time licking pussy, "That's it baby, take your time and explore Mommy's cunt."
"You taste so good, Mommy," he said, completely mesmerized by my pussy.
"Just like you," I replied, his salty seed still lingering in my mouth and wanting to get another full blast of his cum.
He explored like he was an archeologist on his first dig, taking his time as if looking for hidden treasure and based on how excited I was he was about to find one. For a first timer (I assumed he was a first timer), he was amazing... teasing me and creating a slow build.
I moaned, after a few minutes of slow teasing, "Faster, baby, lick Mommy faster."
He instantly obeyed, parting my pussy lips and painting my pussy with his tongue.
"Yes, baby, oh yes, lick Mommy's cunt," I moaned, my orgasm quickly rising inside me.
He finally went to my clit and sucked it between his lips and slightly shook his head from side to side.
"Fuuuuuuuck, you made Mommy cum," I screamed instantly as my orgasm coursed through me like a sexual bomb.
He eagerly licked up my cum as I collapsed onto my back and just enjoyed the explosions of pleasure seemingly hitting every erogenous zone of my body.
Finally, the pleasure so intense, I had to push his face away.
"Did I do something wrong?" he asked, looking up at me concerned.
"No, no, baby," I said, "you were so good you have made Mommy's cunt sensitive."
"Oh," he said, still looking concerned.
"Have you eaten a girl before?" I asked, still recovering.
"No."
"Then wow, you're a natural. If a girl isn't impressed by your nine inch cock, they will be impressed by your wicked tongue," I smiled, as I glanced at his still erect cock.
"I did a lot of reading and research," he explained.
"Well, reading and research is fine," I smiled, "but practice will make you perfect, and you can practice on Mommy any time you want."
"I can't believe we just did this," he said.
"I can't believe I'm going to suck you again as I leaned forward and took his cock back in my mouth.
"Oh God," he groaned, as I bobbed on his cock... this time focusing on giving him a quick blow job.
After a few minutes of fast, deep throat cock sucking, his breathing began to get stunted and he surprised me by ordering, "On your back, Mommy."
I smiled as I did as he ordered, liking a man who knows what he wants, "What are you going to do to your Mommy-slut?"
He said, "Making another fantasy come true."
I assumed he was going to slide his cock in my cunt, but was surprised when he instead straddled my chest.
I smiled. "Mmmmm, you going to shoot that full load of cum all over Mommy's face?"
"Yes, you want my cum, Mommy-slut?" he asked, as sweat dripped off him.
"I live for your cum, baby," I replied, knowing that I did. Knowing that I would do anything for his cock... his cum.
"Oh fuck, yes," he grunted and his cum erupted out of his cannon and onto my face.
I couldn't close my eyes quickly enough and the first cum ball hit me right in the eye. I quickly closed them, and opened my mouth to catch as much of his yummy cum as I could, as three more rockets of cum splattered my face... feeling like a Jackson Pollack painting.
"Shove your cock in my mouth," I demanded, once he was done.
He did and I sucked every last drop of his cum one more time, even as I kept my eyes closed.
After a minute or so, I allowed my son's beautiful cock to slip out of my mouth. I asked, "Can you get me a towel or cloth?"
"Sorry, I hit you right in the eye," he apologized.
"Yeah, we need to work on your aim," I joked.
As he got off the bed, he joked back, repeating my earlier words, "Well, practice makes perfect."
I laughed, "Well, you can use Mommy's face for target practice any time you want, baby."
"I may need a lot of practice," he said, from further away, as I sat up and opened my one eye that wasn't coated in cum.
"I hope so," I called out, as he went to the washroom. When he returned a minute later, with a cloth, he said, "I still can't believe we just did that."
"I can't believe you shot your cum all over your Mother's face," I said with a soft laugh, taking the warm clothes.
"Me either," he nodded, sitting on the bed beside me.
I cleaned my eye first and then the rest of my face as I said, "You can shoot a lot of cum."
"Thanks," he shrugged.
"So your father is going to be home soon," I said, sad that this time was done (there is only one first time ever), as I reached for his finally deflating cock. "But I was serious, son. I want to be your cum bucket."
"Don't you mean my Mommy cum bucket?" he questioned with his usual nerdy smile.
"That's exactly what I meant," I nodded, with a smile.
Only the beginning....
Coming over the next year plus....
Cum for Mommy: A Cum Diet Story
Mrs. Jonas can't get enough of her son's cock... sucking it every chance she can get... including when her husband is home.
Cum 4 Mommy: A Virginity Lost Story
After resisting the temptation to fuck her son... thinking it was wrong to be the one to take her sons virginity... she decides 'FUCK IT' literally.
Cum 4 Mommy: An Ass Fucking Story
Well, you can't allow your son to fuck your face and cunt and not allow him access to your ass, can you?
Cum 4 Mommy: Backseat Riding Story
The family goes to pick up their son from college and on the way home Mrs. Jonas has to sit on her son's lap for the drive home. Then... she has to sit on her oldest son's lap too. And....
Cum 4 Mommy: DP Slut For Sons Story
Mrs. Jonas's college son is now home for the summer and she decides the only thing better than one son to fuck is two.
Cum 4 Mommy: Fucked Airtight Story
Every summer the family spends the second week of July at the lake for Mrs. Jonas's birthday... this year all three sons are there and eventually they give Mommy the best present ever: a triple fuck.
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Learning my Love for Black Cock
As I bob hungrily on Tyler's cock in MY office, during MY prep, I can't help but reminisce about the strange circumstances that led me to becoming a personal cock sucker to my much younger black colleague.
.....
I mean, I never imagined I would ACTUALLY suck a cock.
Although I would be lying if I said the idea hadn't become a growing curiosity fantasy over the past few months leading up to the 'incident'.
I mean, I was, and still am, happily married, although our once wild sex life had dwindled to once, maybe twice a month, sex. And not the wild in public, or marathon sex sessions of our younger days, either... usually missionary, with maybe thirty seconds of head if I was lucky.
I'm not defending what I'm about to tell you, just giving you the reality of the mundane sex life I was living before the 'incident'.
With so little actual sex, I spent a lot of time online... sometimes it was watching porn, but more times than not it was reading erotica.
Mostly I read lesbian (I loved the idea of girls seducing older women... often imaging my wife being seduced), group (the idea of swinging with my wife was a secret fantasy), incest (I personally wasn't interested in committing incest, but the taboo of it did turn me on), interracial (I couldn't explain it, but watching a black guy, usually with a huge cock, fucking a white girl always turned me on) or anal (it was my other obsession... something I had been able to do with a few girls in my younger days) but when I found an author I really liked I would read their entire catalogue... as finding stories that had believable, or any, plot, character development and decent grammar were rare. Sometimes you got two out of three, but mostly just one out of three... so when I found an author who did all three, I added them to my favourites, voted five stars for the stories I enjoyed and checked back every few days hopeful that a new story was there. On occasion, I favourited a story too, but like movies, I very seldom wanted to read the same story twice.
Anyways, one author wrote stories in all my favourite themes and once I devoured them, I felt empty. So I skimmed her story page and read the one category I had always avoided... gay.
I'm not homophobic... I teach high school and am actually the teacher advisor of the LGBT club... but it's just not something I had considered.... even remotely.
Even during my one threesome, when the hot Latino Colleen said as she sucked my cock, "Hey baby, why don't you let Jimmy suck your cock while you lick me? He is a better cocksucker then I am."
Even then, in the heat of the moment, I wasn't remotely interested.
Although I did get to fuck my first ass that night, pounding Colleen's big booty as her boyfriend watched and jerked off.
Yet, I resisted going for more threesomes, finding the situation awkward once I was sober.
Anyways, I clicked on a story and a whole new world opened up to me. I was drawn in by her words, her description of cock and the visual of it in a mouth.
She made the idea of sucking cock not only not gay, but something all men wanted to do... that only those that were brave and truthful about their sexuality were being true to themselves.
All guys at some point wondered about sucking cock or getting sucked by a guy according to her.
Before that day I could truthfully say I didn't fit either of those assumptions.
Yet, after reading a dozen of her gay stories over a few days, and coming a half dozen times from them... I began to wonder, and even dreamt about sucking cock or getting sucked by a guy.
If the stories and many online sites I read were true, guys were way better cock suckers, they swallowed and didn't stop until the job was done and every drop of cum was drained.
I hadn't shot a load in a mouth since college, my wife never once finishing what she started... at least with her mouth... she used to suck like a minx, but wouldn't swallow.
Now, with that all said, I never imagined I would end up becoming a cock sucker... but I did... I mean I am.
Sharing a hotel room with my first year colleague wasn't a big deal... it saved the football team money and we booked two queen beds.
But a variety of things led to the man I now am.
First, we ended up getting upgraded to a room with a hot tub... but only one king-size bed.
Second, it was the only room available and they were also out of cots.
Third, after an eight hour drive, I was stiff as hell and decided I was going to use the hot tub.
Fourth, I saw Tyler's massive cock... which made me think back to all the gay stories I had read, especially the black cock, white cock sucker stories.
That all said, just because I was curious, I never imagined crossing the line: fantasy is not reality.
Once in the hotel room, I said, "I'm going directly into the hot tub."
Sounds like a plan," he concurred, before adding, "although not without a drink."
"Good call," I nodded, knowing he had brought whiskey.
He poured a couple of drinks and then began undressing.
This surprised me, yet I suppose it shouldn't have. Coaching football, seeing guys undressing or completely naked wasn't really anything out of the ordinary.
I began getting undressed too, really wanting to get in the hot tub. Enough alcohol and a lengthy time in the hot tub should make me crash hard.
To my surprise, once he was naked, he headed to the hot tub.
I asked, "No trunks?"
He joked as he turned to me and I saw his dick for the first time, as he grabbed it casually, "Just one trunk."
I laughed, as I stared at his huge dick, larger in its flaccid state than I was when completely hard and ready for action.
I also felt my cock betray me as it began to harden.
It was also completely shaved.
I said, realizing I was staring at it, "Jesus Christ, what do you feed that thing?"
He shrugged, making a joke, "It generally feeds people."
"I imagine so," I laughed, as I tried to not look back down at it, before adding, I don't know why, "At least the myth of big black dick is true."
He turned around and went into the hot tub as he agreed, "It's just dominant ancestral genetics."
I laughed, now only in my boxers, "I guess my ancestors come from a different line."
He laughed, "It's probably God's way of paying back black people for centuries of slavery to white people."
"Well, then, damn my ancestors," I joked, wishing I could see his dick again. There was just something enticing and majestic about it... as if tempting me to cross the threshold of straightness I had been clinging onto by a thread.
"Are you coming in or what?" He asked.
"Yeah, yeah," I nodded, as I added, "just feeling a little self-conscious after seeing your elephant dick." As I tried to convince my completely hard cock to go back to slumber.
"Haven't heard that one before," he laughed.
"It's like a cannon," I said, wishing my cock would calm down.
"It has shot many cannonballs," he laughed.
"I imagine so," I nodded, still not taking off my boxers to avoid revealing that his dick and/or the conversation had me horny.
After a pause, he asked, "You're hard aren't you?"
"Pardon?" I asked hearing his very accurate assumption, but trying to play dumb as I told my dick 'Go down, go down, go down.'
"Don't be embarrassed," he said. "Many straight guys get excited by my cock."
"I'm not excited by your cock," I lied, as I figured 'fuck it' and pulled off my boxers to reveal my completely erect five inch cock.
"I didn't mean you are some cock sucker," he said, "I'm just saying I tend to have an impact on straight white guys."
"You do, I guess," I laughed, as I got in the hot tub.
After a pause he asked, "So what is tomorrow's plan?"
"Go to the conference," I said, thinking that was pretty obvious.
"I meant after the sessions are done?" He asked.
"No idea," I shrugged. "There are some good restaurants here, I'm told."
We ended up talking for fifteen minutes about football, our useless principal, and how hot the new English teacher was, before he suddenly stood up.
Instantly, his cock was right in front of my face, just dangling there like forbidden fruit.
I thought about how the many stories I read often had moments like this... that pivotal moment where a straight guy crosses the line.
This could be my story.
But I wasn't that brave nor was I about to risk my professional relationship with a colleague, a colleague much younger than me.
He asked, "Want another drink?"
"Definitely," I agreed, handing him my empty glass, all the while trying, but failing, not to stare at his cock.
He walked away, seemingly oblivious to the impact he was having on me as my cock again hardened under the water.
When he returned a couple of minutes later, he handed me my drink, his dick again a couple inches from my face.
I couldn't shake the feeling that he was doing this on purpose... although I had met his hot blonde cheerleader girlfriend, who attended a local college.
He sat back down and we chatted sports for a while longer until he suddenly stood, lifted himself up and sat on the ledge with only his legs in the water.
His cock was again in perfect view...seemingly there to tempt me.
He kept talking about football as I tried not to glance down or stare at his cock... which was hard (not his cock, not looking at it and drooling like a coed slut)... like my own had again become at the sight of his impressive member and the idea of actually sucking cock for the first time.
Of course, like checking out a student with excessive cleavage, or Mrs. Walker and her amazing legs always encased in pantyhose, I couldn't resist taking quick glances.
It was a few minutes of vague listening, with me making a lot of agreement sounds, as an internal hunger grew inside me... my fantasy as well as the alcohol having me definitely thinking with the wrong head... about giving head (LOL).
Tyler changed the subject as he asked, "Are you hungry?"
"A little," I answered, instantly glancing down at his juicy cock.
Fuck, I just called my much younger colleague's cock 'juicy'.
"Just want a snack?" He asked, his tone shifting as I realized that my last quick glance had turned into a stare.
I looked up at him and he had a smile on his face. He said, "Don't worry, Dan, you're not alone."
"What?" I asked.
"Like I said, straight white guys love my cock," he said rather matter-of-factly.
"Excuse me?" I questioned. Even though I'd heard the words.
"Have you sucked cock before?" He asked casually, as if he was asking if I'd ever had sushi before.
"What? No," I answered, trying to act shocked, even as I desperately tried not to glance down at his tantalizing cock.
"Dan, it's obvious you're enamoured by my cock and it's nothing to be ashamed of," he continued. "Most white guys are."
If the many stories I had read online, and the comments at the end of the stories, as well as the research I had done on cock sucking were true, he wasn't lying. I had read about many straight white guys who discovered they were cock suckers or full out faggots once they saw a black cock.
Yet, it was one thing to read and jerk off to the idea of sucking a cock, especially a black cock, it was an entirely different thing to actually suck a cock... especially a young colleague's black cock.
"Go ahead," he continued, "we both know you want to."
I finally glanced back down to take another look at the majestic beauty of what God had blessed him with.
I looked back up at him with a look that I imagined matched what my body was feeling: confused lust.
Did I want to suck his cock?
God, yes.
Did I want to make a fantasy that had been consuming my thoughts for a while come true?
Yes.
Did I want to feel a cock harden in my mouth?
Yes.
Was I curious what it would feel like in my mouth, to bob up and down the thick cock and to taste a full load of cum?
Yes
And yes
And yes.
Yet, my cock hard, and my mouth watering, I still wasn't sure I could cross the invisible line from straight to cock sucker.
"Is your dick still hard?" He asked.
"Yeah," I admitted, figuring no reason to lie since I couldn't hide the evidence.
"Why?" He asked.
"I don't know," I lied, not wanting to admit the obvious to him.
"We both know why," he said confidently. "You want to suck my cock."
"Tyler!" I gasped, hearing him say it bluntly and confidently.
"Dan," he continued, "it's natural. White men almost unanimously deep down want to suck black cock. It's just in your DNA."
"That's ridiculous," I said. Sure, I wanted to suck his cock, but my curiosity about sucking cock wasn't about colour and race, but about the unique beauty of a man's penis. Plus, the idea most white men craved black cock was an utterly preposterous assumption.
"Is it?" he questioned. "I have had straight teens when I was in high school, straight jocks throughout college, straight teachers and professors and many straight strangers who all became cock suckers for me. I don't force them, I don't belittle them, but once they see my black cock... well... the rest is history."
I tried to imagine others who would be feeling like I was at this exact moment. While I wasn't sure race completely factored into my excitement, it definitely enhanced it, I did indeed want to suck a cock... his cock.
"You wouldn't be the first white colleague either," he added.
My eyes instantly went big. I doubted he was bluffing. Who else on my staff had already sucked his cock?
He continued adding to my shock, "You see, I never have to go far to get my dick sucked. If you don't want to I'll simply snap a picture of my black cock, put an ad on Craigslist and I'll have dozens of eager offers to choose from."
Baffled by his words, I pointed out, "But you have a hot girlfriend."
"So?" He shrugged. "First off, I'm not married although I imagine I'll keep letting white guys suck on me when I am. But I don't fuck other women, I don't get sucked by other women. I only do what she can't do, what no female can do, get an amazing blow job from a straight guy. Plus, guys give way better head than girls."
"Really?" I asked, my eyes moving back and forth from his eyes to his cock like a yoyo.
"Women eat pussy better because they understand the entire region and for the same reason guys are better cock suckers."
There was a crazy logic to his reasoning and I wondered how much better a guy would do sucking me.
"Plus, white cock suckers think it is a complete privilege to suck a black cock and worship it like a dick should be worshipped. While women think of it as just a part of the act of sexual intimacy," he continued.
Again that made sense, as that was definitely my life.
"And even better, no talking or reciprocation needed. They come to me, drop to their knees, suck my cock, swallow my load and leave. What is better than that?"
I laughed, "Sounds too good to be true."
"It does, but it is the truth," he finished, before asking, "are you going to keep staring and drooling over my dick or are you going to take the plunge?"
"What about work?" I asked.
"I don't reveal my cock suckers to others," he revealed, before adding, "so many white guys you think are straight are eager cock suckers for black cock. I've been sucked by every type of guy: rich businessmen, high priced lawyers, old school judges, politicians who get elected on family values, doctors, teachers and even students I teach."
The list turned me on. The idea of a secret world of cock suckers somehow was riveting even as I pondered what teachers, which students had sucked his cock.
"I'm going to get another drink and turn on the television to watch the pregame," he said, standing up and moving in front of me again.,, the forbidden fruit again dangling in front of me, "If you want to suck my cock, come suck me while I watch TV."
I decided I couldn't resist any longer, instantly understanding why Eve couldn't resist the temptation of
the forbidden fruit. I reached for the majestic black snake.
But, he moved away. "I've given you a few opportunities to suck me and you haven't taken them. Now you will have to come to me."
He got out of the tub and headed to pour himself another drink.
I suddenly felt like I was in high school again trying to impress a girl.
I didn't move right away as I watched him pour his drink, grab the remote control and sit on the king sized bed we were to share.
He sipped on his drink while watching the pre-game between the Giants and the Eagles. It was a big division game with both of them and the Redskins all tied for first.
I waited a couple of minutes before I got out of the hot tub and dried off.
I continued bouncing back and forth between my two options, even as I walked towards the bed, my lust and curiosity leading the way.
I got onto the bed and he simple parted his legs without saying a word.
I crawled between them shame and excitement crashing inside me at the same time.
I wordlessly took his flaccid cock in my hand, in awe of how thick and heavy it was.
I then leaned down, opened my mouth and took his thick mushroom top in my mouth.
"There ya go," was all he said as I crossed the line... realizing there wasn't any going back.
I was in complete awe as I stroked the bottom of his python while feeling it awaken from its slumber in my mouth.
It felt so amazing.
It felt so natural.
It felt like this was what I was born to do.
I bobbed slowly, taking only a couple of inches into my mouth, as it hardened.
Soon it was completely hard.
In my mouth.
I had a massive black cock between my lips.
I had the thick black dick of one of my colleagues in my mouth.
I continued stroking the porn star worthy dick as I bobbed on it... slowly trying to take more in my mouth with each downward suck.
As I did, in complete euphoria at what I was doing, I thought of my wife and wondered how she could complain about doing such a thing.
My hard cock ached with longing as I serviced my colleague's dick.
"Christ, Manning's stats the last two weeks have been terrible," he said, talking to me as if I wasn't sucking his dick.
I tried listening to the TV, but the reality was I couldn't. I instead focused on worshipping one of God's greatest creations: black dick.
I was curious how long he could last.
I was curious what cum... especially his cum... would taste like.
I also couldn't help but wonder who else I knew that had sucked his cock or were cock suckers. Which teachers? Which students? Any of my players?
"You're a natural, Dan," he groaned after a few minutes of slow cock sucking.
This made me want to please him more. I began going faster, and as I took more of his cock in my mouth, I suddenly gagged.
"It's okay Dan, even experienced cock suckers gag a bit on me sometimes."
As I took his cock out of my mouth, my eyes watering, I asked, "Are all black dicks this big?"
"Most," he shrugged, before adding, "hurry up. I'm getting hungry."
I nodded and took his cock back in my mouth determined to get him off... be a good white cock sucker.
I bobbed, like a female porn star, hungrily sucking with appetite for cum.
"Oh yeah, Dan, you're going to be a great addition to my white cock suckers club," He groaned.
I instantly wondered what kind of club it was. Was it just all the guys who sucked him off, or was it like in the stories I read where there were clubs for cock suckers to serve?
The idea of a whole bunch of black dicks to suck was suddenly super appealing.



"Sucking black cock is like that chip commercial, you can't stop at just one," he said.
And I imagined he was right.
I knew, without a doubt, I was no longer as straight as I was an hour ago.
I bobbed, taking more of his cock in my mouth, and finally found a rhythm that I was comfortable in.
He groaned, "Don't stop."
And I had no intention of stopping.
"Oh yeah," he groaned. "So good, Dan. You're such a good cock sucker."
I kept bobbing.
Then he groaned and warned, "Here comes your reward."
And then I felt warm thick cum erupt in my mouth, I eagerly swallowed it the best I could before I gagged again and moved my mouth off his cock as some of his cum splattered on my face.
I was surprised how warm the cum was on my cheek.
Once he was done, I took it back in my mouth, trying to retrieve more of his delicious seed.
Tyler said, "Definitely a natural."
When I took his cock out of my mouth again, I looked up and said, "Sorry, I gagged."
"You were in an awkward position to swallow," he said.
"Okay," I said.
"On your knees is easier to suck and swallow," he informed me as he got off the bed.
"Good to know," I said.
"Go wash up," he suggested. "I need to eat supper."
"Okay," I said, still in awe of how casual everything was. I'd just sucked his cock, swallowed some of his cum and took some on my face and now we were talking about dinner.
Again, as I mentioned, everything had changed.
EPILOGUE:
I sucked his cock again after dinner, this time on my knees. Indeed it was easier this way to suck and control. It was also easier to swallow his entire load.
I sucked him in the morning.
I sucked him in the evening.
I became addicted to his cock, his cum.
And now, a month later, I get my daily dose in my office.
THE END



        Family Affair: Backseat Sister

        Brother takes sister's virginity during family road trip.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/family-affair-backseat-sister

Title: Family Affair: Backseat Sister

Author: silkstockingslover

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: Brother takes sister's virginity during family road trip.

Tags: sister, brother, mom, son, virgin, backseat, stockings, incest, brother-sister, 18-year-old

Series: Family Affair


Summary: Brother takes sister's virginity during family trip.
Note 1: This is a NUDE DAY 2016 Contest story.
Note 2: Thanks to Sophia, Robert, goamz86, and Wayne for editing this story.
FAMILY AFFAIR: BACKSEAT SISTER
The most common sentence used towards me has always been, 'Phillip you are just not living up to your potential.'
At first, in high school, I purposely tried to confirm those words by getting fifties on tests and handing in assignments late...even though I was capable of nineties...I just didn't see the purpose of doing the extra work for generic marks that don't mean anything once you leave high school.
So instead I slacked off, focusing instead on football and music. I was a good football player, but not scholarship good and so now at twenty-one, I worked at a music store during the day and delivered pizzas on weekends, all the while writing tunes and working with my band at every opportunity.
Meanwhile, my sister, Tanya, was the brainiac. She worked hard at school, got the nineties I was supposed to get, and got a scholarship to a few schools but decided to go to college in town on a full ride.
Although I loved my sister, we never really bonded as our world views were so completely different.
So at twenty-one and eighteen...we were still both living at home; me trying to save money until my band hit it big and Tanya so she could focus on her studies and not worry about a job.
Then...one day a domino of fate changed everything.
It had not been a good day.
My bassist quit the band to move to Boston and join another band.
I'd spilt a chocolate shake on my favourite shirt.
And I got a flat tire while delivering a pizza.
That was why I was home three hours early.
As I walked towards the basement to throw my shirt in the laundry in hopes of getting the stain out, I froze in my tracks.
I heard moaning coming from the vicinity of the laundry room.
The only one who could be home was my sister, as our parents were at the lake for the weekend.
Unless, could she be with a guy?
She didn't have a boyfriend that I knew of.
Curious, I tiptoed to the loud sounds of the moans that were just outside the door.
Was she masturbating?
My goody-goody sister?
As I listened, her moans could only be of her masturbating.
I shouldn't have listened, but I did... my cock growing immediately. I mean, for some reason, although my sister is very cute, girl next door cute, I had never considered her a sexual being. Yet, I had to peek. I had to see what she was doing.
I stared in utter disbelief.
My nerdy sister was completely naked, except for a pair of thigh high stockings (something I had only seen worn by one girl I had been with and she was a MILF) sitting on a working washing machine as she fucked her pussy with what looked like a brush.
Her tits were huge, literally vibrating in an exotic sort of way.
Her eyes were closed as she allowed the pleasure of the washing machine and the brush to course through her.
Her moans were loud as it was obvious she was close to coming.
"Oh God, yes," Tanya moaned, leaning back and frantically fucking herself with the brush.
My cock was rock hard as I watched my nerd sister looking so utterly hot, her body amazing: great big tits with hard nipples and long firm legs. I wondered if her ass was as perfect as the rest of her body.
I grabbed my phone and began filming, wishing I would have thought of it a minute earlier. Thankfully, I was about to learn my baby sister could have multiple orgasms.
"Fuuuuuuck," she screamed, a few seconds later, as an obvious orgasm cascaded through her. I had fucked a quite a few women in my life, but I couldn't recall a woman screaming that loud or looking that completely sexually satisfied... as if she had just reached sexual enlightenment... as my sister at the moment. I focused my camera on her face... turned on completely by not only the sounds coming out of her mouth, but the facial expressions that could only be complete euphoria.
Thinking she was done, I backed away, not wanting to have her catch me watching... or filming... but as I listened I heard her moan, "Oh God, more. Yes, more."
I again peeked around the corner, my phone still filming, as she remained enjoying the pleasurable vibrations of the washing machine. I instantly wondered how much she would love a rabbit... a vibrator an ex-girlfriend of mine had, which vibrated on both the inside and outside.
I smirked to myself thinking that would be the best birthday present for her in a couple of weeks.
My cock was about to burst in my too tight jeans as I continued to watch my sister in the beautiful act of self-pleasure.
Then things took a shocking turn.
"Oh yes, Phillip, fuck me, fuck me hard," she moaned loudly.
My eyes went big.
My cock flinched.
I looked up to make sure she didn't know I was watching... her eyes still closed.
She just said my name!
"Oh yes, big brother, slam that big hard dick in me," she moaned loudly. As she continued fucking herself furiously.
I couldn't believe my ears, even more than I couldn't believe my eyes.
"Oh yes, make me come, big brother," she repeated, even as her breathing was getting erratic.
I struggled to ignore the bulge in my pants as I focused on filming my sister masturbating about me.
"Fuck, yes, yes, yes," Tanya screamed a minute later, as her second orgasm hit her.
I filmed for a few more seconds, before quietly backing away and leaving the house before she learned I had caught her.
Once outside, I waited a minute before I came back into the house and slammed the door... loud.
I went to the kitchen to get a drink of water... thinking what I really needed was a long, cold shower.
I had downed a glass and was pouring a second when Tanya came into the kitchen and asked, her face still flushed, "What are you doing home?"
"Shitty day," I shrugged, as I tried to recall her large breasts now hidden behind a baggy sweatshirt. I wondered if she was wearing a bra.
"You home for dinner?" She asked.
"I think so," I nodded, before asking, "Are you okay?"
"I'm fine," she answered, not asking why I asked such a question.
"You look really flushed," I said, enjoying trying to make her uncomfortable and looking forward to seeing how she lied... something that I was usually doing.
"Just doing laundry," she answered. "I guess I'm a bit out of shape, LOL."
I couldn't resist, "Maybe you just need a good work out."
"I probably do," she nodded, going to the fridge. Changing topics, she said, "I'm making homemade pizza, do you want me to make you one too?"
"Sure," I agreed. "I'll be upstairs."
"I'll call you when it's ready," she said, not acting any different: no hint she had just had multiple orgasms and no hint that her fantasies were about me.
I went to my room and watched the video. Although a bit shaky, it was pretty clear, especially when I zoomed it... and the audio was crystal clear.
I jerked off... imagining fucking my baby sister and then created a couple of copies of the video... unsure what I planned to do next.
It was nine days later, a day before her nineteenth birthday, I had watched the video dozens of times, jerked off a couple times a day at least and tried to spend more time with my sister trying to get more information about that one time... yet, I never caught her again and she gave no evidence she was into me.
It was almost as if I had dreamt the entire thing... although I had video evidence to prove I hadn't.
Then fate intervened a second time.
At least I took it as fate.
And the opportunity of a lifetime.
The entire family was driving two and a half hours for a camping trip.
That shouldn't have mattered, it was when we stopped at my aunt's house that fate opened the door.
Aunt Josie, mom's sister, wanted us to bring a couple extra boxes, ended up being four actually, up to Grandma's, mom's mom, which was on the way and about half an hour before where we were going camping.
Dad said, "We'd love to, but they just won't fit."
A wicked idea popping into my head, I offered, "Tanya can sit on my lap for a couple of hours."
"Really?" Dad asked, surprised.
I glanced at Tanya, who was equally surprised, and nodded, "If Tanya is okay with it. I'll do anything for grandma."
"Me too," Tanya agreed, completely unaware of my plan.
So we packed everything into the back seats, and I made it so the boxes would block Mom's view from the front passenger side and Dad's view would be equally limited with the mirror being utterly useless.
"You sure you two can sit like that?" Dad asked, "The second hour is all gravel roads and will be quite bumpy."
"I'm sure we will be fine," I said, as I sat down in the confined space... hoping it would be very bumpy indeed.
Tanya, who was in a skirt, looked at me and paused.
I patted my lap. "I don't bite."
She laughed, as she awkwardly moved in and sat on my lap, holding her skirt in place so her private parts were protected.
Dad looked in and said, "Last chance or forever hold your peace." A statement he often used when he was giving us a chance to reconsider or we, as a family, were making a final decision.
"I'll suffer through it," I said.
"I'm the one suffering," Tanya said.
Dad closed the door for us and got in the vehicle.
Mom called out, as the car started moving, "Comfortable?"
I responded, "It's fine."
"Yeah, it's okay," Tanya agreed too, her body leaning back on mine. Her pussy directly on my cock.
Tanya moved around a bit, trying to get comfortable.
As she did... my cock hardened... my naughty idea stirring my loins quickly.
The idea was a crazy one.
Fuck my sister in the car.
Making it happen, though, that was a bit more difficult.
One idea was to blackmail her with the video that was still on my phone.
Another was to just be aggressive and pull out my cock.
The last was to be sly.
I decided to start with sly... the other two still potential options.
I would flinch my cock, every minute or so, directly on her ass and pussy.
The first time I flinched my cock, Tanya was clearly startled... but acted as casual as she could... as if it was an accident.
The second time startled her again... and her cheeks began to redden.
The third time she tried to keep a straight face.
The fourth time, I flicked my cock three straight times... wanting to make it clear that this wasn't an accident.
I could see how uncomfortable this was making her. What I couldn't tell was if it was getting her excited. Her cheeks were red, but that could be out of awkwardness and embarrassment as much as it could be pleasure.
"This is a bit uncomfortable," I said, as I moved my arms from the awkward position I had them and moved them around my sister and placed them on her legs.
Her back stiffened, just as Dad asked, "You two okay back there?"
"Just trying to get comfortable," I answered.
"How about you, honey?" Dad asked.
Her answer would tell me a lot.
She answered, "I'm okay."
A vague answer, but by not making a big deal about my hands on her legs, nor my cock flinching underneath her, nor moving my hands away or lifting her body to one side or another, I was confident my plan was working.
"Let me know if you guys need a stop to stretch your legs or anything," Dad offered.
"Will do," I responded, leaving my hands on her legs casually... deciding to take my time on this seduction... trying to get her hot and wet... so she wouldn't be able to think straight. I was also being very cautious until I was a hundred percent sure she was game before I went for the kill. So far, I could defend each act.
For the next ten minutes, I just allowed my hands to rest on her legs... wishing they were in the same silky nylons that she was wearing the time I caught her. I resisted the temptation to move my hands up her skirt. I also continued to flinch my cock regularly... continuing to tease her relentlessly.
Tanya, after a few minutes of sitting there like a statue, reached down, which made her pussy grind on my cock, and pulled up her purse.
I assumed the grind was accidental, but I couldn't know for sure. I wondered if she was thinking the same thing I was.
I knew she had fantasies about me.
I knew she was a horny girl.
I knew I wanted to fuck her.
She was on her phone for a few minutes, but from my position I couldn't tell what she was doing.
Deciding to push this a bit further, I reached for my phone, which was in my shorts pocket. To do so, I lifted my ass up, making my cock grind up on her pussy... as I said, "Just need to grab my phone in my pocket."
"No problem," she replied, even though it came with the slightest of a moan.
She lifted herself up and I pulled the phone out of my pocket.
I said, "You can sit back down."
She did.
I then cursed myself. I should have moved her skirt so her pussy was directly on my cock. Or I should have quickly fished out my cock.
Patience... I reminded myself.
The plan was to get her nice and horny and then take the risk when we reached the bumpy road.
I resumed flicking my cock every so often, as I also resumed putting my one hand on her leg.
Then I just remained patient... they say it is a virtue after all.
I wanted her to see the apple... get hungry for the apple and then, like Eve, be unable to resist the juicy fruit and decide to take my serpent.
Instead, I watched, on mute of course, Tanya getting herself off on the washing machine.
It was still super-hot and made my cock flinch against my control.
Dad warned, "Here comes the bumpy road. Do you two need a break?"
"No, keep going," I answered, speaking for both of us.
"Okay," Dad responded.
A minute later, I asked, "Tanya, can you lift yourself up for a minute?"
"Uh, sure," she said, lifting her ass up awkwardly.
I quickly unbuttoned my shorts, quietly unzipped them and fished out my completely hard cock.
I then said, "You can sit back down." As she did, I spread her skirt up so her pussy would land completely on my now released sword.
She gasped, loudly, "Oh my God."
"You okay, honey?" Mom asked.
"Um, yeah, I, um, just poked myself a little," she said, her face ruby apple red... her cover up also humorous.
"Sorry," I apologized loudly, "I didn't mean to startle you so much."
"Do I need to stop?" Dad asked.
"No," Tanya responded quickly.
"No, keep going," I said. "We are finally in a comfortable position."
"Okay," Dad said, before adding, "You two are real troopers back there."
As I flicked my cock, all that was between me and fucking my sister was a thin piece of fabric.
"Mmmmm," came a muffled moan from her.
Since she hadn't moved away or alerted my parents, I decided to finally reach around and cup her breasts.
I could see her mouth drop open with more shock as I felt her up.
But again, she didn't push my hands away, instead she leaned her body back against mine, giving into the molestation of her big brother.
Her left ear now right beside my mouth, I whispered, "I saw you last week on the washing machine."
"Oh, God," she answered, maybe because of the shock of my words or maybe from the pleasure she was receiving from my hands and my teasing cock.
I continued, "You looked so hot pleasuring yourself." I tugged on her ear, knowing many girls' erroneous zone was the ear and/or neck, before I added, "especially when you screamed 'Oh yes, Phillip, fuck me hard.'"
"Oh, God," she again replied, my soon to be going to Harvard sister unable to complete a full sentence.
"Do you often masturbate about me?" I asked, continuing to assault her ear and neck with hot kisses.
"Phillip, please," she moaned.
"Please what?" I asked, my right hand going under her skirt and to her pussy.
"Phillip, no," she whispered, ever so quietly to not alert our parents.
"Isn't this your fantasy?" I asked, as I found her clit through the already very wet panties.
"You're my brother," she said, pointing out the obvious.
"That didn't matter in the laundry room," I countered, now tapping on her clit and making her body quiver.
"But, but, that, that, is, oh God, that is, is, fantasy," she finally finished a sentence that took four times as long as it should have.
"Well, let's make fantasy a reality," I said, as I moved my kisses to her neck as I continued to tease her clit.
"Oh, God, Phillip," she said, clearly flustered and confused.
"All you have to do is lift yourself up, pull those panties to the side and lower yourself back down on my hard cock," I whispered, putting all the decision making on my sister.
I had offered her the forbidden fruit... now I had to wait to see if she could resist it.
"Fuck," she whispered, her body and mind clearly in conflict with each other.
"Go ahead, baby sis," I whispered, "take the plunge."
"But," she began and stopped.
"But what?" I asked, adding, trying to reassure her, "I haven't stopped thinking about you and your beautiful body and your nasty tongue since I caught you."
"But I'm," she tried again, but stopped.
"It's okay," I soothed. "This is natural."
"I'm a virgin," she revealed.
Now I was torn.
God, I was horny.
God, I wanted to fuck her.
But, did I want to be her first?
Fuck.
As I was considering this, she began to slowly grind herself on my cock.
The apple offered was obviously very tempting.
It was my turn to moan.
She grinded on me for a couple of minutes... both of us speechless as we contemplated what we were doing, what we could be doing.
Then we hit a sudden rough patch.
"Ooooooh," Tanya moaned louder... enough to alert our parents.
"You okay?" Mom asked.
"Yeah, but could you warn us when you are going to hit a rough patch?" Tanya requested.
"Sure, honey," Dad nodded, just as Tanya lifted her ass up, tugged her panties aside and looked back at me with clear lustful intent.
She wanted to lose her virginity to me... her brother.
And I suddenly wanted to be the one to be her first
I positioned my completely hard cock straight in the air and aimed it for her perfect pinkness as she began to lower herself on my serpent.
It was like we were living in slow motion.
I felt her wetness touch my mushroom top.
Then she stopped, as if having second thoughts.
The look on her face was complete trepidation.
She was literally an inch from losing her virginity, from willingly committing incest and from having sex in the backseat of a car with her parents inches away.
Then... for what seemed like an eternity, but was likely three seconds, she smiled.
A wicked smile as she lowered herself down on my throbbing shaft.
It was my turn to moan as I felt her warmth envelop my cock.
I leaned sideways so I could see her face.
Her eyes were closed.
Her lips were slightly pursed... as if unsure whether this was going to hurt or feel amazing, she let out the softest of moans. She'd never looked sexier in her life. I'm not sure any girl I had ever seen in my life had looked sexier than she did at that moment.
So sweet.
So innocent.
So vulnerable.
And then she was sitting on my lap.
I whispered, "Just relax and get used to it."
She just nodded, still not opening her eyes... her facial expression though was unreadable. Excitement? Trepidation? Fulfillment? Shock?
Or maybe it was just me... I was feeling all those things.
At the moment we seemed to transcend reality.
There was nothing there but us.
Nothing but my cock resting in her pussy.
Then that brief tranquility was broken when Dad hit the mother of all potholes. My ass lifted up, my cock reached new depths and Tanya screamed, "Oh my God."



Dad slammed on the brakes and said, in a panic, "You okay?"
Tanya snapped, so unlike her, "I told you to warn us if you were going to hit a bump."
"Sorry," Dad said in the tone usually used for when he pissed off mom. "Should I pull over?" Dad asked, going at a snail's pace now.
"No!" Tanya replied resolutely.
"Okay," Dad replied, in the way dad's reply when they know another word could end their life at the hands of an overreacting female.
Mom, being the peacemaker, asked, "Are you guys okay back there?"
"We're fine," Tanya said, as she began, much to my surprise, slowly riding my cock.
"Yeah, just keep driving and get us there," I added, trying to act casual, even as I was in awe that my cute sister was losing her virginity willingly... to me.
I just sat there and enjoyed the pleasure of Tanya slowly riding my cock, as I gently rubbed her back.
"Mmmmm," she let out as she took my entire cock back into her wetness.
I whispered, "Take your time."
She nodded, as she again closed her eyes.
God, I wished I could see her face clearly. I wished I could see her naked body as she rode me.
Wanting to be more a part of this surreal moment, I leaned forward and cupped both her breasts... wishing she wasn't wearing a bra.
As if reading my mind, she stopped riding me, again sitting completely on my lap and moved my hands away... at first I was disappointed, but that was short lived as she lifted up her shirt, unclasped her bra and tossed it to the ground.
I returned my hands, this time under her shirt, to her breasts and traced over her incredible hard nipples.
Her body trembled at my gentle touch, even as she resumed slowly riding me.
God, I wanted to suck those big tits... those hard nipples.
I was brought out of my lustful thoughts, as Dad warned, "Rough patch coming."
"Thanks for the warning," Tanya said, as she lifted her ass up, holding onto Dad's chair, looked back at me and mouthed, "Fuck me, big brother."
I didn't hesitate, as I moved my hands for balance away from those perfect tits and began slowly bucking my ass up.
This time she looked at me throughout, which only enhanced the intensity of the moment. Pushing it past just being sex to something else... something I couldn't explain... couldn't rationalize.
"Faster," she mouthed, just as the car began to vibrate from the roughness... which made me think back to the washing machine.
Although awkward, I tried to oblige. I wanted her first time to be perfect... memorable. I couldn't explain it... I was no virgin... but I felt like this was my first time.
And maybe it was... this was the first time I was fucking someone I loved... and that was the moment I realized...this wasn't just sex... I loved my sister and although I had never considered it until now... I loved her as more than just a sister.
As if thinking something similar, she leaned back and kissed me, my entire cock again being lodged deep inside my sister.
It was soft and tender.
But sparks erupted through my very being.
Our tongues explored each other's mouth, as I again reached around with my free right hand and cupped her breast.
When she broke the kiss, she looked into my eyes with such vulnerability and lust that I loved her even more... so much that it confused me. Could I love my sister in a way that was more than just siblings?
She smiled and whispered, "I love you."
"I love you too," I replied, warmth coursing through my entire body at the words other girls had said to me and I lied in return... this time I meant it. This was more than just fucking... this was something else... something organic... something perfect.
"Now fuck the hell out of me," she said, the words sounding so hot and nasty coming from her sweet lips.
"Yes, ma'am," I nodded, as I put my hands on her hips, lifted her up and began fucking her, trying to be both quiet and aggressive... which was quite a challenge.
"Yes," Tanya moaned, louder than she anticipated.
"What, honey?" Mom asked.
Covering quickly, even as I kept fucking her, she answered, "Just got a text that Sarah finally dumped that loser Dave."
"Oh, okay," Mom said.
For a couple of minutes, I fucked her as best I could in the awkward position I was in.
It felt so amazing, yet I couldn't get into a rhythm.
Tanya then sat down on my lap and began riding me.
I groaned as she began bouncing on my cock, the sounds of our bodies colliding covered by the radio and the loud sounds of gravel underneath the car.
My balls began boiling, and it was clear Tanya was getting close.
She was biting her lips.
Her eyes were closed.
And she was riding me as fast as she could as she again grabbed onto Dad's chair.
"You okay, honey?" Dad asked, feeling his chair pulled back.
"Never better," she answered.
"Only about thirty minutes left," he said.
"Okayyyyy," she replied, her orgasm close, another bump on the road able to hide the real intent of her moan.
"Sorry," Dad said.
"Oh, I'm getting used to being bounced around," she quipped, which made me gasp slightly at the wicked double entendre
"I'm sorry," Dad said.
Mom offered, "I could replace you back there, Tanya."
I smirked at the reality of what Mom was unknowingly offering.
Tanya replied, as she slammed down on my cock, looking back at me with a wicked smile, "I'm not sure you could handle the pounding I'm taking back here."
Oh fuck! God, my sister was wickedly hot.
"You sure?" Mom asked. "I don't mind the bumps."
"It's okay, Mom. I'm finally in the perfect position."
"Me too," I added.
"Okay," Mom said. "But if you want to swap positions just let me know."
"Okay," Tanya smirked at me, before asking, "are you comfortable with your sister on your lap?"
"I'm handling it okay," I said.
Then she resumed riding me. Grinding her ass on me. Fucking herself.
I began bucking my ass up to meet her downward bounces and reached around and began rubbing her swollen clit, which made Tanya gasp, "Ohhh, God, shit."
Mom said, "Pull over, Frank," which made me stop.
"No, no, keep going," she demanded with a tone that said don't you dare stop. I wasn't sure if it was aimed at me or Dad, but Dad didn't pull over, although he did slow down as I kept fucking her.
"We need to stop." Mom repeated. "They are obviously not comfortable."
"Keep driving," Tanya repeated, "I'm so close."
"What?" Mom asked, as she moved a box to look back at us.
"She means we're so close, let's just get there," I covered for her, as Tanya stopped just in time to not get caught riding me.
""Oh, okay," Mom said, looking at us with a perplexed look.
To my surprise, Mom moved the box back to hide us and Tanya resumed riding me.
I wondered if Mom knew.
Tanya didn't seem to care.
I no longer cared either as I was close to eruption.
Tanya covered her mouth and I watched her come... and then felt it... as she collapsed on my cock, her juice leaking onto me.
I hadn't come yet.
But I didn't care.
I wanted her to enjoy her first fuck.
Then she surprised me again after a couple of minutes of recovery.
She got off my cock, moved to the side and took my cock in her hand.
She began stroking me and moving around, so her back was against Dad's seat. She leaned her head down trying to suck me, but couldn't reach in the confined space.
Realizing what she wanted to do and realizing that it was definitely what I wanted her to do, I moved up so I was on my knees, my head having to crane awkwardly against the roof as I was too tall. It was enough though for Tanya to be able to take my cock in her mouth.
She bobbed furiously, tasting herself on my dick, which only made the surreal session even more so.
I wasn't going to last long, her mouth like heaven.
And in under a minute... I shot my load in her mouth.
Unfortunately, I couldn't warn her and thus she wasn't ready for the excessive load I shot into her mouth.
She gagged and my second rope hit her dead in the face just as Mom moved the box again and witnessed my third rope splatter her daughter.
Mom didn't say a word... just watched in shock... as one last rope shot out of me and onto my cute sister.
I looked at Mom, who was staring down at her son's dick and her daughter's cum coated face with a look that was completely unexplainable.
It wasn't anger as one would expect.
It wasn't even completely shock.
Tanya had no idea Mom was watching as she leaned forward and took my cock back in her mouth.
Mom finally looked up at me.
I didn't know what to do.
So I shrugged.
Dad asked, "Everything okay back there?"
"Never better," I said, still with no idea what Mom was thinking.
Tanya took my cock out of her mouth as she added, oblivious that Mom was watching, "I'm persevering."
Tanya leaned forward and licked my cock one more time, before I slid back down and watched as Tanya scooped the cum off her face and put it into her mouth, smiling at me the entire time.
Tanya then began to move back onto my lap, putting my still hard cock back in her pussy, just as Mom moved the box back in position after glancing down at my cock one last time.
My head was spinning.
Both of them.
Mom didn't freak out.
Mom definitely looked down at my dick before moving the box back.
I shook my head at how this surreal, amazing day just got even stranger.
The next twenty minutes, we didn't say a word. Just enjoyed the afterglow of an amazing intimate moment between siblings.
Dad announced, "We're here."
I leaned forward and whispered, "That was amazing."
She nodded, as she leaned back into me and ground her cunt on my cock one last time.
Once stopped, Tanya quickly opened the door and got off of me before Dad could see.
I quickly put my cock away, but noticed a pretty large wet stain on my crotch area. That was going to be impossible to hide.
I got out, and Dad said to the two of us, "So you survived."
Tanya, shocking me one more time, replied, "Yes, it was quite the ride."
Feeling my face go red this time, I quickly went around to the other side to grab a box that would hide the evidence.
Mom was out of the car too by the time I went to the other side to grab one of the boxes from the backseat.
She asked, her tone dripping with innuendo, "Did you enjoy the ride too?"
I had no idea what to say.
Thankfully, Dad was behind me and he asked, "Are you going to grab a box or what?"
I grabbed a box and took it into grandma's house.
Dad said, "Put it on the front step and go grab the last one."
"Sure, Dad," I nodded, making sure to shift my body so he wouldn't somehow see my wet crotch.
I went back to the car and saw Mom was talking to Tanya.
Fuck!
I reached the car to hear Mom say, "And you still have your brother's cum in your hair."
The End... for now... perhaps.
I'm not sure if this story should continue... or not. Almost every time I think it should and write a part 2 I am wrong (See Dominican Slut or Cocksucker), although I was write having written the complete six part Cheerleader Mom series at once.
Anyways, if continued I imagined everyone eventually getting involved... thus the main title Family Affair.
Some ideas include:
FAMILY AFFAIR: BATHROOM MOMMY
Mom decides she needs a ride on her son's big cock.
FAMILY AFFAIR: CRAZY THREESOME
Son pleases Mom & Sister while Dad is away.
FAMILY AFFAIR: DAD TAKES DICK TOO
While fishing, son learns dad loves dick too.
FAMILY AFFAIR: LEZ CUNT MUNCH
Mom and daughter don't need men.
FAMILY AFFAIR: ORGY
A heavy storm leads to fun in the tent.
FAMLY AFFAIR: SWAPPING TENTS
Mom & Daughter swap tents.
Please leave your thoughts... or maybe this a stand-alone story.
Jasmine June 2016
As always... thanks for reading....
Love Jasmine
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Musical Dicks: A Sibling Fuck Story
Summary: A sorority event takes a surprising accidental incest twist.
Note 1: This is a NUDE DAY 2016 Contest story so please vote.
Note 2: Thanks to Robert, Domson27 and Wayne for editing.
Musical Dicks: A Sibling Fuck Story
Joining a sorority had already been crazy... way crazier than I could have imagined.
I had already given a stranger a hand job at a mall, eaten out a senior sister's pussy in front of the entire sorority, sucked dick through a glory hole and rode a Sybian for as long as I could in front of others.
Now I was no prude. I had sucked quite a few dicks in high school, fucked a few, tried anal a few times, and ate some pussy in high school (who hadn't?), but I still hadn't been prepared for this.
Especially the next task... which was wickedly delicious.
We were dressed all in identical slutty cheerleader outfits, with garter-belts and stockings that made us look like we were in a poorly written porn movie. That said, I thought I looked pretty hot. We were also instructed not to wear a bra or panties.
We were then led to the main floor. I saw a couple dozen chairs in a circle and instantly wondered if we were going to play a game of musical chairs. As a member of our student council in high school, we had made quite a bit of money during Thanksgiving playing musical chairs for pies. Each contestant would pay two dollars to play and the winner would get a pumpkin pie.
Suddenly, we were blindfolded. Once we were masked, we could hear commotion in the room. It was obvious more people were joining us.
We were then ordered by sorority chapter president Amber, "You will now be led to the chairs. Once there, Stop and wait."
I was led a few feet and then stopped.
Amber continued, "Today, you are going to be going on one wild exhilarating ride."
There was laughter coming from every direction.
Her tone, which implied something naughty, instantly intrigued me; even though I couldn't fathom how musical chairs could possibly be an 'exhilarating ride'.
"Kneel, pledges," Amber ordered.
I obeyed.
"Lean forward and using only your mouth, no hands, find your first surprise," Amber instructed.
I had no idea what the surprise was as I hesitated. I then heard a groan beside me and the light bulb went on.
"Hurry up, pledges Josie, Bonnie and Tiffany," Amber demanded, her tone instantly firm and scolding. Four days of hazing and I already knew that Amber lacked patience towards any sort of insolence.
That is me... Tiffany. I leaned forward assuming a dick was in front of me, and sure enough it was. Although I had to lean quite far and fell face first in someone's poor crotch.
"Oh fuck," a guy groaned loudly as I obviously bagged him pretty hard.
"Sorry, sorry, sorry," I apologized, balance never being one of my strong suits.
"Suck his dick and make it better, pledge Tiffany," another sorority sister ordered, as I rebalanced myself. "You can steady yourself with your hands, but only use your mouth to get the cock in front of you hard for the game."
I was even more curious what the game was. Were we about to play a sexual game of musical chairs?
I moved my hands to the stranger's legs for balance as he said, "Make it all better with your pretty lips, pledge."
I considered myself a pretty good cock sucker, I came in second for fastest load swallowed during the glory hole competition and I came in fifth with most loads in the thirty minute time frame with seven. I leaned forward, found his flaccid cock; which seemed pretty big, and said, trying to sound as sexy as I could, "I'll nurse you back to health."
Blindfolded and not using hands, simple tasks like taking a cock in your mouth were more difficult than one would think. It took me three tries before I had his mushroom top in my mouth.
Once it was all in, I used my tongue to swirl around the cock, knowing I couldn't bob on it until it was at least semi-hard. I had also always enjoyed the brief time when a cock hardened in my mouth... I liked the power of knowing my mouth and tongue were making him hard... getting him ready for more.
"Once your man is hard, stand up, pledges," Amber instructed.
This made me begin bobbing on the semi-erect cock as I didn't want to be the last one done.
Using my tongue, and creating extra saliva had him hard in seconds... and realizing he was a good seven plus inches and thick. I loved thick cocks that spread my cunt.
The guy was impressed as he said, "Shit, that is one wicked mouth."
As I stood up, somehow just knowing this guy was hot, I replied, "Find me later, I have another hole I would like to stick that big dick of yours into."
"Now pledges, this activity is the final one before tomorrow's gala and will decide the order of tomorrow's grand ball and also what dress you are allowed to wear," Amber revealed, and then added, "or if you get a dress at all."
There were gasps throughout the room.
"We are about to play musical dicks," she declared, which, of course, made perfect sense. "And in each round the girl who doesn't get a dick in them is eliminated. Once eliminated you will receive an envelope and receive either a punishment or a privilege, unless you win it all, and get to pick the dress you want. Also, when the next person is eliminated they can take your dress or choose a different one. Are the rules simple enough?"
"Yes, Head Mistress Amber," twenty-four of us said in unison, being trained to respond like submissive puppy dogs.
"You may take off the blindfolds," Amber announced.
Curious to see whose big dick was just in my mouth, I quickly did as instructed and was surprised to see a skinny nerd in front of me. He smiled awkwardly like nerds do. I was stunned to see such a big dick on such a skinny guy.
I smiled back, trying to act casual and not shocked, "I still love that dick of yours."
"Thanks," he nodded.
"Along the stairwell you will see all twenty-four dresses, I mean outfits," Amber continued.
I turned away from my big dicked nerd to see a bunch of beautiful gowns and then four that were not. The other four were hideous: a pale green with purple polka dots dress, a yellow one piece jumpsuit that my grandma wouldn't even wear, a white onesie that had red spots where the tits and pussy were and a t-shirt that said, "bimbo cum slut" with a mini skirt so short I couldn't fathom it actually being a skirt.
I was appalled.
It was clear that you needed to win this. Going out first may still give you the benefits of a good dress. It all depended what later people chose. The last four would get the crappy ones and trade for the ones they wanted. So only by finishing top four were you in pretty good shape.
Then I realized finishing second could get you a shitty one too, if the winner then decided to take the dress you just took from someone else.
Fuck!
Fuckity, fuck, fuck!!!!!
I needed to win if I wanted to make sure I didn't get one of the circus outfits.
"Also," Amber continued, "each time we will take a guy out, and whoever loses that round is going to suck or fuck that guy or both... unless given another task. And sorry guys, we are taking you out based solely on the most important thing you have... dick size."
All the girls, including myself, glanced back to assess the different packages that were available to us. To my surprise, many of the guys in my peripheral had some pretty nice big dicks.
Sarah went to a guy a few to my right and said, "Sorry, stud."
The poor guy looked mortified being the first out.
Sarah shrugged, "Don't be too sad, you get to be the first to shoot your load in one of the pledges."
"All right pledges, round one. Like musical chairs, you will walk in a circle, not stopping until the music stops. The only difference is that you won't always be sitting on their laps... so listen closely to instructions for each round," Amber instructed.
I could already envision a mixture of jerking off, sucking and maybe even fucking. Oddly, looking at the mostly big dicks all saluting us, I was getting pretty excited and was already wet. I smiled at my nerd, noticing that they almost all looked rather nerdy, "I'll be back for this."
The music started and I began walking, focusing on the cocks that were all hard and ready for action. Although I wasn't a skank, I did like cock... a lot... and size did indeed matter... a lot!
I did an entire loop, seeing all twenty-three hard cocks, and was impressed with almost every single one. Two were even black and that was a taboo I had not yet committed. I focused on the cocks and not the faces.
Amber explained, as I began a second loop, "I hope you're enjoying the nice big cocks from Beta Delta Kappa. Although Alpha Kappa Pi is our affiliate frat house, we also secretly like to work with Beta Delta Kappa... and hopefully you can see why."
My eyes went big, as I kept walking, suddenly greatly worried about the fact that my brother could be one of the twenty-three cocks I was drooling over... he was a sophomore in the Beta Delta Kappa fraternity (just 14 months older than me, as my parents had back-to-back babies). I kept walking, still avoiding eye contact, as I fretted over my new worry, but still listening to Amber's instructions.
"When the music stops, you will drop to your knees and jerk off whatever cock you can get your hands on," Amber continued.
I made the second loop, still avoiding eye contact, worried that my brother was one of them. That said, if he was... good for him. All the cocks were impressive in size, with a few that were bigger than I had ever experienced...and a couple even looked to be a good ten inches.
Suddenly, the music stopped.
It startled me and I hesitated.
As I saw fellow pledges drop to their knees, I quickly realized the ones around me were all taken already. I suddenly panicked and looked around with desperation... I needed a dick in my hand.
I saw another pledge looking equally frantic and I quickly moved around looking for the free dick. She did the same thing and seeing one lonely unattended dick I literally dove at it, grabbing it just a second before my fellow pledge reached it.
The guy groaned, as I bagged him with my urgent desperation... two guys, two dicks, two guys bagged. "Sorry," I apologized to both the guy as well as the devastated pledge who was the first out.
Amber said, "Well, that was close. Erin, you are the first one eliminated. Crawl over to me."
I watched as she crawled to Amber, looking both devastated and mortified.
"Pick a dress," Amber instructed.
Erin went to the dresses and choose a cute, but not stunning, blue one.
"Now open your envelope," Amber instructed, as a third year whose name I couldn't remember handed Erin an envelope with the number twenty-four on it.
Erin opened it tentatively, pulling out a red piece of paper. As she read it her entire face paled.
"Read it out loud," Amber demanded.
Erin, tears welling, read, "Finishing last, sure isn't a gas. For tonight, you're a human piss tank, better that than a two-bit skank."
There were gasps and groans from the room.
Erin pleaded, "Please, please don't make me do that."
"Your fate is sealed," Amber shrugged. "Go and serve number 24 and then Valerie will take you to your special location for the night."
"Please, no," Erin begged.
"Keep questioning it and you will either leave and not join the sorority or I will make your punishment last the entire month," Amber threatened, "Is this clear?"
"Yes," Erin whispered, putting her head down.
"Good, now go and enjoy number 24," Amber said, dismissing the mortified pledge, who walked over to the first nerd.
As this happened, I glanced around, praying my brother wasn't one of the twenty-three dicks being stroked. I couldn't see many though on my knees, but was happy to see that he wasn't any of the few I could see.
"Remaining pledges, stand up," Amber ordered.
I let go of the cock in my hand and repeated, "Sorry."
I watched as one of the nerds and his chair was pulled from the game. As I looked around, being able to get a lot better view standing up... I sighed, suddenly feeling some anxiety in my stomach. My brother was indeed here. I could see him at the other end. I only could see the back of his head, but that was all I needed. It was definitely him.
Fuck!
The music started as Amber continued, "This time you will deep throat whatever cock you can devour once the music stops."
A few girls gasped, some giggled. These dicks were pretty big and would not be easy to deep throat for many of the pledges. Thankfully, I had a reasonable amount of experience sucking dick and figured I would be able to do that.
As I walked, I reached my brother and let out a gasp. His dick was huge... maybe the biggest here. Shit, if I was to win there was a major likelihood I would, at some point, have to touch my brother's dick... maybe even suck it... maybe even fuck it.
"You are not safe until you have the cock buried in your mouth," Amber clarified.
I kept walking, my head spinning with consequence. I needed to win this. But, I also didn't want to commit incest to do so. Even though... I had to admit... he had an amazing cock: big and thick... it was even completely shaved.
I was getting closer to circling back to my brother, as I pondered my predicament. Was I willing to commit incest to win?
The question was answered for me... my instincts and desire to win took control when the music stopped and I was between my brother and another dick. The other dick was completely devoured by an eager Asian whose name I couldn't remember, something weird, and before I even knew it I was on my knees and my brother's huge pecker was tickling my tonsils.
Laughter, gagging, and frantic movement echoed around me, as I knelt there in front of my older brother with what seemed like ten inches buried in my mouth as I breathed through my nose and focused on not gagging.
I had my brother's dick in my mouth.
I had my brother's massive dick in my mouth.
My pussy, betraying me, was getting very, very wet.
Shit, I wished I was wearing underwear.
Shit, I was getting horny sucking my brother's massive prick, the biggest I had ever had in my mouth.
Shit.
Fuck.
Oh God.
"It looks like we have a loser. Brenda, you are out," Amber declared.
"The bitch pushed me off," Brenda protested.
"You shouldn't have gagged," Amber replied.
"Whatever, this is bullshit," Brenda said, clearly pissed.
Amber sighed, "Pick your dress and, pledges, you can take the dick out of your mouth. We don't want any quick triggers."
My eyes were watering slightly, and I focused on not gagging, as I sat back up.
I looked up at my brother who looked at me with the same shock I was feeling.
I gave him a look that implied, 'Don't say a word'.
He nodded, as if we telepathically understood.
No one here needed to know that he was my brother.
I look away and saw Brenda take one of the nicest dresses, a red one with a long slit up the side. It was quite sexy. Brenda threatened, "No one better try to take this from me."
Amber scolded with fierce anger, "There will be no threats from fucking pledges, is that clear?"
Brenda looked furious but like Erin, her tone quickly changed as she nodded, "Yes."
"Good, now open your envelope," Amber ordered, as Sarah handed the defeated bitchy Brenda the envelope.
Truthfully, I was happy to see Brenda out. She was a bitch and someone I thought would be a major threat in the competition. Now, she had one of the dresses I may want... even though red wasn't really my colour. I would have no problem taking it from her if... no... when... I won.
I heard Erin moan, "Oh God, yes," and glanced to see her getting fucked from behind... her eyes closed as she rubbed herself.
Shit, that looked hot.
Brenda opened the envelope, and her entire face paled. "You can't be serious?" she said with the disdain and contempt that defined her character.
"Read it," Amber ordered.
Brenda sighed, but read it, "Second worse, is a curse, you will be the fluffer for the night... sucking cock is hopefully something you can do right."
Amber pointed to a spot which had a pillow on the ground and ordered, "Kneel, pledge."
Brenda was still fuming, but she wordlessly walked over to her designated spot.
Amber added, "Since our pledge is acting like a selfish diva, anyone who wants to shoot a load on her face is welcome to."
Brenda' mouth dropped open again, but smartly she didn't say anything.
"Round three," Amber declared, as the last nerd pulled walked over and shoved his dick in Brenda's mouth and began to roughly face-fuck her. "Oh yeah, guys, use Brenda's face as you wish tonight."
The slobbering sounds echoed through the room as another nerd and chair was pulled from the circle.
The music started and Amber said, "For the next three rounds you will do five bobs on the cock of your choice."
I hadn't gone half way around the room when the music stopped. I quickly devoured the nice hard eight inch cock in front of me and bobbed quickly five times thinking I could easily do more. A nice load of cum right now would be nice. Unlike most girls, I liked cum. I liked the taste, I liked the texture and I even liked taking facials as I enjoyed the sluttiness of it and the warmth.
"And Sabrina is out," Amber declared.
Sabrina was one of the three pledges I had befriended. She was funny and had some spunk like me. She went and grabbed one of the four hideous outfits: the pale green dress with purple polka dots. As she did, she shrugged, "Green and purple are my two favourite colours."
Amber laughed, "There's a girl taking one for the team."
Sarah handed Sabrina an envelope.
"I hope I get to do something slutty," Sabrina joked, treating the game like it was... a twisted, kinky fun night.
"Oh, I think you will be indeed be giving to the team," Amber joked, as Sabrina opened the envelope.
Sabrina didn't need to be told to read the punishment. She read, "The third to go, time for a show." She looked around and quipped, "That's my weekend motto."
"Keep reading," Amber ordered.
"Do you like cats? Do you like dogs? Now you're a puppy, looking for some pussy," Sabrina read, sounding confused.
Sarah walked out and ordered, "On all fours, puppy."
Sabrina smiled and joked, "Woof!" As she obeyed the order.
Sarah moved to her knees too and poured some lubricant on what looked like a tail. She then pushed it inside of Sabrina.
Sabrina yelped slightly, before asking playfully, "Do all pets take it in the ass?"
"Here they do," Amber chimed in.
"Not complaining, just asking," the sexy, sultry, Sabrina said, as she now had a tail, which was apparently in her ass.
"Your task tonight is to be the house pet," Amber explained, before adding, "that includes being on all fours all night and earning points by being a good pet."
"Is this a punishment or a reward?" Sabrina smiled.
Amanda laughed, as she glared down at Brenda, "Now that is the spirit we like to see from our pledges."
A senior whose name I didn't know, snapped her fingers and I watched as Sabrina crawled to her as the music began again.
As quickly as it started, it stopped. I quickly dropped to the guy next to the one I'd just sucked and eagerly bobbed five times.
"And Becky is out," Amber declared. "Pick a dress."
Becky, looking as devastated as the previous losers, went to the dress rack and chose a light green one which was nice, but not hideous. Becky was playing it safe... smart.
Sarah handed her an envelope. Becky opened it and read it out loud. "You're number four, time for the back door."
Sarah's face went red.



"Come fuck her ass," Amber ordered the most recent nerd pulled from the game.
"Please, I've never had it back there," Sarah pleaded.
"Don't worry, we will have Brenda eat your asshole first and get it nice and ready," Amber said, glaring down at Brenda, waiting for the pledge to question her.
Brenda didn't.
"Go to Brenda, get on all fours and she can prepare that nice asshole for insertion," Amber ordered.
"Yes, Mistress," Becky obeyed, clearly nervous.
I watched in awe as the bitch Brenda stared at Becky's ass and then Sarah grabbed the back of her head and shoved it between Becky's ass cheeks and ordered, "Get eating, Fluffy."
I enjoyed the humiliation and undeniably sexy sight for a few seconds before the music again started.
I reluctantly pulled my eyes away and started walking in the circle again. I was getting close to my brother again, when the music stopped again rather quickly... just two cocks away from my brother. I watched Josie take my brother's cock in her mouth as I was pushed. I quickly realized I had been distracted by my brother and turned to see there was once again one cock left and two of us girls. Suddenly, in desperation to get that cock in my mouth, I pushed back the girl behind me hard, as she was about to take that eight inch cock in her mouth, and devoured it even as she tried to yank my arm.
"She pushed me," the girl protested as I bobbed five times on the nice cock.
Amber said, "All is fair in musical cocks. Unfortunately, Shannon, you have been eliminated."
"You fucking bitch," Shannon said, yanking my hair back hard just as I took my mouth off his cock.
"Sore loser," I retaliated, smirking at her as I stroked the nerd's cock slowly.
"Bitch," Shannon repeated.
"I've been told that before," I smiled, before I glanced over to my brother's cock. Fuck it was big. It was like the Mona Lisa of dicks: thick and long, with a slight up curve.
"Pick a dress," Amber ordered.
"Fine," Shannon said, still pissed at me.
Like Brenda, she choose a nice dress... not considering the consequences of that. In the end, one of the final few were likely to take that dress from her. Her dress was gold and seriously looked like the dress Belle wore in 'Beauty and the Beast'.
As usual, Sarah handed her an envelope.
Shannon opened it and read the rather vague order, "Fifth out, don't you pout. You'll be on your knees, eager to please."
I quipped, unable to resist, "That sounds like her daily ritual."
"You fucking bitch," Shannon snapped, starting to move towards me.
"Enough!" Amber said firmly. "Shannon stop having your hissy fits. Tiffany you only speak when spoken to."
"Sorry, Mistress," I apologized
Sarah explained, "Shannon, you will be taken to the Alpha Kappa Pi and be their glory hole cum deposit all night. You are allowed to use any of your three fuck holes you wish, but must retrieve every load offered until 3am."
"Oh, God," Shannon said, as she glared at me.
I just smiled my sweet smile. Although, it wasn't the worst punishment ever. I mean sure her jaw would be killing her, but if she saw a nice cock she could take it in her pussy or up her ass if she did that type of thing. It could be worse.
Sabrina was still licking the same senior, but Becky was now getting fucked in the ass. What made it hotter was the nerd would pull out every few strokes and shove it in Brenda's mouth. I was impressed with the confidence of these nerds... behind the geeky exteriors were a bunch of big cocks and confidence... the two things I found sexy as hell.
The music started and I walked past my brother's big cock again. Fuck, it was an amazing dick.
Amber explained, "The next round you will sit on the lap of the cock of your choice. No riding. Just enjoy the big dick in your slut box."
My cunt was burning, so this sounded delicious. A few others, though, they were more concerned. Some because they likely thought sex was special, some because these were still nerds. Giving a hand job, or a blow job was one thing... that was pretty much first or second date expectations... but fucking a nerd was a whole different thing.
I, on the other hand, was more than willing to do some charity fucking. Plus, every cock was impressive.
After the last couple of quick stops, this time the music played for a while. I passed my brother three times. Each time I couldn't help but stare at his cock. I also couldn't help but realize he had the biggest dick here.
There was a really good chance I would have to fuck him if I was to win.
As I pondered this, my cunt leaking ever so slightly, the music stopped. I turned around and easily devoured the nice, thick nerd dick right beside my brother. I moaned, as did many of my fellow pledges as their cunts were filled.
"Aaaah, poor Josie doesn't have a lap to sit on," Amber declared, acting dramatic.
This didn't surprise me. She was the most conservative girl here, an actual preacher's daughter. I'm guessing she didn't even try to win this one. Actually, in retrospect, I'm surprised she even did the previous few rounds... although the earlier tasks had prepared her for this.
Josie went and picked the simplest of the gowns. It was pink, straight and long. No one was going to take that away from her.
Sarah gave her an envelope.
Josie was even more nervous than the others. She opened the envelope, hands literally shaking, and pulled out the message. "You are number seven, time to take you to heaven."
The girls roared at the irony of the statement.
Josie looked confused at the ominous message.
Thus confusion remained, but became clear to me, when I saw a couple sophomore sorority sisters roll out the Sybian from yesterday.
"Get completely naked, but keep on the garter-belt and stockings," Amber ordered the shy girl, before adding, "and that will be an expectation for each of you when you lose from now on."
Josie didn't protest... she was clearly submissive... one of the impacts of a religious upbringing, even as her hands continued to tremble.
Once naked, and man she had a huge rack, Sarah took her hand and led her to the Sybian.
"Disgusting," Brenda said, from another part of the room. We all glanced over to see her with cum all over her face.
"You look better now," the nerd who just splattered his load all over her said.
"You asshole," Brenda snapped, still not learning her place.
Amber sighed. "The last two of you nerds pulled, you can use Fluffy as you wish."
"I get her ass," one nerd said.
"Let's dp the bitch," the other said.
"What? No!" Brenda protested.
Amber snapped, "How fucking dense are you? Tonight you do as you're fucking told. If they want to fuck your ass and cunt you let them. A skank like you has likely been dp'd before anyways."
"I'm out of here," Brenda said, standing up.
"You're welcome to leave, slut," Amber said calmly, "but remember we have video of you at the glory hole, of the other tasks and of tonight."
Brenda froze.
"So either leave and watch your past few days go viral," Amber said, not seeming to care either way, "or straddle that dick and take it in your ass."
"You're blackmailing me?" Brenda questioned.
"Call it blackmail, or call it a back-up plan in case you decide to do something stupid and rat out our traditions," Amber explained. She turned to all of us and explained, "We are sisters. Sisters fight. But sisters are loyal. If any of you betray the sisterhood then the sisterhood, will respond in full force. Be loyal to your sisters and the rewards are extensive."
Brenda's face paled. It was obvious she had finally caught on to her reality... as it was for all of us. Being a part of this sorority came at a price... but the rewards we also knew were bountiful.
A nerd had lay down and he ordered, "Come straddle me, bitch."
Brenda glared at him, but was completely defeated. She reluctantly moved to the nerd and awkwardly lowered herself on the nice cock.
The other nerd moved behind her, pushed her forward and lubed Brenda's anal entrance.
"Please go slow," Brenda pleaded, just as Josie moaned loudly.
"Oh, God," Josie moaned. I glanced back to see her cupping her breasts as the vibrations of the massive toy pleasured her.
"Noooo," Brenda cried. I turned back to watch as her ass was invaded.
"So tight," the nerd groaned, as he filled Brenda's ass.
I wanted to watch... I was enjoying the live porn show, but the music started.
I started walking, past my brother's cock, shiny with pussy juice wetness, as Amber said, "This time you will clean the pussy juice off the cock."
'Interesting,' I thought to myself, as I continued walking around big, hard, wet cocks.
As I did a full loop, I watched Brenda, who was now getting dp'd and making sounds of pleasure and pain.
"This time the music will stop when Josie has her first orgasm," Amber declared.
We kept walking in a circle, as Josie's moans kept increasing... her orgasm clearly imminent.
Brenda groaned, "Shit, slower."
I did another half lap, passing my brother's flagpole, when Josie screamed, "Oh, fuuuuuck."
The music stopped, and I quickly dropped to my knees and began sucking a nice cock, tasting the sweetness of the pussy that was recently on it.
"Oh God," the nerd I was sucking groaned.
"And Chelsea is out," Amber declared.
"Damn it," Chelsea cursed, as she went to the dresses. I sat up to see her choose an orange gown. It was quite nice and unique... although it was orange. I assumed she was safe. She would look like a cute pumpkin.
Wendy, another senior, handed Chelsea the number 18 envelope.
Chelsea opened it. She read, "I'm sure you will be a huge hit, as you become a banana split."
This made me curious.
Amber explained, as Wendy led Chelsea to a chair and sat her down, "Each loser from now on, will crawl to Chelsea and pull out the banana cooking in Chelsea's oven."
We all watched as Quinn, another senior, peeled a banana, spread Chelsea's legs, rubbed her pussy lips for a few seconds and slid the banana inside the big eyed Chelsea.
Pussy and banana... Yummy... two things I enjoyed... like peanut butter and jelly.
The music started again and Amber explained, as I started walking, as another nerd was pulled from the game, "This time, you will take both balls in your mouth. Guys, you will raise your hands when both balls are in your slut's mouth."
I barely walked past three hard dicks before the music stopped.
I was in between guys and had to make a quick choice. I moved forward, colliding with another girl. She fell backwards and I moved between the skinny legs of a nerd and took his whole ball sack in my mouth.
God, I loved winning.
"Oooh, this one is close. Two girls fighting for the ball sac. Don't bag the poor guy," Amber said, as I kept the two big balls in my mouth. I wasn't moving until I heard a declared loser.
A few seconds later, as one girl screamed 'bitch', Amber declared, "And Amanda is the next loser."
I took the balls out of my mouth to see what dress Amanda took.
Amanda's face was red and she was huffing a bit... I wondered what I missed. She went to the remaining dresses and chose one of the pink dresses. It wasn't the best of the three left or the worst. I thought it was a good choice as it was unlikely to be one that another pledge would want.
Amanda was handed the envelope and opened it. "There's a twist, time for a fist."
Although some of the others were cryptic and had to be explained, this one was rather self-explanatory.
Amber said, looking at the skinniest of the 24 pledges, "This should be interesting. Go get your banana and then go to the blue open chair."
"Yes, Mistress," Amanda said, looking nervous.
We all watched as Amanda moved between Chelsea's legs and pulled the banana out.
"Now eat it," Amber ordered.
We all stared in awe as Chelsea ate the pussy juice coated banana. I couldn't deny it, I was curious what those two yummy things mixed together would taste like. Sometimes it was perfect like peanut butter and jam... other times it was like ice cream and ketchup.
I watched Amanda eat the banana as Quinn slid another peeled banana into Chelsea.
The music began again as another nerd was pulled from the slowly shrinking circle.
I passed my brother again, still in awe of his majestic cock... how did he hide such a weapon behind his clothing? Of course, it's not like I'd been looking... it never occurred to me that my brother would have such a big dick.
"This time you will straddle a cock and ride it five times before remaining on his lap," Amber explained.
The music played and I glanced over to watch Amanda, who was now on a chair, legs spread and getting fisted by a nerd. Josie was still on the Sybian and her moans were implying she was close to her second orgasm.
I was close to my brother again as the music continued. As I pondered if I would ride his cock, which was worse than briefly deep throating him, the music stopped.
My instinct to win overrode any time to think of the moral issues of my decision, as I straddled my brother and engulfed his entire cock... the biggest I had ever had inside me. I moaned loudly, "Holy crap," as it reached new depths inside me.
I briefly forgot to ride as I was overwhelmed by the sheer length and girth of my brother's cock.
"Ride me," he ordered, his tone surprisingly firm.
I obeyed, pulled back into reality, even as I felt a rush at both the reality I was committing incest unbeknownst to everyone here and also my brother seemed to be a bit authoritative... something else I liked. I liked a man who knew what he wanted.
I bounced on his cock five times, each downward thrust sending intense pleasure throughout me. God, I loved this cock.
As I finished, and sat with ten inches deep within me, desperately wanting to ride it all night, I looked around just in time to see Ariel walking to the dresses.
Amber announced, "Ariel is the next one out."
Ariel, a sweet slightly chubby girl, grabbed the ugliest of the pink ones, assuring herself likely of not getting one of the more hideous outfits... as it was very unlikely anyone would take this away from her.
Ariel was handed an envelope. She opened it and read it out loud, "you were slow like a mule, now you'll be everyone's stool."
Amanda explained, as I slyly grounded my cunt on my brother, somehow completely turned on by the secret act of incest (and his big fucking dick), "After you eat your banana, you will get on all fours and offer yourself as a foot rest for your elders."
Boring, I thought to myself. Humiliating... but with none of the fun.
"Are you grinding on your nerd, Tiffany?" Amber questioned, looking directly at me.
"Yes, Mistress," I admitted, stopping instantly.
"Was that part of the task?" She questioned, looking perturbed.
"No, Mistress," I said, worried I may be disqualified.
"He does have a great dick though, doesn't he?" Amber asked, smiling suddenly.
"It's perfection," I nodded, as I felt his cock flinch inside me.
"This is a warning for all. Do exactly as you are told, no more, no less, or you will be disqualified," Amber threatened to all.
"Sorry, Mistress," I apologized.
Ariel was eating a banana as the music suddenly started again, just as Josie screamed, "Fuuuuuuuuuuuuuuck!"
I reluctantly got off as Amber explained, "This time your job is to clean your own juices off the cock you just rode, except for Kerry, whose cock is being pulled out. She can go for anyone she wants."
Shit, I thought to myself. This benefited Kerry the most. She could go to anyone. And if she had choice she may pick the biggest dick of all...Chris's.
I heard moaning, I heard one of the seniors have an orgasm, likely at the tongue of Sabrina, but I didn't look up... I focused on getting back to my brother... focused on Kerry, who was three in front of me.
I passed him twice.
And when the music stopped, I was four away from him. I spun backwards and rushed towards him. Luckily, Kerry was nowhere near my brother and thus I easily got in front of him, onto my knees and eagerly took his dick in my mouth. I no longer cared about the moral wrongness of it as I sucked my own juices off my brother's cock.
I loved my brother's dick.
I also enjoyed my own pussy taste.
I wanted it back in my cunt.
I sucked my excessive pussy juice off his thick rod as I bobbed hungrily up and down on his cock.
"Tiffany really loves that cock," Amber declared, as I kept sucking long past the cleansing of my cum.
I stopped and shrugged, as I reluctantly took his cock out of my mouth, "What can I say? I'm in love with this cock."
"We can tell," Amber chuckled, as Sheila, one of three black pledges, grabbed a pretty nice white dress... a dress that would definitely look amazing on her... although I wasn't sure she would get to keep it with the other two black girls still in competition.
Sheila was handed an envelope which she opened, looking nervous. She read it, "You've been outplayed, for the month you will be the maid."
Wendy brought Sheila a maid's outfit, as Amber explained, "Starting now, you will be the serving maid for the entire month."
'Again, boring,' I thought to myself as I glanced back to my brother's amazing prick.
"But for tonight, you will do it with vibrating eggs in your box," Amber added.
'Oh, that's more interesting,' I approved as I watched Wanda slide something inside Sheila. Sheila moaned and I wondered what such a thing would feel like inside me.
"Now get your banana, and then start serving the seniors drinks," Amber instructed.
"Yes, Mistress," Sheila nodded, as she moved to Chelsea.
The music again started and I reluctantly left my brother and his big dick.
As we walked around Amber explained, "This time you will need to have a dick in both hands."
I was really enjoying the variety of tasks, and the wickedness of punishments... I hoped to win, but was already thinking of ways to make this game even more fun, even more twisted in future years.
"I need to pee," Josie whined, as she remained on the Sybian.
Amber said, "You may go pee on Erin and then return."
I'd forgot about the human toilet.
As I envisioned peeing on her, something I had never considered doing before today, the music stopped.
I was perfectly between two guys and quickly reached for and grabbed two dicks. Kerry also grabbed the one on my left.
A couple groans happened as girls were too aggressive and desperate to grab dick.
Amber announced, "And Keisha is out."
Kiesha was our only Asian pledge, although I had no idea where she came from. I was guessing Japan.
She went to the dresses and chose a dark purple dress that was quite nice. I wondered if someone may take it from her.
An envelope was given to Kiesha. She opened it and read it out loud, "Yummy, yummy, a dozen loads for your tummy."
Kiesha's face went pale.
Amber somewhat reassured her, "Don't worry, you won't be sucking any cock. Get your banana and kneel on the pillow in front of me."
As the music started again, another girl screamed, "Yes, I'm coming, you little cunt licking whore."
I smiled, thinking how much fun this would be once I wasn't a freshman. Three years of having freshmen to munch on me whenever I wanted. At least that is how I envisioned the rest of the sorority house time.
I noticed they hadn't pulled a chair.
I walked around, past my brother, as Amber explained, "We are almost at the half way mark. Thus, what a great time to get our first loads out of our generous guests. Once the music stops, immediately take a cock in your mouth and suck it to completion. Your job is to catch the cum in your mouth and then, to prove you got him off, walk over to our cum bucket Kiesha and deposit the cum in her mouth."



Wicked... twisted and wicked... I was beginning to respect the complete kinkiness of our leader.
Oddly, the first thing that popped into my head was I hoped I get my brother.
I was getting close to passing him again, when the music stopped. I saw Bonnie quickly drop to her knees and take him in her mouth.
Bitch.
I quickly realized I had a task at hand and quickly dropped to my knees and took an eight inch dick in my mouth. I was a great cock sucker and very few guys lasted long in my mouth. I used my tongue, I used saliva and I used suction.
I bobbed hungrily, like a porn star, desperate to get his load and win this round.
To my surprise, not even thirty seconds in, I heard, "And Glenda is the first one done."
Fuck!
Not even two bobs later, "Right behind her is Eve."
Fuck!!
I guess half an hour of teasing was making these guys shoot quickly... could also be the fact that they didn't get much action.
I doubled my efforts to extract this load as Amber announced two more girls as I bobbed frantically... sucking as if my life depended on it... and it kind of did, as I wanted to win not only for the dress of my choice, but also to prove to Amanda who the best freshman was. I was determined that three years from now I would be Amber.
"Casey is the fifth done," Amber declared.
Fuck!!!
Just as I was beginning to panic, I heard the token grunt and instantly was rewarded with an excessive load of cum. I quickly got up and moved to Keisha, who was currently getting a mouthful of cum from Casey.
Amber declared, "Looks like Tiffany can suck more than just big dick's dick."
Once Casey moved away, I moved to Kiesha and dropped the required cum in her open mouth... noticing others had rather poor aim as the Asian's face was covered with cum... especially on her closed left eye.
Once done, I moved away relieved and watched the remaining girls bobbing desperately.
Realizing I had to go pee, I asked, "May I go pee, Mistress?"
"Yes, slut," Amber nodded, not even looking at me.
I went to the washroom and saw poor Erin on her knees dripping with urine. I felt bad for her, yet the idea of giving someone a golden shower superseded the pity.
I straddled her and she instantly opened her mouth. Was she enjoying this? Did urine taste good? As I pondered this, I began peeing, splattering all over her face.
I can't lie... it was kind of a rush.
Once done, to my surprise, Erin leaned up and licked my cunt for a few seconds.
I asked, "Enjoying your punishment?"
"It's not as bad as I thought," she answered, before adding, "between pees I do get cold."
I laughed as I returned to the game to see I had missed the ending. Jasmine had another of the red dresses, not as nice as the one Brenda took, as she was given an envelope. She opened and read it, "Crawl, crawl, to the cock on the wall."
I glanced around, looking for the cock on the wall. Was there a glory hole here?
Amber explained, "After you have your banana split, you will get on your knees, crawl to the wall over by the fireplace and ride that suction cock."
I couldn't see it from where I was. Was it big? Was it thick? Was it black? For some reason I imagined it long, thick and black.
Two nerds and chairs were pulled and they both went instantly to Brenda, who had a few loads of cum all over her face and small, almost non-existent, tits.
Jasmine grabbed a banana from Chelsea's pussy and began eating it as Amber ordered the remaining twelve "take your positions."
The music began and I resumed walking around, looking at the now mostly flaccid dicks... although a couple were still semi-hard.
"This time, pledges, you will straddle the nerd's face and he will lick your cunt for thirty seconds," Amber declared. "A brief reward for making it half way."
My pussy had been on fire for a while and thus the idea of someone licking my box was very appealing.
The music played for a couple of minutes, long enough for me to see Jasmine now riding a dick on a wall... I also passed my brother's dick twice... the only dick that was still completely erect. Did I mention how much I loved his cock?
When the music stopped, I was at the opposite end of my brother, as I awkwardly stood on the chair, and shoved my cunt in a black nerd's face. He licked my pussy and instantly I began moaning, as did all the other girls who were still in the game. His tongue felt amazing as my pussy continued to be teased, but not completely pleased.
"Glenda is out," Amber declared.
Glenda went straight to the purple dress that Keisha had chosen and declared, "I'm taking this one."
"Keisha, you may now choose another one," Amber declared.
Keisha's face was still coated with cum, but she had obviously been allowed to wipe the excessive cum from her eyes. She walked over and chose the other purple dress, this one even nicer and very likely to be stolen.
Glenda read her envelope, which she must have gotten when Keisha chose a new dress. "Hopefully there is no gas, as you lick every senior's ass."
The music instantly continued, and I reluctantly moved away from a pussy pleasing, and resumed walking in the circle that hadn't been made smaller.
Amber explained, "This time there is again a dick for every chick. The last one to get a dick fully erect is out."
I hoped I would get Chris, as he was already hard, and after my last cock sucking challenge I was suddenly less confident. Unfortunately, I wasn't close to him when the music stopped. Instead, I got my first taste of black cock, as I ended up in front of the same black guy who had just licked me and returned the favour.
I focused on excessive wetness as I worked on getting his thankfully partly erect cock completely hard.
This time my mouth worked magic as his cock hardened in seconds and I was the first one done this time... well, after Casey, who got my brother's dick.
I got to watch the other girl's work until Sarah and Bonnie were the last two left.
Amber announced, "The loser is the last to get a punishment, as the top ten all get perks."
Both sucked and stroked and finally Bonnie sat up and declared, "Hard."
"Sorry, Sarah," Amber said, as she lost.
"I fucking sucked you like crazy," Sarah said to the nerd.
"Sorry," he said, apologizing.
Sarah went to the dresses and chose a black one. I had wondered why none of the black ones had been chosen yet... likely because black is classic and more likely to be taken. The one she choose was nice, but not the nicest and she was likely safe from having it taken.
Given an envelope, Sarah opened it with trepidation, knowing it was the last punishment. She read it, "You get the last of the punishments, although you may think its fate... every morning you'll be an alarm clock for Amber the great."
Amber explained, "Every day this year, you will wake up before me, crawl into my bed, and wake me up with a morning orgasm."
"Um, okay," Sarah nodded.
I would hate this. Not because of daily pussy, no that would be fine... but I'm not a morning person.
"Grab your banana and come and have a first date of your daily breakfast," Amber ordered.
"Yes, Mistress," Sarah agreed, going to get a cum coated banana.
The music started again and we began walking, now down to 9 chairs. The end of the line was getting closer.
Amber explained, "The next three rounds you will ride the cock five, then ten, and then fifteen times."
As soon as she stopped talking, the music stopped. I had just passed my brother's great shaft and had to settle for an eight plus inch cock instead. I quickly engulfed it and bounced excitedly on it five times... again wanting more. As I did, I watched the black Tanisha ride my brother, feeling a strange sense of jealousy.
Weird, but true.
"And Eve is out," Amber declared, as I remained with a dick lodged deep in me.
"Fuck!" Eve cursed, as she went to the dresses and grabbed another black dress, one that was pretty nice with a generous front for cleavage.
Eve was handed an envelope, just as Josie screamed again as another orgasm hit her on the Sybian.
Eve read, "You may be gone from the game, now you're one big dicked dame."
I watched as Sarah, the senior, not Sarah the morning alarm cock who was now under Amber's dress licking her, came out with a strap-on.
"Get undressed," Sarah demanded.
Eve did as Amber explained, "Eve, you are welcome to fuck any of the sluts who were out before you."
"All year?" Eve asked, as she took off her skirt.
Amber laughed, "I was thinking just tonight, but what the hell, I'll give you all of next week for being so ambitious."
"Thank you, Mistress," Eve said, as Sarah put the harness on her... with a pretty big black cock.
Before I could see who Eve was going to fuck first, that was one cool reward, the music started.
I got off the dick and kept walking as another nerd and chair were removed. Of course, my brother and his ten inch cock were still in the game.
I didn't make it three guys before the music stopped. I was in-between guys and decided to go back, bumping into Tanisha who fell back as I quickly straddled another dick and began riding. I was five strokes in when Tanisha yanked me off. Obviously, it was only her and I left. I fell onto her. I wasn't going to lose now. I went to get up, but she pulled my hair.
Angry, I slapped her in the face and pushed off her. "Stay," I ordered, my fiery Irish personality taking control.
She didn't move, looking shocked, as I returned to the dick I had started and resumed riding.
Tanisha got up just as Amber declared, "And Tanisha is out."
"Damn it," Tanisha cursed, as she went to the dresses.
Amber clarified, "The game will be getting more intense, so pledges still involved be ready to get down and dirty."
Tanisha grabbed another white dress, which she would look really hot in. It would be very interesting if the one remaining black girl would take it.
Tanisha opened the envelope and read, "Number nine, is fine, time to get drunk on cherry pussy wine."
Amber explained, "You will be Champagne pussy for the night."
"I don't understand," Tanisha said.
"You know how chocolate fondue fountains work?" Amber asked.
"Yes."
"Imagine that but with wine pouring down your body and pussy as others lap away," Amber explained.
"Oooooooh," Tanisha nodded, intrigued.
Two seniors brought out a kid pool and put a chair in it as the music again started.
'Weird, but unique,' I thought to myself as I got off the dick and kept walking.
This time the gods were on my side as the music stopped when I was directly in front of my brother. I didn't hesitate as I quickly engulfed his dick and began riding as if my life depended on it.
"Oh, God," I moaned as I fucked myself on my brother's amazing dick.
"Oh, yeah," he groaned, as my body bounced up and down on him.
"No, he's mine," I heard someone say, just as I finished my seemingly short 15 strokes... my orgasm building quickly.
I looked around, now sitting with ten inches of cock in me, to see Tracy and Casey on the floor fighting. In theory, this was pretty funny. Two girls were fighting for the privilege to ride a nerd's cock.
Eventually, Casey won, after another minute of pushing and Tracy was eliminated.
"This is getting intense," Amber declared, as Tracy wiped a little blood from her lip as she went to the dresses.
Tracy chose the last red one, a very nice gown that any blonde would look good in. I, on the other hand, was a red haired, green eyed beauty and red dresses were not my thing. She may be safe because the red dress that Brenda chose earlier was nicer. In the end, likely a very good choice.
"Oh yes, harder," a girl screamed. I glanced to see Eve enjoying the power of the strap-on as she fucked Ariel, who also had a pair of feet resting on her back... it was a rather humorous scene.
Tracy read, "Spread your legs, your out of luck, time for a naughty foot fuck."
Amber explained, "Ohhhh, you get to be fucked by Jamie's foot... it's her thing."
"But I thought I got a reward?" Tracy protested.
"You did. Trust me," Amber said.
The music again began as I glanced at sophomore girls in line to lap up the pussy wine of Tanisha.
I whispered, "I'll be back."
"You better be," Chris responded.
I very reluctantly got off him and continued the walk, knowing I would be passing him much more often now.
"This time," Amber explained, "you will ride a cock five times, then bend over and take a finger in the ass."
The music played for two full rounds and I was two from Chris when the music stopped. Determined to win, I quickly straddled another nerd and began riding. Once done, I leaned forward and felt a finger teasing my ass. "Just shove it in," I demanded, having taken much bigger than a finger in my ass.
He did.
"I'm out," Bonnie declared.
I wondered if she even tried. Then I decided I didn't care, I was one dick closer to winning.
As Bonnie went to the dresses, a senior screamed, "Suck my clit, you dumb bitch."
I glanced to see Sabrina between a senior's legs.
I then saw another nerd shoot a load all over Brenda, whose face was dripping in cum now... which somehow amused me.
When I glanced back to the dresses I saw Eve choosing a new dress, meaning that Bonnie had taken her black dress. Eve grabbed the last black dress which was very nice and likely to be taken.
Bonnie read out, "Roses are red, violets are blue, black cock is yummy and here are two."
Amber announced as two naked, huge dicked, black men walked in. Their dicks were bigger than my brother's... too big.
I watched as sophomores lubed the remaining dicks. It was obvious our next task was anal.
As the music started, I wondered how the tiny Bonnie would possibly handle those massive black pricks. "This time you will straddle a cock and take it in your asshole."
I knew it.
Oddly, the word 'asshole' sounded so much nastier than just 'ass'.
She clarified, "No riding, just enjoy a stick in your butt."
This was the first time I was kind of hoping not to get my brother. I would love to have him ream my ass, but not in this position. Getting ass fucked is a doggy style position quite frankly.
When the music stopped, I moved and awkwardly lowered myself on a nerd's dick. I glanced over to see Miranda, the last remaining black girl, trying to take my brother's big cock.
After a few more seconds, Amber announced, "And Miranda is out," as Brittany, who was without a cock, moved to my brother and did indeed take it in her ass as we all watched.
Miranda joked, "There's no way I can take that thing in my ass."
I didn't say anything, but I sure was hoping to get the opportunity someday.
Fuck! I got to stop thinking of my brother like this.
"I caaaaaaaan," Brittany whimpered, as my brother's dick obviously created a sharp pain in her ass.
Miranda went and took the Belle like dress from Shannon.
Amber said, "Well, Shannon isn't here, so I'll let Miranda choose her outfit too."
Miranda shrugged, "Give her one of the three bad ones."
"Which one?" Amber asked.
Miranda shrugged, "Well, she liked the yellow dress, so give her the yellow jumpsuit."
'Down to two bad ones,' I thought to myself.
I glanced at Bonnie, who was now on all fours rocking back and forth between a black cock in her cunt and a black cock in her mouth. I can't lie... I was a bit jealous. Black cock was taboo; of course, so was sucking and riding your brother... LOL.
Miranda read her reward. "Eeni meeni miny moe, pick a pet for a late night show."
Amber explained, as Josie screamed from another orgasm on the Sybian and actually collapsed off the magical toy, "Pick a freshmen out of the game and she is your submissive to use for the rest of the night as we watch."
Hey, I want my own submissive... although in truth I'm more submissive... at least with guys.
"Sweet," Miranda nodded, as she looked at the pledges around, most of them involved in some sex act or punishment.
"Can I take Eve and then use your strap-on on her and others?" Miranda asked.
"Sure," Amber agreed.
The music again started as Miranda grabbed her exotic banana. I got off the cock in my ass and started walking as there were only five of us.
"This time you will suck the cock and clean the stank of ass rom it," Amber instructed.
"Gross," a couple of the participants said, clearly disgusted.
I wasn't excited about this one, but I was impressed with Amber's complete kinkiness.
Even as we walked, Casey surprised us all, "I'm out."
Amber asked, "You sure?"
"Yes, I'm not sucking shit off of nerd dicks," Casey said, completely disgusted.
"As you wish," Amber said as the music stopped. "The remaining four, you will not have to do this task."
Casey went to the limited dress options and choose the last pink one... a gorgeous dress that may be fought over by the other girls... but not me... pink: yuck!
Amber said, "Now instead of the envelope Casey should receive, I will be giving her a different task."
I looked at Casey, who was suddenly worried.
"You disrespected the process and thus you will now suck all three of the remaining cocks and prepare them with excessive lube," Amber instructed.
"Please, no. I didn't mean to disrespect anyone," Casey pleaded.
A sophomore came to me and said, "I'm supposed to put a blindfold on you."
"Okay," I said, curious what was next, and disappointed I wouldn't be able to watch Casey suck three dicks.
Amber said, "Just go over to the guys and suck each one for thirty seconds."
"Yes, Mistress," a very defeated sounding Casey replied, as I was led a few feet away from the chairs.
"The remaining four, we are going to up the ante here. Once Casey is done sucking the cocks clean she will generously lube their cocks," Amber began. "Then, when I say go, you will crawl backwards until you find a cock. Once it is deep in your shit hole, you will bounce on it until I tell you to stop."
Delicious! And the only word nastier than 'asshole' was 'shit hole'.
For a good five minutes I stood there as I listened to some moans, some groans and someone orgasming.... God, I needed a good hard fucking... and if that meant the asshole, then so be it.
As I listened, I tried to focus on where I was and where the nerds were... I sure didn't want to lose on this one... where I could get royally fucked.
Amber said, "Remaining pledges, on all fours. Casey, go suck the nerd who was just pulled and then take his dick up that asshole of yours until he spews inside you."
I got on all fours.
"Turn around."
I did.
"When I say go, crawl backwards and let's play hide and poke," Amber said. "On three... ONE... TWO... THREE."
I moved my right hand and pushed whoever was there, hoping to knock her down as I began crawling.
"What the fuck!" Brittany said, as I recognized her valley girl voice.
I began crawling. I soon realized crawling backwards was really awkward.
All three guys started talking. "This way, ass sluts," and "Come and get it."
I listened closely for Chris's voice. I wanted him in my ass. I also liked the idea of being able to blame the blindfold for not knowing it was him.
As I got close, Chris said, "You're close, you sexy bitch."
I hoped he was talking about me... although if he had called me a bitch before today I would have torn him a new one... now, ironically, I wanted him to literally tear me a new one.
Amber added, really upping the ante, "The last one with a dick in her ass is out and then the last one of the remaining three to not get a load in their ass is out."
Fuck! That doubled the pressure to win.
I bumped into someone and felt a cock on my ass cheek.
Amber explained, "Once the cock is at your puckered rosebud, the stud can slide it in you as he wishes."



I moved to my right... too much.
I moved back to my left.
Then a bit more.
Jackpot.
"Bullseye," Chris said, as I felt a cock break through my tight hole... ever so slowly.
"Oh, fuuuuuck," I moaned, a mixture of intense pleasure and equally intense pain cascaded through me.
"And Tiffany has a dick in her poop chute," Amber declared.
Yes, I was first.
I quipped, "Actually, it's a fucking snake."
Amber laughed, "You seemed to love it in your cunt."
"I diiiiiid," I concurred, as his cock continued to slowly fill me.
"So fucking tight," he groaned.
"So fucking biiiiiiiig," I whimpered, trying to relax and allow the massive violation in my back door.
"I'm going to really pound your ass, slut," Chris said, obviously enjoying his power over me.
"You fucking better," I replied, before adding, "I've wanted this dick in me all night."
"Mother fucker," Casey screamed, as I imagined the nerd filled her back door.
The slow forward invasion seemed to take an eternity, but finally he was all in as I felt his body resting against mine.
I waited a moment, before I asked, "Are you going to fuck my shit hole or what?"
"Definitely the first option," he joked, as he began to slowly move in and out of me.
"And Mary has a cock in her," Amber declared.
"I want to win this, so you better deposit a load of cum in my asshole," I said.
"Oh, I'm not going to last long in this tight shit hole," he groaned, as I began moving to meet his forward thrusts.
"Tonight, I'm your cum bucket slut," I moaned, as we began fucking each other, no longer siblings, but a man and a woman in complete sexual lust.
"Oh fuck, you're so hot," he said, obviously turned on from my nasty talk.
"And Kerry's back door is being pillaged," Amber declared, "thus Brittany is out."
For a couple of minutes we fucked each other, not slow, not fast... but then I needed more.
"Am I allowed to come?" I asked out loud, as my orgasm was beginning to build.
Amber laughed, "You really are a slut if you can come from having a ten inch hammer pounding your asshole."
"What can I say?" I shrugged, as I began really riding his cock, slamming back into him with each backwards thrust.
"Come all you want, but you can't use your hands on your cunt," Amber said.
"I won't have to," I said, pretty sure I was going to come from the ass fucking and the naughty secret I was fucking my brother.
I had never come strictly from anal sex, but God I wanted to... needed to.
"Ride me, you fucking slut," Chris demanded.
"Oh yes, call me names, you fucker," I moaned, knowing I was top three and confident I was about to be top two.
"Come like the dirty ass whore you are," he said, slapping my ass. "Come on the dick of a nerd, a guy you have likely ignored your entire life. Become my cock sucking, ass taking, cum deposit."
"Oh fuuuuuuuck," I screamed, the hard fucking and nasty talk bringing me over the edge as my orgasm erupted through me like a tornado touching down.
"Fuck, that was hot," Amber said, seeming impressed by me.
As my orgasm continued to bring me pleasure I didn't know existed... Chris kept fucking me and less than thirty seconds later I felt the unique feeling of cum exploding inside my asshole.
"Yes, fill my asshole with your cum, baby," I moaned, loving being his slut... not realizing until after I said it I had called him 'baby'.
"Take it all," he groaned, as he kept slamming into me.
"And Tiffany is in the finale," Amber declared. "Which slut is going to join her?"
As Chris slowed down, I just remained on all fours trying to regain my breath as reality hit me I was just ass fucked by my brother... and I fucking loved it.
There was... without a doubt... no way I wasn't going to fuck him again. I was in love with his cock... and in love with the way he used me.
Shit.
"Oh yes, harder, harder," Mary begged.
"Fucking come," Kerry demanded.
Chris pulled out and I asked, "May I clean his cock, Mistress?"
"You may, you nasty slut," Amber said, as someone took off my blindfold.
I turned around, as cum leaked out of my ass and took his cock in my mouth.
"I may have to keep her," Chris said.
Many laughed just as a guy grunted and said, "I'm coming."
"Yes, fill my ass with your cum," Mary said, as I learned who my final opponent would be.
"Casey, your next task is to clean up all three girl's assholes by retrieving all the cum," Amber instructed.
"Yes, Mistress," she said, and a few seconds later I had a tongue in my asshole which was, for the record, pretty amazing.
After a couple of minutes, as the last nerd came in Kerry, I reluctantly took big brother's big dick, out of my mouth as I gave it a knowing tug and said, "See you again soon."
Amber instructed, "Tiffany and Mary, you may go and get a drink of water or whiskey or whatever you need before you get ready for the finale."
"Thank you, Mistress," I nodded, suddenly very thirsty.
I looked up to see Brittany had chosen the last black dress, one that she had for about two minutes as I saw Kerry take it away from her.
I went to the kitchen and downed some water.
Mary said, "Want to make a deal?"
"What kind of deal?"
"Whoever wins doesn't take the dress away from the loser," she said.
"I want the Belle dress," I said.
"I want the red one that Brenda has," Mary said.
"Perfect," I smiled, knowing that Brenda was going to get one of the skank outfits. "Deal."
"I'm not sure I can take much more," she said.
I shrugged, trying to rattle her, "I'm just warming up."
"You're crazy," she said.
"You don't know the half of it," I smiled, thinking of who just reamed my rear.
"Come back ladies," Amber called out.
I downed more water and said, "Good luck."
"You too."
Once back out, there was a mattress now on the floor.
The chairs were gone.
The finale wasn't musical chairs.
I looked around for Chris, but didn't see him.
I looked at the dresses... only the two hideous ones were left. As I looked around, I saw that Brittany now had the last dress... a teal dress that was quite nice.
Amber said, "Get undressed, except for the garter and thigh highs."
We did.
"Get on the mattress," she ordered.
We did.
Two juniors came out with strap-ons and each put one on each of us.
Amber explained, "The finale is pretty simple. Whoever ends up with their dick in one of their opponent's three holes wins and gets to fuck the hell out of them. The winner also gets to be the head of the freshman class and gets plenty of other perks including: each freshman as a pet for a week, one freshman as your slave for the year and you get to be the lone representative on our council."
I had to win this.
"Plus, the winner gets my cock one more time," Chris declared.
I looked up at him and smiled, "Well, I was already motivated, but now I am all in."
I then turned to Mary and confidently said, "And I'll soon be all in you."
I could see Mary was nervous.
I knew I wanted it more.
I wasn't taking no for an answer.
"Three, two, one, go," Amber counted down.
Neither of us moved at first... sizing up the situation.
"We can do this the easy way or the hard way," I said, as I finally began moving to her.
"How so?" she asked.
"The easy way I just push you onto your back and pound that shaved box of yours," I said. I then clarified "The hard way you get your second ass fucking in a row."
Now in front of her, I didn't wait for an answer as I pushed her onto her back, straddled her and cupped both her breasts. She was startled and dazed as I roughly spread her legs.
"This may be the quickest finale ever," Amber declared.
I leaned down, kissed her hard as I moved my cock to her cunt, which was challenging with her cock in the way.
But with a little maneuvering I made it work and slid my cock inside her... winning.
A rush of exhilaration and adrenaline coursed through me as I revelled in the glory of victory. I didn't play sports, but this must be what it is like when you score the winning basket in a basketball game, score the winning goal in overtime in hockey or hit a home run.
Mary moaned into my mouth as Amber declared, "We have a winner."
I broke the kiss, "Can I keep fucking her?"
"You're in charge of the freshmen now," Amber said. "Do as you wish."
"On all fours," I ordered, as I pulled out, after a few strokes.
Mary, instantly obeyed, clearly a natural submissive... it's actually a surprise she made it to the final two.
I took off the harness and then slid back inside her.
"Oh yes," she moaned, as I began fucking her.
I fucked her for only a couple of minutes before she came... hard.
Once done, we finished the dress choices. Mary took the red one from Brenda who was pissed and ended up stuck with the onesie.
I took the gold dress I wanted all along, leaving Miranda with the skanky t-shirt and micro skirt.
The evening ended shortly after and I walked over to Chris and asked, "So, now what?"
"Depends," he said.
Out of earshot from anyone, I asked, "Depends on what?"
"Depends if you can keep your mouth shut," he said.
As I dropped to my knees, I looked up and I smiled, "I know one way to keep my mouth shut."
I took his cock back into my mouth to get it hard.
I needed his cock in my cunt.
I needed a second orgasm.
And I needed it now.
"Maybe we should take this back to my room," he said, as he held my head and slowly fucked my face.
When he pulled out a minute later, I shook my head, "No, let's just go find a quiet place to finish what we started."
Five minutes later I was getting pounded in the bathroom.
Five minutes after that I reached my second orgasm.
Five minutes after that I got a full load on my face as he pulled out and ordered, "Knees, sister slut."
I quickly obeyed, opened my mouth, closed my eyes and waited for the warm cum bath.
Once he was done, he said, "God, I've wanted to do that forever."
"Really?" I asked.
"Oh yeah, banging my hot cheerleader sister is all I ever jerked off about... well, and fucking all your cheerleader friends," he said.
"If they knew you had this," I said, stroking his cock, "you would have been able to bang them all."
"Too bad I can't go back in time," he joked.
"Live for the now," I said, as I took his cock back in his mouth.
"So now what?" he asked.
I looked up at him and said "Now you have a sister slut you can fuck whenever you want."
"Really?" he asked, seeming surprised.
"Oh yes, this dick is mine," I said, as I stood up and kissed him.
And man did we fuck... all the time... even at home during holidays....
To all our friends we were boyfriend and girlfriend.
And to each other we are:
Brother and sister.
Master and slut.
Lovers.
Meatloaf once said, "Two out of three ain't bad," but in truth three out of three is fucking amazing.
THE END
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